This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of
to make the world’s books discoverable online.

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was nevel
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domair
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that’s often difficult to discover.

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book’s long journey fro
publisher to a library and finally to you.

Usage guidelines

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belon
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have take
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying.

We also ask that you:

+ Make non-commercial use of the fild&e designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these fil
personal, non-commercial purposes.

+ Refrain from automated queryirigo not send automated queries of any sort to Google’s system: If you are conducting research on m:
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encc
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help.

+ Maintain attributionThe Google “watermark” you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping ther
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it.

+ Keep it legalWhatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume |
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can’t offer guidance on whether any specific
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book’s appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in al
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe.

About Google Book Search

Google’s mission is to organize the world’s information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps
discover the world’s books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on
athttp://books.google.com/ |



http://books.google.com/books?id=f7YDAAAAQAAJ&ie=ISO-8859-1







Z‘\






//i’/////////}//(//7//t s

),////////7 ////7//
’ 7////141 //'l) /'//(//?/’1

Wé‘s o v

Z. P

A »1,144%
o
—

<

\\






THE SEASONS & CASWLE ©F (NDHOLBNCT,
BY TROMSON.
The farmers Bop, Rl Cales,
BANKS OF ite W, Xeo e,

BY BLOCGMTFIFLODL,

oumLaau

FOBLISHED BY SCCTT. WERSTIIR ~ G uARY.
CHARTTRHOUSE SO UARE

1842






— e e

THE SEASONS & CASTULE OF (NLHOLBNC K,
BY THOMSOM,
The Savvaers Boy, Rl Tules,
BANKS OF Wity WO, e de.

BY BLOGMFIELDL.

Jl WL .
FOBIISHED BY SCOTT. WERSTIIE X & K.ARY.
CITARTERIOUSE SO TARK

1842






CONTENTS

TO THOMSON’S POEMS.

Page
Lirx or Tae Avrnor . . . . . .
Taze Seasons . . . . . . . 15
Spring . . . . . . . ib.
Summer . . . . . 44
Autumn B . o . . . 89
.Winter . . . . . e . 122
Hymn . . . . . « 150
Tae Casrre or Innouxcn . . 153,
Explanation of the obsolete wards . . . ib.
Ode on the Death of Mr. Thomson : by Mr. Collins 191
Epitaph on Mr. Thomson . . . . 192
CONTENTS
TO BLOOMFIELD’S POEMS.
These figures refer to the folios at the BoTTOM Qf the pages.
Page
Meworr or toe AutROR + . . . . 195

Tae Farmer’s Boy . . . . . . 203
Rurar Tarxs:
Richard and Kate . . e e . 251
Walter and Jane . . . o« o . 957
'l‘le Miller' 8 Mlid . . o . . 267
*A




ii CONTENTS TO BLOOMFIELD.

Barraps anp Sones:
The Widow to her Hour-Glass . . 278

Market Night . . .+ . . . . 280
The Fakenham Ghost . . e . . 283
The French Mariner . . .o 4287
Dolly . .« . .28
A Visit to Wlnttlebury Forest o . 201
Song for a Highland Drover . . . 296

A word to two Young Ladies . . . . 297
On hearing of the Translation of the Farmer’s

Boy . . . . 299
Nancy . . . . . . . . 300
Rosy Hannah . . . . 302
The Shepherd and his Dog Rover . . . 303
Hunting Song .. .+ . . 304
Luey . . . . . . . . 305
Winter Song . . . . . . 306
Peace . . . 307

On revisiting the plwe of my Natmty . . 305

Wirp FLowers ; oR Pastorar aNp Locar Porray:
Abner and the Widow Jones, a Familiar Ballad 311

To my Old Oak Table . . . . . 319
The Horkey, a Provincial Ballad . . . 325
The Broken Crutch, a Tale © . . . . 332

Shooter’s Hill e e e e . 343
A Visit to Ranelagh . . e . 347

Love of the Country . . . . . 350
The Woodland Hallé . . . . 351
Barnham Water . . . . . 352
Mary’s Evening Sigh . . 356
Goop Tipings; or, News from the Fnrm . . 359

Tas Banxs or Wye . . . . . 371




THE
POETICAL WORKS
or

JAMES THOMSON.







LIFE OF THE AUTHOR.

—

AMES THOMSON, the son of a minister well es-
teemed for his piety and diligence, was born Sep-
tember 7, 1700, at Ednam, in the shire of Roxburgh, of
which bis father was pastor, His mother, whose name
was Hume,® inherited as co-heiress a portion of a small
estate. The revenue of a plrhh in Scotland is seldom

large ; and it was prob jon of the dif-
ficulty with which Mr, Thomson supported his tlmily,
h:ving nino hildren, that Mr. Ri , & neighb

ing in James ises of fu-

tare excellence, undertook to lnperlntcnd his education
and provide him books.

He was taught the common rudiments of learning at
the achool of Jedburgh, a place which he delights to recol-
lect in his poem of ‘ Autumn;’ but was not considered
by his master as superior to common boys, though in
those early deys he amused his patron and his friends
with poetical compositions ; with which, however, he so
little pleased himself, that on every new yurl dly he
threw into the fire all the productions of the foregoing
year.

From the school he was removed to Edinburgh, where
he had not resided two years when his father died, and
left all his children to the care of their mother, who raised
upon her little estate what money a mortgage could afford,
and, removing with her family to Edinburgh, lived to see
her son rising into eminence.

The design of Thomson’s friends was to breed him a
minister, He lived at Edioburgh, as at school, without
distinction or expectluon ull, at the usual time, he per-
formed a prob by explaining a psalm.
His diction was so poeucdly splendid, that Mr. ] Hanmilton,

& This rs to be an error, as his mother’sname was Bestrix
Trotter. grandmother’s name was Hume.
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the Prof of Diviuity, rep d him for speaking lan-

guage unintelligible to a popu.hr audience ; and Iu cen-

sured one of his exp as ind lf not profa
This rebuke is rep d to have rep hu hough

of an ecclesiastical character, and he probably cultivated
with new diligence his blossomsof poetry, which, however,
were in tome danger of a blast ; for, submitting his pro-
ductions to some who thought themselves qualified to
criticise, he heard of nothing but faults; but finding
other judges more favourable, he did not suffer himself to
sink into despondence.

He easily discovered that the only stage on whicha poet
could appear with any hope of advantage was London ;
aplace too wide for the operation of petty competition and
private malignity, where merit might soon become con-
spicuous, and would find friends as soon as it bucame re-
putable to befriend it. A lady who was acquainted with
his mother advised him to the journey, and promised some
countenance or assistance, which at last he never received ;
however, he justified his ad by her g
and came to seek in London patronage and fame.

At his arrival he found his way to Mr. Mallet, then
tutor to lhe sons of the Duke of Montrose. He had re-

to 1 of qu which
he had tied up Ny in his hand) f; but as he
passed along the street, with the g-ping cnrinllty of a
new-comer, his attention was upon every thing rather
than his pocket, and his magazine of credentials was
stolen from him.

His first want was a pair of shoes. For the supply of
all his necessities, his whole fund was his WINTER, which
for a time could find no purchaser ; till, at last, Mr. Mil.
lar was persuaded to buy it at a low price ; and this low
price he had for some time reason to regret; but, by so-
cident, Mr. Whatley, & man not wholly unkncwn among
authors, happening to tarn his eye upon it, was so de-
ngmd that he ran from place to place celebrating its

btained likewise the notice of

Aaron Hill, vhom. being friendless and indigent, and

glad of kindness, he courted with every expression of
servile adulation.

WINTER was dedicated to Sir Sp Comy bt
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attracted no regard from him to the author, till Aaron
Hill awakened his attention by some verscs addressed to
Thomson, and published in one of the newspapers, which
censured the great for the neglect of ingenious men.
Thomson then received a present of twenty guineas, of
whtich he gives this account to Mr. Hill :

I hinted to you in my last, that ou Saturday morn-
ing T was with Sir Spencer Compton. A certain gentle-
man, without my desire, spoke to him concerning me:
his answer was that I had never come near him. Then
the 1! putthe ion, If he desired that I should
wait on him ? He veturned, he did. On this, the geutle-
man gave me an introductory letter to him, He received
me in what they commonly call a civil manner ; asked
me some common-place questions, and made me a pre-
sent of twenty guineas. I am very ready to own that
the present was larger than my performance deserved ;
and shall ascribe it to his generosity, or any other cause,
rather than the merit of the address.’

The poem, which, being of a new kind, few would ven.
tare at first to like, by degrees gained upon the public ; and
one edition was very speedily succeeded by another.

Thomson’s credit was now high, and every day brought
him new friends ; amoug others Dr. Rundle, a man after~
ward unfortunately famous, sought his acquaintance,and
found his qualities such, that he recommended him to the
Lord Chancellor Talbot.

WINTER was accompanied, in many editions, not only
with a preface and dedication, but with poetical praises,
by Mr. Hill, Mr. Mallet (then Malloch) and Mira, the
fictitious name of a lady once too well known. Why the
dedications to WINTER and the other Seasons, con-
trarily to custom, are left out in the collected worh, the
reader may inquire.

The next yur (17¢7) he dbﬁngnhhed himself by three

blications : of ¢ S ,’ in p of his plan ; of

] A Poem on the Death of Sir Isasc Newton,’ which he
‘was enabled to perform as an exact phil her by the in-

ltrnctlon of Mr. Gray; and of ¢ Brlumnh, a kind of
inst the ministry, whom the nation

dun thought not torward enough in resenting the depre-
dations of the Spaniards. By this piece he declared him-
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self an adh to the opposition, and had therefore no
favour to expect from the Court.

Thomson having been some time entertained in the fa-
mily of the Lord Binning, was desirous of testifying his
gratitude by making him the patron of his ¢ Summer;’
but the same kindness which had first disposed Lord Bin-
ning to encourage him determined him to refuse the de-
dication, which was by his advice addressed to Mr.
Dodington, a man who had more power to advance the
reputation and fortune of a poet.

¢ Spring’ was published next year,with a dedication to
the C of Hertford ; whose practice it was to in- -
vite every summer some poet into the country to hear
her verses and assist her studies. This honour was one

ferred on Th who took more delight in
carousing with Lord Hertford and his friends than assist-
ing herladyship’spoetical operations, and therefore never

¢ Autumn,’ the season to which the ¢ Spring’ and ¢ Sum-
mer’ are prep 'y, atill ined g, and was de-
layed till he published (1730) his works collected.

He produced in 1727 the tragedy of ¢ Sophonisba,’
which raised such expectation, that every rehearsal was
dignified witha splendid audi llected to anticip
the delight that was preparing for the public. It was
observed, however, that nobody was much affected, and
that the company rose as from a moral lecture.

It had upon the stage no 1 degree of
Slight accidents will operate upon the taste of pleasure.
There is a feeble line in the play :

O Sophonisba, Sophouisba, O!
This gave occasion to a waggish parody !
O Jemmy Thomseon, Jemmy Thomson, O .

which for a while was echoed through the town.
Thavebeen told by Savage, that of the prologue to * So-
phonisba’ the first part was written by Pope, who could
not be persuaded to finish it, and that the concluding lines
were added by Mallet.
Thomson was not long afterward, by the influence ot
Dr. Rundle, sent to travel with Mr. Charles Talbot, the
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eldest son of the Chancellor. He was yet young enough
to receive new impressions, to have his opinions rectified,
and his views enlarged ; nor can he be supposed to have
wanted that curiosity which is inseparable from an active
and comprehensive mind. He may therefore now be sup-
posed to have revelied in all the joys of intellectual luxury ;
he was every day feasted with instructive novelties; he
lived splendidly without exp ; and might expect when
he returned home a certain establishment.

At this time a long course of opposition to Sir Robert
‘Walpole had filled the nation with clamours for liberty,
of which no man felt the want, and with care for liberty
which was not in danger. Thomson, in his travels, on the
Continent, found or fancied 8o many evils arising from the
tyranny of other gover that he Ived to write
a very long poem, in five parts, upon Liberty.

While he was busy on the first book, Mr. Talbot died
and Thomson, who had been ded for his
by the place of secretary of the Briefs, pays in the initial
lines a decent tribute to his memory.

Upon this great poem two years were spent, and the au-
thor congratulated himself upon it, as his noblest work ;
but an anthor and his reader are not always of a mind.
Liberty called in vain upon her votaries to read her praises
and reward her encomiast: her praises were condemned
to harbour spiders and gather dust ; none of Thomson’s
performances were so little regarded.

The judgment of the public wasnot erroneous ; the re-
currence of the same images must tire in time; an enu-

ion of ples to prove a position which nobody
desired, as it was from the beginning superfluous, must
quickly grow disgusting.

The poem of * Liberty’ doesnot now appear in its orir
ginal state; but, when the anthor’s works were collected
after his death, was shortened by Sir George Lyttelton,
with a liberty which, as it has a mavifest tendency to
lessen the confidence of society, and tn confound the cha-
racters of authors, by making one write by the judgment
of another, cannot be justified by any supposed propriety
of the alteration, or kindness of the friend.—1 wish to see
it exhibited as its author left it.

Thomson now lived in ease and plenty, and seems for
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s while to have suspended his poetry: but he was soon
called back to labour by the death of the Chancellor, for
his place then became vacant; and though the Lord Hard-
wicke delayed for some time to give it away, Thomsoun’s
bashfulness or pride, or some other motive perhaps not
more laudable, withheld him from soliciting; and the new
Chanoellor would not give him what he would not ask.

He now relapsed to his former indigence; but the
Prince of Wales was at that time struggling for popula-
rity, and by the influence of Mr. Lyttelton professed him-
self the patron of wit: to him Thomsoa was introduced,
and being gaily interrogated about the state of his affairs,
said,  that they were in & more poetical postare than for-
merly ;’ and had a pension allowed him of one handred
pounds a year.

Being now obliged to write, he produced (1738°) the
tragedy of ¢ Agamemnon,’ which was much shortened in
the representation. It had the fate which most commonly
attends mythological stories, and was only endured, but
not favoured. It struggled with such difficulty through
the first night, that Thomson, coming late to his friends
with whom he was to sup, excused his delay by telling
them how the sweat of his distress had so disordered his
wig, that he could not come till he had been refitted by a
barber.

He so interested himself in his own drama, that, if T re-
member right, as he sat in the upper gallery, he accompa-
nied the players by audible recitation, till a friendly hint
frighted him to silence. Pope countenanced ‘Agamem-
non,’ by coming to it the first night, and was welcomed
to the theatre by a general clap; he had much regard for
Th and once exp! d itin a poetical epistle sent
to Italy, of which however he abated the value by trans-
lating some of the lines into his epistle to Arbuthnot.

About this time the act was passed for licensing plays,
of which the first operation was the prohibition of ‘ Gus-
tavus Vasa,’ a tragedy of Mr. Brooke, whom the public
recompensed by & very liberal subscription ; the next was
the refusal of ¢ Edward and Eleonora,’ offered by Thom-
son. It is hard to discover why either play should have

edition of Milton"s
.'o (L] m:m:-mm o Areopagitica was published
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been obstructed. Th likewise ¢nd d to re-
pair his loss by a subscription, of which I cannot now tell
the success.

When the public murmured at the unkind treatment of
Th one of the ministerial writers remarked, that
“ he had taken a8 LiBRRTY which was not agrecable to
BRITANNIA in any SEason.’

He wus soon after employed, in conjlumion with Mr.
Mallet, to write the mask of ¢ Alfred,” which was acted
before the Prince at Clifden- House.

His next work (1745) was* Tancred and Sigismunda,
the most successful of all his tragedies, for it still keeps
its turn upon the stage. It may be doubted whether he
was, either by the bent of nature or Labits of study, much
qualified for tragedy. It does not appear that he had
much sense of the pnhnic and his diffusive and descrip-
tive style prod jon rather than dial

His friend Mr. Lyttelton was now in power, and con-
ferred upon him the office of Surveyor-general of the Lee-
ward Islands; from which, when his deputy was paid, he
received about three hundred pounds a-year.

The last piece that he lived to publish was the ¢ Castle
of Indolence,’” which was many years under his hand, but
was at last finished with great accaracy. The first canto
opens a scene of lazy luxury that fills the imagination.

He was now at ease, but was not long to enjoy it; for,
by taking cold on the water between London and Kew, he
caught a disorder, which, with some careless exasperation,
ended in a fever that put an end to his life, August 27,
1748. He was buried in the church of Richmond, without

an i iption ;® but a has been d to his
memory in Westminster- Abbey.

Thomson was of a stature above the middle size, and
¢ more fat than bard b ? of a dull and

s gross, unanimated, uninviting appearance ; silent in
mingled company, but cheerful among select friends, and
by his friends very tenderly and warmly beloved.

He left behind him the tragedy of ¢ Coriolanus,’” which
was, by the zeal of his patron Sir George Lyttelton,
brought upon the stage for the benefit of his family, and
recommended by a Prologue, which Quin, who had long

® One has since h\mzrecu-d. See end of Life.
?
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lived with Th in fond intimacy, spoke in such a
manner 8s shewed him ¢ to be,’ on that occasion, ¢ no
actor.’ The c of this b )! is very

honourable to Quin; who is reported to have delivered
Thomson, then known to him only for his genius, from an
arrest by a very iderable p ; and its

is honourable to both, for friendship is not always the
sequel of obligation. By this tragedy a considerable sum
was raised, of which part discharged his debts, and the
rest was remitted to his sisters, whom, however removed
from them by place or condition, be regarded with great
tenderness, as will appear by the following letter, which I
communicate with much pleasure, as it gives me at once
an opportunity of recording the fraternal kindness of
Thomson, and reflecting on the friendly assistance of Mr.
Boswell, from whom I received it.

. in Worcestershire,
. o L 4th, 1747,
¢ My dear Sister,

“ I thought you had known me better than to interpret
my silence into a decay of affection, especially as your be-
haviour has always been such as rather to increase than
diminish it. Don’t imagine, because I am a bad corre-
spotdent, that I can ever prove an unkind friend and bro.
ther. I must do myself the justice to tell you, that my
affections are naturally very fixed and constant ; and if I
had ever reason of complaint against you (of which by-
the-bye I have not the least shadow), I am conacious of
80 many defects in myself, as dispose me to be not a little
charitable aund forgiving.

¢ It gives me the truest heartfelt satisfaction to hear
you have a good, kind husband, and are in easy, contented
circumstances ; but were they otherwise, that would only

ken and heighten m, d ds you. As
our good and tender-hearted parents did not live to re-
ceive any material testimonies of that highest human gra-
titude I owed them (than which nothing could have given
me equal pleasure), the only retarn I can make them now
is by kindness to those they left behind them. Would
to God poor Lizy had lived longer, to have been a farther
witnessof the truth of what I say, and that I might have
had the pleasure of seeing once more a sister whoso truly
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deserved my esteem and love! But she is happy, while
‘we must toil a little longer here below ; let us however do
it cheerfully and gratefully, supported by the pleasing hope
of meeting yet again on a safer shore, where to recollect
the storms and difficulties of life will not perhapa be in-
consisteut with that blissful state. You did right to call
your daughter by her name ; for you must needs hnvo lud

a particular tender friend hi for one b
as you were by nature, by hlving passed the affectionate
Yyears of your youth together, and by that great softener
and of hearts, 1 hardship. That it was in
my power to ease it a little, I account oneof the most exqui-
site pleasures of my life.— But enough of this melancholy
though not unpleasing strain,

¢ I esteem you for your sensible and disinterested ad-
vice to Mr, Bell, as you will see by my letter to him : as
1 approve entirely of his marrying again, you may readily
ask me why I don’t marry atall. My circumstances have
hitherto been g0 variable and uncertain in this fluctuating
world, asinduce to keep me from engaging in such a state;
and now, though they are more settled, and oflate (which
you will be glad to hear) considerably improved, I begin
to thmk myself too far advanced in life for such youthfal
undertaki not to ion some other petty reasons
that are apt to startle the delicacy of difficult old bache-
Tors. [ am,h , not a little suspici that, was I
to pay a visit to Scotland (which I have some thoughts
of doing soon), I might possibly be tempted to think of s
thing not easily repaired if done amiss. I have always
been of opinion, that none make better wives tban the la.
dies of Scotland; and yet, who more forsaken than they,
while the gentlemen are coutinually running abroad all
the world over ? Some of them, it is true, are wise enough
toreturn for a wife, Youseel am beginning to makein.
terest already with the Scots ladies. But no more of this
infectious subject.—Pray let me hear from you now and
then: aund though T am not & regular correspondent, yet
perhaps I may mend in that respect, Remember ms
kindly to your husband,and believe me to be

¢ Your most affectionate brother,
‘Jamgs THOMSON.'
Address:d ¢ To Mrs. Thomson in Lanatk,’
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The benevolence of Thomson was fervid, but not active;
he would give on all occasions what assistance his purse
could supply ; but the offices of intervention or solicita-
tion he could not conquer his sluggishuess sufficiently to
perform. The affairs of others, however, were not more
neglected than his own. He had often felt the inconve-
niences of idleness, but he never cured it ; and was so con-

-scious of his own character, that he talked of writing an

castern tale ‘ of the Man wko loved to be in Distress.’

A g his peculiarities was a8 very unskilfal and in-

icul of p ing any lofty or solemn com-
poniuon. He was once rudmg to Dodington, who, being
himselfa reader eminently was 80 much provoked
by his odd utterance, dm he snatched the paper from his
hands, and told him that he 4id not understand his own
verses,

‘The biographer of Thomson has remarked, that an au-
thor’s life is best read in his works : his observation was
not well-timed, Savage, who lived much with Thomson,
once told me, he heard a lady remarking, that she could
gather from his works three parts of his character, that he
was a ¢ great lover, a great swimmer, and rigorously ab.
stinent ;* but, said Savage, he knows not any love but
that of the sex ; he was perhaps never in cold water in his
life;; and he indulges himself in all the luxury that comes
within his reach. Yet Savage always spoke with the most
eager praise of his social qualities, his warmth and con-

stancy of friendship, and his adh tohis first
ance when the ad of his reputation had left them
behind him.

As a writer, he is entitled to one praise of the highest
kind : hismode of thinking, and of expressing his thoagh
is original. His blank verse is no more the blank verse
of Milton, or of any other poet, than the rhymes of Prior
arethe rhymes of Cowley. His numbers, his pauses, his
diction, are of his qwn growth, without transcription,
without imitation. He thinksin a peculiar train,and he
thinks always as a man of genius : he looks round on na-
tare and on life with the eye which nature bestows only
ona poet; the eye that distinguishes, in every thing pre-
sented to its view, whatever there is on which imagina-
tion can delight to be detained, and with a mind that at
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once comprebends the vast and attends to the minute.
The reader of THE SEASONS wonders that he never saw
before what Thomson shews him, and that he never yot
has felt what Thomseon impresses.

His is one of the works in which blank verse seems pro-

perly used. Th 's wide expansion of g 1 views,
and his jon of cir 1 varieties, wounld
have been ob d and emb d by the freqt in-

tersections of the sense which are the necessary effects
of rhyme.

His descriptions of ded scenes and g 1 effects
bring before us the whole magnificence of nature, whether
pleasing or dreedful. ‘The gaiety of Spring, the splen-
dour of Sammer, the tranquillity of Autumn, and the hor-
ror of Winter, take in their turns possession of the mind.
The poet leads us through the appearances of things as
they are successively varied by the vicissitudes of the
year, and imparts to us 8o much of his own enthusiasm,
that our thoughts expand with his imagery and kindle
with his sentiments. Nor is the naturalist without his
part {o the i ; for he is assisted to recollect
and to combine, to arrange his discoveries and to amplify
the sphere of his contemplation,

The great defect of THE SEASONS is want of method ;
but for this I know not that there was any remedy. Of
many appearances subsisting all at once, no rule can be
given why one ehould be mentioned before another; yet
the memory wants the help of order, and the curiosity is
not ited by susp or exp

His diction s in the highest degree florid and luxu-
rizut, vuch as may be said to be to his images and thoughts
¢ both their lustre and their shade ;’ such as invest them
‘with splendour, through which perhaps they are not al-
wiys easily discerned. 1t is too exuberant, and some-
times may be charged with filling the ear more than
the mind.

These poems, with which I was acquainted at their
first appearance, 1 have since found sltered and enlarged
by subsequent revisals, as the author supposed his judg-
ment to grow more exact, and as books or conversation
extended his knowledge and opened his prospects. They
sre, I think, fmproved in general; yet I know not whe-




xiv LIFE OF THOMSON.

ther they have not lost part of what Temple calls their
‘race;' & word which, applied to wines 1n ita primitive
sense, means the flavour of the soil.

‘Liberty,’ when it first appeared, I tried to read, and
soon desisted. I have never tried again, and therefore
will not hazard either praise or censure,

The highest praise which he has received ought not to
be suppressed: it is said by Lord Lyttelion, in the Pro-
logue to his posthumous play, that his works contained

No line which, dying, be could wish to blot.

AT the west end of the north aisle of Richmond Church
is the following :—

In the earth below this tablet
are the remains of

JAMES THOMSON ;

ADTHOR OF THE BEAUTIFUL PORMS, ENTITLED
THE SEASONS, CASTLE OF INDOLENCE,
&e. &e.

‘Who died at Richmond on the 27th day of August, and
was buried here on the 20th, old style, 1748.

The Earl of Buchan, unwilling that so good a man
and sweet a poet should be without a memorial,
has denoted the place of his interment

for the satisfaction of his admi
in the year of our Lord 1792.

Father of Jight and life! Thou good Supreme!

O teach me what is good : teach me thyself!
Save me from folly, vanity, and vice—

From ev’ry low pursuit ; and feed my soul

‘With knowledge, conscions peace, and virtue pure,
Sacyed, cubstantial, never-fading bliss. Winter.
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The subject proposed. Inscribed to the Countess of Hertfcrd,
The season is described as ftaffects the various parts of nature,
sscending from the lower to ihe higher; with digressions arise
ing from the subject. Its influence on inwuimate matter. On
vegetables. On brute animals. And last, on man. Concluding
with a dissvasive from the wild and irregulur paseon of love,
opposed to that of n pure and happy kiud.

Couz, geutle Spring, ethereal mildness, come,
And from the bosom of yon dropping cloud,
‘While music wakes around, veil'd in a show'r
Of shadowing ruses, on vur plains descend.
O Hertford, fitted or to shine in courts
With unaffected grace, or walk the plain
With innocence and meditation join’d
In soft assemblage, listen to my song,
Which thy own eeason paiuts; when nature all
Is blooming and benevolent, like thee.
And see where surly Winter paases off,
Far to the north, and calls his ruffian blasts:
His blasts obey, and quit the howling hill,
The shatter'd forest, and the ravag’d vale;
‘While softer gales succeed, at whose kind touch,
Dissolving snows in livid torrents lost,
The mountains lift their green heads to the sky.
As yet the bling year is firm'd,
And Winter oft at eve resumes the breesze,
Chills the pale morn, and bids his driving sleets
Deform the day delightless ; so that scarce
The bittern knows his time, with bill ingulfed
To sbake the sounding marsh ; or, from the shore,
The plovers when to scatter o’er the heath,
And sing their wild nntes to the list'ning waste.
At last from Aries rolls the bounteous sun,
And the bright Bull receives him. Then no more
Th’ expansive atmosphere is cramp’d with cold ;
But, fuil of life and vivifying soul,
Lifts the light clouds sublime, and spreads them thin,
*B
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Fleecy and white o’er all-surrounding heav’n.
Forth fly the tepid airs; and unconfin'd,

Unbinding earth, the moving softness strays.’
Joyvuus, th’ impati husband P iy
Relenting nature, and his lusty steers

Drives from their stalls, to where the well-used plongh
Lies in the furrow, loosen’d from the frost.

There, unrefusing, to the harness'd yoke

They lend their shoulder, and begin their toil,
Cheer’d by the simple song and soaringlark.
Meanwhile i bent o’er the shining share

The master leans, removes th’ obstructing clay,
Winds the whole work, and sidelong lays the glebe,

‘While thro’ the neighb’ring fields the sower stalks,
With measur’d step; and lib’ral throws the grain
Into the faithful bosom of the ground :

The harrow follows harsh, and shuts the scene.

Be gracious, Heav'n ! for now laborions man
Has done his part. Ye fost’ring breezes, blow !
Ye soft’ning dews ; ye tender show’rs, descend!
And temper all, thou world-reviving san,

Into the perfect year! Nor ye, who live

In luxury and ease, in pomp and pride,

Think these lost themes unworthy nf your ear:
Such themes as these the rural Maro sung

To wide-imperial Rome, in the full height

Of elegance and taste, by Greece refin’d.

In ancient times, the sacred plough employ’d
The kings and awful fathers of mankind:

And some, with whom compar’d your insect tribes
Are but the beings of a summer's day,

Have held the scale of empire, rul’d the storm
Of mighty war ; then, with victorious hand,
Disdaining little delicacies, seiz’d

The plongh, and greatly independent liv'd.

Ye generous Britons, venerate the plough ;
And o'er your hills, and long-withdrawing vales,
Let A pread his to the sun,
Luxuriant and unbounded ! As the sea
Far through his azure turbulent domain
Your empire owns, and from a thousand shores
Wafts all the pomp of life into your ports;
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So with superior boon may your rich seil,
Exuberant, nature’s better blessings pour
O’er ev'ry land, the naked nations clothe,
And be th’ exhaustless granary of a world !
Nor only through the leni air-this chang
Delicious, breathes: the penetrative sun,
His force deep-darting to the dark retreat
of ion, sets the ing pow'r
At large, to wander o’er the verdant earth,
In various hues; but chiefly thee, gay green!
Thou smiling nature’s universal robe !
United light and shade! where the sight dwells
With growing strength, and ever-new delight.
From the moist meadow to the wither'd hill,
Led by the breeze, the vivid verdure runs,
And swells, and deepens, to the cherish’d eye.
The hawthorn whitens, and the juicy groves
Put forth their buds, unfolding by degrees,
Till the whole leafy forest stands display’d,
In full luxuriance, to the sighing gales;
Where the deer rustle through the twining brake,
And the birds sing conceal’d. At-once array’d
In all the colours of the flushing year,
By nature’s swift and secret-working hand,
The garden glows, and fills the liberal air
‘With lavish fragrance ; while the promis'd fruit
Lies yet a little embryo, unperceiv'd,
Wi ithin its crimson folds. Now from the town,
Buried in smoke, and sleep, and noisnme damps,
Oft let me wander o'er the dewy fields, (drops
Where freshness breathes, and dash the trembling
From the bent bush, as through the verdant maze
of t-briar hedges 1 p my walk ;
Or taste the smell of dairy; or ascend
Some eminence, Augusta, in thy plains,
And see the country far diffus’d around,
One boundless blush, one white-empurpled show't
Of mingled blossoms, where the raptur’d eye
Hurries from joy to joy; and, hid beneath
The fair profusion, yellow Autumn spies.
If brush’d from Russian wilds a cutting gale
Rise not, and scatter from his humid wings
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The clammy mildew ; or, dry-blowing, breathe
Untimely frost; before whose baleful blast

The fall-grown Spring throagh all her foliage shrinks
Joyless and dead, a wide-dejected waste.

For oft, engender’d by the hasy north,

Myriads on myriads, insect armies warp

Keen in the poison’d breeze; and wasteful eat,
Through buds and bark, into the blacken'd core
Their eager way. A feeble race! yet oft

The sacred sons of vengeance; on whose course
Corrosive famine waits, and kills the year.

To check this plague, the skilful farmer chaff
And blazing straw before his orchard burns;
Till, all involv'd in smoke, the latent foe

From every cranny sutfocated falls:

Or o'er the bl the pungent dust

Of pepper, fatal to the frosty tribe:

Or, when th’ envenom'd leaf begins to curl,
With sprinkled water drowns them in their nest;
Nor, while they pick them up with busy bill,
The little trooping birds unwisely scares.

Be patient, swains: these cruel-seeming winds
Blow not in vain. Far hence they keep repress’d
Those deep'ning clouds on clouds surcharg'd with rain
That, o’er the vast Atlantic hither borne,

In endless train, would quench the summer blase,
And, cheerless drown the crude unripen’d year.

The north-east spends his rage: he now shut up
Within his iron cave, th' effusive south
Warms the wide air, and o’er the void of heaven
Breathes the big clouds with vernal show'rs distent
At first a dusky wreath they seem to rise,

Scarce stainiog ether ; but by swift degrees,
In heaps on heaps, the doubling vaponr sails
Along the lnoaded sky ; and mingling deep,
Sits on th’ horizon like a settled gloom :

Not such as wintry storms on mortals shed,
Oppressing life ; but lovely, gentle, kind,

And full of ev’ry hope and ev’ry joy;

The wish of nature. Gradual sinks the breese
Into a perfect calm ; that not a breath

Is heard to quiver through the closing woods,
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Or rustling tirn the many-twinkling leaves

Of aspin tall. Th’ uncurling floods diffus’d

In glassy Lreadth, seem through delusive lapse

Porgetful of their course. ’Tis silence all,

And pleaning expectation. Herds and flocks

Drop the dry sprig, and, mute imploring, eye

The falling verdure. Hush'd in short suspense,

The plumy people streak their wings with oil,

To throw the lucid moisture trickling off';

And wait th’ approaching sign to strike, at once,

Into the gen’ral choir. E’en mountains, vales,

And forests, seem impatient, to demand

The promis'd sweetness. Man superior walks

Amid the glad creation, musing praise,

And looking lively gratitude. At last,

The clouds conkign their treasures to the fields ;

And, softly shaking on the dimpled pool

Prelusive drops, Jet all their moisture flow

In large effusion o’er the freshen’d world.

The stealing show"r is scarce to patter heard,

By such as wander through the forest-walks,

Beneath th’ umbrageous multitude of leaves.

But who can hold the shade, while heav’n descends

In uni 1 bounty, shedding herbs,

And fruits and flow'rs, on nature’s ample lap t

Swift fancy fir'd anticipates their growth ;

And, while the milky nutriment distils,

Beholds the kindling country colour round.
Thus all day long the full-distended clouds

Indulge their genial stores, and well-shower'd earth

Is deep enrich’d with vegetable life ;

Till, in the western sky, the downward sun

Looks out, effulgent, from amid the flush

Of broken clouds, gay shifting to his beam.

The rapid radiance instantaneous strikes

Th’ illumin’d mountain ; through the forest streams,

Shakes on the flonds, and in a yellow mist,

Far smoking o’er th’ interminable plain,

In twinkling myriads lights the dewy gems.

Moist, bright, and green, the landscape laughs around.

Full swell the woods: their ev’ry music wakes,

Mix'd in wild concert with the warbling brooks
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Increas'd, the distant bleatings of the hills

And hollow lows responsive from the vales,
Whence, blending all, the sweeten’d zephyr springs,
Meantime, refracted from yon eastern cloud,
Bestriding earth, the grand ethereal bow

Shoots up immense, and ev'ry hue unfolds,

In fair proportion running from the red,

To where the violet fades into the sky.

Here, awful Newton, the dissolving clouds

Form, fronting on the sun, thy show’ry prism ;
And, to the sage instructed eye, unfold

The varions twine of light, by thee disclos’d

From the white mingling magze. Not so the boy:
He wond’ring views the bright enchantinent bend,
Delightful, o’er the radiant fields, and runs

To catch the falling glory; but amaz'd

Beholds th’ amusive arch before him fly,

Then vanish quite away. S8till night succeeds,

A soften’d shade, and saturated earth

Awaits the morning beam, to give to light,

Rais’d through ten thousand diff’rent plastic tubes,
The balmy treasures of the former day.

Then spring the living herbs, profusely wild,
O’er all the deep-green earth, beyond the pow'’r
Of botanist to number up their tribes:

‘Whether he steals along the lonely dale,

In silent search; or through the forest, rank

‘With what the dull incurious weeds account,

Bursts his blind way ; or climbs the mountain-rock,
Fir'd by the nodding verdure of its brow,

With such a lib’ral hand has natore flung

Their seeds abroad, blown them about in winds,
Innum’rous mixed them with the nursing mouid,
The moist'ning current, and prolific rain.

But who their virtues can declare? who pierce,
With vision pure, into these secret stores
Of health, and life, and joy ? the food of man,
‘While yet he liv’d in innocence, and told
A length of golden years, unflesh’d in bloo ;

A stranger to the savage arts of life,
Death, rapine, carnage, surfeit, and disease ,
The lord, and not the tyrant, of the world
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The first fresh dawn then wak’d the gladden'd race
Of uncorrupted man, nor blush'd to see
The sluggard sleep beneath its sacred beam :
For their light slambers gently fum'd away ;
And up they rose as vigorous as the sun,
Or to the culture of the willing glebe,
Or to the cheerfal tendance of the flock.
Meantime the song went round ; and dance and sport,
Wisdom, and friendly talk, successive, stole
Their hours away. While in the rosy vale
Love breath’d his infant sighs from anguish free,
And full replete with bliss; save the sweet pain,
That, inly thrilling, but exalts it more.
Nor yet injurious act, nor suarly deed,
‘Was known among those happy sons of heav'n ;
For reason and benevolence were law.
Harmonious nature too look’d smiling nn,
Clear shone the skies, cool’d with eternal gales,
Aund balmy spirit all. The youthful sun
Shot his best rays; and still the gracivus clouds
Dropp’d fatness down ; as o’er the swelling mead
The herds and flocks, commixing, play’d secure.
This when, emergent from the gloomy wood,
The glaring lion saw, his hurrid heart
Was meeken’d, and he join’d his sullen joy,
For music held the whole in perfect peace :
Soft sigh’d the flute: the tender voice was heard,
‘Warbling the varied heart ; the woodlands round
Applied their quire; and winds and waters flow'd
In consonance. Such were those prime of days.
But now those white unblemish’d manners, whence
The fabling poets took their golden age,
Are found no more amid these iron times,
These dregs of life ! Now the distemper’d mind
Has lost that concord of harmonious pow’rs,
Which forms the soul of happiness ; and all
Is off the poise within ; the passions all
Have burst their bounds; and reason, half.extinct,
Or impotent, or else approving, sees
The foul disorder. Senseless and deform’d,
Convulsive anger storms at large ; or, pale
And silent, settles into fell revenge.
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Base envy withers at another's joy,

And hates that excellence it cannot reach.
Desponding fear, of feeble fancies full,

Weak and unmanly, loosens ev’ry pow’r.
E'en love itself is bitterness of soul,

A pensive anguish, piniug at the heart;

Or, sunk to sordid int’rests, feels no more
That noble wish, that never-cloy’d desire,
‘Which, selfieh joy disdaining, seeks alone

To bless the dearer object of its flame.

Hope rickens with extravagance; and grief,
Of life impatient, into madness swells.

Or in dead silence wastes the weeping hours.
These, and a thousand mix’d emoutions more,
From ever-changing views of good and ill
Form'd infinitely various, vex the mind

With endless storm ; whenee, deeply-rankling, grows
The partial thought, a 1 n,
Cold and averting from our neighbour’s good ;
Then dark disgust, and hatred, winding wiles,
Coward deceit, and ruffian violence:

At last, extinct each social feeling, fell

And joyless inhumanity pervades

And petrifies the heart. Nature, disturb’d,

Is deem’d vindictive, to have chang’d her course.

Hence, in old dusky time a deluge came,
When the deep-cleft disparting orb, that arch’d
The central waters round, impetuous rush’d,
With universal burst, into the gulf;

And o’er the bigh-pil’d hills of fractur’d earth
Wide dash’d the waves in undulation vast;
Till, from the centre to the streaming clouds,
A shoreless ocean tumbled round the globe.

The seasons since have, with severer sway,
Oppress’d & broken world : the Winter keen
Shook forth his waste of snows; and Summer shot
His pestilential heats, Great Spring, before,
Green'd all the year, and fruits and blossoms blush’d
In social sweetness on the self same bough.
Pure was the temp’rate air: an even calm
Perpetual reign’d, save what the zephyrs bland
Breath’d o’er the blue expanse; for then nor storms
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Were taught to blow, nor harricanes to uge H

Sound slept the : no
Swell’d in the sky, and sent the lightmng forth ;
While sickly damps, end cold 1 fogs,

Hung not, relaxing, on the springs of life.
But now, of turbid elements the sport,
From clear to cloudy tost, from hot to cold,
And dry to moist, with inward-eating change,
Our drooping days have dwindled down to nought,
Their period finish'd ere ’tis well begun.

And yet the whol herb negl d dies;
Though with the pure exhilarating soul
Of nutriment and health, and vital pow’rs,
Beyond the search of art, tis copious blest.
Por, with hot ravin fir'd, ensanguin’d man
Is now become the lion of the plain,
And worse. The wolf, who from the nightly fold
Fierce drags the bleating prey, ne'er drank her milk,
Not wore her warming fleece: nor has the steer,
At whose strong chest the deadly tiger hangs,
E’er plough’d for him. They too are temper’d high,
With hunger stung and wild necessity,
Nor lodges pity in their shaggy breast.
But man, whom nature form'd of milder clay,
With ev’ry kind emotion in his heart,
And taught alone tv weep ; while from her lap
She pours ten thousand delicacies, herbs,
And fruits, as nnm’rous as the drops of rain
Or beams that gave them birth : shall he, fair form i
Who wears sweet smiles, and looks erect on heav’c,
E'er stoop to mingle with the prowling herd,
And dip his tongue in gore? The beast of prey,
Blnod stain’d, deserves to bleed; but you, ye flocks,
‘What have you done? ye peaceful penple, what,
To merit death? you whon have giv’n us milk
In luscious streams, and lent us your own coat
Against the winter’s cold. And the plain ox,
That harmless, honest, guileless apimal,
In what has he offended t he, whose toil,
Patient, and ever ready, clothes the land
With all the pomp of harvest; shall he bleed,
And struggling groan beneath the cruel hands
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E’en of the clown he feeds? and that, perhape

To swell the riot of th’ autumnal feast

Won by his labour? Thus the feeling heart
Would tenderly suggest ; but, 'tis enough,

In this late age, adventurous to have toach'd
Light on the numbers of the Samian sage :

High Heav’n forbids the bold presumptuous strain,
Whose wisest will has fix’d us in a state

That must not yet to pure perfection rise.

Now when the first foul torrent of the brooks,
Swell'd with the vernal rains, is ebb’d away,
And, whit'ning, down their mosesy-tinctur’d stream
Descends the billowy foam ; now is the time,
While yet the dark-brown water aids the guile,
To tempt the trout. The well-dissembled fly,
The rod, fine tap’ring with elastic spring,
Snatch’d from the hoary steed the floating line,
And all thy slender wat'ry stores, prepare.

But let not on thy hook the tortur’d worm
Convulsive twist in agonizing folds;

Which, by rapacious hunger swallow'd deep,
Gives, as you tear it from the bleeding breast
Of the weak, hapl plaini h
Harsh pain and horror to the tender hand.

When with his lively ray the potent sun
Has pierc’d the streams, and rons’d the finny race,
Tben, issuing cheerful, to thy sport repair;
Chief should the western breeses curling play,
And light o’er ether bear the shadowy clouds,
High to their fount, this day, amid the hills,
And woodlands warbling round, trace up the brooks +
The next, pursue their rocky-channell’d maze,
Down to the river, in whose ample wave
Their little naiads love to sport at large.

Just in the dubious point, where with the pool
Is mix’d the trembling stream, or where it boils
Around the stone, or from the hollow’d bank
Reverted plays in undulating flow :

There throw, nice judging, the delusive fly;
And, as you lead it round in artful curve,

With eye attentive mark the springing game,
Straight as above the surface of the flood
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They wanton rise, or, urg'd by hunger, leap,
Then fix, with gentle twitch, the barbed hook :
Some lightly tossing to the grassy bank.

And to the shelving shore slow dragging some,
With various hand proportioned to their force.
If yet too young, and easily deceiv'd,

A worthless prey scarce bends your pliant red,
Him, piteous of his youth, and the short space
He has enjoy'd the vital light of heav’n,

Soft disengage, and back into the stream

The speckled captive throw. But should you lare
From his dark haunt, beneath the tangled roots
Of pendant trees, the monarch of the brook,
Behoves you then to ply your finest art.

Long time he, following cautious, scans the fly;
And oft attempts to seize it, but as oft

The dimpled water speaks his jealous fear.

At last, whilst haply o’er the shaded sun
Passes a clonud, he desp’rate takes the death,
With sullen plunge. At once he darts along,
Deep struck, and runs out all the lengthen’d line ;
Then seeks the farthest ooze, the shelt’ring weed,
The cavern'd bank, his old secure abode;

And flies aloft, and flounces round the pool.
Indignant of the guile. With yielding hand,
That feels him still, yet to his furious course
Gives way, you, now retiring, following now
Across the stream, exhaust his idle rage,

Till, floating brnad upon his breathless side,
And to his fate abandon’d, to the shore

You gaily drag your unresisting prize.

Thus pass the temp'rate hours; but when the sun
Shakes from his noon-day throne the scatt’ring clouds,
E'en shooting listless languor through the deeps;
Then seek the bank where flow’ring elders crowd,
Where, scatter’d wild, the lily of the vale
Its balmy breathes, where lips hang
The dewy head, where parple violets lurk,

With all the Jowly children of the shade:
Or lie reclin’d beneath yon spreading ash,
Hung o’er the steep, whence, borne on liquid wing
The sonnding culver shoots, or where the hawk
B
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High in the beetling cliff his aery builds.
I'bere let the classic page thy fancy lead
Through rural scenes, such as the Mantuan swain
Paints in the matchless harmony of snng.
Or catch thyself the landscape, gliding swift
Athwart imagination’s vivid eye:

Or by the vocal wouds and waters lull’d,
And loat in lonely musing, in the dream,
Confus'd, of careless solitude, where mix
Ten th d wand’ring images of things,
Soothe ev'ry gust of passion into peace;

All but the swellings of the soften’d heart,
That waken, not distarb, the tranquil mind.

Behold ! yon breatbing prospect bids the muse
Throw all her beauty forth. But who can paint
Like nature ¢ Can imagination boast,

Amid its gay creation, hues like hers?

Or can it mix them with that matchless skill,
And lose them in each other, as appears

In ev’ry bud that blows? If fancy then

Unequal fails beneath the pleasing task,

Ah, what shall language dn? ah, where find words
Ting’d with s0o many colours; and whose pow'r,
To life approaching, may perfume my lays

With that fine oil, those aromatic gales,

That inexhaustive flow continual round ?

Yet, though successless, will the toil delight.
Come then, ye virging, and ye youths, whose hearts
Have felt the raptures of refining love;

And thou, Amanda, come, pride of my song!
Form'd by the Graces, loveliness itself !

Come, with those downcast eyes, sedate and sweet ;
Those looks demure, that deeply pierce the soul ;
Where, with the light of thoughtful reason mix’d,
Shines lively fancy and the feeling heart:

Oh come! and while the rosy-footed May

Steals blushing on, together let us tread

The morning dews, and gather in their prime
Fresh blooming flow’rs, to grace thy braided hair,
And thy lov’d busom, that improves their sweets.
See, where the winding vale its lavish stores,
lrriguous, spreads. See, how the lily drinks
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The latent rill, scarce oozing through the grass,
Of growth luxuriant ; or the humid bank
1o fair profusion decks. Long let us walk,
Where the breeze blows from yon extended field
Of blossom’d beans. Arabia cannot boast
A fuller gale of joy, than, lib’ral, thence [soul,
Breathes through the sense, and takes the ravish’d
Nor is the mead unworthy of thy foot,
Full of fresh verdure, and unnumber’d flow’rs,
The negligeace of nature, wide and wild,
Where, undisgnis’d by mimic art, she spreads
Unbounded beauty to the roving eye.
Here their delicious task the fervent bees,
In swarming millions tend : around, athwart,
Through the soft air the busy nations fly,
Cling to the bud, and with inserted tube
Suck its pure essence, its ethereal soul ;
And oft, with bolder wing, they soaring dare
The purple heath, or where the wild thyme grows,
And yellow load them with the luscious spoil.

At length the finish’d garden to the view
Its vistas opens, and its alleys green.
Suatch’d through the verdant maze, the burried eye
Distracted wanders ; now the bow’ry walk
Of covert close, where scarce a speck of day
Falls on the lengthen’d gloom, protracted sweeps :
Now meets the bending sky ; the river now
Dimpling along, the breezy ruffled lake,
The forest dark’ning round, the glitt'ring spire,
Th’ ethereal in, and the di main.
But why so far extensive? when, at hand,
Along these blushing borders, bright with dew,
And in yon mingled wilderness of flow’rs,
Fair-handed Spring unb ev'ry grace ;
Throws out the snow-drop and the crocus first;
The daisy, primrose, violet darkly blue,
And polyanthus of annumber’d dyes,
The yellow wall-flower, stain’d with iron brown ;
And lavish stock, that scents the garden round :
From the soft wing of vernal breezes shed,
Anemonies, auriculas, enrich’d
‘With shining meal o’er all their velvet leaves :
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Eundeav’ring by a thousand tricks to catch

The cunning, conscious, half-averted glance

Of their regardless charmer. Should she seemn
Soft’ning, the least approvance to bestow,
Their colours burnish, and, by hope inspir'd,
They brisk advauce; then, on a sudden struck,
Retire disorder’d ; then again approach,

In fond rotation spread the spotted wing,

And shiver ev’ry feather with desire.

Connubial leagues agreed, to the deep woods
They haste away, all as their fancy leads,
Pleasure, or food, or secret safety, prompts;
That nature’s great command may be cbey’d:
Nor all the sweet sensations they perceive
Indulg’d in vain. Some to the holly hedge
Nestling repair, and to the thicket some:
Some to the rude protection of the thorn
Commit their feeble offspring; the cleft tree
Offers its kind concealinent to a few,
Their food its insects, and its moss their nests.
Others, apart, far in the grassy dale,
Or rough’ning waste, their humble texture weave.
But most in woodland solitudes delight,
In unfrequented glooms, or shaggy banks,
Steep, and divided by a babbling brook,
Whose murmurs soothe them all the livelong day,
When by kind duty fix’d. Amaeng the roots
Of hazel, pendent o'er the plaintive stream,
They frame the first foundation of their domes ;
Dry sprigs of trees, in artful fabric laid,
And bound with clay together. Now ’tis nought,
But restless hurry through the busy air,
Beat by unnumber’d wings. The swallow sweeps
The slimy posl, to build his banging house
Intent. And often from the careless back
Of herds and flocks, a thousand tu;ging bills
Pluck hair and wool: and oft, when unobserv’d,
Steal (rom the barn a straw : till soft and warm,
Clean and complete, their habitation grows

As thus the patient dam assiduous sits,
Not to be tempted from her tender task,
Or by sharp hunger, ar by smooth delight,
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Though the whole loosen’d Spring around her blows,
Her sympathizing lover takes his stand
High on th’ opponent bank, and ceaseless sings
The tedious time away ; or else supplies
Her place a , while she sudden flits
To pick the scanty meal. Th’ appointed time
With pious toil fulfill’d, the callow young,
Warm'd and expanded into perfect life,
Their brittle bondage break, and come to light,
A helpless family, d ding food
With constant clamour. O what passions then,
What melting sentiments of kindly care,
On the new pareunts seize! Away they fly,
Affectionate, and, undesiring, bear
The most delicious morsel to their young;
Which, equally distributed, again
The search begins. E'en so a gentle pair,
By fortune sunk, but form’d of gen’rous mould,
And charm’d with cires beyond the vulgar breast,
In some lone cot amidst the distant woods,
Sustain’d alone by pravidential heav'n,
Oft, as they weeping eye their infant train,
Check their own appetites, and give them all!

Nor toil alome they scorn : exalting love,
By the great Father of the Spring inspir'd,
Gives instant courage to the fearful race,
Axnd to the simple, art. With stealthy wing,
Should some rude foot their woody haunts molest,
Amid a neighb'ring bush they silent drop,
And, whirring thence, as if alarm'd, deceive
Th’ unfeeliog school-boy. Hence around the head
Of wand’ring awain the white-wing’d plover wheels
Her sonnding flight, and then directly on
In long excursion skims the level lawn,
To tempt him from hernest. The wild duck, hence.
O’er the rough moss, and o’er the trackless waste
The heath-hen flutters (pious fraud), to lead
The hot-pursuing spaniel far astray.

Be not the muse asham’d, here to bemoan
Her brothers of the grove, by tyrant man
Inhuman caught, and in the narrow cage
Prom liberty confin'd, anyl boundless air.

.
C
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Dull are tho pretty slaves, their plamage dull,
Ragged, and all its bright'ning lustre lost;
Nor is that sprightly wildness in their notes,
‘Which, clear, and vig'rous, warbles from the beech.
O then, ye friends of love, and love-taught song,
Spare the soft tribes; this barb'rous art forbear ;
If on your bosom innocence can win,
Music engage, or piety persuade.

But let not chief the nightingale lament
Her nun’d care, too delicately fram’d
To bruok the barsh confinement of the cage.
Oft when, returning with her loaded bill,
The astonish’d mother finds a vacant nest,
By the hard hand of unrelenting clowns
Robb'd, to the ground the vain provision falls ;
Her pinions ruffle, and, low drooping, scarce
Can hear the mourner to the poplar shade ;
Where, all abandon'd to despair, she sings
Her sorrows through the night’; and, on the bough
Sole sitting, still at every dying fall
Takes up again her lamentable strain
Of winding woe ; till, wide around, the woods
Sigh to her song, and with her wail resound.

But now the feather'd youth their former bounds,
Ardent, disdain ; and, weighing oft their wings,
D d the free p jon of the sky:
This one glad office more, and then dissolves
Parental love at once, now needless grown:
Unlavish wisdom never works in vain,
*Tis on some ev’ning, sunny, grateful, mild,
When nought but balm is breathing thro' the woods,
With yellow lustre bright, that the new tribes
Visit the spacious heav’ns, and look abroad
On nature’s common, far as they can see,
Or wing, their range and p O’er the bough
Dancing about, still at the giddy verge
Their resolution fails; their pinions still,
Tu loose libration stretch’d, to trust the void,
Trembling refuse : till down before them fly
The parent guides, and chide, exhort, command,
Or push them off. The surging air receives
Its plamy burden ; and their self taught wings
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Winnow the waving el t. On g d

Alighted, bolder up again they lead,

Parther and farther on, the length'ning flight ,

Till vanish'd ev’ry fear, and ev’ry pow’r

Rous’d into life and action, light in air

Th’ acquitted parents see their soaring race,

And, once rejoicing, never know them more.
High from the summit of a craggy cliff

Hung o’er the deep, such as amazing frowns

On utmost Kilda’s® shere, whose lonely race

Resign the setting sun to Indian worlds,

The royal eagle draws his vig'rous young,

Strong pounc’d, and ardent with paternal fire.

Now fit to raise a kingdom of their own,

He drives them from his fort, the tow'ring seat,

For ages, of his empire ; which, in peace,

Unstain’d he holds, while many a league to sea

He wings his course, and preys in distant isles.
Should I my steps turn to the rural seat,

Whose lofty elms and venerable oaks

Invite the rook, who, high amid the boughs,

In early spring his airy city builds,

And ceaseless caws amusive; there well pleas'd

I might the various polity survey

Of the mix’d household kind. The careful hen

Calls all her chirping family around,

Fed and defended by the fearless cock ;

Whoee breast with ardour flames, as on he walks,

Graceful, and crows defiance. In the pond,

The finely-chequer'd duck before her train

Rows garrulous. The stately sailing swan

Gives out bis snowy plumage to the gale;

And, arching proud his neck, with oary feet

Bears forward fierce, and guards his osier isle,

Protective of his young. The turkey nigh,

Loud threat’ning, reddens; while the peacock spreads

His ev'ry colour’d glory to the sun,

And swims in radiant majesty along.

O’er the whole homely soene, the cooing dove

Flies thick in am’rous chase, and wanton rolis

Tho glancing eye, and turns the changefal neck.

® The farthest of the w;mm islands of Scotland.
2
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While thus the gentle tenants of the shade
Indulge their purer loves, the rougher world
Of brutes below rush farions into flame,
And fierce desire. Through all his lusty veins
The ball, deep-scorch’d, the raging passion foels.
Of pasture sick, and negligent of food,
8carce seen, he wades among the yellow broom,
While o’er his ample sides the rambling sprays
Luxuriant shoot ; or through the mazy wood
Dejected wanders, nor th’ enticing bud
Crops, though it presses on his careless sense.
And oft in jealous madd’'ning fancy wrapt,
He seeks the fight; and, idly butting, feigns
His rival gor'd in ev’ry knotty trunk.
Him should he meet, the bellowing war begins :
Their eyes flash fury; to the hollow’d earth,
Whence the sand flies, they mutter bloody deeds,
And g ing deep th’ imp battle mix :
While the fair heifer, balmy breatbhing, near,
Stands kindling up their rage. The trembling steed,
With his hot impulse seiz’d in every nerve,
Nor heeds the rein, nor hears the sounding thong ;
Blows are not felt; but, tossing high his head,
And by the well known joy to distant plains
Attracted strong, all wild he bursts away;
O’er rocks, and woods, and craggy mountains flies ;
And, neighing, on the aérial summit takes
Th’ exciting gale ; then, steep descending, cleaves
The headlong torrents foaming down the hills,
B’en where the madness of the straiten’d stream
Turns in black eddies round : such is the force
With which his frantic heart and sinews swell.
Nor undelighted by the boundless Spring
Are the broad monsters of the foaming deep:
From the deep oose and gelid cavern rous’d,
They flounce and tumble in unwieldy joy.
Dire were the strain, and dissonant, to sing
The cruel raptures of the savage kind :
How, by this flame tbeir native wrath sublim'd,
They roam, amid the fury of their heart,
The far resounding waste, in fiercer bands,
And growl their horrid loves. But this the theme
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| sing, enraptur'd, to the British fair,
Porbids ; and leads me to the mountain brow,
Where sits the thepherd on the grassy turf,
Inhaling, healthful, the descending sun.
Around him feeds his many-bleating flock,
Of varions cadence ; and his sportive lambs,
$'his way and that convalv'd, in friskful glee,
Their frolics play. And now the sprightly race
Invitea them forth; when swift, the signal giv'n,
They start away, and sweep the massy mound
That runs around the hill ; the rampart once
Of iron war, in ancient barb’rous times,
When disunited Britain ever bled,
Lost in eternal broil: ere yet she grew
To this deep-laid indissoluble state,
Where wealth and commerce lift their golden heade,
Aund o’er our labours liberty and law,
lmpartial, watch; the wonder of a world!

What is this mighty breath, ye sages say,
That, in a pow’rful language, felt, not heard,
Instructs the fowls of heaven ; and thro’ their breast
These arts of love diffuses ¥ What, but God t
Inapiring God? who, boundless spirit all,
And unrewitting energy, pervades,
Adjusts, sustains, and agitates the whole,
He ceascless worksalone : and yet alone
Seems not to work ; with such perfection fram'd
Is this compl pend h of things.
But, thrugh conceal’d to ev’ry purer eye
Th’ infor-ning Arhor in his works appears ;
Chbief, lovely Spring, in thee, and thy soft scenes,
The swiling God is seen ; while water, earth,
And air, attest his bounty ; which exalts
The brute creation to his finer thought,
And aonual melts their undesigning hearts
Profusely thus in tenderness and joy.

8till let my song a nobler note assame,
And sing th’ infusive force of Spring on man:
When beav’n and earth, as if contending, vie,
To raise his being, and serene his soul, '
Can he forbear to join the gen’ral smile
Of nature t Can fierce passions vex his breast,
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‘While ev’ry gale is peace, and ev'ry grove
Is melody! Hence fromn the bounteous walks
Of flowing Spring, ye sordid sons of earth,
Hard, and unfeeling of another’s woe ;
Or only lavish to yourselves; away!
But come, ye gen’rous minds, in whose wide thought,
Of all his works, creative bounty burns
With warmest beam, and on your open front
And Uib’ral eye, sits, from his dark retreat
Inviting modest Want. Nor till invok'd
Can restless goodness wait : your active search
Leaves no cold wintry corner nunexplor'd :
Like silent-working Heav’n, surprising oft
The lonely heart with unexpected good.
For you the roving spirit of the wind
Blows Spriog abroad ; for you the teeming clouds
Descend in gladsome plenty o’er the world ;
And the sun sheds his kindest rays for yoa,
Ye flow’r of humsan race! In these green days
Reviving Sickuess lifts her languid head ;
Life flows afresh; and young-ey’d Health exalts
The whole creation round. Contentment walks
The sunny glade, and feels an inward bliss
Spring o’er her heart, beyond the pow'r of kings
To purch Pure ity apace
Induces thought, and contemplation still.
By swift degrees the love of nature works,
And warms the bosom ; till at last sublim’d
To rapture and enthusiastic heat,
We feel the present Deity, and taste
The joy of God to see a happy world !

These are the sacred feelings of thy heart,
Thy heart inform'd by reason’s purer ray,
O Lyttelton, the friend! thy passions thus
And meditations vary, as at large,
Courting the Muse, thro’ Hagley Park thou stray’st,
Thy British Tempé ! There along the dale,
‘With woods o’erhung, and shagg’d with mossy rocks
‘Whence on each hand the gushing waters play,
And down the rough cascade white-dashing fall,
Or gleam'd in lengthen'd vista through the trees,
You silent steal ; or sit beneath the shade
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Of solemn oaks, that tuft the swelling mounts
Thrown graceful round by nature’s careless hand,
And pensive listen to the various voice
Of raral peace: the herds, the flocks, the birds,
The hollow-whisp’ring breeze, the plaint of rills, .
That, purling down amid the twisted roots
Which creep around, their dewy murmurs shake
On the sooth’d ear. From thm abstracted, oft )
You der th h the p hic world ; '
Where in bright train continual wonders rise,
Or to the curious or the pious eye.
And oft, conducted by historic truth,
You tread the long extent of backward time,
Planning, with warm benevolence of mind,
And honest zeal, unwarp’d by party rage,
Britannia’s weal; how from the venal gulf
To raise her virtue, and her arts revive.
Or, turning thence thy view, these graver thoughts
The muses charm : while, with sure taste refin’d,
You draw th’ inspiring breath of ancient song
Till nobly rises, emulous, thy own.

Perhaps thy lov’d Lucinda shares thy walk,
With soul to thine attun’d. Then nature all
Wears to the lover’s eye a look of love;
And all the tumult of a guilty world,
Tost by ungen’rous passions, sinks away.
The tender heart is animated peace ;
And as it pours its copious treasares forth,
In varied converse, soft'ning every theme,
You, frequent pausing, turn, and from her eyee,
Where meeken’d sense, and amiable grace,
And lively sweetness, dwell, enraptur’d drink
That less spirit of eth 1 joy,
Unutterable happiness! which love
Alone bestows, and on a favour’d few,
Meantime you gain the helght, from whose fair brow
The bursting prosp d;
And snatch’d o'er hill and dale, and wood and lnwu.
And verdant field, and dark’ning heath between,
And villages embosor’d soft in trees,
And spiry towns by surging columns mark’d
Of household smoke, your eye excaorsive rvams:
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Wide-stretching from the hall, in whose kind haunt
The bospitable genius lmaeu still,

To where the broken 1 by &
Ascending, roughens into ngld hl“d ;
O’er which the Cambri , like far cloud

That skirt the blue horizon, dusky rise.

Flash’'d by the spirit of the genial year,
Now from the virgin's cheek a fresher bloom
Shoots, less and less, the live carnation round ;
Her lips blush deeper sweets; she breathes of youth;
The shining moistare awells into her eyes
In brighter flow ; her wishing bosom heaves
With palpitations wild; kind tumults seize
Her veins, and all her yielding soul is love.
From the keen gaze her lover turns away,
Full of the dear ecstatic power, and sick
With sighing languishment. A, then, ye fair!
Be greatly cautious of your sliding hearts:
Dare not the infectious sigh; the pleading look,
Downcast and low, in meek submission drest,
But full of guile. Let not the fervent tongue,
Prompt to deceive, with adulition smooth,
Gain on your purpns’d will. Nor in the bower,
Where woodbines flaunt, and roses shed a couch,
While Evening draws her crimson curtains round,
Trust your soft minutes with betraying man.

And let the aspiring youth beware of love,
Of the smonth glance beware ; for tis too late,
When on his heart the tarrent softness pours.
Then wisdom prostrate lies, and fading fame
Dissnlves in air away; while the fond soul,
Rapt in gay visions of unreal bliss,
Still paints th’illusive form ; the kindling grace;
'l'h' enticing smile ; the nwdeubneem =g eye,

th whose b beams, belying heaven,

Lurk searchless cnnning, cruelty, and death:
And still false warbling in his cbeated ear,
Her siren-voice, enchanting, draws him on
To gnileful shores, and meads of fatal joy.

E’en present, in the very lap of love
Inglorious laid; while music flows around,
Perfumes, and oils, and wine, and wanton hours;
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Amid the roses fierce Repentance rears

Her snaky crest: a quick-returning pang

Shoots through the conscious heart, where honour still,
And great design, against th’ oppressive load

Of luxury, by fits, impatient heave.

But absent, Wwhat fantastic woes, lmns'd
Rage in each thought, by 1 ¢ fed,
Chill the warm cheek and blast the bloom of life’
Neglected fortune flies ; and sliding swift,

Prope into ruin, fall his scorn’d affairs.

°Tis nought but gloom around; the darken’d sumr
Loses his light. The rosy-bosom’d Spring

To weeping fancy pines: and yon bright arch,
Contracted, bends into a dusky vault,

Al nature fades extinct; and she alone

Heard, felt, and seen, possesses every thought,
Fills every sense, and pants in every vein.
Books are but formal dalness, tedious friends :
And sad amid the social bands he sits,

Lonely and unattentive. From his tongue

The unfinish’d period falls; while borne away
On swelling thought his wafted spirit flies

To the vain basom of his distant fair;

And leaves the semblance of a lover, fix’d

In nielancholy site, with head declin’d,

And love-dejected eyes. Sudden he starts,
Shook from his tender trance, and restlcss runs
To glimmering shades, and symp ic glooms;
Where the dun umbrage o’er the falling stream
Romantic, hangs; there through the pensive dusk
Strays, in heart-thrilling meditation lost,
Indulging all to love; or on the bank,

Thrown amid drooping lilies, swells the breeze
With sighs unceasing, and the brook with tears.
Thus in soft anguish he consumes the day;

Nor quits his deep retirement, till the moon
Peeps through the chambers of the flcecy east,
Enlighten'd by degrees, and in her train

Leads on the gentle hours; then forth he walks,
Beneath the trembling languish of her beam,
‘With soften’d soul, and woos the bird of eve

To mingle woes with his; or, while the world,
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And all the sons of Care, lie hush'd in sleep,

A i with the midnight shad drear;

And, sighing to the lonely taper, pours

His idly-tortur'd heart into the page,

Meant for the moving messenger of lgve;

Where rapture burns on rapture, every line

With rising frenzy fir'd. But if on bed

Delirious flang, sleep from his pillow flies;

All night he tasses, nor the balmy power

In any posture finds; till the gray morn

Lifts her pale lustre on the paler wretch,

Exanimate by love; and then perhaps

Exhausted nature sinks a while to rest,

8till interrupted by distracted dreams,

That o’er the sick imagination rise,

And in black colours paint the mimic scene.

Oft with th’ enchantress of his soul he talks;,

Sometimes in crowds distress’d; or if retir'd

To secret winding flow’r-enwoven bowers,

Far from the dull impertinence of man,

Just as he, credulous, his endless cares

Begins to lose in blind oblivions love,

Snatch’d from her yielded hand, he kuows not how,

Through forests huge, and long untravell’d heaths

With desolation brown, he ders waste,

In night and tempest wrapt; or shrinks aghast,

Back from the bending precipice; or wades

The torbid stream below, and strives to reach

The farther shore; where, succourless and sad,

She with extended arms his aid implores;

But strives in vain : borne by th’ outrageous flood

To distance down, he rides the ridgy wave,

Or whelm’d beneath the boiling eddy sinks.
These are the charming agonies of love,

Whose misery delights. But through the heart

8Should jealousy its venom once diffuse,

*Tis then delightful misery no more,

But agony unmix'd, incessant gall,

Corroding every thought, and blasting all

Love’s paradise. Ye fairy prospects, then,

Ye beds of roses, and ye bowers of joy,

Parewell! ye gleamings of departed peace,
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Shine out your last; the yellow-tinging plagwe
Internal vision taints, and in a night
Of livid gloom imagination wraps.
Ah! then, instead of love-enliven’d cheeks,
Of sunny features; and of ardent eyes
With flowing rapture bright, dark looks succeed,
Suffus’d, and glaring with untender fire ;
A clouded aspect, and a burning cheek,
Where the whole poison’d soul malignant sits,
And frightens love away. Ten thousand fears
I d wild, ten th d frantic views
Of horrid rivals, hanging vn the charms
For which he melts in fondness, eat him ap
‘With fervent anguish, and consuming rage.
In vain reproaches lend their idle aid,
Deceitful pride, and resolution frail,
Giving false peace a moment. Fancy pours,
Afresh, her beauties on his busy thought,
Her first endearments, twining round tbe soul,
‘With all the witchcraft of ensnaring love.
Strait the flerce storm involves his mind anew,
Flames through the nerves, and boils along the veins ;
While anxious doubt distracts the tortur’d heart:
For even the sad assurance of his fears
Were ease tn what he feels. Thus the warm youth,
‘Whom love deludes intv his thorny wilds,
Through flowery-tempting paths, or leads a life
Of fever’d rapture, or of cruel care;
His brigt aims extinguish’d all, and all
His lively moments running down to waste.

But happy they, the happiest of their kind,
Whom gentler stars unite, and in one fate
Their hearts, their fortunes, and their beings blend.
*Tis not the coarser tie of human laws,
U 1 oft, and foreign to the mind,
That binds their peace ; but harmony itself,
A ing all their passi into love:
Where friendship full exerts her softest power,
Perfect esteem, enliven’d by desire
Ineffable and sympathy of soul;
Thought meeting thought, and will preventing will
With boundless confidence ; for nought but love
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Can answer loye, and render bliss secure.

Let bim, ungen’rous, who, alone intent

To bless himself, from sordid parents buys
The loathing virgin, in cternal care,
Well-merited, consume his nights and days;
Let barbarous nations, wlose inhuman love

1s wild desire, fierce as the suns they feel;

Let eastern tyraats, from the light of heaven
Seclude their bosom slaves, meanly possess’d
Of a mere lifeleas violated forua :

While those whom love cements in holy faith,
And equal transport, free as Nature live,
Disdaining fear. What is the world to them,
Its pomp, its pl » and its all,
Who in each other clasp whatever fair

High fancy forms, and lavish hearts can wish ¢
Something than beauty dearer, should they look
Or on the mind, or mind-illamin’d face ;
Trath, gnodness, honcur, harmony, and love,
The richest bounty of indulgent Heaven.
Meantime a smiling offspring rises round,
And mingles both their graces. By degrees,
The human blossom blows ; and every day,
Soft as it rolls along, shews some new charm,
The father’s lustre, and the mother’s bloom.
Then infant reason grows apace, and calls
For the kind hand of an assiduous care.
Delightful task ! to rear the tender thought,
To teach the young idea how to shoot,

To pour the fresh instruction o’cr the mind,
To breathe th’ enlivening spirit, and to fix
The generous purpose in the glowing breast.
Oh speak the joy! ye, whom the sudden tear
Surprises often, while you look around,

And nothing strikes your eye but sights of bliss,
All various nature pressing on the heart:

An elegant sufficiency, content,

Retirement, rural quiet, friendship, books,
Ease and alternate labour, useful life,

P rogressive virtue, and approving Heaven.
These are the matchless joys of virtuouns love ;
And thus their moments fly. The Seasons thus,
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As ceaseless round a jarring world they roll,
Still find them happy ; and consenting Spring
Sheds her own rosy garland on their heads :
Till evening comes at last, serene and mild;
When, after the long vernal day of life,
Enamour’d more, as more remembrance swells
With many a proof of recollected love,
Together down they sink in social sleep ;
Together freed, their gentle spirits fly

To scenes where love and bliss immortal reign,
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ROM brightening fields of ether fair disclos'd,
Child of the Sun, refulgent Summer comes,

In pride of youth, and felt through Nature’s dopth :
He comes attended by the sultry hours,
And ever-fanning breczes, on his way ;
While, from his ardent look, the turning Spring
Averts his blushful face, and earth and skies,
All-smiling, to his hot dominion leaves.

Hence let me haste into the mid-wood shade,
‘Where scarce a b h h the gloom :
And on the dark-green grass, beside the brink
Of haunted stream, that by the roots of ocak
Rolls o’er the rucky channel, lie at large,

And sing the glories of the circling year.

Come, Inspiration ! from thy hermit-seat,

By mortal seldom found : may Fancy dare,
From thy fix’d serious eye, and raptur’d glance
Shot on surrounding heaven, to steal one look
Creative of the poet, every power

Exalting to an ecstacy of soul.

And thou, my youthful Muse’s early friend,
In whom the human graces all unite :

Pure light of mind, and tenderness of heart;
Genius and windom the gay social sense,
By d y ch ’d; good and wit,
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In seld o h v bin'd ;
Unblemished honour, and an active zeal
For Britain's glory, Liberty and Man :
O Dodington! attend my rural song,
Stoop to mny theme, inspirit ev’ry line,
And teach me to deserve thy just applause.

With what an awful world-revolving pow'r
Were first the unwieldy planets launch’d along
Th’ illimitable void! thus to remain,

Amid the flux of many thousand years,

That oft has swept the toiling race of men,
And all their labour'd monuments, away,
Firm, unremitting, matchless in their course ;
To the kind-temper'd change of night and day,
And of the seasons ever stealing round,
Minutely faithful : such th’ all-perfect Hand !
That pois’d, impels, and rules the steady whnle.

When now no more th’ alternate Twins are fir'd,

And Cancer reddens with the solar blaze,

Short is the doabtful empire of the night ;

And soon observant of approaching day,

The meek-ey’d Morn appears, mother of dews,

At first faint gleaming in the dappled east;

Till far o’er ether spreads the widening glow ;

And, from before the lustre of her face,

White break the clonds away. With quicken’d step,

Brown Night retires: young Day pours in apace,

And opens all the lawny prospect wide.

The dripping rock, the mountuin’s misty top,

Swell on the sight, and brighten with the dawn.

Blue, through the dusk, the smoking currents shine:

And from the bladed field the fearful hare

Limps, awkward : while along the forest glade

The wild deer trip, and often turning gaze

At early passenger. Music awakes

The native voice of uadissembled joy;

And thiek around the woodland hymns arise.

Rous’d by the cock, the soon-clad shepherd leaves

His mossy cottage, where with peace he dwells ;

And from the crowded fold, in order drives

His flock to taste the verdure of the morn.
Falsely luxurious, will not man awake,
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And, springing from the bed of sloth, enjoy
The cool, the fragrant, and the silent hour,
To meditation dne and sacred song!

For is there aught in sleep can cbarm the wise?
To lie in dead oblivion, losing half

The fleeting moments of too short a life:

Total extinction of th’ enlighten’d soul!

Or else to fev'rish vanity alive,

Wilder'd and tossing through di perd d
Wheo would in such a gloomy state remain
Longer than Nature craves; when evey muse
And every blooming pleasure wait without,
To bless the wildly-devious morning walk ?

But yonder comes the powerful King of Day,
Rejoicing in the east. The lessening cloud,
The kindling azure, and the mountain’s brow,
Illum’d with fluid gold, his near approach
Betoken glad. Lo! now, appuarent all,
Aslant the dew-bright earth, and colour'd air,
He looks in boundless majesty abroad ;
And sheds the shining day, that burnish’d plays
On rocks, and kills, and towers, andwandering streams
High-gleaming from afar. Prime cheerer, Light!
Of all material beings first, and best |
Efflux divine! Nature’s resplendent robe!
Without whose vesting beauty all were wrapt
In unessential gloom; and thou, O Sun!
Soul of surrounding worlds ! in whom best seen
Shines out thy Maker ! may I sing of thee ?

'Tis by the secret, strong, attractive force.
As with a chain indissvluble bound,
Thy system rolls entire; from the far bourn
Of utm Saturn, wheeling wide his round
Of thirty years : to Mercury, whose disk
Can acarce be caught by philosophic eye,
Lost in the near effulgence of thy blaze.

Informer of the planetary train!

Without whose quick’ning glance their cumbrous 'rba
Were brute unloveiy mass, inert and dead,

And not, as now, the green abodes of life!

How many forms of being wait on thee ;

Inhaling spirit ; from the unfetter’d mind,
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By thee sublim'd, down to the daily race,
The mixing myriads of thy setting beam !

The vegetable world is also thine,
Varent of Seasons! who the pomp precede
That waits thy throne, as through thy vast domain,
Annual, along the bright elliptic road,
In world-rejoicing state, it moves sublime.
M ime the expecting nati circled gay
With all the various tribes of foodful carth,
Implore thy bounty or send grateful up
A common hymn: while, round thy beaming car,
High seen, the Seasons lead, in sprightly dance
Har i knit, the rosy-finger’d Hours,
The Zephyrs floating loose, the timely Rains,
Of bloom ethereal the light-footed Dews,
And soften’d into joy the surly Storms.
These in successive turn, with lavish hand,
Shower every beauty, every fragrance shower,
Herbs, flowers, and fruits ; till kindling at thy touch,
From land to land is flush’d the verual year.

Nor to the surface of enliven’d earth,
Graceful with hills and dales, and leafy woods,
Her liberal tresses, is thy force confin’d;
But, to the bowell'd cavern darting deep,
The mineral kinds confess thy mighty power.
Effulgent hence, the veiny marble shines ;
Hence Labour draws his tools, hence burnish’d War
Gleams on the day : the nobler works of Peace
Hence bless mankind, acd generous Commerce binds
The round of nations in a golden chain.

The unfruitful rock itself, impregn'd by thee,
In dark retirement forms the lucid stone.
The lively Diamond drinks thy purest rays,
Collected light, compact ; that, polish’d bright,
And all its native lustre let abroad,
Dares, as it sparkles on the fair one’s breast,
‘With vain ambition emulate her eyes.
At thee the Ruby lights its deepening glow,
And with a waving radiance inward flames ;
From thee the Sapphire, solid ether, takes
1ts hue cerulean ; and, of evening tinct,
The purple-streaming Amethyst is thine.

s
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With thy own smile the yellow Topaz burns;
Nor deeper verdure dyes the robe of Spring,
‘When first she gives it to the southern gale,
Than the green Emerald shews. But all combin'd
Thick through the whitening Opal play thy beams;
Or, flying several from its surface, form
A trembling variance of revolving bues,
As the site varies in the gazer's hand.
The very dead creation, from thy touch
Assumes a mimic life. By thee refin’d
In brighter mazes the reluctant stream
Plays o’er the mead. The precipice abrupt,
Projecting horror on the blacken’d flood,
Softens at thy return. The desert joys
Wildly, through all his melancholy bounds ;
Rude ruins glitter ; and the briny deep,
Seen from some pointed promontory’s top,
Far to the blue horizon’s utmost verge,
Restless, reflects a floating gleam. But this,
And all the much-transported Muse can sing,
Are to thy beauty, dignity and use,
Unequal far: great delegated source
Of light, and life, and grace, and joy below!
How shall I then attemipt to sing of Him
Who, Light Himself, in uncreated light
Invested deep, dwells awfully retir'd
From mortal eye, or angel’s pnrer ken ?
Whose single smile has, from the first of time,
Fill'd overflowing, all those lamps of heaven,
That beam for ever through the boundless sky :
Bat, should he bide his face, the astonish’d sun,
And all the extinguish’d stars, would loos’ning reel
Wide from their spheres, and chaos come again.
And yet was every faultering tongue of Man,
Almighty Pather silent in thy praise,
Thy works themselves would raise a general voice ;
Even in the depth of solitary woods,
By human foot untrod, proclaim thy power,
And to the quire celestial Thee resound,
The eternal cause, support, and end of all!
To me be Nature’s volume broad display’d;
Ana to peruse its all instracting page,
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Or, haply hing inspiration th
Some easy passage, raptur’d, to translate,
My sole delight ; as through the falling gl
Pensive 1 stray, or with the rising dawn
On Fancy’s eagle wing excursive soar.
Now, flaming up the heavens, the potent sun
Melts into limpid air the high-raised clouds,
And morning foge, that hover’d round the hills
In party-colour’d bands; till wide unveil’d
The face of Nature shines, from where earth seems,
Far stretch’d around, to meet the bending sphere.
Half in a blush of clastering roses lost,
Dew-dropping Coolness to the shade retires;
There, on the verdant tarf, or flowery bed,
By gelid founts and careless rills to muse ;
‘While tyrant Heat, dispreading through the sky,
‘With rapid sway, his burning influence darts
On man, and beast, and herb, and tepid stream.
Who can unpitying see the flowery race,
Shed by the morn, their new flusk’d bloom resign,
Before the parching beam ? So fade the fair,
When fevers revel through their azure veins.
But one, the lofty follower of the sun,
Sad when he sets, shuts up her yellow leaves
Droopiug all night; and, when he warm returns,
Points her enamour’d bosom to his ray.
Home, from his morning task, the swain retreats ;
His flock before him steppirg to the fold :
‘While the full-udder'd mother lows around
The cheerful cottage, then expecting food,
The food of innocence and health ! The daw,
The rook, and magpie, to the gray-grown oaks
That the calm village in their verdant arms,
Sheltering, embrace, direct their lazy flight ;
‘Where on the mingling boughs they #it embower’d,.
All the hot noon, till cooler hours arise.
Faint, underneath, the household fowls convene ;
And in a corner of the buzzing shade,
The house-dog, with the vacant greyhound, lics
Outstretch’d and sleepy. In his slumbers one
Attacks the nightly thief, and one exults
©O’er hill and dale; till, waken'd by the wasp,.
C

d
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They starting snap. Nor shall the Muse disdain
To let the little noisy summer-race

Live in her lay, and flutter through her song;
Not mean though simple ; to the sun allied,
From him they draw their animating fire.

Wak’d by his warmer ray, the reptile young
Come wing'd abroad ; by the light air upborne,
Lighter, and full of soul. From ev'ry chink,
And secret corner, where they slept away
The wintry storms; or rising from their tombs,
To higher life; by myriads, forth at once,
Swarming they pour; of all the varied hues
Their b y-b ing p! can discl
Ten thousand forms! ten thousand different tribes
People the blaze. To sunny waters some
By fatal instinct fly; where on the pool
They, sportive, wheel; or sailing down the stream,
Are snatch’d immediate by the quick-ey’d trout,
Or darting salmon. Thmmugh the green-wnod glade
Some love to stray; there lodg’d, amus’d, and fed
In the fresh leaf. Luxurious, others make
The meads their choice, and visit ev’ry flow’r,
And ev'’ry latent herb; for the sweet task,

To propagate their kinds, and where to wrap,

In what soft beds, meir young yet undisclos’d,
Employs their tender care. Some to the house,
The fold, and dairy, hungry, bend their flight!

Sip round the pail, or taste the curdling cheese :
Oft, inadvertent, from the milky stream

They meet their fate; or weltering in the bowl,
With powerless wings around them wrapt, expire.

But chief to heedless flies the window proves
A constant death ; where, gloomily retir'd,

The villain spider lives, cunning and fierce,
Mixture abhorr’d! Amid a mangled heap

Of carcasses, in eager watch he sits,
’erlooking all his waving snares around.
Near the dire cell the dreadless wanderer oft
Passes; as oft the ruffian shews his front.
The prey at last ensnar’d, he dreadful darts,
With rapid glide, along the leaning line;
Ang, fixing in the wretch his cruel fangs,
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Strikes backward grimly pleas’d: the flntt’ring wing

And shriller sound declare extreme distress,

And ask the helping hospitable band.
Resounds the living surface of the ground:

Nor undelightful is the ceaseless hum,

To him who muses through the wood at noon :

Or drowsy shepherd as he lies reclin’d,

With half-shut eyes, beneath the floating shade

Of willows gray, close crowding o’er the brook.
Gradual, from these what num'rous kinds descond,

Evading e’en the microscopic eye !

Fuall Nature swarms with life: one wondrous mass

Of animals, or atoms organiz’d

Waiting the vital breath, when Parent Heaven

Shall bid his spirit blow. The hoary fen,

In putrid streams, emits the living cloud

Of pestilence. Through subterranean cells,

Where searching sun-beams scarce can find & way,

Earth animated heaves. The flowery leaf

Wants not its soft inbabitants. Secure

Within its winding citadel the stone

Holds multitudes. But chief the forest.boughs,

That dance unnumber’d to the playful breese,

The downy orchard, and the melting pulp

Of mellow fruit, the nameless nations feed

Of evanescent insects. Where the pool

Stands mantled o’er with green, invisible

Amid the floating verdure millions stray,

Bach liguid too, whether it pierces, sontbes,

Inflames, refreshes, or exalts the taste,

With various forms abounds. Nor is the stream

Of purest crystal, nor the lucid air,

Though one transparent vacancy it seems,

Void of their unseen people. These conceal’d

By the kind art of forming Heaven, escape

The grosser eye of man : for, if the worlds

In worlds enclos’d should on his senses burst,

From cates ambrosial, and the nectar'd bowl,

He would abhorrent turn; and in dead night,

When silence sleeps o'erall, be stunn’d with noise.
Let no presuming impious railer tax

Creative Wisdom, as if aught was form'd
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In vain, or not for admirable eods.

Shall little haughty Ig P

His works unwise, of which the smallest part
Exceeds the narrow vision of her mind ¢

As if upon a full-proportion’d dome,

On swelling columns heav’d, the pride of art,
A critic-fly, whose feeble ray scarce spreads
An inch around, with blind presumption bold,
Should dare to tax the structure of the whole.
And lives the man, whose universal eye

Has swept at once th’ unbounded sch of thi
Mark'd their dependance #o, and firm accord,
As with unfaltering accent to conclude

That thisavaileth noughtt Has any seen
The mighty chain of beings, lessening down
From infinite perfection to the brink

Of dreary nothing, desolate abyss !

From which astonish’d thought, recoiling, turns!
Till then, alone let zealous praise ascend,

And hymns of holy wonder, to that Power,
Whose wisdom shines as lovely on our winds,
As on our smiling eyes his servant.sun.

Thick in yon stream of light, a thousand ways,
Upward, and downward, thwarting, and convolv’d,
The quivering nations sport : till tempest-wing'd,
Fierce Winter sweeps them from the face of day.
E'en s0 luxurious men unheeding pass
An idle summer-life in fortune’s shine,

A season’s glitter! Thus they flutter on

From toy to toy, from vanity to vice ;

Till, blown away by death, oblivion comes
Bebind, and strikes them from the book of life.

Now swarms the village o’er the jovial mead :
The rustic youth, brown with meridian toil,
Healthfal and strong; full as the summer-rose,
Blown by prevailing suns, the ruddy maid,
Half-naked, swelling on the sigbt, and all
Her kindled graces burning o’er her cheek.

Even stooping age is here; and infant hands
Trail the long rake, or with the fragrant load
O’ercharg’d, amid the kind oppression roll,
Wide flies the tedded grain ; all in a row
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Advancing broad, or wheeling round the field,
They spread their breathing harvest to the sun,
That throws refreshment round a rural smell:
Or, as they rake the green-appearing ground,
And drive the dusky wave along the mead,
The russet haycock rises thick behind

In order gay. While heard from dale to dale,
‘Waking the breese, resounds the blended voice
Of happy labour, love, and social glee.

Or rushing thence, in one diffusive band,
They drive the troubled flocks, by many a dog
Compell'd, to where the many-running brook
Forms the deep pool; this bank abrupt and high,
And that fair spreading in a pebbled shore.
Urg’d to the giddy brink, much is the toil,

The clamour much, of men, and boys, and dogs,
Ere the soft fearful people to the flood

Commit their woolly sides. And oft the swain,
On some impatient seizing, hurls them in :
Embolden’d then, nor hesitating more,

Fast, fast, they plunge amid the flashing wave,
And panting labour to the farthest shore :
Repeated this, till deep the well-wash'd fleece
Has drunk the flood, and from his lively haunt
The trout is banish’d by the sordid stream;
Heavy, and dripping, to the breesy brow

Slow move the harmless raco ; where,as they spread
Their awelling treasures to the sunny ray,

Inly disturb’d, and wondering what this wild

Outrag tumult their loud compl
The country fill : and, toss’d from rock to rock,
I bleatings run d the hills.

At last, of snowy white, the gather'd fiocks

Are in the wattled pen innumerous pressd,

Head above head : and rang’d in lusty rows,

The shepherds sit, and whet the sounding shears.
The housewife waits to roll her fleecy stores,
With all her gay-drest maids attending round.
One, chief in gracious dignity enthron’d,

Shines o’er the rest, the pastoral queen, and rays
Her smiles, sweet-t ing, on her shepherd king;
While the glad circle round them yield their souls
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To festive mirth, and wit that knows no gall.
Meantime their joyous task goes cn apace:
Some, mingling, stir the melted tar, and some,
Deep on the new.shorn vagrant’s heaving side,
To stamp his master’s cipher ready stand:
Others th’ unwilling wether drag along ;
And glorying in his might, the sturdy boy
Holds by the twisted horns th’ indignant ram.
Behold, where bound, and of its robe bereft
By needy man, that all-depending lord,
How meek, how patient the mild creature lies'
What sof in its melancholy face
What dumb-complaining i ppears!
Pear not, ye gentle tribes, ’tis not the knife
Of horrid slaughter that is o’er you wav'd;
No, ’tis the tender swain's well-guided shears,
Who, baving now, to pay his annual care,
Borrow'd your fleece, to you a cum’brous load,
Will send you bounding to your hills again.
A simple scene ! Yet hence Britannia sees
Her solid grandeur rise : hence she commands
Th’ exalted stores of every brighter clime :
The treasuresof the sun, without his rage :
Hence fervent all with culture, toil, and arts,
Wide glows her land : her dreadfal thunder hence
Rides o’er the waves sublime, and now, even now,
Impending hangs o’er Gallia’s humbled coast :
Hence rules the circling deep, and awes the world.
'Tis raging noon ; and, vertical, the sun
Darts on the head direct his forceful rays.
O’er heaven and earth, far as the ranging eye
Can sweep, a dazaling deluge reigns; andall
From pole to pole is undistinguish’d blaze. .
In vain the sight, dejected to the ground,
Stnops for relief : thence hot asoending steams,
And keen reflection pain. Deep to the root
Of vegetation parch’d, the cleaving fields
And slippery lawn ah arid hue disclose,
Blasts fancy’s bloom, and wither e’en the soul.
Echo no more returna the cheerful sound
Of sharpening scythe ; the mower, singing, heaps
O’er him the humid hay, with flow’rs perfumed »
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And scarce a chirping grasshopper is heard

Through the dumb mead. Distressful Nature pants,

The very streams lnok languid from afar;

Or, through th’ helter’d glade, impati seem

To hurl into the covert of the grove.
All-conquering Heat, oh intermit thy wrath !

And on my throbbing temples potent thus

Beam not so fierce! Incessant still yon flow,

And still another fervent flood succeeds.

Pour’d on the head profuse. In vain I sigh,

And restless turn, and look around for night ;

Night is far off ; and hotter hours approach,

Thrice happy he; who on the sunless side

Of a romantic mountain, forest-crown’d,

Beneath the whole collected shade reclines:

Oriin the gelid caverns, woodbine-wrought,

And fresh bedew’d with ever.spouting streama,

Sits coolly calm : while all the world without,

Unsatisfied, and sick, tosses in noon.

Emblem instructive of the virtuous man,

‘Who keeps his temper’d mind serene, and pure,

And every passion aptly harmoniz'd,

Amid a jarring world with vice inflam’d.
Welcome, ye shades! Ye bowery thickets, hail !

Ye lofty pines! ye venerable oaks!

Ye ashes wild, resounding o’er the steep!

Delicious is your shelter to the soul,

As to the hunted hart the sallying spring,

Or stream full-flowing, that his swelling sides

Laves, as he floats along the herbag'd brink.

Cool thro' the nerves your pleasing comfort glides ;

The heart beats glad ; the fresh-expanded eye

And ear resume their watch ; the sinews kait,

And life shoots swift through all the lighten’d limbs
Around th’ adjoining brook, that purls along

The vocal grove, now fretting o’er a rock,

Now scarcely moving throngh a reedy pool,

Now starting to a sudden stream, and now

Gently diffus’d into a limpid plain;

A various group the herds and flocks compose ;

Rural confusion! On the grassy bank

Some ruminating lie! while others stand
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Half in the flood, and often bending sip

The circling surface. In the middle droops

The strong laborious ox, with honest front,

‘Which incompos’d he shakes ; and from his sides

The troublous insects lashes with his tail,

Returning still, Amid his sabjects safe,

Slumbers the monarch swain ; his careless arm,

Thrown round his head, on downy moss sustain'd :

Here laid his scrip, with wholesome viands fill'd;

There, listening every noise, his watchful dog.
Light fly his slumbers, if perchance a flight

Of angry gadflies fasten on the herd ;

That startling scatters from the shallow brook

In search of lavish stream. Tossing the foam,

They scorn the keeper’s voice, and scour the plain,

Through all the bright severity of noon ;

While, from their labouring breasts, » hollow moan

Proceeding, runs low-bellowing round the hills.
Oft in this season too the horse, provok'd,

While his big sinews full of spirits swell,

Trembling with vigour, in the heat of blond,

Springs the high fence ; and, o'er the field effus’d,

Darts on the gloomy flood with steadfast eye,

And heart estrang’d to fear: his nervous chest,

Luxuriant, and erect, the seat of strength,

Bears down th’ opposing : hl

thirst:’

He takes the rivers at redoubled draughts;

And, with wide nostrils, snorting, skims the wave.
8till let me pierce into the midnight depth

Of yonder grove, of wildest, largest growth ;

That, forming high in air a woodland quire,

Nods o’er the mount beneath, At every step,

Solemn and clow, the shadows blacker fall,

And all isawful listening gloom around.
These are the haunts of meditation, these

The scenes, where ancient bards th’ aspiring breath

Ecstatic, felt; and, from this world retir'd,

Convers’d with angels, and immortal forms,

On gracious errands bent : to save the fall

Of virtue struggling on the brink of vice ;

In waking whispers, and rep dd

q




SUMMER. 57

To hint pure thought, and warm the favour'd soul
For fature trials fated to prepare ;
To prompt the poet, who devoted gives
His Mase to better themes ; to soothe the pangs
Of dying worth, and from the patriot’s breast
(Backward to mingle in deteeted war,
But foremost when engaged) to tarn the death;
And numberless such oftices of love,
Daily, and nightly, zealous to perform.

Shook sudden from the bosom of the sky,
A th d shapes or glide athwart the dusk,
Or stalk majestic on. Deep-rous’d I feel
A sacred terror, a severe delight,
Creep thro’ my mortal frame; and thus, methinks,
A voice, than human more, th’ abstracted ear
Of fancy strikes : ‘ Be not of us afraid,
Poor kindred man ! thy fellow-creatures we
From the same Parent- Power oar beings drew,
The same our Lord, and laws, and great pursuit,
Once some of us, like thee, through stormy life
Toil’d tempest-beaten, ere we could attain
This holy calm, this harmony of mind,
Where purity and peace immingle charms.
Then fear not us ; but, with responsive song,
Amid these dim recesses, undisturb’d
By noisy folly, and discordant vice,
Of Nature sing with us, and Nature’s God.
Here freq at the visi y hour,
When musing midnight reigns, or silent noon,
Angelic harps are in full concert heard,
And voices chanting from the wood-crown’d hill
The deepening dale, or i yl glade:
A privilege bestow’d by us, alone,
On contemplation, or the hallow’d ear
Of poet, swelling to seraphic strain.’

And art thou, Stanley,® of that sacred band ?
Alas! for us too soon! Though rais’d above
The reach of haman pain, above the flight
Of human joy; yet with a mingled ray
Of sadly-pleas’d remembrance, must thvu feel

® A young lady, well known to the Author, who died
at the age of eightven, in the year 1738.
C2
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A mother’s love, a mother’'s tender woe:
Who seeks thee still, in many a former scene ;
Seeks thy fair form, thy lovely-beaming eyes,
Thy pleasing converse, by gay lively sense
Inspir'd, where moral wisdom mildly shone,
Without the toil of art, and virtue glow’d
In all her smiles, without forbidding pride.
But, O thou best of parents! wipe thy tears;
Or rather to parental nature pay
The tears of grateful joy, who for a while
Lent thee this younger self, this opening bloom .
Of thy enlighten’d mind and gentle worth.
Believe the Muse : the wintry blast of death
Kills not the buds of virtue; no, they spread,
Beneath the heavenly beam of brighter suns,
Through endless ages, into higher powers.

Thus up they mount, in airy vision wrapt,
I stray, regardless whither ; till the sound
Of a near fall of water every sense [back,
Wakes from the charm of thought: swift shriuking
I check my steps, and view the broken scene.

Smooth to the shelving brink a copious flood
Rolls fair and placid ; where collected all
In one impetuous torrent, down the steep
It thundering shoots, and shakes the country round.
At first an azure sheet, it rushes broad ;

Then whitening by degrees, as prone it falls,
And from the loud-resounding rocks below
Dash'd in a cloud of foam, it sends aloft

A hoary mist, and forms a ceaseless shower.
Nor can the tortur’d wave here find repose :
But, raging still amid the shaggy rocks,

Now flashes o’er the *d frag: now
Aslaunt the hollow’d channel rapid darts;

And falling fast from gradual slope to slope,
With wild infracted course, and lessen’d roar,
It gains a safer bed, and steals, at last,

Along the maszes of the quiet vale.

Invited from the cliff, to whose dark brow
He clings, the steep-ascending esgle soars,
With upward pinions, through the flood of day,
Aud, giving full his bosom to the blase,
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Gains on the sun ; while all the taneful race,

Sniit by afflictive noon, disorder’d droop,

Deep in the thicket; or, from bower to bower

Respontive, force an interrupted strain.

‘The stock-dove only through the furest cooes,

Monrnfully hoarse; oft ceasing from his plaint,

Short interval of weary woe! Again

The sad idea of his murder’d mate,

Struck from his side by savage fowler’s guile,

Across his fancy comes ; and then resounds

A louder song of sorrow through the grove.
Beside the dewy border let me sit,

All in the freshness of the humid air:

There in that hollow’d rock, grotesque and wild,

And ample chair moss-lin’d, and over-head

By flowering umbrage shaded ; where the bee

Strays diligent, and with th’ extracted balm

Of fragrant woodbine loads his little thigh.

Now, while I taste the sweetness of the shade,
‘While Natare lies around deep-lull'd in noon,
Now come, bold Fancy, spread a daring flight,
And view the wonders of the torrid zone :

Climes unrelenting! with whose rage compar'd,
Yon blaze is feeble, and yon skies are cool.

See, how at once the bright effulgent sun,
Rising direct, swift chases from the sky
The short liv'd twilight ; and with ardent blaze
Looks gaily fierce through all the dazzling air ;

He mounts his throne: but kind before him sends,
Issuing from out the portals of the morn,

The general breeze,® to mitigate his fire,

And breathe refreshment on a fainting world.
Great are the scenes, with dreadful beauty crown’d
And barbarous wealth, that see, each circling ycar,
Returning suns and double seasonst pass :

Rocks rich in gems, and mountains big with mines,

* Which blows constantly between the tropics from the cast,
or the collateral ’mlnu, the north-east and south-east: cansed
by the pressure of the rarefied air on that before it, accordini to
the diurnal motion of the sun froni east to west.

+ In all climates between the tropics, the sun, as he passes and
repasses in his_anuual motion, is twice a year vertical. which
produces this effect,
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That on the high equator ridgy rise,
Whence many a bursting stream auriferous plays:
Majestic woods of every vigorous green,
Stage above stage, high waving o'er the hills;
Or to the far horizon wide diffus’d,
A boundless deep i ity of shade.
Here lofty trees to ancient song unknown,
The noble sons of potent heat and floods
Prone-rushing from the cloudes, rear high to heaven
Their thorny stems, and broad around them throw
Meridian gloom. Here, in eternal prime,
Unnumber’d fruits, of keen delicious taste
And vital spirit, drink amid the cliffs,
And burning sands that bank the shrnbby vales,
Redoubled day; yet in their rugged coats
A friendly juice to cool its rage contain.

Bear me, Pomona ! to thy citron groves;
To where the lemon and the piercing lime,
‘With the deep orange, glowing through the green,
Their lighter glories blend. Lay me reclin’d
Beneath the spreading tamarind, that shakes,
Fann’d by the breeze, its fever-cooling fruit.
Deep in the night the massy locust sheds,
Quench my hot limbs ; or lead me through the maze
Embowering endlese, of the Indian fig ;
Or thrown at gayer ease, on sume fair brow,
Let me behold, by breezy murmurs cool’d,
Broad o’er my head the verdant cedar wave,
And high palmetos lift their graceful shade.
Or stretch’d amid these orchards of the sun,
Give me to drain the cocoa’s milky bowl,
And from the palm to draw its freshening wine,
More bounteous far than all the frantic juice
Whick Bacchus pours. Nor, on its slender twigs,
Low bending, be the full pomegranate scorn’d ;
Nor creeping through the woods, the gelid race
Of berries. Oft in humble station dwells
Unboastful worth, above fastidious pomp ;
‘Witness, thou best Anana! thou the pride
Of vegetable life, beyond whate'er
The poets imag’d in the golden age:
Quick let me strip thee of thy tufty coat,.
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Spread thy ambrosial stores, and feast with Jove!
From these the prospect varies. Plains immense

Lie h'd below, interminable meads,

And vast sav , where the wandering eye,

Unfixt, as in a verdant ocean lost.

Another Flora, there, of bolder hues,

And richer sweets, beyond our garden’s pride,

Plays o’er the field, and showers with sudden hand

Exuberant Spring: for oft these valleys shift

Fheir green embroider'd robe to fiery brown,

And swift to green again, as scorching suns,

Or streaming dews and torrent rains, prevail.
Along these lonely regions, where, retir'd

From little scenes of art, great Nature dwells

In awful solitude, and nought is seen

But the wild herds that own no master’s stall,

Prodigious rivers roll their fatt'ning seas:

On whose luxuriant herbage, half conceal’d,

Like a fall’'n cedar, far diffus’d his train,

Cas’d in green scales, the crocodile extends.

The flood disparts : behold! in plaited mail,

Behemoth® rears his head. Glanc’d from his side,

The darted steel in idle shivers flies :

He fearless walkas the plain, or seeks the hills;

‘Where, as he crops his varied fare, the herds,

In widening circle round, forget their food,

And at the harmless stranger wondering gaze.
Peaceful beneath primeval trees, that cast

Their ample shade o’er Niger’s yellow stream,

And where the Ganges rolls his sacred wave ;

Or mid the central depth of blackening woods,

High rais’d in solemn theatre around,

Leans the huge elephant : wisest of brutes ¢

O truly wise! with gentle might endow’d :

Though powerful, not destructive! Here he sees

Revolving ages sweep the changeful earth,

And empires rise and fall ; regardless he

Of what the never.resting race of men

Project : thrice happy could he 'scape their guile,

‘Who mine, from cruel avarice, his steps;

® The hippopotamus, or river-horse.
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Or with his towery grandeur swell their state,
The pride of kings ! or else his strength pervert,
And bid him rage amid the mortal fray,
Astonish’d at the madness of mankind.

Wide o’er the winding umbrage of the floods,
Like vivid blossoms glowing from afar,
Thick swarm the brighter birds. For Nature’s hand,
That with a sportive vanity has deck’d
The plamy nations, there her gayest hues
Profusely pours. But if she bids them shine,
Array'd in all the beauteous beams of day,
Yet, frugal still, she humbles them in song.®
Nor envy we the gaudy robes they lent
Proud Montezuma’s realm, whose legions cast
A boundless radiance waving on the sun,
While Philomel is ours; while in our shades,
Through the soft sil of the listening night,
The sober-suited songstress trills her lay.

But come, my Muse, the desert barrier burst,
A wild expanse of lifeless sand and sky :
And, swifter than the toiling caravan,
Shoot o’er the vale of Sennar; ardent climb
The Nubian mountains, and the secret bounds
Of jealous Abyssinia boldly pierce.
Thou art no ruffian, who beneath the mask
Of social commerce com’st to rab their wealth
No holy fury thou, blaspheming Heaven,
With consecrated steel to stab their peace,
And through the land, yet red from civil wounds,
To spread the purple tyranny of Rome,
Thou, like the harmless bee, may’st freely range,
From mead to mead, bright with exaited flowers
From jasmine grove to grcve may’st wander gay,
Through palmy shades and aromatic woods,
That grace the plains, invest the peopled hills,
And up the more than Alpine mountains wave.
There on the breezy summit, npreldmg fair,
From many a I ; or on rocks,

That from the sun- redoublmg valley lift,

® In all the regions of the torrid zone, the birds, though more
beautiful in their piumage, are observed to be less melodiows
than ours.
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Cool to the middle air, their lawny tops;

‘Where palaces, and fanes, and villes rise;

And gardens smile arcund, and cultur'd fields;
And fountains gusb ; and careless herds and flocks
Securely stray: a world within itself,

Disdaining all assault: there let me draw

Ethereal soul, there drink reviving gales,
Profusely breathing from the spicy groves,

And vales of fragrance ; there at distance hear
The roaring floods, and cataracts, that sweep

From disembowel’d earth the virgin gold;

And o’er the varied landscape, restless, rove,
Fervent with life of every fairer kind ;

A land of wonders | which the sun still eyes

With ray direct, as of the lovely realm -
En ’d, and delighting there to dwell.

How chaung’d the scene! In blazing height of noen
The sun, oppress’d, is plung’d in thickest gloom.
Still horror reigns, a dreary twilight round,

Of struggling night and day malignant mix'd.
For to the hot equator crowding fast,

‘Where, highly rarefied, the yielding air
Admits their i P roll,
Amazing clouds on clouds continual heap’d ;

Or whirl'd tempestuous by the gusty wind,

Or silent borne along, heavy and slow,

‘With the big stores of steaming oceans charg'd.
Meantime, amid these upper seas condens’d
Around the cold aérial mountain’s brow,

And by conflicting winds together dash’d,

The thunder holds his black tremendous throne :
From cloud to cloud the rending lightnings rage ;
Till, in the farious elemental war

Dissolv'd, the whole precipitated mass

Unbroken floods and solid torrents pours.

The treasures these, hid from the bounded search
Of ancient knowledge: whence with annual pomp,
Rich king of floods ! o'erflows the swelling Nile.
From his two springs in Gojam’s sunny realm,
Pure-welling out, he through the lucid lake
Of fair Dambea rolls his infant stream.

There, by the naiads nurs'd, he sports away
L]
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His playful youth, amid the fragrant isles,
That with unfading verdure smile around.
Ambitiouns, thence the manly 1iver breaks;
And, gathering many a flood, and copious fed-
With all the mellow’d treasures of the sky,
Winds in progressive majesty along :
Through splendid kingdoms now devolves his mase,
Now wanders wild o’er solitary tracts
Of life-deserted sand ; till, glad to quit
The joyless desert, down the Nubian rocks,
Prom thundering steep to steep, he pours his urn,
And Egypt joys beneath the spreading wave,

His brother Niger too, and all the flrods
In which tbe full-form’d maids of Afric lave
Their jetty limbs; and all that from the tract
Of waody i h'd through gorg Ind
Fall on Cormandel’s coast, or Malabar;
Prom Menam's® orient stream, that nightly shines
With insect lamps, to where Aurora sheds
On Indus’ smiling banks the rosy shower :
All, at this bounteous season ope their urns,
And pour untoiling harvest o'er the land.

Nor less thy world, Conlambus, drinks, refresh’d,
The lavish moisture of the melting year.
Wide o’er his isles, the branching Oronoque
Rolls a brown deluge ; and the native drives
To dwell aloft on life-sufficing trees,
At once his dome, his robe, his food, and armas.
Swell'd by a thousand streama, imipetuous hurl’d
From all the roaring Andes, huge dexcends
The mighty Orelana.t Scarce the Muse
Dares stretch her wing o'er this enormous mass
Of rushing water; scarce she dares attewpt
The sea-like Plata; to whose dread expanse,
Continuons depth, and wondrous length of course,
Our floods are rills. With unabated force,
Io silent dignity they sweep along,
And traverse realms unknown, and blooming wilds,
And fruitful deserts, worlds of solitude,

® The river that rans through Siam ; on whose banksa vast

multitade of those invects called fire-dics make a beautiful ap-

pearance in the night.
t The river of the Amazons.
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‘Where the sun smiles and seasons teem in vain,

Unseen, and unenjoy’d. Forsaking these,

O’er peopled plains they fair diffusive flow,

And many a nation feed, and circle safe,

In their soft bosom, many a happy isle:

The seat of blameless Pan, yet undisturb’d

By Christian crimes and Europe’s cruel sons.

Thus pouring on they proudly seek the deep,

‘Whose vanquish’d tide, recoiling from the shock,

Yields to the liquid weight of half the globe;

And Ocean trevables from his green domain.
But what avails this wondrous waste of wealth ¢

This gay profusion of luxurious bliss ¢

This pomp of nature? what their balmy meads,

Their powerful herbs, and Ceres void of pain ?

By vagrant birds dispers’d, and wafting winds,

What their unplanted fruits? what the cold

draughts,

The ambrosial foud, rich gums, and spicy health,

Their forests yield ¢ their toiling insects what,

Their silky pride, and vegetable robes ?

Ah ! what avail their fatal treasures, hid

Deep in the bowels of the pitying earth,

Golconda’s gems, and sad Potosi’s mines :

Where dwelt the gentlest children of the sun !

What all that Afric’s golden rivers roll,

Her odorous woods, and shining ivory stores!

Ili-fated race ! the softening arts of peace,

Whate'’er the humanizing muses teach ;

The godlike wisdom of the temper’d breast ;

Progressive truth, the patient force of thought;

Tunvestigation calm, whose silent powers

Command the world ; the light that leads to heaven;

Kind equal rule, the government of laws,

And all-protecting freedom, which alone

Sustains the name and dignity of man:

These are not theirs. The parent sun himself

Seems o’er this world of slaves to tyrannize ;

And, with oppressive ray, the roseate bloom

Of beauty blasting, gives the gloomy hue,

And feature gross ; or worse, to ruthless deeds,.

Mad jealousy, blind rage, and fell revenge,.
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Their fervid spirit fires, Love dwells not theve,

The soft regards, the tenderness of life,

The heart-shed tear, th’ ineffable delight

Of sweet humanity : these court the beam

Of milder climes; in selfish fierce desire,

And the wild fury of voluptuous sense,

There lost. The very brate creation there

This rage partakes, and burns with harrid fire,
Lo! the green serpent from his dark abode,

‘Which even imagination fears to tread,

At noon, forth issuing, gathers up his train

In orbs immense, then, darting out anew,

Seeks the refreshing fount ; by which diffus'd,

He throws his folds : and while, with threat’ning

tongue,

And deathful jaws erect, the monster curls

His flaming crest, all other thirst appall’d,

Or shivering flies, or check’d at distance stands,

Nor dares approach. But still more direful he,

The small close lurking minister of fate,

Whose high concocted venom through the veins

A rapid lightning darts, arresting swift

The vital current. Form’d to humble man,

This child of vengeful nature! There, sublim’d

To fearless lust of blood, the savage race

Roam, licens’d by the shading hour of guilt,

And foul misdeed, when the pure day has vhut

His sacred eye. The tiger darting fierce

Impetuous on the prey his glance has doom'd .

The lively-shining leopard, speckled o’er

With many a spot, the beauty of the waste ;

And, scorning all the taming arts of man,

The keen hyeena, fellest of the fell;

These, rushing from the inhospitable woods

Of Mauritania, or the tufted isles,

That verdant rise amid the Lybian wild,

Innumerous glare around their shaggy king,

M ajestic, stalking o'er the printed sand;

And, with imperious and repeated roars,

Demand their fated food. The fearful flocks

Crowd near the guardian swain ; the nobler herds,

Where, round their lordly bull, in rural ease,
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They ruminating lie, with horror hear

The coming rage. Th’ awaken’d village starts;

And to her fluttering breast the mother strains

Her thoughtless infant. From the pirate's den,

Or stern Morooco’s tyrant fang, escap’d,

The wretch half wishes for his bonds again :

While uproar ali, the wilderness resounds,

From Atlas eastward to the frighted Nile.
Unhappy ke! who frem the first of joys,

Society, cut off, is left alone

Amid this world of death. Day, after day,

Sad on the jatting eminence he sits,

And views the main that ever toils below ;

8till fondly forming in the farthest verge,

‘Where the round ether mixes with the wave,

Shipe, dim-discovered, dropping fram the clowds:

At evening to the setting sun he turns

A mournful eye, and down his dyiag heart

Sinks helpless, while the wonted roar is up,

And hiss continual through the tedions sight.

Yet here,even here, into these black abodes

of ppall’d, from ping Rome,

And guilty Ceesar, Liberty retir'd,

Her Cato following through Numidian wilds:

Disdainful of Campaaia's gentle plains,

And all the green delights Ausonia pours:

When for them she must bend the servile knee,

And fawning take the splendid robber’'s boea.
Nor stop the terrors of these regions here,

C ission’d 4 oft, angels of wrath,

. Let loose the raging elements. Breath’d hot,

From all the beundiess furnace of the sky,

And the wide-glittering waste of buraing sand,

A suffocating wind the pilgrim smites

With instant death. Patient of thirst and teil,

Son of the desert! even the camel feels,

8Shot through his wither'd heart, the fiery blast.

Or from the black-red ether, bursting broad,

Sallies the sudden whirlwind. Straight the sands,

Commov'd around, in gathering eddies play ;

Nearer and nearer still they darkening come ;

Till, with the general all-involving storm
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Swept up, the whole continuous wilds arise:
And by their noon-day fount dejected thrown,
Or sunk at night in sad disastrous sleep,
Beneath descending hills the caravan
Is buried deep. In Cairo’s crowded streets,
Th’ impatient merchant, wondering, waits in vain,
And Mecca saddens at the long delay.
But chief at sea, whose every flexile wave
Obeys the blast, the agrial tumult swells.
In the dread ocean, undulating wide,
Beneath the radiant line that girts the globe,
The circling Typhon,® whirl’d from point to point,
Exhausting all the rage of all the sky,
And dire Ecnephia, reign. Amid the heavens,
Falsely serene, deep in a cloudy speckt
Compress’d, the mighty tempest brooding dwells :
Of no regard, save to the skilful eye,
Fiery and foul, the small prognostic hangs
Aloft, or on the promontory’s brow
Musters its force. A faint deceitful calm,
A fluttering gale, the demon sendsbefore,
To tempt the ayrendmg nll Then down at once,
d mass
Of ronnng winds, and ﬂame, nnd rushing floods.
In wild amazement fix’d the sailor stands.
Art is too slow : by rapid fate oppress'd,
His broad-wing’d vessel drinks the whelming tide,
Hid in the bosom of the black abyss.
With such mad seas the daring Gama} fought
For many a day, and many a dreadful night,
Incessant, lab’ring round the stormy Cape;
By bold ambition led, and bolder thirst
Of gold. For then from ancient gloom emerg’d
The rising world of trade: the genius, then,
Of navigation, that, in hopeless sloth,
Had slumber’d on the vast Atlantic deep
For idle ages, starting, heard at last

#® Typhon and Ecnephia, names of particular :torms or hurri-

canes, known only between the tropics.
M' Callcd by sailors the ox-eye, being in appearance at first mo
gRer.

1 Vasco de Gama, the first who sailed round Africa by the

Cape of Good Hope to the East Indies.
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The Lusitanian prince;® who, Heav’n inspir'd,
To love of useful glory rous’d mankind,
And in unbounded commerce wmix’d the world.
Increasing still the terrors of these storms,
His jaws horrific arm’d with threefold fate,
Here dwells the direful shark. Lur'd by the scent
Of steaming crowds, of rank disease, and death,
Behold! he rushing cuts the briny flood,
Swift as the gale can bear the ship along ;
And from the partners of that cruel trade
W hich spoils unhappy Guinea of her sons,
Demands his share of prey; demands themselyes.
The stormy fates descend; one death involves
Tyrants and slaves; when straight, their mangledlimbs
Crashing at once, he dyes the purple seas
‘With gore, and riots in the vengeful meal.
When o’er this world, by equinoctial rains
Flooded immense, looks out the joyless sun,
And draws the copious stream from swampy fens,
‘Where patrefaction into life ferments,
And breathes destructive myriads; or from woods,
Impenetrable shade, recesses foul,
In vapours rank and blue corruption wrapt,
‘Whose gloomy horrors yet no desperate foot
Has ever dar’d to pierce; then wasteful, forth
‘Walks the dire power of pestilent disease.
A thousand hideous fiends her course attend,
Sick nature blasting, and to heartless woe,
And feeble desolation, casting down
The towering hopes and all the pride of man.
Such as, of late, at Carthagena quench’d
The British fire. You, gallant Vernon, saw
The miserable scene : you, pitying, saw
To infant weakness sunk the warrior’s arm;
Saw the deep-racking pang, the ghastly form,
The lip pale.quivering, and the beamless eye
No more with ardour bright: you heard the groans
Of agonizing ships, from shore to shore;
Heard, nightly plung’d amid the sullen waves,

® Don Hen7, third son to John the First, king of Portm
His strong genfus to the discovery of new countries was the
source the modern improvements in navigations
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The frequent corse ; wnile on each other fix'd

In sad presage, the black assistants seem’d

Silent, to ask, whom fate would next demand.
What need 1 mention these inclement skies,

Where, frequent o’er the sick’ning city, Plague,

The fiercest child of Nemesis divine,

Descends? From Ethiopia’s poison'd woods,

From stifled Cairo’s filth, and fetid fields

‘With locust armies putrefying® heap'd,

This great destroyer sprung. Her awful rage

The brutes escape : man is her destin’d prey,

Intemperate wan! and, o’er his guilty domes,

She draws a cluse-incumbent cloud of death;

Uninterrupted by the living winds,

Forbid to blow a wholesome breeze : and stain’d

With many a mixture by the sun suffus'd,

Of angry aspect. Princely wisdom, then,

Dejects his watchful eye, and from the hand

Of feeble justice, ineffectual, drop

The sword and balance : mute the voice of joy,

And hush’d the clamour of the busy world.

Empty the streets, with h d clad;

Into the worst of deserts sudden turn’d

The cheerful haunt of men : unless escap’d

From the doom’d house, where matchlesshorror reigns,

Shut up by barbarous fear, the smitten wretch

With frensy wild, breaks loose; and, loud to Heaven

Screaming, the dreadful policy arraigns,

Inhuman, and unwise. The sullea door,

Yet uninfected, on its ious hinge

Fearing to tarn, abhors society:

Dependants, friends, relations, love himself,

Savag'd by woe, forget the tender tie,

The sweet ¢ of the feeling heart.

But vain their selfish care : the circling sky,

The wide-enlivening air, is ful) of fate;

And, struck by turns, in solitary pangs

They fall, unblest, ded, and 'd.

Thus o’er the prostrate city black Despair

Extends her raven wing: while, to complete

©® These are the causes supposed to be the first origin of the
p.ague, in Dr. Mead’s elegaut book on that subject.
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The acene of desolation, stretch’d around,

The grim guards stand, denying all retreat,

And give the flying wretch a better death.
Much yet il g3 the rage i

Of brazen-vaulted skies, of iron fields,

Where drought and famiune starve the blasted yoar,

Fir'd by the torch of noon to tenfold rage,

The infariate hill that shoots the pillar’d flame;

And rous’d within the subterranean world.

The expanding earthquake, that resistl hak

Aspiring cities from their solid base,

And buries ins in the fluming gulf.

But ’tis enough: return, my vagrant Muse :

A nearer scene of horror calls thee home.
Beheld, slow.settling o'er the lurid grove,

Unusual darkness broods; and, growing, gains

The full possession of the sky, surcharg’d

With wrathful vapour, from the secret beds,

Where sleep the mineral generations, drawn

Thence nitre, sulphur, and the fiery spume

Of fat bitumen, steaming on the day,

With various-tinctur’d trains of latent flame

Pollute the sky, and in yon balefal cloud,

A reddening gloom, a zine of fate,

Ferment; till, by the touch ethereal rous’d,

The dash of clouds, or irritating war

Of fighting winds, while all is calm below,

They furions spring. A boding silenoce reigns,

Dread through the dun expanse ; save the dull sound

That from the mountain, previous to the storm,

Rolls o’er the muttering earth, disturbs the flood,

And shakes the forest leaf without a breath.

Prone, to the lowest vale, the a€rial tribes

D d: the pest-loving raven scarce

Dares wing the dubious dusk. In rueful gase

The cattle stand, and on the scowling heavens

Cast a deploring eye: by man forsook,

Who to the crowded cottage hies him fast,

Or secks the shelter of the downward cave.
*Tis listening fear and damb amagement all:

When to the startled eye the sudden glance

Appears far south, eruptive through the cloud ;
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And following slower, in explosion vast,
The thunder raises his tr dous voice.
At first heard solemn o'er the verge of heaven
The tempest growls; but as it nearer comes,
And rolls its awful burden on the wind,
The lightnings flash a larger curve, and more
The noise astounds ; till over head a sheet
Of livid flame discloses wide ; then shuts,
And opens wider : shuts and opens still
Expansi7e, wrapping ether in a blaze,
Follows the loosen’d aggravated roar,
Enlarging, deepening, mingling; peal on peal
Crush’d horrible, convulsing heaven and earth.

Down comes a deluge of sonorous hail,
Or prone-descending rain. Wide rent, the clouds
Poar a whole flood; and yet, its lame unquench’'d,
The unconquerable lightning struggles through,
Ragged and fierce, or in red whirling balls,
And fires the ins with redoubled rage.
Black from the stroke, above, the smould’ring pine
Stands a sad shatter’d trunk ; and, stretch’d below,
A lifeless group, the blasted cattle lie:
Here the soft flocks, with that same harmless look
They wore alive, and ruminating still
In fancy’s eye; and there the frowning bull,
And ox half-rais’d. Struck on the castled cliff,
The venerable tower and spiry fane
Resign their aged pride. The gloomy woods
Start at the flash, and from their deep recess,
Wide-flaming out, their trembling inmates shake.
Amid Carnarvon’s mountains rages lond
The repercussive roar: with mighty crush,
Into the flashing deep from the rude rocks
Of P , heap’d hid to the sky,
Tumble the smitten cliffs; and Snowden’s peak,
Dissolving, instant yields his wintry load.
Far seen, the heights of heathy Cheviot blaze,
And Thulé bellows through her utmost isles.

Guilt hears appall’d, with deeply-troubled thought,
And yet not always on the guilty head
Descends the fatal flash. Young Celadon
And his Amelia were a matchless pair;
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‘With equal virtne form'd and equal grace,

The same, distinguish'd by their sex alone :
Her’s the mild lustre of the bleoming morn,
And his the radiance of the risen day.

They lov'd; but such their gnileless passion was,
As in the dawn of time inform’d the heart

Of i and undi bling truth.
*Twas friendship heighten’d by the 1 wish,
The hanting hope, and sympathetic glow,

Beam'd from the mutual eye. Devoting all
To love, each was to each a dearer self;
Supremely happy in the awaken’d power
Of giving joy. Alone, amid the shades,
8till in harmonious intercourse they liv'd
The rural day, and talk’d the flowing heart,
Or sigh’d, and louk’d unautterable things.

So pass'd their life, a clear united stream,
By care unruffled ; till in evil hour,
The tempest caught them on the tender walk,
Heedless how far, and where its mazes stray’d ;
While with each other blest, creative love
Still bade eternal Eden smile around.
Presaging instant fate, her bosom heav’d
Unwonted sighs ; and stealing oft a look
Of the big gloom, on Celadon her eye
Fell tearful, wetting her disorder’d cheek.
In vain assuring love, and confidence
In Heaven, repress’d her fear; it grew, and shook
Her frame near dissolution, He perceiv’d
The unequal conflict, and as angels look
On dying saints, his eyes compassion shed
With love illumin’d high. ¢ Fear not,’ he said,
¢ Sweet i ! thou stranger to offence,
And inward storm! He, who yon skies involves
In frowus of darkness, ever smiles on thee
With kind regard. O'er thee the secret shaft
That at midnight, or the undreaded hour
Of noon, flies harmless : and that very voice,
‘Which thunders terror through the guilty heart,
With tongues of phs whispers peace to thine.
*Tis safety to be near thee, sure, and thus
To clasp perfection!” From his void embrace,

D
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Mysterious Heaven ! that moment to the ground,
A blacken’d corse, was struck the beauteous maid.
But who can paint the lover, as he stood,
Pierc’'d by severe amazement, hating life,
Speechlees, and fix'd in all the death of woe!
8o, faint resemblance! on the marble tomb,
The well-di: bled mourner i d
For ever silent, and for ever sad.

As from the face of heaven the shatter’d clonds
Tumultuous rave, the interminable sky
Sublimer swells, and o’er the world expands
A purer azure. Through the lighten’d air,

A higher lustre and a clearer calm,
Diffusive, tremble ; while, as if in sign

Of danger past, a glittering robe of joy,

Set off abundant by the yellow ray,

Invests the fields; and Nature smiles reviv'd.

’Tis beauty all, and grateful song around,
Join’d to the low of kine, and nnmerous bleat
Of flocks thick-uibbling through the clover’d vale.
And shall the hymn be marr'd by thankless man,
Most fuvour'd; who, with voice articulate,
Should lead the chorus of the lower world ?
Shall he, so soon forgetful of the hand
That hush’d the thunder, and serenes the sky,
Extinguish'd feel that spark the tempest wak’d,
That sense of powers exceeding far his own,

Ere yet his feeble heart has lost its fears ?

Cheer'd by the milder beam, the sprightly youth
Speeds to the well-known pool, whose crystal depth
A sandy bottom shews. Awhile he stands
Gaszing the inverted Jandscape, half afraid
To meditate the blue profound below ;
Then plunges headlong down the circling flood.
His ebon tresses, and his rosy cheek,
Instant emerge : and, through the obedient wave,
At each short breathing by his lip repell’d,
With arms and Jegs according well, he makes,
As humour leads, an easy-winding path;
While, from his polish’d sides, a dewy light
Effuses on the pleas’d spectators round.

This is the purest exercise of health,

Prag
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The kind refresher of the summer heats :
Nor, when cold Winter keens the brightening flsod,
Would | weak-shivering linger on the bsink.
Thus life redoubles, and is oft preserv’d
By the bold awimmer, in the swift illapse
Of accident disastrous. Hence the limbs
Knit into force; and the same Roman arm,
That rose victorious o’er the conquer’d earth,
First learn'd, while tender, to subdue the wave.
Even, from the body’s purity, the mind
Receives a secret sympathetic aid.

Close in the covert of a hazel copse,
‘Where, winding into pleasing solitudes,
Runs out the rambling dale, young Damon sat,
Pensive, and pierc’d with love’s delightful pangs.
There to the stream that down the distant recks
Hoarse-murmuring fell, and plaintive breeze that
Among the bending willows, falsely he [play’d
Of Musidora’s cruelty plain’d.
She felt his flame ; but deep within her breast,
In bashful coyness, or in maiden pride,
The soft return conceal’d; save when it stole
In sidelong glances from her downcast eye,
Or from her swelling noul in stifled sighs.
Touch’d by the scene, no stranger to his vows,
He fram’d a melting lay, to try her heart;
And if an infant passion struggled there,
To call that passion forth. Thrice happy swain !
A lucky chance, that oft decides the fate
Of mighty monarchs, then decided thine.
For lo! d d by the laughing Loves,
This cool retreat his Musidora sought ;
Warm in her cheek the sultry season glow'd;
And, rob'd in loose array, she came to bathe
Her fervent limbs in the refreshing stream.
What ahall he do ? in sweet confusion lost,
And dubious flutterings, he a while remain’d s
A pure ingenuous elegance of soul,
A delicate refinement, known to few,
Perplex’d his breast, and urg'd him to retire :
But love forbade. Ye prudes in virtue, say,
£ay, ye severest, what would you have done 1
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Meantime, this fairer nymph than ever blest
Arcadian stream, with timid eye around

The banks surveying, stript her beautecus limbs,
To taste the lucid coolness of the flood.

Ah! then, not Paris on the piny top

Of Ida panted stronger, when aside

The rival goddesses the veil divine

Cast unconfin’d, and gave him all their charms,
Than, Damon, thou ; as from the snowy leg,
And slender foot, the inverted silk she drew;

As the soft touch dissolv'd the virgin zone;

And, through the parting robe, th’ alternate breast,
‘With youth wild-throbbing, on thy lawless gaze
In full luxuriance rose. But, desperate youth,
How durst thou risk the soul-distracting view;
As from her naked limbs of glowing white,
Harmonious swell’d by Nature’s finest hand,

In folds loose-floating fell the fainter lawn ;

And fair-expos’d she stood, shrunk from herself,
With fancy blushing, at the doubtful breeze
Alarm’d, and starting like the fearfal fawn;
Then to the flood she rush’d: the parting flood
Its lovely guest with closing waves receiv'd;

And every beauty softening, every grace
Flushing anew, a mellow lustre shed :

As shines the lily through the crystal mild;

Or as the rose amid the morning dew,

Fresh from Aurora’s hand, more sweetly glows.
While thus she wanton’d, now beneath the wave
But ill-conceal’d; and now with streaming locks,
That half-embraced her in a humid veil,

Rising again, the latent Damon drew

Such madd’'ning draughts of beauty to the soul,
As for a while o’erwhelm’d his raptur’d thought
With luxury too daring. Check’d, at last,

By love’s respectful modesty, he deem’d

The theft profane, if aught profane to love M
Can e’er be deem’d, and struggling from the shade,
With headlong hurry fled: but first these lines,
Trac’d by s ready pencil, on the bank

With trembling hand he threw: * Bathe om, my fair,
Yet uubeheld, save by the sacred eye
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Of faithful love: I go to gnard thy haunt,
To keep from thy recess each vagrant foot,
And each licentious eye.” With wild surpriee,
As if to marble struck, devoid of sense,
A stupid moment motionless she stood :
S0 stands the atatue® that enchants the world,
So bending tries to veil the matchless boast,
The mingled beauties of exulting Greece.
Recovering, swift she flew to find those robes
‘Which blissful Eden knew not; and, array’d
In careless haste, th’ alarming paper snatch’d.
Bat, when her Damon’s well-.known hand she saw,
Her terrors vanish’d, and a softer train
Of mix’d emotions, hard to be describ'd,
Her sudden bosom seiz’d : shame void of guilt,
The charming blush of innocence, esteem
And admiration of ber lover’s flame,
By modesty exalted : even a sense
Of self-approving beauty stole across
Her busy thought. At length, a tender calm
Hush’d by degrees the tumult of the soul ;
And on the spreading heech, that o’er the stream
Incumbent hung, she with the sylvan pen
Of raral lovers this confession carv’d,
Which soon her Damon kiss’d with weeping joy :
¢ Dear youth! sole judge of what these verses mean,
By fortune too much favour’d, but by love,
Alas! not favour’d less, be still as now
Discreet: the time may come you need not fly.’

The sun has lost his rage; his downward orb
Shoots nothing now but animating warmth,
And vital lustre: that, with various ray,"
Lights up the clouds, those beauteous robes of heaven,
Incessant roll'd into romantic shapes,
The dream of waking fancy ! Broad below,
Cover’d with ripeniag fruits, and swelling fast
Into the perfect year, the pregnant earth,
And all her tribes rejoice. Now the soft hour
Of walking comes : for him who lenely loves
To seek the distant hills, and there converse
With Nature; there to harmonize his heart,

#® The Venus of Medici.
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And in pathetio song to breathe around

The harmony to others. Social friends,

Attun’d to happy union of soul;

To whose exalting eye a fairer world,

Of which the vulgar never had a glimpse,
Displays its charms; whose minds are richly fraught
With philosophic stores, superior light ; ’

And in whose breast, enthusiastic, burns

Virtue, the sons of interest deem romance ;

Now call’d abroad, enjoy the falling day :

Now to the verdant portico of woods,

To Nature’s vast Lyceum, forth they walk ;

By that kind school where no proud master reigns,
The full free converse of the friendly heart,
Improving and improv’d. Now from the world,
Sacred to sweet retirement, lovers steal,

And poar their souls in transport ; which the Sire
Of Love approving hears, and calls it good.

Which way, Amanda, shall we bend our course?
The choice perpl Wherefore shall we ch ?
All is the same with thee. Say, shall we wind
Along the streams ? or walk the smiling mead ¢
Or court the forest-glades? or wander wild
Among the waving harvests? or ascend,

While radiant Summer opens all ita pride,

Thy hill, delightful Shenet® Here let us sweep
The boundless landscape : now the raptur'd eye,
Exulting swift to huge Augusta send;

Now to the sister hillst that skirt ber plain;

To lofty Harrow now, and now to where

Majestic Windsor lifts his princely brow.

In lovely contrast to this glorious view

Calmly magnificent, then will we turn

To where the silver Thames first rural grows.
There let the feasted eye unwearied stray :
Luxurious, there, rove through the pendant woods
That nodding hang o'er Harrington’s retreat;
And, stooping thence to Ham’s embowering walks,
B h whose shades, in spotless peace retir'd,

® The eld name of Richmond, signifying in Saxen
ning or splendour.
+ Highgate and Hampstead.
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With her the pleasing partner of his heart,

Che worthy Queensb’ry yet laments his Gay,
And polish’d Cornbury wooes the willing muse,
Slow let us trace the matchless vale of Thames;
Pair winding up to where the muses haunt

In Twit’'nam’s bowers, and for their Pope implore
The healing God;*® to royal Hampton's pile,

To Clermont’s terrac'd height, and Esher’s groves,
‘Where, in the solitude, embrac’d

By the soft windings of the silent Mole,

From courts and senates Pelham finds repose.
Enchanting vale | beyond whate'er the Muse
Has of Achaia or Hesperia sung!

O vale of bliss! O softly-swelling hills;

On which the Power of Cnltivation lies,

And joys to see the wonders of bis toil.

Heavens! what a goodly prospect spreads arouad,
Of hills, and dales, and woods, and lawns, and spires,
And glittering towns, and gilded streams, till all
The stretching landscape into smoke decays !
Happy Britannia! where the Queen of Arts,
Inspiring vigour, Liberty abroad
‘Walks, uncoufin’d even to thy farthest cots,

And scatters plenty with nnsparing hand.

Rich is thy soil, and merciful, thy clime;
Thy streams unfailing in the Summer’s drought ;
Unmatch’d thy gaardian oaks; thy valleys float
With golden waves ; and on thy mountains flocks
Bleat numberless, while, roving round their sides,
Bellow the blackening herds in lusty droves.
Beneath, thy meadows glow, and rise unequall'd
Against the mower’s scythe. On every hund
Thy villas shine. Thy country teems with wealth ,
And property assures it to the swain,
Pleas’d, and unwearied in bis guarded tail.

Full are thy cities with the sons of art;
And trade and joy, in every busy street,
Mingling are heard : even Drudgery himself,
As at the car he sweats, or dusty hews
The palace stone, looks gay. Thy crowded ports,

® [ hislast sickness.
3
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‘Where rising masts an endless prospect yield,
‘With labour burn, and eche %o the shouts

Of hurried sailor, as he hearty waves

His last adien, and loosening every sheet,
Resigns the spreading vessel to the wind.

Bold, firm, and graceful, are thy g youth,
By hardship sinew’d, and by danger fir'd,
Scattering the nations where they go; and first
Or on the listed plain, or stormy seas.

Mild are thy glories too, as o’er the plains
Of thriving peace thy thoughtful sires preside ;
In genius, and substantial learning, high ;
For every virtue, every worth, renown'd;
Sincere, plain-hearted, hosp:table kind ;
Yet, like the i when p k’d,
The dread of tyrants, and the sole resource
Of those that under grim oppression groan.

Thy sons of glory many ! Alfred thine,
In whom the splendour of heroic war,
And more heroic peace, when govern'd well,
Combine; whose hallow’d name the virtuous saint,
And his own muses love; the best of kings !
With him thy Edwards and thy Henrys shine,
Names dear to fame; the first who deep impreswd
On haughty Gaul the terror of thy arms,
That awes her genius still. In statesmen thou,
And patriots, fertile. Thine a steady More,
Who, with a generous though mistaken zeal,
Withstood a brutal tyrant’s useful rage,
Like Cato firm, like Aristides just,
Like rigid Cincinnatus nobly poor,
A dauntless soul erect, who smil’d on death,
Frugal, and wise, a Walsingham is thine;
A Drake, who made thee mistress of the deep,
And bore thy name in thunder round the world.
Then flam’d thy spirit high ; but who can speak
The numerous worthies of the maiden reign ?
In Raleigh, mark their ev’ry glory mix’d;
Raleigh the scourge of Spain! whose breut with all
The sage, the pnmnt. and the hero burn’d,
Nor sunk his vigonr when a coward reign
The warrior fetter'd, and at last resigned,
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To glut the of a quished foe.
Then, active still and unrestrain’d, his mind
Explor’d the vast extent of ages past,
And with his prison hours enrich’d the world ;
Yet found no times, in all the long research,
8o glorious, or so base, as those he prov'd,
In which he conquer’d and in which he hled.
Nor can the Muse the gallant Sidney pass,
The plume of warl with early laurels cruwn’d,
The lover’s myrtle and the poet's bay.
A Hampden too is thine, illustrious land !
Wise, , firm, of bumitting soul,
‘Who stemm’d the torrent of a downward age,
To slavery prone, and bade thee rise again,
In all thy native pomp of freedom bold.
Bright, at his call, thy age of men effulg'd,
Of men on whom late time a kindling eye
Shall turn, and tyrants tremble while they read.
Bring every sweetest flower, and let me strew
The grave where Russel lies; whose temper’d blood,
With calmest cheerfulness for thee resign’d,
Stain’d the sad annals of a giddy reign ;
Aiming at lawless power, though meanly sunk
In loose inglorious luxury. With him
His friend, the British Cassius,® fearless bled ;
Of high determin’d spirit, roughly brave,
By ancient learning to th’ enlighten’d love
Of ancient freedom warm’d. Fair thy renown
In awful sages and in noble bards ;
Soon as the light of dawning Science spread
Her orient ray, and wak’d the Muses’ song.
Thine is a Bacon ; hapless in his choice,
Unfit to stand the civil storm of state,
And through the smooth barbarity of courts,
‘With firm but pliant virtue, forward still
To urge his course : him for the studious shade
Kind Nature form’d, deep, comprehensive, clear,
Exact, and elegant, in one rich soul,
Plato, the Stagyrite, and Tully join’d.
The great deliverer he ! who from the gloom
Of cloister’d monks, and jargon-teaching schools,
® Algernon Sidney.
D2 J
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Led forth the true Philosophy, there long

Held in the magic chain of worlds and forms,

And definitions void : he led her forth,

Daughter of h ! that sl ding still,

Investigating sure the chain of things,

‘With radiant finger points to heaven again.

The generous Ashley® thine, the friend of man ;

‘Who scann’d his nature with a brother’s eye:

His weakness prompt to shade, to raise his aim,

To touch the finer movements of the mind,

And with the moral beaaty charm the heart.

Why need I name thy Boyle, whose pions search,

Amid the dark recesses of his works,

The great Creator sought? And why thy Locke,

‘Who made the whole internal world his own t

Let Newton, pure intelligence, whom God

To mortals lent to trace his boundless works

From laws sublimely simple, speak thy fame

In all philosophy. For lofty sense,

Creative fancy, and inspection keen

Through the deep windings of the human heart,

Is not wild Shakspeare thine and Nature’s boast

Is not each great, each amiable Muse

Of classic ages in thy Milton met?

A genius universal as his theme ;

Astonishing as chaos, as the bloom

Of blowing Eden fair, as heaven sublime.

Nor shall my verse that elder bard forget,

The gentle Sp , Fancy's pleasing son :

‘Who, like a copious river, pour’d his song

O’er all the mazes of enchanted ground :

Nor thee, his ancient master, laughing sage,

Chaucer, whose native manners-painting verse,

‘Well moraliz’d, shines through the gothic cloud

Of time and language o’er thy genius thrown.
May my song soften, as thy daughters I,

Bri ia, hail! for beauty is their own,

The feeling heart, simplicity of life,

And elegance, and taste : the faultless form,

8hap’d by the hand of harmony; the cheek,

‘Where the live crimson, through the native whi¢

® Anthony Ashley Cooper, ear] of Shaftesbury.
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Soft-shooting, o’er the face diffuses bioom,
And every nameless grace; the parted lip,
Like the red rose-bud moist with morning dew,
Breathing delight ; and, under flowing jet,
Or sunny ringlets, or of circling brown,
The neck slight-shaded, and the swelling breast:
The look resistless, piercing to the soul,
And by the soul inform’d, when drest in love
She sits high-smiling in the conscious eye.
Island of bliss! amid the sahject seas
That thunder round thy rocky coast, set up,
At once the wonder, terror, and delight,
Of di tions ; whose test shores
Can soon be shaken by thy naval arm :
Not to be shook thyself, but all assaults
Bafiling, as thy hoar cliffs the loud sea-wave.
O Thou! by whose almighty nod the scale
Of empire rises, or al falls,
Send forth the saving Virtues round the land,
In bright patrol : white Peace and social Love;
The tender-looking Charity, intent
On gentle deeds, and shedding tears through smiles ;
Undaunted trath and dignity of mind :
Courage compos’d and keen ; sound Temperanoe,
Healthfal in heart and look; clear Chastity,
With blushes reddening as she moves along,
Disorder’d at the deep regard she draws ;
Rough Industry; Activity untir'd,
‘With copious life inform’d, and all awake :
While in the radiant front, superior shines
That first paternal virtue, public zeal ;
Who throws o’er all an equal wide survey,
And, ever musing on the common weal,
8till labours glorious with some great design.
Low walks the sun, and broadens by degrees,
Just o’er the verge of day. The shifting clouds
Assembled gay, a richly-gorgeous train,
In all their pomp attend his setting throne.
Air, earth, and ocean, smile immense. And now,
As if his weary chari ught the b
Of Amphitritd, and her tender nymphs
(80 Greuian fable sung), be dips his orb;
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Now half-immers'd , and now a golden curve
Gives one bright glance, then total disappears.
For ever running an enchanted round,
Passes the day, deceitfal, vain, and void;
As fleets the vision o’er the formful brain,
This moment hurrying wild th’ impassion’d soul,
The next in nothing lost. *Tis so to him,
The dreamer of this earth, an idle blank:
A sight of horror to the cruel wretch,
‘Who all day long in sordid pleasure roll’d,
Himself a useless load, has squander'd vile,
Upon his scoundrel train, what might have cheer’d
A drooping family of modest worth.
But to the generous still-improving mind,
That gives the hopeless heart to sing for joy,
Diﬂ'mng kind beneﬁeenee around,
1 as now d ds the silent dew;
To him the long review of order’d life
Is inward rapture, only to be felt.
Confess’d from yonder slow-extinguish’d clouds,
All ether softening, sober Evening takes
Her wonted station in the middle air;
A thousand shadows at her beck. First this
She sends on earth ; then that of deeper dye
Steals soft behind ; and then a deeper still,
In circle following circle, gathers round,
To cluse the face of things. A fresher gale
Begins to wave the wood, and stir the stream,
Sweeping with shadowy gust the fields of corn;
‘While the quail clamours for his running mate.
Wlds o er the ﬁ\uﬂy lawn, as swells the breese,
of table down
Amnnve floats. The kind impartial care
Of Nature nought disdains : thoughtful to feed
Her lowest sons, and clothe the coming year,
From field to field the feather’d seeds she wings.
His folded flock secure, the shepherd home
Hies, merry-hearted ; and by turns relieves
The ruddy milkmaid of her brimming pail ;
The beauty whom perhaps his witless heart,
Unknowing what the joy-mix’d anguish meaans,
Sincerely loves, by that best language shewn
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Of cordial glances, and obliging deeds.

Onward they pass, o’er many a panting height,

And valley sunk, and uufrequented : where

At fall of eve the fairy people throng,

In various game, and revelry, to pass

The summer night, as village stories tell.

But far about they wander from the grave

Of him, whom his ungentle fortune urg’d

Against his own sad breast to lift the hand

Of impious violence. The lonely tower

Is also shunn'd, whose mournful chambers hold,

So night-struck Fancy dreams, the yelling ghost.
Among the crooked lanes, on every hedge,

The glow-worm lights his gem ; and through the dark

A moving radiance twinkles. Evening yields

The world to Night : not in her winter robe

Of massy Stygian woof, but lonse array’d

In mantle dun. A faint erroneous ray,

Glanc’d from th’ imperfect surfaces of things,

Flings bhalf an image on the straining eye;

While wavering woonds, and villages, and streams,

And rocks, and moantain tops, that long retain’d

Th* ascending gleam, are all one swimming scene,

Uncertain if beheld. Sudden to heaven

Thence weary vision turns; where, leading soft

The silent hours of Love, with purest ray

Sweet Venus shines; and from her genial rise,

When daylight sickens till it springs afresh,

Unrivall'd reigns, the fairest lamp of Night.

As thus th’ effulgence tremulous I drink,

"With cherish’d gaze, the lamhent lightni shoot

Across the sky ; or horizontal dart

In wondrous shapes; by fearful murmuring crowds
Portentous deem’d. Amid the radiant orbs,
That more than deck, that animate the sky,
The life-infusing suns of other worlds;

Lo ! from the dread immeusity of space

Re ing with lerated course,

The rushing comet to the sun descends;
And as he sinks below the shading earth,
‘With awful train projected o'er the h )y
The guilty nations tremble. But. above
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Those superstitions h that ensl

The fond sequacious herd, to mystic faith

And blind amazement prone, th’ enlighten’d few,

Whose godlike minds philosophy exalts,

The glorious stranger hail. They feel a joy

Divinely gmt- they in their powers exult, [lplll"nl

That force of thought, which

This dusky spot, and measures all the sky;

‘While, from his far excursion through the wilds

Of barren ether, faithful to his time,

They see the blazing wonder rise anew,

In seeming terror clad, but kindly bent

To work the will of all-sustaining Love:

From his huge vapoury train perhaps ro shake

Reviving on the orbs,

Through which his long ellipsis winds : perhaps

To lend new fuel to declining suns,

To light up worlds, and feed th® eternal fire.
With thee, serene Philosophy, with thee,

And thy bright garland, let me crown my song!

Effusive source of evidence and truth !

A lustre nhedding o’er t.h' mobled mind,

Str n ; and pure as that,
Whou mlld vibrations -oothe the parted soul,
New to the dawning of celestial day.

Hence thro’ her nourish’d powers, enlarg’d by thee,
She springs aloft, with elevated pride,
Above the tangling mass of low desires,
That bind the fluttering crowd ; and, angel-wing’d,
The heights of science and of virtue gains,
Where all is calm and clear: with Nature round,
Or in the starry regions, or th’ abyss,
To Reason’s and to Fancy’s eye display’d :
The first up-tracing from the dreary void,
The chain of causes and effects to Him,
The world-producing Essence, who alone
Possesses being ; while the last receives
The whole magnificence of heaven and earth,
And every beauty delicate or bold,
©Obvious or more remote, with livelier sense,
Diffusive painted on the rapid mind.

Tutor'd by thee, hence Poetry exalts
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Her voice to ages; and informs the page

With music, image, sentiment, and thought,

Never to die! the treasure of mankind !

Their highest honour, and their truest joy!
Without thee what were unenlighten’d man ¢

A savage roaming through the woods and wilds,

In quest of prey; and with th’ unfashion’d fur,

Rough clad : devaid of every finer art,

And elegance of life. Nor happiness

Domestic, mix’d of tenderness and care,

Nor moral excellence, nor social bliss,

Nor guardian law, were his ; nor varions skill

To turn the furrow, or to guide the tool

Mechanic ; nor the b d prow

of navngatmn bold, that fearless braves

The burning line, or dares the wintry pole;

Mother severe of infinite delights'

Nothing, save rapine, indolence, and guile,

And woes on woes, a still revolving train ;

‘Whose horrid circle had made human life

Than non-existence worse : but, taught by thee,

Ours are the plans of policy lnd peace;

To live like brothers, and e all

Embellish life. While thus laborious crowds

Ply the tough oar, Philosophy directs

The ruling helm ; or like the liberal breath

Of potent Heaven, invisible, the sail

Swells out, and bears th’ inferior world along.
Nor to this evanescent speck of earth

Poorly confin’d, the radiant tracts on high

Are her exalted range: intent to gaze

Creation through : and, frum that full complex

Of never-ending wonders, to conceive

Of the sole Being right, who spoke the word,

And Nature mov'd complete. With inward view,

Thence on th’ ideal kingdom swift she turns

Her eye; and instant, at her powerful glance,

Th’ obedient phantoms vanish or appear;

Compound, divide, and into order shift,

Each to his rank, from plain perception up

To the fair forms of Fancy’s fleeting train ;

To reason then, deducing truth from truth :
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And notion quite abstract; where first begins
The world of spirits, action all, and life
Unfetter’d and unmix’d. But here the cloud,
So wills eternal Providence, sits deep.
Enough for us to know that this dark state,
In wayward passions lost, and vain pursuits,
This infancy of being, cannot prove

The final issue of the works of Gud,

By boundless love and perfect wisdom form’d,
And ever rising with the rising mind.
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The subject proposed. Addressed to Mr. Onslow. A prospect
:f the leldcp::ady for harvest. Reuct:om?: o;;.lle of Indus-
try raised by that view. Reaping. A tale relative to it. A
barvest storm. Shooting and huoting, their barbarity. A Indi-
croas account of fox-hunting. A view of an orchard. Wall-
fruit. A vineyard. A description of fogs, frequent in the latter
part of Autumn; whence a digression, {nquiring into the rise
of fountains and rivers. Birds of season considered, that now
shift their habitation. The prodigious number of them that
cover the northern gnd western isles of Scotland. Hence a
view of the country.” A prospect of the discoloured, fading
woods. _After a gentle dusky day, moonlight. Autumnal me-
teors. Moruing: to which succeeds a calm, pure, sun-shiny
day, such as usually shuts up the season. The harvest belng
gatl n, the country dissolved in joy. The whole concludes
with a panegyric on a philosophical country life.
ROWN'D with the sickle and the wheaten sheaf
While Autumn, nodding o’er the yellow plain,
Comes jovial on, the Doric reed, once more, -
Well-pleas’d, I tune. Whate’er the wintry frost
Nitrous prepar'd ; the various-blossom’d Spring
Pat in white promise forth ; and Summer-suns
Concocted strong, rush boundless now to view
Fall, perfect all, and swell my glorious theme.
Onslow! the Muse, ambitivus of thy name,
To grace, inspire, and dignify her song,
Would from theé public voice thy gentle ear
Awhile engage. Thy noble care she knows,
The patriot virtues that distend thy thought,
Spread on thy front, and in thy bosom glow,
While listening senates hang upon thy tongue,
Devolving through the maze of eloquence
A rolls of periods, sweeter than her song.
But she too pants for public virtue; she,
Though weak of power, yet strong in ardent will,
Whene’er her country rushes on her heart,
Assumes a bolder note, and fondly tries
To mix the patriot’s with the poet’s flame.
When the bright Virgin gives the beauteous days,
And Libra weighs in equal scales the year;
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From heaven’s high cope the fierce effulgence shook
Of parting Summer, a serener blue,

With golden light enliven’d, wide invests

The happy world. Attemper’d suns arise,
Sweet-beam’d, and shedding oft through lucid clouds
A pleasing calm; while, broad and brown, below
Extensive harvests hang the heavy head.

Rich, silent, deep, they stand; for not a gale

Rolls its light billows o’er the bending plain :

A calm of plenty! till the ruffled air

Falls from its poise, and gives the breese to blow.
Rent is the fleecy mantle of the sky;

The clouds fly different; and the sudden sun

By fits effalgent gilds th’ illumin’d field,

And back by fits the shadows sweep along.

A gaily-checker’d heart-expanding view,

Par as the circling eye can shoot around,
Unbounded tossing in a flood of corn.

These are thy blessings, Indastry ! rough power,
‘Whom labour still attends, and sweat, and pain;
Yet the kind source of every gentle art,

Ang all the soft civility of life:

Raiser of humankind! by Nature cast,

Naked, and helpless, out, amid the woods

And wilds, to rude-inclement elements;

With various seeds of art deep in the mind
Implanted, and profusely pour’d d
Materials infinite ; bat idle all.

Still unexerted, in th’ unconscious breast,
Slept the lethargic powers: Corruption still,
Voracious, swallow’d what the lib’ral hand

Of bounty scatter’d o’er the savage year:

And still the sad barbarian, roving, mix'd

With beasts of prey ; or for his acorn-meal
Fought the fierce tusky boar; a shivering wretch !
Aghast and comfortless, when the bleak north,
With Winter charg’d, let the mix’d tempest fly,
Hail, rain, and snow, and bitter-breathing frost :
Then to the shelter of the hut he fled;

And the wild season, sordid, pin'd away.

For home he had not; home is the resort

Of love, of joy, of peace, and plenty, where,
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Supporting and supported, polish’d friends

And dear relations mingle into bliss.

But this the rugged savage never felt,

Even desolate in crowds; and thus his days
Roll'd heavy, dark, and unenjoy’d along:

A waste of time ! till Industry approach’d,
And rous’d him from his miserable sloth;
His faculti folded ; pointed out

Where lavish Nature the directing band

Of Art demanded ; shew’d him how to raise
His feeble force by the mechanic powers,

To dig the mineral from the vaulted earth ;

On what to tarn the piercing rage of fire,

On what the torrent, and the gather’d blaat ;
Gave the tall ancient forest to his axe,

Taught him to chip the wood, and hew the stone,
Till by degrees the finish’d fabric rose ;

Tore from his limbe the blood-polluted fur,

And wrapt them in the woolly vestment warm,
Or bright in glossy silk, and flowing lawn ;
With wholesome viands fill’d his table ; pourd
The generous glass around, inspir’d to wake
The life-refining sonl of decent wit :

Nor stopp’d at barren bare necessity :

Bat still advancing bolder, led him on

To pomp, to pleasure, elegance, and grace ;
And, breathing high ambition through his soul,
Set science, wisdom, glory in his view,

And bade him be the lord of all below.

Then gathering men their natural powers corobin’d
And form’d a public; to the general good
Submitting, aiming, and conducting all.

For this the patriot council met, the full,

The free, and fairly-represented whole;

For this they plann’d the holy gnardian-laws,
Distinguish’d orders, animated arts,

And with joint force Oppressivn chaining, set
Imperial Justice at the helm ; yet still

To them accountable : nor slavish dream’d
That toiling millions must resign their weal,
And all the honey of their search, to such

As for themselves alone have rais'd.
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Hence every form of cultivated life
In order set, protected, and iuspir'd, .
Into perfection wrought. Uniting all,
Society grew numerous, high, polite,

And happy. Nurse of art! the city reard
In beauteous pride her tower-encircled head ;
And, stretching street on street, by thousands drew
From twining woody haunts, or the tongh yew

To bows strong-straining, her aspiring sons.

Then Commerce brought into the public walk
The busy hant; the big h built ;
Rais'd the strong crane; chok’d up the loaded street’
With foreign plenty : and thy stream, O Thames!
Large, gentle, deep, majestic, king of floods!

Chose for his grand resort. On either hand,
Like a long wintry forest, groves of masts

Shot up their spires: the bellying sheet between
Possess’d the breezy void ; the sooty hulk

Steer’d sluggish on ; the splendid barge along
Row’d, regular, to harmony; around,

The boat, light skimming, stretch’d its oary wings
While deep the various voice of fervent toil

From bank to bank increas’'d ; whence ribb’d with oak,
To bear the British thunder, black and bold,

The roaring vessel rush’d into the main.

Then ton the pillar’'d dome, magnific, heav’d
Its ample roof : and Luxury within
Pour’d out her glittering stores : the canvass smuoth,
With glowing life protuberant, to the view
Embodied rose; the statne seem’d to breathe,

And soften into flesh, beneath the touch
Of forming art, imagination flush’d.

All is the gift of Industry ; whate’er
Exalts, embellishes, and renders life
Delightful. Pensive Winter, cheer’d by him,

Sits at the social firé, and happy hears

Th’ excluded tempest idly rave along;

His harden’d fingers deck the gaudy Spring;
Withouat him Summer were an arid waste;
Nor to th’ A 1 ths could thus tr
Those full, mature, immeasureable stores,
That, waving round, recall my wandering song.
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Soon as the morning trembles o’er the sky,
And, unperceiv’d, unfolds the spreading day
Before the ripen’d field the reapers stand
lo fair array; each by the lass he loves,

To bear the rougher part, and mitigat

By nameless gentle offices her tail.

At once they stoop and swell the lusty sheaves;
While through their cheerful band the rural talk,
The rural scandal, and the rural jest,

Fly harmleas, to deceive the tedious time,

And steal unfelt the sultry hours away.

Behind the master walks, builds up the shocks;
And, conscious, glancing oft on every side

His sated eye, feels his heart heave with joy.
The gleaners spread aroand, and here and there,
Spike after spike, their scanty barvest pick.

Be not too narrow, husbandmen ! but fling
From the full sheaf, with charitable stealth,
The liberal bandful. Think, oh grateful think}
How good the God of harvest is to yon:

Who pours abuad o'er your flowing fields :
‘While these unhappy partners of your kind
Wide hover round you, like the fowls of heaven,
And ask their humble dole. The various turns
Of fortune ponder; that your sons may want
‘What now, with hard reluctance, faint, ye give.

The lovely young Lavinia once had friends;
And fortune smil’d, deceitful, on her birth,
For, in her helpless years depriv'd of all,

Of every stay, save innocence and Heaven,
She, with her widow’d mother, feeble, old,
And poor, liv’d in a cottage, far retird

Among the windings of a woody vale ;

By solitude and deep surrounding shades,

But more by bashful modesty, conceal'd.
Together thus they shunn’d the cruel scom
Which virtue, sunk to poverty, would meet
From giddy passion and low-minded pride:
Almost on Nature’s eommon bounty fed;

Like the gay birds that sung them to repose,
Content, and careless of to-morrow’s fare.
Her form was fresher than the ing-rose

>
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When the dew wets its leaves ; unstain’d and pure,
As is the lily, or the mountain snow.

The modest virtues mingled in her eyes,

Still on the ground dejected, darting all

Their bumid beams into the blooming flowers :
Or when the mournful tale her mother told,
Of what her faithless fortune promis’d once,
Thrill’d in her thought, they, like the dewy star
Of evening, shone in tears. A native grace
Sat fair-proportion’d on her polish'd limbs,
Veil’d in a simple robe, their best attire,
Beyond the pomp of dress; for loveliness
Needs not the foreign aid of ornament,

But is, when unadorn’d, adorn’d the most,
Thoughtless of beauty, she was beauty’s self,
Recluse amid the close-embowering woods.

As in the hollow breast of Apennine,

Beneath the shelter of encircling hills,

A myrtle rises, far from human eye,

And breathes its balmy fragrance o’er the wild;
So flourish’d blooming, and by all,

The sweet Lavinia : till, at length, compell’d
By strong N ity’s sup d

‘With smiling patience in her looks, she went
To glean Palemon’s fields. The pride of swains
Palemon was, the generous, and the rich;

Who led the rural life in all its joy

And elegance, such as Arcadian song
Transmits from ancient uncorrupted times ;
When tyrant custom had not shackled man,
Baut free to follow Nature was the mode.

He then, his fancy with antumnal scenes
Amusing, chanc’d beside his reaper train

To walk, when poor Lavinia drew his eye:
Unconscious of her power, and turning quick
‘With unaffected blushes from his gaze:

He saw her charming, but he saw not half

The charmns her downcast modesty conceal’d.
That very moment love and chaste desire
Sprung in his bosom, to himself unknown ;

For still the world prevail’d, and its dread laugh
Which scarce the firm philosopher can scorn.
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Should his heart own a gleaner in the fleld:
And thus in secret to his sonl he sigh’d :
¢ What pity! that so delicate a form,
By beauty kindled, where enlivening sense
And more than vulgar goodness seem to dwell,
Should be devoted to the rude embrace
Of some indecent clown! She looks, methinks,
Of old Acasto’s line ; and to my mind
Recals that patron of my happy life,
From whom my liberal fortune took its rise;
Now to the dust gone down ; his houses, lands,
And once fair-spreading family, dissolv’d.
*Tis said that in some lone, obscure retreat,
Urg'd by b sad, and d pride,
Par from those scenes which knew their better days,
His aged widow and his daughter live,
‘Whom yet my fraitless search could never find.
Romantic wish | would this the daughter were !’
When, strict inquiring, from herself he found
She was the same, the daughter of his friend,
Of bountiful Acasto; who can speak
The mingled passions that surpris’d his heart,
And through his nerves in shivering transport ran !
Then blaz’d his smother’d flame, avow'd, and bold ;
And as he view'd her, ardent, o’er and o’er,
Love, gratitude, and pity, wept at once.
Confus'd, and frighten'd, at his sudden tears,
Her rising beauties flush'd a bigher bloom,
As thus Palemon, passionate and just,
Pour’d oat the pious raptare of his soul :
¢ And art thou then Acasto’s dear remains t
She whom my restless gratitude has sough
8o long in vain? O bheavens! the very same,
The soften’d image of my noble friend ;
Alive is every look, his every feature,
More elegantly touch’d. Sweeter than Spring !
Thou sole surviving blossom from the root
That nourish’d up my fortune! say, ah where,
In what sequester’d desert, hast thou drawn
The kindest aspect of delighted Heaven ?
Into such beauty spread, and blown so fair;
Though Poverty’s cold wind, and crushing rain,
*G
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Beat keen and heavy on thy tender years?

O let me now, into a richer soil,

Transplant thee safe! where vernal sun and showers

Diffase their warmest, largest influence ;

And of my garden be the pride and joy!

111 it befits thee, oh itill befits

Acasto’s daughter, his, whose open stores,

Though vast, where little to his ampler beart,

The father of a country, thus to pick

The very refuse of those harvest fields

Which from his bounteous friendship I enjoy.

Thean throw that shameful pittance from thy hand,

Bat ill applied to such a rugged task !

The fields, the master, all, my fair, are thine;

If, to the various blessings which thy house

Has on me lavish’d, thou wilt add that bliss,

That dearest bliss, the power of blessing thee !*
Here ceas'd the youth ; yet still his speaking eye

Express’d the sacred triumph of his soul,

With ious virtue, gratitude, and love,

Above the vulgar joy divinely rais’d.

Nor waited he reply. Won by the charm

Of goodness irresistible, and all

In sweet disorder lost, she blush’d consent.

The news immediate to her mother brought,

While, pierc’d with anxious thought, she pin’d away

The lonely moments for Lavinia’s fate;

Amaz'd, and scarce believing what she heard,

Joy seiz’d her wither'd veins, and one bright gleam

Of setting life shone on her evening hours:

Not less enraptur'd than the happy pair:

‘Who flourish’d long iu tender bliss, and rear'd

A numerous offspring, lovely like themselves,

And good, the grace of all the country rouud.
Defeating oft the labours of the year,

The sultry south collects a potent blast.

At first the groves are scarcely seen to stir

Their trembling tops, and a still murmur rens

Along the soft inclining fields of corn.

But as the aérial tempest fuller swells,

Axd in one mighty stream, invisible,

Immense, the whole excited atmosphere,
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Tmpetuous rushes o’er the svunding world ;
Strain’d to the root, the stooping forest pours

A rustling shower of yet untimely leaves.

High beat, the circling mountains eddy in,

From the bare wild, the dissipated storm,

And send it in a torrent down the vale.
Expos’d, and naked, to its utmost rage,

Through all the sea of harvest rolling round,
The billowy plain floats wide; nor can evade,
Though pliant to the blast, its seizing force ;

Or whirl'd in air, or into vacant chaff

Shook waste. And sometimes too a burst of rain
Swept from the black horizon, broad, descends
In one continuous flood. Still over head

The mingling tempest weaves its gloom, and still
The deluge deepens; till the fields around
Lie sunk, and flatted, in the sordid wave.
Sadden, the ditches swell, the meadows swim,
Red, from the hills, innumerable streams
Tumnultuous roar, and high above its banks
The river lift ; before whose rushing tide,

- Herds, flocks, and harvests, cottages, and swains,
Roll mingled down ; all that the winds had spar’d
Jn one wild moment ruin’d ; the big hopes,

And well-earn’d treasures of the painful year.
Pled to some emi the husband

Helpless beholds the miserable wreck

Driving along ; his drowning ox at once
Descending, with his labours scatter’d round,
Re sees; and instant o'er his shivering thought
Comes Winter unprovided, and a train

Of clai t child dear. Ye , then,
Be mindful of the rough laborious hand,

That sinks you soft in elegance and ease;

Be mindful of those limbs in russet clad,

‘Whose toil to yours is warmth, and graceful pride ;
And, oh! be mindful of that sparing board,
‘Which covers yours with luxury profuse,

Makes your glass sparkle, and your sense rejoice !
Nor cruelly demand what the deep rains
And all-involving winds have swept away.
Here the rude clamour of the sportman’s joy,
E
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The gun fast thundering, and the winded horn,
‘Would tempt the Muse to sing the rural game:
How in his mid-career, the spaniel struck,
Stiff, by the tainted gale, with open noee,
Outstretch’d, and finely sensible, draws full,
Pearful, and cautious, on the latent prey;
As in the sun the circling covey bask
Their varied plumes, and watchful every way,
Through the rough stubble turn the secret eye,
Caught in the meshy snare, in vain they beat
Their idle wings, entangled more and more:
Nor on the surges of the boundless air,
Though borne triumphant, are they safe; the gun
Glanc’d just, and sudden, from the fowler's eye,
O’ertakes their sounding pinions; and again,
Immediate, brings them from the towering wing,
Dead to the ground; or drives them wide-dispers’d,
‘Wounded, and wheeling various, down the wind.
These are not subjects for the peaceful Muse,
Nor will she stain with such her spotless song :
Then most delighted, when she social sees
The whole mix’d animal creation round
Alive and happy. ’Tis not joy to ber,
This falsely-cheerful barbarous game of death;
This rage of pleasure, which the restless youth
Awakes, impatient, with the gleaming morn :
‘When beasts of prey retire, that all night long,
Urg’d by necessity, had rang’d the dark,
As if their conscious ravage shunn’d the light,
Asham’d. Not so the steady tyrant man,
Who with the thoughtless insolence of power
Inflam’d, beyond the most infariate wrath
Of the worst monster that e’er roam’d the waste,
For sport alone pursues the cruel chase,
Amid the beamings of the gentle days.
Upbraid, ye ravening tribes, our wanton rage,
For hunger kindles you, and lawless want;
But lavish fed, in Nature’s bounty roll'd,
To joy at anguish, and delight in blood,
Is what your borrid bosoms never knew.
Poor is the trinmph o’er the timid hare!
8car’d from the corn, and now to some lone seat
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Retir'd : the rushy fen; the ragged furze,
Stretch’d o’er the stony heath; the stubble chapt;
The thistly lawn ; the thick-entangled broom ;
Of the same friendly hue, the wither'd fern ;
‘l'hefallow ground laid open to the sun,

ive ; and the nodding sandy bank,
llung o’er the mases of the ‘mountain brook.
Vain is her best precaution ; though she sits
Conceal’d with folded ears, unsleeping eyes
By Nature rais’d to take th’ horixzon in ;
And head couch’d close betwixt her hairy feet,
In act to spring away. The scented dew
Betrays her early labynnth 3 and deep,

In ’d sullen op g behind
With every breeze she hun the eoming storm :
Bat , and more freq as it loads

The nighing gale, she springs anias’d, and all

The savage soul of game is up at onoe :

The pack full-opening, various; the shrill horn
Resounded from the hills; the neighing steed
‘Wild for the chase : and the loud hunter’s shoot ;
O’er a weak, barmless, flying , all
Mix’d in a mad tumult, and dhoordut Joy.

The stag, too, singled from the herd, where long
He rang’d the b hil h of the shades,
Before the tempest drives. At first, in speed
He, sprightly, puts his faith ; and, rous’d by fear,
Gives all his swift agrial soul to flight ;

Against the breeze he dnt-, that way the mure,
To leave the ] cry behind
Deception short! thon;h fleeter than the wmds
Blown o’er the keen-air’d mountain by the north,
He bursts the thickets, glances through the glades,
And plunges deep into the wildest wood;

If slow, yet sure, adhesive to the track
Hot-steaming, up dehind him come again

Th’ inhuman rout, and from the shady depth
Expel him, circling through his every shift.

He sweeps the forest oft; and sobbing sees

The gladew, mild opening to the golden day ;
Where, in kind contest, with his butting friends
He wont to strugyle, or his loves enjoy.
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Oft in the full-descending flood he tries
To lose the scent, and lave his burning sides:
Oft seeks the herd ; the watchful herd, alarm’d,
With selfish care avoid a brother’s woe.
‘What shall he dot His once so vivid nerves,
So fall of buoyant upuit, oW no more
pire the course ; but fainting breathless toil,

8ick, seizes on hu heart: he stands at bay;
And puts his last weak refuge in despair.
The big round tears run down his dappled face ;
He groans in anguish ; while the growling pack,
Blood-happy, hang at his fair jutting chest,
And mark his beauteous checker’d sides with gore.

Of this enough. Bat if the sylvan youth,
‘Whose fervent blood boils into violence,
Must have the chase; behold, despising flight,
The rous’d-up lion, resolute and slow,
Advancing full oo the p ded spear,
And coward band, that circling wheel aloof.
8lunk from the cavern, and the troubled wood,
See the grim wolf ; on him his shaggy foe
Vindictive fix, and let the rufian die:
Or, growling horrid, as the brindled boar
Grins fell destruction, to the monster’s beart
Let the dart lighten from the nervous arm.

These Britain knows not; give, ye Britons, then,
Your sportive fury, pitiless, to pour
Loose un the nightly robber of the fold ;
Him, from his craggy winding haunts unearth’d,
Zet all the thunder of the chase pursue.
Throw the broad ditch behind you ; o’er the edge
High-bound, resistless; nor the deep morass
Refuse, but through the shaking wilderness
Pick your nice way ; into the perilous flood
Bear fearless, of the raging instinct full ;
And as you ride the torrent, to the banks
Your trinmph sound sonorous, running round,
From rock to rock, in circling echoes toss’d;
Then scale the mountains to their woody tops ;
Rush down the dangerous steep ; and o’er the lawn,
In fancy swallowing up the space between,
Pour all your speed into the rapid game.
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Por happy he ! who tops the wheeling chase ;
Has every maze evolv’d, and every guile
Diaclos’d; who knows the merits of the pack;
Who saw the villain seiz'd, and dy'ing hud,
Without plaint, though by a hund
Relentless torn: O glcmm he, beyond
His daring peers! when the retreating horn
Calls them to ghastly halls of gray renown,
With woodland honours grac'd the fox’s far,
Depending decent from the roof; and spread
Round the drear walls, with antic figures fierce,
The stag’s large front; he then is loudest heard,
When the night staggers with severer toils,
With feasts Thessalian centaurs never knew,
And their repeated wonders shake the dome.
But first the fuel’d chimney blazes wide;
The tankards foam ; and the strong table groans
Beneath the smoking sirloin stretch’d immense
From side to side; in which with desperate knife,
They deep incision make, and talk the while
Of England’s glory, ne’er to be defac'd,
‘While hence they borrow vigour: or amain
Into the pasty plung'd, at intervals,
If stomach keen can intervals allow,
Relating all the glories of the chase.
Then sated Hanger bids his brother Thirst
Produce the mighty bowl; the mighty bowl,
Swell'd high with fiery juice, steams liberal round
A potent gale, delicious as the breath
Of Maia to the love-sick shepherdess,
On vmlets diffus’d, while soft she hears
Her p hepherd stealing to her arms.
Nor wanﬁng is the brown October, drawn,
Mature and perfect, from his dark retreat
Of thirty years ; and now his honest front
Flames in the light refalgent, not afraid
Even with the vineyard’s best produce to vie.
To cheat the thirsty moments, Whist awhile
Walks his dull round, beneath a cloud of smoke,
‘Wreath’d. fragrant, from the pipe : or the quick dice,
In thunder leaping from the box, awake
The sounding gammon : while romp-loving miss
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Is haul’d about, in gallantry robust.

At last these puling idlenesses laid
Aside, frequent and full the dry divan
Close in firm circle ; and set, ardent, in
FPor serious drinking. Nor evasion sly,
Nor sober shift, is to the puking wretch
Indulg’d apart : but earnest, brimming bowls
Lave every soul, the table floating round,
And pavement, faithless to the fuddled foot.
Thus as they swim in mutual swill, the talk,
Vociferous at once from  twenty tongues,
Reels fast from theme to theme ; from horses, hounds,
To church or mistress, politics or ghost,
In endless mazes, intricate, perplex’d.
Meanti with sudden interruption, loud,
Th’ impatient catch bursts from the joyous beart;
That moment touch’d is every kindred soul ;
Aud, opening in a fall. h'd cry of joy,
The laugh, the slap, the jocund curse go round ;
While, from their slumbers shook, the k rd
Mix in the music of the day again. [bounds
As when the tempest, that has vex’d the deep
The dark night long, with fainter murmurs falls, -
80 gradual sinks their mirth. Their feeble tongues,
Unable to take up the cambrous word,
Lie quite dissolv’d. Before their maudlin eyes,
Seen dim and blae, the doable tapers dance,
Like the sun wading through the misty sky.
Then, sliding, soft, they drop. Confus’d above,
Glasses and bottles, pipes and gazetteers,
As if the table even itself was drunk,
Like a wet broken scene ; and wide, below,
Is beap'd the social slaoghter: where astrid
The lubber Power in filthy triumph sits,
Slumbrous, inclining still from xide to side,
And steeps therh drench’d in potent sleep till morn.
Perhaps some doctor, of tremendous paunch,
Awful and deep, a black abyss of drink,
Outlives them all : and from his buried flock
Retiring, full of ramination sad,
Relents the weakness of these Iatter times.

Baut if the rougher sex by this fierce sport
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Is burried wild, let not such borrid joy

E’er stain the bosom of the British fair,

Far be the spirit of the chase from them !

Ui ly ge, unb ing skill;

To spring the fence, to rein the prancing steed ;
The cap, the whip, the masculine attire ;

In which they roughen to the sense, and all
The winning softnese of their sex is lost.

In them ’tis graceful to dissolve at woe;

‘With every motion, every word, to wave
Quick o’er the kindling cheek the ready blush ;
And from the smallest violence to shrink
Unequal, then the loveliest in their fears ;
And, by this silent adulation, soft,

To their p ion more ging man.

O may their eyes no wmiserable sight,

Save weeping lovers, see! a nobler game,
Through love’s enchanting wiles pursu’d, yet fled,
In chase ambiguous. May their tender limbs
Float in the loose simplicity of dress !

And, fashion’d all to harmony, alone

Know they to seize the captivated soul,

In rapture warbled from love-breathing lips;
To teach the lute to languish ; with smooth step,
Disclosing motion in its every charm,

To swim along,and swell the mazy dance ;

To train the foliage o'er the snowy lawn ;

To guide the pencil, turn the tuneful page;

To lend new flavour to the fruitful year,

And heighten Nature’s dainties : in their race
To rear their graces into second life;

To give society its highest taste;

Well-order’d home man's best delight to make ;
And by submissive wisdom, modest skill,

‘With every gentle care-eluding art,

To raise the virtues, animate the bliss,

And sweeten all the toil of human Jife:

This be the female dignity and praise.

Ye swains, now hasten to the hazel.bank;
Where, down yon dale, the wildly-winding brook
Falls hoarse from steep to steep. In close array
Fit for the thickets and the tangling shrub,
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Ye virgins, come. Por you their latest song
The woodlands raise ; the clustering nuts for you
The lover finds amid the secret shade;
And, where they burnish on the topmost bough,
With active vigour crushes down the tree;
Or shakes them ripe from the resigning husk,
A glossy shower, and of an ardent brown,
As are the ringlets of Melinda’s hair :
Melinda! form’d with every grace complete,
Yet these neglecting, above beauty wise,
And far transcending such a vulgar praise.

Hence from the busy joy-resounding fields,
In cheerful error, let ua tread the maze
Of Autumn, unconfin’d ; and taste, reviv'd,
The breath of nrchard big with bending fruit.
Obedient to the breeze and beating ray,
From the deep-loaded bough a mellow shower
Incessant melts away. The juicy pear
Lies, in a soft profusion, scatter’d round.
A various sweetness swells the gentle race;
By Nature'’s all-refining hand prepard;
Of temper’'d sun, and water, earth, and air,
In ever-changing position mix’d. .
Such, falling frequent through the chiller night,
The fragrant stores, the wide projected heaps
Of apples, which the lusty-handed year,
T o’er the blushi hard shak
A various spirit, fresh, delicious, keen,
Dwells in their gelid pores; and, active, points
The piercing cider for the thirsty tongue:
Thy native theme, and boon inspirer too,
Phillips, Pomona’s bard, the second thou
‘Who nobly darst, in rhyme-unfetter’d verse,
‘With British freedom sing the British song:
How, from Silurian vats, bigh.sparkling wines
Foam in transparent flonds ; some strong, to cheer
The wintry revels of the labouring hind;
And tasteful some, to cool the summer hours.

In this glad season, while his sweetest beams
The sun sheds equal o'er the meeken’d day;
Oh lose me in the green delightful walks
Of, Dodington, thy seat, serene and plain ;
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‘Where simple Nature reigns; and every view,
Diffasive, spreads the pure D
In boundless prospect; yonder shagg’d with vood
Here rich with harvest, and there white with ﬂoch,
Meantime the grandeur of thy lofty dome,
Far splendid, seizes on the ravish'd eye.
New beaaties rise with each revolving day;
New columns swell ; and still the fresh Spring finds
New plants to quicken, and new groves to green.
Full of thy genius all! the Muses’ seat:
Where in the secret bower, and winding walk,
For virtuous Young and thee they twine the bay.
Here wandering oft, fir'd with the restless thirst
Of thy applause, I solitary court
Th’ inspiring breeze ; and meditate the bock
Of Nature ever open ; aiming thence,
Warm from the heart, to learn the moral song.
Here, as I steal along the sunny wall, °
Where Antumn basks, wnth fnut empm'pled dee]r
My pl g theme pts my ght s
Presents the downy peach; the shining plum:
The ruddy, fragrant nectarine ; and durk,
Beneath his ample leaf, the luscimu fig.
The vine too here her curling tendrils shoot ;
Hangs out her clusters, glowing to the south;’
And scarcely wishes for a warmer sky.

Turn we a moment Fancy’s rapid flight
To vigorous soils, and climes of fair extent,
‘Where, by the potent sun elated high,

- The vineyard swells refulgent on the day;

Spreads o’er the vale, or up the mountain climbs
Profuse; and drinks amid the sunny rocks,
From cliff to cliff increas’d, the heigbten’d blaze.
Low bend the weighty boughs; the clusters clear,
Half through the foliage seen, or Ardent ﬂme.
Or shine P , while perfée
‘White o’er the turgent film the living dew
As thus they brighten with exalted juice,
Touch’d into flavour by the mingling ray,
The rural youth and virgins o’er the field,
Each fond for each to cull th’ autumnal prime,
Exulting rove, and speak the vintage nigh.

E2
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That by degrees fermented and refin’d,

Round the rais’d nations pours the cup of joy:

The claret smooth, red as the lips we press

In sparkling fancy, while we drain the bowl;

The mellow-tasted burgundy; and quick,

Ags is the wit it gives, the gay champagne.
Now, by the coal declining year condens’d,

D d the copi halati check’d

As up the middle sky unseea they stole,

Axnd roll the doubling fogs around the hill.

No more the mountain, horrid, vast, sublime,

Whopwnnnupo‘nvmﬁmhund&

And high b ding kingd: rears

The rocky long division, fills the view

With great variety; but in a night

Of gathering vapour, from the bafiled sense

8inks dark and dreary. Thence expanding far,

The huge dusk, gradual swallows up the plain :

Vanish the woods ; the dim-seen river seems

Sullen and slow, to roll the misty wave.

E’en in the height of noon opprest, the sun

Sheds weak and blunt his wide-refracted ray;

Whence glaring oft, with many a broaden’d orb,

He frights the nations. Indistinct on earth,

Seen through the turbid air, beyond the life

Objom appear; and, wilderd o’er the waste

The shepherd stalks gigantic. Till at last
Wmth'd dun around, in deeper circles still
losing, sits the g 1 fog

Unbonndod o'er the world ; nd minglm‘ thick,

A formless gray confusion covers all.

As when of old (so sung the Hebrew bard)

Light, uncollected, through the Chaos urg’d

Its infant way; nor order yet had drawn

His lovely train from out the dubious gloom.
These roving mists, that constant now begin

To smoke along the hilly country, these

With weighty rains, and melted Alpine snows,

The mountain cisterns fill, those ample stores

Of water, scoop’d among the hollow rocks;
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‘Whenoe gush the streams, the ceaseless fountains play,
And their unfailing wealth the rivers draw.
Some sages say, that, where the numercus wave
For ever lashes the resounding shore,
Drill’d through the sandy stratum, every way,
The waters with the sandy stratam rise ;
Amid whose angles infinitely strain’d,
They joyful leave their jaggy salts behind,
And clear and sweeten, as they soak along.
Nor stops the restless fluid, mounting still,
Though oft amidst th’ irriguous vale it springs;
But to the mountain courted by the sand,
That leads it darkling on in faithfal mase,
FPar from the parent main, it boils again
Fresh into day; and all the glittering hill
Is bright with spouting rills. But hence this vain
Amusive dream! Why shoald the waters love
To take so far a journey to the bills,
‘When the sweet valleys offer to their toil
Inviting quiet, and a nearer bed t
Or if, by blind ambition led astray,
‘l'haymmupma why should they sudden stop
g the in’s rushy dells,

And, ere they gain its highest peak, desert
Th’ -ttnuive saad that charm’d their course so long ¢
Besides, the hard agglomerating salts,
The spoil of ages, would impervious choke
Their secret channels; or, by slow degrees,
High as the hills protrude the swelling vales :
01d Ocean too, suck’d through the porous globe,
Had long ere now forsook his borrid bed.
And brought Deucalion’s watery times agaia.

Say then, where lurk the vast eternﬂ tprinp.
That, like creating Nature, lie conceal’d
From mortal eye, yet with their lavish stores
Refresh the globe, and all its joyous tribes !
O thou pervading genius, given to man,
To trace the secrets of the dark abyss,
O lay the mountains bare! and wide display
Their hidden structure to th’ astonish’d view !
Strip from the branching Alps their piny load;
The huge encumbrance of horrific woods
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.From Asian Taurus, from Imaus stretch’d
Athwart the roving Tartar's sullen bounds !
Give opening Hemus to my searching eye,
And high Olympus pouring many a stream !

O from the sounding summits of the north,

The Dofrine hills, through Scandinavia rvll’d
To farthest Lapland and the frozen main ;

From lofty Caucasus, far seen by those

Who in the Caspian and black Eaxine toil;
Prom cold Riphean rocks, which the wild Russ
Believes the stony girdle® of the world;

And all the dreadfal mountains, wrapt in storm,
Whence wide Siberia draws ber lonely floods :
O sweep th’ eternal snowa! hung o’er the deep,

That ever works beneath his sounding base,

Bid Atlas, propping heaven, as poets feign,
His subterranean wonders spread! nnveil
The miny caverns, blazing on the day,

Of Abyssinia’s cloud-compelling cliffis,

And of the bending mountainst of the Moon !
O’ertopping all these giant sons of earth,

Let the dire Andes, from the radiant line
Stretch’d to the sturmy seas that thunder round

The southern pole, their hideous deeps unfold!
Amazing scene! Behold! the glooms disclose,
I see the rivers in their infant beds !

Deep. deep I hear them, labouring to get free !
I see the leaning strata, artful rang’d ;

The gaping fissures to receive the rains,

The melting snows, and ever-dripping fogs.
Strew'd bibulous above I see the sands,

The pebbly gravel next, the layers then
Of mingled moulds, of more retentive earths,
The gutter'd rocks, and masy running clefts ;
That, while the ling moi they i
Retard its motion, and forbid its waste :

B h th’ i of these drains,
I see the rocky siph d i

® The Muscovites call the Riphean mountains Weliki Cameny
Ppoys ; that is, the great stony girdie; because they suppowe them
to encompass the whole earth.

1A raoge of mountains in Africa, that surround almost all Mo~
momolaps.

Prog
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The mighty reservoirs of harden’d chalk,

Or stiff P d clay, capacious form’d :
O’erflowing thence the eongregated stores,
The crystal treasures of the liquid world,
Through the stirr’d sands a bubbling passage burst;
And welling out, around the middle steep,
Or from the bottoms of the bosom’d hills,
In pure effusion flow. United, thus,

Th’ exhaling sun, the vapour-burden’d air,
The gelid mountains, that to rain condens’d
These vapours in continual currents draw,
And send them, o’er the fair-divided earth,
In bounteous rivers to the deep again,

A social commerce hold, and firm support
The full-adjusted harmony of things.

When Autumn scatters his departing gleams,
‘Warn’d of approaching Winter, gathered, play
The swallow-people ; and toss’d wide around,
O’er the calm sky, in convolution swift,

The feather’d eddy floats : rejoicing once,

Ere to their wintry slumbers they retire ;

In cl clung, b h the ldering bank,
And where, unpierc'd by frost, the cavern sweats.
Or rather into warmer climes convey’d,

‘With other kindred birds of season, there

They twitter cheerful, till the vernal months
Invite them welcome back : for, thronging, now
Innumerous wings are in commotion all.

Where the Rhine loses his majestic force
In Belgian plains, won from the raging deep,
By diligence amazing, and the strong
Unconquerable hand of Liberty,
The stork assembly meets ; for many a day,
Consulting deep, and various, ere they take
Their arduous voyage through the liquid sky.
And now their route design’d, their leaders chose,
Their tribes adjusted, clean’d their vigorous wings ;
And many a circle, many a short essay,
Wheel’d round and round, in congregation fall
Tha figur’d flight ascends ; and, riding high
The aérial billows, mixes with the clouds.

Or where the Northern ocean, in vast whisls,
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Boils round the naked melancholy isles

Of farthest Thulé, and th’ Atlantic surge

Poars in the y Hebrides;

Who can what igrations there

Are annual made t what nations come and go?

And how the living clouds on clouds arise t

Infinite wings! till all the plume-dark air,

And rude resounding shore are one wild cry.
Here the plain harmless native his small flock,

And herd diminutive, of many hues,

Tends on the little island’s verdant swell,

The shepherd’s seagirt reign ; or, to the rocks

Dire clinging, gathers his ovarious food ;

Or sweeps the fishy shore ; or treasures up

The plumage, rising full, to form the bed

Of luxury. And here awhile the Muse,

High hovering o’er the broad cerulean scene,

Sees Caledonia, in romantic view:

Her airy ins, from the ing main

Invested with a keen diffusive sky,

Breathing the soul acute ; her forests huge,

Incult, robust, and tall, by Nature’s hand

Planted of old ; her azure lakes between,

Pour'd out extensive, and of watery wealth

Full; windiug deep, and green, herfertile vales ;

With many a cool translucent brimming flood

Wash’d lovely, from the Tweed (pure parent stream,

Whose pastoral banks first heard my Doric reed

‘With, sylvan Jed, thy tributary brook),

To where the north-inflated tempest foams

O’er Orca’s or Betubiam's highest peak :

Nurse of a people, in Misfortune’s school

Train’d up to hardy deeds; soon visited

By Learning, when bdefore the Gothic rage

She took ber western flight. A manly race,

Of unsubmitting spirit, wise, and brave ;

‘Who still through bleeding ages struggled hard

(As well unhappy Wallace can attest,

Great patriot hero ! ill-requited chief!) .

To bold a generous undiminish’d state :

!‘oo much in vain! Hence of unequal bounds .

3

P and by pting glory borne
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O’er every land, for every land their life
Has flow’d profuse, their piercing genius plann‘d,
And swell’d the pomp of peace their faithful toil.
As from their own clear north, in radiant streams,
Bright over Europe bursts the boreal morn,

Oh! is there not some patnot, in whose power
That best, tlut godlike lnxury is placed,
Of blessi ds yet unb
Through late pmurityt some, luge of loul
To cheer dejected industry ? to give
A double harvest to the pining swain ¢
And teach the labouring hand the sweets of toil ?
How, by the finest art, the native robe
To weuve ; how white as hyperborean snow,
To form the Incid lawn; with venturous oar
How to dash wide the billow; nor look on,
Shamefully passive, while Batavian fleets
Defraud us of the glittering fiuny swarms,
That heave our friths, and crowd upon our shores;
How all-enlivening trade to rouse, and wing
The prosperous sail from every growing port
Uninjur’d, round the sea-encircled globe ;
And thus, in soul united as in name,
Bid Britain reign the mi of the deep ?

Yes, there are such. And full on thee, Argyle,
Her hope, her stay, her darling, and her boast,
From her first patriots and her heroes sprung,
Thy fond imploring country turns her eye ;
In thee, with all a mother’s triumph, sees
Her every vn'mo, every grace combin’d,
Her geni her ing tarn,
Her pride of hononr, and her courage tried.
Calm, and intrepid, in the very throat
Of sulphurnus war, on Tenier's dreadful field.
Nor less the palm of peace inwreaths thy brow :
For, powerful as thy sword, from thy rich tongue
Persuasion flows, and wins the high debate;
‘While mix’d in thee combine the charm of youth,
The force of manhood, and the depth of age.
Thee, Forbes, too, whmn every worth attends,
As truth =i friendship kind.
Thee truly mm\u. nd in lilanee great.

*H

)
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Thy country feels through her reviving arts,
Plann’d by thy wisdom, by thy soul inform’d ;
And seldom has she known a friend like thee.
But see the fading many-colour'd woods,
Shade deepening over shade, the country round
Imbrown ; a crowded umbrage, dusk and dun,
Of every hue, from wan declining green
To sooty black. These now the lonesome Muse,
Low-whispering, lead into their leaf-strewn walks,
And give the season in its latest view.
Meantime, light shadowing all, a sober cahn
Fleeeel unbmmded ether: whose least wave
tr in where to turn
The gentle current : while illumin’d wide,
The dewy-skirted clonds imbibe the sun,
And through their lucid veil his soften'd force
Shed o’er the peaceful world. Then is the time,
Por thote whom Wisdom and whom Nature charm
To steal th Ives from the deg te crowd,
1nd soar above this little scene of things:
To tread low-thoughted Vice beneath their feet;
To soothe the throbbing passions into peace ;
And woo lone Quiet in her silent walks.
Thus solitary. and in pensive guise,
Oft let me wander o’er the russet mead,
And thro’ the sadden’d grove, where scarce is heard
One dying strain, to cheer the woodinan’s tvil.
Haply some widow’d songster pours his plaint,
Far, in faint warblings, through the tawny copse :
While gregated thrushes, li ts, larks,
And each wild throat, whose artleas strains so late
Swell’d all the music of the swarming shades,
Robb’d of their tuneful souls, now shivering sit
On the dead tree, a dull despondent flock;
With not a brightness waving o'er their plumes,
And nought save chattering discord in their note.
O let not, aim’d from some inhuman eye,
The gun the music of the coming year
D y; and h g harm,
Lay t.he weak tribes, a miserable prey,
In mingled murder, fluttering on the ground!
The pale descending year, yet pleasing still,

.
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A gentler mood inspires ; for now the leaf
Incessant rustles from the mouraful grove;
Oft startling such a3, stadious, walk below,
And slowly circles through the waving air.
But should a quicker breese amid the boughs
8ab, o’er the sky the leafy deluge streams ;
Till chok’d, and matted with the dreary shower,
The forest-walks, at every rising gale,
Roll wide the wither’d waste, and whistle bleak.
Fled is the blasted verdure of the fields;
And, shrunk into their beds the flowery race
Their sunny robes resign. Even what remain’d
Of-uvngorfrmt&lhfm the naked tree;
And wouds, fields, g: hards, all d
The desolated prospect thrills the soul.

He comes ! he comes! in every breese the power
Of philosophic Melancholy comes !
His near approach the sudd ting tear,
The glowing cheek, the mild dejected air,
The soften’d featare, and the beating heart,
Pierc’d deep with many a virtuous pang, declare,
O’er all the soul his sacred influence breathes !
Inflames imagination ; through the breast
laofases every tenderness ; and far
Beyond dim earth exalts the swelling thought.
Ten thousand thousand firet ideas, such
As never mingled with the vulgar dream,
Orowd fastinto the mnd’s creative eye,
As fast the si
As varied, and as lngh Devotwn nin'd
To rapture, and divine astonishment;
The love of Nature unconfin’d, and, chief,
Of human race; the large ambitious wish,
To make them blest ; the sigh for sufferingworth
Lost in obscurity ; the noble scorn

pride; the fearless great |
‘l'he mdu vlneh the dying patriot drawl,
1 ¢ glory th h time ;

Th* :wnhn'd throb for virtus, and for fame ;
The sympathies of love, and friendship dear;
‘With all the social offspring of the heart.
Oh | bear me then to vast embowering shades,
h
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To tvnhght groves, and vmonary valu-
To

Where u‘el forms nhwm the lolulm d\uk

Tremendous sweep, or seem to sweep along;

And voices more than human, through the void

Deep sounding, seize th’ enthusiastic ear!

Or, is this gloom too much? Then lead, ye powers,

That o'er the garden and the rural seat

Preside, which shining through the cheerful land

In 2! bers blest Britannia sees; :

O lead me to the wide-extended walks,

The fair majestic paradise of Stowe !*®

Not Persian Cyrus on Ionia’s shore

E’er saw such sylvan scenes : such various art

By genius fir'd, such ardent genius tam’d

By cool judicious art; that, in the strife,

All beauteous Nature fears to be outdune.

And there, O Pitt, thy country’s early boast,

There let me sit beneath the shelter'd slopes,

Or in that Templet where, in future times,

Thou well shalt merit a distinguish’d name ;

And, with thy converse blest, catch the last smiles

Of Autumn beaming o’er the yellow woods.

While there with thee :h’ enchanted round [ walk,

The regulated wild, gay Fancy then

‘Will tread in thought the groves of Attic land ;

Will from thy standard taste refine her own,

Correct her pencil to the purest truth

Of Nature, or, the unimpassion’d shades

Forsaking, raise it to the human mind.

Or if hereafter she, with juster hand,

Shall draw the tragic scene, instruct her, thou,

To mark the varied movements of :ho heart ;

‘What every decent character requires,

Andeverypu-imnpuks Othnmghhermm
he thy path . ! that 13,

Th* te, ch des, exalts,

Of honest zeal th’ indignant hglmung throws,

And shakes Corruption on her venal throne.

While thus we talk, and through Elysian vales

® The seat of the Lord Viscoant Cobham.
+ The temple of Virtoe in Stowe Gardens.




AUTUMN. 115

Delighted rove, perhaps a sigh escapes :
‘What pity, Cobh thou thy verd files
of mdor'd trees -houldlt here inglorious range,
I d of d g o’er the field,
Aund long embattied hosts! when the proud foe,
The faithless vain disturber of nankind,
Insulting Gaul, has rous’'d the world to war;
‘When keen, once more, within their bounds to press
Those polish’d robbers, those ambitious slaves,
The British youth would hail thy wise command,
Thy temper’d ardour, and thy veteran skill.

The western sun withdraws the shorten’d day;
And humid evening, gilding o’er t.he |ky.
In her chill progress, to the g ’d
The . Where ping waters ooze,
Where marshes stagnate, and where rivers wind,
Cluster the rolling fogs, and swim along
The dusky-mantled lawn. Meanwhile the moon
Full orb’d, and btuking through the scatter’d clouds,
Shews her broad visage in the crimson’d east.
Turn’d to the sun direct, her spotted disk,
‘Where rise, g dales d d
And caverns deep, as optic tube descries,
A smaller earth, gives us his blase again,
Void of his flame, and sheds a softer day.
Now through the passing cloud she seems to stoop,
Now up the pure cerulean rides sublime.
Wide the pale deluge floats, and streaming mild
O’er the sky'd in to the shadowy vale,
‘While rocks and floods reflect the quivering gleam,
The whole air whitens with a boundless tide
Of silver radiance trembling round the world.

Bat when half-blotted from the sky her light,
Fainting, permits the starry fires to burn
With keener lustre through the depth of heaven;
Or near extinct her deaden’d orb appears,
And scarce app of sickly beamless white;
Oft in this season, silent from the north
A blaze of meteors shoots: ensweeping first
‘The lower skies, they all at once cunverge
High to the crown of heaven, and all at once
Relapsing quick, as quickly reascend,
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And mix, and thwart, extinguish, and renew,
All ether coursing in a maze of light,

From look to look, contagioas through the crowd,
The panic runs, and into wondrous shapes
Th’ appearance throws: armies in meet array,
Throng’d with aérial spears, and steeds of five ;
Till the long lines of full-exteaded war,
In bleeding fight commixt, the sanguine. flood
Rolls a broad slaughter o’er the plaina of hearen.
As thus they scan the visionary soene,
On all sides swells the auperstitious din,
Incontinent ; and busy frensy talks
Of blood and battle ; cities overturn’d,
And late at night in swallowing earthquake sunk,
Or hideous wrapt in fierce ascending flame :
Of sallow famine, inundation, storm ;
Of pestilence, and every great distress :
Empires subvers’d, when ruling fate has strack
Th’ unalterable hour: even Nature’s self
Is deem’d to totter on the brink of time.
Not so the man of philosophic eye,
And inspect sage ; the waving brightness he
Curious surveys, inquisitive to know
The causes, and materials, yet unfix'd,
Of this appearance beautiful and pew.

Now black, and deep, the night begins to fal},
A shade immense! sunk in the quenching gloom,
Magnificent and vast, are heaven and earth.
Order confounded lies ; all beauty void ;
Distinction lost ; and gay vaxiety
One universal blot; such the fair power
Of light, to kindle and create the whole.
Drear is the state of the benighted wretch,
Who then, bewilderd, d hrough the dark,
Full of pale fancies, and chimeras huge:
Nor visited by one directive ray,
From cottage streaming, or from airy hall.
Perhaps impatient as he stumbles-on,
Struck from the root of slimy rushes, blue,
The wild-fire scatters round, or gather’d trails
A length of flame deceitful o’er the moss:
Whither decoyed by the fantastic blase,
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Now lost and now remew'd, he sinks absorpt,

Rider and horse, amid the miry gulf :

‘While still, from day to day, his pining wife,

And plaintive children his return await,

In wild conjecture Just. At other time,

Sent by the better genius of the night,

Innoxious, gleaming on the horse’s main,

The meteor sits; and shews the narrow path,

That winding leads through pits of death, or else

Imstructs him how to take the dangerous ford.
The lengthen'd night elaps’d, the moraing sunines

Serene, in all her dewy beauty bright,

Unfolding fair the last autamnal day.

And now the mountain sun dispels the fog;

‘The rigid hoar-frost melts before his beam :

And hung on every spray, on every blade

Of grass, the myriad dew-drops twinkle round.
Ah, see where robb d, and murder’d, in nm pit

Lies the still b g hive! at ing h oy,

Beneath the cloud of guilt-concealing night,

And fix’d o’er sulphur; while, not dreaming iil,

The happy people in their waxen cells,

Sat tending pablic cares, and planning schemes

Of temperance, for Winter poor ; rejoic’d

To mark, full lowing mnd, their eopiom stores.

Sudden the dark oppr @ steam

And, used to milder scents, the tender ru:e,

By thousands, tamble from their honied domes,

Convolv'd, and agonizing in the dust.

And was it then for this you roam’d the Sprin<,

Tntent from flower to lowen for this you toil'd

Ceaseless the burni heats away ?

Por this in Autumn search’d the bloomiag waste,

Nor lost one siinny gleam ? for this sad fate t

O man! tyrannic lord! how long, how long,

Shall prostrate Nature groan beneath your rage,

Awaiting renovation! When oblig’d,

Must you destroy t Of their ambrosial food

Can you not borrow ; and, in just return,

Afford them shelter from the wintry winds;

Or, as the sharp year pinches, with their own

Again regale them on sone smiling day?
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See where the stony bottom of their town

Looks desnlate, and wild; with here and there
A helpless namber, who the ruin'd state
Survive, lamenting weak, cost out to death.
Thus a proud city, populous and rich,

Full of the works of peace, and high in joy,

At theatre or feast, or sunk in sleep

(As late, Palermo, was thy fate) is seiz’d

By some dread earthquake, and convulsive hurl’d
Sheer from the black foundation, stench-involv’d,
Into a gulf of blue sulphureous flame.

Hence every harsher sight! for now the day,
O’er heaven and earth diffus’d, grows warm and high,
Infinite splendour! wide investing all.

How still the breezse! save what the filmy threads
Of dew evaporate brushes from the plain.

How clear the cloudless sky! how deeply ting’d
With a pecaliar blue! th’ ethereal arch

How swell'd immense! amid whose azure thron’d
The radiant sun how gay! how calm below

The gilded earth! the harvest treasures all

Now gather'd in, beyond the rage of storms,

Sure to the swain: the circling fence shut up ;
And instant Winter's utmost rage defy'd,

While, loose to festive joy, the country ronnd
Laughs with the loud sincerity of mirth,

Shonk to the wind their cares. The toil-strung youth,
By the quick sense of music tanght alone,

Leaps wildly graceful in the lirely dance.

Her every charm abroad, the village-toast,

Young, buxom, warm, in native beauty rich,
Darts not unmeaning looks ; and, where her eye
Points an approving smile, with double force

The cudgel rattles, and the wrestler twinea.

Age too shines out; and, garrulous, recounts

The feats of youth. Thus they rejoice ; nor think
That, with to.morrow’s sun, their annual toil
Begins again the never.ceasing round.

Oh, knew he but his happiness, of men
The happiest he; who, far from public rage,
Deep in the vale, with a choice few retir'd,
Drinks the pure pleasures of the rural life,
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What though the dome be wanting, whose proud gute,
Each morning, vomits out the sneaking crowd
Of flatterers false, and in their turn abus'd t
Vile i ! What though the glittering robe,
Of every hue reflected light can give,
Or floating loose, or stiff with masy gold,
The pride and gaze of fools, oppress him not t
‘What though, from utmoat land and sea purvey’d,
For him each rarer tributary life
Bleeds not, and his insatiate table heaps
‘With luxury and death t What though his bowl
Flames not with costly juice; nor sunk in beds,
Oft of gay care, he tosses out the night,
Or melts the thoaghtless hours in idle state ¢
‘What though he knows not those fantastic joys,
That still amuse the wanton, still deceive ;
A face of pleasure, but a heart of pain;
Their hollow moments undelighted allt
Sure peace is his; a solid life, estrang’d
To disappointment, and fallacious hope :

ich in content; in Nature’s bounty rich,

0 herbs and frum- wlntever greens the Spring
Whenh insh ; orbendsthebough,
When 8 dd and when Aut beams ;
Or in the wintry glebe whatever lies
Conceal’d, and fattens with the richest sap:

These are not wanting ; nor the milky drove,
Luxuriant, spread o’er all the lowing vale;
Nor bleating mountains ; nor the chide of streams,
And hum of bees, invitin; sleep sincere
Into the guiltless breast, beneath the shade,
Or thrown at large amid the fragrant hay;
Nor aught besides of prospect, grove, or song,
Dim grottoes, gleaming lakes, and fountain clear.
Here too dwells simple Truth; plain Innocence;
Unsullied B y; sound unbroken Youth,
Patient oflabour, with a littlepleas’d;
Health ever blooming ; anambitious Toil ;
Calm Contemplation, and poetic Ease.

Let others brave the flood in quest of gain,
And beat for joyless months the gloomy wave.
Let such as deem it glory to destroy,
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Rush into blood, the sack of cities seek ;
Unpierc’d, exulting in the widow’s wail,

The virgin’s shriek, and infant’s trembling cry.
Let some, far distant from their native soil,
Urg'd or by want or harden’d avarice,

Pind other lands beneath another sua.

Let this through cities work his eager way,

By legal outrage and establish’d guile,

The social sense extinct; and that ferment
Mad into tumult the seditious herd,

Or melt them down to slavery. Let these
Insnare the wretched in the toils of law,
Fomenting discord, and perplexing right,

An iron race! and those of fairer front,

Baut equal inhumanity, in courts,

Delusive pomp and dark cabals, delight;
Wreathe the deep bow, diffuse the lying smile,
And tread the weary labyrinth of state.

‘While he, from all the stormy passions free
That restless men involve, hears, and but hean,
At dista safe, the L

‘Wrapt close in conscious peace. 'l'he fall of kmg-,
‘The rage of nations, and the crush of states,
Move not the man who, from the world escap’d,
In still retreats, and flowery solitudes,

To Nature’s voice attends, from moath to month,
And day to day, through the revolving year;
Admiring, sees her in her every shape;

Feels all her sweet emotions at his heart;
Takes what she lib’ral gives, nor thinks of more.
He, when young Spring protrudes the bursting gems,
Marks the first bud, and sacks the healthful gale
Into his freshen'd soul ; her genial hours

He full enjoys; and not 8 beauty blows,

And not an openi breathes, in vain.
In Summer he, beneath the living shade,

Such as o'er frigid Tempd wont to wave,

Or Hemus cool, reads what the Muse, of these,
Perhaps, as in immortal numbers sung ;

Or what she dictates writes; and, oft an eye
Shot round, rejoices in the vigorous year.

When Autumn’s yellow lustre gilds the world,
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And tempts the sickled swain into the field,
Beiz’d by the gen’ral joy his heart distends
With gentle throes; and through the tepid gl
Deep musing, then he best exerts his song.
Even Winter wild to him is full of bliss.
The mighty tempest, and the hoary waste,
Abrupt, and deep, stretch’d o’er the buried earth,
Awake to solemn thought, At night the skies,
Discloe’d and kindled, by refining frost,
Pour every lustre on th’ exalted eye.
A friend, a book, the stealing hours secure,
And mark them down for wisdom. With swift wing
O’er land and sea imagination roams;
Or truth, divinely breaking on his mind,
Elates his being, and unfolds his powers ;
Or in his breast heroic virtue burns.
The touch of kindred too and love he feels;
The modest eye, whose beams on his alone
Ecstatic shine ; the little strong embrace
Of prattling children, twin’d around his neck,
And emulous to please him, calling forth
The fond parental soul. Nor purpose gay,
Amusement, dance, or song, he lternly scorns ;
PFor happi and true p
Are of the social, still, md milm; kind.
This is the life which those who fret in guilt,
And guilty cities, never knew : the life
Led by primeval ages, uncorrupt
When angels dwelt, and God himself, with man !

Oh, Nature! all safficient! over all!
Earich me with the knowledge of thy wor!
Snatch me to heaven; thy rolling wonders there,
World beyond world, in infinite extent,
Profusely scatter’d o’er the blue immense,
Shew me: their motions, periods, and their laws,
Give me to scan ; through the disclosing deep
Light my blind way; the mineral strata there;
Thrust, bl i , the vegetable world ;
’er that the rinng system, more complex,
Of animals ; and higher still, the mind,
The varied scene of quick-compounded thonghs,
And where the mixing passions endless shift;

|
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These ever open to my ravish’d eye;

A search, the flight of time can ne'er exhaust!
Bat if to that unequal : if the blood,

In sluggish streams about my heart forbid

That best ambition ; under closing shad
Inglorious, lay me by the lowly brook,

And whisper to my dreams. From Thee begin,
Dwell all on Thee, with Thee conclude my song;
And let me never, neve: stray from Thee !
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‘The subject nwa-ed. Address to the Earl of Wilmington. First
:ppnm:h of Winter, According to the natural course of the
season, various storms described. Rain. Wind Snow The
driving of !M snowa: & man perishing am them ; whence
reflect D the wants and miseries of human life. The wolves
ducendlng fmm the Alvs and Apennlnu A winter-evening
described ; as spent by'& ; by the country people;
in the city. Frost. w of mr within the polar circle.
:. aw.wThe whole concluding with moral reflections ona fu-

re state.

See, Winter comer, to rule the varied year,

Sullen.and sad, with all his rising train ;

Vapours, and clouds, and storms. Be these my theme,

These ! that exalt the soul to solemn thoazht

And heavenly i Wel kindrea g !

Congenial horrors, bail! with frequent foot.

Pleas’d have I, in my cheerful morn of life,

When nurs’'d by careless solitude I liv'd,

And sung of Nature with unceasing joy, .

Pleas’d have 1 wander’d through your rough domain,

Trod the pure virgin snows, myself as pure;

Heard the winds roar, and the big torrent burst ;

Or seen the deep fermenting tempest brew’d,

In the grim evening sky. Thus pass'd the time,

Till through the lucid chambers of the south

Look’d out the joyous Spring, look’d out, and smil’d.
To thee, the patron of her first essay,

The Muse, O Wilmington! renews her song.

Since has she rounded the revolving year:

Skimn’d the gay Spring ; on eagle pinions borue,

Attempted through the Summer-blaze to rise;

Then swept o’er Autumn with the shadowy gale;

And now among the wintry clouds again,

Roll'd in the doubling storm, she tries to soar;

To swell her note with all the rushing winds;

To suit her sounding cadence to the flovda;

As is her theme, her numbers wildly great:

Thrice happy, conld she fill thy judging ear

With bold description, and with manly thought.
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Nor art thou skill’d in awful schemes alone,
And how to make a mighty people thrive;
But equal goodness, sound integrity,
A firm, unshaken, uncorrupted soul,
Amid a sliding age, and burning strong,
Not vainly blazing fur thy country’s weal,
A steady spirit, regularly free;
These, each exalting each, the statesman light
Into the patriot; these the public hope
And eye to thee converting, bid the Muse
Record what envy dares not flattery call.
Now when the cheerless empire of the sky
To Capricorn the Centaar Archer yields,
And fierce Aquarius stains th’ inverted year;
Hung o’er the fanhut t verge of heaven, the sun
h ‘ether the dejected day.
Paint are lus gleaml, and lneﬂ‘ectn-l shoot
His struggling rays, in horizontal lines,
Through the thick air; as cloth’d in cloudy storm
Weak, wan, and broagd, he skirts the southernsky;
And, soon descending, to the long dark night,
Wide-shading all, the prostrate world resigns.
Nor is the night unwish’d ; while vital heat,
Light, life, and joy, the dubious day forsake.
Meantime, in sable tincture, shadows vast,
Deep ting’d and damp, and congregated clouds,
And all the vapoury turbul of h
Involve the face of things. Thus Wiater f.ﬂu
A heavy gluom oppressive o’er the world,
Through Natare shedding influence malign,
And rouses up the seeds of dark disease.
The soul of man dies in him, loathing life,
And black with more than melancholy views.
The cattle dronp ; and n’er the furrow’d land,
Fresh from the plough, the dun discolour’d flocks,
Untended spreading, crop the wholesome root,
Along the woods, along the moorish fens,
Sighs the »ad genius of the coming storm;
And up along the loose disjointed cliffs,
And fractur’d mountains wild, the brawling brook,
Aml rave presageful, und a hollow moan,
g long in i g Fancy’s ear.
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Then comes the father of the tempest forth,
Wrapt in black glooms. First joyless rains obscure
Drive tbrough the mingling skies with vapour foul ;
Dash on the mountain’s brow, and shake the woods,
That grambling wave below. Th’ unsightly plain
Lies a brown deluge ; as the low bent clouds
Pour flood on flood, yet unexhausted still
Combine, and deepening into night shut up
The day’s fair face. The wanderers of heaven,
Each to his home, retire ; save those that love
To take their pastime in the troubled air,

Or skimming flutter round the dimply pool.

The cattle from th’ untasted fields return,

And ask with meaning low, their wonted stulls,
Or rumi in the tig shade,

Thither the household feathery people crowd,
The crested cock, with all his female train,
Pensive, and dripping ; while the cottage-hind
Hangs o’er th' enliv’'ning blase and taleful there
Reconnts his simple frolic : much he talks,

And much he laughs, nor recks the storm that blows
Without, and rattles on his humble roof.

Wide o’er the brim, with many a torrent swell'd,

And the mix’d ruin of its banks o’erspre:

At last the rous’d-up river pours along :

Resistless, roaring, dreadful ,down it comes,

From the rnde mountain, and the mossy wild,
Tumbling through rocks sbrnpt, And nounding far;
Thea o’er the sanded valley fi g

Calm, sluggish, silent; till again constrain’d
Between two meeting hills, it bursts away,

Where rocks and woods o’erhang the turbid stream ;
There gathering triple force, rapid and deep,

It boils, and wheels, and foams, and thunders thro”.

Nature | great parent! whose unceasing band
Rolls round the seasnns of the changeful year,

How mighty, how majestic, are thy works!
With what a pleasing dread they swell the soul,
That sees ish’d! and ish’d sings !

Ye tno, ye winds! that now begin to blow

With boisterous sweep, I raise my voice tv you.
Where are your stores, ye powerful buings! say,
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Where your aérial magasines reserv’d
To swell the brooding terrors of the storm?
in what far distant region of the sky,
Hush'd in deep silence, sleep ye when 'tis calm ¢
‘When from the pallid sky the sun descends,
With many a spot, that o’er his glaring orb
Uncertain wanders, stain’d ; red fiery streaks
Begin to flush around. The reeling clouds
Stagger with dizzsy poise, as doubting yet
‘Which master to obey ; while rising slow,
Blauk, in the leaden-colour’d east the moon
‘Wears a wan circle round her blunted horns.
Seen through the turbid fluctuating air,
The stars obtuse emit a shiver’d ray ;
Or frequent seem to shoot athwart the gloom,
And long behind them trail the whitening blase.
Snatch’d in short eddies, plays the wither’d leaf;
And on the flood the dancing feather floats.
With broaden'd nostrils to the sky upturn'd,
The conscious heifer snuffs the stormy gale.
Even as the matron, at her nighdy task,
With pensive labonr draws the flaxen thread,
The wasted taper and the crackling flame
Foretel the blast. But chief the plumy race,
The tenants of the sky, its changes speak.
Retiring from the downs, where all day long
They pick’d their scanty fare, a blackening train
Of clamorous rooks thick urge their weary flight,
And seek the closing shelter of the grove;
Assiduous in his bower, the wailing owl
Plies his sad song. The cormorant on high
Wheels from the deep, and screams along the land.
Loud shrieks the soaring kern ; and with wild wing
The circling sea-fowl cleave the flaky clouds.
Ocean, unequal press’d, with broken tide
And blind commotion heaves; while from the shore
Eat into caverns by the restless wave,
And forest-rustling mountain, comes a voice,
That solemn sounding bids the world prepare.
Then issuee forth the storm with sudden burst
Aud burls the whole precipitated air
Duwn, in a torrent. On the passive main
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Descends th* ethereal force, and with strong gust

Turns from its bottom the discolour'd deep.

Through the black night that sits immense around,

Lash’d into foam, the fierce conflicting brine

Seems o'er a thousand raging waves to burn :

Meantime the mountain billows, to the clouds

In dreadful tumult swell’d, surge above surge,

Burst into chaos with tremendous roar,

Aund anchor'd ies from their stations drive,

Wild as the winds, across the howling waste

Of mighty waters: now th’ inflated wave

Straining they scale, and now impetaous shoot

Into the secret chambers of the deep,

The wintry Baltic thundering o’er their head.

Emerging thence again, before the breath

Of full-exerted heaven they wing their course,

And darton distant coasts; if some sharp rock,

Or shoal insidious, break not their career,

And in loose fragments fling them floating round,
Nor less at hand the loosen’d tempest reigns :

The mountain thunders ; and its sturdy sons

Stoop to the bottom of the rocks they shade,

Lone on the midnight steep, and all aghast,

The dark way-faring stranger breathless toils,

And, often falling, climbs against the blast.

Low waves the rooted forest, vex’d, and sheds

What of its tarnish’d honours yet remain ;

Dash’d down, and scatter’d by the tearing wind’s

Assid fury, its gigantic limba.

Thus struggling through the dissipated grove,

The whirling tempest raves along the plain;

And on the cottage thatch’d, or lordly roof,

Keen fastening, shakes them to the solid base.

Sleep frighted flies, and round the rocking dome

For entrance eager, howls the savage blast.

Then too, they say, through all the burden’d air,

Loug groans are heard, shrill sounds, and distant sighs,

That, utter’d by the demon of the night,

Warn the devoted wretch of woe and death,
Huge uproar lords it wide. The clouds commix’d

With stars swift gliding aweep along the sky.

All Nature reels. Till Nature’s King who oft

ol
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Amid tempestucus darkness dwells alone,
And on the wings of the careering wind
Walks dreadfully serene, coonmands a calm :
Then straight, air, sea, and earth, are hush'd at once.
As yet ’tis midnight deep. The weary clouds,
Slow meeting, mingle into solid gloom.
Now, while the drowsy world lLies lost in sleep,
Let me associate with the serious Night,
And Costemplation her sedate compeer ;
Let me shake off th’ intrusive cares of day,
And lay the meddling semses all aside.
Whmm,yllyh'miﬁ-oﬂife!
Yo ev g! ever cheating train!
Whenmmnv'nd'ht-ywmﬂ
chaﬁm,dh”dmnnt.ndm

8ad sickening thought! And yet, deluded man,
A scene of erude digjointed visions past,
And broken stumbers, rises still resolv’d
With new flush’d hapes, to run the giddy round.

Father of light anad life! thou Good Supreme!
O teach me what is good ! teach me thyself!
Save me from folly, vanity, and vice,

From every low pursuit! and feed my soul
With knowledge, conscious peace, and virtue pure ;
Sacred, substantial, never-fading bliss !

The keener tempests rise: and faming dun
Pmmnllthahvidean,orpiadngncﬁ,
Thick clouds ; in whose cap womb
Avadehgeﬁu,mnwmgnl’d.
Heavy they roll their fleecy world along;

And the sky saddens viththeguhu’dm
Through the hush’d air the whitening sh d
At first thin wavering; till at last the flakes

Fall broad, and wide, and fast, dimming the day,
With a continual flow. The cherish’d fields

Pat on their winter-robe of parest white.

*Tis brightness all ; save where the new snow melts
Along the masy carrent. Low, the woods

Bow their hoar head ; and, ere the languid sun,
Faint from the west emits his evening ray,
Earth’s universal face, deep hid and chill,

12 orme wide dazling waste, that buries wide
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The works of man. Drooping, the labourer-ox
Stands cover’d o’er with snow, and then demands
The fruit of all his toil. The fowls of heaven,
Tam’d by the cruel season, crowd around .
The winnowing store, and claim the little boon
Which Providence assigns them. One alone,
The red-breast, sacred to the household gods,
Wisely regardful of th' embroiling sky,
In joyless fields, and thorny thickets, leaves
His shivering mates, and pays to trusted maun
His annual visit. Half afraid, he first
Against the window beats ; then, brisk, alights
On the warm hearth ; then, hopping o’er the floor,
Eyes all the smiling family askance,
And pecks, and starts, and wonders where he is:
Till, more familiar grown, the table-crumbs
Attract his slender feet. The foodless wilds
Pour forth their brown inhabitants. The hare,
Though timorous of heart, and hard beset
By death in various forms, dark snares, and dogs,
And more unpitying men, the garden seeks,
Urg’d on by fearless want. The bleating kind
Eye the bleak heaven, and next the glistening earth,
‘With looks of dumb despair ; then, sad dispers'd,
Dig for the wither’d herb through heaps of snow.

Now, shepherds, to your helpless charge be kind,
Baffle the raging year, and fill their pens
‘With food at will ; lodge them below the storm,
And watch them strict; for from the bellowing east,
In this dire season, oft the whirlwind’s wing
Sweeps up the burden of whole wintry plains
At one wide waft, and o’er the hapless flocks,
Hid in the hollow of two neighbouring hills,
The billowy tempest whelms ; till, upward urg’d,
The valley to a shining mountain swells,
Tipt with a wreath high.carling in the sky.

As thus the snows arise; and foul, and fierce,
All Winter drives along the darken'd air;
In his own luose revolving fields, the swain
Disaster'd stands : sees other hills ascend,
Of unknown joyless brow ; and other scenes,
Of horrid prospect, shag the trackless plain :

Fs
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Nor finds the river, nor the forest, hid
Beneath the formless wild ; but wanders on
Fromhillmdale,uillmmndmmutmy,
jent fl h h the drifted heaps, [home
St\mg with the tlwught- of home ; the thoughts of
Rush on his nerves, and call tl:elr vigour forth
In many a vainattempt. How sinks his soul!
What black despair, what horror fills his heart!
When for the dusky spot, which Fancy feign'd
His tufted cottage rising through the snow,
He meets the roughness of the middle waste,
PFar from the track, and blest abode of man ;
While round him night resistless closes fast,
And every tempest howling o’er his head,
Renders the savage wilderness more wild.
Then throng the busy shapes into bis mind,
Of cover'd pits, unfathumably deep,
A dire descent! beyond the power of frost;
Of faithless bogs, of precipices huge,
Smooth'd up with snow ; and, what island, unknown
What water, of the still unfruzen spring,
In the loose marsh or solitary lake,
Where the fresh ft in from the b boils.
‘l’hele check hisfearful steps ; and down he sinks
h the shelter of the shapeless drift,

Thinking o’er all the bitterness of death,
Mix’d with the tender anguish Nature shoots
Through the wrung bosom of the dying man,
His wife, his children, and his friends unseen.
In vain for him th’ officious wife prepares
The fire fair-blazi and the vestm warm;
In vain his little children, peeping out
Into the mingling storm, demand their sire,
With tears of artless innocence. Alas'
Nor wife, nor children, more shall he behold ;
Nor friends, nor sacred home. On every nerve
The deadly Winter seizes ; shuts up sense;
And, o’er his inmost vitals creeping cold,
Lays him along the snows, a stiffen’d corse !
Stretch'd out, and bleaching in_the northern blast.

Ah! little think the gay licentious proud,
Whom pleasure, power, and affiuence surround ;
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They, who their thoughtless hours in giddy mirth,
And wanton, often cruel, riot waste :

Ah! little think they, while they dance along,
How many feel, this very moment, death,

And all the sad variety of pain.

How many sink in the devouring flood,

Or more devouring flame. How many bleed,

By shamefal variance betwixt man and man.
How many pine in want, and dungeon glooms;
Shat from the common air, and common use

Of their own limbs. How mauy drink the cup
Of baleful grief, or eat the bitter bread

Of misery, Sore pierc’d by wintry winds,

How many shrink into the sordid bnt

Of cheerless poverty. How many shake

With all the fiercer tortures of the mind,
Unbounded passi d guilt, r

Whence tambled headlong from the height of life,
They farnish matter for the tragic Muse.

PF’en in the vale where Wisdom loves to dwell,
With friendship, peace, and contemplation join’d,
How many, rack’d with honest passions, droop
In deep-retir'd distress. How many stand
Around the death-bed of their dearest friends,
And point the parting anguish. Thought fond man
Of these, and all the thousand nameless ills,
That one incessant struggle render life,

One scene of toil, of suffering, and of fate,

Vice in his high career would stand appall’d,

And heedless rambling Impalse learn to think;
The conscious heart of Charity would warm,

And her wide wish Benevolence dilato;

The social tear would rise, the social sigh;

And into clear perfection, gradual bliss,

Refining still, the social passions work.

And here can I forget the generous band *
Who, touch'd with b woe, e h*
Into the horrors of the gloomy jail ¢
Unpitied, and unheard, where misery moa
Where sickness pines, where thirst and
And poor misfortune feels the lash of vice.

® The Jail Coramittee, in the year 1729.
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While in the 1and of liberty, the land

Whose every street and public meeting glow
With open freedom, little tyrants rag’d ;
Snatch'd the lean morsel from the starving moutk ,
Tore from cold wintry limbs the tatter’d weed ;
E’en robb’d them of the last of comforts, sleep;
The free-born Briton to the dungeon chain’d,
Or, as the lust of cruelty prevail’d,

At pleasure mark’d him with inglorious stripes ;
And crush’d out lives, by secret barbarous ways,
That for their country would have toil’d, or bled.
O great design ! if executed well,

With patient care, and wisdom-temper’d zeal !
Ye nons of Mercy! yet resume the search;

Drag forth the legal monsters into light,

Wrench from their hands Oppression’s iron rod,
And bid the cruel feel the pains they give.

Much still untouch’d remains; in this rank age
Much is the patriot’s weeding hand requir'd.
The toils of law (what dark insidions men

Have cumbrous added to perplex the truth,

And lengthen simple justice into trade),

How glorious were the day that saw these broke,
And every man within the reach of right!

By wintry famine rous’d, from all the tract
Of horrid ins which the shining Alps,
And wavy Apennioe, and P
Branch out stupendous into distant lands ;
Cruel as death, and bungry as the grave;
Burning for blood ; bony, and gaunt, and grim,
Assembling wolves in raging troops descend ;
And, pouring o’er the country, bear along,

Keen as the north-wind sweeps the glossy snow.
Allis their prize. They fasten on the steed,
Press him to earth, and pierce his mighty heart,
Nor can the bull his awful front defend,

Or shake the murdering savages away.

paci at the her's throat they fly,

And tear the screaming infant from her breast.
The godlike face of man avails him nought.

E’en beanty, force divine ! at whose bright glanoe
The generous lion stands in soften’d gase,




WINTER. 188

Here bleeds, a hapless undistinguish’d prey.

Bat if, appris’d of the severe attack,

The country be shut up; lur’d by the scent,

On shurch-yards drear (inhuman to relate!)

The disappointed prowlers fall, and dig

The shrouded body from the grave; o'er which,

Mix’d with foul shades, and frighted ghosts, they howl.
Among those hilly regions, where embrac’d

In peaceful vales the happy Grisons dwell :

Oft, rushing sudden from the loaded cliffs,

Mountains of snow their gathering terrors roll.

Prum steep to steep loud thundering down they come,

A wintry waste in dire commotion all;

And herds, and flocks, and travellers, and swains,

And sometimes whole brigades of marching troops,

Or hamlets sleeping in the dead of night,

Are deep beneath the smothering ruin whelm’d.
Now, all amid the rigours of the year,

In the wild depth of Winter, while without

The ceaseless winds blow ice, be my retreat,

Between the groaning forest and the shore,

Beat by the boundless multitude of waves,

A rural, shelter’d, solitary scene ;

‘Where ruddy fire, and beaming tapers join,

To cheer the gloom. There studious let me sit,

And hold high converse with the mighty dead;

Sages of ancient time, as gods rever’d,

As gods beneficent, who blest mankind

With arts, with arms, and humaniz'd a world,

Rous'd at th’ inspiring thought, I throw aside

The long-liv'd volume; and, deep musing, hail

The sacred shades, that slowly rising, pass

Before my wondering eyes. First Socrates,

Who, firmly good in a corrupted state,

Against the rage of tyrants single stood,

Invincible! calm Reason’s holy law,

That voice of God within th’ attentive mind,

Obeying, fearless, or in life, or death :

Great moral teacher! wisest of mankind !

Solon the next, who built his commouwesl

On equity’s wide base ; by tender laws

A lively people curbing, yet undamp’d
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Preserving still that quick peculiar fire,

Whence in the laurell'd field of finer arts,

And of bold freedom, they unequall'd shone,
The pride of smiling Greece and buman-kind.
Lycurgus then, who bow'd beneath the force

Of strictest discipline, severely wise,

All human passions. Following him, T see,

As at Thermopyle he glorious fell,

The firm devoted chief,* who prov'd by deeds
The hardest lexson which the other taught.
Then Aristides lifts hisx honest front;

Spotless of heart, to whora th’ unflattering voice
Of freedom gave the noblest name of Just:

In pure majestic poverty rever'd;

‘Who, even his glory to his country’s weal
Submitting, swell’d 4 haughty rival’st fame.
Rear’d by his care, of softer ray appears

Cimon, sweet-soul’d ; whose genius, rising strong,
Shook off the load of young debauch ; abroad
The scourge of Persian pride, at home the friend
Of every worth and every splendid art,

Modest, and simple, in the pomp of wealth.
Then, the last worthies of declining Greece,
Late call’d to glory, in unequal times,

Pensive appear. The fair Corinthian boast,
Timoleon, happy temper | mild, and firm,

Who wept the brother while the tyrant bled.
And, equal to the best, the Theban pair,}

‘Whose vi , in heroic d join’d,

Their country rais’d to freedom, empire, fame.
He too, with whom Athenian honour sunk,

And lefe a mass of sordid lees behind,

Phocion the good ; in pubhc fife severe,

To virtue still inexorably firm;

But when, beneath his low illustrious roof,
Sweet peace and happy wisdom smooth’d his bro,
Not friendship softer was, nor love more kind.
And he, the last of old Lycurgus’ sons,

The generous victim to that vain attempt,

To save a rotten state, Agis, who saw

Leonidas, + Themistocles.
1 Pelopidas and Epaminondas.
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Even Sparta’s self to servile avarice sunk.

The two Achaian heroes close the train :

Aratus, who a while relam'd the soul

Of fondly-lingering liberty in Greece;

And he her darling, as her latest hope,

The gallant Philopeemen : who to arms

Turn'd the luxurious pomp he could not cure ;

Or toiling in bis farm, a simple swain;

Or, bold and skilfal, thundering in the field.
Of rougher front, a mighty people come!

A race of heroes! in those virtuous times

Which knew no stain, save that with partial flame

Their dearest country they too fondly lov'd :

Her better founder first, the light of Rome,

Numa, who soften’d her rapacious sons ;

Servius the king, who laid the solid base

On which o’er earth the vast republic spread.

Then the great consuls venerable rise.

The public father,® who the private quell’d,

As on the dread tribunal sternly sad.

He, whom his thankless country could not lose,

Cami.lus, only vengeful to her foes.

Pabricius, scorner of all-conquering gold ;

And Cincinnatus, awful from the plough.

Thy willing victim,+ Carthage, barsting loose

From all that pleading Nature could oppose,

From a whole city’s tears, by rigid faith

Imperious call'd, and honour’s dire command.

Scipio, the gentle chief, humanely brave,

Who soon the race of spotless glory ran,

And, warm in youth, to the poetic shade

With friendship and philosophy retird.

Tully, whose powerful eloguence awhile

Restrain’d the rapid fate of rushing Rome,

Unconguer’d Cato, virtuous in extreme:

And thou, unhappy Brutus, kind of heart,

Whose steady arm, by awfal virtue urg’d,

Lifted the Roman steel against thy friend.

Thousands besides the tribute of a verse

Demand; but wko can count the stars of heaven ¢

® Marcus Junius Bratus.
+ ltegulus.
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Who sing their influence on this lower world ¢
Behold, who yonder comes! in sober state,

Pair, mild, and strong, as is a vernal sun :

’Tis Phosbus self, or else the Mantuaa swain !

Great Homer too appears, of daring wing,

Parent of wong ; and equal, by his side,

The British Muse; join’d hand in hand they walk,

Darkling, full up the middle steep to fame.

Nor absent are those shades, whose skilful touch

Pathetic drew th’ im; on’d heart, and charm’d

Transported Athens with the moral scene ;

Nor those who, tuneful, wak'd th’ enchanting lyre.
First of your kind ! society divine!

8till visit thus my nights, for you reserv'd,

And mount my soaring soul to thoughts like yours,

Silence, thou lonely power! the door be thine;

See on the hallow’d hour that none intrude,

Save a few ch friends, who i

To bless my humble roof, with sense refin’d,

Learning digested well, exalted faith,

Unstudied wit, and humour ever gay.

Or from the Muses’ hill will Pope descend,

To raise the sacred hour, to bid it smile,

And with the social spirit warm the heart?

For though not sweeter his own Homer sings,

Yet is his life the more endearing song.
Where art thou, Hammond? thou the darling pride,

The friend and lover of the tuneful throng!

Ah why, dear youth, in all the blonming prime

Of vernal genius, where disclosing fast

Each active worth, each manly virtue lay,

Why wert thou ravish’d from our hopes so soon {

‘What now avails that noble thirst of fame,

Which stung thy fervent breast? that treasur'd store

Of knowledge, early gain'd? that eager zeal

To serve thy country, glowing in the band

Of youthful patriots, who sustain her name ?

What now, alas! that life-diffusing charm

Of sprightly wit? that rapture for the Muse,

That heart of friendship, and that soul of joy,

Which bade with softest light thy virtues smile t

Ah! only shew’d, to check our fond pnrsuits,
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And teach our humbled hopes that life is vain!
Thus in some deep retirement would I pass

The winter glooms, with friends of pliant soul,

Or blithe, or solemn, as the theme inspir'd ;

With them would\nureh,i{ Nature’s boundlees frame

Was call’d, late rising, from the void of night,

Or sprung eternal from th’ eternal Mind;

Its life, its laws, its progress, and its end.

Hence larger prosp of the b whole

Would, gradual, open on our opening minds;

Aund each diffasive harmony unite

In fall perfection, to th’ ish’d eye.

Then would we try to scan the moral world,

‘Which, though to us it seema embroil’d, moves on

In higher order; fitted and impell’d

By Wisdom’s finest hand, and issuing all

In general good. The sage historic Muse

8hould next conduct us through the deeps of time :

8Shew us how empire grew, declin’d, and fell,

In scatter’d states ; what makes the nations smile,

Improves their soil, and gives them double suns;

And why they pine beneath the brightest skies,

In Nature’s richest lap. As thus we talk’d

Our hearts would barn within us, would inhale

That portion of divinity, that ray

Of purest heaven, which lights the public soul

Of patriots and of beroes. But if doond,

In powerless humble fortune to repress

These ardent risings of the kindling soul ;

Then, even superior to ambitivn, we

‘Would learn the private virtnes; how to glide

Thro’ shades and plains, along the smoothest stream

Of rural life ; or snatch’d away by hope,

Through the dim spaces of futurity,

With earnest eye anticipate those scenes

Of happiness and wonder; where the miad,

In endless growth, and infinite ascent,

Rises from state to state, and world to world.

But when with these the serious thought is foil’d,

We, shifting for relief, would play the shapes

Of frulic fancy; and incessant form

Those rapid pictures, that assembled train
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Of fleet 1deas, never join’d before,

Whence lively Wit excites to gay surprise ;

Or folly-painting Humour, grave himself,

Calls Laughter forth, deep-shaking every nerve.
Menntime the village rouses up the fire;

While well attested, and as well believ’d,

Heard solemn, goes the goblin story round;

Till superstitious horror creeps o’er all.

Or, frequent in the sounding ball, they wake

The rural gambol. Rustic mirth goes round,

The simple joke that takes the shepherd’s heart,

Ensily pleas’d ; the long loud laugh, sincere;

The kiss, snatch’d hasty from the sidelong waid,

On purpose guardless, or pretending sleep :

The leap, the slap, the haul; and, shook to notes

Of native music, the respondent dance.

Thus jocund fleets with them the winter-night.
The city swarms intense. The public haunt,

Fall of each theme, and warm with mix’d discourse,

Hums indistinct. The sons of riot flow

Down the loose of fal h d joy

To swift destruction. On the rankled soul

The gaming fury falls; and in one gulf

Of total ruin, honour, virtue, peace,

Friends, families, and fortune, headlong sink.

Up springs the dance along the lighted dome,

Mix’d, and envolv’d, a thousand sprigbtly ways.

The glittering court effuses every pomp :

The circle deepens; beam’d from gaudy rohes,

Tapers, and sparkling gems, and radiant eyes,

A soft effalgence o'er the palace waves:

While, a gay insect in his summer-shine,

The fop, light-fluttering, spreads his mealy wings.
Dread o'er the scene the ghost of Hamlet stalks;

Othello rages; poor Monimia mourns;

And Belvidera pours her soul in love.

Terror alarms the breast; the comely tear

Steals o’er the cheek : or else the comic Muse

Holds to the world a picture of itself,

And raises sly the half impartial laugh.

Sometimes she lifts her strain, and paints the accnes

Of beauteous life ; whate’er can deck mankind,
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Or charm the heart, in generous Bevil® shew’d.
O thou, whose wisdom, solid yet refin’d,

Whose patriot virtues, and consummate skill

To touch the finer springs that move the world,

Join’d to whate’er the Graces can bestow,

And all Apollo’s animating fire,

Give thee, with pleasing dignity, to shine

At once the guardian, ornament, and joy,

Of polish’d life : permit the rural Muse,

O Chesterfield, to grace with thee her song!

Ere to the shades again she humbly flies,

Indalge her fond ambition, in thy train

(PFor every Muse has in thy train a place),

To mark the various full-accomplish’d mind :

To mark that spirit, which, with British scorn

Rejects th’ allurements of corrupted power ;

That elegant politenese, which excels,

Even in the judg t of pr p France,

The b d 3 of her shining court ;

That wit, that native energy of sense,

The truth of Nature, which, with Attic point,

And kind well-temper'd satire, smoothly keen,

Steals through the soul, and without pain corrects.

Or, rising thence with yet a brighter flame,

O let m3 hail thee on some glorious day,

When to the listening senate, ardent, crowd

Britannia’s sons to hear her pleaded cause.

Then dress’d by thee, more amiably fair,

Truth the soft robe of mild persuasion wears:

Thou to assenting reason giv’st again

Her own enlighten’d thoughts ; call'd from the heart,

Th' obedient passions on thy voice attend ;

And ev’n reluctant party feels awhile

Thy gracious power : as through the varied maze

Of eloquence, now smooth, now quick, now strong,

Profound and clear, you roll the copious flood.
To thy lov'd haunt return, my happy Muse *

For now, behold, the joyous winter days.

Frosty, succeed ; and through the blue serene

For sight too fine, th’ ethereal nitre flies;

# A character in The Conscious Lovers, w-inen bv
Sir Richard Steele.
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Killing infectious damps, and the spent air

Storing afresh with elemental life.

Close ds the shining atmosphere ; and binds

Our strengthened bodies in its cold embrace,

Constringent ; feeds, and animates our blood ;

Refines our spirits, through the new-strung nerves,

In swifter sallies darting to the brain ;

Where sits the soul intense, collected, cool,

Bright as the skies, and as the season keen.

All Nature feels the renovating force

Of Winter, only to the thoughtless eye

In ruin seen. The frost-concocted glebe

Draws in abundant vegetable soul,

And gathers vigour for the coming year.

A stronger glow sits on the lively cheek

Of ruddy fire? and luculent along

The purer rivers flow ; their sullen deeps,

Transparent, open to the shepherd's gaze,

And murmur hoarser at the fixing frost.  [stores
What art thou, frost? and whence are thy keen

Deriv'd, thou secret all-invading power,

Whom even th’ illnsive fluid cannot fly t

1s not thy potent energy, unseen,

Myriads of little salts, or hook'd, or sharp’d

Like double wedges, and diffus’d immense

Through water, earth, and ethert Hence at eve

Steam'd eager from the red horizon rouund,

With the fierce rage of Winter deep suffe’d

An icy gale, oft shifting, o’cr the pool

Breathes a blue film, and in its mid career

Arrests the bickering stream. The loosen'd ice,

Let down the flood, and half dissolv’d by day,

Rustles no more; but to the sedgy bank

Fast grows, or gathers ronnd the polnted stone,

A crystal pavement, by the breath of heaven

Cemented firm; till, seiz’d from shore to shore,

The whole imprison’d river growls below,

Loud rings the frozen earth, and hard reflects

A double noise; while, at his evening watch,

The village-dog deters the nightly-thief;

The heifer lows ; the distant water-fall

Swells in the breese; and with the hasty trcad
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Of traveller, the hollow-svunding plain

Shakes from afur. The full ethereal round,

Infinite worlds disclosing to-the view,

Shines out intensely keen; and all one cope

Of starry glitter glows from pole to pole.

From pole to pole the rigid influence falls,

Through the still night, incessant, heavy, strong,

And seizes Nature fast. It freezes on;

Till morn, late rising o’er the drooping world,

Lifts her pale eye unjoyous. Then appears

The various labour of the silent night:

Prone from the dripping eave, and dumb cascade,

Whose idle torrents only seem to roar,

The pendent icicle ; the frost-work fair,

Where transient hues, and fancied fi rise ;

Wide-spouted «’er the hill, the froun brook,

A livid tract, cold-gleaming on the morn;

The forest bent beneath the plumy wave;

And, by the frost refin’d, the whiter snow,

Incrusted hard, and sounding to the tread

Of early shepherd, as he pensive seeks

Hix pining flock, or from the mountain top,

Pleas’d with the slippery surface, swift descends.
On blithsome frolics bent, the youthful swains,

While every work of man is laid at rest,

Fond o’er the river crowd in various sport

And revelry dissolv’d; where mixing glad,

Happieatof all the train! the raptar’d boy

Lashes the whirling top. Or, where the Rhine

Branch’d out in many a long canal extends,

From every province swarming, void of care,

Batavia rushes forth; and as they sweep,

On sounding skates, a thousand different ways,

In circling poise, swift as the winds, along,

The then gay land is maddened all to joy.

Nor less the northern courts, wide o’er the snow,

Pour a new pomp. Eager, on rapid sleds,

Their vigorous youth in bold contention wheel

The long-| ding Meanti to raise

The manly strife, with highly bloowming charms,

Flush’d by the season, Scaundinavia’s dames,

Or Russia’s b h glow d
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Pure, quick, and sportful, is the wholesome day;
But soon elaps’d. The horizontal sun,
Broad o’er the svouth, hangs at his utmost noon :
And, ineffectual, strikes the gelid chﬂ',
His azure gloss the still
Nor feels the feeble touch. Perhaps the vale
Relents awhile to the reflected ray ;
Or from the forest falls the cluster’d snow,
Myriads of gems, that in the waving gleam
Gay twinkle as they scatter. Thick around,
Thunders the sport of those, who with the gun,
And dog impatient bounding at the shot,
Worse than the season, desolate the fields ;
And, adding to the ruins of the year,
Distress the footed or the feather’d game.

Butwhat is thist Ou’ infant Winter sinks,
Divested of his grandear, should our eye
Astonish’d shoot into the fngld gone ;
Where, for relentl tinual Night
Holds o’er the glittering waste her starry reign.

There, through the prison of unbounded wilds
Barr’d by the hand of Nature from escape,
Wide roams the Russian exile. Nought around
Strikes his sad eye, but deserts lost in snow ;
And heavy-loaded groves; and solid floods,
That stretch, athwart the solitary vast,
Their icy horrors to the frozen main ;
And cheerless towns far distant, never bless)gd,
Save when its annunal course the caravan
Bends to the golden coast of rich Cathay,®
With news of human-kind, Yet there life glows;
Yet cherish’d there, b th the shining waste,
The furry nations harbour : tipt with jet,
Fair ermines, spotless as the snows they press;
Sables, of glossy black ; and dark embrown’d,
Or beauteous freak'd with many a mingled hue,
Thousands besides, the costly pride of courts.
There, warm together press’d, the trooping deer
Sleep on the new-fall’n snows ; and, scarce his head
Rais’d o’er the heapy wreath, the branching elk
Lies slumbering sullen in the white abyss.

® The old name for China.
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The ruthless hunter wants not dugs nor toils,

Nor with the dread of sounding bow he drives
The fearful flying race ; with ponderous clubs,

As weak against the mountain heaps they push
Their beating breast in vain, and piteous bray,

He lays ti:em quivering on tl’ ensangnin’d snows,
And with loud shout rejoicing bears them home.
There through the piny forest half-absorpt,

Rough tenant of these shades, the shapeless bear,
With dangling ice all horrid, stalks forlorn ;
Slow-paced, and svurer as the storms increase,

He makes his bed beneath th’ inclement drift,
And, with stern patience, scorning weak complaint,
Hardens his heart against assailing want.

Wide o’er the spacious regions of the north,

That see Bootes urge his tardy wain,

A boisterous race, by frosty Caurus® pierc'd,

Who little pleasure know and fear no pain,

Prolific swarm. They once relum’d the flame

Of lost mankind in polish’d slavery sunk,

Drove martial horde on horde,t with dreadful sweep
Resistless rushing o’er the enfeebled south,

And gave the quish’d world another form.

Not such the sons of Lapland: wisely they
Despise th’ incessant barbarous trade of war;

They ask no more than simple Nature gives,

They love their mountains and enjoy their storms.
No false degires, no pride-created wants,

Disturb the peaceful current of their time:

And through the restless ever-tortur’d maze

Of pleasure, or ambition, bid it rage.

Their rein-deer form their riches. These their tents,
Their robes, their beds, and all their homely wealth
Supply. their wholesome fare, and cheerful cups.
Obsequious at their call, the ducile tribe
'Yield to the sled their necks, and whirl them swift
O’er hill and dale, heap’d into vne expanse

Of marbled snow, as far as eye can sweep

With a blue crust of ice unbounded glaz’d.

Ry dancing met then, that less shake.

* The north-west wind.
t The w:n:erlngs«:ythhndnl-
K
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A waving blaze reflected o'er the heavens,

And vivid moons and stars that keener play

With doubled lustre from the glossy waste,

Even in the depth of polar night, they find

A wondrous day : enoagh to light the chase,

Or guide their daring steps to Finland fairs.

Wish’d Spring returns ; and, from the hazy south

While dim Aurora slowly moves before,

The welcome sun, just verging up at first,

By small degrees extends the swelling curve ;

Till seen at last for gay rejoicing months,

Still round and round his spiral course he winds ;

And as he nearly dips his flaming orb,

Wheels up again and re-ascends the sky.

In that glad season, from the lakes and floods,

Where pure Niemi's® fairy mountains rise,

And fring’d with roses Tengliot rolls his stream,

They draw the copious fry. With these, at eve,

They cheerful loaded to their tenta repair :

Where, all day long in useful cares employ’d,

Their kind unblemish’d wives the fire prepare.

Thrice happy race! by poverty secur'd

From legal plunder and rapacious power :

In whom fell int’rest never yet has sown

The seeds of vice: whose spotless swains ne’er knew

Injurious deed, nor, blasted by the breath

Of faithless love, their blooming daughters woe.
Still pressing on beyond Tornea’s lake,

And Hecla flaming through a waste of snow,

And farthest Greenland, to the pole itself,

Where, failing gradual, life at length goes out,

The Muse expands her solitary flight;

And, hov’ring o'er the wild stupendous scene,

@ M. de Maupertais in his book on the figure of the earth
after having described the beautiful lake and mountain of Niem,
n Lapland, says, ¢ From this height we had opportunity several
times to see those vapours rise from the lake which the people of
the country call Haltios, and which they deem to be the guardian
spirits of the mountains. We had been frighted with stories of
bears that haunted this place, but saw none. It seemed ratl
a place of resort for fairles and gleuli, than bears.’

+ The same author observes, ¢ | was surprised to see upon the
hanks of this river (the ’l‘eng(lo) roses of as lvely 2 as any
that are in our 3.’
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Beholds new seas beneath another sky.®
Thron’d in his palace of cerulean ice,
Here Winter holds his unrejoicing court ;
And through his airy hall the loud misrale
OF driving tempest is for ever heard:
Here the grim tyrant meditates his wrath :
Here arms kis winds with ail-subduing frost ;
Moulds his fierce hail, and treasures up his snows
With which he now oppresses half the globe.

Thence winding eastward to the Tartar’s coast,
She sweeps the howling margin of the main ;
‘Where undissolving, from the first of time,
Snows swells on snows amazing to the sky;
And icy ins high on ins pil'd,
Seem to the shivering sailor from afar,
Shapeless and white, an atmosphere of clouds.
Projected huge, and horrid o’er the surge,
Alps frown on Alps, or rushing hideous down,
As if old Chaos were again return’d,
Wide rend the deep, and shake the solid pole.
Ocean itself no longer can resist
The binding fary; but in all its rage
Of tempest taken by the boundless frost,
Is many a fathom to the bottom chain’d,
And bid to roar no more: a bleak expanse,
Shagg’d o’er with wavy rocks, cheerless and void
Of every life, that from the dreary months
Flies conscious southward. Miserable they!
‘Who, here entangled in the gathering ice,
Take their last look of the descending sun;
While, full of death, and fierce with tenfold frost,
The long, long night, incumbent o’er their heads,
Falls horrible. Such was the Briton’st fate
As with first prow (what have not Britons dar'd ?)
He for the p ge sought, pted since
So much in vain, and seeming to be shut
By jealous Nature with eternal bars.
In these fell regions, in Arzina caught,
And to the stony deep his idle ship

® The other hemispbere.

4 Sir Hugh Willoughby, sent by Queen Elizabeth
to discover the laxnh—ean parsage.
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Immediate seal’d, he with his hapless crew,
Each full exerted at his several task,

Froze into statues; to the cordage glued
The sailor, and the pilot to the helm.

Hard by these shores, where scarce his freesing
Rolls the wild Oby, live the last of men; [stream
And half enliven’d by the diatant sun,

That rears and ripens man, as well as plants,
Here human nature wears its rudest form.

Deep from the piercing season sunk in caves,
Here by 'dull fires, and with unjoyous cheer,
They waste the tedious gloom. Immers’d in fars,
Doze the gross race. Nor sprightly jest, nor song,
Nor tenderness they know; nor aught of life,
Beyond the kindred bears that stalk without.

Till morn at length, her roses drooping all,

Sheds a long twilight brightening o'er their fields,
And calls the quivering savage to the chase.

What cannot active government perform,
New-moulding man 7 Wide-stretching from these
A people savage from remotest time, [shores,
A huge neglected empire, one vast mind,

By Heaven inapir'd, from Gothic darkness call’d.
Immortal Peter! first of monarchs; he

His stubborn country tam’d, her rocks, her fens,
Her floods, her seas, her ill-submitting sons;

And while the fierce barbarian he subdu’d,

To more exalted soul he rais’d the man.

Ye shades of ancient heroes, ye who toil’d
Throngh long successive ages to build up

A labouring plan of state, behold at once

The wonder done ! behold the matchless prince
Who left his native throne, where reign’d till then
A mighty shadow of unreal power;

Who greatly spurn’d the slothful pomp of courts;
And roaming every land and every port,

His sceptre 1aid aside, with glorious hand
Unwearied plying the mechanic tool,

Gather’d the seeds of trade, of useful arts,

Of civil wisdom, and of martial skill,

Charg'd with the stores of Europe home he goes;
Then cities rise amid th’ illumin’d waste ;
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O’er joyless deserts smiles the rural reign;

Far-distant flood to flood is social join’d ;

Th’ astonish’d Euxine hears the Baltic roar;

Proud navies ride on seas that never foam’d

With daring keel before ; and armies stretch

Each way their dazzling files, repressing here

The frantic Alexander of the north,

And awing there stern Othman's shrinking sons,

Sloth flies the land, and ignorance and vice,

Of old dishonour proud : it glows around,

Taught by the royal hand that rous'd the whole,

One scene of arts, of arms, of rising trade:

For what his wisdom plann’d, and power enforc'd,

More potent still, his great example shew’d.
Mattering, the winds at eve, with blunted point,

Blow holluw-blustering from the south. Subdu'd,

The frost resolves into a trickling thaw.

Spotted the mountains shine ; loose sleet descends,

And floods the country round. The rivers swell,

Of bonds impatient. Sudden from the hills,

O’er rocks and woods, in broad brown cataracts,

A thousand snow-fed torrents shouot at once;

And, where they rush, the wide-resounding plain

Is left one slimy waste. Those sullen seas,

That wash’d th’ ungenial pole, will rest no more

Beuneath the shackles of the mighty north ;

Buat, rousing all their waves, re-utleu heave.

And, hark! the lengtk g roar runs

Athwart the rifted deep : at once it bursts,

And piles a thousand mountains to the clouds.

111 fares the bark with trembling wretches charg’d

That, toss’d amid the floating fragments, moors

Beneath the shelter of an icy isle,

While night o’erwhelms the sea, and horror looks

More horrible. Can human force endure

Th’ bled mischiefs that besiege them round

Heart-g ing h fainting weariness,

The roar of winds and waves, the crush of ice,

Now ceasing, now renew’d with louder rage,

And in dire echoes bellowiag round the main.

More to embroil the deep, Leviathan

And his anwieldy train, in dreadful sport,
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Tempest the loosen'd brine, while through the gloem,

Far from the bleak inhospitable shore,

Loading the winds, is heard the hungry howl

Of famish’d monsters, there awaiting wrecks.

Yet Providence, that ever-waking eye,

Looks down with pity on the feeble toil

Of mortals lost to hope, and lights them safe,

Through all this dreary labyrinth of fate.
*Tisdone! dread Winter spreads his lateat glooms,

And reigns dous o'er the *d year.

How dead the vegetable kingdom hul

How dumb t.he tnnefnl' Horror wide extends

His desol Behold, fond man!

See here thy pictur’d life! Pass some few years,

Thy flow’ring Spring, thy Summer's ardent strength ;

Thy sober Autumn fading into age,

And pale concluding Winter comes at last,

And shuts the scene. Ah! whither now are fled

Those d of gr ? those lid hopes

Of happi ? those longings after fame ?

Those restlesscares? those busy bustling days ?

Those gay-spent festive nights 1 those veering thoughts,

Lost between good and ill, that shar’d thy life !

All now are vanish'd ! Virtue sole survives,

Immortal, never-failing friend of man,

His guide to happiness on high. And see!

*Tis come, the glorious morn ! the secund birth

Of heaven and earth! Awakening Nature hears

The new-creating word, and starts to life,

In every heighten’d form, from pain and death

For ever free. The great eternal scheme,

Involving all, and in a perfect whole

Uniting, as the prospect wider spreads,

To reason’s eye refin’d clears up apace.

Ye vainly wise ! ye blind presumptuous! now,

Confounded in the dust, adore that Power,

And Wisdom, oft arraign’d: see now the cause,

Why unassuming worth in secret liv'd,

And died neglected : why the good man’s share

In life was gall and bitterness of soul;

Why the lone widow and her orphans pin’d

In starving solitude : while Luxury,
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In palaces, lay straining her low thought,

To form unreal wants: why heaven-born Truth,
And Moderation fair, wore the red marks

Of Superstition’s saconrge : why licens’d Pain,
That cruel spoiler, that embosom’d foe,
Embitter'd all our bliss. Ye good distrest !

Ye noble few ! who here unbending stand
Beneath life's pressure, yet bear up awhile,
And what your bounded view, which only saw
A little part, deem’d evil, is no more:

The storms of wintry Time will quickly pass,
And one unbounded Spring encircle all.
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HESE, as they change, Almighty Pather, these
Are but the varied God. The rolling year
Is full of thee. Forth in the pleasing Spring
Thy beauty walks; Thy tenderness and love.
Wide flush the fields ; the softening air is balm ;
Echo the mountains round : the forest smiles ;
And every sense, and every heart is juy.
Then comes Thy glory in the Summer-months,
With light and heat refulgent. Then Thy san
Shoots full perfection through the swelling year:
And oft Thy voice in dreadful thunder speaks:
And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve,
By brooks and groves, in hollow-whispering gales,
Thy bounty shines in Autumn unconfin'd,
And spreads a common feast for all that Jives.
In Winter, awful Thou! with clouds and storms
Around Thee thrown, tempest o’er tempest rull'd,
Majestic darkness ! on the whirlwind’s wing,
Riding sublime, Thou bidd’st the world adore,
And humblest Nature with Thy northern blast.
Mysterious round ! what skill, what force divine,
Deep felt, in these appear ! a simple train,
Yet so delightful mix’d, with such kind art
Such b y and benefi bin'd ;
Shade, unperceiv’d, so softening into shade;
And all so forming an harmonious whole ;
That, as they still succeed, they ravish still.
But wandering oft, with brute unconscious gaze,
Man marks not Thee, marks not the mighty hand
That, ever busy, wheels the silent spheres ;
Works in the secret deep ; shoots, steaming, thence
The fair profusion that o’erspreads the Spring
Flings from the sua direct the flaming day;
Feeds every creature ; hurls the tempest forth ;
And, as on earth this grateful change resolves,
With port hes all the springs of life.
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Nature, attend ! join, every living soul,
Beneath the spacious ten.ple of the sky ;
In adoration join ; and, ardent, raise
One general song ! To Him, ye vocal gales,
Breathe soft, whose Spiritin your freshness breathes :
Oh, talk of Him in solitary glooms,
Where, o’er the rock, the scarcely-waving pine
Fills the brown shade with a religious awe.
And ye, whose bolder note is heard afar,
‘Who shake th’ astonish’d world, lift bigh to heaven
Th’ impetuous song, and say from whom you rage.
His praise, ye brooks, attune, ye trembling rills;
And let me catch it as I muse along.
Ye headlong torrents, rapid, and profound ;
Ye softer floods, that lead the humid mase
Along the vale; and thou, majestic main,
A secret world of wonders in thyself,
Sound his stupendous praise; whose greater voice
Or bids you roar, or bids your roarings fall.
Soft roll your incense, herbs, and fruits, and flowers,
In mingled clouds to Him; whose sun exalts,
‘Whose breath perfumes you, and whose pencil paiats.
Ye forests bend, ye harvests wave, to Him;
Breathe your still song into the reaper’s heart,
As home he goes beneath the joyous mocn.
Ye that keep watch in beaven, as earth asleep
Unconscious lies,effuse your mildest beams,
Ye constellations, while your angels strike,
Amid the spangled sky, the silver lyre.
Great source of day! bestimage here below
Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide,
From world to world, the vital ocean round,
On Nature write with every beam His praise.
The thunder rolls! be hash’d the prostrate world !
Wahile cloud to cloud returns the solemn hymn.
Bleat out afresh, ye hills : ye musay rocks,
Retain the sound : the broad respousive low,
Ye valleys, raise ; for the Great Shepherd reigos;
And his unsuffering kingdom yet will come.
Ye woedlands all, awake : a boundless song
Burst from the groves ! and when the restless day,
Expiring, lays the warbling world asleep,
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Sweetest of hirda! sweet Philomela, charm

The listening shades, and teach the night His praise.

Ye chief, for whom the whole creation smiles,

At cuce the head, the beart, and tongwe of all,

Cruwa tho great hymn ! in swarming cities vast,

Assembled men, to the decp organ join

The long-rescunding voice, oft breaking clear,

At solemn pauses, through the swelling base ;

And, as each mingling flame increases each,

In one united ardour rise to heaven.

Or if you rather choose the rural shade,

And find a fane in every sacred grove ;

There let the shepberd’s flute, the virgin's lay,

The prompting seraph, and the poet’s lyre,

8till sing the God of Seasons, as they roll,

For me, when I forget the darling theme,

m&mmms-—-ﬂty

Russets the plain, inspiri

OrW‘nmmhﬁohlnekmngun,

Be my tongue mute, my fancy paint no more,

And, dead to joy, forget my heart to beat!
Should fate command me to the farthest verge

Of the green earth, to distant barbarous climes,

Rivers unknown to song; where first the sun

Gilds Indian mountains, or bis setting beam

Flames on th’ Atlantic isles ; ’tis nought to me :

Simce God is ever present, ever felt,

In the void waste as in the city full;

And where He vital breathes there must be joy.

When even at last the solemn hour shall come,

And wing my mystic flight to fature worlds,

I cheerful will obey; there, with new powers,

Will rising wonders sing : I cannot go

Where Universal Love not smiles around,

Sustaining all yon orbs, and all their suns;

From seeming evil still educing good,

And better thence again, and better still,

In infinite progression. But I lose

Myself in Him, in Light ineffable!

Come then, expressive Silence, muse His praise.




163

THER

CASTLE OF INDOLENCE.

EXPLANATION OF THE OBSOLETE WORDS.

Archimage, chief, or
& of " .

Gear, or Geer, furniture,
i dress,

or enchanters.

Apaid, repaid.

Adppal, affright.

Atween, between.

Ay, always.

Bale, sorrow, trouble,
misfortune.

Benept, named.

Blaszon, painting,
displaying.

Breme, cold, raw.

Carol, to sing songs
of joy.

Caurus, the north-east
wind.

Certes, certainly.

Dan, a word prefixed to
names.

Deftly, skilfully.

Glaive, sword. (Fr.)

Glee, joy, pleasure.

Han, have.

Hight, named, called; and
sometimes it is used for
is called. See Stanza
vil.

Idless, idleness,

Imp, child, or offspring;
from the Saxon impan,
to graft or plant.

Kest, for cast,

Lad, for led.

Lad, a piece of land, or
meadow,

Libbard, leopard.

Lig, to lie.

Losel, loose idle fellow.

Louting, bowing, bending.

Depainted, painted. Lithe, loose, lax.
Drowsy-head, drowsi Meli, mingl
Eath, easy- Moe, more.
Eftsoons, immediately,  Moil, to labour,

often, afterward. Mote, might.
Eke, also. Muckle, or Mochle, much,
Fays, fairies. great.

G2
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Nathless, nevertheless.  Swink, to labour.
Ne, nor. Smackt, savoured.
Needments, necessaries.  Thrall, slave.
Noursling, a child that Transmew'd, trans-

is nursed. formed.

Noyance, harm. Vild, vile.

Prankt, col d, ad d Unkempt (Lat.i ptus),
gaily. unadorned.

Perdie, (Fr. par Dieu), an Ween, to think, be of api-
old oath. nion.

Prick’d thro® the forest, Weet. to know, to weet, to

rode thro’ the forest. wit,
8Sear, dry, burnt up. Whilom, ere-while, for-
Sheen, bright, shining. merly.
Sicker, sure, surely, Wight, man,
Soot, sweet, or sweetly. Wis, for wist, to know,
Sooth, true, or truth. think, understand.

Stound, misfortune, pang. Wonne (¢ noun), dwell-
Sweltry,sultry, consuming  ing.
with heat. Wroke, wreakt.

N. B. Ths letter Y is frequently placed in the be-
ginning of u word by Spenser, to lengthen it a syl
lable, and en at the end of a word, for the same
reasom, as withouten, casten, &c.

Yborn, born. Yfere, together.
Pblent, or blent, blended, Ymolten, melted

mingled. Youe, (preter, tense of
Yclad, clad. yede), went,

Ycleped, called, named.
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CANTO 1

The Castle hirh of Indolence,
And its fale luxury,

Where, for a little time, alas!
We lived right joltily.

1. O MORTAL man! who livest here by toil,
Do not complain of this thy hard estate;

That like an emmet thou must ever moil,
Is u sad sentence of an ancient date :
And, certes, there is for it reason great;
For though snmetimes it makes thee weep and wail
And curse thy star, and early drudge, and late,
Withouten that would come a heavier bale,
Loose life, unruly passions, and diseases pale.

2. In lowly dale, fast by a river's side,
With woody hill o'er hill encompass'd round,
A most enchanting wizard did abide,
Than whom a fiend more fell is no where found,
It was, I ween, a lovely spot of ground ;
And there a season atween June and May, [brown’d,
Half prankt with Spring, with Summer half em-
A listless climate made, where, south to say,
No living wight could work, ne cared even for play.

3. Was nough d but images of rest,
Sleep-scothing groves, and quiet lawns between,
And flowery beds that slumb’rous influence kest
Prom poppies breath’d, and beds of plessant green,
Where never yet was creeping creature seen.
Meantime unnumber'd glittering streamlets play’d,
And hurled every where their waters sheen,

That, as they bickered through the sunny glade,
Tho' restless still themselves, a lulling murmur made

4. Join’d to the prattle of the purling rills
Were heard the lowing herds along the vale,
And flocks loud bleating from the distant hilis,
And vacant shepherds piping in the dale;

And now and then sweet Philomel would wail




166 CASTLE OF INDOLENCE.

Or stock-doves plain amid the forest deep,
That drowsy rustled to the sighing gale ;

And still a coil the grasshopper did keep;

Yet all these sounds yblent inclined all to sleep.

5. Full in the passage of the vale, above,
A sable, silent, solemn, forest stood,
‘Where nought but shadowy forms was seen to move,
As idless fancy’d in her dreaming mood;
And up the hills, on either side, a wood
Of blackening pines, ay waving to and fro,
Sent forth a sleepy horror through the blood ;
And where this valley winded out, below, [to flow.
The murmuring main was heard, and scarcely heard,

6. A pleasing land of drowsy-head it was,
Of dreams that wave before the half.shut eye
And of gay castles in the cloud that pass,
. Por ever flushing round a summer sky ;
There eke the soft delights, that witchingly
Instil a wanton sweetness through the breast,
And the calm pleasures, always hover'd nigh;
But whate’er smack’d of noyance or unrest
Was far, far off expell’d from this delicious nest.
7. The landscape such, inspiring perfect ease,
‘Where Indolence (for so the wizard hight)
Close hid his Castle 'mid embowering trees,
That half shut out the beams of Phosbus bright,
And made a kind of checker’d day and night;
Mean while, unceasing at the massy gate,
Beneath a spacious palm, the wicked wight
Was plac’d, and to his lute, of cruel fate,
And labour harsh, complain‘d,lameating man’s estate.
8. Thither inual pilgrims ded still,
From all the roads of earth that pass thereby;
For as they chanc’d to breathe on neighb’ring hill,
The freshness of this valley smote their eye, .
And drew them ever and anon more nigh;
Till clustering round th’ enchanter false they hung,
Ymolten with his syren melody,
While o’er th’ enfeebling lute his hand he flung,
And to the trembling chords these tempting verses
sung :—
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9. ¢ Behold, ye pilgrims of this earth! behold,
See all but man with unearn’d pleasure gay;
See her bright robes the butterfly unfold,
Broke from her wintry tomb in prime of May!
‘What youthful bride can equal her array!
‘Who can with her for easy pleasure viet
From mead to mead with gentle wing to stray,
From flow’r to flow’r on balmy gales to fly,
Is all she has to do beneath the radiant sky.

10. ‘ Behold the merry minatrels ofthe morn,
The swarming songsters of the careless grove,
Ten thousand throats, that from the flowering thorn,
Hymn their good God, and carol sweet of love,
Such grateful kindly raptures them emove:
They neither plough nor sow : ne, fit for flail,
E’er to the barn the nodden sheaves they drove,
Yet theirs each harvest dancing in the gale,
‘Whatever crowns the hill, or smiles along the vale,

11. ¢ Outcast of Nature, man ! the wretched thrall

Of bitter dropping sweat, of sweltry pain,

Of cares that eat away thy heart with gall,

And of the vices an inhuman train,

That all proceed from savage thirst of gain;

For when hard-hearted interest first began

To poison earth, Astreea left the plain ;

Guile, violence, and murder, seiz’d on man,

And for soft milky streams, with blood the rivers ran
12. ¢ Come ye! who still the camb’rous load of life

Push hard up hill, but as the farthest steep

You trust to gain, and put anend to strife,

Down thunders back the stone with mighty sweep,

And hurls your labours to the valley deep,

For ever vain ; come, and withouten fee,

I in oblivion will your sorrows steep,

Yonr cares, your toils; will steep you in a sea

Of full delight ; O come, ye weary wights ! to me.

13. ¢ With me you need not rise at early dawn,
To pass the joyless day in various stounds;
Or, louting low, on upstart fortune fawn,
And sell fair honour for some paltry pounds ;
Or through the city take your dirty rounds,
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To cheat, and dun, and lie, and visit pay,

Now flattering base, now giving secret wounds;

Or prowl in courts of luw for human prey,

In venal senate thieve, or rob on broad highway.
14. ¢ No cocks, with me, to rustic labour call,

From village on to village soundiug clear;

To tardy swain no shrill-voic’d matrons squall ;

No dogs, no babes, no wives, to stun your ear;

No hammers thump; no horrid blacksmith sear.

Ne noisy tradesmen your sweet slumbers start

With sounds that are a misery to hear;

But all is calm, as would delight the heart

Of Sybarite of old, ull nature, and all art.

15. ¢ Here nought but dour reigns, indulg
eare,
Good natur’d lounging, sauntering up and down ;
They who are pleas’d themselves must always please;
On other's ways they never squint a frown.
Nor heed what haps in hamlet or in town ;
Thus, from the of tender indol
With milky blood the heart is overflown,
Is snoth’d and sweeten’d by the social sense;
Por interest,envy, pride, und strife, are banish’d hence.

16 ¢ What, what is virtae, but repose of mind,
A pure ethereal calm, that knows no storm,
Above the reach of wild ambition’s wind,
Above those passions that this world deform,
And torture man, a proud malignant worm
But here, instead, soft gales of passion play,
And gently stir the heart, thereby to form
A quicker sense of joy; as breezes stray [gay.
Across th’ enliven’d skies, and make them still more

17. ¢ The best of men have ever lov’d repose;
They hate to mingle in the filthy fray,
Where the soul sow’rs, and gradual rancour grows;
Einbitter’d more from peevish day to day
Even thos¢ whom Fame has lent her fairest ray,
The most remown'd of worthy wights of yore,
From a base world at last have stol'n away;
So Scipio, to the soft Cumean shore,
Retiring, tasted joy he never knew before.
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18. ¢ But if a little exercise you chuose,
Some zeat for ease, ’tis not forbidden here:
Amid the groves you may indulge the Muse,
Or tend the blooms, and deck the vernal year;
Or, softly stealing, with yoar watry gear,
Along the brooks, the crimson-spotted fry
You may delude; the whilst, amus'd you hear
Now the hoarse stream, and now the zephyr’s sigh,
Attuned to the birds’ and woodland’s melody.

19. ¢ O grievous folly! to heap up estate,
Losing the days you see beneath the sun;
When, sudden comes, blind unrelenting Fate,
And gives th’ untasted portion you have won,
With rathless toil, and many a wretch undone,
To those who mock you gone to Pluto’s reign,
There with sad ghosts to pine and shadows dun:
Bat sure it is of vanities most vain,

To tail for what you here untoiling may obtain.’

20. He ceas’d; baut still their trembling ears retain’d,
The deep vibrations of his witching song,
That, by a kind of magic power, constrain’d
To enter in, pell-mell, the listening throng.
Heaps pour'd on heaps, and yet they slipt along,
In silent ease: as when beneath the beam
Of summer moons, the distant woods among,
Or by some flood all silver’d with the gleam,
The soft embodied fays through airy portal stream.

21. By the smooth demon 30 it order'd was,
And here his baneful bounty first began;
Though some there were who would not farther pass,
And his alluring baits suspected han,
The wise distrust the too fair-spoken man.
Yet through the gate they cast a wishful eye:
Not to move on, perdie, is all they can;
For do their very best they cannot fly,
But often each way look, and often sorely sigh.

22. When this the watchful wicked wizard saw,
‘With sudden spring he leap’d upon them straight,
And soon as touch’d by his unhallow’d paw,

They found themselves within the cursed gate,
*L

.
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Fall hard to be repass’d, like that of Fate.

Not stronger were of old the giant crew,

‘Who sought to pull high Jove from regal state;
Though feeble wretch he seem’d, of sallow hue,
Certes, who bides his grasp will that encounter rus.

23. From whomsoe’er the villain takes in hand,
" Their joints uuknit, their sinews melt apace,

As lithe they grow as any willow wand,
And of their varnish'd force remains no trace;
80 when a maiden fair, of modest grace,
In all her b bl ing May of cb
Is seized in some losel’s hot embrace,
She waveth very weakly as she warms,
Then, sighing, yields her up to love's delicious harms.

24. Wak’d by the crowd, slow from his beach arose
A comely full-spread porter, swoln with sleep,
His calm, broad, thoughtless, aspect breath’d repuse,
And in sweet torpor he was plunged deep,
Ne could himself from ceaseless yawning keep;
While o’er his eyes the drowsy liquor ran,
Through which his half wak’d soal would faintly peep,
Then taking his black staff he call'd his man,
And rous’d himself as much as rouse himself he can.
25. The lad leap’d lightly at his master’s call ;
He was, to weet, a little roguish page,
Save sleep and play who minded nought at all,
Like most the untaught striplings of bis age.
This boy he kept at band to disengage
Garters and buckles, task for him unfit,
Bat ill-becoming his grave p g
And which his portly paunch would not perniit,
So the same limber page to all performed it.

26. Meantime the master porter wide display’d
Great store of caps, of slippers, and of gowns,
Wherewith he those who enter'd in array’d,

Loose as thé breeze that plays along the downs,
And waves the summer woods when evening frowas.
O fair undress! best dress! it checks no vein,

But ev’ry flowing limb in pleasure drowns,

And heightens ease with grace. This done, right fain,
8ir Porter sat him down, and turn'd to sleep again
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27. Thus easy rob’d, they to the fountain sped,
That in the middle of the court up-threw
A stream, high-speuting from its liquid bed,
And falling back again in drizzly dew;
There each deep draughts, as deep he thirsted, drew.
It was a fountain of Nepenthe rare, \
Whence, as Dan Homer sings, huge pleasaunce grew,
And sweet oblivion of vile earthly care; [more fair.
Pair glad king thoughts, and joyous dreams
28. ‘l'lm rite perform’d, all inly pleas’d and still,
Withouten tromp, was proclamation made :
¢ Ye sons of Indolence ! do what you will,
And wander where you list, through hall or glade
Re no man’s pleasure for another staid !
Let each as likes him best his hours employ,
And curs’d be he who minds his neighbour’s tradet
Here dwells kind Base and unreproving Joy ;
He little merits bliss who others can annoy.’
29. Straight of these endless numbers, swarming
As thick as idle motes in sunny ray, [round,
Not one eftsoons in view was to be found,
Baut every man stroll’'d off his own glad way;
Wide o’er this ample court’s blank area.
‘With all the lodges that thereto pertain’d
No living creature could be seen to stray,
‘While solitade and perfect sﬂenee reign’d,
Sothatto think youd youal in‘d.
30. As when a shepherd of the Hebride isles®
Plac’d far amid the melancholy main,
{Whether it be lone fancy him beguiles,
Or that aérial beings sometimes deign
To stand embodied to our senses plain)
Sees on the naked hill or valley low,
The whilst in ocean Phosbus dips his wain,
A vast assernbly moving to and fro,
Then all at once in air dissolves the wondrous show

31. Ye gods of quiet, and of sleep profound !
Whose soft dominion o’er this Castle sways,
And all the widely-silent places round,
Forgive me, if my trembling pen displays
# On the western coast of Scotland, called the Hebrides.
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‘What never yet was sung in mortal lays.

But how shall I attempt such arduous string,

I who have spent my nights and nightly days

In this soul-deadening place, loose loitering ¢

Ah ! how shall I for this uprear my moulted wing ?

32. Come on, my Muse! nor stoop to low despair,
Thou imp of Jove ! touch’d by celestial fire,
Thou yet shalt sing of war and actions fair,
Which the bold sons of Britain will inspire;
Of ancient bards thou yet shalt sweep the lyre;
Thou yet shalt tread in tragic pall the stage,
Paint love’s enchanting woes, the hero's ire,
The sage’s calm, the patriot’s noble rage,
Dashing corruption down through every worthless age.
33. The doors, that knew no shrill alarming bell,
No cursed knocker ply’d by villain's hand,
Self.open’d into halls, where who can tell
What elegance and grandeur wide expand,
The pride of Turkey and of Persia land?
Soft quilts on quilts, on carpets carpets spread,
And couches stretch’d around in seemly band,
And endless pillows rise to prop the head,

So that each spacious room was one full-swelling bed.
84. And every where huge cover'd tables stood,
With wines high-flavour'd, and rich viands crown’d ;

‘Whatever sprightly juice or tasteful food,

On the green bosom of this earth are found,

And all old Ocean genders in his round :

Some hand unseen these silently display'd,

Even undemanded, by a sigh or svund ;

You need but wish, and, instantly obey’d,

Fair rang’d the dishes rose, and thick the glasses play'd

83. Here freedom reign’d without the least alloy :
Nor gossip’s tale, nor ancient maiden’s gsll.
Nor saintly -pleen, dnnt murmur n our joy,
And with our p
Por why? there was but one grut rule for all;
To wit, that each should work his own desire,
And eat, drink, study, sleep, as it may fall,
Or melt the time in love, or wake the lyre,
And carol what, unbid, the Muses might inspire.
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36. The rooms with costly tapestry were hung,
Where was inwoven many a gentle tale,
Such as of old the rural poets sung,
Or of Arcadian or Sicilian vale;
Reclining lovers, in the lonely dale,
Pour’d forth at large the sweetly-tortur'd heart,
Or, sighing tender passion, swell’d the gale,
And taught charm’'d Echo to resound their smart,
While flocks, woods, streams, around, repose and

peace impart.

87. Those pleas’d the most where, by a canning hand,
Depainted was the patriurchal age,
What time Dan Abram left the Chaldee land,
And pastur'd on from verdant stage to stage,
Where fields and fountains fresh could best engage:
Toil was not then. Of nothing they took heed,
But with wild beasts the sylvan war to wage,
And o’er vast plains their herds and flocks to feed :
Blest sons of Nature they! true Golden Age indeed !

38. Sometimes the petcil, in cool airy halls,
Bade the gay gloom of vernal landscapes rise,
Or Autumn’s varied shades embrown the walls:
Now the black tempest strikes th’ astonish’d eyes,
Now down the steep the flashing torrent flies;
The trembling sun now plays o’er ocean blue,
And now rude mountains frown amid the skies:
Whate'er Lorrain light touch'd with softening hue,
Or savage Rosa dash’d, or learned Poussin drew.

30. Bach sound, too, here to languishment inclin’d,
Lull’d the weak bosom, and induced ease ;
Aérial music in the warbling wind,

At distance rising oft, by small degrees,

Nearer and nearer came, till o’er the trees

It hung, and breath’d such soul-dissolving airs
As did, alas! with soft perdition please:

E: led deep in its hanting snares,

The listening heart forgot all duties and all caresy.

40. A certain music, never known before,

Here lull’d the pensive melancholy mind ;
Full easily obtain’d. Behoves no more,
Baut side-long, to the gently-waving wind,
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To lay the well-.tun’d instrument reclin’d,

Prom which, with airy-flying fingers light,

Beyond each mortal touch the most refin’d,

The god of winds drew sounds of deep delight.
Whence, with just cause, the harp of /Eolus® it hight.

41. Ah me! what hand can touch the string so fine ?
Who up the lofty diapason roll
Such sweet, such sad, such solemn airs divine,
Then let them down again into the soult
Now rising love they fanu’d; now pleasing dole
They breath'd, in tender musings, through the heart:
And now a graver sacred strain they stole,
As when seraphic hands an hymn impart;
Wide warbling Nature all, above the reach of Art.

42. Such the gay splendour, the luxurious state,
Of caliphs old, who on the Tigris’ shore,
In mighty Bagdat, populous and great,
Held their bright court, where was of ladies stere,
And verse, love, music, still the garland wore ;
When sleep was coy, the bard, in waiting there,
Cheer'd the lone midnight with the Muse’s lore,t
Composing music bade his dreams be fair,
And music lent new gladness to the morning air.

43. Near the pavilions where we slept still ran
Soft-tinkling streams, and dashing waters fell,
And sobbing breezes sigh'd, and oft began
(8o work’d the wizard) wintry storms to swell,
As heaven and earth they would together mell :
At doors and windows, threat’ning seem’d to call
The demons of the tempest, growling fell,
Yet the least entrance found they none at all,
Whence sweeter grew our sleep, secure in massy hall

44. And hither Morpheus sent his kindest dreams
Raising a world of gayer tinct and grace,
O’er which were shadowy cast Elysian gleams,
That play’d, in waving lights, from place to place,

® ‘This i not an lu‘lnuon of the Author, there belag in fact

such au instrument, called ZBolas’s harp, M, when
npim:;' little rushing or current of sir, produces

+ The Arabian caliphs had poets smoq the offizers of their
court, whose office it was to do what is bere meationed.
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And shed a roseate smile on Natare’s face.
Not Titian’s pencil e’ex could so array,

80 fleece with clouds the pure ethereal space;
Ne could it e’er such melting forms display,
As lnose on flowery beds all languishingly lay.

45. No, fair illusions! artful phantoms, no !
My Muse will not attempt your fairy-land:
She has no colours that like you can glow,
To catch your vivid scenes too gross her hand.
But sure it is, was nq’er a subtier band
Than these same guileful angel-seeming sprights,
‘Who thus in dreams, voluptaous, soft, and bland,
Pour’d all th’ Arabian heaven upon our nights,
And bless’d them oft besides with more refin’d delighta,

46. They were in sooth a most enchanting train,
E'er feigning virtue ; skilfal to unite
With evil good, and strew with pleasure pain :
Bat for those fiends whom blood and broils delight,
‘Who hurl the wretch, as if to hell outright,
Down, down black gulfs, where sullen waters steep,
Or hold him clambering all the fearful night
On beetling cliffs, or pent in ruins deep, (keep.
They, till due time shall serve, were bid far hence to

47. Ye guardiau spirits! to whom man is dear,
From these foul demons shield the midnight gloom :
Angels of fancy, and of love! be near,

And o’er the blank of sleep diffuse a bloom:

Evoke the sacred shades of Greece and Rome,

And let them virtue with a look impart;

But chief awhile, 0! lend us from the tomd

Those long-lost friends for whom in love we smart,
And fill with pious awe and joy-mixt woe the heart.

48, Or are you sportive t—Bid the morn of yoath
Rise to new light, and beam afresh the days
Of innocence, simplicity, and trath,

To cares estrang’d, and manhood’s thorny ways,
‘What transport, to retrace our boyish plays,
Our easy bliss, when each thing joy supply’d,
The woods, the mountains, and the warbling mase
Of the wild brooks !—But, fondly wand'ring wide,
My Muse! resume the task that yet doth thee adide.




166 - CASTLE OF INDOLENCE.

49. One great t of ous b hold was,
In a huge crystal magic globe to spy,
8till as you turn'd it, all things that do pass,
Upon this ant-hill earth ! where constantly
Of idle busy men the restless fry
Run bustling to and fro with foolish haste,
In search of pleasures vain that from them fly,
Or, which obtain’d, the caitiffs dare not taste ;
When nothing is enjoy’d, can therebe greater waste
50. Of Vanity the mirror this was call’d.
Here you a muck-worm of the town might see,
At his dull desk, amid his ledgers stall’d,
Ate up with carking care and penury,
Most like to carcass parch’d on gallows-tree.
¢ A penny saved is a penny got;’
Firm to this drel maxim keepeth he,
Ne of its rigour will he bate a jot,
Till it has quench’d his fire and banished his pot.
51. Straightfrom the filth of this low grub, behold¢
Comes fluttering forth a gaudy spendthrift heir,
All glossy gay, enamell’d all with gold,
The silly tenant of the summer air,
In folly lost, of nothing takes he care;
Pimps, lawyers, stewards, harlots, flatterers vile,
And thieving tradesmen, him among them share ;
His father’s ghost from Limbo like, the while,
Sees this, which more damnation doth upon him pile.
52. This globe portray’d the race of learned men
Still at their books, and tarning o’er the page
Backwards and forwards: oft they snatch the pen,
As if inspir'd, and in a Thespian rage,
Then write, and blot, as would your ruth engage.
Why, authors! all this scrawl and scribbling sore H
To lose the present, gain the future age,
Praised to be when you can hear no more, [storet
And much enrich’d with fame when useless worldly

53. Then would a splendid city rise to view,
With carts, and cars, and coaches, roaring all:
Wide pour'd abroad behold the giddy crew,

See how they dash along from wall to wall:
At every door, hark how they thundering call !
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Good Lord ! what can this giddy rout excite t
Why,on each other with fell tooth to fall,

A peighbour’s fortune, fame, or peace to blight,

And make new tiresome parties for the coming night

54. The puzziling sons of Party next appear’d,

In dark cabals and nightly juntos met,

And now they whisper’d close, now shrugging rear’d

Th’ imiportant shoulder; then, as if to get

New light, their twinkling eyes were inward set.

No sooner Lucifer® recalls affairs,

Then forth they various rush in mighty fret : [cares,

‘When, lo! push’d up to power, and crown’d their

In comes another set, and kicketh them down stairs.
55. But what most shew’d the vanity of life,

‘Was to behold the nations all on fire,

In cruel broils engag’d, and deadly strife ;

Most Christian kings, inflam’d by black desire,

With honourable ruffians in their hire,

Cause war to wage, and blood around to pour:

Of this sad work when each begius to tire,

They sit them down just where they were before,

Till for new acenes of woe peace shall their force restore
56, To ber up the th ds dwelling here,

An useless were, and, eke, an endless task,

From kings, and those who at the helm appear,

To gipsies brown in summer glades who bask;

Yea, many a man, perdie, I could unmask,

Whose desk and table make a solemn show,

With tape-ty’d trash, and suits of fools that ask

Yor place or pension laid in decent row;

But these I p by, with ! bers moe.
57. Of all the gentle tenants of the place,

There was a man of special grave remark ;

A certain tender gloom o’erapread his face,

Pensive, not sad ; in thuught involv’d, not dark;

As scot this man could sing as morning lark,

And teach the noblest morals of the heart;

But these his talents were yburied stark ;

Of the fine stores he nothing could impart,

Which or boon Nature gave, or nature-painting Art.

® The morning star.
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58. To tide shades i ti he ran,
‘Where purls the brooks with sleep-inviting sonnd,
Or when Dan Sol to slope his wheels began,
Amid the broom he bask’d him oa the ground,
‘Where the wild thyme and camomile are found
There would he linger, till the latest ray
Of light sate trembling on the welkin’s bound,
Then homewards through the twilight shadows stray,
Sauntering and slow : 8o had he passed many a day.

59. Yetnot in thoughtless slumber were thoy past:
For oft the heavenly fire, ﬂut lay conceal'd
B th the sl d fast,
And all its native hght anew roveal’d ;
Oft as he travers’d the cerulean feld,
Angd markt the elomh that drove before the wind
Ten th would be build,
Ten thousand gren ideas fill’d his mind ;
But with the clouds they fled, and left no trace behind

60. With him was sometimes join’d, in silent walk
(Profoundly silent, for they never spoke),
One shyer still, who quite detested talk ;
Oft stung by spleen, at once away he broke,
To groves of pine and broed o’ershadowing oak ;
There inly thrill’d, he wandes’d all alonse,
And on himself his pensive fury wroks.
Ne ever utter’d word, save when first shone  [done.”
The glittering star of eve—* Thank heaven ! the day is

61. Herelurk’d a wretch who had not crept abruad
Porforty years, ne face of martal seen :
In chamber brooding like a loathly toad,
And sure his linen was not very clean.
Through secret loop-holes, that had practis’d been
Near to his bed, his dinner vile he took;
Unkempt, and rough, of squalid face and mien,
Our Camtle’s shame ! whence from his filthy nook,
We drove the villain out for fitter lair to look.

62. One day there chanc’d into these halls to rove
A joyous yonth, who took you at first sight;
Him the wild wave of pleasure hither drove,
Before the sprightly teropest tossing light:
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Certes, he wasa most engaging wight,

Of social glee, and wit humane though keen,
Turning the night to day and day to night:
For him the merry bells had rang, | ween,
If in this neok of quiet bells had ever been.

63. But not even pleasure to excess is good :
What most elates then sinks the soul as low,
When spring-tide joy pours in with copious fleod,
The higher still th’ exulting billows flow,

The farther back again they flagging go,

And leave us grovelling on the dreary shore ;
Taught by this son of Joy we found it so,

‘Who, whilst he staid, kept in a gay uproar

Our madden’d Castle all, th’ abode of sleep no more.

64. As when in prime of June a burnish’d fly,
Sprung from the meads, o’er which he sweeps along,
Cheer’d by the breathing blooam and vital sky,
Tunes up amid these airy halls his song,
Soothing at first the gay-reposing throng ;

And oft he sips their bowl; or nearly drown’d,

He, thence recovering, drives their beds among,
And scares their tender sleep, with tramp profound,
Then out again he flies, to wing his masy round.

65. Another guest there was, of sense refin’d,
‘Who felt each worth, for every worth he had;
8erene, yet warm; humane, yet first his mind,
As little touch’d as any man’s with bad :

Him through their inmost walks the Muses 1ad
To him the sacred love of Nature lent,

And sometimes would be make our valley glad ;
When as we fourd he would not here he pent,
To himt.h. better sort this friendly massage semt :

¢ Come, dwell with us, true son dem ' come;
Bnt if alas! we cannot thee penudo
To lie onr p } dome,
Ne ever more to quit our qniet glade,
Yet when at last thy toils, but ill apaid,
Shall dead thy fire, and damp its hewvenly spark,
Thou wilt be glad to seek the rural shade,
There to indulge the Muse, and Nature mark ;
‘We then alodge for thee wlilllnu-in Hagley park.
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67. Here whilom ligg’d th’ Esopus® of the age,
But call’d by fame, in soul ypricked deep,
A nobler pride restored him to the stage,
And rous’d him like a giant from his sleep.
Even from his slumbers we advantage reap:
With double force th’ enliven’d scene he wakes,
Yet quits not Nature’s bounds. He knows to keep
Each due decoruni. Now the heart he shakes,
And now with well-urg’d sense th’ enlighten’d judg-

ment takes.

68. A bard here dwelt, more fat than bard beseems,
+ Who, void of envy, guile, and lust of gain,
On virtue still, and Nature’s pleasing themes,
Pour’'d forth his unpremeditated strain :
The world forsaking with a calm disdain,
Here laugh’d he careless in his easy seat:
Here quaff’d, encircled with the joyous strain,
Oft moralizing sage ; his ditty sweet
He loathed much to write, ne cared to repeat.

69. Full oft by holy feet our ground was trod,
Of clerks good plenty here you mote espy ;
A little, ronnd, fat, oily man of God,
Was one I chiefly mark’d among the fry:
He had a roguish twinkle in his eye,
And shone all glittering with ungodly dew,
If a tight damsel chanc’d to trippen by;
Which, when observ’d, he shrunk into his mew,
And straight would recollect his piety anew.

70. Nor be forgot a tribe who minded naught
(Old inmates of the place) but state affairs ;
They look’d, perdie, as if they deeply thought,
And on their brow sat every nation’s cares.
The world by them is parcell’d out in shares,
When in the Hall of Smoke they congress hold,
And the sage berry sun-burnt Mocha bears
Has clear’d their inward eye ; then, smoke-enroll'd,
Their oracles break forth mysterious as of old.

® Mr. Quin.
+ The following lines of this stanza were written
by u friend of the Author.
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71. Here languid Beauty kept her pale-fac’d court:
Bevies of dainty dames, of high degree,
From every quarter hither made resort,
Where, from gross mortal care and business free
They lay, pour’d out in ease and luxury:
Or should they a vain show of work assume,
Alas! and well-a-day! what can it be?
To knot, to twist, to range the vernal bloom,
But far is cast the distaff, spinning wheel and loom.

72. Their only labour was to kill the time,
And labour dire it is, and weary woe:
They sit, they 1oll, turn o’er some idle rhyme,
Then, rising sudden, to the glass they go,
Or saunter forth, with tottering step and slow:
This soon too rude an exercise they find ;
Straight on the couch their limbs again thev throw,
Where hours on hours they sighing lie reclin'd,
And court the vapoury god soft-breathing in the wind.

73. Now must I mark the villany we found ;
But, ah | too late, as shall eftsoons be shewn.
A place here was, deep, dreary, under ground,
Where still our i when unpleasing grown,
Direas’d and loathsome, privily were thrown.
Far from the light of heaven, they languish’d there,
Unpity’d, uttering many a bitter groan,
For of these wretches taken was no care ;
Fierce fiends and hags of hell their only nurses were.

74. Alas! the change! from scenes of joy, and rest,
To this dark den, where Sickness toss’d alway.
Here Lethargy, with deadly sleep oppress'd,
Stretch’d on bis back a mighty lubbard, lay
Heaving his sides, and snoring night and day;
To stir him from his traunce, it was not eath,
And his half-open’d eyne he shut straightway ;
He led, I wot, the softest way to death, [breath,
And taught withouten pain and strife to yield the

75. Of limbs enormous, but withal unsound,
Soft-swoln and pale, here lay the Hydropay ;
Unwieldy man : with belly monstrous round,
For ever fed with watery supply ;
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For still he drank, and yet he still was dry.

And moping here did Hypochondria sit,

Mother of Spleen, in robes of various dye,

Who vexed was full oft with ugly fit, [wite
And some her frantic deem’d, and some her deem’d

76. A lady proud she was of ancient blood,
Yet oft her fear, her pride made crouchen low.
She felt, or fancied, in her fluttering mood,
All the diseases which the Spittles know,
And sought all physic which the shops bestow,
And still new leeches and new drugs would try,
Her humour ever waving to and fro:
For sometimes she would laugh, and sometimes cry,
Then sudden waxed wroth,and all she knew not why

77. Fast by her side a listless maiden pin‘d,
With aching head, and sq ish heart-burnings;
Pale, bloated, culd, she seem’d to hate mankind,
Yet lov’d in secret all forbidden things.

And here the Tertian shakes his chilling wings ;

The sleepless Gout here the crowing cocks,
A wolf now gnaws him, now a serpent stings:
‘While Apoplexy knocks

Down to tho ground at onon. as butoher felleth ox.

CANTO II.

The t of Arts and Industry,
And his achievements fair,
That by the Castle’s overthrow
Secur'd aad crowned were.

1. BscaP'p the Castle of the sire of Sin,

Ah! where shall I s0 sweet a dwelling find t
For all around, witheuat, and all within,
Nothing save what delightful was and kind,
Of goodness savouring and a tender mind,
E’er rose to view; but now another strain,
Of doleful note, alas! remains behind :

I now must linl of plenure tnrn’d to paln.
And of the false ench i

P
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2. Is there no patron to protect the Muse,
And fence for her Parnassus’ barven soil
To every labour its reward acoraes,
And they are sure of bread who swink and meil ;
But a fell tribe th’ Aonian hive despoil,
As ruthless wasps oft rob the painful bee :
Thus while the laws not guard that noblest toil,
Ne for the Muses other meed decree,
They praised are alone, and starve right merrily

8. I care not, Portune! what you me deny;
You cannot rob me of free Nature’s grace;
You cannot shut the windows of the sky,
Through which Aurora shews her brightening faco,
You cannot bar my constant feet to trace
The woods and lawns, by living stream at eve ;
Let health my nerves and finer fibres brace,
And [ their toys to the great children leave:
Of fancy, reason, virtue, nought can me bereave.

4. Come then, my Muse! and raise a bolder song;
Come, lig no mere upon the bed of sloth,
Dragging the lasy languid line along,
Fond to begin, bat still to finish loath,
Thy half-writ scrolls all eaten by the moth:
Arise, and sing that generous imp of fame,
Who with the sons of Softness nobly wroth,
To sweep away this human lumber came,
Or in a chosen few to rouse the slumbering flame.

5. In fairy-land there liv’d a knight of old,
Of feature stern, Selvaggio well yclep'd,
A rough unpolish’d man, robust and bold,
But wondrous poor - he neither sow'd nor reap'd,
Ne stores in summer for cold winter heap'd :
In hanting all his days away he wore:
Now scorch'd by June, now in November steep’d,
Now piuch’d by biting January sore,
He stillin woods pursu’d the libbard, and the boar.
6. As he one morning, long before the dawe,
Prick’d through the forest to distodge his prey,
Deep in the winding bosora of a lawn,
With wood wild-fring’d, he mark’d a taper’s ray,
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That from the beating rain, and wintry fray

Did to a lonely cot his steps decoy;

There up to earn the needments of the day,

He found Dame Poverty, nor fair nor coy ;

Her he compress’d, and fill’d her with a lusty boy.

7. Amid the green-wood shade this boy was bred,
And grew at last a Knight of muckle fame,
Of active mind and vigorous lustyhed,
The Knight of Arts and Industry by name.
Earth was his bed, the boughs his roof did frame
He knew no beverage but the flowing stream ;
His ‘tasteful well-earn’d food the sylvan game,
Or the_brown fruit with which the woodlands teem:
The same to him glad summer or the winter breme:

8. So pass’d his youthful morning, void of care,
‘Wild as the colts that through his commons run,
For him no tender parents troubled were,

He of the forest seem’d to be the son,
And certes had been utterly undone,
But that Minerva pity of him took,
‘With all the gods that love the rural wonne,
That teach to tame the soil and rule the crook;
Ne did the sacred Nine disdain a gentle look.
9. Of fertile genius him they nurtur’d well,
In every science and in every art,
By which mankind the thoughtless brutes excel,
That can or use, or joy, or grace, impart,
Disclosing all the powers of head and heart;
Ne were the goodly exercises spard,
That brace the nerves, or make the limbs alert,
And mix elastic force with firmness hard, [par’d.
‘Was never knight on ground mote be with him com-

10. Sometimes, with early morn, he mounted gay
The hunter-steed, exulting o’er the dale,
And drew the roseate breath of orient day;
Sometimes retiring to the secret vale,
Yclad in steel, and bright with burnish’d mail,
He strain’d the bow, or toss’d the sounding spear,
Or darting on the goal, outstripp’d the gale;
Or wheel’d the chariot in its mid-career;
Orstrenuous wrestled hard with many a tough compeer.
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11. At other times he pry’d through Nature's store,
‘Whate'er she in th’ ethereal round contains,
Whate’er she hides beneath her verdant floor,

The vegetable and the mineral reigns;

Or else he scann’d the globe, those small domains,
‘Where restless mortals soch a turmoil keep,

Its seas, its floods, its mountains, and its plains;

But more he search’d the mind, and rous’d from sleep
Those moral seeds whence we heroic actions reap.

12. Nor would he acorn to stoop from high pursuits
Of heavenly Truth, and practise what she taught.
Vain is the tree of Knowledge without fruits,
Sometimes in hand the spade or plough he caught,
Forth.calling all with which boon earth is fraught,,
Sometimes he ply’d the strong mechanic tool,

Or rear’d the fabric from the finest draught;
And oft he put himself to Neptune’s schocl,
Pighting with winds and waves on the vext ocean pool.

13. To solace then these rougher toils, he try’d

To touch the kindling canvas 1nto life;

With Nature his creating pencil vied,

With Nature, joyous at the mimic strife :

Or, to such shapes as grac’d Pygmalicn's wife,

He hew’d the marble; or, with varied fire,

He rous’d the trumpet and the martial fife:

Or bade the lute sweet tenderness inspire ;

Or verses fram’d that well might wake Apollo's lyre.

14. Accomplish’d thus, he from the woods issu’d,
Full of great aims, and bent on bold emprize;

The work which long he in his breast had brew’d
Now to perform he ardent did devise,

To wit, a barbarous world to civilize.

Earth was till then a boundless forest wild,
Nought to be seen but savage wood and skies ;
No cities nourish'd arts, no culture smil'd,

No government, no laws, no gentle manners mild,

15. A rugged wight, the worst of brutes was man;
On his own wretched kind he, ruthless, prey’'d;
The strongest still the weakest over-rau ;
In every country mighty robbers sway'd,
And guile and ruffian force were ali their trade.
*M
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Life was a scene of rapine, want, and woe,

Which this brave knight, in noble anger, made

To swear he would the rascal rout o’erthrow,

Por by the powers Divine, it should no more be sof

16. It would exceed the purport of my song,
To say how this best sun, from orient climes
Came beaming life and beauty all along,
Before him chasing Indol and cri
Still as he pass’d the nations he sublimes,
And calls forth arts and virtues with his ray:
Then Egypt, Greece, and Rome, their golden times
Successive had ; but now in ruins gray
They lie, to slavish sloth and tyranny a prey.

17. To crown his toils, Sir Industry then spread
The swelling sail, and made for Britain’s coast;
A sylvan life till then the natives led,
In the brown shades and green-wood forest lost,
All careless rambling where it liked them most:
Their wealth the wild deer bouncing thro’ the glade;
They lodg’d at large, and liv’d at Nature’s cost;
Save spear and bow, withouten other aid,
Yet not the Roman steel their naked breast dismay'd.

18. He liked the soil, he liked the clement skies,
He liked the verdant hills and flowery plains.
Be this my great, my chosen isle (he cries),
This, whilst my labours Liberty sustains,
This Queen of Ocean all assault disdains,
Nor liked he less the genius of the land,
To freedom apt and persevering pains,
Mild to obey, and generous to command, [band.
Temper'd by forming Heaven with kindest, firmest

19. Here, by degrees, his master-work arose,

Whatever Arts and Industry can frame;
finish’d Agricul knows,

Fair Queen of Arts! from heaven itself who came
When Eden flourish’d in unspotted fame :
And still with her sweet Innocence we find,
And tender Peace, and joys without a name,
That, while they ravish, tranquillize the mind :
Nature and Art. at once delight and use combin’d.
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20. Then towns he quicken’d by mechanic arts,
And bade the fervent city glow with toil ;
Bade social Commerce raise renowned marts,
Join land to land, and marry soil to soil,
Unite the poles, and without bloody spoil
Bring home of either Ind the gorgeous stores;
Or, should despotic rage the world embroil,
Bade tyrants tremble on remotest shores, (roars.
While o’er th’ encircling deep Britannia’s thunder

21. The drooping Muses then he westward cali’d,
From the fam'd city® by Propontic sea,
‘What time the Turk th’ enfeebled Grecian thrall’d,
Thence from their cloister’d walks he set them free,
And brought them to another Castalie,
Where Isis many a famous noursling breeds ;
Or where old Cam soft paces o’er the lea
In pensive mood, and tunes his Doric reeds, ([feeds.
The whilst his flocks at large the lonely shepherd
22. Yet the fine arts were what he finish'd least.
For why? they are the quintessence of all,
The growth of labouring time, and slow increast;
Thnless, as seldom chances, it should fall,
That mighty patrons the coy Sisters call
Up to the sunshine of uncumber’d ease,
Where no rude care the mounting thought may thrall,
And where they nothing have to do but please:
Ah! gracious God! thou know’st they ask no other fees.

23. Bat now, alas! we live too late in time:
Our patrons now even grudge that little claim,
Except to such as sleek the soothing rhyme:
And yet, forsooth, they wear Mmcenas’ name,
Poor sons of puft-up Vanity, not Fame!
Unbroken spirits cheer! still, still remains
Th’ eternal patron, Liberty! whose flame,
Whilst she protects, inspires the noblest strains;
The best and sweetest far, are toil-created gains.

24. When as the knight had fram’d, in Britain land
A matchless form of glarious government,

In which the sovereign laws alone command,
Laws ’stablish’d by the public free consent,
* Coanstantinople.
H2
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‘Whose majesty is to the sceptre lent;

When this great plan, with each dependant art,
‘Was settled firm, and to his heart’s content,

Then sought he from the toilsome scene to part,

And let life’s vacant eve breathe quiet thro’ the heart.

25. For this he chose a farm in Deva’s vale,

Where his long alleys peep’d upon the main;

In this calm seat he drew the healthful gale;

Here mix’d the chief, the patriot, and the swain,

The bappy monarch of his sylvan train;

Here, sided, by the guardian of the fold,

He walk’d his rounds, and cheer’d his blest domain}

His days, the days of unstain’d Nature roll’d,

Replete with peace and joy, like patriarchs of old.
26. Witness, ye lowing herds, who gave him milk

Witness, ye flocks! whose wonlly vestments far

Exceed soft India’s cotton or her silk ;

Witness, with Autumn charg’d, the nodding car,

That homeward came beneath sweet evening’s star,

Or of September moons the radiance mild:

O hide thy head, abominable War!

Of crimes and ruffian idleness the child : [vild,

From heaven this life ysprung, from hell thy glories
27, Nor from Lis deep retirement banish’d was

Th’ amusing care of rural Industry ;

Still, as with grateful change the seasons pass,

New scenes arise, new landscapes strike the eye,

And all th’ enliven’d country beautity;

Gay plains extend where marshes slept before ;

O’er recent meads th’ exulting streamlets fly;

Dark frowning heatus grow bright with Ceres’ store,

And woods embrowna the steep, or wave along the shore.
28. As neurer to his farm you made approach,

He polish’d Nature with a finer hand :

Yet on her beauties durst not Art encroach ;

*Tis Art’s alone these beauties to expand.

In graceful dance immingled o'er the land,

Pan, Pales, Flora, and Pomona play’d;

Here, too, brisk gales the rude wild common fann’d,

A happy place ; where free, and unafraid,

Amid the flowering brakes each coyer creaturestray’d,
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29. But in prime vigour what can last for ay ¢
That soul.enfeebling wizard Indol
I whilom sung, wrought in his works decay;
Spread far and wide was hia curs’d influence :
Of pablic virtue much he dull’d the sense.
Even much of private; ate our spirit out,
And fed our rank luxurious vices: whence
The land was overlaid with many a lout!
Not, as old Fame reports, wise,generous,bold,and stout

30. A rage of pleasure madden’d every breast;
Down to the lowest lees the ferment ran :
To bis licentious wish each must be blest,
With joy be fever'd, snatch it as he can.
Thus Vice the standard rear’d; her arrier-ban
Corruption call’d, and loud she gave the word,
¢ Mind, mind yourselves! why should the vulgar man,
The lacquey, be more virtuous than his lord t
Enjoy this span of life! ’tis all the gods afford.”

31. The tidings reach’d to where, in quiet hall,
The good old Knight enjoy’d well-earn’d repose.
¢ Come, come,’ Sir Knight! thy children on thee call :
Come, save us yet, ere ruin round us close !
The demon Indolence thy toil o’erthrows.’
On this the noble colour stain’d his cheeks,
Indignant, glowing through the whitening snows
Of venerable eld : his eye full speaks
His ardent soul, and from his conch at oncehe breaks.

82. ‘I will (he cry’d), so help me, God ! destroy
That villain Archimage.” His page then straight
He to him call’d, a fiery-footed boy,
Renempt Dispatch. ¢ My steed be at the gate;
My bard attend ; quick, bring the net of Fate.”
This net was twisted by the sisters three,
Which when once cast o’er harden’d wretch, too late
Repentance comes : replevy cannot be
From the strong iron grasp of vengeful destiny.

33. He came, the bard, a little Druid wight,
Of withered aspect; but his eye was keen
With sweetness mix’d. In russet brown bedight,
As is his sister® of the copses green,

® The nightingale.
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He crept along, unpromising of mein,

Gross he who judges so. His soul was fair,
Bright as the children of yon azure sheen.

True comeliness, which nothing can impair,
Dwells in the mind ; all else is vanity and glare.

34. *Come (quoth the Knight), a voice has reach’d
The demon Indolence threats overthrow [mine ear:
To all that to mankind is good and dear:

Come, Phil lus! let us instant go,

O'ermm his bowers, and lay his castle low.

Those men, those wretched men! who will be slaves,
Must drink a bitter wrathful cup of woe!

But some there be thy song, as from their graves,
Shall raise. Thrice happy he! who withoutrigoursaves,’

85. Issuing forth, the Knight bestrode his steed,
Of ardent bay, and on whose front a star
Shone blazing bright; sprung from the generous breed,
That whirl of active day the rapid car,
He pranc'd along disdaining gate or bar.
Meantime the bard on milk-white palfrey rode ;
An honest, sober beast, that did not mar
His meditations, but full softly trode;
And much they moraliz’d as thus yfere they yode.
36. They talk’'d of virtue, and of human bliss ;
‘What else so0 fit for man to settle well t
Ang still their long researches met in this,
This truth of truths, which nothing can refel;
¢ From virtue’s fount the purest joys out-well,
Sweet rills of thought that cheer the conscivus soul :
‘While vice pours forth the troubled streams of hell;
The which, howe’er disguised, at last with dole
Will thro’ the tortur’d breast their fiery torrent roll.’
37. At length it dawn'd, that fatal valley gay,
O’er which high wood-crown’d hills their summits rear.
On the cool height awhile our palmers stay,
And, spite even of themselves, their senses cheer;
Then to the wizard’s wonne their steps they steer :
Like a green isle it broad beneath them spread,
With gardens round,and wandering currents clear,
And tufted groves to shade the meadow-bed,
Sweetairs and song ; and without hurry all seem’d glad.
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38. ¢ As God shall judge me, Knight! we must forgive,”
The half-enraptur’d Philomelus cry'd,
¢ The frail good man, deluded, here to live,
And in these groves his musing fancy hide.
Ah! noughtis pure. It cannot be deny’d
That virtue still some tincture has of vice,
And vice of virtue. What should then betide,
But that our charity be not tvo nice?
Come, let us those we caa to real bliss entice.’

39. ¢ Ay, sicker (quoth the Knight), all flesh is frail,

To pleasant sin and joyous dalliance bent;

But let not brutish vice of this avail,

And think to ’scape deserved punishment.

Justice were crael weakly to relent;

From Mercy’s self she got her sacred glaive;

Grace be to those who can and will repent,

But penance, long and dreary, to the slave,

Who must in floods of fire his gross foul spirit lave.’
40. Thus holding high discourse, they came to where

The cursed carl was at his wonted trade,

8till tempting heedless men into his snare,

In witching wise as I before have said :

But when Le saw, in goodly geerarray’'d

The grave majestic Knight app hing nigh,

And by lis side the bard so sage and staid,

His count’nance fell; yet oft his anxious eye

Mark’d them like wily fox whoroosted cock doth spy.

41. Nathless, with feign’d respect he bade give back
The rabble rout, and welcom’d them full kind;
Struck with the noble twain they were not slack
His orders to obey, and fall behind,

Then he resum’d his song, and, unconfin’d,
Pour’d all his music, ran through all his strings ;
With magic dust their eyne he tries to blind,
And virtue’s tender airs o'er weakness flings.
‘What pity base his song who so divinely sings!

42. Elate in thought, he counted them his own,
They listen'd so intent with fix’d delight ;

But they instead, as if t ’d to stone,
Marvell’d he could with such sweet art unite
The lights and shades of manners, wrong and right.
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Mean time the silly crowd the charm devour,

Wide pressing to the gate. Swift on the Knight

He darted fierce, to drag him to his bower,

Who back’ning shunn’d his touch, for well he knew
its power.

43, As in throng’d amphitheatre, of old,
The wary Retiarius® trapp’d his foe,
Even so the Knight, returning on him bold,
At once involv’d him in the net of woe,
Whereof I mention made not long ago.
Enrag'd at first, he scorn’d so weak a jail,
And leapt, and flew, and flounced to and fro:
But when he foyund that nothing could avail,
He sat him felly down, and goaw’d his bitter nail.

44. Alarm’d, the inferior demons of the place
Rais’d ruefal shrieks and hideous yells around,
Black sturmy clouds deform’d the welkin’s face,
And from beneath was heard a wailing sound,

As of infernal sprites in cavern bound ;

A solemn saduess every creature strook,

And lightnings flash’d and horror rock’d the ground :
Huge crowds on crowds out-pour’d with blemish'd look
As if on time’s last verge this frame of things had shook.

. 45. Soon as the short-liv’d tempest was yspent,
Steam’d from the jaws of vex’d Avernus’ hole,
And hush’d the hubbub of the rabbl
Sir Industry the first calm moment stole :
¢ There must (he cry’d) amid so vast a shoal,

Be some who are not taiated at the heart,

Notpoison’d quite by this same villain’s bowl;

Come then, my bard! thy heavenly five impart;

Touch soul with soul, till forth the latent spirit
start.’

46. The bard obey’d; and taking from bis side,
Where it in seemly sort depending hung,
His British harp, its speaking strings he try’d,
The which with skilful touch he deftly strung,
Till tinkling in clear symphony they rung:
Then as he felt the Muses come along,

® A gladiator, who made use of a net, which
he threw over his adversary.
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Light o’er the chords his raptur’d hand he flung,

And play’d a prclude to his rising song;

The whilst, like midnight mute, ten th ds round
him throng.

47, Thus, ardent, burst his strain : —
¢ Ye hapless race ;
Dire-lahouring here to smother Reason’s ray,
That lights our Maker'’s image in our face,
And gives us wide o’er earth unquestion’d sway,
What is th’ ador’d Supreme Perfection, say ?
What but eternal never-resting soul,
Almighty power, and all-directing day,
By whom each atom stirs, the planets roll:
‘Who fills, surrounds, informs, and agitates the whole?

18. * Come, to the beaming God your heart unfold !
Draw from its fountain life! *Tis thence alone,
We can excel. Up from unfeeling mold,
To seraphs burning round th’ Almighty’a throne,
Life rising still on life, in higher tone,
Perfection forms, and with perfection, bliss.
In universal nature this clear shewn,
‘Not needeth proof; to prove it were, I wis,
To prove the beauteous world excels the brute abyss.

49. ¢ Is not the field, with lively culture green,
A sight more joyous than the dead morass ?
Do not the skies, with active ether clean,
And fann’d by sprightly gephyrs, far surpass
The foul Noveraber fogs, and slumb’roas mass,
With which sad Nature veils her drooping face t
Does not the mountain stream, as clear as glass,
Gay-dancing on, the putrid pool disgrace t
The same in all holds true, but chief in human race.
50. ¢ Tt was not by vile loitering in ease,
That Greece obtain’d the brighter palm of art,
That soft yet ardent Athens learn’d to please,
To keen the wit, and to sublime the heart,
In all supreme! complete in ev’ry part!
It was not thence majestic Rome arose,
And o’er the nations shook her conquering dart;
For sluggard’s brow the laurel never grows;
Renown is not the child of indolent repose.
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51. ¢ Had biti Is minded nough
But in loose joy their time to wear away,
Had they alone the lap of Dalliance sought,
Pleas’d on her pillow their dull heads to lay,
Rude Nature's state had been our state to-day :
No cities e'er their towery fronts had rais’d,
No arts had made us opnlent and gay;
With brother-brates the human race had gras’d ;
None e’er had soar’d to fame, none honour’d been,
none prais’d.
52. ¢ Great Homer’s song had never fir’d the breast
To thirst of glory and heroic deeds;
Sweet Maro’s Muse, sunk in inglorious rest,
Had silent slept amid the Mincian reeds:
The wits of modern time had told their beads,
And monkish legends been their only strains;
Our Milton’s Eden had lain wrapt in weeds, [swains,
Our Shakspeare stroll’d and laugh’d with Warwick
Ne had my master Spenser charm’d his Mulla’s plains.
53, ¢ Dumb, too, had been the sage historic Muse,
And perish’d all the sons of ancient fame;
Those starry lights of virtue, that diffuse
Through the dark depth of time their vivid flame,
Had all been lost with sach as have no name.
Who then had scorn’d his ease for others’ good t
Who then had toil'd rapacious men to tame?
Who in the public breach devoted stood,
And for his country’s cause been prodigal of blood ?

54. ¢ But should to fame your hearts unfeeling be,
If right I read, you pleasure all require :
Then hear how best may be obtain’d this fee,
How best enjoy’d this nature’s wide desire.
Tail, and be glad ! let Industry inspire
Into your quicken’d limbs her buoyant breath!
Who does not act is dead ; absorpt entire
In miry sloth, no pride, no joy he hath :
O leaden-hearted men, to be in love with death!
85.¢ Ah ! what avail the largest gifts of Heaven,
When drooping health and spirits go amiss ?
How tasteless then whatever can be given !
Health is the vital principle of bliss,
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And exercise of hcalth. In proof of this,

Behold the wretch who slugs his life away

Soon swallow’d in disease’s sad abyss,

While he whom toil has brac’d, or manly play,
Haslight asair each limb, each thought as clear as day,

56, ¢ O who van speak the vigorous joys of health !
Unclogg'd the body, unobscur’d the mind ;
The morning rises gay with pleasing stealth,
The temp ing falls and kind.
In health the wiser brutes true gladness find.
Bev ! how the younglings frisk along the meads,
As May comes on and wakes the balmy wind ;
Rampant with life, their joy all joy exceeds;
Yet what but high-strung health this dancing plea-
saunce breeds ?

57. ¢ But here, instead, is foster'd every ill,
‘Which or distemper’d minds or bodies know.
Come then, my kindred spirits; do not spill
Your talents here. This place is but a show,
Whose charms delude you to the den of woe:
Come, follow me, I will direct you right,
Where Pleasure’s roses, void of serpents, grow
Sincere as sweet: come, follow this good knight,
And you will bless the day that brought him to your
sight.
58.  Some he will lead to courts, and some toc \mps,
To senates some, and public sage debates,
Where by the solemn gleam of midnight-lamps,
The world is pois’d, and manag’d miglity states;
To high discovery some, that new creates
The face of earth; some to the thriving mart ;
Some to the rural reign and softer fates;
To the sweet Muses some, who raise the heart:
All glory shall be yours, all nature, and all art.

59. ¢ There are, I see, who listen to my lay,
Who wretched sigh for virtue, but despair,
All may be done (methinks I hear them say),
Even death despis’d, by generous actions fair;
All, bat for those who to these bowers repair,
Their every power dissolv’d in luxury,
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To quit of torpid sluggishness the lair,

And from the powerful arms of Sloth get free,
*Tis rising from the dead—Alas !—it cannot be |

60. ¢ Would you then learn to dissipate the band
Of these huge threat'ning difficulties dire,
That in the weak man’s way, like lions stand,
His soul appal, and damp his rising fire ¢
Resolve, resolve, and to be men aspire.
Exert that noblest privilege, alone,
Here to mankind indulg’d ; control desire ;
Let godlike Reason from her sovereign throne,
Speak the commanding word— I will—and it is done.

61. ¢ Heavens! can you then thus waste, in shame-
Your few important days of trial here t [fal wise,
Heirs of eternity | yborn to rise
Through endless states of being, xstill more near
To bliss approaching, and perfection clear,

Can you renounce a fortune so sublime

Such glorious hopes, your backward steps to steer,

And roll, with vilest brutes, through mud and slime ?

No! no! your heaven-touch’d hearts disdain the
sordid crime !’ .

62. ¢ Enough ! enough!’ they cried.—Straight, from
The better sort on wings of transport fly: [the crowd,
As when amid the lifeless summits proud
Of Alpine cliffs, where to the gelid sky
Snows pil’d on snows in wintry torpor lie,

The rays divine of vernal Phosbus play ;

Th’ awaken’d heaps, in streamlets from on high,
Rous’d into action, lively leap away,

Glad-warbling thro’ the vales, in their new being gay.

63. Not less the life, the vivid joy serene,
That lighted up those new-created men,
Than that which wings th’ exulting spirit clean,
When, just deliver'd from his fleshy den,
It soaring seeks its native skies agen;
How light its essence ! how unclogg’d its pow’rs,
Beyond the blazon of my mortal pen ?
Ev’n 80 we glad forsovk these sinful bowers ;
Ev’n such enraptur’d life—such energy was ours.
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64. But far the greater part, with rage inflam’d,
Dire-mutter'd curses, and blasphem’d high Jove,
‘Ye sons of Hate !’ they bitterly exclaim’d,
¢ What brought you to this seat of peace and love?
While with kind Nature, bere amid the grove,

We pass’d the harmless sabbath of our time,

What to disturb it could, fell men, emove

Your barbarous hearts ? is happiness a crime ?

Then do the fiends of hellrule in yonheav’'n sublime.’

65. ¢ Ye impious wretches I’ quoth the Knightin

wrath,
¢ Your happiness behold I’—Then straight a wand
He wav’d, au anti-magic power that hath,
Truth from illusive falsehood to command.
Sudden the landscape sinks on every hand;
The pure quick streams are marshy puddles found
On baleful heaths the groves all blacken’d stand ;
And o’er the weedy, foul, abhorred ground, [around.
Snakes, add toads, each loath crawls

66. And here and there, on trees by lightning scath’d,

Unhappy wights who loathed life yhung,

Or in fresh gore and recent murder bath’d,

They weltering lay ; or else, infuriate flung

Into the gloomy wood, while ravens sung

The funeral dirge, they down the torrent roll’d :

These, by distemper’d blood to mad stung, [troll’d

Had doom’d themselves ; whence oft, when night con-

The world, returning hither their sad spirits howl'd.
67. Meantime a moving scene was open laid;

That lazar-house I whilom in my lay

Depainted have, its horrors deep display’d,

And gave unnumber’d wretches to the day,

Who tossing there in squalid misery lay.

Soon as of sacred light th’ unwonted smile

Pour’d on these living catacombs its ray,

Through the drear caverns stretching many a wile,

The sick uprais’d their heads, and dropp'd their woes

awhile.

68. * O Heav’n !’ theycry'd, ¢ and do we once more see

Yon blessed sun, and this green earth so fair?
Are we from noisome damps of pest-house free
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And drink our souls the sweet ethereat air?

O thou! or Knight or God! who holdest there
That fiend, oh ! keep him in eternal chains !

But what for us, the children of Despair,
Brought to the brink of hell, what hope remains ?
Repentance does itself but agravate our pains.”

69. The gentle Knight, who saw their rueful case,
Let fall adown his silver beard some tears:
¢ Certes (quoth he) it is not ev’n in grace
T’ undo the past, and eke your broken years.
Nathless, to nobler worlds Repentance rears,
With humble hope, her eye ; to her is given
A power the truly contrite heart that cheers;
She quells the brand by which the rocks are riven ;
She more than merely softens—she rejoices Heaven.

70. ¢ Then patient bear the sufferings you have earn’d,

And by these sufferings purify the mind:

Let wisdom be by past misconduct learn’d,

Or pious die, with penitence resign’d ;

And to a life more happy and refin’d,

Doubt not yoa shall, new creatures, yet arise.

Till then, you may expect in me to find

One who will wipe your sorrow from your eyes,

One who will soothe your pangs, and win you to the
skies."

71. They silent heard, and pour’d their thanks in tears.
¢ Por you (resum’d the Knight with sterner tone)
Whose hard dry hearts th’ obdurate demon sears,
That villain’s gifts will cost you many a groan ;

In dolorous mansion long you must bemoan
His fatal charms, and weep your stains away ;

Till, soft and pure as infant goodness grown,

You feel a perfect change ; then who can say [day 1’

What grace may yet shine forth in Heaven’'s eternal

72. This said, his powerfal wand he wav’d anew;
Instaut a glorious angel train descends,
The Charities, to wit, of rosy hue.
Sweet Love their looks a gentle radiance lends,
And with phic flame passion blends.
At once, delighted, to their charge they tly;
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When, lo! a goodly hospital ascends,

In which they bade each lenient aid be nigh,

That could the sick-bed smooth of that sad company.
73. It was a worthy edifying sight,

And gives to human kind peculiar grace,

To see kind hands attending day and night,

With tender ministry, from place to place :

Somie prop the head ; some, from the pallid face

Wipe off the faint cold dews weak nature sheds;

Some reach the healing draught ; the whilst, to chase

The fear supreme, around their soften’d beds

Some holy mau by prayerall opening h dispread

74. A ded by a glad acclaiming train
Of those he rescu’d had from gaping hell,
Then turn’d the Knight, and to his hall again
Soft-pacing, sought of Peace the mossy cell ;
Yet down his cheeks the gems of pity fell,
To see the helpless wretches that remain’d,
There left through dells and deserts dire to yell ;
Amaz'd their looks with pale dismay were stain’d,
And spreading wide their hands they meek repentance

feign’d.

75. But, ah! their scorned day of grace was past;
For (horrible to tell!) a desert wild
Before them stretch’d, bare, comfortless, and vast,
‘With gibbets, bones, and carcasses defil'd.
There nor trim field nor lively culture smil'd ;
Nor waving shade was seen, nor fountain fair ;
But sands abrupt on sands lay loosely pil'd,
Thro’ which they floundering toil’d with painful care,
Whilst Pheebus smote them sore,and fir’d the cloudless

air.

76. Then, varying to a joyless land of bogs,
The sadden’d country a gray waste appear'd,
‘Where nought but putrid streams and noisome fogs
For ever hung on drizzly Auster’s beard ;
Or else the ground by piercing Caurus sear’d,
Was jagg’d with frost, or heap’d with glazed snow ;
Thro’ these extremes a ceaseless round they steer’d,
By cruel fiends still hurry’d to and fro, [moe.
Gaunt Beggary, and Scorn, with many hell-hounds
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77. The first was with base dunghill rags yclad,
Tainting the gale, in which they flutter’d light;
Of morbid hue his features sunk, and sad :
His hollow eyne shook forth a sickly light:
And o’er his lank jaw-bone, in piteous plight,
His black rough beard was matted rank and vile;
Direful to see! a heart-appalling sight!
Meantime foul scurf and blotches him defile,
And dogs, where’er he went, still barked all the while.

78. The other was a fell despightful fiend;
Hell holds none worse in baleful bower below;
By pride, and wit, and rage, and rancour keen'd;
Of man alike, if good or bad, the foe :
‘With nose upturn’d, he always made a show
As if he smelt some nauseous scent; his eye
Was cold, and keen, like blast from Boreal snow,
And taunts he castern forth most bitterly.
Such were the twain that off drove this ungodly fry.

79. Even so through Brentford town, a town of mud,
A herd of bristly swine is prick’d along,
The filthy beasts, that never chew the cud,
Still grunt, and squeak, and sing their troublo\u song,
And oft they plunge th 1ves the mire
But ay the mthleu driver goads them on,
And ay of barking dogs the bitter throng
Makes them renew their unmelodious moan ;
Ne ever find they rest from their unresting tone,

B3




ODE

ON THE DEATH OF MR. THOMSON.
BY MR. COLLINS.

The scene of the following stanzas is su; ed to
le on the Thames, near Richm

Ix yonder grave a Druid lies,
Where slowly winds the stealing wave .
The year’s best sweets shall duteous rise
To deck its poet’s sylvan grave!

In yon deep bed of whispering reeds
His airy harp shall now be laid,
That he whose heart in sorrow bleeds
May love through life the soothing shade.

Then maids and youths shall linger here,
And while its sounds at distance swell,
8hall sadly seem, in pity’s ear,
To hear the woodland pilgrim’s knell.

Remembrance oft shall haunt the shore
When Thames in summer wreaths is drest,
And oft suspend the dashing oar,
To bid his gentle spirit rest!

And oft as ease and health retire,
To breesy lawn, or forest deep,

The friend shall view yon whitening spire,
And 'nid the varied landscape weep.

But thou! who own’st that earthly bed,
Ah! what will every dirge avail ?
Our tears, which love and pity shed,
That mourn beneath the gliding sail ?
*N
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Yet lives there one, whose heedless eye
Shall scorn thy pale shrine glimm’ring nea t
With him, sweet bard, may fancy die,
And joy desert the blooming year.
But thou, lorn stream, whose sallen tide
No sedge-crown’d sisters now attend,
Now waft me from the green hill’s side,
‘Whose cold turf hides the buried friend !

And see! the fairy valleys fade;

Dun night has veil'd the solemn view !
Yet once again, dear parted shade,

Meek Nature’s child, again adieu!
The genial meads assign’d to bless

Thy life shall mourn thy early doom :
Their hinds, and shepherd-girls, shall dress,

With simple hands, thy rural tomb.
Long, long, thy stone, and pointed clay,

Shall melt the musing Briton’s eyes!
O'! vales, and wild woods, shall he say

In yonder grave your Druid lies!

EPITAPH ON MR. THOMSON,

OTHERS to marble may their glory owe,

And boast those honours Sculpture can bestow;.
Short lived renown ! that every moment must
Sink with its emblem, and consume to dust!
But Thomson needs no artist to engrave,

From dumb oblivion no device to save ;

Such vulgar aids let names inferior ask ;
Nature for him assumes herself the task ;

The S are his of fame,

With them to flourish, for from them it came.

THE RND-
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Tre name of RoBerT BrooMrIELD is one, among
many others, which has acquired lustre amidst the
obscurity and discouragements of a very humble
station. Instances of poetical celebrity acquired
under such circumstances, are more rare than
those which belong to pursuits of a different cha-
racter. For twenty, in which we find scientific
eminence or rank in society obtained by persons
of obscure birth, we shall rarely see one who has
risen to notice by a poetical, or purely literary
genius. Even if the talent be naturally present,
it is seldom that it can long resist the effects of
verty. That delicacy of mind and quick alzlre-
ension of the beautiful, in which the poet finds
his inspiration, require solitude and freedom, or
they leave him cold and disheartened. The
troubles of common life, too pressing to be dissi-
Ea:ed by imagination, are not long endured without
lighting the sensibilities of the heart, or drawing
away the mind from objects which only %ve
delight when calmly and securely enjoyed. Po-
verty, it is true, neither shuts out the light of
the sun, nor diminishes the beauty or the glory of
nature. The birds pour out as sweet a music for
the ear, and the flowers as rich a radiancy for the
eye of the beggar, as of the king ; but neither the
melody of birds nor the beauty of the earth is
thought of, when we see that the sky is full of
storms, or we tread a path that wearies and per-
lexes us. And such is the path of life when
Eeset with the anxieties of which we are speaking
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—with those trying and exhausting troubles which
it requires the whole stren&tb of the human heart
to bear, and which it is sufficient pra.ise for a man
to endure and perform the duties they create.
Though the mind, therefore, of a poet, when
fully cultivated and matured, is perhaps more
capable than others of retaining its vigour under
many sufferings, it is very rarely that 1ts peculiar
qualities become developed in disadvantageous
situations, or that its purity and brightness are not
destroyed as soon as felt, by the taint of low and
worldly associations. Poor Bloomfield was sub-
jected to this trial of his native stre from his
earliest youth, but grew up—and lived—and died
a

This amiable and admired writer was born
December 3, 1766, at Honington, a village near
Bury in Suffolk. His father, who was a tailor,
dying about a ‘yeat after his birth, he was left to
the sole care of his mother, an excellent woman,
it appears, who by her prudence and industry
contnived, out of the profits of a little school, to
supg: herself and a family of six children.—
Ro had no other education than what she
could herself give him, if we except the instruction
he received for two or three months at a school at
Ixworth ; and at eleven years old he was sent as
a labouring lad to a Mr. Austin, a respectable
farmer of Sapiston. 1n this humble station his
mind became stored with that abundance of rural
imagery which, feeding his natural love of the
country, was one day to give an irresistible charm
to the simple language of the untaught peasant.

1t was not long, however, after his being placed
with Mr. Austin, before it was found that his
small and delicate frame was ill calculated for
the laborious occupation to which his service
called him. It fortunately happened that one
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of his brothiers, George Bloomfield, had been
vrought up a shoemaker, and was at that time
living in London. To this young man the affec-
tionate and anxious mother wrote for advice, as
to the future disposition of poor Robert, and
received, in answer to her application, an offer
from George to take care of him, and teach him
his business, and from another of her sons a pro-
mise of finding him in clothes. In consequence
of this kind assurance from her sons, she set out
for London, where she arrived with Robert in
June, 1781, not willing that any one but herself
should resign him into the hands of his new
guardian. ‘ She charged me,’ says Mr. Bloomfield,
“as 1 valued a mother’s blessing, to watch over
him, to set a good example before him, and never
to forget that he had lost his father.” ¢I have
him,’ continues he, speaking of Robert’s appear-
ance atthis time, ‘in my mind’s eye, a little boy;
not bigger than boys generally are at twelve years
old. When I met him and his mother at the inn,
he strutted before us, dressed just as he came
from keeping sheep, pigs, &c.—his shoes filled
full of stumps in the heels. He, looking about
him, slipperup—his nails were unused to a flat
pavement. I remember viewing him as he scam-
pered up, how small he was. Little thought I that
that little fatherless boy would be one day known
and esteemed by the most learned, the most
respected, the wisest, and the best men of the
kingdom.’

Thekind-heartednessand simple affection which
are manifested in these lines, made their amiable
writer worthy of the charge which Providence
and an anxious mother assigned him.—On re-
ceiving Robert under his care, his situation had
few advantages either for himself or his brother,
but such as they were, he employed them in the
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best manner he was able, to secure the comfort
and future provision of the unprotected lad.
George was, at that time, according to his own
account, a journeyman, but worked in company
with several other persons of the same trade, ina
garret which the party rented at No. 7, Pitcher's-
court, Bell-alley, Coleman-street.

Robert, on being made one of the company,
was employed by them in running for whatever
they wanted, and was rewarded by the Party
obliged, by being helped over some difficu t{ in
the mystery of shoe-making. But the employ-
ment K;t adapted to his taste was the reading
of the newspaper, which was lent them, when a
day old, from the public-house, and from the %e-
rusal of which he seems first to have gained his
knowledge of words and phrases. And in this
again the thoughtful kindness of his brother was
of considerable use to him. ¢ He frequently-met,’
says George, ¢ with words that he was un-
acquainted with : of this he often complained.
I one day hapElened at a book-stall to see a small
dictionary, which had been very ill-used. I
bought it for him for four-pence. By the help of
this he in a little time could read and comprehend
the long and beautiful speeches of Burke, Fox, or
North.” Having thus acquired some knowledge
of the power of language, he learnt its proper
;ronunciation from attending the lectures of Mr.

awcet, one of the most popular preachers of the
time ; and from whom also, it is to be hoped, he
acquired the inﬁniteldv greater advantage of
knowing the nature and value of religion.

These, however, were not the only sourees of
information which Robert enjoyed. By the good
sense of his brother and the other workmen, the
History of England, the British Traveller, and a
work on Geography, were taken in mn numbers,
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and these he was employed to read while the
others were occupied with their work. But this
wasnot all.  George, who appears to have been a
better informed man than persons of his situation
usually are, subscribed for the London Magazine,
a smaﬁ portion of which was, as is usual, devoted
to short critiques of new publications. Robert
was more interested by these than by any other
Fart of the contents, except the verses which he
ound in Poet’s Corner, and to which he always
turned, it is said, with eager curiosity.

The living seed which nature sows in either the
heart or the mind, wants little warmth to ripen it
but that which she herself gives; and were it not
that passion or misfortune so often blights it in its
first budding into beauty, the human universe
would present a glorious harvest, which had only
re%uired the dews of heaven to bring forth fifty
and a hundred-fold. Poor Robert, with no other
advantages than those we have mentioned, went
on cultivating his mind as well as he was able till
he was about seventeen, when he made his first
attempt as a poet, and was so far encouraged as
to find his verses accepted by the editor of one of
the public journals. We copy this early attempt
of tge Farmer’s Boy. The verses, though very
simple, were, for a lad in his situation, well worthy
the attention they received.

THE
MILK MAID;
_OR, THE FIRST OF MAY.
HaiL, Max! lovely May! how replenish’d my pails!
The young Dawn overspreads the East streak’d
with gold !
My glad heart beats time to the laugh of the vales,
And Colin’s voice rings through the woods from
the fold.
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The wood to the mountain submissively bends,
‘Whose blue misty summits first glow with the suni
See thence a gay train by the wild rill descends
To join the glad sports :—hark! the tumult ’s begun.
Be cloudless, ye skies!—Be my Colin but there,
Not the dew-spangled bents on the wide level dale
Nor morning’s first blush, can more lovely appear
Than his looks, since my wishes I could not conceal.
Swift down the mad dance, while blest health prompts
to move,
‘Well count joys to come, and exchange vows of
truth ; .
And haply when age cools the transports of love,
Decry, like good folks, the vain pleasures of youth.

Our young poet now so rapidly advanced in
his pursuit of knowledge, that, Eis brother says, he
and his companions began to receive instructions
from him ; but he shortly after removed to another
lodging, influenced solely by the kind desire of
saving Robert from the distress he felt at the suf-
ferings of one of the men who had fits.

About the year 1784, Robert, having never
teen apprenticed, became an object of persecu-
tion to the company of journeymen shoemakers,
who threatened his master and his brother with a
prosecution, if he was suffered to work any longer
without indentures. In consequence of this cir-
cumstance he returned to the country for a short
time, and was affectionately received by his old
master, Mr. Austin, with whom he remained two
months, when a Mr. Dudbridge offered to take
him as an apprentice, and he came back to
London. Here he continued working at his
business and relieving his industry by a variety of
pursuitssuited to his gentle disposition; and among
others, we find him devoting a part of his leisure
to music, and becoming, it is said, a good player
on the violin.
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" George had now left him to himself, and in the
parrative of the former we find the following
sage, referring to this period of his brother’s life :

As my brother Nat had married a Woolwich
woman, it happened that Robert took a fancy to
Mary-Anne r:u'ch, a comely young woman of
that town, whose father is a boat-builder in the
government-yard there. He married, Dec. 12,
1790. Soon after he married, Robert told mé in
a letter, that * he had sold his fiddle, and got a
wife.” Like most poor men he got a wife first,
and had to get household stuff afterwards. It
took him some years to get out of ready-furnished
lodgings. At length by hard working he acquired
a bed of his own, and hired the room up one pai
of stairs, at 14, Bell-alley, Coleman-street. e
landlord kindly gave him leave to sit and work in
the light garret, two pair of stairs higher.’—¢ In
this garret,” continues he, ¢ amid six or seven other
workmen, his active mind employed itself in com-
posing the Farmer’s Boy.’

When this beautiful little poem was completed,
it was shewn, it appears, to several persons for
their t:ﬁinion ; but owing to some circumstance or
the other, most probably to prejudice, it was
passed by with neglect, till Mr. Capel Lofft had
the good taste and the liberality to discover and
acknowledge its merits. The part which that
gentleman took in the fortunes of Bloomfield is
one of the most honourable instances of patron-
age which occurs in literary history, and will ever
be a crown of laurel on his memory.

The extraordinary success of the ¢Farmer’s
Boy’ is well known. In a short time several
large impressions had been sold off, and the sur-
prised and gratified writer found himself suddenly
called into the notoriety of an admired author.
* Rural Tales,’ and ¢ Wild Flowers,” shortly fol-
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lowed his first publication, and were d with
equal favour. In 1821, having made a visit with
meﬁielhtodmb&aﬁfnlmwyﬁw_ab,h

the resources with which the success of his pub-
lications had supplied him. But what he lost in
comfort by his amiable conduct to his friends, he
has gained in the affection with which every be-
th‘ heart nces his y, and adds
to their admiration of his genius therr
with his and gentle feelings. Topuby
After having mgzr‘;d many trials and difficul-
ties, he left London and removed into Bedford-
shire, where he died, August 19, 1823, at the age
of fifty-seven, leaving behind him a name ren-
dered dear to the lovers of poetry, by the simple
but deep humanity with which both late and early

it was
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THE
FARMER’S BOY.

SPRING.

THE ARGUMENT.

Mavocation, §c.~Seed time~Harrowing.—Morning walks.—~
ot iacp oud of chongingLombe & play TR
— 8 play.~
Butcher, 4c.

I

O coxe, blest Spirit! whatsoe’er thou art,

Thou rushing warmth thathover’st round my heart,

Sweet inmate, hail ! thou source of sterling joy,

That poverty itself cannot destroy,

Be thou my Muse ; and faithful still to me,

Retrace the paths of wild obscurity.

No deeds of arms my humble lines rehearse,

No Alpine wonders thunder through my verse,

The roaring cataract, the snow-topt hill,

Inspiring awe, till breath itself stands still :

Nature’s sublimer scenes ne’er charm’d mine eyes,

Nor Science led me through the boundless skies ;

From meaner objects far my raptures flow :

O point these raptures! bid my bosom glow !

And lead my soul to ecstasies of praise

For all the blessings of my infant days !

Bearme throu%h regions where gay Fancy dwells;

But mould to Truth’s fair form what Memory tells.
Live, trifling incidents, and grace my song,

That to the humblest menial belong :

To him whose drug unheeded goes,

His joys unreckon’] as his cares or woes ,
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Though joys and cares in every path are sown,
And youthful minds have feelings of their own,
Quick springing sorrows, transient as the dew,
Delights from trifles, trifles ever new.

*Twas thus with Gires: meek, fatherless, and poor;
Labour his portion, but he felt no more ;

No stripes, no tyranny his steps pursu’d ;

His life was constant, cheerful servitude:
Strange to the world, he wore a bashful look,
The fields his study, Nature was his book ;
And, as revolving Seasons chang’d the scene
From heat to cold, tempestuous to serene,
Though every change still varied his employ,
Yet each new duty brought its share of joy.

‘Where noble Grarron spreads his rich domains,
Round Euston’s water’d vale, and sloping plains,
Where woods and groves in solemn grandeur rise,
Where the kite brooding unmolested flies ;

The woodcock and the painted pheasant race,
And sculking foxes, destined for the chase ;
There Giles, untaught, and unrepining, stray’d
Thro’ every copse, and grove, and winding glade;
There his firstthoughts to Nature’s charms inclin’d,
That stamps devotion on th’ inquiring mind.

A little farm his generous Master till'd,

Who with peculiar grace his station fill'd ;

By deeds oﬁlospita.lity endear'd,

Serv’d from affection, for his worth reverd ;

A happy offspring blest his plenteous board,

His fields were fruitful, and his barns well stor’d,
And fourscore ewes he fed, a sturdy team,

And lowing kine that grazed beside the stream :
Unceasing industry he kept in view ;

And never lack’d a job for Giles to do.

Frep now the sullen murmurs of the North,
The splendid raiment of the Serinc peeps forth ;
Her universal green, and the clear sky,

Delight still more and more the gazing eye.
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Wide o’er the fields, in rising moisture strong,

Shoots up the simple flower, or creeps along

The m’elrow’d soil ; imbibing fairer hues

Or sweets from frequent showers and evening dews;

‘Thatsummon from the shed the slumb’ring ploughs,

While health impregnates every breeze that blows.

No wheels support thg diving pointed share ;

No groaning ox is doom’d to labour there ;

No helpmates teach the docile steed his road

gAlike unknown the ploughboy and the goad);
ut, unassisted through each toilsome day,

With smiling brow the ploughman cleaves his way,

Draws his fresh lels, and wid'ning still,

Treads slow the heavy dale, or climbs the hill :

Strong on the wing his busy followers play,

Where writhing earth-worms meet th’ unwelcome

Till all is chang’d, and hill and level down [day;

Assume a livery of sober brown :

Again disturb’d, when Giles with wearying strides

From ridge to ridge the ponderous harrow guides ;

His heels deep sinking every step he goes,

Till dirt usurp the empire of his shoes.

Welcome green headland ! firm beneath his feet

Welcome the friendly bank’s refreshing seat ;

There, warm with toil, his panting horses browse

Their shelt’ring canopy of pendent boughs ;

Till rest, delicious, chase each transient pain,

And new-born vigour swell in every vein.

Hour after hour, and day to day succeeds ;

Till every clod and deep-drawn furrow spreads

To crumbling mould ; a level surface clear,

And strew’d with corn to crown the rising year;

And o’er the whole Giles once transverse again,

In earth’s moist bosom buries up the grain.

The work is done ; no more to man is given;

The grateful farmer trusts the rest to Heaven.

Yet oft with anxious heart he looks around,

And marks the first green blade that breaks the
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In fancy sees his trembling oats uprun,
His tufted barley yellow with the sun;
Sees clouds Empitmus shed their tmely store,
And all his harvest gather'd round his door.
But still unsafe the big swoln grain below,
A fav’rite morsel with the Rook (1) and Crow ;
From field to field the flockeincreasing goes ;
To level crops most formidable foes:
Their danger well the wary plunderers know,
And place a watch on some conspicuous bough ;
Yet oft the sculking gunner by surprise
Will scatter death amongst them as they rise.
These, hung in triumph round the spacious field,
At best will but a short-lived terror yield :
Nor guards of pro not penal law,
But E:.\mless r&eg:;yog mgspae:d straw)
Familiariz’d to these, they boldly rove,
Nor heed such sentinels that never move.
Let then your birds lie prostrate on the earth,
In dying posture, and with wings stretch’d forth ;
Shift them at eve or morn from place to place,
And death shall terrify the pilfering race ;
In the mid air, while circling round and round,
They call their lifeless comrades from the ground ;
WitK quick’ning wing, and notes of loud alarm,
Warn the whole flock to shun th’impending harm.
This task had Giles, in fields remote from home :
Of has he wish’d the rosy morn to come.
Yet never fam’d was he nor foremost found
To break the seal of sleep ; his sleep was sound :
But when at day-break summon’d from his bed,
Light as the lark that carol’d o’er his head,
His sandy way deep-worn by hasty showers,
Q’er-arch’d with oars that form’d fantastic bow’rs,
Waving aloft their tow’ring branches proud,
In borrow’d tinges from the eastern cloud
Whence inspiration, pure as ever flow’d,
d genuine transport in his bosom glow’d),
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His own shri'l matin join’d the various notes

Of Nature’= music, from a thousand throats :
The blackbird strove with emulation sweet,

And echo answer’d from her close retreat ;
Thesporting white-throat, on some twig’send borne,
Pour'd hymns to freedom and the rising morn ;
Stopt in her song, perchance the starting thrush
Shook a white shower from the blackthorn bush,
Where dew-drops thick as early blossoms hung,
And trembled as the minstrel sweetly sung.
Across his path, in either grove to hide,
The timid rabbit scouted by his side ;
Or bold cock-pheasant stalk’d along the road,
Whose gold and purple tints alternate glow’d.
But groves no farther fenc’d the devious way ;
A wide-extended heath before him lay,
Where on the grass the stagnant shower had run,
And shone a mirror to the rising sun

Thus doubly seen), lighting a distant wood, '

iving new lyife to each expanding bud ;
Effacing quick the dewy foot-marks found,
Where prowling Reynard trod his nightly round ;
To shun whose thefts 'twas Giles’s evening care,
His feather’d victims to suspend in air,

High on the bough that nodded o'er his head,
And thus each morn to strew the field with dead.
His simple errand done, he homeward hies ;

Another instantly its place supplies.

The clattering dairy-maid immers’d in steam,
Singing and scrubbing midst her milk and cream,
Bawls out, ¢ Go fetch the cows :—’ he hearsnomore,
For pigs, and ducks, and turkeys, throng the door,
And sitting hens, for constant war prepar'd ;

A concert strange to that which late he heard.
Straight to the meadow then he whistling goes ;
With well-known hallo calls his lazy cows :
Down the rich pasture heedlessly they graze,

Or hear the summon %ith an idle gaze ; b
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For well they know the cow-yarG vields mo more
Its tempting f; ce, nor its wint’ry store.
Reluctance their steps, sedate and slow ;
The right of conquest all tE: law they know :
Snbol;gnate they one by one succeed ;

And one among them always takes the lead,

Is ever foremost, wheresoe'er they stray ;

Allow'd precedence, undisputed sway ;

With jeagous pride her station is maintain’d,

For many a broil that post of honour gain'd.

At home, the yard affords a grateful scene;

For Spring makes e’en a miry cow-yard clean.
Thence from its chalky bed behold convey'd
The rich manure that drenching winter made,
Which pil'd near home, grows green with many a
A promis’d nutriment for Autumn’s seed. [weed,
Forth comes the Maid, and like the morning smiles;
The Mistress too, and follow’d close by Giles.

A friendly tripod forms their humble seat,

With pails bright scour’d, and delicately sweet.
Where shadowing elms obstruct the morning ray,
Begins their work, begins the simple lay ;

The full-charg’d udder yields its willing streams,
While Mary sings some lover’s amorous dreams ;
And crouching Giles beneath a neighbouring tree
Tugs o’er his pail, and chants with equal glee.
Whose hat with tatter’d brim, of nap so bare,
From the cow’s side K:rloins a coat of hair,

A mottled ensign of his harmless trade,

An unambitious, peaceable cockade.

As unambitious too that cheerful aid

The mistress yields beside her rosy maid ;

With joy she views her plenteous reeking store,
And bears a brimmer to the dairy door ;

Her cows dismiss’d, the luscious mead to roam,
Till eve again recall them loaded home.

And now the Dairy claims her choicest care,
And half her household find employment there :
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Slow rolls the churn, its load of clogging cream
At once foregoes its quality and name ;

From knotty particles first floating wide
Congealing butter’s dash’d from side to side ;
Streams of new milk thro’ flowing coolers stray,
And snow-white curd abounds, and wholesome

whey.

Due north tyh’ unglazed windows, cold and clear,
For warming sunbeams are unwelcome here.
Brisk goes the work beneath each busy hand,
And Giles must trudge, whoever gives command ;
A Gibeonite, that serves them all by turns :
He drains the pump, from him the faggot burns :
From him the noisy hogs demand their food ;
While at his heels run many a chirping brood,
Or down his path in expectation stand,
With equal tﬁauns upon his strewing hand.
Thus wastes the morn, till each with pleasure sees
The bustle o’er, and press’d the new-made cheese.

Unrivall’d stands thy country CugesE, O Giles f
Whose very name alone engenders smiles ;
Whose fame abroad by every tor;igue is spoke,
The well-known butt of many a flinty joke,
That pass like current coin the nation through ;
And, ah! experience proves the satire true,
Provision's grave, thou ever-craving mart,
Dependant, huge Metropolis ! where Art
Her pouring thousands stows in breathless rooms,
’Midst pois’nous smokes and steams, and rattling

ooms ;

Where Grandeur revels in unbounded stores ;
Restraint, a slighted stranger at their doors !
Thou, like a whirlpool, drain’st the countries round,
Till London market, London price, resound
Through every town, round every passing load,
And dairy produce throngs the eastern road :
Delicious veal, and butter, every hour,
From Essex lowlands, and the banks of Stour ;
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And further far, where num’rous herd repose,
From Orwell’s brink, from Weveny, or Ouse,
Hence Suffolk dairy-wives run mad for cream,
And leave their milk with nothing but its name :
Its name derision and reEroach pursue,  [blue.
And strangers tell of ‘three-times skimmed sky-
To cheese converted, what can be its boast ?
‘What, but the common virtues of a !
If drought o’ertake it faster than the knife,
Most fair it bids for stubborn length of life,
And, like the oaken shelf whereon ’tis laid,
Mocks the weak efforts of the bending blade ;
Or in the hog-trough rests in perfect spite,
Too big to swallow, and too hard to bite.
Inglorious victory ! Ye Cheshire meads,
Or Severn’s flow'ry dales, where plenty treads,
Was your rich m;'lyk to suffer wrongs like these,
Farewell your pride ! farewell renowned cheese !
The skimmer dread, whose ravages alone
Thus turn the mead’s sweet nectar into stone.

NEGLecTeD now the early daisy lies :
Nor thou, pale primrose, bloom’st the only t‘rrize:
Advancing Srrixc profusely spreads abroa
Flow’rs of all hues, with sweetest fragrance stor'd ;
Where’er she treads, Love gladdens every plain,
Delight on tiptoe bears her lucid train ;
Sweet Hope with conscious brow before her flies,
Anticipating wealth from Summer skies ;
All Nature feels her renovating sway ;
The sheep-fed pasture, and the meadow gay ;
And trees, and shrubs, no longer budding seen,
Display the new-grown branch of lighter green ;
On airy downs the shepherd idling hes,.
And sees.to-morrow in the marbled skies.
Here then, my soul, thy darling theme pursue,
For every day was Giles a Sukruern too.

Small was his charge : no wilds had they to roam
But bright enclosures circling round their home.
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Nor yellow-blossom’d furze, nor stubborn thorn,
The heath’s rough produce, had their fleeces torn*
Yet ever roving, ever seeking thee,
Enchanting spirit, dear Variety !
O happy tenants, prisoners of a day!
Releas'd to ease, to pleasure, and to play;
Indulg’d through every field by turns to range,
And taste them all in one continual change.
For though luxuriant their grassy food,
Sheep long confin’d but loathe the present good ;
Bleating around the homeward gate they meet,
And starve, and pine, with plenty at their feet.
Loos’d from the winding lane, a joyful throng,
See, o’er yon pasture how they pour along!
Giles round their boundaries takes his usual stroll ;
Sees every pass secur'd, and fences whole ;
High fences, proud to charm the gazing eye,
Where many a n&tling first assays to fly ;
‘Where blows the woodbine, faintly streak’d with red,
And rests on every bough its tender head ;
Round the young ash its twining branches meet,
Or crown tge hawthorn with its odours sweet.

Say, ye that know, ye who have felt and seen,
Spring’s morning smiles, and soul-enliv’ning green,
Say, did you give the thrilling transport way?
Did your eye brighten, when young lambs at play
Leap’d o’er your path with animated pride,
Or gaz’d in merry clusters by your side ?
Ye who can smile, to wisdom no disgrace,
At the arch meaning of a kitten's face ;
If spotless innocence, and infant mirth,
Excites to praise, or gives reflection birth ;
In shades like these pursue your fav'rite joy,
Mid’st Nature’s revels, sports that never cloy.

A few begin a short but vigorous race,
And indolence abash’d soon flies the place ;
Thus cballeng’d forth, see thither one by one,
From every side assembling playmates run;
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A thousand wily antics inark their stay,

A starting crowd impatient of delay.

Like the fond dove from fearful pnson freed,
Each seems to say, * Come, let us try our speed ;’
Away they scour, im us, ardent, strong,
The green turf trembling as they bound along ;
Adown the slope, then up the hillock climb,
Where every molehill is 2 bed of thyme ;

There pantinf sto‘p; yet scarcely can refrain ;

A bird, a leaf, will set them off again :

Or, if a gale with strength unusual blow,
Scatt’ring the wild-briar roses into snow,

Their little limbs increasing efforts try,

Like the torn nower the fair assemblage fly.

Ah, fallen rose! sad emblem of their doom ;
Frail as thyself, they perish while they bloom !
Though unoffendimg innocence may plead,
Though frantic ewes may mourn the savage deed
Their shepherd comes, a messenger of blood,
And drivef:ot(;lem bleating from their sports ana

Care loads his brow, and pity wrings his heart,
For lo, the murd’ring Burcner with his cart
Demands the firstlings of his flock to die,
And makes a sport of life and liberty !
His gay companions Giles beholds no more ;
Clos'd are their eyes, their fleeces drench’d in gore;
Nor can Compassion, with her softest notes,
Withhold the knife that plunges through their
throats.

Down, indignation! hence, ideas foul !
Away the shocking image from my soul !
Let kindlier visitants attend my way,
Beneath approaching Summer’s fervid ray ;
Nor thankless glooms obtrude, nor cares anmoy,
Whilst the sweet theme is universal joy.
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ARGUMENT.

Turnis sowing.—Wheat i, ~—Sparrows.—Insects,—The
o ar e g T iy sy, done
hh-ns/ the —TAhe gndcr.—N‘;‘l ;ad o810,

—H -home. —Reflections, &c.

II.

1 Faruzr’s life displays n ev
A moral lesson to :gfp sen{;al he:rt.ry part
Though in the lap of plenty, thoughtful still,
He looks beyond the present good or ill ;
Nor estimates alone one blessing’s worth,
From chan; seasons, or capricious earth ;
But views the future with the present hours,
And looks for failures as he looks for showers ;
‘l';or casual as for certain want r N

nd round his the reeking haystack rears ;
Or clover, blou?:l:gd lovely to the Zight,
His team’s rich store through many a wintry night.
What tho’ abundance round his dwelling spreads,
Though ever moist his self-improvi
Supply his dairy with a copi usf;:ngi,
And seem to promise unexhausted food ;
That promise fails, when buried deep in snow,
And vegetative juices cease to flow.
For this, his plough turns up the destin’d lands,
Whence stormy Winter draws its full demands ;
For this, the seed thinutely small he sows,
Whence, sound and sweet, the hardy turnip grows.
But how unlike to Arr’s closing days!
High climbs the Sun, and darts his pow’rful rays; .
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Whitens the fresh-drawn mould, and pierces
through

The cumbrous clods that tumble round the plough.

O’er heaven’s bright azure hence with joyful

eyes

The farmerysees dark clouds assembling rise ;
Borne o’er his fields a heavy torrent falls,
And strikes the earth in hasty driving squalls.
¢ Right welcome down, ye precious drops,’ he cries;
But soon, too soon, the partial blessing flies.
¢ Boy, bring thy harrows, try how decp the rain
Has forc'd its way.’ He comes, but comes in vain ;
Dry dust beneath the bubbling surface lurks,
And mocks his pains the more, the more he works :
Still midst huge clods he plunges on forlorn,
That laugh his harrows and the shower to scorn.
E’en thus the living clod, the stubborn fool
Resists the stormy lectures of the school,
Till tried with gentler , the d to please,
His head imbibes right reason by degrees ;
As when from eve till morning’s wakeful hour,
Light comstant rain, evinces secret pow’r,
And ere the day resumes its wonted smiles,
Presents a cheerful easy task for Giles.
Down with a touch the mellow’d soil is laid,
And yon tall crop next claims his timely aid ;
Thither well pleas’d he hies, assured to find
‘Wild trackless haunts, and objects to his mind.

Shot up from broad rank blmiu that droop below,
The nodding wiueaT-ar forms a graceful bow,
With milky kernels starting full, weighed down,
Ere yet the sun hath ting’d its head with brown;
Whilst thousands in a flock, for ever gay,
Loud chirping sparrows welcome on the day,
And from the mazes of the leafy thom
Drop one by one upon the bending corn.
Giles with a pole assails their close retreats,

- And round the grass-grown dewy border beats
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On either side coms etely overspread,
Here branches bend, there corn o’ertops his head.
Green covert, hail! for through the varying year
No hours so sweet, no scene to him so dear.
Here Wisdom’s placid eye delighted sees
His frequent intervals of lonely ease,
And % one ray his infant soul inspires,
Just kindling there her never-dying fires,
Whence solitude derives peculiar charms,
‘}nd hi:ven;lirected thbt:)ngl;lt hlifghbos%mdwarms.
ust where the parti ugh’s light shadows play,
Scarce in the sgade, ,1;101- ingthe scorching da.yl,, 4
Stretch’d on the turf he lies, a peopled bed,
Where swarming insects creep around his head.
The small dust-colour’d beetle climbs with pai
O’er the smooth plaintain-leaf, a spacious plain ?
Thence higher stﬁl, by countless steps convey’'d,
He gains the summit of a shivering blade,
And flirts his filmy wings, and looks around,
Exulting in his distance from the ground.
The tender speckled moth here dancing seen,
The vaulting grasshopper of glossy green,
And all ﬁﬁc Summer’s sporting train,
Their little lives by various powers sustain.
But what can unassisted vision do?
IViV_hat, but recoil l:’he;ie _ml:)st 1tth wot{ldhpursue ;
is t ut finish with a sigh,
Whep:z::singmwahng' speaks the :l:g-hzrk nigh!
Just starting the corn she cheerly sings,
And trusts with conscious pride her downy wings;
Still louder breathes, and in the face of day
Mounts up, and calls on Giles to mark her way.
Close to his ez:nhis hat he instant bends,
And forms a friendly telescope, that lends
. Just aid enough to dull the glaring light,
And place the wand’ring bird before his sight ,
. Yet oft beneath a cloud she sweeps along,
Lost for awile, yet pours her varied song .
B
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He views the spot, and as the cloud moves by,
Again she stretches up the clear blue sky ;
Her form, her motion, undistinguish’d quite,
Save when she wheels direct from shade to light :
The flutt’ring songstress a mere speck became,
Like fancy’s floating bubbles in a dream ;
He sees her yet, but yielding to repose,
Unwittingly his jaded eyelids close.
Delicious s{eep! From sleep who could forbear,
With no more guilt than Giles, and no more care ?
Peace o'er his slumbers waves her guardian wing,
Nor conscience once disturbs him with a sting ;
He wakes refresh’d from ev’ry trivial pain,
And takes his pole and brushes roun n.fam

Its dark-green hue, its sicklier tints all fail,
And rip'ning harvest rustles in the gale.
A glorious sight, if glory dwells below,
Where Heaven’s munificence makes all the show,
O’er every field and lg;:den prospect found,
That ghdrz tge ploughman’s Sunday morning’s

round,

When on some eminence he takes his stand,
To judge the smiling produce of the land.
Here Vanity slinks back, her head to hide-:
What is there here to flatter human pride ?
The tow’ring fabric, or the dome’s loud roar,
And stedfast columns, may astonish more,
Where the charm’d gazer long delighted stays,
Yet trac’d but to the architect the praise ;
Whilst here, the veriest clown that treads the

SOd;

Without one scruple gives the praise to Gob ;
And twofold joys possess his raptur’d mind,
From gratitude and admiration join'd. .

Here, midst the boldest triumphs of her worth,
Nature herself invites the Rearens forth ;
Dares the keen sickle from its twelvemonth’s rest,
And gives that ardour which in every breast
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From inf: to alike appears,
When thm shaeg& its plml:al;'entbp uprears.
No rake takes here what Heaven to all bestows—
Children of want, for you the bounty flows !
And every cottage from the plenteous store,
Receives a burden nightly at its door.  [along:

Hark! where the sweeping scythe now rips
Each sturdy mower emulous and strong ;
Whose writhing form meridian heat deges,
Bends o’er his work, and every sinew tries ;
Prostrates the waving treasure at his feet,
But spares the rising clover, short and sweet.
Come, Health! come,Jollity ! light-footed, come ;
Here hold your revels, and make this your heme.
Each heart awaits and hails you as its own ;
Each moisten’d brow, that scoens to wear a frown:
Th unEeo‘rled dwelling mourns its tenants stray'd ;
E’en the domestic laughing dairy-maid
Hies to the rreLD, the general toil to share.
Meanwhile the Farmer quits his elbow-chair,
His cool brick-floor, his pitcher, and his ease,
And braves the sultry beams, and gladly sees
His gates thrown open, and his team abroad,
The ready group attendant on his word,
To turn the swarth, the quivering load to rear,
Or ply the busy rake, the land to clear.
Summer’s light garb itself now cumbrous grown,
Eacn his thin doublet in the shade throws down ;
Where oft the mastiff sculks with half-shut eye,
And rouses at the stranger passing by ;
‘Whilst unrestrain’d the social converse flows,
And every breast Love’s powerful impulse knows,
And rival wits with more than rustic grace
Confess the presence of a pretty face.

For, lo! encircled there, the lovely Ma,
In youth’s own bloom and native smles array’d;
Her hat awry, divested of her gown,
Her creaking stays of leather, stout and brown ;—
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Invidious barrier! why art thou so high,

When the slight covering of her neck slips by,

There half revealing to the eager sight

Her full, ripe bosom, exquisitely white?

In many a local tale of less mirth,

And many a jest of momentary birth,

She bears a part, and as she stops to speak,

Strokes back the ringlets from her glowing cheek.
Now noon gone by, and four declining hours,

The weary limbs relax their boasted powers ;

Thirst rages strong, the fainting spirits fail,

And ask the sov'reign cordial, home-brew’d ale:

Beneath some shelt’ring heap of yellow corn

Rests the hoop'd keg, and friendly cooling horn,

That mocks alike the goblet’s brittle frame,

Its costlier potions, and its nobler name.

To Mary first the brimming draught is given

By toil made welcome as the dews of heaven,

And never lip that press'd its homely edge

Had kinder blessings or a heartier p¥edge.

Of wholesome viands here a banquet smiles,

A common cheer for all ;—e’en bumble Giles,

Who joys his trivial services to yield

Amidst the fragrance of the open field ;

Oft doom’d in suffocating heat to bear

The cobweb'd barn’s impure and dusty air;

To ride in murky state the panting steed,

Destin’d aloft th’ unloaded grain to tread,

Where, in his path as heaps on heaps are thrown,

He rears, and plunges the loose mountain down:

Laborious task ! with what delight when done

Both horse and rider greet th’ unclouded sun !
Yet by th’ unclouded sun are hourly bred

The bold assailants that surround thine head,

Poor patient Ball! and with insulting wing

Roar 1n thine ears, and dart the piercing sting :

In thy behalf the crest-wav’d boughs avail

More than thy short-clipt remnant of a tail,
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A moving mockery, a useless name,

A living proof of cruelty and shame.

Shame to the man, whatever fame he bore,

Who took from thee what man can ne’er restore,

Thy weapon of defence, thy chiefest good,

WI{en swarming flies contending suck thy blood.

Nor thine alone the suff’ring, thine the care,

The fretful Ewe bemoans-an equal share ;

Tormented into sores, her head she hides,

Or angry brushes from her new-shorn sides.

Penn’grm the yard, e’en now at closing day

. Unruly Cows with mark’d impatience stay,

And vainly striving to escape their foes,
The pail kick down ; a piteous current flows.
Is’t not enough that plagues like these molest?
Must still another foe annoy their rest?
He comes, the pest and terror of the yard,
His full-fledg’d progeny’s imperious guard ;
The Ganper ;—spiteful, insolent, and bold,
At the colt’s footlock takes his daring hold:
There, serpent-like, escapes a dreadful blow ;

- And straight attacks a poor defenceless cow :
Each booby goose th’ unworthy strife enjoys,
And hails his prowess with redoubled noise.
Then back he stalks, of self-importance full,
Seizes the sh: foretop of the bull,

Till whirl'd aloft he falls; a timely check,
Enough to dislocate his worthless neck:

For lo! of old, he boasts an honour’d wound;
Behold that broken wing that trails the ground!
Thus fools and bravoes kindred pranks pursue;
As savage quite, and oft as fatal too.

Happy the man that foils an envious elf,

Using the darts of spleen to serve himself.

As when by turns the strolling Swine engage
The utmost efforts of the bully’s rage,

Whose nibbling warfare on the grunter’s side
Is welcome pleasure to his bristly ltide
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Gently he stoops, or stretcht at ease along,

Enjoys the insults of the gabbling throng,

That march exulting round his fallen head,

As human victors trample on their dead. [thou!
Still TwirioaT, welcome! Rest, how sweet art

Now eve o’erhangs the western cloud’s thick brow:

The far-stretch’d curtain of retiring light,

With fiery treasures fr:u:ght; that on the sight

Flash from its bulging sides, where darkness ours,

In Fancy’s eye, a chain of mould’ring tow’rs;

Orec coasts just rising into view,

Midst jav’lins dire, and darts of streaming blue.
Anon tir'd labourers bless then shelt’ring home

When MipwicaT, and the frightful Tempest

.come,

The Farmer wakes, and sees with silent dread

The angry shafts of Heaven gleam round his bod ;

The bursting cloud reiterated roars,

Shakes his straw roof, and jars his bolted doors :

The slow-wing’d storm along the troubled skies

Spreads-its dark course; the winds begin to rise;

And full-leaf'd elms, his dwelling’s shade by day,

With mimic thunder give its fury way:

Sounds in his chimney top a doleful peal,

Midst pouring rain, or gusts of rattling hail ;

With tenfold danger low the tempest bends,

And ?“iCk and strong thesulph’rous flame descends:

The fright'ned mastff from his kennel flies,

And cninges at the door with piteous cries—
Where now's the trifler? where the child of

pride?

These are the moments when the heart is tried !

Nor lives the man with conscience e’er go clear,

But feels a solemn, reverential fear;

Feels too a joy relieve his aching breast,

When the spent storm hath howl’d itself to rest.

Still welcome beats the long continued show'r,

. And sleep ptotracted, comes with double pow’r ;
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Calm dreams of bliss bring on the morning sun,
For every barn is fill'd, and Harvest done’

Now, ere sweet Summer bids its long adieu,
And winds blow keen where late the blossom grew,
The bustling day and {jovial ight must come,
The long accustom’d feast of Harvesr-noMz.
No blood-stain’d victory, in story bright,

Can give the philosophic mind delight;

No trrumph please while rage and death destrey:
Reflection sickens at the monstrous joy.

And where the joy, if rightly understood,

Like cheerful prase for universal good?

The soul nor check nor doubtful anguish knows,
But free and pure the gratefal current flows.
Behold the sound oak table’s massy frame
Bestride the kitchen floor! the careful dame
And gen’rous host invite their friends around,
While all that clear'd the crop, or tilI'd the ground,
Are guests by right of custom:—old and young;
And many a neighbouring yeomen join the throng,
‘With artizans that lent their dex’trous aid,

When o’er each field the flaming sun-beams play’d.

Yet Plenty reigns, and from her boundless hoard,
Though not one ]e]ly trembles on the board,
Sn]m the feast with all that sense can crave ;

1th all that made our great forefathers brave,
Ere the cloy'd palate countless flavours tried,
And cooks had Nature’s judgment set aside.
‘With thanks to Heaven, and tales of rustic lere,
The mansion echoes when the banquet’s o'er ;
A wider circle spreads, and smiles abound.

As quick the frotlnn%1 horn performs its round ;
Care’s mortal foe ; that sprightly joys imparts
To cheer the frame and e'ievate their hearts.
Here, fresh and brown, the hazel’s produce lies
In temnpting heaps, and Peals of laughter rise,
And crackling Music, with the frequent Song,
Unheeded bear the midnight hour along.
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Here once a year Distinction low’rs its crest,

The master, servant, and the merry guest,

Are equal all ; and round the happy ring

The reaper’s eyes exulting glances fling,

And, warm’d with gratitude, he quits his place,
With sun-burnt hands and ale-enliven'd face,
Refills the jug his honour’d host to tend,

To serve at once the master and the friend ;
Proud thus to meet his smiles, to share his tale,
His nuts, his conversation, and his ale.

Such were the days—of days long past I sing,
When Pride gave p{ace to Mirth without a sting ;
Ere tyrant customs strength sufficient bore
To violate the feelings of the poor ;

To leave them distanc’d in the mad’ning race,
Where’er Refinement shews its hated face :
Nor causeless hated ;—'tis the peasant’s curse,
That hourly makes his wretched station worse ;

2) Destroys life’s intercourse ; the social plan

hat rank to rank cements, as man to man :
Wealth flows around him, fashion lordly reigns :
Yet poverty is his, and mental pains.

Methinks I hear the mourner thus impart
The stifled murmurs of his wounded heart :

‘ Whence comes this change, ungracious, irksome,
cold ?

Whence the new grandeur that mine eyes behold 2

The wid'ning distance which I daily see ?

Has Wealth done this ?—then Wealth’s a foe to

me ;
Foe to our rights ; that leaves a pow’rful few
The paths of emulation to pursue :—
For emulation stoops to us no more :
The hope of humble industry is o’er ;
The blameless hope, the cheering sweet presage
Of future comforts for declining age.
Can my sons share from this paternal hand
The profits with the labours of the land 1
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No; tho’ indulgent Heaven its blessing deigns,
Where's the small farm to suit my scanty means ?
Content, the Poet sings, with us resides ;
In lonely cots like mine the damsel hides ;
And wilf he then in raptur'd visions tell
That sweet Content with Want can ever dwell.
A barley loaf, ’tis true, my table crowns,
That fast diminishing in lusty rounds,
Stops Nature’s cravings ; yet her sighs will flow
From knowing this,—that once it was not so.
Our annual feast, when Earth her plenty yields,
‘When crown’d with boughs the last load quits the

fields,
The aspect still of ancient joy puts on,
The aspect only, with the gugc?uce gone :
The self-same Horn is still at our command,
But serves none now but the plebeian hand :
For home-hrew’d Ale, neglected and debas’d,
Is quite discarded from the realms of taste.
Where unaffected Freedom charm’d the soul,
The separate table and the costly bowl,
Copol as the blast that checks the budding Spring,
A mockery of gladness round them fling.
For oft the Farmer, ere his heart approves,
Yields up the custom which he dearly loves :
Refinement forces on him like a tide ;
Bold innovations down its current ride,
That bear no peace beneath their showy dress,
Nor add one tittle to his happiness.
His guests selected ; rank’s punctilios known ;
What trouble waits upon a casual frown !
Restraint’s foul manacles his pleasures maim ;
Q1. A g\le!tﬂ 1, tod rk aim:
Nor reigns that joy, when hand in hand they join,
That good old Master felt in shaking mine.
Heaven bleos. his memory! bless his honour'd
name !

(The poor will speak his lasting worthy fame :)
*P
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Tosoula fur 'd strength and guidance give,

goodness live :
Let have xs dne my cot shall be
From chilling want and guilty murmurs free -
Let labour have its due ;—then peace is mine,
And never, never shall my heart repine.’
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Acarn, the year's decline, midst storms and floods,

The thund’ring chase, the yellow fading woods,

Invite my song ; that fain would boldly tel

Of upland coverts, and the echoing dell,

By turns resounding loud, at eve and morn

The swineherd’s halloo, or the huntsman’s horn.
No more the fields with scatter’d grain supply

The restless wand’ring tenants of the sry ;

From oak to oak they run with eager haste,

And wrangling share the first delicious taste

. Of fallen Acorws ; yet but thinly foand

Till the strong gale have shook them to the ground.

It comes ; and roaring woods obedient wave :

Their home well pleas’d the joint adventurersleave :

The trudging sow leads forth her numerous young,

Playful, and white, ard clean, the briare among,

Till briars and thorns increasing, fence them round,

‘Where last year's mould’ring leaves bestrew the

ground,

And o’er their heads, loud lash’d by furious squails,

Bright from their cups the rattling treasure falls ;

Hot thirsty food ; ce doubly sweet and cool

The welcome margin of some rush-grown pool,

The wild duek’s lonely haunt, whose jealous eve

Guards every point ; who sits prepar'd to fiy,
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On the calm bosom of her little lake,

Too closely screen’d for ruffian winds to shake ;
And as the bold intruders press around,

At once she starts, and rises with a bound

With bristles rais’d the sudden noise they hear,
And ludicrously wild, and wing’d with fear,

The herd decamp with more than swinish speed,
And snorting duﬁ thro’ sedge, and rush, and reed ;
Through tangling thickets headlong on they go,
Then stop, and listen for their fancied foe ;

“The hindmost still the growing panic spreads,
Repeated fright the first alarm succeeds, .
Till Folly’s wages, wounds and thorns, they reap :
Yet glorying in their fortunate escape,

Their groundless terrors by degrees soon cease,

And Night's dark reign restores their wonted peace.
For now the gale subsides, and from each bough
The roosting pheasant’s short but frequent crow
Invites to rest ; and huddling side by side,

The herd in closest ambush seek to hide ;

_ Seek some warm slope with shagged moss
o’erspread,
Dry’d leaves their copious covering and their bed.

In vain may Giles, thro’ gathering glooms that fall,

e days and nightsthe midst theirstore,
Nor quit tyhe wood§g till oa{st‘:::r{ yield no more.
Beyond bleak Winter’s rage, beyond the Spring

That rolling Earth’s unvarying course will bring,
Who tills tie ground looks on with mental eye,
And sees next Summer’s sheaves and cloudless
And even now, whilst Nature’s beauty dies, [sky ;
Deposits Seep, and bids new harvests rise;

Seed well pre%n'd, and warm’d with glowing lime,
’Gainst earth-bred grubs, and cold, and lapse of

time : .
For searching frosts and various ills invade,
Whilst wintry months depress the springing blade,
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The plough moves heavily, and strong the soul,
And clogging harrows with augmented toil
Dive deep : and clinging mixes with the mould
A fatt’ning treasure from the nﬂy fold,
And all the cow-yard’s highly d store,
That late bestrew’d the blacken’d surface o’er.
No idling hours are here, when Fancy trims
Her dancing taper over outstretch’'d imbs,
And in her thousand thousand colours drest,
Plays round the grassy couch of noontide rest :
Here Giles for hours of idleness atones
With strong exertion, and with weary bones,
And knows no leisure ; till the distant chime
Of Sabbath bells he hears at sermon time,
That down the brook sound sweetly in the gale,
Or strike the rising hill, or skim the dale.

Nor his alone the sweets of ease to taste :
Kind rest extends to all ;—save one poor beast,
That true to time and pace, is doom’sot.;) plod,
To bring the Pastor to the House or Gop :
Mean structure ; where no bones of heroes lie |
The rude inelegance of pov
Reigns here alone : else why that roof of straw ?
Those narrow windows with the frequent flaw ?
O’er whose low cells the dock and mallow spread,
And rampant nettles lift the spiry head,
‘Whilst from the hollows of the tower on high
The grey-cap’d daws in saucy legions fly.

Round these low walls assembling neighbours

meet,
And tread departed friends beneath their feet ;
And new-briar'd graves that prompt the secret

sigh,
Shew eacl;lthe spot wh::le he himself must lie.
Midst timely {eetm gs viliage news round,
Of crops late shorn, or crops that dec%ot:e ground
Experienc’d ploughmen in the circle join;
w 'estunlyboys,infeauofstmngtﬁtoshine
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With pride elate thsir y: asseciates brave

To j from hollow ing grave to grave ;
Then ¢ consulting, each his talent lends

To t{la.n fresh sports when tedious service ends.
Hither at times, with cheerfulness of soul, [stroll,
Sweet village Maids from neighbouring hamlets
That like the light-heel'd does o’er lawns that rove,
Look shyly cunous ; rip’ning into love ;

For love’s their errand : hence the tints that glow
On either cheek, an heighten'd lustre know:
When, conscious of their charms, e’en Age looks

And nptn.Z ‘beams from Youth's observant eye.
The pride of such , Nature's pride,

Was lowely Poze ;* innoeently tried,

With hat of airy shape and ribands gay,

Love to inspire, and stand in Hymen’s way :

But, ere her twentieth sumamer could expand,

Or youth was render'’d happy with her hand,

Her mind’s serenity was lost and gone,

Her eye grew languid, and she wept aloae;

Yetcauseless seenr’d her grief; for quick restrain’d,

Mirth follow’d loud, or indignation reign’d :

. Whims wild and simple led her from her home,
The heath, the common, or the fields to roam :
Terror and joy aiternate rul’d her hours ;

Now blithe she cnng. and gather'd useless flow’rs ;
Now pluck’d a tender twig from every bough,
To whip the hovering demons from her brow.
Ili-fated Maid! thy guiding spark is fled,
And lasti wmchog:m awaits thy bed--
Thy bed of straw ! for mark, where even now
Q’er their lost child afflicted parents bow ;
Their woe she knows not, but ﬁrvenely coy.
Inverted customs yield her sullen joy ;
Her midnight meals in secresy she takes,
Low mutt’ring to the moon, that rising breass
® Mary Rayner, of Ixworth Thorp,
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Through night’s dark gloom :—ob, how much
maere forlorn

Her night, that knows of no returning dawn !—
Slow from the thresheld, ence her infant seat,
O’er the cold earth she crawls to her retreat ;
Quitting the cet’s warm walls unhous’d te lie,
Or share the swine’s impure and narrow sty ;
The damp night air her shivering limbs assails ;
In dreams she moans, and fancied wrongs bewails.
Whea morning 'wakes, none earlier rous’d than

she,

When pendeat drops fall glitt'ﬁlj from the troa ;

But aought her rayless melancholy cheers,

Or sooths her twreast, or stops her streaming tears.

Her matted locks unotnamented flow ;

.Clasping her knees, and waving to and fro ;—

Her bow’d down, her faded cheeks to hide ;—

A piteous moucaer by the pathway side.

Some tufled molehill through the liv day

She calls her threne ; there weeps her life away :

And oft the gaily passing stranger stays

His well-tim’d step, and takes a silent gaze,

Till sympathetic unbidden start,

And pangs quick springing muster round his heart;

And soft he treads with other gazers round,

And fain weuld catch her sorrow’s plaintive sound :

One word alone is all that strikes the ear,

One short, pathetic, simple word,—Oh dear

A thousand times repeated to the wind,

That wafts the sigh, but leaves the pang behind !
For ever of the proffer'd parley shy,

She hears th’ unwelcome foot advancing nigh ;

Nor quite unconscious of her wretched ph ,

Gives one 8ad look, and hurries out of sight—
Fair promis’d sunbeams of terrestrial bliss,

Health’s gallaat hopes,—and are ye sunk to this?

For in life’s road though thorns abundant grow,

There still are joys poor Poll can never know ;
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Joys which the companions of her prime
Sig, as they driftgaaylong saream of time ;

At eve to hear beside their tranquil home

The lifted latch, that speaks the lover come :
That love matur'd, next playful on the knee
To press the velvet lip J infancy ;

To stay the tottering step, the features trace ;—
Inestimable sweets of social peace !

O Trovu, who bidst the vernal juices rise!
Thou, on whose blasts autumnal foliage flies !
Let Peace ne’er leave me, nor my heart grow cold,
‘Whilst life and sanity are mine to hold.  [seed,

Shorn of their flow’rs that shed th’ untreasur’d
The withering pasture, and the fading mead,
Less tempting , diminish more and more,
The dairy’s pride ; sweet Summer’s flowing store.
New cares succeed, and gentle duties press,
Where the fire-side, a school of tenderness,
Revives the languid chirp, and warms the blood
Of cold-nipt weaklings of the latter brood,

That from the shell just bursting into day,
Through yard or pond pursue their vent’rous way.

Far weightier cares and wider scenes expand ;
What devastation marks the new-sown land !
¢ From hungry woodland foes go, Giles, and guard
The rising%vr{w; ensure its great reward :

A future sustenance, a Summer’s pride,
Demand thy vigilance : then be it tried :

Exert thy voice, and wield ttlhi{ shotless gun:
Go, there from morn till setting sun.”

Keen blows the blast, or ceaseless rain descends ;

The half-stript hedge a shelter lends.

O for a Hovel, e'er so small or low,

Whose roof, repelling winds and early snow
Might bring home’s comforts fresh be(zre his eyes!
No sooner thought, than see the structure rise,
In some sequester’d nook, embank’d around,
Sods for its walls, and suaw in burdens bound :
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Dried fuel hoarded is his richest store,

And circling smoke obscures his little door ;

Whence creeping forth, to duty’s calls he yi

And strolls the Crusoe of the lonely fields.

On whitethorns tow’ring, and the leafless rose,

A frost-nipt feast in bright vermilion glows :

Where clust’ring sloes in glossy order rise,

He crops the loaded branch ¥a cumb’rous prize ;

And o’er the flame the sputt’ring fruit he rests,

Placing green sods to seat his coming guests;

Hisguests by promise ; playmates youngand gay :—

But ah ! fresh pastimes lure their steps away !

He sweeps his hearth, and homeward looks in vain,

Till feeling Disappointment’s cruel pain,

His fairy revels are exchang’d for rage,

His banquet marr'd, grown dull his hermitage.

The field becomes his prison, till on high

Benighted birds to shades and coverts fly.

Mdst air, health, daylight, can he prisoner be ?

If fields are prisons, where is Li ?

Here still she dwells, and here her votaries stroll ;

But disappointed hope untunes the soul :

Restraints unfelt whilst hours of rapture flow,

When troubles press, to chains and Barriers grow.
Look then from trivial up to greater woes :

From the poor bird-bo’y ith his roasted sloes,

To where &? dungeon’d mourner heaves the sigh;

Where not one cheering sunbeam meets his eye.

Though ineffectual pity thine may be,

No wealth, no pow’r, to set the captive free;

Though only to thy.ravish’d sight 1s given

The golden path that Howarp trod to heaven ;

Thy slights can make the wretched more forlorn,

And deeper drive affliction’s barbed thorn.

Say not, ¢ I'll come and cheer thy gloomy cell

‘With news of dearest friends ; how good, how well:

T’ll be a joyful herald to thine heart :’

Then fail, and play the worthless trifler’s part,
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To sip flat pleasures from th ’s brim,
And gaste lt)he precious hourythg:;:due to him.
In mercy spare the base unmanly blow :
Where can he turn, to whom complain of you?
Back to past joys in vain his thoughts may stray,
Trace and retrace the beaten worn-ont way,
The rankling injury will pierce his breast,
And curses on thee break his midnight rest.
Bereft of song, and ever-cheering green,

The soft endearments of the Summer scene,
New harmony pervades the solemn wood,
Dear to the soul, and healthful to the blood :
For bold exertion follows on the sound
Of distant 'sportsmen, and the chiding hound ;
First heard kennel bursting, mad with joy,
Where smiling Evsron boasts her good Frrzrey,
Lord of pure alms, and gifts that wide extend ;
The farmer’s patron, and the poor man’s friend :
Whose mansion glitt'ring with the eastern ray,
Whose elevated temple, points the way,
O’er slopes and lawns, the park’s extensive pride,
To where the victims of the chase reside.
'}n lf"d in]eunh, m con;lciom safety warm,

ill lo! a plot eir ing harm.
E In whgst hc;x;umlt;fdsdnk mm:gd morn,

re yet one rosy cloud bespeaks dawn,
Whilst far ab::Zd the Fox pursues his prey,
He’s doom’d to risk the perils of the day,
From his strong hold block’d out; perhaps to bleed,
Or owe his life to fortune or to .
For now the pack, impatient rushing on,
Range through the darkest coverts one by one ;
Trace every spot ; whilst down each noble glade
That guides the eye beneath a changeful shade,
The loit’ring sportsman feels th’ instinctive flame,
And checks his steed to mark the springing game.
Midst intersecting cuts and winding ways
The huntsman cheers his dogs, and anxious strays
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‘Where every narrow riding, even shorn.
Give;r:%ck the echo of his mellow horn :
Till and lightsome, ev yntried,
The starting ful;lggve leaps bethm,
His lifted finger to his ear he plies,

 And the view halloo bids a chorus rise
Ofdogsquick-momh’d,a.ndshouuthatmin loud,
As bursting thunder rolls from cloud to cloud. |
With ears erect, and chest of vigorous mould,
O’er ditch, o’er fence, unconquerably bold,
The shining courser lengthens bound,
And hisstrong foot-lockssuck the motsten’d ground,
As from the confines of the wood they pour,
And joyous villages partake the roar.
O’er heath far stretch’d, or down, or low,
The stiff-limb’d peasant, glerying in the show,
Pursu:: in vain ; whemh youh itself'soon tires,

ite of the transportsthat the chase inspires ;
%‘gr who unmounted long can charm the eye,

Or hear the music of the leading cry ?

Poor faithful Trouncer / thou canst fead no more ;
All thy fatigues and all thy triumphs o’er !
Triumphs of worth, whose honorary fame
Was still to follow true the hunted game ;
Beneath enormous oaks, Britannia’s boast,

In thick impenetrable coverts lost,

When the warm pack in fault’ring sitence stood,
Thine was the note that rous’d the list'ning wood,
Rekindlin“guévery joy with tenfold force,

Through all the mazes of the tainted course.

Still foremost thou the dashing stream to cross,
And tempt along the animated horse ;

Foremost o’er fen or level mead to Fau,

Aud sweepthe show’ringrg;w-drops rom the grass;
Then bright e::ﬁing the mists below

To climb the land hill’s exulting brow.

Pride of thy race ! with worth far less than thine,
Full many human leaders daily shine!
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Less faith, less constancy, less generous zeal '—
Then no disgrace mine humble verse shall feel,
Where not one lying line to riches bows,
Or poison’d sentiment from rancour flows ;
Nor flowers are strewn around Ambition’s car :—
An honest dog’s a nobler theme by far.
Eachssorﬁmanhnrdtheﬁdingswﬁhasigh,
When Death’s cold touch had stopt his tuneful cry ;
And though h‘:gh deeds, and fair exalted praise,
In memory livd, and flow’d in rustic lays,
Short was the strain of monumental woe :
¢ Foxes rejoice ! here buried lies your foe.”®

In safety hous’d throughout Night's lengthening

The Co?;g:;ndsfortha]ond and piercing strain
More frequent as the glooms of midnight flee,
And hours roll round that brought him .
‘Whensummer’s early dawn, mild, clear,and bright,
Chas'd quick away the transitory night :—
Hours now in darkness veil'd ; yet loud the scream
Of Geese imraﬁent for the playful stream ;
And all the feather’d tribe imprison’d raise
Their morning notes of inharmonious praise ;
And many a clamorous Hen and cockrel gay,
When daylight slowly through the fog breaﬂ way,
Fly wantonly abroad‘ : but ah, how soon
The shades of twilight follow hazy noon,
Short’ning the busy day !—day that slides by
Amidst th’ unfinish’d toils of ilusnumnv H
Toils still each morn resum’d with double care,
To meet the icy terrors of the year ;
To meet the threats of Boreas undismay'd,
And Winter’s gathering frowns and hoary head.

Then welcome, coLp ; welcome, ye snowy nights !
Heaven midst your rage shall mingle pure delights
And confidence of hope the soul sustain,
While devastation sweeps along the plain :

® Inscribed on 8 stone in Euston Park wall.
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Nor shall the child of poverty despair,

L

But bless THE Powzr that rules the chaf’ngmg year,

Assur’d—thongb horrors round his c:

reign—

That Spring will come, and Nature smile again.

235




WINTER. v

Tenderness (o caitle~Frosen turnips.—~The cow-yard.—Night.
g A ool A g e i Lo

IV.

Wrrn kindred pleasures mov’d, and cares opprest,
Sharing alike our weariness and rest ;
Who lives the daily er of our hours,
Thro’ every change of heat, and frost, and show’rs;
Partakes our cheerful meals, partaking first
In mutual labour and in mutual thirst ;
The kindly intercourse will ever prove
A bond oly amity and social love.
To more than man this generous warmth extends,
And oft the team and shiv’ring herd befriends ;
Tender solicitude the bosom fills,
And Pity executes what Reason wills : )
Youth learns compassion’s tale from every tongue,
And flies to aid the helpless and the young.

When now, unsparing as the scourge of war,
Blasts follow blasts, and groves dismantled roar,
Around their home the storm-pinch’d CarrLe lows,
No nourishment in frozen pastures grows ;
Yet frozen pastures every morn resound
With fair abundance thund’ring to the ground.
For though on hoary twigs no buds peep out,
And ¢’en the hardy bramble cease to sprout,
Beneath dread WinTER’s level sheets of snow *
The sweet nutritious Turnip deigns to grow,
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Till now imperious want and wi dearth
Bid Labourp:laim her treasures meank.
On Giuss, and such as Giles, the labour falls,
'So strew the freqsuﬁnt lof:d;11 where hunger calls,

n driving gales il indignant flies,
Andsleet,gmore irk;tgesﬁu,:mﬂlhiseyw;
Snow clogs his feet ; or if no snow is seen,

The field with all its juicy store to screen,
Dee goes the frost, till eveK root is found

A rolling mass of ice upon the ground.

No tender ewe can break her nightly fast,
Nor heifer strong begm the cold repast,

Till Giles with pond’rous beetle foremost go,
And scatt’ring splinters fly at every blow ;
When pressing round him eager for the prize,
From tﬁeir muxt breath warm exhalations rise.

If now in beaded rows drops deck the spray,

While Pheebus grants a momentary ray,

Let but a cloud’s broad shadow intervene,

And stiffen’d into gems the drops are seen ;

And down the furrow’d oak’s broad southern side
Streams of dissolving rime no longer glide.

Though Night approaching bids for rest prepare,
8till the flail echoes through the frosty air,

Nor stops till deepest shades of darkness come,
Sending at I the weary labourer home.
From him, with bed and mghtly food supplied,
Throughout the hou:’lg round on every side,
Deep-plunging Cows their rustling feast en)o{;
And snatch sweet mouthfuls from the passing boy,
Who moves unseen beneath his trailing load,
Fills the tall racks, and leaves a scatter’d road ;
Where oft the swine from ambush warm and dry
Bolt out, and scamper headlong to their sty,
‘When Giles, with well-kncwn voice, already there,
Deigns them a portion of his evening care.

im, tho’ the cold may pierce, and storms molest,
Succeeding hoursshall cieer with warmth and rest:
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Gladness to , and raise the grateful smile,
He hurls the bursting from the pile,
And many a log and rifted trunk conveys,
To heap the fire, and to extend the blaze
That quiv’ring strong through every opening flies,
‘Whilst smoky columns unobstructed rise.
For the rude architect, unknov':n to fa)me

Nor symmetry nor el ce his aim),
tho q’;zadsugis ﬂoorseg;nsolid oak on high,
On beams rough-hewn, from age to age that lie,
Bade his wide fabric unimpair’d sustain
Pomona’s store, and cheese, and golden grain ;
Bade from its central base, capacious laid,
The well-wrought chimney rear its lofty head ;
Where since hath many a savoury ham been stor'd,
And temu howl’d, and CKnsunas' gambols

Flat on the hearth the glowing embers lie,
And flames reflected dance in every eye :
There the long billet, forc'd at last to bend,
While frothing sap gushes at either end,
Throws round its welcorme heat :—the ploughman

smiles,

And oft the joke runs hard on sheepish Giles,
Who sits joint tenant of the corner-stool,
The converse sharing, though in duty’s school ;
For now attentively ’tis his to hear
lnte{i»gaﬁons from the Master’s chair. [fled,

¢ ye your bleating charge, when daylight
Near where the haystack lifts its snowy head ?
Whose fence of bushy furze, so close and warm,
May stop the slanting bullets of the storm.
For, hark ! it blows ; a dark and dismal night :
Heaven guide the trav’ller’s fearful steps aright !
Now from the woods, mistrustful and sharp-ey'd,
The Fox in silent darkness seems to glide,
Stealing around us, list’ning as he goes,
Tf chance the Cock or stamm’ring cockerel crows,
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Or Goose, or nodding Duck, should darkling cry,
As if appriz'd of lurking danger nigh :
Destruction waits them, Giles, if e’er you fail
.To bolt their doors against the driving gale.
Strew’d you (still mindful of th’ unshelter’d head)
Burdens of straw, the cattle’s welcome bed? [see,
Thine heart should feel, what thou may’st hourly
That duty’s basis is humanity.

Of pain’s unsavoury cup though thou may’st taste
" (The wrath of Winter from the bleak north-east),

hine utmost sufferings in the coldest day
A period terminates, and joys repay.
Perhaps e’en now, while here those joys we boast,
Full many a bark rides down the neighb'ring coast,
Where the high northern waves tremendous roar,
Drove down by blasts from Norway’s icy shore.
The Sea-boy there, less fortunate than thou,
Feels all thy pains in all the gusts that blow :
His freezing hands now drench’d, now dry, by turns;
Now lost, now seen, the distant light that burns,
On some tall cliff uprais’d, a flaming guide,
That throws its friendly radiance o’er the tide.
His labours cease not with declining day,
Bat toils and perils mark his watry way ;
And whilst in peaceful dreams secure we lie,
The ruthless whirlwinds rage along the sky,
Round his head whistling ;—and shalt thou re’pine,
While this protecting roof still shelters thine ?

Mild, as the vernal show’r, his words prevail,
And aid the moral precept of his tale :
His wond’ring hearers learn, and ever keep
These first ideas of the restless deep ;
And, as the opening mind a circuit tries,
Present felicities in value rise.
Increasing pleasures every hour they find,
The warmth more precious, and the shelter kind ;
Warmth that long reigning bids the eyelids close,
As through the blood it.sza.lmy influence goes,

.
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When the cheer’d heart forgets fatigues and cares,
And drowsiness alone dominion bears.

Sweet then the ploughman’s slumbers, hale and
‘When the last topic dies upon his tongue ; [young,
Sweet then the bliss bis transient dreams inspire,
Till chilblains wake him, or the snaﬂying fire :

He starts, and ever thoughtful of his team,
Along the glitt’ring snow a feeble gleam
Shoots from his lantern, as he yawning goes
To add fresh comforts to their night’s repose ;
Diffusing fragrance as their food he moves
And pats the jolly sides of those he loves.

Thus full replenish’d, perfect ease poesest,
From night till morn alternate food and rest,

No rightful cheer withheld, no sleep debarr'd,
Their each day’s labour brings its sure reward.
Yet when from plough or lumb’ring cart set free,
They taste awh& the sweets of liberty :

E’en sober Dobbin lifts his clumsy heels

And kicks, disdainful of the dirty wheels:

But soon, his frolic ended, yields again

To trudge the road, and wear the clinking chain.

Short-sighted Dobbin !~—thou canst only see
The trivial hardships that encompass thee :

Thy chains were freedom, and thy toils repose,
Could the post-horse tell thee all his woes ;
Shew thee his bleeding shoulders, and unfold
The dreadful a:%lnish he endures for gold ;
Hired at each call of business, lust, or rage,
That prompt the trav’ller on from stage to stage.
Still on his strength depends their boasted speed ;
For them his limbs grow weak, his bare ribs bleed ;
And though he groaning quickens at command,
Their extra shilling in the rider’s hand

Becomes his bitter scourge :—'tis e must feel
The double efforts of the lash and steel ;

Till when, up hill, the destined inn he gains,
And trembling under complicated pains,
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- Prone from his nostrils, darting on the ground,
His breath emitted floats in clouds around:
Drops chase each other down his chest and sides
And spatter’d mud his native colour hides :
Through his swoln veins the boiling torrent flows
And every nerve a separate torture knows.
His harness loosed, he welcomes eager-eyed
The pail’s full draught that quivers by his side ;
And joys to see the well-known stable door,
As the starv'd mariner the friendly shore.
Ah, well for him if here bis suff’rings ceas’d,
And am?lg hiours of rest his pains appeas'd !
But rous'd again, and sternly bade to rise,
And shake refreshing slumber from' his eyes,
Ere his exhausted spirits can retura,
Or through his frame reviving ardour burn,
Come forth he must, tho’ limping, maim’d, and sore ;
He hears the whip ; the chaise is at the door :—
The collar tightens, and again he feels
His half-heal’d wounds inflam'd ; again the wheels
With tiresome sameness in his ears resound,
O’er blinding dust, or miles of flinty ground.
Thus nightly robb’d, and injur’d day by day,
Hiw)ieco-meal murd’rers wear his life away.
hat say’st thou, Dobbin ! what though hounds
With open jaws the moment of thy fate, [await
No better fate attends his public race;
His life is misery and his end disgrace.
Then freely bear thy burden to the mill ;
Obey but one short law,~thy driver’s will.
Affection, to thy memory ever true,
Shall boast of mighty loads that Dobbin drew ;
And back to childhood shall the mind with pride
Recount thy gentleness in many a ride
To pond, or field, or village fair, when thou
Held’st high thy braided mane and comely brow;
And oft the tale shall rise to homely fame
Upon thy gen’rous spirit and thy name.
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Though faithful to a proverb, we regard
The midnight chieftain of the farmer’s yard,
Beneath whose ﬁuardianship all hearts rejoica
Woke by the echo of his hollow voice;

Yet as tie Hound may fault’ring quit the pack,
Snuff the foul scent, and hasten yelping back;
And e’en the docile Pointer know disgrace,
Thwarting the gen’ral instinct of his race;
E’en so the MastirF, or the meaner Cur,
At times will from the path of duty err

A pattern of fidelity by day;

y night a murderer, lurking for his prey) ;
And round the pastures or the fold will creep,
And, coward-like, attack the peaceful sheep ;
Alone the wanton mischief he pursues,

Alone in reeking blood his ,jaws imbrues;
Chasing amain his frighten’d victims round,
Till death in wild confusion strews the ground ;
Then wearied out, to kennel sneaks away,
And licks his guilty paws till break of day.

The deed discover'd, and the news once spread,
Vengeance hangs o’er the unknown culprit’s head :
And careful Shepherds extra hours bestow
In patient watchings for the common foe ;

A foe most dreaded now, when rest and peace
Should wait the sea.sohﬂn of the flock’s inlcrease.

In these ni terrors to dispel,
Gilu,Pearret he sleeng, h:i little Flock rust tell.
From the fire-side with many a shrug he hies,
Glad if the full-orb’d Moon salute his eyes,

And through the unbroken stillness of the night
Shed on his path her beams of cheering light.
With sauntering step he climbs the distant stile,
Whilst all around him wears a placid smile:
There views the white-rob’d cloudsinclustersdriv’n,
And all the glorious pageantry of heav'n.

Low, on the utmost bound’ry of the sight,

The rising vapours catch the silver light ;
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Thence Fancy measures, as they parting fly,
Walich first will throw its shadow on the eye,
Passing the source of light; and thence away,
Succeeded quick by brighter still than they.
For yet above these wafted clouds are seen
gn a remoter sky, still more serene)
thers, detach’d in ranges through the air,
Spotless as snow, and countless as they’re fair ;
Scatter'd immensely wide from east to west,
The beauteous ’semblance of a Flock at rest.
These, to the raptur’d mind, aloud proclaim
Their miGaTY SHEPHERD’S everlasting Name.
Whilst thus the loit’rer’s utmost stretch of soul
Climbs the still clouds, or passes those that roll,
And loos’d Imagination soaring goes
High o’er his home, and all his little woes,
Time glides away; neglected Duty calls:
At once from plains of light to earth he falls,
And down a narrow lane, well known by day,
With all his s pursues his sounding way,
Inthought still half absorb’d, and chill’d with cold;
When, lo! an object frightful to behold;
A grisly SeectrE, cloth’d in silver-gray,
Around whose feet the waving shadows play,
Stands in his path!—He stops, and not a breath
Heaves from Kiz heart, that sinks almost to death,
Loud the owl halloos o’er his head unseen ;
All else is silent, dismally serene :
Some prompt ejaculation whisper'd low,
Yet bears him up against the threat’ning foe ;
And thus poor Giles, though half inclin’d to fly,
Mutters his doubts, and strains his steadfast eye.
¢*Tis not my crimes thou com’st here to reprove;
No murders stain my soul, no perjur'd love:
If thou’rt indeed what here thou seem’st to be,
Thy dreadful mission cannot reach to me.
By parents taught still to mistrust mine eyes,
84all to approach each object of surprise,
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Lest Fancy’s formful visions should deceive

In moonlight paths, or glooms of falling eve,

This then ’s the moment when my heart should try

To scan thy motionless deformity ; .

But oh, the fearful task ! yet well I know

An aged ash, with many a spreading bough

(Beneath whose leaves I've found a summer’s

bow’r,
Beneath whose trunk I’ve weather’d many a
show’r)

Stands singly down this solitary way,

But far beyond where now my footsteps me

’Tis true, thus far I’ve come with heedless e;

No reck’ning kept, no passing objects traced :—

And can I then have reach'd that very tree?

Or is its reverend form assum’d by thee?’

The bappy thought alleviates his pain ¢

He creeps another step ; then stops again ;

Till slowly, as his noiseless feet draw near,

Its perfect lineaments at once appear;

Its crown of shiv’ring ivy whispering peace,

And its white bark that fronts the maon’s pale face.

Now, whilst his blood mounts upward, now he

The solid gain that from conviction flows; [knows

And strengthen’d Confidence shall hence fulfil
With conscious Innocence more valued still)

e dreariest task that winter nights can bring,
By churchyard dark, or grove, or fairy ring:
8till buoying up the timid mind of youth,

Till loit'nng Reason hoists the scale of Truth.
With these blest guardians Giles his course pursues,
Till numbering Eis heavy-sided ewes,
Surrounding stillness tranquillize his breast,

And shape the dreams that wait his hours of rest.

As when retreating tempests we behold,
Whose skirts at length the azure sky unfold,
And full of murmurings and mingled wrath,
Slowly unshreud the smiling face of earth,
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Bringing the bosom joy: so Winter flies!—

And seegthe Source l’)fyLife and Light uprise!

A height’ning arch o’er southern hills he bends;

Warm on the cheek the slanting beam descends,

And gives the reeking mead a brighter hue,

And draws the modest primrose bud to view.

Yet frosts succeed, and winds impetuous rush,

And hail-stones rattle through the budding bush;

And night-fall'n Lambs require the shephug’s care,

And teeming Ewes, that still their burdens bear;

Beneath whose sides to-morrow’s dawn may see

The milk-white strangers bow the trembling knee;

At whose first birth the pow’rful instinct’s seen

That fills with champions the daisied green :

For ewes that stood aloof with fearful eye,

With stamping foot now men and dogs defy,

And obstinately faithful to their young,

Guard their first steps to join the bleating throng.

But casualties and death from damps and cold

Will still attend the well-conducted fold :

Her tender offspring dead, the dam aloud

Calls and runs wild amidst the unconscious crowd,

And orphan’d sucklings raise the piteous cry ;

No wool to warm them, no defenders nigh.

And must her streaming milk then flow in vain?

Must unregarded innocence complain ?

No ;—ere this strong solicitude suhside,

Maternal fondness may be fresh apply'd,

And the adopted stripling still may find

A parent most assiduously kind.

For this he’s doom’d awhile disguis’d to range
For fraud or force must work the wish’d-for.
or this his predecessor’s skin he wears, [change);

Till cheated into tenderness and cares,

The unsuspecting dam, contented grown,

Cherish and guard the fondling as her own.

Thus all by turns to fair perfection rise ;

Thus twins are parted to increase their size :
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Thus instinct yields as interest points the way,
Till the bright flock, augmenting every day,
On sunny hills and vales of springing flow’rs
With ceaseless clamour greet the vernal hours.

The humbler Shepherd here with joy beholds
The approv’d economy of crowded fol&y;;,

And, 1 his small contracted round of cares,
Adjusts the practice of each hint he hears:

For Boys with emulation learn to glow,

And boast their pastures and their healthful show
Of well-grown Lambs, the glory of the Spring ;
And field to field in competition bring.

E’en GivLs, for all his cares and watchings past,
Ard all his contests with the wintry blast,
Claims a full share of that sweet praise bestow'd
By gazing neighbours, when along the road,

Or village green, his curly-coated throng
Suspends the chorus of the spinner’s song ;
When Admiration’s unaffected grace

Lisps from the tongue, and beams in every face:
Delightful moments!—Sunshine, Health,and Joy,
Play round, and cheer the elevated Boy !

¢ Another SpriNG !’ his heart exulting cries ;

¢ Another Year! with promis’d blessings rise !—
Eveanar Powzr! from whom those blessings flow,
Teach me still more to wonder, more to know :
Seed-time and Harvest let me see again ;

Wander the leaf-strewn wood, the frozen plain :
Letthe first Flower, corn-waving Field, Plain, Tree,
Here round my home, still lift my soul to Tuek ;
And let me ever, midst thy bounties, raise

An humble note of thankleness and praise !

April 22, 179"




NOTES.

Note (1), Page 16,
A fav'rite morsel with the Rook, &c.
Ix these verses, which lnvo much of picturesque,
there is a severe charge against Rooks and Crows,
as very formidable depredators; and their destruction,

as such, seems to be recommended. Such was the
prevalent opinion some years back. It is less general

now: and I am sure the h i ofthe““
and his benevol to Animals in g 1, will dis-
Ppose him to rejoice in whatever plen can be offered
in stay of tion of this And yet more
80, if it shall appear that Rooks, at least, dmrve
,not only mercy, but p7 fon and g

from the Farmer.

I shall quote a passage from Bewick’s interesting
HisTorY of Birps: the narrative part of which is
often as full of infc jon as the embellish
cut in wood are beautiful.—It is this:

Speaking of Birds of the Pix-KinD in general, he
says, ¢ Birds of this kind® aré found in every part of
the known world, from Greenland to the Cape of
Good Hope. In many respects they may be said to
be of singular benefit to mankind: principally by
destroying great quantities of noxious insects, worms,
and reptiles. Rooks, in particular, are fond of the
eruca of the hedge-chaffer, or chesnut brown beetle :
for which they search with indefatigable pains.
These insects,” he adds in a note, ¢appear in hot
weather in formidable numbers : disrobing the fields
and trees of their verdure, blossoms, and fruit ; spread-
ing desolation and destruction wherever they go.—
They appeared in great numbers in IRELAND during
& hot summer, and committed great ravages. In the

* P, 63,
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year 1747 whole meadows and corn-fields were de-
stroyed by them in SurroLk. The decrease of Rook-
eries in that county was thought to be the occasion
of it. The many Rookeries with us is in some mea-
sure the reason why we have s0 few of these destruc-
tive animals.’®

‘ Rooks,’ he subjoins, ¢ are often accused of feeding
on the corn just after it has been sown, and various
contrivances have been made both to kill and frighten
them away; but, in our esti ion, the ad
derived from the destruction which they make among
grubs, earth-worms, and noxious insects of various
kinds, will greatly overpay the injury done to the
future harvest by the small quantity of corn they
may destroy in searching after their favourite food.'

¢‘In g 1 they are ious, active, and faith-
ful to each other. Tlnyhvehyun, and their mu-
tual attachment is constant. They are a clamorous
race: mudyhnﬂdinmeo,mdformahndo!ndm
in which there app like a lar go

A sentinel hes for the g ‘nfet!.
and gives notice on the appearance of danger.’

Under the title, ¢ Rooks,’ (p. 71.) Mr. BEwick re-
peats his observations on the useful property of this
Bird.

1 confess myself solicitous for their safety and kind
treatment. We have two which were lamed by
being blown down in a storm (a calamity which

1 every spring). One
o!themuperloedymm The other is yet
more remn-hble; -inc. although enﬂoyhg hu na-

The RoOK is certainly a very beautiful and very
sensible Bird; very confiding, and very much at-

® Wallis’s Bluory of Notﬂmmherhnd.
+ Mr. Bewick does not to have been quite dware that much
of this mischief, as I Invebeen lnformedlryuendble n ?.
l’tmermd?emt,hdon. nmm c ffer, by

and
bl%mmy lpruding | hlef I‘llm w:ltn':h the rom
mw, the sole protection.
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tached. It will give me a pleasure, in which I
doubt not that the Author of this delightful Poem
will partake, if any thing here said shall avail them
with the Farmer; and especially with the SurroiLx
FARMER. C. L

Note (2), Page 32.

" Destroys life’s intercourse ; the social plan.

¢ Allowing for the imperfect state of subl 'y hap-
piness, which is comparative at best, there are not,
perhapo, many nations existing whoae sitnation is so
; where the of sub are 8o easy,

and the wants of the people so few. The evident dis-
tinction of ranks, which subsists at Otaheite, does not
s0 materially affect the felicity of the nation as we
might have supposed. The simplicity of their whole
life contributes to soften the appearance of distinc-
tions, and to reduce them to a level. Where the
climate and the cum of the country do not abso-
lutely require a p ; where it is easy at
every step to pther umyphnu as form not only
a decent, but likewise a customary covering; and
where all the necessaries of life are within the reach
of every individual, at the expense of a trifling
labour ;—ambition and envy must in a great measure
be unknown. It is true, the highest classes of people
possess some dainty articles, such as pork, fish, fowl,
and cloth, almost exclusively ; but the desire of in-
dulging the appetite in a few trifling luxuries can at
most render individuals, and not whole nations, un-
happy. Absolute want occasions the miseries of the
lower dnnmm cinhndmm,amlhthe result
of the unb of their superiors.
At Otaheite there is not, in general, that disparity
between the highest and the meanest man, that sub-
sists in England between a reputable tradesman and
a labourer. The affection of the Otaheitans for their
chiefs, which they never failed to express upon all
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occasions, gave us great reason to suppose that they
consider themselves as one family, and respect their
eldest born in the persons of their chiefs. The lowest
man in the nation speaks as freely with his king as
with his equal, and has the pleasure of seeing him
as often as he likes. The king, at times, amuses him-
self with the pations of his subj ; and not yet
depraved by false notions of empty state, he often
paddles his own canoe ; without considering such an
employment derogatory to his dignity. How long
such a happy equality may last is uncertain: and
how much the introduction of foreign luxuries may
hasten its’ dissolution cannot be too frequently re-
peated to Europeans. If the knowledge of a few
individuals can only be acquired at such a price as
the happiness of nations, it were better for the dis-
coverers and the discovered that the Soutk Sea had
still remained unknown to Europe and its restless
inhabitants.’
Reflections on Olaheite : Cook’s second Voyage.




RURAL TALES.

RICHARD AND KATE;

OR

FAIR-DAY.

A SUFFOLK BALLAD,

¢ Come, Goody, stop your humdrum wheel,
Sweep up your orts, and get your hat;
Old joys reviv'd once more I feel,
’Tis Fair-day ;—ay, and more than that.

‘ Have you forgot, KatE, prithee say,

How many seasons here we’ve tarried ?
'Tis Forty years, this very day,

Since you and I, old Girl, were married !

¢ Look out ;—the sun shines warm and bright,
The stiles are low, the paths all dry ;

I know you cut your corns last night:
Come ; be as free from care as %

‘ For I'm resolv’d once more to see
That place where we so often met;
Though few have had more cares than we,
We've none just now to make us fret.’

R
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Karte scorn’d to damp the generous flame
That warm’d her aged Partner’s breast :
Yet, ere determination came,
She thus some trifling doubts express’d.

¢ Night will come on ; when seated snug,
And you’ve perhaps begun some tale,

Can you then leave your dear stone mug ;
Leave all the folk, and all the ale ?

¢ Ay Katg, 1 wool ;—because I know,
hough time has been we both could run,
Such days are gone and over now ;—
I only mean to see the fun.’

She straight slipp’d off the wall and band,*
And laid aside her lucks and twitches:*®

And to the hutcht she reach’d her hand,
And gave him out his Sunday breeches,

His mattock he behind the door,
And hedging-gloves again replaced ;
And look’d across the yellow moor, ’
And urg’d his tott’ring Spouse to haste.

The day was up, the air serene,
The firmament without a cloud ;

The bee humm’d o’er the level green
Where knots of trembling cowslips bow'd.

And Richard thus, with heart elate,

As ]!‘)m things rush’d across his mind,
Over his shoulder talk’d to Kate,
Who snug tuck'd up, walk’d slow behind.

‘ When once a Fgling mawther you,
And T a red-faced chubby boy,
Sly tricks you play’d me not a few ;
For mischief was your greatest joy.
@ Terus used in spinnfug, + Hutch, a chest.
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* Once, passing by this very tree,
A gotch® of milk I'd been to fill,
You shoulder’d me ; then laugh’d to see
Me and my gotch spin down the hill.’

¢Tis true,’ she said ; ¢ but here behold,
And marvel at the course of time ;

Though you and I are both grown old,
This tree is only in its prime !’

¢ Well, Goody, don’t stand preaching now !
Folks don’t preach sermons at a Fair :

We've reard ten Boys and Girls you know ;
And I'll be bound they’ll all be there.”

Now friendly nods and smiles had they,
From many a kind Fair-going face :

And many a pinch Kate gave away,
While Richard kept his usual pace.

At length arriv’d amidst the throng,
Grand-children bawling hemam’d them round ;
And dragg’d them by the skirts along
Where gingerbread bestrew’d the ground.

And soon the aged couple spy’d

Their lusty Sons, and Daughters dear : —
When Richard thus exulting cried,

¢ Did’nt I tell you they’d be here ¥’

The cordial greetings of the soul
Were visible in every face;

Affection void of all control,
Govern’d with a resistless grace.

*T'was good to see the honest strife,

Which should contribute most to please ;
And hear the long-recounted life,

Of infant tricks, and happy days.

@ A plicher.
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But now, as at some nobler places,
Amongst the leaders *twas decreed
Time to begin the Dicky Races ;
More fam’d for laughter than for speed.

Richard look’d on with wond’rous glee,
And prais’d the lad who chanced to win ;
¢ Kate, wan’t I such a one as he?
As like him, ay, as pin to pin?

‘ Full years are pass’d awa;

Since 1 rode this same ground about :
Lord! I was lively as the day !

I won the High-lows out and out!

‘ I'm surely growing young again ;
I feel myself so kedge and plump.
From head to foot I’ve not one pain ;
Nay, hang me if I could’nt jump.’

Thus spoke the Ale in Richard’s pate,
A very little made him mellow ;
But still he lov’d his faithful Kate,
Who whisper'd thus, * My good old fellow,

‘ Remember what you promis’d me :
And see, the sun is getting low ;

The Children want an hour ye see
‘T'o talk a bit before we go.’

Like youthful lover most complying
He turn’d, and chuckt her by the chin:
Then all across the green grass hieing,
Right merry faces, all akin,

Their farewell quart, beneath a tree
That droop’d its branches from above ;
Awaked the pure felicity
That waits upon Parental Love.
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Kate view’d her blooming Daughters round,
And Sons, who shook her wither’d hand :
Her features spoke what joy she found,
But utterance had made a stand.

The Children toppled on the green,

And bowl'd their fairings down the hill ;
Richard with pride beheld the scene,

Nor could he for his life sit still.

A Father’s uncheck'd feelings gave
A tenderness to all he said ;
¢ My Boys, how proud am I to have
* My name thus round the country spread !

¢ Through all my days I’ve labour’d hard,
And could of pains and crosses tell ;
But this is labour’s great reward,
To meet ye thus, and see ye well.

¢ My good old Partner, when at home,
Sometimes with wishes mingles tears ;

-Goody, says 1, let what wool come,
We've nothing for them but our pray’rs.

‘ May you be all as old as I,

And see your Sons to manhood grow ;
And, many a time before you die,

Be just as pleas’d as I am now.’

(Then raising still his mug and voice),
¢ An Old Man’s weakness don't despise!
I love you well, my Girls and Boys ;
God bless you aﬁ ;’—so0 said his eyes—

For, as he spoke, a big round drop
Fell bounding on his ample sleeve ;
A witness which he could not stop,
A witness which all hearts believe.

* R
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Thou, Filial Piety, wert there ;
And round the ring, beniﬁnl bright,
Dwelt in the luscious half-shed tear,
And in the parting word—Good Night.

With thankful hearts and strengthen’d love,
The poor old Pair, supremely blest,

Saw the sun sink behind the grove,
And gain’d once more their lowly rest.




WALTER AND JANE;
OR,
THE POOR BLACKSMITH.

A COUNTRY TALE.

Brioar was the summer sky, the mornings gay,

And Jane was young and cheerful as the day.

Not yet to Love but Mirth she paid her vows ;

And Echo mock'd her as she call’d her cows.

Tufts of green broom, that full in blossom vied,

And graced with spotted gold the upland side,

The level fogs o’erlook’d ; too high to share ;

So lovely Jane o’erlook’d the clouds of care ;

No meadow-flow’r rose fresher to the view,

That met her morning footsteps in the dew ;

Where, if a nodding stranger eyed her charms,

The blush of innocence was up in arms,

Love’s random glances struck the unguarded mind,

And Beauty’s magic made him look behind.
Duly as morning blush’d or twilight came, -

Secure of greeting smiles and village fame,

She pass'd the straw-roof'd shed, in ranges where

Hung many a well-turn’d shoe and glitt’ring share;

Where Walter, as the charmer tripp’d along,

Would stop his roaring bellows and his song.—
Dawn of affection ! Love’s delicious sigh !

Caught from the lightnings of a speaking eye,

That leads the heart to rapture or to woe,

"Twas Walter’s fate thy madd’ning power to know ;
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And scarce t6 know, ere in its infant twine,

As the blast shakes the tendrils of the vine,

The budding bliss that full of promise grew

The chilling blight of separation knew.

Scarce had he told his heart’s unquiet case,

And Jane to shun him ceas'd to mend her pace,

And learnt to listen trembling as he spoke,

And fondly judge his words beyond a joke ;

When, at the goal that bounds our prospects here,

Jane’s widow’d mistress ended her career :

Blessings attended her divided store,

The mansion sold (Jane’s peaceful home no more),

A distant village own’d her for its queen,

Another service, and another scene ;

But could another scene so pleasing prove,

Twelve weary miles from Walter and from Love?

The maid grew thoughtful : Yet to fate resign’d,

Knew not the worth of what she’d left behind.
He, when at eve releas’d from toil and heat,

Soon miss’d the smiles that taught his heart to beat,

. Each sabbath-day of late was wont to prove

Hope’s liberal feast, the holiday of Love :

But now, upon his spirit’s ebbing strength

Came each dull hour’s intolerable length.

The next had scarcely dawn’d when Walter hied

O’er hill and dale, Affection for his guide :

O’er the brown heath his pathless journey lay,

Where screaming lapwings hail’d the op’ning day.

High rose the sun, tgm anxious lover sigh’d ;

His slippery soles bespoke the dew was dried :

Her last farewell hung fondly on his tongue

As o'er the tufted furze elate he sprung ;

Trifling impediments ; his heart was light,

For love and beauty glow’d in fancy’s sight ;

And soon he gaz’d on Jane’s enchanting face,

Renew’d his passion,—but, destroy’d hix;})eace.

Truth, at whose shrine he bow’d, mnflicted pain ;

And conscience whisper'd, ¢ Never come again.’

258




. WALTER AND JANE. 69

For now, his tide of gladness to oppose,

A clay-cold damp of doubts and fears arose ;
Clouds, whichinvolve, midst love and reason’sstrife,
The poor man’s prospect when he takes a wife.
Though gay his journeys in the summer’s prime,
Each seem’d the repetition of a crime ;

He never left her but with many a sigh,

When tears stole down his face, she knew not why.
Severe his task those visits to forego,

And feed his heart with voluntary woe,

Yet this he did ; the wan moon circling found
His evenings cheerless, and his rest unsound ;
And saw th’ unquenched flame his bosom swell :
What were his doubts, thus let the story tell.

A month’s sharp conflict only serv’d to prove
The pow’r, as well as truth, of Walter’s love.
Absence more strongly on his mind portray’d
His own sweet, injur'd, unoffending maid.

Once more he’d go ; full resolute awhile,

But heard his native bells on every stile ;

The cound recall’d him with a pow’rful charm,
The heath wide open’d, and the day was warm ;
There, where a bed of tempting green he found,
Increasing anguish weigh’d him to the ground;
His well-grown limbs the scatter’d daisies press'd,
While his clinch’d hand fell heavy on his breast.

‘ Why do I go in cruel sport to say,

‘I love thee, Jane—appoint the happy day ?”
Why seek her sweet ingenuous reply,

Then her hand and proffer—poverty ?
Why, if I love her and adore her name,

Why act like time and sickness on her frame ?
Why should my scanty pittance nip her prime,
Andy chase away the rose before its time ?

I’'m young, ’tis true ; the world beholds me free ;
Labour ne’er shew'd a frightful face to me ;
Nature’s first wants hard labour should supply,
But should it fail, ’twill be too late to fly.
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Some summers hence, if nought our loves annoy,
The image of my Jane may lisp her joy ;

Or, blooming boys with imitative swing *

May mock my arm, and make the anvil ring .
Then if in rags—But, O my heart, forbear,—

1 love the El? and why should I despair?

And that I%love her all the village knows :

Oft from my pain the mirth of others flows ;

As when a neighbour’s steed with glancing eye
Saw his par'd hoof supported on my thigh,

Jane pass'd that instant—mischief came of course ;
I drove the nail awry and lam’d the horse :

The poor beast limp'd : I bore a master’s frown,
A thousand times I wish'd the wound my own.
When tothese tangling thoughts I’ve been resign’d,
Fury or languor has possess’d my mind :

All eyes have stared, I've blown a blast so strong ;
Forgot to smite at all, or smote too long.

If at the alehouse door, with careless glee,

One drinks to Jane, and darts a look on me,

I feel that blush which her dear name will bring,
I feel,—but, guilty love, *tis not thy sting ! *

Yet what are jeers ? the bubbles of an hour;
Jane knows what love can do, and feels its pow'r;
In her mild eye fair Truth her meaning telrs;
*Tis not in looks like her’s that falsehood dwells.
As water shed u‘i)on a dusty wa{

['ve seen midst downward pebbles devious stray ;

" If kindred drops an adverse channel keep, .

The crystal friends toward each other creep ;

Near, and still nearer, rolls each little tide,

Th’ expanding mirror swells on either side :

They touch—’tis done—receding bound’ries fly,

An 1nstantaneous union strikes the eye :

So ’tis with us: for Jane would be my bride ;

Shall coward fears then turn the bliss aside 7’
While thus he spoke he heard a gentle sound,

That seem’d a jarnng footstep on the ground *
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Asnham’d of grief, he bade his eyes unclose,

And shook with agitation as he rose ;

All unprepared the sweet surprise to bear,

His heart geat high, for Jane herself was there.—
Flush’d was her cheek ; she seem’d the full-

blown flower,

For warmth gave loveliness a double power ;

Round her fair brow the deep confusion ran,

A waving handkerchief became her fan,

Her lips, where dwelt sweet love and smiling

ease,
Puffd gently back the warm assailing breeze.
¢ I’ve travell’d all these weary miles with pain,
To see my native village once again ;
And shew my true regard for neighbour Hind ;
Not like you, Walter, she was always kind.’
*Twas thus, each soft sensation laid aside,
She buoy’d her spirits up with maiden pride ;
Disclaim’d her love, e’en while she felt the sting ;
¢ What, come for Walter’s sake!” *Twas no such

thing.
But when astonishment his tongue releas’d,
Pride’s usurpation in an instant ceas'd :
By force he cauiht her hand as passing by,
And gaz'd upon her half-averted eye ;
His heart’s distraction, and his boding fears
She heard, and answer’d with a flood of tears ;
Precious relief ; sure friends that forward press
To tell the mind’s unspeakable distress. .
Ye Youth;, whom crimson’d health and genuine

re .

Bear joyous on the wings of young desire,
Ye, who still bow to Love’s almighty sway,
What could true passion, what could Walter say?
Age, tell me true, nor shake your locks in vain,
Tread back your paths, and be in love again;
In your young days did such a favouring hour
Shew you the littleness of wealth and power,
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Advent’rous climbers of the mountain’s brow,

While Love, their master, spreads his couch below.

¢ My dearest Jane,’ the untaught Walter cried,

As half repell’d he pleaded by her side ;

¢ My dearest Jane, think of me as you may—’

Thus—still unutter'd what he strove to say,

They breath’d in sighs the anguish of their minds,

And took the path that led to neighbour Hind’s.

A secret joy the well-known roof inspir'd,

Small was its store, and little they desir'd ;

Jane dried her tears ; while Walter forward flew

To aid the Dame ; who to the brink updrew

The ponderous bucket as they reach’d the well,

And scarcely with exhausted breath could tell

How welcome to her cot the blooming pair,

O’er whom she watch’d with a maﬁemagaéare

¢ What ails thee, Jane 7’ the wary matron cried ;

With heaving breast the modest roaid replied,

Now gently moving back her wooden chair

To shun the current of the cooling air;

¢ Not much, good Dame ; I'm weary by the way:

Perhaps, anon, I've something else to say.’

Now, while the seed-cake crumbled on her knee,

And snowy jasmine peeped in to see,

And the transparent lilac at the door,

Full to the sun its purple honours bore,

The clam’rous hen her fearless brood display’d,

And march’d around: while thus the matron said,

¢ Jane has been weeping, Walter—prithee why ?
" I’ve seen ber laugh, and dance, but never cry.

But I can guess; with /er you should have been,

When late I saw you loitering on the green ;

I'm an old woman, and the truth may tell—

I say then, boy, you have not used her well.’

Jane felt for \Z’Jter—felt his cruel pain,

While Pity’s voice brought forth her tears again.

¢ Don't scold him, Neighbour, he has much to say

Indeed he came and met me by the way.’




WALTER AND JANE. 73

The Dame resum’d—* W hy then, my children, why
Do such young bosoms heave the piteous sigh ?
The ills of life to you are yet unknown—
Death’s severing shaft, and Poverty’s cold frown :
I’ve felt them both, by turns ;—but as they pass'd,
Strong was my trust, and here I am at last,
When I dwelt young and cheerful down the lane
(And, though 1 say it, I was much like Jane),
O’er flowery fields with Hind, I lov’d to stray,
And talk, and laugh, and fool the time away :
And Care defied—who not one pain could give,
Till the thought came of how we were to live,
And then Love plied his arrows thicker still ;
And prov’d victorious—as he always will.
We brav'd life's storm together ; while that drone,
Your poor old uncle, Walter, liv’d alone.
He died the other day : when round his bed
No tender soothing tear Affection shed—
Affection! ’twas a plant he never knew—
Why should he feast on fruits he never grew ?
Ve’,a.lter caught fire : nor was he charm’d alone

With conscious truth’s firm elevated tone ;
Jane from her seat sprang forward, half afraid,
Attesting with a blush what Goody said.
Her Lover took a more decided part—

O! ’twas the very chord that touch’d his heart)—

live to the bestrzeelings man can prize,
A bridegroom’s transport sparkled in his eyes;
Love, conquering power, with unrestricted range
Silenced the arguments of time and change ;
And led his vot’ry on, and bade him view,
And prize the light-wing’d moments as they flew:
All doubts gave way, all retrospective lore,
Whence cooler reason tortur’d him before ;
Comparison of times, the lab’rer’s hire,
And many a truth reflection might inspire,
Sunk powerless. ¢ Dame, I awm a fool,” he cried ;
¢ Alone I might have re]a)son’d till I died.
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1 caus’d those tears of Jane’s—but as they fell
How much I felt none but ourselves can tell.
While dastard fears withheld me from her sight,
Sighs reign’d by day and hideous dreams by night;
*Twas then the soldier’s plume and rolling drum
Seem’d for a while to strike my sorrows dumb ;
To fly from care then half resolv'd I stood,
And without horror mus’d on fields of blood,
But hope prevail’d.—Be then the sword resign’d ;
And I'll make shares for those that stay behind.
And you, sweet Girl,—He would haveadded more,
Had not a glancing shadow at the door
Announced a guest, who bore with winning grace
His well-tim’d errand pictur’d in his face.
Around with silent reverence they stood ;
A blameless reverence-—the man was good.
Wealth he had some, a match for his desires,
First on the list of active Country *Squires.
Seeing the youthful pair with downcast eyes,
Unmov’d by summer flowers and cloudless skies,
Pass slowly by his gate ; his book resign’d,
He watch’d their steps and follow’d far behind,
Bearing with inward joy, and honest pride,
A trust of Walter’s kinsman ere he died,
A hard-earn’d mite, degodted with care,
And with a miser’s spint worshipp’d there.

He found what oft the generous bosom seeks,
In the Dame’s court’seys and Jane’s blushing

cheeks,

That consciousness of worth, that freeborn grace,
Which waits on virtue in the meanest place.

¢ Young man, I’ll not apologize to you,
Nor name intrusion, for my news is trae ;
"Tis duty brings me here: your wants I've heard,
And can relieve : yet be the dead rever'd.
Here, in this purse (what should have cheer’d a

wie),

Lies half the savings of your uncle’s life !

%1




WALTER AND JANE. 75

I know your history, and your wishes know,
And love to see the seeds of virtue grow.
I’ve a spare shed that fronts the public road ;
Make that your shop; I'll make it your abode.
Thus much from me—the rest is but your due;’
That instant twenty pieces sprung to view.
Goody, her dim eyes wiping, rais’d her brow,
And saw the young pair look they knew not how;
Perils and power while humble minds forego,
Who gives them half a kingdom gives them woe ;
Comforts may be procur’d and want defied,
Heav’ns! with how small asum,when right applied!
Give Love and honest Industry their way,
Clear but the sun-rise of life’s little day,
Those we term poor shall oft that wea{th obtain,
For which th’ ambitious sigh, but sigh in vain :
Wealth that still brightens, as its stores increase ;
The calm of conscience, and the reign of peace.
Walter’s enamour’d soul, from news like this,
Now felt the dawnings of his future bliss ;
E’en as the red-breast shelt’ring in a bower,
Mourns the short darkness of a passing shower,
Then, while the azure sky extends around,
Darts on a worm that breaks the moisten’d ground,
And mounts the dripping fence, with joy elate,
And shares the prize triumphant with his mate ;
So did the youth ;—the treasure straight became
An humble servant to love’s sacred flame :
Glorious subjection !—Thus his silence broke :
Joy gave him words ; still quick’ning as he spoke.
¢ Want was my dread, my wishes were but few
Others might doubt, but Jane those wishes knew :
This gold may rid my heart of pains and sighs,
But her true love is still my greatest prize.
Long as I live, when this bright day comes round,
Beneath my roof your noble deeds shall sound ;
But, first, to make my itude appear,
Tl shoe your honour’s horses for a year ;
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If clouds should threaten when your corn is down,
i;llg‘l,ﬁdahndiﬁndsnmmonhﬂhbem;
betide, I'll sound it in my
And be the first avenger of your wrongs roogs
Thonghmdemmnnen.ﬁeelhopetnhve
This ale’s not mine, no ale have 1 to
Yet, Sir, toough Fortane frown’d when wasbon,
la:&mtmdfmndshpﬁmthishom
How much our present joy to we owe,
Soononnhmbellsshl{lettbey::ghbomskm
The sound shall raise e’en stooping age awhile,
And every maid shall meet you with a smile ;
Inngmayyoul«u—-the'uhlikebghmmgﬂe',
B each repeated as the "Squire withdrew.
may you live,” his feeling heart rejoin’d ;
Leavmgwell- eas’d such happy souls behind.
Hope fair to cheer to the end,
With Love their guide, and Goody for their friend.




THE MILLER'S MAID.

A TALE.

Nzar the high road upon a winding stream

An honest Miller rose to wealth and fame :

The noblest virtues cheer’d his lengthen’d days,

And all the country echoed with his praise :

His wife, the doctress of the neighb’ring poor,

Drew constant pray’rs and blessings round his door.
One summelgs night (the hour of rest was come)

Darkness unusual overspread their home ;

A chilling blast was felt : the foremost cloud

S%rinklt'a? the bubbling pool ; and thunder loud,

Though distant yet, menaced the country round,

And fill'd the heavens with its solemn sound.

Who can retire to rest when tempests lour—

Nor wait the issue of the coming hour ?

Meekly resign’d she sat, in anxious pain ;

He £ll'd his pipe, and listen’d to the rain

That batterd furiously their strong abode,

Roar'd in the damm, and lash’d the pebbled road :

When, mingling with the storm, confus'd and wild,

They heard, or thought they heard, a screaming

child : [roar,

The voice approach’d ; and ’midst the thunder’s

Now loudly begg’d for mercy at the door.
Mercy was there : the Miller heard the call;

His door he open’d ; when a sudden squall

Drove in a wretched Girl ; who weeping stood,

Whilst the cold rain dripp’d from her in a flood.

With kind officiousness the tender Dame

Rous’d up the dying embers to a flame ;
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Dry clothes procur’d, and cheer’d her shiv’ring
est,
And soot.hgcsl the sorrows of her infant breast.
But as she stript her shoulders, lily-white,
What marks og cruel usage shock’d their sight!
Weals, and blue wounds, most piteous to behold
Upon a Child yet scarcely ten years olc.
The Miller felt his indignation rise,
Yet, as the weary stranger clos’d her eyes,
And seem’d fatigued beyond her strength and years,
‘Sleep, Child,’ he said, ‘and wipe away your tears.
They watch’d her slumbers till the storm was done;
When thus the generous man again begun :
¢ See, flutt’ring sighs that rise against her will,
And agitating dreams disturb her still !
Dame, we should know before we go to rest,
Whence comes this Girl, and how she came distrest.
Woake her, and ask ; for she is sorely bruis'd :
I long to know by whom she’s thus misus'd.
¢ Child, what’s your name? how came you in
the storm ?
Have you no home to keep you dry and warm?
Who gave you all those wounds your shoulders
show ?
Where are your parents? Whither would you go?
The stranger, bursting into tears, look’d pale,
And this the purport of her artless tale.
‘T have no parents, and no friends beside :
I well remember when my mother died—
My brother cried ; and so did I that day ;
We had no father—he was gone away.
That night we left our home new clothes to wear ;
The Work-house found them; we were carried
there.
We lov'd each other dearly ; when we met
We always shar'd what trifles we could get.
But George was older by a year than me :—
He parted from me and was sent to sea.
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“ Good bye, dear Phoebe,” the poor fellow said !
Perhaps he’ll come again ; perhaps he ’s dead.
When I grew strong enough I weat to place,
My mistress had a sour ill-natured face ;

And though 1’ve been so often beat and chid,

I strove to please her, Sir; indeed, 1 did.

Weary and spiritless to bed 1 crept,

And always cried at night before I slept.

This morning I offended ; and I bore

A cruel beating, worse than all before.

Unkdown to aﬁ the house I ran away,

And thus far travell’d through the sultry day;
And, O don’t send me back! I dare not go—’

¢ I send you back !" the Miller cried, ¢ no, no.’
Th’ appeals of wretchedness had weight with him,
And sympathy would warm him every limb ;

He mutter’d, glorying in the work begun,

¢ Well done, my httle wench ; 'twas nobly done !’
Then said, with looks more cheering than the fire,
And feelings such as pity can inspire,

¢ My house has childless been this many a year;
While you deserve it you shall tarry here.’

The orphan mark’d the ardour of his eye,

Blest his kind words, and thank’d him with a sigh.

Thus was the sacred compact doubly seal'd ;
Thus were her spirits rais'd, her bruises heal’d :
Thankful, and cfleerful t00, no more afraid,
Thus little Phoebe was the Miller’s Maid.
Grateful they found her ; patient of control :

A most bewitching gentleness of soul
Made pleasure of what work she had to do :
She grew in stature, and in beauty too.

Five years she pass’d in this delightful home ;
Five happy years: but, when the sixth was come,
The Mirler, from a market town hard by,
Brought home a sturdy youth bis strength to try
To raise the sluice gates early every morn,

To heave his powder’d sacks, and grind. his corn.
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And meeting Phaebe, whom he lov'd so dear,

¢ 1've brought you home a husband, Girl ; d’ye hear.

He begg’d for work ; his money seem’d but scant:

Those that will work ’tis pity they should want

So use him well, and we shall shortly see

‘Whether he merits what 1’ve done, like thee.’
Nowthrobb'd her heart—a new sensation quite—

Whene’er the comely stranger was in sight :

For he at once assiduously strove

To please so sweet a maid, and win her love.

At every corner stopp’d her in her way ;

And saw fresh beauties opening every day.

He took delight in tracing in her face

The mantling blush, and every nameless grace,

That gensibility would bring to view,

When love he mention’d—love and honour true.

But Pheebe still was shy ; and wish’d to know

More of the honest yout{, whose manly brow

She verily believ’d was truth’s own throne,

And all his words as artless as her own:

Most true she judg’d ; yet, long the youth forbore

Divulging where, and how, he liv'd before ;

And seem’d to strive his history to hide,

Till fair esteem enlisted on his side.

The Miller saw, and mention’d, in his praise

The prompt fidelity of all his ways:

Till in a vacant hour, the dinner done,

One day he joking cried, ¢ Come here, my son!

"Tis pity that so a lad as you

Beneath my roof should bring disorders new !

But here ’s my Phoebe—once so light and airy

She’d trip along the passage like a‘%airy—

Has lost her swiftness quite, since here you came:

And yet I can’t perceive the Girl is lame !

The obstacles she meets with still fall thicker :

Old as I am I’d turn a corner quicker.”

The youth blush'd deep, and Pheebe hung her head.

The good man smil’d, and thus again he said -
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¢ Not that I dcem it matter of surprise,
That you should love to gaze at Phoebe’s eyes;
But be explicit, Boy, and deal with honour :
I feel my happiness depend upon her.
‘When here you came you'd sorrow on your brow,
And Ive forborne to question you till now.
First, then, say what thou art.” ~ He instant bow’d,
And thus in Pheebe’s hearing spoke aloud :

¢ Thus far experienced, Sir, in you I find
All that is generous, fatherly, and kind ;
And while you look for proofs of real worth,
You'll not regard the meanness of my birth.
When, pennyless and sad, you met with me,
I'd just escaped the dangers of the sea ;
Resolv'd to try my fortune on the shore,
To get my bread, and trust the waves no more.
Having no home, nor parents left behind,
I’d all my fortune, all my friends to find.
Keen disappointment wounded me that morn !
For, trav'lling near the spot where I was born,
I at the well-known door where I was bred,
Inquir'd who still was living, who was dead :
But first, and most, I sought with anxious fear
Tidings to gm of her who once was dear ;
A Girl, with all the meekness of the dove,
The constant sharer of my childhood’s love ;
She call’d me brother—which I heard with pride,
Though now suspect we are not so allied.
Thus much I learn’d (no more the churls would
She went to service, and she ran away, [say),
And scandal added’——*Hold I’ the Miller cried,
And, in an instant stood at Pheehe’s side ;
For he observed, while listening to the tale,
Her spirits falter’d, and her cheeks turn'd pale;
‘Whilst her clasp’d hands descended to her knee,
She, sinking, whisper’d forth, * O God, ’tis he !’
Thegood Man, though he guess’d the pleasing truth,
Was far too busy to inflmsn the Youth .
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But stirr’d himself amain to aid his Wife,

‘Who soon restor’d the trembler back to life.

Awhile insensible she still appear'd ;

But, ‘Oh my Brother !’ was distinctly heard :

The astonish’d Youth now held her to his breast;

And tears and kisses soon explain’d the rest.
Past deeds now from each tongue alternate fell :

For news of dearest import both could tell.

Fondly, from childhood s tears to youth’sfull prime,

They match’d the incidents of jogging time ;

An‘qiy v'd, that when with Tyranny opprest,

Poor Pheebe groan’d with wounds and broken rest,

George felt no less: was harass'd and forlorn :

A rope’s-end follow'd him both night and morn :

And in that very storm when Phaebe fled,

When the rain drench’d her yet unshelter'd head;

That very storm he en the ocean brav'd,

The vessel founder'd, and the boy was sav’d !

Mysterious Heaven !—and O with what delight—

She told the bappy issue of her flight :

To his charm'd heart a living picture drew ;

And gave to hospitality its due !

The listening host observ'd the gentle pair,

And ponder'd on the means that brought them

there :
Convinced, while unimpeach’d their Virtue stood,
"Twas Heaven's high will that he should do them

. But now the anzious dame impatient grown,

Demanded what the youth had heard or known,

Whereon to ground those doubts but just ex-
prest ;— .

Doubts, whic’h must interest the feeling breast ;

¢ Her brother wert thou, George 1—how, prythee,

say,
Canst thou forego, or cast that name away ?’
No living proofs have I,’ the youth replied,
That we by cloeest ties are not allied ;
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But in my memory live, and ever will,

A mother’s dying words———I hear them still :

She said, to one who watcli’d her parting breath,

« Don’t separate the children at my death,

They’re not both mine : But——"" here the scene
was clos'd,

She died ; and left us helpless and exPoe-’d;

Nor Time hath thrown, nor Reason’s opening

Wer,

One friendly ray on that benighted hour.’

Ne'er did the Chieftains of a warring state
Hear from the oracle their half-told fate
With more religious fear, or more suspense,
Than Pheebe now endur’'d :—for every sense
Became absorb’d in this unwelcome theme ;
Nay every meditation, every dream,
Th’ inexplicable sentence held to view,
« They’re not both mine,” was every morning

new:
For, till this hour, the Maid had never prov’d
How far she was enthrall’d, how much she lov’d :
In that fond character he first appear’d;
His kindness charm’d her, and his smiles endear’d :
This dubious mystery the passion crost ;
Her geace was wounded, and her lover lost.
'}';or €0 tl; with all hisfr:solution strove
‘o check the progress of his growing love ;

Or, if he e’er il:ldulg’d a eendg:o kiss,g ’
Th’ unravell’d secret robb’d him of his bliss.
Health’s foe, Suspense, so irksome to be borne, - -
An ever-piercing and retreating thorn,
Hung on their hearts, when Nature bade them rise,
And stole Content’s bright ensign from their eyes.

The go:id ;olks saw tghe change, and griev'd to

el

These troubles labouring in Pheebe’s mind ;
They iov'd them both ; and with one voice dY;co 'd
fou'
23

The only means whence Truth might be ’d,
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That, when the summer months should shrink the

rill,
And scarce its languid stream would turn the mill,
When the spring broods, and pigs, and lambs were
r'd

rea
&A time when G and Pheebe might be spar'd),
heir birth-place they should visit once again,
To try with joint en\‘{eavours to obtain
From record, or tradition, what might be
To chain, or set their chain’d affections free :
Affinity beyond all doubt to prove ;

Or clear the road for Nature and for Love.
Never, till now, did Phoebe count the houss,
Or think May long, or wish away its flowers; -
With mutual sighs both fann’d the wings of Time;
As we climb hills and gladden as we climb,
And reach at last the distant promis’d seat,

Casting the glowing landscape at our feet.

Oft had the morning rose with dew been wet,
And oft the joumeymg sun in glory set,
Beyond the willow’d ds of vi

The steep green hill, and woods tﬁey wergrzxs' pass;
When now the day arrivid: impatience reign’d ;
And George,—by trifling obstacles detain’d,—
His bending blackthorn on the threshold prest,
Survey’d the windward clouds, and hop’d the best.
Pheebe, attir'd with every modest grace,

While health and beauty revell'd in her face,
Came forth; but soon evinc’d an absent mind,
For, back she turn’d for something left behind ;
Again the same, till George grew tir'd of home,
And peevishly exclaim’d, ¢ Come, Phoebe, come,
AnotE:: hindrance yet he had to feel :

As from the door they tripp’d with nimble heel,
A poor old man, foot-founder’d and alone,

Thus urgent spoke, in Trouble’s genuine tone :

¢ My pretty Maid, if happiness you seek,

May disappointment never fade your cheek !~
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Your’s be the joy ;—yet, feel another’s woe :
O leave some little gift before you go.’
His words struck home ; and back she turn’d again,
&The ready friend of indigence and pain),
‘0 banish hunger from s shatter’d frame ;
And close behind her, lo, the miller came,
With jug ;In hand, and cried, ¢ George, why such
aste

Here ; take a draught ; and let that soldier taste.’
¢ Thanks for your bounty, Sir;’ the veteran said ;
Threw down his wallet, and made bare his head ;
And straight beﬁ;n, though mix’d with doubts and
TN’ unprefac’d history of his latter years. [fears,
‘I cross’d th’ Atlantic with our regiment brave,
Where sickness sweeps whole regiments to the
grave ;

Yet I've escap’d ; and bear my arms no more ;
My age discharg’d me when I came on shore.
Mly wife, I've heard,’—and here he wip'd hiseyes,—
¢ In the cold corner of the church-yard lies.
By her consent it was I left my home:
Employment fail'd, and poverty was come ;
The bounty tempted me ;—she had it all :
We parted ; and I've seen my betters fall.
Yet, as I'm spar’d, though in this piteous case,
I’m travellin homewnnf to my native place ;
Though should I reach that dear remember’d spot,
Perhaps old Grainger will be quite forgot.’

All eyes beheld young George with wonder start:
Strong were the secret iodings of his heart;
Yet not indulg’d: for he with doubts survey’d
By turns the stranger, and the lovely maid.
. lyla.d you no children —¢ Yes, young man ; I'd
A boy, if still he lives, as.old as you: [two:
Yet not my own ; but likely so to prove;
Though but the pledge of an unlawful love:
T cherish’d him, to hide a sister’s shame :
He shar’d my best affections, and my name.

U5




[ THRE MILLER’S MAID.

But why, young folks, should I detain you here?
Go: and may blessings wait upon your cheer,

I too will travel on ; ps to find

The only treasure that I left behind.

Such kindly thought my fainting hopes revive !—
Pheebe, my cherub, art thou rt alive?’

Could nature hold !—Could youthful love for-
bear ! .
George cla?"ld the wond’ring maid, and whisper'd,
¢ There!

You’re mine for ever !—O, sustain the rest;
And hush the tumult of throbbing breast.’
Then to the Soldier turn’d, with manly pride,
And fondly led his long-intended bride :
¢ Here, s¢e your child ; nor wish a sweeter flow’r.
*Tis George that speaks ; thou’lt bless the happy
our !—
Nay, be composed ; for all will yet be well,
Thaufh here our history’s too long to tell.’——
A long-lost father found, the mystery clear’d,
What mingled transports in her face appear'd!
The gazing veteran stood with hands uprais'd—
¢ Art thou indeed my child! then, be
rais’d.’
O’er his rough cheeks the tears profusely spread ;
Such as fools say become not men to shed ;
Past hours of bliss, regenerated charms,
Rose, when he felt his daughter in his arms :
So tender was the scene, the generous dame
Xln , as she told of Pt:mbe’s virtuous fame,
the good host, wi passing strange,
Abstracted seem’d through fields of joy to range :
Rejoicing that his favour'd roof should prove
Virtue’s asylum, and the nurse of love ;
Rejoicing that to him the task was given,
While his full soul was mounting up to Heav’n.
But now, as from a dream his reason sprung,

And heartiost greetings dwelt upon his tongue :
76
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The sounding kitchen floor at once receiv'd
The lnpgy group, with all their fears reliev’d :
¢ Soldier,” he cried, ¢ you've found your girl ; ’tis
But suffer me to be a father too; [true.
For, never child that blest a parent’s knee,
Could shew more duty than she has to me.
Strangely she came ; Affliction chas’d her hard :
I pitied her ;—and this is my reward !
Here sit you down ; recount your perils o’er :
Henceforth be this your home ; and grieve no more:
Plenty hath shower'd her dewrdrops on my.head ;
Care visits not my table, nor my bed. ’
My heart’s warm wishes thus I fulfil:—
My dame and I can live without the Mill :
George, take the wholg ; I’ll near you still remain,
To guide your judgment in the choice of ;grain :
In virtue’s path commence your prosperous life ;
And from my hand receive your worthy wife.
Rise, Phoebe ; rise, my girl |—koeel not to me ;
But to that Pow’r who interpos'd for thee.
Integrity hath mark’d your favourite youth ;
Fair budding Hopour, Counstancy, and Truth :
g emibng comd me, oy girls s bofe!

smiling round me, rosy girls and
I’Hngve them for th sak:"y And may yony: days
Glide on, as glides the stream that never stays;
Bright as whose shingled bed, till life’s. decline,
May all your worth, and all your virtues shine




THE WIDOW
TO
HER HOUR-GLASS.

Comz, friend, I’ll turn thee up again:
Companion of the lonely hour !
Spring thirty times hath fed with rain
And cloth’d with leaves my humble bower,
Since thou hast stood
In frame of wood,
On chest or window by my side :
At every birth still thou wert near,
Stll ?oke thine admonitions clear,—
nd, when my husband died.

D’ve often watch’d thy streaming sand,
And seen the gmwmg mountain rise,
And often found Life’s hopes to stand
On props as weak in Wisgs;:’seyes:
Its conic crown
Still sliding down,
%Eai.n heap’d up; then down again ;
e sand above more hollow grew,
Like days and years still filt’ring through,
And mingling joy and pain.
While thus I spin and sometimes sing,
¥Fot now and then my heart will glow)
hou measur’st Time’s expanding wing :
By thee the noontide hour I know :
Though silent thou,
Still shalt thou flow,
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And jog along thy destin’d way:
But when I glean the sultry fields,
When earth her yellow harvest yields,
Thou gett’st a holiday.

Steady as truth, on either end
Thy daily task performing well,
Thou’rt meditation’s constant friend,
And strik’st the heart without a bell :
Come, lovely May !
Thy lengthen’d day
Shall gild once more my native plain ;
Curl inward here, sweet woodbine flow’r "
¢ Companion of the lonely hour,
¢ g’ll turn thee up again,




MARKET-NIGHT.

¢ O Winps, howl not so long and loud ;
Nor with your vengeance arm the snow :
Bear hence each heavy-loaded cloud ;
And let the twinkling star-beams glow.

¢ Now sweeping floods rush down the slope,
Wide scattering ruin.—Stars, shine soon !

No other light my Love can hope :
Midnight will want the joyous Moon.

€O guardian Spirits '—Ye that dwell
ere woods, and pits, and hollow ways,

The lone night-trav’ller’s fancy swell

With fearful tales, of older days,—

“ Press round him :— guide his willing steed
Through darkness, dangers, currents, snows ;
Wait where, from shelt’ring thickets freed,
The dreary heath’s rude whirlwind blows.

¢ From darkness rushing o’er his way,
The thorn’s white load it bears on high !
‘Where the short furze all shrouded lay,
Mounts the dried grass ;—earth’s bosom dry.

* Then o’er the hill with furious sweep
It rends the elevated tree———

Sure-footed beast thy road thou'lt keep :
Nor storm nor darkness startles thee !

¢ O blest assurance, (trusty steed,)
To thee the buried road is known ;
Home, all the spur thy footsteps need,
‘When loose the frozen rein is thrown,
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“ Between the roaring blasts that shake
The naked elde::t:l the door,
Though not one prattler to me speak,
Their sleeping sighs delight me mare.

¢ Sound is their rest :—they little know
What pain, what cold, their Father feels ;

But dream, perhaps, they see him now,
While each the promis’d orange peels

¢ Would it were so !—the fire burns bright,
And on the warming trencher gleams ;
In Expectation’s raptur’d sight
How precious his arrival seems !

¢ I'll look abroad !—'tis piercing cold !'—
How the bleak wind assails his breast !

Yet some faint light mige eyes behold .
The storm is verging o’er the west.

¢ There shines a star !—O welcome sight !—
Through the thin vapours bright'ning still !

Yet, ’twas beneath the fairest night
The murd’rer stain’d yon lo:gy hill.

¢ Mercy, kind Heaven ! such thoughts dispel !
No voice, no footstep can I hear!

(Where night and silence brooding dwell,
Spreads thy cold reign, heart-chilling Fear.)

¢ Distressing hour! uncertain fate !
O Mercy, Mercy, guide him home !—
Hark !—then I heard the distant gate,——
Repeat it, Echo; quickly, come!

¢ One minute now will ease my fears—
Or, still more wretched must I be?
No : surely Heaven has spar'd our tears :
1 see him, cloth’d in snow ;——'tis he.——
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¢ Where have you stay’d? put down your load.
How have you borne the storm, the cold
What horrors did 1 not forbode——
That beast is worth its weight in gold.”

Thus spoke the joyful wife ;—then ran
And hid in grateful steams her head :
Dapple was hous'd, the hungry man
ith joy glanc’d o'er the children’s bed.

¢ What, all asleep !—s0 best ;’ he cried :

¢ O what a night 1've travell’d through !
Unseen, unheard, I might have died ;

But Heaven has brought me safe to you.

¢ Dear partner of my nights and days,
That smile becomes thee !—Let us then

Learn, though mishap may cross our ways,
It is not ours tn reckon when.’




K]
THE

FAKENHAM GHOST.
A BALLAD.

Tax lawns were dry in Euston park ;
(Here truth® inspires my taleg“

The lonely footpath, still and dark,
Led over hill and dale.

Benighted was an ancient dame,
And fearful haste she made

To gain the vale of Fakenham,
And hail its willow shade.

Her footsteps knew no idle stops,
But follow'd faster still ;

And echo’d to the darksome copse
That whisper’d on the hill ;

Where clam’rous rooks, yet scarcely hush’d,
Bespoke a peopled shade ;

And many a wing the foliage brush’d,
And hovering circuits made.

The dappled herd of grazing deer
That sought the shades by day,

Now started from her path with fear,
And gave the stranger way.

Darker it grew ; and darker fears
Came o’er her troubled mind ;

When now, a short quick step she hears
Come patting close behind.

® This Ballad 1s founded on a fact. The circumstance occurrea
ogrhaps long before 1 was born; but is still related by my
:oumm‘d&mn of the oldest inhabitants in that part of ti*s
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She turn’d ; it stopp’d '—nought could she see
Upon the gloomy plain !
But, as she strove the sprite to flee,
She heard the same again.

Now terror seiz’d her quaking frame :
For, when the path was bare,

The trotting Ghost kept on the same !
She mutter'd many a pray’r.

Yet once again, amidst her fright
She tried what sight could do ;

When through the cheating glooms of night,
A monsTER stood in view.

ess of whate’er she felt,
1t follow’d down the plain !
She own’d her sins, and down she knelt,
And said her pray’rs again.

Then on she sped : and hope grew strong,
The white park gate in view ;

Which pushing hard, so long it swung
That Ghost and all pass’d through.

Loud fell the gate aﬁmst' the post !
Her heart-strings like to crack :
For, much she fear’d the grisly ghost

Would leap upon her back.

8till on, pat, pat, the goblin went,
As it had done before :—

Her strength and resolution spent
She fainted at the door.

Out came her husband much surpris'd :
Out came her daughter dear :
Good-natur’d souls! all unadvis'd
Of what they had to fear.
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The candle’s gleam pierced through the night,
Some short space o’er the green ;
And there the little trotting sprite
Distinctly might be seen.

An ass’s foal had lost its dam
‘Within the spacious park ;
And simple as the playtul lamb,

Had follow’d in the dark.

N(;qgoblin he ; no imp of sin :

o crimes had ever known.

They took the shaggy stranger in,
And rear’d him as their own.

His little hoefs would rattle round
Upon the cottage floor :

The matron learn'd to love the sound
That frighten’d her before.

A favourite the Ghost became ;
And, ’twas his fate to thrive :

And long he liv’d and spread his fame,
And kept the joke alive.

For many a laugh weat through the vale ;
And some conviction too :—

Each thought some other goblin tale,
Perhaps, was just as true.




THE
FRENCH MARINER
A BALLAD

Av old French Mariner am I,
Whom time hath render’d poor and gray ;
Hear, conquering Britons, ere I die,
What anguish prompts me thus to say.

I’ve rode o’er many a dreadful wave,
I’ve seen the reeking blood descend :

D've heard the last groans of the brave ;
The shipmate dear, the steady friend.

’Twas when De Grasse the battle join'd
And struck, on April’s fatal morn :

I left three smiling boys behind,
And saw my country's lily torn.

There, as 1 brav'd the storms of fate,
Dead in my arms my brother fell ;

Here sits forlorn his widow’d mate,
Who weeps whene’er the tale I tell.

Thy reign, sweet Peace, was o’er too soon ;
ar, piecemeal, robs me of my joy :
For, on the bloodstain’d first of June
Death took my eldest favourite Boy.

The other two enmged arose,
‘ Our country claims our lives,” they said,
With them 1 lost my soul’s repose,
That fatal hour my last hope fled.
With Brueys the proud Nile they sought :
Where one in lgg’ring woundi ex';gu’hd i
While yet the other bravely fought
The Orient’s magazine was fird.
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And must I mourn my country’s shame 1

And envious curse the con?uering foe ?
No more I feel that thirst of fame ;—

All I can feel is private woe.
FE'en all the joy that vict’ry brings,

Her bellowing guns, and flaming pride)

Cold, momentary comfort flings

Around where weeping friends reside :
Whose bligl:ed bud no sun shall cheer,

Whose of life no longer shine :
Some parent, brother, child, most dear,

Who ventur’d, and who died like mine.
Proud-crested fiend, the world’s worst foe,

Ambition ! canst thou boast one deed,
Whence no unsightly horrors flow,

Nor private peace is seen to bleed ?
Ah! why do these old eyes remain

To see succeeding mornings rise !
Mywifeisdaui,lllﬂchjldren slain,

And poverty is all my prize.
Yet shall not poor enfeebled

Breathe fo mvenﬁ;——:gut rather say,
O God, who seest the battle’s rage,

Take from men’s hearts that rage away |
From the vindictive tongue of strife,

Bid hatred and false glory flee ;
That babes may meet advancing life,

Nor feel the woes that light on me.

*T




DOLLY.
¢ Ingenuous trust, and confidence of Love.

Taz Bat began with giddy win
His circmg;a‘:ound tEle sl{ed, tEe tree ;
And clouds of dancing gnats to sing
A summer-night’s serenity.
Darkness crept slowly o’er the East !
Upon the barn-roof watch’d the cat ;
Bweet breath’d the ruminating beast
At rest where DorLLy musing sat.

A simple Maid, who could employ
The silent lapse of evening mild,
And lov'd its solitary joy :
For Dolly was Relgecﬁon’s child.
He who had pledg’d his word to be
Her life’s dear guardian, far away,
The flow'’r of Yeoman Cavalry,
Bestrode a steed with trappings gay.

And thus from memory’s treasur’d sweets,
And thus from love's pure fouat she drew
That peace, which busy care defeats
And bids our pleasures bloom anew.

Six weeks of absence have I borne
Since Henry took his fond farewell :
The charms of that delightful morn

" My tongie could thus for ever tell

He at my window whistling loud,
Arous’d my lightsome heart to go :

Day, conqu’ring climb’d from cloud to cloud -
’lzhe fields all wore a purple glow.
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We stroll'd the bord’ring flow’rs among :
One hand the bridle held behind ;

The other round my waist was flung :
Sure never Youth spoke half so kind !

The rising lark I could but hear ;
And jocund seem’d the song to be:
But sweeter sounded in my ear,
Will Dolly still be true to me ? -

From the rude Dock my skirt had swept
A fringe of clinging burrs so green ;

Like them our hearts still closer crept,
And hook’d a thousand holds unseen.

High o’er the road each branching bough
ts globes of silent dew had shed ;
And on the pure-wash’d sand below

The dimpling drops around had spread.

The sweet-briar oped its pink-eyed rose,
And gave its fragrance to the gale;

Though modest flow’rs may sweets disclose,
More sweet was Henry’s earnest tale.

He seem’d, methought, on that dear morn,
To-pour out all his heart to me;

As if, the separation borne,
The coming hours would joyless be.

A bank rose high beside the way,
And full against the morning sun ;

Of heav’nly blue there violets gay
His hand invited one by one.

. The posey with a smile he gave ;
I saw his meaning in his eyes -
The wither'd treasure still I have ;
My bosom holds the fragrant prize.
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With hﬁhwh-hewoul(: hnu:z’d-
But orced 3

Then moun hmgmmﬂ i
His time elaps'd he could not stay.

Then first I felt the parting pang
Sure the worst thelmrfeehl

His horse unrul:
The pebbles benenh his ieeh H

Thendo:;thematlhuugwru'led,

His rider gazing, gaaing

‘Mydurest,l’llbetme, hecn.d —
And, if he lives, I'm sure he will.

Then haste, yohonm,hm eve and morn,
Yet strew your blessings round my home:
Ere winter's blast shall strip the thorn
My promis’d joy, my love, will come.




LINES,

OCCASIONED BY
A VISIT TO WHITTLEBURY FOREST,

NORTHAMPTONSHIRE,
IN AUGUST, 1800,

Addressed to my Children.

Gznrus of the forest shades |
Lend thy pow’r, and lend thine ear!
A stranger tred thy lonely glades,
Amidst thy dark and bounding deer;
Inquiring childhood claims the verse,
let them not inquire in vain ;
Be with me while I thus rehearse
The glories of thy sylvan reign.

Thy dells by wint’ry currents worn,
luded haunts, how dear to me!
From all but nature’s converse borne,
No ear to hear, no eye to see.
Their honour’d leaves the green oaks rear'd,
And crown’d the upland’s graceful swell ;
While answering through the vale was heard
Each m«’s tinkling bell.
Hail, wood shades, that stretching far,
Defy e'en summer’s noontide pow’r,
When August in bis burning car
Wi the cloud, withholds the show’r.

™)
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The deep-ton’d low from either hill,
Down hatle aisles and arches green

(The herd’s rude tracks from rill to rill);
Roar’d echoing through the solemn scene.

From my charm’d heart the numbers sprung,
Though birds had ceas’d the choral lay :
I pour'd wild raptures from my tongue,
And gave delicious tears their way.
Then, darker shadows seeking still,
‘Where human foot had seldom stray’d,
I read aloud to every hill
Sweet Emma’s love, ¢ the Nut-brown Maids

8haking his matted mane on high
The gazing colt would raise his head ;
Or, tim’rous doe would rushing fly,
And leave to me her grassy begz
Where, as the azure sky appeard
Through bow’rs of every varying form,
’Midst the deep gloom methought I heard
The daring progress of the storm.

How would each sweeping pond’rous bough
Resist, when straight the whirlwind cleaves,
Dashing in strength’ning eddies through
A roaring wilderness of leaves !
How would the prone descending show’r
From the green canopy rebound !
How would the lowlamf torrents pour !
How deep the pealing thunder sound !

But peace was there: no lightnings blaz’d :—

No clouds obscur’d thehfgace ofgl';lenv’n:
Down each green op’ning while I gaz’d

My thoughts to home, and you, were giv'n.
O tender minds! in life’s gay morn

Some clouds must dim your coming day ;
Yet, bootless pride and falZ:hood scorn,

And peweﬁa this shall cheer your way.
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Now at the dark wood’s stately side,
Well pleas’d I met the sun again ;
Here fleeting Fancy travell’d wide !
My seat was destin’d to the main :
For, many an oak la{ stretch’d at length,
Whose trunks (with bark no longer sheath’d)
Had reach’d their full meridian strength
Before your father’s father breath’d !

Perha:rs they’ll many a conflict brave,

And many a dreadful storm defy ;

Then groaning o’er the adverse wave
Bring home the flag of victory.

Go, then, proud oaks! we mect no more !
Go, grace the scenes to me denied,

The white cliffs round my native shore,
And the loud ocean’s swelling tide.

¢ Genius of the forest shades,’

Sweet, from the heights of thy domain,
When the gray ev’ning shadow fades,

To view the country’s golden grain!
To view the gleaming village spire

’Midst distant groves unknown to me ;
Groves, that grown bright in borrow’d fire

Bow o’er the peopled vales to thee!

Where was tay elfin train that play

Round Wake'’s ?uge oak, their favourite tree t
May a poor son of song thus say,

&hypv‘:':m they no?%eveal 'd tyo me?
Yet, smiling fairies left behind,
_ Affection brought you to my view ;
To love and tenderness resign'd,
I sat me aown and thouéﬁ of you.

When morning still unclouded rose, .
Refresh’d with sleep and joyous dreams,

‘Where fruitful fields with woodlands close,
T trac'd the birth of various streams.
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From beds of clay, here creeping rills

Unseen to 'Pnent Ouse would steal ;
Or, gushing from the northward hills,
ould glitter throngh Toves’ winding dale.

But ah! ye cooling springs, farewell !

H:nh, Ino morfe our ﬁeeiomtum;
But long my grateful tongue

What brought your gag':g stranger there.
« Genius of the forest shades,

¢ Lend thy‘“)wer, and lend thine ear ;’

Let dreams lengthen thy long
And bring thy peace and nlmee{:d:’




SONG
FOR A HIGHLAND DROVER,

RETURNING FROM ENGLAND.

Now fm-thee—well England; no further I'l

But follow my shadow that points the way home:
Your gay southern shores shall not tempt me to

For my gy ’s at howe, and my children at play!

*Tis tlm my bonnet sit light on my brow,
Gives my sinews their strength and my bosom its’
glow.

Farewell, mountaineers ! my compamom, adieu ;

Soon, many long miles when I'm sever'd from you,

I shall miss your white horns on the brink of the
bourne

And o'er the rough heaths, where you'll never'

return :
Butinbrave English pastures you cannot complain,
While your Droverspeeds back¢o his Maggy agtm

O Tweed! gentle Tweed, as I pass your green

vales,
More th‘ﬁ life, more than love my tir'd spirit in-
ales ;
There Scotland, my darling, liea full in my view,
With her bare-footed lasses and mountains so blue: *
To the mountains away ; my heart bounds like
the hind ;
For home is so sweet, and my Maggy so kind.
As day after day 1 still follow my course,
And m fancy trace back every stream to it
source, E2
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Hope cheers me up hills, where the road lies be-

fore
O’er hills just as high, and o’er tracks of wild

moor
The keen pol,a.r star nightly rising to view ;
But Maggy’s my star, just as steady and trus.
O ghosts of my fathers! O heroes look down !
Fix my wandering thotghts on your deeds of

renown, :
For the glory of Scotland reigns warm in my breast,
- And fortitude grows both from toil and from rest;
May your deeds and your worth be for ever in
view,
And may Maggy bear sons not unworthy of you,
Love, why do you urge me, so weary and poor ?
I cannot step faster, I cannot do more ;
I've paal:;ﬂ dsllver Tweed ; €’en the Tay flows be-

Yet fatigue 111 disdain ;—my reward I shall find;
Thou, sweet smile of innocence, thou art my prize;
And the joy that will sparkle in Maggy’s blue eyes.

She’ll watch to the southward ;—perhaps she will
sigh, .

That the way is so long and the mountains so
high ;

b
Perhaps some huge rock in the dusk she may see,
And will say in her fondness, ¢ That surely is he ?
Good wife you're deceiv'd ; I’m still far from my
howe :
Go, slecp, my dear Maggy,—to-morrow I'll co.ue,
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A WORD
10
TWO YOUNG LADIES.

Wazn tender rose-trees first receive
On half-expanded leaves, the shower ;
Hope’s gayest pictures we believe,
d anxious,watch each coming flower.

Then, if beneatlt the genial sun

That spreads abroad the full-blown May,
Two infant stems the rest out-run,

Their buds the first to meet the day—

With joy their opening tints we view,
While morning’s precious moments fly ;
My pretty maids, ’tis thus with you,
i‘ e fond admiring gazer, I.

Preserve, sweet buds, where’er you be,
The richest gem that decks a wife—
The charm of female ;
And let sweet music give it life.

8till may the favouring Muse be found :
Still circumspect the paths ye tread :

Plant moral truths in Fancy’s ground ;
And meet old age without a dread.

Yet, ere that comes, while yet ye quaff
The cup of health without a pain,

T'll shake my gray hairs when you laugh,
And, when yeou sing, be young again.
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Both the young Ladies had addressed to me a few
complimentary lines (and I am sorry that those ot
the elder sister were never in my possession); in
return for which I sent the above. It was received
on the day on which the younger completed her
ninth year. Surely it canmot be ascribed to vanity
if, in gratitude to & most amiable family, I here pre-
serve verbatim an effort of a child nine yearsold. I
have the more pleasure in doing it, because J know
them to be her own. R. B.

¢ Acoept, dear Bard, the Muse’s genuine thought,
And take not ill the tridbute of my heart :—
For thee the laureat wreath of praise I'll bind ;
None that have read thy commendable mind
Can let it pass unnoticed—nor can I—

For by thy lays I know. thy sympathy * ¥ P.
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ON HEARING
or
THE TRANSLATION
or
PART OF THE FARMER’S BOY

INTO LATIN

By the Rev. My. C——.

Hzy Giles! in whut new garb art drest?
For Lads like tKnu methinks a bold one ;
I'm glad to see thee so carest;
But, hark ye !—don't despise your old one.

Thou’rt not the first by many a Boy

Who'’ve found abroad good friends to own ‘em;
Then, in such coats have shewn their joy

E’en their own Fathers have not known ‘em.
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NANCY:—A SONG.

You ask me, dear Nancy, what makes me presume
That you cherish a secret affection for me ?
When we see the flow’rs bud, don’t we look for
the bloom ?
Then, sweetest, attend while I answer to thee.

When we young men with pastimes the twilight
guile,
Iwatch your plump cheek till i dimples with joy:
And observe, that whatever occasions the smile,
You give me a glance ; but provokingly coy.

Last month, when wild strawberries, pluckt in the

grove,
Like beads on the tall seeded grass you had
. strung,
You gave me the choicest ; I hoped ’twas for love ;
And I told you my hopes while the nightingale
sung. * :

Remember the viper :—'twas close at your feet,
How you started, and threw yourself into my
arms ;
Nota strawben’-y there was so ripe nor so sweet
As the lips which I kise’d to subdue your alarms.

As I pull’d down the clusters of Nuts for my Fair,
What a blow I receiv’d from a strong bending

bough ;
Though Lucy and other gay lasses were there,
Not one of them shew’d such compassion as you.




NANCY. m

And was it compassion ?—by hreuven ’twas more !
A tell-tale betrays you ;—that blush on your
cheek :

Then come, dear.est maid, all your trifling give o’er,
And whisper what candour will teach you to
speak.

Can you stain my fair honour with one broken
vow?
Can you say that I’ve ever occasion’d a pain?
On truth’s honest base let your tenderness grow:
1 swear to be faithful, again and again.
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ROSY HANNAH.

A spPRING o’erhung with many a flow’r,
The gray sand ﬁancing in its bed,
Embank’d beneath a hawthorn bower,
Sent forth its waters near my head :
A rosy lass approach’d my view ;
I caught her blue eye’s modest beam :
The stranger nodded * How d’ye do ¥
And leap’d across the infant stream.

The water heedless pass’d away :
With me her glowing image stay’d :
I strove from that auspicious day,
To meet and bleuu&e lovely maid.
I met her where beneath our feet
Through downy moss the wild-thyme grew ;
Nor moss elastic, low’rs though sweet,
Match’d Hannah’s cheek of rosy hue.

T met her where the dark woods wave, -
And shaded verdure skirts the plain;
And when the pale moon rising gave
New glories to her cloudy train.
From her sweet cot upon the moor
Our plighted vows to heaven are flown;
Truth made me welcome at her door,
And rosy Hannah is mv own.
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SONG.
THE SHEPHERD AND HIS DOG ROVER.

Rover, awake! the gray cock crows! .

Come, shake your coat and go with me!
High in the east the green hill glows;

d glory crowns our shelt’ring tree.

The sheep expect us at the fold:

My faithful Dog, let’s haste away,
And in his earliest beams behold,

And hail, the source of cheerful day.

Half his broad orb o’erlooks the hill,
And, darting down the val::i'lﬂies:
At every casement welcome still ;
The golden summons of the skies.
Go, fetch my staff; and o’er the dews
Let echo waft thy gladsome voice.
Shall we a cheerful note refuse
When rising morn proclaims, ¢ Rejoice ?

Now then we'll start ; and thus I'll sling
Our store, a trivial load to bear:

Yet, ere night comes, should hunger sting,
I’ll not encroach on Rover's share.

The fresh breeze bears its sweets along ;
The lark but chides us while we stay :

Soon shall the vale repeat my song ;
Go, brush before, away, away.

.u 303
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HUNTING SONG.

8 darksome woods where echo dwells,
Where every bud with freedom swells
To meet the glorious day :
The mornin, bre&s; ag:m rejoice 3
And with old Ringwood’s well-known voice
Bid tuneful echo play.

We come, ye groves, ye hills, we come :
The vagrant fox shall hear his doom, .
And dread our jovial train,
The shrill horn seunds, the courser flies,
While every sportsman joyful cries,
¢ There’s Ringwood’s voice again.’
Ye meadows, hail the coming throng :
Ye peaceful streams that wind along,
Rap:ila: ctlhe Im'k-a::{ H
Far o'er owns, ye gales that sweep,
The daring oak thatycrowns the steep,
The roaring peal convey.

The chiming notes of cheerful hounds,
Hark ! how the hollow dale resounds ;

The sunny hills how gay.
But where ’s the note, brave dog, like thine ?
Then urge the steed, the chorus join,

'Tis Ringwood leads the way.
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LUCY:—A SONG.

Tay favourite Bird is soaring still :
My Lucy, haste thee o’er the dale ;
The stream ’s let loose, and from the mill
All silent comes the balmy gale ;
Yet, so lightly on its way,
Seems to whisper, ¢ Holiday.’

The pathway flowers that bending meet

And give the meads their yellow hue,

The May-bush and the meadow sweet

Reserve their fragrance all for you
Why then, Lucy, why delgy?
Let us share the holiday.

Since there thy smiles, my charming maid,

Are with unfeigned rapture seen,

To beauty -be the homage paid !

Come, claim the triumph of the green.
Here’s my hand, come, come away ;
Share the merry holiday.

A promise too my Lucy made,

And shall my heart its claim reslgn 7
'hat ere May-flowers again should fade,
Her heart and hand should both be mine.
Hark ye, Lucy, this is May ;
Love shall crown our holiday.

s
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WINTER SONG.

Dzar Boy, throw that icicle down,

And sweep this deep snow from the door
Old Winter comes on with a frown ;
. A terrible frown for the poor.
In a season so rude and forlorn

How can age, how can infancy bear
The silent neglect and the scorn

Of those who have plenty to spare ?

Fresh broach’d is my cask of old ale,
Well-tim’d now the frost is set in ;
Here’s Job come to tell us a tale,
We'll make him at home to a pin.
While my wife and I bask o'er the fire,
The roll of the seasons will prove,
That Time may diminish desire,
But cannot extinguish true love.

O the pleasures of neighbourly chat,
If you can but keep scandal away,
To learn what the world has been at,
And what the great orators say ;
Though the wind through the crevices sing,
And hail down the chimney rebound ;
I’m happier than many a king
Whire the bellows blow bass to the sound.
Abundance was never my lot:
But out of the trifle that’s given,

That no curse may alight on my cot,
Tl distribute the bounty of Heaven ;
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The fool and the slave gather wealth :
But if ] add nought to my store,

Yet while I keep conscience in health,
I've a mine that will never grow poor.

PEACE.

——

Harr! ye legions, sheathe your steel :
Blood grows precious ; shed no more :
Cease your toils ; your wounds to heal :
Lo! beams of mercy reach the shore !
From realms of everlasting light
The favour'd guest of Heaven is come :
Prostrate your Banners at the sight,
And bear the glorious tidings home.

The plunging corpse with half-clos'd eyes,
No more shall stain th’ unconscious brine ;
Yon pendant gay, that streaming flies,.
Around its 1dle staff shall twine.
Behold ! along th’ etherial sky
Her beams o’er conquering navies spread ;
Peace! Peace! the leaping sailors cry,
With shouts that might arouse the dead.

Then forth Britannia’s thunder pours ;
A vast reiterated sound !

From line to line the cannon roars,
And spreads the blazing joy around.

Return, ye brave! your counhz calls;
Return, return, your task is done :

While here the tear of transport falls,
To grace your laurels nobly won.
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Albion cliffs—from age to age,
That bear the roaring storms of heav’n,
Did ever fiercer warfare rage,
Was ever g:ace more timely given ?
Wake ! sounds of joy : rouse, generous isle ;
Let every patriot bosom glow :
Beau?, resume thy wonted smile,
And, Poverty, thy cheerful brow.

Boast, Britain, of thy glorious guests ;
Peace, Wealth,and erce, all thine own
8till on contented Labour rests
The basis of a lasting throne.
Shout, Poverty ! ’tis Heaven that saves;
Protected Wealth, the chorus raise, -
Ruler of war, of winds, and waves,
Accept a prostrate nation’s praise.
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ON REVISITING

PLACE OF MY NATIVITY.

TarovaH winter's frowns had damp’d the beaming

e

Though tweyl:'e successive gummers heav’d thesigh,
The unaccomplish’d wish was still the same ;
Till May in new and sudden glories came !
My heart was rous’d ; and Fancy, on the wing,
Thus heard the language of enchanting spring :—

¢ Come to thy native groves and fruitful ﬁeﬁds!
Thou know.':ltds e fragrance that the wild flow’r

ields ;

Inhale theybreeu that bends the purple bud,
And plays along the margin of the wood.
I've cloth’d them all ; the very woods where thou
In infancy learn’d’st praise from every bough.
Would’st thou bebolcr again the vernal day?
My reign is short ;—this instant come away :
Ere Philomel shall silent meet the morn ;
She hails the green, but not the rip’ning corn.
Come, ere the pastures lose their yellow flow’rs :
Come now ; with heart as jocund as the hours.”

‘Who could resist the call 7—that Giles had done,
Nor heard the birds, nor seen the rising sun;
Had net Benevolence, with cheering ray,
And Greatness stoop’d, indulgent to display
Praise which does surely not to Giles belong,
But to the objects that mstﬁir'd his song.
Immediate pleasure from those praises flow’d ;
Remoter bliss within his bosom glow’d !
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Now tasted all ;—for I have heard and seen
The long remember'd voice, the church, the

And oft by fnendshlps ntle hand been led
Where many a hospitable board was spread.
These would I name—but each, and all can feel
What the full heart would willmgly reveal
Nor needs be told ; that at each season’s
Still the enamell’ d or the scorching earth
Gave, as each morn or weary night would come,
Ideal sweetness to my distant home:
Ideal now no more :—for, to my view

ring’s promise rose, how admirably true !
’l{e early chorus of the cheerful grove
Gave pont to gratitude, and fire to love.
O Memory! shield me from the world’s poor smfa,
And give those scenes thine everlasting life




WILD FLOWERS;
OR
PASTORAL AND LOCAL POETRY.

ABNER
AND
THE WIDOW JONES,

A FAMILIAR BALLAD,

WeLe! I'm determined; that’s enough:—
Gee, Bayard! move your poor old bones,
I’11 take to-morrow, smooth or rough,
To go and court the Widow Jones.

Our master talks of stable-room,

And younger horses on his grounds;
"Tis easy to foresee thy doom,

Bayard, thou’lt go to feed the hounds.

But could I win the widow’s hand,

I’d make a truce ’twixt death and thee;
For thou upon the best of land

Should’st feed, and live, and die with me.

And must the pole-axe lay thee low?
And will they pick thy poor eld bones?
No—hang me 1f it shall be so,——
If I can win the Widow Jones.

- E20
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Twirl went his stick ; his curly pate
A bran-new hat uplifted bore;

And Abner, as he leapt the gate,
Had never look'd so gay before.

And every spark of love revivid
That Indw lex’d him long ago,

When busy folks and fools contriv’d
To make his Mary answer—no.

But whether, freed from recent vows,
Her heart had back to Abner flown,

And mark’d him for a second spouse,
In truth is not exactly known.

Howbeit, as he came in sight,
She turn'd her from the garden stile,
And downwad look’d with pure delight,
With balf a sigh and balf a smile,
She heard his sounding behind,
The blush of joy cre:telfp her cheek,
As cheerly floated on the wind,
 Hoi!" Mary Jones—what wont you speak1”

Then, with a look that ne’er deceives,
She turn'd, but found her courage fled;

And scolding sparrows from the eaves
Peep'd forth upon the stranger’s head.

Down Abner sat, with glowing beart,
Resolv’d, whatever might betide,
To speak his mind, no other art

He ever knew, or ever tried.

And gently twitching Mary’s hand,
b nebenchhadhﬁple'ﬁm for two,
His first word made her understand
The plowman’s errand was to woo.
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“ My Mary—may I call thee s0?
‘¢ For many a happy day we’ve seen,
¢ And if not mine, aye, years ago,
““ Whose was the fault? you might have been!

‘¢ All that's gone by: but I've been musing,
“ And vow’d, and hope to keep it true,
That she shall be my own heart’s choosing
“ Whom I call wife.—Hey, what say you?

‘ And as I drove my plough along,

 And felt the strength that’s in my arm,
‘““ Ten years, thought I, amidst my song,

* I've been head-man at Harewood farm,

‘¢ And now, my own dear Mary’s free,
““ Whom I have lov’d this many a day,
““ Who knows but she may think on me?
“ 'l go hear what she has to say.

‘¢ Perhaps that little stock of land

¢ She holds, but knows not how to till,
¢ Will suffer in the widow’s hand,

“ And make poor Mary poorer still.

.

a

* That scrap of land, with one like her,

¢ How we might live! and be so blest!
And who should Mary Jones prefer?

“ Why, surely, him who loves her best!

¢ Therefore I’'m come to night, sweet wench, .
I would not idly thus intrude,”——

Mary look’d downward on the bench,
O’erpower’d by love and gratitude.

And lean’d her head against the vine,
With quick’ning sobs of silent bliss,
Till Abner cried, * You must be mine,
“ You must,”—and seal’d it with a kuss.

313




124 WILD FLOWERS,
She talk’d of shame, and wip’d her cheek,
But what had shame with them to do,
Who nothing meant but truth to speak,
- And downright honour to pursue?

His eloquence improv'd apace,
As manly pity Ell’d his mind;

““ You know poor Bayard; here’s the case,~—
¢ He’s past his labour, old, and blind:

“ If you and I should but agree
« To settle here for good and all,
* Could you give all your heart to me,
¢ And grudge that poor old rogue a stall!

“ I'll buy him, for the dogs shall never
‘¢ Set tooth upon a friend so true;
 He'll not live long, but I for ever
¢ Shall know I gave the beast his due.

¢ ’Mongst all I’'ve known of plows and carts,
¢ And ever since I leametf to drive,

" ¢ He was not match’d in all these H

¢ There was not such a horse alive!

‘¢ Ready, as birds to meet the morn,
“ Were all his efforts at the plough;
¢ Then, the mill-brook with bhay or corn,
“ Good creature! how he'd spatter through!

¢« He was a horse of mighty pow’r,

« Compact in frame, and strong of limb;
“ Went with a chirp from hour to hour;

“ Whip-cord! ’twas never made for him.

¢ 1 left him in the shafts behind,
« His fellows all unhook’d and gone,
* He neigh’d, and deem’d the thing unkind,
¢ Then, starting, drew the load alone!
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‘ But I might talk till pitch-dark night,
‘“ And then have something left to say ;
“ But, Mary, am I wrong or right,
“ Or, do I throw my words away?

<«

Leave me, or take me and my horse;

¢ I've told thee truth, and all I know:

“¢ Truth should breed truth; that comes of course;
‘ If 1 sow wheat, why wheat will grow.”

‘ Yes, Abner, but thus soon to yield,

¢« Neighbours would fleer and look behind ’em ;
¢ Though, with a husband in the field,

“ Perhaps, indeed, I should not mind ’em.

* I’'ve known your generous nature well,
¢ My first denial cost me dear;

¢ How this may end we cannot tell,
‘ But, as for Bayard, bring him here.

¢ Bless thee for that,” the plowman cried,
At once both starting from the seat,

He stood a guardian by her side,
But talk’d of home,—twas growing late.

Then step for step within his arm,

She cheer’d him down the dewy way ;
And no two birds upon the farm

E’er prated with more joy than they.

What news at home? The smile he wore
One little sentence turn’d to sorrow ;
An order met him at the door,
“ 'I'ake Bayard to the dogs to-morrow.”

Yes, yes, thought he; and heav'd a sigh,
Die when he will he’s not your debtor:
I must obey, and he must die,—
That’s if 1 can’t contrive it better.
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He left his Mary late at night,
And had succeeded in the main,
No sooner peep'd the morning Iight
But he was on the road again! -

Suppose she should refuse her hand?

Such thoughts will come, I know not why;
Shall I, without a wife or land,

Want an old horse? then wherefore buy?

From bush to bush, from stile to stile,
Perplex'd he trod the fallow ground,
And told his money all the while
And weigh’d the matter round and round.

“T’ll borrow,” that’s the best thought yet;
Mary shall save the horse’s life.—

Kind-hearted wench! what, run in debt
Before I know she’ll be my wife?

These women wo'nt speak plain and free.—
Well, well, I’ll keep my service still ;
She has not said she’d marry me,
But yet I dare to say she will,

But while I take this shay-brain’d course,
And like a fool run to and fro,

Master, perhaps, may sell the horse!
Therefore this instant home I'll go.

The nightly rain had drench the grove

He plung’d right on with headlong pace;
A man but half as much ia love

Perhaps had found a cleaner place.

The day rose fair; with team a-field,

He watch’d the farmer's cheerful brow;
And in a lucky hour reveal’d

His secret at his post, the plough
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And there without a whine began,
¢ Master, you'll give me your advice;

I’m going to —If I can—
* And want olE Bayard; what’s his price?

*¢ For Mary Jones last night agreed,
¢ Or near upon’t, to be my wife :
¢ The horse's value I don’t heed,
“ I only want to save his life.”

“ Buy him, hey! Abner! trust me I

“ Have not the thought of gain in view;
‘“ Bayard’s best days we’ve seen go by;

 He shall be cheap enough to you.”

The wages paid, the horse brought out,’
The hour of separation come;

The farmer turn’d his chair about,
““ Good fellow, take him, take him home.

*“ You're welcome, Abner, to the beast,
* For you've a faithful servant been;
¢ They’ll thrive I doubt not in the least,
“ Who know what work and service mean,”

The maids at parting, one and all,
From different windows different tones ;
Bade him farewell with many a bawl,
And sent their love to Mary Jones.

He wav'd his hat, and turn’d away,
‘When loud the cry of children rose;
* Abner, good bye!” they stopt their play;
¢ There goes poor Bayard! there he goes!”
Half choak’d with joy, with love, and pride,
He now with dainty clover fed him,
Now took a short triumphant ride,
And then again got J:)wn and led him.
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And hobbling onward up the hill,
Tlie widow’s house was full in sight,
He pull'd the bridle harder still,
¢ Come on, we shan’t be there to-night.”

She met them with a smile so sweet,
The stable-door was open thrown ;

The blind horse lifted high his feet,
And loudly snorting, laid him down.

O Victory! from that stock of laurels
You keep 8o snug for camps and thronee,
Spare us one twig from all their quarrels
For Abner and the Widow Jones.
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MY OLD OAK TABLE.

Frienp of my peaceful days! substantial friend,
Whom wealth can never change, nor int'rest bend,
I love thee like a child. T'hou wert to me
The dumb companion of my misery,
And oftoer of my joys;—then as? spoke,
I shar’d thy sympathy, Old Heart of Oak!
For surely when my labour ceas’d at night,
With trembling, feverish hands, and aching sight,
The draught that cheer’d me and subdu’d my care,
On thy broad shoulders thou wert proud to
O’er thee, with expectation’s fire elate,
I've sat and ponder’d on my future fate:
On thee, with winter muffins for thy store,
1’ve lean’d, and quite forgot that 1 was poor.

Where dropp'd the acorn that gave birth tv thee?
Can’st thou trace back thy line of ancestry?
We're match’d, old friend, and let us not repine,
Darkness o’erhangs thy origin and mine ;
Both may be truly honourable: yet,
We'll date our honours from the day we met;
When, of my worldly wealth the arent stock,

m

Right welcome up the Thames Woolwich
Dock
Thou cam’st, when hopes ran high and love was

oung ;
But soon gur olive-branches round thee sprung;
Soon came the days that tried a faithful wife,
The noise of children, and the cares of life.
Chen, midst the threat'nings of a wintry sky,
That cough which bligh:s the bud of fancy,

X
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The dread of ts, Rest’s inveterate foe,

Came like a plague, and turn’d my songs to woe.
Rest! _witiout thee what strength can long

survive,

What epirit keep the flame of Hope alive?

The misnight murmur of the cradle gave

Sounds of despair; and chilly as the grave

We felt its undulating blast arise,

Midst whisper'd sojrows and ten thousand sighs.

Expiring embers warn’d us each to sleep,

By turns to watch alone, by turns to weep,

By turns to hear, and keep from starting wild,

The sad, faint wailings of a dying child.

But Death, obedient to Heav’n’s high command,

Withdrew his jav’lin, and unclench’d his hand ;

The little sufferers triumph’d over iain,

Their mother smil’d, and bade me hope aga.l .

Yet Care gain'd ground, Exertion triumph’d less,

Thick fell the atf:ring terrors of Distress;

Anxiety, and Griefs without a name,

Had made their dreadful inroads on my frame;

The creeping Dropsy, cold as cold could be,

Unnerv’d my arm, and bow’d my head to thee.

Thou to thy trust, old friend, hast not been true;

These eyes the bitterest tears they ever knew

Let fall upon thee; now all wip'd away;

But what from memory shall wipe out that day?

The great, the wealthy of my native land,

To whom a guinea is a grain of sand,

I thought upon them, for my thoughts were free,

But a.lf unknown were thén my woes and me.
Still, Resignation was my dearest friend,

And Reason pointed to a glorious end ;

With anxious sighs, a parent’s hopes and pride,

1 wish’d to live—1I trust I could have died!

But winter’s clouds pursu’d their stormy way,

And March brought sunshine with the eng&’ning

day,
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And bade my heart arise, that morn and night
Now throbb'd with irresistible delight.
Delightful ’twas to leave disease behind,
And feel the renovation of the mind!
To lead abroad upborne on Pleasure’s wing,
Our children, mi(fst the glories of the spring ;
Our fellow sufferers, our only wealth,
To gather daisies in the breeze of health!
then, too, when our prospects grew so

T,
And Sabbath bells announc’d the morning pray'r,
Beneath that vast gigantic dome we bow'd,
That lifts its flaming cross above the cloud ;
Had gain’d the centre of the checquer’d floor ;—
That mstant, with reverberating roar

Burst forth the pealing organ mute we

stood ;—
The strong sensation boiling through my blood,
Rose in a storm of joy, allied to pain,
I wept, and worshipp'd Goo, and wept again;
And felt, amidst the fervor of my praise,
The sweet assurances of better days.

In that gay season, honest friend of mine,

I mark’d the brilliant sun upon thee shine;
Imagination took her flights so free,
Home was delicious with my book and thee,
The purchas’d nosegay, or brown ears of corn,
Were thy gay plumes upon a summer’s morn,
Awakening memory, that disdains coutrol,
They spoke the darling langua‘ge of my soul:
They whisper'd tales of joy, of peace, of truth,
And conjur’d back the sunshine of my youth :
Fancy presided at the joyful birth,
I pour’d the torrent of my feelings forth ;
Conscious of truth in Nature’s humble track,
And wrote “ The Farmer’s Boy,” upon thy back!
Enough, old friend:—thou’rt mine; and shalt

partake,
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\\ hile 1 have pen to write, or tongue to s ,
W hatever fornﬁe deals me.——nguwith thP::!k
No, not till death shall set my spirit free;

tor know, should plenty crown my life’s decline,
A most important duty may be thine:

Then, guard me from Temptation’s base control,
From apathy and littleness of soul

The sigE: of thy old frame, so rough, so rude,
Shall twitch the sleeve of nodding Gratitude ;
Sha!l teach me but to venerate the more

Honest Oak Tables and their guests—the poor:
‘Teach me unjust distinctions to deride,

And falsehooils gender'd in the brain of Prde;
Shall give to kancy still the cheerful hour,

To Intellect, its freedom and its power;

‘To Hospitality’s enchanting ring

A charm, which nothing but thyself can bring.
The man who would not look with honest pride
On the tight bark that stemm’d the roaring tide,
Aud bore him, when he bow'd the trembling kuee,
Home, through the mighty perils of the sea,

I love him not.—He ne’er shall be my gyest ;
Nor sip my cup, nor witness how I'm blest;
Nor lean, to bring my honest friend to shame, °
A sacrilegious elbow on thy frame;

But thou through life a monitor shalt prove,
Sacred to Tru“tg, to Poetry, and Love.

Dec. 1803.




THE HORKEY.

A PROVINCIAL BALLAD.

ADVERTISEMENT.

In the descriptive ballad which follows, it will be
evident that I have endeavoured to preserve the
style of a gossip, and to transmit the memorial of
a custom, the extent or antiquity of which I am
not acquainted with, and pretend not to enquire.
In Suffolk husbandry the man who, (whether by
merit or by sufferance I know not) goes foremost
through the harvest with the scythe or the sickle,
is honoured with the title of « ,” and at the
Horkey, or harvest-home feast, collects what he
can, for himself and brethren, from the farmers
anttli] vis]iton, to make a “,frolick" afterwards, called
“the largess spending.” By way of returning
thanks, '.hough Perhaps formeily of much more, or
of different signification, they immediately leave
the seat of festivity, and with a very long and re-
ted shout of ““ a largess,” the number of shouts
ing regulated by the sums given, seem to wish to
make themselves heard by the people of the sur-
rounding farms. And before they rejoin the com-
sany within, the pranks and the jollity I have en-
eavoured to describe, usuall u{e place. These
customs, [ believe,a;'e going fast out of us& ; which
is one reason for my trying to tell the risin
race olgm mankind that mcg :Z:gthe customs wheg
I was a boy.
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134 . ADVERTISEMENT,

I have annexed a glossary of such words as may
be found by general readers to require explanation.
We will add a short extract from Sir Thomas
Brown, of Norwich, M. D. who was born three
years before Miton, and outlived him eight years.

‘It were not impossible to make an original re-
duction of many words of no general reception in
England, but of common use in Norfolk, or pe-
culiar to the East-Angle counties; as, Baund,
Bunny, Thurk, Enemis, Matchly, Sammodithee,
Mawther, Kedge, Seele, Straft, Clever, Dere,
Nicked, Stingy, Noneare, Feft, Thepes, Gosgood,
Kamp, Sibret, Fangast, Sap, Cothish, Thokish,
Bide-owe, Paxwax. Of these, and some others,
of no easy originals, when time will permit, the re-
solution shall be attempted; which to effect, the
Danish language, new, and more ancient, may
Erove of good advantage: which nation remained

ere fifty years upon agreement, and have left
many families in it, and the language of these parts
had surely been more commixed and perplex, if
the fleet of Hugo de Bones had not been cast
away, wherein three-score thousand souldiers, out
of Britany and Flanders, were to be wafted over,
and were, by King John’s appointment, to have a
settled habitation in the counties of Norfolk and
Su.{falk.” Tract the viii. on Languages, particu-
larly the Saxon. Folio. 1686, page 48.




~ THE HORKEY.
A PROVINCIAL BALLAD.

Waar gom?a prattled in the sun,
Who talk’d him furly down,

Up, memory! tell; ’tis Suffolk fun,
And lingo of their own.

Ah! Judie Twitchet!* though thou’rt dead,
With thee the tale begins;

For still seems thrumming in my head
The rattling of thy pins!

Thou Queen of knitters ; for a ball
Of worsted was thy pride;

With dangling t and small
And world of cllkm’

“ We did so laugh ; the moon shone bright;
¢ More fun you never knew;

* *Twas Farmer Cheerum’s Horkey night,
¢ And I, and Grace, and Sug—

* But bring a stool, sit round about,
¢ And boys, be quiet, pray;
“ And let me tell my story out;
 *Twas sitch a merry day!

¢ The butcher whistled at the door,
“ And brought a load of meat;

* Boys mbb’ thou' hands, and cried, ‘there’s

“ Dogs wagg’d their tails to see’t.

® Judie Twitchet -eal , who lived
with oy 'mtr person, who liv n'mnyyws

Bannock, at H
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136 WILD FLOWERS,
“ On went the boilers till the hake*®
* Had much ado to bear ’em;
 Toe magpie talk’d for talking sake
‘¢ Birds sung ;—but who could hear ‘em?

* Creak went the jack; the cats were scor'd,
“ We had not time to heed 'em

 The owd hins cackled in the yard,
“ For we forgot to feed ‘em!

“ Yet 'twas not I, as I may say,
““ Because as how, d’ye see;

¢ I only help’d there for the day;
“ They cou’dn’t lay’t to me.

“ Now Mrs. Cheerum’s best lace cap
“ Was mounted on her head ;
 Guests at the door began to rap,
“ And now the cloth was spread.

“ Then clatter went the earthen plates—
¢ ¢Mind Judie,” was the cry;

“ I could have cop’t t teem at their pates;
¢ ¢ Trenchers for me,’ said 1.

¢ ¢ That look so clean upon the ledge,
¢ ¢ And never mind aplel;

¢ ¢« Nor never turn a sharp knife’s edge ;—
¢ ¢ But fashion rules us all.’

“ Home came the jovial Horkey load,
* Last of the whole t{eu’s crogg

¢ And Grace amongst the green boughs rode
“ Right plump upog‘he top.

“ This way and that the waggon reel’d,
‘¢ And never queen rode higher;

“ Her cheeks were colour’d in the field,
¢ And ours before the fire.

® A sliding pot-hook. + Thrown.
226
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THE HORKEY.
* The laughing harvest-folks and John,
¢ Came in and look’d askew;
“ "Twas my red face that set them on,
 And then they leer'd at Sue.

¢ And Farmer Cheerum went, good man,
“ And broach’d the Horkey beer ;

“ And sitch a mort® of folk began
“ To eat up our good cheer.

“ Says he, ‘Thank God for what’s before us;
“ ¢ That thus we meet agen,’

‘¢ The mingling voices, like a chorus,
‘ Joined cheerfully, ¢ Amen.'—

“ Welcome and plenty, there they found ’em,
“ The ribs of geef grew light;

‘¢ And puddings—till the boys got round ’em,
‘¢ And then they vanish’d quite!

“ Now all the guests, with Farmer Crouder,
** Began to prate of corn;

“ And we found out they talk’d the louder,
‘ The oftner pass’d the Horn.

“ Out came the nuts; we set a cracking ;
“ The ale came round our way;

“ By gom, we women fell a clacking
“ As loud again as they.

* John sung * Old Benbow’ loud and strong,
¢ And 1, ¢ The Constant Swain,’

¢ * Cheer up my Lads,” was Simon's song,
< * We'll conquer them again.’

.
2

Now twelve o’clock was drawing nigh,
““ And all in merry cue;

I knock'd the cask, < O, bo! said I,

“ « We’ve almost conquer’d you.’

® Such a number.

H
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“ My Lord® begg’d round, and held his nat,
‘“ Says Farmer Gruff, says he,

“ ¢ There’s many a Lord, Sam, I know that,
‘ < Has begg’d as well as thee.’

“ Bump in his hat the shillings tumbl’d
* All round among the folks ;

“ ¢ Laugh if you wool,’ said Sam, and mumbl'd,
““ “ You pay for all your jokes.’

“ Joint stock you know among the men,
‘¢ To drink at their own charges;

‘¢ So up they got full drive, and then
“ Went to halloo largess.®

‘¢ And sure enough the noise they made!!
—*“ But let me mind my tale;

* We follow’d them, we wor'nt afraid,
* We'ad all been drinking ale.

« As they stood hallooing back to back,
““ We, lightly as a feather,

“ Went sideling round, and in a crack
¢ Had pinn'd their coats together.

“ "Twas near upon’t as light as noon;
“ ¢ A largess, on the hill,

‘ They shouted to the full round moon,
¢ I think I hear 'em still !

** But when theznfound the trick, my stars!
 They well knew who to blame,

“ Our giggles turn’d to ha, ha, ha’s,
“ And arter us they came.

** Grace by the tumbril made a squat,
‘ Then ran as Sam came by,

“ They said she could not run for fat;
“ I know she did not try.

® The leader of the reapers. + See advertisement.
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¢ Sue round the neat-house® squalling ran,
“ Where Simon scarcely dare;

“ He stopt,—for he’s a fearful man——
“ ¢ By gom there’s suffen ¢ there!

“ And off set John, with all his might,
‘“ To chase me down the yard,

* Till I was nearly grun’d } outright ;
“ He hugg’d so woundly hard.

“ 8till they kept up the race and laugh,
“ And round the house we flew;

“ But hark ye! the best fun by half
“ Was Simon arter Sue.

‘¢ She car’d not, dark nor light, not she,
‘“ So, near the dairy door

“ She ’d a clean white hog, you see,
‘ They’d kilt the day before.

‘ High on the spirket § there it hung,—
‘“ ¢ Now Susie—what can save ye?’

““ Round the cold pig his arms he flung,
¢ And cried, ¢ Ah! here I have ye:

“ The farmers heard what Simon said,
‘¢ And what a noise! good lack !

* Some almost laugh’d themselves to dead,
““ And others clapt his back.

““ We all at once began to tell
“ What fun we had abroad ;

‘“ But Simon stood our jeers.right well ;
—* He fell asleep and snor”

‘“ Then in his button-hole upright,
“ Did Farmer Crouder put,
A slip of paper twisted hght.
¢ And held the candle to’t.
® Cow-house. + Something. 1 Strangled. § An iror hook,
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“ It smok’d, and smok’d, beneath his nose,
* The harmless blaze crept higher;

“ Till with a vengeance up he rose,
¢ Grace, Judie, Sue! fire, fire!

 The clock struck one—some talk’d of parting,
“ Some said it was a sin,

 And hitch’d their chaira;—but those for starting
“ Now let the moonlight in.

“ Owd women, loitering for the nonce, ®
“ Stood praising the fine weather;
The menfolks took the hint at once

“ To kiss them altogether,

 And out ran every soul beside,
“ A shauny pated t crew ;

“ Owd folks could neither run nor hide,
¢« So some ketch’d one, some tew.

¢ They skriggl'd t and began to scold,

‘ But laughing got the master;

Some quack’lin f cried, ¢ let go your hold;’
“ The &rmemield the faster.

* All innocent, that I'll be sworn,

* There wor'nt a bit of sorrow,
And women, if*their gowns ure torn,
¢ Can mend them on the morrow.

“ Our shadows helter skelter danc'd
‘ About the moonlight ground ;

‘* The wondering sheep, as on we pranc’d
““ Got up and gaz'd around,

‘“ And well they might—till Farmer Cheerum,
“ Now with a hearty glee,

Bade all good morn as he came near 'em,

‘¢ And then to bed weat he.

® For the purpose. + Gi thoughtless.
3 ‘1'; emlnla quick. %‘ﬁh‘

«
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THE HORKEY. 4]
“ Then off we stroll’d this way and that,
‘¢ With merry voices ringing
“ And Echo answered u.nr?;n Pat,
 As home we rambled singing.

For, when we laugh’d, it laugh’d again,
¢ And to our own doors follow’d!

“ ¢Yo, ho!" we cried; ¢ Yo, ho!’ so plain
¢ The misty meadow halloo’d.

 That’s all my tale, and all the fun,
¢ Come, turn your wheels about ;

“ My worsted, see ! —that’s nicely done,
¢ Just held my story out!!”

Poor Judie!—Thus Time knits or spins
‘The womf: from Life’s ball!

Death sto; tales, and stopt th: 3
—Andl:to hey’ll serve us llI.P. Ao
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BROKEN CRUTCH.

A TALE.

“ I TeLL you, Peggy,” said a voice behind

A hawthorn hedge, with wild briars thick entwin’d,
Where unseen trav’llers down a shady way
Journey’d beside the swaths of new-mown hay,

« I tell you, Peggy, ’tis a time to prove

“ Your fortitude, your virtue, and your love.

** From honest poverty our lineage sprung,

*“ Your mother was a servant quite as young;—
““ You weep; perhaps she wept at leaving home,
“ Cou , my girl, nor fear the days to come.

“ Go still to church, my Peggy, plainly drest,

“ And keep a living conscience in your breast;

‘“ Look to yourself, my lass, the maid’s best fame,
‘¢ Beware, nor bring t{e Meldrums into shame:

“ Be modest, to the voice of age attend,

“ Be honest, and you'll always find a friend:

¢ Your uncle Gilbert, stronger far than I,

“ Will see you safe; on him you must rely;
 I've walk’d too far; this lameness, oh! the pain;
“ Heav'n bless thee, child! I'll halt me back

again;
“ But wheﬁa;:mr first fair holiday may be,
““ Rise with the lark, and spend your hours
with me.”
Young ll)iotisben Brooks, in strength and manhood

Who, round ’the meads, his own possessions,
stroll’d,
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Q’erheard the charge, and with a heart so gay,

Whistled his spaniel and pursu’d his way.

Soon cross’d his gaih, short obeisance paid,

Stout Gilbert Meldrum and a country maid;

A box upon his shoulder held full well

Her worldly riches, but the truth to tell

She bore the chief herself; that nobler part,

That beauteous gem, an uncorrupted heart.

And then that native loveliness! that cheek!

1t bore the very tints her betters seek ;

At such a sight the libertine would glow,

With all the warmth that ke can ever know;

Would send his thoughts abroad without control,

The glimmering moon-shine of his little soul.

¢ Above the reach of justice I shall soar,

“ Her friends may weep, not punish; they're too

T3
“ That very thought the rapture will enhance,
“ Poor, young, and friendless; what a glorious
chance!

« A few spare guineas may the conquest make,—

I love the treachery for treachery’s sake,

¢t And when her wounded honour jealous grows,

¢ Ill cut away ten thousand oaths and vows,

* And tell my comrades, with a manly stride,

« How I; a girl out-witted and out-lied.”

Such was not Herbert—he had never known

Love’s genuine smiles, nor suffer'd from his frown ;

And as to that most honourable part

Of planting daggers in a nt’s heart,

A novice quite:—he past his hours away,

Free as a bird and buxom as the day;

Yet, should a lovely girl by chance arise,

Think not that Herbert Brooks would shut his eyes.
On thy calm joys with what delight T dream,

Thou dear green valley of my native stream !

Fancy o’er thee still waves th’ enchanting wand

And every nook of thine is fairy land,
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And ever will be, though the axe should smite

In Gain’s rude service, and in Pity’s spite,

Thy clustering alders, and at length invade

The last, last poplars, that compose thy shade:

Thy stream shall then in native freedom stray,

And undermine the willows in its way,

. These, nearly worthless, may survive this storm,
This scythe of desolation call’d *“ Reform.”

No army that way! yet are they fled,

The bough t:lxat, when a school-boy, screen’d my

ead :

1 hate the murderous axe; estranging more

The winding vale from what it was of yore,

Than e’en mortality in all its rage,

And all the change of faces in an age.

“ Warmth,” will they term it, that I speak so free?

They strip thy shades,— thy shades so dear to me!

In Herbert’s days woods cloth’d both hill and dale ;

But peace, Remembrance! let us tell the tale.
His home was in the valley, elms grew round

His moated mansion, and the pleasant sound

Of woodland birds that loud at day-break sing,

With the first cuckoos that proclaim the spring,

Flock’d round his dwelling ; and his kitchen smoke,

That from the towering rookery u\&ywmi broke,

Of joyful imrort to the poor hard by,

Stream’d a glad sign of hospitality ;

So fancy pictures; but its day is o'er;

The moat remains, the dwelling is no more!

Its name denotes its melancholy fall,

For village children call the spot * Burnt-Hall.”

But where’s the maid, who in the meadow-way

Met Herbert Brooks amongst the new-mown hay?
Th’ adventure charm’d him, and next morning

rose
The Sabbath, with its silence and repose,
The bells ceas’d chiming, and the broad blue sky
Smil’d on his peace, and met his tranquil eye
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Inverted, from the foot-bridge on his wa;
To that still house where all his fathers lay;
There in his seat, each neighbour’s face he knew—
The stranger girl was just before his pew !
He saw her kneel, with meek, but cheerful air,
And whisper the response to every prayer;
And, when the humgfe roof with praises rung,
He caught the Hallelujah from her tongue,
Remem%’ring with delight the tears that fell
When the poor father bade his child farewell ;
And now, by kindling tenderness beguil'd,
He blest the prompt obedience of that child,
And link’d his fate with hers :—for, from that day,
Whether the weeks past cheerily away,
Or deep revolving doubts procur’d him pain,
The same bells chim’d—and there she was again!
What could be done? they came not there to woo,
On holy ground,—though love is holy too.
They met upon the foot-bridge one clear morn,
She in the garb by village lasses worn ;
He, with unbutton’d frock that careless flew,
And buskin’d to resist the morning dew ;
With downcast look she courtsied to the ground,
Just in his path—no room to sidle round.
““ Well, pretty girl, this early rising yields
* The best enjoyment of the groves and fields,
‘¢ And makes the heart susceptible and meek,
 And keeps alive that rose upon your cheek.
T long'd to meet you, Peggy, though so shy,
“ I've watch’d your stef)s and learn’d your history ;
“ You love your poor lame father, let that be
¢ A happy presage of your love for me.
¢ Come then, I'%le stroll these meadows by your
side, )
“ I’ve seen enough to wish you for my bride,
“ And plainly tell you so.—Nay, let me hold
‘ This guiltless hand, I prize it more than gold;
'y k
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The horse graz'd soberly without mishap,

And Nathan had a most delightful nap

For three good hours—Then, doubting, when ire
woke,

Whether his conduct would be deem’d a joke,

With double haste perform’d just half his part,

And brought the lame John Meldrum in his cart:

And at the moment Gilbert’s wrath was high,

And while young Herbert waited his reply,

The sound of rattling wheels was at the dyoor H

“ There’s my dear father now,”—they heard no

more,
The bridegroom glided like an arrow down,
And Gilbert ran, though something of a clown,
With his best step; and cheer'd with smiles and
pray’rs

They bore old John in triumph up the stairs:
Poor Peggy, who her joy no more could check,
Clung like a woodbine round his neck,
Axd all stood silent——Gilbert, off his guard,
And marvelling at virtue's rich reward,
Loos’d the one loop that held his coat before,
Down thumpt the broken crutch upon the floor!
They started, half alarm’d, scarce knowing why,
But through the glist’ning rapture of his eye ~
The bridegroom smil’d, then clilid their simple fears,
And rous'd the blushing Peggy from her tears;
Around the uncle in a ring they came,
And mark’d his look of mingled pride and shame.

“ Now honestly, good Gilbert, tell us true
“ What meant this cudgel? What was it to do?
I know your heart suépected me of wrong,
“ And that most true affection urg’d along
“ Your feelings and your wrath; you were beside
‘¢ Till now the rightful guardian of the bride.
 But why this cudgel ?"—** Guardian! that’s the

case,
“ Or else to day you had not seen my face,
310
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“ But John about the girl was so perplex’d,
“ And I, to tell the truth, so mortal vex’d,
“ That when he broke this crutch, and stampt
and cried,
*“ For John and Peggy, Sir, I could have died,
“ I know I could; for she was such a child,
¢« So tractable, so sensible, and :;':lid,
“ That if between you rogue grown,
. “ (Begging your ypa.rdon,) l’ytwmnld have been
your own;
* She would not hurt a fly.—So off 1 came
¢ And had you only sought to blast her fame,
** Been base enough to act as hundreds would,
* And ruin a poor maid—because you could,

- * With this same cudgel, (you may smile or frown)
‘¢ An’ please you, Sir, I meant to knock you down.”
A burst of laughter rang throughout the hall,

And Peggy’s tongue, though overborne by all,
Pour’d its warm blessings, for, without eontrol
The sweet unbridled transport of her soul
Was obviously seen, till Herbert’s kiss
Stole, as it were, the eloquence of bliss. :
“ Welcome, my friends; good Gilbert, here’s
my hand;
‘ Eat, drink, or rest, they’re all at your command:
“ And whatsoever pranks the rest may play,
« Still you shall be the hero of to-day, [teaz’d,
‘¢ Doubts might tormeat, and blunders may have
‘¢ But ale can cure them ; let us all be pleas'd.
“ Thou, venerable man, let me defend
“ The father of my new dear bosom friend ;
“ You broke your crutch, well, well, worse luck
might be,

¢ I’ll be your crutch, John Meldrum, lean on me,
“ And wKen your lovely daughter shall complain,
¢ Send Gilbert's wooden argument again,
“ If still you wonder that I take a wife
** From the unpolish’d walks of humble life,

841
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“ I'll tell you on what ground my love

‘¢ And let the wise confute it if can.

“ ’lreaw ; girl, with nature’s untaught grace,

¢ Turn from m; a most engaging face;

1 saw her droypgt::emr, I knew l:lfwell

¢ She felt for you much more than she could tell,
“ T found her understanding, brifht as day,

“ Through all impediments still forc’d its way ;

“ On that foundation shall my soul rely,

“ The rock of genuine humility,

 Call'd as she is to act a noblyer part,

‘ To rule my houshold, and to share my heart,

¢ 1 trust her prudence, confident to prove

« Days of delight, and still unfading love;

¢« For, while her inborn tenderness survives,

“ That heav’nly charm of mothers and of wives,
“ I’ll look for joy :—Here come the neighboursall ;
“ Broach the old barrel, feast them great and

small,
“ For I'm determin’d while the sun’s so bright,
* That this shall be a wedding-day outright:
““ How cheerly sound the bells! my charmer,
come,
¢ Expand your heart, and know yourself at home.
¢« 8it down, good John ;”— I will,” the old man

cried,
¢ And let me drink to you, Sir, and the bride;
¢ My blessing on you: Iam lame and old,
¢ T can’t make speeches, And I wo’nt be bold ;
¢ But from my soul I wish, and wish with pain,
¢ That brave good gentlemen would not disdain
¢ The poor, because they’re poor: for, if they live
‘¢ Midst crimes that parents never can forgive,
¢ If, like the forest beast they wander wild,
“ To rob a father, or to crush a child,
* Nature will speak, aye, just as Nature feels,
** And wish—a Gilbert Meldrum at their heels.”
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SHOOTER’S HILL.®

Heartu? I seek thee ;—dost thou love

The mountain top or quiet vale,
Or deign o'er humbler hills to rove

On showery June’s dark south-west gale?
If so, Il meet all blasts that blow,

With silent step, but not forlorn ;
Though, goddess, at thy shrine I bow,

And woo thee each returning morn.

I seek thee where, with all his might,

The joyous bird his rapture tells,
Amidst the half-excluded light,

That gilds the fox-glove’s pendant bells;
Where, cheerly up this bold hill’s side

The dee{)’ning groves triumphant climb ;
In groves Delight and Peace abide,

And Wisdom marks the lapse of time.

To hide me from the public eye,
To keep the throne of Reason clear,
Amidst fresh air to breathe or die,
I took my staff andhwt;.nder’d here.
Suppressing every sigh that heaves,
K.‘I)ld cov%t.in ero wealth but thee,
I nestle in theionied leaves,
And hug my stolen liberty.

tion s T Foond 3 so; und 1 eateern the f‘glfovin’n v oty
n: it so; esteem

because they remind me of past feelings which 'u;:lmonmy.
willingly forget. G2
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O’er eastward uplands, gay or rude.

Along to Erith’s ivied spi
1 start, with strength and ﬁope renew’d,

And cherish life’s rekindling fire.
Now measure vales with straining eyes,

Now trace the church-yard’s humble names;
Or, climb brown heaths, abm’Ft that rise,

And overlook the winding Thames.

I love to mark the flow’ret’s eye,

To rest where pebbles form my bed.
Where shapes and colours scatter'd lie

In varying millions round my head.
The soul rejoices when alone,

And feels her glorious empire free;
Sees Goo in every shining stone,

And revels in variety.
Ah me! perhaps within my sight,

Dee; I}I:e the l;‘miling dalo{c s}bglow,
Gigantic talents, Heav’n’s pure light,

d all the rays of genius glow

In some lone soul, whom no one sees

With power and will to say ‘“ Arise,”
Or chase away the slow disease,

And Want’s foul picture from his eyes.

A worthier man by far than I,
With more of industry and fire,
Shall see fair virtue’s meed pass by,
Without one spark of fame expire!
Bleed not my heart, it will be so,
The throb of care was thine full long;
Rise, like the Psalmist from his woe,
And pour abroad the joyful song.
Sweet Health, I seek thee! hither bring
Thy balm that softens human ills;
Come, on the long-drawn clouds that fling
Their shadows o’er the Surry-Hills,

M
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Yon green-topt hills, and far away
Where late as now I freedom stole,
And spent one dear delicious day
On thy wild banks, romantic Mole.

Aye, there’s the scene!* beyond the sweep
Of London’s congregated cloud,

The dark-brow’d wood, the headlong steep,
And valley-paths without a crowd !

Here, Thames 1 watch thy flowing tides,
Thy thousand sails am proud to see;

But where the Mole all silent glides
Dwells Peace—and Peace is wealth to me.

Of Cambrian mountains still I dream,
And mouldering vestiges of war;

By time-worn cliff or classic stream
Would rove,—but prudence holds a bar.

Come then, O Health, I’ll strive to bound
My wishes to this airy stand ;

*Tis not for me to trace around
The wonders of my native land.

Yet, the loud torrent’s dark retreat,
Yet Grampian hills shall Fancy give,
And, towering in her giddy seat,
Amidst her own creation live,
Live, if thou’lt urge my climbing feet,
Give strength of nerve and vigorous breath,
If not, with dauntless soul 1 meet.
The deep solemnity of death.

This far-seen monumental tower

R ds th’ achie ts of the brave,
And Angra’s subjugated power,

Who plunder’ni on the eastern wave.

156

* Box-Hill, and the beautiful neighbourhood of Dorking

in Surry.
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1 would not that such turrets rise
To point out where my bones are laid ;
Save that some wandering bard might prize
The comforts of its broad cool shade.

O Vanity! since thou’rt decreed
Companion of our lives to be,

T’ll seek the moral songster’s meed,
An earthly immortality ;

Most vain !—O let me, from the past
Remembering what to man is given,

Lay Virtue’s broad foundations fast,

hose glorious turrets reach to Heav’n,

e




A

VISIT TO RANELAGH.

To Ranelagh, once in my life,
By good-natur'd force I was driv’n;
The nations had ceas’d their long strife,
And Peace® beam’d her radiance from Heav'n.
What wonders were there to be found
That a clown might enjoy or disdain?
First we trac’d the gay ring all around,
Aye—and then we went round it again.

A thousand feet rustled on mats,
A carpet that once had been green;
Men bow’d with their outlandish hats,
With corners so fearfully keen!
Fair maids, who at home in their haste
Had left all clothing else but a train,
Swept the floor clean, as slowly they pac’d,
And then—walk’d round and swept it again.

The music was truly enchanting!
Right glad was I when I came near it;
But in fashion I found I was wanting :—
‘Twas the fashion to walk and not hear it!
A fine youth, as beauty beset him,
Look’d smilingly round on the train;
¢ The king’s nephew,” they cried, as they met him ;
Then—we went round and met him again.

* A grand Fete, in honour of the peace of 1802.
ur
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Huge paintings of Heroes and Peace
Seem’d to smile at the sound of t.he fiddle,
Proud to fill up each tall shining
Round the lanthorn* that stood 1n the middle.
And Gzorcr’s head too; Heav'n screen him!
May he finish in geace his long reign?
And what did we when we had seen him?
Why—went round and saw him again.

A bell de announcing new pleasures,
in an instant prest
Feathers nodded, rrfnmes shed their treasures,
Round a door atledmtotheyard
*Twas peopled all o’er in a minute,
As a white flock would cover a plain!
We had seen every soul that wasin it,
Then we went round and saw them again,

But now came a scene worth the showing,
The fireworks! midst laughs and huzzas,
With explosions the sky was all glowing,
Then down stream’d a million of stars;
With a rush the bright rockets ascended,
Wheels spurted blue fires like a rain;
We turn’d with regret when ’twas ended,
Then—star’d at each other again.

There thousands of lamps aspir’d
To the tops of theg:ryees 31]:1 beyond ;
And, what was most hu, gely admir’d,
They lovk'd all up-side-down in a pond!
The blaze scarce an eagle could bear;
And an owl had most surely been slain ;
We return’d to the circle, and there—
And there we went round it again.

e intervals between the piltars in the centre of the
Rotundn were filled up by transparent paintings.
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’Tis not wisdom to love without reason,
Or to censure without knowing why :
T had witness’d no crime, nor no treason,
¢ O Life, ’tis thy picture,” said I.
*Tis just thus we saunter along,
onths and years bring their pleasures or pajn;
We sigh midst the right and the wrong ;
—And then we go round them again!

e O Yo




LOVE OF THE COUNTRY.
WRITTEN AT CLARE-HALL, HERTS
June 1804.

- WeLcoMe silence! welcome peace!

O most welcome, holy shade!
Thus I prove as years increase,

My heart and soul for quiet made.
Thus I fix my firm belief

While rapture’s gushing tears descend ;
That every flower and every leaf

18 moral Truth’s unerring friend.

I would not for a world of gold
That Nature’s lovely face should tire;
Fountain of blessings yet untold ;
Pure source of intellectual fire!
Fancy’s fair buds, the germs of song,
Unquicken’d midst the world’s rude strife,
Shall sweet retirement render strong,
And morning silence bring to life.

Then tell me not that I shall grow
Forlorn, that fields and woods will cloy;
From Nature and her changes flow
An everlasting tide of joy.
I grant that summer heats will burn,
That keen will come the frosty night;
But both shall please: and each in turn
Yield Reason’s most supreme delight.

Build me a shrine, aud I could kneel

To Rural Gods, or prostrate fall;
Did I not see, did I not feel,

That one Great Seirit governs all,
O heav'n permit that I may lie

Where o’er my corse green branches wave ;
And those who from life’s tumult fly

With kindred feelings press my grave.
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THE

WOODLAND HALLJ.

(PERHAPS) ADAPTED FOR MUSIC.

In our cottage, that peeps from the skirts of the -

I am mistress, no mother have I;

Yet blithe are my days, for my father is good,
And kind is my lover hard gy;

They both work together beneath the green shade,
Both woodmen, my father and Joe.

Where I've listen'd whole hours to the echo that

made
So much of a laugh or—Hall6,

From my basket at noon they expect their supply,
And with joy from my threshold I spring;
For the v;oodla.‘nds I love, and the oaks waving
igh,
And Echg that sings as I sing.
Though clfeep shades delight me, yet love is my
food,

As I call the dear name of my Joe;
His musical shout is the pride of the wood,
And my heart leaps to hear the—Hall6.

Simple flowers of the grove, little birds live at case,
I wish not to wander from you;

T’ll still dwell beneath the deep roar of your trees,
For I know that my Joe will be true.

The trill of the robin, the coo of the dove,
Are charms that I’ll never forego;

But resting through life on the bosom of love,
Will remember the Woodland Hallé,

°%z wm !




BARNHAM WATER‘

Fresu from the hall of Bounty sprung,®
With glowing heart and ardent eye,
With song and rhyme upon my tongue,
And fairy visions dancing by,
The mid-day sun in all his pow’r
The backward valley painted gay;
Mine was a road without a flower,
Where one small streamlet cross’d the way

What was it rous’d my soul to love?

What made the simple brook so dear?
It glided like the weary dove,

d never brook seem’d half so clea:.

Cool pass'd the current o’er my feet,

Its shelving brink for rest was made,
But every charm was incomplete,

For Barnham Water wants a shade.

There, faint beneath the fervid sun,
I gaz'd in ruminating mood ;
For who can see the current run
And snatch no feast of mental food?
 Keep pure thy soul,” it seem’d to say,
¢ Keep that fair &ath by wisdom trod,
¢ That thou may’st hope to wind thy v:‘y
“ To fame worth boasting, and to God.”

* On a sultry afternoon, late in the summer of 1802, Euston-
Hall lay in my way to Thetford, which place 1 did not
reach until the evening, on a visit to my sister: the lines
lose much of their interest except they could be'read on the
spot, or at least at a corresponding season of the year
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Long and delightful was the dream,

A waking dream that Fancy yields,
Till with regret I left the stream

And plung’d across the barren fields ;
To where of old rich abbeys smil'd

In all the pomp of gothic taste,
By fond tradition proudly styl’d,

The mighty Cpity in the East.”

Near, on a slope of burning sand,
The shepherd boys had met to play,
To hold the plains at their command,
And mark the trav'ller’s leafless way
ThVeV tra]v‘;ller with a chettlalrhxl l:oc;_k bear
ould every pini ought forbear,
If boughs butr{hm% Barnham brook
He’d stop and leave his blessing there.

The Danish mounds of partial green,
Still, as each mouldering tower decays,
Far o’er the bleak unwooded scene
Proclaim their wond’rous lengd: of days.
My burning feet, my aching sight,
Demanded rest,—why did I weep?
The moon arose, and such a night!
Good Heav'n! it was a sin to sleep.

All rushing came thy hallow'd sighs,

Sweet Melancholy, from my breast;
¢ *Tis here that eastern greatness lies,

“ That Might, Renown, and Wisdom rest!
¢ Here funeral rites the priesthood gave

‘“ To chiefs who sway'd prodigious powers,
¢ The Bigods and the Mowbrays brave,

¢ From Framlingham’s imperial towers.

Full of the mighty deeds of yore,
I bade good night the trembling beam ;
Fancy e’en heard the battle’s roar,
Of what but slaughter could I dream ?
353
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Bless’d be that night, that trembling beam,
Peaceful excursions Fancy made;

All night I heard the bubbling stream,
Yet Barnham Water wants a shade.

- Whatever hurts my country’s fame,
To me grows serious, for I name
My native plains and streams with pride.
No mountain charms have I to sing,
No loftier minstrel’s rights invade
From trifles oft my ra spring ;
—Sweet Barnham Water wants a shade.




MARY’S EVENING SIGH.

How bright with pearl the western sky !
How glorious far and

Yon lines of golden clouds that lie
So peaceful side by side!

Their deep’ning tints, the arch of light,
All eyes with rapture see;
E’en w{ﬂe I sigh I bless the sight
That lures my love from me.

Green hill, that shad’st the valley here,
Thou bear'st upon thy brow

The only wealth to Mary dear,
And a.ll she’ll ever know.

There, in the crimson light I see,
Above thy summit rise,

My Edward’s form, he looks to me
A statue in the skies.

Descend my love, the ‘hour is come,
Why linger on the hill?

The sun hath left my quiet home,
But thou canst see him still ;

Yet why a lonely wanderer stray,
Alone the joy pursue?

The glories of the closing day
Can charm thy Mary too.

Dear Edward, when we stroll’d along
Beneath the waving corn,

And both confess’d the power of song,
And bless’d the dewy morn;
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Your eye o’erflow’d, « How sweet,” you cried,
My presence then could move)
“ How sweet, with Ma? by my side,
“ To gaze and talk of love!”

Thou art not false! that cannot be;
Yet I my rivals deem

Each woodland charm, the moss, the tree,
The silence, and the stream ;

Whate’er my love, detains thee now,
I’ll yet forgive th¥ stay;

But with to-morrow’s dawn come thou,
We'll brush the dews away.




GOOD TIDINGS;
OR,

NEWS FROM THE FARM.

How vain this tribute: vain, this lowly lay:
Yet nought is vain which gratitude inspires!
The Muse, besides, her duty thus approves
To virtue, to her country, to mankind !







GOOD TIDINGS;
OR,

NEWS FROM THE FARM.

Wazre's the Blind Child, so admirably fair,
With guileless dimples, and with flaxen hair
That waves in ev’ry breeze? he’s often seen
Beside yon cottage wall, or on the green,

With others match’d in spirit and in size,
Health on their cheeks and rapture in their eyes;
That full expanse of voice, to childhood dear,
Soul of their sports, is duly cherish’d here:
And, hark! that laugh is his, that jovial cry;
He hears the ball and trundling hoop bm? by,
And runs the giddy course with all his might,
A very child in every thing but sight ;

With circumncrib’dr{ut not abal rw’n,—-—
Play! the great object of his infant hours;—
In many a game he takes a noisy K:n,

And shows the native gladness of his heart;
But soon he hears, on pleasure all intent,

The new suggestion and the quick assent;

The grove invites, delight thrills every breast—
To leap the ditch and seek the downy nest
Awnay they start, leave balls and hoogz behind,
And one companion leave————the boy is blind !
His fancy paints their distant paths so gay.
That childish fortitude awhile gives way,

He feels his dreadful loss—yet short the pain,
Soon he resumes his chegfulness again;
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Pond’ring how best his moments to employ,

He sings his little songs of nameless joy,

Creeps on the warm green turf for many an hour,
And plucks by chance the white and yellow flow’r ;
Smoothing their stems, while resting on his knees,
He binds a nosegay which he never sees;

AI:I“:IT t%e homeward lmthi: then feelsdhis way,

ifti is brow against eshmmg" ay,

And, §vith a playful rapture round hi eyyes,
Presents a sighing parent with the prize.

She blest that day, which he remembers too,
When he could gaze on heav’n’s ethereal blue,
See the green Spring, and Summer’s countless dies,
And all the colours of the morning rise.—
¢ When was this work of bitterness begun?
¢ How came the blindness of your only son?
Thus pity prompts full many a tongue to say,
But never, till S:e slowly wipes away
Th’ obtruding tear that trembles in her eye,

This dagger of a question meets reply :—

“ W{ boy was healthy, and my rest was sound,

““ When last year’s corn was green upon the
ground :

“ From yonder town infection found its way ;

¢ Around me putrid dead and dying lay,

¢ I trembled for his fate: but ail my care

¢ Avail’d not, for he breath’d the tainted air;

¢ Sickness ensu'd—in terror and dismay

*¢ I nurs'd him in my arms both night and day,

“ When his soft skin from head to foot became

“ One swelling purple sore, unfit to name:

¢ Hour after hour, when all was still beside,

“ When the pale night-light in its socket died,

“ Alone I sat; the thou; t still sooths my heart,

* That surely I perform’d a mother’s part

“ Watching with such anxiety and pamn

*¢ Till he might smile and look on me again;
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“ But that was not to be— ask me no more: [door.!”
“ Gop keep small-pox and blindness from® your
Now, ye. who think, whose souls abroad take

wing,
And trace outg human troubles to their spring,
Say, shoull]d Heav’'n grant us, in some hallow’d
our,

Means to divest this demon of his er,
To loose his horrid grasp from early worth,
To spread a saving conquest round the earth,
Till ev’ry land shall bow the grateful knee,
Would it not be a glorious day to see 7—
That day is come! my soul, in strength arise,
Invoke no muse, no power below the skies ;
To Heav’n the energies of verse belong,
Truth is the theme, and truth shall be the song;
Arm with conviction ev’ry joyful line,
Source of all mercies, for the praise is thine!

Sweet beam’d the star of peace upon ‘those days
When Virtue watch’d my ¢ 'ldhootr's quiet ways,
Whence a warm spark of Nature’s holy flame
Gave the farm-yard an honourable name,
But left one theme unsung: then, who had seen
In herds that feast upon the vernal green,
Or dreamt that in the blood of kine there ran
Blessings beyond the sustenance of man?
We tread the meadow, and we scent the thorn,
We hail the day-spring of a summer’s morn
Nor mead at dawning day, nor thymy heath,
Transcends the fragrance of the heifer’s breath:
May that dear fragrance as it floats along
O’er ev’ry flow'r that lives in rustic song;
May all the sweets of meadows and of kine
Embalm, O Health? this offering at thy shrine.

Dear must th:l:s mt;ment be when éirst the mind,
Ranging the paths of science unconfin’d,
Strikes gnewpli ht; when, obvious to the sense,
Springs the fresh spark of bright intelligence.
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8o felt the towering soul of MonTacu,
Her sex’s glory, and her country’s too;
Who gave the spotted plague one deadly blow,
And bade its mitigated poison flow
With half its terrors; yet, with loathing still,
We hous’d a visitant with fow’r to kill,
Then when the healthful blood, though often tried
Foil’d the keen lancet by the Severn side,
isting, uncontaminated still,
The le and unremitting skill ;
When the plain truth tradition seem’d to know,
BK simply pointing to the harmless Cow,
T onggwise distrust to reason might appeal ,
‘What, when hope triumph’d, what did Jenxes feel !
Where even hope itself could scarcely rise
To scan the vast, inestimable prize? .
Perhaps supreme, alone, triumphant stood
The great, the conscious power of doing good,
The power to will, and wishes to emrbrace
Th’ emancipation of the human race;
A joy that must all mortal praise outlive,
A wealth that grateful nations cannot give.
Forth sped the truth immediate from his hand,
And confirmations sprung in ev’ry land ;
In ev’ry land, on beauty’s lily arm,
On infan dt :;ﬁneas;l:ike a magic charm,
A ’d the gift that conquers as it H
ngeduniry's boast, the sim&e, nving ﬁ::
Momentous triumph—fiend ! is o'er;
Thou, whose blind rage hath ravag'd ev'ry shore,
Whose name denotes destruction, whose foul
breath

For ever hov’ring round the dart of death,
Fells, mercilessly fells, the brave and base,
Through all the kindreds of the human race.

Who has not heard, in warm, poetic tales,
Of eastern fragrance and Arabian gales?
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Bowers of delight, of languor, and repose,
Where beauty triumph’d as the song arose?
Fancy may revel, fiction boldly dare,
But truth shall not forget that thou wert there,
Sco of the world! who, borne on ev’ry wind,
From bow'rs of roses® sprang to curse mankind.
The Indian thy devastation knows :
Thou sweep’st the regions of eternal snows: ¢
Climbing the mighty period of his years,
The British oak his giant bulk uprears;
He, in his strength, while toll’d the passing bell,
Rejoic’d whole centuries as thy victims fell :
Armies have bled, and shouts of vict’ry rung,
Fame crown’d their deaths, thy deaths are all
unsung : [lay,
’Twas thine, while victories claim’d th’ immortal
Tbrouih private life to cut thy desperate way;
And when full power the wonderous magnet gave
Ambition’s sons to dare the ocean wave,
Thee, in their train of horrid ills, they drew
Beneath the blessed sunshine of Peru.t
But why unskill’d th’ historic page explore?
Why thus pursue thee to a foreign shore?
A homely narrative of days gone by,
Familiar griefs, and kindred’s tender sigh
Shall still survive ; for thou on ev’ry mind
Hast left some traces of thy wrath behind.
® The first medical of the ll-pox is given by

the Arabian physiciaus, and is traced no farther back than
the siege of Alexandria, about the year of Christ, 640.—

‘WOoODVILLE.
+ First introduced into Greenland in 1733, and almost
depopulated the country.—IBID. L.
Fl)n 1520, says Mr. Woodville, when the small-pox visited
New Spain, it proved fatal to one balf of the people in the
provinces to w the infection extended; being carried
thither by a negro slave, who attended Narvaez in his ex-
&dltgon against Cortes. He adds, abnut fi ears after
e discovery of Peru, the small-pox was over from
to America by way of Carthagena, when it overran
the Continent of the' New World, and destroyed upwards
of 100,000 Indians in the single province of Quito.~Hiss.
Inocwlation,

1
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There dwelt, beside a brook that ereeps along
Midst infant hills and meads unknown to song,
One to whom poverty and faith were giv'n,

Calm village silence, and the hope of heav’n:
Alone she dwelt; and while each morn brought

ace
And hea.ltrwas smiling on her years’ increase,
Sudden and fearful, rushing through her frame,
Unusual pains and feverish symptoms came.
Then, when, debilitated, faint, and poor,
How sweet to hear a footstep at her door!
To see a neighbour watch life’s silent sand,
To hear the sigh, and feel the helping hand !
Soon woe o’erspread the interdicted ground,
And consternation seiz’d the hamlets round :
Uprose the pest—its widow’d victim died ;
And foul contagion spread on ev’ry side;
The helping neighbour for her kind regard,
Bore home that dreadful tribute of reward,
Home, where six children, yielding to its pow'r,
Gave hope and patience a most trying hour;
One at her breast still drew the living stream,
And, sense of danger never marr’'d his dream ;
Yet all exclaim’d, and with a pitying eye,
“ Whoe’er survives the shock, that child will die!”
But vain the fiat,—Heav’n restor’d them all,
And destin’d one of riper years to fall.
Midnight beheld the close of all his pain,
His grave was clos’d when midnight came again;
No bell was heard to toll, no funeral pray’r,
No kindred bow’d, no wife, no children there ;
Its horrid nature could inspire a dread
That cut the bonds of custom like a thread
The humble church-tow’r higher seem’d to shew,
Illumin’d by their trembling light below ;
The solemn night-breeze struck each shiv’ring

cheek ;

Religious reverence forbade to speak.
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The starting Sexton his short sorrow chid
When the earth murmur’d on the coffin lid,
And falling bones and sighs of holy dread
Sounded a requiem to the silent dead!

¢ Why tell us tales of woe, thou who didst give
¢ Th soul to rural themes, and bade them live?

t means this zeal of thine, this kindling fire
‘ The rescu’d infant and the dyin, gnre'l’
Kind heart, who o’er the pictur'd Seasons glow’d,
When sugles approv’d the verse, or tears have

ow’d
Was then the lowl{’vmmstrel dear to thee?
Himself appeal hat, if that child were ue?
What, if those midnight sighs a farewell gave,
Wlnle hands, all trembling, clos’d his father’s
grave!

Though love enjoin’d not infant eyes to w ?
In manhood’s zenith shall his feelmgs sleep?
Sleep not my soul! indulge a nobler flame;
Still the destroyer persecutes thy name.

Seven winters cannot pluck from memory's store
That mark’d affliction which a brother bore;
That storm of trouble bursting on his head,

When the fiend came, and left two children dead!
Yet, still superior to domestic woes,

The native vigour of his mind arose,

And, as new summers teem’d with brighter views,
He trac’d the wa.nd’nngs of his darling Muse,
And all was joy—this instant all is pain,

The foe mplacable returns again,

And claims a sacrifice ; the deed is done —
Another child has fall'n another son!*

His young cheek even now is scarcely cold,

And shall his early doom remain untold?

Noj; let the tide of passion roll along,

Truth will be heard, and Gop will bless the song

® I had proceeded ﬁms far with the Poem, when the
above fact beume a powerful stimulus to my feelings, and
to the earnestness of my exhortations.
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Indignant Reason, Pity, Joy, arise,
And speak in thunder to the heart that sighs:
) loud to ;—knew ye not the ime
hen age itself, and manhood’s hardy prime,

With horror saw their short-liv'd friendshipe end,
Yet dar'd not visit e’en the dying friend ?
Contagion, a foul serpent lurking near,
Mock’d Nature’s sigh and Friendship’s holy tear,
Love ye your children ?—let that love arise,
Pronounce the sentence, and the serpent dies;
Bid welcome a mild stranger at your door,
Distress shall cease, those terrors reign no more.
Love ye your neighbours —let that love be shown :
Risk not their children while you guard your own;
Give not a foe dominion o’er your blood ;
Plant not a poison, e’en to bring forth good ;
For, woo the pest discreetly as you will,
Deadly infection must attend him still,
Then, let the serpent die! this glorious prize
Sets more than life and health before our eyes,
For beauty u—ium&llu too! Beauty! sweet name,
The mother’s feelings kindling into flame!
For, where dwells she, who, while the virtues grow,
With cold indifference marks the arching brow?
Or, with a lifeless heart and recreant blood,
Sighs not for daughters fair, as well as good?

" ‘That sigh is nature, and cannot decay,
°Tis universal as the beams of day;
Man knows and feels its truth; for, Beauty's call
Rouses the coldest mortal of us all;
A glance warms age itself, and gives the boy
The pulse of rapture and the sigh of joy.
And 18 it then no conquest to insure
.Our lilies spotless and our roses pure?
Is it no triumph that the lovely
Inherits every line of Nature's inee‘!
That the sweet precincts of the Jaughing eye
Dread no rude scars, no foul deformity?
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Our beast, old Time himself shall not mapair,
Of British maids inently fair ;
But, as he rolls his years on years along,
Shall keep the record of immortal song;
For song shall rise with ampler power to speak
The new-born influence of Beauty’s cheek,
Shall catch new fires in every sacred grove,
Fresh inspiration from the lips of Love,
And write for ever on the rising mind— .
DEAD 18 ONE MORTAL FOR OF HUMAN KIND !

Yes, we have conquer’d! and the thought should

raise

A spirit in our prayers as well as praise,
Fomo will .fy,ﬁ Nature’s wide domain
There lurk not remedies for every pain?

Who will assert, where Turkish banners fly,
Woe still shall reign—the pl shall never die?
Or who predict, with bosom all unblest

An everlasting fever in the West? :
Forbid it Heav’n!—Hope cheers us with a smile,
The sun of mercy’s risen on our isle : o
Its beams already, o’er th’ Atlantic wave,

Pierce the dark forests of the suffering brave:
There, e’en th’ abandon’d sick imbib’d a glow,
‘When warrior nations, resting on the bow,
Astonish’d heard the joyful rumour rise,

And call’d the council of their great and wise:
The truth by female pray’rs was urg’d along,
Youth ceas'd the chorus of the warrior song,
And p ills bade p feelings press

With all the eloquence of deep distress;

Till forth their chiefs® o’er dying thousands trod
To seek the white man and his gounteous God:
Well sped their errand ; with a patriot zeal

They spread the blessing for their cquntry’s weal.

® The chiefs of the Cherokee Indians, in North America,

* have applied to the Fwemment of the Umud,sum for in-
farmation ou the sul in’?ht of Vaccine Inocu

e

lation, and have
*2A 07

spread
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Where India’s swarthy millions crowd the strand,
And round that isle, which crowns their pointed

land,
Speeds the good angel with the balmy breath,
And checks the dregaedﬁxl y of nfeath :

Whate’er we hear to hurt the peace of life,

Of Candian treachery and British strife,

The sword of commerce nations bought and sold,
They owe to England more than mines of gold ;
England has sent a balm for private woe;
England strikes down the nations’ bitterest foe,

Europe, amidst the clangor of her arms,

While life was threaten’d with a thousand harms,
And Charity was freezing to its source,

Still saw fair Science keep her steady course;
And, while whole legions fell, by friends deplor'd,
New germs of life sprung up beneath the sword,
And spread amain.—Then, in our bosoms, why
Moust exultations mingle with a sigh?

Thought takes the retrospect of years just fled,
And, conjuring up the spints of the dead,
Whispers each dear and venerated name
Of the last victims ere the blessing came,
Worthies, wh: through the lands that gave them

birt|
Breath’d the strong evidence of growing worth;
Parents, cut down in life’s meridian day,
And childhood’s thousand thousand swept away ;
Life’s luckless mariners! ye, we deplore
Who sunk within a boat’s length of the shore.*
A stranger youth, from his meridian sky,
Buoyant with hopes, came here—but came to die!
O’er his sad fate I’ve ponder'd hours away,
It suits the languor of a gloomy day:

® So lately as the year ll}m, the small-pox was carried

to the Isle of Frauce by a Dutch ship, and there destroyed

tive th d four hundred p in six weeks.
WoobviLLE.
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He left his bamboo groves, his pleasant shore,
He left his friends to hear new oceans roar,
All confident, ingenuous, and bold,
He heard the wonders by the white men told ;
With firm assurance trod the rolling deck,
And saw his isle diminish to a speck,
Plough’d t.l]m.e rough waves, and gain’d our northern
clime,

In manhood’s ripening sense and nature’s prime.
Oh! had the fiend been vanquish’d ere he came,
The gen’rous youth had spread my country’s fame,
Had known that honour dwells among the brave ,
And England had not prov’d the stranger’s grave :
Then, ere his waning sand of life had run,
Poor Asra TuuLE might have seen his son!®

Rise, exultation! spirit, louder speak !
Pity, dislodge thy dewdrops from my cheek ;
Sleep sound, forefathers; sleep, brave stranger boy,
While truth impels the current of my joy:
To all mankind, to all the earth ’tis giv'n,
Conviction travels like the light of heav’n :
Go, blessing, from thy birth-place still expand,
For that dear birth-place is my native land!
A nation consecrates th’ auspicious day,
And wealth, and rank, and talents lead the way !
Time, with triumphant hand, shall truth diffuse,
Nor ask the unbought efforts of the Muse.
Mothers! the pledges of your loves caress,
And heave no niglu but sighs of tenderness.
Fathers, be firm! keep down the fallen foe,
And on the memory of domestic woe
Build resoluﬁon,—g’ictory shall increase
Th’ incalculable wealth of private peace;
And such a victory, unstain’d with gore,
That strews its laurels at the cottage door,

® Lee Boo, second son of the King of the Pelew Islands,
was brought to England by Cag;. ilson, and died of the
Small-pox at Rotherhithe, in 1784,
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S from the farm, and from the yellow mead,
Should be the glory of the pastoral reed.

In village paths, hence, may we never find

Their youth on crutches, and their children blind ;
Nor, when the milk-maid, early from her bed,
Beneath the may-bush that embow’rs her head,
Sings like a bird, e’er grieve to meet again
Thegsfair cheek injur'd by the scars of pain;

Pure, in her morning path, where'er ‘E:m treads,
Like April sunshine and the flow’rs it feeds,

She’ll it hew conquests; Love, new shafis to

g5
And Life, an uncontaminated spring.
In pure delight didst thon, my soul, parsue
A task to conscience and to kindred due,
And, true to feeling and to Nature, dee;:
The dairy’s boast own a| riate theme ;
Hail now the mreed zf pmm hours,
And, at the foot of Science, strew thy flow’rs!
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[This poem is stated by the Author to have been written uader
the following circamstances:—** A party of friends in Gloucester-

shire proposed to a short down the Wye,
sod through part of South Wales.” The Author was invited to ac-
company them, and the £ ng journal is & descrip

of the scemery in that romsntic district, through wirich they passed
during their ten days’ excursion. The whole exhibits the lan-
guage and feelings of a man who had never before seen s moun-
tainows country; and of this the Author is desirous that the resder
should be apprised.}
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BANKS OF WYE.

BOOK L

The Vale of Ufa—l’ored of Dean—Ross—Wilion Castle—Good.
rich Casl rifield, Welsh Bicknor, Coldwell—Gleaner’s

* Song—Coldwell Rocks—Symmon’s Yat—Great Doward—New
Wier—Martin’s Well—The Coracle—Arvival at Monmouth.

* Rouse from thy slumber, Pleasure calls, arise,

Quit thy half-rural bower, a while despise

The thraldom that consumes thee. We who
dwell

Far from thy land of smoke advise thee well.

Here Natare’s bounteous hand around shall fling

Scenes that thy Muse hath never dared to sing,

When sickness weigh'd thee down, and strength
declined ;

When dread eternity absorb’d thy mind,

Flow’d the predicting verse, by gloom o’erspread,

That ¢ Cambnr‘iian mountains’ thou shouldst never
tread,

That time-worn cliff and classic stream to see,’

Was wealth’s prerogative, despair for thee.

Come to the proof; with us the breeze inhale,

Renounce despair, and come to Severn’s vale ;

And where the Corsworp Hiris are stretch'd
along,

Seck our green dell, as yet unknown to song:

Start hence with us, and trace, with raptured eye,

The wild meanderings of the beauteous Wre;

Thy ten days’ leisure ten days’ joy shall prove,

And rock and stream breathe amity and love.”
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Such was the call ; with instant ardour hail’d,
The siren Pleasure caroll’d and prevail'd ;
Soon the decp dell ) the clear brow
Of Urzy Buzy® smiled o’er all below,
O’er mansion, flock, and circling woods that hung
Round the sweet pastures where the sky-lark sung.
O for the fancy, vigorous and sublime,
Chaste as the theme, to tri over time !
Bright as the rising day, and as truth,
To speak new transports to the lowland youth,
That bosoms still might throb, and still adare,
‘When his who strives to charm them beats no more!
Oxz August morn, with spirits high,
Sound health, bright 'znd olougdles sky,
A cheerful group their farewell bade
To Dursrey tower, to ULxy’s shade ;
And where bold Stincucousr’s greenwood side
Heaves in the van of highland pride,
Scour’d the broad vale of Severn; where
The foes of verse shall never dare
Genius to scorn, or bound its power,
There blood-stain’d Berxeney’s turrets lower,
A name that cannot pass away,
Till time forgets the  Bard” of Gaay.
Quitting fair Glo’ster’s northern road,
To gain the pass of Frauivronr,
Before us Dzan’s black forest spread,
And May Hirt, with his tufted bead,
Beyond the ebbing tide appeard ;
And Cambria’s distant mountaing rear’d
Their dark blue summits far away ;
And Severy, ’midst the burning day,
Curved his bright line, and bore along
The mingled Avon, pride of song.
The trembling steeds soon ferried o’er,
Neigh'd loud upon the forest shore ;
ove wAcly e arally ormed by . M PR
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Domains that once, at early mom,
Rang to the hunter’s bl:sle horn,
‘When barons proud would bound away ;
And even kings would hail the day,
When crested chiefs their bright-arm’d train
Of javelin’d horsemen roused amain,
chasing wide the wolf or boar,
Bade the deep woedlarnd valleys roar.
But we no dang’rous chase pursued ;
Sound wheels and hoofs their tasks renew’d ;
Behind roll’d Svery, gleaming far,
Around us roar'd no sylvan war,
’Mid depths of shade, gay sunbeams broke
Through noble FraxLxy’s bow’rs of oak ;
And mani a cottage, trim and gay,
isper'd delight through all the way ;

On hills exposed, in dells unseen,
To patriarchal Mrrcuzr Dzan.
Rose-cheek’d Pomona here was queen,
Though Ceres edged her fields between,
And on each hill-top, mounted high,
Her sickle waved in ecstasy ;
Till, Ross, thy charms all hearts confess
‘Thy peaceful walks, thy hours of rest
And contemplation, Here the mind

Its usual luggage left behind) [

‘eels all its dormant fires revive,
And sees “the Man of Ross” alive;
And hears the Twick’nham Bard again
To Kxaur's high virtues lift his strain;
Whose own hand clothed this far-famed hill
With rev’rend elms, that shade us still ;
‘Whose mem’ry shall survive the day
When elms and empires feel decay.
Kyree die, by Barp ennobled? Never :
The Man of shall live for ever ;
And long that spire shall time defy,
To grace the flow'ry-margin'd Wyz,

(]
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Scene of the morrow’s joy, that prest

Its unseen beauties on our rest

In dreams ; but who of dreams would tell

Where truth sustains the song so well ?
The morrow came, and Beauty's eye

Ne’er beam’d upon a lovelier sky ;

Imagination instant brought,

And dash’d amidst the train of thought,

Tints of the bow. The boatman stript ;

Glee at the helm exulting tript,

And waved her flower-encircled wand,

“ Away, away, to Fairy Land

Light dipt the oars; but who can name

The various objects dear to fame,

That ¢ ing, doubling, wild, and strong,

Demand the noblest powers of song?

Then, O forgive the vagrant Muse,

Ye who the sweets of Nature choose ;

And thou, whom destiny hath tied

To this romantic river's side,

Down gazing from each close retreat,

On boats that glide beneath thy feet,

Forgive the stranger’s meagre {ine,

That seems to slight that s;mt of thine;

For he, alas! could only glean

The changeful outlines of the scene ;

A momentary bliss; and here

Links memory’s power with rapture’s tear.

‘Wro curb’d the barons’ kingly power *?
Let hist’ry tell that fateful hour
At home, when surly winds shall roar,
And prudence shut the study door.

® Henry the Seventh gave an irrevocable blow to the dan-
gerous privileges assumed by the barons, in abolishing liveries
snd retainers, by which every malefactor could shelter himself
from the law, od lag & 's livery, di
his person.
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De Wirrons here, of mighty name,
The whelming flood, the summer stream,
Mark’d from their towers.—The fabric falls,
The rubbish of their splendid halls
Time in his march hath scatter’d wide,
And blank oblivion strives to hide *.

A while the grazing herd was scen,
And trembling willow’s silver green,
Till the fantastic current stood
In line direct for Pencrare Woob ;
‘Whose bold green summit welcome bade,
Then rear’d behind his nodding shade.
Here, as the light boat skimm'd along,
The clarionet, and chosen song,
(That mellow, wild, ZEolian lay,
“ Sweet in the Woodlands,”) roll’d away
Their echoes down the stream, that bore
Each dying close to every shore,
And forward cape, and woody range,
That form the never-ceasing change,
To him who floating, void of care,
Twirls with the stream, he knows not where.
Till bold, impressive, and sublime,
Gleam’d all that’s left by storms and time
Of GoonricaTowers. The mould’ring pile
Tells noble truths,—but dies the while.
Oer the steep path, through brake and brier,
His batter'd turrets still aspire,
In rude magnificence. *Twas here
Lancastrian Henry spread his cheer,
When came the news :,iat Hav was born,
And Moxmours hail'd th’ auspicious morn :
A boy in sports, a prince in war,
Wisdom and valour crown’d his car
Of France the terror, England’s glory,
As Stratford's bard has told the story.

® The ruins of Wiiton Castle stand on the opposite side of
the river, nearly fronting the town of Ross.

t -
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No bntler’:dpmxiel suore supine,
‘Where the old monarch kept his wine 3
No Welsh ox roasting, horns and all,

Adorns his throng’d and ing hall;
But where he pray'd, and his s
A thriving ash luzuriaat §
No wheels by piecem the pile ;

No hrk:deIEMwen’d P?'hnglmd 3
Dig, cri xperience, dig away,
Bll-lgng the firm quarry iuto day ;’
The excavation still shall save
Those ramparts which its entrails gave.
¢ Here Kines shall dwell,” the builders cried,
 Here England’s foes shall lower their pride ;
“ Hither shall suppliant nobles eome,
“ And ym1s be England’s veyal home.”
Vain hope! for an the Gwentian shore
The regal banner streams no move !
gettl?ck and vilest weeds tl:s h:«;’l

o m grandeur’s id low,
Creep rou‘n’\?iu the turrets valour raised,
And flaunt where youth and beauty gased.

Here fain would strangers loiter long,

And muse as fancy’s woof grows strong ;
Yet cold the heart that could complain,
Where Porrerr® struck his oars again;
For lovely as the ing child,
The stream glides on sublimely wild,
In Krfect beauty, perfect ease.
—The awning trembled in the breess,
And scareely trembled, as we stood
For Ruxzpzaw Spire and Bismor's Woob.
The fair domains of Courrrizin 4 made
A paradise of mingled shade

: Ih Ml:el Il fam!

seat belouging to the of Vaugban, which is not
no"c::ed in thi‘ g:gel l:.l hmory.“zecordl?)‘g mn'n'admon, itis
5ountu' of Sllhbrt’uy. i o the of

un-
the
the
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Round Bicxwor's tiny church, that cowers
Beneath his host of woodland bowers.

But who the charm of words shall fli
O'er Ravex Currr, and Corpwrrs Spring,
To brighten the unconscious eye,
And wake the soul to ecstasy?

Noon scorch’d the fields; the boat lay-to;
The dripping oars had nought to do,

round us rose a scene that might
Enchant an idiot—glorious sight |
Here, in one ga; according mind,
Upon the sparkling stream we dined ;
As shepherds free on mountain heath,
;beefu the fish that ;utch’d })ene;:h
or falling crums, where cooli

e :vni:;e that cheer’d us on o‘:rgwa';.
Th’ unruffled bosom of the stream
Gave every tint and eve: 5leam;
Gave vz rocks, ear blue sky,
And double elouds of various dye ;
Gave dark green woods, or russet brown,
Anx pende::. corn-fields, npsen‘iie gmm.

troop of gleaners changed heir shade
And ’twas a 6 by music made;
For slowly to the brink they drew,
To mark our joy, and share it to0.
How oft, in 0od’s flow’ry days,
I’ve beard the wild impassion'd lays
Of such afoup,hysstnngemdmw,
And thought, was ever song 30 true {
When from the hazel’s retreat
'{:;y watch’d 'ihe mm;err';dt:onblmg hiut ,
through the ] urchins play'd,

Prest the long grass beneath!  And here
Per they shared an equal cheer;
Enjoy’d the feast with equal glee,
Aud raised the song of revelry :

:
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Yet half abash’d, reserved, and shy,
Watch’d till the strangers glided by.

GLEANER’S SONG.
Dzar Enuu, your tales are all plenteously
tored

With the joys of some bride, and the wealth of
her lord :
Of her chariots and dresses,
And worldly caresses,
And servants that fly when she’s waited upon:
But what can she boast if she weds unbeloved ?
Can she e’er feel the joy that one morning I

Proved.
When I put on my new-gown and waited for John?

These fields, my dear Ellen, I knew them of yore,
Yet to me they ne’er look’d so enchantmg before;
The distant bells ringing,
The birds round us singing,
For pleasure is pure when affection is won:
They told me the troubles and cares of a wife ;
But Iloved him; and that was the pride of my life,
‘When [ put on my new-gown and waited for John.

He shouted and ran, as he leapt from the stile;
And what in my bosom was passing the while?
For love knows the blessing
Of ardent caressing,
When virtue inspires us and doubts are all gone.
The sunshine o{ Fortune you say is divine ;
True love and the sunshine of Nature were mine,
When I put on my new-gown and waited for John.

Never could spot be suited less
To bear memorials of distress;
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cries the sage, more fit is found,
They strike at once a double wound
Hunmiliation bids you sigh,
And think of poor mortality.

Close on the bank, and l{df o'ergrown,
Beneath a dark wood’s sombrous frown,

A monumental stone appears
Of one who, in his blooming years,
While bathing spurn’d the grassy shore,
And sunk, ’midst friends, to rise no more;
By parents witness’d.—Hark | their shrieks!

e dreadful language horror s !
But why in verse attempt to te
Nothing could damp e awaken'd Jo

co! p th’ awaken’d joy,
Not e’en thy fate, ingenuous boy; s
The great, the grand of Nature strove,
To lift our hearts to life and love.

Ham! CoLpwsir Rocks; frown, frown away;
Thrust from your woods your shafte of grey :
Fall not, to crush our mortal pride,

Or stop the stream on which we glide,
Our lives are short, our joys are few:
But, giants, what is time to you?

Ye who erect, in many a mass,

Rise from the scarcely dimpled glass,
That with distinct and mellow glow
Reflects your monstrous forms below ;
Or in clear shoals, in breeze or sun,
Shakes all your shadows into one ;
Boast ye o’er man in proud disdain,
A silent, everlasting reign?

Bear ye your heads so high in scorn
Of names that puny man hath borne?

Proud rocks ! had Cambria’s bards but nere
Their names engraven, deep and clear,

That such as gaily wind along
Might greet with shouts thase sires of song,

38t
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And trace the fame that mortals crave
To LIGHT and LIFE beyond the grave !

Then might ye boast your wreathes entwined

With trophies of the deathless MIND ;
Then would your fronts record on hgb,
“ We perish —Mav can never die I

Not nameless quite ye lift your brows,
For each the nevigater knows ;
Not by King Arthur, or bis hts,
Bard famed in lays, or chief in ;
But former tourists, just as free,
SThough surely aot 90 blest as we,)

group of wnnglen from the bar,

here their mimic war—

Mark'd towering Brarcrorr's ivy arown,
And grey Vanarrans's wavi ‘cwn
And who s hat giant by his si
¢ Sknozant Apais,” the boutmnn cried.
Yet strange it seems, however true,
That here, where law bas nought to do,
‘Where rules and bonds are set -ndq,

With all that tells of busy life,
Man should by names be carried still
To Babylon against his will.
But how shall memory vebearse,
Or dictate the untoward verse
That truth demands? Could he refuse
Thy unsought honours, darling Muse,
Who thus, in idle, happy trim
Rode nstwhere friends would him,
gmih huhmoeh:ndcam g
rhymes as joyous, as wild ?
'l'lml:heobqs. The generous baad,
That spread his beard and grasp’d bis hand,
" In native mirth, as here came,
Gave a bluff reck his b name:
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A yew-tree clasps its rugged base;
The boatman knows its reverend face
With PorLerT’s memory and his fee,
Rests the result that time shall see.
Yet, whether time shall sweep away
The fragile whimsies of a day;

Or future travellers rest the oar,

To hear the mingled echoes roa

A stranger’s triumph | He will feel

A joy that death alone can steal.

And should he cold indifference feign,
And treat such honours *+h disdain,
Pretending pride shall no. deceive him,
Good cBeople all, pray don't believe him ;
In such a spot to leave a name,

At least is no opprobrious fame ;

This rock perhaps uprear'd his brow,
Ere human blood began to flow.

Nor let the wandering stranger fear
%nt \hVnI: here ends l:nax' w":ld c‘lﬁ:{fn

ough closing boughs,—tho ills may seem
To bar all egrnégss t‘;gthe streu:?

Some airy height he climbs amain,
And finds the silver eel again.

No fears we form’d, no labours counted,
Yet Symmon’s Yar must be surmounted ;
A tower of rock, that seems to cry,

“ Go round about me, neighbour Wvz.”
On went the boat, and up the steep
Her straggling crew began to creep,

- To gain the ridge, enjoy the view,

Where the fresh gales of summer blew.
The gleaming Wyg, that circles round
Her four-mile course, again is found ;
And, crouching to the conqueror’s pride,
Bathes his huge cliffs on either side;
Seen at one glance, when from his brow
The eye surveys twin gulfs below.
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Whence comes thy name? What Symon he,
Who gain’d a monument in thee ?
Perhaps a wild-wood hunter,—born
Peril, and toil, and death, to scorn;
Or warrior, with his powerful lance,
Who scaled the cliff to mark th’ advance
Of rival arms; or humble swain,
‘Who sought for pasture here in vain;
Or venerable bard, who strove
To tune his harp to themes of love;
Or with a poet’s ardent flame
Sung to the winds his country’s fame ?

estward Grear Dowarp, stretching wide,

Upheaves his iron-bowell’d side ;
And by his everlasting mound
Prescribes th’ imprison'd river'’s bound,
And strikes the eye with mountain force :
But, stranger, mark thy rugged course
From crag to crag, unwilling, slow,
To New Wier forge, that smokes below.
Here rush’d the keel like lightning by:
The helmsman watch’d with anxious eye ;
And oars alternate touch’d the brim,
To keep the flying boat in trim.

Forward quick changing, changing still,

ainrosechiﬂ', }niiwgolc:imdhill,

ere mingling foliage seem’d to strive
With dlrm::growgn sa;lgngl, flay'd alive ®,
Down to the gulf beneath ; where oft
The toiling wood-boy dragg’d aloft
His stubborn faggot from t.ge brim,
And gazed, and tugg’d with sturdy limb;
And where the mind repose wonldy seek,
A barren, stom-defyiﬁgepeak,
The Little Dowarb, lifted high
His rocky crown of royalty.
# The custom is here alluded to of stripping the bark from

oshs while gr.wing, which gives un almost indescribable, though
uot the movl;.'nmfu'b‘e, cﬁa‘cit to the Iaodscape. e,
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Hush! not a whisper! Oars, be still !
Comes that soft sound from yonder hill 2
Or is the sound so faint, though near
It scarcely strikes the list’ning ear?

E’en 0 ; for down the green bank fell
An ice-cold stream from MarTin’s WeLL,
Bright as young beauty’s azure eye,

And pure as infant chastity ;

Each limpid draught suffused with dew
The dipping glass’s crystal hue;

And as it trembling reach’d the lip,
Delight sprung up at every sip.

Pure, temperate joys, and calm, were these ;
We toss’d upon no Indian seas ;

No savage chiefs, with tawny crew,
Came jabbering in the bark canoe

Our strength to dare, our course to turn ;-
Yet boats a South Sea chief would burn
Sculk’d in the alder shade. Each bore,
Devoid of keel, or sail, or oar,

An upright fisherman, with eye

Of Bramin-like solemnity;

Who scann’d the surface either way,
And cleaved it like a fly at play;

And crossways bore a balanc le,

To drive the salmon from his IuSZ;
Then heedful leap'd, without e,
On shore, as luck or fancy bade ;

And o’er his back, in galiant trim,
Swung the light shell that carried him;
Then down again his burden threw,
And launch’d his whirling bowl anew;
Displaying, in his bow’ry station,

The infancy of navigation,

Soon round us spread the hills and dales
Where Georrrey spun his magic tales,
And call’d them history. The land
Whence Anrrur sprung, and all his band
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Of gallant knights. Sire of romance,
‘Who led the fancy's mazy dance,

Thy tales shall please, thy name still be,
When Time forgets my verse and me.

Low sunk the sun, his ev'ning beam
Scarce reach’d us on the tranquil stream:
Shut from the world, and all its din,
Nature’s own bonds had closed us in;
Wood, and deep dell, and rock, and ridge,
From smiling lgoss to Monmoutn Brince;
From morn till twilight stole away,

A long, unclouded, glorious day.

BOOK IL
H“ the Fiﬂb—lmw"o_u the Water—. nd Ballad,
Pl g s i yrrigy P "mg!"

m"—m- from Wind-Clif—Chepsiow Castle by

Harry of MoNxouTH, o’er thy page,
Great chieftain of a daring age!
The stripling soldier burns to see
The spot of thy nativity ;
His ardent fancy can restore
Thy castle’s turrets (now no more);
See the tall plumes of victory wave,
Aud call old valour from the grave;
Twang the strong bow, and point the lance,
That pierced the shatter'd hosts of France,
‘When nations, in the days of yore,
Shook at the rampant lion’s roar.

Tz~ hours were all we could command
The boat was moor’d upon the strand ;
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The midnight current, by ber side,
‘Was stealing down to meet the tide ;
The wakeful steersman ready lay,

To rouse us at the break of day:

It came—how soon! and what a sky,
To cheer the bounding traveller’s eye!
To make him spurn his couch of rest,
To shout upon the river’s breast,
‘Watching by turns the rosy hue

Of early cloud or sparkling dew.
These living joys the verse shall tell :
Harzy, :‘:g i{om‘ovm, fare-ye-well.

On upland farm, and airy height,
Swept by the breeze, and clothed in light,
The reapers, early from their beds,
Perhaps were singing o’er our heads.

For, stranger, deem not that the eye
Could hence survey the eastern sky;

, Or mark the streak’d horizon’s bound,
Where first the rosy sun wheels round.
Deep in the gulf beneath were we,
‘Whence climb’d blue mists o’er rock and tree;
A mingling, undulating crowd,

That form'd the dense or fleecy cloud ;
Slow from the darken’d stream upborne,
They mht the quickening gales of morn;
There bade their parent Wyz good day,
And, tinged with purple, sail'd away.

The Munxo® join’d us all unseen.
Troy Housk, and Beaurort’s bowers of green,
And nameless prospects, half defined,
Involved in mist, were left behind.

Yet as the boat still onward bore,

The ramparts of the eastern shore
Cower’d the high crest to many a sweep,
And bade us o’er each minor steep

® The river Munso, or M falls 1 w
o o no, or Mynnow, nto the Wye, near
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Mark the bold Kvamin’s sunny brow,
That, gleaming o’er our fogs below,
Lifted amain, with giant power,

. E’en to the clouds his Navar Tower®;
Proclaiming to the morning sky
Valour, fame, and victory.

Tae air resign’d its hazy blue,
Just as LaNDoGa came in view.
Delightful village! one by one,
Thy climbing dwellings caught the sun.
So bright the scene, the air so clear,
Young Love and Joy seem’d station’d here;
And each with floating banners cried,
* Stop, friends, you'll meet the rushing tide.”
Rude fragments, torn, disjointed, wild,
High on the Glo'ster shore are piled.
No mouldering fane, the boast of years,
Unstain’d by time, the wreck appears:
With pouring wrath, and hideous swell,
Down foaming from a woodland dell,
A summer flood's resistless pow’r
Raised the grim ruin in an hour!
When that o’erwhelming tem|
Its terrors round the guilty head,
When earth-bound rocks themselves gave way,
When crash’d the prostrate timbers lay,
0, it bad been a noble sight,
Crouching beyond the torrent’s might,
To mark th’ uprooted victims bow,
The grinding masses dash below,
And hear the long deep peal the while
Burst over TiNTERN's roofless pile !
Then, as the sun regain’d his power,
When the last breeze from hawthorn bower,

® The Kymin Pavilion, erected in bonour of the British admi-
rals, and nup.nluiedvkwrht.
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Or Druid oak, had shook away

The rain-drops ‘midst the gleaming day,
Perhaps the sigh of hope return'd,

And love in some chaste bosom burn’d,
And softly trill'd, the stream along,
Some rustic maiden’s village song.

THE MAID OF LANDOGA.

Rerorws, my Llewellyn! the glory
That heroesymy gain’l;’er theglen.
Though nations may feel

Their invincible steel,
By falsehood is tarnish’d in story ;
y tarry, Llewellyn, from me?

Thy sails, on the fathomless ocean,
Are swell’d by the boisterous gale :
How rests thy tired head
On the rude rocking bed ?
‘While here not a leaf is in motion,

And melody reigns in the dale.

The mountains of Monmouth invite thee ;
The Wye, O how beautiful here !

This woodbine, thine own,

Hath the cottage o’ergrown.
O what foreign shore can delight thee,
And where is the current so ?

Can lands, where false pleasure assails thee,
And %:m ingim thee to roam ;
the deep orange grove
Charm with shadows of love
Thy love at Lanpooa bewails thee;
Remember her truth and thy home,

199




200 THE BANKS OF WYB.

Apieu, Lanpoca, scene most dear.
Farewell we bade to Eraxir’s Wiz ;
Round many a point then bore away,

Till morn was changed to beauteous day :
gnndforwudonthelowlmdshm,

ent, majestic ruins, wore
The stamp of holiness; this strand
The steersman hail’d, and touch’d the land.

Suppex the change ; at once to tread
The grown mansions of the dead !
lAlooe u"fd puct ’ﬁ.

ruin’d, ificence ;

The ﬁlr-wrof;‘h{ m’ all ivy-bound,
The towering arch with foliage crown’d,
i o’er the spoi time,
%len, i .]l',]::k eye beheld,end'
t into mingling anguish swell’

And k’d the wild excursive wing,

Orer dust or bones of priest or king;

Or raised some BLOOD-sTAIN’D Warrior's ghost
To shout before his banner’d host.

Bat all was still.—The chequer’d floor
Shall echo to the step no more;

Nor airy roof the strain prolong

Of vesper chant or choral song.

TinteRN, thy name shall hence sustain
A thomndofnptnmm res in my brain ;
Joys, full strength, all eye,
That cannot fade, that cannot die.

No loitering here, lone walks to steal ;
Ours was the early hunter’s meal ;
For time and tide, stern couple, ran
Their endless race, and hugg'd at man;
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Deaf, had we shouted, * turn about,” -
'Or, “wait a while, till we come out:”

To humour them we check'd our pride,
And ten cheer'd hearts stow'd side by side,
Push’d from the shore with current strong,
And “ Hey for Chepstow,” steer’d along.

Amipsr the bright expanding day,
The solemn, deerllf dark shad:gs la’;
Of that rich foliage, tow’ring o’er
Where princeli abbots dwelt of yore.
The mind, with instantaneous glance,
Beholds his buge of state advance.
Borne proudly down the ebbing tide,
She sweeps the waving boughs aside ;
She winds with flowing pendants drest ;
And as the current turns south-west,
She strikes her oars, where, full in view,
Stupendous Wixp-Crirr greets her crew.
But, Fancy, let thy daz;dreams cease ;
With fallen greatness be at peace.
Enough; for Winp-Curirr still was found
To hail us as we doubled round.

Bold in primeval strength he stood ;
His rocky brow, all sbagg'd with wood,
O’erlook’d his base, where, doubling strong,
The inward torrent pours along ;
Then ebbing turns, and turns again
go meet the Severn and the ;ia.m )

neath the dark shade sweeping round
Of beetling Persr1eLD’s fairy ground,
By buttresses of rock upborne,

rude Arosrigs all unshorn ®,

Long be the slaught’ring axe defied :

Long may they bear their waving pride ;

* Twelve jocting rocks so mamed, fringed with foliage
l-rlylothc';?hr'oo‘dn. ’
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Tree over tree, bower over bower,
In uncurb’d nature’s wildest power;
Till Wy forgets to wind below,
And genial spring to bid them grow.

Anp shall we e’er forget the day,
‘When our last chorus died away ?
When first we hail’d, then moor'd beside
RockWh -fothm.l;ied Cx‘mbridge': hng“l:nl i mh;h
ere strange ight, trembling, high,
Strides like a spider o'er the Wyx;
When, for the joys the morn had givn,
Our thankful hearts were raised to Heav’n?
Never :—that moment shall be dear,
While hills can charm, or sun-beams cheer.
Porizrr, farewell ! Thy dashing oar
Shall lull us into peace no more;
But where Kyzix trimm’d his infaut green,
Long mayst thou with thy bark be seen;
And Ingpy be the hearts that glide
Through such a scene, with such a guide.

Tx=E verse of gravel walks that tells,
With pebble- and mole-hill swells,
May strain description’s bursting cheeks,
And far outrun the goal it seeks.

Not so when ev'ning’s purpling hours
Hied us away to PersrisLp’s bowers:
Here no such danger waits the lay;
Sing on, and truth shall lead the way.
Here sight may range, and hearts may glow,
Yet shrink from the abyss below ;
Here echoing precipices roar,

As youthful ardour shouts before ;
Here a sweet paradise shall rise

At once to greet ic eyes.

Then why does HE dispell, unkind,
The sweet illusion from the mind,
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YON GIANT?®, with the goggling eye,
‘Who strides in mock mblwosyo ? Y
Giants identified may frown ;
Nature and taste would knock them down :
Blocks that usurp some noble station,
As if to curb imagination,
Which, smiling at the chisel's power,
Makes better monsters every hour.

Beneath impenetrable green,
Down, ’midst the hazel stems, was seen
The turbid stream, with all that past;
The lime-white deck, the gliding mast ;
Or skiff with gazers darting by,
}mm raised t}:&i:dmnds in ics:;sy .

mpen: c overhead ;

Thger:cl:-gputh son::lgd to the tread,
Where twisted roots, in many a fold,
Through moss, disputed room for hold.

Taz stranger who thus steals one hour
To trace thy walks from bower to bower,
Thy noble cliffs, thy wildwood joys,
Nature’s own work that never cloys,
Who, while reflection bids him roam,
Calls not this ise his home,

Can ne'er, with dull unconscious eye,
Leave them behind without a sigh.

Thy tale of truth then, Sorrow, tell,

Of him who bade this home farewell ;
Mornris of PersrizLp.—Hark, the strains |
Hark | 'tis some hoary bard complains !
The deeds, the worth, he knew so well,
The force of nature bids him tell.

® An immense giant of stone, who, to the best of him
occupies a place where such penon‘g-ﬁe least nnoud, or
wished.
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MORRIS OF PERSFIELD.

Wao was lord of yon beautiful seat ;
Yon woods which are towering so high ?
‘Who spread the rich board for the great,
Yet listen’d to pity’s soft sigh?
Who gave with a spirit so free,
And fed the distress’d at his door?
Qur Morris of PersrieLp was he,
Who dwelt in the hearts of the poor.

But who e’en of wealth shall make sure,
Since wealth to misfortune has bow’d ?
Long cherish’d untainted and pure,
e stream of his charity flow’d.
Bat all his resources gave way ;
O what could his feelings control ?
‘What shall curb, in the prosperous day,
Th’ excess of a generous soul ?

He bade an adieu to the town;

O, can I forget the sad day?

When I saw the poor widows kneel down,
To bless him, to weep, and to pray.

Though sorrow was mark’d in his eye,
This trial he manfully bore ;

Then pass'd o’er the bridge of the Wre,
To return to his PersriELD no more.

*Twas true that another miil;t feel;
That poverty still mi‘iht fed ;
Yet long we rung out the dumb peal,

For to us noble Morris was dead.
He had not lost sight of his home,
Yon domain that so lovely appears,
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When he heard it, and sunk overcome;
He felt it—and burst into tears.

The lessons of prudence have charms,
And slighted, may lead to distress;
But the man whom benevolence warms
Is an angel who lives but to bless.

If ever man merited fame,
If ever man’s failings went free,
Forgot at the sound of his name,
ur Mozzris of PersrieLp was he.

Crerr from the summit, who shall say
When Winp-Crirr's other half gave way?
Or when the sea-waves, roaring strong,
First drove'the rock-bound tide along?

To studious leisure be resign’

The task that leads the wilder’d mind,

From time’s first birth throughout the range

Of nature’s everlasting change.

Soon from his all-commanding brow,

Lay PensrieLp’s rocks and woods below.

ack over MonmMouTH who could trace

The Wyr’s fantastic mountain race ?

Brrore us, sweeping far and wide,

Lay out-stretch’d Severn’s ocean tide,

Through whose blue mists, all upward blown,

Broke the faint lines of heights unknown ;

And still (though clouds would interpose)

The CorswoLp promontories rose

In dark succession: StiNcrcomse’s brow,
With Berxerey- CastLE crouch’d below ;

- And stranger spires on either hand,

From TrORNBURY, on the Glo'ster strand,

With black-brow’d woods, and yellow fields,

1Tbe boundless wealth that summer yields,)

in’d the eye, that glanced again
Q'er KiNgroap anchorage to the main.
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Or was the bounded view preferr'd,
Far, far beneath, the spreading herd
Low'd, as the cow-boy stroll'd along,
And cheerly sung his last new song.
But cow-boy, herd, and tide, and spire
Sunk into gloom.—The tinge of fire,
As westward roll'd the setting day
Fled like a golden dream away.
Then Currstow’s ruin’d fortress canght
The mind’s collected store of thougnt;
A dark, majestic, jealous frown
Hung on his brow, and warn’d us down.
*Twas well ; for he has much to boast,
Much still that tells of glories lost,
Though rolling years have form'd the sod,
‘Where once the bright-helm’d warrior trod
From tower to tower, and gazed around,
While all beneath him slept profound.
E’en on the walls where paced the brave,
High o’er his crumbling turrets wave
The rampant seedlings— Not a breath
Pass'd through their leaves; when, still as death,
We stopp’d to watch the clouds—for night
Grew splendid with increasing light,
Till, as time loudly told the hour,
Gleam’d the broad front of MarTeN’s Tower®,
Bright silver'd by the moon.—Then rose
The wild notes sacred to repose ;
Then the lone owl awoke from rest,
Stretch’d his keen talons, plumed his crest,
And, from his high embattled station,
Hooted a trembling salutation.
Rocks caught the * halloo” from his tongue,
And Prrsrievy back the echoes flung
Triumphant o’er th’ illustrious dead,
Their Kmm' y lost, their glories fled.

® Henry Marten, whose ™ upon the
warrant of Chariee the First, Batshed Bl days bere o prisoo.
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BOOK IIL

for Rogland—Ragland Canlle~A

%ﬂ mn}n y-V '&'«ﬁwd.iﬁm

A RN oo CastieeJame Beards, roes o © o
Peace to your white-wall’d cots, ye vales ;

Untainted fly your summer gales:

Health, thou from cities lov’st to roam,

O make the Monmouth hills thy home !

Great spirits of her bards of yore,

While harvests triumph, torrents roar,

Train her young shepherds, train them high

To sing of mountain liberty:

Give them the harp and modest maid ;

Give them the sacred vi shade;

Long be Llandenny, and Llansoy,

Names that import a rural jo{;I

Known to our fathers, when May day

Brush’d a whole twelvemonth’s care away.

Far diff'rent joys possess’d the mind,

When Chepstogvo?ading sunk behind,
And, from a belt of woods full grown
Arose immense thy turrets brown,
Majestic Ragrann! Harvests wave
Where thund’ring hosts their watch-word gave,
When cavaliers, with downcast eye,
Struck the last flag of loyalty®:
Then, left by gallant Worc'sTer’s band,
To devastation’s eruel hand
The beauteous fabric bow’d, fled all
The splendid hours of festival.

® This castle, with & garri ded by the M of

Worcester, was the last prace of strength which beld out for the
nn(omnu'e(}hﬂulhe?‘imo
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No smoke ascends; the busy hum

Is heard no more ; no rolling drum,

No high-toned clarion so alarms,

I;o banner wakes the pg'de of arms ®;
ut ivy, ing year ear,

of J;vmxo{u, t.ri{m{ hs here.

Each dark festoon with pride upheaves

Its glossy wilderness of leaves

On sturdy limbs, that, clasping, bow

Broad o’er the turrets’ n\xost brow,

Encompassing, by stre alone,

In fret-l::o’r.k gm{ the sliding stone,

That tells how years and storms Srevlil,

And spreads its dust upon the gale.

The man who could unmoved survey
‘What ruin, piecemeal, sweeps away;
Works of the pow’rful and the brave,
All sleeping in the silent grave ;
Unmoved reflect, that here were sung
Carols of joy, by beauty’s tongue,

Is fit, where’er he deigns to roam,

And hardly fit—to stay at home.
Sg;lnt here in ,—one solemn hour
(*Midst legends of the YerLow Towes,

Truth and tradition’s mingled stream,
Fear's start, and superstition’s dream)’

Is pregnant with a thousand joys,

That distancc, place, nor time, destroys ; °
That with exhaustless stores supply

Food for reflection till we die.

Oxnwagb the rested steeds pursued
The cheerful route, with strength renew’d,
For onward lay the gallant town,
‘Whose name old custom hath clipp’d down,

ficent ruins, inclading the citadel, oecupy a tract

® These magnlf
of ground not less than one-third of & mile in circumference.
308
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With more of music left than many,

So handily to ABERGANY.

And as the sidelong, sober light

Left valleys darken’d, hills less bright,
Great BLorENGE rose to tell his tale;
And the dun peak of Pen-v-VaLe
Stood like a sentinel, whose brow
Scowl'd on the sleeping world below ;
Yet even sleep itself outspread

The mountain paths we meant to tread,
’Midst fresh’ning gales all unconfined,
Where Usx’s broad valley shrinks behind.

Jovous the crimson morning rose,
As joyous from the night’s repose
Sp: the light heart. The glancing eye
Behelg, amidst the dappled sky,
Exulting Pen-y-VaLe. But l{ow
Could females climb his gleaming brow,
Rude toil encount'ring ? how defy
The wint’ry torrent’s course, when dry,
A rough-scoop’d bed of stones? or meet
The powerful force of August heat?
Mmlgg: assist, coul wlaeels be found
to the ed :
*Twas done ; fo:upgfldeme us start
With three Welsh ponies, and a cart;
A red-cheek’d mountaineer, a wit,
Full of rough shafts, that sometimes hit,
ed by their side, and twirl’d his thong,
And cheer’d his scrambling team along.
At ease to mark a scene so fair,
And treat their steeds with wountain air,
Some rode apart, or led before,
Rock after rock the wheels upbore;
The careful driver slowly sPed,
To many a bough we duck’d the head

*2C
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And heard the wild inviting calls
Of summer’s tinkling waterfalls,
In wooded glens below; and still,
At every step the sister hill,
BroreNeE, grew greater; half unseen
At times from out our bowers of green,
That telescopic landscapes made,
From the arch’d windows of its shade ;
For woodland tracts begirt us round ;
The vale beyond was fairy ground,
That verse can never paint. Above
Gleam’d (something like the mount of Jove
But how much, let the learned say,
Who take Ol{mpus in their way)
Gleam’d the fair, sunny, cloudless peak
That simple strangers ever seek.
And are they simple? Hang the dunce
‘Who would not doff his cap at once
In ecstasy, when, bold and new,
Bursts on his sight 8 mountain view.

Though vast the prospect here became,
lGnltenssly as the lov: of fat:le

ow’d the stro: ope, that e desire,
That deathless :lgsh olt!i:limbin':;?g her,
‘Where heather clothes his f-:f sides,
Which many a scatter’d rock divides,
Bleach’d by more years than hist’ry knows,
Moved by no power but melting snows,
Or gushing rings, that wash away
Th’embedded earth that forms their stay.
The heart distends, the whole frame feels,
Where, inaccessible to wheels,
The utmost storm-worn summit spreads
Its rocks grotesque, its downy beds;
Here no false feeling sense belies,
Man lifts the weary foot, and sighs ;
Laughter is dumb ; hilarity
Forsakes at once th’ astonish’d eye ;
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E’en the closed lip, balf useless grown,
Drops but a word, “ Look down ; look down.”

Good Heav’ns | must scenes like tiiese expand,
Scenes so magnificently grand,
And million:g:esthe, mﬁ pass away,
Unbless’d throughout their little day,

With one short glimpse? By place confined,
Shall many an anxious, ardent mind,

Sworn to the Muses, cower its pride,

Doom’d but to sing with pinions tied ?

Spirir of Borns| the daring child
Of glorious freedom, rough and wild,
How have I wept o’er all thy ills,
How blest thy Caledonian hills !
How almost worshipp'd in my dreams
Thy mountain haunts,—thy classic streams !
How burnt with hopeless, aimless fire,
To mark thy giant strength aspire
In patriot themes | and tuned the while
Thy * Bonny Doon,” or * Balloch Mile."
’?{lrit of Burns! accept the tear
at ngture gives thy mem’ry here
On the bleak mountain top. Here thou
Thyself hadst raised the gallant brow
Of conscious intellect, to twine
Th’ imperishable verse of thine,
That charms the world. Or can it be,
That scenes like these were nought to thee ?
That Scottish hills so far excel,
That so deep sinks the Scottish dell,
That boasted Pen-v-VaLe had been
For thy loud northern lyre too mean ;
Broad-shoulder'd BLoreNGE a mere knoll,
And Skyrip, let him smile or scowl,
A dwarfish bully, vainly proud,
Because he breaks the passing cloud ?
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If even so, thou bard of fame,

The consequences rest the same :

For, grant that to thy infant sight

Rose mountains of stupendous height ;
Or t that Cambrian minstrels taught
’Mid scenes that mock the lowland thought ;
Grant that old Tarriesen flung

His thousand raptures, as he sung

From huge Prynrimon’s awful brow,

Or Caper Ibris, capt with snow ;

Such Alpine scenes with them or thee
Well suited.—These are Alps to me.

Lone did we, noble BLoreNGE, gaze
On thee, and mark the eddying haze
That strove to reach thy level crown,
From the rich stream, and smoking town ;
And oft, old 8xvrip, hail’d thy name,
Nor dared deride thy holy fame®.
Long follow'd with untiring eye
Th’ illumined clouds, that o’er the sky
Drew their thin veil, and slowly sped,
Dipping to every mountain’s head,
Dark mingling, fading, wild, and thence,
Till admiration, in suspense,
Hung on the verge of sight. Then sprung,
By thousands known, by thousands sung,
Feelinfs that earth and time defy,
That cleave to immortality.

A light gray haze enclosed us round :
Some momentary drops were found,
Borne on the breeze ; soon all dispell’d ;
Once more the glorious prospect swell’d
Interminably fair. Again .
Stretch’d the BLack MounTain’s dreary chain ¢

# A prodiglous cleft, or in the hill, tradition esys,
was caused by the earthquake at the crucifixio; therefore
termed the Holy Mou'}t‘;ln. © n3 it
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‘When eastward turn'd the straining eye,
Great MaLvErN met the cloudless sky :
Dark in the south uprose the shores,
‘Where Ocean in his fury roars,
And rolls abrupt his fearful tides,
I;;r stillhfrom IP's f:.m:clai@ sid;la 3
om whose vast e of mingling blue
The weary, wmd’::g sight withdrew,
O’er fair GLAMORGAN’s woods and downs,
Q’er glittering streams, and farms and towns,
Back to the TasrLe Rock, that lowers
O’er old CricxaowEL’s ruin’d towers,
Here perfect stillness reign’d. The breath

A moment hush’d, ’twas mimic death.
The ear, from all assaults released,
As motion, sound, and life, had ceased.
The beetle rarely murmur’d by,
No sheep-dog sent his voice so high,
Save when, by chance, far down the steep,
Crept a live speck, a nnglgling sheep :
Yet one lone object, plainly seen
Curved slowly, in a line of green,
On the brown heath: no demon fell,
No wizard foe, with ic spell,
To chain the senses, l:l:ﬁ; the heart,
No wizard guided PowzL’s cart ;
He of our nectar had the care,
All our ambrosia rested there.
At leisare, but reluctaunt still,
We join’d him by a mountain rill ;
And there on springing turf, all seated,
Jove's guests were never half so treated ;
Journeys they had, and feastings many,
IB‘utknever came t&:unmlrfv 5

ucky escape :—the wrangling crew,
Mischief to cherish or tomfre:‘v?
Was all their sport ; and when, in rage,
They chose 'midst warriors to engage,
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Loud for their fiery steeds they cried,
And dash'd th* opposing clouds mde,
Whirl'd through the air, and foremost stood
*Midst mortal passions, mortal blood !
Beneath us frown’d no deadly war,

And Powsr’s wheels were safer far ;

As on them without flame or shield,

Or bow to ¢ ,orlmeetomld
We left the heights of inspiration,

And relish’d a mere mortal station;
Our object not to fire a town,

Or md a chief, or knock him down ;
But safe to sleep, from war and sorrow,
And drive to BrecxNocx on the morrow.

Hgzavy and lowring, erowds on crowds,
Drove adverse hosts of dark’ning clouds,
g:p o’er the vale, n::ii gr away, i

gloom o’erspre e rising day ;
No morning beauties caught the eye,
O’er moantain top, or stream, or sky,
As round the castle’s ruin’d tower
We mused for many a solemn hour;
And, half-de; Jlected half in spleen,
Compuwed idly, o’er the scene,
How many murders there had dyed
Chiefs and their minions, slaves of pride ;
‘When perjury, in every
Pluck’ r the huge falchlon from its sheath,
And prompted deeds of { hastly fame,
That hist’ry’s self might blush to name®.
At lengtr{ through each retreating shower,
urst, with a renovating power,
ht, life, and gladness ; instant fled
All contemplations on the dead.

* [n Jones’s Hi of Brecknockshire, the castle of Aber~
flvennyhno m.z-ﬂuhen scene of the most shock~
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‘Who hath not mark’d, with inward joy,
The efforts of the diving boy ;
And, waiting while he disappear’d,
Exulted, trembled, hoped, and fear'd ?
Then felt his heart, 'midst cheering cries,
Bound with delight to see him rise?
‘Who bath not burnt with rage, to see
Falsehood’s vile cant, and supple knee ;
Then hail’'d, on some courageous brow,
The power that works her overthrow ;
That, swift as lightning, seals her doom,
“ Hence, miscreant | vanish |—truth is come ?” .
So Pen-v-Vairs upheaved his brow,
And left the world of fog below ;
So Sxyrip, smiling, broke his way
To glories of the conqu'ring day;
Witﬁ matchless grace, and giant pride,
So Bronexnck turn'd the clouds aside,
And warn’d us, not a whit too soon,
To chase the flying car of noon,
‘Where herds and flocks unnumber’d fed
Where Usk her wand’ring mazes led.

Here on the mind, with powerful sway,
Press'd the bright joys of yesterday;
For still, though doom’d no more t’inhale

mountain air of Pen-y-Vavg,
His broad dark skirting woods o’erhung
e and farm, where careless sung

The labourer, where the gumg steer
Low’d to the mountains, deep and clear.

SLow less'ning BLorENGE, left behind
Reluctantly his claims revigd,
And stretch’d his glowing front entire,
As forward peep’d CrickHOWEL spire ;
But no proud castle’s turrets gleam’d ;
go wa;r::r Earl’s gay bn;mer streamn ) 'd.
‘en of thy palace, (grief to tell |
Ena bell ;

A tower——without a
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An arch—where javlin’d sentries bow'd
Low to their cluef or fed the mwd,
Are all that mark where once a train
Of Barons erwed thy rich domain,
INllustrious xE* | drain’d thy bowl,
'ﬂxd caught th:ex‘;obleneu of -l:;:lo—d-
e harp-inspi indignant
That prompts to arms and bardihood.
To muse upon the days gone by,
Where desolation meets the eye,
Is double life ; truth, cheaply bought,
The nurse of sense, the food of thought,
Whence judgment, ripen’d, forms, at will,
Her estimates of good or ill ;
And bri contrasted scenes to view,
And welg:s the old rogues with the new ;
Imperious tyrants, gone to dust,
Vﬁth tyrants whom the world hath cursed
h modern ages.—By what
Rose e stro a.g“. of old Tu-%?)wn
Deep in the valley ; whose clear rill
Then stole through wilds, and wanders still
Through village shades, unstain’d with gore,
Where war-steeds bathe their hoofs no more ?
Empires have fallen, armies bled,
Since yon old wall, with upright head,
Met the loud tempest ; who can trace
Whenﬁmthemdemul,fromltsbase
8toop’d in that dreadful form ? E’en thou,
Jang, with the placid silver brow,
Know’st not the day, though thou hast seen
A bundred+ springs of cheerful green,

Mdhoﬂﬂnﬂplmﬂ;iﬁemufnl Earls of Pem-

ln:il is atill undemolished ‘. d1t, Btsarts, a tall, bovy,
a

lvl‘igm woman, Iun‘ng both hands on the had of ber and

then at the ooe

lnndred. She was Living in 1009, ;hen oue bundred
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A hundred winters’ snows increase
That brook,—the emblem of thy peace.
Most venerable dame | and shall

The plund'rer, in his gorgeous hall,
His fame with Moloch-frown prefer,
And scorn thy harmless character,
Who scarcely hear’st of his renown,
And never sack’d or burnt a town?

But should he crave, with coward cries,
To be Jane Edwards when he dies,
Thou'lt be the ConQUEROR, old lass,
So take thy alms, and let us pass.

Forta, from the calm sequester’d shade,
Once more approaching twilight, bade ;
‘When, as the sigh of joy arose,

And while e’en fancy sought repose,

One vast transcendent object sprung,
Arresting every eye and tongue.
Strangers, fair Brecon | wondering, scan
The peaks of thy stupendous Vann:

But how can strangers, chain’d by time,
Through floating clouds his summit climb ?
Another day had almost fled ;

A clear horizon, glowing red,

Its promise on nl% hearts impress'd,
Bright sunny hours, and Sabbath rest.
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BOOK IV.

1'2:‘0«. ouﬂo.nq'&&l:o:‘”—m %tﬂe Hay—Fune-
M“:I&..,."Zdu, Cnetior s , and Gloucester, b ﬂ-,":
Conclusion.

*T1s sweet to hear the soothing chime,
And, by thanksgiving, measure time,
When -wrought poverty a while
Upheaves the bending back to smile ;

en servants hail, with boundless glee,

The sweets of love and li .

Seldom has worship d my soul
‘With such invincible controll
It was a bright benignant hour,

The song of praise was full of power;

And, darting from the noon-day sky,

Amidst the tide of harmony,

Orer aisle and pillar glancing strong,

Heav'n’s radiant light inspired the song.

The word of peace, that can disarm

Care with its own iar charm,

Here flow'd a double stream, to cheer

The Saxon® and the Mountaineer,

Of various stock, of various name,

Now join’d in rights, and join’d in fame.

YE who religion’s duty teach,
What constitutes a Sabbath breach?
Is it, when joy the bosom fills,

To wander o’er the breezy hills ?
Is it, to trace around your home
The footsteps of imperial Rome?
Then guilty, guilty let us plead,
‘Who, on the cheerful rested steed,

W:h lh)lvine service is performed alternately in Euglish an
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In thought absorb’d, explored, with care,
The wild lanes round the silent Gazr ®,
Where conqu’ring eagles took their stand;
‘Where heathen altars stain’d the land ;
Where soldiers of Aveusrus tined,
Perhaps, for pleasures left behind,
And measured, from this lone abode,
The new-form’d, stony, forest road,
Back to CarrLEoN’s southern train,
Their barks, their home, beyond the main:
Still by the VaNN reminded strong
Of Alpine scenes, and mountain song,
The olive groves, the cloudless sky,
And golden vales, of Italy,

ith us 'twas peace, we met no foes;
With us far diff’rent feelings rose.
Still onward inclination bade :
The wilds of Mona’s Druid shade,
SNowDoN’s sublime aud stormy brow,
His land of Britons ltrehtch’d below,
And Penman Mawr’s huge crags, that greet
The thund’ring ocean at his feet,
‘Were all before us. Hard it proved
To quit a land so0 dearly loved ;
Forego each bold terrific boast
Of northern Cambria’s giant coast.
Friends of the and song! forgive
The deep regret that, whilst I live,
Shall dwell upon my heart and tongue:
Go, joys untasted! themes unsung |
Another scene, another land,
Hence shall the homeward verse demand.

® A road must have led from Aber‘uvenny, through the Vale
of the Usk, north-west to the * Gaer,” situated two miles north-
west of B’reeon, on a gentle eminence, at the conflux of the
rivers Esker and Usk.  Mr, Wyndham traced parts of walls,
which he describes as exactly resembling those at Caerleon; and
ré.olal?o:vf‘?und several bearing the inscription of
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Yet fancy wove her flow’ry chain,

Till «“farewell Brecon” l:yﬁ a pain,

A pain that travellers may endure ;

Change is their food, mt{ change their cure.
Yet, oh, how dream-like, far away,

To recollect so bright a day |

Dream-like those scenes the townsmen love,
Their tumbling Usx, their Priory Grovz,
View'd while the moon cheer'd, calmly bright,
The freshness of a summer’s night.

Hicr o’er the town, in morning smiles,
The blue VANN heaved the deep defiles ;
And ranged, like champions for the fight,
Basking in sun-beams on our right,

Rose the BLacx MounTa1Ns, that surround
That far-famed spot of holy ground,
LraNTRONY, dear to monkish tale,

And still the pride of Ewais Vas.

No road-side cottage smoke was seen,

Or rarely, on the village green:

No youths appear'd, in spring-tide dress,

In ardent play, or idleness.

Brown waved the harvest, dale and slope
Exulting bore a nation’s hope ;

Shoaves rose as far as sight could range,
And overy mile was but a change

of rmnu lab'ring, lab'ring still,

And climbing many a distant hill.

Some talk'd, perhaps, of spring’s bright hour,
And how they piled, in BRunLEss Tower®,
Tho full.dried hay. Perhaps they told
Tradition's tales, and taught how old

The ruin'd castle! False or true,

They guess'd it—just as others do.

® The only remsining tower of Brunless Castle now makes
an excellent hay-loft; aud almost every building oa the spot ls
composed of fragmeuts.

410




THE BANKS OF WYE. a2

Lone tower! though suffer’d yet to stand,
Dilapidation’s wasting hand
Shall tear thy pond’rous walls, to guard
The slumb’ring steed, or fence the yard ; .
Or wheels sh: {rind thy pride away
Along the turnpike road to Hay,
Where fierce GLENDOW’r’s rude mountaineers
Left war's attendants, blood and tears,
And spread their terrors many a mile,
And sKouted round the flaming pile.
May Heav'n preserve our native land
From blind ambition’s murdering hand ;
From all the wrongs that can provoke
A people’s wrath, and urge the stroke
That shakes the proudest throne! Guard, Heav'n,
The sacred birthright thou hast given ;
Bid justice curb, with strong control,
The desp’rate passions of the soul.
Here ivy’d ents, lowering, throw
Broad shadows on the poor below,
‘Who, while they rest, and when they die,
Sleep on the rock-built shores of Wyz.
To tread o’er nameless mounds of earth,
To muse upon departed worth,
To credit still the poor distress'd,
For feelings never half express'd,
Their hopes, their faith, their tender love,
Faith that sustain’d, and hope that strove,
Is sacred joy; to heave a sigh,
A debt to poor mortality.
Funereal rites are closed ; ’tis done ;
Ceased is the bell ; the priest is gone ;
‘What then if bust or stone denies
To catch the pensive loit'rer’s eyes,
‘What course can poverty pursue ?
‘What can the poor pretend to do?
O boast not, quarries, of your store ;
Boast not, O man, of wealth or lore:
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The flowers of nature here shall thrive,

Affection keep those flowers alive ;

And they shall strike the melting heart,

Beyond the utmost &ower of art;

Plaated on graves, their stems entwine,

And every blossom is a line

Indelibly impress'd, that tends,

In more than language comprehends,

To teach us, in our solemn iours,

That we ourselves are dying flowers.
‘What if a father buried here

His earthly hope, his friend most dear,

His only child? Shall his dim eye,

At poverty’s command, be dry?

No, he shall muse, and think, and pray,

And weep his tedious hours away ;

Or weave the song of woe to tel{

How dear that child he loved so well.

MARY'S GRAVE.

No child have I left, I must wander alone,
No light-hearted Mary to sing as I go,
Nor loiter to gather bright flowers newly blown ;
She delighted, sweet maid, in these emblems
of woe.
Then the stream glided by ber, or playfully boil'd
Qer its rock-bed unceasing, and still it flows

free;
But her infant life was arrested, unsoil'd
As tltllc: t{,eew-drop, when shook by the wing of
e bee.

Sweet flowers were her treasures, and flowers
shall be mine ;
I bring them from Radnor’s green hills to her
grave:
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Thus planted in anguish, oh let them entwine
O’er a heart once as gentle as Heav'n e’er gave.
Oh, the glance of her eye, when at mansions of
wealth
I pointed, suspicious, and warn'd her of harm;
She smiled in content, ‘midst the bloom of her
health,
And closer and closer still hung on my arm.

‘What boots it to tell of the sense she possess’d,
The fair buds of promise that mem’ry endears?

The mild dove, affection, was queen of her breast,
And I had her love, and (}m‘ truth, and her

tears ;

She was mine. But she goes to the land of the
good,

A change which I must, and yet dare, not de-

plore:
Il bear the rude shock like the oak of the wood ;
But the green hills of Radnor will charm me
no more.

Ruins of greatness, all farewell ;
No Chepstows here, no Raglands tell,
By mound, or foss, or mighty tower,
Achievements high in ball or bower ;
Or give to fancy’s vivid eye
The helms and plumes ofy chi .
Cvrirrorp has fall’n, howe’er sublime,
Mere fragments wrestle still with time ;
Yet as they perish, sure and slow,
And rolling dash the stream below,
They raise tradition’s glowing scene,
The clue of silk, the wrathful queen,
And link, in mem’ry’s firmest bond,
The love-lorn tale of Rosamond®.

* Clifford Castle is to have been 8
A Cas supposed ave the birth-place of
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How placid, how divinely sweet,

The flow’r-grown brook that, by our feet,

Winds on a summer’s day ; e’en where

Its name no classic honours share,

Its springs untraced, its course unknown,

Seaward, for ever rambling down !

Here, then, how sweet, pellucid, chaste ;

*Twas this bright current bade us taste

The fulness of its joy. Glide still,

Enchantress of PLyNLimmon Hivw,

Meandering Wye! Still let me dream,

In raptures, o’er thy infant stream ;

For could th’ immortal soul forego

Its cumbrous load of earthly woe,

And clothe itself in fairy guise,

Too small, too pure, for human eyes,

Blithe would we seek thy utmost spring,

Where mountain-larks first try the wing ;

There, at the erimson dawn of day,

Launch a scoop’d leaf, and sail away,

Stretch’d at our ease, or crouch below,

Or climb the green transparent prow,

Stooping where oft the blu&belf s

The passing stream, and shakes ¢m£s dips;

And when the heifer came to drink,

Quick from the gale our bark would shrink,

And huddle down amidst the brawl

Of many a five-inch waterfall,

Till the expanse should fairly give

The bow’ring hazel room to live;

And as each swelling junction came,

To form a riv’let worth a name,

We’d dart beneath, or brush away

Long-beaded webs, that else might stay

Our silent course ; in haste retreat,

Where whirlpools near the bull-rush meet ;

‘Wheel round the ox of monstrous size ;

And count below his shadowy flies ;
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And sport amidst the throng ; and when
We met the barks of giant men,

Avoid their oars, still undescried,

And mock their overbemng pride;;
Then vanish by some magic spell,

And shout, “ Wyg, farewell I

’Twu noon, when o’er thy mountain stream,
e roll'd, each pow’rful gleam

St.mck on thy smface, where, below,
Spread the deep heaven’s azure glow ;
And water-flowers, a mingling crowd,
Waved in the dazzling silver cloud.
Again farewell | The treat is o’er!
For me shall Cambria smile no more ;
Yet truth shall still the song sustain,
And touch the springs (‘::foy :fnm

Hail | land of cyder, ealth !
Redundant fruitage, rural wealth;
Here, did Pomona still retain
Her influence o’er a British
Might temples rise, sprmg bl:mam fly
Round the capricions deity ;
gr autumn mﬁg: ll:otm(! 4

y m; o'er allow’d ground,
And libations still renew
The fervours of her crew.
’Il:m&:; dehghtl let mem’ry strive

o scenes alive ;
Thy. my%mbyawm -
Their treasures by the lnghvny side;
Thy half-hid cottages, that
The dark green moss, the renmg
Atbmkenrnel,thntupud es,
Eluzelbnr:‘kthadr th:h maiden’s eyes

t day- and, wi ,
Wakec the hght-hamd m{g

2D
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These, with thy noble woods and dells,
The hazel copse, the ullage bells,
" Charm’d more the sultry hours
Than Hxrerorp, with all her towers.
Sweet was the rest, with welcome cheer,
But a far nobler scene was near;
And when the morrow’s noon had
O’er orchard stores, the deep'ning red,
Behind us rose the billowy cloud,
That dims the air ﬂt;:’nty h«;:wd.
And deem not w der reigns
The bev: of a thousand i
Malt, and the liberal harvest
Are all :lllnkn:.l,l'nél?;h ll’(:‘ to scom,
A spot that all d ts might bring,
A palace for an eastern king,
Canrroue®, shall from her vaults display
John Barleycorn’s resistless sway.
To make the odds of fortune even,
Up bounced the cork of * seventy-seven,”
And sent me back to school ; for then,
Ere yet I learn’d to wield the pen,
(The pen that should all crimes assail,
The pen that leads to fame—or jail,)
Then steam’d the malt, whose spirit bears
The frosts and suns of thirty years|
Through Lxpsury, at decline of day,
The wheels that bore us roll’d awa;
To cross the MarLvean Hrirs. ’l(nnnght,
Alternate met the weag sight
Each steep, dark, undulating brow,
And Won.c sTRR's gloomy vale below.
Gloomy no more, when eastward sprung
The light that gladdens heart and tongue;

@ This noble :atexhniu,lnsuﬂun‘mner the real old
English magnificence aad hospulity of the last agen

416




THE BANKS OF WYE. 221

‘When morn glanced o’er the shepherd’s bed,

And cast her tints of lovely red :

‘Wide o’er the vast expanding scene,

And mix'd her hues with mountain green;

Then, gu::g from a height so fair,

Through miles of unpolluted air,

Where cultivation triumphs wide,

O’er boundless views on every side,

Thick-planted towns, where toils ne’er cease

And far-spread silent village peace;

As each su ing pleasure came,

The heart acknow MavLverN’s fame.
Oft glancing thence to Cambria still,

Thou yet wert seen, my fav’rite hill,

Delightful Pen-y-VaLe! Nor shall

Great MaLverN’s high imperious call

‘Wean me from thee, or turn aside

My earliest charm, my heart’s strong pride.
Boast, MaLvERN, that thy springs revive

The drooping patient, scarce alive;

Where, as he gathers strength to toil,

Not e’en thy heights his spirit foil,

But nerve him on to bless, t’ inhale,

And triumph in the morning gale ;

Or noon’s transcendent glories give

The vigorous touch that bids him live.

Perhaps e’en now he stops to breathe,

Surveying the expanse beneath :

Now climbs again, where keen winds blow,

And holds his beaver to his brow ;

Waves to the Wrecken his pale hand,

And, borrowing Fancy’s magic wand,

Skims over Worc’sTeR’s ;;ﬁres away,

Where sp: the blush of rising day;

And eyes with joy sweet Hagley Groves,

That taste reveres and virtue loves;

And stretch’d upon thy utmost ridge,

Marks Severn’s course, aud Urron-bridge,
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That leads to home, to friends, or wife,
And all thy sweets, domestic life:

While starts the tear, his bosom glows,
That consecrated Avon flows

Down the blue distant vale, to yield

Its stores by TewxessurY’s deadly field,
And feels whatever can inspire,

From history’s page or poet's fire.

Bricur vale of Severn! shall the song

That wildly devious roves along,

The charms of nature to explore,

On history rest, or themes of yore ?

More joy the thoughts of home supply:

Short be the glance at days gone gy,

Though gallant Tewkzssury, clean and gay,

Hath much to tempt the traveller’s stay—

Her noble abbey, with its dead,

A powerful claim: a silent dread,

Sacred as holy virtue, springs

Where rests the dust of chiefs and kings ;

‘With his who by foul murder died,

The fierce Lancastrian’s hope and pride,

%When brothers brothers could destroy, )
eroic Margaret’s red-rose boy *.

Muse, turn thee from the field of blood,
Rest to the brave, peace to the good:
Avon, with all thy charms, adieu !

For CrzrLTeNaAX mocks thy pilgrim crew;
And like a girl in beauty’s power,
Flirts in the fAirinSL;f an hour.

Queen of the v. ! soon behind
Gleam’d thy bright fanes, in san and wind,
Fair Glo’ster. ough thy fabric stands,
The boast of Severn’s winding sands,

@ Prince Edward, son of Henry the Sixth, taken

his mother, Margaret of at the battle of Tewkesbury,and
murdered by the Duke o Bloncear sharmarts, sy and
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If deur, beauty, , can stay

Thge“:aveller on his homeward way.

There rests the Norman prince who rose

In zeal against the Christians’ foes,

Yet doom’d at home to pine and die,

Of birthright robb’d, and liberty ;

His tider:;g wrongs he could not stem,

His brothers filch’d his diadem *.

There sleeps the king who aim’d to spurn

The daring Scots, at Bannockburn ;

But turn’d him back, with humbled fame,

And Berkley’s  shrieks +” declare his name.
Cease, cease the lay—the goal is won—

Yet memory still shal{ revel on.

Fast closed the day, the last bright hour,

The setting sun, on DursLEY tower,

‘Welcomed us home, and forward bade,

To ULzy valley’s peaceful shade.

Wao so unfeeling, who so bold,
To judge that fictions, idly told,
Deform my verse, that only tries
To consecrate realities ?
If e’er th’ unworthy thought should come,
Let strong conviction strike them dumb.
Go to the proof'; your steed prem,
Drink na%re’s cup, the rapture s :
If dull you find your devious course,
Your tour is use{ess—sell your horse.
Ye who, ingulf’d in trade, endure
What gold alone can never cure;
The constant sigh for scenes of peace,
From the world’s trammels free release,
Wait not, (for reason’s sake attend,)
Wait not in chains till times shall mend ;

@ The eldest son of William the Conqueror was imprisoned
t-and-twenty years by his own brother.
¢ Shrieks of an agonizing king.”
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m:heclenvoice.gmnhmndeng
Cries, “ Now I'll go, I'm rich enocugh.
Youth, and the prime of manhood, seize ;
Steal ten days’ absence, ten days’ ease;

And when your children round you grow,

With charms and manly brow,

Talk m vE as some old dream,

Call it the wild, the wizard stream ;

Sink in your broad arm-chair to rest,

And youth shall smile to see you bless'd.
Artists, betimes your powers employ,

And take the pilgrimage of joy;

The eye of ﬁm may behol

A thousand ties here untold ;

Rock, that defies the winter’s storm ;

‘Wood, in its most imposing form,

That climbs the mountain, bows below,

Where deep th’ unsullied waters flow.

Here Gilpin's eye, transported, scann’d

Views by no tricks of fancy plannd ;

Gray here, upon the stream reclined,

Stored with delight his ardent mind.

But let the vacant trifler stray

From thy enchantments far away;

For should, from fashion's rainbow train,

The idle and the vicious vamn

In sacrilege presume to move

Through these dear scenes of peace and love,

The spirit of the stream would rise

In wrathful mood and tenfold size,

And nobly guard his CoLpwzLr 8prixg,

And bid his inmost caverns ring;

Loud thund’ring on the giddy crew,

“ My stream was never meant for you ™

But ye, to nobler feelings born,

‘Who sense and nature dare not scorn,
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Glide gaily on, and e shall find

The blest serenity o

That springs from sxlenoe or shall raise
The band, the eye, the voice of praise.

Live then, sweet stream | and henceforth be
The darli of erity ;

Loved for , for ever dear,
Like Mmﬁ; slmle and nrtue s tear,
Till Time race give o’er,

And Verse itself charm no more.
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