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" Preface;

AT is aith great viffidence that the author submits the
Jollowing pooms to the public eye.  The aworld is alréady so
amply stocked with bad poetry, that a avriter should be cau-
tions bow-Be iWcrowsés the ‘beap-: -and i -real patriot ekght
20 be tenderly joclons, cven-of the-literary veputation of his
country. . ’
Many of the original pieces beve presemted to the pub-
lic awere written at -an early 'peribdi'of-"l;fa—-uot a fiw
awere only mowAtary Hfasions, and nerie:df Yhem cwere com-
posed with much premedisdtion.  But asnothing be can mw
offer will makesheon: betber, 'he desists fRom any farther np-
" 0gy, and quictly resdgfis them to thir fate.
The specimens frowm Ossian, are taken from a work Wiove
Leisavaly vomposed, arld thersfove, ‘if bud, bave'less to pledd #n
their excuse. - Mutpherson’s Prosestranshation of these goems
S into.the puihor's hands-ar-carly-as. the year 1539, when
they were but little knvem in #his cauntsy, ‘they:plearved. bim,
and be then attempted to turn a few passagesinto heroic verse.
The awork was amasing, and be has from time to time con-
Zinued it.  The greater part of these poems are now complet-
- ¢d ; and on the favorable reception of the specimens awill de-
W pend the futare publication of the whule version. »
a Should he meet with the encouragement awhich every au-
s 2hor avishes, he purposes to give bis versian to the pudlic in
¥ #wo octavo volumes with esplanatory motes avhich he has
; glready prepared, and also to offer some arf)umcnt: in addi-
2ion to those urged by Mr. Macpherson, Dr. Blair, and
ebers, in faver of the authemticity of Ossian's poetnsy against.
I sbe opinion of Docler Joknson and bis party. '
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ON

‘OSSIAN aNp His POEMS.

THY strains, great Celtic Bard ! divinely sho.v
‘What unassisted nature can bestow.
In thee, blest genius ! we with rapture trace
The Grscian dignity, and Remax grace.
Is war thy theme ? thou driv’st us oer the plain
Where all the horrors of grim slaughter reign.
Gleams the bwight steel ! loud clangs the dreadful shield !”
And universal havoc loads the ﬁcld !

Or whea the muse to softer sub;ects warms
Thy feeling soul ; tir’d with the din of arms ;
‘What sweet, what fierce emotions doft thou prove ? .
Thro’ all the labyrinths of sense we rove, )
Thou giv’st us all the joys, and all the pangs of lov\

Do past'ral scenes invite ? at once we see
The artless charms of sweet simplicity.
‘The mist-rob’d hill, the venerable oak,
The pebbly fountaip and the moss-grown tock,
B
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Lakes, woods with all their deer in prospect rise,
And the gay landscape swims before our eyes.

But chief on plaintive themes thou lov’st to dwell,
‘Thou lead'st us to the lonely, chearless cell ;
Where Morxa wept and bled, and fierce Duchomar fé

Again when folemn thoughts thy breaft excite,
Or heav'n-born vifions blefs thy ravish'd sight.
To Allad’s fecret cave thou dost retire, 4 '
Trembling we stand, in doubt which most t’ adire,
The Dxuin’s wisdom or the Foar’; fire.

‘Each‘ gentle spirit, and each gloomy ghost,
That haunts the hill, or darkens round the coast ;
Or taints t he air, or sails.upon the clouds,

Or shaks the forests, or embroils the Ro0ds ;
All, all obey thy ned, swell the bold strain,
‘Whilst lightning, thunder, meteors, wind and rain,

‘Each object nature gives assists thy-plan,

And not a sun-beam darts from heav’n in vain.

We trace with secret transport in thy. Page,
The-maaners of a.rude, yet. manly age.



mis POEMS.

Tho’ few their Jaws, no robber dar’d invade,
To hunt, not plunder, was a licenc’d trade.
Mild, gen’rous, brave ! submissive to the fair,
And hospitable midst the rage of war.
For when night parts, all thoughts of battle cease,
And ev'ry warrior tastes the joys of peace.

Wide smokes the baaquet, the full shell goes round,
And mirth and music thro’ thy halls resound,
Nqnc are excluded from. thy gen’rous feasts,
But ev’n thy foes are bidden; welcome guests.

Nor less thy characters our wonder claim,
All strongly mark’d: all difPring, yet the same.
Their universal passions Love and FAME.
Save thy great father, Morvens bero, sage,
The joy, deligh§pand wondér of the age !
Fir'd with thy fubject, when thou sing’st of Him
Thy soul 1e-kindles, and thy song’s sublime.
Love, rev’rence, admiration ! all.brdak forth,
And all thy pow’rs combine to paint such worth.
Nor strange ! for in what hist’ry do we find
Such moderation with such brav’ry join’d,
Such strength of passion, and such strength of mind.
He wars like Philip’s son, yet still restrain’d,
"The guilty only feel his vengeful hand.


















NRX

Senag












Miscellineous Poems, .

WITH SEVERAL SPECIMENS -
FROM TBR
AUTHOR's . MANUSCRIPT VERSION

OF THE

POEMS or OSSIAN.
e

By J?M.‘sgvg.txrt;,m

L}

AUBLISHED AGREEABLY T0 AN ACT OF CONGRASS.

PORTSMOUTH:
_exinTED 3Y WILLIAM. TREADWELL, & C°
POR THE AUTHOR .
" x8on &_\5\« ] ‘\
T
- - Sews



.

-

THG LE% V3K
PUBLIC LIBRARY
Jisazan
ASTOR, LENOX AND

TILUEN ¥OUXDATIONS
R 1439 L




" Prefare;

1T is awith great diffidence that the author submits the
Jollowing poems do the public eye.  The aorld is alréady so
amply stocked «with bad poetry, that & awriter should be ¢cau-
tious bowBe Wcrvases the ‘beap-: -and i seal patriot ekight
20-be tenderly jeclons, cven Of the- literary ripulation of his
country. : ’

M:n] of the original -pieces bere prevewted to the ‘pub-
lic owere written at -an -sarly period of Wfemmnot a foav
avere only sowiAtary -ffasions, and rvne:df Yhem awere com-
posed with much premedisdtion.  But asnothing be can now
offer awill make:them: botter, 'be derists fPoymamy farther npil-

" ogy, and quietly resighis ‘thevm to thidr fate. -

The specimens_from Orsian, are taken from a awork ove
leisaraly dormpored, anld thersfove, ‘if bad, bave'less to pledd In
their excuse. - Wfaphervon’s Proiectranshation of these poems
Sl into-the puthor's hands-as-carly-as. theyear 177, when
they awere but little knvwm in #his cauntsy, “they:pleavéd bim,
and be then attempted to turn a few passagesinto beroic verse.
The avork was amasing, and he has from time to time con-
sinued it.  The greater part of these poems are now complet-

-'cd 3 and on the favorable reception of the specimens will de-
© pend the futnre publication of the while version. »
ﬂ Should he meet «with the encouragement ewhich every au-
& 2hor awishes, he purposes to give bis versian to the puslic in
B #wo octavo velumes with explanatory notes avkich he has
= glready prepared, and also to offer some arguments in addi-
E tion to those urged by Mr. Macpherson, Dr. Blair, and
wthersy in favor of the authenticity of Ossian's poems, against
sbe opinion of Docter Jolrson and bis party.
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ON

0OSSIAN anp His POEMS.

THY strains, great Celtic Bard ! divinely sho\v
What unassisted nature can bestow.
In thee, blest genius ! we with rapture trace
The Grzcrax dignity, and Remay grace.
Is war thy theme ? thou driv’st us o’er the plain
‘Where all the horrors of 'grim slaughter reign.
Gleams the bwight steel ! loud clings the dreadful shield !
And universal havoc loads the field !

Or when the muse to softer subjects warms
Thy feeling soul ; tir’d with the din of arms ;
What sweet, what fierce emotions doft thou prove ?
Thro’ all the labyrinths of sense we rove,
Thou giv’st us all the joys, and all the pangs of lmc

Do past'ral scenes invite ! at once we see
The artless charms of sweet simplicity.
The mist-rob'd hill, the venerable oak,

The pebbly fountain and the moss-grown rock,
B
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Lakes, woods with all their deer in prospect rise,
And the gay landscape swims before our eyes.

But chief on plaintive themes thou lov’st to dwell,
Thou lead'st us to the lonély, chearless cell ;
Where Morxa wept and bled, and fierce Duchomar fdl

Again when folemn thoughts thy breaft excite,
Or heav'n-born vifions blefs thy ravish'd sight.
To Allad’s fecret cave thou dost retire, _ ‘
Trembling we stand, in doubt which most t* adimire,
The Druip’s wisdom or the Poet’s fire. ’

'Each‘ gentle spirit, and each gloomy ghost,
That haunts the hill, or darkens round the coast ;
Or taints t he air, or sails.upon the clods,

Or shaks the forests, or embroils the floods';
All, all obey thy ned, swell the bold strain,
‘Whilst lightning, thunder, meteors, wind and rain,

‘Each object nature gives assists thy plan,
And not a sun-beam darts from heav’n in vain.

We trace with secret transport in thy. Page,

The -manners of a.rude, yet.manly age.



uis POEMS.

Tho’ few their Jaws, no robber dar’d invade,
To hunt, not plunder, was a licenc’d trade.
Mild, gen’rous, brave ! .submis,si've to the fair,
And hospitablc.;nidst the rage of war.
Tor when night parts; all thoughts of battle cease,
And ev'ry warrior tastes the joys of peace.
Wide smokes the baaquet, the full shell goes round,
And mirth and music thro’ thy halls resound,
None are excluded from, thy gen’rous feasts,
But evin thy foes are bidden; welcome guests.

Nor less thy dwtapt,e,r: our wonder claim,
All strongly mark’d : all difPring, yet the same.
Their universal passions Love and Fans.
Save thy great father, Morvcns bero, sage,
The joy, deligh§pand wondet of the age !
Fir'd with thy fabject, whep thou sing’st of Him
Thy soul 1e-kindles, and thy song’s sublime.
Love, rev’rence, admiration ! all:brdak forth,
And all thy pow’rs combine to paint such worth.
Nor strange ! for in what hist’ry do we find
Such moderation with such brav’ry join’d,
Such strength of passion, and such strength of mind.
Je wars like Philip’s son, yet still restrain’d,
“he guilty only feel his vengeful hand.
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No ties of int'rest, blood, or stronger fame,
E’er make him deviate, or misguide his aim.
To right the injur’d, pull the oppressor down
. 'Restorc the orphan to his father’s throne,

For this he takes the field, the javelin shakes !
His foes are only those, which virtue makes.

Divine old king ! what qumbers shall I frame
To paint thy worth, or publish half thy fame ?
Yet well I weet, the task’s already done,

And all thy virtues flourish in thy son.

Thou gav’st thy noble nature at his birth,

He caught thy spirit. when thou left’st the earth.
Long as his strains delight, thy fame shall live,
And time itself shall not those strains survive.
Such tender passions ! sentiments diving !

With nature’s image glowing in each line,

Must please while men their faculties retain,

Or GOD and NATURE in joint concert reign.
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CARTHON, .
A POEM,

From Ossian.




Tae ARGUMENT.

® This poem is complete, and the subject of it, as of most of Omian’s
| compositions, tragical. In the time of Comhal the son of Trathal, and
father of the celebrated Fingal, Clesimmor the son of Thaddu. and
brother of Morna, Fingal’s mother, was driven by a storm into the river
Clyde, on the banks of which stood Balclutha, a tewn belonging to the
Britons between the walls. He was hospitably received by Reuthdmir,
the principal man in the place, who gave him Moina his only daughter
in marriage. Reuda, the son of Corme, a Briton, who waain love with
Moina, eame to Regthimir’s house, and behaved haughtily towards
Clessimmor. A quarrel ensued, in which Reuda was killed ; the Bri-
. tons, who attended him, pressed so hard on Clessimmor, that he was

" obliged to throw himself into the Clyde, and swim te his ship. He
hoisted sail, and the wind being faverable, bore him out te sca. He
often endeavored to retarn, and carry off his beloved Moina by might ;
but the wind continuing contrary, he was forced to desist.

Moina, who had been left with child by her busband, brought forth
a.s0D, and died soon after. Reuthimir named 4he child Carthon, i..e. the
murmur of waves, from the storra which carried off Clcssimmor his father,
who was supposed to baxe been cast away. .. When Carthon was three
years old, Combal the father of Fingal, in one of his expeditions agaiost
the Britons, took and burnt Balclutha. Reuthimir was killed in the
attack : and Carthon was carried safe away by his purse, who fled

farther into the country of the Britons. Carthon, coming to man’s
- estate, was resolved to revenge the fall of Balclutha, on Comhal’s pos-
terity. He set sail, from the Clyde, and, falling on the corst of Morven,
defeated two of Fingal's heroes, who came to oppose his progress. He
was, at last, uowittingly killed by his father Clessimmor, in a single
combat. This story is the foundation of the present poem, which opens
on the night preceding the death of Carthon, so that what.passed before .
is introduced by way of cpisode. The poem is addressed to Malvina
the daughter of Toscar. :



CARTHON.

A TALE of ancient times-awakes the lyre !
Deeds of immortal famethe bard inspire !

The murmaur, Lora, of thy sacred sptinigs, -

To view the mem’ry of past ages brings;.
Garmallar’s venerable woods appear, * -

Their rustling branches still delight the ear. .

On yonder distant landscape cast a look, -, ..
Does not Malvina view, that heath«¢rown’d yock?
(Three aged firs, Jow-bending..grace the scene)
Low at its teet is spread the verdant plain.

The mountain-flow’r-unfolds its sweetness there,

And waves its snowy beauties in the air ;
And there the thistle in the neighb’ring vale .
Sheds its white beard, and rustles to the ga!'e. .

"Two mould’ring stones, half sunk in earth appear, v
And shew their mossy heads : the mountain-deer

Avoids the fatal spot ; ‘he conscigus spics -
The ghost that guards it, and with terror flies.
For in that narrow plain the brave are laid,

O Toscar’s daughter ;, snowy-bosom’d maid !

A ‘soug of other times { the ‘deeds of-old™!
Thou harp, the melancholly tale wmfo\ﬁ‘

v



2 CARTHON

Whe, from the land of strangers in proud might,

‘With his victerious thousands pours to sight 2

The sun-beam blazes on his ample mail,

His locks dishevel’d wanton on the gale.

His face is settled from the stornt of war,

Calm as the splendor of the ev'ning 'star

That beams from western clouds with silver light -

On Cona’s silent vale, and gilds the night. '

Who, but great Fingal, Comhal’s matchless son, * * "

For mightiest deeds, and strength unrivall’d, known.
" His native hills hc views with raptur’d eyes,

And bids a thousand harps, and voxces rise.’

How have ye'fled, sons of the' distant land #*
(Thus in full¢horus sang the radiant band)
Your haughty ‘tyrant, in his halls cf ‘state, '

Sits impotent and hears his people’s fate.
O’er desolated redlms his eye-balls glance ; ~* ¢

" ‘Then seiz’d with rage; he grasps his father’s lance,
How have ye fled, ye heartléss coward band,
Ignoble offspring of the desertland ? -

Thus sang the bards, when all the chiefs of fame,
To Selma’s echoiflg halls exulting came.
® The Romans.
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A thousand beaming lights (the spoil of foes)

Amidst the spacious dome refulgent rose.

The circling shell flows round, wide smokes the feast, -

And the glad night in joy and music pass’d.

Then thus the fair-hair’d son of Comhal ; where:

- Is great Clessammor, Thaddu’s mighty heir, -
The lov'd companion. of iy youthful sire ?

His sacred presence would new jo‘ys inspire.

Silent and sad, the remnant of his years,

In Lora’s echoing vale he wastes in tears.
. Butlo! he comeslike-a gay warlike steed,

In youthful vigary and anrivall’d speed,

Who in the breeze hislost companion finds 3
-His mane disshevel’d dances on the winds.

Hail, brave Clessammor ? why: thou pride of war,

So long from Selma, Thaddu’s mighty heir 2 =

To whom the chief ; returns great Comhal's son,

In the full splendor of his high renown ?

‘Such was thy father, in his youthful days,

Bo spread his triumphs, and so rang his praise.‘

Oft o’er blue Carun, with a chosen band

We pass’d exulting to the stranger’s land.

Unstain’d with blood, our falchions ne’er return’d, _
While the worl%'s haughty tyrants vanquish'd moussid.



14 CARTHON.

° Why call I to remembrance youthful wars,
Trembling with age, and mix’d with grey my hairs *
To bend the bow, this hand has lost the skill,

And feebly grasps the spear, or glitt'ring steel.
Oh, might such joys again this breast pervade,
As when I first beheld that heav’nly maid,

The beauteous Moina, fam’d in distant skies,.
With snowy bosom, and blue rolling eyes ¥

The mighty Fingal then ; amidst thy tears,

Relate the story of thy early years.

Grief, like 2 cloud which day’s bright orb invades,
The mighty soul of great Clessammor shades.
Mournful on Lora are thy thoughts alone, ‘
Its roaring banks re-echo to each groan.

Oh, let us hear, thou much-enduring sage’?

Thy youthful sorrows, and the woes of age.

*T'was in the days of peace (the sage began)

1 in my bounding galley plow’d the main.
Beneath cur prows the whit’ning‘ocean roars,
When proud to view appear’d Balcluth.’s towers.
With outspread sheets; and prosp*rous winds, we sail’dy
*Till Clutha’s streams our gallant vessel haii’d.
Three days in Reuthmar’s hall, by love detain’d,
*¢Smit with his beautcous daughter) I remain’d.
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“The joy, of shells flows round, and to my arms,
The aged hero gave that heav’n of charms. )
‘White as the foamy wave her. breasts appear,

Hoer cyes like stars that gild the glowing sphere.
Dark as the raven®s wing her tresses shine,

Her form all graceful, and her soul divine.

I lov’d the beauteous Moina to excess,

And my heart swell’d with extaciesof bliss.

In height of all my joys 2 stranger came 3
A chief who lov’d the snowy-bosgm'd dame.
Amids the hall, he fierce defiance roar’d,

And oft, stern threat’ning, half unsheath’d his sword.
Where is this restless wand’rer of the heath,
“Ferrific Comhal, of the arm of death ?

8eeks he Balclutha, with his ruffian hosts ?

Or. does Clessammor guard alone her coasts ?

My soul-(L.cry™i) imperious chief ! alone
Burns with a generous ardor all its own !
Fearless, “midst thousands, I th® unequal war
Decline not, though the brave are distant far.
‘Thy words are mighty—Combhal’s wratbful frowa
‘Thou dread'st niot, for. Clessammor is alone.

But my, sword trembles, in its sheath detain’d,
Aqidlongs-to glitter ia this cager haad.
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Talk net of Comhal, Clutha’s vaunting heir !
That first of heroes,.dread and boast of wir.
Pride, hate, and fury, in bis bosom swell ;.
We fought—beneath my arm the boaster fell.
Cluatha’s loud-echoing banks his fall resound,
A thousand falchions instart flash around.
Dold with despair, I fought: at length snbdu'd;
Headlong I plunge into the foaming floed.
O’er the wild waves my sails arose again,.
And swift I bounded o'cr.the roaring, main.
.But lovely Moina on the shore I view ;
Her hair disshevel’d cn the breezes flew.
With heart-felt agony, I heard her cries, .
And saw her heaviag breasts, and. tearfil.eyes ;. -
My vessel oft I turn'd the shore to gain; - .
Which-eastern winds as.often render’d .vain.
Nor Clutha since I've seen, nor weeping: faiz,
The lovely Moina.of the dark-brown hair: -
On sad Balclutha's solitary coast,
She dy’d of grief : -1've seen her plaintive. ghpst.
Along the murm'ring Lora,. palé to sight,
I knew her through the shades of dusky night,; - -
Like the moon’s crescent, fading on the ¢ye, .
~ Secn through obscuriag mists that cloud the sky,;
When wintry heav’ns pour down the flaky snow,
. ‘Agd dark, and silent, lours the plainslow.
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Ye bards (began the mighty Fingal) raise
The song to Moinz, and resaund her praise.
Let ev'ry trembling harp the concert aid,.

And to our hills.invoke the sacred.shade,

To rest with Murven’s fair of ancient name,
The joy of heroes, the:prond boast of fame. -
Thy stately tow’rs, Balclutha, I have seen,

But empty- desolation reign’d- within,

The fire.had- once.resgunded in thy halls,

But now no voicerthie wand’ring stranger calls ;
The stream of-Clutha: from-its:bed was chang'd,
By mould'ring columas; falling tow’rs derang’d.
Jts scatter’d beard the'lonely thistle cast,
And the moss whistled 16 the howlmg blast.
‘The fox, undaunted, fror the windows star’d,.

And the rank grass thro' broken walls appear'd.

Thy dwelling, Moina, desolate, remains; -
And'in thy Sire’s sad mansion, silence reigns &
The song of mournmg raise, O sacred band, "
O’cr the sad m-angcr’s ‘d.csolatcd Jand !
They have but fall‘p ,bch_:l-g us; we one day.
Must fail ¥ logt jn oblizion t00.as they.
Why doat thou toil a short-liv’d bliss to raise,
-Why build the hall, son of.the winged days?
To-day thon lookest from thy stately towers,
¥es 2 few years, the desart whirlwind roars,

17
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" Through empty courts its howling course is held,
And nidely whistles round thy half-worn shield.
Then let the desolating blast come down,

While inextingnishable glories crown
Our mighty actions ; and the tuneful throng
. Resound our praise in everlasting song.
Exale the voice! the shell of joy send round 4
Let the high roof with mirth and fong resound. -
When thou, O sun, shalt leave thy path in heav'n,
By time from thy empyreal mansion driv’n.
Thy spleadors wasted, veil’d thy golden rays, - Y
(If thou, like Fingal, boast not endless days) }
Our fame, bright Reernr ! shall survive thy blaze. )
Such was the song of Fingal, in the day
‘Wh joyous transports fir'd the raptizous lay.
His thonsand bards lean’d. forward as be soag,
To catch the heav’aly accents.of his tongue. .
Sweet. were the notes of Morven’s mighty king,
As the harp’s music on.the gale of spring !
*"Sublime in native 1gajesty the.whole !
‘Why had not Ossian equal strength of soul ?
But oh ! thou shin’st unrivall’d.and alone,
And who can equal Fingal in renown'? e
In feast and song, thus pass’d the night away, -
And joy awaken'd the returning day.
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The mountains shew’d their grey heads, rough and wikd,
And the blue face of grateful ocean smil’d.
The white wave tumbles round the distant rock, ;
When slowly from the lake, resembling smoke
A vapour rises ; like an aged man
The figure seem’d, slow moving o’er the plain.
To stride, its large-spread limbs did not appear.
But mov’d supported by a ghost in air.
Tow’rds Selma’s hall it came, 2 moment stood,
Dissolving sudden in-a show’r of bloed.

The king alone beheld the dreacful sight,
Dire omen of the fatal chance of fight !
In solemn silence sadden’d with a tear,
He so%ht the hall, and took his father’s spear,
Bright gleams his falchion, and his arms resound,
And all his heroes instant rose around.
Then silent gazing on each other, stand,
-With rev’rence waiting Fingal’s high command.
They saw the battle in each fatal glance,
The death of armies on his pointed lance.
Brac'd eager on, a thousand shiclds resound,
A thousand falchions sudden flash around.
Swift through the dome the glancing splendors fly,
And the loud clang of arms ascendsthe sky.
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‘Thegrey-dogshowl portentuous; but-no word, .
Or whisper, from the warlike hosts is heard.
Each mark’d hisleader’s eye, and void of fear
Stern grasp’dhis shield, and shook his glitt’ring spear.
Sons of high Morven ! .(thus the chief renown'd)-
This is no timie to-send the shell around.
War darkens round us, foes.are near at hand,
And death, stern threat’nlrig, hovers crer our land...
Some ghost, the-friend of Morven and her race, -
Presages dangery ruin, and disgrace, ‘
T’ invade our shores, from.ocean’s briny foam,
Th’ insatiate offspring .of fude wand’rers come..
For of th’ impending ill, the.dire portent-.
Forewarn’d-us from the watry element.
Let ev'ry chiet gird on, disdaining feary
His father’s sword, assume liis heavy spear,
The mail around him pour its streaming rays,
And on each head the radiant helmet blaze.
War, like a tempest, gathers o’r the heath,
Soon will ye hear the horrid roar of death.
They heard, and panoply’d in brazen arms,
Mov’d on, impatient to the dire alarms,
Their chief strode foremost, terrible and dire,
Like a dark cloud before beav’'n’s wasting fire,
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Which dreadful glares, when ghosts the night deform,
And frighted mariners foresee a storm.

From Cona’s rjsing heath they tow’rd above ;

The nymphs beheld,them like a crowded grove.

With anxipus dread they look’d towards the main,
And in their fears already. view'd them slain.

The foam fon distant sails, deceiv’d they spy,

While tgars.burst copious from each. melting eye.

The sun now rising o’er th’ illumin’d tide,

A distant fleet, swift-bounding, we descry’d.

Like ogean’s mxst, they soon approach’d the land,
And pour'd their;crowded bosts on Mpfvcn's strand. .
Tall in the centre their bold chief appear’d,

Like the proud stag amidst his subject herd.

Studded with gold bijs flaming shield appears, .
And st_grn; and stately, strode the king of spears. A .
Tow’rds Selma’s halls his haughty steps inclin'd, ~
And 11nd55tinguish’d thousands poui’d behind. L

Go Ullm ! (said Fh,_gﬁ:‘st of Morien'é race). :("

"And greet the mopaych with the song of peace. | ..
Tell him_our. fame in év’,ry battle grows, . ) J
And num’royl.s are. the spectres of our foes. -, vert
But-thos¢ who dgign to grace the genial feast.
Rejoice, and gngful is each stranger-guest.
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They praise our bounty, when the banquet warms,
And sKew in distant lands our fathers’ arms.
Their sons the costly gifts with wonder trace,
And bless the friends of Morven’s mighty race,
VWhose deeds remotest realms with terror struck, ’
While earth’s proud lords, *midst all their legions shool

Sage Ullih went, obedient to the word,
While on his spear reclin’d great Morven’s lord.
He saw the noble chief in arms anﬁy’d, '
And bless’d the stranger, and exulting said.

How stately art thou, ocean’s mighty son,
"Midst thousands still nnrival’d and alone !
Thy sword beside thee is a beam of light !
Thy spear a fir that braves the tempest’s might ¢
Thy helm conspicuous blazeso’er the field,
Nor night’s full orb is broader than thy shield !
Ruddy thy youthtul cheeks, thy visage fair,
And soft the rﬁnélcts of thy shining hair !
But this fair tree, should sudden storms invade,
May fall, and all its with’ring branches fade.
The Stranger’s daughter, sighing, o’er the main
May roll her eager eyes, but roll in vain.
We fee a ship (fome child, psrhaps will fay}
Balclutha’s monarch on the watry way.
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To see th’ illustrious chief her soul despairs,
While down ler check descend the conscious tears»
Such were thy words (O thou of peerless fame !)
When Ullin to tmighty Carthon came.
Down at his feet, with winning mild address,
His spear he cast, and rais’d the song of peace.
O thou, yho ridc;s.pon the roaring wave !
Come to the feast of Fingal, nobly brave !
With Morven’s king the genial banquet share,
Or peace disdaining, lift the spear of war.
Tho’ num’rous ghosts of foes our might have found,
In ev’ry land are Morven’s friends renown’d..
Behold that field, O Carthon ! many a stone

With mossy weeds, and rustling grass, o’er grown,

The mother starts ! for other tidings fears ! v %

7

There dreary rises—these are tombs that hide
The hapless wand’rers of the rolling tide.
Dost thou (thus Carthon with indignant rage)
Address the weak in arms, deluded. sage ?
Is this face pale with fear ? or does my tongue
With terror £aulter, son{, of peaceful song ?
Why then dost-hope my steady soul to fright.
With. idle tales of heroes slain in fight 2



24 CARTHON

This arm has many a battle fought and won, '
And my renowa to distant realms is known.
Go to the coward-race who dread the field,
And bid them to the mighty Fingal yield.
Have I not seen Balclutha ? (dire disgrace !)
And shall I feast with Comhal’s hated race ?
Stern Comhal ! who with unrelenting ire,
Flung ’midst my father’s halls his wasting fire !
With child-like wonder (infant as I was)’
Isaw the virgins weep, nor knew the causc.
The stoky celumns, curling to the sky,
And tumbling ruins, pleas’d my gazing eye.
Ev’n when my guardians fled to desarts wild,
With thoughtless joy I oft look’d back, and smil’d.
But when (to years of manhood fully come)
My mould’ring walls I view’d, and ruin’d dome,
With the firlk béam of dawn my sighs arose,
My tears, with night descending, barr'd repose.
Shall I not fight (thus to my soul I sigh’d)
Againft my country’s fces, those sons of pride-?
And I will fight them, bard, this arm alone .
Shall nobly vindicate my father’s throne.

His chiefs surround their leader, breathing death,
Their shining swords gleam dreadful o’er the heath.

¥ b
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Above the rest, distinguish’d, and alone,

Proud Carthan like a fiery pillar shone,

His breast indignant, heav'd the bursting sigh,

And the tear started from the warrior’s eye.

Contending passiom-; in his bosom roll,.

The fall’n Balclutha crowded on his.soul.

Fierce tow’rds the bhill, with scornful eye askance,

Mir’d with revenge, he cast a fiery, glance.

Thén pois’d his spear, already on the wing,

Anxd bending forward, seem’d to threat the king.
Shall I (thus Fingal to his soul began)

Oppose this youthful hero on the plain.

At once arrest his'course, and seize the prize,

Before the mdrn‘ing of his fame shall rise 2

What will disproving bards hereafter say,

When they the noble strangers tomb sarvey ? °

¢ Fingal his thousands marshal’d on the strand,

Ere mighty Carthon sunk beneath his hand.”

No, bards of future times ! with endless blame, ;

Ye shall not thus diminish Fingal's fame. -

My younger heroes shall the combat dare, °

While I, at distance, view the doubtful war.

If Carthon trinmphs with redoubled might,

Like Cona’s roaring streams X rush to fight.
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Who of my champions, bold in youthful pride,
Will meet the wand’rer of the rolling tide ?
For countless heroes on our shores appear,
His chiefs are mighty ! strong his ashen spear !
Then dauntless Cathul, in his m;éngth, arose,
Whose blood, unmix’d from mighty Lormar flows,,
Three hundred youths attend him, fierce and rude,
The hardy offspring .of his native flood.
But weak his arm’gainst proud Balclutha’s dread, -
He fell—his chiefs precipitately fled.
Connal resum’d the battle, void of fear,
But miéhty Carthon broke his beamy spear.
Bound on the field, the hero lay subdu’d.
While Clutha’s chief the flying hosts pursu’d,
The king of Morven stung with grief and rago,
Beheld; and thus address’d the warrior sage,
Wilt thou, Clessammor, view (O once renown’d !)
Thy friend, thy comrade, thy lov’d- Connal bound ?
Rise, hoary chief ! the dire dishonor feel,
Rise in the spiendor of thy youthful. steel,.
Thoufriend of mighty Comhal ! oh, efface
In Carthon’s blood this horrible disgrace,
Let his chiefs feel the strength of Morven's race.

|

oo
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Uprose the hoary vet’ran, stern, severe,

And shook his grizzly locks, and graspt his spear.
His flaming shield he fitted to his side,
And rush’d impetuous in his valour’s pride.

High on yon heathy rock, bold Carthon stood,
And saw the chiefs approach ; well-pleas’d he view’d
“The dreadful joy, the wild, tumultuous rage, ?
“That flush’d the visage of the hoary sage,

Stlll formidable in his lacks of age 4 5

Shall I (tht;s Carthon) ’gainst a feeble foe
Exalt that spear that gives no second blow ?

-Or nobly brave, t]o.sim'n th’ unequal strife,
‘With words of peace preserve the warrior’s life ?
His stately steps, his venerable hairs,

-Proclaim him lovely i the vale of years.

What struggling passions thjs sad bosom rouse ?
Perhaps ’tis Carthon’s father, Moina’s spouse.
-Oft have I heard that bow’d with age and grief,
At Lora’s echoing waters dwelt the chief.

Such, Carthon, were thy words, when thund’ring near,
Clessimmor strode, and lifted high his spear.

-On his broad shield, the swift-descending stroke
"The youth receiv’d ; and mild the chief bespake.
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Why dost thou, hoary-headed sage ! appear
In arms ? is there no youth to lift the spear ?
Hast thou no son, full fraught with martial fire,
To raise the shield before his aged sire ?
Does thy lov’d spouse in death’s cold mansion slsep,
Or o’er thy l?ury;’d offspring ceasless weep ? o
Art thou of royal race ? what g!orious wreath
Will crown those tcmple.é, §h6u1dst thou press the heath,
A glorious wreath indeed ¢ {Clessammor cry’d)
And bards shall spread my fame, thou son of pnde !
I’ve been renown’d of old in ficlds of fame, .
But to a foe, I ne'er reveal’d my'namc.
Yield first thou son of ocean ! and then know
The name, and lineage of thy'i'nighty foe.
Then shall the prowess of this arm be shewn,
The wars, the conquests, which this sword has won,
From thé first dawn of youth to life’s declining sun,’
I never yiclded, king of spears ! (rejoin’d
The_noble pride of Carthon) oft I've join’d -
" The host tumultuous pouring to the war ;
Lied on the Phalanx, rul’'d the rushing car, .
And bards will sound my fame thro’ ev'ry age,
Despise me not thou venerable sage !
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My arm, my spear, are strong ! shun fiercer might
Among thy friends retire, and let young heroes fight.
Why wilt thou pierce my soul thou son of pride ?

(Clessammor, with a bursting tear, reply’d)

Age does not tremble on my hand, nor fear

Appal this bosom ; still I grasp the spear,
Recreant, in Fingal’s view shall I retire,

The noble image of his godlike sire !

Him whom my soul and all its pow’rs revere ?
"I never fled, proud youth ! exalt thy pointed spear !

They fonght as when contending tcmpests rave,

‘Two farious whirlwinds strive to roll the wave.

But Carthon bade his flying spear to err,

O’ercome with filial reverence and fear.-

A sccret instinct in his bosom- wrought,

Still whisp’ring, “ it was Moina’s spouse he fought.”
He broke Clessammor’s beamy spear in twain,

And seiz’d his shining sword, but sciz’d in vain !
For as the chief was binding his great foe,
Struggling with angew, half-disarm’d, and low.

He drew the dagger which his fathers wore,
Carthon’s uncove:’d side the weapon tore,

Wide gap'd the wound, & the heath blush'd with gore.

E
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Stern Fingal saw Clessammor overthrown,
And dreadful, in his sounding arms, mov’d om
_ The host stood silent, at his presence.aw™d,

With veneration ey’d.him as a.god,

" He with fierce wrath, and-indignation, flush’d,.
Like a hoarse storm,.ere winds burst furious, rish’ds
The hunter hears.it in the silent vale, ‘
Then in his rocky cavern shuns.the gale,

Fix’d in his place, undaunted Carthon stood, .
While down his side fast low’d the crimson flood;.
He saw the kingf;approach with secret joy,

High bopes of fame his eager thoughts employ..
Bat pale his cheek, his locks disorderd fly,

And his bright tow’ring helmet shook on high.
Th’ insidious, fatal wound (paternal wrong !).
. Of force bereft him, but his soul was.strong, .

Fingal with grief beheld, as he drew near . :
The streaming blood ; and stay’d th’ uplifted spear,.
Yield, king of swords ! (the king of Morven cry’d):
I see life’s current gushing from thy.side.
Mighty thy deeds in battle ! and thy name
Shall live immortal as thy deathless fame !

Art thqu that glorious hero, fam’d so wide 2.

{ The car-born Carthon with a sigh reply’d)
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Art thou that light-of death’loud fame-records,

Whose splendor frightens carth’s impesial lords ?

‘But why should Carthon agk ¢ for like the stréam

That his 6wn desart.pours, éxtends his.fame.

Styong as a river,.is his matchless force !

Swift as an eagle-in his swiftest course !

‘Oh.‘bsﬁ it :been my clevated lot -

‘With Marven’s glerious monarch to have fought !

" “Then would my name insong eternal last,

And the pleas’d hunter, as ‘my torb he passd,

Would say * illustricus was his closing scene,

He fonght'v;rith ‘Fingal, first of mortal men '+’

Rat Carthon dies unknown ! ‘hi$ prowess vain,

Loston the fgelile ! by the feeble slainl - ...
¢Not soi(said Fingal) great shall be thy praise,

My bards are many, deatbless are their lays.

Their songs shall waft to fature times thy name,

Andlatest gencrations learn thy fame, .

As round the barning-oak with:conscious joy

“They sit, and songs of old the night employ.

*Oft the tir’d hunter, on the heath reclin’d,

Shall lift his £yes, wak’d by the rustling wind,

Viewing the rock where mighty Carthon fell,

To bis pleas’d.sons thy godlike acvions4d.

.,',
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And pointing to that memorable spot, -
« There (cries the sire) Balclutha’s monareh fought,
1 Array’d in glory’s unextinguish’d beams,

Strong as the fury. of a thousand streams !*
In Carthon’s bright'ning face joy shone confest ;

He rais’d his heavy eyes with death opprest.

He gave his sword to Fingal, to remain

In Selma’s hall thro® each succeeding reign.

That distant ages might his fate deplore,

And Carthon be renown’d on Morven’s shore, ..
Ncw had the bat:le ceas’d, the tuneful throng

Already sung the peace-commanding sonhg,

Around the falling Carthon, every ¢hisf

Impatient flew ; they heard his words with grlef.

Propt on their spears (while sighsin silence broke)

They listen’d while Balclutha’s monarch spoke. -

His flowing hair sigh’d mournful on the blact,

And feeble wete those accents doom’d his last ¢
Great'king of Morven “(sighing he began)

I fall—ny rdée of glory runin vain!-

A foreign tomb hides in its cold embrace

“The last descendant 6f Reuthamar's race.

A right of darkness in Balclutha reigns,?

- And sorrow”, dismal shades in Crathmor's Plawms A
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But saise my tomb, and call the sacred quire, -

To Lorad’s banks; there dwelt my aged.sire;

The spousk of Moina thus my fate may-learn,

And o’er his fall’n beloved Carthon mourn.

"He ceagd—and felt th’ inexorable dart ! -

‘His dying accents reach’d Clessammor’s bearts

He fell in silence-on.his son ! around, -

"The host stoad.darken’d, wrapt in’ grief profound.

No volee; thro’ all their files, the scene profan’d,
&Cmaolmn, universal, silence reign’d |

Night-slow descended, and the sickly moon

-On the sad scene look’d from her eastern thromne.

Bat still they stood as a tall, silent grove,

‘Whose melancholy branches cease to move;
““That on high Gormal rears its pensive head,
“When autumn shades the plain, & the loiid winds are laid.

Three days o’er Cartham, fall’n in youtbful, ptide,

The heroes mourn’d : the fourth his father dy’d.

Morven’s high shores their hapless dust inhume, -

Add a dim.ghost defends the sacred tomb.

There Moina oft is. seen, when night’s great foe”
.Darts on the rock, and all is dark below.-

There is she seen, Malvina, beauteous still, -

ZBur got arrap’d liké daughters of the Wik -
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‘Her-robes, such as the strangers wear mhe loui.
And pensive, joyless, solitary roves.
Fingal-was sadfor Carthon, and etjoin'$ . '

‘His bards this-memorable day to!mind,
«Observe,.and consecrate with solemn;laysz
.And oft they mark’d the.duy,:and -seng the'herg’s;prain
¢t From.aocean’s roar, while storths the-welkinulivoud;
‘Who comes so dark, like autumi’s shadowy.clotnd 2.
From his:bright arms.what flashing streams expiret
‘Death trembles.in his band:! his.eyes are flames of fire’
Who roars along dark Lora’s echoing fields?- -
“Who—but strong Carthon,-breaker of the shields:1
The people-fall ! see how from:host to-host, "
He furions.strides, like Marven's sullen ghost'}
But there he lies,.2 goodly oak ta view,
‘Which.sudden blasts rasistless overthrew.
“When shalt thoufise in all thy might again,
Balclutha’s joy, ‘illustrious king of men ?

" From ocean’s roar, while storms the welkin.shroud, -
‘Who comes 30 dark, like autuma’s shadowy cloud ¥*

So sang the heav’nly iminstrels o’er the chief). "

Such was their music'in the day of griet }
Fir'd with the theme, the sweet melodious threng:

I often join’d, and added to their song. :
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And oft o’er Carthon pour’d the tear alone,. .

Fall’n in full vigour, half his fame unknown !!

And thou Clessammor, mighty in' the, war,

Where is: thy dwelling in-the fields of air->

Does. the stern youth forget his wound, and sail:

With thee upon the clouds ? or-still bewail ?
I;feel the sun, each.ray inteasely glows!.

Leave me, Malvina, leave me to repose..

‘To Ossian’s dreams, perhaps,they may appeace.

Retire—a feeble voice methinks I hear.

The glorious beam of heav’n delights to shine-

On Carthon’s grave :. I feel the warmth divine'!
O thou great soarce of light ! that roll’st dnspent,.

Majestic. thro’ the boundless firmament, .

Whose all:pervading energy can pierce -

Thro’ the wide regions of the universe,

Kindling nabounded day !- whence are thy rays-.

O glorious splendor.? thine eternal blaze ?-

Thou comast forth in beauty’s sacred light,

And stars upnumber’d yanish atthy sight.

The cold, pale moon, aw’d by the blaze divine,

Shrinks in thy presence, =nd forgets to shine.

‘Whilst thou, sublime thro’ heav’n, maintains’t thy sway.

Nex find'st a fit companion of thy way
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In radiant majesty there mov’st alone, )
Thy circuit boundless, vnapproack'd thy throne.

The mountain-oaks yield to the whirlwind’s rage,
The mountains too themselwes decay with age.

The ocean varies—and the moon, chaste light {
Now faintly glimmers, now. is lost in night.

Baut thou, unchanging pow’r } art still the same
Still beam’st perpetual light, and undiminish’d flam

When gloomy tempests daiken all the skies,

W hen thunder roars, and the red lightning flies,

Thou look’st all glorious from thy tow’ry height

Laugli’st at the storm below, and mock’st the whirlw
might & :

But thou to Ossian look’st in- vain, blest beam !
Whether the eastern clouds with golden gleam
Reflect thy rays, or in rich splendors drest,

Thou shed’t thy glories o’er the glowing west ;
To Ossian still. thou smii’st in vain (great pow’r):
For he beholds thy dazzling beams no more ¢

Yet thou, perhaps art mortal, and thy lighs

May one day fail, extinct in endless night.
Thick clouds o’ershade thy face, expunge: thy reign
And the sad morn expect thy smile in vain,
Exult then, in thy strength, O glorious ray ¢
Still o’er the broad expansion pour the day\
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In pride of youth, march on thy great career,

Axnd rule the day, and guide the rolling year !

For age (whigh must arrive!) is dark forlorn,

Like night’s pale queen of half her lustre shorn ;
‘When thro’ dark, scatt’ring clouds, with sullen glare
8hie frowns, and mists obscure the dusky air.

The cold, bleak north howls o’er the barren waste,
‘The helpless trav’ler, trgmbling, pale, aghast ! }
Hears the dire sound, and shudders at the blast.
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On Music and Poetry ; addressed to. a Lady.

WHEN OrrrEevs tun'd his lyre, the pleasing moan.

« Taught rocks to weep, & made the mountains groan.”

And when hell’s monarch seiz’d his beauteous wife

Charm’d the grim tyrant, and redeem’d ber life. - .
In early times the pow’s of music shone, .

When youthful David play’d before the throne.

His magic harp could Saul’s wild rage control,

And tune the harsh disbrders of his soul.

While softest movements all his pangs allay’d,

And the fierce spirit listen’d as he play’d.
When pow’r divine had built the boundless skies,

Aand bade the starry orbs in glory rise,

To crown the whole, he taught them heav’nly airs,

And to soft music tun’d the trembling spheres,

In one grand chorus they his praises sang,

While the whole arch of heav’n with loud hosannas rang
In ev’ry age and clime thy pow’r is known,

Ev’n things inanimate thine influence own.

" See at Al{?ﬂ:ou’s_ nod proud Thebes arise,

Axnd stretch her §oﬁy turrets tothe skies, ‘
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YTrst rocks, brutes, men and angels all obey,

And universal nature owns thy sway !

Ev’a the mad ‘Griex whose unrelenting soul

. No laws could limit nor 2 Worvp control,

- Whose cruelties have gaia’d him deathless fame,

Tho’ the just purchase of eternal shame.

Was touch’d, when great Timotheus try’d his art,

And join’d the' Porr’s to the MinsTeer’s part,

Unveil’d his crimes, and plac’d before his eyes

Darius great and good, and just, and wise.

Once the fam'd sov’reign of the Persian staté ;

Now, haplefs Prince, ¢ by tgo severe a fate”

Torn from his throne ! his fealms in ruin laid !

His subje@s slain, his queen a captive made !

Bereft of shelter, frieads, and ev'ry good, :

Cover'd with wounds, and weltring in his bloo'di! C
The joyless victor heard with downcast eyes,

His visage chang’d ! his bosom heav’d with.sighs!

Down his pale cheeks the briny torrents roll,

And keen compunction shook his guilty soul.

His breaft, by turns, with shamec and pity burn'd,

And the proud king, *midst all his conquests moum'd.
Such magic dwellsin xusic ! such its sway

When sound’s enobled by the roet’s lay:
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When sense, and harmony, consenting join,
And the full concert swells with all the nine ¢
But I, alas! whom humbler thoughts inspire,

Untrain'd in verse, unskilld to strike the lyre,

In silent rapture on each genius gaze,

Nor feel their spirit, tho’ I love their lays.

Or if one kindling spark should faintly gleam,

A cold, dull * science damps the gen’rous flame.
And while the fav’rite themes my bosom warm,
I’'m charm’d myself, yet want the;pqw"r to.charm.

But should these artless numbers please thine ear,

Or suff'ring virtue prompt the pitying tear ;
Sbould xovar crimes now blush at thy decree,
And Persia’s monarch find a friend in thee. .

Or when, in silent thought immur'd, yau lie,
And reco}lection wakes the tender sigh ;

While in your breast conflicting passions blend,
And te your mind recal your dear, lost friend, -
With all that blooming, artless innocguéc

Which steals th® affections, while it charms the sense,
Her open look, her soft yet speaking eyes

Hcr spnghtly salhes, gentle sympathy ; *

¢ The autho: was then beginniog the Ludy of Low.



-ox MUSIC axp POETRY. Py

Her noble, gen’rous heart, for friendship form’d,

Nith ev'ry:-bright, exalted virtue warm’d.

Vhile the sweet impulse sighing you obey,

And to-soft sorrow give yoursé}f a prey,

‘ouch’d by this hand, if then the lyre’s sweet straxns

sttun’d to friendship, should assuage thy pams,

Vith gay, enliv’ning dirs dispel each care,

'rovoke one smile, or disappoint one tear 3

ho* Horack’ numbers charm’d Italia's swams,

"ho’ great AuGusTus patroniz’d the strains.;

“ho’ boundless fancy beams-in Pinpar’s song, -

ind alllove’s myst’ries flow from Ovip’s tongue ;

"ho’ thrp’ the admiring avorld great Vinciv’s.name

n loud applauses swells the voice of fame.;

Cho’ Homer shone above the sons of earth, .

ind sev’n rich.states- contended for his.birth ;

ho’ Davin’s harp:could each fierce passion quell,

And Orrneus’. numbers sooth’d the pow’rs of hell 3

Nithout.a murmur.I’d resign the bays,

Nor envy these, while you approv’d my.lays. - -
‘Or if, pleas’d only.with the kind inteat,

My numbers charm-net,-still Ill be content,

To just gorrection'my proud spirit bend,

Nor-wish to shine the PosT; but the ¥1znD.
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ON FANATICISM ;

A PARODY.

LO the mad Preacher ! who with bellowing sound,
Roars like a fiend, and ¢ deals damnation round.
His soul proud REeason never taught to stray,
The light that inward shines directs his way.
Tho RevsraTioxnto our hope has giv'n
A gracious pardon, and a future heav’n ;
Our teacher dares this glorious truth deny
And.boldly g:yr.s almighty grace the lie.
Faatu he extols, and bids the sinner strive,

* Yet Works are vain, nor must he hope to live,
To stori and rave contents his full desire,

" He asks no martyrs zeal, iao Saint-Paul’s fire 5 -
Nor cares'(since he blast saint ! .to heav’n #ust go)
Tho’ all- mankind are damn’d to endless woe.

- Goywild eathusiast ! thunder out for sense

Thy dull, uhmeaning, -mad impertinence.
Call forth the groan, sigh, teir, scream, twang, grimace,
And put on #ll the terrors of thy face. =

O’er the weak conseiencs stretch thine iron rod,
Torture thy Bible, and blaspheme tliy: God.

But should these methods 41l amitéd fail, e
Take M——— for thy model, and prevail.

Snarch from his hand the scourge,.defy all rules,

Out-roar. his roaring ! be the Eoor-of Foous )
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MONS. BARREAUX’s
Dying Address to the Deity,
Arempted iv English.
:;’REAT GOD ¢ thy judgmeats all are wise and right,
Jat love and mercy are thy chief delight.
fet to such height has my rebellion grown,
(hat Justice would repine were Merey shown.
Fes, righteous Gop ! my daring crimes demand
(mmediate vengeance from thy wrathful hand,
Compel almighty love to damn th’ offenae,
And in his choice confine OmNiPOTENCE.
My very Being frustrates thy designs,
And mEercy’s self, array’din terror, shines. :
Siace then thy glory bids, the war proclaim,
And let my tears thy sacred wrath inflame.
Strike then, tis time | -thy heaviest bolts prepare.
Let loose thy vengeance, give me war for war !
Amidst the lightning’s blazse,,3nd thunder’s roar,
Il own thy justice, tremble and adore:
But on what part can thy dread bolts be hnrl’d,
Not caver'd by His blood, who, dying, sav’d a Woawn !



“’ .
To a Lady who fainted on :attempting to finoke
' the Tooth-acke.

WHAT means that sick’ning cloud that dims-
And shuts thy fading sight 2 ‘

That languid sweat o’er all thy- limbs, -
The many-colour’d. light 2

Beware, CeLesTia ! how you try-
A gain the pois'nous weed..
Nerves of less sensibility '
Have ru’d th’ advent’rous deed.’
Let Germans quaff the peignant steam, .
Nor shall the muse condemn.;
And these whose blood and juices seem .
Half dropsy, and halt phlegm.
But thy soft frame and- nerves require -
More fragrant, balmy scents;
Sweet cassia, cinnamon, and myrrb,
Should please thy purersense. '
Thus when a child, thy gen’rous mind :;
No harshness could control,
While cords of love, and arts refin’d, .
Compliance geatly stole. -
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To Junce Peeeee,
With a topy of Dnmm s Opk.

WHEN the inspir’d musician try’d his skill,
And taught a tyrant’s flinty breast to feel,
With moving strains call’d forth unusual sighs,
And drew soft tribute from a murd’rers eyes ; 3
Hadst thou been there, with fedlings so rcﬁn’d, 1
Such tender sensibility of mind, -
Each feature, look and action had express’d
The various passions struggling in thy breast.
With such peculiar, such prevailing force,
As would have giv’n’the tyrant new remorse :
With guilty terror he aghast had stood,
And sighs for groans exchang’d, for tears wept blood.
When the swect minstrel sang, in plaintive sounds,
Dax1vus fall’n, and shew’d the ghastly wounds,
While foes and friends, in common, wept his fate
Thy frame subdu’d, had sunk beneath the weight,
And freed th’ incumber’d soul ! while Philip’s son
Blushing to see himself so far out-dcne, ’
On his own breast had turn’d his slaught’ring sword, -
And freed a captive world from its inhuman lord.
Heav’n would approve the timely sacrifice, Y
Shouts of applause to thee from earth should rise,
And great Darivs thank thee in the skies.
G



46 ex FRIENDSHIP.

ON FRIENDSHIP.

FR.IENDSHXP ! thou sov’reign balm of woe !

‘Thou richest blessing here below, |
And seurce of evry joy. -

To publish thy unnrival’d praise,

The soft, enliv’ning note X raise,
And all my skill employ.

OB lov’d by all the nine !

1 In whom sense, judgment, genius, join,
And virtue shines confest.

Oh, come with inspiration fraught,

Refine my numbers, raise eack thought,
And pour upon my breast. «

"That Gop from whom each biessing flows

In kind compassion te eur woes,
The gracious boon bestow’d !

*Tis friendship ev’ry bliss endears

And lightens all the gloomy cares
That wretched mortals load.



Ox FRIENDSHIP, ]

n ev'ry sympathizing breast
hy sacred image is imprest
In characters divine.
o thy soft energy ‘tis giv'a
5 bless mankind, and bid a Heav’a
In ev’ry bosom shine.
'hen keen affliction racks the mind,
nd the full heart to grief resign’d,
All consolation flies 3
hv smile the mournful suff'rerchearsy
hou wip’st away the falling tears,
And bidd’st new comforts rise.
woth’d by thy tender, watchfeul aid,
& sickness raise her drooping head,
And-own the kind relief.
ur pros'prous days by thee are blest,
he nev'er-failing, ‘heav’nly guest,
In sickness joy and grief.
hy bouaty softens poverty,
he grateful beggar sings to thee
Nor feels his miseries.
he slave no longer mourns his chaias,
‘some kind partner-shares his pains,
Aad rem\i'en sighs for sighs.

A
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ON FRIENDSHIP.

FRJEN’DSHXP ! thou sov’reign balm of woe !
‘Thou richest blessing here below, |
And source of ev’ry joy. '
To publish thy unrival’d praise,
The soft, enliv’ning note X raise,
And all my skill employ.

OB lov’d by all the nine!




Ox FRIENDSHIP.

m ev'ry sympathizing breast

hy sacred image is imprest
In characters divine.

'o thy soft energy ‘tis giv’n

o bless mankind, and bid a Heav’a
In ev’ry bosom shine.

Then keen affliction racks the mind,

nd the full heart to grief resign’d,
All consolation flies 3

hy smile the mournful suff'rerchearsy

hou wip’st away the falling tears,

h ]



L a8 Ox FRIENDSHIP.®

Friendship exalts, refines, inspires,

Fills all the soul with virtuous fires,
And godlike sympathy.

In heav’n thou shed'st a brighter ray,

Superior beings own thy sway,

» Nor blush to bow to thee.

Will friendship then immortal reign,

And shall we wear the pleasing chain,
When this poor scene is o’er.

Do Axcers with delizht pursue |

The goddess’ steps ? yes, sute they do.
For B—rem—— owns her pow’r !
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To the Author of a scurrilous piece in the Hampshire Gazette,

17171, on the _
LADIES" HEAD-DRESS.

WHEN the meek Ass no vain conceit betrays,
But shews his ears, and unaffected brays
Tho’ none will think him wise, yet still he'll pass
Uncensur’d, and be deem’d an honest—ass.
But when the fool with fond solicitude
Attempts to shine the sov'reign of the wood,
His mimic roar belies the Lions strain,
And bursts of laughter echo thro’che plain.
So when mere folly rises to our view,
Tho’ we, perhaps, may smile, we pity too.
But should the blockhead aim to pass for wise,
Contempt succeeds : we l?ugh, and we despise.
Such the emotions which thy lays inspire,
And these ¢ th’ immortal bays” thy rhymes acquiré. _ _~
Rhymes, which from dulness hope alone success,
And only jingle thro’ their emptiness. .
What claim hast thou to « Beauty’s sacred aid,”
Who slight her fav'sites and her laws degrade 2



»

Whence all thy furious rapture, noise and rage ? ‘
Will these the goddess bribe, or muse engage ?
«Or canst thou think thy nonsense will prevail,
‘Where solid reason, and true satire fail 2

But what does all thy wond’rous zeal produce ?
What single makim dost thou teach of ase ¥

Why, after sage debate, with solemn air, T
Out comes, to please, instruct and mend the fair,
A paliry rhyme, a « posy for the hair{” ‘e

And dire convulsions shook the thund’ring ground
A despicable mouse the mighty labor crown’d !
Thy strains in harsh discordant measures roll,
‘Fit emblems of thy jarring, untur®d soul.
Where soxnd and.sense their mutunal hate declare,
And rhyme with reason wagesimpious war.
But could’st thou flow soft as the linnet’s song,
Spontaneous nonsénse gliding from ﬂxy tongue
Yet stubborn critics would contemn thy lays,
Nor give to empty sound one sprig of bays.
Who gave thee leave, vain coxcomb ! thus to tax
The harmless foibles of our helpless sex ?
‘When thine, no less, those very follies love,
-And by example shew that they approve ?

So when the teeming mount with bellowing sound }



|

=

What tho’ the pond’rous roll oppress our heads,
And the French night-cap veils our face inshades s
What tho® the tow’ring pyramid we rear,

- QOrcurl, in artful wreaths, our borrow’d hair ;
What tho’ in easy negligence we shine,

Or blaze in diamonds from the flaming mine ;

! What tho’ each hour we btrive to disagree,
We keep our sphere, nor talk, nor think of thee,

Nor busy politics, nor party-rage,

- Ere vex our bosoms, or one thought engage.

Evn in revenge, we seck an honest mark,
Nor stab.th* unarm’d, nor murder in the dark,.
Whilst thou, with neither wit, nor sense, nor grace,

* 'Thy, heart all flint, thy front corinthian brass,.

Dar’st to the world obtrude thy jests obscene,
Yet, cowaxrd-like, dost all behind a screen..
But peace ! a dunce should only misth create,
As far beneath our anger as our hate..

Fly then, vain fop ¥ be wise, forget thy pen,.
Tavolv’d in dulness, shun the: sight of men!
Destroy thy rhymes, propitiate the fair,

Axd know the sex are heav’ns peculiar care ¢
BELINDA.



g2 WAR axo WASHINGTON.

WAR & WASHINGTON;
4 song com;-vo:ed at the beginning of the Amm'can- Revolution.

VAIN BRITONS boast no longer with proud indignity,

By land your conq'ring legjons, your matchless strength at sea,

Since we, your braver sont.incehn’d, our swords have girécd on, .

Huzza, huzza, huzza, huzza, for WAR and WASHINGTON !
Urg'd on by Nortu and vengeance those valiant champions came,’

Louwd bellowing Tez and Treasen and George was all on flame, -

Yet sacrilegious as it seems, we rebels still live on,

And laugh at all their cmipty puffs, huzza for WASHINGTON!
Still deaf to mild entreatigs, still blind ta England’s-good, -

You have for zbirty picces betray'd your country’s bload.

Like Esop's greedy car you'll gain a shadow for your bone,

Yet find us fearfu) shades indeed, inspir’d by WASHINGTON. .
Mysterious ! unexampled ! incomprehensible !

The blund'ring schemes of Britain their folly, pride, and zeal,

Like lions how ye growland tlircat ? mere asses have you shown,

And ye shall share an ass's fate, and drudge for WASHINGTON }
Your dark, unfathom’d councils our weakest hcads defeat,

Our chfidren rout your armics, our boats deflroy your flcet,

And to complete the dire disgrace, coop'd up within a sown,

You live, the scorn of all our host, the slaves of WASHINGTON !



oy

WAR awx» WASHINGTON 53

L]

Sreat Heav'n ! is this the nation whose thand’ring srms were hurl'd,
Thee’ Evnron, Arnic, Innia? whose Navy 1oVd a Woatp ?
The lunre of your former deeds, whole ages of rcnown,
ok in « moment, or transferr’d to vs and WASHINGTON ¢

¥et shink not thirst of atony unsheaths eur vengeful swords
Yo rend your bands asunder, and cast away your cords.
'ﬁllay'n—bom FREEDOM fires us all, and strengthens each brave com,
¥ From him who humbly guides the plough, to godlik: WASHINGTON,
" . Per this, Oh could our wishes your antient rage inspire,
- Your armies should-be doubled, in nambers. force and fire,
. Then might the glorinas conflict prove which best deserv'd the boon,
. AMErica, or ALBION, a Groror ot WASHINGTON!
" PFir'd with the great idea, our Fathers' shades would rise,
: To view the stern contention, the gods descrt their skies.

 Aod Worre ; midst hosts of heroes, superior bending down.
Cry out with eager transport, Go» save creaT WASHINGTON !
8hould Groras, too choice of Britons, tc forcign realms apply,
AM madly arm half Europe, yet still we would defy
Turk, Hessian, Jew, and InBidel. or all those pow'rs in one,
While Apaus guxdu our senate, oyr camp great WASHINGTON S
Should warlike - mapons fail us, disdainicg slavish fears,
-To swords we'll beat our ploughshares, our pruninghocks to spears,
And rush, sil desp'rate ! on our foe, nor breathe "till battle won,
“Then shout, and shout AMERICA !} and conqu'ring WASHINGTON {
Proud France should view with terror, and haughty Seain revere,
While ev’ry warlike nation would court alliance bere.
And George, his minions trembling round, dismounting from his throne
Pay homage to AMERICA j-l.nd glorious WASHINGION|



“. .
To a Lady who fat'nteJ “onattempting to fmoke
' the Tootk-ache.
b& HAT means that sick’ning cloud that dims-
And shuts thy fading sighbt 2

That languid sweat o’er all thy- limbs,
The many-colour’d. light 2 .

Beware, CeresT1a ! how you try-

A gain the pois'ious weed..
Nerves of less sensibility '

Have ru’d th’ advent’rous deed.

Let Germans.quaff the peignant steam, .
Nor shall the muse condemn.;
And these whose blood and juices seem .

Half dropsy, and halt phlegm.
But thy soft frame and: nerves require -
More fragrant, balmy scents ;
Sweet cassia, cinnamon, and myrrh, .
Should please thy purersense.. '«
Thus when a child, thy gen'rous mind;
No harshness could control,
While cords of love, and arts refin’d,.,
Compliance gently stole. .



To Jupce P—,
With a copy of wauv s Ope.

VHEN the inspir’d musician try’d his skill,
od taught a tyrant’s flinty breast to feel,

ith moving strains call’d forth unusual sighs,
nd drew soft tribute from a murd’rers eyes ;
adst thou been there, with fedlings so refin’d,
ich tender sensibility of mind,

ich feature, look and action had express’d

1€ various passions struggling in thy breast.
ith such peculiar, such prevailing force,

s would have giv’n'the tyrant new remorse :
ith guilty terror he aghast had stood,

nd sighs for groans exchang’d, for tears wept blood.

When the swect minstrel sang, in plaintive sounds,
ar1us fall’n, and shew’d the ghastly. wounds,

'hile foes and friends, in common, wept his fate :
hy frame subdu’a, had sunk beneath the weight,
nd freed th’ incumber’d soul ! while Philip’s son
lushing to see himself so far out-dcne, ’

n his own breast had turn’d his slaught’ring sword, -

nd freed a captive world from its inhuman lord.
Heav’n would approve the timely sacrifice,
1uts of applause to thee from earth should rise,
nd great Darius thank thee in the skies.

G

45
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ON FRIENDSHIP.

FR}ENDSHXP ! thou sov’reiga balm of woe !
‘Thou richest blessing here below, |
And source of ev'ry joy. -
To publish thy unnrival’d praise,
The soft, enliv’ning note X raise,
And all my skill employ.
QB lov’d by all the nine !
In whom sense, judgment, genius, join,
' And virtue shines confest.
Oh, come with inspiration fraught,
Refine my numbers, saise each thought,
And pour upon my breast. «
"That Gobp from whom each blessing flows
In kind compassion te eur woes,

The gracious boon bestow’d !
*Tis friendship ev’ry bliss endears
And lightens all the gloomy cares

That wretched mortals load.



Ox FRIENDSHIR.

On ev'ry sympathizing breast
' Thy sacred image is imprest
In characters divine.
To thy soft energy ‘s giv’a
To bless mankind, and bid a Heav’a
In ev’ry bosom shine.
When keen affliction racks the mind,
And the full heart to grief resign’d,
: All consolation flies ;
. Thy smile the mournful suff’rerchears,
- Thou wip’st away the falling tears,
‘ And bidd’st new comforts rise.
4‘ ‘Sooth’d by thy tender, watchful aid,
" See sickness raise her.drooping head,
And-own the kind relief.
- ‘Our pros’prous days by thee are blest,
2 m.neicr-failing, ‘heav’nly guest,
. In sickness joy and grief.
Thy -bouaty softens poverty,
The grateful beggar sings to thee
Nor feels his miseries.
‘The slave no longer mourns his chaias,
If some kind partner shares his pains,
And ten‘lcn sighs for sighs.




b Ox FRIENDSHIP.!

Friendship exalts, refines, inspires,
Fills all the soul with virtuous fires,
And godlike sympathy.
In heav’a thou shed’st a brighter ray,
Superior beings own thy sway,
Nor blush to bow to thee.
Will friendship then immortal reign,
And shall we wear the pleasing chain,
When this poor scene is o’er.
Do Ancers with delizht ‘pursue
The goddess’ steps ? yes, sute they do. -
For Berem—— owns her pow’r !



&
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" To the Author of a scurrilous picce in the Hampshire Gazette,

1771, on the
LADIES" HEAD-DRESS:

WHEN the meek Ass no vain conceit betrays,
* But shews his ears, and unaffected brays
Tho’ none will think him wise, yet still he'll pass
Uncensur’d, and be deem’d an honest—ass.
But when the fool with fond solicitude
Attempts to shine the sov'reign of the wood,
" His mimic roar belies the L1ons strain,
And bursts of laughter echo thro’che plain.
So when mere folly rises to our view,
Tho’ we, perhaps, may smile, we pity too.
But should the blockhead aim to pass for wise,
Contempt succeeds : we lgugh, and we despise.
Such the emotions which thy lays inspire,
And these “th’ immortal bays” thy rhymes acquire.
Rhymes, which from dulness hope alone success,
And only jingle thro’ their emptiness.
‘What claim hast thou to ¢ Beauty’s sacred aid,”
Who slight her fav'rites and her laws degrade 2



»

Whence all thy furious rapture, noise and rage 2
Will these the goddess bribe, or muse engage ?
«Or canst thou think thy nonsense will prevail,
“Where solid reason, and true satire fail 2

But what does all thy wond’rous zeal produce ?
What single mazkim dost thou teach of use ¥

Why, after sage debate, with solemn air, ,
‘Qut-comes, to please, instruct and mend the fair,
A paliry vhyme, a “ posy for the hair {” ‘e

And dire convulsions shook the -thund’ring ground
A despicable mouse the mighty labor crown’d !
Thy strains in harsh discordant measures roll,
Fit emblems of thy jarring, untun’d soul.
Where soxnd and.sense their mutual hate declare,
And rkyme with reason wagesimpious war.
But could’st thou flow soft as the linnet’s song,
Spontancous nonsénse gliding from &y tongue
Yet stubborn critics would contemn thy lays,
Nor give to empty sound one sprig of bays.
Who gave thee leave, vain coxcomb ! thus to tax
The harmless foibles of ourhelpless sex ?
‘When thine, no less, those very follies love,
-Aad by example shew that they approve 2

So when the teeming mount with bellowing sound }



[
What tho’ the pond’rous roll oppress our heads,

And the French night-cap yeils our face in;shades 3
‘What tho? the tow’ring pyramid we rear,

Or curl, in artful wreaths, our borrow’d hair ;.
What tho’ in easy negligence we shine,

Or blaze in diamonds from the flaming mine ;

What tho’ each hour we strive to disagree,

We keep our sphere, nor talk, nor think of thee,

Nor busy politics, nor party-rage,
" Eze vex our bosoms, or one thought engage.
Evn in revenge, we scek an honest mark,
 Nor stab.th” unarm’d, nor murderin the dark,.
Whilst thow, with neither wit, nor sense, nor grace,
* 'Thy heast all flint, thy front corinthian brass,.
Dar’st to the world obtrude thy jests obscene,

Yet, coward-like, dost all behind a screen..

But peace ! a dunce should only misth. create,

As far beneath our anger as our hate..

Flj then, vain fop ¥ be wise, forget thy pen,

Tavolv’d in dulness, shun the sight of men!

Destroy thy rhymes, propitiate the fair,
And know the sex are heav’ns peculiar care ¢ *

BELINDA.



g2 WAR axo WASHINGTON.

WAR & WASHINGTON;
A song com[:om{ at the beginning of the Amen'um- Revolution.

VAIN BRITONS boast no langer with proud indignity,

By land your conq'ring legjons, your matchless strength at sca,

Since we, your braver sons incens'd, our swords have girded on,

Huzza, huzza, huzza, huzza, for WAR and WASHINGTON !
Urg’d on by Nortu and vengeance those valiant champions came,

Lowd bellowing Tez and Treasen and George was all on flame, :

Yet sacrilegious as it seems, we rebels il live on,

And laugh at all their empty puffs, huzza for WASHINGTON !
Still deaf to mild entreatics, still blind ta England’s-good,

You have for thirty picces betray'd your country’s blood.

Like Esop's greedy car you'll gﬂh a shadow for your bone,

Yet find us fearfu) shades indeed, inspir'd by WASHINGTQON.
Mystetious ! unexampled ! incoﬁ:prchensiblc !

The blund'ring schemes of Britain their folly, pride, and zeal,

Like lions how ye growl and thircat ? mere asses have you shown,

And ye shall share an ass's fate, and drudge for WASHINGTON !
Your dark, unfathom’d councils our weakest hcads defeat,

Our ehfidren rout your armics, our boats deftroy your fleet,

And to complete the dire disgrace, coop'd up within a sown,

You live, the scorn of all our host, the slaves of WASHINGTQON !



WAR axp WASHINGTON $3

° L]
Breat Heav'n ! is this the nation whose thund’ring arms were hurl'd,
Theo’ Evxrox, Asric, Innza ? whosc Navy 1uld a Woren ?
The luntre of your former deeds, whole ages of rcnown,
2oft in « moment, or transfere’d to vs and WASHINGTON ¢
Yet think not thirst of 6tory unsheaths eur vengeful swords
‘To read your bands asunder, and cast away your cords.
*Tis heay'n-born FREEDOM fires us all, and strengthens each brave com,
From him who humbly guides the plough, to godlik: WASHINGTON,
. For this, Oh could our wishes your antient rage inspire,
Your armics should-be doubled, in nambers, force and fire,
Then might the glorions conflict prove whish best deserv'd the boon,
Auzeica, or ArsioN, a Gzoror ot WASHINGTON
" Fir'd with the great idea, our Fathers' shades would rise,
To view the stern contention, the gods desert their skies.
Aad Worre ; midst hosts of heroes, superior bending down.
Cry out with eager transport, Gop save creaT WASHINGTON !
Should Gronas, too choige of Britons, tc forcign realms apply, )
And madly arm half Europe, yet still we would defy
Turk, Hessian, Jew, and Infidel, or all those pow'rs in one,
While Abaums guldes our tgnate. our camp great WASHINGTON §
Should warlike vuapons fail us, disdaining slavish fears,
“To swords we'll beat our ploughshares, our pruninghouks to spears,
And rush, all desp’rate ! on our foe, ner breatho till battle won,
“Then shout, and shout AMERICA ¢ and conqu;ring WASHINGTON !
Proud France should view with terror, and haughty Seain revere,
While ev’ry warlike nation would court alliance kere,
And George, hia minions trembling round, dismounting from his throne
Pay homage to AMERICA thd glotious WASHINGION ||



5% .
THE SONGS OF

S ELMA.

FROAME O3SIAN.

RESPLENDENT beam of falling night ! -
How glorions. in the west, thy light 3
Clouds round thy unshorn temples move,
And stately are thy steps above.
What dost thou gaze at on the plain ?
The stormy winds no more complain.
But torrents murm’ring lash the shore :
Waves.climb the distant rock, and roar.
On feeble wings the flies of night,
Hum—and pursue their drony flight.
What, radiant stranger ! dost thou view 2.
* But thou dost smile, and bid adieu.
Around, the joyful waves repair,
And kiss, and bathe thy lovely hair..
Farewell—thou silent beam ! now rise
The light of Ossian’s soul—arise !
It does arise—in all its vigor too &
And now my long-departed sires I view,

.



SONGS or SELMA.

They crowd on Lora, as in former years,
And Fingal, foremost in the train appears.
A watry column of thin mist he seems,
Midst hosts of visionary heroes gleams.
And see ! the bards in solemn state appear;
There hoary Ullin; stately Ryno here ;
With tuneful Alpiny sweét, melodions shade !
And thy soft plaint, Minona, blushing maid !
How chang’d, alas ! since Selma’s festive days;
When we contended for heroic praise,
Like vernal gales that unresisted pass,
And bend, by turns; the feebly-whistlimg grass.
. L
Minona (softly-blushing dame 1):
With down-cast look, disorder’d frame,
And tearful eye, came forth.
Her hair flew slowly on the blast,
That shrill, unfrequent, o’cr the waste,
Rush’d from the stormy north.
‘ II.
Love, griefand pity, chain’d eath tongue
Each bosom melted as she sung,
And sternest heroes wept.
For oft they Salgar’s grave had seen, -
- .

.-
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And the dark dwelling where serene,
" White-bosom’d Colma slept.

- IIL

See Colma on the hill alore {;

And hear the sad, melodious moan, .
Break from her heav’nly tongue.

Her Salgar promis’d—but in vain !

For night descending,-veil’d the plain,
And thus the mourner sung.

r .

"Tis night ! and on these dreary shores
Disconsolate I rove !

Around, the mo;mtain-temput roars,
The torrent shricks above.

: -IL
No friendly hut a shelter forms
For this- defenceless head.
Forlorn, upon the hill of storms
I wander—wretched maid |
, IIL :
Rise moon ! kind stars of night appear ¢
And guide me to the place
Where rests my love, o’erspent with care,
" And wearied in the chace.
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IV.
Through night’s uncomfortable shade,
I sce him press the ground 3
His unstrung bow beside him laid,
His paating dogs around.
V.
Here by the rock, and roaring stream,
All night must Cclma rove ! :
“The wind and torrent hoarsely screamy
Nor can I hear my love. :
VL
Ho ! Salgar,ho! why this delay 2
Why is thy promise broke 2
Here is the rock, the hill, the tree,
And here the bubbling brook !
VIL
Why didst thou promise with the nighe,
Forgetful | to be here ?
Aic then my Salgar’s vows so light ?
Am I no more his care ? -
~ VHL
For thee I'd from my sire be torn,
My haughty brother flee,
. For thee friends, kindred, country scorn,
Fly all the world for thee.
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IX.
What tho’ our race have long beea foes,
And 8ft in battle strove,
We never did the strife espouse,
We are not foes, my love |
' X..
Cease, winds ! suspead your senscless noise !
Stream, stand‘a moment still !
Perhaps my love may hear my voice
Upon yon echoing hill.
‘ XL
Ho ! Salgar,ho! *tis I'my love!
Ab, why this long delay 2
Here is the rock, the stream, the grove,
Haste, Salgar t. haste away.
. L. .
Lo, the wan uioon. maj“‘ic) silent, Pde’
Wide o’er th’ etherial vault hez beams displays.
The silver current brightens in the vale,
And rocks, and mougtains glitter with the rays.
) 1L :
In vain around the bright effalgence streams,
* Therocks in vain reflect the eplendors wide ;
I see not Salgas, by the fruitless beams,
4is panting dogs rejoicing by bi.sidg.
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I
But who are these all pale on yonder heath ?
My love and brother ? speak, oh speak, my friends !
They answer not—cpld, cold they lic in death 1
Oh, my distracted heart ! what horror rends ?
B 1’
And see ! their swords In mutual gore embru’d !
The purple current smokes upon the plain.
Why, Salgar, hast thou shed my brother's blood ?
- Oh, why my brother, hast-thou Salgar elain ?
P V.
Ye both were dear to Colova«sOh, brave men !
How shall I half four mutehless worth declare 2
"Midst thousands-théu- Wast fairest on the pliin ;
Ho—terrible amidst the sons of wat,
VL .
Speak, I adjure ye, by thé lové I bore ¢ e
Oh, hear my cri¢s, dear objects of my pain !
Pale, silent; senseless'! on thé naked shoré
They lie—and cries, and tears, and pray’rs are vaio |
1 !
Oh from yon rock sublimely spread; -
From the bleak mounté._im airy brow,

Speak, speak, ye spirits of the dead !



o SNNGS or SELMA.

‘Thz balm of consolation shed,
And beal my heait, and soothe my woe.

1I.

Ab, whither are ye gone to rest 2

In what lone cavé may ye be found ?
No airy forms glide o’er the waste, -
N‘i feeble voice is on the biast,

No answeis—balf in tempest drown’d }

' I

In silent grief I waste the night,

And wait, in tears, the morning ray ¢
Joylgss I view rgtnrding-_ light,

And sicken at the beam of day.
Oh friends ! in pity rear the tomby,
Nor close it, till your Colma come,

: 3
My life flies swifter:than a dream g

‘Why should I stay when ye are fled !
Here by the rock, and murm’ring stream,

Tl sit ecompanion of the dead !

<At night when tempests tear the heath,

Relaie to every blast your deaih.



PART or CARRIC-THURA.
A POEM FROM 0SSIAN.
L

D ARK autumn now with fading haad,
Her sceptre stretches o’er the land,
And saddens all the plain,
8low creeps the grey mist o’er the hill,
Impetuous bursts the new swoln vill,
Surcharg’d with moun'ain-1ais.
A | S
Along the margin®s winding sidey:
The river rolls his gable tidc.;.
Hoarse murm’iing pen;iv_i by 3
No balmy fragrance gheers the aire
No cheerful sounJs salute the ear,
No prospects charm the eye.
-HI
Thro* the thick gloom which horror sheds,
Where yon lone yew its branches spreads,
"There Connal’s grave is seen.
8till as the blasts inconstant blow,
TLick-falling leaves the ground bestrow,
Whee lics the first of mem
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Iv.
Oft at grey tmllght, and at dawn,
The hunter o’er the deWy lawn,
Here pensive, musing hies ;

“The sheeted ghost stalks o’er the green, . .

Or haants with dreary steps the scene,
Where mighty Connal lies. '
V.
In honor of suth matchless worth,
Who shall attempt to trace thy birth?
What bard thy sires proclains’?
Tho’ glowing with prophetic fire,
In vain the Druid shall enquire
‘Whence tby high lineage came.
vL.
For as th’ aspiring-oak, up-torn
By tempests, and to distance berne,
Far from its native® place.
Such, Connal, is thy fate ¥ ordain’d
To perish in & foreign land, ’
And in thee all thy race’!
viL
Thy wars, O Fingal, mighty mida ¢
Spread desolation o’er the plain,
Aod bath’d the heath i gore.
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. When veageance rous’d thy soul to war,

What numbers sunk beneath thy spear ?
What heroes prest the shore ?
VIIIL
There, where grim slaughter marks the ground,
A difPrent fate brave Connal found,
Preserv’d from adverse bands.

" In vain oppos’d whole squadrons stood,

No hostile jav'lin drank thy blood,

Thou dy’d’st by female hands !

IX.

Thy voice was thunder, distant roar’d,
Thine arm a tempest, and thy sword

A meteor blaz’d on high.
Thin&height, the tow’ring summit’s brow,
Which proud o’erlooks the vale below 3

A furnace flam’d thine eye.

; X.

* What arm ‘with thine the sword could. wield? |

Thy vonce co%founded all the field,

And half the conquest gain’d. :
As thistles by the plgyful child, @ .
So were their proudest warriors foil’d

Beneath thy conqu’ring hand.
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XI.
. As thnm_ier bursting from a cloud,
Bold Dargo dar’d the chief aloud,
Dreadful to view he stuod.
His glaomy brow fierce war declar’d,
In two vast caves his eye balls glar’d,
His falchion reek’d with blood.
XIIL
Crimnora, (Rinval’s beautecus heirl,
Beheld her hero brav’d to.war,
And hasted to his aid.
A speur she shakes—ber bow behind
- Depends.; and careless in ;bc wind
Her waving tresses play’d.
XIII..
At Dargo the keen shaft she drew ¢
Swift from her arm the mischicf flew,
But, erring, flew unblest,.
Thy dart O virgin, vainly brave,
Slew the lov'd chief it flew to save,
It piere’d thy Connal’s breast t
. © o XIV.
So, reat by storms, falls the proud.rock,,
$o, from its tow’ring height, the oak
Aies prostate on the plains
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What anguish wrung the frantic maid ?
*Tis I have done the desp’rate deed §
By me is Conaal slain ¢
Xv.
Al day she wanders by some stream ;
. &till Connal is her only theme,
Dzar Connal ! (ofi she cries)
" At night thro’ pathless ways she gaes,
By the pale myon—"till worn with woes,
The beauteous mourner dies. .
. XVI.
The loveliest pair lie here enshrin’d,
That e’er in mutual love were join’d,
Or slept ia ¢arth’s cold womb.
“They know nor tumults, cares, nor woes,
But rest in undistarb’d repose, '
Grass rankling o’er their tomb.
: _ XVIL
1 musing in the lonely shade,
The rank weed .rustling round my head,
Indulge reflection dear.
*Till (all to tenderness resign'd) .
“Their mem’ry rushes on my mind,

And calls the burfilag tear,

p——
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On the gloomy prospects of 1776 ;
Written aith allusion to part of the 11th chapter of Sob.

[y

—

C ANST thou, by searching, the Omniscizxt find ?

Or to perfection scan th’ eTsrNaL mIng ? .

Véin aim ! its height the heav’n of heav’ns transcends,

Deeper than hell, th’ unfathom'd line descends !

*Tis longer than the earth’s unmeasur’d plain,

. And broader than ‘th’ illimitable main. #" b

If HE in wrath, shut up a guilty land,

Or ficree consume them with his red right hand :

Humbllcd in ddst beneath almighty power,

Trembiing they groan, b i:lrostratc and adore :

Then, touch with pity, he their prayer rccelvcs,”ﬁ.

Repents him of the evil, and forgives. S
Thus oft doth Gop—what pow’r can stay his hand,

Who his fx"d counsels question, or withstand ¥

He knows vain man ! no thought escapes his eyes,

And canst thou stand if wrath eternal rise 7

Yet dares proud dvst presumptuously revolt,

To folly born, like the wild ass’s
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Oh, then learn wisdom, much-enduring land¢
Implore thy. Gob to stay his wasting hand ¢
He’ll not be deaf, if hurnbly thou prepare
‘Thine heart, and sn-eté.h thine hands in fervent prayer,
If in them wrath or wickedness be found,
If fraud, extortion, violeace, abound.
Far, far remove them, let no guilty stain,
‘The tabernacle of thy Gop profane.
To him with lial confidence repair,
He'il lift thee up, nor suffer thee to fear.
Thy mis’ries shall be all forgot, or scem
Like-gliding waters, or an empty dream.
Then shall thy light be as the morniag ray,
Thine age more gloricus than meridian day.
Confirmd by hope, thy terrors all shall ccase,
And 'midst contending worlds, thou shalt have peace,
“Thy sons, reposing in almighty aid,"
Shall dwell securely, none to make afraid.
Before thee BaiTain shall abash’d retire,
And mightiest nations deprecate thine ire.
Thy favor court, from thy just vengeance flee,
And for their great example, copy thee.
Resembling in thy morals, laws, police, _
‘The glorions kingdom of the Paincz o7 Pracn
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Then faith shall triumph, envy rave in vain,
Oppression tremble, slavery drop her chain.
To law proud rapine, fraud to justice yield,
Fierce discord raging, bathe no more the field :
But perfect love, joy, harmony, and peace,
Crown thy millcnium with transcendant bliss.

shisht ohs Jopnafedde
TO a4 YOUNG LADY

BEAUTY engages, clevates, control; 3

With gendler force, Goop naTure steals our souls,
Hicu st exalts us o’er the vulggr race,

And epucaTion gives high lineage grace.

" RAKK, STATION, ever are with homage view'd,
Wgearts gives the godlike pow:r of doing good.
GREAT PARTS, the lot of few! our envy call,
But VIRTUE singly, far cutweighs them all.
This gives those eyes a more caelestial blue,
*Those rows of ivory a whiter hue ;

Adds to each feature dignity and grace,
And sheds a lovelier lustre o’er thy face.
“To all that radiant form new charms are giv'n,
*Till the fair spisit ’scapes, and sqars to beav’s }



PARAPHRASE

Of the 8oth Psalm ; 1775,
Dohroppifctdecidende

O ISRAEL’s shepherd ! hear our pray’r,
To thee in anguish we repair,

And for thy mercy wait.
What tho® with dazzling splendors crown’d,
Between the cherubims enthron’d,

Thou sitt’st in glorious state,

Yet thou a parent’s breast dost prove,
Thy tender pity, care, and love,

Q'er all thy works extend.
.On man, vile man, thou deign’st to look,
Thou leadest Joseph like a flock,

Our father, guide, and friend !

-Come then, O God of Isracl! come,
Ere the proud foe has seal’d our doom,
And conquer in our right !
Round Benjamin be vict’ry spread,
Thy helmet blaze o’er Ephraim’s head,
Manassab own thyl might.
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But this, ere we may hope to see,

First reconcile us, Lord to thee,
And all ovur sins forgive.

Turn us again O Pow’r divine !

And cause thy face once more to shine,
‘That we may see, and live !

How long, Lord God of Hosts ! shall we
Fierce indignation feel from thee,
And vain be all our pray’rs ?
Thou giv’st tears our thirst t’ allay,
And when to thee for bread we pray,
Thou feedest us with tears !

Thou mak’st us, to complete our woes,

Strife to our neighbors, while proud foes,
Their taunts no respite give.

Turn us again, O Power divine ! 4

And cause thy face once more to shine,
That we may see, and live !

From Egypt thou hast brought a vine, '
Cast out the heathen, call’d it thine,
7 And nurtur’d with thy hand.
Before it thou preparedst reom,
Rooted by thee, its fragrant bloom
Diffus’d o'er all the land.



Paraphrafe of the 8oth Pfalm.

Its boughs like cedars spread around,
And loftiest hills a cov’ring found,
Beneath its ample shade.
Deep fix’d in earth its basis stood,
‘While to Euphrates’ distant flood,
Its stately branches spread.
‘Why then, O thou whose partial.care
:First taught the tender plaat to bear,
And swell’d each clust'ring bough ;
:Hast thou with one relentless frown,
:Her strong-fenc’d hedges broken down,
And laid her honors low 2
1Her fruits, defenceless as they stand,
_Are pluck’d by each rapacious hand
That chance directs that way.
“The tusky boar, each furious beast,
.Now 1iot oa the rich repast, '
.Become a common prey.
“Return,0:God of hosts ! return !

Let thy fierce wrath no longer busn,
But pity and forgive.

Look down from beav’n, thy dwelling-place, '

Vouchsafe one beam of heavnly grace,

Thar we may see and live..
I2

71
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Once more vouchsafe O God ! to view,
Nor view alone, but visit too,
This long-forsaken vine. .
The vineyard planted by thine hand,
And branch which strong at thy command,
Confess’d its root divine.

Behold ! ’tis burnt !. thy chosen race
Consume before thy awful face,
At thy rebuke they die;
From that avenging dreadful hand,
What pow’r can rescue ? who withstand
The terror of thine eye ?

Oh then thy boundless grace display !
Lay help, greatking ! in mercy lay
On ONE all strong to save.
.Thy SON, the man of thy right-hand !
Whom rove before all worlds, ordain’d,
And for salvation gave !

So shall we keep thy precepts, Lord !
Oh, rouse us by thy quick’ning word,
And we'll thy goodness bless.
Tura us again, thy love renew,
Our sins no more with anger view,
Nor longer hide thy face !



73
70 THE AUTHOR OF

A POEM,

On the burning of Charlestown, published in 17%5.

Drohs ohi getdestfontle

P ARNASSUS’ prospect, thro’ thy mirror seen,
No'more for matchless beauties shines alone.

One heap of rubbish blots the smiling scene,
And flls with pity ev’ry muses son !

Bat far more dismal to poetie eyes,
The dreary shadow of that lofty strain,

Which for lest Prnsent,* Churchill taught to rise,
And burst like thunder on the godlike man.

. To view a piece so elegant to sight ! _

Points, commas, measure, wrought with patient toil,
Without one sentiment, one gen’rous flight,

From charity herself extorts a smile.

Bat when we hear thee reason, all at once
On “triffles” or “ no triflles,” paltry chime

. An clegiac poem on the great PiTT's being created a Resx,
afcribed to Churchill



"% A POEM.

Of wit, and paradox ! we must pronounce
Wit, humor, logic, equally sublime.
To see a man, by sudden fury caught,
Pointing to heav’n, and roaring like a bull,
Iavoking vengeance, and the lord knows what,
Who but must think him mad, or d—k, or f—I1?
Howe’er we soon this castle-builder find
Dropt from his summit, like a falling star,
Th’ outrageous flame evaporates in wind,
And all the pompous fabric sinks in air,

This stops chastisement, tho’ in full career
‘Who, in his senses, would a phantom fight ?
Pursue a vapour thro’ inclement air,
Or lash 2 wind-mill like Cervantes’ knight.

Oh, song most rueful ! but alas ! no more,
By nature made abortive, ere its birth !

Yet shall thy name with laureat Sternhold’s door,
Supreme in dulness o’er the sons of earth.

Unhappy victims in the noblest cause !
Wasit too little, my brave country-men !
But ence to perish, spurning impious laws ?
Must ye be back’d and butchered o'er again ?
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If Cain’s black crimes drew downthe wrath of heav'n,
If Britain’s statesmen, still more black than Cain,

Drew double vengeance, where must thou be driv’n
Who frantic, stab afresh, and slay the slain ?

Yet that kind Being whom thou would’st enrage,
Patient, and good, with plt} ;}cs thy pain ;

Perbaps ia time, thy phrenzy may assuage,
Do thou but cease to take bis mame in vain.

If bkav’n, in mercy, fhould fo far relent,
Soon as her beams, bright reason o’er thee sheds

_Be grateful ! and on humble thoughts intent, -
Leave verse and politics to abler heads.

Then will your Joits, and f'igm', and sprites, appear
Just what they are—mere phantoms of the brain,-
And you will wonder, with a ghastly stare,
How such strange whimsies could admittance gain,
Since such the prospect, e’en at best, dear Sir,
Let me advise you—instantly abjure
These silly freaks ! reflect, repent, retire,
Fhysic, and labor, will complete the cure.

U ()
[ SRR W
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A SONG

Written in 1776—~in imitation of the * Watry God.”

'

THAT Powee who form’d th’ unmeasur’d seas,
Not with ﬁﬁti.m:'tridmt sways,
Look’d from th’ empyrean sky.
The solid land, th’ extended main,
With all their ample realms contain,
Lie naked to his eye.

Fierce discord shook the earth, the seas
Involv’d in one promiscuous blaze,
With doubling thunders roar’d.
Micuass ! go forth (the godhead cry’d)
Wave my dread ensign o’er the tide,
And edge CoLumpia’s sword,
Th’ archangel wing’d th’ etherial road,
T’ obey the mandate of his God,
And reach’d Columbia’s shores.
He saw her heroes on the wave,
2" Albion’s boasted navy brave,

attle all her pow’rs.

-



" A SONG. 77

In vain her thousand ships appear,
In all the horrid .pon'xp of war, .

And thunder round the ;o;\si.- .
Whole squadrons captive led he view'd,
By force inferior far subdu’d, - .

Their wealth, fame, glory, lost ! -

Amaz’d | the seraph seeks the sky,
And tells the wond’rous tale on high,
" All heav’n astonish’d gaze!
Thrones, angels, principalities,. -
In loud applause united rise,
And universal praise.

Hail ! brave Corumsians ! sons of heav’n !
To whose all-conqu’ring arms ’tis giv’n
To bend proud tyrants down. ‘
To burst vile slav’ry’s iron band,
Guard sacred freedom, save your land,
Tuers fix the Goddess’ throne.

No more shall Albion rule the waves,
For you the broad Atlantic heaves, .
And boundless oceans roll.
For you they circle every shoze,
Waft India’s treasures, Afric’s ore,
Aad wealth from pole to pole. ) i
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They ceas’d—when- thus ! aﬁmgﬁty spoEe
(Heav’n’s adamantine pillars. shook,

As the dread word went forth.)
Covunzia’s sons I give to reign i
At home, and o’er the boundless main,; - - -

Unrivall’d lords of earth.

Go—execute the. glerions trust;.
Britannia’s brazen fettets bursty.

Her tow’ring pride subduoe |
Henceforth; my sons! not only sway.
“The continent, and all the sea, S

Bot curb proud Albion too ¥ ...



_ 4
On Congress investing Gemeral WASHINGTON, fir
@ season with the supreme military power—1776.

Ov—

’ . .
' TIS best that reason govern man !

'Tis calm, deliberate, wise.

Yet passions wete not giv’n in vain ;.
Here then the diffrence lies.

Rsasow, tho' sure, too slow is. found,
In great emezgencies,

While passiox instant feels, the wouud,
As quick the cuye applies.

Yet that must not due bounds ttansgress, :
By szasox still o craw’d

Submit at last to her dgcrees.
And owa this guiding god. -

Thus the Gaan» Councir oi‘- our land,.
The reas’sing poswer of state, .

Gave WASHINGTON supreme. commmd,
And made his edicts.fate.’

But as necessity impell’d.
This step, when #hat is. past,

The Senats shall resume the field,
And reign supreme at last. X



A
-"D'iALOGUE,~
bmmn b2 11 and the Autbor—on the d?atb of bhis Horfe.

S. I’M griev’d ! you pity me of course.
H. But what’s the cause ? S. I’ve lost my horse.
H. Grieve for a horse ? poh, fiddle, rather
Flea off his skin, and buy another.
S. Indeed I ne’er deserv’d-to own him,
Poor beast ! so gentle, kind, so knowing.
Sure never horse had greatep merit ! *
So humble, yet so full of spirit !
In saddle, harness, sleigh, or chai‘r,‘
What courser could with him compare 2
When curb’d, how would he snort, curvet,
And foam, and champ the galling bit !
How graceful was his flowing mane ? A .
In races, how each nerve he’d strain, }
And bear the palm from off the plain !
No bungling'wretch éould ever bit him,
Ak me ! I never shall forget him !
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Yet shame ! to pass such virtues by,
To let him languish, pine, and die,
Heav'ns ! ’twas downright barbarity !
H. How could you help it, honest friend 2
You did not bring him to his end.
When fate, unpitying, stopt his breath,
Could you arrest the dart of death ?
But ’tis a common thing indeed

To love our friends best when they’re dead.
Blind, ere that period, to their worth,
‘Their thousand merits then break forth.
The soft’ned mind records alone

Their virtues, all their faults are gooe,
And blames herself for thousand things
Pity, not justice, from her wrings.

S. Your reas’ning’s just, I feel its force,
But yet am past excuse, poor horse !
Never thy equal shall I find,

In person, gesture, limb, and wind,
‘The first among the bitted-kind.

And but for me, Oh, gricf and rage!
e might have liv’d to good old-age.
“This thought continually attacks me ;
©dds life, my carclessness distracts med

$:
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‘H.- You’re careless, every body knows.
‘But-neighbor, come your griefs compose, -
T’ll pay you for his hide, and shoes ! .
:S. This all the balm your skill. can pour ?
By heav’n you aggravate the sore.
Inbuman ! thus of old we find . -
“When the arch eri’'my of mankind
‘Was licenc’d by wise beav’n to rob
Afflict, and torture, honest Job. 7
"Weigh’d down with pestilence and grief,
(His hypoeritic friends and wife

Pour’d wormwood. tn for wine and oil,
.And sharpen’d each tormenting boﬁ_;
{Revil’d his woes, to pity. callous,

.And seconded the devil’s. malice.

»H. I thaok you mygob'd rev’rend teachert
:In troth you make an able. preacher,

;But since, tho’ very fine indeed,

‘Your sermon cannot.wake the dead,

I'd only think, resign’d and calm,

:How best his mem’ry to embalm,

-His fame and virtues to . retain,

.Afford him, since ’tis all you can -

Altho’ not equal to his merit half,

. A handspme buzial, tomb. 30d epitaph.
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8. A, no, in spite of all :your scorn,
His fate I'will forever mourn ! ‘
Bring all his matchless worth to miad,
And tell his.virtues to mankind.

Midst a variéty of voices,
-Distinct from other sounds and noises,
.He knew my voice, ner only knew,

But zealously, obey’d it too. '
.One instance of this _'kee‘n-;s'ens'ation,
Among a thousand, ‘claimss relation.

As once I peregrin’d along
.Ia gay, French diml:lggiant7
.Just.as we reach’d the river’s side,
Where Merrimac’s slow waters glide,
By heat, and eager thirst invited,

The very instant Lalighted.

.Langing to quaff, and cool, and lave,

He plung’d impetuous in the wave:
:Which instantly. (so steep the shore)

‘The car, and flound’ring steed up-bare.
Who all un-concious of his plight, " -
-Rush’d onward still, gloomy as night,

And soon had perish’d in the tide,

+ Or vig’rous gain’d the other side ;
~‘But I, whom fear now desp’rate made, =
#Rais'd high my. voice, and call’d the steed.
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Not Peleus son, or mad Othello,

Or he, th’ incestuous, ‘Theban fellow,

For mistress, bandkerckicf, or murder;

« Eer roar’d more earnést, or much louder o
As when a file of grenadiers, .

Are marching onward, stout and ﬁércg

If he who heads these sons of stec)

Gives out the martial order—* Wheel !

They instant turn, and scamper Back,

As fast as when on t’other tack

So turn’d the steed at my command, .

Andin 2 moment gain'd the Jand. '

H. A deal of pains methinks yon’ve shewn

To prove your nag a‘.simp_letqn, .

Could he deem life so light & matter

To pawn it for a drink of water ? ) .

To tempt a river was it wit '

Before he once had-fathom’d it ?

And as to all your horrid squalling,

So like Achilles’ foolish bawling,

It notlﬁng proves but that he beard you,

Not that he minded, knew, or fear’d you.

True, he came out, and might as well

At squalling pig, or indian yelL
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S. ’Tis thus the most exalted actions

Are oft debas’d by low detractions.

Have you no pity, no remorse ?

Or do you envy a poor horse ?

H. Upon my honor, no—nor those

Who on his horseship dine, the crows.
They’re welcome—hark what sound was that?
>Tis they, they scent the sav’ry treat. . ¢
S. *Tis cruel thus to mock my woe! v
O give it vent, and let it flow.

Poor hapless steed ! the truest, best,

That e’er by luckless wight was prest ;

How oft in dirtiest, vilest road,

O’er roots, and stumps, thro’ mire and-mud 3
*Midst cold, thirst, perils, and -fatigues,

No barn within a dozen leagues.

Tho’ wearied, hungry, parch’d, and faint,
Has thou, despising all complaint ;

And only studious to approve

Thy strength, speed, diligeace and love ;
Bore thy sad lord, with many a pack,

A pleasing burtheq ; on thy back.

Oft times when night rush’d sudden down,
And I was thoughtiess jogging on,

Some over-hanging limb or branch

Would almost cant lrge off my baunch.



86 ELEGY.

True to the int’rests of his master ;
Calm and unruiled by disaster,

He'd stop, all-conscious of my state,

- ’Till I’d recover’d well my seat.

%

Then brisker still, his pace would. mend, ¢
Nor hault till at our journey’s end.

Such wast thou, poor lamented horse !
But now hast finish’d thy sad course,
And left thy muster, all forlorn,

Thy sad untimely fate to mourn !

Yet shall thy fame forever live,

My friendship after death survive. -

H. Come, neighbor ! now you over-do it

Strain ev'n the licence of a poet.

. S. Oh, had he dy’d some noble death,

~In fighting fields resign’d his breath ;
For Freedom pour’dA his gen’rous blood,
A martyr for his country’s good !
How would the thought my gricf control,
And calm the anguish of my soul ?
But by vile worms! oh shameful fate !
Unworthy of the brave and great.
Worse far than if a thunderbolt

#ad struck him dead ! alas poor colt!
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H. Whate’er the neighing tribe may think,
The buman will suspect you drink.

He was a decent nag, but still

He was a Horse say what you will !

S. True, but in transports of this kind,
‘The heart, to cooler reason blind,

Will say too much—my fault I own,
Induc’d by gratitﬁde alone.

And candor will not faults espy

When prompted by humanity.

To her I leave it, and to Heay’n; .
And humbly hope to be forgiv’n.

87
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To Mifs P - =« 8 =< igviting her 4o hear a celebratad
Preacher at Church sewdOn the 1ff Psary.

> 2ae FoE———

TO day the prophet, -in glad accents brings,
Salvation’s tidings from the king of tkings. o«
Go, my fair friend ! his sacred ardor feel,
And let thy presence animate his zeal.
There, in his courts, thy Gop and Saviouz bless
In all the beauty of true holiness.
The wond’ring audience plcas'd fhall copy thee,
Thy sex learn meekness, ours humility.
And this cold heart, inspir’d ‘by thee, and grace,
Catch new devotion kindling o’er thy face.
‘Th’ ungodly shall his frustrate counsels mourn,
The pharasaic scoruer ceafe to fcorn,

" Ev’n the vile Atheist shall stand trembling by,

* For once convicted of 2 Deiry.
So shall thy youthful zeal accepted prove,
And hov’ring angels guard thee from above.
So like some blooming olive shalt thou grow,
Thy leaf unwither’d, clust’ring ev’ry bough.
*Till ripe for happier climes, the source of bliss
Shall safe transplant thee to his paradise.

- Where rest, peace, joy, no intcrruption know,
But streams of endless bliss perpetual flow.
There, crown’d with life, may thy fair branches shoot

With bloom unfading, and immorta) fraw



- - THE

B ATTULE




THE ARGUMENT.

Tln, poem is compleat ; nor does it appear from tradition, that
it was introduced, as an cpisode, into any of Ossian’s great works.—
Btis called, in the original, Duan a Chuldiab, or the Culdec's poem,
because it was addressed to one of the first Christian missionaries,
who were called, from their retired life, Culdees, or sequestered
persons.—The story bears a near resemblance to that which was
the foundation of the Iliad. AFingal, on his return from Ireland,
after he had expelled Swaran from that kingdom, made a feast to
all his heroes : he forgot to invite Ma-ronnan and Aldo, two chiefs,
who had not been along with him on his expedition. They resented
his negleet; and went over to Erragon king of Sora, a country of
Scandinavia, the declared enemy. of Fingal. The valor of Aldo soon
gained him a great reputation in Sora : and Lorma the beautiful
wife of Erragon fell in Jove with him.—He found means to escape
with her, and tocome to Fingal, who resided then in Selma on the
western coast —Erragon invaded Scotland, and was slain in battle
by Gaul the son of Morni, after he had rejected terms of peace
effered him by Fingal.—In this war Aldo fell, in a siogle combat,
by the hands of his rival Erragon; and the unfortunace Lorma
afterwards died of gricf,



THE BATTLE OF

L O R A

FROM OSSIAN.

thieshmodi Sitdesifonde

SON of the rock ! where distant oceans swell,
Immortal tenant of the hallow’d cell !

Thy murm’ring groves. enraptur’d do I hear ?
Or doces thy sweeter voice delight my ear ?
Loud roar’d the torrent ; but a gentler noise
Each sense arrested—"twas thy tuneful voice !
Do mortal heroes wake such heav’nly lays ?
Or claim the spirits of the wind thy praise ?
Thou lonely dweller of the distant rock,

O’er yon sad plains, relenting, cast a look !
Thou see’st green tombs with whistling grass o’ergrown,
The flow’ry verdure, and the mossy stone :

Thou still behold’st them, clear, unclouded, brigh't,é
But ah, these eyes are veil’d in endless night !

+

A mountain-stream, down-rushing, furious raves,
And round a verdant hillock spreads its waves. '
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Tour mossy stones with wither’d grass around,

Rear high their heads ; two stately trees surround ;

Trees which fierce storms from Selma’s lofty brow

Had seiz’d, and bent their whistling branches low.
Here is thy mansion here thy narrow--grave,

O Erragon, unfortunately brave !

Long has the sounding shell in Sora ceas’d,

The welcome stranger, and the genial feast.

Thy useless shield hangs dark’ning an the walls,

And mirth and music fly thy joyless halls.

Huil, mighty-hero ! rider of the wave !

Sad was thy fate, unprofitably brave !

Low on our mountains lies great Sora’s heir !

And fall’n the chief who rul’d the tide of war !
Son of the rock ! do songs delight thine ear ?

Lora’s dire battle, then, indulgent, hear.

Long since, the horrid clash of arms is o%r ;

So distant thunder. roars, and is no more.

With his mild beams the sun new gilds the plain,
And glitt’ring rocks and mountains smile again. .
From distant Ullin’s hogrse resounding deeps,

Tair Cona’s shelting bay receiv’d our ships.
Loose to the masts are hung our sheets around,

While roaring winds thro’ Morven’s groves resound.
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The harn of Fingal sounds ; surpriz’d with fear,
From all their deep recesses, start the deer.
Nor fly our shafts in vain ; wide smokes.the.feast,,
And circling shells prolong the glad repast,
Our souls with gen’rous pride and transport burn’d.
TFrom Swarans wars tridimphantly retarn’d.
Two heroes were forgotten at our feast,
And rage and indignation swell’d each breast.
Their brows grew dark ; wild roll’d their wrathful eyes,
And from each bosom burst indignaat sighs,
In close consult the vengeful pair appear,
And each, disdainful, threw to eaﬁh his spear.
Like two dark clouds, they shade the festive scene,
Or misty wreaths siow—rising o’er the main.
Glitt’ring and bright appears their lucid form,
But the pale mariner forebodes a storm.
Rise! (said Morannan) rear the swelliné sails,
And stretch them bellying, to the western gales.
Our ship, O gen’rous Aldo, let us gain,
“And rush swift—-bounding o’er the northern main,
To grace the feast, unworthy we appear,

Tho’ blood of strangers dyes each reeking spear.
Haste, let us fly from Fingal, and efface
. With Sora’s mightier king, this foul disgrace.
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Fierce is his vissage, foes his valour feel,
And the war darkens round his beaming steel.
Him let us join (dishonour’d as we are !)
And fight his battles, and his triumphs share.

- Cladin their might, they plough the watry way,
And reach, undaunted, Lumar’s sounding bay.
To Sora’s haughty king they instant speed ;
(Fierce Erragon, who rules the rapid steed)
New from the chace, the dreadful chief they view’d,
His spear yet reckifxg with the sanguine flood.
His dark brown vissage to the ground he bent,
And careless striding, whistled as he went.
They join the feast : he hears, and grants their pray’rs;
They fought and conquer’d in the monarch’s wars.
From fields of siaughter, crown’d with deathless fame,
To Lora’s lofty walls young Aldo came.
The humid eye of Lorma on him shone ;
{The blooming spouse of haughty Erragon)
As from a tow’r look’d out the matchless fair :
Loose on the zephyr flows her raven hair.
With tend’rest sighs her panting bosom rose,
Softer, and whiter than the fleecy srows,
When, round them whisp’ring, gentle btcezgs play,
And slowly move them in the sunny ray.
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She saw young Aldo, and his beauties shone
Mild as the beams of Lora’s setting sun.
She gaz’d, sigh’d, wept! cach fibre felt th’ alarm,
Her pale cheek fainting on her snowy arm.
Three days immur’d, the fair, by shame witheld,
With counterfeited joy her grief conceal’d.
The fourth (unable longer to contain)
She fled with Aldo o’er the roaring main.
To Cona’s mossy tow’rs their course they took,
Whom Fingal view’d ; and high-resenting spoke.
Shall I receive thee ? Selma aid afford,
From the just rage of Sora’s injur’d lord ?
Who now my chiefs will welcome to the feast,
Or in their halls receive the stranger-guest,
Since Aldo, base of soul, by treach’ry won,
Has borne away the spouse of Erragon ?
Go to thy hills, thou wretch, aveid the light,
And in thy inmost caverns plunge from sight.
Urg’d by necessity, o’erwhelm’d in grief,
Tingal must war with Sora’s gloomy chief.
Spirit of Trenmor ! pride of Morven’s race !
When will the battles of thy offspring cease ?
Enur’d to bloody contests from the womb,
My steps must wade thro’ slaughter to a tomb.
Yet ne’er did helpless age my fury feel,
Nor did the feeble warrior dread my swed\.
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I see, O Morven ! trembling. see; and mourn
Th’ impending stor:s that will thy tow’rs.o’erturn,
. 'When,, all my hapless race inbattle slaig,

None shall in Selma’s echoing halls remain..

Then:will the offspring-of the feeble coms;.

‘And tread, unconscious, o’er your monarch’s tomb.

My deeds shallibe the bard’s perpetual theme,

But sound to-future ages like a dream.
Mearitime fierce Erragon his host alarms, .

And burning with revenge, assumes his arms.

Around their monarch crowd his chiefs of might

Like dark’ning, tempests round the ghost of night,

When he (resolv’d with desolating hand,

To hurl destruction on some guilty land)

Calls ev’ry baleful blast that night deforms,
And frowns tremendous *midst a thousand storms.
For Cona’s shores he speeds-his eager way ;

His chiefs attend him o’er the- rolling sea.

Soon as the rapid squadron gain'd the land,

Go, bard ! (he cry’d) to Fingal, and demand

The war of thousands—if he dreads.the field,

The moss-crown'd hills of Morven bid him yield.
Within his hall sat Fingal, and around

The grey companions of his youth are found.
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His younger heroes (Morven’s blooming race)
Far distant-o’er the desart-urge the chace.
Of other times the chiefs confer at ease,

And of the actions of their youthful days. -
When aged Narthmor in the hail appear’d,
Sage chief! ou Lora’s stteamy banks rever’d.

This is no time (began the king of spears)

To listen to the songs of other years. :
Fierce Erragon, whose deeds each bard records,
Frowns on your coasts, and lifts ten thousand swords.
Gloomy the monarch, *midst his sons of might,

Like the moon’s darken’d vissagc; when thro’.niéht -
Ten thousand meteors, with portenteus rays,

Around their sable queen terrific blaze.

Then thus the king, while various passions move,
Come from thy ball, thou daughter of my love,
Bosmina, pridc of Morven, matchless fair,

Instant to haughty Erragon repair.
And Narthmor ! take, in all their pomp array’d,
The steeds of stiangers, and attend the maid.

. Tell him, Bosmina, Fingal spreads tl?e feast,
And claims the injur’d monarch for his guest.
Proffer the hero honorable peace,

And bid him Aldo’s boundless wealth possess.
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Tell him far distant roam our youthful bands,
And age sits trembling on our palsied hands.

In all her beauty came the lovely maid,
With ev’ry elegance of form array'd.

On Erragon’s dark host her beauties glow'd,
 Like light mild gleaming from a stormy cloud.
A golden shaft her right-hand bore with grace,
Her left a sparkling shell, the sign of peace.

At such a blaze of charms the host amaz’d,

In bending, speechless, admiration gaz’d,
Bright’ning before her like a rock’s vast height,
At the quick splendors of the orb of light ;
When from a broken cloud, by winds disperst,
In full effulgent majesty they burst.

Sora’s illustrious chief, brave Erragon !
(The mildly-blushing, beauteous maid begun)
The king of Morven spreads the bounteous feast
In Selma’s halls, and claims thee for a guest.
Accept the peace of heroes, mighty lord !
And by thy side repose thy slaught’ring sword.
If wealth, the wealth of monarchs, claims thy care,
The words of gen’rous Aldo, gracious hear.

A hundred coursers, children of the rein,

Unrival’d bounding o’er the dusty plain,
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‘To Erragon he gives : in captive bgnds .
A hundred maids he joins, from distant lands.
With these, a hundred hawks, that rapid fiy S
With flutt’ring wing across the azure sky.
A hundred girdles too, of magic frame,
Whose sacred cincture binds th' high-bosom’d dame. ,
(The painful births of heroes these befriend,
And to the sons of toil swift succor lend)
Studded with gems, ten shells with sparkling rays,
In Sora’s hospitable tow’rs shall blaze.
The monarchs of the world in ages past,
They gladden’d once amidst the joyous feast.
This wealth, these gifts, the noble youth allows,
And join’d with these, thy long-lost, beauteous spouse.
In thy glad halls, with rapture and surprize,
Lorma again shall roll her radiant eyes.
Thee to conciliate, Morven’s king approves,
Tho’ Fingal still the gen’rous Aldo loves.
Fingal ! who never justifi'd the wrong,
Nor hero injur’d, tho’ his arm is strong.
Soft voice of Cona ! (Erragon began)
Tell Fingal that he spreads his feast in vain.
Let him his spoils before me, recreant, lay,
-Confess my pow’r, ‘and bend beneath WY SWay L

C RAEEN
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Yield up his fathé®® swords, death- dealing spears,
And loud-resounding shields of other years.
High in my ‘hslls, my sons ‘shall view ithem ‘plac'd,
And say—¢¢ these atins the mighty Fingal grac’d.”
Ne’er shall they:grace thy halls?! (the maid:replies,
JKaen indignation kindling in her eyes).
Those arms unconquerable heroes bear,
Who never yielded 12 the ‘strife.of war.
Monarch of echoing Sera ! king of shields !
The storm is gath’ring on our peaceful -fields.
Dost thou not bode (indelible disgrace !)
Thy ronted squadroris, and -extinguish’d race ?
To Scima’s silent halls return’d the maid :
Her downcast look the king with grief survey’d.
Slow from his place he 4.rosc., in all his pride,
And shook his ‘hoary locks, and pensive sigh’d.
Then togk the sounding mail great Trenmor wore,
And the dark shield his mighty fathers bore.
Impending horrors S‘e]ma’s: halls o’ershade
As the king reach’d to grasp his flaming blade.
The ghosts of thousands; r;:und the palace spread,
The strangers’ death fdresaw,‘ and shrieking fled,
Tierce joy in each grey vet’ran’s vissage rose,
Forth-rushing, furious, on th’ insnlting foes.

N
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Each thinks of former years, of hosts o’ercome,
And deeds immortal, that survive the tomb,
Now from the desart, with tumultuous pace,
At Trathal’s tomb appear’d the dogs of chace, \
Great Fingal knew his chiefs were near to aid,
And ’midst his furious course exulting staid. ;
First Oscar came, and Morni’s dauntless son,
"‘Then Nemi’s hardy race intrepid shone.
Next Fercuth’s formidable figure past,
And Dermid spreads his dark hair on the blast,
Last Ossian came (O Druid) king of spears !
I humm’d, as wont, the song of other years.
My spear supports my steps o’er rushing streams,
With mighty chiefs of old my fancy teems.
Then Fingal, eager, struck his bossy shield,
And the dire signal echo’d thro’ the feld,
A thousand swords leap instant from the sheath,
And gleam refulgent on the waving heath.
* “Threc grey-hair'd bards, to fire the martial throng,
Raise high the solemn, melancholly song.
With sounding steps, deep, dark, denouncing death,
‘We rush, a gloomy ridge, along the heath.
8o sails a cloud surcharg’d with storms, and show’rs,
Then on the narrow vale, impetuous pours,
L
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Dark on his hill, the monarch sat reclin’d ;.

The battle’s sun-beam floats upon the wind.

The lov’d companions of the hoary sage

Are near, with all their waving locks of age..

A conscious transport all his bosom warms,

To view his offspring, terrible in arms,

Glow at the falchion’s gleam, ‘with martial fires,
All emulous, while youthful fame inspires, }
To imitate the deeds of their immortal sires.

Now Erragon, with matchless strength-ende’d,,
Rush’d like the roarings of a wintry flood.
Beneath his sangtzine steel the fields are dy’d,
And ghastly death stalks dreadful at his side.

Who comes (said Fingal) like the bounding roe
From Cona’s echoing hills, to meet the foe ?
Before him dreadful flames his glitt’ring shield;
And his dire arms ring mournful o’er the field..

" He meets fierce Erragon in fatal fight ¢ '
Rehold the battle of the sons of might !
Rage, fury, hate, the rival chiefs deform,
. Like ghosts contending in a wintry storm.

Baut fall’st thou then, with evry charm endu’d ?
And is that snowy bosom stain’d with blood ?
Unhappy Lorma ! bow wilt thou deplore

1%y loss ? thy friend, thy Aldo, is no more !
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Fingal, indignant, graspt his deathful spear,
{While down his cheek, for Aldo, roll’d the tear)
Fierce flame his eyes, surchiarg’d with rage and woe,
But Gaul, undaunted, met the conqu’ring foe.
Who can describe the rage, the combat tell,

Of furious chiefs ? thie mighty stranger fell !

Then Fingal thus—Ye chiefs of Cona’s race !
Stop, stop the hand of death, let battle cease.
Mighty the dauntless warrior, now so low !
What tears in- Sora for her monarch flow ?

The wond’ring stranger to his halls will come ;
But solemn silence reigns within the dome !
Pale lies the monarch on a foreign shore,

And music, joy, and feasting, are no more !
Listen, O stranger, to his sounding woods,
Perhaps bis ghost is hov’ring near on clouds.
But he, far distant ! bleeds on Morven’s strand,
Beneath the fury of a foreign hand !

Such: were thy words, thou first of Morven’s race !
The bards, obedient, rais’d the song of peace.
We stopt (while melting tears each eye o’erflow)
Th’ uplifted sword, and spar’d the feeble foe.
O'er Erragon yon narrow tomb we raise,

And round it, Qssian pour’d the plaintive lays.
La :
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At length the clouds of night come rolling dawn,
When, lo ! appear’d the ghost of Errogon!
Cloudy his visage as an ev’ning sky,

And his dark bosom heav’d the half-form’d sigh. -
Blest be thy soul, imperial Sora’s heir !

Thy fame thro’ distant regions spread afar,

In valor matchless, uncontrol’d in war !

In Aldo’s hall, fair Lorma sat alone;

An-oak, pale glimm’ring, round the mourner shone.
The night return’d—but he.did not return,

And her sad soul, despairing, sinks forlorn.

Hunter of Cona, what detains thee, say ?

Did’st thou not promise ? why this long delay ?
Have the deer wander’d, erring, fiom the path ?
Do the dark winds sigh round thee on the heath ?
In a strange land, disconsolate' I rove,

No friend but Aldo! none but thee, my love!
Come from thy hills, by gentle pitv mov'd,

Oh, come, my only friend ¢ my best belov’d !
Now tow’rd the gate her watchful eyes are cast,
Now pale, she listens to each rustling blast.
She tiinks ’tis Aldo’s tread, return’d from chace,
- And rising joy suffases all her face ;
But grief retarning shades her vissage ‘soon,
Like a thin elond spread o’er the dark'ned roon.
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And wiit thou then, dear youth ! forever stay? '
But'let me yonder hill awhile survey.
‘Bale in the east, the moon’s mild splendors gleam,
And calm and bright the bosom of the stream.
Oh, when shall I behold, with eager pace;
His panting dogs reurning from the chace ?
When shall I hear his steps along the vale,
And voige, loud echoing to the distant gale ? -
Come from thy moss-crown’d hills ! why this delay ?
Hunter of ecﬁoing Cona ! come away ! .
She saw his ghost—thin, visionary gleam !
Pale on a rock—like the moon’s watry beam,
When, *midst two clouds, by fjts, the splendors pour,
And o’er the silent fields descends the midnight show’s.
The empty form she follow’d o’er the heath,
Alas, too conscious of her lover’s death !
Her voice pursu’d him, as the phantom past,
I heard her cries approaching on the blast,
Sad as the breeze whase solemn murmurs wave,
And sigh distressful on the grassy cave.
She came : she.found her love { in speechless woe
Her eyes glare wildly, but no currents flow. -
Pale as a wat'ry clowd that from the stream
Slow-rising, glitters to the moon-light beam,
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TFew were her days on Cona ! by sad doom .
Tated to waste in hopeless gtief her bloom !
Weatied, at last she sunk into the tomb ! -

Fingal commanded, and to Lorma’s praise,

The bards, melodious, pour the solemn lays..

And once, each year, when autumn’s blasts retarn’d,

In pensive numbers, Morven’s daughters mourn’d.

They maurn’d the pangs that wretched lovers ptove;

"Those charms for which contending rivals strove, }
. And Lorma’s cruel doom, and ill-starr’d love.

Son of the distant land ! who dwell’st alone
In Fame’s bright temple, thy imperial throne !

Oh, let thy elevated strains resound
“The deeds of deathless chiefs in song renown’d !
That their gale ghosts, enraptur’d, may descend,
Admire the heav’nly lays, aid round thee bend. -
And beauteous Lorma, long by anguish torn, -
Hear the sweet numbers, and forget to mourn.
Desert her cloudy halls, in graceful pride,
And on a moon-beam thro’ thy lattice glide.
While dewy slumbers on thy eye:lids dwell,
And the pale crescent looks into thy cell.
To view unrivall’d shall her charms appear,
But on her lovely cheek still rests the tear.

- — R




Epilogue to Caro.
Written in 1778.

YOU see mankind the same in ev'ry age :
_ Heroic fortitude, tyrannic rage,
Boundless ambition, patriotic truth,
And hoary treason, and untainted youth, .
Have deeply mark’d all periods, and all climes :
‘The noblest virtues, and the blackest crimes !
Britannia’s daring Qins, and virtues both,
Perhaps once mark’d the Vandal and the Goth.
And what now gleams with dawning ray at home,
Once blaz’d in full-orb’d majesty at Roue,
Did Casar, drunk with pow’r, and madly brave,
Jnsatiate burn, his country to enslave ?
Did he for this, lead forth a servile host,
And spill the choicest blood that Rome could boast.
Our British Cesar too has done the same,
And damn’d this age to everlasting fame.
Columbia’s crimson’d fieldsstill smoke with gore !
Her bravest heroes cover all the shove\  *
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108 EPILOGUE 1o CATO.

“The Sow’r of Britain too in martial bloont,
In one sad year sent headlong to the tomb !

Did Rome’s brave senate nobly strive t’ oppose
The mighty torrent of domestic foes ? _
And boldly arm the virtuous few, and dare
The desp’rate perils of unequal war ?

Our senate too, the same bold deed has done,
And for a CaTo, arm’d 2 WASHINGTON !

A chief in all the ways of battle skill’d,

Great in the council, glorious in the field !.

Thy scourge O Britain ! and Columbia’s boast,
The dread, and admiration of each host }

‘Whose martial arm, and steady soul, alone

Have made thy legions quake, thy empire groam,
And thy proud monareh tremble on his throne.
What now thou art, oh! ever may'st thou be,
And death the lot of any chief but thee !

We’ve had our Decivus too, and Howe can say
Health, pardon, peace, GrorGe sends America ?
Yet brings destruction for the olive-wreath,

For health contagion, and for pardon death.

In brave Faverte young Juna lives again,

And many 2 Marcus bleeds on yonder plain:
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Like Poursy, Warren fell in martial pride.
And great MontGouMEeRY like Scirto dy'd !

In GuuAthe hero, patrict, Sage we see,

And Lucius, Jusa, Caro,shine in thee!
When Rome receiv’d her last decisive blow,
Hadst thou immortal Gates been Czsar’s foe,
All-perfect discipline had check’d his sway,

And thy superior conduct won the day.
Freedom had triumph’d on Pharsalian ground,
Nor Saratoga’s heights been more resiown’d !
Long as heroic deeds the soul enflame,

Eternal praise bold Starx will ever claim,
Who led thy glorious way, and gave thee half thy fame.
See persevering A * * proudly scale
Canadia’s alpine hills, a second HaNnN1BAL !

I Czsar’s days had such a daring mind

With WasuinTon’s serenity been join’d,

The tytant then had bled, great Cato livd,
And Rome ia all her majesty surviv’d..

What pra?se,lwhalt gratitude, are due to ‘tl:xec_.
Oh brave, experieac’d, all-accomplish’d Lz ?
The sword, the pen, thou dost alternate wicl.cl.;
Nor Jurivs’ self to thee would blush to yield.



150 EPILOGUE 1o CATO.

And while $zmrron1vs’ bellowings stun the ear,

T see the ‘traitor C—— his thunders hear.

« But all was false, and ‘hollow, tho’ his tongue

Dropt manna,” with the garb of reason hung.

Ere long the wily Svruax may advance,

And Arric faith be verify’d in France.

How long, deluded by that faithless pow’r,

‘Will ye dream on, nor seize the golden hour?

In vain do ye rely.on'fareign did,

By her own arm aad heav’n’s Columbia must be freedy
Rise then, my countrymen ! for fight prepare, .

:Gird on your swords, and fearless rush to war !

For your.griev’d country nobly dare to die,

And empty all your veins for LiB&RTY.

No pent-up Utica contracts your pow’rs,

But the whole boundless continent is yours ?
¢ Rouse up, for shame! your breth’ren slain in war,

“ Or groaning now in ignominious bondags, .

¢« Point at their wounds and chains, and cry aloud

_ 4 To-battle | Wasuingron impatient mourns

¢¢ His scanty legions, and demands your aid.

4¢ Intrepid Lk still clanks his galling fetters !

« MoxTGomery complains that we are slow !

4 And Warnen’s ghost stalks Mqu‘d amoqg-us'_l’
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Composed in 1777

S HOUT, shoat AMERICA ¢

Thy guardian-God appears,
And wide o’er land and sea,

Thy fame triumphant bears.
He fights thy battles on the plain,
And crowns thee tcg::nt of the main !
Thy oaks, majestic wood !

Disdain. their native spot,
And rushing o’er the fload, .

A glosious navy float. .
Nor shall that pile with ease be riv'n,.
“That brav’d .so long the balts of heav’s.

“Tho’ all thy foes combine
At once to pull thee down,
Their impotent design,
But adds to thy renown.
" As when the giants battled Jove,
“They serv’d his greater strengihive grove.
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What tho’ MonTgomery
Untimely press’d the field,
Triumphant borne on high,
His spirit still can shield.
We view him there ! his car of fame! .
And catch, Elisha-like, the flame.

~

And tho’ immortal 'Lee

By treachery’s debarr’d
That glorious Liserty

He knew so well to guard.
Whole hosts of heroes yet we claim
T? avenge their gen’sal and redeem.

. Still Unios bind our land,
Our councils Wispom sway,
Great WASHINGTON ecommand
And FREEDOM’s Soxs obey. -
Then Britain, Russia, Europe rise ¢
Your rage united we despise.

We laugh at war’s alarms, -

Its toils and arts we kpow
And how to wield our arms,

And when to charge thefoe.
Fam’d Britain, in the trade gomplete,
Excels us only, ip-—eetreat.
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Then shall an Isle bear sway,
Which (some few seasons roll’d)

Should all Amszica T
A gen’ral banquet hold, .

Attendants scarcely could afford
To pour the wine at ev’ry board.

Fir’d with the scenes to come,
We'll rise without delay,
And scourge the pirates home,
Or drench them in the sea,
That Georce may know, with all his slaves,
Not us, but heav’n he madly braves.

Then shout AMERICA ! o .
Minerva calls, and Mars ;

They point thy glorious way,
They order all thy wars.

They fight thy battles on the plain,

Azd crown thee RegEnT of the main ¢

J



To Miss E. C. on ber singing * How oft Louisa," I
most pathetically. c N

HOW oft Eliza have I thought,
Sinee first I heard those notes of love,

I’d rather listen to thy voice '
Than hear a radiant saint above ?

And by those lips that sang so sweet,
And by that warbling voice divine !:.
I vow to hear a seraph’s Iyre -
rd n.ot‘forego one note of thine:

Then hofw divinely blest the youth
Ordain’d by heav’n-to share thy love !
Raptur’d, he’ll listen, gaze, adore,
Nor envy seraphims above.

Thus will the fond, enamour’d youthe
Sink, overwhelm’d in love’s abyss.
And snarching treasurcs from those lips,

Dissolve in extacies of bliss,
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AN

ELEGY

On two female Steeds, one of wbom (ealled Divivity,)
died of mere old age, in ber 30th year : the other of @
dropsy, shough previous ta ber. death she was supposed to be
with foal—add:essed to the owner, J. R. Esq. 1777.

oPnohroprif dectfonde

U & HEN valor nobly on the field expires,
Or patriot-virtue mingles with the dust,
Soft sympathy each feeling bosom fires,
And from the big-swoln heart the sorrows burst.

‘Who but of late, this truth severely found

When freedom’s guardians bled in youthful pride,
While many a gallant hero prest the ground,

And in Columbia’s cause triumphant dy’d.

Such, such emotions in each breast should rise,
When worth of any rank sinks with the dead.

And thy two blameless coursers from all eyes,
Demand the melting show’r profusely shed.
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5‘ AN ELEGY.
Unhappy owner ! could not oze suffice
To glut the greedy foe, the gaping urn ?

Must both at once be ravish’d from thine eyes,
And leave their lord his desble loss to mourn ?

Not so when great Achilles’ mortal steed,

: By‘ ve Sarpedon was in battle slain’;

Th immortal mate surviv’d, by Jove decreed
Ta glad his lord, and shine in war again. -

But since 'twas so ordain’d, it now remains
To tell their virtues, and console their lord :

To mourn their fate, in sympathetic strains,
And all their worth, and ev’ry feat record.

In difP’rent ways excell’d (he gen’rous brace,
Their talents various, the’ alike their worth.
One fam’d for moderation in the race, ‘
And one for breeding, and not bringing-forth.
Whether that gift peculiar to the first
Was nat’ral, or th’ effect of age, which dulls

" The mioving pow’rs—ryet this allow we must
Full thitty winters.any spirit cools.

What various.fate did. the poor steed endure !

How often stole, and lent, and bought, and sold.?
All which with matchless constancy she bore,

*Till thirty annual revolutions roll’d.
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Sometimes a dollar the rich purchase made, -
And once a louis’dor, but never higher ;

.While maay a time the purchaser was paid
To take her from th’ nngrateful former buyer

As troubles have a strange effect indeed
T” improve the patient exercis’d tbercby, d
Thus prov’d it here—so humble was the siced,

She gain'd the titled-name—Divinity.

If future bliss to sinful man be giv’'n,
A surer meed awaits the rev’rend mare ;
And if divines arrive at last in beav'n,.
DiviniTy itself must sure go there.

There we must leave ber with her worthy mate,
To reap the high reward deny’d them here,

And touch’d with gen’rous pity for their fate,
Record this epitaph upon their bier-:

Here lie two gentle steeds ! one dropt, good soul !
Mature; like 2 well-ripen’d shock of corn 4

The other pregnant—not indeed with foal,
But with a dropsy, and she dy’d forlorn !

. M
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ON A LADY

Who played and sung to ber Guitar at the first request,

bbbb “avithout imposing the hateful tax of ceaseless importun;z;ty.

.

Drhhm ot dentdonte

THOUGH all'is harmony-above,
Yet angels kindly deign

To leave the realms of bliss and love,
And watch o’er favor’d man.

Their sacred inspiration warms
The poet, and his lay ;

But ’tis their condescension charms,
And steals our souls away.

Thus when we hear thy heav'nly voice
Soft-temper’d to thy lyre ; -
Our sonls in extacy rejoice,
And caich the glowing fire.

But ’tis thy READINESS TO PLEASE
(So like the throng above ')
That melts our sacred extacies
To gratitude, and love ! .
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TO THE MEMORY OF

Baron Trenck.

P pohrrhe Htfenttocide

H AIL injur’d shade ! who nobly didst despise
The utmost malice fortune could devise !
Epur’d to bear variety of pain,
A dungeon’s horrors, and a tyrant’s chain ¢
" What eye thy' mighty suff’rings tan peruse,
. Nor tears of sympathy that eye suffuse,
Ponder the cruel wrongs thou did’st sustain,
Nor indignation boil in ev’ry vein ?
Thy dauntless valour contemplaté, thy zeal,
And not accumulated courage feel? .
Thy maaly, god-like fortitude behold,
And from those brows the martys’s crown withold ?
Thy candor, justice, maderation, scan,
Nor glory ia the dignity of man ?
As 1 revolve thy various turns of fate,
What struggling passions in this breast debate 2
Love, pity, admiration, take their turn,
Then horror, and vindictive vengeance toven
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What coward-vengeance in thy foes? ia thee
What unexampled magnanimity ?’ i

Ye, who ansther’s agonies have felt
Whom rage car redden, or compassion melt ;
See the brave vet’ran drag his dungeon-chain,
The blood fast trickling from each spouting vein{
1 feel hfe s current from its channels swerve,
While kcen vibrations rack each tortur’d nerve,

Exalted suff’rer ! thou shalt ¢charm a world,
When thrones, and sceptres, are in ruine hurl’d.
And their proud ewners, moulder’d and forgot,
They—and their hated memories shall. rot.

From thee shall suff’ring virtue feel new springs,
Rise with recruited strength, and prune her wings, .
And vice abash’d beneath thy potent spell,

Sink down affrighted to her native hell.

Thy memorable annals leave behiad
An everlasting lesson to mankind
To place no confidence in states or -kings,

Nor trust the shadow of a tyrant’s wings.

The pageantry of courts, each fool and knave, -
The cruel despot, and the cringing slave ;
The judge suborn'd, th’ ungrateful, treach’rous friend,
The fawyning sycophant, the subtle fiend ;
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The lurking spy, each harpy of the gown,
The vengeful levite, and the rev’rend drone ;
Touch'd by thy pen, as by Ithuriel’s spear,
In all their vile deformity appear.

Thee youth shall study, fir'd with thoughts sublime,
And the steep paths of honor dauntless climb.
The chearless captive learn from thee to dear,
And fird by thy example, scorn despair.

Thy race, the guardian care of providence,
Shall live respected, crown’d with innocence ;
And those just rights proud despots thee deny’d,
With sev’n-fold honors be by them enjoy’d : ‘

To teach base miscreants vIRTUE’s not mere 7ame,
Bur surest passport to immortal fame.

Now Prussia’s peseoTt, crouching at thy feet,
Beholds thee thron’d in some distinguish’d seat.
And Rosesrizges, to make thy ghost amends,
Howls in the lowest dungeon of the fiends.
Whilst thou in peace, no tyrant to annoy,

With blooming Hebe quaff’st perpetual joy.
And some illustrious bard of future days,
Fir'd by thy mighty name, shall tune the lays,
And grow immortal in thy deathless praise.
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THY boundless sway, almighty Lord !
Earth, heav’n, all nature own '
Strength, majesty, omnipotence,
Are thine.great king alone.

The strong foundations of the globe
Were fix’d at thy command ;
Unshaken still from ages past,
They shall' to ages stand.

But thy firm throne, before all time
Immutable hath stood,

Th’ eternal mansion where resides
The self-existent God.

" The floods, O Lord ! with fury rise,

" And roar, and foam on high ! )

Still urg’d by storms, they rage, they burst,
And tempest all the sky.

But thou with ease can’st still their noise,
And make their fury cease ;

One breath of thine their rage subdues,
And softens all to peace. :

Since such thy pow’r, eternal God !
What wretch shall dare rebel 2
Unspotted holiness alone
Can with thee ever dwell.
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Epilogue to CorIoLANUS.
DrrdmePnii sdendonls

TRE MBLING with apprchension, doubt and pain,
‘We have presum’d to tread this stage again.
This stage—where late, by various passions mov’d,
A Juba triumph’d, and a Marcia lov’d.
Where a Numidian, barb’rous as his clime,
Stalk’d, black with ev’ry execrable crime. _
And where by demons fir'd from deepest hell,
Sempronius bellow’d, fought, blasphem’d, and fell.
Here Lucia wept with anguish torn, and love ;
And there th’ illustrious rival brothers strove.
‘Kere nobl_.,c Marcus bled, in youthful pride,
There Liberty, and Rome, and Cato dy'd!

A diff’rent scene has been display’d to night ;
No martyr bleeding in his country’s right.
But a majestic Roman, great and good,
Driv’n by his country’s base ingratitude,
From parent, wife, and offspring, whelm’d in woe,
To ask protection from a* haughty foe :
To arm for those he long in arms had brav’d,
And stab that nation he 50 oft had sav’d.
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. b T
" See him low-prostrate on the hearth ! great heav'n’t
Can worth so great to such extremes be driv'n?
He whom the trembling Volsci felt of late
Dart terror thro’ their host, and scatter fate,
Now grov’ling at their feet ! see Tullus rear
The godlike man, and answer all his pray’r.
Now crown’d joint leader of the volscian train,
And buraing with revenge, he takes the plain.
What rage thy heart, what fury urg’d thy hand;
O valiant gen’ral of the volscian band !
When thou Rome’s trembling legions mad’st thy prcy.
And her victorious eagle bore away.
" Thy vanquish’d country now astonish’d see
Their past successes owing all to thee !
Priests, augurs, senators, around thee stand,
To deprecate thy rage, and save the land.
Unmov’d thou hear’st the supplicating train, -
And priests implore, and augurs sue in vain.
Rome’s weeping matrons last around thee plead,
Thy wife, thy mother, the procession lead.
What hcart this tender scene unpitying bears ? ?
What eye bepolds, and melts not into teays?
Vetruvia kneels—ah, Marcius, ah, forbear,
Thy country, parent, wife, and infant spare.
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With resolution, worthy of a god,

Long the great chief inexorable stood.

By filial piety at length o’ercome,

He yields—by #ature more subdu’d than Reme.
Irrevocable fate o’ertakes the deed ;

By Tullus, his protector, see him bleed !

So fell the chief whom vengeance unrestrain’d
Against his country urg’d to lift the hand. -
Howe'er ungrateful Rome deserv’d to bleed,
No wrongs can justify so dire a deed.

Learn hence, my countrymen ! Rome’s guilt to shun ;
For honor, justice, gratitude, be known.

Nor let your unrewarded sons®* complain

They wield the sword, and fight, and bleed in vain.
Lest, tempted like this Roman, they rebel,

And ‘gainst their country turn th’ unhallow’d steel.
But keep stern Cortoranus still in view,

Impartial justice steadily pursue,

And to each warrior give a warrior’s due !

¢ General discontent prevailed in the American army, when

. thiv was written and spoken,

0
-
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THE FADED ROSES

4 SONNAT :

To Miss E. S.

ARDELIA, pride of ‘eviry muse,
All innocent and chaste,

With two fresh roses, damask-hues,
Het snowy bosomn grac’d.

 Thrice happy flow’rs ! {I sighing said).
Now sacred from decay,

Translated to that lily-bed

. You ac’er can fade away !”

But scarce the nymph had plac’d them there,
With conscious grace and pride,

When stung with envy, and despair,
‘They wither’d, droop’d, and dy’d. .

Astonish’d at a sight so rare,
And curious to know

If with their bloom so rich, so fair,’
They’d Jost their fragrance too.



To Miss E. S. . 129

I bent my head—but oh, what scents?
What show’rs of rich perfume !
Ambrosia ran tho’ ev’ry sense,

And fragrance fill'd the room.

My admiration Venus saw,
Who hover’d near the fair ;

And thus with love-commanding awe,
Address’d my wond’ring ear.

.

Tis not those flow’rs! her sweeter breast
Your senses holds in chains ;

And my own.cestus binds that waist
Where Lovs despotic reigns !
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To 5. S. Esq.

On bis joining the American army in 1777.
Drohrrhnikafedente

U & HEN once the die is cast, vain all regret ¢
Sense, virtue, duty, teach us to submit. =
Go then, my friend ! in quest of glory go,
Defend your country, and repel the foe.
With native forfitude, and valor blést,
Let your example animate the rest,
Arouse the torpid, and the dull inspire, °
Till each bold brother burns with all your fire.
“Tis not for conquest, but defence you fight,
Think "tis your counTay’s cause, and think it R1687.
Whate’er began the desolating woe, )
A cause apparent, or some secret foe ;

The ill s0 universally is spread,
'Tis now too late to alter or recede, }
And arms and blood alone can terminate the deed !

If gen'rous CaTumor, Prian’s godlike sox,
And glorious BruTtus, gain’d such high renown,
Who wag’d, perhaps, unvindicable war,

Because their Countav’t safety was their care ;
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Mucbv more will yop, who faithful fo your trust,

Defend a cause, which half the globe thinks just.

But oh, my brother ¢ happier fates attend

My country’s, mine, and virtue’s noblest friend !
Heav’n crown thee with gheir glory og the plain,
But ah, return thee to our arms again !

This last best boon, will swell th’ amazing debt,
And make what erst was mighty, INFINGTS !

129

ON A CELEBRATED COUR&-CRIER, - .

FamnA'ﬁr & most tremendons, mf-)ier:in‘, air‘-(md’hlé

wity.

SO laud thac Stentoriphic note, .

That were the LasT pa¥ high, .
To rouse the dead with dreadful shout,
‘Th’ ancuancer would prefer thy throgt,

And‘lay his trumpet by,

P ]



INTRODUCTORY PROLOGUE
| ‘fa the Pfa): at: Port:moutb A
‘ | ecmmpip oo

WHAT various ways has maaw’s poor fancy w:rought
“To ease him of that painful burthen— T#ought ?.
Cards, dice, and wine, the coffee-house, the ia,
And tea, and scandal, £ii! the tedious scene.

’Midst such dull vanities, what praise is due
To }iim who brought the Drana first to view ?
Taught strains of heav’nly eloquence to roll,
And ¥ak'd uplev'ry passion of the'sonl; -
Calld. from the murderer’s eye a tender show'ry, ..
And sighs from flint that never felt before.
Made dulness® self to feel the players ragey.
Or unextinguish’d lau&hzer shake the stage.
Feelings ! which givé fﬁh& atheism thele,
And prove the spirit’s idMorTALITY

There are, T know, who think this all mere tant,
Who, pieus-souls ! -to playsno-quarter gtant 3~
Pronounce them carnafi and :with raeful facé,
Declare the rogﬁcs who act them void of grace.
And do you in dull apathy thus glory ¢
Peace, peace a momegt, and attend my story.

e .
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A rev’rend prelate once to Garrick said,

*¢ Why are, deluded mortals so misled ?,

« Qur churches none frequent, your play-house swarms,

¢ While ae preach TruTH, yox dress up fictios’s charms.”
Hear but the answer, for I think it wise ;

* Qur lies we veil in truth’s alluring guise,

“You preach your truths as tho’ you thought them lies.”
But lest some worthy soul should think me rude,

Pl tell a tale far better and conclude.
A sailor once was cast on Cornwall’s coast,

Naked and hungry ! pinch’d with chilling frost ;

In this sad state, a player took him in,

Bound up his bruises, pouring oil and ‘wine.

Disdain’d not a whole month to feed and dress him,

Then gave one half he had, and bid God bless him.
The honest tar, while sighs his bosom heave, -

With eyes that stream’d wub -gratitude, took leave.
So'nc few years rounded’ “with far better claims,

Our tar returns, and anchors in the Thames ;

Ask’d by his miessmate, to the play be hies'; :

There view him, fix’d in wonder'and surprizes  °

With rapture gazing on the splendid shew,

Bright scenes, and nymphs who yield to none but—zow.

‘At length 3 player enters—¢ Heav’ns ¢ tis he'!:

“ The friond that sencor’d misery, swdwe* .
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What strong emotions in that bosom roll !
What grief, what anguish, wrung thy mighty soul ?
An ambush rises near, from the thick wood
Six ruffians rush ! their poignards thirst for blood !
Will none assist ? the trembling player cry’d.
 Yes, I by G— !’ the gen’rous tar reply’d.
Nor staid, but swifter than the lightning’s rage,
Leapt from the gallery upon the stage.
One universal peal ascends the sky,
And tears of transport burst from ev’ry eye.
The play was o’er—eclips’d its fading rays,
And ev’ry tongue resounds the sailor’s praise.
Such is the force of nature, such of art,
And both combin’d, o’erpow’r the firmest heart.
Fromi ev'ry breast each selfish barrier roll,
And in elysium lap th’ imprison’d soul !
What need I more ? th® example you supply,
And the bright comment sparkles from each eye.
Ob, might th’ illustrious House* their vote confer,
Pass ev'ry acs to :ﬁgbt, without demur,
And the fair Senate happily concur. .
Back’d by your suffrage, we'd the stage assert, l
- With grateful pride the gen'rous bill report, .
And quote your Statutes in each critic’s court | j

¢ The General Court was then in wwiva, wnd mewt of ‘the
members present at the Theatre,



A LADYs complaint on the death of ber faverite

D O G,

awho bore the significant name of BEs®, expressive of bis
employment awbich avas that of a turm-spit.

ohmoPiohio Kfocifonife

D’YE you ask why thus I mourn ? Oh ,gnef !
We've lost our faithful turn-spit, Bser !

A cart this morning o’er him rid,

And crush’d the hapless victim dead !

Disgusted at tbe creakmg wheel,

He ran to ring his usual peal.

Doom’d never from that luckless bour,

To run, or bark, or bellow more.

Oh, had you seea him all one wound, A
Stretch’d out, and pping on the ground !
You'd bury’d ew'ry past dispute,

And wept forgiweness o’er the brute.
Evn *B——3 self, his foe profess’d,
Had felt soft pity touch his breast,

* An eminent physician, against whom and the
aathor, %ecf had an invincible aversion.
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And wish'd for more than Galen’s art, -
To draw the inexorable dart.

You cannot, nor can we'as yet,
Think what a dreadful loss we’ve met.
Our family runs almost wild,

Poor P y takes on like a child.

" With all his faults we dearly lov'd him,
So very faithful :g had prov’d him.
At cook’ry he’d 2 wond'rqus knack,
Sev’n years he was our only jack.
In vain might Tom the Turkies get,
Were he not by to turn the spit.
Betty in vain might stuff her veal,
Was he not pilot at the wheel,
And who'd the sirloin touch, so boasted,
Till first by his industry roasted ?
No jack, like him, in all the town,
Could meat so exquisitely brown ¢
Hus still was infinitely better,
More rich the fat, the gravy sweeter,
Ab, me ! I ne'er again shall eat
The finest dainties of the spit.
My board shall smoke with boil’d alone s -
I hate ev’n ven’son now he's gone !




TmUTARY - TEAR.

Oh for some poet’s heav’nly art -
To pour th’ effusions of my heart,
And in impassioned strains shew forth
His talents, and unrivalld worth !,
He did all dogs of modern breed, et
In ev'ry excellence exceed.

Not Arcus could mpre watchful be,
Nor Tobit’s was more true than he.
How well the important charge he bore,
Majestic guardian of the door 2 .
Stern centry ! there he stood untir’d,
Not Cerberus more dread inspir’d.

His keen, discriminating nose

Could still distinguish friends from foes.
‘Which with dire yelps full plain he’d make it,
If S——1i touch’d the door or B——t.
But joy would shew, and complaisance

At ev’ry favorite’s advance.

‘What warm affection fir’d his mind !
Once on a visit left behind,

Soon as he found his master gone,
He £lI’d the air with piteous moan ;
And tho’ a river roll’d bet;wcen,
Spite of antipathy, plung’d in ;



7 ' TKIBUTARY TEAR.

Stemm’d the swift current, cut the foam, -

And reach’d with waggisg tail his hoxge.

Oh, could he-new returs-as merry !

But there’s no swimming Styx’s ferry.
To mitigate our mighty woes,

You must an epitaph compose,

And with your steed 2 mighty name !

Enroll bim ia thie Hets of fame.

To live, when nature's self shall die,

In th? archives 6f cternity !



VERSES

Written in a SUMMER-HOUSE.
R —

To tese embow’ring shades i vaie I fly !
Tho’ Eden blooms around me, stil I sigh.
In vain the garden all its sweets bestows,
The snowy lily, and ambrosial rose.
In vain the gaudy tulip courts my eye,
And pinks diffuse their spicy fragraney ;
In vain their umbrage the fair fruit-trees spread,
Or bending willows lend. their covler shade,
The woodbine vainly wines in am’rous wreaths,
And all the balmy breath of summer breathes ; -
Still the sick mind no consolation knows, :
But nourishes in secret, cureless woes.

So when th” unhappy parents of mankind,
By bold transgression loft sweet peace of mind,
Each whisp’ring zephyr filI’d them with alarms,
And paradise itself lost all its charms ;
Till heav’n, in pity, doom’d them each to toil
In rougher regions, and a fitter soil.
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C -

THE RPISODE OF -

Lamderg & Gealchossa,:

From the Vib . Boox of 0SSIAN’s FINGAL.

Drohrepriietgendonds

WHOSE‘ fame (began the king of gen’rous shells).
In that dark, solitary mansion dwells ?
Four stones, with moss o’ergrown, st.and;: on the heath,
And mark the lonely, narrow house of death.
Near the sad dwelling be my Ryno laid,
Silent companion of the mighty dead ! |
Some chief, perhaps, the dark pavillion shrouds,
Prepar’d to fly with him aleft on clouds.
O Ullin, raise thy sonl-exalting lays, . .
And sing the mighty chiefs of other days !
If in the field of glory, in full bloom,
Ne’er fled th’ illustrious tenants of the tomb,
With them my son shall rest, bewail’d no more, . .
Far from his parent, friends, and mative sl;ére.
Here rest (said Ullin, oracle of song)
The best, and bravest of the wirrior-thrbng."

o
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Whose martial deeds cach raptur’d bard records,

Lamderg, stern chief ! and Ullin, king of swords !

And who; soft-smiling, from her cloudy hills,

Bright with caelestial grace, her form reveals ?

Ah, why so pale, thou first on Cromla’s heath 2

With foes in battle didst thou yield thy breath ?

Hail, Geakchossa ! snowy-bosom’d fair |

The noble Tuathal’s all-transcending heir !

Adoring thousands for thy beauties strove,

But Lamderg, Lamderg, only was thy love.

To Selma’s mossy tow’rs his way he took,

And striking his dark buckler, thus he spoke..
Where is my Gealchossa ? heav’nly maid ;

Ob, where has Tuathal’s matchless daughter. stray’d 2

In Selma’s echoing halls I left the fair,

All bath’d in tears, resign’d to keea despair,

When grim Ulfadha, by fierce lust impell’d,

With savage fury brav’d me on the field.

Return (she said ) O Lamderg, mighty man ! l

Return victorious from the deathful plain, *

And soothe my anzious heart, and calm each pain )

But now no more that form divine appears,

No more that voice, like music, charms my ears.
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Sad is the hall where mirth:aad joy werg found,

No tuneful voice is heard, no harp’s soft sound,
Nor love’s sweet transports, nor the sprightly flow 3
"Tis all blank sadness! all one scene of woe !

Ev’n Bran, depress’d with sorrow, learns to mourn,
Nor shakes his chains, joy’d at his lord’s retutn.
Where is my Gealchossa ? heav’nly maid 1"

Oh, where has Tuathal's matchless duughtér stray’d ¢
Lamderg (said Firchios, Aydon’s mighty heir)
She with her maids may chase the tim’rous deér,
Firchios! no sound from Lena’s wood ensues,

No deer bound by ; no panting‘dog pursues.

Nor does the glorious nymph herself appear,

Fair as.night’s empress, sparkling from her sphere, '
When in full glory, dagzling all the sight, ~

O’er Cromla’s tow’ry hill she pours her sacred light.
Go; Firchios, to great Allad instant speed, -

And learn of him the fortune of the maid 3 -
Within yon cavern’d rock the prophet. dwells,
Where circling sione the dark recess conceats;. '« -
From eldsst times the sage has there remain’d,

And myst'ries deep, and darkest truths explain’d. .
Todim the, spirit of 2 seeris giv'n, - . ..

Unerring, ancient oracle of heav'n !
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Thrill'd with desp awe, he sought the hallow’d rock,
And pedstrate thus the car of sge bespoke:

O thou, who tremblest here alone, whose eye.
Pervades the scenes of dark futurity !

All-knowing prophet | deep-discerning sagé !
What saw, O reverend sire, thine eygs ofage 2+ -

I saw (said Allad) tow'ring o’er the plain, = ..
Ullin, stern Cairbar’s offspring, dreadful man |
Dark as a wintry cloud, with fury stung,

Down Cromla’s steep, he madly rush’d along, }
And breathing vengeance, humm’d a surly song.

To Selma’s halls the raging warrior drove,

Where Gealchossa mourn’d her absent love.
Lamderg (he crics) tremendous chief ! prepate -

Oa Cromla’s hill to mzet this arm in war. '

Rapacious Ullin ! (the warm maid replies,

Keen anger kindling in her lovely eyes)

Lamderg is far from Selma, mighty man !
Ulfadha ‘braves him on the distant plain,

But Lamderg never flies : he’ll meet thy spear,
And soon that vengeful heart will learn to fear.
Soon will he force that stubborn soul to yield,
And send thee scourg’d and howling from the field.
For who can equal Lamderg ? or withstand

Th? avenging fury of that dreadful handl



142 LAMDERG ..axo GEALCHOSSA.

Lovely thy wrath! (th’ admiring hero said) -
‘To Cairbar’s hall must Gealchossa speed. -
The valiant only can deserve thy love,

And who is valiant, let the conflict prove.
From lofty Cromla’s emulating height,
Three days I call stern Lamderg to the fight.
If on the fourth, the warrior falls or flies,
The contest ends, and Ullin claims the prize.

So spake the hoary prophet—Lamderg heard,.
Then thus, impatient, this short pray’r prefers’d :
O Allad, live forever ! heav’n-taught sage !
Peace to thy dreams, and vigor bless thine age ¢
Now, Firchios ! wide thro* Cromla’s utmost bound,

Pour the loud challenge till the heav'ns resound,
Let the shrill horn’s redoubling clingors rise,
And rend the brazen concave of the skies.
Stern Ullin’s self shall tremble at th* alarm,
And meet reluctant this avenging arm.

As rous'd by whirlwinds, the mad deeps arise,
Foam o’er the rocks, and tempest all the skies 3 '
So Lamderg rush’d with unresisted sway,

Nor streams, nor torrents, stop his rapid way ;
In vain oppos’d, the craggy mountain stood,
The rushing deluge, or o’erwhelming flood.
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No stop, no check, his boundless rage-can rein, -
And mountains rise, and rivers roar in vain.
Shook by his strides, th' affrighted mountain reels,
And rocks fly back beneath his furious heels.
His arms, his buckler rung ! wide thro’ the shore,
He bumm’d a song loud as the torrent’s roar.
Dark as a cloud, all grim, and terrible,
The wrathful warrior tow’r’'d above the hill.
His burnish’d arms like metcors blaze afar,
Or the red terrors of th’ autamnal star.
He roll'd a rock from Cromla, war’s grim call !
Stern Ullin heard in Cairbar’s distant hall.
With joy he bail’d the signal of the war,
And ﬁe‘rce for vengeance, took his father’s spear ;
On his datk clieck a smile indignant play’d,
While at his side he plac'd the dazzling blade,
Grasp’d in his hand, the glitt’ring lance he held,
And careless whistling, strode along the field.
Gloomy and silent, as the misty-wreath °
Which o’er the hill ascending, clouds the heath,
The warrior, Gealchossa soon survey'd,
And all her conscious bosom shook with dread :
Her snowy breast in agony she beat,
And silent ! tearful! fear’d ber Lamderg's fate.
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O Cairbar, hoary; venerable man! -
(The virgia of the tender hand egan)
Teo long a captive in your halls detain’d,
Permit me, sire, a moment unrestrain’d,
On Cromla’s hill to bend.the sounding bow,
And pierce the:dark-brown hinds, the leaping roe.

" With falt’ring steps she climb’d the hill ¢ in. vain }
A purple deluge floated ell the plain !

. The gloomy chiefs bad fought ! (O Comhal’s son,
How wrathful heroes fighit to thee is known ! )
Bencath stern Lamderg’s unresisted steel -

Cover'd with wounds, rapacious Ullin fell.
Pule, faint, and weary, with the toils of war,
Young Lamderg sought the trembling, anxious fair,
What blood is this 2 (the tender virgin cry’d)
. What stream O Lamderg gushes frone thy side ?
' “*Tis Ullin’s bload—thou fairer than ths snow
~ That spotless shines on Cromla’s shady brow !
Here, Gealchossa let thy chief repose, -
- And.inthy lov’d embrace forget his woes.
He spake—while silent ebbing from his side,
Life’s purple current flow’d~The mighty Lamderg dy’
And sleep’st thou then so soon on earth {she said)
O chiet of shady Cromla >—(wretched maid 1
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‘ever—ah, never will thy gricfs remove !)

n the cold earth three days she mourn®d her love.
he hunters found her dead ! with pious care;
bove the three, this monument they rear.

hy son, O king of Morven ! here may rest

Fith heroes—¢+’n in death supremely blest. -
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I N the regions of blisss whera the Majesty feigns,
Ten thousand bnght seraphnm shone ;
Wing’d for flight they all stand, harps of gold in each han
When a voice issu’d mild from the throne.

Ye pow’rs and dominions, bright guardians of realms !
Whose sway Eurort’s sons have rever’d,
Egaftern monarchs no more your aid shall implore,
" To the WEST all your cares be transfers’d.

That vine which from Egypt to Canaan I brought
With an out-stretch'd omnipotent }jolw

In COLUMBIA's rich soil from Britannia’s bleak isle,
Shall flourish, and brave ev’ry storm.

In vain persecution her wheel shall prepare,
The tyrant his scourge lift on high ;

The wheel shall be broke, the sciourge and the yoke
All shatter’d in pieces shall lie.

To accomplish my pleasurc,‘ a HERO I'll raise,
Unrivall’d in counfel, and might ;
Like the rrorrET of 0ld, wise, patient and bold,
Resistless as Josuua in Sghw.
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See the plains of Columbia with banners o’erfpread !
Hark ! the roar of the battle’s begun !.

Like a son of the skies, when proud rcbel.s arise,
He drives the dire burricane on.

Him terrors, nor treasons, nor dangers shall daiunt;
Till his country, from bondage restor’d,

InperenpeNT and Free, all her greatness shall see
Due alone to his conquering sword.

" 'When the thunder is o’r, and fair reacs spreads her wing,
The cHier still refulgent shall beam,
Presiding at helm, framing laws for the realm,
In peace, as in.war, still susrEms !
" "Then the bright golden age shall triumphant return,
Millenium’s new paradise bloom :
While from earth’s distant end, their high state "attend,
Al nations with transport shall come ! -
Hail AMERICA, hail ! the glory of lands 4
To thee those high honors are giv’n. .
Thy STARS still shall blaze till the moon veil her rays,
And the sun lose bis path-way ia heav’n !



On the death of tuw lovely TWIN-SISTERS
awbo died within a short space of each other
«t EXETER.

B e o)

TWO boautcons flow’rets on owe slem,
In afair garden grew,

Smil’d at th’ invigorating beam,
And siPt the fost’ring dew.

Not woodbines thro’ the fragrant air
Did balmier sweets disclose ;

The lidy was not half so fair,

so sweet-the rose.

Each-gye beheld the matchlefs pair,
With admiration mov’d ;
And wonder’d how they grew fo fair,
They wonder’d, prais’d, and lov'd !
Bat ah, one lovely-flow'r declipes !
How languishing it lies ?
What art ean fruftrate heav’n’s defigns ?
" Jedroops ! it fades ! it dics !
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Farewell, sweet heav’nly plant ! ah, say
How will thy partner mourn ?

Snatch’d from her lov’d embrace away,
Ah, never to return !

But see ! the tender sympathy
Pervades the widow’d flow'r ¢

‘The lonely mourner left by thee,
Pants for the final hour.

It comes ! adieu, sweet flow’rs adieu !
Forgive these streaming eyes.

I see you rapt from mortal view,
Now blooming in the skies ¢

149
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Written on Prsstoent WASHINGTON s dignified re-
Susal of the request made by the Housk of REPRESENTA-
TIVES for the papers relative tothe Britisy Tredtr
o 1795
hroPioohn K thocifende

COLUMBIA exult'! thy DELIV’RER still reigns!
That hero who freed thee from servitude’s chains !

He reigns in the m:.uu' of cach patriot-son,
And justice and judgmcnt cs;abhsh hxs throne.
No clouds of detraction such glory can screen ; ;
Like the sun in the heav’ns bright, constant, serene,
'Tho’ they roll in huge volumes to darken his rays,

They dissolve into air, and are lost in the blaze.

Immaculate statesman-! invincible chief !
Thy breth’ren, like Josrra’s, shall bow to thy sheaf.
Nar by this age alone shall thy worth be confest,
Thee ages unbarn shall rise up, and call blest.
Nor alone to thy Country, thy fame bs confin’d,
Bat diffus’d thro’ the’globe co-extend with mankind.
~ All nations and ages, with rapl.ure exclaim
“ Twas WASHINGTON led us to Fazinow and Tama ¥
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How splendid u1s glory ! how deathless u1s praise !
Whom VirTue’s foes hate for pursuing her ways !
To the Max of the ProrLe this honor is giv’n,
His foes are the foes of mankind, and of heav’n.
And hence will be seen, spite of each stale device,
The rooted aversion *twixt vizrTue and vice;
‘While folly can blunder, ambition aspire,

While envy can blacken, or jealousy fire.

Ye miscreants ! who now the whole'state would unhinge,
Scarce a year has revolv’d since with bow, fawn, and cringe,
Ye servilely worship’d whom now ye revile,
Inimpudence Arworps ! Iscariors in guile !

Who courts the meb’s grace is unwise in extreme,
*T's lighter than vapour, more vain than a dream.
Far nobler incentives have Washington sway'd,
.A.CONSCIENCE approving, a crowN that can’r raps/!

Thou demon InGraTiTUDR ! first born of hell !
IHHow dur’st thou obtrude where the virtues should dwell ?
And you, brave CoLumsians ! in one honest breast,
"How could you admit so infernal a guest ? \
To blast with reproaches so sacred a name,
And pollute with er breath those bright laurels of famie !
Dh, cast out the fury ! such madness restxam\
And scourgé the black monster to hell badhagan-
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Say, did we not hail him in council, and feld,
Our Oracle, Champion, Bulwark, and Shield ?
Sent down like an angel by Heavey’s dread Sire,
To protect, to avenge us, encourage and fire.
Like 1sraer’s, our camp was illum’d by His light :
By day a thick cloud, a bright pillar by night.
‘ Between both the hosts, stood this greater than Mars,

A suN to our legions, a terror Lo fhcirs.

. Did not, when abanden’d and left by his train,

By the States, and by Congress, He singly sustain
Columbia’s vast weight, by true patriotism fi’d,

As Avcipes the heav'ns, whea strong Atlas grew tir'd 2
‘Like Samson the Danite, belcaguer’d by focs,
Unappal’d, undiscpurag'd, victorious he rose ;

Pluckt the laurels which BrrTain had gather’d in vain,
And gave us fair freedom, and safety again !

To recount '«ﬂl the pLaNs, by his wisdom contriv’d,

Cr the pexps by his cenduct, and valour atchiev’d,’

Were to number the gems that heav'ns concave adorn, -

The sands on the shore, or the dew-drops of morn.

‘Till sucedss all his labors abundantly crown’d,

And the Olive succeeded the Trumpet’s shriil sound.

Then with glory replete, honor’d, !ov’d, and admi"’d.
2715 sword he resign’d, and in silence renr'd.”
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Call’d again by his counTry, from VErNON’s sweet shadi
‘To preside o%r her councils; he chearful obey’d.
In framing our present wise GovERNMENT shong,
The wonder of nations, and boast of our own :
Over which both by duty, and interest led,
With oxe voice the wHoLe Psorre elected him head.
And still Heaven lends him to watch o’er the state,
An example of all that is wise, Goop, and GREAT

His wisdom (unruffled by intestine jar)
More than once has averted the horrors of war.
Under his able conduct, we now rest in peace,
Manufactures, and Trade, Arts, and Science, increase.
Crops luxuriant our fields and our pastures enrobe,
Our Commerce is bounded alone by the globe ;
While beneath our own fig-tree, and vine, we obtain
And enjoy all the fruit of our labor and pain.

What madness then Citizens, prompts you to 1ange,
Or to risque for such bliss, .o uncertain a change ?
‘The treaty with Britain can be but pretence :

On its side rests the weight of skill, numbers, and sense.
Desides, be the Taearvor censur’J‘ or prais’d,

We made it ourseLves when the Fasric we rais’d :
‘How dare then our Suv;mrs for f.:c.lon, or gam, :

4 stee

Infgngc that wise tystcm the ey -
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Tho’ Genet’s hopeful pupils the treaty deride,
Town-meeting§ reject it, and Cagsius take side

With Jacobin-clubs, who all order contemn, .

‘Tho’ shoals who can’t read it, most sagely condemn ;

Of you, LecisLaTors ! we hop’d better things,

Or we ne’er had put trust in the shade of your wings.

We'll remember, howe’er, when we make the next choice, - -
Ev'ry member who gave for the parers his voice.

{And could you expect, by such flimsy pretence,

To stir from its centre; our Rock of Dsrgvce ?

That numbery would awe him, his steadfastness shake, )
® Or the dread of impeacbment make WasuineTon quake ?

You try’d it and found, with confusion of face,

Th’ attempt cloth’d your party, not Him, with disgrace.

Superior, undaunted ! yet gentle, and mild,

The SIRE of his COUNTRY repuls’d you—and smil’d.

So the high-tow'ring ANDES, majestic, sublime !
Capacious and ample, EMBRACING EACH CLIME ;
- 'Tho’ round its broad base, the hoarse torrent may roary~
" The loud surges dash, and huge cataracts pour ;
On its sides, as in league, tho’ fierce lightnihgs may form:
» Its strength still derides the bolt, billow, and storm.
» On its sky-helmed front not a cloud can be seen,
But all is calm sun-saing, mild, pure, and screme.

.
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YOR THE
Celcbration of the PRESIDENT’s BIRTH DAY.
. _

. TO the gods who preside o’er the nations below,
On Olympus’ high summit conven’d in full session,
AMERICA’s GENIUS with laurel-wreath’d brow,
For his noble constituents prefer’d this petition.
¢ Let COLUMBIA be free !
To confirm this decree,
Be their charter of Freedom entrusted to me.”

o, Still combine in firm union the EAGLE ano DCVE,
Tke trident of Neptune and :hunder of Jove.

IL

Jove nodded assent, the just suit Juno mov’d,
Minerva, gay Phaebus, and- Neptune consented,
Feather’d Hermes, Latona, and Dian approv’d,
"But Mars, merry Momus, and Venus disSented.
Then commenc’d the debate, o
Each with triumph elate,

And AMERICA’s GENIUS grew pale for her fate.

Lest the gods sbould dissever the EAGLE ano DOVE,
The trident of Neptune and thunder of Jove.

155
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Mars bluster’d and swore, if the decree issu’d forth,
It would give great offence to the ¢ terrible nation,”
That none but Columbia’s brave sons upon earth,
Could curb Sans Cubottes and arrest devastation.
Then adieu to all wars,
Blood, rapine, and scars,
While France bows her neck to the standard of Stars.

Displaying in triumph the EAGLE anp DOVE,
- The trident of Neptune, and thunder of Jove.

1v.

Next Mormus his visage screw’d up to a sneer,
 Protested Columbians were sworn {oes to laughter,-
While Frenchmen so merry, so witty, and queer,
Could laugh, sing, and caper, midst oceans of slaughtes.
Then these vot'ries of mine,
Who light skip round my shrine,
Will never more offer me incense divine,

" Ifyour fist unites the bold EAGLE axp DOVE,
The tridént of Neptune, and thunder of Jove.
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Next Venus arising—What maduess (she cry’d)
Tempts the gods to take part in Columbia’s dire quarrels ?
France triumphs with Venus and Mars on her side,
With rapes almost surfeit! o’erloaded with laurels !
Minerva, so stout,
With. Diana may pout,
But I’ll die, cre to them I surrendermy vote ;

Or consent in uniting the EAGLE anp DOVE,
The trident of Neptune, and thunder of Jove.

. VI.

Ocean's God then exclaim’d—’Tis in vain to pretead
That Columbia can prosper, her birds torn asunder ;
Then appeal’d to experience, truth's voucher and friend, .
If his trident e'er rul’d uprotected dy thunder ? .
Call’d Venus a drab,
Merry Momus vile blab,
And gave bully Mars, what he wanted—a dab.

[ ]
Then swore be’d ne’er sever the EAGLE anp. DOVE,. -
His trident of peace, from the thunder of Jave.

-
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Stern Pallas thien rising, her Kgis on flame !
‘The cause of Columbia with eloquence pleaded:
I gave het true wisdom, and valor, and fame, .
Long ere Adams the sage Vernon’s here succeeded.-
He dauntless of soul ! .
Proud France shall control,
_And bears Freedom's flag from the line to each pole.

Till the nations reveve the bold EAGLE ano DOVE..
The trident of Neptune, wwd ¢hander of Jove.

-

VIIT.

Then Fove, I8 the name of the gods, thus decree’d.
The petition prevails—my sons are victorious ;
’Gainst treason, and Gallia, they still shall spcceed;
And rise on her ruins, triumphant and glorious. -
Their thunder shall roar
Round each ocean and shore,
Till haughty ancg humbled, too late shall deplore -

The day that cemented-the EAGLE axp DOVE.
Tle srident of Neptune, and thunder sf Jove.
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or

Marseilles-Hymn,.
x799.
I

COLUMBIA's sons, arouse to glory !'_
Hark ! the loud trumpet sounds alarms !
Her tow’ring EAGLE flies before ye,
Her glitt’ring STANDARD calls to arms !
Shall France on rapine still subsisting,
With daring menace, vain and base,
That glorious Standard ere disgrace,
One STAR on its broad field existing ?

Toarms! to arms ! ye brave,

TE avenging sword unsheathe !

March on ! march on! all bearts resobo’d
On victory, or death ! ’ ‘

IL.

On justice, morals, law, they trample,
The righ!s of men, and nations spurn ;
Mankind deplore the dire example,
Auxd with vindictive vengeance burn |
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COLUMBIANS! ere toolate, take warning ¢
Detest th’ insidious, sly embrace,
And hold no commerce with the race !
False as th’ infernal “ son of morning \»
To arms ! €.
f1I.
Say wretched Venice ! gull’d Batavia !
What’s French protection ? Gallic arts ?
Ask Switzerland, ask bleeding Suabia,
They’ll ring a peal to rive your hearts !
With victory, and pride inflated,
Where’er unbridled lust can pierce,
They lord it oe’r the Universe,
Their savage thirst still unabated !
To arms ! Oe.
JATA
Dire Cannibals.! detested nation !
Tosatiate, still, tho’ drunk with blood !
You war ’gainst MAN, against CREATION,
And Fiend-like, make mankind your food !
And shall we basely see the ruin
Which ghastly Evrore holds to view,
And court-the gen’ral ruin too,
Our hands in our own blood embruing ?
" To arms ! €.
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O LIBERTY! thy lov’d embraces
We'll cherish with our latest breath ¢
Nor firce, nor threats, nor vile grimaces,
Shall wrest TuEe from our grasp till death ¢
‘While VERNON’s HERO, great and glorious ¢
Inspiring, rules the martial band,
And ADAMS, bulwark of our land,
Still guides the helm of State victorious !
To arms ! .

VL

Our wives, our children, grandsires hoary,
United, call us to the field !
Awake! AMERICANS, to glory !
Gird on your swords, and grasp the shield ¢
‘Against these monsTERs of creation,
Be all your bolts of vengeance hurl'd,
Burst their strong chains, set freea world ;
And be oppres’d mankind’s salvation ¢
To arms ! to arms ! ye brauve,
T mnging sword unsheatke !
March on ! march on! all bearts resdls'd
On victory, or death ¢
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Eulogy on Laughing,

~ Delivered at an exhibition by a rounc ra»s.

LN

)

‘e

LIKE merry Momus, while the Gods were quaffing,
I come—to give an eulogy on laughing !
True, courtly Chesterfield, with critic zeal, .

~ Asserts that laughing’s vastly ungenteel !
The boist’rous shake, he says, distorts fine faces,
And robs each pretty -.fea.turc‘ of the graces r -
But yet this paragon of perfect taste,

.On other topics.-w:;s not over-chaste ;
He like the Pharisees in this appears,
They ruin’d widows, but they made long pray’rs.
Tithe, anise, mint, they zealously affected :
But the. law’s weightier matters lay neglected ;
And while arfinsect strains their squean'_iis.h caul,
Down goes a-manstrous camel—bunch and all !

Yet others, quite as-sage, with warmth dispute °

Map’s risibles distinguish. him from brute ;
While instinct, reason, both in common own,

To laugh is:man’s prefogative alone \
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“Hail, rosy laughtc} ¢ thou deserv’st the bays !
Come, with thy dimples, animate these lays,
‘Whilst universal peals attest thy praise.
Daughter of Joy ! ‘thro® thee we health attain,
When, Esculapian recipes are vain.

Let sentimentalists ring in our ears
"The tender joy of grief—the luxury of tears—
Heraclitus may whine—and oh ! and ah {—

I like an honest, hearty, ha, hah, hah!

It makes the wheels of natare gliblier play-;

Dull care suppresses ; smooths life’s thorny way ;
Propels the dancing current thro each vein ;
Braces the nerves ; corroborates the brain ;
Shakes ev’ry muscle, and throws off the spleén.

Old Homer makes yon tenaats of the skies,
His Gods, love laughing as they did their eyes !
It kept them in good humor, hush’d their squabbles,
As froward children are appeas’d by baubles ;
Ev'n Jove, the thund’rer, dearly lov’d a laugh, »
When, of fine nectar, he had taken a quaff !

It helps digestion when the feast runs high,
And dissipates the fumes of potent Burgundy.

But, in the main, tho® laughing I approve,

It is not ov’ry kind of laugh X ove .
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‘Efo“g;many‘ laughs e’en candor must condemn $~ *1
Séme are too full of acid, some of phlegm ;
The loud horse-laugh (improperly so stil’d,)
Thelideot simper, like the slumb’ring child,
- 'Th’ affected laugh, to shew a dimpled chin,
The sneer contemptuous, and broad vacant gpn¢ -y
Are despicable all, as Strephon s smile, ., . .
- To shew his ivory legions, rank and file. ' -
The honest laugh, unstudied, unacquir’d, .
By nature prompted and true wit inspir’d,
cu‘c}mw&y&,and, I*w.lstaE tnew bcfore,
Wh’en humor. set the table‘on ‘a 1o r", Y J{l ‘.
Alone deserves' th’ applauding muse’s gra‘c s BT
The rest—is all contortion and grimace. ~ - 7
But you exclaim, ¢ Your Eulogy’s too dry;
“ Leave dissertation and exemplify ! :
“ Provﬁ,fby experiment, your maxims tru@g; . i
* And, what yéu praue so highly, make‘w.’
In troth I hop’d’this was -alréady done, *" ’
,And Mirth and Momus had the laurel won ¢
Like honest Hodge, unhappy should I fail, - .
Who to'a crowded audience told his talc,
And laugh'd .md snigger’d all the while himself*
To grace the story, as he thought, peor elft
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© But not a single soul his suffrage gave—
" While each long phiz was serious as the grave !
La;lgh ! laugh ! cries Hodge, laugh loud ? (no balfing )-
"I thought you all, e’er this, would die with laughing !
This did the feat ; for, tickled at the whim,
A burst of laughter, like the.electric bealﬁ,
Shook all the audience—but it was at bim !
Like Hodge, should ev’ry stratagem and wile
Thro’ my long story, not excite a smile,
- I’ll bear-it with becoming modesty ;
i But should my feeble efforts move your glee,
_: Laugh, if you fairly can—but not at ME !
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SONG

FoR

Washington’s Birth-Day :
unu.u; 3799.

Deohronii afectfeciqe

FROM Helicon’s embow’ring shades,
Descend each n;usc, on ré.pture"s wings ;
Apollo, join th* inspiring maids,
And sweep the loud-resounding strings !
While answ'ring echoes hail the morn *
When Thow, Great WA$HINGTON‘! was't bora ¥

Thy martial deeds, 21l tongues employ,
From GsorcGia, to HanTon1a’s bounds,
While shouts of waiversal joy
Th’ extended Continent resounds !
¢ This day (re-echoing skies return)
* Dlustrious WASHINGTON was born 17
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He leaves the sweet abodes of peace,
And mounts BELLONA’§ iron car,
Ensur’d, by destiny, success, ’
He rules the thund'i—ihg tide of war !
Till van'quish’d Vet'rans curse the morn
Victorious WA.SHINGTON .was born !

His Country freed; be sheathes the sword,
Untainted -by ambition’s . fires,

And joy’d to see her rights restor’d,
In silent majesty retires,

His brows, cternal wreaths, athn,

This day,; Great WASHINGTON was. bom

Our GLORIOUS CONSTITUTION owes
To mim zts beauty, strengl,h and grace,

Who with com-patriot peers arose,

- And FREEDOM built on LAW’s firm base

Then hail the Patriot, by whose aid,

The 810n_o}:s corner-stone was laid !

The Fébﬁ_c "built, his Country claim’d
Her Great Defender for its head,
He took the helm, with zeal inflam’d,
- While all the Statesman shone display’d s
Columbia’s traitors rue the morn,
Their great Aatagonist was born.



168

© A SONG.

- To ADAMS then he gave the helm,

Well skill'd the glonous bark to guide,

. Seas, shelves, and storms, he _makes her stem,

And proudly brave th’- opposing tide.

_ His brows with laurels then entwine, -

And blend Great WASHINGTON ! . with thine.

. But hark ! his Country calls! again

Behold the godlike : Chief advance;

© He grasps the sword ! resumes the plain !

To curb the arrogance of - France.
Applauding millions hail the morn.
Their Bulwark of defence was born !

While the warm blood bedews our veins
This annual tribute we will pay,

And war, plague, famine, waste our plajas-

To France, and pestilence a prey,
If ¢’er our sons forget the morn

.- When thou, Great WASHINGTON wa’st bosn
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x .
L-ATE_.-Jofe ‘and bluefNeptune in conference met,
Ori'Ida’s high summiit teclin’d 5’
The theme was CoLumsia | her fame and ker fate
Engross’d éach Ceelestial’s high mind. *
First Neptune began—*-Scarce three ages have past,
Since the land we adopt for our.own,

Haant of savage, and brute, was a rude howling waste .

Undisco_ver’d, funpeoplgd, unknpwn. .

COLUMBUS' with noble’ ambifton I fir'd; .
To explore the vast region-unkown,

His zeal I encourag\d, his sails I inspir’d -
And wafted him safe o’er my throne.

When the fiend Persecution in Britain fierce sway’d,
The Oppress’d on my bosom I bere,

Call'd the winds to assist them—the wild winds’s obey’d,

And wing’d them ‘with speed to the shore. .
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Each toil they encounter’d, all hardships susgairi’d,
Till the desart a paradise grew ; [obtain’d,
Wholesome laws they ordain’d, chartered rights soon
From the Monarch and realm whence they flew.
For Rericrow and Freepowm, they brav’d ev’ry foe,
Intrepid, invincible, strove s -
" Resolv’d the rich blessings to taste here below,
Or enjoy, unmolested, above t

CoLUMBIA, mcreas’d in fa.me, numbcrs, and wealth,
Dire envy inflam’d her old foe H .
Who with taxes devis’d to enslave her by stealth, -
Bur Fare and the’ Gons will’d not so.

Ter foes she- engag’d—wblle my waves rose to check
The towsr who rulés ocean with me§°

'The chains of Depevidanté she toré from her ficck,
Now réigns Inprrenpeir and Frik » o

« And still shall sheireign” ! {Jove with transpart ieply'd’
4 0Of all nations the -envy, and dread g

- Neor France, with the furiés and fraud on ber side;-
Shall tear the rich crown frem her head !

All the Gods, in her cause, would arise-in their wrath,
Qld Vm.cau her thunder-bolts forge, -

ilér Cannon, dire Powder, and Weapons of deatb 3
And teach the dread tubes to disgorge.:
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Stern Prossus his arrows, fierce hissing, should send,
My Egis Minerva should wield,

‘While Mars who once dar’d Gallia’s cause to defend,
Would load with her corses the field.

Eceon, the monster, who durst Jove defy, -
With Nslrrung,‘shoald furious advance,

His hundred hands brandish—while fierce from the sky,
I launch’d my red lightning on Ftauce.

But the aid of the Gods, Corumtia declines,
Tho’ assail’d from wiithin; and abioad,

Her Arms and her Counsels shall blast thieir desigis,
And rebels subdue with Ler rod. v

Her Tars are all Truxrons, her Soldiers né’gr fly,
Her Fleets shall invincible prove ;

Sage ADAMS for wnsdom, with PALLASmay vie,
And WASHINGTON equals a JOVE !?



~
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»

ObE to INDEPENDENCE!
*Pnehuohp SKadectfonde
HEAV’N and the fates this'day decreed
Our happy country-should be freed! -

.. v,
Corumsiawns rise ! from shore to shore, -
Let joy resound ! loud cannons roar! °

" And while we hail-the glorious morn,

Let France recline her head, and.mourn, -
While PaTriors with the d?.wn awake, .
Let inbred Traitors fear, and quake,
Whilst-Deriso’s shun the joyous throng, -
This. be-the burthen of the song—

CHORUS.
¢« CoLumpia rise ! be firm, be free !
«The friends of France are foes to' Thez.
¢ Detest ‘the tools of Talleyrand, - ‘
¢« And spurn each Traitor from the- land I

Shall ws to- Gallia bow the: knee ?
CoLumsiA tributary be ? -

Her insults bear without a groan ?
And pay her plunders by a loan ?
Yes—we'll pay tribute—with a Fleet, .
And Powder shall the loan complete. -
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Nor force, nor guile, nor ;raito};ﬁml,
Our stedfast GovernMENT shall bendy -
Like Atras firm, or Axpss’ pride,
With ev’ry PaTrioT on her side.

Columbia, {?’cf

Our native Oaks—(majestic Wood !)

Start from their roots, and plough the flood; -
Where winds can waft, or billows flow,
To hurl their thunder on the foe. -

*Gainst rebels to our Country’s cause,. -

We've Alien, and -Sedition-Laws.-

We’ve upright-Judges, Patriots true,
With juries, fines, chains, prisons, too,- .
So clofe the prison, strong the chain,

To burst—a Lyon’s strqngth were vain.-

Golumbia,. &5%c. -

Let norie dare thin'k;hesé Laws severe—
How did the wrath of Heav’n appear,
When rebel-angels brav’d His throne?
He hurl’d the daring ‘traitors down
To:realms of punishment, and woe—
Where ev'ry rebel ought to go.



174 : AN ODE.
Beware, then, Trgitors ! ere too late,
Nor brave the vengeance of 'thc State !
Lest what you now so cruef dcem,

Should then seem Mercy in the cxtreme !
Columbia, .

Now to the Fair a noble toast—

« Still may you reign Corumsia’s boast I,
Nor wheedling Frencbmen eer beguile,
Nor Democrat obtain one smile.”

But while 24y feel th’ Indignant fFoam,

Let jmiles each Feperat Hixo crown’

So Lovx and ' Grory they’ll piirsae,

And *mide the battle, think-on you:

All chains but youts, they dare despise,

And dr¥ad mo hghtn!!lg, tut yotr eyes.
" EHoKYs.

"« CoLumBia riset be'fiten,. be free,

. The friends of France, are foes to TM ¢
« Detest the tools of Tallqrud, .
“ And spurn each Traitor from the Land 1%
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President Apams’ Birth-Day.

eoPiodn I thectfonde
1
A MERICA shiost 1 thy own ADAMS still Tives 1
The térror of Traitors; and pride of our nation !
*Mid clouds of detraction, still glorious survives,
Sedition’s dread scourge, and his Country’s: la.lvotton
‘Eet his fame then resound
The mdc amverse rouond, .
'Till Heav'n's starry- .arch the load chorus rebonnd !
Such honors, pure worth muft from gratitade dam,
Till the Sun is is extinct, and the Gloke all on flame !
11,
As brighi Sov, whom-the planets enulting obey, )
Darts thro’ clduds those glad beams that enliven:creation,
.So ADYAMB, midst tempests and stormis, with mild sway,
Of our system, the comtre anid-shul! holds his'sthtiol.
Tho’ dire comets may rise,
Lec them meet but his eyes,
And:ini tangenits, they. whirl and retreit thro the skice.
‘Our Sun, Regent, Centre! then ever extol,
Till yob Orb tedie Vo' sbink, and thosi' Planets Vo cell.
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IIL -

As.gold try’d by fire, leaves the dross all behind, -
So, flander’d by Facobin sons of sedition,

ADAMS bussts forth refulgent asSaints are refin’d -
From the. furnace.of Satan, that son of pctdluon !

Then let Adams be sung .-
By each Patriot tongue; - ot \
And COLUMBIA’s loud lyrcbe‘to exstacy strnng te

These bonors such worh must ﬁam gratitude claim,
Till the sun is extincty. and the Heaver’s are on flame ¥ >

Iv.

On Neptane's. vast- kingdom, where oceans can flow; - - .
Display’d is our.Standard our. Eagle respected,

This change.to great ADAMS and WISDOM we owe—-
Now-our. Commerce rides safe, by -our-Cannon protected. 