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P R EF A C E

AS every fon and daughter of Adam muft fooner or
later die, and their bodies be configned to the gloomy
manfions of the grave, it is highly neceflary, and may be
truly profitable, for every one, whether young or old,
rich or poor, ferioufly to refle& on the brevity of life,
the certainty of death, and that eternal world, on the
brink of which they are hourly ftanding.

In the following well-known Poem, . (written by a
clergyman in Edinburgh, and firft publifhed in the year
1747) many important admonitions are held out, and
folemn truths inculcated, worthy the regard and remem-
brance of all*; moft of the charafters which mankind
{fuftain in the prefent ftate; ‘many of the purfuits of men
in general while he,ne'l‘;él"o'wf together with the vanity
and emptinefs of every, earthly ‘pleafure and enjoyment,
are depiéted in the moft ;iiyély and ftriking colours®.

Let the young and gay learn hence to be ferious, and
redeem their time, knowing that the days are evil®; let
the rich and great learn hence, the folly of ambition and -
trufting in abundance, knowing that riches take them-

2 Mr. Hervey, in his Meditations among the Tombs, page 59, quotes
this poem, and fays, as his opinion and recommendation of it, «fee a
valuable poem, entitled the Grave'’---—-Heron, alfo, in his gsth Letter on
Literature, juft publifhed, particularly notices this poem, and takes no
fmall pains to recommend the perufal of it, as a clofe imitation of Shake
fpeare’s ftile and manner. See Letters on Literature, page 276,

2 It is divided into fwo parts, to prevent its appearing too long and
tedious.

3 Ephefians, xv. 16.

A , ' T Jelves



ii PRETFACE

Jelves wings and flee away*: Let perfons of all ages and
flations in life, learn hence the neceflity of being always
ready for their laft great change, knowing there is no
work, nor device, nor knowledge in the GRAVE, whither
are we going .

The Grave has eloquerice; its leftures teach
In filence, louder than divines can preach!
Hear what it fays—ye fons of folly hear,
It fpeaks to you, lend an attentive ear.

-Moore.

-

Refpefting Gray’s ELecy, it muft be acknow-
ledged, though far from being altogether faultlefs, it is
confeffedly intereﬁing, natural, and pathetic, and ftrongly
addreffes the tender feelings of every humane and difcern-
ing reader.

Dr. Johnfon, in his Lives of the Poets, {peaking of the
works of Mr. Gray, makes the following remarks upon
this poem @

“ In the charafler of his Elegy, I rejoice to concur
with the common reader; for by the common fenfe of
readers uncorrupted with literary prejudices, after all
“ the refinements of fubtilty; and the dogmatifm of
“ learning, muft be finally decided all claim to poetical
¢ honours.

<€

€

-

% The Church-yard abounds with images which find
“ a mirrer in every mind, and with fentiments to which
“ every bofom returns an echo. The four ftanzas be-

4 Proverbs, xxiil, 5. 5 Fécles. ix. 10,
“ginning,.



PR ETFACE i

¥ ginning, Yet even thefe bones, are to me original; I
# have never feen the notions in any other place : yet he
# that reads them here, perfuades himfelf that he has
g always felt them, Had Gray written often thus, it
* had been vain to blame, and ufelefs to praife him.”

This Elegy has, doubtlefs, been much read, and highly
efteemed ¢, for the {moothnefs of its numbers, and the
melancholy pleafure it generally affords to an attentive
and fympathizing, mind: but though faid to be written
in a church-yard, where even the moft gay, thoughtlefs,
and inconfiderate, are naturally led to be grave and fe-
rious, it is to be regretted fo little appears throughout
it, to inculcate and enforce thofe folemn, important,
and interefting refleflions, a walk among the tombs is
peculiarly calculated to fuggeft, refpefling death and a
JSuture ftate’, '

Should the occafional notes now firft added to thefe
much admired poems, prove entertaining and inftruc-
tive, and make them more ufeful, edifying, and accepta-
ble, efpecially to younger minds, the Editor’s wifhes will
be fully gratified, :

Nov. 3, 1785 G. WRIGHT.

6 Dr. Johnfon fles it, the far-fam’d Elegy in a Church-yard, .
7 The men how bleft! who, fick of gaudy fcenes,

( Scenes apt to thruft between us and ourfelves )

Is led by choice to take his fav'rite walk .

Benecath Death’s gloomy, filent, cyprefs fhades,

Unpierc'd by vanity’s fantaftic ray ;

To read his monumerits, to weigh his duft,

Vifit the vaults, aud dwell among the tombs.

' Night Thoughts.

Asg - ‘The



v PRETFACE

The following extraét from an elegiac poem on the
death of Mr. Gray, written by a fympathizing friend,
being an imitation of, and alluding to the enfuing Elegy,
may not improperly accompany it.
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*Tis done, 'tis done—the iron hand of pain,
‘With ruthlefs fury and corrofive force,
Racks every joint, and feizes every vein;
He finks, he groans, he falls a lifelefs corfe ®.

Thus fades the flow’r, nipp’d by the frozen gale,
v Tho’ once fo fweet, fo lovely to the eye;
Thus the tall oaks, when boift’rous ftorms affail,
Torn from the earth, a mighty ruin lie.

Ye facred fifters of the plaintive verfe,
Now let the ftream of fond affeftion flow ;
O pay your tribute o’er the flow-drawn hearfe,
With all the manly dignity of woe.

Oft when the curfew tolls its parting knell 9,

With folemn paufe yon church-yard’s gloom furvey,
‘While forrow’s fighs, and tears of pity tell,

How juft the moral of the poet’s lay,

O’er his lone grave, in Contemplation’s guife,
Oft let the pilgrim drop a filent tear;

Oft let the fhepherd’s tender accents rife,
Big with the fweets of each revolving year,

8 Mr. Gray died at Cambridge in a convulfion fit, July 3p 17712
®tat. 55, : ’ 1

. @ See ‘;hc beginning of this Elegy, v

THE



PART THE FIRST,

It is appoz’nted unto men once to die,
And after death the judgment,



THE ARGUMENT,

The Author’s choice of his fubjet; Invocation, addreft io
the Almightys the Grave defcribed; an ancient country
church pourtrayed; Ghofts make their appearance; a
fchool-boy paffing through a church-yard by moon light,
Sinely depiéled ;  the tombs vifited by @ widow ; apoftrophe
addreft to the Grave ; the fweets of friendthip ; mortfy-
ing queftions to human pride; embalming “the dead, and

- pompous Junerdls, cruel irony ; an addrefs to undertakers,
commonly called death hunters ; time a’cﬁroys all the works
of men; the grave buries all doftinétions ; the fraity of
beauteous charms; frength overcome by ficknefs; philofo-
phers, orators, and phyficians, alike Jubdued by all-con-
quering Death ; the mifer, a truly defpicable charadler ; co-
vetuoufnefs, its dreadful effells ; the vanity of riches; the
departure of a thoughtle/s foul awfully reprefented ; the o
lemnity of death, with fustable and interefting reflections.

Lo



D ye timorous fouls! that are terrified at the found of the paffing belly
that turn paleat the fight of an opened grave; and fcarce behold a cofin
ora faufl withott a fhuddering horrorj cry mightily to the Father of
your fpirits for faith in his dear Son 3% . —Hervey's Meditations.

e -

i‘ » HILE fome affe& the fun, and fome the fhade,
Some flee the city, fome the hermitage **
Their aims as various, as the roads they take
In journeying thro’ life ;—the tafk be mine,
To paint the gloomy horrors of the Toms; g
Th’ appointed place of rendezvous, where alt
Thefe travellers meet ** .——Thy fuccours I implore,
Eternal King! whofe potent arm fuftains
The keys of hell and death*>.— The GRAVE, dread

thing !

Men fhiver when thou'rt named: Nature appall'd, 0

X0 *Tis faith difarms deftru&ion—
Believe, and thew the reafon of a man;
Believe, and tafte the pleafure of a god ;
Believe, and look with triumph in the tomb. .
- Night Thoughts.
tt The poet here evidently refers to the various fubjeéts (particus
larly public and private life, folitude and fociet Yy, the town and country) whick
tiave been, or fill are celebrated by poetic w riters.
12 Job, xxX. 23.
33 Rev.i, 18

Shakes



3 THE CRAVE,

Shakes off her wonted firmnefs. Ah! hor dark

Thy long-extended realms; and rueful waftes!

‘Where nought but Silence reigns, and Night, dark Nigﬁi;
Dark as was Craos, ere the infant fun

‘Was roll'd together, or had try’d his beams 15
Athwart the gloom profound. The fickly taper,

By glimm’ring thro’ thy low-brow’d mifty vaults,

(Furr'd round with mouldy damps, and ropy {lime,)

Lets fall a fupernumerary horror, :
And only ferves to make thy night more irkfome. 20
Well do I know thee by thy trufty YEwW,

Cheerlefs, unfocial plant**! that loves to dwell

*Midft {culls and coffins, epitaphs and worms:

Where light-heel’d ghofls, and vifionary fhades,

Beneath the wan; cold moon (as fame reports) 25
Embody’d; thick, perform their myftic rounds **.

No other merriment, dull tree! is thine:

‘SEE yonder hallow’d Fane ;—the pious work
Of names once fam’d, now dubious or forgot,
And bury’d midft the wreck of things which were ; 30
There lie interr’d the more illuftrious dead *.

14 Many country church-yards have yew trees planted in them. Va.
tious reafons are affigned for this cuftom; one of the moft probable is,
this tree being an evergreen, may in fome refpe€ be efteemed no unfit
emblem of the immortality of the foul, as it never dies.

1§ How populous! how vital is the grave!—

This is creation’s melancholy vault;
The vale funereal, the fad cyprefs gloom;
The land of apparitions, empty fhades !.—Night Thoughts.
Now melancholy fpeftres vifit the ruins of ancient monafteries; and
frequent the folitary manfions of the dead.—Hervey on the Night:

16 I porc upon the infcriptions, and am juft able to pick out, that
thefe are the remains of the rich and the renown’d; na vuigar dead are
depofited here.  Hervey on the Tombs. .

The



THE GRAVE. ‘9

The wind is up:—hark! how it howls !—Methinks,

*Till now, I never heard a found fo dreary :

Doors creak, and windows clap, and night’s foul bird *7,

Rook’d in the fpire, fcreams loud; the gloomy aifles g5

Black plafter’d, and hung round with fhreds of ’fcut-
cheons, ‘

And tatter’d coats of arms, fend back the found,

Laden with heavier airs, from the low vaults,

The manfions of the dead.—Rous’d from their flumbers,

In grim array the grifly fpeéires rife, . 40

Grin horrible, and, obftinately fullen, '

Pafs and repafs, hufh’d as the foot of Night 2,

Again the {creech-owl fhrieks—ungracious found !

T’ll hear no more; it make one’s blood run chill.

QuiTE round the pile, a row of reverend elms, 45
( Cozval near with that) all ragged fhew,
Long lafh’d by the rude winds™. Some rift half down
Their branchlefs trunks; others fo thin at top,
That fcarce two crows can lodge in the fame tree.
Strange things, the neighbours fay, have happen’d here;
‘Wild fhrieks have iflued from the hollow tombs*°; 51
Dead men have come again, and walk’d about;
And the great bell has toll’d unrung, untouch’d.

17 The fcreech-owl chiefly frequents old ruined buildings, and is
often heard among the walls of ancient country churches.

18 Now dreary forms, in fullen ftate, ftalk along the gloom; or,
fwifter than lightning, glide along the fhade; they pafs and repafs in
unfubftantial images, along the forfaken galleries, or take their deter~
mined ftand over fome lamented grave.— Hervey on the Night.' -

19 See an elegant defcription of a country church in the Beauties of
Hervey, juft publifhed. _ .

- 29 Now voices more than mortal are heard from the echoing vaults,
tnd groans iflue from the hollow tombs.—Z%id,

B (Such



10 THE GRAVE

(Such tales their cheer at wake or goflipping,
When it draws near to witching time of night.) 54

OFT in the lone Church yard at night I’ve feen,
By glimpfe of moonfhine chequering thro’ the trees,
The {chool boy, with his fatchel in his hand,
Whiftling aloud to bear his courage up,
And lightly tripping o’er the long flat ftones, 6o
(With nettles fkirted, and with mofs o’ergrown,)
That tell in homely phrafé who lie below **.
Sudden he ftarts, and hears, or #Ainks he hears,

"The found of fomething purring at his heels** .
Full faft he flies, and dares not look behind him, 65
>Till, out of breath, he overtakes his fellows,

‘Who gather round and wonder at the tale

Of horrid ApPARITION tall and ghattly,

That walks at dead of night, or takes his ftand

O’er fome new-open’d grave; and (firange to tell!) 7o
Evanifhes at crowing of the cock *.

THE new-made Wipnow, too, I’ve fometimes *{py’d,
Sad fight! flow moving o’er the proftrate dead:
Liftlefs, the crawls along in doleful black,
While burfts of forrow gufh from either eye, 75
Faft falling down her now untafted cheek.
Prone on the lowly grave of the dear man
She drops; whilft bufy meddling Memory,

31 Yet e’en thefe bones from infult to proteét,
Some frail memorial fill erefted nigh,
With uncouth rhymes and fhapele{s {culpture deckt,
Implores the paffing tribute of a figh.—Gray's Elegy.
22 See the frontifpiece.
23 The above defcription has met with univerfal approbation, and is
doubtlefs one of the moft natural and pleafing pi€tures throughout the
whole poem.

_ In



THE GRAVE 11

In barbarous fucceflion, mufters up

The paft endearments of their fofter hours™, 8o
Tenacious of its theme. Still, ftill fhe thinks

She fees him, and indulging the fond thought,

Clings yet more clofely to the fenfelefs turf,

Nor heeds the paffenger who looks that way *%.

Invibpious GRAVE!—how doft thou rend in funder
Whom love has knit, and fympathy made one? 86
A tie more ftubborn far than Nature’s band.
FrienDsHIP! myfterious cement of the foul*s;
Sweetner of life, and folder* 6f fociety,

1 owe thee much, Thou haft deferved from me, 90
Far, far beyond what I can ever pay.

Oft have I prov’d the labours of thy love,

And the warm efforts of the gentle heart,

Anxious to pleafe.—Oh! when my friend and I

In fome thick wood have wander’d heedlefs on, 95
Hid from the vulgar eye, and fat us down

;

24 The following fentiments in a late publication entitled, The Guide
%0 Domeftic Happinefs, may ferve as an illuftration of the poet’s defcription
of a widow’s grief: ¢ When a hufband is carried to the grave, we at
¢ once find excufes for every weaknefs, and palliations of every fault;
¢t we recollet a thoufand endearments, which before glided off our
« minds without impreffion; a thoufand favours unrepaid; a thoufand
¢ duties unperform’d; and wifh, vainly wifh, for his return, not fo
¢ much that we may receive as beffow happinefs.”

25 Dr. Young happily exprefes the poignant grief of furviving rela~
tives on the death of thofe they dearly loved, by faying,

When fuch friends part, ’tis the Jfurvivor dies.
Night Thoughts.

36 A gen’rous friendfhip no cold medium knows,

* Burns with one love, with one refentment glows ;
One thould our int’refts and our paffions be;
My friend muft hate the man that injures me.
Pope’s Homer.

v

37 Uniter, or ftrengthener, See Foknfon’s Dittionary,

Be Upor



12 ‘THE GRAVE

Upon the floping cowflip-cover’d bank,
Where the pure limpid ftream has {lid along
In grateful errors thro’ the underwood,
Sweet murmuring; methought the fhrill-tongu’d thrufh
Mended his fong of love; the footy blackbird 101
Mellow’d his pipe, and foften’d every note:
The eglantine fmell’d fweeter, and the rofe
Affum’d a dye'more deep; whilft ev’ry flower
Vy’d with its fellow-plant in luxury 105
Of drefs——Oh! then the longeft fummer’s day
Seem’d too too much in hafte; ftill the full heart
Had not imparted half: ’twas happinefs
Too exquifite to laft >, Of joys departed,
Not to return, how painful the remembrance ! 110

Durr GrAVE!—thou fpoil’ft the dance of youthful
blood, ’
Strik’ft out the dimple from the cheek of Mirth,
And ev’ry {mirking feature from the face;
Branding ot LAUGHTER with the name of MADNEss.
Where are the JESTERS now? the men of health, 115
Complettionally pleafant? Where’s the DroLL,
Whofe ev’ry look and gefture was a joke
To clapping theatres and fhouting crouds,
And made ev’n thick-lip’d mufing Melancholy
To gather up her face into a fmile 120

28 Dr. Young, fpeaking of the happinefs of true friendfhip, thus ex-
prefles himfelf.
Celeftial happinefs when’er fhe ftoops
To vifit earth, one fhrine the goddefs finds,
And one alone, to make her fweet amends
For abfent heaven——the bofom of a friend ;
Where heart meets heart, reciprocally foft,
Each other’s pillow to repofe divine.— Night Thoughts,

Before



THE GRAVE 18

Before fhe was aware? Ah! fullen now,
And dumb as the green turf that covers them .

WHERE are the mighty thunderdolts of war?
The RomanN CE£sARs, and the GRECIAN CHIEFS,
The boaft of ftory? Where the hot-brain’d youth, 125
Who the T1ARA at his pleafure tore
From Kings of all the then difcover’d glohe,
And cry’d, forfooth, becaufe his arm was hamper’d,
And had not room enough to do its work ?
Alas! how {lim, difhonourably {lim, 130
And cram’d into a fpace we blufh to name!
Proud RovALTy! how alter’d in thy looks!
How blank thy features, and how wan thy hue*!
SON OF THE MORNING whither art thou gone?
Where haft thou hid thy many-fpangled head, 135
And the majeftic menance of thine eyes ’
Felt from afar? Pliant and powerlefs now,
Like new-born infant wound up in his fwathes,
Or viétim tumbled flat upon its back,
That throbs beneath the facrificer’s knife 3. 140
Mute, muft thou bear the ftrife of little tongues,
And coward infults of the bafe-born crowd,
That grudge a priviledge thou never hadft,
But only hop’d for in the peaceful GRAVE,

29 Say, ye gay candidates for comic {cenes,

Where are your mimic Foots and Shuters now,
Who lately kept your features in a grin?

301 thank you, ye relics of founding titles and magnificent names;
ye have taught me more of the littlenefs of the world than all the vo-
lumes of my library: your nobility arrayed in a winding fheet, your
grandeur mouldering in an urn, are the moft indifputable proofs of the
nothingnefs of all created things. Hervey on the Tombse .

3* The lamb, ‘

Of
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Of being unmolefted and alone**. 145
ARrABIA’S gums and odoriferous drugs”

And honours by the HER ALDs duly paid,

In mode and form ev’n to a very fcruple;

Oh! cruel IroNY! thefe come too late,

And only mock whom they were meant to honour. 150
Surely there’s not a dungeon flave that’s bury’d

In the highway, unfhrouded and uncoffin’d,

But lies as foft and fleeps as found as he

Sorry pre-eminence of high defcent,

Above the vulgar born to rot in ftate . 155

BuT fee! the well-plum’d HEARSE comes nodding on
Stately and flow **: and properly attended
By the whole fable tribe, that painful watch
The fick man’s door, and live upon the dead,
By letting out their perfons by the hour, 160
To mimic forrow, where the heart’s not fad.
How rich the trappings ! now they’re all unfurl’d,
And glittering in the fun; triumphant entries

32 Here the wicked ceafe from troubling, and the weary arc at 7eft.  Job,
i 17,

33 The poet here alludes to the Agyptian method of embalmmg the
dead.

34 In this houfe appomted for all living, the fervant was equally ac-
eommodated and lodged in the fame flory with his mafter; the poor
indigent lay as foftly, and flept as foundly, as the moft opulent poffeffor,

Heruvey's Meditations,

35 Dr. Young happxly exprefles the vanity and emptinefs of all hu-
man grandeur in the following beautiful lines, well adapted for a general
infcription on the tombs of the rich and great:

Earth’s higheft fation ends in, Here he lies;
And duft to duft, concludes her nobleft fong,
Night Thoughts.

36 Dr. Watts, in his Elegy on Mr. Gunfton, thus elegantly defcribes
the appearance of the plume-decked hearfe;;

. Solemn and flow it moves unto the tomb,
‘While weighty forrows nod on every plume.

Of
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Of Conquerors, and Coronation pomps, -
In glory fcarce exceed. Great gluts of people 165
Retard th’ unwieldy thow: whilft from the cafements,
And houfes’ tops, ranks behind ranks, clofe wedg’d,
Hang bellying o’er. But tell us, why this wafte,

Why this ado in earthing up a carcafe '

That’s fall’n into difgrace, and in the noftril 170
Smells horrible ¥’ ?—Ye Un DERTAKERS, tell us,

’Midft all the gorgeous figures you exhibit,

‘Why is the principal conceal’d, for which

* You make this mighty flir?>—"Tis wifely done:

What would offend the eye in a good piture, 175
The painter cafts difcreetly into fhades.

Proup LINEAGE, now how little thou appear’ft
Below the envy of the private man!
HoNoUR, that meddlefome, officious ill,
Purfues thee €’en to death; nor there ftops fhort; 180
Strange perfecution! when the GRAVE itfelf
Is no proteétion from rude fufferance.

ABsURD to think to over-reach the GRAVE,
And from the wreck of names to refcue ours.
The beft concerted {cheme men lay for fame 185
Die faft away ; only themfelves die fafter.
The far-fam’d SCULPTOR, and the laurel’d BARD,
Thofe bold infurancers of deathlefs fame,
Supply their little feeble aids in vain*®.

37 Pompous funerals are as ridiculous as they are unneceffary; ridiculous
in refpet to the living, except in the views of thofe who reap pecuniary
advantage from them, and unneceflary refpe@ing the dead, who are the
principal fubjet and occafions of them,

38 Praifes on tombs are titles vainly fpent;
A man’s good name is his beff monument,

The
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The tapering PYyrRaMiID th® AGYPTIAN’s pride;  igo
And wonder of the world, whofe fpiky top

Has wounded the thick cloud, and long outliv’d

The angry fhaking of the winter’s florm;

Yet {pent at laft by th’ injuries of heaven,

Shatter’d with age, and furrow’d o’er with years, 195
The myftic cone with hieroglyphics crufted,

At once gives way *. Oh! lamentable fight!

The labour of whole ages tumbles down,

A hideous and mifhapen length of ruins*°.

Sepuchral columns wreftle but in vain 206
With all-fubduing Time; her cank’ring hand

With calm, delib’rate malice wafteth them**:

Worn on the edge of days, the brafs confumes,

The bufto moulders, and the deep-cut marble,

Unfteady to the fteel, gives up its charge. 205
AMBITION, half conviéted of her folly,

Hangs down her head, and reddens at the tale**.

39 Amidft the general wreck of all the works of men, this thought
fhould frike us :
Virtue alone outbuilds the pyramids ;
Her monuments fhall laft, when Egypt's fall.—Night Thoughts.
40 Sic tranfit gloria mundi,
4 Well might Shakefpeare fay, and have it engraven on his monue
ment, as a proof of the inftability of all human things.
The cloud-capt towers,
The gorgeous palaces,
The folemn temples,
. The great globe itfelf,
Yea, all that it inherits,
Shall diffolve, )
And, like the bafelefs fabric of a vifion,
Leave not a wreck behind,
42 * % % % ¥ % ¥ Death is Victory;
It binds in chains the raging ills of life;
Luft and ambiiion, wrath and avarice,
Dragg’d at his chariot wheels, applaud his power.
: Night Thoughts.

HEere
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HERE all the mighty TROUBLERS OF THE EARTH, .
Who fwam to fov’réign rule thro’ feas of blpod;
Th’ oppreffive, ftuidy, man-deftroying Villains, 210
Who ravag’d kingdoms, and laid empires watfte,
And, in a cruel wantonnefs of power,
Thinn’d ftates of half their people, and gave up
To want the reft; now, like a ftorm that’s fpent,
Lie hufh’d %, and meanly fneak behind the covert 4, 215
Vain thought! to hide them from the general {corn
That haunts and doggs them like an injured ghoft
Implacable.—Here, too, the PETTY TYRANT,
‘Whofe {cant domains GEOGRAPHER ne’er notic’d,
And, well for neighbouring grounds, of arm as fhort, 220
Who fix’d his iron talons on the poor,
And grip’d them like fome lordly beaft of prey;
Deaf to the forceful cries of gnawing Hunger,
And piteous plaintive voice of Mifery;
(As if a SLAVE was not a fhred of nature; 225
Of the fame common nature with his LORD;)
Now tame and humble, like a child that’s whip’d,
Shakes hands with duft, and calls the worm his kinf«
man*;

. Nor pleads his rank and birthright. Under ground,

PrECEDENCY’s a jeft ; Vaffal and Lozd, 230
Grofsly familiar, fide by fide confume*, ‘
WHEN

43 Mors fola fatetur
Quantula funt hominum corpufeula,— Fuv,

44 Where are the Alexanders and Cefars, fo fam'd for conqueft
snce £ Where are they now ¥.

Nature provides for al/ one common grave,
The laft retreat of the diftreft and brave,
43 The Grave unites, there e’en the Great find reft,
And blended lie th* oppreflor and th® oppreft.—Pope. .-
46 The following lines, as an antidote againft pride, are very ex-
preflive, and worthy to be remembered and attended to by all:

C ) I dreamt
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WHEN felf-efteem, or other’s adulation,
Would cunningly perfuade us we are fomething
Above the common level of our'kind;
The Grave gainfays the fmooth-compleftion’d flattery,
And with blunt truth acquaints us what we are#’. 236

BeAuTY—thou pretty plaything, dear deceit!
That ftealr’{o foftly o’er the firipling’s heart,
And gives it a new pulfe unknown before,
The GravE difcredits thee*®: thy charms expung’d, 240
Thy rofes faded, and thy lilies foil’d,
What haft thou more to boaft of*? Will thy lovers
Flock round thee now, to gaze and do thee homage*°?
Methinks I fee thee with thy head now laid,
Whilft furfeited upon thy damafk cheek 245
The high-fed WOoRM, in lazy volumes roll’d,
Riots unfcar’d.—For #kis was all thy caution?

I dreamt, that buried with mgl fellow clay,
Clofe by a common Beggar’s fide I lay;

And as fo mean an obje&t thock’d my pride,
Thus like a corpfe of confequence, 1 cry’d ;
Scoundrel! begone, and henceforth touch me not,
More manners learn, and at a diffance rot.
Scoundrel! then, with an haughtier tone cried he,
Proud lump of earth! 1 fcorn thy words and thee;
Here all are equal, now thy cafe is mine,

This is my rotting-place, and that s thine.

47 Well might Job exclaim, upon refle€ting on the fhortnefs and
uncertainty of human life, and the frailty of man; I have faid to cor~
ruption, thou art my father; to the worm, thou art my mother and my fifler-
Job, xyii. 14.

48 Forma bonum fragile ef.—Ovid.
49 On beauteous charms no more, ye Fair! depend,
The grave does all, without diftinétion, blend ;
All prefs alike to that fame goal the tomb,
Where wrinkled Laura fmiles at Chloe’s bloom.
30 See Hervey's addrefs to Florella, in his Mecditations among the

Tombs, Vol. I, p, 48
For
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For this thy painful labours at thy glafs*", \

T’improve thofe charms and keep them in repair,

For which the fpoiler thanks thee nots*? Foul feeder!
Coarfe fare and carrion pleafe thee full as well, 251
And leave as keen a relith on the fenfe.

Look how the fair one weeps !—the confcious tears

Stand thick as dew-drops on the bells of flowers:

Honeft effufion! the fwoln heart in vain 256
Works hard, to put a glofs on its diftrefs.

STRENGTH, too—thou furly and lefs gentle boaft
Of thofe that loud laugh at the village ring,
A fit of common ficknefs pulls thee down
With greater eafe than €’er thou didft the ftripling  26e
That rafhly dar’d thee to th’ uhequal fight.— .
What groan was that I heard ?—Deep groan indeed!
With anguifh heavy laden.—Let me trace it.—
From yonder bed it comes, where the ftrong man,
By ftronger arm belabour’d, galps for breath 265
Like a hard-hunted beaft. How his great heart
Beats thick! his roomy breaft by far too fcant
To give the lungs full play,—What now avail
The ftrong-built, finewy limbs, and well-fpread fhouls
ders!
See how he tugs for life, and lays about him, 270
Mad with his pains !—Eager he catches hold

5! Ye blooming virgins, beautiful and fair,

To yonder mould’ring place of {culls repair,

And learn how frail the charms of beauty are.

Solitary Walks,

52 Learn hence, ye lively and engaging Fair,

To make your minds your chief and greateft care;

For death ere long will clofe the brighteft eyes,

But heav'n-born Virtue never, never diese

Rural Chriftian

Ce o Of.
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Of what comes next to hand, and grafps it hard,
Juft like a creature drownjng ; hideous fight!

Oh! how his eyes ftand out, and ftare full ghaﬂly!
Whilft the diftemper’s rank and deadly venom 275
Shoots like a burning arrow crofs his bowels,

And drinks his marrow up.——Heard you that groan?

It was his laft.—See how the great GoL1ATH,

Juft like a child that brawl’d itfelf to reft,

Lies ftill*3,——What mean’ft thou then, O mighty

Boalfter, 28a |

To vaunt of nerves of thine? What means the Bull,
Unconfcious of his ftrength, to play the coward,

And flee before a feeble thing like man,

That, knowing well the flacknefs of his arm,

Trufts only in the well-invented knife ? 285

Witn Stupy pale, and midnight vigils fpent,

The ftar-furveying Sace clofe to his eye
Applies the fight-invigorating Tube®*,
And trav’lling through the boundlefs length of fpace
Marks well the courfes of the far-feen orbs 29Q
That roll with regular confufion there,
In ecflafy of thought. But ah! proud Man!
Great heights are hazardous to the weak head ;-
Soon, very foon, thy firmeft footing fails ;

- And down thou drop’ft into that darkfome place, 295
Where NOR DEVICE NOR KNOWLEDGE ever came *,

HeRE the TONGUE-WARRIOR lies difabled now,
Difarm’d, dithonour’d, like a wretch that’s gagg’d,

1

53 Well does a Iatc celebrated writer fay refpedting death,—So firong
is thé tyrant’s arm, t‘lat nothing can ,reﬁ{t its force; fo frue his aim, that
nothing can eludethg blaw. .
‘ . Hervey's Meditations among the Tombs,

8 "The Telelcope, 58 Ecclef, ix. 10

. And
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And cannot tell his ails to paffers by.
Great men of language*®!— Whence this mighty
change ; - goo

. 'This dumb defpair, and drooping of the head ?

Tho’ ftrong Perfuafion hung upon thy lip,

And fly infinuation’s {ofter arts l

In ambuth lay upon thy flowing tongue;

Alas! how chop-fall’n now? Thick mift and filence 305
Rett, like a weary cloud, upon thy breaft
Unceafing.—Ah! where is the lifted arm,

The ftrength of aétion, and the force ot words,

The well-turn’d period, and the well-tun’d voice,

With all the leffer ornaments of phrafe ? 310
Ah! fled for ever, as they ne’er had been ;

Raz’d from the book of Fame; or, more provoking,
Perchance {fome hackney, hunger-bitten Scribbler,

Infults thy memory, and blots thy tomb '

With long flat narrative, or duller rhymes, 115

With heavy halting pace that drawl along;
Enough to rodfe a dead man into rage,
And warm with red refentment the wan cheek .,

HERE the great mafters of the HEALING-ART,
Thefe mighty mock defrauders of the Toms, 320
Spite of their JuLeps and CATHOLICONS, =
Refign their fate.—Proud AEscurarius’ fon®®!
Where are thy boafted implements of Art,
And all thy well-cram’d magazines of Health ?

56 Orators.

57 Too many epitaphs, both in }Srofe and verfe, are to be met

with upon tomb flones, as illiterate and unmeaning as others are ridi=
gulous and adulatory,

38 An apoftrophe to deceafed phyficians, founded on that pommon
maxim, Phyfician, heal thyfelf. .

Nor ‘

|
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Nor hill, nor vale, as far as thips could go,

Nor margin of the gravel bottom’d brook,
Efcap’d thy rifling hand:—from ftubborn fhrubs
Thou wrung’ft their fhy-retiring virtues out,
And vex’d them in the fire; nor fly, nor infeét,
Nor writhy fnake, efcap’d thy deep refearch.
But why this ApPARATUS? Why this coft ?
Tell us, thou doughty keeper from the GRAVE,
‘Where are thy REcIPES and CORDIALS now,
With the long lift of vouchers for thy cures®®?
Alas! thou fpeak’ft not.—The bold impoftor
Looks not more filly when the cheat’s found out.

HEeRrE the lank MISER, worlt of felons,
‘Who meanly flole, (difcreditable fhift,)
From back and belly too, their proper cheer,
Eas’d of a ta& it irk’d the wretch to pay
To his own carcafe now lies cheaply lodged,
By clam’rous Appetites no longer teaz’d,
Nor tedious bills of charges and repairs.

But ah! where are his rents, his comings-in?

Ay! now you’ve made the rich man poor indeed **!

RoBB’D OF HIS GoDs, what has he left behind ?
Oh, curfed luft of Gold! when for thy fake,

»

325

330

335

349

346

T R v Ty ~ »

$9 In vain phyficians firive ta faye
Themfelves ar patients from the grave;
In vain we court the doftor’s art
To ward off Death’s waeyring dart:
For, as death came thro’ Adam’s fall,
S death muft be the lot of all.—

Romans, v. 12.

€ Here terminate Ambition’s airy {chemes,
The fyren Pleafure here allures no more;
Here grov’hing Avirice drops her golden dreams,
’ And life’s fantaftic trifles all are o’er.

The
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The fool throws up his int’reft'in both worlds:
Firft ftarv’d in this, then damn’d in that to come®.

How fhocking muft thy fummons be, O DEATH; 355
To him that is at eafe in his poffeflions;
Who counting on long years of pleafure here,
Is quite unfurnifh’d for that world to come®*!
In that dread moment, how the frantic Soul
Raves round the walls of her clay tenement; 355
Runs to each avenue, and fhrieks for help,
But fhrieks in vain!—How wifhfully fhe looks
On all fhe’s leaving, now no longer her’s!
A little longer, yet a /little longer, '
Oh! might fhe ftay to wath away her ftains, 360
And fit her for her paffage.——Mournful fight!
Her very eyes weep blood; and every groan
She heaves is big with horror. But the Foe,
Like a ftaunch murd’rer, fteady to his purpofe,
Purfues her clofe through every lane of life, 365
Nor mifles once the track, but prefles on;
Till forc’d at laft to the tremendous verge,
At once fhe finks to everlafting ruin %,

SURE ’tis a ferious thing to D1e! My foul!
What a ftrange moment muft it be, when near 370
Thy journey’s end, thou haft the gulf in view!
That awful gulf, no mortal e’er repafs’d

6t The facred fcriptures declare, the love of money is the root of all
evil, and that covetoufnefs is idolatry, 1. Tim, vi. 10. Colof, iii, 5.
62 Read the hiftory of the rich man, fpoken of in Luke xii,

16—20.
63 The above reprefentation of a departing foul is truly pathetic

and fublime, and defervedly quoted by the late Rev. Mr, Hervey 4n
his Meditations, page 59- .

Te
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To tell what’s doing on the other fide.

Nature runs back, and fhudders at the fight ,

And every life-firing bleeds at thought of parting; 575
For part they muft; Bopy and Sour muft part:

Fond couple! link’d more clofe than wedded pair.

TH1s wings its way to its Almighty Source,

The Witnefls of its attions, now its Judge®;

THAT drops into the dark and noifome GRAVE, = 380
Like a difabled pitcher of no ufe®.

64 °Tis not the ftoick’s leffon, got by rote,
The pomp of words and pedant differtation,
That can fupport thee in that hour of terror :
Books have taught cowards to talk nobly of it:
But when the trial comes, they ftart, and fland aghaft.
Rowe’s Fair Penitenf,

6s Aé&s xvii. 31.

Dr. Watt’s meditations on the diffolution of the body are happily
exprefled in the following lines:

And muft this body die?
This mortal frame decay.?
And muft thefe aétive limbs of mine
Lie mould’ring in the clay?
Corruption, earth, and worms,
Shall but refine this fleth,
°Till my triumphant {pirit comes,
To put it on afrefh.
God, my Redeemer, lives,
And often-from the fkies N
Looks down, and watches all my dutft,
*Till he thall bid it rife.~—Hymn 110. book 11,

66 How low and inferior is the author’s fimile refpeling the life.
lefs body to that of St. Paul’s, in I. Cor. xv, 42, 43.—1t is foun in
corruption, it is raifed in incorruption; it is _fown a natural body, it is raifed
¢ fpiritual body; it is fown in weaknefs, it is raifed i powers it is Joun in
difkonour, it is raifed in glory.

THE
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PART THE SECOND.

As the tree falleth, there it fhall lie ;
As death leaves, judgment will find us.



THE ARGUMENT

Annihilation an abfurdity, encourages the blackeft crimes ;
Suicide, and ss dreadful confequences; true bravery confifls
in patiently waiting till our change comes ; the flate of the
dead a fecret; defcription of a fexton, or grave-digger ; his
thoughtlefsnefs and inconfideration, a pitiable circumflance ;
the folly of t"e kiving in not confidering their latter end ; the

Senfinefs and fecrefy of time s the world defc¥ibed; death the

common lot of all; rich and poor of every age and nation
alike fubject to its firoke ; the happine(s of Adam before his
Jall; the fhortnefs of it; fin the origin of every evil in
the world ;  death reprefented as an infatiable glutton ; the
grave deferibed ; the refurre@ion of the dead; Chriff's
refurrelion, a pledge of ours; the folly of meeting death
with reluclance ; the end of a good man happily pour-
trayed ;  conclifion, ’ ol »
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All is fteadfaft and immoveable beyond the Grave; whethet we are
then feated on the throne, or ftretched on the rack; a feal will be
fet to our condition, by the hand of everlafting Mexcy, or inflexible
Jufice.~Hervey's Meditations.

B essmmERe

IF DEATH was nothing, and nought AFTER PEATH

If when men died, at once they ceas’d to be,

Returning to the barren womb of Nothing,

Whence firft they {prung, then might the Debauchee 385

Untrembling mouth the Heavén s®:—Then might the
Drunkard

Reel over his full bowl, and, when *tis drain’d,

Fill up another to the brim, and laugh ,

At the poor bugbear DEATH :—Then might the wretch

That’s weary of the world, and tir’d of life, 399

At once give each inquietude the {lip,

By ftealing out of being when he pleas’d,

And by what way, whether by hemp or fteel.

DEATH’s THOUSAND DOORS ftand open.  'Who could
force

The ill-pleas’d gueft to fit out his full time, 396

Or blame him if he goes ?---Sure he does well, ~

61 See Dr. Young’s foliloquy on the fuppofition of annihilation, in
hi’s_ Night Thoughts, Night 7, line 653

) Do That
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That helps himfelf as timely as he can,

When able.—But if there is ah HEREAFTER 5,

And that there is, Confcience, uninfluenc’d,

And fuffer’d to fpeak out, tells ev’ry man, 400
Then muft it be an awful thing to p1E:

More horrid yet to die by one’s own hand.

SELF:MURDER !—name it not: our ifland’s fhame;
That makes her the reproach of neighbouring ftates,
Shall Nature, {werving from her earlieft diétate, 405
Self-prefervation, fall by her own aét?

Forbid it, Heaven.—Let not, upon difguft,

The fhamelefs hand be ﬁﬁlly crimfon’d o’er

With blood of its own lord.—Dréadful attempt!

Juft reeking from felf-flaughter, in a rage 410
To rufh into the prelence of our Judge;

As if we challeng’d him to do his worft,

And matter’d not his wrath®:—Unheard-of tortures
Mutft be referv’d for fuch: thefe herd together;

The common damn’d fhun their fociety 7, 41
And look upon themfelves as Fiends lefs foul.

Our time is fix’d, and all our days are number’d 7*;
How long, how fhort, we know not:—this we know,
Duty requires we calml‘y wait the fummons,

68 Addifon very juftly obferves in his tragedy of Cato,
*Tis Heav'n itfelf points out an hereafter,
And intimates Eternity to Man.
€9 Suicide is doubtlefs a crime of the decpegft dye; for as we did
not bring ourfelves into being, we have no right to hurry ourfelves out
of it. He only who created us, hasa juft authority to deftroy us, if he
fees fit, Vide Herries’s Addrefs on Suicide.
79 The poet here, endeavouring to paint {elf-murder in the blackeft
colours, indulges a falfe idea of wicked fpirits in hell; as if fome ef-
teem’d themfelves betfer than others, which the fcriptures no where in-

.timate, or'lead us to fuppofe.

_ 7% Is there not an appointed time for men upon earth?—Job, vii. 1.
.Ecclef, iii. 2. ’

Nor

-
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Nor dare to flir till Heav’n fhall give permiffion™: 420
Like Sent’ries that muft keep their deftin’d ftand,
And wait th> appointed hour, till they’re reliev’d ;
Thofe only are the Brave that keep their ground,
And keep it to the laft. To run away
Is but a coward’s trick. To run away 425
" From this world’s ills, that, at the very worlt,
Will foon blow o’er, thinking to mend ourfelves,
By boldly vent’ring on a world unknown,
And plunging headlong in the dark;—’tis mad;
No phrenzy half fo defperate as this™, 430

TEeLL us, ye dead; will none of you, in pity
To thofe you left behind, difclofe the fecret ?
Oh! that fome courteous ghoft would blab it out;
What ’tis you are, and we muft (hortly be’.
I’ve heard, that fouls departed, have fometimes 435
Forewarn’d men of their death :—'Twas kindly done,
To knock, and give th’ alarm.—But what means
This ftinted charity P—"Tis but lame kindnefs
That does its work by halves.—Why might you not
Tell us what ’tis To pIE?—Do the ftri€t Jaws 440
Of your fociety forbid your {peaking
Upon a point {o nice >—I’ll atk no more:
Sullen, like lamps in fepulchres, your fhine
Enlightens but yourfelves. Well—'tis no matter ;

72 Job, xiv. 14.
73 Suicides are often, and not mlprOpcrly, brought . in by 3urm,
non compos mentis.
74 % * * * * No notice they give,

Nor tell us where, nor how they live;
"As if bound up by folemn fate,
To keep this fecret of their flate;
To tell their joys nor pains to none,
‘That man might live by faith alone. !
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A very little time will clear up all, " 445
And make us learn’d as you are and as clofe.

DEeATH’s fhafts fly thick: here falls the Village fwain,
And there his pamper’d Lord. The cup goes round :
And who fo artful as to put it by?™!

*Tis long finte DEATH had the majority; 450
Yet frange! THE LIVING LAY IT NOT TO HEART
See yonder maker of the dead man’s bed,

The SEXTON, hoary-headed chronicle,

Of hard, unmeaning face, down which ne’er ftole

A gentle tear, with mattock in his hand, 455
Digs thro’ whole rows of kindred and acquaintance,

By far his juniors.—Scarce a fcull’s caft up,

But well he knew its Owner, and can tell

Some paffage of his life 7.—Thus hand in hand

The fot has walk’d with DEATH twice twenty years, 460
And yet ne’er Yonker on the green laughs louder

Or clubs a fmuttier tale’®:—When Drunkards meet,
None fings a merrier catch, or lends a hand

‘More willing to his cup.—Poor wretch! he minds not,
That foon fome trufty brother of the trade 465
Shall do for him, what he has done for thoufands,

On

75 Death’s fatal firoke no, mortal can withftand,

None can elude or ftay the tyrant’s handi—Rural Chriflian,

76 Ifa. lvii. 1,

77 The author here feems to have in view the grave-digger in the
tsagedy of Hamlet, Prince of Denmark,

78 To have mortality ever before our eyes without thinking of it;
is furely the worft flupidity a rational being can difcover, Dr. Young
feems well affur’d of this truth when he thus exprefles himfelf,

Ah me! too long I fet at nought the fwarm
Of friendly warning, which around me flew;
And fmil’d ynfmitten.~~fmall my caufe to fmile.
. Night Thoughts.
79 'Tis a common and melancholy obfervation, and too frequently

fonfirmed, that none feem lefs affefed with the thoughts of death, than
' thofe
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ON this fide, and on that, men fee their friends

Drop off, like leaves in autumn *°; yet launch out

Into fantaftic fchemes, which the long Livers

In the world’s hale and undegenerate days 476

€ould fcarce have leifure for. Fools that we are,

Wever to think of DEATH and of OURSELVES

At the fame time: as if to learn To DIE

Were no concern of ours *.—Oh! more than fottifh,

For creatures of a day in gamefome mood, 475

To frolic on Eternity’s dread brink

Unapprehenfive; when, for aught we know,

The very firft fwoln furge fhall fweep us in®*,

Think we, or think we not, TIME hurries on

With a refiftlefs, unremitting ftream ; 480

Yet treads more foft than e’er did midnight thief,

That {lides his hand under the mifer’s pillow,

And carries off his prize ®.—~What is THIS WORLD?

What, but a fpacious BURIAL-FIELD unwall’d,

Strew’d with Death’s {poils, the fpoils of animals 485

Savage and tame, and full of dead men’s bones.

The very turf'on which we tread once liv’d *;

And we that live muft lend our carcafes

thofe who have miortality moft frequently prefented to their view, fuch
as, Phyficians Undertakers, &c.

80 The longer we live, the more reafon we fhall have to acknow-
ledge and lament this melancholy truth.

8% Well might Dr. Young in his Night Thoughts fay,

All men think all men mortal but themfelves.
Learn to live welly that thou mayft die o too,
To live and die is all we have to do.—Denham,

82 Man is like a tenant at will, liable to be (and often is) farned
wut of his earthly tenement, the body, at a moment’s warning; therc-
fore he fhould make it his daily ftudy to be_always ready for the aw-
ful fummons, agreeable to the admonitions of divine revelationy Mark,
xiii. 35, 36, Matthew, xxiv. 44.

83 Matt. xxv. 13. 2 Pet. iii, 10,

#4 Whole buried tawns fupport the dancer’s heel.

Night Thoughts,

The
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A

To cover our own offspring ; in their turns,

They, too, muft cover theirs.—'Tis HERE all meet ; 490
The fhiv’ring ICELANDER, and {fun-burnt MooRr ; '
Men of all climes, that never met before; )
And of all creeds, the Jew, the TURK, the CHRISTIAN.
HEeRE the proud PrRINCE,and FAVOURITE yet prouder,
His Sov’reign’s keeper, and the people’s {courge, 495
Are huddled out of fight®>.—HERE lie abath’d

The great NEGOTIATORS of the earth,

And celebrated MASTERS OF THE BALANCE,

Deep read in firatagems and wiles of courts *;

Now vain their TREATY-sK1LL.—Death {corns to treat.
HERE the o’erloaded sLAVE flings down his burthen
From his gall’d thoulders ;;and when the cruel Tyrant,
With all his guards and tools of power about him,

Is meditating new unheard-of hardfhips,

Mocks his fhort arm ;—and quick as thought elcapes 505
Where Tyrants vex not, and the weary reft¥.

HerEe the warm LoVER, leaving the cool fhade,
The tell-tale Echo, and the babbling ftream,
( Time out of mind the fav’rite feats of Love, )
Faft by his gentle miftrefs lays him down, 510
Unblafted by foul tongue.—HERE friends and foes
Lie clofe, unmindful of their former feuds?®. -

35 Mors equo pulfat pede pauperum tabernas
Regumque turres. Hor.

36 The winding fheet and the coffin are the utmoft bound of alt
earthly devices; hitherto they may go, but no farther.—Hervey's Media
tations.

87 Job, iii. 17.

% No cares nor paffions here the bo(om rend;

Here wafting pains and earthly troubles ceafe;
Here hopelefs love and cruel hatred end, -
And the world-weary trav’ller refts in peace.
Solitary Walks,

The
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The lawn-rob’d PRELATE and plain PRESBYTER,
Ere-while that flood aloof, as fhy to meet,

Familiar mingle HERE, like fifter ftreams Y
- That fome rude interpofing rock had fplit.

HERE is the large-limb’d PEASANT :— HERE the
CHiLD
Of a fpan long that never faw the fun,
Nor prefs’d the nipple, ftrangled in Life’s porch.
HERE is the MOTHER, with her fons and daughters; 520
The barren WirE, and long-demurring MA1D,
Whofe lonely unappropriated fweets -
Smil’d like yon knot of cowllips on the cliff/
Not to be come at by the willing hand.
HERE are the PRUDE fevere, and gay COQUET, 525
The fober Wipow, and the young green VIRGIN,
Cropp’d like a rofe before ’tis fully blown,
Or half its worth difclos’d.  Strange medley HERE !

HERE garrulous OLD AGE winds up his tale ;
And jovial YouTH of lightfome vacant heart ®, 530
Whofe every day was made of melody,

Hears not the voice of mirth®°.
SHREW,

Meek as the turtle-dove, forgets her chiding.

HERE are the wife, the generous, and the brave;

The juft, the good, the worthlefs, the profane, 535

The downright clown, and perfeétly well bred ;

The fool, the churl, the fcoundrel, and the mean,

The fupple ftatefman, and the patriot ftern ;

The fhrill-tongu’d

& Mifta fenum ac Juvenum denfantur funera.—Hor.
9° Here youth and age in filence meet,
And death’s pale vi€t’ry is complete,

E The
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The wtecks of Nations, and the fpoils of Time,
With all the lumber of fix thoufand years. 549

PoorR MaN !—how happy once in thy FIRST STATE!
When yet but warm from thy great Maker’s hand,
He ftamp’d thee with his image, and, well-pleas’d,
Smil’d on his laft fair work 9*.—Then all was well.
Sound was the BoDY, and the souL ferene; 545
Like two fweet inftruments, ne’er out of tune,
That play their feveral parts,—Nor head, nor heart,
Offer'd to ache nor was there caple they fhould ;
For all was pure within: no fell remorfe,
Nor anxipus caftings-up of what might be, 550
© Alarm'd his peaceful bofom.—Summer feas
Shew not more fmooth, when kifs’'d by fouthern winds,
Juﬁ ready to expire.—Scarce impprtun'd,
The generous {oil, with a luxurious hand,
Offer'd the various produce of the year, 555
And ev'ry thing moft perfet in its kind 92,
Bleffed ! thricg bleffed days '-——But ah! how fhort!
Blefs'd as the pleafing dreams of Holy Men;
But fugitive like thofe, and quickly gone.

Own'! flipp'ry ftate of things !—What fudden turns!
What ftrange viciffitudes in the firft leaf ' 561
Of man’s fad hiftory —To-day moft happy,

And ere to-morrow’s fun has fet, moft abje& %.
How fcant the fpace between thefe vaft extremes !

9! Gen. 1. 2%.
9% Gen. ii. 9. \
93" To-day he’s honour'd, and in vaft cﬁeem,
Td-morrow not a beggar values him ; :
To-day he’s grand, majeflic, all delight.
Ghaflly and pale before to-morrow night.

" Thus
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Thus far’d it with our S1rE :—Not long b’ enjoy’d 565
His paradife—Scarce had the happy tenant

Of the fair fpot due time to. prove its fweets,

Or fum them up, when ftrait he muit be gone %,

Ne’er to return again—And muft he go ?

Can nought compound for the fir/? dire offence 570
Of erring man ?—Like one that is condemn’d,

Fain would he trifle time with idle talk °3,

And parley with his fate. But ’tis in vain—

Not all the lavifh odours of the place

Offer’d in incenfe can procure his pardon, 575
Or mitigate his doom.—A mighty Angel

With flaming fword forbids his longer ftay,

And drives the loiterer forth ; nor muft he take

One laft and farewel round.—At once he loft

His glory and his God.—If mortal now, 580
And forely maim’d, no wonder—MAN HAS SINN’D.
Sick of his blifs, and bent on new adventures,

EvivL he needs would try: .nor try’d in vain.

(Dreadful experiment ! deftruétive meafure !

Where the worlt thing could happen, is fuccefs.) ‘ 585
Alas! too well he fped : the Goop he fcorn’d

Stalk’d off reluétant like an ill-us’d ghott,

Not to return ;—or if it did, its vifits,

Like thofe of ANGELS, fhort and far between :

‘Whilft the black D £MoN, with his hell-fcap’d train, 590
Admitted once into its better room,

Grew loud and mutinous, nor would be gone ; -

Lording it o’er the MAN : who now too late

Saw the rafh error, which he could not mend ¢

An error fatal not to him alone, 595

94 Gen. iil. 24.
95 See Milton’s Paradife loft; book x. line 845.
96 Gen. iil. 23.

E 2 But



36 THE GRAVE

"But to his future fons, his fortune’s heirs 7.
Inglorious bondage !'—Human nature groans
Beneath a vaflalage {o vile and cruel,

And its vaft body bleeds thro’ every vein.

WHAT havoc haft thou made, foul monfter, SIN ! 600
Greateft and firft of Ills.—The fruitful parent
Of woes of all dimenfions !'—But for THEE
Sorrow had never been %.—All-noxious Thing,
Of vileft nature —Other forts of Evils
Are kindly circumferib’d, and have their bounds. 605
The fierce VoLCANO, from his burning entrails,
That belches molten Stone, and globes of Fire,
Involv’d in pitchy clouds of fmoke and ftench,
Mars the adjacent ficlds for fome leagues round,
And there it ftops °.—The big-fwoln INUND ATION,
Of mifchief more diffufive, raving loud, 611
Buries whole traéts of country, threat’ning more ;
But that, too, has its {hore it cannot pafs **°.
More dreadful far than thefe, S1~N has laid wafte,
‘Not here and there a country, but a WorLD ***: 615
Difpatching at a wide-extended blow
Entire mankind ; and for their fakes defacing
A whole Creation’s beauty with rude hands **;

97 Rom. v. 18.
98 Milton thus defcribes the effeéts of Adan’s fin in his inimitable poem,
entitled Paradife Loft :
........ the fruit
Of that forbidden tree, whofe mortal tafte
Brought death into the world, and all our woe.
99 Mount /tna,
309 Thus faith the Almighty to the reftlels ocean, Hitherto flalt thou come,
but no farther ; and here fhall thy proud waves be flayed.— Job, xxxvili, 11.
I9F Rom. v, 12.
392 Rom, viii. e2.

Blafting
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Blafting the foodful grain, the loaded branches,

And marking all along its way with ruin *®. 1620
Accurfed Thing !— Oh ! where fhall Fancy find

A proper name to call Thee by, expreflive

Of all thy horrors ? Pregnant womb of Ills!

Of temper fo tranfcendently malign,

That toads and ferpents of moft deadly kind, 625
Compar’d to thee, are harmlefs.—Sicknefles

Of every fize and fymptom, racking pains,

And blueft plagues are thine.—See how the Fiend
Profufely fcatters the contagion round!

Whilft deep-mouth’d Slaughter, bellowing at her heels,
Wades deep in blood new fpilt; yet for to-morrow 631
Shapes out new work of great uncommon daring,

And inly pines ’till the dread blow is ftruck ***.

BuT hold :—I’ve gone too far; too much difcover’d
My Father’s nakednefs, and Nature’s fhame.— 635
Here let me paufe, and drop an honeft tear,

One burft of filial duty and condolence,

O’er all thofe ample deferts DEATH hath {pread ;

This Cuao0s of mankind. O great MAN-EATER !
Whofe ev’ry day is CARNIVAL, not fated yet! 640
Unheard-of EpicurEe! without a fellow!

The verieft GLUTTONS do not always cram ;

Some intervals of abftinence are fought
To edge the appetite: TrOU feekeft none **5,

103 Gen. iil. 17, 18.
104 Milton {peaking of the entrance of fin and death into paradife, upor
our firft parents eating the forbidden fruit, fays,
. they both betook them feveral ways,

Both to deftroy, or unimmortal make

All kinds, and for deftru@tion to mature,

Sconer or later.—Paradife Loft, book x.
95 Death’s a devourer of quotidian prey.—Night Thoughts.

' Methinks



98 THE GRAVE

Methinks the countlefls fwarms thou haft devour’d, 645
And thoufands that cach hour thou gobbleft up,

THis, lefs than THIs, might gorge thee to the full ;

But, ah! rapacious ftill, thou gap’ft for more :

Like one, whole days defrauded of his meals,

On whom lank Hunger lays her fkinny hand, 650
And whets to keeneft eagernefs his cravings ;

As if difeafes, maflacres, and poifon,

Famine, and war, were not thy Caterers.

BuT know, that thou MUST RENDER UP THE DEAD,
And with high int’reft too.—They are not thine ; 655
But only in thy keeping for a feafon,

Till the great promis’d day of Reftitution **;

When loud diffufive found of brazen trump

Of ftrong-lung’d Cherub, fhall alarm thy Captives **7,
And roule the long, long {leepers into life, 660
Day-light and liberty **.
TueN muit thy gates fly open, and reveal

The mines that lay long forming under ground,

In their dark cells immur’d; but now full ripe,

And pure as filver from the crucible, N 665
That twice has ftood the torture of the fire

And inquifition of the forge.—We know

Th’ illuftrious Deliverer of mankind,

TxE Sox oF Gob, thee foil’d.—Him in thy pow’r
Thou couldft not hold :—felf-vigorous he rofe, 670
And fhaking off thy fetters, foon retook

Thofe fpoils his voluntary yielding lent ** :

(Sure pledge of our releafement from.thy thrall !)

196 Mors janua vite.—Virg.

397 Matt. xxiv. g1, Thefl. iv, 16.
108 1, Cor. xv. 5e.

199 Heb. ii. 14y 15.

Twice



THE GRAVES

Twice twenty days he fojourn’d here on earth,

. And fhew’d himfelf alive to cHOSEN WITNESSES,
By proofs fo ftrong, that the moft flow affenting '
Had not a fcruple left **°.—This having dene,

He mounted up to heav’'n.—Methinks I fee him
Climb the aerial height, and glide along

Athwart the fev’ring clouds: but the faint eye,
Flung backward in the chace, foon drops its hoid,
Difabled quite, and jaded with purfuing.

Heav’n’s portals wide expand to let him in;;

Nor are his friends fhut out: as fome great Prince
Not for himfelf alone procures admiffion,

But for his train. It was his Royal will,

That where he is, there fhould his followers be **
DEATH only lies between.—A gloomy path!

Made yet more gloomy by our coward fears **:

But not untrod nor tedious ; the fatigue
Will foon go off : befides, there’s no by-road
To blifs ***.—Then why, like ill-.condition’d children,
Start we at tranfient hardfhips in the wéy
That leads to purer air, and fofter fkies,

And a ne’er fetting {un ?>—Fools that we are!

We with to be where {weets unwith’ring bloom ;

39

675

680

685

690

695

110 Luke, xxiv. g9. John xx. 27, 28
1z John, xvil, 24.
112 Death and his image rifing in the brain,
Bear faznt refemblance, never are alike;
Fear fhakes the pencil, fancy loves excefs,
Dark ignorance is lavifh of her fhades, '
And thefe the formidable pi€ure draw.—Night Thoughts.

33 Dr. Young very beautifully exprefles the real Chriftian’s fcnument;
refpeting the laft 'enemy of Nature, or rather happily defcribes what death

is to every true believer in Chrift, in the followmg words :
Death is the portal to eternal life,
This king of terrors is the pringe of peace,

Night Thoughes.

But
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But ftrait our wifh revoke, and will not go.

So have I feen, upon a fummer’s ev’n,

Faft by a riv’let’s brink a youngfter play :

How wifhtfully he looks to ftem the tide ! 700
This moment refolute, next unrefolv’d:

At laft he dips his foot ; but as he dips,

His fears redouble, and he runs away

From th’ inoffenfive ftream, unmindful now

Of all the flow’rs that paint the farther bank, 705
And {mil’d fo fweet of late.—Thrice welcome DeaTH }
That after many a painful bleeding ftep

Conduéts us to our home, and lands us fafe

On the long-wifh’d-for fhore ***.—Prodigious change!
Our bane turn’d to a blefling !'—DEATH, difarm’d, 710
Lofes his fellnefs quite ***.—All thanks to Him

Who fcourg’d the venom out "**.—Sure THE LAST END
Of the good man is PEace "7!—How calm his Ex1T !
Night-dews fall not more gently to the ground,

Nor weary worn-out winds expire fo {oft. 715
Behold him in the evening tide of life,

A life well fpent, whofe early care it was

His riper years fhould not upbraid his green:

By unperceiv’d degrees he wears away ;

Yet, like the fun, feems larger at his fetting : 720
(High in his faith and hopes) laok how he reaches

After the prize in view ! and, like a bird

That’s hamper’d, ftruggles hard to get away :

114 . ., . Life’s a debtor to the grave;

Dark lattice ! letting in eternal day.—Night Thoughts.

115 Well may a dying Chriftian join with an infpircd apoftle in crying
out, O Death! where is thy fling 2 O Grave! where is thy viflory 2—1I. Cor.
XV, 55.

116 I, Cor. xv. 57+

07 Ifa. lvii, e,

Whilft
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‘Whilft the glad gates of fight are wide expanaed
To let new glories in, the firft fair fruits

Of the vaft-coming harveft.—THEN! Oh, THEN!
Each earth-born joy grows vile, or difappears,
Shrunk to a thing of nought.—Oh! how he longs
To have his pafsport fign’d, and be difmifs’d ***!
*Tis done! and now he’s happy!—The glad SouL
Has not a wifh uncrown’d.—Ev’n the lag FLESH
REsTs too 1N Hopk of meeting once again

Its better half, never to funder more**?;

Nor fhall it hope in vain ***;—The time draws on
When not a fingle fpot of burial earth,

Whether on land, or in the fpacious fea,

But muft give back its long-committed duft
Inviolate **':—and faithfully fhall thefe

Make up the full account; not the leaft atom
Embezzl’d, or miflaid, of the whole tale.

Each SouL fhall have a Bopy ready furnifh’d;
And each fhall have his own.—Hence ye profane!
Afk not, how this can be ?—Sure the {fame Pow’r
That rear’d the piece at firft, and took it down, .
Can re-aflemble the loofe {catter’d parts,

And put them as they were ‘”.—Aimighty God
Has done much more; nor is his arm impair'd
Through length of days: and what he can, he will:
His Faithfulne{s ftands bound to fee it done™3.

41

725

730

735

749

745

118 11, Cor. v. 4.
119 Pfalms, xvi. 19.
120 [, Cor. xv. 52.
321 Rev. XX. 13.

122 What the Almighty has declared in his word fhall come to
pafs, however human reafon may not be able to inveftigate the manner
how, or the means by which it fhall be effeted. Pope very juftly obe
ferves, « Mau was not made to queftion but adore.’—Effzy on Man.

¥23 Matt, xxiv, gt John vi. 3g, 40.

F
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When the dread trumpet founds, the {lumb’ring duft, 750
( Not unattentive to the call ) fhall wake ***:

And ev’ry joint poffefs its proper place,

With a new elegance of form, unknown

To its fir/? ftate **>.—Nor fhall the confcious SobuL
Miftake its partner, but amidft the crowd, 755
Singling its other half, into its arms

Shall rufh with all th’ impatience of a man

That’s new come home, who, having long been abfent,
With hafte runs over ev’ry different room,

In pain to fee the whole. Thrice-happy meeting! 760
Nor TiME, nor DEATH, fhall ever part them more **°,
'Tis but a night, a long and moonlefs night;

We make the GRAVE our bed*”, and theh are gone **%.

THus at the fhut of ev’n, the weary Bird
Leaves the wide air, and in {fome lonely brake 765
Cow’rs down, and dozes till the dawn of day,
Then claps his well-fledg’d wings, and bears away.

324 ., .. Death is the crown of life;
Were death denied, poor man would live in vain;
Death wounds to cure; we fall; we rife; we reign.
Night Thoughtse
125 Philip. iii. 21.
126 J, Thef, iv. 17.
127 I lvid. 2.
138 Man, thoughtlefs man! whofe moments quickly fly;
Wakes but to fleep again, and lives to die;
And when this prefent fleeting life is o’er,
Man dies to /ive and lives to die no more.
Solitary Walks.
Happy, thrice happy they, who meet death only as a fleep, out of
which they have good ground to hope they fhall awake to life eternal
1. Thefl. iv. 14.
Thus fings the iate pious Dr, Watts, in his 117th pfalm:
My fleth fhall flumber in the ground,
Till the laft trumpet’s joyful found,
Then burft the chains with fweet furprize,
And in my faviour’s image rife.
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T H E A R GUMTENT

A fummer’s evening defcribed ; its calmnefs difturbed by the
bectle, fheepbells, and owl ; country c/nirc/z—yard pourtrayed,
anth ats fleeping tenants; the vanity of ambition, power
and beauty ; the folly of pompous epitaphs and inferaptions ;
true merit obfcured by penury ; ruftic poverty not to be def-
pifed; love of ife natural to all; what the poet’s fate may
be in Jome future /Jeriod, related by old age, with his
;;ita;};, '



The TimE,—A Summer’s Evening.

I

THE curfew **? tolls the knell of parting day ;
The lowing herd wind flowly o’er the lea;
The plowman homeward plods his weary way,
And leaves the world to darknefs and to me.

II.

Now fades the glimmering land{cape 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 **°;

III:

Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tow’r,
The moping owl does to the moon complain
Of fuch as, wand’ring near her facred bow’r,
Moleft her ancient {olitary reign.

129 A bell which ufed to be rung every evening by order of Wil
liam the Conqueror, as a fignal for all perfons to rake out their fires,
and put out their lights.

330 Every reader, who is am attentive obferver of rural nature
muft confels, while he cannot but admire, the beauty and natural coe
louring of this elegant defcription of a fummer’s eve. -

IV. Beneath |
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1V.

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 {leep ***.

V.

The breezy call of incenfe-breathing morn,

The fwallow twitt’ring from the ftraw-built thed,
The cock’s fhrill clarion, or the echoing horn,

No more fhall roufe them from their lowly bed *%.

VI

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

No children run to lifp their Sire’s return,
Or climb his knees the envied kifs to fhare '3+,

VII.
Oft did the harveft to their fickle yield,
Their furrow oft the ftubborn glebe has broke ;
How jocund did they drive their team afield !
How bow’d the woods beneath their fturdy ftroke!

13t The term for ever laid, as it tends to miflead weak minds, to
queftion the doétrine of the refurre€tion of the dead, fhould be altered
to forgotten laid. )
132 The following ftanza was inferted in the firft edition of this
poem, but afterwards excluded :
Hark ! how the facred calm that breathes around,
Bids every fierce tumultuous paffion ceafe;
In ftill, fmall accents whifp’ring from the ground,
A grateful carneft of eternal peace.
133 Requicfcant in pace.
34 This pifture of domeftic happinefs, or nuptial felicity, in rural
life, is natural, interefting, and pathetic.—See Thomfon’s Winter, line go.
for a fimiliar defcription.

. ' VIII, Let
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VIII.
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 **,

: IX.
The boaft of heraldry, the pomp of pow’r,
And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave,
Await alike th’ inevitable hour :
The paths of glory lead but to the grave ',

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

XI.
Can ftoried urn or animated 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'7?
XI1I.
Perhaps in this negleted 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 lyre ',
XIII. But

135 The rich and great have no more reafon to defpife the poor
and abjet, than the latter have to envy the former, as both ftand equal-
ly in need of the affiftance of each other; in this refpe&t, the labour of
the one, and the wages of the other, may be fuitably contrafted.

336 Earth’s bigheft Ration ends in, Here he lies,

And duft to duft concludes her nobleft fong.—Night Thoughts.

137 The mockery of tombftone panegyric or venal epitaphs, on the
merits of deceafed nobility, is here juftly expofed.

133 Many a poor man has poflefled fuch a genius and abilities

as

v



A AN ELEGY

XIIIL.

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 **.

XIV.

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 **.

XV.

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 *#*.

XVI.

Th’ applaufe of lift’ning {enates to command,
The threats of pain and ruin to defpife,
To {catter plenty o’er a {miling land,
And read their hift’ry in a nation’s eyes,

as would have enobled the brighteft charaters, and adorned the moft ele-
vated ftations; but indigence has obfcured his talents and confined him
within the narrow circle of a country village; yet ftill he might be a
worthy and ufeful member of fociety, though a firanger to nobility and
" influence.
139 Poverty may fupprefs the fentiments, but cannot alter the feclings
or difpofition of a truly noble, generous and afpiring mind.
140 The following lines, taken from an edition of Gray’s Poems
publifhed in Dublin, are no indifferent parody on the above ftanza;
Full many a lark, high tow’ring to the {ky,
Unheard, unheeded, greets th’ approach of lights
Full many a flar, unfecen by mortal eye,
With twinkling luftre glimmers thro’ the night.
™1 See a Criticifm on This Elegy, publithed by Cadell.

XVII. Their
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XVIIL

Their lot forbade; nor circumfcrib’d alone .
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin’d;
Forbade to wade thro’ flaughter to a throne,
And fhut the gates of Mercy on mankind #*;

XVIII.

The ftruggling pangs of confcious truth to hide,
To quench the blufhes of ingenuous fhame,

Or heap the fhrine of Luxury and Pride :
With incenfe kindled at the Mufe’s flame.

XIX.

Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble ftrife,
Their {fober wifhes never learn’d to ftray;
Along the cool fequefter’d vale of life
They keep the noifelefs tenor of their way %,

XX.
Yet e’en thefe bones from infult to proteét,
Some frail memorial {lill ereéted nigh,
With uncouth rhymes and fhapelefs fculpture deck’d,
Implores the pafling tribute of a figh.

XXI.

Their name, their years, {pelt 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 *+. ,
XXII. For

42 The more exalted the flation, the greater are the opportunities

of doing good or evil among mankind at large. :
143 The wifdom of Providence is confpicuous in fuiting the mind
to the ftation, and giving content where he does not fee fit to beftow
wealth, o,
44 The following common, and no improper epitaph, however
G plain
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