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On could my mind, unfolded in my page,
Enlighten climes and mould a future age ;

There as it glowed, with nohlest frenzy franght,
Dispense the treasures of exalted thought ;

To Virtue wake the pulses of the heart,

And hid the tear of emulation start !

Oh could it still, thro” each succecding year,

My life, my manners, and my name endear ;
And, when the poet sleeps in silent dust,

Still hold communion with the wise and just '—
Yet should this Verse, my leisnre’s hest resource,
When thro’ the world it steals its sceret course,
Revive hut once a generous wish supprest,
Chase hat a sigh, or charm a care to rest;

In one good deed a fleeting hour employ,

Or flush one faded cheek with honest joy

Blest were my lines, tho' limited their sphere,

Tho' short their date, as his who traced them here,
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ANALYSIS OF THE FIRST PART,

T Poem begins with the description of an
obscure village, and of the pleasing melancholy
which it exeites on being revisited after a leng
absence.  'Uhis mixed sensation is an effect of the
Memory.  From an déffect we naturally ascend to
the cause; and the subject proposed is then un-
folded with an investigation of the nature and
lIeading principles of this faculty.

It is evident that our ideas flow in continual
succession, und introdace caell other with o cer-
tain degree of regularity.  They are sometimnes
exeited by sensible objects, and sometimes by an
internal operation of the mind,  Of the former
speeies Is most probably the memory of brutes;
and its many sources of pleasure to them, as well
as to us, are considered in the first part.  The
latter is the most perfeet degree of memory, and
forms the suliject of the second,

When ideas have any relation whatever, they
arc attreetive of cach other in the mind ; and the
perception of any object naturally leads to the
idea of another, whiell was connected with it either






TwiLlaHTs soft dews steal o’er the village-green,
With magic tints to harmonize the scenc.

Stilled 1s the hum that thro® the hamlet broke,
When round the ruins of thelr anclent oal

The peasants flocked to hear the minstrel play.
And games und carols closed the husy day.

Tler wheel at vest, the matron thrills 110 more
With treasured tules, and legendary lore.

Al all are fled ; nor mirth nor music flows

To chase the dreams of mnoceut repose.
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AlL all are fled; yet still T linger here!
What sccret charims this silent spot endear 7

Mark yon old Mansion frowning thro” the trees,
Whose hollow turret wooes the whistlimg Breeze.
That casement, arched with ivy’s brownest shade,
First to these eyes the light of heaven conveyed.
The monldering gateway strews the grass-grown cowrt,
Once the calin seene of many a simple sport;

When nature pleased, for life itsclf was new,
And the heart promised what the tancy drew.

See, thro’ the fractured pediment revealed,
Where moss inlays the rudely-sculptured shicld,
The-martin’s old, hereditary nest.

Long may the ruin spare its hallowed guest!

As jurs the hinge, what sullen echoes call !
Oh haste, undfald the hospitable hall !

That hall, where once, in antiquated state,
The chair of justice held the grave debate.

Now stained with dews, with cobwebs darkly hung,

Oft has its roof with peals of vapture rg ;

When round yon ample board, in duc degree,

We swectened every meal with social glee,

The heart’s light laugh pursued the circling jost ;
And all was sunshine in cach little breast.

"{'was here we chased the slipper by the sound;
And turned the blindfold hero round and round.
T'was heve, at eve, we formed our fary ring ;
And Yancy fluttered on her wildest wing.
Giants and genil chuined cach wondering car ;



And orphan-sorrows drew the yeady tear.
Oft with the habes we wandered in the wood.
Ov viewed the forest-feats of Robin Tood :
Oft, faney-led, at midnight’s feartul hour,
With startling step we scaled the lonely tower ;
(rey Infant lnnocence to hang and weep,
Murdered by rufian hands, when smiling i its sleep.
Ye Ilouschold Detties ! whose gnavdian eye
Marked cach pure thought, ere registered on high;
Still, still ve walk the conserrated ground,
And breathe the soul of Inspiration round.
As oer the dusky frnitare T bend,
Lach chair awakes the feelings of w friend.
The storied areas, source of fond delight,
With old achievement charms the wilderved sight;
And still, with Fleraldry’s rich hues unprest,
On tlie dim window glows the pletured evest.
The screen unfolds its many-colonred chart.
The elock still points its moral to the heart,
That faithfil menitor twas heaven to hear,
When soft it spoke a promised pleasure near :
And hax its sober hand, its simple chime,
Forgot to trace the feathered feet of Time ?
That massive heum, with eurious carvings wronght,
W lhence the eaged linnet soothed my pensive thought ;
Thase muskets, cased with venerable rust ;
"Those ongg-loved forms, still breathing thro” their dust,
Still, from the frame in would gigantie cast,
Starting to life—all whisper of the Past!
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As thro’ the garden’s desert paths T rove,
What foud iHlusions swarm in every grove !
Tiow oft, when purple evening tinged the west,
We watched the emnet to her grainy nest s
Welcomed the wild-hee home on weary wing,
Taden with sweets, the choleest of the spring !
IHow oft inscribed, with Triendslip’s votive rhyvine,
The bark now silvered by the toneh of Time ;
Soared in the swing, hall pleased and half atraid,

Thro® sister eling that waved their summer-shade ;




]

Or strewed with crumbs yon reot-inwoven seat,
To dure the redbreast from his lone retreat!
Childhood’s Toved group revisits overy seenc ;
The tangled wood-walk, and the tafted green!
Indulgent Mesory wakes, and lo, they live!
Clothed with far softer hues than Light can give.
Thou fivst, best friend that Tleaven assigns below
To sootlt and sweeten all the cares we know ;
Wlhose glad suggestions still cach vain alarm,
When nature fades, and life forgets to charm;

Thee would the Muse invoke —to thee belong
The sage’s precept, and the poet’s song,
What softencd views thy magic glass reveals,
When o’cr the landscape Time™s moeck twilight steals!
As when in ocean siuks the orb of day,
Tong on the wave reflected lustres play ;
Thy tempered gleams of happiness vesigned
Glance on the darkencd mirrvor of the mind.
The School’s lone porch, witli reverend mosses grey,
Just tells the pensive piigrim where it lay.
Mute is the bell that rung at peep of dawn,
Quitkening my truant-feet across the Iawn ;
Linheard the shout that vent the noontide air,
When the slow dial gave a panse to care,
U'p springs, at every step, to claim a tear,
Some little friendship formed and cherished here ;
And not the hightest Teaf, but trembling tecms
With g'u‘fdon visions, and romantic dreams!



Down by von hazel copse, at cvening, blazed
The Gipsy's fagot—there we stood and gazed ;
Gazed on her sun-burnt face with silent awe,
ter tuttered mantle, and her hood of straw ;™

Her moving lips, ber caldron brimning o’er;
The drowsy brood that on Ler hack she bore,
Tmps, in the barn with mousing owlet bred,
From rifled roost at nightly revel fed,
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Whese dark eyes flashed thro” locks of blackest shade.
When in the brecze the distant watch-dog bayed:—-
And heroes fied the Sibyl’s muttered call,

Whose elfin prowess scaled the orchard-wall.

As o'er my palm the silver plece she drew,

And traced the Hue of life with searching view,

ILow throbbed my fluttering pulsewithhopes and fears,
T'o learn the colour of my future years!

Al, then, what hionest trivmph flushed my breast ;
This truth onee known—"Lo bless 1s to be blest !

We led the bending beggar on his way,

{ Bare were his feet, has tresses silver-grey)

Soothed the keen pangs his uged spirit feit,

And on his tale with muate attention dwelt.

As in his serip we dropt our Iittle store,

And sighed to think that little was no more,

[le breathedhis prayer, * Long may such goodnesslive !
"I'was all he gave, twas all he had to give.

Angels, when Merey’s maundate winged their tight,
Had stopt to dwell with pleasurc on the sight.

But haxk ! thro® those old firs, with sullen swell,
The church-clock strikes ! ye tender scencs, favewell!
It calls me henee, beneath their shade, to trace
The few fond lines that Time may soon efface.

On von grey stone, that fronts the chancel-door,
Worn smooth Dy busy fect now seen no more,

Fach eve we shot the marble thro® the ring,
When the heart danced, and life was in its spring ;
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Alas ! unconsclons of the kindred earth,
Alas ! f the kindred earth,
That faintly echoed to the voice of mirth.

The glow-worm loves Lier emerald-light to shed,
Where now the sexton rests his hoary head.”

. as he turned the preensward with Lis spade
Oft, as he t l the o 1 with Lis spade,
He lectured every youth that round him played ;

nd, calinly pointing where our fathers lay
And, calmly ting wl fatl lay,
Roused ws to rival cuch, the Lero of his day.

Hush, ye fond flutterings, hush ! while here wlone

scarch the records of cach mouldering stone,

1 h tl s of cacl ldering st
Guides of niy life! Instrnctors of my youth'!
Who first unveiled the hallowed form of Truth ;
W

hose every word enlichtened and endenved ;
Wi 1 enlightened and end 1

n age beloved, in poverty revered ;
In age bel 1 I ty 1
In Friendship’s silent register ye live,
Nor ask the vain memonal Art can give.

But when the sons of peace, of pleasure sleep,
Wlhen only Sorrow wakes, and wakes to weep,
What spells entrance my visionary mind
With sighs xo sweet, with transports so refined ¢

Ltheresl Power ! who at the noon of night
Reecall’st the far-fled spirit of delight ;

1 8
From whom that musing, melancholy mood
Which charms the wise, and clevates the good
Blest Munmory, hail | Oh grant the grateful Muse,
1Ter pencil dipt in Nature’s living hues,
Lo pass the clouds that round thy empire .
1 the clowds that Ity e roll
And trace its alry precinets in the soul.
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Tadted in the countless chambers of the Lrain,
Our thoughts we finked by many a hidden chain.
Awake but one, and lo, what myrinds rizet*

TFach stamps its tmage as the other flies,

TFach, as the various avenues of sense

Drelight or smrow to the soul dispense,
Brightens or fudes 5 yet all, with magice art,
Controul the latent fibres of the heart.

As stndions Prosprro’™ mysterious spel!

Threw every subject-spirtt to his cell ;

LEach, al thy eall, advinees ov retires,

As judgment dictates, or the seene inspires.
Tach thrills the seat of sense, that sacred source
Whoenee the fine nerves direct their mazy conrse,
And thro’ the frame invisibly convey

The subtle, quick vibrations as they play;
Man’s little universe at once o’ercast,

At once Hlnmined when the cloud is past.

Survey the olobe, each ruder realm explore ;
hel E 2
Frein Reason’s faintest yay to NEWToX soar.
W lhat different splieres to human bliss assigned !
What dlow aradations in the seale of mind!
=
Yot mark in ench these mystic wonders wrought ;
v =
Oh mark the sleepless energies of thought !

Ed

Nunques illic posuit solium, et sua templa saeravit
Mt animi s hane ciream eaifunt, densoque fernntur

Avmine natitise, simulicrague tenuin vevum,
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The adventurous boy, that asks his little share,
And hies from home witl many a gossip’s praver,
Turns on the neighbouring hill, once more to see
The dear abode of peace and privacey ; N
And as he turns, the thateh among the trees,

The smoke’s blue wreaths ascending with the hrecze,
The village-common spotted white with sheep,

The churchi-yard yews round whieh his fathers sleep s
All rouse Tleflection’s sadly-pleasing train,

And oft hie looks and weeps, and looks aguin.
P 3
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So, when the mild Terra daved explore
Arts vet nntanght, and worlds nuknown before,
And, with the sous of Science, woaed the gale
That, rising, swelled their strange expanse of =ml :
So, wlen he breathed s firm yet fond adien,
Borne [rom his leafy hut, his carved canoe,
such tears he shed,

And all his =oul best Toved
While each soft scene of summer-heauty fed.
Long o’cr the wave a wistful look he cast,
Fong watched the streaming signal from the mast ;
= & e
Tl twilight’s dewy tints deceived his eye
E A AL

And fairy-forests fringed the evening-sky.

So Seotin’s Queen, as slowly dawned the day,
Ruse on her couch, and gazed her soul away.
Mer eves had blessed the beacon’s glimmering height

v by = .

That faintly tipt the feathery sarge with light ;
But now the worn with orient hues pourtraved
Fach castled ¢lifl, and brown monastic shade:

All touched the talisman’s resistless spring,

And o, what busy tribes were instant on the wing'!
Thus kindred objeets kindred thoughts inspire,

Ay summer-clouds flasl forth eleetrie fire.

And hence this spot gives back the joys of youth,

Woarm as the life, and with the mirror’s truth.

Henee home-[elt pleasire prompts the Patriot’™s sigh

"T'his suakes him wish to live, and dare to die.

For this young Foscari, whose hapless {ate

Venice should blush to hear the Muse relate,

N
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When exile worce his blooming years away,

Lo sorrow’s long soliloquies a prey,

When reason, justice, vainly urged his cansc,

For this he roused her sanguinury laws;

Glad to return, tho” Mope conld grant no more,

And chains and torture hailed him to the shore.
And hence the chaym historie scenes impart ;

[Tence Liber awes, and Avon melts the heart.

Adrtal forms i Tempe’s classic vale

Glance thre” the gloom and whisper in the gale ;

I wild Vaucluse with love and Laura dwell,

And watch and weep in Eroisa’s coll,

"T'was ever thus.  Young Auyoxn, when he sought

Where Tlium stood, and where Prripis fought,

Sate at the helm himself.  No meaner hand

Steered thro’ the waves; and, when he struek the land

Such in has soul the ardour to explore,

Prrines-like, he Teaped the fivst ashore.

"Twas ever thus,  As now at Vircin’s tomh

We bless the shade, and bid the verdure hloom :

So TuLry paused, amid the wrecks of Tie,

On the rude stone to trace the truth sublime ;

When at his feet, in honoured dnst disclosed,

The immortal sage of Syracusce reposed.

And as he long in swect delusion hung,

Where once & Prato taught, a Pixnar sung;

Who now but meets him musing, when Le roves

His ruined Tusculan’s romuntic groves!
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In Rome’s great forum, who but hears him roll
iTis moral thunders o’cr the subject soul ?

And hence that calm delight the portrait gives :
We gaze on every feature till it lives !

Still the fond lover sces the absent mald ;

And the lost friend still lingers in his shade !
Say why the pensive widow loves to weep,
When on Lier knee she rocks her babe to sleep:
Tremblingly still, she lifts his vell to trace

The father’s features m his infant face.

The hoary grandsize smiles the hour away,
Won by the raptures of a game at play ;

e bends to mect each artless hurst of joy,
Forgets his age, and acls aguin the boy,

What tho’ the iron schaool of War crase

Each milder virtue, and cach softer grace;
What tho’ the fiend’s torpedo-tonch arrest
Fach gentler, finer impulse of the breast ;
Still shall this active principle preside,

And wule the tear to Pity’s self denied.

The intrepid Swiss, who guards a foreign shore,
Condemned to climb his mountain-clifls no more,
If chance he hears that song so sweet, so wild,
His hcurt would spring to hear it when a child,
Melts at the long-lost scenes that round him rise,
And sinks a martyr to repentant sighs.

Ask not if courts or camps dissolve the charm:
Say why Vispasian loved his Sabine farm ;
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Why great Navarre, when France and freedom bled

Sought the lone Iimits of a forest-shed.

‘When Drocrirrax®s scli-correeted mind

The imperial fasces of a world resigned,

Say why we trace the Iabowrs of his spade

In calm Salona’s philesophic shade.

Say, when contentious CHARLES renounced o throne,

To muse with monks unletiered and unkiown,

What from his soul the parting tribute drew?

What cluimed the sorrows of a last adien?

The still retreats that soothed his tranquil breast

Lre grandeur dazzled, and 1ts cares oppressed.,
Undamped by tine, the generous Instinet glows

Far us Angola’s sands, as Zembla’s snows;

Glows in the tiger’s den, the serpent’s nest,

On every form of varied life imprest.

The soeial tribes its choicest inflnenee hail:—

And when the drum beats briskly in the gale,

The war-worn comrser charges at the sound,

And with young vigour wheels the pasture round.
Oft has the aged tenant of the vale

Leaned on lis staff to lengthen out the tale;

Oft huve his lips the grateful tribute breathed,

From sire to son with plous zcal begueathed.

When o’er the blasted heath the day declined,

And on the scathed ouk warred the winter-wind ;

When not o distant taper’s twinkling ray

Gleamed o’er the turze to light hin on his way ;
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When not a sheep-bell soothed his listening ear.
And the hig rain-drops told the tempest near ;
Then did his horse the homeward track descry,
The track that shunned his sad, inquiring cye;
And win each wavering purpose to rclent,
With warmth so mild, so gently violent,
"L'hat his charmed hand the carcless rein resigned,
And doubts and terrors vanished from his mind.

Recall the traveller, whoese altered form

Has borue the buffet of the mountain-storm ;

And who will first his fond impatience meet?

[Tis faithful dog *s already at his feet !

Yes, tho' the porter spurn him from the door,
The’ all, that knew him, know his face no more,
His faithiul dog shudl tell his joy to each,

With that mute eloquence which passes specch.—
And see, the master but returns to die!

Yet who shall bid the watehful servant fly ?

The blasts of heaven, the drenching dews of earth,
The wanton insults of unfecling mirth,

These, when to guard Misfortune’s sacred grave,
Will firm Fidelity exnlt to brave.

Led by what chart, transports the timid dove
The wreaths of conquest, or the vows of love ?
Say, thro® the clouds what compass points her flight
Monarchs have gazed, and natlons blessed the sight
Pile rocks on rocks, hid woods und mountains rise,
Eclipse her native shades, her native skies :—
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"Tis vain ! thro’ Kther's pathless wilds she goes,
And lights at last where all her cares repose.

Sweet bird ! thy truth shall Harlem’s walls attest,
And wnborn ages consecrate thy nest, i
When, with the silent encrgy of gricf,

With looks that asked, yet dared not hope relief,
Want with her babes ronud generous Valour clung,

To wring the slow surrender {rowm his tonoue,
g sue,

“I'was thine to wnimate her closing eyce; ]
Alas! twus thine perchance the first to die, :
Crushed by her meagre hand, when weleomed ﬂ'uluJ

the sky.

Hark! the bee winds her small but mellow heorn.
Blithe to sulute the sunny smile of morn,
Oer thymy downs she bends her busy course,
And many a stream allures her to its source,
"T'is noom, “tis night.  That eve so lincly wrought,
Beyond the scarch of sense, the soar of thought,
Now vainly asks the scencs she left behind ;
Ttz orh so full, its vision so confined!
Who guides the patient pilgrim to her eell ¢
‘Who bids her soul with couscious triumph swell ?
With conscious truth, retrace the mazy clue
Of summer-scents, that charmed her as she flew ?
ITail, Mesmory, hail | thy universal reign
Guards the least link ol Being™s glovious chain.
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THI

PLEASURES OF MEMORY.
PART 1I.

[+elle cose enstode e dispensiera.

Tasgso.






ANALYSIS OF TIIE SECOND PART,

Trr Memory has hitherto acted only in subservi-
ence to the senses, and so far man i not eminently
distinguished from other antmals © but, with respect
to man, she has u higher province ; and 13 often
busily employed, when excited by no external
cause whatever.  She prescerves, for his use, the
treasures of art and sclence, history and philoso-
phy.  She colowrs all the prospects of life ; for we
can only anticipate the future, by concluding what
is possible from what is past. On her agency
depends every coffusion of the Faney, who with
the boldest effort can only compound or trunspose,
augment or diminish the materials which she las
collected and still refains.

When the first emotions of despalr have subsided,
and  sorrow has softened into melancholy, she
amuses with a retrospect of innocent pleasures,
and Inspires that neble confidence which results
from the consciousness of having acted well
When sheep has suspended the organs of sense
from their effice, she not only supplics the mind

F
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with images, but assists in their combination.  And
even in madness itself, when the soul is resigned
over to the tyranny of a distempered imagination,
she revives past perceptions, and av akens that
train of thought which was formerly most familiar.

Nor are we pleased only with a review of the
brighter passages of life. Events, the most dis-
tressing in their inmediate consequences, arc often
cherished in remembrance with a degree of enthu-
slasm.

But the world and its occupations give a mecha-
nical impulse to the passions, which s not very
favourable to the indulgence of this feeling, Tt is
n o calm and well-regulated mind that the Memory
is most perfect 3 and solitude is her best sphere of
action, With this scntiment is introduced a Tale
illustrative of her influence in selitude, sickness,
and sorrow. And the subject having now becn
considered, so far as it relutes to man and the
astiinal world, the Poem concludes with a conjec-
ture that superior beings are blest with a nobler
excreise of this faculty.



Swerr MEvory, wafted by thy gentle gale,

Oft up the stream of Time 1 turn my sail,

1o view the fairy-haunts of long-lost hounrs,

Blest with far greencr shades, far fresher flowers.
Agoes and climes remote to Thee impart

What charms in Genius, and refines in Art;

Thee, in whose hand  the keys of Science dwell,

The pensive portress of her haly celt;

Whose constant vigils chase the chilling damp

Oblivion steals wpon lier vestal-lamp.
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They in their glorious course the guides of Youth,
Whose language breathed the cloquence of Trath
Whose life, beyond preceptive wisdom, tanght
The great in conduct, and the pure in thought ;
These still exist, by Thee to Fame consigned,

Still speak and aet, the models of mankind.

From Thee guy Hope her airy eolouring draws ;
And Taney’s flights are subject to thy laws,

From 'Thee that bosom-spring of rapturc flows,
Which only Virtue, tranquil Virtue, knows.

When Joy’s bright sun has shed his evening-ray,
And Hope’s delusive meteors cease to play ;

When clouds on clouds the smiling prospect close,
Still thro” the gloom thy star serenely glows:
Like yon faiv orh, she gilds the brow of night
With the mild magic of reflected light,

The beauteons maid, who bids the werld adien.
Oft of that world will snatch a fond review ;

Oft at the shrine neglect her heads, to trace
Some social scene, some dear, familiar face
And ere, with Iron-tongue, the vesper-hell
Bursts thro’ the eypress-walk, the convent-cell,
Oft will her warm and wayward heart revive,
To love and joy still tremblingly alive ;

Lhe whispered vow, the chaste caress prolong,
Weave the lght dance and swell the choral song ;
With rapt car drink the enchanting serenade,
And, as it melts along the moonlight-glade,
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T'o each soft note return as soft a sigh,
And bless the vouth that bids her slumbers fly,

But not till Time has calmed the rufled breast,
Are these lond dreams of happiness confest.
Not till the rushing winds forget to rave,
Is Heaven’s sweet smile reflected on the wave.
Trom Guinea’s coast pursue the lessening sail,
And catch the sounds that sadden cvery gale.
Tell, if thou canst, the sum of sorrows there ;
Mark the fixed gaze, the wild and frenzied glare,
The racks of thought, and freezings of despair!
But pausce not then—beyond the western wave,
Go, see the captive bartered as a slave !
Crushed 11l his high, heroic spirit bleeds,
And from his nerveless frame indignantly reeedes.

]
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Yet here, even here, with pleasures long resigned

T.o! Mumory bursts the twilight of the mind.
Tler dear delusions sooth his sinking soul,

When the rude scourge assumes its base controul

And o’er Futurity’s blank page diffuse

The full reflection of her vivid hues.

"Tis but to die, and then, to weep no moerc,

Then will he wake on Congo’s distant shove ;
Beneath his plantain®s ancient shade renew

The simple transports that with freedom flew ;
Catch the cool breeze that musky Evening blows,
And qun‘ﬁ' the palm’s rich nectar as it glows ;
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The aral tale of elder time rehearse,

And chant the rude, traditionary verse

With those, the loved companions of Lis youtll,
When life was laxury, and friendship trath. -

Ah! why should Virtue fear the frowns of Fate ¢

Hers what no wealtl can buy, no power create !

A little world of clear and clondless day,

Nor wrecked by storms, nor mouldered by decay ;
A world, with Muastory’s ceascless sun-shine blest,
The home of Happiness, an honest breast.

DBint most we mark the wenders of her reign,
When Sleep has locked the senses in her ehain.
When sober Judgment has his throue resigned,
She smiles away the chaos of the mind ;

And, as warm Fancy’s bright Elysinm glows,
From Her cach image springs, cach colour flows.
She 1s the saered gnest! the immovtal friend !
Oft scen o’er sleeping Innocence to hend,

In that dead hour of night to Silence given,
Whispering seraphic visions of her heaven.

When the blithe son of Savoy, journeying round
With hnmble wares and pipe of merry sound,
Trom his green vale and sheltered eabin lices,
And seales the Alps to visit foreign skies ;

"Fho’ far below the forked lightnings play,
And at his feet the thunder dics away,

Oft, in the saddle rudely rocked to sleep,
While his mule browses on the dizzy stecp,
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With Mrmonry’s aid, he sits at home, and sces
Tlis children sport beneath their native trees,
And bends to hear their cherub-voices call,
O’er the loud fury of the torrent’s fall.
TPt can ber smile with gloomy Madness dwell ?
Say, can she chase the horrors of his cell ?
Each ficry flight on Frenzy’s wing restraln,
And mould the coinage of the fevered brain ?
Pass but that grate, which scarce a gleam supplies
There in the dust the wreek of Genius Les !
He, whose arresting hand divinely wrought
Tach bold conception in the sphere of thought ;
And round, in colonrs of the rainbow, threw
Trorms ever fair, ereations ever new !
Bat, us he fondly snatched the wreath of Fame,
The speetre Poverty unnerved his [rame.
Cold was her grasp, a withering scowl she wore ;
And Hopc’s soft encrgies were felt no more.
Yet still how sweet the soothings of his art!
From the rude wall what bright ideas start !
Tven now he claims the amaranthine wreath,
With scenes that glow, with images that breathe !
And whenee these scencs, these images, declare.
Whence but from Her who triumphs o’cr despair ?
Awake, arisc! with grateful fervour fraught,
(lo, spring the mme of clevating thought.
He, who, thro” Nature’s varlous walk, surveys
"The good and fair her faultless line pourtrays ;
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Whose mind, profaned by no unhallowed guest,
Culls from the crowd the purest und the best;
May range, at will, bright Faney’s golden clime,
Or, musing, mount where Scienee sits sublithe,
Or waeke the Spirit of depurted Time.
Who acts thus wisely, mark the moral Muse,
A blooming Fden in his life revicws !
So rick the eulture, tho’ so small the space,
Tts scanty [imits he forgets to trace.
But the fond fvol, when evening shades the sky,
Turns but to start, and gazes but to sigh!
The weary waste, that lengthened as he ran,
Fades to a blank, and dwindles to a span!
Ah! who can tell the triwmphs of the mind,
By truth illumined, and by taste refined ?
When age has quenched the eye, and elosed the car,
Sall nerved for action in her native sphere,
Oft will she rise
Some long-loved image vanished from her view ;

with searching glance pursue

Dart thro’ the deep recesses of the past,

Orer dusky forms in chaing of slumber cast s

With giant-grasp fling back the folds of night,

And snatch the faithless fugitive to light.

So thro® the grove the impatient mother flies,

Each sunless glade, cach sceret pathway tries ;

Tl the thin lcaves the truant boy disclose,

Long on the wood-moss stretched in sweet repose.
Nor yet to pleasing objects are confined

The silent feasts of the reflecting mind,
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Danger and death a dread delight inspire ;
And the bald veteran glows with wonted fire,
‘When, richly bronzed by many a summer-sun,
TTe counts his scars, and tells what deeds were done.
Go, with old Thames, view Chelsea’s glovions pile,
"And ask the shattered hero, whence his smile ?
Go, view the splendid domes of Greenwich—Go,
And own what raptures from Reflection flow.
Tail, noblest structures imaved in the wave!
A nation’s grateful tribuie to the brave.
TTail, Llest retreats from war and shipwreck, hail !
That oft arrest the wondering stranger’s sail.

by
h! P——1
o it




34

Tong have ye heavd the narvatives of age,
The battle’s havoc, and the tempest’s rage;
Long have ye known Refleetion’s genial ray
Gild the calm close of Valour’s various day?

Time’s sombrous touches soon correct the picee,
Mellow each tint, and bid cach discord cease :

A softer tone of light pervades the whole,
And steals & pensive languor o’cr the soul.

Haust thou thre’ Eden’s wild-wood vales pursued
Each momntain-scene, mujestically rude ;

To note the sweet simplicity of life,

Far from the din of Folly’s idle strife ;

Nor there awhile, with lifted cye, revered

That modest stone which pious Pensroxs reared ;
Which still records, beyond the pencil’s power,
The silent sorrows of a parting hour ;

Sl to the musing pilgrim points the place

TTer sainted spirit most delights to trace ?

Thus, with the manly glow of honest pride,
O’cr his dead son the gallant Oroxn sighed.
Thus, thro® the gloom of SHENsTONE'S fairy-grove,
Marta’s urn still breathes the voiee of love.

As the stern grandeur of a Crothic tower
Awes us less deeply In its morning-hens,

Than when the shades of Time serencly fall
On every hroken arch and ivied wall ;
The tender images we love to trace,

Steal from cacli year a wmelancholy grace !



And as the sparks of sociul love expand,
As the heart opens n a foreign land ;
And, with a brother’s warmth, a brother’s smile,
‘I'he stranger greets each native of his isle;
So scenes of lile, when present and confest,
Stamap but their belder features on the breast
Yet not an image, when vemotely viewed,
1Towever trivial, and however rude,
But wins the heart, and wakes the social sigh,
With every claim of close affinity !

But these pure joys the world ean never know ;
[n gentler climes their silver carrents flow.
Oft at the silent, shadowy close of day,
When the hushed grove has sung its parting lay ;
When pensive Twilight, in her dusky car,
Comes slowly en to meet the evening-star ;
Above, below, adrial marmurs swell,
I'rom hanging wood, brown heath, and hushy dell!
A thousand nameless rills, that shun the light,
Stealing soft music on the car of night.
So oft the finer movements of the soul,
That shun the sphere of Pleasure’s gay controul,
Tn the still shades of calin Seclusion rise,
And breathe their sweet, seraphic harmonics !

Once, and domestic annals tell the time,
(Preserved in Cumbria’s rudc, romantic clime)
When Nature smiled, and o’er the landscape threw
Her rvichest fragrance, and her brightest hue,
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A blithe und blooming Forester explored

Those loftier scenes SALY ator™s soul adorud ;

The rocky pass half hung with shagey wood,

And the cleft oak flung holdly o'er the flood ;

Nor shunned the track, unknown to human tread, ]

That downward to the night of caverns led;

Nome ancient cataract’s descerted bed. j
TTigh on exulting wing the heath-cock rose,

And blew his shirill blast o’cr perennial snows ;

Ere the rapt youth, recotling from the voar,

Gazed on the tumbling tide of dread Lodore;

And thro’ the rifted ehiffs, that scaled the sky,

Derwent’s elear mirror chiwrmed his dazzled eye.
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tach osier tsle, inverted on the wave,

‘Thro’ morn’s grey mist its melting colours gave ;
And, o’cr the cygnet’s huunt, the mantling grove
Tts emerald areh with wild loxuriinee wove.

Light as the breeze that brushed the orient dew,
From rock to rock the young Adventurer flew ;
And day’s tast sunshine <lept along the shore, -
When lo, o path the smile of welcome wore.
Trabowering shrubs with verdnze ciled the sky,
And on the musk-rose shed o deeper die;

Suve when a bright and momentary gleun
(lanced from the white foam of some sheltered stream.

Oer the st lake the bell of evening tolled,
And on the moor the shepherd penned his fold ;
And on the green hill’s side the meteor played ;
When, hark ! a voice sung sweetly thro” the shade.
It ceased—-yet still in Frorio’s fancy sung,

Still on cach note his captive spivit hung ;
Till @’cr the mead a cool, scquestered grot
From its rich voof a spary Istre shot.

A erystal water crossed the pebbled floor,
And on the front these simple lines it hore.

ilence away, nor dare intrude !
L this secret, shadowy cell
Musing Mumonry loves to dwaell,
Witl her sister Solitude.

+ Far from the hasy world she flies,
o taste thad prace the world denies,
latraneal she sits 3 from youth o age,
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Rueviewing Life’s eventful pape ;
And noting, erc they fade away,
Thu little lines of yesterday.
Frorio had gained a rude and rocky scat, *
When lo, the Genius of this still retreat!
Fair was her form—but who can hope to trace
The pensive softness of her angel-fuce ¢
Can Vireils verse, can Raruaky’s tonch impart
Those finer features of the feeling heart,
Those tend’rer tints that shun the careless eye
And in the world’s contagions climate die ?
She left the cave, nor marked the stranger there ;
Her pastoral beauty and her artless air
Had breathed a soft enchantment o’cr his soul!
In every nerve he felt her blest controul !
What pure and white-winged agents of the sky,
Who rule the springs of sacred sympathy,
Inform congenial spirits when they imcet ?
Sweet 1s their office, as their natures sweet !
Frorio, with fearful joy, pursued the maid,
Till thro® a vista’s moonlight-chequered shacde,
Where the bat circled, and the rooks reposed,
("Their wars suspended, and their councils cloved)
Axn antique manston burst in solemn state,
A rich vine clustering round the Gothic gate.
Nor puused he there.  Lhe master of the scene
Saw his light step tmprint the dewy green ;
And, slow-advancing, haled him as his guest,
Won hy the honest warmth his locks expressed.
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He wore the rustic manners of a Sqguire;

Age had not quenched one spark of manly fire ;
But giant Gout had bound him in her chain,
And his heart panted for the chase m vain.

Vet here Remembrance, sweetly-soothing Power!
Winged with delight Confinement’s lingering hour.
The fox’s hrush still emulous to wear,

Lo scourcd the conuty in Lis elbow-chair ;
And, with view-halloo, ronsed the dreaming hound
T'hat rung, by starts, his deep-toned music round.

Long by the paddock’ humble pale confined,

His aged hunters coursed the viewless wind -
And cach, with glowing energy pourtrayed,
The far-famed trivmphs of the ficld displayed ;
Usurped the canvass of the erowded hall,

And chased a line of heroes from the wall,

There slept the horn each jocund ccho knew,

And many a smile and many a story drew!

High o’cr the hearth his forest-trophices hung,

And their fantastic branches wildly flung.

[Tow would he dwell on the vast antlers there !
These dashed the wave, those faimmed the mountain-air.
All, as they frowned, nnwritten records bore

Of gallant feats and festivals of yore.

But why the tale prolong {—His only child,
His darling Juria on the stranger smiled,
Her little arts « fretful sive to please,

Her gentle gaiety and native cuse
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Had won his soul; and rapturons Fancy shed

Her golden lights, and tints of rosy red.

Butah! fow days had passed, eve the brightvision fled !
When evening tinged the lake’s cthereal bhue,

And her deep shades Irregularly threw ;

Their shifting sail dropt gently from the cove,

Down by St. Herbert’s conseerated grove ;

Whenee erst the chanted hymn, the tapered rite

Amused the fisher’s solitury night ;
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And still the mitred window, vichly wreathed,
A sacred enlm thro’ gie hrown foliage breathed,
The wild deer, starting thro” the sileat glade,
With fearful gaze their varions course surveyed.
High hung in air the hoary goat reclined,
This stremming beard the sport of every wind ;
Aud, while the eoot her jet-wing loved to Luve,
Rocked on the basom of the sleepless wave:
The eagle rashed from Skiddaw’s purple crest,
A clowd still hrooding o’er her giant-nest.,
Aned now the moon had dimmed with dewy ray
The fow fine Hushes of departing day.
Oer the wide water’s deep serene she hong,
And her broad lights on every mountain flang;
When Io! a sudden blast the vessel hlow,
And to the surge consigned the little erew.
All, a1l escaped—but ere the lover bore
Tlis fuint and faded Juria to the shore,
Her sense had fled !—Exhausted by the storm,
A fatal france hung o'cr her pallid form ;
ITer closing eyc a trembling lustre fired ;
"Pwas life’s Tast spark——it fluttered and expired !
The father gtrewed his white hairs o the wind,
Called on his child—nor lingered long belind :
And I'nonto lived to sce the willow wave,
With many an evening-whisper, o’cr their grave.
Yes, Frowro lived—and, still of cach possessed,
"The father cherished, and the maid caressed!

L4



TFor ever would the fond enthusiast rove,
With Juria’s spirit, thro” the shadowy grove;
Gaze with delight on every seene she planned,
Kiss every floweret planted by her hand. -
Ah! still he traced her steps along the glade,
When hazy hues and ghimmering lights hetrayed
Hali-viewless forms ; erill listened ag the breese
Heaved its deep sobs among the aged trees;

And at each pause her melting zeeents canght,

In sweet delirium of romantic thought !

Dear was the grot that shunned the Dluze of day ;
She gave its spars to shoot a trembling ruy.

The spring, that bubbled from its inmost ecll,
Murmiured of Juria's virtues as 1¢ fell ;

And o’er the dripping moss, the fretted stone,

In T'omo’™s ear breathed langnage not its own.
Her charm around the cnchantress Musory threw,
A charm that soothes the mind, and swectens too |

But is Her Magie only felt below ?

Say, thro” what brighter realms she bids it {low
To what pure beings, in a nobler sphere,

She yiekds delight but faintly imaged here:

All that till now their rapt rescarches kuew,
Not ecalied in slow suceession to review ;

Bat, as a landseape meets the oye of day,

At onee preseuted to their glad survey !

Each seene of bliss reveuled, since chaos fled,
And.dawning light its dazzling glories spread ;
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Sach chiwin of wonders that sublimely glowed,
Sinee first Creation’s choral anthem flowed ;
Kach ready flight, at Mercy’s call divine,

To distant worlds that undiscovered shine ;
Iull on her tablet Hlings its living rays,
Andd all, combined, with blest effulgence blaze,

There thy bright train, immortal Friendship, soar :
No more to part, to mingle tears no more !

And, as the softening hand of Fine endears

The joys and sorrows of our inlant-years,

No there the sonl, released {rom human strife,
Suiiles at the hittle cares and ills of Life;

its lights and shadues, its sunshine and its showers ;
As at o drewn that charmed her vacant hours!

Oft may the spirits of the deard deseend

T'o wateh the silent slumbers of a friend ;

Tu hover round his evening-walk unscen,

And hold sweet converse on the dusky green ;
T hail the spot where frst their friendship grew.
And heaven and nature opened to thelr view !
Oft, when he trims his cheerful hearth, and seces
A swiling cirele emulous to please ;

There may these gentle guests delight to dwell,
And bless the scene they loved in life so well!

Oh thou ! with whom suy heart was wont to share
From Reason’s dawn cach pleasure and cach cave ;
With whom, alas? 1 fondly hoped to know
The linmble watks of happiness below ;
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If thy blest nature now unites above

An angel’s pity with a brother’s love,

Still o’er my life preserve thy mild controul,

Correet my views, and elevate iy sonl ;

Grant me thy peace and purity of mind,

Devout yet cheerful, active vet resigned ;

Grant me, like thee, whose heart knew no disguise,

Whose hlameless wishes never wined to rise,

To meet the changes Time and Cliznce prosent,

With modest dignity and calm conteat.

When thy last breath, cre Nature sank to rest.

Thy meck submission to thy God expressed ;

When thy last look, ere thought and feeling fed,

A mingled gleam of hope wnd trinmph shed

What to thy soul its glad assuranee gave,

Its hope i death, its trinmph o’er the grave !

The sweet Remembrance of unblemished vouth.

The still inspiring voice of Innocence and Truth !
Huil, Miyony, hail ! i thy exhauvstless mine

F'rom age to age unnumbered trewsures shine!

‘Thought and Ler shadowy brood thy call ohey,

And Place and Time are snbject to thy sway !

Thy pleasures most we tecl, when most alony :

The only pleasures we can call onr own.

Lighter than atr, Hopes summer-visions die,

1t but a fleeting clond obseure the sky :

LEbut a beam of sober Reason play,

Lo, Faney's falry {vost-work melts away !
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But can the wiles of Art, the grasp of Iower,
Suateh the rich relics of a well-spent hour !
These, when the trembling spirit wings her Hight,
Pour round lLier path » stream of living light ;

And gild thase pure and perfect realms of rest,

Where Virtue triwmplis, and her sons are blest!







NOTES

THE TFIRST PART

o L3
Tl oty awhen parple crendng tinged the west,

Virar, in one of his Telogues, deseribes a romantie
attachment as conecived in such cirenmstances 3 and the
deseription is so trne to mature, that we mist surely he
indebiud for it to some early recollection.  “ You wers little
when T first mw you.s You were with your mother gather-
ing fruit in our orchard, and I was your guide. T was jost,
enfering my ihirtcenth year, and just able to reach the
houghs from the gronnd.”

S also Zappi, an Ltalian Poct of the last Century : “When
T nsed to measere myself with my goat and my goat was
the tallest, even then T loved Clori.”

P11, L 25
Up aprings, at exery slepy lo eloiin @ tedi,
T came to the place of niy birth, aud eried, * The friemls
of my Youth, where are they 1" —And an echo answered,
“ Where are they 77 From an Arabic MS.



| L O
<hieake bt wiey cwmid Loy whit sayrieds cise !
When i tmveller, who wias sarveying the roins of Rome,

expressetd 4 desire to possess some voelie of it anciedt -

dewr, Poussiu, who  attended Tim, stooped  down, sl
gathering up ahandful of carth shining with small grains of

porpleyey, © Take ihis homa,” s
amd wny boldly, Queste & Roma Autiva”

il D, o vour enbinet

TN, L,
The chireh-yerrd yews conad aehich his fithers stesp ;
: H . i
livery man, like Gulliver in Lilliput, is fastoned to some
] . ,

spoboof earth by the thousand small threads which Tabit

and associndlon are continually stealing vver lim,  OF thiese,
pervhaps, ome of the strongest ix bere allnded to,

When the Cagadian Indisns woere onee solicifed to oni-
grade, = What 17 they veplied, = shall we say to the hones
of our fathers, Ay 128

y and go with us into a foreign land

17, 1.5,
Sy when he breathed iz firm yet fond adion,

fle wept ; but the effort that he made to soncenl his tears,
coneurred with them o do bim hononr: he wenl 1o the
wast-head, &re—Ree Coor’s First Voyire, hook 1, chap, 16,
Another very affeeling Instanee of local attachment is
relided of his fellow-countryman Pitaveri, who came to
Envope with M, de Bongainville.—=See L Tagsias, chant i

Klle seleve sur sem Tict, et <o met & contempler Ta Wranee

cucore, et tant quelle poul " —RBranrom,
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VRS BV
Tlns kindred objests kludied thoughts Taspiice,

To an accidental association may he aseribeil some of the
noblext cfforts of buman genins.  The historian of the
Deeline and Fall of the Roman Empire first conceived his
design among the rains of the Capilol 3 and to the tones of
a Welsh harp ave we indebted for The Bard of Gray.

v, 17, 125
Iereq howe filt-plogsire, §e.

Who can enongh alwire the alfectionate attachment of
Pluiarcl, who thas eoncludes his enuineration of the advan-
tages of a great eity o men of letters 7 < Ax to mysclf; 1
live in o little town; ‘and 1 chuse to lve there, lest it
shoulil hecome sl less,” - Vit. Demosth,

oy
e this wonng Foscani, &,

e was suspected of murder, and at Venice suspicion was
good evidenee,  Neither the inferest of the voge, his father,
nor the intrepidlity of conscious innocence, which he exhi-
hited in the dungeen and on ihe rack, could procave his ac-
quittal.  He was banished to the island of Candia for life,

But here his yesolution fuiled him, At such a distance
from home he eonld net live; and, as it was a criminal
offenco to solicit the intercession of any forcign prince, in
a fit of despair he addressed a letler to the Duke of Milan,
and intrusted it to a wreteh whose perfidy, he knew, wonld
aecasion his being remanded a prisener to Veniee,

TR
And hence the chaim Fstoric scenes hipart ;
“ Whatever withdraws us from the power of our senses ;

whatever makes the past, the distant, or the fature pre-
n
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dominate over the preseni, advances us in the dignity of
thinking beings, Far from me and from my fiends be
such frigid philosophy as may econduet us indifferent and
unmoved over any ground which hag heen dignified by
wisdem, hravery, or virtne. Fhat man islittle to be e}wied,
whose pairiotism would not gain force upon the plain of
Darathon, or whose piely would not grow warmer among
the ruins of fone."—Jonxsox,

P. 18, %12
Ane watck and weep in ELo1sa’s cell.

The Paraclete, founded by Ahelard, in Champagne,

oL 115
*Twas ever thus.  Youay AMsoN, when be songht

Alexander, when he erossed the Ilellesponi, was in the
twenty-sceond year of Lis age; and with what feelings
must the Scholar of Aristotle have approached the ground
deseribed by Tomer in thal Poem which had heen his
delight from his ¢hilithood, and which records the achieve-
ments of Him from whom he claimed his descent |

It was his faney, if we may helieve tradition, to take the
tiller from Meneetius, and be himself the steersman daring
the passage. Tt was his fancy also to he the first to land,
and te land foll-armed.—Anuian, 1. 11,

Poag, 1o,

! : LG r1r’s b
Ag now at Vrnarn’s b

Vows and pilgrimages are uot peenliar to the religions
enthusiast.  Silius Ttaliens performed annual ceremonies
on the mountain of "ilipo; and it was there that Boe-
cieelo, guasi de wn divino estro inspirato, resolved to dedi-
cate his life to the Muses.
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| DRERS AN
So Tusry pered, anid the wreeks of Thne,
When Ciceros was queestor in Sicily, he discovered the
romh ol Archimedes by its methematical lnseription—Tusc.
(st v, 20,

e L
Sy whi the pensiee widow loves to weep,
The influence of the wsoclating prineiple s finely exem-
pliticd in the faithful Penelope, when she sheds tears over
the how of Ulysses.—Od. xxi. 53,

PO, L,
8 shiance he hoavs that sowg so seeel, so witd,
His bert would spriag te heer i when a child,

The celobrred Rang des Vaches ; “eet air sicheri des
Suisses il ful défendn sous peine de mort de e jouer
dans feans troupes, paree quil faiseit fondre en larmes,
déserter on mourir ecux gqui Ventendolent, tant il exeitoit
en enx Pardent désie de vevolr lowr pays.'—Rouvsszav,

The meladic de poass s as old ax the human heart.
Jevenaris little cup-he

o

Huspirat louge mm visam tempore matrem,

1t washlanl, et notos tristis destderat Jumlos
Audd the Argive nthe heat of batile
Erddecs moricn s veminiseitie Argos,

Nov s it extinguished by any mjnries, however eriel they

may b, Ludlow, write as he would over his door  at

Vovey ¥, was sl anvions to velurn home ; and how
o

F e salu fortd patrio est, gqnia Potris.
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siriking Is the testimeny of Camillus, as iU is recorded by
Livy ! “ Equidemt fatebor vobi,” says be in his speech
to the Roman people, * el minus njurle vostrae quam
muie calamitatis meminisse jovat ;) quum abessen, guo-

ticveunyue paltia 1t mentem venirvet, hiee omnia oggnrre
hant, colles, campigque, ot Tiheris, ot assueta oculis regio

E ’ {ne, 21t
ot hoe celim, sub quo natus educatusque essem,  Quae

voi, Quicriles, nunc raoveant potius eavitate sua, nt inaneatis

in sede vostra, quang poslen quunn rellquerills e, macerent
desiderio,”—V, 44,

I 1y, 128,
Seey awly Vesvastan lored kis Subing form ;

This ctnperer, according to Suctoning, constantly passsud
the stmmer o a small villa near Reate, where he wis
born, and to which Tie would never add any embellishment ;
we eid scilicet ocalorim consiwctudind deperivet —Suer. in
¥it. Vesp. cap. i

A similar instance oceurs in the 1ife of the venerable
Pertinax, as velated hy J. Capilolinus.  * Posteaquam in

Ligurian venit, muliis agris coemptis, tabernam palernam,

maitcide. foraud pricre, infinitis adiliclis cireumdedit,”—
list. August. 54.

And it s waid of Cardinal Richelicu, that, when he built
his waguiticent pulace on the site of the old family chateaun
at Richeliou, he sacrificed its symmetry to proserve the
voom i which he wis horn—Mdém. de Mlle. de Moni-
pensier, 1. 27,

An ailachmeut of this nature 15 generally the charace-
teristie of & henevolent mind ; and a long acquaintance with
the world cannol abways extinguish 7.

“Toa trignd,” says John, Duke of Buckingham, * 1 will
expose my wenkness @ | am ofiener missing a pretiy gallery
in the old house 1 pulled down, than pleased with a saloon
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which I buill in ita stead, though a theusand times better
in all yespect=.—See his Letter to the D. ol Sh,

This is the Lugusge of the heart, and will remind the
reador of that good-humoured remark in one of Pope’s
lotters— I should hardly cure to have an old post pulled
up, that 1 remembered ever since 1 was a elnld,”

The anthor of Telemachus hay illustrated this subjeet,
und feeling, in the Story of Alibée Persan,

with eyual faney
UETRIB R
1hy et Navaxne, de.

That amishle and accomplished monarch, Henry the
Fourth of France, made an excursion [rom his camp, during
the long siege of Laon, to dine at o house in the forest of
Folambray 3 where he had often been vegaled, when a hoy,
with fruil, milk, and vow checse ; and in rvevisiting which
Ter promized himsel§ gread pleasiee,—Mdm. Jde Sewy,

o L3
When THocLeT1ANS selfcorrectod mind

Diocletian retived iuto his native provinee, and there
amused himself with boilding, planting, and gurdening.
His answor 1o Maximian is deservedly celebrated, 187
wiid he, #1 could show him the eabbages which | have
planted with my own lunds ol Saloua, he woeuld ne longer
solieit me o reluo o a throne,”

Poan, Ly
Ny, whew soneations ClLARLES, dv,
When the Fmperor Charles the Fifth had exceated hix
memmorable resalution, and had set oul [or the monastery of
Jnsté, he stopped o fow days at Ghent to indalge that temder
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awd pleasant melancholy, which arises in the wiwd of every
man in the decline of life, on visiting be plice ol his bisth,
wnd the ohjects familiar to him in his early voutl.

o3, Los
Tor meatse it wonks, e

Monjes solitarios del glorioso padie San Geronimo, s
Sandova,

Tiz v corner of the Convent gden there s this nseription.
En cstasanta ensa de S, Gevonimo de Juste se reting & acabar
sicvida Cardos ¥V, Bmperador, &eo -Pone.

P2 L.
Then did bis korse the hovevweard track desery,
The memory of the horse forms the ground-work of o
plessing little romanee, entilled, * Lai du Palefrol vair”
See Fabliaux du XTI Sidee.
Avinste likewise inrraduees 1L in a passage full of trath
awd natuve,  When Davarde meets Angelien in the forest,

Vi anstcta a la Donzella,

Ch'in Albrace:

il servia gla 21 sus mmno,

Ornanpo Pureso, i 73,

[N N3
Noreet bivd 1 thy truth shodl Jlnrlad's walls attest,

Praring the siege of Harlen, when that city was vedneed
fr the Tast extremity, and on the peint of opening its gates
tooa base and Darlirous enemy, a design was formed o
relieve it ; and the intelligence was conveyed to the cilizens
by a fetler which wis tied under the wing of 2 pigeon.

Trrases, Ly, 5.
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The satme messenger was employed al the siege of Mutina,
as we are informed by the elder Pliny—Nat. Thst. x, 87,

P22, L1
Hlark 1 the bee, 8c.
This little aninal. from the extreme convexity of her eye,

cannot sec many inehes hefore her.
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THE SECOND PART,

b2, L L
They in their glorions covrse
Trer Glory, says one of the Ancients, is to he acquired
by doing what deserves to be written, and writing what
leserves to be read ; and by making the world the happier
and the better for our having lived in 1t

These siill exist, &e.

There iz a fufure Existence even in this werld, an
Existence in the hearts and minds of these who shall live
after us®  Ttis in reserve for every man, however ohscure ;
and his portion, if he is diligent, nmst be equal to his
dexires.  For in whose remembrance can we wish to holil a
place, but such as know, and are known by us?  These are
within the sphere of our influence, and amoeng these and
their descendants we may live for evermore.

& [3e tonsles Hicns Dumains ¢est e seul que 14 more 1 nous peat ravie,
=T
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It is a state of rowards and punishments; and, like that
revealed Lo s in the Gospel, has the Tappiest influenee on
vur lives.  The latter exeites us to gain the favour of Gon,
the former to gain the love and esteem of wise and good
ren 5 and bath lewd to the same end 5 for) 0 Draming onr
conceptions of the vy, we ouly ascribe to Him exalted
egrees of Wisdow and Goodness,

v, 1.
Ak, why shonlid Victue fear the frowus of Fote ?
The kighest veward of Virtue is Virtue hewself, ax the
severest punishwent of Viee is Viee lowself,

1% 31, LI,
Vot still how sreet the southings of his art?

The astronomer chalking his figures on the wall, in
tiogarth™s view af Bedlan, is an admirable exemplifieation
of this iden.—See the Raxe’s Procxess, plate 8,

a2, LI
Fierus Lot to storty onel yeczes but to siph £

The following stanzas® ave said to have been written on o
blank leaf of this Poem. They present so affecting a reverse
of the pleture, that T cannot resist the opportunity of iutro-
daeing them here,

Plensiures of Memory '—oh ! supremely biest,
And justly proud beyond o Poet's paaise ;
If the pure confines of thy tranguil breast
Contain, indeed, the subjeet of thy lays!
Iy me how envied '—for £o me,
The Lerald atill of misery,
Memory makes er influence known
Lty sighs, and tears, and grief alone:
§ ereet lier as the tiend, to whorm helong

The valture's ravening beak, the raven's funcral song.

i Wy Ienyy B, T Roame of Trinity Collegye, Cambridge.

t
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she tells of time misspent, of comfort lost,
Of fair vecasions gone for ever by
Of hopes oo fondly nwr-ed, too rndely erossed
O many a vise to wisli, yet foar to dic
IPor what. exeept the instinetive fear
Lest she survive, detnins ma here,
When < all the life of 1ife ™ ix fled *—
What, but the deep inherent drewl,
Loest slie beyend the grave resunse her reign,
And realize the hell that priests and beldams feign ~

In 54 L
Hoast thn thed” Falew™s wild-wood ridtes parrsod

Ou the road-side between Peurith and Sppleby there
stands o sinall pillar with this inscription :

“This pillar was crected in the vear 1656, by Ano,
Countess Dowager of Pembroke, &e. for o memorial of hey
last parting, in this place, with her good and pions mother,
Mirgaret, Countess Dowag
of April, 1616; in memory whereof she hatle lefi an
ammuity of 44, o he distributed to the poor ol the parish

er of Cumberland, on the 2nd

of Trougham, every nd day of April for ever, upon ile
stone-table placed hard by, Laas Deo 1

The Eden ix the principal viver of Cumberland, and vises

in the wildest part of Westmoreland.
P Lo,
e his dewed son the gollawt OwstoNw sivhed,

“ 1 wonld not exchinge my dead som,” said he, * for any
living son i Christendom.”—Tumn.

The same sentiment is in=cvibed on an nen st the Tea-
sowes,  *Heu, quanto minus est can reliquis versari, quam
Lol meminisse

Poan, 17
Dvwen by St. Hlerbert’s cousecratud qrove ;

A small island coveramt with trees, among which were

formerly the vuins af areligions house.
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41, L5,
When bo ! w sadden blast the vessel blew,

In & mountain-lake the agitations are often violent and
womentary.  The winds Dlow in gusts and eddies ; and the
water nosuoner swells, than it subsides—-See Bourws Hist.
of Westimoreland,

1% 42, L 21
To et grre beinys, in @ noblor sphere,

The seversl degrees of angels may probably liave larger
views, aml some of them e endowed with cipuacities able
to retain togelher, and constantly set before them as in one
picture, all their past knowleldge at onee.—~Locw.







HUMAN LIFE



THE ARGUMENT.

R

{ntroduction—Ringing of bells in « acighbowring Villuge
on the Bivth of wwe Ledr-—General Reflections on Lluman
Life— The Sibjeet  proposed — Clilidhood— Youth—
Manhood— - Loee—Marriage—Domestic Flappiness and
Agitiction—Wear—Peane—Civdl Dissension— Retire-
went from aclice Life—Old Age and s Enjoyments—
Conelugion,



Tug lark Las sung his carol in the sky ;

The bees have hummed their noen-tide harmony.
Still in the vale the village-bells ring round,

Still in Llewellyn-hall the Jests resound:

Tor now the caudle-cup is circhng there,

Now, glad at heart, the gossips breathe their prayer,
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Aund, crowding, stop the cradle to admire
The babe, the sleeping image of his sire.
A few short years—and then these sounds shall hai:
The day again, and gladness fill the vale;
So soon the ehild a youtl, the youth a man,
Eager to run the vace his fathers ran,
Then the huge ox shall vield the broad sir-loin ;
The ale, now brewed, in Hoods of amber shine -
And, basking in the chimney’s ample blaze,
"Mid many a tale told of his boyish duys,
The nurse shall ery, of all her ills beguiled,
“I'wus on these knees he sate so oft and smiled.”
And soon again shall music swell the breese ;
Soon, 1ssuing forth, shall glitter through the trees
Vestures of nuptial white ; and hymns be sune,
And violets scattered round 3 and old and young,
In every cottage-porch with garlands green,
Stand still to gaze, and, gazing, bless the scene ;
While, her dark eyes declining, by his side
Moves in Lier virgin-vell the gentle hride.
And onee, alas, nor in a distant hour,
Another voice shall come from yonder tower ;
When in dimn chambers long black weeds ave seen,
And weepings heard where only joy has been ;
When by his children borne, and from his door l
Slowly departing to return ne mere, )
He rests in holy carth with them that went before. J
And such is TTuman Life; so gliding on,
It glimmers like a meteor, and is gone !
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Yet is the tale, brief though it be, as strange,
As full, methinks, of wild and wondrous change,
As any that the wandering tribes require,
Stretched in the desert round their evening-five ;
As any sung of eld in hall or hower

To minstrel-hirps at midnight’s witching hour!

Born in a trance, we walke, observe, inquire ;
And the green carth, the azure sky admire.
Of Flfin-size—for cver as we run,
We cast a longer shadow in the sun!
And now a charm, and now a grace is won!
We grow in stature, and in wisdom too!
And, as new scenes, new objects ise to view,

R Py

Think nothing done while aught remains to do.
Yet, all forgot, how oft the eve-lids close,

And from the slack hand drops the gathered rose!

How oft, as dead, on the warm turel we Iie,

While many an enmmet comes with carious eye;

And on her nest the watehful wren sits by ! J

Nor do we speak or move, or hear or see;

So like what once we were, and once again shall be |
And say, how soon, where, blithe as innocent,

The boy at sun-rise curolled as he went,

An aged pilgrim on his stafl shall lean,

Iracing in vain the footsteps o’er the green;

The man himself how altered, not the scenc!

Now journeying home with nothing but the name ;

Way-worn and spent, another and the same !
K
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No eye observes the growth or the decay.
To-day we look as we did yesterday ;
And we ghall look to-morrow as to-day.
Yet while the loveliest siiles, her locks grow grev!
And in her glass could she but see the face
She’ll see so soon wmid another race,
How wonld she shrink '—Retnning from afar,
After some years of travel, some of war,
Within his gate Tlysses stood wknown
Before a wife, a father, and a son!
And such Is Iwman Life, the general themee.
Ah, what at best, what hut 2 longer dream 2
Though with such wild romantic wanderings fraught.
Sueh torms in Fancy’s richest colouring wrought,
That, like the visions of a love-sick brain,
Whe wonld not gleep and drcam them o’cr again?
Our pathway leads but to a precipice ;
And all must follow, fearful as it is!
From the first step *tis known ; but—No delay!
On, ’tis decreed. We tremble and obey.
A thousand ills heset ns as we go.
—< 8till, could I shun the fatal gulf”—Ah, no,
*Tis all in vain—the imexorable Law !
Nearer and nearer to the hrink we draw,
Verdure springs up; and fruits and flowers invite,
And groves and lountains—all things that delight.
“Oh, I would stop, and linger if I might!” J
We fly ; no resting for the foot we find ;
All dark belore, all desolate behind !
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Atlength the brink appears—Dut one step more !
We fulnt—On, on '—we falter—and ’tis o’er!

Yet here high passions, high desires unfold,
Prompting to noblest deeds ; here links of gold
Bind soul to soul ; and thoughts divine inspire
A thirst unquenchable, a holy fire

|
That will not, caomot but with 1 expire! J
Now, scraph-winged, among the stars we soar ; l
Now distant ages, like u day, explore,
And judge the act, the actor now no more; J
Or, in 2 thankless hour condemned to live,
From others claim what thesc refuse to give,
And dart, like Minrox, an unerring eve
Through the dim curtains of Futurity.
Wealth, Pleasure, Base, all thought of sclf resigned,
What will not Man encounter for Mankind ¢

Behold him now unbar the prison-door, l
And, lifting Guilt, Contagion from the floor,
To Peace and Health, and Tight and Life restore }
Now in Thermopyle remain to share )
Death—nor look back, nor turn a footstep there, ¥
Leaving his story to the birds of air ;
And now like Pyludes (in Fleaven they write
Names such as his in characters of light}
Long with his friend in gencrous emuity,
Pleading, insisting in Lis place to die!

Do what he will, he cannot realize
1alf he conceives—the glorious vision flies.
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Go where he muay, he cannot hope to find
The truth, the beauty pictured in his mind.
But if' by chance an ohject strike the sense,
The faintest shadow of that Excellence,
Pussions, that slept, are stirring in Lis {rame ;
Thoughts undefined, feelings without a name !
And some, not here called forth, may slumber on
Till this vain pageant of w worll is gone ;
Lying too deep for things that perish here,
Waiting for lile—Dbut in a nobler sphere !
Look where he comes!  Rejoicing in his birth.
Awhile he moves as in o heaven on carth !
Sun, moon, and stars—the land, the sea, the sh ¥
To him shine out as in a galaxy !
Bat soon *tis past—the fight has died away |
With Lim it came (it was not of the day)
And he himself diffused it, like the stone
That sheds awhile a lustre all its own,
Making night beautiful.  "'Lis past, tis gone,
And in his darkness as he journcys on,
Nothing revives him but the blessed ray
That now hreaks in, nor ever knows deaiy,
Sent from a hetter world to light him on his way,
How great the Mystery ! Tet others sing
The cireling Year, the promise of the Spring,
The Snmmer’s glory, and the rich repose
OF Autumn, and the Winter's silvery snows.
Man throagh the changing scene Tet me pursue,
Himselt ow wondrous in Lis changes too!
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Not M-;m, the sullen savage in his den;
But Man ealled forth in fellowship with men ;
Schooled and trained up 1o Wisdom from his birth;

God's noblest work—ITs image upon earth !

I'ke day avrives, the moment wished and feared ;
The child is born, by many a pang endcared.
Aud now the mother’s car has canght his cry ;
Oh grant the cherub to her asking eye !
He comes—she clasps him. To her bosom pressed,
[Te drinks the balm of life, and drops to rest.

Ter by her smile how soon the Stranger knows;
How soon by his the glad discovery shows |
As to hor lips she Lifts the lovely bay,
What unswering looks of sympathy and joy !
He walks, he speaks.  In many a broken word
His wants, his wishes, and his griefs are heard.

T e




And cver, cver to her lap he flics,
When rosy Sleep comes on with sweet surprise,
Locked in her arms, his ayms across her flung,
(That name most dear for ever on his tongue)
As with soft accents round her neck Le clings,
And, cheek to cheek, her lulling song she sings,
How blest to feel the beatings of his heart,
Breathe his sweet breath, and kiss for kiss impart ;
Watch o’er his slumbers like the brooding dove,
And, il shie can, exliaust a mother™ fove!
But soon a nobler task demands her care.
Apart she joins his hittle hands in prayer,
Telling of Himn who sees In sceret there —
And now the volume on her knee has caught
His wandering eye—now many a written thought
Never to die, with many a lisping sweet
His moving, murmuring lips endeavour to repeat,
Released, he chases the bright buttertly ;
Oh he would follow-—dollow through the skyv!
Climbs the gaunt mastiff’ slumbering in his chain,
And chides and butfets, clinglog by the mane ;
Then runs, and, knecling by the fountain-side,
Scnds his brave ship in triumph down the tide,
A dangerons voyage ; or, if now he can,
If now he weurs the habit of a man,
Flings off the coat so long his pride and pleasure,
And, like a miser digging for his treasure,
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TTis tiny spadc in his own garden plics,

And in green letters sees his namne arise !

Where'cr he goes, for ever in her sight,

She looks, and Yooks,; and still with new delight !
Al who, when fading of itsell away,

Would cloud the sumshine of his little day!

Now is the May of Life.  Exulting round,

Joy wings his fect, Joy Iifts him from the groand !

Pointing to such, well might Cornclia say,

When the rich casket shone in bright array,

# These are MY Jowels 1 Well of such as ke,

When Justs spake, well might his language be,

¢« §uffer these little ones to come to me!” J

Thonghtful by fits, he scans and he reveres
The brow engraven with the Thoughts of Years;
Close by her side his silent homage given
As to some pure Intelligence from Heaven s
ITis eyes east downward with ingenuous shame,
His conscious cheeks, conscious of praise or blame, (
At once lit np as with a holy Hame ! }
Te thirsts for knowledge, speaks but to inguire :
And soon with tears relinguished to the Sire,
Spon in his kand to Wisdom’s temple led,
Holds secret converse with the Mighty Dead ;
Trembles und thrills and weeps as they inspire,
Burns as they burn, and with congenial fire !
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Like Her most gentle, most nnfortunate,
who in her chamber sate

Crowned hut to die
Musing with Plato, though the horn was blown,

And every ear and every heart was won, 1
And all in green array were chasing down the sun! }
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Then is the Age of Admiration—"len
Giods walk the earth, or beings more than men;
Who breathe the soul of Tnspiration round,
Whose very shadows consecrate the ground !
Al, then comes thronging many a wild desire,
And high imagining and thought of fire !

S—

Then from within a volce exclaims “ Aspire!™
Phantoms, that upward point, before him pass
As in the Cave athwart the Wizard’s glass ;
They, that on Youtli a grace, a lustre shed,

Of every Age—the living und the dead!

Thou, all-accomplished Surrey, thou art known ; ]

.

The flower of Knighthood, nipt as soon as blown!
Melting all hearts but Geraldine’s alone !
And, with his beaver up, discovering there
One who loved less to conquer than to spare,
Lo, the Black Warrior, he, who, battle-spent,
Bare-headed served the Captive in his tont !
Young B——— In the groves of Academe,

2

Or where Ilyssus winds his whispering stream ;

Or where the wild bees swarm with ceaseless hum,
Dreaming old dreams—a joy for years to come ;

Or on the Rock within the sacred Fane ;—

Scenes such as Mirrox songht, but sought in vain : ¥

* Te had wrived at Naples, and was preparing to visit Sicily and
firecce, when, hearing of the teoubles in England, he thought it proper to
rasten home
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And Mirrox®s self (at that thrice-hononred name
Well may we glow—aus men, we share his fune)
And Micron’s self, apart with beaming eye,

Planning he kuows not what—that shall not dic!

Oh in thy truth secure, thy virtue boeld,

Beware the poison in the cup of gold,

The asp among the flowers. Thy heart heats high,

As bright and brighter breaks the distant sky !

But every step is on enchanted ground :

Danger thou lov’st, wnud Dunger haunts thee round.
Wheo spurs his horse against the mountain-side ;

Then, plunging, slakes his fury in the tide?

Draws, and cries ho ! and, where the sun-beams fall,

At his own shadow thrusts wlong the wall?

Who dances without music; and anon

Sings like the huk—then sighs as woe-begone,

And folds his arms, and, where the willows wuve,

Glides i the moonshine by a maiden’s grave?

Come hither, boy, and clear thy open brow, l

Yon summncer-clouds, now hke the Alps, and now

A ship, a whale, change not so [ast as thow J
e hears me not—"Thosc sighs were {from the heart.

Too, teo well taught, he plays the lover™s pant,

He who at masques, nox feigning nor siucere,

With swoeet discourse would win a lady’s ear,

Lic at her feet and on her slipper swear

That none were half so faudtless, Lall so {air,
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Now through the forest hics, a stricken deer,
A hanished man, flying when none are near :
And writes on every tree, and lingers long
Where most the nightingale repeats her song ;
Wlhiere most the nymph, that haunts the silent grove,
Delights to syllable the names we love.
Two on his steps attend, m motley clad ;
One woceful-wun, one mervier yet as mad ;
Called Hope and Fear.  Hope shakes his cap und bells,
And flowers spring up among the woodland dells.
T'o Hope he listens, wandering without measure
Thro® sun and shade, lest in a trance of pleasure ;
And, 1f to Fear but for o weary mile,
Tlope tollows fust and wins Tam with a smile.
At length he goes—a Pilgrim to the Shrine,
And for a relic would @ world resign!
A glove, a shoe-tie, or a flower let fall—
What though the least, Love conscerates them all!
And now he hreathes in many a plaintive verse ;
Now wins the dull car of the wily nursc
Al carly matins (Ctwas at matin-time
That first he saw and sickened in his prime)
And soon the Sibyl, in her thirst for gold,
Plays with young hearts that will not be controlled.
“ Absence from Thee—us sell from sclf 1t seems !
Scaled is the garden-wall; and lo, her beams
Silvering the cast, the moon comes up, revealing
Hiz well-known form along the terrace stealing,
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—Oh, erc in sight he eame, twas his to thrill
A heart that loved him, though m secret still.
“Am lawake ¢ orisift, .. can it be
“ An idle dream 7 Nightly it visits me!
* —That strain,” she crieg, © as from the water 1'0&0.1
 Now near and nearer through the shade 1t Hows 1—
“ Now sinks departing—swecetest in its close ! I
No casement gleams ; no Juliet, like the day,
Comes forth and speaks and bids Ler lover stay,
still, Hke aérial music heard from far,
Nightly it rises with the cvening star.

—*“ She loves another ! Love was in that sigh!”
On the cold ground he throws himself to die,
Fond Youth, beware.  Fhy heart is most deceiving.
Who wish are fearful; who suspeet, helieving.
~—And soon her looks the rapturows truth avow.
Lovely betore, oh, say how lovely now !
She flies not, frowns not, though he pleads his eanse :
Nor yet—nor yet her hand from his withdraws;
But by some sceret Power swrprised, subdued,
(Ah how vesist? And wonld she it she could /)
Fulls on his neck as half unconscions where,
(Glad to conceal her tears, her hlushes there.

Then come those full confidings of the past;
All sunshive now, where all was overeast.
Then do they wander till the day is gone,
Lost in each other; and when Night steals on,



Covering them round, how sweet her nccents arce!
Oh when she turns and speaks, her voiee 1s far,
“ar ahove singing —DBut soon noething stirs

L'o breuk the silence—dJdoy like his, like hers,
Deals not in words; and now the shadows closce,
Now in the glimmering, dying light she grows
Less and less carthly ! As departs the day,

All that was mortal seoms to melt away,

Till, like a gift resumed as soon as given,

She fades at last into a Spirit from ITeaven !

Then ave they blest indeed 3 and swilt the hours
Till her young Sisters wreathe her hair in flowers,
Kindling her beauty-—while, unscen, the least
T'witches her robe, then runs hehind the vest,
Known by her Tungh that will not be suppressed.
Then before All they stand—the holy vow
And ring of gold, no fond illusions now,

Bind her s his.  Across the threshold led,

And every tear kissed off as soon as shed,

Tlis house she enters—there to be a light
Shining within, when all without is night ;

A guardian-angel o’er his life presiding,
Doubling his pleasures, and his cares dividing ;
Winning him back, when mingling in the throng,
From a vain world we love, atas! too long,

To fire-side huppiness, to hours of ease,

Blest with that charm, the certainty to pleasc.

l
J
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How oft her eyes read his; her gentle mind

To all his wishes, all his thoughts inclined ;

Still subject—ever on the watch to borrow

Mirth of his mirth, and sorrow of his sorrow.

The soul of music slumbers in the shell,

Till waked and kindled by the master’s spell ;
And feeling hearts—touch them but rightly—pour
A thousand melodics unheard before ! .
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Nor many moons o’cr hill and valley rise
Ere to the gate with nymph-like step she flics,
And their fivst-horn holds forth, their darling boy,
With smiles how sweet, how full of love and jov,
To meet him coming ; theirs through every year
Pure transports, such as each to cach endear !
And laughing eyes and langhing voices fill
Their home with gladness.  She, when all are still,
Comes and undraws the curtain as they lie,
In sleep how beautiful ! He, when the sky
Gileams, and the wood sends np its harmony,
Wlien, gatheripg round his bed, they climb to share ]
His kisses, and with gentle violence there >
Break in upon o dream not half so fair, J
Up to the hill-top leads their little feet ;
Or by the forest-lodge, perchance to meet
The stag-herd on its march, perchance to hear
The otter rustling in the sedgy mere;
Or to the echo near the Abbot’s tree,
"That gave him back his words of pleasantry—
Wlhen the House stood, no merrier man than e !
And, ag they wander with a keen delight,
If but a Ieveret catch their quicker sight
Down a green alley, or a squirrel then
Climb the gnarled oak, and look and climb again,
If but & moth flit by, an acoern fall,
He twens their thoughts to ITim who made them all ;
These with unequal footsteps following fast,
These clinging by his cloak, unwilling to be last.
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The shepherd on Tornaro’s misty brow,
And the swart seaman, sailing far below,
Not undelighted watch the morning ray
Purphing the ortent—till it breaks av ay,
And burns and blazes into glorious day !

[ —
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But happier still s he who bends to trace

That sun, the soul, just dawning m the face ;

The burst, the glow, the animating strife,

The thoughts and passions stirring into Life

The forming utterance, the inguiring glance,

The glant waking from his tenfold trance,

Till up he starts as conscious whence he cume,

And all 1s Hght within the trembling frame !
What then a Father's feelings ! Joy and Fear

In turn prevail, Joy most ; and through the year

Tempering the ardent, urging night and day

Him who shrinks buck or wanders from the way,

Praising each highly—{rom  wish to ruise

‘Thelr merits to the level of his Praise,

Onward m ther observing sight he moves,

Fearful of wrong, in awe of whom he loves!

Their sacred presence who shall dare profanc !

Who, when He slumbers, hope to fix a stain /

He lives 2 model in his life to show,

That, when he dies and through the world they go,

Some men may pause and say, when some admire,

“They are his sons, and worthy of their sive! ™
Bat Man is born to suffer.  On the door

Sickness has set her mark ; and now no more

Laughter within we hear, or wood-notes wild

As of a motheyx singing to her child.

All new m anguish from that room retire,

Where a young cheek plows with consuning fire.

And Lnnocence breathes contagion—all but one,

But she who gave it hirth-—from her alone
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The medicine-cup is taken.  Through the night,
And through the day, that with its dreary light
Comes unregarded, she sits silent by,
Watching the changes with her anxious eye:
While they without, listening below, above,
{Who but In sorrow Lkuoow how much they love?;
From cvery little noise catch hope and fear,
Fxchanging still, still as they furn to hear,
Whispers and sighs, and smiles all tenderness
That would in vain the starting tear repross.
Such grief was ours—it scems but yesterday—
When in thy prine, wishing so much to stay,
*I'was thine, Maria, thine without a sigh
At midnight in a Sister’s arms to dic!
Oh thou wert lovely—lovely was thy frame,
And pure thy spirit as from Tleaven it eame !
And, when recalled to join the blest above,
Thou diedst a victim to excecding love,
Nursing the young to health. In happicr howrs,
‘When idle Faney wove luxuriant flowers,
Once in thy mirth thou bad’st me write on thee;
And now I write—what thou shalt never sce!
At length the Father, vain his power to save,
Follows his child in silence to the grave,
{That child how cherished, whom he would not give,
Sleeping the sleep of death, for All that live ;)
Takes a last look, when, not unheard, the spade
Scatters the carth as  dust to dust > is said,
Takes a last look and goes; his best relief
Consoling others in that hour of gricf,
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And with sweet tears and gentle words infusing
The holy calim that leads to heavenly musing.

" But hark, the din of arms! no time for sorrow.
To horse, to horse! A day of blood to-morrow !
One parting pang, and then—and then I fly,

Fly to the field, to triumph—or to dic!'—

He gaes, and Night comes as it never cami!
With shrieks of Liorror l—und o vault of flame!
And lo ! when morning mocks the desolate,

Red vuns the river by 5 and at the gate
Breathless a horse without Lis rider stands!

But hush ! . . & shout from the victorions bands !
And oh the smiles and tears, a sire restored !
One wears his helny, one buckles on his sword
One hangs the wall with Luurel-leaves, and ull
Spring to prepave the soldier’s festival ;

While She 1)(}51—1()‘;3(1, till then forsaken never,
Clings round his neck as she would cling for ever!

Such golden deeds lead on to golden days,

Days of domestic peace—Dby him who plays
On the great stage how uneventful thought;

Yet with a thousand busy projects fraught,

A thousand incidents that stiv the mind
To pleasure, such as leaves no sting behind !
Such us the heart delights in—and records
Within how silently—in more than words !

A Holiday—the frugal bangnet spread
On the fresh herbage near the fountain-head
With quips and cranks--—~what time the woeod-lark there
Noatters her leose netes on the sultry air,
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What time the king-fisher sits perched below,

Where, silver-bright, the water-lilies blow
A Wake—tlie booths whitening the village-green,
Where Punch and Scaramouch aloft arc seen ;
Sign beyond sign in close array unfurled,

Picturing at large the wonders of the world ;
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And far and wide, over the vicar’s pale,
Tack hoods and scarlet crossing hill and dale,
All, all abread, and music in the gale:—
A Wedding-dance—a dance into the night
On the baxyn-floor, when maiden-feet are light;
When the young bride receives the promised dower,
And flowers are flung, herself a fairer flower i—
A morning-visit to the poor man’s shed,
( Who would be rich while One was wanting bread )
When all are emulous to bring relief,
And tears are fulling fast—but not for grief:—
A Walk in Spring—Grarran, like those with thee
By the heath-side (who had not envied me?)
When the sweet linmes, so full of bees in June,
Led us to meet heneath thelr boughs at noon ;
And thou didst say which of the Great and Wise,
Could they but hear and at thy bidding rise,
Thou wouldst eall up and question.
Graver things
Come in their tnrm. Morning, and Evening, brings
Lts holy office; and the sabbath-bell,
That over wood and wild and meuntain-dell
Wanders so far, chasing all thoughts nnholy
With sounds most musical, most melancholy,
Not on his ear is lost.  Then he pursues
The pathway leuding through the aged yews,
Nor unattended ; and, when zll are there,
Pours out his spirit in the House of Prayer,
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That House with many a funeral-garland Lung *

Of virgin-wlite—meniorials of the young,

The last yet fresh when marriage-chimes were vinging,
And hope and joy in other hearts were springing ;
That House, where Age led in by Tilial Love,
Their looks eomposed, their thevughts on things above,
The world forgot, or all its wrongs forgiven

Wlho would not say they trod the path to Tleaven ¢
Nor at the fragrant howr—at carly duwn—

Under the elm-tree on his level lawn,

Ov in his porch is he less duly found,

When they that ery for Justice guther round,

And i that cry her sacred voice s drowned ;

s then to hear and weigh and arbitrate,

Like Arrrep judging at his palace-gate,

Healed at his toneh, the wounds of discord close ;

And they rveturn as friends, that came as foes,
Thus, while the world but claims its proper part.

Oft in the head but never in the heart,

His life steals on 5 within his quict dwelling

That home-felt joy all other joys excelling,

Sick of the erowd, when enters lie—nor then

Forgoets the cold indifference of men ?
Soon through the gadding vine the sun looks in,

And gentle hands the breakfast-rite begin.

Then the bright kettle sings its matin-song,

Tien fragrant clouds of Mocha and Seouchong

* A eostorn in sowe of our country-chinrches.
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Blend as they rise ; and (while without are seen,

Sure of their meal, the small hirds on the greea ;

And in from far a school-hoy’s letter flies,

Tlushing the sister’s cheek with glad surprise)

‘Thut sheet unfolds (whe reads, that reads it not?)

Born with the duy and with the day forgot ;

Its ample page various as human life,

Lhe pomp, the woe, the bustle, and the strife !
But nothing lasts, In Autumn at his plough

Met and solicited, behold him now

Leaving that umbler sphere his fathers knew,

The sphere that Wisdom loves, and Virtue too;

They who subsist not en the vain applanse

Misjudging man now gives and now withdraws.
"I'was morn—the sky-lark o’er the furrow sung

As from his lips the slow consent was wrung ;

As drom the glebe his fathers tilled of old,

The plough they guided i an age of gold,

Bown by the beech-wood side he tarned away -

And now behold him in an evil day

Scrving the State again—not as hefore,

Not foot to foot, the war-whoop at his door,—

But in the Senate ; and {though round him fly

The jest, the snecr, the subtle sophistry,)

With honest dignity, with manly sense,

And cvery charm of natural eloguence,

Like Hamrpex struggling in his Country’s cause,

The first, the foremost to obey the laws,
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The last to brook oppression.  On he moves,
Careless of blame while his own heart approves,
Careless of ruin—i(*° For the general good

"TI'is not the first time 1 shall shed iy blond.”)
On thro’ that gate misnamed, thro® which hefore
Went Sidney, Russell, Raleigh, Cranmer, More,
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On into twilight within walls of stone,

Then to the place of trial ; and alone,

Alone before his judges in array

Stands for his life: there, on that awful day,
Counscl of friends—all human help denicd—
All but from her who sits the pen to guide,
Like that sweet Saint who sat by Russeun’s side
Under the Judgment-seat.
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But guilty men
I'rimmph not always.  To his hearth again,
Again with honour to his hearth restored,
Lo, in the accustomed chair and at the board,
Thrice greeting those who most withdraw their claim,
(The lowliest servant calling by Lis name)
He reads thanksgiving in the eyes of all,
All met as at a holy festival !
—~On the day destined for his funcral !
Lo, there the ¥riend, who, entering where he lay, ]
Breathed in his drowsy car “ Away, away !
Take thouw my cloak—Nay, start not, but obey— j
Take it and leave me.”  And the-blushing Maid,
Who thro’ the streets as thro” a desert strayed ;
And, when her dear, dear Father passed along,
‘Would not be held——but bursting through the throng,
Halberd and battle-axe—Ikissed him o’cr and o’er; 1
Then turned and went—then sought him as before,
Belicving she should sce his face no more! I
And oh, how changed at once—no heroine here,
But a weak woman worn with grief and fear,
Her darling Mother ! *T'was but now she smiled :
And now she weeps upon her weeping child!
—But who sits by, her only wish helow
At length fulfilled—and now prepared to go?
His hands on hers—as through the mists of might, 1
She gazes on hir with imperfeet sight ;
Hex glory now, as ever her delight! ,‘
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To her, methinks, o second Youth is given ;
The tight upen her face a light from Heaven !

An hour like this is worth a thousand passed
In pomp or ease—""T'is present to the last !
Years glide away untold-—"Lis still the same !
As fresh, as fair as on the day it cane !

And now once more where most he loved to be,
In his own ficlds-—breathing tranquillity—
We hail him—mnot less happy, Fox, than thee! )
Thee at 8t Anne’s so soon of Care beguiled,
Playful, sincere, and artless as a child !
Thee, who wouldst watch a bird’s nest on the spray,
Through the gveen leaves exploring, day by duy.
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How oft from grove to grove, from seat to scat,
With thee conversing in thy loved retreat,

I saw the sun go down —Ah, then "twas thine
Ne'er to forget some volwmne half divine,
Shakspeare®s or Dryden’s—thro’ the chequeredshade ]

Borne in thy hand behind thee as we strayed ; ;
And where we sate (and many a halt we made) j
To read there with a fervour all thy own, }

And in thy grand and melancholy tone,
Some splendid passage not to thee wiknow, j
Fit theme for lorg discourse—"Tly bell has tolled !
—But in thy place among us we Lehold
Oue who resembles thee. ]

*I'ts the sixth hour.
The village-clock strikes from the distant tower.
The ploughman lewves the field ; the traveller hears,
And to the inn spurs forward., Nature woars
Her sweetest smile; the day-star in the west
Yet hovering, and the thistle’s down at rest,

And such, his lahour done, the calm He knows ™
Whose footsteps we have followed.  Round lim glows
An atmosphere that brightens to the last ;

‘The light, that shines, veflceted from the DPast,
—And from the Future too! Active in Thought
Among old books, old friends; and not nngought

* A ille quanti snnt, animum fatquarn sineritls stipeudiis Ibidings, an.
bitienis, eoutentionts, inimicitinrum, capiditatum  cimnimn, secum esse,
wornuue (ut dicitar) vivere *—Che. De Sencetute.
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By the wise stranger—in his morning-hours,
When gentle airs stir the fresh-blowing flowers,
TTe muses, turning up the idle weed ;

Or pruncs or grafts, or in the yellow mead
Watches lis bees at hiving-thue ;¥ and now,
The ladder resting on the orchard-hough,

Culls the delicious fruit that hangs in air, ]
The purple plum, green fig, or golden pear, [
"Mid sparkling eyes, and hands uplifted there. i

At night, when all, assembling round the five,
Closer and closer draw till they retive,
A tale is told of India or Japan,
Of merchants from Goleond or Astracan,
What time wild Nature revelled unrestralned,
And Sinbad truvelled and the Caliphs reigned
Of Knights renowned from holy Palestine,
And Minstrels, such as swept the lyre divine,
When Blondel came, and Richard 4 1n his Cell
Heard, s he tay, the song he knew so well =
Of some Norwegian, while the icy gale
Rings in her shrouds and beats her iron-sail,
Among the shining Alps of Polar scas
Immovecable—tor ever there to freeze !

* Hine ubi jun omissum caveis ad sidera cali
Nave per astatem Tguidam suspexeris agmen,
Contemplitor— Vg,
T Kchaed the Fiest, Toy e roantie stay here aliuded to, we e
indebted to the French Clooniclers.—Sce Faceugr, Reenedl de VOrigine

de L Tamgne of Paoisie 1,
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Or some great Caravan, from well to well
‘Winding us darkness on the desert fell,

In thelr Jong march, such as the Prophet bids,
'Fo Mecca from the Land of Pyranids,

And in an instant lost—a hollow wave

Of burning sand thelr everlasting grave !—
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Now the scene shifts to Venice—to a squarc

Glittering with light, all nations magking there,
With light reflected on the tremulous tide,
Where gandolas in gay confusion glide,
Answering the jest, the song on cvery side;

N ——
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"T'o Naples next—and at the crowded gute,
Where Grief and Fear ané wild Amazement wail,
Lo, on his back a Son brings in his Sive,
Vesuvius blazing like a Weorld on fire!'—
Then, at a sign that never was forgot,
A strain breaks forth (who hears and loves it not 7)
From harp or organ! "Tis at parting given,
That in their slunbers they may dream of Heaven;
Young voices mingling, as 1t floats along,
In Tuscan air or Handel’s sacred song !

And She inspires, whose beanty shines in all ;
Yo soon to weave a daughter’s coronal,
And at the nuptial rite smile through her tears ;—
Qo soon to hover round her {ull of fears,
And with assurance swect her soul revive
In child-birth—when a mother’s fove is most alive!

No, ’tis not here that Solitude is known.
Through the wide world he only is alone
‘Who lives not for another. Come what will,
The generous man has his companion still ;
The cricket on his hearth 5 the buzzing fy,
That skims hix roof, or, be his roof the sky,

————

Still with its note of gladness passes by :
And, in an ivon cage condemned to dwell,
The cage that stands within the dungeon-cell,
He feeds his spider—happier at the worst
Than he at large who in himself is curst!

O thou all-cloquent, whosc mighty miniet,
Streams from the depth of ages on mankind,
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Streams like the day
Thy full cifulgence on the hoary head,
Speaking in Cato’s vencrable voice

T 8 2

who, angel-like, hast shed

¢ Look up, and faint not

Laint not, hut rejoice ™
From thy Elysium guide him. Age has now
Stamped with its signet that ingenuous brow :

And, mid his old hereditary trees,

Trees hie has climbed so oft, he sits and sces

His children’s children playing round his knees :
Then happiest, youngest, when the quoit is flung,
When side by side the archers’ bows are strung ;
is to prescribe the place, adjudge the prize, 1
Envying no more the young their energics

Than they an old man when his words are wise : J
His a delight how pure—without alloy ;

Strong in their strength, rejoicing m their joy !

Now in their turn assisting, they repay
The anxious cares of many and many a day;
And now by those he loves relieved, restored,
Iis very wants and weaknesses atford
A feeling of enjoyment.  Tn his walks,
Leaning on them, how oft he stops and talks,
While they look up ! Their questions, their replies,
Fresh as the welling waters, round him rise,
Gladdening his spirit: and, his theme the past,
How eloguent he is ! His thonghts flow fast;
And, while his heart {oh, can the heart grow old !
False arc the tales that in the World are told 1)
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Swells in his voice, he knows not where to end ;
Like one discoursing of an absent friend,

But there are moments which he calls Tis own,
Then, never less ulone than when alone,
Those that he loved so long and sces no more,
Loved and still loves—not dead—hut gone before,
1lc gathers round him; and revives at will
Seenes in his life—that breathe enchantment still—
"That ¢come net now at dreary intervals—
But where a light as from the Blessed falls,

A light such gucsts bring cver—pure and holy—
Lapping the soul in sweetest melancholy !

—Ah then less willing (nor the chotee condemn)
"T'o live with others than to think on them !

And now behold him up the hill ascending,
Memory and llope like evening-stars attending ;
Sustained, exeited, till his course is run,

3y deeds of vivtue done or to be done.

When on his couch he sinks at length to rest, 1
'Thosc by his counsel saved, his power redressed,
Those by the World shunned ever as unblest, J
At whow the rich man’s dog growls {rom the gate,
But whom he sought out, sitting desolate,

Come and stand round—the widow with her child,
As when she first forgot her tears amd smiled!
They, who watch by lnam, sce not 5 but he sees,
Sees and exults—Were ever dreams like these !
They, who watch by him, hear not 5 but he hears,
And Earth recedes, and Heaven itsell appears!
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"I'is past ! That hand we grasped, alas, in vain!
Nor shall we look upon his faee again !
But to his closing eves, for all were there,
Nothing was wanting ; and, through many a year
We shall remember with a fond delight
The words so precions which we heard to-night ;
Ilis parting, though awhile our sorrow flows,
Like selting suns or music at the close!

Then was the dramu ended.  Not 11 then,
So full of chunce and change the lives of men,
Could we pronounce him happy. Then sccure
Ifrom pain, from grief, and all that we endure,
He slept in peace—say rather soared to Tleaven,
Upborne from Farth by Him to whom ’tis given
In his right hand te held the golden key
That opes the portuls of Eternity.
~—When by a good man’s grave I muse alone,
Mcthinks an Angel sits upon the stone
Like those of 0ld, on that thrice-hallowed night,
Who sate and watch’d in raiment heavenly bright
And, with a voice inspiring joy not fear,
Says, pointing upward, ©“ Know, He is not here ! ”

But now ’tis time to go ; the day is spent ;
And stars are kindling in the firmament,
Lo us how silent—though like ours perchance
Busy and full of life and errcumstance ;
Where some the paths of Wealth and Power pursue,
Of Pleasure some, of Happiness a {ew ;
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And, as the sun goes round—a sun not ours—
While from hey lap unother Nature showers
Gifts of her own, some from the crowd retire,
Think on themselves, within, withowt Inguire :
At distance dwell on all that passes there,

All that their worlil reveals of good and fair:
And, as they wander, picturing things, like me,
Not as they are but as they ought to be,

Trace out the Journey through their little Day.
And fondly dream an idle hour away.




NOTES

P. G4, L 1.
Ntaened still to gz,

See the Thud, Losviii. v, 496,

v, L 1T
e prethiveey fronds it 8o e precipice ;

See Bossurr, Seemon sur la Résurrection.

WA, 1, 9.
We fly ; no westing for the foot we find ;

“ 1 have consideved,”™ saye Solomon, “all the works that
are under the sun ; and behold all is vanity and vexation of
spirit.”  But who believes it, till death tells it us ? ki is
death alone that can suddenly make man to know himself,
He tells the proud and insolent, that they are but abjects,
and humbles them at the instant. He takes the account of
the rich man, and proves him a beggar, a naked beggar. He
holds a glaws hefore the cyes of the most beantifal, and makes
them see thereiu their deformity ; and they acknowledge it.

O eloquent, just, and mighty Death ! whom none could
advise, thou hast persuaded ; what noue have dared, thou
hast done; and whom all the world have flattered, thou
only hast cast oul and despised: thou hast drawn together
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all the far-streiched greatness, all the pride, cruelty, amd
ambilion of man, and eovered 1t all over with these fwo
narrow words, fic jecet—Raruien.

P67, Lo
Now, acvaph-winged, amuny the stars we sowr §
fnconeeivable are the limits to our progress in Scleuce.
A peint that yesterday was invisible, is our gonl to-day,
and will he vur starting-post to-morrow.”

a7, 1 4.
Through the diu certaing of Futurity.

Faney can hardly forbear to conjecture with what temper
Millon surveyed the silent progress of his work, and marked
his veputation stealing its way in 2 kind ol subterraneous
current through fear and silence. 1 cannot but conceive
hint ealm and confident, little disappointed, not at all de-
jucted, relying on his own merit with steady consclonsness,
and waiting, withont impaticnee, the vicissitudes of opinion,
and the impartiality of a fnlure generation.——loussox.

After ling 14, in the M3,
O)'er place and time we triumph ; on we go,
Ranging at will the realms above, helow ;
Vet, ah, how little of ourselves we know !
And why the heart beats ou, or how the brain
Says to the fuot, © Now move, now vest again.”
I'rem age to age we search and scarch in vain.

. 67, L. 17.
Behold Wom sme wnbar the prisow-door,

An allusion to John Howard.,  # Wherever he came, 1n
whatever country, the prisons and hospifals were thrown
opent to him as to the general Censor.  Buch is the foree of
pure and exalted virtue !
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B, 1. 2.
Luieg with bis fricnd in geiervies coity,

Aristotle’s definition of Friendship, “one soul in two
hodies,” is well exemplifierd by some ancient Author in a
dialogue between Ajax and Achillex. € Of all the wounds
P osays Ajaxn, ®wlich was the
most painful to you 27 ——* That which I received from
? veplies Achilles.
a wound ¢ “Yer, and 2 mortal one ; when he slew my
friend, Patroclus.”

you ever received in ballle,

tlector,” “But Heclor never gave yon

P67, L2
Do what he will, e,

These ideas, whence are they derived ; or as Plato woulid
hiave expressed himself, where were they acpuired ! There
eonld not be n hetler argument for his dectrine of a pre-
exislent state,

. 1 est visible-
- henrenx, dont
il est déehu, ot qu’il ne peat vetroover. Il le chevche par-

Irhomme ne sait A quel rang se mettre

nt en lul des restes dun €

ment cgard et

tout avee inquidtude cb sans sueees dans des ténchres impe-
nétradiles.
deur ke eonclut. de sa misere.

8a mistre se conclut de sa grandeur, ¢b sa gran-

PPasear.

I, 8, L L.
Bur suon 'tis past—

This light, which is so heavenly in its Tustre, and which
is everywhere and on everylthing when we leok roomd us
on our arrival here ; which, while it lasts, never Teaves us,
rejuicing us by night as well as by day, and lighting ap ouwr
very dreams 3 vet when it fades, fades so s
goes, goes out for ever,—we may address it in the words of
the Toef, words which we might apply so often in this tran-
sitory life :

Too soun your value from your loss we learn !
Lpistles in Verse, i

, and, when it
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X, 68, 1.17.

e e ke the stone
That sheels aahits o Tustre all its own,

See “ Observalions on a diamond that shines in the dwrk.”
—Bovre's Wouks, I, 789,

r.om, Lo
Schooled and trained up to Wisdom from kis birth ;

Cicero, in his Essay Do Senectute, has dyawn his images
from the better walks of Life 5 and Shakspeare, in his Beven
Ages, has done so foo. Dot Shakspesre treats his subject
ally 3 Cicero as a Philovopher,  In the venerable por-
vrait of Cato we discover no traces of “{he lean and slippered
Pantaloen.”

Every ohject has a bright and a dack side ; and 1 have
endeavoured tolook at things as Cicere hasdone. By som,
howover, T may be thought 1o have followed too much my
own dream ol happiness s anil in sueh a dream indeed |
have often passed a solitary hour. It was Castle-building
once ; now it is no longer =0, But wheever would {ry to
realise it, wonld not perhaps repent of his endeavour.

Bt

r.ag, L s
T'he day avrives, the moment wished and fonred ;

A Persian Poel has left ns a heantiful thought on this
subject, which the reader, if e has not met with it, will be
glad to know, and, if he has, to remember,

Thee on thy Mother's knees, a new-bom child,

In tears we saw when all around thee smiled.

Ho live, that, sinling in thy last long sleep,
Smiles may be thine, when all around thee weep,

For my verzion [ am in a great measure indebted to Siv
William Jones.
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oy, LIn
& These are My Jowels 1™
The anecdote here alluded to, is related by Valerius
Maximus, Til.iv, ¢, 1

IS WER
< Safer these Little ones o come lo me 17

In our early Youth, while yet we live only among those
we love, we love without restraint, and our hearts overflow
in every look, word, and action. But when we enter the
world and are repulsed by strangers, forgotien by friends,
we graw more and more fimid In our approaches even to
those we love best,

Tow delightfal to us then are the little carcsses of chil-
dven! All sIncerily, all affection, they fly inte onr arms ;
and {hen, aud then only, do we feel omr first confidenee, ouy
firsi pleasure,

BT T
N e vereres
The browe engroven awith the Thowalts of Yeuwrs ;

This is a law of Nature,  Age was ancien{ly synonynious
with power ; and we may always observe that the old are
held in more or lass honour as men are move or less virtnons,
“Shame,” says Homer, “bids the youth beware how he
accosts the man of many years.” * Thou shalt rise wp
helere the hoary head, and honour the face of an old man.”
Teviticus.

Among us, and wherever hirth and possessions give rank
and authority, the young and the profligate are seen con-
tinually above the old and the worthy : ihere Age can never
find its duerespeel.  But among many of the ancient nations
it was otherwise ; and they reaped the benefit of it, Rien
ne maintient plus les mogury, quune extréme subordination
des jeunes gens envers les vieillards,  Les uns el les autres
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setont contenus, ceux-la par le vespeet qu'ils auront ponr les
vieillards, et ceux-el par le yespect yu’ils anront pour enx-
mémes,—Monresquny,

7L, 19
Byrns as they buri, and with congerint fire.

How many generations have passed avway, how many
“empires and how many luguages, since Homer sung hig
verses to the Grecks! Yol the words which he uttered and
which were only so much Heeting breath, remnin entive 1o
this day, and will now in all probability eontinue 1o delight
and instruct mankind as long as the worldl endnres,

P. i:
Like £ler most geatle, most wufortunate,

™

L

Before T went inte Germany, 1 cane to Brodegate in
Leicestersbire, to take my leave of that noble Lady Jane
Grey, to whom I was execeeding mueh belolding,  Tler
parents, the Duke and Duchess, with all the Household,
Gentlemen and Gentlewemen, were hunting in the park. 1
foand her in her chamber, reading Phasdo Platonis in Greek,
and that with as much delight as some gentlemen wonld
read & meny fale in Boccace.  After salutation, and duty
done, with some other talk, I asked her, why she wenld lose
such pastime in the park ! Smiling, she answered me; <1
wist, all their sport in the park is bul a shadow to that
pleasure whieh | find In Plato.”—Rocrn Ascizaa.

P73 L.
Then is the Aae of Admivation—
Dante in his old age was pointed ont to Petyarch when a
boy ; and Dryden to Pope.
Who does not wigh that Dante and Dryden could have
known the value of the homage that was paid them, and
foreseen the greatness of their young admirers ?
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Poi, L
Awd NaLron’s sl

I began thus far to assent ... te an Inwand prompiing
which new grew daily upon me, that by labowr and mtent
sy, (which 1 take to be my portion in this life) joined
with Lhe strong propensity of nature, T might perhaps leave
sumething zo wrillen {o aflertimes, as they shoukl not
willingly let it dio—RMiuzox.

P75, Lal
Lo Ctwas ab mothe-time
Love wnd devotion are sild to be nearly nllied.  Boccaceio
fell in love at Naples i the church of 8t. Lorenzo ; as
Petrareh had done at Avignon in the church of St. Clair.

P76, L7
Laseel g bepive, vhy sery howe Torely wow !
I it not true, that the young not only appear to be, but
really ave, most beautiful in the presence of those they love ¢
k calls forih all their beaniy,

LT
clied feeliig hearts—touch them but wightly—pour
A thewsand wolodivg wnheard befure f

Xenophon has Ieft us a delightful instance of conjugal
atfeciion,

The king of Armenia not fuifilling his promise, Cyrus
entered the country, and, having tiken him and all his
family prisoners, ovdered them ingtantly before him. Arnie-
nian, gaid he, you are free ; for you ave now sensible of your
error.  And what will you give me, if I restore your wife
to you I—All that T am able-—What, if 1 restove your
¢hildven 2—All that 1 am ablo.—And you, Tigrancs, said
he, turning to the Son, What wonld gore do, to save your
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wife from servitude 2 Now Tigranes was but litely married,
and had a greai love for his wife,  Cyrus, he replied, to save
her from servitude, T would willingly lay down my life.

Tiet each have his own again, said L\nh 3 and, when lLe
was departed, one spoke of his clemency ; and another of
hig valour : and anollier of his beauty and the graces of his
porsun,  Upon which Tigranes asked Lis wile, if she thought
him handsome.  Really, seid she, T did not look at, him—
At whoem then dj he said he would
lay down his life for me ——bvmpawlm, L. 1.

A
He turis theiv thoughts 2o Him who mede them off ;
When such is the ruling, the habilual sentiment of our
winds, the world becomes a temple and life itself one con-

tinued act of adoration.—Paley.

P, Lk
Throwgh the wight,
Hers the moumtul privilege, “ adsidese valetwlini, fovere
deficientem, satiart vultu, complexu."—Tacrres,

ez, 1
she sity silewt by,

We may Im\e many friends in life ; hut we ean only have
onc mother ; “a discovery,” says (-n), “which | never
made till it was too late.”

The child is 1o sooncr born than he elings to his mother ;
uor, while she lives, s her image absent from him i the
hour of his distress. Sir John Moorve, when he fell [Tom
his horse in the hattle of Corunna, fultered out with his
dyiug breath some message to his mother ; and whoe ean
forget the last words of Conradin, when, in his Afteenih
year, be was led forth to die at Naples, “0O my mother!
how great will be your gricf, when you hear of it ' **
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Pz, 198
voo . Cdust te dest?
How exquisite are those lines of Petrarch !
Le ¢respe ¢hiome d'or pure luvente,
21 Lumpegiae <1 el angelico rise,
Che solean far in terra un paradisn,
Poca polvere son, ¢he nully senle,
[ RN E N WS
e guesy and Night comes as @ necer came !
These circnmstances, as well as some others that follow,
are happily, as far as they regard Kngland, of an ancient
date.  To us the wiseries inflicted by a forcign invader are
now known only by deseription.  Many generations have
passed away since our counfrywomen saw the smoke of an

enemy s calnp

But the same passions are always at work everywhere,
and their effects are always uearly the same; though the
circumstances that attend them are infinilely various.

143, 1. 25

Nuch as the ket defights in—end records
Within how siletly—

S tont eela cons
pourvait le dée

stoit en faits, en actions, en paroles, om
e et le rendre en quelgue facon: mais
cornnent dire ec qui n'ételt ni dit, ni fait, ni pensé méme,
mals goitd, mais senti—Le yrai bonheur ne se déerit pas,
Rouvssuan.
Py, 127
.« o o and, when all wre there,

So many pathetic affections are awnkened by cvery excroise
of social devotion, that most men, T believe, carry away from
public worship a betior temper towards the rest of mankind
than they brought with them. Having all one interest to
secure, one Lord 1o serve, one Judgment Lo look forward te,
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we ennnat hui remember enr commaon velationship, and our
matural cqualily is forced upon vur thoughts.  The distine-
tions of civil life ure almost always insisted upon too muck,
and whatever conduces to restore the level, improves the
character on hoth sides.—If ever the poor man helds up his
head, it s at chareh; if ever the yich man Tooks upon him
with respect, it is there ; and both will be the hetter the
oftener they mect where the feeling of superiority is miti-
guted in the one and the spirit of the other is cvected and
confirmed.—aley. '
Lt 1. 24
Noos Heeodigh the goedding rine, .

An English breakfast ; which may well exclle in others
what in Rousscau continued through tife, un goid it pour
les dejeiinés. (Test le tems de Ta journde ot nous sommes
le plus tranguailles, ot nous cansons le plus & notre aise,

The Tuxaries here mentioned, familiar to ns as they now
are, were alwost unknown belore the Revolution,

P, 7, 1.2,
VWoith honest dignity,

He, who resolves 1o rise in the worlil by Talities or Reli-
gion, ean degrade his mind to any degree, when le sets
about il.  Overcome the first seruple, and the work is done.
*You hesitute,” said one who spoke from experience. < Pnt,
on the mask, young man ; and in avery little while you will
not know it from your own face.”

287, L2
Like WAMUDEN strugyling in Tis Uowndrys couse,
Zeusds is sald to have diawn his TTelen from an assem-
blage of the most beantiful women ; and many a Witer of
Wiction, in forming a life to his mind, has recourse to the
brightest moments in the lives of others,
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I may be saspected of having done wo here, and of having
designed, as it were, from living models ; bul, by making
an allusion now and then to those whe have veally lived, 1
thought I should give something of interest to the piciwre,
as well as better illustrate my meaning.

Page 83, 1. 2.
Careless of Woaie while his vy heart apprres,
Capvdons af rain—

“ By the Mass ! said the Duke of Narfolk te Siv Thomas
More, “ Uiy the Mass ! master More, it Is perilous striving
with princex ; the anger of a prince is death.”—Js thal all,
my lord ! then the ditference between vou and me is bat
this—that I sholl die to-day, and you to-morrow.”—Rovei’s
Life,

T8, L5
e thire® that gede wisicned,

Traitor’s Gate, the water-gate in the Tower of London.

v, L2
Then ta the place of trial ;

This ver&r alight sketch of Ci

i1 Misgension 15 taken from
our own annals ; but, for an obvious reason, not {rom those
of onr own Apge.

The persons, here immediately alluded to, lived more
thun a hundred yesrs ago, in a relon which Blackstone has
justly represented as wicked, sanguinary, and (urbulent ;
but such times have always afforded the most signal in-
stances of heroie courage and ardent affection.

Great, veverses, like theirs, lay open the human leart,
They occur indeed but seldom ; vet all men are liable to
them ; all, when they oceur o others, make them more or
Jess their own ; and, were we to deseribe ouy condition o
an inhabitant of some other planet, conld we omit what
forms so striking a cireumnstance in human life !
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r.ao, b2
aned odone,

A prisoner, proseculed for high treason, may now make
his defence hy connsel.  TIn the reign of William the Third
the law was altered 5 and it was in rising {o urge the neces-
sity of an alteration, that Tord Shafteshury, with such
admirable quickness, took advantage of the cmbarrassmoent
that seized him.  “ 1 1" said he, “ who tise enly {o give
my opinion of this bill, am so confounded that 1 cannot say
what T intended, what mnst be the condition of that niam,
whe, withoul any assistance, 1 pleading for s life 77

Iag, L7,
Liike that sweet Sceinf wcho sote by Russpny’s side
Under the Judgiment-scar,
Lord Russell. May I have somehody to write, to assisl
my memoery.
M. Attorney General. Yes, a Servant.
Lovd Clicf Justice. Any of vour Bervants shall assist yon
in writing any thing you please for you,
Lord Russell. My Wife is here, my Lord, to do it.—
Sratyr Tuiaws, TT.
o, L5,
Theice grecting those who most withdraw their dloim,
See the Aleestis of Buripides, v. 104

P. o, Lo,
Lo, there the Friend,
Such as Russell fonnd in Cavendish; and such as many
have fonnd.
P00, 1. 15
Auwd, when ke deary dear Father passed alung,
An allusion to the last interview of Sir Thomas Move and
his daughter Margavet. “ Dear Meg,” sald he, when after-
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wards with a coal he wrote to bid hLer farewell, T never
liked your manner towards me better; for I like when
daughterly love and dear charity have no leisure to ook {o
werldly courtesy,"—Rorer’s Livs.

L. i, 1. 28,
Fer glory now, as ever her delight !

Tpaminondas, aller his vietory at Teuetra, rejoiced most of
all at the pleasure which it would give his father and moiher ;
and who would not have envied them their foelings ?

Cornelia was called al Rome the Mother-in-law of Seipio.
“ When,” said <he to her sons, “shall I be called the
Mother of the Gracehi 77
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P.ooa, 1.2, .
Tooveable— for ever there to frecze !
She was under all her suils; and looked less like a ship
inerusted with ice than icc in the fashion of a ship.—See
the Voyage of Caplain Thomas James, in 1631,

T, L6 o
OF burning sand their everlasting grave '—
After 1. ¢ in the MS.

Now the scene shifts to Cashmere—to & glule
Where, with her Toved gazelle, the dark-cyed Mail
(IMer fragrant chamber for awhile resigned,
Her lute, by fits discoursing with the wind)
Wanders well-pleagsed, what tline the Nightingale
Singg to the Rose, rejoicing hill and dale ;
And now fo Venice—to a bridge, a squane, &e.

PoaG, 1,05,
Lo, on bis back w Son brings dn kis Sire,
An act of filial plely represented on the coins of Catana,
a Greek cily, some yemains of which ave still to he scen at
the foot of Mount Etna.  The story is told of two brothers,
who in thix manner saved both their parents. The place
lrom which they escaped, wus long called the fiell of 1he
pious ; and public games were annnally held there to com-
meorate the event,
o6, L7
Frow harp or orgar ¢
What a pleasing picture of domestic life ix given to ns by
Bishop Berkeley in his letters!  “The moere we have of
good instroments the better @ for all my ehildren, not ex-
cepting my little daughter, learn to play, and are preparing
to fill my house with harmony against all cvenls; that, il
we Liave worse times, we may have better spirits,”
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1~ G, 115,

And with sssnranc
T olild-bivth—
See the Aleestis of Kuripides, v. 325,

sgect fier sond reviee

I8, L s,
Who lives not jor another.

How often, says an excellent writer, do we err in our
estimate of happiness! When T hear of » man who has
noble parks, splendid palaces, and every luxwry in life, 1
always inquire whem he Lus to love ; and, if T find he has
nehody or does not love those he has—in the midst of all
his grandeur T pronounce him a being in deep adversily.

£ 06, 198
03 then all-cloquent, whosz mighty ndind

Cicero. [t is remarkable thal, among the comforty of
Old Age, Tie has not mentioned those arising from the
sodely of women and children.  Pevhaps the husband of
Terentin and “the father of Marcus felt something on the
subject, of which he was willing to spare himsclf the recol-
lection.”

Pooa, .2t
And stars wre kindling in the firmament,

An old writer breaks off in a very lively manner at a
later hour of ke night. “But the Hyades run low in the
heavens, and to keop our eyes open any longer were to acl
our Antipodes. The Huntsmen are up in Ameriea, and
they are alveady past their first sleep in Persin.”
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Berore 1 conclude, 1 would say something in favour of
the old-tashioned triplet, which | have here ventured to nxe
s0 often.  Dryden scems to have delighted in it, and in many
of his poems has wsed if much oftener than I have done, as
for instance in the Hind and Panther®, and in Theodore and
TTonoria, where he Introduces it three, four, and even five
fimes in succession.

If T have erred any where in the struclure of my verse
from a dasire to follow yet earlier and higher cxamples, I
vely on the forgiveness of thoso én whose ewr the music of owr
old versification s still sounding t.

* Pope used to mention this pocn as the nost eorrect speeimen of
Dryden's versifieation. It wis indeed written when he had completely
formed his manner, and may be supposed to exhibit, negligenee excepted,
hig deliberate and nitimate seheme of metro —JoBNsoN,

1 With regard to irisyllables, as their aceent is very rarely on the Inst,
they cannt properly be any rhymes ut ull: yei neverthelessk highly com-
mend those, wha have judicicusly and sparingly introduced them, as such,
—GRAY.



AN EPISTLE

Ti¥

A FRIEND.
1798.

¥illula, . . . . ct pauper agelle,
Me tibi, et hos unit mecum, quos semper amavi,
Cotmmende.






PREFACE.

Every reader turns with pleasure to those pass-
ages of Horace, and Pope, and Boilean, which
deseribe how they lived and where they dwelt;
and which, being interspersed among their satiri-
cal writings, derive a secret and irresistible grace
from the contrast, and are admirable examples of
what in Painting 13 termed repose.

We have admittance to ITorace at all hours.
We cnjoy the company and conversation at his
table; and his sappers, like Plato’s, “ non solum
in presentia, sed etiam postero die jucundm sunt.”
But, when we look round as we sit there, we find
ourselves in a Sabine farm, and not in a Roman
villa. His windows have every charm of progpect ;
hut his furniture might have descended from Cin-
cinnatus ; and gems, and picturcs, and old marbles,
are mentioned by him more than once with a
seeming indiilerence.

His English Imitator thought and felt, perhaps,
more correctly on the subject ; and embeilished his
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garden and grotto with great industry and success.
But to these alone he solicits our notice. On the
ornaments of his house he issilent; and he appears
to have reserved all the minuter touches of his
poncil for the library, the chapel, and the ban-
queting-room of Limon. “Le savoir de notre
sitele,” says Rousseau, ““tend beaucoup plus a
détruire quwa édifler. On censure dun ton de
maitre; pour proposer, il en faut prendre un
autre,”

Tt is the design of this Epistle to illustrate the
virtue of True Taste; and to show how little she
requires to secure, not only the comforts, bat even
the clegancies of life.  True Taste is an excellent
Economist. She confines her choice to fow objects,
and delights in producing great effects by small
means ; while False Taste is for ever sighing after
the new and the rarc; and reminds us, in her
worls, of the Scholar of Apelles, who, not heing
able to paint his Helen beautiful, determined to
make her fine.



Aw inritutiwon —The approach to a Villa deseribed— Its sitnation—Jts
P

=

fom apaatments— Fuipi

with easte from the Aatipee, Se.—The
dipity-rovm—The libvary—A eoldebath— A winter-wall— A swi-
mer-wetk—"The invitation rencced—Conelusion.

Wirnn, with a Ruavmrr’s <kill, thy corieus mind
Has clussed the insect-tribes of human-kind,

Each with its busy huwn, or gilded wing,
[ts subtle web-work, or its venomed sting ;

k
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Let me, to claim a few unvalued hours,
Point out the green lane rough with fern and flowers ;
The sheltered gate that opens to my field,
And the white front thro’ mingling clms revealed,

In vain, alas, a village-friend invites
To simple comforts, and domestic rites,
‘When the gay months of Carnival resume
Their annual round of ghtter and perfume ;
When London hails thee to its splendid mart,
Its hives of sweets, and cabinets of art;
And, lo, majestic ag thy manly song,
Flows the full tide of human Iife along.

Still must my partial penal love to dwell
On the home-prospeets of my hermit-cell ;
The mossy pales that skivt the orchard-green,
Here hid by shrub-wood, there by glimpses secen;;
And the brown path-way, that, with carcless flow,
Sinks, and is lost among the trees below.
Still must it trace (the flattering tints forgive)
Each fleeting charm that bids the landscape live.
Oft o’cr the mead, at pleasing distance, pass
Browsing the hedge by fits the pannicred ass ;
The idling shepherd-boy, with rude delight,
Whistling his dog to mark the pebble’s flight ;
And in her kerchief blue the cottage-maid,
With brimming pitcher from the shadowy glade.
Far to the south a mountain-vale retires,
Rich in its groves, and glens, and village-spives ;
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Tts upland-lawns, and cliffs with foliage hung,
Its wizard-stream, nor nameless nor unsung :
And through the various year, the various day,
What scenes of glory burst, and melt awway !

When April-verdure springs in Grosvenor-square,

And the furred Beauty comes to winter there,
She hids old Nature mar the plan no move;
Yet still the scasons civele as before.

Ah, still as soon the young Aurora plays,

"Tho® moons and flambeaux trail their broadest blaze ;
As soon the sky-lark pours his matin-song,

Tho’ Evening lingers at the masque so long.

There let her strike with momentary ray,
As tapers shine their little lives away ;

There let her practise from herself to steal,
And look the happiness she does not feel s
The ready smile and bidden blush employ

At Faro-routs that dazzle to destroy ;

Tan with affected easc the essenced air,

And lisp of fashions with unmeuning stare.

Be thine to meditate an humbler flight,
When morning fills the fields with rosy light ;
Be thine to blend, nor thine a vulgar aim,
Repose with dignity, with Quiet fume.

Here no state-chambers in long line unfold,
Bright with broad mirrors, rough with fretted gold ;
Yet modest ornament, with nse combined,

Attracts the cve 1o exercise the mind.
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Small change of scene, small space his home requires,
Who leads a life of satisfied desires.

‘What tho’ no marble breathes, no canvas glows,
From every point a ray of genins flows !

Be mine to bless the more mechanic skill,
That starmps, renews, and multiplics at will ;
And cheaply circulates, thro” distant climes,
The fairest relics of the parest times.

Heve from the monld to conscious being start
Those finer forms, the miracles of art ;

Here chosen gems, imprest on sulphur, shine,
That slept for ages in a second mine ;

And here the faithful graver dares to trace

A Mrcirant’s grandeur, and a Rarirane’s grace !
‘Thy gallery, Florence, gilds my humble walls;
And my low roof the Vatican recalls !

Soon as the morning-dream my pillow flics,

Lo waking sense what brighter visions risc!
O mark! again the coursers of the Sun,

At Guwo’s call, their round of glory run !
Again the rosy ITonrs resume their flight,
Obscured and lost in floods of golden light !

But could thine erring friend so long forget
(Sweet source of pensive joy and fond regret)
T'hat here its warmest hues the pencil flings,

Lo! here the lost restores, the absent brings ;
And still the Few best loved and most revered
Rise round the board their social smile endearcd !
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Sclected shelves shall claim thy studious hours;
There shall thy vanging mind be fed on fowers!*
There, while the shaded lamp’s mild lustre streams,
Read ancient books, or dream inspiring drcams ;
And, when a sage’s bust arrests thee there,

Pause, and his features with his thoughts comparc.
—-Ab, most that Art my grateful raptire calls,
‘Which breathes a soul into the silent walls ; +
Which gathers round the Wise of every 'Longue,
All on whose words departed nations hung ;

Still prompt to charm with many a converse sweet ;
Guides in the world, companions in retreat!

Tho’ my thatched bath no rich Mosaic knows,
A Timpid spring with nnfelt current Hows,
Emblem of Life I which, still as we survey,

Seems motionless, yet ever glides away |

The shadowy walls record, with Attic art,

The strength and beauty which its waves impart.
MMere TrETIS, bending, with a mother’s fears

Dips her dear boy, whose pride restrains his tears.
There Viwus, rising, shrinks with sweet surprise,
As her fair self reflected seems to rise !

Far from the joyless glarc, the maddening strife,
And all the dull impertinenee of life,

!

.. apis Matina
More modogque
Grate carpentis thyma . . .—Ilok.
F Posten verds quarn Tytannio mihi libros disposuit, mens addita videtuy
iy wlibus, —Cre,
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‘I'hese cyclids open to the rising ray,
And close, when Nature bids, at close of day,
Ilere, at the dawn, the kindling landscape glows ;
There noon-day levees call from faint repose.
Here the flushed wave flings back the parting light;
There glimmering lamps anticipate the night.
When from his classic dreams the stadent steals, *
Amid the buzz of evowds, the whirl of whecels,
To muse unnoticed—while around him press
The meteor-forms of equipage and dress ;
Alone, in wonder lost, he scems to stand
A very stranger in his native land !
And (tho’ perchance of current coin possest,
And modern phrase by living lips exprest)
Like those blest Youths, forgive the fabling page,
Whose blameless lives deceived a twilight age,
Spent in sweet slumbers ; till the miner’s spade
Unclosed the cavern, and the morning played.
Ah, what their strange surprise, their wild delight !
New arts of life, new manners meet their sight!
In a new world they walke, as from the dead ;
Yet doubt the trance dissolved, the vision fled !

O come, and, rvich in intellectual wealth,
Blend thought with exercise, with knowledge health ;

# Ingeniwm, sibi quod vacuas desnmsic Athenas,
Ft studils annos seplem dedit, insenuitqie
Libis et curis, statudl taciturnins cxit
Plerumgue . . . ~~Hon.
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Long, in this sheltered scene of lettered talk,
With scher step repeat the pensive walk,

Nor scorn, when graver triflings fail to pleasc,
The cheap amusemoents of a mind at ease ;
Here every care in sweet oblivion cast,

And many an idle hour—not 1dly passed.

No tunefal echoes, ambushed at my gate,
Catch the blest accents of the wise and great.
Vain of its various page, no Albwu breathes
The sigh that Friendship or the Muse bequeaths.
Yet some good Genil o’er my hearth preside,
Oft the far {riend, with seeret spell, to guide;
And there I trace, when the grey evening lours,
A silent chronicle of happier hours !

When Christinas revels in a world of snow,
And bids her besries blush, her eavols flow,

ITis spangling shower when Frost the wizard flings

Or, borne in cther blue, on viewless wings,

O%er the white panc his silvery foliage weaves,
And gems with icicles the sheltering caves;
—Thy muffled friend his neetarine-wall pursucs,
What time the sun the yellow crocus woos,
Sereened from the arrowy North; and duly hies¥
To meet the morning-rumour as it flics ;

To range the murmuwring market-place, snd view
The motley groups that faithfnl Tuxizrs drew.

* Iallucem circinn, vespertinumgue pereres
BSape forum,—FHon,

»
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When Spring bursts forth in blossoms thro® the vale.
And her wild music triumphs on the gale,
Oft with my book I muse from stile to stilo;*
Oft in my porch the listless noon beguile,
Framing loose numbers, till declining day
Thro’ the green trellis shoots a erimson ray;
Till the West-wind leads on the twilicht hours,
And shakes the fragrant bells of closing flowers.
Nor boast, O Choisy, seat of soft delight,
The sceret charm of thy voluptuous night.
Vain is the blaze of wealth, the pomp of power!
Lo, kere, attendant on the shadowy Lour,
Thy closet-supper, served by hands unseen,
Sheds, like an evening-star, its ray serenc,
To hail onr coming.  Not a step profane
Bares, with rude sound, the cheerful rite restrain ;
Amnd, while the fingal banquet glows revealed,
Pure and unbought f—the natives of my ficld ;
While blushing fruits thro” seattered leaves invite,
Still clad in bloom, and veiled in azure lHght;—
With wine, as rich in years as [Toraen sings,
With water, clear as his own fountain flings,
The shifting side-boarid plays its humbler part,
Beyond the trinmyphs of o Loriot’s art.
Thus, in this calm recess, so richly fraught
With mental light, and luxury of thought,

* Tautdt, un livre en main, crrant dans les prévies . . —DBowesu.
t Duapes inematas . . .—Hon,
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My life steals on; (O could it blend with thine !}
Cuarcless my course, yet not without design,

So thro” the vales of Loire the bee-hives ghde,
The light raft dropping with the silent tide ;

8o, till the laughing scenes are lost in night,

"The busy people wing their various flight,

Culling unnumbered sweets from nameless flowers,
That scent the vincyard in its purple hours.

Rise, erc the watch-relicving clurions play,
Caught thro” St. James’s groves at blush of day:
Tire its full voice the choral anthem flings
Thro® trophicd tombs of heroes and of kings.

Hauste to the tranquil shade of learned ease,*

Tho’ skilled alike 1o dazzle and to please ;

Tho” each gay scene be scarched with anxious cye,
Nor thy shut door be passed without a sigl.

1f, when this roof shall kuow thy fricnd ne more,
Somc, formed like thee,should once,like thee, explore;
Invoke the lares of his loved retreat,

And his lone walks imprint with pilgrim-feet ;
Then be it said, (as, vain of better days,

Some grey domestic prompts the partial praisc)
“ Unlknown he hved, unenvied, not unblest ;
Reason his guide, and Happiness his guest.

In the clear mitrror of his moral page,

We trace the manners of a purer age.

* Tunecuas amo delicias doctamrue guiclem,
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His soul, with thirst of genuine glory fraught,
Searned the false Iustre of licentions thought.
—-One fair asylum from the world he knew,
Onc chosen seat, that charms with varions view !
Who boasts of more (helieve the serious strain)
Sighs for a home, and sighs, alas ! in vain.
Thro” cach he roves, the tenant of a day,

And, with the swallow, wings the year away!”




NOTES.
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R EEAR NI
(1 oer the: wced, af pleasing distaace, pess

Coxno of Medicis (ook most pleasure in his Apenmine
villa, becausc all that he commanded from it windows was
exclusively his own.  How unlike the wise Athenian, who,
when he had a farm to sell; directed the erier 1o proclaiw,
as its best recommendation, that it had a goed neighbom-
haod 1---1*Lee. in Vit Themist.

Poig 1
<hadd thorowgh the carivas year, the variows duy,
Horaee commenids the house,  longos guae prospieit agros.”
Istant views eontain the greatest variely, both in them-
selves, and in their aceidental variations.

o, L
Nl ehange of scene, smadl spave bis home vequives,

Many a great man, in passing through the apariments
of his palace, has made the melancholy reflection of the
venerable Cosmo: “ Questa ¢ troppo gran casa & si poca
fumiclia, —Macu. 1st, Wier, Iib, vii.

“larva, sed apta mihi,” was Ariosto’s inseription over
hit door in b
vonfess,” says Cowley, “1 love littleness almost in all things.

ua; aml who ean wish (o say more 1



A little convenient estate, a little eheerfn] house, a little
company, and @ very Llle feast.,”—Yssay vi.

When Socrates was asked why he had built for himself
soosmall a house ;= Small as it iy, he veplied, “ T wish |
could fill it with fifenlds,”"—Pranpurs, i, 9,

These indeed ave all thal awise man can desire Lo assem-
ble; “dor a erowd iz not company, and faces are but o
gallery of pieturcs, and tallke but o tinkling cymbal, where
there Is no love.”

124, L4
Frum cecry point a vy of grisius floes !

By these means, when all nature wears & lowering eoun-
tenance, I withdraw myself into the visionary worlds of
art; where T meet with shining landscapes, gililed triumphs,
heautiful fuces, nnd all those other objects that fill the mind
with gay ideas.

Anpmox,

It is remarkable that Antony, in hix adversity, passed
yome time in a small but splendid relreat, which he ealled
his Timonium, and from which might originate the ides
of the Pavisian Bondoir, that favourite apariment, 6e Pai
se vetéve powr Ere seul, mais ow Por ne boude point —Sriavo,
L xvil. Puor. in Vit, Anton.

1,124, 1. 20,
At Guine’s eall, §e.
Alluding to his eelebrated fresco in the Rospiglios Palace
at Rome,
o4 L2
Aned @il the Few lest foved aand most revered
The dining-roem 1 dedicated to Conviviality ; ov, as
Cicero somewher: expresses il, * Communifsti vitis atgue
vieths,”  There we wish most for the society of onr friends ;
and, perhaps, in their alxence, most require their portraits.
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The yornd advantages of this furniture may be illnstrated
by the story of an Athenian courtexan, who, iu the midst
of a victous hanqued with her lovers, accidentally east her
eye on the portral of a philosepher, thit huing opposite to
Ler geat 3 the huppy character of wisdom and virtne strnek
her with so lively an image o her own unworthiness, that
she instantly left the rvom ; and, vetimng home, became
ever alterwards an example of temperance, as she had heen
hefore of debaichery.

1124, 1. 24,
D vodud the board . 0+« -

v A long fable and a square table,”

says Bacon, * seem
{hines of form, but are things of substance ; for at a Tong
talle o fow at the upper end, in effect, sway all the husi-
ness.”” Perhaps Avibur was right, when he instituted the
order of the ronud table,  fu the fown-house of Aix-la-
Chapelle is still to be scen the o table, which may
almosl literally he sald fo have given peace to Turope in
1748, Nor is ik only at s congres: of Plenipatentiaries that
place gives precedence,
v, 125, 1 4
Reead aucient books, or dred ingpiring drecems ;

Before 1 hepin fo write, says Dossuef, J always read a
litde of oy ; for T love Lo light my lamp ab the son.

The reader will here remember that passage of Horace,
Nune ectermm Librts, mane sompo, §eo which was inseribed
by Lord Chesterfield on the frieze of his library.

P25, 105,
Auwd, whon o soye’s biest arrests thee there,
Sigquidem on solunm ex anve argentove, aut corle ex wre
in Bibliotheeis dicantar i, quoram immoriales aninue in
iisdent Toels i loguuntur : gquinime eliam qaie non sunt,
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tnguntuar, pavinutque desideria non traditi vultus, sicut in
Homero evenit.  (Juo majus (ot equiden arbitror} nnllam
est felicitatis specimen, gram semper ommnes xeive capere,
jqualis fuerit aliquis.—Puin, Nar, Hisr,

Cicero, in the dialugue entitled Bendus, represents Bratus
ald Atticus axs <itting down with him in his garden at Rome,
hy the siatue of Plaio; aud with what delight (loes he
speak of a litlle seab under Avistotle in the 1ih vy of
Atticus ! “ Literis suslentor et rocreor ; nmaloque in illa
trea sedocula, quam habes sub imagine Arvistotelis, sedere,
quinn in storun sella curali 1" —Ha, 2d Att, {v. 10

Nor shonld we forget that Dryden drow inspiration from
the “ mujestie face ” of Shakspuare ; and that o portrait of
Newton was the only ornament of the closel of Bufion.—
Fp. to Kneller.  Vovage 4 Moutbart.

In the chamber of & man of genius we

Write ull down s
Such and such pictares ;—theve the window ;
s« = o ik arras, lignres,

Why, sich and such.

125, Lo,
Which gathers rowsed the Wise of coorg Tongue,
uis tartis non gandeat et glorictur hospitibus, exelains
Petrarch—Speetare, etsi nihil aliud, eerti: juval.—Tlomerus
aped me mutes, imd verd ego apwd illum snedus sem.
Gandeo tamen vel aspect solo, et sape illum amplexuy
e suspivans dico 1 O magme vir, &eo—Kpist, Var, lib, 20,

P, 1oaa
Asker fidr self veflocted secmes to vise !
After L1, in & fanner edition.
But, hence away | yon rocky eave heware !
A sullen capiive broods i silenes there !
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There, the” the dog-star lame, condommed to dwell
In the dark centre of its inmost cell,

Wild Winter ministers his dread contronl

To eool and erystallise the neetared bowl,

His fnded form an awful grace vetains ;

Stern tho” suinlued, majestic the” in chains !

1,025, L 1.

Thasic egelicls open o the risiay roy,

Your bed-chamber, and also your library, says Vitrnvins,
should liwve an eastern aspect ; wsus enlm matutimom pos-
tulat lumen. Not =0 the piclure-gallery ; which reguires
a norih Light, uti colores in npe, propler constantiam luminix,
immutata permaneant gualitate.  This disposition aecords
with his plan of a Grecian house.

™ 126, 15
Liike those West Y ooths,

See the Legend of the Seven Bleepers—Ginpex, e, 33

15126, 1,24,
oo mwith kuoatedye health

Milton “ was up and stiveing, ere the sound of any bell
awaked men to labouv, or to devotion ;" and it is related
of two Sindents in o suburh of Paris, who were opposite
ucighbours, and weve called the morning-star and  the
evening-=tar—the [ormer appearing just as the fatter with-
drew—that the morning=star continued Lo shine on, when
the evening-star wiw gone out for ever,

gy, La,
Catoh the blest accents of the wise and great.
Mr. Pape delights in enumsrating his illustrions guests.
Nor iy this an exclusive privilege of the PPoet.  The Mediei
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Palace at Flovence exhibits a long and ingpasing eatalogue,
“Semper hi partetes colnmuaque ernditis voribus resonu
erant,”

Iz, iy
Sheds, like an crening-stur, its ray wiere,

At o Roman supper statues were sometimes employed to

hold the lamps,
—aurca sunt jnvenam simualacra per wdes,
Lampadas igniferas manibus retinentia dextris.
Locr, i, 24,
A fnshion as old as Homer '—Odyss, vil. 100,

Ou the proper degree and disfribution ol Tight we nay
congult a greal master of cliocl, 11 Tume grawmle, e alte,
unon troppo potente, saric quello, che rendiri leo particole
de’ corpl molto gate—Tratt, delli Pittuva di Liosaeno 1
Vinal, e xi1.

Tence every artist vequires a broad and ligh light.
Michael Angelo used 1o work with a candle fived in his
Bl —Condivi, ¥ila di Michelagnolo.—Ilenee also, in a han-
imet-seene, the most pictaresque of all poets has thrown
s Tight from the ceiling.— A, 1, 726,

Aud henee the “starry Lunps ™ of Milton, that

. from the areled roof
Pendent by snblle magice,
e e yielded Night
Asfrom a vky.

12, 1ot
Beyoud the triviphs of o Loviot’s e,

At the petils soupcs of Chaolsy were first introduend those
advmirable pieces of mechanism, afterwivds earvicd Lo per-
fection by Loriot, the Contiden{e mnl ile Serviute ; a table
and a side-hoad, which descomdid, and vow. aeain covered
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with vinnds and wines. And thus the most luxnrious
Cowrt in lurope, after all its boasled refinements, was glad
to return al last, by 1his singulay contrivance, to the yuict
and privaey of humble life.—Vie Privée de Louis XV.ii, 13,

Between lino 20 and line 31 were these lines, since omitted :
Hail, sweet Society ! in crowds unknown,
Though the vain world would claim thee for its own.
Still where ihy small and cheerful converse flows,
Be mine (o enter, cre the eircle close.

When in refreat Fox lays his thunder by,

And Wit and Taste their mingled charms supply ;

When Sionoxs, born to melt and freeze the heart,
Performs at heme her more endearing part ;
When He, who bust interprets to mankind
The winged messengers from mind to mind,
Leans on Dis spaile, and, playful as profounid,

His gentus sheds its evening-sunshine round,
Be mine Lo listen ; pleased yet not elate,

Fver too modest or tov proud to rate

Mysell Ly my companions.

They were written in 1796,

BN U R Y
So thio® the vales of Lotre the hoe-hives glide,
An allnsion 1o the foating hee-honse, which is seen in
some parts of France and Pedmont.

o124, L1
Canglt thee’ St. James's groves at blush of doy ;
Aficr line 42, in the MBS,
Groves that Belindws star ithonines still,
Aud ancient Courts and faded splendours fill,
see the Rape of the Lock,  Canto V.
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B, Lg.
Andy with the swedlow, wings the pear away!
it was the houst of Lucullus that he changed bis elimate
with the birds of passage.
TTow often must he have folt the trath Lere neuleated,
that the master of many houses has no home !




JACQUELINE.
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"Twas Autwmn ; thro® Provence had coased
The vintage, and the vintage-feast.

The sun had set behind the hill,

The moon was up, and all was still,

And from the Convent’s neighbouring tower
The clock had tolled the midnight-hony,
When Jacqueline came forth alone,

Her kerchief o’er her tresses thrown ;

A guilty thing and full of fcars,

Yet ah, how lovely in her tears !
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She starts, and what has caught her eve!
‘What-—but her shadow gliding by ?

She stops, she pants ; with lips apart
She listens—to her beating heart !

Then, thro’ the scanty orchard stealing,
The clustering boughs her track concealing,
She flics, nor casts a thought behind,
But gives her terrors to the wind :

Flies from her home, the humble spherc
Of all her Joye and sorrows here,

Ter father’s house of mountain-stone,
And by 2 mountain-vine o’ergrown.

At such an hour in such a night,

So calm, so clear, so heavenly bright,
Who would Lave scen, and not confessed
1t looked as all within were blest ?

What will not woman, when she loves ?
Yet lost, alas! who can restore her 7—.
She lifts the lateh, the wicket moves ;
And now the world is all hefore her.

Up rose St. Pierve, when nwrning shone ;
—And Jacqueline, his child, was gone!
Oh what the madd’ning thought that came ?
Dishonour coupled with his name !
By Cond¢ at Rocroy he stood ;
By Turennc, when the Rhine ran blood.
L'wo banners of Castile he gave
Aloft in Notre Dame to wWave ;
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Nor did thy cross, St. FLouls, rest

Upon o purer, nobler breast.

He slung his old sword by his side,

And snatched his staff and rushed to save ;

Then sunk—and on his threshold cried,

¢ Oh lay me in my grave!

__Constance ! Claudine ! where were ye then !

But stand not there,  Away! awuy !

Thou, Frederie, by thy father stay.

"Though old, and now forgot of men,

Both must not leave him in a day.”

Then, and he shook his hoary head,

« Unhappy in thy youth!”” he said.

s (Mall as thou wilt, thou call’st in valll ;

No voice sends back thy name again.

To mourn is all thou hast to do;

Thy play-mate lost, and teacher too.”
And who but she could svothe the boy,

Or turn his tears to tears of joy?

Long had she kissed him as he slept,

Long o’er his pillow hung and wept

And, us she passed her father’s door,

She stood as she wounld stiv no more.

But she is gone, and gone for ever!

No, never shall they clasp her—mever !

They sit and listen to their fears;

And he, who through the breach had led

Over the dying and the dead,

Shukes if a ericket’s cry he hears!
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Oh! she was good as she was fair,
None—none on carth above her !
As pure in thought as angels are,
'Fo know her was to love her.
When little, and her eyes, her voice,
Iler every gesture sald, “ rejoice,”
Her coming was a gladness;
And, as she grew, her modest grace,
Ier down-cast look “twas heaven to trace,
When, shading with her hand her face,
She hulf inclined to sadness.
Her voice, whate’er she said, enchanted ;
Like musie to the heart it went.
And her dark eyes—how cloquent !

Ask what they wonld, “twas granted.

er father loved her as his fame ;

—And Bayard’s sclf had donc the same !
Soon as the sun the glittering panc

On the red floor In diamonds threw,

His songs she sung and sung again,

Till the last light withdrew.

But she is dead to him, to all!

Her lute hangs silent on the wall ;

And on the stairs, and at the door

Her fuiry-step is heard no morc!

At every meal an empty chair

Pells him that she is not there ;

She, who would lead him where he went,

Cliarm with her converse while he leant ;
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Or, hovering, every wish prevent ;

At eve light ap the chimney-nook,

Lay there his glass within his book ;

And that small chest of curious mould,
(Queen Mab’s, perchance, in days of old,)
Tusk of clephant and gold ;

Which, when a tale is long, dispenses

its fragrant dust to drowsy senscs.

In her who mourned not, when they misscd her,
The old & child, the young a sister ?

No more the orphan runs to take

TI'rom her loved hand the barley-cake,

No more the matron in the school
Expects her in the hour of rule,

To sit amid the elfin brood,

Praising the busy and the good.

The widow trims her hearth in vain.

She comes not—nor will come again.

Not now, his little lesson done,

With Frederic blowing bubbles in the san;
Nor spinning by the fountain-side,

{Some story of the days of old,

Barbe Bleue or Chaperon Rouge half-told
To him who would not be denied ;)

Not now, to while an hour away,

Gone to the falls in Valombre,

Where ’tis night at noon of day ;

Nor wandering up and down the wood,
T'o all but her a solitude,
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Where once a wild decr, wild no more,
Her chaplet on his antlers wore,

And at her bidding stood.

5
D







T

Tue day was in the golden west;

Awnd, curtained close by leaf and flower,

The doves had cooed themselves to rest

In Jacqueline’s deserted bower ;

The doves—that still would at her casement peck,
And in her walks had ever fluitered round
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With purple feet and shining neck,
True as the ccho to the sonnd.

That casement, underneath the trees,
Half open to the western breceze,
Looked down, enchanting Garonnelle,
Thy wild and mulberry-shaded dell,
Round which the Alps of Picdmont rose,
The blush of sunset on their snows:
While, blithe as lark on summer-morn,
When green and vellow waves the com,
‘When harebells blow 1n every grove,
And thrushes sing “ I love! 1 love!”
‘Within (so soon the carly rain

Scatters, and “tis fair again ;

Though many a drop may yet be seen
T'o tell us where a cloud has been?
Within lay Frederie, o’cr and o’cr
Building castles on the floor,

And feigning, as they grew in size,
New troubles and new dangers ;

With dimpled cheeks and laughing eves,
As he and Fear were strangers,

St. Pierre sat by, nor saw noy smiled.
His eyes were on his loved Montaigne ;
But cvery leaf was turned in vain.

Then in that hour remorse he felt,
And his heart told him he had dealt
Unkindly with his child,
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“'Tis Jacqueline! *Tis Jaequeline I
TTer little brother laughing cried.

“] know her by her kirtle green,

She comes along the mountain-side ;
Now turning by the traveller’s scal,—
Now resting in the hermit’s cave,—
Now knecling, where the pathways meet,
T'o the cross on the stranger’s grave.
And, by the soldies™s cloak, I know
(Theve, there along the ridge they go)
I¥ Arcy so gentle and so brave!

Look up—why will you not ?” he crics,
His rosy hands before his eves ;

For on that incensc-breathing eve

. The sun shone out, as lath to leave.

“ Bee—to the rugged rock she clings!
She calls, she faints, and D*Arcy springs;
D Arey so dear to us, to a1l ;

Who, for you told me on your knee,
When in the fight he saw you fall,
Saved you for Jacqueline and me 1

And true it was! And true the tale !
When did she sue, and not prevail ?
Tive years before—it was the night
That om the village-green they parted,
The lilied baniners streaming bright
¢y maids and mothers broken-hearted ;
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'L'he day was named, the guests invited ;
The hride-groom, at the gate, alighted ;
When up the windings of the dell,

A pastoral pipe was heard to swell,
And lo, an humble Piedmontesc,
‘Whosc music might a lady please,

This message thro” the lattice bore,
(She listened, and her trembling frame
‘Lold her at once from whom it camc)
“Oh let us fly-—~to part no more!”
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Triav morn ("twas in Ste. Julienne’s cell,
As at Ste. Julienne’s sacred well
Their dream of love began)
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That morn, ere many a star was sct,

Their hands had on the altar met

Before the holy man.

— And now, her strength, her courage spent,
And more than half a penitent,

She comes along the path she went.

And now the village gleams at Iast;

The woods, the golden meadows pussed,
Where, when, Toulouse, thy splendour shone,
The Troubadour would journey on
Transported—or, from grove to grove,
Framing some roundelay of love,

‘Wander till the day was gone.

« All will be well, my Jaequeline !

Oh tremble not—Dbut trust in me.

The Cood are better made by 111,

As odours crushed ure swecter stitl ;

And gloomy as thy past has been,

Bright shall thy future be!”

So saying, thro’ the fragrant shade

Gently along he led the maid,

While Manchon round and round her played :
And, as that silent glen they leave,

‘Where by tlic spring the pitchers stand,
Where glow-worms light their little lamps at eve,
And fairies revel as in fairy-land,

(When Lubin calls, and Blanche steals round,
Her finger on her lip, to sec;

And many an acorn-cap is found
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Tnder the greenwood trec)

From every cot above, below,

They gather as they go—

Sabot, and coif, and collerette,

The housewile’s prayer, the grandam’s blessing !
Girls that adjust their locks of jet,

And look and look and Linger yet,

'T'he lovely bride caressing ;

Bubes that had learnt to lisp her name,

Aund heroes he had led to fame.

But what felt I’ Arcy, when at length
Her father’s gate was open flung ?
Al, then he found a glant’s strength ;
ey round him, as for life, she clung!
And when, Ler fit of weeping o’er,
Onward they moved a little space,
And saw an old man sitting at the door,
Saw his wan cheek, and sunken eyo
That scemed to gaze on vacancy,
"Then, at the sight of that beloved face,
At onee to fall upon his neck she flew ;
But-—not encouragod-—back she drew,
And trembling stood in dread suspense,
Her tears her only eloquence !
All, all—the while-—n awfizl distance keeping ;
Save 13’ Arey, who nor speaks nor stirs ;
And one, his little hand in hers,
Who weeps to see his sister weeping.
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Then Jacqueline the silence broke.
She clasped her father’s knees and spoke,
TTer brother knecling too ;

While I’ Arcy as before looked on,
Tho” from his manly check was gone
[ts natural hue.

“ His praises from your lips I heurd,

Till my fond heart was won ;

And, if in aught his Sive has erred,

Oh turn not from the Son —

She, whom in joy, In grief you nursed ;
Who climbed and called vou Luther first,

By that dear nume conjures
On her you thought—hut to be kind !
When looked she up, but you inclined /
These things, for ever in her mind,
Oh arc they gone [rom yours ?
T'wo knecling at your feet behold ;
Unc—onc how young ;—uor yel the other old.
Oh spurn them not—nor look se cold-—
It Jacqueline be cast away,
Hex bridal be her dying day.
—Well, well might she believe in you'!
she listened, and she found it true”
He shook his aged locks of snow ;
i},

]
She hung ; and was St. Plerre to blanie,

And twice e tarned, amd vose Lo

H tears and smiles at length together camoe?



“ Ol no--begone! T’ll hcar no more.”

But, as he spoke, his voice relented.

“ That very look thy mother wore

When she implored, and old Le Roc consented.
True, I have done as well as suffered wrong.

Yet still T love him as my own!

—Nor canst thou, T Arcy, fecl resentment long
For she herself shall plead, and 1 atonc.
[Tenceforth,” he paused awhile, nnmanned,

For 1’ Arcy’s tears bedewed his hand ;

 T.ct cach meet cach as friend to friend,

All things by all forgot, forgiven.

And that dear Saint—inay she onee more descend
To make our home » heaven —

But now, in my hands, your’s with her’s unite,
A futher’s blessing on your heads alight!

. Nor et the least be sent away.

All hearts shall sing < Adien to sorrow ¥

%t Pierre has found his child to-day ;

And old and young shall dance to-morrow.”

Had Louis * then before the gate dismounted
Lost in the chase at set of sun;

Like Henry when he heard recounted +

The gencrous deeds himself had done,

* Lowls the Fourteenth,
+ Alluding to a popular story related of [lenvy the Fonrih of Frince
similar to owrs of * The King snd Miler of Mausficld.”
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{ What time the miller’s maid Colette
Sung, while he supped, her chansonnette)
Then

Then had the monarch with a sigh confessed

wlen St Pierre addressed his village-train,

A joy by him unsonght and unposscssed,
—Without it what arc ull the rest?—
To Tove, and to be loved again.
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ODFE TO SUPERSTITION.”

i1,
TliNeE, to the realms of Night, dire Demeon, hence !
Thy chain of adamant can bind
That little world, the human mind,
And sink its noblest powers to impotence.
Wiake the lion’s loudest roar,
Clot his shaggy manc with gore,
With flashing fury bid his cye-balls shine ;
Meek is his savage, sullen soul, to thine !
Thy touch, thy deadening touch has steeled the breast,
Whenee, thro’ her April-shower, soft Pity smiled ;
Flas closed the heart each godlike virtue blessed,
To all the silent pleadings of his child. +
At thy command he plants the dagger deep,
At thy command exults, tho” Nature bids him weep !

* Written in 1785.
+ The saciifice of Iphigenia.
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2
When, with a frown that froze the peopled carth,”
Thou dartedst thy huge head from high,
Night waved her banners o’er the sky,
And, bronding, gave her shapcless shadows birth.
Reocking on the billowy air,
Ha! what withering phantoms glare !
As blows the blast with many a sudden swell,
At each dead pause, what shrill-toned voices yell !
The sheeted spectre, rising from the tomb,
Points to the murderer’s stab, and shudders by ;
In every grove is felt a heavier gloom,
That veils its genias from the valgar eye:
The spirit of the water rides the storm,
And, thro’ the mist, reveals the terrors of his form.

1. 3.
O’er solid seas, where Winter reigns,
And holds cach meuntain-wave in chains,
The fur-clad savage, erc he guides his decr
By glistering star-light thro’ the snow,
Breathes softly in her wondering car
Fach potent spell thou bad’st him know.
By thee inspired, on India’s sands,
Full in the sun the Bramin stands ;

# Laorelius, T, (3.
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And, while the panting tigress hies
To quench her fever in the stream,
s spivit lTaughs i agonies,
Smit by the scorchings of the noontide beam,
Mark who mounts the sacred pyve,*
Blooming in her bridal vest:
She hurls the toreh ! she fans the fire!
To die i3 to be blest:
Shie clasps her lord to part no more,
And, sighing, sinks! but sinks to soar.
Pershadowing Scotia’s desert coast,
The Sisters sail in dusky state, T
And, wrapt in clouds, in tempests tost,
Weave the airy web of Fate ;
While the lone sheplierd, near the shipless main, 3
Sees o’er her hills advance the long-drawn funeral train.

I 1.
Then spak’st, and lo! a4 new creation glowed.

Fach unhewn mass of living stone
Was clad in horrors not its own,

And at its bage the trembling nations bowed.
Giant Erxror, darkly grand,

: £

Grasped the globe with iron hand.

# The funeral rite of the ITindons.
+ The Fates of the Northern Mythology.  Sue Msieer's Antiguilies.

* An allusion Lo the Sveond Sight,
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Cireled with seats of bliss, the Lorvd of Laght
SBaw prostrate worlds adore his golden height,
The statue, waking with immortal powers,”
Springsfrom its parent, carth, andshakesthe spheres.
The indignant pyramid sublimely towers,
And braves the efforts of a host of vears,
Sweet Music breathes her soul into the wind ;
And bright-cyed Panting stamps the tmage of the mind

‘ 1. 2.
Round the rude ark old Egypt’s sorcevers vise !
A timbrelled anthem swells the gale,
And bids the God of Thunders hail o+
With lowings loud the captive God replies
Clouds of ineense woo thy smile,
Scaly monarch of the Nile !
Put ah! what myriads claim the bended knee £y
Gio, count the busy drops that swell the sea.
Proud land | what cye can trace thy mystic love,
Locked up in characters as dark as night ¢
What cye those long, long labyrinths dare explore,§
To which the parted soul oft wings her flight ;
Again to visit her cold cell of clay,
Charmed with perennial sweets, and smiling at decay ?

e, T 172, e T The bull, Apis. 3 The Crocadile.
§ According to an anclent proverb, it was less difficult su Baypt to find
o ogad than a mao,
| Tl Micvoglyphica, & The Ustaronibe,
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11, 3.
On yon hoar summit, mildly bright®
With purple ether’s liquid light,
High o’er the world, the white-robed Magi gaze
On dazzling bursts of heavenly five;
Start at cach blue, portentous blaze,
Fach flame that flits with adverse spire.
But suy, what sounds my ear invade
From Delphi’s venerable shade?
The temple rocks, the laurcel waves!
“The God! the God!” the Sibyl cries, f
Her figure swells! she foams, she raves!
er figure swells to more than mortal size !
Streams of rapture roll along,
Silver notes ascend the skies
Wake, Fcho, wake and cateh the song,
Oh cateh 1t, cre 1t dies!
The Sibyl speaks, the dream is o’er,
T'he holy harpings charm no more.
In vain she checks the God’s controul;
His madding spirit fills her frame,
And moulds the features of her soul,
Breathing a prophetic flame.
The cavern frowns; its hundred months unelose |
And, in the thunder’s voiee, the fate of empire flows !

*# ¢ The Persians,’”’ says Herodotus, © lhave no temples, dliars, or
statues. They sactilice on the tops of the Lighest noumtains,” 10131
o, V1L 46, &
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lil. 1.
Mona, thy Draid-rites awake the dead!
Rites thy brownm oalis would never dare
Even whisper to the idle air;
{lites that have chained old Ocean on his bed.
Shivered by thy piercing glance,
Pointless falls the hero’s lance.
Thy magic bids the mmperial cagle fly,*
And blasts the laurcate wreath of victory,
Hark, the burd’s soul inspires the vocal string !
At every pause dread Silence hovers o’er:
While murky Night sails round on raven-wing.
Decepening the tempest’s owl, the torrent’s roar :
Chased by the Morn from Suowdon’s awful hrow,
Where late she sate and scowled on the black wave below

L 2.
Lo, steel-ctad War his gorgeous standard vewrs !
The red-cross squadrons madly rage+,
And mow thro’ infancy and age ;
Then kiss the sacred dust and melt n teats.
Veiling {row the eye of day,
Penance dreams her life away ;
[n cloistered solitude she sits and sighs,

While from each shrine still, small responses rise.

Bomee Tacitus, Looxiv, e 280

T Phis vernarkable cvent happened i ihe siege ol sack of Jerusalen:
i the Taxt venr of the cleventh eontury,  Matth. avis, 1Y, 2.
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Hear with what heart-felt beat, the midnight bell
Swings its slow summons thro” the hollew pile!
'Lhe weals, wan votarist leaves her twilight-cell,
To walk, with taper dim, the winding aisle ;
With choral chantings vainly to aspire

Beyond this nether sphere, on Rapture’s wing of fire.

il 3.
Lord of each pang the nerves can feel,
Hencee with the rack and recking wheel.
i"nith lifts the soul abave this little ball!
While gleatus of glory open round,
And crcling chows of angels call,
Canst thou, with all thy terrors crowned,
Hope to obscure that latent spark,
Destined to shine when suns are darck?
Thy triumphs cease! thro® every land,
Hark! Truth proclaims, thy triumphs cease!
Her heavenly form, with glowing hand,
Beniguly points to plety and peace.
Flushed with youth, her looks impart
Each fine feeling as it flows ;
Her voice the echo of a heart
Pure as the mountain-snows ;
{Celestial transports round her play,
And softly, sweetly die away.
mhe smiles ! and where 1s now the cloud

That blackened o’er thy baleful reign?
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Cirim darkness furls his leaden shroud,
Slhrinking from her glance in vain.
Her touch unlocks the day-spring from above,
And lo! it visits man with beams of hght and love.




WRITTEN THO . GE SPOREN BY

MES, SIDDONR *

Yes, "tis the pulse of Tife! my fears were vain
I wake, 1 broathe, and am mysell again,

Still in this nether world ; no scraph vet!

Nor walks my spirit, when the sun is sct,
With troubled step to haunt the fatal board,
Where | died lust—by poison or (hie sword 5

*Afer o Tugedy, performad for Ter Tenelit, at the Theatre Royal in
Drwry-Tane, April 27, 1760,
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Blanching cach honest cheek with deeds of night,
Done here so oft by dim and doubtful light,
To drop all metaphor, that little bell
Called back reality, and broke the spell.
No heroine claims your tears with tragic tone ;
A very woman—scarce restrains her own !
C'an she, with fletion, chavm the cheated mind,
When to be grateful is the part assigned ?
Ah, no! she scorns the trappings of her Art ;
No theme but truth, no prompter but the heart !
Buat, Ladics, say, must I alenc unmaslk ?
Ts here no other actress, lot e ask.
Believe nie, those, who best the heart dissect,
Know every Woman studies stage-effect.
She moulds her manners to the part she fills,
As Instinet teaches, or as Humour wills;
And, as the grave or gay her talent calls,
Acts in the drama, till the curtain falls.
First, how her hittle breast with trinmph swells,
When the red coral rings its golden bells!
Vo play in puntomime is then the rage,
Along the carpet’s many-colonred stage ;
Or lisp her merry thoughts with loud endeavour,

Now here, now there,~—in noise and mischicf cver

A school-girl next, she curls her hair in papers,
And mimics father™s gout, awd wother’s vapours 3
Thiseards her doll, bribes Betty for romances ;
Playful at church, and scrious when she dances ;
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Trumples alike on customs and on toes,

And whispers wll she hears to all she knows ;
Terror of caps, and wigs, und sober notions !
A romp ! that lengest of perpetual motions!

— i tamed and tortured mto forelgn graces,
She sports ber lovely face at public places ;
And with blue, langhing eyes, behind her fan,
IFivst acts her part with that great actor, max.

T'oo soon a flirt, approach her und she flies!
Frowns when pursued, and, when entreated, sighs !
Plays with unhappy men as eats with mice;

Till fading beauty hints the late advice.

Her pradence dictates what her pride disdained,
And now she sues Lo slaves herself had chauned !
Then comes that good old chuaracter, a Wife,

With alb the dear, distracting caves of life :

A thousand cards a day at doors to leave,

And, in return, a thousand eards receive;

Rouge high, play deep, to lead the ton aspire,
With nightly blaze set PoRTLANKD-PLACE on fire;
Snatch half a glimpse at Concert, Opera, Ball,
A meteor, traced by none, tho” seen by all ;

And, when her shattered nerves forbid to roum,
In very spleen—rehearse the girls at home.

Last the grey Dowager, in ancient floonees,
With snudl’ and spectacles the age denounces ;
Boasts how the Sires of this degenerate Isle
Kunelt for a look, and dnelled for a smile.



L7a

The scourge and ridicule of Goth and Viandal,
Her tea she sweetens, as she sips, with scandal ;
With modern Delles cternal warfare wages,
Like her own birds that clamonr from their cages;
And shufles round to hear her tale to all,
Tike some old Ruin, * nodding te tts fall!”

Thus Wonax makes her entrance and her exit;
Not least an actress when she least suspects it.
Yet Nature oft peeps out and mars the plot,
Each Tesson lost, each poor pretence forgot;
Full oft, with energy that scorns controul,
At once lights up the featurcs of the soul;
Unlocks each thought chained down by coward Art,
And to full day the latent passions start!
—And she, whose fivst, best wish is your applause,
Hersell exemplifies the truth she draws.
Born on the stage—thro® every shifting scenc,
Obseure or bright, tempestuous or serche,
Still Las your smile her trembling spivit fired !
And can she aet, with thenghts like these inspired ¢
Thas from her mind all artifice she flings,
ATl skill, atl practice, now unmeaning things !
To vou, unchecked, cach gennine feeling Hows;
TFor all that life cndears—to you she owes.
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ON ... ASLLEEDP.

Seeie on, and drcam of Heaven awhile.
The’ shut so closc thy laughing eyes,
Thy rvosy Lips still wear a smile,

And move, und breathe delicions sighs |-

Ah, now soit blushes tinge her cheeks,
And mantle o’er her neck of snow.

Al, now she murmurs, now she speaks
What most T wish—and fear to know.

She starts, she trembles, and she weeps!
Her fair hands folded on her breast.
—And now, how like a saint she sleeps !
A seraph m the vealms of rest!

Sleep on secure ! Above controul,

Thy thoughts belong to Heaven and thee!
And may the secret of thy soul

Remain within its sanctuary !
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FROM A GREEK EPIGRAM.

Wrne on the eliff with calm delight she kneels,
And the blue vules a thousand jovs recall,
Sce, to the last, last verge her infant steals!
0 fly—vyet stir not, speak not, lest it fall,

Par better tauglit, she lays her bosom lrare,
And the fond boy springs back to nestle theve.

FROM EURIPIDES,

TUERE is u streamlet 1ssuing from a rock.

The village-givls singing wild madrigals,

Dip their white vestments In its waters clear,

And hang them to the sun,  There first T saw her;
There on that day.  Mer dark and cloguent eyes
“I'was heaven to look upon; and her sweet volee
As tuneable as harp of many strings,

At once spoke joy and sadness to my soul!

Dear is that valley to the murmaring bees;
And all, who kuow it, come and come again,
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The small birds huild there; and, at sminmer-noon,
Oft have T heard a child, gay among flowers,
As in the shining grass she sate concealed,
Sing to herself.

FROM AN ITALIAN SONNET.

Love, under Friendship’s vesture white,
Taughs, his little Junbs concealing ;
And oft in sport, and oft in spite,
Tike Pity weets the dazzled sight,
smiles thro® his tears revealing.
But now as Ruge the God appears !
He frowus, and tempests shake his frame l-—
FFrowning, or smiling, or in tears,
*T'is Love ; and Love is still the same.

A CHARACTER.

As thro’ the hedge-row shade the violet steals,
And the sweet air its modest leaf reveals;

Her softer charms, but by their influence known,
Surprise all hearts, and mould them te her own.



Cauwp in old woods, whose reverend echoes wake
When the hern sereams along the distant lake,
Her Litle heart oft flutters to be free,

Oft sighs to turn the unrclenting key.

In vain! the nurse that rusted relic wears,

Nor moved by gold—mnor to b moved by tears;
And terraced walls their black vefleetion throw
On the green-mantled moat that sleeps helow.
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A FAREWELL,

1797,

Amuo! A long, o long adieu!

I must be gone while yet T may.
Ot shall T weep to think of you ;
But here I will not, cannot stay.

The sweet expression of that face,
For ever changing, yet the same,
Ah no, I dare not turn to traco—
It melts wmy soul, it fires my frame!

Yot give me, give me, ore 1 go,
One little lock of those so blest,
That lend your cheek o warmer glow,
And on your white neck lave to rest.

- -Say, when, to kindle soft delight,

'That hand has chanced with mine to meet,
How could its thrilling touch excite

A sigh so short, and yet so sweet ?

O say—but no, it must not be.
Adicu! A long, a long adieu !
—Yet still, methinks, you frown on me ;
Or never conld 1 Aly from vow



THE SAILOR.

Trr Sailor sighs as sinks his native shove,

As all its lessening turrets bluely fade ;

He ¢limbs the mast to feast his eye once more,
And busy fancy fondly lends her aid.

Al! now, cach dear, domestic sceue he koew,
Recalled and cherished in a foreign chime,
Charms with the magic of a moon-light-view ;
Tts colowrs mellowed, not impaired, by time.
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True as the needle, homeward points his heart,
Thro’ all the horvors of the stormy main ;
"This, the last wish that would with life depart,
To meet the smile of her he loves again.

When Morn fivst faintly draws her silver line,
Or Eve’s grey cloud descends to drink the wave ;
When sea and sky in midnight-darkness join,
Still, still he sces the parting look she guve.

Her gentle spirit, lightly hovering o’cr,
Attends his little bark from pele to pole;

And, when the beating billows round him roar,
Whispers sweet hope to sooth his troubled sonl.

Carved is her name 11 many a spicy grove,

Tr many a plantain-forest, waving wide ;
Where dusky youths in painted plumage rove,
And giant palms o’cr-arch the golden tide.

But lo, at last he comes with crowded sail !

Lo, o’cr the ¢liff what eager figures bend !

And hark, what mingled murmurs swell the gale !
In cach he hears the welcome of a friend.

—"Iis she, *tis she herself! she waves her hand!
Soon is the anchor cast, the canvas furled;

Soon thro® the whitening surge he springs to land,
And clasps the maid he singled from the world.



TO AN OLD OAK.

Truxk of a Giant now no morce!

Once did thy limbs to heaven aspire
Once, by a track untried hefore,
Strike as resolving to explore

Realms of infernal fire ®

# Radiee in Tartars wendin—Viee,
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tound thee, alas, no shadows wove !
From thee no sacred murmurs breathe !
Yet within thee, thysclf a grove,

Once did the ecagle scream above,

And the wolf howl beneath.

There once the steel-clad knight reclined,

115 sable plumage tempest-tossed ;

And, us the death-bell smote the wind,

From towers long fled by human kind,
T1is brow the hero crossed !

T'hen Culture came, and days serene ;

And village-sports, and garlands gay.

Full many a pathiway crossed the green ;

And maids and shepherd-youths were seen
1o celebrate the May.

Father of many a forcst decp,

Wlienee many a navy thunder-fraught !

Frst in thy acorn-cells asleep,

Soon destined o’cr the world to sweep,
Opening new spheres of thought!

Wont in the night of woods to dwell,

The holy Druid saw thee rise ;

And, planting there the guardian-spell,

Sung florth, the dreadful pomp to swell
Of human sacrifice !
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Thy singed top and branches bare
Now straggle in the evening-sky ;
And the wan moon wheels round to glare
On the long corse that shivers there
Of him who came to dic!
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TO TWO BISTHRS*

Wern may you sit within, und, {ond of grief,
Look in cach other’s face, and melt 1n tears;
Well may you shun all counsel, all relief—

Oh she was great in mind, tho’ young in years!

Changed is that lovely countenance, which shed
Light when she spoke ; and kindled sweet surprisc,
As o'er her frame cach warm emotion spread,
Played round her lips, and sparkled in her eyes.

Those lips so pure, that moved but to persuade,
Still to the last enlivened and endeared ;

Thosc eyes at once her seeret soul conveyed,
And ever beamed delight when you appeared.

Yet has she fled the hfe of bliss below,

That youthful Hope in bright perspective drew !
False were the tints! false as the feverish glow
That o’cr her burning cheek Distemper threw !

And now in joy she dwells, in glory moves!
(Glory and joy rescrved for you to share ;)
Far, far more blest in blessing those she loves,
Than they, alas! unconscious of her care.

# (O the death of a younger sister.



ON A TEAR.

Omr! that the Chemist’s magic wt
Could erystallize this sacred treasure!
Long should 1t glitter near my heart,
A seeret sonree of pensive pleasure,

The little brilliant, cre it fell,
[ts Tustre canght {from Cnror’s eye ;

"Chen, trembling, left its coral cell—
The spring of Sensibility !
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Sweet drop of pure and pearly light !
In thee the rays of Virtue shine;
More calmly clear, more mildly bright,
Than any gem that gilds the mine.

Benign restorer of the soul!
Who ever fly’st to bring relief,
When first we feel the rude controul

Of Love or Pity, Joy or Gricf.

The sage’s and the poet’s theme,

[n every clime, in every age ;

Thou charm’st in Fancy’s idle dream,
[n Reason’s philosophic page.

That very law * which moulds a tear,
And bids it trickle from its solurce,
That law preserves the earth a sphere,
And guides the plancts in their course.

* The law of gravitation.
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A VOICE THAT HAD BEEN LOWT:

Vane, yoid uffectas faciem mihi pouere, pictor®
Adiris et lingue sum filia g
Ft. i vig simijem pingere, pinge sonun.—Arsaxns

OxcE more, Enchantress of the soul,
Once more we hail thy soft contronl,
—Yet whither, whither didst thou fly ?
To what hright region of the sky /
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Nay, in what distant star to dwell ?
(Of othier worlds thon scem’st to tell)
Or trembling, fluttering here below,
Resolved and unresolved to go,
L secret didst thou still fmpart
Thy rapturcs to the pure in heart?

Perhaps to many a desert shore,
Thee, in his rage, the Tempest bore ;
Thy broken murmurs swept along,
Mid Fchoes yet untuned by song;
Axrested in the realms of Frost,
Or in the wilds of Ether lost.

Far happier thou! twas thine to soar,
Careering on the winged wind.
Tlry triumphs who shall dare explore ?
Suns and their systems left behind.
No tract of space, no distant star,
No shock of elements at war,
Did thee detain.  Thy wing of five
Bore thee amid the Cherub-choir;
And there awhile to thee “twas given
Onge more that Voice® beloved to join,
Which taught thee first a flight divine,
And nursed thy infant vears with many a strain

trom Heaven'!

* Mrs, Shevidun's,



THE BOY OF EUREMONIY

w2,

« 8y what remains when [lope is fled ¥
She answered, “ Endless weeping !
For in the herdsman’s eye she read
Who in his shroud lay slecping.
At Enibsay rung the matin-bell,
The stag was roused on Barden-fell ;
The mingled sounds were swelling, dying,
And down the Wharfe u heyn was flying:
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When near the cabin in the wood,
In tartan clud and forest-green,
With hound in leush und hawk in heod,
The: Boy of Egremond was scen®
Blithe was his song, a song of yore ;
But where the vock is rent in two,
And the river rushes through,
His voice wus heard no more!
"I'was but a step! the gulf he passed ;
But that step—it was his last!
As through the mist e winged his way,
{A clond that hovers night and day,)
The hound hung back, and back he drew
The Master and his merlin too.
That narrow place of noise and strife
Received their little all of Life!

‘There now the matin-bell is rung ;
The “ Miscrere !” duly sung;
And holy men in cowl and hood
Are wandering np and down the wood.
Bt what avail they ? Ruthless Loxd,
Thou didst not shudder when the sword

¥ i the twelfth century, William Fitz-Dunean laid waste the valleys
of Craven with fire and sword ; and was afterwards estallished there by
his uncle, David King of Seotland,

He was the last of the race; his son, commenly called the Boy of
Ewremond, dying before Tim in the manner here rolated ; when a Priory
was removed [rom Embsay to Bolton, that it might be as uoar as possible
to the place wheto the aceident happened,  That place is still known by
the name of the Sfrid; and the motlier’s angwer, s given in the frst
stanza, is to this duy often repeated in Wharfedule—See Whrtarer's
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Here on the young its fury spent.
The helpless and the innocent.

Sit now and answer, groan for groan.
The child before thee is thy own.
And she who wildly wanders there,

The mother in her long despair,

Shall oft remind thee, waking, sleeping,

Of those who by the Wharfe were weeping ;
Of those who would not be consoled

When red with blood the river rolled.




WRITTEN IN A SICK CITAMBER.

1793,

Trune, in that bed so closely curtained round,
Worn to a shade, and wan with slow decay,

A father sleeps!  Oh hushed be every sound !
Soft may we breathe the midnight hours away !

He stirs-—yet still he sleeps. May heavenly dreams
Long o’cr his smooth and settled pillow rise ;
Nor fly, till morning thro’ the shutter streams,
And on the hearth the glimmering rush-tght dies.

* * * * ¥ *
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TO L

FHIIEN

Am! little thought she, when, with wild delight,
By many a torrent’s shining track she flew,
When mountain-glens and caverns full of night
(er her young mind divine enchantment threw,

That in her veins a seeret horror slept,

'That her light fvotsteps should be heard no more,
That she should die—nor watched, alas ! nor wept
By thee, unconscious of the pangs she bore.

Yet round her ceuch indulgent Fancy drew

The kindred forms her closing eye required.

There didst thou stand—there, with the smileshe knew;
She moved her lips to bless thee, and expired.

And now to thee she comes ; still, still the same
As in the hours gone unregarded by!

To thee, how changed, comes as she ever came;;
ealth on her cheek, and pleasure i her cye!

Nor less, less oft, as on that day, appears,
When lingering, as prophetic of the truth,
By the way-side she shed her parting tears—
For ever lovely in the light of Youth!

* O the death of her sister,



TO A FREEND ON 118 MARRIAGE,

1574,

Ox thee, blest youth, a father’s hand confers
The maid thy carliest, fondest wishes knew.
Each soft enchantment of the sonl is hews ;
Thine be the joys to lirm attachment due.

As on she moves with hesitating grace,

She wins assurance from his soothing voice ;
And, with a look the pencil could not trace,
Smiles thro” hier blushes, und confirms the choice.
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Spave the fine tremors of her feehng frame!
To thee she turns—forgive a virgin’s fears !
T'o thee she turns with surest, tenderest clam ;
Wenkness that charms, reluctance that endears !

At each response the sacred rite requires,
Trom her full bosom bursts the unbidden sigh.
A strange mysterious awe the scenc Inspires;
And on her lips the trembling accents dic.

Orer her fair face what wild emotions play !
What lights and shades in sweet confusion blend!
Soon shall they fly, glad harbingers of day,
And settled sunshine on her sonl descend !

Ah soon, thine own confest, cestatic thought!

That hand shall strew thy summer-path with flowers:
And those blue eyes, with mildest lustre {fraught,
Gild the calm current of domestic hours!
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THE YOUNGEST DAUGHTER OF LADY * *

Aur! why with tell-tale tongue reveal
‘What most her blushes would conceal ¢ *
Why hft that modest vell to trace
The seraph-sweetness of her face?
Some fairer, better sport prefer ;
And [eel for us, if’ not for her.
For this presumption, soon or late,

- Know thine shall be a kindred fate.
Another shall in vengeance rise—
Sing Hurriet’s cliceks, and Iarriet’s eyes;
And, echoing back her wood-notes wild,
—1race all the mother in the child!

* Alluding to some verses which she had written on an elder sistor,



TiE ALPS AT DAY-BREAK.

i7a2.

'k sun-beams streak the asure skies,
Aud line with Jight the mountain’s hrow:
With houuds and horus the hunters rise,
And chase the roebuck thro’ the snow.
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From reck to vock, with giant-honnd,
High on their tron poles they pass;
Mute, lest the aiv, convulsed by sound,
BRend from above u frozen mass.

The goats wind slow their wonted way,
Up eragey steeps and ridges rude ;
Marked by the wild wolf for his prey,
From desert cave or hanging wood.

And while the torrent thunders loud,
And as the echoing clifls reply,

The huts peep o’er the morning-cloud,
Perched, like an cagle’s nest, on high.
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WRITTEN AT MIDNIGHT.

by

WirE thre® the broken pane the tempest sighs,
And my step falters on the faithless floor,
Shades of departed joys uround me rise,

With many a face that smiles on me 1o MOre ;
With many a voice that thrills of transport gave,
Now silent as the grass that tufts their grave!

Go
You shall not chase my gloom away !
‘There ’s such a charm in melancholy,
1 would not, if I could, be gay.

you may ca 1 it madness, folly ;

Oh, if you knew the pensive pleasure
That fills my bosom when T sigh,
You would not rob me of a treasure
Monurchs ave too poeor to buy.



Tek TR PRAGMENT 010
A STATUE OF HERCULES,
1:()‘\l1\10.\'h\' CALLED
THE TORSO,

AwD dost theu still, thou mass of breathing stone,
{Thy giant limbs to night and chaos hurled)

Still sit as on the fragment of a world ;

Surviving all, majestic and alone?

What tho” the Spirits of the North, that swept
Rome from the earth, when in her pomp she slept,
Smote thee with fury, and thy headless trunk
Deep in the dust ‘mid tower and temple sunk ;
Soon to subdue mankind “twas thine to risc,

Sull, still unquelled thy glorious energies!
Aspiring minds, with thee conversing, caught
Bright revclations of the Goeod they sought ;*

By thee that long-lost spell+ in seeret given,

To draw down Gods, and lift the soul to Heaven !

* In the gardens of the Vatican, wheve it was placed by Julius 1L,
it was lang the fuvourite study of those great men o whom we owe the
vevival of the arts, Michael Aungelo, Rapbact, and the Uaracel.

+ Ouce in the possession of Praxiteles, i we may belicve an ancient

epigrain on the Gnidian Veaus,
Analecla Vet. Poctarun, TT1. 200,

.



A WIBIL

1TRe.

MixEe be a cot beside the hill ;

A bee-hive’s hum shall sooth my ear ;
A willowy brook, that turns a mill,
With many a fall shall linger near.

The swallow, oft, beneath my thatch,
Shall twitter from her clay-built nest ;
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Oft shall the pilgrim lift the lateh,
And share my meal, a welcome guest,

Avound my ivy'd porch shall spring

Lach fragrant flower that drinks the dew ;
And Luey, at her wheel, shall sing

Tn russet gown and apron blue.

The village-church, among the trees,
Where first our marriage-vows were given,
With merry peals shall swell the breeze,
And point with taper spire to heaven.
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T THE GNAT.

WHEN by the green-wood side, at summner eve,
Poetic visions charmn my closing cye;

And fairy-scenes, that fancy loves to weave,
Shift to wild notes of sweetest minstrelsy ;

*Iis thine to range in busy quest of prey,

Thy feathery antlers quivering with delight,
Brusl from my lids the hues of heaven away,
And all is Solitude, and all is Night!

—Ah now thy harbed shaft, relentless fly,
Unsheaths its terrors in the sultry air!

No guardian sylph, in golden panoply,

T.ifts the broad shicld, and points the glittering spear
Now near and nearer rush thy whirring wings,
Thy dragon-scales still wet with human gore.
Hark, thy shrill horn its fearful lavum flings!
—I wake in horror, and dare sleep no more!
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AN IPITATH

ON A ROBIN-REDBREAST.*

TrEAD Lightly here, {or here, *tis sud,
When piping winds are hushed around,
A small note wukes from underground,
Where now his tiny bones are [aid.

No mare in fone and leafless groves,
With ruffled wing and faded breast,
His friendless, homeless spirit roves;
—Gone to the world where birds are blest!
Where never eat glides o’er the green,
Or school-hboy’s giant form is seen ;
But Love, and Joy, and smiling Spring
Inspire their httle souls to sing !

* Ingeribed on an urn in the fower-garden at Hatod,

iy



AN ITALIAN SONG

1782,

Dear is my little native vale,
The ring-dove bnilds and murmnys there ;
Close by my cot she tells her tale

To every passing villager.
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The squirrel leaps from tree to tree,
Aud shells his nuts at liberty.

In orange-groves and myrtle-bowers,
That breathe a gale of fragrance round,
I churm the fairy-footed hours

With my loved lute’s romantic sound ;
Or crowns of living laurel weave,

For those that win the race at eve.

The shepherd’s horn at break of day,
The ballet danced in twilight glade,
The canzonet and roundelay

Sung in the silent green-wood shade ;
These stmple joys, that never fail,
Shall bind me to my native vale,
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To THE BUTTERFLY.

CHizp of the sun! pursue thy rapturous flight,
Mingling with her thou lov’st in fields of light ;
And, where the flowers of Paradise unfold,

Qua? fragrant nectar from their cups of gold.
'Fhere shall thy wings, rich as an evening-sky,
Expand and shut with silent cestasy !

-—Yet wert thou once a worm, a thing that crept
On the bare earth, then wrought a tomb and slept.
And such 15 man ; soon from his cell of clay

To buxst a seraph in the blaze of day!



WRITTEN 1IN

THE HIGHLANDS OF SCOTLAND,

SEPTEMBER 2. 1813,

Bruw was the loch, the clouds were gone,
Ben-Lomond i his glory shone,

When, Tass, [ left thee ; when the breeze
Bore me {rom thy silver sands,
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Thy kirk-yard wall among the trees,
Where, grey with age, the dial stands ;
That dial so well-known to me!
—Tho’ many a shadow it had shed,
Beloved Sister, since with thee
The legend on the stone was read.
The fairy-isles fled far away ;
That with its woods and uplands green,
Where shepherd-huts arc dimly scen.,
And songs are heard at close of day ;
That too, the deer’s wild covert, ﬂe{l,
And that, the asylum of the dead :
‘While, as the boat went merrily,
Much of Ron Roy the boat-man told ;
His arm that fell below his knee,
His cattle-ford and mountain-hold.
Tarbat,* thy shore T climbed at. last:
And, thy shady region passed,
Upon another shore 1 stood,
And looked upon another Hlood;+
Greal Ocean’s sclf ! (?Tis TIe who fills
‘That vast und awful depth of hills ;)
Where many an clf was playing round,
Who treads unshod his classie ground ;
And speaks, Lis native rocks amonyg,
As Finvoar spoke, and Ossiax sung.

* Signifying in the Guelic Janguage an Fsthmus,
T Loch-lonyg,



207

Night fell ; and dark and darker grew
'That narrow sca, that narrow sky,
Ag o’cr the glimmering waves we flew;
The sea-bird rustling, wailing by.
And now the grampus, half-descried,
Black and huge ubove the tide ;
The cliffs and promontories there,
Front to front, and broad and bare ;
Each beyond each, with plaut-feet
Advaneing as in haste to meet ;
The shattered fortress, whence the Dane
Blew his shrill blast, nor rushed in vain,
Tyrant of the drear domain ;
All into midnight-shadow sweep—-
When day springs upward from ihe deep!*
Windling the waters in its flight,
The prow walkes splendour ; and the oar,
That rese and fell unseen before,
Flashes in a sca of light!
Glad sign, and surc! for now we hail
Thy flowers, Glenfinnart, in the gale;
And bright indeed the path should be,
"That leads to Friendship and to Thee!
Oh blest retreat and sacred too!
Sacred as when the bell of prayer
Tolled duly on the desert air,
And crosses decked thy summits blue.

* A phenomenan deseribed by many navigaters,
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Oft, like some loved romantic tale,
Oft shall my weary mind recall, -
Amid the hum and stir of men,
Thy beechen grove and waterfall,
Thy ferry with its gliding sail,

And Her—the Lady of the Glen!
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AN INSCRIPTION

IN CTHE CHRIMEA.

Suurueen, or Huntsman, or worn Mariner,
Whate’er thou art, who wouldst allay thy thirst,
Drink and be glad.  This cistern of white stone,

Arched, and o’crwrought with many a sacred verse,

This iron cup chained for the general use,

And these rude seats of carth within the grove,
Were given by Farima.  Borne hence a bride,
T'was here she turned {from her beloved sire,
To sce his face no more,*  Oh, if thou canst,

* There is a beautiful story, delivered down to us from antiquity, whieh
will here perhaps veeur to the reader.

Teavins, when he pave Penclope in marriage to Ulysses, endeavoured to
persuade i to dwell n Lacedameoen; and, when all be urged was (o no
prrpese, e entreated Tis daughter 1o remain with im. When Ulysses
set out with Iig bride for Tthaen, the old man fellowed the chariot, ll,
overeome by his importunity, Ulysses consented that it should be lefs with
Leuclope to decide whether she would proceed with him or return with lier
father, It is related, says Pausanins, that she made no veply, but that
she covered herself with lier vl 3 and that Tearing, pereeiving ut once by it
that she inelined to Ulysses, suffered her to depart with him.

A slulue was afterwards placed by her father as o wemerial in thal part

of the roal where she had covered horself with her veil, Tt owas still
standing there in the days of Tausaniag, nnd was enlled ibe stalue of
Modusty.
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(""I'ts not far off) visit his tomb with flowers ;
And with u drop of this sweet water fill

The two small cells sconped in the marble there,
That birds may come and drink upon his grave,
Making it holy*

AN INSCRITTION Fok A TEMYLIE

DEDICATED TO THE GRACES.t

Avrroactt with reverence.  There are those within,
Whaose dwelling-place is Heaven.  Dauoghters of Fove,
From them flow all the decencies of Lile

‘Without them nothing pleases, Virtuc's self
Admired not loved: and those on whom They smile,
Great though they be, and wise, and beautiful,
Shine forth with double lustre.

* A Turkish superstition.

T At Wobmn-Abbey.



WRITTEN IN 1834,

WErL, when her day is over, be it said
That, though a speck on the terrestrial globe,
Found with long scarch and in a moment lost,
She made herself & nanmc—a name to live
While science, eloquence, and song divine,
And wisdom, in scl-government displayed, .
And valour, such as only in the Free,
Shall among men he honoured.

Every sea
Was covered with her sails, in every port
Her language spoken ; and, where’er you went,
Exploring, to the east or to the woest,
Even to the rising or the setting day,
Her arts and laws and Institutes were there,
Moving with silent and majestic march,
Onward and onward, where no pathway was;
There her adventurous sons, like those of old,
Founding vast empires *

empires In thetr turn

¥ North Awmericn spenks for itself; and so indeed may we say of India, -
when such & territory is owrs in a region se remote—* o teritory Jarger
and more populous than Great Britain and France and Spain, and Germany

1

and Ttaly together ;' when a eompany of merchants, from such small
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Destined to shine thro’ many a distant age
With sun-like splendouy.
Wondrous was her wealth,

The world itself her wiliing tributary ;
Yet, to accomplish what her soul desired,
All was as nothing ; and the mightiest kings,
Each in his hour of strife exhausted, fallen,
Direw strength from Her, their coflers {rom her own
Filled to o’erflowing.  When her fleets of war
Had swept the main; when not an adverse prow,
From pole to pole, far as the sca-bird flies,
Ruilled the tide ; and they themselves were gone,
Gone from the eyes and from the minds of men,
Their dreadful crrands so entirely done—
Up rose her armies; on the land they stood,
Fearless, ercct; and in an instant smote
Him with his legions. *

Yet ere long "twus hers,
Gireat as her triumphs, to echipse them all,
To do what none had done, nonc had conecived,

beginnings, buve established a dowdnion so absolule, * where Trajan never
peuctrated and where the plalanx of Alexander vefused to proceed ™—n
dominion over  people for ages civilized and cultivated, while we were yel
in the woeds,

* Alluding to the baitle of Waterlow.  Tle illustrions Man who com-
nanded there on our side, and whe, o bis anxicty to do justice (o

athers, never fails to ferget himself, said many vears afterwards to the

Author with sowe agitation, when relating an ocenrrence of that day, ¢ Tt

was u hattle of giants '™
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An act how glorions, making jov in Heaven!
When, such her prodigality, condemned

To toil and toil, alas, how hopelessly,
Herself in bonds, for ages unredeemed—

As with a god-like energy she sprung,

All else forgot, and, burdencd as she was,
Ransomed the Afvicun.



AN INSCRIPTION

FOR STRATFIRLL SAYIE.

Tresk are the groves a grateful people gave
For noblest scrvice; and from age to age,
May they, to such as come with listening cur,
Relate the story ! Sacred is their shade;
Sacred the calm they breathe—oh, how unlike
What in the ficld “twas his so long to know;
Where many a mourniul, many an anxious thought,
Troubling, perplexing, on his weary mind
Preyed, erc to arms the morning-trmmpet called ;
Where, till the work was done and darkness fell,
Blood ran like water, and, go where thou wouldst,
Death in thy path-way met thee, face to face.

For on, regardless of himsclf, 1Te went;
And, by no change clated or depressed,
Fouglﬁ, till he won the’ imperishable wreath,
Eeading the conquerors captive ; on he went,
Bating nor heart nor hope, whoe’er opposed ;
The greatest warriors, in thelr turn, appearing ;
The last that camc, the greatest of them all—
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One scattering fear, as born but to subdue,
And, even in rout, in ruin, scattering fear ;
So long, till warred on by the clements,
Invineible ; the mightiest of the carth !
When such the service, what the recompence
What was not due to him if he survived?
Yet, if I err not, a renown as fair,
And faiver still, awaited him at home ;
When in his place, day after day, he stood,
The puarty-zeal, that round him raged, restraining ;
——1Tis not to rest, while his the strength to serve.
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REFLECTIONS.

Max to the last 1s but a froward child ;

So eager for the fusure, come what may,

And to the present so Insensible !

Olb, if he could in all things ay he would,
Years wonld as days and hours as moments be ;
Ile would, so restless is his spirit here,

Give wings to Tlme, and wish his life away !

Aras, to our discomfort and his own,

Oft ave the preatest talents to be formd

In a fool’s keeping.  For what else is he,
What else 1s he, however worldly wise,

Wha can pervert and to the worst abuse

The noblest means to serve the noblest ends ;
‘Who can employ the giflt of cloguenee,

"That sacred gift, to dazzle and delude ;

Or, if achievement in the field be his,

Chmb but to gain a loss, suffering how much,
And how much more inflicting!  Every where,
Cost what they will, such cruel freuks are played;
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And hence the turmail in this world of ours,

The turmoil never ending, still beginning,

The wailing and the tears.—When Casaxr came,
TTe who could master all men but himself,

‘Who did so much and could so well record it ;
Even he, the most applauded in his part,

Whe, when he spoke, all things summed up in hiw,
¥poke to convinee, nor cver, when he fought,

what a life was his,

Fought but te conquer
Slaying so many, to be glain ut last,*

A life of trouble and incessant toil,

And all to gain what is far better niissed !

L'itn heart, they say, is wiser than the schools ;
And well they may.  All that is great in thought,
"That strikes af once as with clectrie fire,

And lifts us, as it were, from carth to heaven,
Comes from the heart; and who confesses not
Its voice as sacred, nay almost divine,

When inly it declares on what we do,

Blaming, upproving? Let an erring world
Judge as it will, we carc not while we stand
Acquitted there ; and oft, when clouds on clouds
Compass us round and not a track appears,

Oft is an upright heart the surest guide,

# e is said to have slain s oillion of men iu Gaal ajoue.

[
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Surer and better than the subtlest head ;
Still with its silent counsels thre® the dark
Onward and onward leadhng.

L'urs Child, so lovely and so cherub-like,

(No fairer spirit in the heaven of heuvens )

Say, must he know remorse ! muust Passion come,
Pagsion in all or any of its shapes,

To cloud and sully what is now so pure?

Yes, come it must. For who, alas! has lived,
Nor in the watches of the night recalled

Words he has wished unsaid and decds nndone ?
Yes, come 1t must.  But if, as we may hope,
He learns erc long to diseipline his mind,

And onward goes, humbly and cheerful ly,
Assisting them that faint, weak though he be,
And in his trying hours trusting in God—-

Fair as he is, he shall be fairer still ;

For what was Innocence will then be Virtue.

On, if the selfish knew how mudeh they lost,
What would they not endeavour, not endure,
T'o imitate, as far as in them lay,

Him who his wisdom and his power craploys
[n making others happy !
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WRITTEN AT DROPMORL,

JuLy, 1H3l.

(*RENVILLE, to thee my gratitude is due

For many an hour of stndious musing here,

For many a day-dream, such as hovered round
Hafiz, or Sadi; thro’ the golden East,

Search where we would, no falrer howers than these,
Thine own ercation ; where, called forth by thee,
“ Flowoers worthy of Paradise, with rich inlay,
Brotder the groumd,” and every mountain-pine
Elsewhere unscen (his birth-place in the clouds,
His kindred sweeping with majestic march

From cliff to chif along the snowy ridge

Of Caucasus, or nearer vet the Moon)

Breathes heavenly music.—Yet much more T owe
For what so few, alas! can hope to share,

Thy converse ; when, among thy books reclined,
Or in thy garden-chair that wheels its course
Slowly and silently thro’ sun and shade,

Thou spealt’st, as ever thou art wont to do,

In the calm temper of philosophy ;

~—Still to delight, instruct, whate’er the theme.



WRITTEN IN LY,

1thi.

Grey, thou hast served, and well, the sacred Cause
That Hampden, Sydney died for.  ‘Thou hast stood,
Scorning all thought of Self, from first to last,
Among the foremost in that glorious field ;

From first to last; and, ardent as thou art,

Held on with equal step as best became

A lofty mind, loftiest when most assailed ;

Never, though galled by many a barbed shaft,

By many a bitter taunt from friend and foe,
Swerving, or shrinking.  ITappy in thy Youth,
Thy Youth the dawn of a long summer-day

But in thy Age still happier ; thine to earn

The gratitude of millions yet to be;

T'hine to conduct, through ways how difficult,

A mighty people in their march sublime

From Good to Better. Great thy recompence,
When in their eycs thon read’st what thou hast done;
And may’st thou long enjoy it; may’st thou long
Preserve for them what still they claim as theirs,
That generous fervour and pure eloquence,

Thine from thy birth and Naturc’s noblest gifts,

To guard what They have gained!
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WRITTEN TN
WESTMINSTER ABBEY,*

OCTOBER 10, 180G,

Wiror"er thou art, approach, and, with a sigh,
Mark where the small remains of Greatuess lie, +
There sleeps the dust of FOX for ever gone ;
How near the Place where late his glory shone!
And, tho’ no more ascends the voice of Prayer,
The* the last footsteps cease to linger theve,
Still, like an awful Dream that comes again,
Alas, at best, as transient and as vain,

Still do T see {while thro® the vaults of night
The funeral-song once more proclaims the rite)
The moving Pomp along the shadowy aisle,
That, like a Darkness, filled the solemn Pile;
The illustrious line, that in long order led,

Of those, that loved Him living, mourned Him dead ;
Of those the Few, that for their Country stood
Round Him who dared be singularly good ;

* After the Funeral of the Right Hon, Csaries James Fox.
1 Venez volr le peu qui nous reste de tant de prandeur, &c.—Bossuet.
Oraisan funébre de T.onis de Bourbon,



222

All, of all ranks, that claimed him for their own
And nothing wanting—but Himscll alone ! *

Oh say, of Ilim now rests there but a name ;
Wont, az He was, to breathe ethereal flame !
Friend of the Ahsent, Guardian of the Dead!
Who but would here their sacred sorrows shed !
(Such as He shed on Nerson’s clesing grave ;
How soon to claim the sympathy He guve!l)

In Tim, resentful of another’s wrong,

The dumb were cloguent, the feeble strong,
Truth {from his lips a charm celestial drew—
Ah, who so mighty and so gentle too?

What tho” with War the madding Nations rung,
¢ Peace,” when He spoke, was ever on his tongue !
Amid the frowns of Power, the tricks of State,
Fearless, resolved, and negligently great!

Tn vain malignant vapours gathered round ;
He walkcd, crect, on conscerated ground.
The clouds, that rise to quench the Orb of day,
Reflect its splendour, and dissolve away !

When in retreat He laid his thunder by,
For lettered casc and calm Philosophy,
Blest were his hours within the silent grove,
Where still s god-like Spirit deigns to rove;
Blest by the orphan’s smile, the widow’s prayer,
For many a deed, long done in secret there.
There shone his lamp on Homer’s hallowed page,
There, listcning, sate the hero and the sage ;

* Et rien cnfin ne mangue dans tons ces hanneurs, que celui & qui o
les rend.—Ihid.
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And they, by virtue and by blood allied,

Whom most He loved, and in whose arms He died.
IFriend of all Human-kind ! not here alone

{The voiee, that speaks, was not to Thee unknown)

Wilt Thou be missed.—er every land and sca

Long, lotg shall England be revered in Thee!

And, when the Storm 1s hushed—in distant years—

Foes on thy grave shall meet, and mingle tears!
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PRETFACE.

Tur following Toem (or, to speak morc pro-
perly, what_remains of 1t*) has here and there a
Iyrical turn of thought and expression. 1t is sudden
in its transitions, and full of historical allusions;
leaving much to be imagined by the reader.

The subject is a voyage the moest memorable in
the annals of mankind. Columbus was a person of
cxtraordinary virtuc and picty, acting under the
sense of a Dlivine impulse; and his achievement
the discovery of a New World, the inhabitants of
which were shut out from the light of Revelation,
and given up, as they belicved, to the dominion of
malignant spirits.

Many of the incidents will now be thought ex-
travagant; yct they weve once perhaps received

% The (higinal in the Castilian language, acenrding to the Tnserip-
tion Uhat fullows, was found awmong other MB3, o an old religions
Tiouse near Palog, situated on an island formed by the river Tinto, and
dedieated to our Tady of Ta Ribida.  The Writer deseribes himself as
having sailed with Columbus; but his style and macner are evidently
of an after-thne,
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with something more than indulgence. Tt was an
age of miracles: and who can say that among the
venerable legends in the library of the Escurial, or
the more authentic records which fill the great
chamber in the Archivo of Simancas, and which
velate entirely to the deep tragedy of Ameriea,
there are no volumes that mention the marvellous
things here described! Indeed the story, as
already told throughout Furope, admits of no
heightening. Such was the religious enthusiasm
of the early writers, that the Author had only to
transfuse it into his verse; and he appears to have
done little more ; though some of the circum-
stances, which he alludes to as well-known, have
long ceased to be so. By wusing the language
of that day, he has called up Columbus “in his
habit as he lived;” and the authorities, such as
exist, are carefully given by the Translatov.



[NSCRIBED ON THE ORIGINAL MANUSCRIPT.

Lixorase me, Stranger ; and unfold,
With trembling care, my leaves of gold,
Rich in gothie portraiture— -

It vet, alas, a leaf endure.
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In Rasina’s monastic fane
T cannot ask, and ask in vain.
The language of Castine I speak ;
Mid many an Arah, many a Greck,
Old 1n the days of CHARLEMAIN ;
When minstrel-music wandered round,
And Science, waking, blessed the sound.

No carthly thought has here a place,
The cowl let down on every face ;
Yt here, in consceruted dust,
Here would T sleep, if sleep T must.
From GeExnoa when ConuMsts came,
(At once her glory and her shamc)
"Twas here he eanght the holy flame.
"Iwas here the generons vow he made ;
His banners on the altar laid.

Here tempest-worn and desolate *
A Dilot, journcying thro’ the wild,
Stopt to solicit at the gate
A pittance for his child.

* We have an interesting account of his first appearance in Spain, that
country whicl was so soon to be the theatre of his wlory. Ar‘-uul'ding to
the testimouy of Garcia Fernandez, the physician of Pales, a sea-faring
man, accompanicd by 2 very young oy, stoppud one dny at the gate off
the Convent of Lo Ralida and asked of the porter o Jittle bread and water
for his child. While they were receiving this humble refreshment, ihe
DPyior, Juan P'erez, happening to pass by, was struck with the look and
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"I'was here, unknowing and unknown,
Tle stood upon the threshold-stone.
But hope was his-—a faith sublime,
That triumphs over place and time ;
And here, his mighty labour done,
A his course of glory run,

Awhile as more than man he stooed,
So large the debt of gratitude !

One hullowed morn, methought, I felt
As if a soul within me dwelt !
But who arose and gave to me
The sacred trust T keep for thee,
And in his cell at even-tide
Knelt belore the cross and died—
Inquire not now.  His name no more
Glimmers on the chancel-floor,
Near the lights that ever shine
Before St. Mary’s blessed shrine.

To me one little hour devote,
And lay thy stafl' and scrip beside thee ;

manner of the stranger, and, entering inte conversation with him, soon
learnt the particulars of Lis story.  The stranger was Columbus; the boy
was lis won Dicge : and, but for this accidental imterview, America uight
have vemained Jong wndiscovered ;o for it wasg to the zeal of Juan Perez
that be was Bually judobted for the wecomplislunent of his great purpose.
Hee Teving's History of Columbus,
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TRead in the temper that he wrote,

And may his gentle spirit gnide thee!
My leaves forsake me, one by one

"The book-worm thro® and thro” has gone.
Oh haste

T'he tale within was never told !

unclasp me, and unfold ;



PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITTON.

THERE Is a spirit in the old Spanish Chroniclers
of the sixteenth contury that may be compared to
the freshness of water at the fountain-head. Their
simplictty, thelr sensibility to the strangc and the
wonderful, their very weaknesses give an infinite
value, by giving a lifc and a character to cvery
thing they touch; and their religion, which bursts
out every where, addresses itsell’ to the imagina-
tion in the highest degrec. Tf they err, thew
crrors arc not their own. They think and feel
after the fashion of the time ; and their narratives
are so many moving pictures of the actions, man-
ners, and thoughts of their contemporaries.

What they had to communicate, might well make
them eloquent; but, inasmuch as relates to Colum-
bus, the Inspiration went no farther.  No National
FPoem appeared on the subject; no Camoéns did
honour to his Genins and his Virtues. Yet the
materials, that have descended to us, are surely
not unpoetical ; and a desire to avail myself of
then, to convey In some instances as faras I conld,

H 1
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in others as far as I darcd, their warmth of colour-
ing and wildness of imagery, led me to conceive
the idca of a Poom written not long after his death,
when the great consequences of the Discovery
were beginning to unfold themselves, but while
the minds of men were still elinging to the super-
stitions of their fathers.

The Event here described may be thought too
recent for the Machinery ; but I found them toge-
ther* A belief in the agency of Evil Spirits pre-
vailed over both hemispheres ; und even yet seems
almost necessary to enable us to clear up the
Darkness,

And justify the wiys of God o Men.

* Perhaps even u conteruporary sibject should not be rejected us
snel, however wild and extiavagant it may be, it the manners be foreign
and the place distnt—-major @ longinguo revercutine  L’éloignement

os pays, says Racine, sépare oo quelque sorte la trop grimde proximité

des temps 5 ear le peuple ne met gudee de dilférence entre ce qoi est,

si jose ainsi parler, & mille ans de i, et e qui en est @ mille Beaes,



THE ARGUMENT.

Corvatnus, having wandered from kingdom 1o kingdom,
at length obtains three ships and sets sail on the Atlantie.
The compass alters from its ancient dircetion ; the wind
becomes censtunt and unremitiing ; night and day he advan-
g8 of
vegetation, extending as far as fhe eye ean reach, and assum-

ces, till Lie is suddenly stopped ju his course by a ma

ing the appearance of i country overwhelmed by the sea.
Alarm and despondence on hoard.  He resigns himself e
the care of Tleaven, and proceeds on his voynge.

Meanwhile the deities of America assemble In councid ;
and one of the Zemi, the gods of the islanders, announces
his appreach., #1In vain,” says he, “ have we goarded the
Atlantic for ages. A mortal has bafled our power; nor
will our votaries arm against him. Yours are a sterner
race. Hence! and, while we have recourse to stratagem,
do you array the nalions round yonr altars, and prepare for
an cxterminating war”  They disperse while e is yet
speaking ; and, in the shape of a condor, he directs his
flight to the flect. IHis journey deseribed. He arrives
there. A panic. A mutiny. Columbus restores order;
continues ou his voyage; and lands in a New Wold,
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Coremonies of the first interview, Rites of hospitality.
The ghost of Cazziva. ‘

Twoe months pass away, and an Angel, appearing in a
dream  to Celumbus, thus addresses him: “ RBetumn o
Europe ; though your Adversaries, such iz the will of
Heaven, shall let loose the hwricane against you. A little
while shall they trinmph ; insinuating themselves into the
hearts of your fullowers, and making the World, which you
came to bless, a seene of blood and slavghter.  Yet is there
cause for rejoicing. Your work is dome. The cross of
Christ is planted here; and, in due time, all things shall
be made perfect !”




CANTO L

Night—Columlus on the Aflantie—the Variation of
the Cumpuss, §e.
Nay who, when age on age had rolled away,
And still, as sunk the golden Orb of day,
The seaman watched him, while he lingered here,
With many a wish to follow, many a fear,
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And gazed and gazed and wondered where he went,
So bright his path, so glorious his descent,

Who first adventured—In his birth obscure,
Yet born to build a Fame that should endure,
Who the great sceret of the Deep possessed,
And issuing through the portals of the West,
Fearless, resolved, with every sail uufurled,
Planted his standard on the Unknown World/
Him, by the Paynim bard descried of yore,

And ere his coming sung on either shore,

Him, ere the birth of Time by Tleaven designed
o Lift the veil that covered half mankind,

None can exalt - - - - - - - - -

Yet, cre T die, T would fulfil my vow;

Praise cannot wound his gencrous spirit now.

3 #* " * * *

"Fwas night. The Moon, o’er the wide wave, disclosed
Her awful face ; and Nature’s self reposed ;
When, slowly rising in the azure sky,

Three white sails shone—but to no mortal cye,
Entering a boundless sea. In slumber cast,
The very ship-boy, on the dizzy mast,

Half breathed his orisons ! Alone unchanged,
Calmly, beneath, the great Commander ranged,
Thoughtful not sad ; and, as the planet grew,
His noble form, wrapt in his mantle blue,
Athwart the deck a deepening shadow threw.
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“ Thec hath it pleascd—Thy will be done ! he said,
Then sought his eabin ; and, their garments spread,
Around him lay the sleeping as the dead,

When, by his lamp to that mysterious Guide,

On whose still counsels all his hopes relied,

That Oracle to man in merey given,

Whose voice is truth, whose wisdom 1is from heaven,
Who over sands and scas divects the stray,

And, as with God’s own finger, points the way,

11e turned; but what strange thoughts perplexcd his sot
When, lo, no more attracted to the Pole,

The Compass, (aithless as the circling vane,
Fluttered and fixed, fluttered and fixed again !

At length, as by some unscen Hand imprest,

Tt sought with trembling encrgy—the West!*

“ Ah no ! he cried, and calmed his anxious brow.
111, nor the signs of ill, *tis thine to show ;
Thine but to lead me where T wished to go!”

B

Conpmnus erred not.  In that awfd hour,
Sent forth to save, and girt with God-like power,
And glorious as the regent of the sun, ¥
An Angel came! He spoke, and it was done!
Te spoke, and, at his call, a mighty Wind,

Not like the fitful blast, with fury blind,
But deep, majestic, in its destined course,
Sprung with unerring, mnrelenting force,

# Mereera, dee. Lo liba i el 4. + Rev. xix. 17,
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TFrom the bright East.  Tides duly ebbed and flowed ;
Stars rose and set; and new horizons glowed ;

Yet still it blew!  As with primeval sway

Still did its ample spivit, night and day,

Move own the waters '—Al, resigned to Fute,

Tolded their arms and sate ; and seemed to wait
Some sudden change ; and sought, in ¢hill suspensc,
New spheres of being, and new modes of sense ;

As men departing, though not deomed to dic,

And midway on their passage to cternity.
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CANTO T,
The Voyege continued.

“Wiear vast foundations in the Abyss are there,
As of a former world ¥ Ts it not where

ArraNTIC Kings their barharous pomp displayed ;
Sunk into darkness with the realms they swayed,
When towers and temples, thro” the closing wave,
A glimmering ray of ancient splendour gave
And we shall rest with them—Or are we thrown”

{Each gazed on each, and all exclaimed as one)

“ Where things {familiar cease and strange begin,
All progress barred to those without, within?
—Soon is the doubt resolved.  Arise, behold—

We stop Lo stir no more . . . nor will the tale be told.”

The pilot smote his breast ; the watchman cried
“ Land I and his voice in faltering accents dicd.
At once the fury of the prow was quelled ;
And (whence or why from many an age withheld)
Shrieks, not of men, were mingling in the blast;
And armed shapes of god-like stature passed !

(3
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Slowly along the evening-sky they went,

As on the edge of some vast battlement ;

Helmet and shield, and spear and gonfalon
Streaming a baleful light that wus not of the sun!

Long from the stern the great Adventurer gazed
With uwe not fear; then high his hands he raised.
 Thou All-supreme - - - in goodness as in power,
‘Who, from his birth to this eventlul hour,

Hast led thy servant over land and sca,*
Confessing Thee in 2ll, and all in Thee,

Oh still —He spoke, and o, the charm aceurst
Fled whence it came, and the broud barrier burst!
A vain illusion ! (such as mocks the cyes

Of {fearful men, when mountains round them rise
From less than nothing) nothing now beheld,

But scattered sedge——repeliing, and repelled !

And once again that valiant company
Right onward came, ploughing the Unknown Sea.
Already borne beyond the range of thought,
With Light divine, with U'ruth immortal fraught,
From world to world their steady course they keep,
Swilt as the winds along the waters sweep,
"Mid the mute nations of the pmple deep.
—And now the sound of harpy-wings they hear;

Now less and less, as vanishing in fear!

* They may pive we what nome they plense. Do seevan of Him,

&, Hist, del Alwivante, ¢, 2.
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And zee, the heavens bow down, the waters rise,
And, rising, shoot in columns to the skics,

That stand--and still, when they proceed, retire,
As in the Desert burned the sacred fire ;

Moving in silent majesty, till Night

Descends, and shuts the vision from their sight,
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CANTO 11T,

A Assewdly of Evid Spirits,

Tro’ changed my cloth of gold for amice grey

In my spring-time, when every month was May,

With hawk and hound I coursed away the hour,

Or sung my roundelay in lady’s bower.

And the’ my world be now a narrow cell,

(Renounced for ever all 1 loved so well)

Tho’ now my head be bald, my feet be bare,

And scarce my knees sustain my book of prayer,

Oh I was there, one of that gallant crow,

And saw—and wondered whenee his Power 1Te drew,

Yet little thought, tho’ by his side T stood,

Of his great Focs in earth and air and flood,

Then uninstructed.—But my sand 1s run,

And the Night coming - - - and my Task not done! - -
"T'was in the deep, immeasurable cave

OF Axnrs, cchoing to the Southern wave,

"Mid pillars of Basalt, the work of fire,

‘That, giant-like, to upper day aspire,

“'was there that now, as weunt in heaven to shine,

Forms of angelic mould and grace divine



245

Assembled.  All, exiled the realms of rest,

In vain the sadness of their souls suppressed ;

Yet of their glory muny a scattered ray

Shot thro’ the gathering shadows of decay.,

Fach moved a God ; and all, as Gods, possessed

One half the globe ; from pole to pole confessed !
Oh could T now—Dhut how in mortal verse—

Their numbers, their heroie decds rehearse!

These in dim shrines and barbarous symbols reign,

Where Prara and MaracyoN meet the Main,

Those the wild hunter worships as he roves,

[z the green shade of CHIR’s fragrant groves ;

Or warrior-tribes with rites of blood implore,

Whose night-fires gleam along the sullen shore

Of TTurox or OnTaRIO, inland scas,

What time the song of death is in the brecae!
"T'was now in dismal pomp and order due,

While the vast coneave flashed with lightnings blue,

On shining pavements of metallic ore,

That many an age the fusing sulphur bore,

1hey held high council.  All was silence round,

When, with a voice most sweet yet most profound,

A sovercign Spirit burst the gates of night,

And from his wings of gold shouk drops of lignid light !

Merion, commissioncd with his host to sweep

From age to age the melancholy deep !

Clief of the Zum1, whom the Isles obeved,

By Occan severed from u world of shade.
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L.
“ Prepare, again prepare,”
Thus o’er the soul the thrilling accents came,
“ Thranes to resign for lakes of living flame,
And trinmpl for despair.
He, on whose call afflicting thunders wait,
Has willed it ; and his will is fate !
In vain the legions, emulous to save,
Hung in the tempest o’er the troubled main ;
Turned each presumptuouns prow that broke the wave,
And dashed it on its shores again.
All is fulfilled ! Behold, in close array,
‘What mighty banners stream in the bright track of day!

1.
““ No volce as erst shall in the desert risc ;
Nor ancient, dread solemnitics
With scorn of death the trembling tribes inspire.
Wreaths for the Conqueror’s brow the victims bind !
Yet, tho” we fled yon firmament of fire,
Still shall we fly, all hope of rule resigned ¥

* * *® * . * *

He spoke ; and all was silence, all was night!
Each had already winged his formidable flight.
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CANTO iV,
The Voyge coitiined.

“ Arr, why look back, tho® all is left behind ?
No sounds of life are stirring in the wind.—
And you, ye birds, winging your passage home,
Tlow blest yo are -—We know not where we roam.
We go,” they cried, “ go to return nio more ;
Nor ours, alas, the transport to explore
A human footstep on-a desert shore 1

—Still, as beyond this mortal life impelled
By some mysterious energy, He held
His everlasting course.  Still self-possessed,
High on the deck He stood, disdaining rest ;
(TTis amber chain the only badge he bore,
His mantle blue such as his futhers wore)
Futhomed, with searching hand, the dark profound,
And scattered hope and glad assurance round ;
The’, like same strange portentous dream, the Past
Still hovered, and the clondless sky o’ercast.

At day-break might the Caravels * be scen,
Chasing their shadows o’er the deep serenc;

* Light vessels, formerly used by the Spaniards and Portugucse.
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Their burnishad prows lashed by the sparkling tide,
Their green-cross standards waving far and wide.
And now once more to better thoughts iuclined,
The sca-man, monuting, clunonred in the wind,
The soldier told his tales of Tove and war ;

The courtier sung—sung to his gay guitar.
Round, at Primcro, satec a whiskered hand ;

So Fortune smiled, carcless of sca or Jand !

Leow, MoxTaLvaN, (serving side by side ;

Two with one soul—and, as they lived, they died)
Vasco the brave, thrice found among the slain,
Thrice, and how scon, up and in arms again,

As soon to wish he had been sought in vain;
Chained down in Frz, beneath the bitter thong,
To the hard beneh and heavy oar so long!
ALBERT of I'rorunon, who, at twilight-time,

In my rapt ear poured Daxu’s tragic thyme,
Screened by the sail as near the mast we lay,

Our nights illumined by the ocean-spray ;

And MAxTRED, who espoused with jewelled ving
Young Isanur, then left her sorvowing :

Lurma € the generous,” Avira ¢ the proud y
VEerasauuz, Gaicia, thro’ the echoing erowd
T'raced by their wmirth—from Ewne’s classic shore,
From golden Tas0, to return no morc !
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CANTO V.

The I"U.f,w_(ﬂ' etankisied,

YEr who but He undaunted could explore

A world of waves, a sea without a shore,

Trackless and vast and wild as that revealed

When round the Ark the birds of tempest wheeled ;
When all wae still in the destroying hour—

No sign of man! no vestige of his power!

One at the stern before the hour-glass stood,

As ’twere to count the sands; one o’er the flood
Gazed for St. Elino ;* while another eried

“ Omee more gond morrow [ and sate down and sighed.
Day, when it came, came only with its light.
Though long invoked, *twas sadder than the night !
Look where e would, for ever as He turned,

He met the eye of one that inly mourned.

* A luminous appearance of goad omen,
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Then sunk his generous spirit, and He wenpt.
The friend, the father rose; the hero slept.
Pavos, thy port, with many a pang resigned,
Filled with its busy sccnes his lonely mind;

The solemn march, the vows In concert given,
The bended knces and Lifted hands to heaven,
The incensed rites and choral harmonies,

The Guardian’s blessings mingling with Lis sighs;
‘While his dear boys—ah, on his neck they huug,
And Jong at parting to his garments clung.®

Oft in the silent night-wateh doubt and fear

Broke in uneccrtain wurmurs on his car.

Oft the stern Catalan, at noon of day,

Muttered dark threats, and lingered to obey ;
Tho’ that brave Youth—he, whom his conrser bore
Tight thyo’ the midst, when, fetlock-deep in gore,
The great Goxzare battled with the Moor,
(What time the Aviramnrna shook—socon to unfold
Its sacred courts, and fountains yet untold,

{ts holy texts and arabesques of gold)

The” Rorpan, sleep and death to him alike,
Grasped his good sword and half unsheathed to strike,

* His public procession to the convent of L Ralida on the day before
he set sail. Tt waus there that his sons had reeeived their education ; and

he hinsclf appears to bave passed some time there, the vencrable Guardian,
Juan Perer de Marchenn, being bis zealons and aflectionate fiend.—
Tle cerewonics of his departure and return wre represented in muny of the

fiesco-paintings 1n the palaces of Geuea,
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 Oh horn to wander with your flocks,” he cried,
“ And bask and dream along the mountain-side ;
Lo urge your mules, tinkhng from hill to hill ;
Or at the vintage-feast to drink your fill,
And strike your castancts, with gipsy-maid
Dancing Fandangos in the chestnut shade—
Come on,” he cricd, and threw his glove in scorn,
‘¢ Not this your wonted pledge, the brimming horn.
Valiant in peace! Adventurous at home !
Oh, had ye vowed with pilgrim-staff to roam ;
Or with banditti sought the sheltering wood,
Where mouldering crosses mark the scenc of blood I
He said, he drew ; then, at his Master’s frowu,
Sullenly sheathed, plunging the weapon dewn.

* i * = w %

* 4 * * s ®



CANTO VL

The flight of an dugel of Darkness.

War and the Great in War let others sing,
Havoe and spoil, and tears and triumphing ;
The morning-march that flashes to the sun,
The feast of vultures when the day is done;
And the strange tale of many slain for one !
I sing « Man, amid his sufferings herc,
Who watched and scrved in humbleness and fear ;
Gentle to others, to himself severc,

Still unsubdued by Danger’s varying form,
still, as unconscious of the coming storm,

e



He looked clate ; and, with his wonted smile,
On the great Ordnance leaning, would beguile
The hour with talk. His beard, his mien sublime,
Shadowed by Age—by Age before the time*
T'rom many a sorrew borne in many a clime,
Moved every heart. And now in opener skies
Stars yet unnamed of purer radiance risc!
Stars, milder suns, that love a shade to cast,
And on the bright wave fling the trembling mast!
Another firmament ! the orbs that roll,
Singly or clustering, round the Southern pole!
Not yet the four that glorify the Night—
Ah, how forget when to my ravished sight,
The Cross shone forth in everlasting light !
¥ * £ * #* EY
"I'was the mid hour, when He, whose accents dread
Still wandered thro’ the regions of the dead,
(MEzRION, commissioned with his host to sweep
I'rom age to age the melancholy deep)
To elude the seraph-guard that watched for man,
And mar, as erst, the Eternul’s perfeet plan,
Rose like the Condor, and, at towering height,
In pomp of plumage sailed, deepening the shades of
night.
Roc of the West! to him all ewpire given!
Who bears Axalliua’s dragon-folds to heaven ;

* Iliste ¢ ahs
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Ilis flight a whirlwind, and, when heard afar,
Like thunder, or the distant din of war!
“Mountains and seas fled backward us he passed
O’er the great globe, by not a clond o’creast
From the Antarctic, from the Land of Fire*
T'o where ALAska’s wintry wilds retive ;
From mines of gold, and giant-sons of carth,
To grots of ice, and tribes of pigmy birth
Who freeze alive, nor, dead, in dust repose,
High-hung in forests to the casing snows.
% # % * # e

Now *mid angelic multitudes he flics,
"That hourly come with blessings from the skies ;
Wings the blue clement, and, borne sublime,
Eyes the st sun, gilding cach distant clime ;
Then, like & meteor, shooting to the main,
Melts into pure intelligence again,

* Tiorea del TWinego,



CANTO VIL

A Mutiny excited.

Waartho' Despondencereigned, and wild A ffright—
Stretehed in the midst, and, thro” that dismal night,
By Lis white plume revealed and buskins white,
Slept Rovnan.  When he closed his gay carcer,
Hope fled for ever, and with Hope fled Fear.
Blest with cach gift indulgent Fortune sends,
Birth and its rights, wealth and its train of friends,
Star-like he shone ! Now beggared and alone,
Danger he wooed, and claimed her for his own.
O’er him a Vampire his dark wings displayed.
"Twas Merion’s sclf, covering with dreadful shade.
e came, and, couched on Rotnan’s ample breast,
Each secret pore of breathing life possessed,
Fanning the sleep that scemed his final rest;
Then, inly gliding like a subtle flame,
Thrice, with a cry that thrilled the mertal frame,
Called on the Spirit within,  Disdaining flight,
Calmly she rose, colleeting all her mighe.*

* —magnmn s pectore possit

Esxenssisse dewn.



256

Dire was the dark enconnter!  Tong unquelled,
Her sacred seat, sovereign and pure, she held.
At length the great Foe binds her for his prize,
And awful, as in death, the body lics!
Not long to slumber! Tn an evil hour
Informed and lifted by the unknown Power,
It starts, it speaks! * We live, we breathe no more !
The fatal wind blows on the dreary shore!
On yonder cliffs beckoning their fellow-prey,
The spectres stalk, und muwrmur at delay ! *
—Yet if thou canst (not for mysclf T plead !
Mine but to follow where *tis thine to lead)
Oh turn and save! Lo thee, with streaming cyes,
To thee cach widow kneels, cach orphan crics !
Who now, condemned the lingering hours to tell,
Think and but think of those they loved so weli !>
All melt in tears ! but what can tears avail ?
These climb the mast, and shift the swelling sail.
These snatch the helm; and round me now 1 hear
Smiting of hands, out-cries of gricf and fear, +
('That in the aisles at midnight haunt me still,
Turning my lonely thoughts from geod to ill)
“ Were there no graves—none in our land,” they ery,
* That thon hast brought us on the deep to &ie?”
Silent with sorrow, long within his cloak
His face he muflled-—then the Hiro spoke.

* Eonipides in Alecst. v, 255,
1 Vori alte ¢ fioche, ¢ snon di wan con elle.—1YanTs.
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* Generous and brave! when God himself 13 here,
‘Why shake at shadows in your mid carcer?
Tle can suspend the laws himself designed,
He walks the waters, and the winged wind ;
Himself your guide! and yours the high behest,
To lift your veice, and bid a world be blest!
And can you shrink? to you, to you consigned
The glorious privilege to serve mankind !
Oh had T perished, when my failing frame
Clung to the shattered oar “mid wrecks of flame!
~—Was it for this | lingered life away,
The scorn of Folly, and of T'raud the prey ;
Bowed down my mind, the gift His bounty gave,
At courts a suiter, und to slaves a slave ¥
—7Yct in His name whom only we should fear,
("Tis all, all I shall ask, or you shall hear}
Girant but three days —Ie spoke not uninspired ;
And each 1n silence to his watch retired.

At Iength among us came an unknown Voice!
“ Go, if ye will ; and, if ye can, rejoice.
Go, with unbidden guests the banquet share.
In his own shape shall Death receive you there.”



GANTO VI,

Layiel diseorered,

Twick in the zenith blazed the orbh of light :
No shade, all sun, insnfferably bright !

Then the long line found rest—in coral groves
Silent and dark, where the sea-lion roves :(—
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And all on deck, kindling to life again,
Sent forth their anxious spirits o’er the main.

“ Oh whence, us walted from Elysium, whence
These perfumes, strangers to the raptured sense?
These boughs of gold, and fruits of heavenly hue,
Tinging with vermeil light the billows blue?
And {thrice, thrice blessed 1s the eye that spied,
The hand that snatched it sparkling in the tide)
‘Whose cunning carved this vegetable bowl, *
Symbol of social rites, and intercourse of soul 7
Such to their grateful ear the gush of springs,
Who course the ostrich, us uway she wings ;

Sons of the desert ! who delight to dwell
"Mid kneeling camels round the sacred well ;
Who, ere the terrors of his pomp be passed,
¥all to the demon in the redd’ning blast.

* #* * # *

E

The sails were furled ; with many a melting close,
Solemmn and slow the evening-anthem rose,
Rosc to the Virgin.  "Fwas the hour of day,
When setting suns o’cr swmnmer-seas display
A path of glory, opening in the west
T'o golden climes, and islands of the blest ;
And human voices, on the silent air,
Went o’er the waves in songs of gladness there !

* Hx Tigue lucide confectumn, ot arte wird Taboztum, P, Martyy
dee. 1.0, + 'The Simoou.
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Chosen of Men! *T'was thine, at noon of night,
First from the prow to hail the glimmering light:
(Emblem of Truth divinc, whose seeret ray
Enters the sonl and makes the darkness day!)
“Prowo ! Rovrico! there, methought, it shone!
There—in the west! and now, alas, ’tis gone l—
"Pwas all a dream! we gaze and guze in vain!
—But mark and speak not, there it comes again !
It moves '—what form unscen, what heing there
With torch-like lustre fires the murky air!

His instincts, passions, say, how like our own'?
Oh! when will day reveal a world unknown 72
® #* * #* * *



CANTO TN,

The New Worbd,

{.oxG on the deep the mists of morning lay,
'Ihien rose, revealing, as they rolled away,
Half~circling hills, whose everlasting woods
Sweep with their ruble skiris the shadowy Hoods:
And say, when all, to holy teansport given,
Limbraced and wept as at the gates of Heaven,

e
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When one and all of us, repentant, ran,
And, on our faces, blessed the wondrous Man ;
Say, was I then decelved, or from the skies
Burst on my ear seraphic harmonies ?
“ Glory to God!”” unnumbered voices sung,
“ Glovy to God ! the vales and monntains rung,
Vuices that hailed Creation’s primal morn,
And to the shepherds sung a Savieur born.

Slowly, bare-headed, thro” the surf we bore
The sacred cross, and, knecling, kissed the shore.
But what @ scene was there! Nymphs of romance,
Youths graceful as the Faun, with cager glance,
Spring from the glades, and dewn the alleys peep,
Then head-loug rush, bounding from steep to steep,
And clap their hands, exclaiming as they run,
* Come and behold the Childven of the Sun ™
When hark, a signal-shot! Tle voice, it came
Over the sex in darkness and in {lame !
‘They saw, they heard; and up the highest hill,
As in a picture, all at once were still!
Creatures so fair, in garments strangely wronght,
From citadels, with Heaven’s own thunder {raught,
Checked their light footsteps—statue-like they stood
As worshipped forms, the Genit of the Wood !

At length the spell dissolves! The warrior’s lance
lings on the tortoise with wild dissonance !
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And sce, the regal plames, the couch of state!
Still where it moves the wise in council wait!

Sec now borne forth the monstrons mask of gold,
And ebon chair of many a serpent-fold ;

These now exchanged for gifls that thrice surpuss
The wondrous ving, and lump, and horse of brass.
What long-drawn tube transports the gazer home,
Kindling with stars at noon the ethereal dome?
"Tis here : and herve circles of solid light

Charm with another self the cheated sight ;

As tan to man another self disclose,

"That now with terror starts, with triumph glows!
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CANTO X.

Cora—Latrriant Vgetation—the Huamiinghivd—the Fountoin
of Youth,

#* * * * ¥ *

Tre~ (ora came, the youngest of her race,
And in her hands she hid her lovely fuce ;
Yet oft by stealth a timid glance she cast,
And now with playtul step the Mirror passed,
Fach bright reflection brighter than the last! i
And oft behind it flew, and oft hefore;
The more she scarched, pleased and perplexed the more !
Andlook’d and langh’d, and blush’d with quick surprisc!
Her lips all mirth, all ecstasy her cyces!
But soon the telescope attracts her view ;
And lo, her lover in his light canoe
Rocking, at noon-tide, on the silent sea,
Before her lies! Tt cannot, cannot be.
Late as he left the shore, she lingered there,
Till, less and less, he melted into air !—
Sigh after sigh steals from her gentle frame,
And say—that murmur—was 1t not his name !



265

She tarns, and thinks; and, lost in wild amaze,
Gazes aguin, and could for ever gaze!
Nor cun thy {lute, Aronso, now excite
As in Varexcia, when, with fond delight,
Fraxoscs, waking, to the latttee flew,
S0 svon to love and to be wretched too!
Hers thro® a convent-grate to send her last adicu.
—Yet who now comes uncalled ; and round and round,
And near and nearer flutters to the sound;
Then stirs not, breathes not—on enchanted ground ?
Who now lets {ull the flowers she culled to wear
When he, who promised, should at eve be there;
And faintly smiles, and hangs her head aside
The tear that ghistens on her cheek to hide !
Ah, who but Cora ?—till inspired, possessed,
At once she springs, and clasps it to her breast]
Soon {from the bay the mingling crowd ascends,
Kindred first met! by sacred instinet Friends!
Thro’ citron-groves, and fields of yellow maize,
Thro® plantain-walks where not a sun-beam plays.
Here blue savannas fade into the sky.
There forests frown in iidnight majesty ;
Ceiba, and Indian fig, and plane sublime,
Nature’s first-born, and reverenced by Time!
There sits the bird that speaks ! there, quivering, rise
Wings that reflect the glow of evening skies!
Half bird, half fly, the fairy king of flowers
Reigns there, and revels thro” the fragrant hours;

MM
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Gem full of life, and joy, and song divine,
Soon in the viegin’s gracefnl car to shine.

"I'was he that sung, if ancient Fame speaks truth,
“ Come! follow, follow to the Fount of Yonth'!
I quaff the umbrosial mists that round it rise,
Dissolved and lost in dreams of Paradise
For there cailed forth, to bless a happier hour,
It met the sun in muny a rainhow-shower !
Murmuring delight, its living waters rolled
"Mid branching palms and amaranths of gold !




CANTO X1

Erening—a Banquet—the Ghost of Cawzive.

Tue tamarind closed her leaves ; the marmoset
Dreamed on his bough, and played the mimic yet.
Fresh from the lake the breeze of twilight blew,
And vast and deep the mountain-shadows grew ;
When many a fire-fly, shooting thro’ the glade,
Spangled the locks of many a lovely maid,
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Who now danced forth to strew our path with flowers,
And kymn our weleome to celestial bowers, *
There odorous lamps adorned the festal rite,
And guavas blashed as in the vales of Light.
There silent satc many an unbidden Ghuest,
Whose steadfast looks a secret dread tmpressed ;
Not there forgot the sacred fruit that fed
At nightly feasts the Spirits of the Dead.
Mingling in scenes that mith to mortals give,
But by thelr sadness known {rom those that live.

There met, as erst, within the wonted grove,
Unmarried girls and youths that died for love!

Sons now beheld thetr ancient sires again ;
And sires, alas, their sons in battle slain!

But whence that sigh ¢ >I'was from a heart that brolke!
And whenee that voiee ? As from the grave it spoke!
And who, as unresolved the feast to share,

Bits half~withdrawn in faded splendour there ?

"I'is he of vore, the warrior and the sage,

Whose lips have moved in prayer from age to age;
Wlose eyes, that wandered as in scarch before,
Now on CorLvmpus fixed—to scarch no more !
Cazziva, gifted in his day to lnow

The gathering signs of a long night of woc ;

Gifted by Those who give but to enslave ;

No rest In death ! no refuge in the grave !

* 10 Martyr, deel 14,
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—With sudden spring as at the shout of war,

He flies! and, turning in his flight, from far

Glares thro” the gloom like some portentous star ! )
Unscen, unheard ! Hence, Minister of 111!
Henee, °tis not yet the hour! tho” come it will !
They that forctold—too soon shall they fulfil ;
When forth they rush as with the torrent’s sweep,
And deeds are done that make the Angels weep !

ot

Tlark, o’cr the busy mead the shell proclaims *
Friumphs, and masques, and high heroic games.
And now the old sit round ; and now the young
Climb the green boughs, the murmuring doves among.
Who claims the prize, when winged feet contend ;
When twanging bows the flaming arrows send ¢4
Who stands sclf-centred in the ficld of fame,

And, grappling, flings to carth a glant’s frame ?
Whilst all, with anxious hearts and eager eyes,
Bend as he bends, and, as he rises, rise!

And Cora’s self, in pride of beauty here,
Trembles with grief and joy, and hope and fear!
(She wlio, the fairest, ever flew the first,

With cup of balm to quench his burning thivst ;
Knelt at lus head, her fan-leaf in her hand,

And bummed the air that pleased him, while she fanned)
ITow blest his lot —tho’, by the Musc unsung,
His name shall perish, when his knell is rung.

*. I Martyr, dee. i, ¢, 7. + Rochefort, ¢, xx.



That night, transperted, with a sigh T said
“*is all a dream 1”’—Now, like a dream, “tis fled ;
And many and many a year has passed away,
And I alone remain to watch and pray!
Yet oft in darkiess, on my bed of straw,
Oft T awake and think on what 1 saw!
The groves, the birds, the youths, the nymphs recall,
And Cora, loveliest, sweetest of them all!




CANTO XIT.

A Fision,

Stint would T speak of Him before T went, )
Who among us 2 life of sorrow spent, }
And, dying, left a world his monument ;

Still, if the time allowed! My Hour draws near ;
But He will prompt me when T faint with fear.
- - - Alas, e hears me not! He cannot heur!

¥* * * kil * *

* #* * * #*

T'wice the Moon filled her silver nrn with light.
Then from the Throne an Angel winged his flight ;
He, who unfixed the compass, and assigned
Oer the wild waves a pathway to the wind ;

Who, while approached by none but Spirits pure,
Wrought, in his progress thro” the drcad obscure,
Signs like the ethereal bow—that shall endure!

As he descended thro’ the upper air,

Day broke on day as God himself were there!
Before the great Discoverer, laid to rest,
He stood, and thus his secret soul addressed.
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“Jlie wind recalls thee ; its still voice obey.
Millions await thy coming ; hence, away.
To thee blest tidings of great joy consigned,
Amnother Nature, and a new Mankind!
The vain to drcam, the wise to doubt shall cease ;
Young men be glad, and old depart in peace!*
Hence! tho® assembling in the fields of air,
Now, in a night of clonds, thy Fors prepare
Lo vock the globe with elemental wars,
And dash the floods of ocean to the stars ;
To id the meek repine, the valiant weep,
And Thee restore thy Secret to the Deep!

“ Not thento leave Thee! to their vengeance cast,
Ty heart their aliment, their dire vepast !
To other eyes shall Muxico untold
Her f'ea‘r}wred tapestries, and roofs of gold.

To other eves, from distent chil’ dc:,cucd ]
Shall the Pacrere roll his ample tide ; j
There destined soon rich argosies to ride.

Chains thy reward! beyond the ATraxTie wave
Hung in thy chamber, buried in thy grave!
Thy reverend form to time and gricf a prey,
A phantom wandering in the light of day!

* What the” thy grey hairs to the dust descend,
Their scent shall track thee, track thee to the end; 3

* P, Muartyr. Epist. 13'3 152,
T See the Eumenides of Fschylus, vo 305, &ec. ToIbid, v, 244,



Thy sons reproached with their great father’s fame,
And on his world inseribed anather’s name!

That world a prison-Louse, full of sights of woc,
Where groans burst forth, and tears in torrents flow !
These gardens of the sun, sacred o song,

By dogs of carnage howling load and long,
Swept—till the voyager, in the desert air,

Starts back to hear his altercd accents there!

“ Not, thine the olive, but the sword to bring,
Not peace, but war! Y et from these shores shall spring
Peace without end ;* from these, with blond defiled,
Spread the pure spirit of thy Master mild!

Here, in Tis train, shall arts and arms attend,
Arts to adorn, and arms but to defend.
Assembling here, all nations shall be blest ;

The sad be comforted ; the weary rest;
Untouched shall drop the {etters from the slave ;
And He shall rule the world he died to save!

“ Henee, and rejoice. Lhe glorions work is done.

A spark is thrown that shall eelipse the sun!
And, tho’ bad men shall long thy course pmrsue,
As erst the ravening brood o’ex chaos flew,t
e, whom I serve, shall vindicate his reign;
I'he spoiler spoiled of all ; the eayer slain ;

The tyrant’s sclf, oppressing and opprest,
"Mid gems and gold unenvied and unblest:

* Mee Washington's farewell address to his fellow-citizens.
+ Bee

aradige Losk, X,



274

While to the starry sphere thy name shall risc,
{Not there unsung thy generous enterprise !)
Thine in all hearts to dwell—hy fune enshrined,
With those, the Few, that live hut for Maukind :
Thine evermore, transcendent Lappiness !

World beyond world to visit and to bless.”







Ow the two last leaves, and written in another
hand, arc some stanzas in the romance or ballad
measurce ol the Spaniwrds.  The subject is an adven-

ture soon related.
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Tuy lonely watch-tower, Larenille,
Huad lost the western sun ;

And loud and long {rom hill to hill
Echoed the evening-gun,

When flernan, rising on his oar,

shot Tike an arrow from the shore.
—Those lights are on St. Mary’s Isle
They glimmer {rom the sacred pile.””*
‘Ihe waves were vough ; the hour was late.
But sgon ucross the Tinto horne,

Thrice he blew the signal-Lorn,

He blew and would not wait,

Hotne by his dangerous path he went ;
Leaving, in rich haliliment,

Two Strangers at the Convent-gate.

Lhey ascended by steps hewn out in the rock ;
and, having asked for admittance, were lodged there.

Brothers m arms the Guests appeared ;
The Youngest with a Princely grace !
Short and sable was his beard,
Thoughtful and wan his face.

[lis velvet cap a medal bore,

Aud ermine [ringed his broidered vest ;

* The Convent of La Réaloda,
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And, ever sparkling on his breast,
A tmage of St. John he wore.®

The Eldest had w rougher aspect, and there was
cratt in his eve. e stood alittle behind in a long
black mantle, his hand resting on the hilt of his
sword ; and his white hat und white shoos glitteved
in the moon-shine.

“ Not here unwelcome, tho” unknown.
Enter and rest!” the Friar said:

"I'he moon, that thro’ the pertal shone,
Shone on lias reverend head.

Thro” many a cowt wnd gallery dim
Slowly he led, the hurial-hymn
«Swelling from the distant choir.

Lut now the holy men retire ;

The arched cloisters Issuing thro?,

In long long order, two and two.

* 5 P 5 * *
When other sounds had died away,
And the waves were heard alone,
They entered, the” unused to pray,

* 8ee Beenal Das, o 2035 and alse o well-known porteait of Gortes,
axeribed to Titian,  Cortes was pow in the 43rd, Pizarco in the 50th year
ot hiis age.

FoAugustin Zavaid, Ub.oive o W


http://Titia.il

Where God was worshipped, night and day,

And the dead knelt round in stone ;

They entered, and from aisle to aisle

Wandered with folded arms awhile,

Where on his altur-tomb reclined

The crosiered Abbot ; and the Knight

In harness for the Christian fight,

1lis hands in supplication jeined ; —

Then said as in a solemin mood,

“ Now stand we where Conuaypus stood !
# * # # £ 3

¥ Purrz,® thou good old man,” they cried,
“ And art thou in thy place of rest —
Tho” in the western world 1is grave,
That other world, the gift He cave,t
Would ye were sleeping side by side!
Of all his friends ITe loved thee best.”
+ ! # & %
E P i A = #
The .supi)er in the chammber done,
Much of u Southern Sea they spake,
And of that glorious city§ won
Near the setting of the Sun,
Throned in a silver lake ;

* Late Superioe of the House,

* L the chaneol of the cathudral of St Dmnivgo.
T 'Phe words of the epitaph, A Uastilia v Leon nueve Mundo dio

Clolon.™” & Mexico.
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Of seven kings in chains of gold ¥
And decds of death by tongne antold,
BPeeds such as breathed In secret there
Had shaken the Confession-chaiy!

The Eldest swore by our Lady,T the Youngest
by his conscicnce ;3 while the Franciscan, sitting
by in his grey habit, turned away and cressed him-
self again and again,  “ Tlere 1s a little book,” said
he at last, ¢ the workk of him in his shroud below.
Tt tells of things you have mentioned; and, were
Cortes und Plszarro here, it might perhaps make them
reflect for o moment.”  “Lhe Youngest smiled as he
toolk 1t into his hand. Ile read 1t aload to lis comn-
panion with an unfaltering voice; but, when he Iaid
it down, a silence ensued ; nor was he seen to smile
said lie at

N

again that night.§  “The curse is heavy,
parting, “ but Cortes may live to disappoint it.”—
“ Ay, and Pizarro toa!”

* Afterwarids the amns of Cortes anid bis descendants,

- Fernaudez, lib. it c. i T B. Diaz, ¢, 203,

§ ¢ After the deatle of Guatimorzin,” says B, Ding, © he beeame gloonry
and restless 5 rising continually from his bed, nnd wandering about in the
dark’—* Notling prospered with i ; and it was aseribed to the curses

Le was londed wigh,”
W .

¥ A cirenmstance, recorded by Herrera, renders
this visit not improbable.  “In May, 1548, Cortes



250

arrived unexpectedly at Palos; and, soon after he had
landed, he and Pizarro met and rejoiced ; and it was
remarkable that they shonld meet, as they were two
of the most renowned men in the werld.” B, Diax
males o mention of the interview ; but, relating an
oceurrence that took place at this time in Pules, says,
“that Cortes was now absent at Nuestra Senora de
la Rabida.””  The Convent 1s within half a league of

the towi,




NOTES.

1 A AT

.o deseried of yoire,

I lim was fulfilted the ancient prophecy,
venient anonis
®eculn seris, quibus Geesnns
Vincula rerumn Liset, &o.
BrSRCA In Medea, v, 374,
Which Tasso has imitated in his Gerusalemnme Liberata,

Toempn verra, che fian d'Freole 1 segni

Tuvola, vile, & C. XV,

The Poem opens on Friday the THI of September, 14032,

T 248, 1 23,
.o the great Commander

In the original, B Almiromte. “In Spanish Ameries,”
says M. de Humboldt, “ when I Alwdiraide is pronounced
witheut the addition of a name, that of Coluibus is under-
stoed ; as, from the lips of a Mexican, K Marchese significs
* and as among the Floventines, Jf Segretario has
always signified Machiavel,
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o239, 1 L
% Thee heth o plowsed—TTy will Le dowe I he suid,

“ 1t has pleased our Lovd Lo grant me faith and assurance
for this enterprise—ITe has opencd my understanding, and
wade me most willing to go.” See hix Life Iy hix son, Werd,
Columbus, entitled, Hist. del Almirante Don Christoval
Colon, ¢, 4 & 37.

[lis Will begins thus. *In the name of the mowt holy

i

Trinity, who inspired me with theidea, amd who afterwards
made it clear to me, that by traversing the Ocean wesi-
wardly,” &ec.

P2 17,
Whose voier &s trath, whose wisdowe i from heoren,
The compiuss might well he an objeel of superstition, A
belief is said Lo prevail even at this day, that it will refose
to traverse when there Is a dead body on hoand.

P 230, 1. 10,
Conumsus erred not.

When these regions were lo be illuminsted, says Aeosts,
et diving eoncilio deeretum esset, prospectnm etiam (livi-

nitus est, ut tam long itineris dux cerlus hominibus prie-
beretur—De Natura Novi Ohis,

A romantic circumstance s related of some carly navi-
gator in the Histoire Gén. des Voyages, 1.1, 2, < On trouva
dang 1ile de Cuervo uwe statue ¢yuesire, converie d'un
manteau, mais la téte nue, qui tendit de la main ganche la
bride du eheval, et gui muntroit Poceident de 1o main droite.
by avoit swr le has d'un roe gquelques Tettres gravdes, gl
ne furent point entendues ; mals il parut clalrement yue lo
signe de Ta wain regardait U Amdvigua”



283

Pooaw, 1o
He spode, eonely at bis cally w wighty Wind,

The move Clristian opinion s, that Goed, with eyes of
compassion, as it were, Jooking down from heaven, called
forth those winds of mevew, whereby this new world received
the hope of salvalion—DPreambles to the Deeades of the
Ocean.

o2, LG,
Fotded their arims and sofe ;
To retirn was deemed {mpossible, as it blew always from
home —Hist. del Almimaote, e, 19, Nos pavidi—at pater
Anchises—lmtns.

241001
Wht vast fownctions in the Abyss are there,
Tasse employs prefernutual agents on a similar oceasion,

Trappassy, ot ecco in gael silvestre leco

Hurge improvisn 1 citti del foce, x0idL 2
Gli ineanti d'Ismena, ¢he Ingannano con delusioni, aliro non
signitieann, che la falsita delle vagiond, et delle persuasioni,
Ly yual si genera nella moltitudine, et varietd de’ parer, et
de’ diseorsi humani.

Pooat, L.

ATTANTIC Fngs thew barburous poup displayed ;
See Plato’s Timmus ; where mention i made of mighty
kingdoms, which, in a day and a night, had disappeared in
the Atlantie, rendering ils walers unnavi

able.

& gugeras IMeliven ot Burin, Aelnidas urbes,
Tnvenies sub aquis
Al the destruction of Callao, 1n 1747, no more than one
of all the inhabitants escaped 5 and he, by a providence the
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most extraordinary, This man was on the fort that over-
looked the harbour, going to strike the flag, when he saw
the sea retire to a considerable disfunce and then, swolling
mountain-high, return with great violence. The people ran
from their houses u terror and contusion ; he heard a ery
of Miserere vise from all parts of the eity ; and Immediately
all was silent ; the sea had entirely overwhelmed it, and
huried it for ever ju its hosom: but the same wave that
destroyed it, drove a Jittle boat by the place where hie stoud,
into which he threw himself and wis saved.

P24, 11z
We stup to stir we amore ., |
The description of a submarine forest Is here omitted by
the transiator.
Teagzue beyond Teague gigantie foliago sproad,

haduwing old Ueean on s roely bed:

The lofly sutminits of tesonding woods,

That grasped the depths, amd granpled with the foads;
sneh s had climbed the mountain's aizare height,

When forth: he enme mwnd reassumed his right.

TR AT
“ Land 177 card his voive by fultering ageents dind,

Historians are not silent on the subject.  The sailors,
according to Hevrera, saw the signs of an inundated country
(tierras anegudas) 5 and it was the general expeetation that
they should ewdl their lives there, as others had done 10 the
frozen gen, © where St Anvwo suffers uo ship tostir backward
or forwired Hist. del Almirante, ¢. 19,

oM, L.
ebwd (whewce o why From meny wie stgo withkeld)
The aathor scems to lave anticipated his long slumber
in the libvary of the Fathers.
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T, 242, 1. 2L
P world ta world their steady cowrse they kecp,
As 8L Christopher carrled Christ over the deep waters,
s0 Clolumbus wenl over safe, himself and his company.—
Mist. e. 1,

P.o243, 1.2,
And, rising, shovt in coluinns to the skics,
Water-spouts. See Edwards™ History ol ihe West Indies,
T. 12, Note.

P o244, 1 1L
The changed my cloth of gold fur aniee groy—
Many of the first discoverers ended their days in o her-
itage or a cloister,

P24, 115 & 16,
*Tieets in the deep, immensueoble care
(f ANDTs,

Vast indead must be those dismal reglons, if it De true,
as eenjeetured (Kircher. Mund. Subt, T, 202), that Etna, in
ler eruptions, has discharged twenty times her original bulk.
Well might she be called by Huripides (Troades, v. 222)
the Muther of Mowntain: ; yet Ntna herself is but “a mere
firework, wlen compared to the burning summits of the
Andes.”

. 245, L 6.
e haelf the globe ; frone pole to pole confessed !

(iads, yet confessed Tater—Mnrow. 118 ne laissent pas
den étre Jex exclaves, el de les honorer plus gue le grand

Fsprit, qui de sa natwre ozt bon--Larrrau,
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o245, 1 1
Where Prawa and Maracxox wieet the Moaia.
Rivers of Houth America.  Their collision with the tide
has the effect of a tempest.

P24, 115,
A Huron or Oxranio, infand seus,

Lakes of North Ameriea. Huren is above a thousand
wiiles in civeumterence.  Ontario receives the waters of {he
Ningara, so famoas for its falls ) and discharges itself into
the Atlantic by the river St Lawrence.

1, 245, 1. 28,
Dy Ccean screrend St aeorld of shode,
Liv plipart. de ees fles ne sont en effet que des pointes (e
montagnes ;b Ja mer, qui est au-deld, est une vraie mer
Méditerrande.~—Burrox.

I’ 244, 1. 8.
TTungy in the tompest o'er the tronbled win ;

The dominion of a bad angel aver an anknown sea, fnfust-
wndofe ron torbellines g tempestades, and Nis (Hght hefore
a Chuigtian hero, are deseribed in glowing language by Ovalle.
—Hist. de Chile, TV, 8.

I 245, 115,
Vo woice as erst shall in the desert vise;

Alluding to the wracles of the Islanders, 5o soon to become
silent : and particudarly to a prophecy, delivered down from
their aneestors, and sung with lond lamentations (Petr.
Martyr. dee, 3, Tib, 7) at their solemn fostivals (Herrera, T,
iii. 4) that the country would e laid waste on the sirival of
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strangers, completely clad, from a region near the rising of
the sun. Ihid. T 5020 [t s saud that Caszlva, a great
Cacique, after long fasting and many ablutions, had an inter-
view with one of the Zemi, who annonneed to him this
terrible event {Hist, ¢, G2), as the oracles of Latona, aceord-
ing to HMerodatus {I1. 152) predieted the overthrow of eleven
Lings in Egypt, ou the appearance of men of brass, risen out
of the sea.

Nor disd this propheey exist among the Islanders alone,
It Influenced the councils of Montezuma, aud extended
aloiost upiversally over the forests of America. Cortes.
[lervern, Gomara.  “ The demons, whom they worshipped,™
says Acosta, “1in thiz insfance told them the truth.”

. 246, 119,
He spoke s and all was silence, alt was wight !

These seattered fragments may bo compared to shreds of
ald arras, or reflections from o viver broken and confused by
the oar ; and now and then perhaps the imagination of the
render may supply move than is lost. 8i qua latent, meliora
putat. It is remarkable,” says the clder Pliny, “ that
the Iris of Aristides, the Tyndarides of Nicomachus, and
the Venus of Apelles, ave hell in higher admiration
than their finished works.”  And 1s it not so in almost
every thing ¢

Call ap i that 1eft balf-tald
The story of Cnanbuasean bold—

194t LA
The solddier, §e.
In the Tusiad, to heguile the heavy homrs st sea, Veloso
relates 1o his companions of the secoml watch the story of
the Twelve Kuights.——1.. i
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P 248, 1. 8
So Fortune smiled, careless of sont or land !
Among thoze who went with Columbus, were many ad-
venturers, and gentlemen of ihe court. Primero was the
game then in fashion.—See Vega, p. 2, lib. iil. e. 9.

Y. 248, 1. 22,
Lenrda “the generous, Avivna®the provd ;*

Many such appellations occur in Bernal Diag, ¢, 204,

Py, L
Fet awho but Tz undawuted conld capfore
Many sighed and wept; and every hour seemed a year,
sayy Horrera-—1. 1, 9 and 10.

P25, Lt
While Lis dear boys—ah, on kis week they Taong,

“But T was most afflicled, when T thoaght of my two
song, whom T had lett behind me in a strange country . .
before 1 had done, or at least could be known to have dene,
anything which might incline yonr Lighnesses to remember
them.  And though I comforted myself with the reflection
that our Lovd would nof suffer so carnest an emlenvonr for
the exaltation of his church to eome to nothing, vel I con-
sidered that, on account of my unworthiness,” &e.

Hist. e. 37,

1% 250, L7,
The great Goxzalo
Gonsalvo, or, as he is called in Castilian, Gonzalo Mer-
nawlez de Cordova, alrcady kuown by the name of The
Great Captain,  Granada surrendered on the 2d of January,
1492, Columbus set sail on the 3d of August following,
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P.a5, 121,
The' BoLvav, §e.

Probably a soldier of fortune. There were more than one
of the name on hoard.

| IR
Weer aanid the Ghrect dn Wor Lot others sing,

Not bul that in the profession of Arms there are at all
times many nolle nutures,  Let a soldier of the Age of
Elizabeth speak for those who had commanded under him,
these whom he ealls € thie ¢hlef men of action.”

“Now thal 1 have tried them; T would choose them for
friends, if T had them wot: hefore | had tried them, Gnd
and hix providence chose them for me. I love them for
mine own sike ; Tor Ufind swectness in their conversation,
stroug ass|

ance in their employments with me, and happi-
ness in their friendship, 1 love thom for their viviue's sake,
and for their greatness of mind (forlittle mindy, thuugh never
so {ull of virlne, ean be but a little virtuous), and for their
great understanding: for to understand little things, or
things not of use, is little betler than to understand nothing
at all. 1 love them for their affections ; for self-loving men
love easn, plensure, and profit ; bui they that love pains,
davger, and fame, shew that they love public profit more
than thenwelves. 1 love them for my country’s sake : for
they are England’s hest armour of defenee, and weapons of
offence.  1f we may have peace, they have purchased iv: if
we must have war, they must manage it,” &e.

' 253, L 14.
The Crass shae forth in erevlasting fight !
The Criss of the Seuth; “ una Croce maravigliosa, e di
tanta hellezza,” says Andrea Corsali, o Florentine, writing

v
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to Giuliane of Medicis in 1515, “ che non mi pire ad aleune
segno celeste doverla comparare. E s’ io non mi inganno,
credo che sia questo il erusero di che Dante parld nel prin-
cipio del Prrgatorio con spirite profetico, dicendo,

I’ 1ui volsi A man destra, o posi mente

ALl altro pola, e vidi quatire stello,” &e,

It is still sacred in the eyes of the Spaniards. “ Un sen-
timent religieux les attache & wne constellation dont lu forme
leurrappelle ce signe de Ia foi plantd par leurs anciétres dans
les déserts du nouveau monde.”

.23, 1 23,
Koo of the West! to bine ali einprire given !

Le Condor est le méme oisean que le Roe des Orientaux,
Burron—* By the Peruvinns,” says Vegn, ¢ he was anclently
worghipped ; and there were those who elnined their descent
from bim.” Tn these degenerate days he still ranks ahove
the Eagle.

.23, L2l

Who bee

As tho Roe of the Tast is said to have carried off the

Flephant. See Marco Polo.—Axallua, or the Xmperor, is

the name in the Mexican language for the great serpent of
America,

re Axdhad’s dragon-folds to heeon ;

P 254, L6
To where Avaska’s wintry wilds retive ;
Northern cxtremity of the New World,  See Cook’s last
Yoyage.
P25, 17,
Eroi wnines of gold
Mines of Chili; which extend, says Ovalle, to the Strait
of Magellan.---I. 4.
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o254, L 10,
THigh-hang in farests to the easing sunus,
A custom not. peenliar to the Western Hemisphere. The
Tunguses of Biberia hang their dead on trees; * parceque
Ia terre ne se laisse point ouvrir.” M. Pauw,

P55, 12
etaiedy, thit? that disned night,

“Aquella noche triste.”  The night, on which Corles
mide his funons vetread from Mexico throngh the street of
Tlacopan, still goes by the name of ta Yoo TRisTE.

HumpoLpr,

P.o2a5, 1L,
By his white plume rerealed and busking white,

Pizarro used to dress in this fashion ; after Gonzalo, whom
lLie Liad served nnder in Haly.

.35, 116,

Oer kim o Veaspive Lig dark wings displayed,

A gpecies of Bat in SBonth America; which refreshes by
the gentle agitation of its wings, while it sucks the blood of
the sleeper, turning his sleep into death.

Pouss, 1L 1L
YTreas Muriox’s soffy coreving with dreadfil shade.
e e e e . Now one,
Now other, us their shipe served best his end.
Undoubledly, says MHerrera, the Infernal Spirit assumed
various shapes in that region of the world,
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" 255, 115,
Then, inly gliding, &e.

Many a modern realer will exelaim in the language of
I'oeocurante, © Quelle triste extravagance!™  Let a great
theologien of that duy, o monk of the Augnstine order, be
consulted on the subject. “ Corpus ille perimere vel jugulare
potest ; nec id modd, verdm of animam ita urgere, et in
angustum coarclare novil, ul in momente quoque illi exce-
dendnm sit.” Lvrmenus, De Missi, Privata.

The Reman ritual requires three signs of possession,

Po2ig. LT
And can gou shrink ? §e.
The same language had been addressend to Isabella—Hist.
. 15,
Y. 257, L9,
tik heaed  perighod, whei g juiting frowe
His miraculous eseape, inearly life, during a sca-tight off
the coast of Portugal —Ibid. c. 5.

. 257, 112
The scorn of Folly, and of Fraud the prey ;
Kuda nocchier, promettiior di regui®

By the Genocse and (he Spaniards he was regarded as o
man resolved on “a wild dedication of himself to nnpathed
" oand ihe eourt of Vortugal
endeavoured to vob him of the glory of Lis enterprise, by
secretly despatching o vessel in the conrse which he had
pointed out.  “Lorsqu'il avaii promiz wm nouvel hémi-
sphére,” says Voltaire, ““ on Tui avait soutenn que cct hémi-
sphere ne pouvait exister ; et quand il Tent déconvert, on
prétendit qu’il avait ¢té connu depuis long-temps.”

waters, uwwdreamoed shores ;
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P95y, 117
e epale not uninspived ;
ile used to affirm, that he stood in need of God’s partienlar
gusistance ; like Moses, when he led forth the people of
Tsrael, who forhore to lay violent hands upon him, because
of the miracles wlich God wrought by his means. 8o,
said the Admiral, “did it happen {0 me on that voyage.”
Hist. ¢. 11
the workings of the Tvil One overcome by the power of

God 17

# And so eadily,” says o Commentator, © arve

P, 257, 1 22
{u bis own shape shall Death receive you there,
Thixy denuneiation, fulfilled as it appears 1o be in the
eleventh canto, may remind the reader of the Harpy's in
Viggil—kn, 111, v, 247,

1259, k1Y,
Rose to the Virgin,

Salve, vegina. Herrera, 1. i 12 —Tt was the usual service,
and always suny with great solemmity. *1 remember one
evening,” says Oviedo, “ when the ship was in full sail, and
all the men were on their knees, singing Salve, regina,” &e.
Relacion 8ommaria,—The hymn, O Banctissima, Is still o
be heard after sanset along the shores of Sicily, and its effect
may be better conceived than deseribed.

P, 11
Chosen of Men !
¢ | helieve that he was chosen for this great service ; and
that, beeawse he was to be so fruly an apostle, as in cffect
he proved to be, therefore was his origin obseore ) that
therein he might resemble those whe were callod 1o make
known the name of the Lord from seas and rivers, and not
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from courts and palaces, And L believe also, that, ag in
most of his doings he was guarded by some special provi-
dence, his very name was nol without some mystery @ forin
it is expressed the wonder he performed ; inssmuch as he
conveyed to a new weorld the grace of the Holy Ghost,” &e.
Hist. ¢, T

g, 120
First from the prow to huil the glimering Uyl ;
A light in the midst of darkness, vignifying the spiritnal
Tight thal he came to spread there —F, Col, ¢. 22, Herrera,
Ii 1,

1. 2650, L 5.
Pepno! Rovnrico! .
Pedro Gatierrez, a Page of the King’s Chamber. Rodrigo
Sanchez of Segovia, Comptroller of the Fleet.

P, L9, 1o
Slowly, bure-keadod, thes” the surf we bore
The sacred cross,

Signifying to the Infernal Powers (a1” infierno todo) the
will of the Most High, that they should renounce a world
over which they had tyrannised for =0 nony ages.

Uvalle, 1v. 5,

1, g2, 0011

Bt what @ scene was there s
“ This country cxeels all others, as far as the day sarpasses
the night in splendour-—Nor is there a heller people in the
world, They love their neighbour as themselves; their
conversation is the sweetest imaginable, their faves always
smiling ; and so gentle, so affectionate ave they, that I swear
to your Tlighnesses,” &ec, Hist. e, 30, 33,
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P62, 110
Nytgehs of romance, §e.

Dyades formosissimas, aut nativas fontium nymphas de

guibus fabulatur antiguitas, se vidisse arbitratl sunt.
P, Martyr, dee. i, 1lib, v,

And an eminent Tainter of the present day, when he
first saw the Apollo of the Belviders, was struck with its
resemblance to an American warrior.—W esi’s Disconrses in
the Royal Academy, 1794,

p. 262, 116,
Come and bebald, &o.

Bo,in like manner, when Cortes and his companions ap-
pearedal the gates of Mexico, the young exclaimed, * They are
Gods!” while the old shook their heads, saving, “ They are
those who were to come and to velgn over us 1 Herrera.

96, L1
Aud see, the reqal plusies, the cownch of state !

“The Cacique came o the shore in a sort of palan-
quin—attended hy his ancient men.-—The gifts, which he
received from me, were afterwards carried before him.”

Hist. e. 32.
Poa6a, Lo
The awoudrons ving, and lamp, and horse of brass.

The ring of Gyges, the lamp of Aladdin, and the horse of

the Tartar king.

T. 263, L7
What long-deawn tube, §e.
For the effects of the telescope, and ihe mirror, on an
uncultivated mind, see Wallis’s Voyage ronnd the World,
c. 2 and G,
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P. 265, 110,
Thro® cltron-yroves, and ficlds of yellow micize,

tas est illis auwren.  Apertis vivant horlis.—P. Martyr,

dec. 1. 3.
T 265, L 2
Ceiber,
The wild cotton-tree, often mentionedin History, “Corles,”
says Bernal Diaz, *took pessession of the Comnlry in the
Dyawing Lis swonl, he gave three ents

following manuer,
with it into a great Ceiba, and said —

P25, 1. %,
Theve sits the bird that speaks !
The Parrot, as deseribed hy  Avistetle—Llist. Animal
Vil 12,
£, 205, 1. 95,
Tl ird, hadf fy,
Here are binds so small, says Herreva, that, though they
are birds, they are faken lor bees or butterilies.

P. 265, 197
the friry kiwg of fluivers

Kakopit (fllorum regulus) is the

The Humming-bird.
name of an Indian hird, referved to this class by seba.

1M 265, Lo2u.
Lelyus theve, and vorels, e,
There also was heard the wild ery ol (he Flamingo,
What clarion winds along the yellow samds ?

TFar in the deep the giané-lisher stands,
elding his wings of flame,
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L, 1.2,
Koo in the virgin’s grasgfnl car to shine,
Il sert aprés sa mort. & parer les jeanes Indiennes, qui
portent. en pendaus d'oreilles deux de ces charmans oiscaux.
Burrox,

1% 245, 1. din
M i branehing patus and wmeranths of gotd !
According to an ancieut tradition,  See Oviedo, Yega,
Uerrera, &c. Not many years afterwards a Spaniwrd ol
distinetion wandeved everywhere in seavch of it; and ne
wonder, ax Roberxon observes, when Columbus himselt
eonid imagine that he had found the seat of Paradise.

I* 96, 14,
Al guevenrs Dughed as in the viles of lght,
They belisved that the souls of good men were conveyed
10 a pleasant, valley, abounding in guavas and other delicious
fruits.—errera, 1. 131 3. Hist, del Almirante, . G2.

26, L g
Theve silend sube wany an wnbidden (Fuest,
“ The dead walk abroad in ihe night, and feast with the
living ;™ (¥. Columbus, ¢. 62) and “eat of the fruit ealled
Guannaba.”—P. Martyr. dec. i. 9.

1 268, 114
And sives, alus, their sous in battle slain !

War reverses the order of Nature., In time of poace, says
Herodotus, the sons bury their fathers ; in time of war the
fathers bury their sons! DBt the Gods have willed il so.
—1. §7.
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P28, 1, 24,
Cazziva, .
An ancient Cacique, in his lile-time and alier his deaih,
emploved by the Zemi fo alarm his people. See Mist. ¢. 62.

oo, 140
Faseen, wnheard ! Honeoy Minister of 17
The Authoris speaking in his inspived character. ilidden
things are revealed to him, and placed Lefore hix mind ax if
they were prasent,

J L i R
tun store shall they fulfil ;

“Ner conld thev (the Powers of Darkness) have more
effectually prevented the progress of the Faith, than by dese-
Iating the New Warld ;5 by burying nations alive in mines,
or eonsigning them in all ihelr ervors to the sword.”—-
Relacion de B, de las Casas.

1% 26, L.
When forth they vash oz with #he forvent's sieeep,
Not man alone, but many other animals hecame extinet
there,

270, Lo
W ks ot ws e Life of sorvaw speat,
For a summary of his life aud charneter see * An Aceonnt
of the European Settlements,” P, 1. c. 5,
Of TTim it might have been sald as it was afferwards sail
of Bacon, and a nobler tvibute there conlil not be - - In his
adversity [ ever prayed that God wonld give him strength,
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for greatness he could nol wanl, Neither could 1 condole

[ur him in a word vr syllable, as knowing no accident could

do harm to virtue, but rather help to make it manifest,”
B. Joxson,

Pl 1
wvinz Liko the ethereal bowe—thet shidl endure !
It 13 remarkalle that these phenormena still remain among
the mysteries of nature.

o9y, Lo Ia.
Do broke v day s God hiviself were there f
L i subito parve giorma a giorne
Lmsere agginnto, come qaei, chie puote,
Avesse '] Ciel 4" un’ altro Sole udorno.
Traradise, T. 41,

P27 LT,
Hle stord, aud thacs Mig socret sl addfyessed,

To tun fata doeeho —Vine,

Siprat dI tun vitu il viaggio- - 1DaNTE,

And desle the flowlds of ovean to the stais ;
When he entered the Tagus, all the seamen ran from all
parts to bebold, as it were sote wonder, a ship that had
escaped =o terrible a storm.—Ilist. e. 40.

Aud Thee vestore thy Seerct to the Deep !
“ 1 wrote on a parchment that T had discovered what 1 had
promized s—and, liwing puf it into a cask, T threw it into
the sca.’—Ibid. e. 37.
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v, LG
o other syes, Fron distant ol deseried,

Balhoa immediately cancluded it to Lie the veeas Jor which
Coluubus had searched in vain ; and when, at length, after
# toilsome march among the meuntaing, his gnides pointed
uut Lo him the summit from which it might be seen, he
commanded his men 1o halt, awd wet wup alone.

Hinrsea, Iox, 1

Pz Lo
Hung in thy cheauber, buried dn thy groes !
# 1 always saw thew inhis room, and he ordered them io
be buried with his body.” -Hist, ¢, 86,

Thy verervied forn

Ifis person, says Herrera, had an air of grandeur.  His
hair, from many bardships, had long heen grey, In him you
saw a mau of an uneonguerable courage, and high thouglits ;
patient of wrongs, calim Ju adversity, ever Lrusting in God ;
—and, had he lived in ancient times, statues and temples
wonld have been ereeted Lo him without numlber, and lis
name would have been placed among the stars,

A plhocstom wenderig < the Ught of doy !

Sea the Agamemnon of Fschylus, v. 82,

T L1
Thy sons reproached 1cith their qreat futher?’s fiene,
“There go the sons of lom who discovered ihose fatal
vountries,” &e—Hist. c. 85,
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973, L6,
By dugs of earnaye ..
One of these, on aceount of his extraordinary sagacity and
fierceness, received the full allowance of a soldier. Il
nae wus Berezillo,

278, LT
Nevepl—tHl the vovcoer, in the tlesert wir,
* WLl my own eves 1 saw kingdoms as full of peeple, as
hives are full of bees ; wud new where are they 17
Las Cazax,

1oy, Lo,
Stupts bael: to ke bis dtered aecents theee !

No unsnal effect of an exeberant vegetation.  © The uir
wits 50 vitiated,” saysan Afvican teaveller, @ thal our torches
buend. ditn, and secmed ready to be oxtinguished 3 and even
the human voice lost s natoral tone.”

2%, L1,
Heveydn His teaiiy, shatl arte and aris attond,

?

“ There are thuse alive,” said an illustrious orator, * whose
memery might tovch the fwo extremities.  Lord Bathurst,

in 1704, wus ol an:

g to comprehend such thing=—and, if
his angel haed then drawn up the cwrdain, aml, while he was
gauzlige witde abmivation, Lad pointed oul to him a speck, and
had told him, © Yooug man, there i Ameniea—which, at
this day, serves for livle more than to ammuse von with
stories of savage men and unconth manners; yeb shall,
before vou laste of doath,” ™ &,

Bugrie, in 1775,
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v.273, 115
Assenbling hare, e

How simple were the manners of the early colomists !
The first ripening of any Furopean frait was disfingnished
by a family-festival,  Garcilasso de Ta Vega relates how his
dear father, the valorows Andres, collecled together in hLis
chamber seven or eight genllenen to share with him three
asparagmses, the firsl that ever grew on the fableland of
Cnseo.  When the operatjon of dressing them was over
(and it is minutely deseribed), he distributed the two Jargest
among his friewls ; hegging that the company would net
take it 111, if he reserved the third for himself, oy &% was o
thing from Spain.

North America became instantly =n asylum for the up-
pressed ; Huguenots, and Catholies, and soets of every name
and country.  Such were the thst settlers in Carolina und
l\’la,ry]:;:ml_, Pernsylvinia and New Tngland, Nov is Sonth
Americs altogether without a cluim 1o thetitle,  Fven now,
while I am writing, the ancient house of Braganza is on its
passage across the Allanlie,

Cnm soeiis, natoque, Penatibis, et magnis dis

Ioug, )0
Untouchad shod! dyop the fitters from the sl ;
Je me transporte quelquefois au-dela Tnn sivele, Py
vois le bonheur & eitd de Pinlustrie, la dowee (olérance

remplacant. Ta favouche ingui
Péruviens, Mexicui

on ; 'y veis, un jow deféte
%, Amérieainy lilires, Frangads, sem-
brassanl comme dex frives, et bénissant le régme de la
lihertd, qui deit amencr parfont une harmonic universelle,
~~Mais les mines, lex esclaves, que doviendyonl-dls ¥ Les
mines se fermeront ; les esclaves sevont les frtves de leurs
maitres.—Brissor.
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Theve Is « prophelic stanm, writen a eentury ago by
B, Bovkeley, which | st quote. though 1 oshall sufier by
the comparison,

Westward the course of empire takes ils way -

Thae Tour fivst aets adrendy paat,

A Aireh shall elose the dena with the day,
“Time’s noblest offspring is the Toast.

T L2

The sprdfer spiustled of eall ;
Cortes. A peine put-l obteniy aundience de Charles-
Quini : un jour il fendit ba presse qui entonrait e eoche de

Pempercur, of menta sir Pétrier de la portiere.  Charles

demandy quel Gail cel homme ; @ Clest,” répondit Cortes,
“gelad gqui vous o denng plus d'étals que vos pores ne vous

ont i e villes ™ -Vourana.

boern, 124
.. the stuger slabe
“Almost all,” ways Las Casas, “have perished. The
innocent hlood, which 1hey had shal, eried aloud for
vengeanes ; the sigls, ihe tears of so many vietims went
up hefore God.™

AL ges aned gold wpeieried oad onlitest ;

LEspzgme s fall comme ce rol insensd gui demanda
que loub oo quiil touchersit se convertit en or, et qui fut
obligd de revenir aux dienx ponr les prier de findr sa misére.
—Maonrgunin,

R 1
Wheee ap fiis eolbizr-Lumibh,
An Interpolation.
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T2z, 1L
Lho’ da the western world {1z fireTe,
An Anachronizsm.  The body of Cohmithus wias not vet
removed from Seville.

It s almost wnuecessary to point ot another in the

Ninth Canto, The telescope was not then in use 5 though
deseribed Iong hefore with great accuracy by Roger Baeon,

THE END.

HRABEUKY AXND RVANS,
PRINTRRS &

FRANKIIRAKY T8 THE Q1REN,
WRITER REARS.






