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N the following pages, the Public, according to the
promife of the Publifhers, is prefented with a2 Volume

of American Poems ; partly Selefted, and partly Uriginal.
In undertaking this Work, they have been aguated by a
variety of matives, and drawn.onward by a number of ob-
jects.~ When looking round them, they faw many Poems,
written by the moft eminent American Authors, from the
loofe manner of their publithment, known only to a few of
their particular acquaintance, and unheard of by the gene.
rality of their Countrymen. The value of the perform-
ances, and the regard which authors generally feel for their
literary offspring, left them no room to doubt, but that,
at fome future period, each perfon would think it not un-
worth the while to colle&t what he had fcattered. Bur
this period was uncertain; and the publifhers tho’t that it
would not berendering an unacceptable fervice to the Pub-
lic, if they undertook the bufinefs of colle&ing, and arran-
ging each Author’s productions in a volume, which from
its fize fhould claim a more univerfal attention.— Befide the
fmaller Poems of Gentlemen, diftinguifh’d for their poet.
ical talents, many others, of very great merit;: have ap.
. peared in the different Periodical publications of the Unired
States. Performances of this kind, falling from the pens
_ of perfons not intent on literary fame ; or intent on repu-
tation different from poetical reputation; or whofe names

have not yet heen dignified by national applaufe ; efpecial.
C i
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ly as many of them are adapted to particular and local oc-
cafions ; notwithftanding their defert, are conftantly lia-
ble to be forgotten and loft. And the publithers have oba
ferved it to be a matter of much regrer, among perfons of
' reading and tafte,’ that the frail fecurity of an obfcure news-
paper, was the only one they had for fome of the hanfom-
elt {pecimens of American Poetry. o afford a ftronger,
and more durable fecurity, is cne of the obje&s of this
Publication.—Among other things, it did not appear to be
amatter altogether deftitute of ufefulnefs, tobring togeth-
er, inone view, the feveral poetical prodactions of the dif.
ferent States. By this means a more certain eftimation
can be made of the comparative merit of their various wri-
ters; a more thorough acquaintance may be obtained of the
{fate of the belles-lettresin the individual parts of the Uni-
on; and hereby will be promoted a more intimate combi«
nation of literary interefts.—It efpecially feemed a matter
of importance, to draw forth, for the amufement of the
lovers of poetry, thofe Poems which, for want of a Repof-
1cory of thiskind, alone, were withheld from the Public.
It was eafy to forefee, that many perfons, aing with a
proper regard to the worth of their own writings, would
readily give up that advantage, which news-papers beftow,
of having them known to every body ; if they could by

meansof a Worklike the prefent one, fecure them a certain

. conveyance to the attention of the fcxemlﬁc and refied.
5 It was likewife the wilh of the Publithers, to excite the
“attention of thof: poflefled of talents and leifure, to fimi-
lar purfuits; by holding out to them a Work where, uni-
ted with the like performances of the moft celebrated
among their Countrymen, their Poems may be equally fe-
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cure of prefervation and notice.—Thefe have been the in-
tentions of the Publithers. How far their defign is accom_
. plifhed, is not for them to determine. That it fhould be
- completely fo, wasnot to be expected. Thisisbut the be-
ginning of an Undertaking ; and they hope, not an un-
promifing one.  The Public alone, have the power to coun-
tenance and fupport them in its accomplithment.—Should
the Volume, now publithed, meet with that fuccefs which
‘the value of the Poems it contains feems to warrant, it is
the intention of the Publifhers to add another ; and to con-
tinue the Collection as long as the prefent fupply of Mate-
rials, and that for which, in future, they may be indebt-
ed to the generofity of the literarty, will enable them.

They have, now, only to return, to their {ubfcribers,
their moft unfeignedly grateful acknowledgments for the
generous fupport which they have afforded them; and to
exprefs a hope, that tho’ the publication owing to' foxﬁe
unfortunate circumftances, has been delayed longer than
their firft purpofe, no other expeftatidn, which they have
held forth, may be difappointed on a careful examination of

the Work.
Litchfield (Connedlicut) June 1793.
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POSTSCRIPT-

T isthe intention of the Editors, as mentioned in
the Preface, to purfuetheir defign ; and, fhould
fufficient encouragement appear, to publith a Se-
cond Volume, in the courfe of the next two years.

— Many difappointments, the ill health of one of the

Editors, and other circumftances, too complicated
and painful to mention, have contributed to render
their part of this Work defs perfett than their ex-
pettations, and promifes.,. They intend to finith
the fucceeding Volume, or Volumes, in a more el-
egant manner ; and, if a fecond edition of the pre-
fent volume fhould be called for, it is their further
intention to make it equal, in beauty, to the oth-
ers; to all of which fuitable, and well- executed de-
corations fhall be added.
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SELEcTED POETR Y.

"ELEGY on the Times,
on Buckingham St. Fohn,
on Ambition,
Balaam’s Prophecy,
Downfall of Bubylon,
Speech of Arifteus.
Zryal of Faith,
Addrefs to the Convention,
Columbia, ‘ »
Seafons Moralized,
Hymn,
Song,
The Critics,
Letter to Col. Humpbhries.
Profpec? of Peace,
Poem [poken at Commencement,
Elegy on Titus Hofmer.
Elegy on Fairfield,
on De Hart,
Ode, Mount Vernon,
70 Laura,
Genius of America,
Song from the French
Letter to Dr. Dwight.
The Hypocrite’s Hope,

Epitaph on a Patient killed by a Cancer Quack. do.

Verfes on General Ethan Allen.

Oration that might have been delivered. Hoprixson.

Philofophic folitude.
Defcriptive Lines,
Ode to the Prefident,
Invocation to Hope,
Prayerto Patience,

Aines 29 Della Crufca.

Pack.
TRUMBULL, f
dos 13
do. 17
do. 21
do. 25
do. 29
DwIGHT. 33
do. 55
do. 62
do. 64
40, 66
do. 68
do. 70
do. 75
BarLow. 85
do. 4
do. 128
HUMPHREYS. 117
do, 129
do, 123
do. 120
da. 127
do. 134
do. 129
Dr. Horkins. 139
A 37
ane 142
143
LIVINGSTON. 154-
PrizeN1A. 176
do. 180
do. 182
do- I 83
dOc 3 84
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Alfred to Philenia, . 186 &
Philenia to Alfred, 187
Alfred to Philenia, 188
Philenia to Alfred. : 190
Poem written at Boffon, &rce J. ALLEN. 193
An intended infcription, &c. do. 199
Elegiac Ode to the memory of Gen. Greene. RICHARDS.201 .
The Country School, ANON. 200
Hefper’s Speech, : do. 209
African Diftrefs, ds. 217
The New-Year’s Wifb, do. 219
Verfes fent with a Cake Heart, do. 221
Verfes from the AmerzcaU%agaZme- do. 222 i
Ella, a Norwegian Tale. W.DuNLAP. 226 ' ©
Eulogium on Rum. J- SMiTH.” 231 ;
The Country ]‘]ccf:rg T. C. JaMEs.' 234

Sonnet 1o Reflection. 249

OrRiGciNAL PoETRY.

An Elegy, &c. R. Arsor. 251
Verfification of Offian, &c. do. 255
Habbakuk, ) do. 263
Twilight oft he Gods, do. 265
Congquef? of Scandinavia. ! do. 271
Ode to Confcience. T.DwicHT. 284

Cololoo. W.Du~Lapr. 287
Ode to Time. 202
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Verfes written in a Heavy Gale at Sea. FRENEAU. 239 a
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AMERICAN POEMS.

SO RCGTED " POETRY;

ELEGY onaue TIMES.
Firf? p;~fnted at BosTON, Sept. 20th, 1774s

By Jon~N TRUMBULL, Ef7.

H BosTon! late with ev’ry pleafure crown’d,
Where Commerce triumph’d on the favoring gales,

And each pleas’d eye, that rov’d in profpe& round,

Hail’d thy bright fpires and blefs’d thy op’ning fails !
Thy plenteous marts with rich profufion fmil’d ;

The gay throng crouded in thy fpacious fireets ;
From either IND thy chearful ftores were fill’d ;

Thy ports were gladden’d with unnumber’d fleets.

For there more fair than in their native vales,
Tall groves of mats arofe in beauteous pride ;

The waves were whiten’d by the fwelling fails,
And plenty wafted on the neighb’ring tide.

;

Alas, how chang’d ! the fwelling fails no more
Catch the fair winds and wanton in the fky ;
" But hottile beaks aﬂ'nght the guarded fhore,

And pomted thunders all accefs deny.
C
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Where the bold Cape its warning forehead rears,
Where tyrant Vengeance waved her magic wand,
Far from the fight each friendly veflel veers,
Calls the kind gales and flies the fatal ftrand.

The ruin’d Merchant turns his mournful eyes
From the drear fhore and defolated way ;

Thy filent marts unufual glooms furprize,
And through thy fireets the fons of rapine ftray.

Such the dread flillnefs of the defert night,
When brooding horror fettles on the groves;
While powers of darknefs claim their hateful right,
And fierce for prey the favage tyger roves.

Along, thy fields, which latein beauty fthone
With lowing herds and grafly vefture fair,

The infulting tents of barbarous troops are firown,
And bleody ftandards ftain the peaceful air.

Are thefe thy deeds, oh Britain? this the praife,
That points the growing luftre of thy name?
Thefe glorious works that in thy latter days,
Gild the bright period of thine early fame?

Shall thy ftreng fleets, with awful fails unfurl’d,
On Freedom’s {brines the unhallow’d vengeance bend ?
And leave forlorn the defolated world,

Crufl’d—every foe, and ruin’d—every friend!

And damp’d alas ! thy {oul-infpiring ray,

Where Virtue prompted and where Genius {oar’d,
Or quench’d in darknefs, and the gloomy {way

Of Senates venal and the liveried Lord !
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There thame fits blazon’d on the unmeaningbrow,
And o’er the {cene thy factious Nobles wait,
Prompt the mixt tumult of the noify fhow,
Guide the blind vote and rule the mock debate.

To thefe how vain, in weary woes forlorn,

With fearful hands the fond complaint to raife,
Lift fruitlefs offerings to the ear of Scorn—

Of fervile vows and well-diffembled praife.!

‘Will the grim favage of the nightly fold

Learn from their cries the blamelefs flock to {pare?
Will the deaf gods, that frown in molten gold,

Blefs the dup’d hand, that fpreads the profirate prayer?

With what pleas’d hope before the face of Pride,
We rear’d our fuppliant eyes with filial awe ;

While loud Difdain with ruffian voice reply’d,
And Injury triumph’d in the garb of Law!

While Peers enraptur’d hail the unmanly wrong,
See Ribaldry, vile proftitute of fhame, ;
Stretch the brib’d hand and prompt the venal tongue,
Toblaft the laurels of a FRANKLIN’S fame !

But will the Sage, whofe philofophic foul,
Controul’d the lightning in its fierce career,
Hear’d unappal’d the aerial thunders roll,
And taught the bolts of vengeance where to fteer ;-

Will he, while echoing to his juft renown

The voice of kingdoms fwells the loud applaufe ;
Heed the weak malice of a Courtier’s frown,

Or dread the coward infolence of laws ¢
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See envying Britainrends thé facred bays ;
Illuded Juftice pens the mock decree ;
While Infamy her darling fcroll difplays,
And points well pleas’d, oh, WEDDERBURNE, to thee!

For nought avails the virtues of the heart,
The vengeful bolt no Mufe’s laurels ward ;
From Britain’s rage, and death’s relentlefs dart,
No worth canfave us, and no fame can guard.

O’er hallow’d bounds fee dire Oppre[ﬁon roll 5
Fair Freedom buried in the whelming flood ;

Nor charter’d rights thie tyrant courfe controul,
Though feal’d by Kings and witne{s’d in our blood.

No more fhall Juftice with unbiafs’d hand,

From lawlefs Rapine fnatch her trembling prey,
While in her balance by fupreme command

Hang the dead weights of minifterial fway.

(For taught by pain, our injur’d bofoms feel
The potent claims whence all our woes began,
And own fupreme the power, that could repeal,
Thofe laws of heaven, that guard-the riéhts of man.)

In vain we hope from Britain’s haughty pride
Anhand to fave us, or an heart to blefs ;

>Tis ftrength, our own, muft ftem the rufhing tide,
And our own virtue yield the wifh’d fuccefs.

But, oh, my friends, the arm of blood* reftrain!
(No rage intemperate aids the public weal)

Nor bafely blend (toodaring, but in vain)
The affaffin’s madnefs with the patriot’s zeal.

[For the Note, fee next page.]
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Shall the fields blufh, with vital crim{on ftain’d,
When blind refentment marks the vitim’d breaft 2¢
Will reeking life, by vengeful hands prophan’d,
Qur wrongs relieve, or charm our woes to reft?

Ours be the manly firmnefs of the fage,

From fhamelefs foes the ungrateful wounds to bear ;
Alike remov’d from bafenefs and from rage,

The flames of faction, and the chills of fear.

Check the vaft torrent of commerecial gain,
That buys our ruin at a price {forare ;

And while we fcorn Britannia’s fervile chain,
Difdain the livery of her marts to wear.

For fhall the luft of fafhions and of thow,
The curft idolatry of filks and lace,

Bid our proud robes infult our Country’s woe,
And welcome Slav’ry in the glare of dreis?

Will the blind dupe, inliveried tinfel gay, ,
Boaft the fhamed trappings, that adorn the flave ?
Will the fond mourner change his fad array,
To attend in gorgeous pomp a parent’s grave ?

* This is not meant as a caution againf? defending our rights
with our blood, if we fhould be driven to that extremity 5 but
only againf? the impolitic zeal of thofz, who feem defirous to
let loofe the rage of popular refentment, and bring matters
immediately to*a crifis in this Province.
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No'! the rich produce of our fertile foil,
Shall cloath the neatnefs of our chearful train,
While heaven-born virtues blefs the pious toil,
And gild the humble veftures of the plain.

No foreign labour in the Afian field
Shall weave her filks to deck the wanton age,
But, asin Rome, the furrow’d vale fhall yield
The unvanquifh’d Chieftain and paternal Sage.

~ And ye, whofe heaven in ermin’d pomp to fhine,
To run with joy the vain, luxurious round,
Blefs the full banquet with the charms of wine,
And roll the thundering chariot o’er the ground{

For this, while guis’d in fycophantic {mile,
With hearts all mindlefs of your country’s pain,

Your flattering falfhoods feed the-ears of Guile,
And barter freedom for the dreams of gain! .

Are thefe the joys, on vaflal’d climes that wait—
In downs of eafe luxuriant to repofe,

Quaff ftreams neQareous in the domes of ftate,
And blaze in fplendor of imperial thows?

No—the hard hand, the tortur’d brow of Care,
The thatch-roof’d hamlet and defencelefs thed,

The tatter’d garb, that meets the inclement air,
The famifh’d table, and the matted bed.—

Thefe are their fate—In vain the arm of toil
With gifts autumnal crowns the bearded plain ;
In vain glad Summer prompts the genial foil,
. And Spring diffolves in foftening fhowers in vain 3
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There favage Power extends his difinal thade,
And chill Oppreflion, with her frofts fevere,,
Sheds her dire blaftings o’er the fpringing blade,
And robs the expeding labours of the year.

So muft we fink 2—and at the ftern command
That bears the terrors of a tyrant’s word,

Bend the crouch’d knee and raife the fuppliant hand,
The fcorn’d, dependant, vaffalsof a Lord?

The wintry ravage of the ftorm to meet,
Brave the fcorch’d vapours of the autumnal air,
Then pour the hard-earn’d harveft at his fees,
And beg fome pittance from our pains to thare ?

But not for this, by heaven and virtue led,
From the mad rule of hierarchal pride,
From flavifh chains our injur’d fathers fled,
And follow’d freedom on the advent’rous tide ;

Dar’d the wild horrors of thefe climes unknown,
The infidious favage, -and the crimfon’d plain,
To us bequeath’d the prize, their woes had won,
Nor deem’d they fuffer’d, or they bled in vain.

And think’ft thou, NorTH, the {ons of fuch 2 race
Where beams of glory bleft their purpled morn,
Will fhrink unnerv’d before a tyrant’s face,
Nor meet thy louring infolence with {corn?

’

Look thro’ the circuit of the extended fhore,
That checks the furges of the Atlantic deep !
What weak eye trembles at the frowns of pow’r?
W hat leaden foul invites the bands of fleep?

| R R IS B
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How Goodnefs warmns each*heaven-illumin’d heart!
What generous gifts the woes of want afluage,
And fymparhetic tears of pity ftart,
To aid the deftin’d vitims of thy rage!

No clamourous fation with unhallow’d zeal
To wayward madnefs wakes the impaffion’d throng ;
No thoughtlefs furies fheath their breafts with fteel,
Or call the {word to avenge the oppreflive wrong.

Fraternal bands with vows accordant join ;
One guardian Genius, one enrapturing Soul
Nerves the bold arm, inflames the juft defign,
Combines, infpirits, and illumes, the whole.
.

Now meet the Fathers of this weftern clime ;
Nor names more noble graced the rolls of fame,
When Spartan firmnefs brav’d the wrecks of time,
Or Rome’s bold virtues fann’d the heroic flame.

Not deeper thought th’ immortal éage infpir’d,
On Solon’s lips when Grecian fenates hung ;
Nor manlier eloquence the bofom fir’d,
When genius thunder’d from the Atheniar' tongue.

And hopes thy pride to match the patriot ftrain
By the brib’d flave in penfion’d lifts enroll’d ;

Or awe their councils by the voice prophane,
That wakes to utterance at the calls of gold ?

Can frowns of terror daunt the warrior’s deeds,
Where guilt is ftranger to the ingenuous heart?

Or Craft illide, where godlike Science fheds
The beams of knowledge and the gifts of art 2
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Go, raife thy hand, and with its magic pow’r
Pencil with night the {un’s alcending ray,

Bid the broad veil eclipfe the noon-tide hour,
And damps of ftygian darknefs fhroud the day.—

{Such night as lours o’er Britain’s fated land,

Where raylefs fhades the darken’d throne furround :
Nor deeper glooms at Mofes’ waving wand,

Pour’d their thick horrors o’er the Memphian ground.)

Bid heav'ns dread thunders at thy voice expire,
Or chain the angry vengeance of the waves ;

Then hope thy breath can chill th’ eternal fire,
And free fouls pinion with the bonds of {laves.

Thou canft not hope—Attend the flight of days,
‘ View the bold deeds, that wait the dawning age,
Where Time’s ftrong arm, that rules the mighty maze,
Shifts the proud a&ors on this earthly ftage !

Then tellis, NorTH,—for thou art fure to know ;
For have not Kings and fortune made thee great?
Or lurks not genius in th’ ennobled brow,
And dwells not wifdom in the robes of flate?

Tell how the pow’rs of luxury and pride,
Taint thy pure zephyrs with their poifon’d breath ;
How dark Corruption {preads th’ envenom'd tide,
And Britain trembles on the verge of death.

And tell how, rapt by Freedom’s deathlefs flame,
And foft’ring influence of the fav’ring fkies,

This Weftern World, the laft recefs of fame,
Sees'in her wilds a new-born empire rife :

D
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A new-born Empire, whofe afcendant hour
Defies the foes, that would its life deftray,
And like Alcides, with its infant power
Shall crufh thofe ferpents, who its reftannoye

Then look throltime, and with extended eye,
Pierce the deep veil of fate’s obfcure domain !

The morning dawns, th’ effulgent ftar is nigh,
And crimfon’d glories deck her rifingreign !

Behold afar beneath the cloud of days,
Where reft the wonders of afcending fame 3

‘W hat Heroes rife, immortal heirs of praife ! :
W hat fields of death with conq’ring ftandards flame }

See her throng’d cities’ warlike gates unfold !

W hat tow’ring armies firetch their banners wide,
W here cold Ontario’s icy wavesare roll’d,

Or far Altama’s filver waters glide !

Lo from the groves, th’ afpiring cliffs that thade,
Afcending pines the furging ocean brave, .

Rife in tall mafts, the floating canvas {pread,
And rule the dread dominiens of the wave !

Where her clear rivers pour the mazy tide,
The laughing lawns in full luxuriance bloom,

The golden harveft {fpreads her wanton pride,
The flow’ry garden breathes a glad perfume.

Her potent voice fhall huth the ftorms of fate,
Where the meads bloffom or the billows roar; -

And cities, gay with fumptuous domes of ftate,
Stretch their bright turrets on the founding fhores
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There mark that Coaft, which feats of wealth furround,
That haven, rich with many a flowing fail, 3
Where mighty fhips, from earth’s remoteft bound,
Float on the chearly pinions of the gale.

There BosTon {miles, no more the fport of fcorn,
And meanly prifon’d by thy fleets no more ;

And far as ocean’s billowy tides are borne,

- Lifts her fear’d enfigns of imperial power.

So fmile the fhores, where lordly Hudfon ftrays,
(mefe floods fair Yorx and proud ALsanialave)
Or PHILADELPHIA’s happier clime furveys
Her glift'ring {pires in Schuylkyll’s lucid wave.

Or fouthward far extend thy wond’ring eyes,
Where fertile ftreams the garden’d vales divide ;

And mid the peopled fields diftinguifh’d rife
Virginian tow’rs, and Charleftown’s {piry pride.

Genius of*arts, of manners and of arms,
See deck’d with glory and the blooms of grace,
This Virgin-clime unfolds her brighter charms,
And gives her beauties to thy fond embrace !

Hark, from the glades, and ev’ry lift’ning fpray,
What heav’n-born Mufes wake th’ enraptur’d fdhg!
The vocal fhades attune th’ enchanting lay,
And echoing vales harmonious ftrains prolong.

Thro’ the vaft feries of defcending years,
That lofe their currents in th’ eternal wave,

Till heav’n’s laft trump fhall rend th’ affrighted fpheres,
And ope each empire’s everlafting grave ;
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Propitious {kies the joyous field fhall crown,
And robe her vallies in perpetual prime,
And ages blelt of undifturb’d renown,
Beam their mild radiance o’er th’ imperial clime.

And where is BRiTa1n ?—In the kirt of day,
Where ftormy Neptune rolls his utmoft tide,
Where funs oblique diffufe a feeble ray,
And lonely waves the fated coafts divide ;

Seeft thou yon Ifle, whofe defert landfcape yields
The mournful traces of the fame fhe bore;
Where matted thorns opprefs the cultur’d fields,
And piles of ruin choak the dreary fhore?—

From thofe lov’d feats, the Virtues fad withdrew,
Fron fell Corruption’s bold and venal hand;
Relu&ant Freedom wav'd her laft adien,
And Devaftation fwept the vaflal d land.

On her white cliffs, the pillars once of fame,

- Her melancholy Genius fits to wail ;

Drops the fond tear, and o’er her lateft fhame,
Bids dark Oblivion draw her fable veil.
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BV A K :
On the death of Mr. BuckincHaM ST. JoHN; who was

drowned 1 his paffage from New-Haven to Norwalk,
May 5th, 1771.

—_——— ———
e

BY THE SAME.

— e
—_—— =

THE world now yeilds to night’s returning fway ;
The deeper glooms lead on the {olemn hour,
And call my fteps, benearh the moon’s pale ray,
Toroam in SADNESS on the fea-beat (hore.

Now glide the inconftant fhadows o’er the plain,

The broad moon fwimming thro the broken clouds,
The gleam of waters brightens on the main,

And anchor’d navies lift their wavering {hrouds.

Deep filence reigns ; fave on the moory ground,
The long reed ruftling to the paffing gales,

The noife of dathing waves, and hallow found
Of ruting winds, that murmur thro the fails. ]

Far hence, ye pleafures of a mind at eafe,
The fprightly joys, that rural fcenes can yeild,
When fpring, led jocund by the foftening brecze,
Wakes the glad morn, and robes the dewy field#

Far be the giddy raptures of the gay,

"The midnight joys licentious youth can fhare,
When ruin, {miling o’er her deftin’d prey,

Ia {weet allurements hides the deadly fnare.
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Mine be the mufic of the rolling wave,
The moonlight fhadows and furrounding gloom ;
Mine the dread haunts of contemplation grave,
That lift the foul to fcenes beyond the tomb.

Here while deep midnight holds her filent reign,
And fancy bears the ravifl’d thought along,

Dark melancholy fpreads her airy train,
And friendfhip calls, and grief infpires the fong.

As thro thefe mournful glooms I firetch’d my fight,
Mid founds of death, that bid the foul attend,

Mid empty forms, and fleeting thapes of night,
Slowly I view a white-rob’d fhade afcend,

That fays—¢ I once was St. John ! from the bounds
Of unknown realms beneath the dreary wave,
Where ever-reftlefs floods, in nightly rounds,
Roll their dark furges o’er my watry grave ;

From feats, which ne’er to mortal fight difplay’d,
The gates of dread eternity furround,

In night conceal’d, and death’s impervious fhade,
My voice afcends : attend the warning found !

Oh thou, attend! who fluth’d with early bloom,’
In life’s new fpring, and vernal fweetnefs gy,

Heedlefs of fate, that muft thy branch entomb,
Spread’ft thy green bloffoms to the morning ray.

With thee how late, how like, alas! to thee;
To mortal joys, by opening youth beguil’d,
I ftretch’d my airy with, and follow’d free,
Where pleafure triumph’d, and where fancy fmil’d,
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Then, while fond hope her glittering pinions fpread,
* Pointing to climes beyond the diftant wave,
Even then, unnotic’d, o’er my deftin’d head,
Hung death’s dire form, and feal’d me for the grave.

How vain the thought for many a joyous mern,
To tafte of raptures unallay’d by woe !

At once from life and every pleafure torn,
From all I wifh’d, andall I lov’d below.

The faithlefs morning, on our opening fails,
Smil’d out ferene, and fmooth’d our gliding way,

While the gay veflel, fann’d by breathing gales,
Play’d on the placid bofom of the fea.

When lo, defcending on the darkening wind,
Burft the dire ftorm,—and feeble to {uftain
The ruthing blafts, in warring fury join’d,
The frail fkiff finks beneath the furging main.’-

And fee, afar the oarlefs boat conveys

The trembling {ailors to the diftant fhore ;
Alone, of aid bereft, with one laft gaze,

I funk in deeps: and funk to rife no more,

In that fad hour, what fearful {cenes arife,

W hat pangs diftrefs, what unknown fears difmay !
When future worlds difclofing on our eyes,

The trembling foul forfakes the kindred day !

* Mr. St. Fobn was meditating a voyage to Europe;
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Before the awful bar, the Alniighty throne,
In dread I've ftood the Eternal Judge to fee,

And fix d in blifs, or doom’d to endlefs moan,
Have heard the long, the unrevers’d decree z

Nor earth muft know the reft.” ‘W here art thou now,
In youthful joys my partner and my friend ;

Of thofe bleft hours thy fortune gave below,
Of all our hopes is this the fatal end 2

Ah what avail’d that energy of mind,

The lreights of fcience, and of arts to explore,
That eaily led where genius unconfin’d,

Spreads her glad feaft, and opes her claffic ftore !

Al what avail’d, in earthly blifs {o frail,
The fame gay-dawning on thy rifing years!
Al what avail’'d,—for what could then avail ?—
Lhy friend’s deep forrows, or thy country’s tears!

In pleafure’s paths, by vivid fancy led,
Mid every hope that blooming worth could raife,
The wings of death with fatal horror {pread,
Blank’d the bright promife of thy future days.

So, from the louring weft, the darken’d clouds
Rufh on the fun and dim his orient ray,

And hateful night in glooms untimely fhrouds
The afcending glories of the vernal day.

Adieu, my friend, fo dear in vain, adieu,
Till fome thort days their fleeting courfes roll :
Soon fhall our fteps thine earlier fate purfue,
Mov'd in the race, and crowding to the goals
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The approaching hour fhall {ee the fun no more,
Wheel his long courfe, or fpread his golden ray ;
Soon the vain dream of mortal life be o’er,
The brightnefs dawning of celeftial day.

Then join’d in blifs, as once in friendfhip join’d,
May pitying Heaven our purer fpirits raife,
Each crime atton’d, each virtue well refin’d,
To pafs a bleft eternity of praife !

A ldb  Bood ST wd 20 B

Ax ELEGY.

BY THE SAME.

HENCE, gaudy Flattery, with thy firenfong,
Thy fading laurels, and thy trump of praife,

Thy magic glafs, that cheats the wondering throng,
And bids vain men, grow vainer, while they gaze.

For what the gain, tho nature have fupplied
A tender foul, tofeel the fting of pain?

That fame how poor, that lifts our bafelefs pride,
And fhews the heights our {teps muft ne’er attain !

E
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How vain thofe thoughts that thro creation rove,
Returning fraught with images of woe !

Thofe gifts how vain that pleafe not thofe we love !
With grief opprefs’d, how {mall the gain to know !

And oh, that fate, in life’s fequefter’d fhade,
Had fix’d the limits of my filent way,

Far from the {cenes in noify pomp array’d,
W here hope and fame but flatter to betray.

The lark had call’d me at the birth of daws, -
My cheerful toils and rural fports to fhare 3

Nor, when mild evening glimmer’d on the lawn,
Had {leep been frighted at the voice of care.

So the {oft flocks in harmlefs pleafure firay,
Or fport in rapture on the flowery mead, -
Enjoy the beauties of the vernal day,
And no fad prefcience tells them they muft bleed.

Then wild ambition ne’er had fwell’d my heart, °
Nor had my fteps purfued the road to fame;

Then ne’er had flander rais’d the envenom’d dart,’
Nor hung in vengeance o’er my hated name.

Nor views of blifs thatnever muft be mine,

Urg'd the fond tear, or fwell'd the burfting figh ;
Nor tendereft pangs had bid my foul repine,

Nor torture warn’d me that my hopes muft die,

Farewell, ye glittering phantoms of the mind,
The golden vifion, or ambitious dream,
The fickle forms by fairy fancy join’d,
The pride of laurels and the mufe’s theme.



SELECTED POETRY. 19

Vain hope, adieu! thou dear deluding cheat,

W hofe magic charm can burft the bonds of pain ;
By thee decoy’d, we clafp the gay deceit,

And plan-the {cenes of future joys in vain.

Come Sadnefs! come, mild fifter of Defpair,
The helplefs {ufferer’s laft fupport and friend,
Lead to thofe fcenes that footh the wretch’s care,
W here life’s falfe joys, and life itfelf, muft end!

Well pleas’d, I wander o’er the folemn ground,
Where Death in horror holds his dread domain,
While night fits gloomy in the etherial round,
And fwimming vapors cloud the dreary plain.

Ye ghofts, the tenants of the evening fkies,
That {weep in fadnefs o’er the dufky vale,
Enrob’d in mifts, I fee your forms arife ;
I hear your voices founding in the gale !

Of life ye fpeak, and life’s fantaftic toys,

How vain the with, that grafps at things below !
How difappointment lours on all our joys,

And hope bequeaths the legacy of woe !

Ye oo, perhaps, while youth fupplied its beam,
On fancy’s pinions foaring to the fky,

Fed your deluded thoughts with many a dream,
Of love and fame, and future fcenes of joy.

Like your’s how foon our empty years fhall fade,
Paft, like the vapors that in clouds decay,

Paft, like the forms that flit along the fhade,
Qurfelves as worthlefs, and as vain as they !
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Here the kind haven greets our weary fail,

When the rude voyage of troubled life is o’er,
Safe from the ftormy blaft, the faithlefs gale,

The gulphs that threaten, and the waves that roar.

The heart nomore the pains of love fhall {hare,
Nor torturing grief the wayward mind enflave,

Thro toil-worn years fatigued with reftlefs care,
Peace, foughtin vain, awaits us in the grave.

Nor peace alone ! death breaks the fullen gloom,
That dims the portals of eternal day,
Bids the freed {oul her nobler powers affume,
And wing from woes her heaven.directed way.

Fly hence ye fhades! ye brighter {cenes arife!
Ye joys celeftial, opening on my view !

Vanifh, ye griefs, that dwell beneath the fkies,
Ye {ireaming tears, ye fond complaints, adien!

N
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Tie PROPHECY or BALAAM.
Numbers : Chap. xxiii. 24+

An IRREGULAR ODE. Written, Anno 1773

BY THE SAME. ~

1

ON lofty Peor’s brow,
That rears its forehead to the lky,
And fees the airy vapours fly,
Ang clouds in bright expanfion fail below,
Sublime the Prophet ftood.
Beneath its pine-clad fide,
The diftant world her various landfcape yeilds; |
Winding vales and lengthening fields,
Streams in funny maze that flow’d;
Stretch’d immenf{e 1 profpe@ wide
Forefts green in fummer’s pride ;
Waving glory gilds the main, -
The dazzling fun afcending high ;
While earth’s blue verge at diftance dimly feen,
Spreads from the aching {ight, and fades into the fky.

I1I.

Beneath his feet along the level plain,
The hoft of Ifrael'ftretch’d in deep array ;
Their tents rofe frequent on the enamell’d green;
Bright to the winds the colour’d fireamers play.
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Red from the flaughter of their foes,
In awful fteel the embattled heroes ftood ;
High o’er the fhaded ark in terror rofe
The cloud, the dark pavilion of their God.
Before the Seer’s unwilling eyes,
T he years unborn afcend in fight.
He faw their opening morn arife,
Bright in the fun fhine of the favoring fkies ;
W hi'e"from the unfufferable light,
Fled the dire demons of oppofing night.
No more, elate with Stygian aid,
He waves the wand’s enchanted power,
And baleful thro the hallow’d glade,
His magic footfteps rove no more.
Fil’d with prophetic fire, he lifts his hand,
O’er the dim hoft in deep array ;
And aw’d l;y Heaven’s fupreme command,
Pours forth the rapture of the living lay.

111.

Fair, oh Ifrael, are thy tents !
Bleft the banners of thy fame !
Bleft the dwelling of the faints,
Where their God difplays his name!
Fair as thefe vales, that firetch their lawns fo wide,
As gardens fmile, in flowery meadows fair,
Asriling cedars on the ftreamlet’s fide,
That lift their branches to the fragrant air !
Vain is magic’s deadly force,
Vain the dire enchanter’s {pell,
Waving wand, or &armed curfe,
Vain the pride, the rage of hell!
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From Peor’s lofty brow,
. I fee the eternal powers reveal’d,
And all the lengthen’d plains below
O’erfhrouded by the Almighty fhield?
God, their gnardian God, defcends,
And o’er the favor’d hoft Omnipotence extends.

Iv.

And fee, bright Judah’s ftar afcending
Fires the eaft with crimfon day,
Aweful ¢’er his foes impending,
Pours wide the lightning of his ray,
And flames deftru&ion on the oppofing world !
Death’s broad banners, dark, unfurl’d,
Wave o’er his blood-encircled way?
Scepter’d king of Moab, hear,
Deeds, that future timesawait,
Deadly triumph, war fevere,
Ifrael’s pride, and Moab’s fate !
What echoing terrors burft upon my ear?
‘What aweful forms in ghaftly horror rife?
Empurpled rage, pale tuin, heart-ftruck fear,
In fcenes of blood afcend, and fkim before wy eyes!

V‘

Dimly on the fkirt of night
O’er thy fons the cloud impends,
Louring ftorm with wild affright
Loud the aftonifh’d ether rends.
Long hofts, emblaz’d with fun-bright fhields appear,
And victory fevere

»
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Sits on their lightening {words : along the thores,
- Arm’d with the bolts of fate,
Impending navies wait ;

Above, around, the fhout of ruin roars.

For nought avails, thatcladin{piry pride,
Thy rifing cities glitter’d on the day ;

The vengeful arms wave devaftation wide,
And give thy pompous domes to mouldering flames a pre y.

VI

Edom bows her lofty head ;
Seer fubmits her vanquifh’d bands;
Amalek, of hofts the dread,
Sinks beneath their wafting hands.
See, whelm’d in fmoky heaps, the ruin’d walls,
Rife o’er thy fons’ unhappy grave ;
Low their blafted glory falls;
Vain the pride that could not fave!
Ifrael’s fwords arreft their prey ;
Back to {wift fate thy frighted ftandards turn ;
Black defolation rolls along their way ;
War {weepsin front, and flames behind them burn ;
And death, and dire difmay, ;
Unfold their univerfal grave, andope the mighty urg.

5
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Tue DOWNFALL or BABYLON.

An Imitation of fundry paffuges in the thirteenth and fourteentl
. Chapters of the Prophecy of Ilfuiah, and the eighteenth
Chapter of the Revelations of St. Fohn.

Written, anno 1775-

BY THE SAME.

——— R

TWAS now the day, devote to bleft repofe,

From realms of darknefs, when the Saviour rofe,
In Patmos’s Ifle, with facred light infpir’d,

The great Apoftle from the world retir’d ;

Before his eyes eteinal wonders roll,

And future vifions open on his foul,

Unfolding fkies the fcenes of fate difplay,

And Heaven defcending in the beam of day.

. He faw with joy the promis’d Church arife,
Fam’d thro the earth, and favor’d from the fkies ;
A ftarry ¢rown invefts her radiant;head,

Around her form the folar glories fpread,

Her power, her grace, by cir‘cling realms approv’d,
By angels guarded, and by Heaven belov’d :

Till myftic Babel, with blafpheming pride,

For idol forms the eternal power defied ;

Then martyr’d blood the holy offering feal’d,

And perfecution dyed the carnag’d field,

Religion funk in fuperftitious lore,

And Heaven-built temples fwam with fainted gore.

F
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But not in reft, till virtue fhould expire,

Slept the juft vengeance of eternalire.

The Seer beheld, till God’s avenging hand \
Smote the proud foe, and f{wept the guilty land; - s
Then pious rapture triump’d on his tongue,
And infpiration breath’d the exulting fong.

¢¢ What fudden fall hath dimm’d thy boafted ray,
Son of the Morn ! bright Phofphor of the day!
How funk in death, a'vitimef the grave,
Thy pride fo vaunting, and thy arm fobrave !
Wherz now the haughty boaft?”? Above the fkies,
O'er the ftarr’d drch my towering fteps fhall rife,
To Heaven’s high walls my glories fhall afcend,
My throne be “ftablifh’d, and my potwer extend,
O’er the wide world to ftretch my arm abroad ; -
A God in fplendor, and in might'a God.”

Behold from rage the bold opprefior ceas’d ;
Thy glory wan, and all thy treafures walte!
Eternal wrath, awaken’d o’er thy land,
Tears the weak {ceptre from the injurious hand ; k-
H:aven givesits captive fonsa kig‘dfrel_eafe, ;
And earth {miles, joyous, at.the fongs of peace.

reets thine entrance to the worlds of woe !
See from their thrones, along the infernal fhade,
Rife the dark fpecires of the mighty dead,
Friends tothy {fway, aad partners in thy crimes,
Kings once on earth, and tyrants in their times !
¢ And art thou fall’n 2”’—their looks of wonder crave—
« Swept andi {tinguifh’d, to the darkfome grave?
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O’er thy pale cheek funereal damps are {pread,

And fhrouds of fable wrap thee with the dead ;

W hat aw’d the world oblivion’s fhadows hide,
- And glad worms revel on the wrecks of pride.

Ts this the Power, whofe once tremendous eye
* Shook the wide earth, and dar’d the avenging ky,
-Oppofing kingdoms from their fceptres hurl’d,
And fpread fad ruin o’er the vanquih’d world?
Is this the Power, that rofe in boafted ftate,
Proud judge of thrones, and arbiter of fate?
The Power, whofe forceries, us’d in every cnme,
Stain’d the dark annals of recording time,
While perlecution taught the infernal lore,
And zeal was fated with the martyr’s gore ?—
Lo! clos’d thine eyes that wont the Heavens to brave,
Expos’d thou ly’ft, an outcaft from the grave ;
* No {plendid urn thy funeral duft contains,
Nor one kind turf conceals thy {ad remains ;
For thee no marble lifts its tablet high,
Where kings deceas’d in mournful glory lie ;
For juft renown divides thee from the bleft,
Nor decks the clods that lall thy bones to reft.”

And fee Deftrution from the Almighty hand,
Sweeps her broad befom o’er thy guilty land ;
Careering flames attend her dreadful way,

And rifing darknefs interc epts the day ;

The dim fun finks infearful fhades of night,
The moon and planets veil their trembling light,
Q’er thy doom’d walls the louring ftorms afcend,
And fate’s dread omens mark thy haftening end.

27
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See mid the o’erarching canopy of fhade,
An angel-form, in robes of blood array’d,
Lifts his red arm, that bids the tempett rife,
Wing’d with the etherial vengeance of the fkies;
And calls the wintry winds, thatall around,
Roll on the ftorms, and fweep the delug’d ground,
And far beneath, where direful earthquakes fleep,
Barlts the dark chambers of the affrighted deep !
Lo! Heaven avenging pours the fiery tide ;
Thy whelm’d wallsfink, thy tottering turrets {lide,
Thy glittering domes fulphureous torrents lave,
And doom thy feats, adefart and a grave

For there no more fhall gay affemblies meet,
Crowd thy {ull marts, and throng thy fpaciousftreet ;
No more the bridegroom’s cheerful voice fhall call
The viol, fprightly in the founding hall ;

No more the lamp fhall yeild her cheerful light,
' Gild thy lone roofs and fparkle thro the night.

Each morn fhall view thy defolated ground,

With falling domesand fhatter’d {pires around,

And clad in weeds, in wild confufion thrown,‘

The marble trophy, and the fculptur’d ftone.

No future age thy glories fhall recall,

Thy turrets lift, orbuild thy defart wall ;

Where the gilt palace pierc’d the admiring fkies,

The owl (hall ftun thee with funereal cries,

The baleful dragon thro thy gardens rove,

And wolves ufurp the confecrated grove.

No fhepherd there the wandering flock fhall fpread,
- Nor, tir’d, repofe beneath the tented thed ;
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 No ftranger there with devious footfteps ftray,

Where circling horrors guard the fated way ; .
Eternal Ruin rears her ftandard wide,

And vengeance triumphs o’er the realms of pride.” ;

THE SPEECH OF
PROTEUS tTo ARISTZ/AEUS,
" CONTAINING THE STORY OF ORPHEUS AND EURIDICE 5
Tranflated from the fourth Book of Virgil's Georgics.

A Collegiate Exercife : Written, Anno 1770.

BY THE SAME.

T T—

GOD piirfues thee with immortal hate, .

- By crimes provok’d thatprompt the wrath of fate.
In guiltlefs woe the haplefs Orpheusdied, ‘
And calls the powers to avenge his injor’d bride.

Along the fireams, with flying fteps (he firove,
To fhun the fury of thy lawlefs love ;
Unhappy fair ! nor on the fated way
Saw the dire fnake that ambufh’d for her prey.

Her fifter Dryades wail’d the fatal wound ;
The lofty hills their melting cries refound ;
Then wept the rocks of Rhodope, the towers
Of high Pangzus, and the Rhefian fhores ;

" The mournful founds the Attic lands convey,
And Hebrus rolls in fadden’d waves away.
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He, on his lyre, effay’d with tuneful art,
Te footh the ceafelefs anguith of his heart;
Thee, his fair bride, tolonely griefaprey, .
Thee fung atrifing, and at falling day :
Then fought the realms of deathand Stygian Jove,
Thro black’ning herrors of the infernal grove,
Mid direful ghofts, and powers of deep defpair,
Unknown to pity, and unmov’d by prayer.
From hell’s dark fhores, to Orpheus’ melting fong,
On every {ide the gloomy nations throng ;
Thin, airy thades, pale fpeé&res void of ligat,
Like fancied forms that glide athwart the night.
As flitting birds in fummer’s chequer’d fhade,
Dance on the boughs, and flutter thro the glade,
rOr feek the woods when night defcends amain,
And pours in ftorms along the wintry plain :
Men, matrons, round the {weet mufician f)refs’d, :
The {pouf:leis maidens, and the youths unbleft,
Snatch’d from their parents’ eyes, or doom’d to yeild
To war’s dire combats on the bloody field ;
Whom the decp iens, that drain the moory ground,
And black Cocytus reedy lake furround,
Where baleful Styx her mournful margin laves,
And deadly Lethe rolls the oblivious waves.

Hell heard the fong; and fix’d in deep amaze,
On the {weet bard the fnaky Furies gaze ;
Grim Cerberus hung entranc’d ; and ceag’d to reel
The giddy circle of Ixion’s wheel.

Thefe dangers *fcap’d, he feeks the upper air,
Elate with joy, and follow'd by the fair:
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€ocirlaw the Fates impos’d : but doom’d to prove-
T Iden madnefsof ill-omen’d love !
€oul! fzte relent, orimelt at human woe;,

A ven .. crime, were venial aught below !
Light /rln. o« davhand ; the Stygiait fhades retire
With withs wild, and vanquifh'd wieh delire,
His fears forgot; he turn'd; -his lovely bride
Given to his Rope,. with trembling glance elpy’d.
There end his joys, and vanifli d iato air
His fancied raptures and his fruitlefs care,-
Broke'is the league=and ¢arice tremendous roars
The diftant thunder on'the infernal thores.
What rage, fhe cried, hath dafh’d our joys agai,
Pair'd in fad fates, and doom'd to endlels pain.
I hear she voice that calls me back to woes,
My {wimming eyes eternal {lumbers clofe.
A laft farewel ! the infernal glooms arife,
And, wraptinnight, my parting (pirit fies ;'
Vainiiny weak arms, extended'to feftors
The bridal hand, that inufl be thine no more.
She faid, and vanifh'd inflant from hiseve,
Like méleing finoke that mingles with the ky.
- No kind embsace, his deepening grief o allay,
No farewel ward, tho much he wi'd to fay,
- Nor &iope repiaiin'd ¢ Stern Charon now 1o miasre
Confents to waft him o the inferual fhore.
Yorever fnatch’d froum all his foul conld love, ;
Wharprayers, whattears, 1 what {engs, the Faresconld move 2
Her, breathlefs, pale, to maafions of the grave,
"The bark bore floating on the Siygian wave.
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In gelid caves, with horrid glooms array’d,
Where cloud-topt hills projec an awful fhade,
Along the margin of the defert fhare,
Where lovely Strymon’s rufhing waters roar,
Seven haplefs months he wail’d his fatal love,
His ravifh’d bride, and blam’d the hand of Jove.
Stern tygers foften’d at the tuneful found,
The thickets move, the forefts dance around :
Soin fome poplar’s fhade, with foothing fong,
Sad Philomela mourns her captive young ;
When fome rude fwain hath found the unfeather’d prey,
Her neft defpoil’d, and borne the prize away ;
Thro the long night fhe breathes her plaintive ftrain,
The {low, deep moan refounds, and echoes o’er the plain.

/

Pleafure no more his foul eftrang’d could move,
The charms of beauty, or the joys of love.
Alone he ftray’d, where wintry Tanais flows,
Thro deferts whiten’d with eternal fnows.
Mourn’d his loft bride, the infernal powers’ deceit,
“And curs’d the vain, illufive, gifts of fate.

" When Bacchus’ Orgies ftain’d the midnight fkies,
Their proffers {corn’d, the Thracian matrons rife ;
Their hopelefs rage the bleeding victim tore,

His fever’d limbs are fcatter’d on the fliore ;
Rent from his breathlefs corfe, {wift Hebrus fweeps
His gory vifage to the diftant deeps.

Yet when cold death fate trembling on his tongue,
With fainting foul, Euridice he fung,
Ah dear, ah loft Euridice, he cries,
Euridice, the echoing fhore replies.
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Tae TRIAL or FAITH.*

sv TivoTay DWIGHT, D. D.
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Danigr, Cuar. L
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YD ENEATH the dawn, o’er Babel’s fruitful plain,
In proud effulgence mov’d the conquering train.
" Full on the fun’s broad beam their bucklet’s ray
Streak’d the glad fields, and gave a mimic day.

Q

* THis Poem is reprinted from the New.Haven Ga.
zetre, and the Connecticut Magazine, publithed by Meigs
and Dana, for the year 1786 ;—where it forms three Num-
bers of a Periodical Paper, undertaken by Dr. Dwight—
and is introduced by the following Preface, viz. ““ The
¢ inglefed Poem is handed you for publication. I have
¢ long thought that the Bible furnifhed many fubje&s for
¢ poetry, far more deferving the ambition and efforts of
¢ genius, than thofe to which it is commonly dedicated. I
¢ do not mean merely that they are fubjects more friendly
¢ tovirtue, but to poetry. 1hey are more fublime, novel
¢ beautiful, agreeable, and in every way interefting. :
¢ Perhaps this experiment may not have been fo happily
¢ fnade,_as to elucidate the truth of this opinion. Bur a5
¢ it is, it is fubmitted to the judgment of your readers,
¢ Should it have the happy influence to induce even one
¢ perfon of poetical talents, to apply thofe talents to this
¢ method of ornamenting his own charaer, and that of

; l;les&t;(au::try, I fhall think my labours not unhappily di.




34 SELECTED POETRY.

With fpiry fplendor varying ftandards glow’d ;

In pomp fublime majeftic chieftains rode ;

The filver clarions gave a folemn found,

And cars unnumber’d, thundering fhook the groun&

There Jupan’s fpoils in proud difplay were Borne ;
There purple vefture mock’d the rifing morn ;
There facred veffels, rich from Ophir’s mine,
Beam’d their ftrong light, and imag’d artdivine ;
There mov’d the prince, the queen, thelord, the fage,
And haplefs captive throngs of every age.

High-thron’d, the monarch from his golden car,
Survey’d the trophies of fuccefsful war.
Majeftic, tall, the mighty herorofe,
Born to command, and dreadful to his foes:
His lofty limbs, enrob’d in rich attire
Of fteel, and gold, were circled round with fire ;
His pride, his foul, expanded at the fight,
And his glad eye-balls warm’d with living light.

As o’er the captive train he caft his eyes,
And heard, unmov’d, their mingled groansand criesy
Four youths, companions, filent pafs’d along,
By form diftinguill’d from the vulgar throng.
Fair o’er them trembled beauty’s purple flame 3.
Their eyes, asangels’, caft a funny beam ;
Sublime their port ; ferene their folemn look ;
By fear unaw’d, by heavieft woes unbroke ;
To ills fuperior ; earth and time above ;
But touch’d with kindred woe, and yearning love.
The monarch gaz’d.—His fierce and hardy mind
Then firlt with {weet and tender thoughts refin'd ;
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He felt each nerve with firange emation thrill,
And down each cheek new tears in filence fteal.
No more the hoft, no more the fpoils appear’d ;
No more the trump’s infpiring voice was heard ;
Fix’d as he gaz’d, to foft compaflion won,

The pomnp was buried, and the uiumph gone.

To AritocH then, Ris favor’d, faithful {lave,
The turning prince his fovereign pleafure gave :
¢« Seeftthou, my AR10¢CH, thofe bright youthful forms;
¢ What grace furrounds them, and what beauty warms!”
¢¢ With what fair pride, magnificently great,
¢ They move fuperior to their humble fate!
« For arms, for empire, not for bondage made,
¢« They win my foul, and claim imperial aid.
¢¢ Go then, my ARIQCH, go, their fteps purfue;
¢« With gentle fympathy their fouls fubdue ;
¢ Their monarch’s favour to their hearts enfure ;
¢ Win them from grief ; difrobe their rags impure ;
¢¢ Their courfe immediate to the palace bend ;
¢ Let faithful AsupeNaz their fleps attend ;
¢¢ Superior far to all in every grace,
¢ Among the chofen youths appoint the place.”

The monarch {pake. The faithful chief obey’d,
And to the palace ftrait the youths convey’d.
There AsurENaz, the eunuch’s prince, receiv’d,
To hope reftor’d them, and from want reliev’d.
Cheer’d with kind words, their every wifh obey’d,
And thus, with foft and tender accent, faid ;e

¢ All-lovely youths! attir’d with every grace,
* The beft, and brighteft, of your haplefs race,
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¢ Think not, from war’s dire fcenes, the Affyrian mind,

¢ To love imp rvious, or to mifery blind.

-¢ Even the great prince, our mighty realm who fways, -
. ¢ Train’d in fierce wars, and nurs’d in bloody ways,

¢ Though proudly borne on Conqueft’s lofty wings,

¢ Lord of a world, andking of countlefs kings,

¢ Yet bade me kindly every want fupply, .
¢ No hope extinguifli, and no joy deny.

¢« By his command, on kingly dainties fed,
¢ Serv’d by his flaves, and in his palace bred,
- ¢ In every art, in every myftery train’d, :
¢ By lords approv’d, by royal love fuftain’d.
¢ Your lives, in peace ferene, fhall glide away,
¢ New joys returning with returning day.

¢ For me, my bofom, not of ftubborn fteel,
¢ W ell knows to love, and long has learn’d to feel.
¢ Your woes, O Youths, your nation’s fate fevere, 4
¢ Pierce my fad foul, and prompt the tender tear. :
¢ Each gentle act, that marks a parent’s hand,
¢ From faithfal Asarenaz aflur’d command ;
¢ From earlieft years, toyouths a conftant guide,
¢ 1Tis joy to blefs them, and to ferve is pride.”

Thus fpoke the prince.  With meek, but folemn grace,
The elder youth return’d this fad addrefs :
¢ O Prince of Eunuchs, foothmg friend of woe !
¢ Thy gentle folace bids our forrows flow :
¢ With love, with gratltude our bofoms burn,
¢ But, pierc’d with grief, our haplefs nation mourn.
¢ For ah! her fons, of every good forlorn,
¢ Wafte with dire want, or fhrink from piercing fcorn ;
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¢ Or rage, in flaughter bids them weltering roll ;

¢ Or gloomy flavery blafts the wither’d foul ;

¢ Her childlefs mothers {pread the reeking ground ;

¢ Her babes, unpitied, glut the hungry hound ;

¢ Levell’d in duft, her heaven-built Temple lies,

< Aud SALEM’s fmoking ruins fill the {kies.

¢ More dread thefe fplendors thew the fearful doom,
¢ As day more deeply fhades the darkfomée tomb :

¢ Then, mid all joys, permit our hearts to mourn,
« Nor think thy goodnefs meets a bafe return.”

He fpoke. The prince, to chambers proud and fair,
_ Led the fad youths, and footh’d their rifing care,
Their graceful forms in {plendid garments drefs’d,

And kindly cheer’d their troubled minds to reft. :

As now all-fragrant fpread the rich repaft,
Cates of all climes, and wines of every tafte ;
Deep cares revolving in his troubled brealt,

His chofen friends the elder youth addrefs'd :—

«¢ O youths, refin’d in fierce.afflition’s flame,
¢ Like gold, refulgent with undrofly beam !
¢ Now new alarms your virtuous minds affail,
¢ New dangers tempt, and untried foes prevail,
¢ As'icy rocks, by winter beat in vain,
¢ Yeild to mild funs, and melt in vernal rain,
¢ So the firm heart, na cruelty could move,
¢ May lofe each virtue in the beams of love.
¢ Thofe cates, compos’d of all things rich and rare,
¢ Cull’d with nice art, and drefs’d with fkilful caré,
¢ From truth’s fair path our footfteps foftly charm,
¢ Qur prayers enfseble,'and our faith difarm.

4
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¢ To pureft food the {acred law confin’d, 3

¢« The tafte luxurious, and the wandering mind.

¢ Fix'd be our hearts its high behefts to obey,

¢ Nor let vain banquets lure our feet aftray.

¢ Erom humble pulfe {ereneft peace fhall {pring,

¢ Health nerve the limbs, and lift the mental wing ;
¢ The foul, the form, with health and beauty bloom,
¢ And heaven complacent grant a milder doom.””

Thusfpoke the youth. With finiles of pure delight,
In duty’s path the aflenting friends unite,
'To heaven the feaft, the roving wifh-refign’d,
And gain’d the banquet of the obedient mind.

The courteous prince, by foft intreaties led,
Indulg’d their prayer, and gave the humble bread.
Heaven blefs’d its fons.—As mid the inferior grove,
Four beauteous pines afcend the clouds above,

Mid heats, and droughts, and ftorms, and froft, and fnow,.
Through the full year with living verdure grow,
O’er every wood, with pride majeftic, reign,
And wave exulting round the adjacent piain 3
Inport, inftature, thus, with thoughts fublime,
And worth, fuperior to the affaults of time,

Their gentle manners, great beyond difguife,
Friendly to man, and faithful to the fkies,

The favour’d captives grew, and learn’d to foar
Through all the myfteries of Chaldean lore ;
Learn’d how the ftars in folemn fplendor roll ;
How countlefs realms compofe one mighty whole
What arts, .what mazes, through the fyftem run
How hofts are marfhall’d, and how fields are won.
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’

T TRIAL or FAITH.

. BY THE SAME.

R e
PART 1L

DaxitL, Cuar. IL

HUS rofe the youths, by lords and kings approv’d,
By earth exalted, and by Heaven belov’d,
When, Joft in flumbers as th: fovereign lay,
What time fair Phofphor fings the approach of day,
Full to his eyes a vifion rofe fublime,
Big with dread myfteries of afcending time.
Alarm’d, awak’d, he left the thoray bed;
His fleep all vanifh’d, and the vifion fled :
In vain he tried the wonders to reftore,
The fleeted phantom met his eyes no more.

Then deep convulfions fhook his ftormy mind,
That knew no croffes, and no with refign’d.
At once he fuigmon’d all the leara’d and wife,
Skill’d to explain, and artful to difguife,
Praétis’d to bode, in words of {oothing guile,
New feats, new triumphs, and new realms of fpoil.
And thus the kifig ———¢¢ Let every fage andfeer,
Dreamer of dreams, ‘and ftar-taught prophet hear!
This night,. as funk in fleep, your monarch lay,
When truth’s clear dreams attend approaching day,
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Before my eyes a {olemn vifion rofe,

Clear, full,” diftin&, asmorn’s full fplendor glows ¢
Fili'd with dread fcenes, with aéts of mighty name,
With change of empires, and with years of fame.

I wak’d—1 rofe—bur all the events of night

Fled from my view, and took their final flight.
Then hear, ye fages; borneby kill fublime,

I hro’ the dark ages of afcending time,

Explore the vifion, make the wondersknown j

And tell what changes wait the Aflyrian throne.””

The Hero fpoke.  Around the !Epacious room
The itrange command diffus’d a folemn gloom 3
W hen thus a hoary fage % O king divine;
Be endlefs life, and power, and honour thine!
‘T'hy high behefts our hearts delight to obey 3
We own thy glory, and we blefs thy fway.

But, O dread Prince, thy vifions to reveal,
Tranfcends the efforts of terreftial fkills

Could ft thou, by memory’s aid, the fcenesreftore,

Eafy thy feers the myftery would explore ;
Would teach, for thee what crowns of triumph bloom,
Or what new nations meer the general doom.
The Godsalone, to whofe unbounded eye &
Spread, in clear fight, all realms beneath the fky,
In obvious view the ftars immenfely roll,

Or on fleet pinions roves the wandering foul,

Can bid the eventful fcenes of night returh,

Or ope the vanifh’d vifions of the morn.

A new command, alabour yet undone,

Thy will epjoins us, and thy voice makes known,
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Nor lord requir'd, nor prophet e’er divin'd,
The fecret motions of the mazy mind.”

The monarch heard. With fudden anger bright,
From his fierce eye-balls-flath’d a withering light =
Sternly he cried, ¢ Bafe, impious wretches, hear
What wrath betidesyou, and what fate is near.

If, tanght by heaven, your hearts the dream divine,
Wealth waits your fteps, and crowns before you fhine :
Prophets of truth, your race {hall then be feen,
Lov'd by the Gods, and precious gifts to men.

But if this feat your purblind {kill denies,

Each wretch, ‘who foils the robe of wifdom, dies.
Mock’d by your boafts, my foul, no longer tame,
Shall roufe to fenfe, and bid juft vengeance flame 3
Each pamper’d carcafe this right hand (hall tear,

Glut the rob'd wolves, and feaft the fowls of air,
Your hofts, your houfes, give to flames a prey,

And {weep the nuifance from the world away.”

*

He fpoke: the feers withdrew.—The realm around,
From voice to voice diffus’d the difmal {found.
From Ariocn, Asupenaz the tidings knew !
With thoughts all anxious to the youths he flew,
Rehears’d the tale and ¢ You, by worth betray’d,
Muft foon,” hecried, ¢ benumber’d with the dead.””
¢¢ Fear not, O Prince,”—the elder youth reply’d :
¢ While heaven commands no ills the juft betides
Virtue refines, beéneath affliction’s power,
As gold runs beauteous from diffolving ore.
To light the dream fhall rife, or, if the fky
Ordains our death, ’tis higheft gainito die.

N
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Unmov’d, our hearts, that thoufand deaths have known-

In Judah’s woes, willmeet the pangs of one;

From toil, and grief, and fhame, unpinion’d rife,
And mix with angels in their native fkies.

But hafte, ah hafte, and faithful ArR10CH bring,
E’re he commence the vengeance of the king ;

This night, fhall Heaven the vanifh’d {cenes reftore,
And {ave the prophets from vindiétive power.”

The Prince to ArtocH flew, and, bath’d in tears,
Rehears’d the tale of mingled hopes, and fears.
He came : And pleas’d to ftay the monarch’s rage,
Led to the throne the young, unbearded fage.
With mild regard, the foftening fovereign view’d,
While worth, andbeauty, half his wrath fubdued,
Heard him, with modeft mien, his hope propofe,
'That Heaven, ere morn, the vifion would difclofe,
And bade glad Ar1ocH vengeance dire delay,
?Till the wilh’d hour fhould ope the promis’d day.

Thofe hours, ,the youths confum’d in fafts fevere,
And the pure fervence of effetual prayer.
The God of worlds, to whom, with beam divine,
Fairer than morn the fous of Zion fhine,
With love all bounteous bade the vifion rife,
Dread, full, and clear, to DaNIEL’S {lumbering eyes."

At earlieft dawn, the youths, in bright array,
Toward the new palace bent their early way ;.
Through rows of lords, and rows of kings they pafs’d,
While eyes of wonder thoufands on them caft;
For round the court had fpread the fearful doom,
That mark'd the guiltlefs Magi to the tomb.
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Before the throne the beardlefs prophets ftood ;
Round their fair forms the grace of virtue glow’d;
Pleas’d, the great monarch view’d : With {ofter ray,
His eye-balls fmil’d their fiercer flames away ;

His fettling vifage loft its wrathful form,
As Spring looks fair behind a wintery ftorm.

¢« O Kine of kings?” the elder youth began—

¢ Thy dread requeft tranfcends the power of man.

In vain thy feers the vifion would regain;

Like ours, their wifhes, toils, and tears, are vain.
»Tis God alone the wonders can difplay,

The God, who form’d the heaven, the earth, and fea;
Naked, and clear, before whofe fearching eye,

The foul, the thoughts, and deep affeitions lie;

He brought the eventful vifion to thy fight,
- And he again commands it into light.

¢¢ What time the dew of peace around thy bed
The filent flumbers of the morning fpread,
Dread to thine eyes a wonderous image fhone,
Awfulinform, in fplendor like the fun.
Itshead of flaming gold, itsarmsandbreaft,
Of filver fair, inferior worth confefs’d ;
Its thighs and belly glow’d with brazen light ;
Its legs, of iron, mark’d refiftlefs might ;
Itsiron feet, eommix’d with miry clay,
Difplay’d unfolid power, to tinie a prey.
Whenlo! {pontaneous, from the mountains rent,
A ftone came thundering down, with {wift defcent;
Full on the form, with mighty force it burtt,
Crul’dallits limbs, and ground its frame to duft ;
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Borne by the winds, thou faw’ft its ruins fly,

Like chaff, when whirlwinds fweep the fummer fky.
And as a rifing cloud, but juit beheld,

Approaching, widens o’er the aerial field,

Expands, afcends, and, flow thro ether driven,

Sails thro the immenfe, and fills the bounds of heaven ¢
So the fmall cliff to rife, and fwell, began,

Spread thro’ the fields, the neighbouring groves o’er-ran,
O’er towns, o’er realms, o’er mountains, left the eye,

Uprofe beyond the clouds, and heav’d the boundlefs fky..

« *Tis thus, O king! the Lord of Heaven d‘ecla_res,
‘What fcenes roll onward with the tide of years. Ex
By us, his fovereign voice to thee makes known, '
And tells what changes wait the Affyrian throne.

¢¢ Thou art this head of gold: Thy power fublime,
Rules thoufand kings, and fpreads thro every clime. 3
But foon thy glory haftens to decay,
Soon the brith arms commence a humbler fway :
"That too fhall fail ; the brazen kingdom rife,
“Like ocean, fpreading to furrounding fkies.
Asiron then an empire ftrong fhall fpring,

Subdue each realm, and vanquifh every king :

Beneath its wonderous power, all nature yeilds, ALl
Europe’s lone wilds, and Afia’s cultur’d fields. ~5
Hence various kings, toart, and force, a prey,‘
As iron potent, yet diffolv’d like clay :

Unfound, unfolid, fhall their empire rife,
Varying, as clouds their changes in the fkies.

In thofe far diftant days, o’er every land,

Shall God’s dread {ceptre rear its high command :

-
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Before its power, ’reﬁﬁing powers decay 3
Nations, and kings, and empires, melt away;
- Through unknown wilds the vaft dominion roll,
Extend its conquering force from pole to pole;
From morn’s far regions reach the thares of even,
Fill earth, and time, and rear its pomp to heaven.
Thus, King of kings! the heavens thy dream reftore,
And teach the changes of terreftial power.”’

1

The monarch heard, and look"d, when heavenly flame,
Round the fair youths fhould caft a golden beam ;
Or o’er their limbs inftin&tive lightnings run ;
Or rainbow’d pinions lift them to the fun.
Proftrate to earth he fell : and,—¢ Oh!”’ he cries,
- ¢ Your God is Lord of gods, and worlds, and fkies:
He, only he, could make thefe vifions known ;
Let praife, and glory, wait his heavenly throne.””

To DaniEL, then the raptur’d hero bade
Incenfe be fir’'d, and rich oblations paid ;
O'er his prime lords his favourite place ‘ordain’d,
A prince to every king, and every land :
While, high o’er BaeeL’s realm, hispartners fate
In kingly favour, and judicial ftate,

Where’er they pafs’d, purfuing wonder came;
'The Magi blefs’d, the childrenlifp’d their name ;
To them were Judah’s prayers and bleﬂ'mgs givm;
And the poor mark’d them as the fons of Heaven.

\
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Tue TRIAL or FAIT He

BY THE SAME.

PART IIL

DaNikeL, CuHap, III

AND now once more, the fpacious empire round,
W ar’s fearful clarion ceas’d its fhrilling found ;

Her voice harmonious, on fubfiding gales,

Sweet peace refounded through the gladcening vales :

When lo, new fears the faithful friends await,

And other trials Jour'd approaching fate.

Long through the monarch’s foul the proje& ran,

(Grateful to proud and heaven.dethroning man)

Tobind the foul, the confcience to enchain,

And force one worfhip through his wide domain.

Fir'd with the fond defign, an image fair,

Rich with pure gold, and gem’d with many a ftar.

He form’d, fair image of the mrerning fun,

Acknowledg’d guardian of th’ Aﬁ'y’ﬁan throne.

To this, his{oul decreed mankind fhould bow,

Each vi¢iim burn, and rife each facred vow,

And bade his mighty lords direc their way

To meet their fovereign, on th’ appointed day.

North of proud Babel’s walls, from fky to {ky,

The plain of Dura left the labouring eye :
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There willows wav’d o’er Tygris flowery fide :
There broad Euphrates roll'd his mighty tide.
This the dread fcene the monarch’s will ordain’d ;
And hither throng’d the lords of many a land.

As now the deftin’d morn her luftre fhed,

Here o’er the fields a hoft immenfely {pread ;
Kings, nobles, chieftains, every fage and feer,
And hofts of flaves, and warriors gather’d here.

Bright rofe, in pomp divine, the imperial fun;
Light, life, and joy danc’d round his golden'throne ;
The heavens unclouded {mil’d a fairer blue ;
Reviving beauty cloath'd the world anew ;

As on old ocean glows the fun’s broad ray,

And lights his glafly fields with mimic day ;

So, kindled by his beams, around the plain,

A new morn trembled o’er the unoumber’d train ;
From helms, and fhields, and fteeds, and cars, afpires
A general glory of immingling fires :

The Tygris brighten’d in the golden beam,
And {weeter murmurs foften’d o’er the {fiream.
On a tall pedeftal, before them fhone

The facred image of the rifing fun ;

In folemn pomp, a hero rofe {ublime,

His eye deep piercing thréugh the fcenes of time.
When firft the orb, afcending from the main,
Caft his far level’d beams along the plain,

The form faperb with every fplendor fhone,
Streak’d the gay fields, and feem’d another fun.
There the deep ruby pour’d a crimfon ray ;

The funny topaz fhed a rival day ;
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Of every hue the mimic rainbow came,

And join'd its varied lights in one tranfcendant flame.
Far round the plain the throng unnumber’d ftood,
And gaz'd in filence on the imag'd god,

When thus the heralds cried, ¢ With reverent ear
Y our Monarch’s voice, ye kings and nations; hear,
What time the notes of mingled mufic roll,

With magic influence on th’ enraprur’d foul,
Before yon golden form, ye fuppliants all

Proftrate on earth, withfacred homage, fall.

They fpoke : as, borne thro’ fome far winding vale,
The voice of ocean leads the fpringing gale ;
IMore loud, more folemn from the diftant thore,
The {low, deep murmurs rife, and fwell, and roar;
Propp'd on his fiaff, the hoary {feaman ftands,
And calls back happier times, and other lands ;
Throungh his limbs thrills the youth-renewing charm,
And fkies, and winds, and waves, his bofom warm :
So fudden, from ten thoufand pipesand firings,
Loud, full and clear, the voice of mufic fprings :
O’er the glad plain, the breathing founds exhale,
And fwell, and wanton in the rifing gale ;
Now deep, majefticin dread pomp they roll ;
Now foftly Janguifk on the yeilding foul ;
Now folemn awe, now lively zeal infpire,
Wake heavenly dreams, and light romantic fire ;
Now funk on earth, the unnumber’d ﬁippliants lie,
And fmoking altars cloud the fragrant fky.

’Mid the vaft throng, fhé friends of Daniel ﬁood,
Nor bent the knee before the golden god.

~
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Alone they flood ; for at the palace gate,
So the king bade, in judgement Daniel {ate,
The Magi {aw, and ftraight, by envy led,
Flew to the king, and thusimpatient {aid
(For tho’ the youths preferv’d from death their race,
Their bofoms ficken’d at their rivals’ place)
O prince ! regardlefs of thy dread decree,
The Jews, fo honor'd, lov'd and blefs’d by thee,
Before yon golden, God refufe to bow,-
Prefent the prayer, or pay the folemn vow.
They. flight thy gods, defpife thy glorious name,
Nor heed the vepgeance of the fearful flame.

Fir'd at the tale, before their fovereign king
- He bade fierce guards the fons of Judah bring.
~ Serene they came. Anddare your hearts, he cries,
_ Againft the térrors of my anger rife?
Dare ye refufe before yon god to bow,
Prefent the prayer, and pay the folemn vow ?
Then know from me, vain youths, repenting kunow,
Before you flames of fearful vengeance glow.
Nor hope to *fcape. W hat man, what god can fave,
When I command you to the burning grave?
Be warn’d ; be wife, yopr monarch’s god adore ;
Nor tempt the dangers of refiftlefs power.

" He fpoke. As cherubs, drefs’din robes of light,
Toearth, onheaven’shigh errands, wing their flight,
With folemn, {weet, complacent {mile appear,

. And bloffTom in immortal beauty here

So, roly fplendor purpling o’er his face,

‘With meekly dignity and matchléfs grace,
1
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Whilit on the king he caft a heavenly look,

That hzlf revers’d the fentence ere he fpoke.

His lifted eye {erene with folemn pride,

With gentle voice; the elder* youth replied,

Well pleas’™d, O prince! our hearts confefs thy fway,
And all thy juft commands with joy obey ;

Faithful and patient, every toil fuftain,

Unaw’d by danger, and unmov’d by pain.

But the great Gop who form’d the earth and feas,
Firft claims our homage, firft demands our praife :
To him alone our knees in worfhip bend ;

"To him our praifes and our prayers aicend ;

His mighty arm his faichful {ons fhall fave
From all the terrors of the burning grave;

Or bid the flames with harmlefs fury glow ;

Or crown with endlefs blifs the tranfient woe.'
But know, Affyrian prince! thould ills moft dire
Rend our rack’d hearts, and bid our lives expire 3
Should virtue yeild to unrelenting power,

And heaven forfake us in the dreadful hour;

S:ili to his throne our facred thoughts fhall rife,
Nor heed the gods that dwell beneath the fkies.

Fe fpoke : Again, with ecftafies of ire,
The king's full vifage flaf’d infernal fire ;
Fiercely he bade his guards the offenders bind,
And bear them forth, their feet and arms confin’d,
Through the wide hoft their guilt and fate proclaim,
And light the furnace with a {even:fold flame.

* SHADRACH.
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The guards obey’d. As near the feat of woe,
Their eyes beheld the fearful vengeance glow,
They claim’d, with fervent prayers, the pitying fky,
And fix’d their fouls to fuffer and to die.

Serene, they faw the dark and dreadful fires,
Felt the fierce heat, and ey’d the gloomy fpires;
Serene, they heard the long, deep murmurs roar,
As diftant, rifing whirlwinds rend the i’hore

‘Forth to the flames the unfriended youths they caft;
Nor "feap’d the eager guards the fcorching blaft :
Far roand them fhot a long, infolding fpire,

And wrap’d them helplefs in the mantling fire.

Mean time the king, the ftorm of vengeance o’er,
‘His wrath provok’d, his will oppos’d no more,
Faglt other thoughts, and paflions more refin’'d
Compofe the fertling tumule of his mind.
Softening, he thought on all their conduct paft,
Their virtue fpotlefs, and their wifdom vatt,
- The wondrous dream, to them, with Daniel, given,
And all their pillar’d confidence in heaven. :
His will they brav'd, of pains nor death afraid ;
But ftill with mildeft meeknefs difobey’d ;
With fuch firm truth, fuch peaceful words denied,
As fpoke the foul of virtue, not of pride.
W ho knows, he whifper’d, but their well taught mind,
Serves nobler gods, with worfhip more refin'd?
W ho knows but he who could the dream reftore,
May fave his favoufites from the furnace’ power ?

As thus he fpoke, with wand’ring courfe and {low,
He turn’d his footfteps towards the feat of woe :
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*Till, with unguided, hcedlefs'feet he came

‘Where full before him burn’d the difmal flame.

When lo, dread fcenes amaz’d his wilder’d fight
The youths walk’d peaceful through the horrid light :
Harmlefs around them climb d the circling fpires,

And mild as zephyrs play’d the lambent fires.

Hymns of fweet praife the adoring prophets fung,

And mid hoarfe murmurs raptur’d warblings rung.

He gaz’d : atonce, with light and beauty new,
Through the dread cavern fudden fplendor flew ;
A new dawn brighten’d o’er the dreary tomb,
Drown’d the dark flames and quench’d the fullen gloom,
So when the morn’s bright face, in fair attire,
Through orient windows ftrikes the wintry fire,
The red flames wither in the etherial ray,
And all their earthly loftre dies away.

He gaz’d ; whenlo! a form of bodied light,
Sprung from the {un and like the parent bright,
In flow and ftately grandeur, trod the fcene,
And the dread cavern fmil'd, a Heaven within, B
Fair ftars his wondrous crown, his ftrange attire ‘
The lucid rainbow’s many-co'our’d fire ;
Like threads of burnifh’d filver, round his head,
His twinkling locks in folemn glory play’d ;
In pomp divine above his fhoulders borne,
And dipt in rofeate beams of rifing morn,’
His long wings waving, fell : beneath his feet,
The unnumber’d fireams of fpringing ]ight’nings meet.
Full on the friends he beam’d a fun-bright {mile,
Tranfcendent meed of all their faith and toil !
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Complacéncc pure, all thoughts, all minds above,
That op’d the yearnings of redeeming love.

Such fmiles falute th’ unbodied foul forgiven;
Such {iiles improve the fainted race of Heaven 3
Such fiiles ferene, with unextinguifl’d ray,
Purpled the opening morn of endlefs day.

At once foft founds of gratulation rung ;

Strange mufic play’d, unfeen muficians fung;
The folemn founds with more than mortal fire,
Wav’d with mild wafblings, o’er th? etherial lyre :
Marbled, on earth the proftrate monarch lay,
And fwoon’d his vanquifli’d fenfe and foul away

At length refurnmon’d from the gloomy dead,
His opening eyes beheld the vifion fled.
With ftrong, but plaintive voice, amaz'd he cried,
Sons of the fky and earth’s tranfcendent pride !
Forth from thofe dreary flames triumiphant come,
And quit the manfions of the deftin’d tomb.

~ Forth came the youths ; unfing'd their fair attire,
Their limbs unconfcious of the potent fire ;

* Theking, the nobles mark’d with folemn gaze,
And fighs and filence own’d their deep amaze.

Round the wide plain the faddening pomp decay’d ;
The mufic died, the vail aflembly fled;
Thé knee unbent, the image ceal’d toadore ;
The extinguilh’d altars fhed perfumes no more 3
The golden form apart forfaken {tood,
And nofa fuppliant hail’d the flighted god :
Round the wide circuit brooding filence lay,
‘And clouds of deepeft gloom o’ercalt the day.

\
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Then throug‘l hisboundlefs empire Heaven’s great name_, 1

The humbl’d monarch bade his criers procla:m ;‘

To Heaven's great God, they cried, your honors pay,
Let kings and nations own his fovereign fway ; '
With power divine to earth his angel came,

And fav’d his prophets from the fevenfold flame.

‘To Babel’s walls return’d the royal train :
Their wonted honors cloth’d the youths again.
With tranfport, Daniel heard his friends relate
Their glorious triumph o’er the deftin’d fate ;
The flames by heavenly power innoxious made ;
The folemn glories on the angel fhed ;
In dreams the labor’d pomp forever gone ;
The tyrant vanquifh’d and his god o’erthrown.

Belov’d, rever’d, the fons of virtue fhin’d,
Heirs of the fkies, and patrons of mankind.
Through all th’ Aflyrian world their bounty fpread;
All Judah trinmph’d ; all oppreffion fled ;
Their glad approach, inftinctive homage blefs’d ;
Crouds bent before them, lords and kings carefs’d ;
To them the fbngs of every realm were given,
And ceafelefs round them glow’d the light of heaven.
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ADDRESS
OF THE
GENIUS oF COLUMBI A4,

To THE MEMEERS OF THE CONTINENTAL CONVENTION,

BY THE SAME.

ROM weftern {kies, a cloud of glory came, -
A fmall, dim fpot, a torch of lambent flame ;
Afcending, widening, flow the fkirts unroll’d,
Rainbow’d with fire, and warm’d with glowing gold.
There, borne by fummon’d winds, in pomp fublime,
His look far-piercing down the vaft of time,
Where the long, narrowing vale deferts the eye,
Unbofom’d dimly on the eternal fky,
The Genius fate. He faw, when fa&ion {pent,
No more with war his darling kingdom rent,
The ftream of kindred blood forbore-to flow,
And morn faint trembled o’er the night of woe,
Call’d from each fifter realm, the wife and great,
In Penn’s fair walls, and awful council fate;
. Pois’d in their hands, Columbia’s mighty fway,
And rottering laws, and rig'ﬂtvs, and freedom, lay.

He faw, when fairer than the glow of even,
And bright as vifions of difclofing heaven,
Full in his face a facred fplendor fhone,

And the weft kindled with another {un.
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« All hail, my fons,” he cricd, ¢¢my voice actend,
Your country’s genius, guardian, gu'lx'le, and friend ¢
The counfels mark, that faithful friend fuppl?es,
Attend, and learn the diflates of the fkies.

Before you, lo! what fcenes of glory fpread,

The faireft, brighteft, nobleft, heaven has made:
Their home, where freedom, fcience, virtue, find,
The laft recefles of opprefs’d mankind.

The immenfe of empire here, amaz’d, defcry,
Where realins are loft, and hidden oceans lie ;

Where Perfia’s vaft would fink in fhades conceal’d,
And Rome’s proud world diminifh to a field.

See, from the pole, where frozen fountains rife,

And pour their waters under torrid ikies,

Where Rhines and Danubes, rills and ftreamlets play,
To fwell the pomp of Miffifippi’s fea; :

‘Where a zone’s breadth majeltic weods extend, -

And other Andes o’er the ftorms afcend ;

Where meadows bound the morn and evening rays j
Where plains are kingdoms, and where lakes are feas.

See thro all climes the unmeafur'd empire run,
And drink each influence from the lingering fun ;
Pure (kies unbofom’d, days fereneft roll;:

And gales of health, from Darien fan the pole.

In each ble(s’d clime, to crown induftrious toil,
See every produd {pring from every foil,
Here the fur whitensin the frozen thade ;
Here flocks unnumber’d crowd the paftur’d glade ;
Here threatening famine double harvefts fcorn—
Europe’s rich grains, and India’s ufeful corn

Ry
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Virginia's fragraut pride, huge fleets convey,
And fields of rice float cumbrous o’er the fea,
While all its wealth, the world of waters yeilds,
And treafures fill the fubterranean fields.

Thefe goods to waft where’er expands the wind,
To blefs and to fuftain the human kind,

See, ftretch’d immenfe from Cancer to the pole,
On either fide contending oceans roll ;

O’er this, all Europe wings her haughty fails ;
O’er that, all India wafts on fpicy gales;

While bays, and ftreams, and lakes, her realms explore,
And land each product at each happy door. -

To fill thefe realms, a generous race behold,
Of happieft genius, and of firmeft mould ;
In thoughts, in arts, in life, in language join’d,
One faith, one worthip, one politic mnind,
Patient, ferene, in toils and dangers dire,
Their nerves of iron, and their fouls of fire :
Call’d from all realms, thefe chofen fons have join’d
Expanfive manners, and a genial mind,
The liberal fentiment, the adventurous thought,
With greatnefs teeming, and with goodnefs fraught ;
Chain’d to no party ; by no fyftem bound ;
Confining merit to no {peck of ground ;
Nor Britons, Frenchmen, Germans, Swifs, or Huns,
Of earth the natives, and of heaven the fons,
. Regarding, loving, all the great and good,
Of every rank, clime, party, fec, and bloods

K
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The fiain, with plifs to Europe’s climes unknown,
His wife, his houfe, his lands, his flack, his own,
Treads, independent, on the fubjett foil,
Prepar’d for every danger, every toil ;

Prepar’d to fee antantic oceans roll,

To circle earth, and fearch the lonely pole;
Or thro the immenfe of {cience wind his way ;
Or lift poetic wings beyond the day;

The ridgy front of death for freedom dare,

Or, round all regions, huth the voice of war.

= Heaven from all climes this happy realm conceal’d,
W hile wolves and Indians roam’d the bloody field,
Till human rule a foft’ning afpect wore,

Till war’s black chariot ceas’d to roll in gore,

Till bigot zeal refign’d his fcarlet fway,

And his dread thunders pufi’d in fmoke away.

Thus oh how blefs’d the era of her fate,

“How, bright the morning, and how long the date !
For new each fair improvement of the mind,

Each nobler effort lifts the human kind ;

Vait means of blifs mechanic arts combine ;

All liberal arts the rugged foul refine ;

Freedom, and right, andlaw, their reign affune,
Stern Power refift, and cheer the world’s fad doom -
Ou nature’s ocean, fcience lifts her fails, :
Finds other ftars, and catches nobler gales 3

While dawning virtue beams from yonder ky,

And brighter funs arife on homan joy.

Such fcenes of blifs, ye fages, blefs your eyes :
For men;, for reglms like thefe, your plans devife.



SELECTED POETRY. 5

Be then your counfels, as your {ubjet, great,
A world their fphere, and time’s long reign their date.

Each party-view, each private good, difclaim,
Each petty maxim, each colonial aim ;-
Let all Columbia’s weal your views expand,
A mighty fyftemrule a mighty land ;
Yourfelves her genuine fons let Europe own,
Not the fnall agents of a paliry town.

Learn, cautious, what toalter, where to mend ;
See to what clofe projected meafures tend.
From prefling wants the mind averting il
Thinks good remotelt from the prefent ill ¢
" From feuds anarchial to oppreflion’s throne,
Mifguided nations hence for {afety run;
And through the miferies of a thoufand years,
Their fatal folly mournin bloody tears.

Ten thoufand follies thro Columbia {pread ;
Ten thoufand wars her darling reatns invade.
The private intereft of each jealous fate;

Of rule the impatience, and of law the hate.
But ah ! from narrow {prings thefe evils fiow,
A few bafe wretches mingle general woe.

Still the fame mind her manly race pervades,
Still the fame virtues haunt the hallow’d fhades.
But when the peals of war her center fook,

All private aims the anxious mind for{ook.
In danger’s iron-bond her race was one :

Fach feparate good, each little view unknown.
Now rule, unfyitem’d, drives the mind aftray;
Now private intereft points the downward way :
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Hence civil difcord pours her muddy ftream,

And fools and villains float upon the brim ;

O’er all, the fad fpeator cafts his eye,

And wonders where the gems and minerals lie. -

But ne’er of freedom, glory, blifs, defpond:
Uplift your eyes thofe little clouds beyond ;
See there returning funs, with gladdening ray,
Roll on fair fpring tochafe this wintry day.

Tis yours to bid thofe days of Eden fhine :
Firft, then, and laft, the federal bands entwine:
To this your every aim and effort bend :

Let all your efforts here commence and end.

O’er ftate concerns, let every ftate prefide ;
1ts private tax controul § its juftice guide ; .
Religion aid ; the morals to fecure ;

And bid each private right thro rime endure.

Columbia’s interefls public {way demand,
Her commerce, impoft, unlocated land ;
Her war, her peace, her military power;
Treaties to feal with every diftant thore ;

To bid contending ftates their difcord ceafe ;
To fend thro all the calumet of peace ;
Science to wing thro every noble flight ;
And lift defponding genius into light.

Thro every ftate to fpread each public law,
Intereft muft animate, and force muft awe.
Perfuafive di¢tates realms will ne’er obey ;
Sway, uncoercive, is the fhade of {way.
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Be then your tafk to alter, aid, amend;
The weak to\ﬁ:rengthen, and the rigid bend;
The prurient lop ; what’s wanted to fupply ;
And graft new fcions from each friendly ky.

Slow, by degrees, politic fyftems rife ;

Age ftill refines them, and experience tries.
This, this alone confolidates, improves ;
Their finews ftrengthens ; their defects removes;
Gives that confiftence time alone can give ;
Habituates men by law and right to live ;
To gray-hair’d rules increafing reverence draws;
And wins the {lave to love e’en tyrant laws.
But fhould Columbia, with diftracted eyes,
See o’er her ruins one proud monarch rife ;

+» Should vain partitions her fair realms divide,
And rival empires float on fadtion’s tide ;
Lo fix’d opinions "gainft the fabric rage !
What wars, fierce paflions with fierce paflions wage !
From Cancer’s glowing wilds, to Brunfwick’s fhore,
Hark, how the alarms of civil difcord roar!
¢«¢ To arms,” the trump of kindled warfare cries,
And kindred blood fmokes upward to the fkies.
As Perfia, Greece, fo Europe bids her flame,
And {miles with eye malignant, o’er her {hame.
Seize then, oh! feize Columbia’s.golden hour ;
Perfet her federal fyftem, public power ;
For this ftupendous realm, this chofen race,
With all the improvements of all lands its bafe,
The glorious ftruéture build ; itsbreadth extend 3
Its columns lift, its mighty arches bend !

o
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" Or freedom, fcxence, arts, its ftories fhme,
Unfhaken pillars of a frame divine ; .

Far o'er the Atlantic wild its beams afpire,

The world approves it, and the heavens admire 3
O’er clouds, and funs, and ftars, its fplendors rife,
Till the bright top-ftene vanith in the fkies.”

ClOo LAl M. R 1 .k

BY THE SAME.

OLUMBIA, Columbia, to glory arife,

The queen of the world, and child of the fkies!
Thy genius commands thee ; with rapture behold,
While ages on ages thy fplendors unfeld.
Thy reign is the laft, and the nobleft of time,
Moft fruitful thy foil, moft inviting thy clime ;
Let the crimes of the eaft ne’er encrimfon thy name,
Be freedom, and {cience, and virtue, thy fame.

To conqueft, and flaughter, Tet Europe afpire ;
Whelm nations in blood, and wrap cities in fire ;
Thy herees the rights offmankind fhall defend,
And triumph purfue them, and glory attend.

A werld is thy realm : for a world be'thy laws,
Enlarg’d as thine empire, and juft as thy caufe 5
On Freedom’s broad bafis, that empire thall rife,
Extend with the main, and diffolve with the fkies.
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Fair Science her gates to thy fons fhall unbar, -

And the eaft fee thy morn hide the beams of her ftar.
New bards, and new fages, unrival’d fhall foar

To fame, unextinguifh’d, when.time isno more;
To thee, the laft refuge of virtue defign’d,

Shall fly from all nations the beft of mankind ;
Here, grateful to heaven, with tranfport (hall bring
Their incenfe, more fragrant than odours of fpring.

Nor lefs fhall thy fair ones to glory afcend,

And Genius and Beauty'in harmony blend ;

The graces of form fhall awake pure dpﬁre,

And the charms of the {oul ever cherith the fire ;
Their fweetnefs unmingled, their manners refin’d,
And virtue’s bright image, inftamp’don the mind,
With peace, and foft rapture, fhall teach life o g‘ow,
And light up a fmile in the alpeét of woe.

Thy fleets to all regions thy pow’r fhall difplay,

The nations admire, and the ocean obey ;

Each thore to thy glory its tribute unfold,

And the eaft and the fouth yeild their fpiceys and gold,
As the day-fpring unbounded, thy fplendor fhall flow,
And earth’s little kingdoms before thee fhall bow,
While the enfigns of union, in“triumph unfurl’d,

Hulh the tumult of war, and give peace to the world. -

. Thus, as down alone valley, with cedars o’erfpread,
From war’s dread confufion I penfively ftray’d—
The gloom from the face of fair heav’n retir'd;

The winds ceas’d to murmur ; the thunders expir’d ;
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Perfumes, asof Eden, flow’d fweetly along,
And a voice, as of angels, enchantingly fung :
¢ Columbia, Columbia, to glory arife,

The queen of the world, and the child of the fkies.” -

Tui SEASONS MORALIZED»

BY THE SAME.

BEHOLD the changes of the fkies,
And fee the circling feafons rife ;

Hence, let the moral truth refin’d,

Improve the beauty of the mind.

Winter, late with dreary reign,
Rul’d the wide, unjoyous plain;
Gloomy ftorms with folemn roar
Shook the hoarfe, refounding fhore.

Sorrow caft her fadnefs round,
Life and joy forfook the ground,
Death, with wild imperious (way,
Bade the expiring world decay.

Now caft around thy raptur’d eyes,
And fee the beauteous fpring arife;
See, flow’rs inveft the hills again,

And ftreams re-murmur o’er the plains,

i
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Hark, hark, -the joy-infpiring grove

- Echoes to the voiee of love ; :
Balmy gales the {ound prolong,

Wafting round the woodland fong.

Such the fcenes our life difplays,
Swiftly fleet our rapid days ;
The hour that rolls forever on,
Tells us our years muft foon be gone.

Sullen Death; with mournful gloom
Sweeps us downwards to the tomb ;
Life, and health, and joy decay;
Nature finks, and dies away.

But the foul in gayeft bloom,
- Difdains the bondage of the tomb ;
Afcends above the clouds of even,
And, rapt.ur’d, hails her native heaven,

Youth, and peace, and beauty there
Forever dance around the year ;
An endlefs joy invefts the pole,
And f{treams of ceafelef(s pleafure rolls

" Light, and joy, and grace divine

With bright and lafting glory fhine :
Jehovah’s fmiles, with heav’nly ray,
Diffule a clear, unbounded day.
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ALH XXMM,

Sung at the PusLic ExHiBiTION of the SCHOLARS, be-
longing to the Academy in Greenfield, May 2d, 1788.

BY THE SAME.

HAIL child of light, returning Spring,
Fair image, foretafte fweer, of heaven!
In thee our hearts thy Maker fing,
By whofe bleft bounty thou watt given.

From thee the wintry glooms rerire,
The fkies their pureft beams difplay,

And winds, and fhowers, and funs confpire,
To clothe the world with life and May.

Hail knowlege, hail, the moral {pring
That wakes the verdure of the mind!
To man, thy rays indulgent bring
All fragrant flowers, and fruits refin’d.

Thy progrefs with the morn began,
Before thee every region fmil’d ;

The favage brighten’d into man,
And gardens bloflom’d in the wild.

All hail fair Virtue, nobleft good,
The blifs and beauty of the fkies !

By whom, to yonder bleft abode,
The humble, and the faichful rife.
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‘While here fair Learning [miles benign,
And Spring leads on the genial year,

From realms of life and peace divine,
Defcend, and bloom, and flourifh here.

And O thou fount of good fupreme,
The {un that lights eternal {pring,

At once of knowledge fource and theme,
Thee firft, and laft, our voices fing !

Virtue, in every charm array’d,
For this dark-world, thy fufferings won ;

- Thofe charms thy matchlefs life difplay’d,

‘When here the incarnate {plendor fhone.

As dews refrefh, as funsrevive,

When clear and cloudlefs fhines the day,
Command our rifing race to live,

And win them from the world away.

With thee, the fource of every grace,
Our fong fhall end, asit began ;

Cur hope, our truft, our joy, and praife,
The Saviour, and the Friend of Man.
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A S yOEN 6,

BY THE S$AME:

QOK, lovely maid, onyonder flow’r,
And fee that bufy fly,

k- Made for the enjoyment of an hour,

i And only born to die.

See, round the rofe he lightly moves,
And wantons in the {un,
~Hislitdle life in joy improves,
A 3  And lives, "before “tis gone.
- From this inftinGtive wifdom, learn,
“Lhe prefent hour to prize;
Nor leave to-day’s fupremne concer n,
>Till morrow’s morn arife.
Say, lovlieft fair, can{t thou divine
That morrow’s hidden doom ? p 4
Know’ft thou, if cloudlefs fiies will fhine,
Or heaven be wrapt in gloom?

Fond man, the trifle of a day,»
Enjoys the morning light,
* Nor knows, his momentary play
Muft end, before ’tis night.

The prefent joys are all we claim ;
The paft are in the tomb;

And, like the poet’s dream of fame,
The future never come.
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No Iongei' then, fair maid, delay -
The promis’d fcenes of blifs;
Nor idly give another day,
The joys aflign’d to this.

If then my breaft can foothe thy care,
*Twill now that care allay ;

If joy this hand can yield, my fair,
*Twill yield that joy to-day. = *%

Quit then, oh quit! thou lovely maid,
Thy balhful, virginpride;

To-day the happy plot be laid,

" _The bands, to-morrow, tied !

The pureft joys fhall be our own,
That e’er to man were giv’n';

And thofe bright fcenes, on earth begun,
Shall brighter thine in heaven.
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THE CRAZLTC 5%
"AFaBLE
Written September 1785.

«Tcoevery gereralrulethere are exceptions.’—Common Senfe,

BY THE SAME.

‘TIS faid of every dog that’s found,
Of mengrel, fpaniel, cur, and hound; ,
That each fuftains a doggith mind,
And hates the new, fublime, refin’d.
*Tis hence the wretches bay the moon,
In beauty throned at highefl noon;
Hence every nobler brute they bite,
Apd hunt the firanger-dog with fpite ;
£nd hence, the nofe’s diflates parrying,
They fiy from meat to feed on carrion.
*Tis alfo faid, the currifh foul
The critic race poflefles whole ;
As near they come, in tho’ts and natures,
As two legz’d can, to four legg’d creatures;
Alike the things they love and blame,
Their voice, and language, much the fame.

’ H
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* This Poem is reprinced from Zhe Gazette of the United 4

Srazes, of July 13, 17915 where it was firft publifhed.
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The Mufe this fubje& made her theme,
And told me in a morning drean:.
Such dreams you fages may decry ;
But Mufes know they never lie. 2
Then hear, from me, in grave narration,
Of thefe ftrange fads, the ftrange occalion.

In Greece Cynethe’s village lay,
Well known to all, who went that way,
For dogs of every kindred famed,
And from true doggith manners named.
One morn, a greyhound pafs’d the {treet;
At once the foul-mouth’d conclave met,
Huddling around the ftranger ran,
And thus their {fmart review began.
¢¢ What tramper”’ with a grinning fneer,
"Bark’d out the clumfy cur, ¢¢is here?
No native of the town, I fee;
Some foreign whelp of bafe degree.
I'd thew, but that the record’s torn,
- We true Welfh curs are better born.
. His coat is fmooth ; but longer hair
* Would more become a dog by far.
His flender ear, how ftrait and {loping !
While ours is much improved by cropping.””

¢ Right,” cried the blood-hound, ¢ that firait ear

Seems made for nothing, but to hear;

’Tis long agreed, thro’ all the town,

That handfofe ears, like mine, hang down}
And tho’ his body’s gaunt, and round,

?Tis no true rawboned gaunt of hound.

7X



73 SELECTED POETRY.
How high his nofe the creature carries !

As if on bugs, and flies, his fareis;

T'll teach this ftrutting. ftupid log,

To fmell’s the buﬁne.fs of a dog.” : *

¢ Baugh-waugh !”’ the fhaggy {paniel cried,
¢ What wretched covering on his hide !
I wonder where he lives in winter;
His\ﬁrait, {leek legs too, out of joint-are;
I hope the vagrant will not dare -
His fledging with my fleece compare.
He never plung’d in pond or river,
To fearch for wounded duck and diver ;
By kicks would foon be fet a fkipping,
Nor rake, one half fo well a whipping.”

¢¢ Rat me,” the lap-dog yelp’d, ¢¢ thro’ nature,

Was ever feen fo coarfe a creature ? \
- I hope no lady’s fad mifhap

E’er led the booby to her lap ;

He’d fright PRIMRILLA into fits,

And rob FooLER1A of her wits ;

A mere barbarian, Indian whelp!

How clownifh, countryifh, founds his yelp!

He never tafted bread and butter,

Nor play’d the petty fquirm and flutter ;

Nore’er, like me, haslearn’d to fatten,

On kifles fweet, and fofteft patting.”?

¢¢ Some parfon’s dog, I vow,” whined PuppY
¢¢ His rufty coat how fun-burnt! ftop yel’
The beagle call’d him to the wood.
The bull-dog bellowed, ¢ Zounds ! and blood v3
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The wolf-dog and the maftiff were,
The Mufe fays, an exception here ;
Superior both to fuch foul play,
They wifh’d the {tranger well away.

From /pleen the f?ricfures rofe to fury,
¢ Villain,” growl’d one, ¢ I can’t endure you.”
<t Let’s feize the truant,” fnarl’d another,
Encored by every foul-mouth'd brother.
¢ >Tis drne,” bark’d all, ¢ we'll mob the creatuce,
And facrifice him to ill-nature.”

The greyhouad, who defpifed their breath,
Still tho’t it beft to thun their teeth.
Eafy he wing’d his rapid flight,
And left the fcoundrels out of ﬁch»,

Good Juwo, by the anciénts holden,

The genuine notre-dame of fcolding,

Sate pleafed, becaufe there’d fuch a fufs been,
And in the hound’s place wifh’d her hufband j
" For here, even pleafure bade her own,

Her ladyfhip was once out-done

¢ Hail dogs,” fhe cried, ¢ of every kind !
Retain ye {till this fnarling mind,

Hate all that’s good, and fair, and new,

And I'll a goddefs be to you.

Nor this the only good you prove ;
Learn what the fruits of Juno’s love.
Your fouls, from forms, that creep all fotr on,
“D'll raife, by fyftem Pythagorean,

M
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To animate the human frame, f

And gain my favorite ﬁ‘%ﬁae_ a name. 4
Be ye henceforth (fo I ordain)
Critics, the genuine curs of men.
To fnar] be flill your higheft blifs,
And all your criticifm like this.
Whate'er is great, or juft, in nature, E
Of graceful form, or lovely feature ;-
Whate’er adoras the ennobled mind,
Sablime, inventive, and refin’d ;

W ith f{pleen, and fpite, forever blame,
And load with every dirty name.

All things of nobleft kind and ufe,

To your own ftandard vile reduce,

And all in wild confufion blend, 3

Nor heed the fubjec?, fcope, or end.

But chief, when modef? young beginners,
?Gainft critic laws, by nature {inners,

Peep out in verfe, and dare to run,

Thro’ towns and villages your own,

Hunt them, as when yon ftranger dog

Set all your growling crew agog ;

Till {flunn'd, and fcared, they hide from view,
And leave the country clear for you.” :

This faid, the goddefs kind carefling,
Gave every cur a double blefling.
Fach doggith mind, tho’ grown no bigger,
Henceforth affumed the human figure,
The body walk'd on two ; the mind
To four, fill chofe to be confin’d ;
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Still creeps on earth, flill {cents out foes,
Is ftill led onward by the nofe; X
Hates all the good, it ufed to hate,

The lofty, beauteous, new, and great ;
The ftranger hunts with fpite quinteflent,
And fnarls, from that day to the prefent.

EPISTLE T0Co. HUMPHRYES,

GREENFIELD, 1785

BY THE SAME.

ROM realms, where nature fports in youthful prime,
Where Hefper lingers o’er his d;xrling clime,
Where funny genius lights his facred flame,
Where rifing {cience cafts her morning beam,
‘Where empire’s final throne in pomp afcends,
W here pilgrim freedom finds her vanifh’d friends,
The world renews, and man from eaftern fires,
Phenixdivine, again to Heaven afpires,
_ Healclrro my friend this happy verfe conveys,
His fond attendant o'er the Atlantic feas.

Health to my friend let every wifh prolong ;
Be this the burden of each artlefs fong ;
This in the prayer of every morn arife ;
Tliou angel guardian, waft it to the fkies!
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His devious courfe let foftering Heaven furvey ;
Nor ills betide, nor foes arreit his way.

Nor health alone——may blifs tfxy patl; attend ;
May truth direét thee, and may peace befriend;
From virtue’s fount thy tainilefs ations flow;

I he fhield of confcience blunt the dart of woe;

To rifing blifs refin’d above alloy,

Where budding wifhes bloffom into joy,

Where glory dwells, where faints and feraphs fing,
Let Heaven, in profpe, tempt thy lifted wing.

Me the fame views, the fame foft tide of cares,
Bear gently onward down the {tream of years,
Still the fame duties call my courtfe along ;
Still grows, ar times, the pain-deluding fong ;
Still feenes domeftic earthly joys refine,
Where bleft Maria mingles cares with mine ;
The tame fond circle il my life endears,
Where Fairfield's elms, or Stamford's groupe appears;
Or where, in rural guife, around me fmile ’
Manfions of peace, and Greenfield’s beauteous hill ;
Still tomy cotthe friend delighted hies,
Aud one lov’d parent waits beneath the fkies,

To thee, far fummon’d from each native fcene,
With half the breadth of this wide world between,
How blefs’d the news my happy verfe conveys,

Of friends, divided by interfluent feas?

Health, peace, and competence, their walks furround,
©n the bright margin of yon beauteous Sound s

Where Hartford fees the firft of waters glide,

Or where thy Avon winds his filver tide,
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Yet thow muft mourn a friend,* a brother dear,
And o’er departed merit drop a tear.
Him fenfeiillum’d, the hero’s warmth infpir’d '
Grace taught to pleafe, and patriot virtue fir'd ;
Alike in peace, in war, at home, abroad,
Worth gain'd him honor, where his footfteps trode;
Yet a!l in vain : his laurel’d garlands bloom ;
But wafte their beauty on the untimely tomb.

Meantime, invited o’er the Atlantic tide,
Where arts refin’d allure thy feet afide,
May'ft thou, unmov'd by fplendor’s painted charms,
And fteel’d, when pleafure fm;hpg fpreads her arms, -
The great fimplicity of fonl retain,
The humble fear of Heaven, andlove of man.
W hen round thy courfe temptations {fweetly throng,
When warbling firens chant the lufcious fong,
When wealth’s fair bubble beams its hues afar,
When grandeur calls thee to her golden car,
When pleafure opes the bofom bright of joy,
And the dy’d ferpent gazes to defroy ;
Oh! may the heavenly Guide thy péfﬁons warm,
Up virtue’s hills thy feet refiltlefs charm,
Shew thee what crowns reward the glorious ﬂ;nfc
And quicken fainting duty into life,

Oft has thine eyes, with glance indignant feen
Columbia’s youths, unfolding into men,

* Major Elijah Hump'nréys, brother to Col. Humphreys.
who died in the Weft-Indies, 'in 1785, ¢
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Their minds to improve, their manners to adern,
To Europe’s climes by fond indulgence borne ;
Oft haft thou feen thofe youths, at cuftom’sfbrine,
Vi&ims to pride, to folly, and tofin,

Of worthbereft, of real fenfe forlorn,

Their land forget, their friends, their freedom fpurns
Each noble caufe, each{vlid good defert,

For fplendor happinefs, and truth for art ;

The plain, frank manners of their race defpife,
Fair without fraud, and great without difguife ;
Where, thro the life the heart uncover’d ran,
And fpoke the native dignity of man.

For thefe, thegain let Virtue bluth to hear,
And each fad parent drop the plaintive tear !
Train’d in foul ftews, impoifon’d by the ftage,

loyPd inta gaming, Keyfer’d into age,
To fmcoth hypocrify by Stanhope led,
To wruth an alien, and to virtue dead,
Swoln with an Englifh butcher’s four dlfdaxn,
Or to aFribble dwindled from a man,
Homeward again behold the jackdaw run,
And yield his fire the ruins of a fon!

What tho” his mind no thought h#s e’er perplex'd,
Converfe illum’d, or obfervations vex’d ;
Yet here, in cach debate, a judge he fhines,
Of all, that man enlarges, or refines ;
Religion, fcience, politics, and fong ;
A prodigy his parts ; an oracle his tongue.
Hift ¢ hilk! yemere Americans, attend ;

‘ Ope wide your mouths ; your knees in homage bend ;
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W hile Curl difclofes to the raptur’d view

What Peter, Paul, and Mofes, never knew ;

The light of new-born wiflom fheds abroad,

And adds a * leanto to the word of God.

What Creole wretch fhall dare, with home-made foils,
Attack opinions, brought three thoufand miles;
Senfe, in no common way to mortals given,

But on Adantic travellers breath’d by Heaven

A head, en queue, by Monficur Frizzle drefs’d ;
Manners, a Paris Taylor's arts inveft ; p

Pure criticifin, form’d from aéZed plays;

And graces, that would even a Stanhope grace?
Commercial wifdom, merchants here inhale
| From him, whofe eye hath feen the uafinifh’d bale ;
_ Whofe feet have pafs’d the thop, where pins were fold,
The wire was filver'd, and the heads were roll’d }
Conven'd, ye lawyers, make your humbleft leg !
Here ftands the man has feen Lord Mansfield’s wig !
Phyficians hufh’d, hear Galen’s lips diftil,

From Buchan’s contents, all the Art to heal !
Divines, with reverence ceafe your {cripture whims,
And learn this male Minerva’s moral {chemes
Schemes theologic found in Drury-lane,

That prove the bible falfe,” and virtue vain !
Heavens! fhall a child in'learning, and in wit,
O’er Europe’s climes, a bird of paffage flit ;

* Anawkward addition toa dwelling-houfe, very common
i New-England.
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There, as at home, his ftripling felf unknown,
By novel wonders {tupified to ftone, b
Shat from the wife, and by no converfe taught,
No well-read day, nor hour of ferious thought,
‘His head by pleafure, vice, and hurry, turn’d,
All prudence trampled, all improvements fpurn’d
Shall he, with lefs of Europe in his cap,

han fatchell’d fchool-boy guefles from the map,
On every fubje& ftruttingly decree,
Ken the far fhore , and fearch the unfathom’d fea,
Where learning has her lamp for ages oil’d,
Where Newton ponders, and where Berkeley toil’d 2
Of all the plagues, that rife in human fhape,
Good Heaven, preflerve us from the travell’d Ape !
* ¢¢ Peace toall fuch :> but were there one, whofe mind
Bold genius wing’d, and converfe pure, refin’d, .
By nature prompted fcience’ realms to roam,
And both her Indies bring with rapture home j
Who men, and manners, fearch’d with eagle eye,
Exat to weigh, and curious to defcry ;
Himfelf who burnifh’d with the hand of care,
Till kings might boaft fo bright 2 gem to wear ;
Should he, deep plung’d in Circe’s fenfual bowl,
Imbrue his native manlinefs of foul,
With eye eftrang’d, from fair Colunbia turn,
Her youth, her innocence, and beauty fcorn ;
To that foul harlot, Europe, yield his mind,
Witch’d by her fmiles, and to her fnares refign’d ;

* Pope’s prelogue to the Satires.
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T'o nature’s bloom prefer the rouge of art,
A tinfell’d outfide to a golden heart,
Show, to the blifs by fimple freedom given,

" To virtue, Stanhope, and Voltaire to Heaven
Who but muft .Wiﬂ], the épo{tate youth ro fee?
Who but muft agonize, were Humphreys he 2
But all thy feul fhall ’fcape,, the efcape to aid,
Fair to thy view be every motive fpread.

Of each gay caufe the dire effes furvey,

And bring the painted tomb difclos’d to days

Tho’ there proud pomp uprears his throne on highy
Tho’ there the golden palace lights the fky ;

Tho’ wealth unfolds her gay, Edenian feats,
Her walk of grandeur, and her wild of {weets ;
The ftage, the park, the ring, the dance, the feafty
Charm the pall’d eye, and lure the loathing tafte;
Yer there fierce war unceafing founds alarms ;

Pride blows the trump, and millions rufh to arms 3
See fteel and fire extinguith human good !

See rgalms manur'd with corfes, and with blood
At ﬂqughter s fhrine expires the new- born-Joy,
And all Jehovah’s bounty fiends deftroy.

See the huge jail in gloomy grandeur rife,

Low’r o’er mankind, and mock the tempted fkies §
Hear thechainclank | the burfting grean attend !
And mark the neighboring gibbet’s pride afcend.
See earth’s fair face infatiate luxury fpoils!

For one poor tyrant, lo, a province toils !

To brothels, half the female world is driven,
Lolt to themlfelves, and reprobates of heaven,

N

25
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There too refinement glances o’er the mind ;
. And nough: but vice, and outfide, isrefin’d;
To vice aufpicions, brilliant manners blend,
The waxen f{aint, and finner, foe and friend,
Melt from the foul each virtue, as they fhine,
And warm the impoi{on’d bloffom into {in.
In fair Columbia’s realms, how chang’d the plan;
Where all things bloom, but, firft of all things, man}
Lord of himfelf, the independent fwain,
- Sees no fuperior ftalk the happy plain :
His hou, his herd, his harveft, all his owny
His farma kingdom, and his chair a throne.
Unbleach’d by foul hypocrify, the foul
Speaks in her face, and bids his accents roll ;
(Her wings unélif)p’d) with fire inftin&ive warms;
Strong pulfes feels, and bold conceptions forms 3
At nobleft objects aims her flight fupreme,
The purpole vaft, and enterprize extreme.
Hence round the pole her fons exalt the fail,
Search foathern feas, and roufe the Falkland whale §
Or on bold pinions hail the Afian fkies,
And bid new {tars in {picy oceans rife.
Hence in bright arms her chiefs fuperior flame,
Even new triumphant on the fteep of fame,
Where Vernon’s Hero mounts the throne {ublime,
And fees no rival grace the reign of time.
Hence cotntlefs honours rifing Med’cine claims 3
Hence Law prefents her conftellated names ;
Tbe Sacred Science [zes her concave bright
Inftarr’d, aad beauteous, with the fons of light
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' Hence Edwards cheer’d the world with moral day,
And Franklin walk’d, unhurt, the realms where lightnings
Mechanic genius hence exalts his eye, : Cplay-
All powers to meafure, and all {cenes defcry,

Bids Rittenhoufe the heavenly fyftem feign,

And Bafhnell fearch the chambers of the main.
Hence too, where Trumbull leads the ardent throng,
Afcending bards begin the immortal fong :

Let glowing friend(hip wake the cheerful lyre,
Bleft to commend, and pleas’d to catch the fire.
Be theirs the fame, to bards how rarely given!
To fill with worth the part affign’d by Heaven ;
Diftinguith’d aétars on life’s bufy ftage,

Lov’d by mankind, and ufeful to the age;

While {cience round them twines her vernal bays,
And fenfe dire®s, and genius fires their lays. =~ =~
‘W hile this fair land commands thy feet to roam,
And, all Columbian, ftill thou plan’ft for home,
From thole bright fages, with whole miflion join’d,
Thou feek’ft to build the interefts of mankind,
Experience, wifdom, honour, may’{t thou gain,
The zeal for country, and the love of man.

There thro’ the civil {cience may’{t thou run ;
There learn how empires are preferv’d, or won
How arts politic wide dominions {way ;

How well-train’d navies bid the world obey';

How war’s imperial car commands the plain,

Or rolls majeftic o’er the fubjet main ;

- Thro’ earth, how commerce fpreads a fofter fway,
And Gallia’s fons negociate realms away.
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Then, crown’d with every gift, and grace, returs,
To add new glories to the wefternmern ;
With fages, heroes, bards, her charms difplay,
Her arts, ares, virtues, and her happy fway ;
Bid o’er the world her cenftellation rife,
The brighteft fplender in the anmeafur’d fkies,
Her genial influence thro’ all nations roll,
And hufh the found of war from pole to pole.

And oh, may he, who fill’d the ftormy main,
And lightly wing’d thee o’er the glafly plain,
Thro’ life’s rough-billow’d fea, with kinder gales,
With fkies ferener, and with happier fails,
Each fhoal efcap’d, afar each tempeft driven,
And nought but raptures round the enchanted Heaven,
"To blifs, fair fhore, thy profperous courfe convey,
And join my peaceful bark, companion of thy waya

SR
Loestd
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Tue PROSPECT or PEACEX .

BY JOEL BARLOW, ESQUIRE~

HE clofing feenes of Tyrants’ fruitlefs rage,
The opening profpeéts of a golden age,
The dread events that crown th’ important year,
Wake the glad fong, and claim th’ attentive ears

Long has Columbia rung with dire alz\:zrms,
‘While Freedom call’d her injur’d fons to arms 3
W hile various fortune fir’d th” embattled field,
Conquett delay’d, and victory ftood conceal’d ;
While clofing legions mark’d their dreadful way,
And millions trembled for the dubious day.

In this grand conflit heaven’s Eternal Sire,
At whofe dread frown the fons of guilt expire,
Bade vengeance rife, with facred fury driven,
On thofe who war with Innocence and Heaven.

Behold, where late the trembling fquadrons fled,
Hofts bow’d in chains, and haplefs numbers bled,
1n different fields our numerous heroes roufe,

To crop the wreath from Britain’s impious brows.

% This Poem is reprinted from the 12mo edition, printed
by Thomas and Samuel Green, New-Haven, 1788, —and
was delivered, by the Author, in Yale-College, at the Pub- -
lic Examination of the Candidatesfoy the Degree of Bache-
lor of Asts; July 23, 1778 ik
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Age following age (hall thefe events relate
>Till Time’s old empire yield to deftin’d Fate ;
Hiftoric truth our guardian chiefs proclaim,
Their worth, their-a&ions, and their deathlefs fame 3
Admiring crouds their life-touch’d forms behold
In breathing canvafs, or in fculptur’d gold, :
And hail the Leader of the favorite throng, o
The rapt’rous theme of {fome heroic fong. :

And foon, emerging from the orient ikies,
The bli{sful morn in glorious pomp fhall rife,
Woafting fair Peace from' Europe’s fated coaft;
Where wand'ring long, in mazy fadtions loft,
From realm to realm, by rage and difcord driven,
She fezmed refolv’d to reafcend her heaven.

This LEwi1s view’d, and reach'd a friendly hand,
Pointing her flight to this far-diftant land; \
Bade her extend her empire o’er the Wetft, ?

And Eurcpe’s balance tremble on her creft! ¥

Now, fee the Goddefs mounting on the day,
To thefe fair climes dire@ her circling way,
Willing to feek, once more, an earthly threne,
To cheer the globe, and emulate the {un.
With placid look fhe eyes the blifsful fhore,
Bids the loud-thundering cannon ceafe to roar s
Bids Britifh navies from thefe ports be toft,

_And hoftile keels no more infult the coaft :
Bids private feuds her facred vengeance feel,
And bow {ubmiflive to the public weal ;

Bids long, calm years adorn the happy clime,
And roll down bleflings to remoteft time.
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" flil! heaven-born Peace, fair Nurfe of Virtue haill".

Here, fix thy feeptre and exalt thy feale ;
Hence, thro’ the earth extend thy late domain,

»Till Heaven’s own fplendor fliall abforb thy reign! !

What fcenes arife ! what glories we ‘behold !
See a broad realm its various charms unfold ;
See crouds of patriots blefs the happy land,

A godlike fenate and-a warlike band ;
One friendly Genins fires the numerous wholey
From glowing Georgia to the frozen pole.

Along thefe fhores, amid thefe flowery vales,
The woodland fhout the joyous ear affails
Induftrioys crouds in different labours teil,

Thofe ply the arts, and thefe improve the foils
Here the fond merchant counts his rifing gain,
There ftrides the ruftic o’er the furrow’d plain,
Here walks the ftatefman, penfive and ferene,

And there the fchool boys gambol round the green:

See ripening harvefts gild the fmiling plains,
Kind Nature’s bounty and the pride of fwains;
Luxuriant vines their curling tendrils thoot,

"And bow their heads to drop the cluftering fruoizy
In the gay fields, with rich profufion ftrow’d, A
The orchard bends beneath its yellow load,

The lofty boughs their annual burden pour,
And juicy harvefts fwell th’ autumnal ftore.

Thefe are the bleflings of impartial heaven,
To each fond heart in juft proportion given.

No grafping lord fhall grind the nexghoourmg poor,

Starve numerous vaflals to increafe his ftore ;
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No cringing flave fhall at his prefence bend,
Shrink at his frown, and at his nod attend 3
Afric’s unhappy children, now no more

Shall feel the cruel chains they felt before,

But every State in this juft mean agree,

To blefs mankind, and fet th’ opprefled free,
Then, rapr in tranfport, each exulting flave
Shall tafte that Boon which God and nature gave,
And, fird with virtue, join the common caufe,
Prote& our freedom and enjoy our laws.

At this calm period, fee, in pleafing view,
Art vies with Art, and Nature fmiles anew :
On the long, winding ftrand that meets the tide,
Unnumber’d’cities lift their {piry pride ;
Gay, flowery walks falute th’ inraptur’d eyes,
Tall, beauteous domes in dazzling profpect rife ;
There thronging navies ftretch their wanton failsy
Tempt the broad main and catch the driving gales ;
There commerce {wells from each remoteft fhore,
And wafts in plenty to the {miling ftore.

To thefe throng’d feats the country wide reforts,
And rolls lier treafures to the op’ning ports ;
While, far remote, gay health and pleafure flow,
And calm retirement cheers the laboring brows
No din of arms the peaceful patriot hears,

No parting figh the tender matron fears,
No field of fame invites the youth to rove,
Nor virgins know a harfher found than love,
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Fair Science then her laurel’d beauty rears,
And foars with Genius to the radiant {tars.
Her glimmering dawn from Gothic darknefs rofe,
And nations faw her thadowy veil difclofe ;
She cheer’d fair Europe with her rifing {miles,
Beam’d a bright morning o’er the Britifh ifles,
Now foaring réaches her meudmn height,
And bleft Columbia hails the dazzling light !

Here, rapt'in tho’t, the philofophic foul
Shall look thro’ Nature’s parts and grafp the whole,
See Genius kindling at a FRaNKLIN's fame,
See unborn fages catch th’ elediric flame,
Bid hovering clouds the threaceni ng blaft expire,
Curb the fierce ﬁream and hold th’ imprifon’d fire ¥

See thu plens d youth, with anxious ftudy, rove,
In orbs excentric thro’ the realms above,
No more perplex’d, while RiTTENHOUSE appears

To grace the mufeum with the rolling f{pheres.

See that young Genius, that inventive {oul,
Whofe laws the jarring elements control :
Who guides the vengeancebf mechanic power,
To blaft the watery world and guard the peaceful fhore,

And where’s the riﬁng Sage, the unknown name,
That new advent’rer in the lifts of fame,
To find the caufe, in fecret nature bound,
The unknown caufe, and various charms of found 2
What fubtil medium leads the devious way ;
Why different tenfions different founds convey 3
(0]
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Why harth, ‘rough tones in grating difcord roll,
Or mingling concert charms th’ enraptur’d foul.

And tell the caufe why fluggifh vapors rife,
And wave, exalted, thro’ the genial fkies’;
What ftr ange contrivance nature forms to bear
The ponderous burden thro’ the lighter air.

Thefe laft Difplays the curicus mind engage,
And fire the genius of the rifing age ;
While moral tho'ts the pleas’d attention claim,
Swell the warm foul, and wake the virtuous flame ;
While Metaphyfics foar a boundlefs height,
And launch with Epwarps to the realms of light.

See the bleft Mufes hail their rofeate bowers,
Their manfions blooming with poetic flowers;
See liftening Seraphs join the epic throng,

And unborn Josuuas rife in future fong.

Satire attends at Virtue’s wakening call,
And Pride and Coquetry and Dulnefs fall.

Unnumber’d bards fhall firing the heavenly lyre,
To thofe bleft ftrains which heavenly themes infpire ;
Sing the rich Grace on mortal Man beftow’d,

The Virgin’s Offspring and the flial God ;
What love defcends from heaven when Jesus dies !

What fhouts attend him rifing thro’ the fkies !

See Science now in lovelier charms appear,
Grac’d with new garlands from the blooming Fair.
See laurel'd nymp hc in polifh’d pages fhine,

And Sapphic fweetnels ¢ glow in every line.

o
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No more the rougher Mufe fhall dare difgrace
The radiant charms that deck the blufhing face ;
But rifing Beauties fcorn the tinfel thow,

The powder’d coxcomb and the flaunting beau; -
While humble Merit, void of flatrering wiles,
Claims the foft glance, and wakes th’ enlivening fmiles.
The opening luftre of an angel-mind,

Beauty's bright charms with fenfe {uperior join'd,
Bid Virtue fhife, bid Truth and Goodnefs rife, .
Melt from the voice, and fparkle from the eyes;
While the pleas’d Mufe the gentle bofom warms,
The firft in genius, as the firft in charms.

Thus age and youth a (miling afpet wear,

Aw’d into virtue by the leading Fair;

" While the bright offspring, rifing to the ftage,
Coaveys the bleflings to the future age.

THESE are the views that Freedom’s caufe attend ;
THEsE fhall endure ’till Time and Nature end.
With Science crown’d, fhall Peace and Virtue fhine,
And bleft Religion beam a light divine.

{ere the pure Church, defcending from her Ged,
" Shall fix on earth her long and laft abode ;
Zion arife, in radiant fplendors drefs'd,
By Saints admir’d, by Infidels confefs’d ;
Her opening courts, in dazzling gloay, blaze,
Her walls falvation, and her portals praife.

From each far corner of th’ extended earth,

Her gathering fons fhall claim their promis'd birth.

Thro’ the drear waftes, beneath the fetting day,
Where prowling natives haunt the wood for prey,
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The fwarthy Millions lift their wond’ring eyes,
And {mile to fee the Gofpel morning rife':

i

Thofz who, thre’ time, in:favage darknefs lay,
Wake to new light, and hail the glorious day !
In thofe dark regions, thofe uncultur’d wilds,
Freth blooms the rofe, the peaceful lilly fmiles ;
On the tall cliffs unnumber’d Carmels rife,

And in"each vale fome beauteous Sharon lies.

* From this fair Mount th’ excinded ftone fhall roll,
Reach the far Eaft and fpread from pole to pole ;

From one {inall Srock fhall countlefs nations rife,

The world replenilh and adorn the fkies.

FEarth’s blood-ftain’d empires, with their Guide the Sun,

From orient climes their gradual progrefs run;

And circling far, reach every weftern fhore, -

~ 2Tl earth-born empires rife and fall no more.

But fee th’ 1mper1'—xl GuipE from heaven defcend,
Whofe beams are Peace, whofe kingdom knows no end A
Trom calm Velperia, thro” th’ etherial way,

_ Back fweep the fhades before th’ effulgent day ;

Thro’ the broad Eaft, the brightening fplendor dnven,
Reverfes Nature and illumines heaven ;

Aftonifh’d regions blefs the gladdenmg ﬁgh‘t, -

And Suns and Syftems own fuperior light.

As when th’ afterial blaze o’er Bethl’em ftood,
Which mark’d the birth-place of th’ incarnate God ;-
- When eaftern priefts the heavenly fplender viewd,
And numerous crouds the wonderous fign purfu'd ;

" So eaftern kings fhall view th’ unclouded day
Rife in the Weft and {lreak its golden way :
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Zhat fignal fpoke a Savior’s humble birth,
T his fpeaks\his long and glorious reign on earth !

" THEN Love fhall rule, and Innocence adore,
Difcord Hiall ceafe, and Tyrants be no more;
>Till yon bright orb, and thofe celeftial {pheres,

In radiant circles, mark a thoufand years;

>Till the grand fiat burit th* etherial frames,
Worlds cruth on worlds, and Nature {ink in flames !
The Church eleét, from fmouldering ruins, rife,
And fail triumphant thro’ the yielding fkies,

Hail’d by the Bridégroom! to the Father given,
The Joy of Angels, and the Queen of Heaven !

KRS A
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A P O XU
Spoken at the PusLic COMMENCEMENT at YALE-CoL.
LEGE, in NEW-HAvVEN, Sept. 12, 1781.

Y THE SAME.

ONCE more, »thou facred Seat, the changing year
Hath circled heaven and bid the day appear,

Thatopes thy portals, gilds thy {piry dome,

And calls thy children from their joyous home.

* This Poem is reprinted from the Hartford Edition;
to which the following Advertifement was prefixed.——
¢ It may not be amis to inform the fubfcribers for the
¢ following performance, that a copy was not given at
¢ the time it was requefted, on account of its containing
¢¢ feveral paffages taken from a larger work which the an-
¢¢ thor has by him, unfinithed. Upon farther confidera-
¢ tion however, it is thought not improper to prefent to
“ the Public a fpecimen of that work, in this incorre&
¢ manner, that a conjecture may be formed what ‘fuccefs
¢ it may meet, when the whole fhall make its appearance.
¢« The paflages are thofe that refpe& the affairs of Awerica
¢ at large, and the future progrefs of Society. As tothe
¢¢ other parts of the Poem which are confined to the ftate
¢ of education in Conneéticut, although the fubje& may
¢ be thought too particular to be relifhed beyond the lim-
« “ its of a Commencement Auditory, yet if they fhould |
¢ ferve to turn the attention of any part of the Public to

¢ the real ficuation of Yale College, it may juftify the
¢ publication.” ;

-
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Thro’ feven long years hath war’s terrific power
Rangd every town and crimfon’d every fhore,
Purfu’d fair Science from each happy feat,

Rav'd in her domes and forc’d her laft retreat,

And oft, Yalenfia, doom’d thy final.fall,

While thy fad Genius trembled for thy wall. .
Now fee, at laft, the venerable train,

Thine elder fons afcend thy courts again! |

We joy the reverend, happy throng to fee,

We wake thy own bleft Mufe, and bid her fing to thee.

Long have we liv’d beneath thy nurturing care,
And joy and friendfhip crown’d our labers there;
No more within thofe blifsful haunts we dwell,
To all thy train we bid a long farewel ;

- One gentle grafp, one filent, forrowing tear,

~ And joys and friends forever difappear ;

Fate calls us hence the world’s broad {tage to tread,
A& a fhort part, and mingle with the dead.

but may thy glory ftill afcend,
Thy fame, thy virtues thro’ the world extend ; -

| Thy fature fons, a calm, delightful throng,

As following years fhall lead their {teps along,
To peace, to happinefs, to glory rife,
Shine thro’ the earth and brighten in the fkies.

. No ruffian force that treads the diftant thore,

v

Shall dare invade thy peaceful labors more ;
W hile the proud foes beneath our {tandards yield,

And our brave brethren claim the crimfon field,

Within thy courts fhall pride and flaughter ceafe,
And genius dignify the walks of peace.
4
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And oh! may fome bleft hand regard thy cries,
Some great, fome liberal benefactor rife,
Whofe foul awakes at thy infpiring call,
To lift thy fpires, enlarge thy fcanty wall,
Who joys to aid the Mufe’s feeble voice,
And bid bright learning in her fons rejoice,
Bid wealth and dignity thy fteps attend,
And rival arts and rival virtues blend,
O’er all the happy land thy beauties fhine,
And every joy, and every with be thine.

Ye patriot worthies, whom thefe ftrains affail,
Ye Reverend Sires, and all ye Sons of Yale,
Behold our feat, by former bounty given,

Pride of our land and favorite child of heaven,

Whence liberal arts and liberal thoughts ye drew, '

When few her children and her wants were few ;
Now fee, the narrow bounds can fcarce contain,
Half the throng'd numbers of her joyous train,
W'hile/every friend averts the unconfcious eye,
And power,. and intereft, pals unheeding by. -

As late, when war’s grim terrors fought repofe,
And evening mifts and diftant fires arofe,
Far in a gloomy grove I penfive ftray’d,

Where death’s pale phantoms walk’d the midnight thade, |

Thin clouds of fickening damps, o’er ether driven,
Gbfcur’d the ftars and fhut the eye from heaven
Mnwonted fighs within my bofom rofe,

“Cities o’erturn’d and all my country’s woes

Pour’d on my heart; but chief thy feeble cnes,
Negledted Science, bade my griefs anfe.

Al 1 i ot T R R et
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I faw, from Briton’s Ifle, thy genius flown,

In thefe fair climes to fix a nobler thromne,

While here thy fons the peaceful myrtle yield,

To pluck the crimfon laurel of the field.

1 faw thy feats to fcenes of flaughter turn’d,

Thy walls defac’d, thy faireft labours burn’d ;

 E’en Yale, thy lovlieft handmaid, now no more,
Knew the gay fmiles’of youth fhe knew before,

Her funds decreas’d, her firength, her int’reft fled,
Her friends negle&ed, and her HosMER dead.

Now a calm fplendor burft the faddening gloom,
And gales etherial breath’d a glad perfume,
Mild in the midft a form celeftial fhone,
Rob’d in the veftments of the rifing {on 3
Tall rofe his ftature, dignity and grace
- Mov'd in his limbs and wantoen’d in his face,
His folding mantle flow’d in eafy pride,
His harp divine lay ufelefs by his fide,
His locks in curls from myrtle chaplets hung,
And founds melodious melted from his tongue.

¢« Mortal, attend, behold before thee ftand
Learning’s bright Genius, guasdian of the land ;
Let grief no more awake the piteous ftrain,
Nor think fair Science left her heaven in vain.
Awhile my fkill muft guide the wild affray,
Range the red field and fweep thy foes away,
Soon fhall this arm a milder fceptre bear,
And bleft Yalenfia prove my favorite care.
Mean time her friends her glory fhall attend,
Enlarge her ftores and bid her walls afcend 5

P
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Bid every art from that pure fountain flow, |
All that the Mule can fing or man can know ;. : :
The various branches various teachers claim,,
And univerlal knowledge lift her fame.

And fee! erelong in that delightful feat,
Her fons and friends, a numerous concourfe, meet s :
Once more to view her, greet her youthful train, -
And hear her feeble, faddening voice complain.
Go thou, in pride of youth attend them there,
‘And thefle commands in firains melodious bear.
Say tis for them to firetch the liberal hand,
While war’s dread tumults yet involve the land,
Suftain her drooping, rear her radiant eyes,
And bid her future fame begin to rife.
Tell them the wild commotions foon fhall ceafe,
And bleft Columbia hail the charms of peace,
Where reft the future deeds on earth defign’d
To raife, to dignify and blefs mankind.

While Europe’s numerous courts my caufe attend,
And mutual intereft fix the mutual friend,
Bchold, from each far reqlm, what glories fhine !
Their power, their commerce and their fcience mines
And here, what roving views before them fpread !
W here this new empire lifts her daring head !
What wide extent her waving enfigns claim !
Lands yet unknown and flreams without a name.
Where the deep gulph unfolds Floridia’s thore,
To where Ontario bids hoarfe Laurence roar ;
Where Miflifippi’s waves their {ources boaft,
Where groves and floods and realms and climes are loft,
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To where the mild Atlantic’s length'ning tide,
Laves numerous towns, and {wells their naval pride.
And fee! by nature’s hand o’er all beftow’d,

The laft pure polifh of the forrhing God.

What various grandeur frikes the gladdening eyes!
Bays ftretch their arms and mountains lift the fkies ;
The lakes, unfolding, point the ftreams their way,
The plains, the hills their lengthening fkirts difplay,
The vales draw forth, fair wave the glimmering wilds,
And all the majefty of nature {miles.

On this broad theatre, unbounded {pread,
In different {cenes, what countlefs throngs muft tread! :
Soon as the new form’d empire, rifing fair,

Calms her brave fons now breathing from the war,
Unfolds her harbours, fpreads the genial foil,
And welcomes freemen to the chearful toil.

* What numerous fages muft exalt her name!

What numerous bards muft tell the world her fame!
What fimerous chiefs beneath my forming care,
Muft blaze in grms and ward the wafte of war ! -
While every art and all the graces meet,

To form her thoufands to the cares of State,

To heal pale ficknefs, bid difeafes ceafe,

And found the tidings of eternal peace.

Thofe mutt arife the prefent age to lead,
And following millions hail the paths they tread.

Such gladdening views will ope the bounteous ftore,
The gralp of intereft and the pride of power, -
Yalenfia’s friends fhall thus attend her call, .

And youths unnumber’d blefs the favorite wall.



100 SELECTED POETRY.

And tho’ thou {eeft the rage of flaughter roll,
And different views thy wayward race controul,
Tho’ fill oppos’d their intereft, and their laws,
And every fceptre leads a different caufe,

Yer thro’ the whole the fame progreflive plan,
Which draws, for mutual fuccour, man to man,
From men to tribes, from tribes to nations fpreads,
And private ties to public compact leads,

Shall rife by flow degrees, and fill extend,

Their power, their intereft, and their paffions,-blend ;
Their wars grow milder, policies enlarge,
Increafing nations feel the general charge,

Form broad alliances for mutual aid,

Mingle their manners and extend their trade,

Till each remoteft realm, by friendfhip join’d,
Link in the chain and harmenize mankind,

'] he union’d banner be at laft unfurl’ d,

"And wave trxumphant round the accordant world.

Already now commencmg glories rife, "
The work begins beneath yon northern fkies ;
The Ruffian forefts to the deep advance,
The ports unfold, the glimmering navies dance,
For commerce arm’d, the different powers combiney
And heaven approving aids the bleft defign.
Tho’ rival regions flill the combat wage,
And hold in bickering ftrife the unfettled age,
Yet no rude war, that fweeps the crimfon plain,
* Shall dare difturb the labors of the main ;
For heaven, impartial to the earth born race,
Bade one broad circling deep their thores embrace,
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Spread to all realms the fame wide, watry way,
Liberal as air and unconfin'd as day,

That every diftant land the wealth might fhare,
Exchange their wants and fill their treafures there,
Their {peech aflimilate, their empires blend,

And laws and mildnefs thro’ the world extend.
Raife now thine eye, the haftening years fhall roll,
And thefe glad fcenes delight thy rifing foul.”’

We then beheld, ’till where in lonely pride,
The far, blue Baltic pours his laboring tide;
At once in gathering fquadrons, from the north,
The mingling ftreamers lead the nations forth;
From different thores unnumber’d mafls arife,
And wave their peaceful curtains to the fkies;
Broader and broader ftill the wings unfold,
All Europe’s coafts the ftreaming pomp behold,
From Gallia’s ports, from Albion’s hoary height,
United flags are pointed into fight ;
Where broad Hifpania’s ftrand two oceans lave,
And the rich Tagus mingles with the wave,
The countlefs navies lift their banners wide,
And ftream their glories o’er the foamy tide ;
While thro’ the glimmering Strait, in long array,
Pour’d from the fleets that croud the midland fea,
The fails look forth and fwell their beauteous pride,
With wider waves and bolder barks to glide ;
‘While far, far diftant, where the watry way
Spreads the blue borders of defcending day,
The mifty fails advance in lengthening {weep,
Pride of the weftern world and davpghters of the deep.
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Fi‘ém all the bounds that meet the Atlantic wave,
While to our view the crouded fquadrons heave,

In fign of unioh, each advancing line,

Leads 2 calm nation, bids their banners join,

Till far as pole from pole, the cloudlike train

Skirts the dim heavens and fhades the whitening main,.

We {aw, in othgr feas and other fkies,
With equal pomp unnumber’d ftreamers rife ;
Where Afia’s ifles and utmoft fhores extend,
Like rifing funs the fheeted mafts afcend,
Sw-ep from all ports that cleave the orient ftrand,
Load every ocean, compafs every land,
For peaceful commerce join the friendly train,
No more to combat on the watry plain.

We faw new barks to new difcoveries roll,
Where unknown waves falute each diftant pole ;
Far in the north, where feas Pacific pour,

“And ope Cclumbia from the Afian fhore,

The daring fails th’ unmeafur’d flight purfue,
And illes and countlefs nations rife to view.
While fome bold Sage, Columbus like, defign’d
By other ftars and waves to lead mankind,
With confcious pride and philofophic eye,
Treads the lone borders of the fouthern fky,

With perfevering toil the deeps explores, [fhores.
Till there a new found world extends her length’ning

We faw, from each new realm, new arts afcend,
New manners rife, new wealth and power extend,
Allure the hero, feed the enquiring fage,

Enlarge the genius, dignify the age,
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Till laws and empires fwell their rifing reign,
And their own navies whiten on the main.

Such views around us fpread, when thus the guide,
¢« Thefe are my works that load the fweeping tide ;
Nor lefs my power the walks of {cience claim,

In this fair land to raife her nobleft name.

No more fhall war difturb her peaceful reign,
And call to fields of death her youthful train,
No more her views by wealth and power immur’d,
To rage alone and fcenes of blood inur’d,

To teach the lance to thirft for human gore,
To teach pale Avarice to fwell the ftore,

To teach the milder arts the prize to yield, .
T each her own mufe the clangor of the field,
From ruin’d regions fill the voice of fame,
And call celeftial fire to blaze a tyrant’s name.
No more in bolder breafts, to dwell confin’d,
And hold her feat in half the human mind,
O’er gentler paffions fpread a harfh controul,
And light the glare of grandeur in the foul;
Bat fofter virtues now demand her care,

And her own laurels grace the rifing fair.
Each rival fex to rival arts afpires,

Each aids alike the univer(al quires ;

This bids bold commerce load the laboring main,
Or rear the peaceful harveft of the plain;

That leads the hours of calm domeftic toil,
And cheers the houthold with an evening fuile,
To each fond heart an equal tafk affign’d,

And equal virtues raife the mutual mind.
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While daring thoughts and deeper tra&s of truth
Thro’ philofophic mazes lead the youth,

The fofter arts demand a fofter care,

And loves and graces dignify the fair.

‘W hile ftates and empires, policies and laws,
Lure the firm patriot in the bolder caufe,

To ftem the tide of power or ward the war,
Like me to fuffer and like me to dare.
Behold, with equal dignity and grace,

The matron virtues guide her peaceful race
A pleafing tafk her tender bofom warms,
The infant care now fmiling in her arms,
Now ripening features, as the form improves,
Speak the dear image of the man fhe loves;
She lures the rifing wifh to thoughts refin’d,
And her own virtues {well the opening mind,
The prattling throng to lifping reafon grown,
To ape her lovelinefs improve their own ;
The fire beholds the living beauties bloom,
Pride of his life and hope of years to come,
Aids every virtue taught by her to rife,

Joins the delightful tafk, and trains them for the fkies.

Thus different arts their kindred cares employ,
In fields of action or domeftic j oy,
Then, rifing from the ufeful to the fine,
Their mingling fouls with rival glory fhine.
From each pure tafte confenting graces blend,
‘When the tall pillars of the dome afcend,
The walls heave ftately, arches bend on high,
And full proportion meets the roving eye.
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Or whea the garden to the impaflion'd heart,
Unfinith’d lies and atks ‘the rural art,
“With juft defign their equal fancies play,
From each alike the rambling beauties ftray,
Till thro’ the whole the different fcenes prevail,
Here flows the fountain and there draws the dale,
The laughing lawn, the frowning footle{s grove,
é%nd all the feats of innacence and love.

* Nor lefs their power the living canvas warms,
And breathes the pencil’d paffion into charms;
Heroes and beauties hear the wakening call,

And diftant ages fill the ftoried wall.

Two kindred arts the {welling ffatue heave,
Wake the dead wax and teach the f{lone-to live ;
The daring chiflel claims the bolder ﬁri\fe,
To roufe the fceptred marble into life,

While fairer hands the livelier fire controul,
And into fofter figures fhed the foul.

In hearts attun’d the voice of mufic dwells,
Steals o’er the lip and into paffion fwells,
Swept by th’ alternate hand the living Iyre,
To mutual rapture wakes the floating fire,
Till all the magic melody of found, -

Pours in delightful harmony around.

And when the breath of heaven from Angel quires,
“With life divine the joyous Mufe infpires,
In rival bofoms, fee the Goddefs glow !
And bind her bays on each confenting brow,

2
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 The foaring bard awakes the trembling firing,

Virtues and loves and heavenly themes to fing;
No more of vengeful chiefs and bickering Gods,

Where oczan crimfons and Olympus nods,

Or heavens, convulfing rend the dark profound,
" To chain fierce Titans to the groaning ground,
But, fir'd by milder themes, and charms refin’d,
PBeam’d from the beauties of the fair one’s mind,
His foul awakes the peace infpiring fong,
~ And life and happinels the ftrain prolong ;

To moral beauties bids the world attend, &

And jarring realms in focial compact blend ;
Bids laws extend and commerce ftretch the wing,
Far diftant fhores their barter’d tributes bring ;

Te fees the nations join, their blifs increafe,
(Leagu’d in his lays) and fings them into peace.
While pleas’d, the Mufe divides her equal care,
And the fame ardor warms the liftening fair;
From his pure breath the lights a bolder flame,
The fame her genius and her flight the fame,
In mutual fmiles the borrow’d graces play,

In mutual fweetnefs flide the hours away,
In mutoal aid the borrow’d numbers roll,
And fwell’d to rapture breathes the mutual foul.

From their own loves, thus foften’d and refin’d,
The general with extends to all mankind,
The neighbour’s cares, the family, the friend
Pour on the heart, and in the bofom blend ;
The poor, the firanger find a welcome home,
dhe vagrant foot is pointed where to roam,

»
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The eye of anguifh, when no help is near,
Looks the fond with and finds the mingling tear ;
E’en to their foes their equal goodnefs bends,
And hoftile minds are foften’d into friends.

And when their lays have pour’d the bounteous mind,
In warm benevolence, to all their kind,
They lift the bolder note, the raptures glow,
To loves pure fource whence all her fireamlets flow.
Rapt into vifion of the bright abode,
From angel harps they catch th’ infpiring God ;
Thro’ heavens, o’er-canopy’d by heavens, they foar,
Where floods of light in boundlefs beauty pour, i
Seraphs apd fyftem’d worlds innumerous move,
Link’d in the chain of harmonizing love ; ;
Thence following down, th’ effulgent glory trace,
Which brought falvation to their kindred race.

Thus, on the fiream of life, with gentle fweep,
They roll delightful to the welcome deep,
Where, unconfin’d, their {pirits gently fail,
View happier climes and tafte a purer gale ;
Thro’ ether’s boundlefs realms together rife,
And claim their kindred manfions in the fkies ;
There fill the rapture of th’ adering throng,
W hofe 'lays on earth prelude the heavenly fong.”
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AN ELE_.GY

On the late honorable T1Tus HosMER, Efg. one of the.
Counfellors of the State of Connedticut, a Member of |
Congrefs, and a Judge of the Maritime Court of Appeals
for the United States of America. '

: “INSCRIBED TO
“Mrs. LYDIA HOSMER,
Relic? of the late bonorable TiTus HosMER, Efg.

As a teftimony of the Author’s veneration for the many
_ amiable virtues whiclf rendered her the delight and
ornament of {o worthy a Confort, and ftill render
ber an honour to a very numerous and
refpeftable acquaintance.

BY THE SAME.

~OME to my foul, O fhade of HosmER, come,
Tho’ doubting fenates afk thy aid in vain ;
Attend the drooping virtues round thy tomb,
And hear a while the orphan d Mufe complaip.

'I he Mufe which thy indulgence bade afpire, i
And dare purfue thy diftant fteps to fame ; ;

At thy command fhe firft affum’d the Iyre, g
And hop’d 2 future laurel from thy name.

How did thy {miles awzke her infant fong !
How did thy virtues animate the lay !

Still fhall thy fate the dying ftrain prolong, '

' And bear her veice with thy loft form aw: ay-
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Come to my foul thoun venerable Sage,

" Inall the fheeted majefty of night,

Snatch the bold quill, centrol the noble rage,
And feize the rapturd fancy in her flight.

Come in the form that fhadowy fpirits drefs,

When death’s dim veil hath fhrouded all their pride,
While yon tall cloud but emulates thy face,

W here the lone moon-beam trembles thro’ is fide.

Come on the gale that liftening midnight heaves,
When glare-ey’'d phantoms, bending with a bier,'

Stalk thro’ the mift, afcend the founding graves,
And wake wild wonders in the ftartled ear.

. In this dread fcene no more the wonted fires

Kindle my breaft, or op#a wilh within,
The foul, difiracted, from herfelf retires,
And fighs to mingle and to foar with thine. ;

And where, thou bleft immortal, art thou flown!
Can thefe deep fhades detain thy willing ear?

Canft thou from loaded breezes hear a groan?
Or ftain thy fpotlefs mantle with a tear !

. Can ought'on carth thy flight hath left behind,

Borne in the mufic of a once lov’d ftrain,
Approach the unbody’d manfion of the mind? .
Or bend one pitying look to earth again?

Can thence no thought'to that fair feat defcend?
The feat once joyousin thy joys below,

Where robes of fable fadnefs now depend,
And all the ftill folemnities of woe, =
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Can the dear partner of thy tender years,
Sad as the mifty fading face of even,

With all the wafted treafure of her tears,
Avert no fmile nor bribe a care from heaven?

While that young throng, that dear deferted train,
Where thy lov’d image foften’d fweetnefs wears,

Swell with new tendernefs each following pain,
And add unnumber’d, undivided cares.

Around the fair one fee their beauties bloom,
(Or wilt thou not the moving fair one heed?)

How their keen anguith peints the diftant tomb,
W here all their joys and every hopeis fled !

So lonely Cynthia, on her evening throne,
And all her young-ey’d planetary train,
In languid luftre feek their fire the fun,
Down the ftill chambers of the weftern main.

Yet that broad fplendor from his nightly race,
With rifing radiance fhall the day reftore;

Another {pring renews fair nature’s face, -
And years and ages dié to waken more.

But thou, alas! no more on earth wilt tread,
' Nor one fhort hour thy bleft employments leave,
Tho’ the fad knell, that hail’d thee to the dead,
Had doom’d thy helplefs country to her grave.

Thy country, whofe ftill fupplicating moan,
Implores thy counfels with an infant cry ;
And loads the fame ftern Angel with a groan,
Which bore thy kindling fpirit to the fky.
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Wilt thou (fince nothing here can bribe thy ftay,
And nothing here can tempt thee from on Ingh,
Since tears of innocence muft idly ftray, -
And grateful millions breathe the fruitlefs figh;

Since every tender tie that mortals prize,
And all that fame’simmortal children gain,

Yield to the untimely mandate of the fkies,
And afk thy kind continuance {till in vain :)

Wilt thou in feats of bleffednefs above,
Where cares of empire claim the eternal ear,
Among thy country’s guardian feraphs prove
The hand to cherith and the heart to hear?

There, while the dread fublimity of {foul
~ O’erall the ftar.ey’d heaven exalts thy throne,
While worlds beneath immeafurably roll,
And fhew the well-known circuit of thine own,

Wilt thou remark the bluely-bending fhore 2
Where hills and champaigns ftretch abroad their pride,
. Where opening ftreams their lengthieft currents pour,
And heaps of heroes fwell the crimfon tide.

Wilt thou recognize that confus’'d uproar?
Towns curl’d in {moaky columns mounting high,
Mix’d with the clarion’s defolating roar ;

I S i U

Rending and purpling all the nether fky.

Amid the tumult, wilt thou fee afar
Our laurel’d heroes firiving for the day?
‘While clouds, unfolding, ope the wings of war,
Where the grim legions {weep the foes away,
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£nd while their deeds thy bleft approvance claim, -
While crouds of rival chiefs thy guidance fhare,
Behold that firft, that finifh’d heir of fame,
And be the beft of heroes ftill thy care.

. That hero whofe illuminating fword

Lights death and victory through the darken’d field,
Bids realms and ages waken at his word,

Their fire, their foul, their faviour and their fhield,

Behold that Senate, whofe delightful ear
With thy bold eloquence hath often rung,
Where trembling realms, for many a doubtful year,
Have learnt their fure falvation from thy tongue.

While cares of empires {it upon their brow,
And all th’ increafing counfels of ag age,

Demand, alike, bold virtue’s warmeft glow,
And ‘the wide walks of fcience in the {age ; -

Let thy own wifdom’s ever beaming light

- Illume their well-known dignity of foul,
Let thy benevolence their hearts unite,

And every voice, and every with controul.

Lift the deep curtain from the vale of time,
W here unborn years their future circles wind,
W here the broad interefts of a growing clime
Spread to all realms and regulate mankind.

Unfold to their keen penetrating view,
What to the infant empire fhould be known,

That worlds’ and ages’ happinefs or woe,
Hang on th’, impertant iffue of their owgn.
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And fure thou wilt that honor’d realm revere,
Where firlk thine early fteps began their fame,

Where thy lov’d memory, ever doubly dear,
Awakes a tenderer tribute to thy name.

Canft thou forger, when yonthful years begar,
Where opening fcience kindled every grace,
And fmil’d to fee, afcending in the man,
The friend, che pride, the' glory, of his race?’

Where civil rights, the dignity of men, |
And all the extenfive privilege of laws,

Roil’d from thy voice or brighten’d from thy pen,
Compel’d attention and fecur’d applaufe.

Where rifing worth thine early name enroll’d
Among the firft fam’d fathers of the age,

And bade the untarnifh’d charaders of gold
Flame in the front of glory’s de“thlefs_ page.

Attentive fill to virtue’s noble aim,
And greatly {lrenuous to advance her caufe,
Lead thou' her counfels, anithate her flame,
Sire of her {ons, and guardian of her laws.

And fee! aloft in that fublime retreat,

Where injur’d rights obtain their laft appeal,
How penfive juftice o’er thy vacant fear,

With falteripg hand fufpends her turning fcale.

If chance fome Hofmer, with an even eye,
And {kill’d like thee to poize the trembling weight,
Should chear the nymph, thine honor’d place fupply,
And blefs the nations with a longer date ;.
R
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When from 21l bounds of this extenfive land,

Or where wide oceans fpread their coafts abroad,
Dark caufes rife, demanding from his hand,

Th’ impartial deep difcernment of a god ;

Then in his breaft t{aay all thy virtues rife,
And all thy dignity around him fhine,

Then drop thy own bleft mantle from the fkies,
And méke the perfon as the place divine.

He will, my friends th’ unbodied life above,
With every virtue brighten’d and refin’d,

That glow’d below, with patriotic love,
The love of happinels and human kind,

Will burn férener in a purer {ky,

Where broader views and bolder thoughts unroll,
Where univerfal Being fills the eye,

And {wells the unbounded wifhes of the foul.

No tender thought by heaven’s own breath infpir’d,.

Which taught the gentle bofom here to glow,
Which the warm breaft with patriot ardor fir'd,
Or fiole the fecret tear for filent woe ;

No tender thought by heaven’s own will approv’d, ’

Can e’et forfake the manfion firft affign’d ;
But reaches flill the objeét once beluv’d,
And lives immortal in th’ immortal mipd.

Fix’d in a brighter fphere, with furer aim,
Tho’ greater fcenes his growing views employ,

Yer Hofmer kindles with an Hofmer’s flame,
And his dear country feeds his, nobleft joy.
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He {ees our rifing, all-involving caufe,
Spread like the morn to every diftant clime,
. Awake the mild magnificence of laws,
And roll down bleﬂings on the ftream of time.

Nor think, O haplefs fair one, tho’ awhile;
From thy fond arms his happier fpirit rove,
Thar foaring innocence can ceafe to fmile,
Or his Seraphic bofom ceafe to love.

In Heaven’s own breaft the felf-exiftent fires,
E’er time began, illum’d th’ eternal flame,

Lit from the beam, the Archangellic, quires
Preferve th’ unchanging ardor ftill the fame.

And fhall the heaven-born fpirit after death,
Robb’d of its virtues from its nature fly,
Or lofe in climes of blifs the afpiring breath,

Which wing’d its paflage to its’kindred iky ?

Think, in the chambers of eternal morn,
Where beauty blooms along the vernal vale,

W here loves and virtues every {mile adorn,
And hymns of Angels fwell the floating gale ;

Think how his well-known fympathy of foul
Views every pain thy tendernefs can know ;

Counts the full tears in filence as they roll,
And learns the tale of every fpeaking woe.

Thou know’ft, while here, he joy’d to give relief,
To call dark merit to the eye of day,

To rob the filent orphan of her grief,
And breathe the figh from innocence away.
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How did the trembling 'vifage of the. poor,
With grateful glow embolden at his fmils !
And learn, well pleas’d, within his wonted door,
Its joys to cherith, and its cares beguile.

Thou know’ft his early wifh began to prize

The blifs that wayward mortals feldom find, |
That lifts the frequent fuppliant to the fkies,

While anfwering bleflings fill the raptur’d mind.

Know then, fair mourner, from the climes of day,
(While thefe drear fhades of folitude you tread)

His unfeen hand cempanion of thy way, -
Thro’ the dark paths thy wandering fteps fhall Jead.

While all thy virtues. rife before the throne,
And all thy griefs be number’d in his fight,

Thofe fhall refine and ripen with his own,

" And thele be hufh’d in everlafting night.

Thy children too, his images below, ‘ ~1
Fair as’young plants, and fmiling as the morn, N, !
With thy own lovelinefs fhall learn to glow, : 1
And all thy graces brighten and adorn. 1

Short is the date that virtue from its home,
In thefe deep fhades, can fuffer and refine ;

Apd when kind heaven relieves it from the doom,
Ours be the choice to tremble and refign.

Vain were the talk, the darin/g thought were vain,
To check the fun’s bold circuit as he flies ;

Nor think the cling of fondnefs can detain
The foaring {eraph from his kindred fkies. :



#-‘1

SELECTED POETRY. 1y

Then ceafe, fond partner of his earthly joys,
And leave behind each unavailing care ;

Think what a fcene his happier flight employs,
And hafte to meet him and to mingle there.

At ol B <X
On the burning of FAIRFIELD, in CONNECTICUT.

Written on the [pot,—anno 177g.

BY coL. Davip HUMPHREYS.

, YE fmoking ruins, marks of hofiile ire,
Ye athes warm, which drink the tears that flow,
Ye defolated plains my voice infpire,
And give foft mufic to the fong of woe !

How pleafant, Fairfield, on th’ enraptur’d {ight ,
Rofe thy tall {pires, and op’d thy focial halls !

How oft my bofom beat with pure delight,
At yonder fpot, where ftand the darken’d walls!

But there the voice of mirth refounds no more,
A filent fadnefs through the flreets prevails,
The diftant main alone is heard to roar,
And hollow chimnies hum with fullen gales;

Save where fcorch’d elms th’ untimely foliage.fhed,
Which ruftling hovers'round the faded green;

Save where at twilight mourners frequent tread,
’Mid recent graves o’er defolation’s fcene.-
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How chang’d the blifsful profpe&®, when compar’d
Thefe glooms funereal with thy former bloom :
Thy hofpitable rights when Tryon fhar’d,
Long ere he feal’'d thy melancholly dcom.

That impious wretch, with coward voice decreed
Defencelefs domes and hallow’d fanes to duft,

Beheld with fneering {mile the wounded bleed,
And fpurr’d his bands to rapine, blood and luft.

Vain was the widow’s, vain the orphan’s cry,
To touch his feelings or to footh his rage ;
Vain the fair drop that roll’d from beauty’s eye,

Vain the dumb grief of fupplicaiing age.

Could Tryon hope to quench the patriot flame,
Or make his deeds furvive in glory’s page?
Could Britons feek of favages the fame,
Or deem it conqueft thus the war to wage?

s ok g o it e

Yes, Britons fcorn the councils of the fkies,
Extend wide havoc, fpurn the infulted foes!

Th’ infulted foes to tenfold vengeance rife,

~ Refiftance growing as the danger grows.

Red in their wounds and pointing to the plain,
The vifionary fhapes before me ftand;

The thunder burfts, the battle burns again, |
And kindling fires encrimfon all the firand.— _

Long dufky wreaths of fmoke, relutant driven,
In blackening volumes o’er the landfcape bend ;

Here the broad fplendor blazes high to heaven,
There umber’d fireams in purple pomp afcend-
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In fiery eddies round the tott’ring walls,
Emirting fparks, the lighter fragments fly ;
With frightful crath the burning manfion falls,
The works of years in glowing embers lye.

Tryon! behold thy fanguine flames afpire,
Clouds ting’d with dyes intolerably bright!

Behold well pleaf’d the village wrap’d in fire;
Let one wide ruin glut thy rayifh’d fight!

Ere fades the grateful fcene, indulge thine eye,
See age and ficknefs tremuloufly {low,

Creep from the flames—fee babes in torture d'ye._.
And mothers fwoon in agonies of woe. i

Go, gaze, enraptured with the mother’s tear,
The infant’s terror, and the captive’s pain,

Where no bold bands can check thy curft career;
Mix fire with blood on each unguarded plain.'

Thefe be thy triumphs ! this thy boafted fame !
Daughters of mem’ry, raife the deathle(s {fongs!
Repeat through endlefs years his hated name,

119

Embalm his crimes and teach the world our wrongs !
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ON-LievTENaNT D HarT*

:Vol: Aid to Gen. Waynes

L)

BY THE SAMEs.

[
I

7 HEN autumn all humid and drear
With darknefs and ftorms in his traine

Announcing the death of the year,

Deipoil’d of its verdure the plain':
When horror congenial prevail’d,

Where graves are with fearfulne(s trod,
De Hart by 'his fifter was wail'd,

His fifter thus figh’d oer his fod :

¢ Near Hudfon, a fort, on thefe banks,
¢¢ Its flag of defiance unfurl’d :
« He led to the ftorm the firft ranks;
¢« On them, iron tempefts were hurl’d.
¢ Tranfpierc’d was his breaft with a ball—
¢ His breaft a red fountain fupply’d,
" € Which, gufhing in waves ftill and fmall,
¢¢ Diftain’d his white bofom and fide.

<« His vifage was ghaftly in death, . ]
¢ His hair, that fo lavifhly curl’d,
¢« T faw, as he lay on the heath, 1
¢ In bloed, and with dew-drops impearl’d. |

* This young warrior was killed in the attack on the
block-houfe, near Fort Lee, 1780.
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¢¢ How dumb is the tongue, that could fpeak
¢« Whate’er could engage and delight !
¢« How faded the rofe on his cheek !
¢«¢ Thofe eyes, how envelop’d in night !
¢¢ Thofe eyes, that ilfumin’d each foul,
¢ All darken’d to us are now grown:
«¢ In far other orbits they roll,
¢ Like ftars to new fyftems when gone.
¢ My brother, the pride of the plain,
¢¢ In vain did the graces adorn ;
« & His bloffom unfolded in vain,
¢ To die like the bloflom of morn.

¢ Oh war, thou haft wafted our climey
¢¢ And tortur’d my bofom with fighs:
s¢ My brother, who fell ere his prime,
¢¢ Forever is torn from my eyes:
¢ To me, how diftracting the ftorm,
¢ That blafted the youth in his bloom !
¢¢ Alas, was fo finifh’d a form
¢¢ Defign’d for fo early a tomb ?

¢ How bright were the profpeéts that fhone !
¢¢ Their ruin ’tis mine to deplore—
t¢ Health, beauty, and youth were his own,
¢¢ Health, beauty, and youth are no mores
¢¢ No bleflings of nature and art,
¢¢ Nor mufic that charm’d in the fong,
¢¢ Nor virtues that glow’d in the heart,
¢¢ Dear youth, could thy moments prolong !

S
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¢ Thrice {ix times the fpring had renew’d
¢ lts youth and its charms for the boy ;
¢« With rapture all nature he view’d,
¢« For nature he knew to enjoy-.
¢« But chiefly his country could cHarm ¢
¢« He felt—'twas a generous heat—
¢ With drums and the trumpet’s alarmy
¢« His pulfes in confonance beat.

¢ Ye heroes, to whom he was dear,
¢¢ Come weep o'er this forfowful urn,
¢¢ Come eafe the full heart with a rear—
¢ My hero will never return :
¢ He died in the dawn of applaufe,
¢« His country demanded his breath ;
¢¢ Go, heroes, defend the fame caufe,
¢« Avenge with your country his death.””

So fung on the top of the rocks,
The virgin in forrow more fair ;
In tears her blue eyes; and her locks
Of auburn flew loofe on the air.
I heard, as pafs’d down the ftream ;
The guards of the foe were in view ;-
To enterprize fir'd by the theme,
I bade the fweet mourner adieu.

R
w
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MOUNT VERNON:
AN Op=E

: BY THE SAME.

————

Y broad Potowmack’s azure tide,
Where Vernon’s mount, in fylvan pride,
Difplays its beauties far,
Great Wathington, to psiceful thades,
Where no unhallow’d wifh invades,
Retir'd from fields of war.

Angels might fee, with joy, the fage,

Who taught the battle where to rage,
Or fquench’d its fpreading flame,

On works of peace employ that hand,

Which wav’d the blade of high command,
And hew’d the path to fame.

Let others fing his deeds in arms,

A nation fav’d, and conqueft’s charms :
Pofterity fhall hear,

*Twas mine, return’d from Europe’s courts,

To fhare his thoughts, partake his fports,
And footh his partial ear. ‘

To thee, my friend, thefe lays belong :

Thy happy feat infpires my fong,
With gay, perénnial blooms,

With fruitage fair, and cool retreats,

Whofe bow’ry wildernefs of {weets
The ambient air perfumes.

123



)

124 SELECTED POETRY.

Here {pring its earlieft buds difplays,
Here lateft on the leaflefs fprays,
The plumy people fing ;
The vernal thow’r, the rip’ning year,
Th’ autumnal ftore, the winter drear,
For thee new pleafures bring. 2
" Here lapp'd in philofophic eafe,
Within thy walks, beneath thy trees,
Amidft thine ample farms,
No' vulgar converfe heroes hold,
But paft or future fcenes unfold,
Or 'dwell on nature’s charms.

W hat wond’rous era have we feen,
Plac’d on this ithmus, half between
" A rude and polifh’d flate!
We faw the war tempeftuous rife,
In arms a world, in blood the fkies,
In doubt and empire’s fate.

“The ftorm is calm’d, feren’d the heav’n,
And mildly o’er the climes of ev'n,
Expands th’ imperial day :
« O God, the {ource of light fupreme,
¢¢ Shed on our dufky morn a gleam,
¢«¢ To guide our doubtful way !

<«¢ Reftrain, dread pow’r, our land from crimes !
¢ What feeks, tho’ bleft beyond all times,
¢«¢ So querulous an age?
¢¢ What means to freedom fuch difguft,
s Of change, of anarchy the luft,
¢¢ The ficklenefs and rage?’
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So fpake his country’s friend, with fighs,
To find that country ftll d'e{'pife'

The legacy he gave— . . i
And half he fear’d his toils were vain,
And much that man would court a chain,

And live through vice a flave.

A tranfient gloom o rercaft his mind:
Yet, fiill on providence reclin’d,”
The patriot fond believ'd,
That pow’r benign too much had done,
To leave an empire’s talk begun,
Imperfedly achiev'd.

Thus buoy’d with hope, with virtue bleft,
Of ev’ry human blifs poffeft,
He meets the happier hours;
His {kies affume a lovelier blue,
His profpeés brighter rife to view,
And fairer bloom his flow’rs.

K
ESH
v_sl
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AN ODE.

ADDRESSED TO LAURA.

BY THE SAME,
—7‘_‘

OH, lovely Laura; may a youth,
Infpir’d by beauty, urg’d by truth,
Difclofe the heart’s alarms, >
The fire in raptur'd breafts that glows,
Th’ impaffion'd pang on love that grows,
And dare to {ing thy charms!

Enough with war my lay has rung;
A‘ fofter theme awakes my tongue ;
" ’Tis beauty’s force divine :
Can I refift that air, that grace,
The harmony of form and face?
Yor ev’ry charm is thine.

Of health, of youth th’ expanding flufh,
Of virgin fear the flying blufh,
With crimfon ftain thy cheek :
The bee fuch ne@ar never fips,
As yield the rofe-buds of thy lips,
When fweetly thou doft fpeak.

?Tis thine the heavieft heart to cheer,
Thofe accents, drank with eager ear,
So mufically roll ;
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- Where fwells the breaft, the fnow-white fkin

Scarce hides the fecret thoughts within;
Nor needs difguife that foul.

B ———

With thee, of cloudnefs days I dream ;

Thy eyes, in morning fplendors, beam
So exquifitely fair—

What tafte! as@’er thy Back and breaft;

In light-brown ringléts neatly dreft
Devolves a length of hair.

3

Unblam’d, oh, let me gaze and gaze,
L'_ ‘While love-fick fancy fondly firays,
And feafts on many a kifs ;—
For us let tides of raptare roll, .
And may we mingle {oul with {oul,
In extacies of blifs !

Tre GENIUS of AMERICA,
X8 0 NC
Tune,—~The watry God, &.

BY THE SAME.

; WHERE fpirits dwell and fhad’wy forms,
F On Andes’ cliffs mid black’ning ftorms,
' With livid lightnings curl’d :
The awful genius of our clime,
In thunder rais’d his voice fublime,
And hufh’d the lift’ning world.
-
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¢ In lonely waves and waftes of earth,-
¢ A mighty empire claims its birth, -

¢ And heav’n afferts the claim 3
The fails that hang in yon dim fky,
Proclaim the promis’d era nigh,

¢ Which wakes a world to fame.

' i

<

3

-~

“ Hail ye firft bounding barks that roarh, .

¢¢ Blue-rumbling billows topp’d with foam, S

¢ Which keel ne’er plongh’d before! -

Here funs perform their ufelefs round,

¢ Here rove the naked tribes embrown’d
“ Who feed on hvmg gore.

[4

~

¢ To midnight orgies, off’ring dire,
¢ The human facrifice on fire,
“-A heav’nly light fucceeds—
¢¢ But, lo! what horrors intervene, |
¢¢ The toils fevere, the carnag’d fcene,
¢ And more than mortal deeds!

<« Ye FA:I‘HERS, fpread your fame afar,

« *Tis yours to {till the founds of war,

¢ And bid the flaughter ceafe;

The peopling hamlets wide extend,

¢ The harvefts fpring, the fpires afcend,
¢« Mid grateful fongs of peace.

~

¢

~

4

~

Shall fteed to fteed, and man to man,
With difcord thund’ring in the van,
¢ Again deftroy the blifs? ; : \
¢ Enough my myftic words reveal, - ] F A
¢ The reft the fhades of night conceal, |
¢« In fate’s profound abyfs.”

»

4

N
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AN EPISTLE 7o pr. DWIGHT.*
On board the Courier de l’Europe; July 30, 1783-

BY THE SAME.

F ROM the wide watry wafte, where nought but fkies
And mingling waves falute the aching eyes;

~

Where the fame movmg circle bounds the view,

And paints with vap’ry tints the billows blue ;

To thee, my early friend! to thee, dear D\Vlght!

Fond recollection turns, while thus I write ; ¢
While I refle&, no change of time or place, i
The impreflions of our friend(hip can efface ;

Nor peace, nor war, tho’ chang’d for us the {cene,

‘Tho’ mountains rife, or oceans roll bet\veenﬁ

Too deep thar facred paflion was impreft

On my young heart, too deep it m ark’d your breaft 5
Your breaft which alks the feelmgs of your friend,

What chance betides him, or whattoils atrend 2

T hen hear themufe, in fea-born numbers tell

In mind how cheerful, and in health how well ;

And ev’n that mufe will deign to let you know,

What thingé concur to make and keep him fo,

‘ T,

# For Dr. Dwight’s letter to Col. Humphreys; {ca
page 75° : ‘

————
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We go, protected by fupernal care, :
With cloudlefs {kies, and funs ferenely fair ;
While o’et the unrufiled main the gentle gale
Confenting breathes, and fills each fwelling fail 5 |
Confcious of fafety in the f{elf-fame hand,
Which guides us on the ocean or the land.

Of thee, fair bark ! the mufe prophetic {ings,
¢ Europe’s fwift Meffenger ! expand thy wings,
¢ Rear thy tall mafts, extend thine ample arms,
¢¢ Catch the light breeze, nor dread impending harms.
¢¢ Full oft fhalt thou, if aught the mufe avails,
¢¢ Wing the broad deep with fuch delightful gales;
¢ Full oft to either world announce glad news,
¢¢ Of allied realms promote the friendly views;
¢ So fhall each diftant age affert thy claim,
¢ And Europe’s Meffenger be known to fame 1

What the’ this plain {o uniform and vaft,
Ilimitably {preads its dreary wafte;
What tho’ noifles, nor vales, nor hills, nor groves,
Meet the tired eye that round the horizen roves ;
" Yet, flill colle&ed in a narrow bound,
Ten thoufand little pleafures may be found.

Here we enjoy accommedations good,
With pleafant liquors, and well-flavor’d foed,
Meats nicely fatten’d in Columbian fields,
And lufcious wines, that Gallia’s vintage yields,
On which you bards (’twas foin former days)
Might feaft your wit, and lavifh all your praife.

Within our thip, well-furnifh’d, roomy, clean,
Come fee she ufes of each different fcene.
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Far in the prow, for culinary ufe, _ '
Fires, not poetic, much good cheer produce ;
The ovens there our daily bread afford,
And thence the viandsload our plenteous board.

See various landfcapes fhade our dining hall,
W here mimic nature wantons round the wall,
There no vain pomp appears, there all is neaf,
And there cool zephyrs fanning, as we eat,
Avert the fervors of the noon-tide ray,
And give the mildnefs of the vernal day.

See the great cabin nigh, its doorsvunfold,
Shew fleeting forms from mirrors fix’d in gold !
O’er painted ceilings brighter profpeéis rife,
Aand rural fcenes again delight our eyes:

There oft from converfe or from focial fports,
We drink delight lefs dafh’d than that of courts.

But when more fober cares the hour requires,
Each to his cell of folitude retires ;
His bed, his books, his paper, Pen and ink,
Prefent the choice, to reft, toread, or think.

Yet what would all avail to prompt the fmile,
Cheer the fad breaft, or the dull hour beguile ;
If well-bred paflengers, difcreet and free,
‘Were not at band to mix in focial glee ?
. Such my companions,~—{uch the mufe {hall tel,
' Him firt, whom once you knew in war fo well,
Our Polith friend,* whofe name flill founds fo hard,
To make it rhyme would puzzle any bard ;

“* General Kofciufzko.




132 SELECTED POETRY.

That youth, whom bays and laurels early’crown’d, . =~ 1
For virtue, f{cience, arts, and arms, renown’d.
Next him, behold, to grace our watry fcene,

An honeit German lifts his generous mien ;

Him Carolina fends to Europe’s fhore,

Canals and inland waters 1o explore ;

From thence return’d, fhe hopes to fee her tide,
In commerce rich, thro’ ampler channels glide.
INext comes the bleak Quebec’s well-natured fon ;
And laft our naval chief, the friend of fun;

W hole plain, frank manners, form’d on fickle feas,
Are cheerful ftill, and always aim to pleafe :

Nor lefs the other chiefs their zeal difplay,

To make us happy as themfelves are gay.

Sever’d from all fociety but this,
Half way from either world we plough the aby{s s
Save the fmall fea-bird and the fith that flies,

“On yon blue waves no object meets my eyes.

Wor has the infidious hook, with lures, beguil’d
Of peopled vcean fearce a fingle child.

Yet lucklefs Dolphin, erft to Ariont true,
Nought could avail thy beauteous, tranfient hue H
As o’er the deck, in dying pang you roll’d,
Wrrapt in gay rain-bows and pellucid gold.

¢

Now fee that wand’rer bird, fatigued wifh flight
O’er many a watry league, is forc’d to light

e ——— ‘
4 Tle fedet, eitharamque tenet, pretiumque vehendi
Cantat, et &quoreas carmine mulcet aquas.

Cuid. F‘iﬂo 2
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High on the maft,—the bird our feamen take,
Tho’ fcar’d, too tir'd its refuge to forfake:

- Fear not fweet bird, nor Jlld.ge our motives 111

No barb’rous man, now means thy blood to {pill,
Or hold thee cag’d ; foon as we reach the fhore,
Free fhalt thou fly, and gaily fing and foar.!

Another grateful fight now cheers the eye,
At firft a fnow-white {pot in yon clear fky ; ‘
Then thro’ the optic tube a fhip appears,
And now diftin& athwart the billows veers :
Daughter of ocean, made to blefs mankind !
Go, range wide waters on the ngsuf wind 3
With friendly intercourfe far climes explore,
Their produce barter, and increafe their ftore;
Ne’er faw my eye fo.fair a pageant fwim,

As thou appear’ft, in all thy gallant trim}

Amus’d with trivial things,. reclin’d at eafe,
While the {wift bark divides the fummer feas;
Your bard (for paft négle& to make-amends)
Now writes to you, anon to other friends.

Anon the fcene, in Europe’s polifh’d climes,
W ill give new themes for philofophic rhjfmc;,
Ope broader fields for reafon to explore,
Improvements vaft of {cientific lore ! '

*Thro’ nations bleft with peace, but firong in arms,

Refin'dinarts, and apt for focial charms,

28

Your friend will ftray, and ftriv e, with f’cudlous care, '

To mark whate’er is ufeful, great, or rare ;
. b '
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Search the fmall fhades of manners in their lives, |
What policy prevails, how commerce thrives ;
How morals form of happinefs the bafe,

How others differ from Columbia’s race 3

And, gleaning knowlege from the realms he rov’d,
Bring home a patriot heart, enlarg’d, improv'd.

& 08, 9. N.G.
Tranflated from the French.

BY THE SAME.

T rains, itrains, my fair,
Comie drive your white fheep faft :
To fhelter quick repair, *
Hafte, fhepherdefs, make hafte.

I hear—the water pours,
With patt’ring on the vines ;
See here ! fee here! it lours—
See there the lightning fhinese
The thunder doft thou hear ?
Loud roars the rufhing ftorm :
Take (while we run, my dear)
Protedtion from my arm,
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1 fee our cot, ah bold!
Mama and fifter Nance,
To open our fheep-fold,
Moft cheerily advance. s

God blefs my mother dear,
My fifter Nancy toao'!
I bring my {weet-heart here,
"To fleep to night with you. 2

Go, dry yourfelf, my friend,

And make yourfelf at home-——
Sifter, on her attend :

Come in, {weet lambkirs, come.

Mama, let’s take goc’d care
Of all her pretty fheep ;

Her little lamb we’ll fpare
More ftraw whereon to fleep.

’Tis done—now let us hafte
To her ;j—you here, my fair!
Undrefs’d, oh what a waift! :
My mother, look you there.

Let’s fup; come take this place,
You fhall be next to me ;

This pine-knot’s cheerful blaze
Shall fhine dire@ on thee.

- Come tafte this cream fo {weet,

This {yllabub fo warm;
Alas ! you do not eat :
Yoy feel ev’n yet the ftorm,
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?Twas wrong—I prefs’d too much
Your fteps, when on the way:

But here, fee here your couch—
There {leep'till dawn of day

With gold the mountain tips :—
Good night, good night, my dove:
Now let me on your lips,
Imprint one kifs of love.

Mama and 1 will come,
When morn begins to fhine,
To fee my {weet-heart home,
And alk her hand for mine.

e
WSS
bl
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E P T AR H
Oz a Patient killed by a Cancer Quacks

By DRr. LEMUEL HoPKINS.

ERE lies a fool flat on his back,
The viQim of a Cancer Quack ;
_Who loft his money and his life,
By plaiter, cauftic, and by knife.
The cafe was this—a pimple rofe,
South-eaft a little of his nofe ;
Which daily reden’d and grew bigger,
As too much drinking gave it vigour
A fcore of goflips foon enfure
. Full three fcore diffrent modes of cures
But yet the full-fed pimple ftill
Defied all petticoated fkill 5
‘When fortune led him 1o perufe :
A hand-bill in the weekly news ;
Sign’d by fix fools of diff*rent forts,
All cur’d of cancers made of warts;
Who recommend, with due fubmiffion,
This cancer-monger as magician ;
- Fear wing’d his flight to find the quack,
- And prove his cancer-curing knack ;
. But on his way he found another,-= -
:k A fecond advertifing brother : j
U 5
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But as much like him as an owl
Is unlike every handfome fowl;
Whofe fame had rais’d as broad a fog,
And of the two the greater hog :
~ Who us’d a flill more magic plaiftér,

That {weat forfooth, and cur’d the fafter.
This dotor view’d, with moony eyes

And fecowl’d up face, the pimple’s fize ;

Then chriften’d it in folemn anfwer,

And cried, ¢ This pimple’s name is CANCER.”?
¢ But courage, friend, I fee you're pale,

¢¢ My fweating plaifters never fail ;
¢ P’ve fweated hundreds out with eafe,

€ With roots as long as maple trees;

¢¢ And never fail'd in all my trials—
¢ Behold thefe famples here in vials !
¢ Preferv'd to fhew my wond’rous merits,

¢¢ Juft as my liver is—in fpjrits. :

a

¢¢ For twenty joes the cure is done—"’
The bargain flruck, the plaifter on,
Which gnav."d.thc cancer at its leifure,
- And pain’d his face above all meafure.
Baut fiill the pimple {pread the fafter,
And {well’d, like road that meets difafters
Thus foil’d, the doctor gravely fwore,
It was a right rofe-cancer fore ;
*Then fluck his probe beneath the beard,
And fhew’d them where the leaves appear’d ;
And rais’d the patient’s drooping fpirits, =
By praifing up the plaifter’s merits,—

e i~

P ..



; SELECTED POETRY.

Quoth he, ¢ The roots now fcarcely ftick—
« I’]l fetch her out like crab or tick;

«¢ And make it rendezvous, next trial,

¢ With fix more plagues, in my old vial.””
Then purg’d him pale with jalap draftic,
And next applies th’ infernal cauftic.

But yet, this femblance bright of hell
Serv’d but to make the patient yell ;
And, gnawing on with fiery pace,
Devour’d one broadfide of his face—

¢ Courage, ’tis done,’ the doctor cried,
And quick th’ incifion knife applied :
That with three cuts made fuch a hole,
Oat flew the patient’s tortur’d foul!

Go, readers, gentle, eke and fimple,
If you have wart, or corn, or pimple;
To quack infallible apply ;

Here’s room enough for you to lie.
His fkill triumphant flill prevails,
For DEATH’S a cure that never fails.

- BY THE §AME.

LEST is the man, who from the womb,
ik To faintfhip him betakes,

ﬁ And when too foon his child fhall come,

A long confeflion makes. /

et -

o

THE HYPOCRITE’s HOPE. .

139
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‘When next in Broad Church-alley, he
Shall take his former place,

Relates his paft iniquity,
And confequential grace.

Declares how long by Satan vex’d,
From truth he did depart,

And tells the time, and tells the texe,
That {mote his flinty heart.

He ftands in half-way-cov’nant fure ;
Full five long years or more,

One foot in church’s pale fecure,
The other out of door.

Then riper grown in gifts and grace,
With ev’ry rite complies,

And deeper lengthens down his face,
And higher rolls his eyes.

He tones like Pharifee fublime,
Two lengthy prayers a day,

The {ame that he from early prime,
Had heard his father fay.

Each+Sunday perch’d on bench of pew,
To pafling prieft he bows,

Then loudly *mid the quav’ring erew,
Attunes his vocal nofe. '

With awful look then rifes {low,
And pray’rful vifage four,

More fit to fright the apoftate foe,
Then {eek a pard’ning power.

!
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Then nodding hears the fermon next,

' From prieft haranguing loud ;

And doubles down each quoted text,
From Genefis to Jude.

And when the prieft holds forth addrefs,
To old ones born anew,
With holy pride and wrinkled face,
He rifes in his pew. -

2
?
9
b

Good works he careth nought about,
But faith alone will feek,

While Sunday’s pieties blot out
The knaveries of the week.

He makes the poor his daily pray’r,
Yet drives them from his board.:

And though to his own good he fwear,
Thro’ habit breaks his word. -

This man advancing frefh and fair, -
Shall all his race complete ;

And wave at laft his hoary hair,
Arrived in Deacon’s feat.

" There fhall he all church honours have,

" By joyous brethren given—

Till prieft in fun’ral fermon grave,
Shall fend him ftraight to heaven.

R
¥
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ON GENERAL ETHAN ALLEN.

BY THE SAME.

O Allen ’fcaped from Britith jails,

His tufhes broke by biting nails.
Appears in hyperborean {kies,
To tell the world the bible lies.
See him on green hills north afar
Glow like a felf-enkindled ftar,
Prepar’d (with mob-colledting club
- Black from the forge of Belzebub,
And grim with metaphyfic fcowl,
With quill juft pluck’d from wing of owl)
As rage or reafon rife or fink
To fhed his blood, or fhed his ink.
Behold infpired from Vermont dens,
The feer of Antichrift defcends,
To feed new mobs with Hell-born manna
In Gentile lands of Sufquehanna;
And teach the Pennfylvania quaker
High blafphemies againft his maker.
Behold him move ye ftaunch divines! '
His tall head buftling through the pines;
All front he feems like wall of brafs,
And brays tremendous as an afs ;
One hand is clench’d tobatter nofes,
While t’other ferawls ’gainft Paul and Mofes.

P

o

NI




55£-LEC;FE?D'POETRY. 143

AN ORATION,

Which might have been delivered to the Students in Ana.
tomy, on the late Rupture between the two Schools in
this city.*

THE ARGUMENT.
- ADDRESS—the folly and danger of, diffention—the Orator

enumerates the enzmies. of the fraternity—reminds them
of a late unfeafonable interruption—a night fcene in the
Potter’s Field---he laments the want of true zeal in the
brotherhood --and boafls of his ewn---the force of a ruling
paffion---the earth confidered as a great animal-=-the paf-
fion of love not the fame in a true fon of Efeulapius as in
other men---bis own amour=--w picfure of his mifire(s in
bigh tafte---fbews his learning in the defcription of her
mouth, arm and hand---his miftrefs dies---his grief---and
extraordinary confolation---his unparaliel’d fidelity----he
apologizes for giving this hiftory of his amour---the great
difficulties Anatomifts have to encounter in the prefent times,
arifing from falfe delicacy, prejudice and ignorance---a
Jtrong inftance in proof that it was not fo formerly---curi-
ous argument to prove the inconfiftency of the prefent opin-
ions refpecting the practice---he mentions many obftacles
in the road to fcience---and reproaches them for their intef-
tine broils, at a time when not only popular clamour is
boud, but eventhe powers of government are exerted againft
them---he then encourages his brethren with hopes of better
times, founded on the eftablifbment of the College of Phyfi-
cians---is infpired with the idea of the future glory of that
inftitutions--and prophefies great things.

: FRIENDS and aﬂbciats! lend a patient ear,
e Sufpend inteftine broils and reafon hear.

e followers of F
. Ye fons of S

your wrath forbear—
your inveétives fpare ;

* This Poem is afcribed to the late Hen. Francis Hopkin-
fon, Efg. L. L. D. Federal Judge for the Diftrict of Penn.
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The fierce diffention your high minds purfue
Is fport for others—ruinous to you.

Surely fome fatal influenza reigns,
Some epidemic rabies turns your braing—
Is this a time for brethren to engage
In public conteft and in party rage?
Fell difcord triumphs in your doubtful ftrife
And, fmiling, whets her anatomic knife;
Prepar’d to cut our precious limbs away
And leave the bleeding body to decay.—

Seck ye for foes !—alas, my friends, look round,
In ev’ry ftreet, fee num’rous foes abound!
Methinks I hear them cry, in varied tones,
¢ Give us our father’s,—brother’s,—fifter’s bones.”?
Methinks I fee a mob of failor’s rife—
Revenge !—Revenge ! they cry—and damn their eyes—

NOTE,---continued.

fylvania, &c.&c.—The occafion of its being written, was
this: A Difpute arole between the Medical Students who
had atrached themfelves to two Anatemical Profeflors, in
the city of Philadelphia. This Difpute was carried on for

a confiderable time, and with great violence. Refolutions
of Committees,— Journals of Meeungs,—&c. &c. were
printed ; and the town was threatened with a deluge of un.
interefting publications. In this fituation of affairs, Dr. |
Hopkinfon took up the pen; and by the well-tim’d raillery
of the following Poem, filenced the contending parties, re-
ftored peace to the Schools, and agreeably entertained the
Lovers of Poetry and Humour.—This Poem is reprinted
from the 4to edition, publithed by T\ Dobfon and T. Lang,
¥ebruary 1789, |
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Revenge for comrade Jack, whofe fleth, they {ay,

~ You minc’d to morfels and then threw away .

Methinks I fee a black infernal train—

The genuine offspring of accurfed Cain

Fiercely on you their angry looks are bent,

They grin and gibber dangerous difcontent,

And feem to fay,—¢¢ Is there not imneat enough 2

¢ Ah! mafla cannibal, why eat poor CurF?”?

Ev'n hoftile watchmen ftand in ftrong array

And o’er our heads their threat’ning ftaves difplay;
How! hideous difcord thro’ the noon of night,

And fhake their dreadful lanthornsin our fight.

Say, are not thefe fufficient to engage
Your high wrought fouls eternal war to wage 2
Combine your ftrength thefe monfters to fubdue
No friends of fcience, and fworn foes to you;
On thefe,—on thefe your wordy vengeance pour,
And ftrive cur fading glory to reftore.

Ah'! think how, late, our mutilated rites
And midnight orgies, were by fudden frights
And loud alarms profan’d—the facrifice,
Stretch’d on a board before our eager eyes,
All naked lay—ev’n when our chieftain ftood
Like a high prieft, prepar’d for fhedding blood 4
Prepar’d, with wondrous fkill, to cut or {lafl
The gentle fliver or the deep drawngafh ;
Prepar’d to plunge ev’n elbow deepin gore
Nature and nature’s fecrets to explore—
Then a tumultuous cry—a fudden tear—
Proclaim’d the foe—the enraged foe is near—

. w
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In fome dark hole the hard got corfe waslaid,
And we, in wild confufion, fled difmay’d.

= Think how, like b;'ethren, we have fhar’d the toil,
W hen in the Potter’s Field* we fought for fpoil ;
Did midnight ghofts, and death, and horror, brave,
To delve for fciencein the dreary grave.
Shall [ remind you of that awful night
W hen our compaéted band maintain’d the fight
Againft an armed hoft?—fierce was the fray,
And yet we bore our fheeted prize away.
Firm on a horfe’s back the corfe was laid,
High blowing winds the winding fheet difplay’d ;
Swift flew the freed—but ftill his burthen bore—
Fear made him fleet, who ne’er was flcet before ;
O’er tombs and funken graves he cours’d around,
Nor cught refpected confecrated ground.
Mean time the battle rag’d—fo loud the firife,
The dead were almoft frighten’d into life ;
Tho’ not vitorius, yet we fcorn’d to yield,

' Retook our prize, and left the doubtful field.

In this degen'rate age, alas! how few
The paths of fcience with true zeal purfue?
Some trifling conteft, fome delufive joy,

Tigo oft thegnlteady minds of youth employ.
" For me—whom EscuLapius hath infpir’d—

I boaft a foul withlove of fcience fir'd ;
By one great objed is my heart pofleft ;
- Ge ruling paflion quite abforbs the reft ;

¥ The Negro burial ground,
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In this brig}it point my hopes and fears unite,
And one purfuit alone can give delight.

To me things are not as to vulgar eyes,

T would all nature’s works anatomize :

This world a living monfter leems, to me,

Rolling and fporting in the aerial fea; Y
" The foil encompafles her rocks and ftones Wi
As flefh in animals encircles bones. ‘m‘i

I fee vaft ocean, like a heart in play,

Pant fjftole and diafttole ev’ry day,

And by unnumber’d venus ftreams fupply’d

Up her broad rivers force the arterial tide.

The world’s great lungs, monfoonsand trade-winds fhew
From eaft to weft, from weft to eaft they blow

Alternate refpiration
The hills are pimples which earth’s face defile,
And burning Etna, an eruptive boil :

On her high mountains hairy forefts grow,

And downy grafs o’erfpreads the vales below ;
From her vaft body perfpirations rife,
Condenfe in clouds and float beneath the fkies.
Thus fancy, faithful fervant of the heart,
Transforms all nature by her magic art.

3

Ev’n mighty LoVE, ‘whofe power all power controuls,
Is not, in me, like lovein other fouls ; ; .’
Yet I have lov’d---and Cuprip’s fubtle dart
Hath thro’ my pericardium pierc’d my heart.

Brown Capavera did my foul enfnare,

Was all my thought by night, and daily care;
I lor_ag"d to claip, in her tranfcendent charms,
A living fkeleton within my arms.
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Long, lank and lean, my CADAVERA ftood,
Like the tall pine, the glory of the wood ;

" Ofttimes I gaz’d; with learned fkill to trace
The fharp edg'c% eauties of her bony face :
There rofe O frontis prominent and bold,

In deep funk ordits_ two large eye-balls roll’d,

Beneath thofe eye- balls two arch’d bones were feen

.Vherbofn two flabby cheeks hung loofe and lean ;
Between thofe cheeks, protuberant arofe,

in form triangular, her lovely nofe,

Like EcypT’s pyramid it feerh’d b rife,

Scorn earth, and bid defiance to the {kies 3
Tlin were her lips, and of a fallowshue,

Her open mouth expos’d her teeth to views .
Projetting firong, protuberant and wide

Steod mcz/bre:«-and on either fide

The canine rang’d, with many a beauteous flaw,
And laft the grinders, to fill up the jaw;

All in their 4lveoli fix’d fecure,

Articulated by gomphofis fure.

Around her mouth perpetual {miles had made
Wrinkles wherein the loves and graces play’d ;
There, ftretch’d and rigid by continual ftrain,
Appear’d the zygomatic mufcles plain,

And broad montarus o’er her peeked chin
Extended, to {upport the heavenly grin.

In amorous dalliance oft I ftroak’d her arm,
Each rifing mufcle was a rifing charm.

. O’er the flexqres my fond fingers play’d,

I found inftruétion with delight convey’d;

T L
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" There carpus, cubitus and radius too 1
i Were plainly felt and manifeft to view.
No mufcles on her lovely hand were feen,
But only bones envelop’d by a {kin.

Long were her fingers.and her knucklesbare,
Much like the claw-foot of a walnut chair.

So plain was complex matacarpus thewn, .
It might be fairly counted bone by bone.

Her {lender phalanxes were well defin’d,

¢ And each with each by ginglymus combin’d.

| _Such were the charms thaf did my fancy fire,

And love..-chafte {cientific love infpire.

-

At length my CapaveRrA fell beneath
The fatal ftroke of all fubduing death :
Three days in grief..-three nights in tears I {pent,
And fighs inceflant gave my forrows vent.

Few are the examples of a love {o true.--
Ev’n from her death I confolation drew,
And in a fecret hour approach’d her grave,
Refolv’d her precious corfe from worms to fave;
With active hafte remov’d the incumbent clay,
~ Seiz’d the rich prize and bore my love away.

Her naked charms now lay before my fight,
I gaz’d with rapture and fupreme delight,
Nor could forbear, in extafy, to cry---
Beneath that fhrivell’d fkin what treafures lie !
Then feafted to the full my amorous foul, -
And {kinn’d, and cut, and{lafh’d without controul,

*Twas then I faw, what long I'd with'd to fee,
That heart which panted oft for love and me---
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In detail view’d the form T once ador’d,
And nature’s hidden myfteries explor’d.

Alas! too truly did the wife man {ay
That flefh is grafs, and fubject to decay :
Not {o the bones ; of fubftance firm and hard,
Long they remain the Anatomift’s reward.
Wife nature, in her providential care,
Did, kindly, bones from vile corruption fpare,
That fons their fathers’ {fkeletons might have,
And heaven-born {cience triumph o’er the grave..

My true love’s bones I boil’'d---from fat and lean
Thefe hands induftrious fcrap’d them fair and clean,
And ev’ry bone did to its place reftore,

As Narure's hand had plac’d them long before :
Thefe fingers twifted ev’ry pliant wire

With patient {kill, urg’d on by ftrong defire.
Now what remains of CADAVERA ’s mine,
Securely hanging in a cafe of pine.

Gfttimes 1f{it and contemplate her charms,
Her nodding fkull and her long dangling arms,
?Till quite inflam’d with paffion for the dead,
I take her beauteous fkeleton to bed ; y
There ftretch’d, atlength, clofe to my faithful fide
She lies all night,---a lovely, grinning bride.

Excufe, my friends, this detail of my love,
You muft the intent, if not the tale, approve;
By fa&s exemplary I meant to thew
To what extent a genuine zeal will go.

]
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A mind, fo fix’d, will not be drawn afide
By vain diflentions or a partial pride ;

But ev'ry hoftile fentiment fubdue,

And keep the ruling paffion il in views

Falfe delicacy---prejudices ftrong,

. Which no diftin&ions know ’twixt right and wrong,

Againit our noble fcience fpend their rage,
And mark the ignorance of this vulgar age.

Time was, when men their living flefh would fpare,
And to the knife their quiv’ring nates bare,
That {kilful furgeons+ nofes might dbtain

“For nofes loft---and cut and come again ;---

But niow the living churlifhly refufe

To give their dead relations to our ufe; .
Talk of decorum---and a thoufand whims--- b
Whene’er we hack their wives’ or daughters’ limbs ;

* And yet their tables daily they {fupply
 With «he rich fruits of fad mortality ;

Will pick, and gut, and cook a chicken’s corfe,
Diffet and eat itup, without remorfe ;
Devouring fith, fleth, fowl, whatever comes,
Nor fear the ghofts of murder’d hecatombs.

’

Now where’s the difference ?---to the impartial eye
A leg of mutton and a human thigh

_ Are juft the fame : for furely all muft own

Fleih is but fleth, and bone is only bone ;

And tho’ indeed, fome flefh and bone may grow
To make a monkey---fome to make a beau,
Still the materials are the fame, we know.

* TALIACOTIUS,



" Norcan our anatomic knowledge trace -
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" Around the dead a penal barrier* throws ?

o

152 SELECTED POETRY.

-

Internal marks diftin&ive of our race.ess

Whence; then, thefe loud complaints--sthefe hofts of foes
Combin’d, ‘our ufeful labours to oppofe ?
How long fhall foolith prejudices reign 2
And when ihall reafon her juft empire gain?

Ah! full of danger is the up-hill read,
That {eads the youth tolearning’s high abode z
His way thick mifts of vulgar errors blind,
And fneering fatire follows clofe behind ;
Sour envy ftrews thamgged path with thorns,
And lazy ignorance his labour fcorns.

Is this a time, ye brethren of the knife,
For civil conteft and internal ftrife ? 1
W hen foud againit us gen’ral clamours cry, -
And perfecution lifts her lath on high ?
When government---that many headed boaftve
Againft our practice rears her horrid creft,
And, our nofural accefs to oppofe,

To crafh our fchools her awful pow’r applies,
And ev’n ‘orbids the gibbet’s juft fupplies.+

Yet in this night of darknefs, ftorms and fears,
Behold one bright benignant ftart appears---

* A Law paft at New-York, making it penal to ﬂeal :
bodies from the burial ground.

"+ The wheel-barrow law of Pennfylvania._ ’
t The Medical College. '8



s g

SSEPECTED POETRY. 453
Long may it fhine,” and, e’er it’s courfe is run,
Increale, in fize 'and fplendour, to a fun!-.- -
Methinks I fee this fun of future days,

Spread far abroad his diplomatic rays---
See life and health fubmit to his controul,
And, like a planet, death around him roll.

Methinks I fee a ftately fabric rife,
Rear’d on the fkulls of thefe our enemies ;
I fee the bones of our invet’rate foes *
Hang round it’s walls in fcientific rows.
There folemn fit the learned of the day
Difpenfing death with uncontrouled fway,
And by prefcription regulate with eafe ;
‘The fudden crifis or the flow difeafe.

Then thall phyficians their millennium find,
And reign the real {fov'reigns of mankind : l
| Then fhall the face of this vile world be chang’d,
i And nature’s hea]thful laws all new arrang’d---
2 In min’ral powders all her duft {hall rife,
' And all her infecs fhall be Spanith fiies :
In medicated potions ftreams fhall flow,
Pills fall in hail-ftorms, and fharp falts in fnow ;
In ev’ry quagmire bolufles be found,
_ And flimy cataplafms fpread the ground--.
. Nature herlelf affume the chymift’s part,
And furnifh poifons unfublim’d by art.

#Then to our {chools fhall wealth in currents flow,
Our theatres no want of fubjeéts know ; i
Nor laws nor mobs th’> Anatomift thall dread,
¥or graves. fhall freely render up their dead.

3
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PHILOSOPHIC SOLITUDE.

BY WILLIAM LIVINGSTON, ESQ.
Zate Governor of the State of New-Jerfey, &c. e

——— T ——

i E T ardent heroes feek renown in arms,

Pant after fame, and rufh to war’s alarins ;
To thining Palaces let fools refort,
And dunces cringe, to be elteem’d at court:
Mine be the pleafure of a raral life,
From noife remote, and ignorant of ftrife ;
Far from the painted belle, and white-glov’d beau,
The lawlefs mafquerade, and midnight thow : )
From ladies, lap-dogs, courtiers, garters, ftars,
Fops, fidlers, tyrants, emperors, and czars.

Fullin the centre of fome fhady grove,
By nature form'd for folitude and lovg;,
On banks array’d with ever-blooming flowers,
Wear beauteous landfcapes, or by rofeate bowers,
My neat, but fimple manfion I would raife, '
Unlike the fumptuous domes of modern days ;
Devoid of pomp, with rural plainnefs form’d,
With favage game, and glofly fhells adorn’d.

No coftly furniture fhould grace my hall ;
But curling vines afcend again{t the wall,
W hofe pliant branches fhould luxuriant twine,
While purple clufters fwell’d with future wine s
To flake'my thirft a liquid lapfe diftil
From craggy rocks, and {pread a limpid rill.
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Along my manfion, fpiry firs thould grow,
Aud gloomy yews extend the fhady row :
The cedars flourifh, and the poplars rife,
Sublimely tall; and fhoot inte the fkies :
Among the leaves, refrething zephyrs play,
- And crouding trees exclude the noon-tide ray ;
W hereon the birds their downy nefts fhould form,
Securely fhelter’d from the battering {torm;
And to melodious notes their choir apply,
Sodn as Aurora blufh’d along the fky :
While all arourd th’ enchanting mufic rings,
And ev’ry vocal grove refponfive fings.

Me to fequefter’d fcenes ye mufes guide,
‘Where nature wantons in her virgin pride ;
To mofly banks, edg’d round with op’ning flowers,
Elyfian fields and amaranthine bowers,
To ambrofial founts, and f{leep-infpiring rills, «
To herbag’d vales, gay lawns, and funny hills.

Welcome, ye fhades! all hail, ye vernal blooms!!
Ye bow'ry thickets, and prophetic glooms !
Ye forefts, hail! ye folitary woods ! »
Love-whifpering groves, and ﬁlver-ﬁreaming floods :
Ye meads, that aromatic {weets exhale !
Yesbirds, and all ye fylvan beauties, hail !
Oh how I long with you to fpend my days,
Invoke the mufe, and try the rural lays!

No trumpets there with martial clangor { ound,
No proftrare heroes firew the crimf{on ground ;
No groves of lances glitter in the air,

Nor ¢hundring drums provoke the fanguine war ¢
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Bat white-rob'd Peace,“and univerfal Love

Smile in the field, and brighten ev’ry grove :

There all the beauties of_the circling year,

In native ornamental pride appear.

Gay, rofy-bofom’d Spring, and April fhow’rs,
\Vake, from the womb of earth, the rifing flow’rs:
In deeper verdure, Summer clothes the plain,

And Auntumn bends beneath the golden grain ;

The trees weep amber ; and the whifpering gales
Breeze o’er the lawn, or murmur through the vales :
The flow’ry tribes in gay confufion bloom,

Profufe with fweets, and fragrant with perfume ;
Cn blofoms bloffoms, fruits on fruits arife,

And varied profpe@s glad the wand’ring eyes.

In thele fair feats, I'd pafs the joyous day,

Where meadgws ﬁourifh, and where ficlds lock gay ;
From blifs to blifs with endlefs pleafure rove,

Seck cryflal ftreams, or haunt the vernal grove,
Wouds, fountains, lakes, the fertile fields, or fhades,
Aewal\ mountains, or fubjacent glades.

There from the polifh’d fetters of the great,

T rlumphal iles, and gilded rooms of ftate...

Prime minifters, and fycophantic knaves,

Tiluftrious villains, and illuftrious flaves, 3
¥rom all the vain formality of fools,

And odious tafk of arbitrary rules; .
The ruilling cares, which the vex’d foul annoy,

The wealth the rich poffefs, but not enjoy,

The vifionary blifs the world can lend,

Th’ infidious foe, and faife, defigning friend,

The feven-fold fury of 3 Xantippe’s foul,

And S—-—-— s rage, that burns without controul :
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I’d live retir’d, contented, aud ferene,
Forgot, unknown, unenvied, and unfeeg.

Yet not a real hermitage I’d choofe,
Nor wifh to live from all the world reclufe
But with a friend fometimes unbend the foul,
In focial converfe, o'er the {prightly bowl.
With cheerful W , ferene and wifely gay,
Id often pals the dancing hours away :
He, fkill’d alike to profit and to pleafe,
Politely talks with unaffeced eafe ;
Sage in debate, and faithful to his truft,
Mature in fcience, and feverely joft;
Of foul diffufive, vaft and unconfin’d,
Brcathing benevolence to all mankind ;

Cautious to cenfure, ready to commend,

A firm, unfhaken, uncorrupted friend ;

In early youth, fair wifdom’s paths he trod,
In early youth, a minilter of God,

Each pupil lov’d him, when at Yale he fhone,
And ev'ry bleeding bofom weeps him gone.
Dear A too, fhould grace my rural feat;
Forever welcome to the green retreat:
Heav'n for the caufe of righteoufnefs defign'd
His florid genius, and capacious mind :

Oft have I heard, amidft th’ adorning throng,
Celeftial truths devolving from his tongue :

High o’er the lilt'ning audience feen him ftand,
Divinely fpeak, and graceful ftretch his hand ;
With fuch becoming grace and pompous found,
With long-rob’d fenators encircled round,
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Before the Roman bar, while Rome was free,
Not bow’d to Cafar’s throne the fervile knee,
Immortal Tulley plead the patriot caufe,
While ev'ry tongue refounded his applaufe.
Next round my board fhould candid S
Of manners gentle, and a friend fincere,

Averfe to difcord, party-rage and ftrife,

He fails ferenely down the ftream of life.

With thefe three friends, beneath a fpreading fhade,
Where filver fountains murmur thro’ the glade ;

Or in cool grots, perfum’d with native flow’rs,

In harmlefs mirth, I’d {pend the circling hours ;

Or gravely talk, or innocently fing,

Or, in harmonious concert, firike the trembling firing.

appear,

Amid fequefter’d bow’rs, near gliding ftreams,
Druids and bards enjoy’d fereneft dreams.
Such was the feat where courtly Horace fung,
And his bold harp immortal Maro ftrung :
Where tuneful Orpheus’ unrefifted lay
Made rapid tigers bear their rage away:
While groves, attentive to th’ extatic found,
Burft from their roots, and, raptur’d, danc’d around.
Such feats the venerable feers of old .
(When blifsful years in golden circles roll’d)
Chofe and admir’d: e’en goddefles and gods
(As poets feign) were fond of fuch abodes :
Th’ imperial confort of fititious Jove
For fount-full Ide forfook the realms above.
Oft to Idalia, on a golden cloud,
Veil'd in a mift of fragrance, Venus rode :
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There num’rous altars to the queen were rear’d,
And love-fick youths their am’rous vows prefer’d,
While fair-hair’d damfels (a lafci vious train)

With wanton rites ador’d her gentle reign.

The filver-fhaft d huntrefs of the woods,

Sought pendant fhades, and bath’d in cooling floods.
In palmy Delos by Scamander’s fide,

Or where Cajifter roll’d his filver tide,

Melodious Phebus fang ; the mufes round

Alternate warbling to the heavenly found.

E’en the feign’d monarch of heav’n’s bright abode,
High thron'd in gold, of gods the fov’reign god,
Oft’ time prefer'd the thade of Ida’s grove

To all th’ ambrofial feafts, and nefar'd cups above.

‘Behold, the rofy-finger’d morning dawn,
In faffron rob'd, and bluthing o’er the lawn !
Refle@ted from the clouds, a radiant fiream
Tips with etherial dew the mountain’s brim.
Th’ unfolding rofes, and the op’ning flow’rs
Imbibe the dew, and ftrew the varied bow’rs,
Diffufe ne@areous fweets around, and glow
With all the colours of the fhow’ry bow.
Th’ induftrious bees their balmy toil renew,
Buz o'er the field, and fip the rofy dew.

But yonder comes th’ il nftrious ged of dzy,
Invefts the eaft, and gilds th’ etherial way ;
The groves rejoice, the feather’d nations fing,
Echo the mountains, and the vallies ring.

Hail, orb ! array’d with majefly and fire,
That hids each fable fhade of night retire ¢
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Fountain of light ! with burning glory crown’d,
Darting a deluge of effulgence round!

Wak'd by thy genial and prolific ray,

Nature refumes her verdure, and looks gay :
Frefh blooms the rofe, the drooping plants revive,
The groves retlourifh, and the forefts live.

Deep in the teeming earth, the rip'ning ore
Confelles thy confolidating pow’r ;

Hence Labour.draws her tools, and artifts mould
The fufile filver and the dudile gold ;

Hence war is furnifh’d ; and the regal fhield
Like light’ning flathes o’er th’ illumin’d field.

If thou fo fair with delegated Iight,

That all heav’n’s fplendors vanifh at thy fight ;
With what effulgence mult the ocean glow,

From which thy borrow’d beams inceffant fiow !
Th’ exhauftlefs fource whofe fingle {mile fupplies
Th’ unnumber’d orbs that gild the fpangled fkies f

Oft’ would I view, in admiration loft,
Heav’n’s fumptuous canopy, and ftarry hoft;
With level'd tube, and aftrpnomic_eye,
Purfue the planetsi whirling thro’ the fky -
Immeafurable vault! where thunders roll,
And forky lightnings flafh from pole to pole.
Say, railing mﬁdel ! canit thou furvey
Yon globe of fir e, that gives the golden day,
The harmonious ftructure of this vaft machine,
And not confefs its archite& divine !

Then go, vain wretch ! tho’ deathlefs be thy foul,
.Go, fwell the riot, and exhauft the bowl;
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Plunge into vice—humanity refign—
Go fill the ftie—and briltle into fwine }

None but a pow’r omnipotent and wife:
Could frame this earth, or fpread the boundlefs fkies 2
.He made the whole; at his omnific call,
From formlels chaos rofe this fpacious ball,
And one Almighty God is feen in all.
By him our cup is crown’d, our table fpread
With lulcious wine, and life-fuftaining bread.
What countlefs wonders doth the earth contain !
What countlefs wonders the unfathom’d main!
Bedrop’d with gold, there fcaly nations fhine,
Haunt coral groves, or lath the foaming brine:
Jehovah’s glories blaze all nature round,
In heaven, on earth, and in the decps profound 3
Ambitious of his name, the warblers {ing,
And praife their maker, while they hail the fpring ;
The zephyrs breathe it ; and the thuncers roar,
While furge to furge, and fhore refounds to thore.
But man, endu’d with an immortal mind,
His Maker’s image, aud for heaven defign’d,
To loftier notes his raptur’d voice {hould raife, ¢
And chaunt fublimer hymns to his Creator’s praife.

When rifing Phebus ufhers in the morn,
And golden beams th’ impurpled {kies adorn
Wak’d by the gentle-mumliur of the floods,
Or the foft mufic of the waving woods ;

‘Rifing from {leep with the melodious quire,
To folemn founds I'd tune the hallow’d lyre.

X
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Thy name, O God! fhould tremble on my tongue,
Till ev’ry grove prov'd vocal to my fong
{Delightful tafk ! with dawning light to fing
Triumphant hymns to heav'n’s eternal king.)
Some courteous angel fhould my breaft infpire,
Attune my lips, 2nd guide the warbled wire, -
While fportive echoes catch the facred found,
Swell ev’ry note, and bear the mufic round;
While mazy ftreams meand’ring to the main,
Hang in fulpence to hear the heav’nly ftrain,
And, hafh’d to filence, all the feather’d throng

" Actentive liften to the tuneful fong.

Father of light ! exahuftlefs fource of good!
Supreme, eternal, felf-exiftent God !
Before the beamy fun difpens’d a ray,
Tlam’d in the azure vault, and gave the day;
Before the glinm’ring moon, with borrow’d light,
Shone queen amid the filver hoft of night;
High in the heav'ns, thou reign’dft fuperior Lord,
By fuppliant angels worlhip’d and ador’d.
With the celeftial choir then let me join
In cheerful praifes to the pow’r divine.
To fing thy praife, do thou, O God! infpire
A mortal breaft with more than mortal fire :
In dreadful majefty thou fic’'ft enthron’d,
With light encircled, and with glory crown’d;
Thro’ all infinitude extends thy reign,

For thee, nor heav’n, nor heav’n of heav’ns ‘contain ;

But tho’ thy throne is fix’d above the fky,
Thy omniprefence fills immenfity.
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Saints, rob’d in white, to thee their anthems bring,
And radiant martyrs hallelujahs fing:
Heaven’s univerfal hoft their voices raife
In one eternal chorus, to thy praife;
And, round thy awful throne, ‘with one accord,
Sing, holy, holy, holy is the Lord.
At thy creative voice, from ancient night,
Sprang fmiling beauty, and yon worlds of light ¢
Thou fpak’ft—the planetary chorus roll’d,
And all th’ expanfe was ftarr’d with beamy gold 5
Let there be light, faid God—light inftant fhone,
And fromithe orient, burft the golden fun ;
Heav’'n’s gazing hierarchs, with glad furprife,
Saw the firft morn inveft the recent fkies,
And ftrait th’ exulting troops thy throne furround
With thoufand thoufand harps of heav’nly found:
Thrones, powers, dominions, (ever fhining trains !)
Shouted thy praifes in triumphant ftrains :
Great are thy works, they fing ; and, all'around,
Great are thy works, the echoing heav’ns refound.
The effulgent fun, infufferably bright,
Is but a beam of thy o’erflowing light ;
The tempeft is thy breath: the thunder hurl’d,
Tremendous roars thy vengeance o’er the world ;
Thou bow’ft the heav’ns, the fmoking mountains nod,
Rocks fall to duft, and nature owns her God ;
Pale tyrants fhrink, the atheift ftands aghaft,
And impieus kings in horror breathe their laft.
To this-great God alternately I’d pay
The ev’ning anthem, and the moraing lay.
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Tor fov'reign gold I never would repine, »
Nor wifh the gl tt'ring duft of monarchs mine.
Wuat tho’ high columns heave into the fkies,
Gyy cielings fhine, and vaulied arches rife?
Tho’ frefted gold the fculptur’d roof adorn,
The rubies redden, and the jafpers burn!

O whart, alas! avails the gay attiré

To wretched man, who breathes but to expire !
Oft or the vileft, riches are beftow’d

To fhew their meannefs 1 the fight of God.
High from a dun{ghill, fee a Dives rile,

And, Titan.like, infult th’ avenging fkies :*
The ctowd, in adu]atioﬁ, /ca]}s him Lord,

B, thoufands'courted, flatter'd and ador’d :
In riot plung’d, and drunk with earthly joys,
No higlier thought his grov’ling foul employs :
The poor he fcourges with an iron rod,

And from his bofom banifhes his God.

But oft’ in h&hg of wealth and beauty’s bloom,
" Deluded man is fated to the tomb!

For, lo! he fickens; fwift his colour flies,

And rifing mifts obfcure his {wimming eyes :

Around his bed his weeping {riends bemoan,
Extort the unwilling tear, and wifh him gone 3
His forrowing heir augments the tender fhow’r,
Ijep‘mr'es his death—yet hails the dying hour.
Ah bitter comfort! Sad relief! to die,

Tho’ funk in down, beneath the canopy !

" His eves no more fhall fee the cheerful light,
Weigh’d down by death in everlafting night,
And now the great, therich, the proud, the gay, -
Lié breathlefs, cold—unanimated clay!

. -~




\

SELECTED POETRY. 165

He, thzfﬁ& now was flatter’d ny the crowd
With high applaule, and acclamations loud—
That fteel’d his bofom to the orphan’s cries,

And drew down torrents from the widow's eyes—

Whom, like a God, the rabble did adore—

‘Regard him now—and, lo! he is no more.

My eyes no dazzling veftments fhould behold,
With gems inftarr'd, and @iff with woven gold ;
But the tall ram his downy fleece aiford,

To clothe, in modeft garb, his frugal lord.
Thus the ‘great Father of mankind was dreft,
When fhaggy hides compos’d his flowing veft ;
Doom’d to the cumb rous load, for his offence,
When clothes fupply’d the want of innocence :
But now his fons (forgetfu! whence they came)
Glitter in gemns, and glory in their fhame.

w3

Oft’ would I wander thro’ the dewy field,
Where cluit'ring rofes balmy fragrance yield :
Or in lone grots, for contemplarion made,
Converfe with angels and the mighty dead ;
For all around unnumber'd fpirits fly,

Waft on the breeze, or walk the liquid fky,
Infpire the poet with repeated dreams,

Who gives his hallow'd mufe to facred themes,
Protec the juft, ferene their gloomy hours,
Becalm their flumbers, and refreth their pow’rs.
Methinks I fee th’ immortal beings fly,

And fwiftly fhoot athwart the ftreaming {ky:
Hark ! a melodious voice [ feem to hear,
And heav’'nly {ounds invade my lift'ning ear !

-
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‘¢ Be not afraid of us, innoxious band,

¢ Thy cell furrounding by divine command ;

¢ Ere while, like thee, we led our lives below,

¢¢ (Sad lives of pain, of mifery, and woe!)

¢¢ Long by affli®tion’s boift’rous tempefts toft,

¢ We reach’d at length the ever blifsful coaft :
Now in th’ embow’ring groves, and lawns above,
We tafte the raptures of immortal love,

Attune the golden harp in rofeate bow’rs, -
Or bind our temples with unfading flow’rs.

Oft’ on kind errands bent, we cut the air,

« To guard the righteous, heav’n’s peculiar care §
¢ Avert impending harms, their minds compofe,
Infpire gay dreams, and prompt their foft repofe.
¢ When from thy tongue divine hofannas roll,

¢¢ And facred raptures fwell thy rifing foul,

¢¢ To heav’n we bear thy pray’rs, like rich perfumes ;
¢ Where, by the throne, the golden cenfer fumes;
¢ And when with age thy head is filver’d o’er,

¢ And, cold in death, thy bofom beats no more,

¢ Thy foul, exvlting, fhall defert its clay,

¢¢ And mount, triumphant, to eternal day.”

But to improve the intelleGual mind,
Reading fhould be to contemplation join’d.
Firft I'd colle& from the Parnaflian fpring,
What mufes diftate, and what poets fing.—
Virgil, as grince, fhou’d wear the laurel’d crown,
And other bards pay homage to his throne ;
The blood of heroes now effus’d fo long,
Will run forever purple thro’ his fong, .
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7See ! how he mounts toward the bleft abodes,

On planets rides, and talks with demigods !

How do our ravifh'd {pirits melt away,

When in his fong Sicilian fhepherds play !

But what a {plendor ftrikes the dazzled eye,
When Dido fhines in awful majefty !
Embroidered purple clad the Tyrian queen, -
Her motion graceful, and auguft-her mien;

A golden zone her royal limbs embrac’d,

A golden quiver rattled by her waift.

See her proud fteed majeftically prance,
Contemn the trumpet, and deride the launce !

In crimfon trappings, glorious to behold,
Confus’dly gay with interwoven gold !

He champs the bit, and throws the foam around,
Impatient paws, and tears the folid ground.
How ftern Eneas thunders thro’ the field |
With tow’ring helmet, and refulgent fhield !
Courfers o'erturn’d, and mighty warriors flain,
Deform’d with gore, lic welt’ring on the plain,
Struck through with wounds, ill-fated chieftains lie,
Frown e’en in death, and threaten as they die.
Thro’ the thick fquadrons fee the hero bound!
(His helmet flafhes, and his arms refound !}

All grim with rage, he frowns o’er Turnus’ head,
(Re-kindled ire ! for blooming Pallas dead)
Then in his bofom plung’d the fhining blade—
The foul indignant fought the Stygian fhade !

The far-fam’d bards that grac’d Britannia’s ifle;
Should next compofe the veperable pile:
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Great Milton firft, for tow’ring thought renown’d,
Parent of fong, and fam’d the world around !

His .glowing breaft divine Urania fir’d,

Or God himfelf th’ immortal bard infpir’d,

Borne onﬁtriumphant wings.he takes his flight,
Explores all heaven, and treads the realms of light:
In martial pomp he clothes th’ angelic train,

While warrwg myriads fhake the etherial plain.
Firit Michael ftalks, high tow'ring o’er the reft,
With heav'nly plumage nodding on his creft:
Impenetrable arms his limbs iafold,

Eternal adamant, and burning gold!

Sparkling in fiery mail, with dire delight,
Rebellious Satan amimates the fight:

Armipotent they fink in rolling fmoke,

All heav’n rei’ouxldillg,’ to ics.centre fhook.

To crufh his foes, and quell the dire alarms,
Mefliah fparkled in refulgent arms : g

In radiant panoply divinely bright,

Fis limbs incas’d, he flafl’d devouring light:

On burning wheels, o’er heav’n’s cryftalline road
Thunder’d the chariot of the filial God ;

The burning wheels on golden axles turn’d,
With flaming gems the golden axles burn'd. -
Lo Ythe apoftate hoft, with terror ftruck,

Roll back by millions! Th’ empyrean fhook !
Sceptres, and orbed fhields, and crowns of gold,
€herubs and feraphs in confufion roll’d ;

Till from his hand the triple thunder hurl’d,
"C’ompell’d them, head-long, to th’ infernal world.

Hp
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Theti;&’ineful Pope, whom all the nine infpive,
“Wich fapphic fweetnefs, and pindaric fire,
Father of verfe ! melodious and divine !
Next peerlefs Milton fhould diftinguifh’d fhine.
Smooth flow his numbers, when he paints the grove,
Th’ enraptur’d virgins lit'ning into love.
But when the night, and hoarfe-refounding florm
Ruth on the deep, and Neptune’s face deform,
Rough runs the verfe, the fon’rous numbers roar,
Like the hoarfe furge that thunders on the fhore.
But when he fings th’ exhilirated f{wains,
Th’ embow’ring groves, and Windfor’s blifsful plains,
Our eyes are ravifh’d with the fylvan fcene,
Embroider’d fields, and groves in living green ;
His lays the verdure of the meads prolong,
And wither’d forefts bloffom in his fong.
Thames’ filver ftreams his flowing verfe admire,
And ceafe to murmur while he tunes his lyre.

Next fhould appear éreat Dryden’s lofty mufe, -
For who would Dryden’s polifh’d verfe refufe?
His lips were moiften’d in Parnaflus’ fpring,
And Phebus taught his laureat fon to fing.
How long did Virgil untran{lated moan,

His beauties fading, and his flights unknown ;
Till Dryden rofe, and, in exalted f{lrain,
Re-fang the fortune of the god-like man !
Again the Trojan prince, with dire delight,
Dreadful in arms, demands the ling'ring fight ;
Again «Camilla glows with martial fire,

px:ives armies back, and makes all Troy retires
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With more than native loftre, Virgil fhines,

And gains fublimer heights in Dryden’s lines.

fhe gentle Watts, who firings his filver lyre
To facred odes, and heav’n’s all-ruling Sire ;
W ho fcorns th’ applaufe of the licentious ftage,
And mounts yon {parkling worlds with hallow’d rage,
Compels my thoughts to wing th’ heav’nly road,
And wafts my foul, exulting, to my God :

' No fabled nine, harmonious bard ! infpire

"Thy raptur’d breaft with fuch f{eraphic fire ;

But prompting angels warm thy boundlefs rage,
Dire& thy thoughts, and animate thy page.
Bleft man! for fpotlefs fandity rever'd,

Lov’d by the good, and by the guilty fear’d:
Bleft man! from gay, delufive fcenes remov’d,
Thy Maker loving, by thy Maker lov’d,

To God thou tun’ft thy confecrated lays,

Nor meanly blufh to fing Jehovah’s praife.

Oh! did, like thee, each laurel’d bard delight
To paint Religion in her native light,

Not then with plays the lab'ring prefs would groan,
Nor Vice defy the pulpit and the throne;

No impious rhymers charm a vicious age,

Nor profirate Virtue groan beneath their rage:
But themes divine in lofty numbers rife,

Fill the wide earth, and echo thro’ the fkies.

Thefe for delight. For profit I would read
The labour’d volumes of the learned dead.
Sagacicus Locke, by Providence defign’d,

To exalt, inftru®, and redify the mind.
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The unconquerable fage* whom virtue fir'd,
Ard from the tyrant’s lawlefs rage rerir’d,

W hen vi&tor Cafar freed unhappy Rome
From Pompey’s chains, to fubltitute his own.
Longinus, Livy, fam’d Thucydides,
Quintilian, Plato, and Demofthenes,
Perfuafivé Tully, and Corduba’s fage,t
Who fell by Nero’s unrelenting fage ;

Himf{ whom ungratefal Athens doom’d to bleed,
Defpis’d when living, and deplor’d when dead.
Raleigh I’d read with ever frefh delight,
While ages paft rife prefent to my fight :

Ah man unbleft ! he foreign realms explor’d,
Then fell a vi&im to his country’s {fword !
Nor fhould great Derham pafs negle&ed by,
Obfervant fage! to whofe deep-piercing eye,
Nature’s ftupendous works expanded lie.
Nor he, Britannia, thy unmatch’d renown!
(Adjudg’d to wear the philofophic crown)
‘Who on the folar orb uplifted rode,

And {cann’d the unfathomable works of God !
Who bound the filver planets to their {pheres,
And trac’d the elliptic curve of blazing ftars !
Immortal Newton ; whofe illufiricus name
Will fhine on records of eternal fame.

By love dire&ted, I would choofe a wife,
To improve my blifs, and eafe the load of life.

* Caro. + Seneca. T Socrates.
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Hail, wedlock! hail, ‘ihviolable tye! «
Perpetual fountain of domeftic joy !

Love, friendfhip, honour, truth, and pure delight
Harmonious mingle in the nuptial rite.

In Eden, firft the holy ftate began,

When perfe& innocentce diftinguifh’d man ;
The human pair, the Almighty pontiff led,

Gay as the morning, to the bridal bed;

A dread folemnity the efpoufals grac’d,

Angels the witneffes, and God the prieft!

All earth exulted on the nuptial hour,

And voluntary rofes deck’d the bow’r ;

The joyous birds on every bloflom’d fpray,
Sung hymeneans to the important day,

While Philomela fwell'd the{poufal fong,

And Paradife with gratulation rung.

Relate, infpiring mufe ! where fhall T find
A blooming virgin with an angel mind ?
Unblemifh’d as the white-rob’d virgin quire
That fed, O Rome! thy confecrated fire?
By reafon aw’d, ambitious to be good,
Averfe to vice, and zealous for her God?
Relate, in what bleft region can I find
Such bright perfecions in a female mind 2
What pheenix-woman breathes the vital air
So greatly good, and fo divinely fair?

Sure not the gay and fathionable train,
Licentious, proud, immoral, and profane g
Who fpend their golden hours in antic drefs,
Malicious whifpers, and inglorious eafe.
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1.o! round the board afhining train appears -
Inrofy beauty, and in primeof years!
This hates a flounce, and thisa flounce approves,
This thows the trophies of her former loves;
Polly avers, that Sylvia dreft in green,
When laft at church the gaudy nymph was feen ;
Chloe condemns her optics ; and will lay
>Twas azure fattip, interftreak’d with grey ;
Lucy, invefted with judicial power,
Awards ’twas fieither,—and the ftrife is o’er.
Then parrots, lap dogs, monkeys, {quirrels, beauxy
Fans, ribands, tuckers, patches, furbeloes,
In quick fucceffion, thro’ their fancies run,
And dance inceflant, on the flippant tongue.
And when, fatign’d with ev’ry other fport,
The belles prepare to grace the facred court,
They martfhal all their forces in array,
Tokill with glances, and deftroy in play.
Two fkilfal maids with reverential fear,
In wanton wreaths colle& their {ilken hair 3
Two paint their cheeks, and round their temples pour
Thc fragrant unguent, and the ambrofial fhower ;
One pulls the fhape-creating ftays ; and one
Encircles round her waift the golden zone ;
Not with more toil to improve immortal charms,
Strove Juno, Venus, and the queen of arms,
When Priam’s fon adjudg’d. the golden prize,
To the refiftlefs beauty of the fkies.
At length, équip’d in Love’s enticing arms,
With all that glitters, and with all that charms, ;
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The ideal goddefles to church repair,

Peep thro’ the fan, and mutter o’er a pray’r,
Or liften to the organ’s pompous found,

Or eye the gilded images around ;

Or, deeply ftudied in coquettifh rules,

Aim wily glances at unthinking fools;

Or fhow the lily band with graceful air,

Or wound the fopling with a lock of hair :
And when the hated difcipline is o’er,

And miffes tortur’d with repent, no more,

They mount the pictur’d coach; and, to the play,

The celebrated idols hie away.

Not fo the lafs that fhould my joys improve,
With folid friendfhip, and connubial love :
A native bloom, with intermingled white,
Should fet her features in a pleafing light ;
Like Helen flufhing with unrival’d charms,
When raptur’d Paris darted in her arms.
But what, alas! avails a ruby cheek,
A downy bofom, or a fnowy neck!
Charms ill fupply the want of innocence,
Nor beauty forms intrinfic excellence :
But in her breaft let moral beauties fhine,
Supernal grace and purity divine:
Sublime her reafon, and her native wit
Unfirain'd with pedantry, and low conceit ;
Her fancy lively, and her judgment free
From female prejudice and bigotry ¢ e
Averfe to idol pomp, and outward fhow,
The flatt’ring coxcomb, and fantaftic beau.
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The fop’s impertinence fhe thould defpife,
Tho’ forely wounded by her radiant eyes ;
But pay due rev’rence to the exalted mind,
By learning polifh’d, and by wit refin’d,

Who all her virtues, without guile, commends,
And all her faults as freely reprehends.

Soft Hymen’s rites her paflion thould approve,
And in her bofom glow the flames of love :
To me her foul, by facred friendfhip, turn,
And 1, for her, with equal friendfhip burn :
In ev’ry ftage of life afford relief,

Partake my joys, and fympathize my grief;
Unlhaken, walk in Virtue’s peaceful road,
Nor bribe her Reafon to purfue the mode ;
Mild as the faint whofe errors are forgiv'n,
Calm as a veftal, and compos’d as heaven.
This be the partner, this the lovely wife,
That fhould embellifh and prolong my life,

A nymph ! who might a fecond fall infpire,
And fill a glowing cherub with defire !

‘With her I’d fpend the pleafurable day,
‘While fleeting minutes gayly danc’d away :
With her I'd walk, delighted, o’er the green,
Thro’ ev'ry blpoming mead, and rural fcene ;
Or fic in open fields damalk’d with flow’rs,
Or where cool fhades imbrown the noon-tide bow’rs,
Imparadis’d within my eager arms,

I’d reign the happy monarch of her charms ;
Oft’ on her panting bofom would I lay,
And, in diffolving raptures melt away ;

175
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Then lull’d, by nightingales, to balmy reft,
My blooming fair fhould {lumber at my breafts

And when decrepid age (frail mortals’ doom)
Should bend my wither d body to the tomb,
No warbling fyrens fhould retard my flight
To heavenly manfions of unclouded light.
Tho Death, with his imperial horrors crown’d,
Terrific grinn’d, and formidably frown’d,
Offences pardon’d and remitted fin,

Should form a calm ferenity within :
Bleffing my natal and my mortal hour,
(My foul commited to the eternal pow’r)
Inexorable Death fhould fmile, for I

Who knew to live, would never fear to die,

! DESCRIPTIVE LINES,

Iritten at the requeft of a Friend, upon the furrrounding
Profpect from Bracon-HILL in BosTon,

'\, BYPHILENIA, & LaDY OF BoSTON.

F AR from this fpot let {portive FicT10N hie,

While rapt ATTENTI1ON lifts her fearching eye,
O’er CHARLESTOWN’s field each hallow’d view explores,
Sees the fwin rivers lave the purple {hores,

Where the high foil difdain’d the trembling flood,
And ftain’d the white wave with Britannia’s blood,
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While the fierce blaze* its walting vengeance pours,
‘Wraps the wide domes, and climbs the afcending towers,
The crimfon eye of frantic SLAUGHTER turn’d,

Where valour perith’d, and where vié#ry mourn’d,

And kindred worth unboafting forrow fhed,

As deathlefs W ARREN bow’d his patriot head.

Thy Temple, Charles ! anew-rais’d Pheenix fhines,
Thy far fam d bridge the fifter-city joins,
Whofe flame-tipt fpires refle the folar ray,
And firew with ftars the azure robe of day;
Here varied MARTS one full EMPORIUM boaft,
Rich with the wealth of ev’ry foreign coaft ;
How chang’d the fcene, fince round the dreary glade
The frowning foreft bent its murky fhade !
E’en on this {por, with green favannas fpread,
Adorn’d by GeNtvs, and by PLENTY fed,
The hungry Savage dafh’d the foaming flood,
Trac’d the blue rock, and fwept the weedy wood ;
Our patient Sires the wild’ring region gain,
Bend the hard oak, the wat'ry valley drain,
>Till down the tide the moving foreft flows,
And where the de/urt howl'd, the polifh’d City rofe,
Whofe crefcent haven’s lib'ral furface {miles,
Clad in the verdure of unnumber’d ifles,
Where fcepter’d W 1LL1aM’s mafly bulwarks ﬂand
The guard and glary of the fceneful land.

Aa

“* Alluding to the burning of Charleftown by the Bm~
ifh in 17 75
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Yon orient heights+ their rifted foreheads raife,
And claim the triumph of the VicToRr’s praife ;
Sl lives the morn, when from thofe armed brows,
The Soxs or FrREEDOM brav'd their prifon’d foes ;
While o’er the deep the giant Zerror bends,
Death’s lifted arm his fable dart extends,

The Dancetf no more its graceful charm fupplies,
Mo mere the fcenes of mimic nature rife,

Thro’ bleeding ranks the deathful dangers roll,
Aad peals of ruin thake the foldier’s foul 5

TFor him no beauty decks the vernal fields,

But ev’ry breeze a more than winter yields,
Flight all his Aope, and honor all his care,
‘T'he warlike Briton learns for once #o fear,

To the'bleak wave refigns his murm’ring hoft,
And quits the fullen fanguinary coaft.

. Soin the climes, where changeful feafons roll,

* Ere threat ‘ning winter gains his full control,
‘While raftling leaves in crumbling ruin lie,
Ting’d with the rainbow’s variegated dye,
The feather’d race the howling ftorm forefee,
The barren meadow, and the naked tree;

Late to thofe {hores were all their joys confin’d,
Now death and hunger float in ev'ry wind,

. With outftretch’d wing they {kim along the main,
And quicthe Terrors of an hottile plain.

+ Dorchelter heights, the ‘fértifying of which by Gen.
eral WastiNGTON in March 1776, compelled the Britith
to evacuate the town.

3 The Ball and the Drama formed the amufements of
he Garyifen, during the fiege. ?

ERT AT, ey
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Let yon VAST FANE rear its ionic fide,
The boalt of art, the great defigner’s| pride ;
There refts in filent cells the holy dead,
There weeping Sc1ENCE droops her widow’d head,
Since Bowpo1n fleeps, deaf to his country’s praife,
Deaf to the heavenly poet’s living lays.

W hat varied charms adorn the circ]in;'; main,
The peopled ifthmus, and the velvet plain !t
Here ruddy HEALTH the grateful foil divides,
There gen’rous GOMMERCE cleaves the freighted tides.
How fweet the fragrance of the fylvan fcene,
The rofy arbor, and the bow’ry green !
At eve to climb the mountain’s pendent brow,
While at its bafe the boiling waters flow,
See the low fun his rubied globe difplay,
And lean colle¢ted on the edge of day !
From cultur’d dales behold the high hills rife
With piny {ummits, curtain’d by the fkies!
Down whofe green flopes, in all their pearly pride,
Thro’ mantling flowers the glafly riv’lets glide,
While the flocks whiten thro’ the cottag’d vale,
And notes of mufic fill the {cented gale. :

Like a new planet mid the vaft ferene,
Lo! rifing HARVARD {wells the extended fcene,
O’er diftant regions fpreads a ray divine,
Bids ¢ other BowDpo1Ns other W1NTHROPS fhine’’!
Such Queex orF CiTiEs! are thy rich domains,
And fuch the realm, where GODLIXE FREEDOM reigns !

|| The celebrated Archite®, Mr. Harrifon.



4837 SELECTED POETRY.

o D E
To THE PRESIDENT,
On kis vifiting the Northern States.

BY THE SAME.

HE Seafon fheds its mildeft ray,
O’er the blue waves the fun-beams play,
The bending harveft gilds the plain,
The tow’ring veflels prefs the main,
The ruddy ploughman quits his toil,
The pallid mifer leaves his fpoil,

And grateful pzans hail the feftive year,

Which bids Columbia’s guardian God appear.
Hence ! DISAPPOINTMENT’S anxious eye,
And pale arFLICTION's ling’ring figh;
Let forrow from the brow be torn,

And ev'ry heart forget to mourn ;

Let fmiles of peace their charms difplay

To grace this joy-devoted day,
And, where that arm preferv’d the peopled plam,
Shall mild Contentment hold her placid reign.

Let ¢ white rob’d choirs” in beauty gay

With lucid flowrets ftrew the way,

Let Lilachs {cent the purpled lawn,

And rofes emulate the dawn,

Let domes their circling honors {pread,

And wreaths entwine that glorious head ;
Tothee, GrEAT WasHinGgTON, each lyre be ftrung,
Thy matchlels deeds by ev’ry bard be fung!

\
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When FrREEDOM rais’d her drooping head,

Thy arm her willing heros led,

When all her hopes, to thee refign’d,

Were refting on thy god-like mind,

How did that foul, to fear unknown,

And feeling for ker fate alone,
o er Danger’s threat'ning form the faulchion wield,
And tread with dauntlefs {tep the crimfon field !

Not Dec1us—patriot dear to fame !
Not CiNciNNATUs—deathlefs name!
Not HE,* who led the Athenian band,
The faviour of a bleeding land,
Could fuch exalted worth difplay,
Nor fhine with fuch unclouded ray.
Of Age the Hopre, of Youth the LEADING STAR,
The Soul of PEACE, the CONQUERING ARM OF WARs

* THEMISTOCLES.
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INVOCATION T0o HOPE.

\

BY THE SAME.

OOTHER of Life! by whofe delufive charm
This feeling heart refifts the pointed woe,
Whofe magic power, with fancied joys can warm,
And wipe the tear which Anguifh tanght to flow ;

If, thro’ the varied griefs my Youth has known,
No charm but thefe could raife my votive eye ;

O leave me not, now every blefling’s flown,
Whilft my fad bofom heaves the lengthen’d figh.

The grafed prifon, and the lov’d-form’d bower,
The wretch, whom Difappointment waftes away,

"The frogal hut, the gilded dome of power,

oy in thy {miles and court thy equal fway.
Y y Yy €q iy

By thee, the friendlefs fufferer learns to bear;
By thee, the patient heart forgets its woe ;

Thou mak’ft Misfortune’s iron afpe fair,
And e’en the frozen cheek of Mifery glows

Lezve me no more, as on that fated morn
When my rath foul the impious deed defign’d,

Axd when, unconfcious of thy bleft return,
The foe Defpair ufurp’d my tortur’d mind.

Bat yet, bright Goddefs! with deceptive fmile,
Come, and a hoft of Fidtions in thy train,
With dreams of peace my wearied heart beguile,

/  Andfick in fancied blifs the real pain.

St e e
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PRAYER To PATIENCE.

BY THE SAME.

ODDESS of the fteady eye !
All thy Apathy impart,
From a world of woe I fly,
Take, oh take me to thy heart!

Lend me all thy healing power,
Teach me to {upprefs the groan,

Let me while affliGtion’s lower, .
Turn like N108B: to _flone.

Let me to the fieer of fcorn,
Still return the placid /iile,
Calm,—when angry paflions frown,
Silent,—wﬁen the rude revile.

Check the Tyrant of the mind,
Source of forrow, Foe to theey

Who can peace, or folace find,
Rack’d by Senfibility !

Snatch me from her walting fway,
Shield me with thy firmer aid,

‘Let me {till thy voice obey,
Gentle, peace-preferving maid!

If greater pangs this bofom rend,
Than ever bofom felt before 3

Further may thy fway extend,
Greater, deeper be thy power,
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Be evcry wrong difarm’d by thee,
Rob ftern Oppreffion of his pride,

Bid Malice at thy prefence flee,
Turn Envy’s venom’d dart afide.

Let hard Reproach foft kindnefs feel,
To cold Difuain be pity lent,

From Anger wreft his lifted fteel,
From black Revenge his difcontent,

Goddefs of the tearlefs eye!
Yer give me thy pacific charms 3
To thy calm bofom let me fly,
And find a refuge in thy arms!

ot eV b B

AddrefJed to the inimitable Author of the Poems wunder the
Signature of Della Crufca.

BY THE SAME.

ACR()SS the vaft Atlantic tide,
Down Apalachia’s grafly fide,

What echoing founds the foul beguile,

And lend the lip of grief a fmile!

?Tis DeLLa CRUscA’s heavenly fong,

W hich floats the weftern fhores along,
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Breathing as fweet, as foft a ftraing.
As Kindaefs 1o the ear of pain;
Splendid as noon, as morning clear,
And chafte as evening’s pearly tear ;

W here cold defpair in mufic flows,
While all the FIRE oF GEN1Us glows.

Still thy enchanting powers difplay,
Still charm me with. the magic lay !
The Mafes all thy foul infpire,
Apollo tunes thy matchlefs lyre!

O firike the lultral flring again,
And o’er Columbia waft the firain.

Ah! would to light my clouded days,
Ore ray from thy unequall’d blaze,
Might thro my dark 'ning fortunes thine,
And grace me with a note like thine!
But no, BRIGHT BaRD, for thee alone
The Muifes weave the laurel crown -
Ne’er can the timid, plaintive dove,
Soar with the DAUNTLESS BIRD OF JOVE;
Nor filv'ry Hefper’s dewy ray
Beam like the Golden Orb of Days

Bh

22
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'ALFRED To PHILENIA®

MY morn of life was bright and fair,

3 The diftant mifts of gloomy Care,
By Foy’s light breeze, which daily blew,
Were fcatter’d far beyond the view. ;
Then bleflings crown’d the happy hours—
Then Pleafure ftrew’d my path with flowers ;
Then Virtue oped an eafy way,

And led my footfteps up to day.

If e’er the Child of Sorrow mourn’d
WMy fympathetic bofom burn’d ;

The higheft blifs my foul could know,
Was, to relieve the pang of woe.

Such {cenes my fondeit feelings warm’d—
Such fcenes my earlieft habits form’d ;
This dangerous race thro’ youth I ran,
And, ruin'd, reach’d the verge of man.

Alas! fad wretch !—I’ve wept, and run
At Pity’s call
Teneath the flowers which firew’d my way,
“The thorn of keeneft anguifh lay ;

Even in the bofs of Virtue’s fhield,
L he fing of torture lay conceal’d.

Ah, fatal Love?
Now Hope has clof’d her fun-bright eye,
And midnight glooms my midday ky ;

to be undone ;

* This, and the three next fucceeding Poems, are €Xs

; grafted from the Columbian Centinel of 1791.
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Defpair now heaves his horrid form,
And frowns terrific in the ftorm;

No ray of blifs now meets my fight,
And my whole foul is wrap'd in night.
Ah, {weetelt Pocte/s ! thy lay

Can charm the weightieft woes away ;

The foft compaflion of thy feeling breaft,
Can fhed a drop of balm, and lull my foul to reft:

PHILENIA To ALFRED.

LFRED'! the heaven lent mufe is thine,
Then bid impetuous forrow ceafe ;
And at the bright #poilo’s fbrine,
Recal thy exil’d heart to peace.

Vain is the tear in anguith fhed,
And vain the pang by paffion fed,
Then to the mufe thy moments give,
And for her deathle(s laurel Zive.

Ne’er hope in carelefs crouds to find
A refuge for thy /lonely mind,
Think not the fympathetick figh,
The language of the moving eye,
Will o’er thy with’ring forrows flow ;
Envy will fneer, and rancour frown,
Or ignorant malice drag thee down,
And {corn to folace what jt cannot know.



188 SELECTED POETRY.
Yet ihere are fome to mercy true ;
And fuch my griefs have found,
Who o’er each life-deftroying wound,
Shed piry’s healing dew.

Such be thy favour’d lot, for they
Will live beyond the fummer day,

. Will mid’'ft the weeping autumn fmile,
And e’en the wintry wafte beguile ;
Will thy fad breaft from anguilh free,
The friends of gentlenefs and thee.

But, if the flave of love thou art

. S4ill languith and endure,

For when that ftrikes the feeling heart,
Like death, it has no cure.

ALFRED To PHILENTIA.

" A ND does the heart, by love diftrefs’d,
- - ¢ Ljke death, addiit no cure??? "
Muft Alfred's deeply-tortur'd breaft,
¢¢ Still languith, and endure ?”?

Ah! for a moment ftay thy doom, '
Nor drive him frantic to the tomb.

Thy fweet, thy all-fubduing lay, ]
The tempefts of the foul obey— |
At thy command its ragings ceafe—

Thou {peak’lt and ev’ry- heart is peace

While thron’d fublime above the ftorm, -

Thou wear’ll a radiant Seraph’s form,
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And, fmiling o’er the folemn fcene,
Thy afpeét {peaks a mind ferene.

Know then—o’er Alfred’s finking foul,
The waves of ceafelefs anguifh roll—
Love has affail’d his yielding heart,
And pierc’d it with his fharpeft dart ;
Zime’s lenient hand its healing aid denies,
And every hour a heavier ‘pzmg' fupplies.

When life's quick eddies warm’d his youthful heart,
He fell a prey to foft deceptive art—

To DzeLIA every real charm was given,

And Avrrep lov’d her next to Truth and Heaven.
Unus'd to guile, in love with truth,

And glowing with the fire of youth,

His mind the future profped view’d,

Where fancy every blefling thew’d—

The path of blifs expanded lay,

And flowers EDENIAN ftrew’d the way,

“While all around the alluring fcene,

Tranfported Friend{hip fmil’'d ferene,

And Nature with endearing finile,

Spread out each gay enchanting wile,

And from the landfcape {cene refin’d,

Brought fweeteft rapture to the mind.

But when this gay delufion flew,

A dreary defart oped to view ;
Where nough:t but thorns the cheerlefs heath fuﬁﬂied’
Where Hope {wift fled, and Expe&ation died.

But ALrrep lives amid a world of night,
Each hour beguiles him of a frefh delight ;
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¢¢ Chill Penury’s” fiends, with angry afpe& lour
Round his fad path, and wither every flower,

by
Ao

No gleams of joy pierce thro’ the encreafing gloom,
And Peace eludes bis grafp, and flies beyond the tomb.

Muft ALFRED then, ¢“the {lave of Love,”’
¢¢ Siill languifh and endure 2”?

Can nought the torturing pangs remove
Is death the only cure?

The world has ¢ friends to mercy true”—
¢¢ Such ALFRED’s griefs have found,”
Who in his breaft ¢ fhed pity’s healmg dew”’—
But Friendfhip’s pity cannot heal the wound.

>

PHILENIATo ALFRED,

ENRY,” no ALFRED ! ’tis not thine,
In thy rich Soul’s exhauftlefs Mine

Abounnds more Wealth, than Gaxces golden Shores

E’er on the tawny Chiefs beftow’d,

When parting from the facred Flood,

The fallly, glitt'ring, yellow Sand,

Spreads Treafure thro’ the torrid Land,

Or tho’ from out the burning Soil,

Drawn by the harden’d Hand of Toil,

The ’precious fparkling Drops are plac’d

Round the {lim Zone of Beauty’s Waift,
And add new Splendour to fome Monarch’s Stores.

Does not the vernal Morning rife

With Radiance to thy grateful Eyes?
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Does not the breezy Flow of Eve

A Tranfport to thy Bofom give?

And ev’ry life-diffolving Sigh,

Fill thy rapt Soul with Extacy,
When thy loft Charmer on thy Vifion beatns,
And feeds wild Fancy with delafive Dreams?

Ah! ALrFreDp, I of Griefs could fpeak,
>Till at foft Pity’s call
The iron Tears would fall
In burnipg Streams down hard Oppremon's Checke
But no! I quit the heartlefs Lay,
A{nd‘ caft the unavailing Theme away.

When wand’ring o’er the fragrant Vale,

Soft Warblings wafting thro’ the Gale,

Does not thy Soul a Pardon find

For Wordsmnjuft, and Deeds unkind?

Do not the cruel Herd infpire
Compaflion or Difdain ?

Can Scorn’s cold Eye thy bofom firc.
To yield one Wrong again?

No! ALFrED, no! the I\AUDE is thine!
And where her Bounties flow,

All the bright beaming Virtues (hine,
The warm Affe@ions glow.

Then can that Duit poor Mifers hoard,
Enrich thy wealthy Soul?

Can fordid Ore one Blifs afford 2

_One tyrant Pang controul?
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Tlie friendlefs Flatvrer’s fmile to prove,
To purchafe venal Beauty’s Eye,
To {well mad Envy’s frantic Sigh,
And lofe each Sympathy of Love;
Such are the Joys which Gold can give,
And fuch e’en Mifers may receive,
Burt fuch can ne’er be thine.—
The Musk extends her open Arms,
She courts thee with unbounded Charms,
Her Pencil paints each glowing Scene,
Her Mufick floats along the Green,
By her the laurel’d Virtues live,
She bids degraded Vice, the Blufh of Confcience give-
Science is.her’s, and ev’ry Art divine.
Then lik: PEILENTA quit the Herd,
Where Mercy is unknown :
And be thy vative Prayer preferr’d,
T At great ApoLLO’s Throne.

Sweet Solitude, kind Nurfe of Song,
Allures me from the joylefs Throng,

Spreads her repofing Breaft to me, [to thee.
* And bids my tunelefs Harp waft long Adieus to cities and
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P OE M,

Written in Bofton, at the commencement of the lute Revolutions

By James ALLEN, oF BosTON.

FROM realms of bondage and a tyrant’s reign,
Our godlike fathers bore no flavith chain ;

To Pharaoh’s face the infpired patriarchs ftood,
To feal their virtue, with a martyr’s blood :

But lives fo precious, fuch a facred feed,

The fource of empires, heaven’s high will decreed s
He fnatch’d the faints from Pharaoh’s impious hand,
And bade his chofen feek this diftant land :

Then to thefe climes the illuftrious exiles fped,
*Twas freedom prompted, and the Godhead led.
Eternal woods the virgin foil defac’d,

A dreary defert, and an howling wafte;

A haunt of tribes no pity taught to fpare,

And they oppos’d them with remorf{elefs war,

But heaven’s right arm led forth the faithful train,
The guardian Godhead fwept the infidious plain,
Till the {cour’d thicket amicable ftood,

Nor daftard ambuth trench’d the dulky wood :
Our fires then earn’d, no more, precarious Bread,
Nor midft alarms their frugal meals were fpread ;
Fair boding hopes inur’d their hands to toil,
And patriot virtue nurs’d the thriving foil ;

Cc
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Nor fcarce two ages have their periods run,
Since o’er their culture fmil’d the genial fun;
And now what ftates extend their fair domains
O’cr fleecy mountains and luxuriant plains !
Where happy millions their own fields poffefs,
No tyrant awes them, and no lords opprefs;
The hand of rule, divine difcretion guides, - -
And whire-robed virtue o’er her paths prefides,
‘Each polic’d order venerates the laws, P
Aund each, ingenuous, Ipeaks infreedom’s caufe;
The Spartan {pirit, nor the Roman name,

The patriot’s pride, fhall rival thefe in fame

Here all the fweets that focial life can know,
From.the full font of civil fapience flow ;

Here golden Ceres clothes the autumnal plain,

And art’s fair emprefs holds her new domain ;

Here angel fcience dpreads her lucid wing,

And hark, how {weet the new-born Mufes fing !
Here generous commerce fpreads her liberal hand,
And {catters foreign bleflings round the land.

. Shall meagre Mammon, or proud luft of {way,
,:ﬁ’;{everfe thefe fcenes? Will heayen permit the day ?
" Shall in this era all our hopes expire,

And weeping freedom from her fanes retire?
Here, fhall the tyrant flill our peace purfue,

From the pdin’d eye-brow drink the vital dew 2
Nor nature’s barrier wards, our fathers’ fbe,

Seas roll in vain, and boundlefs oceans flow 2

Stay, Pharaoh,* ftay : that impious hand forbear, «
Nor tempt the genius of our fouls too far ; ;-

% The King of Great-Britain.
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How oft, ungracious, in thy thanklefs ftead,

Mid fcenes of death, our generous youth have bled !
When the proud Gaul thy mightieft powers repell’d,
And drove thy legions, trembling, from the field,
We rent the laurel from the victor’s brow,

And round thy temples taught the wreath to grow.}
Say, when thy flaughter d bands the defartdy’d,
Where lone Ohio rolls her gloomy tide,

Whofe dreary banks their waiting bones infhrine,
What arm aveng'd them? thanklefs! was it thine?$
But generous valor fcorns a boafting word,

Aud confcious virtue reaps her own reward:

Yet confcious virtue bids thee now to fpeak,

Tho’ guilty blufhes Kindle o’er thy cheek:

If wafting wars and painful toils at lepgth,

Had drain’d our veins, and wither'd all our ftrength,
How could'ft thou, cruel, form the vile defign,
And round our neck the wreath of bondage twine?
And if fome lingering fpirit rous’d to ftrife,

. Bid ruffian murder drink the dregs of life 2 Ve
Shall future ages e’er forget the deed? :gf
And fhan’t, for this, impious Britain bleed ?

+ The taking of Louifbourg in the year 17 55, by Gen-
eral Pepperell.

I The fame year the King’s troops were furprized near
the banks of the Chio ; when our illuftrious General W afk-
ington covered the retreat, and faved the deftru@ion of the
whole army. A body of the French was repulfed at an'af-
fault of the provincial lires at the weftward, their Genes
ral taken prifoner, and their whole arfny compelled to fly
back to Canada.

\
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When comes the period, heaven predeftines muft,
When Europe’s glories fhall be whelm’d in duft,
When our proud fleets the naval wreath fhall wear,
And o’ r her empires hurl the bolts of war,
Unnerv’d by fate, the boldeft heart fhall fail,
And, mid their guards, auxiliar kings grow pale 3
In vain fhall Britain lift her fuppliant eye,

An alien’d offspring feels no filial tye,

Her tears in vain fhall bathe the foldiers’ feet,
Remember, ingrate, Bofton’s crimfon’d firect ;§
‘Whoale hecatombs of lives the deed fkall pay,

And purge the murders of that guilty day. ||

But why to future periods look fo far,
What force e’er fac’d us, that we fear'd to dare ?
Then can’ft thou think, e’en on this early day,
Proud force thall bend us to a tyrant’s fway 2
A foreign foe oppos’d our fword in vain,*
And thine own troops we’ve rallied on the plain. §
If then our lives your lawlefs fword invade,
Think & thou, enflav’d, we’ll kifs the pointed blade?
Nay, let experience {peak, be this the teft,—
Tis from experience that we reafon beft,—

§ The Maffacre of the 5th of March 1770.
The Poet feems to have been very prophetic in this
beautiful paflage. /
. * The extirpation of the Neutrals from Nova-Scotia.
+ The Provincials covered the retreat from the French
lines at liconderoga, when the Britith Ge eral, Aber.
crombie, wasdefeated by the Marquis Montcalm, in 1758,
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When firft the mandate fhew’d the fhamelefs plan,
To rank our race beneath the clafs of man,

Low as the brute to fiok the human line,

Our il our portion, and the harvelt thine,
Modeft but firm, we plead the facred caufe,

Ouq natare bal’d, and fané&ion’d by the laws;

But your deaf ear the confcious plea denied,

Some demon counfel’d, and the fword reply'd;
Your navy then our haven cover'd oer,

And arm’d battalions trefpafs’d on our fhore,
Thro the prime fireets, they march’d in war’s array :
At noon’s full blaze, and in the face of day :

With dumb contempt we pafs’d the fervile (how,
While fcorn’s proud fpirit fcowl’d on every brow ;
Day after day fucceflive wrongs we bore,

Till patience, wearied, could fupport no more,
Till flaughter’d lives our native ftreets prophan’d,
And thy flaves’ hand our hallow’d crimfon ftain’d 3
No fudden rage the ruffian foldier tore. :
Or drench’d the pavements with his vital gore,
Deliberate thought did all our fouls compofe,

Till, veil'd in gloo s, the lowery morning rofe;
No mob then furious urg’d the impaffiond fray,
Nor clamorous tumults dinn’d the folemn.day ;

In full convene the cityf fenate fat,

. Qur fathers’ fpirit rul d the firm debare:

" he freeborn foul no reptile tyrant checks,

Tis heaven that dictates when the people {peaks ;

{ Town-meeting at Faneuil-Hall
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Loud from their tongues the awful mandate broke,
And thus, infpir’d, the facred fenate fpoke ;
Ye mifcreant troops, be gone! our prefence fly ;
S.ay, if ye dare, but if ye dare, ye die!

Ah, too fevere, the fearful chief § replies,
Permit one half, the other, inftant, flies.

No parle, avaunt, or by our fathers’ fhades,
Your reeking lives fhall glut our vengeful blades.
Ere morning’s light,'begone,—or elfe we fwear,
Each (laughter’d corfe fhall feed the birds of air!
Ere morning’s light had ftreak’d the fkies with red,
The chieftain yielded, and the foldier fled.
Tis thus experience fpeaks—the teft forbear,
Nor thew thefe ftates your feeble front of war.
But ftill your navies lord it o’er the main,—
Their keels are natives of our oaken plain ;

E’en the proud maft that bears your flag on high,
» Grew on our foil, and ripen’d in our fky :
¢¢Know then thyfelf, prefume not us to {can,
Your power precarious, and your ifle a {pan.

Yet could our wrongs in juft oblivion (eep,
And on each neck reviv’'d affeCtion weep,
The brave are generous, and the good for give,
Then fay yoa've wrong’d us, and our parent live ;||
But face not fate, oppofe not heaven’s decree,
Let not that curfe our mother light on thee.

=T
§ The infamous Governor Hutchinfon .

i
l
|l Her tyrants were too felf-conceited, "and too obftinate, i
3
1

to take the advice of men of the beft fenfe and underftand-

ing. [Che c.onfe.quence has been the eftablifhment of lib-
erty and univerfal commerce in America. b
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AN INTENDED INscrRiPTTON,

Wr:lten Jor the NMonument on Beacon-Hill, in Bofton, and ad-
! dreffed to the Paffenger.

BY THE SAME.

A T —

HERE ftretch’d your fail, beneath what foreign fky
Did lovlier landfcapes ever charm your eye?
Could fancy’s fairy pencil, Stranger! fay,
E’en dipt in dreams, a nobler fcene portray ?

Behold yon vales, whofe fkirts elude your view,
And mountains fading to zrial blue!
Along their bow’ry fhadesshow healthy toil
Alternate fports, or tends the mellow foil.
See rural rowns mid groves and gardens rife,
And eaftward,—where the ftretching ocean lies,
Lo ! our fair capital fublimes the fcene,
New Albion’s pride, and ocean’s future queen;
How o’er the tradeful port anguft fhe {miles,
Her fea-like haven boafts an hundred ifles,
W hence hardy commerce {wells the lofty. fails
O’er arétic feas, and mocks the polar gales,
Thence tides of wealth' the wafting breezes bring,
And hence e’en culture feels its vital {pring.

_ Thefe fcenes our Sires from rugged nature wrought,
Bince—what dire wars their patriot race have fought !
Witnefs yon tracts, where firft the Briton bled,

Driv’n by our youth redoubted P1zrcy fled :
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There Br&ep afcends, and BUNKER’s bleeding fteeps,
Still ¢’er whofe brow abortive Viit’ry weeps ;

What I rophies fince! the gaze of after times,

Fear’d Freedom’s empire o’er our happy climes!

But hence. fond Stranger, .take a nobler view,
See yon fhorn elm,* .whence all thefe glories grews
Here, where the armed foe prefumptious trod,
Trampled our fhrines, and even mouth’d our Gob,
His vengeful hand, deep as the parent-root,

Lopt each grown branch, and ev’ry fuckling fhoot;
Becaufe beneath her confecrated fhade

Our earlieft vows to L1BERTY were paid.

High from her Altar blew the heaven-canght fire,
W hile all our wealth o’erhung the kindling pyre.
How at the deed the Nations {tood aghaft,

As on the pile our plighted lives we caft!

0 if an alien from our fair domains,
The bloed of Britain, haplefs, taintyour veins,
Pace o’er that hallow’d gré‘ﬁnd with awful tread,
And tears;i atoning, o'er yon relick fhed ;
>utf, American! your lineage {prings,
¥From Sires, who fcorn the pedigree of kings,
A Georgian born you breache the tepid air,
Or on the breezy banks of Delzware, »
Or hardy Hamp/bire claim your haughty birth,
Revere yon raot, and kifs its nurt'ring earth :
O be its fibre fed by flowing {prings,
Whence rofe our empire o'er the thrones of kings 3 A

¥ The ftump of Liberty-Tree.

P A Nl
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Een now defcend, adore the dear temain,

W here firlt rear’d Liberty’s illumin’d fane,

There ail her race, while time’s revolve fhall come,
As pilgrims flock to MEcca’s idel'd tomb.

‘ELEGIAC ODE,

. Sacred to the Memory of Generai GREENE.

BY . GEoRrcE RicHiARrDS, OF Bos‘;‘om

AY, fhall the bards of ancierlt Grejece and Rome,
Insall the pathos of impaflion’d woe,
Mouarn with their country, 'at the hero’s toath,
And fire @ world to emulation’s glow?
Shall. weeping mufes quit Pl‘ idn grovesy’
1o deck the fod, where, reft the good, the! brave;
And thall the warrior, whom an! empire loves!: -
Repofe, ulfmé,, unhonor’d in the gmve? !

Forbid it, heaven ! Columbia claims the fon g

Touch d with her griefs, 1 fweep the plamtlve ljre: ;
To her, to Greene, immortal ftrains belong

An angel’s pencil, and a feraph’s fire. L . ulimd e
Whilit facred I'ruth, from realms of light)

Shall pour the tide of intellectual day,
And lead my footfteps to the hero’s fhrine,

W here patriots guard, and freemea watch the clay.

8 ¢ Dd
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When firft Britannia bath’d her fword in gore,
His foul, indignant, fpurn’d the peacetul fhade;
Inftant he arm’d, to brave the Lion’s roar,
And the keen terrors of the Highland blade.
 Prompt at his call, to hoftile fields he led
The hardy yeomen of his native ifle ;*
True fons of liberty ; whom virtue bred,
Strong for the labors of Herculean toils

Mild of accefls, in him, no little pride |
Obfcur’d the greatnels of a noble mind ; {
He felt for all ; the foldier at his fide k-
Brought down the fwegteft ¢ milk of human kind.»
For council honor’d, in the camp belov'd,
Sagacious, cool, amid the ftorm ferene;
Heroes rever’d, applauding States approv’d,
And Albion trembled at the name of GREENE.

Oft have his limbs the frozen earth comprefs'd,
Whillt round his head the watery torrent pour'd ;
Thick clouds the curtains t2 his couch of reft,
Where the bleak wind and midnight hail-ftorm roar®
And oft, advancing with the folar ray, :
His banners flam’d to meet the lightning’s glare,
In torrid realms of more than burning day ;
Sad haunts of death, and plagues, and putrid air.

There hallaw’d truths, inferib’d on glory’s roll,
Written in blood on honor’s purple veft,

Shall gallant werriors, born of kindred foul,
With confcious pride, and martial zeal attefts

* QGeneral GREENE commanded the troops raifed by the
state of Rhode-Ifland, the firlt campaign of the late ware
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Tlluftrious men! ye nerv’d his mighty hand, -
o crulh the fava_e on the warlike plain;

When to the fouth he wheel’d his conquering band,
And broke the iron of oppreflion’s chain.

Around the fhores which Hudfon’s billows lave,

His laurel wreaths fhall ever verdant bloom ;
And Trenton’s cyprefs fhade the hero’s grave,

Whilft penfive Princeton mourns his early tomb,
Auguft abodes ! ye heard the trumpet’s found ;

Which bade his columns range,. his fquadrons form ;
Ye faw his courfers fnuff the embattled ground,

And Greene, triumphant, rule the vengeful ftorm.

Array’d in tears and garb of fable hue,
See Brandywine the chieftain’s hearfe attend ;
And Germantown + lament—and Monmouth, rob’d in
And Afhley’s waters wail their god-like friend. [yew,
Immortal grounds ! the theme of every age,
Your meaneft duft fhall fpeak the hero’s praife;
Here bolted vengeance burft with tenfold rage,
And there he drove the lightning’s rapid blaze.

Nor lefs illuftrious are the banks of Dan,
Or Guilford’s fields, where feats of bBold emprife,
Proclaim the genius of the matchlefs man ;
Though all the regions, mark’d by azure fkies,
Ye faw his arms the vollied thunders deal,
Which check’d Cornwallis in his mid career ;
With Tarleton’s fword, and Rawdon’s murderous fteel;
And favage Balfour pal’d with guilty fear.

w1t AL ,Ggrmanto\yn, Monmouth, and in South-Caroli-
n3, Gen. GREENE was honored with diflinguifhed comnmand,
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Tiluftrious fpets of earth’s high favor'd mould !
What, tho no clarions fwell to dire alirms,
And no proud chief, in pomp of burnifh'd’ gold 2
Leads on his‘troops.in the’ brrght gkm “of arms'y nd
Yet fhall the veteran there recounr the.tale .0 1 04
Of -armiqs, raif’d, uncloth’d, unfed, unpaid,
Who ftood. the fummer’s heat, the winter's gale,
Nor turn’d their bofom\s from the tyrunt’s blades

Such were the men, who own’d the power of GREENEy-
When the fhrill mufic, lengthening doWwn: theline, -
Urg’d rank on rank, to try the dubious fcene, 3
~ And combat hofts, by «cfpots thought divine.
Thrice honor'd chief! tl;e work of death is paft,
Thy tafk eompleted, fwiling peace defcends,
Huth'd is the din, and mute the trumpet’s blaft,
And ardent warrior's greet as ancient friends.

Mature in life, with endlefs honor crown'd,
7 oo: bright for earth, and fiv for purer fkies,

Celeftial bards his mighty deeds refound, ¥ 7 L
Whilft thus, aloud, a prince of angels cries.

€ At God’s decree, by heaven’s high throne, I fwear, -
«¢ Tis done ! tis, do}_lc_;! his time ﬂm]lA be: no more !

¢¢ Thon king of death defcend, on wings of air, - 4
«¢ And waft the hero to. hus narive fhore.”

The obedlent mo-:arch cleft the etherial way, §

His golden “darts were npp’d with-facred- ﬂrc, ot W
He rode the chariot of eternal day, 5 g1y
And, fleet as lightping, pafs’d the applaud,mg choir.
ST WS

% General GREEVE dled of the Cpﬁp de .S’afex? or Slroli;
of the supe

\e
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His radiant form the hero kenn’d afar, . v
R:folv’d in death to boaft fupernal fame,
He mounted fwift, lafl'd on the Bining car,
And tower'd fublime’in robes of {olar flame.

According fpirits tun'd the fong’of 16;7é;5 :

From heavenly harps was heard trinmphaie praife] — =
Which bredth'd thrice Wwelcolne to” the climes “aboveé, =
In the mild mufic of harmonious Tays. bt e
A paufe enfued’; the melting lyre was ftill, . ,_'
And this the voice which trumpets roll’ d 'u‘ound. ! )
¢ Go, fix he hero’s thJone on glory shxll ‘ &
¢ And be the chief'l oy mxghue& warrlors crown . :
b !

The laurel wreath was borne in; Warren s hand i

The great Momgmxery thron’d the immortal GREENE,
The gentle Mercer join'd the feftive band, o e oot

And gallant Laurens graced thp glorious fcgne. -
Uncounted veterans throog’ d the bleft abodes ;

Loud f{well'd the notes ro extacy divine ;- i 7 ;- .
And Spartan heroes, “nex-;'in réﬂk to-Gads, <110 { el

Proclaim d, with Wolle; the palm of merit thines 5}

“
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THE COUNTRY SCHOOL.}
-*.-—
UT to the door—the fchool’s begun—
Stand in your places every one,—

Atteg,d,»m $
- 3 - £ - - - - - o ‘.
Read in the bible,—tell the place,—
€ Tob twentieth and the Jeventeenth varfe:—
Caleb, begin. And—he—fhall—fuck—.
Sir,—Mofes got a pin and ftuck.
Silence,—ftop Cale\b—,Mrof eslohegef.
What's this complaint? 1 didn’t, Sir,—
Hold up your hand,—What is’t a pin?
€ dear, I won’t do fo agin.
Read on. Theincreafe of his b--h--horfe—e
Hold: H; 0, U, S, E, fpells houfe. } a1
Sir, what's this word 2 for I can’t tell it.
Can’t you indeed ! Why fpell it. - Spelf it.
Begin yourfelf, "0 {ay. “Who, 12 !
Yes, ary.’ Sure you can fpell it. - Try.
Go, take your feats and primers, go,
You fha’n’t abufe the bible fo.

+ This Poem is extracted from the New-Hampfhire Spy.
where it is introduced by the following note : “ Mr
Ofborne, The following may fill a corner of your Spy, if
there is any thing original, natural or juft, in thus {kerching
out a pitture of a common Town School, where there are
frequently fuch vaft numbers of every age, fize and fex
fent together, asto create perpetual confufion, diftra& an

illiterate malter, and fruftrate the noble defign of fending
them.”
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will pray Sir Mafter mend my pen?
Say, Mafter, that’s enough.—Here Ben,
Is this your copy? Can’t you tell?’
Set all your letters parallel.
Ive done my fum—tis juft a groat—
Lev’s fee it.—Mafter, m’ 1g’ out? ¢
Yes,—bring fome wood in— What’s that neife?
It iswt I, Sir, it's them boys—s

Come Billy, read—What’s that? Zhat’s A==
Sir, Jim has [natch’d my rule away
Return it, James.—Fere, rule with this==
Billy, read on,—TZhat’s crooked S.

. Read in the fpelling-book—Begin—

The boys are out— | hen call them in—

My nofe bleeds, mayn’t I get fome ice,

And hold it in my breeches —Yes.

John, keep your feat. My fum is more—
Then do’t again—Divide by four,

By twelve, and twenty—Mind the rule,
Now fpeak, Manaflah, and fpell tool.
Ican’t—Well try---T, WV, L.

Not wafh’d your hands yet, boody, ha?
You had your orders yefterday.

Give me the ferrule, hold your hand.

©h! 0h! There,---mind my next command.

The grammar read. Tell where the place s,
C founds like K in cat and cafes.
My book is torn.  The next.--«Here not-=e
E final makes it long---fay note.
‘What are the ftops and mafks, Sufannah?
Small points, Siry==—-And how many, Hannah?
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Four, Sir. How mdny,  George? You look
Here’s more than fifty in my bovk.' :
How’s this? Juft come, ‘>am 2 #hy I've been--«
Who knocks? [/ don’t know, Sire. .Comein.
¢¢ Your molt obediens;-Sir 2’ ‘And yours.
Sit down, Sir. Sam, putito the doors..
What do yb# bring o tell that's new !
¢« Nothing, that’s either ftrange or trues

. What a prodigious fchool ! 1 m fure
¢« You've got‘a hundred here; or more.
¢ A word, Sir, if you pleafe.” I will--.
You girls, till 1 come in be ftill.

¢ Come, we can dance to night---fo you
¢ Difmifs your brain-diftradling crew,
¢¢ And come---tor all the girls are there,
¢¢ We ll have a fiddle and a player.”’
Well, mind and-have the fleigh-bells fent,
T'll foon difmifs my regiment.

Silence! The fecond clafs muft read.
As quick as poffible-“-proceed.
Not found your book yet? Stand-:.he fix’d—
The next read, ftop---the next---the next.
You need not read again, tis well.
Come Tom aud Dick, chufe fides to fpell.
Will this word da 2 Yes, Tom [pell dunce,
Sit ftill there all you little ones-
I've got a word, Well, name it. Gizzard.
You fpe | it Sampfon.--G, 7, Z. -
Spell confcience, Jack. KX, 0, N,
S 4, U, N, 7, Sv--Well done!
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Put out the next---/Mine is folks.

Tim, fpell it....?, H, 0, U, X.

O fhocking ! Have you all try’d ? No.
Say Maiter; but no matter, go---
Lay by your books---and you, Jofiah,
Help Jed to make the morning fire.

THE SPEECH OF HESP ER.4

Efires of nafions, call’d in high debate,
. From kindre realms, to fave the {finking ftate,
A boundlefs fway on one broad bafe to rear——
My voice paternal claims your liftening ear ;
O’er the wide clime my foftering cares extend,
¥ our guardian genius and your deathlefs friends

When fplendid victory on her trophy’d car,
Swept from thefe fhores the laft remains of war,

Ee

4+ This Poem forms part of a feries of publications, in
the Connedicut Magazine, for the years 1786 and 1787,—
under the title of ¢ American Antiquities;”” of which it
makes the tenth number, and is call d an ‘¢ Extra& from
the Anarchiad, book xxiv,”’—being prefaced by the follow.
ing lines, viz. ¢ At the op ning of this book, and
previous:to the great and final conflict, which, by what is
legible at the clofe of the Poem, appears to eftablith the
Anarch in his dominion of the new world, Hefper, witha
folicitude and energy becoming his high ftation, and the im-
portance-of the fubject, makes his lait folemn addrefs o his
principal counfellors and fages, whom he had convened at
Philadelphia.”
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Bade each glad ftate, that boafts Columbia’s name,
Exult in freedom and afcend to fame,

To blifs unbounded ftretch their ardent eyes, *
And wealth and empire from their labour rife,
My raptur’d fons beheld the difcord ceafe,

And footh’d their forrows in the fongs of peace.

Shall thefe bright fcenes, with happieft omens born,
Fade like the fleeting vifions of the morn ?
Shall this fair fabric from its bafe be hurl’d i
And whelm in duft the glories of the world ?
Will'ye, who faw the heavens tempeftuous lower,
Who felt the arm of irritated power,
Whofe fouls diftending with the wafting flood,
Prepar’d the firm foundations, built in blood,
By difcord fiez’d, will ye defert the plan?
The unfinith’d Babel of the blifs of man?

Go fearch the field of death, where heroes, loft
I graves obfcure, can tell what freedom coft.
Tho’ conqueft fmil'd ; there flain amid the croud,
And plung’d promifcuous with no winding fhroud,
No friendly hand their gory wounds to lave,

The thoufands moulder in a common grave.
Not fo thy fon, oh Laurens! gafping lies,

Too daring youth, war’s lateft facrifice ;

His faow-white bofom heaves with writhing pain,
The purple drops his fnow.white bofom flain ;
His check of rofe is wan, a deadly hue

Sits on his face, that chills with lucid dew.———e
There Warren, glorious with expiring breath,
A comely corie, that {miles in ghaftly death:
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See Mercer bleed and ¢’er yon wintry wall,
Mid heaps of flain, fee great Montgomery fall !

Behold thofe vererans worn with want and care,
Their finews ftiffen’d, filver’d o’er their hair,
Weak in their fteps of age, they move forlorn,
Their toils forgotten by the fons of fcorn ;

This hateful truth ﬁill‘aggravates their pain,
In vain they conquer’d and they bled in vain.
Go then, ye remnants of inglorious wars,
Difown your marks of merit, hide your fcars,
Of luft, of power, of titled pride accufl’d,
Steal to your graves difhonor’d and abuf’d.

For fee proud Fa&ion waves her flaming brand,
And difcord riots o’er the ungrateful land ;
Lo, to the north a wild adventurous crew
In defperate mobs the favage {tate renew;
Each felon chief his maddening thoufands draws,
And claims bold licence from the bond of laws ;
In other States the chofen fires of thame,
Stamp their vile knaveries with a legal name ;
In honor’s feat the fons of meannefs fwarm,
And fenates bafe the work of mobs perform,
To wealth, to power the foes of union rife,
While foes deride you and while friends defpife.

Stand forth, ye traitors, at your counfry,’s bar,
Inglorious authors of inteftine war ;
What countlefs mifchiefs from their labours rife !
Pens dipp’d in gall and lips infpir’d with lies !
Ye fires of ruin, prime detefted caufe
Of bankrupt faith, annihilated laws,

211



212 SELECTED POETRY.
Of felfifh fyftems, jealous, local {chemes,

~And union’d empire loft in empty dreams,
Your names expanding with your growing. crime
Shall float difguftful down the ftream of time,
Each future age appland the avenging fong,

. And outrag'd nature vindicate the wrong.

Yes there are men, who, touch’d with heavenly ﬁre,
Beyo“d the confines of thefe climes alpire,
RBeyond the praifes of a tranfient age,
Tolive'immortal in the patriot page;
Who greaily dare, thongh warring worlds oppofé,
To pour jult vengeance on their country’s foes.

And lo! the etherial wor'ds affert your cacle,

Celeftial aid the voice of virtue draws;

"The curtains blue of yon expanfion rend,

From opening fkies heroic fliades defcend.

See, robd in light, the forms of heaven appear,
The warrior fpirits of your friends are near;

Each on his fteed of fire (his quiver ftor’d

With fhafts of vengeance) grafps his flaming fword,
The burning blade waves high, and, dipt in blood,
Hurls plagues and death on difcord’s faithlefs brood.

Yet what the hope? the dreams of Congrefs fade,
The federal union finks in endlefs {hade,
Each feeble call, that warns the realms around,
Seems the faint echo of a dying found,
Each requifition wafts in fleeting air,
And not one ftate regards the powerlefs prayer.

Ye wanton States, by heaven’s beft bleflings curft,
Loug on the lap of foftening luxury nurft,



et b .

S'?E’L*E“CTED‘POETRY. 213"

What fickle frenzy raves, what vifions ftrange?
Infpire your bofoms with the luft of change?
And frames the with to fly from fancy’d ill,
And yield your freedom toa monarch’s will 2

Go, view the lands to lawlefs power a prey,-
W here tyrants govern with unbounded fway ;
See the long pomp in gorgeous ftate difplay’d,
The tinfel'd guards, the fquadron’d horfe parade ;
See heralds gay with emblems on their veit, ,{i
In tiffued robes tall beauteous pages dreft; { .
Where moves the pageant, throng upnumber’d {laves)
Lords, Dukes, and Princes, titulary knaves
Confus’dly fhine, the purple gemm’d with ftars,
Sceptres, and globes, and crowns, and ruby’ cars,
On gilded orbs the thundering chariots roll’d,
Steeds fnorting fire, and champing bitts of gold,
Prance to the trumpet’s voice—while Bach affumes
A loftier gait, and lifts his neck of plumes.
High on the moving throne, and near the van,
The tyrant rides, the chofen fcourge of man
Clarions, and flutes, and drums, his way prepare,
Aud fhouting millions rend the confcions air ;
Millions whofe ceafelefs teils the pomp fuftain,
Whofe hour of ftupid joy repays an age of pain.

From years of darknefs fprings the regal line,
Hereditary kings by right divine ;
? Tis theirs to riot on all nature’s fpoils,
For them with pangs unbleft the peafant toils,
For them the earth prolific teems with grain,
Theirs, the dread labours of the devious main,

B
4

s
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Annual for them the wafted land renews

The gifts oppreflive, and extorted dues,

For them, when flaughter fpreads the gory plains,
The life-blood gulhes from a thoufand veins,
While the dull herd, of earth-born poinp afraid,
Adore the power that coward meannefs made.

Let Polard tell what woe returning {prings,
~Where right eleive yields the crown to kings !
\\Jar guides the chaice—each candidate abhorr’d
Feunds his firm title on the wafting fword,
Woasles to the throne amid the fanguine flood,
And dlips his purple in a nation’s blood.

Behold, where Venice rears her fea- girt towers,
O’er the vile croud proud oligarchy lowers;
While each Ariftocrate affe@s a throne,

Beneath a thoufand kings the poor plebeians groan.

Nor Iefs abhor’d the certain woe that waits
The giddy rage of democratic ftates ;
Whofe pop’lar breath, high-blown in reftlefs tide,
No faws can temper and no reafon guide ;
An equal fway their mind indignant fpurns,
To wanton change the biifs of freedom turns,
Led by wild demagogues the faQious croud,
Mean, fierce, imperious, infolent and loud,
Nor fame nor wealth nor power nor fyftem draws,
They fee no obje@ and perceive no caufe,
But feel by turns, in one difafterous hour,
The extremes of licence and the extremes of power.

What madnefs prompts, or what ill-omen’d fates,
Your realm to parcel into petty ftates?

-
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Shall lordly Hudfon part contending powers?
And broad Potowmac lave two hoflile thores?
Mauft Allegany’s facred fummits bear

The impious bulwarks of perpetual war?

His hundred ftreams receive your heroes {lain 2
And bear your fons inglorious to the main?
Will ftates cement by feebler bonds allied?

Or join more clofely as they more divide ?

Wi ill this vain fcheme bid reftle(s fa&ions ceafe?
Check foreign wars or fix internal peace? .
Call public credit from her grave to rife?

Or gain in grandeur what they loofe in fize?
In this weak realm can countle(s kingdoms ftart
Strong with new force in each divided part?
While empire’s head diffected into four

Gains life by feverance of afxninifil’d power?
So when the philofophic hand divides

. The full grown polypus in genial tides,

- Each fever’d part, inform’d with latent life,
Acquires new vigour from the friendly knife,
O’er peopled fands the puny infe&s creep,

Till the next wave abforbs them in the deep.

What then remains? muft pilgrim Freedom fly
From thefe lov’d regions to her native fky?
When the fair fugitive the orient chaged,

She fixt her feat beyond the watry wafte ;
Her docile fons (enough of power refign’d,
And natural rights in focial leagues combin’d}
In virtue firm, tho’ jealous in her caufe,
Gave f{enates force and energy to laws,

215§
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From ancient habit local powers obey,

Yer feel no reverence for one general fway,

For breach of faith no keen compulfion feel,

And find no intereft in the feederal weal,

But know, ye ‘avour’d race, one potent head,

Muft rule your ftates, and firike your foes-with dread,
The finance regulate, the trade controul,

Live thro’ the empire,” and accord the whole.

Ere death invades, and night’s deep curtain falls,
Thro' ruin’d realms the voice of Union calls ;
Loud as the trump of heaven thro’ darknefs roars,
When gyral gufts entomb Caribbean towers, )
When nature trembles thro’ the deeps convulft,
And ocean foams from craggy cliffs repulft,

On you fhe calls! attend the warning cry,

¢ YE'LIVE UNITED, OR DIVIDED DIE.»

g
&5

.
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From the New-Havm Gazette, and Connelticut Magazine,
: for 1788.%

TO; THE PRINTER,

. o THE diftrefs which the inhabitants of Guinea experience
at the lofs«of their children, which are ftolen from them
by the perfons employed in the barbarous traffic of hu-
man flefh, is, perhaps, more thoroughly felt than de-
fcribed. But, asitis a fubje& to which every perfon
has not attended, the Author of the following lines hopes
that, poflibly, he may excite fome attention, (while he
obtains indulgence) to an attempt to reprefent the an-
guith of a mother, whofe fon and daughter were taken
from her by a Ship’s Crew, belonging to a Country
where the GoD of Juftice and Mercy is owned and wor-

i fhipped.

- e

€¢ ELP! oh, help! thou Gop of Chriftians!
¢¢ Save a mother from defpair !
¢¢ Cruel white-men fteal my children!
¢¢ Gop of Chriftians, hear my prayer !

¢¢ From my arms by force they’re rended,
¢ Sailors drag them to the fea;

#¢ Yonder thip, at anchor riding,
¢¢ Swift will carry them away.

Y

__ * This Poem was originally printed in the above-men-
tioned Paper, February 21ft, 1788, .in rather an incorrect
manner. It is now offered to the public, with the amend.
ment of the errors reprehenfible at its firft appearance,
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¢ There my fon lies, ftripp’d, and bleeding;
¢ Faft, with thongs, his hands are bound.

“ See, the tyrants, how they fcourge him !
¢ See his fides a reeking wound !

¢ See his little fifter by him ;
,¢ Quaking, trembling, how fhe lies!
"¢ Drops of blood her face befprinkle ;
¢ Tears of anguifh fill her eyes.

¢ Now they tear her brother from her

‘¢ Down, below the deck, he’s thrown
- ¢ Stiff with beating, thro’ fear filent;
¢¢ Save afingle, death-like, groan.

¢¢ Hear the little creature begging !"’—
¢ Take me, white-men, for your own!
¢ Spare! oh, fpare my darling brother !
¢ He’s my mother’s only fon.

¢ See, upon the fhore fhe’s raving :
¢ Down fhe falls upon the fands:

¢ Now, fhe tears her flelh with madnefs; -
¢ Now, fhe prays with lifted hands.

¢ I am young, and ftrong, and hardy ;
¢ He’s a fick, and feeble boy ;

¢ Take me, whip me, chain me, ftarve me,
¢ All my life ’Il toil with joy.

¢ Chriftians! who’s the GoD you wortfhip?
¢ Is he cruel, fierce, or good?

Does he take delight in mercy 2

¢ Or in {pilling human blood ?

-
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¢ Ah! my poor diftra&ted mother !
¢ Hear her fcream upon the fhore.’—
Down the favage Captain ftruck her,
Lifelefs on the veflel’s floor.

Up his fails he quickly hoifted,
To the ocean bent his way ;
Headlong plunged the raving mother,
From a high rock, in the fea.

NEW YEAR’s WISH#*

BY DRi = = = = ey

O you, my young friends, while I write,
Kind wifhes fpontaneous arife;;
And does ought my rude paflions excite, 2
They are hufh’d by benevolent fighs.
A mufe, in the form of a Dove,
Hovers round, and difpels every fear
She bids me each talent improve”
To haikyou a Harpry NEw YEAR!

Her mandates I cheerful obey,

As her {miles I would ftrive to procure ;
For the lines that my withes convey,

May her favors in future fecure.

* Firft publithed in No. 85, of the Gazette of the Uni-
ted States ; and originally addrefled, by the author, to
a circle of his female friends.
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On you, my young friends, may fhe fmile,
That yonr verfe may with melody flow ;

. And may joy all your forrows beguile,

Nor an hour be referved for woe.

When WiNTER fhall fternly appear,
And Nature in gloom be array’d;
When tne Mariner fhudders thro’ fear,
Left his bark fhould by winds be betray’d ;
Then, in fafety, well fhelter’d from fnow,
May you all,‘putting forrow afide,
In domefiic tranquility kpow
All the joys of a focial fire-fide.

When SprinG in young beauty thall {mile,
And charm following charm fhall unfold ;
In rapture beholding the while,
May youf portion be pleafures untold.
May each fongfter that chirps on the fpray,
May each floweret that blows in the field,
For you be more cheerful and gay,
For you its choice fragrances yield.

When SuMMER fhall fultry advance,
And flocks from their fports fhall retire 3
May each youth, who declines the light dance,
Your charms, and your virtues admire.
May the grape-vine form Arbors of eafe,
While the eglantine fkirts them around ;

»And then may the frefh balmy breeze

Waft perfumes from each neighboring ground.
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When AuTuMmN his treafures fhall bring,
When each fruit tree fhall bend with its load;
May your hearts ever gratefully fing,
The hand that fuch bleflings beftow’d.
Thus {weetly fhall time roll away,
Nor fhall you once wifh it in hafte ;
And the YEAR that commences to-day,
Far happier fhall be than the paft.

Then, when WiINTERS and SPRINGS fhall decay,
When SuMMERs and AUTUMNS are o’er,
And ProEBUS, the Prince of the day,
Shall wake the glad Seafons no more :
To you, each forgeting her mirth,
May beauty immortal be given;
May you change the faint joys of this earth,
For tranfports uncloying in heaven.

From a Gentleman, toa Lady, whohad prefented bimwith a
Caxe HEART.

BY THE SAME.

WITH eager hafte T homeward flew
My precious gift to unfold ;
I faw, and ar the flattering view,
My tranfports thus I told.

Thou beauteous femblance of the heart
That warms Lucinda’s breaft,

Come, and each gentle joy impart
As to my foul thow’rt prefs’d.
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- But fiill, tho chafte delight full oft
To my fond heart you give,

“Yet thou, fay what I will, no foft
Impreffion canft receive.

O had Lucinda, lovely fair,
: Deign’d but hier own to have given,
The gift I’d cherifh with that care
As if ’twere {ent from heaven.

In my ewn bofom it fhould lie,
By no rude paffion tofs’d ;

And, hufl’d tolove, it fhould fupply
The place of mine that’s loft.

From the American Magazine, for May 1788.

UTRUM HORUM-MAVIS, ELIGE.

LET fage difcretion the gay world defpife ;
Let dull philofophers o’er lamps grow wife,

Like bees their fummer providently wafte,

And hoard that treafure which they ne’er fhall tafte ;

Let flatefmen court the bubble of applaufe,

And ftaring cry for fumptuary laws;

Let peevith prelates in devotion kneel,

And curfe that pleafare which they try to feel;

Life is a blefling, ulfe it as you can,

And the beft purpofe of that blefing fcan.

All human reafon is no more than this,

To guide our footfteps in the realms of blifs ;

While, as in drinking, fo in life, the will

Muft bound our joy, and dictate what t0 filkime
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Live freely then; for if thy life offend
’Tis ne’er too late to alter and amend :
But fhould you hefitate the feafon’s loft,
As backward fruits are fubject to the frofts
Then, if true fpirit every hope inflame,
Mark well the leffon of my proffer’d fame.

Firft trace the limits of thy deftin’d fphere:
Here reft thy wifdom, thine ambition here.
»Tis not each clown that triumphs, tho’ he dare
Afpire to charm and captivate the fair;
*Tis not each witling, who the ape difplays,
That ftrikes our fancy, or provokes our praife :
But would you fin, be finful with a grace—
Inaptitude can even vice debafe.
Search then your genius, every bent furvey,
And where fhe prompts be ready to obey.
See thro’ this crowd where brilliant profpe@s rife
The chace how luring, and how rare the prize!
The paths of pleafure to no bounds confin’d,
As in their fhape, are various in their kind.
Fix then thy province, make thy talents good,
And be a fop, a gentleman, or blood.

Happy the fir/?, who ftudious to difpenfe
With a!l the cumberous pedantry of fenfe,
Knows no ambition but the pride of drefs,
And for that-toy can every wilh fupprefs :
Whofe natal bounties, like the fly’s, confift
In two fhort words, to flutter and exift.

If to fuch fame thine emulation turn,
Hear his purfuits, and from example learn,
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—"Till ten the morn is {quander’d in his bed ;
One precious hour’s devoted to his head ;
Auother’s finifh’d ere, his drefs complete
From top to toe be critically neat ;
Then he ftruts forth to greet his kindred beaux,
And urge fome tardy tradefman for his clothes 3
Or mid the town to faunter and to ftare,
And kill an hour or two he knows not where,
In the noon’s buftle, vacant and ferene,
He deals in bows, his bufinefs to be {een :
Perhaps united to fome fair he meets,
From fhop to fhop purfues her thro’ the ftreets ;
For the laft fafhions ftimulate her pride,
And on the modes he’s zealous to decide.
Next his foil’d charms he haftens to repair,
To give a finer polith to his hair,
His every grace with every art entwine,
And form his looks more ftrikin gly divine ;
Till the laft, nobleft paftime of the day,
To his bright zenith fummons him away.
There, in the circle of fome coterie,
Rous’d by the exhilirating fumes of tea,
View him, triumphant, with unrivall’d fame,
Attra& each ogle, and each breaft inflame ;
To every fenfe a magic thrill impart,
Andteal thro’ all the mazes of the heart.

Next let us view the Gentleman at eafe,
Too rich to toil, too indolent to pleafe ;

Whofe days, unharrafs’d by defire or woe,
~ In one fmooth ftream uninterrupted flow ;

b
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Born to no end, for no one purpofe ﬁ_t, '
A load of vanity, a grain of wit,
Who, far remov’d from every wordly ﬁrlfe,
. ~Lives for himfelf, and fleeps away his life. . -

If to the third thy happier choice incline,
And thy warm geniusbas a Blood would fhine,
Be the firlt caution, in tﬁ’y bold career,
To fhun low comrades, and a vulgar fphere :—
The great unpunifh’d, from their rank, offend ;
But humbler culprits with the laws contend.—
Then if fome:revel, or a midnight joke,
Infult our flumbers, or the watch provoke,
Thy looks can wreft ftern juftice from the fcale,
Sufpend her-frowns, and f{natch thee froma jails
Let dauntlefs {pirit animate thy foul,
No fears reftrain thee, and no threats controul ;
Whether, in hunting, at an arm’s expence,
You dath a furious courfer o’er.a fence s
Or, at the bottle; be thy matchlefs boaft,
To fit the longeft, and to drink the moft:
So fhall thy fame to wonderous heights afcend ;
And every rake fhall hail thee” as a friend.

But, if thy foul {uch bafe ambition fpurn,
And in thy brealt a purer {pirit burn,
Leave fuch poor laurels to the brows of Youth 5
And place thy zeal in wifdom and in truth.
Then, in thy way, tho mean temptation rife,
The talk dxfcourage, or the world defpre,
Proceed

Gg
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Until the triumph of thy worth record

That virtue is the fureft, beft reward.

The Fop, whofe merits on his charms depend,
May gain a miftrefs, but will lofe a friend ;-
The Blood will tell thee, ere he quit the ftage,
That joy of youth’s the mifery of age;

And the deluded Idler, with rémorfe,

Will own a bleffing what he fear’d a curfe
But he whofe wildom, fuch defires withftood,
Unites his pleafure with his greateft good,
Knows not misfortune, thow fair one frown,
His wealth efcape him, and his friends difown ;
~ “But, firm in what he is, in what he may be, bleft,
.~ Feels an unvaried fun-thine in his breaft.

o S oY ¥ A NorRWEGIAN TALEs

BY WILLIAM DUNLAP.

Hiftory fays that S1varD, King of Sweden, entered Norway
with a numerous army, and committed the greateft en-
ormities, but was at laft overthrown, his Army routed,
and himfelf {lain by one of thofe women whom he had
brutally abufed. .

BETWEEN Norwegian hills, wide fpreads a plain,
By Nature form’d for {port ;

The vet’ran warrior here, and hardy fwain,
To annual games refort,

ol
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High o’er their heads was hung the hoary brow,
Which caft an ample fhade ;

From thence thefe words majeftic feem’d to flow—
¢« Fierce foes your fports invade !’

They upward gaze—a warrior ftruck their fight ;
He bore aloft his lance,

All fheath'd in arms, infufferably bright,
Where beamy {plendours dance.

The weftern fun beam round his helmet flies,
He more than man appears;

And more than mortal feem’d to found the voice
That rang upon their ears.

 Ye fons of Norway ! hearken to my tale,
¢ Your rural games oh ceafe ;

¢ Sivard is marching through Dulvellon’s vale,
¢ Break off the fports of peace !

¢ The bloody Sivard leads his conqu’ring Swedes,
¢¢ He riots in our fhame;

¢¢ The man, the matron, and the infant bleeds—
¢¢ Norway is but a name!

¢ The hufband fees—curfe on the tyrant’s luft—
¢¢ He fees his beauteous bride—

¢¢ Her virtue, worth and honour in the duft—
¢ Oh where is Norway’s pride !

“ Roufe! roufe Norwegians! feize your arms amain,

*¢ Let helms o’erfhade the brow ;
“ Let’s meet thefe Swedifh demons on the plain,
¢ And lay their triumphs low. ;

227
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¢ Oh had you feen what thefe poor «eyes have feen !
>Twas Sivard did the deed— .

¢ QOur hoary monarch, and our helplefs queen,
«¢ I—yes, 1 faw them blged.

.
B

¢¢ Their danghter Ella—no, 1 will not tell !
¢ Norwegians ne’er enquire—

¢ Ne'er hear it—what the royal maid befel; ‘A
¢ 1 fee your fouls on fire.

¢¢ Oh (eize your fwords, your {pears, your helms and fhields?
¢¢ Oh vindicate your fame !

¢ Sivard and Sweden glare on No1 way s ﬁelds 3
¢« Remember Norway’s name.’

He faid, tears flow apace---fierce glow the iwams,
Rage fills each honeft breaft ; i ;
In Swedifl, blood, to wipe away their ftains 0
Was ev'ry thouuht addrefs’d. ' ;

Then red hair’d Rollo, fierce advancing cried
¢« Whoe’er thou art, come down!

< We live on hills, to ev’ry toil we’re tried,
<t And war is all our own.

¢ Let Sivard come, we’ll meet the tyrant here.
¢¢ But Stranger come thou down.” ¢
He came ; old Athold gaz’d with look fevere ;--- ;oS
He gaz’d---but ceas’d to frown. ]

¢ Or Athold has forgot his monarch’s face, : 1

~ «Or fure thou art his fon! ;

¢ Eric, of mighty Norway’s royal race !”’ee—s= i
Full quick the tidings rung #e

3 P AR
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With fhouts they prefs to fee the beauteous chief’;
The aged kifs his hand !

On either fide faft roll’d thé marks of grief,
Then Athold fpoke the band—— .

¢ Ye fons of Norway, to your homes repair,

¢ There feize thf: {fword and fhield,

, ¢ And ere the morning’s purple ftreaks the air,

¢¢ Meet Eric in the _ﬁeld

. ¢ Oh Prince ! do you withaged Athold go,

¢¢- And take refrefhing {leep;
¢ Athold will fing, and {ooth the rifing woe,
¢¢ Or,---break his harp and weep.”’

*T'was night.--in Athold’s hall each took his place
Of other times he fung ; ;
Faft fiream’d the: tears adown the hero’s face
And groans refponfive rung.

Bright came the morn! and bright in batter’d arms

The ruftic vet’rans came;
And many a youth, untried in rough alarms,
Now hop’d a patriot’s name.

They hear’d from far the hum of Sivard’s hoft;
Young Eric ftruck his fhield ;

Then high in air his heavy fpear he toft,
And blaz’d aleng the ficld.

Next aged Athold follow’d ; Rollo ﬁro‘ng,
Black Calmar lifts his mace;

Culullin, Marco, Streno, rufh along,
And all the rugged race,
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Fierce came the Swede, in firength of numbers proud,
She fcorn’d his feeble foe ;

But foon the vaice of battle roar'd aloud,
And many a Swede lay low.

Strong Rollo ftruck the towering Olaus dead,
Full fifteen bled befide. ’ :
Old Athold cleft the brave Adolphus” head,
In all his youthful pride.

But Eric ! Eric! rangd the field around,
On Sivard ftill he cried : -

The gafping Swedes lay heap’d upon the ground-.-
Sivard! the hills reply’d. !

In fury Sivard feiz’d his fhining fhield,
His mail, his helm and {pear ;

He mountshis car, he thunders o’er the field 5
And Norway knows to fear.

Great Rollo falls beneath his dreadful arm,
His fteeds are ftain’d with blood ;

Young Eric fmil'd to hear the loud alarm,
And flew to ftop the flood. ;

Herag'd, he foam’d,---fierce flew the thirfly fpear,
Down fell the foremoft fteed :
Aftonifh’d Sivard felt unufual fear.

¢¢ Tyrant, thou’rt doom’d to bleed !”*

Up fprung the youth.--deep griding fell the fword
Sunk in the Tyrant’s brow ;

Faft fly the Swedes, and leave their hated lord,
His tow’ring pride laid low.

R AR e
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Now Norway’s fons their great deliverer hail,
But lo ! he bleeds! he falls!

Old Athold ftrips the helm and beamy mail,
And on his Gods he calls. '

He lifts the helm, and down the fnowy neck
Faft falls the filky hair—

¢ And could thofe limbs, the conquering Sivard check
Oh Pow’r of great defpair! o

Life ebbs apace---{hg lifts her languid head,
She ftrives her hand to wave,

Confefs’d to all, the beauteous Ella faid——
¢¢ Thanks, thanks companions brave.””

_¢¢ Freedom rewards youn-.-naught can Ella give
¢ Low, low, noor Ellalies ;
¢ Sivard is dead ! and Ella would not live.”
She bleeds, fhe faints, fhe dies. :

EULOGIUM ox RUM.

BY J. SMITH.

RISE! ye pimpled, tipling race, arife?
From ev’ry town and village tavern, come !
Shew your red nofes, and o’erflowing eyes
And help your poet chant the praife of Rums.
The cordial drop, the morning dram, I fing,
The mid-day toddy, and the evening {ling.
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Hail, mighty Rum ! and by this general name
. I call each fpecies—whifky, gin, or brandy :
( The kinds are various—but the effe@s the fame
And fo 1 choofe a name that’s fhort and handy ;
For, reader, know, it takes a deal of time,
To make a crooked word lie imooth in rhyme.}
Hai}, mighty Rum! thy fong-infpiring merit
Is kpown to many a bard in thefe our days
Apollo’s driok, they find, is void of fpirit—
Mere chicken-broth—infipid as their lays :
And, pleas’d, they’d give a riv’let—aye a fea
Of tuneful vfzater, for one 'quart of thee!

Hail, mwhty Rum! how wond’rous is thy pow’r !
Unwarm’d by thee, how would our fpirits fail,
When dark December comes, with afpe& four,
And, fharp as razor, blows the northern gale I
And yet thour’t grateful in that fultry day,
When raging Sirius darts his fervid ray.

Hail, mighty Rum! to thee the wretched fly :
~And find a {weet oblivion of their woes ;
Lock’d in thy arms, as in the grave, they lie—
; Forget their kindred—and forgive their foes.
And Lethe’s ftream, (fo much extoll’d by fome,
In ancient times) I threwdly guefs, was Rum.

Hail, mighty Rum ! what can thy pow’r witldtand !
E’en lordly Reafon flies thy dreadful fdce:

And Health, and Joy, and all the lovely band
Of focial Virtues, fhun thy dwelling place :

(For in whatever breaft it rears its throne,

Like Turkith monarchs, Rum muft rule alone.)
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When our bold fathers crofs'd the Atlantic wave,
And here arriv’d—a weak defencelefs band—

Pray, what became of all the tribes fo brave-=
The favage owners of this happy land ?

Were they fent headlong to the realms below,

« By doom of battle2” {riend, * I anf{wer no.

Qur fathers were too wife to think of war ;
They knew the woodlands were not quickly paft:
They might have met with many an ugly fcar—
Loft many a foretop—and been beat at laft.
But Rum, aflited by his fon, Difeafe,
Perform’d the bufinefs with furprifing eafe.

And would our weftern brethren be lefs proud, or,
In other words, throw by their gun and érum——
For ducks and fquirrels, fave their lead and powder,-
And fend the tawny rogues fome pipes of rum— -
I dare predic, they all would gladly fuck it;
And.ev’ry mother’s fon foon kick the bucket.

Butlo! the ingratitude of Adam’s race!

Tho’ all thele clever things to Rum we owe—
Gallons of ink are fquirted in his face ;

And his bruis’d back is bang’d with many a blow;
Some hounds of note have rung his funeral knelj,
And ev’ry puppy joins the gen’ral yell.

So have I feen (the fimile is fine—
And wonderfully pat—tho’ rather old)
When rifing Pheebus fhot his rays benign,
A ﬁoFk of fheep come fKipping from the fald;
Hh

* This all udes only to Jerfey, Pennfylvania, &¢.
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Some reftlefs theep cries baa: and all the throng,
Ewes, rams, lambs, wethers, bellowing pour along,'

But fear not, Rum, tho’ fiercely they affail,
And nonz but I, the bard, thy caufe defend, :
Think not ‘thy foes—tho’ num’rous—/hall prevail, :
Thy pow’r diminifh, or thy being end :
Tho’ fpurn’d from table, and the public eye,
In thefnug clofet fafely fhalt thou lie.

And oft, when Sol’s proud chariot quits the fky,
And humbler Cynthia mounts her dne-hor’fﬁ chair,
To that fnug clofet fhall thy vot’ry fly;
And, rapt in darknefs, keep his orgies there ;
-Lift the full bottle, joyous, to his head,
Then, '”great as Cezfar, reel fublime to bed.

Burlington, Dec. 7th, 1789.

THECOUNTRY MEETING.*

- BY T.C. JAMES.

A S -

OF war’s tremendous deeds, the din of arms,
And a&s by Fame renown’d, fain would I ﬁngi-: ‘
But that ambition ne’er my bofom warms, A
Nor would Calliope her fuccour bring
- To bard that foars with too advent’rous wing.

* Or friends’ place of worfhipe
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0 Shenﬁ:one' {weeteft child of fancy fair, .
Dart one fond ray, and gujdc the weakeft quill,
That ever ra{hly claim’d thy guardian care,
To point the high path up the flipp’ry hill,
- Where thou thy lyre dolt touch with ftill impreving {kills

Themes that have ne’er been polith’d into rhyme,
Would a faint pencil in this verfe pourtray,

If in the fond attempt to gain on time,
No taunting critic meet me on my way,
And with thefe accents rude my heart difmay :

¢ Vain youth, forbear, by defp’rate folly mov’d,
< Of poetafters the mean herd to fwell ;

¢ But mark his ftrain whom laurell’d Pheebus lov’d,
¢ What Horace, tuneful bard, has fung fo well,
¢ How Dzdalus’s fon, bold artift, headlong fell.’

View yonder ancient dome with trees befet,

: From which no lofty {pire doth proudly rife,

' Nor hence each week, wien congregation’s met,
Are ftudied hymns e’er wing’d unto the fkies,
Nor doth amen from parifk clerk arife.

E’en mulic’s lulling charms befeemeth wrong
To thofe who did this modeft temple rear ;

For all, who to thofe lonely confines throng,
Worlhip in guife of folemn filent prayer;

Nor can they think that words their {inful deeds repair,
| No pulpit here doth grace the naked wall,
;_ Nor doth the fculptor his gay art exprefs :
For thus they teach: ¢ Religion does not call
¢ For the vain ornaments of fplendid drefs,
¢ Nor will meek heaven fuperfluous grandeur blels.’

R ——
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And wrong they hold ir, that the flock fhould pay

For truths which ought to flow without controul,
Free as the filver dew, or light of day,

To beam mild virtue on the expanding foul,

And fpread celeftial fparks, free gift, from pole to pole.

But fee, o’er yonder field, the elder train
Of village dames their little infants bring,
Who elfe might loiter on the grafly plain,
And wet their new clothes in yon bubbling {pring,
“Which would their parents’ minds with forrow fting.
The fportive urchins oft will {kip away,
To chafe the partridge from the neighb’ring bufh:
Aud oft, with balls of well-attemper’d clay, .
Will from its covert fright the trembling thrufh, [hufhs |
Ner mind the matron’s careful voice, which would them

Down the flop’d hill the gayer tribe defcend,
On neighing fteeds, that champ the fteeled bit,
Strait to the fane their pompous way they tend ;
I'here *mid(t their peers in goodly order fit,
Young fwains for ftrength renown’d, and maids for wit ;
Such firength as at the mill-door oftis feen ’
When Colin lifts the fack of mighty weight;
Such wit as fports in gambols.o’er the green,
And would the ear of nicer town{man grate :

He’d call it fhocking fiuff, and rude, unfeemly prate. i

T

Yet Humour her abode will deign to fix t
Amidft the lively ruftics-of the place,

And with the village hinds will often mix,
Giving 10 ev’ry feat'a feftive grace,
/And fpreading chearfulnefs o’er ev’ry face.
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Let the polite, the polifh’d, blame their joys, .
Whom Nature, unconfltrain’d, can never charm
This is the life which ennui never cloys,
Nor €’er can fell Ambition work it harm,
Blo\ving with hideous blaft its poifonous alarme.

See yonder youth on prancing bay fteed ride,

W hile fatisfacion on his broad front beams;
And view his gentle charmer by his fide,

For whom he wifhes, and of whom he dreams ;

Of heavenly form and mind to him fhe {eeins.
For her each ev’ning anxioully he calls,

Of wild flow’rs fair, a nofegay fcented f{weet :
For her the chefnut drops its prickly hulls,

And the wood pigeon yields its fav’ry meat,

“With thoufand tempting gifts which verfe cannot repeat.

And now thro’ folding doors, full wide difplay’d,
The affembly’s grave and pious numbers throng,
While well each noify buzzing murmur’s ftay’d,
With the loofe prattling of each infant tongue;
For oft coufufion has from childhood fprung.
See the wife elder’s venerable grace,
Mark with what flow-pac’d dignity he moves ;
See ev'ry little eye hangs oo his face,
And over all his features fondly roves,
For he the junior train affeionately loves.

The village teacher fits with looks profound,

And marks the ent’ring throng, with eye afkance ;
If, as he careful views the dome around,

He fhould on carelefs pupil’s vifage chance,

He fends him ftraight a play-forbidding glance.

237
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or looks like thefe he hath a plenteous ftore, 1
To fright his ftudents from each frolic mood :

And well they watch to fee his afpe& lour,
Trying each art to avert the baleful wood,
By fitting wond’rous ftill, and feeming €’en as good.

Silence with Sleep his empire now divides,
While fome on this, and fome on that {ide nod ;
The ploughman ftil his fteers and ploughfhare guides,
And breaks in pleafing dreams the fancied fod ;
‘While the fchool-miftrefs wields the birchen rod.
Others, more wakeful, plan their future deeds,
While on increafe of wealth thelr wifhes ftray :
The farmer thusin rapture counts his fteeds,
And deals to each his part of winter’s hay,
Till {pring renews the grafs, and gives returning May.

W here will not thirft of treach’rous gold approach,
Since here, e’en here, it holds its wide domain !
From the warm cit who rolls in gilded coach, Y
To the dull carter, whiftling o’er the plain,
Does Plutus, god of thining lucre, reign.
Happy, thrice happy are th’ inftrucled few,
On whom fell Want ne’er lays her harpy claws,
Eut, far retir’d from *midft the toiling crew,
Live in obfervance of wife Nature’s laws,
Auid learn from her to trace the great Eternal Caufe.

i
KK
%f'
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WRITTEN AT SEA, 1N 4 HEAVY GALE.

By Capt. PaiLip FRENEAU.

APPY the man who, fafe on fhore,
Now trims, at home, his evening fire ;
Unmov’d he hears the tempeft roar,
_ That on the tufted groves expire ;
Alas ! on us they doubly fall,
Our feeble bark muft bear them all.

Now to their haunts the birds retreat,
The fquirrel feeks his hollow tree,
Wolves in their fhaded caverns meet,
All, all are bleft but wretched we—
. For, doom’d a ftranger to repofe,
No reft the unfettled ocean knows.

Whilft o’er the dark abyfs we roam,
Perhaps whate’er the pilots fay,
We faw the fun’s defcending gloom,
No more to fee the rifing ray ;
But buried low, by far too deep,
On coral beds unpitied fleep !

But what a &rar{ge uncoafted firand
Is that where death permits no day,
No charts we have to mark that land,
No compafs to direct the way !
What pilot fhall explore that realm,
What new Columbus take the helin !
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While death and darknefs both furround,
« And tempefts rage with lawlefs power,
Of friendfhip’s voice I hear no found,
No comfort in this dreadful hour—
W hat friendfhip can in tempeits be,
W hat comforts on this angry fea !

The barque accuftom’d to obey;
No more the trembling pilots guide,
Alope fhe gropes her tracklels way,
While mountzins burfl on every fide.
Thus {kill and {cience both muft fall,
Andruin is the lot of all.

TO ELLA.}
AH! vainly Ella, do I hear

Thy lute complain, in notes.fo clear,”
As would feduce an angel’s ear ;
~ That bids me check the fong of praife,
And giye to other themes, my lays.

To fierce difeafe and grief a prey,
In pain I pafs the lingering day.

¢ This, and the fucceeding Poems, figned BirTHa, are
extra&ted from the Gazette of the United States v;herc
they form part of a poetical Correfpondence, carried on un-
der the fignatures of ELLA and BiIRTHA. We have fe- |
le@ed the following Poems as being moft corre&, and moft |
worthy of prefervation ; efpecially as they are now offered
to the public with the author’s corre@ions.
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No more I raife the fprightly ftrain, -

~ Or warble the melodious fong,

That fill'd the breaft with envied pain,
And could the joys of life prolong.

Now, when the glowing oré of day,
Hath funk beneath the weftern wave ;
W ith melancholy heart I ftray
To hear the ftream his border lave.

Or like fome pilgrim prefs the yielding grafs,
And wet my fandals with the nightly dew,

A fprig of laurel breaking as I pals, :
To thee I fay the honoring branch is dues

My dangerous courfe along the vale I take,
Beneath the hanging rock, that feems to thake
With ev'ry blaft, and threatens on my head
Its crufhing weight to roll ;
But my undaunted foul,
Enjoys the fcene, nor feels the chill of terror fpread,

Now, near a cavern dark, and wild,

With folded arms I ftand,
Like melancholy’s gloomy child ;

I heave the fwelling figh ;

Upon the pafling gale;

While from my ever-ftreaming eye 5

Adown my cheeks, fo wanand pale,
The tears inceflant drop upon my hand.
There I hear the moping owl,
His difmal whoopings roll,
Xi
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Upon the heavy ear of night,
In founds that would thy foul affright.

But oh ! my burfting heart !

So tortur’d by the fang of grief,
In other {cenes would feek relief :
On fancy’s rapid wing I'd dart
‘Where Horror with his ftaring eye,
And upright hair,

Sits gazing on the fiery fky,

‘W hen {ulphurous lightnings fly,
And fwell the foul to wild defpair.

Where the vex’d wave with mad’ning roar,

Rolls thundering on the craggy fhore,
And aims with ev’ry dreadful fhock,
To burft apart the flinty rock ;

When ftill like wretched man! in vain
He ftrives his purpofe to obtain ;

Mad to defpair, . he flies again

And clamours to his parent maine.

May 21, 1791.

TO ELLA.

HARK! while I found my trembling fhell,

And bid the nymph, fweet Echo tell ;
Where on her velvet couch fhe lies,
Hid from the gairifh burning fkies ;
How the foul-enlivening found
Of thy enchanting lyre,
Was borne on Ether’s waves around,
From each foft-fpeaking wire.

BIirRTHA
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$Twas when befide the wizard {tream,

I faw the fun’s laft golden beam,

With yellow tip the afpiring heads,

Of time-contending oaks, the king of fhades!
1 faw the night flies buzzing round,

1 heard the beede’s humming found :

My foul to fober thought inclin’d,

Thus ran the current of my mind.

No longer now my cheeks difclofe,
The beauty of the budding rofe ;

No longer, as in former days,

I joy, the fprightly laugh to raife.

O ! then each lovely, fummer’s night,
>Twas my enraptured foul’s delight,
To tread the lonely filent vale,

And ¢ drink the fpirit of the gale :*

Or when the cloudlefs moon on high,
Beam’d forth her radiance from the {ky :
To wander o’er the airy hill,

Where pattering falls the lucid rill ;
And fee the wild flow’rs fhining bright,
Crown’d with the fears of weeping nights

But O! the wondrous change !
Now, it delights me not to range,
The fields and vallies, bright and gay,
With beauties of the faugbing May-.

When the fhrill fpirits of the coming ftorm,
Their thrieks of terror pour aloﬁg the wind ;

And fiercer raging all the grove deform, ’
The branches tear, and fhatter down the rind:
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When heaven’s bright fires defcending from on high,
Flafh awful day along the gloomy fky ;

And from their dwellings the hoarfe thunders roar,
And dufky torrents down the vallies pour :

>Tis then my foul enjoys the dreadful hour,
And bows, my God! in rev’rence to thy power.

- »Twas thus I mus’d, when borne along the air,
Thy heavenly notes came trembling on my ear;
Sweet as the gentleft fhowers

Of fpring, defcending on the flowers,

When murmuring Zephyr finks to reft,
Soft-fighing on the lily’s brealt.

Ah ! wouldft thou with thy arm fuftain
My wearied form, and foothe my pain ?
And wouldft thou all the lingering Eve, 4
With thy foft founds my foul relieve 2
And haft thou learn’d the healing charm,
. The power to bid the tyrant Sicknefs fly?
O'! hither come, extend thy potent arm,
And bid the beam of Hope ftand fparkling in my eye !

Ah! now, ev’n now, this very hour,

I confefs thy magic power !

Charm’d with thy notes divine,

No more my troubled foul,

O’er fcenes of horror loves to brood,

No more my freezing blood,

I:n lazy tides doth roll,

Bright in my eye the tears of rapture fhine,
Thro’ all my nerves I feel a tremor run,

Now cold as Zembla’s fnow; now fervid as the funs

-~
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O ! may thy generous {ympathifing heart,

Ne’er feel the anguifh of affliGtion’s dart;

May ftreams of earthly treafure on thee flow,

That thou; the pure celeftial joy may’ft know,

To bid the beggar fmile, and cheer his fou/e of woe.

: BIRTHA.
June 4, 1701,

T O ELIA.
GAIN thy fweetly warbled ftrain,

Thou leader of the choral train;
Again thy fweeping harp I hear,
. That long has charmed my ravifhed ear.

New vigour to my foul thy words impart,

With fofter pleafures touch thy wounded heart :
The moral lore that flows along thy line,

Might well befic a PLiNY to rehearfe ;

The bold defcriptive beauties of thy Verfe,
Would bright on T1T1aN’s glowing canvas fhine.

When clofed the blazing eye of day,
And on my downy couch I lay,
Deep mufing on thy moral lore ;
The God of Sleep around me threw
His mantle dipt in flumbrous dew ;
And thus arofe my fervent pray’v—

O'! thou from whom creation fprung!
O! fend from thy bright realms above,
Some faint to cheer me with thy love,

And bid me raife the rapturous fong—
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For Ihave heasd thy fpirits who on high
Poflefs the plains of yon cerulean ky ;

Have oft, in pity to the mortal race,
Deflcending clofed them in their pure embrace ;
And whifpering foothing mufic to their breaft,
Charm’d all the tempefts of the foul to reft—
Scarce had the words efcaped my moving tongue,
Yet on my lips the trembling accents hung ;

When lo! a form defcending from on high,

©On filver plumes thro’ yonder orient fky :

Wide flows in circling lacks her golden hair,

And plays with every eddying of the air.

Her robés of filmy texture white as fnow,

Around her form in graceful foldings flow.

Her bright blue eyes beam forth a gentle light,
And fix and charm at once the gazer’s fight.

When near fhe moved I faw bewitching grace,
And heavenly beauty lighten up her face.

Now by my fide upen the earth fhe ftood,

Her quickened glalnce warm’d all my chilly blood.
High waving in the air a fky-blue wand,

She bade me follow to yon lofty land ;

The path fhe led, with joyous heart I flew,

>Till near the high and verdant hill I drew 3 ;
Then turning round fhe took my trembling hand,
And waved again her bright cerulean wand :

Soft as the found of fome angelic lute,

Sweet as the breath of Orpheus’ mellow flute.

Her words in rapt’rous warblings pour’d along,
And thril’d my trembling foul with heavenly fong.
Behold! fhe faid, that lovely country round,
With nature’s richeft gifts and beauty crown'd

.
4
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There pureft joy flows thro the circling year,
The happy people know no pain, nor fear ;
Their queen I am, from realms of light I came,
Fair virtue’s offspring, blue-cyed Hope my name.”
She ceafed ; then rofe before my ravith’d fight,
Enchanting fcenes in nature’s beauty bright ;
Here fpreads a wide and ever verdant plain,
And waves the yellow life-fupporting grain:
There grandly rife the proud afpiring hills,
Between whofe rocky chinks flide down the rills.
Here in majeftic beauty towering high,
Shoot verdaut groves toward the cloudlefs fky ;
The feathered warblers hop frem fpray to {pray,
And hold their tuneful ftrife till clofing day ;
Then pours the plaintive Nightingale her notes,
And all night long her melting mufic floats—
Along the walks of thofe e’er blooming bowers,
Forever fpring new crops of fragrant fiowers.
The priftine colors of the fun are feen
_ “With countlefs changes waving o’er the green—
Rich fculptur’d figures form’d of blazing gold,
Attra& the eye, and firm the fenfes hold-—
Here Dove-like Innocence, engaged in play,
With frolic lambs prolongs the happy day ;
There Charity throws forth her copious ftore,
Till the glad fuppliants ceafe to alk for more:
Here, with celeftial glory in her eye,
Dild Faith with firmnefs gazes on the fky,
And Adoration pours her fong of praife,
While tears of rapture wander down her face.
There o’er white curling lakes the nodding trees,
Wave flowly to the gentle pafling breeze;

247
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Aund wildly.grand around deep rocky caves

Return the Echo of the dalhing waves.

Here chryftal mountains thooting to the fky,

With the bright fun in fplendor feem to vie ;
Where rife the rugged rocks an awful height !
The f(heeting torrent holds my wandering fight :
From fteep te fieep down dafh with thundering roar
The mad’ning waves, and foam along the thore.

¢ Lo faid the maid there burfting from the ground,
A bubbling fountain cafts its waters round ;

And fee behind, where opens yonder bower,

- The virtuous fouls enjoy the rapturous hour :
There many a harp, and many a breathing flute
Is heard ; refponding founds the filver lute;

Whilft ravifh’d with the melody of found

The vaeal chorus pour their fongs around.

Thus all the bleft their happy days employ,

And each contributes to the other’s joy ;

Their grateful inc nfe rifes up to heaven,

And for their praife a double joy is given:

Know thou, fhe faid, whoe’er purfues the path
That leads to Virtue and unwavering Faith,

Shall hail me Queen ! and where they dwell fhall rife
A fcene like this, enchanting to their eyes ;

The fpheres fhall warble mufic in their ear,

And all creation harmony appear.”

Now ceafed her voice, fhe clap’d her filver wings,
And rifing to the fky thro Ether fings.

BIRTHA.
Jury 2, 179z-

b 4
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HE Lord of light has journey’d down the fky,
And bath’d his courfers in the foaming wave ;
The twinkling ftar of Even too, haftes tolave
Her filver form; and vanith from my eye.
Now dufky twilight flings her fombre fhade,
Q’er the bright beauties of the filent wale
The afpin trembles not, the verdant blade
No longer nodding anfwers to the gale.

Come {weet Reflettion! hither penfive maid!
Dire& thy wandering fteps, and on this ftone,
Worn by nn traveller’s feet, with mofs o’ergrown,

Repofe with me in folitude’s deep fhade.
Then fhall [ know the height of human blifs,
And tafte the joy of other worlds in this,

BirRTHA
May 25th, 1791,

Kk
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ORIGINAY POETEY,

AN ELEGY,

WRITTEN IN FEBRUARY 1791.

By Mr. RicHARD ALsOP.

DARK is the hour and lone, o’er icy plains
The wandering meteors gleam a deadly light;
Wild howls the blaft amid defcending rains,
And forms funereal flit along the night.

Retir’d from fcenes where Pleafure’s airy wand
Gilds the light moments with delufive joy,

Where Mirth exulting leads her feflive band,
Far other fcenes my penfive foul employ.

The clouds of death that gloom the baleful year,
The days of joy, alas, fo lately fled!

While Friendfhip bids its fympathetic tear
Stream in remembrance of the much-lov’d dead.

" My friend, but now, of every blifs pofleft
That love connubial can on man beftow,

When mutual withes warm the murual preaft ;
~ Behold the prey of life-confuming woe.

Of late, how fair the beauteous profpett fiow’d,
How lovely glittering in the morning’s eye ;

But long ere noon, like April’s painted cloud,
Or hyes that tinge 'the fummer’s evening fky,
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_ The fairy hopes that raptur’d Fancy drew,
The dream of future blifs that fhone fo bright,
On Fate’s {wift pinions vanifh’d from the view,
And funk in {hadows of eternal night.—

W hat notes of woe in mournful cadence {well
Along the Weftern brecze from climes afar,

Mix’d with the dying groan, the favage yell,
And all the horrid diffonance of war!

And lo! mid gliding fpeétres dimly feen,
Pale as the mifts that Autumn’s car furround,

A form fuperior lifts his penfive mien, i
While on his bofom glares the fhadowy wound.

< Behold,” he cries, ¢ the band who lately bled,
¢ Mid weftern wilds in glorious confli& flain;

¢¢ While recreant troops in pale’confufion fled,
¢¢ Ignobly left unburied on the plain.”—

Far opes the view, {ublime in favage pride
A wild unbounded frowns on Fancy’s eye
Tall rife the trees, and o’er favannahs wide

The rank grafs trembles to the breeze on high.

With torrent fweep, amid a night of woods
Where fcarce the fun a livid glimmering lends,

A blood-ftain’d river rolls his foaming floods,
And o’er the plains in wild meanders bends.

Lo! this the fcene where War, with bloody hand,
i Wav'd his red ftandard o’er the carnag’d ground ;
Where wild-eyed Horror led the tawny band,

And fell the brave with dear-beught laurels erown’d.
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Here, grim with gore, beneath the inclement iky,
Smote by the parching ray and driving rain,
The mangled forms of breathlefs warriors lie,
All pale extended on the lonely plain.

In flaughter’d heaps, around promifcuous caft;
~ Mid favage chiefs Columbia’s fons are fpread,
While, breath’d from polar fnows, the northern blaft
Shakes its cold pinions o’er the unburied dead.

For them no more fhall morning gild the fky,
No more fhall May unveil her radiant charms,
No more fhall Joy illume the fparkling eye,
Or Glory’s voice excite the foul to arms.

Near yon grey rock by withering leaves conceal’d,
Amyntor lies, benevolent and brave ;

Whofe duteous hand a father’s age upheld,
And fmooth’d his dreary paflage to the grave.

Not far, a corfe diftinguifl’d o’er the reft,
Of noble ffature and heroic mien ;

Deep opes the wound: that gor’d bis manly breaft,
And his pale features wear a fmile ferene.

Too well alas! that much-lov’d form I know,
Thofe features pale with gory duft o’erfpread,

O’er whom has Friendfhip mourn’d in bittereft woe,
For whom AffeGtion’s tendereft rears are fhed.

Still, ftill in Fancy’s view recurs the day

W hen war’s black demons pour’d their hideous yell,
When left expos’d to favage rage a prey,

Thy gallant band befide their leader fell
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Oppreft with toil, while countlefs foes furround,
‘Ihy arm, thy voice, the fainting troop infpir’d ;

And e’en when {inking with the deadly wound,
Thy lateft breath their martial ardor fir’d.

Lamented Hero, far from weeping friends !
. No faneral honoyrs to thy corfe were paid,
And no memorial o’er thy grave extends
To mark the lonely {pot where low thou’rt laid.

Yet what avails to pleafe the fenfelefs clay,

¢¢ The trophied tomb,” the monumental buft,
Or recks the fpirit mid the realms of day,

‘The empty rites attendant on its duft.

A fairer wreath fhall friendfhip’s hand beftow,
A fairer tribute fhall thy fhade receive,
Than gll the idle pageantry of woe,
Than all its pompous monuments can give.

T.ong, long fhall Memory’s ardent eye recall
Thy worth, thy milder virtues to her view ;
Thy Couatry long lament her hero’s fall,
And o’er thee Fame her brighteft laurels ftrew.

O’er the lone {fpot where refts thy mouldering form, .

Shall opening fpring her mildeft breezes wave ;
And Flora’s hand with every fragrant charm

Deck the foft turf that forms thy verdant grové.

There the Wild-Rofe in earliefc pride fhall bloom,

There the Magnolia’s gorgeous flowers unfold,
The purple Violet fhed its fweet perfunie,

And beauteous Meadia wave her plumes of gold.

’
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Reft much-lov’d Chief with thy Jer a bleft,
Amid yon realms of light, yon feats of joy,

Where hufh’d is forrow in perpetual reft,
And pleafure fmiles uncenfcious of alloy.

From that calm fhore with pitying eye furvey
The varying {chemes of man, the bufy firife,

The vain purfuits that fill his < little day,”
And tofs with ceafelefs ftorms the fea of life.

While feraphs, bending from their thrones of gold,
With {ongs of triumph hymn thy foul to peace ;
And to thy raptur’d eye, ,with fmiles, unfold
The happy manfions of eternal blifs.

VERSIFICATION

Or A PAssAGE FROM THE Fi1rTH Book oF Qssran’s
TEMORA.

&

-~

BY THE SAME.

HE hofts like two black ridges ftood,
On either fide wild Lubar’s ftream ;

Here Foldath frown’d a darken’d cloud,
There Fillan fhone a brightening beam.

Their long fpears glittering in the wave,
Each hero pour’d his voice afar ;

Gaul ftruck the fhield, ‘the fignal gave,-
At once both armies plung’d in war,
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Steel pour’d its flathing gleam on fteel ;
The fields two rufhing torrents glow,’
That whitening foam, in mingled fwell,
O’er the dark rock’s projecting brow.

He comes, with fame immortal crown’d,
- His faulchion lays the heroes low ;
Death rides the thadowy blafts around 3
Thy paths O Fiilan warriors ftrew !

Between two rocks in fiflures rent,

Brave Rothmar flood, the warrior’s pride;
Two aged oaks, that winds had bent,

Their branches fpread on cither fide.

Silent he fhades his friends in flight,
While his dark eyes on Fillan roll;

Fingal beheld the approaching fight,
And all the father fill’d his foul.

As falls the ftone of Loda, huri’d

From trembling Drumanard’s high cliff,
. ‘When angry fpirits rock the world ;
So Rothmar fell, blue-fhielded chief.

Young Culmin’s friendly fteps are near,
His eye the burfting tear o’erflows ;
Wrathful he cots the empty air,
Ere yet with Fillan’s mix his blows.

He firlt with Rothmar bent the bow,
-Along his own blue-winding ftreams 3
And mark’d the dwelling of the roe,
As fhone the fern with morning beams.
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“ Why Youth would’ft thou provoke the might
Of that bright beam, that watfting fire 2
Unequal were your fires in fight ;
Retire, Culalluins’s {on retire 12

Lone in her hall, his mother cafts
Her eyes o’er Strutha’s wind ng fireams 3
Wrapp’d in a whirlwind’s eddying blaits,
Her fon’s thin fpe@re faintly gleams.

His dogs ftand howling on the plain,
Red his fufpended fhield with gore ;

¢ And is my fair-hair’d hero flain?
Pale does he lie on Ullin’s thore ?”?

As pierc’d in fecret lies a hind,
Panting her wonted fireams befide;

The hunter views her feet of wind ;
Culalluin’s fon thus Fillan eyed.

In a fmall fiream his hair is roll’d,
His blood {low wanders o’er his fhield ;
Still grafps his hand, with dying hold,
The fword that fail'd in danger’s field.

% “Thou’rt fallen ere thy fame was known,**
Said Fillan, mufing o’er the flain;

% Elate, in hopes of thy renown,
Thy father fent thee to the plain.

Perhaps, his ftreams grey bending o’er,
His dim eyes {eek thee on the heath;
In vain,—forah! returns no more,
His fon extended pale in death.”
L1
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Wide o’er the heath, in terror loft,
The flight of Erin Fillan pour’d;; '
But, man on man, falls Morven’s hoft,

Before the rage of Foldath’s {word.

Undaunted, Dermid meets his courfe ;
The' fons of Cona wake the fight;
But cleft his Mield, by Foldath’s force,
And far is fpread his people’s flight.

The exulting foe with haughty boaft,—
¢« Go Malthos, go to Erin’s lord ;

And bid him guard blue ocean’s coaft,
Left Morven’s king efcape my {word.

"
.

¥or cold muft Fingal lie in gore,
Tear fome low fen his tomb fhall rife
Without a fong, while hovering o’er,
Half hid in mift, bis {pirit flies.”’
15 darkening doubt ftood Malthos bold,
He knew the boafter’s heart of pride 3
Around his glodmy eyes he roll’d,
 And plung’d in war with fullen ftride,’

In Clono’s narrow vale, two trees
Dark-bending o’er the rolling flood,

Shook their broad branches to the breeze ;
There Duthno’s fon in filence ftond.

The blood is fireaming from his thigh ;
A rock fuftains his afhen fpear ;

His bofly fhield lies broken nigh ; £y

¢« Why Dermid, why that burfting tear:” . .-}
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¢¢ T hear the battle roar afar,
Alone my people on the plain ;
* No fhield is mine to ftem the war,
- And weak and flow my fteps of pain.

Shall Foldath then prevail in fight ?
Ere that in death fhall Dermid lie ;

Again ftern chief DIl prove thy might,
Again thy fierceft rage defy.”

He feiz’d his fpear the firife to join,
When Morni’s fon before him ftood ;
¢¢ Stay Dermid ftay, no fhield is thine,
Thy trembling fteps are mark’d with blood.”-

¢¢ Chief of Strumon give thy fhield,
Oft has it ftemm’d the battle’s force;

This arm may yet fuftain the field,
May yet repel yon boafter’s courfe.

Behold that ftone, with mofs o’erfpread,
Where fpires the waving grafs fo high;

There low a kindred chief is laid— =
And there in night let Dermid lie.”

Slowly he rofe the hill’s tall brow,
And view’d the troubled field of death ;
The gleaming ranks of fight below,
Disjoin’d,. and broken o’er the heath.

As fires at diftance, feem by night

Now loft in fmoke, in darknefs drown’d,
Now rear on high their fireams of light,

As ceafe or blow the winds around ;

25§4
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So met the battle from afar
Broad-fhielded Dermid’s eager eye.
Amidft the varying fcene of war
The chief of Morna towers an high;

Like fome black fhip, in lofty pride,
Dark rider of the billowy plam;

Wide fporting o’er the echoing tide,
When winter rules the ftormy main.

Dermid with rage beheld his courfe,
He rufh’d to meet the gloomy foe;

But fails the wounded hero’s force,
And tears of pride his eyes o’erflow.

He founded thrice his bofly fhield,
And thrice dn Foldath call'd aloud ;

Foldath with joy the chief beheld,
And lifted high his fpear of blood-

As fome vaft rock whofe rugged fide
Is mark’d with ftreams of many a ftorm
So look’d, with wandering blood bedyed
The gloomy chief of Morna’s form.

Each hoft, appall’d, in terror flies,
From the contending fierce of Kings.

At once their gleaming points arife,
With fpeed of lightning Fillan fprings.

The haughty foe, with trembling, view’d,
That dazzling beam of early fame ;
That fwift, as iffuing from a cloud,
To fave the wounded hero came.
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In founding ftrife as on the gale

Two broad-wing’d eagles fierce contend ; '

So, on Moilena’s far-fpread vale,
The chiefs in gloomy battle bend.

Low on his fhield is Foldath laid,
Pierc’d by th- youthful hero’s fpear;
Nor o’er the fallen Fillan ftaid,
But onward roll’d the ftorm of war.

Malthos beheld the warrior low,
Low laid on Lubar’s winding fhore ;
His bofom melts in generous woe,

And hatred fills his foul no more.

He feem’d a rock, down whofe grey fides
The defart waters trickling ftray ;
When flow the failing mift divides,
And gives its blafted trees to day.

Thus to the dying chief he faid,—
¢¢ Say fhall thy mofly ftone afcend,
Where Ullin’s dark-green hills are {pread,
Or Morna’s woody vales extend ?

There, where the fun looks forth ferene,
On blue Dalrutho’s bordering glades;
Fair Dardulena’s fteps are f{een,
Thy daughter, pride of Erin’s maids.”*

¢ Remembereft thou,” the chiefreply’d,
¢¢ The maid, becaufe no fon is mine,
To roll the battle’s deathful tide,
And in revenge ia arms to fhine?

- 26%0
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1 am reveng’d, for not in vain
“tlas fhone the lightning of my fpear.
Amidft the tombs of thofe I’ve flain
My narrow houfe, O Malthos! rear.

Oft thall I leave my airy fold,
To hail the fpot where low they lie 3
" When, fpread around me, I behold,
The rank grafs of their graves on high.”’

His fpirit rut’d on eddying winds,
And came to Dardulena’s dream ;

As, wearied with the chace of hinds,
She flept by blue Dulrutho’s ftream.

ler bow unitrung is near her_placed,
The breezes fold her raven hair ;
Each charm of youthful beauty graced
The love of chiefs, the blue-eyed fair,

From the dark fkirts of Morna’s wood,

Her father’s ghoft, pale bending, gleam’d;
At times his bloody form he fhew’d,

Then hid in fhrouding vapors feem’d.

She rofe in tears, her foul divin’d
"1 he chief in death was lowly laid ;
To her a beam of light he fhin’d.
When folded in his darkeft fhade.
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HABAXKKUK, Cuar. IIIL

BY THE SAME.

THE Lord of Hofts from Teman came,

From Paran’s mount the Almighty God,—
The heavens his glory wide proclaim,
And bent the earth beneath his nod.

Aslight his awful brightnefs thow’d,~
There was the hiding of his power ;
On burning coals Jehovah trode,
Dire mov’d the pe'ﬁi]enée before.

He ftood, and meafur’d earth and air,
He look’d, apart the nations fled,
The eternal mountains fcatter’d were,

And hills perpetual bow’d the head.

I faw when Midian’s curtains fhook,
I faw pale Cufhan’s tents in woe ;
Say, did the fireams thy wrath provoke?
Againft them did thine anger glow 2
Did e’er the deep his God difpleafe,
That on thy horfes thou did’ft ride ?
Thy path was thro’ the troubled feas, .
In heaps roll’d back the aftonifh’d tide.

The mountains faw, they trembling fhook,
The o’erflowing waters pafled by,

The mighty deep in horror fpoke,
And lifted up his hands on high.

\
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The rolling ftars their courfes ftay’d,
The fun and moon ftood fiill in fear;

Before thine arrows blaze they fled,
Before the lightning of thy fpear-

With rivers did'ft thou cleave the earth,
And naked made thy dreadful bow ;

Thou march’d in indignation forth,
And laid in duft the heathen low :

Thou wenteft forth on Ifrael’s fide,
To fave from death thy chofen race;
Thy fword has fmote the heathen’s pride,
And everlafting are thy ways.

Altho’ the fig-tree fhall not fhoot,

Nor grape the withering vine fhall yield,
The olive fhall withhold her fruit,
And blafted be the herbag’d field ;

Tho’ in the fold the flock fhall die,
And in the ftall no herd fhall be,
Yet on the Lord will I rely,

Yet, O my God! will joy in thee. .

R R
el
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RUNic Poxi‘kf.
et}
TWILIGHT ofFrtHE GO D S;

OR
DESTRUCTION Of THE WORL D.

FROM THE EDDA, A SYSTEM OF ANCIENT SCANDINAVIAN
MYTHOLOGY.

BY THE SAME. L

TIME fhall come, a barbarous time,
Dark fhadowed o’er with every crime,
When ties of kin fhall ceafe to bind,
In love’s foft bands, the human mind :
When fons their fathers’ blood fhall pour,
And brother blufh with brother’s gore : 4
When, loft to every tender care, '
Not one his deareft friend fhall fpax;e;
And man, opprefs’d with bittereft woes,
Wifh the {ad {cene of life to clofe.

Winter, clad in wild array,
Then fhall hold his direft fway ;
The fun withdraw. his golden light,
And veil the world in darkeft night;
The winds with wildeft rage contend ;
The fnow in ceafelefs ftorms defcend ;
The earth in icy fetters bound ;
And defolation glare around. -

Mm
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Uncherifli’d by one genial ray,

Three fuch winters pafs away.

Portents dire fhall then fucceed ; ;
The Monfters from their chains be freed :
Deadful, in his fiery car, *
Giant Rymer * rufh to war ; il

The Serpent + roll his hideous train o
D:‘ep beneath the billowy main, J
Whofe liited waters, wildly fwell'd, oo
Wide o'er the earth fhall be impell’d; ‘i
In thoufands men refign their breath, i
And throng the gloomy courts of death ; b4

His prey the fcreaming eagle feek, s

And tear the dead with gory beak ;

"L he Barth in dread convulfions heave
Its wonted courfe the river leave

The tottering mountain headlong borne,

- From ity deep bafe refiftlefs torn ;

Rent from their roots, whole forefts fall;
And one vaft ruin fpread o’er all.
Floating on the whelming tides, 7
Fate’s black Ship § in triumph rides ;

* Rymer—One of thofe Giants who, according to the
Edda, are in continual enmity with the Gods, and fhall,
in co-operation with the Evil Genti, eventually overpow- i
ér them. - !

+ The Great ferpent—or Serpent of Midgard, is faid |
to have been caft by the Gods into the ocean; where he
foon became of fuch an enormous fize as to encircle the" 1
earth.— Midgard—the Refidence, or Fortrefs of the Dei= |
TS - 3 |

1 The Ship of the Gods, or of Fate, in which the Hoft:
of the Evil Genii, &c. arrives. : :
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Perfidious Loke § dire@s her courfe,
Leader of the giant force.
Fenris || burfts his iron chain;
Nought his fury can reftrain;

- His noltrils fparkling flames expire;

His eye-balls flath terrific fire ; ;
Urged by rage, by vengeance driven,

" He rends the beauteous fun from heaven :

The Serpent floads of venom pours

- O’er the wide fea and circling fhores ;

Rocks ruth on rocks, together hurl’d ;
Deftrudion triumphs o’er the world ;
From the torn concave of the fky,
The affrighted ftars confus’dly fly ;
The vaults of heaven in funder rend ;
The Evil Genii {wift afcend ;

Pour’d from the fouth, in terrors dire,
Before them moves the Prince of Fire,
Surtur * the Black, in flames array’d—
Shines like the fun his waving blade,
The fign of death ; with him their might
The Serpent, Fenris, Loke, unite;

§ Loke,—the Evil Being: in the higheft degree malici-
ous and deceitful.

|| Fenris,—or the Wolf,—of all the others a monfter
moft dreaded by the Gods ; who by firatagem confined him
with a magic chain; which he breaks at the diffolution of

nature.

* Surtur,—the deftroying Principle ; fuppofed o refide

“in the South, in the flaming Gulf of Mufpelfleim ; leader

of the Evil Genii, who are to deftroy the Univerfe by Fire.
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: Succeeds a death-determined hoft,

"L ke hideous Giants of the Froft.

His crooked trumpet Heimdallf+ takes,

With potént breath the blaft awakes ; 4
Far heard thro heaven's remoteit bound,

Pours the {brill clangor of the found ;

Loud crows the Cock, the bird divine,

Whofe crefts in\golden glory fhine ;

Hoarfe from beneath, with difmal cries, A
The Herald black of death replies;

Trembles the facred Afh i1 with dread,

And groaning fhakes its lofty head;

All nature’s fill’d with wild affright ;

The Gods, convened, prepare for fight. .

A mid-day fun is Qdin §§ bold,

Far beaming in his arms of gold ;

Againft the Wolf ||| he bends his courfe,

And Frey * encounters Surtur{’s force.

The erormous ferpent Thort affails 3

The God’s refiftlefs might prevails ;

4+ Heimdall,—the Centinel of Heaven.

11 The Sacred Afh of Ydrafil, under which the Council
of the Deities is held. :
§§ Odin, the firft and moft powerful of all the Godss
Il Fenris, £
* Frey,—a Deity reprefented as clothed in white; a;'xd'
fuppofed to prefide over the produions of the earth. |
‘+ Thor,—the firft of the fons of Odin, and firongeft of
the Gods; who prefides over the thundel,'; and w}n%i?e ofs
fice it is to prote& the injured and oppreffed. = =

.
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But fhort his joy, he finks in death, b
From the Monfter’s venom’d breath.
By each others falchions {lain,

Loke and Heimdall prefs the plain.
The fnow-white God §§ refigns his life,
By Surtur flain in furious ftrife.

Ruthing from the dark abodes,
Death denouncing to the Gols,
Hideous howls the Dog of night;
. He meets with Uyr |||| in mortal fight ;
! Long the conteft fierce they wage,
E And vi&tims fall of mutual rage.
; Goddefs, * weep! thy cares are vain—
Qdin falls, by Fenris {lain. :
Swift to vengeance Vidar ++ flies
By his hand the monfter dies:
Wild Deftruction, hovering o’er,
Waves her banner dipt in gore ;
O’erpower’d the h-avenly legions fall, »
* And Death’s dark billows clofe on all.
The gloomy Prince, { with conqueft crown’d,
Dreadful f{catters flames around ;
In one wide conflagration driven,
The raging fires afcend to heaven;

$$ ¢ The fnow-white God,”—FTrey.

I Tyr,—a Deity anfwering to the Roman Mars.

* The Goddefs Friga. or Freya,—the Mother of Odin
4+ Vidar, a Son of Odin.

1 ¢ The gloomy Prince :”==Suptur.—
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Sinks the world %o ruin’s power,
And time itfelf exifts no more.

Burfting from exiftence’ grave,
O’er the bofom of the wave,
Lo ! anew-born World unroll’d,
Far more beauteous than the old,
Smiles adorn’d with lovelieft green ;
Spring unfading decks the fcene 3
The eagles, foaring mid the breeze,
Their filhy prey on mountains feize ;
The earth her fruits fpontaneous yields ;
Rich harvelts glad the uncultured fields ;
Unknown to grief, to torturing pain,
There eternal pleafures reign.
Then, from feats of orient light,
In divineft glories bright,
Comes forth the great, the all-powerful One,*
Ineommunicate, alone,—
Who was ere Time began his race,
Or being fill'd the vaft of fpace ;
And, unchangable, fupreme,
Thro endlefs ages is the fame,
There a Palace glows, more bright
Than the fun’s meridian light,

* This Being is entirely diftin® from Odin, and theoth-

er Gods of the Scandinavian Mythology ; who had their

birth foon after the creation of the World, and who per-
ith with it. § 1Y 4

e
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Where the virtuous fhall refide; '

And, as pleafure rolls its tide
Undebafed by pain’s allay,
Know an eternity of joy.

EXTRACT FROM THE :
g CONQUEST OF SCANDINAVIA; -

BEING THE INTRODUCTION OF THE FOURTH BOOK.

BY THE SAME.

OD 1IN having defeatedthe Scandinavians in feveralgreat bats
tles, WOLDOMIR, the druidical fovereign of Scandinavia,
reduced to the utmoft diftrefs, obtains the affiftance of
GRYMER, Prince of the Saraceni,—a Scythian Tribe,—
the hereditary foe of ODIN ; and having affembled his

» forces on an extenfrve plain, near the banks of a river,

_ prepares to attack the Enemy, who are encamped on the

‘ oppofite fhore.—The prefent Book commences with the Night
preceding the engagement.

i N OW Night, in clouds involv’d, her mantle drew,

And deepeft darknefs veil’d the etherial blue ;

Dire heard afar, with wild and hollow roar,

Hoarfe groan’d the woods along the rocky fhore ;

‘Loaded with vapours dank and drizzling rains,

The chill North-eaft fhrill whiftled o’er the plains;

Pale fhone the phantom fires, whofeboding light

Ia tenfold horror velts tge {torms of night;
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And, wildly yelling thro the dreary fhade,

Shriek’d the fad fpeétres of the unburied dead ;
Involv'd in anxious cares, and gloomy.thought,
When Mondak’s* Son’the tent of Ulfo fought.
Ulfo the old, renown'd for magic lore,

From Volga’s flood to cold Kamfchatka’s fhore ;
Amid the gloom of Scythian forefts bred,

Where Altai lifts on high his wintry head ;
Among a favage race," rapacious, rude, ¥
Wild as the ftorms that tofs the Cafpian flood,

As thunder dreadiul, burfling from the cloud,
When Night o’er Altai hangs her fable fhroud.
Olaf his fire, in flelds of death renown’d,

As chiefin war, the {ftern barbarians own’d,
Sprung from that race accurft, whofe demon fway
The hoary Giants of the Froft obey,

The fame ftern foul which mark’d his fires of yore,
The fame fell hate to Woden’s laws he bore,

The fame infpir’d the fon, whofe rehel pride

The God derided, and his power defied.
In nature vers’d, to him each plant was known

That blooms mid Scythia’s fnows, or Afric’s torrid zone ;.

Each fecret power that earth’s dark bofom hides,
That rules in ocean, or in air prefides.

To him had Grymer fent, o’er realms afar,
With coftly gifts, to win him to the war,

When firft imperial Woldomir implor’d,

In Scandinavia’s aid, the hero’s {fword ;

B D L AR DA o wmmny

* Grymer, u
& ¥

¥
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Nor lefs impell’d by envious hate, he came,
Of Odin’s glory and of Woden’s name.

Intent to {olve the dark decrees of fate,
In deep enquiry fix’d, the Wizard fate ;
When, Grymer entering, from his feat he preft,
With eager hafte, and thus the Chief addreft.
¢ Say, at this hour, when o’er the dreary plains,
In all her horrors, Night funereal reigns;
While {hrieks of terror on the blaft arife,
And the black tempeft howls along the fkies ;
At this untimely hour, what potent caufe
Forth from his tent the Prince of Scythia draws?””

¢ O Sire of magic!” thus the Prince replied,—

¢ My Shield in battle, and my counfels’ guide,
Full well to thee is known what weight of care
Hangs on the vaft uncertainty of war ;
What anxious fears a leader’s peace annoy,
Poflefs his foul, and every thought employ-.
The chief who hopes in glory’s walks to fhine,
And round his brows the palms of conqueft twine,
When war’s dark tempeft {preads its horrors round,
Not in the bowers of thoughtlefs Eafe is found ;
Not on the lap of Sloth reclines his head,
By proud Prefumption’s flattering glare mifled ;==
Which oft the vainly confident betrays,
And lights to ruin with its phantom blaze ;—
But, when the hour of battle hovers near,
Neglects no caution, tho’ he knows no fears
By cares like thefe impell’d, I hither come,

" Of reft acgledful, mid the dreary gloom ;

Nn
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While, wide around, the camp in filence lies,
And flumber feals the wearied foldier’s eyes :
Forlo! to morrow wakes the rage of fight,

When morning opes the golden gates of light;
To morrow gives my eager arm to dare

This fcourge of Scandia’s realms, this peft of war
Gives me, perchance, that firft of joys to know,
The joy of vengeance on a hated foe.

For that fell hate, which fteel’d our fires of yore,
Which dyed fo oft in blood Jaxartes’ thore,

-

_That hate my breaft with all its rage infpires,

Sublim’d, by rival love, to fiercer fires.

Yes! ftill revenge has fet that day afide,

Whes, {corn’d my paflion, and my fuit denied,
Hermanric’s daughter gave her heaven of charms,
Detefted thought ! to Odin’s happy arms.

But tho’ my foul delights where Danger rears
His awful creft, amid the firife of fpears,

And glows with tranfport in the fierce alarms,
The fhock of battles, and the din of arms;
Tho', in comparifon, the foe are Inft

Mid the vaft numbers of our warlike hott;

Yet not, in vain fecurity, reclin’d,

The events of battle fill my anxious mind.
Perchance the Gods, too partial to the foe,

QOur fh'ength may wither, and our hopes o’erthrow ;
For Odin long has prov’d their guardian care,
By Woden fhielded in. the ftorms of war;

And ftill the favoring God his aid affords,

And bears him harmlefs mid defcending fwords.
Tlow oft has Scandia mourn’d her heroes’ doom,
Swept, by that arm, in thoufands, to the tomb!
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. Before his might her hofts have fhrunk away,
Like mountain fnows before the vernal ray.
Then let the all-coanjering force of {pells be tried,
And range the Powers of magic on cur fide;
Bid panic terror hover o’er their fight,
Chill the pale foe, and turn their fteps to flight;
So may thy friend a double triumph prove,
And, with a nation’s wrongs, avenge his {lighted love.”

The monarch ceas’d,—the words the wizard took,
While farcafm fmil’d contemptuous in his look.
¢¢ Dread’ft thou that feeble race ? Can Grymer’s foul
Thus bend to phantom terror’s vile controul ?
Do thoughts like thofe which little minds debafe,
Become the leader of a warlike race?
Thy mighty Woden, and his Gods, at moft,
A narrow fway, and power precarious boalft.
In'time’s firft day-fpring, when as yet the earth
Knew not its place, nor ocean roll’d to birth ;
Alone one torpid, vaftabyfs, was feen,
Uncloth’d with form, undeck’d with cheerful green;
Ere man the breath of firlt exiftence drew ;
Thofe fons of Bore the mighty Ymir flew,
By fraud his race confin’d, ufurp’d the {way
O’er the blue manfions of unclouded day.
Yet ftill in fear their ill-got rule they hold,
Still dread the day, when vengeance uncontroll’d
Shall burftits chains, and, in deftruélion hilrl’d,
A fiery deluge wrap the {inking world.
Then go, and Valhall’s feeble Gods defpife,
For Powers more mighty in thy aid fhall rife ;—
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Thafe Powers who o’er the gloom of night prefide,
Live in the ftorm, and on ¢¢ the whirlwind ride ;’—
Shall whelm in duft the foes prefumptuous boaft,
And roll dark ruin o’er their proftrate hoft.” -

The Wizard ceas’d—with brightening hopes infpir’d,
The Scythian monarch to his tent retir’d.

'

Forth from his camp the dire Enchanter ftray’d,
- Mid the weird horrors of the midnight fhade,
Till a lone dell his wandering footfteps found,
Fenc’d with rough cliffs, with mournful cyprefs crown’d,
There {tay’d his courfe : with ftern, terrific Jook,
1 hrice wav’d on high, his magic wand he {Look ;
And thrice he rais’d the wild funereal yell

hat calls the {pirits from the abyfs of hell.
“When, fhrilly anfwering to the yell afar.
Borne on the winds, three female forms appear;
Dire as the hag who, mid the dreams of night,
Purfues the fever’d hetic’s trembling flight.
With geftures ftrange, approach the haggard band,
And nigh the wizard take their filent ftand.
Near, in a rock, adown whofe rugged fide
T he lonely waters of the defart glide,
O’ergrown with brambles, op’d an ample cave,
Drear as the gloomy manfions of the grave.
Within, the fcreech-owl made her mournful home,
And birds obfcene that hover round the tomb;
_Dark, from the mofs—grown top, together clung,
1ll-omen’d bats, in torpid clufters, hung;
And o’er the bottom, with dank leaves beftrow’d,
Crept the black adder, and the bloated toad,

e -
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Thither the magic throng repair'd, to form

Their fpells obfcure, and weave the unhallow’d charm.
Muttering dire words, thrice ftrode the wizard round ;
Thrice, with his potent wand, he finote the ground;
Deep groans enfued ; on wings of circling flame,
Slow-rifing from beneath, a Cauldron came ;

Blue gleam’d the fires amid the fhades of nlght,

And o’er the cavern fhot a livid light.

Now op’d a horrid {cene : all black with bloed,
The infernal band, prepar’d for {laughter, ftood.
Two beauteous babes, by griffons borne away,
While lock’d in fleep the haplefs mothers lay,
Whofe fmiles the frozen breaft to love might warm,
And e’en the unfparing wolf to pity charm,

The hags unveil’d ; and {portive as they play’d,
Deep in their hearts embrued the murderous blade ;
Their dying pangs with fmile malignant view’d,
And life’s laft ebbings in the fanguine flood.

Now, mix’d with various herbs of magic power,

In the dark cauldron glows the purple gore:

The Night-fhade dire, whofe baleful branches wave,
In glooms of horror, o’er the murderer’s grave ;

The Manchineel, alluring to the eye,

Where, veil’d in beauty, deadlieft poifons lie ;

The far-fam’d Indian Herb, of power to move

The foes of nature to unite in love,

The ferpent race to infant mildnefs charm,

And the fierce tiger of his rage difarm,— -
Known to the tribes that range the tracklefls wood

W here mad Antonio heaves the headlong flood ;—
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The * Monfter plant that blafts Tartaria’s heath e
"And Upas Tatal as the ftroke of death : .
Boil’d the black mafs, the aflociate fiends advance,
And round the Cauldron form the magic dance.
Three times around, in myftic maze they trod,
With hideous gefture, and terrific nod ;

‘W hile Runic rhymes, and words that freeze the foul, -
From their blue lips, in_tones of horror, roll.

The wizard rais’d his voice, the cavern round,
Wild-fhuddering, trembled at the fearful found ;

In mute attention ftood the haggard throng,

As thus he woke the incantatory fong.

From the dreary realms below,
From the dark domains of fear,

From the ghaftly feats of woe,
Hear! tremendous Hela, hear!

: I.
Dreadful Power! whofe awful form
Blackens in the midnight ftorm ;
Glares athwart the lurid fkies,
While the fheeted lightening flies ;
‘When the thunder awful roars;
When the earthquake rocks the fhores ;

* BaroMETZ, Tartarian Lamb : A plant found in
Tartary and the northern parts of China: It is covered
with a very beautiful kind of furze or wool, of a bright yel-
low, and in its form has fome refemblance to a LaMs, ap-
pearing to ftand upon four legs, from fo many roots to
which it is attached. Itis{aid to be of a nature fo deftruc-

tive to every _other {pecies of vegetables, that none will live
within its vicinity.
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. Mounted on the wings of air,
~ Thou rul’tt the elemental war.
When Famine brings her fickly train ;
When Battle ftrews the carnag’d plain ;
When Peftilence her venom’d wand
Waves o’er the defolated land ;

Rufh the ocean’s whelming tides
O’er the foundering veflel’s fides ;
Then aléends thy voice on high ;
Then is heard thy funeral cry ;

Then, in horror, doft thou rife

On the expiring wretch’s eyes.

From the dreary realms below,
From the dark domains of fear,

From the ghaftly feats of woe,
Hear ! tremendous Hela, hear!

11.

Goddefs ! whofe terrific fway
Naftrande’s realms of guilt obey ;
Where, amid impervious gloom, i1 1
Sullen frowns the ferpent Dome ;
Roll’d beneath the envenom’d tide,
‘W here the fons of forrow ’bide ;
Thee, the mighty Demon hoft ;
Thee, the Giants of the Froft;
‘Thee, the Genii tribes adore ;
Fenris owns thy fovereign power :
Add the imperial Prince of Fire,
Surtur, trembles at thine ire.
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Thine, the vitor’s pride to mar ;
Thine, to turn the fcale of war ;
Chiefs and princes at thy call,
From their {pheres of glory fall ;
Empires are in ruin hurl’d ;-
Defolation blafts the world.

From the dreary realms below
From the dark domains of fear,

Fyom the ghaflly feats of woe,
Hear ! tremendous Hela, hear !

III.
Queen of terror, queen of death !
Thee, we fummon from beneath,
¥From the deep infernal {hade ;
From the manfion of the dead ;
Nieflehm's black, funereal dome;
Hither rife, and hither come !
By the potent Runic rhyme,
Awful, myftic, and fublime ;
By the ftreams, that roar below ;
By the fable fount of WOE 3
By the burning gulph of pain,
Mufpell’s home, and durtur’s reign;
By the Day when, o’er the world,
‘Wild confufion fhall be hurl’d,
Rymer mount his fiery car,
Giants, Genii, rufh to war,
To vengeance move the Prince of Fire,
And heaven, and earth, in flames expire {
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From the dreary realms below,
From the dark domains of fear,

From the ghaftly feats of woe,
Hear ! tremendous Hela! hear.

He ceas’d—the flames withdrew their magic light,

And, cloth’d in deeper horrors, frown’d the night.

. At once, an awful ftillnefs paus’d around,

Hufh'd were the winds, and mute the tempeft’s found,

One deep, portentous, calm o’er nature {pread,

Nor e’en the afpin’s reftlefs foliage play’d ;—

Such the dire calm that glooms Carribean thores

Ere, rous’d to rage, the fell Tornado roars :~—

Not long, forlo! from central earth releas’d,

Shrill through the cavern figh’d an hollow blaft 3

Wild wails of woe, with fhricks of terror join’d,

In deathful murmurs groan along the wind;

Peal following peal, hoarfe burfts the thunder round;

Redoubling echoes {well the- dreadful found ;

Flath the blue lightnings in continual blaze ;

One theet of fire the kindling gloom difplays ;

And o’er the vault, with pale, fulphureous ray,

Pour all the horrors of infernal day.

Now heav’d the vale around, the cavern’d rock,

The earth, deep trembling, to its center fhook,

Wide yawn’d the rending floor, and gave to fight

A chafm tremendous a§the gates of night.

Slow from the gulph, mid lightnings fainily feen,

Rofe the dread form of Death’s terrific Queen;

Of wolfifh afpe&t, and with eyes of flame,

Black Jarnvid’s Witch, her fell attendant, came i
Oo
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Than whom, no monfter roams the dark abodes,
More fear’d by friends, more hated by the Gods.

More frightful, more deform’d, than Fancy’s power
Pourtrays the demon of the midnight hour,
In hideous majefty, of various hue,
Part fallow pale, and part a livid bluey’
A form gigantic, awful Hela frown’d 5
Her towering head with fable ferpents crown’d ;
Around her waift, in many a-volume roll’d,
A crimfon adder wreath’d his poifonous fold ;
And o’er her face, beyond defcription dread,
A fulphury mift its fhrouding mantle fpread.
Her voice, the groan of war, the fhriek of woe
When {inks the city whelm’d in gulphs below,
In tones of thunder, o’er the cavern broke,
And nature fhudder’d as the Demion {poke.

¢ Prefumptuous mortal ! that, with myftic ftrain, .
Doft fummon Hela from the realms of pain,
What canfe thus prompts thee rafhly to invade
The deep repofe of death’s eternal fhade?
What, from the abodes of never-ending night,
Calls me, reluttant, to the climes of light2”

< Emprefs fapreme! whofe wide-extended fway

All nature owns, and earth and hell obey ;

The folemn call no trivial wifh infpires ;

No common caufe thy potent aid requires ;

The dooms of empires on the iflue wait,

And doubtful tremble in the fcale of fate.

The glow of morn, on yon extended heath;

will hgbt the nations ta the ftrife of death.
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There Saracinia’s fons their force unite
With Scandia’s monarch, Woldomir, in fi ght ;
By ftrength combin’d, proud Odin to o’erwhelm,
The fierce invader of the Scandian realm;
By Woden favor’d with peculiar grace;
Friend of the gods, and odious to thy race.
Then, in the impending fight, thy fuccour lend,
And g’er ouf hoft’ thy arm of ftrength extend ; *
T he hoftile bands, proteded by thy foes,
W ith dangers circle, and with ruin clofe;
With wild difmay their fhrinking ranks pervade ;
W helm their pale numbers in the eternal thade;
And wing, with. certain aim, the ‘miffive dart,
Or point the' faulchion, to the leader’s hcart."

Thus Ulfo fpoke—and Hela thus return’d.
¢ Know, while in primal night creation mourn’d,
The eternal caufe, the great, all-ruling mind,
The various term of human life affign’d ;
Irrevocably firm, the fix’d intent
No power can vary, and no chance prevent.
Mark’d, by the fates, for years of bloody firife,
Rolls the long flood of Odin’s varied life ;
Nor is it ours the ftern decree to thware
By open violence, or by. covert art.
Yet ftill the ‘power is left us to annoy,
Whom rigid heaven denies us to deftroy ;
And, tho of life fecure, the hoftile chicf,
The wretched vi&im of {evereit grief,
Shall mourn his arms difgrac’d, on yonder plain,
His laurels blafted, and his heroes {lain.”

283
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She cealed ;—in thunder vanithing from view,
The fiends, the cauldron, and the hags withdrews
Back to the camp the Inchanter fped his way,
Ere, o’er the ealt, arofe the firft faint glimpfe of day.

ODE 1o CONSCIENCE
B S —

BY THEODORE DWIGHT, ESQUIRE.

HAIL on{'cwnce, faithful inmate of the breait !
Thy fmiles can charm to fweeteft reft,

Thy frowns can wake the keeneft woe,

Without thy aid even heaven would grow

A cheerlefs void-of deep diftrefs,

And angels want the powér to blefs.

When great Jehovah’s veice creation form’d, %
When worlds unnumber’d {prang to m{’cant birth ;
When mormng ftars to ecftacy were warm’d,
And man flood ruler of the boundlefs earth,
Thou in the realms of light and love,
Did’#t dwell eniboffom’d with the Etherial Dove.
¢« Where Guilt fhall dare extend her relgn,
¢« And Satan firetch his dark domain,
¢¢ There let the tides of horror roll,
¢¢ And torture rend the finking foul.”
The GopxeaD fpoke,—Creation round,
Decp trembled to its utmoft bound,
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Hail mighty Confcience ! hail! s
When the black deed of guilt is done, -

Thou mak’ft the quivering wretch turn pale,

And ftartle-at the fun.. |
When Murder fearlefs of thy power,
Lifts up the: fateful lr.mfe,
And i the, dark’ and ‘midnight hour,
Deftroys the gulltlefs et
ngh fwells thy awful voice :
Awaking at the fearful found,
The fiends of Vengeancf gathef'i_'ound;
The villaia ftarts at every noife,
His foul, to judgment fummon’d, fhakes,
His frame convuls’d with herror, quakes ;.
*Till urg’d to fate by all- refiftlefs fear,

He owns his crime,- ‘and dies°the-vi¢tim of defpair.

When the quick tide of life fwells high,
And Pleafure hourly wantons nigh,
The Sceptic braves thy ftern command,
Nor dreads thy executing hand.

But when the powers of life decay,

And fickening nature waftes away,
‘When Age brings on a lengthening train
Of weaknefs, dire dxfeafe, and pain,
When Death uplifts its horrid form,
And Juftice wakes the avenging ftorm;
Torn with diftrafling doubts and fears,
Thy terrors thunder in his ears;

Pale fpe&res haunt the fhades of night,
Deep blufhes meet the morning light,—

%
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Above he fees the'itempeft loweg,

And floeds of wrath around him' pouir,—
Wide yawns beneath the world of woe,
Where waves of burning vengeance flows -

Impell’d by conifcious’ ‘gile he ftrives to fly,

Far from the light of God’s all- fearchmg eye,
And plunging héadlong in the midnight fhade,
Calls rocks and hills to fhield his guilty head ;
?Till robb’d of Hope,—life’s lateft ﬂay,;-Defpain
Breathes the faint wifhes of unutter’d prayer -

In dread f{ufpente, hislaft fad refuge fled,

His {chemes all fruﬁrate, his delufions dead,
Heaven fhut from view, anathilation vain,

He {hrinks from life, and flies to endlefs pam. :

Not fuch thy lot, 0. man* dxvme !
Peace on the bed of death was thine.
Calm withra xetrofpe&xve view, »
Thy mind l6ok’d paft ex1£’cence thro 5l
In bright, and regular array, . .'E ,
And blazing on the fdce of day, -
The deedstof virtue ftood;
Confcience beheld them as they fhere,
Approv’d and hail’d-her darling’ fon,
And God'pronounc’d them good.
And when the meffenger of death,
Receiv’d thy faint expiring breath,
Soft flumbering on the bed of peace,
Thy voice bade every forrow ceale,

* Mr. ApDDISON.
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While to the world’s aftonifh’d eye,
Thou fhew’d’ft with what repofe a virtuous man can die.

Hail Confcience ! hail the goed man’s friend !
Thy {miles thro’ life his fteps attend ;
And on his dread departing day,
Impart a {fweet, and gladfome ray,
To cheer his foul, to footh his dying breath,
To light his path-way thro’ the vale of death,
And ope his profpeét to awaiting tkies,
Where Faith looks forward with prophetic eyes,
And fees unmév’d the moon in blood expire, -
The fun in darknefs, and the earth on fire,
Stars, planets, fyftems, into'ruin hurl’d,
And the laft trumpet rend a guilty world.

COLQLOO,——aN IND14N TALE,
Thrown into Englifb Verfe.

By WiLL1IAM DUuxLap.

s OLWALL! the Women crie;
Colwall ! the dales refound,
Colwall, the hills reply, 2
And hollow caves rebound.

Wild fhrieks thro thickets ring,
Fatt flies the dark-brown night :
€' 'Come ye Warriors bring
The Captive ta’en in fight.
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Draw tight the cutting bands!
: Bring matches blazing blue !
Naw ! now ! the victim ftands =~ o7 » ol
To mighty Colwall dues?? =+ :'i ceuiint vl

With fcorn the Captive fmil"f:l, v
With fcorn he ey’d the throng,
Then thus his pain beguil’d,
With high exultmg fong.

N SON 6.

And are thefe all the means ye know’
To gwe a warrior pain? :

Oh give your fires a fiercer glow 3 e
Remember Colwall flain. . I gl

My father gloried in his fon.
My warriors came from fight,
Nene ftaid behind 5 the fcalps we wor-: = © 2
Declar’d our matchlefs might,
Who has not heard Cololoo’s fame?
My nation well ye know,
And dreadtul is the Tiger’s name,
And fear'd by every | foe.

Pain does not lie fo pear the fkm, b Ki?
More burning pine-knots brmg
Cololoo’s all at peace within,—

And Logan’s fame he’ll ﬁng- ‘ th

-~

RECITAL. :

Then whilt from e every limb the red ﬁreams gufb,
And round him glows the fire;

Whilft thorns and nails transfix the qulvermg ﬂeﬂl
The death fong rifes higher e



ORIGINAL POETRY.

Soxe.
Aged Logan led the fight,
Logan’s fame is ever new,——
Logan feiz’d a treacherous White,
His murder’d Children rufh to view :

¢¢ Curfes blaft thee! pale-fac’d Savage,
Ruin feize thy ruthlefs kind,

Train’d to rapine, ikill’d to ravage,
Gain, the God that grafps thy mindx

Now ye red men take your fill,
Give the f{calping knife its due,
The red right arm is bare to kill,—

This my children, this to you.”

Reeking from the white man’s brain,
Lo! he lifts the {calp on high;

<« Logan does not with thee pain,
Fly to death’s dark caverns, fly!

See they come! they come to meet us!
Raife the yell that makes them quake,

Say,—fhall puny white men beat us?
Men that every blaft can fhake ?

Men that fear the ruthing rain,
Men that fear the clouded iy,
Men that {hrink and howl at pain,
Nor know to triumph when they die:

Now ye Tiger tribe be brave,
Think that Logan fees the fight ;
Scalps on {calps adorn my cave,
Glad’ning to my children’s fight.
Pp

28g



290 ORIGINAL POETRY.

Sulph’rous fmokes obfcure the view,
War ! the hills and dales reply.
Now ye red men, now be true!
Ye know to fight! ye dare to die !”’

Hand to hand the Warriors rufh,
Shouts and yells in echos die ;
Tom’hawks cleave, and bay’nets pufh,~
They fly ! they fly ! the white men fly !

Oue brave band alone remains,
One alone of all that band,

Every fhot and blow fuftains,
Red like ours his heavy hand,

See they {ink,—he’s left alone,—
Still our Warriors ftain the fields;
See ! he falls, but fighting on
Sits, and ftill his fword he wields.

Logan feiz’d the brave man’s arm,
Longing, look’d upon his face;

Logan will not do thee harm,
Tho’ thou art of faithlefs race.

Logan’s fons had been like thee,—
~ White men fhot them from the buth;
The brave fhall not be harm’d by me,—
He’s dead,—he’s flown,—and all is hufh,eeu

None thy beauteous corfe fhall wound s
None thy hairy fealp fhall tear ;

Thou fhalc fleep with warriors round,
Thou the dead-mens, fealt fhall fhaye.
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Seize the fcalps, and count the flain ;
White-men, weep your brothers’ woes!

Eafe our dying chiefs from pain :—
White-men learn to fear your foes !

So, Logan triumph’d o’er the foe;

Logan’s fame was fairly won :
So, Logan laid the white-men low,—

But fet is Logan’s fun.

Why bring ye not the heated ftone
To fear and feam my manly breaft 2

Why fure the torture is not done !
Such pain Cololoo bears in jeft.

R'B'C 1 TVA L, \
Round his head Idiego hurl’d
His hatchet keen and good ;
Whizzing, fierce the weapon whirl’d,
~And quiver’d in the wood.

Reldor then with fullen ftride,
His knife was in his hand,
Advanc’d, and thus aloud he cried,=
And cut the twifted band.

Reldor takes thee for his fon,
Colwall in battle flain,
In many a fight his fame he won,
g Nor fhrunk from death or pain.——-ee

Silent now the warrior train
Bear the blood-ftain’d chief,—
. No more they weep for Colwall {lain,e=
No more is known of grief e
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.CPE T0 TIME.*

'ULL oft the Painter’s pencil, oft the Bard, _
On canvas, or en Fancy’s airy fcene,

Hath fhewn thee laughable, with grifly beard
Stiff-ftarting from a peaked chin ;
A few white hairs thin-fcatter’d round thy head
Thine eyes turn’d grey with age;
Thy nofe quite fhrivel’d, like a pointed hook,
Thy vifage bearing all 2 wrinkled wizard look :
Bent down and crooked was thy form,
And tottering on thy weak, lank legs,
Like fome flim weed amid the fhaking ftorm :
Thy blood, poor miferable dregs
Of life, crept thro’ each wind-puff'd vein,
Which feem’d as tho’ ’twould burft with ev’ry ftrain:
Thy long and dangling arms a fcythe fuftain,
To top off men as they cut down their grain:
Moft laughable indeed! thus to deform
A God in power firlt, as firft in form!

£

But look ye painters! hear ye bards this truth ?
His face fhall ever bloom unfading youth.

* This Foem was originally publifhed, in an imperfe®
ftate, in No. 20 of the 3d volume of the Gazette of the
United States, for July 6th, 1701, with its prefent figna-
ture. The great alterations which it has fince undergone,
and the many important additions now made to it, form a
fufficient excufe for the condué of the Editers in plasing
it among the Original Poems, 7
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Bright golden locks adorn his head,

"~ Majeftick beauty feems his form ;

. Where’er he fteps, his awful tread
Sounds like the thunder of the ftorm.

Imperial Rome ' once miftrefs of the world !
Who rear’d her palaces, her towers on high,
Bade her tall obelifks affail the tky !
In ruin lies, by his firong arm of power hurl’d.
- Some broken arch, or nodding tower,
Falls prone toearth each paffing hour;
And oft the wary traveller hears the {found
“Of fome lofty column broke,
By Ti1me’s rudely fhattering firoke,
‘When down it comes loud-crathing on the ground,
And hills and vales, the horrid roars rebound.

Behold yon figure ftarting on the fight !
His awful brow around,

With palm and laurel bound ;

His forceful eye with genius brighe,
Seems now in Fancy’s view to roll,

And fpeak the bloody Cfar’s warlike foul !
But Czfar! thou art gone!

And TiMe fhall bid thy ftatue follow foon.

The fpacious Forum where great Tully’s voice,

A clear and {welling torrent pour’d along,

2Till the tumultuous faétion check’d their murmuring noife,
And mute—with dumb attention hark—as to the fong

Of Orpheus, did fierce Cerberus of old,

‘When he with mufic’s tongue his tender ftory told ;
Touch’d by T1ME’s deftruftive, potent wand,

Lies in ruins mouldering on the land.
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From Rome the Mufe now turns her eagle-eye,
To where the fun burns in the weftern fky, :

Where Niagara loud and " ftrong,

His deep majeftic torrent rolls‘along :

From many a noble fiream and lake fupplied

The rufhing tide, .

With rapid force moft awful roars;

While echo fwells the folemn found upon his folitary fhores.
Butlo! the boiling flood check’d by a rocky mound;
It madly foams, and whirling round,

In one ftupendous theet,

From the dizzy awful height;

Fierce rufhing, headlong thunders to the ground,
The wembling groves, and caves around,

For many a league the dreadful fhout refound—
And while the bellowing flood midft craggy rocks below
Boils into foam, above the heaven-depicted bow

In rapture holds the wondering traveller’s eye,
And all his fenfes thrill with heavenly extacy.

But liold my Mufe! reprefs thy airy flight,

Nor give thy quick’ned foul to fweet delight ;

For e’en thole }iaughry rocks, that rear on high
Their thaggy heads, and rend the vaulted fky

With their loud-roaring founds fublime,

‘Shall bow beneath the ihattering hand of T1mz,

Yet waft away! oh! diffipate thy fears,

For now thro’ the deep gloom of future years,
A beauteous fcene beneath the weftern fkies,
Refplendent burfts upon my ravifl’d eyes.
Where thro’ uncultur’d wilds Ohio rolls,

And hears the rav’nous wolf’s terrific howls 5

‘.
N o i el
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Or {ees upon his fhores at midnight hour,
The cruel favage exercife his power;
Sees him with a demoniack’s joy elate,
Commit the haplefs vi&im to his fate,
And while with grinning rage, the blazing wood
He quenches in the Prifoner’s hiffing blood,
Hears the fhrill fhrieks that pierce the diftant air,
And freeze the heart of pity with defpair :
There TiMe’s command fhall bid thofe horrors ‘ceafe,
And wild Ohio fmile with {cenes of peace.
Where beafts of prey prowl o'er the defert ground,
Some future youths fhall liften to the found
Of wifdom, flowing from the Sage’s tongue,
In tones attrative as the voice of fong.
"Then fhall fair temples, ‘villas, cities rife,
To})eam new fplendor on the natives’ eyes;
The heaven-taught Painter, Sculptor, and the Bard
Shall there in future ages {eek reward ;
The voice of mufic warble thro’ the air,
And all the glorious arts of peace appear.

. But now again, the Mufe prophertic, fighs,

While fcenes of future defolation rife.

She fees her City, fair Columbia’s pride,

A heap of ruins fpreading far and wide: *
She fees her ftreets once beauteous to behold,
Partition’d off, the fhepherd flock to fold ;
The crumbling bricks, and feparated ftone,
By pale-green mofs, and feattering fern o’ergrown.
The wiley fox from. broken arches peeps,
Thro’ the deferted dome the weafle creeps,
The owl fits whooping on the temple door,
‘While hops the {qualid toad along the ficor ;
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The hiflings of the deadly fnake fhe hears,

The warning rattle, trembles in her ears.

Begone delufive fancy ! may thy wand

No more deform the beauty of our land !

Be unprophetic all thy-gloomy views,

The airy offspring of the weeping Mufe—

But all too true alas! thy words may prove,

When T1ME’s defirucive power fhall o'er their beauties

' [move !
Ere thrice ten times the God of day,

Has drove his flaming, annual Car,

Adown the rofy weit ;

My f{lender frame of clay,

With TiME and fierce difeafe at war

May moulder into duft :

Thefe grief-firung nerves of mine may ceafe to move
In fad vibrations to the voice of Love :

With many a haplefs Bard whofe tender breaft

Now knows no more the goading thruft

Of pride, or penury his nerves of feeling tear.
Bac hold! ah hold thy lifted hand!
Nor lowly bow,

Beneath thy awful blow

The Father of Colambia’s favor’d land s
Oh fpare! the glorious Patriot fpare! .
Nor give the ftroke of fate,

Until his equal fhall appear

To fill with equal dignity the lofty chair of ftate.

BIRTHAs
Philadelphia, July 1791,
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AN ODE,
ADDRESSED TO Miss #%%x,

By THE LaTE Rev. Jossrr Howe, or Bostox.

N EVER did parting Youth feel more ;
Than I, fair Maid, when from the fhore
Thy veflel {2il’d away ; :
And can not then my prayers prevail,
Nor love, nor vows, nor tears, avail,
Nor aught procure thy ftay 2

Woas it for this that I fo long
Liften’d, to Fortune’s fyren fong
Liften’d with rapturous joy ?
Did fhe, for this, infpire my heart,
With hopes that we fhould never pars,
And thus thefe hopes deftroy 2
Amid the much-admiring crowd, ¥
While thus I figh’d my griefs aloud,
I fcarce refrain’d to fpeak ;
Shame held my tongue, while from my eye
The pearly drops, full plenteoufly,
Stole trickling down my cheek.

Thus,. near fair Tibur’s filver flood,
The Roman Bard, gay Horace, ftood,
And faw Galatea fail ;
And thrice he warn’d her, o’er, and o’er,
And told the fates Europa bore,
In hopes he might avail.

Qq

297
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In hopes he might avail to move
The fixed purpofe of his love,
From fuch 2 dangerous choice.
But all in vain, like me, he tried,
Galatea ftill did firm abide,
Deaf to his moving voice.
¢ Then go, if naught,” the Bard rejoin’d,—
¢« Can move the purpofe of thy mind,
¢« Go, and may bleffings follow thee ;
¢¢ Let every gentle gale attend,
¢« Let every wave thy voyage befriend,
< But think, ah think! of me.”

Nor lefs to heaven did I prefer,
For thy dear fake, my pious prayer..
O winds, O waves, agree!
Winds gently blow, waves foftly flow,
Ship move with care, for thou doft bear
The better part of me.

And think, and think, I alfo faid—

On all the vows which we have made,
On all thofe charming fcenes,

‘Which once, with glee, we pafs’d away,

Pleafed in each other, night and day,
Nor envied kings and queens.

ek
A5
F
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MESSAGE or MORDECAI to ESTHER.
FroMm a ManuscrIPT POEM.
BOOKII, THE CONCLUSION.

By TimMmorTrY DwicuT, D.D.

HOU know’ft, O Efther! from thy infant years,
To rear thy form, to nurfe thy opening mind,
To teach thee every virtue, every truth,
To form thee finifh’d, lovely, grear, and wife,
Woas all my care fupreme. Friendlefs, alone,
An orphan f{carcely budded, well thou know’t
I.found thee; as a darling flower (the rofe,
That blooms in Sharon, or at Hermon’s foot
The lilly of the vale) from midft the wild,
With every care remov’d thee to my field,
And faw thee rife, and bloom, and fend abroad
A fragrance, richer than th¢” Arabian gale.
‘Why all adorn’d with beauty’s living bloom,
In form as fome young Virtue of the fkies,
Of tin&ure died in health’s immortal fiream,
Of eye refplendent, as the morning fun
Looks thro’ the cloud’s fair opening, and of grace,
Where heaven was pleas’d to move in mortal guife ;
Why form’d withdoul, fuperior to thy kind,
With thoughts expanding thro’ the world’s wide round,
And pinion’d to the fkies; with hardy mind,
Patient and daring, as the hero {tands
Upon the deadly and fierce flaming breach,
' Serene while Death walks onward ; yet more foft
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Than the pleas’d infant fmiles the favage dumb ;
Why all accomplifa’d, and why angel all,

I ponder’d long, and now from Heaven I learn.
This mighty hour the Eye Omnifcient mark’d,
While fair, beneath his forming hand, uprofe

Thy varied excellence. For this Heaven gave
Thy virtue, gift fupreme, that virtue crown’d
With wifdom’s power ; that wifdoms cloth’d divine
‘With beauty’s angel form ; that form around
Diffus’d the light of Heaven ; and all adorn’d
With grace and fweetnefs, dignity and love.

On that proud day, when, from an hundred realms
Summon’d, came many a lord, and chief, and king,
Magnificent, to grace the monarch’s feaft,

And all the pomp of.Perfia round him fpread ;
When Vafhti’s infolence, beyond all thought,

Her prefence to the illuftrious train refus’d ;
When, taught by Memucan he wifely bade

The 'hmgnty fair one wear the crown no more ;
Even then a field I faw, by Heaven outfpread,

To give thy virtue {cope, and rich reward.
Pondering, I brought thee to the eunuchs’ Prince ;
Amaz’d, amid all Perfia’s beauteous maids,

Thee, thee alone he gaz’d. Convinc’d, I knew
The crawn referv’d for thee. With no furprife,

I faw rhee lifted to the world’s great throne : -
>Twas thus the Skies decreed. But, O blefs’d fair !
Nor for thyfelf the Heavens thy beauty gave,

Thy grace, thy wifdom; nor, for thee alone,

Did Mordecaiuprear thy precious bloom.

Heaven’s gifts are virtue’s aids ; for virtue us’d,
Are us'd aright ; or elfe are given in vain.
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On thy great power to blefs, all Ifrael builds

A folemm claim. A voice, as thunder loud,
Awful, majeftic, from thy nation founds,

And bids thee rife to fave.  Their caufe thou know’ft
The caafe of heaven. In them religionlives ;
From them Mefliah fprings, by whofe blefs’d hand
All nations good, and life, and glory gain.

The world’s great happinefs on them fufpends.
Creation’s end, and Providence’ great fcope.

Go then, thy nation fave. Should every ill,
Even death, betide ; yet what is life, or death,
When Ifrael calls, when Gad demands our life.
And know, O fair! if thou thy voice withhold,
Yet to the ruling Heavens, whofe piercing eye
All mortal things furveys, ten thoufand paths,
From danger’s deepeft caves, lead up to day :
Paths, tho’ by man unfeen, yet ftrait, and plain,
To God’sall-piercing view. . Thro Death’s dark vale,
Such paths fhall Ifrael guide to life and peace.
Then from the {Kies indignant, while thy race

To peace and joy afcend, thy faireft day

‘Of duty, glory, loft, thy foul fhall feel

The piercing anguifh of a wounded heart,

And wafte with keen remorfe, and fad defpair.

Thus wrote the feeling Prince. Awhile, in deep
And folemn contemplation fat the fair,
Pondering the forceful meflage. Rouz’d at length
From off the fofa, all that foftly {weet,
Angelic fmile her face forfook ; her eye,
Kindling with facred fire, fhot forth a ray
. Of {unbright glory ; high her bofom rofe 3
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Her pulfe beat high, and loftily the walk’d

The fpacious room. Surpriz’d, her virgins ftood,
While thus her faithful Hatach the addrefs’d.

Go tell illuftrious Mordecai, my foul
-Is warm’d to this great deed. His daughter’s heart
Shuns not for Ifrael, or for Eeaven, to die.

Undone by me, no duty fhall demand
Another’s'bofom ; loft by me, no hour

Of real glory fhall another crown

With fame, and life divine. Let Ifrael’s race,

Thro’ Shrfhan’s walls, with prayers, and tears, and fafts,
Implore the Skies; and tho no bright’ning hope ]
Prelents the king complacent; yet, to morrow,

My feet fhall tempt the court of gloomy danger,

And if my life’s exacted, let me die.

END oF soox Il

ESTHER AxD MORDECAI
Boox I

ER OM midft a fhining cloud, whofe borders fair
A golden light upturn’d, look’d forth the fun.

As clear, as bright, uprofe the Perfian Queen,

In all the pride of beauty. Rob’d in pomp

Of Afian {plendor, forth fhe flowly mov’d,

Attended by 2 royal train, that gave

New glory to the Fair. Strait to the throne

(The Beginning.)

# L. 3. Uprofe the fun and uprofe Emily. CHAUCER.
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Of fovereign majefty fhe bent her way.

Before her open’d wide the ivory gates,

On golden hinges turning ; where, in purple

And gems, and gold, attir’d, with pomp {upreme,
With port auguft, and afpe& fternly dread,

She faw the Monarch thromd« Full on his eye
She dawn’d in all- her beaunty, rob’d in white

With filver intertwin’d, and flowers of gold. :
Around her diadem, mid rows of pearls,

Twinkled unnumber’d ftars. Two cupids fair
Befide her walk’d in blooming innocence’;

And two her train fupported. ' From their hands,
Flowers fell, and fragrance, that the palace wide
Breath’d living odours. . Soft and {weet the air,
The lovely Queen affum’d; her large, black eyes, o
Mildly refulgent, fhone, two morning fiars ;

While o’er her cheek, with lambent beauty, play’d
Colours, which neither flowers, nor gems, nor clouds,
Nor rainbows ever fhed. Tull on the King

She -caft a {weet, and foul-explaining {mile
Of foft complacence ; fuch as angels fhow,

To greet their fellows, when, from errand high
Return’d, they meet the fovereign euge blefs'd
The Monarch gaz’d; and, tho’ his heart was *’ix d
In al the fternnels of Afiatic ftate ;

Yet in the beams of beauty, foul mxlnr’d,

His foftening bofom melted. Fairer far

He view’d her, than when brought to blefs his arms
7'+h virgin innocence. As in calm ﬁdes;

* Cwixt two fair planets, walks in pride divine
" The afcending Moon, o’er all the the immenfe of heaven
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Reigning fole queen, and with enchantment {weet
Softening the world to filence. With mild eye,

She looks her empire round, and fees the ftars

With joy before her hide their little lamps, 5
And plains, and groves, ind mountains in rhe heam,
Shadowy, afcend aud brighten. Fair fhe fmiles,

And triumphs in her beauty ; while the bard

Egyes the bright queen, and wakes a thoufand dreams,
And thinks her emprefs of the realms above.

So rofe in 2ll her bloom the wondrons Fair,

And fo the Monarch gaz’d. Spontaneous mov’d

His arm unbidden, and to greet the Queen,

Reach’d forth the golden fceptre. As the Fair,
Advancing, touch’d its ftarry point, he cried,

O Queen, what wilkes in thy bofom rife?

What prayer begins thy voice? Even to the half

Of Perfia’s vaft domain, that prayer is giv’nee—e

END OF VOL, L
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Litchfield, june 1793-
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ERRATA
In the Selected Poetry.

Page 4th, line 5th, for avails, read ¢“ avail.”

25th,
28th,

55th,
62nd,

64th,
71it,
122nd,
123d,
124th,
147th,
202nd,
207th,
230th,
246th,

3d, of the poem, dele the laft /in ¢ Patmos’s.
17th, for cheerful, read ¢¢ cheering.”
7th, from the bottom, for and, read ¢¢ ans’
1, for Or, read ¢ On.”
8th, for and child, read ¢¢ and the child.”?
laft, for plains, read ¢ plain.”?
4th, for Mufes, read < Nurfes.”
21t, read ¢ I heard as 7 pafs'd, &c.”
oth, for fquench’d, read ¢ quench’d.”
18th, for and, read ¢¢ an.”’ 3
11th, for venus, read ¢ venous.”
25th, for There, read ¢¢ Thefe.”
22nd, for boody, read ¢¢booby.”,
2nd, for She, read ¢¢ He.”? g
4th, for clofed, read ¢ clafp’d.”

_ In the Original Poetry.

Page 267th, line 5th, for expire, read ¢ exfpire.”

275th,
“292nd,

oth, for words, read ¢ word.”
16th, for fop, read ¢¢ lop.”

The Reader is requefted to corre& the foregoing Fr-
rors, before reading the Poems.
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