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‘Q(Dhettifgment. /

T the defire of jfome Gentlemen,

gl{i Jor whofe Tafle and Fudgment

. the Editor hath the greateft Refpeét, he has
‘added to this Edition of Mr. Gray’s Poems

two Latin Tranflations of the celebrated
Elegy written in a Country Church-Yard,
with a poetical Addrefs to the Author;
one l’y the Rev. Mr. Lloyd, the other by
an anomymous Perfon ; as alfo a Tranflation
of the fame info Italian : which, it is hoped,

will not be unacceptable to the clafical Reader.







AR LTS TR AL

O D E

S PRIN G

ATEAY CAYEA AT CATYAT AT YA






O D E

ON THE
S P R I N G
W AP NN WP W

O! where the rofy-bofom’d Hours,
/ Fair Venus’ train appear,
Difclofe the long-expeting flow’rs, \
And wake the purple year! «
B 2 The



12 ODE ON THE SPRING.

The Attic warbler pours her throat,
Refponfive to the cuckow’s note,

The untaught harmony of Spring :
While, whifp’ring pleafure as they fly,
Cool Zephyrs thro’ the clear, blue fky

Their gather'd fragrance fling.

Where’er the oak’s thick branches ftretch
A broader, browner fhade ;

Where’er the rude and mofs-grown beech
O’er-canopies the glade * :

Befide fome water’s ruthy brink

With me the Mufe fhall fit, and think

(At

* w2 bank

Q’ercanopy’d with lufcious woodbine.
Shakefp. Midf. Night's Dream,



ODE ON THE SPRING. 13

(At eafe reclin’d in ruftic ftate)
How vain the ardour of the Crowd,
How low, how little are the Proud,

How indigent the Great !

Still is the toiling hand of Care :
The _panting herds repofe :

Yet hark, how thro’ the peopled aix
The bufy murmur glows !

‘The infe& youth are on the wing,

Eager to tafte the honey’d fpring,
And float amid the liquid noon * :

Some lightly o’er the current {kim,

Some fhew their gayly-gilded trim

Quick-glancing to the fun .
Bg To

I

% ¢ Nare per zftatem liquidam ——
Virgil. Georg. lib 4

+ fporting with quick glance
Shew to the fun their wav'd coats dropt with gold-
Miltow’s Paradife Loft, book 7. -



i4 ODE ON THE SPRING.

To Contemplation’s {ober eye *

Such is the race of Man : ‘

Ard they that creep and they that fly,

Shall end where they began.

Alike the Bufy and the Gay
But flutter thro' life’s little day,

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 duft to reft,

Methinks I hear, in acéents low,
The fportive kind reply :
Poor meralift ! and what art thou ?
A folitary fly !
Thy

* While infeéts from the threfhold preach, &c.
Mr. GreEN, in the Grotto.

Dodfley’s' Mifeellanies,[ Lond. Edit.] Vol. V. p. 161,



ODE ON THE SPRING. t5

Thy Joys no glittering female meegs,

No hive haft thou of hoarded fweets,
No painted plumage to difplay :

On hafty wings thy youth is flown ;

Thy fun is fet, thy {pring is gone—=
We frolick, while *tis May.

B4 ODE
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Drowned in a Tub of Gold Fifhes:
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FAVOURITE CAT,

Drowned in a Tub of Gold Fifhes.

b W AS on a lofty vafe’s fide,
Where China’s gayeft art had dy’'d -
"The azure flowers, that blow ; ‘
Demureft of the tabby kind,
‘The penfive Selima reclin’d,

Gaz’d on the lake below.

Her



20 ODE ON THE DEATH OF

Her confcious tail her joy declard ;

The fair round face, the fnowy beard,
‘The velvet of her paws,

Her coat, that with the tortoife vies,

Her ears of jet, and emerald eyes,

She faw ; and purrd applaufe.

Still had the gaz’d ; but ’midft the tide

Two angel forms were feen to glide,
‘The Genii of the ftream :

‘Their fcaly armour’s Tyrian hue

‘Thro’ richeft purple to the view
Betray’d a golden gleam.

‘The haplefs Nymph with wonder faw,

A whifker firft, and then a claw,

With



A FAVOURITE CAT.

'With many an ardent wifh,
She ftretch'd in vain to reach the prize ;
What female heart can géid defpife ?
What Cat’s averfe to fifh !

Prefumptuous Maid ! with looks intent

Again fhe ftretch’d, again fhe bent,
Nor knew the gulf between.

(Malignant fate fat by, and {mil'd)

The flipp’ry verge her feet beguil'd)
She tumbled headlong in.

Eight times emerging from the flood

She mew’d to ev’ry. watry God,
Some fpeedy aid to fend.

No Dolphin came, no Nereid ftirr’d :

Nor cruel Tom, nor Sufan heards

A Fav’rite has no friend !

2%

From-
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From hence, ye Beauties, undeceiv’d,

Know, one falfe ftep is ne’er retriev’d,
And be with caution bold.

Not all that tempts your wand’ring eyes

And heedlefs hearts, is lawful prize ;

Nor all, that glifters, gold.

ODE
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ON A DISTANT PROSPECT OF

ETON COLLEGE.

YE diftant fpires, ye antique towers,
That crown the wat’ry glade,

Where grateful Science ftill adores
' Her HEnrY’s holy Shade ;

And ye, that from the ftately brow

Of Wincsor’s heights th’ expanfe below

Of

* King Henry the Sixth, Founder of the College.



26 ODE ON A DISTANT

Of grove, of lawn, of ‘meadTurv‘ey,
Whofe turf, whofe thade, whofe flow’rs among
Wanders the hoary Thames along. k

His filver-winding way.

Ah happy hills, ah pleafing fhade,
Ah fields belov’d in vain,
Where once my carelefs childhoed ftray’d,
A ftranger yet to pain ?
I feel the gales, that from you blow,
A momentary blifs beftow,_
As waving frefh their gladfome wing,
My weary foul they feem to footh,
And, * redolent of joy and youth,.
To breathe a fecond fpring.

Say,

* And bees their honey redolent of f{pring.
Dryden’s Fable on the Pythag. Syftem.



PROSPECT OF ETON COLLEGE. 27

Say, Father TrawMes, for thou haft feen
Full many a {prightly race
Difporting on thy margent green
"The paths of pleafure trace,
Who foremoft now delight to cleave
With pliant arm thy glaffy wave?
The captive linnet which enthral
What idle progeny fucceed
To chafe the rolling circle’s {peed,,

Or urge the flying ball ?

While fome, on carneft bufinefs bents,.
Their murm’ring labours ply
*Gainft graver hours, that bring conftraint

‘To {weeten liberty :

Some



28  ODE ON A DISTANT

Some bold adventurers difdain
The limits of their little reign,

And unknown regions dare defcry :
Still as they run, they lock behind,
They hear a voice in every wind,

And fnatch a fearful joy.

Gay hope is theix‘s; by fancy fed,

Lefs pleafing when pofleft ;

‘The tear forgot as foon as thed,

~ The funthine of the breaft :
‘Theirs buxom health, of rofy hue,
Wild wit, invention ever new,

And lively chear of vigour born ;
The thoughtlefs day, the eafy night,
‘The fpirits pure, the flumbers light,

‘T'hat fly th’ approach of morn.

Alas,’



PROSPECT OF ETON COLLEGE. 29

Alas, regardlefs of their doom,
_The little victims play !

No fenfe have they of ills to come,
Nor care beyond to-day ;

Yet fee how all around ’em wait
The Minifters of human fate,

" And black Misfortune’s baleful train !

Ah thew them where in ambufh ftand

To feize their prey the murth’rous band T

Ah, tell them, they are men !

Thefe fhall the fury Paflions tear,
The vultures of the mind,
Difdainful Anger, pallid Fear,
And Sharme that fculks behind ;
Or pining Love fhall wafte their youth,
Or Jealoufy with rankling tooth,

That



30 ODE ON A DISTANT

That inly gnaws the fecret heart,
And Envy wan, and faded Care,
Grim-vifag’d comfortlefs Defpair,

And Sorrow’s piercing dart.

Ambition this {hall tempt to rife,

Then whirl the wretch from high,
"T'o bitter Scorn a Sacrifice,

And grinning Infamy.
The ftings of Falfhood thofe fhall trys
And hard Unkindnefs’ alter’d eye,

That mocks the tear it forc’d to flow 3
And keen Remorfe with blood defi’d,
And moody Madnefs * Jaughing wild

* Amid fevereft woe,

Lo,

# wm— Madnefs laughing in his ireful mood.

Dryden’s Fable of Palamon end Arcite,
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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 flrains,
Thofe in the deeper vitals rage :

Lo, Poverty, to fill the band,

‘That numbs the foul with icy hand,
And flow-confuming -‘Age. .

‘To each his fufPrings: all are men,
Condemn’d alike to groan,
The tender for another’s pain :

'Th’ unfeeling for his own,

Ve,
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Yet, ah! why thould they know their fate ?
Since forrow never comes too late, V
And happinefs too fwiftly flies.

Thought would deftroy their paradife,
No more ; where ignorance is blifs,

*Tis folly to be wife.

LONG
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N BriTain’s Ifles no matter where,
An ancient pile of building ftands :
The Huntingdons and Hattons there

Employ’d the pow’r of Fairy hands.

To raife the cieling’s fretted height,
Each 'pannel in atchievements cloathing,
Rich windows that exclude the light,
And paffages, that lead to nothing. |
C2 Full
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36 A LONG STORY.

Full oft within the fpacious walls,
When he had fifty winters o’er him,

My grave * Lord Keeper led the Brawls :
‘The Seal and Maces danc’d before him.

~His bufhy beard, and fhoe-ftrings green,
His high-crown’d hat, and fattin doublet,

Mov'd the ftout heart of England’s Queen,

Tho’ Pope and Spaniard could not trouble it.

* What, in the -very firft beginning !
Shame of the verﬁfying' uibe!
Your Hift’ry whither are you fpinning?
Can you do nothing but defcrib,é ?
A Houfe

* Hatton, preferred by Queen Elizabeth for his grace-
Jul perfon and fine dancing,



A LONG STORY.

A Houfe there is, (and that’s enough)-
From whence one fatal morning iffues
A brace of Warriors, not in buff,

But ruftling in their filks and tiffues,

_The firft came cap-a-pié from France,
Her conqu’ring deftiny fulfilling,
Whom mianer Beauties eye afkance,

And vainly ape her art of killing,

, The other Amazon kind Heaven
Had arm’d with fpirit, wit, and fatire :
But Cosman had the polifh given,

And tip’d her Arrows with good-nature,

C3

17

To



53 A LONG STORTY.

T'o celebrate her eyes, her air, —-
Coarfe panegyricks would but teize her,
Meliffa is her Nomme de Guerre,

Alas, who would not with to pleafe her.

With bonnet blue and capuchine,
And aprons long, they hid their armour,
And veird their weapons bright and keen,

In pity to the country farmer,

Fame, in the fhape of Mr, P——t¢,
(By this time all the Parifh know it)
Had told, that thereabouts there lurk’d

A wicked Imp they call a Poet,

Who



A LONG STORY. 19

Who prow!l’d the country far and near,
Bewitch’d the children of the peafants,
Dry’d up the cows, and lam’d the deer,

And fuck’d the eggs, and kill'd the pheafants.

My Lady heard their joint petition,
Swore by her coronet and ¢rmine,
She’d iffue out her high commiflion

To 1id the manour of fuch vermin.

The Heroines undertook the tafk,
Thro’ lanes unknown, o’er ftiles they ventur’d,’
Rapp’d at the door, nor ftay’d to afk,

But bounce into the parlour enter’d.

C 4 The



40 A LONG STORY.

The trembling family they daunt,
They flirt, they fing, they laugh, they tattle,
Rummage his Mother, pinch his Aunt,

And up ftairs in a whirlwind rattle,

-

Each hole and cupboard they explore,
Each creek and cranny of his chamber,
Run hurry-fkurry round the floor,

And o’er the bed and tefter clamber,

Into the Draw’rs and China pry,
Papers and books, a huge Imbroglio !
Under a tea-cup he might lie,

Or creas’d, like dogs-ears in a folio.

On



A LONG STORY. 4

On the firft marching of the troops
"The Mufes, hopelefs of his pardon,
Convey’d him underneath their hoops
‘T'o a fmall clofet in the garden.
# /
So Rumour fays. (Who will, believe)
But that they left the door a-jarr,
Where, fafe and laughing in his fleeve,
He heard the diftant din of war.

Short was his joy. He little knew,
The power of Magic was no fable.
Out of the wind;)w, whifk they flew,

But left a fpell upon the table.

Cg The



‘42 A LONG STORY.

‘The words too eager to unriddle
The poet felt a ftrange diforder :
‘Tranf{parent birdlime form’d the middle,

And chains invifible the border.

So cunning was the apparatus,
The powerful pot-hooks did fo move him,
‘That, will he, nill he, to the Great-houfe

He went, as if the Devil drove him.

Yet on his way (no fign of grace,
For folks in fear are apt to pray)

To Pheebus he preferd his cafe,
And begg’d his aid that dreadful day.

The



-

A LONG STORY.

The God-head would have back’d his quarrel,
But with a blufh, on recolle&tion
Own’d, that his quiver and his laurel

*Gainft four fuch eyes were no prote&tion.

The Court was fate, the Culprit there,
Forth from their gloomy manfions creeping

"The Lady Fanes and Foans repair,

'« And from the gallery ftand peeping.

Such as in filence of the night
Come (fweep) along fome winding entry
(* Styack has often feen the fight)

Or at the chapel-door ftand fentry,

43

In

* The HOUSE-KEEPER.



44 A LONG STPTORY.
In peaked hoods and mantles tarnifh’d, -
Scur vifages, encugh to fcare ye,

High Dames of Honour once, that garnifh’d

The drawing-room of fierce Queen Mary !

Tte Peerefs comes : The Audieace ftare,
And doff their hats with due fubmiffion ;
She courtfies, as fhe takes his chair,

To all the People of condition.

The Bard with many an artful fib,
Had in imagination fenc’d him,
Difprov'd the arguments of * Squib,
And all that § Groom could urge againft him,

But

* Groom of the Chambers, § The Steward,
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But foon his rhetorick forfook him,
When he the folemn hall had feen ;
A fudden fit of ague thook him,

He ftood as mute as poor || Macleane.

Yet fomething he was heard to mutter,
* How in the park beneath an old-tree
¢“ (Without defign to hurt the butter,

¢ Or any malice to the poultry,)

“ He once or twice had penn’d a fonnet ;
* Yet hop’d, that he might fave his bacon :
*¢ Numbers would give their oaths uponit,

¢ He ne’er was for a conjrer taken.”

The

| 4 famous highwayman hang’d the week before.



46 A LONG STORY.

The ghottly Prudes, with hagged face,
Already had condemn’d the finner.
My Lady rofe, and with a grace —~

She fmil’d, and bid him come to dinner.

¢ Jefu-Maria ! Madam Bridget, )
“ Why, what can the Vifcountefs mean
(Cry’d the fquare hoods in woeful fidget)
* The times are alter’d quite and clean !
“ Decorum’s turn’d to mere civility ;
“ Her air and all her manners thew it.
“ Condemn’d me to her affability !
* Speak to a Commoner and Poet !”
[ Here 500 Stanzas are loft.]
And
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And fo, God fave our noble King,
And guard us from long-winded Lubbers,
That to eternity would fing,

And keep my Lady from her Rubbers,

HYMN






e Qg e o e g

H Y M N

T O

ADVERSITY.

Zyve
Tov (ppouew Bponu; 00t~
gavre, Tw 72'069&! by

Oévra xupivg exsn/
Ascuyrus, in Agamemnone.

R friedof






H Y M N

T O
A DVERSITY.

o e o o o o ol o e el ol o e o e

DAUGHTER of Jove, relemlefs Pow’ I
Thou Tamer of the human breaft,
Whofe iron fcourge and tort’ring hour,

The Bad affright, affli¢t the Beft !
Bound in thy adamantine chain,

The Proud are taught to tafte of pain,

l%ﬂd



52 HYMN TO ADVERSITY.

And purple Tyrants vainly groan

With pangs unfelt before, unpitied and aloae.

When firft thy fire to fend on earth

Virtue, his darling Child, defign’d,
To thee he gave the heav'nly 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 ithe learn’d to melt at others woe.

Scar’d at thy frown terrific, fly
Self-pleafing Folly’s idle brood,

Wild Laughter, ' Noife, and thoughtlefs Joy,
And leave us leifure to be good.

Light they difperfe, and with them go

The fummer Friend, the flattring Roe ;



HYMN TO ADVERSITY.  s3

By vain Profperity receivd,

To her they vow their truth, and are agair believd.

Wifdom, in fable garb array’d,
Immers’d in rapt'rous theught profound,
And Melancholy, filent maid,
With leadcn eye, that loves the ground,
Still on thy folemn fteps attend : |
Warm Charity, the ger’ral Friend,
With Juftice to herfelf fevere,
And Pity, dropping foft the fadly-pleafing tear,

Oh, gentiy on thy Suppliant’s head,
'Dread Goddefs, lay thy chaft’ning hand !
Not in thy Gorgon terrors clad, ‘
Nor circled with the vengeful Band
(As by the Impious thou art feen)

With thund’ring voice, and threat’ning mien,
Witle



§4 HYMN TO ADVERSITY.

With fcreaming Horror’s funeral cry,

Defpair, and fell Difeafe, and ghaftly Poverty,

‘Thy form benign, oh Goddefs, wear,
‘Thy milder influence impart,

Thy philofophic Train be there, -
To foften, not to wound the heart,

The gen’rous fpark extin revive,

"Teach me to love and to forgive,

Exa&® my own defeéts to fcan,

What others are, to feel, and know myfelf a Man,

THE
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ADVERTISEMENT.

When the Author fitft publithed this and
the following Ode, he was adviled, even
by his Friends, to fubjoin {fome few ex-
planztory Notes ; but he had too much
refpect for the underftanding of his
Readers to take that liberty.

R



T HE

PROGRESS OF POESY.

A PINDARIC ODE.

of0%o0%o0Raciodeofunlooio Fookadiaolostosodfeciosecka

I 1.

¥ WAKE, Zolian lyre, awake,

And give to rapture all thy trembling
ftrings.

From Helicon’s harmonious fprings

A thoufand rills their mazy progrefs take:
The.

* Awake, up my glory : awake, lute and harp.
David’s Pfalms.
Pindar Soyles kis own poeiry with dts mufical accom-
Danyments,
> 7 N ’ /o N b N S W/ \ s ~,
Abodys oA, ArdAioes xopé\m, AloMdwy wrveaal avAay,
Aolian Song,
Zolian ftrings, the breath of the Zolian flute.
D The




53 THE PROGRLSS OF POESY,

The laughing flow’rs, that round them blow,
Duink life and fragrance as they flow,

Now the rich ftream of ‘mufic winds along,

Deep, majeftic, {mooth, and ftrong,

Thro” verdant vales, and Ceres’ golden reign :
Now rolling down the fteep amain,

{eadlong, impetuous, fee it pour :

The rocks, and nodding groves rebellow to the

Yoar,

Oht

The fubjet and fimile, as ufual with Pindar, are
united.  The various fources of poetry, which gives life
end luftre éa all it touches, ave here defcribed ; its
quict majeftic progrefs enriching every fubject (otherwife
dry and barren) with a pomp of dition and duxuriant
Farmony of numbers ; and its'more rapid and trrefiftible
courfe, when fwoln-and hurriecd away by the confli&d of
tumultuous pafions.

R



A PINDARIC ODE sg

I. 2

* Oh! Sovereign of the willing foul,
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 dropp’d his thirfty lance at thy command.
+ Perching on }he {ceptred hand
Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feather’d king
With ruffled plumes, and flagging wing :
Quench’d in dark clouds of flumber lie
The terror of his beak, and lightnings of his eye.
Thee

* Power of harmony to calm the turbulent fallies of the .
Soul.  The thoughts are barrowed _from the firft Pythian
Ode of Pindar.

+ This is a weak tmitation of fome mcompam&[e lines
in the fame Ode,
D2



6 THE PROGRESS OF-POLSY.

1 3.
* Thee the voice, the dance, obey,

Temper'd to thy warbled lay.
O’cr Idaliu’s velvet-green
The rofy-crowned Loves are feea
On Cythereg’s day,
With antic Sports, and blue-eyed Pleafures,
Fritking light in frolic meafures ; v
Now purfuing, now retreating,
Now in circling troops they meet :
To brifk notes, in c,;élence beating,
t Glance their many-twinkling feet.
Slow melting ftrains their Queen’s approach declare :
Where’er the turns the Graces homage pay.
With arms fublime, that float upon the air,

In gliding State the wins her eafy way :
o O'er

* Power of harmony to produce all the graces of mo-
tion in the body. ‘

+ Mapuagvyas Sueiro wodiv Sadpale & Supd.
et : Homer, 0d. ©.



A PINDARIC ODE €:

O’er her warm cheek, and rifing bofom, mové

* The bloom of young Defire, and purple lizht of
Love.

II. »
+ Man’s feeble race what Iils awalit,

Labour and Penury, the racks of Pain,

Difeafe, and Sorrow’s weeping train, \
And Death, fad refuge from the forms of Fate !
The fond complaint, my Song, difprove,

And juftify the laws of ]ovq
Say, has he givn in vain the heav'nly Mufe ?
Night, and all her fickly dews,

Her

* Adums & o wipOuping
Mooy Qiss Ypuvose  Phrynichus a‘bud Athenccum.

+ To compenfaie the real and imaginary ills of life,
the Mufe was given to Mankind by the fame Providence
that fends the Day, by its chsarful prefence {p difpel the
glvom and terrors of the Night.

D3



62 THE PROGRESS OF POESY.

Her Speétres wan, and Birds of boding cry,
He gives to range the dreary fky :
*Till down the eaftern cliffs afar

Hyperion’s march they fpy, and glittring fhafts of
ware

II. a2
Il In climes beyond the folar § road,
‘Where fhaggy forms o’er ice-built mountains
roam, _
The Mufe has broke }k}:e twilight-gloom
To chear the thiv’ring Native’s dull abode.
. And

* Or feen the Morning’s well-appointed Star
Come marching up the eaftern hills afar.
: Cowley.

Il Extenfive influence of poetic Genius over the re-
moteft and moft uncivilized nations : its connetion with
Uberty, and the virtues that naturally attend on it.
[See the Erfe, Norwegian, and Welfh Fragments, the
Lapland and American fongs.]

§ “ Extra anni folifque vias ——" Virgil,

“ Tutta lontana dal camin del fole.”
Petrarch, Canzon 2.
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And oft, beneath the od’rous thade

-Of Chil’s boundlefs forefts laid,

She deigns to hear the favage Youth repeat

In loofe numbers wildly fweet,

Their feather-cin@ured Chiefs, and dufky Leves. |
Her track, where’er the Goddefs roves,

Glory purfue, and generous Shame,

Th unconquerable Mind, and Freedom’s holy
flame. :
II. 3.
* Woods, that wave o’er Delphi’s fteep,

Ifles, that crown th’ ZEgean deep,
' | Ficlds,

*® Progrefs of Poetry from Greece to Italy, and from
Italy to England. Chaucer was not unacquainted with
the writings of Dante or of Petrarch. The Earl of
Surrcy and Sir Thomas Wyatt had travelled into Italy,
and formed their tafte there ; Spenfer imitated the Italian
writers ; Milton improved on them : but this School ex-
pired foon after the Reftoration, and a new one arofe on

the French model, which has fubfifted ever fince.
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Fields, that cool liiffus laves,
Or where Mxander’s amber waves
In lingering Lab’rinths creep,
How do your tuneful Echos languifh,
Mute, but to the voice of Anguith ?
Wkere each old peetic Mountain
Infpiration breath’d around :
Ev'ry fhade and hallow’d Fountain
Murmurd deep a folemn found :
*Till the fad Nine in Greece’s evil hour
Left their Parnaflus for the Latjan plains.
Alike they feorn thve pomp of tyrant Pow’r, |
And coward Vice, that revels in her chains.
When Latium had her lofty fpirit loft,

They fought, oh Albion! next thy fea-encircled

" coaft.
1. 1.

Far from the fun and fummer gale, /
In thy green lap was Nature's * Darling laid,
What tim‘e/, where lucid Aven ftray’d,

To Hini the mighty Mother did unveil
Her

* Shakefpeare,
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Her awful face : The dauntlefs Child -
Stretch’d forth his little arms, and finil’d.
“This pencil take (ihe faid) whofe colours clear
Richly paint the vernal year :

‘I'hine too thefe golden keys, immortal Boy !
This can unlock the gates of Joy ;

Of Horrour that, and thrilling Fears,

Or cpe the facred fource of {ympathetic Teats.

HL 2.

Nor fecond He ¥, that rode fublime

Upon the feraph wings of Lxtafy,

The fecrets of th "Abyfs to {py. .
T He pafs'd the flaming bounds of Place and Time :
§ The living Throne, the fapphire-blaze,

Where Angels tremble, while they gaze,

He

* Milton.

+ ¢“——flammantia meenia mundi.  Lucretins.

§ For the {pirit of the living creature was in the
wheels — And above the firmament, that was over

D thar
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He faw : but blafted with excefs of light,

* Clofed his eyes in endlefs night.

Behold, where Dryden’s lefs prefumptuous car,
Wide o’er the fields of Glory bear

* Two Courfers of ethereal race,

+ With necks in thunder cloath’d, and long refound-

ing pace.

Hark,

their heads, was the likenefs of a throne, as the ap-
pearance of a fapphire-ftone.—This was the appear-
ance of the glory of the Lord.

Ezekiel i, 20, 26, 28.

* 00 Sanui iy dpepae Sidov & ndetay Godiy.,
Homer. 0d.

+ Meant to exprefs the flately march and Jounding
energy of Dryden’s rhimes.

$ Haft thou cloathed his neck with thunder ?

Fob.
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L. 3.
Hark his hands the lyre eiplore !
Bright-ey'd Fancy, hovering o’er,
Scatters from her pi€tur'd urn
* Thoughts that breathe, and words that burn.
+ But ah ! tis heard no more ——
Oh! Lyre divine, what daring Spirit

Wakes thee now ? tho’ he inherit -
Nor

* V/ords that weep, and tears that fpeak.
. Coaley.

+ We have had in our language no other odes of the
Jublime kind, than that of Dryden on St. Cecilia’s day :
for Cowley (who had his merit) yet wanted Judgmeuts,
fiyle, and harmony, for fuch a tafk. That of Popeis
not worthy of fo great a man. Mr. Mafon indeed of
late days has touched the true chords, and with a wmaj-
terly hand, in fome of lis Chorufes — above all, in
the laft of Caraflacus,

Hark ! heard ye not yon footftep dread 2 &e.
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Nor the Pride, nor ample pinion,
* That the Theban Fagle bear

Sailing with fupreme dominion
Thro’ the azure deep of air :

Yet oft before his infant eyes would run
Such forms, as glitter in the Mufe’s ray

With crient hues, unborrow’d of the Sun :
Yet fhall he mount; and keep his diftant way
Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate,

.

Bcpeath the Good how‘fu.-é-— but far above the
Great.

* Ade Wpég é'pwgac Seter. OIymp. 2. Pindar com-
pares homfelf to that bird, and his enemics to ravens
‘that croak and clamour in vain below, while it j)mf:c:
ats flight, regardlefs of chetr noife,
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ADVERTISEMENT:
The following O DE is founded on a
Tradition current in Wales, that Edward
.. THE FIRST, when he compleated the
conqueft of that country, ordered all
the Bards, that fell into his /hands, to
be -put to death,
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A PINDARIC ODE

“ UIN feize thee, ruthlefs King !
¢ Confufion on thy banners wait,
¢ Tho’ fann’d by Conqueft’s crimfon wing,
¢ ® They mock the air with idle ftate.

¢ Helm

* Mocking the air with colours idly fpread.
‘ Shakefpeare’s King Fohn:
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““.Helm, nor * Haﬁberk’s twifted mail,

“ Nor even thy virtues, Tyrant, fhall avail

** 'To fave thy fecret foul from nightly fears,

*“ From Cambria’s curfe, from Cambria’s tears !” .

Such were the founds, that o’er the + crefted pride
Of the firlt Edward featterd wild difiay,

| As_‘dOWn the fieep of 1 Snowdon’s fhaggy fide

He wound with toilfome march his long array.

Stout

* The Hauberk was a texture of fieel ringlets, or
rings interwoven, forming a coat of mail, that Jate
clofe to the body, and adapted tfelf to every motion.

1t ~—— The crefted adder’s pride.
Dryden’s Indian Queen.

1 Snowdon was a name given by the Saxons to
that mountavious trait, which the Welch themfelves
call Craigian-eryri: ot included all the highlands of
Caernarvonfhire and Merionethfhire, as far caft as the
" river Conway.  R. Hygden, fpeaking of the caftle of
Conway buwlt by King Edward 1. fays, * Ad ortum
‘“ amnis Conway ad clivum meontis Erery ;” and
Matthew of Weftminfter, (ad ann. 1283,) “ Apud
*“ Aberconway 'ad pedes moutis Snowconix tecit
¢ erigi caftrum forte.”
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Stout * Glo'fter ftood aghatt in fpeechelefs trance ;
To arms! cried + Mortimer, and couch’d his
quivring lancex
1. 2.

Ona ro'ck, whofe haughty brow
Frowns o’er old Conway’s foaming flood

Robd in the fable garh of woee,
With haggard eyes the-Poet ftood ;
(1 Loofe his be:{rd, and hoary hair
& S:ream’d, like a meteor, to the troubled air)

‘“ And

* Gulirt de Clare, furnamed the Red, Earl of
Gloucefter and Hertford, fon-in-law to King Edward.
+ Edinond de- Mortimer, Lovd of Wigmore,
They both were Lords-Marchers, whofe lands lay
on the borders of Wales, and probably accompanied
" ghe King in this expedition.
1 The image was taken from a well-known pillure
of Raphael, 'reprefenting the Supreme Being in the vi-
Jion of Ezekiel ; there are two of thefe paintings (both
belicved original) one at Ilovence, the other at Paris
§ Shone, like a meteor, ftreaming 10 the wind.
Mutow’s Paradije Loft.
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And with a Mafter’s hand, and Prophet’s fire,
Struck the deep forrows of his lyre.

‘¢ Hark, how each giant-oak, and defert cave,
“ Sighs to the torrent’s awful voice beneath ¥

 O’er thee, oh King! their hundred arms they
wave,

“ Revenge on thee in hoarfer murmurs breathe ;
“ Vocal no more, fince Cambriz’s fatal day,

“ To high-born Hoel’s harp, or foft Llewellyn’s lay.

I 3.

¢ Cold is Cadwallo’s tongue,.
“ That hufh’d the ftormy main :
““ Brave Utien fleeps upon his craggy bed :
“ Mountains, ye mourn. in vain
*“ Modred, whofe magic fong
“ Made huge Plinjimmon bow his cloud-top’d head ,

[ On



'
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& * On dreary Arvon's fhore they lie,
¢ Smeard with gore, and ghaftly pale :
“ Far, far aloof th’ a&'rightc‘d ravens fail 5

The famifh’d + Eagle fcreams, and pafles by.

¢

-~

¢ Dear loft companicns of my tuneful art,

« 1 Dear, as the light that vifits thefe fad-eyes,

-

€

1 Dear, as the ruddy drops that warm my heart,
¢ Ye died amidft your dying country’s cries—

[{§ Nol

Y

* The fhores of Caernarvonfhire oppofite to the ifle
of Anglefey. !

+ Cambden and others obferve, that eagles ufed an-
nually to build their aerie among the rocks of Snow-
don, whick from thence (as fome think) were named
the Welch Chraigian-cryri, or the crags of the eagles.
At this day (L am told) the higheft pount qf Snow-
don is called the cagle’s neft. That bird is cortain-
ly mo ftranger to this ifland, as the Scots, and the
people of Cumberland, Wefrmoreland, &c. can teftify
it cven has built its nefl in the Peak of Derbyflure,

[Sec Willoughby's Ornithol. publifhed by Ray.]

1 As dear to me as are the ruddy drops, -

That vifit my fad heart : .
Shakef. Ful. Cafar.
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“ No more I weep. They do not fleep.
““ On yonder cliffs, a grifly 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 tifiue of thy
line.” '

H, 1.

“ Weave the warp, and weave the woof,.
“ The winding-theet of Edward’s race.
*“ Give ample room, and verge enough
““ The charatters of hell to trace.
“ Mark the year, and mark the night,
¢ § When Severn fhall re-echo with affright
' The

* See the Norwegian Ode, that Sollows.

1 Edward the Second, cruelly butchered in Berkley-
afile. ‘
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* The fhrieks of death, thro’ Berkley’s roofs that

ring,

-

¢ Shrieks of an agonizing King !

"

* She-Wolf of France, wich unrelenting fangs,

“ That tear'ft the bowels of thy mangled Mate,

~
N

+ From thee be born, who o’er thy country hangs

¢ The fcourge of Heavn. What Terrors round
him wait!

“«

Amazement in his van, with Flight combin’d.

¢ And forrow’s faded form, and folitude behind.

II. 24

-

¢ Mighty Victor, mighty Lord,

““ 1 Low on his funeral couch he lies!

-

3

No pitying heart, no eye, afford

¢ A tear to grace his obfequies.

((‘s

* Ifabel of France, Edward the Second’s adulterous
Oueen
+ Driumphs of Edward thc Third in France.
1 Death of that King, abandoned by his Childreis

and even robbed in his laft moments by his Courtiers and
his Muftrefs,
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4¢ Is the fable * Warrior fled ?
* Thy fon is gone. He refts among the Dead.
¢ The ‘Swarm, that in thy noon-tide beam were
born ?
¢ Gone to falute the rifing Morn.
¢ Fair § laughs the Morn, and foft theZephyr blows;.
“ While proudly riding o’er the azure realm,
¢ In gallant trim the gilded Veffel goes;
“ Youth on the brow, and Pleafure at the helm ;
* Regardlefs of the fweeping Whirlwind’s fway,
¢ That, hufh’d in grim repofe, expets his evening-
prey.
1.

* * Edward the Black Prince, died fome time be-
Sore his Father.

§ Magnificence of Richard the Second’s” reign.
8o Froiffard and other contemporary Writers,
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iI. s.

2

® 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 finile upon their baffled Gueft,

- ““ Heard ye the din of * battle bray,

“ Lance to lance, and horfe to horfe?

* Long years of havock urge their deftin’d courfe,

““ And thro’ the kindred fqﬁadrons mow their way,
€ Yc

* Richard the Second, (as we are told by Archbi.
Jhop Scroop and the confederate Lords in their ma-
nifefto, by Thomas of Walfingham, and ali the older
Writers) was flarved to death. The flory of his af-
Jaffination by Sir Picrs of Exom, is of much later
date,

+ Ruinous wars of York and Lancafter.
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¢ Ye Tow'rs of Julius, * London’s latting {hame,
“¢ “With many a foul and midnight murther fed,

“ Revere his t Conforts faith, his Father’s { fame,
¢ And fpare the meek || Ufurper’s holy head.

“ Above, below, the §rofe of fnow,
““ Twin'd with her blufhing foe, we fpread :

¢ The briftled ¥ Boar, in infa;nt gore,

“ Wallows beneath the thorny fhade.

“ New

* Henry the Sixth, George Duke of Clavence,
Fdward the Fifth, Richard Duke of York, &c. be-
licved to be murthered fecretly in the Tower of London.
The oldeft part of that firultureis vulgarly attributs
ed to Fulius Cafar.

+ Margaret of Anjou, a woman of heroic fpirit,
who flruggled havd to fave her Hufband and her
Crown. ’

t Herry the Fifth.

| Henry the Sixth very mear being canonized. The
line of Lancafter had mo right of inheritance to the
Crown. ‘

§ The white and red rofes, devices of York and
Lancafler. .

q The filver Boar was the badge of Richard the
Ihird ; whence he was wufually known in his own
¢gme-by the name of the Boar.
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¢ Now, Brothers, bending oer th’ accurfed loom,

‘¢ Starnp we our vengeance deep,and ratify his doom,

1. 1.

‘ Edward, lo! to fudden fate
[43

(Weave we the woof. The thread is fpun)

“ *Half of thy heart we confecrate.

-

<

('I_'lie web is wove. The work is done.)”

-~

¢ Stay, oh ftay ! nor thus forlorn

-

¢ Leave me unblefs’d, unpitied, here to mourn :

-

¢ In yon bright track, that fires the weftern fkies,

They melt, they vanifh from my eyes.

«“ But,

* Eleanor of Caftile died a few years after the
conqueft of Wales. The heroic proof fhe gave of her
affellion for her Lord is well hnown, The monu-
ments of his regret, and forrow for the lofs of her,
are full to be feen at Northampton, Geddington,
Waltham, and other places.

E
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“ But, oh! what folemn fcenes on Snowdon’s
height

“¢¢ Defcending flow their glitt’ring fkirts unroll ?

€

-

Vifions of glory, fpare my aching fight,
« Ye unborn Ages, crowd not on my foul!
¢¢ No more our long loft ®* Arthur we bewail.

 All-hail, t ye genuine Kings, Britannia’s Iffue hail !
I, 2.

« Girt with many a Baron bold,

“ Sublime their ftarry fronts they rear ;
¢ And gorgeous Dames, and Statefmen old
‘¢ In bearded majefty, appear.
“ In

# It was the common belicf of the Welfl nation,
that King Arthur was fll alive in Fairy-land, and
" Jhould return again to reign over Brilain. -

+ Both Merlin and Taliefin had prophefied, that
the Welfh fhould regain their fovereignty over this
ifland ; “which feemed to be accompliffed in the Hoife
of Tudor.
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¢ In the midft a Form divine !

Her eye proclaims her of the Briton-line ;

~
-~

Her lion-port*, her awe-commanding face,

o

¢ Attemper'd fweet to virgin-grace.

*“ What ftrings fymphonious tremble in the air,

€<

What firains of vocal tranfport round her play !

¢ Hear from the grave, great Talieflin t, hear 3

13

They breathe a foul to animate thy clay.

-~

* Bright rapture calls, and foaring as fhe fings,

Waves in the eye of Heav'n her many-colour'd
wings.

Tlxe )

* Speed, relating an audience given by Queen Eliza«
beth to Paul Dzialinfki, Ambafador of Polund, Says,
“ And thus jhe, lion-like rifing, daunted the malapert
“ Orator no lefs with her flately port and majeflical de~
 porture, than with the tartnefle of her princelic
€ checkes.” :

v Tuliefin, Chicf of the Bards, flourifhed in the

Itk Century. s works are flill preferved, and his

memory held in high veneration among his Countrymens
E 2
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1. 3.

¢ The verfc adorn again

¢ # Fierce War, and faithful Love,
““ And Truth fevere, by fairy Fiftion dreft.

¢“ In T bufkin’d meafures move |

* Pale Grief, and pleafing Pain,
* With Horrour, Tyrant of the throbbing breaft.
* A § Voice, as of the Cherub-Chair,

““ Gales from blooming Eden bear ;

¢ 1| And diftant warblings leffen on my ear,

IS

' That loft in long futurity exbire.

“¢ Fond,

* Fierce wars and faithful loves fhall moralize my
fong. :

Spenfer’s Prone to the Fairy Sucen,

+ Shakefpeare.

§ Multon.

[| The fucceffion of Poets after Miiton’s time.
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“ Fond, impious Man, think’t thou, yon fan-
guine cloud,

“ Rais’d by thy breath, has quencl’d the Orb of
day ?

““ To-maorrow he repairs the golden floed,
“ And warms the nations with redoubled ray,
* Enough for me : With joy I fee
““ The different doom our Fates aflign.
“ Be thine Defpair, and fcepter’d Care,
“ To triumph, and to die, are mine.”.
He fpoke, and headlong from the mountain’s height

Deep in the roaring tide he plung’d to endlefs night.

L3 THE
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ADVERTISEMENT.

The Author had once thoughts (in concert
with a Iriend) of giving Tue History
or Excrisu Porrry : In the Intro-
duction to it he meant to have produced
fome [pecimens of the Style that reigned
in ancient times among the neighbouring
nations, or thofe who had f{ubdued the
greater part of this Ifland, and were our
Progenitors: The following t/irce Imita-
tions made a part of them, He haslong
fince dropped his defign, efpecially after
he had heard, that it was already in the
hands of a Perfon well qualified to do it
juftice, both by his tafte, and his re-
fearches into antiquity.
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N 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
Sictryg with the filken beard, who was then
making war on his father-in-law Bruan,
King of Dublin: the Earl and all his
forces were cut to pieces, and S:ilryg
wa~s in danger of a total defeat; but the
enemy had a greater lofs by the death
of Brian, their King, who fell in the .

aCtion,



PR ETFAC E

aftion.  On Chriftmas-day, (the day of
the batte) a Native of Caithnefs in Scot-
land faw at a diftance a number of per-
“fons on horfeback riding full fpeed to-
wards 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 relembling
women: they were all employed about a
loocm ; and as they wove they {ung the
following dreadful Song; which when
they had finifhed, they tore the web into
twelve pieces, and (each taking her por-
ton) galloped Six to the North and as

many to the South,
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AN ODE

B L S TR

O W the fterm begins to low’r,
(Hafte, the loom of Hell prepare,)
* Tron-fleet of arrow} fhow’r
+ Hurtles in the darken’d air.

Glittring
s o

Note—The Valkyriur were female Divinitics, Ser-
vants of Odin (or Woden) in the Gothic myl/l.olo"'y
Their names fignify Chufers of the flain. They were -
sounted onfwyt horfes, with drawn fwords in ther
hands ; and in the throng of batile felecied Juch as
were deflined to flaughter, and condulled them to Val-
kulla, 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. '

* How quick they wheel'd ; and flying, behind
them fhot

harp fleet of arrowy thower
Milton’s Parad. Regain'd,

1+ The noife of battle hurtled in the air.
Saakefp. Ful. Cafar,
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Glitt’ring lances are the loom,
Where the dufky warp we ftrain,
Weaving many a Soidier’s doom,

Orkney’s woe, and Randver's bane,

See the grifly texture grow,
(’Tis of human entrails made,)
And the weights, that play below,
Each a gafping Warriour’s head.

Shafis for fhuttles, dipt in gore,
Shoot the trembling cords along.
Sword, that once a Monarch bore,

Keeps the tiffue clofe and ftrong.

Mijia black, terrific Maid,
Sangrida, and Hilda fee,
Join the wayward work to aid :

'Tis the woof of viory.
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Lire the ruddy fun be fet,
Pikes muft fhiver, javelins fing,
Blade with clattering buckler meet,”

Hauberk crafh, and helmet ring.

(Weave the crimfon web of war)
Let us go, and Jet us fly,
Where our Friends the conflié {hare,

Where they triumph, where they die.

As the paths of fate we tread,
Wading thro’ th’ enfanguin’d field :
" Gondula, and Geira, fpread )

O'er the youthful King your fhield.

We the reins to flaughter give,
Ours to kill, and ours tofpare :
Spite of danger, he fhall live,

(Weave the crimfon web of war.)

Tkey,
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They, whom once the defart-beach
Pent within its bleak domain,
Soon their ample fway fhall ftretch

O’er the Plenty of the Plain,

Low the dauntlefls Earl is laid,
Gor'd with many a gaping wound ;
Fate demands a nobler head ;

Soon a King fhall bite the ground.

Long his lofs fhall Eirin weep,
Ne’er again his likenefs fee ;
Long her ftrains in forrow fteep,

Strains of Immortality !

Horror covers all the heath,
Clouds of carnage blot the fan.

Sitters weave the web of death ; .
-Sifters, ceafe, the work is done.

CHail
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Hail the tatk, and hail the hands !
Songs of joy and triumph, fing!
Joy to the vi¢torious bands ;

Triumph to the younger King.

Mortal, thou that hear’t the tale,
Learn the tenour of our Song.
Scotland, thro’ each winding vale

Far and wide the notes prolong.

Sifters, hence with fpurs of fpeed :
" Each her thundering faulchion wield ;
Each beftride her fable fteed,

Hurry, hurry to the field.

THE
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PROSE the King of Men with ipeed,
And faddled firait his coal-black fteed ;

Down the yawning fteep he rode,
That leads to * HeLa’s drear abode.

Him

* Nifiheimr, the hell of the Gothic nations, con-
Sfifted of mine worlds, to which were devoted all fuch
as died of fcknefs, old age, or by any other means
than in battle : Over it prefided Heva, the Goddefs
of Death,
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Him the Dog of Darknefs fpy’d,

His fhaggy throat he open’d wide,

While from his jaws, with carnage fill'd,

Foam and human gore diftill'd ;

Hoarfe he bays with hideous din,

Eyes that glow, and fangs that grin ;

And long purfues, with fruitlefs yell,
The Father of the powerful fpell.

' Onward ftill his wbay 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 pile he fate; ‘
Where long of yore to flecp was laid
The duft of the prophetic Maid.
Facing to the northern clime,
Thrice he trac’d the Runic thyme ;

“

‘Thrice
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‘T'hrice pronounc’d, in accents dread,
‘The thrilling verfe that wakes the Dead ;
'Till from out the hollow ground

Slowly breath’d a fullen found.

Pr. What call unknown, what charms prefume
‘T'o break the quict of tixe tomb ?
Who thus afftiGts 'my troubled fprite,
And drags me from the realms of night ?
Long on thefe mould’ring bones have beat
The winter’s fnow, the fummer’s heat,
The drenching dews, and dfiving rain !
Let me, let me ﬂeép again.
Who is he, with voice unbleft,

That calls me from the bed of reft?

O. A Traveller, to thee unknown,
Ts he that calls, a Warriour’s Son.

. Thon
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Thou the deeds of light fhalt know ;
‘Tell me what is done below,
For whom yon glitt’ring board is fpread,

Dreft for whom yon golden bed ?

Pr. Mantling in the goblet fee
The pure bev'rage of the bee,
O’er it hangs the fhield of gold ;
*Tis the drink of Balder bold :
Balder’s head to death is giv'n.

Pain can reach the Sons of Heav'n!
Unwilling I my lips unclofe : .

Leave me, leave me-to repofe.

O. Once again my call obey.
I"rophete(s, arife, and fay,
What dangers Odin’s Child await,
Who the Author of his fate ?

Pr;
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Pr. In Hoder's hand the Heroe’s doom :
His Brother fends him to the tomb.
Now my weary lips I clofe :

Leave me, leave me to repofe.

O. Prophetefs, my {pell obey,
Once again arife, and fay,
Who th’ Avenger of his guilt,
By whom 1hall Hoder’s bloed be fpilt.

Pr. In the caverns of the weft,
By Odin’s fierce embrace compreft,
A wond’rous Boy fhall Rinda bear,
Who ne’er thall comb his raven-hair,
Nor wafth his vifage in the fiream,
Nor fee the fun’s departing beam ;
Till he on Hoder’s corle fhall {mile,

Flaming on the fun’ral pile.

F 1\: o,
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Now my weary lips I clofe :

Leave me, leave me to repofe.

‘0. Yet a while my call obey,
Prophetefs, awake, and fay,
What Virgins thefe, in fpeechlefs woe,
“That bend to earth their folemn brow,
That their flaxen trefles tear,
And fnowy veils, that float in air.
“T'ell me, whence their forrows rofe :

“Then I leave thee to repofe.

Pr. Ha! no Traveller art thou,
King of Men, I know thee now,
Mightieft of a mighty line——

0. No boding Maid of fkill divine
Art thou, nor Prophetefs of good?

But Mother of the giant-brood!

Pr.
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Pr. Hie thee hence, and boaft at home,
"That never fhall Enquirer come
To break my iron-fleep again :
Till * Lok has burft his tenfold chain.
Never, till fubftantial Night
Has reaffum’d her ancient right ;
Till wrapp’d in flames, in ruin huil’d,

Sinks the fabrick of the world.

THE

* Lok %5 the evil Being, who continues in chains
till the Twilight of the Gods approaches, when he
Jhall break his bonds; the human race, the flars, and
Sun, fhall difappear ; the earth fink in the feas, and
fere confume the fhies: even Odin himfelf and his
kindred deities fhall perif.  For a farther explanation
of this mythology, fee Mallet’s Introduttion to the Hf-
tory of Denmark, 1755, Quarto,

F 2
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W EN’s praife demands my fong,
Owen fwift, and Owen ftrong ;
Faireft flower of Roderick’s ftem,.
* Gwyneth’s fhield, and Britain’s gem,
He nor heaps his brooded ftores,
Nor on all profufely pours ;:
Y.ord of every regal art,

Liberal hand, and open heart.

Big

* North-Wales.
Fa
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Big with hofts of mighty name,
Squadrons three againft him came A
This the force of Eirin hiding,
Side by fide as proudly riding,

On her thadow, long and gay,

* Lochlin plows the wat’ry way ;
‘There the Norman fails afar,
Catch the winds, and join the war :
Black and huge along they fweep,
Burthens of the angry decp.

Dauntlefs on his native fands
1 The Dragon-Son of Mona ftands 3
In glittring arms and glory dreft,
High he rears his ruby creit.
There the thund’ring ftrokes begin,
There the prefs, and there the din 3
Talymalfra’s

* Denmark. v .
I The red Dragon is the device of Cadwallader,
which all his defcendants bore on their banners.
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Talymalfra’s rocky fhore

Echoing to the battle’s roar.
Where his glowing eye-balls turn,
Thoufand Banners round him burn.
Where he points his purple f{pear,
Hafty, hafty Rout is there,
Marking with indignant eye

Fear to ftop, and fhame to fly.

~ There Confufion, Terror’s child,
Confli@ fierce, and Ruin wild,
Agony, that pants for breath,

Defpair and hortourable Death.

F g CARMEN
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I.
UDISTIN! quam lenta fonans campana per
agros,

Arato occiduam nuntiat ore diem.

Armenta impellunt crebris mugitibus auras,
Laflatufque domum rufticus urget iter.

Solus ego in tenebris moror, & veftigia folus
Compono tacitd note, vacoque mihi.

2.
Omnia pallefcunt jam decedentia vifu,

Et terra & ceelum, qua patet, omne filet,
Cun@a filent, nifi mufca fuam fub vefpere fero
Raucifonans pigram qua rotat orbe fugam ;
Cun&a filent, nifi qua faciles campanula fomnos

Allicit, & lento murmure mulcet oves.

Quique
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.

Quique hedera antiquas focid comple@itur umbré
Turres feralis lugubre cantat avis ;

Et firepit ad luram, fi quis fub noe vagetur
Imperium violans, Cynthia Diva, tuum.

4.
Has propter veteres ulmos, taxique fub umbrd
Qua putris multo cefpite turget humus,
Dormit, in #ternum dermit gens prifca colontun,
Quifque fud anguftd conditus ufque domo.

5.
Hos nec mane novum, Zephyrique fragrantior aura,
Nec gallus vigili qui vocat ore diem,
Nec circumvolitans quz ftridula garrit hirundo
Stramineumque alt4 fub trabe figit opus,
Undique nec cornu vox ingeminata fonantis
Zterno elicient hos, repetentque toro.

: 6.
Amplilis his nunquam conjux bene fida marito
Ingeret ardenti grandia ligna foco ;
Nec reditum expe@ans domini fub vefpere fero
Excoquet agreftes officiofa dapes ;
Nec curret raptim genitoris ad ofcula proles,
Ne¢ reducem agnofcent zmula turba patrem.

Quam
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. 7.
Quam fzpe Hi raftris glebam fregere feracem !
Szpe horum cecidit falfa refe@a feges.. |
Quam lzti egerunt fridentia plaufira per agros,
Et ftimulis tardos increpuere boves!
Horum fylva vetus quam concidit i@a bipenni,
Quaque ruit laté vi tremefecit humum !

8.
Ne tamen Ambitio rifu male leta maligno
Sortemve, aut lufus, aut rude temnat opus !
Nec fronte excipiat ventofa Superbia torva
Pauperis annales, hiftoriafque breves.

9.
Et generis ja@atus honos, dominatio regum,
Quicquid opes, quicquid forma dedere boni,
Supremam fimul hanc expefant omnia no@em :
Scilicet ad lethum ducit honoris iter.

10.
Nolite hos humiles culpz infimulare, Superbi
Quod domini oftendant nulla trophza decus,
Qua canit amiffum longo ordine turba patronum,
Clarofque ingeminant clauftra profunda fonos.

An
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I,
An vanis infcripta notis anguftior urna
Phidiacumve loquens nobile marmor opus,
An revocent animam fatali a fede fugacem ?
Detque iterum vitd pofle priore frui ?
Poflit adulantum fermo penetrare fepulehrum ?
Evocet aut manes laus et inanis honor ?

12.
Forfan in hoc, olim divino femine pragnans
Ingenii, hec aliquis cefpite dormit adhuc.
Negleto hoc forfan jaceat fub cefpite, fceptra
“Cujus tractarint imperiofa manus.
Vel quales ipfo forfan vel Apolline dignz
Pulfdrint do@o pollice fila lyra.

13.
Do&rinz horum oculis antiqua volumina prifca
Nunquam divitias explicuere fuas.
Horum autem ingenium torpefcere fecit egeftas
Afpera, et anguftz fors inimica domi.

14.
Multa fub oceano pellucida gemma latefcit,
Et rudis ignotum fert et inane decus.
Plurima negle@os fragrans rofa pandit odores,
Ponit et occiduo pendula fole caput.  ~
Aimulus
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15,

Amulus Hampdeni hic aliquis requiefcat agreftis
Quem patriz indignans exftimulavit amor ;
Aufus hic exiguo eft ville oppugnare Tyranno,
Aflerere et forti jura paterna manu.
Aut mutus forfan, fatoque inglorius, alter
Hac vel Miltono par requiefcat humo.
Dormiat aut aliquis Cromuelli hic mulus audax
Qui patriam poterit vel juguldffe fuam,

16.

Eloquio arre&tum prompto mulcere fenatum,
Exilii immoto pectore ferre minas,

Divitias largé in patriam diffundere dextrd,
Hiftoriam ex populi colligere ore fuam.

17.

Illorum vetuit fors.improba,—nec tamen arcto
Tantum ad virtutem limite claufit iter,

Verum etiam & vitia ulterius tranfire vetabat,
Nec dedit his magnum pofle patrare fcelus.

Hos vetuit temere per ftragem invadere regnum,
Excipere et furdd fupplicis aure preces.

Sentirg.
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.18,

Sentire ingenuum nec dedidicere ruborem,
Confcia fuffufus quo notat ora pudor.

Luxwia hi nunquam fefe immerfere fuperba,
Nec mufe his laudes proftituere fuas.

9.
At placidé lllorum, procul a certamine turba
Spectabant propriam fobria vota domum B
Quifque fibi vivens, et fponte inglorius exul,
Dum tacito elabens vita tenore fluit,

20.

Hzc tamen a damno qui fervet tutius offa,
En tumulus fragilem prabet amicus opem !

Et vera agrefti eliciunt fufpiria corde
Incultz effigies, indocilefue modi..

21,
Atque locum {upplent elegorum nomen et anni
Que forma inferibit ruftica Mufa rudi
Multa etiam facri diffundit commata textus
Queis meditans difcat vulgus agrefte mori.
22.

Heu, quis enim dubid hic dulcique excedere vitd
Juffus, et zternas jam fubiturus aquas,

Defcendit nigram.ad noétem, cupidufque fupremo
Non faltem occiduam refpicit ore diem ?

Decedens
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23.

Decedens alitui faltem mens fidit amico
In cujus blando peétore ponit opem,

Fletum aliquem expofcunt jam deficientia morte
Lumina, amicorum qui riget imbre genas.

Quin etiam ex tumulo, veteris non infcia flammee,
Natura exclamat fida, memorque fui.

24.

At tibi, qui tenui hoc deducis carmine fortem,
Et defun@orum ruftica fata gemis,

Huc olim intentus fi quis veftigia fle@at
Et fuerit qualis fors tua forte roget.

25.
Huic aliquis forfan fenior refpondeat ultro,
Cui niveis albent tempora fparfa comis,
Vidimus hunc quim fepe micantes roribus herbas
Verrentem rapido, mane rubente, gradu.
Ad rofeum folis properabat fepius ortum,
Summaque tendebat per juga leetus iters
26.
Szpe fub héc fago, radices undique circum
Quz varié antiquas implicat alta fuas,
Stratus humi meditans medio precumberet =ftu,
Fuftraretque inbians flebile murmur aque.

Szpius
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27.
Sapius hac fylvam propter, viridefque receflus
Urgeret meditans plurima, lentus iter,
Intentam hic multd oble&aret imagine mentem,
Mufarumque frequens follicitaret opem,
Jam veluti demens, tacitis errarit in agris,
Aut cujus ftimulat corda repulfus amor.

28.
Mane aderat nuper, tamen hunc nec viderat arbos,
Nec juga, nec faliens fons, tacitumve nemus ;

Altera lux oritur ; nec apertd hic valle videtur,
Nec tamen ad fagum, nec prope fontis aquam. .

29
Tertia fucceflit—lentoque exangue cadaver
Ecce fepulcrali eft pompa fecuta gradu.
Tu lege, (namque potes) czlatum in marmore carmeny
Quod juxta has vepres exhibet ifte lapis.

EPITAPHIUM.

30.
UT nunquam favit fama aut fortuna fecunda,
Congefto hoc juvenem cefpite fervat humus,
Huic tamen arrifit jucunda Scientia vultu, ,
Selegitque, habitans pectora, Cura fibi.
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31.
Largus opum fuit, et fincero pectore fretus,
Accepit pretium par, tribuente Deo.
Indoluit miferans inopi, lacrymafque profudit.
Scilicet id, miferis quod daret, omne fuit.
A ceelo interea fidum acquifivit amicum,
Scilicet id, cuperet quod magis, omne fuit.

32.

Ne merita ulterius defunéi exquirere pergas,
Nec vitia ex facrd fede referre petas.

Utraque ibi trepidd pariter fpe condita reftant,
In gremio Patris fcilicet atque Dei.

ELEGTIA,
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0'S quoque per tumulos, et amica Silentia dulcis,
Raptat Amor ; Tecum liceat, Divine Poeta,

TIre fimul, tacitdque lyram pulfare fub umbrd.

Non tua fecuros faftidit Mufa Penates,
Non humiles habitare cafzs, et fordida Rura 3
Quamvis radere iter liguidum fuper ardsa Celi
Carula, Pindaricd non expallefceret Ald.
Quod fi Te Latie numeros audire Camene
Non piget, et nofiro vacat indulgere labori ;
Forté erit, ut vitreas recubans Anienis ad undas,
Te doceat refonare nemus, Te flumina, Paftor,
Et tua ceruled difcet Tib;rinus in unda

Carmina, cim tumulos prateriabetur agrefies.

E;

R R,



AD POETAM. 129

Et cum pallentes aeraberts Umbras,
Cum negque Te -eque murmura fontis
Caftalii, o ausy quam ferinxit Apollo,

Ex humili ulterins poterint revocare cubils
Q'uar‘nvifhulla tuum decorent Infignia Buftum,
At pia Mufa fuper, noftre nikil indiga iaudé&,
Perpetuas aget excubias, lacrymique perenns

" Nutriat ambrofios in odovo Cefpite flores, *

'\G ELEGTIA,



I.
UDIN ut occiduz fignum campana diei

Vefpertina fonet ! fleCtunt fe tarda per agros
Mugitufque armenta cient, veftigia arator

Feffa domum trahit, et folus fub no&e relinquor.

Nune
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T HE 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 darknefsand to me.

Now

e ____ fqmlla di lontano,

Che paia ’I giarno pianger, che fi muore.
- Dante. Purgat, (, 8.
G2
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2.

‘Nunc'rerum fpecies-evanida cedit, et omnis
Aura filet, nifi qua pigro fcarabzus in orbes
Murmure fe volvat, nifi tintinnabula longé

Dent fonitum, faciles pecori fuadentia fomnos; -
3.
_Aut nifi fola fedens hederofo in culmine turris -
Ad Lunam effundat lugubres noQua cantus,

v 114 queri, propter fecretos forté. receﬁus

Si quls eat, turbetque antiqua et mhof'pxm regna.

-
4.
‘Hic fubterque rudes ulmos, taxique fub umbrd
«Qua fuper ingeftus crebro tumet aggere cefpes,
Aiternum pofuére angufto in carcere duri

“Vitiarum Patres, et longa oblivia ducunt.

Non



O

Now fades the glimmering landfcape on the fight,
And ail the air a folemn fillnefs holds,
Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight,

And'drowfy tinkiings Jull the diftant folds ;-
3.
Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tow’r
The mobeing owl does to the Moon complain

Qf fuch, as wand’ring near her fecret bow’r,

Moleft her ancient folitary reign.
4.
Beneath thofe rugged elms, that yew-tree’s fhade,
Where heaves the turfin many a mould’ring heap,

Each in his narrow. cell for ever laid,

‘The rude Forefathers of the hamlet fleep.

G 3 The .
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5.
Non vox Aurora croceos fpirantis odores,
Non quz ftramineo de tegmine ftridit hirundo,
Non galli tuba clara, neque hos refonabile cornu,

Ex humili ulteris poterunt revocare cubili. .

6.

Non illis fplendente foco renovabitur ignis,
Sedula nec curas urgebit vefpere conjux ;
Non' patris ad reditum tenero balbutiet ore
Certatimve amplexa genu petet ofcula proles,

7.

Lllis fepe feges maturd ceffit ariftd,

Illi faxpe graves fregerunt vomere glebas 5
Ah! quoties lxti fub plauftra egere juvencos!

Ah! quoties duro nemora ingemuere fub ictu!

Nec
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S-‘
The breezy call of incenfe-breathing Morn,.

The fwallow twitt’ring from the firaw-built {hed,
The cock’s fhrill clarion, or the echoing horn, '
No more fhall roufe them from their lowly bed.
6.

For them no more the blazing hearth fhall burn,
Or bufy houfewife ply her evening care : |
No children run to lifp their fires return,
Or climb his knees the envied kifs to thare,
7 ,
Oft did the hai'veﬂ: to their fickle y;leld, _
Their furrow oft the ftubborn glebe has broke ;
How jocund did they drive their team afield !

How bow’d the woods beneath their fturdy ﬁroke !

G4 Let
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8.
Nec vitam utilibus quz incumbit provida curis,

Nec fortem ignotam, fecuraque gaudia ruris
Rideat Ambitio, tumidove Superbia faftu

Annales inopum quofcunque audire recufet.

Sceptri grande decus, generofz ftirpis honores,

‘Quicquid opes, aut forma dedit, commune fepul-
. chrum

Opprimit, et leti non evitabilis hora.
Ducit laudis iter tantdm ad confinia mortis.

: 10. ,
Parcite fic. teilure fitis (ita fata volebant)

Si nulla in Memori furgant Infignia Bufto,

Qua longos per templi aditus, laqueataque te@a

Divinas iterare folent gravia organa laudes.

i II.
Infcriptzne valent urnz, fpirantiaque wra,

Ad fedes fugientem animam revocare reli@as ?
Dicite, follicitet cineres fi fama repoftos ?

Gloria fi gelidas Fatorum mulceat Aures ?

Quis
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8.
Let not Ambition mock their ufeful toil,

Their homely joys, and deftiny obfcure :
Nor Grandeur hear with a difdainful fmile,

‘The fhort and fimple annals of the poor.

o
The hoaft of heraldry, the pomp of pow’r,

And all that beauty, -all that wealth €’er gave,

Awaits alike th’ inevitable hour.

The paths of glory lead but to the grave.

. 10.
Nor you, ye Proud, impute to Thefe the fault,

¢ Mem’ry o’er their Tomb no Trophies raife,
Where thro’ the long-drawn ifle and fretted vault
The pealing anthem fwells the note of praife.

11,
Can ftoried urn or animdted buft

Back to its-manfion call the fleeting breath ?
Can Honour’s voice provoke the filent duft, /

Or Flatt’ry footh the dull cold ear of Death ?

G Perhaps
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12.
Quis fcit, an hic animus negle4 in fede quiefcat
Qui prius incaluit ceeleftis femine flammz?
Quisfcit, an hic fceptri manus haud indignarecumbat,

Quave lyra poterat infpirdffe furorem ?

13.
Annales fed nulla fucs His Mufa reclufit,

Dives opum variarum, et longo fertilis vo :
Pauperies angufta facra compefcuit ignes,
Et vives animi glaciavit frigore curfus.

14,
Sape corufcantes puro fulgore fub antris

Abdidit Oceanus, czcoque in gurgite gemmas ;
Neglectus fepe, in folis qui nafcitur agris,
Flos rubet, inque auras fruftra difpertit odorem.

135,

Hic aliquis forté Hampdenus, qui peftore firmo
Obftitit Impe.io paivi in fua rura Tyranni,
Miltorus tum: lo rudis atque ingloriusillo
Dormiat, aut patrii Cromvellus fanguinis infons.

Elcguio
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12.
Perhaps in this negle@ed fpot is laid
Some heart once pregnaat with celeftial fire ;
Hands, that the rod of empire might have {way’d,
Or wak’d to extafy the living lyre.
. . .
But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page
Rich with the fpoils of time did ne’er unroll 5
Chill Penury reprefs’d their noble rage,

And froze the genial current of the foul.

14.
Full many a gem of pureft ray ferene,

The dark unfathom’d caves of Ocean bear :
Full many a flow’r is born to blufh unfgen,

And wafte its fweetnefs on the defert air. » .
15,
Some village-Hampden, that with dauntlefs breaft
© The little Tyrant of his fields withftood 5~
Some mute inglorious Milton here may reft,
Some Cromwell guiltlefs of his country’s blood.
Th
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16,

Eloquio attenti moderarier ora fenatils,
Exirium fevique minas ridere doloris,
Per patriam largos fortunz divitis imbres

Spargere, et in lzto populi fe agnofcere vultu,

17,
Hos fua fors vetuit ; tenuique in limite claufit
Virtutes, {celerifque fimul compefcuit ortum ;
Ad folium curfus per cedem urgere cruentos,

Atque tuas vetuit, Clementia, claudere portas,
18.°
Conatus premere occultos, quos confcia Veri
Mens fovet, ingenuique extinguere figna pudoris, -
Luxurizque focos cumulare, Z£demque fuperbam

Thure, quod in facris Mufarum adoleverat aris.

Infap=
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Tk applaufe of lift’ning fenates to command,
‘The threats of pain and ruin to defpife,
To featter plenty o'er a fmiling land,
And read their hift'ry ina nation’s eyes,
17.
Their lot forbad :_mor circumfcrib’d alone
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin’d ;-
Forbad to wade through flau ghter to a throne,
And fhut the gates of Merty on mankind ;
18.

The fruggling pangs of confcious Truth to hide,
To quench the bluthes of }ng'enumfs thame,
" Or heap the thrine of Luxury and Pride
With incenfe kindled at the Mufe’s flame.
’ V Far
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19.
Infan= procul amotis certamine turba
Sobria non illis dedicerunt vota vagari ;
Securum vitz per iter, vallemque redudam,

Servabant placidum, curfu fallente; tenorem.
20.
“His tamen incautus tumuhs ne forte viator
Infultet, videas circum ‘monimenta caduca,

. Qua numeris xncompoﬁt:s, rudxbufque ﬁguns

Cfla tcht Japis, et fufpxua pofcit euntem.

21.
Pro meeflis elegis, culto pro.carmine, {cribit
Quicquid mufa poteft incendita, et nomen et annos ; -
Moultaque queis animum moriens folatur agreftis,

Dogmata difpergit facrai Scripturai.

Sollicitz
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19.
Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble ﬂﬁfe,
Their fober withes never learn’d to ftray 5
Along the cool fequefter'd vale of life

They kept the noifelefs tenor of their way.
20.

Yet ev'n thefe bones from infult to protec
Some frail memorial ftill ereCted nigh,
With uncouth rhimes and fhapelefs fculpture deck’d,

Implo’res the pafling tribute of a figh.
a1,

Their name, their years, fpelt_»by th’ unletter’d mufe,
The place of fame and elegy fupply :
And many a holy Text around fhe ftrews,

That teach the ruftic moralift to die.

For
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22.
Sollicitz quis enim, quis amataz dulcia Vitz
T=dia, fuftinuit mutare filentibus umbris ;

Deferuitve alm=z confinia l=zta diei,

Nec defiderio cun@antia lumina flexit ? ’

23.
Projicit in gremium fefe moriturus amicum,
Deficienfque oculus lachrymas, pia munera, p(!)ﬁ:it 3

Quinetiam fida ex ipfo Natura fepulchro

Exclamat, folitoque relucent igne faville.

At
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22.

For who to dumb Forgetfulnefs a prey,
‘This pleafing anxious Being €’er refign’d,
Left the warm precin&s of the chearful day,
Nor caft one longing, ling’ring look behind ?
| 23.
On fome fond breaft the parting foul relies,
Some pioﬁs drops the clofing eye requires 5
Ev’n from the tomb the voice of Nature cties,

* Ev’n in our athes live their wonted fires.

For

* Ch’i veggio nel penfier, dolce mio fuoco,
-Fredda una lingua, & due begli occhi chiufi
Rimaner doppo noi pien di faville.

: Petrarch, Son. 16g.
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24

At te, cui cure tumulo fine honore jacentes,

Incomptoque memor qui pingis agreftia verfu ;

Si quis erit, tua qui cognato pectore quondam

Fata roget, fold fecum meditatus in umbr,

<

-

-

(4

4

~

€<

23,

Forté aliquis memoret, canus jam tempora Paftor,
1llum-: fzpe novo fub lucis vidimus ortu
Verrentem propero matutinos pede rores,

Nafcenti fuper arva jugofa occurrere Soli.
26.

¢ Tllic antiquas ubi torquet devia fagus
Radices per hunﬁuhj, patulo fub tegmine, laffus
Solibus =ftivis, fe effundere fxpe folebat,
Lumina fixa tenens, rivumque notare loquacem.

¢¢ Szpe
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24.
For thee, who mindful of th’ unhonour’d dead;
Doft in thefe lines their artlefs tale relate ;

If chance, by lonely contemplation led,

Some kindred Spirit fhall inquire thy fate,

25,

Haply fome hoary-headed Swain may fay,
- Oft have we feen him at the peep of dawn
« "Bruﬂ]ihg with hafty fteps the dews away,

"% To meet the Sun upon the upland lawn.
26, : ot

“ There at the foot of yonder nodding beech
“ ‘That wreathes its old fantattic roots fo high,
““ His liftlefs length at noontide would he ftretch,
““-And poré upon the brook that Eabbles by.
¢ Hard |
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27.

 Sepe iftam affuetus prope {ylvam- errare, fi=,

perbum

-

¢ Ridens nefcio quid ; nunc multa abnormia volvens,

-~

¢ Aut defperanti fimilis nunc. pallidus ibat,

-

¢ Ut curé infanus, miferove agitatus amore.

28.

¢ Mane erat, et folito non illum in colle videbam,

-
-

‘Non illum in campo, noté nec in arboris umbid :

“ Jamque nova eft ®exorta dies.; neque flumina
propter,. '

¢ Nec propter fylvam, aut arvis erat ille jugofis.

29.

% Adveniente alid, portatum hunc ordine meefto

-
~

Vidimus, et triftes qua femita ducit ad Adem

¢ Rite irelexequias ; ades huc, et perlege carmen

“ '(Naamv potes) inlcriptum lapidi fub vepre vetuftd.”

EPIT 4-
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27,
¢¢ Hard by yon wood, now f{iniling asin fcorn,
¢ Mutt’ring ‘his wayward fancieshe would rove,

¢ Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn,

« Or craz'd with care, or crofs’d in hopelefsiove.

28.
¢ Ope morn I mifgd him on the cuftom’d hill,
“ Along the heath and near his fav’rite tree ;
€ Another came ; nor yet befide the rill,
“ Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he;”
29.
The next with dirges due, in fad array,

“ Slow thro’ the Church-way path we faw kim
borne.

“ Approach and read (for thou can’ft read) the lay,
““ Grav'd on the ftone beneath yon aged thorn.
THE
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EPITAPHIUM,

30.
E C famazy neque notus, hle quiefcit,
Fortune Fuvenis, fuper filents
Telluris gremio caput reponens.
Non cunas humiles, Laremque parvum
Contempfit pia Mufa ; flebilifque
Fuffit Melpomene fuum vocari.
31,
Huic largum fuit, integrumgue pelus,
Et largum tulit a Deo favorem :
Solum quod potuit dare, indigenti
Indulfit lacrymam ; Deufque Amicum,
Quod folum petitt, dedit roganti.

32,
Virtutes fuge curtofus ultra

Scrutari ; fuge fedibus tremendis

Culpas eruere, in Patris Deique

Hilic mente facrd frmul repofie

Inter fpemque metumgue conguigfcunt,
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THE EPITAPHAH
30.
HE R E refts his head upon the lap of Earth
A Youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown *
Fair Science frown’d not on his humble birth,
And Melancholy mark’d lim for her own.
° 381,
Large was his bounty, and his foul fincere,
Heav'n did a recompence as largely fend :
He gave to Mis'ry all he had, a tear,
He gain’d from Heav'n (Ctwas all he wifh'd) a friend.
4 32.
No farther feek his merits to difclofe,
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode,
{ § There they alike in trembling hope repofe)
The bofom of his Father and his God.

§ ——— paventofa fpeme.  Petrarch. Son. 114.
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ADVERTISEMENT.

The following Tranflation into Italian is
the production of an ingenious Gen-
tleman and great admirer of Englith
Literature, in the ftudy of which he
has made a very confiderable progrefs,
the Signor AsBaTE Croccur of Sienna
in Tufcany.— A perfon who lately tra-
velled through that country, and, at his
earneft requeft, obtained a copy of it

- from the Author, eftcems himfelf happy
in an opportunity of teltifying his grate-
ful remembrance of the pleafure, which,
during his refidence at Sienna, lie en-
joyed in the fociety and friendfhip of
Signor Croccai, and hopes it may on
this occafion prove no unacceptable pre-
fent to the Public, or unpleafing addition
to the Editor’s plan of colle€ting the beit
Tranflations of this admired Poem.
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L Bronzo vefpertin con flebil rombo
" Gia sode tintinpir 5 dal ﬁxl*mamemo
Sparito il d1, cade la notte a piombo.

Sciolto dal giogo il bue con paffo lento
Va mugghiando pel campo, e laratore
A cafa ciondolon fen’ riede a ftento,

L al bujo, e a me nc lafcia il mondo ; e fuore
Sparifce il verde fuol ; full’ aria refta
Cupo filenzio in tenebrofo orrore,

Se non 14 dove il Calabrone infefta
Colle alifue ronzanti, e al fonno invita
De’ campanacci il fuon per la forefta ;

H 2 Se
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Se non |d dove d’ Lllera veftita
S’ alza la torre, e ftupida Civetta
Colla luna fi duol, fe laromita
Sua cafa nel paffar qualcuno infetta.
Sott’ olmi fcabri, e all’ ombra di quei tafhi
Dove a terra fquallida, e negletta
In mucchj fi folleva e dove fafli
Polve a tocco leggier, ruftica gente
" D’angufta foffa in fen fepolta flaffi.
Non Paura del matin, che dolcemente
Spira, non rondinella, che in fuo tetto
Inteflutto di fen canta delente
Non del Corno il romor, che dirimpetto
LEcheggia, e non del Gallo acute canto
Ritvepgiiar la potrd dal cupo lette.
Arder per lei pid non vedrafli intanto
L accefo focolar, né la Cafiera

Ia cepa preparare a quello accanto.
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I figlj piYt non anderanno in fchiera
Sulle ginocchia al genitor rampone
Per divider fra loro i baci a fera.

Sotto Padunca falce, in fua ftagione
Cadde la mefle, e o! che con lieto cuore
Traffero al campo i buoi da fua magione

Per rompere le zolle ! 0! quale ardore
Moftrarono in tagliar le annofe piante, o
Che 2’ colpi non reggea natio rigore !

Qui non fi faccia ambizione avanti
Di quefti a difprezzar P'util lavoro,

Lor rozze gioje, e lor deftin mancante ;

Ne quei che fon ricchi d’argento e d’oro
De’ povert la pura, e breve iftoria
Con forrifo inuman credan difdoro * ;

Hj " Alla

* Per difonore, poeticé,
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Alla tomba foltanto della gloria
Conducono‘le vie ; la pompa, i fafti
E potenza e belta vanno in baldoria :
-E tu, che il tron fulla fuperbia alzafti,
Non imputar de’ miferi ad errore
$e monumento alcun non ritrovafti
Sulla lor tomba, dove pil fonore
In lungo e dritto andron I'adorna volta
Fa rifuonar le laudi al gran fattore.
Forfe un bufto fpirante, e un’ urna fcolta
Puo richiamare indietro al fuo foggiorno
1l fiato fuggitivo un’ altra volta ? -
Puod dell’ onor la voce in ftife adorno
Tacita polve rifvegliare, o puote
La morte intenerir, che venne attorno ?
Chi f2 che in quefte ofcure fofle ignote
Non sia fepolto un cuor di fiamme pregno,

Difcefe in lui dalle celefte ruote ;
Che
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Che braccio qul non fia di feettro degno
Per governare imperj, o per mandare
Della Cetera il fuon deftafi al fegno.

Ma la fcienza non mai volle fpiegare
Agli .occhi loro le feconde Carte
Di cio che al tempo un di feppe involare ;

Fredda miferia fenza {pirto, ed arte
11 nobil foco lor tenne fopito
E I'alma irrigidi per ogni parte.

O quante gemme di fulgor fquifito
Nelle caverne fon dell’ ocedno
A* U’ penetrar non puotefi dal lito !

Quanti fiori talor fpuntar dal piano
Per non effer veduti, e grato odore

Dal deferto terren fpirano in vano !

H4 Qualche

* Per Que.
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Qualche ruftico Hampden, che con valore
De’ campi fuoi al piccolo Tiranno
Intrepido moftrd fermezza, e cuore ;

Qualche muto Milton, qualche d’inganno
Incapace Cromwell qui forfe pofa,
Che mai non fece alla fua patria danno.

Vieto loro il deftin 'aura pompofa
Dell” aftante fenate, e I’incuranza
Di fortuna dolente, e rovinofa,

Sparger loro vietd dolce abbondanza
Con larga man fopra terren ridente,

E divulgar le imprefe in lontananza :

Né circofcriff la virtl nafcente,

Ma riftrinfe 1 delitti, e al tron le frade
Non volle ché s’ apprifler della gente -

Per mezzo al fangue con taglienti {pade,

Neé chiufe volte di pietd le porte

Agli occhi delle mifere contrade ;
Virtude



ELEGT1I A 161

Virtude interna a lor tcccata in forte
Victo celare, e volle che moftraffe
Un ingenuo pudor ciafcun da forte ;

Che I’idolo del luffo non fi alzafle,

E di fuperbo incenfo, accefo all fuoco
Di lufinghiera Clio non mai fumafle.

Ben lungi dalle rifle, in cui per poco
S'impegna il volgo infan, le loro brame
Noa fur ufe a volar di loco in loco ;

Lungo la fredda valle, ove lo ftame -
Traean di vita, il placido tenore
Serbaron del cammin lontan da trame.

Pur a protegger da infultante umore
Anche quefte offa, un fragil monumento,
Eretto quivi a rufticale onore

Solamente un fofpir per un momento
Dal pafieggier con rozze rime implera

E con fculture fabricate a ftento.

H g Il
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Il nome loro, ed i lor anni ancora
Scritti da volgar mufa in luogo intefti
Sono di fama, e d’elegla fonora :

Sparfi veggionﬁ attorno 1 fagri tefti
Che infegnano a partir da quefta vita
Della campagna agli abitanti onefti ;

Poiché chi mai vi fu, che in far partita
vLafciaﬂ'e in preda al taciturno oblio

Quell’ effer anfio che pur place e invita ?

Chi dal licto confin di vita ufclo
Senza fiffare un guardo 1mpaz1ente
Nel tempo indietro, che di gia fpauoP
1. alma che parte dal fuo fral cadente
Conta in tenero petto, e qualche ftilla
Richiede per pieta I’ ocehio languente ;
Fin dal fepolero la natura firilla,
E fin per entro all noftro cener vive
el confucto ardor qualche fcintilla,

I In
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In quanto a te, per man di cui fi fcrive
Delle perfone in verfi incolti il fato
Che {eﬁér fen;.’ onor di vita prive,

Se di genio fimil qud mai portato
Da cupo meditar per accidente
Fia’l tuo déﬁin da paffeggier cercato,

Forfe qualche Bifolco a lui prefente,
Per lunga etade incanutito il crine,
Dir gli potrd : Noi lo vedem fovente

Con frettolofo pi¢ fcuoter le brine
Allo fpuntar della vermigli;a. Aurora
Per incontrare il fol fulle colline.

Sdrajato al pi¢ noi lo vedem talora
Di quell’ antico tremolante Faggio,
Che lafsd capricciofo intreccia fuora

Del fuol le fue radici, e il calde raggio
Temprar, del rio vicin ful margo affifo,

Quando il fb}e era a mezzo del viaggio ;

163

Ora
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Ora pel bofco con giocondo vifo
S’ udia vagando fue bizzarre fole
Brontolar con ifcherno, e lieto rifo 3
Or pallido e dolente, come fuole
Chi difperato ¢ dagli affanni oppreflo,
O d’ un delufo amor quel che fi duole.
In van Iattefi una mattina io fteffo
Sulia ccllina, e lungo lo fcopéto,
E all’ albero a lui grato ancora appreflo ;
Vi giunfe un’altia in vece fua; pel cheto
- Bofto cinon fi vedea, né per la valle,
Né ful colle, o al rufcello confueto ;
11 di feguente per I’ angufto calle,
Che guida al tempio, con lugubre é.mmanto
Cli amici lo portar fopra le fpalle
Con dolenti fofpir, con flebil canto.
T’ accofta, e leggi I”incifa canzone
(Giacche di legger tu puoi darti il vantoj

La nella pletra fotto quel macchione,

“E PI-
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EPITAFTF FTIDO.
U in grembo della terra il capo pofa

Un Giovan, la cui vita alla Fortuna

Ed alla Famafu_/’cmj}ré nafcofa.

La Scienza non fdegns U umil fua cuna,

Per fuo feguace la Malinconia
Segnollo in fronte con marca opportuna.

Grande fi: fua bontade, in fen nudria
Stncero il cor, il Ciel non fu nemico
Di premio uguale a tanta cortefia
Quanto di bene avea dons al mendico,
Una lagrima fola ; il Ciel cortefe
D’ogni fuo voto il Jfin dielli, un amice.
Sua virtia non cercar di_far palefe,
N¢ di trarre ti prenda altro defio
Sue colpe da quel luogo, w’ fon comprefe s
Sepolte entrambe in un profondo oblio
Ripofan quefte in paventofa fpeme
Nel feno del_fuo padre, e del fuo Dio
Finche del mondo giungan le ore eftreme,

»

Altra
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Altra Verfione del medefimo EriTarrio,

In diverfo Metro,

. A Fama ed a Fortuna affatto ignoto
Un Giovanne nel fen di quefie Zolle

Qui pofail capo ¢ a lui di baffa flirpe

La Scienza non moftrs fevero il ciglio

Malinconia lo volle

Contraffegnar per figlio.

Grande fu fua bonta, Ualma fincera ;

Grande ugualmente fa la recompenza,

Che il Ciel dar fi compiacque a virta vera.

Alla miferia, che in altrui vedea

Una Lagrima di?, che folo avea :

Dal Ciel ottenne (ch’ altro non bramava)

Un amico fidel: Non & curare

D: piu faperne ¢ merti, o di_fiavare

Da terribil foggiorno

Le fue fragihita :

Tvi ognuna fo fla

Egualemente ripofando infieme

In paventofa fpeme

In fempiterno oblio

Del Padre fuo nel feno, ¢ del fuo Dios

ODE
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Performed at the Inftallation of

His Grace Avcustus Henry FiTzROY,
Duxe of GrarToN.
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A I R.
« ENCE, avaunt, (tis holy ground)

s Comus, and his midnight crew,

¢ And Ignorance, with lcoks profound,
¢ And dreaming Sloth of pallid hue,

¢ Mad Seditions cry profane,

[

Servitude that hugs her chain,

‘ Nor in thefe confecrated Bowers

“ Let painted Flattery hide her ferpent train in

flowerse
Nor
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C HORU s
“ Nor Envy bafe, nor creeping Gain
¢ Dare the Mufe’s walk to ftain,
‘“ While bright-ey’d Science watches round s

‘“ Hence, awag. "tis holy ground!”

RECITATIVE
From ypnder realms of empyrean day
Burfts on my ear th’indignant lay :
‘There fit the fainted fage, the Bard divine,
‘The Few, whom Genius gave to fhine
‘Through every unborn age, and undifcovered clime.
Rapt in celeftial tranfport they,  (accomp.)
Yet hither oft a glance from high
They fend of tender {ympathy
To blefs the place, where on their opening foul
Firft the genuine ardor ftole.
“Twas Milton ftruck the deep-toned fhell,
And, as the choral warblings round him fwell,

¢ Meek
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Meek Newton’s felf ‘bends from his ftate fublime,
And nods his hoary head, and liftens to the rhyme.

A I R
Ye brown o’er-arching groves,
That Contemplation loves,
Where willowy Camus lingers with delight !
“ Oft at the blufh of dawn ‘
* 1 trod your level lawn,
Oft woo’d the gleam of Cynthia filver-bright
In cloifters dim, far from the haunts of folly,

* With Freedom by my fide, and foft-ey’d Melan~
choly.

RECITATIVE.
But hark ! the portals found, and pacing forth
With folemn fteps and flow,
High Potentates and Dames of royal birth
And mitred Fathers in long order go:

Great
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Great Edward * with the lilies on his brow,

From haughty Gallia tern,

And fad Chatillon, *on her bridal morn

“That wept her bleeding love, and princely Clare §,
And Anjou’s Heroine §, and the paler Rofe|],
The rival of her crown, and of hc;r woes,

Ard either Henry there, |

The murther'd Saint T, and the majefiic Lerd §§

‘That broke the bends of Reme.
Their

* Edward III. gave the old foundation of Tri-
nity College.

+ Founded Pembroke-Hall. She married an Earl
of Pembroke, who was hilled in a tournament on his
wedding-day.

t Founded Clare-Hall.  Her father the Earl of
Glosefter married a daughter of Edward I.

§ Margaret of Anjou, wife of Henry VI, foun-
drefs of Queen’s College. X

| Elizabeth Wodeville, wife of <Edward IV. aug-
mented and improved the laft mentioned college.

9 Henry VI founder of King's Collgge.

§§ Henry VI, enviched and enlarged Trinity-

Cotlege.
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(Their tears; their little triumphs o’er, (accomp.)

Their human paflions now no(more,

Save Charity, that glows beyond the tomb)

All that on Granta’s fruitful plain

Rich fireams of regal bonty pour'd,

And bade thefe awful fanes and turrets rife,

To hail their Fitzroy’s feftal morning come ;

And thus they {peak in foft accord

The liquid language of the fkies.
QUARTETT O.

* What is Grandeur, what is power ?

““ Heavier toil, fuperior pain.

“ What the bright reward we gain ?

.

-

The grate{ul memory of the Goced.
g y
““ Sweet is the breath of vernal fhower,

€¢

The bees colle&ted treafures fweet,

-

Sweet mufick’s melting fall, but {weeter yet

* The ftill fmall voice of Gratitude.
““ Foremoft
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RECITATIVE
Foremoft and leaning from her golden cloud
The venerable Margaret fee !
¢ Welcome, my noble fon, (fhe cries aloud)
¢ To this thy kindred train, and me:
¢ Pleas’d in thy lineaments, we trace

« A Tudor’s fire *, a Beaufort’s t grace.

A 1 R.
“ Thy liberal heart, thy judging eye,
“ The flower unheeded fhall defery,
¢ And bid it round heaven’s altars fhed
¢“ The {tagrance of its blufhing head :
¢ Shall raife from carth the latent gem

“ T'o glitter on the diadem.
€« Lo,

¥ The bloods of the Stuarts and of the Tudors
were united by the marriage of a King of Scotland
to a daughter of Henry VII.

I The father of the laft mamed King, married the
daughter of Beaufort Duke of Somerfet.
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RECITATIVE
“ 1,0, Granta waits to lead her blooming band,
“ Not obvious, not ob{ﬁiﬁve, the

¢ No vulgar praife, no venal incenfe flings ;

¢ Nor dares with courtly tongue refin’d

c -

¢ Profane thy inborn royalty of mind :

“¢ She reveres herfelf and thee.

-~
-

With modeft pride to grace thy youthful brow
¢ The laureate wreath that Cecil wore fhe brings,
“ And to thy juft, thy gentle hand:

‘¢ Submits the fafces of her fway,

<

-

While {pirits bleﬁ_al;ove, and men below,

¢ Join, with glad voice, the loud fymphonious
lay.

GRAND
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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 Brurnfwick finiles ferene,

-

¢ And gilds the horrors of the deep.”

ODE
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ADVERTISEMENT:

Mr. Gray left the following beautiful Iyric
fragment unfinifhed at his deceale. The
fupplementary lines, diftinguithed by
Italic charafler, have been fince added
by the Rev. Mr. Mason.
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NO‘W the golden Morn aloft
Waves her dew-hefpangled wing,
With vermil cheek, and whifper foft
She wooes the tardy Spring :
‘Till April ftarts, and calls around
The fleeping fragrance from the ground
And lightly o’er the living fcene
Scatters his frefheft, tendereft green,

New-born flocks, in ruftic dance,
Frilking ply their feeble feet ;
Forgetful of their wintry trance
The birds his prefence greet :
But chief the Sky-lark warbles high
His trembling thrilling extacy ;
And leffening from. the dazzled fight,

Melts into air and liquid light.
12 Rife,
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Rife, my Soul! on wmgs of fire,
Rife the rapt’rous Choir among ;
Hark ! *tis Nature ftrikes the Lyre,
And leads the general fong :
Varm let the lyric tranfport flow,
Warm, as the ray that bids it glow ;
And animates the vernal grove

With health, with harmony and love,

Yefterday the fullen year
Saw the fnowy whirlwind fly ;
Mute was the mufic of the air,
The herd ftood drooping by :
Their raptures now that wildly flow,
No yefterday, nor morrow know ;
"Tis Man alone that joy defcries
With forward, and reverted eyes.

Smiles on paft Misfortune’s brow
Soft Refle@ion’s hand can trace ;
And o’er the cheek of Sorrow throw
A melancholy grace ;
While Hope prolongs our happier hour,
Or deepett fhades, that dimly lower
And blacken round our weary way,

Gilds with a gleam of diftant day. )
Sl
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Still, where rofy Pleafure leads,
See a kindred Grief purfue ;
Behind the fteps that Mifery treads
Approaching Comfort view :
The hues of blifs more brightly glow,
Chaftisd by fabler tints of woe ;
And blended form, with artful ftrife,
The ftrength and harmony of life.

See the Wretch, that long has toft
On the thorny bed of pain,
At length repair his vigonr loft,
And breathe, and walk again :
The meaneft floweret of the vale,
The fimpleft note that fiwells the gale,
The common fun, the air, the fkies,
To Him are opening Paradife.

Humble Quiet builds her celi,
Near the fource whence Pleafure flows ;
She eyes the clear * cryftalline weil,
And taftes it as it goes.
While far below the madding Croud
Rujh headlong to the dangerous flood,
Wicre broad and turbulent it {weeps,
And perith in the boundlefs deeps.

* So Milton accents the word :
On the cryflalline fky, in fapphire thron'd.
P. L. Book vi. v. 772,
I 3 Mk
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Mark where Indolence, and Pride,
Sooth’d by Flattery's tinkling found,
G, fofily rolling, fide by fide,
Their dull, but daily ronnd ;
To thefe, of Hebe's felf fhould bring
The pureft cup from Pleafure's fpring,
Say, can they tafte the flavour high
Of fober, fomple, genuine Foy 2

"\ Mark Ambition’s march Sublime
Up to Power’s meridian height ;
While pale-cy’d Envy fees him climb,
And fickens at the fight.
Phantoms of Danger, Death, and Dread,
Float hourly round Ambition’s head ;
While Spleen, within his rival's breaft,
Sits brooding on her forpion neft.

Happier he, the Peafant, far,
 From the pangs of Pajfion free,
Tt breathes the keen yet wholefome air
Of rugged Penury.

He, when his morning tafk is done,

Can flumber in the noontide fun ;

And kie him home, at evening’s clofe,

To fueet repaft, and calm repofe.



AN ODE. 183

He, unconfcious whence the blyfs,
Feels and owns in carols rude,
That all the circling joys are his
Of dear Viciffitude.
From toil he wins his fpirits light,
From bufy day, the peaceful night :
Rich, from the very want of wealth,
In Heav'n's beft treafures, Peace and Health,

ODE
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AD I but the torrent’s might,

With headlong rage and wild affright
Upon Deira’s fquadrons hurl’d,

To ruth, and fweep thtm_frqm the world !

Too, too fecure in youthful pride
By them my friend, my Hoel, died,
-Great Cian’s Son : of Madoc old

He afk’d ro Heaps of hoarded gold ;
Alone

-* Of Aneurim, fliled the Monarch of the Bards.
He flourifhed about the time of Taleffin, A. D. g7o.
This Ode is extralled from the Gododin, and now

S puslifhed,
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Alone in Nature’s wealth arrayd,’

He afk’d, and had the lovely Maid. -

To Cattraetl;’s vale in glittring row
Twice two hundred Warriors go ;
Every Warrior’s manly neck
Chains of regal honour deck,
Wreath’d in many a golden link :
From the golden cup they drink
Ne&ar, fhat the bees produce,

Or the grape’s extatic juice.

Flufl’d with mirth and hope they burn :

But none from Cattraeth’s vale return,
Save Aé€ron brave, and Conan ftrong,
(Burfting thro’ the bloody throng)
And I, the meaneft of ghém all,

That live to weep, and fing their fall

i85
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N vain to me the fmiling mornings thine,
And redd’ning Pheebus lifts his golden fire :

The birds in vain their amorous defcant join ;

Or chearfulfields refume their green attire :
Thefe ears, alas! for other notes repine,

A different object do thefe eyes require.
My lonely anguifh melts no heart but mine ;

And in my breaft the imperfe@ joys expire.
Yet morning fmiles the bufy 1ace to chear,

And new-born pleafure .brings to happier men :
The fields to all their wonted tribute bear :

To warm their little loves the birds complain :
I fruitlefs mourn to him, that cannot hear,

And weep the more, becaufe I\.veep in vain.

EPITAPH

* Now firft publifhed.



CHDY--CHEP L Chi (e
E PI T APH
ONF

Mss. CLAREKE,*

O1! where this filent Marble weeps,
A Friend, a Wife, a Mother fleeps:
A Heart, within whofe facred cell -
The peaceful Virtues lov’d to dwell. -
Affe@ion warm, and faith fincere,
And foft humanity were there.
In agony, in death refign’d,
She felt the Wound fhe left behind.
Her infant Image, here below,
Sits finiling on a Father’s woe .
Whom what awaits, while yet he firays
Along the lonely vale of days?
A pang, to fecret forrow dear ;
A figh ; an unavailing tear ;
*Till Time fhall ev’ry grief remove,
With Life, with Memory, and with Love. .
. ) EPI.
* This Lady, the wife of Dr. Clarke, Phyfician at
Epfom, died April 27, 1757 ; and is buried in the
Church of Beckenham, Kent. :

i
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Sir WILLIAM WILLIAMS.

HERE, foremoft in the dangerous paths of fame,
Young Williams fought for England’s fair re-
nown ; :

His mind each mufe, each grace adorn’d his frame,
Nor Envy dar’d to view him with a frown.

At Aix his voluntary {word he drew,
There firft in blood his infant honor feal’d ;

From fortune, pleafure, fcience, love, he flew, -
And fcorn’d repofe when Britain took the field.

With eyes of flame, and -cool undaunted breaft
Vior he ftood on Bellifle’s* rocky fteeps —

Ah! gallant youth! this marble tells the reft,
“Where melancholy Friendihip bends, and weeps.

ODE

* This Epitaph (hitherto unpublifhed) was written at
the requeft of Mr. Frederick Montagu, who intended to
have infcribed it on a Monument at Bellifle, at the fiege
of whick this accomplifhed youth was killed, 1761 ; but
Jrom fome difficulty attending the ereflion of it, this de-
Jign was not executed,
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E dazzling lamps, ye jocund fires,
That from yon fabric fhine, |
Where grateful Pleafure yet adxﬁires
Her Lacy’s * great defign
[1 2] And

* Mr. Lacy, formerly one of the managers of Drurys
lane theatre, is faid to have_fir planned Ranelagh,
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And ye, who from the ficlds which lie
Round Chelfea, with amazement’s eye,
The gardens and the dome furvey,
Whofe walks, whofe trees, whofe lights among,
Wander the courtly train along

Their thought-difpelling way.

Ah, fplendid room.! ah, pleafing fhade !
Ah, wilks belovd in vain,
Where oft in happier times I ftray’d,
A ftranger then to pain :
I feel the gales, which from you blow -
A momentary Hlifs beﬁow;
As waving frefh their gladfome wing,
*They feem to footh my famifh’d foul,
And, redolent .of tea and roll,

To breathe a fecond fpring.
Rotonda,
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Rotonda, fay, for thou haft feen
Full many a {prightly race,
In thy bright round with ftep fereme,
The paths of pleafure trace ;
Who chiefly now delight to lave
Green hyfon, in the boiling wave,
The fable coffee, which diftil ?
What longing progeny are found,
Who ftroll inceflant round and round,.

Like horfes in a mill ?

While fome on earneft bufinefs dream :
And, gravely ftupid, try
‘T'o fearch each complicated fcheme
Of publick policy : |
. Some ladies leave the fpacious dome

Around the garden’s maze to roam,

[13]

181

And
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And unknown regions dare defcry ;
Still.as they walk they look behind,
Left fame a fecret foe fhould find

From fome malicious eye.

Loud mirth is theirs, and pleafing pr;tifea

‘To beauty’s fhrine addrefs’d ;

The fprightly fongs, the melting lays,

Which charm the foften’d breaft ;

‘Theirs lively wit, invention free,
‘The fharp bon mot, keen repartee,

And ev’ry art coquets employ ;

The thoughtlefs d-;xy, the jocund night,
The fpirits brifk, the forrows light,
‘That fly th’ approach of joy.

Alas!
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Alas! regardlefs of their doom,

The lovely vitims rove ;

No fenfe of fufferings yet to come

Can now their prudence move :

But fee! where all arpund them wait
The minifters of female fate,

An artful, perjurd, crusl train ;
Ah! thew them where in ambuth ftand;
To feize their prey, the faithlefs band

Of falfe deceitful men!

Thefe thall the luft of gaming wear,
That harpy of the mind,

With all the troop of rage and fear,
That follows clofe behind :

Or pining love fhall wafte their youth,

Or jealoufy, with rankling tooth,

[T 4]

83
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That gnaws bright Hymen’s golden chain,
Who opens wide the fatal gate,
For fad diftruft and ruthlefs hate,

And forrow’s pallid train.

Ambition t}]is thall tempt to fix

Her hopes on fomething high,
T'o barter for a coach and fix,

Her péace and liberty.

The ftings of fcandal thefe fhall try,
And affe@ation’s haughty eye,

That fcowls on thofe it us’d to greet,
‘The cutting fneer, th’ abufive fong,
And falfe report that glides along,

With never-refting feet.

7/

And
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And lo! where in the vale of years

A grifly tribe are feen ;
Fancy’s pale family of fears,

‘More hideous than their queen :
Struck with th’ imaginary crew
Which artlefs nature never knew

Thefe aid from quacks, and cordials beg,
While this, transform’d by folly’s hand,
Remains a-while at her command

A tea-pot, or an egg.

‘To each her fuff’rings : all muft grieve,
And pour a filent groan,
At homage others charms receive,

Or flights that meet their own ; — ~—

[ 5] Bt
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But ill the —oice of truth fevere

Will fuit the gay, regardlefs ear,
Whofe joy in mirth and revels lies !

Thought would defiroy this paradife.

No more ! — Where ignorance is blifs;

*Tis folly to be wife.

AN
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Evening Contemplation
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A COLLEGE.

HE curfew tolls the hour of clofing gates,
With jarring found the porter turns the key,
Then in his dreary manfion, flumb’ring, waits,

And flowly, fternly quits it — tho’ for me.

Now 1hine the fpires beneath the paly Moon
And thro’ the cloyfter peace and filence reign ;
Save where fome fiddler fcrapes a drow{y tune,

Or copious bowls infpire a jovial ftrain,

Save
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Save that in yonder cobweb-mantled rocm,
Where lies a ftudent in profound repofe,
Opprefs'd with ale, wide echoes thro’ the gloom,

The droning mufic of his vocal nofe,

Within thofe walls, where thro® the glimm’ring fhade
Appear the pamphlets in a mould’ring heap,
Each in his narrow bed ti] morning laid,
The peaceful fellows of the College fleep.
The tinkling bell proclaiming early prayers,
The noify fervants ratt’ling o'er their head,
The call of bus'nefs and domeftick cares,

Ne'er roufe thefe fleepers from their downy bed,

No chatt’ring females crowd their focial fire,
No dread have they of difcord and of firife 3
Unknown the names of hufbazd and of fire,

Unfelt the plagues of matriinonial life,

Oft
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Oft have they bafk’d along the funny walls,
Oft have the benches bow’d beneath their weight :
How jocund are their looks when dinner calls!

How finoke the cutlets on their crowded pla;te!

O let not Temp’rance, too difdainful, hear
How long our feafts, how long our dinners lafts
Nor let the fair, with a contemptuous {meer,

On thefe unmarried men reflettions caft !

The fplendid fortune and the beauteous face
(Themfelves confefs itand their fires bemoan)
"T'oo foon are caught by fcarlet and by lace::

Thefe fons of {cience fhine in black alone.

Forgive, ye fair, th’ invo]unta;y fault,
If thefe no feats of .gaiety difplay,
“Where thio’ proud Ranelagh’s wide-echoing vault’
Melodious Frafi thrilis her quav’ri.ng lay,
' Say,
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Say, is the fword well fuited to the band,
Does broider’d coat agree with fable gown,
Can Drefden’s laces thade a churchman’s hand,

Or learning’s vot’ries ape the beaux of* town ?

Perhaps in thefe time-tott’ring walls refide
Some who were once the darlings of the fair 3
Some who of old could taftes and fathions guide,

Controul the manager and awe the play’r.

But Science now has fill’d their vacant mind
With Rome’s rich {poils and Truth’s exalted views P
Fird them with tranfports of a nobler kind,

And bade them flight all females— but the Mufe,

Full many a lark, high-tow’ring to the ky,
Unheard, unheeded, greets th’ approach of light ;
Full many a ftar, unfeen by mortal eye, -

With twinkling luftre glimmers thro’ the night.

Some
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Some future Herring, that with dauntlefs breaft,
Rebellion’s torrent fhall, like him, oppofe,

Some mute, fome thoughtlefs Hardwicke here may
reft,

Some Pelham, dreadful to his country’s foes.

From prince and people to command applaufe,
"Midft ermin’d peers to guide the high debate,
To fhield Britannia’s and Religion’s laws,

And fteer, with fteady courfe, the helm of ftate,

Fate yet forbids ; nor circum{cribes alone
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confines ;
Forbids, in Freedom’s veil, to infult the throne,

Beneath her mafk to hide the worft defigns.

To fill the madding crowd’s perverted mind
With “ Penfions, Taxes, Marriages, and Jews ;”
Or fhut the gates of Heav'n on loft mﬁnkind,

And wreft their darling hopes, their future views.

Far
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Far from the giddy town’s tumultuoss trife,
* Their wifhes yet have never learn’d to ftray ;
Content and happy in 2 fingle life,

‘They keep the noifelefs tenor of their way.

Eva now their books from cobwebs to prate&,
Inclos'd by doors of glafs in Doric ftyle,
On fluted_ pillars raisd, with bronzes deck’d,

They claim the pafling tribute of a finile.

Oft are the authors’ names, tho’ richly bound,
Mif-fpelt by blund’ring binder's want of care ;
And many a catalogue is ftrew’d around

To tell th’ admiring gueft what books are there.

For who, to thoughtlefs Ignorance a prey,
Negle@s to hold thart dalliance with a book ?
Who there, but wifhes to prelong his ftay,
And on thofe cafes cafts a ling’ring look ?

Reports
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Reports attraét the Lawyer’s parting eyes,
Novels Lord Fopling and Sir Plume require,
For fongs and plays the voice of beauty cries,

* And fenfe and nature Grandifon defire.

For thee, who mindful of thy lov’d eompeers,
Doft in thefe lines their artlefs tales relate,
If chance, with prying fearch, in future years,

Some antiquarian fhall enquire thyfate.

Haply fome friend may fhake his hoary head, °
And fay, “ Eachmorn, unchill’d by frofts, he ran
¢ With hofe ungarter’d, o'er yon turfy bed,

« To reach the Chapel ere the pfalms began.

“ There, in the arms of that lethargick chair,
“ Which rears its moth-devoured back fo high,
“ At noon he quaff’d three glaffes to the fair,

‘ And por’d upon the news with curious eye.

“ Now
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“ Now by the fire, engag’d in ferious talk,

“ Or mirthful converfe, would he loit’ring ftand ;

-

¢ Thenin the garden clofe a funny walk,

* Or launch the polifh’d bowl with fteady hand.

““ One morn we mifs’d him at the hour of pray’r,
‘“ Befide the fire, and on his fav’rite green 3
¢ Another came, nor yet within the chair,

¢ Nor yet at bowls, nor Chapel was he feen.

 The next we heard, that in a neighb’ring fhire
¢ That day to Church he led a bluthing bride,
‘¢ A nymph, whofe fnowy veft and maiden fear

‘¢ Improv’d her beauty while the knot was ty'd.

“ Now, by his patron’s bounteous care remov’d,
*¢ He roves enrapturd thro’ the fields of Kert ;
‘¢ Yet, ever mindful of the place he lovd,

“ Read here the letter which he lately fent.”

THE
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THE LETTER,

N rural innocence fecure T dwell,
Alike to fortune and to fame unknown 3
Approving confcience cheers my humble cell,

And focial quiet marks me for her own.

Next to the bleflings of religious truth,
Two gifts my endlefs gratitude engage ;
A wife, the joy and tranfport of my youth,

Now, with a fon, the comfort of my age.

Seek ot to draw me from this kind retreat,
In loftier fpheres unfit, untaught to move;
Content, with calm, démeftic life, where meet

_The fmiles of friendfhip, and the fweets of love.

THE
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DAUGHTER of Chaos and old Night, .
Cimmerian Mufe ! all hanll
That w1apt in never-twmklmg gloom canft wnte,

And fhadoweft meaning with thy dufky veil !

What Poet fings, and ftrikes the ftrings?
It was the mighty Theban fpoke. =
He, from ths ever-living lyre,

With magic hand elicits fire.
Heard ye the din of modern Rhymers bray }
It was cool M~—n, or warm G—y

Involvd in tenfold fmoke.

[K] Th_e '
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"I'he thdllow fop, ‘in antic veft,
Tird of the.beaten road,
Proud to be fingularly dreit,
‘Changes, with ev’ry changing moon, the mode.
' Sa};, Ahall not then the heaven-born Mufes too

Variety purfue?

“Shdll not applauding critics hail the»v;gue ?
Whetherv the Mufe the ftyle of Cambria’s fons,
Or the rude gabble of the Huns,

Or the broader diale@®
Of Caledonia fhe affeét, ‘

:Or lake,'Hiberni;l, thy ftill ranker brogue ?
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1. 3.

On this terreﬁrial‘\vbal.’,
The tyrant Fafhion governs all.
She, fickle Goddefs, ,whom, in days of yore,,
‘The Ideot Moria, on the banks of‘Se_ine:,
Unto an antic fool, hight Andrew, bore,
Long fhe paid him with difdain,
And long his pangs in filence he conceald :
At length, in happy hour, his love-fick pain
On thy bleft calends, April, he reveal'd: | ‘
From their embraces {prung,
Ever changing, ever ranging,

Fathion, Goddefs ever young.

{K 2] Perch’d
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II. 1.

Perch’d on the dubious height, fhe loves to ride
Upon a weather-cock, aftride.
Each blaft that blows, around fhe goes, *
While nodding o’er her creft,
Emblem of her magic pow'r,
The light cameleon ftands confeft,
Changing its hues a thoufand times an hour ;
And in a veft is the array’d,
Of many é dancing moon-beam made,
Nor zonelefs is her waift :
But fair and beautiful, I ween,
As the ceftos-cin@ur'd Queen,

Is with the rainbow’s fhadowy girdle brac'd.

She
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II. 2.

‘She bids purfue the fav’rite road
Of lofty cloud-capt ode.
Meantime each Bard, with eager fpeed,
Vaults on the Pegafean fteed :
Yet not that Pegafus of yore,
Which th’illuftrious Pindar bore,
, But one of nobler breed :
High blood and youth his lufty veins infpire,
From Tottipontimoy he came,
Who knows not, Tottipontimoy, thy name
‘The bloody-fhoulder'd Arab was his fire ;
* His Whitenofe. He on fam’d Doncaftria’s plains
_ Refign’d his fated breath:
In vain for life the firuggling courfer ftrains,
Ah who can run the race with Death ?.
The tyrant’s {peed, or man or fteed,
Strives all in vain to fly.
He leads the chace, he wins the race,
We ftumble, fall and die.

K 3] © Third

N

* The author is cither miftaken in this place, or has
elfe indulged himfelf in a very unwarrantaile poetical li-
cence. Whatenofe was not the fire, but the fou, of the
Godolphin drabian.  Sce my Calendarn HresEer.
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1I. 3.
‘Third from Whitenofe fprings
Pegafus with eagle wings :
Light o’er the plain, as dancing cork,
With many a bound he beats the ground,
While all the Turf with acclamation rings.
He won Northampton, Lincoln, Oxford, York :
He too Newmarket won.
There Granta’s Son
Seiz’d on the fteed ;
And thence him led (fo Fate decreed)
To where old Cam, renown’d in Poet’s fong,
With his dark and inky waves

Fither bank in filence laves,

Winding flow his fluggifh ftreams along.

What
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1. 1.

What ftripling neat, of vifage fweet,
in trimmeft guifg array‘d,
Firft the neighing fteed ;lﬁ'ay’d ?
His hand a taper {fwitch adorns, his heel
Sparkles'refuigent with elaftic fteel :
‘The whiles he wins his whifling way.
Prancing, ambling round and rouﬁd,
By hill, and dale, and mead, and greenfwerd gay :
Till fated with the pleafing ride,

From the lofty fteed difmounting,
He lies along, enwrapt in confcious pride,

By gurgling rill or cryftal fountain.

Lo!



208 THE BARD,

1. 2.

Lo ! next, a Bard, fecure of praife,
His felf-complacent countenance difplays.
His broad muftachios, iing’d with golden dye,
Flame, like a metéor, to the troubled air :
Proﬁd his demeanor, and his eagle eye

Q’erhung with lavifh lid, yet fhone with glorious
glare. )

‘The grizzle grace

:Of buthy peruke fhadow’d o’er his face.
In large wide boots, whofe pond'rou‘s weight
Would fink each wight of modern date,
He rides, well-pleasd. So large a pair-
Not_Garagantﬁa’s felf might wear ;

Not he, of nature fierce and cruel,
Who, if we truft to ancient ballad,
Devourd three pilgrims in a fallad ;

Nor he of the fame germane, hight Pantagruels

Accoutred
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m. 3.

2

Acccutred thus, the advent’rous youth
Seeks not the level lawn, or velvet mead,

Faft by whofe fide clear ftreams meand’ring
creep ;

But urges on amain the Héry freed

Up Snowden’s ﬂxagg} fide, or Cambrian rock un-
couth :

Where the venerable herd
Of goats, with long and fapient beard,
And wanton kicilings their blithe revels keep ;
Now up the mountain fee him ftrain !
Now down the vale he’s toft,
Now flathes on the ﬁg'ht again,
Now in the Palpable Obfcure quite loft.

IvV. 1.
Man’s feeble race eternal dangers walt,

With high or low, all, all, is woe,
Difeafe, mifchance, pale fear and dubious fate.
But, o’er every peril bounding

Ambition views not all the ills furrounding,
. And,
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And, tip-toe on the mountain’s fteep,
Refle@ts not on the yawning deep.
V. 2.
See, fee, he foars! with mighty wings outfpread,
And long refounding mane,
THe Courfer'quits the plain,
Aloft in air, fee, fee him bear
The Bard, who fhrouds
His Lyric glory in fhe clouds,
‘T'oo fond to frike the ftars with lofty head !.
He topples headlong from the giddy height,

Deep in the Cambrian Gulph mmergd in endlefs \
night.

. 3.
O Steed Divine ! what daring fpirit
Rides thee now ? tho” he inherit
Nor the pride nor felf-opinion,
Which elate the mighty pair,
Each of Tafte the favrite minion,

Prancing thro’ the defart air ;
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By help mechanic of equeftrian block,
Yet thall he mount, with claflic houfings grac'd,
And, all unheedful of the critic mock;,

Drive his light courfer o’er the bounds of Tafte.

PR
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ELEGY, WRITTEN IN A
COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD.

HE 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 glimmering landfcape on the fight,
And all the air a folemn ftillnefs holds,
_ Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight,
And drow(y tinklings lull the diftant folds :

Save, that from yonder ivy-mantled tow’r,
The moping owl does to the moon complain
Of fuch, as wand’ring near her fecret bow'r,

Moleft her ancient folitary reign.
Bereath

; VERSIONE
NU NZIO deldiche parte intorno fuona

1! cavo bronzo, e Uarator gid laffo
Move all’ albergo, e i fuor folchi abbandona ;

E ! armento mugghéanie paffo paffo
Va per la piaggia errando, ¢ lafcia il mondo
Ame, &’ ogni_fuolume tgnudo e caffo.

Gii feappa all occhio, che fo volve a tondo,
L’ afpetto della terra, ein ogni lato

Del cicl regna filenzio, ¢ orror profondo.
. Sel
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ELEGIA IN SEPULCRETO RUSTICO
CONSCRIPTA.

S* trifte ingeminat cedentis figna diei,
Mugit tardigradum per loca fola pecus ;
Teéta petens, mundo tenebrifque mihique reliGo,
Sollicitum feflus carpit arator iter ;

Deficiens oculis regio fe fubtrahit : =thram
" Auguftus late, mutus & horror habet,
Solum raucifonis melolonthe t fe rotat alis,
Et mulcet claufas femifopitus oves

“Tinnitus longe ; folum illa ex turre corymbis
Veftita, ad lunam fecum habitans queritur
Secretos bubo deferta in fede receflus
Turbari invifo, regna vetufta, pede,
S Tliis
ITALIAN A

Sol ronzar s’ode_fearafaggio alato,
E 5 ode un tintinnio, che dolce tnvita .
Al fonno il gregge nell’ ovil ferrato,

E in quella torve ancor &’ edra veflita
Duolfe il gufo alla luna, che wman piede
Turbi la muta_fua flanza romita.

La ’ve laterra tumefar fi vede -
Degli olmi all’.ombra, e de’ funerei taffy
Ciafcun ripofto in fua riftreita fede,

* Ad cujus certos tinnitus Gulielmus Rex, occnpata Anglia,
extingui ubique ignem, & noturna lumina juffit,

1t Genns fcarabai flavi, unAoAds6n apud Ariftophanem in Neb.
[L 3] Dormone
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Beneath thofe Tugged elms, that yew-tree’s thade,
Where heaves the turf in many.a mould’ring heap,
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid,
The rude forefathers of the hamlet fleep.

‘The breezy call of incenfe-breathing morn,

The fwallow twitt’ring from the ftraw-built fhed,
"T'he cock’s fhrill clarion, or the ecchoing horn,

No more fhall roufe them from their lowly bed.

For them no more the blazing hearth fhall burn,
Or bufy houfewife ply her evening care :
No children run to lifp their fire’s return,
Or climb his knees the envied kifs to fhare.
Oft

Dormono un ferreo_fonno ¢ vecchi laffe
Di quefta villa abitatori ; e mai
Non gli alzeran da’ letti umili e bajfe

Non di piante rondinella i lai,
N: del mattin fonante aura odorofa,
N2 gallo annunziator de’ prima rai,

N¢ rauco fuon di corno, ed altra cofa,
Per eff il focolar pin non accende,

Ne cibi apprefa affaccendata fpofa.

&

f\
Ne,
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Hlis fub fcabris ulmis, taxique fub umbra,
Pulvis ubi molles tollitur in cumulos,
Rurigen=, quicunque fua, clauduntur in arta

Sopiti cella tempus in omne patres.

Non vox thurifere Aurorz {pirantis in aura,
Non quz de culmis trinfat hirundo cafe,

Non galli clangor, non jam refonabile cornu
Eriget ex humili pectora ftrata toro.

Non illis focus ardebit, non fedula fero
Uxor adibit opus, nec patris ad reditum
Accurrent balbi nati, nec bafia circum
Genua adrepentes invidiofa petent.
Tilis

Ne, allor ch* umido vel la notie fiende,
I pargoletti balbettando andranno
Incontro al padre che al tugurio feende &

Ne pia, come folean, cerchio faranno
A’ fuot ginocchi faltellando, ¢ a prova
Baci avranno da lui, baci daranno. -

Ok quante volte (e rimembrarlo giova)
Ceffe all’ aratro di coftor la dura

Zolla, ¢ a terra cadeo la meffe nuova !
[L 4] Come
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Oft did the harveft to their fickle yield,
Their furrow oft the ftubborn glebe has broke ;
How jocund did they drive their team a-field !

How bow’d the woods, beneath their fturdy
ftroke !

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

Nor Grandeur hear with a difdainful fmile,
"The thort and fimple annals of the poor.

The boaft of heraldry, the pomp of pow’r,
And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave,
Awaits alike th’ inevitable hour,
The paths of glory lead but to the grave.
' Nor

Come lieti ¢ feftofi oltre mifura
Trar fur vifii cantando i giunti buoi
Al campo, ove avean pofia ogni lor cura !

Come ogni macchia, ed ogni bofco poi
Col martellar delle taglient? fcuri
Spogliavan dell’ onor de’ tronchi fuot ! -

Ambizion, non difprezzar gli ofcurs
Nomi, e dei contadin &’ util lavoro
E i diletti innocenti, € ¢ gaudii puri,
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" Iliis fzpe feges ceffit fub falce refeéta,
Szpe illis duro gleba refrata folo eft.
Ut l=ti junétis petierunt arva Juvexaas !
Ut gemuit validis itibus omne nemus!

t

Non almi Ambitio {pernat benefaQa labbris,

Gaudia & illa domis, fataque teta fitu:

Non dedignanti fubridens audiat aure
Faftus fimplicium parvula gefta virim

Splendorem generis, praluftia Nomina, Opefque,

Quidquid & ipfe Decor, Divitizque ferunt,

Occupat atra zque non evitabilis Hora,
Gloriaque in tumulum dirigit alta vias,

NZ delle inonorate opre di loro
Sdegni il Fafto fuperbo udir la floria :
Che antica nobilita, poffanza, ed vro,

Valor d’ arme, belta, grandezza, e boria,
Tutto & Joggetto a inevitabil morte,
E guida all’ arca ogni fentier di gloria.

Ma tu di quet non accufar la _forte,
Vano mortal, fein fu la tomba eretto

Trofeo non han, ch’ oltre all’ obblio gli porte
’ & s

L 5]

At

Del
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Nor you, ye Proud, impute to thefe the fault,
If Mem’ry o’er their tomb no trophies raife,
Where thro’ thedong-drawn ifle and fretted vault
The pealing anthem fwells the note of praife.

Can ftoried urn, or animated buft

Back to its manfion call the fleeting breath?
Can Honeur’s voice provoke the filent duift ?

Or Flatt’ry footh the dull cold ear of Death ?

Perhaps in this negle@ed fpot is laid
Some heart once pregnant with celeftial fire ;
Hands, that the rod of empire might have fway'd,

Or wak’d to extafy the living lIyre.
But

Del Tempio in mezzo, ove U arcato Letto
E il lifcio muro ripercote intorno
D’ inni, e dilodi armonial canto eletto.

Chiamar pu forfe d’ un fepolcro adorno
L’ ammirando artificio, o un bufto vivo

L’ alma fugace al fuo primier foggiorno 2

O il cener muto, che di vita é prive,
Voce d’ onor fia che rifvegli, e cruda
S : .
Morie non abbia blande lodi a fchivo ?
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At Tu ne vitio Gens verte fuperba, quod illis
Mnemofyne in buftum nulla tropza levet

Sub longis alis, cruftati & fornice sempli,
Laydis ubi refonis intonat aura modis.

An primas animam in fedes revocare fugacem
Artifices urnz, faxave viva queant ?

An tacitos cineres Honor excitet ore, placenfve
Blandities gelida Mortis in aure fonet ?

Fors cor negle@us premit angulus ille repoftum, .
Quod plenum =theriis ignibus intus erat,
Fors dextram imperii data fceptra tenere valentem,

Aut vivas eefteo follicitare fides, :
Aft

Ma che & di fotto & quella terra ignuda
Un cor gia pien d’ alme faville ardenti
Forfe avvien che negletto tvi fo chiuda ;

Forfe una man, che le foggeite gents - '
Regger faprebbe, o coll’ amabil fuone
Di grata_finfonia rapir le mentd.

Sol Dottrina non feo cortefe dono
A lor de’ fuor fublimi ampy volumi,
Che di fpoglic del tempo altert fono 5
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But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page
Rich with the fpoils of time did ne’er unroll,
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 ;
Full many a flower is born to blufh unfeen,
And wafte its fweetnefs on the defert air.

Some village-Hampden that with dauntlefs breaft
The little Tyrant of his fields withftood ;
Some mute inglorious Milton here may reft,

Some Cromwell guiltlefs of his country’s blood.
' Th

E fredda Povertate eftinfe i Lumi
Natii dell’ alma, ¢ le tarps quell’ als,
Onde ad alto volar vien che s’ impiumi.

Pur molte afcofe agli occhi de’ mortals
Nell’ ime grotte il cupo mar rinferra
Lucide gemme, e perle orientali :

E vaghi fior nella deferta terra
Spuntan non affervati, e in van ' olente

Fiato per U aria fi difperde ed crra,
) Giace
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Aft ampla his nunquam Dogrina volumina lapfi
Ditata exuviis temporis explicuit ;

Frigida Paupertas rabiem compreffit, & acrem
Curfum Anim® inducto ftrinxit acuta gelu.

Sic tegitur late radianti luce férena

Oceani ceecis plurima gemma vadis,
" Invifufque rubet flos plurimus, atque profufo
Defertas redolens implet odore plagas.

Rufticus Hampdenus * fors hic, quem pe&ore vidit
Se contra intrepido ftare Tyrannus agri,
Miltonufve + jacet mutus fine nomine, puras
Aut Cremuel 1 gaudens czdis habere manus.
- * Patribus

Giace ignoto cos: forfe alla gente
Ruflico Hampdén, che del poder natio
Al Tirannello repugnd fovente :

E giace in_feno dell’ ofcuro obblio
Miltone agrefle, e un Cromuél, che puro
Da _fangue cittadin viffe e morio,

Contraria forte a lor viets fecuro
Petto moftrar tra le minacce e U ire,
E fprezzar de’ Tiranni il giogo duro ;

# Patriz Libertatis acerrimus vindex regnante Carclo 1.
+ Posta infignis & autor poematis Paradifi Amiffi,
} Patrizz Tyrannus cxdis amantiffimus,

" Ocgh
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Th’ applaufe of lift’ning fenates to command,
"I'he threats of pain, and ruin to defpife,
To featter plenty o’er a finiling land,
And read their hift’ry in a nation’s eyes,

Their lot forbad : nor circumfcrib’d alone

‘Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin’d 3
Forbad to wade through flaughter to a throne,

And fhut the gates of mercy on mankind,

The ftruggling pangs of confcious truth to hide,
'To quench the biuthes of ingenuous fhame,
©Or heap the thrine of Luxury, and Pride
With incenfe kindled at the Mufe’s flame.

Far

O cogli firali del facondo dire
Tra liete grida, e fuon di man con elle
D’ attonita Affemblea I alme ferire ;

O @ doni & uberta fpargere in quelle .
Contrade, ¢ in quefte, 0 al popol grato e amico.
Scritte legger nel cor 1 opre_fue belle.

Ma fe repreffe in lor deftin nemico
Gl innati germi di virta, tolfe anco,
L’ efca, ¢l feme de’ vizj al cor pudico.
' 0 for-
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Patribus eloquio captis indicere plaufus,
Nil peene, exitii nil timuiffe minas,
Spargere ridentem fecundo munere terram,
Atque fua in populi cernere picta oculis

Sors afta hos vetuit: nec jam crefcentia folum
Germina Virtutum, fed Vitia omne genus

Repreflit fimul, ad folium ne in fanguine narent,
Ne miferim objicerent pecora claufa malis,

Neve graves fimulans tegeret Mens confcia motus,
Ingenuo extin€tus vel Pudor ore foret,
Vel thura ad flammas Mufarum accenfa fonarent

Luxs & fafths accwmulata focis,
Hi,

O fortunati ! miun di loro unquanco
Per mezzo al_fangue ands nuetando al foglie,
Ni & mali altrui volts fdegnofo il fianco ;

N: fordo fi moftro qual’ alpe o  Jeoglio
Di cofiienza all alte grida, o in loco
Di modefto pudor s’ arm) & orgoglio :

N con molta arroganza e fenne poco
Di Luffuria, edel Faflo arfe ful’ ara
Incenfo accefo delle Mufe al focos
- ‘ Lunge
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Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble ftrife,
Their fober withes never learn’d to ftray ;
Along the cool fequefter’d vale of life
- They kept the noifelefs tenor of their way.

Yet ev'n thefe bones from infult to protect,
Some frail memorial ftill ere@ed nigh,

With uncouth rhimes, and fhapelefs fculpture deck’d,
Implores the paffing tribute of a figh.

Their name, their years, fpelt by th’ unletter'd mufe,
The place of fame and elegy fupply; °

And many a holy text around the ftrews,
Thhat teach the ruftic moralift to die,

' For

Lunge da van defir, da folle gara
Coftor non traviar col volgo infane
Dal fentier, cui Natura apre e rifchiara.

Ma della vita riel folingo piano
Con innocente cor tranquilli e liet:
Tutti < fpazi compiér del corfo umano.

O Paffaggier; fe fra queft’ olmi e adeti
Tu guida il pié, con un fofpiro almero
Onora gli offs lor ripofti e cheti, :

Qugfo
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Hi, ftulti abje@o procul a certamine Vulgi,
Haud unquam votis edidicere fuis -
Errare, egelida fed vitz in valle redudli,
Et foli tacitd femper iere vid.

Offibus hifce tamen monumenta caduca tuendis
Addita, & abnormi carmina fculpta manu

Sufpirl unius, quicunque acceflerit ifthuc,
Munere donari-pratereunte rogant ;

Nominaque, atque Anni, quos Mufa infcripfit agrettis,
Pro Fama, & nameris funt, Elegia, tuis;
EtleGa e Sacris fententia plirima Chartis -
-Citcumfufa, docet ruftica corda mori.
Nam T

Quefto che i copre Maufoleo terreno. -
Dalle ingiurie del cielo, €t rozzi verfe
Deh guarda, e leggi, s* hai pietate in fenos

I nudi noms, egh anni lor diﬁaﬁ
Scriffe ruftica Mufa, ¢ fons in vice
Di Fama, e di dolentt eleght terf :

E i/ penfier della morte ai vivi indice
Sentenza tolta dalle facre carte,

Che appefa qua ¢ la veder ti lices
Perché
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For who, to dumb Forgetfulnefs a prey,
“This pleafing anxious being €’er refign’d,
Left the warm precin@s of the cheerful day;
Nor caft one longing, ling’ring look behind ?

On fome fond breaft the parting foul relies,
Some pious drops the clofing eye requires ;

Ev’n from the tomb the voice of Nature cries,
Ev’n in our athes live their wonted fires,

For thee, who mindful of th’ unhonourd Dead
Doft in thefe lines their artlefs tale relate ;
If chance, by lonely contemplation led,
Some kindred Spirit fhall inquire thy fate,
Haply

Perché chi mai fenza turbarfi in parte,
Certa preda &’ Obblio, da quefta ok quants !

Cara anche in mezzo @’ guai vita fi parte ?

E chi mai tra’ mortali oggi pud tanto,
Che lafci i vivi rai del Sol fiammante
Senza un fofpir, fenza un fegnal di pianto @

Su qualche amato cor I alma  fpirante

Defia pofarfs, e di pictofe flille
Cliede tributo ad un amico aftante. ,
on
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Nam muti oblivi quis przda futurus, ab ilio
. Optato ceffit, quo viget, eftque, bono,

Lt k=zti liquit tepefaQas luminis oras,
' Nec retro ardentes flexit amans oculos ?

Dulce fuper peftus jam jam exhalanda quiefcit
" Vis anime, atque pias lumina lacrymulas
Claudenda expofcunt : Naturz clamat ab ipfo
Vox tumulo, et vivax flamma tenet cineres.

At de Te, Vates*, qui nunc ingloria vitd
Fun@orum memori carmine faéta colis,
Huc aliquis folo meditandi dutus amore,
Et tibi perfimilis fi tua fata roget,
' Fers

Non fon le fredde ceneri tranquilles
Parla Natura dalla tomba, ¢ drento
Ardon de’ primi affetti le faville.

Ma di Te che fara ? che il nome fpento
D? obbliati mortali, € ofcure gefla
Ravvivi al fuon & Aganippeo concento.

Se qualche Spirto al tuo conforme in quefia
Solinga praggia a meditar venulo

Del tuo deflino a domandar s’ arrefla,

* Loquitur Audtor de feipfo fub perfona Paftoris. ’
Forfe
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Haply fome hoary-headed fwain may fay,

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

‘“ To meet the fun upon the upland lawn.

¢ There at the foot of yonder nodding beech

 ‘That wreathes its old fantaftic roots fo high,
* His liftlefs length at noontide would he ftretch,

¢ And pore upon the brook that babbles by.
¢ Hard by yon wood, now fmiling as in fcorn,

¢ Mutt’ring his wayward fancies he would rove,
" # Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn,

‘¢ Or craz’d with care, or crofs’d in hopelefs loves
* One morn I mifs’d hic: on the cuftom’d hill,

“ Along the heath and near his fav’rite tree 3 ,
¢ Another came : nor yet befide the rill,

“¢ Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he ;

“ The

Forfe rifponderd Paflor canuto =
Speffo il vedemmo t rugiadofi fiori
Premer con prefto-pié, penfofo e muto
Allo fpuntar de’ mattutinz albori,
E farfe incontro per aprica riva
A’ nafcentt del Sol primi fplendori.
E fdrajarf: folea fifo in la viva
Sonante acqua d’ un rio, mentre che al raggio
Dell’ ardente meriggio il fol bolliva,

_ La fotto ' ombra di crollante faggio,
Che con barbe attirtyfime ferpeggia,
E’ tal volta fen gia preffo il felvaggio
Bofeo,
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Fors illi canus tum pattor dicet: “ in ipfo
¢ Vidimus hunc albi limine fepe dié
“ Verrentem celeri pede rores, Solis ut orti
¢ QObvius exciperet, qua patet ora, jubar.

¢ Illo nutantis fagi fub tegmine, cujus
¢ Radicum ingenium tortile ludit humi,
“ Proje@us medio, lentufque jacebat in =ftu,
¢ Spe€tabatque caput lene fluentis aquz.
Juxta illum errabat lucum fpernente renidens
¢ Nunc ore, & tenui murmure vana crepans,
¢ Nunc languens, meflufque, & pallidus, ut mifer,
¢ amens, .
“ Et qui tran{verfo preflus amore jacet. €
¢ Una dies venit ; folito mec colle, nec ipfum
“ Vidi ego dilettos arboris ante pedes :
“ Altera fucceflit ; nec fontis lympha, nec ipfum
“ Amplius illa placens ora, nemufve dedit :
¢ Proxima

[

-

-
«

-

Bofco, orain atto &’ wom che altrui dileggia
Borbottando fra fe parole vane ;
Ed or com’ uom che per amor follsggiay &
Per doglia, o colpi di fenture umanc, !
Dipinto di pallor languido ¢ mefto
S’ aggirava confufo iw guife firanc.
Sorfe un mattin 5 nd L vidi pix per quefio
Erbofo pian, né _fopra °l poggio, o fotto
L’ alber, dove fedea tacito ¢ defto.
Febo I altro mattino avea condotto,
Ne piz ful rio, me piu ful balzo il vidi,

N: al bofeo, ov’ era il fuo dolce ridotto. N
Ve
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¢ The next with dirges duein fad array =~ [borne,
“ Slow thro’ the church-way path we faw him
“ Approach, and read (for thou cantt fead) thelay,
¢ Grav'd on the ftone beneath yon aged thorn.”

THE EPITAPH

“ HERE refts his head upon the lap of earth

‘“ A Youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown.
“¢ Fair Science frown’d not on his humble birth,

‘. And Melancholy mark’d him for her own.

‘¢ Large was his bounty and his foul fincere,
‘¢ Heav’n did a recompence aslargely fend :
““ He gave to Mis'ry (all he had) a tear,
‘¢ He gain’d from Hesv’n (twas all he wifh’d) o
* Friend.

¢ No farther feek his merits to difclofe,

“ Or draw his frailties from their dread abode,
** ('There they alike in trembling hope repofe)

** The bofom of his Father and &is God.”

Nel terzo giorno alfin con mefti gridi
Gia morto al Tempio ecco ol vediam portarfi,
E la turba il feguia de’ fuoi piu fids. '
T apprefla, e leggi (che cid ben pus farf,
O Viator, da te) leggi la pofta.
Scritta ful faffo, chetra’ rami fparfi
. D folto antico fpino i quafi afcofta ¢

EPITAFFIO.

¢ QUI giace in feno alla gran madre antica
* Garzon d’ ofcuro fangue, a Fama tgnoto ;
¢ E fe Fortuna lo guard: nemica,
Il tefor di Dottrina a lui fu noto. .
- ' Ebbe
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¢ Proxiima ciim huxit, meritze m2fto ordine pompz
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“ Elatum facrd vidimus ire vid.

Accede & legito (legere eft tibi copia) carmen,

‘ Sub fpino veteri quod rude marmor habet :

EPITAPHIUM.

Hic Forti ignotus Juwenis, Famxque, reclivem

“ Cervicem Terre detinet in gremio :’

Non humili Doftrina loco pulcherrima natum

¢ Sprevit, Triltities compofuitque fuun.

Larga olli Bonitas fincero in peQore ; at inde

“ Aque ille a Calo pramia larga tulit :

Zrumnz (hoc habuit) licrymam dedit ille ; So-

‘¢ dalem ‘
* Tlli (hoc optaret) Numen habere dedit.

Ne merita ulterius quaras cognofcere, parva

‘“ Neu vitia horrenda e Sede vocare velis.

In fpe cun@&a illic pariter trepidante quiefcunt,

¢ 1llius inque finu ftant Patris atque Dei.”

Ebbe Malinconia compagna e amica,

“ E cuor fincero, e d’ ognifrode vota s

Larga’ avea carita, ma largo a lui

 Anche tl Ciel fi mofirs dv’ doni fuz

Alla miferiaei dié ftilla di pianto,

“ CK altro non ebbe ; e & _/502' defer conforme
Fido amico trove. Tu lafcia intanta

% Del cieco abiffo nella gola enorme

I merti, eifalli fuoi. Nel grembo fanto,

“ Al fuo Padre, af fuo Dio, che i paff ¢!’ orme”
Noftre invefliga, tra timore e fpeme

s« "Lg buone opre e le ree pofano infreme.
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