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PREFACE.

Finding 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, I have con
sented , though not, I confess , without some scruple and hesita
tion, to comply with their request. In no country is thefc 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 
between 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 which I ventured 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 “ Our 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 I open 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, I remember, his description of them long haunted my 
boyish imagination, as though they were not earthly women, but 
some spiritual “creatures of the element.”

* Some confused notion of this fact has led the writer of a Memoir 
prefixed to the “Pocket Edition” of my Poems, printed at Zwickau, to 
state that Brinsley Sheridan was my tutor! — “Great attention was paid 
to his education by his tutor, Sheridan.”

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. At Marley, the seatoftheLatouches, 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
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“ever-glorious Grattan,* ” furnished the epilogue. This relic of 
his pen, too, is the more memorable, as being, I believe, the 
only poetical composition he was ever known to produce.

* Byron.

At the time when I first began to attend his school, Mr. Whyte 
still continued, to the no small alarm of many parents, to en
courage a taste for acting among his pupils. In this line I was 
long his favourite sAow-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, A 
Squeeze to St. PauVs, Master Moore.”

With acting, indeed, is associated the very first attempt at 
verse-making to which my memory enables me to plead guilty. It 
was at a period, I think, even earlier than the date last mentioned, 
that, while passing the summer holidays, with a number of other 
young 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. I was 
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 
memory, formed part of this juvenile effort: —

Our Pantaloon, who did so aged look, 
Must now resume his youth, his task, his book; 
Our Harlequin, who skipp’d, laugh’d, danc’d and died 
Must now stand trembling by his master’s side.

I have thus been led back, step by step, from an early date to 
one still earlier, with the view of ascertaining, for those who take 
any interest in literary biography, at what period I first showed an 
aptitude for the now common craft of verse-making; and the re
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suit is — so far back in childhood lies the epoch — that I am really 
unable to say at what age I first began 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, at once, most love and most respect. 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.

It 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 that 
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, wrouid 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 sitting upon 
the knee of the chairman while the following 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, next to 
my attaining some of these distinctions, my showing that I de
served to attain 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 next, 
that I remember having, for the first time, tried my hand at poli
tical satire. In their very worst times of slavery and suffering, 
the happy disposition of my countrymen had kept their cheerful
ness still unbroken and buoyant; and, at the period of which I 
am speaking, the hope of a brighter day dawning upon Irelan ad 
given to the society of the middle classes in Dublin a more than 
usual flow of hilarity and life. Among other gay 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 Dalkcy, 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 
meetings, rendered the whole a scene not easily forgotten. The 
state ceremonies of the day were performed, with all due 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, I recollect, upon 
Inclcdon, 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 majesty’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 temptingly supplied. The very day, 
indeed after this commemoration, there appeared, in the usual 
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.

* Irish halfpence, so called.

It is not to be wondered at, that whatever natural turn I may 
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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, accordingly, 
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, I 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 , as usual, 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 chaplets wreathing. 
Vernal sweets around us breathing, 
We ’ll gaily drink, full goblets quaffing, 
At frighted Care securely laughing.
“Rose! thou balmy-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 ’ll lune 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 pursuing 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. Having 
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, namely, that he did not see 

* Appointed Provost of the University 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 here I shall 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 paternity safe and unquestioned. But I am forced to confess, 
however reluctantly, that there appear to me strong grounds for 
pronouncing these light 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 lambic 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 lambic

* 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 two copies of this work of Spaletli, one of which was 
presented by Dr. Troy, the Roman Catholic archbishop, as a gift from 
the Pope to the Library of the University, and the other (of which I was 
subsequently favoured 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 sanction, 
Anacreon in Greek was thought no unfitting present to be received by a 
Protestant bishop, through the medium of a Catholic archbishop, from 
the hands of his holiness, the Pope.



XIV PREFACE.

dimeter verse. This may be seen by looking through the list in 
Fischer.”

The unskilful attempt at Greek 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 
written to its present corrected shape; and that, at all events, I 
entertain but very little doubt as to which 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, I enjoyed 
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 
soli'ary hours which, both 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, I left 
Ireland, for the first lime, 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 persons to whom, through the active 
zeal of friends, some part of my manuscript had been submitted 
before it went to press, was Doctor 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-



PREFACE. XV

rence was so remarkable, the following extract from the letter 
written by him, in returning the manuscript to my friend Dr. ume, 
roay not be without some interest: —

“Dec. 20. H99.

“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 as 
added a pretty turn not to be found in the original. To confess t e 
truth, however, they are, in not a few places, rather more pa
raphrastical than suits my notion (perhaps an incorrect notion) o 
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 not 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, 
too, 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 Mynheer 
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 that on its blushes lay; 
Then, to the bosom of the fair, 
The Hower of love in triumph bear.

' "Query, if it ought not to be lief 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' I believe 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 light'

“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.”



ODES
OF

ANACREON
TRANSLATED 

INTO ENGLISH VERSE. 

WITH NOTES

TO

HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS

THE PRINCE OF WALES.
Sir,

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.

Believe me, Sir,
With every sentiment of respect,

Your Royal Highness’s
Very grateful and devoted Servant,

THOMAS MOORE.

ADVERTISEMENT.
It may be necessary to mention, that, in arranging the Odes, 

the Translator has adopted the order of the Vatican MS. For those 
who wish to refer to the original, he has prefixed an Index, which 
marks the number of each Ode in Barnes and the other editions.

Thomas Moore. I,
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INDEX.
ODE. BARNES.

1. ANAK.PES1N iio)v fit 63.
2. Aott fioi 'Ontjqov 48.
3. Ayt, twygaqiwv aqiaTt 49.
4. Tov aqyvqov TOQttxov . 17.
5. Ka^iTtxva fioiTOQtvaov 18.
6. Sttipot; nitxow no&’ tv gov 59.
7. Atyouaiv at ywaixts 11.
8. Ou fioi fitXti tci I'vyou . . 15.
9. A<pe<; fit tod? &tov^ aot 31.

10. Ti aoi &tXti<; Ttoi-rjao) 12.
11. Eqo>tcc xtj^ivov tiq . . 10.
12. Oi fitv xaltjv Kv0i]Piiv 13.
13. 0eAw, ^tXat qnkfjaoit 14.
14. Ei qivXXa navra SivSqwv 32.
15. EQUOfM-t] ntXfia ... 9.
16. Ayt, Kwyqaipo™ aQiart 28.
17. r^aipt fioi Ba&uXXov ovto) . 29.
18. Aort/ioi, Sort ywaixit; . 21.
19. Hagaryv axiqv, Ba&vXlt 22.
20. Ai Mouaat tov Egawa . 30.
21. 'H yt] fitXaiva mvti 19.
22. 'H Tavtakov not’taxi] 20.
23. &t}.o> Aeytiv At^ti^aq 1.
24. para Tawpot5 2.
25. 2u ^tv tpi^n xt^.iSo>v . 33.
26. Zu ptv Aeytn ta 16.
27. Ei iff'/iom f^v mnoi . 53.
28. ’O cwiiq o tfi<i 45.
29. Xakmov to fit] (pi^ijoai 46.
30. Edoxovv ova^ T^oxa^tii’ ii.
31. Yaxiv&ivw fit ^a^3u) • 7.
32. Em fiv^aivaic; tt^tivaiQ 4.
33. Mtaovuxnoii; no&’ aiQCtt^. 3.
34. McitiaQt^Ofitv at, titti^ 43-
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ODB. BAIINES.
35. zror’ IV QoJottft . 40.
36. O nkovrot; ftyt ^^vaov . 23*
37. Jia vuxto? tyxa&tviMV 8.
38. JXagoi mta/itv oivov 41.
39. tPiAw yt^ovTa ttQTtvov 47.
40. Entity tTv/&ijv 24.
41, Tt xaZov taxi jSaJtfeiv . 66.
42. Ho&tu fitv Jiovvaov . . 42.
43. STtqiavovq /itv xqoTaipoiai . 6.
44. To fioSov to tiov tganiov 5.
45. Otuv jtivio tov ot/vov ... 25.
46. lit, mog la^oq qovivtos . 37.
47. Eyoi ytqwv fitv tifii............... 38.
48. Otav 6 Bax/o? tiatk&i] 26.
49. Tov Jioq 6 natz Bax/o; . . 27.
50. Ot' tyo) moi tov oivov 39.
51. My fit givyift; ogwaa...............  34.
52. Ti fit tov; vofiovt; iiiaoxtit; 36.
53. Or’ tyo) vtiov o/iikov . 54.
^4. 0 Tavqo<i ovToq, ami 35.
55. STt<fav?]<poQoV fn ^ H^oq 51.
56. ’0 tov tv novoiq artt^ . 50.
57. Aga ti? Toqtvat tzovtov 49.
58. 'O SqantTiis 6 /?wo<; 66.
59. Tov fitXavoyjjMTa Pot^vv 52-
60. -Ava^aqptTov Sovtfao) . 64.

* *
61. Ilokioi fitv Tjfiiv T]iii 66.
62. Aytirj, ^/nv, o> nai 67.
63. Tov EQWTa yaq tov a^qov 38.
64. Tovvovfiai a tka^^okt . 60.
65. Iloikt Q^tjuitf, ti itf fit 61.
66. Qtawvavaaaa, Kvnqi 62.
67. SI nai naq&tviov pitnoiv. 67.

Eyw S'ovt av Afiak&tiTfi; 68.
For the order of the rest, see the Noles.

2*
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AN ODE
BY THE TRANSLATOR.

EUI ^odivotq ramjai, 
Ti]io<; noT 6 Ataris 
'Dmqo^ yeAtov txfwo, 
Me&vo>v rt xai kvfJitow 
.Afitpi avrov oi d' f^WTfq 
L4^a2ot Gwe/oyevoav • 
'0 pll-T} Ta Ti/q KvO-fj^q 
Enoiei, ^'vyrj^ oigtov^' 
'0 de Atvxa no^<pv()oiai 
Kgiva gw ^odotGt nke£a<;, 
E<pi).ee GTttpoiv yegovTa • 
’H de &ea<»v avaaca, 
SO'PIH noT e£ Oku fi.no v 
Ego^ng’ .AvaxgeovTa, 
EGO^maa tovi; e^onaq, 
Yno/ietdiaGGa^ etne •
So<pe, d' oj? ^ivax^eovra, 
Tov ffog>WTarov anarrow, 
KaXeovGiv oi o'o^tarai, 
jTi, ye^ojv, zeov fitov fitv 
Tot^eQo)Gi, tm yivaio), 
K ovx e/ioi x^arftv tJcozat; J 
Ti 'pii.qfia.Tqc; KvS-y^c;, 
Tt xvneAia tov ^Ivaiou} 
^4tei y eT^v<frjGa<i ado)v, 
Ovx efiovi; vofiovi; dtdaGxuv, 
Qvx e/xov Aa/wv acurov;

’0 de T ’̂iot; fieXiGT^ 
M^Te di’G/egaive, /priGi, 
'OTt, &e&) Gov y'avev fiev, 
'O coipaTaTOi; anavTow 
Ua^a. to)V GO<po)V xakovfuxi • 

ma), kvtMiyO),
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.Mera to>v xa).mv yvvaixw • 
-/4g>tAoH' dt rt^nvanai^o), 

^vqt) /«?? tp-ov
Avanvti fiovovg e^wrag • 
JLdt fliotou yai.r^v^v 
4’tZewp pakiota navrwv 
Ov aoipog fitj.Mdog tifii; 
Tig aoqiajTt^og piv taxi;

CORRECTIONS OF THE PRECEDING ODE, 

SUGGESTED BY 

AN EMINENT GREEK SCHOLAR.

E11T noQqtvqtoig rdn^ai 
Trfiog Trot’ pdo^Otd? 
ikaqog ytAoiv txtt/to, 
fit&vo>v Ti xai Xv^i^atv 
jtt^i d aurov d/ig> 'Eqovrtg 
tQo^tQoig noaiv yoqtvov.
*“ ftiltpv' 6 ^ty Kv^^g 
tnoiti xaX^g, oiaroiig 
ni^oivtag, txxtfjavvov-

Em ^oiiivoig Tanyai
Ttfiog not o fiiXiat^g

5 Afiyi avTov oi d’ E^oirtg 
yinaAoi avveyo^tvaav

Enotti, oiffTois’

1. m>(><py()eoig vox trisyllabica. Anacr. Fragm. xxix. 3. ed. Fischer. 
^o(jif>VQet] t 'Aq,^oSlfri. I*L Fragm. xxxvi. 1. a<falQTi Stvyk fit noQ- 
vv^tti, ut legendum plane ex Athenaeo. ’AXmo^<i>vQol',> yt^mjai dixit 
Pseud-Anacreon, Od. vm. 2. Theocr. Id. xv. 125. no§q>vQtoc de ra- 

aval, fiakaxdttqoi vnvw.
5. Tmesis pro a/iquyoQt'vdav. Theocr. Id. th. 142. ttwtojvto £ov- 

^aijttqimSaxa.gdfjKpi h. e. dfi<pm^on>To.
6. Pseud-Anacr. Od. hi. 12. t^Ofit^oig noaiv yoptvu.

o 10.^ o yuy, /<iC — q Ule. Bion. Id. i. 82. yd fig? oiordg, 
I og d em t6$ov e^aiv\ x. r. A. ilidem de Amoribus.

8,9. tnoiti — ex xtqavvov. Pscud-Anacr. Od. xxviii. 18. to de 
pklfifia viv d.i.'tj&dg | ano tov nvqog noiqaov.
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6 d'e Atvxd xaAJUg/vAAoK; 
xqlva avv qoSoiai nkl^w;, 
etflkti aTbpwv yepovTa. 
wra S' tv&vs eVO).vp,nov 
Soyiri & la. tv a (3 da a, 
laoqwa' 'Avaxqiovta, 
eoopwoa TOus’jEpwra?, 
vnoptiSioiaa tpijai'

10

awv avaaaa.
15

YnofitiSiaaaa,^ tint
So<p', — Inti Pqotmv at touto 
xmAeouci <pv).a navta, 
xaXiovaiv oi aoipiatai, — 20
ti, ylqwv, pidiTzjv oStvtt^ 
piotov rqi^ov ttOV fltV 
p,trd twv xaAwv 'Eqwtuiv, 
pita Toii xaAou Auaiov, 
tfie 6' wSt XaE onl^tm; 25
ii ipil^/Jia rife 
il xvnt).).a lov Avaiov, 
taati TQVipo>v octlStit;, 
tfid, &lahi ov SiSdaMw, 
tfiov ov ka/dtv awtov; 30
6 de Tqioc; jueApJo;, 
Sv na^tH voov yt /iq p,oi ; 
yaltncuvt, 9^a', dvtv&t ।

Tov aotpWToctiv dnaviuv

Tolc, Eqmai, rt» Avaiot 
K' ovx tfioi xQaitiv e&Dxag

■Ahi y' tTQV<pqaa<; aSwv 
Ovx t/w<; vo/isq StSaaxiuv 
Oux t/tov Aa/wv aoirov

>M^zt Sva/tQaivt, <pnoi

10, IL xaAAt^vAAot? — QoSoiai. Pseud-Anacr. Od. v. 3. to 
dov to xaAAtipvAAov.

13. Tmesis pro xcctaflaaa. Pseud-Anacr. Od. nr. 15. dvd S' tv&v 
Xv/vov atpac, h. e. avatpaq.

18. Supple ovo/ACt) quo todto referatur. Eurip. Phoen. 12. touto 
yap nntiiQ I e- T0^T0 o*OAa. /ZpoToJv v>uAa ndvta adum-
bratum ex Pseud-Anacr. Od. in. 4. p-t^oniov Si q>vi,a ndvtu.

21. Pseud-Anacr. Od. xxiv. 2. fiioiov iql^ov oStvtw.
Aesch. Eumen. 538. ii^Siviv, \ xeqSog iSdivt a&iw noSl Aa5 

dti- | aifi.
32. naqex voov yt /^,oi ^aXinciiVt f ne praeter rationem in me 

saevi. II. Y". 133. Hqt], ^aXenaivt naqix voov. Similem positio- 
nem particularum fty fioi exhibet Pseud-Anacr. Od. xxvin. 13.
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ori tfe<i aotpoi; xaAou/ta. 
naociw aotpwy aTrccvTwv. 
<pikio>, niw, 
fieta tojv xaZojv yuvaixwv} 
dtptlw; de Te^jrva nai^ot • 
xtO-a^^ ya^, w<; xla^ pitu, 
ocvotTrvtt a^ovou^'^E^wtcc?. 
(hotov di r^v yak^vtjv 
tpiiiow /idiiffTa ndvrojv, 
aotpos ou fitkyddi; tl^i; 
ti <ro<puTf£ov ylvoix' avj 
epi&tv GotpdTeqot; riv;

'Ou, aovy avtv/uv
35 '0 aotponaTog anavrwv

'J2? Av^ yaq, 't/iov quag 
40 _

‘.Side ^torou yaA^v^v

Ou aog>o? pttXwdo^ ttpii

45 Tig ao<po>TfQo<; fifv taxi

REMARKS

ON

ANACREON.

There is but little known with certainty of the life of Anacreon. 
Chamaeleon 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 scattered 
through the extant authors of antiquity, and, supplying the 
deficiency of materials by fictions of their own imagination, 
have arranged, what they call, a life 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 Alhenacus tv rw Trr^trou ^vaxprovTO?. 
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history and romance ,* and is loo often supported by unfaithful 
citation.**

Our poet was born in the city of TSos,*** 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 Polv- 
crates , 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 Gafon (le Poete sans fard, as he 
styles himself), is professedly a romance; nor does Mademoiselle 
Scuderi, from whom he borrowed the 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
grapher, traces every wandering of the poet, and settles him at last, in 
his old age, at a country villa near TSos ?

♦* The learned Bayle has detected some infidelities of quotation in 
Lc Fevre. (Dictionnaire Hittorique, $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 fecGre Poetae, Anacreon, inde Mim- 
nermus et Antimachus, &c.” Solinui.

+ I have not attempted to define the particular Olympiad, but have 
adopted the idea of Bayle, who says, “Je n’ai point marquS d’Olym- 
piade; car pour un homme qui a vdcu 85 ans, il me semble que 1'on ne 
doit point s’enfermer dans des bornes si Strokes.”

++ 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 himself the merit of detecting this error; 
but Bayle had observed it before him.
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tory songs, he softened the mind of Polycratcs into a spirit of be
nevolence towards his subjects.*

* Avomqimv Zajuioi? UoAvx^aTtjv ^(ifQOxrt. Maxim. Tyr. §21. 
Maximus Tyrius mentions this among other instances of the influence 
of poetry. If Gail had read Maximus Tyrius, how could he ridicule this 
idea in Moutonnet, as unaulhenticaled?

** In the romance of Clelia, the anecdote to which I allude is told of 
a young girl, with whom Anacreon fell in love white she personated the 
god Apollo in a mask. But here Mademoiselle Scuden consulted nature 
more than truth.

•** There is a very interesting French poem founded upon this anec
dote, imputed to Desyvetaux, and called “Anacreon Citoyen.”

+ Fabricius appears not to trust very implicitly in this story. “Uvae 
passae acino tandem suffocalus, si credimus Suidae in otvoTroT^e; 
alii enim hoc mortis genere pcriisse tradunl Sophoclem.” — Fabricu

The amours of the poet, and the rivaiship of the tyrant,**  I 
shall pass over in silence; and there are few, I presume, who will 
regret the omission of most of those anecdotes, which the in
dustry of some editors has not only promulged, but discussed. 
AV hatever 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 virtue. 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 Panathenaia. 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 ; f and, however we may smile at their enthusiastic par
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tiality, who see in this easy and characteristic death a peculiar in
dulgence of Heaven, we cannot help admiring that his fate should 
have been so emblematic of his disposition. Caelius Calcagninus 
alludes to this catastrophe in the following epitaph on our poet: — *

* Atte, sancte senex, acinus sub Tartara misit;
Cygneae clausit qui tibi vocis iter.

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

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

Creditur ipse minus vitem jam Bacchus amare, 
In vatem lantum quae fuit ausa nefas.

The author of this epitaph, Caelius Calcagninus, has translated or 
imitaded the epigrams ng Mvqowoc; flow, which are given under 
the name of Anacreon.

Those lips, then, hallow’d 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 sever.

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 tbee 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 congenial, 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 Chamaeleon and Hermesianax, who are the source

Bibliothec. Graec. lib. ii. rfap. 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.
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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 
analogy; 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 happiness 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 to Sappho: —

Ei/m Sartipw notg&ivov aSvtpwvov.
Fabricius 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, iu 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 ct jocis amabal, 
Nullum prae se habitum gerens amantis.

To Love and Bacchus ever young 
While sage Anacreon touch’d the lyre, 

lie neither felt the loves he sung, 
Nor fill'd his bowl to Bacchus higher.

Those flowery days had 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 
pencil 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 singing cheerfully to his lyre. But 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 
sometimes 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 critiques de I’antiquitd.” — Jugement 
det Sfavant, M. CV.

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 hote 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 Poetices), who vindicates our poet’s reputation.

*♦ Il 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 beauti
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 TE10~ around it; on the 
reverse there is a Neptune, holding a spear in his right hand, and a 
dolphin, with the word TIAN&N 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 effigy, was probably struck to the memory of 
Anacreon. It has the word THIAN, encircled with an ivy crown. liAt 
quidni respicit haec corona Anacreontem, nobilem lyricum ?” — Ue 
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
cients and moderns upon the poems of Anacreon,* we need not 
be diffident in expressing our raptures at their beauty, nor hesitate 
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, 
n his amatory odes there is a delicacy of compliment not to be 
ound in any other ancient poet. Love at that period was rather 

an unrefined emotion: and the intercourse of the sexes was ani
mated more by passion than by sentiment. They knew not those 
little tendernesses which form the spiritual part of affection; their

Besides those which are extant, he wrote hymns, elegies, epigrams, 
fi.- k01?6 °? lh® eP*8rams still exist. Horace, in addition to the mention 

o him (lib. iv. od. 9.), alludes also to 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 

nacreon, and attributes to him likewise a medicinal treatise. Fulgen- 
uus mentions a work of his upon the war between Jupiter and the Titans, 
and^the origin of the consecration of the eagle.

H<^ac?’. Maximus Tyrius, &c. “His style (says Scaliger) is 
the soft an “c juice of the Indian reed.”— Poet. lib. i. cap. 44. “From 
on him neSS .h*s verses (says Olaus Borrichius) the ancients bestowed 
dennr » e,eP*th®ts sweet, delicate, graceful, &c.”—Dissertation.es Aca- 
snealintr’ Au61’?’ diss. 2. Scaliger again praises him thus in a pun; 

. g ot ine/teXo?, or ode, “Anacreon aulem non solum dedit haec 
alV’ih’ Ser etiam in ipsis mella.” See the passage of Rapin, quoted by 

, T015- I cannot omit citing also the following very spirited 
I ostrophe of the author of the Commentary prefixed to the Parma 

euuion: O vos sublimes animae, vos Apollinis alumni, qui post unum 
<ipCm.anem *n l°tA Hellade lyricam poesim exsuscilaslis, coluislis, ampli- 
ncastis, quaeso vos an ullus unquam fuerit vates qui Teio cantori vel 
naturae candore vel metri suavitale palmam praeripuerit." See likewise 
’‘ncenzo Grayini della Rag. Poetic, libro primo, p. 97. Among the Ri- 
; , 01 Manno, there is one of Anacreon beginning “Cingetemi la
ironte, &c. &c.

, ^\® may Perceive,” says Vossius, “that the iteration of his
words conduces very much to the sweetness of his style.” Henry Stephen 
remarks the same beauty in a note on the forty-fourth ode. This figure 
o i eralion is his most appropriate grace: — but the modern writers of 
Juvenilia andBasia have adopted it to an excesswhich destroys the effect. 

c.%25e2%2580%259d%25e2%2580%2594Dissertation.es
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expression of feeling was therefore rude and unvaried, and the 
poetry of love deprived it of its most captivating graces. Anacreon, 
however, attained some ideas of this purer gallantry; and the 
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 inseparable. 
These kindred talents were for a long time associated, and the 
poet always sung his own compositions to the lyre. 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 one 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’Italien,” says Gail, “quelquefois meme sans les entendre; qui 
empAche quo nous ne chantions des odes Grecqucs?” The chromatic 
learning of these composers is very unlike what we arc told of the simple 
melody of the ancients; and they have 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 not sung by the 
rhetorician Julianus, as he says, but by the minstrels of both sexes, 
who were introduced al the entertainment.
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The singular beauty of our poet’s style, and the apparent faci
lity. perhaps, of his metre have attracted, as I have already re
marked , a crowd of imitators. Some of these have succeeded 
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
siastics 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 Alcaeus were among 
those Qowers 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 Nazianzcnus had not written Anacreontics, we might 
now perhaps have the works of the Teian unmutilaled, and be 
empowered to say exultingly with Horace,

Nee si quid olim lusit Anacreon 
Delevil aelas.

The zeal by which these bishops professed to be actuated, gave 
birth more innocently, indeed, to an absurd species of parody, as 
repugnant to piety as it is to taste, where the poet of voluptuous
ness was made a preacher of the gospel, and his muse, like the 
Venus in armour at Lacedaemon, was arrayed in all the severities 
of priestly instruction. Such was the “Anacreon Recantatus,” 
by Carolus de Aquino, a Jesuit, published 1701, which consisted

• See what Colomesius, in his “Literary Treasures," has quoted 
from Alcyonius de Exilio; it may be found in Baxter. Colomesius, after 
citing the passage, adds, “Haec auro contra cara non polui non ap- 
ponere.”

’• We may perceive by the beginning of the first hymn of Bishop 
Synesius, that he made Anacreon and Sappho his models of composition.

Mtta Trfiav aoiSctv, 
Mna ti fiolnav.

Margunius and Damascenus were likewise authors of piousAnacreonlics. 
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of a series of palinodes lo the several songs of our poet. Such, 
too, was the Christian Anacreon of Patrignanus, another Jesuit,*  
who preposterously transferred to a most sacred subject all that 
the Grecian poet had dedicated to festivity and love.

* This, perhaps, is the “Jesuita quidam Graeculus” alluded to 
by Barnes, who has himself composed an .Avar.fjeow X^tortavo^, as 
absurd as the rest, but somewhat more skilfully executed.

*• I have seen somewhere an account of the MSS. of Barthius, 
written 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 lui minister 
Gaudebo semper esse, 
Gaudebo semper illi 
Litare thure mulso; 
Gaudebo semper ilium 
Laudare pumilillis 
Anacreonticillis.

See the Danieh Poett collected by Rostgaard.
These pretty littlenesses defy translation. A beautiful Anacreontic 

by Hugo Grotius, may be found Lib. i. Farraginis.
+ To Angerianus Prior is indebted for some of his happiest mytho

logical subjects.
ft See Crescimbeni, Historia della Volg. Poes.

§ “L’aimable Hagedorn vaut quelquefois Anacreon.” — Dorat, 
Idee de la Poesie Allemande.

His metre has frequently been adopted by the modern Latin 
poets; and Scaliger, Taubman, Barthius,**  and others, have 
shown that 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-j- 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.-j-f

To judge by the references of Degen, the German language 
abounds in Anacreontic imitations; and Hagedorn § is one among 
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many who have assumed him as a model. La Farre, Chaulieu, 
and the other light poets of France, have also professed to cultivate 
the muse of Tdos; but they have attained all her negligence with 
little of the simple grace that embellishes it. In the delicate bard 
of Schiras*  we find the kindred spirit of Anacreon: some of bis 
gazelles, or songs, possess all the character of our poet.

* See Toderini on the learning of the Turks, as translated by de 
Cournard. Prince Canlemir has made the Russians acquainted with 
Anacreon. See his Life, prefixed to a translation of his Satires, by the 
Abbd de Guasco.

" Roberlellus, in his work “De Ralione corrigendi,” pronounces 
these verses to be the triflings of some insipid Graecist.

*” Ronsard commemorates this event: —
Je vay boire 4 Henrie Etienne 
Qui des enfers nous a rendu, 
Du vieil Anacr6on perdu, 
La douce lyre Te'ienne. Ode xv. book 5.

I fill 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.

Thomat Moore, 1.

We come 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 fabrication 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 inaccurate copy of this MS. was taken by Isaac Vossius, and 
this is the authority which Barnes has followed in his collation.
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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 Abb6 Spaletti, 
who published at Rome, in 1781, afac-simile of those pages of 
the Vatican manuscript which contained the odes of Anacreon. *

* This manuscript, which Spaletti thinks as old as the tenth century, 
was brought from the Palatine into the Vatican library; it is a kind of 
anthology of Greek epigrams, and in the 616th page of it are found the 
'H^ia/^ia Sv/moaiaxa of Anacreon.

** “ Le mfime (M. Vossius) m’a dit qu’il avoit possddd un Anacreon, 
oil Scaliger avoit marqud de sa main, qu’ Henri Etienne n’gtoit pas 
1’auteur de la version Latine des odes de ce poete, mais Jean Dorat.” — 
Paulus Colomesius, PaTticularites.

Colomesius, however, seems to have relied too implicitly on Vos
sius; — almost all these Particularitds begin with “M. Vossius m’a dit.” 

“La fiction de ce sonnet comme 1’auteur m6me m’a dit, est prise 
d’une ode d’Anacrdon, encore non imprim6e, qu’il a depuis traduit, 
Sv ptv quit] yekidwv.’’

+ The author of Nouvelles de la R6pub. des Lett, bestows on this 
translation much more praise than its merits appear to me to justify.

A catalogue 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, I shall here content myself with enumerating only those 
editions and versions which it has been in my power to collect; and 
which, though very few, are, I believe, 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. f
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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 Gafon; 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. **

* 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’esl donnd la peine de confdrer des manuscnts en Hane 
dans le terns que je travaillois sur Anacreon.” — Menagianat seconde 
partie.

** I find in Haym’s Notizia de’ Libri rari, Venice, 1670, an Italian 
translation by Cappone, mentioned.

*** This is the most complete of the English translations.

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, by Urquhart, 1787.
The edition by Gail, at Paris, 1799, with a prose translation.

3*
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ODE L*

• 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 avtov in the margin, which are merely intended as a
Lille to the following ode. Whether it be the production of Anacreon or 
not, it has all the features of ancient simplicity, and is a beautiful imi
tation of the poet’s happiest manner.

Sparkled in hit eyet of fire,
through the mitt of toft derive.] “ How could he know at the first 

look (says Baxter) that the poet was wikevvos? ” 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: Qq>&a,).poi ni.vi,opevot, v-vnaivavriii tv ti<;
tMpqodiaia xai tvita&tiav t7iTor]VTa,i. oore de adtxot, ovte r.ccxovg- 
yoi, oure tpvaeiai; q>avXi]<;, ovte apovaoi. — Adamantiut. “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 strange opinions of the ancient phy
siognomists on this subject, their reasons for which were curious, and 
perhaps not altogether fanciful. Vide Physiognom. Johan. Baptist. 
Portae.

I 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.
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Quick from his glowing brows he drew 
His braid, of many a wanton hue;
I took 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.

O D E 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 toolc the wreath, whose inmost twine
Breath'd of him, Philostratus has the same thought in one of

his Egtnttxa, where he speaks of the garland which he had sent to his 
mistress. Ei St tt gnAw %aQitio&ai, tot Zeiyavct avro- 
nen^ov, nT]xfTi Ttvtovtot Qoioiv novov otkXct xott ffov. “ 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 thee!”

And ah! I feel its magic now:} This idea, as Longepierre remarks, 
occurs in an epigram of the seventh book of the Anthologia.

E^ort pot nivovtt avveataovda
■Act&qr] rov? tStovg a/uptfittf.^ dtitpctvov^, 

Ilvq of.oov Sctntet /if-
While I unconscious quaff'd 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 laws 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 I 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 III.*

* 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.

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 xuTrtkAa 
as an inversion of &tapov<; v.vnii.^v.
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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 IV.*

• This ode, Aulus Gellius tells us, was performed at an entertain
ment where he was present.

While many a rose-lipp'd bacchant maid, <?c-] I have availed 
myself here of the additional lines given in the Vatican manuscript, which 
have not been accurately inserted in any of the ordinary editions: —

IToiiyaov y-oi
Kou Potqvoh; xa/t avrwv 
Kou ficuvctSa<;
IJoui St X^vov otvov, 

jmTtn’Vtat;, 
Tovg ffari'^ov? ytAoivTag,

Vulcan ! hear your glorious task; 
I 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 glittering 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.
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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 Venus, from her arbour green 
Looks laughing at the joyous scene, 
And young Lyaeus by her side 
Sits, worthy of so bright a bride.

ODE V. *
Sculptor, wouldstthou glad my soul, 
Grave for me an ample bowl, 
Worthy to shine in ball 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,

Kai /pvaom; rove e^wra?, 
Kai Kv&tqiiv /i Awaav, 
'Oftov zaAo> Avaiw, 
Egorca * A<rQodiT7]v.

* Degen thinks that this ode is a more modern imitation of the 
preceding. There is a poem by Caelius Calcagninus, 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. 
But ah! if there Apollo toys, 
I tremble for the rosy boys.

Let Love be there, without hit armt, $c.] Thus Sannazaro in the 
eclogue of Gallicio nell’ Arcadia: —

Vegnan li vagbi Amori 
Senza fiammelle, d slrali, 
Scherzando insieme pargoletli 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 1

But ah! if there Apollo toyi,
1 tremble for the roty boyi.] 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 other.”

The Italian 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 VI.*
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.

Where many an early rote wae weeping,
I found the urchin Cupid eleeping.] 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 lacteolas et dignas matre papillas

Vidit et ora ipsos nata movere Deos, 
Impositosque comae ambrosios ut senlit odores 

Quosque legit diti messe beatus Arabs;
“I (dixit) mea, quaere novum tibi, mater, Amorem, 

Imperio sedes haec erit apta meo.”
As fair Hyella, through the bloomy grove, 
A wreath of many mingled llow’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;
“ Oh! mother Venus,” (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. &c.
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I caught the boy, a goblet’s tide 
Was richly mantling by my side, 
I 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 VII.*

* Alberti has imitated this ode in a poem, beginning 
Nisa mi dice e Clori 
Tirsi, tu se’ pur veglio.

Whether decline hat thinn’d my hair,
1 'm lure I neither know nor care;] Henry Stephen very justly re

marks the elegant negligence of expression in the original here:
JE/w de ra? xOjua? ^tv, 
Eit ttaiv, eiT amik&ov} 
Ovx oeda.

And Longepierre has adduced from Catullus, what he thinks a similar 
instance of this simplicity of manner: —

Ipse quis sit, utrum sit, an non sit, id quoque nescit.
Longepierre was a good critic; but perhaps the line which he has 

selected is a specimen of a carelessness not very commendable. Al the 
same time I confess, that none of the Latin poets have ever appeared to 
me so capable of imitating the graces of Anacreon as Catullus, if he had 
not allowed a depraved imagination to hurry him so often into mere 
vulgar licentiousness.

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;
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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 vni.*

* “ 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 Polycrates, according to the anecdote in 
Stobaeus.

1 care not for the idle state
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, 

Ou poi ret rvyeto tov TtoZvy^vaov pehei.” Barnes.
In one of the monkish imitators of Anacreon we find the same thought: — 

Vv/yv epqv ffwrw, 
Ts aot Othtu; ytvta&as;

rvyeo) tot xai ra;

I care 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 freshness o’er my brow to breathe;

That still at death approaches nearer,
The joys of life are sweeter, dearer;] Pontanus has a very delicate 

thought upon the subject of old age:
Quid rides, Matrona ? senem quid temnis amantem ? 

Quisquis amat nullA est conditione senex.
Why do you scorn my want of youth, 

And with a smile my brow behold ?
Lady dear! believe this truth, 

That he who loves cannot be old.
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Be mine the rich perfumes that flow, 
To cool and scent my locks of snow. 
To-day I ’ll 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, when least we wish him present, 
And beckon to the sable shore, 
And grimly bid us — drink no more!

Be mine the rich perfumes that flow,
To cool and ecent my lochs of snow.] In the original, ^Wjsoioi xa-

V7tqvr]v. 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 unguents.

u s.^ou^ have known, that this was an ancient eastern custom, 
which, if we may believe Savary, still exists: “Vous voyez, Monsieur 
(says this traveller), que 1’usage antique de se parfumer la t6te et la 
barbe,*  cdlGbrd par le prophfeteRoi, subsiste encore de nos jours.” 
tetlre 12. Savary likewise cites this very ode of Anacreon. Angerianus 
has not thought the idea inconsistent, having introduced it in the 
following lines:

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

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!
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ODE IX.*

* The poet is here in a frenzy of enjoyment, and it is, indeed 
“ amabilis insania; ” —

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.

I pray thee, by the gods above. 
Give me the mighty bow] I love, 
And let me sing, in wild delight, 
“I will — I will be mad to-night I ” 
Alcmson once, as legends 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. 
But I, 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!
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ODE X.*

* This ode is addressed to a swallow. I find from Degen and from 
Gail’s index, that the German poet Weisse has imitated it, Scherz- 
Lieder. lib. ii. carm. 5.; that Ramler also has imitated 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 
Alciphron, tenth epistle, third book; where lophon 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: —

Ei to awf/w? zat nokla zow ra/ttu;
Hv tov tp^ovtiv na^aaripov, at XfAidovec 
Ektyovr av -rj/Mov awrpQovtOTt^ai jrolv.
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.J Modern poetry has confirmed the 

name ofPhilomel upon the nightingale; but many respectable authorities 
among the ancients assigned this metamorphose to Progne, and made 
Philomel the swallow, as Anacreon does here.

How am I to punish thee, 
For the wrong thou ’st done to me, 
Silly swallow, prating thing — 
Shall I clip that wheeling wing? 
Or, as Tereus did, of old, 
(So the fabled tale is told ,) 
Shall I tear that tongue away, 
Tongue that utter’d such a lay? 
Ah, how thoughtless 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!
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ODE XI.*

“Tell me, gentle youth, I pray 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: 
“Sir,” (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 not I; 
Oh, it has cost me many a sigh, 
And I can no longer keep 
Little gods, who murder sleep! ” 
“Here, then, here,” (I said with joy,) 
“Here is silver for the boy: 
He shall be my bosom guest, 
Idol of my pious breast! ”

Now, young Love, I have 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.

* It is difficult to preserve with any grace the narrative simplicity of 
this ode, and the humour of the turn with which it concludes. 1 feel, 
indeed, that the translation must appear vapid, if not ludicrous, to an 
English reader.

And I can no longer keep
Little gods, who murder sleep!\ I have not literally rendered the 

epithet aavro^exTa; if it has any meaning here, it is one, perhaps, 
better omitted.

1 must burn with warm desire,
Or thou, my boy — in yonder fir e.] 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 he could no longer expect from Nature.
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ODE XII.

They tell how 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 
Quaff 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 of him, 
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!

Thty tell how Atys, wild with love,
lorv mount and haunted grove;] There are many contradic-
mutilatPd Sk°^t l?vcs Cybele and Atys. It is certain that he was 
upon which amh helher by his own fury> or QbeJe’s jealousy, is a point 

fuu wmcn authors are not agreed.
cenluatirm howls around, <^c.] I have here adopted the accentuation which Elias Andreas gives to Cybele: -

In montibus Cybeien
Magno sonans boalu.

Oft too, by Claros' hallow'd spring, <£c.] This fountain was in a 
IphVei’ cor!secrated to Apollo, and situated between Colophon and 

;.e. °®? In Ionia. The god had an oracle there- Scaliger thus alludes 
to it in his Anacreontica:

Seinel ut concilus oestro,
Vcluli qui Clarias aquas
Ebibere loquaces,

a Quo plus canunt, plura volunt.
«r atins odour, ’ $C-J Spaletti has quite mistaken the import

i as applied to the poet’s mistress —“Mei faligatus amici-”
— inus interpreting it in a sense which must want either delicacy or gal
lantry; if not, perhaps, both.

2 homas Moore. I. 4
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ODE HU
I wile, I will, 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 bis 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?
I took to arms, undaunted, too;

And what did I unthinking dot
1 took to arm*, undaunded, too;] Longepierre has here quoted an 

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

Slnkto(mu f^wra mgi crtfovoiffi Aoyurpov,
OvSt pt vixt]ffn, povog twv tt^og wa'

Qvatoi; S cc&avotTot owtltvoopai' yr St fio'ri&ov 
Baxyov tyr], rt iiovog tt^og Sv tyo> Svvapai;

With Reason I cover my breast as a shield, 
And fearlessly meet little 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. Iiisan imitation, indeed, of 
our poet’s sixth ode.

Lavossi Amore in quel vicino flume 
Ove giuro (Pastor) che bevend ’ io 
Bevei le fiamme, anzi 1’istesso Dio, 
Ch’or con 1’humide piume
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Assum’d the corslet, shield, and spear, 
And, like Pelides, smil’d at fear. 
Then (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, 
Bacco, nel tuo liquore?
Sarei, pin che non sono ebro d’Amore. 
The urchin of the bow and quiver 
Was bathing in a neighbouring river, 
Where, as I drank on ycster-eve, 
(Shepherd-youth, the tale believe,) 
’T was not a cooling, crystal draught, 
’T was liquid flame I madly quaff’d; 
For Love was in the rippling tide, 
I felt him to my bosom glide; 
And now the wily, wanton minion 
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 lovel

■And, having now no other dart,
He that himtelf into my heart!] Dryden has parodied this thought 

in the following extravagant lines: —
____ I'm all o’er Love; 

Nay, I am Love, Love shot, and shot &o fast, 
He shot himself into my breast at last.

4*
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ODE XIV.*

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

* The poet, 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 with devotion towards the sex in 
general. Cowley is indebted to this ode for the 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: —

UP OX BlflNA.
Ei akataw ta ifvBa, 
Atipwviovt; Tt noiaq, 
Ei vvxros aorqa navra, 
Ua^axTiovt; it ipafi/iovc;, 
'Akos re ,
Avvrj, Bm, aQi&infiv, 
Kai tov? tfioug f^wrag 
Avvq, Biwv, aqi&fitiv. 
Ko^v, Fwaixa, Xqgav, 
Sfiix^r/v, Mea^v, Mfyiariiv, 
Atvx^v re xai Mikatvav, 
OgtiaSai;, Nanaias, 
NinTn'iSas rt nairas 
0 Got; ifiXos qnkt]Gt. 
HavTiov xoqos /a tv tartv. 
Avrrjv vtwv Eftwrow, 
dfGTtoivav Aq>Qo^iT?]V, 
XQVG'TjV, xaZi/v, yAvxftocv, 
Eyavniav, no&tivqv, 
Aft novijv tptEqaai 
Eyojye /if] Swat/mv.

Tell the foliage of the woods, 
Tell the 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 wife — 
I’ve been doting all my life. 
Naiads, Nereids, nymphs of fountains, 
Goddesses of groves and mountains, 
Fair and sable, great and small, 
Yes, 1 swear I've lov’d them all I 
Soon was every passion over, 
I was but the moment’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 tummer trees,
Every leaf, $c.] This figure is called, by rhetoricians, the Impos

sible (adovaTov), 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, 
Furlivos hominum vident amores;
Tam te basia multa basiare
Vesano satis, et super, Catullo est: 
Quae nec pernumerare curiosi 
Possint, nec mala fascinate lingua. Carm. 7.

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 slumber, 
Upon those dew-bright lips I ’ll number; 
So 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!
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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 maybe 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, 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 
the gods should increase the number of her worshippers. We may 
perceive from the application of the verb noQiv&ia^eiv, in Aristopha
nes , that the lubricity of the Corinthians had become proverbial.

There, indeed, are nympht divine,
Dangerous to a soul like mine!} “With justice has the poet attri

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, still 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.*

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

The ancients made ustof letter-carrying pigeons, when they went 
any distance from home, a:the most certain means of conveying intel
ligence back. That tender dimestic attachment, which attracts this de
licate little bird through ever danger and difficulty, till it settles in its

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

Hai de tiring train;} The Gaditanian girls were like the
ih .hi hidii, whose dances are thus described by a French 

author: Les danss sonl presque toutes des pantomimes d’amour; le 
P13”? le<*essein,  le; altitudes, lesmesures, les sons et les cadences de 
ces ballets, tout resiire cette. passion et en exprime les voluptds et les 
lureurs.” — Histoiredu Commerce det Europ. dant let deux Indet. — 
naynal.

The music of the Gaditanian females had all the voluptuous cha
racter of their dancing, as appears from Martial: —

Canlicaqui Nili, qui Gadilana susurrat.
Lib. iii. epig. 63.

Lodovico Ariosto hadthis ode of our bard in his mind, when he wrote 
his poem “De diversis anoribus.” See the Anthologia Italorum.
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Curious stranger, I belong 
To the bard ofTeian song; 
With his mandate now I fly 
To the nymph of azure eye; — 
She, whose eye has madden’d many, 
But the poet more than any. 
Venus, for a 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.”

native nest, affords to the author of “ The Pleasures ofMemory” a fine 
and interesting exemplification of his subject.

Led by what chart, transports the timid dove 
The wreaths of conquest, or the vows oUove? 

See the poem. Daniel Heinsius, in speaking of Dousa, who adopted 
this method at the siege of Leyden, expresses a simikr sentiment.

Quo patriae non lendit amor? Mandata leferre 
Postquam hominem nequiit mitlere, misit avem. 

Fuller tells us, that at the siege of Jerusalem, the Christians inter
cepted a letter, tied to the legs of a dove, in which the Persian Emperor 
promised assistance to the besieged. — Holy War, cap. 24. book i.

She, whose eye has madden'd many, <$e.] For rvqavvov, in the 
original, Zeune and Schneider conjecture that we jhould read Tvqavvuv, 
in allusion to the strong influence which this obje‘t of his love held over 
the mind of Polycrates. See Degen.

J'enus, for a hymn of love,
Warbled in her votive grove, <£c. ] “Ths passage is invaluable, 

and 1 do 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, from whom 
Venusherself, the mother of the Graces and the Pleasures, purchases 
a little hymn with one of her favourite doves!’ — Longepierre,

De Pauw objects to the authenticity of .his ode, because it makes 
Anacreon his own panegyrist; but poets 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 be '11 bid me fly, 
1 shall serve him till I die. 
Never could my plumes sustain 
RulHiug winds and chilling rain, 
O’er the plains, or in 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 from 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 lyre’s beguiling sound; 
Or with gently-moving wings 
Fann’d the minstrel while he sings : 
On bis 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 XVI.*

• This ode and the next may be called companion-pictures; they are 
highly finished, and give us an excellent idea of the taste of the ancients 
in beauty. Franciscus Junius quotes them in his third book “DePictura 
Velerum.”

This ode has been imitated by lionsard , Giuliano Goselini, die. die. 
Scaliger alludes to it thus in his Anacreonlica:

Olim lepore blando, 
Lilis versibus

Thou, whose soft and rosy hues 
Mimic form and soul infuse,
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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 Venerem suam. 

The Teian bard, of former days, 
Attun’d his sweet descriptive lays, 
And taught the painter’s hand to trace 
His fair 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,] I have followed here the reading of 

the Vatican MS. ^oSerj!;. Painting is called “the rosy art,” either in 
reference to colouring, or as an indefinite epithet of excellence, from 
the association 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.

XQVdir;v xugat; tn Evf>vnvktiv.
Paint her jetty ringlets playing,
Silky locks, like tendrils straying;} The ancients have been very 

enthusiastic in their 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 xaAAt^Zoxa^o? to the Graces, and Si- 
monides bestowed the same upon the Muses. See Hadrian Junius’s Dis
sertation 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 motives of wanton love), intending to bestow on his sweet 
mistress that one of the titles 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 commingling, just dividing.

But, hast thou any sparkles warm, 
The lightuing 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 Cylherea’s languid eyes.

(xaZAwrAoxa/zo?), thought of this when he gave his painter direction 
to make her black-haired.”

And, if painting hath the skill
To make the spicy balm distil, <£c.] Thus Philostratus, speaking 

of a picture: titaivo) xui tov evdyoaov to)v £o<Jwv, xat tfiips 
9&ai avra (ifrar-nr; “I admire the dewiness of these roses,
and could say that their very smell was painted.” 

mix'd with the liquid light that lies r
In Cy th er ea's languid eyes,] Marchetti explains thus the i'/^ov 

of the original: — 
Dipingili umidetti 
Tremuli e lascivetti, 

Quai gli ha Ciprigua Palma Dea d’Amore.
Tasso has painted in the same manner the eyes of Armida: 

Qual raggio in onda le scintilla un riso 
Negli umidi occbi tremulo e lascivo.

Within her humid, melting 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 to infuse into the eyes of bis 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
sitely 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. 

Ulque rosae puro lacte natant folia.
And Davenant, in a little 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 “flushing white” of the 
translation.

Then her lip, so rich in blisses,
Sweet petitioner for kisses, ] The “ lip, ’ provoking kisses,” in the 

original, is a strong and beautiful expression. Achilles Tatius speaks of 
Xfikr] pock&axa tzqoc; rot, qnlrifiara, “Lips soft and delicate for kiss
ing.” A grave old commentator, Dionysius Lambinus, 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 Lucretia, where he particularizes the beauties of 
the heroine (in a very false and laboured style of latinity), describes her 
lips thus: — “Os parvum decensque, labia corallini coloris ad morsum 
aptissima.” — Epist. 114. lib. i.

Next, beneath the velvet chin,
Whose dimple hides a Love within, <$c.] Madame Dacier nas quoted 

here two pretty lines of Varro: —
Sigilia in mento impressa Ainoris digitulo 
Vestigio demonstrant molliiudinem.

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 may beam, 
And leave the rest to Fancy’s dream. 
Enough — ’t is she I ’t is all I seek; 
It glows, it lives, it soon will speak!

ODE XVII.*

* The reader, who wishes to acquire an accurate idea of the judg
ment of the ancients in beauty, will be indulged by consulting Junius de 
Piclura Veterum, lib. 3. cap. 9., where he will find a very curious se
lection of descriptions and epithets of personal perfections. Junius com
pares this ode with a description of Theodoric, king of the Goths, in the 
second epistle, first book, of Sidonius Apollinaris.

Let hie hair, in mateet bright,
Fall like floating rayt of light; #c.] He here describes the sunny 

hair, the “ ilava comawhich the ancients so much admired. The Ro
mans gave this colour artificially to their hair. See Stanisl. Kobienzyck. 
de Luxu Romanorum.

And now with all thy pencil’s truth , 
Portray Bathyllus, lovely youth ! 
Let his hair, in masses bright, 
Fall like floating rays of light;
And there the raven’s die confuse
With the golden sunbeam’s hues.

Now let a floating, lucid veil,
Shadow her form, but not conceal, <£c.J This delicate art of de

scription, which leaves imagination to complete the picture, has been 
seldom adopted in the imitations of this beautiful poem. Ronsard is 
eiceptionably 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.
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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.J If 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 affectation 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 fronle,” in Horace, Od. 33., lib. 1., is of opinion, 
incorrelly, I think, that “tenui” here bears the same meaning as the 
word an’aZov.

Mix 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 1’ira.

Her eyes were flashing with a heavenly heat, 
A fire that, even in anger, still was sweet.

The poetess Veronica Cambara 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, humil’, 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. 
Mow with pride or scorn you darkle, 
Now with love, with 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 Eloquence 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 
interesting 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, that ever made a hireling of 
his muse: —

OvS’ ct^yv^er/ ttot’ iXapyt Htt&w. 
Nor yet had fair Persuasion shone 
In silver splendours, not her own. 

And let the lipt, though eilent, wear 
A life-look, at if wordt were there.] In the original Acolwv aiont]. 

The mistress of Petrarch “parla con silenzio,” which is perhaps the 
best method of female eloquence.
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Fair as the neck of Paphia’s boy, 
Where Paphia’s arms have hung 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 stirrings of that dame , 
Which kindles, when the first love-sigh 
Steals from the heart, unconscious why.

But 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 truth, 
There, in that god, thou’st sketch’d the youth.

Give him the winged Hermes' hand, $c.] In Shakspeare’s Cymbe- 
line lhe<e is a similar method of description: — 

-------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 to characterize the god of eloquence; but Mercury 
was also the patron of thieves, and may perhaps be praised as a light- 
fingered deity.

----- But hold —forbear —
1 tee the tun-god’t portrait there’,] The abrupt turn here is spirited, 

but requires some explanation. While the artist is pursuing the portrait 
of Bathyllus, Anacreon, we must suppose, turns round and sees a pic
ture of Apollo, which was intended for an altar at Samos. He then in
stantly tells the painter to cease his work; that this picture will serve for 
Bathyllus; and that, when he goes to 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;
Phoebus shall then Bathyllus be, 
Bathyllus then, the deity!

ODE XVIII.*

Now the star of day is high, 
Fly, my girls, in pity fly, 
Bring me wine in brimming urns, 
Cool my lip, it burns, it burns’ 
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, c.] Orig. mttv a/Mari. The 
amystis was a method of drinking used among the Thracians. Thus Ho
race, “ Threicid vincat amystide.” Mad. Dacier, Longepierre ; &c. Ac.

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, “ Poli tianus 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 Gore 
Di quel almo e buon liquore, 

as Regnier has it, who supports the reading. The word ^v^o^would 
undoubtedly bear this application, which is somewhat similar to its im
port in the epigram of Simonides upon Sophocles: — 

Eapea&iis ytyait Sotponkets f av&os aosSwv.
and flos in the Latin is frequently applied in the same manner — thus 
Celhegus is called by Ennius, Flos inlibatus populi, suadaeque medulla, 
“The immaculate flower of the people, and the 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 t>teivo>vr according to 
Faber’s conjecture, the sense is sufficiently clear, without having re
course to such refinements.

Thomas Moore. I. 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.*

• The description of this bower is so natural and animated, that we 
almost feel a degree of coolness 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: —

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

Every dewy rote 1 wear
Sheds its tears, and withers there.] There are some beautiful lines, 

byAngerianus, 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 fall 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,” there 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.
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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 it by? 
Surely neither you nor I.

E^^o qmw lifv nvrvv, d to p,t/.tXQOV
IIqo^ fiakanovs vjxti Ktn2.ifi.fva £eg>vgovg.

Hvtdt Kai xgowiopa fitkma'yei;, tv&a fitkiaSotv 
Hdvv t^/iaioiq vtivov ayw naZaftou;.
Come, sit 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, diffuses

Around me a glittering spray;
By its brink, as the traveller muses, 

I soothe him to sleep with my lay.
Here recline you, gentle maid, The Vatican MS. reads ^a- 

^uZAov, which renders the whole poem metaphorical. Some commen
tator suggests the reading of ^a&vXkov, which makes a pun upon the 
name; a grace that Plato himself has condescended to in writing of his 
boy jtarriq. 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.

•Act-hq fiiv t2,afine<i tvt l&oiaiv epoi;, 
JVvv St -&avo)v ka/uztu; tv ^tiuvovi’

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 conceits upon names, selected from the 
poets of the middle ages.

Who, my girl, would pan it hyl
Surely neither you nor /.] 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 ri? av ovv ogmv na,Qfk&oi, is inimitable. 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.

L4 Movaatai, xogaaia, Titv AtpgoSitav
Tifia/i:’, tov ftp on Xiao/tai,

Al Movaai nort Kvnqiv, Aqti ta aTtanvXa, Taura• 
'H^iv ou jitrarai touto to TraMya^iov.

“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 I ”

“No,” said the virgins of the tuneful bower,
“We scorn thine own and all thy urchin’s art;

Though Mars has trembled at the infant’s power, 
His shaft is pointless o’er a Muse’s heart I”

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, ne volea uscirne fore.

Quando ecco ivi annodar si sente il core, 
SI, che per forza ancor convien che slia: 

Tai lacci alia beltale ordili avia
Del crespo crin, per farsi elerno '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.



ODES OF ANACREON. 69

His mother comes, with many a toy, 
To ransom her beloved boy;

Ma ei vinto a due occhi 1’ arme cede:
Et t’aflatichi indarno, Citerea;
Che s’ altri ’1 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 how 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 efforts cease,. 
Love’s now the slave of Love.

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

Hit mother comet, with many a toy,
To Tantom her beloved boy; tf-c.} In the first idyl of Moschus, Venus 

thus proclaims the reward for her fugitive child: —
0 pawTas ytpa? t&i,

Mia&oqtot, to <pii,ay,a to KvngiSot;' ijv S' ayay^ vtv, 
Ov yv/ivov to ^nAa/ia, tv S', m^tve, xai nZtov e£et?.

On him, who the haunts of my Cupid can show, 
A kiss of the tenderest stamp I ’ll bestow;
But he, 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 following lines, 
which appear to me to boast as little sense as metre, and which are 
most probably the interpolation of the transcriber: —

cHSvy,tXi]<; .dvaxgtow 
HSvntXijc; St Sanyo* 
IJivSa^ixov to St ^oi ptAos 
Svyxt^aaai; ti<; ey/toi 
Ta TQta Tavra pot Soxti 
Kai ^hovvaos tidek&wv 
Kai na<piq na^a^QOoq 
Kai avTOG E^o*g xav tnitw.
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His mother sues, bat 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 XXL*

Observe 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 from Anacreontic 
philosophy. Among others, Gail very sapiently thinks that the poet uses 
the epithetjurZouviy, 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 assidud 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.

Hippolytes 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
I cannot omit citing those remarkable lines of Shakspeare, where 

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

I 'll 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 drinks the ocean’s misty tears. 
The moon too quaffs her paly stream 
Of lustre, from the solar beam.
Then, hence with all your sober thinking 1 
Since Nature’s holy law is drinking;
I ’ll make the laws of nature mine, 
And pledge the universe in wine.

ODE XXII.
The Phrygian rock, that braves the storm,
Was once a weeping matron’s form;
AndProgne, 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, 
Thal feeds, and breeds by a composture stol’n 
From general excrements.

Timon of Athene, act iv. sc. 3.
— a weeping matron'i 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 his 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, 
a stream, a bracelet, and a pair of shoes, for the different purposes 
which he recites; this is mere sport and wantonness.”

It is the wantonness, however, of a very graceful Muse; “ludit 
amabililer.” The compliment of this ode is exquisitely delicate, and so 
singular for the period in which Anacreon lived, when the scale of love 
had nol yet 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 pronounces it to be miserable. Longepierre
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Ohl 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 bolds 
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: —

Ei^ avt/io<; ytvofitjv, av St yt artt/ovaa nag avyag, 
yvfivo)ffat<;, Kat, /it nvtovra kafiou;.

Ei&t ^oSov ytvofiyv inono^ipv^ov, oq>qa fit ytgaiv 
Aqafitvti, no/uaau; art&ta'i yiovtoiq.

Ei&t kqww ytvofitiv Xtvxoxgoov, oq>^a fit xt^aw 
Aga/itvt], /talXov at]^ x^or^i xogtaiji;.

I wish I could like zephyr steal 
To wanton o’er thy mazy vest;

And thou wouldst ope thy bosom-veil, 
And take me panting 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, that Plato has expressed as fanciful a wish in a distich 
preserved by Laertius:

ttaa&Qtit;, .Aartiq ytvoiptiv
Ov^avog, w? yroZAotg ofifiaaw tiq at pitna.

TO STELLA.
Why dost thou gaze upon the sky?

Oh! that I were that spangled sphere, 
And every star should be an eye, 

To wonder on thy beauties here!
Apuleius quotes this epigram of the divine philosopher, to justify 

himself for his verses on Crilias 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, Ac. &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 to 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 zone, that lies
Clote to thy breast, and feels its sighs!} This tcuvuj was a riband, 

or band, called by the Romans fascia and strophium, which the women 
wore for the purpose of restraining the exuberance of the bosom. Vide 
Polluc. Onomasl. Thus Martial: —

FasciA 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 tumidity in the bosom. 
See Dioscorides, lib. v.

Nay, sandals for those airy feet —
Eu'n to be trod by them were sweet!} The sophist Philoslratus, in 

one of his love-letters, has borrowed this thought; w aSttot notii<;, w 
xaAio? ektvQ-fqos, & eyw xai paxagioi; ear ziarqo'eTe
ui- — “Oh lovely feet! oh excellent beauty! oh! thrice happy and 
blessed should I be, if you would but tread on mel” In Shakspeare, 
Romeo desires to be a glove: —

Oh! that I were a glove upon that hand, 
That I might kiss that cheek 1

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 Jove!” quoth she, “why was not I a flood ?” 

In Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy, that whimsical farrago of “all 
such reading as was never read,” we find a translation of this ode made 
before 1632. — “Englished by Mr. B. Holiday, in his Technog. act. i. 
scene 7.”
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ODE xxm.*

* According to the order in which the odes are usually placed, this 
(0«X« Itytw 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. Ovid.

The twenty-sixth Ode, Sv ptv leyetg ra 0iy/9^<j, might, with just 
as much propriety, be placed at the head of his songs.

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

In all the glow of epic fire ,
To Herculee I wake the lyre/] Madame Dacier generally translates 

into a lute, which I believe is inaccurate. “D’expliquer la lyre 
des anciens (says M. Sorel) par un luth, c’est ignorer la difference qu’il 
y a entre ces deux instrumens de musique.” — Bibliotheque Fran^oiee.

But etill ite fainting eighe repeat,
“The tale of love alone ie eweet!"] The word avTtqxovei in the 

original, may imply that kind of musical dialogue practised by the 
ancients, in which the lyre was made to respond to the questions pro-

I often 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, 
“ Our 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 I ”
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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.*

* Henry Stephen has imitated the idea of this ode in the following 
lines of one of his poems: —

Provida dat cunctis Natura animantibus arma, 
Et sua foemineum possidet arma genus, 

Ungulaque ut defendit equum, atque ut cornua taurum, 
Armata est forma foemina pulchra suA.

And the same thought occurs in those lines, spoken by Corisca in 
Pastor Fido:

Cosi noi la bellezza
Ch’ 6 vertii nostra cosi propria, come 
La forza del leone, 
E 1’ingegno de 1’ 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 beauties of this ode (says Degen) may 

be found in Grimm in den Anmerk. uber einige Oden des Anakr.”

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,

posed by the singer. This was a method which Sappho used, as we are 
told by Hermogenes; “orav t^wra Saaqiw, xa*  otow
avr^ anQ^w'H'tcu.'’ — Htgi Idtwv, to/*.  Sevt.
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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 I

To man she gave, in that proud hour,
The boon of intellectual power.] In my first attempt to translate 

this ode, I had interpreted tpQovyfia, with 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 estimate the treasure of beauty, above 
all the rest which Nature has distributed, it is perhaps 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, the academies, 
From whence doth spring the true Promethean fire.

She gave thee beauty — mightier far
Than all the pomp and power of war.] Thus Achilles Tatius: — 

xaAAo; o^iiTtQOV Tir^ioaxti ^tAou?, xai dta twv oip&ai.pmv tig 
xara§§«1- O<p&ai,fiog yay odog t^wrtxw tgavpaTi. 

“Beauty wounds more swiftly than the arrow, and passes through the 
eye to the very soul; for the eye is the inlet to 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.”
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ODE XXV.*
Once in each revolving year, 
Gentle bird 1 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 
01 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 
imitated both in one poem, beginning

Perch’ io pianga al tuo canto, 
Rondinella importuna, die.

Alas ! unlike 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:
-Ain pot, Svvtt, ptv tv ovaffiv i^wrog 

Oppa, St atya no&oiq to /Avxv qtegu. 
OvS ov <ptyyo<; tnoipiatv, akV vno tpikT^tw

Hit nov MQadii] yvoiaroc; tvtaTSTvnoq. 
ft mavoi, pi] nor' ttftnTtsa&ai ptv 

OiSar , anonrrivai, S' ov^ oaov laxvtTt,

’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 1 with song so drear, 
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! I fear, in sadness fear, 
They will for ever nestle here!

ODE XXVI.*

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

No — ’t Wat from eyes of liquid blue
A host of quiver’d Cupids flew;\ Longepierrc has quoted part of au

Thy 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 drank 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;
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And now my heart all bleeding lies
Beneath that army of the eyes 1

ODE XXVII.*

* This ode forms a part of the preceding in the Vatican MS. but I 
have^conformed to the editions in translating them separately.

Compare with this (says Degen) the poem of Ramler, Wahrzeichen 
derLiebe, in Lyr. Blumenlese, lib. iv. p. 313.”

But in the lover's glowing eyes,
The inlet to his bosom lies;] “We cannot see into the heart,” says 

Madame Dacier. But the lover answers —
Il 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, 
Il cache en vain son tourment, 
'A le trahir lout conspire, 
Sa langueur, son embarras, 
Tout ce qu’il pent faire ou dire, 
M6me ce qu’il ne dit pas.

In vain the lover tries to veil 
The flame that in his bosom lies;

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 sevenlh book of the Anthologia, which has a fancy 
something like this.

Ov fit kthn&as, 
To^ora, Zt]vo<i>tka^ o/i/iaoi xfnmTOfuvo';. 

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 conceits 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.”
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Through them we see the small faint mark, 
Where Love has dropp’d his burning spark!

ODE xxvin.*
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 belray, 
His silence speaks ev’n more than they.

♦ This ode is referred to by La Mothe le Vayer, who, I believe, 
was the author of that curious little work, called “HexameronRustique." 
He makes use of this, as well as the thirty-fifth, in his ingenious but in
delicate explanation of Homer’s Cave of the Nymphs. — Journie Qua- 
lriAme.

While Love, at hand, tofinithall,
Tipp'd every arrow't point with gall;\ Thus Claudian: — 

Labuntur gemini fonles, hie dulcis, amarus 
Aller, et 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, if we may take the tale from fame, 
The son of Venus dips his darts of flame.

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 Cupid’s employment, in Horace, may 
vie with this before us in fancy, though not in delicacy: —

------- ferus et Cupido 
Semper ardentes acuens sagittas 
Cote cruentA.
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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, thy look, 
Sweet Venus, when the shaft he took! — 
Sighing, he felt the urchin’s art, 
And cried, in agony of heart, 
“It is not light — I sink with pain!
Take — take thy arrow back again. ” 
“No,” said the child, “it must not be; 
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.

Sccundus has borrowed this, but has somewhat softened the image 
by the omission of the epithet “cruentA.”

Fallor an ardcnles acuebal cole sagittas ? Eleg. 1.
Ye* — loving it a painful thrill.
And not to love more painful etill; ^c.] The following Anacreontic, 

addressed by Menage to Daniel Huet, enforces, with much grace, the 
“ necessity of loving: ” —

Ufot tov Stiv tfikejaai.
IltTQOV YiTTOV.

Mf/a &avpa. twv aoiJwv,
Ytrrt,

Thomae Moore. I, 6
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But oh, it is the worst of pain, 
To love and not be lov’d again! 
Affection now has Hed from earth, 
Nor fire of genius, noble birth,

w eraiQt. 
oi croquffTat.

fftpvot; avijg, 
To TtHVOV TOV Sujq>(>ovi<rxov, 
3oq>t/T}$ naTijQ anacrji;, 
Ti S' avtv y&oi/t' Egoitos', 
Axovi] /IfV tart ipv/175.* 
rhtgvyfffffiv tiq 0 Ivanov 
Karaxti/itvovi; avaiQ ti. 
Bgadtw; TeTijyptvoiai 
Bflttfft, f^ayti^ti. 
Ilv^ kapnados ipativw 
^Pvna^WTtQOVi; xa&aiQti. 
<PlXttO/J.tV OVV, 'KfTTt, 
^iXtat/itv w erai^f.

<Je XotSoqovvTi 
'Ayiow; fQonaq ijiMitv 
Kaxov tvtopai to povvov, 
'Iva SvvaiT txuvot; 
•bikttiv Tf zat yiliio&ai.

Thou! of tuneful bards the first, 
Thou! 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. 
Ohl how heavy life would move, 
If we knew not how to love!

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

•Pv/^; tarw Eqox; axovt/.
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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 lied !
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 waft 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 hearts, 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 1, could I wish them worse?) 
May they ne’er the rapture prove, 
Of the smile from lips we love!

6*
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ODE XXX.*
’T was in a mocking drcam of night —
I fancied I had 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 dissolv’d each passing vow, 
And ne’er was caught by love till now!

ODE XXXI.**

** 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 silenlia noclis 
Carpebam, et somno lumina victa dabam;

Cum me saevus Amor prensum, sursumque capillis 
Excitat, et lacerum pervigilare jubet.

Tu famulus meus, inquit, ames cum mille puellas, 
Solus Io, solus, dure jacere poles ?

Arm’d 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 loo fond 
of pleasure to marry.
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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 flying;
And now I thought the spark had fled, 
When Cupid hover’d o’er my head,

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

Nunc propero, nunc ire pigel; rursumque redire 
Poenitet; et pudor esl stare via media.

Ecce lacent voces hominum, strepitusque ferarum, 
Et volucrum canlus, lurbaque Oda canum.

Solus ego ex cunclis paveo somnumque lorumque, 
El sequor imperium, saeveCupido, 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 to tread.

kWhat! (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, trembling, doubtful of my way;
Tracing with naked foot the painful track, 
Loth to proceed, yet fearful to go back. 
Yes, at that hour, when Nature seems inlerr’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 victim of despair I

TiU my brow dropp'd with chilly dew.} I have followed those who 
read tuqiv iSqw; for miqtv iSgog; the former is partly authorized by 
the MS. which reads nuqtv

And now my soul, exhausted, dying,
To my lip was faintly flying; the original, he says, his

heart flew to his nose; but our manner more naturally transfers it 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 XXXII.*

• We here have the poet, in his true attributes, reclining upon 
myrtles, with Cupid for his cup-bearer. Some interpreters have ruined 
the picture by making Eyac; 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. Ek&t, Knniji, x^v^t^atv tv Hvlixec- 
gw Gvpptpiyptvov -Q-akiaiai vturao otvoxovaa tovtoigs
roe; Erai^oi? epotg yt GOW'

Which may be thus paraphrased:
Hither, Venus, queen of kisses, 
This shall be the night of blisses; 
This the night, to friendship dear, 
Thou shall 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.

Strew me a fragrant bed of leaves, 
Where lotus with the myrtle weaves; 
And while in luxury’s dream I sink, 
Let me the halm of Bacchus drink!

Tijv'ipv/Tiv, .Ayafhava, q>iXa>v, tni, xtiktcw taxov, 
Hk&e yao 17 w? itapijaopevri.

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 mignar dises of expression, which mark the 
effemination of the Latin language.

And fanning light his breezy pinion,
Rescued 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.
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In this sweet hour of revelry 
Young Love shall my attendant be — 
Brest 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 fragrant 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 lire, 
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 '11 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 this ode (says the German commentator) the beauti
ful poem in Ramler’s Lyr. Blumenlese, lib. iv. p. 296., ‘Amor als Die
ner.'”
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ODE XXXIII.*

* M. Bernard, the Author of L’Art d’aimer, has written a ballet 
called “Les Surprises de 1'Amour,” in which the subject of the third 
entree is Anacreon, and the story of this ode suggests one of the scenes. 
— Oeuvres de Bernard, Anae, scene 4lh.

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

“.dnd who art thou,” I waking cry,
“That bid'st my blissful visions flyi“} Anacreon appears to have 

been a voluptuary even in dreaming , by the lively regret which he ex
presses al being disturbed from his visionary enjoyments. See the odes 
x. and xxxvii.

'T wnt Love! the tittle wandering sprite, <^c.) See the beautiful 
description of Cupid, by Moschus, in his first idyl.

’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, at that dreary hour, 
Came weeping to my silent bower, 
And wak’d me with a piteous prayer, 
To shield him from the midnight air. 
“And who art thou,” I waking cry, 
“That bid’st my blissful visions fly?” 
“Ah, gentle sire!” 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.
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I knew him by his bow and dart; 
I knew 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 thee 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; 
It still can send a thrilling dart, 
As thou shalt own with all thy heart! ”

ODE XXXIV.*
Oh 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: —

0 quae virenti graminis in toro, 
Cicada, blandesidis, et herbidos 

Saltus oberras, otiosos 
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 lun’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.J “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 Xenarchus, the comic poet, who says ur' tiaiv 
oi ttTTiyts oux sv^aipovfi;, wv rat? ywaigw ord’ on ow tvi; 
‘are not the grasshoppers happy in having dumb wives?”’ 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 this insect. Movaatt; the darling of the Muses; and 
Movawv ogviv, 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. 
Melodious insect, child of earth, 
In wisdom mirthful, 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.*

• Theocritus has imitated this beautiful ode in his nineteenth idyl; 
but is very Inferior, I think, to his original, in delicacy of point and 
naiveld of expression. Spenser, in one °f his smaller compositions, 
has sported more diffusely on the same subject. The poem to which I 
allude, begins thus: —

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

his eloquence Id the grasshopper, in the following punning lines oi 
Timon, preserved by Diogenes Laertius: —

Twv kowtow d’ ^yetro TrAaTvaraTo;, aAA’ ayogiyti]*;
HdutTryi; TtTTiJiv tooy^cKpoc;, oi 'EmtSufiov 
dtrSqu irpf^o/itvoioTta itiQtotaoav ieiat.

This last line is borrowed from Homer’s Iliad, y, where there oc
curs the very same simile.

Melodious iniect, child of earth, ] Longepierre has quoted the two 
first lines of an epigram of Antipater, from the first book of the Anlho- 
iogia, where he prefers the grasshopper to the swan:

TtTTt/a? /it&vaai dgoaot;, aAAa KiovTig
•AecSei? kvkvow tici yeyoivore^oi.

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 notes.
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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 slung the child. 
Loud and piteous are his cries; 
To Venus quick be runs, bellies; 
“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, I know 
I 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, tec. &c.

In Almeloveen’s collection of epigrams, there is one by Luxorius, 
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 beauties 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 to 
have preserved: — 

nor' tv
Ta>v Tia^&fvuv atorov, 
Tijv not guX-rjv KoQivvav, 
Jis tiStv, d>s nqos avTyv 
JJ^oatSgapt' 
didvpas rt xt^^ aTiToiv 
&iltv pt, tint.
KaJLovptvi] KoQivva, 
Myrtle tQV&fHatu, 
cJis naq&tvos ptv\ ouaa. 
K autos d* SvaxtQaivwv, 
’Jis oppaoi itiwu&tis, 
Efims tQV&^ia^ti.
Ey<of St oi naftaoras,
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Thus he spoke, and she the while 
Heard him with a soothing smile;
Then said, “My infant, if so much 
Thou feel the little wild-bee’s touch, 
How must the heart, ah, Cupid! be. 
The hapless heart that's stung by thee! ”

ODE XXXVI.*

• Fontenelle has translated this ode, *n his dialogue between 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

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

Mi] Svaxeqawe, ^im. 
Kvtiqw ti xou Koqwvow 
^utyvotaai ovx lyovtsi 
Kou oi ^XtnovxK; ogu. 

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, 
“Ohl kiss me, mother, kiss thy boyt” 
Unconscious of a mother’s name, 
The modest virgin blush’d with shame 1 
And angry Cupid, scarce believing 
That vision could be so deceiving — 
Thus to mistake his Cyprian dame I 
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 betray’d, 
And take thy Venus for the maid.”

Zitlo, in his Cappriciosi Pensieri, has given a translation of this ode 
of Anacreon.
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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, Bruder,’ &c.; Gleim, in the ode ‘An den Tod;’ and Schmidt 
in der Poet. Blumenl., Gottiug. 1783, p. 7.” — 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 lanA caprind,” have been very busy on the 
authority of the phrase iv av -Daveiv tTtek&'fl. The reading of iv' 
av OavaroQ enek&'rj, which De Medenbach proposes in his Amoenitates 
Literariae, was already hinted by Le Fevre, who seldom suggests any 
thing worth notice.

The goblet rich, the board of friends,
Whose social souls the goblet blendsThis communion of 

friendship, which sweetened the bowl of Anacreon, has not been for
gotten by the author of the following scholium , where the blessings of 
life are enumerated with proverbial simplicity. Tytan'jtv p,tv aqiarov 
avSqt, ■Q’V'ntu). AevTtqov df, xaAov <pwt]v lyevea&cu. To Tqitov de, 
jtkovretv adoko)^. Kott to TftaqTOV Gwe^av pita toiv <pi)wv.

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 I
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ODE XXXVII.*
Twas 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 flew, and sported as we flew 1

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,

* “ 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 to have suffered for his Anacreon. 
“Fuit olim faleor (says he in a note upon Longinus), cum Sapphonem 
amabam. Sed ex quo ilia me perditissima foemina pene miserum per- 
didit cum sceleralissimo suo congerrone, (Anacreontem dico, si nestis, 
Lector,) noli sperare, &c. &c.” He adduces on this ode the authority 
of Plato, who allowed ebriety, at the Dionysian festivals, 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: —

Oudtt? 7>iAo7tOTiyi; e0TW xocxo?.
“ No lover of drinking was ever a vicious man.”

When tudden nil my dream of Joyt,
Bluthing nympht and laughing boyt.
All were gone!] “Nonnus says of Bacchus, almost in the same 

words that Anacreon uses, —
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All were gone! — “Alas!” I said, 
Sighing for th’ illusion fled, 
“Again, sweet sleep, that scene restore, 
Oh! let me dream it o’er and o’er! ”

ODE XXXVIII.*
Let us drain the nectar’d bowl.
Let us raise the song of 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, 
And cradled in the Paphian grove;
Him, that the snowy Queen of Charms
So oft has fondled in her arms.

Eygo/ievos St
UaQ&fvov ov* tKiytiat, xai ij&tltv av&ig iavttv.M 

Waking, he lost the phantom’s charms, 
The nymph had faded from his arms;
Again to slumber he essay’d,
Again to clasp the shadowy maid! Longepierre.

“ Again, tweet tleep, that tcene reitore,
Oh! let me dream it o'er and o'er!’’} Doctor Johnson, in his 

preface to Shakspeare, animadverting upon the commentators of that 
poet, who pretended, in every little 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, ‘I 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 Gesellschaftlicheand of Burger, p. 51, 4c. &c.” 
— Degen.

Him, that the tnowy Queen of Charmt,
So oft hat fondled in her armt.] Robertellus, upon the epithala- 

mium of Catullus, mentions an ingenious derivation of Cytheraea, the 
name of Venus, na^ato ntv&tw Tov<i eqonag, 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 1 — my 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;

Alas, 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 from the Anlhologia.

^iovaapivoi, Hgodixt], nvnaawpt&a, Kai to? axpaTO? 
Eknoipiv, KvkiKa<; pti^ovag a^aatvoi.

Pcuot; 6 xaigovnav tan (ho$. urn Ta Xoina 
KwXvaei, Kai to t«2og &avato<;.

Of which the following is a paraphrase: — 
Let’s 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 fly, 
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 throbbing warm; 
And death — alas! that hearts, which thrill 
Like yours and mine, should e’er be still!

Thomas Moore. I. 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 bowl, 
And swell the choral song of soul 
To him, the god who loves so well 
The nectar’d bowl, the choral swell 1

ODE XXXIX.
How I love the festive boy, 
Tripping through the dance of joy 1 
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 destindes 
Ont mal compassd nos anndes; 
Ne regardez que mon amour; 
Peut-dtre en serez vous dmue. 
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 told;

But read the heart and not the brow, 
Thou shall not find my love is old.

My love’s a child; and thou canst say 
How much his little age may be, 

For he was born the very day 
When first I set my eyes on thee I
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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, northink 
Thy fetters round this soul to link; 
Never can heart that feels with me 
Descend to be a slave to thee 1 
And oh! before the vital thrill, 
Which trembles at my heart, is still, 
I ’ll 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 slave to thee I] Longepierre quotes here an epigram 

from the Anlhologia, 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 to paraphrase it, and may atone for its 
intrusion.

Ekniz xai av tv/1! ptya- /ai^ere. rov kiptv evpor. 
Ovdtv tpoi^ vpw, zrowttTt -row? per ent.

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 flattering 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 
him promulgate the precepts of good fellowship even from the tomb.

Ilokkaxi ptv rod’ aeiaa? xai wpflav de flo^tra, 
Uivete, nqtv ravrrjv xoviv.

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 1 
How sweet to mark the pouting vine, 
Ready to burst in tears of wine; 
And with some maid, who breathes but love, 
To walk, at noontide, through the grove, 
Or sit in some cool, green recess — 
Oh, is not this true happiness ?

•ODE XLH.*

* 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: —

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 cry, 

“Drink, mortal, drink, while time is young, 
Ere death has made thee cold as I.”

And with tome maid, who breathet but love. 
To walk, at noontide, through the grove,] Thus Horace: — 

Quid babes 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?
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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, kindling into love, 
Young maidens through the light dance move. 
Thus blest with mirth, and love, and peace, 
Sure such a life should never cease!

Ou g>Uo;, 6? naga nleio owonora^av,
Ntuta xai nofapov Jaxpvotvra keyti.

AU 6 an? Movstwv tt, xai aykaa AtpQoditijs 
Zv/tfuaym', nv^axtTai (v^^oavvqt;-

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 flower;

Oh! give me him, whose soul expansive breathes 
And blends refinement with the social hour.
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ODE XLIU.
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!

jh.id while the harp, impassion'd, flings
Tuneful rapture from its strings, Respecting the barbiton a 

host of authorities 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 the subject are, I imagine, little 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.

* Collected by Meibomius.

The invention of the barbiton is, by Alhenaeus, attributed to Ana
creon. See his fourth book, where it is called to tv(>r[pa, rov .Ava- 
x^fovTo?. 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: —
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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 1

ODE XLIV.*
Buds of roses, virgin flowers, 
Cull’d from Cupid’s balmy bowers, 
In the bowl of Bacchus steep, 
Till with crimson drops they weep.

Kovq?] ti? /i no^taniqa, xiiktsiv vy^oiq.
IVtmaQ to to ya^ OTO/za vtxTa^o? tHvtt.
Nvv pt&vo) to tptXijfia, nokvv rov towza ntnoixtos.

Of which the following paraphrase may give some idea: — 
The kiss that she left 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 I
It seems at Love himself had come
To make this spot his chosen home;—] The introduction 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.

All, all are here, to hail with me
The Genius of Festivity!} Km/aoc, 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 flfly
fifth ode, we shall find our author rich in the praises of that flower. In 
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, inPaphian 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, 
1 lead some bright nymph through the dance, 
Commingling soul with every glance!

ODE XLV.

Within 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 flowers;” 
and the same poetess, in another fragment, calls the favours of the 
Muse “ the roses of Pieria.” See the notes on the fifty-fifth ode.

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

When with the blushing, sitter Graces,
The wanton winding dance he traces.} “This sweet idea of Love 

dancing with the Graces, is almost peculiar to Anacreon.” — Degen.
I lead some bright nymph through the dance, <£c.] The epithet 

paQ-vxoXnoi, 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 XLVI.*

* The fastidious affectation of some commentators 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 
whole ode. It appears to me, on the contrary, to be elegantly graphical; 
full of delicate expressions and luxuriant imagery. The abruptness of 
ISt m;, vuqoi; ipavevTOi; is striking and spirited, and has been imitated 
rather languidly by Horace: —

Vides ut alta stet nive candidum
Socrate —

The imperative iSt is infinitely more impressive;—as inShakspeare, 
Bnl look, 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, jn Catullus’s 
beautiful farewell to Bithynia. Carm. 44.

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 the city, commanding a 
view of the Aegean Sea and the islands, he contemplated the beauties of

Behold, 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.] I have thus 

endeavoured to convey the meaning of tv Si tov [hov jtkavo)pav, ac
cording to Regnier’s paraphrase of the line: —

E che val, fuor della Strada 
Del piacere alma e gradita, 
Vaneggiare in questa vita ?
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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 in 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 Anae. 
Vin, § xxxv. This supposition, however unauthenticated, forms a 
pleasing association, 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 Mfildes.

“ 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, Xapita? poda 

Sovovaiv, “the roses display their graces.’’ This is not uningenious: 
but we lose by it the beauty of the personification, to 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 aitalystmt is perfectly expres
sive of the tranquillity which it describes.

And cultur'd field, and winding stream, <£c.] By tqya
“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 XLVn.
T is 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 fhding 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 flash, <£c.J was a kind of leathern
vessel for wine, very much in use, as should seem by the proverb 
aczo? xcw dvAaxoc, which was applied to those who were intemperate 
in eating and drinking. This proverb is mentioned in some verses quoted 
by Athenaeus, from ihe Ilesione of Alexis.

The only thyrsus e’er I’ll aslc!^ 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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ODE XLVIII.

When my thirsty soul I steep, 
Every sorrow’s lull’d to slftp. 
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 Croesus’ store, 
Can I, can I 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, 
I 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.

Ivy leaves my brow entwining, <^c.] “The ivy was consecrated to 
Bacchus (says Montfaucon), 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.

Arm ye, arm ye, men of might,
Hasten to the sanguine fight j] I have adopted the interpretation 

of Regnier and others: —
Altri segua Marte fero; 
Che sol Bacco 6 ’1 mio conforto.
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ODE XLIX.*
When Bacchus, Jove’s immortal boy, 
The rosy harbinger of joy, 
Who, with the sunshine 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, a lively 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 merely chansons & 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 
little felt even by the most enthusiastic reader; and much less by a 
phlegmatic grammarian, who sees nothing in them but dialects and 
particles.

Who, with the tunihine of the bowl,
Thaws the winter of our soul — <£c.] dvcMS 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 Jews for A tut (one of the 
bacchanal cries), and accordingly supposed that they worshipped 
Bacchus.
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ODE L.*
When 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;
I 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

Or eyo) nun tov oivov.
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) whom wine has inspired with poetry. We find an epigram 
in the first book of the Anthologia, which begins thus: —

Otvos rot yaguvri peya<; nti.it innoq aotdw, 
St ntvwv, xaXov ov Ttr.otq enoq.

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 1

And while we dance through vernal bowers, <£c.] If some of the 
translators had observed Doctor Trapp’s caution, with regard to 
zroAvav^jffw, p tv avgats, “ Cave ne coclum inlelligas,” 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 perfumes 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, 

Rempli de sa liqueur divine.
Or this: —

Indi mi mena 
Mentre lieto ebro, deliro, 
Baccho in giro 

Per la vaga aura serena.
When, with young reveller!, round the bowl,. , ,
The old themselves grow young in soul!] Subjoined to Gail’s edition 

of Anacreon, we find some curious letters upon the fyiaaoi of the an
cients, which appeared in the French Journals. At the opening of the 
Od^on in Paris, the managers of that spectacle requested Professor Gail 
to give them some uncommon name for their Wtes. He suggested th# 
word “Thiase," which was adopted; but the literati of Paris questioned 
the propriety of the term, and addressed their criticisms lo 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 LI.*

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, 
Still I’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, meavita, 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 inlextas 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 1

ODE LIL*

Away, away, ye men of rules, 
What have I 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.

Kai to tov fieXav tart, xai a vaxiv&o<;,
AXK epnaq tv rot? OTfgiavots Ta ngwTa ktyovTai.

Longepierre, Barnet, ^c.
* “This is doubtless the work of a more modern poet than Anacreon; 

lor 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.

Our poet anticipated the ideas of Epicurus, in his aversion to the 
labours of learning, as well as his devotion to voluptuousness. liaoav 
naiStiav p-anapioi tftvytTt, said the philosopher of the garden in a 
letter to Pythocles.

Teach me thit, and let me twine
Some fond, retponiioe heart to mine.] By AqigodlTlji;

here, I understand some beautiful girl, in the same manner that 
Auaioq is often used for wine. “Golden” is frequently an epithet of 
beauty. Thus in Virgil, “Venus aurea;” and in Propertius, “Cynthia 
aurea. Tibullus, however, calls an old woman “golden.”

The translation d’Autori Anonimi, as usual, wantons on this pas
sage of Anacreon:

Thomat Moore. I. a
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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 soon, 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 LIII.

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 enfermds une fois 
Au sein d’une fosse profonde, 
Adieu bons vins et bon repas; 
Ma science ne trouve pas 
Des cabarets en 1’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 rose
Burn upon my forehead's snows; <£c.] Licetus, in his Hierogly- 

phica, quoting two of our poet’s odes, where he calls to his attendants 
for garlands, remarks, “Constat igitur floreas coronas poelis et potan- 
tibus in symposio convenire, non autem sapienlibus 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 1 
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.*

Methinks , 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, describing the garland of 
the 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- 
cum” of commentators!

Ue atilt can kiss the goblet's brim; <^c.] Wine is prescribed by 
Oalen, as an excellent medicine for old men; “Quod frigidos el humo- 
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 tar' a^yatoq, ov xaxtas f/o)V,
Owov Atyovffi tovq yi^ovta?> 0 Tzartg, 
nti&etv yogteiv ov UeA,ovTCt<;.

uThis 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 sea by a bull. Thus Natalis Comes, lib. viii. cap. 23. 
“Sidonii numismata cum foeminA tauri dorso insidente ac mare trans- 
fretante cuderunt in ejus bonorem.” In the little treatise upon the god-
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How fondly blest he seems to bear 
That fairest of Phoenician 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 I 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 Astarld, 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, he breathes of Jove!] Thus Moschus: —

K^vtpe &tov xat Tqeipe Se/iaq • xai yivtxo
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 Aristophanes, 
according to Suidas, §oJa “You have spoken roses,” a
phrase somewhat similar to the “ dire des fleurettes ” of the French. In 
the same idea of excellence originated, I doubt not, a very curious 
application of the word yodoy, 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, rosa, 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, 
Enchants 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 his 
lime, but are among the elegancies of the modern Latinists.

Passeralius alludes to the ode before us, in the beginning of his 
Doem on the Rose: —

Carmine digna rosa est; vellem canerelur ut illam 
Teius arguli cecinit tesludine vates.

Resplenaent rose! to thee we ’ll sing;} I have passed over the line 
av* J™1?*1 , which is corrupt in this original reading,
and has been very little improved by the annotators. I should suppose it 
to be an interpolation, if it were not for a line which occurs afterwards:

dy wvaiv keywpev.
■And Venus, in its fresh-blown leaves, $c.} Belleau, in a note upon 

an old French poet, quoting the original here atpQoil'iaiwv r'a&VQpa, 
translates it, “comine les ddlices el mignardises de Venus.”

Oft has the poet's magic tongue
Ihe rose's fair luxuriance sung-, <^c.] The following is a fragment 

of ihe Lesbian poetess. It is cited in the romance of Achilles Tatius. 
who appears to have resolved the numbers into prose. Ei tom; av&tatv

6 Ztu<; tTti&uvai ftauuta, to qoSov av wv av&toiv f^aas- 
/17s ton xoa^ot;, ipvToiv ayXaiana, otp&akno; av&tw, Zti- 

nmvo; eqv&'tifia, zaZZo? aorqartTov. Eq into; Ttvei, ./tipQodiT'qv 
jtqoStvei, tvfidffft ^vZZotg zo^a, evMVtirov; ntrakott; tqv^oi. to 
ntTaXov Tin ZttfVQoj yeZct.

If Jove would give the leafy bowers 
A queen for all Ibeir world of flowers, 
The rose would be the choice of Jove, 
And blush, the queen of every grove.
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And long the Muses, heavenly m aids, 
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 fainting 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 betray 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 soft summer dawns; 
Love’s own earliest sigh it breathes, 
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, 
Ils cheek wears ev’n a richer ray!

When morning paints the orient shies,
Her fingers burn with roseate dyes ; <£c.] Jn the original here, he 

enumerates the many epithets of beauty, borrowed from roses, which 
were used by the poets, TtoiQa rwv ooqxav. We see that poets were 
dignified in Greece with the title of sages: even the careless Anacreon, 
who lived but for love and voluptuousness, was called by Plato the wise 
Anacreon — “ fuil haec sapientia quondam.”
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la Cytherea’s form it glows,
And mingles with the living snows.

The rose distils a healing balm,
The beating 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, He here alludes to the 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 ip. Il may likewise regard the ancient practice of putting garlands 
of roses on the dead, as in Statius, Theb. lib. x. 182.

-hi sertis, hi veris honore soluto 
Accumulant artus, patriique 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 ta^o; nthjiia. We read, in the Hieroglyphics of Pierius, lib. Iv. 
that some of the ancients used to order in their wills, that roses should 
be annually scattered on their tombs, and Pierius has adduced some 
sepulchral inscriptions to this purpose.

mocks the vestige of decay:] When he says that this flower 
prevails over lime itself, he still alludes to its efficacy in embalment 
(leneri poneret ossa rosA. Propert. lib. i. eleg. 11.), or perhaps to the 
subsequent idea of its fragrance surviving its beauty; for he can scarcely 
mean to praise for duration the “nimium breves flores” of the rose. 
Philoslralus compares this flower with love, and says, that they both 
defy the influence of time; yoovov dt ovtt E^o><;, ovtt (>oda oiotv. 
Unfortunately the similitude lies not in their duration, but their 
transience.

Sweet as in youth, its balmy breath .
Diffuses odour even in death!} Thus Caspar Barlaeus, in his Ritus 

Nuptiarum:
Ambrosium late rosa tunc quoque spargit odorem, 

Cum fluit, aut mullo languida sole jacet.
Nor then the rose its odour loses, 

When all its flushing beauties die;
Nor less ambrosial balm diffuses, 

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 pregnant 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 flower, 
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, a ruby tide, 
The sweetly orient buds they dyed, 
And bade them bloom, the flowers divine 
Of him who gave the glorious vine;

Vf^ith nectar dropt, a ruby tide,
She iweetly orient budt they dyed, <$c.] The author of the “Per

vigilium Veneris” (a poem attributed 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 —

------- rosae 
Fusae aprino de cruore — 

according to the emendation of Lipsius. In the following epigram this 
hue is differently accounted for: —

Illa quidem studiosa suum defendere Adonim 
Gradivus slriclo quem petit ense ferox, 

AfGxit duris vestigia caeca roselis, 
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, and blushes 1
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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 tmAvvioi vp,voi, as our poet 
himself terms them in the fifty-ninth ode. We cannot help feeling a sort 
of reverence for these classic relics of the religion of antiquity. Horace 
may be supposed to have written the nineteenth ode of his second book, 
and the twenty-fifth of the third, for some bacchanalian celebration of 
this kind.

Which, sparkling in the cup of mirth,
^Illuminate the tons of earth!] In the original ttotov aarovov zo- 

Madame Dacier thinks that the poet here had the nepenthe of 
Homer in his mind. Odyssey lib. iv. This nepenthe 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 Merd, 
conjectures that this spell, which made the bowl so beguiling, was the 
charm of Helen’s conversation. See Bayle, art. Hetene.
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Brightly the joyous stream shall flow, 
To balsam every mortal woe!
None 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 LVII.*

Whose was the artist hand that spread 
Upon this disk the ocean’s bed?
And, in 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 two centuries after our poet wrote, the pencil of the artist 
Apelles embellished this subject, in his famous painting of the Venns 
Anadyomend, the model of which, as Pliny informs us, was the 
beautiful Campaspe, given to him by Alexander; though, according to 
Natalis Comes, lib. vii. 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. to denounce the whole 
poem as spurious. But, “non ego paucis offendar maculis.” I think 
it is quite beautiful enough to be authentic.

Whose wat the artist hand that spread
Upon this disk the ocean's bedl] The abruptness of apa rt? to- 

qivct novrov, is finely expressive of sudden admiration, and is 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 bead.

Beneath their queen’s inspiring glance, 
The dolphins o’er the green sea dance,

■/trad nil that mystery loves to screen,
Fancy, like Faith, adores unseen, <£c.] The picture here has all 

the delicate character of the semi-reducta Venus, and affords a happy 
specimen of what the poetry of passion ought to be — glowing but 
through a veil, and stealing upon the heart from concealment. Few of 
the ancients have attained this modesty of description, which, like the 
golden cloud that hung over Jupiter and Juno, is impervious to every 
beam but that of fancy.

Her bosom, like the dew-wash'd rose, <$•£•] t( PoStow (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 hie in roseis latet papillis.
And the latter,

Lol where the rosy-bosom'd hours, &c.
Crottus, a modern Latinist, might indeed be censured for too vague 

a use of the epithet “ rosy,” when he applies it to 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 LVIH.*

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 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.
* I have 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, at fleet at zephyr's pinion,
Etcapet like any faithlett minion, $c.] In the original ’0 dqant- 

rrjq 6 xqvgoi;. There is a kind of pun in these words, as Madame Da
cier has already remarked; forChrysos, 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 those recorded of 
Diogenes.

And fliet me (as he fliet me ever), <£c.] f aft <pfvyfi.
This grace of iteration has already been taken notice of. Though 
sometimes 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 1 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 I

Away, deceiver! why pursuing 
Ceaseless thus my heart’s undoing? 
Sweet is the song of amorous fire, 
Sweet the sighs that thrill the lyre; 
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- 11 not be sa*d that 
this is a mechanical ornament by any one who can feel its charm in those 
lines of Catullus, where he cornplains of the infidelity of his mistress, 
Lesbia: —

Coeli, Lesbia nostra, Lesbia ilia, 
Illa Lesbia, quam Catullus unam, 
Plus quam se atque suos amavit omnes, 
Nunc, &c.

Si sic omnia dixissetI — 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 lyre 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.*

* The title Emitivios vy/vos, which Barnes has given to this ode, is 
by no means appropriate. We have already had one of those hymns 
(ode 56.), but this is a description of the vintage; and the title us owov,

Ripen’d by the solar beam, 
Now the ruddy clusters teem, 
In osier baskets borne along 
By all the festal vintage throng

They daih'd the wine-cup, that, by him, 
Wai filled with Icinei to the brim.] Original: — 

6 g xg6vMV, 
no&wv xuTtelAa mqvijs-

Horace has “Desiderique temperare poculum,” not figuratively, 
however, like Anacreon, but importing 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 ’ll not ask for wine.”

As in Ben Jonson’s translation from Philostratus; and Lucian has a 
conceit upon the same idea, “’Iva, zat xat “that
you may at once both drink and kiss.”
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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 stream 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 aih 
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.*

* Those well acquainted with the original need hardly be reminded 
that, in these few concluding verses, I have thought right to give only 
the general meaning of my author, leaving the details untouched.

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 this ode 
is genuine, without assigning any reason for such a suspicion; — “non 
amo le, Sabidi, nec possum dicere quare." But this is far from satis
factory criticism.
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ODE LX.*

* 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, *n 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 lyre? 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.

Awake to life, my sleeping shell, 
To Phoebus 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 Phcebus is my fancy’s theme; 
And hallow’d is the harp I bear, 
And hallow’d is the wrealh I wear, 
Hallow’d by him, the god of lays, 
Who modulates the choral maze.
I sing 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;
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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’niug 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, 
Can tell the darts that wound my own? 
Still be Anacreon, still inspire 
The descant of the Teian lyre:

And how the tender, timid maid
Hew trembling to the kindly ehade, <£c.] Original: — 

To ptv tHmytvye ntvrqov, 
tpvdtax; aptiyt po^tfiiv.

1 find the word nivroov here has a double force, as il 
that “.omnium parentem, quam sanctus Numa, &c. &c.” (bee Martial.) 
In order lo confirm this import of the word here, those who are curious 
in new readings, may place the stop after q>vaio><;, thus:

To pw fx7tt<pevyt nivt^ov 
S' apttyt pogWV' 

Still be Anacreon, etill inepire .
The deecant of the Teian lyre:] The original is 1 or Avomqiovtu 

pipov. 1 have translated it under the supposition that the hymn is by 
Anacreon; though, 1 fear, from this very line, that his claim to it can 
scarcely be supported.

Tov Avoirqtown pqaov, 11 Imitate Anacreon. Such is the lesson 
Thomae Moore. I, 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 fancy, be a charm which in
vites or deserves imitation, 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, Tov 
Avatiqiovra pipov !

Here ends the last of the odes in the Vatican MS., whose authority 
jelps 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 manuscript incorrectly, relying upon an im
perfect copy of it, which Isaac Vossius had 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 avyxakvyw, he says,
“Vatican MS. , etiam Prisciano invito:” but the MS. reads

, with auo'xtao’w interlined. Degen too, on the same line, 
is somewhat in error. In the twenty-second ode of this series, line thir
teenth, the MS. has rtm? with cm, interlined, and Barnes imputes to it 
the reading of In the fifty-seventh, line twelfth, he professes to 
have preserved the reading of the MS. d’ tn avtt{, while
the latter has aAaA^^svoi; d tn avta. Almost all the other annotators 
have transplanted these errors from Barnes.
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ODE LXI.*
Youth’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 dissipations of mirth. If 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, .
All the flowers of life decay.\ Horace often, witb feeling an 

elegance, deplores the fugacity of human enjoyments. See book u. 
ode 11.; and thus in the second epistle, book ii.: —

Singula de nobis anni praedanlur eunles;
Eripuere jocos, venerem, convivia, ludum.

The wing of every passing day
Withers some blooming joy away;
And wafts from our enamour’d arms
The banquet’s mirth, the virgin’s charms.

Dreary is the thought of dying! Regnier, a libertine French 
<poel, has written some sonnets on the approach of death, full of 
gloomy and trembling repentance. Chaulieu, however, supports more 
consistently the spirit of the Epicurean philosopher. Sec his poem, ad
dressed to the Marquis de Lafare —

Plus j’approche du lerme el moins je le redoute, &c.
And, when once the journey ’* o'er,
Ah! we can return no more!] Scaliger, upon Catullus’s well-known 

9*
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ODE LXII. *

* This ode consists of two fragments, which are to be found in 
Athenaeus, book x., and which Barnes, from the similarity of their 
tendency, has combined into one. I think this a very justifiable 
liberty, and have adopted it in some other fragments of our poet.

Degen refers us here to verses of Uz, lib. iv., “ der Trinker.”
But let the water amply flaw,
To cool the grape’e intemperate glow; <$c.] It was Amphiclyon 

who first taught the Greeks to mix waler with their wine; in commemo
ration of which circumstance they erected altars to Bacchus and the 
nymphs. On this mythological allegory the following epigram is founded :

Ardcntem ex utero Semeles.lavfire Lyaeum
Naiades, extincto fulminis igne sacri;

Cum nymphis igilur tractabilis, al sine nymphis 
Candenti rursus fulmine corripiiur.

Pikrius Valerianus. 
Which is, non verbum verbo,—

While heavenly fire consum’d his Theban dame, 
A Naiad caught young Bacchus from the llame. 

And dipp’d him burning in her purest lymph;

Fill me, boy, as deep a draught, 
As e’er was fill’d, as e’er was quaff’d; 
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 Scythians 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 avf£odo<,- by Theocritus, and dvafxfyouoc by 
Nicander.
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ODE LX1II.*

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. **
Haste 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 cool waters of the fountain-nymph,
* This fragment is preserved in Clemens Alexandrinus, Strom, 

hb. vi. and in Arsenius, Collect. Graec.” — Barnet.
Il appears to have been the opening of a hymn in praise of Love.

** This hymn to Diana is extant in Ilephaeslion. There is an anec
dote of our poet, which has led some to doubt whether he ever wrote 
any odes of this kind. It 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 deities ? answered, 
“ Because women are mv deities.”

I have assumed, it'will be seen, in reporting this anecdote, the 
same liberty which I have thought it right to take in translating some of 
the odes; and it were to be wished that these little infidelities were 
always allowable in interpreting the writings of the ancients; thus, when 
nature is forgotten in the original, in the translation “tamen usque 
rccurrct.”

Turn, to Lethe's river turn,
There thy vanquish'd people mourn!] Lethe, a river of Ionia, ac

cording to Strabo, falling into the Meander. In its neighbourhood was
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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. *

* 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.

Like some wanton filly sporting,
Maid of Thrace, thou fly’st my courting.
Wanton filly! tell me why
Thou trip’s! away, with scornful eye, 
And seetn’st to think my doating heart 
Is novice in the bridling art?
Believe me, girl, it is not so;
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 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 battle, in which 
the Magnesians had been defeated.
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ODE LXVL*

To ihee, the Queen of nymphs divine, 
Fairest of all that fairest shine;
To thee, who rul’st with darts of lire 
This world of mortals, young Desire! 
And oh! 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 lyre, 
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 
nuptial banquet.

Among the many works of the impassioned Sappho, of which time 
and ignorant superstition have deprived us, the loss ofiher epithala- 
miums is not one of the least that we deplore. The following lines are 
cited as a relic of one of those poems: —

OX flu aot ptv a^ao,
ExTfTfirar’, ixfig 8t naq&tvov av a^ao. 

SeeScaliger, 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*

* This fragment is preserved in the third book of Strabo.
Of the Tartenian prince my own;] lie here alludes to Arganlho- 

nius, who lived, according to Lucian, an hundred and fifty years; and 
reigned, according to Herodotus, eighty. See Barnes.

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 fotter there an infant tree,
To bloom like her, and tower like thee!] Original Kvna^iTTOt; dt 

mqivxoi aev Passeratius, upon the words “cum casluin
amisit florem,” in the Nuptial Song of Catullus, after explaining “ flos ” in 
somewhat a similar sense to that which Gaulminus attributes to ^oSov, 
says, “Horlum quoque vocant in quo flos ille carpilur, el Graecis 
xi]7tov tore to tqitj^aiov ywauttov.”

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 “Gt flos in seplis, Ac.” which is the 
repetition of the line, “Multi ilium pueri, multae optav6re puellae,” 
with the slight alteration of nulli and nullae. Catullus himself, however, 
has been equally injudicious in his version of the famous ode of Sappho; 
having translated yiAwaai; i^r^oev, but omitted all notice of the ac
companying charm, ddu <po>vovaa<;. Horace has caught the spirit of 
it more faithfully: —

Dulce ridentem Lalagen amabo, 
Dulce loquentem.
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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 I

ODE LXVIII.*

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, 
And shed libations on his shrine!

ODE LXIX.**
They wove the lotus band to deck
And fan with pensile wreath each neck;
And every guest, to shade his head, 
Three little fragrant chaplets spread;

* This is composed of two fragments; the. seventieth 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 guett, to thade hit head.
Three little fragrant chaplett spread;] Longepierre to give an idea 

of the luxurious estimation in which garlands were held by ancients, re
lates an anecdote of a courtezan, who in order to gratify three lovers, 
without leaving cause for jealousy with 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, 
I sing, dear maid, and sing for thee 1

ODE LXXI. **

With twenty chords my lyre is hung, 
And while I wake them all for thee,

Thou, O maiden, wild and young, 
Disport’st in airy levity.

so that each was satisfied with his favour, and flattered himself with the 
preference.

This circumstance resembles very much the subject of one of the 
tensons of Savari de Maukon, a troubadour. See L’Hisloire Litl^raire 
des Troubadours. The recital is a curious picture of the puerile gallan
tries of chivalry.

* Compiled by Barnes, from Alhenaeus, Hephaeslion, and Arse- 
nius. See Barnes, 80th.

♦♦ This I have formed from the eighty-fourth and eighty-fifth of 
Barnes’s edition. The two fragments are found in Alhenaeus.
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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 LXXII. *

Fare 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 LXXII1. **

Awhile I 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: —

'O? tv vty xtQotaat]<, 
Anoi.tt<p&tm vno

“Horned” here, undoubtedly, seems a strange epithet; Madame 
Dacier however observes, that Sophocles, Callimachus, Ac. 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 horns 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 be found in Hephaestion, and is the eighty-ninth of 
Barnes’s edition.

I have omitted, from among these scraps, a very considerable frag
ment imputed to our poet, Eav&ii d’ Ev^vnidti ptltt, &c. 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 sio 
impar sibi.” It is in a style of gross satire, and abounds with expressions 
that never could be gracefully translated.
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Aad made my tender branches fee! 
The wounds of his avenging steel. 
Then lost I fell, like some poor willow 
That falls across the wintry billow!

ODE LXXIV. *

Monarch 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. **

Spirit 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 Chamaeleon, to have been addressed to 
Sappho. We have also a stanza attributed to her, which some roman
cers have supposed to be her answer to Anacreon. “Mais par malhcur 
(as Bayle says), Sappho vint au monde environ cent ou six vingt ans 
avanlAnacr£on.”— Nouvellet de ia Rep. det Lett., tom. ii. de Novembre, 
1694. 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 1 
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 lime upon my forehead strews 
Alas! I fear she keeps her charms, 
In store for younger, happier arms!

ODE LXXVI. *

Hither, 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 unfold;

Listen to a hoary sage, 
Sweetest maid with vest of gold !

Kttvov, wyqvffo&govi Mova', tviontu 
'Y/ivov, «x Tiys xaZxt/wcwxoG tff^Xas 
Tijiog or atiit Tt^nvox;

ayavoq.
Oh Muse I who sil’st on golden throne
Full many a hymn of witching tone

The Teian sage is taught by thee;
But, Goddess, from 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 to be found in Scaliger’s Poetics.
De Pauw thinks that those detached lines and couplets, which 

Scaliger has adduced as examples in his Poetics, are by no means 
authentic, but of his own fabrication.
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ODE LXXVH. *

Would 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 LXXVIII. **

When Cupid sees how thickly now, 
The snows of Time fall o’er my brow, 
Upon bis 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! ”

*** Cupid , 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 attributed it to Anacreon. See our poet’s twenty-second 
ode, and the notes.

** See Barnes, 113d. This fragment, to 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 collection of fragments.
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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.

* ** I fear 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!

f From 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 1

* This fragment 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 following: —

Odi el amo; quare id faciam fortasse requiris;
Nescio: sed fieri sentio, etexcrucior. Carm. 53.

I love thee and hate thee, but if I can tell 
The cause of my love and my hate, may 1 t*16,

I can feel it, alas! I can feel it too well, 
That I love thee and hate thee, but cannot tell why.

- J- This is also in Hephaestion, and perhaps is a fragment of some 
poem, in which Anacreon had commemorated the fate of Sappho. It is 
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 more the contest try. 
Here — upon this holy bowl, 
I surrender all my soul!

Among 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 that a frequent re
currence, in them, of the same thought, would render a collec
tion of such poems uninteresting. I shall lake 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 
freedom; 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.

ANTJHATPOY SIMINIOY, EIS ANAKPEONTA.**  

0AAAOIriTQaxo^vfifioq, Avax^tov, at xtaaot;

** Antipater Sidonius, the author of this epigram, lived, according 
to Vossius, de Poetis Graecis, in the second year of the 169th Olympiad. 
He appears, from what Cicero and Quintilian have said of him, to have

re Ifipwvtov niTaka-

* 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. To d’ w? AvaxfjtovToi;.
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rniyai S agywowtos ava&Xtflow'to yaAaxrog, 
fwdeg d’ a?ro yiyg /toiro [it&v,

o<p^a xe toi ajioSiti it xou oarta rtgipiv a^tai, 
ti de ng v^ijtievoig^ijttTtTfTai evg>po<rwa, 

w to ^iZov aTfpJag, <pt2f, paq^ttov, w aw aoidp 
navra Sianktoffai; xat aw t^wTi {hov.

Around the tomb, oh, bard divine!
Where soft thy hallow’d brow reposes,

Long may the deathless ivy twine,
And summer spread her waste of roses!

And there shall many a fount distil,
And many a rill refresh the flowers;

1 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 Instilut. Orat. lib. x. cap. 7. There 
is nothing more known respecting this pcyet, 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&oko- 
yiag, lib. iv. tit. tig op/^orpidac. At eum ac Bathyllum primos fuisse 
pantomimos ac sub Augusto claruisse, satis notum ex Dione, &c. &c.”

The reader, who thinks it worth observing, may find a strange 
oversight in Hoffman’s quotation of this article from Vossius, Lexic. 
Univers. By the omission of a sentence he has made Vossius assert that 
the poet Anlipaler was one of the first pantomime dancers in Rome.

Barnes, upon the epigram before us, mentions a version of it by 
Brodaeus, which is not to be found in that commentator; but he more 
than once confounds Brodaeus with another annotator on the Antholo
gia, Vincenlius Obsopoeus, who has given a translation of the epigram.

^Pleraque tamen Thessalonicensi tribuenda videntur.— Brunei, 
Lectionet et Emendat.

Thomae Moore. I. IQ
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Thus, after death, if shades can feel,
Thou may st, from odours round thee streaming, 

A pulse of past enjoyment steal,
And live again in blissful dreaming!

TOY AYTOY, EIS TON AYTON.

TYMBOS Avaxgtiovtot;. 6 Tifios tv&aSt xvxvo;
EvSti, xy naiSwv ^(DQOTaTt/ p-avirj.

Awnv heigiotvrs /itlfarai ap<pi BaMbi
'l/itgor xai xicraov Itvxoi; oSotSt

OvS' A'iSjjq aoi egonat; omtG^tatv, tv S' Axtqovroc;
Hv, oZo? wSuvut; KvnqiSi ^tQ/ioTt^ri.

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, oh Bard I thou art not mute in death, 
Still do we catch thy lyre’s luxurious breath;

------ the Teian swan is laid.} Thus Horace of Pindar:__  
Malta Dir6aeum levat aura cycnum.

A swan was the hieroglyphical emblem of a poet. Anacreon has been 
called the swan of Teos by another of his eulogists.

Ev T04? li,tIlXQ0l$ 'IptQOlfft GVVTQOtfOV
Avaiot; Avax^tovra, Trfiov xvxvov, 
Eff<pt]Ia<; vexra^os fiehijSovt}.

Evytv&vt;, Av&oloy.
God of the grape I thou hast betray’d 

In wine’s bewildering dream, 
The fairest swan that ever play’d 

Along the Muse’s stream I — 
The Teian, nurs’d with all those honey’d boys, 
The young Desires, light Loves, and rose-lipp’d Joys I

Still do toe catch thy lyre's luxurious breath;} Thus Simonides, 
speaking of our poet: —

•MbZjriys S' ov hriStj /ukiTtQmoi; dll’ tri xetvo 
Bannov ovSt Savorv tvvaatv nv aiSi].

StywtSav, Av&okoy.
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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, EIS TON AYTON.
SEINE, rctq>ov jraga Iirov Avaugtiovtos ,

Ei ti toi tx pipkotv tiM>v otpikos,
StHIGOV (jUA] GTtllGOV yoWOQ, Otp^tt XtV 01VM

Oarta yri&t]at ra/ia vori^o/itva,
J2? o Aiovvaov /if/itltifitvos ovaai xm/iog,

Jis o gicAax^Tov awr^oyos agpoviiis,
My de xaraip&i/jitvoq Baxyov di/aTOvtov vnoioot

Tav yivti} fitqonwv /ai^ov otftiloiiivov.

* Oh 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 Pogtes Grecs, supposes that the epigrams under his 
name are all falsely imputed. The most considerable of his remains is 
a satirical poem upon women, preserved by Stobaeus, yoyos yyvaixwv.

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 Antipaler. 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 to this outrage an effect which it could not possibly 
have produced.

* The spirit of Anacreon is supposed to utter these verses from the 
tomb, — somewhat “mutatus ab illo,” at least in simplicity of ex
pression.

----- if Anacreon's shell
Hat ever taught thy heart to swell, 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 t* (hpkwv ffaov, 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 c’est pour cela que la posterity 
L’a toujours justement d’age en age chantd 
Comme un franc goguenard, ami de goinfrerie, 
Ami de billets-doux et de badinerie.

See the verses prefixed to his Poetes Grecs. This is unlike the language 
of Theocritus, to whom Anacreon is indebted for the following simple 
eulogium: —

EIS ANAKPEONTOS ANAPIANTA.
Qaacu rev avSqiavra tovtov, m ^tve, 

trnovSp, xai Aey’, enav eq mxov ev&t;q'
AvctHQfovroq tixov’ eidov tv Tem, 

tow Tt^oa#’ tt ti TttQiaaov oidonoivv.
irgoff&tu; it xant rotq vtoiatv aStro, 

aT^fxtw? oAov tov avtya.

Upon 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 bj 
rendering it as literally, I believe, as a verse translation will allow.

And drop thy goblet't richeet tear, <£c.] Thus Simonides, in another 
of his epitaphs on our poet: —

Kat fuv aet teyyot vote^ dgoaoq, 6 yt^ato? 
Aagotegov palaxoiv enveev ex ffropatoiv.
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 AYTOY, EIS TON AYTON.

'EYAEIS tv tp&ifitvoiaiv, Avaxgtov, ta&Iot novt]aa<;
tvdtb J’ ykvxtgq WKTiIakot; xb&aga,

tuStb xab SptgSbi;, to Ilo&(i)v tag, av ptXujSwv, 
, avtxgovov vtxtag tvagpovbav.

iji&tow yag EgoiToq tgivi; <jxono<;‘ t<; St at povvov 
ro^a Tt xab axokbai; tb/tv txuPokbas.

At length thy golden hours have wing’d their flight, 
And drowsy death that eyelid steepelh;

Thy harp, that whisper’d through each lingering night, 
Now mutely in oblivion sleepelh!

And Bacchus wanton'd to my lays, (fc-J The original here is cor
rupted , the line on; 6 Abowtrou, &c. is unintelligible.

Brunck's emendation improves the sense, but I doubt if it can be 
commended for elegance. He reads the line thus: —

on; o Abotvt'aobO AtAaffptvos ovitott xotpoiv.
See Brunck, Analecta Veter. Poet. Graec. vol. ii.

Thy harp, that whisper'd 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 Anacreon slumbers !

Farewell! thou had’st a pulse for every dart 
That mighty Love could scatter from his quiver;

wg 6 ptAax^roi; re xai oivo^a^rjg qukoxwpog 
jtawv/iog wiAortaida/thw.

Sipwvtdov, tig Avaxgeovra.
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, aerial shell!
She, the young spring of thy desires, <£c.] The original, to 17b- 

&o)v tag, 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 Antipaler.

uy^a St StqMpevoiaiv tv u^aaiv ovAov atiSoig, 
ai&vaamv hma^r/g av&og vntQ&t Mp/qg, 

tjt n^og Evqvnvhrjv rtr^appevog
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 that warms and blesses;
Sing of her brows' luxuriant flower, 

The beaming glory of her tresses.
The expression here, cw&os xo^;, “the flower of the hair,” is 

borrowed from Anacreon himself, as appears by a fragment of the poet 
preserved in Stobaeus: Amntiqagf aitahrig apopov av&og.

The purest nectar of its numbers, ^c.J Thus, says Brunck, in the 
prologue to 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.] tq>ug anonog,

* Brunck has x^ouow; but x^iouot, the common reading, bet
ter suits a detached quotation.
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And eacti new beauty found in thee a heart, 
Which thou, with all thy heart and soul, didst give her!

scopus eras naturA,” not “ speculatoras Barnes very falsely inter
prets it.

• .*̂ “?5ent*us 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.”

* Thus Scaliger, in his dedicatory verses to Ronsard: — 
Blandus, suaviloquus, dulcis Anacreon.

And each new beauty found in thee a heart, <£e.] 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, ywamv

Tov St yvvaxtiMv /tehewv hot pdag,
’HSw AvaK^uovta *,  Ttwg tigTUAad’ avqytv 
Svutioomv tqe&iGiia,) ywaixuiv ^ne^ortevfia.

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 ?
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JUVENILE POEMS.

PREFACE,
BY

THE EDITOR.*

• 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.

The 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, I believe, 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 error must be imputed to the in
judicious partiality of friendship.

Mr. Little died in his one and twentieth year; and most of 
these Poems were written 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 
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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. Little gave much of his lime 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 have 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,* ’’ <fcc. is imagined with all the delicate ardour of a lover; and 
the sentiment of “ nec te posse carere velim,” however colloquial 
the expression may have been, is natural, and from the heart. 
But the poet of Verona, in myopinion, 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, he reaches 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: —

0 quid solutis esl bealius curis!
Cum mens onus reponit, ac peregrino 
Lahore fessi venimus Larem ad nostrum 
Desideratoque acquiescimus lecto.

Carm. vvix
His sorrows on the death of his brother are the very tears of 

poesy; and when he complains of the ingratitude of mankind, 
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.*

* 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.

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 
anl 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 floribus 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, 
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though they knew not those seductive graces by which gallantry 
almost teaches it to be amiable. Wotton, 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. Little selected for imitation. To attain 
their simplicity (“a*.vo  rarissiina nostro simpiicitas”) 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 bis productions.

* It is a curious illustration of the labour which simplicity requires, 
that the Ramblers of Johnson, elaborate as they appear, were written 
with fluency, and seldom required revision; while the simple language 
of Rousseau, which seems to come flowing from the heart, was the slow 
production of painful labour, pausing on every word, and balancing 
every sentence.

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. Little 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 
to 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.
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TO

JOSEPH ATKINSON, Esq.

Mv dear Sir,
I feel a very sincere pleasure in dedicating to you the Second 

Edition of our friend Little’s Poems. I am 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, Faustino, liturae 
Emendare jocos; una litura potest.

I am convinced, however, that, though not quite a casuists 
reldchi, 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 be published under a fictitious 
name; nor did the levity of Bembo’s poems prevent him from 
making a very good cardinal.

Believe me, my dear friend,
With the truest esteem,

Yours,
T. M.

FRAGMENTS OF COLLEGE EXERCISES.

Nobilitas sola est atquc unica virlus. — Juv.

Mark 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, 
Th’ 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?

* * * * *

Juslum bellum quibus neeessarium, 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 banners 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 tone there vibrate — but the one 1

VARIETY.
Ask what prevailing, pleasing power 

Allures the sportive, wandering bee
To roam, untired, from flower to flower, 

He ’ll tell you, ’t is 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 endless 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 (lowers of fancy brighter.

The little gift we send thee, boy, 
May sometimes teach thy soul to 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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SONG.

If 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! I had long in freedom rov’d , 
Though many seem’d my soul to share;

T was passion when I thought I lov’d, 
’T was fancy when I thought them fair.
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Ev’n she, 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;

Butthen, the joys that lovers steal, 
Should they 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 little 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 leav’st behind, 
Whose heart respires for only thee!

And though ungenial lies 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.
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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.
Then 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 ’It still be young for me.

And 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 fa*r» 
Our loving life shall fleet;

Though tears may sometimes mingle there, 
The draught will still be sweet.

Then fill the cup — away with gloom! 
Our joys shall always last;

Thomat Moore. I. «
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For Hope will brighten days to come, 
And Mem’ry gild the past.

SONG.
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 ’ll try;
Alas, I know but one proof more__

I ’ll bless your name, and die 1

REUBEN AND ROSE.
A TALK OF ROMANCE.

The darkness that hung upoivWillumberg’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; —



JUVENILE POEMS. 163

“ 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 his 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 love, 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, 
And 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; 

’Twas 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, ata billow she caught, 
And sunk to 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 I love you now?” 

Sweet soul! I did not.

Warmly I felt her bosom thrill,
I press’d it closer, closer still, 

Though gently bid not;
Till — oh! the world hath seldom heard 
Of lovers, who so nearly err’d, 

And yet, who did not.

TO

That 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 present, 
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.
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TO
MRS..................

ON SOUK CALUMNIES 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 man, 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, unchanging shalt thou be, 
Safe in thy own sweet purity.

* This alludes to a curious gem, upon which Claudian has left us 
some very elaborate 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, “ It is such a rarity as this that I saw at Vendome in France, which 
they there pretend is a tear that our Saviour shed over Lazarus, and

ANACREONTIC.
— in lachrymat verterat omne me rum.

Tib. lib. i. eieg 5.
Press the grape, and let it pour
Around the board its purple show’r;
And, while the drops my goblet steep, 
I ’ll think in woe the clusters weep.
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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, 
I ’ll taste the luxury of woe.

TO

When I lov’d you, I can’t but allow 
I bad 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 I 't is delicious to hate you!

TO JULIA.
IN ALLUSION TO SOME ILLIBERAL CRITICISMS.

Why , 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.” — Addison's Remarks on seve
ral Parts of Italy.



168 JUVENILE POEMS.

“He was, indeed, a tender soul — 
“No critic law, no chill control, 
“ Should ever freeze, by timid art, 
“The flowings of so fond a heart! ” 
Yes, soul of Nature I 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, mymem’ry, find 
A shrine within the tender mind;
And I will smile when critics chide, 
And I will scorn the fume of pride 
Which mantles o’er the pedant fool, 
Like vapour round some stagnant pool!

TO JULIA.
Mock me no more with Love’s beguiling dream, 

A dream, I find, 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! — ’t is 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.
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THE SHRINE.
TO................

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 lire, 
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.



170 JUVENILE POEMS.

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 be 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.

Though Fate, my girl, may bld 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 mourns our bliss so fleeting:
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But why is Julia’s eye so gay, 
If Julia’s heart like mine is beating?

I 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
Sweet 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, I did love 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, lady, do not wear the smile 
Of one whose smile could thus betray;

Alas! I think the lovely wile
Again could steal my heart away.



172 JUVENILE POEMS.

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.

In 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 inward 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, 
I fill’d it up with — froth and wind!

* * *

TO JULIA.
ON HER BIRTHDAY.

When 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.
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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.

Cloris ! if I were Persia’s king, 
I'd make my graceful queen of thee; 

While Fanny, wild and artless thing, 
Should but thy humble handmaid be.

There is but one objection in it — 
That, verily, I’m much afraid 

1 should, 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 Helderie — 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.

Oh ! 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?
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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 1 
Had much to complain and to say, 

Of how sadly you wrong and oppress her 
By keeping her prison’d.all day.

“If I happen,” 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, 
“ Or, what is still worse, into error!

“ So, instead of displaying my graces, 
“By daylight, in language and mien, 

“I am shut up in corners and places, 
“Where truly I blush to be seen I ”

Upon hearing this piteous confession, 
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 lady’s in bed, 
* ‘ And we ’ll 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, 

And, 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;

And 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 1

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, not unled, 
Shalt through thy mortal orbit stray;

Thy lover’s shade, to thee still wed, 
Shall linger round thy earthly way. 

Thomas Moore. 1. 12
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Let other spirits range the sky, 
And play around each starry gem;

I’ II bask beneath that lucid eye, 
Nor envy worlds of suns to them.

And when that heart shall cease to beat, 
And when that breath at length is free, 

Then, Rosa, soul to soul we ’ll meet, 
And mingle to eternity!

SONG.
The wreath you wove, the wreath you wove 

Is fair — but oh, how fair,
If 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 dreamt 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;

“I buy,” quothshe, “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, &c. <fcc.

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 to’ve seen us
First trade for this 
Sweet child of bliss, 

And then nurse the boy between us.

TO

The world had just begun to steal 
Each hope that led me lightly on;

I felt not, as I us’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, I yet 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, I could have lov’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;

A lip, 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 you to be buried in books — 
Ah, Fanny, they ’re pitiful sages, 

Who could not in one of your looks 
Read more than iu 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.
And do I then wonder that Julia deceives me, 

When surely there’s nothing in nature more common ?
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 too 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.

TO . . . . ,

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 TO BE WRITTEN BY JUEIA, 

ON THE DEATH OF HEB 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 hope deceiv’d, and pleasure left; 
Though friends betray’d and foes belied;

I 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!_

I hop’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? 1

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 Dow.

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, bis 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; — 

We lov’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---  Virg.

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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If ever, by Fortune’s indulgent decree, 
To me such a ticket should roll, 

A sixteenth, Heav’n knows! were sufficient for me;
For what could Z do with the whole?

A DREAM.
I thought 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 1

TO
With all my soul, then, let us 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, 
“’T is 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.

I took the harp, and would have sung 
As if 'twere not of her I sang;

But still the notes on Lamia hung — 
On whom but Lamia could they hang?

Those eyes of hers, that floating 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, I turn’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 hearts too willing;

Any hand, whate’er its touch, 
Can set their chords or pulses thrilling.
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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: 

Torn 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.

Oh , 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 Tempi’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 
altars 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’erlhrown, 

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 I ”

All that the young should feel and know, 
By thee was taught so sweetly 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 mount, 

Our nymphs awak’d their choral lays, 
And danc’d around Cassotis’ fount;

As then, ’t was all thy wish and care, 
That mine should be the simplest mien,

fountain of Castalia; but upon all important occasions, they sent to 
Temp6 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 to Delphi is always attended by a player on the flute. ”

xai tw KOTazo/w^ovTt natch tr]v dayvyv JeAtpovg
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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.
to Julia.

— sine me sit nulla Venus. Sulpicia.

Our 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 a joy alone
Were worse to thee than feeling none

So twinn’d are we in loving!
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THE TEAR.
On 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 flow’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.

“ Seesaid 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 a-propos than this from her.

I rose to kill the snake, but she, 
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;
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“But, when its wicked eyes appear,
“And when we know for what they wink 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 lyre 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 I 
Ah! but Rosa loves no more, 
Therefore Rosa’s song is o’er; 
And her lute neglected lies; 
And her boy forgotten sighs. 
Silent lute — 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 I 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, — 
None but the whispering winds of heaven!

LOVE AND MARRIAGE.

Eque brevi verbo ferre perenne malum.
Secundus, eleg. vii.

Stiet. 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, yet refin’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.

Thomai Moore. 1. 13
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ANACREONTIC.

I fill'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, 

That I 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 from 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 1

THE SURPRISE.

Chloris, I swear, by all I ever swore, 
That from this hour I shall not love thee more. — 
“ What! love no more ? Oh! why this alter’d vow ? ’ 
Because I cannot love thee more — than now I
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TO MISS........... ,
ON HER ASKING THE AUTHOR WHY SHE HAD SLEEPLESS NIGHTS.

I’ll 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 :

I ’ll 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, ’t is love.

THE WONDER.

Comk , 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, 

I ’ll 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, ’t is the utmost Heav’n can do!

LYING.

Che con le lor bugie pajon divini. Mauro (TArcano.

I do 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, a radiant 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 snow, your eyes to fire, 
Your amber locks to golden wire, 
Then, only then can Heaven decree, 
That you should live for only me, 
Or I for 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, 
So 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.

Friend of my soul, this goblet sip, 
’T will chase that pensive tear;

’T is not so sweet as woman’s lip, 
But, oh! ’t is more sincere.

Like her delusive beam, 
’T will steal away thy mind: 

But, truer than love’s dream, 
It leaves no sting behind.

Come, twine the wreath, thy brows to shade; 
These llow’rs were cull’d at noon; —

Like woman’s love the rose will fade, 
But, ah! not half 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.





MOORE S POETICAL WORKS.

VOL. II.
OF THE LONDON EDITION.





PREFACE
TO THE SECOND VOLUME.

The 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, 
I 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, I 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 Spilhead 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, Ac., 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 
genuine 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 Travels, 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 I know 
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 that of 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 
bis 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.” *

• Fragments of Voyages and Travels, vol. ii. chap. vi.

How truly politic it is in a poet to connect his verse with well 
known 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, as I learn 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, I am told, on those fairy shores, connecting 
my name with the picturesque spot they describe, and the noble 
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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, is inscribed by one who,” &c. Ac.

* A representation of this calabash, taken 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.

♦* See Epistle to Mr. W. R. Spencer, p. 374. of this volume.

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 
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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. 
For 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, Iconfess, were-those 
impressions, that it was the only period of my past life during 
which I 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 the 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 crossed Lake On
tario,*  in addition to other marks of courtesy, begged, on parting 
with me, to be allowed to decline payment for my passage.

* 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.

When we arrived, at length, at the inn, iu the neighbourhood 
of the Falls, it was too late to think of visiting them 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, that I 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
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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, I 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 *:  —

* Introduced in the Epistle to Lady Charlotte Rawdon, p. 381. of 
this volume.

** This brave and amiable officer was killed at Queenslon, 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 he fell. The 
inscription on the mounment raised to his memory, on Queenston 
Heights, does but due honour to his manly character.

There, amid the island-sedge, 
Just above the cataract’s edge, 
Where the 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, I understand, no longer exists, was the interesting settle
ment of the Tuscarora Indians. With the gallant Brock**,  who 
then commanded at Fort George, I passed the greater part of my 
time during the few weeks I remained 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, 
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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 omit in 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. Yet 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, 
to this hour, the Canadian voyageurt never omit their offerings to the 
shrine of St. Anne, before engaging in any enterprise; and that, during 
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While on ihe 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, to 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 
I should 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 I 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 its existence and support entirely to 
these pious contributions. ”

Thoma* 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 strongly impressed 
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. *

* Page 379. of this volume.

To the few desultory and, perhaps, valueless recollections 1 
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 criticism, in our day, — I have 
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, I received, 
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, I regarded it, I own, at first, as a mere ponderous 
piece of pleasantry; and even suspected that in the name of St. 
“Joachim” I could detect the low and irreverentpunof St. Jokehim.
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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 the scale 
of distinction to “such small decr” of Parnassus as myself. Iwrole 
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.

14*
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JUVENILE POEMS.
(continued.)

THE PHILOSOPHER ARISTIPPUS*
TO A LAMP

WHICH HAD BEEN GIVEN HIM BY LAIS.

Dulcis conscia lecluli lucerna.
Martial., lib. xiv. epig. 39.

“Oh 1 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 to have been very difficult to 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, seem to 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 truths 
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. It 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 Qi 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, 
“ Adores thee more than earth or heaven! ”
Yes — dearest Lamp, by every charm

On which thy midnight beam has hung; *

* The ancients had their lucernae cubiculariae or bedchamber 
lamps, which, as the Emperor Galienus said, “nil eras meminere;” 
and, with the same commendation of secrecy, Praxagora addresses her 
lamp in Aristophanes, Ennkijg. We may judge how fanciful they were, 
in the use and embellishment of their lamps, from the famous symbolic 
Lucerna, which we find in the Romanum Museum Mich. Ang. Causei, 
p. 127

The bead reclin’d, the graceful arm
Across the brow of ivory flung;

The heaving bosom, partly bid,
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.
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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.*

• Hesiod, who tells us in melancholy terms of his father’s flight to 
the wretched village of Ascra. E^y. zat Hfitq. v. 251.

** Ewv/tat fftuyov, oaaav itiaat. Theog. v. 10.
*** Kai ftoi aKijnr^ov tiov, da<pvi]<; i^i&7]i.ta o£ov. Id. v. 30.

+ 'Ptw ta oia aorafiov Siwriv, 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 
loquoT mutari ipsa, mulatus sum,” &c.

To whom the nightly warbling Nine ** 
A wand of inspiration gave, ***

Pluck’d from the greenest 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! f

I ’ll tell thee, as I trim 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;
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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, ’t is 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. **

♦ Aristippus 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 Ame sur mon 16vre 6toit lors Louie entiAre, 
Pour savourer le miel qui sur la vdtre eloit;

Mais en me retirant, elle resta derriere,
Tant de ce doux plaisir l’amorce l’a resloit. Voiture.

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 I

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 creature, qui pourra comprendre les choses les plus sublimes, 
etce qui est bien au-dessus, qui pourra gouter les mAmes plaisirs.’’ 
See his V6nus Physique. This appears to be one of the efforts at Fonte
nelle’s gallantry of manner, for which the learned President is so well 
and justly ridiculed in the Akakia of Voltaire.

Maupertuis may be thought to have borrowed from the ancient Aris
tippus 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 ^17 Jtayjpetv re 
qdovrjv ^/doviy;, which irrational sentiment has been adopted by Mau
pertuis : u Tant qu’ on ne considere que I’&at present, Lous les plaisirs 
sont du mime genre,” &c. &c.
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RONDEAU.
“Good night! good night!’’ — Andis it so? 
And must I from 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, “Goodnight!” 
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, “Goodnight!'

SONG.
Why 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 been 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 been made resembling thee!
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Why are nature’s beauties felt?
Oh!’t is 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, 
Consigns his simple heart to thee.

For fickle is the summer wind, 
And sadly may the bark be lost;

For thou art sure to change thy mind, 
And then the wretched heart is lost I

WRITTEN IN A COMMONPLACE BOOK,

CALLED

“ THE BOOK OF FOLLIES; ”
IK WHICH EVERY ONE THAT OPENED IT WAS TO CONTRIBUTE 

SOMETHING.

TO THE BOOK OF FOLLIES.
This 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, 0 book I the allusion stands; 
For these were penn’d by female hands: 
The rest — alas! I own 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, I own, 
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.

Say , 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.

Light sounds 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.

But, when the foe returns, 
Again the hero burns;

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, 
When 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 his 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.*

* xai jtaXtvtutt, naXiv, ttakiV)
Eint, aw ax^rw to/2uxu/way ovofia.

Kai poi tov Pqty^^vra (iv^ok fovra,
Mvapoavvov xttvaq, a/i9iti&ti <nt<pavov 

daxgvti qnhiqaatov iSov ^oSov, owtxa xrtvav
Ak).o&i x’ ou nolnoii; tifitTf^oiq taoqa.

Brunck. Analtct. tom. i. p. 28.

Fi ta. 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 I 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.

SONG.
Fly from the world, O Bessy! to me, 

Thou wilt never find any sincerer;
I ’ll give up the world, 0 Bessy 1 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;
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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 ifheav’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 slumber 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, 
And 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 I

the resemblance.
------  — vo cercand’ io, 

Donna, quant’e possibile, in allrui 
La desiata vostra forma vera.

Pktrarc. Sonet t. 14.

Yes, if’t were any common love, 
That led my pliant heart astray,
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I grant, there’s not a 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 excess;

My heart bad been more true to thee, 
Had mine eye priz’d thy beauty less.

FANNY, DEAREST.

Yes! had I leisure to sigh and mourn, 
Fanny, dearest, for thee I'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 more than my heart can give.

Then bid me not to despair and pine, 
Fanny, dearest of all the dears!

The Love that’s order’d to bathe iu wine, 
Would be sure to take cold in tears.

Reflected bright in this heart of mine, 
Fanny, dearest, thy image lies;

But, ah, the mirror would cease to shine, 
If dimm’d too often with sighs.

They lose the half of beauty’s light, 
Who view it through sorrow’s tear •
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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, 
I shall never attempt it with rain.

THE RING.
TO

No — Lady! Lady 1 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.

Butthen, 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’nmore, alas, than thou dost mine.

Yet, stay, — one hope, one effort yet — 
A moment turn those eyes away, 

And let me, if I can, forget
The light that leads my soul astray.
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Thou say’st, that we were born to meet, 
That our hearts bear one common seal; —

Think, Lady, think, bow 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, 

Canst 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, — nor do I.

Thomae Moore. I. 15
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TO

THE INVISIBLE GIRL.

Th Hi try to persuade me, my dear little sprite, 
That you ’re not a true daughter of ether and light, 
Nor have any concern with those fanciful forms 
That dance upon rainbows and ride upon storms; 
That, in short, you're a woman; your lip and your eye 
As mortal as ever drew gods from the sky.
But I 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 it is 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! bint to him then, ’t is 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, a legitimate child of the spheres, 
Escape from the eye to enrapture the ears.

Sweet spirit of mystery I how I should love, 
In the wearisome ways I am fated to 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, at those 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, 
An exile, and weary and hopeless the while, 
Could you shed for a moment her voice on my ear, 
I will think, for that moment, that Cara is near; 
That she comes with consoling enchantment to speak, 
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.*

* I 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 it leads me to 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.

I fiud, 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.

A TALK.

Annulus ille viri. — Ovid. Amor. lib. ii. eleg. 15.

The 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
With 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,
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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 ring to fit; 

And, thinking it was safest there, 
Thereon he fasten’d it.

And now the tennis sports went on, 
Till they wei-e 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,” quolhhe, “at night again, 
“When none are here to see.”
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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 none 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 beauty glows, 

Like Phoebus, 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 fell 
Its arms embrace him round.

He started up, and then return’d, 
But found the phantom still;

In vain he shrunk, it clipp’d him round, 
With damp and deadly chill!

And when he bent, the earthy lips 
A kiss of horror gave;

’T was like the smell from charnel vaults, 
Or from the mould’ring grave 1

Ill fated Rupert! — wild and loud 
Then cried he to his wife,

11 Oh! save me from this horrid fiend, 
“My Isabel! my life!”

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, 
“As I am wed to thee! ”

And 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, as it strain’d him in its grasp, 
With howl exulting cried: —

“Husband, husband, I’ve the ring, 
‘‘ The ring thou gav’st to me;

“And thou ’rt to me for ever wed, 
“Aslam 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, I 
“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 1

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 'It 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, 
“So I need say no more.
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“To him from me these tablets give, 
“They ’ll 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.

And lo! a group 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 I ”

Then darting at the youth a look 
Which rent his soul with fear

He went unto the female fiend, 
And whisper’d in her ear.

The female fiend 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.

Mapya,pi/ta,t SnXovoi dan^vtov qoov.
Ap. NicEPHOr. in Oneirocritico.

Put 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 BLANK LEAF
OF

A LADY’S COMMONPLACE-BOOK.

Here 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 there!

TO

MRS. BL—.
WRITTEN IN HER ALBUM.

Th ev say that Love had once a book 
(The urchin likes to copy you), 

Where, all who came, the pencil took, 
And wrote, like us, a line 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 touch 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, 

Ruffle 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 for 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, while many a tear he shed, 
Reluctant dung 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 I refer their truth to you, 
Since Love and you are near related.

TO

CARA,
AFTER AN INTERVAL OF ABSENCE.

Conceal’d within the shady wood 
A mother left 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; a light 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!



JUVENILE POEMS. 239

Perhaps, ev’nnow, 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, at our 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:

I thought, — and, oh! forgive the thought. 
For none was e’er by love inspir’d

Whom fancy had not also taught 
To hope the bliss his soul desir’d.

Yes, I did think, in Cara’s mind, 
Though yet to that sweet mind unknown, 

I left one infant wish behind, 
One 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, 
I 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 
CARA, 

OH THE DAWNIHG OF A NEW YEAR’S DAY. 

When midnight 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, my love, 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 happy years to happier glide; 
And still thus may the passing sigh 

We give to hours, that vanish o’er us, 
Be follow’d by the smiling eye,

That Hope shall shed on scenes before us I

TO

.... 1801.

To be the theme of every hour 
The heart devotes to Fancy’s power, 
When her prompt 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,



JUVENILE POEMS. 241

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 
Of a lone, 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 shall 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. lib, jjj,

There lies a shell beneath the waves, 
In many a hollow winding wreath’d, 

Such as of old
Thomai Moore. I. jg
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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 gold.
It bears

Upon its shining side the mystic notes 
Of those entrancing airs ,*

* In the “Histoire Naturelie 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, that the writer as
sures us a very charming trio was sung from one of them. “ On le 
nomme musical, parcequ’il porte sur le dos des lignes noirAtres pleines 
de notes, qui ont une espAce de cld pour les meltre en chant, de sorte 
que 1’on diroit qu’il ne manque que la Ictlre A celte tablature naturelle. 
Ge curieux genlilhomme (M. duMontel)rapporte qu’il en a vfi qui avoient 
cinqlignes, une cl6, et des notes, qui fonnoient un accord parfait. 
Quelqu’un y avoit ajoutA la lettre, que la nature avoit oublide, el la fai— 
soil chanter en forme de trio, dont 1’air 6toil fort agrdable.”— Chap, 
xix. art. 11. The author adds, a poet might imagine 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 heptachord. “ Quam oh 
causam summus ille coeli slellifer cursus , cujus conversio est concila- 
tior, acuto et excitalo movetur sono; gravissimo aulem hie lunaris atque 
infimus.” — Somn. Scip. Because, says Macrobius, “spiritu ul in exlre- 
milate languescente jam volvitur, et propter angustias quibus penulti- 
mus orbis arctatur impelu leniore convertitur.” — In Somn. Scip. 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

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! **
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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, f

pero manca fra loro il perfetto et reciproco amove: la causa principale, 
che ne moslra il loro amore, 6 la lor amicitia armonica et la concor- 
danza, che perpeluamenle si trova in loro.” — Dialog, ii. di Amore, 
p. 58. This “reciproco amore” of Leone is the piZoriyg of the ancieni 
Empedocles, who seems, in his Love and Hate of Ihe Elements, to have 
given a glimpse of the principles of attraction and repulsion. See the 
fragment to which I allude in Laertius, '^ZZot; (iiv fpiAor^Tc, avvtq- 
Xoptv, x. r. A., lib. viii. cap. 2. n. 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 that 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 
hand produce very sweet sounds. “Le m6me auteur (Abenz^gar) dit, 
qu’il y a uncertain arbrc, qui produit des gaules comine d’osier, et 
qu’en les prenant 4 la main et les branlant, clles font une espece d’har- 
monie fort agrdable,” &c. &c. — L'Afrique de Marmol.

+ Alluding to the extinction, or at least 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 aerial 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 earth, what dreams shall rise for thee!

Beneath Hispania’s sun,
Thou 'It see a streamlet run,

Which I ’ve imbued with breathing melody; f 
And there, when night-winds down the current die, 
Thou ’It 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 thick incrustation over 
its surface. This probably suggested the idea of a central fire.

* Porphyry says, that Pythagoras held the sea to be a tear, Tip 
&otkaTtav ptv txakei tivoa, dax^tiov (De VitA); and some one else, if I 
mistake not, has added the planet Saturn as the source of it. Empedoc
les, with similar affectation, called the sea “the sweat of the earth:’’ 
Idqonot See Ritterthutiut 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:— de -Avfpi 
ejirapnoi; tovaa ryv twv xwovpivtov agpovtav avvt^ak-
keto. x. T. k. in Attrolog.

*** Aittke t,Ga(Ji&pov<; rot? aarpots, tvttpt & exaar^v 
71^05 exacrov, xai e/jL^i^aaa^'llS EIS OXHMjI —“Distributing 
the souls severally among the stars, and mounting each soul upon a star 
as on its chariot.” — Plato, Timaeut.

+ This musical river is mentioned in the romance of Achilles Tatius. 
Entt nornpov . . ip de axovsat &ekij<; tod vdaro; kakovvrot;. The 
Latin version, in supplying the hiatus which Is in the original, has placed 
the river in Hispania. “ In HispaniA quoque fluvius est, quern primo as- 
pectu,” &c. &c.
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A liquid chord is every wave that flows, 
Au 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 lyre,***

Sate on the chill Pangaean mount, f
And, looking to the orient dim,

Watch’d the first flowing of that sacred fount, 
From which his soul had drunk its fire.

Oh! think what visions, in that lonely hour, 
Stole o’er his musing breast;

What pious ecstasy ff
Wafted his prayer to that eternal Power,

* These two lines are translated from the words of Achilles Tatius. 
Eav ya^ oliyo; w? ra? Sivaq tpneffi], to /itv vSwq wq
Xogdi] xQovtTai. to St nvtv/za tov vSaroq 7ti.ij»tT^ov yivtTai. to 
qtv/Mx, St wq M&aqa kakti. Lib. ii.

** Orpheus.
*** They called his lyre aqycuoTqonov emaxogSov Oq<pto>q. See 

a curious work by a professor of Greek at Venice, entitled'1 Hebdoma- 
des, sive septem de septenario libri.” — Lib. iv. cap. 3. p. 177.

+ Eratosthenes, in mentioning the extreme veneration of Orpheus 
for Apollo, says that he was accustomed to go to the Pangaean mountain 
al day-break, and there wait the rising of the sun, that he might be the 
first to hail its beams. Erttytigofitvoq Tt T^q vvxroq, Kara tijv tai&i- 
v^v ituto oqoq to xcti.ovfitvov Hayyatov, nqoatptvt Ta,q avaro- 
Aag, Iva iSq tov ’Hliov agwrov. — KaTadTtgia/i. 24.

++ There are some verses of Orpheus preserved to us, which contain 
sublime ideas of the unity and magnificence of the Deity. For instance, 
those which Justin Martyr has produced:

OvToq /itv yot^tov tq ovqavov .tdTijgixTat
Xqvatio) tvi &qova)t *. t. 2. Ad Graec. Cohortat,

It is thought by some, that these are to be reckoned amongst the 
fabrications, which were frequent in the early times of Christianity. 
Still, it appears doubtful to whom they are to be attributed, being too 
pious for the Pagans, and too poetical for the Fathers.
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Whose seal upon this new-born world imprest * 
The various forms of bright divinity!

* In one of the Hymns of Orpheus, he attributes a figured seal to 
Apollo, with which he imagines that deity to have stamped a variety of 
forms upon the universe.

'* Alluding to the cave near Samos, where Pythagoras devoted the 
greater part of his days and nights to meditation and the mysteries of his 
philosophy. lamblich. de Vit. This, as Holsleinius remarks, was in 
imitation of the Magi.

The telractys, or sacred number of the Pythagoreans, on which 
they solemnly swore, and which they called nayav atvaov tyvaew;, 
“ the fountain of perennial nature.” Lucian has ridiculed this religious 
arithmetic very cleverly in his Sale of Philosophers.

■f This diadem is intended to represent the analogy between the 
notes of music and the prismatic colours. We find in Plutarch a vague 
intimation of this kindred harmony in colours and sounds. — Oipu 
xaiaxoi^, /tfzot re xai yo)ro<; rqv agpoviav ejtig>aivovai. — 
De Mueica.

Cassiodorus, whose idea I may be supposed to have borrowed, says, 
in a letter upon music to Boetius, “ Ut diadema oculis, varia luce gem
marum, sic cythara diversitate soni, blanditur auditui.” This is indeed 
the only tolerable thought in the letter. — Lib. ii. Variar.

Or, dost thou know what dreams I wove, 
’Mid the deep horror of that silent bower,**  

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, 
I swear

By the great diadem that twines my hair, 
And by the seven gems that sparkle there, f 

Mingling their beams
In a soft iris of harmonious light, 

Oh, mortal! such shall be thy radiant dreams.
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1 found 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;
I 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 werl thou? 

In pity fly not thus from me;
Thou art my life, my essence now, 

And my soul dies of wanting thee.

TO
MRS. HENRY TIGHE, 

ON READING HER “PSYCHE.”

Teed me the witching tale again
For never has m'y heart or ear 

Hung 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 itself 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 her sighs were sighs of fire, 
The myrtle wither’d as she breath’d.

Oh! you, that love’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 night, 
The night where heaven has 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 
Buonarolti, in his “Osservazioni sopra alcuni frammenti di vasi antici.” 
He thinks the fable is taken from some very occult mysteries, 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, 
as it was not till towards the decline of pagan superstition, that writers 
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 Lilterati 
d’ltalia, tom. xxvii. arlicol. 1, See also the observations upon the ancient 
gems in the Museum Florentinum, vol. i. p. 156.

I cannot avoid remarking here an error into which the French Ency- 
clopddistes have been led by M. Spon, in their article Psyche. They 
say “Petrone fait un rdcit de la pompe nuptiale de ces deux amans 
(Amour el Psyche). Ddja, dit-il,” &c. &c. The Psyche of Pelronius, 
however, is a servant-maid, and the marriage which he describes is that 
of the young Pannychis. See Spon’s Recherches curieuses, ire. 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 DELPHI. +
Cum digno digna..........  Sclpicia.

“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 Poem.
*♦ Constancy.

♦♦♦ By this image the Platonists expressed the middle state of the soul 
between sensible and intellectual existence.

f 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, 
Aphelia’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 early projected, and even announced to the 
public, but which, luckily, perhaps, for myself, 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 that of an
nouncing to some fair votary of the shrine, that the God himself 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 
sketched out; and the short fragment, given above, belongs to an epistle 
by which the story was to have been introduced.

* In the 9lh Pythic ofPindar, 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:

Ei St yt xai jtaQ aoipov WTupf^i^ai, 
Egtor

AkX tig SapvwSq yvaXa ^Oo^ai tctSe.
Euripid. Ion. 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 blissful pride, 
“His lip yet sparkling with the tide 
“That mantles in Olympian bowls, — 
“The nectar of eternal sodls!
‘ ‘ For her, for her he quits the skies, 
‘ ‘ And to her kiss from nectar Hies. 
“ 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! ”

* The Corycian Cave, which Pausanias mentions. The inhabitants 
of Parnassus held it sacred to the Corycian nymphs, who were children 
of the river Plistus.

*• See a preceding note, Vol. I. p- 12J- 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 heresiarch 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.

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 —



252 JUVENILE POEMS.

“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 Chaldea’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.”

• The temple of Jupiter Belus, at Babylon; in one of whose towers 
there was a large chapel set apart for these celestial assignations. “ No 
man is allowed to sleep here,” says Herodotus; “but the apartment 
is appropriated to a female, whom, if we believe the Chaldaean priests, 
the deity selects from the women of the country, as his favourite.” Lib. 
i. cap. 181.

*♦ Fontenelle, in his playful rifacimento of the learned materials of 
Van-Dale, has related in his own inimitable manner an adventure of this 
kind which was detected and exposed at Alexandria. See L’Histoire des 
Oracles, dissert. 2. chap. vii. Crebillon, too, in one of his most amusing 
little stories, has made the G6nie Mange-Taupes, of the Isle Jonquille, 
assert this privilege of spiritual beings in a manner rather formidable to 
the husbands of the island.

Happy the maid, whom heaven allows 
To break for heaven her virgin vows I 
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.
Pit v me, love I 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,
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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 1 let her all enamour’d sink 
In sweet abandonment resign’d, 
Blushing for all our struggles past, 
And murmuring, “lam thine at last!”

SONG.
Think on that look whose melting ray 

For one sweet moment mix’d with mine, 
And for that moment seem’d to say, 

“I dare not, or I 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, tell 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 I ’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 wayto be blest;

She taught me to love her, I lov’d like a child, 
But Kilty could fancy the rest.

This lesson of dear and enrapturing lore
I have never forgot, I allow:

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 fanciful 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 she 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;
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And the worst of it was, we could never agree 
On the road that was shortest to Heaven.

“Oh, Susan!” I’ve said, in the moments of mirth, 
“ What’s devotion to thee or to me?

“I devoutly believe there’s a heaven on earth, 
“And believe that that heaven’s in thee I ’’

IMITATION OF CATULLUS.
TO 1IIMSELF.

Miser Catulle, desinas ineptire, &c.

Cease 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 seem’d all in one, 
Like tapers that commingling shone; 
Thy heart was warm enough for both, 
And hers, in truth, 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, 
To love, and all love’s misery;
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The heyday of his heart is o’er, 
Nor will he court one favour more.

Fly, perjur’d girl I — 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 1 condemn thee; go, and sin no more!” 
St. John , chap, viil.

Oh 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 slay;

As clouds that sully morning skies 
May all be wept in show’rs away.

Go, go, be innocent,—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 I ”

NONSENSE.

Good reader! if you e’er have seen, 
When Phoebus 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,
Thomae Moore. I. jy
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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.

“I never give a kiss (says Prue), 
“To naughty man, for I abhor it." 

She will not give a kiss, 't is true;
She '11 take 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 6 bisogna mutar ni faccia ni voce 
pw esser un Angelo. *

* The words addressed by Lord Herbert of Cherbury to the beautiful 
Nun at Murano. — See hit Life.

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!



JUVENILE POEMS. 259

TO ROSA.
A Tar conserva, e cumulo d’amanti. Patt. 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 dangling 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 not be mine 1

TO PHILLIS.
Phillis , you little rosy rake, 

Thal heart of yours I long to rifle:
Come, give it me, and do not make

So much ado about a trifle I

TO A LADY
ON BEB SINGING.

Thy 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*
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When, tir’d of life and misery,
I wish to sigh my latest breath, 

Oh, Emma! I will fly 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 ’It seem an angel of the sky, 
That comes to charm me into bliss: 

I ’ll gaze and die — Who would not die, 
If death were half so sweet as this?

SONG.
ON THE BIRTHDAY OF MRS. ----

WRITTEN IN IRELAND. 1799.

Of 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 love 
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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Ou 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, Ac.
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 1 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, wbate’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 1 

Then come j my friends, Ac.

SONG.*

• These words were written to the pathetic Scotch air “ Galla Waler. ”

Marv, I believ’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 have ever lov’d like me, — 

Yes, I have lov’d thee too sincerely!
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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 I — 

Fare thee well!

MORALITY.
A FAMILIAR EPISTLE.

ADDRESSED TO

J. AT—NS—N, ESQ. M. R. I. 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 to doubt at last.
I find the doctors and the sages 
Have differ’d in all climes and ages, 
And 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. 
“Like 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 he 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 Cyrend’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, 
“ And Virtue 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! ”

• Aristippus.

Is this morality? — Oh, no 1 
Ev’n I a wiser path could show.
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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 thus 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, I have 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 1

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 bad never drunk till then!

Not harmony’s serenest touch
So stilly could the notes prolong;

They were not heavenly song so much 
As they 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, 
If, 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, 
Hung 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 locks 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 tbeir tender murmurs grown, 

That other sighs unanswer’d stole, 
Nor words it breath’d but theirs alone.

Unhappy nymph1 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 chief had done.

Is their hour of dalliance over ?
Must the maiden’s trembling feet 

Waft 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 sparkle 
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!

SONG.

Take 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 1’homme commence & raisonuer, il cesse de sentir.” 
J. J. Houssbad.

’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 find 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.

Now 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 Si. Pierre’s Etudes de la Nature.
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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 lull’d his pulse to rest;

For, ah! the chill was quite too much, 
And Love expir’d on Reason’s breast!

Nat, 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 shun 
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 worthless world.
’T is in those eyes, so full of love, 

My only worlds I see;
Let but their 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, 
In 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 arm^f
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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. 
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.*

• 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 was sometimes synonymous with and death was
not unfrequently called Jlntavoio noqot;, or “ the passage of the ocean.”

TO HER LOVER.

--------Tf xaAog
Uv&ayoQtiQ, oaooi rt xogov 

niutlVOV. Oracul. Dietrie. a Joan.
Opsop. collecta.

Wa.3 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 
Ils witching wonders, thou sbalt hear them all.
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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.

* Eunapius, in his life of lamblichus, tells us of two beautiful 
little spirits or loves, which lamblichus raised by enchantment from the 
warm springs al Gadara; “ dicens aslantibus (says the author of the Dii 
Fatidici, p. 160.) illos esse loci Genios:" which words, however, are 
not in Eunapius.

I find from Gellarius, that Amatha, in the neighbourhood of Gadara, 
was also celebrated for its warm springs, and I have preferred it as a 
more poetical name than Gadara. Gellarius quotes Hieronymus. “Esl 
et alia villa in vicinia Gadarae nomine Amatha, ubi calidae aquae erum
punt.” — Geograpk. Ant lip lib. iii. cap. 13;

** This belief ofan ocean in the heavens, or “waters above the fir
mament,” was one m the many physical errors in which the early fathers 
bewildered themselves. Le P. Baltus, in his “Defense des Saints Peres 
accuses 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 

Thomat Moore. I. jg

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 fann’d by airs still fragrant with the breath 
Of cloudless climes and worlds that know not death.

Thouknow’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,
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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, aerial grown, 
Nor knowing aught of earth but love alone.
Thither, I thought, 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 Che 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 Saltus, (the opposer of Fontenelle, Van 
Dale, <^c. in the famous Oracle controversy,) see “Biblioth&que des 
Auteurs Eccldsiast. du 18s si^cle, part. 1. tom. ii.”

’ There were various opinions among the ancients with respect to 
their lunar establishment; some made it an elysiuta, and others a pur
gatory; while some supposed it to be a kind of entrepot between heaven 
and earth, where souls which had left their bodies, and those that were 
on their way to join them, were deposited in the valleys of Hecate, and 
remained till further orders. Tots mqi aeXtivijv Xtynv aura; 
xaroixtiv, xat as at*r^c xarw %wgei,v eig tijv nt^iytiov ytvtoiv. 
— Stob. lib. i. Eclog. Physic.

The pupil and mistress of Epicurus, who called her his “dear 
little Leontium” (Atovra^iov')^ 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 belter, I think, if the name were Leontia, as it 
occurs the first time in Laertius; but M. Menage will not hear of this 
reading.
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Aad 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, f 
Whose soul now fix’d, its transmigrations past. 
Found in those arms a resting-place, at last; 
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; hut it 
would be well if certain 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 
forthose “less endearing ties” which he found at home with Xantippe. 
For an account of this extraordinary creature, Aspasia, and her school 
of erudite luxury at Athens, see L’Hisloire de 1’Acaddmie, &c. tom. xxxi. 
p. 69. Sdgur rather fails on the inspiring subject of Aspasia. — “Les 
Femmes,” 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 ipsk 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
tains such truly considerate and rational advice, that it ought to be trans
lated for the edification of all married ladies. See Gale’s OpuscuL Myth. 
Phys. p. 741.

+ 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 
have recourse to the “coma apposititia.” L’Hist. des Perruques, chap. L

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 resembling 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.

* The river Alpheus, which flowed 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. Kou ent tijv Aqt&ox>cav ovtw tov 

Wfigtoaroiti. orav ovv tov oXv/tnuov eogvi], x. t. 2. 
Lib. i.

Think, when he meets at last his fountain-bride, 
What perfect love must thrill the blended tide!
Each lost in each, till, mingling into 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, ’t is 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,
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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 bath fancifully wove. 
But no; no more — soon as to-morrow’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 could 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 ine.

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 team’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 bring thee, love, a golden 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, I read that ready eye,
Which answers when the tongue is loath, 

Thou lik’st the form of either tie, 
And spread’s! 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 I 
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 is 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.

The timid girl now bung her head,
And, as she turn’d an upward glance, 

I saw a doubt its twilight spread
Across her brow’s divine expanse.
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Just then, the garlaud’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

And 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?

Ob! ’I 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 my bosom bid, 
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 cv’n in them, my heart has known 
The sigh to rise, 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 his name thy murmuring tongue 
Perhaps hath all as sweetly dwelt;

Upon his words thine ear hath hung, 
With transport 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 sbouldst 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

................... ’S PICTURE.

Go then, if she, 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 semblance 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, ’t is vain —go, picture, go — 
Smile at me once, and then — adieu!
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FRAGMENT
OF

A MYTHOLOGICAL HYMN TO LOVE.*

* 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 sympathy 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 have studied cosmogonies, when he said 
“ tutto il mondo 6 fatto come la nostra famiglia.”

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 watery waste it lingering died.

Unfelt the pulse, unknown the power,
That latent in his heart was sleeping, —

Oh Sympathy! that lonely hour
Saw Love himself thy absence weeping.

But look, 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.
’Tis she!

Psyche, the firstborn spirit of the air.
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To thee, oh Love, she turns, 
On thee her eyebeam burns: 

Blest hour, before all worlds ordain’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 exp rest, 
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 form 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 cbracteristics 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 caractdres des dityrambes se font sen- 
tir & ceux qui lisent attentivement les odes de Pindare.” Memoir et de 
I'Acad. vol. x.p. 306. The same opinion may be collected from Schmidt’s 
dissertation upon the subject. I think, however, if the Dilhyrambics of 
Pindar were in our possession, we should find that, however wild and 
fanciful, they were byno means the tasteless jargon they are represented, 
and that even their irregularity was what Boileau calls “unbeaudds- 
ordre.” Chiabrera, who has been styled the Pindar of Italy, and from 
whom all its poetry upon the Greek model was called Chiabreresco (as 
Grescimbeni informs us, lib. i. cap. 12.), 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 fill’d), 
In circles flew, and, melting as they flew, 
A liquid daybreak o’er the board distill’d.

All, all was luxury!
All must be luxury, where Lyaeus 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 
(cvv&tTovs St tnoiow — Suid. di&vgapPodid.); such as

Briglindorato Pegaso 
Nubicalpestator.

But I cannot suppose that Pindar, even admidst all the licence of di- 
thyrambics, would ever have descended to ballad-language like the fol
lowing:

Bella Filli, e bella Glori,
Non piii dar pregio a tue bellezze e laci, 
Ghe se Bacco fa vezzi alle mie labbra 
Fo le fiche a’ vostri baci.
-------------------- esse/vorrei Coppier, 
E se troppo desiro
Deh fossi io Bottiglier.

Rime del Chiabrera, part ii. 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, in 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 relined the mixture with 
a little of his own essence, he distributed it among the stars, which 
served as reservoirs of the fluid. — Totv-t tint xai nakiv tm tow 
nqottqov nqnt'nqn tv p tt/v tou yraVTo; ipvytjv mqawvc; t/uayt, 
*. T. A
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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 bead 
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 
Lysus 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 How 
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 evening 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. — Evoa/uvca ta St ra tv KvQqvi] goda.
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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, **

** 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 fall in those regions; thus 
the former: Ta wv rtttga tixa^ovrac; r^v /tova row? ^xv^-as ti xa* 
rove nt^ioixovQ doxew Zf/fiv. — Herodot. lib. iv. 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, will have it that Abaris was a 
Welshman, and that his name is only a corruption of Ap Rees I

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.” — Macrobius , in Somn. Scip. 
lib. i. cap. 14.
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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

* It is Servius, I believe, who mentions this unlucky trip which Hebe 
made in her occupation of cup-bearer; and Hoffman tells it after him: 
“Cum Hebe pocula Jovi administrans, perque lubricum minus cautd 
incedens, cecidisset,” &c.

♦* 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 portal myste- 
ria.” See the Divine Legation, book ii. sect. 4.

Upon a diamond shrine.

The wanton wind, 
Which bad pursued the flying fair, 
And sported mid the tresses unconfined 

Ofber bright hair, 
Now, as she fell, — oh wanton breeze 1 
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!
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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 quaff’d? 

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, 
Enrich’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., there is a Table somewhat like 
this descent of the nectar to earth. Ev ovqavp tow &tov evw/ov/^t- 
vwv, xai tov vtxraqoi; nokkov nctgaHttpivou, avaam^Tijaai 
tov Eyota xa* ovaottaai tji ntt^ tow x^ar^^o? flaciv, xa* 
neoironpai ptv avtov" to St vtxtag tit; rrv vwv txyv&tv, x. t. X. 
Vid. Autor. de Re Rust. edit. Cantab. 1704.

“ The constellation Lyra. The astrologers attribute great virtues to 
this sign in ascendenli, which are enumerated by Ponlano, in his Urania: 

-------Ecce novem cum pectine chordas 
Emodulans, mulcetque novo vaga sidera cantu, 
Quo captae nascentum animae concordia ducunt 
Peclora, die.
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Stealing the soul of music in its flight: 
And 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 Allas’ height, 
Beheld this rosy flame

Descending through the waste of night,
Thought't was some planet, whose empyreal frame 

Had kindled, as it rapidly revolv'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 bis exhaling tresses through the sky, 
0 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. Ent Avyvnrovs ewpaxto; avaro/^- Ttaahov 
vtoyvov y(ioKpovra<; wrtAwrw xa&t^o/ttvov. — Plutarch, thqi ton /j,? 
yqctv tmiiTQ. See also his Treatise de Isid. et Osir. Observing that the 
lotos showed its head above waler al sunrise, and sank again al his sel
ling, they conceived the idea of consecrating this flower to Osiris, or 
the sun.

This symbol of a youlh silling upon a lotos is very frequent on Ibe 
Abraxases, or Basilidian stones. See Montfaucon, tom. ii. plancbe 158., 
and the “Supplement,” &c, tom. ii. lib. vii. chap. 5.

Thomas Moore. I, jg
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Distill’d, in dews, upon the world, 
And every drop was wine, was heavenly wine 1

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 Qings 
The magic mantle of her solar God! *

RINGS AND SEALS.
JlajttQ aq>QayiSe<; ra 

Achilles Tatius , lib. ii.

‘ ‘ Go 1 ” 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 Dowers 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) xaiovat, 
instead of xa/,ovat, 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 to 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.” — MaundTeWt Traveh. See also the notes to Mr. Good’s 
Translation of the Song of Solomon.
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“Take, take them back, the gift and vow, 
‘‘ All sullied, lost and hateful now 1 ”

I took the ring — the seal I took. 
While, oh, her every 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, — 
“Those signets of true love, worth more 
“Than Solomon’s own seal of yore, — 
“Where are those gifts, so sweet, 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.*

* The present Duchess of Hamilton.

05 HER SINGING.

I more 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.

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, a form like thine on earth.

And yet, in all that flowery maze 
Through which my path of life has led. 

When I have 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 it all, at last,
In thee, thou sweetest living lyre, 

Through which the soul of song e’er pass’d, 
Or feeling breath’d its sacred fire.

All that I e’er, in wildest flight
Of fancy’s dreams, could hear or see

Of music’s sigh or beauty’s light
Is realiz’d, at once, in thee 1
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IMPROMPTU,
ON LEAVING SOME FRIENDS.

0 dulces comitum valele coetus! Catullus.

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 meet, 
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 Oblivion dares not pass.

A WARNING.
TO

Oh 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 is 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 thee.

Oh! thou becom’st each moment dearer;
Every chance that brings me nigh thee, 

Brings 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
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To make ten frigid coxcombs vain, 
Than one true, manly lover blest.

A.way, 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.

TO

IVoffti toc gxArara. Euripides.

Come , take thy harp — ’t is 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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Krt 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 VISION OF PHILOSOPHY.

’T was on the Red Sea coast, at morn, we met
The venerable man; * a healthy bloom

* In Plutarch’s Essay on the Decline of the Oracles, Cleombrolus, one 
of the interlocutors, describes an extraordinary man whom he had met 
with, after long research, upon the banks of the Red Sea. Once in every 
year this supernatural personage appeared to mortals, and conversed 
with them; the rest of his time he passed among the Genii and the 
Nymphs. HtQi tqv tqv&qav &akaaaav tv^ov, av&qtonoii; cwa 
nav tro? ana* tvivy/avovia, raAZa dt ovv rai? vi^yai?, 
xcw dat^oai, w? ttpaont. He spoke in a tone not far removed front 
singing, and whenever he opened his lips, a fragrance filled the place: 
qi&tyyoptvov dr rov touov evwSia utatu/t, gov ^oigtov
anowtovtog. From him Cleombrolus 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.

♦♦♦ ------- w&a paxa^oiv
vaoov wutaviSt^
av^ai wtQiwtovatv- av-
■&tpa St XQvcov yti. Pindar. Olymp. ii.

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.
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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 mystic 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’da world! — 
Of visions, by Calliope reveal’d 
To him, *** who trac’d upon his typic lyre

*** 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 diapenle, 
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 to enrich it with as
sociations of the grandest and most interesting nature. See a preceding 
note, for their ideas upon the harmony of 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 weU tuned 
lyre. Some of the ancients were so fanciful as to suppose that the opera-

* 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 
antediluvian knowledge to his posterity. See the extracts made by Bayle, 
in his article, Cham. The identity of Cham and Zoroaster depends upon 
the authority of Berosus (or rather the impostor Annius), and a few more 
such respectable testimonies. See Naudd’s Apologie pour les Grands 
Hommes, &c. chap viii., where he takes more trouble than is necessary 
in refuting this gratuitous supposition.

♦* Chamum 4 posteris hujus artis admiratoribus Zoroastrum, seu 
vivum astrum, propterea fuisse dictum et pro Deo habitum. —Bothart. 
Geograph. Sacr. lib. iv. cap. 1.
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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

* Pythagoras is represented in lamblichus 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 philosophyis supposed by 
some to be the same with Moses. Huett has adopted this idea, Demon
stration Evang61ique, Prop. iv. chap. 2. § 7.; and Le Clerc, amongst 
others, has refuted it. See Biblioth. Choisie, tom. i. p. 75. It is cer
tain, however, that the doctrine,of atoms was known and promulgated 
long before Epicurus. “With the fountains of ^Democritus,” says 
Cicero, “the gardens of Epicurus were watered;’’ and the learned 
author of the Intellectual System has shown, that all the early philoso
phers, till the time of Plato, were a lo mis Is. We find Epicurus, how
ever, boasling that his tenets were new and unborrowed, and perhaps few 
among the ancients had any stronger claim to originality. In truth, if 
we examine their schools of philosophy, notwithstanding the peculiari
ties which seem lo distinguish them from each other, we may generally

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 motion depended 
upon a certain 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 himself, 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 IltQi xoapov attributed to him, Ka&antQ St tv x°QV> 
noQvtpaiov xctTa^avTOi;, x. t. A.

The Abbd Balteux, in his enquiry into the doctrine of the Stoics, 
attributes to those philosophers the same mode of illustration. “ L’&me 
dtoit cause active nouw act tog i le corps cause passive ^St tov mx/- 
a/ttv: —1’une agissant dans 1’autre; et y prenant, par son action 
mdme, un caractdre, des formes, des modifications, qu’elle n’avoil pas 
par elle-mdme; a peu pr^s commel’air, qui, chassd dans un instru
ment de musique, fait connoilre, par les diffdrens sons qu’il produit, les 
diffdrentes modifications qu’il y recoit.” See a fine simile founded upon 
this notion in Cardinal Polignac’s poem, lib. 5. v. 734.
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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 continual 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 but 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 variety of bodies, it re
stores the same body and soul to repeat their former 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 
eadem tempora temporaliumque rerum volumina repeti, ut v. g. sicut 
in isto saeculo Plato philosophus in urbe Atheniensi, in eA scholA quae 
Academia dicta est, discipulos docuit, ita per innumerabilia retro sae- 
cula, multum plexis quidem intervallis, sed cerlis, et idem Plato, et 
eadem 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 explication of 
the periodic revolutions of the world. “EA de causA, qui nunc sunt in 
usuritus, cenlies millies fuerunt, totiesque 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 ilia (decreta) quae passim in phi- 
losophantium scholis ferd obtinent, isla quae peculiaria huic scctae et 
habent contradictionem: i. e. paradoxa.” — Manuduct. ad Stoic. Philot. 
lib. iii. dissertat. 2. But it is evident (as the AbbA Garnier has remarked, 
MAmoires de l’Acad. tom. xxxv.) that even these absurdities of the Stoics 
are borrowed, and that Plato is the source of all their extravagant para
doxes. We find their dogma, “dives qui sapiens,” (which Clement of 
Alexandria has transferred from the Philosopher to the Christian (Pae- 
dagog. lib. iii. cap. 6.) expressed in the prayer of Socrates at the end of 
the Phaedrus. J2 giiZe Ilav ts xat aZ2oi otrot T^de &toi, dot/yre juot 
xaAw yeveo'&at -ravdo&ev • ratoi&ev de oaa rote evro? twat 
pot tpiktcf nXovaiov de vopit,oipi rov Goq>ov. And many other instan
ces might be adduced from the AvteQa.G'toii, the UoZmxo;, &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 Cicero, in the preface to his Paradox
es, calls them Socratica; and Lipsius, exulting in the patronage of 
Socrates, says “Ilie lotus estnoster.” 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.

Rulilius, 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. Redoes not, however, seem to 
have been singular in this opinion. Theophilus of Antioch, if he deserve 
any credit, imputes a similar belief to Pythagoras: — (pijai (Ilv&ayo- 
^ai;) rt twv narrow Dtovg av&q<i)7twv p/rjdtv tpgorri^fir. 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, Koiriot; ovv 
apafytavovffiv afiyoriooi, ort rov &tov tnoi^aav emorttpo^tvor 
ruv av&Qumvwv. — De Placit. Philosoph. lib. i. cap. 1. Plato himself 
has 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, Ovkqvv tixoi; yt ourt/at^ur Deovi;, ovre to 
evavrtov; and Socrates answers, Haw p,tv ovv eixoq, aay^pior yovr 
avrwv txartgov yiyro/xiror eariv; — while Aristotle supposes a still 
more absurd neutrality, and concludes, by no very flattering analogy, 
that the deity is as incapable of virtue as of vice. Kai yag ov- 
Utr ■Q-tiqiov tart xav.ta, ovS' aoiTij, ovrw; ovit &tov. —Ethic. Ni- 
comacn. lib. vii. cap. 1. In truth, Aristotle, upon the subject of Pro
vidence, was little more correct than Epicurus, lie 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 
Iltqi Koopov (if this treatise be really the work of Aristotle) agrees, 
almost verbum verbo, with that in the letter of Epicurus to Pylhocles; 
and both omit the mention of a deity. In his Ethics, too, he intimates 
a doubt whether the gods feel any interest in the concerns of mankind. —. 
Ei yap tiv tnipit^tia tuv av&(M7tw&v vno &twv yimai. It is true, 
he adds VZoTttp doxu, but even this is very sceptical.

In these erroneous conceptions of Aristotle, we trace the cause of 
that general neglect which his philosophy experienced among the early 
Christians, Plato is seldom much more orthodox, but the obscure 
enthusiasm of his style allowed them to accommodate all his fancies to
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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 
who would collect these scattered fragments of orthodoxy might form a 
code in no respect differing from that of the Christian. “ Si extilisset 
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. c. 1.

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. All was fate in the system 
of the Portico. The chains of destiny were thrown over Jupiter himself, 
and their deity was like the Borgia of the epigrammatist, “et Caesar et 
nihil." Not even the language of Seneca can reconcile this degradation 
of divinity. “ Ilie ipse omnium conditor ac rector scripsit quidam fata, 
sed sequilur; semper paret, semel jussit.” — Lib. de Providentia, cap.5.

With respect to the difference between the Stoics, Peripatetics, and 
Academicians, the following words of Cicero prove that he saw but little 
to distinguish them from each other:— “ Peripateticos et Academicos, 
nominibus differenles, re congruentes; a quibus Stoici ipsi verbis magis 
quam senlentiis dissenserunt.” — Academic, lib. ii. 5.; and perhaps 
what Reid has remarked upon one of their points of controversy might 
be applied as effectually to the reconcilement of all the rest. “The 
dispute between the Stoics and Peripatetics 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 to 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 to his brother astronomers. Accordingly we observe some of the 
greatest men of antiquity 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, sometimes 
a Stoic; and, more than once, he acknowledges a conformity with 
Epicurus; “non sine causa igitur Epicurus ausus est dicere semper in 
pluribus bonis esse sapientem, quia semper sit in voluptatibus.” — Tus- 
culan. duaest. lib. v. Though often pure in his theology, Cicero some
times smiles at futurity as a fiction; thus, in his Oration for Cluentius, 
speaking of punishments in the life to come, he says, “Quae si falsa 
sunt, id quod omnes intelligunt, quid ei tandem aliud mors eripuit, 
praeler sensum doloris?”: — though here we should, perhaps, do him 
but justice by agreeing with his commentator Sylvius, who remarks 
upon this passage, “Haec aulem dixit, 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 fiovov xai

The poet, Horace, roves like a butterfly through the 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 him 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 sludiis animum emendare Plalonis, 
Incipiam, authortis, docte Epicure, tuis.

Lib. iii. Eleg. 21.
Though Broeckhusius here 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 has 
ranked him amongst the ecclesiastical writers, while Boccaccio doubts (in 
consideration of his supposed correspondence with St. Paul) whether 
Dante should have placed him in Limbo with the rest of the Pagans — 
even the 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 associating 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 purity, 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 letter to Menoeceus, are rational, amiable, 
and consistent with our nature. A late writer, De Sablons, in his Grands 
Hommes vengds, expresses strong indignation against the Encyclopd- 
disles for their just and animated praises of Epicurus, and discussing 
the question, “si ce philosophe dtoit verlueux,” denies it upon no other 
authority than the calumnies collected by,Plutarch, who himself con
fesses that, on this particular subject, he consulted only opinion and 
report, without pausing to investigate their truth. — Akka Tnv So- 
$av, ov rijv akq&ttav vxonovfitv- 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’u 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, 
Disdains to take at once its briny taint, 
But keeps unchanged awhile tbe lustrous tinge, 
Or balmy freshness, of the scenes 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 its 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 belief which, in reading ecclesiastical history, we yield to tbe 
invectives of the fathers against the heretics, — trusting as little to 
Plutarch upon a dogma of Epicurus, as we would to the vehement 
St. Cyril upon a tenet of Neslorius. (1801.)

The preceding remarks, I wish tbe 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 than, 1 freely 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 Picari’s C6r6m. 
Relig. tom. iv.

** According to Pythagoras, the people of Dreams are souls collected 
together in the Galaxy.— ^/^0£ ds ovtigwv, xdra IIv&ayoQav, al 

a? avvctyta&cn qiijaiv st? TOV yotZa£eav. — 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, 
Ilas been so long my bliss, my fate, 
That life, without this cheering ray, 
Which came, like sunshine, everyday, 
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.

Thomae Moore. I. 20
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TO 
LADY HEATHCOTE, 

ON AN 
OLD RING FOUND AT TUNBRIDGE-WELLS.

“ Tunnebridge est A la m&ne distance de Londres, que Fontaine
bleau 1’esl de Paris. Ce qu’il y a de beau et de galant dans 1’un et 
dans 1’autre sexe s’y rassemble au terns des eaux. La compagnie,” 
&c. &c.

See Memoires de Grammont, Second Part. chap. iii.

Tunbridge- IFells
When Grammont grac’d these happy springs, 

And Tunbridge saw, upon her Pantiles, 
The merriest 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.

Ti xaxov 6 /fAw?; 
Chrysost. Homil. in Eput. ad Hebraeos.

♦ *

* Mamurra, a dogmatic philosopher, who never doubted about any 
thing, except who was his father. — “NullA 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’Hdbreu choque l’Arabique, pour ne point parler de la mauvaise intel
ligence du Latin avec le Grec,” &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 circumforaneA 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 but a poor opinion of 
Galen: — “My very beard (says he in his Paragraenum) has more learn
ing in it than either Galen or Avicenna.”

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, 
Olf 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. **
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When Io! while all that*s  learned 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 just in 
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! * *

* The angel, who scolded St. Jerom for reading Cicero, as Gratian 
tells the story in his “Concordanlia discordantium Canonum," and says, 
that for this reason bishops were not allowed to read the Classics: 
“Episcopus Gentilium libros non legat.” —Distinct. 37. But Gratian is 
notorious for lying — besides, angels, as thejllustrious pupil of Pan- 
tenus assures us, have got no tongues. Ou/ ra wra, ourwg
txttroiq yXwTtw ovd’ av ogyavaTigdoM] <po)V7i<;ayyeXoi<;. — Clem. 
■Alex and. Stromat.

” The idea of the Rabbins, respecting the origin of woman, is not a 
little 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 between women and men, 
The ninny who weds is a pitiful elf, 

For he takes to 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 no more than his tail, 
Why he — leaves her behind him as much as he can.

But to begin my subject rhyme — 
’T was just about this devilish time,
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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 team’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 io 
be a certain sea-monster, who came every day out of the Red Sea to 
teach the Syrians husbandry. — See Jaques Gaffarel (Curiosil6s 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 be really the 
work of this Angelic Doctor. There are some bold assertions hazarded 
in it: for instance, 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 Frey tag 
Adparat. Litt er ar. 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 Vai 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 “Graeco 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.

* Il is much to be regretted that Martin Luther, with all his talents 
for reforming, should yet be vulgar enough to laugh at Camerarius for 
writing to him in Greek. “Master Joachim (says he) has sent me some 
dates and some raisins, and has also written 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 possunl,” is the ignorant speech attributed to 
Accursius; but very unjustly: — for, far from asserting that Greek 
could not ba read, that worthy juris-consult upon the Law6.D. de Bonor. 
Possess, expressly says, “Graecae literae pottunt intelligi et legi.” 
(Vide Nov. Libror. Rarior. Collection. Fascic. IV.)— Scipio Cartero- 
machus seems to have been of opinion that there is no salvation out of 
the pale of Greek Literature: “Via prima salutis GraiH pandelur ab 
urbe: ” and tha 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 lietb a Greek Lexi
cographer.”

•• 'Omn. — 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 pag pot eartv in bac regione ptvovri 
A^iov ab nostris trtidtvta, esse xa^vatq.

Rorsard, the French poet, has enriched his sonnets and odes with many 
an exquisite morsel from the Lexicon. His “ch6re Entelechie,” in ad-



312 JUVENILE POEMS.

He fought the combat syllogistic 
With so much skill and art eristic, 
That though you were the learned Stagyrile, 
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 0 A!—if girl, OE! — 
Which are, quothhe, 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 and Dioptrics, 
Our daemon play’d his first and lop 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 him in), 
Although the dears are apt to get in a 
Strange position on the retina, 
Yet instantly the modest brain 
Doth set them on their legs again! *

• 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 to a society of philosophers at 
Nuremberg, chiefly for his ingenuity in writing a caibalistical letter, not

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 **



314 JUVENILE POEMS.

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 figure 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, cyclopaedias, 
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 Savanle. — People in all ages 
have loved to be puzzled. We find Cicero thanking Atticus for having 
sent him a work of Serapion “ ex quo (says he) quidem ego (quod inter 
nos liceat dicere) millesimam partem vix intelligo.” Lib. ii. episl. 4. 
And we know thatAvicen, the learned Arabian, read Aristotle’s Meta- 
phvsics forty times over for the mere pleasure of being able to inform 
the world that he could not comprehend one syllable throughout them. 
(Nicolas Massa in Vit. Avicen.)



POEMS RELATING TO AMERICA. 315

POEMS
RELATING TO

AMERICA.

TO

FRANCIS, EARL OF MOIRA, 
general in his majesty’s forces, master-general of the 

ORDONANCE, CONSTABLE OF THE TOWER, &C.

Mt Lord,

It is impossible to think of addressing a Dedication to your 
Lordship without calling to mind the well-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. I shall, 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.

lam, my Lord,
With every feeling of attachment 

and respect,
Your Lordship’s very devoted Servant,

THOMAS MOORE.
27. Bury Street, St. James'*, 

April 10. 1806.
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PREFACE.*

The 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 find 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 
prefixed originally to the miscellaneous volume entitled “Odes and 
Epistles,” of which, hitherto, the poems relating to my American tour 
have formed a part.

“ Epistles VI. VII. 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 imbitlers 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 flow 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, it is 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, I have 
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 if! had written volumes in their defence. My reader, how
ever , is apprised of the very bursory 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 their 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 cao hope for but little indulgence 
from the critic; yet I own that, without this seasonable induce
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.

* 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.

TO

LORD VISCOUNT STRANGFORD.
ABOARD THE PHAETON FRIGATE, OFF THE AZORES, BY MOONLIGHT.

Sweet Moon I 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,
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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 only use for knowledge then

To gather bliss from all we knew.
Delicious days of whim and soul 1

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 see 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, if it 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! *

* Alluding to these animated lines in the 44th Carmen of Catullus: — 
Jam mens praetrepidans avet vagari, 
Jam laeti studio pedes vigescunt!

Even now delusive hope will steal
Amid the dark regrets I feel, 
Soothing, as yonder placid beam 

Pursues the murmurers of the deep,
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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'er its calm the vessel glides 

Gently, as if it fear’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!

* 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.

** I believe it is Guthrie who says, that the inhabitants of the Azores 
are much addicted to gallantry. This is an assertion in which even 
Guthrie may be credited.

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! I should have full many a tale, 
To tell of young Azorian maids. * *

Yes, Strangford, at this 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 divine,
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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

* These islands belong to the Portuguese.
Thomat Moore. I. 21

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.
0v(io$ St nor ------------
------------pt 7t(>oG<pwvti taSt'
Fivwaxt rav&^o)7ttta p/t] otfitiv ayav.

Aeschyl. Fragment.

A beam 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.

I reflected, how soon in the cup of Desire 
The pearl of the soul may be melted away;
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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.

I look’d to the west, and the beautiful sky
Which morning had clouded, was clouded no. more: 

“Oh! thus,” I exclaimed, “may a heavenly eye 
“Shed light on the soul that was darken’d before.”

TO

THE FLYING-FISH.*

* 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 similitude be
tween them; avyyfvnav tou; Ttfro^tvoit; ra vtixta. 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.

When 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,
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But takes the wing that God has given, 
And rises into light and heaven!

But, when I see that wing, sobright, 
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! when 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 I leave 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.

TO

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, 
I linger’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 I

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. 
At length 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, 
Thinks 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, unlorded soil, 
Effacing with her splendid share 
The drops that war had sprinkled there. 
Thrice happy land! where he who Dies 
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; —
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Alas, not yet one gleaming trace! * 
Never did youth, who lov’d a face 
As sketch’d by some fond pencil’s skill, 
And 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 Leiters,” and 
the account of Kentucky by Imlay, would seduce us into a belief, that 
innocence, peace, and freedom 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 motives, 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
possession.

“ 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. At the time when we arrived the 
yellow fever had not yet disappeared, and every odour that assailed us 
in the streets 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.

• A trifling attempt at musical composition accompanied this Epistle.
•’ Bermuda.

I thought of home, the according lays 
Came full of dreams of other days; 
Freshly in each succeeding note 
I found some young remembrance float, 
Till following, as a clue, that strain, 
I wander'd back to home again.

Oh! love the song, and let it oft 
Live on your lip, in accents soft. 
Say that it tells you, simply well, 
All I 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 from 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 (hat gentle spirit drew 
From honey flowers the morning dew.
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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 Po6sie a ses monstres comine la nature.” — D’Alembert.

“Thev 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,

* 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.

“ 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 '11 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,
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Till he starting cried, from his dream awake, 
“Oh! when shall I see the dusky Lake, 

“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.

Lady! where’er you roam, 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;

* Lady Donegal!, 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.

Or musing o’er the Lake, at day’s decline, 
Mark the last shadow on that holy shrine,**
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Where, many a night, the shade of Tell complains 
Of Gallia’s triumph and Helvetia’s chains;
Oh I lay the pencil for a moment by, 
Turn from the canvass that creative eye, 
And let its 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 faint 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 crut 
que les anciens th4ologlens etpofites plajoient les champs dlysdes dans 
les isles de l’Oc6an 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 plaintain shades, that round, like awnings, twin’c’ 
And kiss’d on either side the wanton sails, 
Breathing our welcome to these vernal vales;

• Nothing can be more romantic than the little harbour of St. 
George’s. The number of beautiful islets, the singular clearness of the 
water, and the animated play of the graceful little boats, gliding for 
ever between 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.

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 1 
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,
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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 Attic genius; and I seem’d to gaze 
On marble, from the rich Pentelic mount, 
Gracing the umbrage of some Naiad’s fount.

• 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 
cottages, scattered 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.

Then thought I, too, oflhee, 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, at evening, 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, if the 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,
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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.*

* This gentleman is attached to the British consulate at Norfolk. His 
talents are worthy of a much higher sphere; but the excellent disposi
tions of the family with 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, Colo*hel Hamilton, 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 the welcome of such aboard, could 
sit down to write a libel on his host, in the true spirit of a modern phi- 
losophist. See the Travels of the Duke de la Rouchefoucault Liancourt, 
vol. ii.

*• We were seven days on our passage from Norfolk to Bermuda, 
duiing three of which we were forced to lay-to in a gale of wind. The 
Driver sloop of war, in which I went, was built at Bermuda of cedar, 
and is accounted an excellent sea-boat. She was then commanded by 
my very regretted friend Captain Compton, who in July last was killed

FROM BERMUDA, JANUARY, 1804.

Ktivif S' ijvt&otaact *cu,  arqoTtoi;, om
zai fiakkov tmSqoiiw; tnnoi^, 

Hovrp
Callimach. Hymn, in Del. v. 11.

Oh , what a sea of storm we've pass’d! —
High mountain waves and foamy showers, 

And battling winds whose savage blast
Rut 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: ** —



334 POEMS RELATING TO 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 mind. 
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 “SuspendedAnimation!”

Sweet* is your kiss, my Lais dear, 
But, with that kiss I feel a tear

aboard the Lilly in an action 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 merchant-man was at any time a match 
for her.

■ This epigram is by Paul the Silentiary, and maybe found in the 
Analecta of Brunck. vol. iii. p. 72. As the reading there is somewhat 
different from what I have followed in this translation, I shall give it as 
1 had it in my memory at the time, and as it is in Heinsius, who, I be
lieve, first produced the epigram. See his Poemata.

'HSv ptv tan gukijiia to .AaiSo<i' ^Sv St avtatv 
HmoSivi/Totv Sax^v yttKi pkitpaqutv, 

Kai nolv xi/Xiiovaa cso^ti^ tv^oatqvyov aiyk^v, 
'H/itttqa xtfakijv Stj^ov tQtiaafnvt].

Mvoo/itvnv S' ttpitojaa' ta S oj? S^oat^i; ano nnwz, 
Aaxqva fuyvv/ifvoiv mntt xata Ctonatav’

Eat S' avti^o/ifva>} tivot; ovvtxa Saxqva Xfifltu;; 
JuSia/iq fit kini}? ta rt yag o^xanatai.
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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 t<\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, 
Bathing 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.

Such, 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 sweetly 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 bank 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 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 to us so near the surface that it seemed impossible we should 
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 Theodidacius 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 
casuistical question occurs to Theodidacius, and he asks, “Whether 
baptism may be performed with the waters of Venus?” — “Anaquis 
globi Veneris baptismus institui possit?” to which the Genius answers, 
“Certainly."

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! *♦  —
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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.*

• This idea is Father Kircher’s. “Tot animates soles dixisses."— 
Itinerar. I. Rial. i. cap. 5.

J'homat Moore. 1. 22

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.

That 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.
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Yet do I 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,
Whose lip 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 NEA?
WRITTEN AT BERMUDA.

NEA niqawti.
Eurifid. Medea, y. 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 I 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 1 whose eyes of light, 

Though little priz’d when all my own, 
Now float before me, soft and bright 

As when they first enamouring 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. 
O bloom of youth profusely shed! 
0 moments! simply* vainly 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 — on 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.
Profert. lib. iv. eleg. 8.

I pray 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 vain 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.
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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 madness in your sight?

Divinely through the graceful dance, 
You seem’d lo float in silent song,

Bending to earth that sunny 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 I

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, at least, 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.
I just bad 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 thrill’d to Sappho’s sigh.
Thus, waking, dreamt I, — and when Sleep 

Came o’er my sense, the dream went on;
Nor, through her curtain dim and deep t 

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 bloom’d around.

Oh! ’t was a bright, bewildering scene — 
Along the alley’s deepening green 
Soft lamps, that hung 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 
Varielat. 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.

• In Hercynio Germaniae saltu inusitata genera alitum accepimus, 
quarum plumae, ignium modo, colluceant noctibus. — Plin. lib. x. 
cap. 47.

*• The Milesiacs, or Milesian fables, had their origin in Miletus, a 
luxurious town of Ionia. Aristides was the most celebrated author of 
these licentious fictions. See Plutarch (in Crasso), who calls them 
awiMta

*** “ Some of the Cretan wines, which Athenaeus calls oivoq av&o- 
apiag, from their fragrancy resembling that of the finest flowers.” — 
Barry on Winet, chap. vii.

f It appears that in very splendid mansions, the floor or pavement

And, Nea, thou wertbymy 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, f
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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!

Welt. — 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 
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 t shape were a favourite ornament among the 
women of antiquity. 01 tmxaqmot oq>tu; xou al xqvaai mdai 0at- 
Joc xai Aqictayoqa^ xai Aabdoq <paq/iaxa. Philoitrat. Epist. xl. 
Lucian, too, tells us of the Pqa-/toiGt Sqaxovrft;. 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 modern toilet.

* * TaqavxiviSiov, diaipavtg ivSv/mx, wvonaaptvov ano rifi Ta- 
qavtwwv xquaiwi *ou, Tqvip^t;. — Pollux.

Apiana, mentioned by Pliny, lib. xiv. and “ now called the Mus- 
calell (a muscarum telis),” says Pancfrollus, book i. sect 1. chap. 17.

+ I had, 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, 
I 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.

If I were yonder wave, my dear,
And thou the isle it clasps arouud, 

I would not 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 
gentlemen 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 sixteenth cen
tury), was sent Patriarch of the Latin church to Ethiopia, and has left 
us most wonderful stories of the Amazons and the Griffins which he en
countered. — Travelt of the Jetuitt, 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.) I mention this work, however, less for its authority than 
for the pleasure I feci in quoting 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, mybelov’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, or rare, 

Sweet to the sense, or pure to though t, 
But thou art found reflected there.
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THE
SNOW SPIRIT.

No, ne’er did the wave in its element steep 
An island 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 here.

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, what a moment it lasts, 
Should the Snow Spirit ever come here.

But fly 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 inland is sweet, 
But the Snow Spirit cannot come here.
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Evtav&a St xafhaquiotai q/uv. xai 6, it /itv ovo/ia ri] 
vijay, ovx otSa' ygvai] S’av ngoi; ye t/iov ovo/ia£oiro.

Philostrat. Icon. 17. 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.

* 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;” ano riy? aXij&ttat;.

’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 — 
I knew 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,
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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 
Ils 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, as I thought, a lustre 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.



352 POEMS RELATING TO AMERICA.

A STUDY FROM THE ANTIQUE.

Behold, 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, that I am he, 
And just as warm as he is chilling;

Imagine, too, that thou art she, 
But quite as coy as she is willing:

’ 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 Florentinum, tom. ii. tab. 43,44. There 
are few subjects on which poetry could be more interestingly employed 
than in illustrating some of these ancient statues 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 I lay
Upon thy wreathed locks behind:

And thus I feel thee breathing sweet, 
As slow to mine thy head I move;

And thus our lips together meet,
Aud thus,—and thus, — I kiss thee, love.

— }.iPa,voTO> fixafftv, ort cL7tokkvp,evov tvqiyaivti.
Aristot. Rhetor. lib. iii. cap. 4.

There's not a look, a word of thine, 
My soul hath e’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 murmur fell

From that beguiling tongue ,
Which did not, with a lingering spell,
Upon my charmed senses dwell, 

Like songs from Eden sung.
Ah! that I could, at once, forget

All, all that haunts me so —
And yet, thou witching girl, — and yet, 
To die were sweeter than to let

The lov’d remembrance go.
No; if this slighted heart must see

Ils faithful pulse decay,
Oh let it die, remembering thee,
And , like the burnt aroma, be

Consum’d in sweets away.

Thomas Moore. 1. 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 description of the 
Bermudas might afford a pleasing addition to the geographical library; ” 
but there certainly are not materials for such a work. The island, since 
the time of its discovery, has experienced so very few vicissitudes, the 
people have been so indolent, and their trade so limited, that there is 
but little which the historian could amplify into importance; and, with 
respect to the natural productions of the country, the few which the in
habitants can be induced to cultivate are so common in the West Indies, 
that they have been described by every naturalist who has written any 
account of those islands.

It is often asserted by the trans-Atlantic politicians that this little 
colony deserves more attention from the mother-country than it receives, 
and it certainly possesses advantages of situation, to which we should’ 
not be long insensible, if it were once in the hands of an enemy. I was 
told by a celebrated friend of Washington, at New York, that they had 
formed a plan for its capture towards the conclusion of the American 
War; “ with 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 harassing 
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 extensive, and embrace a general system of 
education; which would relieve the colonists from the alternative to 
which they are reduced at present, of 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-bringing hour.
When friends are assembled, when wit, in full flower,
Shoots forth from the lip, under Bacchus’s dew, 
In blossoms of thought ever 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 fancy in play,
And oh, — such a vision as haunted me then
I would slumber for ages to witness again.
The many I like, and the few I adore,
The friends who were dear and beloved before,
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 
affectionate languor in their look and manner, which is always interest
ing. What the French imply by their epithet aimante seems very much 
the character 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 lone of tenderness that 
never fails to fascinate. The men of the island, Iconfess, arenotverv 
civilized; and the old philosopher, who imagined that, after this life, 
men would be changed into mules, and women into turtle-doves would 
find the metamorphosis in some degree anticipated at Bermuda. ’

23*



356 POEMS RELATING TO AMERICA.

Not the valleys Hersan (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 to 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 flutters her wing to the wind, 
And will soon leave these islets of Ariel behind. 
What billows, what gales is she fated to prove , 
Ere she sleep in the lee of the land that I love! 
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 ot 
bucolic poetry, was nursed by the nymphs. See the lively description of 
these mountains in Diodorus Siculus, lib. iv. ’Hqaia yao nara 

Sixtkiav tariv, a qiaat xa22fi, x. t. 2.
** A ship, ready to sail for England.
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THE

STEERSMAN’S SONG,
WRITTEN ABOARD THE BOSTON FRIGATE 28th APRIL.*

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
I stand, and, as my watehful eye 

Doth mark the needle’s faithful thrill,
I think of her I love, 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’t is 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,
AU hands are up the yards to square, 

And now the floating stu’n-sails waft 
Our stately ship through waves and air.

Oh! then 1 think that yet for me
Some breeze of fortune thus may spring, 

Some breeze to waft me, love, to thee — 
And in that hope I smiling sing,

Steady, boy! so.
• I left Bermuda in the Boston about the middle of April, in com

pany with the Cambrian and Leander, aboard the latter of which was 
the Admiral, Sir Andrew Mitchell, 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.*

* 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 ddveloppant de 1’obscuritd 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 dor6s que la nuit 
avoit ravie,” &c. &c. — See L'Uistoire det Antilles, art. 2. chap. 4. liv. i.

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, 

Some milder joys may come, like thee, 
To cheer, if not to warm, the gloom!

TO

THE LORD VISCOUNT FORBES.
FROM THE CITY OF WASHINGTON.

If 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 crimes 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:
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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, at once the idiot and the sage;
When still we see, through every varying frame 
Of arts and polity, his course the same, 
And know 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 lo shed the light within, 
And dream of virtue while we see but sin.

Even here, beside the proud Polowmac’s stream , 
Might sages still pursue the flattering theme 
Of days to come, when man shall conquer 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 reign 
“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. “Here the sciences and the arts 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 
tyrannv: here genius, aided by all the improvements of former ages,
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“Here shall religion’s pure and balmy draught 
“In form no more from cups of state be quaff’d, 
4 ‘ But flow for all, through nation, rank, and sect, 
“Free as that heaven its tranquil waves reflect. 
“Around the columns 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 longer here shall Justice bound her view, 
“Or wrong the many, while she rights the few; 
“But take her range through all the social frame, 
“Pure 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, I see 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, believe 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 
their^minds with religious and philosophical knowledge,” &c. &. —
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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. *

* “What will be the old age of this government, if it is thus early 
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 1794. This curious memo
rial may be found in Porcupine’s Works, vol. i. p. 279. 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 moment’s delusion 
with respect to the purity of American patriotism.

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 
O’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 unchaslen’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, graft a virtue on each warm excess. 
But no; ’t is heartless, speculative ill, 
All youth’s transgression with all age's chill; 
The apathy of wrong, the bosom’s ice, 
A slow and cold stagnation into vice.
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Long has the love of gold, that meanest rage, 
And latest folly of man’s sinking age, 
Which, rarely venturing in the van of life, 
While nobler passions wage their heated strife. 
Comes skulking last, with selfishness and fear, 
And dies, collecting lumber iu 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. *

* “Nous voyons que, dans les pays oil 1’on n’est affects que de 
1’esprit de commerce, on trafique de toules les actions humaines et de 
toutes les vertus morales.” — Montesquieu, de I'Esprit des Lois, 
liv. xx. chap. 2.

** I 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 motives of some of 
the leading American demagogues.

•*' The most persevering enemy to the interests of this country, 
amongst the politicians of the western world, has been a Virginian 
merchant, who, finding it easier to settle his conscience than his debts, 
was one of the first to raise the standard against Great Britain, and has 
ever since endeavoured to revenge upon the whole country the obliga
tions which he lies under to a few of its merchants.

Already in this free, this virtuous state, 
Which, Frenchmeu tell us, was ordain’d by fate, 
To show the world, what high perfection springs 
From rabble senators, and merchant kings, — 
Even here already patriots learn to steal 
Their private perquisites from public weal, 
And, guardians of the country’s sacred fire , 
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, ***
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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.

• 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 to express. In saying this, I 
refer less to the comments of that writer 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 se
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 nu
merous emigrations, which are expected to take place, from the sou
thern slates to this newly acquired territory, will considerably diminish 
the while population, and thus strengthen the proportion of negroes, to 
a degree which must ultimately be ruinous.

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 — I’d rather hold my neck 
By doubtful tenure from a sultan’s beck,
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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 rulerand the man made brute.

But, whilelthus, my friend, in flowerless song. 
So feebly paint, what yet 1 feel so strong, 
The ills, the vices of the land, where first 
Those rebel fiends, that rack the world, werenurst, 
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 drcams 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! turn to him, beneath 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 WASH1SGTOK.

z/iiy/^ao/zat tow? amoTa. Mtvwva on> ittnovQa
oux *V(l)V. „ ,

* The “black Aspasia” of the present •••*•*•• of the United Stales, 
inter Avernales hand 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 to be. 
as it were, a second Rome.” — Weld'* Travelt, letter iv.

A little stream runs through the city, which, with intolerable af
fectation, they have styled the Tiber. It was originally called Goose- 
Creek.

+ “To be under the necessity of going through a deep wood for one 
or two miles, perhaps, in order to see a next-door neighbour, and in

Xenophont. Epnet. Ephesiac lib. v.

’T is evening now; beneath the western star 
Soft sighs the lover through bis 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 freedom in his bondsmaid’s arms. *

In fancy now, beneath the twilight gloom, 
Come, let me lead thee o’er this “second Rome I ”** 
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’n now, adorn 
With shrines unbuilt and heroes yet unborn, 
Though nought but woods f and J—n they see, 
Where streets should run and sages ought to be.
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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 towering 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 city, is a curious and, I believe, a novel circumstance.” — 
Weld, letter iv.

The Federal City (if it must be called a city) has not been much 
increased since Mr. Weld visited it. Most of the public buildings, which 
were then in some degree of forwardness, have 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
ture, 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 Herodotus, 
and say, ra de tv

The private buildings exhibit the same characteristic displav of ar
rogant speculation and premature ruin; and the few ranges of'houses 
which were begun some years ago have remained so long waste and un- 
Gnished that they are now for the most part dilapidated.

• 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 Noles 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 cresi? 
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 heaven 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, 
In full malignity 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 iheir 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 learu a statesman’s art, 
Nature design’d thee for a hero’s mould, 
But, ere she cast thee, let the stuff grow cold.

While loftier souls command, nay, make their fate 
Thy fate made thee and forc’d thee to be great.
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 sufficiently re- 
covered. — Recherchet sur les AmeTicainS) part i. 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, than,all thou didstjbriear to be. 
Nor yet the patriot of one land alone, — 
For, thine’s a name all nations claim their 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 beast its 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 to all the graces of life, which distin
guishes the present demagogues of the United States, and has become 
indeed too generally the characteristic of their countrymen. But there 
is another cause of the corruption of private morals, which, encouraged
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While I, as oft, in fancy’s drcam shall rove, 
With thee conversing, through that land I love, 
Where, like the air that fans her fields of green, 
Her freedom spreads, unfever’d and serene; 
And sovereign man can condescend to sec 
The throne and laws more sovereign still than he.

LINES
WRITTEN ON LEAVING PHILADELPHIA.

— T-qvSt tj/p noltv q>iJ.o><; 
Emotv • tna^ia yay.

Sophocl. Oedip. Colon, v. 753.

Ano ne 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 interests of the com
munity, seems to threaten the decay of all honest principle in America. 
I allude to those fraudulent violations of neutrality to which they are in
debted for the most lucrative part of their commerce, and by which 
they have so long infringed and counteracted the maritime rights and 
advantages of this country. This unwarrantable trade is necessarily 
abetted by such a system of collusion, imposture, and perjury, as can
not fail to spread rapid contamination around it.

Thomas Moore. I. 24
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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’er the wanderer’s dream; 

Thrice blest be that eye, and may passion as soft, 
As free from a pang, ever mellow its beam!

The stranger is gone — but he will not forget,
When at home he shall talk 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.*

* 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. See the drawing of them in Mr. Weld’s book. According to 
him, the perpendicular height of the Cohos Fall is fifty feet; but 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 interesting 
beauty which these wonderful cataracts exhibit.

Gia era in loco ove s’ udia ’1 rimbombo
Dell’acqua—. Dante.

From rise of morn till set of sun
I’ve seen the mighty Mohawk run;
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And as I mark’d the woods of pine 
Along his mirror darkly shine. 
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, 
I 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; — 
Ob, be my falls as bright as thine! 
May heaven’s relenting rainbow shine 
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.*

* The idea of this poem occurred to me in passinglhrough 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 
1779, when General Sullivan, with an army of 4000 men, drove them from 
their country to Niagara, where, being obliged lo 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.” — Marte's American Geography.

*** The alligator, who is supposed to lie in a torpid stale all the win
ter, in Ibe bank of some creek or pond, having previously swallowed a

Qua via difficilis. quaque est via nulla.
Ovid. 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! I hear 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 — 
Think, '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:
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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 I 
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 
O’er the deep and dark morass, 
Where the trembling Indian brings 
Belts of porcelain, pipes, and rings , 
Tributes, to be hung in 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 tells 
us) among the Hurons. “They laid the dead body upon poles at the lop 
of a cabin, and the murderer was obliged to remain several days to
gether, and to receive all that dropped from the carcass, not only on 
himself but on his food.”

♦» “We find also collars of porcelain, tobacco, ears of maize, 
skins, &c. by the side of difficult and dangerous ways, on rpcks, 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, 
Rankling all, the wretch expires!

TO 

THE HONOURABLE W. R. SPENCER.
FROM BUFFALO, UPON LAKE ERIE.

Nec venit ad duroa musa vocata Gelas. 
Ovid, ex 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 Charlevoix'! Letter on the 
Tradition! and the Religion of the Savagei of Canada.

Father Hennepin too mentions this ceremony; he also says, “We 
took notice of one barbarian, who made a kind of sacrifice upon an 
oak al the Cascade of St. Antony of Padua, upon the river Mississippi.” 
— See Hennepin'! 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, nor rises, nor expands, nor flows. 
Take Christians, Mohawks, democrats, and all 
From the rude wig-wam to the congress-hall, 
From man the savage, whether slav’d or free, 
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 same 
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 its 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 ha If—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! not so — the Muse of Nature lights 
Her glories round; she scales the mountain heights, 
And roams the forests; every wond’rous spot 
Burns 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.

* 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 Ihis culti
vated little circle that love for good literature and sound politics, which 
he feels so zealously himself, and which is so 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. If I 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.

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,
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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 1 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 barrenness 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; — 
It is to you, to souls that favouring heaveu 
Has made like yours, the glorious task is given: — 
Oh! butforswcA, 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 happy 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 I’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, those 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.

J2 IIATPJS, 'ni SOY KAPTA NYN MNEIAN EXn. 
Euripides.

BALLAD STANZAS.

I knew 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, 
“ 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 I blam’d, 
“How blest could I live, and bow 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! ”

CANADIAN BOAT SONG.
WRITTEN ON

THE RIVER ST. LAWRENCE.’

Et remigem canlus hortalur.
Quintilian.

Faintly 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 five days in descending the river from Kingston 
to Montreal, exposed to an intense sun during the day, and at ;night 
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 voyageurt had good voices, and sung perfectly in tune together. 
The original words of the air, to which I adapted these stanzas, appeared 
to 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 rencontrd
Deux cavaliers trfes-bien months;

And the refrain to every verse was,
A 1’ombre d’un bois je m’en vais jouer, 
A 1’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 everv little memorial of scenes or feel
ings that are past, the melody may, perhaps, be thought common and 
trifling; but I remember when we have entered, at sunset, upon one 
of those beautiful lakes, into which the St. Lawrence so grandly and
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Sood as the woods on shore look dim, 
We ’ll sing at St. Ann’s our parting hymn.*  
Row, brothers, row, the stream runs fast, 
The Rapids are near and the daylight’s past.

• “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 the island, 
which is dedicated to the tutelar saint of voyagers.” — Mackenzie, Ge
neral History of the Fur Trade.

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 voyageure 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.
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TO THE

LADY CHARLOTTE RAWDON.

FUOM THE BANKS OF THE ST. LAWRENCE.

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 every 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 tuneful accent! proud to feel 
That notes like mine should have the fate to steal, 
As o’er thy hallowing 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!

• “ Avendo essi per costume di avere in venerazione gli alberi grandi 
et anlichi, :quasi che siano spesso riceltaccoli di anime beate.” — Pietro 
della Valle, part second., lettera 16 da i giardini di Sciraz.

I dreamt not then that, ere the rolling year 
Had fill’d its circle, I should 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 sleep,
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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 bis 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 brittle 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, 
Sleeps beneath the light canoe, 
Which, reflected, floating there, 
Looks as if it hung in air. ***

*** 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 upwards 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 huug suspended in that element. It was impossible to look at
tentively through this limpid medium, at the rocks below, without find
ing, before many minutes were elapsed, your head swim and your eyes 
no longer able to behold the dazzling scene.”

+ Aprds avoir traversd plusieurs isles peu considerables, nous en 
trouvAines le qualrieme jour une fameuse nominee 1’Isle de Manitoualin. 
— Voyaget du. Huron de Lahontan, tom. i. let. 15. Manataulin signifies 
a Place of Spirits, and this island in Lake Huron is held sacred by the 
Indians.

Then, when I have stray’d a while 
Through the Manataulin isle, j- 
Breathing all its holy bloom, 
Swift I mount me on the plume

• “The departed spirit goes into the Country of Souls, where, ac
cording to some, it is transformed into a dove." — Charlevoix, upon 
the Traditiont and the Religion of the Savaget of Canada. See the 
curious fable of the American Orpheus in Lafitau, tom. i. p. 402.

»• “The mountains appeared to be sprinkled with white stones, which 
glistened in the sun, and were called by the Indians manetoe aseniah, 
or spirit-stones." — Mackenzie’! Journal.
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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.

* “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.” — Norse.

*• The islands of Lake Erie are surrounded to 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 the 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.” — Norse.

+ “ L’oiseau mouche, gros comine un hanneton, est de toutes cou- 
leurs, vives et changeantes: iltircsa subsistence des lleurs commes les 
abeilles; son nid est fait d’un cotton tr^s-fin suspendu a une branche

Then my playful hand I steep 
Where the gold-thread *** loves 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,
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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 Dakes 
Melt along the ruffled 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 freezing air, 
With the snow-bird * soft and fair 
As the fleece that heaven flings 
O’er his little pearly wings, 
Light above the rocks I play, 
Where Niagara’s starry spray, 
Frozen on the cliff, appears 
Like a giant’s starting tears. 
There, amid the island-sedge, 
Just upon the cataract’s edge, 
Where the foot of living man 
Never trod since time began, 
Lone I sit, at close of day, 
While, beneath the golden ray, 
Icy columns gleam below, 
Feather’d round with falling snow, 
And an arch of glory springs, 
Sparkling as the chain of rings 
Round the neck of virgins hung, — 
Virgins, ** who have wander'd young

d’arbre.” — Voyages aux Indes Occidentales, par 31. Bossu, secondo 
pari, lett. xx.

* Emberiza hyemalis. — See Imlay's Kentucky, p. 280.
* • Lafitau supposes that there was an order of vestals established

Thomas Moore- 1. 25
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O’er the walers of Ihe west 
To the land where spirits rest I

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, 
Shooting 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, 
And, 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 well, 
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 
I once indulg’d by Trent’s inspiring stream;

among the Iroquois Indians. — J^oeurs det Sauvages Americaisu, $c. 
tom. i. p. 173.

Vedi che sdegna gli argomenti umani; 
Si che remo non vuol, ne altro velo, 
Che 1’ ale sue tra lili si lontani.
Vedi come 1’ ha dritte verso ’1 cielo 
Traltando 1’ aere con 1' cterne penne; 
Che non si mutan, come mortal pelo.

Dante, PuTgator, cant. ii.
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Of ail my sunny moms and moonlight nights 
On Donington’s green lawns and breezy heights.

Whether I trace the tranquil moments o’er 
When I have seen 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 read 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, ail softness, yet all fire; — 
Whatever hue my recollections lake, 
Even the regret, the very pain they wake 
Is mix’d with happiness; — but, ah I 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 TO 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 llowcr.

25*
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Oh! could, we have borrow’d from Time but a day, 
To renew such impressions again and again, 

The things we should look aud imagine and say 
Would be worth all the life we had wasted till then.

What we had not the leisure or language 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

* This is one of the Magdalen Islands, and, singularly enough, is 
the properly of Sir Isaac Coffin. The above lines were suggested by a 
superslition very common among sailors, who call this ghost-ship, I 
think, “the flying Dutchman.”

We were thirteen days on our passage from Quebec to Halifax, 
and I had been so spoiled by Ihe 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.

GULF OF ST. LAWRENCE,

LATE IN THE EVENING, SEPTERBER, 1801.

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.
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There lieth a wreck on the dismal shore
Of cold and pitiless Labrador;
Where, under the moon, upon mounts of frost, 
Full many a mariner’s bones are tost.
Yon shadowy bark hath been to that wreck, 
And the dim blue lire, 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 1
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,*

• Commanded by Captain J. E. Douglas, with whom I returned to 
England, and to wnom I am indebted for many, many kindnesses. In 
truth, I should but offend the delicacy of my friend 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.

ON-

LEAVING HALIFAX FOR ENGLAND, 
OCTOBER, 1804.

Noarov Ttgotpaatc; y).vxtQOV.
Pindar. Pyth. 4.

With triumph this morning, oh Boston! I hail
The stir of thy deck and the spread of thy sail,
For they tell me I soon shall be wafted, in thee,
To the flourishing isle of the brave and the free,
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And that chill Nova-Scotia’s unpromising strand * 
Is the last I shall tread of American land.

• Sir John Wentworth, the Governor of Nova-Scotia, very kindly 
allowed me to acqomp^ny him on his visit to the College, which they 
have lately established at Windsor, about forty miles from Halifax, and 
I was indeed most pleasantly surprised by the beauty and fertility of the 
country which opened upon us after the bleak and rocky wilderness by 
which Halifax is surrounded. — I was told that, in travelling onwards, 
we should find the soil and the scenery 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.

Well — peace to the land 1 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, if health do not temper and sweeten the blast, 
If no 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 seen, 
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 
On 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
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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, 
I can read in the weather-wise glance of thine eye, 
As it follows the rack flitting 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! thouknowest, 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, 
And ask it, in sighs, how we ever could part? —

But see! — the bent top-sails are ready to swell — 
To the boat — lam with thee — Columbia, farewell!
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