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O D E

TO THE €UCKOO,

AIL, beauteous Stranger of the grove !
Thou Meffenger of Spring!
Now Heaven repairs thy rural feat,

And woods thy welcome fing.

What time the daify decks the green,
Thy cettain voice we hear;
Haft thou a ftar to guide thy path,

Or mark the rolling year? .
B Delighlf@



P O E M S
Delightful Vifitant! with thee

I hail the time of flowers,
And hear the found of mufic fweet

From birds among the bowers.

The fchool-boy, wandering thro’ the wood
To pull the primrofe gay,
Starts, the new voice of Spring ta hear,

And imitates tfly lay.

‘What time the pea puts on the bloom
Thou flieft thy vocal vale,
An annual gueft in other lands,

Another Spting to hail.

Sweet Bird! thy bower is ever green,
Thy iky is ever clear;
Thou haft no forrow in thy fong,

No winter in thy year!

O could
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O could I fly, I'd fly with thee!
Wed m‘ake, with joyful wing,

Our annual vifit o’er the globe,
Cdr.ﬁpanions of the Spring.

Bz
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S o N G,

THE BRAES OF YARROW.

s THY braes were bonny, Yarrow ftream!
. ¢ When firft on, them I met my lover;
¢ Thy braes how dreary, Yarrow ftream! |
¢ When now thy waves his body cover!
e For ever now, Q Yarraw ftream!
¢ Thou art to me a ftreain of forrow;
< For never on thy banks fhall I
¢ Behold my love, the flower of Yarrow,

¢ He promifed me a milk-white fteed,
¢ To bear me to his father’s bowers ;
- ¢ He promifed me a little page,
€ To 'fquire me to his fathes’s towers;

2 “ He
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® He promifed me a wﬁding-ring,;—-
" « The wedding-day was fix'd to-morrow j—=
¥ Now he is wedded to his grave,

% Alas, his wateky grave, in Yarrow!
*

% Sweet were his wotds when latt'we et
« My paffion I as freely told him!
¢ Glafp’d in his arms, I litde thought -
¢ That I fhould never more behold him!
 Scarce was he gone, I faw his ghoft ;
“« It vanith’d with a fhriek of forrow ;
" ¢¢ Thrice did the water-wraith afcend,
“ And gave a doleful groan thro’ Yarrow,

.4 His mother from the window look’d,
“ With all the long‘ing of a mother
¢ His little fifter weeping walk'd
. % The gﬁen-wood path to meet her brother:
B3 . £ They
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“ They fought him eaft, they fought him weft,
¢ They fonght him all the foreft thorough;
¢ They only faw the cloud of night,
& They only heard the roar of Yattow!

¢ No longer from thy window look,

¢¢ Thou haft no fon, thou tender mother}
¢ No longer walk, thou lovely maid!

¢ Alas, thou haft no more a brother!
“ No longer feek him eaft or wetft,

% And fearch no thore the foreft thorough ;
¢ For, wandering in the night fo dark,

< He fell a lifelefs corfe in Yarrow:

¢ The tear fhall never leive my cheek,
 No other youth fhall bé my marrow;
“ Pl feek thy body in the ftream,
¢ And then with thee I'll fleep in Yarrow.”

4 The
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. "The tear did never leave her cheek,

No other youth became her marrow ;
She found his body in the fiream,
And now with him fhe fleeps in Yarrow.
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o D &

ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY,

HE peace of Heaven attend thy fhade,
My early friend, my favourite maid!_
‘When life was new, companions gay,

‘We hail’d the morning of our day.

Ah, with what joy did I behold
The flower of beauty fair unfold !
" And fear'd no ftorm to blaft thy blooniy

Or bring thee to an early tomb!

Untimely gone! for ever fled
The rofes of the cheek fo red;
Th’ affetion warm, the temper mild,

The {weetnefs th—at in forrow {mil’d.

Alas!
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Alas! the cheek where beauty glow’d,
The heart where goodnefs overflow’d,

A clod amid the valley lies,

And % duft to duft” the saourner criés.

O from thy kindzed early torn,
And to thy grave untimely borne!
Vanifh’d for ever from my view,

Thou fifter ¢f my foul, adieu!

-

Fair with my frt ideas twin’d,

- Thine image oft will aeet my mind;

And, while Remembranoe brings thee mear,
AffeGtion fad will drop a tear, '

- How oft dees Sorrow bend tb:c‘ head,

Before we dwell among the dead !
Scarce ia the years 6f-manly prime,

T've often wept the wrecks of time.
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What tragic tears bedew the eye!
What deaths we fuffer ere we die!
Our broken frietidfhips we deplore;

And loves of youth that are no more!

. No after-friendfhip €’er can raifé

Th’ endearments of our early days;
And ne’er the heart fuch fondnefs prove;
As when it firft began to love.

Affe&ion dies, a vernal flower ;
And vae, the bloflom of an hour;
The fpring of Fancy cares controul;
And mar the beauty of the foul.

Verfed in the commerce of deceit;
How foon the heart forgets to beat!
The blood rians cold at Int’reft’s call :—

They loek with equal eyes on all.

Then :

- e
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‘Then lovgly Nature is expell'd,
And Friendfhip is romantic held ;
Then Prudénce comes with hundred eyes :—
The Veil.is rent: the Vifion flies:

‘The dear Tilufions will not Iaft ;
The =ra of Enchantment’s paft ;
The wild Romance of Life is done}

The real Hiftory is begun.

The Sallies of ihe Soul are-o’er,
The Feaft of Fancy is no more;

And ill the banquet is fupply’d

By form, by gravity, by pride.

Ye Gods!. whatever ye withhold,
Let my affe@ions ne’er grow old ;
Né'er tr;ay the human glow depart, I
Nor Nature yield to frigid Are!

Sall

—————
—_—
——
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Still may the generous bofom burm,-
Tho’ doom’d to bleed o’er Beauty’s ura

" And flill the frieadly face appear,

‘The’ meiften’d with a tender tear!
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O D E

TO WOMEN,

!

R ——

E Virgins! fond to be admir’d,
"~ With mighty rage of conquelt fir'd,
And univerfal {fway;
Who heave th’ uncover'd bofom high,
And roll a fond, inviting eye,
On all the circle gay!

You mifs the fine and fecret art
To win the caftle of the heart, .

For which you all contegd 3 _
The coxcomb t;ibc mmy crowd your train,
But you will never, never gain

4 lover, or a friend.

1f
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If this your paffion, this your praife,
To fhine, to dazzle, and to blaze,
You may be caﬂ’(i divine:
Butnot a youth beneath the tky
Will fay in fecret, with a figh, -

¢ O were that Maiden mine !*

You marfhal, brilliant, fram the hox,
Fans, feathers, diamonds, caftled locks,
Your magazing of arms;
But ’tis the fweet fequeﬁer,’d walk,
The whifpei'ing hour, the tender talk,
That gives your genuine charms,
The nymph-like robe, the natural grace,
The fmile, the native of the face,
’ Refinement without art;
The eye where pure aﬂ'e&ion beams,
The tear from tendernefs that ﬁ;ea;ms,,

The accents of the heart ;
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The trembling frame, the living cheek,

Where, like the morning, bluthes break
To crimfon d’er the breaft ;

The look where fentiment is feen,

Fine paffions moving o’er the inien,

And all the foul expreft;

Your beauties thefe: witﬁ thefe you fhipe,
And reign on high by right divine,
The fovereigns of the world ;
Then to your court the nations flow;
The Mufe with flowers the path will ftrew,

Where Venus’ car is hurl’d,

From dazzling deluges of fnow,
From Summer noon’s meridian glow,
- We turn our aking eye,
To Nature’s robe of vernal green,
To the blue curtain all ferene,
Of an Autumpnal fky.
’ | The
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The favourite tree of Beauty’s Queen,
Behold the Myrtle’s modeft green,
The Virgin of the grove!
Soft from the eirclet of her ftar,
The tender turtles draw the car
Of Venus and of Love.

The growing charm invites the eye;

See morning gradual paint the fky
With purple and with gold !

Sec Spring approach with fweet delay !

See rofebuds open to the ray, .
And leaf by leaf unfold!

We love fh’ alluring line of grace,
That leads the eye a wanton chace,
And lets the faney rove;
The walk of Beauty ever bends,
And flill begins, but never ends,
The labyrinth of love.
At
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At timés, to veil, is to reveal, |
And to difplay, is to. conceal;
Myfter.ious are, your laws!
- The vifion’s finer than the view;

Her landfcape Nature never drew

So. fair as Fancy draws. -

A beauty, carelefsly betray’d,

Enamours more, than if difplay’d
All Woman’s charms were given ;

And, o’er the bofom’s veftal white,

: Th.e gauze appears .a robe of light,

"Fhat veils, yet opens, Heaven,

~ See Virgin Eve, with graces bland,,
Freth blooming from her Maker’s hand,,
In arient beauty beam !
_ Fair on the river-margin laid,
She knew not that her image made
The angel in the ﬁr(;:;m. ‘
¢ sl
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Still ancient Eden blooms your own

But artlefs Innocence alone
Secures the heavenly poft ;
For if, beneath an Angel’s mien,
The Serpent’s tortuous train is feen,
Our Paradife is loft.

O Nature, Nature, thine the charm!

Thy colours woo, thy features warm,
Thy accents win the heart!

Parifian paint of every kind,

That flains the, body or the mind;

Proclaims the Harlot’s art,

"The midnight Minftrel of the grove,

Who ftill renews the hymn of love,
And.woos the wood to hear;

'Knows not the fweetpefs of his ftrain,

Nor that, above the tuneful train,

He charms the Lover’s eaf.

5
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The Zone of Venus, heavenly-fine,
Is Nature’s hé.ndy-work divine;

And not the web of Art;
And they who wear it never know
To what enchanting charm they owe

The empire of the heart. -

Ca
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OSSIANs HYMN .
TO THE SUN.

e ———

THOU whofe beams the fea-girt earth array,
~King of the Sky, and Father of the Day!
O Sun! what fountain, hid from human eyes,
Supplies thy circle round the radiant fkies, - |
For ever burning and for ever bright,
With Heaven’s pure fire, and everlafting light ?
What awful beauty in thy face appears!

Immortal youth, beyond the power of years !

’When gloomy Darknefs to thy reign reﬁgns,
* And from the gates of Morn thy glory ihine;,‘
The confcious ftars are put to fudden flight,
And all the planets hide their heads in night; -
‘ - The
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The Qleeh of Heaven forfakes th’ ethereal plain, -
To fink inglorious in the Weftern Main.
The clouds refulgent deck thy golden throne,.
High in the Heavens, immortal and alone%
" Who can abide the brightnefs of thy face?
Or who attend thee in thy rapid race?
The mountain-oaks, like their own leaves, decay
Themfelves the mountains wear with age away ;
The boundlefs main, tﬁat rolls from land to land,
. Leflens at times, and leaves a wafte of fand ; |
The filver Moon, refhlgent lamp of \night,
Is loft in Heaven, and_emptied of her light:
But Thou for ever fhalt endure the fame,
Thy light eternal, and unfpent thy flame.

, ..VV‘l'xe'n tempefts with their train impend on high,

Darken the day, and load the labouring fky ;

When Heaven’s wide convex glows with lightnings
dire, '

* All zther flaming, and all earth on fire;

| Cj * When .
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When loud and long the deep-mouth’d thunder rolls,
 And peals-on peals redoubled rend the poles;

If from the opening clouds thy form appeats,

Her wonted charm the face of Nature wears;

Thy beauteous orb reftores departed day, - |

Looks from the fky, and laughs the ftorm aways
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WRITTEN IN SPRING

i}

W T O longer hoary Winter reigns,
No longer binds the ftreams in ch~ains_,
Or heaps with faow the meads;
Array’d with robe of rainbow-dye,
:At laft the Spring appears ot high,
And, fmiling over earth and fky,
Her new creation leads.

Cs | | The

e
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The fnows confefs a warmer ray,

The loofen’d ftreamlet loves to firay, -
And echo down the dale;

The hills uplift their fummits green,

The vales more verdant fpread between,

The cuckoo in }he wood unfeen

Coos ceafelefs to the gale.

- A

The rainbow aréixing woos the eye
With all the colours of the fky, '
With all the pride of Spring; |
Now Heaven defcen;ds infunnj;- ﬂ;owers,
The fodden fields put on the flowers,

The green leaves wave upon the bowers,

And birds begin to fing.
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The cattle wapder in the wood,
.And find.the wonted verdant food,
Befide the well-known rills;

 Blithe in the fun the fhepHerd fwain

Like Pan attunes the paft’ral ftrain,
While many echoes fend again
The mufic of the hills.

At eve, the i)timtofe path along,

The milkmaid fhortens with a fong
Her folitary way ;

She fees the Fairies, with their Quéen,

Trip hand-in-hand the circled green,

And hears them raife at times, unfeen,
The ear-inchanting lay. ‘
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Maria, cothe! Now let us tove;
Now gdther garlaﬁds in the grove;
Of every new-fprung flower ;
We'll hear the warblings of the wood,
We'll trace the windings of the flood ; -
O come 'fhog, fairer than the bud
Unfolding in a fhower! |

\

Fair as the lily of the vale,

That gives its bofom to the gale .
And opens in the Sun ;

And fweeter than thy favourite dove,

The Venus of the vernal grove,

Announcing to the choirs of love |
Their time of blifs begun.

Now,
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Now, now, thy Spring of Life appears ;
Fair,in the morning of thy years,

And May of Bea;uty crown’d:
- Now vernal vifions meet thine eyesy
Poetic dreams to fancy rife,
. And brighter days in better fkies j—

Elyfium bléoms around.

Now, now's the morning of thj day;
Bat, ah! the morning flies away,
And youth is on the wing;

*Tis Nature’s voice, O pull the rofé,
¢ Now while the bud in beauty blows,
.« Now while the opening leaves difclofs

¢ The incenfe of the Spring!”
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-

‘What youth, high-favourd of the fkies,

What youth fhall win the briéhteﬁ prize
That Nature has in ftore?

Whofe confcious eyes fhall meet with thine

Whofe arms thy yielding walte entwine;

Who, ravifh’d with thy charms divine,

Requires of Heaven no more !

Not happier the Primzval Pair,
When new-made earth, fupremely fair,
Smiled on her virgin Spring ;

When all was fair to God’s own eye,

When ftars confenting fung on high, .
And all Heaven’s Chorus made the fky
With Hallellujahs ring.
Devoted
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Devoted to the Mufes’ choir,
I tune the Caledonian lyre

To themes of high renown :—
No other theme than You I'll chufe,
Than You invoke no other Mufe;
Nor will that gentle hand refufe

Thy Bard with bays to ¢crown,

‘Where hills by ftoried ftreams afcend,
My dreams and waking withes tend
Poetic eafe to woo ;
Where Fairy fingers curl the grove,
Where Crecian Spirits round me rove;
Alone Inamour'd with the love
Of Nature and of You!
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S O N G

THE day is departed, and round from the, cloud:
The Moon in her beauty appears ;
The voice of the Nightingale warbles aloud
The mufic of love in our ears:
Maria, ak:peag! now the feafon fo fweet
With the beat of the heart is in tune ;
The time is fo tender for lovers to meet

Alone by the light of the Moon,

' .I ca;mot when prefent unfold what I fqel;\ s
I figh——Can alover do more?
. Her name to the fhepherds I never reveal,

Yet I think of her all the day oer.

Manag
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Maria; my love! Do you long for the grove? |
Do you ﬁgh for an interview foon?
Does e’er a kind thought run on me as you rove

Alone by the light of the Mopn?

Your name from the fhepherds whenever I hear
My bofom is allin a glow; L

Your voice wh’ér_; it vibrates fo {fweet thro’ mine ear,
My heart thrills—my eyes overflow,

Ye i’owers of the Sky, ;avill your bountj divine
Indulge a fond lpver his boon ? - _

Shall heart fpring to heart, and Maria be mine,
Alpne by the light of the Moon?

e VN
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o b E.

TO SLEEP.

o

N vain I court till dawning light
The coy Divinity of night;
Reftlefs from fide to fide I turn,

Arife, ye mufings of the Morn!

Oh, Sl!:ep! tho’ banifh’d from thofe eyes, -

In vifions fair to Delia rife;
And o’er a dearer form diffufe
Thy healing balm thy lenient dews.. .

Bleft be her night as infants reft,

LulPd on the fond maternal,lifeaﬁ,

. Who fweetly-playful finiles in fleep,

Nor knows that he is born to weep.

6 ‘ / ' Remove
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Remove the terrors of the night,
The phantom-forms.of wild affright,
The fhrieks from ptecipice or flood,

And ftarting fcene that fwims with blood.

Lead her aloft to blooming bowets,
And beds of amaranthine flowess,
And golden fkies, and glittering ftreams,

That paint the paradife of dreams.

Venus! prefent a lover near,
And gently whifper in her eat
His woes, who, lonely and forlorn,

Counts the flow clock from night till morn.

Ah! let no portion of my ﬁaiﬁ,

Save juft a tender trace, remain;
Afleep confenting to be kind,

And wake with Daphnis in her mind.

D

33

oy |
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L

0 D- E

TO A YOUNG LADY.

~ ARIA bright with beauty’s glow,
In confcious gaiety you go
The pride of all the Park:
Attra&ted groupes in filence gaze,
And foft behind you hear the praife
And whifper of the fpark.

In Fancy’s airy chariot whirl’d,

You make the circle of the world,
And danceé a dizzy round;

The maids and kindling youths bekold

You triumph oer the envious Old,
The Queen of Beauty crown’d.

Where’er




e ————— e

P O E M s
Where’er the beams of Fortune blaze,
Or Fafhion’s whifpering zephyr. plays,

The infelt tribe attends; . . .
Gay-glittering thro*a Summer’s day,
The filken myriads melt away -

Before a Sun defcends:

Divorced from elegant delight,

The vulgar Venus holds her night
An alien to the fkies ;

Her bofom breathes no finer fire,

No radiance of divine defire

Illumes refponfive eyes.

Gods! fhall a fordid fon of earth
Enfold a form of heavenly birth,
And ravifh joys divine?

An angel blefs unconfcious arms ?
The circle of furrendered charms
Unhallowed hands entwine?

D2

35

The
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The abfent day; the broken dream }
The vifion wild; the fudden fcream ;

Tears that unbidden flow!
Ah! let no fenfe of griefs profounci

That beauteous bofom ever wound

With unavailing woe!

The wild enchanter Youth beguiles,
And Fancy’s fairy landfcape fmiles .
With more than Nature"s bloom ;
The fpring of Eden paints your bowers,
Unfetting funs your promifed hours

‘With golden light illume.

A hand advancing ftrikes the bell !

That found diffolves the magic fpell,
And all the charm is gone!

The vifionary landfcape flies :

At once th’ aérial mufic dies;

In wild you walk alone!

Howe’er
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Howe’er the wind of Fortune blows,
Or fadly-fevering Fate difpofe
Our everlaﬁing doem;
Impreffions never felt before,
And tranfports to return no more,

Will haunt me to the tomb !

My God! the pangs of nature patt,

Will e’er a kind remembrance laft
Of pleafures fadly fweet? -

Cati Love affume a calmer name ? .

My eyes with Friendthip’s angel-flame
'‘An Angel’s beauty meet ?

" Ah! fhould that firft of finer forms

Require, thro; life’s impending ftorms,
A fympathy of foul;

The loved Maria of the mind

Will fend me, on the wings of wind,
To Indus or the Pole. |

D3

3
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O D E

TO A MAN OF LETTERS.

O, Winter’s hoar dominion palt!
Arrefted in bhis Eaftern blaft
The fiend of Nature flies;
Breathing the Spring the zephyrs play,
And re-inihron’d the Lord of Day

Refumes the golden ﬂ'cies.\

Attendant on the genial hours,
The voluntary fhades and flowers °
For rural lovers fpring ;

Wild choirs unfeen in concert join,
And round Apollo’s ruftic fhrine
The fylvan Mufes fing.

The
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The finelt vernal bloom that blows,
The fweeteft voice the forelt knows,
Arife to vanifh foon ;
The Rofe unfolds her robe of light,
And Philomeka gives her night
To Richmond and to June.

With bounded ray, and tranfient grace,,
Thus, Varro, holds the human race. \
Their place and hour affign’d ;
Loud let the venal trumpet found,
. Refponfive never will rebound .

The echo of mankind.

Yon forms divine that deck the fphere,,
Ti)e radiant rulers of the year,

Confefs a nobler hand;
Thron’d in the majefty of Morn,_
Behold the King of. Day adorn

The flies, the fea, the land.

D4 Nor
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Nor did th' Almighty raife the fky,
Nor‘hang th’ eternal lamps on high

On one abode to fhine;
The circle of a thoufand Suns
Extends, while Nature’s period runs.

The theatre divine,

Thus fome, whom f{miling nature hails

To facred fprings, and chofen v'alcs,
And ftreams of old renown;

By noble toils and Wt.)rthy fcars,

Shall win their manfion *mid the ftars,

And wear th’ immortal crown.

Bright in the firmament of Fame
The lights of antient ages flame
With never-fetting ray,
On worlds unfound from hiftory torn,
Q’er ages deep in time unborn,
To pour the human day.
| Won
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) Won from negle&ted waftes of time,

Apollo hails his faireft clime,
The provinces of mind ;
An Egypt*, with eternal towers,
See Montefquieu redeem the hours,
,From Lewis, to mankind.

No tame remiffion genius knows ;
No interval of dark Ix;epofe,

To quench the ethereal flame;
From Thebes to Troy the victor hies,
And Homer with his hero vies

In varied paths to fame.

The orb which ruled thy.natal night

And ufher’d in a greater light |
Than fets the pole on fire,

With undiminifh’d luftre crown’d,

Unwearied walks th’ eternal round,

Amid the heavenly quire. -

'# The finet provinces of Egypt, gairied from a negle&ed wafte.

Proud
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Proud in triumphal chariot hurl’d,
And crown’d the matfter of the world,
| Ah! let not Philip’s fon,
His foul in Syrian foftnefs drown’d,
His brows with Perfian garlands bound;

The race of pleafure run'!

With croffing thoughts Alcides preft,

The awful Goddefs thus addreft;
And pointing to the prize: .

¢ Behold the wreath of glory fhine?t

“ And mark the onward path divine

¢ That opens to the fkies!

The heavenly fire muft ever burn,

3

The Hero’s ftep muft never turn.

“ From yon fublime abodes ;

- % Long muft thy life of labours prove
«“ At laft to die the fon of Jove,

“ And mingle with the Gods.”
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THE LOVERS.

A P O E.M

{The Lovers, in the following Poem, were defcended
of houfes that had been long at variance. The Lady is firft
introduced as leaving her father’s houfe, and venturing out
in the darknefs of the night to meet with her Lover. They
meet at the appointed hour. The reft of the dialogue pafles
in the chariot.]

HARRIET.

FPOIS midnight dark : *ds filence deep,
My father’s houfe is hufb’d in fleep ;

In dreams the Lover meets his bride,

She fees her Lover at her fide;

‘The mourner’s voice is now fuppreft,

A while the weary are at reft:

"Tis midnight dark ; ’tis filence deep; |

T only wake, and wake to weep.
The
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The window’s drawn, the ladder waits,
I fpy no watchman at the gates;

No tread re-ecchoes thro* the hall,

No thadow moves along the wall.

I am alone. ’Tis dreary night,

O come, thou partner of my flight!
Shield me from darknefs, from alarms;

O take me trembling to thine arms!

The dog howls difmal in the heath,
The raven croaks the dirge of death;
Ah me! difafter ’s in the found!

The terrors of the night are round ;
A fad mifchance my fears forebode,

- The demon of the dark ’s‘ abroad,
And lures, with apparition dire,

The night-ftruck man thro’ flood and fire,

The howlet fcreams ill-boding founds,
The Spirit walks unholy rounds;
7 E . The



. The Wizard’s hour eclipfing rolls;;
The fhades of Hell ufurp the poles ;
The Moon retires; the Heaven departs.

From opening earth a fpeire ftarts :

My fpirit dies——Away my fears,
My love, my life, my lord appears!

"HENRY.
I come, I come, my love! my life !
And Nature’s deareft name, my wife!
| Long have I loved thee; long have fought;
And dangers braved and battles fought ;

In this embrace our evils end ;
From this our better days afcend ;
"The year of fuffering now is o’er,

At laft we meet to part no more!

My lovely bride! my confort, come!
The rapid chariot rolls thee home.

HARRIET.
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HARRIET.

I fear to go——1I dare not ftay.

Look bacl;

I dare not lbok that way:

L]
HENRY.

No evil ever fhall betide

My lc;ve, while I am at her fide.
Lo! thy prote&or and thy friend,
The arms that fold thee will defend.

HARRIET.

Still beats my bofom with alarms:
I tremble while 'min thy arms!
What will impaffion’d lovers do?
What have I done—to follow you ?
I leave a father torn with fears;

1 leave a mother bath’d in tears;
A brother girding on his fword
Againft my life, againft my lord.

~Now,
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Now, without father, mother, friend, .
‘On thee my future days depend ;
Wilt thou, forever true to love, |

A fafhcr, mother, brother prove?

O Henry!

to thy arms 1 fall,

My friend! my hufband! and my all! -
Alas! what hazards may I run?

Shouldft thou forfake me——I'm undone.

HENRY.

My Harriet, diffipate thy fgars,

And let a hufband wipe thy tears;
For ever join’d eur fates combine,
And I am yours, and you are mine.
"The fires the firmament that rend,
‘On this devoted .head defcend, '

if €’er in thought from thee I rove,

Or love thee lefs than now I love!

Althe’
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Altho’ our fathers have been foes,
From hatred ftronger, love arofe ;
From advetfe briars that threatening ftood,
And threw a horror o’er the wood, ‘

Two lovely rofes met on high,

“Triffplanted to a bétter fky,

And, grafted in one ftock, they grow,

In union fpring, in beauty blow.

HARRIET.
My heart believes my love; but ftili
My boding minhd prefages ill ¢
For lucklefs ever was our love,
Dark as the fky that hung above.
While we embraced, we fhook with fears,

And with our kiffes mingled tears;

. We met with murmurs and with fighs,

And parted ftill with watery eyes.

———
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An unforefeen ang fatal hand

Crofs’d all the meafures Love had plann'd ;
Intrufion marr’d the tender hour, . A
A demon ftarted in the bower;

.If, like the.paﬁ, the future run,

And.my dark (iay is but begun,

What ¢louds may hang above my head?

* What te\ars may I have yet to thed?

. HENRY

O do not wound that gentle breaft,
Nor fink, with fanci;td ills oppréﬂ:;
For‘foftnefs, {weetnefs, all, thou art,
. And love is virtue in thy heart.
That bofom\ neler fhall heave again
But to the poet’s tender ftrain;
4nd never more thefe eyes o’erflow .
But for a haplefs lover’s woe. -
B ' - Long
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Long on the ocean tempett-toft,

At laft we gain the happy coaft;

And fafe recognt upon the fhore

Our fufferings paft and dangers o'er:
Paft fcenes; the woes we wept érewhilc
Will make our future minutes fmile: -

When fudden joy from forrow fprings, -

How the heart thrills thro’ all its ftrings!

HARRIET.

My father’s caftle fprings to fight ;

Ye towers that gave me to the light!

O hills! O vales! where I have play'd;

Ye woods, that wrapt me in your fhade! °

O fcenes I've ofteﬁ wandered o’er!
O fcenes I fhall béehold no more!
I take a long, laft, lingéring view :

Adien! my native land adieu!

O father,
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O father, mother, brether dear!

O names ftill uttered with a tear !

Upon v?hofe knees I've fat and'fm'iled, |
Whofe griefs my blandifhments beéuiled 3
Whom I forfake in forrows old,
‘Whom I fhall never .more beholgl!
, .Farewell, my friends, a long fareweﬁl,

' Till time fhall toll the funeral knell!

HENRY.

Thy friends, thy father's houfe reﬁgn;
My friends, my houfe, my all is thine.
- Awake, arife, my wedded wife,

To higher thodghts and happier life!
For thee the marriage feaft is fpread,

* Fer thee the virgins deck. the bed ;
The ftar of Venus fhines above, ‘
And all thy future life. is love.

E 2 Th\ey -
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They rife, the dear domeftic hours!

The Mai of Love unfolds her flowers;
Youth, beauty, pleafure fpread the feaﬁ;
And friendfhip fits a conftant g;leﬂ:;

In cheerful peace the morn afcends,

In wine and lave the evening ends; "I
At diftance grandeur fheds a ray,

To gild the evening of our da*. N

Connubial love has dearer names,

" And finer 'fies, and {weeter claims, ‘

Than e’er unwedded hearts can feel,

Than wedded hearts can e’er reveal ;

" Pure, as the charities above,

Rife the fweet fympathies of love;
And clofer cords than thofe of life

Unite the hufband to the wife.

Like
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ﬁke Cherubs new-come from the fkies,
Henrys and Harriets round us rife;
And playing wanton in the hall,
With accent fweet thcir parénts call§

To you} fair images I num,

“You clafp the hulband in the fons o ‘
O how the muther’s heart will boysd! -

O how the father’s joy.be crown’d! . ..

'53.
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-

A T A L E

- HERE paftoral Tweed, renown'd int fong,
With rapid murmur flows ;
In Caledonia’s claffic ground,
The hall of Arthur rofe.

A bravet Briton never aﬁn’d
To guard his native ifle;

A gentler friend did never inake
The focial circle fmile.

‘Twice he arofe, from rebel rage
To fave the Britith crown ;
- And in the field where heroes ﬁrove
He won him high renown.
Bat




——— -

P 0O E M S

But to the plowthare turn’d the fword,

. . When bloody war did ceafe; -

And in the arbour which he rear'd,
He raifed the fong of peace.

Ao only daughter in his age

Solaced a father’s care;
And all the country bleft the name
Of Emily the Fair.

The pi¢ure of -her.mother’s youth, A'

(Now fainted in the fky) ; ;
She was the angel of his age,
And apple of his eye.

Something unfeen o’er all her form

Did namelefs grace impart; -

‘A fecret charm that won the way

At once into the heart. .
‘ E .

55

Her
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Her eye the pure etherial biue,
Than that did fairer thow,
‘Whene'er fhe watch’d a father’s look,

Or wept a lover’s woe: "

* For now the lover of her youth

To Indian climes had roved,

To conquer Fortune'’s cruel rage,

And match the maid he loved.

Her vaice, the gende tone of love,
The heart a captive fole;
The tender accent of her tongue

Went thtilling thro’ the foul.

The graces, that for Nature fair
Prefent us mimic Art;
The falfe refinements, that refine
Away the human heart,
8

She

b
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She knew not ;- in the fimple robe .
Of elegance and eafe, \
Corpleté fhe faone; sl ever pleafed,
Without the thoight to pleafe.

Inftru@ th’ unplanted foreft-crab ‘
To leave its genius wild ;
Subdue the monfter of the ’ﬁmd,

And make the Savage mild :

But who would give the rofe 2 hue,
Which Nature bas ot given?
But who would tame thé"lﬁ'gbtingalé, g
. Or bring the lark from Heaven? : ‘

The father, watchmg o'er his child,’
The joy of fathers found ;
. And, bleft himfelf, he ftretch’d his hand
To blefs the nelghbours round.
A Pa.
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A Patriarch in the vale of peace,
To all he gave the law;

The gobd,hé(guarde'd in their rights,
And kept the bad in awe.

Lord of his own paternal field,

H:z liberal dealt' his ftore;
And call'd the ftranger to his feaft,
The beggar to his door. '
But, ah! what mortal knows the hour
Of Fate? A hand unfeen
Upon the curtain ever refts,.. .
And fudden fhifts the fcene.

Arthur was furety for his ﬁ:iend, I.
Who fled to foreign climes,
And lef; him to the éripe of law;
The vi&im of his crimes. ,
The
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The Sun, that, rifing, faw hitn Lord
Of hill and valley round, :
Beheld him, at his fetting hour,
Without one foot of ground. .
Forth from the hall, no longer lm,
He is a pilgrim gone;
And walks a ftranger o’er the fields -
He lately call’d his own. : \

The blaft of Winter whiftled loud
And fhrill thro’ the void hall;

And heavy on his hoary locks
The thower of night did fall.

Clafp’d in his daughter’s trembling hand,
He journey’d fad and flow ;
At times he ftopt to look behind,

And tears began to flow.
Ty Wearied
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Wearied, and faint, and cold, and wet; .
To fhelter he did hie; -
« Beneath the covert of this rock;
¢ My Daughter, let.us die!”

At mideight, in the weary walte,
In forrow fat the Pair;

She chafPd bis fhivering hanils, ‘and wrang
The water frdw his hatr. ~

The figh fpontanteous rofe, the tear
Involuntary flow’d § '

No word of comfort could fhe {peak,
Nor would the weep aloud. *

, s

¢ In yonder hall my fathess lived,
% Tn yonder hall they died;

“ Now in that Ehurch-yard’s sifle they feep,
s Each by his fpoufe’s fide.
. ~ « Oft
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¢ Oft have I made yon hall'refou‘nd '

o« With (ociai, fweet delight

¢ And marked not the mm'nmg hour,
¢ That ftole upon the.night.

« When there the winderers of the dark,
« Repoifng, ceafed to toam; -

¢ And ftrangers, happy-in the half, -
“ .Did find themfelves at home ;

¢ [ little thought that, thus forlom,
¢ In deferts ¥ fhould bide,

'« And have not whete to lay thé head,
« Amid the world fo wide

A ftranger, wandering thro’ the wood,
Beheld the haplefs Pair;
Long did he look in fitence fad,
Then fhriek’d as in defpair.
He
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He ran, and lowly at the feet
Of his late Lord he fell ;

¢ Alas, my Mafter, have I lived

 To bid your houfe farewell!
¢ But I will never bid adieu
¢ To him I prized fo high:
¢ As with my Mafter I have lived,
“ Pll with my Mafter die.

¢« 1 faw the Summer-friend, who fhared
¢ The banquet in your hall,

¢ Depart, nor caft one look behmd
¢ On the forfaken wall.

¢« I faw the daily, nightly gueft
¢ The changing fcene forfake;
¢ Nor drop a tear, nqr turn his {iepg .
 The long farewell to take:
. ¢ Then
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Then te-the fervice of my Lord
« I vow’d a throbbing heart ;
And in the changes of yoﬁﬂife
¢ To bear an humble part.

Forgive the fond, officious zeal .
¢ Of one that loves his Lord!

The new Pofleflor of your field
c A-fuppliant.l implored.

I told the treachery of your friend,
« The ftory of your woe,
And fought his favour, when I faw

¢ His tears begin to flow,

1afk’d the hamlet of the hill,

¢ The lone, fequefter'd feat,

Your chofen haunt and favourite bower,

« Té be your laft retreat. :
“ I of
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% 1 offerd—what was all your awn— -
“ The gold I had in ftore; ‘
¢ Low at his feet I fell, and wépt

“ That I could g{ve no more. .

¢ Your gold is yours,” the generous youth
“ With gentle accent faid ;

“ Your Mafter’s be that little field,
« And cheerful be his fhed "

% Now Heaven has heard my prayer; 'vewifh’d
I could in part repay .
¢ The favours your extended hand

¢ Beftow'd from day to day,

¢ I yet may fee a garland green
¢ Upon thc;, hoary head ;
% Yet fee my Mafter bleft, before
© ¢ I dwell among the dead!?”
In
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In filence Arthur look’d to Heavet,
And clafp’d his Edwin’s hand;

The eyes of Emily ih teats '

Exprefs'd affe@ion bland
From opening Heaven the Moon appear’d

. Fair was the face of night ;-

“Bright in their beauty thone the ftars;

The air was flowing light.

. Arthur refum’d the pilgrim’s ftaff;
They held their lonely way
Dim thro’ the foreft’s darkfome bourne,

Till near the dawning day.

Then a long line of ruddy light,
That quiver’d to and fro,

» Reveal’d their lone retreat, and clofed

The pilgrimage of woe.
F He
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He enter’d, folemn, flow, and fad,
The deftin’d hermitage, -

A little and 4 lonely hut,
To cover haplefs age:

He clafp'd his daughter in his arms,
And kif'd a falling tear ;
« [ kiave my all, ye gracious Powers

% I have m'y.daughtef bere!””

A fober banquet to prepare,
Emilia cheerful goes ; "

The faggot blazed, the window glanced,
The heart of age arofe.

“ I would not be that guilty man,
“ With all his golden ftore;

% Nor change my lot with any wretch,
¢ That counts his thoufands o’er.

¢« Now
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« Now' here at laft we are at home, ~
« We can no lower fall;
% Low in the cottage, peace can dwell,
“ As in the lordly hall.

e The wants of Naturé ate but few ;
 Her banquet foon is fpread :

“ The Tenant of the Vale of Tears
« Requires but daily bread.

% The food that grows in every field
¢ Will life and health prolong ;
“ And water from tne fpring fuffice

“ To quench the thirfty —tongqe.

¢ But all the Indies, witﬁ_their wealth,
“ And earth, and air, and feas, |
« Will never quencih the ﬁckiy thirft
“ And craving of Difeﬁfa
F2 «“ My

e & PL)
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¢ My humble garden to my hand
« Contentment’s feaft will yield ;
¢ And, in the feafon, harveft white
¢« Will load my little field.

¢ Like Nature’s fimple children, here,
¢ With Nature’s felf we'll live,

¢ And, of the little that is left,
¢ Have fomething ftill to give.

¢ The fad viciffitudes of life
* Long have I learn’d to bear;
“ Bdt, oh! my Dimghfer, thon art new

¢¢ To forrow and to care!

¢ How fhall that fine and flowery fotn;,
¢ In filken folds conﬁne‘d,'
“ That fcarcely faced the Summer’s gale,
“ Endure the wintery wind?
4 Ah!
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'Ah! how wilt thou fuftain a fky

% With angry tempeft red ?
How wilt t/hou bear the'bitter ftorm

¢ That’s hanging o’er thy head?

Whate’er thy juftice dooms, O God!
¢ 1 take with temper mild ; ‘ .

But, oh ! repay it thoufand.fold
¢ In bleflings on my Child !”

Weep nat for me, thou Father fond !*
The Virgin foft did fay ; '

Could 1 contribute to thy pea'ce,

¢ O, I would blefs the day!

The Parent, who provides for all,
 For us will now provide ;
Thefe hands have learn’d the gayer asts
% Of elegance and pride:
‘ F 3 .. % What
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“Whatoneeamnfedaucamhonr,
“ Shall now the day engage!

¢ And Vanity fhall fpread the board
¢ Of Poverty and Age.

“ At eventide, how blithe we'll meet, -
¢ And, while the faggots blaze,

“ Recount the trifles of the time,
¢ And dream of better days!

¢ Pl read the tragic tales of old,

¢ To foothe a Father’s woes ; M
¢ I’ll lay the pillow for thy head,

< Agd fing thee to repofe.”

The Father wept. “ Thy wond’rous hand,
¢ Almighty, I adore!

¢ I had not known how bleft I was,
¢ Had I not been fo poor!

(13 Now
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“ Now bleft be'God for what is reft,
“ And bleft for what is given!

% Thou art an angeh O my Child!
 With thee I dwell in Heaven!”

Then, in the garb of ancient times,
They trod the paft’ral plain:

But who defcribes a Summer’s day,
Or paints'th; Halcyon Main?

One day, a wanderer in the wood
The lonely threfhold pre&;
'Twas then that' Arthur’s humble roof -

Had firft received a gueft,

The Stranger told his tender tale:
I come from foreign climes ; '
¢ From countries red with Indian Blood,
“ And ftain'd with Chriftian crimes.
F 4 ) “ O may
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¢ O may Britannia never hear
‘¢ What thefe fad eyes have feen!
¢ May an eternal veil be drawn '

¢ That world and this between!

¢ No frantic avarice fired my foul,
¢ And Heaven my withes crown’d;
% For foon a fortune to my mind

“ With innocence I found.

¢ From exile fad, returning home,
" ¢ I kifs'd the facred earth;
% Andflew to find my native woods

« And walls that give me birth.

¢ To church on Sunday fond I went,
¢ In, hopes to xﬁarl’;, ‘unfeen, )
“ Al my old friends, affembled round
« The circle of the green,
| « Alas,
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¢ Alas, the change that time had made!
¢ My angient friends were gane;
% Another race pofiels’d the walls,
¢« And I was left alope! - : s

¢ A ftranger among ftrangers, long
¢ I look’d from pew to pew ;

¢ But not tha face of one old friend

- Rof_e imaged to my view:
-6 The horrld plow had rafed the green,

¢ Where we have often play'd;

¢« The axe had fell’d the hawthorn tree,
¢ The fchool-boy’s fummer fthade.

¢ One Mald the Beauty of the Valc, ‘
“ To whom I vow’d my care,

¢ And gave my heart, had fled away,
% And none could tell me where. ,

€« MY
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¢ My cares arid toils in foreign clinia
¢ Were for that peerlefs Maid ; ‘
¢ She rofe in beauty by my fide ‘:
¢ My toils were all repaid.

¢ By Indian ftreams I fat'alon'e,
¢ While on my native ifle,

“ And on my ancient friends, I thought,
“ And wept the weary while.

¢ *Twas fhe that cheer’d my captive hours,
¢ She came in every dream, ‘

‘ As, {miling, on the rear of night,

© ¢ Appears the morning beam,

< In queft of her I wander, wild,

 O’er mountain, ftream, and plain;

¢ And, if I find her not, I fly

“ To Indian climes again.”
The
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‘The Father thus began: < My fon,
¢ Mourn not thf wretched fate ;
¢ For He that rules in Heaven decrées

¢ This life 2 mixed ftate.

- € The ftream that carries us along,
¢ Flows thro’ the Vale of Tearrs;

¢ Yet, on the darknefs of our day,
¢ The bow of Heaven appears,

¢ The Rofe of Sharon, king of ﬂowérs,
¢ Is fenced with prickles round ;

¢ Queen of the Vale, the lily fair
« Among the thorns is found,

* E’en while we raife the fong, we figh
¢ The melancholy while ;
¢ And, down the face of mortal man,
¢ The tear fucceeds the fmile.
¢ Nought



76

P O E M 8.

“ Nought pure ar perfe&t here is found ;
« But, when this night is o'er,
« Th’ eternal morn will fpring on high,

¢ And we fhall weep no more.

¢ Beyond the dim horizon far,
¢ That bounds the mortal eye,
¢ A better country blooms to view, ,

¢ Beneath a brighter fky.”’—

Unfeen the trembling Virgin heard
The Stranger’s tale of woe ;

Then enter'd, as an angel bright,
In beauty’s higheft glow.

The ftranger rofe, he look’d, he gazed,
He ftood a ftatue pale; '

" His heart did throb, his cheek did change,

His faultering voice did fail.

- At
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At lafty « My Enﬁly herfelf

“ Alive in all her charms !”
The father ’knee1’d; the lovers rufh’d '

To one another’s arms.

.

In fpeechlefs ecftafy entranced

Long while they did remain ;
They glow'd, 'they’ trembled, and they fobb’d,

They wept and wept again. -

The father lifted up his hands,
To blefs the happy pair ;
Heaven fmiled on Edward the beloved,

And Emily the fair.
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M ONTIMTIA

e ——

[ N weeds of forrow wildly *dight,
Alone beneath the gloom of night,
Monimia went to mourn;
She left a mother’s fond alarms ;
She left a father’s folding arms

Ah! never to return!

[y

The bell had ftruck the midnight hout,
Difaftrous planets now had power, |
And evil fpirits reign’d ;
The lone owl, from the cloiﬁere‘d ifle,
O’er falling fragments of the pile,
lll-boding prophet plain’d. °
1 . . ~ While
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While down her devious footfteps ftray,
She tore the willows by .the way,
And gazed upon the wave;
Then raifing wild to Heaven lier eyes,
'With fobs, and broken accent, cries,

-¢¢ Il meet thee in the grave.”

Bright o’er the border of the ftreatn,
Illumined by a tranfient beam,

She knew the wonted grove;
Her lover’s hand had deck’d it fine,
And rofes tix’d with myrtles twine,

To fdrm the bower of love.

The tuneful Philomela rofe,

And fweetly-hournful fing her woes,
Enamour’d of the tree;

Touch'd with the melody of woe,

More tender tears began to flow.
¢:She mourns her mate like rte.”

LU | lovéa
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¢ I loved my lover from a cﬁild,
¢ And fweet the youthful cherub fmiled,
“ And wanton’d o’er the green
“ He train’d my Nightingale to fing,
% He fpoil’d the gardens of the Spting,

¢ To crown me rural Queen.

‘¢ My brother died before his day;

¢ Sad, thro’ the church-yard’s dreary way,
“ We wont-to walk.at evey

¢ And bending o’er th’ untimely ﬁin,

“ Long ﬁt the monument to mourn,

¢ And look upon his grave.

« Like forms funereal while we ftand,
¢ In tender mood he held my hand,
¢« And iaid his cheek to mine;
¢ My bofom beat unknown alarms,
“ We wept in one another’s arms,
“ And mingled tears divine.

2 “ From
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 From fweet compaffion love arofe,
¢ Our hearts were wedded by our woes,
“« And pair'd pon the tomb;
“‘ Attefting all the Powers above,
T A fond romance of fancied love

“ We vowed our days to come:

“ A wealthy Lord from Indian fkies,
“ Hluftrious in my parent’s eyes,
“ Implored a mutual mind ;
¢ Sad to my'c‘hamber I withdrew,
* But Harry’s footfteps never flew

¢ The wonted fcene to find.

"¢ Three niéhts in a;re fufpenfe I fat
¢ Alone; the fourth copvey’d my fate,
« Sent from a foreign fhore ;~—
“ Go, where thy wandering wifhes tend,
“ Go, and embrace thy father’s friend,
'« You never fee me more !”—

G  Defpair!
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" « Defpair! diftradtion! I obey'd

¢ And one diforder’d moment made
¢ An ever-wretched wife;

¢ Ah! in the circuit of one Sun,

¢ Heaven! I was wedded and undone,
“ And defolate for life!

¢ Apart my wedding robes I tore,

¢ And guarded tears now guthing o’er
« Diftain’d the bridal bed :

¢ Wild I invoked the funeral yell,

¢ And fought devoted now to dwell

« For ever with the dead. .

“ My Lord to Indian climates went,
A letter from my Lover fent
¢ Renew’d eternal woes ;—
« Before my Love my laft words greet,
 Wrapt in the weary winding-fheet, |
¢ Iin the duft repofe!
‘¢ Perhaps
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Perhaps your parents have deceived,
Perhaps too rafhly I believed
¢ A tale of treacherous art ;-

Monimia! could you now behold

The youth you loved in forrows old,

¢ Oh! it would break thy heart!

/

No_vi in the grave for ever laid,
A contftant folitary fhade, -
¢ Thy Harry hangs o’er'thee!
For you I fled my native fky ;
Loaded with life for you I die;
¢ My love, remember me!”
Of all the promifes of youth,
The tears of tendernéfs and truth,
¢ The throbs that lovers fend ;
The vows in one another’s arms,
The fecret fympathy of charms;
“ My God! is this the end ?”

G2 She
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She faid, and rufhing from the bower,
Devoted fought in evil hour '
The promontory fteep; -
Hung o’ex" the margin of the main,
Her fix’d and éarneft eyeballs ftrain
The dathing of the deep.

¢ Waves that refound from fhore to fhore!
* Rocks loud rebellowing to the roar
. % Of ocean, ftorm, and wind!

¢ Your elemental war is tame,

"

¢ To that which rages in my frame,

¢ The battle of the mind !

With dowricaft eye and mufing mood,
A luria interval fhe ftood |
The vitim of defpair;
Her arms then tofling to the fkies,
She pour'd in Nature’s ear her cries, ,
* My God! my father! where ?”’e—
Wild
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Wild on the fummit of the fteep

She ruminated long the deep,

And felt her freezing blood ;
Approaching feet the heard behind,
Then fwifter than the winged wind

 She plung’d into the flood.

Hell' form emerging from the wave
Both parents faw, but could not fave;
The fhriek of death arofe!
At once fhe funk to rife no more;
And fadly-founding to the fhore,
The parted_billows clofe!

~
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WRITTEN IN A VISIT TO THE COUNTRY IN

AUTUMN.

’ IS paft! 1o more the Summer blooms!
Afcending in the rear,
Behold congenial Autumn comes,
The Sabbath of the year!
What time thy holy whifpers breathe, |
The penfive evening fhade beneath,
And twilight confecrates the floods ;
. 'While Nature ftrips her garment gay,
And weats the vefture of decay,

O let me wander thro’ the founding woods |
Ah!

.,



N

P O E M 8 8

Ah! well-known ftreams! Ah! wonted groves, |
Still pi¢tured in my mind !
Oh! facred fceng,of youthful loves,
. Whofe image lives behind ! '
While fad I ponder on the patt,
The joy; that muft no longer laft ;
The wild-flower ftrown on Summer’s bier,
The dying mufic of the grove,
.- And the laft elegies of love,

Diflolve the foul, and draw the tender tear! -

\

Alas! the hofpitable hall,
~* Where youth and friendfhip play’d,

Wide to the winds a ruin’d wall
Projets a death-like fhade!

The charm is vanifh’d from the vales;

No voice with virgin-whifper hails
A f{ranger to his native bowers:

No more Arcadian mountains bloom,

Nor Enna valleys breathe perfume, .

The fancied Eden fades with all its flowers!

C 4 Companions-
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Companions of the youthful fcene,
Endear'd from earlieft days!

With whom I fported on the green,
Or roved the woodland maze!

Long-exiled from your native clime,

Or by the thunder-ftroke of Time
Snatch’d to the thadows of Defpﬁr;

I hear your voices in the wind,

Your forms in every walk I find,

I ftretch my arms: ye vanifh into air!

My fteps, when innocent and youang,
Thefe fairy paths pui'fued;

And, wandering o’er the wild, I fung
My fancies to the wood.

I mourn’d the linnet-lqver’s fate, -

Or turtle from her murder’d mate,
Condemn’d the widow’d hours to wail ;

Or while the mournful vifion rofe,

I fought to weep for imaged woes,

Nor real life believed a tragic tale!

~ Alas!
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Alas! misfortune’s cloud unkind _
May Summer foon d’ercalt ;
And cruel Fate’s untimely wind -
All human beauty blaft |
The wrath- of Nature fmités our bowers,
And promifed fruits, and cherifh’d flowers,
- The hopes of life in embrio fiveeps;
Pale o’er the ruins of his prime,
And defolate before his time,-

In filence fad the mourner walks and weeps !

Relentlefs power! whofe fated firoke

O’er wretched man prevails ! ‘

‘Ha! love’s eternal chain is broke,

And friendfhip’s covenant fails!
Upbraiding forms ! 2 moment’s eafe~—
O Memo;'y ! how fhall I appeafe

" The bleeding fhade, the unlaid ghoft ?
What charm can bind the gufhing eye?
What voice confole th’ inceffant figh,
And everlafting longings for the loft ?

Yet
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Yet not unwelcome waves the wood,
That hides me in its gloom,
While loft in melancholy mood
I mufe upon the tomb.
Their chequer'd leaves the branches fhed ;
Whirling in eddies o%er my head,
They fadly figh, that Winter’s near:
_ The warning voice I hear behind,
" That fhakes the wood without a wind,
And folemn founds the death-bell of the year.

Nor will I court Lethean ftreams,
The forrowing fenfe to fteep;
Nor drink oblivion of the themes
On which I love to weep.
Belated oft by fabled rill,
While nightly o’er the hallowed hilt
) Aérial mufic feems to mourn ;-
Il liften Autumn’s clofing ftrain ;
Then woo the walks of youth again,
And pour my forrows o’er th’ untimely urn!
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THE PRAYER OF ]ACOBr
————

GOD of Abraham! by whofe hand
v Thy people flill are fed;;
Who, thro’ this weary pilgrimage,
/. Haft all our fathers led!

* Our vows, our prayers, we now prefent
Before thy throne of grace;
God of our Fathers be the God

Of their fucceeding race!

Thro’ each perplexing path of life
Our wandering footfteps guide,

Give us by day our daily bread,
And raiment fit provide!

O fpread
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O fpread thy covering wings around,
Till all our wanderings ceafe,

And at our Fathers loved abode
Our feet arrive in peace!

Now with the humble ﬁce of prayer
Thy mercy we implore;

Then with the grateful voice of pra.ii:e
Thy goodnefs we’ll adore!
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THE COMPLAINT OF NATURE.

—

F E W are thy days and full of woe,
O man of woman born!
Thy doom is written, duft thou art,
And fhalt to duft return.

Determin’d are the days that fly '
Succeflive o’er thy head ;
The number’d hour is on the wing,

That lays thee with the dead.

Alas! the little day of life
I fhorter than a fpan;
Yet black with thoufand hidden ills

To miferable n;an.

; :

95
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Gay is thy momning, flattering Hope
Thy fprightly ftep attends;
Bat foon the tempeft howls behind,
And the dark night defcends.

Before its fplendid hour the cloud
Comes o’er the beam of light ;
A Pilgrim in a weary land,
Man tarties but 2 night.

Behold! fad emblem of thy fate,
The flowers that paint the field ;
Or trees, that crown the mountain’s brow,

And boughs and blofloms yield.

When chill the blaft of Winter blows,
Away the Summer flies,
The flowers refign their funny robes,
. And all their beauty dies.

Nipt
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Nipt by the year the foreft fades ;
And ﬂ:aking to the wind,
The leaves tafs to and fro, and ftreak
The wildernefs behind..

The Winfer paft, reviving flowers

' Anew fhalt paint the plain,

The woods thall hear the voice of Spring;
And flourith greén again.

But man departs this earthly feene;
Ah! never to teturn! )

No fecond Spring fhall €’er revive
‘The athes of the urn.

Th’ inexorable doors of death «
What hand can e'er unfold ?
Who from the cearments of the tomb

Can raife the human mold?
H

9%
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The mighty flood that rolls along

Its torrents to the main,
The waters loft can ne’er recall
From that abyfs again.

The days, the years, the ages, dark
Defcending down to night,
Can never, never be redeem’d

Back to the gates of light.

So Man departs the living fcene,
To Night’s perpetual ‘gloom’; .
The voice of Morning ne’er fhall break

\

The flumbers of the tomb.

Where ate our Fathers? Whither gone-
The mighty men of old? '

,% The Patriarchs, Prophets, Princes, Kings,
“In fgcred books inroll'd.

~ % Gone
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¥ Gone to the r;zﬁing-place of man,
¢ The everlafting home,
s ¥ Wherf. ages paft have gone before,

¢ Where future ages come.”

Thus Nature pour’d the wail of woe,
And urged her earneft cry;

Her voice in agony extreme
Afcended to the fky.

Th’ Almighty heard : Then from his throne
In majefty he rofe;

And from the Heaven, that open’d wide,

His voice in mercy flows.

“ When mortal man refigns his breath,
¢ And falls a clod of clay, ".
¢ The foul immortal wings its flight,

¢ To never-fetting day.

H2 - ¢ Prepar’d

.
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"« Prepar’d of old for wicked men

¢ The bed of torment lies ;
“ The juft fhall enter into blifs
¢ Immortal in the fkies.”
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H Y M‘N III.

"TRUST IN PROVIDENCE.

o

a LMIGHTY Father of mankind,
On Thee my hopes remain ;
And when the day of trouble comes,

I fhall not truft in vain.

Thou art our kind Preferver, from
The cradle to the tomb';
And T was caft upon thy care,

Even from my mother’s womb.

In early years thou waft my guide,
And of my youth the friend ;
And as my days began with Thee,

With Thee my days fhall end.
H 3 I know
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I know the Power in whom I truft,
Yhe arm ¢ which I lean;

He will my Saviour ever be,
Who has my Saviour been.

In former times, when trouble came,
Thou didft not ftand afar;

Nor didft thou prove an abfent friend
Amid the din of war.

My God, who caufedft me to hope,
_When life began to beat,

And when a ftranger in the world,
Didft guide my wandering feet ;

. Thou wilt not caft me off, when age
. Andevil days defcend ;
Thou wilt not leave me in defpair,
" Ta mourn my latter end.

Therefore
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Therefore in life Il truft to Thee,
In death I will adore ; \
And after death will fing thy praife,

‘When time fhall be no more.

103
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HEAVENLY WISDOM.

o

Happy is the man who hears
_ Inftrution’s warning voice,
_ And who celeftial Wifdom makes

‘His early, only choice.

For fhe has treafures greater far
Than Eaft or Weft unfold,
And her reward is more fecure

Than is the gain of gold.

In her right hand fhe holds to vfew
A length of happy years;

And in her left, the prize of Fame
And Honour bright appears.

1 - She
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She guides the young, with innocence,
In Pleafure’s path to tread,

A crown of glory fhe beftows
Ubpon the hoary head,

According as her labours rife,
Sa her rewards increafe,
Her ways are ways of pleafantnefs,

And all her paths are peace.

10§
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HYMN V.

R

EHOLD! the mountain of the Lord
In latter days fhall rife,
Above the mountains and the hills,

And draw the wondering eyes.

To this the joyful nations round
All tribes and tongues fhall flow,

Up to the Hill of God they'll fay,
And to his houfe we'll go. ‘

The beam that fhines on Zion hilt
Shall lighten every land ;

The King who reigns in Zion towers
Shall all the world command.
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" No ftrife fhall vex Meffiah’s reign, l

Or mar the peaceful years,
To ploughthares foon they beat thejr fwords,
To pruning-hooks their fpears.

No longer hofts encountering hofts,
Their millions flain deplore;
They hang the trumpet in the hall,

And ftudy war no more,

Come then—O come from every land,
To worthip at his fhrine;

And, walking in the light of God,

~ With holy beauties fhine.
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EHOLD! th’ Ambaffador divine,
Defcending from above,
To publith to mankind the law
Of everlafting love !

On him in rich effufion pour’d
The heavenly dew defcends ;
And tiuth divine he fhall reveal,

To earth’s i'em,ote{t ends.

No trumpet-found, at his approach,
Shall ftrike the wondering ears ;
But ftill and gentle breathe the vaice

In which the God appears.
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8y his kind hand the fhaken reed |
Shall raife its falling frame ;
The dying embers thall revive,

And kindle to a ﬂame.

The onward progrefs of his zeal
Shall never know decline,
Till foreign lands and giftant ifles

Receive the law divine,

He who fpread forth the arch of Heaven,
' And bade the planets roll,
" Who laid the bafis of the earth,
And form’d the human foul.

Thus faith the Lord, ¢ Thee have I fent, |
¢« A Prophet from the fky,
¢ Wide o’er the nations to proclaim
“ The meffage from on high.
« Before
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¢ Before thy face the fhades of death
¢ Shall take to fudden flight,

¢« The people who in darknefs dwell
¢ Shall hail a glorious light ;

¢ The gates of brafs fhall *funder burft;
¢ The iron fetters fall;
¢ The promis’d jubilee of Heaven

¢ Appointed rife o’er all.

“ And lo! prefiging thy approach,
¢ The Heathen temples fhake,

“ And trembling in forfaken fanes,
¢ The fabled idols quake.

¢ I am Jehovah: I am One’:
¢ My name fhall now be known
¢ No Idol fhall ufurp my praife,’

 Nor mount intp my throne,”.

1

9 , 1o,
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Lo, former fcenes, predi&e& once,
Confpicuous rife to view ;
And future fcenes, predicted now,

 Shall be accomplifh’d too.

Now fing a new fong to the Lord! .
Let earth his praife refound ;
Ye who upon the ocean dwell,

And fill the ifles around.

O city of the Lord! begin
" The univerfal fong;
And let the fcattered villages

The jéyful notes prolong.

Let Kedar’s wildernefs afat
Lift up the lonely veice ;
And let the tenants of the rock

With accent rude rejoice.

\J

O from
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O from the ftreams of diftant lands
Unto Jehovah fing !

And joyful from the mountain tops
Shout to the Lord the King!

Let all combined with one accord
Jehovah’s glories raife,

Till in remoteft bounds of earth
The nations found his praife.
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MESSIAH! at thy glad approach

The howling wilds are ftill ;
Thy praifes fill the lonely wafte,
And breathe from every hill.

The hidden fountains, at thy call,
Their’ facred ftores unlock ;
Loud in the defert fudden ftreams

- Burft living from the rock.

The incenfe of the Spring afcends
Upon the morning gale ;
Red o’er the hill the rofes bloom

The lilies in _the‘ vale.

135 ]
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Renew’d, the earth a robe of light,
A robe of beauty wears;

And in new heavens a brighter Sun
I:éd:; on the promifed years.

The kingdom of Mefliah come,
Appointed times difclofe ;
And fairer in Emmanuel’s land

The new Creation glows.

Let Tirael to the Prince of Peace
Tl;e loud Hofannah fing !

With Hallelujahs and with hymas,
O Zion, hail thy King!
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H Y M N VIIL

HEN Jefus, by the Virgin brought,
So runs the law of Heaven,
Was offer’d holy to the Lord,

And at the altar given;

Simeon the Juft and the Devout,
Who frequent in the fane
Had for the Saviour wailed long,

But waited ftill in vain;

€Came Heaven.-direted at the hour
When Mary held her fon;
He ftretched forth his aged arms,
While tears of gladnefs run:
I2 ‘ With

s

e — .a
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With holy joy upon his face
The good old father fmiled,
While fondly in his wither’d armg
He clafp’d the promis’d child.

And then he lifted up to Heaven
An earneft afking eye;
My joy is full, my hour is come,

Lord let thy fervant die.

At laft my arms embrace my Lérd%
Now let their vigour ceafe ;
At laft my ‘gyés my Saviour fee,

Now let them clofe in peace!

The ﬁa;r and glqry of the land
Hath now begun to thine;
The morning that fhall gild the globe
Breaks on thefe eyes of mine! |

| N—
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H Y ;'M" N IX,

“ N J HERE high the ﬁcavenly temple ftands
" Thehoufeof Godnot made with hands,
A great High Prieft our Nature wears,

The Patron of mankind appears.

He who for men in mercy ftood,
. And pour’d on earth his precious bloog,
Purfues in Heaven his plan of Grace,

The Guardian God of human race.

Tho’ now afcended up on high,
He bends on earth a brother’s eye,
' Partaker of the human name,

He knows the frailty of our frame.
9 Qur
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Our fellow-fufferer yet retains
A fellow-feeling of our pains ;
And ftill remembers in the fkies

His tears, and agonies, and cries.

In every pang that rends the heart,

- ‘The Man of Sorrows had a part ; -

He fympathifes in our grief,
And to the fufferer fends relief.

With boldnefs, therefore; at the throne
Let us make all our forrows known,

And afk the aids of heavenly power,

- To help us in the evil hour,

THE END.




