Landesbibliothek Oldenburg

Digitalisierung von Drucken

A Collection Of Poems In Six Volumes. By Several Hands

Dodsley, Robert
London, 1758

Ode to Death. Translated from the French of the King of Prussia. By Dr.
Hawksworth.

urn:nbn:de:gbv:45:1-1957

Visual \\Llibrary



e

e e T

[ 138
VHI.

But why to them, Hygeia, why

Doft thou thy cordial drop deny
Who but for others live 3

Oh, goddefs, hear my pray’r, and grank

That thefe that health may never want,

Which they to others give.

ODE to DEA TH. Tranflated from th

By Dr. HAWKSW ORT H,

years, or days perhaps,

%7 ETafe

Or moments pafs with filent lapfe,

And time to me fhall be no more ;
No more the fun thefe eyes fhall view,
Earth o’er thefe limbs her duft fhall ftrew,
And life’s fantaftic dream be o’er.

Alas! I touch the dreadful brink,
From natare’s verge impell’d I fink,

And endlefs darknels wraps me round !
Yes, Death is ever at my hand, |
Falt by my bed he takes his fland,

And conftant at my board is found.

Eaﬂ;—u |
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Farth, air, and fire, and water, join
Againft this flecting life of mine,
And where for fuccour can I fly?
If art with flatt’ring wiles pretend
T fhield me like a guardian friend,
By Art, ere Nature bids, I die.

T fee this tyrant of the mind,
This ido! Flefh to duft confign’d,

Once call’d from duft by pow’r divine;
Its features change, ’tis pale, ’tis cold ——
Hence dreadful {peére ! to behold

Thy afped, is to make it mine.

And can T then with guilty pride,
Which fear nor fhame can quell or hide,
This flefh fiill pamper and adorn !
Thus viewing what I foon /fball be,
Can what I az demand the knee,
Or look on aught around with {corn ?

But then this fpark that warms, that guides,

That lives, that thinks, what fate betides ?
Can this be duft, a kneaded clod !

This yield to death! the {oul, the mind,

That mealures heav’n, and mounts the wind,
That knows at once itfelf and God ?

Great
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Great Caufe of all, above, below,
Who knows thee muft for ever know,
Immortal and divine !
Thy image on my {oul impreft,
Of endlefs being is the teft,
And bids Eternity be mine !

Tranfporting thought !—but am I fure
That endlefs life will joy fecure?
Joy’s only to the juft decreed!
The guilty wretch expiring, goes
Where vengeance endlefs life beftows,
That endlefs mis’ry may fucceed.

Great God, how aweful is the {cene !
‘A breath, a tranfient breath between ;
And can I jeft, andlaugh, and play!
T'o earth; alas! too firmly bound,
Trees deeply rooted m the ground,

Are fhiver’d when they’re torn away.

Vain joys, which envy’d greatnefs gains,

How do ye bind with filken chains,
Which afk Herculean firength to break !

How with new terrors have ye arm’d

‘The pow’r whofe {lighteft glance alarm’d,

How many deaths of one ye make !
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Vet, dumb with wonder, I behold
Man’s thoughtlefs race in error bold,
Forget or fcorn the fazus of death ;
With #be/e no projects coincide,
Nor vows, nor toils, nor hopes, 75y guide,
Each thinks he draws immortal breath.

TFach blind to fate’s approaching houry
Intrigues, or fights, for wealth, or pow’r,
And flumb’ring dangers dare provoke:
And he who tott’ring fcarce fuftains
A century’s age, plans future gains,
And feels an unexpeéed flroke.

Go on, unbridled defp’rate band,

Scorn rocks, gulphs, winds, fearch fea and land, :
And fpoil new worlds wherever found.

Seize, hafte to feize the glitt'rmg prizes

And fighs, and tears, and pray’rs defpife,
Nor fpare the temple’s holy ground. * =

They go, {ucceed, but look again,
The delp’rate hand you {feek in vain,
Now trod in duft the peafant’s {corn.
But who that fave their treafures fwell,
That heard th’ infatiate vow rebel,
Would e’er have thought them mortal born?
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See the world’s victor mount his car;
Blood marks his progrefs wide and fary
Sure he fhall reign while ages fly ;
No, vanifh’d like a morning cloud,
The hero was but juft allow’d
To fight, to conquer; and to die.

And is it true, I afk with dread,
That nations heap’d on nations bled
Beneath his chariot’s fervid wheel,
With trophies to adorn the {pot,
‘Where his pale corfe was left to rot,
And doom’d the hungry reptile’s meal ¥

Yes, Fortune weary’d with her play,
Her toy, this hero, cafts away,

And fcarce the form of man is feen 3
Awe chills my breaft, my eyes o’erflow,
Around my brows no rofes glow,

el aihe: fanereal oreen-]
The cyprefs mine, funereal green !

Yet in this hour of grief and fears,
When aweful Trath unveil’d appears,
Some pow’r unknown ufurps my breaft 5
Back to the world my thoughts are led,
My feet in Folly’s lab’rynth tread,
And fancy dreams that life is bleft.
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