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PREFACE

Fivpine it to be the wish of my Publishers that at least the
earlier volumes of this collection should each be accompanied by
some prefatory matter, illustrating, by a few biographical me-
moranda, the progress of my humble literary career, Ihave con-
sented, though not, I confess, wilhoutsome scruple and hesita-
tion, to comply with their request. In no country is thege so
much curiosity felt respecting the interior of the lives of public men
as in England; but, on the other hand, in no country is he who
ventures to tell his own story so little safe from the imputation of
vanity and self-display.

The whole of the poems contained in the first, as well as in the
greater part of the second, volume of this collection were written
belween the sixteenth and the twenty-third year of the author’s
age. But I had begun still earlier, not only to rhyme but to
publish. A sonnet to my schoolmaster, Mr. Samuel Whyte, writ-
ten in my fourteenth year, appeared at the time in a Dublin maga-
zine, called the Anthologia, — the first, and, I fear, almost
only, creditable attempt in periodical literature of which Ireland
has to boast. I had even at an earlier period (1793) sent to this
magazine two short pieces of verse, prefaced by a note to the edi-
tor, requesting the insertion of the * following attemps of a youth-
ful muse;” and the fear and trembling with whichT yentured upon
this step were agreeably dispelled, not only by the appearance of
the contributions, but still more by my finding myself, a few
months after, hailed as * Qur esteemed correspondent, T. M.”

It was in the pages of this publication, — where the whole of
the poem was extracted, — that I first met with the Pleasures of
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Memory; and to this day, when Xopen the volume of the Antho-
logia which contains it, the very form of the type and colour of the
paper brings back vividly to my mind the delight with which I first
read that poem.

My schoolmaster, Mr. Whyte, though amusingly vain, was a
good and kind-hearted man; and, as a teacher of public reading
and elocution, had long enjoyed considerable reputation. Nearly
thirty years before I became his pupil, Richard Brinsley Sheridan,
then about eight or nine years of age, had been placed by Mrs.
Sheridan under his care; * and, strange to say, was, after about
a year’s trial, pronounced, both by tutor and parent, to be ‘‘an
incorrigible dunce.” Among those who took lessons from him as
private pupils were several young ladies of rank, belonging to
those great Irish families who still continued to lend to Ireland the
enlivening influence of their presence, and made their country-
seats, through a great part of the year, the scenes of refined as
well as hospitable festivity. The Miss Montgomerys, to whose
rare beauty the pencil of Sir Joshua has given immortality, were
among those whom my worthy preceptor most boasted of as pu-
pils; and, Iremember, his description of them long haunted my
boyish imagination, as though they were not earthly women, but
some .piritual ¢ creatures of the element.”

About thirty or forty years before the period of which I am
speaking , an eager taste for private theatrical performances had
sprung up among the higher ranks of society in Ireland; and at
Carton, the seat of the Duke of Leinster, at Castletown, Marley,
and other great houses, private plays were got up, of which, in
most instances, the superintendence was entrusted to Mr. Whyte,
and in general the prologue, or the epilogue, contributed by his
pen. AtMarley, the seat of the Latouches, where the masque of
Comus was performed in the year 1776, while my old master sup-
plied the prologue, no less distinguished a hand than that of our

* Some confused notion of this fact has led the writer of a Memoir
prefixed to the ‘“Pocket Edition” of my Poems, printed at Zwickau, 1o
state that Brinsley Sheridan was my tutor! — ‘‘ Great attention was paid
to his education by his tutor, Sheridan.”
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«<ever-glorious Graltan,*” furnished the epilogue. Thi.s relic of
his pen, too, is the more memorable, as being, I believe, the
only poetical composition he was ever known to produce.

At the time when I first began to attend his school, Mr. Whyte
still Continued, to the no small alarin of many parents, to en-
Courage a taste for acting among his pupils. In this line I was
long his favourite show-scholar; and among the play-bills intro-
duced in his volume, to illustrate the occasions of his own pro-
logues and epilogues, there is one of a play got up in the year
1790, at Lady Borrowes's private theatre in Dublin, where, among
the items of the evening's entertainment, is ‘“An Epilogue, 4
Squeeze to St. Paul's, Master Moore.”

With acting, indeed, is associated the very first attempt at
verse-making to which my memory enables e to plead guilty, It
Wwas at a period, Ithink, even carlier than the date last mentioned,
that, while passing the summer holidays, with a number of other
Yyoung people, at one of those bathing-places, in the neighbour-
hood of Dublin, which afford such fresh and healthful retreats to
its inhabitants, it was proposed among us that we should combine
together in some theatrical performance; and the Poor Soldier and
a Harlequin Pantomime being the entertainments agreed upon,
the parts of Patrick and the Motley hero fell to my share. Iwas
also encouraged to write and recite an appropriate epilogue on the
occasion; and the following lines, alluding to our speedy return to
school, and remarkable only for their having lived so long in my
mermory, formed part of this juvenile effort: —

Our Pantaloon, who did so aged look,

Must now resume his youth, his task, his bgok; )
Our Harlequin, who skipp'd, laugh’d, danc’d and died
Must now stand trembling by his master’s side.

T'have thus been led back, step by step, from an early date to
one still earlier, with the view of ascertaining, for those who Lake
any interest in literary biography, at what period I first showed an
aptitude for the now common craft of verse-making; and the re-

* Byron.
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sult is — so far back in childhood lies the epoch — that I am really
unable to say at what age I first begau to act, sing, and rhyme.

To these different talents, such as they were, the gay and
social habits prevailing in Dublin afforded frequent opportunities
of display; while, at home, a most amiable father, and a mother
such as in heart and head has rarely been equalled, furnished me
with that purest stimulus to exertion — the desire to please those
whom we, atonce, most love and mostrespect. It was, I think,
a year or two after my entrance into college, that a masque written
by myself, and of which I had adapted one of the songs to the air
of Haydn’s Spirit-Song, was acted, under our own humble roof
in Aungier Street, by my elder sister, myself, and one or two
other young persons. The little drawing-room over the shop was
our grand place of representation, and young —, now an eminent
professor of music in Dublin, enacted for us the part of orchestra
at the pianoforte.

1t will be seen from all this, that, however imprudent and
premature was my first appearance in the London world as an
author, it is only lucky that I had not much earlier assumed (hat
responsible character; in which case the public would probably
have treated my nursery productions in much the same manner in
which that sensible critic, my Uncle Toby, would have disposed
of the ** work which the great Lipsius produced on the day he was
born.”

While thus the turn I had so early shown for rhyme and song
was, by the gay and sociable circle in which I lived, called so
encouragingly into play, a far deeper feeling— and, I'should hope,
power — was at the same time awakened in me by the mighty
change then working in the political aspect of Europe, and the
stirring influence it had begun to exercise on the spirit and hopes
of Ireland. Born of Catholic parents, I had come into the world
with the slave’s yoke around my neck; and it was all in vain that
the fond ambition of a mother looked forward to the Bar as open-
ing a career that might lead her son to affluence and honour.
Against the young Papist all such avenues to distinction were
closed; and even the University, the professed source of public
education, was to him ‘““a fountain sealed.” Can any one now
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wonder that a people thus trampled upon should have hailed the
first dazzling outbreak of the French Revolution as a signal to the
slave, wherever suffering, that the day of his deliverance was near
at hand. I remember being taken by my father (1792) to one of
the dinners given in honour of that great event, and sitling upon
the knee of the chairman while the follogving toast was enthusiasti-

cally sent round: — ¢ May the breezes from France fan our Irish
Oak into verdure.”

In a few months after was passed the memorable Act of 1793,
sweeping away some of the most monstrous of the remaining sanc-
tions of the penal code; and I was myself among the first of the
young Helots of the land, who hastened to avail themselves of the
new privilege of being educated in their country’s university, —
though still excluded from all share in those college honours and
emoluments by which the ambition of the youths of the ascendant
class was stimulated and rewarded. As I well knew that, nextto
my attaining some of these distinctions, my showing that I de-
served to altain them would most gratify my anxious mother, I
entered as candidate for a scholarship, and (as far as the result of
the examination went) successfully. But, of course, the mere
barren credit of the effort was all I enjoyed for my pains.

It was in this year (1794), or about the beginning of the nest,
that I remember having, for the first time, tried my hand at poli-
tical satire. 1In their very worst times of slavery and suffering,
the happy disposition of my countrymen had kept their chee.rful-
ness still unbroken and buoyant; and, at the period of which I
am speaking, the hope of a brighter day dawning upon Ireland had
given to the society of the middle classes in Dublin 8 more than
usual flow of hilarity and life. Among other 3Y results of this
festive spirit, a club, or society, was instituted by some of our
most convivial citizens, one of whose objects Was to burlesque,
good-humouredly, the forms and pomps of royalty. With this
view they established a sort of mock kingdom, of which Dalkey, a
small island near Dublin, was made the seat, and an eminent
pawnbroker, named Stephen Armitage, much renowned for his
agreeable singing, was the chosen and popular monarch.
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Before public affairs had become too serious for such pastime,
it was usual to celebrate, yearly, at Dalkey, the day of this so-
vereign’s accession; and, among the gay scenes that still live in
my memory, there are few it recalls with more freshness than the
celebration, on a fine Sunday in summer, of one of these anniver-
saries of King Stephen’s coronation. The picturesque sea-views
from that spot, the gay crowds along the shores, the innumerable
boats, full of life, floating about, and, above all, that true spirit
of mirth which the Irish temperament never fails to lend to such
meelings, rendered the whole a scene not easily forgotten. The
state ceremonies of the day were performed, with all duc gravity,
within the ruins of an ancient church that stands on the island,
where his mock majesty bestowed the order of knighthood upon
certain favoured personages, and among others, Irecollect, upon
Incledon, the celebrated singer, who arose from under the touch
of the royal sword with the appropriate title of Sir Charles Melody.
There was also selected, for the favours of the crown on that day,
a lady of no ordinary poetic talent, Mrs. Battier, who had gained
much fame by some spirited satires in the manner of Churchill,
and whose kind encouragement of my early attempts in versifica-
tion were to me a source of much pride. This lady, as was offi-
cially announced, in the course of the day, had been appointed
his ma,esty’s poetess laureate, under the style and title of Hen-
rietta, Countess of Laurel.

There could hardly be devised a more apt vehicle for lively
political satire than this gay travesty of monarchical power, and its
showy appurtenances, so templingly supplied. The very day,
indeed, after this commemoration, there appeared, in the usunal
record of Dalkey state intelligence, an amusing proclamation from
the king, offering a large reward in cronebanes,* to the finder or
finders of his majesty’s crown, which, owing to his *having
measured both sides of the road” in his pedestrian progress from
Dalkey on the preceding night, had unluckily fallen from the royal
brow.

It is not lo be wondered at, that whatever natural turn I may

* Irish halfpence, so called.
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have possessed for the lighter skirmishing of satire should have
been called into play by so pleasant a field for its exercise as the
state affairs of the Dalkey kingdom afforded; and, accordmgly,
my first attempt in this line was an Ode to his Majesty; King
Stephen, contrasting the happy state of security in which he lived
among his merry lieges, with the ‘‘metal coach,” and other such
Precautions against mob violence, said to have been adopted at
that time by his royal brother of England. Some portions of this
juvenile squib still live in my memory; but they fall far too short
of the lively demands of the subject to be worth preserving, even
as juvenilia.

In college, the first circumstance that drew any attention to my
rhyming powers was my giving in a theme, in English verse, at
one of the quarterly examinations. As the sort of short essays
required on those occasions were considered, in general, as a
mere matter of form, and were written, at that time, T believe,
invariably, in Latin prose, the appearance of a theme in English
verse could hardly fail to attract some notice. It was, therefore,
with no small anxiety that, when the moment for judging of the
themes arrived, I saw the examiners of the different divisions as-
semble, asusual, at the bottom of the hall for that purpose. Still
more trying was it when I perceived that the reverend inquisitor,
in whose hands was my fate, had left the rest of the awful group,
and was bending his steps towards the table where I was seated.
Leaning across to me, he asked suspiciously, whether the verses
Which I'had just given in were my own; and, on my answering in
the affirmative, added these cheering words, ‘They do you great
credit; and I'shall not fail to recommend them to the notice of the
Board.” This result of a step, ventured upon with some little fear
and scruple, was of course very gratifying to me; and the premium
I'received from the Board was a well-bound copy of the Travels of
Anacharsis, together with a certificate, stating, in not very lofty
Latin, that this reward had been conferred upon me, ¢ propter
laudabilem in versibus componendis progressum.”

The idea of attempting a version of some of the Songs or Odes
of Anacreon had very early occurred to me; and a specimen of my
first ventures in this undertaking may be found in the Dublin Ma-
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gazine already referred to, where, in the number of that work for
February, 1794, appeared a ‘‘Paraphrase of Anacreon’s Fifth
Ode, by T. Moore.” As it may not be uninteresting to future and
better translators of the poet to compare this schoolboy experiment
with my later and more laboured version of the same ode, I shall
here extract the specimen found in the Anthologia: —

““Let us, with the clustering vine,

The rose, Love's blushing flower, entwine.
Fancy's hand our chaplels wreathing,
Vernal sweets around us breathing,

We 'll gaily drink, full goblels quaffing,
At frighted Care securely laughing.

“Rose! thou halmy-scented flower,
Rear’d by Spring’s most fostering power,
Thy dewy blossoms, opening bright,

To gods themselves can give delight;
And Cypria’s child, with roses crown'd,
Trips with each Grace the mazy round ,

*“Bind my brows, — I Il tune the lyre,

Love my rapturous strains shall fire.

Near Bacchus' grape-encircled shrine,

‘While roses fresh my brows entwine.

Led by the winged train of Pleasures,

I'll dance with nymphs to sportive measures.”

lu pursuiog further this light task, the only object I had for
some time in view was to lay before the Board a select number of
the odes I had then translated, with a hope, — suggested by the
kind encouragement I had already received, — that they might
consider them as deserving of some honour or reward. Haviog
experienced much hospitable attention from Doctor Kearney, one
of the senior fellows,* a man of most amiable character, as well
as of refined scholarship, I submitted to his perusal the manuscript
of my translation as far as it had then proceeded, and requested
his advice respecting my intention of laying it before the Board.
On this latter point his opinion was such as, with a little more
thought, I might have anticipated, pamely, that he did not see

* Appointed Provost of the Universily in the year 1799, and made
afterwards Bishop of Ossory.
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how the Board of the University could lend their sanction, by any
public reward, to writings of so convivial and amatory a nature as
were almost all those of Anacreon. He very good-naturedly,
however, lauded my translation, and advised me to complete and
publish it. I was also indebted to him for the use, during my
task, of Spaletti’s curious publication, giving a facsimile of those
pages of a MS. in the Vatican Library which contain the Odes, or
“Symposiacs,” attributed to Anacreon.* And hereIshall ven-
ture to add a few passing words on a point which I once should
have thought it profanation to question, — the authenticity of these
poems. The cry raised against their genuineness by Robertellus
and other enemies of Henry Stephen, when that eminent scholar
first introduced them to the learned world, may be thought to have
long since entirely subsided, leaving their claim to so ancient
a palernity safe and unquestioned. But I am forced to confess,
however reluctantly, that there appear to me strong grounds for
pronouncing these Jight and beautiful lyrics to be merely modern
fabrications. Some of the reasons that incline me to adopt this
unwelcome conclusion are thus clearly stated by the same able
scholar, to whom I am indebted for the emendations of my own
juvenile Greek ode: — ‘I do not see how it is possible, if Ana-
creon had written chiefly in Iambic dimeter verse, that Horace
should have wholly neglected that metre. I may add that, of
those fragments of Anacreon, of whose genuineness, from internal
evidence, there can be no doubt, almost all are written in one or
other of the lighter Horatian metres, and scarcely one in Tambic

* When the monument to Provost Baldwin, which stands in the hall
of the College of Dublin, arrived from Italy, there came In the same
packing-case with it Lwo copies of this work of Spaletti, one of which was
presented by Dr. Troy, the Roman Catholic archbishop, as a gift from
the Pope 1o the Library of the University, and the other (of which I was
subsequently [avoured with the use) he presented, in like manner, to my
friend, Dr. Kearney. Thus, curiously enough, while Anacreon in English
was considered — and, I grant, on no unreasonable grounds — as a work
to which grave collegiate authorities could not openly lend their sanclion,
Anacreon in Greek was thought no unfitting present Lo be received by a
Protestant bishop , through the medium of a Catholic archbishop, from
the hands of his holiness, the Pope.
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dimeter verse. This may be seen by looking through the listin
Fischer.”

The unskilful attempt at Greelt verse from my own pen, which
is found prefixed to the Translation, was intended originally to
illustrate a picture, representing Anacreon conversing with the
Goddess of Wisdom, from which the frontispiece to the first edi-
tion of the work was taken. Had I been brought up with a due
fear of the laws of prosody before my eyes, I certainly should not
have dared to submit so untutored a production to the criticism of
the trained prosodians of the English schools. At the same time,
I cannot help adding that, as far as music, distinct from metre,
is concerned, I am much inclined to prefer the ode as originally
wrilten to its present corrected shape; and that, at all events, I
entertain but very little doubt as to whick of the two a composer
would most willingly set to music.

For the means of collecting the materials of the notes appended
to the Translation, I was chiefly indebted to an old library adjoin-
ing St. Patrick’s Cathedral, called, from the name of the arch-
bishop who founded it, Marsh’s Library. Through my acquaint-
ance with the deputy librarian, the Rev. Mr. Cradock, Ienjoyed
the privilege of constant access to this collection, even at that
period of the year when it is always closed to the public. On these
occasions I used to be locked in there alone; and to the many
solitary hours which, hoth at the time I am now speaking of and
subsequently, I passed in hunting through the dusty tomes of this
old library, I owe much of that odd and out-of-the-way sort of
reading which may be found scattered through some of my earlier
writings.

Early in the year 1799, while yet in my nineteenth year, Ileft
Ireland, for the first time, and proceeded to London, with the
two not very congenial objects, of keeping my terms at the Middle
Temple, and publishing, by subscription, my Translation of
Anacreon. One of those persous to whom, through the active
zeal of friends, some part of my manuscript had been submitted
before it went to press, wasDoctor Laurence, the able friend of
Burke; and, as an instance, however slight, of that ready variety
of learning, as well the lightest as the most solid, for which Lau-
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rence Was so remarkable, the following extract from the letter
written by him, in returning the manuscript to my friend Dr. Hume,
may not be without some interest: —

s« Pec. 20. 1799.

‘“‘Ireturn you the four odes which you were so kind to com-
municate for my poor opinion. They are, in many parts, very
elegant and poetical; and, in some passages, Mr. Moore has
added a pretty turn not to be found in the original. To confess the
truth, however, they are, in not a few places, rather more pa-
raphrastical than suits my notion (perhaps an incorrect notion) of
translation.

‘In the fifty-third ode there is, in my judgment, a no less
sound than beautiful emendation suggested — would you sup-
pose it? — by a Dutch lawyer. Mr. M. possibly may oot be
aware of it. I have endeavoured to express the sense of it in a
couplet interlined with pencil. 'Will you allow me to add, that I
am not certain whether the translation has not missed the meaning,
100, in the former part of that passage which seems to me to intend
a distinction and climax of pleasure : — ‘It is sweet even to prove
it among the briery paths; it is sweet again, plucking, to cherish
with tender hands, and carry to the fair, the flower of love." This
is nearly literal, including the conjectural correction of Myoheer
Medenbach. If this be right, instead of

©'T is sweet to dare the tangled fence,’
I would propose something to this effect: —

'T is sweet the rich perfume to prove,

As by the dewy bush you rove;

'T is sweet to dare the tangled fence,

To cull the timid beauty thence,
To wipe with Lender hands away

The tears thal on its blushes lay;*
Then, to the bosom of the fair,

The flower of love in triumph bear.

" **Query, if it ought not to be Zie? The line might run,
With tender hand the tears to brush,
That give new softness to its blush (or, its flush).
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I would drop altogether the image of the stems ‘dropping
with gems.” 1believe it is a confused and false metaphor, unless
the painter should take the figure of Aurora from Mrs, Hastings.

«There is another emendation of the same critic, in the fol-
lowing line, which Mr. M. may seem, by accident, to have suffi-
ciently expressed in the phrase of ‘roses shed their tight.’

I scribble this in very great haste, but fear that you and
Mr. Moore will find me too long, minute, and impertinent. Believe
me to be, very sincerely,

*“ Your obedient, humble servant,
“F. LAURENCE.”
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INTO ENGLISH VERSE.
WITH NOTES

10
HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS
THE PRINCE OF WALES.

SR,

. In allowing me to dedicate this Work to Your Royal
Highness, you have conferred upon me an honour which I feel
very sensibly: and I have only to regret, that the pages which you

have thus distinguished are not more deserving of such illustrious
patronage,

Bcelieve me, Sir,
With every sentiment of respect,
Your Royal Highness’s
Very grateful and devoted Servant,
THOMAS MOORE.

ADVERTISEMENT.

I may be necessary to mention, that, in arranging the Odes,
the Translator has adopted the order of the Vatican MS. Tor those
who wish to refer to the original, be has prefixed an Index, which
marks the number of each Ode in Barnes and the other editions.

Thomas Moore. 1.
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REMARKS

ON

ANACREON

THERE is but little known with certainty of the life of Anacreon.
Chamzleon Heracleotes,* who wrote upon the subject, has been
lost in the general wreck of ancient literature. The editors of the
poet have collected the few trifling anecdotes which are sc:auered
through the extant authors of antiquity, and, 5‘]PP‘Y_"‘8 .the
deliciency of materials by fictions of their own imagination,
have arranged, what they call, alife of Anacreon. These spe-
cious fabrications are intended to indulge that interest which
we naturally feel in the biography of illustrious men ; but it is
rather a dangerous kind of illusion, as it confounds the limits of

* He is quoted by Athenacus &v T 720 Tov AvargeoyTos.
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history and romance ,* and is (0o often supported by unfaithful
citation. **

Our poet was born in the city of Téos ,*** in the delicious
region of Ionia, and the time of his birth appears to have been in
the sixth century before Christ. + He flourished at that remarkable
period, when, under the polished tyrants Hipparchus and Poly-
crales, Athens and Samos were become the rival asylums of
genius. There is nothing certain known about his family, and
those who pretend to discover in Plato that he was a descendant of
the monarch Codrus, show much more of zeal than of either ac-
curacy or judgment.

The disposition and talents of Anacreon recommended him to
the monarch of Samos, and he was formed to be the friend of such
a prince as Polycrates. Susceptible only to the pleasures, he felt
not the corruptions of the court; and, while Pythagoras fled from
the tyrant, Anacreon was celebrating his praises on the lyre. We
are told too by Maximus Tyrius, that, by the influence of his ama-

* The History of Anacreon, by Gacon (le Poéte sans fard, as he
styles himself), is professedly a romance; nor does Mademoiselle
Scuderi, fromm whom he borrowed (he idea, pretend to historical veracity
in her account of Anacreon and Sappho. These, then, are allowable.
But how can Barnes be forgiven, who, with all the confidence of a bio-
grarher, traces every wandering of the poet, and settles him al last, in
bhis old age, ata country villa near Téos ¢

** The learned Bayle has delected some infidelities of quotation in
Le Fevre. (Dictionnaire Historique, &c.) Madame Dacier is not more
accurate than her father: they have almost made Anacreon prime minis-
ter to the monarch of Samos.

*++ The Asiatics were as remarkable for genius as for luxury. ‘‘In-
genia Asiatica inclyta per gentes fecére Poetae, Anacreon, inde Mim-
nermus et Antimachus, &c.” — Solinus.

4+ 1 have not attempted to define the particular Olympiad, but have
adopted the idea of Bayle, Who says, ‘Je n’ai point marqué d’Olym-
piade; car pour un homme qui a vécu 85 ans, il me semble que 1'on ne
doit point s’enfermer dans des bornes si étroites,”

41 This mistake is founded on a false interpretation of a very obvious
passage in Plato’s Dialogue on Temperance; it originated with Madame
Dacier, and has been received implicitly by many. Gail, a late editor
of Anacreon, seems to claim to himsell the merit of detecling Lhis error;
but Bayle had observed it before him.
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tory songs, he softened the mind of Polycrates into a spirit of be-
nevolence towards his subjects. *

The amours of the poet, and the rivalship of the tyrant,**'l
shall pass over in silence; and there are few, I presume, who will
regret the omission of most of those anecdoles, which the in-
dustry of some editors has not only promulged, but discussed.
Whatever is repugnant to modesty and virtue is considered in
ethical science, by a supposition very favourable to humanity, as
impossible; and this amiable persuasion should be much more
strongly entertained, where the transgression wars with nature as
well as virlue. But why are we not allowed to indulge in the pre-
sumption? 'Why are we officiously reminded that there have been
really such instances of depravity?

Hipparchus, who now maintained at Athens the power which
his father Pisistratus had usurped, was one of those princes who
may be said to have polished the fetters of their subjects. He was
the first, according to Plato, who edited the poems of Homer, and
commanded them to be sung by the rhapsodists at the celebration
of the Panathen®a. From his court, which was a sort of galaxy
of genius, Anacreon could not long be absent. Hipparchus sent
a barge for him; the poet readily embraced the invitation, and the
Muses and the Loves were wafted with him to Athens. ***

The manner of Anacreon’s death was singular. We are told
that in the eighty-fifth year of his age he was choked by a grape-
stone; {+ and, however we may smile at their enthusiastic par-

* Avaxgeoy Soapors IModuxgaryy usgooe. Maxim. Tyr. §21.
Maximus Tyrius mentions this among other instances of the .mﬂuenc.e
of poetry. If Gail had read Maximus Tyrius, how could be ridicule this
idea in Moutonnet, as unauthenticaled ¢ X .

** In the romance of Clelia, the anecdote to Which I allude is told of
a young girl, with whom Anacreon fell in love while §he personated the
god Apollo in a mask. But here Mademoiselle Scuderi consulted nature
more than truth,

“** There is a very interesting French poem foundeq upon this anec-
dote, imputed to Desyvetaux, and called ‘*Anacréon Citoyen.”

+ Fabricius appears not to trust very implicitly in this story. *‘Uvae
passae acino tandem suffocatus, si credimus Suidae in owomoTs;
alii enim hoc mortis genere periisse tradunt Sophoclem.” — Fabricii
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tiality, who see in this easy and characleristic death a peculiar in-
dulgence of Heaven, we cannot help admiring that his fate should
have been so emblematic of his disposition. Calius Calcagninus
alludes to this catastrophe in the following epitaph on our poet : —*

Those lips, then, hallowd sage, which pour'd along
A music sweet as any cygnet’s song,
The grape hath clos’d for ever!
Here let the ivy kiss the poet’s tomb,
Here let the rose he lov'd with laurels bloom,
In bands that ne'er shall scver.

But far be thou, oh! far, unholy vine,

By whom the favourite minstrel of the Nine
Lost his sweet vital breath;

Thy God himself now blushes to confess,

Once hallow’d vine! he feels he loves thee less,
Since poor Anacreon’s death.

It has been supposed by some writers that Anacreon and Sap-
pho were contemporaries; and the very thought of an intercourse
between persons so coogenial, both in warmth of passion and
delicacy of genius, gives such play to the imagination, that the
mind loves to indulge in it. But the vision dissolves before histo-
rical truth; and Chamaleon and Hermesianax, who are the source

Bibliothec. Graec. lib. ii. dap. 15. It must be confessed that Lucian, who
tells us that Sophocles was choked by a grape-stone, in the very same
treatise mentions the longevity of Anacreon, and yet is silent on the
manner of his death. Could he have been ignorant of such a remarkable
coincidence, or, knowing, could he have neglected to remark it? See
Regnier’s introduction to his Anacreon.

*+ At te, sancte senex, acinus sub Tartara misit;

Cygneae clausit qui tibi vocis iter.

Vos, hederae, tumulum, tumulum vos cingite, lauri,
Hoc rosa perpetuo vernel odora loco;

At vitis procul hinc, procul hine odiosa facessat,
Quae causam dirae prolulit, uva, necis,

Creditur ipse minus vitem jam Bacchus amare,
In vatem tantum quae fuil ausa nefas,

The author of this epitaph, Caelius Galcagninus, has translated or

imitaded the epigrams &g ny Muoowos povr, which are given under
the name of Anacreon.
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of the supposition, are considered as having merely indulged in a
poetical anachronism, *

To infer the moral dispositions of a poet from the tone of senti-
ment which pervades his works, is sometimes a very fallacious
ﬂl}&logy; but the soul of Anacreon speaks so unequivocally through
his odes, that we may safely consult them as the faithful mirrors
of his heart.** We find him there the elegant voluptuary, diffusing
the seductive charm of sentiment over passions and propensities at
which rigid morality must frown. His heart, devoted to indolence,
seems to have thought that there is wealth enough in happiness,
but seldom bappiness in mere wealth. The cheerfulness, indeed,
with which he brightens his old age is interesting and endearing:
like his own rose, he is fragrant even in decay. But the most
peculiar feature of his mind is that love of simplicity, which he
attributes to himself so feelingly, and which breathes characteristi-

* Barnes is convinced (but very gratuitously), of the synchronism of
Anacreon and Sappho. In citing his authorities, he has strangely neg-
lected the line quoted by Fulvius Ursinus, as from Anacreon, among
the testimonies lo Sappho: —

Euu dagow soapos Zarwgw magdvoy advgovoer.
F;lbricius thinks that they might have been contemporary, but considers

their amour as a tale of imagination. Vossius rejects the idea entirely:
as do also Olaus Borrichius and others.

** An Italian poet, in some verses on Belleau's translation of Ana-
creon, pretends to imagine that our bard did not feel as he wrote: —
Lyaeum, Venerem, Cupidinemque
Senex lusit Anacreon poela.
Sed quo tempore nec capaciores
Rogabat cyathos, nec inquietis
Urebatur amoribus, sed ipsis
Tantum versibus et jocis amabal, .
Nullum prae se habitum gerens amantis.

To Love and Bacchus ever young

While sage Anacreon touch’d the Iyre,
Ile peither felt the loves he sUng,

Nor fill'd his bowl to Bacchus higher.
Those flowery days bad faded long,,

When youth could act the lover’s part;
And passion trembled in his song,

But never, never, reach’d his heart.
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cally throughout all that he has sung. In truth, if we omit those
few vices in our estimate which religion, at that time, not only
connived at, but consecrated, we shall be inclined to say that the
disposition of our poet was amiable; that his morality was relaxed,
but not abandoned ; and that Virtue, with her zone loosened, may
be an apt emblem of the character of Anacreon. *

Of his person and physiognomy time has preserved such un-
certain memorials, that it were better, perhaps, to leave the
peacil to fancy; and few can read the Odes of Anacreon without
imagining to themselves the form of the animated old bard,
crowned with roses, and sioging cheerfully to his lyre. Dut the
head of Anacreon, prefixed to this work ,** has been considered
so authentic, that we scarcely could be justified in the omission of
it; and some have even thought that it is by no means deficient in

* Anacreon’s character has been variously coloured. Barnes lingers
on it with enthusiastic admiration; but he is always extravagant, if not
somelimes also a little profane. Baillet runs too much into the opposite
extreme, exaggerating also the testimonies which he has consulted; and
we cannot surely agree with him when he cites such a compiler as Athe~
naeus, as ‘‘un des plus savans criligues de lantiquité.” — Jugement
des Sgavans , M. GV,

Barnes could hardly have read the passage to which he refers, when
he accuc”s Le Fevre of having censured our poet’s character in a hiote on
Longinus; the note in question being manifest irony, in allusion to some
censure passed upon Le Fevre for his Anacreon. It is clear, indeed, that
praise rather than censure is intimated. See Johannes Vulpius (de Utili-
tate Poétices), who vindicates our poet's reputation.

*+ ] is taken from the Bibliotheca of Fulvius Ursinus. Bellori has
copied the same head into his Imagines. Johannes Faber, in his de-
scription of the coin of Ursinus, mentions another head on a very beauli-
ful cornelian, which he supposes was worn in a ring by some admirer of
the poet. In the Iconographia of Canini there is a Youthful head of Ana-
creon from a Grecian medal, with the letters TEIQS around it; on the
Teverse there is a Neptune, holding a spear in his right hand, and a
dolphin , with the word 7 IAIV/LIV inscribed, in the left; ‘ volendoci
denotare (says Canini) che quelle cittadini la coniassero in honore del
suo campatriota poeta,” There is also among the coins of De Wilde one,
which though it bears no efligy , was probably struck to the memory of
Anacreon. It bas the word THIJS2IV, encircled with an ivy crown. **At
quic}ni respicit haec corona Anacreontem, nobilem lyricum?” — De
Wilde.
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that benevolent suavity of expression which should characterize the
countenance of such a poet.

After the very enthusiastic eulogiums bestowed both by an-
cieots and moderns upon the poems of Anacreon,* we need not
be difflident in expressing our raptures at their beauty, vor hesilate
to pronounce them the most polished remains of antiquity.** They
are, indeed, all beauty, all enchantment.*** He steals us so
insensibly along with him, that we sympathize even in his excesses.
In his amatory odes there is a delicacy of compliment not to be
found in any other ancient poet. Love at that period was rather
an uonrefined emotion: and the intercourse of the sexes was ani-

mated more by passion than by sentiment. They knew not those
litde tendernesses which form the spiritual part of affection; their

* Besides those which are extant, he wrote hymns, elegies, epigrams,
&c. Some of the epigrams still exist. Horace, in addition to the mention
of him (lib. iv. od. 9.) , alludes also Lo a poem of his upon the rivalry of
Circe and Penelope in the affections of Ulysses, lib. i. od. 17.; and the
scholiast upon Nicander cites a fragment from a poem upon Sleep by
Anacreon, and autributes to him likewise a medicinal treatise. Fulgen-
lius mentions a work of his upon the war between Jupiter and the Titans,
and the origin of the consecration of the eagle. .

** See Horace, Maximus Tyrius, &c. **His style (says Scaliger) is
f;’eeler than the juice of the Indian reed.” — Péet. lib. i. cap. 44. “‘From

€ softness of his verses (says Olaus Borrichius) the ancients bestowed
on him the epithets sw,

temicue | de Poetis,
speaking of the uelog

eet, delicale, graceful, &c.” — Uiuermtiqne: Adca-
diss. 2. Scaliger again praises him thus in apun;
Y » or ode, ‘““‘Anacreon autem non solum dedit haec
#ery, sed etiam in ipsis mella.” See (he passage of Rapin, quoted by
all the editors. 1 cannot omit citing also the following very spirited
apostrophe of the author of the Commentary prefixed to the Parma
edilion: ‘0 vyos sublimes animae, vos Apollinis alumni, qui post unum
Alemanem in tot4 Hellade lyricam poesim exsuscitastis, coluislis, ampli-
ficastis, quaeso vos an ullus unquam fuerit vates qui Teio cantori vel
baturae candore vel metri suavitate palmam praeripuerit.” See likewise
Vincenzo Gravini della Rag. Poetic. libro primo, p. 9% Among the Ri-
tratti of Marino, there js one of Anacreon beginning **Cingetemi la
fronte,” &c. &c.

*** ““We may perceive,” says Vossius, ‘‘that lhe ileration of his
words conduces very much (o the sweetness of his style.” Henry Stephen
remarks the same beauty in a note on the forty-fourth ode. This figure
of iteration is his most appropriate grace: — but the modern wrilers of
Juvenilia and Basia have adopted il to an excess which destroys the eflect.
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expression of feeling was therefore rude and uavaried, and the
poetry of love deprived it of its most captivating graces. Anacreon,
however, attained some ideas of this purer gallantry; and (he
same delicacy of mind which led him to this refinement, prevented
him also from yielding to the freedom of language, which has sul-
lied the pages of all the other poets. His descriptions are warm ;
but the warmth is in the ideas, not the words. He is sportive
without being wanton, and ardent without being licentious., His
poetic invention is always most brilliantly displayed in those alle-
gorical fictions which so many have endeavoured to imitate, though
all have confessed them to be inimitable. Simplicity is the dis-
tinguishing feature of these odes, and they interest by their inno-
cence, as much as they fascinate by their beauty. They may be
said, indeed, to be the very infants of the Muses, and to lisp in
numbers.

I shall not be accused of enthusiastic partiality by those who
have read and felt the original; but, to others, I am conscious,
this should not be the language of a translator, whose faint reflec-
tion of such beauties can but ill justify his admiration of them.

In the age of Anacreon music and poetry were inscparable.
These kindred talents were for a long time associated, and the
poet always sung his own compositions to the Iyre. It is probable
that t~ey were not set to any regular air, but rather a kind of mu-
sical recitation , which was varied according to the fancy and
feelings of the moment.* The poems of Anacreon were sung at
banquets as late as the time of Aulus Gellius, who tells us that be
heard onc of the odes performed at a birth-day entertainment. **

* In the Paris edition there are four of the original odes set to music,
by Le Sueur, Gossec, Mehul, and Cherubini. ** On chante du Latin, et
de 1'ltalien,” says Gail, “guelquel‘ois méme sans les entendre; qui
empéche que nous ne chantions des odes Grecques?” The chromatic
learning of these composers is very unlike what we are told of the simple
melody of the ancients; and they bave all, as it appears to me, mistaken
the accentuation of the words.

** The Parma commentator is rather careless in referring to this
passage of Aulus Gellius (lib. xix. cap. 9.) The ode was nol sung by the
rhetorician Julianus, as he says, but by the minstrels of both sexes,
who were introduced at the enterlainment.
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The singular beauty of our poet’s style, and the apparent faci-
lity, perhaps, of his metre have attracted, as Ihave already re-
marked, a crowd of imitators. Some of these have succeed'ed
with wonderful felicity, as may be discerned in the few odes which
are attributed to writers of a later period. But none of his emula-
tors have been half so dangerous to his fame as those Greek eccle-
§iastics of the early ages, who, being conscious of their own
inferiority to their great prototypes, determined on removing all
Possibility of comparison, and, under a semblance of moral zeal,
deprived the world of some of the most exquisite treasures of
ancient limes.* The works of Sappho and Alczus were among
those flowers of Grecian literature which thus fell beneath the rude
hand of ecclesiastical presumption. It is true they pretended that
this sacrifice of genius was hallowed by the interests of religion;
but I have already assigned the most probable motive;** and it
Gregorius Nazianzenus had not wrilten Anacreontics, we might
now perhaps have the works of the Teian unmutilated, and be
empowered to say exultingly with Horace,

Nec si quid olim lusit Anacreon

Delevit aetas.
The zeal by which these bishops professed to be actuated, gave
birth more innocently, indeed, to an absurd species of parody, as
repugnant (o piety as itis to taste, where the poet of voluptuous-
Dess was made a preacher of the gospel, and his muse, like the
Venus in armour at Laced®mon, was arrayed in all the severities
of priestly instruction. Such was the ** Anacreon Recantatus,”
by Carolus de Aquino, a Jesuit, published 1701, which cousisted

«

See what Colomesius, in his * Literary Treasures,” has quoled
from Alcyonius de Exilio; it may be found in Baxter. Colomesius, alter
citing the passage, adds, *‘Haecc auro contra cara non potui non ap-
ponere.”
** We may perceive by the beginning of the first hymn of Bishop
Synesius, that he made Anacreon and Sapphe his models of composition.
Aye pou, Iuyea pogmyEs
Mera Trioy woday,
Meta Asgfuoy T polmay.
Margunius and Damascenus were likewise authors of pious Anacreontics.
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of a series of palinodes lo the several songs of our poet. Such,
too, was the Chrislian Anacreon of Patrignanus, another Jesuit,*
who preposterously transferred to a most sacred subject all that
the Grecian poet had dedicated to festivity and love,

His metre has frequently been adopted by the modern Latin
poets; and Scaliger, Taubman, Barthius,** and others, have
shown thal it is by no means uncongenial with that language, ***
The Anacreontics of Scaliger, however, scarcely deserve the name ;
as they glitter all over with conceits, and, though often elegant,
are always laboured. The beautiful fictions of Angerianus+ pre-
serve more happily than any others the delicate turn of those alle-
gorical fables, which, passing so frequently through the mediums
of version and imitation, have generally lost their finest rays in the
transmission. Many of the Italian poets have indulged their fancies
upon the subjects, and in the manner of Anacreon, Bernardo
Tasso first introduced the metre, which was afterwards polished
and enriched by Chabriera and others. 44

To judge by the references of Degen, the German language
abounds in Anacreontic imitations; and Hagedorn § is one among

* This, perhaps, is the ‘“‘Jesuila quidam Graeculus” alluded to
by Barnes, who has himself composed an Avaxgiow Xgigtiavog, as
absurd as the rest, but somewhat more skilfully executed.

** 1 have seen somewhere an account of the MSS. of Barthius,
wrillen just after his death, which mentions many more Anacreontics of
his than I believe have ever been published.

*** Thus too Albertus, a Danish poet: —
Fidii tui minister
Gaudebo semper esse,
Gaudebo semper illi
Litare thure mulso;
Gaudebo semper illum
Laudare pumilillis
Anacreonticillis.
See the Danish Poets collected by Rostgaard.

These pretty littlenesses defy translation. A beautiful Anacreontic
by Hugoe Grotius,, may be found Lib. i. Farraginis.

+ To Angerianus Prior is indebted for some of his happiest mytho-
logical subjects. .

1+ See Crescimbeni, Historia della Yolg. Poes.

§ ‘‘L’aimable Hagedorn vaut quelqueflois Anacréon.” — Dorat,

Idée de lu Poésie Allemande.
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many who have assumed him as a model. La Farre, Chau!ieu,
and the other light poets of France, have also professed to cultivate
the muse of Téos ; but they have attained all her negligence with
little of the simple grace that embellishes it. In the delicate bar.d
of Schiras* we find the kindred spirit of Anacreon: some of his
gazelles, orsongs, possess all the character of our poet.

We cume now to a retrospect of the editions of Anacreon. - To
Henry Stephen we are indebted for having first recovered his
remains from the obscurity in which, so singularly, they had for
many ages reposed. He found the seventh ode, as we are told,
on the cover of an old book, and communicated it to Victorius,
who mentions the circumstance in his ¢ Various Readings.”
Stephen was then very young; and this discovery was considered
by some critics of that day as a literary imposition.** In 1554,
however, he gave Anacreon to the world ,*** accompanied with an-
notations and a Latin version of the greater part of the odes. The
learned still hesitated to receive them as the relics of the Teian )
bard, and suspected them to be the fabricalion of some monks of
the sixteenth century. This was an idea from which the classic
muse recoiled; and the Vatican manuscript, consulted by Scaliger
and Salmasius, confirmed the antiquity of most of the poems. A
very inaccurale copy of this MS. was taken by Isaac Vossius, and
this is the authority which Barnes has followed in his collation.

* See Toderini on the learning ot the Turks, as translated by de
Cournard. Prince Cantemir has made the Russians acql{alﬂled with
Anacreon. See his Life, prefixed Lo a translation of his Salires, by the
Abbé de Guasco. '

** Robertellus, in his work ‘‘De Ralione corrigendi.” pronounces
these verses (o be the triflings of some insipid Graecist.

*** Ronsard commemorates Lhis event: —
Je vay boire a Henrie Etienne
Qui des enfers nous a rendu,
Du vieil Anacréon perdu,
La douce lyre Teienne. Ode xv. book 5.
1 6ill the bowl to Stephen’s name, .
Who rescued from the gloom of night
The Teian bard of festive fame,

And brought his living lyre to light.
Thowas Moore, 1.
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Accordingly he misrepresents almost as often as he quotes; and
the subsequent editors, relying upon his authority, have spoken
of the manuscript with not less confidence than ignorance. The
literary world, however, has at length been gratified with this
curious memorial of the poet, by the industry of the Abhé Spaletti,
who published at Rome, in 1781, a fac-simile of those pages of
the Vatican manuscript which contained the odes of Anacreon. *

A calalogue has been given by Gail of all the different editions
and translations of Anacreon. Finding their number to be much
greater than I could possibly have had an opportunity of con-
sulting, Ishall here content mysclf with enumerating only those
editions and versions which it has been in my power to collect ; and
which, though very few, are, Ibelieve, the most important.

The edition by Henry Stephen, 1554, at Paris — the Latin
version is attributed by Colomesius to John Dorat. **

The old French translations, by Ronsard and Belleau — the
former published in 1555, the latter in 1556. It appears from a

" note of Muretus upon one of the sonnets of Ronsard, that Henry

Stephen communicated to this poet his manuscript of Anacreon,
before he promulgated it to the world, ***

The edition by Le Fevre, 1660.

The edition by Madame Dacier, 1681, with a prose trans-
lation. +

* This manuscript, which Spaletti thinks as old as the tenth cenlury,
was brought from the Palatine into the Vatican library; it is a kind of
anthology of Greek epigrams, and in the 676th page of it are found the
‘Hpsopfroe Zvpmosiore of Anacreon.

» «Le méme (M. Vossius) m'a dit qu'il avoit possédé un Anacréon,
ou Scaliger avoit marqué de sa main, qu’ Henri Etienne n’étoit pas
Pauteur de la version Latine des odes de ce poéte, mais Jean Dorat.” —
Paulus Colomesius, Particularités,

Colomesius, however, seems to have relied too implicilly on Vos-
sius ; — almost all these Parlicularités begin with “M. Vossius m’a dit.”
*** ‘‘La fiction de ce sonnet comme I'auteur méme m’a dit, est prise
d’'une ode d’Anacréon, encore non imprimée, quil a depuis traduit,
Sv pev oAy yeddaw.”

4+ The author of Nouvelles de la Répub. des Lett. bestows on this
translalion much more praise than its merits appear to me to justify.
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The edition by Longepierre, 1684, with a translation in verse.

The edition by Baxter; London, 1695.

A French translation by la Fosse, 1704.

**L’Histoire des Odes d’Anacreon,” by Gacon; Rotterdam,
1712.

A translation in English verse, by several hands, 1713, in
which the odes by Cowley are inserted.

The edition by Barnes; London, 1721. .

The edition by Dr. Trapp, 1733, with a Latin version in elegiac
metre.

A translation in English verse, by John Addison, 1735.

A collection of Italian translations of Anacreon, published at
Venice, 1736, consisting of those by Corsini, Regnier,* Salvini,
Marchetti, and one by several anonymous authors. **

A translation in English verse, by Fawkes and Doctor Broome,
1760, ***

Another, anonymous, 1768. .

The edition by Spaletti, at Rome, 1781; with the fac-simile
of the Vatican MS.

The edition by Degen, 1786, who published also a German
translation of Anacreon, esteemed the best.

A translation in English verse, byUrqubart, 1787.

The edition by Gail, at Paris, 1799, with a prose translation.

* The notes of Regnier are not inserted in this edition; but they
must be interesting, as they were for the most part communicated by the
ingenious Menage, who, we may perceive, from a passage in the Me-
nagiana, bestowed some research on the subject. ‘‘C'est aussi lui
(M. Bigot) qui s’est donné la peine de conférer des manuscrits en Ilalie
dans le tems que je travaillois sur Anacréon.” — Menagiana, seconde
partie.

** 1find in Haym's Notizia de’ Libri rari, Venice, 1670, an Italian
translation by Cappone, mentioned. .
*** This is the most complete of the English translations.

3%
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ODE L*

T saw the smiling bard of pleasure,
The minstrel of the Teian measure;
'T was in a vision of the night,

He beam’d upon my wondering sight.
I heard his voice, and warmly prest
The dear enthusiast to my breast.
His tresses wore a silvery dye,

But beauty sparkled in his eye;
Sparkled in his eyes of fire,
Through the mist of soft desire.

His lip exhal’d, whene’er he sigh’d,
The fragrance of the racy tide ;
And, as with weak and reeling feet
He came my cordial kiss to meet,
An infant, of the Cyprian band,
Guided him on with tender hand.

* This ode is the first of the series in the Vatican manuscript, which
attributes it to no other poet than Anacreon. They who assert that the
manuscript imputes it to Basilius, have been misled by the words
Tov ar:tov ffacedesrg in the margin, which are merely intended as a
tide to the following ode. Whether it be the production of Anacreon or
not, it has all the features of ancient simplicity, and is a beauliful imi-
talion of the poet’s happiest manner.

Sparkled in his eyes of fire,

1hrough the mist of soft desire.] ‘‘How could he know at the first
look (says Baxter) that the poet was gtdsvvog? ™ There are surely many
tell-tales of this propensity; and the following are the indices, which
the physiognomist gives, describing a disposition perhaps not unlike that
of Anacreon: Qgdaipor xduviousvor, rvpawovtss ev avrolg, &g
apoodioie zati sumad el ELTONVTAL. OUTE O adizor, OUTE 2OUROUQG~
y0t, ovte Quotng pavdyG, OVTE apoveor. — ddamantius. * The eyes
that are humid and fluctuating show a propensity to pleasure and love;
they bespeak too a mind of integrity and beneficence, a generosity of
disposition, and a genius for poetry.”

Baptista Porta tells us some sirange opinions of the ancient phy-
siognomists on this subject, their reasons for which were curious, and
perhaps not altogether fanciful. Vide Physiognom. Johanm. Baptist.
Portae.
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Quick from his glowing brows he drew
His braid, of many a wanton hue;
Itook the wreath, whose inmost twine
Breath’d of him and blush’d with wine.
I hung it o’er my thoughtless brow,
And ah! I feel its magic now:

I feel that even his garland’s touch

Can make the bosom love too much.

ODE II

Give me the harp of epic song,
‘Which Homer's finger thrill’d along;
But tear away the sanguine string,
For war is not the theme I sing.

I took the wreath, whose inmost twine

. Breath’d of him, &c.] Philostralus has the same thought in one q[
his Egotixe, where he speaks of the garland which he had sent to his
mistress.  Eu 0z Bovher T qudo yagiltoGou, ta luyove avri-
TEUWOY,, pyneTs TYE0VTR (OO0 poVOY adia xoL GOV. ¢“If thou art
inclined to gratify thy lover, send him back the remains of the garland,
no longer breathing of roses only, but of thee!” Which pretty conceit
is borrowed (as the author of the Observer remarks) in a well-known
little song of Ben Jonson’s : —-

‘“But thou thereon didst only breathe,
And sent it back to me;
Since when it looks and smells, I swear,
Not of itself, but theel”

And ah! I feel its magic now:} This idea, as Longepierre remarks,
occurs in an epigram of the seventh book of the Anthologia.
Ekots pow mwovts suvesraovoa Xagurdo
AaS oy rovs ideovs aupifale oTEpavovg,
ITvg olooy damre pe.
While I unconscious quafd my wine,
'T was then thy fingers slily stole
Upon my brow that wreath of thine,
Which since has madden’d all my soul!
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Proclaim the Jlaws of festal rite,

I'’'m monarch of the board to-night;
And all around shall brim as high,
And quaff the tide as deep as I.

And when the cluster’s mellowing dews
Their warm enchanting balm infuse,
Our feet shall catch th’ elastic bound,
And reel us through the dance’s round.
Great Bacchus! we shall sing to thee,
In wild but sweet ebriety;

Flashing around such sparks of thought,
As Bacchus could alone have taught.

Then, give the harp of epic song,
Which Homer’s finger thrill’d along ;
But tear away the sanguine string,
For war is not the theme I sing.

ODE IIL*

LisTeN to the Muse’s lyre,

Master of the pencil’s fire!

Sketch’d in painting’s bold display,
Many a city first portray;

Many a city, revelling free,

Full of loose festivity.

Picture then a rosy train,
Bacchants straying o’er the plain;

Proclaim the laws of festal rite.] The ancients prescribed certain
laws of drinking at their festivals, for an account of which see the com-
mentators. Anacreon here acts the symposiarch, or master of the festival.
I have translated according to those who consider xvmedde Feopwy

as an inversion of $eguovg numeAdwy.

* La Fosse has thought proper to lengthen this poem by considerable
interpolations of his own, which he thinks are indispensably necessary

to the completion of the description.
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Piping, as they roam along,
Roundelay or shepherd-song.
Paint me next, if painting may
Such a theme as this portray,
All the earthly heaven of love
These delighted mortals prove.

ODE 1IV.*

VYurcan! hear your glorious task;

X do not from your labours ask

In gorgeous panoply to shine,

For war was ne’er a sport of mine.
No — let me have a silver bowl,
Where I may cradle all my soul;

But mind that, o'er its simple frame
No mimic constellations flame ;

Nor grave upon the swelling side,
Orion, scowling o’er the tide.

I care not for the glitt’ring wain,

Nor yet the weeping sister train.

But let the vine luxuriant roll

Its blushing tendrils round the bowl,
‘While many a rose-lipp’d bacchant maid
Is culling clusters in their shade.

* This ode, Aulus Gellius tells us, was performed a
ment where he was present.

While many a rose-lipp’d bacchant maid, &)

39

t an entertain-

1 have availed

mysell here of the additional lines given in the Vatican man}xgcripz, which
have not been accurately inserted in any of the ordinary editions: —

Howmeov apmelove pot
Kouw Porguac xat avTwy
Ko payadas Tory0oos.
Houwe §e Aqvov otwov,
Anvofatas HOTOVITAS,
Tovg garvgovs yehovrag,
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Let sylvan gods, in antic shapes,
Wildly press the gushing grapes,

And flights of Loves, in wanton play,
Wing through the air their winding way;
While Veous, from her arbour green
Looks laughing at the joyous scene,
And young Ly=®us by her side

Sits, worthy of so bright a bride.

ODE V.*

ScureTor, wouldst thou glad my soul,
Grave for me an ample bowl,

Worthy to shine in hall or bower,

‘When spring-time brings the reveller’s hour.
Grave it with themes of chaste design,
Fit for a simple board like mine.

Display not there the barbarous rites

In which religious zeal delights ;

Nor any tale of tragic fate

‘Which History shudders to relate.

No — cull thy fancies from above,
Themes of heav'n and themes of love.
Let Bacchus, Jove’s ambrosial boy,
Distil the grape in drops of joy,

And while he smiles at every tear,

Let warm-ey’d Venus, dancing near,

Kas yovoous tovg epntag,
Kouw Kvdeony yedwooy,
‘Quov zako Avaww,
Epora v’ Apgodizyy.

* Degen thinks that this ode is a more modern imitation of the
preceding. There is a poem by Caelius Calcagpinus, in the manner of
both, where he gives instructions about the making of a ring.

Tornabis annulum mihi
Et fabre, et apte, et commode, &c. &c.
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‘With spirits of the genial bed ,-

The dewy herbage deftly tread.

Let Love be there, without his arms,

In timid nakedness of charms;

And all the Graces, link’d with Love,

Stray, laughing, through the shadowy grove;
While rosy boys disporting round,

In circlets trip the velvet ground.

Butah! if there Apollo toys,

I tremble for the rosy boys.

Let Love be there, without his arms, &c.] Thus Sannazaro in lhe
eclogue of Gallicio nell’ Arcadia: —

Vegnan li vaghi Amori

Senza iammelle, o strali, .

Scherzando insieme pargoletti e nudi.

Fluttering on the busy wing,
A train of naked Cupids came,
Sporting around in harmless ring,
Without a dart, without a flame.
And thus in the Pervigilium Veneris: —

Ite nymphae, posuit arma, feriatus est amor.

Love is disarm’d — ye nymphs, in safety stray,
Your bosoms now may boast a holiday!

But ah! if there dpollo toys,

1 tremble for the rosy boys.] An allusion to the fable, that Apollo
had killed his beloved boy Hyacinth, while playing with him at quoits.
**This (says M. La Fosse) is assuredly the sense of the text, and it cannot
admit of any otber.”

The ltalian translators, to save themselves the trouble of a note,
have taken the liberty of making Anacreon himself explain this fable.
Thus Salvini, the most literal of any of them : —

Ma con lor non giuochi Apollo;
Che in fiero risco

Col duro disco

A Giacinto fiaccd il collo.
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ODE VL*

As late I sought the spangled bowers,
To cull a wreath of matin flowers,
‘Where many an early rose was weeping,
I found the urchin Cupid sleeping.

* This beautiful fiction, which the commentators have attributed to
Julian, a royal poet, the Vatican MS. pronounces to be the genuine off-
spring of Anacreon. It has, indeed, all the features of the parent; —

et facile insciis
Noscitetur ab omnibus.

W here many an early Tose was weeping ,

I found the urchin Cupid sleeping.] This idea is prettily imitated
in the following epigram by Andreas Naugerius: —

Florentes dum forte vagans mea Hyella per hortos
Texit odoratis lilia cana rosis,

Ecce rosas inter latitantem invenit Amorem
Et simul annexis floribus implicuit.

Luctatur primo, et contra nitentibus alis
Indomitus tentat solvere vincla puer:

Mox ubi lactcolas et dignas matre papillas
Yidit et ora ipsos nata movere Deos,

Impositosque comae ambrosios ut sentit odores
Quosque legit diti messe beatus Arabs;

“I (dixit) mea, quaerc novum tibi, mater, Amorem,

Imperio sedes haec erit apta meo.”

As fair Hyella, through the bloomy grove,

A wreath of many mingled flow'rets wove,

Within a rose a sleeping Love she found ,

And in the twisted wreaths the baby bound.

Awhile he struggled, and impatient tried

To break the rosy bonds the virgin tied;

But when he saw her bosom’s radiant swell,

Her features, where the eye of Jove might dwell;

And caught th’ ambrosial odours of her hair,

Rich as the breathings of Arabian air;

“QOh! mother Yenus,” (said the raptur'd child,

By charms, of more than mortal bloom, beguil'd,)

““Go, seek another boy, thou’st lost thine own,

‘Hyella’s arms shall now be Cupid’s throne!”

This epigram of Naugerius is imitated by Lodovico Dolce in a poem,
beginning

Mentre raccoglie hor uno, hor altro fiore
Vicina a un rio di chiare et lucid’ onde,
Lidia, &c. &ec.
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1 caught the boy, a goblet’s tide

‘Was richly mantling by my side,

1 caught him by his downy wing,

And whelm'’d him in the racy spring.
Then drank I down the poison’d bowl.
And Love now nestles in my soul.

Oh yes, my soul is Cupid’s nest,

I feel him fluttering in my breast.

ODE VIL*

THE women tell me every day

That all my bloom has past away.
““Behold,” the pretty wantons cry,
¢‘Behold this mirror with a sigh; *

The locks upon thy brow are few,

And, like the rest, they 're withering too!”
Whether decline has thinn'd my hair,

I’m sure I neither know nor care ;

* Alberti has imitated this ode in a poem, beginning
Nisa mi dice e Clori
Tirsi, tu se’ pur veglio.
Whether decline has thinn'd my hair,
I'm sure I neither know nor care;] Henry Stephen very justly re-
marks the elegant negligence of expression in the original bere:
Eyw de tog nopag pev,
Eif sow, et angldor,
Ovux ocdae. . .
And Longepierre has adduced from Catullus, what he (hinks a similar
instance of this simplicity of manner: —
Ipse quis sit, utrum sit, an non sit, id quogque nescit.
Longepierre was a good crilic; but perbaps the line which he has
selected is a specimen of a carelessness not very commendable. At the
same time I confess, that none of the Latin poels have ever appeared to
me so capable of imitaling the graces of Anacreon as Catullus, if he had

not allowed a depraved imagination o burry him so often into mere
vulgar licentiousness.



A4 ODES OF ANACREON.

But this I know, and this I feel,

As onward to the tomb I steal,

That still as death approaches nearer,
The joys of life are sweeter, dearer;
And had I but an hour to live,

That little hour to bliss I 'd give.

ODE VIL*

I careE not for the idle state

Of Persia’s king, the rich the great:
I envy not the monarch’s throne,

Nor wish the treasur’d gold my own.
But oh! be mine the rosy wreath

Its freshiess o’er my brow to breathe;

That still as death approaches nearer ,
The joys of life are sweeter, deurer ;] Pontanus has a very delicate
thought upon the subject of old age:
Quid rides, Matrona? senem quid temnis amantem ?
Quisquis amat null4 est conditione senex.

Why do you scorn my want of youth,
And with a sruile my brow behold ?
Lady dear! believe this truth ,
Thal he who loves cannot be old.

* ‘“The German poet Lessing has imitated this ode. Vol. i. p. 24.”
Degen. Gail de Editionibus.

Baxter conjectures that this was written upon the occasion of our
poet’s returning the money to Polycraltes, according to the anecdote in
Stobaeus.

1 care not for the idle :tat‘e

Of Persia’s king, &c.] *‘There is a fragment of Archilochus in
Plutarch, ‘De tranquillitate animi,’ which our poet has very closely
imitated here; it begins,

Ov povra I'vyso TV TOAVYQUGOY peder” BARNES.
In one of the monkish imitators of Anacreon we find the same thought: —
Puyny euny QUTO,
T oo Fshets yeveaFae;
Ocleg T'vyew Ta 1ot a5
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Be mine the rich perfumes that flow,

To cool and scent my locks of snow.

To-day I "Il haste to quaff my wine,

As if to-morrow ne’er would shine;

But if to-morrow comes, why then —

I’ll haste to quaff my wine again.

And thus while all our days are bright,

Nor time has dimm’d their bloomy light,

Let us the festal hours beguile

With mantling cup and cordial smile;

And shed from each new bowl of wine

The richest drop on Bacchus’ shrine.

For Death may come, with brow unpleasant,
May come, whea least we wish him present,
And beckon to the sable shore,

Aud grimly bid us — drink no more!

Be mine the rich perfumes that flow,

To coul and scent my locks of snow.] In the original, uvgoroe xe-
Tafosyew l'rnq‘mv. On account of this idea of perfuming the beard,
Cornelius de Pauw pronounces the whole ode to be the spurious produc-
tion of some lascivious monk, who was nursing his beard with ungueunts.
B“F he should have known, that this was an ancient eastern custom,
which, if we may believe Savary, still exists: *‘Vous voyez, Monsieur
(says this traveller), que l'usage antique de se parfumer la téte et la
barbe,* célébré par le prophete Roi, subsiste encore de nos jours.”
Lettre 12, Savary likewise cites this very ode of Anacreon. Angerianus

has not thought the idea inconsistent, having introduced it in the
following lines:

Haec mihi cura, rosis et cingere tempora myrto,
Et curas multo delapidare mero.

Haec mihi cura, comas et barbam tingere succo
Assyrio et dulces continuare jocos.

This be my care, to wreathe my brow with flowers,
To drench my sorrows in the ample bowl;

To pour rich perfumes o’er my beard in showers,
And give full loose to mirth and joy of soul!

* ‘“Sicut unguentum in capite quod descendit in barbam Aaro-
nis, — Psaume 133.”
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ODE IX.*

Iprav thee, by the gods above,

Give me the mighty bowl I love,

And let me sing, in wild delight,

*“I will — I will be mad to-night!”
Alcmeon once, aslegends tell,

Was frenzied by the fiends of hell ;
Orestes too, with naked tread,
Frantic pac’d the mountain-head ;
And why? a murder’d mother’s shade
Haunted them still where’er they strayed.
But ne’er could I a murderer be,

The grape alone shall bleed by me;
Yet can I shout, with wild delight,
«¢I will — I will be mad to-night.

Alcides’ self, in days of yore,
Imbru’d his hands in youthful gore,
And brandish’d, with a maniac joy,
The quiver of th’ expiring boy:

And Ajax, with tremendous shield,
Infuriate scour’d the guiltless field.
ButI, whose hands no weapon ask,
No armour but this joyous flask ;
The trophy of whose frantic hours

Is but a scatter’d wreath of flowers,
Ev'n I can sing with wild delight,
I will — I will be mad to-night!

* The poet is here in a [renzy of enjoyment, and it is, indeed,
“amabilis insania;” — X .
Furor di poesia,
Di lascivia, e di vino,
Triplicato furore,
Bacco, Apollo, et Amore.
Ritratti del Cavalier Marino.
This is truly, as Scaliger expresses it,
— Insanire dulce
Et sapidum furere furorem,




ODES OF ANACREON. 47

ODE X.*

How am I to punish thee,

For the wrong thou ’st done to me,
Silly swallew, prating thing —
Shall I clip that wheeling wing?
Or, as Tereus did, ofold,

(So the fabled tale is told ,)

Shall I tear that tongue away,
Tongue that utter'd such a lay?
Ah, how thoughlless hast thou been'
Long before the dawn was seen,
When a dream came o’er my mind,
Picturing her I worship, kind,
Just when I was nearly blest,
Loud thy matins broke my rest!

* This ode is addressed to a swallow. I find from Degen and from
Gail's index, that the German poet Weisse has imilaled it, Scherz-
Lieder. lib. ii. carm. 5.; that Ramler also has imilated it, Lyr. Blumen-
lese, lib. iv. p. 335.; and some others. See Gail de Editionibus.

‘We are here referred by Degen to that dull book, the Epistles of
Alcipbron, tenth epistle, third book; where Iophon complains to Eraston
of being wakened by the crowing of a cock, from his vision of riches.

Silly swallow, prating thing, &c.] The loquacity of the swallow
Was proverbialized; thus Nicostratus: —

E¢ 7o quveyug xow modho now Tayews Aadewy
Hv tov pgovew magacnuov, aiyelidoves
Eleyovt av ﬁ,uow GwpEovEsTEQaL OAV.

If in prating from morning till night,
A sign of our wisdom there be,
The swallows are wiser by right,
For they prattle much faster than we.

Or, as Tereus did, of old, §c.] Modern poetry has confirmed the
name of Philomel upon the nightingale ; but many respectable authorities
among the ancients assigned this metamorphose to Progne, and made
Philomel the swallow, as Anacreon does bere.

R
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ODE XIL*

“TeLL me, gentle youth, Ipray thee,
‘What in purchase shall I pay thee

For this little waxen toy,

Image of the Paphian boy?”

Thus I said, the other day,

To a youth who pass’d my way:

“8ijr,” (he answer’d, and the while
Answer’d all in Doric style,)

““Take it, for a trifle take it;

'T was not I who dared to make it;

No, believe me, ’t was notI;

Oh, it has cost me many a sigh,

And I can no longer keep

Little gods, who murder sleep!”
‘Here, then, here,” (Isaid with juy,)
«<Here is silver for the boy:

He shall be my bosom guest,

Idol of my pious breast!”

Now, young Love, Ihave thee mine,
Warm me with that torch of thine;
Make me feel as I have felt,
Or thy waxen frame shall melt :
I must burn with warm desire,
Or thou, my boy — in yonder fire.

* Itis difficult to preserve with any grace the narralive simplicity of
this ode, and the humour of the turn with which it concludes. 1 feel,
indeed, thatthe translation must appear vapid, if not ludicrous, to an
English rcader.

And I can no longer keep

Little gods, who murder sleep!] T have not lilerally rendered the
epithet zavrogexta; il it bas any meaning here, it is one, perhaps,
better omitted. .

1 must burn with warm destre,

Or thow, my boy — in yonder fire.] From this Longepierre conjec-
tures, that, whatever Anacreon might say, he felt sometimes the in-
conveniences of old age, and here solicits from the power of Love a
warmth which be could no longer expect from Nature.

—_—
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ODE XIIL

THEY tell hdw Atys, wild with love,
Roams the mount and haunted grove;
Cybele’s name he howls around ,

The gloomy blast returns the sound !
Oft too, by Claros’ hallow’d spring,
The votaries of the laurell'd king

Quafl the inspiring, magic stream,
And rave in wild, prophetic dream.
But frenzied dreams are not for me,
Great Bacchus is my deity!

Full of mirth, and full ofhim,

While floating odours round me swim ,
‘While mantling bowls are full supplied,
And you sit blushing by my side,

I will be mad and raving too —

Mad, my girl, with love for you!

They tell how Atys, wild with love .

ams the mount and huunted grove;] There are many contradic-
Lory stories of the loves of Cybele and Atys. It is certain that he was
mutilated, but whether by his own [ury, or Cybele's jealousy, is a point
upon which authors are not agreed.

Cybele's name he howls around, &c.] I have here adopted the ac~
cenluation which Elias Andreas gives Lo Cybele: —

In montibus Cybelen
Magno sonans boatu. .

Oft too, by Claros® hallow'd spring, &c.] This fountain was in a
grove, consecrated to Apollo, and situated between Colopbon and
Lebedos, in Ionia, The god had an oracle there. Scaliger thus alludes
Lo it in his Anacreontica ;

Semel ut concitus oestro,

Veluti qui Clarias aquas

Ebibere loquaces,

Quo plus canunt, plura volur_lt. ) )
odours, &c.] Spaletti bas quite mistaken the import
ol x0pea Feeg, as applied to the poet’s mistress —**Mea faligatus amic4 ;"
— thus inlerpreting it in a sense which must wanl either delicacy or gal-
lantry; if not, perhaps, both.

——

While floating

Thomas Moore. 1.
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ODE XIO,

I wiLn, Iwill, the conflict’s past,
And I''ll consent to love at last.

Cupid has long, with smiling art,
Invited me to yield my heart;

And I have thought that peace of mind
Should not be for a smile resign’d;

And so repell’d the tender lure,

And hop’d my heart would sleep secure.

But, slighted in his boasted charms,
The angry infant flew to arms;
He slung his quiver’s golden frame,
He took his bow, his shafts of flame,
And proudly summon’d me to yield,
Or meet him on the martial field.
And what did I unthinking do?
1 took to arms, undaunted, too;

And what did I unthinking do?

I took to arms, undaunded, too;] Longepierre has here quoted an

eptgram from the Anthologia, in which the poet assumes Reason as the
armour against Love.

NRaliopcs TTQ0G EQWTCL TTEQL GTEQVOLGL Aoyrapoy,
Ouvde e vixneee, povog ey moos fva

Ovatog & adavary guvslevopan: v 8 fonGow
Bouxyoy £X1> TL nOVOS TTYOG 0V eyo dvvapoe;

With Reason I cover my breast as a shield,

And fearlessly meet litle Love in the field;

Thus fighting his godship, I'll ne’er be dismay'd;

But if Bacchus should ever advance to his aid,

Alas! then, unable to combat the two,

Unfortunate warrior, what should I do?

This idea of the irresistibility of Cupid and Bacchus united, is deli-
cately expressed in an Italian poem, which is so truly Anacreontic, that
its introduction here may be pardoned. Itisan imilation, indeed, of
our poet's sixth ode.

Lavossi Amore in quel vicino fiume
Ove giuro (Pastor) che bevend’ io
Bevei le fiamme, anzil'istesso Dio,
Ch’or con Phumide piume
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Assum'd the corslet, shield, and spear,
And, like Pelides, smil'd at fear.

Thea (hear it, all ye powers above!)

I fought with Love! I fought with Love!
And now his arrows all were shed,

And I had just in terror fled —

When, heaving an indignant sigh,

To see me thus unwounded fly,

And, having now no other dart,

He shot himself into my heart!

My heart — alas the luckless day!
Receiv'd the God, and died away.
Farewell, farewell, my faithless shield!
Thy lord at length is forc’d to yield.

Vain, vain, is every outward care,

The foe ’s within, and triumphs there.

Lascivelto mi scherza al cor inlorno,
Ma che sarei s’ io lo bevessi un giorno,
Baceo, nel tuo liquore?

Sarei, piu che non sono ebro d’Amore.

The urchin of the bow and quiver
Was bathing in a neighbouring river,
Where, as I drank on yester-eve,
(Shepherd-youth, the tale believe,)
'T was not a cooling, crystal draught,
'T was liquid lame I madly quaff’d;
For Love was in the rippling tide,
I felt him to my bosom glide;
Aund now the wily, wanton minion X
Plays round my heart with restless pinion.
A day it was of fatal star,
But ah, 't were even more fatal far,
If, Bacchus, in thy cup of fire,
I found this flutt’ring, young desire:
Then, then indeed my soul would prove,
Ev'n more than ever, drunk with love!
And, having now no other dart,
He kot hinself into my heart!] Dryden has parodied this thought
in the following extravagani lines : —
— —1'm all o’er Love;
Nay, I am Love, Love shot, and shot so fast,
He shot himself into my breast at last.
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ODE XIV.*

CounNT me, on the summer trees,
Every leaf that courts the breeze ;
Count me, on the foamy deep,
Every wave that sinks to sleep ;

* The poct, in this catalogue of his mistresses, means nothing
more, than, by a lively hyperbole, to inform us, that his heart, unfet-
tered by any one object, was warm wilh devolion towards the sex in
general. Cowley is indebted to this ode for Lhe hint of his ballad, called
““The Chronicle;” and the learned Menage has imitated it in a Greek
Anacreontic, which has so much ease and spirit, that the reader may not
be displeased at seeing it here: —

IIPOX BINNA.
E. aloewy T pvila,
Asepwviovs e wotes,
Euvurtos actga mavre,
Iagaxtiovs Te wauuovs,
“Ahog Te xupatndy,
Avyyy, Buww, aguGpe,
Ko Tovs epovg foutag
Avvy, Buw, agiduew.
Kogny, I'vaure, Xyoor,
Zwnony, Meoyv, Meyiotyy,
Aevnqv e zoee Melaway,
Ogeadas, Nararas,
Nyonidas 1: nacas
0 go¢ puhos puiyos.
Havzwr xogog pey earwv.
Aveyy veov Egorow,
desmowar Apgodiryy,
Xovonv, sadyy, yluxeow,
Egaopuioer, modswyy,
Ase povyy pAncou
Eyoye py Svvawuny,
Tell the foliage of the woods,
Tell Lhe billows of the floods,
Number midnight’s starry store,
And the sands that crowd the shore.
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Then, when you have number’d these
Billowy tides and leafy trees,

Then, my Bion, thou mayst count
Of my loves the vast amount.

I've been loving, all my days,
Many nymphs, in many ways;
Virgin, widow, maid, and wile —
1'’ve been doting all my life.
Naiads, Nereids, nymphs of fountains,
Goddesscs of groves and mountains,
Fair and sable, great and small,
Yes, Iswear I 'velov'd them all}
Soon was every passion over,

I was but the noment’s lover;

Oh! I’'m such a roving elf,

That the Queen of Love herself,
Though she practis’d all her wiles,
Rosy blushes, wreathed smiles,

All her beauty’s proud endeavour
Could not chain my heart for ever.

Count me, on the summer trees,

53

. Every leuf, &c.] This figure is called, by rhetoricians, the Impos-
sible (aduratov), and is very frequently made use of in poetry. The
amatory writers have exhausted a world of imagery by it, to express the
infinite number of kisses which they require from the lips of their mis-

tresses: in this Catullus led the way.

— Quam sidera multa, cum tacet nox,
Furtivos hominum vident amores ;

Tam te basia multa basiare

Vesano salis, et super, Catullo est:
Quae nec pernumerare curiosi
Possint, nec mala fascinare lingua.

As many stellar eyes of light,

As through the silent waste of night,
Gazing upon this world of shade,
Witness some secret youth and maid,
Who fair as thou, and fond as I,

In stolen joys enamour’d lie, —

So many kisses, ere I slumb?l',

Upon those dew-bright lips I'll number;
S0 many kisses we shall count,

Envy can never tell th’ amount,

No tongue shall blab the sum, but mine;
No lips shall fascinate, but thine!

Carm. 1.
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Count me all the flames I prove,

All the gentle nymphs I love.

First, of pure Athenian maids
Sporting in their olive shades,

You may reckon just a score,

Nay, I’ll grant you fifteen more.

In the fam’d Corinthian grove,
Where such countless wantons rove,
Chains of beauties may be found,
Chains, by which my heart is bound;
There, indeed, are nymphs divine,
Dangerous to a soul like mine.
Many bloom in Lesbos’ isle;

Many in Ionia smile ;

Rhodes a pretty swarm can boast;
Caria loo contains a host.

Sum them all — of brown and fair
You may count two thousand there.
What, you stare? I pray you, peace!
More I'’ll find before I cease.

Have I told you all my flames,

"Mong the amorous Syrian dames?
Have I numbered every one,
Glowing under Egypt's sun?

In the fam’d Corinthian grove,

Where such countless wantons rove, &c.] Corinth was very famous
for the beauty and number of its courtezans.” Venus was the deity prin-
cipally worshipped by the people, and their constant prayer was, that
she gods should increase the number of her worshippers. We may
perceive from the application of the verb xogevtalewy, in Aristopha-
nes, that the lubricity of the Corinthians had become proverbial.

There, indeed, are nymphs divine,

Dangerous to a soul like mine!] ‘““With justice has the poet atiri-
buted beauty to the women of Greece.” — Degen,

M. de Pauw, the author of Dissertations upon the Greeks, is of a
different opinion; he thinks, that by a capricious partiality of nature,
the other sex had all the beauty; and by this supposition endeavours to
account for a very singular depravation of instinct among that people.
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Or the nymphs, who blushing sweet
Deck the shrine of Love in Crete;
Where the God, with festal play,
Holds eternal holiday?

Still in clusters, slill remain

Gades’ warm, desiring train;

Still there lies a myriad more

On the sable India’s shore;

These, and many far remov'd,

All are loving — all are lov'd!

ODE XV.*

TeELL me, why, my sweetest dove,
Thus your humid pinioos move,
Shedding through the air in showers
Essence of the balmiest flowers?
Tell me whither, whence you rove,
Toll me all, my sweetest dove.

Gades’ warm, desiring train;] The Gaditanian girls were like the
Baladiéres of Indi:, whose dances are thus described by a French
author: ‘‘Les danse sont presque toutes des pantomimes d’amour; le
Plan, le dessein, le. altitudes, les mesures, les sons et les cadences de
ces ballets, tout resjire cette. passion et en exprime les voluptés et les
fureurs.” — Histoiredu Commerce des Europ. dans les deux Indes. —
Raynal,

The music of the Gaditanian females had all the voluptuous cha-
racter of their de(l:ncing, as appears from Martial : — .
i PP ; ! usurrat.
anticaqui Nili, qui Gaditana s Lib. iii. epig. 63.
Lodovico Ariosto badthis ode of our bard in his mind, when he wrote
his poem *‘ De diversis anoribus.” See the Anthologia Italorum.

* The dove of Anacren, bearing a letter from the poet to his mis-
tress, is met by a stranger, with whom this dialogue is imagined.

The ancients made useof letter-carrying pigeons, when they went
any distance from home, a:the most certain means of conveying intel-
ligence back. That tender dmestic attachment, which attracts thi_s de~
licate little bird through ever, danger and difficulty, till it setles in its
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Curious stranger, I belong
To the bard of Teian song;
‘With his mandate now I fly
To the nymph of azure eye; —
She, whose eye has madden’d inany,
But the poet more than any.
Venus, fora hymn of love,
‘Warbled in her votive grove,
('T was in sooth a gentle lay,)
Gave me to the bard away.
See me now his faithful minion, —
Thus with softly-gliding pinion,
To his lovely girl I bear
Songs of passion through the air.
Oft he blandly whispers me,
“Soon, my bird, I'll set you free.”

nalive nest, affords to the author of ‘‘ The Pleasures ofMemory” a fine
and interesling exemplification of his subject.

Led by what chart, transports the timid dove

The wreaths of conquest, or the vows oflove?
See the poem. Daniel Heinsius, in speaking of Dousa, who adopted
this method at the siege of Leyden, expresses a simil:r sentiment.

Quo patriae non tendit amor? Mandata referre
Postquam hominem nequiit mitlere, misit avem.

Fuller tells us, that al the siege of Jerusalem, the Christians inter-
cepted a letter, tied to the legs of a dove, in whichihe Persian Emperor
promised assistance Lo the besieged. — Holy War, cap. 2¢. book i.

She, whose eye has madden’d many, &c.] Yor rvgavvov, in Lhe
original, Zeune and Schneider conjecture that we should read rvoarvou,
in allusion Lo the strong influence which this objeit of his love held over
the mind of Polycrates. See Degen.

Venus, for a hymn of love,

Warbled in her volive grove, &c.] ‘‘Ths passage is invaluable,
and 1do not think that any thing so beautiful orso delicate has ever been
said. What an idea does it give of the poetr of the man, (rom whom
Venus herself, the mother of the Graces and the Pleasures, purchases
a little bymn with one of her favourite doves!' — Longepierre,

De Pauw objects to the authenticity of .his ode, because it makes
Anacreon his own panegyrist; bul poels iave a licence for praising
themselves, which, with some indeed , ma-' be considered as comprised
under their general privilege of fiction.
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But in vain he ’ll bid me fly,

1 shall serve him till T die.

Never could my plumes sustain
Ruflling winds and chilling rain,
O’er the plains, orin the dell,

On the mountain’s savage swell,
Seeking in the desert wood

Gloomy shelter, rustic food.

Now I lead a life of ease,

Far {rom rugged haunts like these.
From Anacreon’s hand 1 eat

Food delicious, viands sweet;
Flutter o’er his goblet’s brim ,

Sip the foamy wine with him.
Then, when I have wanton’d round
To his Iyre’s beguiling sound;

Or with gently-moving wings
Fann’d the minstrel while he sings :
On his harp I sink in slumbers,
Dreaming still of dulcet numbers!

This is all — away — away —
You have made me waste the day.
How I’ve chatter'd! prating crow
Never yet did chatter so.

ODE XVL*

Tuou, whose soft and rosy hues
Mimic form and soul infuse,

* This ode and the next may be called companion-pictures; they are
bighly finished , and give us an excellent idea of the taste of the ancients
in beauly. Franciscus Junius quotes them In his third book *‘ De Pictura
Velerum."” .

This ode has been imitated by Ronsard, Giuliano Goselini, &c. &e.
Scaliger alludes to il thus in his Anacreonlica:

Olim lepore blando,
Litis versibus
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Best of painters, come portray
The lovely maid that ’s far away.
Far away, my soul! thou art,
But I’ve thy beauties all by heart.
Paint her jetty ringlets playing,
Silky locks, like tendrils straying;

Candidus Anacreon
Quam pingeret amicus
Descripsit Yenerem suam.
The Teian bard, of former days,
Attun'd his sweet descriptive lays,
And taught the painter’s hand to trace
His [air beloved’s every grace.
In the dialogue of Caspar Barlaeus, entitled ‘‘ An formosa sit ducenda,”
the reader will find many curious ideas and descriptions of womanly
beauty.

Thou, whose soft and rosy hues

Mimic form and soul infuse,] 1 have followed here the reading of
the Vatican MS. odens. Painting is called * the rosy art,” either in
reference Lo colouring, or as an indefinite epithet of excellence, from
the associalion of beauty with that flower. Salvini has adopted this
reading in his literal translation: —

Della rosea arte signore.

The lovely maid that's far away.] If this portrait of the poet’s
mistress be not merely ideal, the omission of her name is much to be
regretted. Meleager, in an epigram on Anacreon, mentions * the golden
Eurypyle” as his mistress.

BefiAnros yovoeny yepas en’ Evoumvlay.

Paint her jetty ringlets playing ,

Silky locks, like tendrils straying;] The ancients have been very
enthusiastic in lheir praises of the beauty of hair. Apuleius, in the
second book of his Milesiacs, says, that Venus herself, if she were bald,
though surrounded by the Graces and the Loves, could not be pleasing
even to her husband Vulcan.

Stesichorus gave the epithet zadAizlorouos to the Graces, and Si=
monides bestowed the same upon the Muses. See Hadrian Junius’s Dis-
sertalion upon Hair.

_ To this passage of our poet, Selden alluded in a note on the Polyol-
bion of Drayton, Song the Second, Where observing, that the epithet
**black-haired” was given by some of the ancients to the goddess Isis,
he says, ‘‘Nor will I swear, but that Anacreon (a man very judicious in
the provoking molives of wanton love), intending to bestow on his sweet
mistress that one of the lilles of woman’s special ornament, well-haired
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And, if painting hath the skill
To make the spicy balm distil,
Let every little lock exhale

A sigh of perfume on the gale.
Where her tresses’ curly flow
Darkles o’er the brow of snow,
Let her forehead beam to light,
Burnish’d as the ivory bright.
Let her eyebrows smoothly rise
In jetty arches o’er her eyes,
Each, a crescent gently gliding,
Just comminogling, just dividing.

But, hast thou any sparkles warm,
The lightniog of her eyes to form?
Let them effuse the azure rays
That in Minerva's glances blaze,
Mix’d with the liquid light that lies
In Cytherea’s languid eyes.

(xallmlonauoq), thought of this when he gave his painter direction
to make her black-haired.”
And, if painting hath the skill
To make the spicy bulm distil, &c.] Thus Philostratus, speaking
of a picture: emouvn xut Tov evdpocoy Tov Jodor, xow QML YEYQR~
9o avta peta Tyg oopuns.  ““I admire the dewiness of these roses,
and could say that their very smell was painted.”
Mix'd with the liquid light that lies .
In Cytherea's lunguid eyes,] Marchetti explains thus the vygor
of the original : —
Dipingili umidetti
Tremuli e lascivetti,
Quai gli ka Giprigna I'alma Dea d’Amore.
Tasso has painted in the same manner the eyes of Armida: —
Qual raggio in onda le scintilla un riso
Negli umidi occhi tremulo e 1ascivo.
Within her humid, melling eyes
A brilliant ray of laughter lies,
Soft as the broken solar beam,
That trembles in the azure stream.
The mingled expression of dignity and tenderness, which Anacreon
requires the painter lo infuse inlo the eyes of his mistress, is more
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O’er her nose and cheek be shed
Flushing white and soften’d red ;
Mingling tints, as when there glows
In snowy milk the bashful rose.
Then her lip, so rich in blisses,
Sweet petitioner for kisses,

Rosy nest, where lurks Persuasion,
Mutely courtiug Love’s invasion.
Next, beneath the velvet chin,
‘Whose dimple hides a Love within,

amply described in the subsequent ode. Both descriptions are so exqui-
silely touched, that the artist must have been great indeed, if he did not
yield in painting to the poet.

Mingling tints, as when there glows

In snowy milk the bashful rose.] Thus Propertius, eleg. 3. lib. ii.

Utque rosae puro lacte natant folia.
And Davenant, in a litle poem called *‘ The Mistress,"”

Catch as it falls the Scythian snow,

Bring blushing roses steep'd in milk.
Thus too Taygelus: —

Quae lac atque rosas vincis candore rubenti.

These last words may perhaps defend the ‘‘fushing white” of (he
translation.

Then her Uip, 0 rich in blisses,

Sweet petitioner for kisses,] The “lip,*provoking kisses,” in the
original, is a strong and beautiful expression. Achilles Tatius speaks of
yethy noddoare moog Ta piAnuata, * Lips soft and delicate for kiss-
ing.” A grave old commentator, Dionysius Lamnbinus, in his notes
upon Lucretius, tells us with the apparent authority of experience, that
‘“Suavius viros osculantur puellae labiosae, quam quae sunt brevibus
labris.” And Aeneas Sylvius', in his tedious uninteresting story -of the
loves of Euryalus and Lucrelia, where he particularizes the beauties of
the heroine (in a very false and laboured style of latinity), describes her
lips thus: — * Qs parvum Qecgnsque, labia corallini coloris ad morsum
aptissima.” — Epist. 114. 1ib. i.

Next, beneath the velvet chm.,

Whose dimple hides a Love within, &c.] Madame Dacier nas quoled
here two pretty lines of Varro: —

Sigilla in mento impressa Amoris digitulo
Vestigio demonstrant wollitudinem.
In her chin is a delicate dimple,
By Cupid ’s own finger imprest;
There Beauty, bewitchingly simple,
Has chosen her innocent nest.
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Mould her neck with grace descending,
In a heaven of beauty ending;

While countless charms, above, below,
Sport and flutter round its snow.

Now let a floating, lucid veil,

Shadow her form, but not conceal;

A charm may peep, a hue maybeam,
And leave the rest to Fancy's dream.
Enough — 't is she! ’tis all I seek;

Lt glows, it lives, itsoon will speak!

ODE XVIL *

A~D now with all thy pencil’s truth ,
Portray Bathyllus, lovely youth !
Let his hair, in masses bright,

Fall like (loating rays of light ;

And there the raven’s die confuse
With the golden sunbeam’s hues.

Now let a floating, tucid veil,

Shadow her form, but not conceal, &c.] This delicate art of de-
seription, which leaves imagination to complete the picture, has been
seldom adopted in the imitations of this beautiful poem. Ronsard is
exceptionably minute; and Politianus, in his charming portrait of a girl,
full of rich and exquisite diction, has lifted the veil rather too much.
The ‘“ questo che tu m’ intendi” should be always left to fancy.

* The reader, who wishes to acquire an accurate idea of the judg-
ment of the ancients in beauly, will be indulged by consulting quus de
Pictura Veterum, lib. 3. cap. 9., where he will find a very curious se-
lection of descriplions and epithets of personal perfections. Junius com-
pares Lhis ode with a descriplion of Theodoric, king of the Goths, in the
second epistle, lirst book, of Sidonius Apollinaris.

Let his hair, in masses bright,

Fall like floating rays of light; &c.] He here describes the sunny
bair, the ‘‘flava coma,” which the ancients so much admired. The Ro-
mans gave this colour artificially to their hair. See Stanisl. Kobienzyck.
de Luxu Romanorum.
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Let no wreath, with artful twine,

The flowing of his locks confine;

But leave them loose to every breeze ,
To take what shape and course they please.
Beneath the forehead, fair as snow,
But flush’d with manhood’s early glow,
And guileless as the dews of dawn,
Let the majestic brows be drawn ,

Of ebon hue, enrich’d by gold,

Such as dark, shining snakes unfold.
Mix in his eyes the power alike ,

‘With love to win, with awe to strike;

Let no wreath, with artful twine, &c.] 1f the original here, which
is particularly beautiful, can admit of any additional value, that value
is conferred by Gray's admiration of it. See his letters to West.

Some annotators have quoted on this passage the description of
Photis’s hair in Apuleius ; but nothing can be more distant from the sim-
plicity of our poet’s manner, than that affeclation of richness which
distinguishes the style of Apuleius.

But flush'd with manhood's early glow,

And guileless as the dews of dawn, &c.] Torrentius, upon the
words *‘ insignem tenui fronte,” in Horace, Od. 33., lib. 1., is of opinion,
incorre-tly, I think, that “tenui” here bears the same meaning as the
word amalov.

Miz in his eyes the power alike, .
With love to win, with awe to strike; &c.] Tasso gives a similar
character to the eyes of Clorinda: —
Lampeggiar gli occhi, e folgorar gli sguardi
Dolci ne l'ira,
Her eyes were flashing with a heavenly heat,
A fire that, even in anger, still was sweet.

The poetess Veronica Gambara is more diffuse upon this variety of
expression: .
Occhi lucenti e belli,
Come esser puo ch’ in un medesmo istante
Nascan de voi si nuove forme et tante ?
Lieti, mesti, superbi, bumil’, altieri,
Vi mostrate in un punto, onde di speme,
Et di timor, de empiete, &c. &c.
Oh! tell me, brightly-beaming eye,
Whence in your little orbit lie
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Borrow from Mars his look of ire,
From Venus her soft glance of fire;
Blend them in such expression here,
That we by turns may hope and fear!

Now from the sunny apple seek
The velvet down that spreads his cheek;
And there, if art so far can go,
Th’ ingenuous blush of boyhood show.
While, for his mouth — but no, — in vain
Would words its witching charm explain.
Make it the very seat, the throne,
That Eloquence would claim her own ;
And let the lips, though silent, wear
A life-look, as if words were there.

Next thou his ivory neck must trace,
Moulded with soft but manly grace;

So many different traits of fire,
Expressing each a new desire.

Now wilh pride or scorn you darkle,
Now with love, wilh gladness, sparkle,
While we who view the varying mirror.
Feel by turns both hope and terror.

Chevreau, citing the lines of our poet, in his critique on the poems
of Malherbe, produces a Latin version of them from a manuscript which
he had seen, entitled *“ Joan. Falconis Anacreontici Lusus.”

That Eloguence would claim her own;] In the original, as in the
preceding ode, Pitho, the goddess of persuasion, or eloquence. It was
worthy of the delicate imagination of the Greeks to deify Persuasion, and
give her the lips for her throne. We are here reminded of a very
interesling fragment of Anacreon, preserved by the scholiast upon Pin-
dar, and supposed to belong to a poem reflecting with some severity on
Simonides, Who was the first, we are told, tbat ever made a hireling of
his muse: —

0ud agyupey mot” edapype Hedo.
Nor yet had fair Persuasion shone
In silver splendours, not her own.

And let the lips, though silent, wear

A life-look, as if words were there.] In the original Axdwy oromy.
The mistress of Petrarch ‘‘parla con silenzio,” which is perbaps the
best method of female eloquence.
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Fair as the neck of Paphia’s boy,

Where Paphia’s arms have huog in joy.

Give him the winged Hermes’ hand,

'With which he waves his snaky wand ;

Let Bacchus the broad chest supply,.

And Leda's son the sinewy thigh;

While, through his whole transparent frame,
Thou show'st the stirriogs of that fame ,
‘Which kindles, when the first love-sigh
Steals from the heart, unconscious why.

Bat sure thy pencil, though so bright,
Is envious of the eye’s delight,
Or its enamour’d touch would show
The shoulder, fair as sunless snow,
Which now in veiling shadow lies,
Remov'd from all but Fancy's eyes.
Now, for his feet — but hold — forbear —
I see the sun-god’s portrait there;
Why paint Bathyllus? when, in trath,
There, in that god, Lhou ’st sketch’d the youth,

Give him the winged Hermes' hand, &c.] In Shakspeare's Cymbe-

line the.e is a similar melhod of descriplion: —
— — this is his hand,

His foot mercurial, his martial thigh,

The brawns of Hercules.
We find it likewise in Hamlet. Longepierre thinks that the hands of
Mercury are selected by Anacreon, on account of the graceful gestures
which were supposed Lo characterize the god of eloquence; but Mercury
was also the patron of thieves, and may perhaps be praised as a light-
fingered deity.

B e Bt hotd — Sforbear —

1 see the sun-god's portrait there;] The abrupt turn here is spirited,
but requires some explanation. While the artist is pursuing the portrait
of Bathyllus, Anacreon, Wwe mustsuppose, turns round and sees a pic-
ture of Apollo, which was intended for an allar at Samos. He then in-
stantly tells the painter to cease his work; (hat this picture will serve for
Bathyllus; and that, when he goes lo Samos, he may make an Apollo
of the portrait of the boy which he had begun.

‘‘Bathyllus (says Madame Dacier) could not be more elegantly
praised, and this one passage does him more honour than the statue,
however beautiful it might be, which Polycrales raised to him.”
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Enough — let this bright form be mine,
And send the boy to Samos’ shrine;
Phabus shall then Bathyllus be,
Bathyllus then, the deity!

ODE XVIIL*

Now the star of day is high,

Fly, my girls, in pity fly,

Bring me wine in brimming urns,
Cool my lip, it burns, itburns'
Sunn’d by the meridian fire,
Panting, languid I expire.

Give me all those humid flowers,
Drop them o’er my brow in showers.

* An elegant translation of this ode, says Degen, may be found in
Ramler’s Lyr. Blumenlese, lib. v. p. 403,

Bring me wine in brimming urns, &ec.] Orig. mew opvore. The
amystis was a method of drinking used among the Thracians. Thus Ho-
race, ‘ Threicid vincat amystide.” Mad. Dacier, Longepierre; &c. &c.

Parrhasius, in his twenty-sixth epistle (Thesaur. Critic. vol. i.),
explains the amystis as a draught to be exhausted without drawing
breath, ““uno haustu.” A note in the margin of this epistle of Parrhasius
says, ‘‘Politianus vestem esse putabat,” but adds no reference.

Give me all those humid flowers, §c.] According to the original
reading of this line, the poet says, * Give me the flower of wine' — Date
flosculos Lyaei, as it is in the version of Elias Andreas; and

Deh porgetimi del fiore

Di quel almo e buon liquore,
as Regnier has it, who supporls the reading. The word Av&og would
undoubtedly bear this application, which is somewhat similar to its im-
port in the epigram of Simonides upon Sophocles: —

Eofec 99 yepoue Zopondees, avdos wodo.

and flos in the Latin is frequently applied in the same manner — thus
Cethegus is called by Ennius, Flos inlibatus populi, suadaeque medulla,
*‘The immaculate flower of the people, and t!le very marrow of per-
suasion.” See these verses cited by Aulus Gellius, lib. xii., which Ci-
cero praised, and Seneca thought ridiculous.

But in the passage before us, if we admit exewwow, according to
Faber's conjecture, the sense is sufficiently clear, without having re-
course to such refinements.

Thomas Moore. 1. 5
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Scarce a breathing chaplet now

Lives upon my feverish brow;

Every dewy rose I wear

Sheds its tears, and withers there.

But to you, my burning heart,

‘What can now relief impart?

Can brimming bowl, or flowret’s dew,
Cool the flame that scorches you?

ODE XIX.*

HEeRE recline you, gentle maid,
Sweet is this embowering shade;

Every dewy rose 1 wear
Sheds its tears, nnd withers there.] There are some beautiful lines,
by Angerianus, upon a garland, which I cannot resist quoting here: —
Ante fores madidae sic sic pendete corollae,
Mane orto imponet Caelia vos capiti;
At quum per niveam cervicem influxerit humor,
Dicite, non roris sed pluvia haec lacrimae.

By Celia’s arbour all the night

Hang, humid wreath, the lover'’s vow;
And haply, at the morning light,

My love shall twine thee round her brow.
Then, if upon her bosom bright

Some drops of dew shall [all from thee,
Tell her, they are not drops of night,

But tears of sorrow shed by me!

In the poem of Mr. Sheridan’s, ¢ Uncouth is this moss-covered grotto
of stone,” Lhere is an idea very singularly coincident with this of Ange-~
rianus : — .

And thou, stony grot, in thy arch may’st preserve
Some lingering drops of the night-fallen dew;

Let them fall on her bosom of snow, and they 'll serve
As tears of my sorrow entrusted to you.

But to you, my burning heart, &c] The transition here is pecu-
liarly delicate and impassioned; but the commentators have perplexed
the sentiment by a variety of readings and conjectures.

* The description of this bower is 50 natural and animated, that we
almost feel a degree of cooluess and freshness while we peruse it.
Longepierre has quoted from the first book of the Anthologia , the fol-
lowing epigram, as somewhat resembling this ode: —
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Sweet the young, the modest trees,
Ruffled by the kissing breeze;
Sweet the little founts that weep,
Lulling soft the mind to sleep;
Hark ! they whisper as they roll,
Calm persuasion to the soul ;

Tell me, tell me, is not this

All a stilly scene of bliss?

Who, my girl, would pass itby?
Surely neither you norI.

Eoxto xas xar’ cuay ibev mwvy, 6o ushiygoy
Hgog padarovs nyee xendopeva Gepugou.
Hyids nou xgovvioue pediocrayeg, ev@a uchiadoy
‘Houvy roquonors Imvow ayon xadapos.
Come, sil by the shadowy pine
That covers my sylvan retreat;
And see how the branches incline
The breathing of zephyr to meet.
See the fountain, that, flowing, dilfuses
Around me a glitlering spray;
By its brink, as the traveller muses,
I soothe him to sleep with my lay.

Here recline you, gentle maid, &c.] The Vatican MS. reads foc-
Yvildov, which renders the whole poem metaphorical. Some commen-
lator suggests the reading of fadviior, which makes a pun upon the
name; a grace that Plato himself has condescended to in writing of his
boy AGU]Q. See the epigram of this philosopher, which I quote on
the twenty-second ode. . .

There is another epigram by this philosopher, preserved in Laertius,
which turns upon the same word.

Aotng mow pev ehapmes evi Lwosgw Epos,
vw 0t Javaw Aaunss iomegos v pIpeVoLs.
In life thou wert my morning star,
But now that death has stol'n thy light,
Alas! thou shinest dim and far, .
Like the pale beam that weeps at night,

In the Veneres Blyenburgicae, under the head of ‘Allusiones,”
we find a number of such frigid conceils upon names, selected from the
poets of the middle ages.

Who, my girl, would pass it byt

Surely neither you nor 1] The finish given to the picture by this

5%
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ODE XX.*

ONE day the Muses twin’d the hands
Of infant Love with flow’ry bands;
And to celestial Beauty gave

The captive infant for her slave.

simple exclamation zeg av ovy 5Qw'v nageddoe, is inimilable. Yet a
French translator says on the passage, ‘‘ This conclusion appeared to me
too trifling after such a description, and I thought proper to add
somewhat to the strength of the original.”

* The poet appears, in this graceful allegory, to describe the
softening influence which poetry holds over the mind, in making it pe-
culiarly susceptible to the impressions of beauty. In the following epi-
gram, however, by the philosopher Plato, (Diog. Laert. lib. 3.) the
Muses are represented as disavowing the influence of Love.

‘A Kvrois Movoaise, xegadu, tuy Apgodiray
Twpat’, 7 tov Egorta tppw cpomiicoua,

Ai Moveaw more Kvmow, Aget to atopvie tavra-
‘Hpw ov metatar T0vTo 70 woudagioy.

‘*Yield to my gentle power, Parnassian maids;”

Thus to the Muses spoke the Queen of Charms —
* Or Love shall flutter through your classic shades,

And make your grove the camp of Paphian arms!”

*No,” said the virgins of the tuneful bower,
*“We scorn thine own and all thy urchin’s art;
Though Mass has trembled at the infant’s power,
His shalt is pointless o’er a Muse’s heart]”
There is a sonnet by Benedetto Guidi, the thought of which was sug-
gested by this ode.
Scherzava dentro all’ auree chiome Amore
Dell’ alma donna della vita mia:
E tanta era il piacer ch’ ei ne sentia,
Che non sapea, neé volea uscirne fore.

Quando ecco ivi annodar si senle il core,

S1, che per forza ancor convien che stia:
Tai lacci alta beltale orditi avia

Del crespo crin, per farsi eterne -onore.
Onde offre infin dal ciel degna mercede,

A chi scioglie il figliuol la bella dea

Da tanti nodi, in ch’ ella stretto il vede.
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His mother comes, with many a toy,
To ransom her beloved boy;

Ma ei vinto a due occhi I' arme cede:
Et ¢’ affatichi indarno, Citerea;
Che s’ altri 'l scioglie, egli a legar si riede.
Love, wandering through the golden maze
Of my beloved’s hair,
Found, at each step, such sweet delays,
That rapt he linger'd there.
And how, indeed, was Love to fly,
Or bow his freedom find ,
‘When every ringlet was a tie,
A chain, by Beauty twin'd.
In vain to seek her boy’s release,
Comes Venus from above:
Fond mother, let thy efforis cease,,
Love 's now the slave of Love.

Aund, should we loose his golden chain,
The prisoner would return again!

His mother comes, with many a toy,

To ransom her beloved boy ; &c.] In the first idyl of Moschus, Venus
thus proclaims the reward for her fugitive child: —

0 povvrag yeoag ke,
Mic8os Toi, 10 gidapa To Kumoidos: v & ayayns vw,
Ov yvuvor o pudapa, v &, o Eeve, xaw wheov ekecs.

On him, who the haunts of my Cupid can show,

A kiss of the tenderest stamp I 'lI bestow;

But ke, who can bring back the urchin in chains,

Shall receive even something more sweet for his pains.

Subjoined to this ode, we find in the Vatican MS. the followmg lines,
which appear to me to boast as litlle sense as metre , and which are
most probably the interpolation of the transcriber: —

‘Hovpuedns Avaxgewy
‘Hovuedns 0t Zaneo
Hwdaguoy to Je por pehog
Zuyneguoag Tes ey X0l

Ta toun tavte poL doxse
Kai Arovvoos eoedSoy
Koy gy moegoaygoog
Ko avros Egus nay emiew.
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His mother sues, but all in vain, —
He ne ’er will leave his chains again.
Even should they take his chains away,
The little captive still would stay.

¢If this,” he cries, ‘‘a bondage be,
Oh, who could wish for liberty?”

ODE XXI*

OsSERVE when mother earth is dry,
She drinks the droppings of the sky;
And then the dewy cordial gives

To ev'ry thirsty plant that lives.

* Those critics who have endeavoured to throw the chains of precision
over the spirit of this beautiful trifle, require too much (rom Anacreontic
philosophy. Among others, Gail very sapiently thinks that the poet uses
the epithet peAawrr, because black earth absorbs moisture more quickly
than any other; and accordingly he indulges us with an experimental
disquisition on the subject. — See Gail's notes.

One of the Capilupi has imitated this ode, in an epitaph on a

drunkard: —

Dum vixi sine fine bibi, sic imbrifer arcus
Sic tellus pluvias sole perusta bibil.
Sic bibit assidue fontes et flumina Pontus,
Sic semper sitiens Sol maris haurit aquas.
Ne te igitur jactes plus me, Silene, bibisse;
Et mihi da victas tu quoque, Bacche, manus.
HirpoLYTUS CAPILUPUS.
While life was mine, the little hour
In drinking still unvaried flew;
I drank as earth imbibes the shower,
Or as the rainbow drinks the dew;
As ocean quaffs the rivers up,
Or flushing sun inhales the sea:
Silenus trembled at my cup,
And Bacchus was outdone by me!

I cannot omit citing those remarkable lines of Shakspeare, where

the thoughts of the ode before us are preserved with such striking simi-

litude :

1'1l example you with thievery.

The sun’s a thief, and with his great attraction
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The vapours, which at evening weep,

Are beverage to the swelling deep;

And when the rosy sun appears ,

He drioks the ocean’s misty tears.

The moon too quaffs her paly stream
Oflustre, from the solar beam.

Then, hence with all your sober thinking!
Since Nature’s holy law is drinking;

I’ll make the laws of nature mine,

And pledge the universe in wine.

ODE XXII.

Tue Phrygian rock, that braves the storm,
Was once a weeping matron’s form;

And Progne, hapless, frantic maid,

Is now a swallow in the shade.

Robs the vast sea. The moon ’s an arrant thief,
And her pale fire she snatches from the sun.
The sea ’s a thief, whose liquid surge resolves
The mounds into salt tears. The earth ’s a thief,
That feeds, and breeds by a composture stol'n
From general excrements.
Timon of Athens, act iv. sc. 3.

— @ weeping matron's form;] Niobe. — Ogilvie, in his Essay on
the Lyric Poetry of the Ancients, in remarking upon the Odes of Ana-
creon, says, ‘‘In some of bis pieces there is exuberance and even wild-
ness of imagination; in that particularly, which is addressed to a young
girl, where he wishes alternately to be transformed to a mirror, a coal,
astream, a bracelet, and a pair of shoes, for the different purposes
Wwhich he recites; this is mere sport and wantonness.” e

It is the wantonness, however, of a very graceful Muse; ¢ludit
amabiliter.” The compliment of this ode is exquisitely delicale, and so
singular for the period in which Anacreon lived, when the scale of love
had not yel been graduated into all its little progressive refinements,
that if we were inclined to question the authenticity of the poem, we
should find a much more plausible argument in the features of modern
gallantry which it bears, than in any of those fastidious conjectures upon
which some commentators have presumed so far. Degen thinks it
spurious, and De Pauw pronmounces it to be miserable. Longepierre
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Oh! that a mirror’s form were mine,
That I might catch that smile divine;
And like my own fond fancy be,
Reflecting thee, and only thee;

Or could I be the robe which holds
That graceful form within its folds;
Or, turn’d into a fountain, lave
Thy beauties in my circling wave.

and Barnes refer us to several imitations of this ode, from which I shall
only select the following epigram of Dionysius: —
E.& AVEROG YEVOUNY, OV Js YE OTELYOVOG ﬂag’ avyas,
Sy dea yypvwoos, so pe aveovto Aafo.
Eu8¢ §odov yevouny imomogpugoy, opow uz yegow
Apapevy, ropeors otedsor yioveois.
Ee ngwav yevouny devioygoov, opoe ps yegow
Agapsvy, pollov ayg )x@oTuns xogeoys.
1 wish I could like zephyr steal
To wanton o’er lhy mazy vest;
And thou wouldst ope thy bosom-veil ,
And take me panling to thy breast!
I wish I might a rose-bud grow,
And thou wouldst cull me from the bower,
To place me on that breast of snow,
Where I should bloom, a wintry flower.
1 wish I were the lily’s leaf ,
To fade upon that bosom warm,
Content to wither, pale and brief,
The trophy of thy fairer form!

I may add, thqt Plalo has expressed as fanciful a wish in a distich

preserved by Laertius:
Aorepas aoadoes, Aorng epog. ede yevouuny
Ovgavos, w5 mohhows oupacw e o flemw.
TO STRLLA.
Why dost thou gaze upon the sky?
Oh! that I were that spangled sphere,
And every star should be an eye,
To wonder on ihy beauties here!

Apuleius quotes this epigram of the divine philosopher, to justify
himself for his verses on Critias and Charinus. See his Apology, where
he also adduces the example of Anacreon; ‘Fecere tamen et alii talia,
et si vos ignoratis, apud Graecos Teius quidam, &e, &c."”
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Would I were perfume for thy hair,
To breathe my soul in fragrance there;
Or, better still, the zone, that lies
Close 1o thy breast, and feels its sighs.
Or ev'n those envious pearls that show
So faintly round that neck of snow —
Yes, I would be a happy gem,

Like them to hang, to fade like them.
‘What more would thy Anacreon be?
Oh, any thing that touches thee;
Nay, sandals for those airy feet —
Ev'n to be trod by them were sweet!

Or, better still, the sone, that lies

Close to thy breust, und feels its sighs!] This Tauwen was a riband,
or band, called by the Romans fascia and strophium, which the women
wore for Lhe purpose of restraining the exuberance of the bosom. Vide
Polluc. Onomast. Thus Martial: —

Fascid crescentes dominae compesce papillas.

The women of Greece not only wore this zone, but condemned them-
selves to fasting, and made use of certain drugs and powders for the
same purpose. To these expedients they were compelled, in consequence
of their inelegant fashion of compressing the waist into a very narrow
compass, which necessarily caused an excessive Lumidity in the bosom.
See Dloscorides, lib. v.

Nay, sandals for those airy feet — .

Ev'n to be trod by them were sweet!] The sophist Philostratus, in
one of his love-letters, has borrowed this thought; w aderos 70ds¢,
xadlog e).w&sgog, © TQLTEVOQUUOY EY0) KO HOKOQLOG EQY TTXTYTETE
ue. — ““Oh lovely feet! oh excellent beauty! oh! thrice happy and
blessed should I be, if you would but tread on me!” In Shakspeare,
Romeo desires to be a glove: —

Oh! that I were a glove upon that hand,
That I might kiss that cheek! .
And, in his Passionate Pilgrim, we meet with an idea somewhat like
that of the thirteenth line: —
He, spying her, bounc'd in, where as he stood,
‘0 Jovel” quoth she, *why was notIa flood?’

In Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy, that whimsical farrago of *“all
such reading as was never read ,” we lind a translalion of this ode made
before ‘1('332. — ‘““Englished by Mr. B. Holiday, in his Technog. act. i.
scene 7.
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ODE XXIN.*

I oFrEN wish this languid lyre ,

This warbler of my soul's desire,
Could raise the breath of song sublime,
To men of fame, in former time.

But when the soaring theme I try,
Along the chords my numbers die,
And whisper, with dissolving tone,

¢ Qur sighs are given to love alone!”
Indignant at the feeble lay,

I tore the panting chords away,
Attun’d them to a nobler swell ,

And struck again the breathing shell ;
In all the glow of epic fire,

To Hercules I wake the lyre.

But still its fainting sighs repeat,
“The tale of love alone is sweet!”

* According to the order in which the odes are usually placed, this
(@:ho Aeyew Argedag) forms the first of the series; and is thought
to be peculiarly designed as an introduction to the rest. It however
characterizes the genius of the Teian but very inadequately, as wine,
the burden of his lays, is not even mentioned in it:

— — cum multo Venerem confundere mero
Precepit Lyrici Teia Musa senis. Ovip.

The twenty-sixth Ode, Zv uev deyes va Onfinc, might, with just
as much propriety, be placed at the head of his songs.

We find the senliments of the ode before us expressed by Bion wilh
much simplicity in his fourth idyl. The above translation is, perhaps,
too paraphrastical; but the ode has been so frequently translated, that
1 could not otherwise avoid triteness and repetition.

In all the glow of epic fire,

To Hercules I wake the lyre:' ] Matjame Dacier generally translates
Avgy into a lute, which I believe is inaccurate. ‘‘Drexpliquer la Iyre
des anciens (says M. Sorel) par un luth, c'est ignorer la différence qu'il
Y a entre ces deux instrumens de musique.” — Bibliothéque Frangoise.

But still its fainting sighs repeat,

«The tale of love alone is sweet!"] The word avripuwye in the
original, may imply that kind of musical dialogue practised by the
ancients, in which the lyre was made to Tespond to the questions pro-
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Then fare thee well, seductive dream,
That mad’st me follow Glory’s theme ;
For thou my lyre, and thou my heart,
Shall never more in spirit part;

And all that one has felt so well

The other shall as sweetly tell!

ODE XXIV.*

To all that breathe the air of heaven,
Some boon of strength has Nature given.
In forming the majestic bull,

She fenced with wreathed horns his skull;
A hoof of strength she lent the steed,
And wing'd the timorous hare with speed.
She gave the lion fangs of terror,

And, o’er the ocean’s crystal mirror,

Pposed by the singer. This was a method which Sappho used, as we are
told by Hermogenes; “g¢zay Ty Avgav sgura Samew, ses OTay
ovTy amongwytar.” — Ilege 1ocwy, tou. deve.

. " Henry Stephen has imitated the idea of this ode in the following
lines of one of his poems: —
Provida dat cunctis Natura animantibus arma,
El sua foemineum possidet arma genus,
Ungulaque ut defendit equum, atque ut cornua taurum,
Armata est formé foemina pulchra sud. L
And the same thought occurs in those lines, spoken by Corisca in
Pastor Fido:
Cosi noi la bellezza
Ch' & verti nostra cosi propria, come
La forza del leone,
E l'ingegno de I' huomo.
The lion boasts his savage powers,
And lordly man his strength of mind ;
But beauty’s charm is solely ours,
Peculiar boon, by Heav'n assign'd.

¢ An elegant explication of the beaul.ies' o.f this ode (says Degen) may
be found in Grimm in den Anmerk. iiber einige Oden des Anakr.”
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Taught the unnumber’d scaly throng
To trace their liquid path along;
While for the umbrage of the grove,
She plum’d the warbling world of love,

To man she gave, in that proud hour,
The boon of intellectual power.

Then, what, oh woman, what, for thee,
Was left in Nature’s treasury ?

She gave thee beauty — mightier far

Than all the pomp and power of war.

Nor steel, nor fire itself hath power

Like woman, in her conquering hour.

Be thou but fair, mankind adore thee,
Smile, and a world is weak before thee !

To man she gave, in that proud hour,

The boon of intellectual power.] In my first attempt to translate
this ode, I had interpreted @oovyuw, wilh Baxter and Barnes, as im-
plying courage and military virtue; but I do not think that the gallantry
of the idea suffers by the import which I have now given to it. For, why
need we consider this possession of wisdom as exclusive? and in truth,
as the design of Anacreon is to estimale the treasure of beauty, above
all the rest which Natare has distributed, it is perbaps even refining
upon the delicacy of the compliment, to prefer the radiance of female
charms to the cold illumination of wisdom and prudence; and to think
that women’s eyes are

— —— the books, Lhe academies,
From whence doth spring the true Promethean fire.

She gave thee beauty — mightier Sar

Than all the pomp and power of war.] Thus Achilles Tatius: —
xadhog ofutegoy TLTQWOKE Beldovg, xau i Twy 0pFaluwy eg
™y Yuyyy sotagfe. Oodaluog yag 000G &QuTikg TORUUATL.
“Beauly wounds more swiflly than the arrow, and passes through the
eye to the very soul; for the‘eye is the inlet Lo the wounds of love.”

Be thou but fair, mankind adore thee,

Smile, and a world is weak before thee! ] Longepierre’s remark
here is ingenious : — ** The Romans,” says he, ‘‘were so convinced of
the power of beauty, that they used a word implying strength in the place
of the epithet beautiful. Thus Plautus, act. 2, scene 2. Bacchid.

Sed Bacchis etiam fortis tibi visa.
‘Fortis, id est formosa,’ say Servius and Nonius.”

et



ODES OF ANACREON. 77

ODE XXV.*

ONck in each revolving year,

Gentle bird! we find thee here.

‘When Nature wears her summer-vest,
Thou com’st to weave thy simple nest;
But when the chilling winter lowers,
Again thou seek’st the genial bowers
Of Memphis, or the shores of Nile,
‘Where sunny hours for ever smile.
And thus thy pinion rests and roves, —
Alas! unlike the swarm of Loves,
That brood within this hapless breast,
And never, never change their nest!

* We have here another ode addressed to the swallow. Alberti has
imitaled both in one poem, heginning
Perch’ io pianga al tuo canto,
Rondinella importuna, &ec.
Alas! wnlike the swarm of loves,
That brood within this hapless breast,
And never, never change their nest!] Thus Love is represented as
a bird, in an epigram cited by Longepierre from the Anthologia: —
Avze pov Suves pev ev ovacw 705 £QwTOg
Ouppa Je gya modois To yAurv Jau?u Qegee.
0uvd” 7 vuk, oy Peyyos exoyuioey, ahl’ vmo pidrowy
H{e 7ov xgadLy yYWOTOS EVEGTL TUTTOS.
A2 aravor, U RO TTOT EQUTTAGT ML eV EQUTES
Oddar’, anonryvan 8° ovd Sooy woyvere,

'T is Love that murmurs in my breast
And makes me shed the secret tear;

Nor day nor night my soul hath rest,
For night and day his voice I hear.

A wound within my heart I find,

And oh! 't is plain where Love has been;
For still he leaves a wound behind

Such as within my heart is seen.

Oh, bird of Love! with song so d.rear,
Make not my soul the nest of pain;

But, let the wing which brought thee here,
In pity waft thee hence again!
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Still every year, and all the year,

They fix their fated dwelling here;

And some their infant plumage try,

And on a tender winglet fly;

‘While in the shell, impregn’d with fires,
Still lurk a thousand more desires ;
Some from their tiny prisons peeping,
And some in formless embryo sleeping.
Thus peopled, like the vernal groves,
My breast resounds with warbling Loves;
One urchin imps the other’s feather,
Then twin-desires they wing together,
And fast as they thus take their flight,
Still other urchins spring to light.

But is there then no kindly art,

To chase these Cupids from my heart;
Ah, no! Ifear, in sadness fear,

They will for ever nestle here !

ODE XXVI.*

Tay harp may sing of Troy’s alarms,

Or tell the tale of Theban arms;

'With other wars my song shall burn,

For other wounds my harp shall mourn.
"T was not the crested warrior’s dart,
That draok the current of my heart;

Nor naval arms, nor mailed steed,

Have made this vanquish’d bosom bleed ;
No — 't was from eyes of liquid blue,

A host of quiver'd Cupids flew ;

* “The German poet Uz has imitated this ode. Compare also Weisse
Scherz. Lieder, lib. iii., der Soldat.” Gail, Degen.

No — 't was from eyes of liquid blue
A host of quiver'd Cupids flew:] Longepierre has quoted part of an
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And now my heart all bleeding lies
Beneath that army of the eyes!

ODE XXVIL*

‘We read the flying courser’s name
Upon his side, in marks of flame;
And, by their turban’d brows alone,
The warriors of the East are known.
But in the lover’s glowing eyes,

The inlet to his bosom lies;

epigram from the seventh book of the Anthologia, which has a fancy
something like this.
Ov pe Aedydag,
Tofota, Zyvogihag oppadt #QUmTOUEVOS,
Archer Love! though slily creeping,
Well I know where thou dost lie;
I saw thee through the curtain peeping,

. That fringes Zenophelia’s eye.

The poets abound with conceils on the archery of the eyes, but few
have turned the thought so naturally as Anacreon. Ronsard gives to the
eyes of mistress ‘“un petit camp d’amours.”

.

have ¢
[13

This ode forms a part of the preceding in the Vatican MS. but I
onformed Lo the editions in Lranslaling them separately.
,CﬂmP:{re With this (says Degen) the poem of Ramler, Wahrzeichen
der Liebe, in Lyr. Blumeniese, lib. iv. p. 313.”

But in the lover's glawing eyes,

The inlet to his bosom lies;] * We cannot see into the heart,” says
Madame Dacier. But the lover answers —

11 cor ne gli occhi et ne la fronte ho scritto. .

M. La Fosse has given the following lines, as enlarging on the
thought of Anacreon: —

Lorsque je vois un amant,

I cache en vain son tourment,

‘A le trahir lout conspire,

Sa langueur, son embarras,

Tout ce qu'il peut faire ou dire,

Méme ce qu'il ne dil pas.
In vain the lover tries to veil

The flame that in his bosom lies;
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Through them we see the small faint mark,
‘Where Love has dropp’d his burning spark!

ODE XXVIUL*

As, by his Lemnian forge’s flame,

The husband of the Paphian dame
Moulded the glowing steel, to form
Arrows for Cupid, thrilling warm;
And Venus, as he plied his art,

Shed honey round each new-made dart,
While Love, at hand, to finish all,
Tipp’d every arrow’s point with gall ;

His cheeks’ confusion tells the tale,
We read it in his languid eyes:

And while his words the heart betray,

His silence speaks ev'n more than they.

* This ode is referred to by La Mothe le Yayer, who, I believe,
was the author of that curious little work, called ‘‘Hexameron Rustique.’
He makes use of this, as well as the thirty-fifth, in his ingenious but in-
quicate explanation of Homer’s Cave of the Nymphs. — Journée Qua-
tridme.

While Love, at hand, to finish all,

Tipp'd every arrow’s point with gall;] Thus Claudian: —

Labuntur gemini [ontes, hic dulcis, amarus
Alter, el infusis corrumpit mella venenis,
Unde Cupidineas armavit fama sagittas.

In Cyprus' isle two rippling fountains fall,
And one with honey flows, and one with gall;
In these, il we may take the tale from fame,
The son of Venus dips his darts of lame.

See Alciatus, emblem 91., on the close connection which subsists
between sweets and bitterness. *‘Apes ideo pungunt (says Petronius),
quia ubi dulce, ibi et acidum invenies.”

The allegorical description of Gupid’s employment, in Horace, may
vie with this before us in fancy, though not in delicacy: —

— — ferus et Gupido
Semper ardentes acuens sagitlas
Cote cruentd.
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It chanc’d the Lord of Battles came

To visit that deep cave of flame.

'T was from the ranks of war he rush’d

His spear with many a life~drop blush’d ;

He saw the fiery darts, and smil’d
Contemptuous at the archer-child.

‘“What!” said the urchin, ‘‘dost thou smile?
Here, hold this little dart awhile,

And thou wilt find, though swift of flight,

My bolts are not so feathery light.”

Mars took the shaft — and, oh, thylook,
Sweet Yenus, when the shaft he took! —
Sighing, he felt the urchin’s art,

And cried, in agony of heart,

‘1t is not light — I sink with pain!
Take — take thy arrow back again.”
“No,” said the child, ‘it must notbe;
That little dart was made for thee!”

ODE XXIX.

YES — loving is a painful thrill,
And not to love more painful still;

And Cupid, sharpening all his fiery darts,
Upon a whetstone stain’d with blood of hearts.
Secundus has borrowed this, but has somewhat softened the image
by the omission of the epithet ‘*cruentd.”
Fallor an ardentes acuebat cote sagittas?  Eleg. 1.

Yes — loving is a painful thrill, . :
And not to love nore painful still; §c.] The fqllowmg Anacreontic,
addressed by Menage to Daniel Huet, enforces, with much grace, the
*“ necessily of loving:” —
Iegu tov deev granoat.
Igog Ifneuv daveqia Yerton.

Meya Gavpe o, aodwy,
Xopizwy 9alos, Yerre,
Thomas Moore. 1. 6
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But oh, itis the worst of pain,

To love and not be lov'd again!
Affection now has fled from earth,
Nor fire of genius, noble birth,

Didewper, 0 ETOLQE.
Didenoay oi gopLoTaL.
Dikenoe CEuvos avQ,

To zenvov Tov Swggovioxov,
Zopins TaTNO ATATYS,
T 8" avev yevorr’ Eguwrog;
Arovy pev eot Yuyng.*
ITregvysaow a1 Qlvpmoy
Karoxepevovs avasgee.
Boadeas Ternypevoras
Beleeor ekayiger.

Ilvpe Aepmados gaswe
“Pumagutegovs radauge.
Didswuey ovy, Yerze,
Dilewpsy o EToge.
Adwwg de Aowdogovyre
Ayrove sovrag quov
Karov svlouar 1o povvoy,
Ivey py dvvout’ exsvog
Dudeery Te nou prieeodar.

Thou! of tuneful bards the first,
Thpul by all the Graces nurst;
Friend! each other friend above,
Come with me, and learn to love.
Loving is a simple lore,

Graver men have learn’d before;
Nay, the boast of former ages,
Wisest of the wisest sages,
Sopbroniscus’ prudent son,

Was by love’s illusion won,

Oh! how heavy life would move,
If we knew not how to love!

. * This line is borrowed from an epigram by Alpheus of Mitylene
which Mena%e, I think, says somewhere he was himself the first lo
produce to the world: —

Duyns eorw EQus axovr.
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Nor heavenly virtue, can beguile

From beauty’s cheek one favouring smile.
Gold is the woman’s only theme,

Gold is the woman’s only dream.

Oh! never be that wretch forgiven —
Forgive him not, indignant heaven!
Whose grovelling eyes could first adore,
‘Whose heart could pant for sordid ore.
Since that devoted thirst began,

Man has forgot to feel for man;

The pulse of social life is dead ,

And all its fonder feelings fled !

‘War too has sullied Nature’s charms,
For gold provokes the world to arms :
And oh! the worst of all its arts,

It rends asunder loving hearts.

Love ’s a whetstone to the mind;
Thus 't is pointed, thus refined.
When the soul dejected lies,

Love can walt it to the skies;

When in languor sleeps the heart,
Love can wake it with his dart;
When the mind is dull and dark,
Love can light it with his spark!
Come, oh! come then, let us haste
All the bliss of love to taste;

Let us love both night and day,

Let us love our lives away!

And when hearls, from loving free,
(If indeed such hearts there be,)
Frown upon our gentle flame,

And the sweet delusion blame;

This shall be my only curse,

(Could I, could I wish them worse?)
May they ne’er the rapture prove,

Of the smile from lips we love!

—

6*



84

ODES OF ANACREON.

ODE XXX.*

'T was in a mocking dream of night —

I fancied I bad wings as light

As a young bird’s, and flew as fleet;

‘While Love, around whose beauteous feet,
I knew not why, hung chains of lead ,
Pursued me, as I trembling fled;

And, strange to say, as swift as thought,
Spite of my pinions, I was caught!

‘What does the wanton Fancy mean

By such a strange, illusive scene?

I fear she whispers to my breast,

That you, sweet maid, have stol’n its rest;
That though my fancy, for a while,

Hath hung on many a woman’s smile,

I soon dissoly’d each passing vow,

And ne’er was caught by love till now!

ODE XXXI.**

Arv’p with hyacinthine rod ,
(Arms enough for such a god,)

* Barnes imagines from this allegory, that our poet married very
late in life. But I see nothing in the ode which alludes to matrimony,
except it be the lead upon the feet of Cupid; and I agree in the opinion
of Madame Dacier, in her life of the poet, that he was always too fond

of pleasure o marry.

* The design of this little fiction is to intimate, that much greater
pain attends insensibility than can ever result from the tenderest im-
pressions of love. Longepierre has quoted an ancient epigram which

bears some similitude to this ode: —

Lecto compositus, vix prima silentia noctis
Carpebam, et somno lumina victa dabam;

Gum me saevus Amor prensum, sursumque capillis

Excitat, et lacerum pervigilare jubet.

Tu famulus meus, inquit, ames cum mille puellas,

Solus Io, solus, dure jacere potes?



ODES OF ANACREON. 85

Cupid bade me wing my pace,

And try with him the rapid race.

O’er many a torrent, wild and deep,
By tangled brake and pendent steep,
With weary foot I panting flew,

Till my brow dropp’d with chilly dew.
And now my soul, exhausted, dying,
To my lip was faintly flyiog;

And now I thought the spark had fled,
When Cupid hover'd o’er my head,

Exilio et pedibus nudis, tunicaque soluta,
Omne iter impedio, nullum iter expedio.

Nunc propero, nunc ire piget; rursumque redire
Poenitet; et pudor est stare via media.

Ecce lacent voces hominum , strepitusque ferarum,
Et volucrum cantus, turbaque fida canum.

Solus ego ex cunclis paveo somnumgque lorumque,
Et sequor imperium, saeve Cupido, tuum.

Upon my couch I lay, at night profound,

My languid eyes in magic slumber bound,

When Cupid came and snatch’d me from my bed,
And forc’d me many a weary way Lo tread.

** What! (said the god) shall you, whose vows are known
Who love so many nymphs, thus sleep alone?"

I rise and follow; all the night I stray,
Unshelter'd,, wrembling, doubtful of my way;
Tracing with naked foot the painful track,

Loth to proceed, yet fearful lo go back.

Yes, at that hour, when Nature seems interr'd,
Nor warbling birds, nor lowing flocks are beard,
I, I alone, a fugitive from rest,

Passion my guide, and madness in my breast,
Wander the world around , unknowing where,
The slave of love, the viclim of despair!

Till my brow dropp’d with chilly dew.] 1bave followed those who
read tegev idgaug for 7evgey 1dgog; Lhe formerls paruly authorized by
the MS. which reads zegey idows.

dnd now my soul , exhausted, dying »

To my lip was faintly flying; &c.] In the original, he says, his
heart flew to his nose; but our manner more naturally transfers ii to the
lips. Such is the effect that Plato tells us he felt from a kiss, in a distich
quoted by Aulus Gellius; —
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And fanning light his breezy pinion,
Rescued my soul from death’s dominion ;
Then said, in accents half-reproving,

‘“ Why hast thou been a foe to loving?"”

ODE XXXIL*

STrREW me a fragrant bed of leaves,
Where lotus with the myrtle weaves;
And while in luxury’s dream I sink,

Let me the balm of Bacchus drink !

Ty woyny, AyaSova gidwv, e yaheow eeyor,
HA9¢ yog 5 tAquwy a5 Swfnoopuevy.
Whene'er thy nectar'd kiss I sip,
And drink thy breath, in trance divine,
My soul then flutters to my lip,
Ready to fly and mix with thine.

Aulus Gellius subjoins a paraphrase of this epigram, in which we
find a number of those mignardises of expression, which mark the
effemination of the Latin language,

And fanning light his breezy pinion,

siescued my soul from death’s dominion;] *“ The facility with which
Cupid recovers him, signifies that the sweets of love make us easily
forget any solicitudes which he may occasion.” — La Fosse.

* We here ha_ve the poet, in his true attributes, reclining upon
myrtles, with Cupid for his cup-bearer. Some iuterpreters have ruined
the picture by making Egwg the name of his slave. None but Love
should fill the goblet of Anacreon. Sappho, in one of her fragments, has
assigned this office to Venus. Eil9e, Kumgt, youosarow ev xvhineo-
ow &fQoLs CUBMEHLYREVOY DadiaiOL VEATOQ 0wWoyoUGa TOVTOLGE
TOLG ETALOOLG EUOLG YE L ooug.

Which may be thus paraphrased: —

Hither, Venus, queen of kisses,
This shall be the night of blisses ;
This the night, to [riendship dear,
Thou shalt be our Hebe here,

Fill the golden brimmer high

Let it sparkle like thine eye;

Bid the rosy current gush,

Let it mantle like thy blush.
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In this sweet hour of revelry

Young Love shall my attendant be —
Drest for the task, with tunic round
His snowy neck and shoulders bound,
Himself shall hover by my side,

And minister the racy tide !

Oh, swift as wheels that kindling roll,
Our life is hurrying to the goal :
A scanty dust, to feed the wind,
Is all the trace ’t will leave behind.
Then wherefore waste the rose’s bloom
Upon the cold, insensate tomb?
Can flowery breeze, or odour’s breath,
Affect the still, cold sense of death?
Oh no; I ask no balm to steep
With [ragrant tears my bed of sleep :
But now, while every pulse is glowing,
Now let me breathe the balsam flowing;
Now let the rose, with blush of fire,
Upon my brow in sweets expire;
And bring the nymph whose eye hath power
To brighten even death’s cold hour.,
Yes, Cupid! ere my shade retire,
To join the blest elysian choir,
With wine, and love, and social cheer,
I'll make my own elysium here!

Goddess, hast thou e’er above
Seen a feast so rich in love?
Not a soul that is not mine!
Not a soul that is not thine!
‘* Compare with Lhis ode (says the German cormmentator) the beauti-
ful poem in Ramler’s Lyr. Blumenlese, lib. iv. P- 296., *Amor als Die-
oer."”
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ODE XXXIIL*

"T was noon of night, when round the pole
The sullen Bear is seen to roll;

And mortals, wearied with the day,
Are slumbering all their cares away :
An infant, atthat dreary hour,
Came weeping to my silent bower,
And wak’d me with a pileous prayer,
To shield him from the midnight air.
¢“ And who art thou,” I waking cry,
¢ That bid'st my blissful visions fly?”
“Ah, gentlesire!” the infant said,
¢“In pity take me to thy shed;

Nor fear deceit: a lonely child

I wander o’er the gloomy wild.

Chill drops the rain, and not a ray
Illumes the drear and misty way!"”

I heard the baby’s tale of woe;
I heard the bitter night-winds blow
And sighing for his piteous fate,
I'trimm’d my lamp and op’d the gate.
"T was Love! the little wandering sprite,
His pinion sparkled through the night.

* M. Bernard, the Author of L’Art d’aimer, has written a ballet
called ¢ Les Surprises de 'Amour,” in which the subject of the third
enirée is Anacreon, and the story of this ode suggests one of the scenes.
— Qeuvres de Bernard, Anac. scene 4th.

The German annotator refers us here to an imitation by Uz, lib. iit.,
“Amor und sein Bruder;” and a poem of Kleist, “die Heilung.” La
Fontaine has translated, or rather imilated, this ode.

“dnd who art thou,” 1waking cry,

¢ That bid'st my blissfrl visions fiy1"] Anacreon appears to have
been a voluptuary even in dreaming, by the lively regret which he ex-
presses al being disturbed from his visionary enjoymenls. See Lhe odes
x. and xxxvii.

T wus Lovel the little wandering sprite, &c.] See the beautiful
description of Cupid, by Moschus, in his first idyl.
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I'knew him by his bow and dart;
Ikoew him by my fluttering heart.
Fondly I take him in, and raise

The dying embers’ cheering blaze ;
Press from his dank and clinging hair
The crystals of the freezing air,

And in my hand and bosom hold

His little fingers thrilling cold.

And now the embers’ genial ray
Had warm’d his anxious fears away;
I pray thee,” said the wanton child,
(My bosom trembled as he smil’d,)

I pray thee let me try my bow,

For through the rain I 've wander'd so,
That much I fear, the midnight shower
Has injur’d its elastic power.”

The fatal bow the urchin drew;

Swift from the string the arrow flew ;
As swiftly flew as glancing flame,

And to my inmost spirit came !

“‘Fare thec well,” I heard him say,
As laughing wild he wing'd away;
‘*‘Fare thee well, for now I know

The rain has not relax’d my bow;

1t still can send a thrilling dart,

As thou shalt own with all thy heart!”

ODE XXXIV.*

Owu thou, of all creation blest,
Sweet insect, that delight'st to rest

* In a Latin ode addressed to the grasshopper, Rapin has preserved
some of the thoughts of our author: — |
O quae virenti graminis in toro,
Cicada, blande sidis, et herbidos
Saltus oberras, 0tiosos
Ingeniosa ciere cantus.
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Upon the wild wood’s leafy tops,

To drink the dew that morning drops,
And chirp thy song with such a glee,
That happiest kings may envy thee.
‘Whatever decks the velvet field,
‘Whate’er the circling seasons yield,
Whatever buds, whatever blows,
For thee it buds, for thee it grows.
Nor yet art thou the peasant’s fear,
To him thy friendly notes are dear;
For thou art mild as matin dew;

And still, when summer’s flowery hue
Begins to paint the bloomy plain,

‘We hear thy sweet prophetic strain;
Thy sweet prophetic strain we hear,
And bless the notes and thee revere!
The Muses love thy shrilly tone;
Apollo calls thee all his own ;

Seu forte adultis floribus incubas,
Coeli caducis ebria fletibus, &c.

Oh thou, that on the grassy bed

Which Nature’s vernal hand has spread,
Reclinest soft, and tun’st thy song,

The dewy herbs and leaves among!
Whether thou ly’st on springing flowers,
Drunk with the balmy morning-showers ,
Or, &c.

See what Licetus says about grasshoppers, cap. 93. and 185.

And chirp thy song with such a glee, &c.] *‘Some authors have
affirmed (says Madame Dacier), that it is only male grasshoppers which
sing, and that the females are silent; and on this circumstance is
founded a bon-mot of Xenarcl}us, the comic poet, who says &t o
ol TeTTuyEG oUn eudauoves, OV TS yuvauky ovd” GTe OUY QuIVYC Eve;
‘are not the grasshoppers happy in having dumb wives 2’ This note is
originally Henry Stephen’s; but I chose rather to make a lady my
authority for it.

The Muses love thy shrilly tone; &c.] Phile, de Animal. Pro-
prietat. calls Lhis insect. Movoais @tAos, the darling of the Muses; and
Movgwy ogvey, the bird of the Muses; and we find Plato compared for
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"T was he who gave that voice to thee,
'T is he who tunes thy minstrelsy.

Unworn by age’s dim decline,
The fadeless blooms of youth are thine.
Melodlous insect, child of earth,
In wisdom wmirthful, wise in mirth;
Exempt from every weak decay,
That withers vulgar frames away;
With not a drop of blood to stain
The current of thy purer vein;
So blest an age is pass’d by thee,
Thou seem’st — a little deity!

ODE XXXV.*

Currp once upon a bed
Of roses laid his weary head;

his eloquence o the grasshopper, in the following punuing lines o1
!mon, preserved by Diogenes Laertius: — ,
Jwy Taytwy 0 fyaro mhatvoratos, adh ayegnTys
HJ”""]G TeTTIEw 160YQRPOS, 0i & ‘Exadypov
Awvdges epelousvorona Asrprosooay iede.
This last line is borrowed from Homer's Iliad, y, where there oc-
curs the very same simile. dthet
Melodious insect, child of earth,] Longepierre has quoted the two
first lines of an epigram of An{;pater, ]from &epﬁm book of the Antho-
logia, where he prefers the grasshopper to the swan:
Agxee Terriyas pedvaar dgogog, adlo mOVTES
Aewdery xuwvov e yeywvoregor. )
In dew, that drops from morning’s Wings,
The gay Cicada sipping floats;
And, drunk with dew, his matin sings
Sweeter than any cygnet's Doles.

* Theocritus has imitated this beautiful ode in his nineteenth idyl;
hut is very inferior, I think, to his original, in delicacy of point and
naiveté of expression. Spenser, in one of his smaller compositions
has sported more diffusely on the same subject. The poem Lo which 1
allude, begins thus: —
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Luckless urchin, not to see

‘Within the leaves a slumbering bee!
The bee awak’d — with anger wild
The bee awak’d, and stung the child.
Loud and piteous are his cries;

To Venus quick he runs, he flies;
¢“Oh mother! — I am wounded through —
I die with pain — in sooth I do!
Stung by some little angry thing,
Some serpent on a tiny wing —

A bee it was — for once, I1know

T heard a rustic call it so.”

Upon a day, as Love lay sweetly slumbering
All in his mother’s lap;

A gentle bee, with his loud trumpet murmuring
About him flew by hap, &e. &e.

In Almeloveen's collection 'of epigrams, there is one by Luzxorius,
correspondent somewhat with the turn of Anacreon, where Love com-
plains to his mother of being wounded by a rose.

The ode before us is the very flower of simplicity. The infantine
complainings of the little god, and the natural and impressive reflections
which they draw from Venus, are beaulies of inimitable grace. I may
be pardoned, perhaps, for introducing here another of Menage’s Ana-
creontics, not for its similitude to the subject of this ode, but for some
faint traces of the same natural simplicity, which it appears to me Lo

have preserved: —

Eoug nor’ ev yogeaug
Ty nagdvuy avtov,
Ty pov pudyy Koguwvaw,
W «dey, g 7EO§ AVTYY
Ilgocedgoue: vooymin
Advpns e yegas amroy
Didee pE, pyTEQ, ElrTE.
Kalovpevy Koguwya,
Myrno, covdouale,

Y2 mougevos pev|ovoa,
K’ avrog ¢ voysgaway,
W2 oppaot mAavySe,
Eows tgv&gwttﬂ-

Eyo, d: ot magactag,
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Thus he spoke, and she the while
Heard him with a soothing smile;

Then said, ‘‘My iofant, if so much
Thou fee) the little wild-bee’s touch,
How must the heart, ah, Cupid! be,
The hapless heart that ’s stung by thee!”

ODE XXXVIL*

Ir hoarded gold possess’d the power
To lengthen life’s too fleeting hour,

My dveyeoawe, pnue.
Kurow t¢ xav Kopuwyaw
Awyvocar ovx gyovee
Ko ot fAemmovres ofv.

As dancing o'er the enamell’d plain,
The flow’ret of the virgin train,

My soul's Corinna lightly play'd,
Young Cupid saw the graceful maid;
He saw, and in a moment flew,

And round her neck his arms he threw;
Saying, with smiles of infant joy,
“Oh! kiss me, mother, kiss thy boy!”
Unconscious of a mother’s name,

The modest virgin blush’d with shame !
And angry Cupid, scarce believing
That vision oilld be so deceiving —
Thus to mistake his Cyprian dame !

It made ev’n Cupid blush with shame.
*“Be not asham'd, my boy,” I cried,
For I was lingering by his side;
¢‘Corinna and thy lovely mother,
Believe me, are so like each other,
That clearest eyes are oft betrﬂ'f};
And take thy Venus for the maid.

Zito, in his Cappriciosi Pensieri, has given a translation of this ode
of Anacreon.

* Fonlenelle has translated this ode, in his dialogue belween Ana-
creon and Aristotle in the shades, where, on weighing the merits of
both these personages, he bestows the prize of wisdom upon the poet.

“The German imitators of this ode are, Lessing, in his poem
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And purchase from the hand of death

A little span, a moment's breath,

How I would love the precious ore!

And every hour should swell my store ;
That when Death came, with shadowy pinion,
To waft me to his bleak dominion,

I might, by bribes, my doom delay,
And bid him call some distant day.

But, since, not all earth’s golden store
Can buy for us one bright hour more,
Why should we vainly mourn our fate,
Or sigh at life’s uncertain date ?

Nor wealth nor grandeur can illume

The silent midnight of the tomb.

No — give to others hoarded treasures —
Mine be the brilliant round of pleasures;
The goblet rich, the board of friends
‘Whose social souls the goblet blends;
And mine, while yet I 've life to live,
Those joys that love alone can give.

‘Gestern, Driider,” &c.; Gleim, in the ode ‘An den Tod;’ and Schmidt
in der Poet. Blumenl. , éou,iug. 1783, p. 1.” — Degen.

That when Death came, with shadowy pinion,

To waft me to his bleak dominion, &c.] The commentators, who
are so fond of disputing *‘de lan caprind,” have been very busy on Lhe
authority of the phrase iy’ av Savew smeddn. The reading of iy’
oy Oavotog eed &y, which De Medenbach propases in his Amoenitates
Literariae, was already hinted by Le Fevre, who seldom suggests any
thing worth notice.

The goblet rick, the board of friends,

Whose social souls the goblet blends;] This communion of
friendship, which sweetened the bowl of Anacreon, has not been for-
golten by the author of the following scholium, where the blessings of
life are enumerated with proverbial simplicity. Yyiamwery pey agiaToy
avdor Svyre. devregov 0, radov Quuy yevicGas. To ToLTov de,
mhovtew adodws. Ko 70 TETOQTOY OWvefay pera Twv plhwy.

Of mortal blessings here the first is health,
And next those charms by which the eye we move;
The third is wealth, unwounding guiltless wealth ,
And then, sweet intercourse with those we love!
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ODE XXXVIL*

"T wAs night, and many a circling bowl
Had deeply warm’d my thirsty soul ;

As lull’d in slumber I was laid,

Bright visions o’er my fancy play’d.
With maidens, blooming as the dawn,
I seem’d to skim the opening lawn;
Light, on tiptoe bath’d in dew,

We lew, and sported as we flew!

Some ruddy striplings, who look’d on —
‘With cheeks, that like the wine-god’s shone,
Saw me chasing, free and wild,

These blooming maids, and slyly smil'd;
Smil’d indeed with wanton glee,

Though none could doubt they envied me.
And still I flew — and now had caught
The panting nymphs, and fondly thought
'To gather from each rosy lip

A kiss that Jove himself might sip —
When sudden all my dream of joys,
Blushing nymphs and laughing boys,

D‘ ‘‘ Compare with this ode the beautiful poem *der Traum’ of Uz.”
— Degen.

Le Fevre, in a note upon this ode, enters into an elaborate and
learned justification of drunkenness; and this is probably the cause of the
severe reprehension which he appears lo have suffered for his Anacreon.
**Fuit olim fateor (says he in a note upon Longinus), cum Sapphonem
amabam. Sed ex quo illa me perditissima foemina pene miserum per-
didit cum sceleratissimo suo congerrone, (Anacreontem dico, si nescis,
Lector,) noli sperare, &c. &c.” He adduces on this ode the authority
of Plato, who allowed ebriety, at the Dionysian feslivals, to men
arrived at their fortieth year. He likewise quotes the following line from
Alexis, which he says no one, who is not totally ignorant of the world,
can hesitate to confess the truth of: —

Ovdeg Pthonoryg eoTw avFQUITOS xaxog.
‘“No lover of drinking was ever a vicious man.”

When sudden all my dream of Joy*,

Blushing nymphs and laughing boys,

All were gone!] ““Nonnus says of Bacchus, almost in the same
words that Anacreon uses, —-
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All were gone! — ¢ Alas!” Isaid,
Sighing for th’ illusion fled,

‘‘Again, sweet sleep, that scene restore,
Oh! let me dream it o’er and o’er!"”

ODE XXXVIIL*

LET us drain the nectar’d bowl,

Let us raise the song uf soul

To him, the god who loves so well

The nectar’d bowl, the choral swell;
The god who taught the sons of earth
To thrid the tangled dance of mirth;
Him, who was nurs’d with infant Love,
Aud cradled in the Paphian grove;
Him, that the snowy Queen of Charms
80 oft has fondled in her arms.

Eygouevos 8¢
Hag8evor ovr suynae, ras ndeley avdg wvew.”
Waking, be lost the phantom’s charms,
The nymph had faded from his arms;
Again 1o slumber he essay’d,
Again Lo clasp the shadowy maid! LoNGEPIERRE.

«“ Again, sweet sleep, that scene restore,

Oh! let me dream it o'er and o’er!”] Doctor Johnson, in his
preface lo Shakspeare, animadverting upon the commentators of that
poet, who pretended, in every litlle coincidence of thought, to detect
an imitation of some ancient poet, alludes in the following words to the
line of Anacreon before us: — *“I have been told that when Caliban,
after a pleasing dream, says,"l cried to sleep again,’ the author
imitates Anacreon, who had, like any other man, the same wish on
the same occasion.”

* Compare with this beautiful ode to Bacchus the verses of Hage-
dorn, lib. v., ‘das Gesellschaftliche;’ and of Biirger, p. 51, &c. &c.”
— Degen.

Him, that the snowy Queen of Charms,

8o oft has fondled in her arms.] Robertellus, upon the epithala-
mium of Catullus, mentions an ingenious derivation of Cytheraea, the
name of Venus, maga o sevdey TOVS tgurag, which seems to hint
that *‘Love’s fairy favours are lost, when not concealed.”
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Oh "t is from him the transport flows,
Which sweet intoxication knows;

With him, the brow forgets its gloom,
And brilliant graces learn to bloom.

Behold! — ny boys a goblet bear,
Whose sparkling foam lights up the air.
‘Where are now the tear, the sigh?

To the winds they fly, they fly!
Grasp the bowl; in nectar sinking,
Man of sorrow, drown thy thinking!
Say, can the tears we lend to thought
In life’s account avail us aught ?

Can we discern with all our lore,

The path we ’ve yet to journey o’er?
Alas, alas, in ways so dark,

"T is only wine can strike a spark!
Then let me quaff the foamy tide ,
And through the dance meandering glide;

Adlas, alas , in ways so dark,

"T is only wine can strike a spark!] The brevity of life allows ar-
guments for the voluptuary as well as the moralist. Among many paral-
lel Passages which Longepierre has adduced, I shall content myself'with
this epigram [rom the Anlhologia.

A‘}UUO‘#WOO, Igodinn, muracwueda, xow Toy axgeroy
. Edropey, wodinas peovas agenevor.
Poiog 6 xoigovrwy €0TL fLog. &to Tow Aoute

Inoas snlvgee, nou To Tedos Favaros.

Of which the following is a paraphrase: —

Levs fly, my love, from noonday’s beam,

To plunge us in yon cooling stream

Then, hastening to the festal bower,

We ’ll pass in mirth the evening hour ;

'T is thus our age of bliss shall 1,

As sweet, though passing as that sigh,

Which seems to whisper o’er your lip,

‘“Come, while you may, of rapture sip.”

For age will steal the graceful form,

Will chill the pulse, while throbbm.g Warm;

And death — alas! that hearts, which thrill

Like yours and mine, sbould e’er be still!
Thomas Moore. 1. 7
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Let me imbibe the spicy breath

Of odours chaf'd to fragrant death ;

Or from the lips of love inhale

A more ambrosial, richer gale!

To hearts that court the phantom Care,
Let him retire and shroud him there ;
While we exhaust the nectar’d howl,
And swell the choral song of soul

To him, the god who loves so well
The nectar’d bowl, the choral swell!

ODE XXXIX.

How I love the festive boy,
Tripping through the dance of joy!
How I love the mellow sage,
Smiling through the veil of age!
And whene’er this man of years

In the dance of joy appears,
Snows may o’er his head be flung,
But his heart — his heart is young.

Snows may o’er his head be flung ,
But his heart — his heart is young.] Saint Pavin makes the same
distinction in a sonnet to a young girl.
Je sais bien que les destinées
Ont mal compassé nos années ;
Ne regardez que mon amour;
Peut-éire en serez vous émue.
Il est jeune et n’est que du jour,
Belle Iris, que je vous ai vu.

Fair and young thou bloomest now,
And I full many a year have lold;

But read the heart and not the brow,
Thou shalt not find my love is olq.

My love ’s a child; and thou canst say
How much his litlle age may be,
For he was born the very day
When first I set my eyes on thee!
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ODE XL.

I kNow that Heaven hath sent me here,
To run this moral life’s career;

The scenes which I have journeyed o’er,
Return no more — alas! no more;

And all the path I 've yet to go,

I neither know nor ask to know.

Away, then, wizard Care, nor think
Thy fetters round this soul to link ;
Never can heart that feels with me
Descend to be a slave to thee !

And oh! before the vital thrill,

Which trembles at my heart, is still,
Il gather Joy’s luxuriant flowers,

And gild with bliss my fading hours ;
Bacchus shall bid my winter bloom,
And Venus dance me to the tomb!

Never can heart that feels with me .

Descend to be a slaveto thee!] Longepierre quotes here an epigram
from the Anthologia, on account of the similarity of a particular phrase.
Though by no means anacreontic, it is marked by an interesting sim-
plicity which has induced me 1o paraphrase it, and may atone for its
intrusjon.

Elnig xou v TUYY HEYOL YOLQETE. TOV Atuey EUQOY.
voev tpou y’ vuw, makete Tovg pEr ep.
At length to Fortune, and to you,
Delusive Hope! a last adieu.
The charm that once beguil'd is o’er,
And I have reach’d my destin’d shore.
Away, away, your flaltering arts
May now betray some simpler hearts,
And you will smile at their believing,
And they shall weep at your deceiving!

Bacchus shall bid my winter bloom,

And Venus dance me to the tomb!] The same commentator has
quoted an epitaph, written upon our poet by Julian, in which he makes
bim proinuigate the precepts of good fellowship even from the tomb.

Holdaxs pev tod” aeroe, 3w €2 Tvpufov ¢ Boyow,
Hwete, mow raveqy oupfalneGe sovw.

7%
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ODE XLI

WHEN Spring adorns the dewy scene,

How sweet to walk the velvet green,

And hear the west wind’s gentle sighs,

As o’er the scented mead it flies !

How sweet to mark the pouting vine,

Ready to burst in tears of wine;

And with some maid, who breathes but love,
To walk, atnoontide, through the grove,
Or sit in some cool, green recess —

Oh, is not this true happiness?

«ODE XLIL*

Yes, be the glorious revel mine,
Where humour sparkles from the wine.
Around me, let the youthful choir
Respond to my enlivening lyre ;

This lesson oft in life I sung,
And from my grave I still shall ery,
“Drink, mortal, drink, while time is young,
Ere death has made thee cold as 1.”

And with some mm’.d. who breathes but love,
To walk, at noontide, through the grove,] Thus Horace: —

Quid habes illius, illius
Quae spirabat amores,
Quae me surpuerat mihi. Lib. iv. Carm. 13.
And does there then remain but this,
And hast thou lost each rosy ray
Of her, who breath’d the soul of bliss,
And stole me from myself away?

“ The character of Anacreon is here very strikingly depicted. His
love of social, harmonized pleasures, is expressed with a warmth,
amiable and endearing. Among the epigrams imputed to Anacreon is
the following; it is the only one worth translation, and it breathes the
same sentiments with this ode: —
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And while the red cup foams along,
Mingle in soul as well as song.

Then, while I sit, with flow’rets crown’d,
To regulate the goblet’s round,

Let but the nymph, our banquet’s pride,
Be seated smiling by my side,

And earth has not a gift or power

That I would envy, in that hour.

Envy! — oh never let its blight

Touch the gay hearts met here to-night.
Far hence be slander’s sidelong wounds,
Nor harsh dispute, nor discord’s sounds
Disturb a scene, where all should be
Attuned to peace and harmony.

Come, let us hear the harp’s gay note
Upon the breeze inspiring float ,
While round us, kindlinginto love,
Young maidens through the light dance move.
Thus blest with mirth, and love, and peace,
Sure such a life should never cease !

Ov gildog, ¢ xpnTR0L MO TTAEW OtworoTalwy,
Euneo novw TLOAEHOY OARQUOEVTA AeyEt.
ALX 66116 Movoewy Tz, xos aylac d‘wg’ Agpoodizys
Zuppioywy, EQUTYS UVYCRETOL EVPQOGUVTS.

When to the lip the brimming cup is prest,
And hearts are all afloat upon its stream,

Then banish from my board th’ unpolish’d guest
Who makes the feats of war his barbarous theme.

But bring the man, who o’er his goblet wreathes
The Muse's laurel with the Cyprian fower;
Oh! give me him, whose soul expansive breathes

And blends refinement with the social hour.
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ODE XLII.

WHILE our rosy fillets shed

Freshness o’er each fervid head,

With many a cup and many a smile

The festal moments we beguile.

And while the harp, impassion’d, flings
Tuneful rapture from its strings,

Some airy nymph, with graceful bound,
Keeps measure to the music’s sound ;
Waving, in her snowy hand,

The leafy Bacchanalian wand,

Which, as the tripping wanton flies,
Trembles all over to her sighs.

A youth the while, with loosen’d hair,
Floating on the listless air,

Sings, to the wild harp’s tender tone,
A tale of woes, alas, his own;

And oh, the sadness in his sigh,

As o’er his lip the accents die!

sad while the harp, impassion'd, flings

Tuneful rapture from its strings, &c¢.] Respecting Lhe barbiton a
host of authorilies may be collected, which, after all, leave us ignorant
of the nature of the instrument. There is scarcely any point upon which
we are so totally uninformed as the music of the ancients. The authors*
extant upon he subject are, I imagine, litlle understood; and certainly
if one of their moods was a progression by quarter-tones, which we are
told was the nature of the enharmonic scale, simplicity was by no means
the characteristic of their melody; for this is a nicety of progression, of
which modern music is not susceptible.

The invention of the barbiton is, by Athcnaeus, attributed to Ana-
creon. See his fourth book, where itis called zo ehoqua rov Ava-
xpsovtos. Neanthes of Cyzicus, as quoted by Gyraldus, asserts the
same. Vide Chabot, in Horat. on the Words ‘‘Lesboum barbiton,” in
the first ode.

And oh, the sadness in his sigh,
As o’er his lip the accents die!] Longepierre has quoted here an
epigram from the Anthologia: —

* Collected by Meibomius,
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Never sure on earth has been

Half so bright, so blest a scene.

It seems as Love himself had come

To make this spot his chosen home ; —
And Venus, too, with all her wiles,
And Bacchus, shedding rosy smiles,
All, all are here, to hail with me

The Genius of Festivity !

ODE XLIV.*

Bups of roses, virgin flowers,
Cull'd from Cupid’s balmy bowers,
In the bowl of Bacchus steep,

Till with crimson drops they weep.

Kovgy 1 i epulyos moFeamega yetheow 1iygous.
Nentag env To @rlnuc. 0y GTOUX VEXTOQOS EXTVEL
Ny ueGvo 1o pudque, oAy TOV £QUTA TEXVKWG.
Of which the following paraphrase may give some idea: —
The kiss that she lelt on my lip,
Like a dew-drop shall lingering lie;
’T was nectar she gave me to sip,
'T was nectar I drank in her sigh.
From the moment she printed that kiss,
Nor reason, nor rest has been mine;
My whole soul has been drunk with the bliss,
And feels a delirium divine!

It seems as Love himself had come .

To make this spot his chosen home; —) The troduction of these
deities to the festival is merely allegorical. Madame Dacier thinks that
the poet describes a masquerade, where these deities were personated
by the company in masks. The translation will conform With either idea,

AU, all are here, to hail with me

The Genius of Festivity!] Kwpos, the deity or genius of mirth.

Philostratus, in the third of his pictures, gives a very lively description
of this god.

* This spirited poem is a eulogy on the rose; and again, in the Afly-
fifth ode, we shall find our author rich in the praises of that flower. 1n
a fragment of Sappho, in the romance of Achilles Tatius, to which
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Twine the rose, the garland twine,

Every leaf distilling wine;

Drink and smile, and learn to think

That we were born to smile and drink.
Rose, thou art the sweetest flower

That ever drank the amber shower;

Rose, thou art the fondest child

Of dimpled Spring, the wood-nymph wild.
Even the Gods, who walk the sky,

Are amorous of thy scented sigh.

Cupid, too, in Paphian shades,

His hair with rosy fillet braids,

‘When with the blushing, sister Graces,
The wanton winding dance he traces.

Then bring me, showers of roses bring,
And shed them o’er me while I sing,

Or while, great Bacchus, round thy shrine,
Wreathing my brow with rose and vine,
I'lead some bright nymph through the dance,
Commingling soul with every glance!

ODE XLV.

‘WrrHIN this goblet, rich and deep,

I cradle all my woes to sleep.

Why should we breathe the sigh of fear,
Or pour the unavailing tear?

Barnes refers us, the rose is fancifully styled *the eye of fNlowers;”
and the same poetess, in another fragment, calls the favours of the
Muse ‘‘the roses of Pieria.” See the noles on the Gfty-fifth ode.

““ Compare with this ode (says the German annotator) the beautiful
ade of Uz, ‘die Rose.’”

When with the blushing, sister Graces,

The wanton winding dance he traces.] “This gsweet idea of Love
dancing with the Graces, is almost peculiar to Anacreon.” — Degen.

I lead some bright nymph through the dance, &c.] The epithet
Badvsodmos, which he gives to the nymph, is literally *‘ full-bosomed.”
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For death will never heed the sigh,

Nor soften at the tearful eye;

And eyes that sparkle, eyes that weep,
Must all alike be seal'd in sleep.

Then let us never vainly stray,

In search of thorns, from pleasure’s way ;
But wisely quaff the rosy wave,

‘Which Bacchus loves, which Bacchus gave ;
And in the goblet, rich and deep,

Cradle our crying woes to sleep.

ODE XLVL.*

Benornp, the young, the rosy Spring,
Gives to the breeze her scented wing;

Then let us never vainly stray,

In search of thorns, from pleasure’s way; &c.] 1 have thus
endeavoured to convey the meaning of 7t & Tov Prov mhavoum; ac-
cording to Regnier’s paraphrase of the line: —

E che val, fuor della strada
Del piacere alma e gradita,
Yaneggiare in questa vita ?

. * The fastidious affectation of some commenlators has denounced
this ode as spurious. Degen pronounces the four last lines to be the
Patch-work of some miserable versificator, and Brunck condemns the
Wwhole ode. It appears to me, on the contrary, to be elegantly graphical;
full of delicate expressions and luxuriant imagery. The abruptness of
10¢ 7u6 eagog pavevrog is striking and spirited, and has been imitated
rather languidly by Horace: —

Vides ut alta stet nive candidum
Socrate — 3
The imperative ¢ds is infinitely more impressive;—as in Shakspeare,
Builook, the morn, in russet mantle clad,
Walks o’er the dew of yon high eastern hill,

There is a simple and poetical description of Spring, in Catullus’s
beautiful farewell to Bithynia. Carm. #4.

Barnes conjectures, in his life of our poet, that this ode was written
after he had returned from Athens, to settle in his paternal seat at Teos;
where, in a little villa at some distance from Lhe city, commanding a
view of the Aegean Sea and the islands, he contemplated the beauties of
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‘While virgin Graces, warm with May ,
Fling roses o’er her dewy way.

The murmuring billows of the deep
Have languish’d into silent sleep;

And mark! the flitting sea-birds lave
Their plumes io the reflecting wave ;
While cranes from hoary winter fly

To flutter in a kinder sky.

Now the genial star of day

Dissolves the murky clouds away ;
And cultur’d field, and winding stream,
Are freshly glittering in his beam.

Now the earth prolific swells
With leafy buds and flowery bells;
Gemming shoots the olive twine,
Clusters ripe festoon the vine;

All along the branches creeping,
Through the velvet foliage peeping,
Little infant fruits we see,

Nursing into luxury.

nature and enjoyed the felicities of retirement. Vide Barnes, in Anac.
Vita, § xxxv. This supposition, however unauthenticated, forms a
pleasing associatlion, which renders the poem more interesting.

Chevreau says, that Gregory Nazianzenus has paraphrased some-

where this description of Spring; but I cannot meet with it. See
Chevreau, Oeuvres Mélées.

¢ Compare with. this ode (says Degen) the verses of Hagedorn, book

fourth, ‘der Friihling,’ and book fifth, ‘der Mai.’ ”

While virgin Graces, warm with May ,

Fling roses o'er her dewy way.] De Pauw reads, Xogiras oda
ovovgyy, “the roses display their graces.” This is not uningenious ;
ut we lose by it the beauty of the personification, Lo the boldness of

which Regnier has rather frivolously objected.

The murmuring billows of the deep

Have languish'd into silent sleep; &c.] It has been justly remarked,

that the liquid flow of the line aToAUYeTan yalywy is perfectly expres-
sive of the tranquillity which it describes.

And cultur'd field, and winding $ream, §c.) By Bpotww sgya

“the works of men” (says Baxter), he means cities, temples, and
towns, which are then illuminated by the beams of the sun.
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ODE XLVIL

'T 18 true, my fading years decline,

Yet can I qu#ff the brimming wine,

As deep as any stripling fair,

‘Whose cheeks the flush of morning wear;
And if, amidst the wanton crew ,

I’m call’d to wind the dance’s clue,
Then shalt thou see this vigorous hand ,
Not faltering on the Bacchant’s wand,
But brandishing a rosy flask,

The only thyrsus e’er I ’ll ask!

Let those, who pant for Glory’s charms,
Embrace her in the field of arms;
‘While my inglorious, placid soul
Breathes not a wish beyond this bowl.
Then fill it high, my ruddy slave,
And bathe me in its brimming wave.
For though my fading years decay,
Though manhood’s prime hath pass’d away
Like old Silenus, sire divine,
With blushes borrow’d from my wine ,
I'’ll wanton 'mid the dancing train,
And live my follies o’er again!

But brandishing a rosy flask, &c.) _Aorog was a kind of leathern
vessel for wine, very much in use, as should seem by the proverh
agrog e Jvdanog, which was applied to those who were inlemperate
in eating and drinking. This proverb is mentioned in some verses quoted
by Athenaeus, from the Hesione of Alexis.

The only thyrsus e’er I'll ask!] Phornutus assigns as a reason for
the consecration of the thyrsus to Bacchus, that inebriety olten renders
the support of a stick very necessary.
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Tvy leaves my brow entwining, &c.] “The ivy was consecrated to
Bacchus (says Montf_aucon), because he formerly lay hid under that
tree, or, as others will have it, because its leaves resemble those of the
vine.” Other reasons for its consecration, and the use of it in garlands
at banquets, may be found in Longepierre, Barnes, &c. &c.

ODES OF ANACREON,

ODE XLVIIL

‘WHEN my thirsty soul I steep,
Every sorrow ’s lull’'d to sléep,
Talk of monarchs! I am then
Richest, happiest, first of men;
Careless o’er my cup I sing,
Fancy makes me more than king;
Gives me wealthy Creesus’ store,
CanI, canI wish for more?

On my velvet couch reclining,
Ivy leaves my brow entwining,
‘While my soul expands with glee,
‘What are kings and crowns to me ?
If before my feet they lay,

1 would spurn them all away!
Arm ye, arm ye, men of might,
Hasten to the sanguine fight;

But let me, my budding vine!
Spill no other blood than thine.
Yonder brimming goblet see ,
That alone shall vanquish me —
‘Who think it better, wiser far
To fall in banquet than in war.

Arm ye, armye, men of might,

Hasten to the sanguine fight;] 1 have adopted the interpretation

of Regnier and others: —

Altri segua Marte fero;
Che sol Bacco ¢ 'l mio conforto.

——
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ODE XLIX.*

WHEN Bacchus, Jove’s immortal boy,
The rosy harbinger of joy,

Who, with the sunshioe of the bowl,
Thaws the winter of our soul —

‘When to my inmost core he glides,
And bathes it with his ruby tides,

A flow of joy, alively heat,

Fires my brain, and wings my feet,
Calling up round me visions known

To lovers of the bowl alone.

Sing, sing of love, let music’s sound
In melting cadence float around ,
While, my young Venus, thou and I
Responsive to its murmurs sigh.
Then, waking from our blissful trance,
Again we ’ll sport, again we’ll dance.

* This, the preceding ode, and a few more of the same character,
are mercly chansons a boire ; — the effusions probably of the moment of
conviviality, and afterwards sung, we may imagine, with rapture
throughout Greece. But that interesting association, by which they
always recalled the convivial emotions that produced them, can now be
litlle felt even by the most enthusiastic reader; and much less by a
Phlfigl;latic grammarian, who sees nothing in them but dialects and
Particles.

Who, with the sunshine of the bowl, . :
Thaws the winter of our soul — &c.] Avouos is the title which he
gives to Bacchus in the original. It is a curious circumstance, that
Plutarch mistook the name of Levi among the Jows for Zzic (one of the
ﬁacchanal cries), and accordingly supposed that they worshipped
acrhus.
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ODE L.*

WuEN wine I quaff, before my eyes
Dreams of poetic glory rise;

And freshen’d by the goblet’s dews,

My soul invokes the heavenly Muse,

‘When wine I drink, all sorrow ’s o’er;

1 think of doubts and fears no more;

But scatter to the railing wind

Each gloomy phantom of the mind.

When I drink wine, th’ ethereal boy,
Bacchus himself, partakes my joy;

And while we dance through vernal bowers,
Whose ev'ry breath comes fresh from flowers ,

* Faber thinks this Ode spurious; but, I believe, he is singular in
his opinion. It has all the spirit of our author. Like the wreath which
he presented in the dream, ‘‘it smells of Anacreon.”

The form of the original is remarkable. It is a kind of song of seven
quatrain stanzas, each beginning with the line

‘07’ eyo mw Tov owoy.

The first stanza alone is incomplete, consisting but of three lines.

‘*‘Compare with this poem (says Degen) the verses of Hagedorn,
lib. v., "der Wein," where that divine poet has wantoned in the praises
of wine.”

When wine 1 quaff, before my eyes

Dreams of poetic glory rise;] ** Anacreon is not the only one (says
Longepierre) whoin wine has inspired with poetry. We find an epigram
in the first book of the Anthologia, which begins thus: —

Owos 1oL yogeevte ueyag meder immos aotdp,
Ydwg 0t mwew, seloy ov Terows srog.

If with water you fill up your glasses
You 'll never write any thing wise;
For wine 's the true horse of Parnassus,
Which carries a bard to the skies |

A4nd while we dance through vernal bowers, &c.] If some of the
translators had observed Doctor Trapp’s caution, with regard to
molvavdsow u’ v avooug, “ Cave ne coclum intelligas,” they would
not have spoiled the simplicity of Anacreon’s fancy, by such extravagant
conceptions as the following: —
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In wine he makes my senses swim,
Till the gale breathes of nought but him !

Again I drink, — and, lo, there seems
A calmer light to fill my dreams;
The lately ruffled wreath I spread
‘With steadier hand around my head;
Then take the lyre, and sing ¢‘how blest
The life of him who lives at rest!”
But then comes witching wine again,
‘With glorious woman in its train;
And, while rich perfames round me rise,
That seem the breath of woman’s sighs,
Bright shapes, of every hue and form ,
Upon my kindling fancy swarm ,
Till the whole world of beauty seems
To crowd into my dazzled dreams!
When thus I drink, my heart refines,
And rises as the cup declines;
Rises in the genial flow,
That none but social spirits know,
When, with young revellers, round the bowl,
The old themselves grow young in soul !

Quand je bois, mon oeil s’imagine
Que, dans un tourbillon plein de parfums divers,
Bacchus m’ importe dans les airs,
i i ivine.
Or this: — Rempli de sa liqueur div
Indi mi mena
Mentre lieto ebro, deliro,
Baccho in giro
Per la vaga aura serena.
When, with young revellers, round the bowls
The old themselves grow young in soul’] Subjoined to Gail’s edition
of Anacreon, we find some curious letters upon the @agoe of the an-
cients, which appeared in the French Journals. At the opening of the
Odéon in Paris, the managers of that spectacle requested Professor Gail
to give them some uncommon name for their fétes. He suggested the
word ** Thiase,” which was adopted; but the literati of Paris questioned
the propriely of the term, and addressed their criticisms (o Gail through
the medium of the public prints.
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Oh, when I drink, true joy is mine,
There ’s bliss in every drop of wine.
All other blessings I have known,

I scarcely dar'd to call my own;

But this the Fates can ne’er destroy,
Till death o’ershadows all my joy.

ODE LL*

FLy not thus my brow of snow,

Lovely wanton! fly not so.

Though the wane of age is mine,,
Though youth’s brilliant flush be thine,
StillI’m doom’d to sigh for thee,
Blest, if thou couldst sigh for me!
See, in yonder flowery braid,

Cull'd for thee, my blushing maid,

* Alberti has imitated this ode; and Capilupus, in the following
epigram, has given a version of it: —

Cur, Lalage, mea vita, meos contemnis amores ?
Cur fugis e nostro pulchra puella sinu?

Ne fugias, sint sparsa licet mea tempora canis,
Inque tuo roseus fulgeat ore color

Aspice ut intextas deceant quoque flore corollas
Candida purpureis lilia mista rosis.

Oh! why repel my soul’s impassion’d vow,
And fly, beloved maid, these longing arms ?

Is it , that wintry time has strew’d my brow,
While thine are all the summer’s roseate charms ?

See the rich garland cull'd in vernal weather,
Where the young rosebud with the lily glows;

So, in Love’s wreath we both may twine together,
And I the lily be, and thou the rose,

See, in yonder flowery braid, .

Cull'd for thee, my blushing maid!] *‘In the same manner that
Anacreon pleads for the whiteness of his locks, from the beauty of the
colour in garlands, a shepherd, in Theocritus, endeavours to recom-
mend his black hair: —
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How the rose, of orient glow,
Mingles with the lily’s snow;
Mark, how sweet their tints agree,
Just, my girl, like thee and me!

ODE LIL*

Away, away, ye men of rules,
‘What have X to do with schools?

They 'd make me learn, they’d make me think,
But would they make me love and drink ?
Teach me this, and let me swim

My soul upon the goblet’s brim ;

Teach me this, and let me twine

Some fond, responsive heart to mine,
For, age begins to blanch my brow,
I've time for nought but pleasure now.

Ko 7o woy pehaw tote, xou & yoanra Saxwog, .
AL epmag v Tois aTepavois Ta mowTR AsyovTa.
Longepierre, Barnes, &c.

* ““This is doubtless the work of a more modern poet than Anacreon ;
for at the period when he lived rhetoricians were not known.” — Degen.

. Though this ode is found in the Vatican manuscript, I am much in-
clined to agree in this argument against its authenticity; for though the
dawnings of the art of rhetoric might already have appeared, the first
Who gave it any celebrity was Corax of Syracuse, and he flourished in
the century after Anacreon. o . b

Our poet anticipated the ideas of Epicurus, in his aversion to the
labours of learning, as well as his devotion to voluptuousness. Hagow
ey poragior @evyere, said the philosopber of the garden in a
letter to Pythocles.

Teach me this, and let me twine

Some fond, responsive heart to mine.] BY yovens Apgodirss
here, I understand some beautiful girl, _in_lhe same manner that
Avatog is often used for wine, ‘*Golden" is frequently an epithet of
beauly. Thus in Virgil, *“Venus aurea;” and in Propertius , ‘‘Cynthia
aurea.” Tibullus, however, calls an old woman ‘‘golden.”

The translalion d’Autori Anonimi, as usual, wanlons on this pas-
#age of Anacreon:

Thomas Moore. 1. 8
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Fly, and cool my goblet’s glow
At yonder fountain's gelid flow;
I’ll quaff, my boy, and calmly sink
This soul to slumber as I drink.
Soon, too seon, my jocund slave,
You ’ll deck your master’s grassy grave ;
And there ’s an end — for ah, you know
They drink but little wine below !

ODE LIIL.

WHEN I behold the festive train

Of dancing youth, I’m young again !
Memory wakes her magic trance,

And wings me lightly through the dance.
Come, Cybeba, smiling maid!

Cull the flower and twine the braid;

Bid the blush of summer’s rose

Burn upon my forehead’s snows;

E m'insegni con piu rare
Forme accorte d’involare
Ad amabile beltade
11 bel cinto d' onestade.
And there 's an end — for ah, you know
They drink but little wine below!] Thus Mainard: —
La Mort nous guette; et quand ses lois
Nous ont enfermés une fois
Au sein d’une fosse profonde,
Adieu bons vins et bon repas;
Ma science ne trouve pas
Des cabarets en ’autre monde.
From Mainard, Gombauld, and De Cailly, old French poets, some
of the best epigrams of the English language have been borrowed.

Bid the blush of summer’s 10s¢

Burn upon my forehead's snows; &c.] Licetus, in his Hierogly-
phica,, quoting two of our poel’s odes, Where he calls to his attentants
for garlands, remarks, ‘‘Constat igitur floreas coronas poetis et potan-
tibus in symposio convenire, non autem sapientibus et philosophiam
affectantibus.” — *‘It appears that wreaths of flowers were adapted for
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And let me, while the wild and young
Trip the mazy dance along,

Fling my heap of years away,

And be as wild, as young, as they.
Hither haste, some cordial soul!
Help to my lips the brimming bowl ;
And you shall see this hoary sage
Forget at once his locks and age.

He still can chant the festive hymn,
He still can kiss the goblet’s brim;
As deeply quaff, as largely fill,
And play the fool right nobly still.

ODE LIV.*

MEeTHINKS, the pictur'd bull we see
Is amorous Jove — it must be he!

poets and revellers at banquets, but by no means became those who had
Pretensions to wisdom and philosophy.” On this principle, in his 152d
chapter, he discovers a refinement in Virgil, deseribing the garland of
li}c‘ poet Silenus, as fallen off; which distinguishes, he thinks, the
divine intoxication of Silenus from that of common drunkards, who
always wear their crowns while they drink. Such is the ‘‘labor ineptia-
Tum” of commentators! .
He still can kiss the goblet’s brim; &c.] Wine is prescribed by
_ﬂlen, as an excellent medicine for old men: ‘‘Quod frigidos et hplpo-
ribus expletos calefaciat, &c.;” but Nature was Anacreon’s physician.

There is a proverb in Eriphus, as quoted by Athenaeus, which

says, ‘‘that wine makes an old man dance, whether he will or not.
Aoyos 61" agyarog, Ov xaxws YWV,
Owoy Asyovar Tovg yegovrag, W FOTEQs
HeeS e yopezwy ov Sehovras.
“ This ode is written upon a picture which represented the rape ot
Europa.” — Madame Dacier.

It may probably have been a description of one of those coins, which
the Sidonians struck off in honour of Europa, representing a woman
carried across the sca by a bull. Thus Natalis Comes, lib. viii. cap. 23.
** Sidonii numismata cum foemind tauri dorso insidente ac mare trans-
fretante cuderunt in ejus honorem.” In the little treatis%gpon the god-
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How fondly blest he seems to bear
That fairest of Pheenician fair!

How proud he breasts the foamy tide ,
And spurns the billowy surge aside!
Could any beast of vulgar vein,
Undaunted thus defy the main?

No: he descends from climes above,
He looks the God, he breathes of Jove!

ODE LV.*

WHILE we invoke the wreathed spring,
Resplendent rose ! to thee we 'll sing;

dess of Syria, attributed very falsely to Lucian, there is mention of this
coin, and of a temple dedicated by the Sidonians to Astarlté, whom some,
it appears, confounded with Europa.

The poet Moschus has left a very beautiful idyl on the story of
Europa.

No: he descends from climes above,
He looks the God, ke breathes of Jove!] Thus Moschus: —

Kovye Geov nav Toepe depag® xou yuvero Tapgog.

The God forgot himself, his heaven, for love,
And a bull’s form belied th’ almighty Jove.

* This ode is a brilliant panegyric on the rose. *‘All antiquity (says
Barnes) has produced nothing more beautiful.”

From the idea of peculiar excellence, which the ancients attached to
this flower, arose a pretty proverbial expression, used by Aristophaanes,
according to Suidas.'eotfw # &gnneg, ‘‘You have spoken roses,” a
phrase somewhat similar to the ‘ dire des fleurettes” of the French. In
the same idea of excellence originated, T doubt not, a very curious
application of the word QoJo_v, for which the inquisitive reader may
consult Gaulminus upon the epithalamium of our poet, where it is intro-
duced in the romance of Theodorus. Muretus, in one of his elegies,
calls his mistress his rose: —

Jam te igitur rursus teneo, formosula, jam te
(Quid trepidas?) teneo; jam, Tosa, te teneo. Eleg. 8

Now I again may clasp thee, dearest,
What is there now, on earth, thou fearest?
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Resplendent rose, the flower of flowers,
Whose breath perfumes th’ Olympian bowers
‘Whose virgin blush, of chasten’d dye,
Euochants so much our mortal eye.

When pleasure’s spring-tide season glows,
The Graces love to wreathe the rose;

And Venus, in its fresh-blown leaves,

An emblem of herself perceives.

Oft hath the poet’s magic tongue

The rose’s fair luxuriance sung;

Again these longing arms infold thee,
Again, my rose, again I hold thee.

This, like most of the terms of endearment in the modern Latin
poets, is taken from Plautus; they were vulgar and colloquial in bis
lime, but are among the elegancies ol the modern Lalinists. -

Passeratius alludes to the ode before us, in the beginning of his
poem on the Rose: —

Carmine digna rosa est; vellem caneretur ut illam
Teius argula cecinit testudine vates.

Resplenaent rose! to thee we 'l sing;] I have passed over the line
VY Eraiger avies pedzryy, which is corrupt in this original reading,
and has bgeu very little improved by the annotators. I should suppose it
10 be an interpolation, if it were nol for a line which occurs afterwards:
PEQE O UOW deyurpey.

And Venus
an old French
translates it,

» in its fresh-blown leuves, §c.] Belleau, in a note upon
“Poet, quoling the original here ango:hmwx T advgua,
comine les délices el mignardises de Venus.

Oft has the poet’s magic tongue X

The rose’s fair luzuriance sung; &c.] The following is a fragment
of the Leshian poetess. It is cited in the romance of Achilles Tatius,
who appears to have resolved the numbers into prose. Eivtois aveow
nFedey 6 Zevg emGamon PBocidie, To jodoy a¥ TWY avdeow efacs-
Aeve. yn6 6t noouos, gurow aylaiope, 0pFaiunos aviioy, e~
uvos eoudnua, xaldos actoamwrov. Eewtos mve, Aggodiryy
mPoSever, tvadeon Puvllog roug, sURYTTOL meTadowg QoUpgE. T0
zeTaloy T Zegugn yela., ’

If Jove would give the leafy bowers

A queen for all their world of flowers
The rose would be the choice ol Jove,
And blush, the queen of every grove.
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And long the Muses, heavenly maids,
Have rear’d it in their tuneful shades.
‘When, _at the early glance of morn,
It sleeps upon the glittering thorn,
’T is sweet to dare the tangled fence
To cull the timid flowret thence,

And wipe with tender hand away

The tear that on its blushes lay !

"T is sweet to hold the infant stems ,
Yet dropping with Aurora’s gems,
And fresh inhale the spicy sighs

That from the weeping buds arise.

When revel reigns, when mirth is high,
And Bacchus beams in every eye,
Our rosy fillets scent exhale,
And fill with balm the fainling gale.
There ’s nought in nature bright or gay,
‘Where roses do not shed their ray.
‘When morning paints the orient skies,
Her fingers burn with roseate dyes;
Young nymphs belray the rose’s hue,
O’er whitest arms it kindles through.

Sweetest child of weeping morning,
Gem, the vest of earth adorning,

Eye of gardens, light of lawns,
Nursling of solt summer dawns;;

Love's own earliest sigh it breatbes,
Beauty'’s brow with lustre wreathes,
And, to young Zephyr’s warm caresses,
Spreads abroad its verdant tresses,
Till, blushing with the wanton’s play,
Iis cheek wears ev'n a richer ray!

When morning paints the orient skies,

Her fingers burn with roseate dyes; &c.] In the original here, he
enumerates the many epithets of beauty, borrowed from roses, which
were used by the poets, wapa T 00gwy. We see that poels were
dignified in Greece with the title of sages: even the careless Anacreon.
who lived but for love and voluptucusness, Was called by Plato the wise
Anacreon — ** fuil haec sapientia quondam.”



ODES OF ANACREON. 119

In Cytherea’s form it glows,
And mingles with the living snows.

The rose distils a healing baim,
The bealing pulse of pain to calm;
Preserves the cold inurned clay,
And mocks the vestige of decay:
And when at length, in pale decline,
Its florid beauties fade and pine,
Sweet as in youth, its balmy breath
Diffuses odour even in death!

Preserves the cold inurned clay, &c.] He here alludes to Lhe use of
the rose in embalming; and, perhaps (as Barnes thinks}, to the rosy
unguent with which Venus anointed the corpse of Hector. — Homer's
Iliad w. 1L may likewise regard Lhe ancient practice of pulting garlands
of roses on the dead, as in Statius, Theb. lib. x. 782.

— — hi sertis, hi veris honore soluto

Accumulant artus, palridque in sede reponunt

Corpus odoratum.
Where ‘“veris honor,” though it mean every kind of flowers, may seem
more particularly to refer to the rose, which our poet in another ode
calls fwgog wedyuo. We read, in the Hieroglyphics of Pierius, lib. 1v.
thal some of the ancients used Lo order in their wills, that roses should
be annually scattered on their tombs, and Pierius has adduced some
sepulchral inscriptions to this purpose.

And mocks the vestige of decay:] When he says that this flower
prevails over time itsell, he still alludes to its efficacy in embalment
(tenerd poneret ossa rosd. Propert. lib. i. eleg. 17.), or perbaps to the
subsequent idea of its fragrance surviving its beauty; for he can scarcely
mean Lo praise for duration the “‘nimium breves flores” of the rose.
Philostratus compares this flower with love, and says, that they both
defy the influence of Lime; xoovov de ovts Egug, ovte ¢oda oudev.
Unfortunately the similitudé lies not in their duration, but their
lransience.

Sweet as in youth, its balmy breath L.

Diffuses odour eve’nzi,: .I;Zachy!] Thus Caspar Barlaeus, in his Ritus
Nuptiarum : .

Ambrosium late rosa tunc quoque spargit odorem,
Cum fluit, aut multo languida sole jacet.

Nor then the rose its odour loses,
When all its flushing beauties die;

Nor less ambrosial balm dilluses,
When wither'd by the solar eye
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Oh! whence could such a plant have sprung?
Listen, — for thus the tale is sung,

When, humid, from the silvery stream,
Effusing beauty’s warmest beam

Venus appear’d, in flushing hues,
Mellow’d by ocean’s briny dews ;

When, in the starry courts above,

The pregoant brain of mighty Jove

Disclos’d the nymph of azure glance,

The nymph who shakes the martial lance ; —
Then, then, in strange eventful hour,

The earth produc’d an infant fower,

Which sprung, in blushing glories drest,
And wanton’d o’er its parent breast,

The gods beheld this brilliant birth ,

And hail’d the Rose, the boon of earth!
‘With nectar drops, aruby tide,

The sweetly orient buds they dyed,

And bade them bloom, the (lowers divine
Of him who gave the glorious vine ;

With nectar drops, a Tuby tide,

Lhe sweetly orient buds they dyed, &c.] The author of the “‘Per-
vigilium Veneris” (a poem atiributed to Catullus, the style of which
appears to me to have all the laboured luxuriance of a much later period)
ascribes the tincture of the rose to the blood from the wound of Adonis —

according lo (he emendation of Lipsius. In the [ollowing epigram this

— — rosae
Fusae aprino de cruore —

hue is differently accounted for: —

Illa quidem studiosa suum defendere Adonim ,
Gradivus stricto quem petit ense ferox,
Affixit duris vestigia caeca rosetis,
Albaque divino picta cruore rosa est.

While the enamour’d queen of joy
Flies to protect her lovely boy,
On whom the jealous war-god rushes;
She treads upon a thorned rose,
And while the wound with crimson flows

The snowy flowrel feels her blood, alld blushes {
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And bade them on the spangled thorn
Expand their bosoms to the morn.

ODE LVL*

He, who instructs the youthful crew
To bathe them in the brimmer’s dew,
And taste, uncloy’d by rich excesses,
All the bliss that wine possesses;

He, who inspires the youth to bound
Elastic through the dance’s round , —
Bacchus, the god again is here,

And leads along the blushing year ;
The blushing year with vintage teems,
Ready to shed those cordial streams,
Which, sparkling in the cup of mirth,
Illuminate the sons of earth!

Then, when the ripe and vermil wine, —
Blest infant of the pregnant vine,
‘Which now in mellow clusters swells, —
Oh! when it bursts its roseate cells,

" ‘‘Compare with this elegant ode the verses of Uz, lib. i. ‘die
Weinlese.' " — Degen.

This appears to be one of the hymns which were sung at the anni-
versary festival of the vintage; one of the ezzidyveoc Tuvos, as our poet
himsell terms them in the fifty-ninth ode. We cannot help feeling a sort
of revereace for these classic relics of the religion of antiquity. Horace
may be supposed to have written the nineteenth ode of his second hook,

and the twenty-Gifth of the third, for some bacchanalian celebration of
this kind.

Which, sparkling in the cup of mirth, _

. Juminate the sons of earth 1] In the original 77070y aoTovoy xo0-
mCow. Madame Dacier thinks that the poet here had the nepenthé of
Homer in his mind. Odyssey, lib. iv. This nepenthé was a something
of exquisite charm, infused by Helen into the Wine of her guests, which
had the power of dispelling every anxiety. A French writer, De Mers,
conjectures that this spell, which made the bow! so beguiling, was the
charm of Helen’s conversation. See Bayle, arl. Heléne,
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Brightly the joyous stream shall flow,

To balsam every mortal woe!

Noue shall be then cast down or weak,
For health and joy shall light each cheek ;
No heart will then desponding sigh,

For wine shall bid despondence fly,
Thus — till another autumn’s glow
Shall bid another vintage flow.

ODE LVIL*

WeHosE was the artist hand that spread
Upon this disk the ocean’s bed ?

And, io a flight of fancy, high

As aught on earthly wing can fly,
Depicted thus, in semblance warm ,
The Queen of Love’s voluptuous form
Floating along the silv'ry sea

In beauty’s naked majesty !

Oh! he hath given th’ enamour’d sight
A witching banquet of delight,

* This ode is a very animated description of a picture of Venus on a
discus, which represented the goddess in her first emergence from the
waves. About Lwo centuries after our poet wrote, the pencil of the artist
Apelles embellished this subject, in his famous painling of the Venus
Anadyomené, the model of which, as Pliny informs us, was the
beauliful Campaspe, given to him by Alexander; though, according to
Natalis Comes, lib. vil. cap. 16., it was Phryne who sat to Apelles for
the face and breast of this Venus.

There are a few blemishes in the reading of the ode before us, which
have influenced Faber, Heyne, Brunck, &c. Lo denounce the whole
poem as spurious. But, ‘‘non ego paucis offendar maculis.” I think
it is quite beauliful enough to be authentic.

Whose was the urtist hand that spread

Upon this disk the ocean’s bed1] The abruptness of aga Ti§ TO-
QfVOE TOYTOY, is finely expressive of sudden admiration, and ig one of
those beauties, which we cannot but admire in their source, though,
by frequent imitation, they are now become familiar and unimpressive.
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Where, gleaming through the waters clear,
Glimpses of undreamt charms appear,

And all that mystery loves to screen,
Fancy, like Faith, adores unseen.

Light as a leaf, that on the breeze
Of summer skims the glassy seas ,
She floats along the ocean’s breast,
‘Which undulates in sleepy rest;
‘While stealing on, she gently pillows
Her bosom on the heaving billows.
Her bosom, like the dew-wash’d rose,
Her neck, like April's sparkling snows,
Illume the liquid path she traces,
And burn within the stream’s embraces.
Thus on she moves, in languid pride,
Encircled by the azure tide,
As some fair lily o’er a bed
Of violets bends its graceful head.

Beneath their queen’s inspiring glance,
The dolphins o’er the green sea dance ,

And all that mystery loves to screen,

Funcy, like Faith,” udores unseen, §c.] The picture here has all
Lthe Qellcate character of the semi-reducta Venus, and affords a bappy
specimen of what the poetry of passion ouzght to be — glowing but
lhrough. a veil, and stealing upon the heart from concealment. Few of
the ancienls have altained Lhis modesty of description, which, like the

golden cloud that hung over Jupiter and Juno, is impervious Lo every
beam but that of lancy.

Her bosom, like the dew-wash’d rose, &¢.] “(P“&W"' (says an
anonymous annotator) is a whimsical epithet for the bosom.” Neither
Catullus nor Gray have been of his opinion. The former has the ex-
pression ,

En hic in roseis latet papillis.

And the latter,
Lo! where the rosy-bosom’d hours, &c.

Crottus, a modern Latinist, might indeed be censured for too vagus

a use of the epithet ‘‘rosy,” when he applies it Lo the eyes: — ‘e roseis
oculis.”
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Bearing in triumph young Desire,

And infant Love with smiles of fire!
While, glittering through the silver waves,
The tenants of the briny caves

Around the pomp their gambols play,

And gleam along the watery way.

ODE LVIL*

WHEN Gold, as fleet as zephyr’s pinion,
Escapes like any faithless minion

And flies me (as he flies me ever),

Do I pursue him? never, never!

— — young Desire, &c.] In the original Tuzgog, who was the
same deity with Jocus among the Romans. Aurelius Augurellus has a
poem beginning —
Invitat olim Bacchus ad coenam suos
Comon, Jocum, Cupidinem.
Which Parnell has closely imitated : —
Gay Bacchus, liking Estcourt’s wine,
A noble meal bespoke us;
And for the guests that were to dine,
Brought Comus, Love, and Jocus, &c.

* Ihave followed Barnes's arrangement of this ode, which, though
deviating somewhat from the Vatican MS., appears to me the more na-
tural order.

When Gold, as fleet as zephyr’s pinion,

Escapes like any faithless minion, &c.] In the original ‘0 dooume-
™5 6 QUG Os. There is a kind of pun in these words, as Madame Da-
cier has already remarked; for Chrysos, which signifies gold, was also
a frequent name for a slave. In one of Lucian’s dialogues, there is, I
think, a similar play upon the word, where the followers of Chrysippus
are called golden fishes. The puns of the ancients are, in general, even

more vapid than our own; some of the best are Lhose recorded of
Diogenes.

And flies me (as he flies me ever), &¢] A &, as ps pevye.
This grace of iteration bas already been taken notice of. Though
somelimes merely a playful beauty, it is peculiarly expressive of im-
passioned sentiment, and we may easily believe that it was one of the
many sources of that energetic sensibility which breathed through the
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No, let the false deserter go,

For who would court his direst foe?

But, when I feel my lighten’d mind

No more by grovelling gold confin'd,

Then loose I all such clinging cares,

And cast them to the vagrant airs.

Then feel I, too, the Muse's spell,

And wake to life the dulcet shell,

‘Which, rous’d once more, to beauty sings,
‘While love dissolves along the strings!

But, scarcely has my heart been taught
How little Gold deserves a thought,
When, lo! the slave returns once more,
And with him wafts delicious store
Of racy wine, whose genial art
In slumber seals the anxious heart.
Again he tries my soul to sever
From love and song, perhaps for ever!

Away, deceiver! why pursuing
Ceaseless thus my heart’s undoing?
Sweet is the song of amorous fire,
Sweet the sighs that thrill the Iyre;
Oh! sweeter far than all the gold
Thy wings can waft, thy mines can hold.
Well do I know thy arts, thy wiles —
They wither'd Love’s young wreathed smiles;
And o’er his lyre such darkness shed,
I thought its soul of song was fled!

style of Sappho. See Gyrald. Vet. Poet. Dial. 9. It will not be said that
this is a mechanical ornament by any onewho can feel its charm in those
lines of Catullus, where he complains of the infidelity of his mistress,

Lesbia: —

Coeli, Lesbia nostra, Lesbiailla,

Illa Lesbia, quam Catullus unam,

Plus quam se atque suos amavit omnes,
Nunc, &c.

Si sic omnia dixisset! — but the rest does not bear citation.
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They dash’d the wine-cup, that, by him,
Was filled with kisses to the brim,

Go — fly to haunts of sordid men,

But come not near the bard again.

Thy glitter in the Muse’s shade,

Scares from her bower the tuneful maid ;
And not for worlds would I forego

That moment of poetic glow,

When my full soul, in Fancy’s stream,
Pours o’er the Iyre its swelling theme.
Away, away! to worldlings hence,
Who feel not this diviner sense ;

Give gold to those who love that pest, —
But leave the poet poor and blest.

ODE LIX.*

RipEN’D by the solar beam,
Now the ruddy clusters teem,
In osier baskets borne along
By all the festal vintage throng

They dash'd the wine-cup, that, by him,

Was filled with kisses to the brim.]  Original: —
Didquatov de xedvow,
HoSwy wvmedde xugvrs.

Horace has ‘‘Desiderique temperare poculum,” not figuratively,
however, like Anacreon, butimporting the love-philtres of the witches.
By ““cups of kisses” our poet may allude to a favourite gallantry among
the ancients, of drinking when the lips of their mistresses had touched
the brim: — .

¢ Or leave a kiss within the cup,

And I ’1l not ask for wine.”
As in Ben Jonson's translation from Philostratus; and Lucian has a
conceit upon the same idea, “Ivow # WG qpue was pedzg,” *that
you may at once both drink and kiss.”

* The title Excdzywiog ¢uvog, which Barnes has given to this ode, is
by no means appropriate. We have alrgady had one of those hymns
(ode 56.), but this is a description of the vintage; and the title ets owov,
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Of rosy youths and virgins fair,

Ripe as the melting fruits they bear.

Now, now they press the pregnant grapes,
And now the captive sitream escapes,

In fervid tide of nectar gushing,

And for its bondage proudly blushing!
While, round the vat’s impurpled brim,
The choral song, the vintage hymn

Of rosy youths and virgins fair,

Steals on the charm’d and echoing ait.
Mark, how they drink, with all their eyes,
The orient tide that sparkling flies,

The infant Bacchus, born in mirth,

While Love stands by, to hail the birth.

‘When he, whose verging years decline
As deep into the vale as mine,
‘When he inhales the vintage-cup,
His feet, new-wing'd, from earth spring up,
And as he dances, the fresh air
Plays whispering through his silvery hair.
Meanwhile young groups whom love invites,
To joys ev'n rivalling wine’s delights,
Seek, arm in arm, the shadowy grove,
And there, in words and looks of love,
Such as fond lovers look and say,
Pass the sweet moonlight hours away. *

which it bears in the Vatican MS., is more correct than any that have

been suggested. .
Degen, in the true spirit of literary scepticism, doubts that thl‘s ode

is genuine, wilhout assigning any reason for such a suspicion; — ‘“non

amo te, Sabidi, nec possum dicere quare.” Bul this is far from satis-
factory crilicism,

* Those well acquainted with the original need hardly be reminded
that, in these few concluding verses, 1 have thought right to give only
the general meaning of my author, leaving the details untouched.

—_—
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ODE LX.*

AWwAKE to life, my sleeping shell,

To Phaebus let thy numbers swell ;

And though no glorious prize be thine,
No Pythian wreath around thee twine,
Yet every hour is glory’s hour

To him who gathers wisdom’s flower.
Then wake thee from thy voiceless slumbers,
And to the soft and Phrygian numbers,
Which, tremblingly, my lips repeat,
Send echoes from thy chord as sweet.
"T is thus the swan, with fading notes,
Down the Cayster’s current floats,
While amorous breezes linger round,
And sigh responsive sound for sound.

Muse of the Lyre! illume my dream,
Thy Pheebus is my fancy’s theme;
And hallow’d is the harp I bear,
And hallow’d is the wreath I wear,
Hallow’d by him, the god oflays,
Who modulates the choral maze.
Ising the love which Daphne twin'd
Around the godhead’s yielding mind;
I sing the blushing Daphne’s flight
From this ethereal son of Light ;

* This hymn to Apollo is supposed not to have been written by Ana-
creon; and it is undoubtedly rather a sublimer flight than the Teian
wing is accustomed to soar. But, in a poet of whose works so small a
proportion has reached us, diversity of style is by.no means a safe cri-
terion. If we knew Horace but as a salirist, should we easily believe
there could dwell such animation in his Iyre? * Suidas says that our poet
wrote hymns, and this perhaps is one of them. We can perceive in what
an altered and imperfect state his works are at present, when we find a
scholiast upon Horace citing an ode from the third book of Anacreon.
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And how the tender, timid maid

Flew trembling to the kindly shade,
Resign’d a form, alas, too fair,

And grew a verdant laurel there;

Whose leaves, with sympathetic thrill,
In terror seem’d to tremble still!

The god pursu’d, with wing'd desire;
And when his hopes were all on fire,

And when to clasp the nymph he thought,
A lifeless tree was all he caught;

And, stead of sighs that pleasure heaves,
Heard but the west-wind in the leaves!

But, pause, my soul, no more, no more —
Enthusiast, whither do I soar?
This sweetly-mad’ning dream of soul
Hath hurried me beyond the goal.
Why should I sing the mighty darts
Which fly to wound celestial hearts ,
When ah, the song, with sweeter tone,
Cau tell the darts that wound my own?
Still be Anacreon, still inspire
The descant of the Teian Iyre :

And how the tender , timid maid
Flew trembling to the kindly shade, &c.} Original: —
To pev ExTEQEVYE REVTIQUY,
Duoewg & apepe pogpny. -~
1 find the word xevroov bere has a double force, as it also signifies
that ““omnium paremem? quam sanctus Numa, &e. &c.” (See Martial.)
In ordér to confirm this import of the word here, those “‘!ho are curious
in new readings, may place Lhe stop after puozng, thus:—
To pey exmeqevys xeveooy
Dugewg, 0 autrpe pogPI?-
Still be Anacreon, still inspire N
The descant of the Teian lyre:} The originalis Toy dvaxgcovra
pepov. I bhave translated it under the supposition tha! the hymn is by
Aunacreon; though, I fear, from this very line, that his claim to it can
scarcely be supported.

Tov Avaugeovta upov, * Imitate Anacreon.” Such is the lesson
Thomas Moore. 1, 9
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Still let the nectar’d numbers float,
Distilling love in every note !

And when some youth, whose glowing soul
Has felt the Paphian star’s control ,

When he the liquid lays shall hear,

His heart will flutter to his ear,

And drinking there of song divine,

Banquet on intellectual wine !

given us by the lyrist; and if, in poetry, a simple elegance of sentiment,
enriched by the most playful felicities of faney, be a charm which in-
vites or deserves imilation, where shall we find such a guide as Ana-
creon? In morality, too, with some little reserve, we need not blush,
I think, to follow in his footsteps. For if his song be the language of his
heart, though luxurious and relaxed, he was artless and benevolent;
and who would not forgive a few irregularities, when atoned for by vir-
tues so rare and so endearing? When we think of the sentiment in those
lines: —

Away! I hate the slanderous dart,

‘Which steals to wound th’ unwary heart,
how many are there in the world, to whom we would wish to say, Toy
Avaxgsovta pypov!

Here ends the last of the odes in the Vatican MS., whose authorily
aelps to confirm the genuine antiquity of them all, though a few have
stolen among the number, which we may hesitate in attributing to Ana-
creon. In the little essay prefixed to this translation, I observed that
Barnes has quoted this manuseript incorrectly, relying upon an im-
perfect copy of it, which Isaac Vossius bad taken. I 'shall just mention
two or three instances of this inaccuracy — the first which occur to me.
In the ode of the Dove, on the words IItzgoto: gvyradvyw, he says,
¢ Vatican MS. ovontalwy, etiam Prisciano invito:” but the MS. reads
ovyrahvyo, With voxtago interlined. Degen too, on the same line,
is somewhat in error. In the twenty-second ode of this series, line thir-
teenth, the MS. bas T&évey With av interlined, and Barnes imputes to it
the reading of z¢vd7y. In the fifty-seventh, line twellth, he professes to
have preserved the reading of the MS. Aladqpzvy & ex” avry, while
the latter has alalyuevos 0" & avra. Almost all the other annotators
bave transplanted these errors from Barnes.
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ODE LXL*

YouTtH's endearing charms are fled;
Hoary locks deform my head;
Bloomy graces, dalliance gay,

All the flowers of life decay.
Withering age begins to trace

Sad memorials o’er my face ;

Time has shed its sweetest bloom,
All the future must be gloom.

This it is that sets me sighing;
Dreary is the thought of dying!
Lone and dismal is the road ,

Down to Pluto’s dark abode;

And, when once the journey ’s o’er,
Ah! we can return no more!

* The intrusion of this melancholy ode, among the careless levities
of our poet, reminds us of the skeletons which the Egyptians used to
hang up in their banquet-rooms, to inculcate a thought of mortality even
amidst the dissipalions of mirth. I[ it were not for the beauty of_ its
numbers, the Teian Muse should disown this ode. ‘*Quid habet illius,
illius quae spirabat amores?”

To Stobaeus we are indebted for it.

Bloomy graces, dalliance gay,

Al the flowers of life decay.] Horace often, witn feeling and
elegance, deplores the fugacity of human enjoyments. See book ii.
ode 11.; and thus in the second epistie, book ii.: —

Singula de nobis anni praedantur euntes;
Eripuere jocos, venerem, convivia, Judum.
The wing of every passing day
Withers some blooming joy away;
And wafts from our enamour'd arms
The banquel’s mirth, the virgin's charmsl‘-b F

Dreary is the thought of dying! &¢.] Regnier, a & erline French
poet, has wrilten sofne s{;nn'{nsgon&m]e approach of death, full of
gloomy and trembling repentance. Chaulieu, bowever, supporls more
consistently the spirit of the Epicurcan philosopher. Sec his poem, ad-
dressed Lo the Marquis de Lafare —

Plus j'approche du terme et moins je le redoute, &e.
And, when once the journey 's 0°€7
Ah! we can return no more!) Scaliger, upon Catullus's well-known

9*
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ODE LXIL*

Frue. me, boy, as deep a draught,

As e’er was fill'd, as e’er was quaffd;
But let the water amply flow,

To cool the grape’s intemperate glow ;

Let not the fiery god be single,

But with the nymphs in union mingle.

For though the bowl’s the grave of sadness,
Ne'er let it be the birth of madness.

No, banish from our board to-night

The revelries of rude delight;

To Seythians leave these wild excesses ,
Ours be the joy that soothes and blesses!
And while the temperate bowl we wreathe,,
In concert let our voices breathe,
Beguiling every hour along

‘With harmony of soul and song.

lines, ‘‘Qui nunc it per iter, &c.” remarks, that Acheron, with the
same idea, is called avefodog by Theocritus, and dvaexdgouos by
Nicander.

* This ode consists of two fragments, which are to be found in
Athenaeus, book x., and which Barnes, from the similarily of their
tendency, bas combined into one. I think this a very justifiable
liberty, and have adopted it in some olher {ragments of our poet.
Degen refers us here to verses of Uz, lib. iv., **der Trinker.”

But let the water amply flow,

To cool the grape’s intemperate glow; &c.] It was Amphictyon
who first taught the Greeks to mix water with their wine; in commemo-
ration of which circumstance they erecled aliars to Bacchus and the
nymphs. On this mythological allegory the following epigram is founded :

Ardentem ex utero Semeles lavére Lyaeum
Naiades, extincto fulminis igne saeri;
Cum nymphis igitur tractabilis, at sine nymphis
Candenti rursus {ulmine corripitur.
PigrIUS VALERIANUS.
Which is, non verbum verbo, —
While heavenly fire consum’d his Theban dame,
A Naiad caught young Bacchus {rom the llame,
And dipp’d him burning in her purest lymph
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ODE LXIIL*

To Love, the soft and blooming child,
I'touch the harp in descant wild ;

To Love, the babe of Cyprian bowers,

The boy, who breathes and blushes flowers ;
To Love, for heaven and earth adore him,
And gods and mortals bow before him!

ODE LXIV, **

Hasre thee, nymph, whose well-aimed spear
‘Wounds the fleeting mountain-deer!

Dian, Jove’s immortal child,

Huntress of the savage wild!

Goddess with the sun-bright hair!

Listen to a people’s prayer.,

Turn, to Lethe’s river turn,

There thy vanquish’d people mourn!

Henee, still he loves the Naiad’s crystal urn,
And when his native fires too fiercely burn,
Seeks the eool waters of the fountain-nymph,

. * This fragment is preserved in Clemens Alexandrinus, Strom.
lib. vi. and in Arsenius, Collect. Graec.” — Barnes.
1t appears to have been the opening of a hymn in praise of Love.

** This hymn to Diana is extant in Ilephaestion. There is an anec-
dote of our poet, which has led some to doubt whether he ever wrote
any odes of this kind. 1t is related by the Scholiast upon Pindar (Isth-
Inionic. od. ii. v. 1. as eited by Barnes) that Anacreon being asked, why
he addressed all his hymns to women, and none to the deilies ? answered,
‘*Because women are my deities.” .

I have assumed, it will be scen, in reporting this anecdote, the
same liberly which I have thought it right to take in translating some of
the odes; and it were Lo he wished that these liltle infidelities were
always allowable in interpreting the writings of the ancients; thus, when
nature is forgotten in the original, in the translation *tamen usque
recurret.”

Turn, to Lethe's river turn,

There thy vanguish’d people mourn!] Lethe, a river of Ionia, ac-
cording o Strabo, falling into the Meander. In ils neighbourhood was
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the city called Magnesia, in favour of whose inhabitants our poet is sup-
posed to have addressed this supplication to Diana. It was written (as
Madame Dacier conjectures) on the occasion of some baltle, in which
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Come to Lethe’s wavy shore,

Tell them they shall mourn no more.
Thine their hearts, their altars thine ;
Must they, Dian — must they pine?

ODE LXV.*

Lixke some wanton filly sporting ,

Maid of Thrace, thou fly’st my courting.
‘Wanton filly! tell me why

Thou trip’st away, with scornful eye,
And seem’st to think my doating heart
Is novice in the bridling art?

Believe me, girl, itisnotso;

Thou ’It find this skilful hand can throw
The reins around that tender form ,
However wild, however warm.

Yes — trust me I can tame thy force,
And turn and wind thee in the course.
Though, wasting now thy careless hours,
Thou sport amid the herbs and flowers,
Soon shalt thou feel the rein’s control ,
And tremble at the wished-for goal !

the Magnesians had been deleated.

* This ode, which is addressed to some Thracian girl, exists in
Heraclides, and has been imitated very frequently by Horace, as all the
annotators have remarked. Madame Dacier rejects the allegory, which
runs so obviously through the poem, and supposes it to have been ad-

dressed to a young mare belonging to Polycrates.

Picrius, in the fourth book of his Hieroglyphics, cites this ode, and
informs us that the horse was the hieroglyphical emblem of pride.

—
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ODE LXVL*

To thee, the Queen of nymphs divine,
Fairest of all that fairest shine;

To thee, who rul’st with darts of fire
This world of mortals, young Desire!
Andoh! thou nuptial Power, to thee
Who bear’st of life the guardian key,
Breathing my soul in fervent praise,
And weaving wild my votive lays,

For thee, O Queen'! I wake the Iyre,
For thee, thou blushing young Desire,
And oh! for thee, thou nuptial Power,
Come, and illume this genial hour.

Look on thy bride, too happy boy,
And while thy lambent glance of joy
Plays over all her blushing charms,
Delay not, snatch her to thine arms,
Before the lovely, trembling prey,
Like a young birdling, wing away!
Turn, Stratocles, too happy youth,
Dear to the Queen of amorous truth,
And dear to her, whose yielding zone
Will soon resign her all thine own.
Turn to Myrilla, turn thine eye,
Breathe to Myrilla, breathe thy sigh.
To those bewitching beauties turn;
For thee they blush, for thee they burn.

* This ode is introduced in the Romance of Theodorus Prodromus,
and is that kind of epithalamium which was sung like a scolium at the
nuplial banquet. S
Among the many works of the impassioned Sappho, of wluc‘ll lime
and ignorant superslition have deprived us, the loss ofther epithala-
miums is not one of the least that we deplore. The [ollowing lines are
cited as a relic of one of those poems: — .
O18ue yopfoe. gos pev 07 7105 0§ agao,
Ewtetedeor’, eyeig de magdevoy o agoao.
See Scaliger, in his Poetics, on the Epithalamium,
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Not more the rose, the queen of flowers,
Outblushes all the bloom of bowers,
Than she unrivall'd grace discloses,
The sweetest rose, where all are roses.
Oh! may the sun, benignant, shed
His blandest influence o’er thy bed;
And foster there an infant tree,
To bloom like her, and tower like thee!

ODE LXVIL*

RicH in bliss, I proudly scorn
The wealth of Amalthea’s horn;
Nor should I ask to call the throne
Of the Tartessian prince my own;

And foster there an infant tree,

To bloom like her, and tower like thee!] Original Kuvragirrog de
TLeQUROL GV eve k. Passeratius, upon the words ‘‘cum castum
amisit florem,” in the Nuptial Song of Catullus, after explaining ** flos” in
somewhat a similar sense to that which Gaulminus attributes to godov,
says, ‘‘Hortum quoque vocant in quo flos ille carpitur, el Graecis
AITTOV E6TL TO e@fiouoy yuvamwy.”

I may remark, in passing, that the author of the Greek version of
this: charming ode of Catullus, has neglected a most striking and ana-
creontic beauty in those verses * Ut flos in septis, &c.” which is the
repelition of the line, *‘Mulli illum pueri, multae optavére puellae,”
with the slight alteralion of nulli and nullae. Catullus himself, however,
has been equally injudicious in his version of the lamous ode of Sappho;
having translated yeAwoog iuegoev, but omitted all notice of the ac-
companying charm, adv govovoag. Horace has caught the spirit of
it more faithfully: —

Dulce ridentem Lalagen amaho,
Dulce loquentem.

* This fragment is preserved in the third book of Straho.

Of the Tartessien prince my own;] e here alludes to Argantho-
nius, who lived, according to Lucian, an hundred and fifty years; and
reigned, according to Herodotus, eighly. Sec Barnes.
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To totter through his train of years,
The victim of declining fears.

One little hour of joy to me

Is worth a dull eternity !

ODE LXVIL*

Now Neptune’s month our sky deforms,

The angry night-cloud teems with storms ;
And savage winds, infuriate driven,

Fly howling in the face of heaven !

Now, now, my friends, the gathering gloom
With roseate rays of wine illume :

And while our wreaths of parsley spread
Their fadeless foliage round our head,

Let’s hymn th’ almighty power of wine,

Aund shed libations on his shrine!

ODE LXIX.**

TuEey wove the lotus band to deck

And fan with pensile wreath each neck ;
And every guest, to shade his head,
Three litule fragrant chaplets spread ;

* This is composed of wo fragments; the seventioth and eighty-
first in Barnes. They are both found in Eustathius.

** Three fragments form this little ode, all of which are preserved

in Athenaeus. They are the eighty-second, seventy-fifth, and eighty-
third, in Barnes.

And every guest, to shade his head,

Three little fragrant chaplets spread;] Longepierre to give an idea
of the luxurious estimation in which garlands were held by ancients, re-
lates an anecdote of a courlezan, who in order to gratify three lovers,
without leaving cause for jealousy Wwith any of them, gave a kiss to one,
let the other drink alter her, and put a garland on the brow of the third;
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And one was of th’ Egyptian leaf,

The rest were roses, fair and brief
‘While from a golden vase profound ,
To all on flowery beds around ,

A Hebe, of celestial shape ,

Pour’d the rich droppings of the grape !

ODE LXX.*

A BROKEN cake, with honey sweet,
Is all my spare and simple treat:

And while a generous bowl I crown
To float my little banquet down,

I take the soft, the amorous lyre,
And sing of love’s delicious fire:

In mirthful measures warm and free,
Ising, dear maid, and sing for thee!

ODE LXXI **

Wirrh twenty chords my lyre is hung,
And while I wake them all for thee

Thou, O maiden, wild and young,
Disportst in airy levity.

’

so that each was salisfied with his favour, and flattered himself with the
preference.

This circumstance resembles very much the subject of one of the
tensons of Savari de Mauléon, a troubadour. See L'Histoire Littéraire
des Troubadours. The recital is a curious picture of the puerile gallan-
tries of chivalry.

* Compiled by Barnes, from Alhenaeus, Hephaestion, and Arse-
nius. See Barnes, 8oth.

** This I have formed from the eighty-fourth and eighty-fifth of
Barnes’s edition. The two fragments are found in Athenaeus.
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The nursling fawn, that in some shade
Its antler’d mother leaves behind,
Is not more wantonly afraid,
More timid of the rustling wind !

ODE LXXIL*

FaRre thee well, perfidious maid,

My soul, too long on earth delay’d,
Delay’d, perfidious girl, by thee,

Is on the wing for liberty.

I fly to seek a kindlier sphere,

Since thou hast ceas’d to love me here!

ODE LXXIIL **

AwniLE [ bloom’d, a happy flower,
Till Love approach’d one fatal hour,

The nursling fawn, that in some shade
Its antler’d mother leaves behind, &c,] In the original : —
‘Og & ﬂi.fn %EQOZO T,
AmnokergGers Vo uyToOs.

“‘Horned” here, undoubledly, seems a strange epithet; Madame
Dacier however ohserves, that Sophocles, Callimachus, &c. have all
applied it in the very same manner, and she seems to agree in the con-
jecture of the scholiast upon Pindar, that perhaps borns are not always
Peculiar to the males. I think we may with more ease conclude it to be
a license of the poet, ¢ jussit habere puellam cornua.

* This fragment is preserved by the Scholiast upon Aristophanes,
and is the eighty-seventh in Barnes.

** This is to he found in Hephaestion, and is the eighty-ninth of
Barnes’s edilion. .

I have omitled, from among these scraps, a very considerable frag-
ment imputed to our poet, Fordy 0 Evgvmviy lfflﬂ, &ec. which is
preserved in the twelfth book of Athenaeus, and is the ninety-first in
Barnes. If it was really Anacreon who wrote it, ‘“nil fuit unquam sic
impar gibi.” It is in a style of gross salire, and abounds with expressions
that never could be gracefully translated.
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And made my tender branches feel
The wounds of his avenging steel.
Then lost Ifell, like some poor willow
That falls across the wintry billow !

ODE LXXIV.*

Mon~arcH Love, resistless boy,

With whom the rosy Queen of Joy,

And nymphs, whose eyes have Heaven's hue,
Disporting tread the mountain-dew ;
Propitious, oh! receive my sighs,
Which, glowing with entreaty, rise,
That thou wilt whisper to the breast

Of her I love thy soft behest ;

And counsel her to learn from thee,

That lesson thou hast taught to me.

Ah! if my heart no flattery tell,

Thou It own I ’ve learn’d that lesson well !

ODE LXXV, **

Seinrr of Love, whose locks unroll’d ,
Stream on the breeze like floating gold ;
Come, within a fragrant cloud
Blushing with light, thy votary shroud;

* A fragment preserved by Dion Chrysostom. Orat. ii. de Regno.
See Barnes, 93.

** This fragment, which is_extant in Athenacus (Barnes, 101.), is
supposed, on the authority of Chama.eleon, to have heen addressed to
Sappho. We have also a stanza altributed o her, which some roman-
cers have supposed to he her answer to Anacreon. ‘‘Mais par malhcur
(as Bayle says), Sappho vint au monde environ cent ou six vingt ans
avantAnacréon.” — Nouvelles de la Rép. des Lett., tom. ii. de Novembre,
1684. The following is her fragment, the compliment of which is finely
imagined; she supposes that the Muse has dictated the verses of Ana-
creon: —
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And, on those wings that sparkling play,
Waft, oh, waft me hence away!

Love! my soul is full of thee,

Alive to all thy luxury.

But she, the nymph for whom I glow,
The lovely Lesbian mocks my woe ;
Smiles at the chill and hoary hues,

That time upon my forehead strews
Alas! I fear she keeps her charms,

In store for younger, happier arms!

ODE LXXVL*

Hiruer, gentle Muse of mine,
Come and teach thy votary old
Many a golden hymn divine,
For the nymph with vest of gold.

Pretty nymph, of tender age,
Fair thy silky locks unfeld ;
Listen to a hoary sage,
Sweetest maid with vest of gold!

Kewov, o yoveodoove Movs’, eviames

Yuvor, extns xadiiyvvaines saFiag

Triog ywpas 6v asade Tegmywg
Hgtapvs ayavos.

Oh Muse! who siUst on golden throne
Full many a hymn of witching tone
The Teian sage is taught by thee;
But, Goddess, [rom thy throne of gold,
The sweetest hymn thou 'st ever told,
He lately learn’d and sung for me.

* Formed of the 124th and 119th fragments in Barnes, both of which
are Lo be found in Scaliger's Poetics.

De Pauw thinks that those detached lines and couplets, which
Scaliger has adduced as examples in his Poelics, are by no means
authentic, but of his own fabrication.
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ODE LXXVIL*

Wourn that I were a tuneful lyre,
Of burnish’d ivory fair,

Which, in the Dionysian choir,
Some blooming boy should bear!

Would that I were a golden vase,
That some bright nymph might hold
My spotless frame, with blushing grace,
Herself as pure as gold!

ODE LXXVIIL **

WhEN Cupid sees how thickly now,
The snows of Time fall o’er my brow,
Upon his wing of golden light,

He passes with an eaglet’s flight,

And flitting onward seems to say,
‘‘Fare thee well, thou’st had thy day!”

*** Curip, whose lamp has lent the ray,
That lights our life’s meandering way,
That God, within this bosom stealing,
Hath waken’d a strange, mingled feeling,

‘Which pleases, though so sadly teasing,
And teases, though so sweetly pleasing !

* This is generally inserted among the remains of Alcaeus. Some,
however, have altributed it to Anacreon. See our poet's twenty-second
ode, and the notes.

_ ** See Barnes, 173d. This fragment, lo which I have taken the
liberty of adding a turn not to be found in the original, is cited by
Lucian in his short essay on the Gallic Hercules,

*** Barnes, 125th. This in Scaliger’s Poetics. Gail has omitted it
in his colleclion of [ragments.
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* LET me resign this wretched breath,
Since now remains to me
No other balm than kindly death,
To soothe my misery !

** I kNow thou lov'st a brimming measure,
And art a kindly, cordial host;
But let me fill and drink at pleasure —
Thus I enjoy the goblet most.

*** | pEAR that love disturbs my rest,
Yet feel not love’s impassion’d care;
I think there 's madness in my breast,
Yet cannot find that madness there !

+ Frow dread Leucadia’s frowning steep,
I'll plunge into the whitening deep :
And there lie cold, to death resign’d,
Since Love intoxicates my mind !

* This [ragment is extant in Arsenius and Hephaestion. See Barnes
(69th), who has arranged the metre of it very skilfully.

_** Barnes, 12d. This fragment, which is found in Athenaeus, con-
tains an excellent lesson for the votaries of Jupiter Hospitalis.

*** Found in Hephaestion (see Barnes, 95th), and reminds one
somewhat of the (ollowing: —

Odi et amo; quare id faciam fortasse requiris ;
Nescio: sed fieri sentio, et excrucior. Carm. 53,

1love thee and hate thee, but if I can tell .

The cause of my love and my hate, may I die.
Ican feelit, alas! I can feel it too well,

That I love thee and hate thee, but cannot tell why.

+ This is also in Hephaestion, and perhaps is a fragment of some
poern, in which Anacreon had commemorated the fate of Sappho. Itis
the 123d of Barnes.
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* Mix me, child, a cup divine,
Crystal water, ruby wine:
Weave the frontlet, richly flushing,
O’er my wintry temples blushing.
Mix the brimmer — Love and I
Shall no morethe contest try.
Here — upon this holy bowl,
1 surrender all my soul!

Amone the Epigrams of the Anthologia, are found some
panegyrics on Anacreon, which I had translated, and originally
intended as a sort of Coronis to this work, But I found upon
consideration, that they wanted variety; and thata frequent re-
currence, in them, of the same thought, would render a collec-
tion of such poems uninteresting. I shall take the liberty, however,
of subjoining a few, selected from the number, that I may not
appear to have totally neglected those ancient tributes to the fame
of Anacreon. The four epigrams which I give are imputed to
Antipater Sidonius. They are rendered, perhaps, with too much
frcedom; but designing originally a translation of all that are
extant on the subject, I endeavoured to enliven their uniformity
by sometimes indulging in the liberties of paraphrase.

ANTIIIATPOY ZI4ANNIQY, EIX ANAKPEONTA. **

QAAAOI terganoguufos, Avaxpeor, augs o6& xgoog
dfou TE Aetpwywy ToQQUEiwY miTada

* Collected by Barnes, from Demetrius Phalareus and Eustathius,
and subjoined in his edition to the epigrams attributed to our poet. And
here is the last of those little scattered flowers, which I thought I might
venture with any grace to transplant; — happy if it could be said of the
garland which they form, 7o ¢ wl™ Avexgeovzog.

** Antipater Sidonius, the author of this epigram, lived, according
to Yossius, de Poetis Graecis , in the secqqd Year of the 169th Olympiad.
He appears, from what Cicero and Quintilian have said of him, to have
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mqyes & agywoevtos avadiiBowro yadantos,
svwdes §° aro yns 7dv yeorro pedv,

0PYQ 1& TOL G001y T¢ KOlL OCTER TEQYLY GONTOUy
& 0e Tig G uuevorg ZQULTITETOU EUPQOCUYQL,

© to prdoy arepbag, guhe, Bagfiov, w cuy aode
mavte Siemdwcag xaL CUY e0WTL FLov.

ARroUND the tomb, oh, bard divine!
‘Where soft thy hallow’d brow reposes,
Long nay the deathless ivy twine,
And summer spread her waste of roses !

And there shall many a fount distil ,
And many arill refresh the flowers;
' But wine shall be each purple rill,
And every fount be milky showers.

Thus, shade of him, whom Nature taught
To tune his lyre and soul to pleasure,

‘Who gave to love his tenderest thought,
Who gave to love his fondest measure , —

been a kind of improvvisatore. See Institut. Orat. lib. x. eap. 7. There
is nothing more known respecting this paet, except some particulars
about his illness and death, which are mentioned as curious by Pliny
and others; — and there remain of his works but a few epigrams in the
Anthologia, among which are found these inscriptions upon Anacreon.
These remains have been sometimes imputed to another poet* of the
same name, of whom Vossius gives us the following account: — *‘ Anti-
pater Thessalonicensis vixit tempore Augusti Caesaris, ut qui saltantem
viderit Pyladem, sicut constat ex quodam ejus epigrammate .Av&o.}.o-
yuxg, lib. iv. tit. g ogzqo'tou)‘ac. At eum ac Bathyllum primos rmsssf
pantomimos ac sub Auguslo claruisse, satis notum ex Dione, &ec. &c.’
The reader, who thinks it worth observing, may ﬁ“d_ a strange
oversight in Holfman’s quotation of this article from Vossius, Lexic.
Univers. By the omission of a sentence he has made Vossius assert that
the poet Antipaler was one of Lhe first pantomime dancers in Rome,
Barnes, upon the epigram before us, mentions a version of it by
Brodaeus, which is not to he found in that commentator; but he more
than once confounds Brodaeus with another annotator on the Antholo-
gia, Vincentius Obsopoeus, who has given a translation of the epigram.

* Pleraque tamen Thessalonicensi tribuenda videntur. — Brunck,
Lectiones et Emendat.

Thomas Moore. 1. 10
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Thus, after death, ifshades can feel,

Thou may’st, from odours round thee streaming,
A pulse of past enjoyment steal ,

And live again in blissful dreaming!

TOY AYTOY, EIZ TON AYTON.

TYMBOZ Avaxgeiovros. 6 Triog sv8ade xunvog
Etde, yq madov wgorary pavey.

Anpny dergroevts pedileTar apgs Badviln
“Ipsgo xots mG GOV Aevnos 0dwde Avdog.

Ovd’ Aid7s oo sputag amecfeoer, & 8 Ayegovrog
Ny, 6log wweg Kumgide Segporegn.

HERE sleeps Anacreon, in this ivied shade;

Here mute in death the Teian swan is laid.

Cold, cold that heart, which while on earth it dwelt
All the sweet frenzy of love’s passion felt.

And yet, ohBard! thou art not mute in death,

Still do we catch thy lyre’s luxurious breath ;

.— — the Teian swan is laid.] Thus Horace of Pindar: —
Multa Dirtaeum levat aura cycnum.
A swan was the hieroglyphical emblem of a poet. Anacreon has heen
called the swan of Teos by another of his eulogists.
Ev toug nediygorg 'I,utgom'z ovrTgopoy
Avasos Avaxgeovra, Tryiov xvxvoy,
Eoonlas 157911 vaxtoigos pedndovn).
Evyevovs, Av9oiny.
God of the grape! thou hast betray'd
In wine’s bewildering dream,
The fairest swan that ever play’d
Along the Muse’s stream { —
The Teian, nurs’d with all those honey'd boys
The young Desires, light Loves, and rose-lipp'd Joys!
Still do we catch thy lyre's luzurious breath;] Thus Simonides,
speaking of our poet: —
Moinns 8’ ov 2n8n pelirepmeos &AL’ ete xewo
Baqﬂuw ovde Favwy EUVOCEY v a'id‘ﬂ.
Zipovidov, AvBoloy.
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And still thy songs of soft Bathylla bloom,

Green as the ivy round thy mouldering tomb.

Nor yet has death obscur'd thy fire of love,

For still it lights thee through the Elysian grove;
‘Where dreams are thine, that bless th’ elect alone,
And Venus calls thee even in death her own!

TOY AYTOY, E1Z TON AYTON.

ZEINE, rapov mepe Airoy Avaxgeovros ausfor ,
E. o Tow ex BufAow 7dev cuwv ogelog,

Zrucoy euy oodyy, GEaGoY yawos, 0Qgo eV Oy
Octea yn9nae tapa voriboueva,

N 6 dvovvoov pepedypevos ovass xwuos,
926 6 prdaxpnTov GUrTEOPUS dpuOVYS,

Myde xerapdiuevog Baryov diyo Tovroy imowsn
Tov yeven pegomuy ywgov opetdoutvoy.

* Omn stranger! if Anacreon’s shell
Has ever taught thy heart to swell

Nor yet are all his numbers mute,
Though dark within the tomb he lies;
But living still, bis amorous lute
With sleepless animation sighs !
This is the famous Simonides, whom Plato styled *divine,” though
Le Fevre, in his Potes Grecs, supposes that the epigrams under his
name are all falsely imputed. The most considerable of his remains is
a satirizal poem upon women, preserved by Stobaeus, woyos yvvauiwy.
We may judge from the lines I have just quoted, and the import of
the epigram before us, that the works of Anacreon were perfect in the
times of Simonides and Antipater. Obsopaeus, the commentator here,
appears to exult in their destruction, and telling us they were burned
by the bishops and patriarchs, he adds, *‘nec sane id necquicquam fe-

cerunt,” attributing o this outrage an effect which it could not possibly
have produced.

* The spirit of Anacreon is supposed to utter these verses from (he

tomb, — somewhat ‘“‘mutatus ab illo,” at least in simplicity of ex-
pression.

— — if Anacreon’s shell
Has ever taught thy heart to swell, &c.] We may guess from the

10*
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With passion’s throb or pleasure’s sigh,
In pity turn, as wandering nigh ,

And drop thy goblet’s richest tear

In tenderest libation here !

words &x Befimv spwy, that Anacreon was not merely a writer of bil~
lets-doux, as a some French critics have called him. Amongst these
Mr. Le Fevre, with all his professed admiration, has given our poet a
character by no means of an elevated cast: —

Aussi ¢’est pour cela que la posterité

L’a toujours justement d’age en age chanté

Comme un [ranc goguenard, ami de goinfrerie,

Ami de billets-doux et de badinerie.
See the verses prefixed to his Poétes Grecs. This is unlike the language
of Theocritus, to whom Anacreon is indebted for the following simple
eulogium: —

El1Z ANAKPEONTOZ ANAPIANTA.

Oacow Tov avdgiavte Tovtov, o Eeve,

orovdg, roe Aey’y emav g ooy LT
Avaxgeovros emov’ edov ev Tep),

oy 7good & T wEQUEGOY wdomOLY.
7poodes Ot yote T0g viowow adero,

tpers aTgexcwg 6loy Tov avdga.

UroN THE STATUE OF ANACREON.
Stranger! who near this statue chance to roam,
Let it awhile your studious eyes engage:
That you may say, returning to your home,
I 've seen the image of the Teian sage,
Best of the bards who deck the Muse’s page.”
Then, if you add, *‘That striplings lov’d him well ,”
You tell them all he was, and aptly tell.
I have endeavoured to do justice to the simplicity of this inscription by
vendering it as literally, 1 believe, as a verse translation will allow.

And drop thy goblet's richest tear, &c.] Thus Simonides, in another
of his epitaphs on our poet: — . .
Ko pew cuee teyyoL voTeQn 00060g, 56 & yegaiog
AxgoTsgoy prAarwY ETVEY Ex GToparoy.

Let vines, in clustering beauty wreath'd,
Drop all their treasures on his head,

Whose lips a dew of sweetness breath’d,
Richer than vine hath ever shed!
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So shall my sleeping ashes thrill
With visions of enjoyment still.

Not even in death can I resign

The festal joys that once were mine ,
‘When Harmony pursu’d my ways,
And Bacchus wanton’d to my lays.
Oh! if delight could charm no more,
If all the goblet’s bliss were o’er,
When fate had once our doom decreed,
Then dying would be death indeed;
Nor could I think, unblest by wine,
Divinity itself divine!

TOY AYTOQY, EIZ TON AYTON.

‘EYAEIZ &y gSupevorgw, Avarngsov, e69ha ovyoag
e0der 8' § yAvregn vuxtidados nidage,

eodes xow Spegdg, to IloGwy cag, ¢ ov pedioduy,
ﬁaqﬁn’, QYELQOUOU VEATAQ EVAQUOVLOY.

yideay yoap Egwtos egus gromos” & dc o€ povvoy
tofa e xae grodias eoyey Exyfolias,

A length thy golden hours have wing'd their flight,
And drowsy death that eyelid steepeth;

Thy harp, that whisper’d through each lingering night,
Now mutely in oblivion sleepeth!

And Bacchus wanton'd to my lays, §c.] The original here is cor-
rupted, the line ¢)g 6 Arovvoov, &c. is unintelligible. .
Brunck’s cmendation improves the sense, but I doubt if il can be
commended for elegance. He reads the line thus: —
06 6 AiwvuGoLo AeAwGpEVOS OVTTOTE ROUWY,
See Brunck, Analecta Veter. Poel. Graec. vol. ii.
Thy harp, that whisperd through each lingering night, &c.} In

another of these poems, *‘the nightly-speaking lyre” of the bard is re-
presented as not yet silent even after his death.
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She too, for whom that harp profusely shed
The purest nectar of its numbers,
She, the young spring of thy desires, hath fled,
And with her blest Apacreon slumbers !
Farewell! thou had’st a pulse for every dart
That mighty Love could scatter from his quiver;

66 0 PLAargnTOG TE Aot 0LVORRQTS PLAoxwpag
TavYUy05 2Q0VeL * TRY @uiomade yeduy.
Zypowidov, &g Avaxpsovra.
To beauty’s smile and wine’s delight,
To joys he lov'd on earth so well,
Still shall his spirit, all the night,
Attune the wild, aérial shell!

She, the young spring of thy desires, &c.] The original, to ITo-
Jwy cag, is beautiful. We regret that such praise should be lavished
so preposterously, and feel that the poet’s mistress Eurypyle would
have deserved it better. Her name has been told us by Meleager, as
already quoted, and in another epigram by Antipater.

Uygo ¢ degrousvoiawy &v oppuagy ovdoy acdog,
arfvaowy Auragrs avdes Vmegde nouys,
e 7TPOG Eugvn‘ulqv TETQORUUEY 05
Long may the nymph around thee play,
Eurypyle, thy soul's desire,
Basking her beauties in the ray
Thal lights thine eyes' dissolving fire!
Sing of her smile’s bewitching power ,
Her every grace thal warms and blesses;
Sing of her brows’ luxuriant lower,
The beaming glory of her tresses.

The expression here, av&og xouzg, ‘‘the flower of the hair,” is
borrowed from Anacreon himself, as appears by a fragment of the poet
preserved in Stobaeus: Amenesgag & dxodys auopoy avog.

The purest nectar of its numbers, §c.] Thus, says Brunck, in the
prologue Lo the Satires of Persius: — .

Cantare credas Pegaseium nectar.
‘“Melos” is the usual reading in this line, and Casaubon has defended
it; but *““ nectar” is, I think, much more spirited.

Farewell! thou had'st a pulse for every dart, §c.] spus oxomos,

* Brunck has xgovew; bul xgovor, the common reading, bet-
ter suits a detached quotation.
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And each new beauty found in thee a heart,
Which thou, with all thy heart and soul, didst give her!

“si‘;p.‘:s eras naturd,” not ‘“‘speculator,” as Barnes very falsely inter-
prets it.

. vin?entius Obsopoeus, upon this passage, contrives to indulge us
with a little astrological wisdom, and talks in a style of learned scandal
about Venus, ‘male posita cum Marte in domo Saturni.”

4nd each new beauty found in thee a heart, &c.] This couplet is
not otherwise warranted by the original, than as it dilates the thought
which Antipater has figuratively expressed.
Critias, of Athens, pays a tribute to the legitimate gallantry of Ana-
creon, calling him, with elegant conciseness, yvvounwy YTEQOTTEV LK.
Tov O yuvarawy pshewy whekarta mo? wdas,
‘Hovy Avongeovra*, Tewg &g Ediad’ arnyey
Zvumociwy sgehicua, yuvauswy NmEQOTTEV Pk

Teos gave to Greece her treasure,

Sage Anacreon. sage in loving;
Fondly weaving lays of pleasure

For the maids who blush’d approving.

When in nightly banquets sporting,

Where ’s the guest could ever fly him ?
When with love's seduction courting,

Where ’s the nymph could e’er deny him ?

* Thus Scaliger, in his dedicatory verses to Ronsard: —
Blandus, suaviloquus, dulcis Anacreon.
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JUVENILE POEMS,

PREFACE,

BY

THE EDITOR.*

Tae Poems which I take the liberty of publishing, were never
intended by the author to pass beyond the circle of friends. He
thought, with some justice, that what are called Occasional
Poems must be always insipid and uninteresting to the greater
part of their readers. The particular situations in which they were
written; the character of the author and of his associates; all
these peculiarities must be known and felt before we can enter into
the spirit of such compositions. This consideration would have
always, Ibelieve, prevented the author himself from submitting
these trifles to the eye of dispassionate criticism: and if their
posthumous introduction to the world be injustice to his memory,
or intrusion on the public, the crror must be imputed to the in-
judicious partiality of friendship.

Mr. LirTLE died in his one and twentieth year; and most of
these Poems were wrilten at so early a period that their errors may
lay claim to some indulgence from the critic. Their author, as
unambitious as indolent, scarce ever looked beyond the moment
of composition; but, in general, wrote as he pleased, careless
whether he pleased as he wrote. It may likewise be remembered,
that they were all the productions of an age when the passions very

* A portion of the Poems included in this and the succeeding volume
were published originally as the works of “the late Thomas Little,”
with the Preface here given prefixed to them,
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often give a colouring too warm to the imagination; and this may
palliate, if it cannot excuse, that air of levity which pervades so
many of them. The ¢ aurea legge, s’ei piace ei lice,” he too
much pursued, and too much inculcates. Few can regret this
more sincerely than myself; and if my friend had lived, the
Judgment of riper years would have chastened his mind, and tem-
pered the luxuriance of his fancy.

Mr. LirrLe gave much of his time to the study of the amatory
writers. If ever he expected to find in the ancients that delicacy of
sentiment, and variety of fancy, which are so necessary to refine
and animate the poetry of love, he was much disappointed. I
know not any one of them who can be regarded as a model in that
style; Ovid made love like a rake, and Propertius like a school-
master. The mythological allusions of the latter are called erudition
by his commentators; but such ostentatious display, upon a sub-
ject so simple as love, would be now esteemed vague and puerile,
and was ‘even in his own times pedantic. It is astonishing that so
many critics should bave preferred him to the gentle and touching
Tibullus; but those defects, I believe, which a common reader
condemns, have been regarded rather as beauties by those erudite
men, the commentators; who find a field for their ingenuity and
research, in his Grecian learning and quaint obscurities.

Tibullus abounds with touches of fine and natural feeling.
The idea of his unexpected return to Delia, ‘‘Tunc veniam sub-
ito,*” &ec. is imagined with all the delicate ardour of a lover; and
the sentiment of ““nec te posse carere velim,” however colloguial
the expression may have been, is patural, and from the hezgrt.
But the poet of Verona, in my opinion, possessed more genuine
feeling than any of them. His life was, I believe, unfortunate;
his associates were wild and abandoned; and the warmth of his
nature took too much advantage of the latitude which the morals of
those times so criminally allowed to the passions. All this de-
praved his imagination, and made it the slave of his senses. But
still a native sensibility is often very warmly perceptible; and when
he touches the chord of pathos, hereaches immediately the heart.

* Lib. i. Eleg. 3.
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They who have felt the sweets of return to a home from which they
have long been absent will confess the beauty of those simple
unaffected lines: —

O quid solutis est beatius curis!

Cum mens onus reponit, ac peregrino
Labore fessi venimus Larem ad nostrum
Desideratoque acquiescimus lecto.

Carm. xxix.

His sorrows on the death of his brother are the very tears of
poesy; and when he complains of the ingratitude of mankiod,
even the inexperienced cannot but sympathize with him, I wish I
were a poet; I should then endeavour to catch, by translation,
the spirit of those beauties which I have always so warmly ad-
mired.*

It seems to have been peculiarly the fate of Catullus, that the
better and more valuable part of his poetry has not reached us;
for there is confessedly nothing in his extant works to authorize the
epithet ¢ doctus,” so universally bestowed upon him by the
ancients. If time had suffered his other writings to escape, we
perhaps should have found among them some more purely ama-
tory; but of those we possess, can there be a sweeter specimen
of warm, yet chastened description than his loves of Acme
an2 Septimius? and the few little songs of dalliance to Lesbia are
distinguished by such an exquisite playfulness, that they have
always been assumed as models by the most elegant modern La-
tinists.  Still, it must be confessed, in the midst of all these
beauties,

— Medio de fonte leporum
Surgit amari aliquid, quod in ipsis floribug angat.*

It has often been remarked, that the ancients knew nothing of
gallantry; and we are sometimes told there was too much sincerity
in their love to allow them to trifle thus with the semblance of pas-
sion. But I cannot perceive that they were any thing more constant
than the moderns: they felt all the same dissipation of the heart,

* In the following Poems, will be found a translation of one of his
finest Carmina; but I fancy it is only a mere schoolboy’s essay, and de-
serves to be praised for little mqre than the attempt.

**  Lucretius.
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though they knew not those seductive graces by which gallantry
almost teaches it to be amiable. Wolton, the learned advocate
for the moderns, deserts them in considering this point of com-
parison, and praises the ancients for their ignorance of such re-
finements. But he seems to have collected his notions of gallantry
from the insipid fadeurs of the French romances, which have
nothing congenial with the graceful levity, the ‘‘grata protervitas,”
of a Rochester or a Sedley.

As far as I can judge, the early poets of our own language were
the models which Mr. LrrrLE selected for imitation. To attain
their simplicity (*‘@vo rarissima nostro simplicitas’) was his
fondest ambition. He could not have aimed at a grace more diffi-
cult of attainment;* and his life was of too short a date to allow
him to perfect such a taste; but how far he was likely to have suc-
ceeded, the critic may judge from his productions.

I have found among his papers a novel, in rather an imperfect
state, which, as soon as I have arranged and collected it, shall be
submitted to the public eye.

Where Mr. LirrLE was born, or what is the genealogy of his
parents, are points in which very few readers can be interested.
His life was one of those humble streams which have scarcely a
name in the map of life, and the traveller may pass it by without
inquiring its source or direction. His character was well known
lo all who were acquainted with him; for he had too much vanity
to hide its virtues, and not enough of art to conceal its defects.
The lighter traits of his mind may be traced perhaps in his wri-
tings; but the few for which he was valued live only in the remem-
brance of his friends.

T. M.

* It is a curious illustration of the labour which simplicity requires,
that the Ramblers of Johnson, elaborate as they appear, were wrillen
with fluency, and seldom required revision; while the simple language
of Rousseau, which seems to come fAowing from the heart, was the slow
production of painful labour, pausing on every word, and balancing
every senlenre.
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TO
JOSEPH ATRINSON, Esq.

My DEAR Simr,

I FEEL a very sincere pleasure in dedicating to you the Second
Edition of our friend Lrrrre’s Poems. Iam not unconscious that
there are many in the collection which perhaps it would be prudent
to have altered or omitted; and, to say the truth, I more than
once revised them for that purpose; but, I know not why, I
distrusted either my heart or my judgment; and the consequence
is, you have them in their original form:

Non possunt nostros multae, Faustine, liturae
Emendare jocos; una litura potest.

I am convinced, however, that, though not quite a casuiste
reldché, you have charity enough to forgive such inoffensive fol-
lies: you know that the pious Beza was not the less revered for
those sportive Juvenilia which he published under a fictitious
name; nor did the levity of Bembo’s poems prevent him from
makiog a very goed cardinal.

Believe me, my dear friend,
With the truest esteem ,
Yours,
T. M.

FRAGMENTS OF COLLEGE EXERCISES.

Nobilitas sola est atque unica virtus. — Jyv.

Mgk those proud boasters of a splendid line,

Like glided ruins, mouldering while they shine,
How heavy sits that weight of alien show,

Like martial helm upon an infant’s brow;

Those borrow’d splendours, whose contrasting light
Throws back the native shades in deeper night.
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Ask the proud train who glory’s shade pursue,

Where are the arts by which that glory grew?
The genuine virtues that with eagle-gaze
Sought young Renown in all her orient blaze!
Where is the heart by chymic truth refin’d,
TI’ exploring soul, whose eye had read mankind?
Where are the links that twin’d, with heav'nly art,
His country’s interest round the patriot’s heart?

* * * * *

Justum bellum quibus necessarium, et pia arma quibus
nulla nisi in armis relinquitur spes. — Livy.

* » * * *
Is there no call, no consecrating cause,
Approv'd by Heav'n, ordain’d by nature’s laws,
Where justice flies the herald of our way,
And truth’s pure beams upon the baoners play?

Yes, there’s a call sweet as an angel's breath
To slumb’ring babes, or innocence in death;
And urgent as the tongue of Heav’n within,

When the mind’s balance trembles upon sin.

Oh! 't is our country’s voice, whose claim should meet
An echo in the soul’s most deep retreat;

Along the heart's responding chords should run,

Nor let a toue there vibrate — but the one!

VARIETY.

Ask what prevailing, pleasing power
Allures the sportive, wandering bee
Toroam, uatired, from flower to flower,

He'll tell you, 'tis variety.

Look Nature round, her features trace,
Her seasons, all her changes see;
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And own, upon Creation's face,
The greatest charm's variety.

For me, ye gracious powers above !
Still let me roam, unfix’d and free;
In all things, — but the nymph I'love ,

I’ll change, and taste variety.

But, Patty, not a world of charms

Could e’er estrange my heart from thee; —
No, let me ever seek those arms,

There still I'll find variety.

TO A BOY, WITH A WATCH.
WRITTEN FOR A FRIEND.

Is it not sweet, beloved youth,
To rove through Erudition’s bowers ,
And cull the golden fruits of truth,
And gather Fancy'’s brilliant flowers ?

And is it not more sweet than this,
To feel thy parents’ hearts approving,
And pay them back in sums of bliss
The dear, the eadless debt of loving?

It must be so to thee, my youth;
With this idea toil is lighter;
This sweetens all the fruits of truth,
And makes the flowers of fancy brighter.

The little gift we send thee, boy,

May sometimes teach thy soul 1o ponder,
If indolence or siren joy

Should ever tempt that soul to wander.

'T will tell thee that the winged day

Can ne’er be chain’d by man’s endeavour;
That life and time shall fade away,

While heav’n and virtue bloom for ever!
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8 ONG.

Ir I swear by that eye, you 'll allow,
Its look is so shifting and new ,

That the oath I might take on it now
The very next glance would undo.

Those babies that nestle so sly
Such thousands of arrows have got,
That an oath, on the glance of an eye
Such as yours, may be off in a shot.

Should I swear by the dew on your lip,
Though each moment the treasure renews ,
If my constancy wishes to trip,
I may kiss off the oath when I choose.

Or a sigh may disperse from that flow’r
Both the dew and the oath that are there;
And I’d make a new vow ev’ry hour ,
To lose them so sweetly in air.

But clear up the heav’n of your brow,
Nor fancy my faith is a feather;

On my heart I will pledge you my vow,
And they both must be broken together !

TO

REMEMBER him thou leav’st behind,,
Whose heart is warmly bound to thee,
Close as the tend'rest links can bind
A heart as warm as heart can be.

Oh! Ihbad long in freedom rov'd,

Though many seem’d my soul to share;
"T was passion when I thought [lov’d,

'T was fancy when T thought them fair.

159
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Ev'nshe, my muse’s early theme,
Beguil'd me only while she warm’d;

'T was young desire that fed the dream,
And reason broke what passion form’d.

But thou — ah! better had it been
If I had still in freedom rov’'d,
If I had ne’er thy beauties seen,
For then I never should have lov'd.

Then all the pain which lovers feel
Had never to this heart been known;
But then, the joys that lovers steal,
Should tiey have ever been my own?

Oh! trust me, when I swear thee this,
Dearest! the pain of loving thee,
The very pain is sweeter bliss
Than passion’s wildest ecstasy.
That lite cage I would not part,
In which my soul is prison’d now,
For the most light and winged heart
That wantons on the passing vow.

Still, my belov’d! still keep in mind,
However far remov’d from me,

That there is one thou leay’st behind,
Whose heart respires for only thee!

And though ungenial ties have bound
Thy fate unto another’s care,

That arm, which clasps thy bosom round ,
Cannot confine the heart that ’s there.

No, no! that heart is only mine
By ties all other ties above,
For I have wed it at a shrine
Where we have had no priest but Love.

NS S
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SONG.

WHEN Time, who steals our years away,
Shall steal our pleasures too,

The mem'ry of the past will stay,
And half our joys renew.

Then, Julia, when thy beauty’s flow'r
Shall feel the wintry air,

Remembrance will recall the hour
‘When thou alone wert fair.

Thea talk no more of future gloom;
Our joys shall always last;

For Hope shall brighten days to come,
And Mem'ry gild the past.

Come, Chloe, fill the genial bowl,
I drink to Love and thee:

Thou never canst decay in soul ,
Thou ’lt still be young for me.

Aud as thy lips the tear-drop chase,
Which on my cheek they find,

So hope shall steal away the trace
That sorrow leaves behind.

Then fill the bowl — away with gloom!
Our joys shall always last;

For Hope shall brighten days to come,
And Mem'ry gild the past.

But mark, at thought of future years
‘When love shall lose its soul,

My Chloe drops her timid tears,
They mingle with my bowl.

How like this bowl of wine, my fair,
Our loving life shall fleet;

Though tears may sometimes mingle there,
The draught will still be sweet.

Thea fill the cup — away with gloom !
Our joys shall always last;

Thomas Moore. L. 1
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For Hope will brighten days to come,

And Mem’ry gild the past.

S ONG.

HavE you not seen the timid tear,
Steal trembling from mine eye?

Have you not mark’d the flush of fear,
Or caught the murmur’'d sigh?

And can you think my love is chill,
Nor fix’d on you alone ?

And can you rend, by doubting still,
A heart so much your own?

To you my soul’s affections move,
Devoutly, warmly true;

My life has been a task of love,
One long, long thought of you.

If all your tender faith be o’er,
If still my truth you 'l try;

Alas, Iknow but one proof more —
I'il bless your name, and die!

REUBEN AND ROSE,

A TALE OF ROMANCE.

Tue darkness that hung upon ' Willumberg’s walls
Had long been remember’d with awe and dismay;

For years not a sunbeam had play’d in its halls,
And it seem’d as shut out from the regions of day,

Though the valleys were brighten’d by many a beam,
Yet none could the woods of that castle illume ;

And the lightning, which flash’d on the neighbouring stream,
Flew back, as if fearing to enter the gloom!

“Oh! when shall this horrible darkness disperse!”
Said Willumberg’s lord to the Seer of the Cave; —
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*“It can never dispel,” said the wizard of verse,
““Till the bright star of chivalry sinks in the wavel”

And who was the bright star of chivalry then?
‘Who could be but Reuben, the flow’r of the age?
For Reuben was first in the combat of men,
Though Youth had scarce written his name on her page.

For Willumberg's daughter his young heart had beat,, —
For Rose, who was bright as the spirit of dawn,

‘When with wand dropping diamonds, and silvery feet,
It walks o’er the flow’rs of the mountain and lawn.

Must Rose, then, from Reuben so fatally sever?
Sad, sad were the words of the Seer of the Cave,
That darkness should cover that castle for ever,
Or Reuben be sunk in the merciless wave !

To the wizard she flew, saying, ‘“Tell me, oh, tell!
Shall my Reuben no more be restor’d to my eyes?”
“Yes, yes — when a spirit shall toll the great bell
Of the mouldering abbey, your Reuben shall rise!”

Twice, thrice he repeated ¢ Your Reuben shall rise!”
And Rose felt a moment’s release from her pain;

And wip’d, while she listen’d, the tears from her eyes,
And hop’d she might yet see her hero again.

That hero could smile at the terrors of death,
‘When he felt that he died for the sire of his Rose;
To the Oder he flew, and there, plunging beneath,
In the depth of the billows soon found bis repose. —

How strangely the order of destiny falls! —

Not long in the waters the warrior lay,
‘When a sunbeam was seen to glance over the walls,

And the castle of Willumberg bask’d in the ray!
All, all but the soul of the maid was in light,

There sorrow and terror lay gloomy and blank :
Two days did she wander, and all the long night,

In quest of her Jove, on the wide river’s bank,

11*
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Oft, oft did she pause for the toll of the bell,

And heard but the breathings of night in the air;
Long, long did she gaze on the watery swell,

Aud saw but the foam of the white billow there.

And often as midnight its veil would undraw,

As she look’d at the light of the moon in the stream,
She thought ’t was his helmet of silver she saw,

As the curl of the surge glitter’d high in the beam.

And now the third night was begemming the sky;
Poor Rose, on the cold dewy margent reclin’d,
There wept till the tear almost froze in her eye,
‘When — hark ! —’t was the bell that came deep in the wind !

She startled, and saw, through the glimmering shade,
A form o’er the waters in majesty glide;

She knew ’t was her love, though his cheek was decay’d,
And his helmet of silver was wash’d by the tide.

‘Was this what the Seer of the Cave had foretold? —

Dim, dim through the phantom the moon shot a gleam;
'T was Reuben, but, ah! he was deathly and cold,

And fleeted away like the spell of a dream!

Twice, thrice did he rise, and as often she thought

From the bank to embrace him, but vain her endeavour!
Then, plunging beneath, at a billow she caught,

And sunk te repose on its bosom for ever!

DID NOT.

T was a new feeling — something more

Than we had dared to own before,
Which then we hid not;

We saw it in each other’s eye,

And wish’d, in every half-breath’d sigh,
To speak, but did not.
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She felt my lips’ impassion’d touch —

'T was the first time I dared so much,
And yet she chid not;

But whisper'd o’er my burning brow,

““Oh! do you doubt Ilove you now?”
Sweet soul! 1did not.

‘Warmly I felt her bosom thrill,
I press’d it closer, closer still,
Though geatly bid not;
Till — oh! the world hath seldom heard
Oflovers, who so nearly err'd,
And yet, who did not.

TO

Tuart wrinkle, when first I espied it
At once put my heart out of pain;

Till the eye, that was glowing beside it,
Disturb’d my ideas again.

Thou art just in the twilight at preseut,
‘When woman’s declension begins;
When, fading from all that is pleasant,

She bids a good night to her sins.

Yet thou still art so lovely to me,

I would sooner, my exquisite mother!
Repose in the sunset of thee,

Than bask in the noon of another.

PRSI
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TO
MRS. .......

ON SOME CALUNNIES AGAINST HER CHARACTER.

Is not thy mind a gentle mind?

Is not that heart a heart refin’d?
Hast thou not every gentle grace,
We love in woman's mind and face?
And, oh! art thou a shrine for Sin
To hold her hateful worship in?

No, no, be happy — dry that tear —
Though some thy heart hath harbour’d near,
May now repay its love with blame;

Though mau, who ought to shield thy fame,
Ungenerous man, be first to shun thee;
Though all the world look cold upon thee,
Yet shall thy pureness keep thee still
Unharm’d by that surrounding chill ;

Like the famed drop, in crystal found, *
Floating, while all was froz’n around, —
Unchill'd, unchapging shalt thou be,

Safe in thy own sweet purity.

ANACREONTIC.

— in lachrymas verterat omne merum.
Tis. lib. i. eleg 5.
PrEss the grape, and let it pour
Around the board its purple show’r;
And, while the drops my goblet steep ,
1’11 think in woe the clusters weep.

* This alludes to a curious gem, upon which Claudian has left us
some very claborate epigrams. It was a drop of pure water enclosed
within a piece of crystal. See Claudian. Epigram. ‘‘de Crystallo cui
aqua inerat.” Addison mentions a curiosity of this kind at Milan; and
adds, ‘“Itis such a rarity as this that I s5aw at Vendome in France, which
they there pretend is a tear that our Saviour shed over Lazarus, and
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Weep on, weep on, my pouting vine!
Heav’n grant no tears, but tears of wine.
Weep on; and, as thy sorrows flow,
"Il taste the luxury of woe,

TO

WHEN Ilov'd you, I can’t but allow
I had many an exquisite minute;

But the scorn that I feel for you now
Hath even more luxury in it.

Thus, whether we 're on or we 're off,
Some witchery seems to await you;
To love you was pleasant enough,
And, oh! ’tis delicious to hate you!

TO JULIA.

TN ALLUSION TO0 SOME ILLYBERAL CRITICISMS.

Whyv, let the stingless critic chide

With all that fume of vacant pride

‘Which mantles o’er the pedant fool,

Like vapour on a stagnant pool.

Oh! if the song, to feeling true,

Can please th’ elect, the sacred few,
Whose souls, by Taste and Nature taught,
Thrill with the genuine pulse of thought —
If some fond feeling maid like thee,

The warm-ey’d child of Sympathy,

Shall say, while o'er my simple theme
She languishes in Passion’s dream,

was gathered up by an angel, who put it into a little crystal vial, and
made a present of it to Mary Magdalen.” — dddison’s Remarks on seve-
ral Parts of Italy.
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“He was, indeed, atender soul —
*“No critic law, no chill control,

¢ Should ever freeze, by timid art,

¢ The flowings of so fond a heart!”

Yes, soul of Nature! soul of Love!
That, hov’ring like a snow-wing'd dove,
Breath’d o’er my cradle warblings wild,
And hail’d me Passion’s warmest child, —
Grant me the tear from Beauty’s eye,
From Feeling’s breast the votive sigh;
Oh! let my song, my mem’ry, find

A shrine within the tender mind;

And I will smile when eritics chide,

And I will scorn the fume of pride
Which mantles o’er the pedant fool ,
Like vapour round some stagnaut pool!

TO JULIA.

Mock me no more with Love’s beguiling dream,
A dream, Ifind, illusory as sweet:

One smile of friendship , nay, of cold esteem,
Far dearer were than passion’s bland deceit!

I ’ve heard you oft eternal truth declare;
Your heart was only mine, I once believ'd.
Ah! shall I say that all your vows were air?
And must I say, my hopes were all deceiv’d?

Vow, then, no longer that our souls are twin’d,
That all our joys are felt with mutual zeal ;
Julia! — ’tis pity, pity makes you kind;
You know I love, and you would seem to feel.
But shall I still go seek within those arms
A joy in which affection takes no part?
No, no, farewell! you give me but your charms,
When I had fondly thought you gave your heart.

e
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THE SHRINE.

TO cocosee

My fates had destin’d me to rove

A long, long pilgrimage of love;

And many an altar on my way

Has lur'd my pious steps to stay;

For, if the saint was young and fair,

I turn’d and sung my vespers there.
This, from a youthful pilgrim’s fire,
Is what your pretty saints require :

To pass, nor tell a single bead,

With them would be profane indeed !
But, trust me, all this young devotion
‘Was but to keep my zeal in motion;
And, ev’ry humbler altar past,

I now have reach’d THE SHRINE at last!

TO A LADY,
WITH SOME MANUSCRIPT POEMS

ON LEAVING THE COUNTRY.

WHEN, casting many a look behind
I leave the friends I cherish here —

Perchance some other friends to find,
But surely finding none so dear —

Haply the little simple page,

Which votive thus I *ve trac’d for thee,
May now and then a look engage,

And steal one moment’s thought for me,

But, oh! in pity let not those

‘Whose hearts are not of gentle mould,
Let not the eye that seldom flows

With feeling’s tear, my song behold.
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For, trust me, they who never melt
With pity, never melt with love;

And such will frown at all I "ve felt,
And all my loving lays reprove.

But if, perhaps, some gentler mind,
‘Which rather loves to praise than blame ,
Should in my page an interest find,
And linger kindly on my name;

Tell him — or, oh! if, gentler still,
By female lips my name be blest:
For, where do all affections thrill
So sweetly as in woman’s breast? —

Tell her, that he whose loving themes
Her eye indulgent wanders o’er,

Could sometimes wake from idle dreams,
And bolder flights of fancy soar;

That Glory oft would claim the lay,
And Friendship oft his numbers move;

But whisper then, that, ‘sooth to say,
‘‘His sweetest song was giv'n to Love ! ”

TO JULIA.

TuoueH Fate, my girl, may bid us part,

Our souls it cannot, shall not sever;

The heart will seek its kindred heart,

And cling to it as close as ever.

But must we, must we part indeed?

Is all our dream of rapture over?

And does not Julia’s bosom bleed

To leave so dear, so fond a lover?

Does she too mourn? — Perhaps she may;

Perhaps she mouras our bliss so fleeting :
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Bul why is Julia’s eye so gay,
1f Julia’s heart like mine is beating?

T oft have lov’d that sunny glow
Of'gladness in her blue eye gleaming —
But can the bosom bleed with woe,
While joy is in the glances beaming?

No, no! — Yet, love, I will not chide;
Although your heart were fond of roving,
Nor that, nor all the world beside
Could keep your faithful boy from loving.

You 'll soon be distant from his eye,

And, with you, all that’s worth possessing.
Oh! then it will be sweet to die,

When life has lost its only blessing!

TO

SweEeT lady, look not thus again:
Those bright deluding smiles recall

A maid remember’d now with pain,
Who was my love, my life, my all!

Oh! while this heart bewilder’d took
Sweet poison from her thrilling eye,
Thus would she smile, and lisp, and look,
And I would hear, and gaze, and sigh!

Yes, Ididlove her — wildly love —
She was her sex’s best deceiver!

And oft she swore she ’d never rove —
And I was destin’d to believe her!

Then, Jady, do not wear the smile

Of one whose smile could thus betray;
Alas! I think the lovely wile

Again could steal my heart away.
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For, when those spells that charm’d my mind,
On lips so pure as thine I see,

I fear the heart which she resign’d
Will err again, and fly to thee!

NATURE'S LABELS.

A FRAGMENT.

I~ vain we fondly strive to trace

The soul’s reflection in the face;

In vain we dwell on lines and crosses,
Crooked mouth, or short proboscis ;
Boobies have look’d as wise and bright

As Plato or the Stagirite :

And many a sage and learned skull

Has peep’d through windows dark and dull.
Since then, though art do all it can,

‘We ne’er can reach the fnward man,

Nor (howsoe’er ““learn’d Thebans” doubt)
The inward woman, from without,
Methinks ’t were well if Nature could
(And Nature could, if Nature would)
Some pithy, short descriptions write,

On tablets large, in black and white,
‘Which she might hang about our throttles,
Like labels upon physic-bottles;

And where all men might read — but stay —
As dialectic sages say,

The argument most apt and ample

For common use is the example,

For instance, then, if Nature's care

Had not portray’d, in lines so fair,

The inward soul of Lucy L-nd-n,

This is the label she ’d have pinn’d on.
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LABEL FIRST.

Within this form there lies enshrin’d

The purest, brightest gem of mind.

Though Feeling’s hand may sometimes throw
Upon its charms the shade of woe,

The lustre of-the gem, when veil'd,

Shall be but mellow’d, not conceal’d.

Now, sirs, imagine, if you 're able,

That Nature wrote a second label,

They 're her own words — at least suppose so —
And boldly pin it on Pomposo.

LABEL SECOND.

When I compos’d the fustian brain
Of this redoubted Captain Vain,

I had at hand but few ingredients,
And so was forc’d to use expedients.
I put therein some small discerning,
A grain of sense, a grain of learning;
And when I saw the void behind,
Ifil’d it up with — froth and wind!

* * *

TO JULIA.

ON HER BIRTHDAY.

WueN Time was entwining the garland of years,
Which to crown my beloved was given,

Though some of the leaves might be sullied with tears,
Yet the flow’rs were all gather'd in heaven.

And long may this garland be sweet to the eye,
May its verdure for ever be new;

Young Love shall enrich it with many a sigh ,
And Sympathy nurse it with dew.

e
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A REFLECTION AT SEA.

SEE how, beneath the moonbeam’s smile,
Yon little billow heaves its breast,

And foams and sparkles for awhile, —
Then murmuring subsides to rest.

Thus man, the-sport of bliss and care,
Rises on time’s eventful sea;

And, having swell'd a moment there ,
Thus melts into eternity !

CLORIS AND FANNY.

Croris! if I were Persia’s king,
I’d make my graceful queen of thee;
‘While FaAxNy, wild and artless thing,
Should but thy humble handmaid be.

There is but one objection in it —
That, verily, I’m much afraid
1should, in some unlucky minute,

Forsake the mistress for the maid.

THE SHIELD.

Say, did you not hear a voice of death!
And did you not mark the paly form

‘Which rode on the silvery mist of the heath ,
And sung a ghostly dirge in the storm ?

‘Was it the wailing bird of the gloom ,

That shrieks on the house of woe all night?
Or a shivering fiend that flew to a tomb,

To howl and to feed till the glance of light ?

"T was not the death-bird’s cry from the wood
Nor shivering fiend that hung on the blast;
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"T was the shade of Helderic — man of blood —
It screams for the guilt of days that are past.

See, how the red, red lightning strays,

And scares the gliding ghosts of the heath!
Now on the leafless yew it plays,

Where hangs the shield of this son of death.

That shield is blushing with murderous stains ;
Long has it hung from the cold yew’s spray;
It is blown by storms and wash'd by rains,
But neither can take the blood away !
Oft by that yew, on the blasted field,
Demons dance to the red moon’s light;
While the damp boughs creak, and the swinging shield
Sings to the raving spirit of night!

TO JULIA.
WEEPING.

On! if your tears are giv'n to care,

If real woe disturbs your peace,
Come to my bosom, weeping fair!

And I will bid your weeping cease.
But if with Fancy’s vision'd fears,

With dreams of woe your bosom thrill;
You look so lovely in your tears,

That I must bid you drop them still.

DREAMS.
TO
In slumber, I prithee how is it
That souls are oft taking the air,
And paying each other a visit,
While bodies are heaven knows where?

175
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Last night, ’t is in vain to deny it,
Your Soul took a fancy to roam,

For I heard her, on tiptoe so quiet,
Come ask, whether mine was at home,

And mine let her in with delight,
And they talk’d and they laugh’d the time through;
For, when souls come together at night,
There is no saying what they mayn’t do!

And your little Soul, heaven bless her!
Had much to complain and to say,

Of how sadly you wrong and oppress her
By keeping her prison'd all day.

»

«If Lhappen,” said she, ‘but to steal
‘“‘For a peep now and then to her eye,
“Or, to quiet the fever I feel,
¢ Just venture abroad on a sigh;

*In an instant she frightens me in

‘“With some phantom of prudence or terror,
*“For fear I should stray into sin,

““QOr, what is still worse, into error!

‘“So, instead of displaying my graces,
‘“By daylight, in language and mien,

‘] am shut up in corners and places,
““Where truly I blush to be seen!"”

Upon hearing this piteous confessjon,
My Soul, looking tenderly at her,

Declar'd, as for grace and discretion
He did not know much of the matter;

“But, to-morrow, sweet Spirit!” he said,
‘“Be at home after midnight, and then
I will come when your Jady ’s in bed,
** And we 'l talk o’er the subject again.”
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So she whisper’d a word in his ear,
I'suppose to her door to direct him,

Aud, just after midnight, my dear,
Your polite little Soul may expect him.

TO ROSA.

WRITTEN DURING ILLNESS.

THE wisest soul, by anguish torn,
‘Will soon unlearn the lore it knew;

Aund when the shrining casket’s worn,
The gem within will tarnish too.

But love ’s an essence of the soul,

Which sinks not with this chain of clay;
Which throbs beyond the chill control

Of with’ring pain or pale decay.

And surely, when the touch of Death
Dissolves the spirit’s earthly ties,
Love still attends th’ immortal breath,
And makes it purer for the skies!

Oh Rosa, when, to seek its sphere,
My soul shall leave this orb of men,
That love which form’d its treasure here,
Shall be its best of treasures then !

And as, in fabled dreams of old,

Some air-born genius, child of time,
Presided o’er each star that roll’d,

And track’d it through its path sublime;

So thou, fair planet, notunled,
Shalt through thy mortal orbit stray;
Thy lover’s shade, to thee still wed,
Shall linger round thy earthly way,
Thomas Moore. 1. 12



178

JUVENILE POEMS.

Lel other spirits range the sky,

And play around each starry gem;
I’ ll bask beneath that lucid eye,

Nor envy worlds of suns to them.

And when that heart shall cease (o beat,
And when that breath at leng(h is free,

Then, Rosa, soul to soul we ’ll ineet,
And mingle to eternity!

$ O NG.

Tue wreath you wove, the wreath you wove
Is fair — but oh, how fair,
1f Pity’s hand had stol’n from Love
One leaf to mingle there!
If every rose with gold were tied,
Did gems for dewdrops fall,
One faded leaf where Love had sigh’d
Were sweetly worth them all,

The wreath you wove, the wreath you wove
Our emblem well may be;

Its bloom is yours, but hopeless Love
Must keep its tears for me,

THE SALE OF LOVES.

I preamr that, in the Paphian groves,
My nets by moonlight laying,

I caught a flight of wanton Loves,
Among the rose-beds playing.

Some just had left their silv'ry shell ,
While some were full in feather;

So pretty a lot of Loves to sell,
Were never yet strung together.
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Come buy my Loves,
Come buy my Loves,
Ye dames and rose-lipp’d misses ! —
They 're new and bright
The cost is light,
For the coin of this isle is kisses.

First Cloris came, with looks sedate,
The coin on her lips was ready;
‘‘Ibuy,” quoth she, ‘“my Love by weight,
‘‘Full grown, if you please, and steady.”
‘‘Let mine be light,” said Fanny, *‘pray —
‘‘ Such lasting toys undo one;
¢ A light little Love that will last to-day , —
“To-morrow I’ll sport a new one.”
Come buy my Loves,
Come buy my Loves,
Ye dames and rose-lipp’d misses! —
There ’s some will keep,
Some light and cheap,
At from ten to twenty kisses.

The learned Prue took a pert young thing,
To divert her virgin Muse with,

And pluck sometimes a quill from his wing,
To indite her billet-doux with.

Poor Cloe would give for a well-fledg’d pair
Her only eye, if you 'd ask it;

And Tabitha begg'd, old toothless fair,
For the youngest Love in the basket.

Come buy my Loves, &¢. d&c.

But one was left, when Susan came,
One worth them all together;
At sight of her dear looks of shame,
He smiled, and pruned his feather.
She wish’d the boy — ’t was more than whim —
Her looks, her sighs betray'd it;
12+
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But kisses were not enough for him,
I ask’d a heart, and she paid it!

Good-by, my Loves,
Good-by, my Loves,

"T would make you smile (o "ve seen us
First trade for this
Sweet child of bliss,

And then nurse the boy between us.

TO

TuEe world had just begun to steal

Each hope that led me lightly on;;
Ifelt not, asXus'd to feel,

And life grew dark and love was gone.

No eye to mingle sorrow’s tear,
No lip to mingle pleasure’s breath,
No circling arms to draw me near —
'T was gloomy, and I wish’d for death.

But when I saw that gentle eye,

Oh! something seem’d to tell me then.
That I was yet too young to die,

And hope and bliss might bloom again.

‘With every gentle smile that crost

Your kindling cheek, you lighted home
Some feeling, which my heart had lost,

And peace, which far had learn’d to roam.

T was then indeed so sweet to live,
Hope look’d so new and Love so kind ,

That, though I mourn, Iyet forgive
The ruin they have left behind,

I could have lov’d you — oh, so well! —
The dream, that wishing boyhood knows ,
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Is but a bright, beguiling spell,
That only lives while passion glows :

But, when this early flush declines,
When the heart’s sunny morning fleets,
You know not then how close it twines
Round the first kindred soul it meets.

Yes, yes, Icould havelov'd, as one

Who, while his youth’s enchantments fall,
Finds something dear to rest upon,

‘Which pays him for the loss of all.

TO

Never mind how the pedagogue proses,
You want not antiquity’s stamp ;

Alip, that such fragrance discloses,
Oh! never should smell of the lamp.

Old Cloe, whose withering kiss
Hath long set the Loves at defiance,
Now, done with the science of bliss,
May take to the blisses of science.

But for yowu to be buried in books —
Ah, Fanny, they ’re pitiful sages,

Who could not in one of your looks
Read more than in millions of pages.

Astronomy finds in those eyes
Better light than she studies above;
And Music would borrow your sighs
As the melody fittest for Love.

Your Arithmetic only can trip
If to count your own charms you endeavour;
And Eloquence glows on your lip
When you swear, that you’ll love me for ever.
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Thus you see, what a brilliant alliance
Of arts is assembled in you; —

A course of more exquisite science
Man never need wish to pursue.

And, oh!— if a Fellow like me
May confer a diploma of hearts,
With my lip thus I seal your degree,

My divine little Mistress of Arts !

ON THE
DEATH OF A LADY.

SweET spirit! if thy airy sleep

Nor sees my tears nor hears my sighs,
Then will I weep, in anguish weep,

Till the last heart’s drop fills mine eyes.
But if thy sainted soul can feel ,

And mingles in our misery;
Then, then my breaking heart I'll seal —

Thou shalt not hear one sigh from me.

The beam of morn was on the stream,
But sullen clouds the day deform:

Like thee was that young, orient beam,
Like death, alas, that sullen storm!

Thou wert not form’d for living here,,

So link’d thy soul was with the sky;
Yet, ah, we held thee all so dear,

We thought thou wert not form’d to die.

INCONSTANCY.

Anp do I then wonder that Julia deceives me,
When surely there ’s nothing in nature more commeon ?
She vows to be true, and while vowing she leaves me —
And could I expect any more from a woman?
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Oh, woman! your heart is a pitiful treasure;
And Mahomet's doctrine was not toe severe,

When he held that you were but materials of pleasure,
And reason and thinking were out of your sphere.

By your heart, when the fond sighing lover can win it,

He thinks that an age of anxiety ’s paid;

But, oh, while he’s blest, let him die at the minute —

If he live but a day, he’ll be surely betray'd.

THE NATAL GENIUS.

A DREAM.

T0 ceeny
THE MORNING OF HER BIRTHDAY.

IN witching slumbers of the night,
I dreamt I was the airy sprite
That on thy natal moment smil’d;
And thought I wafted on my wing
Those flow'rs which in Elysium spring,
To crown my lovely mortal child.

With olive-branch I bound thy head,
Heart’s ease along thy path I shed,

Which was to bloom through all thy years;

Nor yet did I forget to bind
Love’s roses, with his myrtle twin’d,
And dew’d by sympathetic tears.

Such was the wild but precious boon
Which Fancy, at her magic noon,
Bade me to Nona’s image pay;
And were it thus my fate to be
Thy little guardian deity,
How blest around thy steps I’d play!
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Thy life should glide in peace along,
Calm as some lonely shepherd’s song
That’s heard at distance in the grove;
No cloud should ever dim thy sky,
No thorns along thy pathway lie,
But all be beauty, peace, and love.

Indulgent Time should never bring

To thee one blight upon his wing,
So gently o’er thy brow he "d fly;

And death itself should but be felt

Like that of daybeams, when they melt,
Bright to the last, in evening's sky!

ELEGIAC STANZAS,

SUPPOSED 10 BE WRITTEN BY JULIA,
ON THE DEATH OF HER BROTHER.

THouGH sorrow long has worn my heart;
Though every day I ’ve counted o’er

Hath brought a new and quick’ning smart
To wounds that rankled fresh before ;

Though in my earliest life bereft
Of tender links by nature tied;

Though hupe deceiv’d, and pleasure left;
Though friends betray’d and foes belied ;

1 still had hopes — for hope will stay
After the sunset of delight;

So like the star which ushers day,
'We scarce can think it heralds night! —

Thop’d that, after all its strife,
My weary heart at length should rest,
And, fainting from the waves of life,
Find harbour in a brother’s breast.
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That brother’s breast was warm with truth,
Was bright with honour’s purest ray;
He was the dearest, gentlest youth —
Ah, why then was he torn away?

He should have stay’d, have linger'd here
To soothe his Julia’s every woe;

He should have chas’d each bitter tear,
And not have caus’d those tears to flow.

‘We saw within his soul expand
The fruits of genius, nurs’'d by taste;
‘While Science, with a fost’ring hand,
Upon his brow her chaplet plac’d.

We saw, by bright degrees, his mind
Grow rich in all that makes men dear; —
Enlighten’d, social, and refin’d,
In friendship firm, in love sincere.

Such was the youth we lov’d so well,
And such the hopes that fate denied; —
Welov'd, but ah! could scarcely tell
How deep, how dearly, till he died!
Close as the fondest links could strain,
Twin’d with my very heart he grew;
And by that fate which breaks the chain,
The heart is almost broken too.

TO THE LARGE AND BEAUTIFUL
MISS .......,

IN ALLUSION TO SOME PARTNERSHIP IN A LOTTERY SHARE,
IMPROMPTU.
— Ego pars — — Vire.
In wedlock a species of lottery lies,
Where in blanks and in prizes we deal ;
But how comes it that you, such a capital prize,
Should so long have remain’d in the wheel ?
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Ifever, by Fortune’s indulgent decree ,
To me such a ticket should roll,

A sixteenth, Heav’n knows! were sufficient for me;
For what could I do with the whole ?

A DREAM.

I ToueHT this heart enkindled lay
On Cupid’s burning shrine :

I thought he stole thy heart away,
And plac’d it near to mine.

I'saw thy heart begin to melt,
Like ice before the sun;

Till both a glow congenial felt,
And mingled into one!

TO

WirH all my soul, then, letus part,
Since both are anxious to be free;
And I will send you home your heart,
If you will send back mine to me.

We ’ve had some happy hours together,
But joy must often change its wing;
And spring would be but gloomy weather,

If we had nothing else but spring.

*T is not that I expect to find
A more devoted, fond, and true one,
With rosier cheek or sweeter mind —
Enough for me that she ’s a new one.

Thus let us leave the bower of love,
Where we have loiter’d long in bliss;

And you may down that pathway rove ,
‘While I shall take my way through this.
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ANACREONTIC.

*“ SHE never look’d so kind before —
‘‘Yet why the wanton’s smile recall?
‘‘I've seen this witchery o’er and o’er,
“’Tis hollow, vain, and heartless all!”

Thus I said and, sighing, drain'd

The cup which she so late had tasted;
Upon whose rim still fresh remain’d

The breath, so oft in falsehood wasted.

Ltook the harp, and would have sung
Asif 'twere not of her I sang;

Bat still the notes on Lamia hung —
On whom but Lamia could they hang?

Those eyes of hers, that loating shine,
Like diamonds in some Eastern river;

That kiss, for which, if worlds were mine,
A world for every kiss I'd give her.

That frame so delicate, yet warm’d
‘With flushes of love’s genial hue; —
A mould transparent, as if form’d
To let the spirit’s light shine through.

Of these I sung, and notes and words
‘Were sweet, as if the very air

From Lamia’s lip hung o’er the chords,
And Lamia’s voice still warbled there!

But when, alas, Iturn’d the theme,
And when of vows and oaths I spoke,

Of truth and hope’s seducing dream —
The chord beneath my finger broke.

False harp ! false woman! — such, oh, such
Are lutes too frail and bearts too willing ;
Any hand, whate’er its touch,
Can set their chords or pulses thrilling.



188 JUVENILE POEMS.

And when that thrill is most awake,
And when you think Heav'n’s joys await you,
The nymph will change, the chord will break —
Oh Love, oh Music, how I hate you!

TO JULIA.

I saw the peasant’s hand unkind
From yonder oak the ivy sever;

They seem’d in very being twin’d ;
Yet now the oak is fresh as ever!

Not so the widow'd ivy shines :
Tora from its dear and only stay,
In drooping widowhood it pines,
And scatters all its bloom away.
Thus, Julia, did our hearts entwine,
Till Fate disturb’d their tender ties :
Thus gay indifference blooms in thine,
While mine, deserted, droops and dies!

HYMN
oF
A VIRGIN OF DELPHI,
AT THE TOMB OF HER MOTHER.

Ou, lost, for ever lost — no more
Shall Vesper light our dewy way
Along the rocks of Crissa’s shore,
To hymn the fading fires of day ;
No more to Tempé’s distant vale
In holy musings shall we roam,
Through summer’s glow and winter’s gale,
To bear the mystic chaplets home.*

* The laurel, for the common uses of the temple, for adorning the
allars and sweeping the pavement, was supplied by a tree near the
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’T was then my soul’s expanding zeal
By nature warm’d and led by thee,
In every breeze was taught to feel
The breathings of a Deity.
Guide of my heart! still hovering round,
Thy looks, thy words are still my own —
I see thee raising from the ground
Some laurel, by the winds o’erthrown,
And hear thee say, ‘‘This humble bough
‘“ Was planted for a doom divine;
‘“And, though it droop in languor now,
* Shall flourish on the Delphic shrine!
¢“Thus, in the vale of earthly sense,
*“Though sunk awhile the spirit lies,
““A viewless hand shall cull it thence,
¢“To bloom immortal in the skies!”

All that the young should feel and know,
By thee was taught so sweelly well,
Thy words fell soft as vernal snow,
And all was brightness where they fell!
Fond soother of my infant tear,
Fond sharer of my infant joy,
Is not thy shade still lingering here ?
Am I not still thy soul’s employ?
Oh yes — and, as in former days,
‘When, meeting on the sacred mouat,
Our nymphs awak’d their choral lays,
And danc’d around Cassotis’ fount;
Asthen, ’t was all thy wish and care,
That mine should be the simplest mien,

fountain of Caslalia; but upon all important occasiops, they senl to
Tempé for their laurel. We find, in Pausanias, that this valley supplied
the branches, of which the temple was originally constructed; and Plu-
tarch says, in his Dialogue on Music, * The youth who brings the Tem-
pic laurel Lo Delphi is always attended by a player on the flute.” AAdx
s v T rotanopbovts moud 1y Tepmomy Sagvyy s dedpovs
TtagopapTel evdnTrs.
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My lyre and voice the sweetest there,
My foot the lightest o’er the green:
So still, each look and step to mould,
Thy guardian care is round me spread,
Arranging every snowy fold,
And guiding every mazy tread.
And, when I lead the hymning choir,
Thy spirit still, unseen and free,
Hovers between my lip and lyre,
And weds them into harmony.
Flow, Plistus, flow, thy murmuring wave
Shall never drop its silv'ry tear
Upon so pure, so blest a grave,
To memory so entirely dear!

SYMPATHY.

T0 JULIA.

— sine me sit nulla Venus. SuLricia.

Oun hearts, my love, were form’d to be
The genuine twins of Sympathy,
They live with one sensation :
In joy or grief, but most in love,
Like chords in unison they move,
And thrill with like vibration.

How oft I'’ve heard thee fondly say,

Thy vital pulse shall cease to play
‘When mine no more is moving;

Since, now, to feel ajoy alone

Were worse to thee than feeling none
So twinn’d are we in loving!
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THE TEAR.

Onx beds of snow the moonbeam slept,
And chilly was the midnight gloom,

When by the damp grave Ellen wept —
Fond maid! it was her Lindor’s tomb !

A warm tear gush’d, the wintry air
Congeal’d it as it low’d away :

All night it lay an ice~drop there,
At morn it glitter’d in the ray.

An angei, wand’ring from her sphere,
‘Who saw this bright, this frozen gem,
To dew-ey’d Pity brought the tear,
And hung it on her diadem !

THE SNAKE.

My love and I, the other day,
Within a myrtle arbour lay,
When near us, from a rosy bed,
A little Snake put forth its head.

““See,” said the maid with thoughtful eyes —
*‘Yonder the fatal emblem lies !

‘“Who could expect such hidden harm

‘‘ Beneath the rose’s smiling charm?”

Never did grave remark occur
Less d-propos than this from her.

I'rose to kill the snake, butshe,
Half-smiling, pray’d it might not be.
“No,” said the maiden — and, alas,
Her eyes spoke volumes, while she said it —
“‘Long as the snake is in the grass,
““One may, perhaps, have cause to dread it:



192 JUVENILE POEMS.

“But, when its wicked eyes appear,

*And when we know for what they wiok so,
*‘One must be very simple, dear,

“To let it wound one — don’t you think so?”

TO ROSA.

Is the song of Rosa mute?

Once such lays inspired her lute!
Never doth a sweeter song

Steal the breezy Iyre along,

When the wind, in odours dying,
Wooes it with enamour’d sighing.

Is my Rosa’s lute unstrung?
Once a tale of peace it sung
To her lover’s throbbing breast —
Then was he divinely blest!
Ah! but Rosa loves no more,
Therefore Rosa’s songis o’er;
And her lute neglected lies;
And her boy forgotten sighs.
Silent late — forgotten lover —
Rosa’s love and song are over!

ELEGIAC STANZAS.
Sic juvat perire.
WHEN wearied wretches sink to sleep ,
How heavenly soft their slumbers lie!
How sweet is death to those who weep,
To those who weep and long to die!

Saw you the soft and grassy bed ,

‘Where flowrets deck the green earth’s breast?
'T is there 1 wish to lay my head,

"T is there I wish to sleep at rest.
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Oh, let not tears embalm my tomb, —
None but the dews at twilight given !

Oh, let not sighs disturb the gloom , —
Noue but the whispering winds of heaven !

LOVE AND MARRIAGE.

Eque brevi verbo ferre perenne malum.
Seconpus, eleg. vil.

SriLL the question I must parry,
Still a wayward truant prove :
Where I love, I must not marry;
‘Where I marry, cannot love.

‘Were she fairest of creation,
‘With the least presuming mind;
Learned without affectation;
Not deceitful, yetrefin’d;

Wise enough, but never rigid;
Gay, but not too lightly free;

Chaste as snow, and yet not frigid ;
Fond, yet satisfied with me:

Were she all this ten times over,
All that heav’n to earth allows,

I should be too much her lover
Ever to become her spouse.

Love will never bear enslaving;
Summer garments suit him best;
Bliss itself is not worth having,
If we "re by compulsion blest.

Thomas Moore. 1. 13
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ANACREONTIC.

IFiLL'D to thee, to thee I drank,
I nothing did but drink and fill;

The bowl by turns was bright and blank,
’T was drinking, filling, drinking still.

At length I bid an artist paint
Thy image in this ample cup,
ThatI might see the dimpled saint,
To whom I quaff’d my nectar up.

Behold, how bright that purple lip
Now blushes through the wave at me;
Every roseate drop I sip
Is just like kissing wine {rom thee.

And still I drink the more for this ;
For, ever when the draught I drain,
Thy lip invites another kiss,
And — in the nectar flows again,

So, here’s to thee, my gentle dear,
And may that eyelid never shine
Beneath a darker, bitterer tear
Than bathes it in this bowl of mine!

THE SURPRISE.

Curonrs, Iswear, byalllcverswore,

That from this hour I shall not love thee more. —
“What! loveno more? Oh! why this alter’'d vow?’
Because I cannot love thee more — than now /

—
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TO MISS .....,

ON UER ASKING THE AUTHOR WHY SHE HAD SLEEPLESS NIGHTS.

I’y ask the sylph who round thee flies,
And in thy breath his pinion dips,
Who suns him in thy radiant eyes,
And faints upon thy sighing lips :
1’1l ask him where ’s the veil of sleep
That us’d to shade thy looks of light ;
And why those eyes their vigil keep,
When other suns are sunk in night ?
And I will say — her angel breast
Has never throbb’d with guilty sting;
Her bosom is the sweetest nest
‘Where Slumber could repose his wing!

And I will say — her cheeks that flush,
Like vernal roses in the sun,

Have ne’er by shame been taught to blush,
Except for what her eyes have done!

Then tell me, why, thou child of air!
Does slumber from her eyelids rove ?

What is her heart’s impassion’d care? —
Perhaps, oh sylph! perhaps, ’tis love.

THE WONDER.

Coue, tell me where the maid is found,
Whose heart can love without deceit,
And I will range the world around,
To sigh one moment at her feet.
Oh! tell me where ’s her sainted home,
What air receives her blessed sigh,
A pilgrimage of years I 'll roam
To catch one sparkle of her eye!
13%
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And if her cheek be smooth and bright,
‘While truth within her bosom lies,

1"l gaze upon her morn and night,
Till my heart leave me through my eyes.

Show me on earth a thing so rare,
I'’ll own all miracles are true;

To make one maid sincere and fair,
Oh, ’tis the utmost Heav'n can do!

LYING.

Che con le lor bugie pajon diviui. Mauro dArcano.

Ipo confess, in many a sigh,

My lips have breath’d you many a lie;
And who, with such delights in view,
Would lose them, for a lie or two?

Nay, — look not thus, with brow reproving;
Lies are, my dear, the soul of loving.
If half we tell the girls were true,
If half we swear to think and do,
‘Were aught but lying’s bright illusion,
This world would be in strange confusion.
If ladies’ eyes were, every one,
As lovers swear, aradiant sun,
Astronomy must leave the skies,
To learn her lore in ladies’ eyes.
Oh, no — believe me, lovely girl,
When nature turns your teeth to pearl,
Your neck to spow, your eyes to fire,
Your amber locks to golden wire,
Then, only then can Heaven decree,
That you should live for only me,
OrIfor you, as night and morn,
We 've swearing kist, and kissing sworn.
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And now, my gentle hints to clear,
For once I'’ll tell you truth, my dear.
Whenever you may chance to meet
Some loving youth, whose love is sweet ,
Long as you 're false and he believes you,
Long as you trust and he deceives you,
80 long the blissful bond endures,

And while he lies, his heart is yours:
But, oh! you 've wholly lost the youth
The instant that he tells you truth.

ANACREONTIC.

Friexp of my soul, this goblet sip ,
"T will chase that pensive tear;
'T is nol so sweet as woman’s lip ,
But, oh! ’tis more sincere.
Like her delusive beam ,
*T will steal away thy mind :
But, truer thano love’s dream,
1t leaves no sting behind.

Come, twine the wreath, thy brows to shade;
These flow’rs were cull’d at noon; —
Like woman’s love the rose will fade,
But, ah! pot haif so soon.
For though the flower 's decay'd,
Its fragrance is not o’er;
But once when love ’s betray'd,
Its sweet life blooms no more.
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PREFACE

TO THE SECOND VOLUME.

T ue Poems suggested to me by my visit to Bermuda, in the
year 1803, as well as by the tour which I made subsequently,
through some parts of North America, have been hitherto very in-
judiciously arranged ; — any distinctive character they may possess
having been disturbed and confused by their being mixed up not
only with trifles of a much earlier date, but also with some portions
of a classical story, in the form of Letters, which I had made some
progress in before my departure from England. In the present
edition, this awkward jumble has been remedied; and all the
Poems relating to my Transatlantic voyage will be found classed by
themselves. As, in like manner, the line of route by which I pro~
ceeded through some parts of the States and the Canadas, has been
left hitherto to be traced confusedly through a few detached notes,
1 have thought that, to future readers of these poems, some clearer
account of the course of that journey might not be unacceptable, —
together with such vestiges as may still linger in my memory of
events now fast fading into the back ground of time.

For the precise date of my departure from England, in the
Phaeton frigate, [am indebted to the Naval Recollections of Captain
Scott, then a midshipman of that ship. *‘ We were soon ready,”
says this gentleman, ‘‘for sea, and a few days saw Mr. Merry and
suite embarked on board. Mr. Moore likewise took his passage
with us on his way to Bermuda. 'We quitted Spithead on the 25th
of September (1803), and in a short week lay becalmed under the
lofty peak of Pico. In this situation, the Phaeton is depicted in the
frontispiece of Moore’s Poems.”
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During the voyage, I dined very frequently with the officers of
the gun-room; and it was not a little gratifying to me to learn,
from this gentleman’s volume, that the cordial regard these social
and open-hearted men inspired in me was not wholly unreturned,
on their part. After mentioning our arrival at Norfolk, in Virginia,
Captain Scott says, ¢“Mr. and Mrs. Merry left the Phaeton, under
the usual salute, accompanied by Mr. Moore;” — then, adding
some kind compliments on the score of talents, d&c., he concludes
with a sentence which it gave me tenfold more pleasure to read, —
*“The gun-room mess witnessed the day of his departure with
geouine sorrow.” From Norfolk, after a stay of about ten days,
under the hospitable roof of the British Consul, Colonel Hamilton,
I proceeded, in the Driver sloop of war, to Bermuda.

There was then on that station another youthful sailor, who has
since earned for himself a distinguished name among English
writers of travels, Captain Basil Hall, — then a midshipman on
board the Leander. In his Fragments of Voyages and Fravels, this
writer has called up some agreeable reminiscences of that period;
in perusing which, — so full of life and reality are his sketches, —
I found all my own naval recollections brought freshly to my
mind. The very names of the different ships, then so familiar to
my ears, — the Leander, the Boston, the Cambrian, — trans-
ported me back to the season of youth and those Summer Isles
once more.

The testimony borne by so competent a witness as Captain Hall
to the truth of my sketches of the beautiful scenery of Bermuda is
of far too much value to me, in my capacity of traveller, to be here
omitted by me, however conscious I must feel of but ill deserving
the praise he lavishes on me, as a poet. Not that I pretend to be
at all indifferent to such kind tributes; — on the contrary, those
are always the most alive to praise, who feel inwardly least con-
fidence in the soundness of their own title to it. In the present
instance, however, my vanity (for so this uneasy feeling is always
called) seeks its food in a different direction. It is not as a poet I
invoke the aid.of Captain Hall’s opinion, but as a traveller and ob-
server; it is not to my invention I ask him to bear testimony, but
to my matter-of-fact.
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““The most pleasing and most exact description which Iknow
of Bermuda,” says this gentleman, ‘‘is to be found in Moore’s
Odes and Epistles, a work published many years ago. The reason
why his account excels in beauty as well as in precision thatof other
men probably is, that the scenes described lie so much beyond the
scope of ordinary observation in colder climates, and the feelings
which they excite in the beholder are so much higher than those
produced by the scenery we have been accustomed to look at, that,
unless the imagination be deeply drawn upon, and the diction
sustained at a correspondent pitch, the words alone strike the ear,
while the listener’s fancy remains where it was. In Moore’s ac-
count there is not only no exaggeration, but, on the contrary,
a wonderful degree of temperance in the midst of a feast which, to
his rich fancy, must have been peculiarly tempting. He has con-
trived, by a magic peculiarly his own, yet without departing from
the truth, to sketch what was before him with a fervour which
those who have never been on the spot might well be excused for
setting down as the sport of the poet’s invention.” *

How truly politic it is in a poet to connect his verse with well
koown and interesting localities, — to wed his song to scenes al-
ready invested with fame, and thus lend it a chance of sharing the
charm which encircles them, — I have myself, in more than one
instance, very agreeably experienced. Among the memorials of
this description, which, asIlearn with pleasure and pride, still
keep me remembered in some of those beautiful regions of the
‘West which I visited, I shall mention but one slight instance, as
showing how potently the Genius of the Place may lend to song a
life and imperishableness to which, in itself, it boasts no claim or
pretension. The following lines, in one of my Bermudian Poems,

'T was there, in the shade of the Calabash Tree,
With a few who could feel and remember like me,

still live in memory, Iam told, on those fairy shores, connecting
my name with the picturesque spot they describe, and the noble

* Fragments of Voyages and Travels, vol. ii. chap. vi.
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old tree which I believe still adorns it.* One of the few treasures
(of any kind) I possess, is a goblet formed of one of the fruit-
shells of this remarkable tree, which was brought from Bermuda,
a few years since, by Mr. Dudley Costello, and which that gentle-
man, having had it tastefully mounted as a goblet, very kindly
presented to me; the following words being part of the inscription
which it bears: — ¢“To Thomas Moore, Esq., this cup, formed
of a calabash which grew on the tree that bears his name, near
Walsingham, Bermuda, isinscribed by one who,” &c. &ec.

From Bermuda I proceeded in the Boston, with my friend Cap-
tain (now Admiral) J. E. Douglas, to New York, from whence,
after a short stay, we sailed for Norfolk, in Virginia; and about
the beginning of June, 1804, I set out from that city on a tour
through part of the States. At Washington, I passed some days
with the English minister Mr. Merry; and was, by him, presented
at the levee of the President, Jefferson, whom I found sitting with
General Dearborn and one or two other officers, and in the same
homely costume, comprising slippers and Connemara stockings,
in which Mr. Merry had been received by him — much to that
formal minister’s horror — when waiting upon him, in full dress,
to deliver his credentials. My single interview with this remarkable
person was of very short duration; but to have seen and spoken
with the man who drew up the Declaration of American Indepen-
dence was an event not to be forgotten.

At Philadelphia, the society I was chiefly made acquainted
with, and to which (as the verses addressed to ‘“Delaware’s green
banks” ** sufficiently testify) I was indebted for some of my most
agreeable recollections of the United States, consisted entirely of
persons of the Federalist or Anti-Democratic party. Few and
transient, too, as had been my opportunities, of judging for my-
self of the political or social state of the country, my mind was left
open too much to the influence of the feelings and prejudices of
those I chiefly consorted with; and, certainly, in no quarter was I

* A representation of this calabash, takep from a drawing of it made,
on the spot, by Dr. Savage of the Royal Artillery, has been introduced
in the vignette prefixed to this volume.

** Sec Epistle to Mr. W. R. Spencer, p. 314, of this volume.
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so sure to find decided hostility, both to the men and the principles
then dominant throughout the Union, as among officers of the
British navy, and in the ranks of an angry Federalist opposition.
Fo.r any bias, therefore, that, under such circumstances, my
opinions and feelings may be thought to have received, full allow-
ance, of course, is to be made in appraising the weight due to my
authority on the subject. All I can answer for, is the perfect
sincerity and earnestness of the actual impressions, whether true
or erroneous, under which my Epistles from the United States
were written; and so strong, at the time, I confess, were.those
impressions, that it was the only period of my past life during
which 1 have found myself at all sceptical as to the soundness of
that Liberal creed of politics, in the profession and advocacy of
which I may be almost literally said to have begun life, and shall
most probably end it.

Reaching, for the second time, New York, I set out from
thence on the now familiar and easy enterprise of visiting the Falls
of Niagara. It is but too true, of all grand objects, whether in
nature or art, that facility of access to them much diminishes the
feeling of reverence they ought to inspire. ~Of this fault, however,
the route to Niagara, at that period — at least the portion of it
which led through the Genesee country — could not justly be ac-
cused. The latter part of (he journey, which lay chiefly through
yet but half-cleared wood, we were obliged to perform on foot;
and a slight accident I met with, in the course of our rugged walk,
laid me up for some days at Buffalo. To the rapid growth, in that
wonderful region, of, at least, the materials of civilization, —
however ultimately they may be turned to account, — this
flourishing town, which stands on Lake Erie, bears most ample
testimony. Though little better, at the time when I visited it,
than a mere village, consisting chiefly of huts and wigwams, it is
now, by all accounts, a populous and splendid city, with five or
six churches, town-hall, theatre, and other such appurtenances
of a capital.

In adverting to the comparatively rude state of Buffalo at that
period, I should be ungrateful were I'to omit mentioning, that,
even then, on the shores of those far lakes, the title of * Poet,” —
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however unworthily in that instance bestowed, — bespoke a
kind and distinguishing welcome for its wearer; and that the
Captain who commanded the packet in which I erossed Lake On-
tario, * in addition to other marks of courtesy, begged, on parting
with me, to be allowed to decline payment for my passage.

‘When we arrived, at length, attheinn, in the neighbourhood
of the Falls, it was too late to think of visiting (hem that evening;
and I lay awake almost the whole night with the sound of the
cataract in my ears. The day following I consider as a sort of era
in my life; and the first glimpse I caught of that wonderful cataract
gave me a feeling which nothing in this world can ever awaken
again.** It was through an opening among the trees, as we ap-
proached the spot where the full view of the Falls was to burst upon
us, thatI caught this glimpse of the mighty mass of waters folding
smoothly over the edge of the precipice; and so overwhelming was
the notion it gave me of the awful spectacle I was approaching,
that, during the short interval that followed, imagination had far
outrun the reality; and, vast and wonderful as was the scene that
then opened upon me, my first feeling was that of disappointment.
It would have been impossible, indeed, for any thing real to come
up to the vision I had, in these few seconds, formed of it; and
those awful scriptural words, ‘‘The fountains of the great deep
were broken up,” can alone give any notion of the vague wonders
for which I was prepared.

But, in spite of the start thus got by imagination, the triumph
of reality was, in the end, but the greater; for the gradual glory
of the scene that opened upon me soon took possession of my
whole mind; presenting, from day to day, some new beauty or
wonder, and, like all that is most sublime in nature or art,
awakening sad as well as elevating thoughts. I retain in my me-
mory but one other dream — for such do events so long past appear
— which can in any respect be associated with the grand vision I
have just been describing; and, however different the nature of

* The Commodore of the Lakes, as he is styled.

** The two first sentences of the above paragraph, as well as a pas-
sage that occurs in page xvii. of this Preface, stood originally as part of
the Notes on one of the American Poems.
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their appeals to the imagination, I should find it difficult to say on
which occaion I felt most deeply affected, when looking on the
Falls of Niagara, or when standing by moonlight among the ruins
of the Coliseum.

Some changes, 1 understand, injurious to the beauty of the
scene, have taken place in the shape of the Falls since the time of
my visit to them ; and among these is the total disappearance, by
the gradual crumbling away of the rock, of the small leafy island
which then stood near the edge of the Great Fall, and whose tran-
quillity and unapproachableness, in the midst of so much turmoil,
lent it an interest which I thus tried to avail myself of, in a Song
of the Spirit of that region*: —

There, amid the island-sedge,
Just above the cataract's edge,
Where Lhe foot of living man
Never trod since time began,
Lone I sit at close of day, &c. &c.

Another characteristic feature of the vicinity of the Falls,
which, Iunderstand, no longer exists, was the interesting settle-
ment of the Tuscarora Indians. With the gallant Brock **, whe
then commanded at Fort George, I passed the greater part of my
time during the few weeks I rernained at Niagara; and a visit I paid
to these Indians, in company with him and his brother officers,
on his going to distribute among them the customary presents and
prizes, was not the least curious of the many new scenes I wit-
nessed. These people received us in all their ancient costume. The
Young men exhibited for our amusement in the race, the bat-game,
and other sports, while the old and the women sat in groups
under the surrounding trees; and the whole scene was as pic-
turesque and beautiful as it was new to me. It is said that West,
the American painter, when he first saw the Apollo, at Rome,

* Introduced in the Epistle to Lady Charlotte Rawdon, p. 381, of
this volume.

** This brave and amiable officer was killed at Queenston, in Upper
Canada, soon after the commencement of the war with America, in the
year 1812. He was in the act of cheering on his men when be fell. The
inscription on the mounment raised to his memory, on Queenston
Heights, does but due honour to his manly character.
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exclaimed instantly, ‘‘ A young Indian warrior!” — and, however
startling the association may appear, some of the graceful and
agile forms which I saw that day among the Tuscaroras were such
as would account for its arising in the young painter’s mind.

After crossing ‘‘the fresh-water ocean” of Ontario, I passed
down the St. Lawrence to Montreal and Quebec, staying for a short
time at each of these places; and this part of my journey, as well
as my voyage on from Quebec to Halifax, is sufficiently traceable
through the few pieces of poetry that were suggested to me by
scenes and events on the way. And here I must again venture to
avail myself of the valuable testimony of Captain Hall to the truth
of my descriptions of some of those scenes through which his more
practised eye followed me; — taking the liberty to omitin my ex-
tracts, as far as may be done without injury to the style or context,
some of that generous surplusage of praise in which friendly cri-
ticism delights to indulge.

In speaking of an excursion he had made up the river Ottawa,
— ““a stream,” he adds, ‘‘which has a classical place in every
one’s imagination from Moore’s Canadian Boat Song,” Captain
Hall proceeds as follows: — ** While the poet above alluded to has
retained all that is essentially characteristic and pleasing in these
boat songs, and rejected all that is not so, he has contrived to
borrow his inspiration from numerous surrounding circumstances,
presenting nothing remarkable to the dull senses of ordinary tra-
vellers. Yel these highly poetical images, drawn in this way, as
it were carelessly and from every hand, he has combined with such
graphic — I had almost said geographical — truth, that the effect
is great even upon those who have never, with their own eyes,
seen the ‘Utawa’s tide,” nor ‘flown down the Rapids,” nor heard
the ‘bell of St. Anne’s toll its evening chime;’ while the same
lines give to distant regions, previously consecrated in our imagi-
nation, a vividness of interest, when viewed on the spot, of which
it is difficult to say how much is due to the magic of the poetry, and
how much to the beauty of the real scene.” *

* ‘It is singularly gratifying,” the author adds, ‘‘to discover that,
Lo this hour, the Ganadian voyageurs never omit their offerings to the
shrine of 5t. Anne, before engaging in any enterprise; and that, during
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While on the subject of the Canadian Boat Song, an anecdote
connected with that once popular ballad may, for my musical
readers at least, possess some interest. A few years since, while
staying in Dublin, I was presented, at his own request, 10 a
gentleman who told me that his family had in their possession a
curious relic of my youthful days, — being the first notation I had
made, in pencilling, of the air and words of the Canadian Boat
Song, while on my way down the St. Lawrence, — and that it was
their wish I should add my signature to attest the authenticity of
the autograph. I assured him with truth that I had wholly forgotten
even the existence of such a memorandum; that it would be as
much a curiosity to myself as it could be to any one else, and that
Ishould feel thankful to be allowed to see it. In a day or two after,
my request was complied with, and the following is the history of
this musical “¢relic.”

In my passage down the St. Lawrence, I had with me two
travelling companions, one of whom, named Harkness, the son
of a wealthy Dublin merchant, has been some years dead. To
this young friend, on parting with him, at Quebec, I gave, as a
keepsake, a volume I had been reading on the way, — Priestley’s
Lectures on History; and it was upon a fly-leaf of this volume I
found T had taken down, in pencilling, both the notes and a few of
the words of the original song by which my own boat-glee had
been suggested. The following is the form of my memorandum
of the original air: —

its performance, they omit no opportunity of keeping up so propitious
an intercourse. The flourishing village which surrounds the church on
the *Green Isle’ in question owes ils existence and support entirely to
these pious contributions.

Thomas Moore. 1. 14
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Then follows, as pencilled down at the same moment, the first
verse of my Canadian Boat Song, with air and words as they are at
present. From all this it will be perceived, that, in my own setting
of the air, I departed in almost every respect but the time from the
strain our voyageurs had sung to us, leaving the music of the glee
nearly as much my own as the words. Yet, how stronglyimpressed
I had become with the notion that this was the identical air sung by
the boatmen , — how closely it linked itself in my imagination with
the scenes and sounds amidst which it had occurred to me, — may
be seen by reference to a note appended to the glee as first pub-
lished, which will be found in the following pages. *

To the few desultory and, perhaps, valueless recollections I
have thus called up, respecting the contents of our second volume,
I have only to add, that the heavy storm of censure and criticism,
— some of it, I fear, but too well deserved, — which, both in Ame-
rica and in England, the publication of my ‘‘Odes and Epistles”
drew down upon me, was followed by results which have far more
than compensated for any pain such attacks at the time may have
inflicted. In the most formidable of all my censors, at that period,
— the great master of the art of criticisra, in our day, — Ihave
found ever since one of the most cordial and highly valued of all
my friends; while the good-will I have experienced from more than
one distinguished American sufficiently assures me that any in-
justice I may have done to that land of freemen, if not long since
wholly forgotten, is now remembered only to be forgiven.

As some consolation to me for the onsets of criticism, Ireceived,
shortly after the appearance of my volume, a letter from Stockholm,
addressed to ‘‘the author of Epistles, Odes, and other Poems,”
and informing me that ¢‘the Princes, Nobles, and Gentlemen, who
composed the General Chapter of the most Illustrious, Equestrian,
Secular, and Chapteral Order of St. Joachim,” had elected me as a
Knight of this Order. Notwithstanding the grave and official style
of the letter, Iregardedit, Iown, atfirst, asamere ponderous
piece of pleasantry; and even suspected that in the name of St.
*‘Joachim” X could detect the low and irreverent pun of St. Jokehim.

* Page 379. of this volume.
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On a little inquiry, however, I learned that there actually existed
such an order of knighthood; that the title, insignia, &c. conferred
by it had, in the instances of Lord Nelson, the Duke of Bouillon,
and Colonel Imhoff, who were all Knights of St. Joachim, been
authorized by the British court; but that since then, this sanction
of the order had been withdrawn. Of course, to the reduction thus
caused in the value of the honour was owing its descent in thescale
of distinction to ‘such small decr” of Parnassus as myself. I'wrole
a letter, however, full of grateful acknowledgment, to Monsieur
Hansson, the Vice-Chancellor of the Order, saying that I was un-
conscious of having entitled myself, by any public service, to a re-
ward due only to the benefactors of mankind; and therefore begged
leave most respectfully to decline it.
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JUVENILE POEMS,

(CONTINUED.)

THE PHILOSOPHER ARISTIPPUS*

TO A LAMP
WHICH HAD BEEN GIVEN HIM BY LAIS.

Dulcis conscia lectuli lucerna.
MarriaL., lib. xiv. epig. 39,

«Qu! love the Lamp” (my Mistress said),
** The faithful Lamp that, many a night,
¢¢Beside thy Lais” lonely bed
¢« Has kept its little watch of light.
.

* It does not appear Lo have been 'very difficult lo become a philo-
sopher amongst the ancients. A moderate store of learning, with a con-
siderable portion of confidence, and just wit enough to produce an occa-
sional apophthegm, scem Lo have been all the qualifications necessary
for the purpose. The principles of moral science were so very imperfectly
understood that the founder of a new sect, in forming his ethical code,
might consult either fancy or temperament, and adapt it to his own
passions and propensities; so that Mahomet, with a little more learning,
might have flourished as a philosopher in those days, and would have
required but the polish of the schools to become the rival of Aristippus
in morality. In the science of nature, too, though some valuable Lruths
were discovered by them, they seemed hardly to know they were truths,
or at least were as well satisfied with errors; and Xenophanes, who as-
serted that the stars were igneous clouds, lighted up every night and
extinguished again in the morning, was thought and styled a philosopher,
as generally as he who anticipated Newton in developing the arrangement
of the universe.

For this opinion of Xenophanes, see Plutarch. de Placit. Philosoph.
lib. ii. cap. 13. 1t is impossible to read this treatise of Plutarch, without
alternately admiring the genius, and .smiling at the absurdities of the
philosophers.
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*‘Full often has it seen her weep,
“‘And fix her eye upon its flame
‘Till, weary, she has sunk to sleep,
‘‘Repeating her beloved’s name.

‘‘Then love the Lamp — ’t will often lead
*“Thy step through learning’s sacred way;
‘‘ And when those studious eyes shall read,
¢ At midnight, by its lonely ray,
¢ Of things sublime, of nature’s birth,
‘“Of all that ’s bright in heaven or earth,
‘“Oh, think that she, by whom ’t was given,
¢t Adores thee more than earth or heaven!”

Yes — dearest Lamp, by every charm

On which thy midoight beam has hung; *
The head reclin’d, the graceful arm

Across the brow of ivory flung;

The heaving bosom, partly hid,
The sever’d lip’s unconscious sighs,
The fringe that from the half-shut lid
Adown the cheek of roses lies :

By these, by all that bloom untold,
And long as all shall charm my heart,
I'’ll love my little Lamp of gold —
My Lamp and I shall never part.

And often, as she smiling said,
In fancy’s hour, thy gentle rays
Shall guide my visionary tread
Through poesy’s enchanting maze.

* The ancients had their lucernae cubiculariae or bedchamber
lamps, which, as the Emperor Galienus said, “nil cras meminere ;"
and, wilh the same commendation of secrecy, Praxagora addresses her
lamp in Aristophanes, Exxjiyc. We may judge how fanciful they were,
in the use and embellishment of their lamps, [rom the famous symbolio
Lucerna, which we find in (he Romanum Museum Mich. Ang. Causei,
p. 121
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Thy flame shall light the page refin’d
Where still we catch the Chian’s breath,
Where still the bard, though cold in death,
Has left his soul unquench’d behind.
Or, o’er thy humbler legend shine,
Oh man of Ascra’s dreary glades. *
To whom the nightly warbling Nine **
A wand of inspiration gave , ***
Pluck’d from the greencst tree, that shades
The crystal of Castalia’s wave.

Then, turning to a purer lore,

We ’ll cull the sages’ deep-hid store,
From Science steal her golden clue.
And every mystic path pursue,

‘Where Nature, far from vulgar eyes,
Through labyrinths of wonder flies.

*T is thus my heart shall learn to know
How fleeting is this world below,
‘Where all that meets the morning light,
Is chang'd before the fall of night! 4

I’ll tell thee, as Itrim thy fire,

“Swift, swift the tide of being runs,
‘“And Time, who bids thy flame expire,

* Will also quench yon heaven of suns."”

Oh, then if earth’s united power
Can never chain one feathery hour;

* Hesiod, who tells us in melancholy terms of his father’s flight to
the wretched village of Ascra. Egy. xae"Hpep. v. 251,

* Evyuyiar otesyov, TEQUxaALEc 0660y tetgor.  Theog. v. 10.
*** Ko pos axymrgoy sdov, dagvns soudylew ofov. Id. v. 30,

+ ‘Peww va A worapuov dinyv, as expressed among the dogmas of
Heraclitus the Ephesian, and with the same image by Seneca, in whom
we find a beautiful diffusion of the thought. “‘Nemo est mane, qui fuit
pridie. Corpora nostra rapiuntur fluminum more; quidquid vides cur-
rit cum tempore. Nihil ex his quae videmus manet. Ego ipse, dum
loquor mutari ipsa, mutatus sum,” &c.
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If every print we leave to-day
To-morrow's wave will sweep away
‘Who pauses to inquire of heaven

Why were the fleeting treasures given,
The sunny days, the shady nights,
And all their brief but dear delights,
Which heaven has made for man to use,
And man should think it crime to lose?
Who that has cull’d a fresh-blown rose
Will ask it why it breathes and glows,
Unmindful of the blushing ray,

In which it shines its soul away ;
Unmindful of the scented sigh,

With which it dies and loves to die.

Pleasure, thou only good on earth! *
One precious moment giv'n to thee —
Oh! by my Lais’ lip, 'tis worth
The sage’s immortality.

Then far be all the wisdom hence,
That would our joys one hour delay!
Alas, the feast of soul and sense
Love calls us to in youth’s bright day,
If not soon tasted, fleets away.
Ne’er wert thou formed, my Lamp, to shed
Thy splendour on a lifeless page; —
Whate’er my blushing Lais said
Of thoughtful lore and studies sage,
’T was mockery all — her glance of joy
Told me thy dearest, best employ. **

* Arislippus considered motion as the principle of happiness, in
which idea he differed from the Epicureans, who looked to a state of
repose as the only true voluptuousness, and avoided even the too lively
agitations of pleasure, as a violent and ungraceful derangement of the
senses.

** Maupertuis has been still more explicit than this philosopher, in
ranking the pleasures of sense above the sublimest pursuits of wisdom.
Speaking of the infant man, in his production, he calls him, ‘‘une
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And, soon as night shall close the eye
Of heaven’s young wanderer in the west;
‘When seers are gazing on the sky,
To find their future orbs of rest;
Then shall I take my trembling way,
Unseen but to those worlds above,
And, led by thy mysterious ray,
Steal to the night-bower of my love.

TO MRS. —
ON HER BEAUTIFUL TRANSLATION OF
“VOITURE'S KISS.”

Mon dme sur mon lévre étoit lors loute entiére,
Pour savourer le miel qui sur la vétre etoit;
Mais en me retirant, elle resta derriére,
Tant de ce doux plaisir I'amorce I'a restoit.  VorTore.

How heav’nly was the poet’s doom,
To breathe his spirit through a kiss;
And lose within so sweet a tomb
The trembling messenger of bliss !

And, sure his soul return’d to feel
That it again could ravish’d be ;

For in the kiss that thou didst steal,
His life and soul have fled to thee.

nouvelle créature, qui pourra comprendre les choses les plus sublimes,
et ce qui est bien au-dessus, qui pourra gouter les mémes plaisirs.”
See his Vénus Physique. This appears to be one of the efforts at Fonte-
nelle’s gallantry of manner, for which the learned President is s0 well
and justly ridiculed in the Akakia ol Voltaire.

Maupertuis may be thought to have borrowed from the ancient Aris-
lippus that indiscriminate theory of pleasures which he has set forth in
his Essai de Philosophe Morale, and for which he was so very justly
condemned.  Aristippus, according to Laertius, held un Suxpeoeny T&
700v7w 4idovys, which irrational sentiment has been adopted by Mau-
pertuis: ‘ Tant qu’ on ne considére que I'état présent, tous les plaisirs
sont du méme genre,” &c. &c.
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RONDEAU.

*“Goobp night! good night!” — And is it so?
And must I {rom my Rosa go?

Oh Rosa, say ¢ Good night!” once more,
And I'll repeat it o’er and o’er,

Till the first glance of dawning light

Shall find us saying, still, *‘Good night!”
And still ¢“‘Good night,” my Rosa, say —
But whisper still, ‘A minute stay;” ‘
And I will stay, and every minute

Shall have an age of transport in it ;

Till Time himself shall stay his flight,

To listen to our sweet ¢‘ Good night.”

¢ Good night!” you’ll murmur with a sigh,
And tell me it is time to fly:

And I will vow, will swear to go,

‘While still that sweet voice murmurs ‘‘No!”
Till slumber seal our weary sight —

And then, my love, my soul, ‘‘Good night!’

$ O N G

Wy does azure deck the sky?
*T is to be like thy looks of blue;
Why is red the rose’s dye?
Because it is thy blushes’ hue.
All that ’s fair, by Love’s decree,
Has heen made resembling thee

Why is falling snow so white,

But to be like thy bosom fair?
Why are solar beams so bright?

That they may seem thy golden hair!
All that ’s bright, by Love’s decree,
Has becn made resembling thee!
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Why are nature’s beauties felt ?
Oh!’tis thine in her we see!
Why has music power to melt?
Oh! because it speaks like thee.
All that ’s sweet, by Love’s decree,
Has been made resembling thee !

TO ROSA.

LikE one who trusts to summer skies,
And puts his little bark to sea,

Is he who, lur'd by smiling eyes,
Consiguas his simple heart to thee.

For fickle is the summer wind,
And sadly may the bark be tost;
For thou art sure to change thy mind,
And then the wretched heart is lost!

WRITTEN IN A COMMONPLACE BOOK,

CALLED
““THE BOOK OF FOLLIES;”

IN WHICH EVERY ONE THAT OPENED IT WAS TO CONTRIBUTE

SBOMETHING.

TO THE BOOK OF FOLLIES.

Tuis tribute ’s from a wretched elf,
Who hails thee, emblem of himself,
The book of life, which I have trac’d,
Has been, like thee, a motley waste
Of follies scribbled o’er and o’er,

One folly bringing hundreds more.
Some have indeed been writ so neat,
In characters so fair, so sweet,
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That those who judge not too severely,
Have said they lov’d such follies dearly
Yet still, O book! the allusion stands;
For these were penn’d by female hands :
The rest — alas! Iown the truth —
Have all been scribbled so uncouth
That Prudence, with a with’ring look,
Disdainful, flings away the book.

Like thine, its pages here and there
Have oft been stain’d with blots of care;
And sometimes hours of peace, Iown,
Upon some fairer leaves have shown,
‘White as the snowings of that heav'n

By which those hours of peace were given.
But now no longer — such, oh, such
The blast of Disappointment’s touch ! —
No longer now those hours appear;
Each leaf is sullied by a tear:

Blank, blank is ev’ry page with care,
Not ev’n a folly brightens there.

Will they yet brighten? — never, never!
Then shut the book, O God, for ever!

TO ROSA.

Sav, why should the girl of my soul be in tears

At a meeting of rapture like this,

When the glooms of the past and the sorrow of years

Have been paid by one moment of bliss?

Are they shed for that moment of blissful delight,

Which dwells on her memory yet?

Do they flow, like the dews of the love-breathing night,

From the warmth of the sun that has set?
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Oh! sweet is the tear on that languishing smile,
That smile, which is loveliest then;

And if such are the drops that delight can beguile,
Thou shalt weep them again and again,

LIGHT SOUNDS THE HARP.

Licur sounds the harp when the combat is over,
‘When heroes are resling, and joy is in bloom;
‘When laurels hang loose from the brow of the lover,
And Cupid makes wings of the warrior’s plume.
But, when the foe returns,
Again the hero buros;
High flames the sword in his hand once more :
The clang of mingling arms
Is then the sound that charms,
And brazen notes of war, that stirring trumpets pour; —
Then, again comes the Harp, when the combat is over —
When heroes are resting, and Joy is in bloom —
‘When laurels hang loose from the brow of the lover,
And Cupid makes wings of the warrior’s plume.
Light went the harp when the War-God, reclining,
Lay lull'd on the white arm of Beauty to rest,
‘Whea round his rich armour the myrtle hung twining,
And flights of young doves made his helmet their nest.
But, when the battle came,
The hero’s eye breathed flame:
Soon from bis neck the white arm was flung;
While, to his wakening ear,
No other sounds were dear
But brazen notes of war, by thousand trumpets sung.
But then came the light harp,, when danger was ended,
And Beauty once more lull'd the War-God to rest;
‘When tresses of gold with his laurels lay blended,
And flights of young doves made his helmet their nest.
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FROM
THE GREEK OF MELEAGER.*

Frev high the cup with liquid flame,

And speak my Heliodora’s name.

Repeat its magic o’er and o’er,

And let the sound my lips adore,

Live in the breeze, till every tone,

And word, and breath, speaks her alone.

Give me the wreath that withers there,

It was but last delicious night,

It circled her luxuriant hair,

And caught her eyes’ reflected light.
Oh! haste, and twine it round my brow.
*T is all of her that ’s left me now.

And see — each rosebud drops a tear,
To find the nymph no longer here —

No longer, where such heavenly charms
As hers should be — within these arms.

S O N G.

Fry from the world, O Bessy! to me,
Thou wilt never find any sincerer;

I’ll give up the world, O Bessy! for thee,
I can never meet any that’s dearer.

Then tell me no more, with a tear and a sigh,
That our loves will be censur’d by many;

* Eyyse, now madw sue, malw, Ay ‘Hlwodwoag
Euwnsy cuy oxpyTW TO yAuky sy ovouo.
Ko 0w tow BosyGevra pugoss xas x&dov covra,
Mrapocvvoy newag, anprrede oTepavoy:
Adaxgvee PLhioaaroy tdov §odor , 0VvERa xewvay
AAAoGe X ov wolmorg METEQOLS EGOQ0L.
BRUNCK. dnalect. tom. i. p. 28.
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All, all have their follies, and who will deny
That ours is the sweetest of any?

When your lip has met mine, in communion so sweet,
Have we felt as if virtue forbid it? —
Have we felt as if heav’n denied them to meet? —
No, rather 't was heav’n that did it.
So innocent, love, is the joy we then sip,
So little of wrong is there in it,
That I wish all my errors were lodg’d on your lip,
And I 'd kiss them away in a minute.

Then come to your lover, oh! fly to his shed,
From a world which I know thou despisest ;

And slamber will hover as light o’er our bed
As e’er on the couch of the wisest.

And when o’er our pillow the tempest is driven,
And thou, pretty innocent, fearest,

I’ll tell thee, it is not the chiding of heav’n,
"T is only our lullaby, dearest.

And, oh! while we lie on our deathbed, my love,
Looking back on the scene of our errors,

A sigh from my Bessy shall plead then above,
Aund Death be disarm’d of his terrors.

And each to the other embracing will say,
¢““Farewell! let us hope we ’re forgiven.”

Thy last fading glance will illumine the way,
And a kiss be our passport to heaven!

THE RESEMBLANCE.

— — — vo cercand’ io ,
Donna, quant’ ¢ possibile, in altrui
La desiata vostra forma vera,

PETRARC. Somett. 14.

YEs, if’t were any common love,
That led my pliant heart astray,
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Igrant, there’s nota power above,
Could wipe the faithless crime away.

But, 't was my doom to err with one
In every look so like to thee

That, underneath yon blessed sun,
So fair there are but thou and she.

Both born of beauty, at a birth,

She held with thine a kindred sway,
And wore the only shape on earth

That could have lured my soul to stray.

Then blame me not, if false I be,
'T was love that wak’d the fond cxcess;
My heart had been more true to thee,
Had mine eye priz’d thy beauty less.

FANNY, DEAREST.

Yrs! had Ileisure to sigh and mourn,
Fanny, dearest, for theeI’d sigh;

And every smile on my cheek should turn
To tears when thou art nigh.

But, between love, and wine, and sleep,
So busy a life I live,

That even the time it would take to weep
Is morc than my heart can give.

Then bid me not to despair and pine,
Faony, dearest of all the dears!

The Love that ’s order’d to bathe in wine,
‘Would be sure to take cold in tears.

Reflected bright in this heart of mine,
Fanny, dearest, thyimage lies;

But, ah, the mirror would cease to shine
1f dimm’d too often with sighs.

They lose the half of beauty’s light,
‘Who view it through sorrow’s tear -

223
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And 't is but to see thee truly bright
That I keep my eye-beam clear.

Then wait no longer till tears shall flow,
Fanny, dearest — the hope is vain;

If sunshine cannot dissolve thy snow,
1 shall never attempt it with rain.

THE RING.

TO

No — Lady! Lady! keep the ring:
Oh! think, how many a future year,
Of placid smile and downy wing,
May sleep within its holy sphere.
Do not disturb their tranquil dream,
Though love hath ne’er the mystery warm’d;
Yet heav’n will shed a soothing beam,
To bless the bond itself hath form’d.

But then, that eye, that burning eye, —
Oh! it doth ask, with witching power,
If heaven can ever bless the tie
‘Where love inwreaths no genial flower?
Away, away, bewildering look,
Or all the boast of virtue ’s o’er;
Go — hie thee to the sage’s book ,
And learn from him to feel no more.

I cannot warn thee: every touch,

That brings my pulses close to thine,
Tells me I want thy aid as much —

Ev’n more, alas, than thou dost mine.

Yet, stay, — one hope, one effort yet —
A moment turn those eyes away,

And let me, ifJcan, forget
The light that leads my soul astray,
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Thou say'st, (hat we were born to meet,
That our hearts bear one common seal ; —

Think, Lady, thiok, how man’s deceit
Can seem to sigh and feign to feel.

When, o’er thy face some gleam of thought,
Like daybeams through the morning air,
Hath gradual stole, and I have caught
The feeling ere it kindled there;

The sympathy I then betray'd,
Perhaps was but the child of art,
The guile of one, who long hath play’d
With all these wily nets of heart.
Oh! thine is not my earliest vow ;
Though few the years I yet have told,
Caunst thou believe I 've lived till now,
With loveless heart or senses cold ?

No — other nymphs to joy and pain
This wild and wandering heart hath mov'd;
With some it sported, wild and vain,
‘While some it dearly, truly, lov'd.
The cheek to thine I fondly lay,
To theirs hath been as fondly laid,
The words to thee I warmly say,
To them have been as warmly said.

Then, scorn at once a worthless heart,
Worthless alike, or fix’d or free;

Think of the pure, bright soul thou art,
And — love not me, oh love not me.

Enough — now, turn thine eyes again;
What, still that look and still that sigh!
Dost thou not feel my counsel then?
Oh! no, beloved, —nordoI.

Thomas Moore. L. 15
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TO
THE INVISIBLE GIRL.

Tuey try to persuade me, my dear little sprite ,

That you 're nof a true daughter of ether and light ,

Nor have any concern with those fanciful forms

That dance upon rainbows and ride upon storms ;

That, inshort, you ’re a woman; your lip and your eye
As mortal as ever drew gods from the sky.

But X will not believe them — no, Science, to you

I have long bid a last and a careless adieu :

Still flying from Nature to study her laws,

And dulling delight by exploring its cause,

You forget how superior, for mortals below,

Is the fiction they dream to the truth that they know.

Oh! who, that has e’er enjoyed rapture complete,
Would ask how we feel it, or why itis sweet;

How rays are confus’d, or how particles fly

Through the medium refin’d of a glance or a sigh;

Is there one, who but once would not rather have known it,
Than written, with Harvey, whole volumes upon it?

As for you, my sweet-voiced and invisible love,
You must surely be one of those spirits, that rove
By the bank where, at twilight, the poet reclines,
‘When the star of the west on his solitude shines,
And the magical fingers of fancy have hung
Every breeze with a sigh, every leaf with a tongue.
Oh! hint to him then, ’tis retirement alone
Can hallow his harp or ennoble its tone;

Like you, with a veil of seclusion between,

His song to the world let him utter unseen,
And like you, alegitimate child of the spheres,
Escape from the eye Lo enrapture the ears,

Sweet spirit of mystery! how I should love,
In the wearisome ways I am fated (o rove,
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To have you thus ever invisibly nigh,

Inhaling for ever your song and your sigh!

Mid the crowds of the world and the murmurs of care ,
I might sometimes converse with my nymph of the air,
And turn with distaste from the clamorous crew,

To steal in the pauses one whisper from you.

Then, come and be near me, for ever be mine,
‘We shall hold in the air a communion divine,
As sweet as, of old, was imagin’d to dwell
In the grotto of Numa, or Socrates’ cell.
And oft, atthose lingering moments of night ;
When the heart’s busy thoughts have put slumber to flight,
You shall come to my pillow and tell me of love,
Such as angel to angel might whisper above.
Sweet spirit! — and then, could you borrow the tone
Of that voice, to my ear like some fairy-song known,
The voice of the one upon earth,, who has twin’d
With her being for ever my heart and my mind,
Though louely and far from the light of her smile,
Aun exile, and weary and hopeless the while,
Could you shed for a moment her voice on my ear,
Iwill think, for that moment, that Cara is near;
That she comes with consoling enchantment to spcak,
And kisses my eyelid and breathes on my cheek,
And tells me, the night shall go rapidly by,
For the dawn of our hope, of our heaven is nigh.

Fair spirit! if such be your magical power,
It will lighten the lapse of full many an hour;
And, let fortune’s realities frown as they will,
Hope, fancy, and Cara may smile for me still.

15*
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THE RING.*
A TALE.

Annulus ille viri. — Ovip. Amor. lib. ii. eleg. 15.

Tue happy day at length arriv’d
‘When Rupert was to wed

The fairest maid in Saxony,
And take her to his bed.

As soon as morn was in the sky,
The feast and sports began;
The men admir’d the happy maid,

The maids the happy man.

In many a sweet device of mirth
The day was pass’d along;

And some the featly dance amus’d,
And some the dulcet song.

The younger maids with Isabel
Disported through the bowers,

And deck’d her robe, and crown’d her head
Wilh motley bridal flowers.

The matrons all in rich attire,
‘Within the castle walls,

Sat listening to the choral strains
That echo’d through the halls.

Young Rupert and his friends repair’d
Unto a spacious court,

* 1 should be sorry to think that my friend had any serious inten-
tions of frightening the nursery by this story: I rather hope — though
the manner of il leads me Lo doubt — that his design was to ridicule that
distempered taste which prefers those monsters of the fancy to the
‘*speciosa miracula” of true poetic imagination,

1fiud, by a note in the manuscript, that he met with this story in a
German author, Fromman upon Fascination, book iii. part vi. ch. 18.
On consulting the work, I perceive that Fromman quotes it from Belua-
censis, among many other stories equally diabolical and interesting.E
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To strike the bounding tennis-ball
In feat and manly sport.

The bridegroom on his finger wore
The wedding-ring so bright,

Which was to grace the lily hand
Of Isabel that night.

And fearing he might break the gem,
Or lose it in the play,
He look’d around the court, to see
‘Where he the ring might lay.
Now, in the court a statue stood,
Which there full long had been,
It might a Heathen goddess be,
Or else, a Heathen queen.

Upon its marble finger then
He tried the riog to fit;

And, thinking it was safest there,
Thereon he fasten’d it.

And now the tennis sports went on,
Till they were wearied all,

And messengers announc’d to them
Their dinner in the hall.

Young Rupert for his wedding-ring
Unto the statue went;

But, oh, how shock’d was he to find
The marble finger bent!

The hand was clos’d upon the ring
‘With firm and mighty clasp;

In vain he tried, and tried, and tried,
He could not loose the grasp!

Then sore surpris’d was Rupert’s mind —
As well his mind might be;;
‘I’ll come,” quoth he, ‘‘at night again,
‘“When none are here to see.”



230

JUVENILE POEMS

He went unto the feast, and much
He thought upon his ring;

And marvell’d sorely what could mean
So very strange a thing!

The feast was o’er, and to the court
He hied without delay,

Resolv’d to break the marble hand
And force the ring away.

But, mark a stranger wonder still —
The ring was there no more,

And yet the marble hand ungrasp’d,
And open as before !

He search’d the base, and all the court,
But nothing could he find;

Then to the castle hied he back
With sore bewilder’d mind.

‘Within he found them all in mirth,
The night in dancing flew;

The youth another ring procur’d,
And nope the adventure knew.

And now the priest has join’d their hands,
The hours of love advance :

Rupert almost forgets to think
Upon the morn’s mischance.

Within the bed fair Isabel
In blushing sweetness lay,

Like flowers, half-open’d by the dawn,
And waiting for the day.

And Rupert, by her lovely side,
In youthful heauty glows,

Like Pheebus, when he bends to cast
His beams upon a rose.

And here my song would leave them both ,
Nor let the rest be told,
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If’t were not for the horrid tale
It yet has to unfold.

Soon Rupert, ’t wixt his bride and him,
A death cold carcass found;

He saw it not, but thought he feit
Its arms embrace him round.

He started up, and then return’d,
But found the phantom still ;

Io vaio he shrunk, it clipp’d bim round,
With damp and deadly chill !

And when he bent, the earthy lips
A Kkiss of horror gave;

'T was like the smell from charnel vaults,
Or from the mould’ring grave !

Il fated Rupert! — wild and loud
Then cried he to his wife,

“Oh! save me from this horrid Gend,
*‘My Isabel! mylife!”

But Isabel had nothing seen,
She look’d around in vain;

And much she mourn’d the mad conceit
That rack’d her Rupert’s brain.

At length from this invisible
These words to Rupert came :

(Oh God! while he did hear the words
What terrors shook his frame !)

‘“‘Husband, husband, I’ve the ring
‘“‘Thou gav’st to-day to me;

“And thou ’rt to me for ever wed,
‘““As1am wed to thee!”

Aund all the night the demon lay
Cold-~chilling by his side,

And strain’d him with such deadly grasp,
He thought he should have died.
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But when the dawn of day was near,
The horrid phantom fled,

And left th’ affrighted youth to weep
By Isabel in bed.

And all that day a gloomy cloud
‘Was seen on Rupert’s brows;
Fair Isabel was likewise sad ,
But strove to cheer her spouse.

And, as the day advanc’d, he thought
Of coming night with fear;

Alas, that he should dread to view
The bed that should be dear!

At length the second night arriv'd,
Again their couch they press’d ;

Poor Rupert hop’d that all was o’er,
And look’d for love and rest.

But oh! when midnight came, again
The fiend was at his side,

And, asitstrain’d him in its grasp,
With how! exulting cried : —

‘‘Husband, husband, I've the ring,
¢“The ring thou gav’st to me;
‘“And thou ’rt to me for ever wed,
‘“AsIam wed to thee!”
In agony of wild despair,
He started from the bed;
And thus to his bewilder’d wife
The trembling Rupert said :

+«Oh Isabel! dost thou not see
¢« A shape of horrors here,

** That strains me to its deadly kiss
¢¢And keeps me from my dear?”

““No, no, my love! my Rupert, |
*‘No shape of horrors see;
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¢ And much I mourn the phantasy
““That keeps my dear from me.”

This night, just like the night before,
In terrors pass'd away,

Nor did the demon vanish thence
Before the dawn of day.

Said Rupert then, My Isabel,
‘‘Dear partner of my woe,

*“To Father Austin’s holy cave
¢“This instant will I go.”

Now Austin was a reverend man,
‘Who acted wonders maint —

Whom all the country round believ'd
A devil or a saint!

To Father Austin’s holy cave
Then Rupert straightway went;
And told him all, and ask’d him how
These horrors to prevent.

The father heard the youth, and then
Retir'd awhile to pray;

And, having pray’d for half an hour
Thus to the youth did say:

¢**There is a place where four roads meet,
““Which I will tell to thee;

*‘Be there this eve, at fall of night,
¢ And list what thou shalt see.

¢‘Thou 'lt see a group of figures pass
“In strange disorder’d crowd,
““Travelling by torchlight through the roads,
** With noises strange and loud.

‘*And one that ’s high above the rest,
‘“Terrific towering o’er,

“ Will make thee know him at a glance,,
**8o I need say no more,
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¢“To him from me these tablets give,
‘‘They Il quick be understood;

*Thou need’st not fear, but give them straight,
‘I'’ve scrawl’d them with my blood !”

The night-fall came, and Rupert all
In pale amazement went

To where the cross-roads met, as he
‘Was by the Father sent.

Andlo! agroup of figures came
In strange disorder’d crowd,
Travelling by torchlight through the roads,
‘With noises strange and loud.

And, as the gloomy train advanc’d,
Rupert beheld from far
A female form of wanton mien
High seated on a car.
And Rupert, as he gaz'd upon
The loosely vested dame,
Thought of the marble statue’s look,
For hers was just the same,

Behind her walk’d a hideous form ,
With eyeballs flashing death;

Whene’er he breath’d, a sulphur’d smoke
Came burning in his breath.

He seem’d the first of all the crowd ,
Terrific towering o’er;

“Yes, yes,” said Rupert, *this is he,
«*And I need ask no more.”

Then slow he went, and to this fiend
The tablets trembling gave,

Who look’d and read them with a yell
That would disturb the grave.

And when he saw the blood-scrawl’d name,
His eyes with fury shine;
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‘I thought,” cries he, ‘“his time was out,
‘‘But he must soon be mine}”

Then darting at the youth a look
‘Which rent his sou! with fear

He went unto the female fiend,
And whisper’d in her ear.

The female tiend no sooner heard
Than, with reluctant look,

The very ring that Rupert lost,
She from her finger took.

And, giving it unto the youth,
With eyes that breath’d of hell,

She said, in that tremendous voice,
Which he remember’d well :

«In Austin’s name take back the ring,
¢*The ring thou gav'st to me;

<< And thou ’rt to me no longer wed,
¢“Nor longer I to thee,”

He took the ring, the rabble pass'd,
He home return’d again;

His wife was then the happiest fair,
The happiest he of men.

TO

ON SEEING HER WITH A WHITE VEIL AND A RICH GIRDLE.

Magyagrras dnlovas danguwy §oov.
Ap. N1cEPHOR. in Oneirocritico.

Pur off the vestal veil, nor, oh!
Let weeping angels view it;

Your cheeks belie its virgin snow,
And blush repenting through it.
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Put off the fatal zone you wear;
The shining pearls around it

Are tears, that fell from Virtue there,
The hour when Love unbound it.

WRITTEN IN THE BLANE LEAF

oF
A LADY’S COMMONPLACE-BOOK.

HEere: is one leaf reserv’d for me,
From all thy sweet memorials free;
And here my simple song might tell
The feelings thou must guess so well.
But could I thus, within thy mind,
One little vacant corner find,

‘Where no impression yet is seen,
Where no memorial yet hath been,
Oh! it should be my sweetest care

To write my name for ever therel

TO
MRS. BL—.

‘WRITTEN IN HER ALBUOM.

Turey say that Love had once a book
(The urchin likes to copy you),
Where, all who came, the pencil took,
And wrote, like us, aline or two.
'T was Innocence, the maid divine,
‘Who kept this volume bright and fair
And saw that no unhallow’d line
Or thought profane should enter there;
And daily did the pages fill
With fond device and loving lore,
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And every leaf she turn’d was still
More bright than that she turn’d before,

Beneath the tonch of Hope, how soft,
How light the magic pencil ran!

Till Fear would come, alas, as oft,
And trembling close what Hope began.

A tear or two had dropp’d from Grief,
And Jealousy would, now and then,

Ruflle in haste some snow-white leaf,
Which Love had still to smooth again,

But, ah! there came a blooming boy,
‘Who often turn’d the pages o’er,

And wrote therein such words of joy,
That all who read them sigh’d [or more.

And Pleasure was this spirit’s name,
And though so soft his voice and look,

Yet Innocence, whene’er he came,
‘Would tremble for her spotless book.

For, oft a Bacchant cup he bore,
‘With earth’s sweet nectar sparkling bright ;
And much she fear’d lest, mantling o’er,
Some drops should on the pages light.

And so it chanc’d, one luckless night,
The urchin let that goblet fall

O’er the fair book, so pure, so white,
And sullied lines and marge and all!

In vain now, touch’d with shame, he tried
To wash those fatal stains away;
Deep, deep had sunk the sullying tide,
The leaves grew darker every day.
And Fancy’s sketches lost their hue,
And Hope's sweet lines were all effac’d,
And Love himself now scarcely knew
‘What Love himself so lately trac’d.
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At length the urchin Pleasure fled,
(For how, alas! could Pleasure stay?)
And Love, whilemany a tear he shed,
Reluctant flung the book away.

The index now alone remains,
Of all the pages spoil’d by Pleasure,
And though it bears some earthy stains,
Yet Memory counts the leaf a treasure.

And oft, they say, she scans it o’er,

And oft, by this memorial aided,
Brings back the pages now no more,

And thinks of lines that long have faded.

I know not if this tale be true,

But thus the simple facts are stated;
And Irefer their truth to you,

Since Love and you are near related.

TO
C AR A,

AFTER AN INTERVAL OF ABSENCE.

CoNceAar’D within the shady wood
A mother Ieft her sleeping child,

And (lew, to cull her rustic food,
The fruitage of the forest wild.

But storms upon her pathway rise,

The mother roams, astray and weeping;
Far from the weak appealing cries

Of him she left so sweetly sleeping,

She hopes, she fears; alight is seen,
And gentler blows the night wind’s breath;
Yet no — "t is gone — the storms are keen,
The infant may be chill’d to death!
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Perhaps, ev'n now, in darkness shrouded,
His little eyes lie cold and still; —

And yet, perhaps, they are not clouded,
Life and love may light them still.

Thus, Cara, atour last farewell,

When, fearful ev'n thy hand to touch,
I mutely asked those eyes to tell

If parting pain’d thee half so much:

Ithought, — and, oh! forgive the thought,
For none was e’er by love inspir'd

Whom fancy bad not also taught
To hope the bliss his soul desir’d.

Yes, Idid think, in Cara’s mind,

Though yet to that sweet mind unknown,
1 left one infant wish behind,

Oune feeling, which I called my own.

Oh blest! though but in fancy blest,
How did I ask of Pity’s care,

To shield and strengthen, in thy breast,
The nursling I had cradled there.

And, many an hour, beguil’d by pleasure,
And many an hour of sorrow numbering,
I ne’er forgot the new-born treasure,
1 left within thy bosom slumbering.

Perhaps, indifference has not chill’d it,
Haply, it yet a throb may give —

Yet, no — perhaps, a doubt has kill'd it;
Say, dearest — does the feeling live?
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TO
C A R A,

ON THE DAWNING OF A NEW YEAR’S DAY.

WHEN miduoight came to close the year.
We sigh’d to think it thus should take
The hours it gave us — hours as dear
As sympathy and love could make
Their blessed moments, — every sun
Saw us, mylove, more closely one.

But, Cara, when the dawn was nigh
Which came a new year's light to shed,
That smile we caught from eye to eye
Told us, those moments were not fled :
Oh, no, — we felt, some future sun
Should see us still more closely one.

Thus may we ever, side by side,
From bappy years to happier glide;
And still thus may the passing sigh
We give to hours, (hat vanish o’er us,
Be follow’d by the smiling eye,
That Hope shall shed on scenes before us!

TO
..., 1801,

To be the theme of every hour

The heart devotes to Fancy’s power,

When her prempt magic fills the mind
With friends and joys we ‘ve left behind,
And joys return and friends are near,

And all are welcom'd with a tear: —

In the mind’s purest seat to dwell,

To be remember’d oft and well

By one whose heart, though vain and wild,
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By passion led, by youth beguil’d,

Can proudly still aspire to be

All that may yet win smiles from thee: —
If thus to live in every part

Ofalone, weary wanderer’s heart;

If thus to be its sole employ

Can give thee one faint gleam of joy,
Believe it, Mary, — oh! believe

A tongue that never can deceive,

Though, erring, it too oft betray

Ev'n more than Love should dare to say, —
In Pleasure’s dream or Sorrow’s hour,

In crowded hall or lonely bower,

The business of my life shall be,

For ever to remember thee.

And though that heart be dead to mine,
Since Love is life and wakes not thine,
I’ll take thy image, as the form

Of one whom Love had fail'd to warm,
Which, though it yield no answering thrill,
Is not less dear, is worshipp’d still —
I’ll take it, wheresoe’er I stray,

The bright, cold burden of my way.

To keep this semblance fresh in bloom,
My heart sball be its lasting tomb,

And Memory, with embalming care,
Shall keep it fresh and fadeless there.

THE GENIUS OF HARMONY
AN IRREGULAR ODE.

Ad harmoniam canere mundum,
Cicero de Nat. Deor, 1ib, iij,

TugRE lies a shell beneath the waves,
In many a hollow winding wreath’d,

Such as of old
Thomas Moore. 1. 16
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Echoed the breath that warbling sea-maids breath’d;
This magic shell,
From the white bosom of a syren fell,
As once she wander’d by the tide that laves
Sicilia’s sands of goid.
It bears
Upon its shining side the myslic notes
Of those entrancing airs ,*
The genii of the deep were wont to swell,
When heaven’s eternal orbs their midnight music roll’d !
Oh! seek it, wheresoe’er it floats;
And, if the power
Of thrilling numbers to thy soul be dear,
Go, bring the bright shell to my bower,
And I will fold thee in such downy dreams
As lap the Spirit of the Seventh Sphere,
When Luna’s distant tone falls faintly on his ear! **

« Io the ‘““‘Histoire Naturelle des Antilles,” there is an account of
some curious shells, found at Curacoa, on the back of which were lines,
filled with musical characters so distinct and perfect, (bat the wriler as-
sures us a very charming trio was sung (rom one of them. “On le
nomme musical, parcequ’il porte sur le dos des lignes noiratres pleines
de notes, qui ont une espéce de clé pour les mettre en chant, de sorte
que I'on diroit qu'il ne manque que la leitre a cette tablature naturclle.
Ce curieux gentilhomme (M. du Montel) rapporte qu'il en a vii qui avoient
cing lignes, une clé, et des notes, qui formoient un accord parfait.
Quelqu’un y avoit ajouté la lettre, que la nature avoit oublide, et la fai-
soit chanter en forme de trio, dont l'air étoit fort agréable.” — Chap.
xix. art. 11, The author adds, a poet might imagiue that these shells
were used by the syrens at their concerts.

* According to Cicero, and his commentator, Macrobius, the lunar
tone is the gravest and faintest on the planetary heplachord. * Quam ob
causam summus ille coeli stelliler cursus, cujus conversio est concila-
tior, acuto et excitalo movetur sono; gravissimo aulem hic lunaris atque
infimus.” — Somn. Scip. Because, says Macrobius, ** spiritu ut in extre-
mitate languescente jam volvilur, et propter angustias quibus penulti-
mus orbis arctatur impetu leniore convertitur,” — In Somn. Seip. lib.
ii. cap. 4. In their musical arrangement of the heavenly bodies, the
ancient writers are not very intelligible. — See Ptolem. lib. iii.

Leone Hebreo, pursuing the idea of Aristotle, that the heavens are
animal, attributes their harmony to perfect and reciprocal love. ¢ Non
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And thou shalt own,
That, through the circle of creation’s zone ,
Where matter slumbers or where spirit beams ;
From the pellucid tides, * that whirl
The planets through their maze of song,
To the small rill, that weeps along
Murmuring o’er beds of pearl;
From the rich sigh
Of the sun’s arrow through an evening sky,**
To the faint breath the tuneful osier yields
On Afric’s burning fields; ***  *
Thou ’It wondering own this universe divine
Is mine!
That 1 respire in all and all in me,
One mighty mingled soul of boundless harmony.

Welcome, welcome, mystic shell!
Many a star has ceas’d to burn, 4

pero manca (ra loro il perfetto et reciproco amore: la causa principale,
che ne mostra it loro amore, & la lor amicitia armonica et la concor-
danza, che perpeluamente si trova in lore.” — Dialog. ii. di Amore,
p. 58. This “ reciproco amore” of Leone is the gtlotng of the ancient
Empedocles, who seems, in his Love and Hate of the Elements, to have
given a glimpse of the principles of al}raction and repulsion. See the
fragment to which I allude in Laertius, “A140ts pev pidozrnre, cuvep-
youev', #.7. A, lib. viii. cap. 2. m. 12.

* Leucippus, the atomist, imagined a kind of vortices in the hea-
vens, which he borrowed from Anaxagoras, and possibly suggested to
Descartes.

** Heraclides, upon the allegories of Homer, conjectures thal the
idea of the harmony of the spheres originated with this poet, who, in
representing the solar beams as arrows, supposes them to emit a pecu-
liar sound in the air.

*++ In the account of Africa which D*Ablancourt has translated, there
is mention of a tree in that country, whose branches when shaken by the
band produce very sweet sounds. ‘‘Le méme auteur (Abenzégar) dit,
qu'il y a un certain arbre, qui produit des gaules comme d'osier, et
qu'en les prenant A la main et les branlant, clles font une espéece d'har-
monie fort agréable,” &c. &c. — L'dfrique de Marmol,

4 Alluding to the extinction, or atleast the disappearance, of some
of those fixed stars, which we are taught to consider as suns, attended

16*
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Many a tear has Saturn’s urn
O’er the cold bosom of the ocean wept , *
Since thy aérial spell
Hath in the waters slept.
Now blest I'’lL fly
With the bright treasure to my choral sky,
‘Where she, who wak’d its early swell,
The Syren of the heavenly choir,
Walks o’er the great string of my Orphic Lyre ; **
Or guides around the burning pole
The winged chariot of some blissful soul : ***
‘While thou —
Oh son of carth, what dreams shall rise for thee!
Beneath Hispania’s sun,
Thou'It see a streamlet run,
Which I ’ve imbued with breathing melody; 4
And there, when night-winds down the current die,
Thou 't hear how like a harp its waters sigh:

each by its system. Descartes thought that our earth might formerly
have been a sun, which became obscured by a Lhick incrustation over
its surface. This probably suggested the idea of a central fire.

* Porphyry says, that Pythagoras held the sea to be a tear, Tqy
Jalarray pev exode ewon daxguoy (De Vild); and some one else, if 1
mistake not, has added the planel Saturn as the source of it. Empedoc-
les, with similar affectation, called the sea ‘‘the sweat of the earth:”’
idgwra T¢ y75.  See Rittershusius upon Porphyry, Num. 41,

** The system of the harmonized orbs was styled by the ancients the
Great Lyre of Orpheus, for which Lucian thus accounts: — 7 de Avpy
ETTAUITOS EQUGE TRV TOY KWOUUEVWY XOTYWY GQUOVIOY GUVESRA-
Aeto. %. 7. A. in dstrolog.

we Adusde yoyas 1oagrduovs 0 acTyows, eveps F Eagtyy
7os ExoTor, xas epfifacas JLZ E1X OXHM.A — “Distributing
the souls severally among the slars, and mounting each soul upon a star
as on its chariot.” — Plato, limacus.
1+ This musical river is mentioned in the romance of Achilles Tatius.
Enes morapov . . v de anoveow Fedys tov idatos dadovrros. The
Latin version, in supplying the hiatus which Is in the original, has placed

the river in Hispania. *‘In Hispanid quoque fluvius est, quem primo as-
pectu,” &c. &e.
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A liquid chord is every wave that flows,
An airy plectrum every breeze that blows.*

There, by that wondrous stream,
Go, lay thy languid brow,
And I will send thee such a godlike dream,

As never bless’d the slumbers even of him ,**
Who, many a night, with his primordial Iyre ,***
Sate on the chill Pang®an mount, +

And, looking to the orient dim,
Watch’d the first flowing of that sacred fount,
From which his soul had drunk its fre.
Oh! think what visions, in that lonely hour,
Stole o’er his musing breast;
‘What pious ecstasy +
Wafted his prayer to that eternal Power,

* These two lines are translated from Lhe words of Achilles Tatius.
Eav yag odiyos avepos ag tag Owas epmedn, 1o pev vdng g
70907 xgovetou. To & myevpe TOV VOATOG TATRTQOY ywiTan. TO
Osvpa de tig xrFagm Aade. Lib. ii.

** Orpheus.

*** They called his lyre agyaworgomor éntayogdor Og:pmg. See
a curious work by a professor of Greek at Venice, entitled ** Hebdoma-
des, sive septem de septenario libri.” — Lib. iv. cap. 3. p. 111

+ Eralosthenes, in mentioning the exireme veneration of Orpheus
for Apollo, says thal he was accustomed to go to the Pangaean mountain
at day-break,, and there wait the rising of the sun, that he might be the
first to hail its beams. Emyueo.uwoq TE TG VUXTOG, kT TV E0 G-
VYV £710 TO 000G TO RAAOVUEVOY Hoayyaoy, TQOGEUEVE TOG AVaTO-
A, iva 10y Tov “Hioy mwtey. — Karaoregiou. 24.

++ There are some verses of Orpheus preserved o us, which contain
sublime ideas of the unity and magnificence of the Deity. For instance,
those which Justin Martyr has produced:
Otiros pev yaduetoy &G VOOV ECTYQIAT L
Xovoaw eve govw, %. T. A. Ad Graec. Cohortqgt,

It is thought by some, thal these are to be reckoned amongst the
fabrications, which were frequent in the early times of Christianity.
8till, it appears doubtful to whom ihey are to be aitributed, being too
pious for the Pagans, and too poetical for the Falhers,
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Whose seal upon this new-born world imprest *
The various forms of bright divinity!
Or, dost thou know what dreams I wove,
"Mid the deep horror of that silent hower ,**
‘Where the rapt Samian slept his holy slumber?
When, free
From every earthly chain,
From wreaths of pleasure and from bonds of pain,
His spirit flew through fields above,
Drank at the source of nature’s fontal number ,***
And saw, in mystic choir, around him move
The stars of song, Heaven’s burning minstrelsy !
Such dreams, so heavenly bright,
Iswear
By the great diadem that twines my hair,
And by the seven gems that sparkle there , 4
Mingling their beams
In a soft iris of harmonious light,
Oh, mortal! such shall be thy radiant dreams.

* In one of the Hymns of Orpheus, he attributes a figured seal to
Apollo, with which be imagines thal deity to have stamped a variety of
forms upon Lhe universe.

=* Alluding to the cave near Samos, where Pylhagoras devoled the
greater part of his days and nights to meditation and the mysteries of his
philosophy. JIamblich. de Vit. This, as Holsleinius remarks, was in
imitation of the Magi.

*** The tetractys, or sacred number of the Pylhagoreans, on which
they solemnly swore, and which they called 7mayay asvaov puoews,
*‘the fountain of perennial nature.” Lucian has ridiculed this religious
arithmetic very cleverly in his Sale of Philosophers.

+ This diadem is intended to represent the analogy belween the
notes of music and the prismatic co!ours. We find in Plutarch a vague
intimation of this kindred harmony in coloufs and sounds. — Owyig e
nOUL QXROT, PETOL PWYTS TE KOL POTOS TV QOUOVIAY ETLPRIVOVOL, —
De Musica.

Cassiodorus, whose idea I may be supposed to have borrowed, says,
in a letler upon music to Boetius, ** Ut diadema oculis, varia luce gem-
marum, sic eythara diversitate soni, blanditur auditui.” This is indeed
the only tolerable thought in the letter. — Lib. ii. Variar.
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1 Founp her not — the chamber seem’d
Like some divinely haunted place,

Where fairy forms had lately beam’d,
And left behind their odorous trace!

It felt, as if her lips had shed

A sigh around her, ere she fled,
Which hung, as on a melting lute,
When all the silver chords are mute,
There lingers still a trembling breath
After the note’s luxurious death,

A shade of song, a spirit air

Of melodies which had been there.

I saw the veil, which, all the day,
Had floated o’er her cheek of rose;

1 saw the couch, where late she lay
In languor of divine repose;

And I could trace the hallow’d print

Her limbs had left, as pure and warm,
As if 't were done in rapture’s mint,

And Love himself had stamp’d the form.

Oh my sweet mistress, where wert thou?
In pity (ly not thus from me;

Thou art my life, my essence now,
And my soul dies of wanting thee.

10
MRS. HENRY TIGHE,

ON READING HER “PSYCHE.”

TELL me the witching tale again
For never has my heart or ear
Huug on so sweet, so pure a strain,

So pure to feel, so sweet to hear.

Say, Love, in all thy prime of fame,
When the high heaven itsel{ was thine;
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When piety confess’d the flame,
And even thy errors were divine;

Did ever Muse’s hand, so fair,

A glory round thy temples spread?
Did ever lip’s ambrosial air

Such fragrance o’er thy altars shed?

One maid there was, who round her lyre
The mystic myrtle wildly wreath'd ; —
But all zer sighs were sighs of fire,
The myrtle wither’d as she breath’d.

Oh! you, thatlove’s celestial dream,
In all its purity, would know,

Let not the senses’ ardent beam
Too strongly through the vision glow.

Love safest lies, conceal’d in uight,

The night where heaven bas bid him lie;
Oh! shed not there unhallow’d light,

Or, Psyche knows, the boy will fly. *

* See the story in Apuleius. With respect to this beautiful allegory
of Love and Psyche, there is an ingenious idea suggested by the senator
Buonarotti, in his *‘ Osservazioni sopra alcuni frammenti di vasi antici.”
He thinks the fable is Laken from some very occult mnysteries, which had
long been celebrated in honour of Love; and accounts, upon this sup-
position, for the silence of the more ancient authors upon the subject,
ag it was not till towards the decline of pagan superstition, that wrilers
could venture to reveal or discuss such ceremonies. Accordingly, ob-
serves this author, we find Lucian and Plutarch treating, without re-
serve, of the Dea Syria, as well as of Isis and Osiris; and Apuleius, to
whom we are indebted for the beautiful story of Cupid and Psyche, has
also detailed some of the mysteries of Isis. See the Giornale di Litterati
@'Italia, tom. xxvii. articol. 1, See also the ohservations upon the aucient
gems in the Museum Florentinum, vol. i. p. 156,

I cannot avoid remarking bere an error into which the French Ency-
clopédistes have been led by M. Spon, in their article Psyche. They
say ‘“Petrone [ait un récit de la pompe nuptiale de ces deux amans
(Amour et Psyche). Déja, dit-il,” &e. &c. The Psyche of Petronius,
however, is a servant-maid, and the marriage which he describes is that
of tl‘:e goung Pannychis. See Spon’s Recherches curieuses, &c. Dis-
sertat. 5.
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Sweet Psyche, many a charmed hour,
Through many a wild and magic waste,
To the fair fount and blissful bower *
Have I, in dreams, thy light foot trac’d !

Where'er thy joys are number’d now,
Beneath whatever shades of rest,

The Genius of the starry brow **
Hath bound thee to thy Cupid’s breast;

Whether above the horizon dim ,

Along whose verge our spirits stray, —
Half sunk beneath the shadowy rim,

Half brighten’d by the upper ray, — ***

Thou dwellest in a world, all light,
Or, lingering here, dost love to be,
To other souls, the guardian bright
That Love was, through this gloom, to thee;

Still be the song to Psyche dear,

The song, whose gentle voice was given
To be, on earth, to mortal ear,

An echo of her own, in heaven.

FROM
THE HIGH PRIEST OF APOLLO
TO
A VIRGIN OF DELPHL ¢
Cum digno digna .. ... SuLricIA,

‘“WHo is the maid, with golden_ hair,
“With eye of fire, and foot of air,
*“Whose harp around my altar swells. ,
*‘The sweetest of a thousand shells?”

* Allusions to Mrs. Tighe’s Poém.

** Constancy. .

«++ By this image Lhe Platonists expressed the middle state of the soul
between sensible and intellectual existence.
+ This poem, as well as a few others in the following volume, formed
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'T was thus the deity, who treads

The arch of heaven, and proudly sheds
Day from his eyelids — thus he spoke,
As through my cell his glories broke.

Aphelia is the Delphic fair, *
With eyes of fire and golden hair,
Aplelia’s are the airy feet,

And hers the harp divinely sweet ;
For foot so light has never trod
The laurel’d caverns ** of the god,
Nor harp so soft hath ever given

A sigh to earth or hymn to heaven.

‘‘ Then tell the virgin to unfold ,
““In looser pomp, her locks of gold,
¢ And bid those eyes more fondly shine
*“To welcome down a Spouse Divine ;
¢¢Since He, who lights the path of years —
‘¢ Even from the fount of morning’s tears
¢To where his setting splendours burn
«Upon the western sea-maid’s urn —

part of a work which I had carly projected, and even announced to the
public, but which, luckily, perbaps, for mysell, had been interrupted,
by my visit to America in the year 1803,

Among those impostures in which the priests of the pagan temples
are known to have indulged, one of the most favourite was thal of an-
nouncing to some fair votary of the shrine, that the God himsell had
become enamoured of her beauty, and would descend in all his glory, to
pay her a visit within the recesses of the fane. An adventure of this
description formed an episode in the classic romance which I bad
skelched oul; and the short fragment, given above, belongs Lo an epistle
by which the story was to have been introduced.

* In the 9ih Pythic of Pindar, where Apollo, in the same manner,
requires of Chiron some information respecting the fair Cyrene, the
Centaur, in obeying, very gravely apologizes for telling the God what
his omniscience must know so perfectly already :

E. J¢ ye yon nou wag gopoy avTipegelon,
Egenr

AL e1g Sagyudy yvala foopas Tade.
Euripip. loa. v. 76,
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“‘Doth not, in all his course,, behold
‘‘Such eyes of fire, such hair of gold.
¢‘Tell her, he comes, in blissfal pride,
‘His lip yet sparkling with the tide

*“ That mantles in Olympian bowls, —
*“The nectar of eternal souls!

“‘For her, for her he quits the skies,

¢ And to her kiss from nectar flies.

“Oh, he would quit his star-thron’d height ,
¢ And leave the world to pine for light ,
‘“Might he but pass the hours of shade,

¢ Beside his peerless Delphic maid,
‘‘She, more than earthly woman blest,
*‘He, more than god on woman’s breast!”

There is a cave beneath the steep, *
Where living rills of crystal weep
O’er herbage of the loveliest hue
That ever spring begemm’d with dew :
There oft the greensward’s glossy tint
Is brighten’d by the recent print
Of many a faun and naiad’s feet, —
Scarce touching earth, their step so fleet, —
That there, by moonlight's ray, had trod,
In light dance, o'er the verdant sod.
«There, there,” the god, impassion’d, said,
«Soon as the twilight tinge is fled,
** And the dim orb of lunar souls **
¢¢ Along its shadowy pathway rolls —

* The Corycian Cave, which Pausanias mentions. The inhabitants
of Parnassus held it sacred to the Gorycian nymphs, who were children
of the river Plistus.

** See a preceding note, Vol. I p. 127. It should seem that lunar
spirits were of a purer order than spirits in general, as Pythagoras was
said by bis followers to have descended from the regions of the moon.
The beresiarch Manes, in the same manner, imagined that the sun and
moon are the residence of Christ, and that the ascension was nothing
more than bis flight to those orbs.
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““There shall we meet, — and not ev'n He,
““The God who reigns immortally,
*Where Babel’s turrets paint their pride
*‘Upon th’ Euphrates’ shining tide, — *
““Not ev’'n when to his midnight loves

In mystic majesty he moves,

“Lighted by many an odorous fire,

¢ And hymn’d by all Chald®a’s choir, —
*“E’er yet, o'er mortal brow, let shine
“Such effluence of Love Divine,

*‘ As shall to-night, blest maid, o’er thine.”

Happy the maid, whom heaven allows
To break for heaven her virgin vows !
Happy the maid! — her robe of shame
Is whiten’d by a heavenly flame,

Whose glory, with a lingering trace,
Shines through and deifies her race! **

FRAGMENT.

Prry me, love! I’ll pity thee,

If thou indeed has felt like me.

All, all my bosom'’s peace is o’er!

At night, which was my hour of calm,

* The temple of Jupiter Belus, at Babylon; in one of whose towers
there was a large chapel set apart for these celestial assignalions. *‘No
man is allowed 1o sleep here,” says Herodotus; ‘‘but the apartment
is appropriated to a female, whom, if we believe the Chaldacan priests,
the deity selects from the women of the country, as his favourite.” Lib.
i. cap. 181.

** Fontenelle, in his playful 7ifacimento of the learned materials of
Van-Dale, has related in his own inimitable manner an adventure of this
kind which was detected and exposed al Alexandria. See L’Histoire des
Oracles, dissert. 2. chap. vii. Crebillon, 100, in one of his most amusing
little stories, has made the Génie Mange-Taupes, of the Isle Jonquille,
assert this privilege of spiritual beings in 2 manner rather formidable to
the husbands of the island.
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When from the page of classic lore,
From the pure fount of ancient lay

My soul has drawn the placid balm,
‘Which charm’d its every grief away,
Ah! there I find that balm no more.
Those spells, which make us oft forget
The fleeting troubles of the day,

In deeper sorrows only whet

The stings they cannot tear away.
‘When to my pillow rack’d I fly,

With wearied sense and wakeful eye.
While my brain maddens, where, oh, where
Is that serene consoling pray'r,

Which once has harbinger’d my rest,
When the still soothing voice of Heaven
Hath seem’d to whisper in my breast,
““Sleep on, thy errors are forgiven!”
No, though I still in semblance pray,
My thoughts are wandering far away
And ev’n the name of Deity

Is murmur’d out in sighs for thee.

A NIGHT THOUGHT.

How oft a cloud, with envious veil,
Obscures yon bashful light,

Which seems so modestly to steal
Along the waste of night!

*T is thus the world’s obtrusive wrongs
Obscure with malice keen

Some timid heart, which only longs
To live and die unseen,
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THE KISS.

Grow to my lip, thou sacred kiss,

On which my soul’s beloved swore

That there should come a time of bliss,
When she would mock my hopes no more.
And fancy shall thy glow renew,

In sighs at morn, and dreams at night
And none shall steal thy holy dew

Till thou ’rt absolv’d by rapture’s rite.
Sweet hours that are to make me blest,
Fly, swift as breezes, to the gaol,

And let my love, my more than soul
Come blushing to this ardent breast.
Then, while in every glance I drink

The rich o’erflowings of her mind,

Oh! let her all enamour’d sink

In sweet abandonment resigo’d,
Blushing for all our struggles past,
And murmuring, ‘‘Iam thige at last!”

S O N G.

Tuink on that look whose melting ray

For one sweet moment mix’d with mioe .
And for that moment seem’d to say,

‘“I dare not, orI would be thine!"”

Think on thy ev’ry smile and glance,
On all thou hast to charm and move;

And then forgive my bosom’s trance ,
Nor tell me it is sin to love.

Oh, not to love thee were the sin;
For sure, if Fate's decrees be done,
Thou, thou art destin’d still to win,
As I am destin’d to be won!

—
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THE CATALOGUE.

“CoME, lell me,” says Rosa, as kissing and kist,
One day she reclin’d on my breast;

““Come, tell me the number, repeat me the list
¢*Of the nymphs you have lov’d and carest.” —

Oh Rosa! 't was only my fancy that roved,
My heart at the moment was free;

But I'’ll tell thee, my girl, how many I 've loved,
And the number shall finish with thee.

My tutor was Kitty; in infancy wild
She taught me the way to be blest;
She taught me to love her, Ilov’d like a child,
But Kitty could fancy the rest.
This lesson of dear and enrapturing lore
1 have never forgot, Iallow:
I have had it by rote very often before ,
But never by heart until now.

Pretty Martha was next, and my soul was all flame,
But my head was so full of romance

That I fancied her into some chivalry dame,
And I was her knight of the lance.

But Martha was not of this fancifal school,
And she laugh'd at her poor little knight ;

While I thought her a goddess, she thought me a fool,
And I'’ll swear ske was most in the right.

My soul was now calm, till, by Cloris’s looks ,
Again I was tempted to rove;

But Cloris, I found, was so learned in books
That she gave me more logic than love.

So I left this young Sappho, and hasten’d to fly
To those sweeter logicians in bliss,

Who argue the point with a soul-telling eye,
And convince us at once with a kiss.

Oh! Susan was then all the world unto me,
But Susan was piously given;

255



256 JUVENILE POEMS.

And the worst of it was, we could never agree
On the road that was shortest to Heaven.

*“Oh, Susan!” I’vesaid, in the moments of mirth,
*“What s devotion to thee or to me?

‘I devoully believe there ’s a heaven on earth,
¢t And believe that that heaven ’s in thee/ »

IMITATION OF CATULLUS.
TO HIMSELF.

Miser Catulle, desinas ineptire, &c.

Ceask the sighing fool to play;

Cease to trifle life away ;

Nor vainly think those joys thine own,
‘Which all, alas, have falsely flown.
What hours, Catullus, once were thine,
How fairly seem’d thy day to shine,
When lightly thou didst fly to meet

The girl whose smile was then so sweet —
The girl thou lov'dst with fonder pain
Than e’er thy heart can feel again.

Ye met — your souls secem’d all in one,
Like tapers that commingling shone ;
Thy heart was warm enough for both,
And bers, intruth, was nothing loath.

Such were the hours that once were thine;
But, ah! those hours no longer shine.
For now the nymph delights no more
In what she lov’d so much before ;
And all Catullus now can do,
Is to be proud and frigid too ;
Nor follow where the wanton flies,
Nor sue the bliss that she denies,
False maid! he bids farewell to thee,
Tolove, and all love’s misery;
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The heyday of his beart is o’er,
Nor will he court one favour more.

Fly, perjur'd girl! — but whither fly?
Who now will praise thy cheek and eye?
Who now will drink the syren tone,
Which tells him thou art all his own?
Oh, none: — and he who lov’d before
Can never, never love thee more.

* Neither do I condemn thee; go, and sin no more!”
St. JorN, chap. viii.

On woman, if through sinful wile

Thy soul hath stray’d from honour’s track
’T is mercy only can beguile,

By gentle ways, the wanderer back.

The stain that on thy virtue lies,

Wash’d by those tears, not long will stay;
As clouds that sully morning skies

May all be wept in show’rs away.
Go, go, beinnocent, — and live;

The tongues of men may wound thee sore;
But Heav'n in pity can forgive,

And bids thee ‘“go, and sin no more!”

NONSENSE.

Goob reader! if you e’er have seen,
‘When Phebus hastens to his pillow,

The mermaids, with their tresses green,
Dancing upon the western billow :

If you have seen, at twilight dim,

When the lone spirit’s vesper hymn
Floats wild along the winding shore,

Thomnas Moore. I. 17
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If you have seen, through mist of eve ,
The fairy train their ringlets weave,
Glancing along the spangled green: —
If you have seen all this, and more,
God bless me, what a deal you 've seen!

EPIGRAM,

FROM THE FRENCH,

“INEVER give akiss (says Prue),
““To naughty man, forIabhor it.”
She will not give a kiss, ’tis true;
She ’ll fake one though, and thank you for it.

ON A SQUINTING POETESS.

To no one Muse does she her glance confine.
But has an eye, at once, to all the Nine!

TO

Moria pur quando vuol, non & bisogna mutar ni faccia ni voce
pes esser un Angelo. *

Die when you will, you need not wear

At Heaven’s Court a form more fair
Than Beauty here on earth has given ;

Keep but the lovely looks we see —

The voice we hear — and you will be
An angel ready-made for Heaven!

* The words addressed by Lord Herbert of Cherbury to the beautiful
Nun at Murano. — See Ais Life.

—
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TO ROSA.

A far conserva, e cumulo d’amanti. Past, Fid.

AND are you then a thing of art,
Seducing all, and loving none;

And have I strove to gain a heart
‘Which every coxcomb thinks his own?

Tell me at once if this be true,
And I will calm my jealous breast;
Will learn to join the daogling crew,
And share your simpers with the rest.
But if your heart be not so free, —
Oh! if another share that heart,
Tell not the hateful tale to me,
But mingle mercy with your art.

I ’d rather think you ¢false as hell,"”
Than find you to be all divine, —

Than know that heart could love so well,
Yet know that heart would zo¢ be mine!

TO PHILLIS.

PuirLis, you little rosy rake,
That heart of yours I long Lo rifle :
Come, give it me, and do not make
So much ado about a trifle!

TO A LADY,

ON HER SINGING.

Ty song has taught my heart to feel
Those soothing thoughts of heav'nly love,
Which o’er the sainted spirits steal
When list’ning to the spheres above |
17>

59



260 JUVENILE POEMS.

When, tir'd of life and misery,

I wish to sigh my latest breath,
Oh, Emma! Iwillfly to thee,

And thou shalt sing me into death,

And if along thy lip and cheek
That smile of heav'nly softness play,

Which, — ah! forgive a mind that’s weak , —
So oft has stol'n my mind away;

Thou 't seem an angel of the sky,
That comes to charm me into bliss:
I’il gaze and die — Who would not die,
If death were half so sweet as this ?

S ONG.
ON THE BIRTHDAY OF MRS, —

WRITTEN IN IRELAND. 1799,

Oy all my happiest hours of joy,
And even I have had my measure,
When hearts were full, and ev'ry eye
Hath kindled with the light of pleasure,
An hour like this I ne’er was given,
So full of friendship’s purest blisses;
Young Love himself looks down from heaven,
To smile on such a day as this is.
Then come, my friends, this hour improve,
Let s feel as if we ne’er could sever;
And may the birth of her we iove
Be thus with joy remember’d ever!

Oh! banish ev'ry thought to-night,

‘Which could disturb our soul’s communion;
Abandon’d thus to dear delight,

We ll ev’'n for once forget the Union!
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On that let statesmen try their pow'rs,
And tremble o’er the rights they 'd die for;
The union of the soul be ours,
And ev'’ry union else we sigh for.
Then come, my friends, &c.

In ev'ry eye around I mark
The feelings of the heart o’erflowing;
From ev’ry soul I catch the spark
Of sympathy, in friendship glowing,
Oh! could such moments ever fly;
Oh! that we ne’er were doom’d to lose 'em;
And all as bright as Charlotte’s eye,
And all as pure as Charlotte’s bosom.
Then come, my friends, &c.

For me, whate’er my span of years,
Whatever sun may light my roving;
Whether I waste my life in tears,
Or live, as now, for mirth and loving;
This day shall come with aspect kind,
‘Wherever fate may cast your rover ;
He ’ll think of those he left behind,
And drink a health to bliss that s over!
Then come; my friends, d&ec.

$ ON G.™*

Mairy, Ibeliev'd thee true,

And I was blest in thus believing;
But know I mourn that e’er I knew
A girl so fair and so deceiving.

Fare thee well.

Few bave ever lov'd like me, —
Yes, I have lov'd thee too sincerely!

* These words were written to the pathetic Scotch air ** Galla Water.”
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And few have e’er deceiv’d like thee, —
Alas! deceiv'd me too severely,

Fare thee well! — yet think awhile

On one whose bosom bleeds to doubt thee;
Who now would rather trust that smile,

And die with thee than live without thee,

Fare thee well ! I’ll think of thee,
Thou leav’st me many a bitter token;
For see, distracting woman, see,
My peace is gone, my heart is broken! —
Fare thee well!

MORALITY.

A FAMILIAR EPISTLE.

ADDRESSED TO
J. AT—-NS—N, ESQ. M.R. L A.

THouGH long at school and college dozing,
O’er books of verse and books of prosing,
And copying from their moral pages

Fine recipes for making sages;

Though long with those divines at school,
‘Who think to make us good by rule;

Who, in methodic forms advancing,
Teaching morality like dancing,

Tell us, for Heav'n or money's sake,
‘What steps we are through life to take:
Though thus, my friend, so long employ’d,
With so much midnight oil destroy’d,

I must confess, my searches past,

I'’ve only learn’d fo doubt at last.

I find the doctors and the sages

Have differ’d in all climes and ages,

Aud two in fifty scarce agree

On what is pure morality.
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*T is like the rainbow’s shifting zone,
And every vision makes its own.

The doctors of the Porch advise,
As modes of being great and wise,
That we should cease to own or know
The luxuries that from feeling flow : —
*‘Reason alone must claim direction,
*“And Apathy ’s the soul’s perfection.
¢tLike a dull lake the heart must lie ;
““Nor passion’s gale nor pleasure’s sigh,
**Though Heav'n the breeze, the breath, supplied,
¢Must curl the wave or swell the tide!”

Such was the rigid Zeno’s plan
To form his philosophic man;
Such were the modes Ae taught mankind
To weed the garden of the mind;
They tore from thence some weeds, 't is true,
But all the flow’rs were ravaged too!

Now listen to the wily strains,
‘Which, on Cyrené’s sandy plains,
When Pleasure, nymph with loosen’d zone,
Usurp’d the philosophic throne, —
Hear what the courtly sage’s * tongue
To his surrounding pupils sung: —
‘“Pleasure 's the only noble end
¢To which all human pow’rs should tend,
¢t And YVirtue gives her heav'nly lore,
*‘But to make Pleasure please us more.
*“ Wisdom and she were both design’d
¢ To make the senses more refin’d,
*“That man might revel, free from cloying,
*Then most a sage when most enjoying!”

Is this morality? — Oh, no!
Ev'n I a wiser path could show.

* Aristippus.
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The flow’r within this vase confin’d,

The pure, the unfading flow’r of mind,
Must not throw all its sweets away

Upon a mortal mould of clay:

No, no, — its richest breath should rise
In virtue’s incense to the skies.

But thas it is, all sects we see
Have watchwords of morality :
Some cry out Venus, others Jove;
Here 't is Religion, there 't is Love.
But while they thus so widely wander,
While mystics dream, and doctors ponder;
And some, in dialectics firm,
Seek virtue in a middle term;
‘While thus they strive, in Heaven’s defiance,
To chain morality with science;
The plain good man, whose actions teach
More virtue than a sect can preach,
Pursues his course, unsagely blest,
His tutor whisp’ring in his breast;
Nor could he act a purer part ,
Though he had Tully all by heart,
And when he drops the tear on woe,
He little knows or cares to know
That Epictetus blam’d that tear,
By Heav'n approv’d, to virtue dear!

Oh ! I when ’ve seen the morning beam
Floating within the dimpled stream;
While Nature, wak'ning from the night,
Has just put on her robes of light,

Have I, with cold optician’s gaze,
Explor’d the doctrine of those rays?

No, pedants, Ihave left to you

Nicely to sep’rate hue from hue.

Go, give that moment up to art,

When Heav'n and nature claim the heart;
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And, dull to all their best attraction,
Go — measure angles of refraction.
While I, in feeling’s sweet romance,
Look on each daybeam as a glance
From the great eye of Him above,
Wak’ning his world with looks of love!

THE
TELL-TALE LYRE.

I'vE heard, there was in ancient days
A Lyre of most melodious spell;

'T was heav’n to hear its fairy lays,
If half be true that legends tell.

*T was play’d on by the gentlest sighs,
And to their breath it breath’d again
In such entrancing melodies
As ear had never drunk till then!

Not harmony’s serenest touch
So stilly could the notes prolong;

They were not heavenly song so much
As Lhey were dreams of heav’nly song!

If sad the heart, whose murmuring air
Along the chords in languor stole,
The numbers it awaken’d there
Were eloquence from pity’s soul.

Or if the sigh, serene and light,
‘Was but the breath of fancied woes,
The string, that felt its airy flight,
Soon whisper'd it to kind repose.
And when young lovers talk’d alone,
1f, mid their bliss that Lyre was near,
It made their accents all its own,
And sent forth notes that heav’n might hear.
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There was a nymph, who long had lov'd,
But dar’d not tell the world how well :

The shades, where she at evening rov'd,
Alone could know, alone could tell,

'T was there, at twilight time, she stole,
‘When the first star announc’d the night, —
‘With him who claim’d her inmost soul,
To wander by that soothing light.

It chanc’d that, in the fairy bower
‘Where blest they wooed each other’s smile,
This Lyre, of strange and magic power,
Huog whisp’ring o’er their heads the while.

And as, with eyes commingling fire,
They listen’d to each other’s vow,

The youth full oft would make the Lyre
A pillow for the maiden’s brow :

And, while the melting words she breath’d
‘Were by its echoes wafted round.

Her focks had with the chords so wreath’d ,
One knew not which gave forth the sound.

Alas, their hearts but little thought,
‘While thus they talk’d the hours away,
That every sound the Lyre was taught
Would linger long, and long betray.
So mingled with its tuneful soul
Were all their tender murmurs grown,
That other sighs unanswer’d stole,
Nor words it breath’d but theirs alone,

Ushappy nymph! thy name was sung
To every breeze that wander’d by;
The secrets of thy gentle tongue
Were breath’d in song to earth and sky.

The fatal Lyre, by Envy’s hand
Hung high amid the whisp'ring groves,
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To every gale by which °t was fann’d,
Proclaimed the mystery of your loves.

Nor long thus rudely was thy name
To earth’s derisive echoes given;
Some pitying spirit downward came,
And took the Lyre and thee to heaven.
There, freed from earth’s unholy wrongs,
Both happy in Love’s home shall be ;
Thou, uttering nought but seraph songs,
And that sweet Lyre still echoing thee !

PEACE AND GLORY.

WRITTEN ON THE APPROACH OF WAR.

WHERE is now the smile, that lighten'd
Every hero’s couch of rest?

Where is now the hope, that brighten’d
Honour’s eye and Pity’s breast?

Have we lost the wreath we braided
For our weary warrior men?

Is the faithless olive faded?
Must the bay be pluck’d again?

Passing hour of sunny weather
Lovely, in your light awhile,,

Peace and Glory, wed together,
Wander'd through our blessed isle.

And the eyes of Peace would glisten,
Dewy as a morning sun,

When the timid maid would listen
To the deeds her chicf had doue.

Is their hour of dalliance over?
Must the maiden’s trembling feet
Walft her from her warlike lover
To the desert’s still retreat?
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Fare you well! with sighs we banish
Nymph so fair and guests so bright;

Yet the smile, with which you vanish,
Leaves behind a soothing light ; —

Soothing light, that long shall sparkie
O’er your warrior’s sanguin’d way,
Through the field where horrors darkle,
Shedding hope’s consoling ray.
Long the smile his heart will cherish,

To its absent idol true;
While around him myriads perish,
Glory still will sigh for you!

$ ON G,

TaxkE back the sigh, thy lips of art
In passion’s moment breath’d to me;
Yet, no — it must not, will not part,
'T is now the life-breath of my heart,
And has become too pure for thee.

Take back the kiss, that faithless sigh
With all the warmth of truth imprest
Yet, no — the fatal kiss may lie,
Upon thy lip its sweets would die,
Or bloom to make a rival blest.

Take back the vows that, night and day,

My heart receiv'd, I thought, from thine;
Yet, no — allow them still to stay,
They might some other heart betray,

As sweetly as they 've ruin'd mine.

——
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LOVE AND REASON.

**Quand 'bomme commence a raisonner, il cesse de sentir.”
J. J. Roussgav,

'T was in the summer time so sweet,
When hearts and flowers are both in season,
That — who, of all the world, should meet,
One early dawn, but Love and Reason!

Love told his dream of yesternight,
While Reason talked about the weather;
The morn, in sooth, was fair and bright,
And on they took their way together.

The boy in many a gambol flew,

While Reason, like a Juno, stalk’d,
And from her portly figure threw

A lengthen’d shadow, as she walk’d.

No wonder Love, as on they pass'd,
Should find that sunny morning chill,
For still the shadow Reason cast
Fell o’er the boy, and cool’d him still.

In vain he tried his wings to warm,
Or (ind a pathway not so dim,
For still the maid’s gigantic form
Would stalk between the sun and him.

¢ This must not be,” said little Love —
**The sun was made for more than you.”
So, turning through a myrtle grove,
He bid the portly nymph adieu.
Novw gaily roves the laughing boy
O’er many a mead, by many a stream;

In every breeze inhaling joy, ~
And drinking bliss in every beam.

* Quoted somewhere in St. Pierre’s Etudes de 1a Natore.
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From all the gardens, all the bowers,
He cull’d the many sweets they shaded,
And ate the fruits and smell’d the flowers,
Till taste was gone and odour faded.

But now the sun, in pomp of noon,
Look’d blazing o’er the sultry plains;
Alas! the boy grew languid soon,
And fever thrill’d through all his veins.

The dew forsook his baby brow,

No more with healthy bloom he smil’d —
Oh! where was tranquil Reason now,

To cast her shadow o’er the child?

Beneath a green and aged palm,

His foot at length for shelter turning,
He saw the nymph reclining calm,

With brow as cool as his was burning.

*“Oh! take me to that bosom cold,”
In murmurs at her feet he said;

And Reason op’d her garment’s fold,
And flung it round his fever’d head.

He felt her bosom’s icy touch,
And soon it luil’'d his pulse to rest;
For, ah! the chill was quite too much,
And Love expir'd on Reason’s breast!

Nav, do not weep, my Fanny dear;
‘While in these arms you lie,

This world hath not a wish, a fear,

That ought to cost that eye a tear,
That heart, one single sigh.

The world! — ah, Fanny, Love must shan
The paths where many rove;
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One bosom to recline upon,
One heart to be his only-one,
Are quite enough for Love.

What can we wish, that is not here
Between your arms and mine?
Is there, on earth, a space so dear
As that within the happy sphere
Two loving arms entwine ?

For me, there 's not a look of jet
Adown your temples curl’d,

‘Within whose glossy, tangling net

My soul doth not, at once, forget
All, all this worlhles§ world.

*T is in those eyes, so full of love,
My only worlds I see;

Let but t/eir orbs in sunshine move,

And earth below and skies above
May frown or smile for me.

ASPASIA.

'Twas in the fair Aspasia’s bower,

That Love and Learning, many an hour,
Io dalliance met; and Learning smil’d
With pleasure on the playful child,

Who often stole, to find a nest

Within the folds of Learning’s vest.

There, as the listening statesman hung
In transport on Aspasia’s tongue,
The destinies of Athens took
Their colour from Aspasia’s look.
Oh happy time, when laws of state
When all that rul’d the country’s fate,
Its glory, quiet, oralarms,
Was plann'd between two snow-white arms!
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Blest times! they could not always last —
And yet, ev'n now, they are not past.
Though we have lost the giant mould
In which their men were cast of old,
‘Woman, dear woman, still the same,
While beauty breathes through soul or frame R
‘While man possesses heart or eyes,
Woman’s bright empire never dies !

No, Fanny, love, they ne’er shall say,
That beauty’s charm hath pass’d away;

Give but the universe a soul

Attun’d to woman’s soft control,

And Fanny hath the charm, the skill,
To wield a universe at will.

THE
GRECIAN GIRL’S DREAM
OF THE BLESSED ISLANDS.*
TO HER LOVER.

— — 1y e nadog
Ilv8ayogns, oaoote yogor arygikar spwros.
Anoldwy mege Ilhwrwov.  Oracul. Metric. a Joan.
Opsop. collecta.

Was it the moon, or was it morning’s ray,

That call’d thee, dearest, from these arms away?
Scarce had’st thou left me, when a dream of night
Came oe’r my spirit so distinct and bright,

That, while I yet can vividly recall

Iits witching wonders, thou shalt hear them all.

* It was imagined by some of the ancients that there is an ethereal
ocean above us, and that the sun and moon are two floating, luminous
islands, in which the spirits of the blest reside. Accordingly we find that
the word JS2xeavog was sometjmes synonymous with @79, and dealh was
not unfrequently called L2x:aroi0 70Q0s, or ‘‘ the passage of the ocean.”
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Methought I saw, upon the lunar beam,

Two winged boys, such as thy muse might dream,
Descending from above, at that still hour,

And gliding, with smooth step, into my bower.
Fair as the beauteous spirits that, all day,

In Amatha’s warm founts imprison’d stay, *

But rise at midnight, from th’ enchanted rill,

To cool their plumes upon some moonlight hill.

At once I knew their mission; — 't was to bear
My spirit upward, through the paths of air,
To that elysian realm, from whence stray beams
So oft, in sleep, had visited my dreams.
Swift at their touch dissolv’d the ties, that clung
All earthly round me, and aloft I sprung;
While, heav'nward guides, the little genii flew
Thro’ paths of light, refresh’d by heaven's own dew,
And fano’d by airs still fragrant with the breath
Of cloudless climes and worlds that know not death.

Thou know'st, that, far beyond our nether sky,
And shown but dimly to man’s erring eye,
A mighty ocean of blue ether rolls , **
Gemm'd with bright islands, where the chosen souls,

* Eunapius, in his life of Iamblichus, tells us of two beautiful
little spirits or loves, which Iamblichus raised by enchantment from the
warm springs al Gadara; ‘‘dicens aslantibus (says the auther of the Dii
Fatidici, p. 160.) illos esse loci Genios:” which words, however, are
not in Eunapius.

I find from Cellarius, that Amatha, in the neighbourhood of ngara,
was also celebrated for ils warm springs, and I bave preferred it as a
more poetical name than Gadara. Cellarius quotes Hieronymus. ‘‘Est
et alia villa in vicinia Gadarae nomine Amatha, ubi calidae aquae erum-
punt.” — Geograph. Antig. lib. iii. cap. 13.

** This belief of an ocean in the heavens, or ‘‘ waters above the fir-
mament,” was one 8f the many physical errors in which the early (athers
bewildered themselves. Le P. Baltus, in his * Défense des Saints Péres
accusés de Platonisme,” taking it for granted that the ancients were
more correct in their notions (which by no means appears from what I
have already quoted), adduces the obstinacy of the fathers, in this
whimsical opinion, as a proof of their repugnance to even truth from the

Thomas Moore. L. 18
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‘Who ’ve pass’d in lore and love their earthly hours,
Repose for ever in unfading bowers.

That very moon, whose solitary light

So often guides thee to my bower at night,

Is no chill planet, but an isle of love,

Floating in splendour through those seas above ,
And peopled with bright forms, aérial grown,
Nor knowing aught of earth but love alone.
Thither, Ithought, we wing’d our airy way: —
Mild o’er its valleys stream’d a silvery day,
While, all around, on lily beds of rest,
Reclin’d the spirits of the immortal Blest.*

Oh! there I met those few congenial maids,
‘Whom love hath warm’d, in philosophic shades;
There still Leontium , ** on her sage’s breast,
Found lore and love, was tutor’d and carest;

hands of the philosophers. This is a strange way of defending the
fathers, and attributes much more than they deserve to the philosophers.
For an abstract of this work of Baltus, (the opposer of Fontenelle, Van
Dale, &c. in the famous Oracle controversy,) sec ‘“Bibliothéque des
Auteurs Ecclésiast. du 18° siécle, part. 1. tom. ii.”

* There were various opinions among the ancients with respect to
their lunar establishment; some made it an elysium, and others a pur-
gatory; while some supposed it to be a kind of entrepit between heaven
and earth, where souls which had left their bodies, and those that were
on their way (o join them, were deposiled in the valleys of Hecate, and
remained till further orders. Toug 7ege oedyvyy acge Aeysww avrog
ROUTOEW , ROLL XTT QUTHS XATO YWOQEW E46 TYV TLEQUYELOV YEVEOLY.
— Stob. lib. i. Eclog. Physic.

** The pupil and mistress of Epicurus, who called her his ‘“dear
little Leontium* (4zovzagioy), as appears by a fragment of one of his
letters in Laertius. This Leontium was a woman of talent; *“she had
the impudence (says Cicero) to write against Theophrastus;” and Ci-
cero, at the same time, gives her a name which is neither polite nor
translatable. ‘“Meretricula etiam Leontium contra,Theophrastum scri-
bere ausa est.” — De Natur. Deor. She left a daughter called Danae,
who was just as rigid an Epicurean as her mother; something like Wie-
land’s Danae in Agathon.

It would sound much better, I think, if the name were Leontia, as it
occurs the first time in Laertius; but M. Ménage will not hear of this
reading.
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And there the clasp of Pythia’s * gentle arms
Repaid the zeal which deified her charms.

The Attic Master ,** in Aspasia’s eyes,

Forgot the yoke of less endearing ties;

‘While fair Theano , *** innocently fair,

Wreath'd playfully her Samian’s flowing hair, 4
Whose soul now fix’d, its transmigrations past,
Found in those arms a resting-place, atlast;
And smiling own’d, whate’er his dreamy thought
In mystic numbers long had vainly sought,

The One that 's form’d of Two whom love hath bound,
Is the best number gods or men e’er found.

* Pythias was a woman whom Aristotle loved, and to whom after her
death he paid divine honours, solemnizing her memory by the same sa-
crifices which the Athenians offered to the Goddess Ceres. For this
impious gallantry the philosopher was, of course, censured; but it
would be well if cerlain of our modern Stagyrites showed a little of this
superstition about the memory of their mistresses.

** Socrates, who used to console himself in the society of Aspasia
for those ‘‘less endearing ties” which he found at home with Xantippe.
For an account of this extraordinary creature, Aspasia, and her school
of erudile luxury at Athens, see L'Hisloire de ’Académie, &c. tom. xxxi.

. 69. Ségur rather fails on the inspiring subject of Aspasia. — *“‘Les
emmes,” tom. i. p. 122,

The Author of the *‘ Voyage du Monde de Descartes ” has also placed
these philosophers in the moon, and has allotted seigneuries to them,
as well as to the astronomers (part ii. p. 143.); but he ought not to have
forgotten their wives and mistresses; ‘‘curae non ipsd in morte re-
linquunt.”

*** There are some sensible letters extant under the name of this fair
Pythagorean, They are addressed to her female friends upon the edu-
cation of children, the treatment of servants, &c. One, in particular,
to Nicostrata, Whose husband had given her reasons for jealousy, con-
taing such truly considerate and rational advice, that it ?ught te be trans-
lated for the edification of all married ladies. See Gale’s Opuscul, Myth.
Phys. p. 741.

4 Pythagoras was remarkable for fine hair, and Doctor Thiers (in
his Histoire des Perruques) seems to take for granted it was all his own;
as he has not mentioned him among those ancients who were obliged to
bave recourse to the “ coma apposititia.” L'Hist. des Perruques, chap. i

18*
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But think, my Theon, with what joy I thrill’d,
‘When near a fount, which through the valley rill'd,
My fancy’s eye beheld a form recline,

Of lunar race, but so resembliog thine

That, oh! ’t was but fidelity in me,

To fly, to clasp, and worship it for thee.

No aid of words the unbodied soul requires,

To waft a wish or embassy desires ;

But by a power, to spirits only given,

A deep, mute impulse, only felt in heaven,
Swifter than meteor shaft through summer skies,
From soul to soul the glanc’d idea flies.

Oh, my beloved, how divinely sweet
Is the pure joy, when kindred spirits meet !
Like him, the river-god, * whose waters flow,
‘With love their only light, through caves below,
‘Wafting in triumph all the flowery braids,
And festal rings, with which Olympic maids
Have deck’d his current, as an offering meet
To lay at Arethusa’s shining feet.
Think, when he meets at last his fountain-bride,
‘What perfect love must thrill the blended tide!
Each lost in each, Lill, minglinginto one,
Their lot the same for shadow or for sun,
A type of true love, to the deep they run.
T was thus —

But, Theon, ’tis an endless theme,

And thou grow’st weary of my half-told dream.
Oh would, my love, we were together now,
And I would woo sweet patience to thy brow,

* The river Alpheus, which ﬂowqd by Pisa or Olympia, and into
which it was customary to throw offerings of different kinds, during the
celebration of the Olympic games. In the pretty romance of Clitophon
and Leucippe, the river is supposed to carry these offerings as bridal
gifts to the fountain Arethusa, Ko e Ty AgeFovoay ovte Toy
Algrov yvugostodet. Grav ovw 7 Twy odvpmuwy fopry, K. T. A.
Lib. i
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And make thee smile at all the magic tales

Of starlight bowers and planetary vales,

‘Which my fond soul, inspir'd by thee and love,
In slumber’s loom hath fancifully wove.

But no; no more — soon as to-mMorrow’s ray
O’er soft Ilissus shall have died away,

I’ll come, and, while love’s planet in the west
Shines o’er our meeting, tell thee all the rest.

TO CLOE.

IMITATED FROM MARTIAL.

I couwp resign that eye of blue,

Howe’er its splendour used to thrill me;
And ev'n that cheek of roseate hue, —

To lose it, Cloe, scarce would kill me.

That snowy neck I ne’er should miss,
However much I 've rav’d about it;
And sweetly as that lip can kiss,
I think I could exist without it.

In short, so well I’ve learn’d to fast,

That, sooth my love, I know not whether
I might not bring myself at last,

To — do without you altogether.

THE
WREATH AND THE CHAIN.

I 8rinG thee, love, agolden chain,
I bring thee too a flowery wreath;
The gold shall never wear a stain,
The flow’rets long shall sweetly breathe,
Come, tell me which the tie shall be,
To bind thy gentle heart to me.
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The Chain is form’d of golden threads,
Bright as Minerva's yellow hair,
When the last beam of evening sheds
Its calm and sober lustre there.
The Wreath’s of brightest myrtle wove,
With sun-lit drops of bliss among it,
And many a rose-leaf, cull’'d by Love,
To heal his lip when bees have stung it.
Come, tell me which the tie shall be,
To bind thy gentle heart to me.

Yes, yes, Iread thatready eye,
‘Which answers when the tongue is loath,
Thou lik’st the form of either tie,
And spread’st thy playful hands for both.
Ah! — if there were not something wrong,
The world would see them blended oft ;
The Chain would make the Wreath so strong!
The Wreath would make the Chain so oft!
Then might the gold, the flow’rets be
Sweet fetters for my love and me.

But, Fanny, so unblest they twine,

That (heaven alone can tell the reason)
When mingled thus they cease to shine,

Or shine but for a transient season.
Whether the Chain may press too much,

Or that the Wreath js slightly braided,
Let but the gold the flow’rets touch,

And all their bloom, their glow is faded;
Oh! better to be always free,
Than thus to bind my love to me.

TuEe timid girl now hung her head,

And, as she turn’d an upward glance,
Isaw a doubt its twilight spread

Across her brow’s divine expanse.
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Just then, the garland’s brightest rose

Gave one of its love-breathing sighs —
Oh! who can ask how Fanny chose,

That ever look’d in Fanny’s eyes?
*“The Wreath, my life, the Wreath shall be
*“The tie to bind my soul to thee.”

TO

A~ hast thou mark’d the pensive shade,
That many a time obscures my brow,
Midst all the joys, beloved maid,
Which thou canst give, and only thou?

Oh! 't is not that I then forget

The bright looks that before me shine;
For never throbb’d a bosom yet

Could feel their witchery, like mine.

‘When bashful on iny bosom hid,
And blushing to have felt so blest,

Thou dost but lift thy languid lid,
Again to close it on my breast; —

Yes, — these are minutes all thine own,
Thine own to give, and mine to feel;

Yet ev'n in thein, my heart has known
The sigh torise, the tear to steal.

For I have thought of former hours,
‘When he who first thy soul possess’d,

Like me awak’d its witching powers,
Like me was lov’d, like me was blest,

Upon kis name thy murmuring tongue
Perhaps hath all as sweetly dwelt;

Upon his words thine ear hath hung,
With gransport all as purely felt.
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For him — yet why the past recall,

To damp and wither present bliss?
Thou 'rt now my own, heart, spirit, all,

And heaven could grant no more than this !
Forgive me, dearest, oh! forgive;

I would be first, be sole to thee,
Thou shouldst have but begun to live,

The hour that gave thy heart to me.
Thy book of life till then effac’d,

Love should have kept that leaf alone
On which he first so brightly trac’d

That thou wert, soul and all, my own.

TO
e+« ..S PICTURE.

Go then, ifshe, whose shade thou art,
No more will let thee soothe my pain;

Yet, tell her, it has cost this heart
Some pangs, to give thee back again,

Tell her, the smile was not so dear,

With which she made thy semblauce mine,
As bitter is the burning tear,

With which I now the gift resign.

Yet go — and could she still restore,
As some exchange for taking thee,

The tranquil look which first I wore,
When her eyes found me calm and free;

Could she give back the careless flow,
The spirit that my heart then knew —
Yet, no, ’tis vain — g0, piclure, go —
Smile at me once, andthen — adieu!
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FRAGMENT

oF
A MYTHOLOGICAL HYMN TO LOVE.*

BLEsT infant of eternity!
Before the day-star learn’d to move,
In pomp of fire, along his grand career,
Glancing the beamy shafts of light
From his rich quiver to the farthest sphere,
Thou wert alone, oh Love!
Nestling beneath the wings of ancient Night,
Whose horrors seem’d to smile in shadowing thee.

No form of beauty sooth’d thine eye,

As through the dim expanse it wander’d wide;
No kindred spirit caught thy sigh,

As o’er the walery waste it lingering died.

Unfelt the pulse, unknown the power,
That latent in his heart was slecping, —
Oh Sympathy! that lonely hour
Saw Love himself thy absence weeping.

Butlook, what glory through the darkness beams!
Celestial airs along the water glide : —'
‘What Spirit art thou, moving o’er the tide
So beautiful? oh, not of earth,
But, in that glowing hour, the birth
Of the young Godhead’s own creative dreams.
'T is she!
Psyche, the firstborn spirit of the air.

* Love and Psyche are here considered as the active and passive
principles of creation, and the universe is supposed to have received its
first harmonizing impulse from the nuptial sylppathy between these two
powers. A marriage is generally the first step in cosmogony, Timaeus
held Form to be the father, and Matter the mother of the World; Elion
and Berouth, I think, are Sanchoniatho’s first spiritual lovers, and
Manco-capac and his wife introduced creation amongst the Peruvians.
In short, Harlequin seems to bave studied Ccosmogonies, when he said
“ tutto il mondo @ fatto come la nostra famiglia.”
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To thee, oh Love, she turns,
On thee her eyebeam buras :

Blest hour, before all worlds ordafn’d to be!

They meet —

The blooming god — the spirit fair
Meet in communion sweet.
Now, Sympathy, the hour is thine;
All nature feels the thrill divine,
The veil of Chaos is withdrawn,

And their first kiss is great Creation’s dawn !

TO
HIS SERENE HIGHNESS
THE DUKE OF MONTPENSIER,

ON HIS
PORTRAIT OF THE LADY ADELAIDE FORBES.

Donington Park, 1802,
To catch the thought, by painting’s spell,
Howe’er remote, howe'er refin’d,
And o’er the kindling canvass tell
The silent story of the mind ;

O’er nature’s form to glance the eye,

And fix, by mimic light and shade,
Her morning tinges, ere they fly,

Her evening blushes, ere they fade; —

Yes, these are Painting’s proudest powers ;
The gift, by which her art divine

Above all others proudly towers, —
And these, oh Prince! are richly thine.

And yet, when Friendship sees thee trace,
In almost living truth exprest,

This bright memorial of a face
On which her eye delights to rest;
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While o’er the lovely look serene,

The smile of peace, the bloom of youth,
The cheek, that blushes to be seen,

The eye that tells the bosom’s truth;

While o’er each line, so brightly true,
Our eyes with lingering pleasure rove,

Blessing the touch whose various hue
Thus brings to mind the (orm we love;

We feel the magic of thy art,
And own it with a zest, a zeal,

A pleasure, nearer to the heart
Than critic taste can ever feel.

THE
FALL OF HEBE.

A DITHYRAMBIC ODE.*

'T was on a day
When the immortals at their banquet lay;
The bowl
Sparkled with starry dew,

* Though I have styled this poem a Dithyrambic Ode, I cannot
presume to say that it possesses, in any degree, the chracleristics of
that species of poetry. The nature of the ancient Dithyrambic is very
imperfectly known. According to M. Burette, a licentious irregularity
of metre, an extravagant research of thought and expression, and a
rude embarrassed construction, are among its most distinguishing fea-
tures; and in all these respects, I have but too closely, I fear, followed
my models. Burette adds, **Ces caractéres des dityrambes se font sen-
lir & ceux qui lisent attentivement les odes de Pindare.” — Mémoires de
? Acad. vol. X.p. 306, The same opinion may be collected from Schmidv's
dissertation upon the subject. I think, however, if the Dithyrambics of
Pindar were in our possession, we should ﬁ_nd that, however wild and
fanciful, they were byno means the tasteless jargon they are represented,
and that even their irregularity was what Boileau calls *‘un beau dés-
ordre.” Chiabrera, who has been styled the Pindar of Italy, and from
whom all its poetry upon the Greek model was called Chiabreresco (as
Crescimbeni informs us, lib. i. cap. 42.), has given, amongst his Ven-
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The weeping of those myriad urns of light,
Within whose orbs, the almighty Power,
At nature’s dawning hour,

Stor’d the rich fluid of ethereal soul. *
Around,

Soft odorous clouds, that upward wing their flight
From eastern isles

(Where they have bath’d them in the orient ray,

And with rich fragrance all their bosoms £ill'd),

In circles flew, and, melting as they flew,

A liquid daybreak o’er the board distill’d.

All, all was luxury!
All 7nust be luxury, where Lyzus smiles.
His locks divine
Were crown’d
‘With a bright meteor-braid,

demmie, a Dithyrambic, ‘“‘all’ uso de’ Greci;” full of those compound
epithets, which, we are told, were a chief characteristic of the style
(ovv&etoug O Aekerg evorovy — Suid. AvFvgapfodid.); such as
Briglindorato Pegaso
Nubicalpestator.
But I cannot suppose that Pindar, even admidst all the licence of di-
thyrambics, would ever bave descended to ballad-language like the [ol-

lowing:
Bella Filli, e bella Clori,
Non piul dar pregio a tue bellezze e taci,
Che se Bacco fa vezzi alle mie labbra
Fo le fiche a’ vostri baci.
—————— esser'vorrei Coppier,
E se troppo desiro
Deh fossi io Bottiglier.
Rime del CHIABRERA, part i, p. 352.

* This is a Platonic fancy. The philosopher supposes, in his Ti-
maeus, that, when the Deity had formed the soul of the world, he pro-
ceeded to the composition of other souls, ir which process, says Plato,
he made use of the same cup, though the ingredients he mingled were
not quite so pure as for the former; and having refined the mixture with
a little of his own essence, he distributed it among the stars, which
served as reservoirs of the fluid. — 7'0VT &ere xow madow emme Tow
TLQUTEQOY %QATNOC &V q‘r TV TOU TTAVTOS YUNY KEQOVVUG EMLOYE,
* T,
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Which, like an ever-springing wreath of vine,
Shot into brilliant leafy shapes ,
And o’er his brow in lambent tendrils play’d:
While mid the foliage hung,
Like lucid grapes,
A thousand clustering buds of light ,
Cull’d from the gardens of the galaxy.

Upon his bosom Cytherea’s head
Lay lovely, as when first the Syrens sung

Her beauty’s dawn,
And all the curtains of the deep, undrawn,
Reveal’d her sleeping in its azure bed.

The captive deity;

Hung lingering on her eyes and lip,
With looks of ecstasy.
Now, on his arm,
In blushes she repos’d,
And, while he gazed on each bright charm,

To shade his burning eyes her hand in dalliance stole.

And now she rais’d her rosy mouth to sip
The nectar’d wave
Ly=us gave,
And from her eyelids, half-way clos’d,
Sent forth a melting gleam,
Which fell, like sun-dew, in the bowl:
While her bright hair, in mazy flow
Of gold descending
Adown her cheek’s luxurious glow,
Hung o’er the goblet’s side,
And was reflected in its crystal tide,
Like a bright crocus flower,
Whose sunny leaves, at eveniog hour
With roses of Cyrene blending, *
Hang o’er the mirror of some silvery stream.

* We learn from Theophrastus, that the roses of Cyrene were par-
ticularly fragrant. — Evoguara T dt T &v Kvoywy joda.
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The Olympian cup
Shone in the hands
Of dimpled Hebe, as she wing’d her feet
Up
The empyreal mount,
To drain the soul-drops at their stellar fount ; *
And still
As the resplendent rill
Gushed forth into the cup with mantling heat,
Her watchful care
Was still to cool its liquid fire
With snow-white sprinklings of that feathery air
The children of the Pole respire,
In those enchanted lands , **
Where life is all a spring, and north winds never blow.

But oh!
Bright Hebe, what a tear,
And what a blush were thine,
When, as the breath of every Grace
Wafted thy feet along the studded sphere,

* Heraclitus (Physicus) held the soul to be a spark of the stellar es-
sence — ‘‘ Scintilla stellaris essentiae.” — MacroBivs, in Somn. Scip.
lib. i. cap. 14.

** The country of the Hyperboreans. These people were supposed to
be placed so far north that the north wind could not affect them; they
lived longer than any other mortals; passed their whole time in music
and dancing, &c. &c. But the most extravagant fiction related of them
is that to which the two lines preceding allude. It was imagined that,
instead of our vulgar atmosphere, the Hyperboreans breathed nothing
but feathers! According to Herodotus and Pliny, this idea was suggested
by the quantity of snow which was observed to [all in those regions; thus
the former: T o TETEQOL EXLOVTAS TNY Yiovey Tovs Znudog Te xae
TOVg TTEQLOLrovS dontw Aeyeww. — HERODOT. lib. v, cap. 31. Ovid tells
the fable otherwise: see Metamorph. lib, xv.

Mr. O'Halloran, and some other Irish Antiquarians, have been at
great expense of learning to prove that the strange’ country, where they
took snow for feathers, was Ireland, and that the famous Abaris was an
Irish Druid. Mr. Rowland, however, Wwill have it that Abaris was a
Welshman, and that his name is only a corruption of Ap Rees!
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With a bright cup for Jove himself to drink,
Some star, that shone beneath thy tread,
Raising its amorous head
To kiss those matchless feet,
Check’d thy career too fleet;
And all heaven's host of eyes
Entranc’d, but fearful all,
Saw thee, sweet Hebe, prostrate fall
Upon the bright floor of the azure skies ; *
Where, mid its stars, thy beauty lay,
As blossom, shaken from the spray
Of a spring thorn
Lies mid the liquid sparkles of the morn.
Or, as in temples of the Paphian shade,
The worshippers of Beauty’s queen behold
An image of their rosy idol, laid
Upon a diamond shrine.

The wanton wind,
Which had pursued the flying fair,
And sported mid the tresses unconfined
Of'her bright hair,
Now, as she fell, — oh wanton breeze!
Ruffled the robe, whose graceful flow
Hung o’er those limbs of unsunn’d snow,
Purely as the Eleusinian veil
Hangs o’er the Mysteries ! **

The brow of Juno flush’d —
Love bless’d the breeze !

* Itis Servius, I believe, who mentions this unlucky trip which Hehe
made in her occupation of cup-bearer; and Hoﬂ'man. tells it after him
‘GCum Hebe pocula Jovi administrans, perque lubricum minug cauté
incedens, cecidisset,” &ec.

+* The arcane symbols of this ceremony were deposited in the cista,
where they lay religiously concealed from the eyes of the profane. They
were generally carried in the procession by an ass; and hence the pro-
verb, which one may so often apply in the world, ‘“asinus portat myste-
ria.” See the Divine Legation, book ii. sect. 4.
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The Muses blush’d ;
And every cheek was hid behind a lyre,
While every eye looked laughing through the strings.

But the bright cup? the nectar’d draught
Which Jove himself was to have quaffd?
Alas, alas, upturn’d it lay
By the fall'n Hebe’s side;
While, in slow lingering drops, th’ ethereal tide,
As conscious of its own rich essence, ebb’d away.

Who was the Spirit that remember’d Man,
In that blest hour,
And, with a wing of love,

Brush’d off the goblet’s scatter’d tears,
As, trembling near the edge of heaven they ran.
And sent them floating to our orb below ?*

Essence of immortality !

The shower

Fell glowing through the spheres;
While all around new tints of bliss,

New odours and new light,

Eorich’d its radiant flow.

Now, with a liquid kiss,

It stole along the thrilling wire

Of Heaven’s luminous Lyre ,**

* In the Geoponica, lib. ii. cap. 17., (here is a fable somewhat like
this descent of the nectar to earth. Ey ovgawp Ty G:wv evoyouvue-

VoW, RaL TOV VEXTAQOS TTOALOV TTaQancuevoy, AVAORQT AL JOQELR
Tov EQura xou guoGeoon TQ TITEQW TOV xgaTygog Ty facwy, xas
Irsdqugzwm nev qutoy' To 0 VEXTRO EG TRV yuy enyuev, #.T. A
Vid.

Autor. de Re Rust. edit. Cantab. 1704.

** The constellation Lyra. The astrologers attribute great virtues Lo
this sign in ascendenti, which are enumerated by Pontano, in his Urania :

— — Ecce novem cum pectine chordas
Emodulans, mulcetque novo vaga sidera cantu,
Quo caplae nascentum animae concordia ducunt
Peclora, &c.
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Stealing the soul of music in its flight :
Aond now, amid the breezes bland,
That whisper from the planets as they roll,
The bright libation, softly fann’d
By all their sighs, meandering stole.
They who, from Atlas’ height,
Beheld this rosy flame
Descending through the waste of night,
Thought 't was some planet, whose empyreal frame
Had kindled, as it rapidly revoly'd
Around its fervid axle, and dissolv’d
Into a flood so bright!

The youthful Day,
Within his twilight bower,
Lay sweetly sleeping
On the flush’d bosom of a lotos-flower; *
When round him, in profusion weeping,
Dropp’d the celestial shower,
Steeping
The rosy clouds, that curl'd
About his infant head ,
Like myrrh upon the locks of Cupid shed.
But, when the waking boy
Wav'd his exhaling tresses through the sky,
O morn of joy! —
The tide divine,
All glorious with the vermil dye
It drank beneath his orient eye,

* The Egyptians represented the dawn of day by a young boy seated
upon a lotos. Eize Auyumrovs éngaxws agyny avatodys mawdiov
VEOyVOY yoapovTas ey Aty na@'&»’,‘om?/ov. — I:'lutmd:. TTEQL TOV
oo eppetg. See also his Trealise de Isid. et Osir. Observing that the
Totos showed its head above waler at sunrise, and sank again at his set-
ang, they conceived the idea of consecraling this flower 10 Osiris, or
the sun.

This symbol of a youth silting upon a lotos is very frequent on the
Abraxases, or Basilidian stones. See Montfaucon, tom. ii. planche 158.,
and the ** Supplement,” &c, tom. ii. lib. vii. chap. 5,

Thomas Moore. 1, 19
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Distill'd, in dews, upon the world,

And every drop was wine, was heavenly wing!
Blest be the sod, and blest the flower
On which descended first that shower,

All fresh from Jove’s nectareous springs; —
Oh far less sweet the flower, the sod,
O'er which the Spirit of the Rainbow flings
The magic mantle of her solar God ! *

RINGS AND SEALS.

Noneg cppayide; ta pilqpara.
AcmiLLgs TaTius, lib. ii.

““Go!” said the angry, weeping maid,
¢“The charm is broken! — once betray’d,
“Never can this wrong'd heart rel

¢“On word or look, on oath or sigh.
‘‘Take back the gifts, so fondly given,

““ With promis’d faith and vows to heaven;
¢“That little ring which, night and morn
‘“With wedded truth my hand hath worn;
““That seal which oft, in moments blest,
‘“Thou hast upon my lip imprest,

“ And sworn its sacred spring should be

¢ A fountain seal’d ** for only thee:

* The ancients esteemed those flowers and trees the sweetest upon
which the rainbow had appeared to rest; and the wood they chiefly
burned in sacrifices, was that which the smile of Iris had consecrated.
Plutarch. Sympos. lib. iv. cap. 2. where (as Vossius remarks) xasove,
instead of xadovat, is undoubtedly the genuine reading. See Vossius,
for some curious particularities of the rainbow, De Origin. et Progress.
Idololat. lib. iii. cap. 13.

** ‘There are gardens, supposed o be those of King Solomon, in
the neighbourhood of Bethlehem. The friars show a fountain, which,
they say, is the ‘sealed fountain' to Which the holy spouse in the Can-
ticles is compared; and they pretend a tradition, that Solomon shut up
these springs and put his signet upon the door, to keep them for his
own drinking.” — Maundrell's Travels. See also the notes to Mr. Good's
Translalion of the Song of Solomon.
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“Take, take them back, the gift and vow,
¢ All sullied, lost and hateful now!”

I took the ring — the seal 1 took,
While, oh, herevery tear and look
Were such as angels look and shed,
‘When man is by the world misled.
Gently I whisper’d, ‘‘Fanny, dear!
¢ Not half thy lover’s gifts are here:
“*Say, where are all the kisses given,
¢ From morn to noon, from noon to even y—
“Those signets of true love, worth more
““Than Solomon’s own seal of yore, —
¢“Where are those gifts, sosweet, so many?
¢¢Come, dearest, — give back all, if any.”

While thus I whisper'd, trembling too,
Lest all the nymph had sworn was true,
I saw a smile relenting rise
'Mid the moist azure of her eyes,
Like daylight o’er a sea of blue,
‘While yet in mid-air hangs the dew.
She let her cheek repose on mine,
She let my arms around her twine;
One kiss was half allowed, and then —
The ring and seal were hers again.

TO
MISS SUSAN B—CKF—D.*
ON HER SINGING.
1 moRre than once have heard, at night,
A song, like those thy lip hath given,

And it was sung by shapes of light ,
Who look’d and breath’d, like thee, of heaven.

* The present Duchess of Hamilton,
19*
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But this was all a dream of sleep,
And I have said, when morning shone,

‘¢ Why should the night-witch, Fancy, keep
““These wonders for herself alone?”

I knew not then that fate had lent
Such tones.to one of mortal birth;

1 knew not then that Heaven had sent
A voice, aform like thine on earth.

And yet, in all that flowery maze
Through which my path of life has led,

When Lhave heard the sweetest lays
From lips of rosiest lustre shed;

When I have felt the warbled word
From Beauty’s lip, in sweetness vying
With music’s own melodious bird ,
When on the rose’s bosom lying;

Though form and song at once combin’d
Their loveliest bloom and softest thrill,

My heart hath sigh’d, my ear hath pin’d
For something lovelier, softer still: —

Oh, I have found itall, atlast,
In thee, thou sweetest living lyre,
Through which the soul of song e’er pass’d,
Or feeling breath’d its sacred fire.

Al that I ¢’er, in wildest flight

Of fancy’s dreams, could hear or see
Of music’s sigh or beauty’s light

Is realiz’d, atonce, in thee!
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IMPROMPTU,

ON LEAVING SOME FRIENDS.

O dulces comitum valete coetus! CaTuULLUS.

No, never shall my soul forget

The friends I found so cordial-hearted ;
Dear shall be the day we met,

And dear shall be the night we parted.

If fond regrets, however sweet,
Must with the lapse of time decay,
Yet still, when thus in mirth you meect,
Fill high to him that ’s far away!

Long be the light of memory found
Alive within your social glass;

Let that be still the magic round,
O’er which Oblivien dares not pass.

A WARNING.

TO

Ou fair as heaven and chaste as light!

Did nature mould thee all so bright,

That thou shouldst e’er be brought to weep
O’er languid virtue's fatal sleep,

O’er shame extinguish’d,, honour fled,
Peace lost, heart wither'd, feeling dead?

No, no! a star was born with thee,
Which sheds eternal purity.
. Thou hast, within those sainted eyes,
So fair a transcript of the skies,
In lines of light such heavenly lore,
That man should read them and adore.
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Yet have I known a gentle maid

‘Whose mind and form were both array’'d
In nature’s purest light, like thine; —
‘Who wore that clear, celestial sign,
‘Which seems to mark the brow that ’s fair
For destiny’s peculiar care:

‘Whose bosom too, like Dian’s own,
‘Was guarded by a sacred zone,

Where the bright gem of virtue shone;
Whose eyes had, in their light, a charm
Against all wrong, and guile, and harm.
Yet, hapless maid, in one sad hour,
These spells have lost their guardian power;
The gem has been beguil’d away;

Her eyes have lost their chastening ray;
The modest pride, the guiltless shame,
The smiles that from reflection came,
All, all have fled, and left her mind

A faded monument behind ;

The ruins of a once pure shrine,

No longer fit for guest divine.

Oh! ’t was a sight I wept to see —
Heaven keep the lost one’s fate from thee !

TO

*T 1s time, I feel, to leave thee now,
While yet my soul is something free;
‘While yet those dangerous eyes allow
One minute’s thought to stray from (hee.

Oh! thou becom'st each moment dearer;
Every chance that brings me nigh thee,
Briogs my ruin nearer, nearer, —
I am lost, unless I fly thee.
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Nay, if thou dost not scorn and hate me,
Doom me not thus so soon to fall;

Duties, fame, and hopes await me , —
But that eye would blast them all!

For, thou hast heart as false and cold
As ever yet allur'd or sway'd,

And couldst, without a sigh, behold
The ruin which thyself had made.

Yet, — could I think that, truly fond,
That eye but once would smile on me,
Ev'n as thou art, how far beyond

Fame, duty, wealth, that smile would be!

Oh! but to win it, night and day,
Inglorious at thy feet reclin’d,

I'd sigh my dreams of fame away,
The world for thee forgot, resign’d.

But no, 't is o’er, and — thus we part,
Never to meet again, — no, never.

False woman, what a mind and heart
Thy treachery has undone for ever!

WOMAN.

Away, away — you 're all the same,
A smiling, fluttering, jilting throng;
And, wise too late, I burn with shame,

To think I 've been your slave so long.

Slow to be won, and quick to rove,
From folly kind, from cunning loath,

Too cold for bliss, too weak for love,
Yet feigning all that s best in both;

Still panting o’er a crowd to reign, —
More joy it gives to woman’s breast

295
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To make ten frigid coxcombs vain,
Than one true, manly lover blest.

Away, away — your smile ’s a curse —
Oh! blot me from the race of men,

Kind pitying Heaven, by death or worse,
If e’er I love such things again.

T0

Nooe ta pedrate. EuriPIDES.

ComE, take thy harp — ’tis vain to muse
Upon the gathering ills we see;
Oh! take thy harp and let me lose
All thoughts of ill in hearing thee.

Sing to me, love! — though death were near,
Thy song could make my soul forget —
Nay, nay, in pity, dry that tear,
All may be well, be happy yet.

Let me but see that snowy arm

Once more upon the dear harp lie,
And I will cease to dream of harm,

Will smile at fate, while thou art nigh.

Give me that strain of mournful touch ,
We us’d to love long, long ago,

Before our hearts had known as much
As now, alas! they bleed to know.

Sweet notes! they tell of former peace,
Of all that look’d so smiling then,

Now vanish’d, lost — oh pray thee, cease,
I cannot bear those sounds again.
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Art thou, too, wretched? yes, thou art;
I see thy tears flow fast with mine —
Come, come to this devoted heart,
"T is breaking, but it still is thine!

A YVISION OF PHILOSOPHY.

T was on the Red Sea coast, at morn, we met
The venerable man; * a healthy bloom

Mingled its softness with the vigorous thought
That tower’d upon his brow; and, when he spoke,
'T was language sweeten’d into song — such holy sounds
As oft, they say, the wise and virtuous hear,
Prelusive to the harmony of heaven,

When death is nigh; ** and still, as he unclos’d
His sacred lips, an odour, all as bland

As ocean-breezes gather from the flowers

That blossom in elyseum , *** breath’d around.

* InPlutarch’s Essay on the Decline of the Oracles, Cleombrotus, one
of the interlocutors, describes an extraordinary man whom he had et
with, alter long research, upon the banks of the Red Sea. Once in every
year Lhis supernatural personage appeared to mortals, and conversed
with them; the rest of his time he passed among the Genii and the
Nymphs. Ilege Ty sguigay Salasaar cigoy, avdowmors ave
Ay €T0C GTTAE VTUYYOVOVTO, TaAAe 08 GUY TOUG VURPOULS, VOUKGL
noe doepoce, ws epacxe. He spoke in a tone not far removed from
singing, and whenever he opened his lips, a fragrance filled the place:
@G eyyousvov de Toy Tomov euwdiow saTELYE, TOV GTOMBTOS 10LoTOY
amomveorros. From him Cleombrotus learned the doctrine of a plural-
ity of worlds.

*¢ The celebrated Janus Dousa, a little before his death, imagined
that he heard a strain of music in the air. See the poem of Heinsius ** In
harmoniam quam paulo ante obitum audire sibi visus est Dousa.”
Page 501.

il — — evda paxagwy

vegoy WREoVIOEs
QUQaL TEQUIVEOUTLY" ay—

Gepo e ZQUGOV Pheyee. PinpaR. Olymp. ii.
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‘With silent awe we listen’d, while he told

Of the dark veil which many an age had hung
O’er Nature’s form, till, long explored by man,
The mjystic shroud grew thin and luminous,

And glimpses of that heavenly form shone through: —
Of magic wonders, that were known and taught
By him (or Cham or Zoroaster named)

‘Who mus’d amid the mighty cataclysm,

O’er his rude tablets of primeval lore ; *

And gathering round him, in the sacred ark,
The mighty secrets of that former globe,

Let not the living star of science ** sink

Beneath the waters, which ingulph’d a world! —
Of visions, by Calliope reveal’d

To him ,*** who trac’d upon his typic Iyre

* Cham, the son of Noah, is supposed to have taken with him into
the ark the principal doctrines of magical, or rather of natural, science,
which he had inscribed upon some very durable substances, in order that
they might resist the ravages of the deluge, and transmit the secrets of
anlediluvian knowledge to his posterity. See the extracts made by Bayle,
in his article, Cham. The identity of Cham and Zoroaster depends upen
the authority of Berosus (or rather the impostor Annius), and a few more
such respectable testimonies. See Naudé’s Apologie pour les Grands
Hommes, &c. chap viii., where he takes more trouble than is necessary
in refuting this graluitous supposition.

** Chamun 2 posteris hujus artis admiratoribus Zoroastrum, seu
vivum astrum, propterea fuisse dictum et pro Deo habitum. — Bochart.
Geograph. Sacr. lib. iv. cap. 1.

**+ Orpheus. — Paulinus, in his Hebdomades, cap. 2. lib. iii. has
endeavoured to show, after the Platonists, that man is a diapason, or
octave, made up of a diatesseron, which is his soul, and a diapente,
which is his body. Those frequent allusions to music, by which the
ancient philosophers illustrated their sublime theories, must have tended
very much to elevate the character of the art, and Lo enrich it with as-
sociations of the grandest and most interesting nature. See a preceding
note, for their ideas upon the harmony 91’ the spheres. Heraclitus com-
pared the mixture of good and evil in this world, to the blended varieties
of harmony in a musical instrument (_Plutarch. de Animae Procreat.);
and Euryphamus, the Pythagorean, in a fragment preserved by Sto-
baeus, describes human life, in its perfection, as a sweet and well tuned
lyre. Some of the ancients were so fanciful as to suppose that the opera-
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The diapason of man’s mingled frame,

And the grand Doric heptachord of heaven.
With all of pure, of wondrous and arcane,
‘Which the grave sons of Mochus, many a night,
Told to the young and bright-hair’d visitant

Of Carmel’s sacred mount. * — Then, in a flow

tions of the memory were regulated by a kind of musical cadence, and
that ideas occurred to it “‘per arsin et thesin,” while others converted
the whole man into a mere harmonized machine, whose molion depended
Upon a cerlain tension of the body, analogous to that of the strings in an
instrument. Cicero indeed ridicules Aristoxenus for this fancy, and
says, ‘‘Let him teach singing, and leave philosophy to Aristotle;” but
Aristotle himsell, though decidedly opposed to the harmonic speculations
of the Pythagoreans and Platonists, could sometimes condescend to
enliven his doctrines by reference Lo the beauties of musical science ; as,
in the treatise Ilegs x00uov atiributed to him, Kadumeg de &v yogp,

#0QvUgaiov xuTaolarTos, . 7. 4.

The Abbé Batteux, in his enquiry into the doctrine of the Stoics,
attributes to those philosophers the same mode of illustration. ‘‘L’4me
éloit cause aclive 7zousww auteog; le corps cause passive 7de Tov o~
Gy&w: — l'une agissant dans l'autre; et y prenant, par son action
meéme, un caractére, des formes, des modifications, qu’elle n’avoit pas
Par elle-méme; a peu prés comme l'air, qui, chassé dans un instru-
ment de musique, fait connoftre, par les différens sons qwil produit, les
différentes modifications qu’il y recoit.” See a fine simile founded upon
this notion in Cardinal Polignae’s poem, lib. 5. v. 734.

* Pythagoras is represented in Iamblichus as descending with great
solemnity from Mount Carmel, for which reason the Carmelites have
claimed him as one of their fraternity. This Mochus or Moschus, with
the descendants of whom Pythagoras conversed in Phoenicia, and from
whom he derived the doctrines of atomic philosophy, is supposed by
some to be the same with Moses. Huett has adopted this idea, Démon-
stration Evangélique, Prop. iv. chap. 2. § 1.; and Le Clerc, amongst
others, has refuted it. See Biblioth. Choisie, tom. i.p. 75. Itis cer-
tain, however, that the doctrine,of aloms was known and promulgated
long before Epicurus. ‘With the fountains of "Democmus ,' says
Cicero, ‘the gardens of Epicurus were watered;” and the learned
author of the Intellectual Sysiem has shown, that all the early philoso-
phers, ll the time of Plato, were alomisls. We find Epicurus, how-
ever, boasting that his tenets were new and unhorrt')vyed,.ﬂnd perhaps few
among the ancients had any stronger claim lo originality. In truth, if
we examine heir schools of philosophy, nolwithstanding the peculiari-
ties which seem Lo distinguish them from each other, we may generally
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Of calmer converse, he beguil'd us on
Through many a maze of Garden and of Porch,

observe that the difference is but verbal and trifling; and that, among
those various and learned heresies, there is scarcely one to be selected,
whose opinions are its own, original and exclusive. The doctrine of the
world’s eternity may be traced through all the sects. The conlinual me-
tempsychosis of Pythagoras, the grand periodic year of the Stoics, (at
the conclusion of which the universe is supposed to return to its original
order, and commence a new revolution,) the successive dissolution and
combination of atoms maintained by the Epicureans — all these tenets
are hut different intimations of the same general belief in the eternity of
the world. As explained by St. Austin, the periodic year of the Stoics
disagrees only so far with the idea of the Pythagoreans, that instead of
an endless transmission of the soul through a variely of bodies, it re-
stores the same body and soul to repeat their lormer round of existence,
so that the ‘‘identical Plato, who lectured in the Academy of Athens,
shall again and again, at certain intervals, during the lapse of eternity,
appear in the same Academy and resume the same functions —" ——sic
cadem lempora temporaliumque rerum volumina repeti, ut v. g. sicut
in isto saeculo Plato philosopbus in urbe Atheniensi, in e4 schold quae
Academia dicta est, discipulos d it, ita per inn abilia retro sae-
cula, multum plexis quidem intervallis, sed certis, etidem Plato, et
cadem civitas, eademque schola, iidemque discipuli repetili et per in-
numerabilia deinde saecula repetendi sint. — De Civitat. Dei, lib. xii,
cap. 13. Vanini, in his dialogues, has given us a similar cxplication of
the periodic revolutions of the world. ‘“‘E4 de causd, qui nunc sunt in
usu ritus, centies millies fuerunt, toliesque renascentur quoties ceci-
derunt.” 52.

The paradoxical notions of the Stoics upon the beauty, the riches,
the dominion of their imaginary sage, are among the most distinguishing
characteristics of their school, and, according to their advocate Lipsius,
were peculiar to that sect. ‘‘Priora illa (decreta) quae passim ia phi-
losophantium scholis feré obtinent, ista quae peculiaria buic sectae et
habent contradiclionem: i. e. paradoxa.” — Manuduct. ad Stoic. Philos.
lib. iii. dissertat. 2. But it is evident (as the Abbé Garnier has remarked,
Mémoires de I'Acad. tom. xxxv.) that even these ahsurdities of the Stoics
are borrowed, and that Plato is thg source of all their extravagant para-
doxes. We find their dogma, ‘‘dives qui sapiens,” (which Clement of
Alexandria has transferred {rom the Philosopher to the Christian (Pae-
dagog. lib. iii. cap. 6.) expressed in the prayer of Socrates at the end of
the Phaedrus. 2 gide Tlow 7 o @lAot 6600 T770e Feos, dounte poe
#@do yevioQous tavdodev: Taindw dt boa sxyn, Towg evrog ewo
p#ou pthree stlovatoy de vouboryus Tov cogoy. And many other instan-
ces might be adduced from the Avrsgaczas, the IToAirinog, &c. to
prove that these weeds of paradox were all gathered among the bowers
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Through many a system, where the scatter'd light
Of heavenly truth lay, like a broken beam

of the Academy. Hence it is that Gicero, in the preface to his Paradox-
es, calls them Socratica; and Lipsius, exulting in the patronage of
Socrates, says “‘Ille totus est noster.” This is indeed a coalition, which
evinces as much as can be wished 'the confused similitude of ancient
Philosophical opinions: the father of scepticism is here enrolled amongst
the founders of the Portico; he, whose best knowledge was that of his
own ignorance, is called in to authorize the pretensions of the most ob-
stinate dogmatists in all antiquity.

Rutilius, in his Itinerarium, has ridiculed the sabbath of the Jews,
as ““lassati mollis imago Dei;” but Epicurus gave an eternal holyday to
his gods, and, rather than disturb the slumbers of Olympus, denied at
once the interference of a Providenee. He does not, however, seem to
have been singular in this opinion. Theophilus of Antioch, if he deserve
any credit, imputes a similar belief to Pythagoras: — ¢7no¢ (Ilu8ayo-
oag) 1z Ty TOvTwY Giovs avdoumwy pydey poovribew. And Plu-
tarch, though so hostile to the followers of Epicurus, has unaccount-
ably adopted the very same theological error. Thus, after quoting the
opinions of Anaxagoras and Plato upon divinity, he adds, Kowog ovy
dyagzcwovo'w augotegor, OTL Tov JE0V ETOLNOAY EMOTEQOUEVOY
Twy avdgwmwwy. — De Placit. Philosoph. lib. i. cap. 1. Plato himsell
Vas attributed a degree of indifference to the gods, which is not far re-
moved from the apathy of Epicurus’s heaven; as thus, in his Philebus,
where Protarchus asks, Quxouy &x0g ys ovte yawgew deovg, ovte T0
evayTiov; and Socrates answers, Ilavv usv ovy e6x05, agyyuoy youy
auTwY EXTEQOY yiyvousvov sotw; — while Aristotle supposes a still
more absurd neutrality, and concludes, by ne very flattering analogy,
that the deity is as incapable of virtuc as of vice. Ko yag womeg ov-
Oey G7pi0v €0TL xovnier, 0vd’ ageTy, ovTws ovds Grov. — Ethic. Ni-
comac?:. lib. vii. cap. 1. In Lrutg, Aristotle, upon the subject of Pro-
vidence, was little more correct than Epicurus. He supposed the moon
to be the limit of divine interference, excluding of course this sublunary
world from its influence. The first definition of the world, in his treatise
Iltg. Koopov (if this treatise be really the work of Arislotle) agrees,
almost verbum verbo, with that in the letter of Epicurus to Pythocles;
and both omit the menlion of a deity. In his Ethics, too, he intimates
a doubt whether the gods feel any interest in the concerns of mankind. —

L yop Teg ETIUEAEI TwY Ay §owTVOY VITO t‘hfln‘ yweraw. It is true,
he adds f2g7reg doxer, but even this is very sceptical.

In these erroneous conceptions of Aristotle,_ Wwe lrace the eause of
that general neglect Which bis philosophy experienced among the carly
Christians, Plato is seldomn much more orthodox, but the obscure
enthusiasin of his style allowed them lo accommodate all bis fancies lo
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From the pure sun, which, though refracted all
Into a thousand hues, is sunshine still, *

* Lactantius asserts that all the truths of Christianity may be found
dispersed through the ancient philosophical sects, and that any one
whp would collect these scattered fragments of orthodoxy might form a
code in no respect differing from thgn. of the Christian. **Si extitisset
aliquis, qui veritatem sparsam per singulos per sectasque diffusam col-
ligeret in unum, ac redigeret in corpus, is profecto non dissentiret a
nobis.” — Inst. lib. vi. ¢. 7.

their own purpose. Such glowing steel was easily moulded, and Pla-
tonism became a sword in the hands of the fathers.

The Providence of the Stoics, so vaunted in their school, was a
power as contemptibly inefficient as the rest. Al was fate in the system
of the Portico. The chains of destiny were thrown over Jupiter himself,
and their deily was like the Borgia of the epigrammalist, *‘et Caesar et
nihil.” Not even Lbe language of Seneca can reconcile this degradation
of divinity. “‘Ille ipse omnium conditor ac rector scripsit quidam fata,
sed sequilur; semper paret, semel jussit.” — Lib. de Providentig, cap.5.

With respect to the difference between the Stoics, Peripatetics, and
Academicians , the following words of Cicero prove lbat he saw but little
to distinguish them from each other: — * Peripateticos et Academicos,
nominibus differentes, re congruentes; a quibus Stoici ipsi verbis magis
quam _sententiis dissenserunl.” — dcademic. lib. ii. 5.; and perbaps
what Reid has remarked upon one of Lheir points of controversy might
be applied as efectually to the reconcilement of all the rest.” *“The
dispute between the Stoics and Peripalelics was probably all for want of
definition. The one said they were good under the control of reason, the
other that they should be eradicated.” — Essays, vol.iii. In short, it
appears a no less difficult matter Lo establish the boundaries of opinion
between any two of the philosophical sects, than it would be to fix the
landmarks of those estates in the moon, which Ricciolus so generously
allotted Lo his brother astronomers. Accordingly we observe some of the
greatest men of antiquily passing without scruple from school to school,
according to the fancy or convenience of the moment. Cicero, the
father of Roman philosophy, is sometimes an Academician. somelimes
a Stoic; and, more than once, he acknowledges a conformity with
Epicurus; ‘“‘non sine causa igitur Epicurus ausus est dicere semper in
pluribus benis esse sapientem, quia semper sit in voluptatibus.” — Tus-
culan. Quaest. lib. v.  Though often pure in his theology, Cicero some-
limes smiles at futurity as a fiction; thus, in his Qration for Cluentius,
speaking of punishments in the life 10 come, he says, * Quae si falsa
sunt, id quod omnes intelligunt, quid ei tandem aliud mors eripuit,
praeter sensum doloris 2" : — though here we should, perhaps, do him
but justice by agreeing with his commentator Sylvius, who remarks
upon this passage, *‘Haecc aulem dixil, ut causae suae subserviret.”
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And bright through every change! — he spoke of Him,
The lone, * eternal One, who dwells above,

* To povoy xou egruo,

- The poet, Horace, roves like a butterfly through Lhe schools, and now
wings along the walls of the Porch, now basks among the flowers of the
Garden; while Virgil, with a Lone of mind strongly philosophical, has
Yet left us wholly uncertain as to the sect which he espoused. The ba-
lance of opinion declares bim to have been an Epicurean, but the
ancient author of his life asserts that he was an Academician; and we
trace through his poetry the tenets of almost all the leading sects. The
same kind of eclectic indifference is observable in most of the Roman
writers. Thus Propertius, in the fine elegy to Cynthia, on his departure
for Athens,

Illic vel studiis animum emendare Platonis,
Incipiam, aut hortis, docte Epicure, tuis.
Lib. iii. Eleg. 21.

Though Broeckbusius bere reads, ‘dux Epicure,” which seems to
fix the poet under the banners of Epicurus. Even the Stoic Seneca,
whose doctrines have been considered so orthodox, that St. Jerome bas
ranked him amongsl the ecclesiastical writers, while Boccaccio doubts (in
consideration of his supposed correspondence with St. Paul) whether
Dante should bave placed him in Limbo with the rest of the Pagans —
even (he rigid Seneca has bestowed such commendations on Epicurus,
that if only those passages of his works were preserved to us, we could
not hesitate, I think, in pronouncing him a confirmed Epicurean. With
similar inconsistency, we find Porphyry, in his work upon abstinence,
referring to Epicurus as an example of the most strict Pythagorean tem-
perance; and Lancelotti (the author of **Farfalloni degli antici Istorici”)
has been seduced by this grave reputation of Epicurus into the absurd
error of associaling him with Chrysippus, as a chief of the Stoic school.
There is no doubt, indeed, that however the Epicurean sect might have
relaxed from its original purily, the morals of its founder were as correct
as those of any among the ancient philosophers; and his doctrines upon
pleasure, as explained in the lelter to Menoeceus, are ral.nognal,.almable,
and consistent with our nature. A late writer, De Saplons, in his Grands
Hommes vengés, expresses strong indignation against the Encyclopé-
distes for their just and animated praises of Epicurus, and discussing
the question, *‘si ce philosophe étoit vertueux,” denies it upon no other
authority than the calumnies collected by Plutarch, who himself con-
fesses that, on this partjcular subject, he consulted only opinion and
report, without pausing to investigate their truth. — 412y 79y do-
Sav, ov gy adySeiay gromovuer. To the factious zeal of his illi-
beral rivals, the Stoics, Epicurus chiefly owed these gross misrepre-
sentations of the life and opinions of himself and his associates, which,
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And of the soul’s untraceable descent

From that high fount of spirit, through the grades
Of intellectual being, till it mix

With atoms vague, corruptible, and dark;

Nor yet ev'n then, though sunk in earthly dross,
Corrupted all, nor its ethereal touch

Quite lost, but tasting of the fountain still.

As some bright river, which has roll'd along
Through meads of flowery light and mines of gold ,
‘When pour'd at length into the dusky deep,
Disdaios to take at once its briny taint,

Bul keeps unchanged awhile tbe lustrous tinge,
Or balmy freshness, of the sceues it left.*

And here the old man ceased — a winged train
Of nymphs and genii bore him from our eyes.
The fair illusion fled! and, as I wak'd,
’T was clear that my rapt soul had roamed, the while,
To that bright realm of dreams, that spirit-world,
‘Which mortals know by ils long track of light
O’er midnight's sky, and call the Galaxy. **

notwithstanding the learned exertions of Gassendi, have still left an
odium on the name of his philosophy; and we ought to examine the an-
cient accounts of this philosopher with about the same degree of cau-
tious beliel which, in reading ecclesiastical hisltory, we yield to the
invectives of the fathers against the herelics, — trusting as little to
Plutarch upon a dogma of Epicurus, as we would to the vehement
St. Cyril upon a Lenet of Nestorius. (1801.)

The preceding remarks, I wish the reader to observe, were written
at a time, when I thought the studies to which they refer much more
important as well as more amusing thar, I {reely confess, they appear
to me at present.

* This bold Platonic image I have taken from a passage in Father
Bouchet’s letter upon the Metempsychosis, inserted in Picarl's Cérém.
Relig. tom. iv.

** According to Pythagoras, the people of Dreams are souls colleeted
together in the Galaxy. — Aypog 0z oveguv, sara IMv8ayogar, ai

YUy as ovvayicdaw pnow &g Tov yadatiay. — Porphyr. de Antro
Nymph.
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TO

MRS.

To see thee every day that came,

And find thee still each day the same;
In pleasure’s smile, or sorrow’s tear
To me still ever kind and dear; —

To meet thee early, leave thee late,
Has been so long my bliss, my fate,
That life, without this cheering ray,
Which came, like sunshine, every day,
And all my pain, my sorrow chas’d,

Is now a lone and loveless waste.

Where are the chords she us’d to touch?
The airs, the songs she lov’d so much?
Those songs are hush’d, those chords are still,
And so, perhaps, will every thrill
Of feeling soon be lull’d to rest,

‘Which late I wak’d in Anna’s breast.
Yet, no — the simple notes I play’d
From memory’s tablet soon may fade;
The songs, which Anna lov’d to hear,
May vanish from her heart and ear;
But friendship’s voice shall ever find
An echo in that gentle mind,

Nor memory lose nor time impair

The sympathies that tremble there.

Thomas Moore. 1. 20
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TO
LADY HEATHCOTE,
ON AN
OLD RING FOUND AT TUNBRIDGE-WELLS,

‘‘ Tunnebridge est 4 la méme distance de Londres, que Fontaine~
bleau I’est de Paris. Ce qu’il y a de beau et de galant dans 'un et
dans l'autre sexe s'y rassemble au tems des eaux. La compagnie,”
&c. &ec.

See Mémoires de Grammont, Second Part. chap. iii.

Tunbridge-Wells

WHEN Grammont grac'd these happy springs ,
And Tunbridge saw, upon her Pantiles,
The nerriest wight of all the kings
That ever rul’d these gay, gallant isles;
Like us, by day, they rode, they walk’d,
At eve, they did as we may do,
And Grammont just like Spencer talk’d,
And lovely Stewart smil’d like you.
The only different trait is this,
That woman then, if man beset her,
‘Was rather given to saying **yes,”
Because, — as yet, she knew no better.

Each night they held a coterie,

‘Where, every fear to slumber charm’d,
Lovers were all they ought to be,

And husbands not the least alarm’d.

Then call’d they up their schoolday pranks
Nor thought it much their sense beneath
To play at riddles, quips, and oranks,
And lords show’d wit, and ladies teeth,
As — *“Why are husbands like the mint?”
Because, forsooth, a husband’s duty
Is but to set the name and print
That give a currency to beauty,
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¢“Why is a rose in nettles hid

“Like a young widow, fresh and fair?”
Because 't is sighing to be rid

Of weeds, that *‘have no business there!"”

And thus they miss’d and thus they hit,

And now they struck and now they parried ;
And some lay in of full grown wit,

‘While others of a pun miscarried.

'T was one of those facetious nights

That Grammont gave this forfeit ring
For breaking grave conundrum-rites,

Or punning ill, or — some such thing: —
From whence it can be fairly trac’d,

Through many a branch and many a bough,
From twig to twig, until it grac’d

The snowy hand that wears it now.

All this I 'll prove, and then, to you

Oh Tunbridge! and your springs ironical,
I swear by Heathcote’s eye of blue

To dedicate th’ important chronicle.

Long may your ancient inmates give
Their mantles to your modern lodgers,

And Charles’s loves in Heathcote live,
And Charles’s bards revive in Rogers.

Let no pedantic fools be there;;
For ever be those fops abolish’d,
With heads as wooden as thy ware,
And, heaven knows! not half so polish’d.

But still receive the young, the gay,
The few who know the rare delight

Of reading Grammont every day,'
And acting Grammont every night,

20+
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THE DEVIL AMONG THE SCHOLARS,

A FRAGMENT.

T xarov 6 yehog;
CanrysosT. Homil. in Epist. ad Hebraeos.

* *
But, whither have these gentle ones,
These rosy nymphs and black-eyed nuns,
With all of Cupid’s wild romancing,
Led my truant brains a dancing?
Instead of studying tomes scholastic,
Ecclesiastic, or monastic,
Off I fly, careering far
In chase of Pollys, prettier far
Than any of their namesakes are, —
The Polymaths and Polyhistors,
Polyglots and all their sisters.
So have I known a hopeful youth
Sit down in quest of lore and truth,
‘With tomes sufficient to confound him ,
Like Tohu Bohu, heap’d around him, —
Mamurra * stuck to Theophrastus,
And Galen tumbling o’er Bombastus. **

* Mamurra, a dogmatic philosopher, who never doubted about any
thing, except who was his father. — *‘Null4 de re unquam praeterquam
de patre dubitavit.” — In Vit. He was very learned — *‘ LA-dedans,
(that is, in his head when it was opened,) le Punique heurte le Persan,
1'Hébreu choque I'Arabique, pour ne point parler de la mauvaise intel-
ligence du Latin avec le Gree,” &c. — See L'Histoire de Montmaur,
tom. ii. p. 91.

** Bombastus was one of the names of that great scholar and quack
Paracelsus. — *‘Philippus Bombastus latet sub splendido tegmine Au-
reoli Theophrasti Paracelsi,” says Stadelius the circumforaned Litera-
torum vanitate. — He used to fight the devil every night with a broad-
sword, to the no small terror of his pupil Oporinus, who has recorded
the circumstance. (Vide Oporin. Vit. apud Christian. Gryph. Vit. Select.
quorundam Eruditissimorum, &c.) Paracelsus had hut a poor opinion of
Galen: — ‘“My very beard (says he in his Paragraenum) has more learn-
iog in it than either Galen or Avicenna.”
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‘When lo! while all that ’s learn’d and wise
Absorbs the boy, he lifts his eyes,

And through the window of his study
Beholds some damsel fair and ruddy,
With eyes, as brightly turn'd upon him as
The angel’s * were on Hieronymus.

Quick fly the folios, widely scatter’d,

Old Homer's laurel’d brow is batter’d,
And Sappho, headlong sent, flies justin
The reverend eye of St Augustin.
Raptur’d he quits each dozing sage,

Oh woman, for thy lovelier page:

Sweet book ! — unlike the books of art, —
Whose errors are thy fairest part;

In whom the dear errata column

Is the best page in all the volume! **

But to begin my subject rhyme —
* T was just about this devilish time,

* The angel, who scolded St. Jerom for reading Cicero, as Gratian
tells the story in his * Concordantia discordantium Canonum,” and says
that for this reason bishops were not allowed to read the Glassics:
‘*Episcopus Genlilium libros non legat.” — Distinct. 31. But Gratian is
notorious for lying — besides, angels, as the illustrious pupil of Pan-
lenus assures us, have got no tongues. Ovy g 7uwy T wra, olrwg
exeworg 1 yAorTos ovd” av ogyave Tis duy guvys wyyedots. — Clem,
Adlexand. Stromat.

** The idea of the Rabbins, respecting the origin of woman, is not a
litle singular. They think that man was originally formed with a tail,
like a monkey, but that the Deity cut off this appendage, and made
Woman of it. Upon this extraordinary supposition the following reflec-
tion is founded: —

If such is the tie belween women and men,
The ninny who weds is a pitiful elf, )
For he takes (o his tail like an idiot again
And thus makes a deplorable ape of himself.
Yet, if we may judge as the fashions prevail
Every husband remembers th’ original plan,
And, knowing his wife is n0 more than his tail,
Why he — leaves ber behind him as much as he can.
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‘When scarce there happen’d any frolics
That were not done by Diabolics,

A cold and loveless son of Lucifer,
‘Who woman scorn’d, nor saw the use of her,
A branch of Dagon’s family,

(Which Dagon, whether He or She,

Is a dispute that vastly better is
Referr’d to Scaliger * et caeteris, )
Finding that, in this cage of fools,

The wisest sots adorn the schools,
Took it at once his head Satanic in,

To grow a great scholastic manikin, —
A doctor, quite as learn’d and fine as
Scotus John or Tom Aquinas, **
Lully, Hales Irrefragabilis,

Or any doctor of the rabble is.

In languages, *** the Polyglots,
Compar’d to him, were Babel sots;

* Scaliger. de Emendat. Tempor. — Dagon was thought by others Lo
be a certain sea-monster, who came every day out of the Red Sea to
teach the Syrians husbandry. — See Jaques Gaffarel (Curiosilés Inouies,
chap. i.), who says he thinks this story of the sea-monster ‘ carries
little show of probability with it.”

** I wish it were known with any degree of certainty whether the
Commentary on Boethius attributed to Thomas Aquinas De really the
work of this Angelic Doctor. There are some bold assertions hazarded
init: forinstance, he says that Plato kept school in a town called Aca-
demia, and that Alcibiades was a very beautiful woman whom some of
Aristotle’s pupils fell in love with: — ¢ Alcibiades mulier fuit pulcher-
rima, quam videntes quidam discipuli Aristotelis,” &c. — See Freytag
Adparat. Litterar. art. 86, tom. i.

*** The following compliment was paid to Laurentius Valla, upon his
accurate knowledge of the Latin language: —
Nunc postquam manes defunctus Valla petivit,
Non audet Pluto verba Latina loqui,
Since Val arriv'd in Pluto’s shade,
His nouns and pronouns all so pat in,
Pluto himself would be afraid
To say his soul ’s his own, in Latin!
See for these lines the *‘ Auctorum Censio” of Du Verdier (page 29.).
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He chatter’d more than ever Jew did; —
Sanhedrim and Priest included,

Priest and holy Sanhedrim

‘Were one-and-seventy fools to him.

But chief the learned demon felt a

Zeal so strong for gamma, delta,

That, all for Greek and learning’s glory ,*
He nightly tippled ** Graco more,”

And never paid a bill or balance

Except upon the Grecian Kalends : —
From whence your scholars, when they want tick,
Say, to be Attic’s to be on tick,

In logics, he was quite Ho Panu; **
Knew as much as ever man knew.

* Itis much to be regretled that Martin Luther, with all his talents
for reforming, should yet be vulgar enough to laugh at Camerarius for
writing to him in Ureek. ‘‘Master Joachim (says he) has sent me some
dates and some raisins, and has also wrilten me two letters in Greek.
As soon as I am recovered, I shall answer them in Turkish, that he too
may have the pleasure of reading what he does not understand.”
‘“ Graeca sunt, legi non possunt,” is the ignorant speech attributed to
Accursius; but very unjustly: — for, far from asserting that Greek
could not be read, that worthy juris-consult upon the Law 6. D. de Bonor.
Possess. expressly says, Graecae literae possunt intelligi et legi.”
(Vide Nov. Libror. Rarior. Collection. Fascic. 1V.) — Scipio Cartero-
machus seems to have been of opinion that there is no salvation out of
the pale of Greek Literature: ‘‘Via prima salutis Graid pandelur ab
urbe:"” and ths zeal of Laurentius Rhodomannus cannot be sufficiently
admired, when he exhorts his countrymen, * per gloriam Christi, per
salutem patriae, per reipublicae decus et emolumentum,” to study the
Greek language. Nor must we forget Phavorinus, the excellent Bishop
of Nocera, who, careless of all the usual commendations of a Christian,
required no further eulogium on his tomb than * Here lieth a Greek Lexi-
cographer.”

** ‘O awv. — The introduction of this language into English poetry
has a good effect, and ought to be more universally adopted. A word or
two of Greek in a stanza would serve as ballast to the most “light o’
love” verses. Ausonius, among the ancients, may serve as a model : —

Ov yog por Gepig eaTww in hac regione puevoyry

Aiov ab nostris emidevea esse xaunvoug,
Rorsard, the French poet, has enriched his sonnets and odes with many
an :xquisile morsel from the Lexicon. His *chére Entelechie,” in ad-
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He fought the combat syllogistic

With so much skill and art eristic,

That though you were the learned Stagyrite,
At once upon the hip he had you right.

In music, though he had no ears

Except for that amongst the spheres,
('Which most of all, as he averr’d it,

He dearly loved, "cause no one heard it, )
Yet aptly he, at sight, could read

Each tuneful diagram in Bede,

And find, by Euclid’s corollaria,

The ratios of a jig or aria.

But, as for all your warbling Delias,
Orpheuses and Saint Cecilias,

He own’d he thought them much surpass’d
By that redoubted Hyaloclast *

Who still contriv’d by dint of throttle,
‘Where’er he went to crack a bottle.

Likewise to show his mighty knowledge, he,
On things unknown in physiology,
‘Wrote many a chapter to divert us,
(Like that great little man Albertus, )
Wherein he show’d the reason why,
When children first are heard to cry,
If boy the baby chance to be,
He cries OA! —ifgirl, OE! —
‘Which are, quoth he, exceeding fair hints
Respecting their first sinful parents;
¢Oh Eve!” exclaimeth little madam,
‘While little master cries ¢ Oh Adam ! #*

dressing his mistress, can only be equalled by Cowley’s ‘‘Antiperis-
tasis.”

* Or Glass-Breaker — Morhofius has given an account of this extra-
ordinary man, in a work, published 1682, — “De vitreo scypho
fracto,” &c.

** Translated almost literally from a passage in Albertus de Se-
cretis, &c.
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But, ’t was in Optics 2nd Dioptrics,
Our demon play'd his first and top tricks.
He held that sunshine passes quicker
Through wine than any other liquor;

And though he saw no great objection

To steady light and clear reflection,

He thought the aberrating rays,

Which play about a bumper’s blaze,

‘Were by the Doctors look’d, in common, on,
As a more rare and rich phenomenon.

He wisely said that the sensorium

Is for the eyes a great emporium,

To which these noted picture-stealers

Send all they can and meet with dealers.

In many an optical proceeding

The brain, he said, show’d great good breeding;
For instance, when we ogle women

(A trick which Barbara tutor’d himin ),
Although the dears are apt to getin a

Strange position on the retina,

Yet instantly the modest brain

Doth set them on their legs again! *

Our doctor thus, with ¢“stuff"d sufficiency"”
Of all omnigenous omnisciency,
Began (as who would not begin
That had, like him, so much within?)
To let it out in books of all sorts,
Folios, quartos, large and small sorts;
Poems, so very deep and sensible
That they were quite incomprehensible *

* Alluding to that habitual act of the judgment, by which, notwith-
standing the inversion of the image upon the retina, a correct impression
of the object is conveyed to the sensorium.

* Under this description, I believe ‘‘the Devil among the Scholars™
may be included. Yet Leibnitz found out the uses of incomprehensibi-
lity, when he was appointed secretary lo a society of philosophers at
Nuremberg, chiefly for his ingenuity in wriling a cabalistical letter, not
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Prose, which had been at learning’s Fair,

And bought up all the trumpery there,

The tatter’d rags of every vest,

In which the Greeks and Romans drest,

And o’er her Gigure swoll’n and antic

Scatter'd them all with airs so frantic,

That those, who saw what fits she had,

Declar’'d unhappy Prose was mad !

Epics he wrote and scores of rebusses,

All as neat as old Turnebus’s;

Eggs and altars, cyclopadias,

Grammars, prayer-books-—oh! 't were tedious,
Did I but tell thee half, to follow me:

Not the scribbling bard of Ptolemy,

No — nor the hoary Trismegistus,

(Whose writings all, thank heaven! have miss'd us,)
E’er fill'd with lumber such a wareroom

As this great ““porcus literarum!”
* * * *

one word of which either they or himself could interpret. See the Eloge
Historique de M. de Leibnitz, I'Europe Savante. — People in all ages
have loved to be puzzled. We find Cicero thanking Atticus for having
senl him a work of Serapion ‘*‘ex quo (says he) quidem ego (quod inter
nos liceat dicere) millesimam partem vix intelligo.” Lib. ii. epist. 4.
And we know that Avicen, the learned Arabian, read Aristotle’s Meta-
phyvsics forty times over for the mere pleasure of being able to inform
the world that be could not comprehend one syllable throughout them.
(Nicolas Massa in Vit. Avicen.)
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POEMS

RELATING TO

AMERICA

TO
FRANCIS, EARL OF MOIRA,

GENERAL IN HIS MAJESTY'S FORCES, MASTER-GENERAL OF THE
ORDONANCE, CONSTABLE OF THE TOWER, &ec.

My Lorb,

Ir is impossible to think of addressing a Dedication to your
Lordship without calling to mind the weil-known reply of the
Spartan to a rhetorician, who proposed to pronounce an eulogium
on Hercules. ‘“On Hercules!” said the honest Spartan, ‘‘who
ever thought of blaming Hercules?” In a similar manner the con-
currence of public opinion has left to the panegyrist of your Lord-
ship a very superfluous task. 1Ishall, therefore, be silent on the
subject, and merely entreat your indulgence to the very humble
tribute of gratitude which I have here the honour to present.

Iam, my Lord,
With every feeling of attachment
and respect,
Your Lordship’s very devoted Servant,
THOMAS MOORE.

21. Bury Street, St. Jumes's,
April 10. 1806,
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PREFACE.*

Tue principal poems in the following collection were written
during an absence of fourteen months from Europe. Though cu-
riosity was certainly not the motive of my voyage to America, yet
it happened that the gratification of curiosity was the only advan-
tage which I derived from it. Finding myself in the country of a
new people, whose infancy had promised so much, and whose
progress to maturity has been an object of such interesting specu-
lation, I determined to employ the short period of time, which my
plan of return to Europe afforded me, in travelling through a few
of the States, and acquiring some knowledge of the inhabitants.

The impression which my mind received from the character and
manners of these republicans, suggested the Epistles which are
written from the city of Washington and Lake Erie. ** How far I
was right, in thus assuming the tone of a satirist against a people
whom I viewed but as a stranger and a visitor, is a doubt which
my feelings did not allow me time to investigate. All I presume to
answer for is the fidelity of the picture which I have given; and
though prudence might have dictated gentler language, truth, I
think, would have justified severer.

I went to America with prepossessions by no means unfavour-
able, and indeed rather indulged in many of those illusive ideas,
with respect to the purity of the government and the primitive hap-
piness of the people, which I had early imbibed in my native coun-
try, where, unfortunately, discontent at home enhances every
distant temptation, and the western world has long been looked to
as a retreat from real or imaginary oppression; as, in short, the
elysian Atlantis, where persecuted patriots might (ind their visions
realized, and be welcomed by kindred spirits to liberty and repose.
In all these flattering expectations I found myself completely dis-

° This Preface, as well as the Dedication which precedes it, were
prefized originally to the miscellaneous volume entitled *Odes and
Epistles,” of which, hitherto, the poems relating to my American tour
have formed a part.

* Epislles VL. VIL. and VIII.
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appointed, and felt inclined to say to America, as Horace says to
his mistress, *‘intentata nites.” Brissot, in the preface to his tra-
vels, observes, that ¢ freedom in that country is carried to so high a
degree as to border upon a state of nature;” and there certainly is a
close approximation to savage life, not only in the liberty which
they enjoy, but in the violence of party spirit and of private animo-
sity which results from it. This illiberal zeal imbitters all social
intercourse; and, though I scarcely could hesitate in selecting the
party, whose views appeared to me the more pure and rational, yet
I was sorry to observe that, in asserting their opinions, they both
assume an equal share of intolerance; the Democrats, consistently
with their principles, exhibiting a vulgarity of rancour, which the
Federalists too often are so forgetful of their cause as to imitate.

The rude familiarity of the lower orders, and indeed the un-
polished state of society in general, would neither surprise nor
disgust if they seemed to low from that simplicity of character, that
honest ignorance of the gloss of refinement which may be looked
for in a new and inexperienced people. But, when we find them
arrived at maturity in most of the vices, and all the pride of civili-
zation, while they are still so far removed from its higher and better
characteristics, itis impossible not to feel that this youthful decay,
this crude anticipation of the natural period of corruption, must
repress every sanguine hope of the future energy and greatness of
America.

I am conscious that, in venturing these few remarks, Ihave
said just enough to offend, and by no means sufficient to convince;
for the limits of a preface prevent me from entering into a justifica-
tion of my opinions, and I am committed on the subject as effec-
tually as if1 bad written volumes in their defence. My reader, how-
ever, is apprised of the very tursory observation upon which these
opinions are founded, and can easily decide for himself upon the
degree of attention or confidence which they merit.

With respect to the poems in general, which occupy the follow-
ing pages, I know not in what manner to apologize to the public
for intruding upon theijr notice such a mass of unconnected trifles,
such a world of epicurean atoms as I have here brought in conflict
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together. * To say that I have been tempted by the liberal offers of
my bookseller, is an excuse which can hope for but little indulgence
from the critic; yet I own that, without this seasonable indace-
ment, these poems very possibly would never have been submitted
to the world. The glare of publication is too strong for such imper-
fect productions: they should be shown but to the eye of friend-
ship, in that dim light of privacy which is as favourable to poetical
as to female beauty, and serves as a veil for faults, while it enhan-
ces every charm which it displays. Besides, this is not a period for
the idle occupations of poetry, and times like the present require
talents more active and more useful. Few have now the leisure to
read such trifles, and I most sincerely regret that I have had the
leisure to write them.

TO
LORD VISCOUNT STRANGFORD.

ABOARD THE PHAETON FRIGATE, OFF THE AZORES, BY MOONLIGHT.

SwerT Moon ! if, like Crotona’s sage, **

By any spell my hand could dare
To make thy disk its ample page,

And write my thoughts, my wishes there;
How many a friend, whose careless eye
Now wanders o’er that starry sky,
Should smile, upon thy orb to meet
The recollection, kind and sweet,

The reveries of fond regret,

The promise, never to forget,

And all my heart and soul would send
To many a dear-lov’d, distant friend.

How little, when we parted last,
I thought those pleasant times were past,

® See the foregoing Note, p. 316.
** Pythagoras; who was supposed to have a power of writing upon
the Moon by the means of a magic mirror. — See Bayle, art. Pythag.
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For ever past, when brilliant joy
'Was all my vacant heart’s employ :
When, fresh from mirth to mirth again,
‘We thought the rapid hours too few;
Our ouly use for knowledge then
To gather bliss from all we knew.
Delicious days of whim and soul!
When, mingling lore and laugh together,
We lean’d the book on Pleasure’s bowl,
And turn’d the leaf with Folly’s feather.
Little I thought that all were fled,
That, ere that summer’s bloom was shed,
My eye should sce the sail unfurl’d
That wafts me to the western world.

And yet, 't was time; — in youth’s sweet days,
To cool that season’s glowing rays,
The heart awhile, with wanton wing,
May dip and dive in Pleasure’s spring;
But, ifit wait for winter’s breeze,
The spring will chill, the heart will freeze.
And then, that Hope, that fairy Hope, —

Oh! she awak’d such happy dreams,
And gave my soul such tempting scope

For all its dearest, fondest schemes,
That not Verona’s child of song,

When flying from the Phrygian shore,
With lighter heart could bound along,

Or pant to be a wanderer more! *

Even now delusive hope will steal
Amid the dark regrets I feel,
Soothing, as yonder placid beam

Pursues the murmurers of the deep,

* Alluding to these animated lines in the 44lh Carmen of Catullus: —

Jam mens praetrepidans avel vagari,
Jam laeti studio pedes vigescunt!
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" A very high mountain on one of the Azores, from which the island
derives its name. It is said by some to be as high as the Peak of Te-
neriffe.

** Ibelieve it is Guthrie who says, that the inhabitants of the Azores
are much addicted to gallantry. This is an assertion in which even
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And lights them with consoling gleam,
And smiles them into tranquil sleep.
Oh! such a blessed night as this,

I often think, if friends were near,
How we should feel, and gaze with bliss
Upon the moon-bright scenery here!

The sea is like a silvery lake,
And, o’erits calm the vessel glides
Gently, asifitfear'd to wake
The slumber of the silent tides.
The only envious cloud that lowers
Hath hung its shade on Pico’s height, *
Where dimly, mid the dusk, he towers,
And scowling at this heav’n of light,
Exults to see the infant storm
Cling darkly round his giant form!

Now, could I range those verdant isles,
Invisible, at this soft hour,
And see the looks, the beaming smiles,
That brighten many an orange bower;
And could I lift each pious veil,
And see the blushing cheek it shades, —
Oh! Ishould have full many a tale,
To tell of young Azorian maids. **
Yes, Strangford, atthis hour, perhaps,
Some lover (not too idly blest,
Like those, who in their ladies’ laps
May cradle every wish to rest, )
Warbles, to touch his dear one’s soul,
Those madrigals, of breath divige,

Guthrie may be credited.
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‘Which Camoens’ harp from Rapture stole

And gave, all glowing warm, to thine. *
Oh! could the lover learn from thee,

And breathe them with thy graceful tone,
Such sweet, beguiling minstrelsy

Would make the coldest nymph his own.

But, hark! — the boatswain’s pipings tell
"T is time to bid my dream farewell :
Eight bells: — the middle watch is set;
Good night, my Strangford! — ne’er forget
That, far beyond the western sea
Is one, whose heart remembers thee.

STANZAS.

Ovuog ¢ 70T epog — — —
— — — HE QOO PUIVEL TROE
Twoose tavdgumeia uy oy ayay.
ArscHYL. Fragment.

A peam of tranquillity smil’d in the west,
The storms of the morning pursued us no more ;
And the wave, while it welcom’d the moment of rest,
Still heav'd, as remembering ills that were o’er.

Serenely my heart took the hue of the hour,
Its passions were sleeping, were mute as the dead;
And the spirit becalm’d but remember’d their power,
As the billow the force of the gale that was fled.
I thought of those days, when to pleasure alone
My heart ever granted a wish or a sigh;
When the saddest emotion my bosom had known,
‘Was pity for those who were wiser than I.
Ireflected, how soon in the cup of Desire
The pearl of the soul may be melted away;

* These islands belong to Lhe Portuguese.
Thomas Moore. 1. 21



322 POEMS RELATING TO AMERICA.

How quickly, alas, the pure sparkle of fire
'We inherit from heav’n, may be quench’d in the clay;

And I pray’d of that Spirit who lighted the flame,
That Pleasure no more might its purity dim;
So that, sullied but little, or brightly the same,
I might give back the boon I had borrow’d from Him.

How blest was the thought! it appeared as if Heaven
Had already an opening to Paradise shown;

As if, passion all chasten’d and error forgiven,
My heart then began to be purely its own.

Ilook'd to the west, and the beautiful sky

‘Which morning had clouded, was clouded no more:
¢“Oh! thus,” Iexclaimed, ‘“may a heavenly eye

¢ Shed light on the soul that was darken’d before.”

TO
THE FLYING-FISH.*

‘WaeN I have seen thy snow-white wing
From the blue wave at evening spring,
And show those scales of silvery white,
So gaily to the eye of light,

As if thy frame were form’d to rise,
And live amid the glorious skies;

Oh! it has made me proudly feel,

How like thy wing’s impatient zeal

Is the pure soul, that rests not, pent
‘Within this world’s gross element,

* It is the opinion of St. Austin upon Genesis, and I believe of
nearly all the Fathers, that birds, like fish, were originally produced
from the waters; in defence of which idea they have collected every
fanciful circumstance which can tend to prove a kindred simililude be-
tween them; ovyyevetay Toig TETOUEVOLS TTYOG To yyutor.  With this
thought in our minds, when we first see the Flying-Fish, we could al-
most fancy, that we are present at the moment of creation, and witness
the birth of the first bird from the waves. ‘
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But takes the wing that God has given,
And rises into light and heaven!

But, when I see that wing, so bright,
Grow languid with a moment’s flight,
Attempt the paths of air in vain,

And sink into the waves again;

Alas! the flattering pride is o’er;
Like thee, awhile, the soul may soar,
But erring man must blush to think,
Like thee, again the soul may sink.

Oh Virtue! whean thy clime I seek,
Let not my spirit’s flight be weak :
Let me not, like this feeble thing,
With brine still dropping from its wing,
Just sparkle in the solar glow
And plunge again to depths below;
But, when Ileave the grosser throng
With whom my soul hath dwelt so long,
Let me, in that aspiring day,
Cast every lingering stain away,
And, panting for thy purer air,
Fly up at once and fix me there.

10
MISS MOORE.

FROM NORFOLK, IN VIRGINIA, NOVEMBER, 1803,

In days, my Kate, when life was new,
When, lull’d with innocence and you,
I heard, in home’s beloved shade,
The din the world at distance made;
When, every night my weary head
Sunk on its own unthorned bed,

21%
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And, mild as evening's matron hour,
Looks on the faintly shutting flower,

A mother saw our eyelids close,

And bless’d them into pure repose;
Then, haply if a week, a day,

Ilinger’d from that home away,

How long the little absence seem’d!
How bright the look of welcome beam’d,
As mute you heard, with eager smile,
My tales of all that pass’d the while!

Yet now, my Kate, a gloomy sea
Rolls wide between that home and me;
The moon may thrice be born and die,
Ere ev'n that seal can reach mine eye,
‘Which used so oft, so quick to come,
Still breathing all the breath of home , —
As if, still fresh, the cordial air
From lips belov’d were lingering there.
But now, alas, — far different fate!

It comes o’er ocean, slow and late,
‘When the dear hand that fill'd its fold
With words of sweetness may lie cold.

But hence that gloomy thought! at last,
Beloved Kate, the waves are past:
I tread on earth securely now,
And the green cedar’s living bough
Breathes more refreshment to my eyes
Than could a Claude’s divinest dyes.
Atlength I touch the happy sphere
To liberty and virtue dear,
Where man looks up, and, proud to claim
His rank within the social frame ,
Sees a grand system round him roll ,
Himself its centre, sun, and soul!
Far from the shocks of Europe — far
From every wild, elliptic star
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That, shooting with a devious fire,
Kindled by heaven’s avenging ire,
So oft hath into chaos hurl’d

The systems of the ancient world.

The warrior here, in arms no more,
Thioks of the toil, the conflict o’er,
And glorying in the freedom won
For hearth and shrine, for sire and son,
Smiles on the dusky webs that hide
His sleeping sword’s remember’d pride.
While Peace, with sunny cheeks of toil,
Walks o’er the free, ualorded soil,
Effacing with her splendid share
The drops that war had sprinkled there.
Thrice happy land! where he who flies
From the dark ills of other skies,

From scorn, or want’s unnerving woes,
May shelter him in proud repose:

Hope sings along the yellow sand

His welcome to a patriot land ;

The mighty wood, with pomp, receives
The stranger in its world of leaves,
‘Which soon their barren glory yield

To the warm shed and cultur’d field,
And he, who came, of all bereft,

To whom malignant fate had left

Nor home nor friends nor country dear,
Finds home and friends and country here.

Such is the picture, warmly such,
That Fancy long, with florid touch,
Had painted to my sanguine eye
Of man’s new world of liberty.

Oh! ask me not, if Truth have yet
Her seal on Fancy'’s promise set;
If ev'n a glimpse my eyes behold
Of that imagin’d age of gold; —



326 POEMS RELATING TO AMERICA.

Alas, not yet one gleaming trace! *
Never did youth, who lov'd a face

As sketch’d by some fond pencil’s skill,
Aund made by fancy lovelier still,

Shrink back with more of sad surprise,
‘When the live model met his eyes,

Than I have felt, in sorrow felt,

To find a dream on which I 've dwelt
From boyhood’s hour, thus fade and flee
At touch of stern reality!

But, courage, yet, my wavering heart!
Blame not the temple’s meanest part , **
Till thou hast trac’d the fabric o’er: —

As yet, we have beheld no more

Than just the porch to Freedom's fane;
And, though a sable spot may stain
The vestibule, ’t is wrong, "t is sin

To doubt the godhead reigns within!
So here I pause — and now, my Kate,
To you, and those dear friends, whose fate
Touches more near this home-sick soul
Than all the Powers from pole to pole,
One word at parting, — in the tone
Most sweet to you, and most my own.

* Such romantic works as ‘The American Farmer’s Lelters,” and
the account of Kentucky by Imlay, would seduce us into a belief, that
innocence, peace, and [reedom had deserted the rest of the world for
Martha’s Vineyard and the banks of the Ohio. The French travellers,
too, almost all from revolutionary molives, have contributed their share
to the diffusion of this flattering misconception. A visit to the country
is, however, quite sufficient to correct even the most enthusiastic pre-
Ppossession.

** Norfolk, it must be owned, presents an unfavourable specimen of
America. The characteristics of Virginia in general are not such as can
delight either the politician or the moralist, and at Norfolk they are ex-
hibited in their least attractive form. Al the time when we arrived the
yellow fever had not yet disappeared, and every odour (hat assailed us
in the streels very strongly accounted for its visitation.
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The simple strain I send you here , *
'Wild though it be, would charm your ear,
Did you but know the trance of thought
In which my mind its numbers caught.
*T was one of those half-waking dreams,
That haunt me oft, when music seems
To bear my soul in sound along,

And turn its feelings all to song.

I thought of home, the according lays
Came full of dreams of other days;
Freshly in each succeeding note

1 found some young remembrance float,
Till following, as a clue, that strain,

I wander’d back to home again.

Oh! love the song, and letit oft
Live on your lip, in accents soft.
Say that it tells you, simply well,
Al T have bid its wild notes tell, —
Of Memory’s dream, of thoughts that yet
Glow with the light of joy that s set,
And all the fond heart keeps in store
Of friends and scenes beheld no more.
And now, adieu! — this artless air,
‘With a few rhymes, in transcript fair,
Are all the gifts I yet can boast
To send you [rom Columbia’s coast;
But when the sun, with warmer smile,
Shall light me to my destin’d isle, **
You shall have many a cowslip-bell,
Where Ariel slept, and many a shell,
In which that gentle spirit drew
From honey flowers the morning dew.

« A trifling attempt at musical composition accompanied this Epistle.
** Bermuda.
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A BALLAD.
THE LAKE OF THE DISMAL SWAMP.

WRITTEN AT NORFOLK, IN VIRGINIA.

**They tell of a young man, who lost his mind upon the death of a
girl he loved, and who, suddenly disappearing from his friends, was
never afterwards heard of. As he had frequently said, in his ravings,
that the girl was not dead, but gone to the Dismal Swamp, it is sup-
posed he had wandered into that dreary wilderness, and had died of
hunger, or been lost in some of its dreadful morasses.” — Anon.

‘‘La Poésie a ses monstres comme la nature.” — D'ALEMBERT.

*THEY made her a grave, too cold and damp

“‘For a soul so warm and true;
*¢And she ’s gone to the Lake of the Dismal Swamp ,*
** Where, all night long, by a fire-fly lamp,

¢‘She paddles her white canoe.

*“ And her fire-fly lamp I soon shall see,
‘“ And her paddle I soon shall hear;
‘‘Long and loving our life shall be,
*“And I'’ll hide the maid in a cypress tree,
‘“When the footstep of death is near.”

Away to the Dismal Swamp he speeds —
His path was rugged and sore,
Through tangled juniper, beds of reeds,
Through many a fen, where the serpent feeds
And man never trod before.

And, when on the earth he sunk to sleep,
If slumber his eyelids knew,
He lay, where the deadly vine doth weep
Its venomous tear and nightly steep
The flesh with blistering dew!

And near him the she-wolf stirr’d the brake,
And the copper-snake breath’d in his ear,

’

* The Great Dismal Swamp is ten or tWelve miles distant from Nor-
folk, and the Lake in the middle of it (about seven miles long) is called
Drummond’s Pond.
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Till he starting cried, from his dream awake,
«Oh! when shall I see the dusky Lake,
«t And the white canoe of my dear?”

He saw the Lake, and a meteor bright
Quick over its surface play’d —
““Welcome,” he said, ‘‘my dear-one’s light!”
And the dim shore echoed, for many a night,
The name of the death-cold maid.

Till he hollow’d a boat of the birchen bark,
Which carried him off from shore;

Far, far he follow’d the meteor spark,

The wind was high and the clouds were dark,
And the boat return’d no more.

But oft, from the Indian hunter’s camp
This lover and maid so true

Are seen at the hour of midnight damp

To cross the Lake by a fire-fly lamp,
And paddle their white canoe!

TO THE
MARCHIONESS DOWAGER OF DONEGALL.

FROM BERMUDA, JANUARY, 1804,

Lipy! where'er youroam, whatever land
Woos the bright touches of that artist hand;
‘Whether you sketch the valley’s golden meads,
Where mazy Linth his lingering current leads; *
Enamour’d catch the mellow hues that sleep,
At eve, on Meillerie’s immortal steep;

Or musing o’er the Lake, atday's decline,
Mark the last shadow on that holy shrine ,**

* Lady Donegall, I had reason to suppose, was at this time still in
Switzerland, where the well-known powers of her pencil must have been
frequently awakened.

*+ The chapel of William Tell on the Lake of Lucerne,
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‘Where, many a night, the shade of Tell complains
Of Gallia’s triumph and Helvetia’s chains;

Oh! lay the pencil for a moment by,

Turn from the canvass that creative eye,

And letits splendour, like the morning ray

Upon a shepherd’s harp, illume my lay,

Yet, Lady, no — for song so rude as mine,
Chase not the wonders of your art divine;
Still, radiant eye, upon the canvass dwell;
Still, magic finger, weave your potent spell;
And, while I sing the animated smiles
Of fairy nature in these sun-born isles,
Oh, might the song awake some bright design,
Inspire a touch, or prompt one happy line,
Proud were my soul, to see its humble thought
On painting’s mirror so divinely caught;
While wondering Genius, as he lean’d to trace
The faiot conception kindling into grace,
Might love my numbers for the spark they threw,
And bless the lay that lent a charm to you.

Say, have you ne’er, in nightly vision, stray'd
To those pure isles of ever-blooming shade,
‘Which bards of old, with kindly fancy, plac’d
For happy spirits in th* Atlantic waste?*
There listening, while, from ear, each breeze that came
Brought echoes of their own undying fame,
In eloquence of eye, and dreams of song,
They charm’d their lapse of nightless hours along: —
Nor yet in song, that mortal ear might suit,
For every spirit was itself a lute,

* M. Gebelin says, in his Monde Primitif, *Lorsque Strabon crit
que les anciens théologiens et po&tes plagoient les champs élysées dans
les isles de 'Océan Atlantique, il n'entendit rien a leur doctrine.” M.Ge-
belin's supposition, I have no doubt, is the more correct; but that of
Strabo is, in the present instance, most to my purpose.
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Where Virtue waken’d, with elysian breeze,
Pure tones of thought and mental harmonies.

Believe me, Lady, when the zephyrs bland
Floated our bark to this enchanted land, —
These leafy isles upon the ocean thrown,

Like studs of emerald o’er a silver zone, —

Not all the charm, that ethnic fancy gave

To blessed arbours o’er the western wave,

Could wake a dream, moore soothing or sublime,
Of bowers ethereal, and the Spirit’s clime.

Bright rose the morning, every wave was still,
‘When the first perfume of a cedar hill
Sweetly awak’d us, and, with smiling charms,
The fairy harbour woo’d us to its arms. *
Gently we stole, before the whispering wind,
Through plaintaio shades, that round, like awnings, twin’c
And kiss’d on either side the wanton sails,
Breathing our welcome to these vernal vales;
‘While, far reflected o’er the wave serene,
Each wooded island shed so soft a green
That the enamour’d keel, with whispering play,
Through liquid herbage seem’d to steal its way.

Never did weary bark more gladly glide,
Or rest its anchor in a lovelier tide !
Along the margin, many a shining dome,
‘White as the palace of a Lapland gnome,
Brighten'd the wave; — in every myrtle grove
Secluded bashful, like a shrine of love,
Some elfin mansion sparkled through the shade;
And, while the foliage interposing play'd,

* Nothing can be more romantic than the litle harbour of Si.
George's. The number of beautiful islets, the singular clearness of the
water, and the animated play of the graceful litile boats, gliding for
ever belween the islands, and seeming to sail from one cedar-grove into
another, formed altogether as lovely a miniature of nature’s beauties as
can well be imagined.
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Lending the scene an ever-changing grace,
Fancy would love, in glimpses vague, to trace
The flowery capital, the shaft, the porch,*
And dream of temples, till her kindling torch
Lighted me back to all the glorious days

Of Atlic genius; and I seem’d to gaze

On marble, from the rich Pentelic mount,
Gracing the umbrage of some Naiad's fount.

Then thought I, too, of thee, most sweet of all
The spirit race that come at poet’s call
Delicate Ariel! who, in brighter hours,
Liv’d on the perfume of these honied bowers,
In velvet buds, atevening, lov'd to lie,
And win with music every rose’s sigh.
Though weak the magic of my humble strain
To charm your spirit from its orb again,
Yet, oh, for her, beneath whose smile I sing,
For her (whose pencil, if your rainbow wing
‘Were dimm'd or ruffled by a wintry sky,
Could smooth its feather and relume its dye,)
Descend a moment from your starry sphere,
And, ifthe lime-tree grove that once was dear,
The sunny wave, the bower, the breezy hill,
The sparkling grotto can delight you still,
Oh cull their choicest tints, their softest light,
Weave all these spells into one dream of night,

* This is an illusion which, to the few who are fanciful enough to
indulge in it, renders the scenery of Bermuda particularly interesting.
In the short but beautiful twilight of their spring evenings, the white
cotlages, scatlered over the islands, and but partially seen through the
trees that surround them, assume often the appearance of little Grecian
temples; and a vivid fancy may embellish the poor fisherman’s hut
with columns such as the pencil of a Claude might imitate. I had one
favourite object of this kind in my walks, which the hospitality of its
owner robbed me of, by asking me to visit him. He was a plain good
man, and received me well and warmly, but I could never turn his
house into a Grecian temple again.
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And, while the lovely artist slumbering lies,
Shed the warm picture o’er her mental eyes;
Take for the task her own creative spells,
And brightly show what song but faintly tells.

TO
GEORGE MORGAN, ESQ.

OF NORFOLK, VIRGINIA.*
FROM BERMUDA, JANUARY, 1804,

Kewvy 6° qrepocoaa s atgonos, o & arimink,
Air3ving waw peddoy emdgopog qemeg inmors,

Hovrp eveotnguntar.
Cavrimaca. Hyman, in Del. v. 11.

Ou, what a sea of storm we 've pass’d! —
High mountain waves and foamy showers,
And battling winds whose savage blast
But ill agrees with one whose hours
Have passed in old Anacreon’s bowers.
Yet think not poesy’s bright charm
Forsook me in this rude alarm: ** —

* This gentleman is atiached to the British consulate at Norfolk. His
talents are worthy of a much higher sphere; but the excellent disposi~
tions of the family wilh whom he resides, and the cordial repose he
enjoys amongst some of the kindest hearts in the world, should be al-
most enough to atone to him for the worst caprices of fortune. The
consul himself, Colchel Hamillon, is one among the very few instances
of a man, ardently loyal to his king, and yet beloved by the Americans.
His house is the very temple of hospitality, and I sincerely pity the heart
of that stranger who, warm from lhe welcome of guph a board, could
sil down to write a libel on his host, in the true spirit of a modern phi-
los]oppist. See the Travels of the Duke de la Rouchefoucault Liancourt,
vol. ii.

** We were seven days on our passage {rom Norfolk to Bermuda
during three of which we were forced to lay-to in a gale of wind. Thé
Driver sloop of war, in which I went, was built at Bermuda of cedar,
and js accounted an excellent sea-boat. She was then commanded by
my very regretted friend Captain Compton, who in July last was killed
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aboard the Lilly in an aclion with a French privateer. Poor Compton!
he fell a victim to the strange impolicy of allowing such a miserable
thing as the Lilly to remain in the service; so small, crank, and unma-
nageable, that a well-manned merchanl-man was at any time a match
for her.

* This epigram is by Paul the Silentiary, and may be found in the
p. 72. As the reading there is somewhat
different from what I bave followed in this translation, Ishall give it as
I had it in my memory at the time, and as it is in Heinsius, who, I be-

Analecta of Brunck. vol. iii.

POEMS RELATING :T0O AMERICA.

When close they reef’d the timid sail ,

When, every plank complaining loud,
We labour’d in the midnight gale,

And ev'n our haughty main-mast bow'd,
Even then, in that unlovely hour,
The Muse still brought her soothing power,
And, midst the war of waves and wind,
In song’s Elysium lapp’d my miod.
Nay, when no numbers of my own
Responded to her wakening tone,
She open’d, with her golden key,

The casket where my memory lays
Those gems of classic poesy,

‘Which time has sav’d from ancient days.

Take one of these, to Lais sung, —
I wrote it while my hammock swung,
As one might write a dissertation
Upon ‘‘Suspended Animation!”

Sweet* is your kiss, my Lais dear,
But, with that kiss I feel a tear

lieve, first produced the epigram. See his Poemata.

‘Hov pev eote prdypa o Aados: 70v ds avrww

Hrwdwytoy dangy ytes BAigagwy,

Ko wodv siydbovoa gofes evfoarouyoy aydyy,

‘Hustepa xepaldyy dngov e0ecoauzyy,

Muvgopsvny 8 spuqoa: tad s dgostgys amo myyns,

ARQUOL ULYVUMEVOV TUTITE KATX CTOuTWY*

Eurte 8 awesgopevw, Tevos oﬁwnatd‘augva AeBes;

dedoa py e Mmys eoTe youg boramoTos.
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Gush from your eyelids, such as start
When those who ’ve dearly lov’d must part.
Sadly you lean your head to mine,

And mute those arms around me twine,
Your hair adown my bosom spread,

All glittering with the tears you shed.

In vain I ’ve kiss’d those lids of snow,
For still, like ceaseless founts they flow,
Bathiog our cheeks, whene’er they meet.
Why is it thus? do, tell me, sweet!
Ah, Lais! are my bodings right?

Am I to lose you? is to-night

Our last — go, false to heaven and me!
Your very tears are treachery.

Sucn, while in air I floating hung,
Such was the strain, Morgante mio!
The muse and I together sung,
‘With Boreas to make out the trio.
But, bless the little fairy isle®
How sweelly after all our ills,
‘We saw the sunny morning smile
Serenely o’er its fragrant hills;
And felt the pure, delicious flow
Of airs, that round this Eden blow
Freshly as ev'n the gales that come
O’er our own healthy hills at home.

Could you but view the scenery fair,
That now beneath my window lies,
You 'd think, that nature lavish’d there

Her purest wave, her softest skies,
To make a heaven for love to sigh in,
For bards to live and saints to die in.
Close to my wooded baok below,

In glassy calm the waters sleep,
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And to the sunbeam proudly show
The coral rocks they love to steep.*
The fainting breeze of morning fails;
The drowsy boat moves slowly past,
And I can almost touch its sails
As loose they flap around the mast,
The noontide sun a splendour pours
That lights up all these leafy shores;
‘While his own heav’n, its clouds and beams,
So pictured in the waters lie,
That each small bark, in passing, seems
To float along a burning sky.

Oh for the pinnace lent to thee, **

Blest dreamer, who, in vision bright,
Didst sail o’er heaven’s solar sea

And touch at all its isles of light.
Sweet Venus, what a clime he found
Within thy orb’s ambrosial round ! ** —

* The water is so clear around the island, that the rocks are seen
beneath to a very great depth; and, as we entered the harbour, they
appeared Lo us so near the surface that it seemed impossible we shoutd
not strike on them. There is no necessity, of course, for heaving the
lead; and the negro pilot, looking down at the rocks from the bow of
the ship, takes her through this difficult navigation, with a skill and con-
fidence which seem to astonish some of the oldest sailors.

** In Kircher's ‘‘Ecstatic Journey to Heaven,” Cosmiel, the genius
of the world, gives Theodidactus a boat of asbestos, with which he
embarks into the regions of the sun. *‘Vides (says Cosmiel) hanc as-
bestinam naviculam commoditati tuae praeparatam.’ — Itinerar. I.
Dial. i. cap. 5. This work of Kircher abounds with strange fancies.

*** When the Genius of the world and his fellow-traveller arrive at the
planet Venus, they find an island of loveliness, full of odours and in-
telligences, where angels preside, Who shed the cosmetic influence of
this planet over the earth; such being, according to astrologers, the
‘“vis influxiva” of Venus. When they are in this part of the heavens, a
casuislical question occurs to Theodidactus, and he asks, ‘‘Whether
baptism may be performed with the waters of Venus?” — ‘“An aquis
globi Veneris baptismus institui possit?” to which the Genius answers,
¢ Certainly.”
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There spring the breezes, rich and warm,
That sigh around thy vesper car;
And angels dwell, so pure of form
That each appears a living star.*
These are the sprites, celestial queen!
Thou sendest nightly to the bed
Of her I love, with touch unseen
Thy planet’s brightening tints to shed;
To lend that eye a light still clearer,
To give that cheek one rose-blush more,
And bid that blushing lip be dearer,
‘Which had been all too dear before.

But, whither means the muse to roam?
*T is time to call the wanderer home.
‘Who could have thought the nymph would perch her
Up in the clouds with Father Kircher?
So, health and love to all your mansion !
Long may the bowl that pleasures bloom in,
The flow of heart, the soul’s expansion,
Mirth and song, your board illumine.
At all your feasts, remember too,
When cups are sparkling to the brim,
That here is one who drinks to you,
And, oh! as warmly drink to him.

LINES,
WRITTEN IN A STORM AT SEA.

Tuar sky of clouds is not the sky
To light a lover to the pillow
Of her he loves —
The swell of yonder foaming billow
Resembles. not the happy sigh
That rapture moves.
* This idea is Father Kircher's. ‘‘Tot animatos soles dixisses.” —

Itinerar. 1. Dial. i. cap, 5.
Thomas Moore. 1. 22
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Yet do X feel more tranquil far
Amid the gloomy wilds of ocean,
In this dark hour,
Than when, in passion’s young emotion,
I've stolen, beneath the evening star,
To Julia’s bower.

Oh! there ’s a holy calm profound

In awe like this, that ne’er was given
To pleasure’s thrill ;

'T is as a solemn voice from heaven,

And the soul, listening to the sound,
Lies mute and still.

"T is true, it talks of danger nigh,
Of slumbering with the dead to-morrow
In the cold deep,
Where pleasure’s throb or tears of sorrow
No more shall wake the heart or eye,
But all must sleep.

Well! — there are some, thou stormy bed,
To whom thy sleep would be a treasure;
Oh! most to him,
Whoselip hath drain’d life’s cup of pleasure,
Nor left one honey drop to shed
Round sorrow’s brim.

Yes — he can smile serene at death:
Kind heaven, do thou but chase the weeping
Of friends who love him;
Tell them that he lies calmly sleeping
Where sorrow’s sting or envy’s breath
No more shall move him,
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ODES TO NEAj

WRITTEN AT BERMUDA.

INEA rvgawyel.
Evripip. Medea, v, 967.

Nay, tempt me not to love again,

There was a time when love was sweet ;
Dear Nea! had I known thee then,

Our souls had not been slow to meet.
But, oh, this weary heart hath run,

So many a time, the rounds of pain,
Not ev'n for thee, thou lovely one,

Would 1 endure such pangs again.

If there be climes, where never yet
The print of beauty’s foot was set,
‘Where man may pass his loveless nights,
Unfever’d by her false delights,
Thither my wounded soul would fly,
‘Where rosy cheek or radiant eye
Should bring no more their bliss, or pain,
Nor fetter me to earth again.
Dear absent girl! whose eyes of light,

Though little priz’d when ail my own,
Now float before me, soft and bright

As when they first epamouring shone , —
‘What hours and days have I seen glide,
‘While fix’d, enchanted, by thy side,
Unmindful of the fleeting day,
I've let life's dream dissolve away.
0 bloom of youth profusely shed !
O moments! simply, vaioly sped,

22*
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Yet sweetly too — for Love perfum’d
The flame which thus my life consum’d ;
And brilliant was the chain of flowers,
In which he led my victim-hours.

Say, Nea, say, couldst thou, like her,
‘When warm to feel and quick to err,
Of loving fond, of roving fonder,
This thoughtless soul might wish to wander, —
Couldst thou, like her, the wish reclaim,
Endearing still, reproaching never,
Till ev'n this heart should burn with shame,
And be thy own more fix'd than ever?
No, no — oo earth there ’s only one
Could bind such faithless folly fast;
And sure on earth but one alone
Could make such virtue false at last!

Nea, the heart which she forsook,

For thee were but a worthless shrine —
Go, lovely girl, that angel look

Must thrill a soul more pure than mine.
Oh! thou shalt be all else to me,

That heart can feel or tongue can feign;
I'll praise, admire, and worship thee,

But must not, dare not, love again.

— Tale iter omne cave.
PRoPERT, lib. iv. eleg. 8.

I pravY you, let us roam no more

Along that wild and lonely shore,
‘Where late we thoughtless stray’d;

*T was not for us, whom heaven intends

To be no more than simple friends,
Such lonely walks were made.
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That little Bay, where turning in
From ocean'’s rude and angry din,
As lovers steal to bliss,
The billows kiss the shore, and then
Flow back into the deep again,
As though they did not kiss.

Remember, o’er its circling flood
In what a dangerous dream we stood —
The silent sea before us,
Around us, all the gloom of grove,
That ever lent its shade to love,
No eye but heaven’s o’er us!

I saw you blush, you felt me tremble,
In vaio would formal art dissemble
All we then look’d and thought;
'T was more than tongue could dare reveal ,
'T was ev'ry thing that young hearts feel,
By Love and Nature taught.

I stopp’d to cull, with faltering hand,

A shell that, on the golden sand,
Before us faintly gleam’d ;

I trembling rais’d it, and when you

Had kist the shell, I kist it too —
How sweet, how wrong it seem’d!

Oh, trust me, ’t was a place, an hour,
The worst that e’er the tempter’s power
Could tangle me or you in;
Sweet Nea, let us roam no more
Along that wild and lonely shore,
Such walks may be our ruin.

PSSR



342

POEMS RELATING TO AMERICA,

You read it in these spell-bound eyes,
And there alone should love be read;
You hear me say it all in sighs,
And thus alone should love be said.

Then dread no more; I will not speak;
Although my heart to anguish thrill,

I'’ll spare the burning of your cheek,
And look it all in silence still.

Heard you the wish I dar’d to name,
To murmur on that luckless night,
‘When passion broke the bonds of shame,
And love grew madress in your sight?

Divinely through the graceful dance,
You seem’d to float in silent song,
Bending to earth that suony glance,
As if to light your steps along.
Oh! how could others dare to touch
That hallow’d form with hand so free,
‘When but to look was bliss too much,
Too rare for all but Love and me!

With smiling eyes, that little thought

How fatal were the beams they threw,
My trembling hands you lightly caught,

And round me, like a spirit, flew.
Heedless of all, but you alone, —

And you, atleast, should not condemn,
If, when such eyes before me shone,

My soul forgot all eyes but them , —

I dar’d to whisper passion’s vow, —

For love had ev’n of thought bereft me, —
Nay, half-way bent to kiss that brow,

But, with a bound, you blushing left me.

Forget, forget that night’s offence,
Forgive it, if, alas! you can;
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'T was love, 't was passion — soul and sense —
'T was all that’s best and worst in man.

That moment, did th’ assembled eyes
Of heaven and earth my madness view,

I should have seen, through earth and skies,
But you alone — but only you.

Did not a frown from you reprove,
Myriads of eyes to me were none;
Enough for me to win your love,
And die upon the spot, when won.

A DREAM OF ANTIQUITY.

Isust had turn’d the classic page,

And trac’d that happy period over,
‘When blest alike were youth and age,
And love inspired the wisest sage,

And wisdom graced the tenderest lover.

Before 1 laid me down to sleep
Awhile I from the lattice gaz'd
Upon that still and moonlight deep,
With isles like floating gardens rais’d,
For Ariel there his sports to keep;
While, gliding "twixt their leafy shores
The lone night-fisher plied his oars.

I felt, — so strongly fancy’s power
Came o’er me in that witching hour, —
As if the whole bright scenery there
Were lighted by a Grecian sky,
And I then breath’d the blissful air
That late had thril'd to Sappho’s sigh.

Thus, waking, dreamtI, — and when Sleep
Came o’er my sense, the dream went on;

Nor, through her curtain dim and deep |
Hath ever lovelier vision shone.
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I thought that, all enrapt, I stray’d
Through that serene,, luxurious shade, *
Where Epicurus taught the Loves
To polish virtue's native brightness, —
As pearls, we 're told, that fondling doves
Have play’d with, wear a smoother whiteness. **
'T was one of those delicious nights
So common in the climes of Greece,
When day withdraws but half its lights,
And all is moonshine, balm, and peace.
And thou wert there, my own belov'd,
And by thy side I fondly rov'd
Through many a temple’s reverend gloom ,
And many a bower’s seductive bloom ,
Where Beauty learn’d what Wisdom taught,
And sages sigh’d and lovers thought;
‘Where schoolmen conn’d no maxims stern,
But all was form’d to soothe or move,
To make the dullest love to learn,
To make the coldest learn to love.

And now the fairy pathway seem’d

To lead us through enchanted ground,
‘Where all that bard has ever dream’d

Of love or luxury bloora’d around.
Oh! ’t was a bright, bewildering scene —
Along the alley’s deepening green
Soft lamps, that bung like burning flowers ,
And scented and illum’d the bowers ,

* Gassendi thinks that the gardens, which Pausanias mentions, in
his first book, were those of Epicurus; and Stuart says, in his Antiqui-
ties of Athens, *“Near this convent (the convent of Hagios Asomatos) is
the place called at present Kepoi, or the Gardens; and Ampelos Kepos,
or the Vineyard Garden: these were probably the gardens which Pausa~
nias visited.” Vol. i. chap. 2.

** This method of polishing pearls, by leaving them awhile to be
played with by doves, is mentioned by the fanciful Cardanus, de Rerum
Varietat. lib. vii. cap. 34,
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Seem’d, as to him, who darkling roves
Amid the lone Hercynian groves,
Appear those countless birds of light,
That sparkle in the leaves at night,
And from their wings diffuse a ray
Along the traveller’s weary way.*
'T was light of that mysterious kind,
Through which the soul perchance may roam,
When it has left this world behind,
And gone to seek its heavenly home.
And, Nea, thou wert by my side,
Through all this heav’'n~ward path my guide.

But, lo, as wand’ring thus we rang'd
That upward path, the vision chang'd;
And now, methought, we stole along
Through halls of more voluptuous glory
Than ever liv'd in Teian song,
Or wanton’d in Milesian story. **
And nymphs were there, whose very eyes
Seem’d soften’d o’er with breath of sighs;
Whose ev’ry ringlet, as it wreath’d,
A mute appeal to passion breath’d.
Some flew, with amber cups, around,
Pouring the flowery wines of Crete ; ***
And, as they pass’d with youthful bound,
The onyx shone beneath their feet.

* In Hercynio Germaniae saltu inusitata genera alitum accepimus,
quarum plumae, ignium modo, colluceant noctibus. — Pln. lib. x.
cap. 47. '

** The Milesiacs, or Milesian fables, had their origin in Miletus, a
luxurious town of Ionia. Aristides was thg most celebrated author of
these licentious fictions. See Plutarch (in Crasso), who calls (hem
axodacra SifA.

»«e ¢ Some of the Cretan wines, which Athenaeus calls owog ar9o-
opus, from their fragrancy resembling that of Lhe finest flowers.” —
Barry on Wines, chap. vii.

4 It appears that in very splendid mansions, the floor or pavement
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While others, waving arms of snow
Entwin’d by snakes of burnish’d gold , *
And showing charms, as loth to show,
Through many a thin Tarentian fold , **
Glided among the festal throng
Bearing rich urns of flowers along.
‘Where roses lay, in languor breathing,
And the young beegrape,*** round them wreathing,
Hung on their blushes warm and meek,
Like curls upon a rosy cheek.

Oh, Nea! why did morning break

The spell that thus divinely bound me?
Why did I wake? how could I wake

‘With thee my own and heaven around me!

L

WELL — peace to thy heart, though another’s it be,
And health to that cheek, though it bloom not for me!
To-morrow I sail for those cinnamon groves , 4

Where nightly the ghost of the Carribee roves,

And, far from the light of those eyes, I may yet
Their allurements forgive and their splendour forget.

was frequently of onyx. Thus Martial: ¢ Calcatusque tuo sub pede
lucet onyx.” Epig. 50. lib. xii.

* Bracelets of this shape were a favourite ornament among the
women of antiquity. O ETTUXAQTTLOL OPELS ROLL &b Y QUOAL TTed0ts Dovi—
dog xas Agiorayogos zouw Aoidos paguaxa. Philostrat. Epist. xl.
Lucian, too, tells us of the Soaytowce 590‘101’1-"-5(;- See his Amores,
where he describes the dressing-room of a Grecian lady, and we find
the ‘‘silver vase,” the rouge, the tooth-powder, and all the ““mystic
order” of a modera toilet.

** Tagavrividioy, diapavss evdvuc, wvouacusvoy amo tas To-
QEVTWWY X070 EWS XU TYUPYS. — Polluz.

*** Aplana, mentioned by Pliny, lib. xiv. and ‘“now called the Mus-
calell (a muscarum telis),” says Pancirollus, book i. sect 1. chap. 17.

+ Lhad, at this time, some idea of paying a visit to the West Indies.
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Farewell to Bermuda, * and long may the bloom

Of the lemon and myrtle its valleys perfume;

May spring to eternity hallow the shade,

Where Ariel has warbled and Waller ** has stray’d.
And thou — when, at dawn, thou shalt happen to roam
Through the lime-cover’d alley that leads to thy home,
Where oft, when the dance and the revel were done,
And the stars were beginning to fade in the sun,

1 have led thee along, and have told by the way

‘What my heart all the night had been burning to say —
Oh! think of the past — give a sigh to those times,
And a blessing for me to that alley of limes. '

Ir I were yonder wave, my dear,
And thou the isle it clasps around,,
I would ot let a foot come near
My land of bliss, my fairy ground.

If I were yonder conch of gold ,

And thou the pearl within it plac’d,
I would not let an eye behold

The sacred gem my arms embrac’d.

* The inhabitants pronounce the name as if it were written Ber-
mooda. See the commentators on the words ‘‘still-vex'd Bermoothes,”
in the Tempest. — I wonder it did not occur to some of those all-reading
genllemen that, possibly, the discoverer of this ‘“island of hogs and
devils” might have been no less a personage than the great John Ber-~
mudez, who, about the same period (the beginning of the sixleenth cen-
tury), was sent Patriarch of the Latin church to Ethiopia, and has lef(
us most wonderful stories of the Amazons and the Griffins which he en-
countered. — Travels of the Jesuits, vol. i. I am afraid, however, it
would take the Patriarch rather too much out of his way.

++ Johnson does not think that Waller was ever at Bermuda; but the
« Account of the European Settlements in America” affirms it confident-
ly. (Vol. ii.) 1 mention this work, however, less for its authority than
for the pleasure I feel in quoling an unacknowledged production of the
great Edmund Burke.
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If I were yonder orange-tree,

And thou the blossom blooming there,
I would not yield a breath of thee

To scent the most imploring air.

Oh! bend not o’er the water’s brink ,
Give not the wave that odorous sigh,
Nor let its burning mirror drink
The soft reflection of thine eye.

That glossy hair, that glowing cheek,
So pictur’d in the waters seem,

That I could gladly plunge to seek
Thy image in the glassy stream.

Blest fate! at once my chilly grave

And nuptial bed that stream might be;
I’ll wed thee in its mimic wave,

And die upon the shade of thea.

Behold the leafy mangrove, bending
O’er the waters blue and bright ,

Like Nea's silky lashes, lending
Shadow to her eyes of light.

Oh, my belov’d! where’er I turn,

Some trace of thee enchants mine eyes;
In every star thy glances burn;

Thy blush on every flow’ret lies.

Nor find I in creation aught
Of bright, or beautiful, orrare,
Sweet to the sense, or pure to thought,
But thou art found reflected there,
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THE
SNOW SPIRIT.

No, ne'er did the wave in its element steep
Anisland of lovelier charms;

It blooms in the giant embrace of the deep,
Like Hebe in Hercules’ arms.

The blush of your bowers is light to the eye,
And their melody balm to the ear;

But the fiery planet of day is too nigh,
And the Snow Spirit never comes bere.

The down from his wing is as white as the pearl
That shines through thy lips when they part,

And it falls on the green earth as melting, my girl,
As a murmur of thine on the heart.

Oh! fly to the clime, where he pillows the death,
As he cradles the birth of the year;

Bright are your bowers and balmy their breath,
But the Snow Spirit cannot come here.

How sweet to behold him, when borne on the gale,
And brightening the bosom of morn,

He flings, like the priest of Diana, a veil
O’er the brow of each virginal thorn.

Yet think not the veil he so chillingly casts
Is the veil of a vestal severe;

No, no, thou wilt see, whata moment it lasts,
Should the Snow Spirit ever come here.

But (ly to his region — lay open thy zone,
And he ’ll weep all his brilliancy dim,
To think that a bosom, as white as his own,
Should not melt in the daybeam like him.
Oh! lovely the print of those delicate feet
O’er his luminous path will appear -—
Fly, my beloved! this i§land is sweet,
But the Snow Spirit cannot come here,
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Evvavdo dc xadwpuiorae quwv. xae 6, T pev ovoua ]
700, oux oda youey &’ av moos Y& euov ovouaborro.
PrivosTRAT. Icon. 11. lib. ii.

I sToLE along the flowery bank,

‘While many a bending seagrape* drank
The sprinkle of the feathery oar

That wing'd me round this fairy shore,

*T was noon; and every orange bud
Hung languid o’er the crystal flood,
Faint as the lids of maiden’s eyes
‘When love-thoughts in her bosom rise.
Oh, for a naiad’s sparry bower,

To shade me in that glowing hour!

A little dove, of milky hue,
Before me from a plantain flew,
And, light along the water’s brim ,
I steer’d my gentle bark by him;
For fancy told me, Love had sent
This gentle bird with kind intent
To lead my steps, where I should meet —
Iknew not what, but something sweet.

And — bless the little pilot dove!
He had indeed been sent by Love,
To guide me to a scene so dear
As fate allows but seldom here ;
One of those rare and brilliant hours,
That, like the aloe’s ** lingering flowers ,
May blossom to the eye of man
But once in all his weary span.

Just where the margin’s opening shade
A vista from the waters made,

* The seaside or mangrove grape, a native of the West Indies.

** The Agave. This, I am aware, is an erroneous notion, but it is
quite true enough for poetry. Plato, I think, allows a poet to be ** three
removes from truth;” zgeraros amo 75 ol Feng.
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My bird repos’d his silver plume

Upon a rich banana’s bloom.

Oh vision bright! oh spirit fair!

What spell, what magic rais’d her there ?
'T was Nea! slumbering calm and mild,
And bloomy as the dimpled child,

Whose spirit in elysium keeps

Its playful sabbath, while he sleeps.

The broad banana’s green embrace
Hung shadowy round each tranquil grace;
One little beam alone could win
The leaves to let it wander in,

And, stealing over all her charms,
From lip to cheek, from neck to arms,
New lustre to each beauty lent, —
Itself all trembling as it went!

Dark lay her eyelid’s jetty fringe
Upon that cheek whose roseate tinge
Mix’d with its shade, like evening’s light
Just touching on the verge of night.

Her eyes, though thus in slumber hid,
Seem’d glowing through the ivory lid,
And, asIthought, alustre threw
Upon her lip’s reflecting dew, —

Such as a night-lamp, left to shine
Alone on some secluded shrine,

May shed upon the votive wreath,
Which pious hands have hung beneath.

‘Was ever vision half so sweet!
Think, think how quick my heart-pulse beat,
As o’er the rustling bank I stole; —
Oh! ye, that know the lover's soul,
It is for you alone to guess,
That moment’s trembling happiness.

351
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* Somewhat like the symplegma of Cupid and Psyche at Florence,
in which the position of Psyche’s hand is finely and delicately expressive
of affection. See the Museum Florenlinum, tom, ii. tab. 43, 4. There
are few subjects on which poetry could be more interestingly employed

POEMS RELATING TO AMERICA.

A STUDY FROM THE ANTIQUE.

BeuoLp, my love, the curious gem
Within this simple ring of gold;

"T is hallow’d by the touch of them
Who liv'd in classic hours of old.

Some fair Athenian girl, perhaps,
Upon her hand this gem display'd,
Nor thought that time’s succeeding lapse
Should see it grace a lovelier maid.

Look, dearest, what a sweet design!
The more we gaze, it charms the more;

Come — closer bring that cheek to mine,
And trace with me its beauties o’er.

Thou seest, it is a simple youth

By some enamour’d nymph embrac’d —
Look, as she leans, and say in sooth

Is not that hand most fondly plac’d?
Upon his curled head behind

It seems in careless play to lie , *
Yet presses gently, half inclin’d

To bring the truant’s lip more nigh.

Oh happy maid! too happy boy!

The one so fond and little loath,
The other yielding slow to joy —

Oh rare, indeed, but blissful both.

Imagine, love, thatIam he,
And just as warm as he is chilling ;
Imagine, too, thatthou art she,
But quite as coy as she is willing :

than in illustrating some of these ancient stalues and gems.
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So may we try the graceful way
In which their gentle arms are twin'd,
And thus, like her, my hand Ilay
Upon thy wreathed loeks behiod :

And thus I feel thee breathing sweet ,
As slow to mine thy head I move;
And thus our lips together meet,
And thus, —and thus, — I kiss thee, love.

— MPavotw axagey, 0Te azoddlvucyoy FUPQAIVEL.
ARistor. Rhetor. lib. iii. cap. 4.

TurrE ’s not a look, a word of thine,
My soul hath ¢’er forgot;

Thou ne’er hast bid a ringlet shine,

Nor giv'n thy locks one graceful twine
Which I remember not.

There never yet a muriur fell

From that beguiling tongue ,
Which did not, with a lingering spell,
Upon my charmed senses dwell,

Like songs from Eden sung.

Ah! thatIcould, atonce, forget
All, all that haua!s me so —
And yet, thou witching girl, — and yet,
To die were sweeler than to let
The lov’d remembrance go.
No; if this slighted heart must sce
Its faithful pulse decay,
Oh let it die, remembering thee,
And, like the burnt aroma, be
Consum’d in sweets away.

Thomas Moore. L. 23
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TO
JOSEPH ATKINSON, ESQ.

FROM BERMUDA.®

¢« THE daylight is gone — but, before we depart,

“ One cup shall go round to the friend of my heart,

¢“The kindest, the dearest — oh! judge by the tear

‘I now shed while I name him, how kind and how dear.”

* Pinkerton has said that ““a good history and descriplion of the
Bermudas might afford a pleasing addition to the geographical library;”
bul there certainiy are not materials for such a work. The island, since
the time of its discovery, has experienced so very few vicissitudes, the
people have heen so indolent, and their trade so limited, that there is
but little which the historian could amplify into importance; and, with
respect lo the natural productions of the country, the few which the in-
habitants can be induced to cultivale are so common in the West Indies,
that they bave been described by every naturalist who has written any
account of those islands.

It is often asserted by the trans-Atlantic politicians that this litlle
colony deserves more attention from the mother-country than it receives,
and it certainly possesses advantages of situalion, to which we should
not be long insensible, if it werc once in the hands of an enemy. I was
told by a cclebrated friend of Washington, at New York, that they had
formed a plan for its capture towards the conclusion of the American
War; ‘“wilh the intention (as he expressed himself) of making it a nest
of hornets for the annoyance of British trade in that part of the world.”
And there is no doubt it lies so conveniently in the track to the West
Indies, that an enemy might with ease convert it into a very Larassing
impediment,

The plan of Bishop Berkeley for a college at Bermuda, where Ame-
rican savages might be converted and educated, though concurred in by
the government of the day, was a wild and useless speculation. Mr.
Hamilton, who was governor of the island some years since, proposed,
if I mistake not, the establishment of a marine academy for the in-
struction of those children of West Indians, who might be intended for
any nautical employment. This was a more rational idea, and for some-
thing of this nature the island is admirably calculated. But the plan
should be much more exlensive, and embrace a general system of
education; which would relieve the colonists from the alternalive to
which they are reduced at present, ol either sending their sons to
England for instruction, or intrusting them to colleges in the states of
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'T was thus in the shade of the Calabash Tree,
With a few, who could feel and remember like me,
The charm that, to sweeten my goblet, 1 threw
Was a sigh to the past and a blessing on you,

Oh! say, is it thus, in the mirth-bringiog hour,
When friends are assembled, when wit, in full flower,
Shoots forth from the lip, under Bacchus’s dew,

In blossoms of thought cver springing and new —

Do you sometimes remember, and hallow the brim
Of your cup with a sigh, as you crown it to him

Who is lonely and sad in these valleys so fair,

And would pine in elysium, if friends were not there!

Last night, when we came from the Calabash-Tree,
‘When my limbs were at rest and my spirit was free,
The glow of the grape and the dreams of the day
Set the magical springs of my faney in play,

And oh, — such a vision as haunted me then

I would slumber for ages to witness again.

The many Ilike, and the few I adore,

The [riends who were dear and beloved beforc,

But never till now so beloved and dear,

At the call of my Fancy, surrounded me here;

And soon, — oh, at once, did the light of their smiles
To a paradise brighten this region of isles;

More lucid the wave, as they look’d on it, flow’d,

And brighter the rose, as they gather’d it, glow'd.

America, where ideas, by no means favourable to Great Britain, are
very sedulously inculcated.

The women of Bermuda, though not generally handsome, have an
affectionale languor in their look and manner, which is always interest-
ing. What the French imply by their epithet aimante seems very much
the characier of the young Bermudian girls — that predisposition to
loving, which, without being awakened by any particular object, dif-
fuses itself through the general manner in a tone of lenderness that
never fails to fascinate. The men of the island, I confess, are not very
civilized; and the old philosopher, who imagined that, afler (his life.
men would be changed into mules, and women into turtle- doves, would
find the metamorphosis in some degree anticipated al Bermuda.

23*



356 POEMS RELATING TO AMERICA,

Not the valleys Herzan (though water’d by rills

Of the pearliest flow, from those pastoral hills, *
‘Where the Song of the Shepherd, primeval and wild,
‘Was taught to the nymphs by their mystical child, )
Could boast such a lustre o’er land and o’er wave

As the magic of love to this paradise gave.

Oh magic of love! unembellish’d by you,
Hath the garden a blush or the landscape a hue?
Or shines there a vista in nature or art,
Like that which Love opes thro’ the eye 1o the heart?

Alas, that a vision so happy should fade!
That, when morning around me in brilliancy play’d,
The rose and the stream I had thought of at night
Should still be before me, unfadingly bright;
‘While the friends, who had seem’d to hang over the stream,
And to gather the roses, had fled with my dream.
But look, where, all ready, in sailing array,
The bark that’s to carry these pages away, **
Impatiently flatters her wing to the wind,
And will soon leave these islets of Ariel behiud,
What billows, what gales is she fated to prove,
Ere she sleep in the lee of the land that I Jove!
Yet pleasant the swell of the billows would be,
And the roar of those gales would be music to me.
Not the tranquillest air that the winds ever blew,
Not the sunniest tears of the summer-eve dew,
Were as sweet as the storm, or as bright as the foam
Of the surge, that would hurry your wanderer home.

* Mountains of Sicily, upon which Daphnis, the first inventor of
bucolic poetry, was nursed by the nymphs. See the lively description of
these mountains in Diodorus Siculus, lib. iv. 'Heum yRQ 097 #oTC
oy Zinelay 0Ty, & Qoge nodlsl, 2. T, A

** Aship, ready to sail for England.
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THE
STEERSMAN'S SONG,
WRITTEN ABOARD THE BOSTON FRIGATE 28ta ApPRIL.®

WHEN freshly blows the northern gale,
And under courses snug we fly;
Or when light breezes swell the sail,
And royals proudly sweep the sky;
’Longside the wheel, unwearied still
Istand, and, as my watehful eye
Doth maark the needle’s faithful thrill,
I think of her Ilove, and cry,
Port, my boy! port.

‘When calms delay, or breezes blow

Right from the point we wish to steer;
When by the wind close-haul’d we go,

And strive in vain the port to near;
I think ’tis thus the fates defer

My bliss with one that 's far away,
And while remembrance springs to her,

I watch the sails and sighing say,

Thus, my boy! thus.

But see the wind draws kindly aft,
All hands are up the yards to square,
And now the floating stu’n-sails waft
Our stately ship through waves and air.
Oh! then I think that yet for me
Some breeze of fortune thus may spring,
Some breeze to waft me, love, tothee —
And in that hope I smiling sing,
Steady, boy! so.
= 1left Bermuda in the Boston about the middle of April, in com-
pany with the Cambrian and Leander, aboard Lhe latler of which was
the Admiral, Sir Andrew Miichell, who divides his year between Halifax
and Bermuda, and is the very soul of society and good-fellowship to

both. We separated in a few days, and the Boston after a short cruise
proceeded to New York,
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TO
THE FIRE-FLY.*

At morning, when the earth and sky
Are glowing with the light of spring ,

‘We see thee not, thou humble fly!
Nor think upon thy gleaming wing.

But when the skies have lost their hue ,
And sunny lights no longer play,

Oh then we see and bless thee too
For sparkling o’er the dreary way.

Thus let me hope, when lost to me
The lights that now my life illume,
Somc milder joys may come, like thee,
To cheer, if not to warm, the gloom!

TO
THE LORD VISCOUNT FORBES.
FROM THE CITY OF WASHINGTON.

Ir former times had never left a trace

Of human frailty in their onward race,

Nor o’er their pathway written, as they ran,
One dark memorial of the crites of man;

If every age,, in new unconscious prime,
Rose, like a phenix, from the fires of time,
To wing its way unguided and alone,

The future smiling and the past unknown;
Then ardent man would to himself be new,
Earth at his foot and heaven within his view :

* The lively and varying illumination, with which these fire-flies
light up the woods at night, gives quite an idea of enchantment. ‘‘Puis
ces mouches se développant de 1'obscurité de ces arbres et s’approchant
de nous, nous les voyions sur les orangers voisins, qu'ils mettoient
tout en feu, nous rendant la vue de leurs beaux fruits dorés que la nuit
avoit ravie,” &e. &c. — See L'Histoire des Antilles, art. 2. chap. 4. liv. i.
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Well might the novice hope, the sanguine scheme
Of full perfection prompt his daring dream,

Ere cold experience, with her veteran lore,
Could tell him, fools had dreamt as much before.
But, tracing as we do, through age and clime,
The plans of virtue midst the deeds of crime,

The thinking follies and the reasoning rage

Of man, atonce the idiot and the sage;

When still we see, through every varying frame
Of arts and polity, his course the same,

And koow that ancient fools but died, to make

A space on earth for modern fools to take;

'T is strange, how quickly we the past forget;
That Wisdom's self should not be tutor’d yet,
Nor tire of watching for the monstrous birth

Of pure perfection midst the sons of earth!

Oh! nothing but that soul which God has given,
Could lead us thus to look on earth for heaven;
O’er dross without 10 shed the light within,

And dream of virtue while we sec but sin.

Even here, beside the proud Potowmac's stream ,
Might sages still pursue the flattering theme
Of days to come, when man shall conguer fate,
Rise o’er the level of his mortal slate,
Belie the monuments of frailty past,
And plant perfection in this world at last!
<‘Here,” might they say, ‘shall power’s divided rcign
**Evince that patriots have not bled in vain.
*« Here godlike liberty’s herculean youth,
«Cradled in peace, and nurtur’d up by truth
*¢To full maturity of nerve and mind,
*¢Shall crush the giants that bestride mankind., *

* Thus Morse. “‘Iere the sciences and the arls of civilized life are
to receive their highest improvements: here civil and religious liberty
are to flourish, unchecked by the cruel hand of civil or ecclesiastical
tyranny: here genius, aided by all the improvemenlts of former ages,
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“ Here shall religion’s pure and balmy draught
¢¢In form no more from cups of state be quaffd,
“‘But flow for all, through nation, raok, and sect,
‘¢ Free as that heaven its tranquil waves reflect.

‘“ Around the columans of the public shrine

¢ Shall growing arts their gradual wreath intwine,
*¢Nor breathe corruption from the flowering braid ,
*“Nor mine that fabric which they bloom to shade.
‘“No loager here shall Justice bound her view,
““Or wrong the many, while she rights the few;
‘‘But take her range through all the social frame,
““Purc and pervading as that vital flame

‘“Which warms at once our best and meanest part,
* And thrills a hair while it expands a heart!”

Oh golden dream! what soul that loves to scan
The bright disk rather than the dark of man,
That owns the good, while smarting with the ill,
And loves the world with all its frailty still, —
‘What ardent bosom does not spring to meet
The generous hope, with all that heavenly heat,
‘Which makes the soul unwilling to resign
The thoughts of growing, even on earth, divine!
Yes, dearest friend, Isee thee glow to think
The chain of ages yet may boast a link
Of purer texture than the world has known,

And fit to bind us to a Godhead’s throne.

But, is it thus? doth even the glorious dream
Borrow from truth that dim, uncertain gleam,
Which tempts us still to give such fancies scope,
As shock not reason, while they nourish hope?
No, no, belicve me, 't is not so — ev’n now,
While yet upon Columbia’s rising brow

is to be exerted in humanizing mankind, in expanding and enriching
thelrgmlnds with religious and philosophical knowledge,” &c. & —
P. 56!
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The showy smile of young presumption plays,

Her bloom is poison’d and her heart decays.

Even now, in dawn of life, her sickly breath
Burns with the taint of empires near their death;
And, like the nymphs of her own withering clime,
She 's old in youth, she’s blasted in her prime. *

Already has the child of Gallia’s school
The foul Philosophy that sins by rule,
With all her train of reasoning, damning arts,
Begot by brilliant heads on worthless hearts,
Like things that quicken after Nilus’ flood,
The venom’d birth of sunshine and of mud, —
Already has she pour’d her poison here
Q’er every charm that makes existence dear;
Already blighted, with her blackening trace,
The opening bloom of every social grace,
And all those courtesies, that love to shoot
Round virtue's stem, the flow’rets of her fruit.

And, were these errors but the wanton tide
Of young luxuriance or unchasten’d pride;
The fervid follies and the faults of such
As wrongly feel, because they feel too much;
Then might experience make the fever less,
Nay, gralta virtue on cach warm excess.

But no; ‘tis heartless, speculativeill,

All youth’s transgression with all age's chill;
The apathy of wrong, the bosom’s ice,

A slow and cold staguation into vice.

« ¢ What will be the old age of this government, if it is thus carly
decrepit!” Such was the remark of Fauchet, the French minister at
Philadelphia, in that famous despatch to his government, which was
intercepted by one of our cruisers in the year 1194.. This curious memo-
rial may be found in Porcupine’s Works, vol. i. p. 219, It remains a
striking monument of republican intrigue on one side and republican
profligacy on the other; and 1 would recommend the perusal of it to
every honest politician, who may labour under a momenvs delusion
with respect Lo the purity of American patriolism,
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Long has the love of gold, that meanest rage,
And latest folly of inan’s sinking age,
‘Which, rarely venturiog in the van of life,
While nobler passions wage their heated strife,
Comes skulking last, with selfishness and fear,
And dies, collecting lumber io the rear, —
Long has it palsied every grasping hand
And greedy spirit through this bartering land ;
Turn’d life to traffic, set the demon gold
So loose abroad that virtue’s self is sold
And conscience, truth, and honesty are made
To rise and fall, like other wares of trade. *

Already in this free, this virtuous state,
Which, Frenchmen tell us, was ordain'd by fate,
To show the world, what high perfection springs
From rabble senators, and merchant kings, —
Even here already patriols learn to steal
Their private perquisites from public weal,
And, guardians of the country’s sacred firc,
Like Afric’s priests, let out the flame for hire.
Those vaunted demagogues, who nobly rose
From England’s debtors to be England’s foes, **
Who could their monarch in their purse forget,
And break allegiance , but to cancel debt, ***

* “Nous voyons que, dans les pays ou l'on n'est affecté que de
I'esprit de commerce, on trafique de toutes les actions humaines et de
toutes les vertus morales.” — Montesquiex, de IEsprit des Lois,
liv. xx. chap. 2.

** 1 trust I shall not be suspected of a wish to justify those arbitrary
steps of the English government which the colonies found it so necessary
to resist; my only object here is to expose the selfish molives of some of
the leading American demagogues.

*** The most persevering enemy to the iuterests of this country,
amongst the politicians of the western wqud, has been a Virginian
merchant, who, finding it easier to settle his conscience than his debts,
was one of the first to raise (he standard against Great Britein, and has
ever since endeavoured lo revenge upon the whole country the obliga~
tions which he lies under to a few of its merchants,
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Have prov'd at length, the mineral’s tempting huo
Which makes a patriot, can unmake him too. *
Oh! Freedom, Freedom, how I hate thy cant!
Not Eastern bombast, not the savage rant

Of purpled madmen, were they number’d all
From Roman Nero down to Russian Paul ,

Could grate upon my ear so mean, so base,

As the rank jargon of that factious race,

Who, poor of heart and prodigal of words,
Form’d to be slaves, yet struggling to be lords,
Strut forth, as patriots, from their negro-marts,
And shout for rights, with rapine in their hearts.

Who can, with patience, for a moment see
The medley mass of pride and misery,
Of whips and charters, manacles and rights,
Of slaving blacks and democratic whites ,**
And all the piebald polity that reigns
In free confusion o’er Columbia’s plains ?
To think that man, thou just and gentle God!
Should stand before thee with a tyrant’s rod
O’er creatures like himself, with souls from thee,
Yet dare to boast of perfect liberty;
Away, away — 1°d rather hold my neck
By doubtful tenure from a sultan’s beck,

* See Porcupine’s account of the Pennsylvania Insurrection in 1794.
In short, see Porcupine’s works throughout, for ample corroboration of
every sentiment which I have ventured lo express. In saying this, I
refer less to the comments of that wriler than to the occurrences which
he has related and the documents which he has preserved. Opinion-may
be suspected of bias, but facts speak for themselves.

¢ In Virginia the effects of this system begin to be felt rather sc-
riously. While the master raves of liberty, the slave cannot but catch
the contagion, and accordingly there seldom elapses a month without
some alarm of insurrection amongst the negroes. The accession of
Louisiana, it is feared, will increase this embarrassment; as the pu-
merous emigrations, which are expecled to take place, from the sou-
thern states to this newly acquired territory, will considerably diminish
the white population, and thus strengthen the proportion of negroes, Lo
a degree which must ultimately be ruinous.
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In climes, where liberty has scarce been nam’d,
Nor any right but that of ruling claim’d,

Than thus to live, where bastard Freedom waves
Her fustian flag in mockery over slaves;

‘Where — motley laws admitting no degree
Betwixt the vilely slav’d and madly free —

Alike the bondage and the licence suit

The brute made ruler and the man made brute.

But, whileIthus, my friend, in flowerless song,
So feebly paint, what yet 1 feel so strong,
Theills, the vices of the land, where first
Those rebel fiends, that rack the world, were nurst,
‘Where treason’s arm by royalty was nerv'd,
And Frenchmen learn’d to crush the throne they serv'd —
Thou, calmly lull'd in dreams of classic thought,
By bards illumin’d and by ages taught,
Pant’st to be all, upon this mortal scene,
That bard hath fancied or that sage hath been.
Why should I wake thee? why severely chase
The lovely forms of virtue and of grace,
That dwell before thee, like the pictures spread
By Spartan matrons round the genial bed,
Moulding thy fancy, and with gradual art
Brightening the young conceptions of thy heart.

Forgive me, Forbes — and should the song destroy
One generous hope, one throb of social joy,
One high pulsation of the zeal for man,
‘Which few can feel, and bless that few who can, —
Oh! turo to him, bencath whose kindred eyes
Thy talents open and thy virtues rise,
Forget where nature has been dark or dim,
And proudly study all her lights in him.
Yes, yes, in him the erring world forget,
And feel that man may reach perfection yet.
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TO
THOMAS HUME, ESQ. M.D.

FROM THE CITY OF WASHINGTON.

Avnynoopas SunynpaTe LOWS ATLETE. ROWOVA OV TEETVI G
oUR EYWY. . . .
XeNOPHONT. Ephes. Ephesiac. lib. v.
"T 1s evening now; beneath the western star
Soft sighs the lover through his sweet segar,
And fills the ears of some consenting she
With puffs and vows, with smoke and constancy.
The patriot, fresh from Freedom’s councils come,
Now pleas’d retires to lash his slaves at home;
Or woo, perhaps, some black Aspasia’s charms,
And dream of [reedom in his bondsmaid’s arms. *

In fancy now, beneath the twilight gloom,
Come, let me lead thee o’er this ‘“second Rome ! "’ **
‘Where tribunes rule, where dusky Davi bow,
‘And what was Goose-Creek once is Tiber now : *** —
This embryo capital, where Fancy sees
Squares in morasses, obelisks in trees;
Which second-sighted seers, ev'nnow, adorn
‘With shrines unbuilt and heroes yet unborn,
Though nought but woods + and J—n they sce,
Where streets should run and sages ought to be.

* The “black Aspasia” of the present "******** of the United States,
inter Avernales haud ignotissima nymphas, has given rise to much plea-
santry among the anti-democrat wits in America.

** “On the original location of the ground now allotted for the seat
of the Federal City (says Mr. Weld) the identical spot on which the capi-
tol now stands was called Rome. This anecdote is related by many as a
certain prognostic of the future magnificence of this city, which is 10 be,
as it were, a second Roine.” — Weld's Travels, letler iv.

*** A litile stream runs through the city, which., ‘wilh intolerable af-
fectation, they have styled tbe Tiber. It was originally called Goese-
Creek.

4+ *“To be under the necessity of going through a deep wood for one
or two miles, perbaps, in order to see a next-door neighbour, and in
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And look, how calmly in yon radiant wave,
The dying sun prepares his golden grave.
Oh mighty river! oh ye banks of shade!
Ye matchless scenes, in nature’s morning made,
While still, in all th’ exuberance of prime,
She pour’d her wonders, lavishly sublime,
Nor yet had learn’d to stoop, with humbler care,
From grand to soft, from wonderful to fair; —
Say, were your toweriog hills, your boundless floods,
Your rich savannas and majestic woods,
‘Where bards should meditate and heroes rove,
And woman charm, and man deserve her love, —
Oh say, was world so bright, but born to grace
Its own half-organized, half-minded race *

the same oity, is a curious and, I believe, a novel circumstance.” —
Weld, leller iv.

The Federal City (if it must be called a city) has not been much
increased since Mr. Weld visiled it. Most of the public buildings, which
were then in some degree of forwardness, bave been since utterly sus-
pended. The hotel is already a ruin; a great part of its roof has fallen
in, and the rooms are left to be occupied gratuitously by the miserable
Scotch and Irish emigrants. The President’s house, a very noble struc-
wre, is by no means suited to the philosophical humility of its present
possessor, who inhabits but a corner of the mansion himself, and aban-
dons the rest to a state of uncleanly desolation, which those who are not
philosophers cannot look at without regret. This grand edifice is encir-
cled by a very rude paling, through which a common rustic stile introdu-
ces the visitors of the first man in America. With respect to all that is
within the house, I shall imitate the prudent forbearance of Herodolus,
and say, Ta de & amoQonTR.

The private buildings exhibit the same characteristic display of ar-
rogant speculation and premature ruin; and the few ranges ol houses
which were begun some years ago have remained so long waste and un-
finished that they are now for the most part dilapidaled.

* The picture which Buffon and De.Pauw have drawn of the Ameri-
can Indian, though very humiliating, is, as far as I can judge, much
more correct than the flattering representations which Mr, Jefferson has
given us. See the Notes on Virginia, where this gentleman endeavours
to disprove in general the opinion maintained so strongly by some phi-
losophers that nature (as Mr. Jefferson expresses it) be-littles her pro-
ductions in the western world. M. de Pauw attributes the imperfection
of animal life in America to the ravages of a very recent deluge, from
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Of weak barbarians, swarming o’er its breast,

Like vermin gender’d on the lion's crest?

‘Were none but brutes to call that soil their home,
Where none but demigods should dare to roam?

Or worse, thou wondrous world! oh! doubly worse,
Did hcaven design thy lordly land to nurse

The motley dregs of every distant clime,

Each blast of anarchy and taint of crime

Which Europe shakes from her perturbed sphere,

1n full maligaity to rankle here?

But hold, — observe yon little mount of pines,
Where the breeze murmurs and the fire-fly shines.
There let thy fancy raise, in bold relief,

The sculptur’d image of that veteran chief *

Who lost the rebel’s in the hero’s name,

And climb’d o’er prostrate loyalty to fame;

Beneath whose sword Columbia’s patriot train

Cast off their monarch, that their mob might reign.

How shall we rank thee upon glory’s page?
Thou more than soldier and just less than sage!
Of peace too fond to act the conqueror’s part,
Too long in camps to learn a statesman'’s art,
Nature desigu’d thee for a hero’s mould,

But, erc she cast thee, lel the stuff grow cold.

While lofticr souls command, nay, make their fate
Thy fate made thee and forc'd thee to be greal.
Yet Fortune, who so oft, so blindly sheds
Her brightest halo round the weakest heads,
Found thee undazzled, tranquil as before,
Proud to be useful, scorning to be more;
Less mov'd by glory’s than by duty’s claim,
Renown the meed, but self-applause the aim;

whose effects upon its soil and atmosphere it has not yet sufﬁciemly re-
covered. — Recherches sur les Américains, parti. tom. i. p, 102,

* On a small hill near the capilol there is to be an equestrian statue
of General Washington.
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All that thou wert reflects less fame on thee,

Far less, thanall thou didst forbear to be.

Nor yet the patriot of one land alone, —

For, thine’s a name all nations claim thcir own;
And every shore, where breath’d the good and brave,
Echo’d the plaudits thy own country gave.

Now look, my friend, where faint the moonlight falls
On yonder dome, and, in those princely halls, —
If thou canst hate, as sure that soul must hate,
Which loves the virtuous, and reveres the great, —
If thou canst loathe and execrate with me
The poisonous drug of French philosophy,
That nauseous slaver of these frantic times,
With which false liberty dilutes her crimes, —
If thou hast got, within thy freeborn breast,
One pulse that beats more proudly than the rest,
‘With honest scorn for that inglorious soul ,
Which creeps and winds beneath a mob’s control,
‘Which courts the rabble’s smile, the rabble’s nod,
And makes, like Egypt, every beastits god,
‘There, in those walls — but, burning tongue, forbear!
Rank must be reverenc’d, even the rank that’s there:
So here I pause — and now, dear Hume, we part:
But oft again, in frank exchange of heart,
Thus let us meet, and mingle converse dear
By Thames at home, or by Potowmac here.
O’er lake and marsh, through fevers and through fogs,
Midst bears and yankees, democrats and frogs,
Thy foot shall follow me, thy heart and eyes
‘With me shall wonder, and with me despise, *

* In the ferment which the French revolution excited among the de-
mocrats of America, and the licentious sympathy with which they shared
in the wildest excesses of jacobinism, we may find one source of that
vulgarity of vice, that hostility Lo all the graces of life, which distin-
guishes the present demagogues of the United States, and has become
indeed too generally the characleristic of their countrymen. But there
is another cause of the corruption of private morals, which, encouraged
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While I, asoft, infancy’s dream shall rove,
With thee conversing, through that land I love,
Where, like the air that fans her ficlds of green,
Her freedom spreads, unfever’d and serenc;
And sovereign man can condescend to see

The throne and laws more sovereign still than he.

LINES

WRITTEN ON LEAVING PRILADELPIIA,

— Tyvde Tyv WOty QLlg
Ewztoy enafia yag.
SormocL. Oedip. Colon, v. 158.

Avoxe by the Schuylkill a wanderer rov'd,
And bright were its flowery banks to his eye;

But far, very far were the friends that he lov’d,
And he gaz’d on its flowery banks with a sigh.

Oh Nature, though blessed and bright are thy rays,
O’er the brow of creation enchantingly thrown,
Yet faint are they all to the lustre that plays
In a smile from the heart that is fondly our own.

Nor long did the soul of the stranger remain
Unblest by the smile he had languish’d to meet;
Though scarce did he hope it would soothe him again,
Till the threshold of home had been prest by his feet.

But the lays of his boyhood had stol'n to their ear,
And they lov'd what they knew of so humble a name;

as it is by the government, and identified with the inpergsts of the com-
munily, seems (o threaten the decay of all honest principle in America.
1 allude to those fraudulent violations of neutralily to which they are in-
debled for the most lucrative part of their commerce, and by which
they bave so long infringed and counteracted the marilime rights and
advantages of this country. This unwarrantable trade is necessarily
abetted by suck a system of collusion, imposture, and perjury, as can-
nol fail to spread rapid contamination around it.
Thomas Moore. 1. 2%
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And they told him, with flattery welcome and dear,
That they found in his heart something better than fame.

Nor did woman — oh woman! whose form and whose soul
Are the spell and the light of each path we pursue;
Whether sunn’d in the tropics or chill’d at the pole,
If woman be there, there is happiness too : —

Nor did she her enamouring magic deny, —

That magic his heart had relinquish’d so long, —
Like eyes he had lov’d was her eloquent eye,

Like them did it soften and weep at his song.

Oh, blest be the tear, and in memory oft

May its sparkle be shed o’cr the wanderer’s dream ;
Thrice blest be that eye, and may passion as soft,

As free from a pang, ever mcliow its beam!

The stranger is gone — but he will not forget,

When at home he shall tali of the toils he has known,
To tell, with a sigh, what endearments he met,

As he stray’d by the wave of the Schuylkill alone.

LINES

WRITTEN AT THE COHOS, OR FALLS OF THE MOHAWK RIVER.*

Gia era in loco ove s’ udia 'l rimbombo
Dell’ acqua —. DANTE.

Frox rise of morn till set of sun
I’ve seen the mighty Mohawk run;

* There is a dreary and savage character in the country im-
mediately about these Falls, which is_much more in harmony with the
wildness of such a scene than the cultivated lands in the neighbourhood
of Niagara. Sce the drawing of them in Mr. Weld’s book. According o
him, the perpendicular height of the Gohos Fall is fifty feet; bul the
Marquis de Chastellux makes it seventy-six.

The fine rainbow, which is continually forming and dissolving, as
the spray rises into the light of the sun, is perhaps the most interesling
beauty which these wonder[ul cataracts exhibit.
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And as I mark’d the woods of pine
Along his mirror darkly shioe,

Like tall and gloomy forms that pass
Before the wizard’s midnight glass;
And as I view'd the hurrying pace

With which he ran his turbid race,
Rushing, alike untir'd and wild,
Through shades that frown’d and flowers that smil’d,
Flying by every green recess

That woo’d him to its calm caress,

Yet, sometimes turning with the wind,
As if to leave one look behind, —

Oft have I thought, and thinking sigh’d,
How like to thee, thou restless tide,
May be the lot, the life of him

Who roams along thy water’s brim ;
Through what alternate wastes of woe
And flowers of joy my path may go;
How many a shelter’d, calm retreat
May woo the while my weary feet,
‘While still pursuing, still unblest,

I wander on, nor dare to rest;

But, urgent as the doom that calls

Thy water to its destin’d falls,

1 feel the world’s bewildering force
Hurry my heart’s devoted course

From lapse to lapse, till life be done,
And the spent current cease to run.

One only prayer I dare to make,
As onward thus my course I take; —
Oh, be my falls as bright as thine!
May heaven’s relenting rainbow shinc
Upon the mist that circles me,

As soft as now it hangs o'er thee!

24*
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SONG
oF
THE EVIL SPIRIT OF THE WOODS.*

Qua via difficilis, quaque est via nulla.
Ovip. Metam. lib. iii. v. 227,
Now the vapour, hot and damp,
Shed by day’s expiring lamp,
Through the misty ether spreads
Every ill the white man dreads;
Fiery fever’s thirsty thrill ,
Fitful ague’s shivering chill !

Hark! Ihear the traveller's song,
As he winds the woods along; —
Christian, 't is the song of fear;
Wolves are round thee, night is near,
And the wild thou dar'st to roam —
Thiok, ’t was once the Indian’s home ! **

Hither, sprites, who love to harm,
‘Wheresoe’er you work your charm ,
By the creeks, or by the brakes,
Where the pale witch feeds her snakes,
And the cayman *** loves to creep,
Torpid, to his wintry sleep:

* The idea of this poem occurred to me in passing through the very
dreary wilderness between Batavia, a new settlement in the midst of the
woods, and the little village of Buffalo upon Lake Erie. This is the most
fatiguing part of the route, in travelling through the Genesee country to
Niagara.

** ¢‘The Five Confederated Nations (of Indians) were settled along
the banks of the Susquehannah and the adjacent country, until the year
1179, when Gencral Sullivan, with an army of 400 men, drove them from
their country to Niagara, where, being obliged to live on salted provi-
sions, to which they were unaccustomed, great numbers of them died.
Two hundred of them, it is said, were buried in one grave, where they
had encamped.” — Morse’s American Geography.

*** The alligator, who is supposed to lie in a torpid state all the win-
ter, in the bank of some creek or pond, having previously swallowed a
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‘Where the bird of carrion flits,

And the shuddering murderer sits , *
Lone beneath a roof of blood ;

While upon his poison’d food ,

From the corpse of him he slew
Drops the chill and gory dew.

Hither bend ye, turn ye hither,
Eyes that blast and wings that wither !
Cross the wandering Christian’s way,
Lead him, ere the glimpse of day,
Many a mile of mad’ning error
Through the maze of night and terror,
Till the morn behold him lying
On the damp earth, pale and dying.
Mock him, when his eager sight
Seeks the cordial cottage-light;
Gleam then, like the lightning-bug,
Tempt him to the den that’s dug
For the foul and famish’d brood
Of the she-wolf, gaunt for blood ;
Or, unto the dangerous pass
QO’er the deep and dark morass,
‘Where the trembling Indian brings
Belts of porcelain, pipes, and rings,
Tributes, to be hungin air,

To the Fiend presiding there! **

large number of pine-knots, which are his only sustenance during the
time.

* This was the mode of punishment for murder (as Charlevoix teils
us) among the Hurons. * They laid the dead body upon poles at the top
of a cabin, and the murdercr was obliged to remain several days to-
gether, and to receive all that dropped from the carcass, not only on
himself but on bhis food.”

s« ‘*We find also collars of porcelain, tobacco, ears of maize,
skins, &c. by the side of difficult and dangerous ways, on rocks, or by
the side of the falls; and these are so many offerings made to the spi-
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Then, when night's long labour past,
Wilder’d, faint, he falls at last,
Sinking where the causeway’s edge
Moulders in the slimy sedge,

There let every noxious thing

Trail its filth and fix its sting;

Let the bull-toad taint him over,
Round him let musquiloes hover,

In his ears and eyeballs tingling,
With his blood their poison mingling,
Till, beneath the solar fires,
Raokling all, the wretch expires!

TO
THE HONOURABLE W. R. SPENCER.
FROM BUFFALO, UPON LAKE ERIE.

Nec venit ad duros musa vocata Gelas.
Ovip. ez Ponto , lib. 1. ep. 5.

THou oft hast told me of the happy hours
Enjoy’d by thee in fair Italia’s bowers ,
Where, lingering yet, the ghost of ancient wit
Midst modern monks frofanely dares to flit,
And pagan spirits, by the Pope unlaid,
Haunt every stream and sing through every shade
There still the bard who (if his numbers be
His tongue's light echo) must have talk’d like thee, —
The courtly bard, from whom thy mind has caught
Those playful, sunshine holydays of thought,
In which the spirit baskingly reclines,
Bright without effort, resting while it shines , —

rits which preside in these places.” — See Charlevoiz’s Letter on the
Traditions and the Religion of the Savages of Cunada.

Father Hennepin too mentions this ceremony; he also says, ‘“We
took notice of one barbarian, who made a kind of sacrifice upon an
oak at the Cascade of St. Antony of Padua, upon the river Mississippi.”
— See Hennepin's Voyage into North America.
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There still he roves, and laughing loves to see
How modern priests with ancient rakes agree;
How, ’neath the cowl, the festal garland shines,
And Love still finds'a niche in Christian shrines.

There still, too, roam those other souls of song,
With whom thy spirit hath commun’d so long,
That, quick as light, their rarest gems of thought,
By Memory’s magic to thy lip are brought.

But here, alas! by Erie’s stormy lake,

As, far from such bright haunts my course I take,
No proud remembrance o’er the fancy plays,

No classic dream, no star of other days

Hath left that visionary light behind,

That lingering radiance of immortal mind,

Which gilds and hallows even the rudest scene,
The humblest shed, where Genius once has been!

All that creation’s varying mass assumes
Of grand or lovely, here aspires and blooms;
Bold rise the mountains, rich the gardens glow,
Bright lakes expand, and conquering* rivers flow;
But mind immortal mind, without whose ray,
This world 's a wilderness and man but clay,
Mind, mind alone, in barren, still repose,
Nor blooms, norrises, nor expands, nor flows.
TFake Christians, Mohawks, democrats, and all
From the rude wig-wam to the congress-hall,
From man the savage, whether slav’d or frec,
To man the civiliz'd, less tame than he, —

¢ This epithet was suggested by Charlevoix’s_ striking description of
the confluence of the Missouri with the Mississippi. *‘I believe this is the
finest confluence in the world. The two rivers are much of the samc
breadth, each about half a league; but the Missouri is by far the most
rapid, and seems to enter the Mississippi like a conqueror, through
which it carries ils white waves to the opposite shore, without mixing
them: afterwards it gives its colour to the Mississippi, which it never
loses again, but carries quite down to the sea.” — Letter xxvii.
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’T is one dull chaos, one unfertile strife
Betwixt half-polish’d and half-barbarous life;
‘Where every ill the ancient world could brew
Is mix’d with every grossness of the new;
‘Where all corrupts, though little can entice,
And nought is known of luxury, but its vice!

Is this the region then, is this the clime
For soaring fancies? for those dreams sublime ,
Which all their miracles of light reveal
To heads that meditate and hearts that feel ?
Alas! notso — the Muse of Nature lights
Her glories round; she scales the mountain heights,
And roams the forests; every wond'rous spot
Buraos with her step, yet man regards it not.
She whispers round, her words are in the air,
But lost, unheard, they linger freezing there, *
‘Without one breath of soul, divinely strong,
One ray of mind to thaw them into song.

Yet, yet forgive me, oh ye sacred few,
‘Whom late by Delaware’s green banks I knew;
Whom, known and lov’d through many a social eve,
’T was bliss to live with, and ’t was pain to leave.**
Not with more joy the lonely exile scann’d
The writing traced upon the desert’s sand,

¢ Alluding to the fanciful notion of ¢ words congealed in northern
air.”
** In the society of Mr. Dennie and his friends, at Philadelphia, I
passed the few agreeable moments which my lour through the States
afforded me. Mr. Dennie has succeeded in diffusing through this culti-
vated litUe circle that love for good literatpre and sound polilies, which
he feels so zealously himself, and which is 50 very rarely the characte-
ristic of his countrymen. They will not, I trust, accuse me of illibe-
rality for the picture which I have given of the ignorance and corruption
that surround them., IfI did not hate, as I ought, the rabble®o which
they are opposed, I could not value, as I do, the spirit with which
they defy it; and in learning from them what Americans can be, I but
see with the more indignation what Americans are.
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‘Where his lone heart but little hop’d to find

One trace of life, one stamp of human kind,
Than did I hail the pure, th’ enlighten’d zeal,
The strength to reason and the warmth to feel ,
The manly polish and the illumin’d taste,

Which, — ’mid the melancholy, heartless waste
My foot has travers'd, — oh you sacred few!

I found by Delaware’s green banks with you.

Long may you loathe the Gallic dross that runs
Through your fair country and corrupts its sons;
Long love the arts, the glories which adorn
Those fields of freedom, where your sires were born.
Oh! if America can yet be great,

If neither chain’d by choice, nor doom’'d by fate
To the mob-mania which-imbrutes her now,

She yet can raise the crown’d, yet civic brow

Of single majesty, — can add the grace

Of Rank’s rich capital to Freedom's base,

Nor fear the mighty shaft will feebler prove

For the fair ornament that flowers above; —

If yet releas’d from all that pedant throng,

So vain of error and so pledged to wrong,

‘Who hourly teach her, like themselves, to hide
‘Weakness in vaunt, and barreoness in pride,
She yet can rise, can wreathe the Attic charms
Of soft refinement round the pomp of arms,

And see her poets flash the fires of song,

To light her warriors’ thunderbolts along; —
1tis to you, to souls that favouring heaveu

Has made like yours, the glorious task is given: —
Oh! but for such, Columbia’s days were done;
Rank without ripeness, quicken’d without sun,
Crude at the surface, rotten at the core,

Her fruits would fall, before her spring were o’er.

Believe me, Spencer, while I wing’d the hours
‘Where Schuylkill winds his way through banks of flowers,
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Though few the days, the bappy evenings few,

So warm with heart, so rich with mind they flew,
That my charm’d soul forgot its wish to roam,
And rested there, as in a dream of home,

And looks I'met, like looks 1°d lov’d before,

And voices too, which, as they trembled o’er
The chord of memory, found full many a tone
Of kindness there in concord with their own.
Yes, — we had nights of that communion free,
That flow of heart, which I have known with thee
So oft, so warmly; nights of mirth and mind,
Of whims that taught, and follies that relin’d.
‘When shall we both renew them? when, restor’d
To the gay feast and intellectual board,

Shall I once more enjoy with thee and thine
Those whims that teach, thoese follies that refine?
Even now, as, wandering upon Erie’s shore,

I hear Niagara’s distant cataract roar,

I'sigh for home, — alas! these weary feet

Have many a mile to journey, ere we meet.

NITATPIZ, ‘N2 20Y KAPTA NYN MNEIAN EXA.

EURIPIDES.

BALLAD STANZAS.

I kNEwW by the smoke, that so gracefully curl’d
Above the green elms, that a cottage was near,

And I said, “‘If there s peace to be found in the world,
<t A heart that was humble might hope for it here!”

It was noon, and on flowers that languish’d around
In silence repos’d the voluptuous bee;

Every leaf was at rest, and I heard not a sound
But the woodpecker tapping the hollow beech-tree.

And, ‘“‘Here in this lone little wood,” I exclaim’d,
“ With a maid who was lovely to soul and to eye,
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<« Who would blush when I prais’d her, and weep if [ blam’d,
« How blest could I live, and how calm could I die!

«¢By the shade of yon sumach, whose red berry dips
*‘In the gush of the fountain, how sweet to recline,

¢ And to know that I sigh’d upon innocent lips,
““Which had never been sigh’d on by any but mine!”

A
CANADIAN BOAT SONG.

WRITTEN ON
THE RIVER ST. LAWRENCE.*

El remigem canlus hortatur.
QUINTILIAN,

FaInNTLY as tolls the evening chime
Our voices keep tune and our oars keep time.

* I wrote these words to an air which our boatmen sung to us fre-
quently. The wind was so unfavourable that they were obliged to row
all the way, and we were flve days in descending the river from Kingston
to Montreal, exposed to an intense sun during the day, and atnight
forced to take shelter from the dews in any miserable hut upon the banks
that would receive us. But the magnificent scenery of the St. Lawrence
repays all such difficulties.

Our voyagenrs had good voices, and sung perfectly in tune together.
The original words of the air, to which I adapted these stanzas, appeared
10 be a long, incoherent story, of which I could understand but little,
from the barbarous pronunciation of the Canadians. It begins

Dans mon chemin j’ai rencontré
Deux cavaliers trés-bien montés;
And the refrain to every verse was,
A l'ombre d’un bois je m'en vais jouer,
A l'ombre d’un bois je m’en vais danser.

I ventured to harmonize this air, and have published it. Without that
charm which association gives to every liltle memorial of scenes or feel-
ings that are past, the melody may, perbaps, be thought common and
trifling; but I remember when we have enlered, at sunset, upon one
of thosc beautiful lakes, into which the St. Lawrence so grandly and
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Soon as the woods on shore look dim,

We ’ll sing at St. Ann’s our partiog hymn. *

Row, brothers, row, the stream runs fast,

The Rapids are near and the daylight ’s past.

‘Why should we yet our sail unfurl?
There is not a breath the blue wave to curl.
But, when the wind blows off the shore,
Oh! sweetly we 'll rest our weary oar.
Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast,
The Rapids are near and the daylight 's past.

Utawas’ tide! this trembling moon
Shall see us float over thy surges soon.
Saint of this green isle! hear our prayers,
Oh, grant us cool heavens and favouring airs.
Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast,
The Rapids are near and the daylight s past.

unexpectedly opens, I have heard this simple air with a pleasure which
the finest compositions of the first masters have never given me; and
now there is not a note of it which does not recall to my memory the dip
of our oars in the St. Lawrence, the flight of our boat down the Rapids,
and all those new and fanciful impressions to which my heart was alive
during the whole of this very interesting voyage.

The above stanzas are supposed to be sung by those voyageurs who
go to the Grand Portage by the Utawas River. For an account of this
wonderful undertaking, see Sir Alexander Mackenzie's General History
of the Fur Trade, prefixed to his Journal.

* ¢ At the Rapid of St. Ann they are obliged to take out part, if not
the whole, of their lading. It is from this spot the Canadians consider
they take their departure, as it possesses the last church on tLhe island,
which is dedicated to the Lutelar saint of voyagers.” — Mackerizie, Ge-
neral History of the Fur Trade.
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TO THE
LADY CHARLOTTE RAWDON.
FUOM TRE BANKS OF THE ST. LAWRENGE.

NoT many months have now been dream’d away
Since yonder sun, beneath whose evening ray
Our boat glides swiftly past these wooded shores,
Saw me where Trent his mazy current pours,
And Donington’s old oaks, to cvery breeze,
Whisper the tale of by-gone centuries; —
Those oaks, to me as sacred as the groves,
Beneath whose shade the pious Persian roves,
And hears the spirit-voice of sire, or chief,

Or loved mistress, sigh in every leaf. *

There, oft, dear Lady, while thy lip hath sung
My own unpolish’d lays, how proud I’ve hung
On every tuncful accent! proud to feel

That notes like mine should have the fate to steal,
As o’er thy hallowiog lip they sigh’d along,

Such breath of passion and such soul of song.
Yes, — I have wonder’d, like some peasant boy
‘Who sings, on Sabbath-eve, his strains of joy,
And when he hears the wild, untutor'd note
Back to his ear on softening echoes float,
Believes it still some answering spirit’s tone,
And thinks it all too sweet to be his own!

I dreamt not then that, ere the rolling year
Had fill’d its circle, Ishould wander here
In musing awe; should tread this wondrous world,
See all its store of inland waters hurl’d
In one vast volume down Niagara’s steep,
Or calm behold them, in transparent slecp,

* ‘“Avendo essi per costume di avere in venerazione gli alberi grandi
et antichi, .quasi che siano spesso riceltaccoli di anime beate,” — Pietro
delle Vulle, part. second., lettera 16 da i giardini di Sciraz.
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‘Where the blue hills of old Toronto shed

Their evening shadows o’er Ontario’s bed ;
Should trace the grand Cadaraqui, and glide
Down the white rapids of his lordly tide

Through massy woods, mid islets flowering fair,
And blooming glades, where the first sinful pair
For consolation might have weeping trod,

‘When banish’d from the garden of their God.
Oh, Lady! these are miracles, which man,
Cag'd in the bounds of Europe’s pigmy span,
Can scarcely dream of, — which his eye must see
To know how wonderful this world can be!

But lo, — the last tints of the west decline,
And night falls dewy o’er these banks of pine.
Among the reeds, in which our idle boat
Is rock’d to rest, the wind’s complaining note
Dies like a half-breath’d whispering of flutes;
Along the wave the gleaming porpoise shoots,
And I can trace him, like a watery star, *
Down the steep current, till he fades afar
Amid the foaming breakers’ silvery light,
‘Where yon rough rapids sparkle through the night.
Here, as along this shadowy bank I stray,
And the smooth glass-snake, ** gliding o’er my way,
Shows the dim moonlight through his scaly form,
Fancy, with all the scene’s enchantment warm,
Hears in the murmur of the nightly breeze
Some Indian Spirit warble words like these: —

From the land beyond the sea,
‘Whither happy spirits flee;

° Anburey, in his Travels, has noticed this shooting illumination
which porpoises diffuse at night through the river St. Lawrence. — Vol. i.
p-29.

The glass-snake is brillle and transparent.
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‘Where, transform’d to sacred doves. *
Many a blessed Indian roves

Through the air on wing, as white

As those wond'rous stones of light, **
Which the eye of morning counts

On the Apallachian mounts, —
Hither oft my flight I take

Over Huron’s lucid lake,

‘Where the wave, as clear as dew,
Slecps beneath the light canoe,
Which, reflected, floating there,
Looks as if it hung in air, ***

Then, when I have stray’d a while
Through the Manataulin isle, 4
Breathing all its holy bloom,

Swift I mount me on the plume

* “The deparled spirit goes into the Country of Souls, where, ac-
cording to some, il is transformed into a dove,” — Charlevoix, upon
the Traditions and the Religion of the Savages of Canudu. See (he
curious fable of the American Orpheus in Lafitau, lom. i. p. 402.

»+ “The mountains appeared (o be sprinkled with white stznes, which
glistened in the sun, and were called by the Indians manetoe asenial,
or spirit-stones.” — Mackensie's Journal.

++» These lines were suggested by Carver's description of one of the
American lakes. ‘‘When it was calm” he says, ‘‘and the sun shone
bright, I could sit in my canoe, where the depth was upward§ of six
fathoms, and plainly see huge piles of stone at the bottom, of different
shapes, some of which appeared as if they had been hewn; the waler
was at this lime as pure and transparent as air, .and my canoe seemed
as if it hung suspended in that element. It was lmposslble.to look al-
tentively through this limpid medium, atthe rocks below, without find-
ing, before many minutes were elapsed, your head swim and your cyes
no longer able to behold the dazzling scene.”

+ Aprés avoir traversé plusieurs isles peu considérables, nous en
trouvames le qualriéme jour une fameuse nommée I'Isle de Manitoualin.
— Voyages du Baron de Luahontan, tom. 1. lel. 15. Manataulin signifies
a Place of Spirils, and this island in Lake Huron is held sacred by the
Indians.
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Of my Wakon-Bird ,* and fly
‘Where, beneath a burning sky,
O’er the bed of Erie’s lake
Slumbers many a water-snake,
‘Wrapt within the web of leaves,
‘Which the water-lily weaves. **
Next I chase the flow’ret-king
Through his rosy realm of spring;
See him now, while diamond hues
Soft his neck and wings suffuse,
In the leafy chalice sink,
Thirsting for his balmy drink;
Now behold him all on fire,
Lovely in his looks of ire,
Breaking every infant stem,
Scattering every velvet gem,
‘Where his little tyrant lip

Had not found enough to sip.

Then my playful hand I steep
Where the gold-thread *** foves to creep,
Cull from thence a tangled wreath,
Words of magic round it breathe,
And the sunny chaplet spread
O’er the sleeping fly-bird’s head,

* ‘“The Wakon-Bird, which probably is of the same species with
the bird of Paradise, receives its name from the ideas the Indians have
of its superior excellence; the Wakon-Bird being, in their language,
the Bird of the Great Spirit.” — Morse.

** The islands of Lake Erie are surrounded Lo a considerable distance
by the large pond-lily, whose leaves spread thickly over the surface of
the lake, and form a kind of bed for Lhe water-snakes in summer.

*** *“The gold thread is of the vine kind, and grows in swamps. The
roots spread themselves just under the surface of the morasses, and are
easily drawn out by handfuls. They resemble a large entangled skein of
silk, and are of a bright yellow.” — Morse.

+ *“L'oiseau mouche, gros comme un hanneton, est de toutes cou-
leurs, vives et changeantes: il lirc sa subsistence des fleurs commes les
abeilles ; son nid est fait d’un cotton trés-fin suspendu a une branche
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Till, with drcams of honey blest,
Haunted, in his downy nest,

By the garden’s fairest spells,
Dewy buds and fragrant bells,
Fancy all his soul embowers

In the fly-bird’s heaven of flowers.

Oft, when hoar and silvery flakes
Melt along the ruflled lakes,
When the gray moose sheds his horns,
When the track, at evening, warns
‘Weary hunters of the way
To the wig-wam’s cheering ray,
Then, aloft through freczing air,
With the snow-bird * soft and fair
As the flecce that heaven [lings
O’er his litlle pearly wings,
Light above the rocks I play,
‘Where Niagara’s slarry spray,
Frozen on the cliff, appears
Like a giant’s starting tears.
There, amid the island-sedge,
Just upon the cataract’s cdge,
Where the foot of living man
Never trod since time began,
Lone Isit, at close of day,
While, beneath the golden ray,
Icy columans gleam below,
Feather’d round with falling soow,
And an arch of glory springs,
Sparkling as the chain of rings
Round the neck of virgins hung, —
Virgins, ** who have waoder'd young
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d’arbre.” — Voyages aux Indes Occidentales, pur M. Bossu, seconde

part, lett. xx.

* Emberiza hyemalis. — Sce Imlay’s Kentucky, p. 280,

*« Lafitau supposes that there was an order of vestals established
Thomas Moore. L 25
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O’er the waters of the west
To the land where spirils rest!

Thus have I charm’d, with visionary lay,
The lonely moments of the night away ;
And now, fresh daylight o’er the water beams !
Once more, embark’d upon the glittering streams,
Our boat flics light along the leafy shore,
Shootiog the falls, without a dip of oar
Or breath of zephyr, like the mystic bark
The poet saw, in dreams divinely dark,
Borne, without sails, along the dusky flood, *
While on its deck a pilot angel stood,
Aond, with his wings of living light unfurl’d,
Coasted the dim shores of another world!

Yet, oh! believe me, mid this mingled maze
Of nature’s beauties, where the fancy strays
From charm to charm, where every flow’ret’s hue
Hath something strange, and every leaf is new, —
I never feel a joy so pure and still,

So inly felt, as when some brook or hill,

Or veteran oak, like those remember’d welil,
Some mountain echo or some wild-flower’s smell,
(For, who can say by what small fairy ties

The mem’ry clings to pleasure as it flies?)
Reminds my heart of many a silvan dream

1 once indulg’d by Trent’s inspiring stream ;

among the Iroquois Indians. — Moenrs des Suuvages dmericuins, &c.
tom. i. p. 173,

Vedi che sdegna gli argomenti umani;
Si che remo non vuol, ne altro velo,
Che I’ ale sue tra liti si lontani.

Vedi come I’ ha dritte verso 'l cielo
Trautando I' aere con I' eterne penne;
Che non si mutan, come mortal pelo.
DANTE, Purgator, cant. ii.
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Of all my sunny morns and moonlight nights
On Donington’s green lawns and breezy heights.

‘Whether I trace the tranquil muments o’er
‘When I have scen thee cull the fruits of lore,
With him, the polish’d warrior, by thy side,
A sister’s idol and a nation’s pride !
‘When thou hast rcad of heroes, trophied high
In ancient fame, and I have seen thine eye
Turn to the living hero, while it read,
For pure and brightening comments on the dead ; —
Or whether memory to my mind recalls
The festal grandeur of those lordly halls,
‘When guests have met around the sparkling board,
And welcome warm’d the cup that luxury pour’d;
When the bright future Star of England'’s throne,
‘With magic smile, hath o’er the banquet shone,
Winning respect, nor claiming what he won,
But tempering greatness, like an evening sun
‘Whose light the eye can tranquilly admire,
Radiant, but mild, all softoess, yet all fire; —
‘Whatever hue my recollections take,
Even the regret, the very pain they wake
Is mix'd with happiness; — but, ah! no more —
Lady! adieu — my heart has linger'd o’er
Those vanish’d times, till all that round me lies,
Stream, banks, and bowers have faded on my eyes!

IMPROMPTU,

AFTER A VISIT TU MRS. —, OF MONTREAL.

*T was but for a moment — and yet in that time
She crowded th’ impressions of many an hour :

Her eye had a glow, like the sun of her clime,
Which wak’d every feeling at once into flower.

20*
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Oh! could we have borrow’d from Time but a day,
To renew such impressions agaio and again,

The things we should look and imagine and say
Would be worth all the life we had wasted till then.

‘What we had not the leisure or Janguage to speak,
‘We should find some more spiritual mode of revealing,
And, between us, should feel just as much in a week
As others would take a millennium in feeling.

WRITTEN
ON PASSING DEADMAN'S ISLAND,*
IN THE

GULF OF ST. LAWRENCE,

LATE IN THE EVENING, SEPTERBER, 180%.

SEE you, beneath yon cloud so dark,

Fast gliding along a gloomy bark ?

Her sails are full, — though the wind is still,
And there blows not a breath her sails to fill!

Say, what doth that vessel of darkness bear?
The silent calm of the grave is there,

Save now and again a death-knell rung,

And the flap of the sails with night-fog hung.

* This is one of the Magdalen Islands, and, singularly enough, is
the property of Sir Isaac Coffin. The above lines were suggested by a
superstition very common among sailors, who call this ghost-ship, I
think, ‘‘the flying Dutchman.”

We were thirteen days on our passage [rom Quebec to Halifax,
and I had been so spoiled by the truly splendid hospitality of my friends
of the Phaeton and Boston, that I was but ill prepared for the miseries
of a Canadian vessel. The weather, however, was pleasant, and the
scenery along the river delightful. Our passage through the Gut of
Canso, with a bright sky and a fair wind, was particularly striking and
romantic.
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There lieth a wreck on the dismal shore

Of cold and pitiless Labrador;

Where, under the moon, upon mwounts of frost,
Tull many a mariner’s bones are tost.

Yon shadowy bark hath been to that wreck,
And the dim blue fire, that lights her deck,
Doth play on as pale and livid a crew

As ever yet drank the churchyard dew.

To Deadman’s Isle, in the eye of the blast,
To Deadman’s Isle, she speeds her fast;

By skeleton shapes her sails are furl'd,

And the hand that steers is not of this world !

Oh! hurry thee on — oh! hurry thee on,
Thou terrible bark, ere the night be gone,
Nor let morning look on so foul a sight

As would blanch for ever her rosy light!

TO
THE BOSTON FRIGATE,*
oN
LEAVING HALIFAX FOR ENGLAND,
OCTOBER, 1804,

Nootov moepacig yluregov.
¢ Pgﬁnan. Pyth. 4.

WrrH triumph this morning, oh Boston! 1 hail
The stir of thy deck and the spread of thy sail,
For they tell me I soon shall be wafled, in thee,
To the flourishing isle of the brave and the free,

* Commanded by Caplain J. E. Douglas, with whom I returned to
England, and Lo woom I am indebted for many, many kindnesses. In
truth, I should but offend the delicacy of my [riend Douglas, and, at
the same lime, do injustice to my own feelings of gratitude, did I
attempt to say how much I owe to him.
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And that chill Nova-Scotia’s unpromising strand *

Is the last I shall tread of American land.

Well — peace to the land! may her sons know, at length,
That in high-minded honour lies liberty’s strength,

That though man be as free as the fetterless wind,

As the wantonest air that the north can unbind,

Yet, ifhealth do not temper and sweelen the blast,

Ifno harvest of mind ever sprung where it pass’d,

Then unblest is such freedom, and baleful its might, —
Free only to ruin, and strong but to blight!

Farewell to the few I have left with regret;
May they sometimes recall, what I cannot forget,
The delight of those evenings , — too brief a delight!
‘When in converse and song we have stol’n on the night;
‘When they "ve ask’d me the manners, the mind, or the mien
Of some bard I had known or some chief I had scen,
‘Whose glory, though distant, they long had ador’d,
Whose name had oft hallow’d the wine-cup they pour’d;
And still as, with sympathy humble but true,
I have told of each bright son of fame all I knew,
They have listen’d, and sigh’d that the powerful stream
Of America’s empire should pass, like a dream,
Without leaving one relic of genius, to say
How sublime was the tide which had vanish’d away !
Farewell to the few — though we never may meet
Oa this planet again, it is soothing and sweet
To think that, whenever my song or my name
Shall recur to their ear, they 'll recall me the same

* Sir John Wentworth, the Governor of Nova-Scotia, very kindly
allowed me to acgompany him on his visit to the College, which they
bave lately established at Windsor, about forly miles from Halifax, and
I was indeed most pleasantly surprised by the beauty and fertility of the
country which opened upon us aflter the bleak and rocky wilderness by
which Halifax is surrounded. — I was lold that, in travelling onwards,
we should find the soil and the sceriery improve, and it gave me much
pleasure to know that the worthy Governor has by no means such an
*‘inamabile regnum” as I was, at first sight, inclined to believe.
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I have been to them now, young, unthoughtful, and blest,
Ere hope had deceiv'd me or sorrow deprest.

But, Douglas! while thus I recall to my mind
The elect of the land we shall soon leave behind,
1 can read in the weather-wise glance of thine eye,
As it follows the rack Qitting over the sky,
That the faint coming breeze will be fair for our flight,
And shall steal us away, ere the falling of night.
Dear Douglas! thou knowest, with thee by my side,
‘With thy friendship to soothe me, thy courage to guide,
There is not a bleak isle in those summerless seas,
Where the day comes in darkness, or shines but to freeze,
Not a tract of the line, not a barbarous shore,
That I could not with patience, with pleasure explore !
Oh think then how gladly I follow thee now,
‘When Hope smooths the billowy path of our prow,
And each prosperous sigh of the west-springing wind
Takes me nearer the home where my heart is inshrin’d;
Where the smile of a father shall meet me again,
And the tears of a mother turn bliss into pain;
‘Where the kind voice of sisters shall steal to my heart,
Anod ask it, in sighs, how we ever could part? —

But see! — the bent top-sails are ready to swell —
To the boat — I am with thee — Columbia, farewell!




PRINTING OFFICE OF THE PUBLISHER.







i

300000831359

i




p—————————— -~

'.
| ROTANOX
oczyszezanic

X1 2008



KD.3184.1
nr inw. 4242




