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O! where the rofy-bofom’d Hours,
Fair VENUS’ train appear,
Difclofe the long-expecting flowers,
And wake the purple year !
T'he Attic warbler pours her throat,

Refponfive to the cuckow’s note,

B 2 The




4 OG- EPDT F,
The untaught harmony of fpring :
While, whifp’ring pleafure as they fly,

Cool Zephyrs thro’ the clear blue fky

Their gather’d fragrance fling.

Where'er the oak’s thick branches flretch
A broader browner fhade 3
Where’er the rude and mofs-grown beech

O’er-canopies the glades,

2

~ a bank

O’er-canopied with lufcious woodbine.

Shakefp, Midf. Night's Dream.

Befide




Befide fome water’s rufhy brink

With me the Mufe fhall fit, and think
(At eafe reclin’d 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 :
Yethark, how thro’ the peopled air
The bufy murmur glows !

The infe& youth are on the wing,

Eager to tafte the honied {pring,

B 3 : And




And float amid the liquid noon b
Some lightly o’er the current fkim,
Some fhew their gayly-gilded trim

Quick-glancing to the fun®.

To Contemplation’s fober eye
Such is the race of Man :
And they that creep, and they that fly,

Shall end where they began.

b * Nare per aflatem liquidam—""
Virgil. Georg. lib. iv.
—fposting with quick glance
Shew to the fun their waved coats drop'd with gold,
Miltor's Paradife Loft, book vii.
© While infects from the threfhold preach, &%,
M. Grern, inthe Grotto.
Lodfley’s Mijcellanies, ¥ol. Y. po 161,

Alike
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Alike the Bufy and the Gay

But flutter thro’ life’s little day.

In fortune’s varying colours dreft ¢
Brufl’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 fportive kind reply :

Poor moralift! and what art thou?

A folitary fly !

Thy Joys no glittering female meets,
No hive haft thou of hoarded {weets,

B‘+ NG




No painted plumage to difplay ;
On hafty wings thy youth is flown :
Thy fun is fet, thy fpring is gone—

We rolick, while *tis May.
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oN THE DEATH oF A

FAVOURITE CAT,

Drowned in a Tub of Gold Fifhes.
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Ox THE DEATH OF A

Fr A~V O U2REbaTal C oA
Drowned in a Tub of Gold Fifhes.

b & W AS on a lofty vafe's fide,
Where China’s gayeft arc had dy’d
The azure flowers, that blow;
Demureft of the tabby kind,
The penfive Sclima reciin’d,

(Gaz’d cn the lake belows

Her




12 ODE ON THE DEATH

Her confcious tail her joy declar’d 3

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

Her coat, that with the tortoile vies,

Her ears of jet, and emerald eyes,

She faw ; and purr’d applaufe,

3till had the gaz’d; but ’midft the tide

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

Their {fcaly armour’s Tyrian hue

Thro’ richeft purple to the view

Betray’d a golden gleam,

The
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OF A FAVOURITE CAT. 13

The haplefs Nymph with wonder faw :
A whifker firft and then 2 claw,

With many an ardent wifh,
She ftretch’d in vaih to reach the prize.
What female heart can gold defpife ?

What Cat’s averfe to fifh?

Prefumptuous Maid ! with looks intent

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

(Malignant Fate fat by, and {mil’d)

The flipp’ry verge her feet beguil'd,
She tumbled headlong in.

Eight
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Eight times emerging from the flood
She mew’d to ev’ry wat’ry God,

Some fpeedy aid to fend.

No Dolphin came, no Nereid ftire’d ;
Nor cruel Zom, nor Sufan heard,

A Fav'rite has no friend !

From hence, ye Beauties, undeceiv’d,

Know, one falfe flep is ne’er retriev’d,

And be with caution bold.

Not all, that tempts your wand’ring eyes

And heedlefs hearts, is lawful prize;

Notall, that glifters, gold.
ODE
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‘; 7 E diftant fpires, ye antique towers,

T hat crown the watry glade,

Where grateful Science {till. adores

Her HEnRY’s © holy Shade ;

® King Hexry the Sixth, Fonnder of the College.

(& And




I3 - "ODE ONA.DISTANT
And ye, that from the flately brow

Of Winbpsor’s heights th’ expanfe below

Of grove, of lawn, of mead furvey,

Whofe turf, whofe fhade, whofe flowers among
Wanders the hoary Thames a]bng

His filver-winding way,

Ah happy hills, ah pleafing fhade,
Ah fields belov’d in vain,
Where once my carelefs childhood ftray'd,
A fkranger yet to pain !

I feel the gales, that from ye blow,

A momentary blifs beftow,

As
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PROSPECT OF ETON COLLEGE. 19

As waving frefh their gladfome wing,
My weary foul they feem to footh,
And, f 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 grecn
The paths of pleaflure trace,
%W ho foremoft now delight to cleave

With pliant arm thy glafly wave ?

f And bees their honey redolent of fpring.

Dryder’s Fable on the Tyibag. Syflem.

C 2 The
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20 ODE ON A DISTANT

The captive lignet which enthrall ?
What idle progeny fucceed
To chafe the rolling circle’s fpeed,

Or urge the flying ball ?

While fome on earncft bufinefs bent
Their murm’ring labours ply
*Gainft graver hours, that bring conftraint
To fweeten liberty »
Some bold adventurers difdain
The limits of their little reign,
And unknown regions dare defery :
Brill as they run they look behind,
"They hear a voicein every wind,

And fhatch a fearful joy.,

—y ———



PROSPECT OF ETON COLLEGE. 21

Gay hope is theirs by fancy fed,
Lefs pleafing when pofleft ;
The tear forgot as foon as fhed,
The (unfhine of the breaft:
Theirs buxom health of rofy hue,
Wild wit, invention ever-new,
And lively chear of vigour born;
The thoughtlefs day, the eafy night,

The fpirits pure, the flumbers light,

That fly th’ approach of morn.

Alas, regardlefs of their doom,
The little viétims play !
No fenfe have they of ills to come,

Nor care beyond to-day.
C3 Yet




32 ODE ON A DISTANT

Vet fee how all around ’em wait

The Minifters of human fate,

. And black Misfortune’s baleful train,
Ah, fhew them where in ambuth ftand

% To feize their prey the murth’rous band !
i Ab, tell them, they are men !

Thefe fhall the fury Paffions tear,
The vulturs of the mind,

Difdainful Anger, pallid Fear,

HE And Shame that fculks behind 5

Or




PROSPECT OF ETON COLLEGE. 23

Or pineing Love fhall wafte their youth,
Or Jealoufy with rankling tooth,

That inly gnaws the fecret heart,

And Envy wan, and faded Care,
Grim-vifag’d comfortlefs Defpair,

And Sorrow’s piercing dart.

Ambition this fhall tempt to rife,
Then whirl the wretch from high,
To bitter Scorn a facrifice,
And grinning Infamy,
The ftings of Falfhood thofe fhall try,
And hard Unkindnefs’ alter’d eye,

C 4 That




24 ODE ON A DISTANT

That mocks_the teas it forc’d to flow;

And keen Remorfe with blood defil’d,

And moody Madnefs ¢ laughing wild

Amid feyereft woe,

Lo, -in the vale of years beneath

& A griefly troop are {een,
The painful family of Death,
More hideous than. their Queen :

This racks the joints, this fires the veins,

I'hat every labouring finew ftrains,

h_,___“-__%__h*‘———-——__________‘
¥ — Madnefs laughing in his ireful mood,

Dryden’s Fably of Palamon and 4 cite,

Thofe




PROSPECT OF ETON COLLEGE. 25

Thofe in the deeper vitals rage :
Lo, Poverty, to fill the band,
That numbs the foul with icy hand,

And flow-confuming Age,

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 forrow never comes too late,
And happinefs too {wiftly flies.

Thought would deftroy their paradife.

No more ; where ignorance is blifs,

*Tis folly to be wile.
HY MN
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D AUGHTER of Jove, relentlefs Power,
Thou tamer of the human breaft,
Whofe iron fcourge and tort’ring hour,

The Bad affright, afflict the Beft !
Bound




30 HYMN TO ADVERSITY,

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.

:' 1 j When firfk thy Sire to fend on earth

ST R

Virtue, his darling Child, defign’d,
To thee he gave the heav’nly Birth,
And bade to form her infant mind.

Stern rugeed Nurfe 4 thy rigid Jore

With patience many a year fhe bore -
What forrow was, thou bad’ft her know,

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

Scar’d




HYMN TO ADVERSITY.

Scar'd 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 Foes

By vain Profperity receiv'd,

To her they vow their truth, and are again believ’d.

Wifdom in fable garb array’d
Immers’d in rapt’rous thought profound,
And Melancholy, filent maid,

With leaden eye, that loves the ground,

3t
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32 HYMN To ADVERSITY:

Still on thy folemn fteps attend ;-
Warm Charity, the gen’ral Friend,
With Juftice to herfelf fevere,

And Pity, dropping foft the {adly-pleafing tear,

Obh, gently on thy Suppliant’s head,

Dread Goddefs, lay thy chaft’ning hand !
Not in thy Gorgon terrors clad,

Nor circled with the vengeful Band

(As by the Impious thou art feen)

With thund’ring voice, and threat’ning mien,
With fereaming Horror’s funeral cry,

Defpair, and fel] Difeale, and ghaftly Poverty.

S —
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HYMN TO ADVERSITY. 33

Thy form benign, oh Goddefs, wear,
Thy milder influence impart,

Thy philofophic Train be there

To foften, not to wound my heart.
The gen’rous fpark extinét revive.
Teach me to love and to forgive,
Exact my own defects to fcan,

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

A PINDARIC ODE
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ADVERTISEMENT,

When the Author firft publifhed this and the fol-
lowing Ode, he was advifed, even by his Friends,
to fubjoin fome few explanatory Notes ; but had

too much refpect for the underftanding of his

ake that liberty.
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T HE
PROGRESS of POESY.
A PINDARIC ODE
i
h W AKE, Aolian lyre, awake,
And give to raptureall thy trembling ftrings.
From Helicon’s harmonious fprings

A thoufand rills their mazy progrefs take :

The

A Awake, myglory + awake, lute and harp.
Dawid’s Pfa/ms.

Pindar ftyles his own poetry with its mufical aCCme'lT]ymLu‘

Alonfly oy Abhidey yopdals Aloniduy ot dulem ZEolian {on
ZEolian firings, the breath of the Alolian flute,

D3 The




38 THE PROGRESS OF POESY.
[ The laughing flowers, that round them blow,
Drink life and fragrance as they flow.
Now the rich ftream of mufic winds along,
» majeftic, fmooth, and ftrong,
Thro’ verdant vales, and Ceres’ golden reign :
Now rowling down the fieep amain,
: Headlong, impetuous, fee it pour :

i The rocks, and nodding groves rebellow to the roar.

rious rces of poetry, which gives life and luftre to all it touches,

here defcribed 5 its

iet majeftic progrefs enriching every fubject

K& {otherwife dry and barren) with a pomp of diftion and luxuriant hay-
[l 3y

rumbers ; and its more rapid and irrefiftible courfe,




APINDARIC ODE. 39

e

i Oh! Sovereign of the willing foul,
Parent of fweet and folemn-breathing airs,
Enchantipg thell I the {ullen Cares,
And frantic Paffions, hear thy foft controul,
On Thracia’s hills the Lord of War
Has curb’d the fury of his car,
And drop’d his thirfty lance at thy command.

e :
k Perching on the fcept'red hand

Alies of the

Pindar,

e G
in the lame

< 2 weak imitation of fome incomparable |

D 4

~
i




40 THE PROGRESS OF POESY.

Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feather’d king
With ruffled plumes, and flagging wing :

Quench’d in dark clouds of flumber lie

The terror of his beak, and light’ning of his eye.

Lea.
! Thee the voice, the dance, obey,
Temper’d to thy warbled lay,
O’er Idalia’s velvet-green
The rofy-crowned Loves are feen.,
On Cytherea’s day
With anti¢ fports, and blue-eyed Pleafures,

Frifking light in frolic meafures ;
{ = = ?

 Power of harmony to produce all the graces of motion in the body.

Now




A PINDARIC ODE. AT

Now purfuing, now retreating,

Now in circling Troops they meet:

To brifk notes in cadence beating

m Glance their many-twinkling feet.

Slow melting ftrains their Queen’s approach declare :
Where’er fhe turns, the Graces homage pay.

With arms fublime, that float upon the air,

In gliding ftate fhe wins her eafly way :

O’er her warm check, and rifing bofom, move

a The bloom of young Defire, and purple light of Love.

i e ik T Homer, Od. 6.

B [ER
Actpemel

Praynicuus, apud Athenzum.

It

Tazeino ]




42 THE PROGRESS OF POESY.

16 LERE !
® Man’s feeble race what Ills awai &
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 Song, difprove,
And juftify the laws of Jove.
Say, has he giv’n in vain the heav’nly Mufe ?
Night, and all her fickly dews,
Her Speéires wan, and Birds of boding cry.

He gives to range the dreary fky :

o.r

To compenfate the real and imaginary ills of life the Muofe was
“ < 7 £

given to Mankind by the fame Providence that fends the Day by its

chearful prefence to difpel the gloom and terrors of the Night,

Tl




A PINDARIC ODE. 43

» *Till down the eaftern cliffs afar

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

22,
q In climes beyond the folar * road,
Where fhaggy forms o’er ice-built mountains roam,
The Mufe has broke the twilight-gloom

To chear the fhivring Native’s dull abode.

? Or feen the Morning’s well-appointed Star
Come marching up the eaftern hills afar. Ceawley.

4 Extenfive influence of poetic Genius over the remoteft and moft

uncivilized nations : its connedtion with liberty, and the virtues that

naturally attend on it. [See the Erfe, Norwegian, and Welih Frag-
ments, the Lapland and American fongs. ]

t < Extra anni {olifque vias—"

¢ Tutta lontana dal camin del fole.” Petrarch, Can




4¢- THE PROGRESS OF POESY.

And oft, beneath the od’rous fhade

Of Chili’s boundlefs forefts laid,

She deigns to hear the favage Youth repeat

In loofe numbers wildly fweet

‘Their feather-cinGur’d Chiefs, and dufky Loves. |

o

ST

Her track, where’er the Goddefs roves,

Glory purfue, and generous Shames

73 Tk’ unconquerable Mind, and Freedom’s holy flame.

' it - B 3
* Woods, that wave o’er Delphi’s fteep,

Iles, that crown th’ fEgean deep,

Fields,

—— s e

® Progrefs of Poetry from Greece to Italy, and from Italy to Eng-
land. Chaucer was not unacquainted with the writings of Dante or

of




A PINDARIC ODE. 45

Fields, that cool Iliffus laves,

Or where Mzander’s amber waves
In lingering Lab’rinths creep,

How do your tuneful Echos languifh
Mute, but to the voice of Anguifh?
Where each old poetic Mountain
Infpiration breath’d around :

Ev’ry fhade and hallow’d Fountain

Murmur’d deep a folemn found :

of Petrarch, The Earl of Surrey and Sir Tho. Wyatt had travelled in
Ttaly, and formed their tafte there; Spenfer imitated the Jtalian wri-
ters; Milton improved on them : but this School expired foon after

the Reftoration, and 2 new one arofe on the French model, which has
fubfifted ever fince,

Till




46 THE PROGRESS OF POESY.,

Till the fad Nine in Greece’s evil hour
Left their Parnaflus for the Latian plains,
Alike they fcorn the pomp of tyrant-Power,
And coward Vice, that revels in her chains,
When Latium had her lofty fpirit loft,
They fought, oh Albion! next thy fea-encircled coaft.
Iy

Far {from the fun and fummer-gale,
In thy green lap was Nature's Darling laid,
What time, where lucid Avon {tray’d,
To Him the mighty Mother did unveil
Her aweful face: The dauntlefs Child

Stretch’d forth his little arms, and fmil’d,
Y

B e g

t Shake fpear.




A PINDARIC ODE. 47

This pencil take (fhe faid) whofe colours clear
Richly paint the vernal year :

Thine too thefe golden keys, immortal Boy !
This can unlock the gates of Joy 3

Of Horror that, and thrilling Fears,

Or ope the facred fource of fympathetic Tears.

TEL = 2
Nor fecond He", that rode fublime
Upon the feraph-wings of Ixtafy,
The fecrets of th’ Abyfs to {py.

» He pafs’d the laming bounds of Place and Time:

® Milton.
Lucretius.

‘The

w ¢ — flammantia meenia mundi,”




48 THE PROGRESS OF POESY.

= The living Throne, the faphire-blaze,
Where Angels tremble, while they gaze,

He faw ; but, blafted with excefs of light,

¥ Clos’d his eyes in endlefs night.

Behold, where Dryden’s lefs prefumptuous car,
Wide o’er the fields of Glory bear

= T'wo Courfers of ethereal race,

2 With necks in thundercloath’d, and long-refounding

pace.

= For the fpirit of the living creature was in the wheels—And above

the firmament, that was over their heads, was the likenefs of a

throne, as the appearance of a faphire-ftone.—This was the appearance

of theglory of the Lord. Ezekiel 1, 2.0, 26, 28.

Homer, Ob,

Fob

I1L.

2.
]
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A PINDARIC ODE. 49

I1L; oi3:
Hark, his hands the Iyre explore !
Bright-ey’d Fancy hovering oer
Scatters from her pictur’d urn
® Thoughts, that breathe, and words,that burn,
¢ But ah! ’tis heard no more—
Oh! Lyre divine, what daring Spirit

Wakes theenow? tho’ he inherit

b Words; that weep, and tears, that fpeak. Cozvley.

© We have had in our language no other odes of the {ublime kind,
than that of Dryden on St. Cecilia’s day: for Cowley (who had his
merit) yet wanted judgement, ftyle, and harmony, for fuch a t2fk,
That of Pope is not worthy of fo greata man. Mr. Mafon indeed of
late days has touched the true chords, and with a maflerly hand, in
fume of his Chorufes,—above all in the laft of Caraflacus,

Hak! heard ye not yon footitep dreadt &e.

E Ner




50 THE PROGRESS OF POESY,

Nor the pride, nor ample pinion,

¢ That the Theban Eagle bear

Sailing with fupreme dominion

Thro’ the azure deep of air:

Yet oft before his infant eyes would run

Such Forms, as glitter in the Mufe’s ray
With orient hues, unborrow’d of the Sun :
Yet fhall he mount, and keep his diftant way
Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate,

Beneath the Good how far—but far above the Great,

gigee Iiiae  Olymp. 2, Pindar compares himfelf to
that bird, and his enemies to ravens that croak and clamour in vain
below, while it purfuesits flight, regardlefs of their noife.

THE
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A PINDARIC ODE.
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ADVERTISEMENT.

The following Ode is founded on a T'radition current

in Wales, that EDWARD tuE First, when

he compleated the conqueft of that country, order-
ed all the Bards, that fell into his hands, to be put

to death.
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THE

B A R D.

A PINDARIC ODE.

1

UIN feize thee, ruthlefs King!
< Confufion on thy banners wait,
¢ Tho® fann’d by Conqueft’s crimfon wing

¢ They mock the air with idle ftate.

© Mocking the air with colours idly {pread-
Shakeft

E3
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54 It H SR AR R - D,

¢ Helm, nor f Hauberk’s twifted mail,

¢ Nor e’en thy virtues, Tyrant, fhall avail

¢ To fave thy fecret foul from nightly fears,

¢ From Cambria’s curfe, from Cambria’s tears !’
Such were the founds, that o’er the ¢ crefted pride
Of the firft Edward fcatter’d wild difmay,

As down the fteep of " Snowdon’s fhaggy fide

He wound with toilfome march hislong array,

Stout

* The Haubetk was a textire of fteel ringlets, or rings interwoven,
forming a coat of mail, that fat clofe to the body, and adapted itfelf

to every m la

E — The cr

der’s pride. Diyden's Indian

sczvden was a name given by the Saxons to that mountainous
which the Welh themfelves call Craigian-eryri: it included

all




A PINDARIC ODE. 55

Stout i Glo’fer ftood aghaft in fpeechlefs trance:

Toarms! cried ¥ Mortimer,and couch’d hisquiv’ring

[lance.

all the highlands of Caernarvonthire and Merionethfhire, as far ealt as
the river Canway. R. Hygden, fpeaking of the caftle of Conway built
by King Edward the firft, fays, ¢ Ad ortum amnis Conway ad clivum
¢ montis Erery;” and Matthew of Weftminfter, (ad ann. 1283;)
 Apud Aberconway ad pedes montis Snowdoniz fecit erigi caftrum

X :“\lrtU-.'

1 Gilbert de Clare, furnamed the Red, Earl of Gloucefter and Hert-
ford, fon-in-law to King Edward.

X Edmond de Mortimer, Lord of Wigmore,

They both were Lords-

Marchers, whofe lands lay on the borders of

Wales, and probably accompanied the King in this expedition.




On a rock, whofe haughty brow
Frowns o’er old Conway’s foaming flood,
Rob’d in the fable garb of woe,

With haggard eyes the Poet ftood ;

(* Loof¢ his beard, and hoary hair

™ Stream’d, like a meteor, to the troubled air)

And with a Mafter’s hand, and Prophet’s fire,

Struck the deep forrows of his lyre,

1 The image was taken from a well-known pi€ture of Rapha¢l, re-

prefenting the Supreme Being in the vifion of Ezekiel: there are tio

f
| J of thefe paintings (both believed original), one at Florence, the other
" at Paris, If
™ Shone, like 2 meteor, fireamingto the wind.

Milton’s Paradife Loff.

¢ Hark,
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¢ Hark, how each giant-oak, and defert cave,
¢ Sighs to the torrent’s aweful voice beneath !
¢« O’r thee, oh King! their bundred arms they wave,
¢ Revenge on thecin hoarfer murmurs breathe;
¢ Vocal no more, fince Cambria’s fatal day,
teo 1‘11gh-born Hoel’s barp, or foft Llewellyn’slay.
Liiige
¢ Cold is Cadwallo’s tongue,
¢ That hufh’d the ftormy main :
¢ Brave Urien {leeps upon his craggy bed :
Mountains, ye mourn in vain
¢ Modred, whofe magic fong

¢ Made huge Plinlimmon bow his cloud-top’d head.

¢ On




58 T Bl 2B A wRD).

¢ On dreary Arvon’s fhore they lie,
¢ Smear’d with gore, and ghattly pale :
¢ Far, far aloof th’ affrighted ravens {ail 5

¢ The famifh’d ° Eagle fcreams, and pafles by.

" The fhores of Caernarvonthire oppofite to the ifle of Anglefey.

° Camden and others obferve, that eagles ufed annually to build
their aerie among the rocks of Snowdon, which from thence

(as fome
think} were named by the Welch Craigiarn

-eryriy or the crags of the
eagles. Atthisday (I am told) the higheft point of Snowdon is called
the eagle’s peff.  That bird is certainly no firanger to this ifland, as the
Scots, and the people of Cumberland, Weftmoreland, &¢. can teftify :
it even has built its neftin the Peak of Derbyihire, [See Willoughby’s
Oraithol. publifhed by Ray. ]

¢ Dear
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¢ Dear loft companions of my tuneful art,

¢ » Dear, as the light that vifits thefe fad eyes,

¢ Dear, as the ruddy drops that warm my heart,
¢ Ye died amidft your dying country’s cries—

¢ No more I weep. ‘They do nof fleep.

¢ On yonder cliffs, a grielly band,

¢ T fee them fit, they linger yet,

¢ Avengers of their native land :

¢ With me in dreadful harmony they join,

¢ And 1 weave with bloody hands the tiffue of thy line.”

o

As dear to me asare the ruddy drops,
That vific my fad heart— Shake[p. Ful. Cefar.

9 Sge the Norwegian Ode, that followse

0§ G &
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0T

¢ Weave the warp, and weave the woof,
“ TFhe winding-fheet of Edward’s race.
¢ Give ample room, and verge enough
¢ The chara@ers of hell to trace.
¢ Mark the year, and mark the night,
e f‘\"\fhm? Severn fhall re-echo with affright
¢ The thricks of death, thro’Berkley’s roofs that ring ;

¢ Shrieks of an agonizing King!

e

* Edward the Second, eruelly butchered in Berkley-Caiile,

¢ She-Wolf
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¢t 5 She-Wolf of France, with unrelenting fangs,

¢ That tear’ft the bowels of thy mangled Mate,

¢t t From thee be born, who o’er thy country hangs

¢ Thefcourgeof Heay’n. What Terrorsround him wait |
¢ Amazement in his van, with Flight combin’d;

¢ And Sorrow’s faded form, and Solitude behind.

f ke
« Mighty Vitor, mighty Lord,
< « Low on his funeral couch he lies !
¢¢ No pitying heart, no eye, afford

¢« A tear to grace his obfequies.

¥ Ifubel of France, Edward the Second’s adulterous Queen,
t Triumphs of Edward the Third in France,
% Death of that King, abandoned by his Children, and even robbed

in his laft moments by his Courtiers and his Mift
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¢¢ Is the fable ¥ Warriour fled ?
“ Thy fon is gone. He refts among the Dead.
¢ The Swarm, that in thy noon-tide beam were born?

““ Gone to falute the rifing Morn.
¢ Fair * Jaughs the Morn, and foft the Zepyhr blows,

¢¢ While proudly riding o’er the azure realm

¢ In gallant trim the gilded Veflel goes ;

“ Youth on the prow, and Pleafure at the helm ;

¢ Regardlef(s of the fweeping Whirlwind’s fway,

¢ That,hufh’d in grimrepofe, expects his evening-prey.

¥ Edward the Black Prince, dead fome time before his Father,

* Magnificence of Richard the Second’s reign, See Froiffard, and /

other contemporary Wi

Flii3;
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1. 3.
<t v Fill high the fparkling bowl.
<¢ The rich repaft prepare,
¢¢ Reft of a crown, he yet may fhare the feaft :
¢¢ Clofe by the regal chair
¢¢ Fell Thirft and Famine fcowl

< A baleful fmile upon their baffled Gueft.

¥ Richard the Second (as we are told by Archbifhop Scroop and the
confederate Lords.in their manifefto, by Thomas of Walfingham, and
all the older Writers) was ftarved to death, The ftory of his afiaflina~
tion by Sir Piers of Exon, is of much later date.

¢¢ Heard
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¢ Heard ye the din of = battle bray,

¢¢ Lance to lance, and herfe to horfe !

¢ Long Years of havock urge their deftin’d courfe,
¢¢ And thro’ the kindred fquadrons mow their way.
¢ Ye Towers of Julius?, London’s lafting thame,
¢ With many a foul and midnight murther fed,

¢ Revere his ® Confort’s faith, his Father’s ¢ fame,

¢ And fpare the meek ¢ Ufurper’s holy head,

z Ruinous civil wars of York and Lancafter.

2 Henry the Sixth, George Duke of Clarence, Edward the Fifth,
Richard Duke of York, &¢ believed to be murthered fecretly in the
Tower of London. The oldeft part of that ftructureis vulgarly attri-
buted to Julius Caefar,

b

a woman of heroic fpirit, who ftrugeled hard

her Crown,

h very necar being canonized, The line of Lancafler

f inheritance to the Crown,

Above
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<« Above, below, the€ rofe of fnow,

¢« Twin’d with her blufhing foe we fpread :

¢t The briftled f Boar in infant-gore

¢« Wallows beneath the thorny fhade.

s Now, Brothers, bending o’er th’ accurfed loom,

¢« Stamp we our vengeance deep, and ratify his doom.

€ The white and red rofes, devices of Yotk and Lancafter.

f The filver Boar was the badge of Richard the Third ; whence he

was ufually known in his own time by the name of the Boar.
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I, 1,
¢ Edward, lo ! to fudden fate
¢ (Weave we the woof. = The thread is fpun. )
¢ & Half of thy heart we confecrate.
¢ (The web is wove. The work is done, )"
¢ Stay, oh ftay ! nor thus forlorn

¢ Leave me unblefs’d, unpitied, here to mourn :

& Eleanor of Caftile dieda few years dfter the conqueft of Wales,
The heroic proof the gave of her affection for her Lord is well known.
The monuments of his regret, and forrow for the lofs of her, are f1ilk

n, Waltham, and other

to be feen, at Northampton, Geddingt

places,
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< In yon bright track, that fires the weftern fkies,

¢ They melt, they vanifh from my eyes.

¢ But oh | what folemn fcenes on Snowdon’s height
s Defcending flow their glitt'ring {kirts unroll ?

¢ Vifions of glory, fpare my aching fight,

< Ye unborn Ages, crowd not on my foul !

¢ No more our long-loft * Arthur we bewail.

< All-hail, i ye genuine Kings, Britannia’s Iffue, haill

& Tt was the common belicf of the Welfh nation, that King Arthur
was ftill alive in Fairy-Land, and fhould return again to reign over

Britain,

Both Merlin and Talieffin had prophefied, that the Welh fhould
regain their fovereignty over this ifland 3 which feemed to be accom-
plifhed in the Houfe of Tudor.

F 2 11l 2.
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III. 2.
¢ Girt with many a Baron bold
¢ Sublime their ftarry fronts they rear ;
¢ And gorgeous Dames, and Statefmen old
¢ In bearded majefty, appear.
¢ In the midft a Form divine ! '

¢ Her eye proclaims her of the Briton-Line 3

¢ Her lion-port ¥, her awe-commandino face
P 3 o >

¢ Attemper’d (weet to virgin-grace.

* Speed, relating an audience given by Queen Elizabeth ro Paul
Dzialinfki, Ambafladour of Poland, fays, ¢ And thus the, lion-like

¢ rifing, daunted the malapert Orator no lefs with her Rately port and
(4

g S st

majeftical deporture, than with the tartnefle of her princelie
¢ checkes,

e

8. ¢ What

L

CES L g
g
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¢« What ftrings fymphonious tremble in the air,

¢ What ftrains of vocal tranfport round her play ;
¢ Hear from the grave, great Talieflin!, hear;

¢ They breathe a foul to animate thy clay,

¢ Bright Rapture calls, and foaring, as fhe fings,

« Waves in the eye of Heav’n her many-colour’d wings.

1 Talieflin, Chief of the Bards, flourithed in the VIth Century.
His worlks are ftill preferved, and his memory held in high veneration

among his countrymen.

32 Hl= =g,
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¢ The verfe adorn again

¢ ™ Fierce War, and faithful Love,

¢ And Truth fevere, by fairy FiGtion dreft.

¢ In " bufkin’d meafures move

¢ Pale Grief, and pleafing Pain,

¢ With Horror, Tyrant of the throbbing breaft

°

¢ A ° Voice, as of the Cherub-Choir,
¢ Gales from blooming Eden bear ;

¢? And diftant warblings leflen on my ear,

¢ That loft in long futurity expire.

™ Fierce wars and faithful loves fhall moralize my fong,

sfer's Proéme to the Fairy Rueen,

" Shakefpear, !
® Milton,

® The fuccefiion of Pocts afier Milton®

* time,
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¢ Fond impiousMan,think’ﬂthou,yon fariguine cloud,
& Rais’d by thy breath, has quench’d the Orb of day ?

¢ Té.morrow he repairs the golden flood,

¢ And warms the nations with redoubled ray-

¢ Enough forme: With joy I fee

¢ The different doom our Fates aflign.

¢ Be thine Defpair, and fcept'red Care;

¢« To triumph, and to die, are mine.’

He fpoke, and headlong from the mountain’s height

Deep in the roaring tide he plung’d to endlefs night.

F 4 THE
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FATAL SISTERS.]

AN ODE,

(From the NorsE-TONGUE,)

IN THE

ORCADES of TuHorMoDpUS TORFAEUS ;
Harniz, 1697, Folio: and alfo in

BAarTHOLINUS.

VITT ER ORPIT FYRIR VALFALLI, &c,
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ADVERTISEMENT.

The Author once had thoughts (in concert with a
Friend) of giving the Hiflory of Englifh Poetry
In the Introductian to it he meant to have produced
fome fpecimens of the Style that reigned in ancient
times among the neighbouring nations, or thofe
who had fubdued the greater part of this Ifland,
and were our Progenitors; the following three
Imitations made a part of them. He has long
fince drop’d his defign, efpecially after he had
heard, that it was already in the hands of a Perfon
well qualified to do it juftice, both by his tafte,

and his refearches into antiquity.

T
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IN the Eleventh Century Sigurd, Earl of the

Orkney-Iflands, went with a fleet of fhips and a
confiderable body of troops into Ireland, to the affift-
ance of Sifryg with the filken beard, who was then
making war on his father-in-law Brian, King of
Dublin: the Earl and all his forces were cut to
pieces, and Siffryg was in danger of a total defeat;
but the enemy had a greater lofs by the death of
Brian, their King, who fell in the action. On
Chriftmas day, (the day of the battle,) a Native of

Caithnefs
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Caithnefs in Scotland faw at a diftance a number of
perfons on horfeback riding full fpeed towards a hill,
and feeming to enter into it. Curiofity led him to
follow them, till looking through an opening in the
rocks he faw twelve gigantic figures refembling wo-

men : they were all employed about a loom; and as

they wove, they fung the following dreadful Seng ;

which when they had finithed, they tore the web into
twelve pieces, and (each taking her portion) gal-

loped Six to the North and as many to the South,
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B AL &L SESTE RS
AN ODE,

QW the ftorm begins to lower,

(Hafte, theloom of Hell prepare, )

1 Jron-fleet of arrowy fhower

r Hurtles in the darken’d air.

Note—The Valkyriur were female Divinities, Servants of Odin (or

Weden) in the Gothic mythology. Their name fignifics Chufers of the
They were mounted on {wift horfes, with drawn fwords in
d'in the throng of battle felected fuch as were deftined
the hall of Odin, or pa-

Jlain.
their hadds ; an
to flaughter, and conduéted them to Valkalla,
radife of the Brave; where they nt:cndcd—the banquet, and ferved the
departed Heroes with horns of mead and ale.
4 How quick they wheel’d 5 and flying, behind them fhot
Sharp fleet of arrowy fhower— Milton's Paradife Regained.

¥ The noife of battle hurtled in the aird Skakefpear’s Ful. Cafar.

3 Glitt’ring
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Glitt’ring lances are the loom,

Where the dufky warp we {train,
; i Woeaving many a Soldier’s doom,
’ Orkney’s woe, and Randuer’s bane.
J : q See the griefly texture grow,
(’T'is of human entrails made,)
‘ f And the weights, that play below,
I\i 1l Each a gafping Warriour’s head,
‘A i Shafis for fhuttles, dipt in gore,
e |
ﬁ : : Shoot the trembling cords along.
»; qi Sword, that once a Monarch bore,
Keep the tiffue clofe and ftrong. {
i : Mifla :
> |
: B




Mifla black, terrific Maid,
Sangrida, and Hilda fee,
L Join the wayward work to aid :

*Tis the woof of victory.

Ere the ruddy fun be fet,

Pikes muft fhiver, javelins fing,

Blade with clattering buckler meet,

Hauberk crafth, and helmet ring.

(Weave the crimfon web of war)
Let us go, and let us fly,

Where our Friends the confli¢t fhare,

Where they trinmph, where they. die.

G As
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As the paths of fate we tread,

Wading thro’ th’ enfanguin’d field :
Gondula, and Geira, fpread a

O’er the youthful King your fhield.

We the reins to flaughter give, I

Ours to kill, and ours to fpare:

Spite of danger he fhall live.

":; 'l | (Weave the crimfon web of war.) \1

| They, whom once the defart-beach: F’*
'_l } : Pent within its bleak domain,

! . Soon their ample {way fhall ftretch

O’er the plenty of the plain,

Low




A N G D& RS 83

Low the dauntlefs Earl is laid,
Gor'd with many a gaping wound :
Fate demands a nobler head ;

Soon a King fhall bite the ground.

Long his lofs fhall Eirin weep,
Ne'er again his likenels fee;
Long her ftrains in forrow fteep,

Strains of Tmmortality !

Horror covers all the heath,
Clouds of carnage blot the fun.
Sifters, weave the web of death;

Sifters, ceafe, the work is done.
G 2 Hal




THE FATQT KL SESTER S,

Hail the tafk, and hail the hands !
Songs of joy and triumph fing !
Joy tothe victorious bands ;

Triumph: to the younger King,.

Mortal, thou that hear’ft the tale, -

Learn the tenour of our fong.

il Scotland, thro’ each winding vale \
| .

Far and wide the notes prolong. |

t i | Sifters, hence with [purs of fpeed : ‘

Each her thundering fauichion wield 3
, Each befiride her fable fteed.
I

Hurry, burry to the field,

g MEE S




T HE
DESCE NE of O DIN.
AN ODE,

(From the NoRrsE-TONGUE,)

IN

BARTHOLINUS, de caufis contemnendse mortis ;3

Harwiz, 1689, Quarto.

Uprgis ODINN ALLDA GAUTR, &C.
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D.ESCENT of ODIN.

A N O D E

Uprofc the King of Men with {peed,

And faddled firait his coal-black fteed 3

Down the yawning fteep he rode,

That leads to s HELA’s drear abode,

— e

& Niflbeimr, the hell of the Gothic nations, confifted of nine worlds,
to which were devoted all fuch as died of ficknefs, old-age, or by any
other means than in batdle: Over it prefided HETA, the Goddefs of

Death.
G 4 Him




88 THE DESCENT OF ODIN,

Him the Dog of Darknefs fpied,

His fhaggy throat he open’d wide,

While from his jaws, “with carnage fill’d,
Foam and human gore diftill’d ;

H-oar."e he bays with hideous din,

Eyes that glow, and fangs that grin ;
And long purfues, with fruitlefs yell,
The Father of the powerful fpell.
Onward fill his way he takes,

(The groaning earth beneath him fhakes, )

e

il full before his fearlefs eyes

“The portals nine of hell arife.

Right againft the eaftern gate,

By the mofs-grown pile he fate ;
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Where long of yoreto fleep was laid
The duft of the prophetic Maid,

Facing to the northern clime,

Thrice he trac’d the runic rhyme;
Thrice pronounc’d, in accents dread,
The thrilling verfe that wakes the Dead ;
Till from out the hollow ground

Slowly breath’d a fullen found.

Pr. What call unknown, what charms prefume
To break the quiet of the tomb?

Who thus affli&ts my troubled {prite,

And drags me from the realms of night?

Lonz




. Thou the deeds of light fhalt know ;
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Long on thefe mould’ring bones have beat
‘The winter’s fnow, the fummer’s heat,
The drenching dews, and driving rain |
Let me, let me fleep again.

Who is he, with voice unbleft,

That calls me from the bed of reft?

O. A Traveller, to thee unknown,

Is he that calls, a2 Warrior’s Son.

Tell me what is done below,
For whom yon glittring board is fpread,
Bt

refl for whom yon golden bed.

A ine
» Mantling
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Pr. Mantling in the goblet fee
The pure bev’rage of the bee,
O’er it hangs the fhield of gold;
*Tis the drink of Balder bold 2
Balder’s head to death is giv'n.
Pain can reach the Sons of Heav'n!
Unwilling I my lips unclofe:

'Leave me, leave me to repofe.

O. Once again my call obey.
Prophetefs, arife, and fay,

'What dangers Odin’s Child await,

Who the Author of his fate,
Pr. In
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Pr. In Huder’s hand the Heroe’s doom :
His Brother fends him to the tomb.
Now my weary lips Lclofe :

Leave me, leave me torepofe,

O. Prophetefs, my fpell obey,
Once again arife, and fay,
Who th’ Avenger of his guilt,

By whom fhall Hader's blood be fpilt.

Pr. In the caverns of the wefl,
By Odin’s fierce embrace compreft,

A wond’rous Boy thall Rinda bear,

Who ne’er fhall comb his raven-hair,

Nor
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Nor wafh his vifage in the ftream,

Nor fee the fun’s departing beam

Till he on Hoder’s corfe fhall fmile
Flaming on the fun’ral pile.

Now my weary lips I clofe

Leave me, leave me to'repoic.

O. Yet a-while my call abey-
Prophetefs, awake, and fay,
What Virgins thefe,’ in {peechlels woe,
That bend to earth their {olemn brow,

That their flaxen trefles tear,

And fnowy veils, thatfloat in air.
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Tell me whence their forrows rofe ;

Then I leave thee to repofe.

Pr. Ha! no Traveller art thou,
King of Men, I know thee now,

Mightieft of a mighty line —

O, No boding Maid of fkill divine
Art thou, nor Prophetefs of good ;

But mother of the giant-brood !

Pr. Hie thee hence, and boaft at home,

That never fhall Enquirer come
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To break my iron-fleep again ;
Till * Lo# has burft his tenfold chain.
Never, till fubftantial Night
Has reaflum’d her ancient right;
Till wrap’d in flames, in ruin hurl’d,

Sinks the fabric of the world.

® 7ok is the Evil Being, who continues in chains till the Taoi’ight of
the Gods approaches, when he fhall break his bonds ; the human race,
the ftars, and fun, fhall difappear; the earth fink in the feas, and fire
confume the fkies: even ©din himfelf and his kindred-deities fhall
perith. For a farther explanation of this mythology, fee Mallet’s In~
trodution to the Hiftory of Denmark, 1755, Quarto.

- a. —

THE







TRIUMPHS of OWEN.

A FRAGMENT.

F R O M

Mr. Evans’s Specimens of the Welfh Poetry :
Lonpox, 1764, Quarte.







ADVERTISEMENT.

Owen fucceeded his Father GriFrFIN in the
Principality of NorRTH-W ALES, A. D. 1120.

This battle was fought near forty Years after-

wards.
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T HE

TRIUMPHS of OWEN.

A FRAGMENT.

W EN’s praife demands my fong,
Owen {wift, and OwEeN ftrong ;
Faireft lower of Roderic’s flem,

= Gwyneth’s fhield, and Britain’s gem.

— e —————

s North-Wales,

pE He
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He nor heaps his brooded ftores,

Nor on all profufely pours ;
&%
. Lord of every regal art,
Liberal hand, and open heart,
;
i
:L e Big with hofts of mighty name,
; j Squadrons three againft him came ;
‘a1
| f i This the force of Eirin hiding,
A%
‘a Side by fide as proudly riding,
|
r, On her fhadow long and gay |
e |
5’- ' ik * Lochlin plows the wat’ry way ; \
'“' ‘! o ¥ Denmarl, [
48 |
i ( There
|
!
E ]
{ B
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There the Norman fails afar
Catch the winds, and join the war:
Black and huge along they {weep,

Burthens of theangry deep.

Dauntlefs on his native fands

x The Dragon-Son of Mona ftands ;

x The red Dragon is the device of Ca wallader, which all his'de-

feendents bore on their banners.

| H 3 In

S —
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In glit’ring arms and glory dreft,
High he rears his ruby creft.

There the thund’ring ftrokes begin,
There the prefs, and there the din 3
Talymalfra’s rocky fhore

Echoing to the battle’s roat,
Where his glowing eye-balls turn,
Thoufand Banners round him burn.
Where he points his purple fpear,
Hafty, hafty Rout is there,
Marking with indignant eye

Fear to ftop, and fhame tofly,

There
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There Confufion, Terror’s child,
Confli& fierce, and Ruin wild,
Agony, that pants for breath,

Defpair and honourable Death.

£ % ® ®* £ F F R

ELEGY
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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,

¥ — fquilla di lontano
Che paia 'l giorno pianger, che fimuore.
Dante, Purgat, L. 8. °

|
|
Now
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Now fades the glimmering landfcape on the fight,

And all the air a folemn ftillnefs holds,

Save where the beetle wheels his drening flight,

And drowfy tinklings lull the diftant folds ;

Save that, from yonder ivy-mantled tow’r,
The moping owl does to the moon complain
Of fuch, aswand’ring near her fecret bow’r,

Moleft her ancient folitary reign,

Beneath thofe rugged elms, that yew-tree’s fhade,
Where heaves the turf in many a mould’ring hea

2 =] Ps
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid,

I'he rude Forefathers of the hamlet fleep,
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The breezy. call of incenfe-breathing Morn,
The fwallow twitt'ring from the ftraw-built fhed,
The cock’s fhrill clarion, or the echoing horn,

No more fhall roufe them from their lowly bed.

For them no more the blazing hearth fhall burn,
Or bufy houfewife ply her evening care :
No children run to lifp their fire’s return,

Or climb his knees the envied kifs to fhare.

Oft did the harvelt to their fickle yield,
Their furrow oft the ffubborn glebe has broke;
How jocund did they drive their team afield !

How bow’d the woods beneath their fturdy firoke !
Let
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Let not Ambition mock their ufeful toil,
Their homely joys, and deftiny obfcure
Nor Grandeur hear with a difdainful fmile,

‘ 1 ‘ The fhort and fimple annals of the poor.

The boaft of heraldry, the pomp of pow’r,

| And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave,

- TR e

i |
i
% | fil
e Await alike th’ inevitable hour.
3 t
Fi i The paths of glory lead but to the grave, .
28 f
‘s. Nor you, ye Proud, impute to Thefe the fault,
J Ll If Mem’ry o’er their Tomb no Trophies raife,
~Sm
4 :. i ‘ :
: El Where thro’ the long-drawn ifie and fretied vauls, -
& Hi {
g 11 : :
![ The pealing anthem fwells the note of praife.
A -
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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 2

Perkaps in this neglected fpot is laid
Some heart once pregnant with celeftial fire 5
Hands, that the rod of empire might have {way’d,

Or wak’d to extafy the living Iyre.

But Knpwledge 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.
I Full
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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 watte its fweetnefs on the defert air.

Some village-Hampden, that with dauntlefs breaft
Thelittle Tyrant of his fields withftood ;
Some mute inglorious Milton here may reft,

Some Cromwell guiltlefs of his country’s blood.

‘T'h’ applaufe of lif’ning fenates to command,
The threats of painand ruin to defpife,
To fcatter plenty c’er a {miling land,

And read their hift’ry in a nation’s eyes
y 3

Their

—
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Their lot forbad : nor circumfcrib’d alone
Their growing vistues, but their crimes confin’d ;
Forbad to wade through flaughter to a throne,

And fhut the gates of mercy on mankind,

The ftruggling pangs of confcious truth to hide,
To quench the bluthes of ingenuous fhame,
Or heap the fhrine of Luxury and Pride

With incenfe kindled at the Mufe’s flame.

Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble ftrife,
Their fober withes never learn’d to {tray;
Along the cool fequefter’d vale of life

They kept the noifelefs tenor of their way.

I Yet
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Yet ev’n thefe bones from infult to protect
Some frail memorial ftill ereéted nigh,
With uncouth rhimes and fhapelefs fculpture deck’d,

Implores the pafling tribute of a figh.

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 zthe ruftic moralift to dze.

For who, to dumb Forgetfulnefs'a prey,
This pleafing anxious being e’er refigned,

Lelt the warm precinéls of the chearful day,

Nor calt ene Jonging ling’ring look behind ?

e -
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On fome fond breaft the parting foul relies,
Some pious drops the clofing eye requires ;

Ev’n from the tomb the voice of Nature cries,

zEv’n in our Afhes live their wonted Fires.

For thee, who mindful of th’ unhonour’d Dead
Doftin thefe lines their artlefs tale relate ;
If chance, by lonely contemplation led,

Some kindred. Spirit fhall inquire thy fate,

z Ch’i vegzio nel penfier, dolce mio fuoco,
Fredda una lingua, & due begli occhi chiufi
Rimaner doppo noi pien di faville,
Petrarch, Sen. 169,
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Haply fome hoary-headed Swain may fay,
¢ Oft have we feen him at the peep of dawn
¢ Brufhing with hafty {fteps the dews away

¢ To meet the {fun upon the upland lawn,

¢ There at the foot of yonder nodding beech
¢ That wreathes its old fantaftic roots fo high,
¢ Hisliftlefs length at noontide would he ftretch,

¢ And pore upon the brook that babbles by.

¢ Hard by yon wood, now {miling as in {corn,
¢ Mutt’ring his wayward fancies he would rove,
¢ Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn,

¢ Or craz’d with care, or crofs’d in hopelefs love.

¢« One
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¢ One morn I mifs’d him on the cuftom’d hill,
¢ Along the heath and near his fav’rite tree
¢ Another came ; nor yet befide the rill,

¢ Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he ;

¢ The next with dirges due in fad array
¢ Slow thro’ the church-way path we faw him born.
¢ Approach and read (for thou can’ft read) the lay,

¢ Grav’d on the ftone beneath yon aged thorn.”

The E-P T T APH
HERE refls his head upon the lap of Earth

A Youth to Fortune and to fame unknozwn.

Fuir Science frown’'d not on his bumble birth,

And Melancholy mark'd him for her ewn.
: 7
aree

e ———
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Large was bis bounty, and his foul fincere,
Heav'n did a recompence as largely fend :
Hz gave to Mis'ry all be had, a tear,

Hegain'd from Heav'n ("twas all be wifh'd) a friend,

N farther feek bis merits to difclofe
Or draw his frailties from their dread abodes
(* There they alike in trembling bope repofz,)

The bofom of his Father and his God.

& — paventofa fpeme. Petrarch, Son, 174+

THE
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