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THE SABBATH,

AND
@ther Poems.

BY JAMES GRAHAME



MEMOIR

or

JAMES GRAHAME.

Tux contemplation of superior excellence is, per-

baps, one of the most impressive, as well as the
most interesting subjects of meditation in which

the human mind can be engaged. For it is ir-"
possible to reflect on exalted virtue, without feeling

our own nature improved, or upon extensive acquirer
wments, without being inspired with some degree of
emulation ; but when genius is added to those per-

fections of which our cammon nature is susceptible,

the character of the individual is raised to s higher
standard of excellence, and while our admiration

is increased, we consider the mind so gifted as be-

longing to a superior species of beings, in whom

are qualities quite beyond our powers of attaine

ment; and, daszled by the lustre by which they are

surrounded, we look up to them as from a hutnbler
sphere, with a sort of mysterious veneration. In

the mind of which I am now ahaut to attempt & de-
lineation, these powers were so happily blended as
to produce a result of the most endearing nature.

It is not so much the life as the character of the
bard of ¢ The Sabbath,” with svhich 1 would make
my readers scquainted. In the first there was
nothing remarkable ; in the latter, there was every
thing to engage the attention, and 0 amend the
hesrt.
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Janzs Grasade was born in Glasgow, on the
22d of April 1765, and was there educated in the
usual routine of public classes, in which he emi-
nently distinguished himself. He wrote some ele-
gant Latin verses when very young; and although
averse to the appearance of being particularly stu-
dious, he was even then so ardently devoted to
literary pursuits, that he always carried a volume
of the ancient classics in his pocket, and kept a
Greek Testament by his bed-side, with which he
employed his wakeful hours. But it was in his
domestic education that his mind was chiefly form-
ed, and the seeds of that genuine piety and bene-
volence cultivated, which nature bad so liberally
planted in his breast. In his parénts he was pecu-
liarly happy. His father possessed an enlightened-
mind, and a heart glowing with unbounded love of
his fellow-creatures. From his sentiments respect~
ing American independence, James, at an early
age, imbibed that ardent attachment to the cause
of liberty, which afterwards formed one of the most
striking features of his character. In him it was
a liberal and humane eentiment, not an adherence
to a particular political party. His mother was the
counterpart of this excellent man, and th¢ in-
fluence of their virtues spread through the whole
family. It was like a well-tuned instrument, the
chords of which vibrated in perfect unison, pro-
ducing an effect the most harmonious: the exer-
cise of every endearing domestic virtue was the
delight of her life, and her lessons of piety weré
enforced by exan:ple more than by precept. Reli-
gious duties appeared in her a delightful enjoy.
ment, and their effect upon her temper and conduct
was an inducement for her children to participate
in them. In such a family, it is needless to add,
that James found companions in bis brothers and
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sisters. To his youngest sister, who was very
early married, he felt the most tender attach-
ment; but betwixt him and the eldest, who was
nearer his own age, there subsisted a peculiar af-
fection, from a perfect similarity of taste and pur-
suits. She excelled in music, to the charms of
which he was exquisitely susceptible ; and she was
not only skilled in the science, but possessed a
voice of such touching harmony, that one of the
first of our living poets, in the warmth of youth-
ful enthusiasm, used to call her the Angel of
Mausic. Her voice had a power over her brother’s
feelings, inconceivable to common minds. She
lost it some time before her death, from indisposi-
tion. His regret is pathetically expressed in these
tender lines, written on revisiting Melrose Abbey.
¢ Alas! I heard that melting voice deoay,

Heard ser. wne- in whi die awa

- I 0 ”Yeﬂ exe’! H
And qulverlng die.”
~—Ye stars that tl roughthe windows shed

A glimmering beam athwart the mighty dead,
Say to what sphere her ninted spirit flew,

‘Lhat thither I may turn my ‘e‘ﬁmg view,

And wish, and hope,—some tedious sorrows o’er,
To join a long-lost friend—and part no more.”

The early death of this admirable woman is
also feelingly lamented, in a beautiful elegy, by the
author of * Home,” an esteemed friend of the
family. And it is said that Mr Campbell’s elegant
Stanzas to Painting, were suggested by seeing her
portrait after her death.

The early propensities of our poet’s mind would
have led him to the study of divinity, but he was
dissuaded from this by his father, who was a writer*
in Glasgow, and whose eminence and success en-
titled bim to form sanguine expectations for his
son in the same profession, James yielded this

#* A profession which corresponds with that of atto: in
Englang, i
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point with reluctance, for ke was not ambitious of
wealth, and loved the quiet of the country, the
cultivation of literature, and the exercise of the
pious and benevolent affections, more than the bus-
tle of public life, and the ¢ turmoils of the law.”
In pursuance, however, of his father’s advice,
whose slightest wish was always sacred to bim, he
came to Edinburgh,—was entered an apprentice to
his cousin, Mr Laurence Hill, and, after the usual
period, commenced writer to the signet.

He had the misfortune to lose this revered
parent about the eame time, an event with which
bis mind was deeply affected, and his desire for the
clerical profession again revived; but he was per-
suaded by his friends once more to relinquish this
favourite inclination, and he continued to practise
es a writer for several years. Finding, however,
the duties of this department of the law repug-
nant to his feelings, and the confinement it re-
quired hurtful to his health, he afterwards' passed
advocate, imagining that the studies which belong-
ed to the bar would allow of a longer vacation,
and be more congenial to his taste and favour-
ite pursuits ; for literature, particularly poetry, was
still the object of his devoted attention.

Soon after this he published in the Kelso Mail,
under the signature of Matilda, a succession of
beautiful pictures of nature, through several months
of the year, beginning with April, which were af-
terwards extended, and printed in an edition of his
works, with the title of “ The Rural Calendar.”
About the year 1800, he wrote Mary Stuart, a
tragedy. This latter piece was rather a favourite
with the ‘author, and, though not adapted to the
stage, it contains many fine poetical passages, and
must ever be considered an elegant dramatic tale.
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From a sense of duty, however, he paid all due
attention to the laboure of his profession, especially
after his marriage, whd:tookphoeinMnch
1802, He married Miss Grahame, eldest damgh-
ter of Richard Grahame, Eaq. of Amnem, a woman
pomsssed of wery swpsvier powers of understand-
ing, and much kindness of heart. On her judg-
ment and affection be relied with unlimited con-
fidence. In political and moral principles they
were perfectly congenial ; but his poetical propen-
sity she was led to discourage, from an idea that it
interfered with his professional duties. On dis-
covering, however, that he was the suthor of the
Sabbath, which his timidity induced him to keep
a profound secret even from her, she became con-
vinced, that to check his natural bias to poetry,
would be like extinguishing the mental vision that
was destined to explore the most interesting beau-
ties of the naturel, and the most reflned modifica-
tions ef the moral world; and from that period
she was proud of his genius, and deeply interested
in its success. The unfavoureble review of the
Sabbath she was much less willing to excuse than
he was himeelf. He indeed never indulged any
displeasure against its author ; he loved the man so
much, and felt such respect for his critical powers,
that he bowed in acquiescence to the decision, and
was rather offended with those friends who ex-
pressed themselves indignantly upon the occasion.

Theextreme delicacyend difidence of Grahame’s
character, are strikingly exemplified in some cir-
cumstances which attended the first publication of
this beautiful poem. None of his friends hed the
slightest previous intimatien or suspicion of its ex-
istence. To avoid observation while it was print-
ing, he and kis respectable publisher, Mr Pillans,
always held their necessary interviews at some
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tavern, and seldom more than once at the same
place. On its publication he brought the book
home with him, and left it on his parlour table.
Returning soon after, he found Mrs Grahame en-
geged in its perusal ; but without venturing to ask
her opinion, be continued walking up and down
the room in breathless anxiety, till she burst out
into the warmest eulogiums on the performance ;
adding, “ Ah! James, if you could but produce a
poem like this |”—The disclosure of the author
will readily be anticipated ; but the mutusl happi-
ness of such a moment, when the timid reserve of
the poet yielded, in the fulness of delight, to the
applause of a judge so respected and beloved, may
be better imagined than described.

From this time he became still more attached
to poetry ; and at Kirkhill, a beautiful retirement
on the banks of the Esk, where he resided during
two successive summers, he composed the poem of
“The Birds of Scotland.”” In this neighbour-
hood were the ruins of the once splendid abode of
the sanguinary M‘Kenzie, and the humble cottage
of Jobn Kilgour, which he has in that poem so
interestingly contrasted.

About this period, his original desire of enter-
ing the church revived with irresistible power;
and the writer of this Memoir will never forget the
eager longing with which he surveyed the humble
church of Borthwick, on a fine summer evening,
when the sun’s last rays had gilded the landscape,
and rendered every object in nature more sweet
and impressive. He cast a look of delighted com-
placency around the peaceful scene, and said, with
an accent of regret, ¢ I wish such a place as that
had fallen to my lot.”” And when it was remark-
ed, that continued retirement might become weari-
some, “ Oh, no!” he replied, “it would be de-
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lightful to live a life of usefulness amon, g a simple
yeople, unmolested with petty cares and ceremo-

In the following spring, having seriously formed
the design of quitting the bar, he left Edinburgh,
and, after spending a few months at Annan, pro-
ceeded to Chester, and from thence to London,
where he was ordained by the Bishop of Norwich,
He_ was soon afler appointed curate of Shipton in
Gloucestershire, at which place he resided with bis
family for above a year, and then returned to An-
nan on avisit. While there, St George’s Chapel
in Edinburgh becoming vacant, he was induced,
by the persuasion of his friends, to offer himself a
candidate. He came to Edinburgh for that pur-
pose, and preached several times. The perform-
ance of his sacred duties was in unison with his cha-
racter,—simple, elegant, and affecting. He evin.
ced, both in his manner and his doctrine, the deep-
est impression of those important truths he was to
,explni.n; but laboured more to inspire his hearers
with pious feelings, and to imbue their minds with
love, and peace, and charity, than to bewilder their

dings, or dazzle their imaginations, He
appeared llke tbe Apostle of Peace, making man-
kind ashamed of every turbulent and unruly pas-
sion. He forgot not the awful justice of his Di-
vine Master; but mercy was the attribute on which
he loved to dwell. His appearance, in the robes
of his sacred office, was solemn and devout, while
the deep tones of a voice, rich in natural pathgs,
were rendered still more impressive by the pale
hue which sickness had spread over his fine fea-
tures ; and he seemed like a messenger sent from
.Heaven, that was to lead the way to that happier
state of being to which he was directing his fellow
travellers. His excellence as a preacher was ac-

A3

g,
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knowledged ; and at one time there appeared to
be a majority of the electors in his favour; 'but,
upon the final trial, another candidate was success-
ful, :

This disappointment was most painful to ‘his
friends, who were eager to again enjoy the society
of one in whom they so much delighted ; but he
bore it without a murmur, and replied to the im-
patient and indignant lamentations of @ much in-
terested friend, in the language of ‘meekness and
consolation, saying, “ It mattered not ‘where we
passed our time for a few short years.”” Before
returning to Annan, he paid a last visit to his res-
pected mother, who resided in Glasgow, and who
died soon after.

‘When the affair of St George’s Chapel was finally
settled, he went to Durham, and became a candi<
date for a minor canonry, but failed there also, as
it had been promised to another before he applied.
He officiated three months as an interim curate,
and was extremely popular; after which he was
appointed to the curacy of Sedgefield in that see.
He there became acquainted with Miss Millbank,
now Lady Byron, and derived from her friendship
and society much intellectual enjoyment. 1In this
place he preached before the bishop, who-expressed
high approbation of him, and warm interest in his
favour ; but before there was time for any prefer-
ment from his lordship’s patronage, ‘the bad health
to which he had always been subject increased to
an slarming degree. Being afflicted with violent
headach, and oppressive asthma, he was induced
to come to Edinburgh for change of air. He ar-
rived at‘the house of Mrs Archibald Grahame, his
only surviving sister, very much indisposed. He -
was often agonized with excruciating pain in his
head; yet he had intervals of ease, and was able
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ovpcasionally to see and converse with many of his
friends ; at which times he evinced all that playful
cheerfulness which in former days was 0 attractive
in his manners. He found in this amiable sister
a soothing and an attentive nurse; but his malady
wearing an alarming aspect, Mrs Grabame joined
him in Edinburgh; and on his expressing an ar-
dent desire to go to Glasgow, she accompanied
him in his last journey to that place. Though
very ill before be set out, and aware of his danger,
be did not imagine his dissolution so near; but
was animsted with the idea ofmungthemn
of his early days and happiest recollections. He
even hoped to preach in his native town, and took
two sermons for that purpose, the subjects of which
bear a striking analogy to the situation of their
author ; the text of one of them being, * O death,
wl:ere is thy sting?”’ The victory indeed was

to be his. He became worse by the way,
md uvo days after, having arrived at Whitehill,
near Glasgow, the residence of his eldest brother,
he expired on the 14th of September 1811, in the
forty-seventh year of his age.

Immediately afterwards, there was published a
beautiful monody on his death, peculiarly soothing
to the feelings of his friends :~—the elegant author
seemed to have wandered in his favourite haunts,
and to have caught, with affectionate ardour, his
very tone of simple pathos and holy enthusiasm.

1t appeared from the report of the medical at-
tendants, that the complaint in his head had been
of many years duration, and must have occasioned
agonizing pain, What a deep sympathy in his
sufferings does this information awaken, and what
a profound respect for bis fortitude and resigna-
tion! especially when it is remembered, that the
languor and pensiveness so often apparent, which
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his friends usually ascribed to nervoas sensibility,
was the effect of a mortal disease. He had long
been sensible of a temporary pause in the beating
of his pulse, and the throbbing of his heart, wlueh
is understood to bave proceeded from the same
cause, and which he pathetically alludes to in the
following lines regarding partridge-shooting : —
¢ Fear not, ye harmless

In me no ongeryelhlllﬂmhfoe
Even when each pulse beat high with bounding health,

to flag, stop
wmmbodlngmn.—evmtbenm heart
‘Was never in the sport ; even then I fi
Pleasure from pain

was pleasure much alloyed.”

He left two sons and a daughter—most protnit;
ing children. There was no part of his character
more impressive than the paternal; for, mingled
with a sensitive anxiety for their safety, he paid
minute attention to the earliest movements of their
minds, and delighted in observing the impressions
of which they were susceptible, and sbharing like a
play-mate in their innocent gambols; but his feel
ings are best expressed in his own affecting lines
on his son’s birth-day.

1 of k devoid of guile,
“ ?m:eu&h tbmo;:‘ut‘;"'n mgic%
Yes, in that face, unconscious of its charm,
1 with bllu, unmingled with alarm.
Ab, no! fnllat‘nbodin horror flies
Athwart m unc? ng fateful cries.
A]mig his ha.m:leu life defeud,
we part, gnimt me the mandate send.
And yet a wish will rise,~would I might live,
‘Till added years his memory firmness give!
For, O! itwwldljoyin death impart,

- To think 1 still survived within his heart ;
To think he'll cast, midway the vale of years,
: T ’d with tears ;

A retrospective look, bedimm

- And tell, regretful, how I look’d and 3
‘What walks [ loved ; where grew my favourite oak ;
Howgentlylwouldle-dh by the hand ;
How gently use the accent of command ;
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‘What lore I taught him, wood and wi|
And how the man descended to the child ;" 1
How well 1 lmeﬂwithmm,onslhhthmn,
Tohwt.hcmthemonhe hom;

unallied to stri
And!nce him 'the way, meuud’: the life.”

These children bave also had the misfortune to
lose their mother, and have been hitherto under
the care of her father, and an amigble sister, at
Annan., They are now grown up to be clegant
and accomplished young people, and are endeared
to their father’s friends no less by their own talents
and virtues, than by their resemblance to bim. .

Grahame would have been ill able to bear the
loss of his wife, for he was devoted to her with the
tenderest affection. Home was the scene of his
best enjoyments, and in domestic life he was most
endearing. He hated all display; and though
well acquainted with every branch of literature,
and quahﬁed for intercourse with the first of the
learned and the wise, yet the mild affability of his
manners encouraged the humblest effusions of the
unaffected and unassuming. He possessed a na-
tive frankness that banished restraint. He had a
keen _relish of wit in others, and sometimes dis-
played no common degree of it himself: It did
not dart upon his associates with the flash of the
meteor, to dazzle and astonish, but was like the
enlivening rays.of the setting sun, reflected from
the rippling waves of a pure and transparent lake,
He looked upon conversation as a pastime in which
all were entitled to engage, and joined in common
topics with an easy gaiety; but when subjects of
importance were discussed, or his indignation
roused by acts of injustice or oppression, his feel«
ings burst forth with all the unrestrained splendeur
of a generous and lofty mind, overwhelming his
opponents with a torrent of unexpected eloquence.
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Piety was interwoven with every emotion of his
heart, and he constantly felt the power of the Deity
in all his works. The study of natwre was his
supreme delight; but he loved her best in her
most simple dress; and the wild flower that sprung
on the banks of a lenely stream, pleased him more
than the gayest of the cultivated garden.

He loved the poor, and knew the best parts of
their nature ; discovered their virtuous propensities
threugh the rude garb that covered them; and
while he adapted his conversation to their limited
attainments, drew forth the latent sparks of intelli-
gence with which they were endowed. He jastly
and emphatically styles himoelf * the poer man’s
bard” In the Georgics this is particularly ob-
vious,—a poem which, with all its faults, can never
be indifferent to these who possess a -relish for
beautiful description and genuine feeling. '

His aspect to strangers appeared sedate even to
seriousness ; but this vanished or a nearer ap-
proach, and the smile that ococasionally iHumined
his countenance, was like a beam of sunshine
breaking through the light clouds thst sometimes
overshadow the brightness of a summer’sday. In
music he hed the highest eajeyment, and sung him.
self, with fine taste and touching pathes. Scotch
tunes were his favourites; indeed he loved every
thing Scotch ; and he left his native country with the
utmost regret, when his connexion with the Eng-
lish church called him away frem it. His partial-
ity to eld things is expressed with his usnal simpli.
city in the following extract of a letter from Sedge-

“ October
* You will now be beginning to cour round the
fire at night; and though looking back with re-
gret on the Jong summer days, still yeu lmve before
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you the joys of a bleezing ingle in Auld Reekie,
wi® Scotch cracks and Scotch sangs. What would
1 give to be able to draw in my chair among you !
1 believe 1 was too old to transplant ; and 1 doubt
if I ever shall be able to take root here.”

These feelings are still more affectingly exempli-
fied in the following lines from the Georgics ;=

« How pleasant came thy rushing, silver Tweed,
Upon mi ear, when,lél:r mm‘:g lon

8
In plains, lovely Banks !
How bright, renowned Sark, th; li{tle :’um,
Like ray of column'd light, ebu{n

a shower,
Would cross my homeward path ! Lowlweeuhemd,
‘When I, to hear the Doric tongue’s reply,
Would ask thy well.known name!
And must I leave,

stamp
Olfvrdcnﬁimdlmpﬂnafarelmgnhnd;
But to my parched mouth’s cleave this tongue,
m’bdelnwmeyellowluf

* * * * *

This little Memoir is offered with some hesita-
tion, by one who was honoured with his friendship,
and is ambitions of -scattering a few wild flowers
over the grave of departed virtue, but who leaves
to & more skilfal handl the task of rearinga monu-
ment worthy of his genius. Many images beam
upon the writer’s mind, to which no language can
give expression: much is purposely omitted ; but
what has been written, is from ‘the fulness of a
heart overflowing with grateful recollections.



REMARKS
ON THE

POEMS OF JAMES GRAHAME.

Ix perusing the works of a favourite author, we
naturally feel an anxiety to know if his character
bears a uniform resemblance to the sentiments
that have delighted, or the principles that have
exalted us. 1If so, we dwell upon his pages with
a deeper interest, and derive from every precept
they contain a more beneficial impression. In no
poet can this be more completely experienced than
in James Grahame, In every individual produc-
tion of this most amiable man, we perceive the
transcript of a mind, not only of enlightened ge-
nius and refined taste, but extensive benevolence
and exalted piety. Every line of the Sabbath
breathes that feeling of devotion with which his
own heart is inspired ; and although some of his
“other pieces are not so particularly in this train of
"thought, yet, whatever the subject is of which they
treat, they uniformly convey to the reader a par-
tion of that elevated sentiment by which he was
animated.

The SasBata was his first and most popular
poem ; and the mode of its publication, as has

4
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been wmentioned in the life prefixed, evinced the
delicacy of his character. It appesred in a very
humble form ; yet so perfect in its original con-
struction, that althpugh it had gone through seve-
ral editions previous to his death, he made no es-
sential alteration. After it bas for so many years
regeived the decided approbation of the public, it
were folly and presumpt)on to offer at this time
any particular criticisin ; yet it is not casy to with-
hold encomium when the mind is full of admira.
tion, and I cannot help neticing some of its most
striking passages; of which I conceive the most
impressive to be, the death-bed scene of a youth-
ful female, and the beautiful and original simile
of her countenance, afler daub, to 4 frozen lake,—
the devotion of the heart in the salitude of the
woods,—the Sabbath evening of the Scottish pea-
sant, 50 much in unison with the author’s love of
humble virtue,—the Exile

« In forelgn lands, though happicr be the clime.”

1 should pity the man who could read these
lines witbout the most lively emotion,~without
the beart melting in tenderness, or swelling in
patriotism. How much the whole poem is caleu-
lated to interest the exile on a distant shore, when
far removed from all the dear associations of home,
we have a pleasing instance in a young officer,
who met, with it for the first time on the banks of
the Ganges: he made it his constant companion ;
imbibed its spirit ; conceived himself, in the ami-
able feryour of youthful enthusiasm, the bosom-
friend of the author; and was led by meditating
on his charagter to more refined enjoyments, and
to nobler pursuits ; he held iraginary commuaion
with him in his hours of retirement, and mourned
bis death with the grief of an oumly brother in a
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simple and pathetic elegy.—Blessed is the man
whose works have such effects.

In the Biblical Pictures we discover a still move
sublime straim of piety ; of these, perhaps the most
striking are, The First Sablath; The Annuncia-
tion of the Birth of Jesus; and, The Resurvec-
tion. A!hsldvneodinhi-pilgrinage,hiu-
portance of these divine subjects seems to bave
arisen in his estimation, and his delight in them
to have increased.

“ The Birds of Scotlmd’* evince his minute at-
tention to that imteresting portion of natural his-
tery ; and I cannot resist pointing out to the rea-
der’s attention the affecting episcde of The Sailor
Youth ; and the poet’s love of Nature’s quiet, de-
pnazdmthelhenbegmning,

“ 0! I could never tire to look
Onmchnleeneofpeneefzﬂne-uthl&"

And his value of domestic happiness in these,
« Home! word delightful to the heart of man.”

But his devout feelings in contemsplating the bexu-
ties of creation are beueomprehendedmﬂmu-
blime passage :—

“ 0, Nature! all thy aeasons please the
ommwno-eua’ndtym-n" ae

In “ The Georgics,” the same taste for rural
scenery is apparent, and the same power of ex-
pressing it ; though this poem is brought to a se-
vere test in the comparison with Virgil and Them-
son, yet even from this ordesl it comes out pure, for
similar-as the subjects are, there is meo imitation.
A little imitation may be alleged in the description
of The Shepherd in the Snow ; but the termina-
tion is so different, the mind so happily relieved
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by the delightful picture which the latter presents,
and an impression left of so opposite a nature,
that the resemblance ceases entirely. The gaiety
of which he was susceptible is exemplified m the
Description of the Skating Scene on Dudding-
ston Loch, and the sweet painting of female
beauty,
¢ The blooming ch
The eye beaming delight » ecks
It is.also apparent in The Country Wedding—
Harvest Home— Halloween—and The First Morn-
ing of the Year,—festivals dear to the heart of
every Scotsman that feels an interest in the

« Simple annals of the poor,”

and who sees with regret that they are waning
away, and giving place to less barmless enjoy-
ments. The rural economy of this poem I will
not enter upon. As Mr Grahame knew farming
only by observation, it is probable his lessons will
be little attended to. In Mary Stuart, a tragedy,
his muse took a more expansive range. This
interesting passage of history has often been at-
tempted by the dramatic writer, without attaining
any high degree of excellence ; hence it may be
considered a difficult subject. In this, the real
characters are well pourtrayed, and some fictitious
ones happily introduced. The sentiment is pure,
and the taste correct, as might be expected from
such a pen.

It does not appear that it ever was offered to the
stage, and perhaps it had not sufficient dramatic
effect to ensure it success. Through the whole of
his works there may be some marks of careless dic-
tion, or want of attention to the harmony of num-
bers, but the vital spark of an elevated imagination
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shines forth in every line, with lustre that no shade
could obscure.

There are poets that dazzle like the lightning
of beaven-—rouse the soul to agony—awaken every
bold and impetuous passion-—excite to ardent sym-
pathy, or sink us in the horrid gloom of despair—
that rush upon us like a torrent, or burst like a
volcano—making the youthful heart feel a violence
of emotion, of which in the routine of common life
it was not aware of being susceptible. But this
was not the aim of Grahame,—nor is it the effect
of his poetry. His desire was to refine the taste-—
to purify the heart—to paint sources of enjoyment,
that are in the power of every one who has an eye
to look abroad on the expanse of the landscape, or
magnificence of the heavens—to give an enlighten-
ed amusement to the pensive hours of the solitary
~-to calm the perturbed soul—to sooth the afflict-
ed spirit, and lead it to that sphere where his own
had found a resting-place.

20th Sept. 1825,



PREFACE.

Ix the first of the following Poems I have endea-
voured to describe somé of the pleasures and duties
peculiar to the seventh day. The appropriation of
so considerable a portion of human life to religious
services, to domestic enjoyment, and to meditative
leisure, is a most important branch of the divine
dispensation. The extent of the boon appears in
its most striking light, when we consider the days
of rest in any given period, as accumulated into
one sum.—He who has seen threescore and ten
years, has lived ten years of Sabbaths.

It is this beneficent institution that forms the
grand bulwark of poverty against the encroachments
of capital. The labouring classes scll their time.
The rich are the buyers, at least they are the chig,
buyers; for it is obvious, that more than the half
of the waking hours of those who earn their bread
by the sweat of their brow, is consumed in the
manufacture of articles that cannot be deemed either
necessaries or comforts. Six days of the week are
thus disposed of already: if the seventh were in
the market, it would find purchasers too. The
abolition of the Sabbath would, in truth, be equi.
valent to a sentence, adjudging to the rich the ser-
vices of the poor for life.



2 PREFACE

In the Biblical Pictures, T have attempted to
delineate some of those scenes which painters have
‘so successfully presented to the eye. I need hardly
say, however, that, by the adoption of this title, I
meant not to subject myself to the principles of the
art of painting.—I have not confined myself to the
objects of sight, nor adhered to one point of time.
I have often represented a series of incidents ; and,
in pourtraying characters, I have made them speak,
as well as act.

If some of the Miscellaneous Poems which con-
clude this volume should draw on me the imputa-
tion of egotism, I must even plead guilty to the
charge ; trusting that the indulgent reader, and
good-natured critic, will not be disposed to rank
my transgressions in this respect among the more
aggravated species of the crime.



THE SABBATH.

Luce sacra reguiescat humus, de
Et grave, suspenso vomere, cesset opus.
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THE SABBATH.

How still the moming of the hsllow’d day !

Mute is the voice of rursl Jabour, hush’d

The ploughboy’s whistle, and the milkmaid’s song.

The scythe lies glittering in the dewy wresth

Of tedded grass, mingled with fading flowers,

That yester-mora blgom’d waving in the breeze.

Soupds the most faint attract the ear-~—the hum

Of early bee, the trickling of the dew, ,

The distant bleating midway up the hill.

Calmness sits throned on yon anmoving cloud.

To him who wanders o’er the upland leas,

The blackbird’s note comes mellower from the

dale;

And sweeter from the sky the gladsome lark

‘Warbles his heaven-tuned song; the lulling broak

Murmurs more geatly down the deep-worp glen ;

‘While from you lowly roof, whose curling smoke

O’ermounts the mist, is heard, at intervals,

The voice of psalms~the simple song of praise.
With dove-like wiogs, Peace o’er yon village

broods: .

The dizzying mill-wheel rests ; the anvil’s din

Hath ceased ; all, all around is quietness.

Less fearful on this day, the limping hare
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Stops, and looks back, and stops, and looks on man,
Her deadliest foe. The toil-worn horse, set free,
Unheedful of the pasture, roams at large ;
And, as his stiff unwieldy bulk he rolls,
His iron-arm’d hoofs gleam in the morning ray.
But chiefly Man the day of rest enpys.
Hail, Sabbath ! thee I hail, the poor man’s day.
On other days the man of toil is’doomn’d
To eat his joyless bread, lonely ; the ground
Both seat and board ; screen’d from the winter’s
cold
And summer’s beat, by neighbouring hedge or
tree;
But on this day, embosom’d in his heme,
He shares the frugal meal with those he loves :
‘With those he loves he shares the heart-felt joy
Of giving thanks to God,—not thanks of form,
A word and a grimace, but reverently, ‘
‘With cover'd face and upward earnest eye. )
Hail, Sabbath ! thee I bail, the poor man’s day -
The pole mechanic now has leave td breathe
The morning air, pure from the city’s smoke;
‘While, wandering slowly up the river side,
He meditates on Him, whose power he marks
In each green tree that proudly spreads the boughy
As in the tiny dew-bent flowers that bloom °
Around its roots ; and while he thus surveys,
With elevated joy, each rural charm,
He hopes, yet fears presumption in the hope,
That heaven may be one Sebbath without end.
But now his steps a welcome sound recalls :.
Solemn the knell, from yonder ancient pile,
Fills all the air, mspirmg Joyml awe; o
Slowly the throng moves o’er the tomb-paved
ground :
The aged man, the bowed down, the blind -
Led by the thonghtless boy, and he who breathes .
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With pdin, and eyes the new-made grave well-
leased ;

p 5

These, mingled with the young, the gay, approach
The house of God ; these, spite of all their ills,
A glow of gladness feel : with silent praise

They enter in. A placid stillness reigns,

Until the man of God, worthy the name,

Arise and read the anointed shepherd’s lays.

His locks of snaw, his brow serene,~-his look
"Of love, it spenks, “ Ye are my children ali ;
The gray-hair’d man, stooping upon his staff,

As well as he, the giddy child, wisse eye
Pursues the swallow fitting thwart the dome ”
Loud swelis the song: O how that simple song,
‘Though rudely chaunted, bow it melts the beart,
Commingling soul with soul in one full tide

Of praise, of thankfulness, of humble trust!
Next comes the. unpremeditated prayer,

Breathied from the inmost heart, in accents low,
But earnest.—Ailter’d is the tone; to man

Are now address’d the sacred speaker’s words ;
Instruction, admonition, comfort, peace,

Flow from his tongue: © chief let comfort flow !
It is most needed in this vale of tears:

Yes, make the widow’s heart to sing for joy ;
The stranger to discern the Almighty’s shield
Held o’er his friendless head ; the orphan child
Feel, 'mid his tears, I have a father stil} !

'Tis done. But hark that infant querulous voice !
Plaint not discordant to a parent’s ear ;

And see the father raise the white-robed babe .

In solemn dedication to the Lord : .

The holy man sprinkles with forth-stretch’d hand
The face of innocence ; then esrnest turns,

And prays a blessing in the name of Him

Who said, Let lttle children coms to me ;
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Forbid them not : * The infant is replaced
Among the happy band : they, smilingly,
In gay attire, hie to the bouse of mirth,
The poor man’s festiwal, a jubilee day,
Remember’d long.

Nor would I leave unsung
The lofty ritual of our sister land :
In vestment white, the minister of God
Opens the book, and reverentially
The stated portionr reads. A pauee ensues.
The organ breathes its distant thuader-notes,
Then swells into a diapasen full : .
The people rising, sing, With harp, with harp,
And voice of psaims; harmoniously astuned
The various voices blend ; the long dfawn aisles,
At every close, the lingering strain proleng.
And now the tubes a meliow’d stop eontrols,
In softer harmony the peeple join,
‘While liguid whispers from yon orpban band
Recall the soul from adoration’s trasce,
And fill the eye with pity’s gentle tears.
Again the organ-péal, loud-rolling, meets
The hallelujahs of the ehoir: Sublime,
A thousand rotes symphoniously aicend,
As if the whole were one, suspended high
In air, soaring heavenward: Afar they float,
Wafting glad tidings to.the sick man’s cotch :
Raised on his arm, he lists the eadence close,

#¢ And they brought young children to him, that he
should touch them; and 'his disciples rebukéd those that
prought them. Buf when Jesus saw it, he was mueh dis-
pleased, and said unto them, Suffer the little children to come
unto me, and forbld them not; for of such is the kingdom

of God. Verily I say unto you, Whosoever ghall not re-
celvethe of God nsuu.lecmld,heshllnuenter
therein. And he took them up in his arms, put his harids
upon them, dnd blessed them.” Mark x. 1316,
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Yet thinks he hewts it still : his heart is cheer'd ;
He smiles on death ; but, al ! a wish will rise,—
* Would T were now beneath that echoimg roof !
No lukewarm aecents from my lips should flow ;
My heart would sing ; and many s Sebbath-day
My steps should thither tarm ; or, wandering far
In solitary paths, where wild flowers blow,
There would T bless his name, who led me forth
From death’s dark vale, to wdlk amid those sweets;
Who gives the bloom of health ouce more to glow
Upon this eheek, and lights this languid eye.”

It is not only i the sacved fane
That homage shoeld be paid to the Most High;
There is a temple, one not made with hands—
The vaulted firmament : Far in the woods,
Almost beyond the sound of city chime,
At intervals heard through the breezeless air;
‘When net the limberest leaf is seen 10 move,
Save where the linnet lights upon the spray ;
When not a floweret bends its little stalk,
Save where the bee alights upon the bloom ;—
There, tapt in gratide, in joy, and love,
The man of God will pass the Sabbath noon :
Silence his praise ; his disembodied thoughts,
Loosed from the load of words, will high ascend
Beyond the empyrean.ve
Nor yet less pleasing at the heavenly throne,
The Sabbath-service of the shepherd-boy.
It some lone glen, where every sound is lull’d
To slumber, save the tinkling of the rill,
Or bleat of lamb, or hovering falcon’s cry,
Stretch’d on the sward, he reads of Jesse’s son ;
Or sheds a tear o’er him to Egypt sold,
And wonders why he weeps: the voluma closed,
With thyme-sptig laid between the leaves, he sings
The sacred lays, his weekly lesson, conn’d
With meikle care beneath the lowly roof
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Where humnble lore is learnt, where humble worth
Pines unrewarded by a thankless state,

Thus reading, hymning, all alone, unseen,

The shepherd-boy the Sabbath hely keeps,

Till on the heights he marks the straggling bands
Returning homeward from the house of prayer.
In peace they home resort. O blissful days!
‘When all men worship God as conscience wills.
Far other times our fathers’ grandsires knew,

A virtuous race to godliness devote,

‘What though the seeptic’s scorn hath dared to sojl
The record of their fame ! What though the men
Of worldly minds have dared to stigmatize :
The sister-cause, Religion and the Law, -

‘With Superstition’s name ! yet, yet their deeds,
Their copstancy in tosture and in death,~— .
These on Tradition’s tongue still live ; these shall
On History’s honest page be pictured bright .
To latest times. Perhaps some bard, whese muse
Disdains the servile strain of Fashion’s quire,
May celebrate their unambitious names.

With them each day was holy ; every hour .

They stood prepared to die ; a people doom’d

To death ;—old men, and youths, and simple
. maids, '

With them each day was boly ; but that morn

On which the angel said, See where the Lord

Was laid, joyous arose ; to die that day

Was bliss. . Long ere the dawn, by devious ways,
O’r hills, through woods, o’er dreary wastes, they

sought

The upland muirs, where rivers, there but broeks,
Dispart to different scas: Fast by such brooks

A little glen is sometimes scoop’d, a plat
.With green sward gay, and flowers that strangers

seem
Amid the heathery wild, that all areund
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Fatigues the eye: in solitudes like these,
Thy ; children, Scoxia, foil'd
A tyrant’s and a bigot's bloody laws:

There, leaning on his spear, (one of the array,
Whose gleam, in former days, had scathed the

-rose

On England’s banner, and had powerless struck
The infatuate monarch and his wavering host),
The lyart veteran heard the word of God
By Cameron thunder’d, or by Renwick pour'd
In gentle stream: then rose the song, the loud
Acclaim of praise. The wheeling plover d
Her plaint ; the solitary place was glad,
And on tho distant cairns the watcher's ear*
Caught doubtfully at times the breeze-barne note.
But years more glopmy follow’d ; and no more
The assembled people dared, in face of day,
To worship God, or even at the dead
Of night, save when the wintry storm raved fierce,
And thunder-peals compell’d the men of blood
To couch within their dens ; then dauntlessly
The scatter’d few would meet, in some deep dell
By rocks o ex-canopned, to hear the voice,
Their faithful pastor’s voice: He by the gleam
Of sheeted lightning oped the sacred book,
And words of comfort spake: Over their souls
His accents soothing came,—as to her young
The heathfowl’s plumes, when, at the ¢lose of eve,
She gathers in, mouraful, her brood dispersed
By myrderous sport, and o’er the remnant spreads
Fondly her wings ; close nestling *neath ber breast,
They, cherish’d, cower amid the purple blooms.

. But wood and wild, the mountain and the dale,
The house of prayer itself,«—no place inspires

# Sentinels were placed on the surrounding hills, to give
of the approach of t;e military. & 08
3 Lo
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Emotions more accordant with the day,

Than does the fiéld of graves, the land of rest :—
Oft at the close of evening-prayer, the toll,

The solemn funeral-toll, pausing, proclaims

The service of the tomb : the homewsrd crowds
Divide on either hand ; the pomp draws near;
The choir to meet the dead go forth, and sing,

I am the resurrection and the life.

Ah me ! these youthful bearers robed in white,
They tell a mournful tale; some blooming friend
Is gone, dead in her prime of years :«~'Twas she,
The poor man’s friend, who, when she could net

ve, :

With af;el tongue pleaded to those who could ;

With angel tongue and mild beseeching eye,

That ne’er besought in vain, save when she pray’d

For longer life, with heart resign’d to die,—

Rejoiced to die; for happy visions bless’d

Her voyage's last days,® and, hovering round,

Alighted on her soul, giving presage ’

That heaven was nigh : O what a burst

Of rapture from her lips ! what tears of joy

Her heavenward eyes suffused! Those eyes are
“closed ;

Bt all her loveliness is not yet flown :

She smiled in death, and still her cold pale face

Retains that smile ; as when a waveless lake,

In which the wintry stars all bright appear,

Is sheeted by a nightly frost with ice,

Still it reflects the face of heaven unchanged,

Unruffled by the breeze or $weeping blast.

# Towardsthe end of Columbus’s voyage to the New World,
when he was already near, but notin sight of land, the droop-
ing hopes of bis mariners (for his own confidence seems to
have remained unmoved) were reviyed by the of
&l:ds,atﬂmhoveﬂng round the ship, and then ﬁmxm

rigging.
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Again that knell ! The slow procession stops:
The pall withdrawn, Death’s altar, thick-embossd
With melancholy ornaments,~-(the name,
The record of her blossoming age),~—appears
Unveil’d, and on it-dust to dust is thrown,
The final rite. Oh ! hark that sullen sound !
Upon the lower’d bier the shovell’d clay
Fnlls M and fills the void.

Bat who is he
That uando aloof, with haggard wistful eye,
As if he coveted the closiog grave ?
And he does covet itwshis wish is death ¢
The dread resolve is fix’d ; his own right-hand
Ts sworn to do the deed : 'l'hednyofrnt
No peace, no comfort,-brings his woe.worn spirit:
Self-cursed, the hallow’d dome he dreeds to enter;
He dares not pray; be dares-not sigh = hope ;
Annihilation is his only heaven !
Loathsome the converse of his friends: he shum
The human face ; in every careless eye
Saspicion of his purpose seems to lurk.
Deep piny shades he loves, where no sweet note
Is warbled, -where the rook unceasing caws :
Or far in moors, remote from house or hat,
‘Where animated nature seems extinct,
‘Where even the hum of wandering bee e’er breaks
The quiet slumber of the level waste;
‘Where vegetation's Lraces almost fail,
Save where the leafless cannachs wave their tufts
Of silky white, or massy oaken trunks
Half-buried lie, and tell where greenwoods grew,—
There, on the heathless moss outstretch’d he

broods

Q’er all his ever-changing plans of death :
The time, place, means, sweep like a stormy rack,
In fleet succession, o’er his clouded soul j—
The poniard,—and the opium draught, that brings
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Death by degrees, but leuves an awful chasm: - -

.Between the act and consequence,~—the flash

Sulphureous, fraught with instantaneous death ;e

The ruin’d tower perch’d on some jutting tock, :

So high that, *tween the leap and dash below, i

The breath might take its flight in midway air,~

This pleases for a while ; but on the brink," i

Back from the toppling edgo his fancy shrinks

In horror: Sleep at last his breast becalms,—

He dreams ’tiz done ; but starting wild awakes, -

Resigning to despair ‘bis dream of joy.

T'hen hope, faint hope, revives—hope, that Despsir

May to his aid let loese the demon Frenzy, .

To lead scared Conscience blindfold o’er the brink

Of self-destruction’s cataract of blood. -

Most miserable, most incongruous wretch !

"Darest thou ta spurn thy life, the boon of God,

Yet dreadest to approach his holy place ?

QO dare to enter in! maybe some word,

Or sweetly-chaunted strain, will in thy heart

Awake a chord in unison with life.

‘What are thy fancied woes to his, whose fate

Is (sentence dire!) incurable disease,~— .

The outcast of a lazas-house, homeless,

Or with a home where eyes do scowl ¢b him ! -

Yet he, even he, with feeble steps draws near,

With trembling voice joins in the song of pnut

Patient he waits the hour, of his release;

He knows he has a heme beyond the grave. :
Or turn thee to that house with studded M

And iron-vizor'd windews ; even these

The Sabbath sbeds a beam of bliss, though faint;

‘The debtor’s friends (for still he has.some friends)

Have time to visit him ; the blossoming pea, .

That chmb:d the nut-wom bars, seems fresher

tin
Andol.thehuhw;i,dmdaymnewd, N
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The lark, his prison<mate, quivers the-wing - .
‘With more than wonted j  joy- See, through thie bars,
‘That pallid face retreating from the view ;

That glittering eye following, with hopelus lock,
The fneuds of former years, now passing by

In peaceful fellowship to worship God : -
With_them, ia days of youthful years, he roam’d
Q’er hill and dsle, o’er broomy knowe; and wist
As little gs the blithest of the band

Of this his Jot ; condern’d, condemn’d unheasd,
The party for his judge :—among the throng, -
The Pharisaical hard-bearted man

He sees pass on, to join the heaven-taught puyer,
medc&:uwfmmdebm: .
From unforgiving hpn most impious prayer !

O happier far the vietioa than the hand .

‘That deals the legal stab | The injured man
Enjoys internal, settled calm; to him

The Sabbath bell sounds peace ; belaveswmeet
His fellow-sufferers to-pray and pmuo

And many, a prayer; 8s puse as e’er was breathed.
In holy fanes, is sigh’d in prison halls. .
Ah me ! that clank of chains, as kneel and rise
The death-doom’d roew. But see, a smile illumes
The face of some ; perbaps they’re guiltless: Oh'
And must high-minded honesty endure

The ignominy of a felon’s fate !

No, "tis not ignominious to be wrong'd :

No; conscious exultation swells their heasts, .
To think the day draws nigh, when in the view
Of angels, and of just men perfect made, -

The mark which rashness branded on their names
Shall be effaced ;—when wafted on life’s storm,
Their souls shall reach the Sabbath of the skies ;:—
As birds from blesk Norwegia’s wintry cpast .
Blown out to sea, strive to regain the shore, -
But, vainly striving, yield them to the blast,— .
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Swept o’er the deep to Alblon’s geniat isle,
Amazed they light amid the bloomy sprays
Of some grecn vale, there to enjoy new loves,
And join in harmony unheard before,

The land is groaning "neath the guilt of bloed
%&lz wantonly : for every death-doom’d men,
0, in his boyhood, has been left untaught

That Wisdom’s ways are ways of pleasantness,
And all her paths are peace, unjustly dies.
But, ah! how many are thus left untaught,—
How many would be left, but for the band
United to keep holy to the Lord
A portion of his day, by teaching those
Whom Jesus loved with forth-streteh’d hand te
bless !

Behold yon motley train, by two and two,
Each with a Bible "neath its little arm,
Approach well-pleased, as if they went to play,
The dome where simple lore is learnt unbought :
And mark the father ‘mid.the sideway throng ;
Well do T know him by his glistening eye,
That follows steadfastly one of the line.
A dark seafaring man he looks to be;
And muth it glads his boding heart to think,
That when once more he sails the vallied deep,
His child shall still receive Instruction’s boen.
But hark,——a noise,~—a cry,~—a gleam of swords !—
Resistance is in vainhe’s borne away, -
Ner is allow’d to clasp his weeping child.

My inhocent, so helpless, yet so gay !
How could I bear to be thus rudely tora
From thee !—to see- thee lift thy lLittle arm,
And impotently strike the rofian wan,—
To hear thee bid him chidingly—begone !

O ye who live at home, and kiss each eve
Your ing infants ere you go to rest,
And,’ nedbytheirall.hﬁupyoureyes
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Upon their meruing satile,—uthink, think of thess,

‘Who, torn away without one farewell word

To wife or childyen, sigh the day of life

In banishment from all that’s detr.to man |—

O raise your voives ih one general peal

Remonstrant, for the opprest. And ye; who sit

Month after month devising impestlaws,

Give some small portion of your midnight vigils

To mitigate, if not remove, the wrong.
Relentless Justive ! with fatesfurrow’d brow |

‘Wherefore to vatious crimes of. verious guilt,

One penalty, the most severe, allot?

‘Why, pall'd in state, and-mitred with & wreath

Of nightshade, dost-thou sit pertentoudy,

Beneath a cloudy canupy of sighs,

Of fears, of trembling hopes, of boding doubts !

Death’s dart thy mace |—Why aré the laws of

God,
Statutes pmmulged in dhataeters of fire,*
Deepind it deep concerns, wheve heavenly guid.

Ismo-treqmred? The murderer—lot Aim die,
And bim who lifes his avin agninst bis parens,
His country,~-or his voice against bis God.

Let crimes less-héinous dooms leas dreadful meet
Than logs of kife ! 3o sald the lew divine;

That law benefieent, which mikdly stretoh’d,
Tomforgmwnwfvrbm ‘¢hé-band

OF restitution : Yes, the tumpét’s voice

The Sabbath of (he jubilee + announced :

E Anﬂitumewlnummmhdmmthemm
that there were thnnders and lightsin & thick oloed
tipon the Mount, and the voice of Wﬁeﬂenn‘
l};:d ;om-nmemuthatmmmmm
+ % And mmmm&Maf unto
thee, severt times seven yeard; and the the teven
Sabbaths of years sinll be unto thee and nibe years.
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The freedomi-freigtited blsst, through all ihé land
At once, in every city, echoing rings,
From Lebanon to Carmel’s woody cliffa,
So loud, that far within the desert’s verge
The couching lion starts, and glares around.
Free is the bondman now, each one returns
To his inheritance: The man, grown old .
In servitudé far from his native fields,
Hastes joyous on his way: no hills are steep,
Smivoth fs each rugged path ; his little ones
Sport as they go, while oft the mother chides
The lingering step, lured by the way-side flowers :
At length the hill, from which a farewell look,
And still another parting look, he cast
On his paternal vale, appears in view: = .
The summit gain'd, throbs hard his heart with.joyp
And sorrow blent, to see that vale once mare; -
Instant his eager eye darts to the roof
Where first lie saw the light : lis youngest bora -
He lifts, and, pointing. to the much-loved spot,
Says,—* There thy fathers lived, and there the

R dﬂp" ) -
Onward he wends; near and more near he draws:
How sweet the tinkle of the, palm-bower'd brook !
The sun-beam slanting through the cedas.grove .
How lovely, and how mild ! But lovelier still
The welcome. in the eye of ancient friendsy, . .- -
Scarce known it first! and dear the fig-tree shade
*Neath which on Sabbath eve his father told * -,
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Of Israel from the bouse of bopdage freed,
Led through the desert to the promised land : —
With eager arms the aged stem he clasps,

And with his tears the furrow’d bark bedews:
And still, at midnight hour, he thinks he hears
The blissful sound that brake the bondman's

chains,

The glorious peal of freedom and of joy!

Did ever law of man a power like this
Display ? power marvellous as merciful,
Which, though in other ordinances still
Most plainly seen, is yet but little mark’d
For what it truly is,~a miracle !
Stupendous, ever new, perform’d at once
In every region,~yea, on every sea
Which Europe’s navies plough ;—yes, in all lands
From pole to pole, or civilized or rude, .
People there are, to whom the Sabbath morn
Dawns, shedding dews into their dreoping hearts ¢
Yes, far beyond the high-heaved western wave,
Amid Columbia’s wildernesses vast,
The words which God in thunder from the Mounl
Of Sinai spake, gre beard, and are obey’d.
Thy children, Scotia, in the desert land,
Driven from their h by fell Monopely,
Keep holy to the Lord the seventh day.
Assembled under loftiest canopy
Of trees primeval, soon to be laid low, .
They sing, By Babel’s streams we sat and wepi,

What strong mysterious links enchain the heart
To regions where the morn of life was spent !
In foreign lands, though happier ba the clime,

ychﬂdren and shalt talk of them when thou sittest in
thmehme,md chwwmeubythem,mdwhen
dtm%V and when -thou risest up.  Thou shdtuy
nnto thy son, e were Pharaoh’s bondmen in E;
the Lord lmmght us ottt of Egypt'witha migmy d"
Deut. vi. 6, 7. £1.
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Though round dur board smile all the friends we
love,

The face of nature wears a stranger’s look :

Yea, though the valley which we loved be swept

Of its inhabitants, none left behind,

Not evén the poor blind man who sought his bread

From door to door, still, still there is a want:

Yes, even be, round whom a night that knows

No dawn is ever spread, whose native vale

Presented to his closed eyes a blavk,

Deplores its distatice now. There well he knew

Each object, though unseen ; there could he wend

His way, guideless, through wilds and mazy woods ;

Each aged tree, spared when the forest fell,

Was his familiar friend, from the smooth birch,

With rind of silken touch, to the rough elm:

The three grey stones that mark'd where heroes
lay;

Mowrn'd by the harp, mourn’d by the melting
voice

Of Cona, oft his resting-place had been ;

Oft had they teld him thdt his Home was near:

The tinkle of the rill, the mormuring

So gentle of the brook, the torrent’s rash,

The cataract’s din, the ecean’s distant roar,

The echo’s answer to his foot ot voice,—

All spoke a language which he understood,

All warn’d Him of his way. But most he feels,

Ubpon the hallow’d morn, the saddening change:

No wmore he hears the gladsome village bell

Ring the blest sammons to the house of God :

And-for thée voice of psalms, loud, solemn, grand,

That cheer’d his darkling path, as with slow step .

And feeble, he tailed up the spire-topt hill,~—

A few faint notes sscend among the trees.

What though the clustet’d vine there hardly

tempts
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The traveller's hand; though birds of diztling
lume
Perch on the loaded boughs ;—Give me thy
woods,

(Exclaims the banish’d man), thy barren woods,
Poor Scotland ! 8weeter there the reddening haw,
The sloe, or rowan’s * bitter burich, than here
The purple grape ; dearer the red-breast’s note,
That mouins the fiding year in Scotis’s vales,
Than Philomel’s, wheve spring is ever new;
More dear to me the red-breast’s sober suit,
So like a wither'd leaflet, than the glare
Of gaudy wings, thit make the Iris dim.”

Nor is regret exclusive to the old :
The boy, whase birtly was midway o’er the main,
A ship his cradle, by the bitlows reck’d,—
¢ The narsling of the storm,” —sliough he claims
No native land, yet does he wistful hear
Of some far distant eonatry still call’d Roine,
Where lambs of whitest fleece spott oti the hills;
Where gold-speck’d fishes wanton in the streamis;
‘Where little birds, when snow-flakes diti the air,
Light on the floor, and peck the tible erums,
And with their singing cheet the winter day.

But what the loss of country to thé woes
Of banistrment and solitude combined ?
Oh! my heart bleeds to thitik there now may live
One hapless man, the remnant of a wreek,
Cast on some desert island of that main
Immense, which stretches from the Cochin shore
To Acapul Motionless he sits,
As is the rock his seat, gasing whele days,
With wardering eye, o’er all the watery waste ;
Now striving to believe the Albatroes
A sail appearing on the horizon’s verge ;

+ Mountain.ash.
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Now vowing ne’er to cherish other hope

Than hope of death. Thus pass his weary hours,
‘Till welcome evening warn him that ’tis time
Upon the shell-notch’d calendar to mark
Another day, another dreary day,——

Changeless ;—for, in these regions of the sun,
The wholesome law that dooms mankind to toil,
Bestowing grateful interchange of rest

And lahour, is annull’d ; for there the trees,
Adorn’d at once with bud, and flower, and fruit,
Drop, as the b blow, a shower of bread
And blossoms on the ground. But yet by him,
The Hermit of the Deep, not unobserved

The Sabbath passes : ’Tis his great delight.
Each seventh eve he marks the farewell rey,
And loves, and sighs to think,—that setting sun
Js now empurpling Scotland’s mountain-tops,
Or, higher risen, slants athwart her vales,
Tinting with yellow light the quivering throat
Of day-spring lark, while woodland birds below ’
Chaunt io the dewy shade. Thus all night long
He watches, while the rising moon describes .
The progress of the day in happier lands.

And now he almost fancies that he hears

The chiming from his native village church ;
And now he sings, and fondly hopes the strain
-May be the same that sweet ascends at home

In congregation full,—~where, not without a tear,
They are remember’d who in ships behold

The wonders of the deep :* he sees the hand,
The widow'd hand, that veils the eye suffused ;
He sees his orpban’d boy look up, and strive
The widow’d heart to sooth. His spirit leans
On God. Nor does he leave his weekly vigil,

# < They that go down to the sea in ships, that do business
in great waters ; these see the works of the Lord, and his
wonders in the deep,””. Peal cvil. «
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Though tempests ride o’er welkh'-luhihg{ waves
On winds of cloudless wing;* though lightnings
burst ’

So vivid, that the stars are hid and seen '

In awful alternation: Calm he views

The far-exploding firmament, and dares

To hope—one bolt in mercy is reserved

For his release: And yet he is resign’d

To live; because full well he is assured,

Thy hand does lead him, thy right hand upholds.4’
And thy right hand does lead him. Lo ! at last,

One sacred eve, he hears, faint from the deep,

Music remote, swelling at intervals,

As if the embodied spirit of sweet sounds

Came slowly floating on the shoreward wave:

The cadence well he knows,—a hymn' of old,

Where sweetly is rehearsed the lowly state

Of Jesus, when his birth was st arinounced

In midnight music, by an angel choir, '

To Bethlehem’s shepherds,} as they watch’d their

flocks. :

Breathless, the man forlorn listens, and thinks

It is a dream. Fuller the voices swell..

He looks, and starts to see, moving along,

+ In the tropical regions, the sky during storms is often
without a

+“Ifl the wings ofthemomn:g:'mddvellmthe
umrmmpa.mofdle even thel 1 thy hand lead
me, and thy right hand hold me.” Psal. cxxxix.

1% And there were in the same :.’h abidin,
intbeﬂeld.k?ing watch over their fi by ni ht. And'
3! the an, mme upon them, and

e Lord
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A fiery waye,* (so seems it), crescent form’d,
Approaching to the land ; straightway he sees

A towering whiteness ; ’tis the heaven-fill’d sails
That waft the mjssion’d men, wbo have renounced
Their homes, their country, nay, almost the world,
Bearing glad tidings to the farthest isles

Of ocean, that the dead shall rise again.

Forward the gleam-girt castle coastwise glides ;

It seems as it would pass away. To cry

The wretched man in vain attempts~—in vain,
Powerless his vaice as io 3 faarful dream :

Not so his hand : he atrikes the flint,—a blage
Mounts from the ready heap of wither’d leaves :
The music ceases, accents harsh succeed,

Harsh, bm mosc grateful: downward dmp the

Ingulf 'd lhe anchar sinks ; the hoat is lmnch’d
But cautious lies aloof till morning dawn :

O then the transport of the man, unused

To other human yoice beside his own,w—

His native tongue to hear! he breathes at home,
Though earth’s diameter is interposed.

OFf perils of the sea he has no dread,

Full well assured the sission’d bark is safe,
Held in the hollow of the Almighty’s hand.

(And signal thy deliverances have been

Of these thy messengers of peace and joy.)

From storms thet loudly threaten to unfix

Islands rock-roated in the ocean’s bed,

Thou dost deliver them,—and from the calm,
More dreadful than the storm, when motionless
Upon the purple deep the vessel lies

var, ..’.“;.?,T%o;“:." .m""g."fc“"”" i ""’é‘.‘i"&ﬁ&f"&
surrounded with fire, and wleavenlongtnck light behind
it. Whenever the esea is gently it seems con

verted
into little stars; ev. emits light, like
B i e 0 P ek et g
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For days, for nights, illymed by phosphor lamps ;
When sea-birds seem in nests of flsme to float ;
‘When backward starts the boldest mariner
To see, while o’er the side he l¢ans, his face
As if deep-tinged with blood.—
Let worldly men
The cause and combatants contemptwous scorn,
And call fanatics them who hazard Lealth
And life in testifying of the truth;
Who joy asd glory in the cross of Christ !
‘What were the Galilean ishermen .
But messengers, commission’d to announce
The resurrection, and the life to cowe |
They, too, thoughk clothed with power of mighty
works
Miraculous, were oft received with scorn ;
Oft did their words fall powerless, thaugh enforced
By deeds that mark’d Omnipotence their friend :
But, when their efforts fail’d, paweariedly
They onward west, rejoicing in their course.
Like helianthus,* borne on downy wings
To distant realms, they frequent fell on soils
Barren and thankless; yet oft-times they saw
‘Their labours crowa’d with fruit an hundred fold ;
Saw the new converts testify their fyith
By works of love,~the slave set free, the sick
Attended, prisoners visited, the ppor
Received as brothers at the rich man’s board.
Alas! how differeat new the deeds of men
Nursed in the faith of Christ!~-The free, made
slaves !
Torn from their country, borpe across the deep,
Enchain’d, endungeon’d, forced by stripes to live,

s Sun flower. “ The seeds of many plants of this kind are
fumhhedwn.h a ﬂl:me, by which admirable mechanism they
are disseminated thelr parent stem.” Darwin.
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Doom’d to behold their wives, their litile ones,
Tremble beneath the white man’s fiend-like frown !
Yet even to scenes like these, the Sabbathr brings
Alleviation of the enormous woe :— . '
The oft-reiterated stroke is still ; .
The clotted scourge hangs hardening in the shrouds.
But see, the demon man, whose trade is bloed,
With dauntless front, convene his ruffian crew
To hear the sacred service read. Accursed,
The wretch’s bile-tinged lips profane the word
Of God: Accursed, he ventures to pronounce
The decalogue, nor falters at that law
‘Wherein 'tis written, Thou shalt do no murder :
Perhaps, while yet the words are on his lips,
He hears a dying mother’s parting groan ;
He hears her orphan’d child, with lisping plaint,
Attempt to rouse her from the sleep of death.

O England! England! wash thy purpled hands
Of this foul sin, and never dip them more
In guilt so damnable! then lift them up
In supplication to that God, whose name
Ts Mercy ; then thou mayest, without the risk
Of drawing vengeance from the surcharged clouds,
Implore protection to thy menaced shores ;
Then God will blast the tyrant’s arm that grasps
The thunderbolt of ruin o'er thy head ;
Then will he turn the wolvish race to prey
Upon each other ; then will he arrest
The lava torrent, causing it
Back to its source with fiery desolation.

Of all the murderous trades by mortals plied,
*Tis war alone that never violates
The hallow’d day by simulate respect,— .
By hypocritic rest: No, no, the work proceeds.
From sacred pinnacles are hung the flags,®

'+ Church steeples are frequently used as signal-posts, *
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That give the sign toslip the leash. from slaughter.

The bells, whose knoll a holy calmness pour’d

Into the good man’s breast,—whose sound solaced

The sick, the poor, the old—perversion dire !

Pealing with sulphurous tongue, speak death-
fraught words :

From morn to eve Destruction revels frenzied,

Till at the hour when peaceful vesper-chimes

Were wont to sooth the ear, the trumpet sounds

Pursuit and flight altern ; and for the song

Of larks, descending to thar grass-bower’d homes,

The croak of flesh-gorged ravens, as they slake

Their thirst in hoof-prints filI'd with gore, dis-

" turbs

The stupor of the dying man ; while Death

Triumphantly sails down the ensanguined stream,

On corses throned, and crown'd with shiver'd
boughs,

That erst hung imaged in the crystal tide.*

And what tha hatvest of these bloody fields ?

A double weight of fetters to the slave,

And chains on arms that wielded Freedom s
sword.

Spirit of TxLs! and art thou doom'd to see

Thy m ins, that fess’d no othier chains

Than what the wintry elements had forged,—

Thy vales, where Freedom, and her stern com.

peer,
Proud virtuous Poverty, their noble state
Maintain’d, amid surrounding threats of wealth,
Of superstition, and tyrannic sway.
Spirit of Txzrr! and art thou doom’d to see

# After a heavy cannonade, the shivered branches of
trees, and the corpses of the killed, ave seen fioating together
down the rivers.

C
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That land subdued-by-Slavery’s basest slaves ;.
By men, whose:lips pronounce the saored. name
Of Liberty, then kiss the despot's.foot ?
Helvetia! hadst thou to thyself been true,

Thy dyiag sous bad triumph’d as they fell :

But ’twas a glorious effort, though in vain,
Aloft thy Genius, *mid the sweeping clouds,
The flag: of frepdom spread ; bright in thée storm.
The streaming meteor waved, .and far ivgleam/d :
But, ah! ’twas transient as the Iris! arch,
Glanced from Leviathan's ascending shower,.
‘When 'mid the mountain waves heaving his-head.
Already had the friendly-seeming foe

Possess’d the snow-piled ramparts of the land :
Down like:an avalanche they roll'd, they-crushid
The temple, palace,. cottage, every work

Ofart and nature, in' one common ruin.

The dreadful crush is o'er, and peace ensues,—
The peace of desolation, gloomyy still+ -

Each day is hush’d as Sabbath; brt,.alas !

No Sabbath-service glads the seventh: -day! .

No more the happy villagers are seen -
Winding adown the rock-hewn pathe, that wont
To lead their footsteps to the-house of prayeti;.
But, far apart; assembled in the depth

Of solitudes, perhaps-a little group

OFf aged men, and orphau boys, and maids, .
Bereft, list to the breathings of the holy man,
‘Who spurns an oath of fealty to the power : -

OF rulers chosen by'a tyrent's ned.

No more, as-dies the rustling of the breeze,.

Is heard the distant vesper-hyma ; no more

At gloamin hour, the plaintive strain, that links
His country to the Switzer’s heart, delights

The loosening: team ;. or if some shephend boy
Attempt the strain, his voice soon faltering stops';
He feels his country now a foreign land.
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O Scotland ! canst.thou for a moment brook’
The mere imagination, that.a fate
Like this should e’er be thine ! that o’er these hills
And dear-bought vales, whence Wallsce, Douglas,
Bruce,

Repell'd proud Edward’s multitudinous hordes,
A Gallic foe; that abject race, should rule !

No, no! let never hostile standard touch

Thy shore.: rush, rush into the'dashing brine,
Aund crest each wawe with steel; and shauld the

stamp:

Of Slavery’s footstep violate the strand,

Let not the hdy'tidoeﬂ'acedn mark;

Sweep off the stigma with a sea of bload!
Thrice happy he, who; far in Scottish glen

Retired, (yot ready at his country's calt),

Has left the restless emmet-hill of man !

He never longs to read the saddening tale

Of endless wars ;. and seldom does be hear

The tale of woe; and:efe it reaches him,

Rumour, so loud when'new; has died away

Into a whisper, on the memory borne

Of casual traveller:—as.on. the deep,

Far from the sight of land, when all around

Is waveless calm, the sudden tremulous swell,

That gently heawes the. ship, tells, as it rolls,

of dread, and cities overthrown,
O Scotland? much. k love thy tranquil dales:

But most on: Sabbath: eve, wien low the sun

Slants through- the uphnd copse, 'tis my delight,

Wandering, and stopping oft, to hear the song

Of kindred praise arise from humble roofs ;

Or, when the simple service ends, to hear

The lifted latch, and mark the grey-hair'd man,

The father and the priest, walk forth alone

Into his garden-plat, or little fleld,

To commune with his God in secret praver,—
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To bless the Lord, that in his downward years
His children are about him: Sweet, meantitme,
The thrush, that sings upon the aged thorn,
Brings to his view the days of youthful years
When that same aged thorn was but a bush.
Nor is the contrast between youth and age

To him a painful thought ; he joys to think
His journey near a close,—heaven is his home.
More happy far that man, though bowed down,

. Though feeble be his gait, and dim his eye,
Than they, the favourites of youth and health,
Of riches, and of fame, who have renounced
The glorious promise of the life to come,—
Clinging to death.

Or mark that female face,
The faded picture of its former self,—
The garments coarse, but clean ;—frequent at

church

I’ve noted such a one, feeble and pale,
Yet standing, with a look of mild content,
Till beckon’d by some kindly hand to sit.
She has seen better days: there was a time
Her hands could earn her bread, and freely give
To those who were in want ; but now old age,
And lingering disease, have made her belpless.
Yet she is happy, ay, and she is wise,
(Philosophers may sneer, and pedants frown),
Although ber Bible is ber only book ;
And she is rich, although her only weahth
Is recollection of a well-spent life—
Is expectation of the life to come.
Examine here, explore the narrow path
In which she walks; look not for virtuous deeds
In history’s arena, where the prize
Of fame, or power, prompts to heroic acts.
Peruse the lives themselves of men obscure : —
There charity, that robs itself to give ;
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There fortitude in sickness, nursed by want;
There courage, that expects no tongue to praise ;
There virtue lurks, like purest gold deep hid,
With no alloy of selfish motive mix’d.
The poor man’s boon, that stints him of his bread,
Ts prized more highly in the sight of Him
Who sees. the beart, than golden gifts from hands
That scarce can know their countless treasures
less:*
Yea, the deep sigh that heaves the poor man’s
breast
To see distress, and feel his willing arm
Palsied by penury, ascends to heaven ;
‘While ponderous bequests of lands and goods
Ne'er rise above their earthly origin.
And should all bounty, that is clothed with

power, ’
Be deem’d unworthy ?——Far be such a thought!
Even when the rich bestow, there are sure tests
Of genuine charity :—Yes, yes, let wealth
Give other alms than silver or than gold,—
Time, trouble, toil, attendance, watchfulness,
Exposure to disease ;——yes, let the rich
Be often seen beneath the sick man’s roof ;
Or cheering, with inquiries from the heart,
And hopes of health, the melancholy range
Of couches in the public wards of woe:
There let them often bless the sick man’s bed,
With kind assurances that all is well

# “ And Jesus sat over against the treasury, and beheld
how the le cast mone, cfl into the treasury; and many
thatwere cmin mu An d there came a certain
?001' idow, and she in two mites, which make a

arthing. And he mlled unto him his discis Ples, and saith
unto them, Verily, I say unto you, that thi
hath cast more in than all they which have cast into the
rz For all they dld cast in of their abundance, but
she of her want did cast in a'l that she had, even all her Hiv-
ing.” Mark xii. 41-—-4%.
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At home ; that plenty smiles-upen the board,—
The while the hand that-earn’d: the frugal mesl
Can harily raise itself in sign of thanks.
Above all duties, let the rich man search
Imto the cause he knoweth nat, nor spam
The suppliant wretch as guilty of & erime.

Ye, bless’d with wealth/ (mmother name for

power
- Of doing good), O would ye but devote
A little portion of each seventh day
To acts of justice to your fellow men !
The house of mourning silently invites:
Shun not the crowded alley ; prompt descend
Into the:halfssunk cell, darksomse and damp ;
Nor seem impatient to be gone: Inguire,
Comsale, :instruct, encourage, sooth, ‘ssist ;
Read, pray, and sing a new song to the Lord ;
Make tears of joy down griefsworn-furtows flow.
O Health! thou sun -of life,  without whose
:beam
The fairest soenes of . pature seem involved
In darkness, shine upon my dreary path
Once more; or, with thy faintest dawn, give bope,
That I may yet:enjoy thy vital ray!
Though trantient be the bope, *twill be-most sweet,
Like miduight music, stealing on the.oar,
Then gliding past, and dying slow away.
Music ! thou soothing pewer, thy chasm is proved
Most vividly when clouds.o'ereast the saul ;—
So light its loveliest effect displays
In 'lowering skies, when through the murky rack
A slanting sun-beam shoots, and instant limns
‘The'ethereal curve of seven harmonious dyes,
Eliciting a splendour from the gloom :
) Masic ! still vouchsafe to tranquillize
“This breast perturb’d; thy voice, thoygh mourn-
ful, sooths ;
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And mournful aye are thy most besuteous lays,
Like fall of blessorss frem the orchasd boughs,——
The autwmn.of the spring. Euchaating power !
Who, by thy airy epell, .canst whirl the mind
Far from-'the busy haunts of men, to vales
Where Tweed or Yarrow:flows ; or, spureing time,
Recall red 'Flodden field; or suddenly
Transport, with altér'd styain, the deafen’d ear
To Linden' plain |—But what the pastoral lay,
The melting dirge, the battle’s srompet.peal,
Compared to notes with saceed mumbers link’d
In union, selema, grand ! .-O thea thé spirit
Upborne on :pinions-of celestial sound,
Soars to the throne of Gad, .and ravish’d hears
Ten thousand times ten thousand voices rise
In halleluias ;——%oices, that: hil
Were feebly tuned perhaps to low-breathed hymns
Of solace m the:chambers of the poor,—
The Sabbath ‘worship of the. frisndless sick.
Blest be the famale wotaries, whose days
No Sabbath of their pious labours prove,
‘Whose lives:are:consecrated.to the tail
Of minist’ring around the uncurtain’d couch
Of pain and poverty ! Blest be the hands,
The lovely hands, (for beauty, youth, and grace,
Are oft conceal’d by Pity’s closest veil),
That mix the cup medicinal, that bind
The wounds which ruthless warfare and disease
Have to the loathsome lazar-house consign'd.
Fierce Superstition of the mitred king!
Almost I could forget thy torch and stake,
‘When I this blessed sisterhood survey,—
Compassion’s priestesses, disciples true
Of him whose touch was health, whose single
word
Electrified with life the palsied arm,—
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Of him who said, Take up thy bod and walk,—
OF him who cried to Lazarus, Come forth.

And he who cried to Lazarus, Come fortk,
‘Will, when the Sabbath of the tomb is past,
Call forth the dead, and re-usite the dust
(Transform’d and purified) to angel souls.
Ecstatic hope! belief! coaviction firm !.

How grateful 'tis to recollect the time
- 'When hope arose to faith! Faintly at first
The heavenly voice is heard ; then, by degrees,
Its music sounds perpetual in the heast. '
Thus he, who atl the gloomy winter long
Has dwelt in city-crowds, wandering afield
Betimes on Sabbath morn, ere yet the spring
Unfold the daisy’s bud, delighted hears
The first lark’s note, faint yet, and shart the song,
Check’d by the chill ungenial northern breese ;
. But, as the sun ascends, another springs,
And still another soars on loftier wing,
Till all o’erhead, the joyous choir unseen,
Poised welkin high, harmonious fills the air,
As if it were a link ’tween earth and heaven. -
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A SPRING SABBATH WALK.

Mosr earnest was his voice ! most mild his look,
As with raised hands he bless’d his parting flock.
He is a faithful pastor of the poor ;—

He thinks not of himself; his Master’s words, °
Feed, feed my sheep, * are ever st his heart,

The cross of Christ is aye before bis eyes.

O, how I love, with melted soul, to leave

The house of prayer, and wander in the fields
Alone! What though the opening spring be chill !
Although the lark, check’d in his airy path

Eke out his song, perch’d on the fallow clod,
That still o’ertops the blade! Although no branch

-“Sowhenhzm%mmwmmnhw,
Simon, son of Jonas, lovest me more than thesc? He
saith unto him, Yea, Lord, thou knowest that I love thee.
He saith unto him, Feed my lambs. He saith to him
the second time, Simon, son of Jonas, lovest thou me?
saith unto him, Yea, lmd, thou knowest that I love
3 'eed my sl Memthunw
third time, Simon, son of Jonas, thou me ?
Peter was grieved, because he said u :olumthethirdume,
Lovest thou me And he said unto him, Lord, thou
knowest all mml?. ou knowest that 1 love thee. Jesus
sai ecdmnhag:. John xxi. 15.-17.



58 SABBATH WALKS.

Have spread its foliage, save the willow wand
That dips its pale leaves in the swollen stream !
‘What though the clouds oft lower ! Their threats
but end
In sunny showers, that scarcely fill the folds
Of moss-couch’d violet, or interrupt
The merle's.dulcet pipe,~melodious bird !
He, hid behind the milk-white sloe-thorn spray,
(Whose early flowers anticipate the leaf),
Welcomes the time of buds, the infant year.
Sweet is the sunny nook, to which my steps
Have brought me, hardly conscious where I roam’d,
Unheeding where,—so lovely all around
The works-of God, array’d in vernal smile.
Oft at this season, musing, I prolong
My devious range, till, sunk from view, the sun
Emblaze, with upward-slsnting ray, the breast,
And wing unquivering of the wheeling lark,
Descending, vocal, fror her latest flight ;
While, disregardful of yon lonely star,—
The harbinger of chill night’s glittering hos—
Sweet Red-breast, Scotia’s Philemela, chaunts,
In desultory strains; his evenitrg-hymn,

A SUMMER SABBATH WALK.

DrueurruL is this lonéliness ; it calms )
My beart : ‘plessant-the o0oplbeneath these elms,
That throw across'the étféam a mtoveless shade.
Here mature in her mid whisper speaks :
‘Howpeaceful every sound!-—thering-dove’s plaint,
Moan’d from the twilight.eentse: of the:grove,
While every otherwoodhf):d Iy is mute,
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Save whenthe wren' flits from herxdown-eoved nest,

And from thre'root-sprig trills her: ditty elear,—

Ttre grasshopper’s oft: pausing. ¢hiup,—tln buzz,

Angrily shrill, 1of t

That, soor-asioosed, Mn#hhfull twang away,—

The sudden: mdnagd “the minnow shoal,

Scared from-the-shallows by my- passing:tread.

Dimpling the watér-glides, with here and there

A glossy fiy;-skimming in circlets gay

The treacherous sarface, while the quick-eyed trout

Watches’his titne to'spring ;' or, frem abeve,

Some feather’d dam, purveying midst'the boughs,

Darts from her perch, and to her-plumeless-brood
* Bears off the prize :——Sad emblem of man’s lot!
‘He, giddy’insect, from his native leaf,

(Where safe ar®‘happily-he migM have lurk’d),

Elate upon ambition’s gaudy wings,

‘Forgetful of his origin, and, worse,

Unthinking of bis end, flies to the stream ;

Aud if from hostile vigilance be seape,

Buoyant'he flutters but a little while,

Mistakes th’-inverted fmage of the sky

For heaven itself, and, sinking, meets his fate.

Now let me trace the stream up to its source

Among the hills; its runnel by degrees

Diminishing, the murmur turns a tirkle.

Closer and closer-still the banks approach,

Tangled so thick with pleaching bramble sheots,

‘With brier, and hazel branch, and hawthorn-spray,

That, fain to quit the dingle, glad 1 meunt

Into the open air: Grateful the breeze

That fans my throbbing temples! smiles the plain

Spread wide below : ‘hosgweet the placid view !

But, O! more sweet the thought, heart-soothing

‘thought,
That thousands, and ten thousands of the sons -
Of toil, partake this day the common joy
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Of rest, of peace, of viewing hill and dale;

Of breathing in the silence of the woeds, .

And blessing Him who gave the Sabbath day.

Yes, my heart flutters with a freer throb,

To think that now the townsman wanders forth

Among the fields and meadows, to enjoy

The coolness of the day’s decline ; tosee

His children sport around, and simply pull

The flower and weed promiscuous, as a boon,

‘Which proudly in his breast they smiling fix.
Again I turn me to the bill, apd trace

The wizard stream, now scarce to be discern’d;

Woodless its banks, but green with-ferny leaves,

And thinly strew’d with heath-bells up and down.
Now, when the downward sun has left the glews,

Each mountain’s rugged lineaments are traced

Upon the adverse slope, where stalks gigantic

The shepherd’s shadow thrown athwart the chasm,

As on the tep ridge he hc d hies.

How deep the hush ! the torrent’s channel; dry,

Presents a stony steep, the echo’s haunt.

But, hark, a plaintive sound floating along !

*Tis from yon heath-roof’d shielin; now it dies

Away, now rises full; it is the song

‘Which He,~who listens to the halleluiahs

Of choiring Seraphim,—delights to hear ;

It is the music of the heart, the voice

Of venerable age,—of guileless youth, .

In kindly circle seated on the ground

Before their wicker door. Behold the man!

The grandsire and the saiot; his silvery locks

Beam in the parting ray: before him lies,

Upon the smooth cropt.sward, the open book, .

His comfort, stay, and ever new delight!

While, heedless, at his side, the lisping Loy

Fondles the lamb that nightly shares his couch.
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AN AUTUMN SABBATH WALK.

Wazen homeward bands their several ways disperse,
T love to linger in the narrow field
Of rest; to wander round from tomb to tomb,
And think of some who silent sleep below.
Sad sighs the wind, that from those ancient elms
Shakes showers of leaves upon the wither’d grass:
The sere and yellow wreaths, with eddying sweep,
Fill up the furrows "tween the hillock'd graves.
But list that moan! ’tis the pbor iglind man’s dog,
His guide for many a day, now come to mourn
The master and the friend—conjunction rare!
A man indeed he was of gentle soul,
Thoughbred to brave the deep : the lightning'’s flash
Had dimm’d, not closed, his mild, but sightless eyes.
He was a welcome guest through all bis range;
(It was not wide:) no dog would bay at him;
Children would run to meet him on his way,
And lead him to a sunny seat, and climb
His knee, and wonder at his oft-told tales.
Then would he teach the elfins how to plait
The rushy cap and crown, or sedgy ship;
And I have seen him lay his tremulous hand
Upon their heads, while silent moved his Jips.
Peace to thy spirit! that now looks on me
Perhaps with greater pity than I felt
To see thee wandering darkling on thy way.

But let me quit this melancholy spot,
And roam where nature gives a parting smile.
As yet the blue-bells linger on the sod -
That copes the sheepfold ring ; and in the woods
A second blow of many flowers appears ;
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Flowers faintly tinged, and breathing no perfume.
But fruits, not blossoms, form the woodland wreath
That circles Autumn’s brow: The ruddy haws
Now clothe the half-leaved thorn ; .the bramble

bends

Beneath its jetty load; the hazel hangs
‘With.auburn branches; dippig inr the stream
That sweeps along, and threatens to-o’erflow

The leaf-strewn banks: OR, statue-like, I gaze,
In vacsnoy -of thoaght, apon that stream,

And: chase, with-dreaming eye, the eddying foam ;
-Or vrowan’s: chuster'd branch, -or harvest sheaf,
Boeme rapidly adown-the dizzying flood.

A WINTER S8ABBATH WALK.

How dazzling white thre-snowy scene ¢ deep, deep,
The stiiness of the winter Sabbath day,—

Not-even a foot-fall' heard. —Snrooth are the fields,
Each hollow pathway levél with the plain :

Hid are the bushes; save that, ‘here andthere,

Are seen the topinost: shoots of brer or-broom.
High-ridged, the whirled drift has.almost react’d
The powder’d key-stone of the church-yard porch.
Mute hangsthe hooded bell ; thetombs lie buried ;
No step approaches to the house-of prayer.

The flickering fall is o’er ; ‘the clouds disperse,
And-ghew the sun, hung o’er-the welkin's verge,
Shooting & bright but ineffectunl beam
On all the sparkling waste. Now is the time
To visit nature in her-grand attire ;

‘Phough perilous the mountainous ascent,
A noble recompense the danger brings.
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How beautiful the plain stretch’d far below!
Unvaried though it be, save by yon stream
With azure windings, or the leafless wood.
But what the beauty of the plain, compared
To that sublimity which reigns enthroned,
Holding joint rule with solitude divine,
Among yon rocky fells, that bid defiance
To steps the most adventurougy bold |
There sileace dwells profound ; or if the cry
Of high-poised eagle break at times the calm,
The mantled echoes no response return.

But let me now=explore-the deep sunk dell.
No foot-print, save the covey's or the flock’s,
Is seen along the rill, where marshy springs
Still rear the grassy blade of vivid green.
Beware, ye shdpherdls, of these treaéherous haunts,
Nor linger there too long : the wintry day
Soon closes ;' and full-oft.a heavierfall,
Heap'd by the blast, fillvarp the shelter'd glen,
While, gurgling-deep below, she:buried rill
Mines for itsslf a snow-sovetl way, ‘O! then,
Your helpless charge drive from the tewpting spot,
And keep them on-the bleak ‘hill's stormy side,
Where night-winds sweep the gmbering drift

away r—

So the great ‘Shepherd-leads the heavonly flock -
From faitbless pleasures, full:into the storms
Of life, where long they bear'the bister blast,
Until at length the vernat sun looks forth,
Bedimm’d with ‘showers : “Then-to the :pastures

green
He brings themy where the quiet waters glide,
The streams of - life, she: Siloah of*tire soul.
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THE FIRST SABBATH.

Six days the heavenly host, in circle vast,

Like that untouching cincture which enzones

The globe of Saturn, compass’d wide this orb,

And with the forming mass foated along,

In rapid course, through yet untravell’d space,

Beholding God’s stupendous power,—a world

Bursting from Chaos at the omnific will,

And perfect ere the sixth day’s evening star

On Paradise arose. Blessed that eve !

The Sabbath’s barbinger, when, all complete,

In freshest beauty from Jruovau's hand,

Creation bloom’d; when Eden’s twilight face

Smiled like a sleeping babe. The voice divine

A holy calm breathed o’er the goodly work ;

Mildly the sun, upon the loftiest trees,

Shed mellowly a sloping beam. Peace reign’d,
- And love, and gratitude ; the human pair

Their orisons pour’d forth ; love, concord, reign'd.

The falcon, perch’d upon the blooming bough

With Philomela, listen’d to her lay ;
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Among the antler’d herd, the tiger couch’d

Harmiess ; the lion’s mane no terror spread

Among the careless raminating flock.

Silence was o’er the deep ; the noiseless surge,

The last subsiding wave,—of that dread tumult

Which raged, when Ocean, at the mute command,

Rush'd furiously into his new-cleft bed,—

‘Was gently rippling on the pebbled shore ;

‘While, on the swell, the sea.bird with her head

Wing-veil'd, slept tranquilly. The host of heaven,

Entranced in new delight, speechless adored ;

Nor stopp'd their fieet career, nor changed their form

Encircular, till on that hemisphere,~—

In which the blissful garden sweet exhaled

Its in , odorous clouds,—the Sabbath dawn

Arose ; then wide the flying circle oped,

And soar’d, in semblance of a mighty rainbow.

Silent ascend the choirs of Seraphim ;

No harp resounds, mute is each voice; the burst

Of joy and praise reluctant they repress,—

For love and concord all things 30 attuned

To harmohy, that Earth must have received

The grand vibration, and to the centre shook :

But soon as to the starry altitudes

They reach’d, then what a storm of sound, tre-
mendous,

Swell’d through the realms of space! The morn-
ing stars

Together sang, and all the sons of God

Shouted for joy ! Loud was the peal ; so loud

As would have quite o’erwhelm’d the human
sense ; :

But to the earth it came a gentle strain,

Like softest fall breathed from Aolian lute,

When "mid the cliords the evening gale expires.

Day of the Lord ! creation’s hallow’d close !

Day of the Lord ! (prophetical they sang),
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Benignant mitigation of that doom
Which saust, ere-long, consign the. fallen tace,
Dwellers in yohder ster, seseil snd woe !

THE FINRING OF MOSES.

SLow glides the Nile: amid:the margin flags,
Closed in- a bulrush ark, the:bmbe is left,—

Left by a mother's.hand. . His sister waits

Far off; and pale, *tween twpeand. fear,: Inhulds
The royal maid, surrounded.by her-train,
Approach the river bank,~~approach:the spot
‘Where sleeps the innocent: She sees them tstdop
With meeting plumes ; the rushy lid is-oped,
And wakes the infant, smiling in his. tears,

As when along a little mountain lske

The summerseuth-wind breathes, with gente srgh,
And parts the. reeds, unveiling, as they bend,

A water.lily fluating on the wave.

JATOB .AND PHARAOH.

Paaraon . upon.a gorgeous throne-of state
Was seated ; while around him stood submiss
His servants, watchful of his lofty loaks.

The Patriarch enters, leaning on the arm

Of Benjemin. Unmoved by all the glare
Of royaity, he scarcely: throws a glance :
Upon the pageant:show; for from.his yeuth
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A shiepherd's life be led, and view'd each night

‘The starry host ; and still, where’er he went,

He felt himself in presence of the Lord,

His eye is bent on Joseph, him pursues.

Sudden the king descends ; and, bending, knecls

Before the aged man, and supplicates

A blessing from his lips! The man

Lays on the ground -bis staff, stretching farth

His tremulous hand o’er Pheraoch’s uncrown’d
head,

Prays that the Lord would bless him and his land.

JEPHTHA'S VOW.

Faou conquest Jephths came, with faltering step
And troubled ¢ye: MHis homp appears in view;
He wembles at the sight.  Sad.he forbodes,—
His vow will meet a victim in his.child :

For well he knows, that, from her earliest yoars,
She still was first-to meet bis homeward steps :
Well he remembers, how, with tettesing gait,

She ral;‘.x;:n: olssp’d his knees, and lisp’d, and
Her joy.; and how, when garlanding with flowers
His helm, feerful, her infant hand would shrink
Batk from: the lion:couch’d bemeath she crest.
What sound is that, which, from the palm-tree

. grove,’
Floats tew .with choral awell,; now fainter falls
Upon the ear? It is, it is the soug

He loved 10 hear,—a song of thanks-and praise,
Sung by the_ pateiarch. for his. sansom’d son.
Hope from the omen springs: O, blessed hope !
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It may not be her voice !—Fain would he think
*Twas not his daughter’s voice that still approach’d,
Blent with the timbrel’s note. Forth from the
grove .
She foremost glides of all the minstrel band :
Moveless he stands ; then grasps his hilt, still red
With hostile gore, but, shuddering, quits the hold;
And clasps in agony his bands, and cries,
* Alas, my daughter! thou bast brought me low.”—
The timbrel at her rooted feet resounds.

SAUL AND DAVID.

DEzzr was the furrow in the royal brow,
‘When David’s hand, lightly as vernal gales
Rippling the brook of Kedron, skimm’d the lyre:
He sung of Jacob’s youngest born,—the child
Of his old age,~sold to the Ishmaelite ;
His exaltation to the second power
Tn Pharaoh’s realm ; his brethren thither sent ;
Suppliant they stood before his face, well known,
Unknowing,—till Joseph fell upon the neck
Of Benjamin, his mother’s son, and wept.
Unconsciously the warlike shepherd paused ;
But when he saw, down the yet quivering string,
The tear-drop trembling glide, abash’d, he cheek’d,
Indignant at himself, the bursting flood,
And, with a sweep impetuous, struck the chords :
From side to side his hands transversely glance,
Like lightning "thwart a storiny sea ; his voice
Arises 'mid the clang, and straightway calms
Th’ harmonious tempest to a solemn swell
Majestical, triumphant ; for he sings

[
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Of Arad’s mighty host by Israel’s arm
Subdued ; of Israel through the desert led,
He sings; of him who was their leader, call’d
By God himself, from keeping Jethro’s flock,
To be a ruler o’er the chosen race.

Kindles the eye of Saul; his arm is poised ;}—
Harmless the javelin quivers in the wall.

13

ELIJAH FED BY RAVENS.

Soar was the famine throughout all the bounds
Of Israel, when Elijah, by command

Of God, journeyed to Cherith’s failing brook.

No rain-drops fall, no dew-fraught cloud, at morn
Or closing eve, creeps slowly up the vale ;

The withering herbage dies ; among the palms
The shrivell’d leaves send to the summer gale

An autumn rustle ; no sweet songster’s lay

Is warbled from the branches ; scarce is heard
The rill’s faint brawl. The prophet looks around,
And trusts in God, and lays his silver’d head
Upon the flowerless bank ; serene he sleeps,

Nor wakes till dawning : then with hands enclasp’d,
And heavenward face, and eye-lids closed, he prays
To Him who manna on the desert shower’d,

To Him who from the rock made fountains gush :
Entranced the man of God remains; till roused
By sound of wheeling wings, with grateful heart,
He sees the ravens fearless by his side

Alight, and leave the heaven.pravided food.
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THE BIRTH OF JESUS ANNOUNCED.

Dxzr was the midnight silence in'the fields.
of Betblzbun, hush’d the folds; save that at

Was hend the lamb’s-faint bleat : the shepherds,
stretch’d

On the green sward, survey’d the starry vault.

The heavens.diclave the glory of fhe Lord,

The firmament shews forth thy handy-work :

Thus they,. their hearts:attuned to the Most: Higiy—

‘When suddeniy a.splendid cloud appear'd,

As if a portion of the milky way .

Descended slowly in the.spiral course.

Near and more near it draws ; then, hovering; floats

High.as the soar of eagle, sheddidg brigh,

Upon the folded flocks, s heavenly radinmoe;

From whenee way utter'd loud; yet sweet; a voice,—

Fear not, I bring good tidings of greas joy';

For unto you is born this day a Savioun /

And this shall be a sign: to. you,—the Sabe:

Laid lowly in a masger ye shall findw—

The angel spake’; when, o ! upow the cloud,

A multitude of Seraphim,.

Sang praises; saying,— Glory (o the Lerd

On high ; on earth ke peace, good will te mon.

‘With sweet respense barmoniously tliey choirld,

And while;. with heavenly haémony, the sewg

Arose to God, mare bright.the buugant.threne

Illumed the land:: the prowling.lion

Awe-struck, with mane uprear’d, and flatten’d

And, withou; turning, backward on his steps
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Recoils, aghrast, intothe desert: gloonr:

A trembling joy the astonish’d shepherds prove,
As heavenward reascends the vocal blaze
Trivmphantly ; while by degrees-the strain
Dies on the ear, that, self-deluded, Hstens—
As if a sound so sweet could never die.

BEHOLD MY MOTHER AND MY
BRETHREN.

Wro is my mother, or my brethren ?

He spake, and look’d on them who sat around,
With a meek smile of pity blent with love,

More melting than e’ergleam’d from human face,~-
As when a sun-beam, through a summer shower,
Shines mildly on a little hill-side flock ;

And with that look of love he said, Behold .

My mother and my brethren ; for I.say,

That whosoe’er shall do the will of God,

He is my brother, sister, mather, all.

BARTIMEUS RESTORED TO SIGHT.

Buixn, poor, and helpless Bartimeus sat,
Listening the:foot of the wagfaring man, -
Still hoping that the next, and still the next,
Would put an alms into his trembling hand:
He thinks he hears the-coming breeze faint rustle
Among: the sycamores;- it is- the tread

4
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Of thousand steps ; it is the hum of tangues
Innumerable : But when the sightless man

Heard that the Nazarene was passing by,

He cried, and said,—‘* Jssus, thou Son of David,
Have mercy upon me!” and, when rebuked,

He cried the more, * Have mercy upon me !”—
Thy faith hath made thee whole, so Jesus spake,
And straight the blind szBELD THE FACE OF GoD,

LITTLE CHILDREN BROUGHT TO JESUS.

SuEereR that liltle childven come to me,

Forbid them not. Imbolden'd by his words,

The mothers onward press ; but finding vain

Th’ attempt to reach the Lord, they trust their
babes

To strangers’ hands: The innocents alarm’d

Amid the throng of faces all unknown,

Shrink, trembling,—till their wandering eyes dis-
cern

The countenance of Jesus, beaming love

And pity ; eager then they stretch their arms,

Aud, cow’ring, lay their heads upon his breast.

JESUS CALMS THE TEMPEST.

THEe roaring tumult of the billow’d sea
Awakes him not : high on the crested surge
Now heaved, his locks flow streaming in the blast,
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And now, descending 'tween the sheltering waves,
The falling tresses veil the facé divine :

Meek through that veil, a momentary gleam
Benignant shines ; he dreams that he beholds
The opening eyes,—that long hopeless had roll’d
In darkness,~look around bedimm’d with tears
Of joy; but suddenly the voice of fear

Dispell’d the happy vision: Awful he rose,
Rebuked the wind, and said unto the sea,

Peace, be thou still ! and straight there was a calm,
‘With terror-mingled gladness in their looks,

The mariners exclaim,— What man is this,

That even the wind and sea obey his voice /

JESUS WALKS ON THE SEA, AND CALMS
THE STORM. .

Loub blew the storm of night ; the thwarting surge
Dash’d, boiling on the labouring bark : dismay,
From face to face reflected, spread around :~—
When, lo! upon a towering wave is seen
The semblance of a foamy wreath, upright,
Move onward to the ship : The helmsman starts,
And quits his hold ; the voyagers, appall’d,
Shrink from the fancied Spirit of the Flood :
But when the voice of Jesus with the storm
Soft mingled, It is 1, be not afraid,
Fear fled, and joy lighten’d from eye to cye.
Up he ascends, and, from the rolling side,
Surveys the tumult of the sea and sky
‘With transient look severe: the tempest, awed,
Sinks to a sudden calm ; the clouds disperse ;
The moon-beam trembles on the face divine,
Reflected mildly in the unruffled deep.

D
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THE DUMB CURER.

His eyes uplifted, and his bands close clasp’d,
The dumb man, with & supplicating look,
Turn'd as the Lord pass’d by : Jesus.bebgld,
And on him bent a pitying look, and spake :
His moviag lips are by the suppliavt seen,
And the last accents of the healing sentence.
Ring in that ear which never heard before.
Prostrate the man restored falls to the earth,
And uses first the gift, the gift sublime

Of speech, in giving thanks to him, whose voice
Was never utter'd but in doing good.

THE DEATH O¥ JRSUS.

*Tis finished : he spake the words, and bow’d
His head, and died.—Beholding bim far off,
They who bad minister’d unto him hope

*Tis his last agony: The Templg’s vail

Is rent; revealing the most holy place,
Wherein the cherubim their wings extend,
O’ershadowing the mercy-seat, of God.
Appall’d, the leaning soldigr feels.the spear
Shake in his grasp ; the planted standard falls
Upon the heaving ground; the sup is dimwm’d,
And darkness shrouds the body of. the Lord.
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THE RESURRECTION.

TaE setting orb of night her level ray

Shed o’er the land, and on the dewy sward

The lengthen'd shadows éf the triple cross
Were laid far.streteh’d,—when in the east arose,
Last of the stars, dey’s harbinger: No sound
‘Was heard, save of the watehing: soldier’s foot :
‘Within the reck-barr’d sepulchre, the gloom
Of deepest midnight brooded o’er the dead,

The Holy One: but; lo! o radience faint
Began to dawn areund his sacred brow :

The limen vesture seem’d a smowy wreath;
Drifted by storme into- @ mountain cave-:

Bright and more bright, the circling halo beam’d
Upon that face, clothed in a smile benign,
Though yet exanimate. Nor long the reign
Of death ; the eyes that wept for human griefs
Unclose, and look around with conscious joy.
Yes; with returning life, the first emotion
That glew’d in- Jzsus’ breast of love was joy
At man’s redemaptions, now complete; at death
Disarm’d ; the grave transform’d into the couch
Of faith ; thee resurwection and the life.
Majesticat he rose: trembled the earth ;.

The ponderous gate of stone was roll’d away ;
The keepers fell ; the angel, awe-struck, sunk
Into iavisibility, while forth

The Saviour of the world walk’d, and stood
Before the sepulchre; and view’d the clouds
Ewpurpled glorious by the rising. sun.
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JESUS APPEARS TO THE DISCIPLES.

Tax evening of that day, which saw the Lord
Rise from the chambers of the dead, 'was come. .
His faithful followers, assembled, sang

A hyma, low-breathed ; a hymn of sorrow, blent
‘With hope; when, in the midst, sudden he stood.
The awe-struck circle backward shrink; he looks
Around with a benignant smile of love,

And says, Peace be unto you : Faith and joy
Spread o’er each face, amazed ; as when the moon,
Pavilion'd in dark clouds, mildly comes forth, -
Silvering a circlet in the fleecy ranks.

PAUL ACCUSED BEFORE .THE TRIBUNAL
OF THE AREOPAGUS.

Lisrex that voice! upon the hill of Mars,
Rolling in bolder thunders than e’er peal’d
From lips that shook the Macedonian throne;
Behold his dauntless outstretch’d arm, his face
Illumed of Heaven :—he knoweth not the fear
Of man, of principalities, of powers.

The Stoic’s moveless frown ; the vacant stare
Of Epicurus’ herd ; the scowl and gnash malign
Of Superstition, stopping both her ears;

The Areopagite tribunal dread,
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From whence the doom of Socrates was utter'd ;=
‘This hostile throng dismays him not ; he seems
As if no worldly object could inspire

A terror in his soul ; as if_the vision, .-
Which, when he journey’d to Damascus, shone
From heaven, still swam before his eyes,
Out-dazzling all things earthly; as if the voice,
That spake from out the effulgence, ever rang
Withiu his ear, inspiring him with words,
Burning, majestic, lofty, as his theme,—

The resurrection, and the life to come:

PAUL ACCUSED BEFORE THE ROMAN
GOVERNOR OF JUDEA.

TuEe Judge ascended to the judgment-seat ;
Amid a gleam of spears the Apostle stood.
Dauntless he forward came, and look’d around,
And raised his voice, at first in accents low,

Yet clear; a whisper spread among the throng : —
So when the thunder mutters, still the breeze

Is heard, at times, to sigh; but when the peal
Tremendous, louder rolls, a sil dead
Succeeds each pause,—moveless the aspen leaf.
Thus fix’d and motionless, the listening band
Of soldiers forward lean’d, as from the man
Inspired of God, truth’s awful thunders roll’d.
No more he feels, upon his high-raised arm,
The ponderous chain, than does the playful child
The bracelet form’d of many a flowery link.
Heedless of self, forgetful that his life
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Is now 10 be defended by his words,

He oaly thinks of doing good to them

Who seek his life; and while he reasons high

Of justice, temperance, and the life to come,

The Judge shrinks trembling at the prisoner’s
voice,
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PARAPHRASE.

Who healeth all thy diseases ; who redeemeth thy life
Jrom destruction ; who crowneth thee with loving
kindness and tender mercies.—~PsaLu ciii. S, 4.

Tazsx eyes, that were half-closed ia death,
Now dare the noontide blaze;

My voice, that scarce could speak my wants,
Now hymns Jehovah’s praise.

How pleasant to my feet, unused,
To tread the daisied ground !

How sweet to my unwonted ear
The streamlet’s lulling sound !

How soft the first breath of the breeze
That on my temples play’d !

How sweet the woodland evening song,
Full floating down the glade !
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But sweeter far the lark that soars
Through morning’s blushing ray ;

For then unseen, unheard, I join
His lonely heavenward lay.

And sweeter still that infant voice,
With all its artless charms ;—

*Twas such as he that Jesus took,
And cherish’d in his arms,

O Lord my God! all these delights
I to thy mercy owe ;

For thou hast raised me from the couch
Of sickness, pain, and woe.

*Twas thou that from the whelming wave
My sinking soul redeem’d ;

*Twas thou that o’er destruction’s storm
A calming radiance beam’d.

ON VISITING MELROSE,
After an Absence of Sixteen Years.

Yon setting sun, that slowly disappears,

Gleams a memento of departed years:

Ay, many a year is gone, and many a friend,
Since here I saw the autumn sun descend. .

Ab! one is gone, whose hand was lock’d in mine,
In this, that traces now the sorrowing line:

And now alone I scan the mouldering tombs,
Alone I wander through the vaulted glooms, ~
And list, as if the echoes might retain

One lingeting cadence of her varied strain. -



‘MISCELLANEOUB POEMS. 81

Alas! I heard that melting voice decay,

Heard seraph tones in whispers die away; i
T mark’d the tear presageful fill her eye,

And quivering speak,—I am resign’d to die.

Ye stars, that through the fretted windows shed
A glimmering beam athwart the mighty dead,
Say to what sphere her sainted spirit flew,

That thither I may turn my longing view,

And wish, and hope, some tedious seasons.o’er,
To join a long last friend, to part no more.

THE WILD DUCK AND HER BROOD.

How calm that little lake! no breath of wind

Sighs through the reeds; a clear abyss it seems,

Held in the concave of the inverted sky,~—

In which is seen the rook’s dull flagging wing

Move o’er the silvery.clouds. How peaceful sails

Yon little fleet, the wild duck and her brood !

Fearless of harm, they.row their easy way ;

The water-lily, *neath the plumy praws,

Dips, re-appeariog in their dimpled tratk. -

Yet, even amid that scene of peace, the noise

Of war, unequal, dastard war, intrudes.

Yon revel rout of men, and boys, and dogs,

Boisterous approach ; the spaniel dashes in;

Quick he descries the:prey ; and faster swims,

And eager barks ; the harmnless flock, dismay’d,

Hasten to gain the thickest grove of reeds,

All but the parent pair ; they, floating, wait

To lure the foe, and lead him from their young ;

But soon themselves are forced to seck the shore.

Vain then the buoyant wing ; the leaden storm .
Ds



82 MISCRLLANROUR POENE.

Arrests their fight ; they, fluttering, bleeding fall,
And tinge the troubled bosem of the lake.

TO A REDBREAST, THAT FLEW IN AT
MY WINDOW.

From snowy plains, and icy sprays,

From moonless nights, and sunless days,

Welcome, poor bird ! I'll cherish thee ;

T love thee, for thou trustest me.

Thrice welcome, helpless, penting guest !

Fondly I'll warm thee in my breast :—

How quick thy little heart is beating !

As if its brother flutterer greeting.

Thou need’st not dread a captive’s doom ;

No: freely flutter round my roem ;

Pevch on my lute’s remaining string,

And sweetly of sweet summer siag.

That uote, that summer note, I know ;

It wakes at onoe, and sooths my woe;

I see those woods, I see that stream,

1 see,~wah, still prolong the dream !

Still with thy song those seencs repew,

Though through my tears they reach my view.
No more now, at my lonely meal,

‘While thou art by, alene I'll feel;

For soon, deveid of all distrast,

Thou’lt nibbling share my humble erust ;

Or on my finger, pert and spruce,

Thou'lt learn to sip the sparkling juiee ;

And when (eur short cotlation o'er)

Some favaurite volume I explore,
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Be’t work of poet or of sage,

Safe thou shalt hop across the page ;
Uncheck’d, shalt flit o’er Virgil’s groves,
Or flutter *mid Tidubles’ loves.

Thus, heedless of the raving blast,
Thou’lt dwell with me til} winter’s past ;
And when the prirsrase tetls ts spring,
And when the thrush begins to sing,
Soom as I hear the woodland song,
Freed, thou shalt join the vocal throng.

EPITAPH ON A BLACKBIRD KILLED
BY A HAWK.

Winter was oer, and spring-flowers deck’d the
glade ;
The Blackbird’s nete among the wild woods

rung :
Ab, short-lived note! the somgster now is laid
- Beneath the bush on which so sweet he sung.

Thy jetty plomes, by ruthless falcon rent,

Are now all soil'd among the mouldering clay ;
A primvesed turf is all thy monument,

And for thy dirge the Redbreast lends his lay.

THE POOR MAN’S FUNERAL.

Yo~ motley, sable-suited throng, that wait
Around the poor man’s door, announce a tale
Of woe ; the husband, parent, is no more.
Contending with disease, he labour'd long,
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By penury compell’d; yielding at last,

He laid bim down to die; but, lingering on
From day to day, he from his sick-bed saw,
Heart-broken quite, his children’s looks of want
Veil’d in a clouded smile: alas! he heard

The elder lispingly attempt to still

The younger’s plaint,—languid he raised bis head,
And thought he yet could toil, but sunk

Into the arms of Deatb, the poor man’s friend ! .

The coffin is borne out ; the humble porap

Moves slowly on ; the orphan mourner’s hand
(Poor belpless child !) just reaches to the pall.
And now they pass into the field of graves,

And now around the narrow house they stand,
And view the plain black board sink from the sight.
Hollow the mansion of the dead resounds,

As falls each spadeful of the bone-mix’d mould.
The turf is spread ; uncover’d is each bead,— . .
A last farewell : all turn their several ways.

Woes me! those tear-dimm'd eyes, that sobbing
breast !

Poor child ! thou thinkest of the kindly hand -
That wont to lead thee home : No more that hand
Shall aid thy feeble gait, or gently stroke

Thy sun-bleach’d head and downy cheek. N
But go, a mother waits thy homeward steps;

In vain her eyes dwell on the sacred page,— "
Her thoughts are in the grave ; ’tis thou alone, .
Her first-born child, canst rouse that statue gaze
Of woe profound. Haste to the widow’d arms ;
Look with thy father’s look, speak with his voice,
-And melt a heart that else will break with grief.
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THE THA'NKSGIVING OFF CAPE
TRAFALGAR.

Uron the high, yet gently rolling wave,

The floating tomb that heaves above the brave,
Soft sighs the gale, that late tremendous roar’d,
Whelming the wretched remnants of the sword.
And now the cannon’s peaceful thunder calls

The victor bands to mount their wooden walls,
And from the ramparts, where their comrades fell,
The mingled strain of joy and grief to swell :

Fast they ascend, from stem to stern they spread, -
And crowd t.he engines, whence the lightnings

The whne.robed priest his upraised hands extends ;
Hush’d is each voice, attention leaning bends ;
Then from each prow the grand hosannas rise,
Float o’er the deep, and hover to the skies.
Heaven fills each heart ; yet Home will oft intrude,
And tears of love celestial joys exclude.

The wounded man, who hears the soaring strain,
Lifts his pale visage, and forgets his pain ;

While parting spirits, mingling with the lay,

On halleluiahs wing their heavenward way.

TO MY SON.
Twick has the sun commenced his annual round,
Since first thy footsteps totter’d o’er the ground,
Since first thy tongue was tuned to bless mine ear,
By faltering out the name to fathers dear.
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O! Nature’s language, with her looks combined,

More precious far than periods thrice refined !

O ! sportive looks of love, devoid of guile,

I prize you more than Beauty’s magic smile:

Yes, ia that face, unconscious of its charm,

I gaze with bliss, unmingled with alarm.

Ab, no! full oft a boding horror flies

Athwart my fancy, uttering fateful cries.

Almighty Power! his harmless life defend,

And if we part, 'gainst me the mandate sénd..

And yet a wish will rise,~—would I might live,

Till added years his memory firmness give !

For, O! it would a joy in death impant,

To think I still survived within his heart ;

To think be’ll cast, midway the vale of years,

A retrospective look, bedimm’d with tears;

And tell, regretful, how I look’d and spoke;

‘What walks I loved ; where grew my favourite oak ;

How gently I would lead him by the hend ;

How gently use the accent of command ;

‘What lore I taught him, roeming wood and wild,

And how the man descended to the ehild;

How well I loved with him, on Sabbath mom,

To bear the anthem of the vocal thorn ;

To teach religion, unailied to- strife,

And trace to him the way, the truth, the life.
But, far and farther still my view I bend,—

And now I see a child thy steps attend ;—

To yonder churchyard-wall thou takest thy way,

‘While round thee, pleased, thou sce’st the infant

play;
Then liﬁing,him, while tesrs suffuse thine eyes,
Pointing, thou tell’st him, There thy grandsire lies !
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« If thou turn away thy foot from the Sabbath, from doing
on my holy da -ndulnhe&bhnml h
mﬁ'oT'"" ’ ’.INE, mhi‘;l:‘n:t’

meownw-yl,norﬂndmg thine
thine own words : ttboudelﬂﬁ?t‘.lhyidfm

!.ord,mdlwlllmuetheetonde Ilponthehi h
of the earth, and feed thee with the heritage
mﬁ fio‘rtbemouthoftbelmdhnhqokmi:." nmﬁ
V) e

« And on the Sabbath, he went out of the city by a river
side, where prayer was wont to be made.” Acts xvi. 13.
. and tbeﬂmdnydtbeweek,wben the disciples
s el e B, ol e, e By

on the morrow, contin
n!midm;ht.” Actsxx. 7.

The toil-worn Rorse set free. P.98. L2

« A Sabbath day’s ,” says a late able and faithful
hbonnnntheviuyud Lord, “ was, among the Jews,
a proverbial expression for a very short one. Among us it
can have no such meanlnc affixed to it. '.I'hn day seems to
beeonddeudby many, as set apart, by divine and human

authority, for the purpose, not of rest, but of its direct oppo.
site, the labosr of tra 5 thus addingonodnymonof
t to those gt whose ser~

place, aCh
volence, even to the brute creation, is, in its degree, a du
0o less than to own ;m’duhmﬁmed 4

MM‘M“Pneo?ml arrov ?nll':l:obg& and h feed.

a sparrow e g! who

eth the young ravens that call upon him,’ wiﬂnotmﬁbrevm

the meanest work of his hands to be treated cruelly with im.
unity. He is the common Father of the whole creation.
enkeseveryputot:tunderhuwoncﬁon. e has, in

Their constancy in torture and in decth. P. 32. 1, 16.

The followin ﬁpassagefmm Bishop Burnet’s History of his
Own Time, wil give some notion of the kind, though not of,
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By Cameron thunder’d. P.33.19.
. % The last night of his life, he was in the house of William

Mitchell in Meadowhead

at the water of Ayr, where about
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At the
e snid, ¢ Weep not for me, fox
" Mh&;:mﬂhwd,lor‘nhm“

sorrowful, 'weary . before you.

& e vk wis rmtiad ik i e e bt
tion 1 OWR
-az,m.mmmmmm mmnkm
224 of July, they were sarpsised by Braoce of 5 whey
having got the command of Airly’s troop and Strahax’s dvs-
goons, upon notice given him by 8ir John Cochran. of Gebik.

5
:
1
I
i
1

Lord's avowed enemies. is that we get the
crown.” And ta the rest he said, * Be all of you,
to fight it out valiantly : for all of you that fall this dxy;
's open to.receive you.*
« But the enemy approaching, they immediately dvow
c!cbthnuownh;immtbe'ﬁmmomw&nh:
m! »
Alluaﬂ_‘""—-hlm x>
killed on the spot, and his head and hands cut
d‘ﬁmenm . “my d them t um,b;
e SAme CIUR, o
unto sorTew, and at him, if he
He took his bends head, which- were

order of the council, his head was.fixed on the Nether-bow
and his hands

The assembled people dared, in face of day. P.33.L16.

« The f&h:r durst not receive his»lon, nor the wife her
hushiand ; the country was prohibited to harbeur
and the. ports ware-abut agalnet their eape-by sas.  Whes

i



The mark which reshncss branded on their names. P.SI1.1L. 2.
1 am convinced, that in En, and espacially in London,,

such is the dispatcA used in proceedings), unwaz-
smhdvcdimm i d. The mechanical

of seems to bave got an unfortunate:
hald of the of ; and it thus that if
there be somethin, on the ome side, and no.
evidence on the , the one saale (as it is called) of tha
judicial balance and the proof is estimated, not by what

Each one returns to his éindieritance. P.40.1 6,

curgus’s ‘contrivance of iron money, as a preventive of

cﬁ anm:ﬂ&‘mf.wmm:pmdﬂmw

en X
iwnl’;hnhm-mdedw.

Driven from their hames by fll Monopoly. P.41. L. 9.

‘The utility of all such agricultural improvements as .
the guantum of human labour ed in the culti.
vation of the soil, is very questionable. In the Highlands of
Scotiand, biack cattle were the produce which in former times
was cultivated. Aferwards it was discovered, that the rean
otlheepwuamodeofﬁrmingwhichre‘gimd.much
on of hands than the rearing of black cattle
: In words, the Highland discovered,
that by the substitution of sheep for- cattle, ninetenths
of that fund, which formerly was consumed in the mainte.
4
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nance of 8 numerous mtry might be added to the amount .

of their rent.rolls. ce has been that 1.
Shtricts o the. Fiighiands hav been. meamy W;""
Make the su| tion, that an impmvemem, similar in iu

effects, shor made on the agricultural system of

country ; mpgle for imtance?gtgat a new kind of or
root, the culﬁvaﬂon of whi |hould
require no more than one-tenth part of the mmuxl labour
necessary for the cultivation of our p CTOpe ;

that there should be invented a machine for turmng up the
soil, as much superior to the plough as the plough is to the
spade; and that the other implements of husbandry should
be improved on a proportional scale ; the consequence un-
doubtedly would be, that t.he pea.nntry of this country would

be nearly extirpated. It is true, that the su] improve-
ments would not only increase the revenue of the landlord,
but would add to the of , an(

that an increase of produce would tend to an incresse of
population. 1, however, doubt very much, whether the in-
crease of tural produce is always attended with a pro-
portional increase of population. At any rate, the population
thntiﬂnﬂmw;;aequired, must be added to the already
overgrown manufacturing towns. No doubt the 1|>.
pnrent un:%th of the nation would be thus increased.
i the real power
ofa state; and it will not be said, that crowded towns are
favourable either to health or morals.
vi inhabitants are, in truth, the source of the national
and, if #¢ be drained, the towns th must
of course Jm ; since the demand for live supplies, conse-
quent on the consumpt of human life in towns, could no lon-
ger be answered. But how are the evils arising from the
abridgment agricultural labour to be counteracted ?
may be partially d by a limitation of the extent of
farms. If the arable districts were ed out into
sions not exceeding 8 hundred and fifty acres; and
landlord and tenant were bound, either to keep up a certain
number of inhabited cottages, in the proporﬁon letit be uu!,
of one to each thirty acres,—or else to page triple land.tax
and poor rate, our crops would perhaps not te s0 abun.
dant as in process of time they may come to under the
t system of weeding out the small farmers and cottagers ;
g:tthenaﬁmwouldbeﬁcherm & more important kind of
numerous peasantry; and even the landlords
themselves would find more real eomf fort and enjoyment in

contemplating a and happy ncighbourhood, than in
surveying large domlm, memmg with all the means
of virtuous and existence, but barren of inhabitants to
reap the benefits so y spread out thel-‘al.hetofmet.
cies. Perhaps another expedient to ch dgpt?)\llﬂ

t of succes-

might be suggested,—an equalization of the ri
Commercial accumulation has, during th ghhlthnlfoen.
tury, gone far in reuniting those enormous estates which at one
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time commerce had dnpined. Every great merchant and
-dealer wishes to be the founder of what 1s called &
amily. Now, 1 would induige this vanity, by allowing such
Enuu found, not one family, but a number of families,
rtion to the ol'their hild To the peer-

of irberitance, as it existed in to eNornun
eonquut,ndu it nowukhir;htfm ty of Kent, ought
to be made the general law of the

O Engiand! England! wash tAy purpled hands. P.48.1.18.

The slave-trade has been attem) Eedwbedefendedby.p.
Flenry appearty Lidow, 1o have oo tleated son
ave among the
Jnn- but the authority for mnthlng like the:lawg
? 1s it in the following express law? “ And he that
stealeth a mau, and selleth him, ori{hebefoundin his hand,
hechallmdylxputtodeath.” Exod. xxi. 16,

i

Down like an avalanche. P.50.1.15.
"« After havin dmmdedaboutthmham,ﬁumtheume
of our nr
min{é‘a‘ﬁpﬁ‘mm,-medmmm nd

wif 8

suddenly startled by a noise like the soursd of thunder, occa-
sioned by a lmbodyo!nowmnngﬁomthetopofthe
mountain, wi in its precipitous descent, had the a?har.
meeof-wrmtofwmudueedahnoeﬂmo-pny.
avalanches (as they are called) are sometimes attended with

the most fatal ences ; forwhentiheyv.eonsmole'n.c:‘r(i
nmmuns,they ntheireoune,
unheqmﬂyomwhelmmnawiole

The plaintive strain that links, &c. P.50.1.33.

dinner, some musicians of the country performed
the Roms de Piaghes, that fhtous ait which was forbid o be
played e Swiss in the French armies; as it
created in the aoldlen such a longing recollection of their
native eonntry, that it produced in them a settled melnncholy, .
and occasioned frequent desertion. The French call this
E

-
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£ mouc mladicdl Theve is pecu.
le notes, tho verfuf M?tiit: y “m&'l-
sol£eu mnforen? Iand is the less remar
a pneoe otfuvounte muii: which uwmmmbbo:
among our earliest and dearest.coupexions,” Coxe

?:

Tl beckan'd.by some kindly hand ta sit, P. 53, 1. 16.

It is most lanchol lﬂ# b} stand-
ing in the passage of a church. In former times, the area of

churches was common to all. The appropriation was cer-
tainly an encroachment. ‘Lo bring matiers back to
primitlve mee, would now be impnetimble. But surely a

of.the honce of prayer ta. ed

w t.he nd‘ls(l)or. Or wh churches be

embuahad n hmh& Then are several in

T S S
or q ous

the dmpaﬁed and% wm many W%m

Her hands could-carnher breag, and. fredly give. P.52.1.21.

There courage, that expepts no tomgue fo praise. P.53.1.2

‘To private soldiers and sailors the voice of praise very sel.
dom reaches ; yet is their ge not less than
that which their superiors in rank disyhy. Our military
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100 NOTES.

Orchmingwilbiaquriaﬁomﬁeheaﬂ. P. 53. l.29

1In some hospi lthielmn’emppooelltohet.mauacl
withallduejumee,if bolucmdthekni!ebehb«nﬂy
administered. Nothing is done to amuse or to

Blest be the female votaries. P.565. 1.20.

‘The nuns called Beguines devote the whole of their time
to attendance on the sick, whether in hospitals or in pﬁvm
houses. They are habited in black, and, when going abroad,
they wear deep black veils.

Call forth the dead, and re-unite the dust
( Transform’d and purified) to angel souls.
P.56.1.5,6.

Every one has experienced how much contrast enhances
pleuure and aggravates pam Perhapl in created beings,
re is imp | the of recol-
ected misery. This id affords an to those
persons, who celmu‘e the ruurrection of the body as a pro-
vision and ho say, that the joys of a
g{:eed spirit cmnot be mcr?sed by a union with a mterial

llent in form, st

would ask, what other provision eould pouibly t{xrnith the
pleasure denved from contrast, so vi , 80 constantly? A
celestial f the habitation of that ing who formerly
dwelt in abo&y, frail, diseased, monall—'lo the man who
had been bhnd in his earthly abode, what a change! His
sightless orbs transformed into eyes of telescopic ken!—To
the pa.lxied ! That body which not move itself—endow-
ed, perhaps, with electric velocity ! that once feeble, falter-
in, to the har of the y choirs,
“ who sing the song of Moses, the servmt of God, and the
song of the Lamb, saying, Greut and marvellous are all thy
works, Lord God Almighty; just and true are thy ways,
thou g&lﬂ of saints: Alleluia, for the Lord God Omnj potent
reigni

To think that now the townsman wanders forth. P. 60. L.5.

« There cannot be a more pleasing or more consolatory
idea presented to the human mind, than that of one universal
pause of labour throughout the whole Chﬁsﬁan world at the
same moment of tune, rt, and peace,
through a large part Inb?ub)e globe, lnd affording
ease and reﬂ'eshment, not only to the lowest part of our own
species, but to their fellow.labourers of the brute creation.
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compassion
instinct, or unassisted reason, there is but too much
to apprehend, he would have been deaf to the cries
labouring brethren, would have harassed and worn
e O distross savas Betle inerTission: wouki pethips b
some little in! on, woul ve
L in the of mmmn,

i
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answered them Pharaoh’s

“ Ye are idle, d{e are idle. ere shall not aught of your
daily tasks be diminished ; le? more-work be laid upon them,
that they may labour therein.” Exod. v.9. ll‘.‘lzi'

Your helpless charge drive from the tempting spot. P.G3. 1, 22.

During the winter season, there are many shepherds lost
in the snow. I have heard of ten being lmt'im:flﬂlh.
‘When life-boats, for the preservation of ship- mari-
ootain s B of the oubile ationtion and patmenamer 1

in 80 muc! e ic atten! patronage, it is
strange that no means are ever thought of for the preserva.
tion of the lives of shepherds during snow storms. 1 believe,
that in nine instances out of ten, the death of the unhappy
persons who perish in the snow is owing to their losing their

way. A of this is, that very few are lost in the day-
time. remedy, then, is both easy and obvious. Let
means be used for enabling the sh , in the darkest nlgh;}

to know precisely the at which he is, and the bearings
thomm':u ’gmnm &sow.m&mdmmdn
accompanied with wind. &xtgpo-eupole,ﬂﬁeenfeethlgz:
well fixed in the ground, with two cross spars placed ncar the



hung at the top of plece of flat wood attached
to it, projectin; ,wmum;mm.ynum
For a few b ponndl,cnryumemik the southern
district of Scotland t be suppl with such bells. As
shepherd ke be’lbl bdt&iu ﬁmmb'eb:

soon e onef 3
Beeandmubenmthmanﬂmmwuhqd

And with the forming mass flogted along. P.6s. L 4.
we not su| that the mass of the earth, while yet
lm)!‘;’ns.mm g! and ¥ tions 2 4

‘This the Pharisees oould not
deny, (Matth. ix. 54.), is one of a order those
which osis Ao s illu:‘lb,in
general, not.only a defect argans of speech, or of hear.
ing, or of both, bu of , Was
a

The Judge csaended Lo the judgment-acat. P.T1.

This representation of Paul I have not foundad on the cir.
cumstance of any one of his appearences before the Roman
Eoprehension, s well o8 his crvalghiseats before FElLx, Festna,

on, as well as gnmen fore
and Agrippe.” *
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LIFE
OF THE

REV. JOHN LOGAN.

JorN Locax was born at Soutrs, in the ceunty
of Mid-Lothian, in the year 1748. His father,
George Logan, occupied a small farm there in the
parish of Fals, and John was the younger of two
sons, His father removed from Soutra to Gosford
Mains, in East-Lothian, about the year 1762, and
John was then sent to Musselburgh school, at that
time taught by Mr Jeffray. Logan’s parents be-
longed to the class of dissenters called Burghers in
Scotland, and whilst at Musselburgh he was boarded
with a respectable old woman of the same persua-
sion, who made him regularly read his Bible ; and
he himself used afterwards to relate, that his read-
ing of it aloud used gemerally to act on his land-
lady as a more powerful soporific than the doctor’s
In November 1762, Logan was removed
to the University of Edinburgh, where he displayed
great proficiency in Latin and Greek ; and there he
commenced his acquaintance with the interestiog*
Michael Bruce: they were young men of congenial
minds, and were naturally attracted to each other.
It was this intimacy that afterwards led to Logan’s
Es .
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being the custodier of his friend Bruce’s manu-
scripts, and subsequently the editor of his poems.

His spirits at this time received a severe check
by the melancholy death of his father, who was
drowned, being overtaken by the tide on his way
home, in a stormy evening.

In 1765, Logan commenced the study of divi-
nity at Edinburgh College; and in 1766 be at-
tended the lectures of the celebrated Dr Blair,
then Professor of Rhetoric and Belles Lettres, and
in the exercises prescribed by him he highly dis-
tinguished himself. In 1768, he was appointed
private tutor to the present Sir John Sinclair of
Ulbster, Bart. This situation was procured by
the friendship of Dr Blair, who had soon per-
ceived his talents.

In 1770, he published, as editor, * Poems on
several eccasions, by Michsel Bruce;’’ in which
were included a few of his ewn pieces, which has
sometimes led to & confusion of the cespective pro-
ductions of the two bards.

Logan bad been brought up a sirict dissenter
from the Scettish church; but he soon began to
see that the grounds of separation were frivolams,
and be sow joined the Preshyterian church.

In 1770, be was licensed 40 peeach the gospel by
the Preshytery of Dalkeith, and in little more than
a year afterwards, an account of his character as
a preacher, he reoeived a cail to be secend mimi-
ster of the parish of South Leith. The validity of
his election, however, was disputed, beth in the
civil and ecclesisstical cowrts, and he underwent
a secand course of trials befbre the Presbytery
of Edinburgh, which he passed through with the
highest credit; and he was finally ordained on 2d
April 1773,
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His attemntion was now devoted <o the duties of
the clerieal office. His geniam for poetry had been
early displayed, and ssseral of his pieces had ap-
peared in diffessmt publioations. His celebrity in
this respact, therefore, led to his being chosen a
msamber of the Committee of the General Assem-
bly, which was appointed in 1775, for revising and
enlarging the pealmody of the Chureh. Here his
imdastry, end his complete flnili:frily with the
Sgurative langusge and beauty the Sacred
Scriprures, gave him a ocounsiderable ascendency
in oouducting the business, aad he became the
greatest contributor of original paraphrases: The
8th, 11th, and 58th, are exclusively his own,
sides many others that he polished and re-model-
led. The “ Translations and Paraphrases’ were
published, in their correeted shape, with some
additions, in 1781 ; and the * Poems” of
wene first published in the same year. Of his
poems, the ¢ Ode to the Cuckoo,” * The Braes
of Yarrow,” and his Sacred Hymna, are certain-
ly che most beautiful, and entitle him to a high
place among the poets of our country. This place
has long been conceded to him, and his poetical
fane may be considered as permanendy estab-
lished.

In 1779 he commenced a course of Lectures in
8t Mary’s Chapel, Edinburgh, on the Philosophy
of History. He obtained a considerable clag,
and his Lectures were much admired; so much
o5, that he had nearly obtained the Professorship
of Universal History in the University of Edin-
burgh, which became vacant about thattime. But
an unforeseen difficulty occarred, it being found
that it had been an invariable practice to present
to this ebair a member of the Faculty of Advo-
cates; and Mr Tytler, afterwards Lord Wood-
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‘houselee, an individual in every way well qualified,
was appointed. “ A View of Ancient History,”
in two volumes, was several years afterwards pub-
lished by Dr Rutherford of Usxbridge, and the
general impression to this day is, that these were
part of the much admired Lectures of Logan on
the Philosophy of Hmory but why they first ap-
peared in this form is not yet properly explained.
In consequence of the success of 'his poems with
the public, Logan had been induced to compese
the Tragedy of Runnamede, which he offered for
representation to the managers of Covent-Garden
Theatre ; but it was interdicted by the Lord Cham.
berlain, on suspicion of its containing political al-
lusions. It was published in 1783, and afterwards
enacted at the Edinburgh theatre. But, like ano-
ther Scottish poet, (Home, the author of Douglas),
Logan suffered as a clergyman by writing for the
stage. Many of his parishioners disapproved of
his at all devoting his attention to dramatic pro-
ductions; and this, along with some other painful
occurrences, completely cast down his too suscep-
tible spirit, fretted his temper, and injured his
health. These circumstances rendered him.
to the full discharge of his clerical duties, and in-
duced him to pt of & proposal to retire on a
moderate annuity. He accordingly left Leith, and
proceeded to London in October 1785, where he
devoted his time to literary pursuits. It is believed
that he contributed largely to the * English Re-
view,” then the forerunner of the Edinburgh and
Quarterly Reviews of the present day., It is also
known, that he was the author of the pamphlet,
entitled, “ A Review of the Principal
against Mr Hastings.”” It was published in 1788,
badan extensive circulation, and produced a power-
ful impression in favour of Mr Hastings. The




THE REV. JOHN LOGAN. M9

publisher of it, Mr Stockdale, was prosecuted by
Home of Commons, but was subsequently

Logan bad now become very weakly in his
health; and when no longer able to hold a book,
uvsed to employ young persons to read the Scrip-
tures to him. He died 28th December 1788. A
volume of his sermons was published by his exe-
cutors in 1790, and attracted general admiration :
the style is rich, splendid, and full of poetic ima-
gery, at the same time that they display a truly
pious and devotional mind.

J.

Edinburgh, 10tk October 1823.






POEMS.

ODE TO THE CUCKOO.

Hair, beauteous stranger of the grove !
Thou messenger of spring !

Now Heaven repairs thy rural sest,
And woeds thy welcome sing.

What time the daisy decks the green,
Thy certain veice we bear :
Hast thou a star to guide thry path,

Delightful visitant ! with thee
I hail the time of flowers,

And bear the sound of music sweet
From birds among the bowers.

The school-boy wandering through the wood,
To pull the primrose gay,

Starts, the mwmnlwglobear, .
Ang imitates thy lsy,



12 THE BRAES OF YARROW.

What time the pea puts on the bloom
Thou fliest thy vocal vale,

An annual guest in other lands,
Another spring to hail.

Sweet bird ! thy bower is ever green,
Thy sky is ever clear ;

Thou hast no sorrow in thy song,
No winter in thy year!

O could I fly, I'd fly with thee !
‘We’d make, with joyful wing,

Our annual visit o’er the globe,
Companions of the spring.

. THE BRAES OF YARROW.

¢ Tuy braes were bonny, Yarrow stream !
‘When first on them I met my lover;
Thy braes how dreary, Yarrow stream !
‘When now thy waves his body cover !
For ever now, O Yarrow stream !
Thou art to me a stream of sorrow ;
For never on thy banks shall T
Behold my love, the flower of Yarrow.

¢ He promised me a milk-white steed,
To bear me to his father’s bowers ;
He promised me a little page,
To squire me to his father’s towers ;
. He promised me a wedding-ring,~—
The wedding-day was fix’d to-morrow §—
Now he is wedded to his grave,
“ Alas ! his watery grave, in Yarrow'
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“ Sweet were his words when last we met,
My passion I as freely told him ;
Clasp’d in his arms, I little thought - .
That I should never more behold him !
Scarce was he gone, I saw his ghost-;
It vanish’d with a shriek of sorrow;
Thrice did the water-wraith ascend,
And gave a doleful groan through Yarrow.

* His mother from the window look’d,
‘With all the longing of a mother;
His little sister weeping walk’d
The green-wood path to meet her brother:
They sought him east, they sought him west,
They sought him all the Forest thorough ;
They only saw the cloud of nigtit,
They only heard the roar of Yarrew!

% No longer from thy window look,
Thou hast no son, thou tender mother !
No longer walk, thou lovely maid I
Alas! thou hast no more a brother !
No longer seek him east or west,
. And search no more the Forest therough;
For, wandering in the night so dark,
He fell a lifel¢ss corsé in Yarrow.

“ The tear shal never leave my cheek,
No other youth shall be my marrow ;
T'll seek thy body in the stream,
And then with thee I'll sleep in Yarrow.”
The- tear did never leave her cheek,
. No other youth became her marrow ;
She found his body in the stream,
And now with him she sleeps in Yarrow.
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ODE OX THE DEATH

ODE ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG
LADY.

Tux peace of Hasven sttend th

My early friend, 1oy fitv'rite momid !
When life was uew, companions gay,
‘We hail’d the morning of our day.

Aht with what joy did I behold
The flower -of benuty fhair unfold !
And fear'd mo storm o blast thy bloom,
Or bring thee 10 an sarly tottib ! :

Untimely gone! for ever fled

Thre voses of the cheek so red s

Th’ affection warm, the temper mild,
The sweetness ¢hat in yorrow smilsd.

Alas! the chpek where beaty glow’d,
The heart where goodness overflow'd,

A clod gmid the valloy lies, -

And “ Dust to dust,”’ the mourner tries.

O from thy kindred early torn,
And to thy grave untimely borne,
Vanisk’'d for ever from my view,
Thou sister of my soul, adien !

Fair with my first ideas twined,

Thine image oft will meet my mrind ;
And, while remembrance brings thee near,
Affection sad will dvop a tear.

b How oft does sorrow bend the head,

Before we dwell among the dead !
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Scarce in the years of manly prime,
I’ve often wept the wrecks of time.

What tragie tears bedew the eye! -
‘What deaths we suffer ere we die !
Our baoken frisndehips we deplore,
And loves of youth that are no more.

No sfier-friendship ¢’er can raise

Th’ endearments of our early days ;
And ne’er the heart such fondness prove,
As when it first begaa te love.

Affection dies, a vernal flower ;
And love, the blossom of an bour :
The spring of fancy cares control,
And mar the beayty of the soul.

Versed in the commerce of deceit,
How saon the heast forgets to boat !
The blood runs cald as interest’s call :
They look with equal eyes on all.

Then lowely satyse is expall’d,

And friendship is romantic held ;

Then prudenge ¢ames with hundoed eyes :
The vail is rent~the vision flies.

The dear illusions will not last ;

The era of enchantment’s past ;

The wild remeance of life is done ;

The real history is begun.

The sallies of the soul are o’er,
The feast of fancy is no more;
And ill the banqguet is supplied
By form, by gravity, by pride.
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ODE TO WOMEN.

Ye gods! whatever ye withhold,
Let my affections ne’er grow old !
Ne’er may the human glow depart,
Nor nature yield to frigid art !

Still may the generous bosom burn,
Though doom’d to bleed o’er beauty’s urn ;
And still the friendly face appear,
Though moisten’d with a tender tear !

OPE TO WOMEN,

Ye virgins ! fond to be admired,
With mighty rage of conquest fired,
And universal sway ;
Who heave th’ uncover’d bosom high;
* And roll a fond, inviting eye,
On all the circle gay!

You miss the fine and secret art
To win: the castle of the heart,
For which you all contend :
The coxcomb tribe may crowd your train,
But you will never, never gain
A lover, or a friend.

If this your passion, this your praise,
To shine, to dazzle, and to blaze,
You may be eall’d divine :
But not a youth beneath the sky
‘Will say in secret with a sigh,
O were that maiden miune !”



ODE TO WOMEN.

You marshal, brilliant, from the box,

Fans, feathers, diamonds, castled locks,
Your magazine of arms ;

But ’tis the sweet sequester’d walk,

The whisp’ring hour, the tender talk,
That gives you genuine charms.

The nymph-like robe, the natural grace,

The smile, the native of the face,
Refinement without art ;

The eye where pure affection beams,

The tear from tenderness that streams,
The accents of the heart ;

The trembling frame, the living cheek,
‘Where, like the moming, blushes break,
To crimson o’er the breast ; .
The look where sentiment is seen,
Fine passion moving o’er the mien,
And all the soul express’d :

Your beauties these ; with these you shine,
And reign on high by right divine,
The sovereigus of the world :
Then to your court the nations flow ;
The muse with flowers the path will strew,
Where Venus' car is hurl’d.

From.dazsling deluges of snow,
From summer noon’s meridian glow,
‘We turn our aching eye
To nature’s robe of vernal green,
To the blue curtain all serene
Of an autumnel sky.

The favourite tree of beauty’s queen,
Behold the myrtle’s modest green,
The virgio of the grove!

nz
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ODE TO- WOMEN.

Soft from the cifclet of hér. stan
The tender turtles draw the: edr
Of Venus and of Love.

The growing charm invites the eye ;
See morning gradual paint the sky
With purple and with gold !
See spring approach with sweet delay !
See rose-buds opea to the ray,
And leaf by leaf. unfold !

We love the alluring line of grace
That leads the eye a wanton.chase,
And lets the fancy rove;

The walk of. beairty ever bends,
And still begins, but nevar ends
The laby#inth of lave.

At times, to veil is to reveal,

And to display is to conceal ;
Mysterious are your laws !

The vision finer than the view ;.

Her landscape nature never drew
So fhir-as.fancy draws,

A beauty, carelessly betsay'd,
Enamours more, than if display’d
All woman’s charms were givea ;
And, o’er the bosom’s vestal white,
The gauze appears a-rebe of light,.
That veils, yet opens heaven.

See virgin Eve, with graces bland.
Fresh blooming from her Maker’s hand,
In orient beauty beam !
Fair on the rivermargin laid,
She knew. not. titat her image made
The anget in the stream.
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Still -ancient Eden blooms your own;
But artless innocence alone
Secures the heavenly post ;
For if, beneath an angel’s mien,
The serpent’s tortuous trein. is. seen,
Our paradise is lost.

O Nature,. Naure, thine the charm!
Thy colours wao, thy features wamm,
Thy, accents win the heart!

Parisian paint of every kind
That staims the bedy, ar the mind,
Proclaims. the harlat’s azt.

The midnight minstrel of the grave,
‘Wha still renews.the hymn of love,
And. woos the woad to hear;
Knows not the sweetnesa of his strain,
Nor that, abeve the tuneful tmin,
He chaxms the lover’s ean

The zone of Venus, beavenly. fine,
Is natuve’s handiwork divine;
And nat,the web of art;
And they whe wear it uever knaw
To -what enchanting chazrm they ewe
The empire of. the hearts
4

up



120 HYMN TO THE SUN.

OSSIAN'S HYMN TO THE SUN.

O rHou whose beams the sea-girt earth array,
King of - the sky, and father of the day!

O sun! what fountain, hid from human eyes,
Supplies thy circle reund the radiant skies,

For ever burning, and for ever bright,

With Heaven’s pure fire, and everlasting light ?
‘What awful beauty in thy face appears!
Tmmortal youth, beyond the power of years!

‘When gloomy darkness to thy reign resigns,
And from the gates of morn thy glory shines,
The conscious stars are put to sudden flight,
And all the planets hide their heads in night;
The queen of Heaven forsakes the ethereal plain,
To sink inglorious in the western main.

The clouds refulgent deck thy golden throne,
High in the heavens, immortal and alone!
‘Who can abide the brightness of thy face!

Or who attend thee in thy rapid race!

The mountain oaks like their own leaves decay ;
Themselves the mountains wear with age away ;
The boundless main that rolls from land to land,
Lessens at times, and leaves a waste of sand ;
The silver moon, refulgent lamp of night,

Is lost in heaven, and emptied of her light ;—
But thou for ever shalt endure the same,

Thy light eternal, and unspent thy flame.

‘When tempests with their train impend on high,
Darken the day, and load the labouring sky ;
When l:ﬁven's wide convex glows with lightnings

€,
All ether flaming, and all earth on fire;
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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 appears,

Her wonted charm the face of nature wears ;

Thy beauteous orb restores departed day,

Looks from the sky, and laughs the storm away.

ODE WRITTEN IN SPRING.

No longer hoary winter reigfis,
No longer binds the streams in chains,
Or heaps with snow the meads ;
Array’d with robe of rainbow-dye,
At last the spring appears on high,
And, smiling over earth and sky,
" Her new creation leads.

The snows. confess a warmer ray,
The loosen’d streamlet loves to stray
' And echo down the dale;
The hills uplift their summits green,
The vales more verdant spread between,
The cuckoo in the wood unseen

Coos ceaseless to the gale.

The rainbow arching woos the eye,
With all the colours of the sky,

With all the pride of spring :
Now heaven descends in sunny showers,
The sudden fields put on the flowers,
The green leaves wave upon the bowers,

And birds begin to sing.

) F
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The cattle wander in the wood,
And find the wanton verdant food
Beside the well-knewa rills;
Blithe in the sun the shepherd swain,
Like Pan, attunes the pnmhuun, :
While many echioes sensd again-:
The music of the hills.

At eve, the primrose path along,

The milkmaid shortens with a song
Her solitary way ;

She sees the fairies, with their queen,

Trip hand in band the cirgled green,

And hears them raise at times, unseen,
The ear-enchanting lay.

Maria, come ! -Now let us rove;
Now gather.garlands in the:gyove,

Of every new-sprung flewer ;
We'll hear the warblings of the wood,
We’ll trace the wisidings of she,flood ;
O come, thou fairer than the bud

Unfolding in a shower !

Fair as the lily of the vale, . - -

That gives its bosom 2o the gale
And opens ia the sun ;

And sweeter than thy favaurit¢.dove,

. The Venus of the vernal greve, -

Announcmg to the choirs of love
Their time of bliss begmn. .

Now, now thy spring of life appears,
Fair in the morning of thy yesrs, - -

And May of beauty crawn’d :
Now vernal visions meet thine, eyes,.
Poetic dreams to fancy rise,
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And brighter:dayain better skias gew: .
Elysiuee dleomsieraund, -« .

Now, now ’s the marniog: of :thy day ;
But, ah! the morning flies away,
And youth is on the wing ;
*Tis Nature’s voice, “ O pull the rose,
Now while the bud in beauty blows,
Now while the opening leaves disclose
"The incense of the spring !’

What youth, high fevour’d of the skies, : .

‘What youth shall;win:the brightest prige . . .
That Nature has in stoze.3 5 . : -

- Whose conscious.eyes shall. méet: withs thine ;.

‘Whose arma thy.yielding waist entwines

‘Who, ravish’d-with thy cliarms.disine,:: -
Requires of Heaven:no more ! .

Not happiex the: pximeval paie,: ...

‘When new-made earth,. supremely-faic, - «
Swiled on her virgin spring; - -

When all was faisto .God’s ewn:eys,, .. .

‘When stass consenting sung ow high, ..:

Aund all heaven’s chorus:made the sky: - ...
With -hallelujshs ging.. .

Devoted to the Muses' choir,
1 tune the: Galedettian: lyze.
To themes of high renown = *
No other theme than you I'll choase, - ..
Than you inveke na other-Mnse ;. . .
Nor will that gestle:havd refuse . ; :. -
Thy bard with bays toicrown.:

Where hills by storieds stréams ascend; ..«
My dreams and waking wishes tend
Poetic ease to woo ;
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Where fairy ingers curl the grove, -
‘Where Grecian spirits round me rove,
Alone enamour’d with the love

Of Nature and of you.

SONG.

Tax day is departed, and round from the cloud
The moon in her beauty appears ;

The voice of the nightingale warbles aloud -
The music of love in our ears:

Maria, appear ® now the season so sweet
With the beat of the heart is in tune;

The time is so tender for lovers to meet
Alone by the light of the moon.

I cannot when present unfold what I feel,
1 sigh——-Can a lover do more ?

Her name to the shepherds I never reveal,
Yet 1 think of her all the day o'er.

Maria, my love! do you long fer the grove ?
Do you sigh for an interview soon ?

Does e'er a kind thought run on me as you rove
Alone by the light of the moon ?

Your name from the shepherds whenever I hear,
My bosom is all in.a glow ;

Your voice when it vibrates so sweet thro’ mine ear,
My heart thrills—my eyes overflow.

Ye powers of the sky, will your bounty divine
Indulge a fond lover his boon?

Shall heart spring to heart, and Maria be mine,
Alone by the light of the moon ?



ODE TO SLEEP.

ODE TO SLEEP.

I~ vain I court, till dawning light,
The coy divinity of Night ;
Restless from side to side T turn—
Arise, ye musings of the morn !

Oh, Sleep! though banish’d from those eyes,

In visions fair to Delia rise;
And o'er a déarer form diffuse
Thy healing balm, thy lenient dews.

Blest be her night as infant’s rest,
Lull’d on the fond maternal breast,
‘Who, sweetly playful, smiles in sleep,
Nor knows that he is born to weep.

Remove the terrors of the night,

The phantom forms of wild affright,

The shrieks from precipice or flood,

And starting scene that swims with blood.

Lead her aloft to blooming bowers,

And beds of amaranthine flowers,

And golden skies, and glittering streams,
That paint the paradise of dreams.

Venus ! present a lover near,
And gently whisper in her ear
His woes, who, lonely and forlorn,

Counts the slow clock from night till morn.

Ah! let no portion of my pain,
Save just a tender trace, remain ;
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Asleep consenting to be kind,
And wake with Dapimis in her mind.

ODE TO:A YOUNG LADY.

.- Mawax, bright with besuty’s glow,
In conscious gaiety you go
The pride of alt the Park:
Attracted groups iw silence gaze,
And soft, behind, you hear the praise
And whisper of .the spark.

In fancy’s siry chariot whirl’d,

You make the circle of the world,
And dance a dizzy round :

The maids and kindling youths behold

You triumph o’er the envious old,
The queen of besaty crown’d.

Where’er the beams of fortune blaze,

Or fashion’s -bm -eﬂm plays,
The insect wibe attends
Geay glittering through a mcr'l day,
The silkea myriads melt away
Before a sun descends.

Divorced from elegant delight,

The vulgar Venus holds her night

. .An alien to the skies ;

Her bosom breathes no ﬁm fire,

No radiance of divine desire
Illumes responsive eyes.



ODE TO A TOUNG LADY.

Gods ! shall a sordid son of earth

Infold & form of heavenly birth,
And ravish joys-divine ?

An angel bless unconscious arms ?

The cirele of surrender’d charms
Unballow’d hands entwine ?

The absent day} ‘she broken dream;

The vision wild ; the sudden seream ;
Tears that unbidden flow |———

Ah! let no sense of griefs profound

That beauteous bosom ever wound
With unavsiling woe !

The wild enchanter youth beguiles,
And fancy’s fairy landscape smiles
- With mhore than Nature's bloom ;
The spring of Eden paints your bowers,
Unsetting sans your promised hours
With golden light illume.

A hand: advancing strikes the bell !
That sound dissblves the magic speli,
And.2!1 the charm is gone |
The visionary landscape flies:
At once the aéFial music dies;

In wilds you walk alone.

Howe'er the wind of fortune blows,
Or sadly-sedering fate dispose
Our everlasting doom ;
Impressions never felt before,
And transports'to Tethsi.no more,.
Will hasust me. to the tomb!

My God'! :tie paingsiof natare past,
Will e’er a kimd remombrance last
Of pleasuces sadly sweet ?

17



ODE.

Can love assume a calmer name ?
My eyes with friendship’s angel flame
An angel’s beauty meet?

Ah'! should that first of finer forms
Regquire, through life’s impending storms,
A sympathy of soul ?
The loved Maria of the mind
Will send me, on the wings of wind,
To Indus or the Pole,

ODE TO A MAN OF LETTERS.

Lo, winter’s hoar dominion past!
Arrested in his eastern blast .

The fiend of Nature flies;
Breathing the spring, the zephyrs play,
And, re-enthroned, the Lord of day

Resumes the golden skics,

Attendant on the genial hours,

The voluntary shades and flowers.
For rural lovers spring ;

Wild choil in t join,

And round Apollo’s rustic shrine
The sylvan muses sing.

The finest vernal bloom that blows,

The sidétest voice the forest knows,
Arise to vanish soon ;

The rose unfolds her robe of light,

And Philomela gives her night .
To Richmond and to June.



ODE.

With bounded ray, and transient grace,
Thus, Varro, holds the human race
Their place and bour assign’d ;
Loud let the venal trumpet sound,
Responsive never will rebound
The echo of mankind.

Yon forms divine that deck the sphere,
The radiant rulers of the year,
Confess a nobler hand ;
Throned in the majesty of morn,
Behold the King of day adorn
The skies, the sea, the land.

Nor did the Almighty raise the sky,

Nor hang the eternal lamps on high
On one abode to shine;

The circle of a thousand suns

Extends, while Nature’s period runs,
The theatre divine.

Thus some, whom smiling Nature hails

To sacred springs, and chosen vales,
And streams of old renown,

By noble toils and worthy scars,

Shall win their mansion "mid the stars,
And wear th’ immortal crown.

Bright in the firmament of fame,
The lights of ancient ages flame
With never-setting ray ;
On worlds unfound from history torn,
O’er ages deep in time unborn,
To pour the human day. "

Won from neglected wastes of time,
Apollo hails his fairest clime,
The provinces of mind ;
Fs3
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An Egypt,* with eternal towers,
See Montesquieu redeem.the hours,
: From Louis, to.mankind.

No tame remission genius knows ;
No interval of -dark repose,

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 rided thy natal night,

And usher’d in o greater light
Than sets the pole on fire;

With undiminish’d lustre crown’d,

Unwesried 'walks the etérnal round,
Amid the heavenly quire.

Proud in triumphal. chariot hurl’d,

And crown’d the master of the world,
Ah! let not Philip’s son,

His soul in -Syrian softness drown’d,

His brews with Persian garlands bound,
The race:of: pleasure run!

With crossing - thoughts . Alcides prees’d,
The awful:goddess thus address’d,
And pointing to the prize:
¢ Behold the wreath of glory shine !
And markthe onward path divine
That opens to the skies !

The heavenly fire rrust ever burn,
The hero’s step must never turmn
From yon sublime abodes :

tt;Ibe finest provinces of Egypt, gained from a neglected
‘waste.
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Long mast thy life:of lsbours prove
At last to‘die vhe son of Jove,
And mingle with the gods.”

© TRE LOVERS.

{The Lovers, in the following' Peem, ‘were descended of
houses ‘that had beeu long: at variance. The Lady is
first introduced as ieaving her father's house, and ven-
turing out in the darkness of the night to meet with her
Lover. They meet at the appointed hour. The rest of
the dialogue passes in the chariot.]

Harriet.

- *Tis midnight:dack § *tis silence deep ;
My father's. house-is hush’d in sleep ;
In dreams the lover meets his bride,
She sees her lover at her side ;

The moutner’s voice is now suppress'd,
A while the weary are at rest:

*Tis midnight dark ; ’tis sllence deep;
I only wake, and wake to weep.—
The window’s drawn, the ladder waits,
I spy no watchman at the gates :

No tread re-echoes through the hall,
No shadow moves along the wall.

T am alone. ’Tis dreary night—

O come, thou partner of my flight !
Shield me from darkness, fror alarms;
O take me trembling to thine arms !—
The dog howls dismal in the heath,
The raven croaks the dirge of death ;
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THE LOVERS.

Ah me! disaster's in the sound !

The terrors of the night are round ;

A sad mischance my fears forebode,

‘The demon of the dark ’s abroad,

And lures, with apparition dire,

The night-struck man through flood and fire.
The howlet screams ill-boding sounds ;
The spirit walks unholy rounds;

The wizard’s hour eclipsing rolls ;

The shades of hell usurp the poles;

The moon retires ; the heaven departs—
From opening earth a spectre starts ;
My spirit dies——Away my fears,

My love, my life, my lord, appears!

Henry.
1 come, I come, my love ! my life!
And nature’s dearest name, my wife !
Long have I loved thee ; long have sought;
And dangers braved, and battles fought:
In this embrace our evils end ;
From this our better days ascend ;
The year of suffering now is o’er,
At last we meet to part no more !
My lovely bride, my consort, come !
The rapid chariot rolls thee home.

Harriet.

1 fear to go——1 dare not stay.
Look back——1I dare not look that way.

Henry.
No evil ever shall betide
My love, while T am at her side.
Lo! thy protector and thy friend ;
The arms that fold thee will defend.



THE LOVERS.

Harriet.
Still beats my bosom with alarms ;
I tremble while I’m in thy arms!
What will impassion’d lovers do;
‘What have I done—to follow you ?
I leave a father torn with fears ;
I leave a mother bathed in tears ;.
A brother girding on bis sword
Against my life, against my lord.
Now, without father, mother, friend,
On thee my future days depend ;
‘Wilt thou, for ever, true to love,
A father, mother, brother prove ?
O Henry! to thy arms I fall,
My friend! my busband ! and my all!
Alas! what bazards may I run!
Shouldst thou forsake me—I'm undone.

Henry.
My Harriet, dissipate thy fears,
And let a husband wipe thy tears ;
For ever join'd our fates combine,
And I am yours, and you are mine.
The fires the firmament that rend,
On this devoted head descend,
If e’er in thought from thee I rove,
Or love thee less than now I love!
Although our fathers have been foes,
From batred stronger love arose ;
From adverse briers that threatening stood,
And threw a borror o’er the wood,
Two lovely roses met on high,
Trausplanted to a better sky,
And, grafted in one stock, they grow,
In union spring, in beauty blow.
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‘THE TOVERS.

- Harviet.
My hieart believes my love ;- but still
My boding nind presages ill :
For luckless ever-was our love,
Dark as the sky! that-titing above.
‘While we enibraced; we shook with fears,
And with our kisses mingled tears :
We met with-murmurs and with sighs,
And parted still with watery eyes.
An unforeseen ‘aid fatal band
Cross’d alk the ‘measures love had plann’d ;
Intrusion mar¢'d the tender hour,
A demon started in the bower :
If, like the past, the future run,
And my dark ‘day is-but begun,
‘What clouds may hang above my head !
‘What tearsamay-I have yet'to shed !

Henry.
O do not wornd tiat geritle'breast ;
Nor sink, with fancied ilts oppress’d ;
For softness, sweetnees, all, thou art,
Ang love is virtue in'thy heart.
That bosom ne'er shall-heave again
But to the'post’s terider strain ;
And never mere these eyes o’erflow,
But for-a-hapless lover’s woe.
Long on 'the ocean- ternpest-toss’d,
At last we gainr the happy coast ;
And safe recount upon the.shore
Our sufferings past, and-dangers o'er :
Past scenes ! the woes ws wopt evewhile
Will make our future minutes smile :
‘When sudden joy from sorrow. springs,
How the heart thrills through all its strings!
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: - Harriet.
My fathers castle springs-to sight :
Ye towers that gave me to the light !
O hills! O vales! where I have play’'d;
Ye woods, that- wrapt me in your shade !
O scenes Pve often wander’d o'er!
O scenes I shall behold no more !
1-take & long,; last, lingering view—
Adieu ! my native land, adien !
O father, mother, brother dear !
O ‘names stilt -utter’d-with a tear!
Upon whose knees I've sat and smiled,
‘Whose griefs my blandishments beguiled ;
‘Whorh I forsake in sorrows old,
‘Whom I'shall never more behold !
Farewell, my friends, a long farewell,
Till time shall toll the funeral knell.

Henry.
Thy friends, thy father’s house resign ;
My friends, my house, my all is thine.
Awake, arise; my wedded wife,
To higher thoughth and -happier life !
For thee the marriage feast is spread,
For thee the virgins deck the bed ;
The star of Venus shines above,
And all thy future Tife is love.
They rise, the-dear domestic hours !
The May of leve unfolds her-flowers;
Youth, beauty, pleasire, spread the feast,
And friendship sits a constant guest :
In cheerful peace the morn ascends,
In wine and love:the evening ends ;
At distance-grandeur sheds a ray,
To gild the evening of our day.



136

A TALE.

Connubial love has dearer names,
And finer ties, and sweeter claims,
Than e’er unwedded hearts can feel,
Than wedded hearts can e’er reveal :
Pure, as the charities above,

Rise the sweet sympathies of love ;
And closer cords than those of life
Unite the husband to the wife.

Like cherubs new come from the skies,
Henrys and Harriets round us rise ;
And playing wanton in the hall,
‘With accents sweet their pareats call :
To your fair images I run;

You clasp the busband in the son:

O how the mother’s heart will bound !
O how the father’s joy be crown’d !

A TALE.

Whazse pastoral Tweed, renown’d in song,
‘With rapid murmur flows ;

In Caledonia’s classic ground
The hall of Arthur rose.

A braver Briton never arm’d
To guard his native isle ;

A gentler friend did never make
The social circle smile.

Twice he arose, from rebel rage
To save the British crown ;

And in the field where heroes strove
He won bim high renown ;
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*  But to the ploughshare turn’d the sword,
When bloody war did cease ;
And in the arbour which he rear’d
He raised the song of peace.

An only daughter in his age
Solaced a father’s care ;

And all the country bless’d the name
Of Emily the Fair.

The picture of her mother’s youth,
(Now sainted in the sky) ;

She was the angel of his age,
And apple of his eye.

Something unseen o’er all ker form
Did nameless grace impatt ;

A secret charm that won the way
At once into the hedrt. :

Her eye the pure ethereal blue,
Than that did fairer show,
‘Whene’er she watch’d a father’s look,
Or wept a lover’s woe:

For now the lover of ber youth
To Indian climes had roved,
To conquer fortune’s cruel rage,

And match tlie maid he loved.

Her voice, the gentle tone of love,
The heatt a captive stole ;

The tender accent of her tongue
Went thrilling through the soul.

The graces that for Nature fair
Present us mimic art,
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The falsé refinements tkeat refine
Away the human heart,

She knew'not; in the simple robe
Of elegance and ease,

Complete she shone, and éver pleased
Without the thoughit to please.

Instruct the unplamed forest-erab
To leave its genius wild ;

Subdue the' monster of the wood,
And make the: savage mild :

But who would give the rose 8 hue
Which nature has not given ?

But who 'would tame:the nightingale,
Or bring the lark from heaven?

The father, watching o’er-his child,
The joy of fathers found ;

And, blese!d bimself; he'streteh’d his-hand
To bless the neighbours round.

A patriarch in the vale of peace,
To all he gave the law ;

The good he- guarded-in their rights,
And kept the bsd in awe.

Lord of his own’ paternal field,
He liberal dealt his store ;

And call’d the'stranger to his feast,
The beggar to bis door.

But, ah! what.mortal knows the hour
Of fate? a band unseen

Upon the curtain ever rests,
And sudden shifts the scene.
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Arthiur was'surety for his-friend,
Who fled: to foreiga elimes,

And left him to the gripe of law,
The viétiaiioft iis. crimes.

- The'sun -that, fising, .saw.bim loxd
Of hill and valley round,
Beheld him at his setting hour,
Without one fobt.of ground.

Forth feem the ball,: -ohngerlm,

He is a pilg¥im gone
And walks a stranger o erthe fields

-He latuly eali’d his own.

The blastof tvinter whittled loud
And shrilbthrough thevoid-hall ;
And heavy on his hoary locks
The shower of #ight did fall.

Clasp'drin-Hiswlaughter'strembling hand,
He journey'd.sad-and stow ;
At times he stopp’d to look behind,
! -And tears beffan‘to.flow.

Wearied, wad: faint; snd cold, and wet,
To shelter-he.did hie;

¢ Beneath the covert of this rock,

My daughter; let us diel”

At midnight; in the weary waste,
In sorrow satshe.pair;

She chafed his shivering hands, and wrung
The water from- his hair.

The sighispontaneous rose, the tear
Involuntary.flow’d ;
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No word of comfort could she speak,
Nor would she weep aloud.

“ In yonder hall my fathers lived,
In yonder hall they died ;
Now in that church-yard’s aisle they sleep,
Each by his spouse’s side.

* Oft have I made yon hall resound
With social, sweet delight ;
And marked not the morning hour,
That stole upon the night,

“ When there the wanderers of the dark,
Reposing, ceased to roam ;
And strangers, happy in the hall,
Did find themselves at home ;

I little thought that thus, forlorn,
In deserts I should bide,
. And bave not where to lay the head,
Amid the world so wide !"

A stranger, wandering through the wood,
Beheld the bapless pair ;

Long did be look in silence sad,
Then shriek’d as in despair,

He ran, and lowly at the feet
Of his late lord he fell ;
“ Alas! my master, have I lived
To bid your house farewell !

“ But I will never bid adieu
To him I prized so high :
As with my master I have lived
I'll with my master die.
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« ] saw the summer-friend, whe shared
The banquet in your hall,
Depart, nor cast one look behind
On the forsaken wall :

« Y saw the daily, nightly guest,
The changing scene forsake ;
Nor drop a tear, nor turn his steps
The long farewell to take:

¢« Then to the service of my lord

1 vow'd a throbbing heart s ~

And in the changes of your life
To bear an humble part.

¢ Forgive the fond officious zeal
Of one that loves his lord !
The new possessor of your field
A suppliant I implored.

“ T told the treachery of your friend,
The story of your wo,
And sought his favour, when I saw
His tears begin to flow.

“ I ask’d the hamlet of the hill,
The lone sequester’d seat,
Your chosen haunt and favourite bower,
To be your last retreat.

¢« 1 offer’d what was all your-own
The gold I had in store;
Low at his feet I fell, and wept
That T could give.no more.

“ Your gold is yours,the generous youth
With gentle accent said ;
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Your master’s be that listle field,:
And cheerful be his:shed.!: ... .

“ Now Heaven has heard ooy prayes; (J've wish’d

I could in part repay
Thehvonnymmdd;hn& PR
Bestow’d from daptoday. . -

¢ I yet may soe a gerlandgreen.

Upon the hoary head ;
Yet see my Mbkud before;
1 dwell among-tha.desd:!’ s

In silence Arthur look'dte:hesyan; .
And clasp’d his Edwin’s hand :

The eyes of Emilyimitears - . .
Express’d affection, blendis s:: .

From opening heavemahe:mean- appear’d ;
Fair was the face of night ;

Bright in their: besuty shone the:star ;°
The air was flowing:lights . :

Arthur resumed tha. pidgxies’s:stafls ,
They held their lonely way

Dim through the fosest's derkmme,bourne,
Till near the dawring;day.:"...

Then a long lmeof:uddv.hg@h Ju.
That quiver’d to and fro,

Reveal'd their:lone releent, and, M
The pilgrimage of. woa. -

He enter'd, solemngslow,: snd sady. ,
The destined hermitage,

A little and alpnaly.hws.. - ..
To cover hapless.age.. »:; .
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He clasp'd his daughter.in his.ams, -
And kiss’d a falling teax; . .
“ 1 have my all, ye gracious Powers !
1 bave wy. dapghter here 1),

A sober banquet to prepare . .
Emilia cheerful goes;

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

H3

“ I would not be that- guilty man, .,
With all his golden stare ;. :
Nor change my lot with any wretch, -
That counts his thousands oler -

 Now here at-last .we are at home; : -
‘We can no lower fall.; ..

Low in the cottage peace can Avvell,
As in the lordly hall. .

 The wants; of nature: sre hntfew.;
Her banquet soon. is spread :
The tenant of the vale of tears
Requires bm daily hredd. ..

“ The food that grows.in evesy field. - .
Will life and health. prohng,. .
And water from the spring suﬂice
To guenchAhe thirsty;tongue::

« But all tha Indies, with Mmem&,
And earth and sjr-and séas,..

‘Will never quench the slckly thmt,
And eraving. of di

“ My humble gardan-,tmny. band:. -, -.::
Contentment’s feast.will yield ; .«
4
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And in the season, harvest white
Will load my little fieM.

« Like Nature’s simple children, here,
With Nature’s self we'll live,
And of the little that is left,
Have something still to give.

“ The sad vicissitudes of life
Long bave T learn’d to bear ;
But oh | my daughter, thou art new
To sorrow and to care !

“ How shall that fine and flowery form,
In silken folds confined,
That scarcely faced the summer’s gale,
Endure the wintry wind !

“ Ah! how wilt thou susain a sky
With angry tempest red !
How wilt thou bear the bitter storm
That’s banging o’er thy head !

“ Whate’er thy justice dooms, O God!
I take with temper mild ;
But oh! repay it thousand-fold
In blessings on my child I”

¢ Weep not for me, thou father foad !”
The virgin soft did say ;

“ Could I contribute to thy pesce,
O, I would bless the day!

“ The Parent who provides for all

For us will now provide ;
These hands have learn’d the gayer arts -
Of elegance and pride :
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“ What once amused a vacant hour,
Shall now the day engage ;
And vanity shall spread 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 !

“ I'll read the tragic tales of old,
To sooth a father’s woes ;

T'll lay the pillow for thy head,
And sing theé to repose.”

The father wept.—¢ Thy wondrous hand,
Almighty, I adore!

I had not known how bless’d I was,
Had I not been so poor! ~ -

¢ Now blese’d be God for what is reft !
And bless’d for what is given l—
Thou art an angel, O my child !
With thee I dwell in hedven !”

Then, in the garb of ancient times,
They trod the. pastoral plain :
But who describes a summer’s day,

Or paints the haicyon main ?

One day, a wanderer in the wood
The lonely threshold press’d ;

'Twas then that Arthur’s humble roof
Had first received a guest. :

The stranger told his tender tale :
“ I come from foreign climes ;
G
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From countries red with’ Indiurr blood,
And stain’d with Christian crimes.

« O may Britannia never hear
‘What these sad eyes have seen !
May an eternal veil be drawn
That world and. this between |

« No frantic avarioe fired wy soul,
And Heaven my wishes crown’d; *
For soon a fortune: to my mind
With inaocence I-found.

« From exile ssd, returning home,.
T kiss’d the sacred earth ;
And flaw to fimd mry native woods, .
And walls that gave:me birth:.

« To church on:Sunday foad( I went,
In hopes to mark, unseén,
All'my old friends, assembled round
The circle of the green.

« Alas! the chamge that time had msde !
My ancient friends were gone ;
Another race possem’d thre walls,
And. I was left alone!

« A stranger smong strangers; loug
1 look’d from pew to pew ;
But not.the face of one.old friend
Rose:imeged to spview.

« The horrid .pleugh bad resed the green
‘Where we have often play’d ;
The axe bad fell’d the hawtiromn tres,
The school-boy’s summer shadel
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¢ One maid, the-beauty of the vale,
To whom I vow'd my care,
And gave my heart, had fled away,
" And none could tell me where.

« My cares dnd toils in foreign clinies
Were for that peerless maid ;
She rose in beauty by my side :
My toils were ali repaid.

“ By Iudian streswms I sat alone,
And on my ancient friends I thought,
And wept the weary while.

« *Twas she that cheer’d my captive hours,
She came ifi every dreath,
As, smiling, on the rear of night,
Appears the morning besm.

¢ In quest of her, | wander wild,
O’er mountsii, stream, and plain ;
And, if I find her not, T fly
To Indian clisnes agnin.”

The father thus began: “ My son,
Mourn riot thy wretched fate;
For he that rules in heaven decrees

This life a mixed'stute.

“ Thé stream that carries us:along,
Flows through the vale of tears;
Yet, on the darkness of our day,
The bow of . Heaven appears. .

“ The rose of Sharon, king of flowers,
Is fenced with prickles ropnd :
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Queen of the vale, the lily fair,
Among the thorns is found.

« E’en while we raise the song, we sigh
The melancholy while ;
And, down the face of mortal man,
The tear succeeds the smile.

« Nought pure or perfect here is found ;
But, when this night is o’er,

The eternal morn will spring on high,
And we shall weep no more.

« Beyond the dim-horizon far,
That bounds the mortal eye,
A better country blooms to view,
Beneath a brighter sky.”—

Unseen the trembling virgin heard
The stranger’s tale of woe;

Then entér’d; as an angel bright,
In besuty’s highest glow.

The stranger rose—he look’d, he gazed—
He stood a statue pale ;

His heart did throb, his cheek did change,
His faltering voice did fail.

At last, “ My lémily herself .
Alive in all her charms !”

The father kneel’d ; the lovers rush’d
To one another's arms.

Tn speechless ecstasy entranced
Long while they did remain ;

They glow’d, they trembled, and they sbbb’d,
They wept, and wept again.
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The father lifted up his hands
To bless the happy pair ;

Heaven smiled on Edward the beloved,
And Emily the fair.

MONIMIA :
AN ODE.

IN weeds of sorrow wildly dighe,

Alone beneath the gloom of night,
Mopimia went to mourn; .

She left a mother’s fond alarms,

She left a father’s folding arms;
Ah'! never to return!

The bell had struck the midnight hour,

Disastrous planets now had power,
And evil spirits reign'd ;

The lone owl, from the cloister’d isle,

O’er falling fragments of the pile,
IH-boding prophet, plain’d.

While down her devious footsteps stray,
She tore the willows by the way,
And gazed upon the wave ;
Then raising wild to heaven her eyes,
With sobs and broken accents, cries,
" ¢ T’1l meet thee in the grave.”

Bright o’er the border of the stream,
Illumined by a transient beam,
She knew the wonted grove:
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Her lover’s hand had deck’d it fine,
And roses mix'd with myrtles twine
To form the bower of love.

The tuneful Philomela rose,
And, sweetly mournful, oung 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 me.

«1 loved my lover from a child,
And sweet the youthful cherub smiled,
And wanton’d o’er the green; ’
He train’d my nightingale to sing,
He spoail'd the gardens of the spring:
To erown me rural queen.

“ My brother died before bis day ;
Sad, through the ghurch-yard’s dreary way,
‘We wont to walk at eve;
And bending o’er thg untimely urn,
Long at the monument to mourn,
And logk upon bis grave.

¢ Like forms funereal while we stand,
In tender mood he held my hand,
And laid his cheek to mine :
My bosom beat unknown alarms,
We wept in one another’s arms,
And mingled tears divine.

“ From sweet compassion Jove arose,
Our hearts were wedded by our woes,
And pair"d upon the tomb ;
Attesting all the powers aboye,
A fond romance of fanciéd love
We vow’d our days to come.
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« A weakthy lord from Indian skies,
Illustrius in gy parents’ eyes,
JImplored 8 mutual mind ;
Sad to my chamber I withdrew,
But Harry’s footsteps never flew
The wonted scene to fnd.

¢ Three nights in.dire suspense I sat
Alone; the fourth convey’d my fate,
Sent from a foreign shore;—
Go, where thy wandering wishes tend, -
Go, aud embrace thy father'’s ﬁwnd,
You never see me more !

“ Despair ! distraction ! I obey’d,
And one digorder'd moment made
An evex-wretched wife.
Ab! in the circuit of one sun,
Hearen! I was wedded and undone,
And desalste for life !

“:p:lnmweddmgmbnlwm
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Wild 1 invoked the funeral yell

And ‘sought devoted now ¢o dwell

*  For ever with the dead.

“ My lord to Indian climaws wens,

“ Perhaps your parents heve deceived,
Perhaps teo rashly I believed
A tale of treecheraps &t 5
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Monimia! could yoa now behold
The youth you loved in sorrows old,
Oh! it would break thy heart!

“ Now in the grave for ever laid,
A constant solitary shade
Thy Harry hangs o’er thee !
For you T fled my native sky;
Loaded with life for you T die -
My love, remember mie !

“ Of sll the promises of youth,
The tears of tenderness and truth,
The throbs that lovers send ;
The vows in one another’s arms,
The secret sympathy of charms;
My God! fs this the end !

* She.said, and rushing from the bower,
Devoted sought in evil hour
The promontory steep ;
Hung o’er the margin of the main,
Her fix’d and earnest eyeballs strain
The dashing of the deep.

¢ Waves that resound from shore to shore !
Rocks loud rebellowing to the roar
Of ocean, storm, and wind !
Your elemental war is tame
To that which rages in my frame,
The battle of the mind !”*

‘With downcast eye and musing mood,
A lurid interval she stood,
The victim of despair;
Her arms then tossing to the skies,
She pour’d in Nature’s ear her cries,
“ My God ! my Father! where!"—
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‘Wild on the summit of the steep’
She ruminated long the deep,

And felt her freesing blood ;
Approaching feet she heard behind,
Then swifter than the winged wind

She plunged into the flood.

Her form emerging from the wave

Both parénts saw, but could not save ;
The shriek of death arose!

At once she sunk to rise no more;

And, sadly sounding to the shore,
The parted billews close!

ODE, WRITTEN IN A VISIT TO THE
COUNTRY IN AUTUMN.

*Tis past! no more the summer blooms !
Ascending in the rear,
Behold congenial sutymn comes,
The Sabbath of the year !
‘What time thy holy whispers breathe
The pensive evening shade beneath,
And twilight consecrates the floods; .
While Nature strips her garment gay,
And wears the vesture of decay, -
O let me wander through tbe sounding woods.

Ah! well-known streams! Ah! wonted groves,
Still pictured in my mind !
Oh ! sacred scene of youthful loves, )
Whose image lives behind ! .
Gs
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While sad I ponder on the past,

The joys that must no lpnger last ;

The wild flower strown on summer’s bier,
The dying music of the grove,

And the last elegies of love,

Dissolve the soul, and draw, the tender tear!

Alas ! the hospitable hall
‘Where youth and friendship play’d,
Wide to the winds a ruin’d wall
Projects a death-like shade !
The charm is vanish!d from the vales ;
No voice with virgin whispers hails
A stranger to his native bowers :
No more Arcadian mountains bloom,
Nor Enna valleys breathe perfume,
The fancied Eden fades with all its flowers.

Companions of the youthful scene,
Endear'd from earfiest days!

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

Long exiled from your native clime,

Or by the thunder streke of time
Snatch’d to the shadows of despair ;

1 hear your voices in' the wind,

Your forms in every walk I find,

I stretch my arms ; ye vanish into air!

My steps, when innocent and young, d
These fairy paths pursued ; -

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

1 mourn’d the linnet-lover’s fate, |

Or turtle from her murder'd mate, :
Conderan’d the widow’d hours to wail:
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Or, while the moumful vision rose,

1 sought to weep for imaged woes,
Nor real life belioved a tragic tale !

Alas! misfortune’s cloud ankind
May summer soon o'ercast ;
And cruel fate’s untimely wiad
All human beauty blast !
The wrath of Nature smites our bowevs,
And promised fruits, and cherish'd floweys,
The hopes of life in embryo sweeps ;
Pale o’er the ruins of his ‘prime,
And desolate before his time,
In silence sad the mourner walks and weeps !

Relentless power! whose fated stroke

O’er wretched man prevails;

Ha'! love’s eternal chain is broke,

And friendship’s covenant fails !
Upbraiding forms! a moment’s ease—
O memory ! how shall I appease

The bleeding shade, the unlaid ghost?
‘What charm can bind the gushing eye?
‘What voice console the incessant sigh,
And everlasting longings for the lost ?

Yet not unwelcome waves the wood
That hides me in its gloom,
‘While lost in melancholy mood
I muse upon the tomb.
Their chequer’d leaves the branches shed ;
Whirling in eddies o’er my head,
They sadly sigh, that winter’s near :
The warning voice I hear behind
That shakes the wood without a wind,
And solemn sounds the death-bell of the year.
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Nor will T court Lethean streams,
The sorrowing sense to steep ;
Nor drink oblivion of the themes
On which I love to weep.
Belated oft by fabled rill,
‘While nightly o’er the hallow’d hill
Aérial music seems to mourn,
I'll listen autumn’s closing strsin ;
Then woo the walks of youth again,
And pour my sorrows o’er the untimely ur !
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1.—THE PRAYER OF JACOB.

O Gon of Abrsham ! by whose band
Thy people still are fed ;

‘Who, through this weary pilgrimage,
Hast all our fathers led !

Our vows, our prayers, we now present
Before thy throne of grace ;

God of our fathers, be the God
Of their sucoeeding race.

Through each-perplexing path of life .
Our wandering footsteps guide,
Give us by dsty our daily bread,
And raiment fit provide.

O spread thy covering wihgs arcund, .
Till all our wanderings cease,

And at our Father’s loved abode
Our fest. arrive in peace. . R
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Now with the bumble voice of prayer
Thy mercy we implore ;

Then with the grateful voice of praise
Thy goodness we’ll adore.

1I.~THE COMPLAINT OF NATURE.

Fzw are thy days, and full of woe,
O man of woman born !

Thy doom is written, “ Dust thou art,
And shalt to dust return.”

Determined are the days that fly
Successive o'er thy liead ;

The number’d hour is on the wing,
That lays thee with the dead.

Alas ! the little day of life
Is shorter tham a span ;

Yet black with thousand hidden ills
‘Fo miserable man.

Gay is thy moming ; flattering hope
Thy sprightly step astends ;

But soon the tempest howls behind,
And the dark night desoends.

Before its splendid hour, the dend
Comes o’er the begm of light :
A pllgmn in a weary land,
Man tasries but 3 night

Bebold ! sad emblem of shy state,
The flowers-that paint the fleld ;



Or trees, shat csown the mountain’s brow,

And bougbs and blogsome yield.

When chill the bisst of winter blows,
Awsy the summer flies,

mgn their sunp robes,
And all their beauty dies. y

Nipt by the year, the forest fades ;
And, shaking to the wind,

The leaves toss to and fro, and streak
The wilderness bebind.

The winter past, vevizing flowers
Anew shall paint the plain ;

The woods shall hear the voice of speing,
And flourjsh green again :

But man departs this earthly scene,
Al! never to return !

No second speing shall e'er revive
The ashes of the umn.

The inexorable doors of death
What hand can e’er unfold ?

‘Who f#vom the cerements of the tomb
Can raise the human mould ?

The mighty flood shat rolls along
Its torrents to the main,
The waters lost can ne’er reeall

From that abyss tgdn.

The days, the years, the ages, dark
Descending down to night,

Can never, never be redeem’d
Back to the gates of light.
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So man depatts the living scesie,
To night’s perpetual gloom ;

The voice of moring ne'er shall hreak
The slumbers of the tomb.

‘Where are our fathers ? whither gone
The mighty men of old?

The patriarchs, prophets, pnneea, kings,
In sacred books enroll’d

Gone to the resting-place of man,
The everlasting bome,

Where ages past bave gone before,
‘Where future ages come.

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

Her voice in agony extreme
Ascended to the sky. :

The Almighty heard ; then from his throne
In majesty he rose;

And from the beaven, that open’d wide,
His voice in mercy flows.

“ When mortal man resigns his breath,
And falls a clod of clny,
The soul immortal w:ngs its ﬂxght

To ncurpneumg y.

“ Prepared of old formcbednen
The bed of torment lies;
The just shall enter into bliss
Immeortal in the skies.”
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111.—TRUST IN PROVIDENCE, *

Avmtaury Pather of mankind,
On thee my hopes remain ;

And when the day of trouble comes,
1 shall not trust in vain.

Thou art our kind Preserver, from
The cradle to the tomb; - :

And I was cast upon thy care,
Even from my mother’s womb,

In early years thou wast my guide,
And of my yeuth the friend :

And as my days began with thee,
With thee my days shall end.

T know the Powerin whom I trust,
The arm on which I lean;

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

In former times, when trouble came,
Thou didst not stand afar ;

Nor didst thou prove an absent friend
Amid the din of war.

My God, who tausedst me to hope,
When life began to heat ;
And when a stranger in the world,

Didst guide my wandering feet ;
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Thou wilt not cast me off, when age
And evil days descend ;

Thou will not leave me in despair,
To mourn my latter end.

Therefore in life F'll trust to thee,
In death I will adore;

And after death will sing thy praise,
When time shall be a0 mere..

IV.—HEAVENLY WISDOM.

_ O marpy is the man who hears

. Instructioh’s warning voice,
wisdom

"And who oelestial

His early, only chelgce.

For she has trpasures greater far
Than east or west unfold,
And her yeward is more seaure

Than is the gsin of gold.

In her right hand she bolds to view

A length of happy years ;
And in her left, the prize of fame

And honour bright appears.

She guides the young, with inaoesnce,
In pleasure’s path to tread ;

A crown of glory she hestows
Upon the hoary head.

Accordipg as bar labouxs rise,
So her rewards increase ;
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Her ways are ways of pleasantness,
And all her paths are peace.

HYMN V.

Bzuorp ! the moupain of the Lord
In latter days shall rise

Above the mountaine and the hills,
And drgw the wendering eyes.

To this the joyful nations round,

All tribes and tongues, shall flow ;
Up to she hill of Gad, shey’li say,

And to bis howse well go. |-

The beam that shines b Zion hill:
Shall lighten every land ;

The Kipg who reigus in Zion towers ~
Shall all the world comwand.

No strife shall vex Messiah’s reign,
Or mar the peaceful years,

To ploughshares noan shey beat their swords,
To pruning-hooks their spears.

No longer hosts encountesing hosts,
Their millions slain deplore ;

They bang the tmampet in the hall,
And study war no more.

Come then—0O gome from erery land,
To worship at his shrine ;

And, walkiog in the light of God,
With holy heauties shine.
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-HYMN VI.

Bruoro the Ambassador Divine
Descending from above,

To publish to mankind the law
Of everlasting love !

On him, in rich effusion pour’d,
The heavenly dew desoends ;

And truth divine he shall reveal
To earth’s remotest ends.

No trumpet-soum, at his approach, -
Shall strike the wondering ears ;

But still and gentle breatbe the voice
In which the God appears.

By his kind band the shaken reed
Shall raise its falling frame ;

The dying embers shall revive,
And kindle to & flame.

. Theonwud'pmgmofhis zeal

Shall never know decline,
Till foreign lands and distant isles
Receive the law divine,

He who spread forth the arch of heaven,
And bade the planets roll,

‘Who laid the basis of the earth,
And form’d the human soul,—

Thus saith the Lord, * Thee have I sent,
A Prophet from the sky, .
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Wide o’er the nations to proclaim
The message from on high.

¢ Before thy face the shades of death
Shall take to sudden flight ;
The people who in darkness dwell
Shall hail a gldrious Light;

4 The gates of brass ghall "sunder burst,
The iron fetters fall ;
The ptomised jubilee of héaven
Appointed rise o’er all. -

“ And lo ! presaging thy approach,
The heathen temples shake,
‘And tremblins in forsaken fanes,
The fabled idols quake.

“ T am Jehovah{ I amy Oné:
My name shall now be known ;
No idol shail usurp my praise,
Nor mount inte my throne.”

Lo, former scenes, predicted onee,
Conspicuous rise to view ;

And future scenes, predicted now,
Shall be accomplish’d too. :

Now sing a new song to the Lord!
Let earth his praise resound ;

Ye who upon the ocean dwell,
And fill the isles around..

O city of the Lord! begin
The universal songs

And let the scatter’d villages
The joyful notes prolong.
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Let Kedar's wilderness afar
Lift up the lonely voice ;
And let the tenants of the rock
With actents rude rejoice.

O froth the stresims. of distant lands
Unto Jehovah sing!

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

Let all combined whh ote accord
Jehovah'’s glories

Till in remotest bounds of eu'th
The nations souid his praise. .

HYMN VII.

Mzssian ! at, tby ghd lppm.dl
The howling.wilds ere till !
Thy praises fill the lonely waste,

And bresthe fyom every bill.

The hﬂd«nfams % tby eall,
Their sacred stores ualack ;.

Loud in the desert, sudden streams
Burst living from-the rock.

The incense of the spring secends-
Upon the morning gale :

Red o’er the hill the roses bloom,
The lilies in the vala.

Renew'd, lhoem.hn robe of light,
A robe of beanty, wears ;



And iv new heavens a brightey sun
Leads on the promised yenars.

Let Israel tothe' Prisce of Poeace’
_'The loud hosannah sing !
With ballehsjehs and with bymns,
O Zion, hail thy King !

HYMN VIIIL.

‘WHaEN Jesus, by tlie’ Virgin brought,
(So runs the law of Heaven),
Was offer’d holy to the Lord,
Aud at the altar given/;

Simeon the Just:snd the Bevout,’
‘Who, frequent in the fane,

Had for' the Seviour waited long;
Bist waited still in vain;

Came, Hiesvwon directed, - at the hour
‘When Mary held her Son ;

He stritched forth his aged aems;
‘While tears-of gladness run v

With boly Joy upou s face
The good old father smiled,
‘While fondiyin his'withet*d srms:*
He clasp’d the prowrised Child.
.
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And then he lifted up to Heaven
An earnest asking eye ;

My joy is full, my hour is come—
Lord, let thy servant die !

At last my arms embrace my Lord,
Now let their vigour cease;

At last my eyes my Saviour see,
Now let them close in peace !

The star and glory of -the land
Hath now begun to shine ;

The morning that shall gild the globe
Breaks on these eyes of mine!

HYMN IX.

‘Whaege high the heavenly temple stands,
The house of God not made with hands,
A great High Priest our nature wears,
The Patron of mankind appears.

He who for men in mercy stood,

And pour’d on earth bis precious blood,
Pursues in Heaven his plan of grace,
The guardian God of human race.

Though now ascended up on high,
He bends on earth a brother’s eye;
Partaker of the human name,

He knows the frailty of our frame.

Our fellow-safferer y€t retains
A fellaw-feeling of our pains;



HYMNS.

And still remembers in the skies
His tears, and agonies, and cries.

In every pang that rends the heart
The man of sorrows had a part ;
He sympathizes in our grief,

And to the sufferer sends relief.

With boldness, therefore, at the throne
Let us-make all our sorrows known,
And ask the aids of heavenly power,
To help us in the evil hour.
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RUNNAMEDE,

TRAGEDY.

Utcunque ferent ea facta nepotes,
Vineit amor patrise,



PERSONS IN THE DRAMA.

Kinc Joun.

AMBASSADOR.

La y Archbishop of Canterbury.
ALBEMARLE, with Norman Lords.
ARDEN, with the Saxon Lords.
ELviNg.

EbcAar.

FRENCH AMBASSADOR.

ELviINA.
Emma.



PROLOGUE.

Berore the records of renown were kept,

Or theatres for dying heroes wept,

The race of fame by rival chiefs was run,

The world by former Alexanders won ;

Ages of glory in long order roll’d,

New empires rising on the wreck of old ;

‘Wonders were wrought by Nature in her prime,

Nor was the ancient world a wilderness of time.
Yet lost to fame is virtue’s orient reign ;

The patriot lived, the hero died in vain,

Dark night descended o’er the human day,

And wiped the glory of the world away ;

‘Whirl’d round the gulf, the acts of time were

tost,
Then in the vast abyss for ever lost.

Virtue, from fame disjoin’d, began to plain
Her votaries few, and unfrequented fane.

Her voice ascended to almighty Jove ;
He sent the Muses from the throne above.

The Bard arose; and, full of heavenly fire,
With hand immortal touch’d the immortal lyre ;
Heroic deeds in strains heroic sung,

All Earth resounded, all Heaven’s arches rung ;
The world applaud what they approved before ;
Virtue and fame took separate paths no more.

Hence to the Bard, interpreter of Heaven,
The chronicle of fame by Jove is given ;

His eye the volume of the past explores,
His hand unfolds the everlasting doors ;
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In Minos’ majesty he lifts the head,
Judge of the world, and sovereign of the dead ;
On nations and on kings in sentence sits,
Dooms to perdition, or to Heaven admits ;
Dethrones the tyrant, though in triumph hurl'd,
Calls up the hero from the eternal world,
Surrounds his head with wreaths that ever bloom,
And vows the verse that triumphs o’er the tomb.
‘While here the Muses warbled from their shrine,
Oft have you listen’d to the voice divine.
A nameléss youth beheld, with noble rage,
One subject still a stranger to the stage ;
A name that’s music to the British ear!
A name that's worshipp’d in the British sphere
Fair Liberty ! the Goddess of the Isle,
‘Who blesses England with a guardian smile.
‘Britons ! a scene of glory draws to-night !
The fathers of the land arise to sight :
The legisiators and the chiefs of old,
The roll of patriots and the barons bold,
‘Who greatly girded with the sword and shield,
At storied Runnamede’s immortal field,
Did the grand Charter -of -your freedom draw,
And found the base of libery on Jaw.
Our Awthor, trembling for his virgin muse,
Hopes in the favourite theme a fond excuse.
If, while the tale the theatre commands,
Your hearts applaud him, he’ll aequit your hands ;
Proud on his country’s cause to build his name,
And add the patriot’s to the poet's fame.
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ACT IL.—SCENE I.

The Hull of a Bavon's Castle. Martial music.
Enter at opposite daors, ArsEmanLE with Nor-
man Lords, and AxpxN with the Sazon ; Arch-
bishop ; Barons, Knights, and Squires, tn compléte
armoeur, and with the train of chivalry.

Archb. Baroxs of England’s realm, high Lords
of Parliament,

Hereditaty guardians of the kingdom !

Your country calls you to her last defence :
Our ancient laws, our Fbertes, our lives,
May in a moment fall. Red o'er our heads
The ruthiess tyrant holds oppression’s rod,
Whieh, if not warded by heroic band,
Will ‘crush the British Iiberties for ever.
Ourselves, our children, our
Are slaves-or free frotn this decisve hour ;
For now the crisis of our fate is come,
And England’s in the seate.

Albevn. T boast no more
The fire and spirit of my youthful days;
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Days when, with Richard in the grand croisade,
‘We raised the siege of Ascalon; display’d
The Britisb banners in the Holy Land,
Drove from the field the millions of the East,
Compell'd the mighty Saladine to fly,
And o'er the crescent raised the glorious cross.
My arm refuses now to draw the sword ;
But let my counsel weigh: Our quarrels dropt,
Let factions now unite ; with one
Let us deliberate for public good ;
‘We stand united, or divided fall.
Arden. Deliberation does not suit the time ;
This is the hour of action and of war.
‘While we consult, the tyrant, on his march,
Comes like a conflagration through the land,
Marking his way with ruin. Every step
Treads on the mangled bodies of the dying.
The wail of England weeping o’er her sons,
The voice of justice, and the cry of blood,
Call loud, “ To arms, to arms !”’
Baron. The voice we hear ;
It sounds not to the deaf. You gallant host
Return this answer which we now return.
[Drawing their swords, and coming forward.
Archb. 1 love your zeal: It is a flame from
Heaven ;
*Tis the high temper of the Briton bold ; '
And while this ardour in your bosom burns,
You never will be alaves, At such a time,
‘When order’s fled, when government dissalves,
When the great course of justice thwarted stops,
And in the roar and riot of misrule |
The voice of law is silent, Nature then
Resumes her ancient rights ; ascends anew
A sovereign on her throne ; reealls the sword
Which with the sceptre to the king she gave,
And whirls it flaming in her own right hand,

s ——
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To dash the tyrant from his blood-stain’d car,
And guard her free-born sons.
Arden. The glorious sons .
Of Gothic sires, who broke the Roman arm
Stretch’d out to wield the sceptre of the world ;
Who on the ruins of imperial Rome,
And in the blood of nations and of kings
The firm foundation of their freedom laid,
'Will never bend beneath a tyrant’s yoke.
Rather than wear dishonourable chains,
Or follow captives at the tropbied car,
Give us again the wildness of our woods,
And the fierce freedom of our great forefathers !
Archb. Forbid it, Heaven, that Britain see anew
‘What these sad eyes have seen! When o'er the
land, ,
The dire-devoted land, the curse of Rome
Flew like the thunder of avenging Heaven,
And smote the people. Then religion fled.
No bell did summon to the house of prayer;
No vested priest atoned the wrath of Heaven;
But sitting solitary, wept and wail’d
His fane forsaken, and his altar low.
Ununamed, unsprinkled in the fount of life,
The infant raised the lamentable shriek.
The bridegroom and the bride bewail’d apart
Their rites unfinish’d, and their luckless love.
Against the dying saint Heaven's gate was shut.
They sung no requiem to the parting soul,
Nor laid the ashes in the hallow’d ground !
Earth seem’d a charnel-house, and'men like
ghosts
‘Who cross in silence at the midnight hour,
And beckon with the band.
Arden. Yes, Barons, Britons,
The history of the tyrant’s reign has run
A period, marked with the tears, the groans,
Hs
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The blood of Britons. He began in bload

His direful reign, and with unnetural hand

Stabb’d his own nephew kneeling at his feet,

And pleading for his life. Have you not seen
him

The mighty hunter of the human prey
In a waste forest? Has not England seen
The cradle of her infants stain’d with blood ;
The bower of chastity, the bed of love
Assaulted, violated? Lo! you stand
Upon the recent tomb of parents slain {—
Had such dire bloodshed cursed the former age,
Our valiant fathers would have shook the throne.
Abem. We are as valiant as our fathers were ;
Nor does the Norman to the Saxon yield.
To curb the tyrant, not to shake the throne,
We draw the sword.—— Arden, rememberee—.
Arckb. Barons,
This is no time for quarrel. Have you heard
That the perfidious Dauphinee— .
Albem. What! perfidious !
Archb. The Dauphin, whom you courted to
your aid,
He whom your great deliverer you hail’d,
Means to make you his ministers, to gain
A kingdom to himself, and then to take
Your heads, as traitors, to your native Prince.
Melun, intrusted with the bloody secret,
In his last hour reveal'd it.
Arden. God of Heaven !
Archd. I mark your wouder: Hear what I
advise,—
Too long the land hath suffer’d, and hath bled,
‘With deadly strife, with battles Bercely fought
Between the Saxon and the Norman race.
By feud anrd faction all the land is torm ;
The nation’s genius acts agaiost itself. -
Shook from its central poise, reels all the isle.
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The noble Romatts, vwhen the foe Bpproach’d,
Forgot their strife; and, holding out the hand,
With girt patrician girt plebéfan march’d,

The ediivner soird of Romve : But, fierce and fell,

While the cotispiting nations hem you round,

You wage with one ahbther horrid ‘war.

The vaunting fée rejoices in yoar strife,

‘And Jsts your agents to your own destruction.

Proof against foreign power, the mitfoh stands :

By Britons oftly Britain ¢’er can fall;

Sound in itself, this island is the worla.

Albem. With dire intestine iHls the nation
groans,

And would to Heaven the rétnedy .were found !
Arden. So every lover of his country prays.
Arekb. Then hear the oracle of heavenly truth :

You both are brave; both through the world re-

nowit'd : .

And not the time démands an union firm,

Never to be dissolved. The past forgot,

And ever blotted from the book of fame,

In cordial certcord lét the future run.

Your wisdom will:suggest some solemn rite,

Or public deed, to ratify th’ event,

A bond of union, and a pledge of peace,

For ages to remain.—You, Albemarle,

Are happy in a daughter fhir, the boast

And beauty of the isle: On whotn can you' -

8o well bestow het hand, as on the man

'To whom the btavest of otir warriors bow ?

Your rival houses will be reconciled,

And one the Normar and the Saxon prove.
Albem. There is a bar which canuot Be re-

moved e :

Elvine, the gallatit lover of he¥ youth,

Returning, lrurel'd, from thé holy war,

Reigus in her beart.
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. Baron. He 's in the Dayphin's eamp,
And fights the battles of perfidious France
Against his pative land.
. Another Baron. The brave Lorraioe,
His chosen friend in distant Palestine,
‘Whose beauteous sister is the flower of France,
Has won that hero to the Dauphin’s side.
Albem. Though William’s royal blood flow in
his veins,
And he ranks nearest to the Norman line,
Yet to my country I devote myself,
Devote my all. Give me thy hand, my son,
T know that thou art brave.
[Sazons and Normans meet with one
another, and embrace. . .
Archb. Illastriops chiefs,
1 praise your wisdom, equal to your zeal.
Propitious Providence! I hsil the day
That makes one nation of the British race.
Now quarrels cease, and faction is no more.
For freedom, and the laws, we draw the sword,.
And lose the private in the public cause.
One effort more remains: So great an boss
Requires a general to lead them forth s
This day determines that important choice. .
[To drden,
To you two nations, now in union join'd,
Look up, and hail their leader and their chief.
[ Barons ezpress their consens.
drden. Barons, the soldier of your choice will
strive
To prove him equal to supreme command,
And worthy of your trust. When I bebold
The warlike spirit spread from man to man,
And wide the flame of liberiy extend,
I hear, with joy, the trumpet’s sound, which calls
The host to freedom, and the chiefs to fame.

| —
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Archb. Then to the holy altar let us march, -
And in the fane, which future times will reverence,
Renew our league, and seal our secret bond.

[ Gates of. the chapel open.——Procession to the
altar.——Barons kneel around.—=- drch-
bishop administering the oath.

Now, at the altar, in the name of Heaven,
And in the presence of the Eternal Power,
You ratify your bond of peace: You swear
‘To march the champions of your native land,
Never to sheathe the sword, till you restore
The ancient rights and liberties of England ;
And while you bind a tyrant by the laws,

To guard the glory of the British crown !

Barons. This in the presence of High Heaven,

we swear !

SCENE 1I.
Trumpets—Frexca Amsassapor, Banos.

Amb. The Dauphin, anxious for his noble
friends,

And eager for the hour that shall restore
To rescued England liberty and law,
Entreats you, Lords, to name the fittest time,
To join our forces for the future fight.

Arden. Our forces never shall with his be join’d ;
Nor English freedom e’er depend on France.

Amb. What means my gracious Lord ?

" Arden. My meaning’s plain.

‘We have detected his designs. We know him,
Go tell your master—instant to depart,
And waft his army to the coast of France.
Tell him that Britain never will hecome , - .
The province of a foreign kingdom. Tell him,
That when he wields the thunder, and gives law -
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To the wild ocean, and the wind of heaven;
Then let him think on Britain,
Amb. (To Albem.) Nebie Lord,
The mmm Dauphin, and the heir of France,
Intrusts a-message to your private ear.
Albem. 1 tmve no secret with him. Speak it
- out
Amb. I best may spesk it to yeurwelf alone.
Albem. Spesk it to el the world.
MAmb. lustrious Lord,
On you the Dauphin’s happiness depends.
Albem. On me !
Amb. You have a daughter—Fair Elvina—
The crown of France may sit upon her head. -
Albem. Myd:;gburs to that noble Lerd be-
m ?
Arden. (To the Amb.) You may withdraw.

SCENE III.
BARDNS, ARCHBIEHOP.
Ard. Barons, we now are one;
‘We are invincible. An host like ours,
A league of patriots and a band of friends,
‘Will front the world. We need no foreign aid.
Britsin’s almighty in the cause of Britain.
SCENE 1V.
ALEEMARLE, ARDEN,
Albem. By my command my daughter hither
comes, .
Arden, the affection of a friend I've shewn ;
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Now let the counsel of a parent weigh.
Valiant thou art.; invincible in war;
But that avails not now. The accent stern,
The fierce demeanour, and the lofty look,
Will not invite the affection of the. fair.
Now let the warrior to the lover yield ;
Put on the gay caparison of courtship; -
Caress and conquer. Women, to be won,
Must first be wooed. Engage the tender sex.
By tender cares, and merit love by loviog.
‘When soften’d to a smile, the brave and bold
Assume the accents, and the looks of love,
win at ance the heart of womankind. .
Ard. I do not know these arts. The pliant

face,
The honey’d sccent, and the silken smile,
The sport of boys and girls, are not for me.
The manners of my fathers I retain,
The Saxon spiri¢, and the Sexon garb.
They did not bow the knee to womankind,
Nor at the gate of baauty beg a boon.
In ancient days, the days of mighty men,
Love was the meed of valour and renown ;
The bravest warrior clasp’d the fairest maid.
But what the honour of a Baron owes,
And what the daughter of a Baron claims,
Shall be perform’d. Bebold the virgin comes,

SCENE V.
Ame, ARDEN, ELVINA.

Elvina. You sent for me, my father.
- - Mibem. Yes, my child.
In theee heroic but disastrous times .
All have their part to act : For who would wish
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To let such great occasion pass away,
Nor mark it with renown? Who does not hear
The voice of glory when his country calls ?
A change of times arranges buman minds,
And noblest spirits find the highest place., *
‘Yours, as becomes you, is a brilliant sphére.
This hero, chosen to the chief command
Of England’s patriot bost, entreats your hand
In noble love: the Barons have agreed,
The time requires, and I have pledged my word
That he shall be your busband.
Elvina. Heavens! My husband !ee——
Anievla.‘.dlgt not my honest speech offend thee,
y. -
Bred in a camp, my business has been war.
The tent has been my home ; and oft this band
Has reap’d the barvest of the bloody fleld.
If high respect for your illustrious line,
And true affection to a form so fair,
‘Win your approving smile, you send me forth
Your champion to the field, at once to gain
The palm of beauty and the prize of arms.
Elvina. My lord, my heart yet trembles from
the shock
Of such a serious unforeseen event,
On which my future destiny may turn.
Forgive me, if, alarm’d, I seek to pour
My secret accents in a father's ear.

SCENE VI.
AvLsEMARLE, ELVINA.
. Elvina. Alas! I have no more a father’s ear

To hear my voice; no more a parent’s breast,
That yearns with pity for his daughter’s woes !




. A TRAGEDY. 186

And will you give me to the deadly foe
Of all your house, and wed me to despair ?
Albem. Be calm, my child. He is no more a

foe.
Think of the noble and the patriot ends
Of such en union: Ancient feuds will cease ;
Our rival houses will be reconciled :
And from the Normans and the Saxons join’d,
One mighty nation will go conquering forth ;
And the whole land will raise a grateful eye
To thee, the cause of all.
Elvina. To quell the feuds,
And reconcile the families of foes,
Am I the sacrifice? Alas, my father,
And will you offer up, with your own hands,
Your child a victim ?—=What have I to do
With states or nations ?—1I’ve a single heart,
And it is Elvine’s——Dost tbou then forsake
Thine ancient friend ? "
Albem. He hath forsaken us.
Now in the Dauphin’s camp he draws the sword
Against his ndtive country : if thou hast
The sense of honour glowing in thy frame,
Thy country’s spirit, or thy fatber’s blood,
Thou too wilt cast him off.———
Elvina. 1 cast him offeem
T cast off Elvine lew—O thou know’st him not.
Albem. 1 know him false. A traitor to his
country
Will ne’er to friendship or to love be true.
KElvina. He is no traitor. He bath been belied.
Soaring above the sphere of common men,
They aim the secret and the venom’d shafts
To bring that eagle from his sky of fame.
.Ah! once he was beloved !e—
Adlbem. My child, no more,
Think of that passion as a toy of youth,
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And with the gewgaws of thy early deys
Be it dismiss’d. Think of thy duty now.
Respect thy father, and regard thyself.

Elvina. 1 need not try to alter your resolves,
‘Which now seem firm, inflexible, and arm’d
Against your daughter: Let me just recall,
That, in your eye, and with your kind consent,

I loved my hero with the love of youth.
*Twas you that kindled first the tender sparks
Of an eternal flame. Blooming you brought,
In infant beauty, to Aldarno’s vale,
The noble orpban of the Norman race,
The lovely sun-beam of a setting line.
‘When hand ia band we sported in your hall,
You fondly marked with paternal smiles
The young Elvina for young Elvine’s bride.
Albem. My child, you trespass on a parent's
love
To name the trifles of your early days.
Elvina. Let me, at least, repeat your gracious

words 3
‘Would, too, I could recall the tender looks
‘With which you spoke them. Sometimes you
have deign’d
To bless Elvina with a fonder glance.
My mother to00o: And her you will not blame,
For 1have seen you weep upon her grave: |
And now she shines above, a saint in heaven !
My mother, sitting on the ghastly bed
From which she never rose, call’d us around :
-Held ws embraced with cold and dying bands ;
Then lifted up her closing eyes to heaven—
“ O Gud! to thee, to thee I leave my children.”
She spoke no more.—~One parting kiss she gave ;

Then join’d our hands, and died.—I see you weep.

Fsee the futher melung in your eye.

[ Falling at his feet.
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T am yet your child==0O! if you ever loved me!
Oh! if my life be precious imhy sight!
If e’er my woes did wet a father’s cheek !
If e’er my shrieks did pierce a parent’s ear !'——-
Ch ! if the future furtane of my life,
My peace on earth, or happiness in heaven,
Cun aught uvail t0 win me to thy heart,
O suve me, save me from the worst of woes,
Save me, my father !
Albem. Rise, my lovely child !
Come to thy mansion in a parent’s heart !
But, ha !——alas !—what -can thy father do ?
I've.sworn that you shall be the wife of Arden.
Elpina. Swom A—ee
Albom. Atihe altar.
Elvina. Sworn that I be Arnden’s 2— .
Albem. Hear me, Elvina: Hear a parent speak.
. Till now you’ve ever been-a duteous daughter,
And often made this heart o*erflow
With secret gladness : In ‘the Jonely hour -
I've lifted up my hands, and blest the day
When thou wert born. Not often have I blamed

thee,

Or used-the bursh tone of awthority :

It is mot wo that we have lived, Elvina,

But here the Baron issues his commands.
If, when this storm of war is pass’d away,
You do not wed the leader of oar host,

You are no-vhild of mine : I ¢ast you off.
You hear my fix'd irrevocable word.

Flvina. If 1 am deom’d to wretchedness and

woe,
And doom’d by -yeu !—yeur will shall be obey’d.
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SCENE VIIL

ELviNa, Emma.

Elvina. Ob, Emma! I am wretched. Arden
—Heavens!
Shall Arden be my husband? Gracious powers !
Forbid that hour. Now, in my deep distress,
Ah ! where is he who used to bring relief !—
*Tis well, by Heaven! He’s in the Dauphin’s
camp.
Invite the Ambassador.—
[ Writes a letter in great agitation,
tears it, and wriles again.
[Esma returns with the AMnassapor.
Elvina. 8ay, is not Elvine in the Dauphin’s
camp ?
Amb. Lady, the camp is honour’d with his
presence,
Elvina. May an unfortunate and friendless
maid
Entreat the favour of a gallant knight
To give these letters to his secret hand ?
Amb. Lady, by beauty and by birth renown’d,
His hand shall hold them ere the day decline.
Elvina. (giving him the letter.) Forlom, for-
saken, to your cave I trust
My future fate, the secret of my soul.
Howe'er by faction or by feuds disjoin’d,
No deadly hate in man to woman dwells ;
The knight is courteous to the hapless maid.

SCENE VIIL

AMBASSADOR, alone, looking at the letter.

No superscription here, Her troubled mind
Forgot to add the name. Ha! Yes, by Heaven |-

.
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It dawns, the work of fortuhe and of fate—
This to the Dauphio I will straight address,
And warn the wishing bridegroom of the secret.
A passion slighted, and a rival loved !

‘This is the insult, the fell injury

‘Which man nor woman never can forgive.
‘With Albemarle then Arden is at war ;

The Normans hence and Saxons will divide,
Angd, thus divided, may be conquer’d still.
Ardent in arms, impetuous Britain fights ;
Refined in arts, France plots and overcomes.

ACT IT—SCENE I.

Tvrumpets. Enter Ancunisnor and ALBEMARLY
at one door, AnpeN and BaRroxs at the other.

Adlbem. What from the camp, my Lord ?
Arden. The hosts are join'd. -
All friends and fellow-soldiers, they compose
One mighty army.  Rivals now- are friends,
And brothers of the war. Yon field displays
A scene of glory to a soldier’s eye.
1 never saw the face of war so gay, .
So besuteous. Glancing in the sun, behold
The camp in motion, and the field on fire.
The soul of freedom animates them all,
Impatient for the trumpet’s sound, they act
The future fights ; and, brandishing their arms,
‘With flaming circles sweep the empty air.
Arch, Bold is the heart for liberty that beats,”
And strong his arm who draws his country’s sword. -
‘When for a nation’s rights the banuer flies,
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The viglor’s laurel. with the:olive twines:
The host of freedom is the hosy of- God.

‘Enter a Messenger with a letter fa AmDEN.

Arden. The news I baye regeived concern us
Barons, we.tramble on- the; varge.of fake, [desply.
In this confederate: host a,tmiter. lurks,. .
‘Who bas betray’d our measures;to the foe,

And holds:a correspondenqe with the Dauphin.

Albem. A treitor-among us?

Arden.. A secres:foe,
‘Who plz our ruin. Guards, arrest the Ambas-
or :

Bring him before us. Now,.before we know
This great offender, Barons, it is meet

That we pronounce his doom, lest he should stand
Too near our heart, by friendship or. by blood,
And s0 elude the sentence of the laws.

Albem,. Althapgh my natureleads.me to be.mild;
Yet hera the-highest pupishment is.duey
And timely rigour is humanity,

By this our high autherity we guard,

And strike astonishment and.terror round

To all offenders.in the:time to.come.

No favour. or affegtion, will seduce.

The steady petrioti fram the public good.

He to his country his own life devotes s .

Nor will he spare a traitor’s. :
Arch Tostant desth

He merits,, Rousing ay the-call.of Hesven,
Now when the nehlest spirita.of; the world

Plan for the public ;- when. the: bravest hands
Are raised to.strilie for freedom and menkind ¢
‘When, justpronounced in the fane of- Heaven, .
“The recent vow yet. tremhles-on: the toogue ;
If-mesnly lurking, 'mid a, chosem band

Of patrigts.and of: herves, ane be found; .
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False to his tust, . his honour, and his oath,
‘Who, scorning sanqtians, human and divine,
Betrays his,oquntry to her foes, divides
The inheritance of. future tiveps, and.sells
Eternal honour for eternal shame;
*Tis then that justice, reddening into mth,
Demands a victim for: the public goed :
A great example will restore the host :
A traitor’s hlgod will reinstate the laws.

Arden, Does then the general voice pronounce

his deom ?
Barons. One is our voice; and death.is the

award,.
Ardemo;lgle:hond&of friendship, and the ties-of"

Cancell’d, then.awful justice holds its course.

His country i the parent of the brave, .

‘Who march devated where she peints. the way,—m
[Noue behind the scenes. Ambassador

braught in.

Amb, This is- the insalenca.of. anarchy. !
Though ypu bave risen against yaur rightful King,
I hope-you still regard the law.of - nations.

‘Why, even in baxharous and savage states,
Ambassadors are sscred—rm—

Arden.. When they’re honest..
But, if they plot against the kingdam’s weal,
They angwer. with thein life.. There is a letter
Sent by some traitar-ta, your: princethe: Daupbi.
Produce that, letter,. and-in peace.depert.

[ Ambasseden gives it.ta ARDEN, whe pernses
it with marks.of -agitation..

Albeme. Yousstart! From: whouu.m)nlad?-.-—

Arden. {giwing it to him. ): Infaven yourself,

Albem. (rends the.letier.) * To the Dauphin.

““ A dark desiga is going on agaiest.usg
‘Why art thow sbseut in the day.of wat.?

4
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Come on the wings of love to save the fond,
Ah! If you come not, the undone—
Euvina.”
My daughter ? Heavens ! It is impossible !
ELvVINA, entering unseen by ALBEMARLE.
Elvina. What means this tumult? Ob! Eter-:
nal Powers !
I am betray’d ! The fatal secret ’s known—

[ Apare.
Albem. (recovering from kis astonishment, reads

again,
“ A dark design is going on against us;
‘Why art thou absent in the day of war?
Come on the wings of love to save the fond,
Ah! If you come not, the u
Evrvina.”
Undone Elvina ! Ah! undone indeed !
[Seeing her.
Ha! Take her from my sight. Alas! my daughter,
Thou wast an angel once |—Ye shades of death
Fall round, and wrap me in your gloom for ever !
Arch. Unhappy father ! we lament thy woes.
The sacred season of the hoary hair
Such shocks of destiny can ill sustain.
In this dark hour of trouble and despair
We look to theo alone. N
Albem. Support me, Heaven,
In this tremendous hour, and give me strength
For such a trial !——Ah, what have I done,
All-righteous God! what evil have T done, -
That, in the fall of life, thy heavy hand
In wrath should crush me to the ground, and bring
My hoary head with sorrow to the grave? -
You wonder at me: Tell me how to act; .
Ye that are fathers, tell me whet to do?—
Shall my Elvina—must my davghter die ?
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O! must the parent doom his child to death 2—

You answer not. ' Your silence and your tears

Point out my path.—I was a father fond,

Fond to distraction of an only child——

But I am just; and I bave not forgot

‘What to my country and my oath I owe.

Nature may cry, but justice must be heard :

Dear, dear as she is to me~——she shall die!
Archb, Hard is thy duty now, heroic father;

But high the part appointed thee of Heaven,

Resume thy spirit: Call thy virtue forth.

Now in the conscious eye of Heaven and Earth,

Thou actest for the glory, for the good

Of ages yet to come: Thou standest forth

A great example to the wondering world.

—I see it plain ; behold the hand of Heaven

Stretch’d from the sky, and beckoning thee to tread

A high heroic path {—The latter days,

The fate of England in succeeding times,

- The fame and glory of the British Isle,

Hang on the passing hour. ’
Albem. (in astonishment.) What means my
:  Lord 2=
Archb. Lo! now ’tis thine, by one immortal
deed,
To form the character of future times,
And raise a spirit that shall never die.
See! what a family you will embrace ;
You rise the founder of a mighty state,
The father of the free! The nation takes
From you its temper ; and the ages rise
To call you patriot. Ah! who would not wish
A destiny so high?
Albem. I wish it not.
" Archb. 'Twas thus, when Rome her liberty re-
gain’d,
A father doom’d his darling son to death ;
. I
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He wan itnmortal glory; and inspired
Rome with his spirit. From his patriot-deed
‘Went sudden virtue living o’er the land.
The Roman kindled when he heard the tale,
And stept a hero forth ; and .esger bura'd
For Rome to combat, and for Rome: to die.
Hence beroes, patriots, crowd the historic page ;
Hence consuls, senators, &' godlike train ;
Hence a great people rose, the: Lords of earth;
Hence many centuries of glory roli’d
In long procession ; and eternal Rome,
The Queen:of nations, did ascend the throne,
And sway the sceptre of the sea-girt world.
Albem. Thon hast no daughter.
Arden. In tbe dreadful shock
Of this disaster, Barons, it is meet
That to a parent’s feelings we appeal,
And bid the father of his couatry judge.
[ The Barens retive to the dottom
of the Theatre.
Albem. (onthe front.) Am I the judge? My
country, at thy voice,
This old grey head shall wear the helm.again :
Bare in the field these scars shall bleed anew.w-
O powerful Nature! I'm a father stilbuwi—
Thou bleeding innocence! Ah! should thesword
Just aim to touch tbat tender trembling:bosom,
*Tis mine to ward the blow.«Shall I" direct
The dagger to the bosom of my child,
And stop the dearest current of my:bleod?
But justice, truth, imperious konour,-calle
Forgive me, O my country, if I stain
A Roman’s virtue with unmanly drope !=a
'Tis done. Fhe irrevocable.doom is seal’d.—
Where am 1? Ha! the shades.of desth surraund

me,
And guv;. and monuments, and ghastly forme~
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'l‘hn.pt:‘dladc dowa to bleod.Thou . sainted
e,

- Who gavest.a bloomiag cherub 10 wy.arms,

O turn thy.tender eyes from this sad.scene,

-Nor look upen the deed !~—Ah | .pitesus sight !

Stratch’d ou the blogk the trembling victin.’s Isid ;
The pale hand waves- that.should have clesed -mry
eges,
That was the sign; of desth.|—What da I see?
A beadless trunk ; a mangled cerse—Oh! oh!
—Barons, the dreadful saerifice is- wade »
But spare me, spave a father the sad sight |—
—Yet, ah { hefore I go let me behold her,
To take a long last-Joakof my ‘Elviaa
Before she digs; before-we. part for ever.
~1I hear berstep. The:‘trembley comes, She laoks
M:abe were innogent., Her-face is woeful,
Yet it is lovely ; T could look for everiw
My daughter—Thou. mdom'd-—'l‘heu tonrs wilt
tell thee— .
My dulf! m.y«cblld'
Looking sarnestly upan-her as he goss outs
Baren. Alas|. ushappy men!-
Thy-age is desolate. - Ill-fated- maid
In prige of youth and besuty doom’d to death !
Arden. Now, as the law' of chivalry ordains,
And honpur’s cause demands, Barons, prepare
A place of combat in the:listed field 3
If any knight or.baron-of the land
'Will stand a championto defend the fair,

8CENE IL
ArpxN, Ervixa.

drden. This happy marning, Lady, you appear’d
The wife of Arden in the gye of England,
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And though our hands were not in wedlock join'd,
Our interest is one. I have a right
To interpose in your concerns ; and more,
1 feel your sorrows as they were my own,
For I lament you more than I can blame.

Elvina. 1hope, my Lord, you come not to disturb
The dying moments of a wretched maid,
And wring a beart that soon shall cease to beat.

Arden. 1 eome not to renew, but end your woes.
1've a propesal for thy serious ear,
On which the fortune of thy life depends,

Elvina. My Lond, I listén to it
) Arden. You are young,
Elvina, you are beautiful : allured
And dazzled with false glory, you have err’d
One step from duty ; if reflection soon
Recalls you to the path from which you've

stray'd,
You add one beauty to a virtuous life,
‘Which spotlese innocence can never boast.
If you renounce, if from your heart renounce,
Renounce for ever that opprobrious love,
Then 1 this instant to the plain descend,
The champion of your cause : -A husband’s arm
‘Will ‘wipe the stain that rests upon thy name,
And upon mine: My honour is at stake:
A Baron of the realm, an English chieftain,
Arm’d, and invested with supreme command,
‘Will never brook dishonour, never bear
The shadow of affront ; nor suffer man
To point the finger, or to lift the look
Of scorn against him.
Elvina. In this hour of woe,

Your noble generosity, my Lord,
Hath given another pang to this sad bosom,
‘Which yet, alas! no just return can make.
Inviolable vows oppose your claim;
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Stronger than vows, unalterable love

Reigns in a heart that owns no second lord.
Arden. 'That is the language of aversion fix'd.
Elvina. It is the language of Elvina’s soul.
Arden. And bave I merited thysteadfast scorn?—
Elvina. 1scorn thee not. I can distinguish well

. A lover’s passion from a Baron’s pride.

The candid bosom opens to the day ;

Nor clothes ambition in the garb of love,

Your virtues I revere; your rank respect ;

But who can teach a tender heart to throb ?

1 look upon thee as my father’s friend,

My country’s champion : Never as my knight,

Or as my husband.

Arden. Then behold your judge.
Guards, watch the prisoner.

SCENE III
EvviNa alone.

Now the die is cast ;
And I have seal’d the sentence of my death.
O Thou that helper of the helpless art,
O be not absent in the hour of woe !
Forsake me not when by the world forsaken !
No hope have I on earth : To thee I fly,
As to my father's arms : I have no father,
No friend, but thee alone. God of my youth !
Thou didst receive me with paternal arms
‘When cast an infant on a wretched world ;
And when a stranger thou didst guide my feet
Through the wild maze of life: O leave me not,
My God, in my last hour !—
[ Going off with the Guards, ALssMARLE enters,
takes her by the hands, and leads her in
silence to the front of the stage.
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Albem. Alas ! my daughter,
The day of trouble now hath come upon us:
I-am an old man—I em miserable !
And thou-art fallen, friendless, and forlorn !
Alas! Elvina ! -theu hast brought us low.
Flvina. I'm every way unhappy-and usdone.
Albem. -After what pass'd this morning, whaet
you've done
So wild, sb-monstrous seerms—it is incredible.
Alas! it was the effort of despnir,
1 would not shock thee now—'tweuld be an insuit.
O Heaven ! 'what agony the besom rends
‘When the curse comes -upon the hoary head !
Elving. Oh! I am doubly wretched, to involve
My father in despair.—
Albem. O fond old man,
O foolish father! I, delighted, thought,
This tempest o’er, my evening would be bright,
And my departure like the setting sun,
I fondly thought, when better days return’d
Safe under shadow of the vine to sing,
‘And bless my children’s children ; fondly thought
To see a race of shine around me rise,
The young Elvinas of the age to come;
Trace my own features in their opening looks,
Hear the firet aecents of: their lisping tongues,
‘Woo their embraces, fold them :in my arms,
And like an old man prattle in their praise;
Then, loaking heaven-waed, to depart in peace
In his good hour ! Within their arms and thine,
The embrace of Nature ! -look my last adieus,
And suiile, and fall asleep—O God of heaven,
Now I am childless |—
Elvina. 'Tis too much, my father !
I was prepared to meet thy stern rebuke ;
I could have berne the looks and werds of wrath.
But shield me, Heaven ! for I ean ne'er support
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A father's tenderacse, a-father’s tears,

That look forlorn that marks the bursting beart.
Albem. To what isage reserved ? I neverthought

Thet thou wouldst prove a parricide, my daughter ;

That thou wouldst pluck these white hairs by the

root,
And dig thy father's grave. I thought not so.
) Starting back.
‘What hast thou done?—Yet thou art still my child:
Thou art my onlychild ! [ Taking her in his arms.
By Arden awed,
None of our Barons will defend thy cause :
1 will defend thee ; I will ba thy champion,
Old is my arm, but, in a cause like this,
A daughter’s cause, it still can draw the sword,
'm young again— [ Drawing his sword,
Elvina. A cowbat so unjust,
A spectacle so dire, I must forbid,
In this alone I.from your voice appeal,
Never to'yield. O you have ever been
The noblest friend, the best, the fondest father !
And can you think that I would poorly prove
Such an ungeateful and unnatural child
As e’er endanger, in the strife of death,
Your life for mine one instant? All I ask
In my last moments, O forget my fault,
The fault of too much love ; at last forgive
A child—who never can offend you more!
‘When I am silent, as 1 shall be soon,
Let not reproach assail my virgin fame,
And heap dishonour on the head laid low.
Defend your daughter when she s in the dust;
Let not the voice of slander pierce my tomb,
To break the peaceful Sabbath of the grava,
And call-my spirit from the land of rest.
I would confer in secret with my maid.
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Adieu, my father | If we meet no more,
Adieu for ever !
Albem. (embracing her.) O my lovely child,
Adieu !—The eternal Eye alone beholds
When we shall meet agaiiim—— -

SCENE IV.

ELviNa, EMMa.

Elvina. My faithful Emma,
My dear companion in the days of youth,
Before distinetion of our birth was known,
T would depart in peace with all the world.
If ever I have treated you with rigour,
Or chid you without cause—

Emma. O never, never! -
My noble Lady, you have ever been
The best, the kindest, and the sweetest mistress,
And less your servant than your friend I’ve lived.
O would to God that I could die for you.
Elvina. 1 have a last request to make, my Emma,

A dying charge to give ! Find out that youth
For whom in early years I’m doom’d to die;
O tell him, charge him, if he ever loved me,
To guard, to pity, and solace the age
Of my poor father ! as another child
My place to fill, my duty to perform.
Tell that for him I would have wish’d to kve;
Tell that for him I died ; and all I ask
Is, for my sake, for his Elvina's sake,
To love my father, and remember me.
I know his tender heart ; 1 would not wish lmn
To mourn my fate in bltterness of soul,
And waste his days in solitude and sorrow ;
Yet I would have him—sometimes to be sad——
To think of her who died for him ; to come
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A midnight mourner to my silent tomb,

And wet my ashes with a lover’s tears, -
Then in the appointed house I'll rest in peace,
And wait the morning that awakes the dead.

ACT IIL

Flourish of Trumpets. Enter ELving, his Squire
bearing his armour. .Atlendants.

Elvine. I-hu.. muve land! O scenes of early
da;

yl
Ye haunts of fﬂendd:lp. and retreats of love,
Receive a stranger to your shades again !
You I revisit with a throbbing heart.
Tn youthful days, in your inspiring bowers,
Rapt to the world of fancy, I have wish’d
For such occasion bigh ; my country’s cause,
The cause of liberty, the cause of love,
And of Elvina !|~——Providence divine,
Be thine the praise! who hast before me set
The deeds that never die ; unsheath’d my sword
For ages yet to come, and seut the voice
Which calls the brave to freedom and to fame. -

Enter Engar.

Come, Edgar ! hast thou found my ancient friends?
Hast thou beheld—
Edgar. Alas! unbappy youth !
These hostile towers contain no friend of thine.
Elvine. What ! has three seasons changed them ?
Am I then
So soon forgotten ?
13
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Edgar. Thou art net fexgetten ! .
Elvine. My God! What dost theu mean? Thy
faltering tongae
Forgets its office : My old friend, then weep'st. -
Edgar. And I have cause to weep. These three-
score years,
The humble native of your father’s house,
Or follower of your fortune, have I lived.
Full many changes-in the tract of time
Sad have I seen: but ah! T little thought
That I should live to see my noble master
Denied the honours which bis birth demands,
Excluded from the assembly of the Barons—
Another lead the army.
Elvine. Heavens ! -Another?
‘Who is appointed to that high command ?
Edgar: Think of the'man whom least you could
expect,
Think of the enemy of alt your race ;
The Saxon Arden—
Elvine. Arden! Gracious powers!
Ah! where was Albemarle, my ancient friend ?
Edgar. His favour raised him to'that-high -com-
d

mand.
* Elvine. My father's friend, the father of Elvina,
My mortal foe! The stroke of fate is come,
And now the measure of my ‘woes is full:
Edgar. O thou hast heard as yet but half thy
sorrows !
I have a tale to tell, which I could wish
To hide for ever from-thine ear—Elvina—
Elyine. What of Elvina?
Edgar. Arden’s named her husband.
‘Elvine. Elvina false! Elvina Arden’s wife!
Then there is' nothing in the world for me :
I’ve no connexion with the human kind ;
No friend upon the earth. Let us-depart,
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1 spread imy banmers:for the Holy Land.
Let us be gone.
Edgar. Elvina.is.not false.
Ah'! she alone was faithful.to lier friend :
This day-declanes her bonour and her love,
Her father doem’d her to the arms of Arden,
‘Whom-'sbe. abberr’d, and she refused to wede—
vine. Then:she’s not wedded?
Hdgar. .No.
Eloine. . All-gracious powers |
She ’s constant, and she ’s mine | O God of heaven,
‘What thanks are equal to a gift so great:
The fair, the-faithful, and the fond Elvina! -
Edgar. In her distress shewrate to theetosave her;
The messenger was stopt ; .the letter found. .
Sha is condemn’d:ta chains ! Yon prison holds ber !
I saw her-looking from: the-i -iron guate,
Her handa in fetters, and ber eyes in-tears :
I could not bear the sight ; I went.apart,
And wept.alone.
Klvine. My love, my love, for me
Thy bands in feiters, and thime eyes:in tears !
No.chaina, ne prison, shall confine thee long—
[Sounds of lamensation heard bekind the Stage.
Whab veaerable father stands aghast
In.yonder porch ? beneath the weight of years,
And erush-of sorrow, 40.the earth he.bends
He wrings hishands; castsa wild look to heaven,
And rendshis hoary docks. He.comes this way.
Heavens, it is. Alhemarie [~

Enler ALBEMARLE,

Alboms. ' Tis aver now,
Qursed be the hour.hat.ever 1:was barn !
Eternal Justiee ! bass.thou spared my youth,
Yet doom’d thy:sevvant.in.the dvegs of life
To-drejn Ahe bistes.cup? Hast-sheu reserved
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The vials of thy wrath to pour them down
Upon this blasted head ?—
Elvine. My heart bleeds for him ;
He was my ancient friend.
Albem. Almighty Power !
‘Who on the feelings of a parent’s heart
Hast founded buman life ; and strongly bound
By love’s embrace the fannhu of men ;
If thou art worshipp’d by a Father’s name !
Regard my anguish, and support my soul,
For I am in despair!
Elvine. Unhlppy father !
Whose woes bring tears into a stranger’s eyes,
May I inquire the cause? can this right arm
Redress the wrongs of age?
Albem. Alas! alas!
No human hand can save me from the gulf,
Which deep and dark discloses to my view.
—Before you stands the father most forlorn
That ever bore the name. I had a daughter,
The joy, the blessing, and the pride of age :
I gave her band to an illustrious Lord ;
But she betray’d us—she is doom’d to death—
Elvine, Elvina doom’d to death ?—
Albem. A shameful death.
But oh ! what deeply wounds a Baron’s honour !
Heavens! am I fallen so low ? No English yomh,
Or noble of the land, asserts her cause,
Andcomeslchamplon in the lists of war.
I rose in arms, and claim’d the cause myself :
I am forbid the field,.—
Elvine. Elvina’s cause
Will bring a champion from the gate of Heaven,
Albem. Thou art the only comforter I've found ;
Thy voice alone relieves a father's hun.
Let me embrace thee in my aged arm:
I'l call thee son !~=But, oh! a drudful scene’
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Begins to draw ; the scaffold is prepared
Soon to be dyed with blood ; the axe is laid ;
The prison opens : The grim soldiers seize her; 5
They drag my daughter forth—to execution,
And I—must I behold it?>—Let me die!
O Death! thou angel of the wretched, come
To my relief, and lay me with my fathers |-—
Thou’rt thunderstruck, my son !
- Elvine. No power on earthe—
A scaffold ! By the Almighty ! ere that day '
shall stream, the scaffold of her sons.
Albem. Yonder they come, the harbingers of

death,
In sad processivn, and with engines drear,
The red-robed judges, and the mitred priests,
The grim, the ghastly ministers of fate. .
Support me, O my son !—

Enter Barons, Judges, &c. with Atendants.

Arden. (To Albem.) Depart, my friend ;
0, if your daughter, or yourself you love, .
Let me entreat your absence in this hour!

Elvine. Do not depart.

Albem. 1 will not leave this youth ;

He is my friend—alas! my only friend -
Tu this dire day. -

Arden. My duty binds me here,
A sad spectator I 'must now remain,
To give due rites and dignity to law.
But how wilt thou support a scene so dire ?
*Twould make thy mortal enemy relent.
Alas! it is not for a father’s eye. .

Albem. After what I have-seen and felt this day.
The flash that melits the glebe, the voice that sounds
The kuell of nature, and the close of time, .
Would not amase me—Eeavens! is that the sound ?
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[Dead march is heard. Back scene opeming
slowly discovers a scaffold, engines of torture,
executioners, &c. Enter at the side scene
Evrviva dressed in white, surrounded with
guards.

Elvina. Baronyof Eaglsad, heanmy. d,i-gmrd:.
A virgin, bold in conacious. innensmee,
‘Will pever: stand a suppliast in your sight,
To move.your pity by.her prayem or tears;
Nor will she tremble at 2. human, bar,
‘Who, greatly: cenfident in bims who.made
Her spotless heart, will on the moment’s wing
Ascend & spirit.at the thione.of Heaven,
Barons, you gave.a hushand.to my hend ;
My heart was: wedded 40 another tord.
From sall unnatural rule-the sout revolts :
The law of nature is the law of love.
—The.noble. mind determines its-own deeda; .
Appeals to no tribunal upon earth,
Bat answers. to itself 1 . :Thuge sts the judge,
And the high counselior who cansoh err,
—Vile fettess you may shrow emmoble hands,
And as a prison’d criminal eonfine
The dsughter-of: illustrieus Albemarle.
But the high. mind, free: and inzincible, .
Spurns at the chain, the prison, and the axe,
—Here.I avow it, dying, I avow
My love unalter'd 4o-that: neble youth,
Aud glory in the:flame which makesme fall !
A virgin maviyr to the men I loved -,
And, Barans, be assuned, whes you.behold
On yonder block the hlesdy axaslescand, :. .
The deathfels.blaw will he the awful.pang
Which sends.a father’s-and & Jover's heart.

Albems. Tremendous destiny ! ..Alas! my.son, .
Thy spirit.gzeans., Bng.dmpuu&fun thineeye
I am a parent, yet no tear I shed
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Rlvina, (kweeling.] Eternal Father! now I come
to thee!

Receive me to thyself ; into try hands
1 give my parting spirit; I resign
Myeelf u victim to my mative land :
Accept the secriice.!” Avert my doom
Far from the heads of those who.shed: my blood ;
Sopport my fasirer’'s sge when I am gone,
And he is desolate : -Whatever yoars,
‘Whatever joys thou takestfrom my life,
Repay-to him with ananifold increase.
O may he never, mever, never fesl,
In lonely sadness, -that he wants a -deughter, - .
And is s father now, alas! no meve !
[Rising, she looks towands the ssaffold.
The signal for exvecution is heard, .
Elvine. (Drawing his sword.) This is my time:
Unhand-me !
Albem. Do not leave
The helpless. I am dying. Oh ! ‘sapport me!
[Falling into the arms of Bivine, is corrisd off.
Elvina. - (the- exeoutioners- approaching.) 1 come.
Indulge me with a parting moment.
My fether, I have one request-to make—
Has he, too, leR ee? New: I am'alone.
Almighty Father! thou art with me ssill,
My eye, that- closesin the sleep of death,
Looks up to thee to guide me through the gloom
That frowns before/ray face; the dreary vale
That darkly opens is the path to thee;
Yet iv is awful —O sustaio nry soul !
Ssretch from:the: sky thine everlasting arms,
Receive a martyr to the land of - peace !
[ The executioners throwing a veil-over hew, Elvine
advances swuddenly and removes them.
Elvine. Avaunt ! ye ministers of -dewth ! avaunt!
She simil-not-die. .
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Elvina. O Heavens! Whom do I see?
*Tis be! Almighty God! ’tis he.—
[ Falls down in a swoon. Elvine bears her off.
Arden. What youth is this? a Noble of the land
His garb denotes. The Lady seem’d to know him.
Methinks be’s too familiar for a stranger.
Barons. We know him not.
Elvine. (returning with his sword drawn.) No-
bles, where is the man
Who can aecuse this Lady ?
Arden. I accuse her,
And wbodmny my accusation ’s false? .
Elvine. ’ Tis one who dares whatever valour dared,
*Tis one who does whatever honour did— .
*Tis I. I throw my gauntlet on the ground
To prove thine accusation false as hell ;
False as thyself.
Arden. Young man, I kaow thee not.
Elsine. My friends have known me, and my
foes have known me.
']‘hou, too, shalt know me soon.
Arden. Hast thou a name ?
Itnllbmﬂnebwﬂunofmhou
With a raw wandering knight to break a spear.
Elvine. Hear then, and tremble, You behold
in me
The man whom you have wrong'd, have deeply
wrong'd.
Arden.hoYoung man, I never saw thee till this
Ur,—
No human form can say that I have wrong’d him.
Elvine. So bold? Ha! didst thou not traduce
this Lady ?
Defame her basely ? wantonly? maliciously ?
Anud, with a villain’s dagger, stab her fame ?
—Eternal God ! because a lovely maid
Shrunk all-abhorrent from thy loathed arms,
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Thou, like a traitor, like a coward too,

A cool, acruel, cowardly assassin,

Wouldst murder beauty, and by form of law
Shed the pure blood of virgin inuocence,
Even like a criminal’s, upon the acaffold !—

Arden. 1did what justice, did what honour bade;
I did my duty, What is that to thee ?

Elvine. To me?—I meant not to declare my

birth
Till I had proved it. I have ever been
Discover'd by my deeds: Like him in heaven,
Who in the majesty of darkness dwells,
But sends the thunder to reveal the God.
—Behold the man whom all of you have wrong’d,
The sole remains of an illustrious house,
The last descendant of a noble line,
‘Who merits by his birth, and by his sword,
To lead the banners of the British host——
Elviae,

Arden. (taking up the gauge.) ' Tis well. Thou’rt

worthy of my sword.

Elvine. There is a time, and this is sure the umo,
‘When noble virtue may assert itself, - :
And conscious honour glow with its own fires.
—Barons of England, you have wrong’'d me

ply;
‘Who, crediting the lie of rumour false,
Deprived a Briton of a Briton’s right,
Expell'd a Baron from a Baron’s rank.
He is a traitor to his native land,
A traitor to mankiud, who in a cause
That down the course of time will fire the world,
Rides not upon the lightning of the sky
To save his country, What, what bad I done

To merit such a name ?
Archd. Misled by fame,
Indeed we injured you. . .o
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Klvine. Why then, redeess -
The injury you've done. If, in the strife,
‘Which must be asortal, Arden falls by me,
1 claim the honour which .my. hirth demands,
To lead the army.
Barons. 'Tis indeed. your due.
Arden. Thow epeak’st it vauntingly. The
strife of tongues,
The war of women, I did ever scorn.
Now let the sword degide. .
Eivine. *Tis-deawn.
Arden. Lead on.
Elvine. . I follow thee. Elvina comes this way.
1 wauld not meet her now. Edgar, semain.

Encaz, ErLviNa, Eymua,
" Edgar. Usnhappy mmid! :She comes foem denth,
She looks

As she indeed were risen from the grave
A'sint'in.glory! Let me kiaeel before her.
Most noble Lady, graciously permit
Aa aold damestic of your father’s house
To kiss your garment, at your feet to fall
With flowing tears. 1 .hape-your goodoess still
Remembers me.
Elvina. I've not forgot you, Edgar,
Nor will I e'er forget you. Rise,.moy friend.
Edgar. Lovely and gentle! You was ever thus;
Your face still shone.upon your fasher’s hause,
The face of a good angel. O whet men,
‘What murderers, could doom that beauteous form
To.such a death ?
.Elvina. I have foxgiven:them, Edgar.
[Edgar. But Heaven will nat forgive theme—
. Elvina. Whenais Elvine ?
‘Where has my father with the Barons gone ?
Thy colour changes. Ah! my beart forebodes
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The fear’d event. Is this the appointed hour
For nortal combat P
Bdgar. 'Tis indeed the time.
Elvina. (trumpets heard.) The trumpets sound ;

the dreadful sigaal’s given.
Neow, life or death. Help, help me, Powers of
heaven !

Support me, Emma le—
* Emma. Angels hover o'er him,
And guard the hero with the shield of Heaven !
Elvina. Run, Edgar, to the lists, and bring us
tidings.
Fain would I Jook—-I dare not look that way.
Hush! hark! O Emma! didétthouhear a groan?
. Emma. ’Tie midaight silence !
Elvina. Letmedook again.
Yonder they meet.. Behold the flash of arms!
And lo the. swerd-that. shail be.dyed in blood !
Whose:blood,. O. Heamens! Turs, Emma, to the
field :
T'll look no more. .
Emma. Heavens! how I tremble! Ha!
A mortal streke | These rose the shriek of death !
Eiving. Now all is over, and my fate is fix’d.
I’m destined now to rapture or despair,
For ever and for ever! [4 loud shout heard.
O my heart !
The army trinsphs in their general’s joy.
My hero’s fallen. I am gone again.
My God! twice in one day !~
Emma. 1 bear the sound
Of feet appmoaching fast.
Rlvina. Let us be gone.

As they go out—Enter ELvINE.

Elvine. Where is my love? my life? Where
dost thou fly,
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Thou first of women? Fairer to my sight

Than e’er thou wast, and dearer to my soul !

Return, and bless my arms that stretch to strain
thee.

Elvina. Alive! O God—
Elvine. Thou hast.no foe. Thy cause,
The cause of beauty, innocence, and love,
Has made thy knight victerious in the field.
Elvina. How shall I thank the saviour of ny
life ?
*Tis thus! ’tis thus! my Elvine!
[Running from the side-scene into his arms.

Elyine. My Elvina !
At last we meet in joy. .
Elvina. To part ne more.
Oh! Elvine, but for thee, my love, for thee,
Alas! this day—0O how shall I repay
Thy matchless truth, thy tenderness, thy love ?
Elvine. In this embrace 'tis more than all repaid,

Enter Arcamsnor and Baroxs.

- _Archb. Much injured youth, the victory is thine !
We judged before we knew. Let loose from hell
A lying spirit had deceived the land.

We know thee now, the hero of the host :
Exulting England owns her darling son.

This day confirms what we have often heard,

Thy deeds of prowess in the Holy Land ;

For thy renown flew grateful from the East,

Like incense wafted on the wings of morn.

—We meant to serve our country, when, misled
By rumours false, we blotted out thy name

From the confederate Barons. Now in truth

We serve our country, when, with one accord,
We hail thee leader of the British host,
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Eloine. Your bounty, Barons, with a beating
heart,

I now accept: It was my early wish -

To lead an army in my country’s cause ;

But bardly hoped for such a glorious day,

To lift the banners of the free, and mark

‘The patriot spirit spread from man to man.

—Alike the danger and the honour ’s dear ;

I march the foremost in the ranks of war,

To live with freedom, or to die with fame. :
Archb. King John’s ambassador has reach’d

: -the camp. .
Now let us claim the hour of conference,
To have the charter of our freedom seal’d.

ACT 1IV.

SCENE—Runnamede-
. Kixng Joun, Nobles, and Courtiers.

John. Shall I resign the sceptre of my sires,
And give the haughty Barons leave to reign ?
No! Perish all before that fatal hour.

The majesty of Kings I will sustain,
And be a monarch, while T am a man.
[ His Ambassador returns.

‘What from the Barons?

Amb. 1 have search’d their soul,
And to their passions spoke ; but spoke in vain.
Haughty and high, like victors from the field,
They speak in thunder, raise the eye to heaven,
And tread with giant steps. R
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Jokn. 8o bold and fierve?
Are not my veteran and victorious troops
Superior to a military mob
That never saw-a camp.?
Amb. . Swpervior far.
But yet their spirit ’s high : No terms of truce,
No composition will they now
John. s not the leader of their army shain ?
Amb. Yes: But a braver general succeeds,
The noblest name that Britaia now can.boast,
The gallant Elvine,
John. Thou hast named a hero.
Amb. . Loudly they talk!d.of grievancea and

wrongs,
And pray’d to pour them in your royal ear.
1 named this hour for friendly conference.
Forgive me, gracious King, the time requires
An union with your Barons. Loud and bold
The Dauphin sends defiance to your host,
And gives you battle at the evening hour.
‘While France prefers a title to your crown,
And comes to claitmr it with the pointed sword,
My liege, your subjects must not be your foes.
[ Trumpets.
John. The time will teach us: Hark ! the
. Barons come

Enter Messenger.

Mess. Mydnga, the trumpets of the: host.of
En,
- Johm (to Ml Mniuen} Receive the Barons.
[ He retires into the Royal Tent.

Enter ELVINE, ALBEMARLEy ARCRERISEOT?, and
NS.
- Baven.. Darker thaw the storm
The monarch frown’d,-ss he £ould shake the easth,
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Andmote tHe :kingdoms with' his-sceptred-hand,
He does. notl deign 40 hear us,
Bivime: He shall heax us.
Tooud:as thetrumopes that awakesthe dead,:
His people’s:veice shall.thunder.inhia esre.
King John's Minister.: Barons, the: uuul Ma-
jestyvof ‘Emgland,
~Still watching for. ﬂewle‘oaud,im
‘Why you hawe brought your ferces so-the field ;
Why yeu've unsheath’d the sword of civil nge ;
Against the brother raised the brother’s hand,
And arm’d the son egainst the father’s life ? i
Elvine, Gompell'd-by diveinecessity,-at.last:
‘We draw it for our country, for our children,
For every Briton down-theough everp age, :
Amb. And:do you sise with rasth sebellious sanl
To wrest the sceptse firora:;your nightful princes
The delegato-of Heaven ?
. iElgine. Longdivethe King,
Qurrightful priace ! . But let:the tmesancl know,
That for his eubjects; not-himeelf, he. reigns.
Let monarchs ne'er. forget, that first the thrane
Rose in the camp—the Captain waa the. King ;
-He wore the Inutel as:his only .crown,;.
And sway'd the sceptre when he drewhis lword
Amb. Aud bas a monarck nothis ¥ights?
Baron. . He has—
Even for the sights of -mnjesty we rise., '
Amb. Do subjeets. thiua. addsess.theiv-soxerpign
Lord ?
Baron. 'Tis not.to. thees but to. the King, we
+ come,
Nor coms we suppliants at dbe: throne:te kneel :
‘We bog not favours ; we.demaand our.rights ;
:Rights ancient, indefeasible, divine :
4
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‘We come to treat, the Barons with the Prince,
. The host of England with the royal host.

Amb. i\venle 0:;, draw the sword, averse to shed
His people’s bl our gracious Sovereign deigns
An hour of audience to his Barons beld.
‘Whatever suits the dignity of Kings,

The King will gnnt, your real grievances

The royal ear is open to receive,
nemlhnduwemlmltom
[ The Royal Tent opens.

Kixc JonN. (descending from his Throne.)

‘What do my people from their King require ?
Elvine. My sovereign liege, the nobles of the
land,

And all your faithful subjects, humbly greet
Your gracious Majesty, who bas vouchsafed
To hear their grievances: If we at last
Find grace and favour in our Sovereign’s sight,
-Qur joy will be complete ; the civil sword
‘Will then be sheathed ; Britannia rest in peace ;
The King be glonous, and the people free.
John. What are the grievances thist need re-
dress ?
Have I e’er wrong’d you? What are your pe-
titions ?
Archb. The ancient peers and barons of the
real

m,
The reverend fathers of the Holy Church,
The hoary-headed counsellors of state,
And ministers of law, in council met,
‘With one consent adopt the plan of rights
‘Which our forefathers have deliver’d down

A-sacred charge, and ratified with blood ;
Aphnwhiehgmrdubeﬁ-eedomonbude,
Which shields the subject, and enthrones the
King.



‘A TRAGEDY. ' 17

John. My Lowd, it suits not -with your holy
function
To rise in erms against your lawful prince,
‘Who might remove the mitre from your head.
Archb. Then he should mark the helmet in its

place. .
John. Is not the priest the minister of peace ?
Archb. The priest of Jesus is the friend of mau.
John. And does the friend of man in horrid
arms
Let loose the wrath of war, and shake the land
With dire-commotion ?
Archb. If I judge aright,
From such commations revolutions rise,
And still will rise, congenial to the isle.
Thougb Britain’s Genius slumber in the calm,
He rears his front to the congenial storm.
The voice of freedom ’s not a still small voice;
'Tis in the fire, the thunder, and the storm,
The goddess Liberty delights to dwell.
If rightly I foresee Britannia’s fate,
The hour of peril is the halcyon hour ;
The shock of parties brings her best repose ;
Like her wild waves, when working in a storm,
That foam and roar, and mingle earth and heaven,
Yet guard the island which they seem to shake.
Elvine. Most gracious Sovereign, let me inter-

pose. A

Look to the host in yonder camp array’d !

In such a cause the sword was never drawn ;
And never did the chivalry of England

Arm in such majesty; or pitch their tents -
In such a field : No faction for themselves,
But Eungland arming in the cause of freedom.
No vassal train attendin;i( on their Lord,
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Buys yeomen, knights, and ali the npble youth.
Lo! thousands press on thousands ta the field !
From every cloud of dust an army comes.;
The nation 'a op its warch—
Jokn, Unfold your claime
‘What does this charter to my subjects grant?
Eline.. (preseniing it to. him.) Our aacient
rights and liberties, devived:
Down fiom Great AMred through the Saxon Nne,
Confirm’d and seal’d by Edward the Confessor.
John. (perssing it \m silance.) Your rights!
your liberties ! This is rebellion.
Presumptuoys moen ! Why da you not demand
My kingdom too ?
Elvine, We are not, foen ta kings,
O king of Englaud! have not stretched forth
A rebel band to overset the thrope,
Or of one jewel zob the British crown,
Thmeuthckugdom; may it long be thine !
*Tis liberty we ak ; “tis libarty,
The kingdom of the people. Lo! 'the, rights
Our fathers have bequeath’'d us.  Lo! the m.htt
‘Which we bequesth t¢ ages yet unborn.
John. lWlm rights do yeu, ox did yeur fashens
claun,
But what & king can give and take amsy ?
Elvine. The rights of Britons, and; the. xights of
men,
Which never king did, give, and never king
Can take away, What! if & tyrant Rrince
May rule at will, aud lord it o’er the lend,
Where ’s the grand charter of the humen kind ?
Where the high bimhright of the hrave? and
where
The majesty of 'man ?
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Jitfo, My ancestor,

William the Nareesms, won the British crown.

By dint of canquest. How did you obtain

These rights-of yeurs?

Barons. (drawing thebr swards.) By these -we
gain’d our rights—

With these we will defend thew.

John. Come 5on tlms

To dash rebellion in the saeved face

Of sovereigoty, and, kneeling at the throne,

Conspire against the' King ?

Eline. Mna not the King

Conspize against the people ?

Jokn. Kings may err ;

But where ’s the power superior to the prince ?

Elvine. The King of England is the first of
mem: .

Yet there ’s a pomer gbove the King—the laws,

Which, to the. monareli, as Seir sabject, say;

“ Thus far, no farthen, does thy power extend.”
John. At wiose tribunal can.a kieg appear ?
Elgine. At he tribunal of the kingdom.

Johw. Ha!

Before whese:majesty ean lie be brought ?

Elvine. Before the majesty of all the peaple.
John. The voice of kings alone shonld spesk of
kein;

Elvine. It is not mine with muclu to.contend.
Our canseis brief.  The nation s up in arms.
The sword is drawn. This day derides our fate!
*Tis liberty, or death !

* Joka. Hawe you resolved
To shed the blood of England, or to save ?
Elvine. Prepared: for peace; prepared, for war.
we stand.
Yon campp.gbeys the signal of their chief,
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And, at the motion of my lifted hand,
Ten thousand swords will lighten in the field.
My arm is stretched forth, and, if I draw
The sword, I draw it to be sheathed no more.
John. (after a pause.) Reluctant still to risk my
people’s life,
Or shed their blood, I stand. Read your peti-
tiouns,
‘Whate’er the laws require, the King will give.
Archb. (holding Magna Charta.) O King! O
chiefs! O barons bold! O Britons!
This code of freedom is that glorious prize
For which the nations, from the first of time,
Have toil’d, have fought, have conquer'd, and
have bled. —
The sages, lawgivers, and kings of old, .
Minos, Lycurgus, Solon, Numa, Alfred,
Dion, Epaminondas, Cato, Brutus,
Founders of nations, fathers of the laws,
Patriots devoted to the public good,
Heroes, who for their country fought or bled,
Martyrs of liberty who died for man,
The glorious guardians of the human race,
Look down divine, and, bending from the sky,
Their hoary figures consecrate the scetie,
And bless the passing hour.
Jokn. *Tis well, ’tis well.
‘What does your purpose aim at ?
: Adrchb. To revive
Our ancient liberties ; to found anew
An empire of the laws; restore the rights
Our ancestors from age to age enjoy’d ;
To settle England on a solid base,
The land of freedom ; firm upon his throne
To make the sovereign of the British isle -
The greatest monarch of the greatest people.
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John. Deliver the particulars of your charter.
Archb. Let every Briton, as his mind, be free,
His person safe, his property secure ;
His house as sacred as the fane of Heaven ;
Watching, unseen, his ever open door,
‘Watching the realm, the spirit of the laws ;
His fate determined by the rules of right,
His voice enacted in the common voice
And general suffrage of the assembled realm ;
No band invisible to write his doom ;
No demon starting at the midnight bour,
To draw his curtain, or to drag him down
To mansions of despair. Wide to the world
Disclose the secrets of the prison.walls,
And bid the groanings of the dungeon strike
The public ear. Inviolable preserve
‘The sacred shield that covers all the land,
The heaven-conferr’d palladium of the isle,
To Briton’s sons—the judgment of their peers,
On these great pillars, freedom of the mind,
Freedom of speech, and freedom of the pen,
For ever changing, yet for ever sure,
The base of Britain rests.
John. These are the laws,
Of the Confessor, and to these I give
A free, a full, and sovereign consent.
But, while the foe approaches nigh,
Such a consent would seem the effect of fear,
Or trick of policy. Let us unite,
And join our forces for the hour of war;
The common foe dispersed, your charter shall be
seal’d.
Elvine. Prompted by duty, we have drawn the
sword A
To save our country; the same sword we draw
To guard our King: In every common cause
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Britons will join against their native foes,
And still the people in the King eonfide.
John. United now, both armies bemd their
march
To meet the Dauphin. None so it I know
[Zv Eleire.
To lead the war as you, illustrious youth.
The hour of evening bids the trampets sound.

Arsemazrie and ELviNe.

Albem. My noble kinsman, hail! I knew thee
not.
Beneath my roof, and with my daughter bred,
Thou wast a son! Alas! at thought of thee
Reproach knocks at my heart. Canst thou for-

give?
I need not ask, for thou art brave, my son.
When we bad wrong’d you deeply, sent of Hea-

ven
You came, the better genius of the llnd,
To save your country.

Elvine. Clad in arms, I came
To do my duty. :
Atbem. You have saved the land.
Your country, grateful to the sons of fame,
Will charge herself with your illustrious meed.
But, Elvine, how shall ever I repay
The love and friendship you have shewn to me ?
Elvine. There’s one reward—=but *tis too meh

for man ;
My highest hope, the treasure of my lifew
All that my heart beats for beneath the sun
*Tis yours to give, my Lord.

Alem. Name it, my son,
Elvine. The race of honour I have early run:

T’ve lived to glory, I would live to love.
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Your daughter, fair Elvina—in the days
Of youth I loved her—Were that matchless maid—
Albemn. Think of mnother choice.—Alas! my
son !
This is the pang that parents only feel !— [Aside.
Elvine. To me there is no other choice. Ah!
where, .
Where shall I find the rose of innocence,
Youth in the flower, or beauty in the bloom,
As in that peerless maid ? Is she not fair?
Is she not perfect in the prime of years,
The spring of beauty, and the morn of youth ?
Albem. My son! the secret cannot be conceal’d.
1 have no daughter—worthy of thy arms.
Elvine. What! God of Heaven! Elvina is
she not
The grace and glory of the female kind,
As angels radiant, and as angels pure ?
Albem. 1 thought so once.
Elvine. Defend me, powers of Heaven!
What has she done ?
Albem. Done? she has done a deed
That never can be named—has rent my heart—
Elygine. O! she has been belied. I know her
well.
She is not to be judged by common rules :
She left the crowd of womankind below ;
She walk'd aloft in a peculiar path,
And sprung to excellence—
Albem. Alas! my son,
Tt cannot be conceal’d. The burst of fate
‘Will come upon thee like the bolt of Heaven.
I cannot utter— [ Delivering a letter.
These—these will convey
A horrid tale—but words cannot express
A father’s anguish for a child that °s lost.—
[ He goes out.
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Elvine. (alone, veads the letter.) Tremendous
this ! incredible ! impossible !
These to the Dauphin—after these pretend
To love me !—-God of Nature! what is woman ?
At once to sink the vilest of her sex !
To plunge precipitant down to the deep
Of hideous bell, the dungeon of the damn’d !'—
[ Tearing the letter.
Thus do I tear her from my soul for ever.
Where am I now ? There s not one beam of hope
To light me through the infinite abyss !—
One path there is, which all the brave must tread.
It smiles upen my sight—down, down, my heart,
A little while, thou shalt repose in peace,
Nor feel the blow that false Elvina gave.

ACT V.

Scene—4 solitary Heath, marked with the ruins of
an old Castle, here and there a blasted tree.

Evvixx, Epcan.

Edgar. Forgive me, noble youth ! if I presume
To rush unbidden om your secret hour.
Alas! my Lord, you come not near the camp.
From lovers and from friends you stand afar.
Even from their tents you turn away your eye,
Alone you stalk, with a disorder’d step
And a wild eye, as if indeed you stood
A friendless man, and outcast from the world.
Elvine. 'Tis past. What have I more to do
with man ?
T am no member of the living world ;
No friend have I among the human kind.
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Edgar. My gracious master ! Heaven prevent

my fears !
Alas! my aged heart will burst in twain
To see this day le— [ Bursting into tears.

Elvine. Come near me, O my friend !
Say, dost thou know me ? :
Edgar. Kuow you? good my Lord !
Descend, ye blessed angels, to his aid.
Elvine. Edgar, the time has been when I was
blest !
That time can come no more. In yonder camp
They think me happy, and they call me great— °
~=There is not such a wretch in the wide world !—
Edgar. O might I know what wounds your
peace ? .
. Elvine. 'Tis here,
The unseen dart that gives the mortal wound—
The malady of mind— You’ve known Elvina—
She is a fiend of hell—
Edgar. My gracious master,
If right you study your repose or peace,
O judge not rashly of the maid you love !
Elvine. 1 judged not rashly. Gods ! what would
I give
To think bher innocent ! Bat, 1've such proof ;
Such shining, flaming, damning proof ; her hand,
Her own handwriting.—Ah ! departed hours
That saw us happy, ye can ne’er return !
The circle of my friends was all my world ;
That world has vanish’d—Oh ! the dreadful fall
Of those we love from honour and from fame,
Comes like the general wreck—No future time,
Not all the vast variety of thought
. Can bring one smiling image to my mind ;
Canu raise one ray of bope to break the gloom
That closes o’'er my head.—From thought teo
thought K
3
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Restless I plunge ; ‘tis darkness ; ‘tis despair,
‘Would I could think no more !—
Edgar. Forget the false one ;

A worthless woman merits not a thought.
Your country calle you. Rise te higher thoughts.
The Dauphin comes.

Elvine. Perdition on his name !—
By Heaven ! he shall not find me unprepared !
O for the trumpet’s sound ! that I might rash -
To victory, to vengeance, and the grave !
~—False as she is, yet T would wish to meet her;
To see Elvina ere we part for ever !
To pierce her with her perfidy, her baseness ;
To utter all the fulness of my heart,
TPo vent the secret fondness of my soul! .
To let her know how blest she might have been ! —
Heaven bless her still l-—

Behold she comes ! Depart—

Enter EvLviNa.

Elvina. Andhave I ved to hear the public voice
Proclaim thy praise, and join a people’s joy
To hail thee hero of this happy day !
While with the shouts of freedom and of fame
The camp re-echoes, and the nation rings,
Say, Elvine, will the gentle voice of love
Be grateful to thine ear ? From tent to tent,
Round all the camp, I ran to meat my love,
And spring into his arros !
[ He turns aside from her.
Defend me, Heaven !
‘What secret stroke has blasted all thy joy
Amid thy fame? Why dost thou turn thine eyes
From thy Elvina? Dost thou hide a grief ’
‘Which I cannot partake, cannot cousole ?
O my heart beats for thee ! Look on my face,
O Elvine! O my love !—
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' Etvine. I've known the time
When Elvine’s name, from bis Elvina’s voice,
‘Which knows its tender way yet to my beart,
‘Would have seduced me from my post in war.
Now thou art changed |—
Edvina. Changed ! I onn never change.
O Elvine, let me know—
Eloine. Yos. Theu shalt ktiow :
And thou shalt hexr me—for the last time hear me ;
For to the field of battle straight I go,
From which, if steel can pierce an open breast,
T never shall return. For oh, Elvina!
I cannot with thee, nior without thee, live!
Eigina, ;ml'ly Lord, thy words I cannet compre-
hend ; o
But, oh ! I tremble at thy look so wild.
Elvine. Ohi! once 1 loved thee! Gods! Gods!
how 1 loved thee !
Each night, retiring from the ranks of war,
You came an angel to my constant dresm :’
The deas iden.met me in the morning ;
T ne’er put on wy armour but I thought
On her whose knight I was, whose scarf I wore.
Even in the wildness of my youthful mind
I never wander'd from Elvina’s charms.
While she—O . Heaveus |
Elyina. Guard me, ye gracious powers !
Dark are your words, but shey are daggers, Elvinc !
Have I deserved reproach from him I loved ?
O it was sll my plessute, all my pride,
My joy in secvet, and my public vaunt;
It soothed me in the hour of my despair,
That when your friends forsook you, I alone
Was just and gratefol to en injured youth ;
More just, mote ], than he proves to me !
Elvine. The child of funcy, and the fool of love,
What golden sosnds 1 figured to mayself!
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1 the day-dresms of my rorantic mind,
ou rose in beauty, smiling by. my side,
ly sweet companion in the path of life,
he wife of youth, the mistress of my mind,
he friend that never fail'd. O God! O God!
he thougl:; was Heaven, when wearied of the
world,
pon that bosem to recline my bead,
> hear the music of that tender tongue,
o drink enchantment from those radiant eyes,
o feel the pressure of those circling arms |
-My God! from what a dream do I awake !
he spell is broken, and the vision ’s fled.
Titness these tears wrung from a'tortured heart,
he first that Elvine for himself has shed !
"hat hast thou done, Elvina ?
Elvina. Done, my Lord !
am afraid you are disturb’d in mind.
Elvine. Disturb’d in mind ! Yes, I am disturb’d
-in mind.
ve that within which none of all the dawmn’d
an bear in burning hell—for I have logte——
» I have lost the treasure of my soul !
'y heart is torn from all that it held dear.
Elvina. I fear some traitor has abused thine ear.
sme to particulars, I charge thee.—
reak.
Elvine. O woman ! woman ! woman ! ask thy
heart.
Elvina. O Elvine, ’tis a kind one ! how it beats !
Elu'nke. Yes it ean beat—can beat for all man-
ind.
am your fool 6 More, e .
Elvina. Suspicion, Heavens !
ost thou not know me? What is there on earth
‘hereon to rest, but that eternal rock,
1e heart of those we love 2 And can that fail b
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Alas! why didst thou save me from the sword,
To kill me thus? Would I bad died this day ;
For then I suffer’d, then I would have died
For thee !———
Elvine. For me! This is the extreme of guilt ;’
The unpardonsble crime—serene to give
The front of virtue to the soul of vice.
For me !
Elvina. Perhaps we ne’er shall meet again !
In this last moment, Elvine! I conjure thee,
By the bless’d memory of what we were ;
By all the tender hours that we have pass’d ;
The days of dearness, and the loves of youth ;
Our fond romantic hopes of future bliss ;
Theugluwebrmhodmiympnhyofmi
The tears we mingled in that tender hour .
You laid your cheek to mine, and fervent seal’d
The sacted vow of everlasting love,—
By all M’sput, I charge thee, tell me, tell
‘What is that crime, so flagrant and so foul,
To cast me from thy bosom.
. Elvine. (in tender emotion.) Oh, Elvina!
Elvina. Oh! by the present sorrows of my soul,
Plaints which have sometimes touch’d a lover's

beart,
Tears, which a tender hand has wiped away——
And am I now an alien to thy love?
Unfelt, unpitied, canst thou hear my voice
Of lamentation, and unmoved behold
The tears of her thou lovedst ?=—
Elvine. Ob, Elvina!
Though lost, I cannot see thee thus.
Elvina. Then thus,
Elvine, I claim my empire in thy arms.
[ Rushing to his arms.
Elvine. (rqufnglur) Off, off, false woman.
| there was & time-wm—
Elviaa. (wuh a broken voice.) Heavens !
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Elvine. Hell! that is thy eletnent.
Elvina. What crime ?
Elvine. Oh! infidelity.
Elvina. What villain hath belied me?
Elgine. No villain.
Elvina. Who then ?
Elvine. Thy father.
Elvina. What evidence ?
Elgine. Thy letter. -
Elvina. Where?
Klpine. 1 tore it in my wrath,
As I will rend that ruffian of a lover,
And give his spirit to the shades of hell.
[ The trumpet sounde for battle.
Lady, we part for ever and for ever!
I go without a tesr; for thou art fallen
Below the most abandon’d of thy kind.
God! has that sex dny-naiontodcea've?
To shew a demon in the shape of beaven,
And lock like angels, while they ‘redevils damm’d ?
[Ervina standing fised in astoniskment and
despair, ALzxMarLe and Exya come up
to her; she faints in their arms.
Ewma. She’s gone! my noble lady, gene !~
Albem. Help, Heaven !
Ye saints and ngeh, help !
[ Bending over her in silence.
Ha! she revives!
Elvina. Where am I now? Ah! it avails me
not,
For I can never be what once I was.
Elvine is parted, never to retarn.
ibem. The batile is begun. The sword is
drawn.
Convicted of thy falsehood, Elvine goes,
Wild ia the field to throw his life away,
And bare his bosem to the certain sword
Held outeme—
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Elina. He might have known, he should have
known,
That bis Elvina never would prove false.
Albem. How could he doubt it when I told
him eo ?
Elvina. My father my aceuser !
Albem. O, my child!
Thy letter to the Dauphin.
Elvina. To the Dauphin!
No letter to the Dauphin I e’er sent.
Atbem. This mom the French ambassador pro-
duced it ) . -
Before the Barons: We bad read it all.
Klvina. O Henven! that letter was address’d
to him,
To Elvine. e
Atbem. Elvine? Have a care, my child feee
Elvina. To Ebvine it was written,—Emma
knows it.
Ha! when I ponder——my disorder’d mind
Forgot the address.—The cursed Ambassader
Supplied the blank, and mark’d it for the Dauphin,
Albem. O, this unfolds the fatal mystery !
My child is innocent. [ Tuking Aer in his arms.
Elvina. But I am undone,
Eternal destimy! this is thy work. :
Ready to rush upon the certain sword,
He goes devoted—Oh! he never knew .
How much I loved him--to distraction loved him !
Knew not the throbs, the palpitations wild,
The unutterable heavings of a heart
‘Where reign’d his image~Now to death he goes,
And thioks me false.—O Heaven, amid my woes,
My flowing miseries, for bim I weep;
For Elvine is as wretched—as Elvina! .
[Sounds keard.
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Albem. 'Tis o’'er. The signal of pursuit is
given.
Emma. Crowds chasing crowds, and flashing

arms I see,
And garments stain’d with blood. ’Tis like the

storm,
‘When heaven, and earth, and ocean mingle war.

Enter suddenly Epcar.

Edgar. The battle’s over, and the foe is fled.
Her sudden effort made, vain-glorious France
Forsook the field.

Elvina. Ha! Elvine? Where?
Edgar. A, t,
Long did be look this way, with aspect w;‘l?iu
His hands in agony extreme he wrung ;
With faltering voice, in broken sounds, he cried,
“ I've conquer’d—now I perish-—Oh, Elvina!”
Then, with determined hand, his sword he drew,
And instant plunged amid the hostile ranks,
‘Which closed behind him.
Albem. Ah! illustrious youth,
Cut off untimely in thy bright career,
And all thy honours wither’d in the dust !
Cold in the silent tomb, thou shalt not hear
The song of triumph which thy country sings
In honour of thy deeds; shailt not behold
The tears of England which embalm thy name.
Almighty ! where was thine outstretched arm,
When virtue struggled in the toils of fate,
‘When honour perish’d in the villain’s snare ?
~Elvina, mute and motionless you stand,
No tender drops bedew thy fixed eye ;
A sullen sorrow darkens all thy features.
Ah! save me, Heaven, from that foreboding®

look—
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My dsughter, shun the hour of desperation.
Let us withdraw our steps.
Elvina. Ay——to the grave.

Albem. O look not on me with that eye forlorn !
Elvina. Never, ah! never shall I see him more.
Albem. No friend, no comforter have I on earth

But thee, my child! My daughter, live for me.~—
Elvina. It glooms! shall I not find thee in the

tomb ?
Oh! Elvine, Elvine!

Enter suddenly EvLvine.

Elvine. Here I am, Elvioa—
Forguvemo. O my love! I knew thee not. .
I sought the Dauphin through the ranks of war ;
‘We fought ; he fell the victia of my sworde—
It was the Ambassador, like him array’d,
‘Who told his guilt; thy innocence ; and died.
Angelic goodness ! What can e’er atone
For foul suspicion of thy spotless fame ;
Thou fairest, and thou best of womankind ?
Elvina. Words cannot speak the language of
my besrt.
*Twas fatal destiny. Yet, Elvine, know, ,
The pang which pierced me most, was what thou
felt.
Elvine. Look on theputnsbuudrurydtum
Oh ! let me find forgiveness in thy arms !
[Embracmg.
Albem. Heaven bless you both, my children!
} Now, in
My hoary bead shall to the grave descend.

Enter in procession, ARCHBISHOP, BARONS,
Kyienrs.
Archb. (with Magna Charta in his hand. To
Elvine.)

By thee, great chief, the victory is won.
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And lo! the charter of our freedom seal’d !
To Heaven, to Heaven ascend eternal praise !—
Barons, the'tears which trickle from those eyes
Are patriot drops ; for Beitain now is free!
Aem. Let unborn ages echo to the sound !
Now England, tising from the dust, resumes
Her name among the nations, and unfolds
‘The page of glory te remotest time.
The memery of this day will raise a race
Of daring spirits in the dregs of time;
A nation of the brave, a kingly people,
Bold in the cause of freedom and their fathers,
And for their country prodigal of blood.
Archd. (in emotion.) From future thne the veil
is aside.
The hidden volume opens to mine eye,
Andlo! they rise!
Albern. He trembles, and he glows,
Like ancient prophets when they felt the God.
Archb. Barons, this glorious day, this hallow'd
od

grou

Shall never be forgot :=—To Runmamede,
The field of freedom, Britain’s soms shall come,
Shall tread where heroes and where patriots trod,
To worship as they walk !

Albem. Rapt into heaven,
High visions pass before the holy man;
His tranced accent is the voice divine.

Archd. ‘The day of Britain now begins to dawn,
Red in its rise. Heaven opens: And behold
The hours of glory and the mora of men
Ascending o’er the globe. An era new,

The last of ages, now begins to roll,

The reign of liberty. The Goddess comes

Down from high heaven; her garment dyed in
blood ;

The sword refulgent in her lifted band :
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She looks; and fixes, never to remove,
Her throne and sceptre in Britannia’s isle.
Elvine. O blest of Heaven, who shall behold
the day
Of Britain shine?
Archb. The Queen of Isles behold,
Sitting sublime upon her rocky throne,
The region of the storms! She stretches forth
In her right hand the sceptre of the sea,
And in her left the balance of the earth,
The guardian of the globe, she gives the law:
She calls the winds, the winds obey her call,
And bear the thunder of her power, to burst
O’er the devoted lands, and carry fate
To kings, to nations, and the subject world.
Above the Grecian or the Roman name,
Unlike the great destroyers of the globe,
She fights and conquers in fair Freedom’s cause.
Her song of victory the nations sing:
Her triumphs are the triumphs of mankind.
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LIFE
oF

WILLIAM FALCONER.

Wiagam Fancowks, the author of the Shipwreck,
was born st Edinburgh in 1730.. His fashes, who
was very poor, and followed the profession of s
‘berbex, had s large family, who were, alk elther
deaf or dumb, with the exoaption of Wiliann
William’s education consisted of reading, writy
and exithmetic: to these he lumlfnncwm
added a slight knowledge of the French, Spanisty
Itnlian, snd Germaen langueges.

When still young he entered on board » men.
chant wessel at Leith, in which ha served an- ap.
prenticeship. After this he becampe ‘servans. te
Campbell, the author of Lexiphavesa who was
pursar of a ship. Faleoner contiaund iu the mer-
chant service till 1762, in which year he published
“ The Shipwreck,” & work which has imwentalined
his navan. I¢is evident that this poem waa fownd.
ed on circumstances which had aetwally oceiared
to the author; but the real narxsive of his, ship-
wrech has always remained unknown.. The.poem
became exceedingly popular ; i$. was dedicated.
his Royal Highness Edward Duke of York, who
was an admiral in the navy, and at whose recom-
mendation Falconer seon after left the merchant

4
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service, and became a midshipman on board the
Royal George. This vessel was paid off at the
peace in 1763 ; and Falconer, in the course of the
same year, was appointed purser of the Glory
frigate. He soon afterwards married a young lady,
Miss Hicks, who survived him. In 1767 he was
appointed from the Glory to the Swiftsure.

Falconer published in 1769 a Universal Dic-
tionary of the Marine. At this period he resided
in London, supporting himself chiefly by his lite-
nryhboun and it is said that he wrote occa-
sionally in the Critical Review, then edited by
Mallet the poet. Mr Murray, the father of the
present celebrated publisher, on succeeding to Mr
Saundby’s business in Fleet-street, offered Fdeonet
& share, which he declined.
" 'While engaged in preparing a third edition of
the Shipwreck, our matine poet was appointed
purser te the Aurora frigate, Captain Lee. She
was under orders to carry out Mr Vansittart and
the otber commissioners to India. Falconer sailed
with her on the 30th September 1769 : They
arrived safe at the Cape of Good Hope, which
they left on the 27th December following, and
were Aeard of no more. It was supposed that the
wvessel had foundered in the Mosambique channel.
Thus was Falconer cut off in the prime of life,
and with considerable prospects of promotion. But
this was only one among the many instances of the
instability of all merely human expectations !

Falconer, however, has left a name behind bim
that will last with the English language; for the
Bhipwreck is throughout a pure, and elegant, and
truly beautiful poem,

J.

Edinburgh, st October 185.



. THE SHIPWRECK:

CANTO I

ARGUMENT.
Proposal of the subject. Invocation. Apology. AHegorica
ducrl tion of Memory. A to her assistance. The
of fomerpcrtotthe vm
Thedn uﬂv?nt Anclent state

Present state of the adjacent isles of Greees The season
of the Character of the master and his officers.
Je on and Apna. Evening described. Mid-
night. shi welghs anchor, and d from the
haven. State :{o e weather. Mz:,rtnin mﬁon Of.ﬂ,l;e
neighbouring Operation sun’s azi.

,muth. Description of the vessel as seen from the land.

The Scene is near theC“yqumdia and the Time about
Four Days and a Ha{f

WaiLe jarring interests wake the world to arms, -

And fright the peaceful vale with dire alarms;

‘While Ocean hears vindictive thunders roll,

Along his trembling wave, from pole to pole;

Sick of the scene, where War, with ruthless hand,

Spreads desolation o’er the bleeding land ;

Sick of the tumult, where the trumpet’s breath

Bids ruin smile, and drowns the groan of death{
L
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*Tis mine, retired beneath this cavern hoar,

That stands all lonely on the sea-beat shore,

Far other themes of deep distress to sing

"Than ever trembled from the vocal string.

No pomp of battle swells the exalted strain,

Nor glummg arms ring dreadful on the plain ;
But, o’er the scene while pale Remembrance

Fate wnh Fgll triurpph rides upon the deeps.
Here hostile elements tumultuous rise,
And lawless floods rebel against the skies ;
Till Hope expires, and Pe%umd Dismay
‘Wave their black ensigns on the watery way.
Immortal train, who guide the mare of song,

To whom all science, arts, and arms belong ;
‘Who bid the trumpet of eternal fame
Exalt the warrior’s and the poet’s name !
If e’er with trembling hope I fondly stray’d,
In life’s fair mort, beneath your haliow’d shade,
T 'hear the sweetly-mournful lute complain,
And melt-the heart with ecstasy of . pain ;
Or listen, while the ‘enchantifig voite of Love,
‘While all Elysium warbled” through the grove :
O'! By the hollow blast that moans around,
That sweeps the wild haxp with a plaintive sound ;
By the long surge that foams through yonderclve,
‘Whose vaults re-murmur to the roaring wave ;
‘With living colours give my verse to glow,
The sad memorial of a tale of woe !
A scene frony dumb oblivien to restore,

* To fame unknown, and new ta epic lore !

Alas! neglected by the sacred- Nine,

Their suppliant feels no genial ray divine !
Ah! will they leave Pietia’s bappy;shere,
To plough the tide where wintry tempests roar ?
Or shall ayouth approach their ballew'd fane, -
Stranger.to Phabus,’ and the tuneful train ?—




Canto L THE SHIPWRECK. 245

Far from the Muses’ academic grove, :

*Twas his the vast and trackless deep to rove..

Alternato change-of climates. has he knawn,

And felt the ﬁm extremes of either zone;

Where polar skies congeal the-eternal snow,

Or equinoetial suns fer ever glow. i

Smote by the:freezing or the scorching blast,

“ A ship-boy on the high and giddy mast,” *

From regions where Peruvian billows roar,

To the bleak coast of savage Labrador.

Frotaiwhere Damascus, pride of Asian plains!

Stoops her proud-neck -beneath tyrannic chains,

To where the Isthmus,{ laved by. adverse tides,

Atlantie and Pacific sers divides.

But while he measured o’er. the painful race,

1n Fortune’s wild ‘Hlimitable chase,

Adversity. ‘comipantion of his. way !

Still o’er the victinz hung with iron sway ;

Bade new disttessés-every instant grow,
Marking each tharige of ‘place with change of woel

In regions where the Almighty’s chastening hand

With livid pestilence afflicts the land ;

Or where pale Famine blasts the hopeful year, .

Parent.of Want and Misery severe ;

Or where, all dreadful in the embatded line,

The hastite ships-in flaming combat join ;.

Where the:torn vessel wind and wave Assail; .

Till o’er her crew distress-and death prevail—

‘Where’er he wander’d, thus vindietive Fate

Pursued hisiweary.steps with lasting hate

Roused by Her mandate, storms of black amy

Winter’d the mem 'of life’s advancing day ;

Relax’d the sinews of the living lyre,

And quench’d the kindling spark of vital.fire.

Thus while forgotten or unkuown he woos,”

What hope to win the voy, reluctant Muse?

#» Shakspeare. + Darien.
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Then let not Censure, with malignant joy,

The harvest of his humble bope destroy!

His verse no laurel wreath attempts to claim,

Nor sculptured brass to tell the poet’s name.

If terms uncouth, and jarring phrases, wound

The softer sense with inharmonious sound,

Yet here let listening Sympathy prevail,

‘While conscious Truth unfolds her piteous tale

And lo! the power that wakes the eventful song

Hastes hither : from Lethean banks along

She swéeps the gloom, and, rushing on the sight,

Spreads o’er the kindling scene propitious light !

In her right hand an ample roll appears,

Fraught with long annals of preceding years ;

‘With every wise and noble art of man,

Since first the circling hours their course began.

Her left a silver wand on high display’d,

Whose magic touch dispels Oblivion’s shade.

Pensive her look ; on radiant wings that glow '

Like Juno's bu-ds, or Iris’ flaming bow,

She sails ; and swifter than the course of light,

Directs her rapid intellectual flight.

The fugitive ideas she restores,

And calls the wandering thought from Lethe ]

shores ;

To things long past a second date she gives,

And hoary Time from her fresh -youth receives.

Congenial sister of immortal Fame,

She shares her power, and Memory is her name.
O first-born daughter of primeval Time!

By whom transmitted down in every clime,

The deeds of ages long elapsed are known,

And blazon’d glories spread from zone to Zone;

‘Whose breath dissolves the gloom o6f mental night,

And o’er the obscured idea pours the light!

Whose wing unerring glidesthrough time and place,

And trackless scours the immensity of space !
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Say, on-what scas, for thou alone canst tell,

What dire mishap a fated ship befel,

Assail’d by tempests, girt with hostile shores!

Arise ! approach! unlock thy treasured stores!
A lhtppgrom Egypt, o’er the deep impell’d

By guiding winds, her course for Venice held ;

Of famed Britannia were the gallant crew,

And from that isle her name the vessel drew.

The wayward steps of Fortune, that delude

Full oft to ruin, eager they pursued ;

And, dazzled by her visionary glare,

Advanced incautious of each fatal snare ;

Though warn’d full oft the slippery tract to shun,

Yet hope, with flattering voice, betray’d them.on.

Beguiled to danger thus, they left behind

The scene of peace, and social joy resign’d.

Long sbeent they, from friends and native home,

The cheerless ocean were inured to roam.:

Yet Heaven, .in pity to severe distress,.

Had crown’d each paioful voyage with success ;

Still to atone for toils and hazards past,

Restored them to maternal plains at last. .
Thrice had the sun, to rule the varying year, -

Across the equator rell’d his flaming sphere,

Since last the veseel spread her ample sail

From Albion’ s coast, obsequious to the gale. .

She o'er the spacious flood, from shore. to shore,

Unwearying wafted her commercial store.

The richest ports of Afric she bad view’d,

Thence to fair Italy her course pursued ;

Had left behind Trinacria’s burning isle,

And visited the margln of the Nile;

And now, that winter deepens round the pole,

The civcling voyage hastens to its goal. .

They, blind to Fate’s inevitable law,

No dark gvent to blast their hope foresaw ;
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But frtim gay Venice soon expect to steer

For Britain’s coast, and dread no perils aear.
A thousand tender thoughts their souls employ,
That fondly dance.to scenes of future joy.

Thus time elapsed, while o'er.the pathless tide
Their'ship through Grecian seas the pilots guide.
Occasion. eall’d to touch at Candia’s shore,
‘Which, bless’d with favouring winds, they soon

-explore, -
The haven enter, borne before the gale,
Dispatch their commerce, and prepare to sail.

Eternal Powers | what ruins from afar
Mark the fell tract of desolating War |
Here Art and Commeree, with auspicious reign,
Once breathed sweet influence on the. happy phain!
‘While o’er the lawn, with dance and festive song,
Young Pleasure led the jocund howrs:along.

In gay luxuriance Ceres too was seen

To crown the valloys with eternal green.

For wealth, for valour, courted and revered,

‘What Albion is, fair Candia then appear'd.—-—

Ah! who the flight of ages can revoke?

Tha free-born spirit of ‘her sous is broke ;

They bow to Ottoman’s imperious yoke !

No longer Fame the dréeping heart inspires,

For rude Oppression quench’d its genial fires ;

Bug¢ stlll her flelds, with golden hatvests crowr’d,

Supply the barren shores of ‘Greece around.

‘What pale distress afflicts thosé wretched isles !

There pe ne'er -dawns, and Plessure ‘never
smiles ;

The vassal wretch ébsoquious drags: his chain,

And hears his famish’d babes Iament in vain.

These eyes have scen the dull reluctant seil

A seventh year scom the weary labourer's. toil.

No bloaming Venus,-on the desert shore, e

Now views with triumph captive gods adore :
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No lovely Helens' now, with fatal charms,

Call forth thé avenging chiefs of Greece toarms:

No fair. Penelopes enchant the eye,

For: whom oon!endmg kings are proud to die.

Here sullen Botnty sheds a twilight ray,

While Sorrow bids ket vernal bloom-decay.

Those charms, 20 long renown’d in-classic strains,

Had dimly shone on Albion’s happier plains !
Now, in the southern hemisphere the sun

Throujgh the bright Virgin and the Scales had run ;

Add ca the ecliptic wheel’d' his winding way,

Till the fierce Scorpion felt his flaming ray.

The ship was moor’d beslde the-wave-worn strmd §

Four days her-anchors bite the golden sand :

For sickening vapours lull-the-air to sleep,

And not & breege awakes'the silent &eep

This, when the autumnal equinox-is t’er,

And Pheebus in the north declines no more,

The watchful mariner, whom Heaven mforms,

Oft deems the: prelude of approsching stormis.

‘Frueto his trust, when: sacred duty cails,

No brooding storm the master’s aoul appa{s,

Tbe«ldvmg season warns him- to-the mainw—

A captive, fetter’d to the oar of gain!

His anxious beart, impatient of -delay,

Expects the winds to sail from Candia’s'bey ;

Determined, from whatever point they rise,

To trust his fortune to the seas and tkies.
Thou.living ray of infellectual fire,

Whose voluntary gleatas my verse inspire !

Ere yet the deepening incidents prevail,

Till roused attention.feel oar plaintive tale,

Record wliom, chief among the gallant crew,

The unblest pursiit of: forteme hither deew.

Can'sons of Nepiane, generous, brave, and bold,

In pum llld hazard toil-for sordid' gold ?
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They can ; for gold, too oft, with magic art,

Subdues each nobler impulse of the heart :

This crowns the prosperous villain with applause,

To whom, in vain, sad merit pleads her cause :

‘This strews with roses life’s perplexing road,

And leads the way to Plessure’s best abode ;

With slaughter’d victims 6lls the weeping plain,

And smooths the furrows of the treacherous main,
O’er the gay vessel, and her daripg band,

Experienced Albert held the chief command; °

Though train’d in boisterous elements, his mind

‘Was yet by soft humanity refined. :

Each joy of wedded love at home he knew ;

Abroad, confest the father of his crew !

Brave, liberal, just—the calm domestic scene

Had o’er his temper breathed 8 gay sereme.

Him Science taught by mystic lore to trace

The planets wheeling in etereal race ;

To mark the ship in floating balance held,

By earth attracted, and by sess repell’d ;

Or point her devious track through climes unknown,

That lesds to every shore-and every sone.

He saw the moen through heaven’s blue conoare

glide,

And into motion charm the expanding tide;

‘While earth impetuous round her axle rolls,;

Exalts her watery zone, and sinks the poles;

Light and attraction, from their genial sdurce

He saw still wandering with diminish’d force ;

‘While on the margin of declining day

Night’s shadowy cone reluctant melts away.— -

Inured to peril, with unconquer’d soul, '

The chief beheld tempestuous oeeana roll ;

His genius, ever for the event prepared, .

TRoee with the storm, and all its dangers shareds .
The second powers and office Rodsmond bare ;. .

A hardy son of England’s furthest shore !
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- Where bleak Northumbria pours her savage train
Ta sable squadrons o'er the northern main ;
That, with her pitchy entrails stored, resort,

A sooty tribe ! to fair Augusta’s port.
‘Where’er in ambush lurk the fatal sands,
They claim the danger, proud of skilful bands ;
For while, with darkling course, their vessels sweep *
The winding shore, or plough the faithless deep,
O’er bar * and shelf the watery path they sound
With dexterous arm, sagacious of the ground !
Fearless they combat every hostile wind,
Wheeling in mazy tracks with course inclined.
Expert to moor, where terrors line the road,
Or win the anchor from its dark abade ;
But drooping and relax’d in climes afar, .
Tumultuous and undisciplined in war. .
Such Rodmond was; by learning unrefined,
That oft enlightens to corrupt the mind :
Boisterous of manners ; train’d in early youth
To scenes that shame tl:e conscious cheek of Truth,
To scenes that Nature’s strugglmg voice control,
And freeze compassion rising in the soul !
Where the grim hell-hounds prowling round the
shore, .
With foul intent the stranded bark explore—
Deaf to the voice of woe, her decks they board,
While tardy Justice slumbers o'er her sword.—
The indignant Muse, severely taught to feel,
Shrinks from a theme she blushes to reveal !
Too oft example, arm’d with poisons fell,
Pollutes the shrine where Mercy loves to dwell.
‘Thus Rodmond, train’d by this unballow’d crew,
The sacred social passions never knew :

# A bar is known in Hydrograph; tobumuo(enth
ornndeoﬂectedbythemrgcofﬂle at the entrance of
a niver or haven, 50 as to render the n.:;xzaﬂon difficult, and
often dangerous. L

3
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Usskill'd to ergue, in dispute yet loud ;

Bold witheut caution, without honouls proud :

In art unschool’d ; each veteran rule he prized,

And all improvement haughtily despised.

Yet, though full oft to future perils blind,

‘With skill superior glow’d his daring wind,

Threugh snaves of death the reeling bark to guide,

When midnight shades involve the raging tide,
To Rodmond next, in order of command,

Succeeds the youngest of our naval band.

But what avails it to record a name

That courts no rank among the sans of Fame?

‘While yet a stripling, oft with fornd alarins

His bosom danced to Naturée’s boundléss charms :

On him fair Science dawn’d in happiér hour,

Awakening into blosm young Faney’s flower ;

But frowning Fortune, with untimely blast,

The blossom withet’d, and tive'dawn o’ereast.

Forlorn of heart, and by severe-decree,

Condemn’d reluctant to the fiitiless sen,

With long farewell he left the Jaurel grove,

Where science and the tunefal sisters rove.

Hither he wander’d, anxious to explore

Antiquities of nations now no more ;

To penetrate each distant reulm unknown,

And ramge excursive ¢'e¥ the untrivell’d zone.

In vain<ifor rude Advenity’s command,

Still on the margin of each farfious land

With unrelenting ire his steps opposéd, -

And every gate of Hope against him closid.

Permit Wy verse, ye blest Pieriaw ttain,

To'eall' Arion this fll-fated swain !

For, like that bard wnhappy, on his head

Malignant stars their hostile influence shed.

Both, in-iamenting nurmbers, ’ek the deép,

With conscious anguish taugh¥ fie harp to weep;
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And both ¢ho ragilsg surgeiin’ safety bore,
Amid destruction, : panting to the shoré,
This last; eur tragic story from the wave
Of dark: Oblivion haply yet may save ;
With genuine sympathy may yet complain,
While sad remembrinee bleéds at every vein.
Such were the pilots—tutor’d to divine -
The untruvell'd vourse.by geometric line ; .
Train'd to tomimand:hnd range the varions sail,
‘Whése various foiee conforms ¢o every pile.
Charged with the commeroce, hither.also came
A gallant youtb, Palemon was his name:
A father’s stern vesentment doom’d to pmbe,
He came, the victim of unbappy love !
His heart for Albert’s beanteous daughter bled ;
Fos her a secret flime bis bosem fed.
Nor let the wretched slaves of Folly scorn
This. genuine passion, Nature’s: eldest born |
*Twas his with lastingrangaish to complaia,
‘While blooming Anna mourn’d the cause in vain.
Graceful-of form, by Natore unghnopleuq
Of power to melt the female breast with ease,
To her. Paletnon told his tender tale,
Soft ws.the- véiceof Summer’s evening gale :
O’erjoy'd, 'he saw-her lovely eyes relent ;
The blullnng maiden smiled with sweet.consent.
Oft in the mases of . a neighbouring grove,
Utheard; they breathed alternate vows of leve :
By fond society their passion grew,
Like the young blossom fed with verual dew.
In cvil hour the officious tongue of Fame
Betray'd the ::em of their muosal flame : -
Withrgrief aud unger struggling in his breast
Palemon’s father heard tire tale confest ;
Loug lixd ke tisten'd with Suspicion’s ear,
And learm, segasiots, this event to fear.
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Too well, fair yoitth! thy liberal heart he'knew ;'
A heart to Nature's warm impressionastrue! -
Full oft his wisdom strove, with fruitless toil,
With avarice to pollute that generous sbil :
That soil, impregnated with nobler seed,
Refused the culture of so rank & weed.
Elate with wealth, 'in active commerce won,
And basking in the smile of Forture’s sun,
‘With scorn the parent eyed the lowly shade
That veil’d the beauties of this charming maid :
Indignant he rebuked the enamour’d boy, .
The flattering promise of his future joy ! 1
He saothed and menaced, anxious te reclaim
This hopeless passion, or divert its aim;

Oft led the youth where circling joys delight

The ravish’d sense, or beauty charms the sight.
With all ber powers, enchanting Music fail’d,
And Pleasure’s syren voice no more prevail'd. .
The merchant, kindling then with proud dis-’

. dain, . .
In look and voice assumed an harsher strain ;
In absence now his only hope rcmain’d, . N
And such the stern decree his will ordain’d.
Deep anguish, while Palemon heard his doowm,
Drew o’er his lovely face a saddening gloom
In vain with bitter sorrow be repioed, . '
No tender pity toueh’d that sordid mind : .
To thee, brave Albert, was the charge consign’d.
The stately ship, forsaking England’s shore, -
To regions far remate Palemon bore.
Incapable of change, the unhappy youth
Still loved fair Anna with eternal truth :
From clime to clime ap exile doom’d to roam,
His heart still panted for its secret home.

The moon bad circled twice her wayward zome ..
To him since young Ariom first was known ;
<
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Who, wandarivg here through mnyamman--

nown'd,

In Alexandria’s part the vessel found ;
‘Where, anxious to review his native shore.
He on the roariug wave embark’d ence more,
Oft, by pale Cynthia’s melanchely light,
With him Palemon kept the watch of night !
In whose sad bosom many a sigh suppress’d
Some painful secret of the soul confess’d, -
Perhaps Arion soon the cause divined, N
Though shunning still to probe a wounded mind »
He felt the chastity of silent woe,
Though glad the balm of comfort to bestow.
He, with Palemon, oft recounted o’ex
The tales of hapless love in ancient lose,
Recall’d to memory by the adjacent shore.
The scene thus present, and its story knows,
The lover sigh’d for serrows not his own.
Thus, though a recent date their friendship bore, -
Soon the ripe metal own’d the quickening ore ;
For in one tide their passions seem’d to roll,
By kindred age and sympathy of soul

These o’er the inferior naval train preside,
The course determine, or the commerce guide :
O’er all the rest, an undistinguish’d crew,
Her wing of deepest shade Oblivion drew.

A sullen languor still the skies opprest, -
And held the unwilling ship in strong arrest. *
High in bis chariot glow’d the lamp of dsy,
O’er Ida flaming with meridian ray:
Relax’d from toil, the sailors range the shove,
‘Where famine, war, and storm are felt no maxe ! .
The hour to social pleasure they resign,
And black remembrance drown in generous wine.
On deck, beneath the shading canvass spread,
Rodmond a rueful tale of wonders read,
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Of dragous rosving éa the enchanted odust,

The hideous goblin, and the yellingghotv:

But with Arion from the saltry heat

Of noon, Palembn Sought'w cobl-retveat.

And lo! the shere with mourafal pmpeekman'd H

The rampart ‘torn. with seany o fatal wound ¢

The ruiin’d bulwark tottevikg- o theM;

Bewail the itroke of Wai's tremenddus hand,

‘What scenes of woe ¥his haplers isle o’erspiad !

Where late thrice fifty thousand warriers bled.

Full twice twalve stiiniers were yon: towérs as-
sail’d,

Till barbarous Ottowkat ab Jastiprevail'd ;

While thundering: miites the ‘lovely pluns d'er-
tura’d,

While heroes fell, aid demes anid temples bun?d.

But now before thom bappier sténes arise !

Elysian vales salute their ravish’d’ eyes:

Olive and codar form*d w graveful shade;

‘Whare light with gny- romantie brror tray’d,

The my#tles here with fond taresses dwine ; -

There, rich with nectar, ‘thelts the pregaant vine.

And lot thestrism renown'd i clasic song,

Sad.Lethe, ‘glides the silent vale:slong,

On mossy banks, beneatti the titron' giove,

The youﬂ!ﬁul wandevirs fouml's wild alcove:

Soft o’er the fuiry region Latguor stile,

And with swoet Melsnthely eharm’d the sonl.

Here first Palettion, while his pemiles mind

For consolation on his friend reclined,

In Pity’s bleeding bosom pourd éhe’ stream

Of Liova’s soft anguish, -ad of . fgrief suptewme:

k] '!31mlﬁger&tm reader will readily diacover‘ fhat utx‘:::

taken the Vi 3 ; in 3069
mmkomgeuemb:t»t Jm. e
midable in the universe.
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Too true thy words ! 'by sweet rémembrance taught,

My heart in secret bleeds with tender thought:

In vain it courts the sofitary shade,

By every action, every look betray’d!

The pride of generous woe disdains appéal

To hearts that unrelenting frosts congeal :

Yet sure, if right Palemon can divine,

The sense of gentle pity dwélls in-thine.

Yes ! all his cares thy sympathy shall know;

And preve the kind coinpanion of his woe.
Albert thou know'st, with skill and stfence

graced,

In humble station though by Fortine placed,
Yet never seaman more serenely brave
Led Britain’s conquering squadrons o'er the wave.
Where full in view Augusta’s spires are seen,
With flowery lawns and waving woods betweén,
A peaceful dwelling stands in modest pride,
‘Where Thames, slow winding, rolls his ample tide.
‘There live the hope and pleasure of his'fife,
A pious daughter, with a faithful wife.
For his return, with fond officious care,
Still every grateful object these prepare;
‘Whatever can allure the emell or sight,
Or wake the drooping spirits to delight.

This blooming maid in Virtae’s path to guide,
Her anxious parents all their cares applied :
Her spotless soul, where soft compassion réign’d,
No vice untuned, no sickening folly stain®d.
Not fairer grows the iy of the vale,
‘Whose besom opens to the vernal gale:
Her eyes, unconstious of their fatal charms,
Thiil’d every heart with exquisite alarms ;
Hoer face, in Beauty’s sweet attraction dress’d,
The smile ‘of maiden-innocence express'd ;
‘While Health, that rises with:the new-born' day,
Breathed o’er her cheek the softest blush of May:
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St in her look complacence smiled serene ;
She moved the charmer of the rural scene.

*Twas at that season when the fields resume
Their loveliest hues, array’d in vernal bloom ;
Yon ship, rich freighted from the Italian ghore,
To Thames’ fair banks her coatly tribute bore :
‘While thus my father saw his ample hoard,

From this retarn, with recent treasures stored ; _

Me, with affairs of commerce chatged, he sent

To Albert’s bumble mansion : soon I went!

Too soop, alas ! unconscious of the event.

There, struck with sweet surprise and sileat awe,

The gentle mistress of my hopes Isaw:

There, wounded first by Love’s resistiess arms,

My glowing bosom throbb’d with strange alarms.

My ever charming Amma! who alone

Can all the frowns of cruel fate atouve ;

Oh! while all-conscious Memory holds Lier power,

Can I forget that sweetly-painful hour,

When from those eyes, with lovely lightning
fraught,

My fluttering spirits firat the infection caught ;

‘When, as L gazed, my faltering tongue betray’d

The heart’s quick tumuits, or refused its aid ;

‘While the dun light my ravish’d eyes forsook,

And every limb, unstrung with terror, shook !

With all her powers, dissenting Reason strove

To tame at first the kindlin, ﬂame of Love;

She strove in vain! subdued by charms divine,

My soul a victim fell at Beauty’s shrine.

Oft from the din of bustling life I stray’d,

In happier scenes to see my lovely maid ;

Full oft, where Thames his wandering current leads,

‘We roved at evening hour through flowery meads ;

There, while my heart’s soft anguish I reveal'd,

To her with tender sighs my hope appeal’d.
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‘While the sweet nymph my faithful tale believed,
Her snowy breast with secret tumult beaved ;
For, train'd in rural scenes from earliest youth,
Nature was her’s, and innocence and truth.

She never knew the city damasel’s art, :
‘Whose frothy pertness charms the vacant heart !
My suit prevail’d; for Love inform’d my tong\n,
And on his votary’s lips persuasion hung.

Her eyes with conscious sympathy withdrew,
And o'er her cheek the rosy current flew.

Thrice happy hours! where, with no dark allay,
Life’s fairest sunshine gilds the vernal day ! )
For here the sigh, that soft affection heaves,

From stings of sharper woe the soul relieves.
Elysian scenes, too happy long to last!

Too soon a storm the smiling dawn o’ercast!

‘Too soon some demon to my father bore

The tidings that bis heart with anguish tore.

My pride to kindle, with dissuasive voice

Awhile he labour’d to degrade my choice ;
Then, in the whirling wave of Pleasure, sought
From its loved object to divert my thougbt.

With equal bope he might attempt to bind

In chains of adamant the lawless wind ;

For Love had aim’d the fatal shaft too sure,
Hope fed the wound, and absence knew no cure.
With alienated look, each art he saw

Still baffled by superior Nature’s law.

His anrious mind on vatious schemes revolved;
At last on cruel exile he resolved :

The rigorous doom was fix'd ; alas} how vain
To him of tender anguish w0 complain !

:His soul, that never Love’s sweet influence felt,
By social sympathy could never melt;

‘With stern command to Albert’s charge he gave,
To waft Palemon o’er the distant wave.

<
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The ship was Jaden and prepared to sail,
And only waited now the leading gale.
>Twas ours in shat sad period, first to prove
The heart.felt torments of despairing love ;
The impatient wish that never feels repose;
Desire that with perpetual current flows ;
The fluctvating: pangs of hope and fear ;
Joy distant still, and:sorrow ever near!
‘Thus, while the pangs of sthought severer.grew,
The western breexes inauspicious blew,
Hastening the moment of our last adieu.
The vessel parted on the falling tide;
Yet Time one sacred hour to Love supplied.
The night was silent, and advancing fast,
The moon d’er Thames her silver mantle cast.
Tmpatient Hope the midnight path explored,’
And led me to the nymph my soul adored.
Soon her quick footsteps struck my listening ear ;
She came coufest! the lovely maid drew near!
But ah! what force of language can impart
The impetuous joy that glow'd in either hoart !
O ye! whose.melting hearts are form'd {o prove
The trethblihg ecstasies of genuine love |
‘When, with delicious agony, the théught
Is to the. verge of high deliriom wrought;
Your secret sympathy alone can tetl
‘What raptures. then the throbbing bosom.svwell ;
O’er all the nerves 'what tender tumnulits rdll,
While love with sweet enchaniment welts the soul !
In transport lost, by trembling hope imprest,
The blushing virgin sunk upen my breast ;
While her’s congenial beat with fond alatms;
Dissolving softness | paradise of charms!
Flash’d from our eyes, in warm trsnsfusion’ flew
Our blending spirits, that each other drew !
O bliss supreme ! where Virtue's'self cau mels
With joys that guilty Pleasure never felt ;
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Form’d to refine the thought with chaste desire,
And kindle sweet. Affection’s purest fire !
Ah! wherefore should my-hepeless love, she eries,
‘While sorrow bursts with interrupting sighs,
For ever destined to.lament in vain, _
Such flattering fond ideas entertain ?
My heart through-scenes of fair illasion stray’d

To joys decreed for some superior maid :
*Tis mine to feel the sharpest stings of - Grief,
‘Where never gentle hopes afford relief.
Go then, dear youth ! thy father’s rage atone,
And let.thiis tortured bosom beat alone !
The hovering anger yet thou may'st appease ;
Go then, dear youth! ner terpt the faithless scas !

. Find out seme bappier daughter of the town,

With Fortune's fairer joys thy love to erown ;
‘Where, smiling o’er thee with indulgent ray,
Prosperity shall bail each new-bom day.

Too well thou know’st good-Albert’s niggard fate,
111 fitted to sustain thy father’s hate!

Go then, I charge thee, by thy.generous love,
That fatal to my father thus may prove :

©On me alone let dark’affliction fall,

‘Whose heart for thee will gladly suffer.all,
Then haste thee hence, Palemon, ere too'iate,
Nor rashly hope to brave oppésing Fite !

She ceased ; while anguuh in her angel-face
O'er all her beauties shower'd celestial grace.
Not Helen, in ber bridal ‘charms array’d,

‘Was half so lovely as this tlomdd

O soul of all my wishes!

Can tirat soft fabric stem Aﬁmibn’u tide!
Canst thou, fair emblem of exalted Troth !
To Sorrew doom the summer of thy-youtls ;
And’ ], perfidious! all that sweetness'see
Consign’d to lasting misery for tme?
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Sooner this moment may the eternal doom
Palemon in the silent earth entomb !

Attest, thow Moan, fair regent of the night,
Whose lustre sickens at this mournful sight;.

By all the pangs divided lovers feel,

That sweet possession only knows to heal !

By all the horrors brooding o'er the deep,

Where Fate and Ruin sad dominion keep ;
Though tyrant Duty o’er me threatening stands,
And claims obedience to ber stern commands;
Should Fortune cruel or auspicious prove, ’
Her smile or frown shall never change my love !
My heart, that now must every joy resign, :
Incapable of change, is only thine !

O cease to weep ! this starm will yet decay,
And the sad clouds of Sorrow melt away. _
‘While through the rugged path of life we go,

All mortals taste the bitter draught of woe.
The famed and great, decreed to equal pain,-
Full oft in splendid wretchedness complain.
For this, Prosperity with brighter ray,
In smiling contrast gilds our vital day.
Thou too, sweet maid ! ere twice ten months are
o’er, .
Shalt hail Palemon to his native shore,
‘Where never interest shall divide us more,
Her ‘struggling soul, o’erwhelm'd with tender
rief, : .
Now fognd an interval of short relief:
So melts the surface of the frosen stream,
Beneath the wintry sun’s departing beam.
With cruel haste the shades of night withdrew,
And gave the sigual of a sad adieu !
As on my neck the afflicted maiden hung,
A thousand wracking doubts her spirit wrung.
She wept the terrors of the fearful wave,
Too oft, alas ! the wandering lover’s grave! "
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With soft persunsion 1 dispell’d her fear,

And from her cheek beguiled the falling tear,
‘While dying fondness languish’d in her eyes,

She pour’d her soul to Heaven in suppliant sighs :
Look down with pity; O ye Powers above !

‘Who hear the sad complaints of bleeding Love ¢
Ye, who the secret laws of Fate explore, '
Alone can tell if he returns no more ;

Or if the hour of future joy remaim,

Long-wish'd atonement of long-suffer’d pain !
Bid every guardian minister attend,

And from gll I} the much-loved youth defend ! ~
With ‘grief o’erwhelm’d, we parted twice in vain,
And, urged by strong attraction, met again,

At last, by cruel Fortune torn apart,

‘While tender passion stream’d in either heart;
Our eyes transfix’d with agonizing look,

One sad farewell, one sad embrace we took.
Forlorn of hope the lovely maid T left,

Pensive and pale, of every joy bereft.

She to her silent couch retired to weep,

While her sad swain embark’d upon the deep.

His tale thus closed, from sympathy of
Palemon's bosom felt a sweet relief. '
The hapless bird, thus ravish’d from the skies,
‘Where all forlorn his loved companion flies,

In secret long bewails his cruel fate,

With fond remembrance of his winged mate :
Till grown familiar with a foreign train,
Composed at length, his sadly-warbling strain
In sweet oblivion charms the sense of pain.

Ye tender maids, in whose pathetic souls
Compassion’s sacred stream impetuous rolls ;
Whose warm affections exquisitely feel
The secret wound you tremble to reveal !

Ah ! may no wanderer of the faithless main
Pour through your breasts the soft delicious bane !
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May never fatal tenderness spprove

The fond effusions of their udeut love.

Oh! warn’d by Friendship's counsel, leamn to
shun

The fatal path where thousands are undoae !

Now as the youths, returning.o’er the plain,
Approach’d the lonely margia of the main,
First, with attention roused, Arien eyed
The graceful lover, form’d in. Nature’s pride.
His frame the happiest symmetry display’d ;.
And locks of waving gold his neck amay’d ;

In every look the Paphian graces. shirte,
Soft-breathing o’er his cheek their-bleem divine,
With lighten’d heart he smiled serenely gay,
Like young Adonis, or the Son of May.

Not Cytherea from a fairer swain

Received hercpplsonthe Trojan plain !

The sun’s bright orb, doclmmg sl serenis,
Now glanced obliquely o’er the woodland. scene.
Creation smiles around ; on every spray
The wwblmgbudnenhtheu evening lay :
Blithe skippiug o'er yon hill, the fleecy wrain’
Join the deep chorus of the Jowing plain :

The golden lime and orange theromm
On fragmnt branches of perpetsal green

The crystal stresms, that velnt,mudovm lave,.
To the green ocean roll with chidiug wave :
The glassy ocean, hush’d, forgets to roar,

But trembling murmurs ou the sandy shore :
And Jo! his surface lovely to behold, -
Glows in the west-a sea of living gold!

‘While all above, & thousand liveries gay

The skies with pemp ineffable asvay.
Arsbian sweets perfume the happy: plsins:
Above, beneath, around, enchanttent veigns !~
‘While yet the shades, on' Time'’s eternal seele,
With long vibration deepen o'er the vale;;
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‘While yet-the 4ougsters of the vocal grove
With dying niwnbéts tune the soul to.love;
With joyful-eyes the attentive master sees
The auspicious omens of an eastern breeae::
Now radiant Vesper leads-the starry train,
Aund Night slow draws.her. veil o'er land and main:
Round the charged bowl the sailars form a ring;
By turns recouat-the wondrous tale, or sing ;-
As love or:battle, hardships of .the:main,
Or genisl wine, awakd the homely strain
Then souie the watch-of night alterdste keep,
The rest lie buried- in oblivious siéep. -

Deep midoighit now involves the- %ivid:d::ies,
‘While infant breeses from the shore arise,
The waning- moon, béhind a .watery.shroud,
Pale gllmmer'd o'er the long-protyacted cloyd.
A mighty ring around her silver throne;
With parting: mettors cross'd;’ pertentous: shone:
This in the troubled sky full oftiprevailss.
Oft deem’d a signal of fempestudus gales. .
While young Arion sleéps, before his sight
Tumultuous swim tlie visions of. the night.
Now blooming Auna, with her happy swain,
Approack’d the.sacred hymeneid fane :
Anon, tremendous hguning- flash between,
And foherd] porop and weeping:loves.are seen !
Now with Palemen’ up a rocky steep, -
‘Whose: summit- trevables o’er the roaring. deep,
With painful step be climb’d ; while far above
Sweet Anna charm’d them with the vaicé of love;
Then sudden from the slippery height they fell,
‘While dreadful yawn'd beweath the jaws of hehi.
Amid this féarfiil trance, 2 thundering sound
He hears, and thrice the hollow decks rebound.
Up-starting from his couch, on deck ie-sprung’;
Thiice with shrill note the boatswaln’s whistlé rung.

4
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Al hands unmoor ! proclaims a boisterous cry :
Al hands unmoor/ the cavern’d rocks reply !
Roused from repose, aloft the sailors swarm,
And with their levers soon the windlass arm.*
The order given, up-springing with a bound,
They lodge their bars, and wheel the engine round ;
At-every turn the clanging pauls resound.
Up-torn reluctant from its cozy cave,
The ponderous anchor rises o’er the wave.
Along their slippery masts the yards ascend,
And high in air the canvass wings extend :
Redoubling cerds the lofty canvass guide,
And through inextricable maxes glide.
The lunar rays with long reflection glesm,
To light the vessel o'er the silver stream :
Along the glassy plain serene she glides,
‘While azure radiance trembles on her sides.
From east to north the transient breezes play,
And in the Egyptian quarter soon decay.
A calm ensues; they dread the adjacent shore,
The boats with rowers arm’d are sent befove :
With cordage fasten’d to the lofty prow,
Aloof to sea the stately ship they tow.{
‘The nervous crew their sweeping oars extend,
And pesling shouts the shore of Candis rend.
Success attends their skill ; the danger’s o'er;
The port is doubled and beheld no more.

Now Mo, her lamp pale glimmering on the

si

ght,
Scatter'd before her van reluctant Night.

»-The windlass is a sort of large roller, used to wind«n the
cable, or heave up the auchor. It is tul aboutven'w-?
byanu:\dmﬂongbnmobry ltel"ven; in w operation, it

2, e

X fropu.i‘metendibnfrgnhe;‘ ..mtg vy 14
means of ex' ng r forepart to one or more
of the boats rowing before her. .
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Sbe comes not in refulgent pomp array’d,
But sternly frowning, wrapt in sullen shade.
Above incumbent vapours, Ida’s height,
Tremendous rock | emerges on the sight :
North-east the guardian isle of Standia lies,
And westward Freschin’s woody capes arise.

With whining postures, now the wanton sails
Spread all thejr snares to charm the inconstant

+ The swelling stud-sails * now their wings extend,

Then stay-sails sidelong to the breeze ascend ;

While all to court the wandering breeze, are
placed ;

With yards now thwarting, now obliquely braced.

The dim borizon lowering vapours shroud,

And blot the sun, yet struggling in the cloud :

Through the wide atmospheu, condensed with
haze,

His glaring orb emits a uugume blaze,

The pilots pow their rules of art apply,

.The wystic needle’s devious aim to try.

The compass placed-to catch the rising ray,}
The quadrant’s shadows studious they survey !
Along the arch the gradual index slides,
‘While Phaebus dowa the vertic circle glides:
Now, seen on Ocean’s utmost verge to swim,
He sweeps it vibrant with his nether limb.
Their sage experience thus explores the height
And polar distance of the source of light :

» Studding-sails which are only
uledinﬂnewelthermd winda,on e outside of the
larger square sails. Stay-sails are three-cornered sails, which
are hoisted up on the stays, when the wind crosses the ship's
course either directly or obliquely.

+ The :Kerauon of taking the sun’s athnh in order to
.;edl e or western vari of magnetic
needle.

M
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Then through the chiiliad®s triple tase they trace

The atislogy that proves the magnet's place,

The waywand steel, to trath shus rovenciled,

No more the attentive pilot's eye

‘The nathres, while the ship departs the tand,

Ashore with sdwmirstion guzing stand.

Majestically stow, before the breeze,

¥n #iletit pomp she tmarches on the seas.

Her milk-white bottom casts a softer gheam,

While tretubling through the green tramslacent
fitreamh,

The wiales,* that-clese above in contvast shons,

Clasp the long fabric with a jetty zowe.

Privarmis riding awful on the prow,

Gazed ‘o’er the vitssal-wave that roll’d belew :

‘Where'er she noved, the vassal-waves wére seen

Fo yleld ebequious snd confess their queen.

‘The imperial trident graced her dexter hand,

Of power to rule the surge, like Moscs’® vnnd

The eternal empire of the main to keep,

And guide ber squadrons o’er the trembliog deep.

Her left, propitious, Sore a niystic shield,

Around whose margin rolls the watery fleld.

There her bold ‘Genius, in hisfleating car,

Q’er the wild diflow hurls the storm of ware

And lo! the beasts, that oft with jealows rage

In bloody corbet ymet, from age to age,

Tamed into Union, yoked in Friendship’s chein,

Draw his proud chariet round the vanquish’d
main,

From the broad mergin to the eentre grew

Shelves, rocks, and whirlpdols, bideous to ‘the
view !

& The wales, here alluded to, are Uong
I 'a:th m-m 3&”&% ‘?:e.brgt, an appen

mmew ukeanngoolhoup,whx
from the upper works.
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‘The immartal shield from Neptune she received,
‘When firit her head above the waters heaved.
Loose floated o’sr her limbe an azure veat;
A figured scutcheen glitter’d on her breast ;
There, from.one parent sojl, for ever young,
The blootning rose and bardy thistle sprung.
Around her head an oaken wreath was seen,
Inwove with lsuxels of unfading green.
Such was the sculptured prowfrom van to reac
The artillery frown’d, .a black tremendous tier !
Embeim'd with orient gum, above the wave,
The swelling sides a yellow radiance gave.
On the bread stemn, a pencil warm and bold,
That never servile rules of art controll’d,
An allegoric tale en high pourtray’d,
There a young hero, here a rayal maid.
Fair England’s gedius in the youth exprest
Her ancient foe, but now her friend confest,
The warlike nymph with fond regard survey'd :
No more his hostile frown her heart dismay’d.
His look, that once shot terror from afar,
Like young Alcides, or the god of war,
Berene as swmmer’s evening skies she saw ;
Serene, yet firm ; though mild, impressing awe.
Her nervous arm, inured to toils severe,
Braudish’d the uncouquer’d Caledonian spear ;
The drendful falchion of the hills she wore,
Sung to the harp in many & tale of yore,
That oft her rivers dyed with hostile gore.
Blue was her rocky shield; her piercing eye
Flush’d -like the meteors of her native sky ;
Her crest, high plumed, was rough with many a
scar, .
And ¢’er her helmet gleam’d the northern star.
The warrior youth appear’d of noble frame,
The hardy offspring of some Runic dame:
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Loosé o’er his shoulders hung the slacken’d bow,

Renown’d in song—the terror of the foe !

The sword, that oft the barbarous north defied,

The scourge of tyrants ! glitter’d by his side. -

Clad in refulgent arms, in battle won,

The George emblazon’d on bis corslet shone.

Fast by his side was seen a golden lyre,

Pregnant with numbers of eternal fire :

Whaose strings unlock the witches’ midnight spell,

Or waft rapt Fancy through the gulf of hell—

Struck with contagion, kindling Fancy hears

The songs of Heaven ! the music of the spheres !

Borne on Newtonian wing, through air she flies,

Where other suns to other systems rise !

These front the scene conspicuous——over head

Albion’s proud oak his filial branches spread ;

While on the sea-beat shore obsequious stood,

Beneath their feet, the father of the flood ;

Here, the bold native of her cliffs above,

Perch’d by the martial maid the bird of Jove ;

There, on the watch, sagacious of his prey,

With eyes of fire, an English mastiff lay.

Yonder fair Commerce stretch’d ber winged sail ;

Here frown’d the god that wakes the living gale :

High o’er the poop the flattering winds unfurl’d

The imperial flag that rules the watery world.

Deep blushing armours all the tops invest,

And warlike tropbies either quarter drest :

Then tower'd the masts; the canvass swell'd on
- bigh;

And waving streamers floated in the sky.—-

Thus the rich vessel moves in trim array,

Like some fair virgin on her bridal day.

Thus, like a swan, she cleaves the watery plain ;

The pride and wonder of the Aigean main.
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CANTO 11
ARGUMENT.
Reflection on leaving the land. e gale continues. A
water ut. Beauty of a dying dolphin. The ship’s pro-
the shore. Wind strengthens. The sails re.

Aahmlol P

er
3“ thnml nplit. Ship bears away before the wind.
Again hauls upon the Another mainsail fitted to
the yard. The gale still increases. ‘Top-sails furled. Top-
gallant yards sent down. Sea enlarges. Sun-set. Courses
reefed. Four seamen lost off the lee main-yard-arm. An-

xiety of the pilots from their situation. Reso-
lute beluviour of the sailors. e ship labours in great
diatress. thrown ovetbours. Dismal appear.

vere fatigue of the crew. Consultation and resolution of
the officers. Specch and advice of Albert to the crew.

N d tion to veer before the wind.
ent in eiqrmdwoued effect. New dispositions m
mcceufu 5 e mizen.mast cut away.

The Scene lies in the detween schin, in Cardia,
and the island &mqmgzm twelve leagues

Amtu, ye pleasures of the rural scene,

‘Where Peace and calm Contentment dwell serene !
To me, in vain, on earth’s prolific soil,

‘With summer crown’d the Elysian valleys smile!
To me those happier scenes no joy impart,

But tantalize with hope my aching heart.
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For these, alas ! reluctant I forego,
To visit storms and elements of woe !
Ye tempests ! o’er my head congenial roll,
To suit the mournful music of my soul !
In black progression, lo! they hover near—
Hail, social Horrors ! like my fate severe !
Old Ocean, hail! beneath whose azure zone
The secret deep lies unexplored, unknown.
Approach, ye brave companions of the sea,
And fearless view this awful scene with me!
Ye native guardians of your country’s laws !
Ye bold assertors of her sacred cause !
The muse invites you, judge if she depart,
Unequal, front the precepts of your art.
In practice train’d, and conscious of ber power,
Her steps intrepid, meet the trying hour.—
O’er the stmooth bosom of the faithless tides,
I'd by gentle gales, the vessel glides.
mond, exulting, felt the auspicions wind,
And by a mystic chiarm its aim confined.
‘The thoughts of home, that o’er his fancy roll,
‘With trembling joy dilate Palemon’s soul :
Hope lifts his heart, before whose vivid ray
Distress récedes, add danget melts away.
Already Britain’s parent cliffs arise,
And in idea greet his longing eyes!
Each amorous sailor too, with heart elate,
Dwells on the beauties of his gentle mate.
Fven they the impressive dart of Love can feel,
‘Whose stubborn souls are sheathed in triple steel.
Nor less o’erjoy’d, perhaps with equal truth,
Each faithful maid expects the approaching youth.
In distant bosoms equal srdours glow ;
And mutual passions mutual joy bestow.
Tall Ida's summit now more distant grew,
And Jove's high liill was rising on the view ;
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When, from the left sppreaching, they dessry

A liquid column, towering, shoot on
The fonrning basa an sogry whirlwind sweeps,
‘Where eutling billews rouse tive feanful deepe.
Still round and rownd the fluid vartex flies,
Scattering dun sight and homwox shrough the skies.
The swift volution and the onormous train
Let ssges versed in Neture’s lore explsin!
The horrid apparition. still draws nigh,
And white with fosm the whirling sueges fy :
The guns were priswedwrthe vemsal northward veers,
Till ber hlack battery en the column bears.
The nitre fired ; and while the dreadfuil sound,
Convulsive, shesk the slumbering air aronad,
The watery volume, trembling to the sky,
Bursts down a dreadful deluge from om high ;
The affrighted surge, tecoiling aa it fell,
Rolling in bills disclosed the sbyss of hell.
But soon, this tramsient undulation o’er,
‘The sea subsides, the whirlwinds xage no mase.
‘While southward naw the increasing breezes veer,
Dark clauds inoumbesnt on their wings appear,
In front they view the consecrated grove
Of cypress, sacred onoe to Cretan Jove.
The thirsty canvass, all areund sepplied,
Still drinks unguench'd the full aérial tide ;
And now, approaching near the lofty stemn,
A shoal of spertive dolphins they discern.
From burnish'd scales they beam’d refulgent rays,
Till all the glowing ocean seems to blaze.
Soon to the sport of death the evew repair,
Dart the long lance, or spread the baited snare.
One in redoubling mazes wheels along,
And glides, unhappy ! mear the triple
Rodmond, unesring, o'er his head suspends
The barbed steel, and mry turn sttends.
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Unerring aim’d, the missile weapon flew,

And, plunging, struck the fated vietim through.

The up-turning points his ponderous bulk sustain ;

On deck he struggles with convulsive pain.

But while his heart the fatal javelin thrills,

And flitting life escapes in sanguine rills, .

What radiant changes strike the astonish’d sight !

What glowing hues of mingled shade and light !

Not equal beauties gild the lucid west,

With parting beams all o’er profusely drest.

Not lovelier colours paint the vernal dawn,

‘When orient dews impearl the enameli’d lawn,

Than from his sides in bright suffusion flow,

That now with gold empyreal seem’d to glow ;

Now in pellucid sapphires meet the view,

And emulate the soft celestial bue ;

Now beam a flaming crimsoun on the eye,

And now assume the purple’s deeper dye.

But here description clouds each shining ray— .

‘What terms of Art can Nature’s powers display ?
Now, while on high the freshening gale she feels,

The ship beneath her lofty pressure reels.

The auxiliar sails that court a gentle breeze,

From their high stations sink by slow degrees.

The watchful ruler of the helm no more

With fix’d attention eyes the adjacent shore ;

But by the oracle of truth below,

The wondrous magnet, guides the wayward prow.

The wind, that still the impressive cauvass swell’d,

Swift and more swift the yielding bark impell’d.

Impatient thus she glides slong the coast,

Till, far behind, the hill of Jove is lost :

And, while aloof from Retimo she steers,

Malacha’s foreland full in front appears.

Wide o’er yon isthmus stands the cypress grove

That once enclosed the hallow’d fane of Jave.
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Here, too, memorial 'of his name! is found

A tomb, in marble ruins on the ground.

This gloomy. tyrant, whose triumphant yoke

The trembling states around to slavery broke,

Through Grecce, for murder, rape, and incest
. known, . .

The Muses raised to high Olympus’ throne.

For oft, alas ! their venal strains adorn

The prince, whom blushing Virtue holds in scorn.

Still Rome and Greece record his endless fame,

Aad hence yon mountain yet retains his name.

But see ! in conflaence borne before the blast,

Clouds roll’d on clouds the dusky noon o’ercast ;

The blackening ocean curls; the winds arise ;

And the dark scud * in swift succession flies ;

‘While the swoln canvass bends the masts on high,

Low in the wave the leeward cannon lie: +

The sailors now, to give the ship relief,

Reduce the top-sails by a single reef. }

Each lofty yard with slacken’d cordage reels,

Rattle. the creaking blocks and ringing wheels ;

Down the tall masts the top-sails sink amain,

And, soon reduced, assume their post again.

More distant grew receding Candia’s shore;

And southward of the west Cape Spado bore.

* Scud is a name tg:ven by seamen to the lowest clouds,
which are driven with great rapidity along the atmosphere,
in squally or ous weather.

+ the wind crosses a ship’s course, either directly or
obllquely, that s!de of the ship upon which it acts is a{led

side; and the ?lwhh:h is then pr
ed downwards, is called the'iee-ude ence all the ri
and furniture of the ship are, at thu time, distinguish by
the side on which they are si as the lee. the
]ee.bnceo, m&her.bnou, c'nila, of th
'he are e second degree

in helght and itu ‘deefs are certain divisions or
spaces by which principal sails are reduced when the
fwlml :tgmrmes and again enlarged proportionably when its

Ms
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Four houre the sun his high meridian throne
Had left, and o’er Atlantic regions shone :
Still blacker clouds, that all the skies invade,
Draw o’er his sullied orb a dismal shade.
A squall deep lowering blots the southern sky,
Before whose boisterous breath the waters fly.
Its weight the top-sails can no more sustain :
¢ Reef top-sails, reef!”’ the bostswain calls again.
The baliards * and top-bow-lines 4 soon are gone,
To elue-lines } and reef-tackles next they run :
The shivering sails descend, and now they square
The yards, while ready sailors mount in air.
The weather-earings | and the lee they past ;
The reefs enroll’d, and every point made fast.
Their task above thus finish’d, they deacend,
And vigilant the approaching squall attend.
It comes resistless, and, with fosming sweep,
Upturns the whitening sarface of the deep.
In such a tempest,. borne to deeds of death,
The wayward Sisters scour the blasted heath.
‘With ruin pregnant now the clowds impend,
And storm and cataract tumultuous blend.

% Haliards are single repes or tackles, by which the
ghmhuutedupwdloweredwhenthenﬂuu{beexm

or red:

+ Bow.lines are ineendedwkupthewlndwndedge
g:ebeuﬂnudy,mpremn from shaking in unfavour-

:Clua.linelueropuuaed tm-upthechm,alom
mhrlywhéntgﬂni*lnobe close reefed, or furled.

tackles are ropes to facilitate the operation of
reeﬁngbyeonﬂning eey;ammﬁuutthemfcmeg

d:e 30 that the interval becom and 1s

easily ledupmdmwnedwtbemd the points em-
ployed for this purpose.

Earings are small cords, tiy which the upper corners of
neipal sails, and also the ex of the reefy, are fas.

to the yard-arms.
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Deep on her side the reeling vessel lies—

¢ Brail up the mizen,* quick ! the master cries,

¢ Man the clue-garets !4 let the main-sheet} fly!* —

The boisterous squall still presses from on high,

And swift, and fatal, as the lightniag’s course,

Through the tora minud bursts with thundering
force. -

While the reat canvass flutter’d in the wind,

Still on ber flank the stooping bark inelined.

¢ Bear up the belm || a-weather !’ Rodmeond cries ;

Swift, at the word, the helm a-weather flfes.

The prow, wuhuontimtmct, veers space ;

And now the foresait right athwart they birace ;

With equal sheets restrain’d, the bellying sail

Spreads a broad concave to the sweeping gale.

‘While ¢’er the foam the ship impetuous flies,

The attentive timoneer § the helm applies.

As in pursuit along the adrial way,

‘With ardent eye, the falcon marks his prey,

Each motion watches of the doubtful chase,

Obliquely wheeling through the liquid space ;

t'l‘mnh!nuahne sail of an oblong figure, extended
upon the mizen-mast.

W
It is necessal mthu;g:e remark, that the shi
zk:h n:u&;é:s;.u miﬂakenbylhe English mm

readers for are no other the roim
used to extend the duuvthweremmuoftheulhwwh ch
they ched. insail and foresail there is a
ehmmdlmkon uclnlde the latter of which is a thick
bo conﬂne the weather.clue of the sail down to
the édp‘t ;l hitst the former draws out the lee-clue or
}:dwe;icomcroutheomiee e. Tacks are only used in a
e wind.
q‘l‘hehehnhuidtobe a-weather, when ﬁxeburbywhich
is turned to the side of the ship next the wind.
§ Timoneer (from timonnier, Fr.) the helmsman or steers
man,
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So, govern'd by the steersman’s glowing hands,
‘The regent helm her motion still commghds.

But now the transient squall to leeward past,
Again she rallies to the sullen blast.
The belw to starboard * turns—with.wings inclined,
The sidelong canvass clasps the faithlees wind :
The mizen draws, she springs aloof once more,
‘While the fore-staysail + balances before.
The foresail braced obliquely to the wind,
They near.the prow the extended tack confined ;
Then on the leeward sheet the seamen bend,
And haul the bow-line to the bowsprit end.
To top-sails next they haste—the bunt-lines gone,
The clue-lines through their wheel’d machinery

run; .

On either side below the sheets are mano'd :

Again the futtering sails their skirts expand.

Once more the top-sails, though with humbler

plume,

Mounting aloft, their ancient post resume.

Again the bow-lines and the yards are braced, {

And all the entangled cords in order placed.
The sail, by whirlwinds thus so lately rent,

In tatter’d ruins fluttering, is unbent..

‘With brails | refix’d another soon prepared,

Ascending, spreads along beneath the yard.

# The helm being turned to starboard, or to the right side
of the ‘hliip' directs the prow to the left, or to port, and vice
versa. Hence the helm being put a-starboard, when the ship
is running northward, directs her prow towards the west.

+ This sail, which is with more r:gﬁety called the fore.
topmast-staysail, is a triangular sail, that runs upon the fore-
topmast stay, over the bowsprit. It is used to command the
fore part of the ship, and counterbalance the sails extended
towards the stern. ~Sec also the last note of this Canto.

I A yard Is said to be braced when it is turned about the
mast horizontally, either to the right or left ; the ropes em-
ployed in this service are accordingly called braces.

||Them£eounedtotruuupaunmtbe ard or mast
whereto it is attached, are, in general sense, called brails.
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To each yard-arm the head-rope * they extend,
And soon their earings and their roebios + bend.
That task perform’d, they first the braces} slack,
Then to its station drag the unwilling tack ;
And while the lee clue-garnet’s lower'd away,
Taught aft the shdet they tally and belay. ||

Now to the north, from Afric’s burning shore,
A troop of porpoises their course explore ;
In curling wreaths they gambol on the tide,
Now bound aloft, now down the billow glide. R
Their tracks awhile the hoary waves retam,
That burn in sparkling trails along the main.
‘These fleetest coursers of the finny race,
When threatening clouds the etbereal vault de-

face, )

Their rout to leeward still sagacious form,
To shun the fury of the approaching storm.
. Fair Candia now no more beneath her lee
Protects the vessel from the insulting sea:
Round her broad arms, impatient of control,
Roused from their secret deeps, the billows roll.
Sunk were the bulwarks of the friendly shore,
And all the scene an hostile aspect wore.
The flattering wind that late, with promised aid,
From Candia's bay the unwilling ship betray’d,
No longer fawns beneath the fair disguise,
But like a ruffian on his quarry flies,
Tost on the tide she feels the tempest blow,
And dreads the vengeance of so fell a foe.

4 The head.rope is a cord to which the upper part of the
w; mgd. ds, ced roebins, 11 rd
-han onoun , are smal co s, used to
fasten the u rpredﬁ any sail to its ard.
Because the lee-brace confines the y: that the tack
v not come down to its place till the brwes are cast loose.
| Taught implies stiff, tense‘ or extended straight; and
is a phrase particularly qaxed to the operation of haul-
mg aft the sheets, or dnwing em towards the ship’s stern.
* To belay, is to fasten.
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As the proud borse, with costly trappings gay,
Exulting, prances to the bloody fray,

Spurning the ground, he glories in his might,
But reels tumuituous in the shock of fight :
Even so, caparison’d in gaudy pride,

The bounding vessel danees on the tide.
Fieree and more fierce the southern demon blew,
And mere incensed the roaring waters grew.

The ship no longer can her top-sails spread,

And every hope of fairer sktes is fled.

Bow-lines and haliards are relax’d ageain;
Clue-lines haul’d down, and sheets let fly amair;
Clued up each top-sail, and by braces squared ;
The seamen climb aloft on either yard.

They furl’d the sail, and pointed to the wind
The yard by rofling tuckles * then confined.
‘While o’er the ship the gallant boatswain flies,
Like a hoarse mastiff through the storm he cries:
Prompt to direct the unskilful still appears;

The expert he praises, and the fearful cheers.
Now some, to strike top-galant.yards} atténd,
Some, travellers} up the weather-backstays{| send ;
At each mast-head the top-ropes § others bend.

# The tackle is an assemblage of ies, wsed to
confine the tozbeweauler-ﬂdzol'them:glandpreth
the former Tubbing nst the latter by the fluctuating
motien of the shipina lent ses.

+ It is usunal to send down the t-yards on the ap-
proachm of';‘;tom ‘They are the highest yards that are tig-

a
‘?Tnvenenmdenderimn rings, encircling the back-
stags, and used to facilitate the he :geotloweﬁniuorzhe
top-gallant-yards, by confining them to , m their
as to prevent them from swinging about
e v

Backstays are long ropes from the right and

mon:yﬂemxpegmwpmm ‘which th Klrxtin-
tended to secure, by counteracting the effect of wind

salls.
‘Top-ropes are the cords by which the Euthnd-
aréhoiltedupmm.medeek,yotlnweredw n stormy
Wi .

#
I
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The youngest sailors from the yards sbove
Their parvels,* lifts,} and braces soou remove :
Then topt an-end, and so the travellers tied,
Charged with their mils, they dowa the backstay
slide,
The yards secure aloug the booms$ reclined,
‘While some the flying cords aloft confined.
Their sails reduced, and ail the rigging clear,
Awhile the crew relax from teils severe,
Awhile the spirits, with fatigue opprest,
In vain expect the alternate bour of rest :
But with redoubling force the tempeats blow,.
And watery hills in fell succession flow ;
A dismal shade o’ercasts the frowning skies;
New troubles grow, new difficulties rise.
No season this from duty to descend |
All hands on deck, the eventful bour attead.
His race perfosm’d, the sacred lasap. of day
Now dipt in western clouds his parting ray ;
His sickening fires, balf-lost in ambient hase,
Refract along the dusk a crimeon blase ;
Till deep imwmerged the languid orb declines,
And now to cheerlass night the sky resigns !
Sad evening’s hour, how different from the past!
No flaming pomnp, no blushing glories cast ;
No ray of friendly light is seen around ;
The moen and stars in hapelessshade are drown'd.
The ship no longer can her courses § bear ;
To reef the courses is the master’s care :
D A el st o s
tem!lnf“ the head of any mast to
theummuoﬂummcn yard, to rtthe t of
latter ; to retain 1t in balance ; or to one yard-arm
than the other, wmdhuwcwdlngbcdm
bogms, in this imgy
ondec'klnre-e:v mpp!y ephce otm.hmumch
bewﬂeduwaybymusot

cT, &C,
‘The courses are generally \mdemood to be the mainusail
‘oresail, and mizen, which are the largest and lowest salls

2 BE.E5R..
i ?g
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The sailors, summon’d aft, a daring band !
Attend the enfolding brails at his command.
But here the doubtful officers dispute,

Till skill and judgment prejudice confute.
Rodmond, whose genius never soar’d beyond
The narrow rules of art his youth had conn’d,
Still to the hostile fury of the wind

Released the sheet, and kept the tack confined ;
To long-tried practice obstinately. warm,

He doubts conviction, and relies on form.

But the sage master tbis advice declines ;

With whom Arion in opinion joins.

“ The watchful seaman, whose sagacious eye
On sure experience may with truth rely,

Who from. the reigning cause foretels the éffect,
This barbarous practice ever will reject.

For, fluttering loose in air, the rigid sail

Soon flits to ruins in the furious gale ;

Aud he who strives the tempest to disarm,

Will never first embrail the lee-yard-arm.”’

The master said ;—obedient to command,

To raise the tack, the ready sailors stand.*
Gradual it loosens, while the involving clue,
Swell’d by the wind, aloft unruffling flew.

The sheet and weather-brace they now stand by;+
The lee clue-garnet and the bunt-lines ply.
Thus all prepared,—Let go the sheet ! he cries;
Impetuous round the ringing wheels it flies :

their several masts; the term is, however, sometimes taken

ina h.rm sense.

# It has been remarked before, In note 1, p. 275, that the
tack is always fastened to windward : woor&lngly, as soon as
it is cast loose, and the clue-garnet hauled up, the weather.
clue of the sail immediately mounts to the yard; and this
genﬂon must be carefully performed in a storm, to prevent

e sail from splitting, or being torn to pieces by shivering.
c4 It s neceua;zto pull in the weather-brace whenever
‘t:::ﬂuheetiscnt ) to preserve the sail from shaking vio-
y.
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Shivering at first, till, by the blast impell*d,

High o’er the lee yard-arm the canvass swell'd ;

By spilling lines + embraced, with brails con-
fined

td
It lies at length unshaken by the wind.
‘The foresail then secured with equal care,
Again to reef the mainsail they repair.
‘While some, high-mounted, overbaul the tie,
Below the down-haul tackle } others ply.
Jears, || lifts, and brails, a seaman each attends,
Along the mast the willing yard deseends.
‘When lower'd sufficient, they securely brace,
And fix the rolling-tackle in its place ;
The reef-lines § and their earings now prepared,
Mounting on pliant shrouds, § they man the yard.
Far on the extremes two able hands appear,
Arion there, the hardy boatswain here ;
That in the van to front the tempest hung;
This round the lee yard-arm, ill-omened ! clung.

+Tbe?imnglinu,whwhmonlymed i
to draw

together and conlfne the belly of the sail, when it !o inflated
by the wind over the yard.-
$ The violence of the wind forceo the yard so much out-
vard from the mast on these occasions, that it cannot easily
be lowered 30 as to reef the sail, without the mmonola

tackle to haul it down on the mast. This is ards con-
verted into rolling-tackle. See note #, p. 278,
|| Jears are the same to the , foresail, and

as the haliards (note #, 274., are to all inferior salla. ‘The
ﬁeiltheu per part of the jear:
Tley sre. m“m”&wmm%“““‘w&
are es
the reef, and over the head of the sails between the ropeband-
legs til’ they reach the extremities of the reef, to which
&eyare firrly extended, so as to lace the reef close up to

e yard.
¥ Shrouds are thick rope? stretching from the mast-heads
downwards to the ouulde the ship, servmg to support the
masts. They are also used as a range of rope-ladders, by
which the seamen ascend or descend, to perform whatever is
necessary about the salls and rigging.
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Each earing to its station first they hend ;

The reef-band } then along the yasd extsud :

The ciscling earings, round the extremes entwined,

By outer and by inner turns | they bind.

From hand to band, the: ines next received,

Through eyelet-boles and roebin-legs were reeved ;

The reef in double felds invelved they lay,

Strain. the firm coxd, and either end belay.
Hadst theu, Arion ! held the leeward post,

‘While on the yard by countain billows toat,

Perhaps oblivion o’er our tragic tale

Had thea for ever drawn ber dusky veil.

But ruling Heaven prolong’d thy vital date,

Seserer ilis tq suffer and nelata !

For, while their orders thase aloft stend,

To furl the mainsail, or on deck descend,

A sea § up-surging with tremendous roll,

To instant ruin seems $0 doom the whale,

“ O friends ! secure your hold ! Arion cries;

It comes all-dreadful, stooping from the skies !

Upfifted on its horrid edge she feels

The shock, and on her side balf-buried reels :

The sail, half-buried in the whelmiag wave,

A fearful warning to the seamen gave :

While from its margin, terrible to tell |

Three sailors, with their gallant boatswain, fel.

Torn with resistless fury from their bold,

In vain their struggling arms the yard infold :

In vain 0 geapple fying cords they tty.

b3 Thereet.bandhuongpieceolmmuwedmﬂ:e
strengthen the canvaes in the place where the eyelet-
lmlesoltheuet’mfomed.
ll'l'he outer turns of the esring serve to extend the sail
theyml, and the inner turns are employed to confloe

Seauthe eral name given by saflors to a single
andhenoe g;nenlwxvebugimov‘gthedeck.mcm
wdwhavemppodam

-5§ %
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Prone oo the midnight surge, with pantiog
breath,
They cry for aid, and long contend with Death :
High o’er their heads the rolling billows sweep,
And down they sink in everlasting sleep !
Bereft of power to help, their comrades see
The wretched victims die beneath the lee;
‘With fruitless sorrow their lost state bemoan ;
Perhaps a fatal prelude to their own !
In dark suspense oa deck the pilots stand,
Nor can determine on the next command,
Though still they knew the vessel’s armed side
Impenetrable to the clasping tide ;
still the waters by no secret wound
A passage to her deep recesses found ;
Surrounding evils yet they ponder o’er—
A storm, a dangerous sea, and leeward shore |
Should they, though reef’d, again their sails ex-
tend,

Again in fluttering fragments they may rend ;.
Or should they stand, beneatb the dreadful strain
The down.press’d ship may never rise again ;
Too late to weather now Morea’s * land,

Yet verging fast to Athens’ rocky strand.
Thus they lament the comsequence severe,
‘Where perils unallag’d by hope appear.

Long in their minds revelving each event,

At last to furl the courses they consent :

That done, to reef the mizen next agree,
And try,4 beneath it, sidelong in the sea.

To weather a shore, is to the windwar® of it,
whkhntm'dmehpmemed thaﬁolenoeohbemm
?'lbtry,heol:;n;heddp, with her side nearly in the
divection of the Iu”m the head somewhat
inclined to the windward; the helm being laid a-lee to re.
tain her in that position. éee.mmmmmmn«mnn

thelmnm.eofmu(:ant
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Now down the mast the sloping yard declined,
Till by the jears and topping-lift* confined ;
The head with doubling canvass fenced around,
In balance near the lofty peak, they bound.

The reef enwrapt, the inserted knittles tied,
To hoist the shorten'd sail again they hied.
The order given, the yard aloft they sway’d ;
The brails relax’d, the extended sheet belay’d ;
The helm its post forsook, and, lash’d a-lee,t
Inclined the wayward prow to front the sea.

When sacted Orpheus, on the Stygian coast,
With notes divine implored his consort lost;
Though round him perils grew in fell array,
And Fates and Furies stood to bar his way;
Not more adventurous was the attempt, to move
The powers of hell with strains of heavenly love, -
Than mine, to bid the unwilling Muse explore
The wilderness of rude mechanic lore.

Such toil the unwearied Deedalus endured,

When in the Cretan labyrinth immured ;

Till Art her salutary help bestow'd,

To guide him through that intricate abode.

Thus long entangled in a thorny way,

That never heard the sweet Piérian lay,

The Muse, that tuned to barbarous sounds her
string,

Now lprudsg, like Dzdalus, a bolder wing ;

The verse begins in softer strains to flow,

Replete with sad variety of woe.

which the upper end of the mizen-
5“:'2792‘ Th 11117i and the six following

Y

yard &ee
the mizen.
Tbe reefof uiu sail is towards the lower end, the knittles

being small short lines used in the room of points for this
purrooe (seeno&e :t,p.2'7 and note §, p. 274) ; they are accord-
ingly knotted under the foot-rope, or lower edge of the sail.

Lashed ‘a-lee, is fastened to the lee-side. See note ¥,

p.97



Cauto II. THE SHIPWRECK. <85

As yet, amid this elemental war,
That scatters desolation from afar,
Nor toil, nor hazard, nor distress appear
To sink the seamen with unmanly fear. .
Though their firm hearts no pageant honour boast,
They scorn the wretch that trembles at his post ;
‘Who from the face of danger strives to turn,
Indignant from the social hour they spurn,
Though now full oft they felt the raging tide
In proud rebellion climb the vessel’s side,
No future ills unknown their souls appel ;
They know no danger, or they scorn it all !
But even the generous spirits of the brave,
Subdued by toil, a friendly respite crave :
A short repose alone their thoughts implore,
Their harass’d powers by slumber to restore.

Far other cares the master’s mind employ ;
Approaching perils all his hopes destroy.
In vain he spreads the graduated chart,
And bounds the distance by the rules of art;
In vain athwart the mimic seas expands
The compasses to circumjacent lands.
Ungrateful task ! for no asylum traced
A passage open’d from the watery waste,
Fate seem’d to guard, with adamantine mound,
The path to every friendly port around.
‘While Albert thus, with secret doubts dismay’d,
The geometric distances survey’d,
On deck the watchful Rodmond cries aloud,
«Secure your lives ! grasp every man a shroud !
Roused from his trance, he mounts with eyes

. aghast;

When o’er the ship, in undulation vast,
A gient surge down rushes from on high,
And fore and aft dissever’d ruins lie.
As when, Britannia’s empire to maintain,
Great Hawke descends in thunder on the main,
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Around the brasen voice of battle roars,

And fatal lightniags blast the bostile shores ;
Beneath ‘the storm their shatter’d navies groan,
The trembling deeps recoil from sone to zone :
Thus the torn vessel felt the enormous stroke ;
The boats beneath the thundering delage broke ;
Forth started from their planks the bursting rings,
The extended cordege all asunder springs,

'The pilot’s fair machinery strews the deck,

And carde and needles swim in fleating wreck.
The balanced msizen, rending to the head,

Tn streaming ruins from the meargia fled ;

The sides convulsive shook on greaning beams,
And, rent with labour, yawn'd the pitchy seams.
They sound the well,* and, terrible to hear!
Five feet immersed along the liwe appear. -

At gither pump they ply the dlanking brake¢
And turn by turn the ungrateful office take.
Rodmond, Arion, and Palemon here,

At this sad task, R diligent appear.

As some fair castle shodk 'by rude alarms,
Opposes long the approach of hostile arms;
Grim war around her plants his bleck array,
And desth and sowrow mark his horrid 'way ;
Til, in-some destined hour, agaimst her wall
In tenfold rage the fatid thunders fall:

The yaurparts ovack, the solid bulwarks rend,
And hostile troops the shatter’d breneh sscend.
Her -valiant inmates stitl the foe retard,
Resolved tif} death their sacred ¢harge to guard.
80 the brave meriners their pumps attend,

And help, incessant, by rotation lend :

# The well isan agu\wt in the ship’s hald, serving
enclose the pumpe. sounded by dropping a meuured
ron rod down into long Hrve. ~ Hence the increase or
diminution of the hah eﬂl

4 The brake is the ‘Ievet or hwdle of the pump, by which
it is wrought.
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But all in vain,for now the sounding eord,
Updrawn, ‘an undiminish’d depth u]ﬂlud.
Nor this severe distress is found nlons ;
The ribs opptess’d by ponderous cannen groan.
Deep rolling from the watery voleme’s height,
The tortured sides seem buysting with their weight.
So reels Pelorus, with ‘convalsive theoes,
When in his veins the burning essihquake glows ;
Hoammw his entrnils -voars the infernal
e,
Amnd contral thuniders rend his groaring frame.
Accumulaved mischiefs thrus arive,
And fate vindiciive all their skifl defies.
Owne only remedy the season gave,
To plunge the nerves of batale in the wave :
From their kigh platforms, thus the artiblery
thrown,
Eased of their load, the timbers les shall groen :
But arduous is the task thdir Jot suquires ;
A task that hovering Fate alone inspires:
For, while intent the yawning decks to ense,
That ever and anon are drenvh'd with seas,
Bome fatal billow, with recoiling swesp,
May whirl the helpless wrotches in the deep.
No season this for .covnsel or delay !
Too soon the eventful momoems baste away 1
Here perseverance, with each help of anm,
Must jein the boldest efforts of the heart.
These onlly now their misery ean relieve ;
These only now a dawn of salety give |
‘While o’er the quivering deck, fsom van ‘to rem,
Broad surges rell in terrible career,
Rodmond, Arion, and a chosen crew,
‘This office in the face of death pursue.
The wheel’d artillery o'er the deck to-guide,
Rodmond descending claim’d the weather.side:
4
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Fearless of heart the chief his orders gave,

Fronting the rude assaults of every wave,

Like some strong watch-tower, nodding o'er the
d

eep, .

‘Whose rocky base the foaming waters sweep,
Untamed he stood ; the stern aérial war
Had mark’d bis honest face with many a scar.
Meanwhile Arion, traversing the waist,*
The cordage of the leeward-guns unbraced,
And pointed crows beneath the metal placed.
Watching the roll, their forelocks they withdrew,
And from their beds the reeling cannon threw.
Then from the windward battleuients unbound,
Rodmond’s associates wheel'd the artillery round ;
Pointed with iron fangs, their bars beguile
The ponderous arms across the steep defile :
Then, hurl’d from sounding hinges o’er the side,
Thundering they plunge into the flashing tide.

The ship, thus eased, some little respite finds
In this rude conflict of the.seas and winds.
Such ease Alcides felt, when, clogg’d with gore,
The envenom’d mantle from his side he tore;
‘When, stung with burning pain, he strove too late
To stop the swift career of cruel Fate.
Yet then his heart one ray of hope procured,
Sad harbinger of seven-fold pangs endured |
Such, and so short, the pause of woe she found :
Cimmerian darkness shades the deep around,
Save when the lightuings, gleaming on the sight,
Flash through the gloom a pale disastrous light.
Above, all ether, fraught with scenes of woe,
With grim destruction threateas all below ;

# The waist of a sbip of this kind is a boliow space about
five feet in depth, between the elevations of the quarter deck
and forecastle, and having the upper deck for its dase, or

platform.
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Beneath, the storm.lash’d surges furious rise,

And wave uproll’d on wave assails the skies :

With ever-floating bulwarks they surround -

The ship, half-swallow’d in the black profound !

‘With ceaseless hazard and fatigue oppress’d,

Dismay and anguish every heart possess’d !

For while, with boundless inundation, o’er

The sea-beat ship the involving waters roar,

Displaced beneath by her capacious womb,

They rage their ancient station to resume ;

By secret ambushes, their force to prove,

Through many a winding channel first they rove,

Till, gathering fury, like the fever’d blood,

Through her dark veins they roll a rapid flood.

While unrelenting thus the leaks they found,

The pumps with ever-clanking strokes resound,’

Around each leaping valve, by toil subdued,

The tough bull-hide must ever be renew’d.

Their sinking hearts unusual horrors chill,

And down their weary limbs thick dews distil.

No ray of light their dying hope redeems ;

Pregnant with some new woe each moment teems.
Again the chief the instructive draught extends,

And o’er the figured plain attentive bends :

To him the motion of each orb was known,

That wheels around the sun’s refulgent throne:

But here, alas! his science nought avails ;

Art droops unequal, and experience fails.

The different traverses, since twilight made,

He on the hydrographic circle laid ;

Then the broad angle of lee-way * explored,

As swept across the graduated chord.

& The lee-way, or drift, which in t.hh&
mous terms, is the movement by which the nnp is driven
ﬁdn.wayuttbemercyofthewindmdua.w enlhehde-
prived of the government of the sails and helm.
N

gynony-
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Her plaes discover’d by the rules of art,
Unusual terrors shook the master’s heart,
‘When Falconera’s rugged isle he found
‘Within ber drift, with shelves and breakers bound ;
For, if on those destructive shallows tost,
The helpless bark with all her crew are lost :
As fatal still appears, that danger o’er,
The steep St George, and rocky Gardalor.
With him the pilots, of their hopleless state
In mournful consultation now debate.
Not more perplexing doubts her chiefs appsi,
When some proud city verges to her fall ;
‘While Ruin glares around, and pale Affright
Convenes her councils in the dead of night.—
No blazon’d trophies o’er their concave spread,
Nor storied pillars raised aloft their head ;
But here the Queen of Shade around them threw
Her dragon wing, disastrous to the view !
Dire was the scene, with whidwind, hail, and
shower ;

Black Melancholy ruled the fesrful hour!
Beneath tremendous roll'd the flashing tide,
‘Where fate ou every billow seem’d to ride—
Enclosed with ills, by peril unsubdued,
Great in distress the master-seaman stood :
Skill’d to command, deliberate to advise ;
Expert in action, and in counsel wise;
Thus to his partners, by the crew unheard,
The dictates of his soul the chief referz’d.

“ Ye faitbful mates, who all mny troubles share,
Approved companions of your master’s care !
To you, alas! ’twere fruitless now to tell
Our sad distress, already known too well :
This morn with favouring gales the port wa left,
Though now of every flattering bope bereft ;
No skill nor long experience conld forecast
The unseen approach of this destructive blast.
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These seas, wheve storms at various seasous blow,

No reigning winds nor certain omens know.

The hour, the occasion, all your skill demands;

A leaky ship, embay’d by dangerous lands:

Our bark no transient jeopardy surrounds ;

Groaning she lies beneath unnumber’d wounds,

*Tis ours the doubtful remedy to find ;

To shun the fury of the seas and wind :

For in this hollow swell, with labour sore,

Her flank can bear the bursting floods no more ;

Yet this or other ills she must endure ;

A dire disease, and desperate is the cure !

Thus two expedients, offer’d to your choice,

Alone require yous counsel and your voice :

These oaly in our power are left to try ;

To perish here, or from the storm to fly.

The doubtful balance in my judgment cast,

For various reasons I prefer the last.

*Tis true, the vessel and her costly fteigbt,

To me consign’d, my orders only wait ;

Yet, since the chorge of every life is mme,

To equal votes our counsels 1

Forbid it, Heaven, that, in this dteadful hour,

I claim the dangerous reins of purblind power !

But should we now resolve to bear away,

Our hopeless state can suffer no delay;

Nor can we, thus beveff of every sail,

Attempt to steer obliguely on the gale:

For then, if broaching sideward to the sea,

Our dropsied ship may founder by the lee;

No more obedient to-the pilot’s power,

The o erwhelmmg' wave may soon her frame de-
vour.”

He said : the listening mates, with fix’d regard,
And silent reverence, his opinion heard.
Important was the question in debate,

And o’er their counsels hung impending Fate.
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Rodmond, in many a scene of peril tried,
Had oft the master's happier skill descried,
Yet now, the hour, the scene, the occasion known,
Perhaps with equal right preferr’d his own.
Of long experience in the naval art, -
Blunt was his speech, and naked was his heart :
Alike to him each climate and each blast ;
The first in danger, in retreat the last :
Sagacious balancing the opposed events,
From Albert his opinion thus dissents.

¢ Too true the perils of the present hour,
Where toils succeeding toils our strewgth o’er-

power!

Yet whither can we turn, what road pursue,
‘With death before still opening on the view ?
Our bark, ’tis true, no shelter here can find,
Sore shatter’d by the ruffian seas and wind ;
Yet with what hope of refuge can we flee,
Chased by this tempest and outrageous sea?
For while its violence the tempest keeps,
Bereft of every sail we roam the deeps :
At random driven, to present death we haste,
And one short hour perhaps may be our last.
In vain the Gulf of Corinth, on our lee,
Now opens to her ports a passage free;
Since, if before the blast the vessel flics,
Full in her tack unnumber'd dangers rise, -+ -
Here Falconera spreads her lurking snares ;
There distant Greeoe her rugged shelves pre-

pares:
Should once her bottom strike that rocky shore, :
The splitting bark that instant were no more ;
Nor she alone, but with her all the crew,
Beyond relief, were doom’d to perish too.
Thus if to scud oo rashly we consent,
Too late in fatal hour we may repent.
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« Then of our purpoée this appears the scope, -
To weigh the danger with a doubtful hope.- .
Though sorely buffeted by every ses,

Our hull unbroken long may try a-lee ;

The crew, though harass’d long with. toils severe,
Still at their pumps perceive no hazards near.
Shall we, incautious then, the danger tell,

At once their courage and their hope to quell ?
Prudence forbida !~=This southern tempest soon
May change its quarter with the.changing moon :
Its rage, though terrible, may soon subside,

Nor into mountains lash the unruly tide.

These leaks shall then decrease ; the sails once

more
Direct our course to some relieving shore.”
- Thus while he spoke, around from man to man,

At either pump, a bollow murmur ran.

For while the vessel through unnumber’d chinks,
Above, below, the invading waters drinks,
_Sounding her depth, they eyed the wetted scale,
And lo! the leaks o’er all their. powers prevail ;
Yet in their post, by terrors unsubdued, .
They with redowbling force their task pursued.

And now the senior pilos seem to wait
Arion’s voice to close the dark debate,

Though many a bitter storm, with peril fraught,

In Neptune’s school the wandering stripling
taught,

Not twice nine summers yet matured his thought.

So oft he bled by Fortune’s cruel dart, .

Tt fell at last innoxious on his heart : .

His mind still shunning care with secret hate,

In patient indolence resign’d to Fate;

But now the horrors that around him roll,

‘Thus roused to action his rekindling soul.

“ With fix'd attention, pondering in my mind
The dark distresses on each side combined ;
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‘While bere we linger in the puss of Fate,

I see no moment left for sad debate.

For, some decision if we wish ¢o form,

Ere yet our vessel sink beneath the storm,

Her shatter’d state, and yon desponding crew,

At once suggest what measures to pursue,

The labouring hull already seems half fill’d

‘With waters through an bundred leaks distiti’d :

As in a dropsy, wallowing with her freight,

Hailf-drown'd she lies, a dead inactive weight!

Thus drench’d by every wave, her riven deck,

Stript and defenceless, floats a naked wreck ;

Her wounded flanks no longer can sustain

These fell invasions of the bursting main.

At every pitch the o’orwheming billows bend,

Beneath their load, the quivering bowsprit-end ;

A fearful warning ! since the masts on high,

On that support with trembling hope rely.

At either pump our seamen pant for breath,

In dark dismay anticipating death.

Still all our powers the increasing leaks defy :

‘We sink at sea~no shore, no haven nigh.

‘One dawn of hope yet breuks athwart the gloom,

To light and save us from the watery tomb ;

That bids us shun the death impending here,

Fly from the following blast, and shoreward steer.
 Tis urged, indeed, the fury of the gale

Precludes the help of every guiding sail ;

And, driven before it on the watery waste,

To rocky shores and scenes of death we haste,

But haply Faloonera we may shun;

And far to Grecian coasts is yet the run :

Less harass’d then, our scudding ehip may bear

The assaulting surge repell’d upon her rear :

Even then the wearied storm as soon shall die,

Or less torment the groaning pines on high.
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Should we at last be driven, by dire decree,
Too near the fatal margin of the ses,
The hull dismaeted there awhile may ride,
‘With lengthen’d cables on the raging tide..
Perbaps kind Heaven, with interposing power,
May curb the tempest ere that dreadful hour ;
But here ingulf’d and foundering while we stay,
Fate hovers o'er and marks us for her prey.”
He said ; Palemon saw, with grief of heart,
The storm prevailing o'er the pilots’ art
In silent terror and distress involved,
He heard their last alternative resolved.
High beat his bosom : with such fear subdued,
Beneath the gloom of some enchanted waod,
Oft in old time the wandering swain explored
The midnight wizards, hlmhmg rites abhoer’d ;
Trembling approach’d their incantations fell,
Anxd, chill’d with horror, heard the songs of hell.
Arion saw, with secret anguish
The deep affliction of the friend he loved ;
And, all awake to Friendship’s genial beat,
His bosom felt consenting tumuits beat.
Alas! no season this for tender love ;
Far bence the music of the myrtle grove.
With Comfert’s soothing voice, from Hope de-
rived,
Palemon’s drooping spirit he revived,
For Consalation oft, with healing art,
Retunes the jarring numbers of the heart.
Now had the pilots all the events revolved,
And on their final refuge thus resolved ;
When, like the faithful shepherd, who bebnlds
Some prowling wolf approach his fleecy folds,
To the brave crew, whom racking doubts perplex,.
‘The dreadful purpose Albert thus directs.
 Unhappy partners in our wayward fate !
Whose gallant spirits now are known too late;
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Ye, who unmaved behold this angry storm’
‘With terrors all the rolling deep deform;

‘Who, patient in adversity, still bear

The firmest front when greater ills are near ! v
‘The truth, though grievous, I must now reveal,
That long in vain I purposed to conceal.
Ingulf'd, all belp of arts we vainly try

To weather leeward shores, alas ! too nigh.

Our crazy bark no longer can abide

The seas that thunder o’er her batter’d side ;
And while the leaks a fatal warning give, -
That in this raging sea she cannot live,

One only refuge from despair we find—

At once to wear and scud before the wind.*
Perhaps even then to ruin we may steer,

For broken shores beneath our lee appear ;

But that ’s remote, and instant death is here :
Yet there, by Heaven’s assistance, we may gain
Some creek or inlet of the Grecian main ;

Or, shelter’d by some rock, at anchor ride,

Till with abating rage the blast subside.

¢ But if, determined by the will of Heawen,
Our helpless bark at last ashore is driven,
These counsels follow’d, from the watery grave -
- Our floating sailors on the surf may save.
¢ And first, let all our axes be secured,

To cut the masts and rigging from aboard ;
Then to the.quarters bind each plank and oar,
To float between the vessel and the shore.

The longest cordage too must be convey’d

On deck, and to the weather rails belay’d :

So they who haply reach alive the land,

The extended lines may fasten on the strand,
. Whene'er loud thundering on the leeward shore,
While yet aloof, we hear the breakers roar.

#* For an of these res, the reader is
xeferndtothehunotsoﬂhh(:m
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Thus for the terrible event prepared,

Brace fore and aft to starboard every yard ;

So shall our masts swim lighter on the wave,
And from the broken rocks our seamen save.
Then westward turn the stem, that every mast
May shoreward fall, when from the vessel cast.
‘When o’er her side once more the billows bound,
Ascend the rigging till she strikes the ground :
Aud when you hear aloft the alarming shock
That strikes her bottom on some pointed rock,
The boldest of our sailors must descend,

The dangerous business of the deck to tend ;
Then each, secured by some convenient cord,
Should cut the shrouds and rigging from the

board; .
Let the broad axes next assail each mast,
And booms, and oars, and rafts, to leeward cast ;
Thus, while the cordage stretch’d ashore may
guide
Our brave companions through the swelling tide,
This floating lumber shall sustain them, o’er
The rocky shelves, in safety to the shore.
But as your firmest succour, till the last,
O cling securely on each faithful mast !
Though great the danger, and the task severe,
Yet bow not to the tyranny of fear !
If once that slavish yoke your spirits quell,
Adieu to hope ! to life itself farewell !

“ I know, among you some full oft have view’d, .
‘With murdering weapons arm’d, a lawless brood,
On England’s vile inhuman shore who stand,
The foul reproach and scandal of our land !

To rob the wanderers wreck’d upon the strand.
These, while their savage office they pursue,
Oft wound to death the helpless plunder’d crew,
‘Who, ’scaped from every horror of the main,
Implored their mercy, Il‘}ut implored in vain.

3
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But dread not this !«wa ctime to Greete unknown !
Such blood-hounds abl her circling shores disown :
Her sons, by barbarous tyranny oppress’d,
Can share affliction with the wretch distress’d :
Their hearts, by cruel fate inured to grief,
Oft 1o the friendiess stranger yield relief.’
With couscious horrer struck, the aaval band
Detested for awhile their native land :
They cursed the sleeping vengm ofthe laws,
That thus forgot her guardian sailors’ couse.
Meanwhile the master’s voice agsin they heard,
‘Whom, as with filial duty, all revered,
“ No more remains-but now a trusty band
Maust ever at the pump industrious stand ¢
And while with us the rest attend to wewr,
Two skilful seamen to the helm repair.
0 Source of Life! our refuge and our stay !
‘Whose voive the warring elemments obey,
On thy supreme assistance we rely ;
Thy mercy supplicate, if doomn’d to die!
Perhaps ¢his storm is sent, with healing breath,
From neighbouring shotes to scourge disewe and
death |
*Tis ours on thine unerring laws to troat :
‘With thee, great Lord ¢ ¢ whatever i, is just.” **
He md and with consenting reverence fraught,
The mlon_;om‘d his prayer in silemt thought.
His intellectual eye, serenely bright !
Saw distant objeets with prophetic light.
Thus in & land, that lasting ‘waes eppress,
That greans benesth wisfortune and distress ;
‘Whose wesith to conquering anaies falls a prey,
Her bulwarks ullkmg, as her troops decay ;
Some bold sugaciows statessoun, from the helm,
Sees desolation gathering o’er ihis realm :
He darts around his pewetrening oyes,
‘Where dangers grow, and hostile univws rise 5
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‘With desp atwention: marks tve invading foe,
Eludes their wiles, and frustrates every blow ;
Tries his Jast ax¢ the tottering state to save,
Or in its vains finds a glorious grave.

Still in- tho yawning trough the vessel reels,.
Inguif’d beneath two fluctuating hills :
On either side they rise ; tremendous scene!
A long dark melanchaly vale betiveen. *

» That the reader who is with the manceuvres
of navigation, may conceive a Idea of a ship’s state
when tryingl;and of the change of her situation to thatof
scudding, I have quoted a part of the explanation of those

a8 | in the « Dictionary of the Marine.”

£

in the interval 'nmdﬁm where she in ap.

g the direction of the wind is called her coming-to ;

mwegnmexmo{themlewleewud,h her

V:gring, or wearing, (see line 25, p. 291, and line 14, p. 296)

as used in the present sense, may be defined, the movement

by which a ship changes her state from trying to that of

im:ldm::g,orotmnnincbeforethediueﬁon of the wind
and sea.

It is an axiom in natural lla?h that ¢ every bod:
will p‘eirsevere in ‘l’tsl?ew of mg‘o:‘° m’:;nnmun!ﬁom inl
right unless compelled to chan, state by forces
imprum ; and that the of ion is A to

| ke 2
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The balanced ship, now forward, now behind, °
Still felt the impression of the waves and wind,
And to the right and left by turns inclined ;
But Albert from behind the balance drew,
And on the prow its double etforts threw.

the mo force impressed, and mllemdiuwthet ht
lmem:l’afchthu rce acts.” €

Hence it is mywmeeﬁwbwa
pmmwm{ul nnh’i:’u plnllelt o he pio plane
el nes 0 the
veeri

owect

duce the actiol mdonthe-hip’u hmderpan,andw
reeeive its utmost exertion on hufon“ that the latter

may be pushed to leeward. This effect ther uced by
theopemuonofthelalls,urhytheimptuﬁm thewindon

mmandr In the former case, the sails on the hind
part of the ship are either furled or arranged nearl; )4
to the direction of the wind, which then giides I
a.longt.helnurhoe- .tthemeﬁmethefmmaﬁ.lfsm

abroad, so
wind. Seelineb,p.al. ‘The fore part accordingly yields to
thu ulse, and is putin motion ; and this motion, n
;Eigng with thnt of the wln d, pushes the .hip about as
the effect.

But when the wmpm is 80 violent as to preclude the use of
sails, the effort of the wind operates almost equally on the op-
podbeendsoftbuhip,beumethe and yards situated

near the he.dandnemneneﬁomnkigahmeeuhom
in receiving its impression. The effect of the helm is also con-
siderably d mlmshed because the headway, which gives life
and v} all its opentwm. is at this time feeble and in-
effectual. Henee it becomes necessary to destroy this equili-
brium which subsists between the masts and yards before and
behind, and to throw the balance forward to prepare for veer-
ing. Ifthis unnot be effected by the nmngement of the yards

on the masts, and o veer, |n
order to save the ship from destruction (see line l 12
mizen.mast must be cut away, and even the mnn.mn f

still r:l;uim incapable of answering the helm by turning her
Scudding is '.hat movement in navigation b]{ which a ship
is carried greﬂ z before a tempest. See Iine 14, p.ms.
As ash amning rapidity through the
isputin , it is never
edina eomrary wind, unless when her condition renders her
mcaw sustaining the mutua)l effort of the wind and waves
any on her side, without being exposed to the most
jmminent danger.
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The order now was given to bear away;

The order given, the timoneers obey. .

High o’er the bowsprit stretch’d, the tortured sail,

As on the rack, distends beneath the gale.

But scarce the yielding prow its impulee knew,

When in a thousand flitting shreds it flew !

Yet Albert new resources still prepares,

And, bridling grief, redoubles all his cares.

« Away there | lower the mizen-yard on deck,”

He calls, “ and brace the foremost yards aback.”

His great example every bosom fires,

New life rekindles, and new hope inspires ;

‘While to the helm unfaithful still she lies,

One desperate remedy at last he tries.

¢« Haste, with your weapons cut the shrouds and
stay ;

And hew at once the mizen-mast away !

He said ; the attentive sailors on each side,

At his command, the trembling cords divide.

Fast by the fated pine bold Rodmond stands ;

The impatient axe hung gleaming in his bands ;

Brandish’d on hlgh, it fell with dreadful sound ;

The tall mast groaning, felt the deadly wound.

Deep gash’d with sores, the tottering structure

rings ;
And crashing, thundering, o’er the quarter swings.

A ship either scuds with a sail extended on her foremast,
or, ‘E‘ﬁmmh is exoeuive, mth%u.tr any nﬂ. which in the
under bare
The princj haurdl mcident to scmf:m erall
e e
€X] e .to
the want of suf taeu'oom. A sea which ndki.:-‘the’uem
\dolently may llnttu itto geeel, by which the .hlp must in-
founder. to suddenly, she is threaten-
ed with losing all her m-nduik, or being immediately
overturned ; and for want of sea-room, she is exposed to the
dangers ofbeingwreckedon alee-shore.
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““"Mmﬁmhmwm"mof
death,

Imbibes the gangrene’s pestilemtind breath,
The experienced astist from the blood batrays
The latent venom, or its course delays :
But if the infection trivsaphs o’er bis art,
Tainting the vital stream that warms the heart,
Resolved at last, he quits the noequal strife,
Severs the member, and preserves the life.
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‘WHEN in a barbarous age, with blood desiled,
The human savage roam’d the gloomy wild ;
‘When sullen ignorence her flag display’d,
And Rapine and Revenge her voice obey'd ;
Sent from the shores of light, the Muses came,
The dark and solitary Tace to tarwe ;
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*Twas theirs the lawless passions to control,

And melt in tender sympathy the soul;

The heart from vice and error to reclaim,

And breathe in human breasts celestial flame.

The kindling spirit caught the empyreal ray,

And glow’d congenial with the swelling lay.

Roused from the chaos of primeval night,

At once fair Truth and Reason sprung to light.

When great Meonides, in rapid song,

The thundering tide of battle rolls along,

Each ravish’d bosom feels the high alarms,

And all the burning pulses beat to arms.

From earth upborne, on Pegasean wings, :

Far through the boundless realms of thonght kbe
springs ;

While distant poets, trembling as they view

His sunward flight, the dazzling track pursue.

But when his strings, with mournful magic, tell

‘What dire distress Laertes’ son befel,

The strains, meandering through the maze of woe,

Bid sacred sympathy the heart o’erflow.

Thus, in old time, the Muses’ heavenly breath

‘With vital force dissolved the chains of death ;

Each bard in Epic lays began to sing,

Taught by the master of the vocal string.

*Tis mine, alas ! through dangerous scenes to stray,

Far from the light of his unerring ray !

‘While, all unused the wayward path to treed,

Darkling I wander with prophetic dread.

To me in vain the bold Mzonian lyre

Awakes the numbers, fraught with living fire !

Full oft, indeed, that mournful harp of yore

‘Wept the sad wanderer lost upon the shore;

But o’er that scene the impatient numbers ran,

Subservient only to a nobler plan.

*Tis wine the unravell’d prospect to display,

And chain the events in regular array.
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Though hard the task, to sing in varied strains,
‘While all unchanged the tragic theme remains !
Thrice happy ! might the secret powers of art
Unlock the latent windings of the heart ;
Might the sad numbers draw compassion’s tear
For kindred miseries, oft beheld too near;
For kindred wretches, oft in ruin cast

On Albion’s strand, beneath the wintry blast ;
For all the pangs, the complicated woe,

Her bravest sons, her faithful sailors know !
.So pity, gushing o’er each British breast,
Might sympathize with Britain’s sons distrest :
For this, my theme through mazes I pursue,
‘Which nor Meeonides nor Maro knew.

Awhile the mast, in ruins dragg’d behind,
Balanced the impression of the helm and wind :
The wounded serpent, agonized with pain,
Thus trails his mangled volume on the plain.
But now the wreck dissever’d from the rear,
The long reluctant prow began to veer;

And while around before the wind it falls,
“ Square all the yards!”* the attentive master
calls—

‘ You timoneers, her motion still attend !

For on your steerage all our lives depend ;

So, steddy !+ meet her, watch the blast behind,
And steer her right before the seas and wind !
¢ Starboard again !”’ the watchful pilot cries ;

¢ Starboard ! the obedient timoneer replies,
Then to the left the ruling helm returns ;

The wheel } revolves; the ringing axle burns.

*To sqwe the yards, in this place, is meant to arrange
them directly athwart the ship’s length.

+Suddyhtheo!dertoueert.heship ing to the Hne
on which she ldvaneel at that instant, without deviating to
the right or left thereof.

b 4 lnallhrgelhip.thehelnilmmgedw:wheﬂ.
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The ship, no longer foundering by the lee,

Bears on her side the invasions of the ses ;

Al lonely o'er the desert waste she flies,

Scourged om by surges, storm, and bursting skies.

As when the masters of the lance assil,

In Hyperborean seas, the slumbering whale ;

Soon as the javelios pierce bis scaly hide,

With anguish stang, he cleaves the downward
tide ;

In vain he flies! no fricudly respite found ;

His life-blood gushes through the inflaming wound.

The wounded bark, thus smarting with her pein,

Scuds from pursuing waves along the main ;

‘While, dash’d apart by her dividing prow,

Like burning adamant the waters glow.

Her joints forget their firm elastic tone ;

Her long keel trembles, and her timbers groan.

Uphenved behind her, in tremendous height,

The billows frown, with fearful radiance bright !

Now, shivering, o’cr the topmost wave she rides,

‘While deep beneath the enormous gulf divides.

Now, launching headlong down the horrid vale,

She hears no more the roaring of the gale ;

Till up the dreadful beight agsin she flies,

Trembling beneath the carrent of the skies.

As that rebellious angel who, from heaven,

To regions of eternal pain was driven ;

‘When dreadless be forsook the Stygian shore,

The distant realms of Eden to explore ;

Here, on sulphureous clouds sublime upheaved,

With daring wing the infernal air be cleaved ;

There, in some hideous gulf descending prone,

Far in the rayless vaid of night was thrown.

Even so she scales the briny mountain’s height,

Thea down the black abyss precipitates her flight.

The masts, around whose tops the whirlwinds sing,

With long vibration rousd her axle swing.
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To guide the wayward course amid the gloom,
‘The watcbful pilots different posts assume.
Albert and Rodmond, station’d on the rear,
With warning voice direct each timoneer.
High on the prow the guard Arion keeps,
To shun the cruisers wandering o’er the deeps :
‘Where'’er he moves Palemon still attends,
As if on him his only hope depends :
‘While Rodmond, fearful of some neighb’ring shore,
Cries, ever and anon, ¢ Look out afore !
Four hours thus scudding on the tide she flew,
‘When Falconera’s rocky height they view :
High o’er its summit, through the gloom of night,
The glimmering watch-tower casts a mournful
light. .
In dire amazement rivetted they stand,
And hear the breakers lash the rugged strand :
But soon beyond this shere the vessel flies,
Swift as the rapid eagle eleaves the skies.
So, from the fangs of her insatiate foe,
O’er the broad chempaign studs the trembling roe.
That danger past, reflects a feeble joy ;
But soon returning fears their hope destroy.
Thus, in the Atlantic, oft the sailor eyes,
‘While melting in the reign of softer skies,
Some alp of ice, from polar regions blown,
Hail the glad influence of a warmer zone:
Its frozen cliffs attemper’d gales supply ;
In cooling stream the aerial billows fly ;
Awhile daliver’d from the scorching heat,
In gentler tides the feverish pulses beat.
So, when their trembling vessel pass’d this isle,
Such visionary joys the crew beguile ;
The illusive meteors of a lifeless fire !
Too soon they kindle, and too soon expire !
Say, Memory ! thou from whose unerring tongue
Instructive flows the animated seng !
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‘What regions now the flying ship surround ?
Regions of old through all the world renown’d ;
That, once the Poet’s theme, the Muses’ boast,
Now lie in ruins; in oblivion lost !
Did they, whose sad distress these lays deplare,
Unskill’d in Grecian or in Roman lore,
Unconscious pass each famous circling shore ?
They did ; for blasted in the barren shade,
Here, all too soon, the buds of science fade :
Sad Ocean’s genius, in untimely hour,
Withers the bloom of every springing flower :
Here Fancy droops, while sullen cloud and storm
The generous climate of the soul deform.
Then if, among the wandering naval train
One stripling, exiled from the Aonian plain,
Had e'er, entranced in Fancy’s soothing dream,
Approach’d to taste the sweet Castalian stream,
(Since those salubrious streams, with power divioe,
To purer sense the attemper’d soul refine,)
His heart with liberal commerce here unblest,
Alien to joy ! sincerer grief possess’d.
Yet on the youthful mind, the impression cast
Of ancient glory shall for ever last :
There, all unquench’d by cruel Fortune’s ire,
It glows with inextinguishable fire.
Tmmortal Athens first, in ruin spread,
Contiguous lies at Port Liono’s head.
Great source of science! whose immortal name
Stands foremost in the glorious roll of Fame !
Here godlike Socrates and Plato shone,
And, firm to truth, eternal honour won.
The first in Virtue’s cause his life resign’d,
By Heaven pronounced the wisest of mankind ;
The last foretold the spark of vital fire,
The soul’s fine essence, never could expire.
Here Solon dwelt, the philosophic sage,
That fled Pisistratus’ vindictive rage.
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Just Aristides here maintain’d the cause,
‘Whose sacred precepts shine through Solon’s laws.
Of all her towering structures, now alone
Some scatter’d columns stand, with weeds o’er-
grown.

The wandering stranger near the port descries
A milk-white lion of stupendous size ;
Unknown the sculptor ; marble is the frame ;
And hence the adjacent haven drew its name.

Next, in the gulf of Engia, Corinth lies,
‘Whose gorgeous fabrics seem’d to strike the skies.
‘Whom, though by tyrant victors oft subdued,
Greece, Egypt, Rome, with awful wonder view’d.
Her name, for Pallas’ heavenly art renown'd,*
Spread, like the foliage which her pillars crown’d ;
But now, in fatal desolation laid,
Oblivion o’er it draws a dismal shade.

Then further westward, on Morea’s land,
Fair Misitra! thy modern turrets stand.
Ah! who, unmoved with secret woe, can tell
That here great Lacedsemon’s glory fell ?
Here once she flourish’d, at whose trumpet’s sound
‘War burst his chains, and nations shook around.
Here brave Leonidas, from shore to shore,
Through all Achaia bade her thunders roar :
He, when imperial Xerxes, from afar,
Advanced with Persia’s sumless troops to war,
Till Macedonia shrunk beneath his spear,
And Greece dismay’d beheld the chief draw near: .
He, at Thermopyl®’s immortal plain,
His force repell’d with Sparta’s glorious train.
Tall (Eta saw the tyrant’s conquer’d bands,
In gasping millions, bleed on hostile lands.
Thus vanquish’d Asia trembling heard thy name, .
And Thebes and Athens sicken’d at thy fame !

* Architecture.
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Thy state, supported by Lycurgus’ laws,
Drew, like thine arms, superlative applause.
Even great Epaminondas strove in vain
To curb that spirit with a Theban chain.
But ah! how low her free-born spirit now !
Her abject sons to haughty tyraots bow :
A false, degenerate, superstitious race,
Infest thy region, and thy name disgrace !
Not distant far, Arcadia’s blest domains
Peloponnesus’ circling shore contains,
Thrice happy soil | where still, serenely gay,
Indulgent Flora breathed perpetual May !
Where buxom Ceres taught the obsequious Geld,
Rich without art, spontaneous gifts to yield ;
Then with some rural nymph supremely blest,
‘While transport glow’d in each enamour’d breast,
Each faithful shepherd told his tender pain,
And sung of sylvan sposts in artless strain.
Now, sad reverse! Oppression’s iron hand
Enslaves her natives, and despoils the land.
In lawless rapine bred, a saaguine train
With midnight ravage scour the uncultured plain.
‘Westward of these, beyond the isthmus, lies
The long-lost isle of Ithacus the wise ;
Where fair Penelope her abisent lord
Full twice ten years with faithful love deplered.
Though many a princely beart her beauty won,
She, guarded only by a stripling son,
Each bold attempt of suitos-kings repell’d,
And undefiled the nuptial contract held.
With various arts to win her love they toil'd,
But all their wiles by vistuous fraud:she feil’d :
True to her vows, and resolutely chaste,
The beauteous princess triumph’d at the. last.
Argos, in Greece forgotten and unknown,,
Still seems her cruel fortune to bemoan ;




Canto IFL THE SHIPWRECK. 3l

Arges, whose monarch led the Grecian hosts
Far o’er the Zgean main to Dardan coasts.
Unheppy prince! who on a hostile shore,
Toil, peril, anguish, ten-long winters bore ;
Aud when to native realms restored at last,
To reap the harvest of thy labours past,
A perjured friend, alas! and faithless wife,
There sacrificed to impious lust thy life !
Fast by Arcadia stretch these desert plains,
And o’er the land a gloomy tyrant reigns.
Next the fair isle of Helena * is seen,
‘Whete adverse winds detain’d the Spartan queen ;
For whom, in arms combined, the Grecian host,
With veogeance fired, invaded Phrygia’s coast ;
For whom so long they labour’d to destroy
The sacred turrets of imperial Troy.
Here, driven by Juno’s rage, the bapless dame,
Forlorn of heart, from ruin’d Ilion came.
The port an image bears of Parian stone,
Of ancient fabric, but of date unksown.
Due east from this appears the immortal shore
That sacred Pheebus and Diava bore;
Delos, through all the Zgean sess renown’d,
(Whose coast the rocky Cyclades surround)
By Pheebus honour’d, and by Greece revered !
Her ballow’d groves even distant Persia fear'd.
But now, a silent unfrequented land !
No human footstep marks the trackless. sand.
Thence to the north, by Asia’s western bound,
Fair Lemnos stands, with rising marble crown’d ;
‘Where, in her rage, avenging Juno huri’d
Ill-fated Vulcan from the ethereal world.
There his eternal anvils first he rear'd ;

Thean, forged by Cyclopean art, appear’d

# Now known by the name of Macronisi.
4
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Thunders, that shook the skies with dire alarms,
And, form’d by skill divine, Vulcanian arms.
There, with this crippled wretch, the foul disgrace
And living scandal of the empyreal race,

The beauteous queen of love in wedlock dwelt ;—
In fires profane, can heavenly bosoms melt ?

E d of this appears the Dardan shore,
That once the imperial towers of [lium bore.
Illustrious Troy ! renown’d in every clime,
Through the long annals of unfolding time !
How oft, thy royal bulwarks to defend,

Thou saw’st thy tutelar gods in vain descend !

Though chiefs unnumber’d in her cause were slain,

Though nations perish’d on her bloody plain;

That refuge of perfidious Helen’s shame

‘Was doom’d at length to sink in Grecian flame.

And now, by Time’s deep plough-share harrow’d
o'er,

The seat of sacred Troy is found no more :

No trace of all her glories now remains !

But corn and vines enrich her cultured plains ;

Silver Scamander laves the verdant shore;

Scamander, oft o’erflow’d with hostile gore !

Not far removed from Ilion’s famous land,

In counter-view appears the Thracian strand ;
Where beaunteous Hero, from the turret's height,
Display’d her cresset each revolving night ;
‘Whose gleam directed loved Leander o’er

The rolling Hellespont to Asia’s shore,

Till in a fated hour, on Thracia’s coast,

She saw her lover’s lifeless body tost :

Then felt her bosom agony severe ;

Her eyes, sad-gazing, pour’d the incessant tear :
O’erwhelm’d with anguish, frantic with despair,
She beat her beauteous breast and tore her hair—
On dear Leander’s name in vain she cried,
Then headlong plunged into the parting tide !
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The pagting tide:réceived thie-lovely weight,
Aud proudly flow’d, exulting in its freight.

Far west:of Thrace, beyond the Egean main,:
Remote fromr ocean, lies the. Delphic: plain.
The.sacred: oracle of Phaebus there,

High o’er the mownt arose, divinely fair !
Achaian marble form*d the gorgeous pile :
August the fabric! elegant its style!

On bravenshinges tura’d the silver-doors ;

And chequer'd marble:paved the polish’d floors -
The roofs, where storied. tablature appesr’d,
On.columms of Corinthian mould weve rear’d :
Of shining porphyry the shafis were framed,
And round the hollow dome bright jewels flamed.
Apolle’s syppliant priests, a blameless train!
Framed theiv oblatious on the holy fane :

To front the sun’s declining ray *twas placed ;
‘Witly goldem. harps and living: laurels graced. -
The sciences aud atts around the shrine. -
Conspicuous shome, engraved by hands-divine !
Where Zsoulapius’. snake display’d his crest,
And burning glories sparkled on his breast ;
‘While from his eyes’ insufferable light

Disease snd Death recoil’d, in headlong flight.
Of this great temple, through all time renown'd;
Sunk in oblivien, no remains are found.

Contiguows thero, ‘with hallow’d woods o'er-

[N -8 .

Parnassus lifts to h its honour’d héad ;
Where: from the deluge saved, by Heaven’s com-

mand,
Deucalion leading Pyrrha, hand in hand,
Repeopled all the desolated land.
Around the scene unfading laurels grow,
And aromatic flewers for ever blow,
.The winged choirs, on every- tree above,
Carol sweet numbers through the-vocal grove ;
o
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‘While o’er the eternal spring that smiles beneath,
Young zephyrs, borne on rosy pinions, breathe.
Fair daughters of the sun ! the sacred Nine
Here wake to ecstasy_their sangs divine;
Or crown’d with myrtle, in some sweet alcave,
Attune the tender strings to bleeding Love :
All sadly sweet the balmy currents roll,
Soothing to softest peace the tortured sounl.
‘While hill and vale with choral voice around
The music of immortal harps resound,
Fair Pleasure leads in dance the bappy Hours,
Still scattering where she moves Elysian flowers !

Even now, the strains with sweet contagion
. fraught,
Shed a delicious languor o’er the thought—
Adieu, ye vales, that smiling peace bestow,
Where Eden’s blossoms ever vernal blow !
Adieu, ye streams, that o’er enchanted ground
In lucid maze the Aonian hill surround !
Ye fairy scenes where Fancy loves to dwell,
And young Delight, for ever, oh, farewell !
‘T'he soul with tender luxury you fill,
And o’er the sense Lethean dews distil.
Awake, O Memory, from the inglorious dream ;
‘With brazen lusgs resume the kindling theme ;
Collect thy powers, arouse thy vital fire;
.Ye spirits of the storm, my verse inspire !
Hoarse as the whirlwinds that enrage the main,
In torrent pour along the swelling strain !
....Now, borne impetuous o’er the boiling deeps,
Her course to Attic shores the vessel keeps :
The pilots, as the waves behind her swell, .
Still with the wheeling stern their force repel ;
For, this assault should either quarter * feel,
Again to flank the tempest she might reel.

L is i side; or that

i RS B e o S
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The steersmen every bidden turn apply ;
To right and left the spokes alternate fly.
Thus when some conquer’d host retreats in fear,
The bravest leaders guard the broken rear :
Indignant they retire, and long oppose
Superior armies that around them close;
Still shield the flanks, the routed squadrons join,
And guide the flight in one embodied line.

So they direct the flying bark before
The impelling floods, that lash her to the shore.
As some benighted traveller, through the shade,
Explores the devious path with heart dismay’d ;
‘While prowling savages behind him roar, -
And yawning pits and quagmires lurk before—
High o’er the poop the audacious seas aspire,
Uproll’d in hills of fluctuating fire.
As-some fell conqueror, frantic with success,
Sheds o’er the nations ruin and distress ;
So, while the watery wilderness he roams,
Incensed to sevenfold rage the tempest foams ;
And o’er the trembling pines, above, below,
Shrill through the cordage howls, with notes of woe.
Now thunders wafted from the burning zone
Growl from afar, a deaf and hollow groan !
The ship’s high battlements, to either side
For ever rocking, drink the briny tide:
Her joints unhbinged, in palsied languors play,
As ice discolves beneath the noon-tide ray.
The skies, asunder torn, a deluge pour;
The impetuous hail descends in whirling shower ;
High on the masts, with pale and livid rays,
Amid the gloom portentous meteors blaze.
The ethereal dome, in mournful pomp array’d,
Now lurks behind impenetrable shade ;
Now, flashing round intolerable light,
Redoubles all the terrors of the night.
Such terror Sinai’s quaking hill o’erspread, -
‘When Heaven'’s loud trumpet sounded o’er its head.



s1e THE SHIPWRECK, Cante X1,

Tt seem’d, the wrathful angel of she wind

Had all the horrors of the skies combined ;

And hers, to onae ill-fated ship opposed,

At once the dreadful magazine disclosed.

And lo! tremeadous o’er the deep he springs,

The inflaming sulpbur flashing from his wings | .

Hark ! his strong voice the dismal silence breaks;

Mad Chaos from the chains of death awakes !

Loud and more loud the rolling peals enlarge ;.

And blue on deck their blazing sides discharge: "

There, all aghast, the shivering wretches stood ;.

While chill suspense and fear oongeal'd dmr
blood.

Now in a deluge bursts the living flame,

And dread concussion rends the ethereal frame. .

Sick Earth, convulsive, groans from shore to share,

And Nature, :huddeting, feels the horrid rear. .

8till the sad prospect rises on my sight, °
Reveal’d in all its mournful sbade and light ;- = .
Swift through my pulses glidesthe kindling fire,
As lightning glances on the electric wire.

But ah! the force of nambers strives in nin,
The glowing scene unequal to susiain.

But lo! at lut.. from tenfold darkness borae, ..
Forth issues o’er the wave the weeping. morn,
Hail, sacred Vision! who on orient wings -

The cheering dawn of light propitious brings !
All Nature, swiliog, hail’d the vivid ray, .

That gave her beauties to returning day ; :

All but our ship, that, groaning on the tlde,

No kind relief, no gleam of hope descried :

For now, in front, her ttemblmg inmates see
The hills of Greece emerging on the lee..

So the lost lover views that fatal morn,

Ou which, for ever from bis bosom torn,

The nymph adored resigns her blogming cherma,: !
To bless with love some happier. rivel’s armap, ..

e
’
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So to Elisa dawn’d that cruel day

That tore ZEneas from ber arms away ;

That saw him parting, mever to return,

Herself in funeral flames decreed to burn.

O yet, in clouds, thou genial source of light,

Conceal thy radiant glories from our sight !

Go, with thy smile adorn the happy plain,

And gild the scenes where heaith and pleasure

reign ;

But let not here, in scorn, thy wanton beam

Insult the dreadful grandeur of my theme!
While shoreward now the bounding vessel flies,

Full in her van St George’s cliffs arise :

High o’er the rest a pointed crag is seen,

Thas bung projecting o’er a mossy green.

Nearer and nearer now the danger grows,

And all their skill relentless fates oppose ;

For, while more eastward they direct the prow,

Enormaus waves the quivering deck o'erflow :

‘While, as she wheels, unable to subdue

Her sallies, still they dread her broaching-to.*

Alarming thought! for now no more a-lee

Her riven side could bear the invading sea ;

And.if the following surge she scuds before,

Headlong she runs upon the dreadful shore:

A shore wh nd hidden rocks abound,

Where death in secfet ambush lurks around.

Far less dismay’d, Anchises’ wandering son

‘Was seen the Straits of Sicily te shun::

When Palinurus from the helm descried

The rocks of Scylla on his eastern side ;

* Bmching-w is a sudden and Y mH in
erein a sMp, ‘whilst scudding or before

the wind, lmupmdl s her side to wi It is
menlly occasioned by the of steering her, or by

thclutm hmningw%d&eh lm. See
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‘While in the west, with hideous yawn disclosed,

His onward path Charybdis’ gulf opposed :

The double danger as by turns he view’d,

His wheeling bark her arduous track pursued.

Thus, while to right and left destruction lies, i

Between the extremes the daring vessel flies:  *

With boundless involution, bursting o’er

The marble cliffs, loud dashing surges roar;

Hoarse through each winding creek the tempest
rates, !

And hollow rocks repeat the groan of waves; - |

|

Destruction round the insatiate coast prepares,
To crush the trembling ship, unnumber’d snares.
But haply now she 'scapes the fatal strand,
Though scarce ten fathoms distant from the land ;
Swift as the weapon issuing from the bow,

She cleaves the burning waters with her prow ;
And forward leaping, with tumultyous haste,

As on the tempest’s wing the isle she past.

‘With longing eyes and agony of mind

The sailors view this refuge left behind ;

Happy to bribe with India’s richest ore,

A safe accession to that barven shore!

When in the dark Peruvian mine confined,
Lost to the cheerful commerce of mankind,
The groaning captive wastes his life away,

For ever exiled from the realms of day;
Not equal pangs his bosom agonize,

‘When far above the sacred light he gyes,
‘While, all forlorn, the victim pines in vain
For scenes he never shall possess again.

But now Athenian mountains they descry,
And o’er the surge Colonna frowns on high:
Beside the cape’s projecting verge are placed
A range of columns long by time defaced,
First planted by Devotion to sustain,

In elder times, Tritonia’s sacred fane.
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Foams the wild beach below, with maddening

rage,

Where waves and rocks a dreadful combat wage :
The sickly heaven, fermenting with its freight,
Still vomits o'er the main the feverish weight ;
And now, while wing’d with ruin from on high,
Through the rent cloud the ragged lightnings fly,
A flash, quick-glancing on the nerves of light,
Struck the pale helmeman with eternal night :
Rodmond, who heard a piteous groan behind,
Touch’d with compassion gazed upon the blind ;
And while around his sad companions crowd,
He guides the unhappy victim to the shroud.
¢¢ Hie thee aloft, my gallant friend !"* he cries;
* Thy only succour on the mast relies !
The helm, bereft of half its vital force,
Now scarce subdued the wild unbridled course:
Quick to the nbandon’d wheel Arion came,
The ship’s tempestuous saliies to yeclaim, -
Amazed he saw her, o’er the sounding foam
Upborne, to right and left distracted roam.
So gazed young Phaéton, with pale dismay,
When, mounted in the flaming car of day,
With rash and impious hand the stripling tried
The immortal coursers of the sun to guide.
The vessel, while the dread event draws nigh,
Seems more impatient o’er the waves to fly :
Fate spurs her on :«=Thus, issuing from afar,
Advances to the sun some blazing star ;
And, as it feels the attraction’s kindling force,
Springs onward with accelerated course.

With mournful look the seamen eyed the strand,
‘Where Death’s inexorable jaws expand :
Swift from their minds elapsed all dangers past,
As, dumb with terror, they beheld the last.
Now, on the trembling shrouds, before, behind,
In mute suspense they mount into the wind.
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The genius of the deep, on rapid wing,

The black eventful moment seemed to bring ;

The fatal Sisters on the surge before

Yoked their infernal hosses to the prore.

The steersmen bow received their Jast command,

‘To wheel the vessel sidelong to the strand.

Twelve sailors on the foremast who depend,

High on the platform of the top ascend—

Fatal retreat ! for while the plunging prow

Immerges beadlong in the wave below,

Down: press’d by watery weight the bowsprit bends,

And from-above the stem deep.cyashing rends.

Beneath her beak the- floating:ruins lie;

The faremest totters, unsustain’d.on bigh:

And now the ship, fore-lifted by the: sea,

Hourls the tall fabric backward e’er the lee ;

‘While, in the general -wreck, . the faithful stay

Drags the main-topnsast. from its. post away.

Flung fram the mast the:seamen strive:in ¥yain

Through: hostile floods thevessel to regain ;

The waves they buffiet; till, bereft of strength,

O’erpower’d they. yield ta-oruel fate at length.

The hostile waters:closearound their:head,

They sink for-ever, number’d with. the.dead !
Those:whe reruain their fearful.doom await,

Nor longer. mourn their lost companions’ fate :

The beart, that bieeds with:sarvow- ail s-own, -

Forgets.the pangs of .friendship ta bemoan.

Albert and :Rodraond: and: Palemon here,

With young Arion, -on.the mast appear;

Even they,. amid,the. unspeakable distress,

In every Jook distraeting thoughts confess ;

In every vein the vefluent blood-cangeals

And-every;bosom fatal terror feels.

Enclosed with all the:demons of the.main,

They view'd: the; adjacent shore,. but:wiew’d in
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Such torments in the drear abodes of hell,
“Where sad despair laments wth rueful yell,
Such torments agonize the damned breast,
While Fancy views the mansious of the blest.
For Heaven's sweet help their suppliant-cries im-
- plore; -
But Heaven, relentless, deigns to help no more!
And now lash’d-on by destiny severe,
With horrer fraught, the drcadful scene drew
mear !
The ship hangs hovering on the verge of death,
Hell yawns, rocks rise, and breakers roar beneath !
In vain, alas! the sacred shades of yore
‘Would arm the mind with philesophic lore;
In vain'they’d teach us, at the latest breath,
To smile serene amid the pangs of death.
Even Zeno's self, and Epictetus old,
This fell abyss had shudder’d to behold.
Had Soerates, for godlike virtue famed,
And wisest of the sons of men proelaim’d,
‘Beheld this seene of frenzy and distress,
His soul had trembled to its last recess.
O yet confirm miy heart, ye Powers above !
This last tremendous:shock of Fate to prove;
The tottering frame of Reason yet sustain,
Nor let this total rain whirl my brein !
In vain the cords and axes were prepared,
For how-the audacious seas insult the yard ;
High o’er the ship they throw a horrid shade,
And o’er her burst in terrible cascade.
Uplifted on the surge, to heaven she flies,
Her shatter’d top balf.buried in the skies,
Then headlong plunging thunders on the ground,
:Earth groans! air trembles! and the deeps re-
sound ! .
Her giant bulk the dread concussion feels,
And gquivering with &3 wound in torment reels,
3
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So reels, tonvulsed with agonizing throes, - -
The bleeding bull beneath the murderer’s blows.~
Again she plunges! bark | a second shock
Tears her strong bottom on the marble rock : -
Down on the vale of Death, with dismal cries,
The fated victims shuddering roll their eyes
In wild despair ; while yet another stroke,
With deep convulsion, rends the solid oak :
Till like the mine, in whose infernal cell
The lurking demons of destruction dwell,
At length asunder torn, ber frame divides, .
And crashing spreads in ruin o’er the tides.

O were it mine with tuneful Maro’s art
To wake to sympatby the feeling heart,
Like him the smooth and mournful verse to dress
In all the pomp of exquisite distress !
Then, too severely taught by cruel Fate
To share in all the perils I relate,
Then might I, with unrivall’d strains, deplore
The impervious horrors of a leeward shore.

As o’er the surge the stooping main-mast hung,
Still on the rigging thirty seamen clung ;
Some," struggling, on a broken crag were cast,
And there by oozy tangles grappled fast—
Awhile they bore the o’erwhelming billows’ rage,
Unequal combat with their fate to wage;
Till all benumb’d and feeble they forego
Their slippery hold, and sink to shades below.
Some from the main-yard-arm impetuous thrown
On marble ridges, die without a groan:
Three, with Palemon, on their skill depend,
And from the wreck on oars and rafts descend.
Now on the mountain-wave on high they ride,
Then downward plunge beneath the involving

tide;

Till one, who seems in agony to strive,
The whirling breakers heave on shore alive :
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The rest a speedier end of anguish kuew, -

And press’d the stony beach a lifeless crew !.
Next, O unhappy chief! the eternal doom

Of Heaven decreed thee to the briny tomb !

‘What scenes of misery torment thy view ! .

What painful struggles of thy dying crew !

Thy perish’d hopes all buried in the flood,

O’erspread with corses ! red with buman blood !

So, pierced with anguish, boary Priam gazed

When Troy’s imperial dome in ruin blazed ;

While he, severest sorrow doom’d to feel,

Expired beneath the victor’s murdering steel.

Thus with his helpless partners to the last,

Sad refuge! Albert hugs the floating mast.

His soul could yet sustain this mortal blow,

But droops, alas! beneath superior woe ;

For now soft Nature’s sympathetic chain

Tugs at his yearning beart with powerful strain :

His faithful wife for ever doom’d to mourn

For him, alas! who never shall return ;

To black Adversity’s approach exposed,

With want and hardships unforeseen enclosed :

His lovely daughter left without a friend

Her innocence to succour and defend ;

By youth and indigence set forth a prey

To lawless guilt, that flatters to betray.

While these reflections rack his feeling mind,

Rodmond, who hung beside, his grasp resign’d ;

And as the tumbling waters o’er him roll’d, .

His outstretch’d arms the master’s legs infold— _

Sad Albert fecls the dissolution near,

And strives in vain his fetter’d limbs to clear;

For death bids every clinching joint adhere.

All faint to Heaven be throws his dying eyes,

And, “ O protect my wife and child!” he cries ¢

The gushing streams roll back the unfinish’d sound !

He gasps ! he dies! and tumbles to the ground !,
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Five only left: of all the perish’d throng -
Yet ride the pine which shoreward drives along ;
‘Withs- these Arion still his hold secures,

And all the'assaults of hostile waves endures. -

O’er the dire prospect as for life he strives,

He looks if poor Palemon yet survives.

“ Ab, wherefore, trusting-to-unequal art,

Didst thou, incautious! from the wreck depart ?
Alas! these-rocks all human skill-defy,

‘Who strikes them once beyond relief must die;

And now sore wounded thou -perhaps art tost

On these, or in some oozy cavern lost!”

Thus thought ‘Arion. anxious gazing round,

In vain; his eyes-no more Palemon found.

The demons-of-destruction hover nigh,

And thick their mortal shafts commiision’d fly :

And now a breaking surge, with forceful sway, |

Two next Arion furious tears away.

Hurl’d on the' erags, behold, they gasp! ~&ey

bleed !

And groaning éling upofs the illusive weed: °

Another billow bursts in boundless roar ;

Arion sinks ! and memery views no more !

Ab, total night and horror here preside !

My stunn’d ear tingles to the whirzing tide'!
It is the fumeral knell ; and, gliding near,
Methinks the phantoms ofithe dead appear!

But lo! emerging from the watery grave,

Again they float incombent on the wave !

Again the dismal prospect opens round,

The wreck, the shores, the dying, and the drown’d.
And see ! enfeebled by repeated shocks,

Those two-who scramble on the adjacent rocks,
Their faitbless hold no longer can retain,

They sink o’erwhelm’d, and never rise again !

: Two, with Arion, yet the mast upbore,

That now above the ridges reach’d the shore:
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Still trembling to descend, they downward gaze

With horror pale, and torpid with amaze:

The floods recoil! the ground appears below !

And life’s faint embers now rekindling glow!

Awhile they wait the exhausted waves’ retreat,

Then climb slow up the beach with hands and
feet.

O Heaven! deliver’d by whose sovereign band

Still on the brink of hell they shuddering stand,

Receive the languid incense they bestow,

‘That damp with death appears not yet to glow :

To thee each soul the warm oblation pays,

With trembling ardour of unequal praise.

In every heart dismay with wonder strives,

And hope the sicken’d spark of life revives,

Her magic powers their exiled health restore,

Till horror and despair are felt no more.

A troop of Grecians.who inhabit nigh,

And oft these perils of :the deep desery,

Roused by the blustering tempest of the night,

Anxious had climb’d Colonma’s meighbouring
height ;

When gazing downward on the adjacent flood,

Full to their view the scese of ruin steod ;

The surf with mangled bodies strew’d around,

And those yet breathing on the seaswash’d ground !

Though ldst to science and the nobler arts,

Yet Nature’s lore inform’d their feeling hearts ;

Strait.down the vale with hastening steps they
hied,

The unhappy sufferers to.assist and guide.

Meanwhile those: three-escaped . beneath -explore

The first adventurous youth who reach’d the shore;

Panting, with-eyes averted. from the day,

Prone, helpless, on.the tangly beach he lay—

It is Palemon ;==O what tumults roll

With hope and terror in Ation's soul!
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« If yet unhurt he lives again to view

His friend, and this sole remnant of our crew!

‘With us to travel through this foreign sone,

And share the foture good or ill umkaown *

Arion thus: but ah ! sad doom of Fate!

That bleeding memory sorrows to relate ;

‘While yet afloat, on some resisting rock

His ribs were dash’d, and fractured with the
shock :

Heart-piercing sight ! those cheeks so late array’d

1n beauty's bloom, are pale with mortal shade !

Distilling blood his lovely breast o’erspread,

And clogg’d the golden tresses of his head :

Nor yet the lungs by this pernicious stroke

‘Were wounded, or the vocal organs broke.

Down from his neck, with blazing gems array’d,

Thy image, lovely Anna, bung pourtray'd;

The unconscious figure, smiling all serene,

Suspended in a golden chain was seen.

Hadst thou, soft maiden! in this hour of woe,

Beheld him writhing from the deadly blow,

What force of art, what language could express

Thine agony ? thine exquisite distress?

But thou, alas! art doom’d to weep in vain

For him thine eyes shall never see again !

With dumb amazement pale Arion gased,

And cautiously the wounded youth upraised ;

Palemon then, with cruel pangs oppress’d,

In faltering accents thus his friend address’d.

“ O rescued from destruction late so nigh,
Beneath whose fatal influence doom’d I lie;
Are we then exiled to this last retreat -

Of life, unhappy! thus decreed to meet?
Ah! how umlike what yester-morn enjoy'd,
Enchanting hopes for ever now destroy’d !
For, wounded far beyond all healing power,
Palemon dies, and this bis final hour:
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By those fell breakers, where in vain I streve,

At once cut off from fortune, life, and love !

Far other scenes must soon present my sight,

That lie deep-buried yet in tenfold night.

Ah'! wretched father of a wretched son,

Whom thy paternal prudence has undone!

How will remembrance of this blinded care

Bend down thy head with anguish and delpmr .

Such dire effects from avarice arise,

That, deaf to Nature's voice, and vainly wise,

‘With force severe endeavours to control

The noblest passions that inspire the soul. )

But, O thou sacred Power! whose law connem

The eternal chain of causes and effects, .

Let not thy chastening ministers of rage -

Afflict with sharp remorse his feeble age!

And you, Arion! who with these the last

Of all our crew survive the Shipwreck past—

Ah! cease to mourn! those friendly tears restrain,

Nor give my dying moments keener pain !

Since Heaven may soon thy wandering steps re-
store,

When parted hence, to England’s distant shore ;

Should’st thou, the unwilling messenger of Fate,

To him the tragic story first relate,

O! friendship’s generous ardour then suppress,

Nor hint the fatal cause of my distress;

Nor let each horrid incident sustain

The lengthen’d tale to aggravate his pain.

Ah! then remember well my last request,

For her who reigns for ever in my breast ;

Yet let him prove a father and a friend,

The helpless maid to succour and defend.

Say, I this suit implored with parting breath,

So Heaven befriend him at his hour of death !--

But O! to lovely Anna should’st thou tell

What dire untimely end thy friend befell,
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Draw o’er the dismal scene soft Pity’s veil,
And lightly touch the lamentable tale :

Say that my love, inviolably true,

No change, no diminution ever knew ;

Lo! her bright image, pendant on my neck,
Ts all Palemon rescued from the wreck :
Take it, and say, when panting in the wave,
1 straggled life and this alone to save !

*“ My soul that, fluttering, hastens to be free,
Would yet a train of thoughts impart to thee ;
But strives in vain ;—the chilling ice of Death
Congeals my blood, and choaks the stream of

- breath :
Resign’d, she quits her comfortless abode,
To course that long, unknown, eternal road.
O sacred Source of ever-living light !
Conduct the weary wanderer in her flight!
Direct her onward to the peaceful shore,
Where peril, pain, and death, are felt no more !

“ When thou some tale of hapless love shalt hear,

That steals from Pity’s eye the melting tear,

Of two chaste hearts by mutual passion join'd,

To absence, sorrow, and despair consign’d;

O ! then, to swell the tides of social woe

That heal the afflicted bosom they o’erflow,

‘While memory dictates, this sad Shipwreck tell, -
And what distress thy wretched friend befell !
Then, while in streams of soft compassion drown’d
The swains t, and maidens weep d;
While lisping children, touch’d with infant fear,
With wonder gaze, and drop the unconscious tear;
O'! then this moral bid their souls retain,

All thoughts of happiness on earth are vain.” *

»

sed scilicet ultima semper
dies homin ; dicique bum

vbitum upm»aquenum
nemo Ovid. Metam. lib. 3.




Canto I11. THE SHIPWRECK. 39

The last faint accents trembled on his tongue,
That now inactive to the palate clung;

His bosom heaves a mortal groan—he dies !
And shades eternal sink upon his eyes!

As thus defaced in death Palemon lay,
Arion gazed upon the lifeless clay;  °
Transfix’d he stood, with awful terror 611°d,
‘While down his cheek the-silent drops diatill'd.

« O ill-starr’d votary of unspotted truth,
Untimely perish’d in the bloom of youth !
Should e’er thy friend arrive on Albion’s land,
He will obey, though painful, thy demand:

His tongue the dreadful story shall display,
And all the horrors of this dismal day!
Disastrous day! what Tuin hast thou bred!
What anguish to the living and the'dead-!
How hast thou left the widow all forlorn,

And éver doom’d'the orphan:child to mourn ;
Through life’s sad journey hopeless to ¢omplain !
Can sacred Justice these events ordain ?

But, O my soul!{ avoid that wondrous -maze. -
‘Where Reason, lost in endless error, strays? -
As through this thoroy valé of life we run,
Great Cause of all effects, Thy will be donc /'’

Now had the Grecians on the beach arrived,
To aid the helpless'feir who' yet survived ;
While pagsing they behold the waves o'erspread
With shatter’d rafts and corses of thé dead; -
Three still alivg, benumb'd.and fains, they findy
In mournful silence on a rock reclined.

The generous natives, moved with social palu, -
The feeble strangers in their arms-sustsiny -
With pitying sighs their bapless lot deplore,
And lead them trembling fram the fatal shore..
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Tae scene of death is closed, the moumful strains
Dissolve in dying languor on the ear;
Yet Pity. weeps, yet Sympathy complains,
And dumb Suspense awaits o’erwhelm’d with
fear. -

But the sad Muses, with prophetic eye,
At once the future and the past explore ;
Their harps oblivion’s influence can defy, -
And waft the spirit to the eternal shore.

Then, O Palemon ! "if thy shade can hear

. The woice of friendship, still lament thy deom ;
Yet to the sad oblations bend thine ear,

That rise in vocal incense o’er thy tomb.

In vgin, alas! the gentle Maid shall weep,
‘While secret anguish nips her vital bloom ;

O’er her soft frame shall stern diseases creep,
And give the lovely victim to the tomb.

Relentless frenzy shall the Father sting,
Untaught in virtue’s school distress to bear;
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Severe remorse his tortured soul shall wring—
*Tis his to groan and perish in despair.

Ye lost companions of distress, adieu !
Your toils and pains and dangers are no more!
The tempest now shall howl, unheard by you,
While Ocean smites in vain the trembling shore.

On yo;x the blast, surcharged with rain and snow,
In winter’s dismal hights no more shall beat ;

_Unfelt by you the vertic sun may glow,

And scorch the panting earth with bauneful heat.

No more the joyful maid, the sprightly strain,
Shall wake the dance to give you welcome home ;

Nor hopeless Love impart undying pain,

. When far from scenes of social joy you roam.

No mare on yon wide watery waste you stray,
While hunger and disease your life consume ;

‘While parching thirst, that burns without allay,

. Forbids the blasted rose of health to bloam.

No more you feel Contagion’s mortal breath,
That taints the realms with misery severe:
No more behold pale Famine, scattering death,

With cruel ravage desolate the year.

The thundering drum, the trumpet’s swelling strain,
Unheard shall form the long embattled line:
Unheard, the deep foundations of the main
Shall tremble when the hostile squadrons join.

Since grief, fatigue, and hazards still molest
The wandering vassals of the faithless deep,
O'! happier now, escdped to endless rest,
Than we who still survive to wake and weep.
4
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‘What though no faneral powp, no borrow’d tear,.
Your hour of death to gazing crowds sball tell ;
Nor weeping friends attend your sable bier,
Who sadly listen to the passing-bell : -

The tutor’d sigh, the vain parade of 'woe,
No veal angaisti to the soul impart;

Anud oft, alas| the tear that friends bestow,
Belies the latent feelings of the heart.

‘What though me sculptured pile yourmamedisplays,
Like those who perish in:their.cointey's cause ;

What though no epic Muse in living lays
Records your deeadful daring' with-epplsvse« .

Full oft the flattering marble bids renown
With blagon’d trophies deck the spotted mame ;
And oft, too oft, the venal Muses crown
The slaves of vice with never.dying fame.'
Yet shall remembrance from oblivion’s weil
Relieve your scene, and sigh with grief sincere,
And soft compassion at your tragic tale
In silent iribute pay her kindred tear,

o,

THE END.
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