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'LO! where the rofy-bofoti’d Howrs,

‘ Fair Venvs’ train, appear,
‘Difclofe the long-expe&ing ﬂowcrs,

- And wake the purple year! '

"The Attic warBler pours her throat,
‘Refponfive to the cuckow’s note, -
"The untaught harmony of fpring
While, whifp’ring pleafure as they fiy,
“Cool Zephyrs, thro? the élear bluc lky,
“Their gather'd” fragrance 'ﬂiﬁg

A broader browner fhade

Where-¢’er the rude ahd mbﬁ-gro wn bccck{

VS

‘O’er-canopies the glade ;
Befide fome water’s rilhy brisk

'Wlth me the Muc fhall fit, and thmk.
‘ A !

1

N - \ &
Where-¢’er the oak’s thxck ﬁrahchcs ﬂrétt:h’ o
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2 ODE ON THE SPRING.

€At eafe reclin’d in ruftic flate)
How vain the ardour of the crowd,,
How low, how indigent tHe proud,,
How h:tlc are the great’ U

Stxll is the toding handt of Care;

. 'The panting herds repofc : -

Yet hark, how thro’ the pcopled air-

The bufg murmur glows !

'The infeét youth are on the wing,

Eager to tafle the honied fpring,

And float amid the liquid noon :

~ Some lightly o’er the.current fkim, .
Some fhew their gayly-gilded trim,

Quick-glancing to the fun.

"To Contemplation’s fober eye -
Sucli is the race of man: .
- . And they that creep, and they that fly,.
Shall end where they began,’

. Ahkcthshufymdtlwgay .
 But flutter thyo’ life's little day,

" In Fortune’s varying colours.dreft : ’
Brulh’d by thehtndofmv;thfduue,
Or chill’d by Age, their airy dance
They leave, in duft to reft,

’ fpm-tivc klndrcp’iy;
~ Poor Moralift ! andwlmtmthm!
| -Afolitaryﬂy‘




ODE‘ ON THE SPRI‘NTG;.

Thy j ]oys no ghtt nng female meets, -

' No hive hatt thou of hoavded fweets, -

No painted plumage to difplay :

~ On hafty wings thy youth is lown; .
Thy fun is fet, thy fpring is gone——— '

We fmhc while "tis May.



o oNk"'ﬁ"lvi‘\!\:».D‘:zA.ru:&r' A
FAVOURITE CAT,
Drowned in a Tub of Gold Fifhes.

WAS on a lofty vafe’s fide,
Where China’s gayeft drt 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 conftious tail her joy declar'd ;
‘The fair round face, the fnowy bmrd
The velvet of her paws,

I-Ier coat, that with the tortoife vies,
Her ears of jet, and emerald eyes,
.She faw, and purr’ 'd applau!é

- 8till had fhe gaz'd; but midft the tide

'T'wo beauteons forms werg fp¢n to ghde,

" The Genii of the ftream :

Their fealy armiour’s Tyrian huc;
Thro® richeft purple; to the view,”
Bctray'd a goldm g!eam

!
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ODE ON THE DEATH, &e

The haplefs nymph with wonder faw :
A whifker ﬁxﬁ and then/a claw,’
With many an ardent wilh,
She ftretch’d, in vain, to reach the prize.
What female heart can gold dcfpr@’
What cat’s averfe to filh?

P{cf‘umptuom mud' with lookmntcne

Again fhe firetch’d, again fhe Bcnt, '
Nor knew the gulf between :

(Mahgnant Fate fat by, and fmil’d)

- The ﬂle ry verge her féet beguil'd;

“She tumbled hcadlong in.

- Eight times émerging from the flood,

Shc mew'd to ev’ry wat'ry God. b
- Some fpeedy aid. to Tend.

No Dolphin came, noNcrcxd ftire’d,.

‘Nor cruel-Tom, nor Sufan heard.

A fav'’rite has no friend!

‘From hcncc, ye bcaunes, undcmv d,.

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

Not all, that tempts your wand’nng cxe&:

And heedlefs hearts, is lawful pmc i

) 3 |

Mot all, that: gliﬁems, goldi . . vl e
Palew ¢ st A
'(f ] “ngiig w
Yo PEDRE
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ETON COLLEGE
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1N . hé,j; :
Avﬂp«aﬂ; mmfv xpmm; -ﬁg E?) J‘urux "o
' e Man ANDER.

E diftant fpires, ye antique tbwe'ﬁs,
‘That crown the wat’ry *glddé
“Where grateful Scierice i1 u&ore! SR
Her HeNRY'’s * holy fhgdeh ™"~ ©
~ And ye, ‘that from the ﬁatéiiv%w |
*Of WINDSOR'S hfxghts th’ expanfe bclow
“Of grove, of lawm, ’Qfﬁm&i\ ﬁimy* ‘~
* ‘Whofe turf, whaﬁm Whoe ‘ﬁéwers among
‘Wanders the hoary Tham& 10‘113

Ah'happy hiih’v ah pmswm& )
«Ah ﬁc’d‘, helov’ din vmn )
Where once my carelefs chﬂdhood ﬁray‘ a,

:Aﬁmuwyct topam’
- KmHmivtthmh,fmdweftthoﬂtgvv
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I feel the gales, that from ye blow, .

A momentary blifs beftow, .

As waving frefh theiyglddfome wing,
My weary foul they feem to foothe,
And, redolent of joy and youth,

“To breathe a fccond fprmg

Say, Father Tnamxs, im' thou hafl feen

Fall many a fprightly race,

‘Difporting on thy margent green,

“The paths of pleafure trace;

‘Who foremoft now delight to cleave,
‘With pliant arms, thy glafly wave ?
~The captive linnet which enthral ?

What idle progeny fucceed =

‘To chafe the rolling circle’s fpeed,
+Or urge the flying ball?

“While fome, on earmeft bu¢'nefs bent,

"'Their murm’ring labours ply,
“’Gainft graver hours, that bring conftratut
“To fweeten liberty:: .

Some bold adventurers difdain
“The limits of their little reign,
. And unknown segions dgre defcry ;

Still as they run they look behind,

‘They hear a voicedin ev’ry wind, -

And fnatch a fearful joy,.

Gay Hope is thcws, by fancy fcd, .
Lefs pleafing when pofle(t ;
. - Aas



® ODE. ON'A DISTPANT

"The tear forgot as foon as fhed, -
The funfhine of the breaft.

‘Theirs buxom health of rofy hue, -
Wild Wit, Invention ever-new,

And lively Cheer of Vigour born
"The thoughtlefs day, the cafy night,,
‘The fpirits pure, the flumbers light,,
That fly th’ approach of morn..

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 them wait
The minifters of human fate, .
And black Misfortune’s baleful train !*
Ah, Thow them where in ambufh ftand,,

* T'o feize their prey, the murd’rous band !

Ah, {how them they aré mc‘ﬁ 1

© g

" Thefe thalt the fury pamons tear.

‘The vultures of the mind,

~ Difdainful Anger, pallid Fear, °
, _And Shame that feulks behinds

Or pining Love fhill wafte their youtl,
Or Jealoufy, with.ranklingtoeth,’
That inly gnaws the feoret heart ;-

And Envy wan, and faded Care,
Grim-vifag’'d comfortlefs Defpaxr,,

Mdﬁ;:rmw spwrcin& dam



PROSPECT OF ETON COLLEGE.

Ambition this fhall tempt to rife ;
Then whirl' the wretch from high,
To bitter Scoin a facrifice,
And grinning Infamy.
'The ftings of Falfhood thofe fhall try,
And hard Unkindnefs’ alter’d eye,
. That mocks the tear it forc’d to flow s
And keen Remorfe with blood defil'd,
And moedy Madnefs laughing wild
Amid fevereft woe. ]

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

Toa each his fuff’rings :- all are men;,
Condemn’d ahkc to groanj
- 'The tender for another’s painj
"Th’ unfeeling for-his own.

Yet ah !, why fhould they know their fate ?” '

Since forrow never. comes too late,
And happinefs too fwiftly flies. -
"Thought would deftroy their paradife..
' No more——where ignorance is bllfs,,
*Lis. £allx ta bc wife,.

9



ADV.ERSITY.

Zuppepe.
Ewwavuv T
Escnvws, in Eumemd.

DAU GHTZR of Jove, relentlefs power,
Thou tamer of the human breaft,
“Whofe iron fcourge, and tort'ring hour,

“The bad affright, aﬁlx& the beft !

‘Bound in thy adamantine cham, ,

"'The proud ave taught to tafte of Ppain,

And purple tyrants vainly groan ‘
'With pangs unfelt before, unpmcd and alone

‘When ﬁrﬁ thy Sire 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 wds, thou bad'lt her know,
- And from her own fhe learn’d to melt at others woe.

.



ODE TO ADVERSITY.

“Scar’d at thy frown terrific; ‘fly-
-Self-pleafing Folly’s idle brood, - . ..
Wild Laughter, Noife, and thoughtlefs ]oy,
And leave us keifure: to be gopd. il
Light they difperfe; and with them go
“'The fammer-friend, the flatt’ring foe;

By vain Profperity receiv’d,

"To her they vow their truth, and are again believ'd.

‘Wifdom, in fable garb array’d,

Immers'd in rapt’rous thought profound, -
And Melancholy, filent maid,

‘With leaden eye that:loves the ground,
.Still on thy folemn fteps attend :

‘Warm Charity, the gen’ral friend,

‘With Juftice, to herfelf fevere,

And Pity, dropping foft the fadly-pleafing teas.

‘0, gently on thy fuppliant’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,
With fereaming Herror’s fun’ral cry,

Defpair, and fell Dileafe, and ghaftly Poverty.

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

Thy philofophic train be there,

"'To foften, not to wound my heart;

Iz



2 ODE TO ADVERSITY-

“The gen’rous fpark extinét revive;
"Teach me to love, and to forgive,
Exa&t my own defels to fcan, V
- 'What others are, to feel; and know myfelf a man,

[PEEEEEN B



PROGRESS or POESY.

PINDARIC ODE

"~ k4
Duvavla suvilolaw: ég
. ~ 1
Ad 1o 7wty ipunviwy

Xali et

PiNpar, Olymp. II.

I 1.

AWAKE Eolian lyre, awake,

And give to rapture all thy trembling ftrings.
From Helicon’s harmdnious fprings
* A thoufand rills their mazy progrefs take:
The laughing flowers, that tound them blow,
Drink life and fragrance as they flow. —
Now the rich ftream of mufic winds along,
Deep, mayzﬁn, fmooth, and ftrong, '
Thro’ verdant valcs, and Ceres’ golden rcxgn
" Now rolling down the fteep amain,
Headlong, impetuous, fee it pour :
Thc mcks, and noddmg grovcs, rcbellow to'the roar.

- L



¥4 THE PROGRESS OF POESY.

I a.
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 the feeptred hand
Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feather’d king
With ruffled plames, and flagging wing :
Quench’d in dark clouds of flumber. lie
"The terrdr of his beak, and lightnings of his eye..

L 3.
"Fhee the voice, the dance, obey,

Temper’d to thy warbled lay :
©’er 1dalia’s velvet-green
The rofy-crowned Loves are feen..
On Cytherea’s day,
‘With antic Sports, and blue-ey’d PIcafures,..
Frifking light in frolic meafures ;-
Now purfuing, now retreating,
Now in circling troops they meet ;
To britk. notes, in cadence beating,.
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 {tate the wins her eafy way :
O’er her warm cheek, and rifing bofom, move
The bloom of young Defire, and purple light of Leve.



‘A PINDARIC ODE. 13

- IL 1.
‘Man’s feeble race what ills await ;
Labour, and Penury, the racks of Pain,,
Difeafe, and Sorrow’s weepinhg train,
And Death, fad refugé from the ftorms of Fate!"
The fond complaint, my fong, difprove,
And juftify the laws of Jove.
Say, has he giv’nin vain the heav’nly. Mufe?
Night, and all her fickly dews,
Her fpeétres wan, and birds of boding cry,
He gives to range the dreary fky; ‘
'Till down the caftern cliffs afar
Hyperion’s march they fpy, and glitt’ting fhafts of war..
' - I 2.
In climes beyond the folar road,
Where fhaggy forms o'er ice-built mountains roam,
The Mufe has broke the twilight-gloom,
"T'o cheer the fhiv'ring Native’s dull abode.
And oft, beneath theod'tous fhade.
- Of Chili’s boundlefs forefts laid,
She deigns to hear.the favage youth repeat,
In loofe numbers wildly fweet,
"Their feather-cin@w’d chiefs, and. du{ky loves..
Her tra®, where’er the Goddefs roves,
Glory purfae,, and gen’rous Shame,
"Th’ unconquerable Mind, and Fieedom’s holy flimes
-IL 3.
Woods, that wave o’er Delphi’s flcep,
Ifles, that crown th’ Agean deep,
Fields, that cool Iliffus laves,
Or where Mzander’s amber waves
In ling’ring lab’rinths creep,



26 THE PROGRESS OF POESY.

How do your tuneful echoes languifh

‘Mute, but to the voice of Anguifh!

‘Where each old poetic mountain

‘Ithfpiration breath’d around ;

Ev’ry fhade and hallow’d fountain «
Murmur'd deep a folemn found: '

Till the fad Nine, in Greece’s evil hour,

Left their Parnaffus for the Latian plains,

Alike they fcorn the pomp of tyrant Power,

And coward Vice, ‘that revels in her chains.

‘When Latium had her lofty fpirit loft,

Thqy 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 time, where lucid Avon ftray’d,
To him the mighty mother did unveil -
Her awful face: the dauntlefs child
Stretch’d forth his little arms, and fmil'd.
"This pencil take (fhe faid) whofe colours clear
Richly paint the vernal year :
"Thine too thefe golden keys, immortal boy
‘This can.unlock the gates of Joy;
Of Hotror that, and thrilling Fears,
‘Or ope the facred fource of fympathetic Tears.
1. 2.
Nor fecond he 4, that rode fublime
Upon thé feraph-wings of Ecftafy,
“The fecrets of th’ abyfs to {py.
§e paf’d the flaming bounds of Place and Time:

* Shakefpear. - ¢ Milton. ‘



A PINDARIC ODE. R

“The living throne, the fapphire blaze,

Where angels tremble while they gaze,

-He faw; but, blafted with excefs of -light,

Clos'd 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 cloth’d, and long-refounding
" pace.

I 3.
"Hark, his hands the lyre explore!
Bright-ey’d Fancy, hov’ring 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 {pirit
Wakes thee now ! tho’ he inherit
Nor the pride, nor ample pinion,
That the Theban Eagle bear, -
Sailing with fupreme dominion
"Through the azure deep of air:
"Yet oft before his infant eyes would run
- Such forms as glitter in the Mufe’s ray,
‘With orient hues, unborrow’d of the fun:
‘Yet fhall he mount, and keep his diftant way
Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate,
Bencath the Good how far—but far above the Great.
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THE

B A R D
A PINDARIC ODE.

[The following Ode is founded on a Tradition current
in Wales, that Edward the Firft, when he com-
pleted the conqueft of that country, ordered all the
Bards, that fell into his hands, to be put to death.]

I. 1.
s 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, ‘nor * Hauberk’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 firft Edward fcatter'd wild difmay,
As down the fteep of 1 Snowdon’s fhaggy fide
He wound, with toilfome march, his long array.

'* The Hauberk was a texture of fteel ringlets, or
links interwoven, forming a coat of mail, that fat
clofe to the body, and adap@ed itfelf to all its motxons,

+ Snowdon was a name given by the Saxons to that
mountainous tra¢t, which the Wellh themfclves calk



THE B A R D. 19

Stout * Glo’fter ftood aghaft in fpeechlefs trance:
To arms! cried + Mortimer, and couch’d his quiv’ring
lance.
I 2.

On a rock, whofe haughty brow
Frowns o’er old Conway’s foaming flood,
Rob’d in the fable garb of woe,

With haggard eyes the poet ftood ;
" (4 Loofe his beard, and hoary hair
Stream’d, like a meteor, to the troubled air) ;
And with a mafter’s hand, ‘and prophet’s fire,
Struck the deep forrows of his lyre.

Craigian-eryri : it included all the highlands of Caer~:
narvonfhire and Merionethfhire, as far eaft as the ri-
ver Conway. R. Hygden, fpeaking of the caftle of
Conway, built there by King Edward the Firft, fays,
¢ Ad ortum amnis Conway ad clivum montis Erery;*
and Matthew of Wefiminfter, (ad ann. 1283), * A~
¢ pud Aberconway, ad pedes montis Snowdoniz fecit
¢ erigi caftrum forte.” '

* Gilbert de Clare, furnamed the Red, Earl of
Gloucefter and Hertford, fon-in-law to King Edward.

+ Edmond de Mortimer, Lord of Wigmore.

They both were Lords-Marchers, whofe lands lay
en the borders of Wales, and probably accompanied
the King in this expedition.

_ § The image was taken from a well-known picture
of Raphael, reprefenting the Supreme Being in the
vifion of Ezekiel. 'There are two of thefe paintings,
(both belicved original), one at Florence, the other

at Paris.
B 2



EY THE BARTD.

"¢ 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 Cambria’s fatal day,

-¢ To high-born Hoel’s harp, or foft -Liewellyn’s lay.

1. 3.
¢ Cold is Cadwallo’s tongue,
¢ That hufh’d thé ftormy main:
"¢ Brave Urien fleeps upon his craggy bed:
¢ Mountains, ye mourn in vain
¢ Modred, whofe magic fong
¢ 'Made huge Plinlimmon bow his cloud-top’d head.
¢ * On dreary Arvon’s fhore they lie,
¢ Smear’d with gore, and ghaftly pale:
“¢ Far, far aloof th’ affrighted ravens fail;
¢ ‘The famifh’d + eagle {creams, and pafles by.

* The fhorcs of Caernarvonfhire oppoﬁtc to the ifle
of Anglefey.

+ Camden and others obferve, that eagles ufed an-
nually to build their eyry among the rocks of Snow-
don, which from thence (as many think) were named
by the Welth Craigian-eryri, i. e. the craigs of the
eagles. At this day (as T am told) the higheft point
of Snowdon, is called the eagle’s Neff. 'That bird is
certainly no ftranger to this ifland, as the Scots, and
the people of Cumberland, Weftmoreland, &¢. can
teftify : it even has built its ncft in the Peak of Derby~

fhire.  [See Willoughby’s Ornithol. publifhed by Ray.}
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A PINDARIC ODE. 28

Dear loft companions of my tuneful art,

Dear, as the light that vifits thefe fad eyes,

Dear, as the ruddy: drops that warm my hehrt,

Ye died amidft your dying. country’s cries—

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 tiffue of thy line.’

II. 1.
¢ Weave the warp, and weave the woof,
The winding-theet of Edward’s race.
Give ample room, and verge enough
The charaéters of hell to trace.
Mark the year, and mark the night,
When Severn fhall re-echo with affright
The fhrieks of death, thro’ Berkley’s roofs that ring;
Shrieks of an agonizing King }!
She-wolf of France {, with unrelenting fangs,
That tear’(t the bowels of thy mangled mate,
From thee § be born, who o’er thy country hangs
The {courge of Heav’n. What terrorsround him wait !
Amazement in his van, with Flight combin’d,
And Sorrow’s faded form, and Solitude behind. -

* See the Norwegian ode that follows.
+ Edward the Second, cruelly murdered in Berkley

caftle..

{ Ifabel of France, Edward the Second’s adulterous

Queen.

§ Triumphs of Edward the Third in France.
B3 ’



22 THE B AR D.

o. a.
¢ Mighty Victor, mighty Lord,

¢ Low on his fun’ral couch he lies *!
¢ No pitying heart, no eye, afford
¢ A tear to grace his obfequies.
¢ Is the fable warrior 4+ fled ?
Thy fon is gone. - He refts among the dead.
The fwarm, that in thy noon-tide heam were born ?
¢ Gone to falute the rifing Morn.
< Fair langhs the Morn }, and foft the Zephyr blows,
¢ While proudly riding o’er the azure realm
¢ In gallant trim the gilded veflel goes;
¢ Youth on the prow, and Pleafure at the helm;
¢ Regardlefs of the fweeping Whirlwind’s {way,
That, hufh’d in grim repofe, expeéts his ev’ning-prey.

. II. 3
s Fill § high the fparkling
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 fiilé upon their baffled gueft.

bowl,

* Death of that king, abandoned by his children,
and even robbed in his lat moments by his courtiers
and his miftrefs.

1 Edward the Black Prince, dead fome time before
. his father.

} Magnificence of Richard the Second’s reign. Sée
Froiffard, and other contemporary writers.

§ Richard the Second (as we are told by Arch-
bifhop Scroop and the confederate Lords in their ma-



A PINDARIC ODE. 53

+¢ 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 fquadrons mow their way.
“ Ye tow’rs of Julius +, London’s lafting thame,

¢ With many a foul and midnight murder fed,

¢ Revere his confort’s § faith, his father’s § fame,
¢ And fpare the meek ufurper’s || holy head.

¢¢ Above, below, the ** rofe of fiow,

“¢ Twin’d with her blufhing foe we fpread;
© ¢¢ The briftled ++ boar, in infant gore,
¢ Wallows beneath the thorny fhade.

nifefto, by Thomas of Walfingham, and all the older
writers) was ftarved to death. The ftory of his affaf-
fination by Sir Piers of Exon, is of much later date.

* Ruinous civil wars of York and Lancafter.

'+ Henry the Sixth, George Duke of Clarence, Ed-
ward the Fifth, Richard Duke of York, &r¢c. believed
to have been murdered fecretly in the Tower of Lon-
don. The oldeft part of that ftructure is vulgarly at-
tributed to Julius C#far.

1 Margaret of Anjou, a woman of heroic {pirit,
who ftruggled hard to fave her hutband and her ¢rown.

§ Henry the Fifth,

{| Henry VI. very near being canonized. 'The line of
Lancafter had no right of inheritance to the crown.

** The white and red rofcs, devices of the two
“branches of York and Lancafter. o v

++ The filver boar was the badge of Richard the
"Third; whence he was ufually known in hxs own time
hy the-name of tke Boar.

B 4
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¢ Now, Brothers, bending o’er th’ accurfed loom,/ :
¢ Stamp we our vehggance:deep, and ratify his-doom.

,. m. 1. .
“ Edward, lo! to fudden fate
¢ {Weave we the woof. The thread is fpun )
¢ * Half of thy heart we confecrate.
¢ (The web is wove. 'The work is done.)”
¢ Stay, oh ftay! nor thus forlorn -
¢ Leave me unblefs’d, unpity’d, here to mourn :
¢ In yon bright tract, that fires the weftern fkies;
¢ They melt, they vanifh from my eyes.’
¢ But oh! what folemn {cenes on Snowdon’s height
¢ Defcending flow their glitt’ring fkirts unrol ?.
¢ 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, }.ye genuine Kings,. Britannia’s iTue, hail I

* Eleanor of Caftile died a few years after the con-"
queft of Wales.. The heroic proof the gave of her af-
fection for her lord is well known. The monuments’

'v of his regret and forrow for the 16fs of her, are (till to
be feen at Northampton, Gaddington, Waltham, and
in feveral other places. .
+- It was the common belief of the Welfh nation,
that King Arthur was {till alive in Fairy-land, and
" fhould return again to reign over Britain.
$ Both Merlin and Talieffin had pxopheﬁed that
.the Welfh fhould regain their fovereignty over this
‘ifland 5 which feemed to be accomph'hcd in the houfe
of Tudor.
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IIL. 2.
¢ Girt with many a Baron bold
¢ Sublime their ftarry fronts they rear;
¢+ And gorgeous Dames, and Statefmen old-
¢ In bearded majefty, appear.
¢ In the midft a form divine!
¢ Her eye proclaims her of the Briton-line;
¢ Her lion-port *, her awe-commanding face;
¢ Attemper’d fweet to virgin-grace. ’
¢ What ftrings fymphonious tremble in the air!
¢ What ftrains of vocal. tranfport round her-play !
¢ Hear from the grave, great Talieflin 4, hear;
¢ 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.

L 3.
¢ The verfe adorn again
Fierce War, and faithful Love,
And Truth fevere, by fairy Fition dreft.
In  buikin’d meafures move

~

LY

* Speed, relating an audience given by Queen Eli~
fabeth to Paul Dzialinfki, ambaflador of Poland, fays,.
¢ And thus fhe, lion-like rifing, daunted the malapert
¢ orator no lefs with her ftately port and majeftical’
® deporture, than with the tartnefle of her princelie
¢ checkes.’ -

+ Talieflin, chief of the Bards, flourithed in the
fixth century. His works are ftill preferved, and his
memory held in high veneration among his country-

men.

1 Shakefpear.
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¢ Pale Grief, and pleafing Pain,

¢ With Horror, tyrant of the throbbing breaﬁ

¢ A *voice, as of the cherub-choir, -

¢ Gales from blooming Eden bear ;

¢ + And diftarit warblings leflen on my ear,

¢ That loft in long futurity expire.

Fond implous man, think’(t thou yon fanguine clond,
¢ Rais’d by thy breath, has quench’d the orb of day?
¢ To-morrow he repairs the golden flood,

¢ And warms the nations with redoubled ray.

¢ Enough for me: with joy I fee

¢ 'The different doom our fates affign.

¢ Be thine Defpair, and fceptred 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.

L)

~ * Milton.
+ The fucceflion of poets after Milton’s time,
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‘ 1.
ENCE, avaunt, (’tis holy ground),
¢ Comus, and his midnight crew,

And ignorance with looks profound,
And dreaming Sloth of pallid hue;
Mad Sedition’s cry profane;
Servitude that hugs her chain:
Nor in thefe confecrated bow’rs
Let painted Flatt’ry hide her ferpent train in flow’rs.
Nor Envy bafe, nor creeping Gain,
Dare the Mufe’s walk to ftain;
While bright-ey’d Science watches round :
Hence away, ’tis holy ground!”

* This Ode was performed in the Senate-houfe at

‘Cambridge, July 1. 1769, at the inftallation of his

Grace Auguftus-Henry Fitzroy, Duke of Graftdn,
Chancellor of the Univerfity.



28 ODE FOR MUSIC:

II.
From yonder 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
Thro’ ev’ry unborn age and undifcover’d clime.
Rapt in celeftial tranfport they :
Yet hither oft a glance from high
They: fend of tender {ympathy,
To blefs the place, where, on their op’ning foul,
Firft the genuine ardour ftole.
"Twas Milton ftruck the deep-ton’d fhell,
And, as the choral warblings round him fwell,
Meek Newton’s felf bends from his ftate fublime,
And nods his hoary head, and liftens to the rhyme.

1I..
¢ Ye brown o’er-aching groves; .
¢ That Contemplation loves,
¢ Where willowy Camus lingers with delight !
¢ Oft at the bluth of dawn .
¢¢ 1 trod your level lawnj;:
¢. 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 Melancholy.””

Iv..
Bur hark! the portals found, and pacing forth
With folemn fteps and flow,
Bigh potentates, and dames of royal birth,.
And mitred fathers in long order go:
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'Great Edward *, with the lilies on his brow
From haughty Gallia torn, ,

And fad Chatillon 4, 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 her woes;

* Edward the Third, who.added the fleur de lis of

France to the arms of England. He founded Trinity
* College.

+ Mary de Valentia, Countefs of Pembroke, daugh-
“ter of Guy de Chatillon, Compte de St. Paul in France;
of whom tradition fays, that her hufband Audemar de
Valentia, Earl of Pembroke, was flain at a tourna-
ment on the day of his nuptials. She was the found-
refs of Pembroke 'College or Hall, under the name of
Aula Mariz de Valentia.

} Elifabeth de Burg, Countefs of Clare, was wife of

. John de Burg, fon :and ‘heir of the Earl of Ulfter,
.and daughter of Gilbert de Clare, Earl of Gloucefter,
by Joan of Acres, daughter of Edward the Firft,

Hence the Poet gives her the epithet of ¢ princely.” She
founded Clare Hall. _

§ Margaret “of Anjou, wife of Henry the Sixth,
foundrefs of Queen’s College. The Poet has celebra-
“ted her conjugal fidelity in the former Ode.

| Elifabeth Widville, wife of Edward the Fourth,
(hence called the paler Rofe, as being of the houfe of
York). She added to the foundatien of Margaret of
- Amjou. '
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And either Henry * there,
"The murder’d faint, and the majeftic lord
That broke the bonds of Rome :
(Their tears, their little triumphs o’er,
Their human paffions now no more,
Save Charity, that glows beyond the tomb) :
All that on Granta’s fruitful plain
~ Rich ftreams of regal bounty pour’d,

And bade thefe awful fanes and turrets rife,
~ To hail their Fitzroy’s feftal morning, come
And thus they fpeak, in foft accord,
The liquid language of the fkies.

V.
¢ What is grandeur, what. is power ?
¢ Heavier toil, fuperior pain.
¢¢ What the bright reward we gain !
¢¢ 'The grateful memory of the good.
¢ Sweet is the breath of vernal fhower,
¢ The bee’s colleted treafures fweet,
¢ Sweet Mufic’s melting fall, but fweeter yet
¢ The fill fmall voice of Gratitude.”

VI
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:

* Henry the Sixth and Eighth. The former the
founder of King’s, the latter the greateﬂt benefactor to-
Trinity College.

+ Countefs of Richmond and Derby, the mother of
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¢¢ Pleas’d, in thy lineaments we trace
¢ A Tudor’s * fire, a Beaufort’s grace.
“ Thy liberai heart, thy judging eye,
* The flower unheeded fhall defery,

¢¢ And bid it round Heaven’s altars fhed
¢« The fragrance of its bluthing head :

¢¢ Shall raife from earth the latent gem,
¢ 'To glitter on the diadem.

. VIL

¢ Lo, Granta waits to lead her blooming band; *
¢ Not obvious, not obtrufive, fhe
‘¢ No vulgar praife, no venal incenfe flings;
¢ Nor dares with courtly tongue refin’d
‘¢ Profane thy inborn royalty of mind :
¢ She reveres herfelf and thee.
‘¢ With modeft pride to grace thy youthful brow,
‘¢ The laureat wreath, that Cecil 1 wore, fhe brings,
¢ And, to thy juft, thy gentle hand,
¢ Submits the fafces of her {way,
¢ While fpirits bleft above, and men below,

Join with glad voice the loud fymphonious lay.

Henry the Seventh ; foundrefs of St. John’s and Chrift's.
Colleges.

* The Countefs was a Beaufort, and married to a
Tudor : hence the application of this line to the Duke
of Grafton, who claims defcent from both thefe fami-
lies. . ~

t Lord Treafurer Burleigh was Chancellor of the
Univerfity in the reign of Queen Elifabeth,
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“VIII.
“¢¢ 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 fhore:;
“8¢ 'The ftar of Brunfwick fmiles ferene,
¢ And gilds the horrors of the deep.”

-



‘T HE
FATAL SISTERS.
AN ODE
(From the Norse-ToNGUE),
CIN THE
‘ORCADES of Tuormobus Toirzus;

Harniz, 1697, Folio; and alfo in Bag-

“THOLINUS.

‘WITT ER ORPIT FYRIR VALFALLI, &rc.
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‘ADVERTISEMENT.

'The author once had thoughts (in comcert with a
friend) of giving @ Hijtory of Englifb. Poetry : in the
introduétion to it he meant to have produced fome
fpecimens of the ftyle that reigned in ancient times
among the neighbouring nations, or thofe who had
fubdued the greater part of this ifland,.and were our
progenitors : the following three imitations made a
part of them. He has long fince drop’d 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 refearches into antiquity

C



P R ETF A C L

"IN the cleventh century, Sigurd, Earl of the Orkney

iflands, went with a fleet of fhips, and a confide-
-rable body of troops, - into Ireland, to the afiftance of
-Sigtryg with - the filken beard, who was then making
-war on his_father-in-law Bmiarn, King of Dublin. The
-Earl and-akbhis forges were' cut to pieces, and Sigtryg
“was in danger of a:total defeat: but the enemy had a
greater: lofs by the deg,th of Brism, their King, who fell
in ‘the aftion.: On Chriftmas-day, (the day of the
battle,) @ native of Guithnefs in Scotland, faw, at a
‘diftance, & number of perfons on horfeback, riding
full fpeedi towards a hill, and - feeming to enter into it.
Curiofity: led: bim to follow thems till, looking through
-an opening in the rocks, he.faw twelve gigantic figures
refembling women: ¢ they were all.employed about a
doom, and, as they wove, ‘they fung the following
-dreadful fong; which when they had finithed, they tore
:the web into twelve pieces, and (each taking her por-
‘tion) galloped, fix to the north, and as many to.the
-fouth.



FATAL SISTERS:
A N O D E.

NOW the florm begins to lowex v
(Hafte, the lcom of hell prepare.) -
Tron fleet of arrowy fhower

Hurtles in the darken’d air. .

Glitt’ring lances are the loom, ;
Where the dufky warp we ftrain, . i
Weaving many a foldier’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, .
Tach a gafping warrior’s head. .

Note——The Valkyriur were female divinities,. fer--
vants of. Odin (or Woden) in the Gothic mythology. .
Their name fignifies Chufers of the flain. They were -
mounted on fwift horfes, with drawn fwords in. thelr
hands; and, in the throng of battle, fele@ted Tuch as
were deftined to flanghter, .apd conducted them to Va/-
balla, (the hall of Odig, or paradife of the brave),_,
where they attended thg ‘banquet, and. ferved the de-- 4
parted heroes with horns of mead and ale...

G.3.,




3 THE FATAL SISTERS,

* Shafts, for fhuttles, dipt in gore,
Shoot the trembling cords along!
Sword, that once a monarch bore,
Keep the tiffue clofe-and ftreng !

Mifla, black terrific maid,
Sangrida, and. Hilda, fee!

Join the wayward work toaid:
*Tis the woof of viftory.

Ere the ruddy fun be fet,

Pikes muft thiver, javelins fing,
‘Blade with clatt’ring buckler meet,
‘Hauberk crafh, and helmet ring.

{Weave the crimfon web of war;)
Let us go, and let us y,

Where our friends the confli¢t fhare,
‘Where they triumph, where they die.

As the paths of fate we tread,
Wading thro’ th’ enfanguin’d field,
Gondula, and Geira, Ipread

Q@’er the youthful King your fhield.

We the reins to flaughter give,
Ours to kill, and ours to fpare:
Spite of danger he thall live.
(Weave the crimfon web of war.)

They, whom once the defert=beach’

Pent within its bleak domain, _
‘Soon their ample fway fhalt trétch

“O’¢r the plenty of the plain.



A N O D E

Low the dauntlefs Earl is laid,
‘Gor’d with many a gaping wound :
Fate demands a nobler head;

Soon a:King thall bite the ground. L

*Long his lofs fhall Eirin * weep,
'Ne’er again his likenefs fee;

! Long her ftrains in forrow fteep,
. Strains of immortality ! s

- Horror covers all the heath,

Clouds of carnage blot the fun.
Sifters, weave the web of death,
$ifters, ceafe. The work is done.

' Hail the tafk, and hail the hands!
- Songs of joy and triumph fing;
Joy to the vi€torious bands;

" ‘Triumph to the younger King.

" Mortal, theu that hear’ft the tale,
“Learn the tenour of our fong.

‘Scotland, thro’ each.winding vale,
+.,Far and wide the notes. prolong.
Sifters, hence with {purs of fpeed!
‘Each her thund’ring faulchion wield ;

Each beftride her fable fteed.
Hurry, hurry, to the ficld!

* Irelagd.

Ca

39

L



‘- . PR L R
S e P B e

DESCENT Cow ODIN

A. N O D E
(From. the - NoRsE-‘TONGUM
RN L

BarTHOLINUS de caufis contemnend®-mortis) -
Harviz, 1689, Quarto. .

UrrEls ODINN ALLDA.GAUTR, &eo. |
UP» rofe.the King of men with fpeed,

And faddled it his conlblack fteeds: -
Down the.yawning fteep-he eodey ~ - - o
"That leads to. * HerLa's drear. abedé. .. R
Him the dog-of darknefs fpied ;- = Tl b
11is (haggy throat, he open’d wide, t
While from his j Jaws, -with cﬁmag'e ﬁfl’d‘
- Foam and human gore dtﬂ":‘:l‘d

AL o
% Nifiheimr was the hél¥ of ‘the Gothic nations;.,
and confifted of nine worlds, to which were configned
all fuch as died of ficknefs, olddge, or by any other -
means than in battle: over it prcﬁded Hera the God--

defs of death.. [



THE DESCENT OF ODIN.

Hoarfe he bays with'hideous dia,
Eyes that glow; and fangs that grinj
And long purfues, with fruitlets yell,.
The father of the:powerful. fpell.
Onward flill his way he takes,

(The groaning earth-beneath him fhakes ),
'Till full before his fearlefs.eyes .
The portals nine.of hell arife. .

Right againftthe eaftern gate, .
By the mofs-grown pile he fat, [
Where long of yore to:fleep was laid ©
- 'The duft of. the prophetic Maid.

Facing to the northern clime,

Thrice he.trac’d the. Runic rhyme; -
"Thrice pronounc’d, in accents dread,

The thrilling verfe that wakes the deads -
Till from-out the hollow. ground .

Slowly breath’d a fullen found. .

PROPHETESS..
What call'unknown,, what charms, prefumes:
To break the quiet. of the tomb?
Who thus affli¢ts my troubled fprite,
And drags me from the realms. of night? *
Long on thefe mould’ring bones have beat, -
'The winter’s {now, the.fummer’s heat,
The drenching dews, and driving rain: .
I.et me, let me fleep again. .
Who is he, with voice unbleft,-
That calls me from the bed of ret2:

4%



4 THE DESCENT .OF ODKN,

O.peax N,
A traveller, to thee unknown,
‘Is he that calls, a*warrior’s fon. '
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? :

PROPHETESS,
Mantling in the goblet fee
The pure bev’rage of the bees
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 fons of heav’a.
‘Unwilling I my lips-unclofe.
Leave me, leave me to repofe.

\ OpinN
‘Once again my call obey,
Prophetefs, arife, and fay, -
What dangers Odin’s child await,
Who the author of his fatc?

’Pmorunsz&
In Hoder s hand the hero’s doom;
His brother fends him to the tomb.
Now my weary lips I clofe.
"Leave me, leave me to repofe.

: Ofvn.x. N
Prophetefs, my fpell obey;
“Once again, arife, and fay,



A N O D E

"Who th avenger of his guilt,
‘By whom fhall Hoder’s blood be fpilt-?

PROPHETES s
-In'the caverns of -the weft,
By Odin’s fierce émbrace compreft,
-A wond’rous boy fhall Rinda bear,
Who ne’er fhall cemb his raven hair,
Nor wath his vifage in the ftream,
Nor fee the fun’s departing beam,
Till he on Hoder’s corfe fhall fmile
Flaming on the funeral pile.
Now my weary lips'T clofe :
Leaveme, “leave me to repofe.

Obp1I N

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?
Tell me whence their forrows rofe :

- Then 1 leave thee to repofe.

PROPHETESS.
“Ha! no travéller art thou.
“King of men, I know thee now;
“Mightieft of a mighty line——

Op1m
"No boding maid of fkill divine
‘Art thou, nor prophetefs of good,
“But mother of the giant-brood.

43

e
L



44 THE DESCENT OF ODIN..

PROPHETESE..
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 reaflum’d her ancient r1ght° «
Till wrap’d-in flames, in ruin hugl'd,,
Sinks the fabric of the wo_ﬂd;:: o

L

* Lok is the Evil Being who continues in chairs tifl"
the Twilight of the. Gods approaches, when he fhall
break his.confinement ; the human race, the flars and -
fun, fhall difappear; the earth fink in the feas, and fire -
confume the fkies: even Odin himfelf and his kindred
deities fhall perith. For a farther -explanation of this
mythology, fee Mallet in -his curious introduction..to .
the Hiftory of Depmask, 1755, Quarto..

Wb



'TH)»"‘E
"TRIUMPHS “OF OWEN, *
A TR AG MEN T.

-Mr. Evans’s Specimens of the Welih Poetryz;
Loxpow, 1764, Quarto.

“\ WEN’s praife:demands' my fong,
OwEN fwift, and OweN ftrong;
“Faireft flower of Roderic’s ftem,
"+ Gwyneth’s fhield, and Britain’s gem.
He nor heaps his brooded ftores,
Nor on all profufely pours;
Lord of- every regal art,
Liberal hand, and open heart.

Big with hofts of mighty name,
Squadrons three againft him came;
‘T'his the force of ‘Eirin hiding;

- Side by fide, as proudly riding

- *OweN fucceeded his father GRIFFIN in the princie
ipality of NorTu-Wacres, A. D. 1120, This battle
“was fought near forty years. afterwards.

7t North-Walcs.
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On her fhadow, long and gay,

* Lochlin plows the watry way.
‘There the Norman fails afar

€atch the winds, and join the war:
Black and huge along they fweep,
Butthens of the angry deep.

Dauntlefs on-his native fands
"4 The dragon-fon of Mona ftands;
"In glitt’ring arms and glory dreft,
High he rears his ruby creft.
There the thund’ring ftrokes begin,.
There the prefs, and there the din;.
Talymalfra’s rocky fhore
Echoing to the battle’s roar, _
Where his %lowing eye-balls turn,
‘Thoufand banners-round him barn;-
Where he points his purple fpear,
Hafty, hafty Rout is there;
Marking with indignant eye
Fear to ftop, and Shame to fly.
‘There Confufion, Terror’s child;-
Confli&t fierce, and Ruin wild; -
Agony, that pants for breath;
Defpair, and honourable Death.,

L 4 * . [ 2 * * L »-

* Denmark..
+ The red dragon is the device of Cadwallader;,

which alt his defcendants bore on their bannqrsul



Tue DEATH or HOEL.

- From the WELCH *.

AD I but the torrent’s might,
With headlong rage, and wild affright,
Upon Déira’s fquadrons hurl’d,
'To rufh, and fweep:them from the world !
'T'oo, too fecure, in youthful pride
" By them ny friend, my Hoel, died,
Great Cian’s fon ;. of Madoc old
He afk’d no heaps of hoarded golds
Alone in Nature’s wealth array’d,
He afk’d, and had the lovely maid.

To Catraeth’s vale, in glitt’ring row,.
Twice two hundred warriors go
Ev’ry warrior’s manly neck
€hains of regal honour deck,.

* Of Aneurim, ftyled, the Monarch of the Bards.
He flourithed about the time of Talieflin, A.D. §70..
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‘Wreath’d in-many a golden link :
From the golden cup they drmk 7
Neétar, that the bees producc, ‘
+Qr the grape’s ecftatic juice.-
-Flufh’d with mirth and hope,-they burn ¢
But none from Catraeth’s vale return,
> Save Aéron brave, and Conan ftrong,
(Burfting thro’ the bloody throng), .
~And 1, the meaneft of them all,
"T'hat live to weep, and fing their fall.



T4 1
O D E.
A FRAGMENT.

OW the golden Morn aloft

. Waves her dew-befpangled 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,
Frifking ply their feeble feet ;
Forgetful of their wintry trance

‘The birds his prefence greet ¢

But chief, the Sky-Lark warbles high
His trembling thrilling ecftafy ;

And, leflening from the dazzled fight,
Melts into air and liquid light.

Yefterday the fulten 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 ;
B
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so- ODE A FRAGMENT.

*Tis man alone that joy defcries
With forward, and reverted eyes.

Smiles on paft Misfortune’s brow,

Soft Refleftion’s hand can. trace ;

And O’er the cheek of Sorrow throw
A melancholy grace :

While hope prolongs our happier hour ;.
Or deepeft thades, that dimly lower
And blacken round our weary way,,
Gilds with a gleam of diftant day.

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,,
Chaftis’'d by fabler tints.of woes
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 vigour loft,
And breathe, and walk again :
The meaneft floweret of the vale,
The fimpleft note that fwells the gala,,
The common fun, the air,. the fkics,
To Him are opening Paradife.

* x *



[ s ]

ELE G Y

COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD.

T HE Curfen tolls the knell of parting day,
The lawing 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 drony flight, -
And drowfy 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. '

Beneath thofe rugged elms, that yew-tree’s fhade,
‘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;
D 2
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“The cock’s fhrill clarion, or the echoing horn,
No more fhall roufe theugfrhom their lowly ped.
‘For them no more the blazing hearth fhall burn,
Or bufy houfewife ply her evening care ;
No children run to 1ifp their firé’s return,
Or climb his knces the envicd kifs to fhare.

! : ) J
Oft dxd the harveft to thexr fickle ylcla
“Their furrow oft the ftubborn glebe has broke :
How jocund did they drive their team afield !
How ;‘bow..’.d the woods beneath their fturdy ftroke!

Let not Ambition mock their uféful toil, -
"Their homely joys, and deftiny obfcure ;
Nor, Grandeur hear with a difdainful fmile,
“The fhort and ﬁmple annals of the poot.

The boaﬁ of* hcraldry, thc pomp of pow’r, -
And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave,
Await alike th’ inevitable hour:

The path of glory lcads but. to thc grave,

‘Nor you, yc proud 1mpute to thc[c the fault, -

If Mem’ry o’er their tomb no trophies raife,
Where, thro’ the long-drawn ifle and fretted vault,
. The peahng anthem fwells the note of pralfc.

Can ftoried urn, or a‘nimatcd buft,

Back to its manfion call the fleeting breath ?
-Can Honour's voice provoke the filent duft, -
5Or Flatt'ry footh the dull cold ear of Death?

-
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Perhaps in this negle@ted fpot is laid

Some heart once pregnant with celeftial fire ;.
Hands, that the rod of empire might have fway'd,,
Or wak’d to ecflafy the living lyre.

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page,
Rich with the fpoils of time, did ne’er unrol ;
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 flow’r 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 ficlds withftood ;

Some mute inglorious Milton here may reft,

Some Cromwell, guiltlefs.of his country’s blood. \

Tl applaufe of lif'ning fenates to command,
‘The threats of pain and ruin to defpife,

"T'o fcatter plenty o’er a fmiling land,

And read their hiff'ry in a nation’s eyes,

Their lot forbade - nor eireamferib’d alone

Their growing virtues, but their. crimes confin’d j
Forbade to wade thro® flaughter to a throne,

And fhut the gates of mercy on'mankind ;-

The ftruggling pangs of confcious Truth to hide,.
"Eo. quench the blufhes of ingenuous Shame,. o
D3z
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‘Or heap the fhrine of Luxury and Pride
With incenfe kindled at the Mufe’s flame.

4
Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble ftrife,
"Their fober withes never learn’d to firay ;
Along the cool fequefter’d vale of life
" "They kept the noifelefs tenor of their way.

Yet even thefe bones from infult to proteét

Some frail memorial ftill erected nigh,

‘With uncouth rhynes and fhapelefs fculpture deck’d,
Implores the paffing tribute of a figh, »

‘Their name, their years, fpelt by th® unlettered Mufe,
The place of fame and elegy fupply ;

And many a holy text around the firews,

‘That teach the ruftic moralift to die.

For who, to dumb Forgetfulnefs a prey,
'This pleafing anxious being €’er refign’d,
Left the warm precin@ts of the cheerful day,
Nor caft one longing lingring 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' unhonour'd dead,
Doft in thefe lines their artlefs tale relate 3

If chance, by lonely Contemplation led,

Some kindred fpirit fhall inquire thy fate§ -
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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 wreaths its old fantaftic roots fo high,
His liftlefs length at noon-tide would he ftretch,
And pore upon the brook that babbles by.

Hard by yon wood, now {miling as in fcorn,
Mutt’ring his wayward fancies he would rove}
Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn,
Or craz’d with care, or c¢rofs’d in hopelefs love.

One morn I mifs’d 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 :

'The next, with dirges due, in fad artay,

Slow thro’ the church-way path we faw him borne.
Approach, and read (for thou canft read) the lay
Grav'd on his ftone, beneath yon aged thorn *.’

* In the firft edition of this poem, the following beaus

tiful lines were inferted immediately before the epitaph;
but they have been fince omitted, as the parenthefis was
thought too long.

+ There, fcatter'd oft, the earlieft of the year,

By hands unfeen, are fhow'rs of violets found §
‘The redbreaft loves to build and warble there,
And little footfteps lightly print the grounds
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THE EPITAPH.

ERE RESTS HIS HEAD UPON THE LAP OF EARTR
A YovuTH, TO Fo,n'ruim: AND T0 FAME UN-
KNOWN ¢ ' .

FAIR SCIENCE FROWN’D.NOT ON HIS HUMBLE BIRTH,
AND MELANCHOLY MARK'D HIM FOR HER UWN,

LARGE WAS. HIS BOUNTY, AND HI§ SOUL SINCERE;,

HEAV’N DIP A RECOMPENSE AS LARGELY SEND @

HE GAVE TO MIS’RY ALL HE HAD, A TEAR}

He caiN’p FroM HEAV'N (*TWAS ALL HE WISH'D).
a FrienDp.

NoO FARTHER SEEK- HIS MERITS TO DISCLOSE,
OR DRAW HIS FRAILTIES FROM THEIR DREAD ABODE,
(THERE THEY ALIKE IN TREMBLING HOPE REPOSE),
‘THE BosoM of uls FATHER AND HIs Gor.

.
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EPITAPH L .
ON THE DEATH OF

Mr. RICHARD WEST.

N vain to me the fmiling Mornings fhine,
And redd’ning Pheebus lifts his golden: fire :-

"The birds in vain their am’rous defcant join 3
Or cheerful fields refume their green attire.
Thefe ears, alas! for other notes repine,
A diff’rent obje&t do thefe eyes require.
My lonely anguith melts no heart but mine:;-
And in my breaft th’ imperfe& joys expire.
Yet Morning {miles the bufy race to cheer,
And new-born pleafure-brings to happier men ;.
The fields to all their wonted tribute bear ;.
To warm their little loves the birds complain :.
¥ fruitlefs mourn to him that cannot hear,
And weep the more, becaufe I weep in vain..
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EPITAPH I

v

O°N

Mrs. CLARKE®*,

O! where this filent marble weeps,
A Friend, a Wife, a Mother fleeps 3 -

A Heart, within whofe facred cell
The peacefid 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 fmiling on a father’s woe :
‘Whom what awaits, while yet he ftrays
.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 Mem’ry, and with Love.

* Mrs. Clarke was the wife of Dr. Clarke, Phyfician
at Epfom, and died April 27. 1757-
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EPITAPH III.

Sir WILLIAM WILLIAMS *,

X

ERE, foremolft in the dang’rous paths of fame,
Young WirLriams fought for ENGLAND’s fair
renown ;

His mind each Mufe, each Grace adorn’d his frame,
Nor Envy dar’d to view him with a frown.
At Aix his voluntary fword he drew,
There firft in blood his infant-honour feal’d ;
From Fortune, Pleafure, Science, Love, he flew,
And feorn’d repofe when Britain took the field.
With eyes of flame, and cool undaunted breaft,
Victor he ftood on Bellifle’s rocky fteeps
Ah! gallant youth! this marble tells the reft,
Where melancholy Friendfhip bends and weeps.

* This epitaph was intended to have been inferibed
on a monument at Bellifle, at the fiege of which this
accomplithed youth was killed, 1761.

THE END.
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