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1.

LO! where the rofy-bofom’d Hours,
Fair Venus’ train appear, -
Difclofe the long-expecting flowers,
And wake the purple year!.
The Attic warbler pours her throat
Refponfive to the cuckow’s note, -
The untaught harmony of fpring:
While, whifpering pleafures as they fly,
Cool Zephyrs, through the clear blue Iky,
Their gather’d fragrance fling.

1. :
Where-¢’er the oak’s thick branches ftretch
broader browner fhade,
Where-¢’er the rude and mof‘s—grown bccch
O’er-canopies the glades*
cfide fome water’s ruthy brink,
ith me the Mufe thall fit, and think,

[ —} bank

'el‘;canopicd with lufcious woodbine—
-Shakefpear’s Midfummer night’s Dream.
A



2 ONTHE $PRING.
(At eafe reclin’d in ruftic ftate) k
How vain the ardor of the croud,
How low, how indigent, the proud, -
How little are the grcat :

- TH.
Still is thc toiling hand of Care;
The panting herds repofe;
Yet hark, how through the pcoplcd air
‘The bufy murmur glows!
The infe&t-youth are on the wing,’
Eager to tafte the honied {pring,
And float amid the liquid noon ; *
Some lightly o’er the current fkim,
Some fhow their gayly-gilded trim,
Quick-glancing to the fun.}

IV.

“To Contemplation’s fober eye }
_ Such is the race of manj
And they that creep, and they that fly,
~ Shall end where they began.
Alike the bufy and the gay
But flutter through life’s little day,,

* Nare per acftatem liquidam———-~Virg. Geor. lib. 4.
+ ——{porting with quick glance,
Shew to the fun their wav’d coats drop’d with gold.
Milton’s Paradife Loft, book 7.
t While mfc&s from the threfhold preach, &c.
M. Green in the Grotto.
Dadﬂeysfoceuamcs, vol. 5. p. 161,



;‘
In Fortune’s varying colours dreft ;
- Brufh’d by the hand of rough Mifchance,
Or chill’d by Age, their airy dance
They leave, in dult to refl.
| V.
Methinks I hear, in accent low,
The fportive kind reply 3
Poor Moralift! and what art thou!
A folitary fly!
Thy joys no glittering female meets,
No hive haft thou of hoarded fweets,
No painted plumage to difplay;
‘On hafty wings thy youth is Sown;
Thy fun is fet, thy fpring is gong-e
We frolick, while *tis May.

A s

ON THE SPRIN G.



'O D E

THE DEATH,
FAVOURITE CAT.
'L

"TWAS on a lofty vafe’s fide, .
Where China’s gayeft art had dy’é
The azure flowers that blows
Demureft of the tabby kind, -
The penfive Selima reclin’d,
Gaz’d on the lake below.
II.

Her confcious tail her joy déclar’d ;
"The fair round face, the fhowy beard,
The velvet of her paws,
‘The coat that with the tortoife vies,
Her ears of jet, and emerald eyes,
She faw, and purr’d applaufe.

I
Still had fhe gaz’d ; but midft the tide
Two beauteous forms werc feen to glide,
The Genii of the ftream ;
Their fealy armour’s Tyrian hue,
Through richeft purple, to the view,
Betray'd a goldes gleam,



ON THE DEATH OF 4 FAVOURITE CAT. [4
1v. o

The haplefs nymph, with wender faw:

A whifker firft, and then a claw,

With many an ardent wifh,

She ftretch’d, in vain, to reach the prize.

‘What female heart can gold defpife?

What cat’s averfe to fifh?

: v.

Prefumptuous maid ! with looks intent

Again fhe ftretch’d, again fhe bent,

Nor knew the gulph between ;
(Malignant fate fat by, and fmil’d)

The flippery verge her feet beguil’d;
She tumbled headlong in. :

VI

Eight times emerging from the flood,
She mew’d to every watery god,

Some fpeedy aid to fend,

| No Dolphin came, no Nereid ftic’d, -

'No cruel Tom, nor Sufan heard.

A favourite has no friend.

| - VIL

'From hence, ye beauties, undeceiv’d,
Know, one falfe ftep is ne'eér retriev’d,
And be with caution bald,

Not all that tempts your wandering eyes
And headlefs heatts, is lawful prize;
Nor all, that glifters, gold.

A3



o o E

- oN . ‘
ADISTANT PROSPECT
O F ‘ C

ETON-COLLEGE.

ANGPQOQIIOS IKANH IIPODPATIZ EIS To
ATZTTYXEIN, ‘ MENANDER,

I.
YE diftant fpires, ye antique towers,
That crown the wat’ry glade,
Where grateful Science ftill adores
Her Henry's holy fhade : *
And ye, that from the ftately brow
Of Windfor’s heights th’expanfe below
Of grove, of land, of mead furvey,
Whofe turf, whofe thade, whofe flowers among

“Wanders the hoary Thames along

His filver-winding way. '

IL.
Ah happy hills! ah pleafing fhade !
Ah fields, belov’d in vain !
Where once my carelefs childhood firay’d
A ftranger yet to pain! '

* King Henry VI. founder of the College, -



PROSPECT OF ETON-COLLEGE. 7

feel the gales, that from ye blow,
A momentary blifs beftow,
s waving frefh their gladfome wing,
My weary foul they feem to foothe,
And, redolent of joy and youth,*
o breathe a fecond fpring.

HE
ay, father Thames, for thou haft feen
Full many a {prightly race,
ifporting on thy margent green,
he paths of pleafure trace;
Who foremoft now delight to cleave,
With pliant arms, thy glafly wave?
The captive linnet which enthral ?
What idle progeny fucceed
To chafe the rolling circle’s {peed,
Or urge the flying ball ?

Iv.

While fome, on earneft bufinefs bent,
Their murmuring labours ply,
’Gainft graver hours, that brmg conftraint
To fweeten liberty; ;
Some bold adventurers difdain
The limits of their little reign,
‘And unknown regions dare defcry; °
Still as they run they look behind;
They hear a voice in-every wind,
And ﬁ}atch a fearful joy. -

* And bees their honey redolent of f'prmg
Dryd Fab. on the Pyth. Phil. from Ovid.
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8 PROSPECT OF ETON-COLLEGE.

, V.
Gay Hope is theirs, by Fancy fed,
Lefs plealing when poffefs’d;
The tear forgot as foon as fhed,
The fun-fhine of the breaft.
Theirs buxom Health of rofy hue,
Wild Wit, Invention ever new,
And lively Chear of Vigour borng
The thoughtlefs day, the eafy night,
The fpirits pure, the flurabers light,
That fly th’approach of morn.

VI.
Alas! regardlefs of their doom,
The little vitims play!
No fenfe have they of ills to come,
No care beyond to-day.
Yet fee, how all around them wait
The minifters of human fate,
And black Misfortune’s baleful train !
Ah, fhow them where in ambuth ftand,
To feize- their prey, the murderous band !
Ab, fhow them they are men!
' VII.

"Thefe fhall the fury paffions tear,
The vultures of the mind,
Difdainful Anger, pallid Fear,
And Shame, that fkulks behind ;
Or pining Love fhall wafte their youth;

Qr Jealoufy, with srankling tooth,



PROSPECT OF ETON-COLLEGE.

hat inly gnaws the fecret heart;
And Envy wan, and faded Care,
Grim-vifag’d comfortlefs Defpair,
And Sorrow’s piercing dart.

VIIHL.
Ambition this fhall tempt to rife
Then whirl the wretch from high,
‘To bitter Scorn a facrifice,
And grinning Infamy.
The ftings of Falthood thofe fhall try,
And hard Unkindnefs’ alter’d eye,
That mocks the tear it forc’d to flow;
And keen Remorfe with blood defil’d,
And moody Madnefs laughing wild *
Amidft fevereft woe,
IX.

Lo, in the vale of Years beneath,
A grifly troop are feen,
The painful family of Death,
More hideous than their queen!
This racks the joints, this fires the veins,
That every labouring finew ftrains,
Thofe in the deeper vitals rage :
Lo, Poverty, to fill the band,
That numbs the foul with icy hand,
And flow-confuming Age !

9

* And Madnefs laughing in his ireful mood.

Dryden’s Palamon and Arcite.



o PROSPECT OF ETON-COLLEGE,

: X.
To each his fufferings : all are men,
Condemn’d alike to groan ;
The tender, for another’s paing
Th’ unfeeling for his own.
Yet ah! why fhould they know their fate!
Since forrow never comes too late,
And happinefs too fwiftly flies.
Thought would deftroy their paradife.
No more—where ignorance is blifs,
»Tis folly to be wife,



O D E
TO

ADVERSITY.

ETMOEPEI]
I QOPONEIN '"TIIOXTENOT. AESCH.IN EUM,

I

DAUGHTER of Jove, relentlefs power,
Thou tamer of the human breaft,

Whofe iron fcourge, and torturing hour,

The bad affright, affiét the beft!

Bound in thy adamantine chain,

The proud are taught to tafte of pain,

And purple tyrants vainly groan

With pangs unfelt before, unpitied and alone.

H.,

When firft thy Sire to fend on carth

Virtue, his darling child, defign’d,

To thee he gave the heavenly birth,

And bade to form her infant-mind.

Stern rugged nurfe ! thy rigid-lore -

With patience many a year fhe bore +

What forrow was, thou bad'ft her know,

And from her own fhe learn’d to- melt at others woes




1> "TO ADVERSITY.

| 1.

Scar’dat thy frown terrific, fly

Self-pleafing Folly’s idle brooed,

Wild Laughter, Noife, and thoughtlefs J'oy 3
And leave us leifure to be good.

Light they difperfe; and with them go

The fommer-friend, the flattering foe ;
By vain Profperity recciv’d,

Te her they vow their truth, and are again believ’d.

Iv.

. Wifdom, in fable garb array’d,

- Immers’d in rapturous thought profound,

And Melancholy, filent maid,

With leaden eye, that loves the ground,

Still on thy folemn fteps attend ;

Warm Chanty,'thc general friend,

‘With Juftice to herfelf fevere,

And Pity dropping foft the fadly-pleafing tear.

V.

O gently on thy fuppliant’s head, -

Dread Goddefs, lay thy chaftening hand!
-Not in thy Gorgon-terrors clad,

Nor circled with the vengeful band

(As by the impious thou art feen) ;
With thundering voice, and threatening mien,
With fcreaming Horror’s funeral cry,

Defpair, and fell Difeafe, and ghaftly Poverty.



TO ADVERSITY. 13

. VL.
Thy form, benign, O Goddefs, wear,
Thy milder influente impart,
Thy philofophic train be there, - .
To foften, notto wound my heart;
The generous fpark extinét revive,
Teach me to fove, and to forgive,
Exat my owa defefs to fean,
What others are to feel, and know mayfelf a man:

T SN



- . - THE 4
PROGRESS
- oF
P OES Y;
A PINDARIC ODE.
- ©ONANTA 27&3101212«' EX

AE TO IIAN EPMHNEQN
XATIZEL " _PINDAR.OLYMP, 11,

L 1.
AWAKE, Aecolian lyre, awake,*
And give to rapture all thy trembling ftrings.
From Helicon’s harmonious fprings
A thoufand rills their mazy progrefs take :

Awake, my glory, awake, lute and harp.
PsarLms.
Pindar fliles his own poctry, vnth its mufical ac-
companyments, o
Aloantc wonmn, Aldnides yopdal, Aloailav mvoal adtady
4 Aecolian fong, Acolian ftrings, the breath of the
.. % Aecolian flute.”

The fubje€t and fimile, as uﬁxal with Pmdar, are
h&:ﬂ united : the various fources of Poctry, which
gives life and luftre to all it touches, are here defcrib-

- : : ' :




THE PROGRESS OF POESY. 15
The laughing flowers, that round them blow,
Drink life and fragrance, as they flow.
Now the rich ftream of mufic winds along,
Deep, majeftic, fmooth, and ftrong,
Through verdant vales, and Ceres’ golden reign
Now rowling down the fteep amain, '
Headlong, impetuous, fee it pour :
The rocks, and nodding groves, rebellow to the roar,
L a.
Oh! Sovereign of the willing foul,*
E Parent of fweet and folemn-breathing airs,
§ Enchanting fhell! the fullen Cares,
- And frantic Paffions hear thy foft controul,
On Thracia’s hills the lord of war
Has curb’d the fury of his car,
And drop’d his thirfty lance, at thy command.
Perchmg on the fceptred hand t

ed; as well in its quiet majeftic progrefs, enriching
“every fubjet, otherwife dry and barren, with all the
pomp of dition, and luxuriant harmony of numbers;
as in its more rapid and irrefiftible courfe, when fwoln
and hurried away by the conflict of tumultnous paf-
fions.

* Power of harmony to calm the turbulent paffi-
ons of the foul. The thoughts are borrowed from the
&irft Pythian of Pindar.

't This is a weak imitation of fome bcautxful lines
m the fame ode.

N Ba



1¢ THE PROGRESS OF POESY,
Of ]’ove -thy magiclulls the : feather’d king
With ruffled plumes, and flagging wing ;.
- Quench’d in dark clouds of flamber lie
The terror of hu. bcak, and hgptnmgs of his eye.
L3
Thec thc voxcc, the d.an.cn, obey,
Temper'd to thy warb]cd lay.
Qex Idalia’s vcivct-grcen
The rofy-crowned Loves are feen
- On Cytherea’s day
‘With antic  Sports, and blne.-cy d Pleaﬁxrcs,
Frilking light in frolic meafures; -
Now purfiing, now retreating,
Now in circling trogps they meet 3
To brifk notes in cadence beating
: Glancs their; many-twinkling: feet.}
Slow: melting ftrains their Queen's approach declare ;-
Where-¢'er fhe turns, the Graces homage pay.
Witharms fublime, that float upon the air,
logliding Mate the wins her cafy way :
o} ¢rher warm, chgck and rifing baﬁ;m, move,
Thc lmpm of, xm,mg Dcﬁrc,and pwple light of Love.}

i ,' , .‘Hi;.‘

JNQ"

. Powcr of harmony to produce all thc graces of

mwtion i the bedy. . :
oo ‘k MW h«n m Oamuh &? &wﬁ- :
- Hom, Od. @'

o & ﬂ)&u&ﬁmwmnpxm R

Pr A
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THE PROGRESS OF POBSY ey

IL. 1.
Man s feeble race what ills await, .
Labour and Penury, the racks of Pain,
Difeafe, and Sorrow’s weeping train,
And Death, fad refuge from the ftorms of Fate!
The fond complaint, my fong, difprove,
And juftify the laws of Jove. ‘
Say, has he given in vain the heavenly Mufe!

¥

Night, and all her fickly dews,

Her {peétres wan, and birds of boding cry,

He gives to range the dreary fky;

Till down the eaftern cliffs afar $

Hyperion’s marchthey fpy, and glittering {hafts of war.
II. 2.

In climes beyond the folar read, ¢

—

Tlapéngs pis EpwTog =i
Phrynichus, apud Athenaeum.
* To. compenfate the real and imaginary ills of
life, the Mufe was given us by the fame Providence,
that fends.the day, by its chearful prefence, to difpel

‘the gloom and terrors of the night.

4 Or feen the morning’s well-appointed ftar .
Come marching up the eaftern hill afar.- :
. Cowlcy.
t Extenﬁvc influence of poetic g\et;’ius over the re-
moteft and moft uncivilized. natiQusydts onneétion
with. hbcrty, and the virtues that ‘ g:gttcnd on
#. See the E.rfe, Norwegian, and Welﬁh;fﬁgmenu,
the Lapland and Amcncan fongs, &e. . »
B3




8. THE PROGRRSS §F p

Where (haggy forms o’er ice-built mountains roam,

The Muft has broke the thlmht-g}aom t

‘To chear the thivering nations dull abode.

And oft, beneath the odorous fhade

Of Chili’d boundlefs forefts laid, .

She deigns tq hear, the favagé youth repeat,

In loofe numbers wildly-fweet,

Their feathér-cin@ur’d chiefs, and dutky loves.

Her track, where-¢’er the Goddefs roves,

Glory purfue, and generous Shame,

Th'ynconquerable mind, and Freedom’s holy flame.
1L 3.

Woods, that wave o’er Delphi’s fteep, $

~ Hles, that crown th’ Egean deep,

Ficlds, that cool iliffus laves,

©Or where Meander’s amber waves -

ln. l‘ing_ering labyrinths creep,

»

Extra‘anni folisque vias——— Virgil.

Tutta lontana dal cami‘n del fole— '
> * Petratch. Canz. 3 z.

+ Progre{'s of Poetry from Greece to Italy, and
from Fraly to Engiand Chaucer was not unacquaint-
ed with the writings of Dante or of Petrarch. The
Karl of Sutrey, and Sir Thomas Wyatt had travelled
o Italy, and formcd their tafte there. Spencer imi-
tated the mhan wrrtcrs, ‘and Milton improved on
them's but this fchool expired foon after the Refto-
gation,- and a new one arofe on the Fr:nch moctcf
which has fubfifted ever fince, R




THE PROGRESS OF POESY. 19
How do your tuneful echoes languifh,
Mute, but to the voice of Anguifh!
Where each old poetic mountain
Infpiration breath’d dround ;
Every thade and hallow’d fountain
Murmur’d deep a folemn found;
Till the fad Nine, in Greece’s evil hour,
Left their Parnaffus for the Latian plains.
Alike they fcorn the pomp of Tyrant Power, -
And Coward-Vice, that revels in her chains.
When Latium had her lofty fpirit loft,

-'They fought, oh Albion, next thy fca-encircled coaft..

L 1.
Far from the fun and fummer-gale, }
In thy green lap was Nature’s darling laid,.
What time, where lucid Avon ftray’d, '
To him the mighty mother did unveil :
Her awful face : the dauntlefs child
Stretch’d forth his little arms, and {mil’d.
"This pencil take, the faid, whofe colours clear
‘Richly paint the vernal year: '
*Thine too thefe golden keys, 1mmortai‘boy'

| "This can unlock the gates of Joy :

‘Of Horror that, and thrilling Fears,

Or ope the facred fource of fympathetic tears. -
‘ I 2. ‘.

Nor fecond he, that rode fublime} .~

Upon thc fcraph-wings of Ecfafy, '

" el e e e " - ——— " -

I S’hakcfgcar. ~ § Milton.




20 THE PROGRESS OF POESY.
"The fecrets of th’ abyf's to fpy.
He pafs'd the flaming bounds of Place and Time :
The living throne, the fapphire-blaze,t
Where angels tremble while they gaze,
He faw; but, blafted with excefs of light,
Clofed his eyes in endlefs night. } _
Behold, where Dryden’s lefs prefumptuous car
Wide o’er thé fields of glory bear
‘Two courfers of etherial race, §
‘With necks in thander cloath’d, and long-refounding

pace.§

L 3.

Hark, hls hands the lyre explore!
Bright-ey’d Fancy, hovering o’er,
Scatters from her pi¢tur’d urn,
Thoughts that breathe, and words that burn.**

¢ —flammantia moenia mundi. Lucret.
+ For the fpirit of the living creature was in the
wheels—and above the firmament, that was over
their heads, was the likenefs of a throne, as the ap-
pearance of a faphire ftone — this was the appear-
ance of the glory of the Lord.  Ezek. 1. 20, 26, 28.
1 095@:7\@&17 o awtpa‘e, Dby &nléav dodny. '
Hom. OdyfT.
§ Meant to exprefs the ftately march and founding
energy of Dryden’s rhymes.
_ § Haft thou clothed his neck with thunder? Job.
#* Words that weep, and tears that fpeak, Cowley.




THE PROGRESS OF POESY. ar

*

But ah! ’tis heard no more
O Lyre divine, what darmg {pirit
Wakes thee now? Though he inherit
Nor the prxdc, nor ample pinion,
That the ° bghan Eagle bear, §
Sailing w i
Through tire deep of air: . :

Yet oft before his infant-eyes would run

Such forms, as glitter in the Mufe’s ray

With orient hues, unborrow’d of the fun :

Yet thall he mount, and keep his diftant way ,
Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate,

Beneath thc Good how far—but far above the Great.

* We have had in our language no other odes of
the fublime kind, than that of Dryden on St. Ceci~
lia’s day : for Cowley, who had his merit, yet want-
ed judgment, ftile, and harmony for fuch a tafk. That
of Pope is not worthy of fo great a man. Mr. Mafon
indeed, of late days, has touched the true chords, and
with a mafterly hand, in fome of his chorufes; above
all'in the laft of Caraftacus. A '

Hark ! heard you not yon footftep drcad ! &e.

§ A vrpr)c opw;(u Bov. Olymp 2. Pmdal’ com-
parcs himfelf to that bird, and his enemies to ravens,
that croak and clamour in vain below, while it pur-
fues its ﬂxght, regardlefs of their noife.

i



,“;’E:r‘f‘ i #W {}T T - )
RN B. A | R; D,
A PINDARICK ODE. °

> The following Ode is founded on a ti'adition current
in Wales, that Edward the Firft, when he com-
pleated the conqueﬂ of that country, ordered all
the Bards, that fell mto his hands, to be put to
death, :

: L x '

“RU I'N’ feize thec, ruthlefs King !

¢ Confufion on thy banners wait,

“““Though fann’d by Conqueft’s crimfon wing,

¢ They mock the air with idle ftate !}

¢ Helm, nor Hauberk’s § twifted mail,

¢'Nor cven thy virtues, Tyrant, fhall avail

" To fave thy fecret foul from nightly fears,

“* From ‘Cambria’s curfe, from Cambria’s tears I°

‘Buch were the founds, that o’er the crefted pride ®

‘Of the firlt Edward featter’d wild difmay,

‘A's down the fteep of Snowdon’s # fhaggy fide

Hé wound, with toilfome march, hns loug array.

f ‘Mocking the air with colours idly fpread.
Shakefpear, K. John.
"'§ The Hauberk was a texture of feel ringlets or
ﬁnﬁs mtcmoven, forming a coat of mail, that fat
clofe to the body, ‘and adapted itfelf to all its motions.
* The crefted adder’s pride. Dryd. Ind. Queen.
' § SNowDoN was a name given by the Saxons to




$tout Glo'fter * ftood aghaft in fpeechlefs trance
To arms! cricd Mortimer, and couch’d his quivering -

lance. )

L a.

'On a rock, whofc haughty brow
‘Frowns o’er old Conway’s foaming flood,
i Robed in the fable garb of woe,
XWIth haggard eyes the Poet ftood 3
(Loofc his beard, and hoary hair{

‘ that mountainous tra&, which the Welch themfelves
call Craigian-Eryri : it included all the highlands of
Caernarvonthire and Merionethfhire, as far eaft as the

river Conway. R. Hygden, fpeaking of the caftle built

there by K. Edward the firft, fays, ‘Ad ortum amnis .
¢ Conway ad clivam montis Erery ;” and Matthew of
Weﬁmmﬁcr (ad ann. 1283) ¢ Apud Aberconway,

¢ ad pedes montis Snowdoniae™ fecit ‘erigi cafltrum
¢ forte.

© * Gilbert de Clare, furnamed. the Rcd Earl of
‘Gloucefter and Hertford, fon-in-law to K. Edward.
Edmond de Mortimer Lord of Wxgmorc. They both
 were Lords-Marchers, whofe lands lay on the borders

! of Wales, and pmbably accompamed the King in this

[ expedition. - : :

-4 The iage was taken from a wcll-known px&m‘e '
of Raphael, reprefenting the fupreme Being in the vie
fion of Ezekicl. There are two of thefe paintings,
both bchcnd on,gmal one at Florence, the ether at
Pam.

-



% T'H'E # ARD.

_ Stream'd, like a meteor, to the troubled air) §
And with a mafter’s hand, and prophet’s fire,
Struk the deep forrows of his lyre.
¢ ‘Hark how each gxant-oak nnd defert cave,
¢ Sighs to the torrent’s awful voice beneath!

¢ O'er thee oh ng' their hundred arms they wave
¢ Revenge on thee in hoarfér murmurs breathe ;
¢ Yocal no more, ﬁnce’Cambnq;s" fatal day,
~‘ To hxgh-born Hoel's harp, or foft Llew:llyﬁ’s lay

. L 3

¢ Cold is Cadwallo’s tongue,
¢ That hufh’d the formy main ¢ - -
¢ Brave Urien fleeps upon his craggy bed ;-
¢ Moun‘tams, ‘ye mourn in vain
¢ Modred, whofe magic fong
¢ Madehngc Plinlimmon bow his cloud-top’d head.
¢ On dreary Arvon’s | fhore they lie,
¢ Smear’d with gore, and ghaftly pale: -
¢ Far, far aloof tﬁ’aﬁ'rightc_d ravens fail;
$'The famifh'd eagle § fereams, and paffes by.

L~
ARk A - B B ¥

! 8hone, ﬁke a mctcof, fircaming to the wind.
= Lo " Mikton’s P. Loft.
+ The {hores of Cacmaxvonﬂnre oppoﬁt% td the ifle
of Anglefey.
Tt §"Cambden’ and othm obﬁ:m, that eaglés a{‘e an
'zmi:y to-build theéir eyry umong the Rocks of Snow-
" on, whith from thence as ‘tany think, were fiame
by the Wcich ¢ Craigian-Eryri,” that is, *the'i




THE B ARD., 25

* Dear loft companions of my tuneful art,

Dear, as the light that vifits thefe fad eyes,

Dear, as the ruddy-drops that warm my heart,*

Ye died, amidf{t your dying country’s cries—

No more I weep. They do not fleep.

On yonder cliffs, a griefly band,

I fee them fit : they linger yet,

¢ Avengers of their native land :

¢ With me in dreadful harmony they join, :

And weave with bloody hands the tiffue of thy line.t
' IL 1.

¢ Weave the warp, and weave the woof,

¢ The winding-theet of Edward’s race.

* Give ample room, and verge enough

¢ The charaters of hell to trace.

¢ Mark the year, and mark the night,

é When Severn fhall re-echo with affright ¢

¢ of the eagles.” At this day, as I am told, the high~
ft point of Snowdon is called ¢ The Eagle’s Neft.’
That bird is certainly no ftranger to this ifland, as the
cdts, and the people of Cumi)erlapd, Wefltmoreland,
&c, can teﬁify it gven has built its neft in the Peak
f Derby(hire. See leloughby s Ornithol. pubh(hcd
by Ray.
. * As dear to me as are the ruddy drops
That vifit my fad heart. Shakefp. Juhus Caefa. -
-} See the Norwegian ode that fellows. -
4 Edward II. _cruelly murdercd in Berklcy-canle.
c t
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‘¢ The fhrieks of death, through Berkley’s roofs that
¢ ring, o
¢¢ Shrieks of an agonizing King!
* She-wolf of France, * with unrelenting fangs
‘¢ That tear’(t the bowels of thy mangled mate,
¢¢ From thee be born, who o’er thy country hangs }
¢ The fcourge of Heaven. What terrors round him
¢ wait !
‘¢ Amazement in his van, with Flight combin’d,
*. And Sorrow’s faded form, and Solitude behind.
. 2.
“¢ Mighty Vi€tor, mighty Lord,
¢ Low on his funeral couch he lies!}
¢“ No pitying heart, no eye, afford
¢ A tear to grace his obfequies.
‘¢ Is the fable warriour fled? §
¢ Thy fon is gone. He refts among the dead.
¢ The fwarm, that in thy noon tide beam were born?
¢ Gone to falute the rifing Morn.
% Fair laughs the Morn, and foft the Zephyr blows, |

* Ifabel of France his adulterous Queen.

+ Triumphs of Edward IIL in France.

} Death of that King abandon’d by his children,
and even robbed in his laft moments by his courtiers
and his miftrefs.

§ Edward the Black Prince, dead fometime before
his father.

[| Magnificence of Richard II.’s reign. Sece Froif-

fard, and other contemporary writers.
1
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« While proudly riding o’er the azure realm
« In gallant trim the gilded veffel goes;
« Youth on the prow, and Pleafure at the helm:
¢ Regardléfs of the fweeping Whirlwinds fway,
¢ That, hufh’d in grim Repofe, expe@s his evening-
¢¢ prey.
II. 3.
¢ Fill high the fparkling bowl,*
¢¢ The rich repaft prepare,
¢ Reft of a crown he yet may fhare the feaft:
¢ Clofe by the regal chair
¢ Fell Thirft and Famine fcowl.
¢ A baleful fmile upon their baffled gueft.
¢ Heard ye the din of battle bray, t
¢ Lance to lance, and horfe to horfe?
¢ Long years of havock urge their deftin’d courfe,
¢« And through the kindred fquadrons mow their way.
¢ Ye towers of Julius, London’s lafting fhame, §

* Richard II. (as we are told by Archbifhop Scroop
and the confederate Lords in their manifefto, by Tho-
mas of Walfingham, and all the older writers) was
ftarved to death. The ftory of his aflaflination by Sir
Piers of Exon is of much later date.

t Ruinous civil wars of York and Lancafter.
 } Henry VL George Duke of Clarence, Edward V.
" and Richard Duke of York, believed to have been fe-
cretly murthered in the Tower of London. The old~
eft part of that ftructure is vulgarly.attributed to Ju-
lius Cacfar.

C 2
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“ With many a foul and midnight murther fed,

¢ Revere his confort’s faith,* his father’s fame,§

*“ And fpare the meek ufurper’s holy head.

¢ Above, below, the rofe of fnow, ¢

¢ Twined with her bluthing foe, we {pread;

¢ The brifled boar, §in infant-gore,

¢ Wallows beneath the thorny thade,

¢ Now, Brothers, bending o’er th’acéurfed Toom,

¢ Stamp we our vengeance deep, and ratify his dooni.
I =,

“ Edward, lo! to fudden fite '

‘¢ (Weave we the woof. The thread is fputt. )

*“ Half of thy heart we confecrate. |

¢ (The web is wove. Theé woik is dbre.)”

¢ Stay, oh ftay! nor this forlorit

¢ Ledve me unblefs’d, anipitied, hete to mourh:

* Margaret of Anjou, a woman of hersic fpirit,
who ftruggled hard to fave her hufband and her-crown.
§ Henry V.

1 Heiry VI. very near being canonized. The line
of Lancafter had ho right of inheritance t6 the crown.
 The White and Red Roles, devices of. the two
branches of York and Lancafter. ‘ :
§ The filver Boar was the badge of Richard III.
whence he was ufuilly kndws in his own time by the
name of The Boir.
|| Eléanor of Ciftille died a few years after the con-
queft of Wales. The heroic proof: fhe gave of her af-
fection for her lord is well known. The monuments

4
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¢ In yon bright tra&, that fires the weltern fkies,

¢ They melt, they vanifh from my eyes. '

¢ But oh ! what folemn fcenes on Snowdon’s height

¢ Defcending flow their glittering fkirts unroll ?

¢ Vifions of glory ! fpare my aching fight,

¢ Ye unborn ages, croud not on my foul!

¢ No more our long-loft Arthur we bewail. }

¢ All hail, ye genuine Kings, Britannia’s iffue, hail!
111, 2.

¢ Girt with many a Baron bold

¢ Sublime their ftarry fronts they rear;

¢ And gorgeous Dames; and Statefmen old

¢ In bearded majefty, appear.

¢ In the midft, a form divine!

¢ Her eye proclaims her of the Briton-line;

¢ Her lion-port, her awe-commanding face, {

¢ Attemper’d {weet to virgin-grace.

of his regret and forrow for the lofs of her, are ftill to
be feen at Northampton, Gaddington, Waltham, and
in feveral other places.

+ Acceffion of the line of Tudor. It was the eom=
mon belief of the Welch nation, that King Arthur
was till alive in Fairyland, and fhould return again
to reign over Britain. Both Merlin and Talieffin had
prophefied, that the Welch fhould regain their fove-
reignty over this ifland; which feemed to be accom=
plithed in the houfe of Tudor.

t Speed, relating an audience given by Queen Eli-
zabeth to Paul Dizianlinfki ambaflador of Poland,

C 2 )
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¢ What ftrings fymphonious tremble in the ajr !

¢ What ftrains of vocal tranfport round her play!

¢ Hear from the grave, great Talieffin, * hear;

¢ They breathe a foul to animate thy clay.

* Bright rapture calls, and foaring, as fhe fings,

¢ Waves in tHeeye of heaven her many-colour’d wirgs,
L 3.

¢ The verfe adorn again

¢ Fierce War, and faithful Love, $

¢ And Truth fevere by fairy Fition dreft,

¢ In butkin’d meafures move I

¢ Pale Grlef, and pleafing Pain, o

¢ With Horror, tyrant of the throbbing breaft.

¢ A voice, as of the cherub-choir, §

¢ Gales from blooming Eden bear;

¢ And diftant warblings leflen on my ear, ||

fays, * And thus the lion-like rifing daunted the ma-
% lapert orator no lefs with her ftately port and ma-
¢¢ jeftical deporture, than with the tartnefle of her
¢¢ princelie checkes.” .
. * Talicflin, chief of the Bards, flourithed in the
fixth cent(:ry. His works are (till preferved, and his
memory held in high veneration among his country-~
"mcn’ ’ ..
+ Fierce wars ahd faithful loves thall moralize my
fong.  Spencer’s Procie to the Fairy Queen.
} Shakefpear. . .
. § Milton, -
- { The fucceflion of poets aftéer Milton’s tie.
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¢ That loft in long futurity expire.

¢ Fond impious man,think’(t thou,yon fanguine cloud,
¢ Rais’d by thy breath, has quench’d the orb of day!
¢ To-morrow he repairs the golden flood, .
¢ And warms the nations with redoubled ray.

¢ Enough for me: with joy I fee

¢ The different doom our fates aflign.

¢ Be thine Defpair, and feeptred Carc ;

¢ To triumph, and to die, are mine.’

&-Ic fpoke, and headlong, from the mountam s height,
Dccp in the roaring txde, he plung’d to emrdlefs night.



ADVERTISEMENT.

T HE author once had thoughts, in concert with a
friend, of giving A HISTORY OF ENGLISH POETRY:
in the introduétion to it he meant to have produced
fome fpecimens of the ftile, that reigned in antient
times among the neighbouring nations, or thofe who
had fubdued the greater part of this ifland, and were
our progenitors. The following three imitations made
a part of them. )

He has long fince drep’d his defign; efpecially
after he heard, that it was already in the hands of a2
perfon well qualified to do it juftice both by his tafte,
and his refearches into antiquity,




‘THER
FATAL SISTERS,*
FROM THE NORSE TONGUE.

IN the eleventh century, Sigurd Earl of the Orkney
iflands went, with a fleet of fhips, and a confiderable
body of troops, into Ireland, to the affiftance of Sig-
tryg with the filken beard, who was making war on
his father-in-law Brian King of Dublin. The Earl and
all his forces were cut to pieces, and Sigtryg was in
danger of a total defeat; but the enemy had a greater
lofs by the death of Brian their King, who fell in the
aétion.

On Chriftmas-day (the day of the battle) a native
of Caithnefs in Scotland faw, at a diftance, a number
of perfons, on horfebdck, riding full fpeed towards a
hill, and feeming to enter into it. Curiofity led him
to follow them; till, looking through an opening in
the rocks, he faw twelve gigantic figures refembling
women : they were all employed about a loom, and
asthey wove, they fung the following dreadful fongs
which when they had finithed, they tore the web into
twelve pieces, and each taking her portion, gallop’d
fix to the north, and as many to the fouth. '

R . Coe

* * The VaLkYRIuR were female divinitics, fervants
of Odin, or Woden, in the Gothic mythology : their
name fignifies ¢ Chufers of the flain.” They were
Mounted on {wift horfes, with drawn fwords in their
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VITT ER ORPIT
FYRIR VALFALLI—*

: - I.
NOW the ftorm begins to lower:
(Hafte, the loom of hell prepare)
Iron fleet of arrowy fhower t
Hurtles in the darken’d air. §

v IL. :
Glittering lances are the loom, e
Where the dulky warp we ftrain,

‘Weaving many a foldier’s doom, -
Orkney’s woe, and Randver’s bane.

. Il
See the griefly texture grow !
*Tis of human entrails made.
And the weights, that play below,
Each a gafping warrior’s head.

hands; and in the throng of battle felected fuch as
were deftin’d to flanghter, and conduted them to
Valballa (the hall of Odin, or paradife of the brave)
where they attended the banquet,‘and ferved the de-
parted heroes with horns of mead and ale.
* From the Orcades of Thormodus Torfaeus.
e " Hafniae 1697. Fol
*+ How quick they wheel’d, and flying behind them fhot
-Sharp fleet of arrowy fhower—  Milton’s Par. Re.
$ The noifé of battle hurtled in the air. |
Shakefpear’s Julius Cacfar. |

. ,i

1
!



IV.
ghafts, for thuttels, dip’d in gore,
$hoot the trembling cords along !,
sword, that once a Monarch bore,
Keep the tiffue clofe and ftrong!

‘ V.

Mifta, black terrific maid,

Sangrida, and Hilda, fee!

Join the waiward work to aid @
"Tiswhe woof of victory.

VI,

Ete the ruddy fun be fet,

Pikes muft thiver, jav’lins fing,

Blade with clattering buckler meet,
 Hauberk crafh, and helmet ring.
VIL

(Weave the crimfon web of war)
‘Letus go, and let us fly,

Where our friends the confliét fhare,
Where they triumph, where they die.
, - VIHL

Asthe paths of fate we tread,
Wading through th’enfanguin’d field,
‘Gondula, and Geira, {pread

O’er the youthful King your fhield.
X,

_Wc the reigns to flaughter give,
‘Qurs to kill, and ours to fpare:
ﬁpxtc of danger he fhall live.

‘.{Weave the crimfon web of war.)

THE FATAL SISTERS..
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X.
They, whom once thc defart-beach
Pent within its bleak domain,
Soon their ample {way fhall ftretch
O’er the plenty of the plain.
, XI.
Low the dauntlefs Earl is laid,
Gored with many a gaping wound.
Fate demands a nobler head ;
Soon a King fhall bite the ground.
XII.
Long his lofs thall Eirin  wegp,
"Ne’er again his likenefs fee;
Long her ftrains in forrow (teep,
Strains of immortality!
‘ X1,
_ Horror covers all the heath,
Clouds of carnage blot the fun.
Sifters, weave the web of death.
Sxﬁers, ccafe The work is done.
XIV.
Haxl thc tafk, and hail the hands!
Songs of joy and ttiunph fing;
Joy, to the vi€torious bands,
Trjumph, to the youinger King.

’

R T T )

t Ireland.



- XV.

, thonthat hear‘& the tair.,

n the tenor of our fong.

tland, through each winding vale,
and wide the netes prolong.

- . XVL,

3 Pccrs, hencé with fpurs of i'pccd*
Fach her thundering falchion wicld,
ach beftride her fable fteed.

, hurry, to the ficld!

) HE' FATALISISTERS.
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FROM THE NORSE TONGUE.

UPREIS ODINNW

" ALLDA GAUTR »

U P rofe the King of men with {peed,
And faddled ftrait his coal-black fteed.
Down the yawning {leep he rode,

‘That leads to Hela’s + drear abode.

Him the dog of darknefs fpied;

His fhaggy threat he open’d wide,
While from his jaws, with carnage fill'd,
. Foam and human gore diftill’d.

® From Bartholinus, De caufis cont;mncndac mor- |

tis. Hafniae 1689. 4to. |
+ Narneeimer was the hell of the Gotluc nations,
‘and confifted of nine worlds, to which were configned
all fuch as died of ficknefs, old age, or by any othet
means than in battle : over it prefided Hera the Godv

defs of death, : "

8
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Hoarfe he bays with hideous din,
Eyes that glow, and fangs that grin}
And long purfues with fruitlefs yell
The father of the powetful fpell.
-Onward ftill his way he takes -
(The groaning earth beneath him fhakes)
Till full before his fearlefs eyes
The portals nine of hell arife.
Right againft the eaftern gate,
‘By the mofs-grown pxle he fat,
Where long of yore to fleep was laui
‘The duft of the prophetic Maid.
Facing to the northern clime,
Thrice he trac’d the Runic rhyme,
Thrice plonounc’d,.in accents dread,
The thrilling verfe that wakes the dead : .
Till from out the hollow ground
Slowly breath’d a fullen found.
: PROPHETESS.. ,
What call unknown, what clarms prefume -
To break the quiet of the tomb ?-
Who thus affliéts my troubled fprite,
And drags me from the realms of night? =~
Long on thefe mouldring bones have beat =
The winter’s fiiow, the fummer’s heat,
The drenching dews, and driving rain,
Let me, let me fleep again. .
‘Who is he, with-voice unbleft,
.That calls me from the bed of reft?:
D a




4 THEDESCENT OF QLK.
- ODIM :
A traveller to thee unkndwa, .
- Is he that calls, a warrior's fon,
'Fhou the deeds of light fhalt know;.
- Tell me what is done below, - R
For whom yon glittcring board is fpread,
Dreft for whom yon golden bed.. . +
. FRORHETEZSS,
‘ Mantling in the goblet fee ...
The pure beverage of the hice;
- O’er it hangs the fhield of golds
*Tis the drink of Balder bald. , ‘
‘Balder's head to death is, given.:
Pain can reach the fons of Heavem.
- Uawilling I my lips unclofe. .
~ Leave me, lcave me toirepofe,
S LN,
- Once again my call obeyis .
Prophetefs, arife, and fay, -
What dangers Odin’s child await,
‘Who the auther of his'fate.
. ~PROPHETESS|
In Hoder’s hdnd the hero’s doom,
His brother fends-him tu&h‘evw‘m’&/ SN
Now my wcaryvﬁps?l&'cfo;&. e ‘
Leave me, leave e wwpbﬁ.%t:
L ODING . .
\ Prophetefs, my fpell abey, =
anﬁ again arife, dnd-fayy

a .
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Who the avenger of his guilt,
By whom thall Hoder’s blood be fpilt.
] PROPHETESS.
In the caverns of the weft,
By Odin’s fierce.embrace comprefs'd,,
A wond’rous bdy fhall Rinda bear, -
Who ne’er fhall comb his raven-hair,,
Nor wath his vifage:in the ftream,
Nor fee the fun’s departing beam,
Till he on Hoder’s corfe fhall fmile:
Flaming on the funeral pile. o
Now my weary lips I clofe.
Leave me, leave me to repofe..

ODIN..
Yet a whilé nry-call obey ;-
Prophetefs, awake, and fay;
What virgins thefe in fpeechlefs woe,.
That bend to carth their foléemn brow,
That their flaxen trefles tear,
And fnowy veils, that float in air.
Tell me, whence their forrows rofe.
Then I leave thee to repofe.

" PROPHETESS.
Ha! no traveller art thou.
King of men, I know thee nows:
Mighticft of a mighty line
. ODIN.

N6 boding maid of fkill divine
Art thou, nor Prophetefs of good,
But mother of the giant-brood.

- D 3
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PROPHETESS;

Hie thee hence, and boalt at! l’mmt,
‘Fhat never fhall enquirer: eomc

To break my iron-fleep againg *
Fill Lok * has bugft his tenfold chaim.
Never, till fubftantial Night '
‘Hasreaffum’d her ancient right;

'Till wrapt in flames, in ruin hurl'd
Sinks the fabric of the wotld.

%

L R . ~
" . .

* Lox is the Evil Being who: continues in chains
till the Twilight of the. Gods approaches, when he.
fhall break his confinement; the human race, the
_flars, and fun, fhall difappear; the earth {ink in the
feas, and fire confume the fkies: even Odin himfelf-
and bhis kindred Gods fhall perith. For a further ex~
planation of thismythology, fec Mallet in his curious
introducticn to the hiftory of Denmark. 1755 4to.
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"TR1UMPHS

¢

"OF
O W E N*
A FRAGMENT. FROM THE WELCH{:

OWEN’s praife dcmands my fong, :
‘QOwen fwift, and Owen firong, - S
‘Faireft flower of Rod’rick’s ftem, - '

Gwyneth’s t fhicld, and Britaiu’s gem.

He nor heaps his broaded ftores,

‘Nor on all profufely pours ;
i Lord of every regal art,
Liberal hand, and open heart.
'Big with hofts of mighty name,

Squadrons three againft him came:

This the force of Eirin || hiding :

Side by fide, -as proudly riding,

* Owen fucceeded his father anﬁn in the princi~
“pality of North Wales, A. D. 1130, This T)a'ttTe was
iought near forty ycars afterwards. 7 -

"+ Fromi Mr. Evans’s fpccxmcm of the Welch poc-_
try. Lond. 1764. ato. . , G

{ North Wales. -1 Ircland, B
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On her fhadow, long and gay,
Lochlin * plows the watry way:
‘There the Norman fails afar;
Catch the winds, and join "t'hckwar.
Black and huge along they fweep,
Burthens of the angry deep.
~ Dauntlefs on his native fands
The dragon-fon + of Mona ftands 3
" In glittering arms and glory dreﬂg

High he rears his ruby-creft.

There the thundeting ftrokes begin,
- *There the prefs, and there the din;-
“Talymalfra’s racky fhere.- ‘

Echoing to the battle’s roar.

Where his glowing eyeballs turn,

Thoufand banners round him burms
‘Where he points his purple fpear,,

Hafty, hafty Rout is thetes

Marking with indigeant eye
" Fear to ftop, and Shame to fly.

There Confufion, Terror’s childy.

Confliét fierce, and Ruin wild, |
Agony that pants for breath,

Dcfpalr and honourablc Death trene

S TERNTU RS
%

-

k!
§owi A

* Denmark

4 Thé dragon-fon] Th: rcd dﬂagon is thcdevicc of
Cadwallader, which all his defcondents bore. oa their:

: bmncr.
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A COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD..

THE Curfew tolls the knell of parting day,*

The lowing herd wind flowly o’er the lea,
The plowman homeward plods his weary way,
And leaves the world to darknefs, and to me.

Now fades the glimmeting landfcape on the fight,
And all the air a folemn ftillnefs holds, :
gave where the beetle wheels his drony flight,

And drowfy tinklings lull the diftant folds; -

Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tower
The moping owl does to the moon complain:
Of fuch, as wand’ring near her fecret bower
Moleft her ancient, folitary seigas ey

Bencath thefe ragged clins, that yew-trec’s fhadey. ' =
‘Where heaves the turfin many a meuldering heapy
Each in his narrow cell. fot ever laid, . T

'The rude Forefathers of the hamlét fleep ... - .. -

¢ inthe knclbof parting day;} © -

e ——fquilla di lontano S
' Ghe-paia 'l giorno pianger, che i muore. .

SR T Dante. gt L &

o
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The breezy call of incenfe-breathing Morn,

The fwallow twittering from the ftraw-built fhed,

Thq cack’s fhrill clarion, or the echoing horn,
No moré thall roufe them from their lowly bcc?

For them no more the blazing hcarth fhall burn,.
Or bufy houfewife ply her evening care

No children run to lifp their fire’s retarm,

Or climb bis knees the envied kifs to fhare,

Oft.did the harveft to their fickle yield,. -

Their furrow oft the ftubborn glebe has broke »
How jocund did they drive their team afield !

How bow'd the woods beneath their fturdy ftroke !

Let not Ambition mock their ufeful todh,
~ ‘Their homely joys, and deftiny obfcure;

Nor Grarndeur hear with a difdainful fmile,
Thc lho‘rt and fimple annals of the poor.

- Tham& of hcraldry, the pomp of pow’r,

Awd all that beauty, all that wealth e’ex gave.
Awaits alike th’ inevitable hmm ey )
Thc path of. gla#y leads but to the. gmnx T
Nor you, ye gronﬂ maputc to thcfa tbc famlt,
1f Memory o’er their tomb no trophics rmfc, :
Where through:the lans-drawn ifle and fwmd vanlt..-
The pcahns anthem fwells the note of praife.
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Can ftoried urn or animated buft *

‘Back#o its manfion call the fleeting breath?
Can Honour’s voice provoke the filent duit,
Ot Flattery footh the dull.cold ear of Death?

Perhaps in this neglected fpot is laid :
Some heart onte pregnant with celeftial fire;
Hands, that the rod of empire might have fway’d, °
Or wak’d to ccftacy. the living lyre. ‘

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page
Rich with the fpoils of time did ne’er finroll3
Chill Penury reprefs’d their noble rage, - *
| And froze tHe genial.current of the foul.

“Full many a gem of pureft ray ferene -

The dark unfathom’d caves of ocean bear
Fuoll many a flower is born te bluth unfeen,
And wafte its fweetnefs on the defart air. "

et

Bome village-Hampden, that with dauntlefs breat
The little tyrant of his ficlds withffood; - '
Some mute jnglorious Milton here may reft;

- Some Cromwell guiltlefs of his country’s blood. .

Th’ applaufe of liftening fenates to command,

The threats of pain and ruin to defpife,

To featter plénty-o’er a finiling land, : - .
" And read sheig biftory in a nation’s eyes, -



»  ELECY WRITTENIN
“Their lot forbad : nai'ci:;buinfeﬁb?dmlom' o 1
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin’d; 1
~ Forbad to. wade through flaugbter to.a throne, ﬂ

And fhat the gates.of mercy.on mankind; = 1+

The ftruggling pangs of confcions Truth to hide,
"T'o quench the blufthes of ingenmous Shame, -

Or heap the (hrine of Luxury and Pride

With incenfe kindled at the Mufe’s lame.

Far from-the m’wdﬂing crowd's ignobile ftrife,
Their fober wifhes never-learn’d to ftray:

~ Along the cool fequefter’d vale of life
‘They kept theixiqiﬁlcﬁ tenor of their way,

 Yet even thefe bones: frominfult to protett
~ Some frail' memorialtill erected nigh, ,
With uncouth rhymes and fhapelefs-fculpture. ekc“kt,
' lmploresthespnﬂing ‘tribute of afigh. ., .

" THeir maine; theiryears, fpelt: byth’unlemr’d Muﬁ,
- The place of fame and elegy fupply ;.

. ,Andmnnﬁyahelfyteutamuﬁdﬂmm S
" ‘That-teach the vuftic Mosslitt toidie. .

~ For whoy 1o dumb Forgethulnéfs aprey, =« .
 “This pleafing unxious being &'er refign’d, = -
' Left the warm precin@s ofthe chearfuldny, -
 Nor caft one-langing lingeritig Jook beind ! .



5 .‘ﬁ..x ﬂMMYCHURQH'Ym . "’

"On fora¥ Tond bréufh the parting foik rekiosy

Some pious drops the clofing éye reqnirds s .
Even from the towad the voiee of Nature crieé,
Even in our aftws livotheir wonted fives. § .

For thee, whe; mindful of th’sahondtir'd dewd;
Dot iw thefe tities their artlefs tale relwtey
if chande, by lonely Codtamiplition. led,

 Some kindred fpivit-fhall enquire thy fatey

Haply, fome hoary-headed fwain may fay,

“ Oft have we feen him, at the peep of dawn,
« Bruthing with hafty fteps the dews away

% To meet the fun wpon the apland land.

| 4 There at the foot of yonder nodding beech,

% That wreathes its old fantaftic roots fo high,
“ His liftlefs length at noon-tide would he ftreteh,
% And pore upon the breok that babbles by

% Hard by yon wood now fmiling as in fcorn,

. % Muttering his wayward fancies he would rovéy

* Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn,

% Or craz’d with care, or crofs’d in hopelefs love.

\

$ Even in our afhes live their wonted fires.]
Ch’i veggio nel penfier, dolce mio fuoco,
Fredda una lingua, et due begli occhi chiufi
Rimanerdopo noi pien di faville. Pet. fon, 16y, -
E t ‘



| §8 ELEGY WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY "éﬂﬁic‘n-nu}
| |

¢ One morn I mifs’d him on the éuflom’d hill,

¢ Along the heath, and near his favourite tree;

‘¢ Another came; nor yet befide the rill,;: ..

¢‘ Nor up thg lawn, norat the wood was hes

i Thq.'nc,x't,t’ with dirges due, in fad array, .- -
¢ Slow thra’the church-way path! we faw him born, -

¢ Approach,,hnd read (for thou canft fead; the lay |

¢ @rav'd en his ftone, beneath yon aged thorn.” .
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THE
EP 1T APH

EERE RESTS HIS'HEAD UPON THE LAP OF EARTE’
A YOUTH, TO FORTUNE AND;TO FAME UNKNOWN?
JAIR SCIENGE FROWN’D NOT .ON HIS HUMBLE BIRTH,
AND MELANCHOLY MARK'D HIM FOR HER OWN.

v ¢ L -

LARGE WAS HIS BOUNTY, AND HIS SOUL SINCERE; ‘
HEAVEN DID A RECOMPENCE AS LARGELY SEND3
HE GAVE T0 MISERY ALL HE HAD, A TEARj;  ~
KE GAIN’D FROM HEAVEN \;Tw‘w ALL HE WISH n)
;A FRIEND. |

NO FARTHER SEEK HTS~ME£!T»&TO-,nlchOSE,

OR DRAW HIS FRAILTIES FROM THEIR DREAD ABODE,
(THERE THEY ALIKE IN TREMBLING HOFE REPOSE,)}

' THE BOSOM OF HIS FATHER AND 'HIS GOD.

. $ (There they alike in trembling hope repofe)]
~——pgventofa fpeme . i Petr. Son. 114
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P&rfamd:iiﬁhe Senate-houle in CAmsrvor, July
v ¥ft, 19469, at the Ioftatlation of Avcusrys Hanrey
‘Buke of Gmﬁw, chaaechor of the Univaﬁwd :

SAET ISR | , LAV O RS S A
Set by Dr. RANDAL, Muﬁc Profe[for,
: ATR - o

HENGE’ avaunt ! 'tis holy ground,

Comus and his midaight cfew, =+

And Ignorance with leoks: pwofbuud;

And dreaming Sloth of pallid hue,

" Mad Sedition’s cty prophate, - v 0 1<

Bervitdde thathugsther chain: -~ 7 -

Nor, inthe eonfecrated bows, ’

Let painted Flattery hide ﬁéﬁ'ﬁfbmt‘trﬁn‘iﬁ Wrﬁ.

"CHORUS. '

Nor Envy ba{'e, nor creeping Gain

Dare the Mufps wetk to ®ain s 0 1

While bright-oy’d Sc:cnc&miksmd,

Hence ! avaunt ! °tis holy ground.

RECITATIVE.
From yonder realms of empyrean day
Burfts on my car th’ indignant lay! '



, o MuUsS b 3
These fis the-friieted: Bage, the Bard divine, -
The few whooa Genivs gase ko fhine - AT
Thro’every ggbmmagc'ﬁ,»‘yﬂrmdi{wvor’:d chme; -
Rapt in celeftial tranfport they.¢ R '
Yet hither bft a glasicefrom high '
They fend of tender fympathy, '
To blefs the place, where on thieir opening fout
Firft the genuing ardor golegi-: . o
*Twas Miltm;&mn:k'thedacp»eoai’_d:mﬂlp SRR
And as the choral wasblings rennd bim fwell,
Meek Newton's felf bends from his ftate fublime, *
And nods his hadry head, and lifdens to the rhime.
T I VATV B
« Ye brqwn o’cr-arching groves
« That Contemplation:loxes, S o
-« Where willowy Camus: lingers with defight, - -
-« Oft at blufth of dawn: = s ¢ I . ‘
¢ I’ve trod your level dawn, ¢ s ‘z;,g',f S EIA AT
« Oft woo'd the gleam of Cynthia’s ver dight, . i
¢« Ip cloyfters dim, far from the haunts of Folly, /
« With Freedom by my fide, and foft-eyed Mclan-
« cholg?? " o - .
RECITATLYE. . ‘ .
But hark ! the postals. found, aird-phcing forth,: ..
With folemn fteps ahd flow,.» i o Di Hasial e v
High potentates and dames of royal birth
And mitked fathers in iong otdecigo 3 Ser
-Great Edward, with the-bllies on his brow .
From haughty Gallia toras . . S
And fad Chatillon, ew.iser pridal morm ..

Lo




% o emu»%s ol

That weptdiet bleeding!loe ;. addﬁpﬁucﬂy‘ O'lﬂ‘? )
And Anjou's heming -and.theopalés rofe, s 7 - |

: Thc;mnﬁnf)hevmmmaof berzm; Y iy
- And either Henry there,'s sioiiz fodinlsy o t:":..tr’i
The murder’d fd!ﬂt;i’gnd(ﬁboimajyﬁmdgm TR
‘That broke the bondsof ‘Rom&.: = © ., 4 | -

Theiri tears,- theiplitele trimmphis: aler, v it
Their human paflions mode ho morey: ot ax. |
Save chantyithﬁt,gbns;wmgm&nm» s
ek pid {)Ammﬁgd{{]ﬂ Wy st Er e
All that oft Grinta’s draitful qpdding . < oo 0L
Ralmﬂnemhsmfmlihmwrwhm o gl 2leor Lo
And bade their awful fanes and turrets nfe,

v

To hail their Fitzroyls fe&;lsmammg comc; '
And thus they fpeak inzfoft! aceovd . :'""'*" "
The liquill Tadgriaige of thei fkies. ) «fu SR A
t %vAuwxmmw Taoy

What is grandeur? Whatm»pbmrl TEENS ST
an\uﬁrﬁr}é Supéside: painth sl o7

Whatlthe bright:rewatd of gain? - Shynln 7 0
~Thﬁmtcfd -memory of' the‘goodf * "':’ PRI
8weet is the breath of vernal (how&ir, SR

The bees colle@ted treafnre fweet; .
chct‘ﬁtg&wfwﬂq—bohnﬁfmw.mb( st Vilpd o
The ftill fmall voice of grasitbdeds e rnalcy i 7
T i o oy, oS qurs oG
Fortmoﬁ, and lpmngiﬁomzhcmgoum,clm. A
'The venerableMargaret feekes; - i 1 0o )
- Welcome, my noble fon, fhecriesalond, ... <

7

To tbwthy kudud‘min; andme, i SUTTRaNS



f’ | ~ TO MUSIC
Pleas’d in thy lineaments to trace
| A Tudor s fire, a Beaufort’s grace?
A IR,
Thy liberal heart, thy judging eye
| The flower unheeded fhall defery,
And bid it round heaven’s altar fhed
The fragrance of its blufhing head,
 Shall raife from earth the lateat gem,
' To glitter on the diadem !
RECITATIVE,
Lo Granta waits to lead her blooming band,
‘Not obvious, not obtrufive fhe;
No vulgar praife, no venal incenfe flings,
Nor dares with courtly tongue refin’d
 Profane thy inborn royalty of mind;
 For fhe reveres herfalf and thee!
With modeft pride, to grace thy youthful brow
The laureat wreaths that Cecil wore fhe brings,
And to thy juft, thy gentle hand
- Submits the fafces of her fway,
thlﬁ {pirits bleft above, and men below,
jom with glad voice the loud fymphonious lay.
GRAND CHORUS,
Thro the wild waves as they roar,
 With watchful eye, and dauntlefs mien,
- Thy fteady courfe of honour keep ;
Nor fear the rocks, nor feek the thore,
-The ftar of Brunfwick thines ferene,
And gilds the horrors of the deep.
- THE END.

55
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