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ODE. To INDEPENDENCY.

By Mr. M ASON.

L
TERE, on my native fhore reclin’d,
L While

A Silence rules this midnight hour,

Goppess.  On my mufing mind

eo
L“U.,

I woo

Defcend, propitious Power !
And bid thefe rufiling gales of grief fubfide:
Bid my calm’d foul with all thy influence fhine ;
As yon chaft Orb along this ample tide
Draws the
While the hufl’d breeze its laft weak whifper blows,
And lulls old HumgEr to his deep repofe,

. II.
Come to thy Viot’ry’s ardent pray’r,

long luftre of her filver line,

In all thy ‘graceful plainnefs dreft;

No knot confines thy waving hair,

No zone thy floating veft:
Unfullied Honor decks thine open brow,
And Candor brightensin thy modett eye
Thy blufh is warm Content’s mtherial ulov.-,
Thy {mile is Peace; th
Thou fcatter’{t bleflings mund with lavifh hand,
As Spriny with carelefs fragrance fills the land.

y {tep is Liberty :

e



[ 316 ]
III.
As now oer this lone beach I ftray 3 ]

Thy * fav’rite Swain oft ftole along, |

And artlefs wove his Doric lay,

Far from the bufy th

Thou heard’ft him, Goddefs, ftrile the tender ftring,
And badit

Strait thefe refponfive fhores forgot to ring,
£ o (=

s {foul with bolder paflions move :

s

- With Beauty’s praife

To loftier flights his daring Genius rofe,

or plaint of flighted Love ;

And ied the war, ’gainft thine, and Freedom’s foes.
..[‘l'r-
Pointed with Satire’s keeneft fteel, ]
The fhafts of Wit he darts around 3
Ev’n + mitred Dulnefs learns to feel,
And fhrinks beneath the wound.
In aweful poverty his honeft Mufe
Walks forth vindiftive thro’ a venal land :
In vain Corruption fheds her golden dews,
In vain Oppreflion lifts her iron hand ; '
He {corns them bath, and, arm’d with truth alone,
Bids Luft and Folly tremble on the throne.
V.
Behold, like him, immortal Maid,
The Mufes veftal fires I bring :
Here at thy feet the fparks I fpread ;
Propitious wave thy wing,
* dndreav Marvelly born at Kingflon upon Eull in the

year 16z0.
+ Parter, bifbop of Oxford




And fan them to that dazzling blaze of Song,

That glares tremendous on the Sons of Pride.

But, hark, methinks I hear her hallow’d tongue !

In diftant trills it echas o’er the tide ;
Now meets mine ear with warbles wildly free,

As fwells the Larl’s meridian ecftacy.

i~

VI,

¢ Fohd Youth! to MarvEry’s patriot fame,

¢¢ Thy hamble brealt muft ne’er afpire.

<

Vet nourith ftill the lambent flame 3

¢« Gtill ftrike thy blamelefs Lyre :
Led by the moral Moufe fecurely rove ;
And all the vernal fiveets thy vacant Youth

Can cull from bufy Fancy’s fairy grove,

¢ O hang their foliage round the fane of Truth:

To arts like thefe devote thy tuneful teil,
And meet its fair reward in D’Arcy’s fmile.”
VII.
< *Tis he, my Son, alone fhall chear

¢ Thy fick’ning foul ; at that fad hour.

:
¢ When o’er a much-lov’d Parent’s bier,
¢ Thy duteous Sorrows fhower :

At that fad hour, when all thy hopes decline ;

When pining Care leads on her p:t!licl train,

And {ees thee, like the weak, and widow’d Vi

Winding thy blafted tendrils o’er the plain,

At that fad hour {fhall D’Arcy lend his aid,

And raife with Friendfhip’s arm thy droop
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