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The PLEASURE of POETRY.

An O D E

By Mr. VansitTarT,

1
HAP PY the babe whofe natal hour
L 'The Mufe propitious deigns to grace,
No frowns on his {oft fore-head lowr,
No cries diftort his tender face;
But o’er her child, forgetting all her pangs,
Infatiate of her {miles, the raptur’d parent hangs.
T
Let ftatefmen on the fleeplefs bed
- The fate of realms and pr.inccs weigh,
While in the agonizing head
They form ideal {cenes of fivay ;
Not long, alas! the fancied charms delight,
But melt, like fpeétre-forms, in {ilent {hades of night.
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III.
Ve heavy pedants, dull of lore,
Nod o’er the taper’s livid flame’;
Ye mifers, ftill increafe your ftore ;
§till tremble at the robber’s name:
Or fhodd’ring from the recent dream arife,
While vifionary fire glows dreadful to your eyes.
IV.
Far other joys the Mufes fhow’r
Benignant, on the aching breaft,
'Tis theirs in the lone, chearlefs hout,
Tolull the lab’ring heart to reft :
With bright’ning calms they glad the profpc& drear,
And bid each groan fubfide, and dry up ev’ry tear.
V&
From earthly mifts, ye gentle Nine!
Whene’er you purge the vifual ray,
Sudden the landfcapes Fairer fhine,
And blander {miles the face of day :
Ev'n Chloe’s lips with brighter vermil glow,
And on her yonthful cheek the rofe-buds frefher blow,
VI
When Boreas founds his fierce alarms,
And all the grccn—cl:td nymphs are fled,
Oh! then Llie in Fancy’s arms
On fragrant May’s delicious bed :
And thro’ the fhade, flow-creeping from the dale,

Feel on my drowfy face the lilly-breathing gale.

22 VII. Or
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VIL
Or on the mountain’s airy height
Hear Winter call his howling train,
Chas’d by the Spring and Dryads light,
That now refume their blifsful reign :
While {fmiling Flora binds her Zephyr’s brows,
With ev’ry various flow’r that Nature’s lap beftows.
VIIL
More potent than the Sybil’s gold
That led ZAneas’ bold emprize,
When you, Calliope, unfold
Your lavrel branch, each phantom flies ! |
Slow cares with heavy wings beat the dull air,
And dread, and pale-ey’d grief, and pain and black defpair.
IX.
With you Elyfium’s happy bow’rs,

The manfions of the glorious dead,
I vifit oft, and cull the flow’rs

That rife{pontaneous to your tread ;
Such active virtue warms that pregnant earth,
And heav’n with kindlier hand affifts each genial birth.
X.
Here oft I wander thro’ the gloom,
While pendent fiuit the leaves among,
Gleams thro’ the fhade with golden bloom, L
Where lurk along the feather’d throng,
Whofe notes th? eternal {pring unceafing chear,
Nor leave in mournful filence half the drooping year.
XI. And
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XI.
And oft I view along the plain
With flow and folemn fteps proceed
Heroes and chiefs, an aweful train,
And high exalt the laurel’d head :
Submifs I honour ev’ry facred name,
Deep in the column grav’d of adamantine fame.
XII.
But ceafe, my Mufe, with tender wing
Unfledg’d, etherial flight to dare,
Stern Cato’s bold difcourfe to fing,
Or paint immortal Brutus® air;
May Britain ne’er the weight of flav’ry feel,
Ot bid 2 Brutus fhake for her his crimfon fteel !
XITI.
Lo! yonder negligently laid
Faft by the fiream’s impurpled fide,
Where through the thick-entangled fhade,
The radiant waves of ne&ar glide,
Each facred poet ftrikes his tuneful lyre,
And wakes the ravifh’d heart, and bids the foul afpire.
XI1V.
No more is hear’d the plaintive ftrain,
Or pleafing Melancholy’s fong,
Tibullus here Fm"gets his pain,
And joins the love-exulting throng ;
For Cupid flutters round with golden dart,
And fiercely twangs his bow at ev’ry rebel heart,

Pz XV. Thers
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XV.
There ftretch’d at eafe Anacreon gay;

And on his melting Lefbia’s breaft,

With eye half-rais’d Catullus lay,

And gaz’d himfelf to balmy reft :

While Venus® {elf thro’ all the am’rous greves

With kifles frefh-diftill’d fupply’d their conftant loves,

XVI.
Now Horace” hand the firing infpir'd,
My foul, impatient as he fung,
The Mufe unconquerable fir’d,

And heavenly accents {eiz’d my tongue ;
Then lock’d in admiration fweet I bow’d,
Confefs’d his potent art, nor could forbear alond, ?

XVII
Eai] glorious bard ! whofe high command,
A thoufand various ftrings obey,
While joins and mixes to thy hand

At once the bold and tender lay !

Nor mighty Homer down Parnaffus’ fteep,

Rolls the full tide of verfe fo clear, and yet fo deep,

XVIII,
O could I catch one ray divine
From thy intolerable blaze !

To pour firong lnftre on my line,

And my afpiring {fong to raife;
Y. aaping Aong 5

Then fhould the Mufe her choiceft influence (hed,

th eternal wreaths entwine my lofty head.

XIX. Then
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