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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.
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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 ———
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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
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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
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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







	[Seite]
	[Seite]
	[Seite]
	Seite 18
	Seite 19
	Seite 20
	Seite 21
	Seite 22
	Seite 23
	Seite 24
	Seite 25
	[Seite]

