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« MR. THOMAS GRAY.

(BY THE HON. HORACE WALPOLE))

E was the fon of a money {crivener, by Mary
Antrobus, a milliner in Cornhill, and fifter

to two Antrobus’s, who were ufhers of Eton

School. He was born in 1716, and edu-
cated at Eton College, chiefly under the dire@ion of one
of his uncles, who took prodigious pains with him, which
anfwered exceedingly. He particularly inftruted him in
the virtues of fimples. He had a great genius for mufic
and poetry. From Eton he went to Peter Houfe at Cam-
bridge, and in 1739 accompanied Mr. H. W. in travelling
to France and Italy. He returned in 1741, and returned

to Cambridge again. His letters are the beft I ever faw,
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and had more novelty and wit. One of his firft pieces of
poetry was an anfwer in Englith verfe to an Epiftle from
H. W. At Naples he wrote a fragment, defcribing an
earthquake, and the origin of Monte Nuovo, in the ftyle
of Virgil; at Rome an Alcaic ode, in imitation of Horace,
to R. Weft, Efq. After his return he wrote the inimitable
ode, On a Diftant Profpeé of Eton College; another
moral ode; and that beautiful one on a cat of Mr. Wal-
pole’s drowned in a tub of gold fithes. Thefe three laft
have been publifhed in Dodfley’s Mifcellanies. He began
a poem on the reformation of learning, but foon dropped
it, on finding his plan too much refembling the Dunciad.

It had this admirable line in it:
¢And gofpel-light firft fla/ked from Bullen’s eyes.’

He began, too, a philofophical poem in Latin, and an
Englifh tragedy of Agrippina, and fome other odes, one
of which, a very beautiful one, entitled, ¢ Stanzas written
in a Country Churchyard,” he finifhed in 1750. He was

a very flow, but very corre& writer. Being at Stoke, in
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the fummer of 1750, he wrote a kind of tale, addrefled
to Lady Schaub and Mifs Speed, who had made him a vifit
at Lady Cobham’s. - The Elegy written in the Churchyard
was publithed by Dodfley, Feb. 16, 1751, with a fhort
advertifement by Mr. H. W., and immediately went
through four editions. He had fome thoughts of taking
his Do&or’s degree, but would not, for fear of being con-
founded with Dr. Grey, who publifhed the foolith edition
of Hudibras.

‘“In March, 1753, was publithed a fine edition of his
poems, with frontispieces, head and tail pieces, and initial
letters, engraved by Grignion and Miiller, after drawings
of Richard Bentley, Efq. He loft his mother a little
before this, and at the fame time finifhed an extreme fine
poem, in imitation of Pindar, On the Power of Mufical
Poetry, which he began two or three years before. In the
winter of 1755, George Hervey, Earl of Briftol, who was
foon afterwards fent Envoy to Turin, was defigned for
Minifter to Lifbon: he offered to carry Mr. Gray as his
fecretary, but he declined it. In Auguft, 1757, were
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publifhed two odes of Mr. Gray ; one, On the Power and
Progrefs of Poefy, the other, On the Deftru&ion of the
Welfh Bards by Edward I.  They were printed at the new
prefs at Strawberry Hill, being the firft produ&ion of that
printing-houfe. In O&ober, 1761, he made words for an
old tune of Geminiani, at the requeft of Mrs. Speed. It
begins,

¢ Thyrfis, when we parted, fwore.’

Two ftanzas ... .. the thought from the French.”

* * * * *










ODE

ON THE SPRING.

#5290 | where the rofy-bofom’d Hours,

AU

Fair Venus’ train, appear,
7L, /5 Difclofe the long-expe&ing flowers,
' And wake the purple year!
The Attic warbler pours her throat,
Refponfive to the cuckoo’s note,
The untaught harmony of {pring :
While, whifp’ring pleafure as they fly,
Cool Zephyrs through the clear blue fky
Their gather’d fragrance fling.
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Where’er the oak’s thick branches ftretch
A broader browner f{hade,

Where’er the rude and mofs-grown beech
O’er-canopies the glade,”

Befide fome water’s ruthy brink

With me the Mufe fhall fit, and think
(At eafe reclined in ruftic ftate)

How vain the ardour of the crowd,

How low, how little are the proud,

How indigent the great!?

Still is the toiling hand of Care;

The panting herds repofe :

Yet hark, how through the peopled air

The bufy murmur glows !

The infe&-youth are on the wing,
Eager to tafte the honied {pring,

And float amid the liquid noon :
Some lightly o’er the current {kim,
Some fhow their gayly-gilded trim

Quick-glancing to the fun.*
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To Contemplation’s {ober eye

Such is the race of Man:

And they that creep, and they that fly,

Shall end where they began.

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

In Fortune’s varying colours dreft :
Brufh’d by the hand of rough Mifchance,
Or chill'd by Age, their airy dance

They leave, in duft to reft.

Methinks I hear, in accents low,
The {portive kind reply :

Poor moralift! and what art thou?
A folitary fly |

Thy joys no glittering female meets,

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

On hafty wings thy youth is flown;

Thy fun is fet, thy {pring is gone—
We frolic while ’tis May.
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ODE

ON THE DEATH OF A FAVOURITE CAT,

DROWNED IN A TUB OF GOLD FISHES.:

YeagP WAS on a lofty vafe’s fide,
: ‘ﬁﬁ ~ Where China’s gayeft art had dyed
DD BN
: 9‘“&1 @% The azure flowers, that blow;
SRR

The penfive Selima, reclined,?

Demureft of the tabby kind,

Gazed on the lake below.

Her conicious tail her joy declared ;

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

Her coat, that with the tortoife vies,

Her ears of jet, and emerald eyes,

She faw ; and purr'd applaufe.
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Still had fhe gazed; but ’midft the tide

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

Their {caly armour’s Tyrian hue

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

The haplefs nymph with wonder faw :
A whifker firft, and then a claw,
With many an ardent wifh,
She ftretch’d, in vain, to reach the prize.
What female heart can gold defpife ?
What Cat’s averfe to fith 2+

Prefumptuous maid ! with looks * intent

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

(Malignant Fate fat by, and {miled)

The {lipp’ry verge her feet beguiled,
She tumbled headlong in.
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Eight times emerging from the flood

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

No Dolphin came, no Nereid ftirr'd :

Nor cruel Tom, nor Sufan heard.

A fav'rite has no friend !¢

From hence, ye beauties, undeceived,
Know, one falfe ftep is ne’er retrieved,
And be with caution bold.
Not all that tempts’ your wand’ring eyes
And heedlefs hearts is lawful prize,
Nor all, that glifters, gold.










ODE

ON A DISTANT PROSPECT OF ETON COLLEGE.

YAvbpurros, ixav mpipais eis 10 JuoTuyEiv.

MENANDER. Incert. Fragm. ver. 382, ed. Cler. p. 245.

°E diftant {pires, ye antique towers,

That crown the wat’ry glade,

©)) Where grateful Science flill adores
Her Henry’s* holy fhade;
And ye, that from the ftately brow
Of Windfor’s heights th’ expanfe below
Of grove, of lawn, of mead furvey,
Whofe turf, whofe thade, whofe flowers among
Wanders the hoary Thames along

His filver-winding way :
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Ah, happy hills! ah, pléaﬁng {hade !
Ah, fields beloved in vain !
Where once my carelefs childhood ftray’d,
A ftranger yet to pain !
I feel the gales that from ye blow
A momentary blifs beftow,
As waving frefh their gladfome wing,
My weary foul they feem to foothe,
And, redolent of joy and youth,
To breathe a fecond {pring.

Say, father Thames, for thou haft feen
Full many a {prightly race

Difporting on thy margent green,
The paths of pleafure trace;

Who foremoft now delight to cleave,

With pliant arm, thy glafly wave ?
The captive linnet which enthral ?

What idle progeny fucceed

To chafe the rolling circle’s {peed,*
Or urge the flying ball ?
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While fome on earneft bufinefs bent
Their murm’ring labours ply

"Gainft graver hours that bring conftraint
To {weeten liberty :

Some bold adventurers difdain

The limits of their little reign,
And unknown regions dare defcry :

Still as they run they look behind,

They hear a voice in every wind,

And fnatch a fearful joy.

Gay hope is theirs by fancy fed,

Lefs pleafing when pofieft ;

The tear forgot as foon as thed,

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 eafy night,
The {pirits pure, the flumbers light,

That fly th’ approach of morn.
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Alas! regardlefs of their doom

The little vi&ims play ;

No fenfe have they of ills to come,

Nor care beyond to-day :

Yet {ee, how all around ’em wait
The minifters of human fate,

And black Misfortune’s baleful train !
Ah, thow them where in ambufh ftand,
To feize their prey, the murth’rous band!

Ah, tell them, they are men!

Thefe fhall the fury Paflions tear,

The vultures of the mind,
Difdainful Anger, pallid Fear,

And Shame that {culks behind ;
Or pining Love fhall wafte their youth,
Or Jealoufy, with rankling tooth,

That inly gnaws the fecret heart;
And Envy wan, and faded Care,
Grim-vifaged comfortlefs Defpair,

And Sorrow’s piercing dart.
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Ambition this fhall tempt to rife,

Then whirl the wretch from high,
To bitter Scorn a facrifice,

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

That mocks the tear it forced to flow;
And keen Remorfe with blood defiled,
And moody 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 foul with icy hand,

And flow-confuming Age.
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To each his fuff’rings : all are men,
Condemn’d alike to groan;
The tender for another’s pain,
Th’ unfeeling for his own.
Yet, ah ! why fhould they know their fate,
Since {orrow never comes too late,
And happinefs too {wiftly flies ?
Thought would deftroy their paradife.
No more ;—where ignorance is blifs,

"Tis folly to be wife.




HYMN TO ADVERSITY.

—Znva—

~ ’ ’
Tov ppoveiv Bporovs 6w~
\ / ’
cavra, Tov malbe wolfos
s
@éyra xvpiws Tyeiv.

HAscu. Agam. ver. 181.

P ) AUGHTER of Jove, relentlefs power,

Thou tamer of the human breaft,

The bad affright, aflli& the beft!
Bound in thy adamantine chain,
The proud are taught to tafte of pain,
And purple tyrants vainly groan

With pangs unfelt before, unpitied and alone.

D
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When firft thy fire to fend on earth
Virtue, his darling child defign’d,

To thee he gave the heav’nly birth,
And bade to form her infant mind.

Stern rugged nurfe! thy rigid lore

With patience many a year fhe bore :

What forrow was, thou. bad’ft her know,

And from her own fhe learn’d to melt at others’ woe.

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

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

Light they difperfe, and with them go

The fummer friend, the flatt’ring foe ;

By vain Profperity received,

To her they vow their truth, and are again believed.
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Wifdom in fable garb array’d,

Immerfed 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 tear.

Oh! gently on thy fuppliant’s head,

Dread goddefs, lay thy chaft'ning hand !
Not in thy Gorgon terrors clad,

Not circled with the vengeful band
(As by the impious thou art {een)
With thund’ring voice, and threat’ning mien,
With fcreaming Horror’s fun’ral cry,

Defpair, and fell Difeafe, and ghaftly Poverty :
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Thy form benign, oh goddefs, wear,
Thy milder influence impart,
Thy philofophic train be there
To {often, not to wound, my heart.
The gen’rous fpark extin& revive,
Teach me to love, and to forgive,
Exa& my own defe@s to {can,

What others are to feel, and know myfelf a Man.
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THE PROGRESS OF POESY.

A PINDARIC ODE.

DuwvavTa CuvEToITIV &
\ \ ~
At 70 way ipunvéwy

Xarife. Pinpar, O ii. v. 152.

. I.

o

& L;)) And give to rapture all thy trembling ftrings.

N\ “/fgp From Helicon’s harmonious {prings

A thoufand rills their mazy progrefs take :
The laughing flowers that round them blow,

Drink life and fragrance as they flow.

Now the rich ftream of mufic winds along,

Deep, majeftic, {mooth, and ftrong,

Through verdant vales, and Ceres’ golden reign :

Now rolling down the fteep amain,

Headlong, impetuous, {ee it pour;

The rocks and nodding groves rebellow to the roar.



Oh! Sov’reign of the willing {oul,®
Parent of {weet and folemn-breathing airs,
Enchanting fhell! the fullen Cares

And frantic Paflions hear thy foft controul.
On Thracia’s hills the Lord of War
Has curb’d the fury of his car,
And dropt his thirfty lance at thy command.
Perching on the {ceptred hand
Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feather’d king
With ruffled plumes and flagging wing :
Quench’d in dark clouds of {lumber lie
The terror of his beak, and lightnings of his eye.

. 3.
Thee the voice, the dance, obey,’
Temper’d to thy warbled lay.
O’er 1dalia’s velvet-green
The rofy-crowned Loves are {een

On Cytherea’s day ;
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With antic Sport, and blue-eyed Pleafures,
Fritking 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 fthe turns, the Graces homage pay.
With arms fublime, that float upon the air,
In gliding ftate the wins her eafy way :
O’er her warm cheek, and rifing bofom, move

The bloom of young Defire and purple light of Love.”

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

Night and all her fickly dews,

Her {pe@res wan, and birds of boding cry,

He gives to range the dreary {ky ;

Till down the eaftern cliffs afar ®

Hyperion’s march they {py, and glitt’ring fhafts of war.

. 2.
In climes beyond the {olar road,”
Where fhaggy forms o’er ice-built mountains roam,
The Mufe has broke the twilight gloom
To cheer the fhivering native’s dull abode.
And oft, beneath the od’rous fthade
Of Chili’s boundlefs forefts laid,
She deigns to hear the favage youth repeat,
In loofe numbers wildly {weet,
Their feather-cinctured chiefs, and dutky loves.
Her track, where’er the goddefs roves,
Glory purfue, and gen’rous Shame,

Th’ unconquerable Mind, and freedom’s holy flame.



. 3.
Woods, that wave o’er Delphi’s fteep,”

Ifles, that crown th’ Agean deep,
Fields, that cool Iliffus laves,
Or where Mzander’s amber waves
In lingering lab’rinths creep,
How do your tuneful echoes languifh,
Mute, but to the voice of anguith !
Where each old poetic mountain
Infpiration breathed 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 {corn the pomp of tyrant Power,
And coward Vice, that revels in her chains.
When Latium had her lofty {pirit loft,
They fought, oh Albion! next thy fea-encircled coatt.
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