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ADVERTISEMENT.

It is to be expected, that a complete and carefully printed edi-

tion of Thomas Moore's poetical Works, will meet the

mianimoiis aj^probation of all those friends of genius, who

profess real taste and a sincere interest for the celebrated pro-

ductions of British literature.

Moore's great lyric talents have become the pride of the

English nation, and a worthy object for the most enthusiastic

admiration of the enhghtened world in general.

This present edition ofl'ers a complete collection of all

the writings that have ever been published by this author , who

also appears, on some occasions, under the feigned names of

'''.r horn as Little", "Thomas Brown the Younger", and

sometimes entirely anonymous. His translation of the ''Odes of

Anacreon" is not inserted in this volume, as not coming under

the title of his original productions; nor are "The Memoirs

of Captain Rock", which appeared in the later period, to be

found in this first series; but they will be delivered with his

future writings, which we may expect to receive, in some fol-

lowing Appendix.



We have not failed to introduce all the explanatory Notes

to the dififerent pieces that have ever appeared; estimating them

absolutely necessary for the explanation of many historical,

witty, and satii'ical subjects, -which would, without such a key,

be obscure and entirely unintelhgible to the reader.

At the same time, we beg leave to inform the friends of

English literatiu'e, that new, complete, and critical editions of

"Milton's Works" and "Ossian's Poems" are now pre-

paring for publication; fiu'ther particulars of which will be

annoimced shoiily.

Leipsic, Dec. 3''. 1825.

ERNST FLEISCHER.
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LALLA ROOKH.

In the eleventh year of the reign of Anrnngzebe,Ahdalla, King of the Lesser Bnclia-
ria, a lineal descendant from the Great Zingis, havinp: abdicated the throne in fa-
vour of his son, 8ct out on a piigrimag-e to the Shrine of the Prophet; and, passin"-
into India throiig^h the deliglitful valley of Cashmere , rested for a short time at
Dellii on his way. lie was entertained hy Aurung'zebe in a style of niaj^nifieent
hospitality, worthy alike of the visitor and the host, and was afterwards escorted
with the same splendour to Surat, where he embarked for Arabia. Durin'fj the stay
of the Uoyal Piig-rira at Delhi , a marrifig-c was agreed upon betMeen the Prince,
his son, and the youngest daughter of the JKmperor, LallaUookh^;—a Princess de-
scribed by the poets of her time , as more beautiful than Leila , Shirine , Dew ilde,

or any of those heroines Mhose names and loves embellish the songs of Persia anil
Hindostan. It was intended that the nuptials should be celebrated at Caslmiere

;

wliere the young King, as soon as the cares of empire Avould permit, was to meet,
for the first time , his lovely "jride , and , after a few months' repose in that en-
chanting valley , conduct her over the snoM y hills into Bucharia.

The day of Lat.i.a Rooku's departure from Delhi Avas as splendid as sunshine
and pageantry could make it. The bazaars and baths were all covered Avith the
richest tapestry; hundreds of gilded barges upon the Jumna floated Avith their ban-
ners shining in the Avater; Avhile through the streets groups of beautiful children
Avent streAving the most delicious floAvers around , as in that Persian TestiAal called
the Scattering of the Roses ^

; till every part of the city AA-as as fragrant as if a car-
avan of musk from liJioten liad passed through it. The Princess, having taken
leaAe of her kind father, Avho at parting hung a cornelian of Yemen round her neck,
on Avhich Avas inscribed a verse from the Koran , — and haA'ing sent a considerable
present to the Fakirs, Avho kept up the Perpetual Lamp in her sister's tomb, meekly
ascended the palankeen prepared for her; and, Avhile Aurungzebe stood to take a
last look from his balcony , the procession moA ed sloAvly on the road to Lahore.

Seldom had the Eastern Avorld seen a cavalcade so superb. From the gardens
in the suburbs to the Imperial palace, it Avas one unbroken line of splendour. The
gallant appearance of the Rajas and 3Iognl lords, distinguished by those insignia of
the Emperor's favour, the feathers of the egret of Cashmere in their turbans, and
the small silver-rimmed kettle-drums at the boAVs of their saddles;— the costly ar-
mour of their cavaliers, aaIio vied, on this occasion , Avith the guards of the great
Kedcr Klian, in the brightness of their silver battle-axes and the massiness of their
maces of gold ;— the glittering of the gilt pine-apples on the tops of the palankeens

;

— the embroidered trappings of the elephants, bearing on their backs small tur-
rets, in the sliape of little antique temples, Avithin Avliich the I^adies of Lalla
RooKH lay, as it Avere enshrined;— the rose-coloured a ells of tlie Princess's oaati

sumptuous litter , at the front of Avhich a fair young female sLia e sat fannin"- her
through the curtains, Avith featliei-s of the Argus pheasant's vi'ing;— and the lovelv
troop of Tartarijm and Cashmerian maids of honour, Avliom the young King liad

sent to accompany his bride, and Avho rode on each side of the litter, upon small
Arabian horses; — all AAas 1)riHiant, tasteful, and magnificent, and pleased CAcn
tbe critical and fastidious Faj)ladee\ , Great Xazir or Chamberlain of the Ilaram,
Avho Avas borne in his palankeen immeiliately after the Princess , and considered
himself not the least important personage of the pageant.

Fadladeen Avas a judge of every thing,— from the penciling of a Circassian's

eye-lids to the deepest questions of science and literature ; from the mixture of a
conserve of rose-leaves to the composition of an epic poem: and such influence had
his opinion upon the various tastes of the day, that all the cooks and poets of Delhi
stood in aAve of him. His political coiulnct and opinions Avere founded upon that
line of Sadi,— " Should the Prince at noon-day say, It is night, declare that you
behold the moon and stars."-— And his zeal for religion, of Avhich Aiirnngzelie Avas

a miiiuficcnt protector, Avas about as disinterested as that of the goldsmith Avho
fell in love Avith the diamond eyes of the idol of Jaghernaut.

During the first days of their journey , Lalla IIooku, avIio had passed all her
life Avithin the shadoAv of the Royal Gardens of Delhi, found enough in the beauty
of the scenery through Avhich they passed to interest her mind and delight lier ima-
gination; and Avhcn, at e\cning or in t!ie heat of the day, they turned off from the

1 Tulip chock. 2 Gul Ileazcc.

1*
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hi"-li road to those retired and romantic places Mhich had been selected for her en-

campments, — sometimes on the banks of a small rivulet, as clear as the waters of

the Lake of Pearl ; ^ometimcs under the sacred shade of a Banyan tree, from which

the view opened upon a glade covered with antelopes; and often in those hidden,

embowered spots, described by one from the I.-^les of the West, as "places of me-
lancholy, delight, and safety, where all the company around was Mild peacocks

and turtle-doves
; "— she felt a charm in these scenes, so lovely and so new to her,

which, for a time, made her indifferent to every other Jimusemcnt. But Lalla

RookH was young, and tlie young love variety; nor could the conversation of her

Ladies and the Great Chamberlain , Fadladee\ , (the only persons , of course , ad-

mitted to her pavilion.) ^Hfflciently enli^en those many vacant hours , which were

devoted neither to the pillow nor the palankeen. Tliere was a little Per.^iim slave

who !-ung sweetly to the Vuia, and who, nov*' and then, lulled the Princess to

sleep with the ancient ditties of lier country , about the loves of Waraak and Ezra,

the fiiirhaired Zal and his mistress Rodahvcr ; not forgetting the combat of Rustam

with the terrible White Demon. At other time.- sJie was amused by those graceful

dancing-girls of Delhi, who had been permitted by the Brajnins of the Great Pa-

goda to attend her, mucli to the horror of the good Mussulman Fadladeen, mIio

could see nothing graceful or !igreeable in idolaters, and to whom the very tinkling

of their golden anklets Mas an abomination.

But these ami many other diversions were repeated till they lost .ill their

charm, and the nights and noondays Mere beginning to move heavily, when, at

length, it was recollected that, among tlic attendants sent by the bridegroom, was

a voung poet of Cashmere, much celebrated throughout the \ alley for his manner

of* reciting the Stories of the East, on wliom his Royal Master had conferred tho

privile"-e of being admitted to tl»e pavilion of the Princess, that he might help to

be'-^uile the tediousness of the journey by some of his most agreeable recitals. At

the mention of a poet Fadladeex elevated his critical eye-brows, and, having re-

freshed his faculties Mith a dose of that delicious opium, which is distilled from

the black poppy of the Thebais
,
gave orders for the minstrel to be fortlnvith intro-

duced into the presence.

The Princess, who had once in her life seen a poet from behind the screens of

gauze in her Father's hall, and had conceived from that specimen no very favour-

able ideas of the Cast, expected but little in this new exhiliition to interest her;—
she felt inclined hoMCver to alter her opinion on the very first appearance of Fera-

MORZ. He Mas a youth about Lalla Rookh"s own age, and graceful as that idol

of M omen, Crishna ^, — such as he appears to their young imagination, heroic,

beautiful, breathing music from his very eyes, and exalting the religion of hli

Morshippers into love. His dress was simple
,
yet not M'ithuut some marks of cost-

liness , and the Ladies of the Princess Mere not long in discovering that the cloth,

Mhich encircled his high Tartarian cap , was of the most deliciitc kind that the

shawl-goats of Tibet supply. Here and there, too, over his vest, Mhich Mas con-

fined by a floMcred girdle of Kashan, hung strings of fine pearl, disposed M'ith an

air of studied negligence; — nor did the exquisite embroidery of his sandals escape

the observation of these fair critics; who, however they might give May to F.*j)-

LADEEX upon tlie unimportant topics of religion and government , had the spirit of

martyrs in everything relating to such momentous matters as jewels and embroidery.

For the purpose of relieving the pauses of recitation by music, the young Cash-

merian held in his hand a kitar; — such as, in old times , the Arab maids of the

West Used to listen to by moonlight in the gardens of the Alhambra— and , having

premised, with much humility, that the story he was about to relate was founded

on the adventures of that Veiled Prophet of Ivhorassan , m ho , in the year of the

Hc'ira l(i3, created such alarm throughout the Eastern Empire , made an obei-

sance to the Princess , and thus began :
—

The Indian Apollo.



THE

VEILED PROPHET OF KHORASSAW^

XTi that delightful Province of the Sun,
The first of Pensiiaii land::, he chines upon,
Where , all the loveliest children of his heain.
Flowrets and fruits blush over every stream,
And , fairest of all streams , the 3Iirga roves
Among Mebou's * bright palaces and groves ;

—
There on that throne , to Avhich the blind belief

Of millions rais'd him, sat the Prophet-Cliief,

The great Mokawa. O'er his features hung
The Veil , the Silver Veil , which he had flung

hi mercy there, to hide from mortal sight

Ilis daz/ling brow, till man could bear its light.

For, far less luminous, his votaries said.

Were ev'n the gleams , miraculously shed
O'er MorssA's * cheek, Mhen down the Mount he trod.

All glowing from the presence of his God

!

On either side, with ready hearts and hands,
His chosen guard of bold Believers stands

;

Young fire-eyed disputants , who deem their swords.
On points of faith, more eloquent than words;
And such their zeal , there's not a youth w^ith brand
Uplifted there , but , at the C'hiefs command.
Would make his own devoted heart its sheath.

And bless the lips that doomd so dear a death

!

In hatred to the Caliph's hue of night *,

Their vesture, helms and all, is snowy white;
Their weapons varicnis; — some eqnipp'd, for speed,.

With javelins of the light Kathaian reed;

Or bows of buffalo horn , and shining quivers

Fill'd with the stems ^ that bloom on Iran's rivers ;,

While some , for war's more terrible attacks,

Wield the huge mace and ponderous battle-axe

;

And, as they Avave aloft in morning's beam
The milk-white plumage of their helms , they seciu

Like a chenar-tree grove , when winter throws
O'er all its tufted heads his feathering snows.

Between the porjihyry pillars , that uphold
The rich moresqne-work of the roof of gold,

Aloft the Haram's curtain'd galleries rise,

Wliere, tlirough the silken net-Avork, glancing eyes,

From time to time, like sudden gleams that glow
Through autumn clouds, shine o'er the pomp below. —
What impious tongue, ye blushing saints, would dare
To hint that aught but Heaven hath plac'd you there.''

Or that the loves of this light world could bind,

In their gross chain
,
your Prophet's soaring mind ?

No — wrongful thought! — commission'd from abovo
To people Eden's bowers with shapes of lo>e,

(Creatures so bright, that the same lips and eyes
They wejir on eaith will serve in Paradise)

There to recline among Heav'n's native maids.

And croAvn the' Elect with bliss tliat never fades f
—

1 Khnrassan signifies, in the old Persian lang;uage. Province, or Ilegioii of the Sun. —
Sir W. Junes.

2 One of the royal cities of Khorassau
3 Mo?es.
4 Hlacli was the colour adopted by the Caliphs of the House of Abbas, in their garment!),

turbans , and standards.
5 Pichula

, used anciently for arrows by the Persians.
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Well hath the Prophet-Chief his hiddiiig done;

And e\erv heiititeoiu^ race licneath tlie !^Hn,

From those Mho kneel at Brahma's Iturning founts '',

To tlie fl•e^h nymphs bonndinjr o'er \ emeu's luuuiits;

From Persia's eyes of full and fawn-like ray,

To the small, hall-shut planecs of Ivathay ^ :

And Georgia's hloinn , and Azab's darker smiles,

And the gold ringlets of tlic \Ve--t-.*rn I>les;

All, all are there; — each Land its floMcr hath gi>en,

To form that fair young ^lu-jery for Heaven!

Kut mJiv this pageant noAv? this arm'd array?
\\ liat triumph crowds tlie rich Divan to-day

With tiirl)an"d lieads , of every line and race,

Ihnving before that veil'd and awful face,

Like tHlip-])eds , of diflercnt ^hapt; and dyes,

Uending beneath th' invisible \Ve^t-Mind's sighs!

Wliat new-made mystery now , for Faith to sign,

And blood to seal , tos genuine and divine, —
Wliat dazzling mimickry of God's own power
I^Tath the I)old Prophet plann'd to grace this lionr ?

Not such the pageant now , though not less proud, —
Yon warrior ycnitli , advancing from the crowd,

With silver l)ow , with l)elt of broidcr'd crape,

And fur-bound bonnet of Buehariiin shape.

So fiercely heautifnl in form and eye.

Like war's wild planet in a snnuner sky; —
Tliat youth to-day , — a proselyte , worth hordes

Of cooler spirits and less practisd swords, —
Is come to join , all bravery and belief,

The creed and standard of the heavn-sent Chief.

Tliough few his years , the West already knows
Young Azim's fame; — beyond th' Olympian snows.

Ere manhood darken'd o'er his downy cheek,

OerMhelm'd in fight and captive to the Greek ^,

He lingerd there , till peace dissolv'd his chains ; —
Oh! who could, ev'n in bondage, tread the plains

Of glorious Greece , nor feel his spirit rise

Kindling within him? who, with heart and eyes.

Could walk where Liberty had been , nor see

The sliining foot-prints of her Deity,

Xor feel those god-like breathings in the air,

"WTiich mutely told her spirit had l)ccn there?

Kot he, that youthful warrior, — no, too well

For his soul's quiet work'd th' awakening spell;

And now, returning to liis own dear land,

Full of those dreams of good that , vainly grand,

flaunt the young heart; — proud views of human-kind,
Of men to Gods exalted and rcfin'd ;

—
FaL«e views , like that lutrizon's fair deceit,

Where earth and heavn but seem, alas, to meet! —
Soon as he heard an Arm Divine was rai.>"d

To right the nati»»ns , and beheld, emblazd
On tlic white flag MoKA^\A's host unfurld.

Those words of sunshine, "Freedom to the World,"
At once his ftiith, his sw <»•»!, his soul obey'd

Th' inspiring summons; every cilo^en blade,

That fought lieneath that bainier's sacitd text,

Seem'd doubly edgd, for this world aad the next;

And ne'er did Failli vith her Muooth bandage hind
Kyes more devoutly billing lo be l)lind,

In virtue's cause; — never was ?otil inspir'd

Witli livelier trust in what it mi>>l dc^ir'd.

Than his , th' entluisia-t there , wiio kneeling, pale

With pious awe, before that Silver Acil,

K 'I'lip l)urniiig fouatains of Brahma near Chittogong, esteemed as ho! v. — Turner.
7 ("liiiia.

H III tin" «ar of the Caliph Mahadi against the Emjuess Irene, for au account of \thich.v-
Oibbijn , vol. x.

"
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Believes the form , to wliirli he bei\ds his knee.
Some jnire, rcdreining- iinf;:fl, sent to free

This fetter (I world from every hond and stain,

And bring its primtil glories back again

!

Low as young Azim knelt, that motly crowd
Of all earth's nations sunk the knee aiul boAv'd,

With shouts of "Alia!" echoing long and loud;
While high in air, above the Proplict's head,
Hundreds of banners, to the sunbeam spread,
W^av'd, like the wings of the white blx'ds that fan
The Hying tlirone of star-taught Solim \x

!

Then thus he spoke: — "Stranger, though new the frame
"Thy sonl inhabits now, I've track'd its llame
"F<u- many au age ^, in every chan«e and cliange

"Of that Existence, through whose varied range, —
"As through a torch-race, where, from haiul to hand
"The flying youths transmit their sliining brand, —
"From frame to frame the unextinguish'd soul

"Rapidly passes, till it reach the goal!

"Nor tliink 'tis only the gross Spirits, warm'd
"With duskier fire and for earth's medium forni'd,

"That run this course; — Beings, tlic most divine,

"Thus deign through dark mortality to shine.

"Such Avas the Essence that in Adam dwelt,

"To which all Ileav'n, except the Proud One, knelt *^
:

"Such the refin'd Intelligence that glow'd
"In Mot'ssa's frame; — and, thence descending, flow'd

"Through many a Prophet's breast; — in Issa * shone,
" And in McmAviMED burn'd ; till, hastening on,
" (As a bright river that , from fall to fall

" In many a maze descending, bright through all,

"Finds some fair region where, each labyrinth past,
" In one full lake of light it rests at last ! )
"That Holy Spirit, settling calm and free
" From lapse or shadow , centers all in me !

"

Again, througliout the' assembly at these words,
Thousands of voices rung : the warriors' rfwords

Were pointed up to hea^ en ; a sudden wind
In the' open banners play'd, and from behind
Those Persian hangings , that but ill could screen

The Haram's loveliness, white hands were seen

Waging embroider'd scarves , whose motion gave
A perfume forth; — like those the Ilmiris wave
Wlien beckoning to their bowers the' Immortal Brave.

"But these," pursued tlie Cliief, "are truths sublime,

"That claim a holier mood and calmtx time
" Than earth allows us now — this sword must first

" The darkling prison-house of ^Mankind bm'st,
" Ere Peace can visit them, or Tx'uth let in

"Her Avakejiing day-light on a world of sin!

"But then, celestial Marriors , then, when all

"Earth's shrines and thrones before our banner fall;

" When the glad Slave shall at these feet lay doMU
"His broken chain, the tyrant Lord his crown,

"The Priest his book, the Conqueror his wreath,

"And from the lips of Truth one mighty breath
"Skall, like a whirlwind, scatter in its breeze

"Tliat whole dark pile of human mockeries; —
^

"Then shall the reign of Mind commence on earth,

"And starting fresh, as from a second birth,
" Man , in the sunshine of the world's new spring,

"Shall walk transparent, like some holy thing!

"Then, too, your Prophet from his angel brow

n The Iransinigration of souls was one of his doctrines: — v. D'Hrrhvlot.
to "And when wc said unto the anj^cls, Worship Adam, they all worshipped him except

Eblis, (Lucifer,) who refused." — The Koran , chap. ii.

1 JC8UH.



8 LALLA ROOKH.

"Shall cast the Veil, that hides its splendours now,

"And gliiddend Eartli shall, throuph her wide expanse,

"Bask in the glories of this countenance!

"For thee, young warrior, welcome! — thou hast yet
" Some tasks to learn , some frailties to forget,

"Ere the white var-plume oer thy h."OW can ware; —
"But, once my own, mine all till iu the grave!"

Tlie Pomp is at an end — the crowds are gone -

Each ear and heart still haunted hy the tone

Of that deep voice, which thrilFd like Ally's own!
The Young all dazzled hy the plumes and lances,

The glittering throne, and Haram's half-caught glances;

TJie Old deep pondering on the promis'd reign

Of peace and truth ; and all the female train

Ready to risk their eyes, could they but gaze

A moment on that broM's miraculous blaze!

But there was one, among the chosen maids,

Who blushd behind the gallery's silken shades,

One , to wliosc s<»ul the pageant of to-day

Has been like death; — you saw her pale dismay,

Ye wandering sisterhood , and heai-d the burst

Of exclamation from her lips , when first

She saw that youth, too well, too dearly known,
Silently kneeling at the Prophet's throne.

Ah Zelica! tliere was a time, when bliss

Shone o'er thy heart from ca ery look of his

;

When but to sec him , hear him, breathe the air

In which he dwelt, was thy soul's fondest prayer!

Wlien round hira hung such a perpetual spell,

Whateer he did, none ever did so well.

Too happy days! when, if he touch'd a flower

Or gem of tJiine, 'twas sacred from that hour;
Wlien thou did.-t study hira, till every tone

And gesture and dear look became thy own, —
Thy voice like his , the changes of his face

In thine reflected with still lovelier grace,

Like echo, sending back sweet music, frauglit

With twice the' aerial sweetnc.»s it had brought

!

Yet now ho comes — brighter than even he
E'er beain'd before, — but ah! not bright for thee:

No — dread, unlook'd for, like a visitant

From the' other world, he comes as if to haunt
Thy guilty sonl Avith dreams of lost delight,

Long lost to all but memory's aching sight: —
Sad dreams ! as wlien the Spirit of our Youth
Returns iu sleep, sparkling with all the truth

And innocence once oiu*s , and leads us back.

In mournful mockery, o'er the ^hiuing track

Of our yoimg life . and points out every ray

Of hope and peace we've lost upon the wiiy!

Once happy pair! — in proud Bokhara's groves,

Wlio had not heard of their first youthful loves .''

Bom by that ancient flood ^, which from its spring
In the Dark Mountains swiftly wandering,

Enrich'd by every pilgrim brook that shines

With relics from Bt'charia's rulty mines.

And , lending to the Caspian half its strength.

In tlie cold Lake of Eiigles sinks at length ; —
There, on the banks of tliat bright river born,

The flowers, that hung abo^e its Ava^e at morn,
Bless'd not the Avaters . a> they mnrmur'd by,

With holier scent and lustre . than the sigh

And virgin ghince of first affection cast

1 The Amon, whKh rises in the Belur Tag, or Dark Mnnntaind, and rimninf^ nearly from
east to Mcst. spjits into t«o branches, one ot which falls iuto the Caepiau sea, and the other
into Aral .\ahr, or the Lake of EagJes.
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Upon their youth's smooth current, as it pass'd!

But war disturb'd this vision — far away
From her fond eyes , sumnion'd to join the' array

Of Persia's warriors on the hills of Thrace,
The youth exchang'd his syhan dwelling-place

For the rude tent and war-field's deathful clash

;

His Zelica's sAveet glances for the flash

Of Grecian wild-fire, and Love's gentle chains

For bleeding bondage on Byzantium's plains.

Month after month, in widowhood of soul

Drooping, the maiden f;aw two summers roll

Their suns away — but , ah ! how cold and dim
Ev'n summer suns, when not belield with him!
From time to time ill-omcn'd rumours came,

(_Like spirit-tongues, muttering the sick man's name.
Just ere he dies , —) at length, those sounds of dread

Fell withering on her soul, " Azim is dead!"
Oh Grief, beyond all other griefs, when fate

First leaves the young heart lone and desolate

In the M-ide Morld, without that only tie

For which it lov'd to live or fear'd to die; —
Lorn as the hung-up lute , that ne'er hath spoken

Since the sad day its master-chord was broken

!

Fond maid , the sorrow of her soul was such,

Ev'n reason sunk blighted beneath its touch

;

And though, ere long, her sanguine spirit rose

Above the first dead pressure of its woes,

Though health and bloom return'd , the delicate chain

Of thought, once tangled, never clear'd again.

Warm , lively , soft as in youth's happiest day.

The mind was still all there, but turn'd astray; —
A wandering bark, upon Mho«c path-way shone
All stars of heav'n, except the guiding one!

Again she smil'd , nay , much and briglitly smil'd,

But 'twas a lustre , strange , unreal , M'ild
;

And when she sung to her lute's touching strain,

'Twas like the notes, half ecstacy, half pain.

The bulbul * utters , ere her soul depart.

When , vanquish'd by some minstrel's poMcrful art.

She dies upon the lute whose sweetne^s broke her heart

!

Such was the mood in which that mission found
Young Zelica ,

— that mission , which around
The Eastern world , in every reglcm blest

With woman's smile , sought out its loveliest,

To grace that galaxy of lips and eyes,

Which the Veil'd Prophet destin'd for the skies! —
And such quick welcome as a spark receives

Dropp'd on a bed of autumn's Avither'd leaves,

Did every tale of these enthusiasts find

In the Avild maiden's sorrow-blighted mind.
All fire at once the madd'ning zeal she caught; —
Elect of Paradise! blest, rapturous thought;
Predestin'd bride , in heaven's eternal dome,
Of some brave youth — ha! durst they say ^^some?"
No — of the one, one only object trac'd

In her heart's core too deeji to he efl'ac'd;

The one whose memory , fresh as life , is twin'd

With every broken link of her lost mind

;

Whose image lives , though Reason's self be wreck'd,

Safe 'mid the ruins of her intellect

!

Alas, poor Zelica! it needed all

The fantasy, which held thy mind in thrall,

To sec in that gay Ilarams glowing maids
A sainted colony for Eden's shades

;

Or dream tliat he , — of whose unholy flame
Thou wert too soon the victim ,

— shining came

2 The nightingale.
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From Paradise, to people its pure sphere

With souls like thine , wlii«Ii he hiith ruin'd here !

No — had not reason's li<rlit totally set,

And left thee dark, thou hadst an amulet

In the lo^'d image, graven on t!iY heart,

Whicli Mould have sav'd thee from the tempters art^.

And kept alive, in all its hloom of hrcath,

That purity , whose fading is love's death ! —
But lost , inflam'd, — a restless zeal took place

Of the mild virgin's still and feminine grace;
I'irst of the Prophet's favoiu*ites, proudly first

In zeal and cliarms, — too >vell t!ic' Impostor mu-s'd

Her soul's delirimn , in Avhose active flame,

Thus lighting up a young , luxuriant frame,
He saw more potent sorceries to bind
To his dark yoke the spirits of mankind,
iMore subtle chains than hell itself e'er tviud.
ISo art Mas spar'd, no Mitchery; — all the skill

His demons taught him Mas employ'd to fill

Her mind Mitli gloom and extacy by tiu-ns —
That gloom , through m hicli Frenry but fiercer burns

;

That extacy , m hich from the depth of sadness

Glares like the maniac's moon, Mhose light is madness!

'Tmus from a brilliant banquet , Mhere the sound
Of poesy and music l)reath"d around.

Together picturing to her mind and ear

llie glories of that heav'n, her destin'd sphere,
^

Where all Mas pure, M"here every stain that lay

Upon the spirit's light should pass aMay,
And, realizing more than youthful love

E'er Avish'd or dream'd , she should for ever rove

Through fields of fragrance by her Azim's side,

His OM n bless'd
, purified , eternal bride !

—
'TmiIS from a scene , a Matching trance like this.

He hurried her away
,
yet breathing bliss,

To the dim charnel-house; — through all its steams
Of damp and death , led only by those gleams
Which foul Corruption lights, as with design

To shoM' the gay and proud she too can shine! —
And

,
passing on through upright ranks of Dead,

"\Miich to the maiden, doubly craz'd by dread,

Seem'd, through the bluish death-light round them cast.

To move their lips in mntterings as she pass'd —
There, in that aM ful place , m hen each had quafli'd

And pledg'd in silence such a fearful draught,
Such — oh! the look and taste of that red bowl
Will haunt her till she dies — he bound her soul

By a dark oath , in hell's omu language fram'd,

jNever , Mhile earth his mystic presence claim'd,

AVhile the blue a; i of day hung o'er them both,

Never, by that all-imprecating oath,

Li joy or sorrow fro-n his side to sever. —
She sMore, and the wide charnel echoed, "never, never!"

From that diead hour, entirely. Mildly given
To him and — she believ'd, lost maid ! — to heaven

;

Her brain, her heart, her passions all inflam'd,

How proud she stood , when in full Haram nam'd
The Priestess of the Faith! — how flash'd her eyes

With light, alas ! that was not of the skies,

When round, in trances only less than hers,

She saw the Haram kneel, her prostrate worshippers.

Well might 3Iokaxxa tliink that foi-m alone

Had spells enough to make the world his own :
—

Light, lovely limbs, to Avhich the spirits play
Gave motion, airy as the dancing spray,

When from its stem the small bird Mings away!
Lips in whose rosy labyrinth, Mhen she smil'd.

The soul was lost; and blushes, svtift and wild :..;j:.!4u.



THE VEILED PROPHET OF KHORASSAN. H
As arc the momentary meteors sent

Acros;^ the' uncahn, hut beauteous Cnnament.
And then her h)ok! — oh! ^vheic's the heart so wise,

(.'oulil iinhewildcr'd meet those matehle»s eyes?
Quick , restless , strange , hut exquisite withal,

Like those of anpels, just heforc their fall;

INOm' shadow'd with the shames of earth — now crost

By glimpses of the Ilcav'n her licart had lost;

111 every glance there broke , w ithout coiitroul,

Tlie U.islie-; of a l)rigJit Imt troubled soul,

Wlurc sensibility still wildly play'd.

Like lightning, round the rains it had miade!

And such was now young Zeltca — so chang'd

From her who, some years since , delighted rangd
The almond groAes that shade Hokhaka's tide,

All life and bliss, with Azim by her side!

So alter'd was she now, this festal day.

When , 'mid the proud Divan's dazzling array,

Tlie vision of that Youth , whom she had lov'd,

Had wept as dead , before her breath'd and mov'd ;
—

When — bright, she thought, as if from Eden's track

But half-Avay trodden , he had wanderd back
Again to earth

,
glistening with Eden's light —

Her beauteous Azim shone heforc her sight.

Oh Reason! who shall say what spells renew,

\\Tien least we look for it, thy broken clew!

I'hrongh what small vistas o'er the darken'd brain
Thy intellectual day-beam bursts again;
And how , like forts , to which beleaguerers win
Lnhop'd-for entrance through some friend within,

One clear idea, wakened in the breast

Ijy memory's magic, lets in all the rest!

Would it were thus, unhappy girl, with thee!

But , though light came , it came lint ])artially

;

Enough to show the maze , in Avhich thy sense

Wander'd about, — but not to guide it thence;

Enough to glimmer o'er the yawning wave.
But not to point the harbour which might save.

Hours of delight and peace , long left behind,

With that dear form came rushing o'er her mind;
But oh! to think how deep her soul had gone
In shame and falsehood since those moments shone;
And, then, her oath — there madness lay again.

And, shuddering, back she sunk into her cliain

Of mental darkness , as if best to Hee
From light , w hose evcrj' glimpse was agony

!

Yet, one relief this glance of former years

Brought, mingled with its pain, — tears, floods of tears.

Long frozen at her heart, but now like rills

Let loose in spring-time from the snowy hills,

And gushing warm , after a sleep of frost,

Thi'ough valleys where their flow had long been lost!

Sad and subdued, for the first time her frame
Trembled with horror, when the summons came,
(A summons proud and rare, wliich all but she,

And she , till now , had heard w ith extacy,)

To meet 3Iokaxxa at his place of prayer,

A garden oratory, cool and fair,

By the stream's side, where still at close of day
The Prophet of the Veil retu-'d to pray;
Sometuues alone — but , oftener far , w ith one,

One chosen nymph to share his orison.

Of late none found such favour in his sight
As the young Priestess; and thougli , since that night
When the death-caverns echoed every t«)ne

Of the dire oath that made her all his own,
The' Impostor, sure of his uifatuatc prize.
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Had, more than onre , thrown off his soul'^i dis^ise,

And utter"d such unlieavnly, monstrous things,

As ev'n across tlie desperiite Manderings

Of a weak intellect, whose lamp was out,

Tlirew startling shadows of dismay and doubt; —
Yet zeal, ambition , her tremendous row,
The thought, still haunting her, of that bright brow
AVhose blaze, sis yet from mortal eye conceal'd,

Would soon, proud triumph! be to her reveal'd,

To her alone; — and then the hope, most dear,

i^Iost wild of all , thut her transgression here

Was but a piissage through earth's grosser fire,

From Avhich the spirit would at last a»pire,

Evn purer than I)eforc, — as perfumes ri?c

Through flame and smoke, most welctimc to the skict —
And that when Azim's fond, divine embrace
Should circle her in heav'n, no darkening trace

Would on that bo?om he once lov'd remain.

But all be bright, lie pure, be his again !
—

'llicse were the m ildering dreams , Avliose curst deceit

Had chaind her soul beneath the tempter's feet,

And made her think ern damning falsehood sweef.

But now that Shape, Avliich iiad appalld her view,

That Semblance — oh how terril)le, if true! —
Which came across her frenzy's full ciireer

With shock of conscioHsnej;s , cold, deep, severe,

As when , in nortliern seas, at midnight dark,

An i^lc of ice encounters some sAvift bark.

And, startling all its wretches from their sleep,

By one cold impulse hurls them to the deep; —
So came that shock not frenzys self could bear,

And waking up each long-luU'd image there,

But chcckd her headlong soul, to sink it in despair!

Wan and dejected, through the evening dusk,

She now Ment slowly to that small kio>k,

Where
,
pondering alone his impious schemes,

MoKANNA waited her — too wrapt in dreams
Of the fair-ripening futures rich success,

To heed the sorrow, pale and spiritless.

That sat upon his victims downcast brow,

Or mark how slow her step, how alter'd now
From the quick , ardent Prieste.-s , Mhose light bound
Came like a spirit's o'er the' uncchoing ground, —
From that wild Zelica , whose every glance

Was thrilling fire, whose every thought a trance!

Upon his couch the Vcil'd Mokawa lay,

While lamps around — not such as lend their ray.

Glimmering and cold, to those vho nightly pray

In holy KooM ^, or 3Iecca's dim arcades, —
But brilliant, soft, such lights as lovely maids

Look loveliest in, shed their luxurious glow
Upon his mystic Veil's white glittering flow.

Be.-ide him, 'stead of beads and books of prayer,

AVhich the world fondly thought he mused on there,

Stood Vases , filled » ith Kishmee's * golden wine.

And the red weepings of the Suiraz vine;

Of which his curtaind lips full many a draught

Took zealously , as if each drop they quafl"d,

Like Zemzem's Spring of Holiness ^, had power
To frej^hen the soul's virtues into flower

!

And still he drank and ponder'd — nor could sec

Th' approaching maid, so deep his reverie

;

At length, with fiendish laugh, like that which broke

From Eblis at the Fall of ftLm, he spoke: —

1 The ritif s of Com (or Koomi and Cashan are fall of mosques , mauaoleums and eepul-

rhres of the (lp!"-endants of Mi , the Saints of Persia. — Chardin.
2 All ii-iaud ill the Perfliau Gulf, celebrated for its while wine.

3 The miraculous well at Mecca; »o called, sav« Sale, from the murmuring; of its waters.
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"Yes, ye vile race, for hell's amusement given,

"Too mean for earth, yet claiming kin with heaven;
" God's images , forsooth ! — smh g-ods as he
"Whom India serves, the monkey deity; "* —
"Ye creatures of a breath, proud things of clav,
" To whom if Ltxifer , as grandams say,

"Refus'd, though at the forfeit of Heaven's light,

"To bend in worship, LrciFER was right! —
*' Soon sliall I plant this foot upon the neck
" Of yotir foul race, and without fear or check,
" Luxuriating in hate , avenge my shame,

"My deep-felt, long-nurst loathing of man's name! —
" Soon, at the liead of myriad.*, blind and fierce

" As hooded falcons , through the uuIa erse

"I'll sweep my darkening, desolating way,
" Weak man my instrument , curst man my prey

!

"Ye M'ise, ye learn'd, who grope your dull way on

"By the dim twinkling gleams of ages gone,

"Like ^HperstitIous thieves, who think the light
" From dead men's marrow guides them best at night * —
"Ye shall have honours — Avealth, — yes, Sages, yea —
" 1 know, grave fools, your w isdom's nothingness

;

"L'ndazzled it can track yon starry sphere,

"But a gilt stick, a bauble blinds it here.
* How I shall laugh, when trumpeted along,

"In lying speech, and still more lying song,

"By these learn'd slaves, the meanest of the throng;
"Their wits bought up, their Avisdom shrunk so small,
" A sceptre's puny point can wield it all

!

"Ye too, believers of incredible creeds,
" Whose faith inshrines the monsters which it breed*

;

"Who, bolder ev'n than Nemrod, think to rise,

"By nonsense heap'd on nonsense to the skies;
" Ye shall have miracles, aye, sound ones too,

" Seen, heard, attested, every thing — but true.

" Your preaching zealots, too inspir'd to seek
" One grace of meaning for the things they speak

;

" Your martyrs, ready to shed out their blood,

"For truths too heavenly to be understood;

"And your State Priests, sole vendors of the lore,

"That works salvation; — as on Ava's shore,

*'Wliere none but priests are privilcg'd to trade

"In that best marble of which Gods are made; * —
"They shall have mysteries — aye, precious stuff

"For knaves to thrive by — mysteries enough;
"Dark, tangled doctrines, dark as fraud can weave, )

" W^hich simple notaries shall on trust receive,
'

" Wliilc craftier feign belief, till they believe.
)

" A Heav'n too yc must have, ye lords of dust, —
"A splendid Paradise, — pure souls, ye must:
" That Prophet ill sustains his holy call,

"Who finds not Heav'ns to suit the tastes of all;

" Houris for boys, omniscience for sages,

"And wings and glories for all ranks and ages.

"Vain things! — as lust or vanity inspires,

"The Heav'n of each is but what each desires,

"And, soul or sense, whate'er the object be,

"Man Mould be man to all eternity!

"So let him — Ebms! grant this crowning curse.

"But keep him what he is, no Hell were worse." —
" Oh my lost soul

!

" exclaim'd the sluiddcring maid, \

Whose ears had drunk like poison all he said, — >

MoKA.\KA started — not abash'd, afraid, — )

4 The god Haonainan.
5 A kind ot lantf-rii formerly used hy robbers, called the Hand of Glory, the candle for

which was made of the fat of a dead malefactor. This, however, wan rather a wenteru thau au
tantcrn supergtilioii.

6 Symes't Ava, vol. ii. p. 376.
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He knew no more of fear than one wlio dwells
Bcneatli the tropics knows of icicles!

But, in tho.-e dismal words that rt-ach'd his ear,

"Oil my lojt soul!" there Avas a sound so drear,

So like that voice, among: tlie sinful dead,

In which the lej^end oer Hell's Gate is read,

That, new as 'txras from her, Mhom nought could dim
Or sink till now, it startled even him.

" Ha, my fair Priestess
!

" — thus, v ith ready wile.

Tlic' impostor tnru'd to greet her — "thon, whose smile
" Hath inspiration in its rosy beam
"Beyond the' Enthusiast's hope or Prophet's dream!
"Light of the Faith! mJio twin'st religion's zeal
" So close witli love's, men know not Avhich they feel,

"Nor Mhich to sigh for, in their trance of lieart,

"The Heavn thou preachest or the lleavn thou art!
" What sliould I be without thee ? without thee

"How dull were power, how joyless victory !

"Though borne by angels, if tliat smile of thine
" Bless'd not my banner, 'twere ])ut half divine.

"But — why so mournful, child! those eyes, that slionc

"All life last night — Mliat! — is their glory gonc.^

"Come, come — this morn's fatigue hatli made them pale,

"Tliey want rekindling — suns themselves would fail

"Did not their comets bring, as I to thee,

"Frcnn Light's omu fount supplies of brilliancy!
" I'hou seest this cup — no juice of earth is here,

"But the pure Maters of that upper sphere,
" Who>e rills o'er rul)y beds and topaz flow,

"Catching the gem's bright colour, as they go.

"Nightly my Genii come and fill these urns —
"Nay, drink — in every drop life's essence burns;
" 'Tm ill make that soul all fire, those eyes all liglit —
" Come, come, I want thy loveliest smiles to-night:

"There is a youth — why start? — thou saw'st him tlien;

"Look'd he not nobly.' such the god-like men
" Thou'lt liave to woo thee in the bowers above ;

—
" Tliough he, I fear, hath thoughts too stern for love,

"Too ruled by that cold enemy of bliss

" The world calls virtue — we must conquer this ; —
"Nay, shrink not, pretty sage; 'tis not for thee
" To scan the mazes of Ilea^'n's mystery.
" The steel must pass through fire, ere it can yield
" Fit instruments for mighty hands to m ield.

" This A ery night I mean to try the art

" Of powerful beauty on that warrior's heart.

"All tiiat my Haram boasts of bloom and wit,

"Of fkill and charms, most rare and exquisite,

"Shall tempt the boy; — young ^Miuzala's blue eyes,

"AVho>e sleepy lid like snoAV on violets lies;

"Auoi Yv's cheeks, Avarm as a spring-day sun,

"And lips that, like the seal of Soloaiox,

"Have magic in their pressure; Zeea's lute,

" And Lill.a's dancing feet, that gleam and slioot

"Rapid and AAhite as sea-birds o'er the deep! —
"All shall combine their Avitching poAiers to steep

" My conAcrt's spirit in tliat softening trance,

"From Avhich to Heav'n is but the next advance; —
" That glowing, yielding fusion of the breast,
" On AA hich Religion stamps her image best.

"But hear me, Priestess! — though each nvmph of these
" Hath some peculiar, practis'd poAvcr to please,

"Some glance or step Avhich, at the mirror tried,

"First charms herself, then all the Avorld be.«idc;

"There .»till Avants one, to make the victory sure,

" One , AA ho in every lo(»k joins every lure

;

"'I'hrougli whom all beauty's beams concenter'd pass,

"Diizzling and Avarm, as through love's burning-glass;

I
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"Wliose gentle lips persuade without a word,

"Whose Avords, ev'n when unmeaning, are adored,

"Like inarticulate breathings from a shrine,

" Whicli our faith takes for granted are divine!

"Such is the nympli we want, all warmtli and light,

"To crown the rich temptations of to-night;

"Sucli the refined enciiantress tliat mnst l)e

"This hero's vanquisher, — and thou art slie!"

With her hands clasp'd, her lips apart and pale,

Tlie maid liad stood, gazing upon tlic Veil

From whicii these Mords, like sontli wliuls through a fence

Of Kerzrah llow'rs, came fill'd witii pestilence: ^

So l)oldly utter'd too ! as if all dread

Of frowns from her, of vlrtiious frowns, were fled.

And the vTctch felt assnr'd that, once plang'd in,

Her -woman's soul wonld know no pause in !<in!

At first, tho' mute she listen'd, like a dream
Seem'd all he said ; nor conld her mind, whose beam
As yet was weak, penetrate half his scheme.

Hut when, at length, he utter'd "Thou art she!"
All flash'd at once, and shrieking piteously,

"Oh not for worlds!" she cried — "Great God! to whom
"I once knelt innocent, is this my doom?
"Are all my dreauis, my hopes of heavenly bliss,

" My purity, my pride, then come to this, —
"To live, the wanton of a fiend! to be
"The pander of his guilt — oh infamy!
"And sunk, myself, as low as hell can steep
" In its hot flood, drag others down as deep !

"Others? — ha! yes — that youth mIio came to-day —
*' iNot him I lov'd — not him — oh! do but say,
" But swear to me this moment 'tis not he,

"And I -will serve, dark fiend! will vorship even thee!"

"Beware, young raving thing! — in time beware,
"Nor utter what I cannot, must not bear

"Ev'n from thy lips. Go — try thy lute, thy voice,

"Tlie boy must feel their magic — I rejoice

"To see those fires, no matter whence they rise,

" Once mox'e illuming my fair Priestess' eyes

;

"And should the youth, whom soon those eyes shall warm,
'^'Indeed resemble thy dead lover's form,

"So much the happier wilt thou find thy doom,
"As one warm lover, full of life and bloom,
"Excels ten thousand cold ones in the tomb.
" Nay, nay, no froAvning, sweet ! — those eyes were made
"For love, not anger — I must be obey'd."

" Obey'd ! — 'tis well — yes, I deserve it all —
" On me, on me Heaven's vengeance cannot fall

" Too heavily — but Azxm, braA e and true
" And beautiful — must he be ruin'd too ?

" 3Iust he too, glorious as he is, be driven

"A renegade like me from Love and Heaven?
"Like me? — weak wretch, I Avrong him — not like me;
"No — he's all truth and strength and purity!

"Fill up your madd'ning hell-cup to the brim,
"Its witchery, fiends, will have no charm for him.
" Let loose your glowing wantons from their bowers,
"He loves, he loves, and can defy their powers!
"Wretch as I am, in his heart still I reign
"Pure as Avhen first we met, without a stain!

"Tliough ruin'd — lost — my memory like a charm
" Left by the dead, still keeps his soul from harm.
"Oh! never let him know how deep the brow
"He kiss'd at parting is dishonour'd now —
*' Ne'er tell him how debased, how gunk is she,

"i "It is commonly said in Persia, tliat if a inan liipallic in the hot sontli winil. \>lii(Ii iit

inc or July passes over that flower (the Kerzereh), it will kill him." — Thevtnot. •
"
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"
'VMiom once he lov"d — once! — still loves dotingly!

"Thou laugh'st, tormentor, — what! — thouit brand ray name?
" Do, do — in vain — Jie'll not believe my shame —
"He thinks me true, that nouglit beneath God's sky
"Could tempt or change me, and — so once thought I.

"But this is past — though worse than death my lot,

"Than liell — "tis nothing, vhile he knows it not.

"Far off to some benighted land III fly,

"^Miere sunbeam neer shall enter till I die;

""Where none will ask the lo>t one whence she came,
"But I may fade and fall without a name!
" And thou — curst man or fiend, whatever thou art,
" Who t'ound'st this burning plague-spot in my heart,
"And sprcadVt it — oh! so quick! — thro' soul and frame \

" With more than demon's art, till I became (

"A loathsome thing, all pestilence, all flame! —
)" If, when I'm gone "

" Hold, fearless maniac, hold,
"Nor tempt my rage — by Ifeav'n not half so bold
" The puny bird, that dares w ith teazing hum
""Within the crocodile's stretch'd jaws to come! ^

" And so thou'lt fly, forsooth .' — what ! — give up all

"Thy chaste dominion in the Haram Hall,
" Where now to Love and now to Alla given,
" Half mistress and half saint, thou hang'>t as even
"As doth Medina's tomb, 'twixt hell and heaven!
"Thou'lt fiyr — as easily may reptiles run
"The gaunt snake once hath fix'd his eyes upon;
"As easily, when caught, the prey may be
"Pluckd from his loving folds, as thou from me.
"No, no, 'tis fix'd — let good or ill betide,

"Thou'rt mine till death, till death Mokantsa's bride!
"Hast thou forgot thy oath.''" —

At this dread word,
The Maid, whose spirit his rude taunts had stirr'd

Through .ill its depths, and rous'd an anger there,

That burst and liglitcn'd evn through her despair! —
Shrunk back, as if a blight were in the breath
That spoke that word, and stagger'd, pale as death.

" Yes, my sworn Bride, let others seek in bowers
" Their bridal place — the charael vault was ours

!

" Instead of scents and balms, for thee and me
"Rose the rich steams of sweet mortality; —
"Gay, flickering death-lights shone Avhile we were wed,
"And, for our guests, a row of goodly Dead,
"(Immortal spirits in their tune no doubt,)
" From reeking shrouds upon the rite look'd out

!

" That oath thou heardst more lips than thine repeat —
"That cup — thou shudderest, Lady — was it sweet.''

" That cup we pledg'd, the charnel's choicest wine,
"Hath bound thee — aye — body and soul all mine;
"Bound thee by chains that, whether blest or curst

"No matter now, not hell itself shall burst!
" Hence, woman, to the Haram, and look gay,
"Look Mild, look — any thing but sad; yet stay —
" One moment more — from what this night hath passM,
" I see thou know'st me, know'st me ircU at last.

"Ha! ha! and so, fond thing, thou thought'st all true,

"And that I love mankind! —^ 1 do, I do —
"As victims, love them; as the sea-dog doats
"Upon the small, sweet ft-y that round him floats;

"Or, as the Nile-bird loves the slime that gives
" That rank and venomous food on which she lives! *—

8 The ancient story concerning' the Trochilu8, or humming-bird, entering with impunit}'
into the mouth of the crocodile, is lirmly believed at Java. — Barrow's Cuchin-china.

9 Circuin eaHdem ripas (\ili, viz.) ales est Ibis. Ea serpeutium populatur ova, gratit-
•ifflamque ex his escam ujdis suis relert. — Solinu*.
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" And, now thou gee'st my souVs angelic hue,

" 'Tis time thc.«e fcattires were uncurtairrd too ; —
" This brow, mIiosc lipht — oh rare celestial light !

J" llath been reserv'd to bless thy faAoiird siglit;
[

" The:>e dazzling- eyes, belore m hose slmiuded might
)

" Thoirst seen inmiortal Man kneel down and qnake —
"AVould that they were Heaven's lightning;* for his sake!
" Bnt turn and look — then Monder, if tiiou wilt.

"That I should hate, should lake revenge, by guilt,

"Upon tlie hand, whose misrhicf or wiidse niirt'i

"Sent me thus maim'd and monstrous upon earth;

"And on that race mIio, though more vile they be
"Than mowing apes, are demi-gods to me!
" Here — j'ldge if Hell, m ith all its power to damn,
"Can add one curse to the foul thing I am!" —

•

He rais'd his veil — the Maid tum'd slowly rotmd,

Lookd at him — slu-ick'd — and sunk upon the ground !

vJ\ llulr arrival, next night, at the place of encampment, they were surprised

and delighted to find the groves all round illuminated; some artists of Yamtcheou
having been sent on previously for the purpose. On each side of the green ally,

which led to the Royal Pavilion, artificial sceneries of bamboo-Mork were erected,

repi'esenting arches, minarets, and towers, from wliich hung thousands of silken

lanterns, painted by the most delicate pencils of Canton. — INothing could be more
beautiful than the leaves of the mangotrees and acacias, shining in the light of the
bamboo scenery, which shed a lustre round as soft as that of the nights of Peristan.

Lalla Rookh, however, mIio was too much occupied by the sad story of Ze-
ticA and her lover, to give a thought to any thing else, except, perhaps, him who
related it, hurried on through this scene of splendour to her pavilion , — greatly to

the mortification of the poor artists of Yamtcheou , — and was followed m ith equal
rapidity by the Great Chamberlfiin , cursing, as he Mcnt, that ancient Mandarin,
whose parental anviety in lighting up the shores of the lake , where his beloved
daughter had wandered and been lost , was the origin of these fantastic Chinese
illiuniui.-tions.

Without a moment's delay, young Feramorz was introduced, and Fadladebtt,

who could never make up his mind as to the merits of a poet, till he knew the

religious sect to which he belonged, was about to ask him whether he Avas a Shia
or a Sooni , when Lalla Rookh impatiently clapped her hands for silence , and the

youth, being seated upon the musnud near her, proceeded: —

1 repare thy soul, young Azni ! — thou liast braved
The bands of Greece, still mighty though enslaved;

Hast faced her phalanx, arm'd Avith all its fame,

Her Macedonian pikes and globes of flame;

All this hast fronted, with firm heart and brow,
Dut a more perilous trial waits thee now, —
Woman's bright eyes , a dazzling host of eyes

Fr(uii every land >vhere woman smiles or sighs;

Of every hue, as Love may chance to raise

His black or azure banner in their blaze;

And each sweet mode of warfare, from the flash

That lightens boldly through the shadowy lash,

To the sly, stealing splendors, almost hid,

Like swords half-sheath'd , beneath the downcast lid.

Such, AziM, is the lovely, luminous host

Kow led against thee ; and, let <;onquerors boast

Tlieir fields of fame, he who in virtue tii-ms

A young, waiTU spirit against beauty's charms,

Wlio feels her brightness, yet defies her thrall,

Is the best, brave>t conqueror of them nil.

Now, through the ITaram chambers, moving liglitd

And busy shapes proclaim the toilet's rites; —
2
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From room to room the ready handmaids hie,

Sonic skilld to wreath the turban tastefully,

Or h.ing tlic veil, in neglifjence of shade,

O'er the warm hlti>l»es of the youthful maid.

Who, if between the folds hut one eye shone.

Like Seba's Queen could vanquish with that one : * —
While some bring leaves of Henna, to imbue
The finf^crs' ends with a brijrht roseate hue, ^

So bright, that in the mirror's depth they seem
Like tips of coral branches in the stream;
And others mix the Kohol's jetty dye,

To give that long, dark languish to the eye, '

AVliich makes the maids, whom kings arc proud to cull

From fail- Circassia's vales, so beautiful!

All is in motion; rings and phunes and pearls

Are shining every Mhere: — some younger girls

Are gone by moonlight to the garden beds.

To gather fresh, cool chaplets for their heads;
Gay creatures! sAveet, though mournful 'tis to see

How each prefers a garland from that tree

Which brings to mind her childhood's innocent day,

And the dear fields and friendships far away.
The maid of I\dia, blest again to hold

In her full lap the Cliampac's leaves of gold, *

Thinks of the time Avhen, by the Ganges' flood.

Her little play-mates scatterd many a bud
Upon her long black hair, with glossy gleam
Just dripping from the consecrated stream;
Wbile the young Arab, haunted by the smell

Of her OM n mnuntaui llowei-s , as by a spcU, —
Tlie sweet Elcaya *, and that courteous tree

Wliich boM's to all Avho seek its canopy, * -

Sees, caird up round her by these magic scents,

The well , the camels , and her father's tents

;

Sighs for the home she left with little pain,

And wishes ca "n its sorrows back again

!

Meanwhile, through vfist illuminated halls,

Silent and bright , where nothing but the falls

Of fragrant waters, gushing Mith cool sound

From many a jasper fount is heard around.

Young AziM roams bcMildcr'd, — nor can guess

What means this maze of light and loneliness.

Here, the May leads, o'er tcsselated floors

Or mats of Cairo, through long corridors,

Where , rang'd in cassolets and silver urns,

Sweet M'ood of aloe or of sandal burns;

And spicy rods, such as ilhmie at night

nie bowers of Tibet ', send forth odorous light,

Like Peris' wands, when pointing out the road

For some pure Spirit to its blest abode! —
And here, at once, the glittering saloon

Bursts on his sight boundless and bright as noon;
Where, in the midst, reflecting back the rays

In broken rainbows, a fresh fountain plays

High as the' eiiiunell'd cupola, which towers

All rich Mith Arabesques of gold and floMcrs:

And the mosaic floor beneath shines tlirough

1 Thou hast ravished my heart with one of thine eyes. — Sol. Song.
'i "They tinged the ends of her fingers scarlet with tlenna, so that they resembled branches

of coral." — Story of Frince Futtun in Bahardanunh.

3 "The women blacken the inside of their eyelids with a powder named the black Kohol."—
Russel.

4 "The appearance of the blossoms of the gold-coloured Campac on the black hair of the
Indian women, has supplied the Sanscrit Poeis with many elegant allusions." — See Asiatic
Researches , vol. iv.

5 A tree famous for its perfume , and common on the hilla of Yemen. — Niebuhr.
6 Of the genus raimosa, "which droops its branches whenever any person approaches it, seem-

ing as if it saluted those «ho retire under its shade." — Niebuhr.

1 "Cloves are a principal ingredient in the composition of the perfumed rods, which men of
rank keep constantly burning in their presence." — Turner's Tibet,
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The sprinkling of that fountain's silvery dew,
Like t!ie wet, gliistenlng' shells, of every dye,

TJiat on the margin of the lied Sea lie.

Here too he traces the kind visiting's

Of woman's love in those fair, living- things
Of land and Mavc. M'hose fate, — in bondage throAvn
For tlieir weak loveliness — is like her OAvn!

On one side gleaming with a snddcn grace
Through vater, hriiliant as tlie crystiil vase
In Avhich it undulates, small fishes shine.

Like golden ingots from a f.iiry mine : —
While, on the other, latticed lightly in

With odoriferous woods of Comorix. ^

Each brilliant hird that wings the air is seen; —
Gay, sparkling loories, such as gleam between
The crimson blossoms of the coral tree *

In the Marm isles of India's sunny sea

:

Mecca's blue sacred pigeon ^, and the thnish
Of Ilindostan *, Avho^e holy varblings gush,
At evening, from the tall pagoda's t<ip ; —
'i'liose golden birds that , in the spice time , drop
About the gardens, drunk vith that sweet food
Whose scent hath lur'd them o'er the summer flood; ^

And those that under Araby's soft sun
Build their high nests of budding cinnamon; * —
In short, all rare and lieantcous things, that fly

IMn-ough the pure element, here calmly lie

Sleeping in light, like the green birds ^ that dwell
In Eden's radiant fields of asphodel!

So on, through scenes past all imagining, —
More like the luxuries of that impious King, ^

Whom Death's dark Angel, with his lightning' torch,

Struck doMTi and blasted even in Pleasure's porch,

Than the pure dwelling of a Prophet sent,

Arm'd Mith Ilea^'n's sword, for man's enfranchisement —
Young AziM wander'd, looking sternly round.

His simple garb and war-boots' clanking sound
But ill according Mith the pomp and grace
And silent lull of that voluptuous place!

"Is this, then," thought the youth. "Is this the way
"To free man's spirit from the deadening sAvay
" Of worldly sloth ; — to teach him Avliilc he lives,

"To know no bliss hut that which virtue gives,
" And when he dies , to leave his lofty name
"A light, a land-mark on the clifl's of fame?
"It was not so, land of the generous thought
"And daring deed! thy godlike sages tauglit;

"It was not thus, in boMcrs of Manton case,

"Thy Freedom nurs'd her sacred energies;

"Oh! not beneath th' enfeebling, Mithering glow
"Of such dull luxury did those myrtles groAV,

"With which she wreath'd her sMord, vhen she would dare

"Immortal deeds; but in the bracing air
" Of toil , — of temperance , — of that Jiigh , rare,

8 C'ci't d'nii viciit Ic bdis craloi-s, que Ics Arabca appellciit Cud Coraari , et cclui ilii sandal,
(ui s'y trouve eii graude quautite. — i»'//erft<7(if.

9 " Tiioiisands of variegated loories visit tiie coral-trees." Barrow.

1 "In Mecca there are quantities of blue pigeons, which none will atTrigbt or abnsc, mnch
ess kill." Fife's Account of the Maliumetann.

2 "The Pagoda Tlirush is esteemed among the first choristers of India. It sits perched on
he sacred Pagodas, and from thence delivers its melodious song.' — Feiniaiit's Hindimtan.^

•"{ Birds of Paradise, which, at the nutmeg season, come in flights from the soiilhern isles

India, and "the strength of the nutmeg," savs Tarirnier, "so iiuoxicutcs them that they fall

ead drunk to the earth.
4 "That bird which livcth in Arabia, and buildeth its iicst vilh cinnamon.'— JBrou'n's J'ul-

'ar Errors.
5 "The spirits of the martyrs will be lodged in the crops of green birds." — Gibbon, vol

6 Shedad, who made the delicious gardens of Irim, in imitation of Paradise, and was de-
troyed by lightning the first time he atlunipted to tuler ihem.

2*
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"Ethcrial virtue, wliirh alone can breathe

"Life, healtii, and lii>tre Lito Freedom's wreath!

"Who, tliat surveys this span of cartli we pre!*s,

"This speck of life in time's great vilderness.

"This narrow istlinius 'twixt two honndtcsa t^eas,

"The pa>t, the future. t>vo eternities! —
"Wonid sully the hrij^lit spot or leave it bare,
" When he inigrht build him a wroud temple there,

"A name, that h)nn: sliall hallow all its spare,

" And bo eacli purer soul's liif^h rcstin<;j place

!

"But no — it cannot Ix;. that one, A^hom God
"lias sent to break the ^nzard I'alsi-hoods rod, —
"A Prophet of the Truth. mIiosp mission draws
"Its rights from Heaven, slioiild tlius profane its cause

"With the Morld's vulgar pomps; — no, no — 1 sec —
"He tliinks uie Mcak — this glare of luxury
"Is but to tempt, to try the eaglet gaze

"Of my young soul; — .^hine on, 'twill stand the blaze!'

So thought tlie yoi.tli ; — but, ev'n while he deGed
This vitching scene, he felt it< Mitchery glide

Through every sense. The perfume breathing round.

Like a pervading spirit; — the still sound
Of falling Maters, lulling as the song
Of luiliau bees at sun>et, Mhen they throng
Around the fragrant Niltca, ami deep
In its bine blossoms hmn themselves to sleep! ^

And music too — dear music ! that can touch

Beyond all else the soul that loves it much —
Now heard far olT, so far as bsit to seem
Like the faint, exquisite music of a dream; —
All was too much for him, too full of bliss,

The heart could nothing feel, that felt not this;

Sttften'd he sunk upon a couch, and gave
His soul up to sweet thoughts, like vave oh wave
Succeeding in smooth seas, Mhen stoi-ms are laid; —
He thought of Zeltca, his own dear maid.

And of tiie time Mhen, full of blissful sighs,

They sat and look'd into ea«'h other's eyes.

Silent and hapi)y — as if God had given

Nought else vorlh looking at on this side heaven!

"Oh, my lov'd mistress! Mhose enchantments still

"Are M'ith rac, roimd me, wander Mhcre I Mill —
"It id for thee, for thee alone I seek
" The paths of glory — to light up thy cheek
*'With Avann approval — in that gentle look,

"To read my praise, as in an angel's book,

"And think all toils rewarded, Mhen from thee

"I gain a smile worth immortality!
" IIoM' shall I bear the moment, Mhen restored

"To that young heart Mhere I alone am Lord,
"Though of sucli Idiss uuMortliy, — since the best
" Alone deserve to be the happiest !

—
"When from those lips, unbreath'd upon for years,
" I shall again kiss off the soul-felt tears,

"And find those tears warm as Mhen last they started,

"Those sacred kisses pure as Mhen mc parted!

"Oh my own life! — M'hy should a single day,
"A moment keep me from those arms away ?

"

WTiile thus he thinks, still nearer on the breeze
Come those delicious, dream-like harmonies.
Each note of M'hich l»ut adds ncM', doMuy links

To the soft chain in Mhich his spirit sinks.

He turns him tow'rd the sound, and, far aMay
Through a long vistii, sparkling Mith the play
Of countless lamps, — like the rich track Mhich Day

7 "My Pandits assure me that the plant before us (the Nilica) is their Sephalica , thug namei \

because the btes are supposed to sleep on its blossoms." — Sir fF. Jones.
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Leaves on the water?:, wlicn he snilis from us;

So long the path, its light so tieniiilous; —
He sees a group of fenialo forms advance,

S«)ine chain'd together in the luazy dance
By letters, forg d in the green sunny howers,
As they Mere captives to the King of P'lowers; —
And (•'ome disporting round, iinliiik'd and free,

W'lio seem'd to mock their sisters' slavery.

And rosuid and round them still, in "wheeling flight

Went, like gay moths about a lamp at night;

While others wak'd, as gracefully along
Tlieir feet kept time , the very soul of song

From psaltery, pipe, and lutes of heavenly thrill,

Or their own youthful voices, heuvenlier still

!

And noAV tliey come, now pass before his eye,

r\)rms such as jNature moulds, vhen she vould vie

With Fani-y's ])eucil, and give birth to things

Lovely Jieyojul its fairest picturings!

Awhile they dance before him, th(^n divide,

IJreaking, like rosy clouds at even-tide

Aroiuid the rich pavilion of the sun, —
Till silently dispersing, one by one,

Tlirough many a path, that from the chamber leads

To gar<!ens, terraces, and moonlight meads,
Their distant laughter comes upon the wind.

And l)ut one trembling nymph renuiins behind, —
Beck'ning them back in vain, for they are gone,

And she is left in all that light alone

;

No veil to curtain o'er her beauteous brow.
In its young bashfulnt^s more beauteous now;
But a light golden chain-work round her hair,.

Such as the maids of Yezd and Shir.*z M'ear,

From Mhich, on either side, gracefully hung
A golden amulet, in the Arab tongue,

Fngravcn o'er with some immortal line

From holy writ, or bard scarce less divine;

While her left hand, as shrinkingly she stood.

Held a small lute of gold and sandal-wood,

Which, once or twice, she touch'd with hurried strain*

Then took her trcm)>ling fingers off again.

But when at length a timid glance she stole

At AziM, the sweet gravity of soul

Slie saw through all his features calm'd her fear,

And, like a half-tam'd antelope, more near.

Though shrinking still, she came; — then sat her down
Upon a musnud's ^ edge, and, bolder grown,
In the pathetic mode of Isfah.w ^

Touch'd a preluding strain, and thus began: —
There's a bower of roses by Bendemeer's ^ stream,

And the nightingale sings round it all the day long;

In the time of my childhood 'twas like a sweet dream,

To sit in the roses and liear the bird's song.

lliat bower and its music 1 iu;ver forget,

But oft when alone in the bloom of the year,

I think — is the nightingale singing there yet?

Are the roses still bright by the calm Bendkmeek?

No, the roses soon wither that himg o'er the wave.

But sonu! blossoms were gather'd, while freshly they shone,

And a dew was distill'd from (heir flowers, that gave

All the fragrance of summer, when summer was gone

Thus memory draws from delight, ere it dies.

An essence that breathes of it many a year

;

Thus bright to my .>oul, as 'twas then to my eyes.

Is that bower on the banks ol" the calm Bendemeek!

H Vlrtsinuls are riisliiouril seals , iisnally reserved for persons of ilistiiirtioii.

!l 'rite Persians, liUe (he ancient Greeks, cnll Ihnir imisiral inoites* or PerdaE bj Ine nami ;

of (linereiit ((iiiiitrii's or rilics, as tlic mode ot Isfahan , llic mode ot Irak , etc.

1 A Ti\cr »hivh tlowa near the niiiit« ol C'hilininar.
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•I'oor luaiiltn! " thought the ymith, '"if thou Mcrt scut,

'With tliy ?c)ft lute and h<'iiiit,>'s blandi::>hnient,

"To Make unholy vi^hes in thisi heart,

"Or teiiijit its truth, thou little knoM'>t the art.

"For though thy lip ^h(Hlld ^Meetly connisel VTong-,

"'J'hose \e--tal eyes -would disavow its song.

"But tlu)a hast hreath'd surli purity, thy lay

'•llitiiriis so fondly to youth's virtuous daj',

"Aim! leads tliy soul — if eer it wiuidcr'd thence —
'• So gently back to its first innocence,
'• 'I'hat 1 Mould sooner stop the unchained dove,

"Wlien >Mift returning to its home of lo^e,

"And r(uuul its snoMy Ming ucm- fetters tMinc,
" Than turn from a irtue one pure m ish of thine !

"

Scarce had this feeling pass'd, Mhcn, sparkling tlu'uugh

The gently opcn'd curtains of light blue

That veild thy breezy casement, countless eyes,

Peeping like stars through the l»lue evening skies,

Look'd laughing in, as if to mock the pair

That sat so still and melancholy there —
And now the curtains lly apart, and in

From the cool air, 'mid shoAvers of jessamine

Which those Mithoiit fling: after them in play,

J'wo light-ome maidens spring, lightsome as they

Who l\\ti in the' air on odours, and around
The hriglit ^aloon. scarce conscious of the ground,

Chas«t one another, in a varying dance

Of mirth and languor, coyness and advance,

Too elo(|!iently like love's M'arm pui-suit: —
Wliilc she. Mho sung so gently to the lute

Her dream of home, steals timidly away.
Shrinking as Aiolets do iu summer's ray, —
But takes Mith her from Aznis lieart that sigh

W^c souielimes gi^e to fiu-nis that pass us by
In the M'orld's croM'd, too lovely to remain,

Creatures of light mc never see again!

Around the Mhite necks of tlie njTnphs mIio donc'd

Hung carcanets of orient gems, that glanc'd

More brilliant than the sea-ghiss glittering o'er

The hills of crystal on the Caspian shore -

;

While from their long, dark tres-es, in a fall

Of curls dej-cending, bells as musical

As those that, on the golden->hafted trees

Of Edia, shake in the Eternal Breeze ^,

Hung round their steps, at e^eiy bound more sweet.

As 't«eie the' extatic language «)f their feet!

At length the cliase Mas oer, and they stood Mreath'd

Within each other's arms; Mhile soft there hreath'd

Through the cool casement, mingled Mith the sigh^

Of nuxinlight lloMcrs, music (hat scem'd to rise

From some still lake, so liquidly it rose;

And, as it SMcll'd again at each faint close,

The ear could track through all that maze of chord:^

Aiul young sMcet voices, these impas&iun'd Mords: —

A Si'iniT there is, Mhose fragrant sigh

Is burning now through earth and air;

Where cheeks are blushing, the Spirit is nigh.

Where lips are meeting, the Spirit is there!

His breath is the soul of floMcrs like these.

And his floating eyes — oh! they resemble

2 "To the north of us , (on the roast of the Cnspian , near Bailku)
,_
was a mountain, which

sparkled like iliiininiids , urisiii)^ IVoin iht- .sia •rliis.-, and crystals, v*i(h Mhich it abounds." —
Journfu of thf Uussian Ainhaimador to femia , I74ti.

S '* To \ihirli will be added (he sound nf llie bills, haiiffing on (he Ivtes, Mhich Mill be put
in uioii(Mi h\ (he Hiiid proceeding from the throne of Gud, as often as tlic blessed >visli fur'
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Blue water-lilies *, when the hrcezc

Is making the stream aruuail them tremble!

Hail to thee, hail to thee, kindling power!
Spirit of Love , Spirit of Bliss

!

Thy holiest time is the moonlight hour.
And there never was moonlight so sMeet as this.

By the fair and brave,

Who blushing unite,

Like the sun and Mave,
When they meet at night

!

By the tear that shows
Wlien passion is nigh,

As the rain-drop flows

From the heat of the sky;

By the first love-beat

Of the youthful heart,

By the bliss to meet.

And the pain to part!

By all that thou hast

To mortals given.

Which — oh! could it last.

This earth Mere licaAcn!

We call thee hither, entrancing Power

!

Spirit of Love ! Spirit of Bliss !

Thy holiest time is the moonlight hour.

And there never Mas moonlight so sweet a» thi?

Impatient of a scene, whose luxuries stole.

Spite of himself, too deep into his soul.

And where, midst all that the young heart loves most,
FloMers, music, smiles, to yield Mas to be lost.

The youth had started up, and turn"d aMay
From the light nymjihs and their luxurious lay,

To muse upon the pictures that hung round, —
Bright images, that spoke without a sound,

And views, like vistas into fairy ground.
But here again new spells came o'er his sense; —
All that the pencil's mute omnipotence
Could call up into life, of soft a:id fair,

Of fond and passionate, was gloMing there;

Nor yet too Avarni, but touch'd with that fine art

VV hich paints of pleasiu*e but the purer part

;

Which knoMs ev'n Beauty when half veil'd is best,

Like her «)Avn radiant planet of the west.

Whose orb Allien half-retir'd looks loveliest!

There hiuig the history of the («enii-King,

'J^ac'd through each gay, Aoluptuous Avaudering

With her from Saba's boMcrs, in mIiosc bright eyes

He read that to be blest is to be Avise ^; —
Here fond Zuleika * Avoos with open anns
The HebrcAv boy, Avho flies from her young charms,
Yet, flying, turns to gaze, and, half undone.

Wishes that Heav'n and she could both be Avon

!

And here Mohaaiaied, born for love and guile,

Forgets the Koran in his Mauv's smile; —
Then beckons some kind angel from above
With n new text to consecrate their love! ^

4 'riio l)lnr lotns , «h!rh frvovs in Cashmrrc and in Persia.
5 For tlic Idvfs of Kiiif^ Soloiiioii , (vvlin «as sii|)piis('(l In preside omt the ?» hole race of

Genii) uiih JJalkin, the (juueii of Sheba or Saba , hcc W Hcrbclvt , and the Noten on the
Koran , rhap. 2.

ti Tlic «ife of Potiphar, thti.q named by the Orientals. Her adventure with the patriarch
Joseph is the Hiibjci-t of many of liicir pocni.M and romanrcs.

7 I'lie parlicularH of Mali'oiiier.s aiuonr \\'\i\i IVlar^ , the Coptic ffirl, in jnstilication of whi'-li

ne added a new chapter to the Koran, ma> be found "in 6'ognie»"« TSultn ujiun ylbuiftda, p. 151.
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With rapid ^tep, yet i)Ica:«*d and linjrcring eye.

Did the youth pass tlicse picturd t^toiies by,

And ha.<t'end to a cajciiient, Mheie the light

Of tlic cabii moon came in, and freshly bright

Tlie fiebls Mithout were seen, sleeping as still

As if no life remain'd in breeze or rill.

Here pausM lie, while the miu^ic, noAv less near,

Breathd with a holier language on his ear,

As though the distance, and tlfat lieavenly ray
J

Through which the ^ounds came floating, took away f

All that had l)een too earthly ui the lay. )

Oh! could lie listen to such soiuids unmovd,
And by that light — nor dream of her he lov'd?

Dreaiu on, unc()n^cio^ls boy! vhile yet thou may'st;

'Tis the last Itliss thy soul shall ever taste.

Clasp yet uMliile her image to thy lieart.

Ere all tbe light, tliat made it dear, depart.

Think of ber smiles a.s Mhen thou saAv'st them last,

VAi'iii; beautiful, by n(uight of earth o'ercast;

Uetal her tears, to thee at parting given,

Pure as they Meep. if angels; weep ia Heaven!

Think in her own still bower slie waits thee now,

"Willi the same glow of heart and bloom of brow,

\et sliiiud in solitude — thine all, thine only.

Like the one star above thee, bright and lonely

!

Oh that a dream so sweet, so long eiijoyd,

bhould be so sadly, cruelly destroyd!

The eong is hush'd, the laughing njinplu are flown.

And he is left, musing of bliss, al'>ne; —
Alone? — no, n«ft abuic — that heavy sigh,

'I "hat sob of grief, which broke from some one nigh —
Whose could it he? — abis! is misery found

Here, e>en here, on this enchanted ground?

He turns, and sees a female form, close veil'd.

Leaning, as if both beart and ^treugth had laild.

Against a pillar near; — not glittering o'er

AV ith gems and wreaths, such lus the others wore.

Hut in that deep-blue, melancholy dress ^,

Bokhaka's maidens wear in mindfulness

Of friends or kiudretl, de;ul or far aMay; —
.\nd such as Zelica had on that day
fie left her, — when, with heart too full to ^pejik.

He took aAvay her last varm tears upon his check.

A strange emotion stirs within him, — more
Tlian mere (-oiMpas>ion ever wak d before; —
Lnconsciously he opes liis arms, Mhilc she

Springs forward, as Mith liles last energy.

Hut, swooning in that one convulsive hound.

Sinks ere ^he reach bis arms, upcui the ground; —
Her veil falls oil" — her faint hands clasp his kneed -

"lis she herself! —• 'tis Zelica he sees!

But, all, so pale, so cliaugd — none hut a lover

Could in that Mreck of beauty's shrine discover

The oiu;e adord di^ inity ! cvn he
Stood for s(«ue nutments mute, and doubtingly

Put back the ringlets from Iter brow, and gaz'd

I'pon tho.<e lids, Mherc once r-ucli lustre blaz'd,

Kre he <".ould tliink .-be was indeed his own.
Own darling maid, Mboiu be so huig had known
In joy and ^orro^^', ])cautiful in both

;

Who, evn when grief Mils lu-aviest — when loth

He left lier for the wars — in that worst hour
Sat in her sorrow like the sweet night-lloM'er *,

When darknesH brings its weeping glories out.

And spreads its sighs like frankincense about

!

B "Peep blue is their innia-iiin^ colour." — Hanwoy.
9 The sorrowful iiyctauthes, which begins to spread its rich odour after sun-set.
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"Look up, my Zelica — one moment show
'•Those f^cntle ejei^ to me, that I may know
'•Thy lite, thy loveliness i:s not all gone,
" But there, nt least, shines as it ever shone.

"Come, look upon thy Azim — one clear glance,

''Like those of old, >vere hcav'n! whatever chance

'•Hath brought thee here, oh! 'twas a blesseil one!

'•There — my sweet lips — they move — tiiat kiss hath run
"Like the first shoot of life through every vein,

"And now I clasp her, mine, all mine again!

'•Oh the delight — noM-, in this very hour,

"When had the mIioIo rich w(trld been in my poMer,
" I should have singled out thee, only thee,

"From tlie whole world's collected treasury —
" To have thee here — to hang thus fondly o'er

"3Iy own best, purest Zelica once more!' —
It was indeed the touch of those lov"d lips

Upon her eyes that chas'd their short crlip>e.

And, gradual as the snow, at Heaven's breath.

Melts off and shows the azure flowers beneath.

Her lids unclos'd, i nd the ])right eyes were seen

Gazing on his, — not, as they late had been,

Quick, restless, Avild, but mournfully serene

;

As if to lie, ev'n for that tranced minute,

So near his heart, had consolation in it;

And thus to wake in his belov'd caress

Took from her soul one half its wretchedness.

But, when she heard hijii call her good and pure,

Oh 'twas too much — too dreadful to endure!

Shuddering slie broke away from his embrace.
And, hiding with both hands her guilty face.

Said, in a tone vhose anguish Mould ha^e riven

A heai-t of very marble, "pure! — oh Heaven." —
That tone — those looks so cliang'd — the withering blight.

That sin and sorrow leave where'er they light —
The dead despondency of those sunk eyes,

AVhere once, had he thus met her by surprise,

He would have seen himself, too happy boy,

ReOected in a thousand lights of joy;

And then the place, that bright unholy place,

Where vice lay hid beneath ea<h wiiuiing grace
And charm of luxury, as the viper weaves
Its wily covering of sweet balsam-lea^ es * ;

—
All struck upon his heart, suddeji and cold

As death itself; — it needs not to be told —
No, no — he sees it all, jilain as the brand
Of burning shame can mark — whate'er the hand.

That «;ould from heav'n and him such brightness sever,

'Tis done — to heav'n and him she's lost for ever!

It was a dreadful moment; not the tears,

The lingering, lasting miserj' of years

Could match that minute's anguish — all the worst
Of sorrow's elements in that dark burst

Broke o'er liis soul, and, with one crash of fate.

Laid the whole hopes of his life desolate!

"Oh! curse me not," she cried, as wild he tos.s'd

His desperate hand tow'rds heav'n — "though I am lost,

" Think not that guilt, that falseluMul nv,uU' me fall,

" j\o, no — 'twas grief, 'twas madness did it all!

"jNay, d(Mil)t me not — though all thy love hath ceas'd —
"I know it hath — yet, yet believe, at Iea>t,

"That every s|)ark of reason's light mu»t be
" Quench'd in this brain, ere I ciuild stray from thee

!

"They told me thou wert dead — why. Azini. why
"Did we not, both of us, that instant die

1 "Coucerning the vipers, whirh Pliiiy says were frequent iimnii^; llio bnlsiam-tTec? , I iii.^dc
very particular enquiry; several were brought me alive both to \iiiiibo anil Jidda." — liiuce.
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" When we were parted ? — oh ! coiild'st thou but know
'•With vJiat a deep dcvotc(lnc?s of woe
'I Mcpt tliy absence — o'er and o'er ap^aln

'•Thinking of thee, still thee, till thought grew paiu,

'•And memory, like a drop that, night and day,
'• Falls cold and ceaseless, More my heart av ay

!

'• DitUt thou but knoAV how pale 1 sat at home,
'•My eyes still turn'd the way thou wcrt to come,
'• And, all the long, long night of hope and fear
•• Thy voice and step still sounding in my ear —
'•Oh God! thou would st not wonder that, at hist,

'" When every hope was all at once o'ercast,
'• W hen 1 heard frightful v(»ices round me say
" ./:«m is dead! — this wretched brain gave way,
"And 1 became a Mreck, at random driven,

'•Without one glimpse of reason or of Heaven —
"All v\ild — and even this quenchless love Mithin
"Tnrnd to foul fires to light me into sin!

'• Thou pitiest mc — 1 knew thou m ould'st — that sky
'* Hath nought beneath it half so lorn as I.

'•The Hend, wlio lurd me hither — hist! come near,

'•Or thou too, thoii art lo4, if he should hear —
"Told me such things — »)h! with sucli dc>ilish art,

"As would have ruin'd ev'n a liolicr heart —
"Of thee, and of that cver-radiiTnt sphere,
" Wliere blessd at length, if I but serv'd him here,

"I should for ever live in thy dear sight,

••And ihink from those pure eyes eternal light!
'• Think, think how l<)^t, how maddcn'd I must be,
" To hope that guilt could lead to God or thee

!

"Thou weep'st for mc — do, weep — oh! that I dur^t

"Kiss off that tear! but, no — these lips are curst,

"They must not touch tliee; — one di>ine caress,

"One blessed moment of forgetfiilness

"Tve had within those anns, and ihat sliall lie,

"Shrind in my souls deep memory till 1 die!

"The last of joy's lii^t relics here below,
'* The one sweet drop, in all this waste of vioc,

'"My lieart lias treasnrtl from affetlion's spring,

''To soothe imd cool its deadly withering!

"But thou — yes, thou must go — for e^er go;
"This place is not for thee — for thee! oh no,

"Did 1 but tell thee half, thy tortiu-'d brain
" Would burn like mine, and mine go wild again

!

'• Enough, that Guilt reigns liere — that hearts, once good,

"jNow tainted, cliiird and broken, are his food. —
"Enough, that we arc parted — that there rolls

"A ilood <)f headlong fate betMcen our souls,

"Whose darkness severs me as wide from thee

"As hell from hcav'n, to all eternity!" —
" ZEtiCA ! Zeiica !

" the youfli cxclaim'd,

In all the tortures of a mind inllanrd

Almost to madness — "by that sacred Heav'n,
•• Where yet, if pray'rs can move, thou'It be forgiven,

'•As thou art here, — here, in this writliing heart,

••All >infnl, v\ild and ruin'd as thou art!

'•By the remembrance of our once pure love,
• W hicli, like a church-yard light, still burns above
'•The grave of our lost souls — which guilt in thee

"Cannot extinguish, nor despair in me!
'•1 do conjiue, implore thee to fly hence—
'•If thou hajt yet one spark of iimocence,
*• Fly with me from tliis place, "

"With thee! oh bliss,

"'Tis worlli whole years of torment to hear this.

"Wliat! take the lost one with thee? — let her rove

Uy thy de.ir side, as in those dajs of love,

When we were both so happy, both so pure —
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'' Too lieavenly dream ! if there's on earth a cure

'•For the sunk lieart, 'tis this — day after day
'•To he the hlcst companion of ihy way; —
To hear thy angel eloquence — to see

'•Those virtuous eyes for ever turn'd on me;
"And in their light rc-chasten'd silently,

•'liikc the ^tlliu d weh that whitens in the sun,

"Grow puie J)y being- purely shone upon!

'•And tliou wilt pray for me — I kuow thou wilt —
'•At the dim vesper hour, when thoughts of guilt
•• Come heaviest o'er the heart, thou'lt lift thine eyes,

"Full of sweet tears unto the darkening skies,

'•And plead for me A^ith Ileavn, till 1 can dare

•'To fiv my OMii weak, sinful glances there;
*• Till the good angels, wheu they see me cling
'• For e\ er near thee, pale and sorrowing,
'• Shall for thy sake pronounce my soul forgi^ en,

••And hid thee take thy Aveepiug slave to Heaven!
"Oh yes, III fly with thee "

Scarce had she said

These hreathless words, when a voice deep and di'ead

As that of MoMiER, waking up the dead
From their first sleep — so stai'tling 'twas to hoth —
Hung through the casement near " Thy oath ! thy oath

!

"

Oh iieav'n, the ghastliness of that Maid's look !
—

" 'Tis he," faintly she cried, Mhile terror shook
Her inmost core, nor durst she lift her ejes.

Though through the casement, now, nought hut the skies

And moon-light fields were seen, calm as before —
'• 'Tis he, and I am liis — all, all is o'er —
" Go — fly this instant, or thou'rt ruin'd too —
'•My oath, my oath, oh God! 'tis all too true,

'•True as the worm in this cold heart it is —
'•I lam Mokawa's bride — his, Azni, his —
'• The Dead stood roimd us, Avhile I spoke that vow,
"Their blue lips echoed it — I hear them now!
" Their eyes glar'd on me, m hilc I pledg'd that bowl,
" 'Twas hurning blood — I feel it in my soul

!

"And the Aeil'd Bridegroom — hist! I've seen to-night

'•What angels knoAv u(»t of — so foul a sight,

" So horrible — oh ! never may'st thoti see

'"What t//eic lies hid from all but hell and me!
" But I must hence — off", oft" — 1 am not thine,

"Nor Heav'n's, nor Love's, nor aught that is divine —
'•Hold me not — ha! — thiuk'st thou the fiends that sever

"Hearts, cannot sunder hands? — thus, then — for over!"

With all that strength, which madness lends the weak,
She flnng away his arm; and, with a shrieli, —
Whose soiuul, though he should linger out more years
Than Avret<h e'er told, can never leave his ears, —
Flew up through that long avenue of light, )

Fleetly as some dark, ominous hird of night >

Across the sun, and soon was out of sight! )

JLtXLLA RooKH could tliiuk of nothing all day but the misery of these twc) young
lovers. Her gaiety was gone, and she looked pensively even upon F»Di,Ani e\. She
felt, too, Avithout knowing mIiv, a sort of uninisy ph^asure in imagining that A/.im

nuist have been ju?t such a jouth as Feramouz; just as worthy to enj(»y all the
blessings, without any of the pangs, of that illusive passion, which t(»o often, like
the sunny apples of Istkahar, is all sweetness on one side, and all bitterness on
the other.

As they passed along a seque.Nteved river after sunset, tlujy saw a young flin-
doo girl upon the l)ank, who^e eniployment s<;emcd to them so strange, that they
stopped their palankeens to observe her. She had lighted a small lamp , filled Milli
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«)il of cocoa, and placinj^ it in an enrtlicn tlish . adorned with a wreath of flowers,

hud conuuitted it with a trembling' hand to the stream, and wa< now anxiously watch-
ing its progress down tlie current, heedless of tlie gay cavalcade Mhich had drawn
n|i be>ide her. Lalla IIookh was all cnrio^ity ; — Mhen one of her attendants.

Mho had lived upon the Ijanks of the Ganges, (where this ceremony is so frequent,

that often, in the du.-k of the evening, the river is seen glittering all over Mitli

lights, like the Oton tala or Sea of Stars,) informed the Princess that it -vvas the

ii«ual way, in wliich the friends of those mIig had gone on dangerous voyages otter-

ed up >ows for their safe return. If the lamp sunk immediately, the omen was
disa.-trous; but if it went shining down the stream, and continued to burn till entire-

ly out of ?ight. the return of the heloved ol)ieet Avas considered as certain.

Lalla Kookh, as they moved on, more tlian once looked l)i<<k, to observe how
the young Hindoo's lamp proceeded: and, while she saw >vith pleasure that it was
still unextinguished, she could not help fearing that all the hopes of this life were
no better than that feehic light upon the river. The remainder of the journey

vas passed in silence. She now, for the first time , felt that shade of melancholy,

M hi' hi.nines over the youthful maiden's heart, as sweet and transient as her own
hrealh upon a mirror; nor was it till she heard the late of Feka:)iorz , touched

light!} at the door of her pavilion, that she waked from the reverie in MJiich she

had been wandering. Instantly her eyes were lighted np Avith pleasure, and. after

a few unheard remarks from Fadladf.en upon the indecorum of a poet seating him-

self in presence of a I'rincess, every thing miis arranged as on the jueceding evening,

and all listened with eagerness, while the story Avas thus continued: —

VVnosE are the gilded tents that crowd the way,
Where all was m a.-te and silent yesterday ?

Tlie City of War A»hicli, in a few short hours,

Hath sprung up here, as if the magi<; powers
Of Him Avlio, in the twinkling of a star,

Built the high pillard halls of Chjlaii.aak ^,

Had conjur'd up, far as the eye can see.

This world of tents and domes and sun-briglit armory! —
Princely pavilions, screen'd by many a fold

Of crimson cloth, and topp'd A^ith halls of gold; —
Steeds, Avitli their housings (tf rich >ilver spun,

Their chains and poitrels glittering in the stm;

And camels, tufted o'er Avith Yemen's shells, i

Shaking m every breeze their light-ton'd hells!
|

But yester-eve, so motionless aroiuid,

So mute was this Avide plain, that not a sound

But the far torrent, on the locust-bird ^
J

Hunting among the thickets, could he heard; —
|

Yet hark ! Avhat discords noAV, of every kind.

Shouts, laughs, and screams are revelling in the w iiul

!

The neigh of cavalry; — the tinkling throngs

Of laden camels and their drivers' songs; —
Hinging of arms, and flapping in the breeze

Of streamers fr<)ra ten thousand canopies; —
War-music, bursting out from time to time

With gong and t^iubalon's tremendous chime; —
Or, in she pause, Avhcn harsher sounds are mute,

The mellow breathings of some horn or flute,

That far olT, broken by the eagle note

Of the' Abyssinian trumpet ^, ^weU and float!

Who leads this mighty army .'' — ask ye "who ?

"

And mark ye not those banners of dark hue.

The Xight and Shadow "*, OAcr yonder tent?

It is the Calii>h's glorious armament.
Rousd in his Palace by the dread alaniis,

,1

1 Tiie edifices of Cliilminar and Balbec are siii>[ioscd to have been built by the Genii, actiu)

under the orders of Jaii lien Jan, \»lio goveriicil ih»> world louR before the time of Adam.
i \ nalivc of hliorassaii , and alhircd s()iUlt\\nrd by means of the ualcr of u fountain be

twcen Sliira?. iind Ispahan, called the Fountain dl IJirdsj of Mhich it is so fond thai it will follo>

whenviT iliat valcr is carried.
3 "Tliis trumpet is often called in Abyjsinia . nesser cano , which sif^nifies the i\ote of th

Eaglr." — iVote of Bruce 6 cHitar.
4 'J'lie two blacl^ standards borne before (he Caliphs of the Hoube of Abbas, were callei

alhgorically , The Mght and The Shadow — See Oiblun.
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That lioiirly came, of the false Propliot's arms,
And of his host of inlidels. Mho Iiiirl'd

Defianee fierce at Islam * and the Avorhl; —
Tliouph M'orn Mith Grecian Marfare, and hchind
The veils of liis bright Palace calm rcclin'd.

Yet brook'd he not such blasphemy should stain,

Thus unrereng'd, the evenings of liis I'eign,

But, having sworn upon the Holy Grave '^

To conquer or to perish, once more gave
His siiadoAvy banners proudly to the breeze,

And Avith an army, nurs'd in victoincs,

Here stands to crush tlie rebels that o'er-run

His blest and beauteous Province of the Sun.
Xe'er did the march of 3Iahadi display

Such pomp before; — not ev"n wJien on his way
To Mecca's Temple, when both land and sea

Were spoil'd to feed tlie Pilgrim's luxury ^

;

When round him, 'mid the burning sands, lie saw
Fruits of the Norlli in icy frc.-hness thaw,
And conl'd his thirsty lip, I>eneath the glow
Of Mkcca's sun, Avith urns of Persian snow ^ :

—
Nor e'er did armament more grand than that

Pour from the kingdoms of the Caliphat.

First, in the van, the People of the Kock ',

On their light mountain steeds, of royal stock ^°
:

Then, Chieftains of Dahascis, proud to see

The flashing of their SMords' rich marquetry ^ ;
—

Men, from the regions near the Volga's mouth,
Mix'd vith the rude, black archers of the South;
And Indian lancers, in Mhite-turban'd ranks
From the far Sinde, or Attock's sacred banks.

With dusky legions from the Liuid of Myrrh ^,

And many a mace-arm'd 3Ioor and 3Iid-Sea islander.

IVor less in number, though more ncAv and rude
In warfare's school, was the vast multitude

That, fir'd by zeal, or by oppression wrong'd.
Round the Avhitc standard of the' Impostor throng'd

Beside his thousands of Believers, — blind,

Burning and headlong as the Samiel Avind, —
Many who felt, and more who fear'd to feel

The bloody Islamite's converting steel,

Flock'd to his banner; — Chiefs of the' Uzbek race,

Waving theu* heron crests Avith martial grace ^

;

;

TrRKOMANs, countless as their flocks, led forth

From the' aromatic pastures of the Xorth

;

Wild Avarriors of the turquoise hills "^, — and those
Who dwell beyond the everlasting snoAvs

Of Hindoo Kosh *, in stormy freedom bred.

Their fort the rock, their camp the torrent's bed.

But none, of all Avho oAvn'd the Chief's command,
Rush'd to that battle-field Avith bolder hand,

5 The Mahometan religion.

6 "The Persian.<^ swear by the Tomb of Shnh IJcsade, who his buried at Cashin ; and when
one desires another to asseverate a matter, he Mill ask him, if he dave swear by the Holy
Grave." — Stritij.

7 Mahadi, in a single pilgrimage to Mecca, expended six millions of dinars of gold.

8 \ivcm Meccam a|)pnitavit, rem ibi aut nuiiqiiam aut rare visam. — Abulfeila.

9 The inhabitants of Hcjaz or Arabia Petraea, called by an Eastern writer "The People of
the Rock." — Ebn Haukal.

10 "Those horses, called by the Arabians Kochlaui, of whom a WTJtlen genealogy has been
kept for 2000 years. They are said to derive their origin from King Solomon's "steeds." —
^lebuhr. t b

1 "Many of the llgnres on the blades of their swords are wrought in gold or silver, or iii

marquetry w ith small gems." — Asiat. MUc. \. i.

2 Azab or Saba.

3 "The chiefs of the l?zbek Tartars wear a plume of white herons feathers in (heir tur-
bans. — Account of Inilcppiident Tartuty.

4 In the mountains of Mshapour and Tons (in IJiorassan) they find turquoises. — Ebn

5 For a description of these stupendous ranges of mountains , see Elphinstones Caubul.
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Or stcriipr liato thm Iran's oiUlaAv'tl men.

Her AV»r>liij>|)ers of Fire "^ — all panting then

For vengean<e on the' accursed Saracen;

Vengeance at \a.>t for their dear country spurn'd,

Her throne usiirp'd, and her hright shrines o'erliun'd.

From Vezd's ^ eterniil Mansion of the Fire,

Where agid saints in dreams of Heavn ex|)ire

;

From BADKr. and those fountains of Mtie flame

Tliat hurn into the Caspian ^, fierce tliey came.
Careless for Mliat or whom the hlow Avas sped.

So vengeance triumpli'd, and their tynrnts hied!

Such >r{is the wild and miscellaneous host,

Tliat high in air tlieir motley hanners tost

Around the I'rophet-Chief — all e^cs still hcnt

Upon tliat glittciiiig \ eil, Avliere'er it Avent.

That heacon tlirongh the hattie's stormy flood.

That rainbow of the field, whose showers Mere hlond!

Twice liath the Sun u])on their conflict set,

And ri>'n ;igain, and fo(uul tliem grappling yet;

While streams of carnage, in his ncton-tide hlaze.

Smoke up to Hear'n — hot as that crimson haze,

By which the pro?trate CaraAan is aw'd.

In the red Desert, when the Mind's ahroad!
"On, Swords of God!" the panting Caliph calls, —
"Thrones for the living — He.iv'n for liim mIio falk!" —
" On, brave avengers, on," 3Ioka\\a cries,

" And Erlis hlast tlie recreant slave that flies
!

"

Now comes the l)riint, the crisis of the day —
They clash — they strive — the Campus troops give May!
Mokanna's self plucks the black Banner doMn,
And now the Orient Worlds imperial croM

n

Is jiut within \n> grasp — vlien, hark, that shout!

Some hand liath checkd the flying Moslems' rout,

And now they turn — they rally — at their head
A Marrior. (like those angel ycuiths, mIio led,

In glorions panoply of Heavns omu mail.

The Champions of the Faith tlirongh Besek's vale '.)

Bold as if gifted Mith ten thousand li\es.

Turns on tlie fierce pur^uer^' blades, iuid drives

At once the miiltiliidinoiis torrent hack,

While hope iuid courage kindle in Jiis track.

And, at each step, liis bloody fahhion makes
Terrible vi>tas through mIucIi victory breaks!

In vain >Iora\\a, midst the general flight,

,
Stands, like the red moon, on some stormy night,

Among the fugitive clouds, that, hurrying hy,

Leave only her un>haken in the »ky! —
111 vain he yells liis desperate curses out.

Deals Deatli promiscuously to all about.

To foes that <harge and coAvard friends that fly,

And seems of all the Great Arcli-eiieuiy I

Tlie panic spreads — '• a miracle
!

" throughout
The Moslem ranks, "a miracle!" they shout.

All gazing on that youth, Mho.-e coming seems
A light, a gl<»rA, such as breaks in dreams

;

And every sMord, true as o'er hilloAvs dim
The needle tracks the load-star, following him!

,

J

6 The Ghebers, or Giiebres, those original natives of Persia, who adhered to their ancient
faith, the relii^lon of Zoroaster, and «ho, after the conquest of their touutrj by the Arab-,
Mere either persecuted at home, or forced to become "anilerers abroad.

7 " Vezd, the chief residence of those ancient natives, who worship the San and the Fire,
which latter they have carefully kept lighted, without being once extinguished for a moment^
above 3000 years, on a innnntain near Yezd, called Aler Qucdah, signifying the House or Man-
sion of the Fire. He is reckoned \ery unfortunate who dies off that mountain. — Stephens
J'trnia.

8 " When the weather is hazy, the springs of \aptha (on an island near Baku) boil up the
higher, and the \aptha often tiikes lire on the surface of the earth, and runs in a tiame into the
bea to a distance almost incredible." — Hanu-ay on the Everlasting Fire at Baku.

9 In the great victory gained by Mahomed at Beder, he was assisted, say the Mussulmans,
by three ihoiisand angels, led by Gabriel, mounted on his horse Hiazum. — See Tht Koran and
it* Comntentatore.
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RiC'lit tow'rds Mokaxaa now lie cleaves his path,

Impatient cleave;:, as thoiif^h the bolt of wrath
He bears from Heav'n witlilield its awful burst

From weaker heads, and souls but half-way curst,

To break oVr Him, the mightiest and the worst!

But Aain his speed — though in that hour of blood,

Had all God's seraphs round Moka\aa stood,

With swords of fire, ready like fate to fall,

Mokanaa's soul would liave defied them all: —
Yet now, the rush of fugitives, too strong

For human force, hurries evn him along;

In vain lie struggles 'mid the Medgd array
Of flying thousaiuls — he is borne; ixway;

And the sole joy his baffled spirit KnoMs
In this forc'd flight is — murdering as he goes!

As a grim tiger, whom the torrent's might
Surprizes in some parch'd rapine at night,

Turns, ev'n in drowning, on the wretclied flocks

Swept with him in that snow-flood from the rocks,

And, to the last, devouring on his way,
Bloodies the stream he hath not poAver to stay!

"AUa ilia Alia!" — the glad shout renew —
"Alia Akbar!" ^ — the Caliph's in Merou.
Hang out your gilded tapestry in the streets.

And light your shrines and chaunt your ziraleets 2 •

The Swords of God have triiunph'd — on his throne

Your Caliph sits , and the A eil'd Chief hath flown.

Who does not envy that young Marrior now,
To Mhom the Lord of Islam bends liis brow,
In all the graceful gratitude of power,
For his throne's safety in that perilous hour?
Who doth not wonder, Mlien, amidst the' acclaim
Of thousands, heralding to heaven his name —
'Mid all those holier harmonies of fame.
Which soimd along the path of virtuous souls,

Like music round a planet as it rolls! —
He turns away coldly, as if some gloom
Hung o'er his heart no triumphs can ilbune; —
Some sightless gi'ief, upon whose blasted gaze
Though glory's light may play, in vain it plays!

Yes, wretched Azim! thine is such a gi'ief,

Beyond all liope, all terror, all relief;

A dark, cold calm, which nothing now can break,

Or warm or brighten, — like that Syrian Lake ^.

Upon Mhose surface morn and sumnu-r shed
Tlieir smiles in vain, for all beneath is dead! —
Hearts there have been, o"er Avhich this weight of woe
Came by long use of suffering, tame and sIoav;

But thine, lost youtli ! was sudden — oa er thee

It broke at once, when all seem'd e\tacy;

Wlien Hope look'd up, and saw the gloomy Past
Melt into splendour, and Bliss daAvn at last —
'Twas then, ev'n then, o'er joys so freshly bloAvn,

This mortal blight of misery came down;
Ev'n then, the full, warm gushings of thy heart
Were check'd — like fount-drops, frozen as they start!

And there, like them, cold, siuiless relics hang,
Each fix'd and chill'd into a lasting pang!

One sole desire, one passion now remains,
To keep life's fever stiU within his Aeins,

Vengeance! — dire vengeance on the wretch who cast

O'er him and all he lov'd that ruinous blast.

For tliis, when rumours reach'd him in his flight

• } ^}}^ Tecbir, or cry of the Arabs. "Alia Acbar!" says Ockley, means "God is most
nighty." •' •'

. 2 The ziraleet is a kind of chorus, which the vomen of the East sing upon jovful occa

3 The Dead Sea, which contains neither animal nor vegetable life.
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Far, far away, after that fatal niglit, —
Riuuoiirs of anniei!. tlironginij to tlie' attack

Of the Vfild riiitf, — for lliis he win»"d him back,

Fleet a# tlie vultinc sj)ce(lr; to fiag^s unfurrd. i

And came when all seem'd lost, and wildlv hiirl'd >

llhut;elf into the scale, and >a.\'A a world! }

For this he still live^i on, careless of all

The wreaths that glory on his jiath lets fall;

For this alone exists — like li;^hinin!r-lire

To speed one bolt of vengeance, and expire!

Bnt safe as yet that Spirit of Evil lives;

With a small hand of desperiite fiig^itives,

The List sole stubborn fraj^ment, left unriven,

Of the prond host that late stood fronting Ileaxen,

He gain'd Mekoi' — breathd a short curse of blood

O'er his lost throne — then |)ass'd the Jihoxs flood *,

And gathering all, whose madness of belief

Still saw a Saviour in their down-fall'n (.'hlef.

Rais'd the white banner Mithin Neksheb's gates ',

And there, mitam'd, the' approaching con(|iieror waits.

Of all his Iliiram, all that busy hive,

With music and with sweets sparkling alive,

lf(! took but one, the partner of his flight,

One, not for love — not for her beauty's light —
For Zeltca stood withering midst the gay,
Wan as the blossom that fell yesterday

From the' Alma tree and dies, Avhile overhead
To-day's young flower is springing in its stead! *

No, not for love — the deepest Damn'd must be
Touch'd M'ith Heaven's glory, ere such fiends as he
Can feel one glimpse of love's di\hiity

!

But no, she is his victim ; — there lie all

Her charms for him — charms tliat can never pall,

As long as hell Avithin his lieart can stir,

Or one faint trace of Heaven is left in her.

To Mork an angel's ruin, — to behold

As M'hltc n page as Airtue eer unroll'd

Blacken, beneath his touch, into a scroll

Of damning sins, seal'd vith a burning soul —
This is his triumph; this the joy accurst.

That ranks him among demons all but fust!

This gives the victim, that before hira lies

Blighted and lost, a glory in his eyes,

A light like that with which hell fire illumes

The ghastly, writhing m retch whom it consumes!

But other tasks now wait him — tasks that need
All the deep daringness of thought and deed
With which the Dives '' Jiave gifted lum — for mark,
Over yon plains, Mhich night liad else made dark.

Those lanterns, countless as the winged lights

That spangle India's fields on showery nights ^,

Far as their formidable gleams they shed,

The mighty tents of the beleaguerer spread,

Glinmiering along the' horizon's dusky line.

And thence in nearer circles, till tliey shine

Among the founts and groves, o'er Avhich the town
In all its arm'd magnificence looks down.
Yet, fearless, from his lofty battlements

MoKAXNA A lews that multitude of tents;

Nay, smiles to think that, though entoil'd, beset,

Not less than myriads dare to front huu yet; —
That friendless, thronelcss, he thus stands at bay,

4 The ancient Oxiis. 5 A city of Transoxiani.T.
(j " You never can cast your eyea on this tree , Imt you meet there either blossoms or fruit

and as the blossom drops uudcrueath on the {ground, (whirh is frequently covered with thes
purple-coloured flowers,) others corae forth in their stead," etc. etc. — Aieukoff.

7 Tlie Demons of the Persian mytholofiry.

8 C'arreri mentions the fire-flics iu India during the rainy season. — See his Travels.
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Ev'n thus a match for myriads such as thoy!

"Oh! for a sweep of that dark Anj^el's wing;,

" Who hrush d the thousands of tlie' Assyrian King ^

"To darkness in a moment, tliat I miglit

"People Hell's chambers witli yon host to-night!

"But come Mhat may, let Mho Mill grasp the throne,
" Caliph or Prophet, Man alike shall groan

;

"Let M'ho Mill torture him, Priest — Caliph — King —
"Alike this loathsome world of his shall ring
" With victims' shrieks and hoMlings of the slave, —
"Sounds, that shall glad me ev'n Mithin my grave!"
Tlius to liimself — but to the scanty train

Still left around him , a far diflerent strain : —
" Glorions defenders of the sacred CroM n
"I bear from Heav'n, Avliose light nor blood shall drown
"\(>r shadow of earth eclipse; — before whose gems
"The paly pomp of this M<»rld's diadems,

"The croM'n of Gerashid, the pillar'd tlirone

"Of P.vRviz ^°, and the heron crest that shone ^,

"Magnificent, o'er Ali's beauteous eyes ^,

" Fade like the stars Avhen morn is in the skies

:

"Warriors, rejoice — the port, to Mhich Me've pass'd

"O'er destiny's dark wave, beams out at last!

"Victory's our own — 'tis written in that Book
"Upon Mhose leaves none but the angels look,

"That Islam's sceptre sliall beneath the power
"Of her great foe fall broken in that hour,
" When the moon's mighty orb , before all eyes,

"From Xeksueb's Holy Well portentously shall rise!

" Now turn and see !
"

They turn'd, and, as he spoke,

A sudden splendour all around them broke,

And they beheld an orb, ample and bright.

Rise from the Holy Well, and cast its ligiit

Hound the rich city and the plain f<u- miles ^, —
Flinging such radiance o'er the gilded tiles

Of many a dome and fair ro(»f d inuirct,

As autumn suns shed round them Mhen they set!

Instant from all mIio saw the' illtisive sign

A murmur broke — "Miraculous! di\Iru;!"

The Gheber boM^'d, thinking his idol Star )

Had Mak'd, and burst impatient through the bar f

Of midnight , to iuHame him to the m ar ! )

While lie of Moi ssa's creed saM', in that ray.

The glorious Light mIucIi, in his freedom's day,

Had rested on the Ark *^, and noM' again

Shone out to bless the breaking of his chain

!

"To victory!" is at once the cry of all —
Nor stands 3Ioka\\a loitering at that call

;

But instant the huge gates are flung aside.

And forth, like a diminutive mountain-tide

Into the boundless sea , they s|)eed their course

Right on into the Moslem's mighty force.

The Matchmen of the camp, — Mho, in their rounds.

Had paus'd and ev'n forgot the punctual sounds

Of the small drum -with Mhich they count the night ',

To gaze upon that supernatural light, —

n Sonntlrliprib . called by the orientals King of Mmissal. — JfHerbelot.
10 ('hosroes. For the (k-s(ri|)lioii of hi.s Throne or Piil.icc, see Gihhnn anH D Hrrholot.^

1 "The crown of Gerashid is clondv and t:irni,shcd Ixfore the heron tiifl of lliy lurhan." —
From one of the elegies or songs iii praise of AH, wrilteu in characters of gold round the
gallery of Abljas's toinb. — See Chaidtn.

2 The beauty of Ali's eyes was so remarkable, thnt whenever the Persians would describe
any thing as very lo\cly , (hey sav it is Ayn Hali , or the Eyes of Ali. — ChariUu.

3 " IT aniusa pendant deux iiio"is Ic peuple de la ville ile \ekhscheb en f iisant sortir loiitea

Ic9 nuits du foiuls dun puits un corps luinincnx seinblable a la Lnne, (\\v purloii sa lumiere
ju8(ju'k la distance de plusieurs milks." — D'Herbelot. Hence he was called Sj^endeh inah,
or the .Moon jnaker.

4 The Sherhinah, called Sakinat in the Koran. — See Sale's Note, chap. ii.

5 The parts of the night are inail<,- known as «ell by iustrnments of music, as by the rounds
of the Matchmen with cries and small dnms. — See Burder's VritnlGl LhhUuih , vol. i. p. 119.
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Novr sink beneath an unexpected arm,

And in a death-proan give their last alarm.
" On for the lamp-, that liffht yon lofty screen ^,

'•Nor blunt your blades with massacre so mean;
"There rc.-ts the Caliph — speed — one lucky lance

"Mav now achieve mankind's deliverance!"

Desperate tlie ;iie —• such as they only cast,

Who venture for a world, and stake their last.

But Fates no longer Mitli liini — blade for blade

Springs up to meet them tlirough tlie glimmering shade,

And, as the clash is heard . new legions soon

Pour to the spot, — like bees of Kaizeroox ^

To the shrill trirabrel's summons, — till, at length,

The mighty camp swarms out in all its strength.

And back to jVeksueb's gates, covering the plain

AVith random slaughter, drives the adventurous train;

Among the la>t of whom, the Silver A eil

Is seen glittering at times, like the Avhite sail

Of some toss'd vessel, on a stormy night,

Catching the tempe-t's momentary light!

And hath not this brought the proud spirit low?
Nor dashd his broAV, nor check'd Jiis daring? No.

Though half the wretches, wliom at night he led

To thrones and Aictory, lie disgrac'd and dead,

Vet morning hears him, Avith uu^hrinking crest.

Still vaunt of thrones, and a ictory to tlie rest ;
—

And they believe him ! — oh, the lover may
Distrust that look which steals his soul aAvay: —
The babe may cease to think that it can play

AVith Heaven's rainbow; — alihymists may doubt
The ^hining gold their crucible gives out;

But Faith, fanatic Faith, once Medded fast

To some dear falsehood, h\igs it to the last.

And well the' Impo?tor knew all lures and arts,

Tliat Lt ciFER e'er taught to tangle hearts;

Nor, mid these last, bold Morkings of his plot

Again>t mens souls, is Zelica forgot.

Ill-fated Zelica ! had reason been

Awake, through half the horrors thou hast seen.

Thou never couldst have borne it — Death had come
At once, and taken thy Mrung spirit home.
But 'twas not so — a torpor, a suspense

Of thought, almost of life, came o'er the' intense

And passionate struggles of that fearful night.

When her last hope of peace and heavn took flight:

And though, at times, a gleam of frenzy broke, —
As through some dnll Aolcano's veil of smoko
Ominous flashings now and then will start,

W' hich show the fire's still busy at its heart

;

Yet was she mostly MTapj) d in sullen gloom, —
Not such eis Azim's, brooding o'er its doom,

^ And calm Mithout, as is the brow of deatli,

Wliile busy morms are gnaving underneath !
—

But in a ])lank and pulseless torpor, free

From thought or pain, a seal'd-up apathy.

Which left her oft, with scarce one living thrill,

Tlie cold, pale victim of her torturers will.

Again, as in ]\lERor, he had her deck'd

Gorgeously out, the Priestess of the sect;

And led her glittering forth before the eyes

Of his rude train, as to a sacrifice
;

Pallid as she, the young, devoted bride

Of tlie fierce Nile, when, deck'd in all the pride

Of nuptial pomp, she sinks into his tide !
''

6 The Serrapurda, high screens of red cloth, stifTeiied with cane, used to inclose a con-
siderable space round the rojal tents. — S'otes on the Hahartlanush.

7 " From the grovea of orange trees at Kauzeroon the bees cull a celebrated honey. " —
Morier's Travels.

8 "A custom still subsisting at this day, eecms to me to prove that the Egyptians formerly
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And while the MTctcheil maid hung- down her head.
And stood, as one just ri»cn from the dead,

Amid tliat gazing' erowd, the fiend would tell

His credulous slaves it was some charm or spell •

Possess'd her noAV, — and from that darkened trance

Should dawn ere long their Faith's deliverance.

Or if, at times, goaded ]jy guilty ^hame.
Her soul was rous'd, and Avords of wildness came,
Instant the hold hlasphemer would translate

Her ravings into oracle:^ of fate,

Would hail Heav'n's signals in her flashing eyes.

And call her shrieks the language of the skies

!

But vain at length his arts — despair is seen

Gathering around ; and famine comes to glean

All that the sm ord had left imreap'd : — in vain

At morn and eve across the northern plain

He looks impatient for the promised spears

Of the w ild Hordes and Tartar mountaineers

;

They come not — vhile his fierce heleaguerers pour

Engines of havoc in, unknown hcfore,

And horril)le as new '
;
— javelines, that fly

Enwrcath'd with smoky flames through the dark eky,

And red-hot globes that, opening as they mount,

Discharge, as from a kindled INaphtha fount,

Showers of consuming fire o'er all below;
Looking, as through the' illumin'd night they go.

Like tho.-e wild birds ^° that by the Magians oft,

At festivals of fire were sent aloft

Into the air, with blazing faggots tied

To tlieir huge wings, scattering combustion wide

!

All night, the groans of wretches who expire,

In agony, beneath these darts of fire.

Ring through the city — Avhile, descending o'er

Its shrines and domes and streets of sycamore ;
—

Its lone bazars, with their bright cloths of gold.

Since the last peaceful pageant left unroU'd; —
Its beauteous marble baths, whose idle jets

NoAV gush with blood; — and its tall minarets,

That late have stood up in the evening glare

Of the red smi, unhallow'd by a prayer; —
O'er each, in turn, the dreadful flame-bolts fall,

And death and conflagi'ation throughout all

The desolate city hold high festival

!

MoKA\>A sees the Avorld is his no more; —
One sting at parting, and his grasp is o'er.

"AVhat! drooping now?" — thus, with unblushing cheek,

He hails the few, who yet can hear him speak,

Of all those faraish'd slaves, around him l^ing,

And by the light of blazing temples dying; —
"What! drooping now.^ — noAV, Avhen at length we press

"Home o'er the very threshold of success;

"When Alla from our ranks hath thinn'd away
"'I'hosc grosser branches, that kept out his ray

"Of favour from us, and we stand at length

"Heirs of his light and chiltlren of his strength,

"The chosen few who shall survive the fall

"Of Kings and Thrones, triumphant over all!

"Have you then lost, weak miirmurers as you are,

"All faith in him, who was your Light, your Star?

iacrifired a 5 oiinf^ virgin to the God of the TVile ; for tlicy now nialcn a statoe of earth in shape

of a girl, to which thty give the uainc of the Betrothed Eride, aud throw it into the river. —
Savaiy.

. „
9 The Greek fire, which was occasionally lent by the Emperors to their allies. It was,

says Gibbon, "either launched in red-hot halls of stone and iron, or darted in arrows and jave-

lins, twisted round with tlax and tow which had deeply imbibed (he inflammable oil.

10 "At the great festival of lire, called the Siieb Seze , they used to set tire to large

bunches of dry combustibles, fastened round wild beasts and birds, which being then let loose,

the air and earth appeared one great illumination; and as these terrified creatures naturally

fled to the wood lor shelter, it is easy to conceive the coiiHagrations they produced. —
Uichardauna Uinsertation.

a *
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"Have you forprot the eye of g:lory, hid

"Beneath this Veil, the ilashiiifi: of Avhose lid

"Could, like a siin-s-troke of the desert, wither

'Millions of i^uch as yonder Chief hrings hither?

"Long have its liffhtnings t^lept — too long — hut now
"All earth ^hall feel the" nnveiiing of this brow I

"To-night — yes, sainted men! this very night,

"I hid you all to a fair festal rite,

"AVIiire, — liaving deep refre>h"d each \reary limb
" With viands, stuh as feast Ileav'n's cherubim,

"And kindled up your souls, now sunk and dun,

"Willi that pure Mine the Dark-eyd Maids above
" Keep, seal'd with precious nlu^k. for those they love ', —
"1 will myself uncurtain in your sight

"The wonders of this brows inelTable light;

"Then lead you forth, and Mith a Mink disperse

"Yon myriads, howling through the miiverse!"

Eager they li.-ten — Mhile each accent darts

NeM- life into their chilld and hope-sick hearts; —
Such treacherous life as the cool draugiit supplies

To him upon the stake, mIio drinks and dies!

Wildly they point their lances to the light

Of the fast sinking sun. and shout "to-night!" —
"To-night,"' their Chief re-echoes, in a voice

Of fiend-like mockery that bids hell rejoice!

Deluded victims — never hath this earth

Seen mourning half so mournful as tlieir mirth!

Here, to the few', mIiosc iron frames had stood

This racking Mastc of famine and of blood,

Faint, dying Mretches climg, from Mhom the shout

Of triumph like a maniacs laugh broke out; —
There, others, liglited by the ^mo^lldcring fire,

Uanc'd like wan ghosts about a funeral pjTC,

Among the dead and dying, strcM'd around; —
While some pale wrefcli look"d on, and from hia woimd
Plucking the fiery dart by Mhich he bled,

la ghastly transport Mavd it oer his head!

'TM'as more than midnight now — a fearful pause

Had folloM'd the long shouts, the Mild applause.

That lately from tho»c Royal Gardens liurst.

Where the A cild demon held his feast accur.-t,

When Zelica — alas, poor ruiu'd heart.

In every horror doomd to bear its part! —
Was bidden to the banquet by a slave.

Who, M"hilc his quivering lip the summons gave,

(Jrew black, as though the shadows of the grave
C(unpass"d him round, and, ere he could repeat

His message through, fell lifeless at her feet

!

Shuddering she Ment — a soul-felt pang of fear,

A presage, that her omii dark doom Mas near,

Kous'd every feeling, and brought Reason back
Once more, to writhe her last upon the rack.

All round seemd tranquil — cv"n the foe had ceas'd,

As if aM'arc of that demoniac feast.

His fierj' bolL^; and though the heavens look'd red,

'Twas but some distant conflagi'ation's spread.

But hark! — she stops — she listens — dreadful tone!

'Tis her Tormentor's laugh — and noM', a groan
A long death-groan comes with it — can tins be
TTie place of mirth, the bower of revelry?

She enters — Holy Ali,4, what a sight

W^as there before her ! By the glimmering light

Of the pale dawn, mix'd M'ith the tlare of brands
That round lay burning, dropp'd from lifeless hand^,

She saw the hoard, in splendid mockery spread.

Rich censers breathing — garlands overhead, —
1 "The rifrhtcoiis shall be given to drink of pure wine, sealed; the seal whereof shall be

mask. — Koran, chap. IxxiLiii.
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The urni5, the cups, from whicli they late had quaffd.
All gold and gciiiji, but — what had been the draught?
Oh! Avho need ask, that saw those livid guests.

With their SMoU'n heads sunk blackening on their breasts,
Or looking pale to lleav'n with glassy glare,

As if they sought, but saw no mercy there;
As if they felt, though poison rack'd them through,
Remorse the deadlier torment of the two!
While some, the bravest, hardiest in the train

Of their false Chief, who on the battle-plain

Would liave met death with transport by his side,

Here mute and helpless gasp'd; — but as they diet!,

Look'd horrible vengeance Mith their eyes' last straui,

And clencli'd the slackening hand at him in vain.

Dreadful it was to see the ghastly stare.

The stony look of horror and despair,

Wliich some of these expiring victims cast

Upon their souls' tormentor to the last;—
Upon that mocking Fiend, who.-c Veil, now rals'd,

Show'd them, as in death's agony they gaz'd,

Not the long promis'd light, the brow, whose beaming
Was to come forth, all confjncring", all redeeming,
But features horribler than Hell e'er trac'd

On its OMU brood; — no Demon of the Waste, *

!\o church-yard Ghole, caught lingering in the light

Of the blest sun, e'er blasted human sight

With lineaments so foul, so fierce as those
The' Impostor noAV, in grinning mockery shows —
'• Thert^, ye wise Saints, behold your Light, your Star, —
"\e would be dupes and victims, and ye are,
" Is it enough ? or must I, m liile a tlirill

"Lives in your sapient bosoms, cheat you still?

"Swear that the burning death ye feel Mithin,

"Is but the trance, with which Heav'n's joys begin;
''That this foul visage, foul as e'er disgrac'd

"Evn monstrous man, is — after God's omu taste;

"And that — but see! —• ere I have half-way said

'•3Iy greetings through, th' uncoiirteous souls are Hed,
-' Farewell, sm eet spirits ! not in vain ye die,

"If Eblis loves you half so mcU as I. —
" Ha, my young bride ! — 'tis well — take thou thy seat ; \

" Nay, come — no shuddering — did'st thou never meet
J

"Tlie Dead before? — they grac'd our wedding, sAveet; '

"And these, my guests to-night, ha^e briuimd so true

"Their parting cups, that thou slialt pledge one too.

"But — how is this? — all empty? all drunk up?
"Hot lips liavc been before thee in the cup,

"Young bride, — yet stay — one precious drop remains
"Enough to warm a gentle Priestess' veins;

"Here, drink — and should thy lover's conquering arms
"Speed hither, ere thy lip lose all its charms,
"Give him but half this venom in thy kiss,

"And I'll forgive my haughty rival's bliss!

"For me — I too must die — but not like these

"Vile, rankling things, to fester in the breeze;

"To have this brow in ruffian triumph shown,

"With all death's grimness added to its own,
"And rot to dust beneath the taunting cjcs

"Of slaves, exclaiming 'There his GoHship lies!'

"j\o — cursed race — since first my soul drew breath,

"They've been my dupes, and shall be, cv'n in death.
" Thou see'st yon cistern in the shade — 'tis (ilt'd

"With burning drugs, for this last hour di^fiU'd ;
—

"There Mill 1 plunge me, in that liquid flame —
2 "The Afghanns bcliovc each of tlic nnmprous solilndes anil ilrscrls of their rmiiitry <o he

iiihitbited by a lonely demon, «hoiii they call the Ghonlee Heeabaii , <ir S|iirit of lhi> Wactt-.
They often illustrate the wiidiicss of anv sequestered tribe, by saying, they are wild av the
Seniuii of the Waste." — Elphinstone's C'aubul.
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"Fit bath to laTC a dying Prophet's frame! —
"Tliere peri?h, all — ere puke of thine shall fail —
">or leave one limb to tell mankind the tale.

'• So shall my votarie?, Mhere»oe'er they rave,

"Proclaijn that Hcavn took bark the Saint it gave —
"That I've but vanishd from this earth awhile,

"To come again, vith bright, im«hrouded smile!
" So ^hall they build me altars in their zeal,

"Where knaves diall minister, and fools shall kneel;

""Where Faith may mutter oVr her mystic spell,

" "Written in blood — and Bigotry may swell

"The sail he spreads for Heavn with blasts from hell!
" So »hall my banner, through long ages, be
"The rallying sign of fraud and anarchy; —
"Kings yet unborn shall rue ."Mok\>\a"s name,
"And, though I die, my Spirit, still the same,
'•Shall Miilk iibroad in all the stormy strile,

"And guilt, and blood, that Avere its bliss in life!

'"But, hark! their battering engine shakes the wall —
" AVhy. let it >hake — thus I can brave them all.

"No trace of me shall greet them, vhcn they c(uiie,

" And I can trust thy faith, for — thou'lt be dumb.
"Now mark how readily a wTctch like me,
" In one bold plunge, commences Deity !

"

He sprung and sunk, as the last words were said —
Quick closd the burning waters o'er his head,
And Zelica Mas left — vithin the ring

Of those wide walls the only living thing;

The only Mretched one, still cursd with breath,

In all that frightful Milderness of death!
More like some bloodless ghost, — such as, they tell,

In the lone Cities of the Silent ' dMcll,

And there, unseen of all but Alla, sit

Each by its own pale carcass, watching it.

But morn is up, and a fresh warfare stirs

Throughout the camp of the belcaguerers.

Their globes of fire, (the dread artillery, lent \

By Greece to conquering Mahadi,) are spent
; [

And now the scorpion s shaft, the quarry sent )

From high balistas, and the shielded throng
Of soldiers SMinging the huge raui along, —
All speak the" impatient Islamite's intent

To try, at length, if tower and battlement

And bastion'd Mall be not less hard to mIu,
Less tough to break doMu than the hearts within.
First in impatience and iu toil is he,

The bmiiing Azim — oh! could he but see

The' Impo^tor once alive Mithin his grasp,

Not the gaiuit lion's hug, nor Boas clasp.

Could match that gripe of vengeance, or keep pace
With the fell hcartmcss of Hates embrace!

Loud rings the ponderous ram against the walls;
Now shake the ramparts, now a buttress falls.

But still no breach — "once more, one mighty sMin™-
" Of all your beams, together thundering !

"

Tliere — the Mall shakes — the shouting troops exult
"Quick, quick discharge y(mr weightiest catapult
"Right on that spot, and Neksheb is our omu !

" —
'Tis done — the battlements come crashing doMn,
And the huge Mall, by that stroke riv'n in two,
YaMning. like some old crater, rent anew
ShoMs the dim, desolate city smoking through!
But .-trange! no signs of life — nought living seen
Above, below — wliat can this stillness mean?

•1
"'^^^y have all a ^reat reverence for burial-mounds, which thev somotimra call bv the

poetical iiaint- of ritics of the Silent, and «hirh they people with the phosts of the denarleU'WHO »a each at the head of his own grave, invisible to mortal eyes." — ElplUnstone
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A minute's panse suspends all hearts and eyes —
'•In throug-h the breach," impetuous Aztm cries;

But tlie tool Caliph, fearful of some wile

In tliis blank stillness, checks the troops awhile. —
Just then, a figure Avith slow step, advanc'd

Forth from the ruin'd Avails; and, as there glanc'd

A sunbeam over it, all eyes could see

The well-known Silver-! eil! — '""Tis lie, 'tis He,
"MoKAXNA, and alone!" they shout around;
Young AziM from his steed springs to the ground —
"3Iine, Holy Caliph! mine," he cries, "the task

"To crush yon daring wretch — 'tis all I ask."

Eager he darts to meet the demon foe,

W ho still across wide heaps of ruin slow
And falteringly comes, till they are near;

Then, Avith a hound, rushes on Azim's spear.

And, casting ofF the Veil in falling shows —
Oh! •— 'tis his Zelica's life-blood that flows!

"I meant not, Azi«," soothingly she said,

As on his trembling arm she lean'd her head,

And, looking in his face, saw anguish there

Beyond all wounds the quivering llcsh can bear —
"I meant not thou should'st have the pain of this: —
'•Though death, with thee thus tasted, is a bliss

"Thou wouldst not rob me of, did'st thou but know
"How oft Tve pray'd to God I might die so!

"But the Fiend's venom Avas too scant and slow; —
" To linger on were maddening — and I thought
"If once that Aeil — nay, look not on it — caught
"The eyes of your fierce soldiery, I should be
" Struck by a thousand death-darts instantly.

"But this is sAA'eeter — oh! believe me, yes —
"I would not change this sad, but dear caress,

"This death Avithin thy arras I would not give

"For the most smiling life the happiest live!

"All, that stood dark and drear before tiie eye
"Of my stray'd soul, is passing SAviftly by;
" A light comes o'er me from tliose looks of love,

"Like the first daAvn of mercy from above;

"And if thy lips 1)ut tell me I'm forgiven,

"Angels will echo the blest Avords in Heaven!
" But live, my Aziai ; — oh ! to call thee mine
" Thus once again ; my Aziai — dream divine

!

"Live, if thou ever lov'dst me, if to meet
" Tliy Zelica hereafter would be sweet,

"Oh live to pray for her —• to bend the knee
"Morning and night before th.it Deity,

"To whom pure lips and hearts Aviihoiit a stain,

"As thine are, Aziai, never breath'd in vain, —
"And pray that He may pardon her, — may take

"Compassion on her soul for thy dear sake,

"And, nought remembering but her love to thee,

"Make her all thine, all His, eternally!

" Go to those happy fields w here first we tAvin'd

"Our youthful hearts together — every Avind

"That meets tliee there, fresh frtmi the Avell-knoAvn flowers,

" Will bring the sAveetness of tho>e innocent hours

"Back to thy soul, and thoa may'st feel again

"For thy poor Zelica as thou did'st then.

"So shall thy orisons, like dcAV that flies

"To Hcav'n upon the morning's sunshine, rise

"With all love's carlie^t ardour to the skies!

"And should they — but, alas! my senses fail —
" Oh for one minute ! — should thy prayers prevail —
" If pardond souls may from that World of Bliss

"Reveal their joy to those they love in this, —
"I'll come to thee — in some SAveet dream — and tell -

"Oh Heaven — I die — dear love! farewell, farewell."
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Time fleetwl — vears on years had pass'd away,
And few of those Mho, on that mournful day,

Had stood, Mitli pity in their eye*, to see

The maidens death, and the youth's agony,

Were living ftill — when, liy a rustic grave
Be^ide the swift Amoo's transparent wave,
An aged man, who had grown aged there

IJy that h)ne grave, morning anit night in prayer,

For the last time knelt down — and, though the shade
Of death luing darkening over him, there playd
A gleam of i-apture on his eye and ckeek.

That hrightend even Death — like the last streak

or intei!>e glory on the' horizon's hriin,

AVhen nigh.t oer all tiie rej«t liangs cliill and dim, —
His soul had seen a Vision, while he slept:

Slie for whose s])irit he had pray'd and Mept
So many years, had oonie to l:im. all drest

In angel smiles, and told him she was hlest

!

For this the old man bre.ith'd his thanks, and dictl. —
And there, upon the hanks of that lov'd tide,

He and his Zelica sleep ^ide by side.

1 HE story of the Veiled Prophet of Khorassan being ended, they were now doomed
to hear Fadlvdeev's criticisms upon it. A series of disappointments and accidents
had occurred to this learned Chamberlain during the journey. In the first place,

those couriers stationed, as in the reign of Shah Jehan, between Delhi and the
Western coa^t of India, to secure a constant supply of mangoes for the Itoyal Table,
had, by some cruel irregularity, failed in their duty; and to eat any mangoes but
those of Mazagong Mas, of course, impossible. In the next place the elephant, laden
Mith his fine .intit^ue porcelain, had in an unusual fit <»f liveliness shattered the

w hole set to pieces : — an irrreparable loss , as many of the ves>els were so exqui-
sitely old as to have been used under the Emperors Van and Chun, who reigned
many years before the dynasty of Tang. His Koran , too , supposed to be the iden-

tical copy between the leaves of mIucIi Vlahomets favourite pigeon used to nestle,

had been mislaid by his Koran-bearer three Mhole days; not Mithout much spiritual

alann to Fadladeev, who, though professing to hold M'ith other loyal and orthodox
Mussulmans, that salvation could only be found in the Koran, m as strongly suspected
of belie' ing in his heart, that it could only be found in his own parti(^ular ct>py

of it. AV'hcn to all these grievances is added the obstinacy of the cooks, in putting
the pepper of Canara into his dishes instead of the cinnamon of Serendib, Me may
easily suppose that he came to the task of criticism Mith, at least, a sufficient

degree of irritability for the purpose.

"In order," said he, importantly SMinging about liis chaplct of pearls, "to
convey m ith clearness my opinion of the story this young man has related , it is

necessary t(» take a review of all the stories that ha^e e\ev "' "My good
Fadladeex!" exclaimed the Princess, interrupting hiiu, "Me really do not deserve
that you should give yourself so much trouble. Your o])inion of the poem we have
just heard, Mill, I have no doubt, he abundantly edifying, without any further
wiiste of your valualtle eruditicm."' — "If that be all."' replied the critic, — evi-
dently mortified at not being alloved to shoM hoM' much he knew about every thing,
but the subject immediately before him; — "if that be all that is required, the
matter is ca^ily dispatched." He then proceeded to analyse the poem, in that
strain, (so mcU knoM-n to the unfortunate bards of Delhi.) m hose censures were an
infliction from m hich few recovered , and Mhose very praises were like the honey
extracted from the bitter floMcrs of the aloe. The chief personages of the story
were, if he rightly understood them, an ill-favoured g(!ntleman, with a veil over
his face; — a yotuig lady, Avho^e reason went and came according as it suited the
poet's convenieiu-e to be sensible or otherwise;—and a youth in one ofthose hideous
Bucharian bonnets , mIio took the aforesaid gentleman in a veil for a Divinity.
"From such materials," said he, "Mhat can be expected? — after rivalling each
other in long speeches and absurdities , through ^ome thousands of lines as in-

digestible as the filberds (»f Berdaa, our friend in the veil jumps into a tub of aqua-
fortis ; the young lady dies in a set speech. who.->e only rectmuucndation is that it

is licr last: and the lover lives on to a good »»ld a^r, for the laiulable piir|)ose of
seeing licr ghost, which he at hut happily accomplishes and expires. This, you
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Mill allow. Is a fair summary of the story; and if Nasser, the Arabian merchant,

told no better, our Holy Prophet (to whom be all honour and glory !) had no need

to be jealous of his abilities for story-telling." ^

With respect to the style, it was worthy of the matter;— it had not even those

politic contrivance? of structure, which make up for the commonness of the thoughts

I»y the peculiarity of the manner , nor that stately poetical phraseology by which
sentiments, mean in themselves, like the blacksmith's * apron converted into a

banner , are so easily gilt and embroidered into consequence. Then , as to the ver-

sification, it was, to say no worse of it, execrable: it had neither the copious flow

of Fcrdosi, the sweetness of Hafez, nor the sententious march of Sadi; but appeared

to him, in the uneasy heaviness of its movements, to have been modelled upon the

gait of a very tired dromedary. The licences, too, in Mhich it indulged, were mipar-

dunable; — for uistance this line, and the poem abounded with such; —
Like the faint, exquisite music of a ilream.

'•What critic that can count," said Fadlabeex, "and has his full complement of

iingers to comit Avithal, wctuld tolerate lor an instant such syllabic superfluities.''"—
He here looked roiuid and discovered that most of his audience w ere asleep ; while

the glimmering lamps seemed inclined to follow their example. It became necessary,

therefore, however painful to himself, to put an end to his valuable animadversions

for the present, and he accordingly concluded, with an air of dignified candour,

thus: — ''Xotwithstanding the observations which I have thought it ray duty to

make , it is by no means my wis.h to discourage the young man : — so far from it,

indeed, that if he will but totally alter his style of writing and thinking, I have >ery

little doubt that I shall be vastly pleased Mith him."

Some days elapsed, after this harangue of the Great Cliamberlain, before Lalla
RoOKH could venture to ask for another story. The youth Avas still a welcome guest

in the pavilion; — to one heart, perhaps, too dangerously welcome — but all

mention of poetry was, as if by common consent, avoided. Though none of the

party had much respect for Fadladee\
,
yet his censures, thus magisterially deliv-

ered , evidently made an impression on them all. The Poet himself, to M'hom cri-

ticism was tiuitc a new operation
,
(being wholly unknown in that Paradise of the

Indies, Cashmere,) felt the shock as it is generally felt at first, till use has made
it more tolerable to the patient; — the Ladies began to suspect that they ought not

to be pleased , and seemed to conclude that there must have been much good sense

in what Fadladeen said , from its having set them all so soiuidly to sleep ; — M bile

the self-comi>lacent Chamberlain was left to triumph in the idea of having , for the

hundred and fiftieth time in his life, extingtii.>hed a Poet. Lalla Rookii alone —
and Love knew Mhy — persisted in being delighted m itli all she had heard , and in

resolving to hear more as speedily as possible. Her manner, however, of first re-

turning to the subject Mas unlucky. It m as Mliile they rested during the heat of

noon near a fountain, on Avhich some hand had rudely traced those m ell-known

M'ords from the Garden of Sadi, — '•'•Many, like me, have vicMcd this fountain,

but they are gone , and their eyes are closed for ever
!

" — that she took occasion,

from the melancholy beauty of this passage , to dM ell upon the charms of poetry in

general. "It is true," she said," "few poets can unitate that sublime bird, vhich
ilies alMays in the air, and never touches the earth *

: — it is only once in many
ages a Genius appears , whose words, like those on the Written 31ountain, last for

ever: — but still there are some, as delightful perhaps, though not so Monderful,
Mho, if not stars over our head, are at least flowers along our path, and whose
8M eetncss of the moment Me ought gratefully to inhale , w ithout calling upon them
for a brightness and a dmability beyond their nature. In short," continued she,

blushing , as if conscious of being caught in an oration ,
" it is quite cruel that

a poet cannot wtinder tlirougli his regions of enchantment, m ithout having a critic

forever, like the old Man of the Sea, upon his back!" ' — FADI,ADKE^ , it Mas
plain , took this last luckl(\ss allusion to himself, and Mould treasure it up in his

mind as a m hetstone for his next criticism. A sudden silence ensued ; and the

Princess , glancing a look at Feramokz , saw plainly she must wait for a more
coiu'agcous moment.

IJut the glories of Nature and her wild , fragrant airs, playing freshly over

the current of youthful spirits, will soon heal even deeper woiuids than the dull

Fadladeens of this world can inflict. In an evening or tMo after , they came to the

4 La lecture ile ccs Fnliirs plaisoit si fnrt anx Arahca, que, qiiaud iMaliomet Ics entreteiioit
dn Vllistoire_ (le I'Aiicicii TeslamcMt , ilx les iiie'prisniciil , liii disaiit que rrllca que \assiT leur
raroiitnii ut e'inieiit buauroiip plus belles. ("et!e prefereuce attira ii Nasser la malediction de
MaluiMict et de Ioum ses disciples. — IJ Hrrbclot.

.) Tlie blacl-suiith Gao , \\lio successfully resisted the tyrant Zohak, and whose apron became
the Riiyal Standard of Persia.

U Tiic Ilunia. ^ The Story of Siubad.
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finall Valler of Gardens, •which had heen planted by order of the Emperor for hU

favourite »L<terRothinara, during their progress to Cashmere , some years hefore

;

and never >vas there a more fparkUng assemblage of sweets, smce the Gulzar-e-

Irem or Ro<e-h«tAver of Irera. Every precious flower was there to he found, that

poetry or love or religion has ever consecrated; from the dark hyacinth, to which

Hafez compares his mi^tresss hair, to the Cdmalatu, by who.-c rosy blossoms the

he iven of Indra is ^cented. As they sat in the cool fragrance of this delicious spot,

and Lalli H..okh remarked that ^ile could f.incy it the abode of thatFlower-lovuig

iv>-niph whom thev worship in the temples of Kathay, or of one of tlmse Pens,

the beautiful creatures cf the air, who live upon perfiums, and to whom a place

like this mi-ht make some amends for the raradi>e they have lost. — the young

Poet in ^y\M^e eves she appeared . m bile she spoke . to be one of the bright spiri-

tual creatures she 'was describing, said hesitatingly that he remembered a story of

a Peri Mhich. if the Prince-s had no objection, he would venture to relate. 'It

i<
•'

said he, with an appealing look to Fadladeev. in a lighter and humbler strain

than the other
; " then , striking a fcM careless but melancholy chords on his kitar,

he thus began :
—

PARADISE AND THE PERI.

0^E mom a Peri at the gate

Of Eden stood, disconsolate

;

And as she listend to the Springs

Of Life within, like music flowing.

And caught the light upon her wings

Through the half-open portal glowing,

She wept to think her recreant race

Should eer have lost that glorious place!

'•How happy," exclaimed this child of air,

"Are th(! holy Spirits Avho wander there.

'• Mid floM "ers that never shall fade or fall

;

"Though mine are the gardens of earth and sea.

'•And t^he stars tbemsehes have flowers for me.

"One blossom of Heaven out-blooms them all!

"Tliough sunny the Lake of cool Cashmere,
" With its plane-tree Isle reflected clear *,

'•And sweetly the founts of that Valley fall;

"Though bright arc the waters of Si>G-.«r-HAV,

"And the golden floods that thitherward stray ^,

nYet — oh 'tis only the Blest can say

"How the waters of Heaven outshine them all!

" Go, wing thy flight from star to star,

"From world to luminous world, as far

••As the universe spreads its flaming wall:

'•Take all the pleasures of all the spheres,

'•And multiply each through endless years,

"One minute of Heaven is worth them all!"

The glorious Angel, who was keeping

The gates of Light, lieheld her weeping;

And, as he nearer drew and listened

To iier sad song, a tear-drop glisten'd

AVitbin his eyelids, like the spray

From Edeiis fountain, when it lies

On the blue flowr, which — Bramins say —
Blooms no where but in Paradise

!

"Nymph of a fair but erring line!"

1 Nnmeroiis small islands cmerpe from the Lake of Cashmere. One is called Char Chcnaur,

''"1
!^Th'o'AUa\rKolT Gohl7n River'of Tibet , .hich r.ins in.o the Lakes of Siu^-su-hay

,
ha,

abundance of sold in it" .aads, which employs llie inhabitants all the summer ,u gathering it. -
Deicription of Tibet in Finkerton.
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Gently he said — '
' One hoj»e is thine.

"'Tis Mritten in tlie Book of Fate,
'' The Peri yet may be fo7-^iven

" JFho brings to this Eternal gate
''^ The gift that is most dear to Heaven I

"Go, seek it, and redeem thy sin —
" 'Tis sM eet to let the I'urdon'd in

!

"

Rapidly as comets run
To th' embraces of tlie Sun: —
Fleeter than the starry hrand:*,

Flunf^ at nig-ht from angel hands ^

At those dark and daring sprites,

Who Mould climb the' empyrial heights,

Down the blue vault the I'eri Hies,

And, lighted earthward by a glance
That just then broke from morning's eyes.

Hung hovering o'er our wox'ld's expanse.

But whither shall the Spirit go
To find this gift for heav'n? — "I know
"The wealth," she cries, "of every urn,

"In which unntunber'd rubies burn,
" Beneath the pillars of Ciiilminar "* ;

—
" I know where the Isles of Perfume are

"Many a fathom doAvn in the sea,
" To the south of sun-bright Araby * ;

—
"I know too where the Genii hid
"Tlie jeweird cup of their King Jamshid ^,

"With Life's elixir sparkling high —
"But gifts like these are not for the sky.
" Where was there e\ er a gem that shone
"Like the steps of Alla's wonderful Throne?
"And the Drops of Life — oh! what would they be
"In the boundless Deep of Eternity?"

WTiile thus she mus'd, her pinions fann'd

The air of that sAvect Indian land.

Whose air is balm ; Mhose ocean spreads

O'er coral rocks and amber beds;

Whose mountains, pregnant by the beam
Of the Marm sun, Mith diamonds teem;
Whose rivulets are like rich brides,

Lovely, with gold beneath their tides;

Whose sandal groves and bowers of spice

Might be a Peri's PartadiNc!

But crimson now her rivers run
With human blood — the smell of death

Came reeking from those spicy boMers,
And man, the sacrifice of man.

Mingled his taint with e^ery breath
UpM'afted from the innocent ilowers!

Land of the Sim! what foot inAades

Thy P.igods and thy pillar'd shades!

Thy cavern shrines, and Idol stones.

Thy Monarchs and their thousand Thrones?
'Tis lie of Gazxa ^ — fierce in wrath
He comes, and India's diadems

Lie scatter'd in his ruinous path.

—

His blood-hounds he adoi-ns with gems,

3 "The Mahometans suppose that falling ftars are the firebrands therewith the pood anffela
drive away the had, when they approach too near the einpyreuin or verge of the heavens. —
Fryer.

\ The Forty Pillars; so the Persians call the ruins of Perscpnlis. It is imagined by them
that this palace and the editices al Balbec were built by Giiiii, for the purpose of hiding in
their subterraneous caverns iinmenso treasures, which still remain there. — JJ'Hcrbtlot,
Wolney.

5 The Isles of Panrhaia.
<i " The cup of Jamshid , discovered , they say , when digging for the foundatioas of Per-

sepolis." — Uiiliordxoii.

J Mahmood of Gazna, or Ghizni, who conquered ludia in the beginning of the Uth century.— See his History iu Dow and Sir J, Malcolm.



44 LALLA ROOKH.

Ti»rn from the violated necks

Of many a young and lov"d Sultana °
;
—

Maidens, Mithin their pure Zenana,

Prie.-ts in the very fane he t>laiTglitcr«,

And choalis up witli the glittering wrecks
Of golden t-hrin&s the sacred waters!

Downward the Peri turns lier gaze.

And, through tlio war-field's hloody haze
iieliolds a youthful warrior stand.

Alone, he?ide his native river, —
The red hladc broken in lii> liand

And the last arroM- in his quiver.

'"Live,"' said tlie Conqueror, '"live to («haie

The trojjhics and the crowns I hear!"'

Silent that youthful warrior stood —
Silent he pointed to the flood

All crimson with his country's hlood.

'J'hen sent his last remaining dart.

For answer, to the' Invaders heart.

False flew the shaft, though pointed mcU ;

l"he Tyrant liv'd. the Hero fell!

Yet mark d the 1'kri where he lay.

And, when the rush of >var wius psist,

Swiftly descending on a ray
Of morning light, slie caught the last —

La>t glorious drop his heart had shed.

Before its free-horn spirit lied!

" Be this,"' she cried, as she w ing'd lier night,

"My welcome gift at the Gates of Light.

'"Though loul are the drops that oft di>til

" On the field of warfare, hlood like this,

" For Liberty shed, so holy is,

"It would not stain the purest rill,

"That sparkles among the Bowers of Bliss!

"Oh! if there he, on this earthly sphere,

"A hoon, an offering Heaven holds dear,

"'Tis the last lil).Uion Liberty draws
"From the heart that bleeds and breaks iu her cause!"

"Sweet," said the Angel, as she gave
The gift into his radiant hand,

"Sweet is our welcome of the Brave
" Who die thus for their native Land —

"But see — alas! — the crystal bar

"Of Eden moves not— holier far

" Than ev'n this drop the hoon must he,

"That opes the Gates of lleav'n for thee!"

Her first fond hope of Eden blighted,

No among Afric's Lunar Mountains ^,

Far to the South, the Peri lighted

;

And sleeked her plumage at the fountains

Of that Egyptian tide — whose birth

Is hidden from the sons of earth, :

Deep in those solitary woods,
Where oft the Genii of the Floods

Dance round the cradle of their Nile,

And hail the new-born Giant's smile! *

Thence, over Egypt's palmy groves.

Her grots, and sepuldires of Kings ^

The exil'd Spirit sighijig roves;

8 " It is rrpnrtcd that the huntina: cqiiipace of the Sultan Mahmoiid was go magnificent.
that he kept -WO prey-h<»iin(I.>< and bloodhounds, earh of which wore a collar set with jewels,

and a cii\priny edped with frold and pi-arls.' — Vnirergal History, vol. iii.

9 '• Thi; \ioiiiiiain8 of thie Mnoii, or the Moutes Lunae of anliquitj , at the foot of which th«

Nile i« supposed to arise." — Briirp.

1 "Thf Nile, which the Xbyssinians know by the names of Abcy and Alawy or the Giant."—
Aiiat. Ht:!<farcli. \ol. i. p. 3»7.

2 See IVrry's Vieu of the Levant for nn account of the sepulchres in I pper Thebes, ant
the uiiuibcrlcss grots, covered all o\er with Licroslyphics iu the mountains of Ipper Egypt.
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And now Imngs listening- to the doves

In warm Rosettas vale * — now loves

To watch the moonlight on the wings
Of the white pelicans that hreak

The azure calm of Moeris' Lal»e. '*

'Twas a fair scene — a Land more bright

Never did mortal eye behold!

Who could have thought, that saw this night

Those valleys and their fruits of gold

Basking in heav'n's scrcncst light; —
Those groups of lovely date-trees bending

Languidly their leaf-crown'd heads.

Like youthful maids, Avhen sleep descending

Warns them to their silken beds * ; —
Those virgin lilies, all the night

Bathing their beauties in the lake,

That they may rise more fresh and bright.

When tlieir beloved Sun's awake; —
Those ruiu'd shrines and towers that geem
The relics of a splendid dream;
Amid whose fairy loneliness

Nought but the lap-wing's cry is heard,

Nouglit seen but (mIicu the shadows, flitting

Fast from the moon, unsheath its gleam)
Some purple-wing'd Sultana * sitting

Upon a coluum, motionless

And glittering, like an Idol bird! —
Who could ha\e thought, that there, ev'n there,

Amid those scenes so still and fair,

The Demon of the Plague hath cast

From his hot Ming a deadlier blast.

More mortal far than ever came
From the red Desert's sands of fliime!

So quick, that every living thing

Of human shape, touch'd by his wing,

Like plants, where the Simoom hath past.

At once falls black and withering!

The sun went do^vn on many a brow,

Wliich, full of bloom and freshness then,

Is rankling in the pest-house now.
And ne'er will feel that sun again !

And oh ! to see the' unburied heaps
On which the lonely moonlight bleeps —
The very vultures turn away.
And sicken at so foul a prey

!

Only the fierce hyaena stalks ^

Throughout the city's desolate walks
At midnight, and his carnage plies —
Woe to the half-dead Avretch, who meets

Tlie glaring of those large blue eyes ^

Amid the darkness of the streets!

"Poor race of Men! " said the pitying Spirit,

" Dearly ye pay for your primal Fall —
"Some flow'rets of Eden ye still inherit,

"But the trail of the Serpent is over them all!"

She wept — the air grew pure and clear

Around her, as the bright drops ran

;

3 "The orchards of Rosetta arc filled with turtle-doves." — Sonnini.
4 Savary mentions the pelicans upon Lake Moeris.

5 "The puperb date-tree, whose head languidly reclines, like that of a handsome woman
ovcTcorae with sleep." — JJafard cl Hadad.

6 "That beautiful bird, with nlumaf^e of the finest shinin;^ blue, with purple beak and leps,
the natural and living ornament or the temples and palaces ot the Greeks and Kouiaii8, which
from the stateliness of its port, as well as the brilliancy of its colours, has obtained the title of
Sultana." — Sunnini.

<'Ti?
^^.'^^^^^ > speaking of the plague that occurred in West Barbary , when he was there, says,

Ihe birds of the air tied away from the abodes of men. The byacuas, on the eoutrary, visited
the cemeteries, etc.

8 Bruce.
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For there's a magic in earli tear,

Such kindly Spirits weep for man!

Just then beneath gome orange trees,

WTiose fruit and hlojisoms in the breeze

Were Mantoning together, free,

Like age at play with infancy —
Beneath that fresh and springing boTrer,

Close by the Lake, she lieard the moan
Of one Mho, at this silent lioiir,

Had thither stofn to die alone.

One Avho in life, where'er he mor'd.

Drew after him the hearts of many

:

Yet now, as though he ne'er were lov'd,

Dies here, unseen, imwept by any!

None to Match near him — none to slake

The fire that in his bosom lies,

With ev"n a sprinkle from that lake,

Which shines so cool before his eyes.

No Yoice, Meli-knoMn through many a day,

To speak the last, tlie purling Mord,

Whicli. Mhen all other soinids dcciy,

Is still like distant music heard.

That tender farcMcil on the shore

Of this rude Morld, Miien all is o'er.

Which cheers the spirit, ere its bark

Tuts off into the unknown Dark.

Deserted youth! one thought alone

Shed joy around his soul in death —
Tliat she, M'hora he for years had kuoMu,
And lov'd, and might have call'd his own.
Was safe from this foul midnight's breatli;

Safe in her father's princely halls,

Where the cool airs from fountain falls,

I'rcshly perfum'd by many a brand

Of the sAvect MOod from India's land,

Were pure as she mIiosc brow they fann'd.

But see, — mIio yonder comes by stealth,

This melancholy bower to seek.

Like a young envoy, ^ellt by Health,

With rosy gifts upon lier cheek?

'Tis she — far off, through moonlight dim,

He knew liis own betrothed bride.

She, mIu) would rather die Mith him,
Than live to gain the Morld beside ! —

Her arms are round her lo^er now.
His livid cheek to hers she presses,

And dips, to bind his burning bro>v,

In the cool lake her loosen'd tresses.

Ah! once, how little did he think

An hour Mould come M'hen he shoiJd shrink

With horror from that dear embrace,

Those gentle arms, that were to him
Holy as is the cradling place

Of Eden's infant cherubim !

And now he yields — now turns aAvay,

Shuddering as if the venom lay

All in those proft'crd lips alone —
Those lips that, then so fearless grown,
Never until that instant came
Near his unask'd or M'ithout shame.
*'0h! let me only breathe the air,

''The blessed air, that's brcath'd by thee,
" And, M'hether on its wings it Itear

"Healing or death, 'tis sMeet to me!
"There, drink my tears Mhile yet they fall, -

" Would that my bosoms blood Mere bahn,
*' And, M'ell thou knoM'st, I'd shed it all,

"To give thy brow one minute's calm.
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"Nay, tiim not from me that dear face —
"Am I not thine — thy own lov'd bride —

" Tlie one, the chosen one, whose place

"In life or death is by thy side!

"Tliinlt'st thou that she, wliose only light,

"In this dim world, from thee liatli shone,

"Could bear the long, the cheerless night, .

"That must be her's, when thou art gone?
"That I can live, and let thee go,
" \Mio art my life itself ? — No, no, —
"When the stem dies, the leaf that grew
" Out of its heart must perish too

!

"Then turn to me, my own love, turn,

"Before like thee I fade and burn;
" Cling to these yet cool lips, and share

"The last pure life that lingers there!"

She fails — she sinks — as dies the lamp
In cliarnel airs or cavern-damp,
So quickly do his baleful sighs

Quench all the sAveet light of her eyes!

One struggle — and his pains is past —
Her lover is no longer living!

One kiss the maiden gives, one last.

Long kiss, which she expires in giving!

"Sleep," said the Peri, as softly she stole

Tlie farewell sigh of that vanishing soul.

As true as e'er Avarm'd a woman's breast —
"Sleep on, in visions of odour rest,

" In bahnier airs than ever yet stirr'd

"The' enchanted pile of that lonely bird,

"Who sings at the last his own death lay ^,

" And in music and perfume dies away !

"

Thus saying, from her lips slie spread

Unearthly breathings through the place.

And shook her spai'kling- Mreath, and shed

Such lustre o'er each paly face,

That like two lovely saints they seem'd

Upon the eve of doomsday taken

From their dim graves, in odour sleeping; —
While that benevolent 1'eri beam'd

Like their good angel, calmly keeping
Watch o'er them, till their souls would wajcen!

But morn is blushing in the sky;
Again the Peri soars above,

Bearing to Heav'n that precious sigh
Of pure, self-sacrificing love.

High throbb'd her heart, with hope eljitc,

The Elysian palm she soou shall win,

For the bright Spirit at the gate

Smil'd as she gave that ofl'ering in

;

And she already hears the trees

Of Eden, with their crystal bells

Ringing in that ambrosial breeze
That from the throne of Alla swells;

And she can see the starry boAvls

That lie around that lucid lake.

Upon whose banks admitted Souls

Their first sweet draught of glory take !
^

"

But ah ! even Peris' hopes are vain —
Again tlie Fates forbade, again
The' immortal barrier clos'd — "not yet,"

. 9 "In the East, they suppose the Phoenix to have fifty orifices in his bill, whirh nre ron-
iiiued to his tail; and that, after living one thousand years, he builds himself a funeral pile, sings
I melodious air of different harmonies through his fiftv organ pipes, tlaps his «iugs uitli a
ifelocity which sets (ire to the Mood, and roiisinnes himseU'." liirharrlson.

10 "On the shores of a quadrangular lake; stand a thousand goblets, made of stars, out of

irhich souls predeslinrd to enjoy friioity drink the crystal wave." — From CliaCtauitriami's
Description of the Mahometan Paradise, in his Jieauties of Christianity.
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The Aiijrel said, as vitli rcg:rct,

He shut from her that glimpse of g:lory —
''True was the maiden, and her story,*

"Written in light o'er Allans head,

"Bv seraph eyes shall long he read.

"lint, Pkri, see — the crystal har
" Of Eden moves not — holier far

" Than ev'n this sigh the l)oon must he

"That opes the Gates of lleav'n for thee,"

Now, upon Syria's land of roses *

Softly the light of Eve re|)oses,

And, liUe a glory, the hroad sun

Hangs over sainted Lebanon ;

Wliosc head in wintry grandeur towers,

And whitens Avith eternal sleet,

While summer, in a vale of lloMcrs,

Is sleeping rosy at his feet.

To one, Mho look"d from upper air

O'er all the' enchanted regions there,

TIow heauteons must have heen the glow,

The life, the sparkling from helow!

Fair gardens, shining streams, Avith ranks

Of golden melons on their hanks,

More golden >vhere the sun-light falls; —
Gay lizards, glittering on the Avails *

Of ruind shrines, husy and hright

As they Avere all alive Avith light; —
And, yet more splendid, numerous flocks

Of pigeons, settling on the rocks,

With theu- rich restless Agings, that gleam
Variously in the crimson heam
Of the AvaiTu Avest, — as if inlaid

With hrillianfs from the mine, or made
Of tearless rainliows, such as span

The' unclouded skies of I'euistan !

And then, the mingling sounds that come,

Of shepherd's ancient reed ^, Avitli hum
Of the Avild hees of Palksti\e,

Banqueting through the flowery rale:?; —
And, Jordan, those sAveet hanks of thine,

And Avoods, so full of nightingales!

But nought can charm the luckless Peri ;

Her soul is sad — her Avings are Aveary—
Joyless she sees the sun look doAvn

On that great Temple, once his own *,

Whose lonely columns stand sublime.

Flinging their shadoAvs from on high,

Like dials Avliich the Avizard, Time,
Had rais'd to count his ageshy!

Yet haply there may lie conceal'd

Beneath those Chambers of the Sun,

Some amulet of gems, anneal'd

In upper fires, some tablet seal'd

With the great name of Soloaio\,

Which, speird liy her illuniin'd eyes,

May teach her where, beneath the moon,

In earth or ocean lies the boon.

The charm, that can restore so soon,

An erring Spirit to the skies

!

1 nirharilson thinks that Syria had its name from Suri, a beantiful and delicate speries C

rose fur which that country has been always famous; — hence, Suristau, the Land of Roses.

2 "The number of lizards I saw one day in the great court of the Temple of the Sun r

Balbec, amounted to many thousands ; the ground, the walls, and stones of the ruined building

were covered with them." — Bruce.

3 The Syrinx or Pan's pipe is still a pastoral instrument in Syria. — Riissel.

i The Temple of the Sud at BaJbec.
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ClieerM by this hope she bends her thither; —

Still laughs the radiiint eye of Heaven,
Nor have the f^^olden bowers of Even

In the rich West begun to M'ither; —
When, o'er the vale of BAiiBEc Avingiug

Slowly, she sees a cliild at play.

Among the rosy wild-floAvers singing,

As rosy and as wild as they;

Chasing, with eager hands and eyes,

The beaiitifnl ]>hie damsel-flics *,

That flntter'd round the jasmine stems,

Like winged flowers or flying gems : —
And, near the boy, who, tir'd with play,

IVow nestling 'mid the roses lay,

She saw a wearied man dismonnt
From his hot steed, and on the bruik

Of a small imaret's rustic fount

Impatient fling him doMn to drink.

Then swift his haggard broAV he turn'd

To the fair child, who fearless sat,

Though never yet hath day-beam burn'd

Upon a brow more fierce than that, —
Sullenly fierce — a mixture dire.

Like thunder-clouds, of gloom and fire

!

In which the Peri's eye could read

Dark tales of many a ruthless deed

;

The ruin'd maid — the shrine profaned —
Oaths broken — and the threshold stain'd

With blood of guests! — there written, all,

Black as the damning drops that fall

From the denouncing Angel's pen,

Ere Mercy w eeps them out again

!

Yet tranquil now that man of crmie,

(As if the biilniy evening time

Soften'd his spirit,) look'd and lay,

Watching the rosy infant's play: —
Though still, whene'er his eye by chance
Fell on the boy's, its lurid glance

Met that unclouded, joyous gaze.

As torches, that have burnt all night

Through some impure and godless rite,

Encounter morning's glorious rays.

But hark! the vesper call to prayer,

As slow the orb of day-light sets.

Is rising sweetly on the air,

From Syria's thousand minarets

!

The boy has started from the bed
Of flowers, where he had laid liis head,

And down upon the fragrant sod

Kneels, Avith his forehead to the south,

Lisping the' eternal name of God
From purity's own cherub mouth.

And looking, while his hands and eyes

Are lifted to the glowing skies,

Like a stray babe of Paradise,

Just lighted on that flowery plain.

And seekmg for its home again!

Oh 'twas a sight — that Hcav'n — that Child —
A scene, which might have well beguil'd

Ev'n haughty Eblis of a sigh

For glories lost and peace gone by!

And how felt he, the wretched Man
Reclining there — while memory ran

O'er many a year of guilt and strife.

Flew o'er the dark flood of his life,

5 " You behold there a considerable niniiher ol" a. remnrkalile speries ofhcaudful insects,
he elegance of whose appearance aiul llieir attire procured tor them tin; name of Uainsels." —
'unmni.
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Nor found one sninny Te?tmp:-place,

Nor brought Jiim back one branch of grace!

"Thoie u'ds a time," he ^aid, iu mihl,

Heart-himibled tones — " thou blc»^ed child

!

" When vounir and haply pure as thou,

" I lookd and pray'd like thee — but now —

"

He hung lii* head — each nobler aim

And hope and feeling, A.hich had t-lept

From boyhood'r! hour, that in?tant rarne

Fre%li o'er him, and he >vept — he wept! —
Ble^t tears of soul-felt penitence

!

Ill whose benign, redeeming flow

Is felt the rir>t, the only sen<e

Of guihle>5; joy that giiilt can kTioir.

<' Theres a drop,"' said the Peui, " that down from the moon
"Fall? throagh the Mithering airs of June
<' Upon Kgypt'j" land '^, of so healing a power,
" So balmy a virtue, that ev'n in the hour
" That <irnp descends, contagion dies,

"And health reanimates efirth and skies! —
" Oh, is it not thus, thou man of sin,

"Tlie precious tears of repentance fall?

"Though foul thy fiery plagues within,

"One heavenly di-op hath dispelld them all!"

And now — behold him kneeling there

By the child's side, in humble prayer,

TVIiile the same sun-beam shines upon

The guilty and the guiltless one,

And h^inns of joy proclaim through Heaven
The triumph of a Soul Forgiven!

'Twas wlien the golden orb had set.

While on their knees they lingered yet,

There fell a light, more lovely far

Tlian ever came from sun or star,

Upon the tear that, warm and meek,
Dew'd that repentant sinner's check

:

To mortal eye this light might seem

A northern lla,>h or meteor beam —
But well the enrapturd Pkri knew
'Twas a bright smile the Angel threw
From Heavens gate, to hail that tear

Her harbinger of glory near!

" Joy, joy for ever ! my task i< done —
"Tlie Gates are pass'd, and Heaven is won!
"Oh! am 1 not happy? I am, I am —

" To thee, sweet Kden ! how dark and sad

"Are the diamond turrets of Shadikiam ^,

"And the fragrant bowers of A»rEERABAD!

" Farewell, ye odours of Earth, that die,

"Fiissing away like a lover's sigh; —
"My fea>t is now of the Toolia Tree ^,

"Whose scent is the breath of Eternity!

" Farewell ye vanishing flowers, that shone
" In my fairy Mreath, so bright and brief, —

"Oh! what are the briglitest that ecr have blown,
" To the lote-tree, springing by Alla's Tiirone, **,

" Wlio.-e flowers have a soul in every leaf!

"Joy, joy for c^er! — my ta>k is done —
"The Gates are pass'd, and Heavn is won!"

6 The \DCta, or Miraculous Drop, which falls in Ejypt precisely on St. John's day, i

June, unci is suppospcl to ha\e the effect of gtoppiiifr the plague.
7 The Counirj of Dellg^lit — the name of a Province iu (ht- kiupdnm of Jinnistnn , or Fair

Land, the capital of which ib called the city of Jewels. Amberabad is another of the cities <

Jinnisian.
h The tree Tooba, (hat stands in Paradise, in the palace of Mahomet. See Salens Prelin

Disc. — Tciuba, says 1)' llrrhilot, siguilies bialitcdc, or eternal happinei-.a.

9 Mahomet is described, in the 53d Chapter of the Koran, as ha\rnjr s-ecn flie angel Gabrii ,

"by the lote-trec. beyond «hich there is no pas?-iiig: near it is the Garden of L^lernal Abode. (

This tree, say the comineutators , stauds in the seveiLth Hcaveu , on the right hand of tb i

Throne of God.
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AvB tliis," said the Great Cliamberlain , "is poetry! this flimsy mannfacttire of
the hrain, which, in com})ariso)i with the lofty and diiraJ)!e momiraents of genius
is as the gohl filligrec-work of Zamara beside tJie eternal architecture of Eo-jpt!"
After this g-org-eous sentence , which , with a few more of the same kind , Fadla-
»EE\- kept hy him for rare and important occasions , he proceeded to tlie anatomy
of the short poem just recited. TJie la^ and easy kind of metre in whii !i it was
written ought to he denounced, he said, as one of tlie leading causes of tlie alarming
groMtli of poetry in our time-:. If some check were not given to this lawless facility,
M-e should soon he oa errun hy a race of hards as numerous and as sliallow as the
hundred and twenty tliousand Sti-eams of Basra. * Tliey who succeeded ui this style
deserved chastisement for their very success ; — as warriors have been punished
even after gaining a victory, because they liad taken the liberty of gainin"- it in an
irregular or unestablished manner. What, then, was to be said to those wlfo failed ?
to those who presumed, as in the present lamentable instance, to iraitafc the license
and ease of the bolder sons of song, without any of that grace or vio-oar which
gave a dignity even to negligence ;— who, like them, flung the jcreed ^ carelessly,
hut not, like them, to the mark; — "and Mho," said he, raising his voice to excite
a proper degree of wakefulness in his hearers, ''contrive to a])pear hea-^y and con-
strained in the midst of all the latitude they have allowed themselves, like one of
those young pagans that dance before the Princess , who has the ingenuity to move
as if her limbs were fettered, in a pair of the lightest and loosest drawers of
Masulipatam!"

It Avas but little suitable, he continued, to the grave march of criticism to
follow this fantastical Peri, of whom they had just heard, through all her flin-hts
and adventures between earth and heaven, but he could not help advcrtin"- to^the
puerile conceitcdiiess of the Three Gifts which she is supposed to carry'to the
skies, — a drop of blood . forsooth, a sigh, and a tear ! How the first of these ar-
ticles was delivered into the Angel's "radiant hand" he professed himself at a loss
to discover; and as to the safe carriage of the sigh and the tear, such Peris and
such poets were beings by far too incomprehensible for him even to guess how they
managed such matters. "But, in short," said he , "It Is a waste of time and pa-
tience to dwell longer upon a thing so incurably frivolous, — puny even among
its OAvn puny race, and such as only the Banyan Hospital for Sick Insects ^ should
undertake."

In vain did Laiia Rookh try to soften this inexorable critic ; in vain did she
resort to iier most eloquent conmion-places, — reminding liim that poets were a
timid and sensitive race , M-hose sweetness was not to be drawn forth , like that of
the fragi-ant grass near the Ganges, hy crushing and trampiing upon them ;

— that
severity often destroyed every chance of the perfection whicli it demanded; and that
after all, perfection Mas like the Mountain of the Talisman, — no one liad ever yet
reached its summit. '^ Neither these gentle axioms, nor the still gentler looks with
which they Mere inculcated, could loMer for one instant the elevation of Fadla-
DEEx's eye-brows

, or chai-ra him into any thing like encnuvagement or even tolera-
tion of her poet. Toleration, indeed, was not among tlie we.iknesses of Fadla-
»EE\

:
— lie carried the same spirit Into matters of i>oetry and of religion , and,

though little versed In the beauties or subliraiiies of either, m as a perfect master of
the art of persecution In both. His zeal, too, Mas tlie si'.me in either pur^^uit; Mhcther
the game before him was pagans or poetasters, — Morshippers of cows, or Mriters
of epics.

They liad now arrived at the splendid city of Lahore , whose mausoleums and
shrines, magnificent and numberless , where Death seemed to share equ;il honours
with Heaven, Mould have powerftiUy aftected the heart and imagination of L\ll\
RooKH, it feelings more of this earth had not taken entire possession of her already
She was here met by messengers, dispatched from Cashmere, Mho Informed her
that the Ring had arrived in the Valley, and Mas himself superintending the sump-
tuous preparations that were making in the Saloons of the Shalimar for her recep-
tion. The chill she felt on receiving this intelligence — Mhich to a bride; mIiosc
lieart was free and light m ould have brought only images of affection and pleasure,— convinced her that her peace m as gone for ever, and that she m as In love, irre-
lirievably in love, with yoiuig Feramorz. The veil, which this passion wears at

Kbi Vonlpif 'a!wl *-!!nL''!® /'.''"n
"' '^^'''*™'

"J
^"^^ ''^'''^ reckoned in the time of Belal bea

Ebn Haukai.
'^"'"'i"^'^'* '" ^^"^ i"'"''" ot one ii.nulrcd and Iwcnly thousand stitains. -

|wALm^i,"om^^.%*.''^6i'.''''''"
"'"' "'''"'' "'*' Easterns exercise, see Castellan, Moeurs de»

4 "Xp'nr'^fh-''''-''"""
"*.' til's Hospital of the Ranyans, see Parxov's Travels, n. 2C2.

Vrcordlnlfo I hpM'.r.
"'""';•

V"'
'"='"•''' •""'' '''"^"'' "'<^ Mountain of Ilw Talisman, because,

Stir
tradilions ol the country, no person ever succeeded in gaining its summit." -

4 *
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first , had f.illpn off, and to lino\r that she loved was now a? painful as to lore with-

out knowinja; it liad hcen delicioiu. Feramorz too, -— vhiit misery -would be his,

if the sweet hours of intercoiirrc so inipnidently allowed tlicni should have stolen

into his heart tlie same filial fascination a?, into hers;— if, notwithstanding her rank,

and the modest homage he always paid to it , even he should hai e yielded to the

influence «if those long and happy interviews , where music, poeti-y, the delightful

scenes of nature, — all tended to bring their hearts close together, and to waken
by every means tliat too ready passion, which often, like the young of the desert-

l)ird , is wanucd into life by tlie eyes alone ! ' She saw but one way to preserve

herself from being culpable as well as unhappy, and this, however painful , she

was resolved to adopt. Feramorz must no more be admitted to her presence. To
have strayed so far into the dangerous labyrinth was wrong , but to linger in it,

while the clew Mas yet in her liand, would be criminal. Though the lieart she

had to offer to the King of Bucharia might be cold and broken , it should at least

be pure; and she mu-t only try to forget the short vi>ion of happiness she had en-

joyed,— like that Arabian shepherd, who, in wandering into the wilderness, caught

a glimpse of the dirdens of Irim , and then lost them again for ever! *

The arrival of the yoiuig Bride at Lahore was celebrated in the most enthu-

(tiastic manner. The Kajas and Omras in her train, who had kept at a certain

distance during the journey , and never encamped nearer to the Prince.-s than was
strictly necessary for her safeguard, here rode in splendid cavalcade tlirough the

city, and distril)uted the most costly presents to the crowd. Engmes were erected in

all the squares, which cast forth showers of confectionary among the people; while

the artisans, in chariots adorned with tinsel and flying streamers, exhibited the

badges of their respective trades through the streets. Such brilliant displays of life

and pageantry among the palaces , and domes, and gilded minarets of Lahore, made
the city altogether like a place of enchantment; — particularly on the day when
Lalla Rookh set out again upon her journey, when she was accompanied to the

gate by all the faire.-t and richest of the nobility, and rode along between ranks of

beautiful boys and girls, who waved plates of gold and silver floAvers over their

heads ^ as they went, and then threw them to be gathered by the populace.

For many days after their departure from Lahore, a considerable degree of

gloom hung over the m hole party. Lalla Rookh , who had intended to make
illness her excuse for not admitting the young minstrel, as usual, to the pavilion,

soon foimd that to feign iiulisposiiion was muiecessary; — Fadladee\ felt the loss

of the good road they had hitherto travelled, and was very near cursing Jehan-guire

(of blessed memory ! ) for not hav ing continued his delectable alley of trees ^, at least

as far as the mountains of Cashmere; — while the Ladies, who had nothing noM
to do all day but to be fanned by peacocks" feathers and listen to Fadladeex, seemed
heartily weary of the life they led, and, in spite of all the Great Chamberlain's criti-

cisms, were tasteless enough to wish for the poet again. One evening, as they

were proceeding to their place of rest for the night, the Princess, who, for the freer

enjojTuent of the air, had mounted her favourite .4i'abiim palfrey, in passing by a

small grove, heard the notes of a lute from within its leaves, and a voice, which
$he but too well knew, singing the following words: —

Tell me not of joys above,
If that world can give no bliss,

Truer, happier than the Love
Which enslaves our souls in this!

Tell mc not of Ilouri.s" eyes; —
Far from me their dangerous glow,

If those looks that light the skies

AVound like some that bum below!

AVbo tliat feels what Love is here,
' All its falsehood — all its pain —

Would, for ev II Flysiuni's s|)here,

Risk the fatal dream again?

Who, that midst a desert's heat
Sees the waters fade away,

Would not rather die than meet
Streams again as false as they?

The tone of melancholy defiance in which these words were ottered , went to

5 Tbc Arabians believe that the OBtrichea hatch their voung by only looking at thera. —
P. J annlehe , Rrlat. d' J-J/iyptc

(i Sge Sale's Koran, note, vol. ii. p. 484.
7 Ferishta.
8 The tine road made by the Emperor Jehan-Guire from Agra to Lahore, planted with

trees on each side.
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L1LI.A RooKii's heart;— and, as slie reluctantly rode on, she could not help feeling

it as a sad but sweet certainty, that Furamobz was to the full as enamoured and
luisenible as herself.

The place where they encamped that evening- was the fust delightful spot

they had come to since they left Lahore, On one side of them was a grove full

of small Hindoo temples, and planted Mith the most graceful trees of the East;

where the tamarind, the cassia, and the silken plantains of Ceylon were mingled

in rich constrast vith the high fan-like foliage of the Palmyra, — that favourite

tree of the luxurious bird that lights up the chambers of its nest with fire-flies.*

In the middle of the laAvn Mhere the pavilion stood there was a tank surrounded

by small mangoe-trees , on the clear cold waters of Mhich floated multitudes of

the beautiful red lotus; while at a, distance stood the ruins of a strange and
awful-looking tower , which seemed old enough to have been the temple of some
religion no longer known, and which spoke the voice of desolation in the midst

of all that bloom and loveliness. This singular ruin excited the wonder and con-

jectures of all. Lalla RooKii guessed in vain, and the all-pretending Fadladeex,
who had never till this journey been beyond the precincts of Delhi, was proceed-

ing most learnedly to show that he knew nothing whatever about the matter,

when one of the Ladies suggested, that perhaps Feramorz could satisfy their curi-

osity. They were now approaching his native mountains, and this tower might
be a relic of some of those dark superstitions, which had prevailed in that coun-

ti'y before the light of Islam dawned upon it. The Chamberlam, who usually

preferred his own ignox-ance to the best knowledge that any one else could give

him , was by no means pleased with this officious reference ; and the Princess,

too, was about to interpose a faint word of objection, but before either of them
could speak, a slave was dispatched for Fekamokz, who, in a very few minutes,

appeared before them, — looking so pale and unhappy in Lalla Roorh's eya,
that she already repented of her cruelty in having so long excluded liim.

That venerable toMer, he told them, was the remains of an ancient Fire-

Temple, built by those Ghebcrs or Persians of the old religion, who, many
hundred years since, had fled hither from their Arab conquerors, preferring liberty

and their altars in a foreign land to the alternative of apo^tacy or persecution in

their own. It was impossible, he added, not to feel interested in the many glo-

rious but unsuccessful struggles , Avhich had been made by these original natives

of Persia to cast off the yoke of their bigoted conquerors. Like their own Fire

in the Burning Field at Bakou ^°, when sui)pressed in one place, they had but

broken out w ith fre»h flame in another ; and , as a nativ e of Casluuere, of that

fair and Holy \ alley, which had in the same manner become the prey of stran-

gers, and seen her ancient shrines and native princes swept away before the

march of her intolerant invaders, he felt a sympathy, he owned, with the suf-

ferings of the persecuted Ghebers, which every monimient like this before them
but tended more powerfidly to awaken.

It Avas the fust time that Fekamorz had ever ventured upon so much prose

before Fadladee\, and it may easily be conceived vvhat eflcct such prose as this

must have produced upon that mo-t ortJiodox and mo>t pagan-hating personage.

He sat for s(nne minutes aghast, t-jaculating only at Intervals ''Bigoted :onque-

rovs; — sympathy with Fire-worshippers!" — while Feuaworz, happy to take

advantage of this almost speechless horror of the Chamberlain, proceeded to say

that he knew a melancholy story, connected with tJie events of one of those brave
struggles of the Fire-worshippers of Persia against their Arab masters, Mhicli , if

the evening was not too far advanced, he should ha^e much pleasure in being
allowed to relate to the Princess. It was impossible for Lalia Rookh to refiL-e;

— he had never before looked half so animated; and mIicu he spoke of the

Holy Valley, his eyes had sparkled, she thought, like tiie tali^manic characters

on the scimitar of Soloint)n. Her consent was therefore most icadily granted ;

and while Faulauee\ sat in unspeakable dismay, expecting treason and abomiiia-

tion in every line, the poet thus began his story of the Firo-worahippers :
—

lis moonlight over OMA^'s Sea; ^

Her banks of pearl and palmy i?les

Bask in the night beam hcauteou^!y,
Ajid her blue Maters slee[» in smiles.

'Tis mooidight in Haumozia's ^ walls.

And tlu'ough her Eiur's porphyry hulls,

9 Thn Baya, or Indian Gro-ss-bcik. — Sir W. Jones.
10 The " Agcr ;ir(lous" descrilied by Kcinpfcr, Amoniiittit. E.rnt.
\ The I'orsiaii Gulf, soinetimcs so called, whirli separates (he .sliurrs nf Persia and Arabia.
2 The incseut Goinbavoon, a to«u ou the Pcrsiau side of" the Ouli'.
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Wlicre, Fome hours since, was heard the swell

Of trumpet and the clash of zel, ^

Bidding the bright-eyed sun farewell; —
The pcacet'iil sun, whom better suits

The music of the hnlbul's nest,

Or the iiglit touch of lover*' lutes,

I'o sing him to liis golden rest!

All hushd — there's not a breeze in motion;
The shore is silent as the ocean.
If zepJijTs come, so light they come,

Nor leaf is stirr'd nor waAe is driven; —
Tlie wind-tower on the Emir's dome "*

Can hardly win a breath from heaven.

Ev'n ho, that tyrant Arab, sleeps

Calm, wJiile a nation round him weeps;
While curses load the air he breathes.

And falchions from unnumber'd sheaths
Are stiU'ting to avenge the shame
His race hath brought on IRA^'s ^ name.
Hard, heartless Cliicf, unmov"d alike J|

Mid eyes that weep and swords that strike; — 3
One of that saintly, murderous brood,

To carnage and tlie Koran given.

Who think through unbelievers' blood

Lies their directest path to heaven.
One, Avho Mill pause and kneel unshod

In the Marm blood his hand hath pour'd,

To mutter o'er some text of God
Engraven on his reeking sword; * —

Nay, who can cooly note the line,

The letter of those words divine.

To which his blade, wiih searching art.

Had sunk into its victim's heart

!

Just Alla ! what must be thy look,

Wlien such a >vretch before thee stands

Unltlushing, with thy Sacred Book, —
Turning the leaves Avitli blood-stain'd hiuids.

And Avrestiiig from its page sublime
His creed of lust and liate and cruue?
Ev'n as those bees of Trebizond, —

Which from the sunniest iiowers that glad

With their pure ^mile the gardens roiuul.

Draw venom fortii that drives men mad! ^

IVevcr did fierce Arabia send

A satrap forth more direly gTeat;

Never was Iran doom'd to bend
Beneath a yoke of deadlier Mcight.

Her throne had fall'n — her pride M'as crush'd —
Her sons vere Milling slaves, nor blush'd,

111 their omu land, — no more their omii, —
To crouih beneath a stranger's throne.

Her toMcrs, M'here jMithra once had burn'd.

To .Moslem sluines — oh shame! — Mere turnd,

Where slaves , converted by the sword,
Their mean, ajiostate Morship pour'd,

And curs'd the faith their sires ador'd.

Yet has slie hearts, mid all this ill,

O'er all this Mreck liigh buoyant still

With hope and vengeance; — hearts that yet, —
Like gems, in darkness Lssuing rays

3 A Moorish iiistntment of music.
4

I'
,\t (iombarooii, ami nilior [itaccs in Pcv.''ia, they have towers for the puvitose of catchiiip

the \uii(l , aii:l cooling the hoiists." — Le Bruifti.
5 "Iran i:< the true freiicr<»l name for the empire of I'ersia." — Asiat. Ren. Disc. 5.

6 ''On the blades of their scimitars some verse from the Koran is Uhually inscribed." —
Rusael.

7 "There is a kind of Rhododendros about Trebizond, whose flowers the bee feeds upon
and the houej thence drives people mad." — Touruefurt.
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They've treastir'd from the sun that's set, —
Beam all the light of long-lost days

!

And SAvords she hath, nor Aveak nor slow
To second all such iiearts can dare;

As he shall know , well , deai-ly know,
Who sleeps in moonlight luxui-y there,

Tranquil as if his spirit lay

liecahnd in Ileav'ns approving ray!

Sleep on — for purer eyes than thine

Those waves are luish'd , those planets shine.

Sleep on, and be thy rest unmov'd
By the white moonbeam's dazzling power; —

None but the losing and the lov'd

Should be awake at this sA^'eet hour.

And see — vhere, high aboAc those rocks
That o'er the deep their shadows fling,

Yon tui'ret stands ; — where ebon locks.

As glossy as a heron's wing
Upon the turban of a king ^

,

Hang from the lattice, long and wild, —
'Tis she, that Enm's blooming child,

All truth and tenderness and grace,

Though born of sucji ungentle race; —
An image of Youth's radiant Fountain
Si^inging in a desoliite mountain! ^

Oh what a piu-e and sacred thing

Is Beauty, curtaln'd froih the sight

Of the gross world, illumining

One only mansion with her light!

Unseen by man's disturbing eye, —
The flower , that blooms beneath the sea

Too deep for simbcams, doth not lie

Hid in more chaste obscurity!

So, ni-\DA, have thy face and mind.

Like holy mysteries , lain eisslirind.

And oh what transport for a lover

To lift the veil that shades them o"er! —
Like those Avho , all at once , discover

In the lone deep some fairy shore,

Where mortal never trod l»efore.

And sleep and wake in scented airs

Ko lip had ever breath'd but theii-s.

Beautiful are the maids that glide.

On summer-eves, through Yemexs* dales,

Aiid bright the glancing looks tlvcy hide

Behind their Utters' roseate veils; —
And brides , as delicate aiid fiiir

As the white jasmine flovers they Wear,

ilath YtMEN in her blissful clime,

V* ho , luird in cool kiosk or bov* er,

Before their mirrors count the time,

And grow still lovelier every houi-.

But never yet hath bride or maid
In A:iABv"s gay Hannu smild.

Whose boasted briglitne^s would not fade

Before Al IIassa.x's blooming child.

Light as the angel shapes that bless

An inf.mls dre.im
,
yet \n>t tlie less

Kicli in all m oiuau's loveiiiicis ; —
With cyns: so pure, that from their rav,

Dark Vice would tiua abiuh'd aAvay,

Blinded like serpents, vhen they gaze

8 ••Their king.'* uear plumes of black herons' feathers upon Ihe riphl side, aa a badge of
sovereignly." — JJaiiwa'/.

9 " rUc fotiiUaiii ol' Youth, by a Mahometan tradition, is si'tiatcd in smne dark region nT
(ho east" — Hialiardson.

I Araljia Ft'Iin.
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Upon the emerald's virgin blaze!* —
Yet, fili'd Avith all youth's sMeet desires,

Minghng the meek and vestal fires

Of other worlds with all the bliss,

The fond, Mcak tenderness of this!

A soul, too, more than half divine,

Where, through some shades of earthly feeling.

Religion's soften'd glories shine,

Like light througJi summer foliage stealing,

Shedding a glow of such mild hue,

So warm, and yet so shadowy too,

As makes the very darkness there

More beautiful than liffht elsewhere!

Sucli IS the maid mIio , at this hour,

Hath risen from her restless sleep,

And sits alone in that high bower,

Watching the still and shining deep.

Ah ! 'twas not thus , — with tearful eyes

And beating heart, — she us'd to gaze
On the magnificent earth and skies.

In her own land , in happier days.

Why looks she now so anxious doA\Ti

Among those rocks , whose rugged frown
Blackens the mirror of the deep?

Whom Avaits she all this lonely night?

Too rough the rocks, too bold the steep.

For man to scale that tiu'refs height !
—

So deem'd at least her thoughtful sire,

When high, to catch the cool night-air,

After the day-beam's m ithering fire ^,

He built her bower of freshness there,

And had it deck'd witli co>tliest skill,

And fondly thought it safe as fair :
—

Think, reverend dreamer! think so still,

]Nor wake to learn what Love can dare —
Love, all-defying Love, who sees

\o charm ui trophies M«n with ease; —
Whose rarest, dearest fruits of bliss

Are pluck'd on Danger's precipice!

Bolder than they, mIio dare not dive

For pearls, but Mlien the sea's at rest,

LoAc, in the tempest most alive,

Hath ever held that pearl the best

He finds beneath the stormiest >vater!

Yes — Arabv's unriAalld daughter,

Though high that toAver, that rock-way rude,

There's one Avho, but to kiss thy cheek,
Would clime the' untrodden solitude

Of Ararat's tremendous peak *
,

And think its steeps , though dark and dread,

lleav'n's patliAvays , if to thee they led

!

Ev'n noAV thou see?t the flashing spray.

That lights liis oars impatient Avay; —
Ev'n noAV thou hear'st the sudden shock
Of his sAvift bark against the rock,

And stretchest doAvn thy arms of snow,
As if to lift him from beloAv!

Like Iier to Avhom, at dead of night.

The bridegroom, Auth his locks of light ^

,

Came , in the Hush of love and pride,

And scald the terrace of his bride; —
2 " riipy s-ay that if a snake or serpent fix his eyes on (he Inslrc of those stones (emeralds),

lie iiiimediately beroines IjIIikI,"' — Ahinpil ben. J/xlhlaxi^, Trentisc on Je\vel->.

3 y\t Goiiibaronu and the Isle of t)i-nnts it is siunctinies so hot, that the pcoiile are obliged
to lie allday in the water. — Marco fvlo.

4 TJiiH jiioiintain is generally ^upllo.s^'d lo be inaccessible.
5 lu one of the books of Sluih Naiuch, wlicn Ziil (a celebrated hero of Persia, remarkable

for his white hair) comes to the terrace of liis mistress Ilodahxcr at night, she lets down her
long tres^cs to iissist him in his ascent; — he, however, manages it iu a less romantic way by
lixiiig his crook iu a projecting beam. — See Champion s Fcidusi.
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" When, as she saw him rashly spruig-,

And midway up in danger cluig,

She flung him down her long bhick hair,

Exclaiming breathless, "There, love, there!"'

And scarce did manlier nerve uphold

The hero Zal in that fond hour,

Tlian Mings the youth who fleet and hold

Kow climbs the rocks to III^DAs bower.

See — light as up their granite steeps

Tlie rock-goats of Akabia clamber "^

,

Fearless from crag to crag he leaps.

And now is in the maiden's chamber.

She loves — but knows not whom she loves,

Nor what his race, nor whence lie came; —
Like one who meets, in Indian groves,

Some beauteous bird Avithout a name,
Brought by the last ambrosial breeze,

From isles in the' muliscover'd seas,

To show his plumage for a day
To wondering eyes , and wing aMay

!

Will he thus fly — her nameless lover?

Alia forbid! 'twas by a moon
As fair as this, Mliilc singing over
Some ditty to her soft Kanoon ^,

Alone , at this same witching hour,

She first behold his radiant eyes

Gleam through the lattice of the boAver,

Where nightly now they mix their sighs;

And thought some spirit of the air

(For what could Matt a mortal there?)
W"as pausing on his moonlight way
To listen to her lonely lay!

This fancy ne'er hath left her mind:
And — though, when terror's SMOon had past.

She saw a youth, of mortal kind.

Before her in obeisance cast, —
Yet often since, when he hath spoken

Strange, awful words, — and gleams have broken

From his dark eyes, too bright to bear,

Oh! she hath fear'd her soul was given

To some unhallow'd child of air,

Some ei'ring Spiiit, cast from heaven,
Like those angelic youths of old,

W'ho burn'd for maids of mortal mould,
Bewilder'd left the glorious skies,

And lost their heaven for woman's eyes!

Fond girl! nor fiend nor angel he,

Who MOOS thy young simplicity;

But one of earth's impassion'd sons,

As Avarm in love , as fierce in ire

As the best heart whose current runs

Full of the Day-God's living fire!

But qucnch'd to-night that ardour seems,

And pale hi> check, and sunk his brow; —
Aever before, but in her dreams.

Had she beheld him pale as now

:

And those Averc dreams of troubled sleep.

From Mhidi 'twas joy to Make iuul weep;
Visions, that Avill not he forgot.

But sadden ca( ry Avaking scene.

Like Avarning ghoi^ls, that leave the spot

All Avither'd AvJieic they onccIuiAc been!

'•HoAv SAVcetly," said the trcml)ling maid,

Of her OMU gentle voice afraid,

G "On the lofty hills of Arabia Pctvaea arc rock cnats." — Niehuhr.
1 '• Canuii, cspoi'o dc psullcrioii, avcc dcs cordcs dc buyaux; Ics dames on toiichcn( dans lo

'frruil, avec des diieaillcs arinecs dt; poiutes de coco." — Todiritii , tran.ilatcd by Vc Cnut -

'land.
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So long had they in silence stood,

Looking upon tli'at tranquil flood —
"How sweetly does the moonbeam smile
" To-night ui'ion yon leafy isle

!

"Oft, in my fancy's wanderings,

"ISe Mish'd that little i^le had wings,

'•And Ave, within its fairy bowers,

"Were wafted ofl" to seas unkuoAvn,

"Where not a pulse should beat but ours,

"And we might live, love, die alone!

"Fai" from the cruel and the cold, —
"Where the bright eyes of angels only

'• Should come aroimd us . to behold

"A paradise so pure and lonely!

"Would this he v.orld enough for thee?"
Playful fche turnd, that he might see

The passing smile her cheek put on

;

But when she markd how mournfully

His eyes met hers, that siuile was gone;

And, bursting into heart felt tears,

"Yes, yes," she cried, "my hoiuly fears,

"My dreams have boded all too right —
"We pai't — for ever part — to-night!

"I kneM', I knew it could not last —
"'Twas bright, 'twas heavenly, but 'tis past!

"Oh! ever thus, from childliood's hour,

"I've seen my fonde^t hopes decay;

"I never lovd a tree or floMer,

"But 'twas the first to fade away.
"1 never nursd a dear gazelle,

"To glad me with its soft black eye,

„But when it came to know me well,

"And love me, it was sure to die!

"Now too — the joy most like divine

"Of all I ever dreamt or knev.,

"To see thee, hear thee, call thee mine, —
"Oh misery! must I lose that too?

" Yet go — on peril's brink we meet :
—

''Those frightful rocks — that treacherous sea

"No, never come again — though sweet,

''Though heaven, it may be death to thee.

"Farewell — and blessings on thy way,
"Where'er thou go'st, beloved stranger!

"Better to sit and watch that ray,

"And think thee safe, though far away,
"Tliaii have thee near me, and in danger!"

"Danger! — oh, tempt me not to boast —

"

The youth excluim'd — "thou little know'st

"Wliat lie can brave, who, born and nurst

"In Dangers paths, has dar'd her worst!

*'Uj)on whose ear the signal-word

"Of ^trife and deatii is hourly breaking;
" Who >lccps whh head upon the sword

"His feverd hand must grasp ia waking!
"Danger! — "

"Say on — tliou fear'st not then,

''And wc may meet — oft meet iigain?"

"Oh! look not eo, — beneath the skies

"1 now fear nothing but those eyes.

"If aught on earth could charm or force

"My spirit from its destin'd cour.-e, —
"If aught could make this soul foi-gct

"The bond to which its seal is set,

"'Twould be those eyes; — they, only they,
" Could melt that sacred seal away

!

"But no — 'tis fi\'d — my awful doom
"Is fix'd — on tliis side of tlie tomb
" We meet no more — v^hy , why did Heaven
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"Mingle two souls that earth has riven,

"Has rent asunder Mide as ours?

"Oh, Arab maid! as soon the Powers
"Of Light and Darkness may combine,

"As I be linkd ^\\th thee or thuie!

"Thy Father "

"Holy AiLA save

"His grey head from that lightning glance!

"Thou know'st him not — he loves the brave;
" Nor lives there under heaven's expanse

"One who would prize, would worsliip thee,

"And thy bold spirit, more than he.

"Oft when, in childliood, I have play'd

"With the bright falchion by his side,

"I've heard him swear his lisping maid
" In time should be a warrior's bride,

"And still, wliene'er, at Haram hours,

"1 take him cool sherbets and flowers,

"He tells me, when in playful mood,
"A hero shall my bridegroom be,

"Since maids are best in battle Avoo'd,

".And won with shouts of victory!

"Nay, turn not from me — thou alone

"Art form'd to make both hearts thy own.
" Go — join his sacred ranks — thou know'st

"The' unholy strife these Persians wage: —
**Good Heav'n, that frown! — ev'n now thou glow'at

" With more than mortal warrior's rage.

"Haste to the camp by mornings light,

"And, when that sword is rais'd in light,

" Oh still remember Love and I

"Beneath its shadow trembling lie!

" One victory o'er those Slaves of Fire,

"These impious Ghcbcrs, whom my sire

"Abhors "

"Hold, hold — tliy words are death —

"

Tlie stranger cried, as wild he flung

His mantle back, and show'd beneath

The Glicber belt that round him clung. ^ —
'•Here, maiden, look — weep — blush to see

"All that tliy sire abhors in me!
"Yes — 1 am of that impious race,

"Tliose Slaves of Fire who, morn and even,

"Hail their Creator's dwelling-place

"Among the living liglits of heaven! *

"Yes — 1 am of that outcast few,

"To IuA\ and to vengeance true,

" Who curse the hour your Arabs came
"To desolate our slirlnes of flame,

"And sA^ear, before God's burnuig eye,

"To break our country's chains, or die!

"Thy bigot sire — nay, tremble not —
"He, who gave birth to tho^e dear eyes,

"With me is sacred as the spot

"From which our fires of worship rise!

"But know — 'twas he I sought that night,

"When, from my Match-boat on the sea,

"I caught this turrets glimmering light,

"And up the rude rctcks de.-perately

"Rushd to my jjrey — thou know'st the rcot —
"1 climb'd the goiy vulture's nest,

"And found a trembling dove Avithiu; —
"Thine, thine the \i(tory — thine the sin —
"If Love hath made one thought his own,

R '-Tiicj (the Ghcbcrs) Iny so mnrh stress nii their cashes nr piv<llc. as iinl lo ilaic (n tit-

an iiibtaul \\ithout it." — Orosi'a Voyage. — Lc jeuue homjnc iiia d'abtiril la rhosc; iiiaiH ajaiit

elf d«'poiiilIc tic sa robe, el la large cciiiturc iiu'il porloit ciimmc Ghebr, etc. etc. — D'Herbelut,

art. \gdii»iii.

9 'I'lifj ^^:l|>llose the Throne of the Mmigiity is ticatctl iu the suu, aud hcuce Ihetr Horship
of tiiat lumiiiaiy. — tlanwa'j.
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"That Vengeance claims first — last — alone!

"Oh! had we never, never met,

"Or coultl this heart ev'n now forget

"How Hnk'd, how hless'd avc might have been,

"Had fate not frown'd so dark between!

"Hadst thou been born a Pcrr^ian maid,

"In neighbouring valhys had mc dwelt,

"Through the same fields in cliildhood play'd,

"At the same kindling altar knelt, —
"Then, then, while all those nameless ties,

'•In which the charm of Country lies,

"Had roimd our hearts been hourly spun,

"Till Ira>'s cause and thine were one; —
"While in thy lute's awakening sigh

"I heard the voice of days gone by,

*'And saw in every smile of thine

'Returning hours of glory sliine! —
"While the v\Tong"d Spirit of our Land

"Liv'd, lookd, and spoke her wrongs through thee, —
"Grod! who could then this sword withstand."*

"Its very flash were victory!
" But now — estrang'd, divorc'd for ever,

"Far as the grasp of Fate can sever;

"Our only ties what love has wove, —
"Faith, friends, and country, sunder'd wide; —

"And then, then only, true to love,

"When false to all that's dear beside!

"Tliy fatlier Ik.w's deadliest foe —
"Thyself, perhaps, cv"n now — but no —
" Hate never lookd so lovely yet

!

"Xo — sacred to thy soul would be
" The land of him m ho could forget

"All but that bleeding land for thee!
" When other eyes shall see , unniov'd,

"Her widows mourn, her warriors fall,

"Thou'lt think how well <»ne Gheber lovd,
"And for his sake thou'lt weep for all!

" But look
"

With sudden start he turu'd

And pointed to the distant wave.
Where lights, like charnel meteors, buru'd

Bluely, iis o'er some seaman's gra\e;

And fiery darts, at intervals, !=>

Flew up all sparkling from the main.

As if each star that nightly falls.

Were shooting back to heaven again.

"My signal-lights! — I must away —
"Both, both are ruln'd, if I stay.

"Farewell — sweet life! thou cliiig'st in vain —
"Now — Vengeance! — I am thine again.'

Fiercely he broke away, nor stoppd,

Nor lookd — but from the lattice dropp'd

Down mid the jKjinlcd rriig> liciieath,

As if he fled from love to death.

While pale and mute young Himja stood,

Nor mov'd , till in the silent flood

A momentary plunge below
Startled her from her trance of woe; —
Shrieking she to tlie lattice flew,

" I come — I come — if in that tide

"Th(Mi slecp'st to-night — I'll slcip there too.

"In deaths cold vcdloik by tliy side.

"Oh! I would a-k no happier bed
"Than llie chill wave my love lies under: —

"Sweeter to rest together dead,

"Far sweeter, th;ui to live asunder!"'

10 'The Mamcliil-s that «eic in Ihr nihtr boat, whrn it was tlavk , used to shnol up a sort

•f liery arrows iuto the air, which in feome meubure rcecinblcd lighluiug or falling stuis." —
Baumgarten.
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But no — ttic'ir lionr Is not yet come —
Again she sers his |)innarc fly,

Wat'linu;- him fleetly to his lioine,

Wliere'ei- tliat ill stavr'd home may lie;

And ralm aiid smooth it scem'd to win
Its moonli;;^ht way hefore the Avind,

As if it hore all j)eace within,

IN'or left one breaking heart behind 1

1 HE Prlnccse, whose heart \ras sad enough already, conld hare wished that Fb-
KAMORz had chosen a less melancholy story; as it is only to the happy that tears are
a Inxnry. Her Ladies, hoMCA er, were b>' no means son-y tliat lore was once more
the Poet's theme ; for, w hen he spoke ol' Ioa e, they said, his roice was as SAveet as

if he had chewed the leaves of that enchanted tree, which grows over the tomb
of the musician. Tan Sein.

Their road all the morning had lain through a very dreary country; — through
valleys, covered with a low hnshy jnngle, where, in more tlian one place, the aw-
ful signal of the bamboo stafV, w itlj the white flag at its top , reminded the traveller

that in that very spot the tiger had made some human creature his victim. It was
therefore Avith much pleasure that they arrived at sunset in a safe and lovely glen,

and encamped under one of those holy trees , whose smooth columns and spreading
roofs seem to destine them for natural temples of religion. Beneath the shade, some
pious hands had erected pillars ornamenled Avith the most heantiful porcelain, AA'hich

noAv supplied the use of mirrors to the young maidens , as they adjusted their hair
in descending from the palankeens. Here while, as usual, the Princess sat listen-

ing anxiously, with FABLADEETi in one of his loftiest moods of criticism by her side,

the yoiuig Poet, leaning against a branch of the tree, thus continued his story: —

Jl he morn hath risen clear and calm,
And o'er the Green Sea ^ palely shine?.

Revealing BAnnEix's 2 groves of palm.
And lighting Kishaia's amber Aines,

Fresh smell tlie shores of Araby,
While breezes from the Indian sea

BloAv round Selaaia's ^ sainted cape,

And ciu-1 the shining flood beneath, —
Whose waves are rich Avith many a grape,

And cocoa-nut and flowery Avreath,

Which pious seamen as they pass'd,

Had toAv'rd that holy head-land cast —
Oblations to the Genii there
For gentle skies and breezes fair!

The nightingale noAv bends her flight

From the high trees, Avliore all the night
She sung so sAvect, Avith none to listen

;

And hides her from the morning star

Where thickets of pomegranate glisten

In the clear daAAU, — bespangled o'er

With dew, whose night -drops Avould not stain

Tlie best and brightest scimitar *

That ever youthful Sultan Avorc

On the first morning of his reign!

And see — the Snn himself! — on Avings

Of glory up the East he springs.

Angel of Jjight! AAiio from tlu; time
Those heavens began tlieir march sublime,
Hath first of all the starry choir

• 1 The Persian Gulf. — "To dive for pearls in the Green Sea, or Persian Gnlf. " — Sir If \
Jones.

'i IhlandH in (he Gulf.
3 Or .Selonieii. the geimine name of (lie hcailland at the rntrance nf (he Gulf, rommonly

called CapeiVTusseldoni. "'J"hc Indians, when they pass (he pionion(ory, (hio« c(proa-uu(n, frnid),
or flowers in(o (lie sea, to serine a pinpidons voyage." — Moricr.

4 In speaking of the <-lima(e of Sliiraz, I->ancklin says, "(he dew is of rtiirh a pnre nature,
that, if the brightest scimitar should he cxnostd (o it all niffht , i( »voiild not receive the least
rii6(.

' i t
>
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Trod in his 3Iakcv"s steps of fire!

\Mierc are the days, thou wondrous sphere,

When Iran, lilic a sun-flower, tiirn'd

To meet that eye where'er it hurn'd? —
When, from the hanks of Bendejieer

To the nut-groves of Samarcand
Thy temples flam'd o'er all the land?
Where are they? ask the shades of them

TMio, on Cadessia's * hloody plains,

Saw fierce invaders pluck the gem
From Iran's broken diadem.
And hind her ancient faith in chains: —

Ask the poor exile, cast alone

On foreign shores, unlovd, unknown,
Beyond the Caspian's Iron Gates, "^

Or on the snowy 3Iossian mountains.

Far from his beauteous land of dates.

Her jasmine hoMcrs and sunny foimtalns!

Yet happier so than if lie trod

His own belov'd but blighted sod.

Beneath a despot stranger's nod! —
Oh ! he would ratJier houseless roara

Where freedom and his god may lead.

Than he the sleekest slave at home
That crouches to the conqueror's creed!

Is Iran's pride then gone for ever,

Quench'd vith the flame in Mithra's caves? —
Ko — she has sons that never — never —

Will stoop to be the Moslem's slaves.

While heav'u has light or earth has graves.

Spirits of fire, that brood not long,

But flash resentiuent back for wrong;
And hearts where, slow but deep, the seeds

Of vengeance ripen into deeds,

Till in some treacherous liour of calm.

They burst, like Zeilan's giant palm, '

Whose buds fly open with a sound

That shakes the pigmy forests round!

Yes, Emir! he, who scal'd that tower.

And, had he reach'd thy slumbering breast,

Had taught thee, in a Gheber's power
How safe ev'n tyrant heads may rest —

Is one of many, brave as he.

Who loathe thy haughty race and thee;

Who, though they know the strife is vain,

Who, though they liuow the riven chain

Snaps but to enter in the heart

Of him Avho rends its links apart,

Yet dare the issue, — blest to be
Ev'n for one bleeding moment free,

And die in pangs of liberty!

TJiou kiiow'st them well — 'tis some moons since

Thy turban'd troops and blood-red flags.

Thou satrap of a bigot Prince!

Have sMarm'd among these Green Sea crags;

Y'et here, ev'n here, a sacred band,

Ay, in the portal of that land

Thou, Arab, darst to call thy o^vn.

Their spears across thy path ha^e thrown;
Here — ere the winds half wingd thee o'er —

•

Rebellion brav'd thee from the shore.

.> The Place vrhcrc the Persians were finally defeated by the Arabs, and their ancient mo-
narchy destroyed.

6 Dcrbcnd. — "I.cs Turcs appellcnt cette \ille Demir Capi, Porte de Far; ce sont Ics Cas-

piae Portac ilcs auciciis. " — 1> Hvrbclut.

7 The Talpot or Talipot tree. "This beautiful palm-tree, which grows in the heart of (he

forests, inav be classed among the loftiest trees, and becomes still higher «hen on the point ol

bursting lortli from its leafy summit. Tlie sheath "hich then envelopes the flower is very large,

and, vhen it burbts, makes un explosion like the report of a cannon. — Tliuuberg.
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Rchcllion! foul, (IMionnining word,

WTiose ATvongful hliglit so oft lias stain'd

The holiest c.itiso that tongue or sMord
Of mortal ever lost or gaind.

How many a spirit, born to bless.

Hath sunk beneath that withering name,
Wiiom but a day's, an hour's success,

Had wafted to eternal fame!
As exhalations, when thej' burst

From the warm earth, if chill'd at first,

If check'd in soa^-ing from the plain.

Darken to fogs and sink again; —
But, if they once triumphant spread
Their wings above the mountain-head,
Become enthron'd in upper air,

And turn to sun-bright glories there!

And who is he that Mields the might
Of Freedom on tlie Green Sea brink,

Before whose sabre's dazzling light

The eyes of Yemen's warrior wink?
Who conies embowcr'd in the spears

Of KERM.\^'s hardy mountaineers ?

Those mounfaineers that truest, last.

Cling to tlicir country's ancient rites.

As if that God, whose eyelids cast

Their closing gleam on Iran's heights.

Among her snowy mountains threw
The last light of his worship too!

'Tis Hafed — name of fear, whose sound
Chills like the muttering of a chai-ni ; —

Shout but that awful name around,
And palsy shakes the manliest arm.

'Tis Hafed, most accurst and dire

(So rank'd by Moslem hate and ire)

Of all the rebel Sons of Fire

!

Of whose malign, tremendous power
The Arabs, at their raid-watch hour,

Such tales of fearful Avonder tell,

That each afTrighted sentinel

Pulls down his coAvl upon his eyes,

Lest IliFED in the midst should rise!

A man, they say, of monstrous birth,

A mingled race of flame and earth.

Sprung from those old, enchanteil kings, ^

Who in their fairy helms, of yore,

A feather from the mjstic wings
Of the Simoorgh resistless More;

And gifted by the Fiends of Fire,

Who groan'd to see their shrines expire.

With charms that, all in vain withstood.

Would drown the Koran's light in blood!

Such were the tales, that won belief,

And such the colouring Fancy gave
To a young, warm and dauntless Chief, —
One M'ho, no more than mortal brave,

Fought for the land his soul ador'd,

For happy homes and altars free, —
His only talisman, the sword,

His only spell Mord Liberty!
One of that ancient hero line.

Along whose glorious current shine

Names, that hdw sanctified their blood;

As Lebanon's small monntain-flood
Is reudcr'd holy by the raid<s

8 Tahmnrng, anil other anrimt Kinsrs of Persia; whose advenfnres inFaivv Lnnil amnnr (heFens and Dives may be found in nidiaiilson's curious Dis^seitation. The (rrUTiii Siniooriili, fhcv
say, took some feathers from her breast fov Tahmuraa , «ith which he adorned his helmet, anil
transmuted them afterwards to his descendants.



g^ LALLA ROOKH.

Of sainted cellars on its banlis !
^ «

'Twas not for him to crouch the knee ' 'M
Tamely to >Io»lcra trranny; —
"Twas not for him, Mhosc soul was cast

In the brijrht mould of ag-es past,

WTiose melancholy spirit, fed

With all the calories of the dead,

Though fram'd for Iran's ha;jpiest years,

Was hoi*n among her chains and tears! — J

"TATas not for him to swell the croAvd *

Of slavish heads, that shrijiKing howd '

Before the ^Moslem, p.s he pa>s'd,
f

Ijike shruhs beneath the poison-blast —
INo — far he fled — indigrnant fled

The pageant of his country's shame;
While every tear her children shed

Fell on his soul, like drops of flame;

And, as a lover hails the daMn
Of a first smile, so Mclcomd he

The sparkle of the first sword dra^vn

For vengeance and for liberty

!

But vain Mfis valour — vain the flower

Of Kerm.w, in that deathfiJ hoiu*.

Against Al Hassan's whclmijig power. —
In vain they met him, helm to helm,

1_ pon the threshold of that realm

He came in bigot pomp to SAvay,

And with their corpses block'd his way —
In vain — for every lance they raisd.

Thousands aroiuid the conqueror blaz'd;

For every arm that lind their shore.

Myriads of slaves were wafted o'er, —
A bloody, bold, and countless crowd.

Before whose swanu as fast they bow'd
As dates beneath the locust-cloud!

There stood — but one short league away
From old Harmozia's sultry bay —
A rocky mountain, oer the Sea
Of Oman beetling awfully.

A last and solitary link

Of those stupendous chains that reach

From the broad Caspian's reedy brink

Down winding to the Green Sea beach.

Around its base the bare rocks stood,
' Like naked giants, in the flood.

As if to guard the Gulf across;

While, on its peak, that bravd the sky,

A rnind Temple tower'd, so high
That oft the sleeping albatross ^

Struck the Mild ruins with her wing.

And from her cloud-rock'd slumltering

Started — to find mans dvvelling there

In her own silent field* of air!

Beneath, terrific caverns gave
Dark welcome to each stormy wave
That dash'd. like raidniglit revellers, in ;

—
And such the strange, mysterious din

At times throughout those caverns roUd, —
And such the fearful wondei-s told

Of restless sprites imprisond there,

That bold were Moslem, Mho Mould dare,

At twilight horn', to steer his skiflf

Beneath the Gheber's lonely clift".

On the land side, those towere sublime,

That seera'd above the grasp of Time,

9 This rivulet, savs Dandini. is called the Holy River from the "cedar saints" among which
if rises.

1 These birds sleep in the air. They are most common about the Crtpe of Good Hope.
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Were sevcr'd from the haunts of men
By a wide, deep, and wizard glen,

So fathomless, so full of gloom.
No eye could pierce the void hetwcen;

It seem'd a place where Glioles iiiig-lit come
With their foul hanqiiets from the tomh.
And in its caverns feed unsicen.

Like distant thunder, from l)eloAV,

The sound of many torrents came;
Too deep for eye or ear to know
If 'twere the sea's imprison'd flow,

Or floods of ever-restless flame.

For eacli ravine, each rocky spire

Of that vast mountain stood on fire; *

And, thoug-h for ever past the days,

Wlien God was worshipp'd in the hiaze

That from its lofty altar shone, —
Thoufth fled the pric>ts, the votaries gone.

Still did the mighty flame hurn on
Through chance and change, tlu'ough good and it!.

Like its own God's eternal Avill,

Deep, constant, hright, unquenchable!

Thither the vanquished Hafed led

His little army's last remains; —
"Welcome, terrific glen!" he said,

"Thy gloom, that Ehlis' self might dread,

"Is Heav'n to him who flics from chains!"

O'er a dark, narrow bridge-way, knowii

To him and to his Chiefs alone.

They cross'd the chasm and gain'd the toMers, —
"This home," he cried, "at least is ours —
"Here we may bleed, unmock'd by hymns
"Of Moslem triumph o'er our head;

"Here we may fall, nor leave our limbs

"To quiver to the Moslem's tread.

"Stretch'd on this rock, while vultures' beaks

"Are whetted on our yet Avarm cheeks,

"Here, — happy that no tyrant's eye

"Gloats on our torments — Me may die!''

'Twas night when to those towers they came.
And gloomily the fitful flame.

That from the ruin'd altar broke,

Glar'd on his features, as he spoke: —
"'Tis o'er — what men could do, we've done —
"If Iran tvill look tamely on,

"And see her priests, her warriors driven

"Before a sensual bigot's nod,

"A wretch, mIio takes his lusts to Heaven,

"And makes a pander of his God!
"If her proud sons, her high-born souls,

"Men, in avIiosc veins — oh last disgrace!

"The blood of Zal and Rustam 3 rolls, —
"If they v>lll coiu't tJtis upstart race,

"And turn from Mithra's ancient ray,

"To kneel at shrines of yesterday!

"If they will crouch to law's foes,

"AVhy, let them — till the land's despair

"Cries out to Heav'n, anil Jjondage grows

"Too vile for ev'n the vile; to bear!

"Till shame at last, long hidden, burns

"Their inmost core, ana conscience turns

"Each coward tear the slave lets fall

"Back on his heart in drops of gall!

"But here, at least, are arms unchaln'd,

"And souls that thraldom never stain'd; —

2 The Ghebers generally built their temples over subterraneous fires.
, i

• ,
,

;i Ancient heroes of Persia "Amoug the Guebres there are some, who boa't then ilcBceni

rrom Rustan." — Stephen's Persia.
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"This spot, at least, no foot of slave

"Or satrap ever yet profan'd;

"And though but few — though fast the wave
"Of life is ebbing from our veins,

"Enough for vengcanee still remains.

"As panthers, after set of sun,

"Rush from the roots of Lebaxon
"Across the dark-sea robber's way, *

"We'll bound upon our startled prey; —
" And when some hearts that proudest swell

"Have felt our falchion's la^t farewell;

"When Hope's expiring throb is oer,

"And ev'n Despair can prompt no more,
" This spot shall be the sacred grave
" Of the last few who , vainly brave,

"Die for the land they cannot save!"

His Chiefs stood round — each shining blade
Upon the broken altar laid —
And though so wild and desolate

Those coiyts, where once tlie Mighty sate;

Kor longer on those mouldering toMcrs
Was seen the feast of fruits and floMers,

With Avhich of ohl the iMagi fed

The wandering Spirits of their Dead; *

Though neither priest nor rites were there.

Nor charmed leaf of pure pomegranate; *

Nor hjTUH, nor censer's fragrant air.

Nor symbol of their woi-shipp'd planet; '

Yet the same God that heard their sires

Heard them, M'hile on that altar's fires

They swore the latest , holiest deed

Of the few hearts, still left to bleed.,

Should be, in Iran's injur'd name.
To die upon that 3Iount of Flame —
The last of all her patriot line,

Before her last untrampled Shrine!

Brave, suffering souls! tliey little knew
How many a tear their injuries drew
From one meek maid, one gentle foe.

Whom Love first touch'd with others' woe —
Wliose lite, as free from thought as sin,

Slept like a lake, till Love tlirew in

His talisman , and woke tlie tide.

And spread its trembling circles wide.

Once, Emir! thy unheeding child,

Mid all this havoc, bloom'd and smil'd, —
Tranquil as on some battle plain

Tlie Persian lily shines and towers,

Before the combat's reddening stain

Hath fall'n upon her golden flowers.

Light-hearted maid , unaw'd , unmov'd.
While Heav'n but spar'd the sire she lov'd,

Once at thy evening tales of blood
Unlistening and aloof she stood —
And oft, Avhen thou hast pac'd along
Thy Haram halls with furious heat,

Hast thou not curs'd her cheerful song.

That came across thee, calm and sweet,

4 See Rusgel's account of the pauthers attacking travellers in the night on the sea-shore
about the roots of Lebanon.

,5 " Among other ceremonies the Magi used to place upon the tops of high towers variou?
kinds of rich viands, upon which it was supposed the Peris and the spirits of their departed
heroes regaled themselves. — Bichardson.

6 In the ceremonies of the Ghebers round their Fire, as described by Lord, "the Daroo,'
he says, "gi^•eth them water to driuk, and a pomegranate leaf to chew in the mouth, to cleanse
them from inward iincleanness.

"

7 "Early in the morning, they (the Parsees or Ghebers at Oulam) go in crowds to pay theii
devotions to the Sun, to «hoin upon all the altars there are spheres consecrated, made by'magic
resembling the circles of the suu, and when the sun rises, these orbs seem to be inflamed, ant
to turn round Mith a great noise. They have every one a. censer in their hands, aud otfer in-

cease to the sun — Eabbi Benjamin.
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Like lutes of angels , toucli'd so near
Hell's confines, that the dainn'd can heai*?

Far other feelings Love hath brought —
Her sonl all flame , her broAv all sadness.

She now has hut the one dear thought,
And thinks that o'er, almost to madness!

Oft doth her sinking heart recall

His M'ords — "for viy sake Aveep for all;"
And bitterly, as day on day
Of rebel carnage fast succeeds,

She Mecps a lover snat(;]i'd away
In every Gheber vretch that bleeds.

There's not a sabre meets her eye.

But Mith his life-blood seems to swira;
Tliere's not an arroAV Mings the sky,

But fancy turns its point to him.
No more she brings Avith footstep light

Al Hassam's falchion for the fight;

And, — had he look'd Avitli clearer sight.

Had not the mists, that eier rise

From a foul spirit, diram'd his eyes —
He would have mark'd her shuddering frame.
When from the field of blood he came,
The faltering speech — the look estrang'd —
^oice, step, and life, and beauty changed —
He would have mark'd all this, and known
Sucli change is WTOught by Love alone

!

Ah ! not the Love , that should have hless'd

So young, so innocent a breast;

\ot the pure, open, prosperous Love,
That, pledg'd on earth and seal'd above,

Grows in tlic world's approving eyes.

In friendship's smile and home's caress,

Collecting all the heart's sweet ties

Into one knot of Iiappiness

!

No, HiNDA, no, —- thy fatal flame

Is nurs'd in silence, sorrow, shame. —
A passion, without hope or pleasure.

In thy soul's darkness buried deep,

It lies, like some ill-gotten treas^ure, —
Some idol, Avithout shrine or name.
O'er Avhicli its pale-ey'd votaries keep

Unholy watch, Avhile others sleep!

Seven nights have darkcn'd Oman's Sea,

Since last, beneath the moonlight ray.

She saAT his light oar rapidly

Hurry her Gheber s bark aAvay, —
And still she goes, at midnight hour,

To weep alone in that high boAver,

And Avatch, and locdc along the deep

For him Avhose smiles first made her weep, —
But watching, Aveeping, all Avas vain.

She ncA'er saAV his bark again.

The owlet's solitary cry.

The night-haAvk, flitting darkly by,

And oft the hateful carrion-bird.

Heavily flapping liis clogg'd AA'ing,

Which reek'd Avith that day's banquetting —
Was all she saAv, Avas all she heard.

'Tis the eighth morn — Al IIassa\'s hroAV

Is brighten'd Avith unusual joy —
What mighty mischief glads liim noAV,

Who never smiles but to destroy ?

The sparkle upon Herkend's Sea,

When tost at midnight furiously, ^

Tells not of AATeck and ruin nigh,

8 "It is observed, with respect to the Sea of Herkend, that %vhrii it is tossed by tem-

pestuous H'iiids it sparkles like nre." — Travelu of two Mohammedan s.
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More surely than that smiling eye!

"Up, daujrlitfr up — the Kcrnas * hrcath

"Has blown a blast •would waken death,
" And yet thou sleep'st — up, child, and sec

"This blessed day lor Heaven and lue,

"A day more rich in Pagan blood

"Than ever flash'd o'er 0^I\^'^ flood.

"Before another dawn shall shine,

"His head — heart — liuibs — will all be miiie;

"Tliis very night his blood shall steep

"These hands all over ere I sleep!" —
" //js blood!" she faintly screani'd — her mind
Still singling one from all miuikind —
" Yes — spite of his rapines and towers,

"HiFED, my rhlld, this night is ours.

"Thanks to all-conquering treachery,
" Without w hose aid the links accurst,

" Tliat bind these impious slaves, would be
"Ti»o strong for Alla's self to bur»t!

"That rebel fiend. who?e blade has spread
" My path w ith piles of 3Iojlem dead,

"Whose baffling spells had alaio.vt driven

"Back from their course the Swords of Heaven,
"This night, with all his band, shall Ltiow

"How deep an Arab's steel can go,

"WTien God and Vengeance speed the blow.
" And — Prophet ! — by that holy w reath

"Thou worst on Ohods field of death, ^°

"I swear, for every sob that paits
" In angui>h from these heathen hearts,

"A gem from Persia's plnnder'd mines
"Shall glitter on thy Slirine of Shrines.

"But, ha! — she sinks — that looks so wild —
"Those livid lips — my child, my child,

"This life of blood belits not thee,

"And thou must bark to Aiiaby.

"Ne'er had I ri^k'd thy timid sex

"In scenes that man himself might dread,

"Had I not hop'd our CAcry tread
" Would be on prostrate Persian necks —

"Curst race, they ofi'er swords instead !

"But cheer thee, maid, — the Mind that now '

"Is bloAving o'er thy feverish brow,
"To-day shall waft thee from the sliore;

" And, ere a drop of this night's gore
"Have time to chill in yonder towers,

"Thou'lt see thy own sweet Arab bowers!"

His bloody boast was all too true —
There lurk'd one wretch among the few
Whom Hafed's engle eye could count
Around him on that Fiery >Iount. —
One miscreant, who for gold betray'd

The pathway through the valley's shade
To those high towers where Freedom stood

In her last hold of flame and blood.

Left on the field last dreadful night,

Wlien, sallying from their Sacred Height,
Tlie Ghebers fought hope's farewell light.

He lay — but died not with the brave;
That sun, which should have gilt his grave,
Saw him a traitor and a slave; —
And, Mhile the few, who thence retnm'd
To their high rocky fortress mom-n'd

9 A kind of trumpet ; — it "was that used by Tamerlane, the snnnd of which is described
as uncommonly dreadful, and so loud as to be heard at the distance of se\ cral miles. " —

,„,,-,, , , , , ,
RichartJxnn.

», ""hammed had two helmets, an interior and CTiterior one; the latter of which called
Al Mawashah, the lUlet, wreath, or wreathed garland, he wore at the battle of Ohod." —
Universal Hittonj.
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For Iiiin among the luatc-liless dead
They left behind on g:Iory''s bed,

lie liv'd, and, in tlie ftice of morn,
Laughd them and Faith and Heaven to scom.

Oil for a tongue to curse the slave,

Whose treason, like a deadly blight,

Comes o'er the coiuicils of the brave,

And blasts them in their hour of miglit!

May Life's unblessed cup for him
lie drugg'd with treacheries to the brijn, —
With hopes, that but allm-e to fly.

With joys, that vanish while he sips,

Like Uead-Sea fruits, that tempt the eye,

But turn to ashes on the lips!

His country's curse, his children's shame.
Outcast of virtue, j)eace, and fajue.

May he, at last, with lips of flame
On the parch'd desert thirsting die, —
While lakes that shone in mockery nigh
Arc fading oft", untouch'd, untiisted,

Like the once glorious hopes he blasted!

And, when fi'om earth his spirit flies.

Just Prophet, let the damn"d-onc dwell
Full in the sight of Paradise,

Beholding heaven, and feeling hell

!

l-iAtiA RooKH had had a dream the night before, which, in spite of the impend-
ing fate of poor Hafed, made her heart more than usually cheerful during the

morning, and gave her cheeks all the freshened animation of a flower that the

Bid-mu-sk has just passed over. She fancied that she was sailing on that Eiistern

Ocean, where the sea-gipsies, who li^e for ever on the water, enjoy a perpetual

summer in wandering from isle to isle, when slie saw a small gilded bark ap-

proaching her. It was like »)ne of those boats which the Maldivian islanders an-

nually send adrift, at the mercy of winds and waves, loaded Avith perfumes,
flowers , and odoriferous wood , as an offering to the Spirit whom they call King
of the Sea. At first, this little bark appeared to be empty, but, on coming
nearer

She had proceeded thus far in relating the dream to her Ladies, when Feua-
HORZ appeared at the door of the pavilion. In his presence, of course, every

thing else was forgotten, and the continuance of the story Avas instantly requested

by all. Fresh wood of aloes Avas set to burn in the cassolets; — the Aiolet

sherbets Avere hastily handed round, and, after a short prelude on his lute, in the

pathetic measure of Nava , Avbich is always used to express the lamentations of

absent lovers, the Poet thus continued: —

1 HE day is lowering — stilly black

Sleeps the grim wave, Avhiie heaAen's rack,

Dispers'd and Avild, 'twixt earth and sky
Hangs like a shatter d canopy

!

Thei'c's not a cloud in that bine plain

But tells of storm to come or past; —
Here, flying loosely as the mane
Of a young Avar-horse in the blast; —

There, roll'd in masses dark and sAvelling,

As proud to be the thunder's dwelling!

While some, already bur>t and riven.

Seem melting down the verge of beinen;

As though the iulant storm had rent

The mighty womb that gave liun birth,

And, haAiiig swept the firmament.

Was now in fierce carceV for earth.

On earth 'twas jet all culm arouiul,

A pulseless s-ileuce, dread, profound.

More awful than the tempest's gound
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The diver sfeer'd for Ormis' boMei-ji,
,

And moor'd liis skiff till calmer hours;

The se.i-birdf!, with portentous screech.

Flew fast to land; — upon the heach

The pilot oft had paus'd, Avith glance

Turn'd upAvard to that Mild expanse;

And all was boding, drear, and dark,

As her now soul, Avhcn ni>DA's bark
Went slowly from the Persian shore —
No music tim'd her parting ojir, ^

Nor friends upon the lessening strand
Lingered, to wave the unseen hand,

Or speak the farewell, heard no more; —
But lone, unheeded, from the bay
The vessel takes its mournful way,
Like some ill-destin"d bark that steers

In silence through the Gate of Tears. *

And where was stern Al Hassan then?
Could not that saintly scourge of men
From bloodshed and devotion spare

One minute for a farewell there?

Ko — close within, in changeful fits

Of cursing and of prayer, lie sits

In savage loneliness to brood
Upon the coming night of blood.

With that keen, second-scent of death.

By Avhich the vulture snuffs his food

In the still warm and living breath! ^

While o'er the wave his wec|)ing daughter

Is wafted from these scenes of slaughter, —
As a young bird of Babvxox, '*

Let loose to tell of victory won.
Flies home, Avith Aving, ah! not unstain'd

By the red hands that held her chain'd.

And does the long-left home she seeks

Light up no gladness on her cheeks?

The flowers she nurs'd — the well-known groves.

Where oft in dreams her spirit roves —
Once more to see her dear gazelles

Come bounding Avitli their silver bells

;

Her birds' new plumage to behold.

And the gay, gleaming fishes count,

She left, all fiUetted with gold,

Shooting around their jasper fount; * —
Her little garden mosque to see.

And once again, at cA'ening hour,

To tell her ruby rosary

In her OAvn sAveet acacia bower. —
Can these delights, that Avait her now.
Call up no sunshine on her broAV?

No — silent, from her train apart, —
As if cv'n noAV she felt at heart

The chill of her approaching doom, —
She sits, all lovely in her gloom
As a pale Angel of the Grave;
And o'er the Avide, tempestuous Avavc,

Looks, Avith a shudder, to those towers.

Where, in a few short aAvful hours,

1 "The Easterns nsrd to set out on their longer voynges Mith music." — Harmer.
2 "The Gate of'lVars, the straits or passage into the Red Sea, commonly called Babel

mandel. It received this name from the old Arabians, on arconnt of the danger of the naviga
tion, and the nnmber of shipwrecks by which it was distinguished; which induced them to con
sider as dead, and to wear mourning for all who had the boldness to hazard the passage througl
it into the Ethiopic ocean." — Richardson

.

3 "I have been told that whensoever an animal falls down dead, one or more vultures
unseen before, instantly appear." — Pennant.

4 "Thev fasten some writing to the wings of a Bagdat, or Babylonian pigeon." — Travel
of certain i'^.nfclinhmen.

5 "The Kmpress of Jehan-Guire used to divert herself with feeding tame fish in her canals

gome of which were many yeara afterwarda kuowu by fillets of gold, which she caused to bi

put round them. " — Harris.
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Blood, blood, in streaming tides shall run,

Foul incense for to-morrow's sunl

"Where art thou, glorious stranger! thou,
"So lov'd, so lost, where art thou now?
"Foe — Gheber — infidel — whate'er
"The' unhallow'd name thou'rt doom'd to bear,
"Still glorious — still to this fond lieart

"Dear as its blood, whate'er thou art!

"Yes — Alla, dreadful Alla! yes —
"If there be wrong, be crime in this,

"Let the black waves, that round us roll,

"Whelm me this instant, ere my soul,

"Forgetting faith, — home, — father, — all —
"Before its earthly idol fall,

"Nor worship ev'n Thyself above him —
"For oil! so wildly do I love him,
" Thy Paradise itself were dim
"And joyless, if not shar'd -with him!"
Her hands were clasp'd — her eyes upturn'd.

Dropping their tears like moonlight rain;

And, though her lip, fond raver! burn'd

AVith words of passion, bold, profane,

Yet was there light around her brow,
A holiness in those dark eyes.

Which shoAv'd — thougli wandering earthward now, —
Her spirit's home was in tlie skies.

Yes — for a spirit, pure as hers.

Is always pure, cv'n while it errs;

As sunshine, broken in the rill,

Though turn'd astray, is simshine still

!

So wholly had her mind forgot

All thoughts but one, she heeded not

The rising storm — the wave that cast

A moment's midnight, as it pass'd —
Nor heard the frequent shout, the tread

Of gatliering tumult o'er her head —
Clash'd sAvords, and tongues that seem'd to vie

Withe the rude riot of the sky. —
But hark! — that war-Avhoop on the deck —

That crash, as if each engine there.

Mast, sails, and all, were gone to wreck.
Mid yells and stampings of despair!

Merciful heav'n ! wliat can it be.'*

'Tis not the storm, though fearfully

The ship has shuddered as she rode
O'er mountain-waves — " Forgive me, God

!

"Forgive me" — shrick'd the maid, and knelt,

Trembling all over — for she felt

As if her judgment-hour was near;
While crouching round, half dead with fear.

Her handmaids clung, nor breath'd, nor stirr'd, —
When, hark! — a second crash — a third —
And now, as if a bold of thunder
Had riv'n the labouring planks asunder.

The deck falls in — what horrors then!

Blood, waves, and tackle, swords and men
Come mix'd top^ether through the chasm ; —
Some wretches in their dying spasm
Still fighting on — and some that call

" For God and Iran !" as they fall

!

Wliose was the liand that turn'd away
The perils of the' infuriate fray.

And snatch'd her breathless from beneath

This wildcrment of Mreck and death?
She knew not — for a faintness came
Chill o'er her, and her sinking frame
Amid the ruins of that hour
Lay, like a pale and scorched flower.
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Beneath the red volcano's shower!

But oh! the sights and sounds of dread

That shocked her ere her senses fled!

The yawning deck — the crowd that strove

Upon the tottering planks al)0ve —
The sail, whose fragments, shivering o'er

Tlie strugglers' heads, all dashd with gore,

Fhitterd like hloody flags — the clash

Of saljres, and the lightning's flash

Ujion their blades, high toss'd about
Like meteor brands * — as if tliroughout

The elements one fury ran,

One general rage, that left a doubt
Which was the fiercer, Heav'n or 3Ian!

Once too — but no — it coidd not be —
'Twas fancy all — yet once she thought.

While yet her fading eyes could see,

High on the ruin'd deck she caught
A glimpse of that unearthly form,

That glory of her soul, — cv'n then,

Ajinid the whirl of >vreck and storm,

Sliining above his felloM-men,

As, on some black and troublous night,

The Star of Egypt ''
, whose proud light

IVever hath beam'd on those who rest

In the Wliite Islands of the West, «

Burns tlirough the storm with looks of flame

That put Heav'n's cloudier eyes to shame!
But no — 'twas but the minute's dream —
A fantasy — and ere the scream
Had half-way pass'd her pallid lips,

A death-like swoon, a chill eclipse

Of soul and sense its darkness spread

Around her , and she sunk , as dead

!

How calm, how beautiful comes on
The stilly hour, when storms are gone:
^Vlien warring winds have died away,
And clouds , beneath the glancing ray.

Melt off, and leave tlie land and sea

Sleeping in bright tranquillity, —
, Fresh as if Day again were bom,

Again upon the lap of Morn!
When the light blossoms, rudely torn

And scatter'd at the whirlwind's will.

Hang floating in the pure air still,

Filling it all with precious balm.
In gratitude for this sweet calm; —
And every drop the thunder-showers

Have left tipon the grass and flowers

Sparkles , as 'twere that lightning-gem ^

VVhose liquid flame is born of them

!

When, 'stead of one unchanging breeze,

There blow a thousand gentle airs.

And each a different perfume bears, —
As if the loveliest plants and trees

Had vassal breezes of their own
To watch and wait on them alone,

And Maft no other breath than theirs!

When tlie blue waters rise and fall.

In sleepy sunshine mantling all;

And ev'n that swell the tempest leaves

6 Tlie meteors that Pliny calls " faces."

7 "The brilliant Canopiis, unseen in European climatce. " — Brown.
8 See VVill'Drd's learned Essays on the Sacred Isles in the West.

9 A precious stone of the Indies, called by the ancients Ccraunium, because it was snppoaed
to be Iniind in places where thunder had fallen. 'I'erliillian s-ays it ha> a jrlittcring appearance,
as if there liad been lire in it; and the auihor of the Uissirtatiuu in Harris's Voyages supposes
it to be the opal.
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Is like the full and silent heaves
Of lovers' hearts , wlicn newly blest.

Too newly to be quite at re»t!

Such was the golden hour that broke
Upon the Morld , when Hi\da woke
From her long trance, and heard aroimd
No motion but the water's sound
Rippling- against the vessel's side,

As slow it mounted o'er the tide. —
But where is she? — her eyes are dark,

Are Milder'd still — is this the bark.

The same, that from Harmozia's bay
Bore her at morn — whose bloody way
The sea-dog track'd? — no — strange and new
Is all that meets her Avondciing view.
Upon a galliot's deck she lies,

Beneath no rich pavilion's shade.

No plumes to fan her sleeping eyes,

Nor jasmine on her pillow laid.

But the rude litter, roughly spread
With war-cloaks , is her homely bed.

And shaAvl and sash, on javelins hung,
For awning o'er her head are flung.

Shuddering she look'd around — there lay
A group of warriors in the sun

Resting their limbs, as for that day
Their ministry of death were done.

Some gazing on the drowsy sea,

Lost in imconscious reverie;

And some, who seem'd but ill to brook
That sluggish cahn, Mith many a look

To the slack sail impatient cast.

As loose it flagg'd around the mast.

Blest Alla ! Avho shall save her now ?

There's not in all that warrior-band

One Arab sword, one turban'd brow
From her own Faithful Moslem land.

Their garb — the leathern belt ^ that wraps
Each yellow vest ^ — that rebel hue —

The Tartar fleece upon their cajjs ^ —
Yes — yes — her fears are all too true.

And Heav'n hath , in this dreadful hour,

Abandon'd her to II\fed's power; —
Hafed , the Gheber ! — at the thought
Her very heart's blood chills within

;

He, whom her soul was hourly taught
To loathe, as some foul fiend of sin.

Some minister, whom Hell had sent

To spread its blast, M'herc'er he went,

And fling, as o'er our earth he trod.

His shadow betwixt man and God

!

And she is now his captive, — thrown
In his fierce hands , alive, alone

;

His the infuriate band she sees,

All infidels — all enemies!
What M'as the daring hope that then

Cross'd her like lightning , as again,

With boldness that despair had lent.

She darted through that armed crowd
A look so searching , so intent.

That ev'n the sternest Marrior bow'd
Abash'd , when he her glances caught,

As if he guess'd whose form they sought!

1 D'hfioelot. Art. A^duniii.

2 ''The GucLrcs are known by a dark yellow colour, whicli the men afTert in iheir clothes."'
Thevenot.

3 "Theholah, or cap, wotu by the I'craiaue, is made of the skiu of tlio eheep of Tarlarv.

"

ff aring.
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But no — she sees him not — 'tis gone, —
Tlie vijion that before her shone

Through all the maze of blood and storm,

Is fled — "r\ras but a phantom form —
One of those passing, rainbo\F dreams,

Half light, half shade, which Fancy's beams
Paint on the fleeting mi?ts that roll

In trance or slumber round the soul!

But now the bark, with livelier bound,
Scales the blue Maxe — the crew's in motion

The oars are out, and Avith light sound
Break the bright mirror of the ocean,

Scattering its brilliant fragments round.
And noM- she sees — with horror sees

Their course is tow'rd that mountain hold, —
Those toMers , that make her life-blood freeze.

Where 3Iecca's godless enemies
Lie , like beleaguerd scorpions , roll'd

In their last deadly , venomous fold

!

Amid the' illumin'd land and flood

Sunless that mighty mountain stood

;

Save Mhere, above its awful head.
There shone a flaming cloud, blood-red,

As 'twere the flag of destiny

Hung out to mark where death would be!

Had her bewilderd mind the power
Of thought in this terrific hour,
She well might marvel where or how
Man's foot could scale that mountain's brow.
Since ne'er had Arab heard or known
Of path but through the glen alone. —
But every thought was lost in fear,

When, as their bounding bark drew near
The craggy base, she felt the waves
Hurry them tow'rd those dismal caves

That from the Deep in windings pass

Beneath that Mount's volcanic mass —
And loud a voice on deck commands
To loAver the mast and light the brands! —
Instantly o'er the dashing tide

Within a cavern's mouth they glide,

Gloomy as that eternal Porcli,

Through which departed spirits go; —
Not ev'n the flare of brand and torch

Its flickering light could further throw
Than the thick flood that hoi Id below.

Silent they floated — as if each
Sat breathless , and too aw'd for speech
In that dark chasm, Mhere even soimd
Seem'd dark , — so sullenly around
The goblin echoes of the cave

Mutter'd it o'er the long black wave,
' As 'twere some secret of the grave!

But soft — they pau»e — the current turns

Beneath them from its onward track; —
Some mighty, unseen barrier spurns

The vexed tide, all foaming, back,

And scarce the oar's redoubled force

Can stem the eddy's whirling force;

When, hark! — some desperate foot has sprang
Among the rocks — the chain is flung —
The oars are up — the grapple clings.

And the toss'd bark in moorings swings.

Just then, a day-beam through the shade
Broke tremulous — but, ere the maid

,

Can see from Mhence the brightness steals.

Upon her brow she shuddering feels

A viewless hand, that promptly ties
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A bandage round her burning' eyes;

\Miile tbc rude litter where she lies,

Uplifted by the Marrior throng,

O'er the steep rocks is borne along.

Blest power of sunshine! genial Day,
What baliu , what life is in thy ray

!

To feel thee is such real bliss,

That had tlie Avorld no joy but this,

To sit in sunshine calm and sMeet, —
It were a Morld too exquisite

For man to leave it for the gloom,
Tlie deep , cold shadow of the touib

!

Ev'n Hi:\DA , though she saAv not where
Or Avhither MOund the perilous road.

Yet knew by that awakening air.

Which suddenly around lier glow'd.

That tliey had ris'n from darkness then,

And breath'd the sunny world again!

But soon this balmy freshness fled —
For now the steepy labjTintli led

Througli damp and gloom — 'mid crash of boughs.
And fall of loosen'd crags that rouse

The leopard from his hungry sleep.

Who, starting, thinks each crag a prey,

And long is heard from steep to steep.

Chasing them doAvn their thundering May!
The jackal's cry — the distant moan
Of the hyaena , fierce and lone ;

—
And that eternal saddening sound
Of torrents in the glen beneath,

As 'twere the ever-dark Profound
That rolls beneath the Bridge of Death!

AU , all is fearful — ev'n to sec.

To gaze on those terrific things

She now but blindly heai-s , would be
Relief to her imaginings

!

Since never yet was shape so dread,

But Fancy, thus in darkness thrown,

And by such sounds of horror fed,

Could frame more dreadful of her own.

But does she dream.'' has Fear again
Fcrplcx'd the workings of her brain.

Or did a voice, all music, then

Come from the gloom , low Avhispering near —
" Tremble not , love , thy Gheber's here ?

"

She does not dream — all sense, all ear,

She drinks the words, "Thy Gheber's here."

"ISvas his OAvn voice — she could not err —
Throughout the breathing Morld's extent

There was but one such voice for her.

So kind, so soft, so eloquent!

Oh! sooner shall the rose of May
Mistake her o\vn sAveet nightingale,

And to some meaner minstrel's lay

Open her bosom's glowing veil, *

Than Love shall ever doubt a tone,

A breath of the beloved one

!

Though blest, 'mid all her ills, to think.

She has that one beloved near.

Whose smile, tliough met on ruin's brink.

Hath power to make ev'n min dear, —
Yet soon this gleam of rapture, crost

By fears for liim, is chill'd and lost.

How shall the ruthless Hafed brook
That one of Ghcbcr blood should look.

With aught but curses in his eye,

4 A frequent iinape araniif; the oriental poets. "The nightinffalea warbled their cuchauling
notes, and rent the thin veils of the rotjcbud and the rose." — Jami.
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On her — a maid of Arabt —
A Moslem maid — the child of him,

Wliose I)loody hauner's dire siiccesis

Hath left their alt<irs cold and dim.

And their fair land a wilderness!

And. Mor.-e than all, that iiigfht of blood
WTiiih comes so fast — oh! who shall stay

Tlie sword, that once hatli ta ted food

Of Persian hearts, or tarn its way?
AVHiat arm shall then tlic victim cover,

Or from her father shield lier lover?

"Save him, my God!" she inly cries —
"Save him this night — and if thine eyes

" Have ever wclcoin'd with delight

"The sinner's tears, the sacrifice

"Of sinners' hearts — guard him this niglit,

" And here, before thy throne, I swear
"From my heart's inmo.-t core to tear
" Love, hope, remembrance, though they be

"Link'd with each quivering life-string there,

"And gi^e it bleeding all to Thee!
"Let him but live, the burning tear,

"The sighs so sinful, yet so dear, 1
" VMiich haAe l)een all too much his OMn, m
"Shall from this hoTir be Heaven's alone. '

"Youth passd in penitence, and age
"In long and painful pilgrimage,

"Shall leave no traces of the flame

"That wastes me now — nor shall his name
" Ere bless my lips, but when I pray
"For his dear spirit, that away
"Casting from its angelic ray
"The' eclipse of earth, he too may shine

"Redeemd, all glorious and all Thine!

"Think — think vhat victory to win
"One radijint soul like his from sin; —
" One wandering ^tar of virtue back
" To its own native, heavcn-M ard track !

"Let him ?jut live, and both are Thine,

"Together Tliine — for, blest or crust,

"Living or dead his doom is mine,

"And if he perish, both are lost!"

J. HE next evening Lalla Rookh was entreated by her Ladies to continue the

relation of her wonderful dream; but the fearful interest that hung round the

fate of Hi\DA and her lover liad completely removed evei'y trace of it from her

mind; — mnch to the disappointment of a fair seer or two in her train, who
prided themselves on their skill in interpreting visions, and who had already re-

marked, as an unlucky omen, that the Princess, on the very morning after the

dream, had worn a silk dyed with the blossoms of the sorrowful tree, ISilica.

Fadladee\, whose wrath had more than once liroken out during the recital

of some parts of tbis most heterod(t\ jioem, seemed at length to have made up
his mind to the infliction ; and took his seat the evening with all the patience of

a martyr, while the Poet continued his profane and seditious story thus: —

L o tcarles!> eyes and hearts at case

The leafy shores and sun-bright seas.

That lay beneath that mountain's height,

Had been a fair enchanting sight.

'Twas one of those ambrosial eves

A day of storm so often leaves

At its calm setting — when the West
Opens her golden bovicrs of rest.

And a moi^t radiance from the skies

Shoots trembling ilowu, as from the eyes
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Of some meek penitent, whose last,

2 Uright hours atone for dark ones past,

And whose sweet tears, o'er wrong- forgiven.

Shine , as they fall, with light from heaven

!

'Twas stillness all — the winds that late

Had riisird through Kerma.n's almond groves,

And shaken from her bowers of date

Tlrat cooling feast tiie traveller loves, *

Now, iiiU'd to languor, scarcely curl

The Green Sea wave, whose waters gleam
Lim|)id, as if her mines of pearl

Were melted all to form the stream.

And her fair inlets, small and Lriglit,

With their green shores refiected there,

Look like those Feri isles of light,

That hang Ijy spell-work in the air.

But vainly did those glories hurst

On IIivda's dazzled eyes, Avhen first

The bandage from her brow was taken,

And pale and aw'd as those who waken
In their dark tombs — when, scowling near.

The Searchers of the Grave ^ appear, —
She shuddering turn'd to read her fate

In the fierce eyes that flasji'd around;

And saw those towers all descdate.

That o'er her head terrific frown'd.

As if defying ev'n the smile

Of that soft heaven to gild their pile.

In vain, with mingled hope and fear.

She looks f(»r him whose voice so dear

Had come, like music, to her ear —
Strange, mocking dream! again 'tis fled.

And oh ! the shoots, tlie pangs of dread
That through her inmost bosom run,

Wlien voices from without proclaim

"Hafed, the Chief" — and, one by one.

The M'arriors shout that fearful name

!

He comes — the rock resounds his tread —
How shall she dare to lift her head.

Or meet those eyes, whose scorching glare

Not Yemka's boldest sons can bear ?

In whose red beam, tlie ]\Ioslem tells.

Such rank and deadly lustre dwells.

As in those hellish fires that light

The mandrake's charnel leaves at night !
^

How shall she bear that voice's tone.

At whose loud battle-cry alone

Whole squadrons oft in panic ran,

Scatter'd like some vast caravan,

When, stretch'd at evening round the well,

They hear the thirsting tiger's yell!

Breathless she stands, with eyes cast doAvn,

Shrinking beneath the fiery frown,

Wliicli, fancy tells her, from that brow
Is Hashing o'er her fiercely now

;

And shuddering, as she hears the tread

Of his retiring Avarrior band, —
Never was pause so full of dread;

Till Hafed with a trembling hand
*" Took hers, and, leaning o'er her, said,

"Hinda!" — that word was all he spoke,

1 "In parts of Kerman, whatover dates are shaken from the trees by tlic wind tliey do not
touch, but leave them lor those wlio have not any, or for travellers." — Kbn Haukcl.

2 The two terrible anj^cls, Monkir and A'akir; who are called " the Searchers of the Grave"
in the "Creed of the orthodox Mahometans," gi\en hy Ockley , \ol. ii.

3 " The Arabians call the laaiidrakc ' the Devil's cuudlc,' on account of itu ehiaing appearance
ia the night." — Richardson.
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And 'twas enough — the sliriek that broke
From her full bosom told the rest —

Panting vith terror, joy, surprise,

The maid but lifts her Mondering eves,

To hide them on her Ghebers breast!

'Tis he, 'tis lie — the man of blood,

Tlie fellcst of the Fire-fiends brood, x

Hafed, the demon of the fight.

Whose voice unnerves, whose glances blight, —
Is her own loved Gheber, mild
And glorious as when fir>t he smild
In her lone tower, and left siuli beams
Of his pure eye to light her dreams,
That she bcliev'd her bower had given

Rest to some wanderer from heaven!

Moments there are, and this Mas one,

Snatchd like a minutes gleam of sun

Amid the black Simooms eclipse —
Or like those verdant spots tliat bloom

Around tlie crater's burning lips,

Sweetening the very edge of doom

!

Tlie past — the future — all that Fate

Can bring of dark or desperate 1
Around such hom*s, but makes them cast I
Litenser radiance vhile they last!

Ev"n he, this youth — though dimm'd and gone

Each star of Hope that checrd him on —
His glories lost — his cause betrayd —
Ira\, his dear-lov'd country, made
A land of carcasses and slaves,

One dreary waste of chains and graves !
—

Himself but lingering, dead at heart,

To see the last, long-struggling breath

Of Liberty's great soul depart.

Then lay him down, and share her death —
Ev'n he, so sunk in MTctchedness,

With doom still darker gathering o'er liim,

Yet, in this moment's pure caress,

In tbe mild eyes that ^hone before him.

Beaming that blest assurance, worth
All other transports kiiown on earth.

That he was lovd — well, warmly lov'd —
Oh! in this precious hour he provd
How deep, how thorough-felt the glow
Of rapture, kindling out of Avoe; —
How exquisite one single drop

Of bliss, thus sparkling to the top

Of misery's cup — how keenly qualTd,

Though death must follow on the draught!

She too, while gazing on those eyes

That sink into her soul so deep,

Forgets all fears, all miseries.

Or feels them like the >vretch in sleep.

Whom fancy cheats into a smile.

Who dreams of joy, and sobs the while!

The mighty Ruins where they stood.

Upon the mount's high, rocky verge,

Lay open tow'rds the ocean flood.

Where lightly o'er the' illmnin"d svage

Many a fair bark that, aU the day.

Had lurkd in sheltering creek or bay,
'

Now bounded on and gave their sails,

Yet dripping, to the evening gales;

Like eagles, when the storm is done,

Spreading their Met Mings in the sun.

The beauteous clouds, though daylight's Star

Had sunk behind the hills of Lar,

Were still with lingering glories bright, — 1
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As if, to grace the gorgeous West,
The Spii'it of departing Liglit

That eve had left his sunny ve.st

Behind him, ere he Aving'd his flight.

Never was scene so forin'd for love !

Beneath them, wa^es of crystal moAe
In silent swell — heav'n glows above.

And their pure hearts, to transport given.

Swell like the wave, and glow like heav'n.

But ah! too soon that dream is past —
Again, again her fear returns ;

—
Night, dreadful night, is gathering fast.

More faintly the horizon burns.

And every rosy tint that lay

One the smooth sea hath died away.
Hastily to the darkening skies

A glance she casts — then Mildly cries

"At night, he said — and, look 'tis near —
'•Fly, fly — if yet thou lov'st me, fly —

"Soon will his murderous band be here,
" And I shall see thee bleed and die. —

"Hush! — heard'st thou not the tramp of men
" Sounding from yonder fearful glen .'' —
"Perhaps ev'n nttw they climb the Mood —

"Fly, fly — though still the West is bright,

"He'll come — oh! yes — he Avants thy blood —
"I know him — he'll not wait for night!"

In terrors ev'n to agony
She clings around the wondering Chief ;

—
"Alas, poor wilder'd maid! to me
"Thou ow'st this raving trance of grief.

"Lost as I am, nought ever grew
"Beneath my shade but perish'd too —
"My doom is like the Dead Sea air,

"And nothing lives that enters there!
" Why were our barks together driven

"Beneath this morning's furious heaven?
"Why, when! saw the prize that chance
"Had thrown into my desperate arms, —

" Wlien, casting but a single glance
"Upon thy pale and prostrate charms,

"I vow'd (though watching viewless o'er

" Tliy safety through that hour's alarms)
" To meet the' unmanning sight no more —
"Why have I broke that heart-wrung vow?
" Why weakly, madly met thee now ? —
" Start not — that noise is but the shock

" Of torrents through yon valley hurl'd —
"Dread nothing here — upon this rock
"We stand above the jarring world,

"Alike beyond its hope — its dread —
"In gloomy safety, like the Dead!
" Or, could ev'n earth and hell unite

"In league to storm this Sacred Height,

"Fear nothing thou — myself, to-night,
" And each o'erlooking star that dAvclU

"Near God will be thy sentinels; —
"And, ere to-morrow's dawn shall glow,
"Bacif to thy sire "

"To-morrow! — no —

"

The maiden gcream'd — "thou'lt never sec

"To-morrow's sun — death, death Avill be
" The night-cry through each reeking tower,

"Unless we fly, ay, fly this hour;
" Thou art betray'd — some wretch who knew
"That dreadful glen's mysterious clew —
"Nay, doubt not — by yon stars, 'tis true —
"Hath sold thee to my vengeful sire;
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"This morning, with tliat smile so dire
" He Mear« in joy, lie told me all,

"And starap"d in triumph through our hall,

"As though thy licart already heat

"Its last life-throh beneath his feet!

" Good Ileav'n, how little dreiim'd I then

"Ills victim was my own lov'd youth! —
"Fly — send — let some one watch the glen —
"By all my hopes of heaven 'ti> truth!"

Oh! colder than the wind tliat freezes

Founts, that but now in sunshine play'd,

Is that congealing pang which seizes

The trusting bosom, when hetray"d.

He felt it — deeply felt — and stood,

As if the tale had froz'n his blood,

So mazd and motionless Avas he; —
Like one whom sudden spells enchant,

Or some mufe. marble habitant

Of the still Halls of Ishmome !
*

But soon the painful chill Wiis o'er.

And his great soul, herself once more,
Lookd from his brow in all the rays

Of her best, happiest, grandest days

!

Never, in moment most elate,

Did that high spirit loftier rise; —
While bright, serene, determinate,

His looks are lifted to the skies,

As if the signal-lights of Fate
Were shining in those awful eyes!

'Tis come — his hour of martyrdom
In Ira>"s sacred cause is come;
And, though his life hath pass'd away
Like lightning on a stormy day,

Yet shall his death-hour Ictive a track

Of glory, permanent and bright.

To which the brave of after-times,

The suffering brave, shall long look hack

With proud regret, — and by its light.

Watch through the hours of slavery's night

For vengeance on the' oppressor's crimes!

Tliis rock, his monument aloft.

Shall speak the tale to many an age;
And hither bards and heroes oft

Shall come in secret pilgrunage.

And bring their warrior sons and tell

The wondering boys where IIafed fell,

And swear them on those lone remains

Of their lost country's ancient fanes,

Never — while breath of life shall live

Within them — never to forgive

The' accursed race, whose ruthless cham
Hath left on IRA^'s neck a stain

Blood, blood alone can cleanse again!

Such are the swelling thoughts that now ^|
Enthrone themselves on Hafed's brow;
And ne'er did Saint of Issa'* gaze
On the red wreath, for martyis twin'd,

More proudly than the yoTith surveys

That pile, which tliroiigh the gloom behind,

Hiilf lighted by the altar's fire.

Glimmers, — his distant fimeral pyre!

Heap'd by his own, his comrades' hands.

Of every wood of odorous breath,

There, by the Fire-god's shrine it stands.

Ready to fold in radiant death

4 For an account of hhmonie, the petrified city in Tpper Egypt, where it is said there are

many statues of men, women, etc. to be seen to this day, see Ferry e I itio of the Levant.
5 Jesus.
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Tlie few still left of thoi5e who swore
To parish tliere, Mlicn hope was o"er —
The few, to whom tlint couch of flame.

Which rescues them from bonds and ^hamc,
Is sweet and weh^orae as the bed
For their own infant Prophet spread.

When pityinj^ Heav'n to roses turn'd

The death-fiamcs that beneath hiui bum'd! "^

With watchfulness the maid attends

His rapid glance where'er it bends —
Why bhoot his eyes such awful beams?
What plans he now? Arhat thinks or dreams?
Alas! why stands he musinj;^ here.

When every moment teems with fear?

"H.VFED. my own beloved Lord,"'

She kneeling cries — first, last ador'd!
" If in that soul thon'st ever felt

"Half what thy lips impassioned swore,

"Here, on ray knee^ tliat never knelt
•' To any but their God before,

"I pray thee, as thou lov'st rac, ily—
"INow, now — ci-e yet tlieir blades arc nig-li.

"Oh haste — the bark that bore me hither
" Can waft us o'er yon darkening: sea

" East — west — alas, I care not whither,

"So thou art safe, and I Avith thee!
" Go where we will, this hand in thine,

" Those eyes before me smiling thus,
" Throngh good and ill, through storm and shine,

"The world's a world of love for us!

"On *ome calm, blessed shore we'll dwell,

" Wliere 'tis no crime to love too well ;
—

"Where thus to Avorship tenderly
" An erring child of liglit like thee

"Will not be sin — or, if it be,

"Where we may weep our faults away,

"Together kneeling, night and day,

"Thou, for viy sake, at Aula's shrine,

"And I — at any God's, for thine!"

Wildly these passionate Avords she spoke —
Tlicn hung her head, and Avejjt for shame

:

Sobbing, as if a heart-string broke

With every deep-heav"d sob that came:

While he, young, Avarm — oli! Avonder not

If, for a moment, pride and fame,

His oath — his cause — that siirine of flame,

And Irax's self are all forgot

For her Avhom at his feet he sees,

Kneeling in speechless agonies.

IVo, blame him not, if Hope aAvhile

DaAvn'd in his soul, and threw her smile

O'er hoiu-s to come — o'er days and nights

Wing'd Avith those precious, pure delights

Which she, Avho bends all beauteous there,

W'as born to kindle and to sliare!

A tear or tAVO, Avhich, ns he lioAv'd

To raise the suppliant, trembling stole,

First w arn'd him of this dangerous cloud

Of softness passing o'er his soul.

Starting, he brushd the drops aAvay,

UnAvorthy o'er that cheek to stray; —
Like one Avho, one the morn of fight.

Shakes from his sword the dcAvs of night,

That had but dimm'd, not stain'd its liglit.

Yet, though subdued the' unnerving thrill,

e The Crheberg say that when Abraham , their great Prophrf , Aras thrown into the fire bj

rdtr nl \iinroil, the ttame turned iuatuntly iuto "a bed of roses, where tlie cbild sweetlj re-

osed. " — Tavernier.

U
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Its wannth, its weakness lingerd still

So touching: in each look and tone,

That the fond, fearingc, hoping' maid
Half counted on the llight she pray'd,

Half thought the hero's soul Mas grown
As soft, as yielding as her own,

And smird and blessd him, while lie said,
" Ves — if there be some happier sphere,
"AVhere fadeless truth like om-s is dear; —
" If there be any land of rest

"For those who lore and ne'er forget,

"Oh! comfort thee — for safe and blest

"We'll meet in that calm region yet!"'

Scarce had she time to ask her heart
If good or ill these words impart,
When the rous'd youtli impatient flew

To the tower-wall, where, high in view,
A ponderous sea-horn ^ hung, and blew
A signal, deep and dread as those

The storm fiend at his rising blows. —
Full well his Chieftains, sworn and true
Thi-ough life and death, that signal knew;
For 'twas the' appointed Marning-blast,
The' alarm, to tell when hope was past,

And the tremendous death-die cast

!

And there, upon the mouldering tower.
Hath hung this sea-horn many an hour,
Ready to sound oer land and sea
That dirge-note of the brave and free.

They came — his Chieftains at the call

Came slowly round, and with them all —
Alas, how few? — the worn remains '

Of those who late o'er Kerman's plains
Went gaily prancing to the clash
Of Moorish zel and tymbalon,

Catching new hope from every flash

Of their long lances in the sun —
And, as their coursers charg'd the wind,
And the M'hite ox-tails stream'd behuid, **

Looking, as if the steeds they rode
Were M'ing'd, and every Chief a God!
How fall'n, how alter'd now! how Avan
Each scarr'd and faded visage shone,
As round the burning shrine they came ; —
How deadly Avas the glare it cast,

As mute they paus'd before the flame
To light their torches as they pass'd!

'Twas silence all — the youth hath plann'd
The duties of his soldier-band

;

And each detcrrain'd brow declares

His faithful Chieftains Avell know theirs.

But minutes speed — night gems the skies —
And oh how soon, ye bles.<ed eyes.

That look from heaven, ye may behold
Sights that will turn your star-fires cold

!

Breathless Avith awe, impatience, hope,
The maiden sees the veteran group
Her litter silently prepare.

And lay it at her trembling feet; —
And now the youth, with gentle care.

Hath plac'd her in the shelter'd seat.

And press'd her hand — that lingering press
Of hands, that for the last time sever;

T "The shell called Siiankos, common to India, Africa, and the Medifcrranean , and Bt
used 111 many parts as a trumpet lor blowing alarms or civing siffuals : it seuds forth a deep ai
hollow souiul. " — Pennant.

b fa s b

H "The finest ornament for the horses ia made of six large flying tassels of long white hai
token out of the tails of wild oxen, that are to be fouud in some places of the Indies." •

Tthenot. '
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Of henrts, ^rhoso pulse of happiness,
When that liold breaks, is dead for ever.

And yet to her this sad caress

Gives hope — so fondly hope can err

!

'Tvras joy, she thought, joy's mute excess —
Their happy flight's dear liarhinger;

'Twas warmth — assurance — tenderness

—

'Twaa any thing but leaving her.

"Haste, haste!" she cried, "the clouds grow darlr,

"But still, ere night, well reach the bark;
"And, by to-raorrow's dawn — oh bliss I

" With thee upon the sun-bright deep>
"Far off, I'll but remember this,

"As some dark vanish'd dream of sleep!

"And thou " but ha! — he answers not —
Good Heav'n ! — and does she go alone ?

She now has reach'd that dismal spot,

Where, some hours since, his voice's tone
Had come to soothe her fears and ill?,

Sweet as the Angel I:^RA^IL's, ^

When every leaf on Eden's tree

Is trembling to his minstrelsy —
Yet now — oh now, he is not nigh —
"HifedI my Hafed ! — if it be

" Thy will, thy doom this night to die,

"Let me but stay to die with thee,

"And I will bless thy loved name,
"Till the last life-breath leave this frame.
" Oh ! let our lips, our cheeks bo laid

"But near each other M'hile they fade;
'•Let us but mix our parting breaths,

"And I can die ten thousand deaths!
" You too, who hurry me away
" So cruelly, one moment stay—

" Oh ! stay — one moment is not much
"He yet may come — for him I pray —
"Hafed! dear Hafed !

—
" all the May

In wild lamentings, that would touch
A heart of stone, she slu-iek'd his name
To the dark woods — no Hafed came: —
No — hapless pair — you've look'd your last:

lour hearts should both liavc broken then

:

The dream is o'er — your doom is cast —
Y'ou'll never meet on earth again 1

Alas for him, who hears her cries! —
Still half-way down the steep ho stands,

Watching with fix'd and feverish eyes

The glimmer of those burning brands.

That down the rocks, with mournful ray,

Light all he loves on earth away!
Hopeless as they who, far at sea,

By the cold moon have just consign'd

The corse of one, lov'd tenderly.

To the bleak flood they leave behind;
And on the deck still lingering stay,

And long look back, with sad delay.

To watch the moonlight on the wave.
That ripples o'er that cheerless grave.

But see — ho starts — what heard he then?
That dreadful shout! — across the glen ,

From the land-side it comes, and loud

Rings through the chasm; as if the crowd
Of fearful things, that haunt that dell,

Its Gholes and Dives and shapes of hell.

Had all in one dread howl broke out.

So loud, so teiTiblc that shout

!

"They come — the Moslems come!" — he cries,

9 "The Angel IsraliJ, who has the most melodious voice of aH God's creatures" — Sate.

6*
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His prond soul mounting to his eyes,

" Now, Spirits of the Brave, who roam
" Enfrancliis"*! tlirough yon starry dome,
" Rejoice — for souls of kindred fire

"Are on the wins: to join your choir!"

He said — and, light as hridoj^rooms hound
To their yoiinj^ loves, recliral)"d the steep

And grain'd the shrine — his Chiefs stood round -

Their swords, as with instinctive leap,

Too:ether, at that cry accurst.

Had from their sheaths, like sunheams, hurst.

And hark! — ag^ain — again it rings;

Near and more near its crhoings

Peal throtigh the chasm — oli ! who that then

Had seen those listening warrior-men,

With their swords grasp'd, their eyes of fiame

Turn"d on their Chief — could douht the shame,

The' indignant shame with which they ihriU

To hear tho^e shouts and yet stand still?

He read their thoughts — they were his own —
"AMiat! while our arms can wield these blades

"Shall we die tamely? die alone?
" Without one victim to our sliades,

"One Moslem heart, where, hurled deep,

"The sahre from its toil may sleep?
" No — God of Iraa's hurning skies

!

"Thou scorn'st the' inglorious sacrifice.

"No — though of all earth's hope hereft,

" Life, swords, and vengeance still are left.

" We'll make yon valley's reeking caves
" Live in the awe-struck minds of men,

"Till tyrants shudder, when their slaves

"Tell of the Ghehers' bloody glen.

"Follow, brave hearts! — this pile remains
"Our refuge still from life and chains;

"But his the best, the holiest bed,

"Who sinks cntomb'd in 3Ioslem dead!"

Doxm the precipitous rocks they sprung.

While ^"igoiir, more than human, strung

Each arm and heart. — The' exulting foe

Still through the dark defiles below,

Track d by his torches' lurid fire,

Wound slow, as through Golco\d.4's vale ^

The mighty serpent, in his ire.

Glides on with glittering , deadly trail.

No torch the Ghehers need — so well

They know each mystery of the dcll,

So oft have, in their wanderings.

Cross'd the wild race that round them dwcll|

The very tigers from their delves

Look out, and let them pa>s, as things

I'ntam'd and fearless like themselves!

There was a deep ravine, that lay

Yet darkling in the 3Ioslem's May ;
—

Fit spot to make invaders rue
Tlie many fall'n before the few.

The torrents from that mornings sky
Had fill'd tlic narrow chasm breast-high,

And, on each side, alolt and wild.

Huge cliffs and toppling cra^s Merc pil'd,

The guards, m ith which young Freedom lines

The patliMays to her moimtain shrines.

Here, at this pass, the scanty band
Of Irak's lost avengers stand; —
Here wait, in silence like the dead,
And listen for the Moslem's tread

1 Sec Hoole upon the Story of Siabad.
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So anxiously, the Ctirrion-bird

Above them flaps his Ming unheard!

They come — that phmge into the water
Gives signal for the Avork of slaughter.

Now, Ghebers, noAV — if e'er yom- blades
Had point or proAvess, prove them noAv —

Woe to llie file that foremost Avades!

They come — a falchion greets each broAv,

And, as they tumble, trunk on trimk,

Beneath the gory Avaters smik,

Still o'er their droAvning bodies press

INcAV victims quick and numberless;

Till scarce an arm in IIafed's band
So fierce their toil, hath poAver to stir

But listless from each crimson hand
The sAvord hangs, cloggd AvitU massacre.

Never Avas horde of tyrants met
With bloodier Avelcome — never yet

To patriot vengeance hath tlie sAvord

More terrible libations pour'd!
All up the dreary, long raAinc
By the red, murky glimmer seen

Of half-quench'd brands, that o'er the flood

Lie scatter'd round and burn in blood,

What ruin glares! Avhat carnage sAvims!

Heads, blazing turbans, quivering limbs,

Lost sAVords that, dropp'd from many a hand^
In that thick pool of blaughter stand ; —
Wretches Avho Avadiiig, half on fire

From the toss'd brands that round them fly,

'TAvixt flood and flame in shrieks expire ;
—

And some Avho, grasp'd by those that die,

Sink Avoundless Avith them, smother'd o'er

In their dead brethren's gusliing gore!

But vainly hundreds, thousands bleed,

Still hundreds, thousands more succeed

;

Countless as toAv'rds some flame at night

'I"he North's dark insects Aving their flight,

And quench or perish in its light.

To tJiis terrific spot they pour —
Till, bridg'd Avith Moslem bodies o'er.

It bears aloft their slippery tread.

And o'er the dying and the dead,

Trcmeiulous causeAvay — on they pass. —
'J'!ien, hapless Ghebers, then, alas,

What hope Avas left for you? for you,

Whose yet AAami pile of sacrifice

Is smoking in their Aengeful eyes —
W^hose SAi'ords Iioav keen, Ijoav fierce tliey hnc;v,

And burn Avith shame to find Iioav fcAV.

Crush'd (loAvn by that vast nmltitude,

Some found their giaves Avhere first thoy st>iod;

W^liile some Avith hardier struggle died,

And still fought on by Hafed's side.

Who fronting to the foe, trod ]»ack

TeAv'rds the liigh toAvers his gory track ;

And, as a lion sAvept aAvay

By sudden SAvell of Joudan's pride

From the Avild covert Avhere he lay, ^

Long battles Avith tlie' o'erAvheiming tide.

So fought he back Avith fierce delay,

And liept ))oth focd and fate at bay.

But Avhither noAV? their track is lost,

Their prey escap'd — guide, torches gone —
2 "111 llii-i (liickct upon the banks of (iic Jordan several sorts of viiUI Ijtnels arc uoiit to

arbour tlitiiiseUrs, wiio^e bciitc; uaslieil out ot" the covert by the ovcilloniaffs of the river
avc occasion to tlial al'aisiou of Jeremiah, he shall come up like a lion from th^ iu-elling of
ordun. ' — Maundrell'a Aleppo.
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By torrent-l)eds and labyrintlis crost,

The scatter'd croM'd ru*h blindly on —
"Curse on those tardy lights that wind,"

They panting: cry, ''so far behind —
*'0h for a bloodhound's precious scent,

"To track the May the Gheber went!"
Vain M'ish — confusedly along

Tiiey rush, more desperate as more wrong:
Till, wilder'd by the far-off lights,

Yet glittering up those gloomy heights.

Their footing, niaz'd and lost, they miss.

And down the darkling precipice

Are dash'd into the deep abyss ; —
Or midway liang, inipal'd on rocks,

A banquet, yet alive, for flocks

Of ravening vultures, •— while the dell

Re-echoes with each horrible yell.

Those sounds — the last, to vengeance dear,

That e'er shall ring in Hafed's ear, —
IVow reach'd him, as filoft, alone.

Upon the steep way breathless thrown,
lie lay beside his reeking blade,

Resign'd, as if life's task were o'er,

Its last blood-offering amply paid,

And Iran's self could claim no more.
One only thought, one lingering beam
INow broke across his dizzy dream
Of pain and weariness — 'tvas she

His heart's pure planet, shining yet

Above the Avaste of memory.
When all life's other lights were set.

And never to his mind before

Her image such enchantment wore.
It seem'd as if each thought that stain'd,

Each fear that chill'd their loves was past,

And not one cloud of earth remain'd

Between liim and her glory cast;

As if to charms, before so bright,

New grace from other worlds was given,

Aiul his soul saw her by the light

Now breaking o'er itself from heaven!

A voice spoke near him — 'twas the tone

Of a lov'd friend, the only one
Of all his warriors, left Avith life

From that short night's tremendous strife. —
" Aud must we then, my Chief, die here ?

" Foes round us, and the Shrine so near !

"

These words have rous'd the last remains

Of life Mitliin him — "what! not yet
*' Beyond the reach of Moslem chains !

"

The thought coiUd make ev'n Death forget

His icy bondage — Avith a bound
He springs, all bleeding, from the ground.
And grasps his comrade's arm, now grown
Ev'n feebler, heavier than his own,
And up the painful pathway leads,

Death gaining on each step he treads.

Speed them, thou God, who heard'st (heir vow!
They mount — they bleed — oh saAc them now
The crags are red they're clambcr'd o'er.

The rock-Aveed's dripping with their gore —
Thy blade too, IIafed, false at length.

Now breaks beneath thy totterijig strength —

•

Haste, haste — the voices of the Foe
Come near and nearer from beloAV —
One effort more — thank Heav'n! 'tis past,

They've gain'd the topmost steep at last.

And now they touch the temple's walls,

Now Hafed sees the Fire divine -^
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Wlien. lo ! — his weak, worn comi-ade falli

Dead on the threshold of the Shrine.
''

"Alas, hrave soul, too quickly fled!

''And must I leave thee withering here,
"The sport of every ruffian's tread,

"The mark for every coward's spear?
"\o, by yon altar's sacred beams!"
lie cries, and, with a strength that seems
Not of this world, uplifts the frame
Of the fall'n Chief, and tow'rds the flame
Bears liim along; — with death-damp hand
The corpse upon the pyre he lays,

Then lights the consecrated brand,

And fires the pile, Avhose sudden blaze
Like h'ghtning bursts o'er Oman's Sea. —
"Now, Freedom's God! I come to Thee,"
TJie youth exclaims, and with a gmile
Of triumph vaulting on the pile,

In that last efTort, ere the fires

Have harm'd one glorious limb, expires

!

What shriek was that on Oman's tide?

It came from yonder drifting bark,

That just has caught upon her side

The death-light — and again is dark.

It is the boat — ah, why delay'd ? —
Tliat bears the Mretched 3Ioslem maid
Confided to the watchful care

Of a small veteran band, Mith whom
Tlicir generous Chieftain Mould not share
The secret of his final doom

;

But hop'd when Hinda, safe and free,

Was rendered to her father's eyes,

Their pardon, full and prompt, Mould be
The ransom of so dear a prize. —

Unconscious, thus, of Hafed's fate.

And proud to guard their beauteous freight,

Scarce had they clear'd the surfy Maves
Tliat foam aroimd those frightful caves,

When the curst war-whoops, known so well.

Came echoing from the distant dell —
Sudden each oar, upheld and still,

Hung dripping o'er the vessel's side,

And, driving at the current's will,

They rock'd along the M'hispering tide.

While every eye in mute dismay.

Was tow rd that fatal mountain turn'd.

Where the Aim altar's quivering ray

As yet all lone and tranquil burn'd.

Oh! 'tis not, Hinba, in the poMcr
Of fancy's most terrific touch

To paint thy pangs in that dread hour —
Thy silent agony — 'tMas such

As those Mho feel could paint too well.

But none e'er felt and liv'd to tell!

'Tmus not alone the dreary state

Of a lorn spirit, crush'd by fate,

Wlien, though no more remains to dread.

The jianic <;liill Mill not depart; —
When, though the inmate Hope be dead.

Her ghost still haunts the mouldering heart

No — pleasures, hopes, allections gone.

The Mrctch may bear, and yet live on.

Like things, Mithin the cold rock found

Alive, Mhen all's congeal'd aroimd.

But there's u blank repose in this,

A calm stagnation, that Mere bliss

To the keen, burning, harrowing pain.

Now felt through all tJiy breast and braiii —
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Tliat ppasm of terror, mnte, intense,

TJiat breathless, af^oni/Zd .sii«;ijense.

From whose liot throb, >Fhose deadly aching

The heart hath no relief hut breaking!

Cahn is tlie wave — hea^'n's brilliant lights

Keflected dance beneath the proAv ;
—

Tunc Avas when, on such lovely nights.

She M'ho is there, so de.-olate now,

Could sit all clieerful, though alone,

And ask no happier joy than seeing

That star-light o'er the waters throAvn —
]No joy but that to make her blest.

And the fresh buoyant sense of being

That bounds in youth's yet careless breast, —
lt<elf a star, not borroM ing light.

But in its oMH glad essence bright.

How different now! — but, hark, again

The yell of liavoc rings — brave men!
In vain, with beating liearts, ye stand

On the bark's edge — in vain each hand
Half draMS the falchion from its sheath;

All's o'er — in rust your blades may lie;

He, at whose word they've scattcr'd death,

Ev'n now, this night, himself must die!

Well may ye look to yon dim tower.

And ask, and wondering guess what means
The battle-cry at this dead hour —

Ah! she could tell you — she, who leans

Unheeded there, pale, simk, aghast.

With brow against the dcw-cold mast —
Too well she knows — her more than life,

Her souVs first idol and its last.

Lies bleeding in that muiderous strife.

But see — what moves upon the height?

Some signal — 'tis a torch's liglit.

Wliat bodes its solitary glare.'

In gasping silence tov/rd the slirine

All eyes are turned — thine, IIinda, thfne

Fix their last failing life-beams there.

'Twas but a moment — fierce and high

The death-pile blaz'd into the sky.

And far away o'er rock and lloi*d

Its melancholy radiance sent;

While Hafed, like a vi^iini stood

ReAcal'd before the burnuig pyre.

Tall, ehadoM-y, like a Spirit of Fire

Shrin'd in its own grand element!

"'Tis he!" — the shuddering maid exclaims

But, -while she speaks, he's seen no more;
High burst in air the funeral flames.

And IKA^'s hopes and hcr's are o'er!

One Mild, heart-bi'okcn slu-iek she gave,

Then sprung, as if to reach that blaze.

Where still she flx'd her dying gaze.

And, gazing, sunk into the >va>e, —
Deep, deeji, — where never care or pain

Shall reach her Lmocent heart again!

Farewell — farewell to thee, Akarv's daughter!

(Thus warbled a Feri beneath tlic dark sea,)

No pearl ever lay, under 0.>IA^'s green Mater,

More pure in its shell that tJiy Spuit in thee.

Oh! fair as the sea-iloMcr close to thee growing,

HoM' liglit Mas thy heart 'till love's Mitcbery came.

Like the Mind of the south ^ o'er a summer lute bloM'ing,

And hush'd all its music, and Mither'd its frame;

."J "This vriiid (the Sanioor) so pofteas the strings of lutes, that they can never be tiir

while it histd. " — Stephen h Pi-rsia.
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But long;, upon Arabv's green sunny highlands.

Shall niaitls and their loTcrs remember the doom
Of her, who lies sleeping among tlic Pearl I&iland?-,

With nought but the sea-star ** to light up her tomb.

And still, when the men-y date-season is burning, ^

And calls to the palm-groves the young and the old.

The happiest there, from their pastime returning,

At sunset, will weep Avhen thy story is told.

The young village maid, when wllh flowers she dresses

Her dark flowing hair for some festival day.

Will tliuik of thy fate till, neglecting her tresses,

She mournfully turns from the miiTor away.

Nor shall Iran, belov'd of her Hero! forget thee —
Though t\Tants watch over lier tears as tliey start,

Close, close by the side of that Hero she'll set thee,

Embahn'd ia the innermost shrine of her heart.

Farewell — be it ours to embeliish tliy pillow

With every thing beauteous that grows iiv the deep

;

Each flower of the rock and each gem of the billow

Shall sv/eetea thy bed and ilUuninc thy sleep.

Around thee shall glisten the loveliest amber
Tliat e^er the sorrowing sea-bird has Avept ;

^

With many a shell, in whose hollow-Mrer.th'd chamber,
We, Peris of Ocean, by moonlight have slept.

We'll dive Mliere the gardens of coral lie darkling,

And plant all the rosiest stems at thy head;
We'll seek where the sands of the Caspian ^ are sparkling,

And gather their gold to strew over thy bed.

Farewell — farev/cU — until Pity's sweet fountain

Is lost in the hearts of the fair and the brave,

They'll Aveep for the Chieftain who died on that niountahi,

They'll weep for the Maiden who sleeps in this wave.

1 HE singular placidity with which FAniiADEETsr had listened, during the latter

i part of this obnoxious story, surprised the Princess and Fekaaiorz exceedingly;

and e^en inclmed towards hun the hearts of these unsuspicious young persons,

I

M'ho little knew the soiu'ce of a complacency so marvellous. The truth was, he
j
had been organizing, for the last fcAV days , a most notable plan of persecution

1 against the poet, in consequence of some passjiges that had fallen from him on

j
the second evening of recital , — Avhich appeared to this Avorthy Chnuibcrlain to

contain language and principles , for Avhich nothing short of the summary cri-

; ticism of the Chabuk ^ would be adA isable. It Avas his intention , therefore , ira-

i
mediately on their arrlAal at Cashmere, to give Information to the king of Bu-
charla of the very dangerous sentiments of his minstrel; and if, unfortfuiately,

i that monar('h did not ad Avith suitable vigour on the occasion, (that is, if he did

i not give the Chabuk to FiiUAAJonz , and a place to Faulabeev
, ) there Avould be

I

an end, he feared, of all Icgitinsate governnicnt in Bucharia. lie could not help,

j
however, auguring better both for himself and the cause of potentates in gener-

al; and it Avas the pleasure ari-^ing from tliCdC mingled anticipations that diilused

such unusual satisfaction through his features, and made his eyes shine out, like

poppies of the desert, over the Avide and lifelc?;s Avilderness of that countenance.

Having decided tipon the Poet's chastirement in this manner, he thought it but

i humanity to spare hiui the minor tortures of criticism. Accordingly, A»hea they

I

4 "One of the greatest curiosities lound iii (ho Persian Gulf is .i fisli wliicli the English
I call Star fi-sh. It is cii-ruliir, and at iiigiit %ery liiniiiious , resembling tho full iiioou sunuuuded
]

by ravs." — Ulirzc Ibu Ttjhb.
1 5"F(>i' a ilfscriiilioii (iT ihc lut'irimciit of the date-timo, of their work, (licir dances , and
! their return home from tho paLm-gruvcs at the cud of aulumu with the iruiis, see KempJ'er,
i Amucvilat. lUxot.

]

G Some naturalists have iiuagiiicd that amber is a coucrction of (he tears of l)ird.>. — See
Trevoux . Chambers.

1 "'riic bay Kieaelarke, which is otherwise called the Golden Bay, (he sand whereof sbiiiea

1 as fire. " — Stray.
1 "The applicaliou of whips or rods." — Dubois.
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assembled next ercnlng in tbe paTilion, and Lalla Rookh expected to see all the

beauties of her bard raelt away, one by one, in the acidity of criticism, like pearls

in the cup of the Eg:yptian Queen, — he agreeably di>appoiuted her by merely
saying-, >vith an ironical smile, that the merits of such a poem deserAcd to be tried

at a much higher tribunal; and then suddenly passing oiF into a panegyric upon
all 3Iu»sulman sovereigns, more particularly his august and Imperial master, Aurung-
zebe, — the wisest and best of the descendants of Timur, — vrho, among other

great things he had done for mankind , had given to him , Fadladeex , the very
profitable posts of Betel-carrier and Taster of Sherbets to the Emperor, Cbief Holder
of the Girdle of beautiful Forms^, and Grand Nazir, or Chamberlain of the Haram.

They were noAv not far from that Forbidden River, ^ beyond which no pure
Hindoo can pass; and were reposing for a time in the rich valley ofHussun Abdaul,
which had always been a favourite resting-place of the Emperors in their annual

migrations to Cashmere. Here often had the Light of the Faith, Jehanguire, w an-

dered with his beloved and beautiful jNourmahal; and here would L.4lla Rookh
have been happy to remain for ever, giving up the throne of Bucharia and the

world, for P'euamorz and love in this sweet lonely valley. The time was now fast

approaching m hen she must sec him no longer,— or see him with eyes whose every look

belonged to another ; and there Avas a melancholy preciousness in these last moments,
which made her heart cling to them as it Avould to life. During the latter part of the

journey, indeed, shehad sunk into a dee}) sadness, from which nothing but the presence

of the young minstrel could aw ake her. Like those lamps in tombs,M hicJi only light up

when the air is admitted, it wtis only at his approach thathereyes became smiling and

animated. But here, in this dear valley, every moment was an age of pleasure; she

saw him all day, and was, therefore, all day happy,— resembling, she often thought,

that people of Zingc , who attribute the unfading cheerfulness they enjoy to one

genial star that rises nightly over their heads."*

Tlie whole party, indeed, seemed in their liveliest mood during the few days

they passed in this delightful solitude. The young attendants of the Princess, who
were here allowed a freer range tliau they could safely be indulged w ith in a less

sequestered place, ran Avild among the gardens and bounded through the meadows,
liglitly as young roes over the aromatic plains of Tibet. While Fadlabeev, beside

the spiritual comfort he derived from a pilgrunage to the tomb of the Saint from
whom the valley is named, had opportunities of gratifyuig, m a small way, his

taste for victims, by putting to death some liundi*eds of those mifortunate little lizards,

which all pious 3Iussulmans make it a point to kilt; — taking for granted, that the

nuinner in which the creature hangs its head is meant as a muuicry of the attitude

in Mhich the Faithful say their prayers !

About two miles from Hussun Abdaul were those Royal Gardens, Mhich had
gi'own beautiful imder the care of so many lovely eyes , and w ere beautiful still,

tiiough those eyes could see them no longer. This place, Avith its flowers and its

holy ^ilence, interrupted only by the dipping of the wings of birds in its marble basins

filled M ith the j»ure Mater of those hills, was to Lalla Rookh all that her heart could

fancy of fragrance, coolness, and almost heavenly tranquillity. As the Prophet said

of Damascus, ''it was too delicious;" — and here, in listening to the sweet voice

of Feramorz, or reading in his eyes what yet he never dared to tell her, the most
exquisite moments of her whole life were passed. One evening, when they had been

talking of the Sultana INourmahal, — the Light of the ILiram, * who had so often

wandered among these flow crs, and fed w ith her own hands, in those marble basins,

the small shining fishes of which she was so fond^, •— the youth, in order to delay the

moment of scpax-ation, proposed to recite a short story, or rather rhapsody, ofAvhich

this adored Sultana AA as the heroine. It related, he said, to the reconcilement of a sort

of lovers' quarrel, Avhich took place between her and the Emperor during a Feast

of Roses at Cashmere; and Avould remind the Princess of that difference betAveeii

llaroun-al-Raschid and his fair mistress 3Iarida, Avhich was so happily made up
by the soft strains of the musician, Moussali. As the story Avas chiefly to bo told

in song, and Feraaiorz had miluckily forgotten his oavu lute in the valley, he hor-

roAved tho vlna of Lalla Rouku's little Persian slaA e, and thus began: —
2 Kempfer mentions such an officer among the attendants of the King of Persia, and calls him

" fonnae corporis estimator." His buitincgs wasi, at stated periods, to incasure the ladies of the
Harain by a »ort of regulalion-cirdle, whose limits it was not thought graceful to exceed. If

any of them outgrew this giauuard of shape, they were reduced by ahistiaeuce till they caune
within its bounds.

3 The Attock.
4 The Star .Soheil , or Cannpns.
5 ^ou^mahal signifies Light of the Haram. She was afterwarda called IVourjehan, or tho

liighf ot the Worhi.
6 See note, p. TO.
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\V HO has not heard of the Vale of Cashmere,
With its roses the hrightest that earth ever gave, ^

Its temples, and giottos, and fountains as clear

As the love-lighted eyes that hang over their wave?

Oh ! to see it at sunset, — when warm o'er the Lake
Its splendour at parting a summer eve throws,

Like a bride, full of blushes, when ling'ring to take
A last look of her miiTOr at night ere she goes ! —

When the shrines through the foliage are gleaming half bhown,
And each hallows the hour by some rites of its own.
Here the music of pray'r from a minaret SAvells,

Here the Magian his urn full of perfume is swinging,
And here, at the altar, a zone of sweet bells

Round the waist of some fair Indian dancer is ringing.^

Or to see it by moonlight, — when mellowly shines

The light o'er its palaces, gardens, and shrines;

^Vhen the water-falls gleam like a quick fall of stars,

And the nightingale's hymn from the Isle of Chenars
Is broken by laughs and light echoes of feet

From the cool, shining Avalks vherc the young people meet. —
Or at morn, when the magic of daylight awakes
A new wonder each minute, as slowly it breaks.
Hills, cupolas, fountains, call'd forth every one
Out of darkness, as they Avere just born of the Sun.
WTien the Spirit of Fragrance is up with the day,

From his Haram of night-flowers stealing away;
And the wind, full of Avantonness, woos like a lover

The young aspen-trees^ till they tremble all over.

When the East is as warm as the light of first hopes,

And Day, with his banner of radiance unfiuTd,
Shines in through the mountainous portal * that opes,

Sublime, from that "t alley of bliss to the world

!

But never yetj by night or day.

In dew of spring or summer's ray.

Did the sweet Aalley shine so gay
As noAV it shines — all love and light!

Visions by day and feasts by night!

A happier smile illumes each broAV,

With quicker spread each heart uncloses,

And all is ecstasy, — for now
The Valley holds its Feast of Roses. *

That joyous time, when pleasures pour
Profusely round, and in their shoAver

Hearts open, like the Season's Rose, —
The FloAA ret of a hundred leaAcs, ^

Expanding Avhilc the dcAV-fall floAvs,

And every leaf its balm receives!

'Twas Avhen the hour of evening came
Upon the Lake, serene and cool,

WTien Day had hid his sultry flame

Behind tlie palms of Baramoile. ^

When maids began to lift their heads,

Refresh'd from their embroider d beds.

Where they had slept the sun aAAay,

And wak'd to moonlight and to play.

1 "The rose of Kashmire for Us brilliancy aud delicacy of odour has Jong l)rcii pvovcibia)

in the East." — Forster.

2 "Tied round her waist the £one of bells, that sounded with ravishing melody." — Song
of Jaijadeva.

3 "The little isles in the Lake of Cachemirc are set with arbouia and large Icarcd aspen
trccH, slender and tall." — Bcrnicr.

4 "The Tuckt Sulinian , the name bestowed by the Mahommetaus ou Ihii hill, forms ono
side of a grand portal to the Lake." — Forster.

5 "The Feast ofRosea continues the whole time of their remaining in bloom." — See Pietro
de la J alle.

6 "Gul ead berk, theRoec of a hundred leaves. I believe a particular epecie«." — Oiuelcy.

7 Bonier,
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All were abroad — the bnsicjt hive

On Bela"? '^ liiiy is less alive

When gaffidu bcils are full m flower,

Than look'd the Viilley in that hoiir.

A thousand rcitlp?s torches playd
Through every grove and i»Lind shade;

A thousand sparkling lamps were set

On every doiue and minaret;

And fields and pathways, far and near,

Were lighted liy a blaze so clear,

That yoa could see, in wandering round,
llic smallest ro«c-leaf on the ground.
Vet did the maids and matrons leave
Their veils at liorae, that brilliant eve;
And there were glancing eyes about,

And cheeks, tJiat would not dare shine out
In open day, ]»ut thought they might
Look lovely then, l)ecause 'twas night!

And all were free, and wanderuig,
And all cxclaini"d to all they met

Tliat never did the summer ])ri;ig

So gay a Feast of Rojcs yet; —
The moon Iiad never shed a light

So clear as that which ]»les.->'d them there;

The roses necr shone half so bright,

IS or they themselves look'd half so fair.

And what a wilderness of flowers

!

]t seeui'd as though from ail the bowers
And fairest fields of all tlie year,

The mingled spoil were scattered here.

'The Lake, too, like a garden breathes,

With the rich buds that o'er it lie, —
As if a shower of fairy wreaths
Had fall'n upon It from the sky

!

And then tlie sounds of joy, — the beat

Of tabors and of dancing feet; —
The minaret-cryers chaiuit of glee

Smig from his lighted gallery, ^

And answerd by a ziralcct

From neighbouring Ilarani, wild and sM'eet; —
The merry laughter, cchoiiigj

From gardens, where the silken swing
Wafts eorae delighted girl above
The top leaves of the orange grove;
Or, from those infant groupcs at play

Among the tents ^ that line the way,
Flinging, unaAv'd by slaAC or mother,

Handfuls of roses at each other! —
And the sounds from the Lake, — the low whisp'ring in boats,

As they shoot through the moonlight ; — the dipping of oars,

And the v ild, airy warbling that evciy where floats,

Tlu-ough the groves, round the islands, as if ail the shores
Like those of Katua-x utter'd music, and gave
An ansMcr in song to the kiss of each wavc!^
But the gentlest of all are those sounds, fnll of feeling.

That soft from the lute of some lover are stealing, —
Some lover, who kno^^s all the heart-touching power
Of a lute and a sigh u» tliio magical horn*.

8 \ plare racntioncd in the Toozek Jcliangccrr, or Memoirs of Jehanguirc, where there is

au account of the beds of (>an"roii flower-? about Casiiinerc.

9 "'It is the custom ajnong tlic women to employ UieMaazecii to rhiiint from the gallery of
the nearest miuaret, vhirh on that oncasioii is illuminated, aud the «omeu assembled at the
hou^o respond at intervals with a ziraleet or jovoii- chorus." — llutsell.

1 " At the l;cppin«f of the Feast of Uo«cs Me beheld an infinite number of tents pitched,
with such a crowd of men, women, boys and girls, v.ith muiic, dances," etc. etc. — Herbert.

2 'An old comincntator of the ChouKing says, the anricnts having remarked that a cur-
rent oi" Kilter made some of the stones near ils banks send fortb a sound, th<y detached some
of them, and being charmed wiih (he deligiitful Eouud they emitted, coustratted'iiing or luuBical
ins'.rumeuii oi them." — Oroticr.
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Oh ! best of delights as it every where ia

To be near the lov'd One — -what a rapture Is his

Who in moonlight and music thus sweetly may glisSe

O'er the Lake of C.\sHjnEiiE, with that One by his rfde!

If woman can make the worst wilderness dear,

Thuik, think Mhat a Heavii she must make of Cashmere !

So felt the magnificent Son of Acear, ^

When from poAver and pomp and the trophies of war
He flew to that \'allcy, forgetting tlicm all

With the Light of the R4RAM, his young NornMAHAi..

WTien free and uncrownM as the Conqueior ruv'd

By the banks of that Lake, with liis only heiov'd,

He saw, in the wreaths she Avould playfully snatch

From the hedges, a glory his crown could not match,

And preferred in his heart the least ringlet that curld

DoMH her exquisite neck to the thi-oue of the world!

There's a beauty, for ever unchangingly bright,

Like the long, sunny lapse of a summer day's light.

Shining on, shining on, by no shadov." made tender,;

Till love falls asleep in its sameness of splendour.

Tliis was not the beauty — oh! nothing like this,

That to young Noukshual gave such magic of bliss

;

But that lovclmess, ever in motion, Avhich plays
'

Like the light upon autimin's soft shadowy days,

TJow here and now there, giving warmth as it iHcs

From the lips to the cheek, from tlic cheek to the eyes,

INow melting in mist and now breaking in gleams,

Like the glimpses a saint liath of Ileavn in his dreams I

When pensive, it seem'd as if that very grace.

That charm of all others, was born Avith her face;

And Mheu angry, — for ev'n Li the tranquiliest clunes

Light breezes Aviil ruffle the blossoms sometimes —

•

The short, passuig anger but seemd to aAv;:?ien

INeAV beauty, like flowrs that are sweetest Avhea shaken.

If tenderness touch'd her, the dark of her eye

At once took a darker, a heavenlier dye.

From the depth of whose shadow, like holy revealings

From innermost shrines, came the light of her fceUngs!

Then her mirth — oh ! 'twas sportive as ever tooli win

j

From the heart with a burst, like the wild bird in siuuig ;
—

lUuin'd by a wit that would fascinate sages,

Yet playful as Feris just loos'd from their cages.*

W"hilc her laugh, full of life, without any controul

But the sweet one of gracefulness, rung from her soul;

And where it most sparkled no glance could discover.

In lip, cheek, or eyes, for she brighten'd all over, —
Like any fair lake that the breeze is upon.
When it breaks into dunples and laughs in the sun.

Such, such were the peerless encliantments, that gave
NovRMAKAi. the proud Lord of the East for her slaAe,

And thougli bright was Jiis Ilaram, — a living parterre

Of the floAvr's^ of this planet — though treasures AAcre there,

For which Soltmaa's self might have giv'n all the store

That the naAy from Ophir, eer Aving'd to his shore,

Yet dim before her were tlie smiles of them all.

And the Light of his Haram Avas young' Noursiailvl!

But Avherc Is she noAv, this night of joy,

When bliss is every heart's employ? —
Wlien all around her is so bright,
So like the visions of a trance.

That one miglit think, Avho came by chance
Into the A ale this happy night,

3 Jchanf^uire was the soil of flie Great Acbar.
4 In the wars of the Dives wiih the iViis , whenever the former tool; )I;c laltcr pri.onnprs,

"they shut them up in iron capes, and hung them rui the liighcst trce.-i. lUic thcv were visit-
ed by their companions, who brougrht tliem the choicest odours. ' — Itiihardson.

5 lu the Malay language the same word signiliea women and flowers.
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He savr that City of Delifrht ^

In Falry-liind, mIiosc streets and towers

Are made of perns and liglit and flowers! —
Where is the lov'd Sultana ? m here,

When mirth brings out the young and fair,

Does she. the fairest, liide her brOM'j

In melancholy etillncss now?

Alas! — how light a cause may more
Dissension between hearts that love!

Hearts that the world in vain had tried,

And sorrow but more closely tied;

That stood the storm, when waves were rough,
Yet in a sunny hour fall off,

Like ships that have gone down at eca,

^^^len heav'n was all tranquillity!

A sometliing, light as air — a look,

A word unkind or >rrongly taken —
Oh! love, that tempests never shook,

A breath, a touch like this hath shaken.

And ruder words mIU soon ru*h in

To spread the breach that Mords begin;
And eyes forget tlie gentle ray
TJiey wore in courtship's smiling day;
And voices lose the tone that shed
A tenderness round all they said;

Till fast declining, one by one,

The sweetnesses of love are gone,

And hearts, so lately mingled, seem
Like broken clouds, — or like the stream.

That smiling left the mountain's brow,
As though its waters ne'er could sever,

Yet, ere it reach the plain below,

Breaks into floods, that part for ever.

Oh, you, that have the charge of Love,
Keep him in rosy bondage bound.

As in the Fields of Bliss above
He sits, with flowrets fetter'd rotmd; ' —

Loose not a tie that round him clings.

Nor ever let him use his wings;
For ev'n an hour, a minute's flight

Win rob the plumes of half their light.

Like that celestial bird, — Mhose nest

Is found beneath far Eastern skies, —
Whose wings, though radiant when at rest.

Lose all their glory when he flies 1
^

Some dlflerence, of this dangerous kind, —
By Mhich, though light, the links that bind
The fondest hearts may soon be riven;

Some shadow in love's summer heaAcn,

Which, though a fleecy speck at first,

May yet in awful thunder burst; —
Such cloud it is, that now hangs o^cr

Tlie heart of the Imperial Lover,

And far hath banish'd from his sight

His NofRMAHAL, liIs Haram's Light!
Hence is it, on this happy night.

When Pleasure through the fields and grovca
Has let loose all her world of loves,

And every heart has found its own, —
He wanders, joyless and .ilonc,

And weary as tliat bird of Thrace,

6 The capital of Shadukiam. See note
, p. 50.

7 See the representation of the Eastern Cupid, pinioned closely round with wreaths of flowers,
in Picart's Ceremonies Reli(!;icuges.

8 " \mong the birds nf Tonquin ia a species of goldfinch, which sings so melodiously thai
it is called the Celestial Bird. Its wings, when it is perched, appear variegated with beautHul
colours, but when it flies they lose all their splendour." — Groaier.
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Whose pinion knows no restlng'-place. *

In vain the loAcliest cheeks and eyes

This Eden of the Earth supplies

Come croAvding round — tlie cheeks are pale,

The eyes arc dim — though rich the gpot
With every flow'r this earth has got,

What is it to the nightingale,

If there his darling rose is not? ^

In vain the Valley's smiling throng

Worship him, as he moves along;

He heeds them not — one smile of Lcra

Is worth a world of worshippers.

They but the Star's adorers are,

She is the Heav'n that lights the Star?

Hence Is It too that NouRMAnAL,
Amid the luxuries of this hour.

Far from the joyous festival,

Sits In her own sequester'd bower.

With no one near, to soothe or aid.

But that inspired and wond'rous maid,
NamoiTiVA, the Enchantress; — one.

O'er whom his race the golden sun
For unremember'd years has run,

Yet never saw her blooming brow
Younger or fairer than 'tis now.

Nay, rather, as the west-wind's sigh

Freshens the flower It passes by.

Time's wing but seem'd, in stealing o'er,

To leave her lovelier than before,

i'ct on her smiles a sadness hung.
And when, as oft, she spoke or sung
Of other worlds, there came a light

From her dark eyes so strangely bright,

That aU believ'd nor man nor earth

Were conscious of Namoina's birth!

All spells and talismans she knew.
From the great j\Iantra ^ which arounil

The Air's sublimer Spirits drew.

To the gold gems ' of Afric, bound
Upon the wandering Arab's arm.

To keep him from the Siltlm's * harm.
And she had pledg'd her powerful art,

Pledg'd it with all the zeal and heart

Of one who knew, though high her sphere,

What 't>vas to lose a love so dear,

To find some spell that should recall

Her Sclim's * smile to XotiRMAnAL

!

'Twas midnight — through the lattice, wreath'd
With woodbine, many a perfume breath'd

From plants that wake when others sleep,

From timid jasmine buds, that keep
Their odour to themselves all day.

But, when the sun-light dies away,
Let the delicious secret out

To every breeze that roams abont ;
—

When thus Namouna: — '"Tis the hoiu?

"That scatters spells ou herb and flower,

9 "As these binlg on the Bosphorus are never known to rest, they are called by the French
'lea aines damnccs.' " — iJalloway.

1 "You may p]acc a hiinilrcd handfuls of fragrant herbs and flowers before the nighlingale.
yet he \^ishes not, in his constant heart, for more than the sweet breath of his belo\cd rose.'*— Jami.

2 " He is said to have found the great Mantra , spell or talisman , through which he ruled
over the elements and spirits of all dviiumiuations." — JFilford.

3 "The gold jewels of Jiiinie, which are called by the Arabs EI Hcrrez, from the supposed
charm they contain." — Jackson.

4 ''A. demon, supposed to haunt woods, etc. in a human shape." — Riihardson.
5 Ihe name of Jchauguire belore his aeccgeiou to the throne.
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"And garlands might be gatlicr'd now,

"That, twin'tl around the s'repera br<nr.

"Would ni:ike hira dre.im oV such delights,

"Such miracles and daz/linp: fights

"As Genii of the Snn behold,

"At evening-, from tlieir teiit:^ of gold

"Upon the' horizon — wlicrc they pl.iy

"Till twiliglst corac?. and, ray by ray,

*'Their sunny man«ions melt away!
"Now, too, a cliaplet mijsjht be Avrentli'd

"Of buds o'er which the moon lias breath'd,

"Which worn by her, whose love has stray d,

"Might bring some Peri from tlie skies,

"Some sprite, whose very sonl is made
" Of flowrets' breaths and lovers' sighd,

"And Mho might tell
"

"For rae, for mc,"

Cried XofuMAHAL impatiently, —
'• Oh ! twine that wreath for me to-night."

Then, rapidly, with foot as liglit

As the young rausk-roe"s. out she flew

T<» cull each shinuig leaf that grew
Beneath the moonlight's hallowing beams
For tliis enchanted Wreath of Dreams.

Anemones and Seas of Gold, ^

And ncM'-blown lilies of the river.

And those swcci floMrets, that unfold

Their buds on Camadev.v's quiver; ^ —
The tube-rose, with her silvery light,

That in the Gardens of 3L\lay
Is calld the 3Iistress of the Night, ^

So like a bride, scented and bright.

She comes out when the sun's away. —
Amaranths, such as crown the maids

That Mandcr through Zamara's shades; ' —
And the wJiite moon-llower, as it shows
On SjiUENDic's high crags to those

Who near the isle at evening sail.

Scenting her clove-trees in tlie gale;

Li short, all floAvrets and all plants.

From the divine Amrita tree, *

Tliat blesses heavens inhabitants

With fruits of immortality,
]

Down to the basil ^ tuft, that waves
Its fragrant blossom over graves.

And to the humble rosemary,
WTiose sweets so thanklessly arc shed

To scent the desert and the dead, —
All in that garden bloom, and all

Are gather'd by young j\ot rmahai,,

Wlio heaps her l)askets with the Howcrs
And leaves, till they can hold no more;

Then to Xamovna liies, and showers

Lpoa her lap the shining store.

;e (the\a!»ace:5ara) ia one of the most delightful on rarfh, ami the ilelicionf! odoni

justly gives them a place in the quiver of Camadcva or the God of Lo\c.

6 "Ilemasagara, or the Sea of Gold, with fiovrers of the brightest gold colonr." — Sir W
Jones.

7 "Thia tree
oT its blossoms— 1(1.

8 " The Malayans style the tube-rose (Polianthcs tuherosa) Sandal Malara , or the IVIistrcsi

of the !\ight." — " Fennant.

9 The people of theBatta country in Sumatra (of which Zamara is one of the ancient names

"when not engaf^ed in war, lead an idle, inactive life, passinar the day in jilajing ou a knit

of ilute, crowned with garlands of llowers, among which the globc-amaranthus , a native ol th«

country, mostly prevails." — Marsdcn.
1 " The largest and richest sort fof the Jambn or rose-apple) is called Amrita or immortal

and the mythf.logisls of Tibet apply the same word to a celestial tree, bearing ambrosial truit.

— Sir If'. Jones.

2 Sweet basil, called Rayhan in Persia, and generally found in church-yards.

3 "In the Great Desert are found many stalks of lavender and rosemary." — Jsiat. Ups.
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With what delight tlic' Encliantress views

So many buds, bathd with the dews
And hcanis of that hicss'd hour! — her glance
Spoke something, past all mortal pleasures,

As, in a kind of holy trance,

She hung above those fragrant treasures,

Bending to drink their balmy airs,

As if she mix'd her sonl Mith theirs.

And 'twas, indeed, the perfiune shed

From flow'rs and scented flame that fed

Her charmed life — for none had e'er

Beheld her taste of mortal fare,

Nor ever in aught earthly dip,

But the morn's dew, her roseate lip.

Fill'd with the cool, inspiring smell.

The' Enchantress now begins her spell.

Thus singing, as she winds and weaves

In mystic form the glittering leaves: —

I know where the winged visions dwell

That around the night-bed play;

I know each herb and flowret's bell,

Where they hitle their wings by day.

Then hasten we, maid,

To twine our braid.

To-morrow the dreams and flowers will fade.

The image of love, that nightly flies

To visit the bashful maid.
Steals from the jasmine floAver, that sighs

Its soul, like her, in the shade.

The hope, in dreams, of a happier hour
That alights on misery's brow,

Spruigs out of the silvery almond-flower.

That blooms on a leafless bough. *

Then hasten we, maid.
To twine our braid.

To-morrow the dreams and flowers will fade.

The visions, that oft to worldly eyes

The glitter of mines unfold,

Inhabit the mountain-herb *, that dyes

The tooth of the fawn like gold.

The phantom shapes — oh touch not them -

That appal the murderer's sight.

Lurk in the fleshly mandrake's stem.

That shrieks, when torn at night!

Then hasten we, maid,

To twine our braid.

To-morrow the dreams and flowers will fade.

The dream of the injur'd, patient mind,
That smiles at the wrongs of men.

Is found in the bruis'd and Mounded rind

Of the cinnamon, sweetest then

!

Then hasten we, maid.
To twuic our braid,

To-morrow the dreams and flowers will fade.

No sooner was the flowery crown
Plac'd on her head, than sleep came down,
Gently as nights of summer fall.

Upon the lids of Nodbjuhal; —

4 "The almond-tree, wilh white floucrs, Ijldssnms (in (lie bare brandies." — Hasselgviiit.

5 An herb on Mount I;ibaniis, which is saiil to coiumujlicatc U yellow golden hue to the teeth

'>f (he gnats aud other auLinalii that graze uiioii it.

1
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And, sudtlcnly, a tiineful breeze.

As full of small, ricli harmonies

As ever wind, that o'er the tents

Of AzAB * blew, %yas full of scent?,

Steals on her ear and floats and swells.

Like the first air of raornlng- creeping

Into thos^e wreathy, Red-Sea shells,

Wlierc Love liiinself, of old, lay sleeping;

And now a Spirit forni'd, 'tMOiild seeni,

Of mll^ic and of light, so fair,

So brilliantly his features beam,
And such a sound is in the air

Of SM eetncss vhen he waves his wings.

Hovers around her, and thus sings:

From Chttvbaba's ^ warbling fount I come,

Caird by tliat moonlight garland's spell;

From CH^^D.\RA's fount, my fairy home,
IVliere in music, morn and night, I dwell.

Where lutes in the air are heard about.

And voices are singing the mIioIc day long,

And every sigh the heart breathes out

Is tui'n'd, as it leaves the lips, to song!

Hither I come
From my fair^ home,

And if there's a miigic in Music's strain,

I swear by the breath
Of that moonUght Avreath,

Thy Lover shall sigh at thy feet again.

For mine is the lay that lightly fl(»ats.

And mine are the murmuring, dying notes,

That fall as soft as snow on the sea.

And melt in tlic heart as instantly

!

And the passionate strain that, deeply going,

Refines the bosom it trembles through.

As the musk-Mind, over the water blowing.

Ruffles the Avave, but SMcetens it too!

Mine is the charm, whose mystic sway
The Spirits of pa^^t Delight obey; —
Let but the timeful talisman sound.

And they come, like Genii, hovering round.

And mine is the gentle song, that bears

From soul to soul, the m i^hes of love.

As a bird, that wafts through genial airs

The cinnamon seed from grove to grove. ^

'Tis I that mingle in one sweet measure
The past, the present, and future of pleasure

;

When Memory links the tone tbat is gone
AVith the blissful tone tbats still in the ear

:

And hope from a heavenly note flies on
To a note more heavenly still that is near!

, The warrior's heart, Avhen touch'd by me,
Can as do>vny soft and as yielding be
As his OM'n Mhite plume, that high amid death

Through the field has shone — yet moves A\it]i a breath.

And, oh, how the eyes of Beauty glisten,

Wlien Music has reached her inward soul,

Like the silent stars, that wink and listen

Wliile Heav'n's eternal melodies roll!

So, hither I come
From my faii-y home,

6 The myrrh connfry,
7 'This "idea (nl' ilei'iies li\-ing in shells) was not unknown to <he Greeks, who represent t)

young \eriUs, one of the Cupids, as living in shells on the shores of the lied Sea." — t^ilfor
H "A fabiiloas fountain, where instrumentg arc said to be constantly playing.

Eirhfirtitnn.

9 "The Pompadour pigeon is the species, which, by carrying the fruit of the cinnamon
difTerent places, ia a great disseiniuator of this valuable tree." — See Browns lHustr. lab. 1
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Anil if there's a majric in Music's strain,

I swear by the breath

Of that moonlight wreath.

Thy Lover shall sigh at thy feet again.

'Tis dawn — at least that earlier dawn,
Whose glimpses are again withdrawn, ^

As if the morn had wak'd, and then

Shut close her lids of light again.

And Noi'RMAHAL is up, and trying

The wonders of her lute, whose strings -

—

Oh bliss! — now murmur like tlie sighing

From that ambrosial Spirit's wings

!

And then, her voice — 'tis more than human —
Never, till now, had it been given

To lips of any mortal woman
To utter notes so fresh from heaven ;

Sweet as the breath of angel sighs,

When angel sighs are most divine. —
"Oh! let it last till night," she cries,

"And he is more than ever mine."
And hourly she renews the lay.

So fearful lest its heavenly sweetness

Should, ere the evening, fade away, —
For things so heavenly have such flcctness!

But, far from fading, it but grows
Richer, diviner as it flows;

Till rapt she dwells on every string,

And pours again each sound along.

Like Echo, lost and languishing

In love with her own wondrous song.

That evening, (trusting that his soul

Might be from haunting love releas'd

By mirth, by music, and the bowl,)

The' Imperial Seiim held a Feast

In his magnificent Shaliinar; —
In whose Saloons, when the first star

Of evening o'er the Avaters trembled,

Tlie Valley's loveliest all assembled;

All the bright creatures that, like dreams.

Glide tlu'ough its foliage, and drink beams
Of beauty from its founts and streams. ^

And all those Mandering minstrel-maids,

Who leave — how can they leave? — the sliades

Of that dear Valley, and are found
Singing in gardens of the south ^

Those songs, that ne'er so sweetly soimd

As from a young Cashmcrian's mouth.

There too the Haram's inmates smile

;

Maids from the West, with sun-bright hair,

And from the Garden of the Nile,

Delicate as the roses there; * —
Daughters of Love from Cyprus' rocks.

With Paphian diamonds in their locks; ' —
Light Peri forms, such as there are

On the gold meads of Canbailvb; *"

1 "They have two mornings, the Soobhi Kazim, and the Soobhi Sadig, the false and the

real day-break." — Waring.
2 "The waters of Cacheinir arc the more renowned from its being supposed that the Cache

miriauH are indebted for their beautv to them." — All ^ czdi.

3 "From him I received the following little Gazzcl or Love Song, the notes of which he
committed to paper from the voice of one of those singing girls of ("nslimcre, «lio wander from
that delightful valley o^er the various parts of India.'* — Feraiau Miscrllanies.

4 "'Ihe TO8CS of the Jinan INile, or Garden of the Nile, (;iltaclied to the Emperor of Ma-
rocco's Palace,) are unequalled, and matrasses arc made of their leaves for the incu of rank to

recline upon." — Jackson.
5 "Ou the side of a mountain near I'anho.s there is a cavern which produces the most bean-

tifnl rock-ciysta). On account of its brilliancy it has been called the Paphian diamond." —
Maritl. ,„, r r

G "There is a part of Caudahar, called Prria or Fairy Land.' — Thcvenot. In some of

those countries to ttc uorih of ludia vegetable gold is auppostd lo be produced.
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And they, before whose sleepy eyes,

In their own bright Knthaiiin bowers,

Sparkle such rainbow butterflies, '

That they might fancy the rich flowers,

That roiuid them in the sun lay sighuig.

Had been by magic all set flying

!

Every thing young, everj' thing fair

From East and West is blushing there.

Except — except — oh \oi kmahal !

Thou loveliest, dearest of them all,
^

The one, M'hose smile shone out alone, t

Amidst a world the only one

!

*

|
AMio>e light, among so m;iny lights.

Was like that star, on starry nights, I

The seaman singles from the sky, I

To steer his bark for ever by! '

Thou wert not there — so Seum thought,

And every thing secm'd drear Avithout thee

;

But ah! thou wert, thou wert — and lirough

Tliy charm of song all fre»h about thee.

/ Mingling unnotic'd with a band
Of lutanists from many a land,

And veil'd by such a ma.»k as shades
The features of young Arab maids, ^ —
A mask that leases but one eye free.

To do its best in witchery, —
She rov'd, with beating heart, arotind.

And waited, trembling, for the minute.

When she might try if still the soiuid

Of her lo^'d lute had magic m it.

The board was spread Mith fruits and wine
;

With grapes of gold, like tho?e that shine

On Casein's hills *
;
— pomegranates full

Of melting sweetness, and the pears

And sunniest apples ^ that Cavjiii,

In all its thousand gardens ^ bears.

Plantains, the golden and the green,

]VL»LAY.4's nectard mangustccn; ^

Prunes of Bokaka, and sweet nuts

From the far groves of Samarcand,
And Basha dates, and apricots.

Seed of the Sun *, from Iran's land; —
With rich conserve of Vi^na cherries, *

Of orange flowers, and of those berries

That, wild and fresh, the yoiuig gazelles

Feed on in Ebac's rocky dells. ^

All these in richest vases smile.

In baskets of pure santal-wood,

And nrns of porcelain from that isle ^

Sunk miderneath the Indian flood,

7 "These are the batterflies, which arc called in (he Chinese lanijuapc FIjing Leaves.
Some of iheni have such shining colours, and are so variegated, that they may he called flying

flowers; and indeed they are always produced in the liuest floMcr-g-ardens."' — Dunn.
8 "The Arabian women wear black masks with little clasjis prettily ordered." —. Carreri,

Niebuhr mentions their showing but one eye in con\ersation.

9 "'The golden grapes of Casbia." — Description of Persia.

1 " The fruits exported from Caubul arc apples, pears, pomegranates, etc." — Mphinatone.

2 "We sat down under a tree, listened to the birds, and talked with the son of our Meh-
maundar about our country and Caubul, of uhicli lie ga^e an enchauting account: that city and
its 100,000 gardens , etc." — Id.

3 "The Mangusteen, the most delicate fruit in the world; the pride of the Malay Islands."
— Mnrsden.

4 "A delicious kind of apricot, called by the Persians tokm-ckshems, signifjing sun's seed."
— Description of Persia.

5 "Sweetmeats in a crystal cup, consisting of rose-leaves in conserve, with lemon of Visna
cherry, orange flowers, etc." — BusselL

6 " Antelopes cropping the fresh berries of Erac." — The Moallakat, Poem of Tarafa.

7 Mauri-ga-Sima, an island near Formosa, supposed to have been sunk in the sea for the
crimes of its inhabitants. The \cHsclfi Hhich the fishermen and dlxers bring up from it are
foJd at an hnmenEe price iu Chijia and Japan. — See Kcmpfcr.
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Wlicncc oft tlic Iiickv diver brings

Vases to grate the halls of kings.

Wines too, of every eliine and hue,

Around their liquid lustre threw;

Amber Rosolli 8, — the bright dew

From vineyards of the Green-Sea gushing; »

And Shihaz wine, that richly ran

As if that jewel, large and rare.

The ruby for which Kiblai-Khan

OflerM a city's Mealth ^, was blushing

Melted w i'thin the goblets there

!

And amply Selim quaffs of each,

And seems resolv'd the flood shall reach

His inward heart, — shedding around

A genial deluge, as they run,

That soon shall leave no spot undrown'd.

For love to rest his wings upon.

He little knew how Avell the boy

Can float upon a goblet's streams.

Lighting them Avith his smile of joy; —
As bards have seen him, in their dreams,

Down the blue Ganges laughing glide

Upon a rosy lotas wreath, ^

Catcliing new lustre from the tide

That Avith his image shone beneath.

But what arc cups, Avithout the aid.

Of song to speed them as they flow?

And see — a lovely Georgian maid.

With all the bloom, the freshen'd glow

Of her own country maidens' looks,

When Avarm they rise from Tefus' brooks;

And Avith an eye, Avhose restless ray.

Full, floating, dark — oh he, Avho knows

His heart is A»eak, of lleav'n should pray

To guard him from such eyes as those! —

With a voluptuous Avildncss flings

Her snoAvy hand across the strings

Of a eyrinda *, and thus sings: —

Come hither, come hither — by niglit and by day.

We linger in pleasures that never arc gone;

Like the Avaves of the summer, as one dies away.

Another as sweet and as shining comes on.

And the Love that is oer, in cxpuing, gives birlii

To a ncAV one as Avarui, as unequall d m Dlu»,

And oh ! if there be an Elysium on earth,

It is this, it is this.

Here maidens arc sighing, and fragrant their sigh
^

As the floAvcr of the Amra ju^t op d by a bee;
^

And precious their tears as that rain trom the sky.

Which turns into pearls as it faUs m the sea.

Oh! think what tJie kiss and the smile must be AV.utli,

When the sigh and the tear arc so periect in blus ,

And OAvn if there be an Elysium on earth,

It is thbi, it is this,

fi Persian Talra. ,. , , .

9 The while wmc ot Kishma. „ , , ,i
t „.as ever (-een. KiiUlai-

Khai :;^^1^"^^1Svau4^ t^r^'itr^-l^^Sierea he .ouU. a. ..e a

I"'^ri::^:r^;:;S- c^. ":: ^^ee. .,0..., ao... tuc o..,. o« .he s,.,...^

^^T^u'^l^Mi'^r ils natuval «ann bath«. - Sec E6a Uankal.

'

I uS'iVnir.'nhc^n:;:;^"''::^ •.l.;;\m(^ t^ee. .... .he mouutaiu top., ^W.^e Ihc mun„uri..g

JbecspHisuelhcirM.ltii.t.ioiis toil." - So;,;c a/ Joa«//ei'«.
„ nmrl, if thev full int"

I 6 -rhc Nisa.. o.- .Uap. of .pnug vain, uhich the, believe to produce pearl., .f th.j

^shells. — lU^hanhun.
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Here gparWes the nectar that, hallow'd by lore,

Could draAV doMii those angels of old from their sphere,
Wlio for M ine of this earth ' left the fountains above,

And forgot heaven's stars for the eyes we ha^e here.
And, bksid witli the odour our goblet gives forth,

What Spirit the sweets of his Eden would niL^JS ?

For oh! if there he an Elysium on earth,
It is this, it is tliis.

The Georgian's gong was scarcely mute,
AMien the same measure, sound for sound,

Was caught up by another lute,

And so divinely breathed around,
Tliat all stood hushd and wondering.

And tum'd and look'd into the air,

As if they thought to see the Aving

Of IsBAFiL *, the Angel, there; —
So pow'rfully on every soul

That new, enchanted measure stole.

While now a voice, sweet as the note

Of the charm'd lute, was heard to float

Along its chords, and so entwine
Its sound with theirs, that none kne\r whether

The voice or lute was most divine.

So wond'rously they went together: —

There's a bliss beyond all that the minstrel has told,

When two, that are link'd in one heavenly tie,

With heart never changing and brow never cold.

Love on through all ills, and love on till they die!

One hour of a passion so sacred is vorth
^Vliole ages of heartless and wandering bliss;

And oh! if there 6c an Elysium on earth,

It is this, it is this.

'Twas not the air, 'twas not the words.

But that deep magic m the chords
And in the lips, that ga^c such power
As Music knew not till that hour.

At once a hundred voices said,

"It is the mask'd Arabian maid!"
While Selim, -who had felt the strain

Deepest of any, and had lain

Some minutes rapt, as in a trance,

After the fairy sounds Mere o'er,
j

Too inly touch'd for utterance,

Kow motion'd with his hand for more: —

Fly to the desert, fly with me.

Our Arab tents are rude for thee;

But oh! the choice what heart can doubt

Of tents with love, or thrones Mithout?

Our rocks are rough, but smiling there

The' acacia vaves her yellow liair,

Lonely and sAveet, nor lov'd the less

For flowering in a M'ilderness.

Our sands arc bare, but down their slope

The silveiy-footed antelope

As gracefully and gaily springs

As o'er the marble courts of Kings.

1 For an acccumt of the share which wine had in the fall of the angels, see Marili
8 The Angel of IVIiisic. Sec note, p..83.
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Tlien come — t!iy Arab maid mUI be
Tiic lov'd and lone acaciii-trcc,

The antelope, whose feet shall bless

With their light sound thy loneliness.

Oh! there are looks and tones that dart

An instant sunshine through the heart, —
As if the sotil that minute caught
Some treasure it through life had sought;

As if the very lips and eyes

Predestin d to liavc all our sighs,

And never be forgot again,

Sparkled and spoke before us then!

So came thy e^ery glance and tone.

When first on me they hreath'd and shone

;

]Ncw, as if brought from other spheres,

Yet welcome as if lov'd for years

!

Then fly with me, — if thou hast known
No other flame, nor falsely thrown
A gem away, that thou luidst sworn
Should ever in thy heart be worn.

Come, if the love thou hast for me
Is pure and fresh as mine for thee, — ^
Fresh as the fountain under ground,
When first 'tis by the lapwing found. '

But if for me thou dost forsake

Some other maid, and rudely break
Her worshipped image from its base,

To give to me the ruin'd place; —
Then, fare thee well — I'd rather make
My bower upon some icy lake

When thawing suns begin to shine.

Than trust to lo* e so false as tliine

!

There was a pathos in this lay,

That, ev'n without enchantment's art,

Would instantly have found its way
Deep into Sklim's burning heart:

But breathing, as it did, a tone

To earthly lutes and lips unknown

;

With every chord fresh from the touch

Of Music's Spirit, — 'twas too much

!

Starting, he dash'd away the cup, —
Which, all the time of this sweet aii'.

His hand had hold, wttasted, up.

As if 'twere fix'd by magic there, —
And naming her, so long unnam'd,

So long unseen, wildly exdaini'd,

"Oh JSoilOIAUAIi! oh NoURMAHAt!
'•lladst thou but sung this witcliuig etralii,

" I could forget — forgive thee all,

"And never leave those eyes again."

The mask is o(V — the chiirm is wrought —

•

And Skmm to his heart has caught,

In blushes, more than ever bright.

His NoiuiiAHAL, liis Harain's Light!

And well do vanish'd frowns enhance

The charm of every brighten'd glance;

And dearer seems each (iaAvni!ig smile

For having lo^t its light awhile;

And, happi»;r now for all her sighs.

As on his arm her head reposes,
'

She whispers him, ^itii laughing eyes,

" llemember, love, the Feast of Roses !

"

!) The lludJiud, or Liapv\iuR, is supi'osod to have the i)o\icr of dincoveriiig uattr uudtr
irrpuud.
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Jadiadeen, at the conclusion of this light rhapsody, took occasion to sum np
his opinion of the young Cashnierian's poetry, — of -which, he trusted, they had
that evening heard the last. Having recapitulated the epithets, "friAoloiis" —
"inharmonious" — "nonsensical," he proceeded to say that, viewing it in the

most favourable light , it resenihled one of those 3Ialdivian boats , to which the

Princess had alluded in the relation of her dream ^ — a slight, gilded thing,

sent adrift Mitliout rudder or ballast, and Avith nothing but vapid sweets and fad-

ed flowers on board. The profusion , indeed , of flowers and birds , which tlu9

poet had ready on all occasions , — not to mention dews ,
gems , etc. — was a

most oppressive kind of opulence to his hearers; and had the unlucky eflect of

giving to his style all the glitter of the flower-garden without its method, and
all the flutter of the aviary without its song. In addition to this , he chose his

subjects badly, and was ahvays most inspired by the worst parts of them. The
charms of paganism, the merits of rebellion, — these >vere the themes honoured

with his particular enthusiasm; and, in the poem just recited, one of his most
palatable passages was in praise of that beverage of the Unfaithful, wine; "being,

perhaps," said he, relaxing into a smile, as conscious of his own character in

the Haram on this point , " one of those bards , whose fancy oves all its illumi-

nation to the grape, like that painted porcelain, so curious and so rare, -whose

images arc only visible -when liquor is poured into it. ' Upon the Avhole, it was
his opinion , from the specimens which they had heard , and which , he begged
to say, were the most tiresome part of the journey, that — vhatever other mer-
its tliis well-dressed young gentleman might possess — poetry was by no means
his proper avocation: "and, indeed," concluded the critic, "from his fondness for

floAvers and for birds, I would venture to suggest that a florist or a bird-catcher

is a much more suitable calling for hira than a poet."

They had now begun to ascend those barren mountains which separate

Cashmere from the rest of India; and, as the heats were intolerable, and the

time of their encampments limited to the few liours necessary for refreshment

and repose, there was an end to all their delightful evenings, and Lalla Uookh
saw no more of Feramorz. She noM" felt that her short dream of happiness was
over, and tliat she had nothing hut the recollection of its few blissful hours, like

the one draught of sw eet water that serves tlie camel across the wilderness , to

he her heart's refreshment during the dreary waste of life that Avas before her.

The blight that had fallen npon her spirits -oon found its May to her ckeek, and

her ladies saw with regret — though not m ithout some suspicion of the cause —
that the beautj- of their mistress, of -which they Mere ahnost as proud as of their

own, Avas fast Aani.>hing aMay at the very moment of all Avhen, she had nu)st

need of it. AVhat must the King of Bucharia feel, when instead of the lively and

beautiful Lalla Uookh , Avliom the poets of Dellii had described as more perfect

than the divinest images in the House or.V/.or, he shoidd receive a pale and inani-

mate victim, upon mIiosc cheek neither health nor pleasure bloomed, and from
•whose eyes Love had fled , — to hide himself in her heart

!

If any thing could have charmed aMay the melancholy of her spirits, it

would haA e been the fresh airs and enchanting scenery of that Aalley, Aviiich the

I'ersians so justly called the Unequalled. * But neither the coolness of its atmos-

phere, so luxurious after toiling up those bare and burning mountains; — neither

the splendour of the minarets and pagodas, that shone out from the depth of its

woods, nor the grottoes, hermitages, and miraculous fountains, Avhich make every

spot of that region holy ground; — neither tlic countless Avaterfalls, that rush

into the A alley from all those high and rcnnantic mountains that encircle il, nor

the f.iir city on the Lake, whose liouses, ro«tfed Avith floAVcrs, appcar(;d at a

distance lilic one vast and variegated ]>arterre; — not all tliese Monders and
glories of the most loAcly country under the sun could steal her heart f(U' a

minute from those sad thoughts, Avhich but darkened and grcAV bitterer every

step she advanced.

TJie gay pomps and processions that met Ijcr upon her entrance into the Valley,

and the magnilicence Avitli A\hich the roads all along Avere decorated, did honour to

tlie taste and gallantry of the young King. It Avas night Avhen they approached

the city , and , for the last two miles , they had passed und(!r arches , tlu-ow n from
hedge to liedge, festooned A\ith oiilythose rarest roses froiuAvhich the Attar Gnl, more
precious than gold, is distilled, and ilhuninated in rich and fane ii'ul forms Avith lanterns

of the triple-coloured tortoise-shell of Tegu. Sometimes, from a dark Avood by the

1 See page 69.

2 Kachiuire be IVazccr. — Furstcr. ]
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-.Iilc of the road, a illsplay of firc-M orks woxild break out, so eudilen and so brilliant,

tliiit a Bramiii might think he saw that grove, in whose purple shade the God of

battles was horn, bursting into a flame at the moment of his birth; — while, at

other times, a quick and playful irradiation continued to brighten all the fields and
gardens by which they passed, forming a line of dancing lights along the horizon;

like the meteors of the north as they are seen by those hunters, who pursue the

M Jiitc and blue foxes on the confines of the Icy Sea.

Tliese arches and fire-works delighted the Ladies of the Princess exceedingly;

and, with their usual good logic, they deduced from his taste for illuminations, that

tlie King of Bucharia would make the most exemplary husband imaginable. Nor,

indeed, could Lalla Rooku herself Iielp feeling the kindness and splendour with which
the young bridegroom Avelcomcd her; — but she also felt how painful is the grati-

tude, which kindness from those we cannot love excites; and that their best blan-

idishments come over the heart with all that chilling and deadly sweetness, which M'e

)can fancy in the cold , odoriferous wind that is to blow over this earth in the last

jdays.

Tlie marriage was fixed for the morning after her arrival, when she was, for

(the first time, to be pi-esented to the monarch in that Imperial Palace beyond the lake,

jcalled the Shalimar. TJiough a night of more Avakeful and anxious thought had
never been passed in tlie Happy Valley before, yet, when she rose in the morning
and her Ladies came round her, to assist in the adjustment of the bridal ornaments,

they thought tliey liad never seen her look half so beautiful. What she had lost of

tlie bloom and radiancy of her charms w as more tlian made up by that intellectual

expression , that soul in the eyes m hich is Morth all tlie rest of loveliness. When
they had tinged her fingers Avith the Henna leaf, and placed upon her brow a small

coronet of jewels, of the shape worn l)y the ancient Queens of Bucharia, they flung

OA er her head the rose-coloured bridal veil, and she proceeded to the barge that Mas
to convey her across the Lake; — first kissing, with a mournful look , the little

amulet of cornelian which her father had hung about her neck at parting.

The morning was as fair as the maid upon whose nuptials it rose , and the

shining Lake, all covered m ith boats, the minstrels playing upon the shores of the islands,

and the crowded summer-honses on the green hills around, w ith sliaM Is and banners

waving from their roofs, presented such a picture of animated rcyoicing, as only she,

who w as the object of it all, did not feel with transport. To Lalla Rooku alone it was
a melancholy pageant; nor could she have even borne to look upon thesccne, y\ere it

not for a ho|)e that, among the croM ds around, she might once more perhajjs catch

a glimpse of Feramobz. So much Mas her imagination haunted by this thought, that

there was scarcely an islet or boat she passed, at which her heart did not llntt(;r

with a momentary fancy that he Avas there. Happy , in her eyes , the humblest

slave upon m horn the light of his dear looks fell ! — In the barge innuediately

after tlie Princess was Fabladken, Avith liis silken curtains throAvu Avidely apart,

that all might have the benefit of his august presence, and av ith his head full of

the s])ecch he Avas to deliver to the King, "concerning Fekaaiokz , and literature,

and the Cliabuk, as connected therewith."

They had noAV entered the canal Aviilch leads from the Lake to tlie splendid

domes and saloons of the Shalimar, and glided on through gardens ascending from
each bank, full of floAVcring shrub; tliat made the air all perfume; Aviiile from
the middle of the canal rose jets of Avater, smooth and unbroken, to such a dazzling

height, that they stood like pillars of diamond in the sunshine. After sailing under
the arches of various saloons, they at length arrived at the last and most magni-

I fi<ent, Avhere the monarch UAvaited the coming of his bride; aiul snch Avas the agi-

! tation of her heart arid frame, that it Avas Avith diflicnlty she Avalked up the marble
I steps, Avhicli Avcre coAered A^ith clotli of gold for her ascent from the barg<'. At the

I

end of the hall stood two thrones, as precious as tiu^ (Jerulcan Throne of Koolburga,
on one of Avhich sat Aliris, the youthful King of Bmluiria, and on the other Avas,

I

in a fcAV minutes, t«> be placed the most beautiful Princess in the Avorld. — Im-
I mediately upon the entrance of Lalla Hookh into tiie saloon, the monar<-h descended

I
from his throne to meet her; but scarcely had he time to take her hand in his,

I when she screamed Avith siaprise and faint( d at his feet. It Avas Fi-.uaaiokz himself

that stood before her! — Fkkamokz Avas , himself, tlie So\ereign of Bucharia, Avho
in this disguise had accompanied his yonng Inide from Delhi, and, having Avon her
love as an humble minstrel, now amply deserved to enjoy it as a King.

I The consternation of Faui-adkev at this discovery Auis, for tin; moment, almost

I

pitiiible. But change of opinion is a resource too con\enienl in conrts for tills ex-

perienced courtier not to ha\e learned to avail himself of it. I!is crititiHUt. A»ereall,

«if course, recanted instantly: he \vas seized ^ith an adniidilion of the King's verses,

I

a^ unbuundal as, he begged iiim to bclie> c , it w as di^inttreatcd ; and the following
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week saw him in possession of an additional place, swearings l)y all the Saints of

tilara that never had there existed so {,^rcat a poet as the Monarch, Aliris, and

ready to prescribe his fa^ ourite rej^imen of the Chabuk for every man, m oman, and

child that dared to think otherwise.

Of the happiness of the King and Qnecn of Bucharia, after such a heofinning,

there can bu hut little douht ; and , among the lesser sjini-toms ,
it is recorded of

!

Lalla Rooru, that, to the day of her death, in memory of their delightful jouiney,

she never called the Iving by any other name than Febamouz.
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It happened , after the sons of men had multiplied in those days,

that dauffhtcrs were born to them elegant and beautiful ; and when
the Angels, the bous of heaven, beheld them, they became enamoured
of Ihciu.

The Book of Enoch , chap. vii. sect, 2.



PREFACE.

J. HIS Poem , somewhat different in form , and much more limited In extent , was
originally designed as an episode for a work, about which I have been, at intervals,

employed during the last two years. Some months since, however, I found that ray

friend Lord Byron had, by an accidental coincidence, chosen the same subject for a

Drama; and, a^ I could not but feci the disadvantage of coming sifter so formidable

a rival, I thought it best to publish my humble sketch immediately, with such

alterations and additions as I had time to make, and thus, by an earlier appear-

ance in the literary horizon
,

give myself the chance of what astronomers call an

Heliacal rising , before the luniinai'y , in whose light I was to be lost , should ap-

pear.

As objections may he made , by persons whose opinions I respect, to the selec-

tion of a subject of this nature from the Scripture , I think it right to remark,

that, in point of fact, the subject is not scriptural — the notion upon which it is

founded (that of the love of Angels for women) having originated in an erroneous

translation by the LXX. of that verse in the sixth chapter of Genesis , upon whiili

the sole authority for the fable rests. * The foundation of my story , therclore,

has as little to do M'ith Holy Writ as have the dreams of the later Platonists, or the

reveries of the Jewish divines; and, in appropriating the notion thus to the uses of

poetry, I have done no more than establish it in that region of fiction, to m hich the

opinions of the most rational Fathers , and of all other Christian theologians , have
long ago consigned it.

In addition to the fitness of the subject for poetry, it struck me also as capable of

affording an allegorical medium, tlu-ough which might be shadowed out (as I have
endeavoured to do in the foUoM ing stories,) the fall of the Soul from its original purity
— the loss of light and happiness which it suffers, in the pursuit of this world's

perishable pleasures — and the punislunents, both from conscience and Divine jus-

tice, withwhich impurity, pride, and presumptuous inquiry into the awful secrets of

God, are sure to be visited. The beautiful story of Cnpid and Psyche owes its chief

charm to this sort of "veiled meaning," and it has been my wish (however I may
ha^e failed in the attempt) to commuuicate the same moral interest to the folloM'ing

pages.

THE

LOVES OF THE ANGELS.

1 AVAs \»hen the world was in its prime.
When the fresli starts had just begun

Their race of glory, and young Time
Told his first birth-days by the sun;

When , in the light of iVature's dawn
Rejoicing, men and angels met

On the high hill and sunny laM'n, —
Ere sorrow came, or Sin had drawn

'Twixt man and heaven her curtain yet!
When earth lay nearer to tlie skies

Than in thest; days of crime and woe.
And mortals sa>v, Mitliout surprise,

In the mid-air , angelic eyes

Gazing upon this world below.

Alas, that Passion should profane,
Ev'n then , that morning of the earth

!

' Sec iVotc,
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That, sadder still, the fatal stain

Should fall on hearts of heavenly hirlh —
And oh, that stain so dark should fall

From Woman's love , most sad of aU

!

One evening, in that time of bloom,

On a hill's side, vhere hung the ray
Of sunset, sleeping in perfume,
Three noble youths conversing lay;

And, as they look'd, from time to time.

To the far sky, Mherc Daylight furl'd

His radiant wing, their brows sublLine

Bespoke them of that distant world —
Creatures of light, such as still play,

Like motes in sunshine, round the Lord,
And through their infinite array

Transmit each moment, night and day,

The echo of His luminous word!

Of Heaven they spoke, and, still more oft,

'•
' Of the bright eyes that cliarm'd them thence;

Till, yielding gradual to the soft

And balmy evening's influence —
The silent breathing of the flowers —
The melting light that beam'd above.

As on their first, fond, erring hours,

Each told the story of his love,

Tlie history of that hour unblest,

When, like a bird, from its high nest

W^on down by fascinating ejcs.

For Woman's smile he lost the skiei?.

The First who spoke was one, with look
The least celestial of the three —

A Spirit of light mould, that took

The prints of earth most yieldingly;

Who, CA-'n in heaven, was not of those

Nearest the Throne, but held a place

Far oft", among those shining roAvs

Tliat circle out through endless space.

And o'er whose wings the light from Him "'^*'" '•'•**»* *"

In the great centre falls most dim.

Still fair and glorious, he but shone

Among those youths th' unheal cnliest one —
A creature, to whom light remain'd

From Eden still, but alter'd, stain'd,

And o'er whose brow not Love alone

A blight had, in his transit, sent,

But other, earthlier joys had gone.

And left their foot-prints as they went.

Sighing, as through the shadowy Past
Like a tomb-seiircher, Memory ran.

Lifting each shroud that Time had cast

O'er buried hopes, he thus began: —

FIRST ANGEL'S STORY.

1 was in a land , that far away
Into the golden orient lies.

Where Nature knows not night's delay.

But springs to meet her bridegroom, Day,
Upon the threshold of the skies.

One morn, on earthly mission sent,

And mid-way choosing Avliere to light,

I saw, from the blue clement —
Oh beautiful, but fatal sight! —

One of e.u'th'.': fairest womankind,
Half vcil'd from view, or r.ithcr shrin'd

In the clear crystal of a brook

;

Which, while it hid no suiglc gleam
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Of her yoiuig beauties, made them look

3Iorc spirlt-Iilic, as they mi^ht seem
Through the dim shadoM'ing' of a dream.

Pansinc; in voiMler I look'd on,

AVIiile, phij-fally around her breaking

The Maters , that like diamonds slione,

She mov'd in lif^ht of her own making.
At length, as slowly I descended

To view more near a sight so splendid.

The tremble of my Avings all o'er

(For through each plume I felt the thrill)

Startled her, as she reach'd the shore

Of that small lake — her mirror still —
Above whose brink she stood , like snow
When rosy with a sunset gloAV.

Never shall I forget those eyes !
—

The shame , the innocent surprise

Of that bright face, when in the air

Uplooking, she beheld mc there.

It seem'd as if each thought, and look.

And motion were that minute chain d
Fast to the spot, such root she took,

And — like a sunfloAver by a brook,

With face upturn'd — so still remain'd!

In pity to the wondering maid.
Though loth from such a vision turning.

Downward I bent, beneath the shade >

Of my spread wings to hide the burning
Of glances , which — I well could feel —
For me , for her , too Avarmly shone

;

But , ere I could again unseal

My restless eyes , or even steal

One side-long look, the maid was gone —
Hid from me in the forest leaves,

Sudden as Avhen, in all her charms
Of full-blown ligbt, some cloud receives

The Moon into his dusky arms.

'Tis not in words to tell the power,
Tlie despotism that, from that hour,

Passion held o'er me — day and night

I sought around each neighbouring spot,

And, in the chase of this sweet light.

My task, and heaven, and all forgot —
All, but the one, sole, haimting dream
Of her I saw in that bright stream.

Nor was it long, ere by her side

I found myself, whole hajjpy days,

Listening to words , mIiosc music vied

With our own Eden's seraph lays.

When seraph lays arc warm'd by love.

But, wanting tkat , far, far above! —
And looking into eyes vhei-e, blue

And beautiful, like skies seen through
The sleeping wave, for me tliere shone

A heaven, more worshipp'd than ray omti.

Oh what, vliilc I could hear and see

Such words and looks, was heaven to mc?
Though gross the air on earth I drew,

'Twtis blessed, while she breath'd it too;

Though dark the flowers, though dim the sky,

Love lent them light, while slic was nigh.

Throughout creation I but knew
Two scjiarate worlds — the one, that small,

Belov'd, and consecrated spot

Where Lea was — the other, all

The dull, wide waste, where she was not!

But vain my suit, my madness vaiuj
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Though ffladly, from her eyes to gain

One eaitlily look, one stray (le>irc,

I vrouhl have torn the wings, that hung
Fiirld at ray hack, and o'er that Fire

Unnamtl in heaven their fragments flung; —
'Twa^ hopelc^s all — pure and iinmovd

She stood, as lilies in ihe light

Of the hot noon hut look more \vhifcc; —
And though she lovd mc, deeply lov'd,

'Tvras not as man , as mortal — no,

Nothing of earth Mas in that glow —
She lov"d me hut as one , of race

Angelic, from that radiant place

She saw so oft in dreams — that Heaven,
To >vhich her prayers at morn were sent.

And on whose light she gaz"d at even,

Wishing for wings, that she might go
Out of this shadoAvy Morld helow.

To that free, glorious clement!

Well I rememher hy her side

Sitting at rosy eventide,

When, — turning to the star, whose head
Look'd out, as from a hridal hed.

At that mute , hlushing hour. — she said,

"Oh! that it were ray doom to he
''The Spirit of yon heauteous star,

"Dwelling up there in purity,

"Alone, as all such l)right things are; —
" My sole employ to pray and shine,

'To light my censer at the sun.

"And fling its fire towai'ds the shrine

"Of Him in heaven, the Eternal One!"
So innocent the maid — so free

From mortal taint in soul and frame,

Wliom "twas my crime — my destiny —
To loA e , aye . burn for , Avith a flame,

To vhich earths Mildest fires are tame.

Had you hut seen her look, Mhen first

From my mad lips the' avoM al hurst

;

Not angry — no — the feeling had
No touch of anger, hut most sad —
It was a sorrow , calm as deep,

A mournfulness that could not weep,
So fill'd the heait Avas to the brink,

So fixM and frozen there — to tlunk

Tliat angel natures — cacu I,

Whose loAC she clung to, as the tic

BetAveen her spirit and the sk^y —
Sliould fall thus headlong from the height

Of such pure glory into sin —
Tlie sin, of all, most sure to blight,

The sin, of all, that the soul's light

Is soonest lost , extingnish'd in

!

That , though but frail and himian , she

Should, like the half-bird of the sea,

Try Avith her Muig sublimer air,

While 1, a creature born up there,

Should meet her. in my fall from light,

From heaven and peace, and turn her flight

DoAiTiAvard again, Avith me t<» drink

Of the salt tide of sin , and sink

!

That very night — my lie.irt had grown
Impatient of its iuAvard burning;

The term, too, of my stay AViis floAvn,

And the bright Watcliers* near the throne,

Already, if a meteor ehonc

• Sec Note.
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Between tliem and this nether zone,

'J'liouglit 'twas their lierald's m ing retnrning : —
Oft (lid the potent spell-Mord

, ji^iven

To Envoys hither from tlie skies,

To be pronoimc'd, M'hen back to heaven
It is their liour or wish to rise,

Corac to my lips that fatal day;

And once , too , m as fo nearly spoken,

That my spread plumage in the ray

And breeze of heaven began to play —

-

V/hen my heart fail'd — the spell was broken —
The word unfmish'd died aAvay,

And ray check'd plumes , ready to soar,
~

Fell slack and lifeless as before.

How conld I leave a world , which she.

Or lost or Mon , made all to me.
Beyond home — glory — every thing?

How fly, while yet there was a chance,

A hope — aye, even of perishing

Utterly by that fatal glance!

No matter where my wanderings were.

So there she look'd, mov'd , brcath'd about —
Woe, ruin, death, more sweet with her.

Than all heaven's proudest joys without

!

But, to return — tliat very day
A feast was held , where , full of mirth,

Came , cnnvding thick as flowers that play
In summer winds , the young and gay
And beautiful of this l)right earth.

And she was there, and 'mid the young
And beautiful stood first, alone;

Tliough on her gentle brow still hung
The shadow I that morn had tlu'owu —

The first, that ever shame or Moe
Had cast upon its vernal snow.

My heart was madden'd — in the flush

Of the wild revel I gave May
To all that frantic mirth — that rush
Of desperate gaiety, which they,

Who never felt how pains excess

Can break out thus, think happiness —
Sad mimicry of mirth and life,

WJiose flashes come but from the strife

Of inward passions — like the light

Struck out by clashing swords in fight.

Then, too, that juice of earth, the bane
And blessing of man's heart and brain —
That drauglit of sorcery, mIucIi brings

l'liant(nns of fair, forbidden things —
Whose drops, like those of rainbows, smile

Upon the mists that circle man,
Bright'ning not (»nly Earth , thii M'hile,

But grasping Heaven, too, in their span! —
Then first the fatal wine-cup rain'd

Its dews of darkness through my lips.

Casting Mhate'er of light rcinaind

To my lost soul into eclijise.

And filling it villi such wild dreams,
Such fantasies and wrong desires.

As, in the absence of heaven's beams.
Haunt us for ever — like wild-fires

That walk this earth , when day retires.

Now hear the rest — our banquet done,

I sought her in the' accustom'd bower.
Where late we oft, when day was gone,

And the world Ijush'd , had met alone.

At Uie same silent , moonlight hour.

8
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I found her — oh, so beautiful!

Wliv. vhy have liaplc.-s Angels eyes?

Or mIiv arc there not flowers to cull,

A« lair as Woman, in yon slties?

Still iliil her brow, a?; usual, turn

To her loT'd star, -which secni'd to burn

Turer than ever on that night;

"Wljile she, in looking, grew more bright.

As though that planet were an urn

From which her eyes drank liquid light.

Tliere \ras a virtue in that scene,

A spell of holi^e^s around,

WTiich would liaAC — had my l)rain not been

Thus poi->on'd . maddcn'd — held me bound,

As though I stood on God's own ground.

Ev'n as it v as , w ith soul all flame,

And lips that burn'd in their omu sighs,

I stood to gaze, with awe and shame —
The memory of Eden came

Full o'er me when I saw those eye^;

And tho" too well each glance of mine
To the pale, shrinliing maiden provM

How far, aliis, from aught divine,

Aught Morthy of so pure a shrine.

Was the vild love with wliich I lov'd.

Yet must ?he, too, have seen — oh yes,

'Tis soothing but to think she saw —
Tlie deep , true , soul-felt tenderness,

The homage of an Angels awe
To her , a mortal , w bom pure love

Then plac'd abo^e him — far above —
And all that struggle to repress

A sinful spirits mad excels,

WJiiih w(irk"d within me at that hour.

When — Mith a voice, Mhere Passion shed

All the deep sadness of licr power.

Her melancholy power — 1 said,

"Then be it s-o — if back to heaven
"I must unlov'd, unpiticd fly,

"Without one blest memorial given
" To sooth me in that lonely sky —

" One look , like those t!ie young and fond

'" Give when they're parting — which would be,

"Ev'n in reraembriince , far beyond
"All heaven hath left of bliss for me!

" Oh , but to see that head recline

"A minute on this trembling arm,
"And those mild eyes look up to mine

"Without a dread, a thought of harm!
"To meet but once the thrilling touch

"• Of lips that are too fond to fear me —
" Or , if that boon be all too much,

"Ev'n thus to bring their fragrance near me!
" Nay . shrink not so — a look — a word —
"Give them but kindly and I fly;

*' Already , gee , my plumes have stirr'd,

"And tremble for tlieir home on high.

"Thus be our parting — cheek to cheek —
"One minute's lapse will be forgiven,

"And thou, the next, shall hear me speak
"The spell that plumes my wing for heaven!"

While tlius I spoke, the fearful maid,
Of me, and of herself afraid.

Had shrinking stood, like flowers beneath
The scorching of the sonth-winds breath:

But when I nam'd — alas, too well,

I now recall, though wildcrd then, —
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Instantly, when I nam'd the spell,

Her brow, her eyes uprose again,

And, with an eagerness, that spoke
The sudden light that o"er her broke,

"The spell, the spell! — oh, speak it now,
"And I will bless thee!" she exclaira'd —
Unknowing what I did, iiiflam'd,

And lost already, on her broW
I stanip'd one burning kiss, and namd

The mystic Arord , till then nc"er told

To living creature of earth's mould!
Scarce Avas it said , Avhen

,
quick as thought,

Her hps from mine, like echo, caught
TJie h(dy sound — her hands and eyes

Were instant hfted to the skies.

And tlu'ice to heaven she spoke it out

With that triumphant look Faith wear*,

\Mien not a cloud of fear or doubt,

A vapour from this vale of tears,

Between her and her God appears!

That very moment her whole fr<mie

All bright and glorified became,
And at her back I saw miclose
Tmo wings, magnificent as those

That sparkle round the' Eternal Throne,
Wliose plumes , as buoyantly she rose

A])ove me , in the moon-beam shone

With a pure light, which — from its hue.

Unknown upon this earth — I knew
Was light from Eden

,
glistening througli

!

Most holy vision ! ne'er before

Did aught so radiant — since the day
\\lien Lucifer, in falling, bore

The third of the bright stars away* —
Rise, m earth's beauty, to repair

That loss of light and glory there!

But did I tamely view her flight?

Did not J, too, proclaim out thrice

The powerful words that were, that night, —
Oh ev'n for heaven too much delight! —

Again to bring us , eyes to eyes,

And soul to soul, in Paradise?

I did — I spoke it o'er and oer —
I pray'd, I wept, but all in vain;

For me the spell had power no more,
There seeni'd around me some dark chain

Which still, as 1 essayd to soar.

Baffled , alas , each w ild endeavour

:

Dead lay my wings, as tJiey have lain

Since that sad hour, and will remain —
So wills the' offended God — for ever

!

It was to yonder star I trac'd

Her journey up the' illiimin'd waste —
That isle in the blue firmament,

To whi<h so oft her fancy went
In wisli<;s and in dreams before,

And which was now — such , Purity,

I'hy blest rcMard — ordain'd to he

Her home of light for evermore!

Once — or did I but fancy so? —
Ev'n in her flight to that fair sphere,

Mid all her spirits new-felt glow,

A pitying look she turn'd below
On him who stood in darkness here;

Him whom, perhaps, ii vain regret

Can dwell in heaven, slie pities yet;

• Sec Xote.
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And oft, Mhcn looking to this dim

And dUtant world, remembfrs him.

But soon that passing dream was gone;

Farther and farther off she shone,

Till lessend to a point , as small

As are those specks that yonder hum —
Those vivid drops of light, that fall

The last from day's exhausted urn.

And when at length she mcrg'd, afar,

Into her OAvn immortal star,

And when at length my straining sight

Had caught her Ming's la.-t fading ray,

That minute from my soul the light

Of heaven and love both pas.^'d away

;

And I forgot my home, my hirth,

Profan'd my spirit , sunk my brow,

And reveird in gross joys of earth.

Till I became — Mhat I am now !

"

The Spii-it bow'd his head in shame ;

A shame , that of itself would tell —
Were there not cv'n those breaks of fl.unc.

Celestial, through his clouded frame —
How grand the height from which he fell!

That holy Shame, Mliich ne'er forgets

What clear renown it us"d to wear;
Whose bliish remains, when Virtue sets.

To show her sunshine has been there.

Once only, while the tale he told,

Were his eyes lifted to behold

That happy stainless star, Mhere she

Dwelt in her boMer of purity!

One minute did he look, and then —
As though he felt some deadly pain

From its sweet light through heart and brain

Shrunk back, and never lookd again.

Who Mas the Second Spirit? — he
With the proud front and piercing glance —
Who seem'd , when viewing Iieavcn's expanse,

As though his far-sent eye could see

On , on into the' Immensity
Behind the veils of that blue sky,

Where God's sublimcst secrets lie? —
His wings , the Mhile , though day was gone,

Flashing with many a various hae
Of light they from themselves alone,

Instinct with Eden's brightness, drew —
A breathing forth of beams at will.

Of living beams , M'hich , though no more
They kept their eai'ly lustre, still

Were such, M'hen glittering out all o'er,

As mortal eye-lids Mink'd before.

'Twas RiTBi — once among the prime
And floM'cr of those bright creatures, nam'd

Spirits of KnoM'ledge*, mIio o'er Time
And Space and Thought an empire claim'd,

Second alone to Him , whose light

Was , cv'n to theirs , as day to night —
'Twixt whom and them Mas distance far

And M ide , as would the journey be
To reach from any island star

The vague shores of Infinity!

'Twas RvBi, in whose mournful eye
Slept the dim light of days gone by

;

Whose voice , though sweet , fell on the ear

Like echoes , in some silent place,

• The Cherubim. — See Note.
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^Vhcn Hvst avraVd for many a year;
And Mhen he sniil'd — if o'er Iiis face
Smile ever shone — 'hvas like the grace

Of moonlight rainboAVs, fair, but wan,
The sunny life , the glory gone.
Ev'n o'er his pride, though still the same,
A softening shade from sorrow came;
And though at times his spirit Knew
The kindlings of disdain and ire.

Short was the fitful glare they threw —
Like the last flashes, fierce hut few,
Seen through some noble pile on fire!

Such was the Angel, who now broke
The silence that had come o'er all,

When he , the Spirit that last spoke,

Clos'd the sad history of his fall;

And, while a sacred lustre, floAvn

For many a day, relum'd his cheek,
And not those sky-tun'd lips alone
But his eyes , brow , and tresses , roll'd

Like sunset waves, all seem'd to speak —
Thus his eventful story told: —

SECOND ANGEL'S STORY.
"You both remember well the day
When unto Eden's new-made bowers,

He, whom all living things obey,

Summon'd his chief angelic powers
To witness the one wonder yet.

Beyond man, angel, star, or sun,

He must achieve, ere he could set

His seal upon the world, as done
To see that last perfection rise.

That crowning of creation's birth,

Wlien, mid the worship and surprise

Of circling angels , Woman's eyes

First open'd upon heaven and earth;

And from their lids a thrill was sent,

That through each living spirit went
Like first light through the fix-mament!

Can you forget how gradual stole

Tlie fresh-aAvaken'd breath of soul

Throughout her perfect form — which seem d

To grow transparent, as there beam'd
Tliat dawn of Mind within, and caught
New loveliness from each new thought?
Slow as o'er summer seas we trace

The progress of the noontide air.

Dimpling its bright and silent face

Each minute into some new grace.

And varying iieaven's reflections there —
Or, like the light of evening, stealing

O'er some fair temple, which all day
Hath slept in shadow, slow levcaling-

Its several beauties, ray by ray.

Till it shines out, a thing to bless,

All full of light and loveliness.

Can you forget her blush, when round
Tiirougli Eden's lone, enchanted grouiul

She look'd — and at the sea — the skies —
And heard tlie rush of many a wing,

^ By God's coiumand then vanishing,

And saw the last lew angel eyes.

Still lingering — mine among the rest, —
Reluctant leaving scene so blest?

From that miraculous hour , the fate

Of this new, glorious Being dwelt

For ever, with a spell like weight.
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Upon my spirit — early, late,

Whateer I did, or clrearad, or felt,

Tlic thoiiglit of what might yet hePall

That splendid creature mixd with all. —
Nor she alone, but her whole race

Through afjes yet to come — whate'er

Of feminine, and fond, and fair,

Should sprin2^ from that pure mind and face.

Ail Makd my souls intensest care;

Tlieir forms, souls, fcelini^s, still to me
God's most disturbing my^tery!

It was my doom — ev'n from the first,

When sumraon'd with my cherub peers.

To witness the young vernal burst

Of Nature through those blooming spheres.

Those flowers of light, that sprung beneath
The first toucii of tlie' Eternal's breath —
It Mas my doom still to be haunted

IJy some new Mond<T , some sublime

And matchless work, that, for the time

Held all ray soul, enchaind, enchanted.

And left me not a thought, a dream,

A word, but on that only theme!

Tlic -wi-h to know — that endless thirst,

Whi(-h CA'n by quenching is awak'd.

And Avhich becomes or ble.-t or curst.

As is the fount Avhereat 'tis tsbik'd —
Still urg'd me onward , with desire

Insatiate, to explore, inquire —
Whate'er the Arondrnus things might be,

That wak'd each new idolatry —
Their cause, aim, source from whence they sprung

Tlieir inmost powers, as though for me
Existence on that knowledge himg.

Oh Mhat a vision were the stars.

When first I saw them burn on high,

Rolling along, like living cars

Of light, for gods to journey by!

They were my heart's first passion — days

And nights, unwearied, in their rays

Have I htmg floating, till each sense

Scem'd full of their l)right influence.

Innocent joy! alas, how much
Of misery had I !>hunn'd below,

Could I have still liv'd blest v itii such

;

Nor
,
proud and restless , burn'd to know

The knowledge that brings guilt and woe!

Often — so much I lov'd to trace

The secrets of this starry race —
Have I at morn and evening run

Along the lines of radiance spun.

Like webs, between them and the sun,

I'ntwisting all the tangled ties

Of light into their diflerent dyes —
Then fleetly wing'd I off, in quest

Of those, the farthest, lonclicjt.

That watch, like winking sentinels,

V The void, beyond which Chaos dwells.

And there. Mith noiseless plame, pursued
Their track through that grand solitude.

Asking intently all and each

What s(»ul within their radiance dwelt.

And vi^lling their sweet light were speecli.

That they might tell me all they felt.

Nay, oft, so passionate juy chace
Of these re>i)lendent heirs of space.

Oft <lid I follow — lest a ray
Sliould 'fccape me in the farthest night —
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Some pilgrim Comet, on his way
To \Wit distant shrines of light,

And Avell remember how I sung »

Exulting out, when on my siglit

New Morlds of stars, all fre.-ii and young.
As if just born of darkness , sprung

!

SucIj was my pure ambition then,

My sinless transport , niglit and morn

;

Ere this still newer world of men.
And that mot fair of stars Mas born

Which I, in fatal hour, saw rise

Among the flowers of Paradise!

Tlienceforth my nature all Mas chang'd,

My heart, soul, senses turn'd below;
And he, mIio but so lately rang'd
Yon Monderful expanse, Mhere glow

Worlds upon Morlds
,
yet found his mind

Ev'n in that huninous range confin'd,

Now blest the humblest, meanest sod

Of the dark earth where W^oman trod!

In vain my former idols glisten'd

From their far thrones; in vain these ears

To the once-thrilling music listen'd,

That hymn'd around my favourite spheres —
To earth , to earth each thought was given,

That in this half-lost sonl had birth;

Like some high mount, whose head's in heaven,
While its Mholc shadow rests on earth

!

Nor was it Love , ev'n yet , that thrall'd

My spirit in his burning ties;

And less, still less could it be call'd

That grosser flame, roimd which Love flici

Nearer and nearer , till he dies —
No, it was wonder, such as thrill'd

At all God's works my dazzled sense;

The same ra|)t wctnder, only fiU'd

With passion, more profound, intense, —
A vehement, but Avandering fire,

Which , though nor love , nor yet desire,

Though through all womankind it took

Its range, as vague as lightnings run,

Yet wanted but a touch , a look,

To fix it burning upon One.

Then , too , the ever-restless zeal,

The' insatiate curiosity

To know M hat shapes , so fair , most feel —
To look, but once, beneath the seal

Of so much loveliness , aiul see

Wliat souls beh)ng'd to those bright eyes —
Whether, as sun-beams find their way

Into the gem that hidden lies,

Those looks could iuMard turn their ray,

To make the soul as bright as they

!

All this impell'd my anxious chace,

And s^ll the more I saw and knew
Of Woman's fond, weak, conquering race,

The' intenscr still my Avoiuler grcM'.

I had beheld their First , their Eve,

Born in that splendid Paradise,

Which God made »idely to receive

The first ligiit of her Makuig eyes.

I had seen purest angels lean

In worship o'er her from abo^e;

And man — oh j es , had envying seen

Proud man posscss'd of all her love.

I saw their happiness , so brief.

So exquisite — her error, too,
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That easy trust, that prompt belief

In what the M'aim heart wishes true;

That faith ia words , when kindly said.

By Avhich the whole fond sex is led —
Minffled Mith (what I dur^t not blame,

For "tis my own) that wish to know.
Sad, fatal zeal, so sure cf woe;
Wliich, though from heaven all pure it came,
Yet stain'd , misus'd , brought sin and bhame
On her , on me , on all below

!

I had seen tliis ; had seen 3Ian — arm'd
As his soul is with strength and sense —

By her first Mords to ruin ciiarni"d

;

His vaunted reason's cold defence,

Like an ice-barrier in the ray
Of melting summer, smil'd away!
Ray — stranger yet — spite of all this —
Though by her counsels taught to err.

Though driv'n from Paradi.-e for her,

(And with her — that, at least, was bliss)

Ilad I not heard him, ere he crost

The threshold of that earthly heaven,

Which by her wildering smile lie lost —
So quickly was the wrong forgiven—

Had I not heard him, as he prcst

Tlie frail, fond trembler to a breast

Which she had doomd to sin and strife,

Call her — think what — his Life! his Life!*

Yes — such the love-taught name — the first,

Tliat ruln'd Man to Woman gave,

Ev'n in his out-cast hour, when curst.

By her fond witchery, with that worst
And earliest boon of love — the grave!

She, who brouglit death into the world,
There stood befox*e him, with the light
Of their lost Paradise still bright

Upon those sunny locks, tliat curld
Down her Mhite shoulders to her feet —
So lieautiful in form, so sweet

In heart and voice, as to redeem
The loss, the death of all things dear,

Except herself — and make it seem
Life, endless Life, Mliile sJic Avas near!

Could I help wondering at a creature.

Enchanted round with spells so strong —
One, to Avhose every thought, word, feature.

In joy and woe, through right and wrong.
Such sweet omnipotence heaven ga^c,
To bless or ruin, curse or save?

Nor did the marvel cease Mith her —
Kew Eves in all her daughters came,

As strong to charm, as weak to err.

As sure of man through praise and blame,
Wiiate'er they brought him, pride or shame,

Tlieir still unreasoning worshipper —
And, wheresoe'er they smil'd, the same
Enchantresses of soul and frame,

Lito whose hands, from first to last.

This Morld Mith all its de.-tinies,

Devotedly by heaven seems cast.

To save or damn it, as they please!

Oil, 'tis not to I)e told how long,

How rejth:ssly I sigli'd to find

Some one, from out tliat i-hining throng.

Some abstract of the form and mind

•Charah, the name by which Adam called tlie voman after Ihcir tranegresHOu , meani
Life." — See IVote.
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Of the vliole matchless sex, from which,
III my own arms helield, possest,

I mi<5;ht learn all tlie powers to witch,

To Avarm, and (if my fate unblest

jroiild have it) ruin, of the rest!

Into Avhose inMard soul and sense

I mig^ht descend, as doth the bee
Into the flower's deep heart, and thence

llifle, in all its purity,

Tlie prime, the quintessence, the Avhole

Of wondrous Woman's frame and soul!

At length, ray burning wish, my prayer, —
(For such — oh what will tongues not dare.

When hearts go wrong? — this lip preferr'd) —
At length ray ominous prayer Avas heard —
Hut whether heard in heaven or hell.

Listen — and you will know too well.

There Mas a maid, of all who move
Like visions o'er this orb, most fit

To be a bright young angel's love,

Herself so bright, so exquisite!

The pride, too, of her step, as light

Along the unconscious earth she went,

Seem'd that of one, born Mith a right

To walk some heavenlier element.

And tread in places where her feet

A star at every step should meet.

'Twas not alone that loveliness

By which the wilder'd sense is caught —
Of lips, whose very breath could bless —
Of playful hlushes, that seem'd nought
But luminous escapes of thought —

Of eyes that, when by anger stirr'd.

Were fire itself, but, at a word
Of tenderness, all soft became

As though they could, like the sun's bird,

Dissolve away in their own flame —
Of from, as pliant as the shoots

Of a young tree, in vernal flower;

Yet round and gloAving as the fruits

That drop from it in summer's hour —
'Twas not alone this loveliness

That falls to loveliest woman's share,

Though, even here, her form could spare
From its OAvn beauty's rich excess

Enough to make all others fair —
But 'twas the Mind, sparkling about
Through her whole frame — the soul , brought out
To light ea<;h charm

,
yet independent

Of what it lighted, as the sun

That shines on flowers, would be resplendent

Were there no flowers to shine npon—
'Twas this, all this, in one combin'd,

I'lie' unnumber'd looks and arts that form
The glory of young woman-kind,
Taken in their first fusion, warm,
Ere time had chill'd a single charm.

And stainp'd with such a seal of .'Miiul,

As gave to beauties, that might be
Too sensual else, too unrefin'd,

'I'lie impress of divinity

!

'Twas this — a union, which the hand
Of Mature kept for lier alone,

Of e\ery thing most playful, bland,

Voluptuous, spiritual, grand,
In augel-iiaturcs and her own —

Oh this it was that drew mo nigh
One, who seem'd kin to hed>en as I,
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My bright twin slater of the sky —
One, ill Mh<).»c love, I felt, were given

The niixM delights of cither sphere,

All that the spirit seeks in heaven,

And all the senses burn for here!

Had vre — but hold — hear evcrj' part

Of our sad tale — spite of the pain
Riiucmbrance gives, vhen the lix'd dart

Is stirrd thus in the vound again —
Hear every step, so full of bliss,

And yet so ruinous, that led

Down to the la.-t, dark precipice,

Where pcrishd both — the fall'n, the dead!

From the first hour she caught ray sight,

I ne^er left her — day and night
Hovering unseen around her way,

And luid her loneliest musings near,

I soon could track each thought that lay.

Gleaming Avithin her heart, as clear

As pebbles Mithin brooks appear;
And there, among the countless things

That keep young hearts for ever glowing,
Vague M'ishes, fond imaginijigs,

Love-dreams, as yet no object knowing —
Light, Avingcd hopes, that come when bid,

And rainbow joys that end in Mceping,

And passions, among pure thoughts hid,

Like serpents under llow'rets sleeping —
'Mong all these feelings — felt where'er

Young liearts are beating — I saw there

Proud thoughts, aspirings high — beyond
Whatever yet dwelt in soul so fond —
Glimpses of glory, far away

Into the bright, ^ague future given.

And fancies, free and grand,' Avhose play,

Like that of eaglets, is near heaven!

With this, too — what a soul and heart

To fall beneath the tempter's art! —
A zeal for knowledge, such as ne'er

Enshrind itself in form so fair

Since that first, fatal hour, when Eve,

W ith every fruit of Eden blest.

Save only one. rather than leave

That one unknoAvn, lo?t all the rest.

It was in dreams that fir^t I stole

With gentle mastery o'er lier mind —
In that rich twilight of the soul,

W^hen Reason's beam, half hid behind

The clouds of sense, obscurely gilds

Each shadowy shape that Fancy builds —
Twas then, by that soft light, I brought

A'ague, glimmering visions to her ^iew —
Catches of radiance, lost Avhen cauglit,

Bright labyrinths, that led to nought,

And vistas, Mitli a void seen through —
Dwellings of bliss, that opening shone,

Then clos'd, dissolv'd, and left no trace —
All that, in short, could tempt Hope on,

But give her wing no resting-place;

Myself the vhile, vith brow, as yet,

Fure as the young moon's coronet,

'J'brongh every dream still in her sight,

The' enchanter of each mocking scene.

Who gave the hope, then brought the blight,

Who said 'Behold yon world of light,'

Then sudden dropt a veil between

!

At length , when I pcrceiv'd each thought.
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Wakinj? or sleeping-, fix'd on nought
But these ilhisive scenes, and me,

The phantom, Avho thus came and went,
In half revealnients, only meant
To madden curiosity'—

AMien hy such various arts I found
Her fancy to its utmost \vound,

One night — 'twas in a holy spot,

Whicli she for pray'r had chos'n — a grot
Of purest niarhle, huilt hclow
Her garden beds, through wliich a glow
From lamj)s invisible then stoic,

Brightly pervading all the place —
Like that mysterious light the soul,

Itself unseen, sheds through the face —
There, at her altar Avhile she knelt,

And all that woman ever felt,

When God and man both claim'd her sighs

Every Avarm thought, that ever dMclt,

Like summer clouds, 'twixt earth and skies,

Too pure to fall, too gross to rise.

Spoke in her gestures, tones and eyes, —
Thus, by the tender light, which lay
Dissolving round, as if its ray
Was breath'd from her, I heard her say: —
" Oh idol of my dreams ! whate'er

"Thy nature be — human, divine,

"Or but half heav'nly — still too fair,

"Too heavenly to be ever mine!

"Wonderful Spirit, who dost make
"Slumber so lovely, that it seems

"No longer life to live awake,
" Since heaven itself descends in dreams,

"Wliy do I ever lose thee? why —
" When on thy realms and thee I gaze —

"Still drops that veil, which I could die,

"Oh gladly, but one hour to raise?

"Long ere such miracles as thou
" And thine came o'er my thoughts, a thirst

"For light was in this soul, which now
"Thy looks have into passion nurs'd.

"There's nothing bright above, below,
" In sky — earth — ocean, that this breast

" Doth not intensely burn to loiow,

"And thee, thee, tliee, o'er all the rest!

"Then come, oh Spirit, from behind
"The curtains of thy radiant home,

" Whether thou would'st as God be shrin'd,

" Or lov'd and clasp'd as mortal, come

!

" Bring all thy dazzling wonders here,

"That I may waking know and see —
"Or waft me hence to thy own sphere,

"Thy heaven or — aye, even that with thee!

" Demon or God, mIio hold'st the book
"Of knowledge spread beneath thine eye,

"Give me, with thee, but one bright look
"Into its leaves, and let me die!

" By those ethereal wings, whose way
"Lies through an clement, so fraught

"Willi floating Mind, that, as they play,

"Their every movement is a thought!

"By that most precious hair, between
" Wiiosc golden clusters the sweet wind

"Of Paradise so late hath been,

"And left its fragrant soul behind!
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"By those impassion'd eyes, that melt

"Their light into the inmost heai't,

"Like tunset in the waters, felt

" As molten fire throiig:h every part, —
"I do implore thee, oh most bright

"And ^ror^hipp'd Spirit, shine but o'er

"3Iy waking, vondering eyes this night,

"This one blest night — I ask no more!"

Exhausted, breathless, as she said

These burning words, her languid head
Upon the altar's steps she cast.

As if that brain-throb were its last —
Till, startled by the breathing, nigh,

Of lips, that echoed back her sigh.

Sudden her brow again she rais'd,

And there, just lighted on the slu-Inc,

Beheld me — not as I had blaz'd

Around her, full of light divine,

In her late dreams, but soften'd down
Into more mortal grace — my crown
Of flowers, too radiant for this world.

Left hanging on yon starry steep

;

My wings shut up, like banners furl'd,

\\nien Peace liath put their pomp to sleep

;

Or like autumnal clouds, that keep

Their lightnings sheathd, rather than mar
The dawning hour of some young star

—

And nothing left, but Avhat besecm'd
The' accessible, though glorious mate

Of mortal woman — whose eyes bcam'd
Back upon hers, as passionate;

Wliose ready heart brought flame for flame,

Whose sin, whose madness was the same,

And Mhose soul lost, in that one hour,

For her and for lier love — oh more
Of heaven's light than evn the power
Of heav'n itself could now restore

!

And yet that hour!"

Tlie Spirit here

Stopp'd in his utterance, as if words

Gave way beneath the vild career

Of his then rushing thoughts — like chords,

Midway in some enthusiast's song,

Breaking beneath a touch too strong—
While the clench'd hand upon the brow
Told how remembrance throbb'd there noAV

!

But soon 'twas o'er — that casual blaze

From the sunk fire of other days.

That relic of a flame, -whose burning

Had been too fierce to be relnm'd.

Soon pass'd away, and the youth, turning

To his bright listeners, thus resum'd :
—

"Days, months elaps'd, and, though what mo»t

On earth I sighd for was mine, all, —
Yet — was I h.ippy.-* God, thou know'st,

Howe'er they smile, and feign, and boast,

What happiness is theirs, who fall!

'Twas bitterest anguish — made more keen

Ev'n by the love, the bliss, between

Whose throbs it came, like gleams of hell

In agonizing cross-light given

Athwart the glimpses, they who dwell

In purgatory catch of heaven!

The only feeling tliat to me
Seem'd joy, or rather my sole rest

From aching misery, was to see

My young, proud, blooming Litis blest —
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She, the fair fountain of all ill

To my lost soul — Mhom yet its thirst

Fervidly panted after stiil,

And found the charm fresh as at fii'st! —
To see her happy — to reflect

Whatever beams still round me play'd

Of former pride, of glory Mreck'd,

On her, my Moon, whose lifjht I made,
And whose soul vrorshipp'd ev'n my shade —

This vas, I ovvn, enjoyment— this

My sole, last lingering- glimpse of bliss.

And proud she was, bright creature! — proud,
Beyond what ey'n most queenly stirs

In woman's heart, nor would have bow'd
That beautiful young brow of hers

To aught beneath the First above,

So high she deem'd her Cherub's lore

!

Then, too, that passion, hourly growing
Stronger and stronger — to which even

Her love, at times, gave way — of knowing
Every thing strange in earth and heaven

;

Not only what God loves to show.
But all that He hath scald below
In darkness, for man not to know —
Ev'n this desire, alas, iil-starrd

And fatal as it was, I sought

To feed each minute, and unbarr'd
Such realms of wonder on her thought.

As ne'er, till then, had let their light

Escape on any mortal's sight

!

In the deep earth — beneath the sea —
Through caves of fire — through wilds of air —

Wherever sleeping 3Iystery

Had spread her curtain, we were there —
Love still beside us, as we went.

At home in each new element,

And sure of worship every where!

Then first was Nature taught to lay

The wealth of all her kingdoms down
At woman's worshippd feet, and say,

"Bright creature, this is all thine own !

"

Tlien first were diamonds caught — lilie eyes

Shining in darkness — by surprise.

And made to light the conquering way
Of proud young beauty with their lay.

Then, too, the pearl from out its shell

Unsightly, in the sunless sea,

(As 'twere a spirit, forc'd to dwell

In form unlovely) was set free.

And round the neck of woman threw

A light it lent and borrowed too.

For never did this maid — Avhatc'er

The' ambition of the hour — forget

Her sex's pride in being fair,

Nor that adornment, tasteful, rare.

Which makes the mighty magnet, set

In Woman's form, more mighty yet.

Nor was there aught vithin the range
Of my swift wing in sea or air.

Of beautiful, or grand, or strange,

That, quickly as her M'ish could change,

I did not seek, Mith such fond care,

That when I've seen her look above
At some bright star admiringly,

I'ye said "nay, look not there, my love,

Alas, I cannot give it thee!"

But not alone the wonders found

Through Nature's realm — the' unveil'd, material,
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Visible j^lorics, that hang round.

Like lifiht*, throiigli her enchanted ground —
But wJiatsoe'er unseen, ethereal.

Dwells far away from liiiman sense,

Wrapp d in its OAvn intelligence —
The mystery of that Fountain-head,

From Avhich all vital spirit runs.

All hreath of Life, where'er 'tis shed
Tlirough men or angels, floMers or suns —

The Avorkings of the' Almighty Mind,
When first o'er Chaos he design'd

The outlines of this Avorhl; and through
That spread of darkness — like the bow,

Call'd out of rain-clouds, hue by hue —
SaAV the grand, gradual picture grow

!

The covenant Avith human kind

Which God hath made — the chains of Fate
He round himself and them hath tAvin'd,

Till his liigh task he consummate —
Till good from evil, love from hate.

Shall be Avork'd out through sin and pain,

And Fate shall loose her iron chain,

And all be free, be bright again!

Such Avcrc the deep-draAvn mysteries,

And some, perhaps, cv'n more profound,

More Avildering to the mind than these.

Which — far as Avoman's thought could sound.

Or a fall'n, outlaAv'd spirit reach —
She dar'd to learn, and I to teach.

Till — fiH'd Avith such unearthly lore,

And mingling the pure light it bi-higs

With much that fancy had, before.

Shed in false, tinted glimmerings —
The' enthusiast girl spoke out, as one

Inspir'd, among her OAvn dark race,

Who from their altars, in the sun

Left standing half adorn'd, Avould run

To gaze upon her holier face.

And, though but Avild the things she spoke,

Yet mid that play of error's smoke
Into fair shapes by fancy curl'd,

Some gleams of pure religion broke —
Glimpses, that have not yet avvoke.

But startled the still dreaming Avorld!

Oh, many a truth, remote, sublime,

Which God Avould from the minds of men
Have kept conceald, till his own time.

Stole ont in these re^ealments then — v

Revealments dim, that have forerun,

By ages, the bright. Saving One !

*

Like that Imperfect daAvn, or light

Escaping from the Zodiac's signs.

Which makes the doubtful east half bright

Before the real morning shines!

Tims did some moons of bliss go by —
Of bliss to her, Avho saAv but h)ve

And knoAvlodge throughout earth and sky;

To Avhose enamoiu-'d soul and eye,

I seem'd, as is the sun on high.

The light of all beloAV, above,

The spirit of sea, land, and air.

Whose influence, felt every Avhere,

Spread from its c(!ntre, her own heart,

Ev'n to the Avorld's extrcmest part —
W^hile through that Avorld her reinless mind
Had noAv career'd so fast and far,

• It is the opinion of some of (lie Fiithcrs, that the knowleilffe vhirh the Heathens possessed

of the Providence of God, a Future Slate, and other stiljlime d(i<-trincs of Christianity, wan de-

rived from the premature revelations of these fallen angels to the «omen of earth.— See INotc.



SECOND ANGEL S STORY. 127

That earth itself seem"d left behiad,

And her proud fancy, unconfin'd,

Already saw heaven's gates a-jar!

Happy enthusiast! still, oh, still

Spite of my o\rn heart's mortal chill.

Spite of that double-fronted sorrow.

Which looks at once before and back,
Beholds the yesterday, the morrow,
And sees both comfortless, both black —

Spite of all this, I could have still

In her delight forgot all ill;

Or, if pain would not be forgot,

At least have borne and raunnur'd not.

When thoughts of an offended heaven.
Of sinfulness, which I — ev'n I,

While down its steep most headlong driven, —
Well knew could never be forgiven,

Came o'er me Mith an agony
Beyond all reach of mortal woe, —
A torture kept for those who knoM',

Know every thing, and, worst of all,

Know and love virtue while they fall !
—

Ev'n then, her presence had the poMer
To soothe, to Avarm, — nay, ev'n to bless —

If ever bliss could graft its flower
On stem so full of bitterness —

Ev'n then her glorious smile to me
Brought warmth and radiance, if not balra.

Like moonlight on a troubled sea.

Brightening the storm it cannot calm.

Oft, too, when that disheartening fear,

AVhich all Mho love, beneath the 5.ky,

Feel, when they gaze on Mliat is dear —
The dreadful thought that it must die

!

Tliat desolating thought, which comes
Into men's happiest hours and homes;
Wliose melancholy boding flings

Death's shadow o'er the brightest things,

Sicklies the infant's bloom, and spreads

The grave beneath young lovers' heads!
This fear, so sad to all — to me
Most full of sadness, from the thought

That I must still live on, Mhen she
Would, like the snow that on tlie sea

Fell yesterday, in vain be sought—
That heaven to me the final seal

Of all earth's sorroAV would deny,

And I eternally must feel

The death-pang, Avlthout power to die!

Ev'n this, her fond endearments — fond

As ever twisted the SMCct bond
'Twixt heart and heart — could charm away;
Before her look no clotuls Mould stay.

Or, if they did, their gloom >vas gone,
Their darkness put a glory on!

There seem'd a freshness in her breath.

Beyond the reach, the power of deatli;

And then, her voice — oh, Avho could doubt
That 'twould for ever thus breathe out

A music, like the harmony
Of the tun'd orbs, too sweet to die!

While in her lip's awakening touch
There thrill'd a life ambrosial — such
As mantles in the fruit steep'd through
With Eden's nu)st delicious dew —
Till I could almost think, though known
And lov'd as human, they had grown
By bliss, celestial as my OMn!
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But 'tis not, 'tU not for the wrong,

The fruilty. to be hiij)py long-;

And ^he, too, now, had j^unk M"ithin

The shadow of her tempter's sin —
Shadow of death, Mhose withering frown

Kills whatsoe'er it lights upon —
Too deep f»)r evn her soul to shun

The desolation it brings doAm

!

Listen, and, if a tear there be
Left in your hearts, weep it for me.

'Twas on the evening of a day,

Which Me in love had dreani'd away

;

In that same garden, where. l)eneath

The silent earth, stripp'd of my wreaih.

And furling up tho^e Mings, mIiosc light

For mortal gaze Mcre else too bright,

I first had stood before her sight;

And found myself — oh, ecstacy,

Which evn in i)ain I ne'er forget —
Worshipped as only God should be.

And lov'd as neA er man m as yet

!

In that same garden we Mere now.
Thoughtfully side by siile reclining.

Her eyes turn'd upward, and her brow
With its oMn silent fancies shining.

It Mas an evening l)right and still

As ever bliishd on Mave or boMer,

Smili: g from heaven, as if nought ill

Could happen in so sMeet an hour.

Yet, I remember, both grew sad

In looking at that light — ev"n she,

Of heart so fre»h, and brow so glad.

Felt the mute houi-'s soleimiity,

And thought she sa'.v, in that repose,

The death-hour not alone of light.

But of this Mhole fair Morld — the close

Of all things beautiful and bright —
Tlic last, grand sun-set, in Mho>e ray

Kature herself died calm aMay

!

At length, as if some thought, .iwaking

Suddenly, sprung within her brea^t —
Like a young bird, mIkmi day-light breaking

Startles him from his dreamy nest —
She turn'd upon rac her dark eyes,

Dilated into that full shape

They took in joy, reproach, surprise,

As if to let more soul escape,

And, playfidly as on mj' head
Her Mhite hand rested, buiird and said: —
"•I had, last night, a dream of thee,

" Kesembling those divine ones, given,

"Like preludes to sMcet minstrelsy,

"Before thou cam'st, thyself, from heaven.

"The same rich wreath was on thy brow,
"• Dazzling as if of star-light made;

"And these Mings, lying darkly uom,

"Like meteors round thee tiasii'd and play'd.

"All bright as in those happy dreams
"Thou stoodst, a creature to adore

"No less than love, breathing out bejiins,

"As floMcrs do fragrance, at each pore!

"Sudden I felt thee draM me near

"To thy pure he.irt, Mhere, fondly plac'd,

"I seem'd within the atmosphere
"Of that exhaling light embracd;
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"And, as thou heldst me there, the flame
"Pass'd from thy heavenly soul to mine,

"Till — oh, too hlisisful — I became,
" Like thee , all spirit , all divine.

"Say, why did dream so bnVht come o'er me,
"If, now I wake, 'tis faded, gone?

"When will my Cherub shine before me
"Thus radiant, as in heaven he shone?

"Wlien shall I, waking, be allow'd

"To gaze upon those perfect charms,

"And hold thee thus, Avithout a cloud,

"A chill of earth, within ray arms?

"Oh what a pride to say — this, this

"Is my own Angel — all divine,

"And pure, and dazzling as he is,

"And fresh from heaven, he's mine, he's mine!

"Think'st thou, were Lilis in thy place,

"A creature of yon lofty skies,

"She would have hid one single grace,
" One glory from her lover's eyes ?

" No , no — then , if thou lov'st like me,
"Shine out, young Spirit, in the blaze

"Of thy most proud divinity,

"Nor think thou'lt Avound this mortal gaze.

"Too long have I look'd doating on
" Those ardent eyes , intense ev'n thus —

"Too near the stars themselves liavc gone,

"To fear aught grand or luminous.

"Tlien doubt me not — oh, who can say
" But that this dream may yet come true,

"And my blest spirit drink thy ray

"Till it becomes all heavenly too?

"Let me this once but feel the flame
" Of those spread wings , the very pride

"Will change my nature, and this frame

"By the mere touch be deified!"

Thus spoke the maid, as one, not us'd

To be by man or God refus'd —
As one, who felt her influence o'er

All creatures , whatsoe'er they were.

And, thougli to heaven she could not soar,

At least would bring down heaven to her!

Little did she , alas , or I —
Ev'n I, whose soul, but half-way yet

Immerg'd in sin's obscurity,

Was as the planet where Ave lie,

O'er half whose disk the smi is set —
Little did Ave foresee the fate.

The (h-eadful — Iioav can it be told?

Oh God! such anguish to relate

Is o'er again to feel , behold

!

But, charg'd as 'tis, my heart must speak

Its sorroAV out, or it Avill break!

Some dark misgiA ings had , I oaati,

Pass'd for a moment through my breast —
Fears of some danger, vague, unkuoAvn,

To one , or both — something unblest

To happen from this proud request.

But soon tliese boding fancies fled;

Nor saAV I aught that co<ild forbid

My full rcvealment, save the dread

Of that first dazzle, that imliid

And bursting glory on a lid

Untried in heaven — and ev'n this glare

She might, by love's OA^'n nursing care,

Be, like young eagles, taught to bear.

»9
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For well I knew the lustre shed

From my rich wings, Avhen proudliest spread,

Was, in' its nature, lambent, pure,

And innocent as is the liglit

Tlie glown-worm hanj^s out to allure

H«r male to her green bower at night.

Oft had 1, in the mid-air. swept
Through clouds in which the lightning slept,

As in his lair, ready to spring,

Vet wak'd him not — tliotigh from my wing
A tlionsand sparks fell glittering!

Oft too M'hen roimd me from iibove

The feather'd snoM' (which , for its whiteness,

In my pure days I used to lo^e)

Fell , like the moultings of heaven's Dove, —
So harmless, thougli so full of brightness.

Was my brow's MTeath, that it Mould shake

From off its flowers each downy flake

As delicate, unmelted , fair.

And cool as they had fallen there!

Nay ev'n with Lilis — had I not

Around her sleep in splendor come —
Hung o'er each beauty, nor forgot

To print my radiant lips on some?
And yet, at morn, from that repose.

Had she not wakd, unscath'd and bright,

As doth the pure , unconscious rose,

Tliough by the fire-fly kiss'd all night?

Ev'n wlicn the rays I scattered stole

Intensest to her dreaming soul.

No thrill disturbed th' insensate frame —
So subtle , so refin'd that flame.

Which, rapidly as lightnings melt

The blade vithin the unh;u-m'd sheatli,

Can , by the outward form unfelt,

Reach and dissolve the soul beneath!

Tlius having (as , alas , deceiv'd

By my sin's blindness, I believ'd)

No cause for dread, and those black eyes

There fix'd upon me, eagerly

As if the' unlocking of the skies

Then Avaited l)ut a sign from me —
HoAv was I to refuse? how say

One Avord that in her heart could stir

A fear, a doubt, but that each ray
I brought from heaven belong'd to her!

Slow from her side I rose, vvhile she

Stood up, too, mutely, tremblingly,

But not with fear — all hope, desire,

She waited for the awful boon,

Like priestesses , with eyes of fire

Watching the rise of the hill moon.
Whose beams — they know

,
yet cannot shun —

Will madden them when look'd upon!
Of all my glories , the ])right croM n,

WTiicli, when I last from heaven came down,
1 left — see, where those clouds afar

Sail through the west — there hangs it yet,

Shining remote, more like a star

Than a fall'n angel's coronet —
Of all ray glories , this alone

W^as wanting — but the' illuniin'd brow,
Tlie curls, like tendrils that had grown

Out of the sun — the eyes, that now
Had love's light added to their own.
And shed a blaze, before unknown
Ev'n to themselves — the' unfolded Mings
From which, as from two raiUant springs.

Sparkles fell fast around, like spray —
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All I could bring of heaven's array,

Of that rich panoply of charms
A Cherub moves in, on the day
Of his best pomp , I now put on

;

And, proud that in her eyes I shone
Tlius glorious, glided to her arms.

Which still (though at a sight so splendid

Her dazzled brow had instantly

Sunk on her breast) were wide extended

To clasp the form she durst not see!

Great God! how could thy vengeance light

So bitterly on one so bright?

How could the hand, that gave such charms.
Blast them again , in love's own arms ?

Scarce had I touch'd her shrinking frame.
When — oh most horrible ! — I felt

Tliat every spark of that pure flame —
Pure, while among the stars I dwelt —

Was now by my transgression turn'd

Into gross , earthly fire , which burn'd

,

Burn'd all it touch'd, as fast as eye
Could follow the fierce ravening flashes,

Till there — oh God , I still ask why
Such doom was hers? — I saw her lie

Black'ning Avithin my arms to ashes

!

Those cheeks , a glory but to see —
Those lips, whose touch was what the first

Fresh cup of immortality

Is to a new-raatle angel's thirst!

Those arms, within whose gentle round.

My heart's horizon, the whole bound
Of its hope, prospect, heaven Mas found!

Which, ev'n in this dread moment, fond

As when they first were round me cast,

Loos'd not in death the fatal bond,

But, burning, held me to the last —
Tliat hair, from under whose dark veil.

The snowy neck, like a white sail

At moonlight seen 'twixt wave and wave.
Shone out by gleams — that hair, to save

But one of Mhose long, glossy wreaths,

I could have died ten thou^aud deaths! —
All, all, that seein'd, one minute since.

So full of loves own redolence.

Now, parch'd and black, before me lay,

Withering in agony awtiy;

And mine , oh misery ! mine the flame,

From which this desolation came —
And I the fiend, whose foul caress

Had blasted all that loveliness

!

'Twas madd'ning, 'twas — but hear even worse
Had death , death only , been the curse

I brought upon her — had the doom
But ended here, when her young bloom
Lay in the dust, and did the spirit

]\(» part of that fell curse inherit,

'Twere not so dreadful — but , come near —
Too shocking 'tis for earth to licar —
Just when her eyes, in fading, took

Their last , keen , agoniz d farewell,

And look'd in mine with — oh , that look

!

Avenging Power, whate'er the hell

Tliou may'st to hinnan souls assign.

The memory of that look is mine !
—

In her last struggle, on my brow
Her ashy lips a kiss imprest.

So withering! — I feel it now —
'Twas fire — but fire, ev'n more unblest

9 *
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Than was ray omti, and like that flame.

The ang^cls .-ihudder but to name,

Hell's evcrla.>iti:ig element

!

Deep, deep it piercd into my brain,

Maddning and torturing as it Ment,

And here — see here , the mark , the stain

It left upon my front — burnt in

By that last kiss of love and sin — ,

A brand, which evn the wreathed pride

Of these bright curls, still f(»rc'd aside

Fy its foul contact , cannot hide

!

But is it thus , dread Providence —
Can it, indeed, be thus, that she,

Wlio , but for one proud , fond offence,

Had honour'd heaven itself, should be
Now doom'd — I cannot speak it — no.

Merciful God ! it is not so —
Never could lips divine have said

The fiat of a fate so dread.

And yet, that look — that look, so fraught

With more than anguish, Avith despair —
That new, fierce fire, resembling nought

In heaven or earth — this scorch I bear !
—

Oh, — for the first time that these knees

Have bent before thee since my fall,

Great Power, if ever thy decrees

Tiiou could'st for prayer like mine recall,

Pardon that spirit, and on me.
On me, who taught her pride to err.

Shed out each drop of agony
Thy burning phial keeps for her!

See, too, where low beside me kneel

Two other out-casts , who , though gone
And lost themselves, yet dare to feel

And pray for that poor mortal one.

Alas, too Mcll, too Mell they know
The pain , the penitence , the woe
That Passion brings down on the best.

The wisest and the loveliest. —
Oh , who is to be sav'd , if such

Bright, erring souls are not forgiven;

So loth they wander, and so much
Their very wanderings lean tow'rds heaven 1

Again , I cry , Just God , transfer

That creature's sufferings all to me —
Mine , mine the guilt, the torment be.

To save one minute's pain to her,

Let mine last all eternity!"

He paus'd, and to the earth bent down
His throbbing head; while they, who felt

That agony as 'twere their own,
Those angel youths , beside him knelt,

And, in the night's still silence there.

While mournfully each wandering air

Play'd in those plumes, that never more
To their lost home in heav'n must soar,

Brcath'd inwardly the voiceless prayer,

Unheard by all but Mercy's car —
And which if Mercy did not hear,

Oh, God would not be what this bright

Ajid glorious imiverse of his,

This world of beauty, goodness, light

And endless love proclaims He is!

Not long tliey knelt, when, from a wood
That crown'd that airy solitude,

They heard a low , uncertain sound.

As from a lute, that just had found
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Some happy theme, and niurranr'd round
The new-born fancy — with fond tone.

Like that of ring^-dove o'er her brood —
Scarce tliinking' aught so sweet its own

!

Till soon a voice, that match'd as Avell

That gentle instrument, as suits

The sea-air to an ocean-shell,

(So kin its spirit to the lute's,)

Tremblingly follow'd the soft strain,

Interpreting its joy, its pain,

And lending the light wings of words
To many a thought, that else had lain

Unfledg'd and mute among the chords.

All started at the sound — but chief

The third young Angel, in whose face.

Though faded like the others, grief

Had left a gentler, holier trace;

As if, ev'n yet, through pain and ill,

Hope had not quit him — as if still

Her precious pearl, in sorrow's cup,

Unmelted at the bottom lay.

To shine again, when, all drunk up.

The bitterness should pass a^ray.

Cliiefly did he, though in his eyes

There shone more pleasure than surprise.

Turn to the wood , from >vhence that sound
Of solitary sweetness broke,

Tlien, listening, look delighted round
To his bright peers, while thus it spoke: —

"Come, pray with me, my seraph love,

"My angel-lord, come, pray with me;
"In vain to-night my lip hath strove
" To send one holy prayer above —
"The knee may bend, the lip may move,
"But pray 1 cannot, without thee!

"I've fed the altar in ray bower
"With droppings from the incense tree;

"I've shelter'd it from Avind and shower,

"But dim it burns the livelong hour,

"As if, like me, it had no power
"Of life or lustre, without thee!

" A boat at midnight sent alone

"To drift upon the moonless sen,

"A lute, whose leading chord is gone,

"A wounded bird, that hath but one
"Imperfect wing to soar upon,

"Are like what I am, without thee!

"Then ne'er, my spirit-loAC, divide,

"In life or death, thyself from me;
" But when again , in sunny pride,

" Tliou M alk'st through Eden , let me glide,

"A prostrate shadow, by thy side —
" Oh happier thus than without thee !

"

The song had ceas'd, Mhen, from the wood —
Where, curving doMU that airy height.

It reacli'd the spot on which they stood —
Tliere suddenly shone out a light

From a clear lamp, which, as it blaz'd

Across the brow of one, who rais'd

The flame aloft, (as if to throw
Its light upon that group below)
Display'd two eyes, sparkling between
The dusky leaves, such as are seen

By fancy only, in tliose faces,

That haunt a poet's walk at even.

Looking from out their leafy places

Upon his dreams of love and heaven.

'Twas but u moment — the blush, brought



13i THE lo\t:s of the angels.

O'er all her features at the thought

Of being seen thus, late, alone.

By any but the eyes t^he sought.

Had scarcely for an instant shone

Tliroiigh the dark leaves when she was gone —
' Gone, like a meteor that o'erhead

Suddenly shines, and, ere we've said,

"Look, look, how beautiful!" — 'tis fled.

Yet , ere she went , the words , " I come,
" I come , ray INama , " reach'd her ear,

In that kind voice , familiar, dear.

Which tells of confidence, of home, —
Of habit , that hath drawn hearts near,

Till they grow one — of faith sincere.

And all that Love most loves to hear !

A music, brcatliing of the past.

The present and the time to be,

Wliere Hope and 3Iemory, to the last.

Lengthen out life's true harmony!

Nor long did he, whom call so kind

Summon'd away , remain behind

;

IVor did there need much time to tell

What they — alas , more fall'n than he
From happiness and heaven — knew well,

His gentler love's short history!

Thus did it run — not as he told

Tlie tale himself, but as 'tis grav'd

Upon the tablets that, of old.

By Cham were from tlie deluge sav'd.

All written over Mith sublime

And saddening legends of the' unblest.

But glorious Spirits of that time.

And this young Angel's 'mong the rest.

THIRD ANGEL'S STORY.
Among the Spirits , of piu-e flame.

That round the' Alniightj' Tlironc abide —
Circles of light, that from the same

Eternal centre sweeping >vide,

Carry its beams on every side,

( Like spheres of air that waft around
The undulations of rich sound)
Till the far-circling radiance be
Dillus'd into infinity!

First and immediate near the Throne,
As if peculiarly God's own.
The Seraphs * stand — this burning sign

Trac'd on their banner ,
" Love Divhie !

"

Their rark , their honours , far above
Ev'n those to high-brow'd Cherubs given.

Though knowing all — so much doth Love
IVansccad all Knowledge, ev'n in heaven!

'Mong these was Zaraph once — and none
E'er felt affection's holy fire,

Or yearn'd towards tlie' Eternal One,

With half such longing, deep desire.

Love was to his impassion'd soul

Not, as with others, a mere part

Of its existence, but the whole —
The very life-breath of his heart!

Often , when from the' Almighty brow
A lusti-e came, too bright to bear,

And all the seraph ranks >vould bow
Their heads beneath their wings , nor dare
To look upon the' cflulgence there —

This Spirit's eyes would court the blaze,

(Such pride he in adoring took)
* Tlie Seraphim are the Spirits of Divine Love. — See Note.
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And rather lose, in that one gaze,

The power of looking, than not look!
Then too , when angel voices sung
The mercy of their God, and strung
Their harps to hail , v ith m elcome sweet.
The moment, watch'd for by all eyes,

\Vlien some repentant sinner's feet

First touched the tlireshold of the skies,

Oh then how clearly did the voice

Of Z.iRAPH above all i-ejoice!

Love was in every buoyant tone.

Such love, as only could belong
To the blest angels, and alone

Could , ev'n from angels , bring such song I

Alas, that it should e'er have been
The same in heaven as it is here.

Where nothing fond or bright is seen,

But it hath pain and peril near —
Where right and wrong so close resemble,

That what we take for virtue's thrill

Is often the fir5.t dowuAvard tremble
Of the heart's balance into ill —

•

Where Love hath not a shrine so pure,
So holy , but the serpent , Sin,

In moments, ev'n the most secure,

Beneath his altar may glide in!

So was it with that Angel — such
The charm, that slop'd his fall along

From good to ill, from loving much.
Too easy lapse, to loving wrong. —

Ev'n so that am'rous Spirit, bound
By beauty's spell, where'er 'twas found,

E'rom the bright things above the moon
Down to earth's beaming eyes descended.

Till love for the Creator soon
In passion for the creature ended!

'Twas first at twilight , on the shore

Of the smooth sea , he heard the lute

And voire of her he lov'd steal o'er

The silver waters , that lay mute.

As loth, by ev'n a breath, to stay

The pilgrimage of that sweet lay;

Whose echoes still went on and on,

Till lost among the light that shone
Far off, beyond the ocean's brim —
There, where the rich cascade of day

Had, o'er the' horizon's golden rim.

Into Elysium roll'd away

!

Of God she sung, and of the mild
Attendant Mercy, that beside

His aMful throne for ever smil'd.

Ready, with her Mhite hand, to guide

His bolts of vengeance to their prey —
That she might quench them on the way!
Of Peace — of that Atoning Love,

Upon whose star, shining above
This twilight world of hope and fear,

'I'he weeping eyes of Faith are fixd

So fond, that with her every tt^ar

The light of that love-star is mix'd! —
All this she sung , and such u soul

Of piety was in that song,

That the chariii'd Angel , as it stole

Tenderly to his car, along

Those lulling >vaters where he lay.

Watching the day-light's dying ray.

Thought 'twas a voice from out the wave,

An echo, that some spirit gave
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To Edcn'ri distant harmony,

Heard faint and sweet beneath the sea!

Quickly, however, to its source,

Tracking that music's melting course,

He saw, upon the golden sand

Of the sea-shore a maiden stand,

Before wliose feet the' expiring warea
Flung their last tribute with a sigh —

As, in the East, exhausted slaves

Lay down the far-brought gift , and die —
And, while her lute hung by her, hush'd.

As if unequal to the tide

Of song, that from her lips still gush'd,

She rais'd, like one beatified,

Tliose eyes, whose light secm'd rather given

To be ador'd than to adore —
Such eyes, as may have look'd from heaven,

But ne'er were rais'd to it before!

Oh Love, Religion, 3Iusic — all

That's left of Eden upon earth —
Tlic only blessings, since the fall

Of our Aveak souls, that still recall

A trace of their high, glorious birth —
How kindred are the dreams you bring!

How Love, tliough unto earth so prone,

Delights to take Keligion's wing.
When time or grief hath stain'd his own!

How near to Love's beguiling brink.

Too oft, entranc'd Religion lies!

While 3Iu!^ic, Mu.sic is the link

They both still hold by to the skies,

Tlie language of their native sphere,

W hich they had else forgotten here.

How tlsen could Zaraph fail to feel

That moment's Mitcheries? — one, so fair,

Breathing out mu^ic, that might steal

Heaven from itself, and rapt in prayer

That seraphs might be proud to share!

Oh , he did feel it — far too m ell —
With Avarmth , that much too dearly cost —

•

Nor knew he , when at Ia^t he fell,

To M hich attraction , to Mhich spell,

Love, Mu>ic, or Devotion, most
His soul in that sMeet hour was lost.

Sweet was the hour, though dearly won,
And pure, as aught of earth coiild be,

For then first did the glorious sun

Before religions altar see

Two hearts in wedlock's golden tie

Sclf-pledg'd . in love to live and die —
Tlien first did woman's virgin brow
That hymeneal chaplet wear.

Which when it dies, no second vow
Can bid a new one bloom out there —

Blest union! by that Angel wove,

And worthy front such hands to come;
Safe , sole asylum , in wliich Love,
When fall'n or exil'd from above.

In this dark world can find a Iiome.

And , though the Spirit had transgress'd,

Had, from his station 'mong the blest

Won down by woman's smile, alloAv'd

Terrestrial passion to breathe o'er

The mirror of his heart, and cloud
God's image , there so bright before —

Yet never did tliat God look doA»n

On error with a brow so mild;

I
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Never did justice launch a fi'OAFn,

That, ere it fell, so nearly smil'd.

For gentle wa3 their love, Avith aAve

And trembling like a treasure kept,

That was not theirs by holy law,

Whose beauty with remorse they saw,

And o'er whose preciousness they wept.

Humility , that low , sweet root,

From which all heavenly virtues shoot,

Was in ihe hearts of both — but most
In Nama's heart, by whom alone

Those charms , for m hich a heaven was lost,

Seem'd all unvalued and unknown

;

And when her Seraph's eyes she caught,

And hid hers glowing on his breast,

Ev'n 1)liss M as humbled by the thought —
"What claim ha^e I to be so blest?"

Still less could maid , so meek , ha^e nurs'd

Desire of know ledge — that vain thirst.

With which the sex hath all been cm-s'd,

From luckless E^n to her, who near

The Tabernacle stole to hear
The secrets of the angels — no —
To love as her own Seraph lov'd.

With Faith, the same through bliss and woe —
Faith, that, were ev'n its light reraov'd.

Could, like the dial, fix'd remain,
And wait till it shone out again —
With Patience that, though often bow'd
By the rude storm, can rise anew,

And Hope that, ev'n from Evil's cloud.

Sees sunny Good half breaking through!

This deep , relying Love , worth more
In heaven than all a cherub's lore —
This Faith, more sure than aught beside.

Was the sole joy, ambition, pride

Of her fond heart — the' unreasoning scope

Of all its views, above, below —
So true she felt it that to hope ,

To trust, is happier than to know.

And thus in humbleness they trod,

Abash'd, but pure before their God;
Nor e'er did earth behold a sight

So meekly beautiful as they,

When, with the altar's holy light

Full on their brows, they knelt to pray,

Hand Mithin hand, and side by side,

Two links of love , awhile mitied

From the great chain above, but fast

Holding together to the last —
Two fallen Splendors, from that tree,

Which buds with such eternally,
*

Shaken to earth
,
yet keeping all

Their light and freshness in the fall.

Their only puaishment (as wrong,
However sweet, must bear its brand)

Tlieir only doom Mas this — that, long

As the green earth and ocean stasid,

They both shall wander here — tbc same,
Throughout all time, in lieart and frame —
Still looking to that goal sublime,

Wliose light remote, but sure, they sec,

Pilgrims of Love, whose way is Time,
Whose home is in Eternity!

Subject , tlie while , to all the strife.

True loAC encounters in this life —
The wishes, hopes, ho brealhcs in vain;

An allusion to ilic Sephirotlis or Splinilors of J lie Jewish Cabbala, re|)rci*entcil as a tree,
ol' which Goil is the erowii or siimiuil. — SfuINoli;.
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The chill, that turns his warmest sighs

To earthly vapour, ere they rise;

The doubt he feeds on, and the pain

That ill his very sweetness lies.

Still Morse, the' illusions that betray

His footsteps to their shininrr brink

;

Tliat teiui)t hira, on his desert way
llirouf^^h the bleak Morld, to bend and drink,

Where nothing meets his lips, alas,

But he again must sighing pass

On to that far-oiT home of peace,

In which alone hi^ thirst Mill cease.

All this they bear, but, not the less,

Have moments rich in happiness —
Blest meetings , after many a day
Of widowhood past far away.
When the lov'd face again is seen

Close, close, with not a tear between —
ConOdings frank, without control,

Pour'd mutually from soul to soul;

As free from any fear or doubt

As is that light from chill or stain,

The sun into the stars sheds out,

To be by them shed back again !
—

That happy minglement of hearts.

Where , chang'd as chymic compounds are,

Each with its own existence parts,

To find a new one, happier far!

Such are their joys — and , crowning all.

That blessed hope of the bright hour,

W^hen , happy and no more to fall.

Their spirits shall, with freshened power,

Rise up rewarded for their trust

In Him , from whom all goodness springs.

And , shaking off earth's soiling dust

From their emancipated Mings,

Wander for ever through those skies

Of radiance, where Love never dies!

In what lone region of the earth

These rilgrims now may roam or dwell,

God and the Angels, Mhd look forth

To Avatch their steps , alone can tell.

But should we , in our wanderings.

Meet a young pair, Mhose beauty wants

But the adornment of bright wings,

To look like heaven's iiiliabitants —
Who shine Mhcre'er they tread, and yet

Are humble in their eartlily lot,

As is the May-side violet,

Tliat shines unseen, and were it not

For its sMcet breath Mould be forgot —
Whose hearts, in every thought, are one,

Wliose voices utter the same wills,

AnsMcring, as Echo doth some tone

Of fairy music 'mong the hills.

So like itself, Me seek in vain

Which is the echo , m hich the strain —
Whose piety is love, Mhose love,

Though close as 'tAverc their souls' embrace,

Is not of earth , but from aliove —
Like two fair mirrors , face to face,

Whose light, from one to the' other thrown,

Is heaven's reflection , not their own —
Should we e'er meet with aught so pure,

So perfect here, we may be sm-e,

There is but one such pair below,

And , as mc bless them on their way
Through the world's wilderness, may say,

" There Zabaph and his ^ama go.

"

1
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PREFACE.

In what manner the follovring' Epistles came into my hands , it is not necessary for

the public to knoAV. It will be seen by Mr. Fn)GE's Second Letter, that he is one of
those g^entlemen whose Secret Services in Ireland , under the mild ministry of my
Lord C GH, have been so amply and f^ratefully remunerated. Like his friend

and associate, Thomas Reynolds, Esq. he liad retired upon the reward of his honest
industry; but has lately been induced to appear again in active life, and superintend
the training of that Delatorian Cohort, wliich Lord S

—

dm—th, in his wisdom and
benevolence, has organized.

Whether Mr. Fudge , himself, has yet made any discoveries , does not appear
from the following pages ; — but much may be expected from a person of his zeal
and sagacity, and, indeed, to liim , Lord S

—

dm—xn, and the Greenlandbound
ships, the eyes of all lovers of discoveries are now most anxiously directed.

I regret that I have been obliged to omit Mr. Bob Fudge's Third Letter, con-
cluding the adventures of his Day with the Dinner, Opera, etc. etc. — but, in

consequence of some remarks upon Marinette's thin drapery, wliich, it was thought,
might give offence to certain well-meaning persons , the manuscript was sent back
to Paris for his revision , and had not returned when tlie last sheet was put to press.

It will not, I hope, be thought presumptuous, if I take this opportiuiity of
complaining of a very serious injustice I have suffered from the public. Dr. King
wrote a treatise to prove that Bentley " was not the author of his own book," and
1 similar absurdity has been asserted of me, in almost aU the best-informed literary

circles. With the name of the real author staring them in the face, they have yet
persisted in attributing my works to other people ; and the fame of the Twopenny
Post-Bag — such as it is — having hovered doubtfully over various persons , has
it last settled upon the head of a certain little gentleman , who w ears it , I under-
stand , as complacently as if it actually belonged to him ; without even tlie honesty
of avowing, with his own favourite author, (he will excuse the pun)

Eyco 8' 'O MSIP02 aQug
E8r]Gafir]v (istcotico.

I can only add that if any lady or gentleman, curious in such matters, will take
the trouble of calling at my lodgings, 245, Piccadilly, I shall have the honour of
issuring them , in propria persona , that I am — his , or her,

very obedient,

and very humble servant,

THOMAS BROWN, THE YOUNGER.
April 17, 1818.

^^-



LETTER I.

PROM KISS BIDDT FCDGK TO IfflSS DOBOTHTt OV ClOKSKILTT, IN IREI,A?n>.

Amiens.

Uear Doll, \rhile the tails of oiir horses are plaiting',

The trunks tying on , and Papa , at the door,

Into very had French is, as usual, translating

His English re^olre not to give a sou more,

I sit doMn to write you a line — only tliink! —
A letter from France, >rith French pens and French ink.

How delightfol! though, would you hclieve it, my dear?
I have seen nothing yet very wonderful here;

Ko adventure, no sentiment, far as we've come,
But the corn-fields and trees quite as dull as at home;
And but for the post-l»oy, his boots and his queue,

I might just as well he at Clonskilty with you

!

In vain , at Desseins , did I take from my trunk

That divine fellow, Sterne, and fall reading "The Monk;"
In vain did I think of his charming Dead Ass,

And remember the crust and the wallet — alas!

]No monks can be had noM' for love or for money,
(All owing, Pa says, to that infidel Bovey;)
And , though one little Neddy Me saw in our drive

Out of classical Nampont, the beast Avas alive!

By the by, tliough, at Calais, Papa had a touch

Of romance on the pier, Mhich affected me much.
At the sight of that spot , where our darling Dixhiit
Set the first of his OAva dear legitimate feet,

'

QlodeU'd out so exactly , and — God bless the mark

!

'Tis a foot, Dolly, worthy so Grand a Monarque)
He exclaimed "Oh mon Koi!" and, with tear-dropping eye,

Stood to gaze on the spot — while some Jacobin , nigh,

Mutter'd out with a shrug (what an insolent thing!)
" >Ia foi, he be right — 'tis de Englishman's King;
And dat gros pied de cochon — begar, me vil gay

Dat de foot look mosh better, if tiirn'd toder May."
There's the pillar, too — Lord! I had nearly forgot —
"What a charming idea! — rais'd close to the spot;

The mode being now, (as you've heard, I suppose,)

To build tombs over legs ,
" and raise pillars to toes.

Tliis is all that's occurr'd sentimental as yet

;

« Except, indeed, some little flowr-nymphs Me've met,

Who disturb ones romance M'ith pecuniary views,

I Flinging flowrs in your path, and then — baMling for sous!

And some picturesque beggars , m hose multitudes seem
To recall the good days of the ancien regime.

All as ragged and brisk, you'll be happy to learn,

And as thin as they Mere in the time of dear STEB^E.

Our party consists , in a neat Calais job,

Of Papa and myself, 3Ir. Coxvor and Bob.

You remember how sheepish Bob look'd at Kilrandy,

But, Lord! he's quite alter d — they've made him a Dandy;
A thing, you know, M'hisker'd , great-coated, and lac'd,

Like an hour-glass, exceedingly small in the waist:

Quite a ucm' sort of creatures, unknown yet to scholars.

With heads, so immoveably stuck in shirt-collars.

That seats like our music-stools soon must be found them,

To twirl, Mhen the creatures may Mish to look round them!
In short , dear , " a Dandy" describes Mhat I mean,

And Bob's far the best of the genus I've seen:

An improving young man, fond of learning, ambitions,

And goes now to Piu-is to study French dishes,

* To coramemorateithe landing of Louis le Dosire from England, the impre-sion of his foo

is marked out ou the pier at Calais , aud a pillar with an inscription raised opposite to tbi

spot.
'• Ci-git la jamhe de etc. etc.
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Whose names — think, how quick! — he already knows pat,

A la braise, pcllts pates, and — Avhat d'ye call that

They Inflict on potatoes? — oh maitrc d'hotel —
1 assure you, dear DoLr,v, he knows them as well

As if notliing but these all his life he had eat,

Though a bit of them Bobby has never touch'd yet;

But just knows the names of French dishes and cooks,

As dear Pa knoMs the titles of authors and books.

As to Pa, what d'ye think? — mind, it's all entre nous.

But you know, Ioac, I never keep secrets from you —
WJiy, he's writing a book — Mhat! a tale? a romance?
No, ye Gods, Mould it were! — but his Travels in France;
At the special desire (he let out t'other day)

Of his friend and his patron, my Lord C

—

stl-r-gh.

Who said, "My dear Fudge " I forget th' exact words.
And , it's strange , no one ever remembers my Lord's

;

But 'tsvas sometliing to say that, as all must allow

A good orthodox work is much wanting just now.

To expound to the world the new — thingummie — science,

Found out by the — vhat's-its-name — Holy Alliance,

And prove to mankind that their rights are but folly,

Their freedom a joke (Mhich it is, you know, Dolly)
"There's none," said his Lordship, "if 1 may be judge.

Half so fit for this great undertaking as Fidge !

"

The matter's soon settled — Pa flies to the Row,
(The first stage your tourists now usually go)
Settles all for his quarto — advertisements, praises —
Starts post from the door , with his tablets — French phrases —
"Scott's Visit," of course — in short, ev'ry thing he has
An author can M'ant , except words and Ideas :

—
And , lo ! the first thing , In the spring of the year.

Is Phil. Fudge at the front of a Quarto, my dear!

But, bless me, my paper's near out, so I'd better

Draw fast to a close : — this exceeding long letter

You owe to a dvjcuner a. la fourchette.

Which Bobby would have, and Is hard at It yet. —
What's next? oh, the tutor, the last of the party,

Yoimg Connor: — they say he's so like Bonaparte,
His nose and his chin, — Avhich Papa rather dreads.

As the Bourbons, you know, are suppressing all heads
That resemble old Nap's, and who knows but their hononrs
May think. In their fright, of suppressing poor Connor's?
Au Teste, (as we say) the young lad's mcII enough, -

Only talks much of Athens , Rome , virtue , and stiifl^;

A third cousin of ours, by the way — poor as Job,

(Though of royal descent by the side of i>Iarama)

And for charity made private tutor to Bob —
Entre nous, too, a Papist — how lib'ral of Pa!

Tills is all, dear, — forgive me for breaking off thus!

But Bob's dejeuners done, and Papa's in a fuss.

B. F.

P. s.

How provoking of Pa! he will not let me stop

Just to run In and rummage some milliner's shop;

And my debut In Paris , I blush to think on It,

Must now, Doll, be made In a hideous low bonnet.

But Paris , dear Paris ! — oh , there w ill be joy.

And romance , and high bonnets , and Madame le Roi !

*

LETTER II.

FROM PaiL. FUDGE, ESQ. TO THE LORD VISCOTWT C H.

Paris.

At length, my Lord, I liave the bliss

To date to you a line from tills

A celebrated mantua-makcr in Paris.
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" Demoraliz'd" metropolis;

Where, by plibeian!> low and scurry.

The throne was turn'd quite topsy-turvy,

And kinjr»hip , tumbled from its seat,

" Stood prostrate" at the people's feet.

Where (still to use your Lordship's trepes)

The level of obedience slopes

Upward and downward , as the stream
Of hydra faction kicks the beam!'
Where the poor palace changes masters

Quicker than a snake its skin,

And Loi IS is roll'd out on castors,

While BoNE\"s borne on shoulders in: —
But where, in every change, no doubt,

One special good your Lordship traces, —
That 'tis the kings alone turn out,

The Ministers still keep their places.

How oft, dear Viscount C gh,

Fve thought of thee upon the way.
As in my job (what place could be

More apt to wake a thought of thee?)
Or, oftener far, when gravely sitting

Upon my dickey, (as is fitting

For hira mIio Mrites a Tour, that he
Miiy more of men and manners see,)

I've thought of thee and of thy glories,

Thou guest of Kings, and King of Tories!

Reflecting hoM' thy fame has grown
And spread, beyond man's usual share.

At home , abroad , till thou art known.
Like Major Semple, every Mhcre!

And marv'lling with what pow'rs of breath

Your Lordship, ha\ing speech d to death

Some hundreds of your fellow-men,

Next speech'd to Sovereigns' ears, — and when
All Sovereigns else were do/'d, at last

Specch'd down tl>e Sovereign" of Belfast.

Oh ! mid the praises and the trophies

Thou gain'st from Morosophs and Sophia;

Mid all the tributes to thy fame,

There's one thou shouldst be chiefly pleas'd nt —
Tliat Ireland gives her snulF thy name.

And C GHs the thing now sneezd at!

But hold, my pen! — a truce to praising—
Tliough ev'n your Lordship will allow

The theme's temptations arc amazing;
But time and ink run short, and now,

(As thou Avouldst say, my guide and teacher

In these gay mctaphoric fringes,)

I must embark into the feature
On which this letter chiefly hinges; — '**

My Book, the Book that is to prove —
And will, so help ye Sprites above.

That sit on clouds, as grave as judges.

Watching the labours of the Fidges !
—

Ji^ill prove that all the world , at present,

Is in a state extremely pleasant:

That Europe — thanks to royal swords
And baynets, and the Duke commanding —

* This excellent imitation of the noble Lord's sly'e shews how deeply Mr. Fudge must hav
studied his grcit orifrinal. Iri.'h oratory, indeed, abounds with such startling peculiarities
Thus the eloquent ('oiiii«cllor H , in describing some hypocritical pretender to charit)
said — "He put his hand in his breeches-pocket, like a crocodile, and," etc. etc.

" The title of the chief magistrate otUelfast, before whom his Lordship (with the "studini
immane loquendi' attributed by ()\id to that chattering and rapacious class of birds, the pic
delivered sundry long and self-gratulatory orations, on his return from the Continent. It was ,

ouc of these Irish dinners that his gallant brother, Lord S., proposed the health of "The Itv

cavalry oflicer in Europe — the Regent!"
*•* A trbatim from one of the noble Viscount's Speeches — "And now, Sir, I must embar

iulo the feature ou which this question chiefly hinges."
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Eiyoys a peace which, like the Lord's,

Pasijeth all hmnaii uiider^tandiii<>;

:

That France prefers her {i^o-cart King
To such a coward scamp as Boaey —

Thouf^h round, with each a leading-string,

There standeth many a Royal crony,

For fear the chuhhy, tottering thing
Should fall, if left there loncy-poney:

That England, too, the more her de!)ts.

The more s^hc spends, the richer gets;

And that tlie Iri^h, grateful nati(ui

!

Kenicmber Mhen hy thee reign'd over.

And bless thee for their flagellation.

As Heloisa did her lover!

'

That Poland, left for Russia's lunch
Upon the side-board, snug reposes;

,

\Miile Saxony's as pleas'd as Punch,
And Norw ay "on a bed of roses

!

"

That, as for some few million souls,

Transferr'd hy contract, bless the clods!

If half were strangled — Spaniards, Poles,

And Frenchmen — 't Monldn't make much odds,

So Europe's goodly Royal ones
Sit easy on their sacred thrones;
So Ferdi\a\d embroiders gaily,

And Loiis eats his salmi" daily;

So time is left to Emperor Sandy
To be half Caesar and half Dandy;
And G GK the R

—

g—t (Avho'd forget

That doughtiest chieftain of the set ?)

Hath Avherewithal f«)r trinkets new.
For dragons, after Chinese models.

And chambers where Duke ilo and Soo
flight come and nine times knock their noddles! —

All this my Quarto '11 prove — much more
Than Quarto ever prov'd before —
In reas'ning with the Post I'll vie,

My facts the Courier shall supply,

My jokes A—\s

—

t, P—le my sense.

And thou, sweet Lord, my eloquence

!

My Journal, penn'd by fits and starts,

On Biddy's back or Bobby's shoulder,

(My son, my Lord, a youth of parts,

Who longs to he a small place-holder)

Is — though / say't, that shouldn't say —
Extremely good; and, by the way.
One extract from it —only one —
To show its spirit, and I've done.

"Jm/. thirty-frst. — Went, after snack,

"To the Cathedral of St. Denny;
"Sigh'd o'er the Kings of ages hack,

"And — gave the old Ciuicicrge a penny!

"(Mem. — Must sec Hheims, much fam'd, 'tis said,

"F«»r making Kings and gingerbread.)

"Was shown the tomb vhcre lay, so stately,

"A little Bourbon, buried lately,

"Thrice high and puissant, we were told,

"Though only twenty-four hours old
! '"

"Hear this, thought I, ye Jacobins;

"Ye Burdetts, tremble in your skins!

"If Royalty, but ag'd a day,

"Can hoa-t such high and puissant swsiy,

''What impious hand its pow'r Mould fix,

"Full llcdg'd and wiggdf at fifty-six!"

• Sec her Letters.

Orpa re , ola sdovai diOTQtipsti paathjtt.
HoMEB Opy?s. S.

"•So described on the coffin: "tres hnnte et pnisxante Prince.sse, agee d'un Jour."

t There is a t'uliiesa and breadtli in iIiih pciTirait of Royalty, which rcminda us of what

JO
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The argnmcnt's qnite new, you sec,

And prove;: exactly Q. E. D. —
So now. with duty to the R

—

g—t,

I ain, dear Lord,

Your most obedient,

P.

Hotel Breteuil, Rue JiiioU.

\cat lodg^ings — rather dear for rae

;

But Biddy said i»he thought 'twould look

Genteeler thus to date my Book.
And Biddy's right — he.-ide?, it cun-ics

Some favour ^vith our friends at ^Urrav's,
W'lio scorn Mliat any man can say.

That dates from Rue St. Honore !

'

LETTER III.

FROM MR. BOB FI DGE TO RICHARD , F.SV.

\)h Dick! you may talk of your vritiiig and reading,

Vour Logic and Greek, hut there's nothing like feeding;

And this is the place for it. Dicky, you dug,

Of all places on earth — the head quarters of Prog!
Talk of England — lier fam'd Magna f'harta. I swear, is

A hunihug. a flam, to the Carte" at old Ye'ry's;

And as for yonr Juries — who would not set o'er 'em
A Jury of Tasters,'" with woodcocks before 'em?
Gi^e Cartwright his Parliaments, fresh every year —
But those friends of shoH Commons would never do here;

And. let Ro^hlly speak as he will on the question,

No Digest of Law's like the laws of dige^tion

!

By the by, Dick, I fatten — hut n'importe for that,

'Tis the mode — your Legitimates always get fat.

There's the R

—

g—t, there's Loris — and Bo\f.y tried too.

But. tho' somewhat imperial in paunch, t wouldn't do: —
He improv'd, indeed, much in this point, when he wed.
But he ne'er grew right royally fat in the head.

Dick, Dick, what a place is this Paris ! — hut stay —
As my raptures may bore you, I'll just sketch a Day,
As we pass it, myself and some comrades I've got.

All thoroughbred Gnostics, Avho know what is what.

After dreaming some hours of the laud of Cocaigne, f
That Elysium of all that is friand and nice.

Where for hail they ha^e bon-bons, and claret for rain.

And the skaiters in m inter shoAV off on cream-ice;

Where so ready all nature its cookery yields.

Macaroni au parmesan groM's in the fields;

Little birds fly about with the true phea^ant taint.

And the gee?e are all horn with a liver complaint !
-j-j-

I rise — put on neck-cloth — stifl", tight, as can he —
For a lad wlio goes into the world, Dick, like me,
Should have his neck tied up, you know— there's no doubt of it—

Pliny says, id speaking of Trajan's great qualities: — "nonne longe lategue Principem osten-

tant?"
' See the Quarterly Review for May, 1P16 , where Mr. Hobhouse is accused of having

written his bonk "in a hack street of the Frenrh capital."
" The Hill of Fare. — Very, a well know n Restaurateur.
"• Mr. Bob alludes particularly, 1 pres^ume, to the l'ainou°i Jury Degustateur, which used to

assemble at the Hotel ofM. Griinod ile laReyniere, and of which this jnodern Archestratus hag
given an account in his Almanach dcs Gourmands, cinquieme anne'e, p. 78.

f The fairy -land of cookery and sourmaiidiiie ; ''Pais, oil le ciel otfre les viandcs toutes
cuites, et oil, coinine on parle, les louettes tombent toutes roties. Du Latin , coquere."

—

Umhal.
j-j-'rhe process by which the liver of the unfortunate goose is enlarged, in order to produce

that richest of all dainties, the fo!> gras, of which such reuo«ned 7)ate'« are 'made at Stras-

bourg and Toulouse, is thus described in the Coiir* Gaitrnnomiguf;
:_

— "On deplume Testomac
des oies ; on attache cnsuite res animaux aux chenets d'une cheinine'e, et on les nourrit devant
le feu. La captiviie' et la rhaleur douneat a ces volatiles une maladie hepatique, qui fait

goofier leur foie," etc. p. 206.
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Almost as tight as some lads who ^o out of it.

With Miiiskers well oil'd, and vith boots that "hold up
"The mirror to nature" — so bright you could sup
OIT the leather like china ; with coiit , too, that draws
On the tailor, Mho suffers, a martyr's applause! —
With head bridled up, like a four-in-hand leader,

And stays — devil's in them — too tight for a feeder,

I strut to the old Cafe Hardy, which yet

Beats the field at a dejeiincr a la fourchette.

There, Dick, what a breakfast! — oh, not like your ghost
Of a breakfast in England, your curst tea and toast;

But a side-board, you dog, where one's eye I'oves about,
Like a Turk's in the Haram, and thence singles out
One's pute of larks, just to tune up the throat.

One's ^niall limbs of chickens, done en papillate,

One's erudite cutlets, drest all ways but plain.

Or one's kidnies — imagine, Dick — done with champagne!
Then, some glasses of Beaimc, to dihite — or, mayhap,
Chambertin,' which you knoAv's the pet tipple of ]V.4p,

And which Dad, by the by, that legitimate stickler,

Much scruples to taste, but I'm not so partic'lar. —
Your coffee comes next, by prescription; and then, Dick, 's

The coffee's ne'er-failing and glorious appendix,

(If books had but such, my old Grecian, depend on't,

I'd swallow ev'n W

—

tk— \s', for sake of the end on't);

A neat glass of parfait-amour, Avhich one sips

Just as if bottled vehet '* tipp'd over one's lips!

This repast being ended, and paid for — (how odd!

Till a mfin's us'd to paying, there's something so queer in't!)-

The sun now well out, and the girls all abroad,

And the world enough air'd for us, Nobs, to appear in't.

We lounge up the Boulevards, where — oh, Dick, the phyzzes,
The turn-outs, we meet — what a nation of quizzes!

Here toddles along some old figure of fnn.

With a coat you might date Anno Domini 1;
A lac'd hat, worsted stockings, and — noble old soul

!

A fine ribbon and cross in his best button-hole;

Just such as our Pr e, who nor reason nor fun dreads.

Inflicts, withont ev'n a court-martial, on hundreds.*"

Here trips a "iv'settc, with a fond, roguish eye,

(Rather eatable things these grisettes by the by)

;

And there an old demoiselle., almost as fond.

In a silk that has stood since the time of the Fronde.

There goes a French Dandy — ah, Dick! unlike some ones

We've seen about W'hite's — the Mounsecrs are but rum ones;

Such hats! — fit for raonkies — I'd back Mrs. Draper
To cut neater weather-boards out of brown paper

:

And coats — how I wish, if it wouldn't distress 'em,

They'd club for old B

—

m—l, fnmi Calais, to dress 'em!

The collar sticks out from the neck such a space.

That you'd swear 'twas the plan of this heaclopping nation,

To leave there behind them a snug little place

For the head to drop into, on decapitation!

In short, what with mountebanks, Counts, and friseurs,

.Some mummers by trade, and the rest amateurs —
What with captains in new jockey-boots and silk breeches.

Old dustmen with svdnging great opera-hats,

And shoeblacks reclining by statues in niches,

There never was seen such a race of Jack Sprats

!

From the Boulevards — but hearken! — yes — as I'm a sinner.

The clock is just striking the half-hour to dinner

:

So no more at present — short time for adorning —
My Day must be finish'd some other fine morning.

Now, hey for old Beauvilliers' f larder, my boy!
* The favoiirit»,\vine of \apolcon.
" J clours en bnitteifle. „ . v . i , r •*
"• It Mas Raid by Wicqiiefort, more than a hundred years ago, "Le Roi d Anglelerrc tait

1 phis do chevaliers que tous lea autres Hois de la Chretiente ensemble." — VVljat would ue

n(i\v ?

t A celebrated Restaurateur.

10 *
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And, once there, if the Goddess of Beauty and Joy

Were to write "Come and kij^s nie, dear Bob!" I'd not budge—
Not a step, Uick, as eure ad luy name U

R. FCDGE.

LETTER IT.

FBOM PHELIM CONNOR TO .

' ILktitin !" — no, nerer , Mliile the 'witlierlng hand
Of bigot power is on that haplcrs land

;

AVhlle , for the faith my fathers lield to God,

Ern in the fiehls where free tliose fathers trod,

I ara proscrihd, and — like the spot h-ft hare

In Israel's halls, to tell the proud and fair

Amidst their mirth , that .Slavery had been there — '

On all I lo\e. home, parents, friends, I trace

The monrnfnl mark of bondage and disgrace !

]\o ! — let them >tay . Avho in their conntry's pangs

See nought but food for factions and harangues

;

Who yearly kneel before their masters' doors,

And hawk their wrongs, as beggars do their sorcg

:

" Still let your
....

* i « . . .

Still hope and sufTer , all who can ! — but I,

Who dur»t not hope, and cannot bear, must fly.

But whither? — every-where the scourge pursues —
Turn Mhere he will, the wretched wanderer views.

In the bright , broken hopes of all his race.

Countless reflections of tli' Oppressor's face

!

Every-where gallant hearts , and spirits true.

Are serv'd up victims to the vile and few;
While E'"'". every-where — the general foe

Of Truth and Freedom, wheresoe'er they glow —
Is first, when tyrants strike, to aid the blow!

Oh , E " *
'

* *
! could such poor revenge atone

For wrongs, that well might claim the deadliest one;

W^ere it a vengeance , sweet enough to sate

The wretch who flies from thy intolerant hate.

To hear his curses on such barbarous sway
Echoed, where'er he bends his clieerle-s way; —
Could this content him, every lip he meets
Teems for his vengeance with such poisonous sweets

;

Were this his luxury, never is thy name
Pronounc'd, but he doth banquet on thy shame;
Hears maledictions ring from every side

"Upon that grasping power, that selfi>h pride,

Which •» aunts its own , and scorns all rights beside

;

That low and desperate envy, Mhich to blast

A neighbour's blessings , rifks the few thou hast; —
That monster, Self, too gross to be conceal'd,

Which ever lurks behind thy profl'er'd shield; —
That faithless craft, which, in thy hour of need.

Can court the slave, can swear he shall be freed,

Yet basely spurns him, when thy point is gain'd.

Back to his masters, ready gaggd and chain'd!

Worthy associate of that band of Kings,

That royal, rav'ning flock, whose vampire wings
O'er sleeping Europe treacherously brood.

And fan her into dreams of promis'd good.

Of hope, of freedom — but to drain her blood!

* "They use to leave a yard pquare of the wall of the house nnfilastered , on which the
write, in Targe letters, either the foTemeiitioiHil ver.se of the Psalmist (' If I forget thee,
Jerusalem,' etc.) or the words — 'The uienuiry of the desolation.' " Leo of Modena.

" I ha\e thought it prudent to omit some parts of Mr. Pheliin Connors letter. He is ev
dentlj- an intemperate young man, aud has absociated «ith his cousius, the Fudges, to vei
little purpose.
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If thus to hear thee Lranded be a blisg

That Veng^eance Ioacs, there's yet more sweet than this, —
That 'twas an Irish lirad, an Iri»h heart.

Made thee the fall'n and tarnisli'd thinj^ thou art;

That, as the Centaur' gave th' infected vest

In Avhich he died , to rack his conqueror's breast,

We sent thee C gh: — as heaps of dead

Have slain their slayers by the pest they spread,

So hath our land breath'd out — thy fame to dim,
Tliy strength to waste, and rot thee, soul and Hmb —
Her worst infections all condens'd in him !

\Mien will the world shake ofT snch yokes? oh, mIicji

Will that redeeming day shine out on men.
That shall behold them rise , erect and free

As Heav'n and Nature meant mankind should be!
When Reason shall no longer blindly now
To the Tile pagod things , that o'er her broM

>

Like Iiira of Jaghernaut , drive trampling bow

;

Nor Conquest dare to desolate God's earth,

Kor drunken Victory, with a ]\ero's mirth,

Strike her lewd harp amidst a people's groans; —
But, built on love, the world's exalted thrones

Shall to the virtuous and the wise be given —
Those bright, those sole Legitimates of Heaven!

Jfhen will this be? — or, oh! is it, in truth,

But one of those sweet , day-break dreams of yonth

,

In which the Soul , as round her morning springs,

'Twixt sleep and waking, sees such dazzling things!

And must the hope, as vain as it is bright.

Be all giv'n up? — and are they only right.

Who say this world of thinking souls was made
To be by Rings partition'd , truckd , and weigh'd

In scales that, ever since the world begun.

Have counted millions but as dnst to one?

Are they the only wise, who laugh to scorn

The rights, the freedom to which man was born?
Who .....
W^ho, proud to kiss each separate rod of power,

Bless, while he reigns, the minion of the hour;
Worship each would-be God, that o'er them moves,
And take the thundering of his brass for Jove's!

If this be wisdom, then farcMcll, my l)ooks.

Farewell, ye shrines of old, ye classic brooks.

Which fed my soul with cnrrents, pure and fair.

Of living Truth, that now must stagnate there! —
Instead of thenu's that touch the lyre willi light,

Instead of Greece, and her immort.il fight

For Liberty, which once awakd my strings,

Welcome tlie Grand Conspiracy of Kings,

Tlic High Legitimates, the Holy Biind,

Who, bolder ev'n than He of Sparta's land,

Against whole millions, panting to be free.

Would guard the pass of right-line tyranny

!

Instead of him, th' Athenian bard, whose blade

Had stood the onset which his pen pourtray'd,

W^elcome

And, 'stead of Akistides — woe the day
Such names should mingle! —welcome C gh!

Here break we off, at this unhallow'd name,

Ijikc priests of old , when words ill-omen'd came.

My next shall tell thee, bitterly shall tell,

• Membra et Hcrciilcos loroa
I'rit Iiics Xessea.
llli;, ille victor \iiicitiir.

Scncc-. Hircul. Get.
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Thoufflitd Uiak
,° . • • • •

Thoughts that —• could patience hold — 'twere Miser I'ar

To leave htill liid and burning where they are!

LETTER T.

FROM MISS BID»\ FITJGK TO MISS DOROTHY .

VV HAT a time since I Mrntc ! — I'm a sad , naughty girl

Tliough , like a tee-totuni , I'm all in a tM iri,

Yet ev'n (as you wittily say) a tee-totuin

BetMecn all its twirls gives a letter to note 'em,

IJnt, Lord, such a place! and then, Dollv , my dresses,

My gowns , so divine ! — there's no language expresses,

Kxcept just the tvo Avords "superhe," " magnifique,"

The trimmings of that which I had liome last Meek!

It is call'd — I forget — a. la — something which sounded

Like alicampanc — hut, in truth, I'm confounded

And hother'd , my dear, 'tMixt that trouhlesome boy's

(Bob's) cookery language, and Madame le Roi's :

What Avith fillets of roses, and fillets of veal,

Things garni with lace, and things garni Mith eel,

One's liair and one's cutlets both en papillotc,

And a tliousand more tilings I sliall ne'er liave by rote,

I can scarce tell the difFrence, at least as tn phrase,

BetAvecn beef a la Psyche and curls d la braise. —
But, in short, dear, I'm trick'd out quite a la Fran<^aise,

With my bonnet — so beautiful! — high up and poking,

Like things tliat are put to keep chimnies from smoking.

Wliere shall I begin with the endless delights

Of this Eden of milliners, monkies, and sights —
Tliis dear busy place, where there's nothing transacting

But dressing and dinnering , dancing and acting?

Imprimis, the Opera — mercy, my ears!

Brother Bobby's remark, t'other night, was a true one; —
"This must be the music," said he, " t>f the spears,

For I'm curst if each note of it doesn't run through one !"_

Pa says (and you knoM' , love , his Book's to make out

'Twas the Jacobins bronglit every mischief about)

That this passion for roaring has come in of late.

Since the rabble all tried for a voice in the State. —
Wliat a frightful idea , one's mind to oerMhclm

!

What a chorus , dear Dolly , Mould soon be let loose of it,

If, M'lien of age, every man in the realm
Had a voice like old L,\is,' and chose to make use of it!

"So — never was knoMn in this riotous sjiliere

Such a breach of the peace as their singing, my dear.

So bad too
,
you'd sMcar tliat the God of both arts.

Of Music and I'hjsic, had taken a frolic

For setting a loud fit of asthma in parts,

And composing a fine rumbling base to a cholic!

But, the dancing — ah parlez-moi , Dolly, de fa —
There , indeed , is a treat that charms all but Papa.
Such I)eauty — such gi-ace — oh ye sylphs of romance!

Fly. fly to TiTAMA, and ask her if she has
One light-footed nymph in licr train , that can dance

Like divine Bigottim and sweet FA^^v Bias!

Fa>>y Bias in Flihia — dear creature! — you'd swear.
When her delicate feet in the dance twinkle round,

Tliat lier steps arc of light , that her himie is the air.

And she only par complaisance touches the ground.
And when Bigottim in Psyche dishevels

Her black fioviing hair, and by daemons is driven,

Oh ! M ho does not envy those rude little devils,

That hold her and hug her, and keep her from heaven?
The iiltlcst, most celebrated, and most uoitiy of the singers at the French Opera.
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Then , the music — so softly its cadences die,

So divinely — oh , I)oll\ ! betAveen you and I,

It's as well for my peace that there's nobody nigh
To make love to me then — youvc a soul, and can Judge
What a crisis 'twould be for your friend Biudv Fi dge !

The next place (which Bobby lias near lost his heart in)

They call it the Play-house — I thuik — of St. Martiji
;

'

Quite charming — and very religious — Avliat folly

To say that the French are not pious, dear Dollv,
When here one beholds, so correctly and rightly.

The Testament turn'd into mclo-drames nightly;

And, doubtless, so fond they're of scriptural facts.

They will soon get the Pentateuch up in five acts.

Here Damei. , in pantomime , " bids bold defiance

To Nebuchadvezzar and all his stufTd lions,

While pretty young Israelites dance round the Prophet,

In very thin clothing, and but little of it; —
Here Begra\d,*" who shines in this scriptural path.

As the lovely SrsA\\A , without ev'n a relic

Of drapery round her, comes out of the bath
In a manner that, Bob says, is quite Eve-angelic!

But in short , dear , 'twould take me a month to recite

All the exquisite places we're at, day and night;

And besides , ere I finish , I think you'll be glad

Just to hear one delightful adventure I've had.

Last night, at the Beaujon,f a place where — I doubt
If I AvcU can describe — there are cars, that set out

From a lighted pavilion, high up in the air.

And rattle you down, Doll, — yoii hardly know where.
These vehicles, mind me, in which you go through
This delightfully dangerous journey , hold two.

Some cavalier asks , with hmuility , whether
You'll venture down with him — you smile — 'tis a match;

In an instant you're seated, and do«n both together

Go thund'ring , as if you went post to old Scratch ! f-}-

Well, it was but last night, as I stood and reniark'd

On the looks and odd Avays of the girls who embark'd,
The impatience of some for the perilous iiight,

The forc'd giggle of others, t-.vLxt pleasure and fright, —
That there came up — imagine, dear Doll, if jon can —
A fine salloM', sublime, sort of Wcrtcr-fac'd man,
With mustachios that gave (v hat we read of so oft)

The dear Corsair expression, half savage, half soft,

As Hyaenas in love may be fan<;ied to look, or

A something between Abelaud and old Blvchkk!
L^p he came, Doll, to me, and, uncovering his head,
(Rather bald , but so m arlikc

!
) in bad Fnglish said,

" Ah ! my dear — if !\Ia'rascile \i[ be so acry good —
Just for v(tn littel course" — though I scarce undwvtood
What he Avish'd me to do, I said, thank him, I would.

Oil' we set — and, though 'faith, dear, I hardly ^mcw Mhether
My head or my heels were the uppes-most then,

For 'tM'as like hcav'n and earth, Dolly, coming together, —
Yet, spite of the danger, we dar'd it again.

And oh! as I ga//d on the features and air

Of the man , m ho for me all this peril defied,

• The Theatre dc la P(ir(c St. Martin, Mhirh was Luilt \\\wn (he Opera House in the Pa-
lais Royal Mas hiinied ilo« ii , in 1781. — A few (lavs alter this dreadl'iil lire, \iliicli lasted mine
than a week and in \ihirh several persons perished, the I'arisian (U'guntcs displaced llaine

culuiired dresses, "couleiir de feu d'Opera !
" — Dulaure . iurinsitcii de Hnris.

" A piece very (lopular last jear, called "Daniel, ou La Fosse au\ Lions." 'J'he f<illo»iug
scene will (?ive an idea of th<; dariiif^ suMiniity of these scriptural panloiniines. '•'Svviif 20. —
La fonrnaise devieiit un berceaii di' nuaf^es azures, au fond ducjucl est un frrcuipi; de niiafres

plus liiiiiiMeiiy , et au milieu 'Jehovah' au centre d'uu cercle de radons brillans, i]ui unnouce la

presence de rElernel."'
"* Madame Bejjrand , a finely formed woman, who acts in "Susunua and the Elders," —

"L'Ainour et la F(die," etc. etc.

\ The Promenades Ai'riennes, or Frenrh Mountains. — See a description of this singular and
fautaslic place of anuiscmeiit in a pamphlet, truly worthy of it, by ''F. F. Cotlerel, Medecin,
Docleiir de la Faculte de Pari.s,' el<-. etc.

tt According to Dr. Cotterel the cars go at the rate of forty-eight miles au hour.
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I could fancy almost lie and 1 were a pair

Of unhappy yoimpj lowers, who thus, side by side,

Were taking, in.^tead of rope, pistol, or dagger, a

Desperate dash down the Falls of Niagara!

Iliis acliiev'd, through the gardens' we saunter'd about,

Saw llie fire- works, <'X('laim"d " niagnifique !" at each cracker,

And , when 'twas all o'er , the dear man saw us out

With the air, I will say, of a I'rince, to oar Jincre.

NoM , hear me — this Stranger — it may be mere folly —
Hut who do you think Me all think it is, Dolly?

Why, bless you, no less than the great King of Prussia,

Who's here now incog." — he, mIio made such a fuss, you
Heiucmhcr, in London, with Bliciif.r and Platoff,

When Sal was near kissing old Klickek's cravat off!

Pa says he's come here to look after his money,

(Not taking things now as he us'd under Bo\e\)
Which suits with our friend, for Bob saw him, he swore,

Ijooking sharp to the silver receiv'd at the door.

Besides, too, they say that his grief for his Queen
(Which Mas plain in this sweet fellow's face to be seen)

Requires such a sliiniilanf dose as this car is,

Us'd three times a day with young ladies in Paris.

Some Doctor , indeed , has dedar'd that such gi-ief

Sliould — unless "tMotild to utter despairing its folly push —
Fly to tlie Beaujon , and there seek relief

By rattling, as Bob says, "like shot through a holly-bush."

I must now bid adieu — only think, Dolly, think

If this should be the King — I have scarce slept a wink
With imagining hoM it Mill sound in the papers.

And how all the 3Iisses my good luck Avill grudge,

When they read that Count Ripimv, to drive aAvay vapours,

Has gone down the Beanjon Mitli ^liss Biddy Fudge.

]\'ota bene. — Papa's almost certain 'tis he —
For he knoMS the Legitimate cut, and could see,

In the May he Ment poising and manag'd to toMcr

So erect in the car, the true Balance of Power.

LETTER TI.

From phu. pidgk, esq. to his bbother tim. fudge, esq. barristbh at law.

JL oi-RS of the 12th receiv'd just now —
Thanks for the hint, my trusty brother!

Tis truly pleasing to see how
We, Fudges, stand by one another.

But never fear — 1 know my chap.

And he knows me too — verbmn sap.

My Lord and I are kindred spirits.

Like in om* Mays as tMo young ferrets;

Both fashion'd, as tliat supple race is.

To tAvist into all sorts of places; —
Creatures lengthy, lean, and hungering,

Fond of blood and 6«no if-mongcring.

As to my Book in 91,

Call'd "DoMU M'ith Kings, or. Who'd have thought it?"
Bless you, the liooks long dead and gone, —

Not ev'n th' Attorney-(ieneral bought it.

And , though some fcM' seditious tricks

1 play'd ill J)5 and (>,

As you remind me in your letter,

* la tlic CatV attached to these gardens there are (o be (as Dortor Cnlterel informs us)

''donze negtes, tres alerles, qui ronlrasternnt par I'ebene de leiir pean aver leleinlde lis ct dcro-
cci* dc nos belles. Les glares et les sorbets, servis par une main bieu noire, fera davautage
reiisortir I'albafre des bras arrondis de cellcs-ri." — 1*. '22.

*• His Majesty, whn «as at I'.iris under the travelling uame of Count Ruppin , is known to

have gone dowu the Bcaujou ^eri I'renuently.
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His Lordship likes me all tlic better; —
We, proselvtcs, that come with news full,

Are , as he says , so vastly useful

!

Reynolds and I — (you know Tom Reynolds —
Drinks his claret , keeps his chaise —

Lucky the dog- that first unkennels

Traitors and Luddites now-a-days;

Or mIio can help to baj2; a few.

When S

—

d th wants a death or two;)

Reynolds and I , and some few more,

All men, like us, of information,^

Friends, whom his Lordship keeps in store.

As inirZer-savionrs of the nation — *

Have form'd a Club this season , where
His Lordship sometimes takes the chair.

And gi^es us many a bright oration

In praise of our sublime vocation;

Tracuig it up to great King Midas,

"IVlio, though in f.ible typified as

A royal Ass, by grace divine

And right of ears, most asinine.

Was yet no more, in fact historical,

Than an exceeding well-bred tyrant;

And these, his ears, but allegorical.

Meaning Informers, kept at high rent —'*

Gera'mcn, who touch'd the Treasury glisteners,

Like us , for being trusty listeners

;

And picking up each tale and fragment,

For royal Midas's green bag meant.
" And M herefore

,
" said this best of Peers ,

"Should not the R

—

g—t too have ears,*"
" To reach as far , as long and wide as

"Those of his model, good King 3Iidas?"

This speech was thought extremely good

,

And (rare for him) was underistood —
Instant v/e drank " The R

—

g—t's Eai's,"

With three times three illustrious cheers.

That made the room resound like thunder —
"The R—G

—

t's Ears, and may he ne'er

"From foolish shame, like Midas, Mear
" Old paltry wigs to keep them under !

" f
This touch at our old friends, the Whigs,
Made us as merry all as grigs.

In short, (I'll thank you not to mention

These things again) we get on gaily;

And, thanks to pension and Suspension,

Our little Club increases daily.

Castles, and Oliver, and such.

Who don't as yet full salary touch,

IVor keep their chaise and pair, nor buy
Houses and lands , like Tom and I,

Of course don't rank with us, sa?iia/ors,-}-{-

Rut merely serve the Club as waiters.

Like Knights, too, Ave'vc our collar days,

* Lord C.'s tribute tn the character of his friend, M. Reynolds, will long be remembered
nith equal crtdit to both.

•• 'I'hia intfr|iri'talion of the fable of Midiis's ears seems the most probable of any . and is

thus stated in Hitifinauii : — "Uac allffrnria sitrnilicatum , Midam, utpote lyranniim, subauscul-
:atores dimittere soliiumj per quos, quaecuii(|ue per omuem regionem vel lierent, vel dice-
rentur, ropnosceret , iiiiinrum illis iitens auriiiiii vice."

'" Brossettc, in a note on this line of Doilcau,
" Midas, le Uoi Midas a des oreilles d'Ane,"

tells ns, that "M. Pevrault le Medecin \oulut fairc a notre aiiteiir un crime d'etat de ce vers,
couime d'une nialigne allusion an Roi." I trust, however, that no one will suspect the line in
the trxt of any such indecorous allusion.

f It was not under "igs, but tiaras, that King Midas endeavoured to conceal these appen-
dages :

Tcnipora purpurcis tentat velare liaris.

Ovin.
The \nble Giver of tlic toast, ho\ve\crj had evidrntly , with his usual clearness, confounded
King Midas. Mr. Liston, niul the I* e U—g— t togelhiT.

j-l- Mr. Fudge and hisfricnds should go liv this name — as the man w ho, some j ears since, saved
the late Right Hon. George Hose from drow'uing, was ever after called Salvalfr Moaa.
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(For 115, I own, an awlavard phrase)

When , m our new costume adornd, —
The R—G

—

-t's InifT-and-blue coats tuni'd — m
We ha>e the honour to ghe dinners fl

To the chief Rats in upper stations
;

'

Your W vs, V >s — hair-Hedg'd sinners,

AMio shame us by tlieir imitations;

^Mio turn, 'tis true — hut M'hat of that?
Give rae the useful peaching Rat;
]\ot things as mute as Punch, when liotig^ht,

Whose Mooden heads are all they've brought;
Who, false enough to shirk their friends,

But too faint-hearted to betray.

Are, after all their twists and bends,

But souls in Limbo, damn'd half way.
]Vo , no , — we nobler vermin are

A genus useful as McVe rare;

Wlidst all the things miraculous
Of Mhich your natural histories brag.

The rarest must be Rats like us.

Who let the cat out of the bag.

Yet still these Tyros in the cause

Deserve, I own, no small applause;

And they're by us receiv d and treated

With all due iionours — only seated

In th' inverse scale of tlieir reward,
The merely prvmis'd next my Lord ;

Small pensions then , and so on , down,
Rat after rat, they graduate

Tlirough job, red ribbon, and silk gown.
To Chauc'llorship and Marquisate.

This serves to nurse the ratting spirit;

The less the bribe the more the merit.

Our music's good, you may be sure;

My lord, you know, 's an amateur — '*

Takes every part with perfect ease

,

Though to the Base by nature suited.

And, form'd for all, as best may please.

For whips and bolts, or cliords and keys,

Turns from his victims to his glees.

And has them both well executed.

H T D, who, tlio' no Rat himself,

Relights in all such liberal arts, !

Drinks largely to the House of Guelph,
And superintends the Corni parts.

While C—AN—G,*" who'd be first by choice.

Consents to take an under voice;

And G s,t who >vcll that signal knows,

W^atches the J olti Subitos.-\-\-

In short, as I've already hinted, f

AVe take, of late, prodigiously; ^

But as our Club is somcAvhat stinted

For Gentlemen , like Tom and me, '

Well take it kind if you'll provide
j

A few A'juncens |-}-{- from t'other side; —
• This iutimacy between the Rats and Informers is just as it should be — "vere dulce so

dalitiiim."

'• His Lordship, during one of tlie busiest periods of his Ministerial career, took lessons

three tiuies a «eek. from a celebrated inusic-niaster, in glee-siuging.

•* This llighl Hon. Gentleman ouffht to give up his present allianoe with Lord C. , if upon

no other principle than that which is inculcated iu the i'olloHing arrangement bet«ecu two La-

dies of Fashion:

Says Clarinda, "though tears it may cost,

"It is time we should part , my dear Sue;
"For ijour character's totally ht.st,

"And / have not sutTirient for two!"

f The rapidity of this Noble Lord's ir.insformatiou , at the same instant, into a Lord of the

l)ed-rhauiber and an opp<uieiit of the Catholic Claims, ^^as truly iniraculous.

ff Turn instantly — a frequent direction iu music-books.

H-f The Irish diminutive of Sguirc.
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Some of tliosc loTiil, cunninp^ elves,

(We (liton tell the tale Avith laugliter)

Wlio iis'd to hide the pikes themselves,

Then hiin<!^ the fools vho found them after.

I doiilit not you could find us, too,

Some Onini^e Parsons that wonld do;
Amon;;- the rest, ve've heard of one,

The Reverend — somethinj^ — Hamiltoiv,

Who stnfl"d a fig^ure of himself

(Delicious thought!) and had it slu)t at.

To luing some Papists to the slulf,

That couldn't otherAvise he got at —
If hc'[\ hut join th' Association,

We'll vote him in hy acclamation.

And noAV, my hrother, guide, and friend,

This somewhat tedious scrawl must end.

I've gone into this lo.^g detail,

Because I saw your nerves were shaken

W ith anxious fears lest I should fail

In tliis new , loyal , course I've taken.

But, bless your heart! you need not doubt —
W^e, Fudges, know what we're about.

Look roiuid, and say if jou can see

A much more thriving family.

There's Jack, the Doctor — night and day
Hundreds of patients so besiege him,

You'd swear that all the rich and gay
Fell sick on purpose to oblige him.

And while they think, the precious ninnies.

He's counting o'er their pulse so steady.

The rogue but counts how many guineas

He's fobb'd , for that day's work , already.

I'll ne'er forget th' old maid's alarm.

When, feeling thus Miss Sukey Flirt, he
Said , as he dropp'd her shrivell'd arm,

"Danui'd bad this morning — only thirty!"

Your dowagers, too, every one.

So gen'rous are, when they call him in,

That lie might now retire upon
The i-heumatisms of three old women.

Then, M'hatsoe'er your ailments are.

He can so learnedly explain ye 'em —
Your cold, of course, is a catarrh.

Your head-ach is a hemi-cranium :
—

His skill, too, in young ladies' lungs.

The grace with which, most mild of men.

He begs them to put out their tongues.

Then bids them — put them in again

!

In short, there's nothing now like Jack ;
—

Take all your doctors, great and small,

Of present times and ages back.

Dear Doctor Fudge is worth them all.

So much for physic — then, in law too.

Counsellor Tim! to thee we bo>v;

Kot one of us gives more eclat to

Th' immortal name of Fidge than thou.

Kot to expatiate on the art

With which you play'd the patriot's part,

Till something good and snug should offer; -

Like one, who, by the way he acts

Th' cnU^litcninp; part of candle-snuirer,

The manager's keen eye attracts.

And is promoted thence by him
'I"o strut in robes, like thee, my Tni !

—
Who shall describ(! thy pow'rs of face.

Thy well-fee'd zeal in every case.

Or wrong or right — but ten times warmer
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(As sHiU tliy calling) in the former —
Thy glorious!, lawyer-like delin:lit

In puzzlin;^ all that":* clear and riprht.

Which, though conspicuous in thy youth,
Improves so with a wi"^ and hand on,

That all thy pride's to way-lay Truth,
And lea^e her not a leg to stand on. —

Thy patent, prime, morality, —
Thy cases, cited from the Bil)le —

Thy candour, when it falls to thee
To help in troimcing for a libel ; —

"God knows, I, from my soul, profess

"To hate all higots and henighters!
"God knoMs, I love, to ev'n excess,

"The sacred Freedom of the Press,

"My only aim's to — crush the writers."

These are the virtues, Tim, that draw
The hriefs into thy hag so fast;

And these, oh Tim — if Law he Law —
Will raise thee to the Bench at last.

1 hlush to see this letter's length, —
But 'twas my wish to prove to thee

How full of hope, and wealth, and strength.

Are all our precious family.

And, should affairs go on as pleasant

As, thank the Fates, they do at present —
Should we hut still enjoy the sway
Of S—DM—H and of C gh,

1 hope, ere long, to see the day
AMien England's wisest statesmen, judges.

Lawyers, peers, will all he — Fudges '.

Good Itye — my paper's out so nearly,

I've only room for

Yours sincerely.

LETTER Til.

FBOM PHELIM COVNOB TO .

IJefore we sketch the Present — let us cast

A fcAV, short, rapid glances to the Past.

AMien lie, who had defied all Europe's strength,

Beneath his oMn weak rashness sunk at length; —
When, loos'd, as if hy magic, from a chain

That seem'd like Fate's, the world was free again.

And Europe saw. rej(»icing in the sight.

The cause of Kings, /or once, the cause of Right; —
Then was, indeed, an hour of joy to those

\Mio siglid for justice — liberty — repose,

And hopd the fall of one great vulture's nest

Would ring its warning round, and scnre the rest.

And all was hright with promise; — kings began
To own a sympathy with suffering Man,
And Man was grateful — Patriots of the South
Caught Misdom from a Cossack Emperor's mouth,
And heard, like accents thaw'd in Northern nir,

UiiMonted words of freedom bur»t forth there!

AMio did not hope, in that triiunphant time.

When monarchs, after years of spoil and crime,

]Met round the shrine of Peace, and Heav'n look'd oh,

n^ko did not hope the hi>t of spoil vas gone; —
That that rapacious spirit, which had play'd

The game of Pilnitz o'er so oft, was laid,

And Europe's Rulers, conscious of the piist.

Would blu^h , and deviate into right at last.^
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But no — the hcarti:, tliat nurs'd a hope so fah-,

Had yet to learn what men on thrones can dare

;

Had yet to know, of all earth's ravening things,

The only quite untameahle are Kings!
Scarce had they met when, to its nature true,

The instinct of their race hroke out anew;
Promises, treaties, charters, all were vain,

And " Rapine ! — rapine
!

" was the cry again.

How quick they carv'd their victims, and how Avell,

Let Saxony, led injur'd Genoa tell, —
Let all the human stock tiiat, day hy day.

Was at that lioyal slave-mart truck'd away, —
The million stuils that, in the face of heaven.
Were split to fractions, " hartei'd, sold, or given

To swell some despot Power, too huge heforc,

And weigh down Europe with one Mammoth more!
How safe the faith of Kings let France decide ; —
Her charter hroken, ere its ink had dried, —
Her Press enthrall'd — her lleason mockd agitin

W ith all the monkery it had spurn'd in vain —
Her crown disgracd by one, who dar'd to own
He thank'd not France hut England for his throne —
Her triumphs cast into the shade hy those,

Who had grown old among her hitterest foes.

And now returnd, heneatli her conquerors' shields,

Unhlushing slaves! to claim her heroes' fields.

To tread down every trophy of her fame,

And curse that glory which to them was shame! —
Let these — let all the damning deeds, that tliea

Were dar'd through Europe, cry aloud to men,
W^ith voice like that of crashing ice that rings

t Round Alpine huts, the perfidy of Kings;
K And tell the world, when hawks sliall harmless bear

The shrinking dove, when Avolves shall learn to spare
The helpless victim for who.*e hlood they lusted.

Then, and then only, monarchs may be trusted!

It could not last — these horrors could not last —
France would herself have ris'n, in might, to cast

Th' insultcrs off — and oh ! that then, as now,
Chain'd to some distant islets rocky brow,
NvpOLEON ne'er had come to force, to blight,

Ere half matur'd, a cause so proudly bright; —
To palsy patriot hearts with doubt and shame.
And write on Freedom's flag a despot's name; —
To rush into the lists, una^k'd, alone,

And make the stake of all the game of one!

Then would the world have seen again what power
A people can put forth in Freedom's hour

;

Then would the fire of France once more have blaz'd ; —
For every single sword, reluctant rais'd

In the stale cause of an oppressive throne.

Millions would then have leap'd forth in her own

;

And ne^er, never had th' unholy stain

Of Bourbon feet disgrac'd her shores again!

But fate decreed not so — th' Imperial Bird,

That, in his neighbouring cage, unfear'd, unstirr'd,

Had seem'd to sleep witli head beneath his wing,
Yet watch'd the moment for a daring spring; —
Well might he watch, when deeds were done, that made
His OMU transgressions Avhiten in their shade;

Well might he hope a world, thus trampled o'er

By clumsy tyrants, w onld be his once more :
—

Forth from its cage that eagle bur.>t to light,

* "Whilst the congress was re-coiislructiiiff Europe— not acrnnling' to rights, nafnr.1l afll-
anccs, janfrtiage, habits, or laws; hut by tiil)Ics ollinanre, which dniiled ami suhili-. i<lf(l hrr
pnpulation into souls, dcwi souls , and even frart1071 s , accordinj; ti> a sciile ol' llie diriri dulio
','/

^"^'-s, "hirli could be le\ iod bj the ac(|uiiin<!: slate," etc. — Sketcii of th(! Miliiarv and
I olitical l'o«cr of Uusiiia. The words on the protocol arc anus, demi-amcs, etc.
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From steeple on to steeple* wingd its flight,

With calm and ea*y grandeur, to that throne

From which a Royal craven just had flown;

And resting there, as in its aerie, furl'd

Those wings, whose very rustling shook the world!

What was your fury then, ye crown'd array,

Whose feast of spoil, vhose plundering holiday

Was thus hroke up, in all its greedy mirth,

By one hold chieftain's stamp on Gallic earth!

Fierce was the cry, and fulminant the ban, —
"Assassinate, who will — enchain, -who can,

"The rile, the faithless, outlaw"d, low-horn man!"
"Faithless

!

" — and this from you — from you, forsooth,

Ye pious Kings, pure paragons of truth,

"^liose honesty all knew, for all had tried;

Wliose true Swiss zeal had serv'd on every side;

Wliose fame for breaking faith so long Mas known,

Well might ye claim the craft as all your own,

And lash your lordly tails, and fume to see

Such low-born apes of Royal perfidy!

Yes — yes — to you alone did it belong

To sin for ever, and yet ne'er do wrong —
The frauds, the lies of Lords legitimate

Are but fine policy, deep strokes of state;

But let some upstart dare to soar so high

In Kingly craft, and "outlaw" is the cry!

Wliat, though long years of mutual treachery

Had peopled full your diplomatic shelves

With ghosts of treaties, murder'd 'mong yourselves;

Though each by turns was knave and dupe — what then?

A Holy League would set all straight again;

Like Jixo's virtue, which a dip or two

In some hless'd fountain made as good as new !

*'

Most faithful Russia — faithful to Mhoe'er

Could plunder best, and give liim amplest share;

Who, cv'n when vanquish'd, sure to gain his ends.

For want of foes to rob, made free with friends,
'"

And, deepening still by amiable gradations,

When foes were stript of all, then flcecd rel;itions!|

IMost mild and saintly PriK^sia — steepd to th" ears

In persecuted Poland's blood and tears,

And now, with all her harpy >\ings outspread

O'er sever'd Saxony's devoted head!

Pure Austria too — whose hist'ry nought repeats

But broken leagues and subsidiz'd defeats

;

Whose faith, as Prince, extinguish'd Venice shows,

\^^l0^e faith, as man, a widow'd daughter knows!

And thou, oh England — who, though once as shy

A cloister'd maids, of sliame or perfidy,

Art now broke in, and, thanks to C gh,

In all that's Morst and falsest Icadst the way!

Such was the pure divan, whose pens and wita

Th' escape from Elba frighfen'd into fits; —
Such were the saints, who doom'd Napoleoa's life.

In virtuous frenzy, to th' assassin's knife!

Disgusting crew! — who would not gladly fly

To open, downright, bold-fac'd tyranny,

To honest guilt, that dares do all but lie,

From the fake, juggling craft of men like these,

Their canting crimes and varni^h"d villanies ;
—

These Holy Leaguers, who then loudest boast

Of faith and honour, when they've stain'd them most;

From whose afl^ection men should shrink as loath

• "L'aigle volcra de clorher en clochcr, jusqii'aux tours de Notre-Dame. " — Napoleoirs

Proclamation on lauding from Elba.
" Sinffniis aniiis in qiiodam Attirae fnnte lota \-ir(^initatem recupcrasse Jin^itnr.

»• At the Peace of Tilsit, where he abandoned his ally, Prussia, to France, and received a

portion of her territory.

+ The seizure of Fiuland from his relative of S»redeii.
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As from their hate, for they'll be fleec'd by both;

Who, evn while plniid'ring, forge Religion's name
To frank their spoil, and, without fear or shame,

Call down the Holy Trinity' to bless

Partition leagues, and deeds of devilishncss

!

But hold — enough — soon would this smcU of rage

Overflow the boundaries of my scanty page, —
So, here I pause — farewell — another day .

Return we to those Lords of pray'r and prey.

Whose loathsome cant, Mhose frauds by right divine

Deserve a lash — oh! weightier far than mine!

LETTER Tin.

FaOM SIR. BOB FIDGE TO RICHARD , ESQ.

-Uear Dick, while old Dovaldsoa's*' mending my stay?, —
Which I knew would go smash with me one of these days,

And, at yesterday's dinner, when, full to the throttle.

We lads had begun our desert with a bottle

Of neat old Constantia, on my leaning back
Just to order another, by Jove I went crack! —
Or, as honest Ton said, in his nautical phrase,

"D—n my eyes. Bob, in doubling the Cape you've miss'il stays.''''
***

So , of course, as no gentleman's seen out w ithout them,

They're now at the Schneider's f — and , while he's about them,

Here goes for a letter, post-haste, neck and crop —
Let us see — in my last I was — where did I stop ?

Oh, I know — at the Boulevards, as motley a road as

Man ever would wish a day's lounging upon;
With its cafes and gardens, hotels and pagodas,

Its founts, and old Counts sipping beer in the sun

:

With its houses of all architectures you please.

From the Grecian and Gothic, Dick, down by degrees

To the pure Hottentot, or the Brighton Chinese;

Where in temples antique you may breakfast or dinner it,

Lunch at a mosque, and see Punch from a minaret.

Then, Dick, the mixture of bonnets and bowers,

Of foliage and frippery, fiacres and flowers.

Green-grocers, green gardens — one hardly knows whether
'Tis country or town, they're so mess'd up together!

And there, if one loves the romantic, one sees

Jew clothes-men, like shepherds, reclin'd under trees;

Or Quidnuncs, on Sunday, just fresh from the barber's,

Enjoying their news and groscillc-^ in those arbours,

While gaily their m igs, like the tendrils, are curling.

And founts of red currant-juice f-f-j- round them are purling.

Here, Dick, arm in arm as we chattering strtiy.

And receive a few civil "God-dems" by the May, —
For, 'tis odd, these mounsecrs,— though we've wasted oiir wealth

And our strength, till we've thrown ourselves into a phtl^i^ic,

To cram down their throats an old King for their health.

As we whip little children to make them take physic ;—
Yet, spite of our good-natur'd money and slaughter,

• The usual preamble of these flaf^itioiis comparts. In the same spirit, Catherine, after the
jadt'nl massacre of Warsaw, ordered a solemn "lhanksgi\iiig to God in all the churrhes, lor
: blessings conferred upon the Poles;'' and commanded that each of them should "-swear ti-

it; and loyalty to her, and to shed in her defence the last drop of their blood, as they should
iwer for it to God, aud hia terrible judgment, kissing the holy word and cross "of their
. ionr 1"

*• An English tailor at Paris.
**• A ship is said to miss stays, when she does not obey the helm in tacking.

f The dandy term for a tailor.
j-j- "Lemonade and cau-dv-proseille are measured out at every corner of evorv street, from

itastic vessels, jingling with bells, to thirsty tradesmen or wearied messengers.^' — Sec Lady
irgan's lively description of the streets of Paris, in her very amusing \>ork up(m France,
Dk 6.

Ht Tliesc gay, portable fountains, from which the groseille water is administered, are among
! most characteristic oruaments of the streets of Paris.

\
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Tliey hate us, as Beelzebub bates holy-water!

But Mho the deuce cares, Dick, as long: as they nourish us
Neatly as now, and good cookery flourishes —
Long as, by bay'nets protected, mc, Natties,

May liave our full fling at tlulr xalmis and pates?
And, truly, I always declared 'twould be pity

To burn to the ground such a choice-feeding city:

Had Pad but his way, he'd have long ago bloAvn
The Mhole liatch to old Nick — and the people, I own,
If for no other cau^e than their curst monkey looks,

"Well deserve a blow-up — but then, damn it, their Cooks! '

As to ilar>hals, and State-men, and iill their whole lineage.
For aught that / care, you may knock them to spinage;
But think, Dick, their Cooks — what a loss to mankind!
What a void in the world would their art leave behind!
Their chnmometer spits — their intense salamanders —
Their ovens — their pots, that can soften old ganders.
All vani>h"d for ever — their miracles o'er,

And the Marmite Perpetuclle' bubbling no more!
Forbid it, forbid it, ye Holy Allies,

Take whatever ye fancy — take statues, take money —
But leave them, oh leave them their Porigueux pies.

Their glorious goo>c-li^ ers, and high pickled tunny!"
Tliough many, I own, are the e^ils they've brtmght us,

Though Royalty's liere on her very last legs,

\et, v^ho can help loving the land that has taught us

Six hundred and eighty-five ways to dress eggs?'"

You see, Dick, in spite of tlieir cries of "God-dam,"'
"Coqiiin Anglais," et caet'ra — how generous I am!
And now (to return, once again, to my "Day,"
Which will take us all night to get through in this way)
From the Boulevards we saunter through many a street.

Crack jokes on the natives — mine, all vei-y neat —
Leave the Signs of the Times to political fops.

And find twice as much fun in the Signs of the Shops ; —
IlerCy a Louis Dix-huit — there, a ^lartinmas goose,

(Much in v((gue since your eagles are gone out of use) —
Henri Quatrcs in shoals, and of Gods a great many.
But Saints are the most on hard duty of any: —
St. To^Y, who us'd all temptations to spurn,

Here hangs o'er a bcer-^luip. and tempts in his turn ,•

While there St. Venecia }• sits hemming and frilling her
Holy mouchoir o'er the door of some milliner;

Saint AvsTi\'s the "outward and visible sign

Of an inward" cheap dinner, and pint of small wine

;

W bile St. Denys hangs out o'er some hatter of ton.

And possessing, good l)i>hop, no head of his own. ff
Takes an intrest in Dandies, whove got — next to none!

Then we stare into sho))s — read the evening's affirhes —
Or, if some, who're Lotharios in feeding, should wish
Just to flirt with a luncheon, (a devili>ii bad trick,

A* it takes off the bloom of ones appetite, Dick,)

To the Passage des — M hat dye callt — dcs Panoramas f-J-}-

We quickeu our pace, and there heartily cram as

Seducing young pales, as ever could cozen

One out of one's appetite, doMu by the dozen.

Wc vary, of course — petits putt's do one day,

• "Octte morvcilleiis'c Marniile Perprtiielle, sur le ft'ii depiiis pres d'un siei'le; qni a donii'

le jour a plQS de 300,000 cba|ioii8." — Alinaii. de Goiiriiiands, Qiiatriemc Annee, p. 152.

" Le thon marint-, one of the most fjiv oiirile and indigestible kors-iToeuvres. _Thia fish i

taken cliiefly in the Golte de L\on. "La tote et le dessoiis du ^entre soiU Ics parlies Ics plu

recherchees des gounnels." — ("iiiirs Ga-.ironniui(|ue, p. 252.

*" The cxart number mentioned by M. de la Rcjiiii're — "On conuoit en France G85 mani
eres differeiUcs d'accoiniuoder les oeuts; sans compter celles que iios savaus iuiagiucnt cliaqii

jour."

f Veronica, the Saint of the Holy Handkerchief, is also, under the name of Venissc o

Veneria, the tutelary saint of milliiiirs,

"H- !*'. Denys \ra"lked three miles after his head was cut off. The mnt of a woman of w!

upon this legend is well known: — "Jc le crois bieu , eii pareil cas, il u'y a ijue le premie

pas qui cnute."

fri- Off ihc Boulevardii halicns.
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The next we've otir lunch with the Gauffrler HoIIandais,*

That popular artist, who hi-ings out, like Sc

—

tt,

His delightful productions so quick, hot and hot;

]Not the worse for the exquisite conunent that follows, —
Divine maresquino, which — Lord, how one swallows!

Once more, then, we saunter forth after our snack, or

Suhscribe a few francs for the price of a fiacre.

And drive far away to the old Montagues Russcs,

Where we find a few twirls in the car of much use

To rcgcn'rate the hunger and thirst of us sinners.

Who've laps'd into snacks — the perdition of dinners.

And here, Dick — in answer to one of your queries.

About which we, Gourmands, have had much discussion —
I've tried all these mountains, Swiss, French, and Ruggieri's,

And think, for digestion,'* there's none like the Russian;

So equal the motion — so gentle, though fleet —
It, in short, such a light and salubrious scamper is,

That take M'hom you please — take old L—s D—x

—

h— t,

And stuft"him-ay, up to the neck—with stew'd lampreys,***

So wholesome these 3Iounts, such a solvent I've found them,
That, let me but rattle the Monarch m ell down them,

The fiend, Indigestion, Mould fly far away.
And the regicide lampreys I he foiled of their prey!

Such, Dick, are the classical sports that content us.

Till five o'clock brings on that liour so momentous,
That epoch but m oa ! my lad — here conies the Schneider,

And, curse him, has made tiie stays three inches wider —
Too wide by an in<;h and a half — vhat a Guy!
But, no matter — 'twill all be set right by-and-by —
As we've ^L^ssI^OT"s-j--{- eloquent carte to eat still up.

An inch and a half's but a trifle to fill up.

So — not to lose time, Dick — here goes for the task;

Au revoir, my old boy — of the Gods I but ask.

That my life, like "the Leap of the German," fff may be,

"Du lit a la table, dla table au lit!"

R. F.

LETTER IX.

FROM PHIT.. Fl DGE, ES?. TO THE LORD VlSCOir^t C ST GH.

i\ly Lord, th' Instructions, brought to-day,

"I shall in all my bc.-t obey."

V(Mir Lox•d^hip talks and writes so sensibly!

And — Avhatsoe'er some wags may say —
Oh! not at all incomprehensibly.

I feel th' inquiries in your letter

About my health and French most flattering;

Thank ye, my French, though somewhat better,

Is, on the whole, but weak and smattering :
—

• In Jhe Palais Royal; successor, I believe, to the Flainaiul, eo long celebrafetl for the

toelleiiT of his Gaiilrcs.
. , „

*• Doctor (dotterel recommends, for this purpose, theHeaujon or French Mountains, .lud calls

iiem "uiie mcdecinc aerieniie, rouleur de rose," but 1 own 1 prefer the authority of Mr. Hob,

ho seems, from the following note found in bis own haud-uriliiig', to have studied all these

louutaiua very carefully:

Memoranda — The S\viss little notice deserves,
AVhile the fall at Ruggieri's is death to weak nerves

;_

And (whafe'er Doctor ('oll'rel may write on the question)

The turn at the Beaujon's too sharp for digestion,

doubt whether Mr. Bob is quite correct in aocenlinff the second syllabic of Ruggicri.
'*• A dish so indigestible, that a late novelist, at the end of his book, could iinagincno more

immary mode of gcttiug rid of all his heroes and heroines than by a hearty supper of stewed
unprr\s.

,

+ 'rhey killed Henry I. of England: — "a food (says Hume, gravely,) which always agreed
etter with his palate than his constitution."

ft A famous Restaurateur — now Dupont.
'

tit An old French saying; — "Faire le saut de I'Alleraand, du lit ii la table et de la tabic

u lit.

11
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Nothing, of course, that can compare

With his who made the Congress stare,

(A certain Lord we need not name)
Wlio, ev'n in French, would have his trope,

• And talk of '••hiilir un systeme

'•Sur Vequilibre de 1 Europe!"
Street metaplior! — and tlien tli' Epistle,

Which hid the Saxon King go Mhistle,

That tender letter to ">Ion Prince,"
*

Which show'd alike tliy French and sense; —
Oh no, my Lord — there's none can do
Or say un-English things like you

;

And, if the schemes that fill thy breast

Could but a vent congenial seek,

And use the tongue that suits them best,

WTiat charming Turki>h would'st thou speak

!

But as for me, a Frenchless grub.

At Congress never born to stanuner,

Nor learn like thee, my Lord, to snub
Fall'n 3Ionarchs, out of CHA'\rBAiD's grammar -

Bless you, you do not, cannot knoAV

How far a little French m ill go

;

For all one's stock, one need l)ut draw
On some half dozen Mords like these —

Comme t^a — par-id — la-bas — ah ha

!

They'll take you all through France with ease.

Your Lordship's praises of the scraps

I sent you from my Journal lately,

(Enveloping a few lac'd caps

For Lady C.) delight me greatly.

Her flattering speech — "what pretty things

One finds in Mr. Fudge's pages !

"

Is praise which (as some poet sings)

Would pay one for the toils of ages.

Thus flatter'd, I presume to send

A few more extracts by a friend

;

And I should hope they'll be no less

Approv'd of than my last MS. —
The former ones, I fear, were creas'd,

As Biddy round the caps would pin them;
But tliese avIU come to hand, at least

Unrumpled^ for — there's nothing in them.

Extracts from Mr. Fudge's Journal, addressed to Lord C.

Aug. 10.

Went to the 3Iad-house — saw the man, **

Who thinks, poor wretch, that, while the Fiend
Of Discord here full riot ran,

//e, like the rest, Wiis guillotin'd ; —
But that when, under Bonev's reign,

(A more discreet, though quite as strong one)

The heads Avere all restox-'d again,

lie, in the scramble, got a wrong one.

Accordingly, he still cries out

This strange head fits him most unpleasantly;

And always runs, poor dev'l, about,

Inquiring for his o^ni incessantly!

Wliile to his case a tear I dropt.

And saunter'd home, ' thought I—ye Gods!
How many heads might thus be SAvopp'd,

And, after all, not make much odds i

* The celebrated letter to Prince Hardenburgh (written, however, I believe, originally

English,) in which his Lorilsliip, professing td see "no moral or political objection" to the t

meniberment of Saxony , denounced the nntbrtunate King as "not only the most devoted,
the most favoured of Bonaparte's vassals."

" This extraordinary madman is, I believe, in the Bic^tre. He imagines, exactly as I

Fudge states it, that, Mhen the heads of those who had been guillotined were restored, he
mistake got some other persou's instead of his own.
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For instance, there's V—s

—

tt—t's head —
("Tiini caiMm" " it may well be said)

If by some curious chance it came
To settle on Bill Soames's'* shoulders,

Th' effect would turn out mucli the same
On all respectable cash-holders:

Except that Avhile, in its new socket.

The head mtis planning schemes to win
A zig-zag way into one's pocket.

The hands would plunge directly in.

Good Viscount S

—

dm—h, too, instead

Of his own grave, respected head,

Might wear (for aught I see that bars)

Old Lady WiLUELinxA Frump's —
So while the hand sign'd Circulars,

The head might lisp out "What is trumps?" —
Tlie R—G

—

t's brains could we transfer

To some robust man-milliner,

The shop, the shears, the lace, and rilthon

Would go, I doubt not, quite as glib on;

And, vice i^crsci, take the pains

To give the P

—

ce the shopman's brains,

One only change from thence Mould How,
Ribbons would not be Avasted so!

'Twas thus I ponder'd on, my Lord;
And, ev'n at night, when laid in bed,

I found myself, before I snor'd.

Thus chopping, swopping head for head.

At length I thought, fantastic elf!

How such a change Mould suit myself.

'Twixt sleep and waking, one by one,

With vai'i(uis pericraniums saddled.

At last I tried your Lordship's on.

And then I grew completely addled —
Forgot all other heads, or rot 'em

!

And slept, and dreamt that I was — Bottom.
Jug. 21.

Walk'd out Mith daugther Brn — was shoAvn

The House of Commons, and the Tiirone,

Whose vehet cus^hion's just the same"*
N.4P0LE0N sat on — Mhat a shame!
Oh, can Me Monder, best of spcechers!

When Lous seated thus m e see,

Tliat France's '"fundamental features"

Are much the same they us'd to be?
HoAvever, — God preserve the Throne,

And cushion too — and keep them free

From accidents, Mhich have been known
To happen ca 'n to Royalty ! f

Aug. 28.

Read, at a stall, (for oft one pops
On something at these stalls and shops.

That does to quote, and gives one's Book
A classical and knoM'ing look. —
Indeed I've found, in Latin, lately,

A course of stalls improves me greatly.)

'Twas thus I read, that, in the East,

A monarch's fat's a serious matter;
And once in cAcry year, at least,

He's Meigh'd — too see if he gets fatter :ff

* Tain car! capilis — Horat.
" A celebrated pickpocket.
•*• The oiily change, if I recollect rif^ht, is thesulistilution of lilies for bees. This Avar upon

he bees is, of course, iinivrrsal ; "exitium mis<>re apibusj' like the angry nymphs in Virgil: —
lUt may not new swanim arise out of the victims ol Legitimacy yef?

f 1 am afraid that Mr. Fudge alludes here to a very aw"k\vard accident, Mhich is Avell

:no«n to have happened to poor L—s le U—s—c, some years since, at one of the II—g—t's F6-
es. He «a8 silting next our gracious Queen al the time.

+i "The 3rd day of the Feast tiieKiiig causeth himself to be weighed «ith great care. " —
" Bernier'a foyage to Sural, etc.

11*
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Then, if a pound or two he be

Increas'd, there's quite .1 jubilee!*

Suppose, my Lord, — and far from me
To treat such things with lenity —
But just suppose the R

—

g—t's weight

Were made thus an affair of state;

And, ev'ry sessions, at the close, —
'Stead of a speech, which, all can see, is

Heavy and dull enough, God knows —
Were we to try how heavy he is.

Much would it glad all hearts to hear
That, while the Nation's Revenue

Loses so many pounds a year,

The P E, God bless him ! gains a few.

With bales of muslin, chintzes, spices,

I see the Easterns weigh their Kings; —
But, for the R

—

g—t, my advice is,

• We should throw in much heavier things:

For instance 's quarto volumes.
Which, though not spices, serve to wrap them;

Dominie St—dd—t's Daily columns,
"Prodigious!" — in, of course, we'd clap them —

Letters, that C

—

rtw t's pen indites,

In which, with logical confusion,

The Major like a Minor writes.

And never comes to a Conclitsion: —
Lord S—M—Rs' pamphlet — or liis head —
(Ah, that were worth its weight in lead

!

)

Along with which we in may Avhip, sly.

The Speeches of Sir John C—x II

—

pp—sly ;

That Baronet of many M'ords,

Who loves so, in the House of Lords,

To whisper Bishops — and so nigh
Unto their wigs in Mhisp'ring goes.

That you may always know hun by
A patch of powder on his nose! —

If this won't do, we in must cram
The "Reasons" of Lord B

—

ck—gh—m;
(A Book his Lordship means to write.

Entitled "Reasons for my Ratting:")

Or, should tliese prove too small and light,

His 's a host — we'll bundle that in

!

And, still should all these masses fail

To stir the R

—

g— t's ponderous scale,

Why then, my Lord, in heaven's name,
Pitch in, without reserve or stijit,

The whole of R

—

gi—v's beauteous Dame —
If that won't raise him, devil's in't!

^ug. 31.

Consulted Mitrphv's Tacitus
About those famous spies at Rome, **

Whom certain Whigs — to make a fuss —
Describe as much resembling us,"'

Informing gentlemen, at home.
But, bless the fools, they can't be serious,

To say Lord S

—

dm—th's like Tieehus!
^^1lat! he, the Peer, that injiu-cs no man,
Like that severe, blood-thirsty Roman! —
'Tis true, the Tyrant lent an ear to

• "I remember," says Bernicr, "that all the Omrahs expressed ^eat joy that the Kin)

weighed two pounds more now than the year preceding." — Another author tells us that "Fat
ness, as well as a very large head, is considered, throughout India, as one of the most preciou
gifts of heaven. An enormous skull is absoluttly revered, and the happy owner is looked up t

as a superior being. To a Prince a joiilter head is invaluable." —Oriental Field Sports.
'* The name of the lirst worthy who set up the trade of informer at Rome (to whom qu

Olivers and Castleses ou^ht to erect a statue) was Roinanus Hispo ;
— "qui formam vitae iuiil

quam postea celebrem miseriae tcuiporum et audaciae hoininurn lecerunt." — Tacit. Anual. 1, li
"* They certainly possessed the same art of instigating their victims, which the Report o

the Secret Committee attributes to Lord Sidinoiith's agents: — " sociua (says Tacitus of ooe o

them) libidiuum et iiecesuitatum, quo pluribua indiciis inligaret.'"
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All sorts of spies — so doth the Peer, too.

'Tis true my Lord's Elect tell fibs,

And deal in perj'ry — ditto Tib's.

'Tis true, the Tyrant screen'd and hid

His rogues from justice* — ditto Sid.

'Tis true the Peer is grave and glib

At moral speeches — ditto Tib.
'*

'Tis true, the feats the Tyrant did

Were in his dotage — ditto Sid.

So far, I own, the parallel

'TAvixt Tib and Sid goes vastly well;

But there are points in Tib that strike

Mj' humble mind as much more like

Yourself, my dearest Lord, or him
Of th' India Board — that soul of Avhim!
Like him, Tibekus lov'd his joke,'"

On matters, too, Avhere few can bear one;

E. g. a man, cut up, or broke
Upon the M'heel — a devilish fair one!

Your common fractures, wounds, and fits,

Are nothing to such wholesale wits;

But, let the sufTrer gasp for life.

The joke is then Avorth any money;
And, if he writhe beneath a knife, —
Oh dear, that's something quite too funny.

In this respect, my Lord, you see

I'lie Roman w ag and oui's agree

:

Now as to your resemblance — mum —
This parallel we need not follow ;f

Though 'tis, in Ireland, said by some
Your Lordship beats Tibekii s hollow

;

VVliips, chains — but these are things too serious

For me to mention or discuss;

Wliene'er your Lordship acts Tiberius,

Phil. Fidge's part is Tacitus!

Sept. 2.

Was thinking, had Lord S

—

dm—tu got

Up any decent kind of Plot

Against the winter-time — if not,

Alas , alas , our ruin's fated
;

All done up , and spiflicatcd

!

Ministers and all their vassals,

Down from C

—

tl gh to Castles, —
Unless we can kick up a riot,

Ke'er can hope for peace or quiet!

What's to be done.-" — Spa-Fields Mas clever;

But even that brought gibes and inockings

Upon our heads — so, mem. — niu^t never

Keep ammunition in old stocking?.

;

For fear some Avag should in his curst head

Take it to say our force was ivorsted.

Mem. too — when Sid. an army raises.

It must not be "incog." like liayen's:

Kor must the General be a hobbling

Professor of the art of Cobbling; ,

Lest men, who p rpetrate such puns.

Should say, with Jac«»binio grin.

He felt, from solcing fFellingtons,^^

A JFellingtoiis great soul within!

• "iVcque tamcii id Screiui noxae fuit
,
quem tidhim viih/icum ivtiorem farii-iof. ^am lit

Sg districtior acnusator rclut nacrosanrtus erat." Aiiiial. Lib. 4, ;<li. — Or, as it is* tr.iiislatecl

Mr. Fudge's friend, IVIiivphy: — "This daring accuser had the riirseH of the pcuplf, and
? protection of the Emjieror. JnformerH, iu iirojiorliou aa they rose iu guilt, hrvaiiit sacred

iractrrs.^^
i. ». n" IMurphy eveu confers upon one of his speeches the epithet "coniatitutional. Mr. Fudge

ght have added to his parallel, that Tiberius was a goud private character: — 'egregiuiii

a faninque quoad jtrivatus."
"* '''Lud bria aerii/i pirmisrere solitiis."

f There is one point of resemblance between Tiberius and Lord C. vhich Mr. Fudge might
ve menlioned — ",sMs/irrt>a semper et ubucura verba."

H Short boots, so called.
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Nor must an old Apothecary

Go take the Tower , for lack of pence.

With (Mhat tliese wags would call , so merry)

Phtjskul force and p/u*ai-ence!

Ko—no—our Plot, my Lord, niii*t be

Kext time contriv'd more skilfully.

Jolm Bull, I grieve to say, is growing

So troublesomely sharp and knowing,

So >vise — in short, so Jacobin —
'Tis monstrous hard to take him in.

Sept. 6.

Heard of the fate of our Ambassador
In China, and was sorely nettled;

But think, my Lord, we should not pass it o'er

Till all this matters fairly settled;

And here's the mode occurs to vie: —
As none of our ]\'obiIity

Though for their own most gracious King
(They would ki?s hands, or — any thing)

Can be persuaded to go through
This farce-like trick of the Ko-toti

;

And as these Mandarins u'on'l bend.

Without some mumming exliibition,

Suppose, my Lord, you >vere to send

Ghimaldi to them on a mission:

As Leg'ate Joe could play his pai't.

And if, in diplomatic art,

Tlie "volto sciolto"' 's meritorious,

Let Joe but grin , he has it ,
glorious

!

A title for him 'seasily made;
And, by the by, one Christmas time,

If I remember right, he play'd

Lord MoRLEY in some pantomime; —
As Earl of M

—

rl—y then gazette him,

If t'other Earl of 31

—

rl—\ '11 let him.

(And vhy should not the world be blest

With two such stars, for East and West.^)

Then , when before the Yellow Screen

He's brought — and, sure, the very essence

Of etiquette would be that scene

Of Joe in the Celestial Presence! —
He thus should say: — "Duke Ho and Soo,
" I'll play what tricks you please for you,
"If you'll, in turn, but do for me
" A few small tricks you now shall sec.

"If I consult your Emperor's liking,

"At least you'll do the same for my King."

He then should give them nijie such grins,

As would astound ev'n Mandarins;
And throw such somersets before

The picture of King George (God bless him!)
As, should Uuke Ho but try them o'er,

W^ould, by Confucius, much distress him!

I start this merely as a hint.

But think you'll llnd some Avisdom in't;

And, should you follow up the job.

My son, my Lord, (you know poor Bob)
Would in the suite be glad to go
And help his Excellency, Joe; —
At least, like noble Amh—rst's son,

The lad Mill do to practise on.'"

* The open countenanre , recommended by Lord Chesterfield.
** Mr. Fudge is aliule mi.stakeii here. It was nut Gr maliii, but some very iuferior perform'

who played this part of "Lord Morley" in the pantomime, — so much to the horror of the d
tiiiguishfd Earl of that name. The expostulatory letters of the Noble Earl to Mr. H-rr s, up
this vulgar profanation of hi.s apick-and-spau ucw title, will, I trust, some time or other,
given to the uorld.

*** See Mr. Ellis's account of the Embassy.
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LETTER X.

FROM MISS BIDDY FUDGE TO MISS DOKOTHY .

VV KLL , it is n't the King- , after all , my dear creature

!

But don't jou g:o laugh, now — there's nothing to quiz iiit —
r'or grandeur of air and for grimness of feature,

lie mj>At be a King, Doll, though, hang him, he is n't.

U first, I felt hurt, for I wishd it, I own,

f for no other cau^e hut to vex 3Iiss MALOxe, —
The great heiress

,
you know , of Shandangan , who's here

,

showing off M ith such airs , and a real Cashmere,

'

kVhile mine's but a paltry, old rabbit-skiu, dear!)

iut says Pa, after deeply con^id'ring the thing,

'I am' just as well pleas'd it should not be the King;

'As I think for my Biddy, so gentille mid jolie,

"Wliose charms may their price m an honest way fetch,

'Tliat a Brandeubuigh" — (Mhat is a Brandenhurgh, Dolly?) -

" Would be , after all , no such very great catch.

'If the R—H—T iiideed —" added he, looking sly —
You remember that comical squint of his eye)

Jut I stopped him with "La, Pa, how can you say so,

» When the R

—

g—t loves none but old women , you knoM' !

'

tVhich is fact, my dear Dolly — we, girls of eighteen,

Ind so slim — Lord , he'd think us not fit to be seen

;

Ind would like us much better as old — ay, as old

Is that Countess of Desmo\d, of whom I've been told

I'hat she liv'd to much more than a hundred and ten,

Ind was kill'd by a fall from a cherry-tree then

!

tVhat a frijky old girl! but — to come to my lover,

Wlio, though not a King, is a hero III swear, —
I'ou shall hear all that's happen'd ,

just briefly run over,

Since that happy night, when we whisk'd through the air!

jet me see — 'twas on Saturday — yes, Dolly, yes —
h-imi that evenmg I date the first dawn of my bliss;

mien we both rattled off in that dear little carriage,

IVhose journey , Bob says , is so like Love and Marriage,

'Beginning g*ay, desperate, dashing, down-hilly,

'And ending as dull as a six-inside Dilly!""

tVell, scarcely a Mink did I sleep the night tlu'ough,

^nd, next day, having scribbled my letter to you,

tVith a heart full of hope this sweet fellow to meet

[ set out Mith Papa, to see Louis Dix-hot
Hake his bow to some half-dozen women and hoys.

Who get up a small concert of shrill / ive le Kois —
\nA hoAv vastly gentceler, ray dear, even this is,

riian vulgar Pall-Mall's oratorio of hisses!

Ihe gardens secm'd full — so , of course , we walk'd o'er 'em,

'.Mong orange-trees, clipp'd into toAvn-bred decorum,

And daphnes, and vases, and many a statue

rhere staring , w ith not ev'n a stitch on them , at you

!

The ponds, too, we view'd — stood awhile on the brink

To contemplate the play of those pretty gold fishes —
'^Livc bullion," savs merciless Bob, "which, I think,

"Would, if coin'd, Mith a little mint sauce, he delicious!

But what, Dolly, what, is the gay orange-grove.

Or gold fishes to her that's in search of her love?

In vam did I wildly explore every chair

Where a thing like a man was — n«» lover sate there

!

In vam my fond eyes did I eagerly cast

At the whiskers, miistachios, and wigs that went past.

To obtain, if I could, but a glance at that curl.

But a glimpse of those whiskers, as sacred, my girl,

• Sec Lady Morgan's "France" fnr the anerdnlc t..ld her by Miula>nc de Gcnlis of the

young geatlcmau uho8C love waa cured by liiidiug that his inislrcss wore a nhawl peau de

lapiii.

"

, 1 •

•• The cars , on the return , arc dragged up slowly by a cliaiu.
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As the lock that, Pa gays,* is to Mussulmen giv'n,

For the angel to hold by that "lugs them to heaven!" —
Alas, there Ment by nie full many a quiz,

And mujtachios in plenty , but nothing like his

!

Disappointed, I found myself sighing out " Mcll-a-day, " —
Thought of the woids o\ T—m M—re's Irish Melody,
Sonietiiing about the " green spot of delight, "

"

(WJiicli, you know, Captain Macintojh sung to us one day):

Ah Dolly, my "spot" >vas that Saturday night,

And its verdure, how fleeting, had Mitherd hy Sunday!
We dind at a tavern — La, >vhat do I say?

If Bob Mas to know! — a Restaurateur s, dear;

Where your propvrest ladies go dine every day,

And drink Burgundy out of large tumblers, like beer.

Fine Bob (for he's really grown si/pcr-fine)

Condescended, for once, to make one of the partj;

Of course, though but three, we had dinner for nine,

And , in spite of my grief , love , I own I eat hearty.

Indeed. Doll, I know not how 'tis, but, in gTief,

I have always found eating a wond'rous relief;

And Bob , m ho"s in love , said he felt tlie same
, quite —

^'3Iy sighs." said he, ''ceas'd with the first glass I drank you;
"The lair.b made me tranquil, the puffs made me light.

And — now that all's o'er — why, Ira — pretty well, thank yoa!"

To
771 V great annoyance, we sat rather late;

For Bobby and Pa had a furious debate

About singing and cookery — Bobby , of cowse,
Standing up for the latter Fine Art in full force;

And Pa saying, "God only knows Avhich is worst,

"The French singers or cooks, but I wish us well orer !t —
"What with old Lais and Very, I'm curst

"If viy head or my stomach will ever recover it!"

'T>vas dark, when we got to the Boulevards to stroll,

And in vain did I look 'mong the street Macaronis,

When, sudden, it struck me — last hope of my soul —
That some angel might take the dear man to Torto.m's !

'*'

We enter'd — and, scarcely had Bob , Avith an air.

For it grappe a la jardiniere call'd to the waiters.

When, oh Doll! I saw him — my hero wa» there,

(For I kncM- his white small-clothes and broAvn leather gaiters)

A group of fair statues from Greece smiling o'er him, f
And lots of red currant-juice sparkling before him

!

Oh Dolly, the>e heroes — what creatures they are!

In the boudoir the same as in fields full of slaughter;

As cool in the Bcaujons precipitous c<ir.

As Mlien safe at Tortoms, o'er ic'd cun-ant-water

!

lie joind us — imagine, dear creature, my extasy —
Join'd by tho man Id have broken ten necks to see!

Bob wish'd to treat him with Punch a la glace.

But the sweet fellow sYVore that my bcaute, my grace,

And my je-ne-sais-quoi (then his wliiskers he twirl'd)

Were, to him, "on dc top of all Ponch in de vorld." —
How pretty! — though oft (as, of course, it must he)

Both his French and his English are Greek, Doll, to me.
But, in short, I felt happy as ever fond heart did;

And happier still, when 'twas fix'd, ere we parted,

That, if the next day should be pastoral weather,

We all would set off, in French buggies, together,

• For this scrap of knowlcilge "Pa' was, I snspect, indebted to a note upon VoJncy's Rutus;
a l)()ok \«Lirh iisu.illj foiiiis pan of a Jacobin's library, and with which .Mr. Fndge must have
been well arqiiaintcd at ihe time when he \iroIe his "Down with Kings,'' etc. 'I'he iinte in Vol-
ney is as follows: — It i?< by Ibis tuft of haifj (on the crown of the head) worn by the majority
of"Mussulmans , that tlic Xngcl of the Tomb )9 to take the elect and carry them to Paradise."

** Tho young lady, ^> hose memory is not very correct, must aJJudc, I thiuk, to the follgwiog
line* :

—
Oh that fairy form is ne'er forgot,

AMiirh First Love trac'd;
Still it lin{r'riTif»- haunts the greenest spot
On Memory's wa>te

!

••* A fashionable raf(- {clnf-ier on ihe Italian Boulevards,

t " Vou eat your ice at Tortoui't," says Mr. Scott, " uuder a Grecian group."
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To see Montmorency — that place which, yoa know.

Is so fiunous lor cherries and Jean Jac91es Rovsseai'.

His card then lie gave us — the name, rather creas'd —
But 'twas Calicot — something- — a Colonel , at least

!

After Avhich — sure there never was hero so civil — he
Saw us safe home to our door in Hue liivoli,

\Miere his last words, as, at parting, he threw

A soft look o'er his shoulders, were — "how do you do!"'

But , lord , — there's Papa for the post — I'm so vext —
Montmorency must now, love, he kept for my next.

That dear Sunday night! — I was charmingly drest,

And — so providential! — was looking my best;

Such a sweet muslin gown, vith a flounce — and ray frilk.

You've no notion how rich — (though Pa has by the bills)

And you'd smile had you seen , when we sat rather near,

Colonel Calicot eyeing the cambric, my dear.

Tlien the flow'rs in my bonnet — but, la, it's in rain —
So

,
good by , my sweet Doll — I shall soon write again.

B. F.

^ota bene — our lore to all neighbonrs about —
Your Papa in particular — hoAV is his gout?

P. S. I've just opcn'd my letter to say,

In your next you must tell me (now do, Dolly
,
pray,

For I hate to ask Bob, he's so ready to quiz)

What sort of a thing, dear, a Brandenburgh is.

LETTER XI.

FROM PHELIM CONXOB TO

JL Es — 'twas a cause , as noble and as great

As ever hero died to vindicate —
A Nation's right to speak a Nation's Toice,

And own no power but of the Nation's choice!

Such was the grand, the glorious cause that now
Hung trembling on N apoleo\'s single brow

;

Such the sublime arbitrement , tliat ponr'd

,

In patriot eyes, a light around his sword,

A glory then , which never , since the day
Of liis young victories , had i'lum'd its way

!

Oh 'tM'as not then the time for tame debates.

Ye men of Gaul, when chains -were at your gates;

When he, who fled before your Chieftain's eye.

As geese from eagles on Mount Taurus fly,

"

Denounc'd against the land, that spiu-n'd his chain.

Myriads of swords to bind it fast again —
Rlyriads of fierce invading sAvords, to track

Through your best blood his path of vengeance back

;

Wlien Europe's Kings, that never yet combin'd

But (like those upper Stars , tbat , when conjoin'd.

Shed war and pestilence) to scourge mankind,

Gather'd around, with hosts from every shore.

Hating Napoleox much , but Freedom more,

And , in that coming strife , appall'd to see

The world yet left one chance for liberty !
—

No, 'twas not then the time to weave a net

Of bondage round your Cliicf; to curb and fret

YOnr veteran war-horse, pawing for the fight,

Wlien every hope was in his speed and miglit —
To waste the hour of action in di^pute,

And coolly plan how Freedom's boughs should shoot.

When your Invader's axe Mas at the root!

' \ot an uiiiisuiil mistake with foreij^ners.
** See Aelian, Lib. 0. cap. 2f) — v ho tells us that these geese, from a ronsriousness of (heir

own loquacity, al«u\s croso Mouut Taurus uilli stones in their bills, to prevent ouy unlucky

cackle Iroin betraying them to the eagles — dia.Tnoi lai aiuiwrri^.
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Xo , sacred Liberty! tliat God, Mho throws
Thy lig:ht around, like liia omii sun^hille. koowg
How M tli 1 lo> e thee , and how deeply hate

y/U tyrants, upstart and Legitimate —
Yet, ill that hour, were Francx- my native land,

I would have foHoMed, with quick heart and hand,
Napoleox, Neko — ay, uo ni.ittcr whom —
To !^natcll my country from that damning doom.
That deadliest curse that on the conquer d Maitss —
A Conquerors satrap, tlirond within her gates!

True, he was faLe — despotic — all you plecl^e

liad trampled down man's hohe?t liberties —
ILid, by a genius, form'd for nobler things
Than lie vithin the gra--p of vulgar Kings,
But rais'd the hopes of men — as eaglets fly

With tortoises ahift into the sky —
To da»li them down again more shatterlngly

!

" All tliis I CM n — but still

LETTER XII.

FROM MISS EIDDY FIDGE TO MISS DOROTIIV .

xVt last, DoLLV, — thanks to a potent emetic,

Which Bobby and Pa, Mith grimace syuij)athetic,

Have sMallowed this morning, to balance the bliss

Of an eel matelote and a bisque d'eerevisscs —
Ive a morning at home to myself, and sit down
To describe you our heavenly trip out of town.

How agog you must be for this letter, my dear!
Lady Ja\e , in the novel , less languishd to hear
If that elegant cornet she met at Lord Xeville's
Was actually dying Mith love or — blue devils.

But Love, DoLLV, Love is the theme / pursue;
With Blue Devils, thank heav'n, I have nothing to do —
Except, indeed, dear Colonel C.iLicox spies

Any imps of tliat colour in certain blue eyes.

Which he stares at till /, Doll, at his do the game;
Then he simpers — I blush — and Mould often exclaun.

If I knew but the French for it, '"Lord, Sir, for shame!"

Well , the morning Mas lovely — the trees in full dress

For the happy occasion — the sunshine express —
Had Me orderd it, dear, of the best poet going.

It scarce could be furnish'd more golden and glowing.

Though late when Me started , the scent of the air

Was like Gatties rose-water — and, bright, here and there.

On the grass an odd dew-drop Mas glittering yet.

Like ray aimt's diamond pin on her green tabbinet!

And the birds seem'd to warble as blest on the boughs.

As if each a plujn'd Calicot had for her spouse;

And the grapes Mere all blushing and kissing in rows,

And — in short , need I tell you , m herever one goes
With the creature one loves, 'tis all couleur de rose;

And, ah, I shall ne'er, liv'd I ever so long, see

A day such as that at divine Montmorency

!

There was but one drawback — at first Mhen we started.

The Colonel and 1 Mere inhumanly parted

;

How cruel — young hearts of such moments to rob!

He Mcnt in Pas buggy , and I m ent m ith Bob ;

And , 1 OM n , 1 felt spitefully hapjr,' to know
That Papa and his comrade agreed but so-so.

For the Colonel, it seems, is a stickler of Bo\e\'s —
• Somebody (Fontenelle, I believe) has said, that if he had his hand full of tniths, he

would open hut one linger at a time; and I find it necessary to use the same sort of reserve
with respert to Mr. Phelim Connor's very plain-spoken letters The remainder of this Epistle

is so full of unsafe matter-of-fart , that it must, for the present at least, be vithhtTld from the

public.
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Serv'd with him, of course — nay, I'm sure tliey Averc cronies —
So martial his t'eaturcs! dear Doll, yoii can trace

Uhn, Austerlitz, Lodi, as plain in his face

As you do on that pillar of glory and brass,
*

VV'liich the poor Due de B—ri must hate so to pass!

It appears, too, he made — as most foreigners do —
Ahout English affairs an odd blunder or two.

For example — misled by the names, I dare say —
He confounded Jack Castles with Lord C gh;
And — such a mistake as no mortal hit ever on —
Fancied the present Lord C

—

.mu—^ the clever one!

But politics ne'er were the sweet fellow's trade;

'Twas for war and the ladies my Colonel was made.
And, oh, had you heard, as togctlier we walk'd

Thro' that beautiful forest, how sweetly he talk'd;

And how perfectly well he appear'd, Doll, to know
All the life and adventures of Jea\ Jac9ues RorssEAr !

—
'"Twas there," said he — not that his words I can state —
'Twas a gibb'rish tliat Cupid alone could translate ;

—
But "there," said he (pointing where, small and remote,

The dear Hermitage rose), "there his Jilie he MTote, —
"Upon paper gilt-edgd, ** without blot or erasure;

"Then sanded it over Mith silver and azure,

"And — oh, what Mill genius and fancy not do? —
"Tied the leaves up together with nomparcille blue!"

What a trait of Rousseau! what a croAvd of emotions

From sand and blue ribbons are conjiu-d up here!

Alas, thfit a man of such exquisite'" notions

Should send his poor brats to the Foiuidling, my dear!

"'Twas here, too, perhaps," Colonel Calicot said —
As down the small garden he pensively led —
(Though once I could see his sulilime forehead wrinkle

With i-age not to find tliere the lov'd periwinkle) f
'"Twas here he receiv'd from the fair D'Epi\ay,
"(Who call'd him so sweetly her Bear, ff every day,)

"That dear flannel petticoat, pull'd off to form
"A waistcoat; to keep the enthusiast warm!"f-{-j-

Such, Doll, were the sweet recollections we ponder'd.

As, full of romance, through that valley we wander'd
The flannel (one's train of ideas, how odd it is!)

Led lis to talk about other commodities,
Cambric, and silk, and — I ne'er shall forget.

For the sun Mas then hast'ning in pomp to its set.

And full on the Colonel's dark Mhiskers shone down,
When he ask'd me, M'ith eagerness, — who made my gown?

i. The question confus'd me — for, Doll, you must know.
And I ought to have told my best friend long ago,

That, by Pa's strict command, I no longer employ
[ 1|[

-

That enchanting couturiere, Madame le Roi,

But am forc'd, dear, to have Victoriive, Mho — deuce take her! - •

It seems is, at present, the King's mantua-maker —
I mean of his party — and, though much the smartest,

• The column in tlie Place Vendome.
" "Einiiloyant pour cela Ic plus beau papier dore, se'chant Tccriture avec de la poudre d'a-

zur et d'arareut, et couaant ines cahiers avec de la nomparcille bleue." — Les Confessiuns, Part
2, liv. 9.

"* This word, "exuuisiite." is evidently a favourite of Miss Fudge's; and I understand she
was not a little angry when ner brother Bob committed a pun on the last two syllables of it in
the following couplet: —

"I'd fain praise yonr Poem — but tell rae, how i« it

When I cry out "Exquisite," Echo cries "quiz it?"

f The flower which Itoii^seau brought into such fashion among the Parisians, by exclaiming
one day, "Ah, M)ila de la pcrvenche!"

fi i)/t)« oum, \ oiia voire asyle et vous, inon ours, ne viendrez-vous paa aussi '?"

etc. etc.

."Hi" "I'U jour, qu'il gcloit tres fort, en ouvrant un jiaquet qu'elle m'cnvojoit. je trouvai un
petit jupon de lianelle d'Xnglcterrc , (|u'elle me uiarquoit avoir portc, et doiit clle vouloit que
je me iisse faire uu gilct. Ce .'^oin, plus qu' umicaj, me parut si tendrc, couiiue si elle se Cut
dcpnuiilee pour me vOtir, que, dans inim emotion, je baisai vingt fois en picuraut le billet et le
jupon."

il 1 1 Miss Biddy's nnlions of French pronunciation may be perceived in the rhymes which she
always selecis for '''Le Roi."'
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Le Roi is conderan'd a* a rank Bonapartist.
'

I'liink, DoLii, how confounded I lookd — so well knowing
Tlie Colonel's opinions — my cheeks were quite glowing-;

I stainnierd out something — nay, even half nara'd

The legitimate sempstress, when, loud, he cxclaim'd,

"Yes, yes, by the stitching 'tis plain to be seen

'•It was made hy that Bourhonite b h, Victorink!"
What a Avord for a hero ! — but heroes will err,

And I thought, dear, Id tell you things just as they were.
Besides, though the Mord on good manners intrench,

I assure you 'tis not half so shocking in French.

Bat this cloud, though embarrassing, soon pass'd away,
And the bliss altogether, the dreams of that day,

Tlie thctnghts that arise, when such dear fellows woo us, —
The nothings that then, love, are eier^ thing to us —
That quick corre>pondence of glances and sighs.

And what Bob calls the '"Twopenny-Post of the Eyes"
Ah Doll ! though I linow you've a heart, 'tis in vain

To a heart so unpractis'd these things to explain.

They can only be felt, in their fulness divine.

By her who has wander'd, at evening's decline.

Through a valley like that, with a Colonel like mine!

But here I must finish — for Bob, my dear DoLty,
Whom physic, I find, ahvays makes melancholy,

Is seiz d with a fancy for church-yard reflections

;

And. full of all yesterday's rich recollections.

Is just setting off for Montmartre — "for there is,"

Said he, looking solemn, "the tomb of the Ver\s!*'
"Long, long have I wish'd, as a votary true,

"O'er the grave of such talents to utter my moans;
"And, to-day — as my stomach is not in good cue
"For the flesh of the Verys — I'll visit their 6oncs!"

He insi?ts upon my going with him — how teasing!

This letter, however, dear Dolly, shall lie

Unseald in my draw'r, that, if any thing pleasing

Occurs Mhile I'm out, I may tell vou — good bye.

B. F.

Four o' Clock.

Oh Dolly, dear Dolly, I'm ruin'd for ever —
1 ne'er shall be happy again, Dolly, never

!

To think of the wretch — what a victim was I!

'Tis too much to endure — I shall die, I shall die —
My brain's in a fever — my pulses beat quick —
1 shall die, or, at least, be exceedingly sick!

Oh, M hat do you think i after all my romancing,

My visions of glory, my sighing, my glancing,

This Colonel — I scarce can commit it to paper —
Tliis Colonel's no more than a vile linen-draper!!

'Tis true as I live — I had coax'd brother Bob so

(You'll hardly make out what I'm Mriting, I sob so)

For some little gift on my birth-day — September
The thirtieth, dear, I'm eighteen, you remember —
That Bob to a shop kindly order'd the coach,

(Ah, little I thought who the shopman would prove)

To bespeak me a few of those mouchoirs de poche,

Which, in happier hours, I have sighd for, my love,—
(The mo^t beautiful things — two Napoleons the price —
And one's name in the corner enibroider'd so nice !}

Well, with heart full of pleasure, 1 enter'd the shop.

But — ye Gods, what a phantom! — I thought I should drop —
TJiere he stood, my dear Dolly — no room for a doubt —

There, behind the vile counter, tlitse eyes saM' him stand.

With a piece of French cambric, before him roUd out,

* Le Roi, who was the Coutttripre of the Emiiress Maria Louisa, is at present, of coarse,
out of fashion, and is surceeded in ht-r station hy the Royalist mantua-maker, Victorim?.

_
•* h is the hnither of the present excellent Restaurateur who lies entombed so magiiificicutljr

in the Cimeliere Montmartre. The inscription on the column at the head of the touih conclu-
defl with the foiluuiug words — "Toute sa vie fut cousacrte aux art* utiles.'^
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And that horrid yard-measure uprais'd in his hand!
Oil — Papa, all along-, knew the secret, 'tis clear —
'Twas a shopman he meant hy a "Brandenhurgh," dear!

The man, Mhom I fondly had fancied a King,
And, Mhen that too delightful illusion Mas past.

As a hero had worshipp'd — vile, treacherous thing —
To turn out but a low linen-draper at last

!

My head swam around — the vretch smil'd, I believe,

But his smiling, alas, could no longer deceive —
I fell back on Bob — my Avholc heart scem'd to Avither —
And, pale as a ghost, I was carried back hither!

I only remember that Bob, as I caught him,
With cruel facetiousness said — „curse the Kiddy!

"A staunch Revolutionist always I've thought him,
"But now I find out lies a Counter one, Biddy!"

Only think, my dear creature, if this should be known
To that saucy, satirical thing. Miss 3Ialo\e !

What a story 'twill be at Shandangan for ever

!

Wliat laughs and what quizzing she'll have with the men

!

It will spread through the country — and never, oh, never

Can Biddy be seen at Kilrandy again

!

Farewell — I shall do something desp'ratc, I fear —
And, ah! if ray fate ever reaches your ear,

One tear of compassion my Doli> will not grudge
To her poor — broken-hearted — young friend

Biddy Fidge.

Nota bene — I'm sui'c you will liear , with delight.

That we're going , all three , to see Brixkt to-night.

A laugh will revive me — and kind Mr. Cox
(Do you know him.'') haa got us the Governor's box!
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paper
The following occasional pieces have already appeared in my friend Mr. Tebrv's
r, and are here, ^'by desire of several persons of distinction," reprinted.

T. B.

LIXEs OX THE DEATH OF SIR. P RC

—

\—t.

Jv the dirge we snng o'er him no censure was heard,

Lnembitterd and free did the tear-drop descend;

We forgot, in that lioiir, how the statesman had err"d

And M ept for tlie husband , the father , and friead

!

Oh
,
proud was the meed his integi-ity won.

And gen"rous indeed were the tears that Me shed

,

WTien, in grief, Me forgot all the ill he had done,

And, though Mrongd by him, living, bewail'd him, M'hen dead.

Even now, if one harsher emotion intrude,

'Tis to wish he liad chosen some loMlicr state,

Had knoMn Mhat he was — and, content to be good,

Had ne'er , for our ruin , aspird to be great.

So , left through their omh little orbit to move

,

His years might have roUd inoffensive aM ay

;

His children might still have been ble*s'd Mith his lore,

And England would neer ha^e been curs'd with his sway.

To the Editor of the Morning Chronicle.

Sir;

In order to explain the following Fragment, it is necessary to refer your readers

to a late llorid description of the Pavilion at Brighton, in the apartments of Mhich,

we arc told, "Flm, The Chinese Bird of Royalty ,'' is a principal ornament.

I am, Sir, yours, etc.

MlM.

FU>I AND HU3I, THE TWO BIRDS OF ROYALTY.
A FRAGMENT.

One diiy the Chinese Bird of Royalty, FiM,
Thus accosted our own Bird of Royalty, Hi-M,

Li that Palace or Chine-shop (Brigliton, Mhich is it.')

Where Fi m had just come to pay Him a short visit. —
Near akin are these Birds, though they differ in nation,

(^The breed of the Hi ms is as old as creation)

Both , fuU-craw'd Legitimates — both , birds of prey.

Both , cackling and ravenous creatures , half way
'Twixt the goose and the vulture, like Lord C

—

sti. gh;
While FvM deals in Mandarins , Bonzes , Bohea,
Peers , Bishops , and Punch , Hi m , are sacred to thee !

So congenial their tastes , that , when Fi m first did light on

The lloor of that grand Chijia-warehouse at Brighton,

Tlie lanterns , and dragons , and things round the dome
Were so like Mhat he left, ''Gad," says Fxm, "I'm at home." —
And when, turning, he saw Bishop L ge '"Zooks, it is,"

Quoth the Bird, "yes — 1 know him — a Bonze, by his phyz —
"And that jolly old idol he kneels to so low
"Can be none but our round-about godhead, fat Fo!"
It chanc'd, at this moment, th' Episcopal Prig

W as imploring the P e to dispense vWth liis wig,

'

Which the Bird, overhearing, flew high o'er his head,

And some Tobit like marks of his patronage shed,

\Much so dimrad the poor Dandys idolatrous eye.

That, Mhile Fim cried "oh Fof' all the Court cried "oh fie!"

But , a truce to digression — these Birds of a feather

Thus talk'd, t'other night, on State matters together:

(The P E just in bed, or about to depart for't,

* In consequence of an old promise, that he should be allowed to wear his own hair, when-
ever he might be elevated to a Bishopric by his Jl—I H ss.
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His legs full of gout, and his arms full of ,)

"I say, Hum," says Fvm -— Fim, of course, spoke Chinese,

But, bless you, that's nothing — at Brigliton one sees

Foreign lingoes and Bishops translated Avith case —
" I say , HiM , how fares it with Iloyaity now

?

"Is it up? is it prime? is it spooney — or how?"
(The Bird had just taken a flash-man's degree

Under B e, Y th, and young Master L )
"As for us in Pekin" — here, a dev'l of a din

From the bed-chamber came, where that long Mandarin,
C—STL GH (whom FiJM calls the Coiifusius of Prose)

Was rehearsing a speech upon Europe's repose

To the deep, double bass of the fat Idol's nose!

(iVofa bene — his Lordsliip and L

—

t—rp—l come,

IiV collateral lines , from the old Mother Hrn,
C—STL GH a HrM-bug—L—v

—

rp—l a IlrM-drum.)

The Speech being fini>h'd, out rush'd C

—

stl—gh,
Saddlerf Him in a hurry, and, Mhip, spur, siway!

Through the regions of air, like a Snip on his hobby,
iSe'er paus'd, till he lighted in St. Stephen's lobby.

LIKES ON THE DEATH OF SH—R—D—N.

Priacipibus placuisse viris. — Horat.

Yes , grief \»dll have way — but the fast falling tear

Shall be mingled with deep execrations on those,

Who could bask in that Spirit's meridian career,

And yet leave it thus lonely and dark at its close: —
Wliose vanity flew round him, only while fed

By the odour his fame in its summer-time gave; —
WTiose vanity now, Avith quick scent for the dead.

Like the Ghole of the East, comes to feed at his grave!

Oh! it sickens the heart to see bosoms so liollow,

And spirits so mean in the great and high-born;

To think what a long line of titles may follow

The relics of him who died — friendless and lorn!

Hov.' proud they can press to the fun'ral array

Of one, whom they sliunn'd in his sickness and sorrow: —
How bailiffs may seize his la>t blanket, to-day.

Whose pall shall be held up by nobles , to-morrow

!

And Thou, too, Avhose life, a sick epicure's dream,

Incoherent and gross, even grosser had pass'd.

Were it not for that cordial and soul-giving beam.
Which his friendship and wit o'er thy nothingness cast: —

\o, not for the wealth of the land, that supplies thee

With millions t«> heap upon Foppery's shrine; —
No , not for the riches of all who despise thee,

Tho' this would make Europe's whole opulence mine; —
Would I suffer Mhat — e^'n in the heart that thou hast —

All mean as it is — must have consciously burn'd.

When the pittance, which shame had wrnng from thee at last.

And -which found all his Avants at an end, was retnrn'd!*

"Was this then the fate!" — fnturc ages Avill say.

When some names shall live but in history's curse

When Truth will be heard , and these Lords of a day

Be forgotten as fools, or remcmber'd as worse; —
"Was this tl>en the fate of that high-gifted man,
"The pride of the palace, the boMcr and the hall,

"The orator — dramatist — minstrel, — who ran

"Through each mode of the lyre, and was master of all!

* The sum was two hundred pounds — offered when Shr-d-n could no longer take any sus-

tenance, and declined, tor him, by his t'rieudH.
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"Whose mind was an essence, componnded with art

'•From the finest and be<«t of all other men's powers; —
"Who ruled, like a wizard, the world of the heart,

"And could call up its sunshine, or bring- down its showers!

"Wliosc linniour, a* gay as the fire-fly's light,

Pla\"d roujid every subject, and shone as it play"d; —
"Whose Mit, in the combat, as gentle as bright,

'

">c"cr carried a heart-stain Jiway on its blade; —
** Whose eloquence — bright'ning whatever it tried,

" Whether reason or fancy , the gay or the grave, —
" W^as as rapid, as deep, and as brilliant a tide,

"As ever bore Freedom aloft on its Mave!"

Yes — such was the mau, and so wretched his fate; - -

And thus, sooner or later, shall all have to grieve,

Wiio Ma>te their morn's dew in the beams of the Great,
And evpect 'tAvill return to refresh them at eve

!

In the woods of the North there are insects that prey
On the brain of the elk till his very last sigh;*

Oh, Genius! thy patrons, more cruel than they.

First feed on thy brains, and then leave thee to die!

EPISTLE FROM TOM CRIBB TO BIG BEX.

COSCEEMNG SOME FOIL PLAY IN A I..ATE TRANSACTION."

" Ahi , mio Ben !
" — Mbtastasio.***

W^n.4T ! Ben , my old hero , is this your renown ?

Is this the new f:o ? — kick a man when lies down

!

Wlien the foe has knock'd under, to tread on him then —
By the fist of my father , I blush for thee , Bea I

"Foul! foul!" all the lads of the fancy exclaim —
Charley Shock is electrified — Belcher spits flame —
And MoLYNEix — ay, even Blacky cries "shame!"
Time was, when John Bill little difierence spied

'Twixt the foe at liis feet, and the friend at his side;

When he found (such his humour in fighting and eating)

His foe, like his beef-steak, the sMeetcr ior beating —
But tliis comes, blaster Be\, of your curst foreign notions.

Your trinkets, wigs, thingumbob.-., g-old lace and lotions;

Your Noyaus, Curaroas, and the Devil knows Mhat —
(One swig of liluc Jluinj- is worth the whole lot!)

Your great and small crosses — (my eyes, Avhat a brood!

A cross-buttock from mc would do some of them good!)

Which have spoilt you, till hardly a drop, my old porpoise,

Of pure English claret is left in your corpus

;

And (as Jim says) the only one trick, good or bad.

Of the fancy you're up to, is y566jHg , my lad!

Hence it comes, — Boxiana , disgrace to thy page! —
Helving floord , by good luck, the first svell of the age.

Having conquer'd the prime one, that viilCd us all round,

You kick'd him, old Be\, as he gaspd on the ground!

Ay — just at the time to show spunk, if you'd got any —
Kick'd him, and jaM'd him, and iag'r/f-{- him to Botany!
Oh, shade of the CAecsc/nonger/lf-}- you, Mho, alas!

Doubled up, by the dozen, those Mounsccrs in brass.

On that great day of milling, when blood lay in lakes,

When Kings held the bottle, and Europe the stakes,

Look down upon Bex — see him, dunghill all o'er,

• 'Naturalists have ob?cn-cd that, upon dissecting an elk, there was found in its head some
largp flies, with ils brain almost eaten avny by them.— Hiftoni of Poland.

" Written soon after Bonaparte's transportation to St. Helena.
•" Tom, I suppose, waa "assisted'' to this Motto by Mr. Jackson, vlio, it ia well known,

keeps the most learned company going.

i Gin.

j-f- Transported.

f4-^ A Lite Guardsman, one of the Fancy, who distinguished himself, and was killed in the

memorable set-to at Waterloo.
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Insult the fiill'ii foe, that can hiii-ni liim no more;
Out, COM ill illy spuoncy ! — af^ain and upjain,

l?y the fist ol' my father, I blnsh for thee, Bes.
To slitw the white feather is many men's doom,
But, what of one feather? — Bes; shows a whole Plume.

LINES Oi\ A LATE DISPLAY IN THE—OF-

In jocis quoque perm'pioniis."'

Aelius Lamprid. dc CommoJo.

Is this then an eloquence fit for tlic ears

Of tlie statesmen of England — the manly, the wise?
Is this then the wit to awaken the cheers

Of tlie men, on wliose coiuisels the world hath its eyes?

To make mirth — as tlie mnmmer's last hrntal resource —
Out of torments, the deadliest man can sustain;

And to |)ro!)c w ith a ridicule , cruel and coarse

As the knife of an Indian, the vitals of Pain:

To lay hare cv'ry pang^ that, in rihaldry's dearth,

Even ribalds themselves would have covcr'd in shade;

And to mock — gracious Heaven! — with a mountebank's mirth,

At the qiiiv'ring of agony's nerve round the blade!

Is this then the feeling — is this the display

Of that Hall, where the mighty of England once spoke;

Where a light from the spirit of Fox, like the ray

O'er the chains of th' Apostle,** infranchising broke!

Where a Sherida\'s w it (oh the contrast to this !)

Though as gay as the creatures of air that, in spring.

Seem to lend a new charm to the ilow'rcts they kiss,

Never lighted on aught that could sully its wing. —
Where once there were men — had a Momus thus shook
His bells o'er the bed, where a sufTcrer wasted.

Had struck down the heartless buffoon with a look.

And there left him, lilie something that lightning- had blasted.

But is this the eloquence Britons applaud?
Forbid it, our nature! forbid it, our fame!

On the mime who could utter, the slaves who could land

Such dishonom-ing trash , be the curse and the shame I

No, still let the witling — if Wit it can be,

That forsakes its own element. Freedom and Right,

And , like fishes whose home , when alive , was the sea,

To Corruption alone owes its pestilent light. — '"

No , still let the punster , the parodist draw
From his out-of-date libels a pittance of fame;

While he helps to halloo the keen beagles of law

At the fools who , thus sanction'd , dare venture the same.

Let him plunder with those, whom he ridiculed then,-

Let him live by the crew that then wakend his laughter,

Like creatures we read of, (less rank than such men)
Who befoul first their victun, and feed on it after!

Yes, still let this trader — a trader as gross

As the sleekest of those, whose "sweet voices'' he craves,

• Written the day after. ,,. , . „, „^ ,- . i » a««o,,. i
•• And a light shincd in the son ... . and hia chains fell olT from his hands. — ACISXII. *.

•** The power of rotteu fish to shine is well known.

12
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Whose Pthics. like fheir^ lie in profit and loss,

And Mhosc trade (if he might) Mould, like theirs, be in slaves !

Let him cronch to the rival he would have supplanted,

Since safer he finds it to crouch than betray;

Be his pledges belied, and his charges recanted, —
The tribute that rival has brib'd him to pay!

All this let him do — even Morse let him dare, —
But never, ju.*t God, let the scolTer again

Make a jest of the ills that thy rroatures must bear,

Lest thou Mither tlie tongue that thus sports M'ith their pain.
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DEDICATION.

TO Tna

MARCfflOXESS DOWAGER OF DONEGAL!'

It Is now many years since , in a Letter prefixed to tlie Third \uraber of the Irlsli

Melodies, I had the pleasure of inscribing the Poems of that Avork to yoor Ladyship,

as to a person m hose character reflected lionour on the country to which tliey relate,

and whose friendship had long been the pride and happiness of their Author. With

the same feelings of afTection and respect, confirmed if not increased by the experience

of every successive year , I now place those Poems in their present new form under

your protection
f
and am,

With perfect sincerity, your

Ladydiip's ever attached friend,

THOMAS MOORE.
Paris, June 10, 1821.



PREFACE.

1 II ot GH an edition of the Poetiy of the Irish Melodies, separate from the Music,

ha8 long been called for, yet, having, for many reasons, a strong objection to this

sort of divorce, I shoxild with difficulty have consented to a disunion of the words

from the airs, had it depended eolely upon me to keep them quietly and indissolubly

together. But , besides the various shapes in which these, as well as my other ly-

rical writings, have been published throughout America , they are included , of

course, in the two editions of all my works printed at Paris, and have lately ap-

peared, in a volume full of typographical errors, in Dublin, I have, therefore,

readily acceded to the wish of the Proprietor of the Irish Melodies , for a revised

and complete edition of the poetry of the Eight Numbers, though well aware that

it is impossible for these verses to be detached from the beautiful airs to which

they were associated, vithout losing even more than the '"' animae dimidium'" in

the process.

The Advertisements which were prefixed to the different numbers, the Prefatory

Letter upon 3Iusic, etc. , will be found in an Appendix at the end of the Volume.
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let. No.

GO WHERE GLORY WAITS THEE.

vTo where glory vaits thcc.

But Mhile fame elates thee,

Oh ! still remember me.
When the praise thou mcetcst,

To tliine ear is sweetest,

Oh ! tlien remember me.

Other arras may press thee.

Dearer friends caress thee.

All the joys that bless thee,

Sweeter far may be;

But when friends are nearest.

And when joys are dearest.

Oh I tlien remember me !

When, at eve, thou roTCst

By the star tliou lovest,

Oh ! then remember me.

Tliink, when home returning,

Bright we've seen it burning,

Oh! thus remember me.

Oft as stimmer closes,

Wlien thine eye reposes

On its lingering roses,

Once 60 lov'd by thee.

Think of her who wove them,

Her, who made thee love them,

Ob ! then remember me.

When, aroimd thee dying.

Autumn leaves are lying,

Oh! then remember me.

And, at night, when gazing

On the gay hearth blazing,

Oh! still remember me.

Then should music, stealing

All the soul of feeling,

To thy heart appealing,

Draw one tear from thee

Then let memory bring thee

Strains I us'd to sing thee, —
Oh! then remember me.

WAR SONG.

REMEMBER THE GLORIES OF BRIEN THE BRAVE*.

Bemettbeb the glories of Brie:v the brave,

Tho' tlie days of the hero are o'er;

Tho' lost to Moxovia" and cold in the grave,

He returns to Ki\kora*'* no more!
That star of the field, wliich so often has pour'd

Its beam on the battle, is set;

* Bricn noroinbe , the great Monarch of Ireland , who was killed at the battle of Clonlarf,

In the boginiiiug of tho llth century, .ificr having defeated the Danes in tweuty-five cngagementti

.

•• Miin«tci.
•** The palaice of Brien.
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But enough of its glory remains on each sworil,

To light us to victory yet!

MoivoxiA ! when nature emhellish'd the tint

Of thy fields, and thy mountains so fair.

Did she ever intend that a tyrant should print

The footstep of slavery there?
No , Freedom ! whose smile we shall never resign.

Go, tell our invaders, the Danes,
That 'tis sweeter to hleed for an age at thy shrine,

Than to sleep but a moment in chains !

Forget not our wounded companions, who stood*

In the day of distress by our side;

While the moss of the valley grcAv red with their blood,

They stirr'd not, but conquer'd and died!

The sun that now blesses our arms with his light,

SaAV them fall upon Ossory's plain!

Oh! let him not blush, when he leaves us to-night.

To find that they fell there in vain!

ERIN! THE TEAR AND THE SMILE IN THINE EYES.

Eiinv! the tear and the smile in thine eyes,

Blend like the rainbow that hangs in thy skies!

Shining through sorrow's stream,

Saddening through pleasure's beam,
Thy suns with doubtful gleam.
Weep while they rise!

Erin ! thy silent tear never shall cease,

Erin! thy languid smile ne'er shall increase,

Till, Uke the rainbow's light,

Thy various tints unite,

And form, in heaven's sight,

One arch of peace!

OH! BREATHE NOT HIS NAME.

Oh! breathe not his name, let it sleep in the shade.

Where cold and unhonour d his relics are laid :

Sad , silent , and dark , be tlie tears that we shed,

As the night-dew that falls on the grass o'er his head

!

But the night-dew that falls, though in silence it weeps.

Shall brighten M'ith verdure the grave where he sleeps:,

And the tear that we shed, though in secret it rolls,

Shall long keep his memory green in our souls.

WHEN HE, WHO ADORES TIIEE. '

WuEN he, who adores thee, has left but the name
Of his fault and his sorroMs behind,

Oh ! say wilt thou weep , when they darken the fame
Of a life that for thee was resign'd!

Yes, weep, and however my foes may condemn,

Thy tears shall efface their decree;

For heaven ran witness, though guilty to them,

I have been but too faithful to thee!

With thee were the dreams of my earliest love;

Every thought of my reason was thine :

In my last huniltle prayer t(» the Spirit above.

Thy name shall be mingled Avith mine!

• This alludes to an interesting rirciiinstancc related of the Dalgais the favonritc troops
of Bricii, when they were iiilcrruptcd in their rclurn from the hattle of CInnlarf, h\ Filzpatrirl,

prince of Ossory. 'l"he Mounded men entreated that they inifrht be allowed to lipht with the
rest — '•'Let slalicn (they said) be Ktuck in the ground , and suffer cacit of u«, ti<d to and sup-
ported bii one of these stakes, to be placed in his rank by the side of a sound man." Ue-
tween seven and eight hundred wounded men, (adds O'Halloran,) pale, emaciated, and eupporled
in this manner, appeared mixed with (lie loremost of the troops: — never was such another
sight exhibited." — Itislonj of Ireland , Book 12, Chap. I.
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Oh! Llest are the lovers and friends who shall live,

The days of thy glory to see

;

But the next dearest hles.sing that heaven can give

Is the pride of thus dying for thee.

THE HARP THAT ONCE THROUGH TARA' S HALLS.

The harji that onre through Taka's halls

The soul of music shed,

NoM- hangs as mute on Taua's walls.

As if that sonl were fled. —
So sleeps tlie pride of former days,

So glory's thrill is oer,

And hearts, that once beat high for praise.

INow feel that pulse no more!

No more to cliiefs and liuric:^ bright

TJie harp »»f 'J aha swells;

The chord, alone, that breaks at night,

Its tale of ruin tells.

Thus Freedom noAv so seldom Makes,
The only throb she gives.

Is when some heart indignant breaks,

To ehew that still she lives.

FLY NOT YET.

Flv not yet, 'tis just the hour,

When pleasnre, like the midnight flower

That scorns the eye of vulgar light,

Begins to bloom for sons of night,

And maids who love the moon !

'Twas but to bless these hours of shade
That beauty and the moon were made;
'Tis then their soft attractions glowuig
Set the tides and goblets flowing.

Oh! stay, — Oh! stay, —
Joy so seldom weaves a chain
Like this to-night , tiiat oh ! 'tis pain
To break its links so soon.

Fly not yet, tlie fount that pluy'd

In times of old through Aviiio\'s shade',
Though icy cold by day it ran.

Yet still, like souls of mirth, began
To burn when night was near;

And thus, should m Oman's heart and looks

At noon be cold as a; intL-r brooks.

Nor kindle till the night, returning.

Brings their genial hour for biuning.

Oh! stay, — Oh! >^tay, —
AVhen did morning ever break.
And find such beaming eyes iiMake

As those that sparkle here!

Oil! THINK NOT MY SPIRITS ARE ALWAYS AS LIGHT.

Oh ! think not my spirits arc always as light,

And as free from ji pang as tliey seeiu to you now ;

Nor expect that the heart-beaming smile of to-iiiglit

Will return with to-morrow to brighten my brow.

No, life is a waste of wearisome hours,

Wliicli seldom the rose of enjoyment adorns

;

And the heiut, that is soonest awake to the Howcrs,
Is always the first to be toiich'd by the thorns

!

But send round tlie bowl , and be happy awhile —
May we never meet Morsc in «»ur pilgrimage here,

Tlian the tear liiat enjoyment can gild with a smile.

And the smile that com;inssion tan turn to a tear.

' Solis Foils, uear the ttuip'c ol Aimaon.
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The thread of our life would he dark, heaven knows!
If it were nofc' with friendship and love intertwin'dj

And I tare not how soon I may sink to repose,

Wlicn these l)lessin;^s shall cease to he dear to my mind!

But they ^^ho have lovd the fo'idest, the purest,

Too often ]>ave v.ept o'er the dream tliey heliev'd;

And the Iieart tiiat li.is slamhcr'd in friendship securest,

Is happy indeed , if 'tvas never dercivd.

Bnt send round the howl, while a relic of truth

Is in man or in v.onian, this prayer shall he mine, —
That the sun^hine of love may illumine onr youth,

And the moon-Iiglit of friendship console our decline.

THO'THE LAST GLIMPSE OF ERIN WITH SORROW I SEE.

Tho' the last glimpse of Enix >vith sorroAV I see.

Yet wherever thou art shall seem Eki\ to me;
Jn exile thy hosom shall still he my home,
And tiiine eyes make my climate wherever we roam.

To the jj^loom of some desert or cold rocky shore.

Where the eye of the stranger can haunt us no more,

I will fly vith my Covlin, and think the rough wind
Less rude then the foes we lea^e frownuig hehind.

And I'll gaze on thy gold hair, as graceful it wreathes,

And hang o'er thy soft harp , as Mildly it hreathes

;

]Nor di-ead that the coid-hearted Saxnu will tear

One chord from that harp , or one lock from that hair '.

RICH AIVD RARE WERE THE GE3IS SHE WORE".
Rich and rare were the gems she Avore,

And a hright gold ring on her wand she bore;
But oh ! her heauty was far hcyond
Her sparkling gems , or snow-white Mand.

"Lady! dost thou not fear to stray,

"So lone and lovely tlurough this hicak way?
"Are Erin's sons so good or so cold,

"As not to he tempted hy womsm or gold?

"Sir Knight! I feel not the least alanii,

"]No son of Eui\ will offer me harm: —
"For though tliey love woman and golden store,

"Sir Knight! they love honoiu- and virtue more!'

On she v.eiit, and her maiden smile
In safety lighted her ronud the green isle;

And blest for ever is she Avho relied

Upon Eiii\"s honour, and Eui.\"s pride!

AS A BEAM O'ER THE FACE OF THE WATERS MAY GLOW.
Ah a l)eai'i o'er the fiice of the waters may glow.
While the tide runs in darkness and coldness below,

* In (he twenty-cifrlilii jcar of the rcif^n of Hciiry VIII., an Act was mailo rosprrting the
liahils, and dress iii peiural, ot the Irish, whereby all pcrsoiiH were restrained fnini Ininp: shorn
or shaven aliove the eiirs, or Irom \»eiiriii{f Glihbes, or Cuulins, (long lories,) on iheir heads,
or hair on their upper lip, called ("romineal. On this occa.siou a son{^ was written by one of
our bards, in which an Irish virgin is made to give the preference to her dear Coiiliii , (or the
\outh with the llowiiig locks,) to all strangers, (bv wliich the English were meant ,) or those
Mho wore their habits. 01 this song the air alone ha.s reached us, and is iiniversallv admired."— WxhKv.n'a JJiKturical Memoirs uf Irixli hriida, page lU. Mr. Walker infoi'iim iis also,
that about the same period, there wtre some harsli meiwiires taken against the lri.>>h Minstrels.

" This ballad is founded upon the follouinganecdolc: "rhe peoiilc were inspired wilhsnch
a sinni ol honour, virtue and religion, by the great example of lirien , and b> his excellent
adiiiinistralion, that as a prool ol it, we are informed that a young lady of great brauly, ad-
orned wilh jewels and a cosilv ditss, undertook a journey alone, fiom one (ml of the kingdom
In the other, wilh a wand oiilj in In r h.iiid , at (he top ot which was a ring of exceeding great
\aliic; and Kiich au impres.-ion had the laws and government of (his Monarch made on (he
miiuls ol nil the peop c ,

(hal no alleiiipt was made upon her honour, nor was SiLe robbed of
her clothes or jewels. — VViB^i;u's UuUnj of Ireland, Vol. I. Hook 10.
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So the cheek may be ting'd with a warm sunny smile,

Though the cold lu-art to ruin runs darkly the while.

One fatal remembrance, one sorroAv that tlirows

Its bleak shade alike o'er our joys and our Moes,

To which life nothing darker or brighter can bring.

For wliich joy lias no balm and afiliction no sting !
—

Oh ! this thought in the midst of enjojiuent will stay,

Like a dead, leafless branch in the summer's bright ray;

The beams of the warm sun play round it in vain.

It may smile in his light , but it blooms not again !

THE MEETING OF THE WATERS'.

There is not in the wide world a valley so sweet
As that vale in Mhose bosom the bright waters meet**;
Oh ! tlic last rays of feeling and life must depart,

Ere the ])loom of that valley shall fade from my heart.

Yet, it was not that nature had shed o'er the scene

Her purest of crystal and brightest of green;

'Twas not he soft magic of streamlet or hill,

Oh'! no, — it was something more exquisite still.

'Twas that friends, the belov'd of my bosom, were near.

Who made every dear scene of enchantment more dear.

And wlio felt how the best charms of nature improve,
\Mien Mc see them reflected from looks that mc love.

Sweet vale of Avoc.4! how calm could I rest

In thy bosom of shade, with the friends I love best,

AVhere the storms that we feel in this cold world should cease,

And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled in peace!

lid. No.

ST. SENANUS AND THE LADY.

St. Sexants"*.

" On ! haste and leave this sacred isle,

"Unholy bark, ere morning smile;
" For on thy deck , tho' dark it be,
"A female form I see

;

" And I have sMorn this sainted sod
" Shall ne'er by woman's feet be trod

! "'

The L .^v d y.

" Oh ! Father , send not hence my bark,

"Through wintry winds and billoWs dai'k:

"I come with humble heart to share
" Tliy morn and evening prayer

;

'•\or mine the feet, oh! holy Saint,
'• The brightness of thy sod to taint."

•The Meeting of the Water?," forms a part of that heautiful scenery which lies betMcen

Rathilnim and Arllon , in the couutir of AViclilo« , and these Hues were suggested by a visit to

this romantic )^]i(it , in the summer of the year 1807.
" The rivers Avon aud Avora.
••• In a metrical life of St. Senanii?, which is taken from an old Kilkenny IVI.S. , and may

be found among the Jcta Sanctorum Hibprniae, v,c are told of his flight to the island of Scal-

(crv and his resolution not to admit any woman of the party; he refused to receive even a sis-

ter'saint, St. Caiinera, \»hom an angel had taken to the island for the express purpose of in-

troducing her to him. The following was the ungracious answer of Seuanus, according to hit

jiuelical biographer:
Cui Praesul

,
quid foeminis

Commune est ruin mnnachis?
Ner. te nee ullani aliani
A'lmittcmus in insulam.

Sec the Acta Sanct. Hib. I'age tilO.

According to Dr. Ledwich, St. Senanus was no loss a personage than the River Shannon;
but O'Connor, and other Antiquarians dtiij f..is inciaDiorpliote indignantly.
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The Laily's prayer Seaams spurn'd;

The winds blew fresh, the hark return'd;

But legends hint, that had the maid
Till morning's light delay'd,

And given the saint one rosy smile,

She ne'er had left his lonely isle.

HOW DEAR TO ME THE HOUR.

How dear to me the hour when day-light dies.

And sunbeams melt along the silent sea,

For tlien sweet dreams of other days arise,

And memory breathes her vesper sigh to thee.

And, as I watch the line of light, that plays
Along the smooth wave tow'rd the burning west,

I long to tread that golden path of rays,

And think 'twould lead to some bright isle of rest!

TAKE BACK THE VIRGIN PAGE.

Written on returning a Blank Book.

Take back the virgin page.
White and unwritten still;

Some hand , more calm and sage.

The leaf must fill.

Thoughts come, as pure as light,

Pure as even you require;

But oh! each word I write

Love turns to fire.

Yet let me keep the book,

Oft shall my heart renew.
When on its leaves I look,

Dear thoughts of you!
Like you , 'tis fair and bright

;

Like you, too bright and fair

To let wild Passion write

One wrong wish there!

Haply, when from those eyes

Far, far away I roam.
Should calmer thoughts arise

ToM'rds you and home;
Fancy may trace some line.

Worthy those eyes to meet,

Thoughts that not burn , but shine,

Pm-e, calm, and sweet!

And , as the records are.

Which wand'ring seamen keep,

Led by their hidden star

Through the cold deep;
So may the words I write

Tell thro' what storms I stray —
You still the unseen light.

Guiding my way!

THE LEGACY.

When in death I shall calm recline,

O bear my heart to ray mistress dear;
Tell her it liv'd upon smiles and >vine

Of the brightest hue, while it linger'd here;
Bid her not shed one tear of sorrow
To sully a heart so brilliant and light

;

But balmy drops of the red grape borroM',

To bathe the relic from morn till night.

Wlien the light of my song is o'er.

Then take my harp to your ancient hall;
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IIan<r it 111) at that friendly door,

wiicic « eary tfaveliers Ioa e to rail '.

TJiea if sonic bard, who roams for^siiken,

Kc»ivc its soft iu>tc in passing alonj^.

Oil! Ift one thought of its master Avakeii

Vour wannest smile for the child of song.

Ketj) this cup , uhicli is now o'erfloM iiig,

'l"o grace \ our revel , when Tni at rest

;

Never , oh ! never its halm bestowing
On lips, that beauty hath seldom blest!

lint v^hen some v\arm doote;! l(i\er

To lur lie adores shall hathe its hriin,

Then, then my sj)irlt around shall hover,

And hallow each drop that fooius for hiui.

HOW OFT HAS THE BENSHEE CKIED!

How oft has t!ic Uenshee cried

How oft has Death untied

liright links that Glory wove,
Sweet bonds, eutwind by Love!

Peace to ea»-li manly soul that sleepeth!

Itest to each faitiiful eye tliat weepeth,
Long may the fau' and brave
Sigii o'er tlie hero's grave.

We're fallen upon gloomy days'*.

Star after star decays.

Every l)right name, that shed
Light o'er the land , is lied.

Dark falls the tear of him who iiiourncth

Lost joy, or hope that ne'er returneth,

Kut brightly Hows the tear,

Wept o'er a hero's bier!

Oh ! queneh'd are our beacon lighta —
Thou, of the Hundred Fights'"

!

'I'liou , on v^hoL-e burning tongue
Truth

,
peace , and freedom hung

!

Both mute, but long as valour c-hinetli,

Or mercy's soul at Mar repineth,

So long shall Ekin's pride,

Tell how they livd and died.

WE 3IAY ROAM THRO' THIS WORLD.

We may roam thro' this world , like a child at a feast,

Who but sips of a sweet, and then Hies to the rest;

And , when pleasure begins to grow dull in the east.

We may order our wings, and be oil" to the west;

But if hearts that feel, and e^cs that smile,

Are the dearest gifts tlsat heaven supplies,

We never need leave our own green i.-le,

Fiu' sensitive hearts, and for sun-bright eyes.

Then remember, wherever your goblet is crowii'd,

'J'hro' this w(uid whether eastward or westward you rooui,

When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round.

Oh! rememl)er the smile which adorns her at home.

In E>GLA^D, the garden of beauty is kept

By a di-tigon of prudery, placed witiiiu call;

• "hi every house was one or two harps, frrc to all travellers, who were the more
rcssed , the more ihcy excelled in iniisic." —O'Hai.i.oiun.

•• 1 have ciuleavoured here , uithoul Io>iiij that Irish character, which it is ray object

to preserve (hroiifrhonl this work, lo allude to the sad and ominous fatality, hy \rhich England
has been deprived of s.t many great and good men, at a luomcut when she most requires all

the aids of talent and integrity.
"• Thib dcsignaiiou, which has been applied to Lord Nelson before, is (he title civcn to

a celebrated Irish Hero, in a I'oeni by O'Guivc, the bard of O'lXiel , which is quoted in the

"rhilosophical Survey of theSoiilh of Ireland." I'agc iSi. "Oon, of the Huudrt'd fights, eJcc|>

iu tUy grass-grown tomb, and upbraid uot our dui'eats with thy victories!"

+ Fox "ultimub Itomauoram.'
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But so oft this iinainiabic drajjon has slept.

That the garden" ri hat carelessly watcli'd after all.

Oh! they want the uild sweet-briery fence.

Which round the HoAvers of Eiti-, dAvell?:,

Which M arns the touch , while w iiininj^ the sense,

Kor chaiitis us least when it nio.*t repels.

Then renicraher, wherever yonr goblet is crown'd.

Thro' this world, Aviiether eastward or westward yon roniii,

When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round.

Oh! remember Jhe smile Avhich adorns her at home.

Ill France , when the heart of a woman sets sail,

On the ocean of wedlock its fortune to try.

Love seldom goes far in a vessel so frail.

But just pilots her off, and then bids her good-bye 1

Wliile the daughters of Erin keep the boy
Ever smiling beside his faithful oar,

Tlirough billows of woe , and beams of joy,

The same as he look'd >ylien he left the shove.

Then remember, wherever your goblet is crown"d.

Thro' this world , whether eastward or Avestwaril yon roasu,

Wlien a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round.

Oh! remember the smile Mhich adorns her at home.

EVELEEN'S BOWER.
Oh! weep for the honr,

When to EvELEE^'s bower.
The Lord of the ^ alley m ith false vows came

;

The moon hid her light

From the heavens that night,

And wept behind her clouds o'er the malden^s shame.

The clouds past soon

From the chaste cold moon,
And heaven smil'd again Avith her vestal flame;

But none will see the day,

When the clouds shall pa.«s away,
Which that dark hour left upon Evelee\'s fame.

The white snow lay

On the narrow path-way,
When the Lord of the Galley crost over the moor;

And many a deep print

On the white suom's tint

Shew'd the track of his foot-step to Eveieets's door.

The next sun's ray
Soon melted away

Every trace on the path where the false Lord came;
But there's a light above,

Which alone can remote
That stain upon the snoAV of fair Ea'eleen's fame,

LET EPIN REMEMBER THE DAYS OF OLD.

Let Erijs remember the days of old,

Ere her faithless sons bctray'd her;

When Malachi More the collar of gold *,

AVhich he won from her proud invader;

When her Kings , with standard of green nnfurl'd.

Let the Red-Branch Knights to danger" ;
—

Ere tlic emerald gem of the Avc.-Jtern world
Was set in the «;rown of a stranger.

* „Thi8 bronght on an enonnntor hoUrccii Miilachi (llii; Monarrli of Ireland in tlic lontli
renturj) anil the Danes, in wliirh Malarhi defeated t«o (if their champions, ulioin lie cnrnnn
tercd Hnccessivcly hand to hand , taking a collar of gold from ihv. neck of one , and carrvine
ntf the eword of the other, as trophies of his victory." \Nak>eii's History oi' Ihklakd, VoK
I. Book 9.

'* ,,Military orders of knights «crc very early established in Ireland; lonp before the birth
of Christ we find an hereditary order of Chivalry in I'Istcr, called i'tnnidlir jin Crainlilic.

ruadh, ot thchuights of the UcdUrauch, from their chief scut in Emauia , adjoining to the pa-
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On Loi'CH Neagh's bank as the fisherman strays',

When the clear , cold eve's declining,

He sees the round towers of other days,

In the M'a^e beneath hun shining;

Thus shall memory often, in dreams sublime,

Catch a glimpse of the days that are over

;

Thus, sighing, look through the wares of time
For the long -faded glories they cover!

THE SOXG OF FIONMJALA".

Silent , oh 3Ioyle ! be the roar of thy water,

Break not, ye breezes, your chain of repose,

WTiile, murmuring mournfully, Lir's lonely daughter
Tells to the night-star her tale of woes.

When shall the swan , her deatli-note singing,

Sleep , M ith wings in darkness furl'd ?

When M ill heaven , its sm eet bell ringing.

Call ray spirit from this stormy world?
Sadly, oh Moyle! to thy winter-wave weeping,

Fade bids me languish long ages away;
Yet still in her darkness doth Eri.v lie sleeping,

Still doth the pure light its dawning delay I

\Vlien will that day-star, mildly springing,

Warm our isle with peace and love?

When M ill heaven , its sweet bell ringing,

Call my spirit to the fields above?

COME, SEND ROUND THE WINE.

Come , send round the wine , and leave points of belief

To simpleton sages, and reasoning fools;

This moment's a flower too fair and brief.

To be wither'd and stain'd by the dust of the schools.

Your glass may be purple, and mine may be blue,

But , while they are fill'd from the same bright bowl,

The fool, who would quarrel for difference of hue.

Deserves not the comfort they shed o'er the soul.

Shall I ask the bra^e soldier, >vho fights by my side

In the cause of mankind , of our creeds agree ?

Shall I give up the friend I have valued and tried,

If he kneel not before the same altar with me?
From the heretic girl of my soul should I fly.

To seek somewhere else a more orthodox kiss?

No ! perish the hearts , and the laws that try

Truth , valour , or love , by a standard like this

!

SUBLDIE WAS THE WARNING.

Si-BtrwE was the warning that Liberty spoke.

And grand was the moment when Spaniards awoke
Into life and revenge from the conqueror's chain!

Oh Liberty! let not this spirit have rest,

Jacc of the rister kin^s, called Teagh na Craiobhe ruadh, or the Academy of the Red Branch;
and contiguous to which was a large hospital, founded for the sick knightt) and soldiers, called

Bron-bhrarg , or the House of the Sorrowful Soldier. " — O' Halloran's Intboduction , etc.,

Part 1. Chap. 5.

• It was an old tradition , in the time of Giraldua, that Lough \eagh had been originally^ a

fountain, by whose sudden overflowing the country was inundated, and a whole region, like

the Atlantis of Plato , overwhelmed. He says that the fishermen, in clear weather , used to

point out to strangers the tall ecclesiastical towers under the water. Piscatorcs aquae illius tur-

res, ecclesiasticas, quae more patriae arctaesuntet altae, necnon et rotundae, sub undis mani-
fested sereno tempore cunspiciuiit et ertraneis transeuiitibus , reique causas admirantibut,
frequenter ostendunt. — ToHocii. HiB. DisT. 'I. C. 9.
" To make this story intelligible in a song would require a much greater number of verses

than any one is authorized to inflict upon au audience at once ; the reader must therefore be
content to learn, in a note, that Fionnuala, the daughter of Lir, was, by some supernatural
power, transformed into a swan, and condemned to wander, for many hundred years, over cer-

tain lakes and rivers in Ireland, till the coming of Christianity, when the first sound of the

mass- bell was to be the signal of her release. — 1 found this fanciful fiction among some ma-
nuscript translations from the Iri.sh, which were begun under the direction of that enlightened
friend of Ireland, the late Countess of Moira.
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Till it move, like a breeze, o'er the wavc3 of the west —
(Jive the lif^^ht of your look to each sorrowing spot,

jVor oh! he the Shamrock of Emy forgot,

While J ou add to your garland the Olive of Spai:^ !

If the fame of our fathers, hequcath'd with their rights,

Gi\ e to country its charm , and to home its delights,

If deceit he a wound and suspicion a stain;

Tlien, ye men of Iberia! ou.j cause is the same,
And oh ! may his tomb want a tear and a name,
WTio would ask for a nobler, a holier death.

Than to turn his last sigh into victory's breath

For the Shamrock of Eri\, and Olive of Spai\!

Ye Blakes and O' Donaels , who>e fathers resigned

The green lulls of their youth, among strangers to find

Tliat repose which, at home, they had sigh'd for in vain,

Join, join in our hope that the flame, which you light,

3Iay be felt yet in Erix, as calm, and as bright,

And forgi\e even Albion while blushing she draws.
Like a truant, her sMord, in the long-slighted cause
Of the Shamrock of Erin , and Olive of Spaix.

God prosper the cause! — oh! it cannot but thrive,

While the pulse of one patriot heart is alive.

Its devotion to feel, and its rights to maintain;
Then, how sainted by sorrow, its martyrs will die!

The finger of Glory shall point where they lie.

While, far from the foot-step of coward or slave.

The young spirit of Freedom shall shelter their grave
Beneath Shaim-ocks of Erin and Olives of Spav:-

BELIEM: me, if all those EXDEARENG YOUKG CTLIRMS.

Believe me, if all those endearing young charms,
WTiich I gaze on so fondly to-day,

Were to change by to-morrow , and fleet in ray arras

,

Like fairy-gifts fading away

!

Thou wouldst still be ador'd as this raoraent thou art.

Let thy loveliness fade as it Mill,

And around the dear ruin each wish of ray heart
Would entwine itself verdantly still.

It is not while beauty and youth are thine own,
And thy cheeks nnprofan'd by a tear,

That the fervour and faith of a soul can be known,
To which time will but make thee more dear

!

Oh! the heart that has truly lov'd never forgets.

But as truly loves on to the close,

As the sun-flower turns on her god, when he sets,

Tlie same look wliich she turo'd when be rose!

lua ]\o.

ERIN! OH ERIN!

Like the bright lamp, that shone in Kildare's holy fane",

,
And burn'd thro' long ages of darkness and storm,

Is the heart, that afflictions have come o'er in vain,

Whose spirit outlives them , unfading and warm

!

Erin! oh Erin! thus bright, thro' the tears

Of a long night of bondage, thy spirit appears!

* The Inestinguishable fire of St. Bridget, atKildare, which Giraldiia mentions, "Apud
Kildariani occurrit Ignis Saiictac llrigidae, quciriiiiextiiiguibilein vocani ; noii <iii()d exiiiigui hod
possit, sed (juod tam sollicite nuiiiialca «;t xaiictae iiiiilieroH igiieiii , sii|>peleiilc iiinli-riii , t'ovciit
et nutriunt, ut a tempore viifriiiis piT tot aniioruiu cunicuJu scniper maiisit iiicxiiuciuii. " —
(•iraiiL Camb. duMirabil. Hibirn. DhX.'i.c.ii.
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The nations haAc faiicn, and thou still art joung,

'iliy siiin i» but ri>ii)g, when others are set;

And, tlio' slavery's clotid oY-r tiiy niornin-r iiath hnnjy.

The full noon of Ireedom shall heam round thee yet.

Erin! oh Kkin ! tho" long in the shade,

Tliy star Mill shine out , when the proudest shall fade

!

Lnchilld hy the rain , and nnwak'd by tiic m ind,

The lily lies slcei»ing thro' winters cold hour,
Till Spring, villi a touch, her dark slisjuber unbind,
And day-light and liiierty bless the young flower*.

Erin! oil Ekin ! thtj winter is past.

And the hope that livd thro' it, thall blo^om at last

DRIXK TO HER
DniAK to her, who long

Hath wak'd the poet's sigh

;

The girl, who gave to song
AVliat gold could never buy.

Oh ! woman's heart was made
For minstrel hands alone;

By other fingers play'd,

It yields not half the tone.

Then, here's to her, who long
Hath wakd the poet's sigh,

The girl, who ga^e to song
What gold could never buy!

At Beauty's door of glass

When Wealth and Wit once stood.

They a.-k'd her "u7(it7i iniglit pass?"'

She answer'd, "he, who could.

Witii golden key Wealth thougiiL

To pass — but 'tworJd not do

:

While Wit a diamond brought,

Wliich cut his bright way through.
So here's to her , m ho long

Hath wak'd the poet's sigh;

The girl , v ho gave to song
What gold could never buy!

I

The Love that seeks a home
Where wealth or grandeur shines.

Is like the gloomy gnome,
That dwells in dark gold mines.

But oh! the poet's lo^e

Can boast a hrigliter sphere;

Its native home's above,

Tho' woman keeps it here !

Tlien drink to her, who long
Hath wakd the poet's sigh.

The girl, who gave to song
What gold could never buy.

OH! BLAME NOT THE BARD".

Oh ! blame not the bard, if he fly to the bowers,

AMicrc pleasure lies, carelessly .smiling at fame;
He Mas born for much more, and in happier hours,

His soul might have burn'd with a holier flame.

The string, that now languishes loose o'er the lyre,

Might have bent a proud bow to the warrior's dart"*,

• Mrs. H. Ti'fhe, in her exquisite liuea on the lily, has applied this image to a ftill mori

important subject.
i - i i" We may suppose this apolojry to have been uttered by one of tliose wTindcring l)arils, whon

Spencer so neverely, and. perhaps, trulv, dc^icribcs in his State of Ireland, anil uiiosc poems
lie telLs us, "Were sprinkled "ilh some pVetty flowers of llieir natural device, \>hi(h gave gooi

grace and comeliness unto theui. the which it is great pity to see abused to the gracing o

U'ickedness and vice, which, with good usage, would serve to adorn and beautily virtue.' _

"•• It is conjectured bv Woriiiius, that the name of Ireland is derived from i r, the Runi<

for a botr, in the me of which wcaiion the Irish were once very expert. This derivation is cer
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And the lip, which now Ijrer.thes but the song of desire,

Might ha>e pour'd the full tide of a patriot's heart!

But alas for liia country! — her pride is gone hy.
And tliat spirit is broken, whicli never Mouhl bend;

L , O'er the ruin her cliildren in secret must sigh,

p . For 'tis treason to lore her, and death to defend.
Unprlz'd arc her sons, till they've learn'd to betray;

Undlstinguish'd they live, if they shame not their sires;

And the torch, that would liglit them thro' dignity's way,
Must be caught from the pile, Avhere their country expires!

Tlicn blame not the bard, if, in pleasure's soft dream.
He should try to forget, what he never can heal;

Oh ! give but a hope — let a vista but gleam
Tlirough the gloom of his country, and mark how he'll feel!

That instant, his heart at her shrine Avould lay down
Every passion it nurs'd, every bliss it ador'd,

Willie the myrtle , now idly ent^vin'd with his crown.
Like the wreath of Haujiodius, should cover his sword*.

But tho' glory be gone, and tho' hope fade away,
Iliy name, loved Eai\! shall live in his songs.

Not ev'ii in the hour, when his he.srt is most gay,
Will l)e lose the remembrance of thee and tliy wrongs!

Tlie stranger shall hear thy lament on his plains;

The sigh of thy harp shall be sent o'er the deep,
Till thy masters tliemselves, as they rivet thy chains,

1^, Shall pause at the song of their captive and weep

!

WHILE GAZING ON THE MO OX'S LIGHT.
While gazing on the moon's light,

A moment from her smUc I turn'd,

To look at orbs, tliat, more bright.

In lone and distant glory buvn'd.

But, too far,

Each proud star,

For me to feel its warming flame —
Rluch more dear

That mild sphere,

Wlii(;h near our planet smiling came";
Tims, Mary, be but thou my own —

While brighter eyes unheeded play,

I'll loAc those moon-light look^ alone.

Which bless my home and guide my way

!

Tlie day had sunk in dim showers.

But midnight now, with lustre meek,
Illumin'd all the pale iiowers,

Like hope, that lights a mourner's check.
1 said (while

The moon's smile

Play'd o'er a stream, in dimpling bliss,)

"The moon looks
" On many brook*,

"Tlie brook can sec no moon but thb***;"
And thus, I tlioug'it, our fortunes run.

For many a lover looks to thee,

VHiile oil! I feel there is hut n;ic,

One Mary in the world for me.
taiiily more croditablo fo iis thnn the fiillowing, "So tliat Ireland (called the land of Ire, for
tke cons-taut broils tiicreiii lor 100 years,) was now become the laud of concord." Lloyd's State
Worthies, Art. Tho Lord Graudison.

See the Hymn, attributed to Mcacns, Ev fiVQTOv x?.ciSt to ^t(poc (poQjjCTio — "I will

carry my sword, hidden in myrtles, like Harmodius and Arislogitnn," etc.

_
'• "Ofsnch celestial bodies as are visible, the sun c\ctptcd, the siiif^le moon, as despicable

as it is in comparison to most of the others, is much more bcnelicial than they all put together."— Vvhiston's Theory, etc.
In the ICntretieiis tV Arhle, among other ingenious emblems, wc iiud a starry sLy without a

moon, Mitli the word Non iiii/lc, quod ab.icii/i.
*" This imaffe was suggested by the follow inglhouglit, ^^hich occurs snmevhcre in Sir Wil-

liam Jones 8 works: "The moon looks unon uiany night-lloMcrs, the night-llowcr sees but one
moou," •! o , c

13
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ILL OMEXS.

When day-light was yet sleeping under the billow,

And stars in the heavens still ling'ring shone,

Young Kitty, all Mushing, rose up from her pillow.

The last time she e'er was to press it alone.

For the youth, whom she treasur'd her heart and her soul in,

Had promis'd to link the last tie before noon

;

And, when once the young heart of a maiden is stolen,

The maiden hersel Mill steal after it soon!

As she look'd in the glass, which a woman ne'er misses,

Nor ever wants time for a sly glance or two,

A butterfly, fresh from the night-flower's kisses.

Flew OTcr the mirror, and shaded her view.

Enrag'd with the insect for hiding her graces,

She brush'd him — he fell, alas ! never to rise —
" Ah ! such," said the girl, "is the pride of our faces,

"For Mhich the soul's innocence too often dies.

WTiile she stole thro' the garden, where hearts'-ease was growing.

She cuird some, and kist^'d off its night-fallen de>v;

And a rose, further on, lookd so tempting and glowing
That, spite of her haste, she mu^t gather it too:

But. Mhile o'er the roses too carelessly leaning,

Her zone flew in two, and the hearts'-e.ise was lost —
"Ah! this means," said the girl, (and she sigh'd at its meaning,)

"That love is scarce worth the repose it will cost!'

BEFORE THE BATTLE.

Bv the hope within us springing.

Herald of to-morrow's strife;

By that sun, Mhose light is bringing
Chains or freedom, death or iii'e —

Oh! remember, life can be
No charm for him, who lives not free!

Like the day-^tilr In the wave,
Sinks a hero in his grave,

Midst the dcAv-fall of a nation's tears!

Happy is he, o'er Mhose decline

The smiles of home may soothing shine.

And light him down the steep of years: —
But oh ! hoM' grand they sink to rest,

AVho close their eyes on victory's breast!

O'er his watch-fire's fading embers
Now the foeman's cheek turns white,

Wlien his heart that field remembers.
Where we dimm'd his glory's light!

Never let him bind again
A chain, like that Ave broke from then.

Hark ! the horn of combat calls —
Ere the golden evening falls,

^

Slay we pledge that horn in triumph round '

!

i

Many a heart, that now beats high,
j

In slumber cold at night shall lie, 1

Nor waken even at victory's sound: —
But oh! how blest that hero's sleep,

O'er whom a wondering world shall weep !

AFTER THE BATTLE.
Night clos'd around the conqueror's way,

And lightnings shew'd the distant hill.

Where those, Mho lost that dreadful day, '
,

Stood few and faint, but fearless still!

* "The Irish Coma waa not entirely devoted to martial purposes. In the heroic agea, onr ai
cPHtors quaffed Meadh out of them, aa the Danish hunters do their beverage at this day."
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The soldier's hope, the pah'iot's zeal,

For ever (liiiiin'd, for ever crost —
Oh! who shall say what heroes feel.

When all but life and honour's lost.

The last sad hour of freedom's dream.
And valour's tiisk, mov'd slowly by,

Wliilc mute they watch'd, till morninj^'s beam
Should rise, and give them light to die !

—
There is a world, where souls arc free,

Where tjTants taint not nature's bliss

If death that world's bright opening be,

Oh ! who would live a slave in this.

OH ! 'TIS SWEET TO THINK.

Oh! 'tis sweet to think, that, where'er we rove.

We are sure to find something, blissful and dear;

And that, when we're far from the lips we love.

We have but to make love to the lips we are near*!
The heart, like a tendril, accustom'd to cling,

Let it grow where it will, cannot flourish alone.

But M'ill lean to the nearest, and loveliest thing,

It can twine with itself, and make closely its o^vn.

Then oh ! what pleasure, where'er Me rove,

To be doom'd to find something, still, that is dear,

And to know, M'hen far from the lips we love,

We have but to make love to the lips we are near.

'Twere a shame, when flowers around us rise.

To make light of the rest, if the rose is not there;

And the world's so rich in resplendent eyes,

'Twere a pity to limit one's love to a pair.

Love's wing and the peacock's are nearly alike,

They are both of tlicm bright, but they're changeable too,

And, wherever a new beam of beauty can strike.

It will tincture love's plume with a diflerent hue!
Then oh! what pleasure, where'er we rove,

To be doom'd to find something, still, that is dear.

And to know, when far from the lips we love.

We have but to make love to the lips we are near.

THE IRISH PEASANT TO HIS MISTRESS.

Through grief and through danger thy smile hath cheerd my way,
Till hope secm'd to bud from each thorn that round me lay;

The darker our fortune, the brighter our pure love burn'd,

Till shame into glory, till fear into zeal Avas turn'd;

Oh! slave as I was, ui thy arms my spirit felt free.

And bless'd even the sorroAvs that made me more dear to thee.

Thy rival was honour'd, while thou wert wrong'd and scorn'd.

Thy crown Mas of briers, Avliilc gold her brows adorn'd;

She woo'd me to temples, Mhilst t!u)u lay'st hid in caves,

Her friends were all masters, while thine, alas! Mere slaves;

Yet cold in the earth, at thy feet I would rather be

Than Aved what I lov'd not, or turn one thought from thee.

They slander thee sorely, who say thy voms are frail —
Hadst thou been a false one, thy cheek had look'd less pale!

They say too, so long thou hast Morn those lingering chains.

That deep in thy heart they have printed their servile stains —
Oh ! do not believe them — no chain could that soul subdue —
Where shineth thy spirit, there liberty shineth too**!

* I Lelicvc it is Marmontel, who Rajs, ''Qiiand on n'a pas ce que Von aimp, il faut aimer
cequf^ Coil a." — There arc so many matter- of-fact people, who take such jrux tf esprit as

this defence of iiicoiistaiicy, to be Ihc actual and genuine sentiments of him, who writes them,
that they compel one, in self-defence, to be as niatler-of-fact as themselven, and to T(;mintl

them, that Dcinocritus was not the worse pliysiologist, for having phiyfnily contended that

snow was black: nor Erasmus, iii any degree, tlie less wise, for having written an ingenious

encomium of folly. ,, . , ... ,-" "Where ihe spirit of the Lord is, there is liberty." — St. Paul, 2 C.iiinthians, in. 17.

IS*
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ON MI" SIC.

\\»T.-i thro' life iinMc>< ve ro-se,

Lo>ing all that made life ilcar,

Slioulfl some note? we ns'd to love

In days of boyhood, meet our ear.

Oh! hovr welroiiir hicathes the etiain

!

WalicninfT thoiiphts tliat long Lave slept:

Kindlinj^ former tiniles ajr^iin

In faded eyes that long haTo \rept!

Lili'e tlic S'ale, that siphs along

Beds of oriental flo>rers,

Is the giatefnl hrcath of song,

Tliat once vas lieard in happier hours;

Filld villi halm, the gale sigh'? on,

Though tlie fiovers have sunk in deatli;

So. vhen plcasnre's dream i:< gone,

Its memory lives in [Music's breath!

Mnsic! — oh! how faint, how weak,

Language fades before thy spell!

Why should Feeling ever speak,

W" hen thon canst brc:;tlic her soul so well?

Friendships bahiiy words may feign,

Love's arc cv'n more false than they

;

Oil ! "tis only Music's straip

Ciin gM'cetly soothe, and not betray 1

IT IS NOT THE TEAR AT THIS M03IEXT SHED'.

It is not the tear at this moment slied,

When the cold turf has jutt been laid o'er hira.

That can tell Iioav bclovd was the friend that's fled,

Or how deep in our hearts we deplore him.

'Tis the tear, thro" many a long day wept,

Thro' a life, by his loss all sh.uled;

'Tis the sad remembrance , fondly kept

When uU lighter griefs have faded!

Oh ! thus shall we mourn, and his memory's light.

While it sliines tiiro' our hearts, will improve them.

For worth shall look fairer, and truth more l)right,

Wheu we think how he liv'd but to love them!
And, as buried saints have shed perfume

Tiirough shrines where they've been lying.

So our hearts shall borrow a sv eet'ning bloom
From the image he left tlicre in dying!

THE ORIGIN OF THE HARP.
'Tis believ'd that this Harp which I wake now for thee,

W'as a Siren of old, vlio &ung under the sea;

And wlio often, at eve, iliro" tiic bright billoM rov'd

To meet, on t!ic green shore, a. youth a^ hum she lov'd.

But she lov'd him in vain, for he left her to weep.
And in tears, all the niglit, her gold ringlets to steep,

Till Ifcav'n look'd. Avith pity, on true-love so warm,
And chang'd to this soft Harp the sea-maiden's form!

Still her bosom rose fair — still her cheeks smil'd the same —
While her sea-beaiilies gracefully curl'd round the frame;
And her hair, shedding tear-drops from all its bright rings,

Fell over her white arm, to make the gold strings'*

ITence it came, that this soft Harp so long hath been knoMTi

To mingle love's language with sorrow's sad tone;

• Tliese littcs were occasioned by the loss of a very near and dear relative, who died lately

at Madeira.
" This thoht was suggested by an inerninus desiprn, prefised to an Ode upon St. Ceci-

lia, published usgome years giuce,"by Mr. iJudsoH o ubiin.
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Till iJiou ilitlst divitlc them, and teach the fond lay

To Lc lo^e, >vhcn I'm near thee, and griel' when a\away

;

i

IVth. NO.

LOVE'S YOUNG DREAM.

Ou! the days are g"one, Mheii Beauty bright

My heart's chain >vt)ve;

When my drcaiu of life, from mom till night,

Was love, still love!

"Sew hope may hluom,
Aiid day?; may come,

Of milder, calmer beam,
But there's nothing lialf so swcet in life

As love's young dream !

Oh! tliere's nothing lialf so sweet in life

As love's young dream!

Tho' Uie hard to purer fame may soar.

When Avild youth's past;

Tho' he win the wi»e, who frown'd before.

To smile at last;

He'll never meet,

A joy so sweet

In all his noon of fame,
As wlien first he sung to Avoman's ear

Ili^ soul-felt flame,

AjuI, at every close, she hlush'd to hear
The one lov'd name.

Oh ! that haUow'd form is ne'er forgot,

Which first love trac'd

;

Still it lingering haunts the grcen&st spot

On memory's AvasLe!

'Twa^ odour- fled

As soon as ghed;

'TwiUs morning's Minged dream,
Twas a light, that ne'er can bhiue again

On life's dull stream!

Oh! 'twas light, that ne'er can shine agaui

On llfu'ei dull stream!

THE PRINCE'S DAY*.

Tho' dark are our sorrows, to-day we'll forget them,

And smile through our tears, like a sun-heam in sliowers;

There never were hearts, if our rulers Mould let them,

Mor<; form'd to he grateful and blest tlian ours

!

But, just Mhen the chain

Has ceasd to pain,

And in»nc has enwrenth'd it round with flowers,

Tliere ccnues a new liid£

Our spirit to sink —
Oh! the joy that mc taste, like the light of the poles.

Is a fla>h amid darkness, too hrilli.'iut to stay

:

But tlioiigli 'twere the last little spark in our souls.

We must light it up now, on our Prince's Day.

C«mtcnipt on the minion, mIio calls you disloyal!

Tho' fierce to your foe, t(» your friends you are true

;

And the tribute most higii to a head that i> royal.

Is loAc fr(nn a he.irt, that loves liberty too.

While coAvards, A^ho blight

Your fiunc, your right,

* This Boiiff \\;is wiiltcii for a fOle in Iioiiouv of (lie Pilnrc ot Wales's Uirlli-I>av, gi\Cn ty
my tricutl. Major lirydu, ai his seat iu tlic couiifj ot hilLcnin

.
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Would shrink from the blaze of the battle array.

The Standard of Green

In front Mould he seen —
Oh! my life on your faith! were you suramon'd this minute,

You d cast every bitter renienibranrc away,

And shew what the arm of old Eri\ has in it,

When rous'd by the foe, on her Prince's Day.

He loves the Green Isle, and his love is recorded

In hearts, which have suffer'd too much to forget;

And hope shall be croMii'd, and attachment rewarded,

And Kiun's gay jubilee shine out yet!

The gem may be broke

By many a stroke,

But nothing can cloud its native ray;

Each fragment will cast

A light, to the la>t! —
And thus, Lkix, my country! tho' broken thou art,

Tliere's a lustre within thee, that ne'er Mill decay;

A spirit, wJnch beams through each suffering i»art.

And now smiles at their pain, on the Prince's Day!

WEEP ON, WEEP ON.

Weep on, Mecp on, your hour is past;

Your dreams of pride are o'er:

The fatal cliain is round you cast,

And you are men no more!
In vain the Jierct's heart hath bled;

Tlie sage's tongue hath warn'd in vain; —
Oh, Freedoni ! once thy flame hath fled,

It never lights again!

WVep on — perhaps, in after days,

They'll learn to love your name;
AVlien many a deed shall Make in praise,

That now must sleep in blame.

And Mhen they tread the ruin'd isle,

AVhere rest, at length, the lord and slave.

They'll wondering a>k, how hands so vile

Could conquer hearts so brave?

"'Twas fate," they'll say, " a wayward fate

"Your web of discord wove;
" And while your tyrants join'd in Iiate,

" You never join'd in love

!

"But hearts fell ofl*, that ought to tM-ine,

" And man profan'd what God hath given,

"Till some were heard to curse tlie shrine,

"Where others knelt to heaven!"

LESBIA HATH A BEAMING EYE.

Lesbia hath a beaming eye.

But no one knows for whom it bcameth;
Uight .ind left its arrows fly.

But what tliey ami at no one drcameth!
Sweeter 'tis to gaze upon

My Nora's lid, that seldom rises;

Few its looks, but e^ery one,

Like unexpected light, suri)rises!

Oh, my NoKA Ckei\a, dear!

My gentle, bashful Nora Crei?(a !

Beauty lies

In many eyes.

But love in yours, my Nora Chei\a!

Lesbia wears a robe of gold.

But all so close the nymph hath lac'd it.

Not a charm of beauty's mould
Presumes to stay Mhere nature plac'd it!
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Oh! ray Nora's gown for me,
That floats as Mild as mountain breezes,

Leaving every beauty free

To sink or swell, as Heaven pleases!

Yes, my Nora Creina, dear!

My simple, graceful Nora Creina!
Nature's dress

Is loveliness —
The dress you wear, my Nora Creina.

Lesbia hath a wit refin'd,

But, when its points are gleaming round us,

Who can tell if they're design'd

To dazzle merely, or to wound us?
Pillow 'd on ray Nora's heart.

In safer shiraber Love reposes —
Bed of peace ! whose roughest part

Is but the crumpling of the roses.

Oh, my Nora Creiiva. dear!

My mild, ray artless, Nora Creina!
Wit, tho' bright,

Hath not the light

That warms your eyes, my Noka Creiwa.

I SAW THY FORM IN YOUTHFUL PRIME.

I SAW thy form in youthful prime.

Nor thought that pale decay
Would steal before the steps of time,

And waste its bloora away, Mary!
Yet still thy features wore that light,

Which lleets not with the breath;

And life ne'er look'd more truly bright

Than in tliy smile of death, Mar\!

As streams that run o'er golden mines,

Yet humbly, cahnly glide,

Nor seem to know the wealth that shines

Within their gentle tide, Mary!
So, veil'd beneath the simplest guise.

Thy radiant genius shone,

And that, which charm'd all other eyes,

Seem'd worthless in thy own, Mary.

If souls could always dAvell above.

Thou ne'er hadst left that sphere;

Or could we keep the souls we love,

We ne'er had lost thee here, Mary.
Though many a gifted mind we meet.

Though fairest forms we see.

To live with them is far less sweet,

Than to remember thee, Mary *

!

BY THAT LAKE, WHOSE GLOOMY SHORE".

By that Lake, whose gloomy shore

Sky-lark never warbles o'er"*.

Where the cliff hangs high and steep,

Young Saint Kevin stole to sleep.

"Here, at least," he calmly said,

"Woman ne'er shall find my bed."

Ah! the good Saint little knew
What that M'ily sex can do.

'Twas from Kathleen's eyes he flew,

Eyes of most unholy blue!

• I have here made a f«rble effort to imitate that exquisite inscription of Siicnstone's "Hen
nuanto minus est cum rcliqiiig vcrsari qiiam tiii meminisse!"

, , -

•• This Hallad is fnunded upon one of the many stories related of St. Kevin, whose bed in

the rock is tu be eceu at Glendalough, a most gloomy and romantic spot in the (county of

VVicklow.
1 r 1

•

••• There nrc many other curious tiaditioua cuuccriiiug (his Lake, which may be found lu

Giraldus, Colgan, etc.



2<)0 IRISH MELODIES.

Slic had lov'tl liira well and long,

W'ish'd liini lier's, nor thought it ^TrODg,

Wlieresoe'er the Saint Moald lly.

Still he heard her light loot nigh;

East or west, Mlicre'cr he tiirn'd,

Still her eyes before him burn'd.

On tlie bold clilTs bosom cast,

Tranquil now lie sleeps at last;

Dreams of hcav'n, nor thinks that e'er

Woman's smile can haunt him there.

But nor earth, nor heaven is free

From her power, if fond she be :

Even now, while calm he sleeps,

Kathleex o'er him leims and weeps.

Fearless pIic had track'd his feet.

To thi.'? rocky, wild retreat;

And Mhen nioining met his Tiew,

Her mild glances met it too.

All ! your Saints have cruel hearts

!

Sternly from his bed he starts.

And Avith rude, repulsive shock,

Hiu-ld her from the beetling rock.

Glevdalocgh ! tliy gloomy wave
Soon Mas gentle Kathleen's grave!

Soon the Saint (yet ah! too late,)

Felt her love, and mourn'd her fate.

When he said, " Ileav'n rest her soul!"'

Round the Lake light mui-ic stole;

And her ghost >vas seen to glide,

Smiling, o'er the fatal tide!

SHE IS FAR FR03I THE LAND.
She is far from the land where her young hero sleeps

And loA ers arc round her, sighing

;

But coldly she turns from their gaze, and weeps,
For her heiirt in his grave is lying!

She sings tlie wild song of lier dear native plains,

Every note which lie lov'd awaking. —
Ah! little tliey think who delight in her strains,

How the heart of the Minstrel is breaking

!

He had liv'd for his love, for his country he died.

They were all that to life liad entwine! hini, —

•

Nor soon shall the tears of his country be diied,

Nor long will his love stay behind him.

Oil! make her a grave, where the sun-beams rest,

When they promise a glorious morrow
;

They'll shine o'er her sleep, like a smile from the West,
From her own loved Island of sorrow

!

NAY, TELL ME NOT.
Nat, tell me not, dear! that the goblet drowns
One charm of feeling, one fond regret,

Believe me, a few of tliy angry frowns

Are all I've simk m its bright wave yet.

Ne'er linth a beam
Been lost in the stream

That ever was shed from thy form or soul;

The balm of thy sighs,

The light of thine eyes.

Still float on the surface, and halloAV my bowl!
Then fancy not, dearest ! that wine can steal

One blissful dream of the h.eart from me!
Like founts that awaken the pilgrim's zeal,

The bowl but brightens my love for thee!
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They tell us that Love in hU fairy hower
Had two hlusli-roscs, of hii'tii divine;

He gprinklcd tlie one with a rainbow's shower,

But bath'd the other with mantling wine.

Soon did the buds,

That drank of the floods

Dttstlll'd by the rainbow, decline and fade;

While those, which the tide

Of ruby had dyd
All blushd into beauty, like thee, sweet miud!

Then fancy not, dearest! that wiuc can steal

One blis;sfnl dream of the heart from me

;

Like founts, that awaken the pilgrim's 7eal,

The boAvl but brightens my love for thee.

AVE AGING AND BllIGIiT.

AvENGi:vc and bright fall tlie swift sword of Enra *

On him who the brave sons of Usv.v betray'dl —
For ev'ry fond eye he hath waken'd a tear in,

A drop from his heart-wounds shall weep o'er her blade.

By the red cloud that hung over Coxcr's dark dwelling".

When Ulad's three cliampions lay sleeping in gore*" —
By the billows of war which, go often, high swelling,

Htive wafted these heroes to victory's shore!

W^c swear to revenge them! — no joy shall be tasted.

The harp shall be silent, the maiden unwed,
Our halls shall be mute, and our fields shall lie wasted,

Till vengeance is wreakd on the murderer's head !

Yes, monarch! though sweet ai'c our hoine recollections.

Though sweet are the tears that from tenderness fall;

Though sweet are our friendships, our hopes, our aileGtionS}

Revenge on u tyrant Lj sweetest uf all

!

WHAT THE BEE IS TO THE FLOWERET.
He. — Whit the bee is to the floweret.

When he looks for honey-dew,
Tliroiigh the leaves that close embower it.

That, my love, I'll be to you!

She. — What the bank, with verdure glowing.

Is to waves that wander near,

W'hispering kisses, Avlvile they're going,

That I'll be to you, my dear!

She. — But, they say, the bee's a rover.

That hell fly, Avhen sweets are gone;
And, wlien once tlic kiss is over.

Faithless brooks will wander on!

He. — Nay, if flowers will lose their looks.

If sunny banks will wear away,
'Tis but right, that bees and brooks

Should sip and kiss them, while they may.

• The words of this pong were suggested by the very ancient Irish story called "Deinlr!, or
the lamentable fate of the sons ofl'snaoh," which has been transhited literally fidiiMu the {jai'lio,

by Mr. O' Fj.\nagan, (se<; Mil. 1. of TransacUonn of the O'uclic Society of J^ub/in,) and «iioii

which it appears that tiio ''Darthiila of MacpherKoa is founded. The treachery of Conor, King
of Ulster, lu putting to death the three sons of lisnn, was the cause of a desolating viar against
Lister, which terminated in the deslnictioTi of Kuiau. "This story (sa>s Mr. <)' Fla^agaw)
1— 1 V .. • ^- 1 I. .11 .-.. i.:_i. ..„ „.. -f the three tragic stories of the

e death of the children of liear^'

llic children of Usnach,' which is

)ry." It will be rccollecteil, that in the Second Number of these Melodies, there
is a ballad upon the story of the children of Lear or Lir; ''Silent, oh Moyle!" etc.

Whatever may be though* of those sanguine claims to antiquity, Mhirh Mr. O'Fi, waoan and
others advance for the literature of Ireland, it would be a very lasting rcprnarli npiiu <mr na-
tionality, if the Gaelic researches of this gentleman did not meet with all the liberut encou-
ragement they merit.

" Oh Nasi! view (he cloud that 1 here sec iu the sky! I see over Einau-grccu a clulling

cloud of blood tiugcd red.' —Vcirdiis Song-
"" I'lstcr.
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LOVE AXD THE NOVICE.

"Here we dwell, in holiest bowers,

"Where angels of light o'er our orisons bend;

"Where sighs of devotion and breathings of flowers

"To heaven in mingled odoiu* ascend!

"Do not disturb our calm, oh Love!
" So like is thy form to the cherubs above,

"It well might deceive such hearts as ours/'

Love stood near the Novice, and listen'd,

And Love is no novice in taking a hint

;

Uis laughing blue eyes now with piety glistened;

His rosy wing turn'd to heaven's own tint.

" Who would have thought , " the urchin cries,

" That Love could so well , so gravely disguise

"His wandering wings, and wounding eyes?"

Love now warms thee , waking and sleeping,

Young Novice, to him all thy orisons rise;

lie tinges the heavenly foimt with his weeping.

He brightens the censer's flame with his sighs.

Love is the Saint , enshrin'd in thy breast,

And angels themselves would admit such a guest,

If lie came to them, cloth'd in Fiety's vest.

THIS LIFE IS ALL CHEQUER'D WITH PLEASURES AND
AVOES.

This life is all chequerd with pleasm-es and woes,

That chase one another, like waves of the deep, —
Each billow, as brightly or darkly it flows,

Reflecting our eyes, as they sparkle or weep.

So closely our whims on our miseries tread,

That the laugh is awak'd , ere the tear can be dried

;

And, as fast as the rain-drop of Pity is shed.

The goose-feathers of Folly can turn it aside.

But pledge me the cup — if existence would cloy.

With hearts ever happy , and heads ever v»"ise.

Bo ours the light Grief, that is sister to joy,

And the short , brilliant Folly , that flashes and dies

!

When HvLAS was sent with his urn to the fount,

Tliro' fields full of simshine, with heart full of play.

Light rambled the boy over meadow and mount,
And neglected his task for the flowers on the way*.

Tims some who, like me, should have drawn and have tasted

The fountain that runs by Philosophy's shrine.

Their time with the flowers on the margin have wasted,

And left their light urns all as empty as mine

!

But pledge me the goblet — while Idleness weaves
Her flowerets together, if Wisdom can see

One bright drop or tAvo, that has fall'n on the leaves

From her fomitain divine, 'tis sufficient for me!

Vth. ]\o.

OH THE SHAMROCK!
TnRoi'GH Enrn's Isle,

To sport awhile,

As Love and Valoir wander'd
With Wit, the sprite.

Whose quiver bright

A thousand arrows squander'd;

I'rojiObito flui'cm praetulit officio. — rBOPERT. Lib. L Eleg. 20.
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Where'er they pass
A triple grass'

Shoots up , M ith dew-drops streaming,
As softly green
As emeralds , seen

Thro' purest crystal gleaming!
Oil the Shamrock , the green inimortal Shaim'ock

!

Chosen leaf

Of Bard and Chief,

Old Ehiiv's native Shamrock!

Says Valo™, "See,
"They spring for me,

"Those leafy gems of morning!" —
Says LoTE, "j\o, no,

"For mc they grow,
"3Iy fragrant path adorning!" —

Bnt Wit pcrceires

Tlie triple leaves.

And cries, "Oh ! do not sever

"A type, that hlends

"Three god-like friends,

"Love, Valoik, Wit, for ever!"
Oh the Slwimrock, the green, immortal Shamrock,

Chosen leaf

Of Bard and Chief
Old Eki\'s native Shamrock

!

So firmly fond

May last the bond,

b They Move that morn together,

P And ne'er may fall

One drop of gall

On Wit's celestial feather ;

May Love, as shoot

His flowers and fruit,

Of thorny falsehood Aveed 'em;
May Valour ne'er

His standard rear

Against the cause of Freedom

!

Oh the Shamrock, the green, immortal Shamrock

!

Chosen leaf

Of Bard and Chief,

Old Erin's native Shamrock!

AT THE MID HOUR OF NIGHT.

At the mid hour of night, when stars arc weeping, I fly

To the lone vale Ave lov'd , when life was wjirm in tliine eye;
And I think that, if spirits can steal from the regions of air,

To revisit past scenes of delight , thou wilt come to me there,

And tell me our love is rememhcr'd , even in the sky

!

Then I sing the Avild song it once was rapture to hear.

When our voices commingling Lreath'd, like one, on the ear;

And , as Echo far off through the vale my sad orison rolls,

I think, oh my love! 'tis thy voice from the kingdom of souls**,

Faintly answeruig still the notes that once were so dear.

ONE BUMPER AT PARTING.

0\E Lumper at parting! — tho' many
Have circled the board since wc met,

* Saint Patrick is said to have made use of that species of the trefoil, to which in (rclnnd
we give the name of Shamrock , in explaining the doctrine of the 'IViiiity to (he i'agan Irish. I

do not know if there ho any other reason for onr adoption of this plant as a national emblem.
Hoi'K

, among the ancients, \\ as sometimes represented as a beautiful child , "standing upon
tip-toes, and a trefoil or thrci'-colourcd grass in her hand."

*_' "Tlicre are countries," says \1o'st.\io>e, "where Ihey believe the souls of (lie happy
live in all manner of liberty, in delightful iiclds ', and that it is tho^e souls, repeating the words
wc utter, which wc call Echo."
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Tlie fallcst , the gaddcst of any
Remains to be croAvn'd by us yet.

The g^veetiie.<s , that pleasure has in it,

Is ahvuvd so fIow to corae forth,

That seldom, alas, till the minute
It dies, do Mc know half its Mortli!

But fill — may our life's hapjiy mcasuic
Be all of such moments made up

;

They're horn on the bosom of Plciuure,

They die 'midit the tears of the cup.

A/s onward we journey , how pleasant

To pause and inhabit awhile
Those few sunny ppots, like tlie pre.«ent.

That 'mid the dull wilderness smile!
But Time, like a ]iitile«s mabter,

Cries ,
" onward !

' and spurs tlic gay hours —
Aiul never does Time travel f.u-ter,

Than when his way lies amon^ flowers.

But conic — niay our lif<i"o haj)py measure
Be all of such moments m<ule up

:

They're born on tlie bosom of I'ieasiu'e,

They die midat the tcurd of the cup.

Tins evening', wc saw tlic sun sinking

la waters his glory made bright —
Qi'i! trujt me, our farewell of drinking

Should be like that farewell of light.

You saw how he lini>h'd , by darting

His beam o'er a deep billows brim —
So , fill up , let's shine at our parting.

In full, liquid glory like him.

And oh! may our life's happy measure
Of moments like this be made up

;

'Twas born on the bosom of Piea?uxe,

It die^s 'mid the tcai'd of the cup

!

'TIS THE LAST ROSE OF SL3IMER
'Tis the last rose of sunwier

Left blooming alone;

All her lovely compiuiioas

Are faded and gone;

No flower of her kindred,

]\o rose-bud is nigh,

To rcilect back her ])lushes,

Or give sigh for sigh

!

I'll not leaAC thee, thou lone one!

To i)ine on the stem

;

Since the lovely are sleeping.

Go, sleep thou with them;
llius kindly 1 scatter

Thy leases o'er tlie bed,

Wiierc thy mates of the garden
Lie gcentlc^^s and dead.

So soon may / follow,

\\ hen friendships decay.

And from Lome's shining circle

The gems drop away I

When true hearts lie withcr'il.

And fond ones arc" ilown.

Oh ! who would inhabit

This) bleak world alone?

THE YOUXGMAY .M00>.

The young May moon is beaming , love.

The glow-worm"r< lamp is gleaming, iovc,

How SM'cct to love
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Tliro'iiji^h Morxa's grove*,

While the tlioATs-y Avorld is dreaming, love!
Then awake ! — tlic heavens look liiight , my dear,
'Tis never too late for delight, luy dear.

And the best of all ways
To lengthen onr days

Is to steal a lew hours from the night, my dear!

NoAv all the world is sleeping, lo^c.

But the Sage, his star-watch keeping, love,

Aiul I , w hose star,

3Iorc glorious far.

Is the eye I'lom that casement peeping, love.

Then awake! — till rise of sun, my dear.

The Sage's gla-s Me'll shun, my dear,

Or, in watcliiiig the flight

Of bodies of light,

He might happen to take thee for one, my dear.

THE MINSTUEL-BOY.

The ]VIin«trel-Boy to the war is gone,

In the ranks of death youll find him;
His father's sword he Jias girded on.

And his Mild harp slung behind iiini. —
"Land of song!" said the warrior-bard,
" Tho' all the Avorld betrays thee,

"Otic SMord, at least, thy rights shall guard,

''•One faitliful harp shall prai&e thee!"

Tlie minstrel fell ! — hut the focraan's chain
Could not bring his proud soul under;

Tiie harp he lov'd ne'er spoke again.

For he tore its chords asunder

;

And said, "jNo chains shall sully thee,

"Thou soul of love and bravery!
"Tliy songs were made for the pure and free,

" TJiey shall never somid in slavery !

TIIE SONG OF O'RUARK,

PRINCE OF EUEFFM *,

The valley lay smiling before me.
Where lately I left her behind;

Yet I trembled, and something hung o'er me.
That saddcn'd the joy of my mind,

I look'd for the lamp which, she told me,
Should shine, when her Pilgrim return'd,

But, iJiough darkness began to infold me.
No lamp from the battlements burn'd

!

I flew to her chamber — 'twas lonely

As if the lov'd tenant lay dead —
Ah, would it were death, and death only!

But no , the young false one had fled.

• "Steals ailmtly to Morna's Grove."
See a transJalinn from the Iri.^h, in Mr. fiiiiiti!i(^s co!!fcti<iii , hy John IIbow-n, one of my

earliest college rnmpaiiloiis and friemls , wliose dcalh ivas as singularly mtluudioly and uiitor-

tu:iale ns \\U life had been amiable, honouraljle and exemplary.
" Thcs(r slan/.as ar<; fouiuled upon an event of most melancholy importance to Ireland ; if,

as uc are told by onr Irisli hjsloriaiiH, it ga\eEn{Cland tlie lirst opportunity of irolilin;' by our
divisions and siiljduing uH. The following arc the cimiinstances , as related by O'ilallorau.

"Tlie king of Leinster had long coneeived a \iolcnt affection for Dearbhorgil, daughter to tlie

king of Meatli, and thongii she had been for some lime married to O'Unark
,
prime of Hreffni,

yrt it could not re-.lriiin Uis passion. They carried on a private correspondence, and slie in-

formed him that t>'IJiiark intended soon to go on a pilgrimage (an act of piety frequent in
(liose days), and conjured him to embrace that opportunity of con\cying lier from a husbautl
she detested, to a lover she adored. Mac Murciiad too punctuallv obeyed the summons, and
hail the lady con\eycd to his capital of Ferns." — 'I'he Munarcli Itoileric espoused the cause
of O'lluarli. while Nlac Miirchacf lied to England , and obtained the assistance of Henry ]|.

"Such,'' adds Giraldui Canibrensis (as I lind him in an old translation), ''is the \ariable
and licklc nature of voinan, by Mhom all misciiicf in the world (for the most pari) do kuppeu
and oonie, as may appear bj Marcus AiUouitiH, and by ihu destruciiuu of Tro}."'



200 IRISH MELODIES.

And there bung the lute, that could eoften

My very worst paui^ into bliss,

WTiile the band that had wak'd it so often,

Kow tlirobb'd to a proud rivals kiss.

There was a time , falsest of women

!

When Breffm's good sMord vould have nought
That man, thro' a million of foenien,

Who dar'd but to douht thee in thought

!

W bile now — oh degenerate daughter
Of Eriv , how fallu is iliy fame

;

And , tlu-o' ages of bondage and slaughter,

Oui" country shall bleed for thy shame.

Already , the curse is upon her,

And strangers her valleys profane;

They come to divide — to dishonour,

And tyrants they long Mill remain!
But, onward! — the green banner rearing.

Go , flesh every sword to the hilt

:

On our side is Vibtie and Eiiix,

On theirs is the Saxon and Gvllt.

OH! HAD WE SOME BRIGHT LITTLE ISLE OF OUR OWN.

On! had we some bright little Isle of our own,

In a blue summer ocean , far off and alone,

Where a leaf never dies in the still-blooming bowers,

And the bee banquets on through a vbole year of flowers.

Where the sun loves to pause
With so fond a delay,

Tliat the night only draws
A thin veil o'er the day

;

Where simply to feel that mc breathe, that we live.

Is worth the best joy that life eUcMhere can gi>e.

There , m ith souls ever ardent and pure as the clime.

We should love, as they lov'd in the fir.-t golden time;

The glow of the sunshine, the balm of the air.

Would steal to our hearts, and make all summer there!

W ith affection , as free

From decline as the bowers,

And, with Hope , like the bee,

Living always on flowers,

Our life should resemble a long day of light,

And our death come on , holy and cahu as the night

!

FAREWELL! — BUT, WHENEVER YOU WELCOME THE
HOUR.

Farewell ! — but , whenever you welcome the hour.

That awakens the night-song of mirth in your hower,

Then think of the friend >vho once Avelcom'd it too,

And forgot his own griefs to be happy vith you.

His griefs may return — not a hope may remain

Of the few that have brigbten'd his pathway of pain —
Hut he ne'er will forget the short vi?ion , that threw

Its enchantment aroiuid him, while ling'ring Avith you!

And still on that evening, when pleasure fills up
To the highest top sparkle each heart and each cup,

Where'er my path lies, be it gloomy or bright.

My soul, happy friends! shall be with you that night;

Shall join in your reveL-i, your sports , and your wiles,

And return to me, beaming all o'er with your smiles! —
Too blest, if it tells me that, 'mid the gay cheer.

Some kind voice had murmur'd, "I Avish he were here!"

Let Fate do her worst, there arc relics of joy.

Bright dreams of the past, which she cannot destroy;

Which come, in the night-time of sorrow and care,
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Anil bring back the features that joy us'd to wear.

Long , long be my heart m ith such memories fiU'd

!

Like the vase, in which i-oses have once been distill'd —
You may break, you may ruin the vase, if you will.

But the scent of the roses will hang round it still.

OH! DOUBT ME NOT.

Oh ! doubt me not — the season

Is o'er, when Folly made me rove
And now the vestal. Reason,

Shall watch the fire awak'd by love.

Altho' this heart Avas early blown,
And fairest hands disturb'd the tree.

They only shook some I)Iossoms down.
Its fruit has all been kept for thee.

Then doubt me not — the season

Is o'er , when Folly made me rove.

And noAv the vestal, Reason,
Shall watch the fire awak'd by Love,

And tho' my lute no longer

May sing of Passion's ardent spell.

Yet , trust me , all the stronger

I feel the bliss I do not tell.

The bee thro' many a garden roves.

And hums his lay of courtship o'er.

But when he finds the flower he loves,

He settles there, and hums no more.
Then doubt me not — the season

Is o'er when Folly kept me free.

And now the vestal. Reason,

Shall guard the flame awak'd by thee.

YOU REMEMBER ELLEN'.

You remember Elle^v, our hamlet's pride.

How meekly she bless'd her humble lot.

When the stranger, William, had made her his bride,

And love Avas the light of their lowly cot.

Together they toil'd through winds and rains.

Till William at length, in sadness, said,

"We must seek our fortune on other plains;" —
Then, sighing, she left her lowly shed.

They roam'd a long and a m eary way.
Nor much was the maiden's heart at ease.

When now, at close of one stormy day,

They see a proud castle among the trees.

**To-night," said the youth, "we'll shelter there;

"The wind bloMS cold, the hour is late:"

So, he blew the hom with a chieftain's air.

And the Porter bow'd, as they pass'd tlie gate.

"Now, welcome. Lady!" exclaiin'd the youth, —
„This castle is thine, and these dark woods all,"

She believ'd him wild, but his words were truth.

For Ellen is Lady of Rosna Hall!

And dearly the Lord of Rosna loves

What William the stranger woo'd and wed;
And the light of bliss, in these lordly groves,

Is pure as it shone in the lowly shed.

I'D MOURN THE HOPES.

I'd mourn the hopes that leave mc,
If thy smiles had left me too;

• This Ballad was suggested by a well-known and interesting story told of a certain noble
ramily in England.
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Tfi vrccp, when frlenils deceive rae,

If thou >Tert, like them, untrue.

Cut vhile I've thee before luc,

"With lieart so warm and eyes so bright,

No clouds <;an linger o'er nie,

That smile tui-ns them all to light.

'Tis not in fate to harm rac,

"Wliilc fate leaves thj love to me;
'Tis not in joy to charm me,

Unless joy be shar'd with thee.

One minute's dream about thee

Were worth a lon*j, an endless year
Of waking bliss -without thee,

3Iy own love, my only dear!

And, tho' the hope he gone, lore,

Tliiit long sparkled oer our "way,

Oh! we t-luiil journey on, love,

3Iore safely, without its ray.

Far better lights shall Avin mc
Along the path I've yet to roam, —

The mind, that burns within me,
And pure smiles from thee at home.

Thus, when tlie lamp that lighted

The traveller, at first goes out,

lie feels aAvhile benighted.

And looks round, in liar and doubt.

But soon, the prospect clearing,

By cloudless star-light on he treads,

And thinks no lamp so cheering

As that light which Ileuveu bbeds.

Vlth No.

C03IE O'ER THE SEA.

Come o'er the sea,

Maiden ! witli me.
Mine thro' sunshine, storm, and snows

Seasons may roll.

But the true soul

Burns the same, >vhere'er it goes.

Let fate frown on, so we love and j)art not,

'Xiii life -uhere thou art, "tis death where thou art not.

Tiicn come o'er the sea.

Maiden ! with me,
Come -wherever the wild wind blows;

Seasons may roll,

But the true soul

Burns the same, where'er it goes.

Is not the Sea
Made for the Free,

Land for courts and chains alone?
Here we are slaves.

But, on the waves.
Lore and Liberty's all our own.

No eye to watch, and no tongue to wound us.

All earth forgot, and all heaven aroimd us —
Then come o'er the sea.

Maiden! Mith me,
Ikline thro' sunshine, storm, and snovrs!

Seasons may roll,

But the true soul

Burns the game, where'er it goes.
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HAS SORROW THY YOUNG DAYS SHADED.

Has sorrow tliy younj? days shaded.
As clouds o'er the morning' fleet?

Too fiist have tliose young diiys faded,

Tliat, even in sorroM', >Fere sweet!
Does Time with his cold wing wither
Each feeling that once Avas dear? —

Then, child of misfortune ! come liithcr,

ril weep with tliee, tear for te.ir.

Has Love to that soul, so tender,

Been like our Lagcnian mine*,

Where sparkles of golden splendour

All over the surface sliinc?

But, if in pursuit Ave go deeper,

Alliir'd hy the gleam that slione,

All ! false as the dream of the sleeper,

Like Love, the hright ore is gone.

Has Hope, like the hird in tlie story".

That flitted from tree to tree

W^ith the talisman's glittering glory —
Has Hope been that bird to thee?

On branch after branch alighting,

The gem did she sti'l disj>liiy,

And Avhen nearest and most inviting.

Then Avaft the fair gem aAvay?

If thus the sAvcet hours have fleeted

When SorroAV herself look'd briglit;

If thus the fond hope lias cheated,

That l(!d thee along so light;

If thus, too, the cold world Avither

Each feeling that once Avas dear; —
Come, child of misfortune! come hither,

III weep Avith thcCj tear for tear.

NO, NOT MORE WELCOME.

No, not more Avelcome the fairy numbers
Of music fall on the sleeper's ear,

When , half-awaking from fearful slumbers,

He thinks the full quire of lieaAcn is near, —
Than came that voice, Avhen, all forsaken,

This heart long Inid sleeping lain.

Nor thought its cold pulse Avould ever Avaken

To such benign , blessed sounds again.

Sweet voice of comfort! 'tAvas like the stealing

Of summer Avind thro' some Avreathed siiell —
Each secret Avinding , each inmost feeling

Of all my soul echoed to its spell!

'Twas Avhisper'd balm — 'tAvas sunshine spoken! —
I'd Ha'c years of grief and pain

To have my long sleep of sorroAV broken

By Buch benign, blessed sounds again!

WHEN FIRST I MET THEE.

When first I met thee, warm and young,

There slione such truth about thee,

And on thy lip sucJi promit^e hung,

I did n(»t dare to dctnbt thee.

1 saAV thee change, yet still relied,

Still clung Avilli hope the fonder,

• Our \Vicklow Gold Mines, to AThich this verse alludes, deserve, I fear, the cliavacterhcre

given of thoin.
. , . , ,«" "Tlie bird, having pot Up prize, settled not far off, with the talisiman in Ins mouth. I he

Prince drinv near it, hoping it Mould drop it; but, as he approachtd, (lie bird took wrue and
settled again," etc. — Arabian Aightf, — Slvrtj of Kunimir al Zurninaun and the FrincetH

of China.
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And thought , tho' false to all beside,

From me thou couldst not wander.

But go, deceiver! go, —
The heart, M'hose hopes could make it

Trust one so false, so low.

Deserves that thou shouldst break it!

VVlien every tongue thy follies nam'd,

I fled th' unwelcome story;

Or found , in even the faults they blam'd,

Some gleams of future glory.

/ still was true, when nearer friends

Conspird to wrong, to slight thee;

The heart, that now thy falsehood rends,

Would then have bled to right thee.

But go, deceiver! go,

Some day, perhaps, thou'lt waken
From pleasure's dream, to know
The grief of hearts forsaken.

Even now, tho' youth its bloom has shed,

No lights of age adorn tliee

;

The few. Mho lov'd tliee once, have fled,

And they who flatter scorn thee.

Thy midnight cup is pledged to slaves.

No genial ties enwreath it;

The smiling there, like liglit on gr.ivcs,

Has rank, cold hearts beneath it

!

Go—go—tho' worlds Mere thine,

I would not now surrender

One taintless tear of mine
For all thy guilty splendour!

And days may come, thou false one! yet,

When even those ties shall sever;

When thou wilt call, with vain regret.

On her thou'st lost for ever!

On her who, in thy fortune's fall,

With smiles had still receiv'd thee.

And gladly died to prove thee all

Her fancy first believd thee.

Go—go
—

'tis vain to curse,

'Tis weakness to upbraid thee;

Hate cannot wish thee worse

Than guilt and shame have made thee.

WHILE HISTORY'S MUSE.

While History's Muse the memorial was keeping

Of all that the dark hand of Destiny weaves.

Beside her the Genius of Erix stood weeping.

For her's Avas the story that blotted the leaves.

But oh! how the tear in her eyelids grew bright,

When, after whole pages of sorrow and shame,
She saw History Mrite,

With a pencil of light

That illum'd the whole volume, her Weu-ington's name!

"Hail, Star of my Isle!" said the Spirit, all sparkling

With beams, such as break from her own dewy skies —
"Tliro' ages of sorrow, deserted and darkling,

"I've Match'd for some glory like thine to arise.

"For tho' Heroes I've number'd, unblest was their lot,

"And uuhalloAv'd they sleep in the cross-ways of Fame; —
"But oh ! there is not

"One dishonouring blot

"On the wreath that encircles my Weli,I]vgton's name

!

"Yet still the last crown of thy toils is remaining,

"The grandest, tlie purest, ev'n thou hast yet known;
"Tho' proud was thy task, other nations unchaining.
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"Far prouder to lieal the deep wounds of thy own.

"At the foot of that throne, for whose weal thou hast stood,
"Go, plead for the land that first cradled thy fame —

"And, bright o'er the flood

"Of her tears and her blood,
"Let the rainbow of Hope be her Wellington's name!"

THE TIME I'VE LOST IN WOOING.
The time I've lost in wooing-.

In watching and pursuing
The light, that lies

In M Oman's eyes,

Has been my heart's undoing.
Tho' Wisdom oft has sought me,
1 scorn'd the lore she brought me,

My only books
Were Woman's looks,

And folly's all they're taught me.

Her smile M-hen Beauty granted,
1 hung with gaze enchanted,

Like him, the Sprite',

Wliora maids by night
Oft meet in glen that's haunted.
Like him, too, Beauty Mon me
But while her eyes were on me.

If once their ray
Was turn'd away,

O! M'iiids could not outrun me.

And are those follies going ?

JL And is my proud heart growing
H Too cold or wise

For brilliant eyes

Again to set it glowing.^

l\o — vain alas! th' endeavour
From bonds so sweet to sever; —

Poor Wisdom's chance
Against a glance

Is now as weak as ever!

WHERE IS THE SLAVE?

Where is the slave, so lowly,

Condemn'd to chains unholy,
Wlio, could he burst

His bunds at first,

Would pine beneath them slowly.''

AMiat soul, whose wrongs degrade it,

Would wait till time decay'd it,

WTien thus its wing
At once may spring

To the throne of Him who made it?

Farewell, Eri?j! — farcMcU, all,

Wlio live to weep our fall

!

Less dear the laurel growing.
Alive, untoHch'd, and blowing.

Than that, whose braid

Is pluck'd to shade
The brows, with victory glowing!
We tread the land that bore us.

Her green flag glitters o'er us,

The friends we've tried

* This alludes to a kind of Irish Fairy, which is to be met with, they say, in the fields,

at dusk; — as long as you keep your eyes upon him, he is lixed and in your power; — but the
moment you look away (and he is ingenious in furnishing some inducenicnt) he vanishes. 1 had
thought that Ibis was the sprite which we call the Leprechaun; but a high authority upon such
subjects. Lady Morgan (in a note upon her uatioiial aud interesting Novel, O'Donuellj has given
a very different account of that Goblin.
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Are by our side.

And the foe we hate before U3

!

Farewell, ERrv! farewell, all,

Wlio live to weep our fall!

COME, REST IN THIS BOSOM.

Come, rest in this bo$oni, my own stricken deer

!

Tho' the herd lia-se fled from thee, thy home is etill here;

Here t^till is the cmile, that no cloud can o'ercast,

And the heart and the hand all thy own to the last!

Oh! what was love made for, if 'tis not the same
Thro' joy and thro' torment, thro' glory and shame?
I knoM' not, I ask not, if guilt's in that heart,

I but know that I love thee, M'hatever thou art.

Thou hast call'd me thy Angel in moments of bliss,

And thy Angel I'll be, 'mid the horrors of this, —
Thro' the furnace, unshrinking, thy steps to pursue,

And sliicld thee , and save thee, or perish there too

!

'TIS GONE, AND FOR EVER.

'Tis gone, and for ever, the liglit we saw breaking.

Like Heaven's first dawn o'er the sleep of the dead —
When >Ian, from the slumber of ages awaking,

Look'd upward, and bless'd the pure ray, ere it fled!

'Tis gone — and the gleams it has left of its burning
But deepen the long night of bondage and mourning,
That dark o'er the kingdoms of earth is returning,

And darkest of all, hapless Erin, o'er thee.

For high was thy hope, when those glories were darting

Around thee, tlrro' all tlie gross clouds of the world;

When Truth, from her fetters indignantly starting.

At once, like a sun-burst, her banner unfurl'd'.

Oh, never shall earth see a moment so splendid

!

Then, then — had one Hymn of Deliverance blended

The tongues of all nations — hoAV sweet had ascended

The first note of Liberty, Eui\, from thee.

But, shame on those tyrants, who envied the blessing

!

And shame on the light race, unM'orthy its good,

Wlio, at Death's reeking altar, like furies, caressing

The young hope of Freedom, baptiz'd it in blood!

Then vanish'd for ever that fair, sunny vision.

Which, spite of tlie slavish, the cold heart's derision,

Shall long be rcmember'd, pure, bright and elysian.

As first it arose, my lost Ekin, on thee.

I SAW FR03I THE BEACH.

I SAW from the beach, wlien the morning was shining,

A bark o'er the waters move gloriously on;
1 came, when the sun o'er that beach was declining, —
The bark was still there, but the waters were gone!

Ah ! such is the fate of our life's early promise.

So passing the spring-tide of joy we have knoAvn;

Each wave, that we danc'd on at morning, ebbs from us,

And leaves us, at eve, on the bleak shore alone.

Ne'er tell me of glories, serenely adorning
The close of our day, the calm eve of our night; —

Give me back, give mc back the Avild freshness of Morning,

Her clouds and her tears are worth Evening's best light.

Oh, who would not welcome that moment's returning.

When passion first wak'd a new life thro' his frame.

And his soul — like the wood, that grows precious in burning —
Gave out all its sweets to love's exquisite flame!

* "The Sunburst" waa the fanciful name given by the ancient Irish to the Royal Bannei
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FILL THE BUMPER FAIR.

Fill the bumper fair!

Every drop wc sprinkle

O'er the brow of Cure
Smooths away a wrinkle.

Wit's electric flame
Ne'er so swiftly passes.

As when thro' tlie frame
It shoots from briuuning glusSC^.

Fill the bumper fair!

Every drop Me sprinkle

O'er tlie brow of Care
Smooths away a wrinkle.

Sages can, they say,

Grasp the lightning's pinions,

And bring down its ray
Frorn the starr'd dominions :

—
So we, Sages, sit,

And, 'mid bumpers bright'ning,

From the Heaven of Wit
Draw down all its lightning!

Wouldst thou know what first

3Iade our souls inherit

This ennobling thirst

For wine's celestial spirit?

It chanc'd upon that day,

When, as bards inform us,

Pbo:»ietheus stole away
The living fires that warm us.

Tlie careless Youth, when up
To Glory's foimt aspiring,

Took nor urn nor cup,

To hide the pilfer'd fire in;—
But oh his joy! when, round

The halls of Heaven spying,

Amongst the stars he found
A bowl of Bacchvs lying.

Some drops were in that bowl,
Remains of last night's pleasure

" With which the Sparks of Soul
Mix'd theu' burning treasure

Hence the goblet's shower
Hath such spells to win us —

Hence its mighty poMer
O'er that Flame Avitliin us.

Fill the bumper fair!

Every drop we sprinkle

O'er the brow of Care
Smooths away a wrinkle.

DEAR HARP OF MY COUNTRY.

Dear Harp of my Country! in darkness I found tbec.

The cold chain of silence had hung o'er tliee long*.

When proudly, my own Island Harp, 1 iin))(>und thee.

And gave all thy chords to light, fr<!edom, and song!

The warm lay of lo^e and the light note of gladness

Have waken'd thy fondest, thy liveliest thrill;

But, so oft hast tlutu echoed tlie deep sigh of sadness.

That ev'n in thy mirth it will steal from thee still.

* In that rebellions but beautilul Song, "When Erin iirst rose," tlicrc is, if I recollect

right, the following line :
—

"'ihe (lark chain of Silence was thrown o'er the deep!"
The Chain of Silence wa^* a sort of jiractical figure of rhetoric among the ancient Irish.

Walker tells us of "a celebrated contention for precedence belwreu Finn ancl (ianl, nearKinii'tt

jialace at Mmhaini, where the atteiiding Bards, aii\ions, if possible, to produce^ a cessation of

nostilities, shook the chain of Silence, and llnng themsches among (he ranks." Sec also the
Offe fo Oaul, the Sun of Morni, in Miss Ukooke's Iteliquea of Iriuli tvvlnj.
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Dear Harp of ray Country, fare\rell to thy numberji,

Tliis sAveet wreath of song is tlie la^it we shall twine!

Go, slcf|>, Mith the sunshine of Fame on thy slural)ers,

Till tonch'd ])y some hand less unworthy than mine.

If the pulpe of the patriot, soldier, or loier,

Have throbh'd at our lay, 'tis thy glory alone;

I Mas but as the wind, passing heedlessly over,

And all the wild gwectne^ 1 wak'd wa8 thy own.

viith ^To.

MY GENTLE HARP.

My gentle Harp! once more I waken
The sweetness of thy slumbering strain;

In tears our last farewell was taken.

And now in tears wc meet again.

No light of joy hath o'er thee broken,

But — like those Harps, whose hcav'nly skill

Of slavery, dark as thino, hath spoken —
Thou hang'st upon the willows still.

Ajid yet, since last thy chord resounded,

An hour of peace and triumph came.
And many an ardent bosom bounded
With hopes — that now are turn'd to shame.

Yet even then, while Peace was singing

Her halcyon song o'er land and sea,

Tho' joy and hope to others bringing,

Sho only brought new tears to thee.

Then, who can ask for notes of pleasure,

My drooping Harp, from chords like tliine?

Alas, the lark's gay morning measure
As ill M'ould suit the swan's decline!

Or how K^hall I, who love, who bless thee.

Invoke thy breath for Freedom's strains,

When ev'n the wreaths in which I dress thee,

Are eadly mix'd •— half flow'rs, half chauis!

But come, — if yet tliy frame can borrow
One breath of joy — oh, breathe for me.

And shew the w«)rld, in chains and sorrow,

IIow sweet tliy music still can be;

How gaily ev'n mid gloom surrounding,

Thou yet canst wake at pleasure's thrill —
Like MKMxon'a broken image, soundL^g,

'Mid desolation tuneful still!*

AS SLOW OUR SHIP.

As slow our phip her foamy track

Against the wind was cleaving.

Her trembling pennant still louk'd back
To that dear isle 'twas leading.

So loath Me part from all we love.

From all the links that bind us;

So turn our Iiearts, Mhere'er we rove,

To those M'e"ve left behind us!

When, round tho bowl, of vanish'd years
We talk with joyous seeming, —

With smiles, that might as well be tears

So faiut, so sad their beaming;
Wliile mcm'ry brings us back again

* Diinidin magicae resonant iibi Memnone chordae,
At<]ue vetui Tbebe ceulum jacet ubruta porlie. — Juvckal.



IRISH MELODIES. 215

Each early tie that frvvin'd us,

Oh, sweet's the cup that circles then
To those we've left behind as!

And when, in other climes, we meet
Some isle, or vale enchanting.

Where all looks flow'rj', Avild and sweet,
And nought hut love is Manting;

We think how great had been our bliss,

If Heav'n had but assign'd us

To live and die in scenes like this,

With some we've left behind us!

As travellers oft look back, at eve,

When eastward darkly going,

To gaze upon that light they leave

Still faint behind them glowing, —
So, when the close of pleasure's day

To gloom hath near consign'd us,

We turn to catch one fading ray
Of joy that's left behind us.

IN THE MORNING OF LIFE.

Is the morning of life, when its cares are unknown,
And its pleasures in all their new lustre begin,

When we live in a bright-beaming world of our own,
And the light that surromids us is all from within;

Oh it is not, believe me, in that happy time
W^e can love, as in hours of less transport we may; —

Of our smiles, of our hopes, 'tis the gay sunny prime.

But afTection is warmest when these fade away.

When we see the first glory of youth pass us by,

Like a leaf on the stream that Mill never return;

When our cup, M'hich had sparkled with pleasure so high.

First tastes of the other, the dark-flowing urn;

Then, then is the moment affection can sway
With a depth and a tenderness joy never knew

;

Love, nurs'd among pleasm-cs, is faithless as they.

But the Love, born of Sorrow, like Sorrow is true.

In climes full of sunshine, though splendid their dyes,

Yet faint is the odour the flow'rs shed about;

'Tis the clouds and the mists of our own weeping skies,

That call the full spirit of fragrancy out.

So the wild glow of payion may kindle from mirth,

But 'tis only in grief true affection appears :
—

And ev'n tho'to smiles it may first omc its birth,

All the soul of its sweetness is dravra out by tears

!

WHEN COLD IN THE EARTH.

Whe\ cold in the earth lies the friend thou hast lov'd,

Be his faults and his follies forgot by tlice then;

Or, if from their slumber the veil be remov'd.

Weep o'er them in silence, and close it again.

And oh! if 'tis pain to remember how far

From the pathways of light he Avas tempted to roam,
Be it bliss to remember that thou wert the star

That arose on his darkness, and guided him home.

From thee and thy innocent beauty first came
The re>ealings, that taught him true Love to adore,

To feel the bright presence, and turn him witli shame
From the idols he blindly had knelt to before.

O'er the Avaves of a life, long benighted and Mild,

Tliou cam'st, like a soft g<dden calm o'er the sea;

And, if happiness purely and gloMingly smil'd

On his cv'ning horizon, the light was from thee.
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And Uio', potnctimc-i, the s^hade of past folly would rise,

And tlio' fakehood aj^ain would allure liim to s^tray,

He hut turn"d to tlie j?lory that dwelt in those eycsi.

And the folly, the falsehood, soon vani.<hd away.

As tlie I'lifsts of tlie Sun, -when their altar grew dim,

At the day-beam alone could its lustre repair,

So, if Tirtue a moment greM- languid in him,

He but flew to tliat smile, and rcliindled it there.

REMEMBER THEE!
Remeotjer thee! yes, while there's life in this heart,

It shall never forget thee, all lorn as thou art

More deiir in thy sorrow, thy gloom, and thy showers,

Tlian the rest of the world in their siumicst hours.

Wert thou all that I wish thee, great, glorious, and free,

First flower of the earth, and first gem of the sea,

I might hail thee with prouder, M'ith happier brow,

But, oh ! could I love thee more deeply than now ?

No, tliy chains as they rankle, thy blood as it runs.

But make thee more painfully dear to thy sons —
Whose hearts, like the young of the desert-bird's nest.

Drink luvc in each life-drop tliat flows from thy breast

!

WREATH THE BOWL.
Wreath the bowl
With flowers of sonl,

The brightest Wit can Cud ns;

Well take a flight

Tow'rds heaven to-night.

And leave dull earth behind us

!

Should Love amid
The MTeaths be hid

That Joy, th' cnchimter brings us,

No danger fear.

While wine is near,

We'll drown him if he stings as.

Then, Mreath tlie bowl
With flowers of soul.

The briglitest Wit can find us;

Well take a flight

Tow'rds heav'n to-night,

And leave dull earth behind Ui\

'Twas nectar fed

Of old, 'tis said.

Their Junes, Joves, ApoUos ; —
And man may brew
His nectar too,

The rich receipt's as follows :
—

Take wine like tliis,

Let looks of bliss

Around it well be l)lended.

Then bring Wit's beam
To warm the stream,

And there's your nectar, splendid!

So, wreath the bowl
With flowers of soul,

The brightest Wit <an find us;

We'll take a flight

Tow'rds hcciven to-night.

And leave dull earth behind us!

Say, Mhy did Time
His glass sublime

Full up with sands unsightly.

When Mine, he knew.
Runs brisker through

And sparkles far more brightly.

Oh, lend it us,

And, smiling thus.
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The f^lass in tMO we'd sever,

IVlake pleasure glide

In double tide,

And fill both ends for ever!

Then wreath the bowl
With flowers of soul,

The brifjhtest Wit can find us;

We'll take a flight

Tow'rds heav'n to-night,

And leave dull earth behind ug

!

WIIEXE ER I SEE THOSE S3IILING EYES.

Whene'er I see those smiling eyes,

All fiU'd with hope, and joy, and light,

As if no cloud could ever rise,

To dim a heav'n so purely bright —
I sigh to think how soon that brow

In grief may lose its every ray,

And tliat liglit heart, so joyous now,

Almost forgot it once was gay.

For Time will come with all its blights,

The ruined hope — the friend unkind —
Tlic love that leaves, where'er it lights,

A chill'd or burning heart behind!

While youth, that now like snow appears.

Ere sullied by the dark'ning rain,

Wlien once 'tis touch'd by sorrow's tears,

Will never shine so bright again!

IF THOU'LT BE 3IINE.

If thou'U be mine, the treasures of air.

Of earth, and sea shall lie at thy feet;

Whatever m Fancy's eye looks fair.

Or in Hope's sweet music is most sMcet

Shall be ours, if thou wilt be nunc, love!

Bright floMcrs shall bloom wherever we rove,

A voice divine shall talk in each stream,

The stars shall look like worlds of love,

And this earth be all one beautiful dream
In our eyes — if thou wilt be mine, love!

And thoughts, whose source is hidden and high.

Like streams, that come from heaven-ward hills,

Shall keep our hearts — like meads, that lie

To be bath'd by those eternal rills —
Ever green, if thou wilt be mine, love!

All this and more the Spirit of Love
Can breathe o'er them, Avho feel his spells!

Tliat heaven which forms his home above,

He can make on earth, wherever he dwells,

And ho wilL, if thou wilt be mine, love!

TO LADIES' EYES.

To Ladies' eyes a round, !)oy.

We can't refuse, mc can't refuse,

Tho' bright eyes so abound, boj',

'Tis hard to choose, 'tis hard to choose.

For thick us stars that lighten

Yon airy bow'rs, yon airy bow'rs,

The comitless eyes that brighten

This earth of ours, this earth of ours.

Uut fill the cMj), — where'er, boy,

Our choice may fall, our ch«>i(-o may fall,

We're sure to Ihul Lo\c there, boy.

So drink theiu all! so drink them all!
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Some looks there are so holy,

They seem but giv'n, they seem but giv'n,

As t^plciidid beacoiiis, solely,

To light to heav'n, to light to heav'ii.

While some — oh! ne'er believe them —
With tempting ray, vith tempting ray.

Would lead us (God forgive them !)

The other way, the other way.
But fill the cup — where'er, boy,

Our choice may fall, our choice may fall,

We're sure to find Love there, boy,
So di'uik them all! so di-ink them all!

In some, as in a mirror,

Love seems portray'd, Love seems portray d,

But shun the flattering error,

'Tis but his shade, 'tis but his shade.

Himself has fix'd his dwelling

In eyes Ave know, in eyes M'e know,
And lips — but this is telling.

So here they go ! so here they go !

Fill up, fill up — Mhere'er, boy,

^ Our choice may fall, our choice may fall,

We're sure to find Love there, boy.

So drink them all ! so diink them all

!

FORGET NOT THB FIELD.
FoncET not the field where they perlsh'd.

The truest, the last of the brave,

All gone — and the bright hope we cherish'd

Gone with them, and quench'd in their grave

!

Oh! could Avo from death but recover

Those hearts as they bounded before,

In the face of high heav'n to fight over
That combat for freedom once more; —

Could the chain for an instant be riven,

Which Tyranny flung round us then,

Oh! 'tis not in Man nor in Heaven,
To let TjTanny bind it again

!

But 'tis past — and, tho' blazon'd in story

The name of our Victor may be.

Accurst is the march of that glory.

Which treads o'er the hearts of the free.

Far dearer the grave or the prison,

Illum'd by one patriot name,

Tlian the trophies of all, Avho have risen

On Liberty's ruins to fame!

THEY MAY RAIL AT THIS LIFE.

They may rail at this life — from the hour I began it,

I found it a life full of kindness and bliss

;

And, until they can shew me some happier planet.

More social and bright, I'll content me with this.

As long as tho Avorld has such eloquent eyes.

As before me this moment enrapturd 1 sec,

They may say Avhat they Mill of their orbs in the skies,

But this earth is the planet for you, love, and me.

In Mercury's star, where each minute can bring them
New sunshine and wit from the fountain on high,

Tho' the nymphs may have liAclier poets to sing them ',

They've none, even there, mcire enamoured than I.

And, as long as this harp can be waken'd to love,

And that eye its divine inspiration shall be.

They may talk as they will of their Edens above.

But this earth is the planet lor you, love, and me.

•Tous Ics iiabitaiih dc Mcrcurc soiit vifs. — Pluralile des Monrles.
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In that star of the west, by whose shadowy splendour.

At twilight so often we've roani'd tlirough tlie dew,

Tliere are maidens, perhaps, who have bosoms as tender.

And look , in their twilights, as lo> ely as you *.

But, tho' they were even more bright than the queen

Of that isle they inhabit in heaven's blue sea.

As I never those fair young celestials have seen.

Why, — this earth is the planet for you, love, and me.

As for those chilly orbs on the verge of creation,

Where sunshine and smiles must be equally rare.

Did they want a supply of cold hearts for that station,

Heav'n knows we have plenty on earth we could spare.

Oh! think what a world we should have of it here,

If the haters of peace, of affection and glee.

Were to lly up to Saturn's comfortless sphere.

And leave earth to such spirits as you, love and me.

OH FOR THE SWORDS OF FORMER TIME!

Oh for the swords of former time!

Oh for the men who b«>re them,
When arm'd for Right , they stood sublime,

And tyrc^nts crouch'd before them!
When pure yet , ere courts began
With honours to enslave him,

Tlie best honours worn by Man
Were those which ^ irtue gave hira.

Oh for the swords of former time!

Oh for the men Avho bore them.
When arm'd for Right, they stood sublime,

And tyrants crouch'd before them.

Oh for the Kings who ilourish'd then!

Oh for the pomp that crown'd them.
When hearts and hands of freeborn men,
Were all the ramparts round them.

When , safe built on bosoms true,

The throne was but the centre,

Round M'hich Love a circle drew,

That Treason durst not enter.

Oh for the Kings who Ilourish'd then

Oh for the pomp that crown'd them,
When hearts and hands of freeborn men,
Were all the ramparts romid them!

vmth ]vo

NE'ER ASK THE HOUR.

Ne'er ask the hour •— what is it to us
How Time deals out his treasures?

The golden moments, lent us thus,

Are not his coin , but Pleasure's.

If counting them over could add to their blisses,

I'd number each glorious second:
But moments of joy nrc , like Lisbia's kisses,

Too quick and sweet to be reckon'd.

Then fill the cup -— what is it to us

How Time his circle measures?
The fairy hours we call up thus.

Obey no wand but Plciisure's

!

Young Joy ne'er thought of counting hours,

Till Care, one summer's morning,

* LaTerre pourra «5trc poiirVi'iiiis I'etoilc «lu bwgcr cl la mure lies amours, coiiuiie Vcaus
1 est potir nws. — Fluralitc dva Mondes.



220 lUISH MELODIES.

Set up, among his smiling^ flowers,

A dinl, by vay of warning.

But Joy lovd better to gaze on the sun,

As long as its light Mas gUiwing,

Than to Match Mith old Care how the shadow stole on,

And how fast that light Mas going.

So fill the cup — what is it to us

How Time his circle raeasures ?

The fairy hours we call up thus,

Obey no wand but Pleasure's.

SAIL ON, SAIL ON.

Saii. on , eail on , thou fearless bark —
Wherever blows the welcome -wind,

It cannot lead to scenes more dark,

More sad than those we leave behind.

Each wave that passes seems to say
"Though death beneath our smile may be,

" Less cold Me are , less false than they,
" Whose smiling >vreck"d thy hopes and thee

!"

Sail on , sail on , — through endless space —
Tlirough cahn — through tempest — stop no more

;

The stormiest sea's a resting-place

To him who leaves such hearts on shore.

Or, — if some desert land we meet,

Where never yet false-hearted men
Profan'd a world , that else Mere sm eet —
Then rest thee, bai-k, but not till then.

THE PARALLEL.
Yes , sad one of Sion * — if closely resembling,

In shame and in sorrow, thy Mither"d-up heart —
If drinking deep, deep, of the shame "cup of trembling"

Could make us thy children, our parent thou art.

Like thee dotli our nation lie conquer'd and broken,

And fall'n from her head is the once royal crown

;

In her streets, in her halls. Desolation hath spoken,

And "while it is day yet, her sun had gone down'*

Like thine doth her exile, mid dreams of returning,

Die far from the home it were life to behold;

Like thine do her sons, in the day of their mourning.
Remember the bright tilings that bless'd them of old!

Ah, well may we call her, like thee, "the Forsaken"*,"
lier boldest are vanquish'd, her proudest are slaves;

And the harps of her minstrels, when gayest they M'aken,

Have breathings as sad as the wind over graves!

yet hadst thou thy vengeance— yet came there the morrow,
That shines out, at last, on the longest dark night.

When the sceptre, that smote tliec with slavery and sorrow.

Was shiver'd at once , like a reed , in thy sight.

When that cup, Mhich for others the proud Golden City-}-

Had brimm'd full of bitterness , drench'd her own lips.

And the world she had trampled on heard , M'ithout pity.

The hoM'l in her halls and the cry from her sliips.

When the curse Heaven keeps for the haughty came over
Her merchants rapacious, her rulers unjust.

And — a ruin, at last, for the earth-Morm to cover, -f-J-
—

The Lady of Kingdoms
-j-f-}- lay low in the dust.

" Thc8C verses were written after the perusal of a treatise by Mr. Hamilton, professing to

prove that the Irish were originally Jews.
** " Her sun is gone down while it was yet day." Jer , xv. 9.
*•* "Thou shall no more be lernied Forsaken.', Isaiah, Kii. 4.

•J-
"How hath the oppressor ceased! the golden city ceased." Isaiah, xiv. 4.

j-i "'riijV pomp is brought down to the grave and the worms cover thee." Itiaiali, xiv.l),

}!+ "'Ihou Shalt no more be called the Lady of Iviiigdums. Isa., xlvii. 3.
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DRINK OF THIS CUP.

Drt\k of this cnp — you'll find there's a spell in

Its every drop 'gainst the ills of mortality — ^

Talk of the cordial that sparliled for IIelen,

Her cup Mas a fiction, hut this is reality.

Would you forget the dark world we are in,

Only taste of the hubhie that gleams on the top of it

;

But Mould you rise above earth, till akin

To luimortals themselves, you must drain every drop of it.

Send round the cup — for oh there's a spell in

Its every drop 'gainst the ills of mortality —
Talk of the cordial that sparkled for IIkle^,

Her cup was a fiction, hut this is reality.

Never Mas philter form'd with such power
To charm and beM'ilder as this we are quaffing;

Its magic began when , in Autimm's rich hour,

As a harvest of gold in the fields it stood laughing.

There, having, by nature's enchantment, been fiU'd

With the balm and the bloom of her kindliest Mcathcr,

This wonderful juice from its core was distill'd,

To enliven such hearts as are here brought together!

Then drink of the cup -— you'll find there's a spell in

Its every drop 'gainst the ills of mortality —
Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen,
Her cup M'as a fiction but this is reality.

And though, perhaps — but breathe it to no one —
Like caldrons the witch brcMs at midnight so awful,

In secret this pliilter was first taught to flow on,

Yet 'tis not less potent for being unlaMful.

What though it may taste of the smoke of that flame,

W'hicli in silence extracted its virtue forbidden —
Fill up — there's a fire in some hearts I could name,

Wliich may work too its charm, though now lawless and hidden
So drink of the cup — for oh there's a spell in

Its every drop 'gainst the ills of mortality —
Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen
Her cup was a fiction, but this is reality.

THE FORTUNE-TELLER.

DowTV in the valley come meet me to night,

And I'll tell you your fortune truly

As ever 'twas told , by the new moon's light,

To young maiden, shining as newly.

But, for the world, let no one be nigh.

Lest haply the stars should deceive me;
These secrets between you and me and the sky
Should never go farther, believe me.

If at that hour the heav'ns be not dim,
My science shall call up before you

A male apparition — the image of him,
Whose destiny 'tis to adore you.

Then to the phantom be thou but kind.

And round you so fondly he'll hover,
You'll hardly, my dear, any difference find

'Twixt him and a true living lover.

DoMTi at your feet , in the pale moonlight.
He'll kneel, M'ith a M'armth of emotion —

An ardour, of M'hich such an innocent sprite.

You'd scarcely believe had a notion.

Wliat other thoughts and events may arise.

As in destiny's hook I've not seen them.
Must only be left to the stars and your eyes

To settle, ore morning, betMccn them.
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^

OH, YE DEAD! 1

Oh, ye Dead! oh, ye Dead! •vrhora yre know by the light you give '

From your cold gleaming eyes, though you move like men who live,

^ATiy lea^e you thus yoiu- graves.

In far off fields and vaves.

Where the worm and the sea-bird only know your bed

;

To haunt this spot, where all

Those eyes that wept your fall.

And the hearts that heMail'd you, like your own, lie dead?

It is true — it Is true — we are shadows cold and wan

;

It is true — it is true — all the friends we lovd are gone;
But , oh ! thus ev'n in death.

So sweet is still the breath

Of the fields and the flow'rs in our youth we wander d o'er,

That ere, condemn'd, we go
To freeze mid IIecla's* snow.

We would taste it aAvhile, and dream we live once more!

O'DONOHUE'S MISTRESS".
Of all the fair months , that round the sun

In light-link"d dance their circles run,

Sweet May, sweet May, shine thou for me;
For still, when thy earlie.-t beams arise.

That youth, who beneath the blue lake lies,

SAveet May , sweet May , returns to me.

Of all the smooth lakes, -where day-light leaves

His lingering smile on golden eves.

Fair Lake , fair Lake , thou'rt dear to me

;

For when the last April sun grows dim.

Thy ]Vaiads prepare his steed for him
Who dwells , who dwells , bright Lake , in thee.

Of all the proud steeds, that e^er bore
Young plumed Chiefs on sea or shore,

White Steed, white Steed, most joy to thee;

Who still, with the first young glance of spring.

From under that glorious lake dost bring

Proud Steed
,
proud Steed , ray love to me.

While, white as the sail some bark unfurls.

When newly launch'd, thy long mane*" curls.

Fair Steed, fair Steed, as white and free;

And spirits , from all the lake's deep bowers.

Glide o"er the blue wave scattering flo-wers,

Fair Steed , around my love and thee.

Of all the sweet deaths that maidens die,

Whose lovers beneath the cold wave lie,

Most sweet, most sweet, that death will be,

Which, under the next May evening's light.

When thou and thy steed are lost to sight,

Dear love , dear love , 111 die for tliee.

ECHO.
How sweet the answer Echo makes

To Music at night,

' Paul Zeland mentions that there is a raoiintain in some part of Ireland, where the g'hosts

of persons Mho ha\e died in foreign lands walk about and converse with those they meet, like

liviTig jicoiile. If as^ked why they do not return to their homes, they Bay, they are obliged to

go to Mount Hccla, and disappear immediately.
" The particulars of the tradition respecting O'Donohue and his White Horse, may be found

in Mr. Weld's Account of hillarney, or, more fully detailed, in Derrick's Letters. "For many
years after his death, the spirit of this hero is supposed to have beeu seen on the morning of
May-day, gliding over the lake on his favourite ^hite horse, to the sound of sweet, unearthly
music, and preceded by groups of youths and maideus, ^\ho Hung wreaths of delicate spring-
flowers in his path.

Among other stories', connected with this Legend of the Lakes, it is said that there was a

young and beautiful girl, whose imagination was so impressed with the idea of this \ibionary

chieftain, that she fancied herself in love with him, and at last, in a fit of insanity, on a May-
morning , threw herself into the Lake.

"• The boatmen at Killarney call those waves which come on a windy day, crested with

foam ,
'• U'Douuhue's white horses,"
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When, roiis'd by lute or horn, she wakes,

And far away, o'er lawns and lakes,

Goes ansM'ering- light.

Yet Lo^e hath echoes truer far,

And far more sweet,

Than e'er, beneath the moonlight's star,

Of horn , or hite , or soft guitar,

The songs repeat.

'TIS when the sigh , in youth sincere.

And only then, —
The sigh that's breath'd for one to hear,

Is by that one, that only dear,

Breath'd back again!

OH BANQUET NOT.
Oh banquet not in tliose shining bowers,

Wliere Youth resorts — but come to me.
For mine's a garden of faded flowers.

More fit for sorrow, for age, and thee.

And there we shall have our feast of tears.

And many a cup in silence poiu* —
Our guests, the shades of former years.

Our toasts, to lips that bloom no more.

There, while the myrtle's Mithering boughs
Their lifeless leaves around us shed.

We'll brim the bowl to broken vom's,

To friends, long lost, the chang'd, the dead.

Or, as some blighted laurel waves
Its branches o'er the dreary spot.

We'll drink to those neglected graves,

Where valour sleeps, unnara'd, forgot!

TIIEE, TIIEE, ONLY THEE!
The dawning of morn, the day-light's smking.

The night's long hours still find me thinking

Of thee, thee, only thee.

When friends are met, and goblets crov\-n'd.

And smiles are near, that once enchanted,

Unreach'd by all that sunshine round,

My soul, like some dark spot, is haunted
By thee, thee, only thee.

Wliatever in fame's high path could waken
My spirit once, is now forsaken

For thee, thee, only thee.

Like shores, by vhich some headlong bark
To the ocean hurries — resting never —

Life's scenes go by me , bright or dark,

I know not, heed not, hastening ever

To thee, thee, only thee.

I have not a joy but of thy bringing.

And pain itself seems sweet when springing
From thee, thee, only thee.

Like spells, that nought on earth can break.

Till lips, that know the charm, have spoken.

This heart, howe'er the world may wake
Its grief, its scorn, can but be broken
By thee, thee, only thee.

SHALL THE HARP THEN BE SILENT.?

Shall the Harp then be silent, when he, who first gave
To our country a name, is withdrawn from all eyes?

Shall a Minstrel of Erin stand mute by the grave,
Where the first — where the last of her Patriots lies?

No — faint tho' the death-song may fall from his lips,

Tho' his Harp, like his soul, may witli shadow's be crost,
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Yet, yet shall it sound, 'mid a nation's eclipse.

And proclaim to the world what a star hath been lost'!

What a union of all the affections and powers,

IJy which life is exalted, erabellish'd, refin'd,

Wari emhrac'd in that spirit — whose centre was ours,

While its mighty circumference circled mankind.

Oh, Avho that loves Erin — or who that can see,

Through the waste of her annals, that epoch suLlIme —
Like a pyramid, rais'd in the desert — where lie

And his glory stand out to tlie eyes of all time!

That one lucid interval, snatch'd from the gloom
And the madness of ages, Aviien, filld AviLh his soul,

A Nation o'crleap'd the «lurk hounds of her doom,
And for one sacred instant, touch'd liberty's goal!

Wlio, that ever hath heard him — hath drank at the source

Of that wonderful eloquence, all Erin's OAvn,

In Mhose high-thoughted daring, the fire, and the force,

And the yet untam'd spring of her spirit are shewn.

An eloquence, rich — wheresoever its Mave
Wander'd free and triumphant — with thoughts that ehono tlirough

As clear as the brook's "stone of lustre,'' and gave
With the fliosh of the gem, its solidity, too.

Who, that ever approach'd him, Avhen free from the crowd,

In a home full of love, he deliglited to tread

'Mong the trees which a nation had giv'n, and vhlch how\l,

As if each brought a new civic crown for his head —
That home, where — like him who, as fahle hath told'*,

Put the rays from his brow, that his child might come near,

Every glory forgot, the most wise of the old

Became all that the simplest and youngest hold dear.

Is there one, who hath thus tlirough his orbit of life,

But at distance observ'd Iiim — through glory, through blame.

In the calm of retreat, in the grandeur of strife,

AVTiether shining or clouded, still high and the same —
Such a union of all tliat enriches life's hour,

Of the sweetness Me love, and the greatness we praise.

As that type of simplicity blended Mith power,

A child with a thunderbolt only portrays —
Oh no — not a heart, that e'er knew liim, but mourns

Deep, deep o'er the grave, where such glory is shrin'd —
O'er a monument Fame Mill preserve, 'mong the urns

Of the Misest, the bravest, the best of maiikind!

OH, THE SIGHT EXTRAXCIXG.

Oh, the sight entrancing,

When morning's beiim is glancing
O'er files, array'd

With hchu and blade.

And plumes, in the gay wind dancing!
WTien hearts are all high beating,

And the trumpet's voice repeiiting

That song, whose breath
May lead to death,

But never to i*etrcating

!

Oh the sight entrancing,

Wlien morning's beam is glancing
O'er files, array'd
With lielm and blade.

And plmues, in the gay Muid dancing.

• It is nnl3' thege two first verses that are cither lilted or intended to he sune.
*• Apollo, "in his iiUcrview vitii Phactoa, as dcscrihcd lij Ovid: — "l>fj)o*«7t radios pro

pi'usQue avcedere jtMst't."
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Yet, 'tis not liclm or feather —
For ask yon despot, whether

His phiined bands
Could bring' such hands

And hearts as ours together.

LeaTe pomps to those who need 'em —
Adorn but Man with freedom,

And proud he brares
The gaudiest slaves.

That craMl M'hcre monarchs lead 'era.

The SA^ord may pierce the beaver,
Stone walls in time may sever,

'Tis heart alone,

Worth steel and stone,

That keeps men free for ever!
Oh that sight entrancing,

When the mornings beam is glancing
0"er files, array'd

Witfi liplin and blade.

And in Freedom's cause advancing

!

15
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APPENDIX.

ADVERTISEMENT
PREFrSED TO THE

FIRST AND SECOND. NUMBERS.

Power takes the liberty of announcing to the Public a Work which has long

been a Desideratum in this country. Though the beauties of the National 3Iu-

sic of Ireland have been rery generally felt and aclinowledged, yet it has hap-

pened, through the want of appropriate EngH.-h words, and of the arrangement ne-

cessary to adapt thtin to the Aoice, that many of the most excellent composi-

tions have hitherto remained in obscurity. It is intended, therefore, to form a

Collection of the best Original Irish Melodies, with characteristic Symphonies
and Accompaniments; and with Words containing, as frequently as possible, allu-

sions to the manners and history of the Country. Sir Jon\ Stevexson has very

kindly consented to undertake the ai-rangcment of the Airs; and the lovers of

simple National 3Iu»ic may rest secure , that , in such tasteful hands, the native

charms of the original melody will not be sacrificed to the ostentation of science.

In the poetical Part, Power has had promises of assistance from several dis-

tinguished Literary Chai-acters; particularly from 3Ir. Moore, whose lyrical ta-

lent is so peculiarly suited to such a task, and whose zeal in the undertaking

will be best miderstood from the foUoM ing Extract of a Letter which he addressed

to Sir John Steve\so\ on the subject: —
"I feel very anxious that a Work of this kind should be undertaken. We

"have too long neglected the only talent, for Mhicli our English neighbours ever

"deigned to allow us any credit. Our National 3Iusic has never been properly

"collected'; and, while the composers of the Continent have enriched their Ope-
"ras and Sonatas with Melodies borrowed from Ireland, — very often without
"even the honesty of acknowledgment, — we have left these treasures, in a great

"degree unclaimed and fugitive. Thus our Airs, like too many of our Conntry-
"men, for want of protection at home, have passed into the service of foreigners.

"But we are come, I hope, to a better period of both Politics and 3Iusic ; and
"how much they are coiuiected, in Ireland at least, appears too plainly in the tone

"of sorrow and depression which characterizes most of our early Songs. — The
"task which you propose to nie of adapting words to these airs, is by no means

i

"easy. The Poet, m ho would foIloM' the various sentiments which they express, must'
"feel and understand that rapid fluctuation of spirits, that unaccountable mixture i

"of gloom and levity, which composes the character of my countrymen, and haa :

"deeply tinged their Music. Even in their liveliest strains we find some mclan-
"choly note intrude,— some minor Third or flat Seventh— which throws its shade as

"it passes, and makes even mirth intere>ting. If BiRxs had been an Irishman,
"(and I would Millingly giAe up all our claims upon Ossiax for him,) his heart
"would have been proud of such music, and liis genius Mould have made it

"immortal.
"Another difficulty (which is, however, purely mechanical) arises from the

"irregular structure of many of those airs, and the lawless kind of metre M'hicli

"it will in consequence be necessary to adapt to them. In these instances the
"Poet must write, not to the eye, but to the ear; and must be content to have
"his verses of that description Avhich Cicero mentions, 'Quos si canttt spoliaveris

"nuda rcmancbit oratio.' lliat beautiful Air, 'The TMisting of the Rope,' which
"has all the romantic character of the Swiss Ranz des laches, is one of those
"wild and sentimental rakes, Avhich it will not be very easy to tie doM n in sober
"wedlock with Poetry. HoMcver, notwithstanding all these difficulties, and the
"very little talent which I can bring to surmount them, the design appears to me
"so truly National, that I shall feel much pleasure in giving it all the assistance

"in my power.

^^Leicestershire , Feb, 1807."

* The \rriter forgot, when he made this assertion that the Public are indebted toMr. Bff\T-
INC for a very- valuable Collection of Irish Music; and that the patriotic geuius ofMiss Owes-
soN has been employed upon some of our liuest Airs.
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ADVERTISEMENT
TO THE

THIRD NUMBER.

In presentini^ the Third Number of this Work to the Public, Power begs leave

to offer his acknowledgments for the very liberal patronage witli which it has
been honoured; and to express a hope that the unabated zeal of those who have
hitherto so admirably conducted it, will enable him to continue it through many
future Numbers with equal spirit, variety, and taste. The stock of popular Me-
lodies is far from being exhausted ; and there is still in resene an abundance of

beautiful Airs, which call upon ]\Ir. 3Ioore, in the language he so well under-
stands, to save them from the oblivion to which they are hastening.

Power respectfully trusts he will not be thought presumptuous in saying,

that he feels proud, as an Irishman, in even the very subordinate share Mhich
he can claim, in promoting a Work so creditable to the talents of the Country
— a Work which, from the spirit of nationality it breathes, will do more, he is

convinced, towards liberalizing the feelings of society, and producing that brother-

hood of sentiment which it is so much our interest to dierish, than could ever
be effected by the arguments of wise, but uninteresting, politicians.

LETTER
TO

THE MARCHIONESS DOWAGER OF DONEGAL,

PREFIXED TO THE

THIRD NUMBER.

While the Publisher of these Melodies very properly inscribes them to the Nobi-

lity and Gentry of Ireland in general, 1 liave mucli pleasure in selecting ovc from

that number, to whom my share of the Work is particularly dedicated. Though
your Ladyship has been so long absent from Ireland, I know that you remember
it well and warmly — that you have not allowed the charm of English society,

like the taste of the lotus, to produce oblivion of your countrj', but that even

the humble tribute which I offer derives its chief claim upon your interest from
the appeal Mhich it makes to your patriotism. Indeed, absence, hoMCver fatal

to some affections of the heart, rather strengthens our love for tlie land wliere

we Avcre born ; and Ireland is the country, of all others, m hich an exile must
remember with enthusiasm. Those few darker and less amiable traits, m ith which
bigotry and misrule have stained her character, and m hich are too apt to disgust

us upon a nearer intercourse, become softened at a distance, or altogether in^i-

sible; and nothing is remembered but her Alrtues and her misfortunes — the

zeal with which she has always loved liberty, and the barbanuis policy mIucIi

has always withheld it from her — the ease with -which her generous spirit

might be conciliated, and the cruel ingenuity which has been exerted to "wring
her into undutifulness *. "

It has often been remarked, and oftener felt, that our music is the truest of

all comments upon onr history. The tone of defiance, succeeded by the languor

of despondency — a burst of turbulence dying away into softness — the sorrows

of one moment lost in the levity of the next — and all that romantic mixtiu-c

of mirth and sadness, which is natm-ally produced by the efforts of a lively tem-

perament to shake off, or forget, the Avrongs which lie upon it: — such arc the

features of our history and character, which we find strongly and faithfully re-

llectcd in our music: and there are many airs, which, 1 tlilnk, it is diilicuit to

listen to, without recalling some period or event to which their expression seems

peculiarly applicable. JSomctluies, when the strain is open and spirited, yet shad-

ed here and there by a mournful recoUectitui, we can fancy that we behold the

brave allies of Montrose ", marching to the aid of the royal cause, notwlthstand-

• A nlirase mIucu occurs in a letter from the Earl of Desinonil to the Earl of Oniioud, iii

Elizabeth's time. — Scriiila Sacia^ aa (iiiolcd by Curry. ... . ^," There are souie firalilying accounts ol the ffallantry of these Irish auMliaries in "The
Complete History of llie VVaVs in Scotlanil under IVhiutrose" (UilKI). See particularly, for the

conduct of an Irishman at the battle of Aberdeen, chap. 0. p. 49. : and for a tribute to the bra-

15 *
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ing all the perfidy of Charles and his ministers, and remembering just enough
of past sufferings to enhance the generosity of their present sacrifice. The plain-

tive melodies of Carolan take us hack to the times in which he lived, when our

poor countrj-men were driven to worship their God in caves, or to quit for ever

the land ofthcir birth — like the bird that abandons the nest, which human
touch has violated ; — and in many a song do we hear the last farewell of the

exile ', mingling regret for the ties he leaves at home, with sanguine expecta-

tions of the honours that await him abroad — such honours as were Mon on
the field of Fontenoy, where the valour of Irish Catholics turned the fortune of

the day in favour of the French, and extorted from George the Second that me-
morable exclamation, "Cursed be the laws which deprive me of such subjects!"

Though much has been said of the antiquity of our music, it is certain that

our finest and most popular airs are modern ; and perhaps we may look no further

than the last disgraceful century for the origin of most of those wild and me-
lancholy strains, which Mere at once the offspring and solace of grief, and which
were applied to the mind, as music was formerly to the body, " decantare loca

dolcntla. " Mr. Pinkcrton is of opinion " that none of the Scotch jjopular airs

are as old as the middle of the sixteenth century ; and though musical antiquaries

refer us, for some of our melodies, to so early a period as the fifth century, I

am persuaded that there are few, of a civilized description, (and by this I mean
to exclude all the savage Ceanans' cries'", etc.), which can claim quite so ancient

a date as Mr. Pinkcrton allows to the Scotch. But music is not the only sub-

ject upon which our taste for antiquity is rather unreasonably indulged ; and,

hoM'ever heretical it may be to dissent from these romantic speculations, I cannot

help thinking that it is possible to love our country very zealously, and to feel

deeply interested in her honour and happiness, Mithout helie\ing that Irish was
the language spoken in Paradise f ; that our ancestors were kind enough to take

the trouble of polishing the Greeks ff , or that Abaris, the Hyperborean, was a
native of the North of Ireland fff.
By some of these archaeologists it has been imagined that the Irish were early

acquainted with counterpoint ' , and they endeav our to support this conjecture

by a well-kno^m passage in Giraldus, where he dilates, with such elaborate praise,

upon the beauties of our national minstrelsy. But the terms of this eulogy are

too vague, too deficient in technical accuracy, to prove that even Giraldus him-
self knew any thing of the artifice of counter-point. There are many expres-

sions in the Greek and Latin writers which might be cited, with much more
plausibility', to prove that they understood the arrangement of music in parts '*

;

yet I believe it is conceded in general by the learned, that, however grand and
pathetic the melody of the ancients may ha^e been, it was reserved for the in-

genuity of modern Science to transmit the "light of Song" through the vaiiegat-

ing prism of Harmony.
^

Lideed, the iiTCgular scale of the early Irish (in which, as in the music of

very of Colonel O' Kyan, chap. 7. 55. Clarendon owns that the Marquis of Montrose was in-'

debted for much of his iniraculoua success, to this small band of Irish heroes under Macdonnell.;
* The associations of the Hindu Music, though more obvious and dcliued, were far less

touching and characteristic. They divided their songs according to the seasons of the year,
by which (says Sir \Villiam Jones) "they were able to recall the memory of autumnal merri-
ment, at the close of the harvest, or of separation and melancholy during the cold months," etc.
— ylniatic Traniiactions,\u]. 3., on the Musical Modes of the Hindus. — VNhat the Abbe du Boa
says of the symphonies of Lully, may be asserted with much more probabilitj', of our bold and'
impassioned airs — "elles auvoient produit de ces ell'ets, qui nous paroisscut fabuleux dans le
reoit des anciens, si ou les avoit fait entendre a des hommes d'un nature! aussi vif que les Athe-
nieus." — Reflex, sur la Pciiiture, etc. tom. 1. sect. 45.

" Dissertation, prefixed to the 2d volume of his Scottish Ballads.
"* Of which some genuine specimens may be found at the end of Mr. Walker's Work upon

the Irish Bards. Mr. Bunting has disligured his last splendid volume by too many of these
barbarous rhapsodies.

f See Advertisement to the Transactions of the Gaelic Society of Dublin.
ft ()' Halloran, vol. I, part 4, chap. 6.

•j-H- Id- «b. chap. 7.

* It is also supposed, but with as little proof, that they understood the die'sis, or enharmo-
nic interval. — The Greeks seem to have formed their ears to this delicate gradation of sound;
and, whatever difficulties or objections may lie in the way of its practical use, we must agree
with Mersenne, (Preludes de 1' Harmonie, quest. 7,) that the theory of Music would be imper-
fect without it; and, e\en in practice, (as Tosi^ among others, very justly remarks. Observa-
tions on Florid Song, chap. 1, sect. 16.,) there is no good performer on tho violin, who does
not make a sensible difference between D sharp and E flat, though, from the imperfection of
the instrument, they are the same notes upon the Piano-forte. The effect of modulation by
enharmonic transitions is also very striking and beautiful.

"The words Troiy.iha and l7-*pof/)a)ri«, iu a passage of Plato, and some expressions of '

Cicero in fragment, lib. 2. de llepubl., induced the Abbe' Fraguier to maintain that the ancients
had a knowledge of couuter-point. M. Burette, however, has answered him, I think, satisfac-
torilj'. (Exameu d'un passage de Platon, iu the 3d vol. of Histoire de 1' Acad.) M. Huet is of
opinion, (Pensecs Diverses,) that what Cicero says of the music of the spheres, in his dream of
Scipio, issufticient to prove an acquaintance with harmony; but one ot the strongest passages,
which 1 recollect, in favour of the supposition, occurs in' the Treatise, attributed to Aristotle.

Ilt^i Kodfiov— Movcf/Cti 3e oiH? Ofto^ xui fioQei; x. t. X.
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Scotland, the interval of the fourth was wanting*,) must have fnmished hut
wild and refractory subjects to the harmonist. It was only when the invention of

Gnido began to be known, and the powei's of the harp" were enlarged by ad-

ditional strings, that our melodies took the sweet character which iuterests us

at present; and while the Scotch persevered in the old mutilation of the scale"*,

om- music became gradually more auienable to the laws of harmony and coun-
ter-point.

In profiting, however, by the improvements of the modems, onr stjle still

keeps its orginality sacred from their refinements; and though Carolan had fre-

quent opportunities of hearing the works of Geminiani and other masters, we but
rarely find him sacrificing his native simplicity to the ambition of their orna-

ments or afTectation of their science. In that curious composition, indeed, called

his Concerto, it is evident that he laboured to imitate CorcUi; and this union of

manners, so very dissimilar, produces the same kind of uneasy sensation which
is felt at a mixture of different styles of architecture. In general, however, the

artless floAV of our music has preserved itself free from all tinge of foreign inno-

vationf, and the chief corruptions of Avhich we have to complain, arise from the

unskilful performance of our own itinerant musicians, from whom, too frequently,

the airs are noted down, encumbered by their tasteless decorations, and respon-

sible for all their ignorant anomalies. Though it be sometimes impossible to

trace the original strain, yet, in most of them, "auri per ramos aura refulget
, f
f"

the pure gold of the melody shines through the ungraceful foliage which surrounds

it — and the most delicate and difficult duty of a compiler is to endeavour, as

much as possible, by retrenching these inelegant superfluities, and collating the

various methods of playing or singing each air, to restore the regularity of its

form, and the chaste simplicity of its character.

I must again observe, that, in doubting the antiquity of our music, my scep-

ticism extends but to those polished specimens of the art, which it is difficult to

conceive anterior to the dawn of modern improvement ; and that I would by no
means invalidate the claims of Ireland to as early a rank in the annals of min-
strelsy, as the most zealous antiquary may be inclined to allow her. In addition,

indeed, to the poMcr which music must always have possessed over the minds ofa
people so ardent and susceptible, the stimulus of persecution was not wanting to

quicken our taste into enthusiasm; the channs of song were ennobled witli the

glories of martyrdom, and the acts against minstrels, in the reigns of Henry
Vm. and Elizabeth, were as successful, I doubt not, in making my countrymen
musicians, as the penal laws have been in keeping them Catholics.

With respect to the verses which I have written for these Melodies, as they
are intended rather to be sung than read, I can answer for their sound with
somewhat more confidence than their sense; yet it would be aflectation to deny

that I have given much attention to the task, and that it is not through want of

* Another lawless peculiarity of our Music is the frequency of, what composers call, con-
secutive fifths : but this is an irregularity which can hardly be avoided, by persons not very
conversant with the rules of composition; indeed, if I may venture to cite my own wild attempts
in this way, it is a faiilt which I find myself continually committinp, and which has sometuuee
ap)ieared so pleasinf^ to my ear^ that I have surrendered it to the critic with considerable re-

luctance. May there not be a little pedantry in adhering too rigidly to this rule'? — 1 have
been told that there are instances, in Haydn, of an undisguised succession of fifths ; and Mr.
Shield, in his Introduction to Harmony, seems to intimate that Handel has been sometimes
guilty of the same irregularity.

** A singular oversight occurs in an Essay upon the Irish Harp, by Mr. Beauford, which
is inserted in the Appendix to Walker's Historical Memoirs. — "The Irish, (says lie,) according
to Uromton, in the reign of Henry II., had two kinds of Harps, 'llibcrnici tamen in duobus
mnsici generis instrujiientiH, nuainvis praecipitem et velocem, suavem tamen et jucundam,' (he
one greatly bold and quick, the other soft and pleasing." — How a man of Mr. Beauford's
learning could so mistake tne meaning, and mutilate the grammatical coustrurlion of this ex-
tractj is unaccountable. The following is the passage, as I find it entire in Broniton; and it

requires but little Latin to perceive the injustice which has been done to the words of the old
Chronicler : — "Et cum Scotia, hujus terrae lilia, utatur lyra, timpano et choro, ac VVallia
cithara, tubis et choro Hibernici tamen in duobus niusiri generis instrumentis, t/uamvis pracci-
nitem et velocem, nuavem tamen et jucundam, crispatis modulis et intricatis notulis, e'ffiriunt

narmoniam." Hist. Anglic. Script, pag. 1075. — I should not have thought this error w(»rth re-

marking, but that the conipikr of the Dissertation on the Harp, prefued to Mr. Bunting's last

Work, has adopted it implicitly.

"* The Scotch lay claim to some of our best airs, but there are strong traits of dUfcrcnce
between their melodies and ours. They had formerly the same passion for robbing u^^ of our
Saints, and the learned l)ein|>ster was, for this oll'ence, called "The Saint Steal('r."_ 1 suppose
it \v;a8 an Irishman, who, by way of reprisal, stole Ueuipster's beautiful wife from liim at Pisa.
— See this anecdote in the Phtar.otheca of Eythracus part I. page 25.

\ Among other false reiineiiicnts of the art, our nuisic (with the exception perhaps of the
air called "Maniina, Mamma, " and oue or two more of the same ludicrous description,) has
avoided that puerile niiinickiy of natural noises, motions, etc., which disgraces so often the
works of e\en the great Handel himself. D' Aleuibert ought to have had better taste than to
become the patron of this imitative aflectation. — Visc.ours Pretiminaire dv. V Kncyclopedie.
The reader may lind some good remarks on the subject in Avison upon Musical Kxpre.ssiou; a
work, which, th(nigli under the name of Avisou, was writteu, it is said, by Dr. Brown.

il Virgil, Aeueid, lib. 6. v. 201.
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zeal or industry, if I unfortunately disgrace the sweet airs of my country, by
poetry altogether unworthy of their ta»te, their energy, and their tenderness.

Though the humble nature of my contributions to this Mork may exempt
them from the rigoiu"s of literary criticism, it Mas not to be expected that those

touches of political feeling, those tones of national complaint, in Mhich the poetry

sometimes sympathizes Mith the music, would be suffered to pass Mithout censure

or alarm. It has been accordingly said, that the tendency of this publication is

mischievous ', and that I have chosen these airs but as a vehicle of dangerous

politics — as fair and precious vessels, (to borrow an image of St. Augustin **,)

from which the wine of error might be administered. To those who identify

nationality with treason, and who see, in every effort for Ireland, a system of

hostility towards England, — to those too, wlio, nursed in the gloom of preju-

dice, are alarmed by the faintest gleam of liberality, that threaten fto disturb

their darkness — like that Deraophon of old, who, when the sun shone upon
him, shivered "' — to such men I shall not deign to apologize, for the warmth
of any political sentiment which may occur in the course of these pages. But
as there are many, among the more wise and tolerant, who, with feeling enough
to mourn over the wrongs of their country, and sense enough to perceive all the

danger of not redressing them, may yet thmk that allusions, in the least degree

bold or inflammatory, should be avoided in a publication of this popular descrip-

tion — I beg of these respected persons to believe, that there is no one who de-

precates more sincerely than I do, any appeal to the passions of an ignorant and
angry multitude ; but that it is not through that gross and inflammable region of

society, a Mork of this nature could ever have been intended to circulate. It

looks much higher for its audience and readers — it is found upon the piano-

fortes of the rich and the educated — of those -who can afford to have their

national zeal a little stimulated, >vithout exciting much dread of the excesses into

Mhich it niay hurry them ; and of many Mhose nerves may be, now and then,

alarmed Mith advantage, as much more is to be gained by their fears, than
could ever be expected from their justice.

Having thus adverted to the principal objection, which has been hitherto

made to the poetical part of this work, allow me to add a few words in defence

of my ingenious coadjutor. Sir John Stevenson, who has been accused of having
spoiled the simplicity of the airs, by the chromatic richness of his symphonies,
and the elaborate variety of his hai-monies. We might cite the example of the

admirable Haydn, who has sported through all the mazes of musical science, in

liis arrangement of the simplest Scottish melodies ; but it appears to me, that

Sir John Stevenson has brought a national feeling to this task, which it would
be in v ain to expect from a foreigner, however ', tasteful or judicious. Through
many of his own compositions we trace a vein of Irish sentiment, which points

him out as peculiarly suited to catch the spirit of his country's music; and, far

from agreeing with those critics, who think that his symphonies have nothing
kindred with the airs which they introduce, I would say that, in general, they
resemble those illuminated initials of old manuscripts, M'hich are of the same
character with the Mriting Mliich follows, though more highly coloured and
more curiously ornamented.

In those airs, M'hich are arranged for voices, his skill has particularly dis-

tinguished itself, and, though it cannot be denied that a single melody most na-
turally expresses the language of feeling and passion, yet often, M'hen a favourite

strain has been dismissed, as having lost its charm of novelty for the ear, it re-

turns, in a harmonized shape, with new claims upon our interest and attention;

and to those who study the delicate artifices of composition, the construction of

the inner parts of these pieces must afford, I think, considerable satisfaction.

Every voice has an air to itself, a flowing succession of notes, which might be
heard with pleasmc, independent of the rest — so artfuUy has the harmonist (if

1 may thus express it) gavcUed the melody, distributing an equal portion of its

SMectne^s to every part.

If your Ladyship's love of Music were not known to me, I should not have
hazarded so h)ng a letter upon the subject; but as, probably, I may have presum-
ed too far upon your partiality, the best revenge you can take is to write me
just a^ lung a letter upon Fainting; and I promise to attend to your theory of

• See Letters, under the siguatures of Timaeus, etc., in the Morning Post, Pilot, and
other papers.

.. "\„n acciiso verba, quasi va.'sa electa atquc pretiosa; sed vinum erroris, quod cum eis
nobis propinaliir." — Lib. 1. Confess, chap. l(j.

*" This emblem of modem bigots was head-butler (Tja.TeJo.Toto;) to Alexander the
Ureat. — Sext. Empir. Pyrrh. Hypotlt. Lib. 1,
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the art, with a pleasure only surpassed by that, which I have so often derived

froiii your practice of it. — May the mind which such talents adorn, continue

cahu as it is bright, and happy as it is virtuous

!

Believe nte, your Ladyship's

Grateful Friend and Servant,

Thomas Moore.

ADVERTISEMENT
to the

FOURTH NUMBER.

This Number of the Melodies ought to have appeared much earlier; and the

writer of the words is ashamed to confess, that the delay of its publication must

be imputed chiefly, if not entu-ely, to huu. He finds it necessary to make this

avowal, not only for the purpose of removing all blame from the publisher, but

in consequence of a rumour, which has been circulated industriously in Dublin,

that the Lish Government had interfered to prevent the continuance of the AVork.

This would be, indeed, a revival of Henry the Eighth's enactments against

Minstrels, and it is flattering to fmd that so much importance is attached to our

compilation, even by such persons as the inventors of the report. Bisliop Lowth,

it is true, was of opinion, that one song, like the Hymn to Harmodius, would

have done more towards rousing the spirit of the Romans, than all the philippics

of Cicero. But we live in wiser and less musical times; ballads have long lost

theu- revolutionary powers, and we question if even a " Lillibullero " would pro-

duce any very seriotis consequences at present. It is needless, therefore, to add,

that there is no truth in the report ; and we trust that whatever belief it ob-

tained was founded more upon the character of the Government than of the JFork.

Tlie Airs of the last Number, though full of originality and beauty, were,

perhaps, in general, too cmiously selected to become all at once as popular as,

we think, they deserve to be. The Public are remarkably reserved towards new

acquaintances in music, which, perhaps, is one of the reasons why many modern

composers introduce none but old friends to their notice. Indeed, it is natural

that persons, w ho love music only by association, should be slow in feeling the

charms of a new and strange melody; while those, who have a quick sensibility

for this enchanting art, will as naturally seek and enjoy novelty, because in every

variety of strain they find a fresh combination of ideas, and the sound has scarce-

ly reached the ear, before the heart has rapidly translated it into sentiment.

After all, however, it cannot be denied that the most popular of our National Airs

are also the most beautiful; and it has been our Avish in the present Number, to

select fiom those Melodies only which have long been listened to and admired.

The least known in the collection is the Air of "Louc's young dream;" but it is

one of those easy, artless strangers, whose merit the heart acknowledges Listaiitly

T. M.

Bury-Street, St. James's,

Nov. 1811.

ADVERTISEMENT
TO THE

FIFTH NmiBER.

It is but fair to those, who take an interest in this Work, to state that it

is now very near its termination, and that the Sixth Niunbcr , whicli fhM speed-

ily appear, will, nn»st probably, be the last of the series. Three \ oltunes >vill

then have been completed, according to the original plan, and the Tntpnetors

desire me to say thata List of Subscribers will be published w ith the concludnig

Number.
It is not so much from a want of materials, and still less from any abate-

ment of zeal or industry, that we have adoptc«l the resolution of bringing our

task to a close; but we" feel so pro\id , for our country's sake and our own, ol

the interest which this purely Irish Work has ex.iled, and so anxious lest a par-

ticle of that intcrc-t should be lo^t, l>y any ill-judged protraction o» its existence,

that wc think it wiser to take away the cup from the lip. while its llaxuir is
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yet, vrc truet, fresh and sxreet, than to riik any longer trial of the charm, or

give go mach as not to leave some Mish for more. Li speaking thus I allude

entirely to the Air?, vhich are, of course, the main attraction of the?e Volume*

;

and though we have still many popular and delightful Melodies to produce', yet

it cannot be denied that we t-hould »oon experience some difficulty, in equalling

the richness and novelty of the eiirlier lumbers, for which, as we liad the choice

of all before us, Me naturally selected only the most rare and beautiful. The
Poetry , too , would be sure to sympathize with the decline of the Music ; and

however feebly my words have kept pace with the excellence of the Airs, they

would fidlow ihtir falling off, I fear, Mith wonderful alacrity. So that, altogether,

both pride and prudence counsel us to stop, while the Work is yet. Me believe,

flourishing and attractive, and in the imperial attitude ''stantcs mori," before

we incur the charge either of altering for the worse, or, what is equally un-

pardonable, continuing too long the same.
AVe beg , however , to say , it is only in the event of our failing to find

Airs as exquisite as most of those we have given , that Me mean thus to antici-

pate the natural period of dissolution — like those Indians who put their relatives

to death when they become feeble — and they who Mtsh to retard this Eutha-
nasia of the Irish Melodies, cannot better eilect it than by contributing to our

collection, not what are called curious Airs, for we have abundance of them,

and they are, in general, only curious, but any real sweet and expressive Songs
of our Country, which either chance or research may have brouglit into their

bands.

T. M.
Mayfield Cottage, Ashbourne,

December, 1813.

ADVERTISEMENT
TO THE

SIXTH NUMBER.

In presenting this Sixth Number to the Public as our last, and bidding adtca

to the Irijh Harp for ever, we shall not answer very confidently for the strength

of our resolution, nor feel quite sure that it may not prove, after all, to be only
one of those eternal farcMclls Mhich a lover takes of his mistress occasionally.

Our only motive, indeed, for discontinuing the Work was a fear that our trea-

sures Mere beginning to be exhausted , aud an unwillingness to descend to the

gathering of mere gee<l-pearl , after the very valuable gems it has been our lot

to string together. But this intention, which we announced in our Fifth Number,
has excited an anxiety in the lovers of Irish Music, not only pleasant and flat-

tering, but highly useful to us; for the various contributions we have received

in consequence, have enriched our collection with so many choice and beautiful

Airg, that if we keep to our resolution of publbhing no more, it will certainly

be an instance of forbearance and self-command, unexampled in the history of
poets and musicians. To one Grentleman in particular, who has been many years
resident in England, but who has not forgot among his various pursuits, either

the language or the melodies of his native country, we beg to offer our best

thanks for the many interesting communications with which he has favoured us;
and we trust that he and our other friends will not relax in those efforts by
w hicli Me have been so considerably assisted ; for though the Work must now
be considered as defunct, yet — as Reaumur, the naturidist, found out the art

of making the cicada sing after it was dead — it is not impossible that, gome
time or other, we may try a similar experiment upon the Irish 3Ielodies.

T. M.
Mayfield, AaKboume,

March, 1815.

• Among these is Savouma Deelith, which I have hitherto only withheld from the diffidence
I feel in treading upon the same ground with \lr. Campbell, «hose beautiful words to this line
Air have taken too strong possession of all ears and hearts, for me to think of prudacingany im-
prestiou after him, 1 suppose, however, I must attempt it for the next iVumber.
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ADVERTISEMENT
TO THE

SE\TXTII NUMBER.

If I had cnnsjilted only my own judgment, this Work would not have ex-

itendcd beyond the Six jVurabers ah-eady published; Avliich contain, perhaps, the

(floMer of our national melodies , and have attained a rank in public favour of

Iwhich I Mould not willingly risk the forfeiture , by degenerating , in any way,
from those merits that were its source. Whatever treasures of our music were
still in reserve, (and it will be seen, I trust, that they are numerous and valu-

able,) I would gladly have left to future poets to glean, and, Avith the ritual

words "tj6j trado,'^ would iia^e delivered up the torch into other hands, before

it had lost much of its light in my OAvn. But the call for a continuance of the

work lias been , as I understand from the Publisher , so general , and we have
received so many contributions of old and beautiful airs'^, the suppression of vhich,

for the enhancement of those we have published, would resemble too much the

policy of the Dutch in burning their spices , that I have been persuaded, though
not without considerable diffidence in my success , to commence a new series of

the Irish Melodies.

T. M.

* One Gentleman, in particular, whose name I shall feel happy in being allowed to men-
tion, has not on!}' sent us nearly IVirty anoieut airs, but has commuiiicated many curious
fragments of Irish poetry, and some interesting traditions, current in the country where he re-
sides, illustrated by sketches of the romantic scenery to which they refer; all of which, though
too late for the present Kiuuber, will be of iniiuite service to us iu the prosecution of our task.
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PREFACE.
\VHEN I gave this Piece to the Tlieatre , I had not the least intention of puh-

lishing it; because, however I may have hoped that it would be tolerated upon

the stage , among those light summer productions Mhich are laughed at for a

season and forgotten, I was conscious how ill such fugitive trifles can bear to

be imbodied into a literary form by publication. Among the motives which

have influenced me to alter this purpose, the strongest, perhaps, is the pleasure

I have felt in presenting the Copy-right of the Dialogue to Mr. Power, as some

little acknowledgment of the liberality which he has shown in the purchase of

the Music. The Opera, altogether, has had a much better fate than I expected;

and it would, perhaps, have been less successful in amusing the audience, if I

liad "song-t' scrieuscment a Ics fairc rire.''^ But, that the humble opinion which

I express of its merits has not been adopted in complaisance to any of my critics,

will appear by the following extract from a letter whidi I addressed to the Li-

censer, for the purpose of prevailing upon him to restore certain passages, which

lie had thought proper to expunge as politically objectionable: — "You will

"perceive, Sir, by the true estimate which I make of my own nonsense, that,

" if your censorship were directed against bad jokes , etc. I should be much
"more ready to agree with you than I am at present. Indeed, in that case, the
"

' una litura' would he sufficient. " — I cannot advert to my correspondence

with this Gentleman , without thanking him for the politeness and forbearance

with which he attended to my remonstrances ; though I suspect he will not quite

coincide with those journalists, who have had the sagacity to discover sjniptoms

of political servility * in the dialogue.

Among the many wants which are experienced in these times, the Want of

a sufficient number of Critics will not, I think, be complained of by the most
querulous. Indeed , the state of an Author now resembles very much that of the

poor Laplander in winter, who has hardly time to light his little candle in the

darkness, before myriads of insects swarm round to extinguish it. In the present

instance, however, I have no reason to be angry with my censnrers; for, upon
weighing their strictures on this dramatic bagatelle, against the praises with

which they have honoured my writings in general, I find the balance so flat-

teringlj' in my favour, that gratitude is the only sentiment Avhich even the

severest** have awakened in me.
To Mr. Arnold, the Proprietor of the English Opera, I am indebted for

many kindnesses and attentions; and tlunigh we have difl'ered so materially in

our opinions of this Piece, those, mIio know the side which he has taken in

the dispute, will easily believe that it has not very nmch irabittercd my feelings

towards him.

The Music, which I have ventured to compose for the Opera, owes whatever
little dramatic efl'ect it may possess to the skilful suggestions and arrangements

of Mr. IIoRx; and I only fear that the delicacy, vith which he has refrained

from altering the Melodies, or <'veu tlie Harmonics which I attempted, may
have led hiui into sanctioning many ungraceful errors in both , which his better

taste and judgment Avonld liave rcjcc'ted.

To the Performers I am grateful for more than mere professional exertions

;

there was a kind z(;al amongst them, a cordial anxiety for my success, which,
I am proud to hear , has seldom been equalled.

THOMAS MOORE.
Bury-strcet, St. James's,

Oct. 9, 1811.

* This extraordinary charge was, I believe, founded upon the passaf^c which alludes 1o
the RKr.E>T; and if it be intli-td 8er\ility to look up with hope to the PniNt;E, as tlie iiarbinper
of better days to my wroii{?ed and insiilted ('ountry , and to expect thai the friend of a Fox
and a M o I R A will also he the friend of Liberty anil of Ireland — if thix be ser\ ilil\, iu com-
mon with the great majority of my Countrymen, [ am proud to sny I plead guilty to the cliarge.

'• Seethe very elaborate Criticisms lu The Times, of Tuesday, Sept. 10. and iu The
Examiner, of Sunday, Sept. 15.



DRAMATIS PERSONAE.

Sir Charles Canvas
Captain Canvas
Ihnry dc Rosier

Mr. Hartinf^on
Leathcrhead
Davy

La Fosse

Lady Bab Blue
Madame de Rosier

Miss Sclwyn
Miss Hartington

Susan

Peasants, etc. etc.

ACT I.

SCENE I. — The Beach — Boats coming to Land.

EOVT-GLEE.

The song, that liglitcns the langaid way,
\Vhcii bnius arc glowing,
And faint Mitli rowing.

Is like the spell ot Hoiiu's airy lay.

To whose sound thro' lite we stray.

The beams that flash on the oar a\ihi1e.

As we row along thro' waves so clear.

Illume its spray, like the fleeting smile
That shines o'er Sorrow's tear.

Nothing is lost on him, who sees
AVith an eye that Feeling gave; —

For him there's a story in ev'ry breeze.
And a picture in ev'ry wave.

Then sing , to lighten the languid May -,
—

When brows are glowing,
And faint villi rowing:

'Tis like the spell of Hope's airy lay,
To whose sound thro' life we stray.

Sir Charles Canvas, Lady Bab nine. Miss Hartington, Miss Selwyn, and Davy,

land from the Boat.

Lady B. What a charming clear morning! I protest we might almost sec

the coast of France. — Run, Da^y, and fetch my telescope.

Davy. I wool, my Ladj-. [Exit Davy to Boat.]

Sir Charles. Ay, do, Davy — tltc French coa^it is a favourite view of mine.

Aliss Scliryn. I thought, Sir ('harles, your views lay nearer home.

Sir C. Ilcra — a hit at me for staying at home, Avhile my hrother is Jibroad

fighting the enemy (aside). Why, really, Madam, if all the hrains of the country

were to be exported through the Admiralty and the War-Office, you Mould

liave none left for home coiisiunption. — ?ko — no — a few of vs must stick

to Old England, or her politics and fashions would be entirely neglected, and

the devil would get amongst the ministers aiul the tailors.

Miss Hartington. You suppose then , Sir Charles , that our politics and our

fashions may be safely intrusted to the same hands.

Sir C. Certainly , >Iadam — there is nothing like its for leading cither the

ton or the Opposition — for turning out either an equipage or an Administra-

tion; and equally knoMing on the turf and the hustings, if a favourite horse

breaks down , or a new patriot bolts, we can start you fresh ones at the shortest

notice.

Miss S. Your brother, however, seems to think, Sir Charles, that, on the

quarter-deck of a British man of war , he may make himself at least as useful

to his country , as if he passed all his time between a barouche-box and the

Treasury Bench.

Sir C. That plaguy brother of mine is never out of her head (aside'). Wliy,

as to my brother — Miss Selwjn — my brother — in short. Madam, if my
brother had not been in such a hurry to come into the world, but had Mailed

decently like me till his mother Mas married, he Mould not only have saved the

family some bluslies, but Mould have possessed, of course, (he title, the fortune,

and all those cogent little reasons mIhcIi I now have for keeping this head of

mine out of gun-shot, and employing it in the home department at your senice.

Miss S. His want of feeling upon this misfortune of his family is quite odious.
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— Wc must not gtay to listen to him (To Miss Hartington.) Believe rae, Sir

Charles, yon mistake the mode of recommending yourself, if you think to amuse
liy this display of levity upon a snhjcct in which a parent's honour and a bro-

ther's interests are so very deeply and delicately concerned. — The rude hand
of the world will be ready enough to lift the veil, Mithout requiring; your aid

in the exposure. \fjxeimt Miss Hart, and Miss Sclwyn.

Sir C. Ay — this now comes of talking facetiously upon grave subjects. —
'Tis the way in the House, tho', always — Adam Smith and Joe Miller well

mixed, that's your Parliamentary style of eloquence. — But what's our old

Polyhj'mnia about here.'' [Turning to Lady Bab, who, during this time, has

got the telescope, and is looking towards the sea."]

Lady I}. Well — positively — this is a most miraculous telescope — There
— there he is again.

Sir C. May I ask what your Ladyship has found out.'

Lady I}. Something black and red, Sir Charles, that is moving on the coast

opposite , which , my fond fancy persuades me, may be one of the great French
chemists. — There, there he goes again, the dear man! — the black must be
his face, and the red his night-cap — What wonderful discoveries he may be
making at this moment

!

Sir C. Not more wonderful than you arc making yourself, I think, old lady!

Lady B. Come here , Davy , and try what you can observe — 1 our eyes

have not suffered in the cause of science, like mine.

Davy. Why , noa — not much — and , ecod ! sometimes , of an evening , I

tan see twice as much as other folk. — Like your Highland witches, I have
a sight to spare.

Sir C. (Aside.) I never yet knew a learned lady, that did not delight in

having a booby to shew off upon. — Whether it be in the shape of servant,

lover, or husband, these curious copies of Sappho generally have a calf-skin at

their backs.

Davy. (Looking through the glass.) What colom* did you say a chemist

was , my Lady?
Lady B. (smiling.) Why , rather of the dingy than otherwise — the dark,

sober, tinge of the lal)oratory. As my friend Di-. O'Jargon often says to me —
'Your ignorant people. Madam, have an objection to dirt — but /know what
it is composed of, and am perfectly reconciled to it.' — And so he is , good
man! he bears it like a philosopher.

Davy. By gum! 1 see it now, sailing away to windward like smoke.
Lady B. Sailing ! you blockhead !

Davy. Ees — and if you had not tould me 'twas a chemist, I could have
sworn 'tAvas a great collier from Newcastle.

Lady B. Hal plenty of the carbonic, however! — But, pray, Sir Charles,

what has become of ray niece and Miss llartington ?

Sir C. Just pair'd off. Madam, as we say at St. Stephen's, and left me in

silent admiration of the ease with which your Ladyship's vision can travel to the

|Coast of France, while the eyes of this unlettered rustic can reach no farther

than the middle of the Channel.

Davy. Well — come — to be half seas over is quite enough for any mo-
derate man.

I Lady B. Hold your familiar tongue, and follow me — Sir Charles, shall we
try and find the young ladies.-'

;
Sir C. With all my heart — though, I assure your Ladyship, the humour

jin which Miss Sclwyn adjourned the debate made me rather fear that I was put

loff till this day six months.

;
Lady B. There are some of my sex , Sir Charles , like certain chemical sub-

jstances — it is Impossible to mell them, because they Jly off in vapour during
jthe process. — 3Iy niece, I confess, is of this fly-away nature; Avhile /, alas!

am but too fusible. — Come, Davy, bring the telescope safely after me.
[Exctint Sir C. and Lady B.

;

Davy. I wool, my Lady (looking after her). — What a comical thing yonr
darning is! — Now, here am I, as a body may say, in the very thick on"t.

1— Nothing but knowledge, genus, and wluit not, from morning till night, and
yet, dang it, somehow, none of it sticks to me. — It wouldn't be so in other

concarns — Now, in a public house for instance, I think I could hardly ho. among
the liquors all day, without some of them finding their way into my mouth —
Rut here's this laming — thof 1 be made a kind of accomplice in it by my lady,
I am as innocent of it all as the Parson of our parish.

SONG. — Davy.

Says Sammy , flic lailnr, lo inc,

As he sat witli Lis spindles crossways, —
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'Tis bekase I'm a poet, you see,

'That I kivpr my head wth green baize!'

So says I, 'For a sample I bej^s,'

And I'm shot if he didn't produce. Sir,

Some crosHicks be wrote on his legs,

And a pastern ode to his goose, Sir.

Oh this writing and reading!
'Tis all a fine conjuration,

Made for folks of hiffh breeding,
To bother themselves and the nation!

There's Dick, who sold wine in the lane.
And old Dickey himself did not tope ill;

But politics turned his brain.
And a place he call'd Constantinople.

He ue^cr could tit down to dijic,

But he thought of poor TurI.ey, he said, Sir

;

And swore, while he tippled his \n"ne.

That the Purte was ne'er out of his head. Sir.

Oh this writing and reading! etc.

The grocer, 'Will Fig, who so fast

Thro' his cypiievs and iigures could ran ye,
By gum ! he has nothing, at last^

But the cyphers to gliow for his money.
The barber, a scollard, Meil known
At the sign of the wig hanging from a tree,

Makes ev'ry head like his own,
For he cuts them all up into geometry

!

Oh this writing and reading ! etc.

SCENE II. — An Apartment at Mr. IlAnTrvcTO^'e.

Enter Aliss Selwym and Miss IIartixgtov.

Miss Hart. My tlear Miss Selwyn — I am so liappy for once to have you
quietly in my father's house. — We never slioiihl have got so intimate in London.

Miss Selwyn. In London ! oh, never. — Wliat Mitli hcing at home to nobody

in the morning, and being at home to every body in the evening, there is no

such thing as intimacy amongst us. — We are like those ladies of Bagdad, in

'The Arabian Nights,' who entertained strangers in their illuminated apartments,

upon condition that they would not ask to know any thing further about them.

Miss Hart. But I had almost forgot Sir Cliarles Canvas.

Miss S. Nothing so likley to slip out of one's memory, my dear.

Miss Hart. I am quite happy to hear you say so, as I rather feared Sir

Charles was a lover of yours.

Aliss S. And so he im fortunately is — lie loves mc with a sort of election-

eering regard for the influence which my fortune would give him among the

freeholders. — In short, he canvasses my heart and the county together, and for

every votv expects a vote

.

Miss Hart. I had always supposed till now that Captain Canvas was the

elder of the two.

Miss S. You were right, my dear : he is older by a year than Sir Charles

— But their father, the late Baronet, having married his lady privately in France,

Captain Canvas was born before their marriage was avoAved, and before the

(second solenuiization of it, which took place publicly in England. — Tliough no

one doubts the validity of the first union, yet the difficulty, indeed the impossibi-

lity, of proving it, from the total Wiint of witness or document, has been taken

advantage of by Sir Charles to usurp the title and fortune, while his brave and

admirable brother is carelessly wandering over the ocean, with no fortune but

his sword, no title hut his glory!

Miss Hart. I am not at all surprised at the warmth with which you speak

of Captain ('.mvas — I knew him once very veil (sighs).

Miss S. Aery well, did you say, Miss Ilartington?

Miss Hart. Oh ! no — not — indeed scarcely at all. — I meant merely

that I had seen him. — He was the friend of poor De Rosier (aside).

Miss S. That sigh — that confusion — yes — yes — I see it plain —
she loves him too (aside). [1/r. Hartington^s voice heard ivithout.

Miss Hurt. My father's voice! — what a lucky relief! I am so happy, my
dear Miss Selwyn, in the opportunity of introducing you to ray father. — lou

must not be surprised at the f.ddity of his appearance — he is just now setting

out upon one of those ])euevolent rambles, for Avhich he dresses himself like the

meanest of mankind; being cominced that, in this homely garb, he finds an ea-

pier access to the house of Misfortune, and that protid aiisery unbiurdens her

heart more freely for him wlio seems to share in her wants, than for him who
ostentatiously comes to relieve them.

Enter Mr. Harttngton , meanly dressed.

Miss Hart. Dear father! my friend. Miss Selwyn.
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Mr. Hart. I fear. Miss Selwyn, I shall alarm you by these tatters — Fine

ladies, like crows, are apt to be frightened away by rags.

Miss S.
^
When we know, Sir, the purpose for which this disguise is assumed,

it looks brighter in our eyes than the gayest habiliments of fashion — for when
charity

Mr. Hart. Nay, nay, child, no flattery— You have learned these fine speechea
from your aunt, Lady Bab, who is, if I mistake not, what the world calls a
Blue-Stocking.

Miss S. In truth, Sir, I rather fear my aunt has incurred that title.

Mr. Hart. Yes — yes — I knew her father — he was a man of erudition
himself, and, having no son to inherit his learning, was resolved to lay out every
syllable of it upon this daughter, and accordingly stalled her head w'itli all that
was legible and illegible, without once coof^idering that the female intellect may
possibly be too weak for such an experiment, and that, if guns were made of
glass, we should be but idly employed in charging them.

Miss S. And would you, then, shut us out entirely from the light of learning?
Mr. Hart. No — no — learn as much as you please, but Icarn also to con-

ceal it. — I could even bear a little peep at the blue-stockings, but save me from
the woman who shews them up to her knees

!

Miss Hart. Nay, father, you speak severely.

Mr. Hart. Perhaps I do, child, and lose my time in the bargain. — But,
here, make Miss Selwyn Avelcome, wliile I go to my bureau to fill this little am-
munition-pouch (shewing a small leather purse) for my day's sport among the
cottages. — Oh, money! money! let bullionists and paper-mongers say Avliat they
will, the true art of raising the value of a guinea is to share it Avith those,

who are undeservedly in want of it! [Exit.

Miss S. (looking after him) Excellent man

!

Miss Hart. But were you not a little shocked by the misery of his appear-
ance ?

Aliss S. Oh ! not at all. — lie seems to me like one of those dark clouds, that

lay between us and the moon last niglit — gloomy and forbidding on its outward
surface, but luied Mith the silver light of heaven within!

DUET. — Miss Selwyv and Miss HARTrxcTON.
'Tis sweet to behold, when the billowH are sleeping.
Some gay-colour'd bark, moM'iig gracefully by

;

No (lamp on her deck, but the even tide's weeping,
]\o breath in her sails, but the summer-wind's sigh.

Yet, who Mould not turn, with a fonder emotion.
To gaze on the life-boat, tho' rugged and worn,

Which often hath wafted, o'er hills of the ocean,
The lost light of hope to the seaman forlorn '?

Oh! grant that, of those, who, in life's sunny slumber.
Around us, like suinraer-barks, idly have play'd.

When storms are abroad^ we may lind, in the number,
One friend, like the lile-boat, to tly to our aid

!

[Exeunt.

Sir Charles, (speaking without). Miss Sehvyn ! your aunt has despatclied me
to say that — (Enters) — 31iss Selwyn ! — Miss Selwyn ! —This saucy heiress

avoids me, as if I was a collector of the income-tax. — I see how it is — she

has the impiulence to dislike me without asking her aunt's consent —- negatives

nie without a division — But Til have iter yet — 111 marry her (as I got into

Parliament) for oppositions sake. — Snug house this of her friend Miss Har-
tington's. — Her father, I hear, a rich banker. — I rather suspect too that

little Tory is somewhat taken with mc. •— She listened to every thing I said

as attentively as a lleportcr. — Well — egad! in case should fail in the one,

I think I may as well make sure of the «)ther. — 'Tmo strings to my bow, as

Lord Either-Side says in the //owsc' — But Mho have we here.''

Enter Mr. Hahtingtov.
Oh ! some poor pensioner of the family, I suppose — One, too, who must have

' got his pension upon very honest terms, for his coat is evidently not worth liirning.

j
Mr. Ilart. Some trouhlesome visitor, that I must get rid of (aside).

Sir C. Pray, ray good friend, is there any one at home?
I

Mr. Hart. No, Sir.

' Sir C. I thought his friends Avere out by his looking so shabby (aside). And
' you, Sir, I presume, are a quarterly visitor to this faniily — or nutntlily, per-

haps — or Meekly — the Treasury, I knoM-, pays quarterly.

Mr. Hurt. It is true. Sir, I am dependent upon the master of this house for

all the comfort and happiness 1 enjoy.

Sir C. 1 knoM' it — at the firt^t glance I knew it. Let me alone for the phy-

. siognomy of placemen and pensioners — from the careless smile of the sinecure

lii
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holder, to the keen fonrard-looking; eye of the rcvcrsionist. — This fellow may
be uj^eful to me Casidc). — And -what arc the services, pray, which you render

in return to your benefactor?

Mr. Hart. TJie ^^lile, Sir, which his good actions always leave upon my
cheek, and tlio sweet sleep -which he knows I enjoy, after witnessinf^ the happy
effects of his charity, are ample repayment to him for the utmost efforts of his

benevolence.

6Vr C. Then, upon my soul, he is more easily paid than any of those I ha^e

ever had dealiiijrs >vith. — I could smile brijjht or sleep heavy: but the p:ninea>.

beinfr both brifrlit and heavy, were always preferred to my smiling and sleeping.

Mr. Hart. I shall be kept here all day by this troublesome coxcomb (aside).

Your pardon. Sir, I have some business to transact for Mr. Hartington.

Sir C. Stay, my Cue fellow, just one minute. — How should you like to have

an opportunity of serving your benefactor, and receiving the thanks of this

honourable house for your good office^ ?

Mr. Hart. Every thing that concerns Mr. Hartington, Sir, is as dear to mc
as my own immediate interests.

Sir C. Exactly what we say of Great Britain in the House — 'Every thing

that concerns Great Britain is as dear to me (mim/cA/n/r) ' Bnt, I say, my
old pensioner, you know the boarding-house down street? (Mr. H. nods his head.)

Good feeding there, by the bye — commons fit for Lords — only that the bills

are brouglit in too early in the session — But call u])on me there to-morrow or

next day, and I'll employ you in some way that may be imeful to you. — In the

mean time, as old Hartington seems to have a few amiable oddities about charity

and so forth, you can tell him, if you have an opportunitv'. that / too ha\e a Mon-
derfnl ta^^e that way. — Oh! you smile, Sir, do you? Well, then, to shew yon
that I have, here's — (takes out his purse) — yet stay — just vait till my friends

come into power, and, as 1 think you love tippling, I'll get you made a gauger,

you dog!
Mr. Hart. Keep your patronage, Sir, for those who want it, and, above all, for

those who deserve it. — The master of this house is , thank Heaven ! the only

patron / require. — Let but my conduct meet with his approbation, and I may
look up, M ith hope, to that highest of places, which the power of monarchs can-

not give, ncu- the caprices of this world deprive me of. [Esit.

Sir C. Well said, old boy — though, for the soul of me, I cannot imagine what
is the Place he alludes to. -— 'Tis not in the Red-Iiook, Im sure — But no matter
— he may be u»eful in delivering a billet-doux for me to Miss Hartington.— Cursed
trouble>ome things those billet-doux I WlK'nlm Chancellor of the Ihchequcr, I mean
to propose a tax on them — (mimickinp; some public speaker) — 'Mr. Chairman!
I move that all love-dealings shall be transacted upon stamps. — Soft nonsense.

Sir, upon a one-and-sirpenny — when the pas^ion is to any amount, an eighteen-
pen'orth more — and a proposal for marriage 'j\o — curse it — Tllnot lay any
thing additional upon marriage. — It never came under the head of luxuries, and is

quite tax enough m itself. [Exit.

SCENE ni. — Another Apartment in Mr. Hartington's House.

Enter Miss Hvrtingtov.
Miss Hart. How long this loitering girl is away ! my heart sickens with anxiety

for her return. — It cannot surely be i)e Rosier whom I saw at the library — and
yet his features, air, manner, altogether scarcely leave a doubt upon my heart.— Oh, De Rosier! What strange caprice of Fortune can have lowered thy station

in life so suddenly ? — And yet, wealth was not the charm that attracted me, nor
could riches shed one additional grace upon that which is bright and estimable
alreadv.

SONG. — Miss Hartington.
When Leila tourh'd the lute,

Not then alone 'twas felt,

But, wlieii the sdiiiiils Mere mute,
111 meiniiry still they dwelt.

Sweet lute! in nightly Vlumbcrs
Still we heard thy moruiiig numbers.

Ah ! how ronld she, who stole
Such breath from simple wire.

Be kd, ill pride of snuK
To striiiff with gold her Ivre?

Sweet lute! thy chords she breatcth
;

Golden now the strings she «aktth!

But where are all the tales
Her lute so sweeth told?

n Inflj themes s-he fail?,

And soft ones suit not gold.
Rich lule ! «e see thee glisten.
But, las ! uo more we listen !

I
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Enter Susan.
Well — dear Susan ! -what news ?

Susan. Why, you see. Miss, I went to the circulating library, and as I forgot
the name of tlie book you bid me get, I thought I would ask for one of my own
choosing. — So, says I, 'Sir, Miss Hartington sent me for the Comical Magazine,
with the blue and red cuts in it; ' upon which he bluslied up, and

Miss Hart. Who blushed? tell me— is it he? is it, indeed, Mr. De Rosier?
Susan. La! Miss— there's no comfort in telling you a story— you are always

in such a hurry to get at the contents of it.

Miss Hart. Nay, but, my dear Susan!
Susan. Well — if you will have it all at once — it is he — it is the same ele-

gant young Mr. De Rosy, who used to Avalk by the windows in London to admire
you — and there he is now behind the counter of that library, with a pen stuck

in his beautiful ear, and his nice white hands all over with the dust of them dirty

little story-books.

Miss Hart. Thei-e's a mystery In this , which I cannot account for. — I did
indeed hear from one, who knew him well, that he depended upon precarious

remitttinces from France — but "then
" Susan. Lord — 3Iiss — your emigrants are always purcarious people — tho',

"indeed, to give the devil his due, Mr. De Rosy is as little like one as may be —
"for, I purtest and avow, he speaks English ahnost as well as myself; and he
"used to give a pound-note as prettily as if he had been a banker's clerk all his

"life-time.

'^'^ Miss Hart. He has given yoil money , then, Susan?
^* Susan. Once in a way. Miss — a trifle or so — and, God knows! I earn'd it

"well by answering all his troublesome questions about ivho Avcre your visitors,

"and iL'ho you liked hot, and whether you ever talked of him after the night he
"danced m ith you at the ball.

"M/ss Hart. That night! the only time I ever heard his voice! And" did be

seem to know you to-day, Susan?
Susan. Indeed, Miss, I made believe not to know him — for I have lived too

long among my betters not to lai-n , that it is bad taste to go on knowing people,

after they have come into misfortune. — But when I told him you sent me for

the Comical Magazine , with the blue and red cuts in it , la ! how he did blush

and stare!

Miss Hart. What a taste must he impute to me ! It would be imprudent —
perhaps cruel — to go there myself — and yet I feel I cannot resist the inclination.

— Give me the catalogue, Susan, and in a quarter of an hour hence bring my
walking-dress to the draM'ing-roora. (Goes out reading the catalogue). 'Fatal At-

tachment.' — ' Victim of Poverty.' Heigh ho ! [Exit.

Susan. Ay— Heigh ho! indeed.— It must be a very, very stout, hardy love, that

will not take cold , when the poverty season sets in — for it is but too true what

some fine poet has said, that 'When Poverty comes in at the door. Love flies out

of the window.'

SONG. — Susan.

Younir Love liv'd once in an humble sLcd,
^^llere roses breathing,
And Moodbiiies \ireathing

Around the lattice their tendrils sjiread,

As Mikl and sweet as the life he led.

His garden fiourish'd,

For young Hope nourish'd
The iul'aut buds with beams and showers;

But lips, tho' blooming, must still be fed,

And not even Love can live ou flowers.

Alas ! that Poverty's evil eye
Should e'er come hither.
Such sweets to wither!

The flowers laid down tlieir heads to die,

Aud Hope fell sick, as the witch drew nigh.
She came one morning,
Ere Lo\e had warning,

Aud rais'd the latch, vliere <hc young god lay,

•Oh bo !' said Liivc — 'is it you? good bye;'

So he oped the window , uud flew ii\(uy '

lExlt.

SCENE IV. — A Circulating Library.

Enter LEATUERHEAD.

Lcath. Bless mc ! Bless me! Where is this fine gentleman , my shopkeeper?

Idling his time, I warrant him, vith some of the lust-!M»ind books m the shop.

— Ah! 'tis a foolish thing for a scholar to turn bookstll<H- — just as looli^h as

it is for a jolly fellow to turn wine-merchant; — they bttth serve themselves be-

1(5 *
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fore their customers, and the knowledge and the wine all get into their own heads.

Aiid your poets too ! — extraordinary odd-fish!— only fit to be served up at the tabltA

of us booksellers vho feed upon them , as the dogs fed upon poor Rumble's

Pegasus.

SOXG. — Lcathcrhead.

Robert Rumble , a poet of lyric renown,
Hey scribble — hy scribble, ho !

Was "invited to dine with a "Squire out of town.
With his hey scribble — hy scribble, ho!

His nag had a string-halt, as well as his lyre,

So he mounted and rode to the house of the 'Squire,

Who was one of those kind-hearted men, that keep hounds
Just to hunt off the vermin from other men's grounds.
With my hey scribble , — hy scribble , ho !

The huntsman that morning had bought an old hack,
Hey scribble — hy scribble, ho!

To cut up as a delicate lunch for the pack.
With my hey scribble — hy scribble , ho

!

But who can describe Robert Rumble's disraay.
When the 'Squire, after dinner, came smirking to say.
That, instead of the dog-horse, some hard hearted wag
Had cut up, by mistake, Robert Rumbles lean nag,
With his hey scribble, — hy scribble, ho!

But 'Comfort yourself,' said the 'Squire to the Bard,
Hey scribble, — hy scribble, ho!

'There's the dog-horse still standing alive ia the yard,'
With my hey scribble — hy scribble, ho !

Then thev saddled the dog-horse, and homeward he set,

So suspiciously ey'd by each dog that he met,
That you'd swear, notwilh'^tanding his ca\alry airs.

They suspected the steed he was on shoubl be theirs.

\\ ith my hey scribble , — hy scribble , ho !

Arriv'd safe at home, to his pillow he jogs.
Hey scribble, — hy scribble, ho!

And dreams all the night about critics and dogs,
With his hey scribble — hy scribble , ho !

_

His nag seem'd a Pegasus , touch'd in the wind,
And the curs were all wits, of the true Cynic kind,
Who, when press'd for a supper, must bite ere they sup,
And who ate Robert Rumble s poor Pegasus up,
With a hey scribble — hy scribble , ho

!

Why, De Rosier! — Mr. De Rosier! I say —
Enter HE>RY DE ROSIER, UHth u Book in his Hand.

Leath. What is the meaning of all this. Sir.'' What have you been about?
Do you mean to ruin me .''

Ve lios. I ask pardon. Sir — I have been just .looking over the last new puV
lication , to see if it be fit for the young ladies of the boarding-school. .

Leath. Which is as much as to say , Sir , that you would sooner ruin me than
the young ladies of the boarding-school I I am ashamed of you. ,

> De Hos. I really thought , Sir , 1 had done every thing that —
Leath. Done, Sir.'' every thing's w/idone. Sir; — and I shall be so myself

very soon. Here's books to go out, Sir, and they won't walk of themselves , will'

they? Here's Tricks upon Travellers , I)csi)oke by Mrs. Ringwell, who keeps the

Red Fox ; and there's the Road to Ruin for the young 'Squire , that sets off for

London to-night. Here are parcels too to go by the coach — Ovid's Art of Love
to be left at tlie Transport Office; and the Lady of the Lake to be delivered at the

Lying-in Hospital.

De Ros. We have had a new subscriber this morning, Sir — Miss Hartington.

Leath. (Bustling among the books on the counter). So much the better —
hope she's a good one— reads clean and neat— won't double down the corners, or

favour us with proof impressions of her thumbs. Come; put these volumes back in

their places. — Lord! Lord! how my customers ill-use my books! Here's nothing

but scribbling in the Lives of the Poets; and— dear me — the World all turn'd

topsy-tur\T by Miss Do-little! There's our best set of Public CAaracfcrs have been
torn (o pieces at the Good-natnred Club; and — bless me! — bless me! — how
the inid Irish Girl has been tossed and tumbled by Captain O'Callaghan! There
— that will do — now mind you don't stir from this till I come back ; — I am
just going to r<;iuiiid neiglibour Rumble that he forgot to pay for the Pleasures

of Memory ; and then I ha^e to step to the pawnbroker's up street, to redeem the

JTealth of ]\ations, Mhich poor Mr. Pamphlet popped there for a five-and-sixpenny

dollar. — Bless me! bless me! how my customers ill-use my books! [_Exit

De Ros. There is some little difference betAveen tliis and the gay sphere I

niov'd in, when Miss Ilartington's beauty first disturbed my mind; when, through
the croAvded world I sa^v but her alone, and felt her influence even where she
was not. Well — the short dream is over! — the support of <i beloved mother
must now sMeetcn tlic toll to Avhich I am destined; and he but little deserves the .

i
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smile of Fortune , who has not the manliness to defy her frown. Besides , Heaven
has blessed nie with that happy imagination, whicli retains the impressions, of
past pleasure, ns the Hologna-stone treasures up snnheams; and the li-jiu <»f one joy
Miircely ever faded from my heart, before I had somehow coiitrivetl to iilu-
uiiuate its place with another.

SONG. — Henry Dc Rosier.

Spirit of joy! thy altar lies

In youthful hearts, that hope like miuc,
And 'tis the light of laufrhing ryes
That leads us to thy tairy shriuc.

There if «e find the sight, the tear.
They are not those to sorrow knou n,

But breath so soft , and drops so niear.
That Bliss may claim them for her ouii.

Then give me , give me, « hile I weep.
The sanguine hope thai brightens woe,

And teaches even ours tears to keen
The tinge of rapture while they flow.

The child , who sees the dew of night
I'pon the spangled hedge at morn.

Attempts to catch the drops of light,
But wounds his linger with the thorn.

Thus oft the brightest joys we seek
Dissolve, when touch'd , and turn to pain;

The flush they kindle leaves the cheek.
The tears they waken long remain.

But give me, gi\ e me, while I weep.
The sanguine hope that brightens woe.

And teaches even our tears to keep
The tinge of rapture while they flow.

(LooTcing out). 'Tis Miss Hartinjj^ton herself — and this way she comes —
How shall I avoid her .'' Yet , no ; since hope is fled , come, honest pride ! to my
relief, and let me meet my fate unshrinkingly. I must not, hoAvever, seem to know
her; nor let her, if possible, recognize me. [//e retires to the counter.

Enter Miss Hartixgton and Susan.

Miss Hart. Yes; there he is. How alter'd from the lively, fashionable, De
Rosier

!

Susan. I told you , Miss , what a figure he cuts ; but I'm glad to see he has
taken the black pen out of his ear.

Miss Hart. I surely ought to acknowledge him : he will think me proud and
cold if 1 do not. — Mr. Ue Rosier —

Susan. Mister, indeed! La! Miss, you would not Mister a shopkeeper, would
you.'' Let me speak to him — Young man!

Miss Hart. (Drawing Susan bade) Hush ! Susan , for Heaven's sake.

De Ros. (Coming forward). Is there any book, Madam, you wish me to

look out for you?
Miss Hart. INo — Sir — but
De Ros. On this shelf, Madam, lie the French Memoirs, which are, of

course, not imknown to you —
Miss Hart. They are very interesting, but —
" De Ros. Oh ! most particularly so (turning away from her , and talking ra-

"pidly). — While history shews us events and characters, as they appeared on

"the grand theatre of public affairs, these Memoirs conduct us into the green-

"roora of politics, where we observe the little intrigues and jealousies of the ac-

"tors, and witness the rehearsal of those scenes which dazzle and delude in re-

" presentation.
" Susan, Ah ! he wouldn't have talked politics to her so when he was a

"gentleman (aside).

''•Miss Hart.'' It was not for this purpose, Mr. De Hosier, that —
De Ros. Oh, your pardon — Madam — then perhaps you prefer the Poets

here (pointing to another shelf).

Susan. Lord, no, young man! — She hates poverty and all its kin, 1 as-

sure you.

Miss Hart. I desire that you will be silent, Susan — he will think that we
come to sport with his misfortimes.

De Ros. The few English Poets, who have worshipped ho\c— (He looks at

Miss Hartington, and both become confused).

Susan. Oh ho

!

Dc Ros. I must not forget myself — (aside). I was saying, "M'daui , that

the few English Poets, who \\u\v, worshipped lj<»ve , seem so rol(II\ igiioiaiil of

his poMcr and attributes, that the shrine, which they raise to him, might he

inscribed, like tlic i'iiiuuus altar at Alliens, ' to the nnUiiovvn (iod." "Cowley
'•here, and Uoniie (taking down two books), arc the chief of the^e unenlightened
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idolaters" — far from wishing us to fed what they \n-ite, they appear very un-

willing that we should even understand it; and havuig learned from mythology
that Love is the child of Mght, they visit upon the son all the coldest obscurity

of the parent. "There is nothing less touching than these quibbling, pedantic

lovers, who gcem to think that their mistresses, like the Queen of Sheba, arc

to be won by riddles."

Miss Hart. I perceive that he 13 determined not to acknowledge me; yet, if

he could hut know what is passing here (laying her hand on her heart) at this

moment, he would not, perhaps , regret that Fate has distnrb'd the balance be-

tween us; since just as much as fortune has sunk on his side, I feci that love has
risen on mine.

Susan. La ! come away, Miss — I'm sure it can't be proper things he's saying

to you ; for I never heard such rigmarole m ords in ray born days.

Dc Ros. But here is a Poet born in a softer clime, who seems to breathe the

true temperature of afTection — the air of that habitable zone of the heart, M'hich

is equally removed from the bright frost-work of sentiment on one side, and the

tainting meridian of the senses on the other.

TRIO. — Miss Ilarlington, Susan, and De Rosier.

To *^i(rli, yet feel no pain,
To weep, yet s-carce know why;

_

To cport an himr with Beauty's chain.
Then throw it idly by ; —

To kneel at many a s-hrine.

Yet lay the heart on none;
To think all other charms divine.

But those wc just have won; —
This is love — careless love —
Such aa kindleth hearts that rove.

To keep one sacred tlame
Thro' life, uiirhill'd, unmov'd;

To lo\e, in wintry affe, the siame

That first in jouth we lov'd;

To feel that we adore
To such refru'd excess,

That tho' the heart would break with more.
We could not live with less; —

This is lo\e — faithful love, —
Such as saints might feel above

!

EM)OFTHEFIBSTACT.

ACT n.

SCENE. — Part of the Race-Ground.

A Crowd of Peasants, Hawkers , etc. among whom arc

Da^t: and La Fosse.

SONG. — Daw, and Chorus of Peasants.

COME, lads, life's a whirb'gig;
J>ound we whisk
With a joyous frisk,

And till death stops the turn of our twirligig.

Merry go round's the life for ine.

You, standing surly there,
Vou, with the curly hair,

Dick, that's laughing here,
Tom, that's quaffing here,
You too, iny gipsy lass,

Spite of your lips, alas !

All must "give up this world of glee.

Then come, lads, life's a whirligig;
Hound we whisk
W ith a joyous frisk,

And till death stops the turn of our twirligig
Merry go round's the life for me.

Time's short — but we'll have our fun of it;

Life a race is,

That tries our paces,
Aud, when Mirth makes a good run of it,

De^il may take the hindmost for me.
Lads that lo\ e lilling bowls.
Girls that have willing souls,
Those can soothe the way.
Roll life smooth away.
W hlle there's a glass to drink,
While there's a lass to wink.
Who would gi^e up this world of glee?

Sn come, lads, life's a whirligig, etc. etc.
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i; Davy. Come, lads, the races are just niijh to begin — There's John Bull
going^ up the liill — Two to one on John Hull — Dang it! that's luy favourite
horse (looking oiit^.

La Fosse. Oui — certainly — that Bull is rare pretty horse.
Davy. Just look liow noble-minded he steps. Old Monsieur here must be taken

' in for a bit of a bet, I think (aside). — Come, boys! — Oh, zonnds! {looking out),

lieres my old litter of a Lady, as she calls herself; and now shall I be tied be-
hind her all day, and not get a siglit of John Bull or Cronyhotontollygos. —
But I say, lads, stand before me a little— ma\hap, as she ha'ut got hec tdlumscope,
shell not spy me out. (They stand round him)

Enter Lady Bab and Miss Has,tvsgtoti.

I

Miss S. Nay, my dear aunt —
j

Lady B. I tell you, 3Iiss, my resolution is fixed— 'pon my word, I believe you
tliink I am like a moveable pully in mechanics , to be t^vu-lcd about just as it suits

your fancy.

Miss S. Oh 3Iadam ! if you did but see Captain Canvas— so unlike his brother!

Lady B. I don't care for that, Miss — I never did see him, nor ever will —
that's categorical.

Davy. (Behind.) She says she won't see me —
Lady B. And as I perceive by your reveries, young Lady, that you think there

is some chance of his arriving here, I m ill give positive orders that he shall not be
admitted — no — not even witliin the penuinbra of my roof — Avhere's that fool,

Davy ?

Davy. Here, my Lady (coming forth from the crowd, who all run off laughing,
except the Frenchman.)
Lady B. Why, what's all this. Sir ?

Davy. \Vliy, my Lady — you see — I Avare only giving a piece of my ad-
vice to this poor outlandish 3Iounsecr here, not to let the kiioAving chaps trick

him out of his half-pence at the Races.

La Fosse. (Advancing with bows.) Oui — my Lady — Jean Bull —-

Davy. Hush, mon! (putting his hand on his mouth.)
Lady B. Run home, fellow, instantly, and tell the servants, that if a gentle-

man, of the name of Captain Canvas, should call, he is to be told that we
have given orders not to admit him — Captain Canvas, luind — Sir Charles's

brother — and then return hither instantly to attend me to the Stand-House— Fly.

Davy. I lly, my Lady. (lie beckons to La Fosse to follow him, and exit.)

La Fosse. Oui — certainly — but I cannot fly. —
[jRjj't after Davy.

Lady B. Ill teach you, 3Iiss, wliat it is to fall in lore without consulting

your relations. — 1 declare the young ladies of the present day shock me. —
Quite reversing the quiilities of what we chemists call the perfect metals, they

are any thing but ductile, and most shamefully combustible. — It was very dif-

ferent in my time.

Miss S. Say, do not, dear aunt, take example by those times, when marriage

was a kind of slave-trade, and Mhen Interest carried her unfeeling commerce
even into the Marm latitudes of youth and beauty — ]No -— let Love banish such

traffic from his dominions, iuid let Woman, mistress of her freedom, resign it

only with her — heart!

SOXG. Miss Selwyn.

Dcnr aunt! in the oldEn time of love,
AMii'ii uoinuii like slaves were spiirn'd,

A mniil fave her heart, as she would her glove,
'I'o be teazccl Ijy a lop, and — relumed :

Hut women grow wiser as men ii7iiiro\c,

And tho' beaus like nionkejs amuse us.

Oh! think not we'd give such a delii'ale gemi
As the heart, to be play'd with or sullied by theili;

i\o — dearest aunt! excuse us.

We may know bj- the head on (!upid's seal
\N hal imprej^sion the heart will take;

If !<haIlow the head, oh! soon we I'eel

What a poor impression 'twill make.
Tho' plagued. Heaven knows! by the i'ooliili zeal
Of the fondling fop who pursues me,

Oh ! lliiiik not Id follow their dexpcrate rule,

Who gel rid of the folly by wedding the fool;
i>io — dearest aunt f excuse me.

Enter ^/r Ciiari.es, in a Hurry.

Sir C. Ladies — Ladies — Ladies — you'll be too late — you'll be too late.

Lady B. What! have the Races begun, Sir Charles^
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Sir. C Begun? — yes — to be sure they have begun — thcrc'd the higli-

bloiidcd bori>c Regent hue jmt stiirted, and had set off in such a style as promUe::
a race of glory!

[Davy enters.]

" Lady Ji. Bless me ! I wouldn't lose it for the world — Here, blockhead (<o
*' Davy), tiike this volume out of my pocket — 'tis Professor Plod's Syllabus of a
"C«)urse of Lectures upon Lead, and much too heavy to walk up hills with. (Gi-
"ves him a large book.) Now — Sir Charles.

Sir C. Come— Miidam — you'll be delighted — I am hut just this moment
" come from the House — (I mean the Stand-House), where the knoM ing-oncs take

"different side-, you imderstand, according as they think a horse will be in or out
"— liut upon tliiV start they are all nvm. con. and the universal cry from all sides

"is Regent against the field! Huzza! Huzza!" [Exeunt.

Davy. I say — 3I«iunseer — Mounseer (calling on La fosse). I must follow
the old-one now — hut do you, you see, come up behind the Stand-House by-and-
by, just as if you had no concarn, you know, and you and I Mill have a snug bet

upon Cronyhotontollygos.
La Fosse. Ah ! oui — certainly — sure — good Master Da^y — Dam rogue!

he want to get at my money — but, pardi! he as well look for brains in an oyster
— Ah! my money be all gone vid my cookery! every ting but my poor tabatiere

here (pauses, and loohs with interest at his snvff-box). Ah mon cher maitre ! yoo
\iig fond of my cookery, and I vas grand artiste in dat vay, to be sure — but now,
by gar, I am like to de barber widout customer, I have not even one shecphead
to dress — ]My Lady, Madamo de Rosier, eat noting at all — young Monsieur
de Rosier eat little or noting — and moi pauvre moil — I eat little and noting,

just as it happen — Ah! de Revolution destroy all de fine arts, and eating among
de rest! [Retires.

Enter Captain Catvas.

Capt. C. Faithless, faithless sex! your hearts are like the waves, that keep
no trace of us when we have left them— another love soon f(dloMs in our wake,
and the same bright embrace is ready for it. — My letter ajjprized her of my
return, and yet liere, instead of a smiling Avelcome, I find her doors arc shut

against me. — Brother ! Brother ! I could resign to you -with ease the rank and
fortune to which I am entitled — nay, even the brand of illegitimacy I could
smile at; — but to see you thus bear away from me the dearest object of my
affeclions, is more than even this tough sailors heart can endure. — My poor
departed messmate! like thine, alas! has been my fate ui love — like thine, too,

be my dcoliny in death

!

SOXG. — Capt, Canvas.

When Charles was dcrciv'd by the maid he lov'd,

We saw no cloud hia brow o'trca*ling.

But proudly he .siuild, as if gay and uiimov'd,

Thn' the wound in his' heart was deep and lasting;
And often, at nitrht, when the ttrnpis'l rolPd,

He sunj , as he paced the dark deck over,

'Blow, wind, blow I thou art not so cold

As the heart of a maid that deceives her lover
!

"

Yet he liv'd with the happy, and seem'd to be gav,
Tho" the wound but sunk more deep for ccmcealing;

And Fortune threw many a thorn in his way.
Which, true to one anguish, he trod without feeling!

And, Htill by the frowning of Fate unsubdued.
He sunt;, as if sorrow had plac'd him above her,

'Frown, t'ate, frowu! thou art not so rude
As the heart of a maid that deceives her lover!"

At length his career found a close in death.
The close he long wish'd to bis cheerless roving.

For Victory shone on his latest breath.
And he died in a cause of his heart s approving.

But still he remcmber'd his sorrow, — and still

He sung, till the vision of life was over, —
' Come, death, come ! thou art not so chill

As the heart of the maid that decciv'd her lover!"

I must find out Ue Rosier — Tliey told me, at his former lodgings in town,
that he had retired hither for his health — Pray, friend, can you direct me to

the house of 31r. Leatherhead, the bookseller?
La Fosse. Ah! oui — Sare — yes — vare well indeed — dat is vara my

young master is b(mnd up in a shopman (aside).

Capt. C. Does a gentleman of the name of De Rosier lodge there ?

La Fosse. Oui — Sare — he lodge there in the shop.
Capt. C. The shop?
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La Fosse. Yes — Sare — in «le shop — pon de bookshelf, vat you call —
Capt. C. Oh! I understand you — always among the hooks — I know De

Rosier is of a studious turn — He does not then see much company, I suppose?
La Fosse. Pardon -— Slonsieur — all de young ladies of dis place make visit

to him exactement as they come out of de water.

Capt. C. Indeed?
La Fosse. Oh! yes — he have de name of all de pretty little girl down in

von book.

Capt. C. Happy De Rosier ! w ho can thus trifle away your time in those light

gallantries, which require so little expenditure of feeling to maintain them, and
for wJiicli the loose coin of the senses is sufficient, without drawing upon the

capital of the heart — while I oh, Harriet Selwyu! what a rich mine of

affection have you slighted!

La Fosse, Dis way, Sare. [Exeunt.

SCENE II. — The Circulating Library.

Enter SrsA\ and De Rosier.

Susan. (Looking at a bank-note.) — Well, I purtest. Sir, you are quite your-

self again — and if you had but a three-corner hat on you now, you'd be just

as much a gentleman as ever.

De Ros. Come then — now — my good Susan — do tell me what are those

little favourable symptoms, which you think you htive discovered for me in your
mistress.

Susan. Why, in the first place, she says so often you are not worth thinking

of, that it is very plain she thinks of nothing else — And then she is as jeiilous

of you
De Ros. Nay, Susan, there you mock me — jealous of me! — these hooks

are my only mistresses; and fashionable ones they are, I grant, for they circu-

late through half the town.

Svsan. These hooks indeed! no — no •— IVIr. De Rosy — for all you look
6o modest, we have found out the lady in the cottage down the lane, so we have
— She that was smuggled over to you, you knoAV, from France.

De Ros. My mother, by all that is excellent! (aside) — and she is jealous

of me, is she ? Did she trace me to the cottage herself? What does she say of

it ? tell me — tell me quick, dear Susan (with impatience).

Susan. Well, if ever I saw any thing so audacious — he does not even deny
it — hasn't even the vartue to tell a lie about it — I'll be hanged if I don't

now believe every word they said about you last-night at the tea-party.

De Ros. Why — what did they say, good Susan? — oh, happiness unex-
pected! (aside').

Susan. They said you had as many wives as the great Cram of Tartary;
that your Lady in the lane was a French Duchess or thereabouts, that smuggled
herself over to you in a large packing-case, purtending to be crockery-ware —
pretty crockery, indeed!

De Ros. This discovery gives me new life — jealous of me!
Susan. There — if he isn't quite proud of the discovei"y ! oh rakery ! rakery

!

but I'll go and tell it all to my mistress— Lord! Lord! what will the tunes come
to, when Duchesses are sent about, like other brittle ware, in packing-cases?

[Exit Susan.

De Ros. Jealousy! thou shadow from Love's form,which still the darker falls

the M armcr light he moves in — her heart has felt thee, then — Happy, happy
De Rosier! — It may he folly perhaps to feel so happy, but Wisdom herself

can do no more — and there is nothing in life like that sweet philosophy, which
softens all that is painful, and enhances all that is pleasant, by making the best

uf the one, and the most of the other. \_Ej;it.

Enter Lkatherhead.

Leath. (Calling.) Mr. De Rosier! Wliy, De Rosier, I say. — If this young
Frenchman keeps me bawling after him this way, I shall split my voice into

two, like Orator Puff, of the Debating Society, whose eloquence is a happy mix-
ture of bubble and squeak — and who begins all his sentences in the garret,

and ends them in the cellar (mimicking).

SONG. — Leatherhcad.

Mr. Orator Pirff hail tw o (ones in his voice.
The one sqiitakinp thus, uiiil the otlier down iso ;

In each sentence he iiKcr'd he pave yon your choice.
For one half was H alt, and the rest G below.

()h! oh! Oralur I'ntV,

One voice for one orator's surely euough,



250 THE BLUE-STOCKING.

But he still talWM away, spite of coughs and of frowns.
So distracting all i-ars «ilh Jiis upx and his downs,
That a wag once, on hearing the orator say
'My \oiie is lor war,' -^ aslx'd him, '/f'AuA of them, pray T

Oh ! oh I etc.

Reeling homewards, one evening, top-hea^-y with gin,«

Ami rehearsing his speech on the weight of the Crown,
He Iripp'd near a saw-pit, and tumbled right in,

'Sinking Fund' the last words as his noddle came down.
Oh! oh! etc.

'Good Lord!' he evclaimcd, in hJs he-and-she (ones,
'Help me out — help me out — 1 have broken my bones!'
'Help you out!' said a Paddy who pass'd, 'what a bother I

'Whv, there's two of you there; can't jou help ouc another'?'
Oh! oh! etc.

Oh I you are here, Sir, arc yon?

Enter De Rosier, with printed Sheets in his Hand.

heath. So — So — a specimen of my new printing-press—A bright though
of mine, ]\L-. Tliing-o-rae, Masii't it, eh.-'

De lios. Oh! exccllenL — Sir (luughinfry,

heath. 1 think so— Poet Uumbie here must hare sent to London, if I couldn't

print for him.

Dc Ros. Oh! most inconvenient, Sir, — liis Pindarics must have gone hy the

waggon, and his Epigrams !»y the h)ug heavy coach — Ila! lia! ha!
heath. Ha! ha! ha! -— Damn the fcUow, I helievc he is laughing at my

printing-press (aside). But lets see — how goes on my new coujpositor?

De Itos. AVhy, pretty well — Sir — he generally puts one Mord in ]»lace for

another, which, in poetry like 3lr. Rumhle's, does not make much diHcrence.

Indeed, as in the mililia, the substitute is always a better man flian the principal,

so liere in the line — 1 mean Mr. Dactyl's line. Sir
;
you'll excuse me — ha

!

ha! ha!
heath. Curse the grinning puppy! I wish the types were down his throat,

large Roman letters and all (aside).

De lios. Allow me to give yoti an instance or two, Sir, of your printer's happy
deviation from the copy (reads). ^ The dear and fragrant sinh of infancy,'' he

has converted into a ''dire andflagrant sign of infumy.'' — 'sweets of morning,'' he
has turned into 'sik'/s of mourning ; ^ —

• and 'haunted by all the mellow dreams of

Horace,^ he has made '/u/n/cfl 6j/ all the melo-drumes of horses!^ Ila! ha! ha!

heath. Ha ! ha ! — Impudent rascal ! hoM merry he is ! — but I'll teach him
to take liberties w ith the press , the jacobin ! He'd give Iiis eyes to go to the

Races — I know he would ; but I'll not let him — I'll go there myself to spite

him — I'll give him a job, too, that my gentleman won't like (aside). — Here
you, Mr. ScJiolar — here's some books to go to Lady Bab Blue's library, and
you must take and arrange them fur her.

Dc Kos. What! I, Sir.^*

heath. Yes — you, Sir, — and leave the porter to look after the shop. She
is a lady of learning, they say, and ought to have a critic to wait on lier —'

Happy to reconmiend you for that situation— She might like to have a reviewer

on her establishment — Fifty pounds a year and the run of the kitchen —
Sorry to part with you — but — (all this time healherhcad is at the counter ar-

ranging the books).

Enter Capt. C.\^•VAs and La Fosse.

Capt. C. (Starting at seeing De Rosier). De Rosier ! for hearen's sake, whaf
is the meaning —

-

Dc Ros. Hush ! and I'll tell you all presently.

heath. Who is that, eh ?

De Ros. Merely a gentleman. Sir, who wislies to see our catalogue.

heath. And mIio is that foreign-looking thief, that stands grinning at you there?

De Ros. Oh! that — Sir — is — What shall I say to get ti few moments'

explanation with Canvas? (aside). Tliat, Sir, is a French man oft letters, wlio

having heard of your new printing-press, is come to engage Avitli you as a trans-

lator. (Retires to the bark of the stage with Capt. C.)

heath. Translator! himself an original quite — must talk to him, tho'. —
Servant, Sir — well acquainted, I'm told, with tlie learned tongues?

ha Fosse. Ah! h«! have heard of my cookery — (aside) — Oui — certainly,

Sarc, — dress de tongue a merveillc — and de sauce! by gar you would cat your

fader with it.'

heath. Lat my father! what tlic devil docs he mean?
* A cettc sauce-la ou mangeroit sou pere.

L'Almauach des Gourmands.
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La Fosse. You like it, Sare, done En2:li.*h way?
heath. Yes — yes — done into English, to be sure — and let it be some-

tliin*^ that will go dovn, you knoM".

ha Fosse. Ah! pardi — lie will go do^n fast enough (laying his hand on his

stomach) — Den, Sare, I can make you de finejit nick-nack out of notuig at all.

heath. How Avell he underi«tand» the art of authorship! (aside),

ha Fosse. Hash up de old ting like uew —
heath. Right — book-making!
La Fosse. Vid plenty salt —
heath. Attic — bravo!
ha Fosse, "lare mucli acid —
heath. Satiric — excellent!

ha Fosse. And den de little someting rarra and piquante for de ladies —
heath. Oh! it Mill do — it will do (throwing his arms round La Fosse) — I

am so lucky to meet you — But let's see (looks at his watch) —Have you any
objection, Su-, to Malk towards the rp.ce-ground ? We may talk of these matters

on the May.
ha Fosse. Oui — sure — certainly — tho' pardi, Sare, your conversation give

me appetite enough Midout de Malk.
heath. Oh! you flatter me, Sir —
ha Fosse. Apres vous, Monsieur — [JEjreunf ceremoniomly.

\Capt. Canvas and De Rosier come fonvard.]
Capt. C. But Mhy did you not answer my letter, and acquaint me M'ith this

fall of your fortunes.''

De Ros. The truth is, my dear Canvas, I have such an aversion to letter-

writing, that I have sometimes thought the resolution of Sir Phelim O'jNeal, never

to ansM'er any thing but a challenge, was the only peaceable May of getting

through life. But let us not talk of misery — love is our only theme.

Capt. C. And that m ay lies viy misery — Oh ! if I could but see the faithless

girl once more, I'd take a last, an eternal farcMcll — fly to my ship — forget

the very name of m oman— and, like the Doge of Venice, marry myself to the sea.

De Ros. Her aunt, Lady Bab, you say, has forbidden you the house?
Capt. C. Positively excludes me.
De Ros. Heaven send she may do me the same favour — "But though her

Ladyship is not at home to hove, she seldom refuses the visits of heaming, an
"acquaintance whom she treats ceremoniously, not being on very familiar terms

"with him " — there lie my letters of introduction to her presence (pointing to

a jmrcel on the counter).

Capt. C. What! those books?
De Ros. Y'es — those books, "which are as welcome and about as useful to

"her Ladyship as an opera-glass to a South-Sea islander."

Capt. C. But Mhat did you say of an introduction to her presence?

De. Ros. Why, simply, that my master has inflicted upon me the hononr of

carrying that parcel to Lady Bab's library, and if you have the least ambition

for the employment, I Mill depute it to you Mith all my soul — happy if, like

other great men, I may be the means of making the fortune of ray deputy, and
if carrying out books should prove as profitable to you as keeping books has been
to many others.

Capt. C. 'Tis an excellent thought; I thank you from my heart for it.

De Ros. You are not serious, Canvas?
Capt. C. Never Mas more serious in my life.

De Ros. Ha! ha! ha! Why, Mhat will your ship's-company think of you,

when they hear you liave turnd bookseller and stationer?

Capt. C. J\o nuitter — it M'ill give me an opportunity of seeing her onco

more, and of returning into her hands this long-lov'd picture, M'hose colours,

though fleeting, have not faded like her aflections.

De Ros. Very pretty, faith! — But I think I could match it — Where the

deuce? — (searching his pockets, and then going to a corner of the library) —
Oh! here it is — hid under the Raisers of Dorat — covered, as it ought tti be,

with a whole volume of kisses! (produces a miniature). Tliere — I have as

little right to that copy, as any other man but myself has, in my opinion, to the

original — It was done by my friend Crayon, from his own miniature of Miss
Hartington, and I ran UMay Mith it. — Prometheus hud the image, Mhen he
stole the flame — but I, being provided M'ith the Jlamc (laying his hand on his

heart), stole the image.
Capt. C. (Looking at his own miniature). How many ghosts of departed pro-

mises haunt those faithless lips!

Dc Ros. (Looking at his). And how many little imflcdged hopes lie nestling

in that dimpled smile!
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DUET. — Captain Canvas and dc Hosier.

Capt. C. Here is the lip that betrayd,
Ve Run. Here i? the hlue eye that warm'd;
Capt. C. Ij'ps for bexiltlerin^ made

!

he Roi. Eyes for enamouring forraM!
Butfi, Wh'ile on her features I g'aze,

And trace ev'ry love-inouldcd line,

Capt. C. Memory Meeps o'er the days
When 1 fancied her faithfully mine.

De Roe. Hope bids me dream of bright days,
And fancy her faithfully jnine.

I)r Rus- Here is the glance that inspired —
Capt. C. Here is the blush that deceiv'd

;

Jfe Jiun. Glances too wildly admir'd I

Capt. C. Bluthes loo fondly belicv'd

!

Both. While on her features, etc. etc.

Dc Ros. But come — if you mean to be my deputy, there is no time to lo»e— Gi^e me your coat.

Capt. C. What! must I —
De Ros. Of course, my dear fellow (taking off Capt. C.'s coat) ; though tlie

lady herself is as blue as indigo, your coat need not be of the same livery with
her stocking^ti.

Capt. C. Where do yon mean to hide my uniform ?

De Ros. Here — behind this large History of England — and I believe it is

the first time that any thing naval has ever been kept out of sight by an English
historian. — Now — put on this apron — Does Lady Bab know you.''

Capt. C. Never has seen me.
Dc Ros. So much the better — I have no doubt she will be taken with your

scientific appearance — and you may tell her you are versed in the Cannon Law,
you know. — Now for the books —" God help you, if she should take a fancy

"to read any of these folios to you.
" Capt. C. I should never stand that — Like a reprobate Quaker, I should be

" soon read out of the meeting,
" De Ros. " There — there's a hat for you , and now be off.

Capt. C. Thanks, dear Dc Rosier; it is consoling to think, that tho' Love
should break off one arm of Hope's anchor, there is yet another left for Fri<'nd-

ship, upon whose hold my heart may rely. [P'xit.

(During this Scene, Capt. C. puts on De Rosier''s shop -jacket, into the pocket

of which De Rosier had, at the end of the Duet, put his own miniature —
Capt. C, when about to change, lays his miniature on the counter).

Dc Ros. Poor Canvas! — Let me see (approaching the counter) — Hey-day!
what's this.'' — by all that's perplexing, he has left his mistress's miniature be-

hind him, and taken away mine with him in his pocket. — Hollo ! hollo ! (calling

after him) — It is too late to catch him, and this exchange of mistresses may
he fatal to us both. — But away with apprehension! I will not, this day, let

one dark thought come near me. Oh woman! woman! who is there would live

without the hope of being, lov'd by thee?

SONG. — De Rosier.

When life looks lone and dreary,
What liffht can dispel the gloom'? ;

When Time's swift wing grows weary,
What charm can refresh his plume'*

'Tis Woman, whose sweetness bcameth
O'er all that we feel or sec

;

And if man of heav'n e'er dreameth,
'Tis when he thinks purely of thee.
Oh, Woman! ''

Let conquerors fight for glory, —
Too dearly the meed they gain; '

Let patriots live in s^tory, —
Too often they die in vain.

Give kingdoms to those who choose 'cm,
This world can offer to me

Ko throne like Heauty's bosom,
j

i\o freedom like 8er\ ing thee.
Oh, Woman!

[Exlt.i

SCENTE III. — Madame de Rosier's Cottage. ,

iF^nter La Fosse.

La Fosse. Diablo t'emporte, you big bookseller — vid your tongues and your

bacon — and apres tout — after all — bis Bacon turn out to be an old dead

Ciianrelior — morblcu ! — and ven I tell him 1 Aas Cook — by gar, he begin (

b«'at nu-. as I do de young live pig to make hiui tender — Ah! here is my nwi-

Iresse — and vat de de\il old beggar-muu she got vid her?
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Enter ^L\da5ie De Rosier and 3Ir. Harttvgto.v.

Mad. De Ros. I am afraid, my poor man, those rude servants must hare hurt
you. —
Mr. Hart. Tliey miglit have hurt me, Madam, had you not kindly opened

your door and admitted me.
Mad. Dc Ilos. I am sure their master, M-hoeTer he may be, would have punish-

ed them for their rudeness, if he had seen tliera.

Mr. Hart. I do not know that, Madam — tliere is such congeniality in the pur-

suits of modern masters and their servants, that Me can hardly expect more civi-

lization from the amateur coachman than from the j^rofessor.

Mad. De Ros. You seem to want refreshment — sit down, and you shall have
gomething — (He sits down.) — Here, La Fosse — bring tliis poor man some
cold meat.

La Fosse. Oui — my Lady — Ah ! dat is the way all my cookery goes (aside

and exit).

Mad. De Ros. You have seen better days, I doubt not.

Mr. Hart. And so have you , Lady — if rightly I can conjecture from those

manners, which, like the ornaments of a fallen capital, may be traced long after

the pillar, on which it stood, is broken.

Enter Lv Fosse (bringing in a Tray with cold Meat, etc.)

La Fosse. Here is de little beef for him — Ali! if ma pauAre maitresse had
de larder so large as her heart, de ugly malady of starving would be soon ba-
nish from the world like the small-pock (lays it on the table, and exit).

Mr. Hart. My words seem to affect you. Lady.
Mad. De Ros. I know not why they should — 'tis but a languor of spirits

arising from ill health.

Mr. Hart. (At the table , while she is standing forward.) I see it — 'tis the

heart's ill-health — the pang of honest pride struggling with poverty.

Mad. De Ros. (Turning round). Nay, prithee, eat, my good man.
Mr. Haii. Thanks , Lady , I am quite refreshed (rises) — and now , forgive

me , if I ask , hoM' long you may have felt this illness under Miiich you suffer.

Mad. De Ros. INot very long — and, in truth, so many have been my hours
of health and cheerfulness , that I feci as if I had already shared my full pro-

portion of blessings, and can thank Heaven for the balm, that has been at the

top of my cup , even while I drain the bitterness that lies at the bottom.

Mr. Hai-t. O Patience! how thy smile adorns adversity! (aside). You may
think it presumptuous , Madam , that one so poor and humble as I am should
venture to prescribe a remedy for the languor that oppresses your spirits; but
Mad. De Ros. Alas ! — my good man I 'tis far beyond the reach of art even

more refined than yours.

Mr. Hart. Pardon me. Lady. — During the wandering life I have led among
the poor and wretched , and the various sicknesses of heart and spirits which I

have met m ith , I have frequently witnessed the efficacy of one simple medicine,

which, if delicately administered, seldom fails to remove at least a part of the
pressure, under vhich the patient languishes.

Mad. De Ros. Some village charm , I doubt not — but I must indulge the
poor old man (aside).

Mr. Hart. There is a portion of it in this small bag — 'tis what the old

philosophers looked for in crucibles , and what the modern ones think they have
found in paper-mills. — Too large a dose of it is apt to make the head giddy;
and, in some temperaments, it produces a restless itching in the hands, which
requires a constant application of the medicine to that part — When this symptom
breaks out in certain ranks of life, the operation of the drug has been found to

be ruinous to the Constitution.

Mad. De Ros. (Smiling). It seems to be rather a desperate remedy you re-

commend me.
Mr. Hart. No — Lady — you may take it safely — When prescribed by

"friendship or" humanity for the relief of those we "esteem or" compassionate,
it is then indeed a precious balsam, whose cordial not only refreshes the heart
of him who takes, but whose fragrance long lingers on the hand of him Mho
administers it. — There — open it , when I am gone — and before it is ex-
hausted, you shall be furnished Mith a fresh supply.

Enter La Fosse hastily.

La Fosse. Oh Madam! iMadam ! — here is a gentleman have driven himself
and his carriage into de ditch — and de coachman and de rest of the inside pas--

senger have been pull out of de Mindow.
Mad. De Ros. Is there any one hurt?
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La Fosse. Only de «rcntleman's Lead a little crack, I believe — mais -— le

voici — here he is come.

Enter Sra Charles Ca^as.

Sir C. Cur?e that awkward post! canght in the forcvhcel and spilt me oft

the dickey — Just the way in the House, tlio' — when a Member arrives at a
post , he always vacates his seat immediately.

Mad. De Has. I hope, Sir, you have not suffered any serious injury.

Sir C. Not much — Ma'am — head a little out of order, as mc say — all

OMing to the spirit of my leaders — Greys, Madam — fine creatures — Your
Crcys make excellent leaders in Opposition coaches. — Ah! my old guager-
that-is-to-be , how d'ye do? Don't remember me, eJi?

Mr. Hart. Oh! yes. Sir — you call yourself Sir Charles Canvas. (Madam
De Hosier starts, and looks earnestly at Sir Charles)

Sir C. Call myself! damn the fellow — doubts my claun, I suppose (aside).

Mad De Kos. It cannot surely be the same! (aside.)

Sir C. I say, ray old boy, I have a little job for you — Do you like jobs?

no getting on without them — I shall want you, in a day or tMo, to deliver a
letter for me to >Iiss Hartington.

Mr. Hart. To 31iss Harting
Sir C. 3Ium — I have e^ery reason to suspect that little Tory has taken a

fancy to me.
Mr. Hart. To you, Sir! (with contemptuous surprise).

Sir C. To me. Sir! yes. Sir — to me. Sir — to Sir Cliarles Canvas, Bari.

M. P. son and heir to the late Sir William Canvas, of Hmitborough Hall, Corn-

.

wall.

Mad. De Ros. It is indeed the same— the eldest son of my dear friend , Lady
Canvas (aside).

Sir C. And , between ourselves , it is not impossible but the measure of ap
Union might be carried — IIoMever, say nothing about the matter at present —
as I am just now candidate in another quarter; but if I don't like the state oj

the poll , damme but I'll out , and be returned Member for Hartington (slapping

Mr. H. on the back).

Mr. Hart. This fellow's impudence is intolerable (aside). But are you then

so sure , Sir , of being accepted by Miss Hartington ?

Sir C. Oh! no doubt of it — women cant refuse — they'd never do for thi

House — couldn't say no for the lives of them — but — mum — my old fel-

low — that's all — and call upon me to-morrow at the boarding-house.

Mr. Hart. I have no doubt, Sir, that the complhnent, Avhich you intend Miss

Hartington, will be felt by her exactly as it deserves (significantly) — and be

assured no effort of mine shall be wanting to impress her with a proper under-

standing of its value. [lusit.

Sir C. Well said, my old boy — (Madame De Rosier approaches) — Ask
pardon. Madam — a little i^ecrct Committee with my Honourable Friend in frag-

ments here.

Mad. De Ros. INot so secret. Sir Charles, as to prevent me from discovering

that I have the honoiu- of receiving imder my roof the son of one of my best

and earliest friends, Lady Canvas.

Sir C. Oh! you knew my mother, 3Iadam; an excellent woman, as women
go, certainly.

Mad. De Ros. I knew her in Paris, when she was married, and was the only

friend to whom she entrusted it — we were in the same hotel together wIkji

you were born.

Sir C. The devil! she mistakes me for my eldest brother — I don't quite

like this (aside). You are Mrong, Madam — my mother Avas not exactly what

you call — married, you know, 'till she came to England.

Mad. De Ros. Pardon me. Sir Charles — I was present at the ceremony —
Sir C. Present! I'm ruin'd — like a lost Bill — negativ'd thrown out, and

sent to the pastry-cook's (aside) — Yet stay — Fm safe yet — one witness

won't do — no — no — 'twon't do, Madam (turning round to Mad. De Rosirr.

he is caught round the neck by La Fosse, to whom, during Sir C.'s speech aside,

Mad. De Rosier hud u'hispercd something).

La Fosse. — Ah! my dear little blaster Canvas — bless my soul — how
Tare often I have pinch you little ear, when you not dis high, and you squawl

and squawl, and vish me at de devil!

Sir C. I'm sure I wish you there now with all my heart — what shall I

do.'' (aside.)

Mud. De Ros. This faithful old servant. Sir Charles, was likewise at your

mother's wedding.
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Sir C. And \ihat infernal — I say, JVIadam, what strange fate has brought
you both licrc?

Mad. De Ros. Upon ray return to France last year, I found tliat niy husband
the Conite de Rosier was dead — that his money had been all embezzled, and
his estates confiscated — my dear son, Henry (whom you may have seen at the

Jibrary) was the only comfort left me, and upon his industry Ave now depend for

our humble, yet sufficient, maintenance.

Sir C. So — So — the young emigrant at the librarj- — I have it (aside).

Your son's name, you say, is Henry De Rosier? (takes out his tablets, and writes).

Mad. De Ros. Yes, Sir.

Sir C. Aged?
Mad. De Ros. About one-and-t\rcnty.

Sir C. 'Aged one — and twenty — middle size— fair complexion,' Cwr/i/ng-^.

La Fosse. Ah de brave homnie ! lie mean to patronage my young master!

Sir C. Glad to have tlie particulars — must send information to the Alien

Office immediately —
Mad. De Ros. For Heaven's sake, Sir Cliarles, what is it you mean?
Sir C. Your son Henry, 3!a(laiu — a very sui^picious character — must be

got rid of — unpleasant office for me — but must do my duty.

Mad. De Ros. 3Iy unfortunate boy! what can he have done?
Sir C. jNothing overt, as yet, perliajjs — but quite enough to be suspected of

being suspicious. — "Doctor Shuffle-bottom and sonic doAvagers of distinction

have long had their eyes on liiin — he has Iieen caught laughing at a novel of

"Voltaire's, and has even been seen to yaM'n over a loyal pamphlet of Doctor
"Shuffle-bottom's — an incendiary quite

!

"A/aof. De Ros. Oh Sir! I will answer with my life that, whatever impru-
"dence my Henry may have been guilty of, his lieart is in the right; his heart
*'is always in the right.

"Sir C. Aery likely — but we politicians liave nothing to do with the heart
"— must send him off — and tliat ugly old sinner there with him." — Shall

go now, and write to the yiUicn Office.

Mad. De Ros. (Kneeling.) For pity's sake. Sir Charles! by the memory of
your dear mother, I entreat you.

Sir C. I have her now (aside). As to that, JIadara, tho' always rigid in

my public duties, yet wlien so fair a petitioner humbly shetrclh, I am as easily

moved as — the question of adjournment (raises her) — and tliere is one con-
dition upon which I consent to let your son remain safely behind his counter.

Mad. De Ros. Name it — Sir — name it.

Sir C. Simply this — that you never betray to man, woman, or child, the
eecret of ray mother's marriage in Paris.

Mad. De Ros. Though ignonmt of your motive, Sir Charles, most willingly

do I promise — (trample without) •— and here is my poor Heiu'y himself.

Sir C. Does he know it ?

Mad. De Ros. I have never mentioned it to him.

Sir. C. Mum — then — that's all.

Enter De Rosier.

De Ros. I hare stolen one ranment from business to tell my dear mother of
my happiness What! in tears, mother! and Sir Charles Canvas here? —
What is the raeaning of tlsis?

Mad. Dc Ros. INotbing, Henry, we were raerely talking of some old

(Sir Charles slioivs the tablets secretly to her, and checks her.) This gentleman
— I mean — has met Avitli an accident, at our door, and it lias alarmed me.
Dc Ros. There is some mystery in tliis, which must be explained to me —

La Fosse! (La Fosse nods signijicantly towards Sir Charles, and exit.) — Sir

Charles ! I perceive plainly that your intrusion is the cause of this embarrass-
ment, and, notMitlistanding my respect for your eldest brother. Captain Canvas,
whom I have the honour to call my friend, and of whose title and fortune yon
have — (I will not say how generously) possessed yourself

Mad De Ros. This, then, Mas the motive — Oh, Henry! (She is s;oin«;

towards him, when Sir Charles seizes her hand, and reads the tablets in an under
voice to her).

Sir C. 'Aged twenty-one — middle size — fair complexion —

'

De Ros. C'ome —Madam — you must not stay here to be insulted — An-
other time. Sir Charles, I shall know tlie meaning of your conduct. — I did think,

Sir, that you modern men of fashion, when coming to a domestic sancturay like

this, could leave your arrogance at the club, and your vulgarity at the race-
ground — but I find, that, in the circle of social lite, jou aic OS misplaced as
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monkeys in a flower-garden, ha^-ing just strength enough to trample on what is

delicate, and just wit enough to ruin what is beautiful.

\Exeunt Mad. De Rosier and Henry.
Sir C. Hear him ! hear him ! — That yonng gentlera.in has a taste for ora-

tory — would rut a figure upon a Turnpike Hill — Flatter myself, however,
I have muzzled the principal witness — '• and my brother, a "careless fellow,

"will never think of sifting the matter when he returns, but pocket the aifront,

"and away to sea again. " — As to fio:hting, my young Mr. Emigrant (for yon
seemed to give notice of a motion to that effect), before / fight, I must consult

my constituents, as I hold it unpatriotic to do any thing witliout their instruc-

tions. [Esit.

SCEXE IV. — y/re Antichamher at Lady Bab BLrE's.

Lady Bab, and Capt. Cawas in his Disguise, arranging the Books in a large
Book-case — Miss Selwv\ and Davy — the latter a little tipsy.

Lady B. Come hither — you stupid Da%y — and assist this young man to

arrange the books — Fob, fellow ! your breatli smells like hydrogen.
Davy, llydergin — gin — gin (hiccups) — Ecod, so it was gin, sure enough

— How well the old toad knoMs the smell of it! (aside.)

Lady B. (To Davy.) Here — put up these two volumes of Sallust — That
is the Jugurthine, and that the Catalinc.

Davy. (Spelling the letters on the back.) T. 0. M. Tom, C. A. T. Cat, Tom
Cat — Come, I guess now, that's something deuced comical,— (Spells the other.)

T. O. M., J. U. G. — Tom's Jug. — Ah! that's the laming, after all.

Capt C. One word with her will be sufficient — Miss Sclwyn! Miss SelwjTi!

(apart to Miss S

)

Miss S. Good Heavens ! is it possible ? Captain Canvas

!

Capt. C. Be not alarmed, Aladam — I come not to interrupt your happiness,

by disputing my brothers claim to that inheritance, which 31iss Selwjn is so

worthy and so willing to share vith him — 1 come merely to return this pic-

ture into your hands, and (what I cannot think you will regret) to bid you fare-

well for ever! [He returns to the book-case.

Miss S. A\Tiat can he mean? 'Worthy and iciUing to share his brother's for-

tune !
' — My picture , too , returned ! (opens it) — Yet — no — no — can I

believe my eyes .'' — It is — it is Miss Ilartington. — Oh ! this accounts for her

confusion, Mhen I mentioned his name — her sighs, >vhen she acknowledged

that she knew him. — False, cruel man ! to insult me thus with the display of

her love-gifts — But I'll — Oh! that his brother were lierc now — I could

even do my heart a violence to be revenged of him.
Lady B. AVhy, Mhat are you about, young man ? (to Capt. Canvas, who has

been employed at the book-case.) You are mixing up my science m ith all sorts

of rubbish — Here's Thoughts upon Gravity on the same shelf Mitli Broad Grinsj

and — as I live! — Sir Isaac Aewton in the corner with Betsy Thoughtless!

Enter Sir Charles.

Sir C. Oh, dear ladies! I haAc had the saddest tumble ofT my dicky — exact-

ly such as happened to me last spring — you recollect — immediately after the

snows and the Parliament had dissolved away, and the new Ministers were just

budding into patronage and majorities.

Miss S. Dear Sir Charles, you alarm me beyond expression (affecting anxiety

about him).

Sir C. 'Dear Sir Charles!' Ho! ho! She begins to trim, I find (aside).

Capt. C. (Behind.) Perfidious girl

!

Lady B. and Miss S. (On each side of Sir C.) Xo material hurt, I hope?

Sir C. Xot much — Jiead a little discomposed — but it was this that saved

me (striking the crown of his hat) — Tlie Crown is the best friend to us M. P. s,

after all — But don't be alarmed, ladies — I am not so ill but that I shall be

able to attend you to the Lottery at the Library; and afterwards, if you will

allow me, to 31iss Hartington's card-party.

FIXALE TO THE SECOXD ACT.

Lady Bab Blue, Miss Selwyn, Captain Canvas", Sir C. Canvas, and Davy.

Capt, C. Tlie last gleam of hope is vanish'd now.
Misery's night surrounds me.

Davy. 1 could read inightv well j if they'd just show me how.
Rut this printing like quite confounds me.

Mitt S. The pain in your head, is it better"? oh lell.

Capt. C. The pain in my heart who can tell '?

*) Captain Canvas, during this Finale, must keep as far back as possible, and appear care-

fully to avoid tJie eyes of Sir Charles.
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Sir C. C. Prctly well—it may ewell.

Davy. I sail spell—very uell—F, E, double L.
Nisa S. Think , if aught should harm thee,

How it would alarm me.
Capt. C. Patience ! arm me,

Let not anprer warm me.
Miss Set. How I should deplore theel

Tenderly weep o'er thee

!

Capt. C. IVone will e'er adore thee
With the love / bore thee
Oh! happier, happier he,

'V>ho9e heart is cold to thee.

Miss Sel. },..,, .

Ladu B. r'^' happy, happy we,

Duini. ''l"y ^''t^ return to see.

Sir C. C. I'm happy , Ma'am, to see
Vour kind concern for me.

Cant C )
C^" Fi'lsehood then boast of her power to destroy,

pt
'

i ^""l ""f '^'^'"^ blush o'er the ruins of joy '(

Miss H l^*"' hearts leave the load-star they used to obey,

J And not even tremble in turning astraj «

(Davy, who has been fixing books upon the shelves, lets a large parcel of them , at this

moment^ fall about his ears).

Davy. Dang it ! what a clatter I

How my head they batter!
Capt. C. Booby! what's the matter'?

How the books you scatter!
Lady B. See! jou awkward lout,

My ancients thrown about;
Mv wits all tumbling from above!

Davy. If laming be about
As hard inside as out,

'Twould soon get thro' my skull, by Jove!
Capt. C. 1

ct [Farewell—farevrel!—to hope, joy, and love!

Miss H. )

END OP THE SECOND ACT.

ACT III.

SCEXE. — The Circulating Library.

Lady Bab Blt;e, Sir Charles Canvas, Miss Selwyv, Miss Hartitvgtoiv, Sttsan,

and a motley Gronpc of Persons, are discovered attending the Drawing of a Lot-

tery, which Leatheuhead is busied about behind the Counter. — f arious Prizes

are lying upon the Counter.

SOKG, RECITATRT:, duet, CIIORUS, etc.

SONG. — Susan.

A LOTTERY, a Lottery,
III Cupid's court there us'd to be,

Two roguis^h eyes
The highest prize

lu Cupid's scheming Lottery,
And kisses too.
As good as new,

Which were not very hard to win.
For he , who won
The ej es of fun,

W as sure to have the kisses in.

Chor, A Lottery, etc.

This Lottery, this Lottery,
In Cupid's court went merrily.

And Cupid play'd
A Jewish trade

In this his scheming Lottery

;

For hearts , I'm told,

lu shares he sold
To many a fond believing drone.

And cut the hearts)
In sixteen parts

So -Hell, each thought the tvhole his own!

Chor. A Lottery , a Lottery,
In Cupid's court there us'd to be,

Two roguish eyes
The highest prize.

In Cupid's scheming Lottery.

RECITATIX'E anil SONG. — Leatherhead.

Ladies and Gentlemen—Gentlemen and Ladies—Go not to Cupid's court;

Fur (whatever the young woman may say) 'lis a place of verj bad resort.

11
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Am.
Bnt mine is the Lottery—hasten to me;
Hore's scissors and satires , as sharp aa can be :—
Hire's a drawing of Cork—here's a cork-screw for wine,
Here are pills for the cough—and here's Gibbon's "Decline;" —
Here's a bright can ing-kiiife—here's a learned Re\iew

—

Here's aji Essay oa Marriage, and here's a Cuckoo.

CHORL'S.

Oar Lottery—our Lottery

—

Ye youths and maidens , come to me !

^Tis ne'er too late

To try jonr fate
In this our "lucky Lottery.

Leath. Tlianks, ladles anil gentlemen, for your attendance this evening — Hope
for your patronage, ]>Ia(lan] (to Lady Bab) — Have e^ery thing in your Avay

"that has appeared since Ncbechudnczzar's Work upon Grasses — Clever book

"that, Ma'am.
'^Lady Bab. I rannot say that I have ever seen it.

''Leath. 'Pon my soul, 'nor I (aside). " — Have got a new printing-press,

Ma'am — would he glad to have some of your Flights of Fancy — Wish you

could be prevailed upon to try your hand at a Battle — Wonderful taste for battled

noAv, IVla'ara.

Lady B. No wonder, Sir, when those indulgent critics, the Park guns, stand

always ready to report the merits of such performances.

Leath. Ha! ha! ha! — Very sharp. Ma'am, very sharp. — If you please to

etep this way, Ma'am, 111 gi^e vou a sight of my typographicals.
[They retire.

Miss Hart. I look in vain for De Rosier — What can be the meaning of

his absence? (aside.)

Sir C. (ff'ho is all this time paying his court to Miss ScliL^n. and is repiilscdby

her in all his advances). Nay, my tiear Miss Selwyn — " you chimge sides as

"quick as an Union Member;'" just now, at your own house, you were so kind to

me! — I declare it quite intoxicated me.
Miss S. Did I intoxicate you, Sir Charles? The Spartans, too, occasionally

made their slaves drunk; but 't^vas from any thing but love for them, I assure

you.
Sir C. What a tongue she has! But I'll cough her doum, when we're married

(aside).

Miss Hart. I sujipose. Sir Cliarles, you know that your brother is arrived.

Sir C. My brother! impossible — Sladam — impossible — He would not

leave his ship to be made First Lord of the Treasury.
Miss Hart. But to be made Lord of Love's Treasury ! (looking archly at Miss

Selwyn, and then addressing her) — Come — my dear — you can tell us, per-

haps, whether Captain Canvas is arrived.

Aim S. How insultingly she triumphs over me (aside) — Really, Miss Har-
tington, time makes such changes in mind as well as features, that it is possible

I may have seen Capt. Canvas, without being able to persuade myself, that it

was the same I had known formerly.

Miss Hart. Ill send to the hotels to inquire after hira — Perhaps he may be
prevailed upon to join our card-party this evening. — Sir Charles! you have no
objection to see your brother at my house?

Sir C. I\Ie! Madam! — objection. Madam! (confused) Afraid to meet
the eyes of my brother ! — Damn'd bad sign — symptoms of a rotten Borough
here, I fear (lays his hand on his heart) — Must brazen it out, tho' (aside) —
Oh! no — Miss Hartington — not the least objection — My brother is well

aware of the hopelessness of his claims, and will be happy, of course, to find

that the title , tho' it h<is slipped off the higher branch, has settled upon such a
promifing twig as your hiunble servant.

Miss Hart. Oh! very Mell. Susan! (beckons Susan, and e.rit with her).

Lady Bab. (Coming forward with Leatherhead, and giving him a letter.) You
will be amused and edified by that letter — 'tis from my friend. Doctor O' Jar-
gon, the great Irish chemist, and you may read it at your leisure.

Leath. Ma'am, you do me honour.
Lady Bab. Come hither, niece (to Miss Selwyn) — I want to speak with yon,

upon a matter of much importance to me.
Miss S. Tliis eternal marriage with Sir Charles! (aside.)

_
Lady Bab. I want to ask your advice upon a grand literary scheme I have

uin view.

Miss S. Heav'n be praised! — Even her literature ia a relief (aside).
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La^y Bah. You mnst know I have been, for some time past, employed in

writnig a chemical Poem upon Sal Ammoniac.
Miss S. Ipon eal ammoniac?
Lady Bab. Yes, my dear, a poem upon sal ammoniac — in which, under

the name of the Loves of Ammonia, I have personified tliis interesting: alkali, and
described very tenderly all the various experiments that have been tried on her.

Miss S. This is what has been called 'enlisting Poetry under the banners of
Science, ' dear aunt.

Lady Bab. Exactly so — And now — look on that venerable Chamberlain of
the Muses there.

Loath. "What the devil are they staring at me for ? (aside.)
Lady Bab. That man, humble as he stands there — unconscious, as yet, of

the glory that is intended him — that man shall I select for the high hooour of
introducing my Ammonia to the literary world.

Miss S. Happy man!
Lady Bab. And I will go home this instant and write him such an epistle on

the subject, as will electrify him.
Miss S. I have no doubt it will.

Lady Bab. Sir Charles — I had nearly forgot — but there is a paper, which
I have had in my pocket for you all day (giving him a letter) — It concerns the

Subject nearest your heart. Farewell •— we meet at Miss Hartington's assembly.
Leath. Give me leave, my Lady (shewing her out').

Lady Bab. (To Leath.) Man ! man ! thou little knowest the honour and glory

to which thou wilt be sublimated. [Exit Lady Bab, Lcatherhead showing her off.'\

Sir C. Let's sec Mhat the old lady has given me here (reads) — ' Most scien-

tific Madam!'' — Hey-day! "tis a letter, addressed to herself, and signed Corne-
lius O'Jargon, Professor of Cliemistry — ^ Most scientific Madam ! I need not tell

your Ladyship that my illustrious countryman, the Conourable Mr. Boyle, was the

father of Chemistry, and brother to the Earl of Cork. ' — AVhat the de^il have I

to do M-ith the father and uncles of Chemistry? I, that am in such a hopeful

genealogical way myself! — and this, she said, was 'the subject nearest my
heart!' (tearing the letter.) — VMiat's to be done? If my brother is arrived, and
Madame De Rosier should find out that my threats against her son were mere
bluster, 'tis all over Mith me. — WTiat shall I do? — I'll try bribery — I will

— They are poor, and a bribe will certainly stop their mouths — "besides, it

will keep my hand in, and "make me a more saleable article myself in future'"

— for nothing breaks a man in for taking bribes so effectually as giving them.
[Exit.

Miss S. (Jflio had been occupied among the books at the back of the stage.)

Alas ! who can wonder at the clioice I have made ? Even had Capt. Canvas no
other qualities to adorn him, the very fame of his heroism would be sufficient

to interest me — For Me women, the simplest and tendcrest of us, love to fly

about a blaze of celebrity, even tho' we receive but little warmth from it; and

the sage and the hero are sure of us, whenever they condescend to be our suit-

ors. Not that Mc have much concern with either their valour or their Misdom,

for owr pride is to produce the very reverse of those qualities which we admire

in them — to see the orator mute, the hero humbled, and the philosopher be-

wildered.

SONG. — Miss Selwyn.

Oh ! think, when a hero is siphing.
What (lanj^er in such an aiforer!

What woman can dream of denying
The hand that lays laurels before her?

Ko heart is so guarded around.
But the smile of a victor will take itj

No bosom can slumber so sound,
Hut the trumpet of glory will wake it,

Love sometimes is gi\en lo sleeping,

And woe to (he heart that allows him!
For, ah! neither smiling nor weeping
Have pow'r, at those moments, to rouse him.

But, tho' he were sleeping so fast,

That the life almost seem'd to forsake hira,

Believe me, one soul-thrilling blast

From the tnunpet of glory would wake him!
.

SCENE n. — The Outside of the Circulating Library.

Enter Leatherhead (bowing off, as if returned from seeing the Ladies to their

Carriage).

Leath. Charming notion she has of books! and of booksellers too, I flatter

* 1 forget the words that are substituted for these in representation.

17 *
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myself — She vrould'nt have been half so civil to me tho ' if my fine French
shopman had been in the way — Tiiat fellow's young impudent face took ofT

all the attention of the women from me — But I've got rid of him — pack'd

him off — " and lie may now starve like a wit and a gentleman, as he pretends

"to he" (takes out the letter Lady Jiah f^avc him) — Ila! ha! ha! Bless her old

tasty heart! Only think of her giving me a letter from an Irish chemist and
druggist, to amuiC myself with — Let's see (jiutting on his spectacles).

SrsAX enters from behind.

Susan. I can't think what is become of Mr. De Rosy — My poor mistress

wa.> quite in a fright at not seeing him here — Oh I there's the old grumpus
himself —

heath. (Rends.) ' / am determined that you shall marry my niece. ' — Eh

!

what ! Impossible — it's a mistake. — ' / am determined that you shall marry
my niece — The girl's heart is set against it'' — Oh! of course — 'but, like

the copper and zinc in a voltaic battery, the more negative she becomes, the more
positive shell find me — Come early this evening to Miss Hartington's, and all

shall be settled.' — Oh! 'tis a mistake — a mistake — She gave me the wrong
letter.

Susan. Pray, Sir, may Mr. De Rosy be in the shop ?

heath. iSo — young woman — he's pack'd off — gone to (turning away
from her, wholly occupied with the subject of the letter) — Marry Miss Selwyn,

a rich heiress! — Oh, it's a hoax — a mere hoax.
Susan. So it is a hoax indeed, if he told you he was going to marry any

such thing — La! Sir — he is not one of your marrying sort.

heath. And yet she said something about honour and glory that were in store

for me —
Susan. But In earnest, good Mr. Leatherhead, what is become of the yomig

raan.^

heath. Gone to the dogs, I tell you — kick'd into the streets — Don't perplex

me about him.
Susan. Ah ! you hard-hearted old monster ! — But I will pester you — Kick'd

into the streets! — AVell, in spite of the crockery Duchess, I declare I could

almost cry for him — And has the poor dear young man, then, notliing to live

upon?
heath. (Reading.') ' Copper and ri/jc'

Susan. Copper! Mercy on me! — 111 go tell my mistress this instant —
Who would have thought it?

[Going out, is met by Davy.
Davy. Wliy — Susan, how plump yon come np again a body ! — I say (apart

to her), just wait a mmute or tvvo here — j\ow', do'ee— I ha' gotten a letter to gie to

the old book-chap here, and then I liave something — you know (cunningly) — I

have, indeed — Come — now do'ee wait, good girl I gay, Mx. Leatherhead,
here be a letter for you from Lady Bab Blue.

heath. What! another letter ! (an.riously.)

Davy. Ah ! you may well say another and another — Nothing but write, write,

and them pistlcs (as she calls them) going off from morning till night — Ecod,
she spells such a power of words in the day, that I only wonder how the poor old

alphabet holds out with her.

heath. Bless me! I'm in such a fluster, I can hardly read a line (reads) —
'Dear Sir! I have made up my mind completely since I saw you, and my Ammo-
nia, that treasure, for ivhich so many proposals have been made, shall be put im-
mediately into your Aohc/s.' Ammonia — her nieces name — I shall go wild.

—

'•Her beauties have hithcrtho been the delight only ofa private circle; but I have no
\

doubt, that, upon her appearance in public, she will draw the whole world to your
\

shop.' — Oh ! damn the shop— I'll shut that up immediately— Fll throw my wig at

the stars — I'll (capering about.)

Davy. Why — the old chap is beside himself, for sartain.

heath. ' You, doubtless, are well acquainted ivith the histo)-y of this volatile crea-

ture' — Volatile ! oh ! no matter for that — ' this volatile Creature, Ammonia,
vulgarly called SjiI by the apothecaries. ' — Her niece called Sal by the apotheca-

ries! — What the devil does she mean? Oh! I suppose a pet name, which her
friend, the Irish druggist, has for her —but I'll always call her Ammonia— Ammo-
nia — my dear Ammonia (throws his arms round Susan).

Susan. La! Mr. Bookseller — one would think you want me for an apprentice
— you bind me so fast to you —

heath. Let me see what more — 'As I can imagine your impatience to possess

this treasure, call upon me this evening at Miss Hartington's, and it shall be made
your oum.^ — Just what she said in tlie other note — Yes— yes— I'll go — I'll go
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(parades the stas^e consequentially)— OIi, Leatlierliead ! Lcatlierhead ! tliou wert born
iiiuler a lucky asterisk! Shew ine a brotlier-tvpe out of Paternoster-row, that could
smuggle himself into the copy-right of an heiress of tMO-and twenty so neatly!

Davy, Well — I'll be sliot if there isn't something in tliis laming that turns

c^ cry parson's head that's at all coucarn'd with it, and I believe what the politi-

cian at the ale-house said Avas true, that the war, and the taxes, and the rest of

the mischief, all comes of your devilish Greek and Latin. — I say, Mr. Leather-
bead, what answer am I to take back to my Lady?

heath. Answer? Tell her that I'm all rapture and astonishment — that I am
etark staring with wonder, like three notes of admii'atiou — and tliat — I'll marry
her niece in the twinkling of a semi-colon.

Davy. Marry her what?
Leath. Marry her what? — Her niece, puppy — ray volatile, but valuable

Ammonia! (half aside.)

Davy. What! you?
Susan. What! you? (both laughing at him.)
Leath. Yes, I, Sir — yes , 1 , Ma'aiii — What the devil arc you laughing at ?

(Strutting from one to the other.)

LAUGIIEVG TRIO.

Susan, Davy, and Leathcrhead.

Leath. Girl, dost thou know ine"?
Sus. et Dav. Oh ! what a wooer !

Leath. Slave! thou'rt below rae!
Sus. et Dav. This wig will undo her.
Leath. Oh! curse your grinning!
Sus. ct l)av. This lock so winning

!

Leath. Ma'am, if you giggle thus,
And treat my wig ill thus,

I'll let you shortly know who am !.

Sus. et Dav. A handsome lover this

!

Ltath. You sha'at get over this

;

Sus. et Dav. This laugh will end me quite:—
Leath. I'ray heaven send it might!
Sus. et Dav. Ila, ha, ha, hah! hah, ha I

How the fool makes me laugh!—
Oh! I shall die!

Leath. But you shall weep for this fun by-aud-by.

[Exeunt severally.

SCENE III. — Madame De Hosier's Cottage.

Enter De Rosier and La Fosse.

La Fosse. Ah! de barbare! — vat! he turn you out vidout one penny!

De Kos. Yes — La Fosse — dismissed me from his paltry service, without

even a hint at the remuneration which he agreed to give ine — and 1 would
starve sooner than ask him.
La Fosse. Ah! oui— starve yourself d la bonne heure — But your poor moder

!

De Kos. Yes, yes — my mother ! — Something must he done instantly — the

little sura we brought with us hither is exhausted, and Heaven only knows
whither I shall now turn for a su|)ply.

La Fosse. (Looking at his snuff-box.) Ah you liltlc snuff-box ! I have hold

fast by you long time, when all my oder little articles were pressed into de service

of dis grumbling tyran here (hand on the stomach) — 1 did tiuk de conxciiption

would come to you at last.

De Ros. What do you say, La Fosse ?

La Fosse. Indeed, 1 vas cracking joke bad enough , Monsieur, upon my poor

old iabaticre here — and I vil go dis moment to tlic jeweller's, aiul try >vhat I

can make of iiim.

De Ros. To the jeweller's?

La Fosse. Oui, Sare — to sell this little box , vhich your good father gave
mc, and make the best use of his present by comforting his vile and child.

De Ros. My kind old man ! 1 have never treated you as you deserved — and

so it is, alas ! with many htunblc hearts, neglected, perha|)S slighted, during our

prosperous mouu;nts, Itut whi(-h, when the darkness of adversity arrives, come
forth like the sweet night-plant , and reproach us only by the fragrance they

breathe over our path, for the rudeness , with which we have, perhaps, trtulden

down their leaves in the sunshine.—keep ray fatlier's present, old man; 1 will not

hear of your parting with it.

La Fosse. Pardon — Monsieur — but if I continue taking snuff out of silver,

while my friend is in want of von shilling , may my g(;ntleman-like rappee be
turn into blackguard, and every pinch go the wrong way.
De Ros. My faithful La Fosse! — Uut here comes my mother — bhc must
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not know the extent of our distresses — Women should be like those temples of

old, from which words of ill omen were carefully kept away.

Enter Madame Dc Rosier.

Mad. De Ros. My dear Henry! what is to become of ns?

Dc Ros. Become of us? oh! every thing that is good and happy.

Mad. De Ros. You are always so sanguine, Henry

!

De Ros. And why should I not, dearest mother.*' I hare hitherto steered so

safely by the star of Heaven's providence, that, even m hile 'tis clouded , 1 trust

to its guidance cheerfully!

La Fosse. Ah! dat is brave boy! and here is to your good health (taking a
pinch of snuff) — A votre sant^, mon petit bon honirae

!

Mad. De Ros. But what is your present plan?

De Ros. The money I am to receive from old Leatherhcad will support ua

during my short interval of idleness, and I knoM a thousand situations, in which
willing industry, like mine, is sure to meet Mith employment — In a soil like

this, which liberty has fertilized, the very weakest shoots of talent thrive and
flouri&h!

SOXG. — De Rosier.

Tho' eacred the tie that onr country entwmeth,_
And dear to the heart her remembrance remaioS)

Yet dark are the ties where no liberty ehiueth,
And gad the remembrance that slavery stains.

Oh thou ! who wert lorn in the cot of the peasaat.
But diest of languor in Luiury's dome.

Our \ ii^ion, when absent—our glory, when present,—
Where thou art, O Liberty I there is uiy home.

Farewell to the land where in childhood I wander'd

!

In vain is ?he miffhty, in vain is she brave !

L'ublest is the blood that for tyrants is squandcr'd.
And Fame has no wreaths for the brow of the slave.

But hail to thee, Albion I who meet'st the coinmntion
Of Europe, as calm as thy cliffs meet the foam;

With no bonds but the law. and no slave but the oceao,
HaU , Temple of Liberty ! thou art my home.

[Exit.

Mad, De Ros. Alas! La Fosse, he little knows the cruel perplexity in which
I am placed — the injured son of Lady Canvas is, I find, his friend; and if

my Henry were aware of our powers of righting him , his generous nature
would forget every personal consideration , and expose him to all the enmity
with which that unfeeling Sir Charles threatened him.
La Fosse. (fFho has been all this time in a reverie abovt his snuff-box, and

not attending to her). I do not like to lose ray good rappee, cither.

Mad. De Ros. Oh! that we had the means of flying from this unlucky place,

where every thing conspires to perplex and agitate me.
La Fosse. If I could find de little someting to put it in (aside).

Mad. De Roa, What are you meditating, La Fosse? Does any thing occur
to you ?

La Fosse. Oui — my Lady — it occur to me that my rappee have not de
true relish out of silver.

Mad. De Ros. (Turning away.) Trifling old man!
La Fosse And if I could find something (looking round) — Ah! I have de

thought — My Lady! where did you put that little bag the old bcggarman
did give you to-day?

Mad. De Ros. I know not where I threw it — and I must say, La Fosse,

that painfully occupied as my mind is, it is cruel to trifle \»ith me thus (sits

down, much agitated).

La Fosse. (Still looking about.) Pardon, my Lady — Ah! le voila (finds

it) — Come here — you little bag — I vil do you an honncur you little dream
of ("starts, anrf lets the bag fall) — Diablcl vat is I see?

Mad. De Ros. Why do you start, La Fo^»c?
La Fosse. Start? Pardi — I have seen dc ghost of a fifty-pound note, look-

ing as fresh and alive as if he just walk out of Threadneedle-street.
Mad. De Ros. What do you mean?
La Fosse. It cannot he real — inais — I will touch (takes up the note) —

By gar, it is as stthstantial a. fifty as ever Monsietir Henri Hasc stood godfather
for (Shews it to hn.)

Mad. Dc Ros. All-hlessing Providence! this is thy agency — Fly, La Fosse,
seek your master, and tell him what kind Heaven has sent us.

La Fosse. I will, my Lady; and I will pray by the way, that every poor
and honest fcllo'v may find as lucky a bag to put his tabac in. [Exit.

3fod. Dc Ros. Mysterious stranger ! — Now I feci the meaning of his words
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— Thou art, indeed, a medicine for many ills (addressing the money) — Hest,
if thou wert not the caw.se of still more — But oh! how many a heart thou
corruptest, for the very few to Mhich thou glvest comfort! lExit.

SCENE ^^ — The Street.

Enter Sir Charles Caxvas, dressed for the Evening.

Sir C, 'Tis too true — this bi'other of mine is arrived — Yes — yes — he
thinks to throw me out — comes to petition ag'ainst the sitting member — but
it won't do — he'll find me as sedentary as the Long Parliament (looking out).

— Isn't that my rag-«^ed friend coming this way? — the very fellow to manage
the bribery-business for me — Nothing like an agent, a middle-man upon these
occasions — for your bribe ought never descend from too great a height, but be
let doAvn easily into the pocket.

Enter Mr. H.uitiivgtoiv.

Ah ! how do you do , old boy ? how d'ye do ? — The very man I wanted to

meet.

Mr. Hart. This everlasting fool (aside).

Sir C. I dare say noAV, my friend, old Hartington has so often employed you,

as a sort of journeyman in his works of charity, that your hand falls as na-

turally into a giving attitude as that of a physician into a taking one.

Mr. Hart. The art of giving, Sir, is not so very easily learned. — It requires

go much less exertion of thought to thvoiv away than to give, that no wonder
this short cut to a reputation for generosity should be generally preferred by
the indolent and fa^^hionable.

Sir C. A plague on this fellow's mor.il tongue — What an excellent dinner-

bell 'twould niiike in the House! (aside.) But, I say, my old felloAV, my reason

for asking is, that I have a little chiiritable job upon hands myself, which must
be managed, you knoAv, in a delicate way, and in which I mean to employ you
as my proxy.

Afr Hart. I have wrong'd hun then, and coxcombs may have hearts (aside).

Sir C. You know the cottage where I met you to-day — fine woman that

— rather passce, to be sure— and so is her purse, I fear— Exchequer low, you un-

derstand me.
Mr. Hart. She is poor. Sir, but evidently has been otherAvise; and of all the

garbs in Poverty's wardrobe, the faded mantle of former prosperity is the most

melancholy

!

Sir C. So it is — quite — like a collar of last year's cut exactly — and I have

therefore resolved to settle a small annuity upon that lady for her life.

Mr. Hart. Generous young man ! Mhat disinterested benevolence!

Sir C. You shall go this instant and settle the matter with her— all I ask in re-

turn is that she will (to-night, if possible) pack up all her moveables, not forgetting

the old black-mnzzled Frenchman— and be off to some remote corner of tlie island,

where— even the Speaker s warrant can't reach her.

Mr. Hart. But wherefore this strange condition. Sir Charles ?

Sir C. Why, you must know that respectable lady has a little secret of mine in

her custody ; and as Momcn make but tender-hearted gaolers, I am afraid she might

let it escape some line morning or other.

Mr. Hart, lla! all is not right hero (aside). Certainly— Sir Charles— I shall,

with all my heart, negotiate this business for you— but— it is necessary, of course,

tliat I should be better acquainted with the particulars ^
Sir C True — and the fact is — (remember the Gangers' List, old boy, ) the

fact is, I have just «()me into a large fortune, which my eldest brother most incon-

veniently thinks he has a right to, and this lady and her servant are in possession

of certain circuuislances, which— um— in short— they must be got out of the way
«— you understand me.

Mr. Hart. I understand you now (warmly)— tho' M'cafc enough, at first, to be-

lieve that Selfishness could, for an instant, turn from her own monstrous idol, to

let fall, even by chanc'c, one pure offering «»n the altar of Benevolcuco

!

Sir C. Heyday ! here are heroics ! — why, m hat the devil do you mean , my
old speechifier?

Mr. Hart. I mean , fool ! that your own weak tongue has betrayed to me the

whole trumpery tissue of your base, unnatural machinations, which if I do not un-

ravel to their last thread before I sleep, may my pillow never be Messed with tho

blight consciousness of having d(»ne v hat is right before man and Heaven

!

.Sir C. Mr. Hartington, felloM', shall know ttf this insolence.

Mr. Hart. Mr. Hurtingtoii, Sir, despises, as /tlo, the raan, however higlily placed
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who depends upon the venality of others for the support of his own injustice,

and who»ie purse , like packaijes from an infected country, is never opened but to

spread contamination around it!

.Sir C. AVhy thim pauper!— thou ohl ragtimuffin !— that look'st like a torn-np

Jet of Insolvemij. how dare^t thou speak thus to a man of family and a Senator?

Venture but to breathe another syllable in tliis style, and I'll shew you such a spe-

cimen of thcaicomplishmentsof a gentleman as shall

—

(advancing close to Mr.Uar-
tintrton in a boxiiif^ altitude, ir/ie;i Dc Nosier, who has entered behind during this

lust speech, steps between them, and turns away Sir C.'s arm.)

Dc lios. Hold, Sir! — Is tliis your bravery? 'T«as but just now I found you
insuUing a wt)man, and now I find your valour up in arms against a poor defence-

less old man! — Go — go— I said that you should account to me for your conduct;

but there are persons. Sir Charles, who, like insects tliat lose tlieir sting in Mound-
ing, Itecome too contemptible for our resentment even in the very act of offending ns.

Sir C. AVas there ever an M. P. s») treated? — If this is not a breach of privi-

lcg;e, then is the Lex Par/i'amcnti a mere flourish— a flim-flam! Damme— 111 send

tliem both to the Tower (aside).

Mr. Hart. Your pretcn.-.ions, Sir

Sir C. Order! order! spoke twice— spoke twice— Curse me if I stay any longer

to be haranj^ued by this I)race of orators— Better get off with a whole skin, the'

(aside). Gentlemen— my sedan-cbair is in waiting to take me to Miss Hartington's,

Mhere if i/ou, Sir, have any thing further to say to me (advancing stoutly to De Rosier),

you Mill find me all the evening— Safe enough in that— dare'nt shew his nose there

(aside.)

Mr. Hart. One word before

Sir C. No— no — youll excuse me — your attacks upon me already have been
so very nuuh out of order that tbey force me to throw myself on the protection of

the Chairman— Chair! Chair! Chair! [Exit, calling his chair.

Mr. Hart. 'Diis conspiracy must be sifted to the bottom— The lady of the cottage

shall come to my house this evening— Young gentleman, I thank you for your in-

terference; and I pray you, let nic knoM to mIioui I am indebted for it.

De Hos. To one as pennyless as jonrself, old man!
Miss Hart. Another claim upon me— kind Heaven! what luck thou hast thrown

in my heart's way since morning ! (aside.) And may I ask, Sir, m hither you were
noAV going?
Dc Ros. To any place but home — " there poverty aMaits me , and tlie forced

"smile, Mhicli those we love put on, when they would hide their wants and sorrows

from us.

"

Mr. Hart. Come then with me, and share my humble meal.

De Ros. WTiat, thine, poor man!— no— no— yet False pride! thou strugg-

lest iu)W— but I M ill tame thee (aside). Yes m illingly, my friend , most M illingly,

— an<l the more rude our fare, tlie truer foretaste it may give of the hard lot that

Heaven prepares for me.
Mr. Hart. Come, then, and the first toast over our scanty beverage shall be, '3Iay

the blessing sent from the poor man's meal be always the sMeetener of the cup at

the rich man's banquet!

'

[Exeunt.

SCENE V. — An Antichambcr at Mr. Hartington's.

Enter Leatherhead.

Leath. Not come yet—how my old heart beats! I think this suit ofmy friend the

Poet's does charmingly (admiring his dress) — binding remarkably neat— frontispiece

(putting his hand to his face) rather m <»rn out, I confess— but,when well gilt by the
heiress's gold, why, a tolerable good family copy of 't/ie Jfliolc Duty of Man.' Hist!
— herecoraesthe oldladj'. What shall I be doing? looking over the books? —no—
curse it — that's too much of the shop — She shall find me in raptures over the last

letter she sent me (reads it with ridicidous gesticulations).

Enter Lady Bab.

Lady Bah. Ay— there he ia— happy man! quite saturated with the idea of
getting my 3IS. into his hands. — 1 perceive, Mr. Leatherhead, that you are pleased
with tJie thoughts (if possessing my Ammonia.

Leath. Pleased, Ma'am? I am astonished, 3la'ara— it has made me wild, Ma'am
— turned me upside doMn, like a Hebrew Spelling-Book, Ma'am. —
Lady Bab. I knew the effect it would have upon him (aside)— You Mill find, I

trust. Sir, that notwithstanding the volatility of my subject, and the various philo-
sophic amours in which Ammonia is engaged (he starts), I have taken care tliat no
improper Mannth should appear upon the surface, but that the little of that nature
MhiiJi does exist, should be Mhat Me chemists call latent heat.

Leath. Ay— true— your Ladyship mentioned in your letter that she M'as a little

I
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Tolatile —but, bless your heart! that is of no sort of consequence— it will only
make herself and iiic the more fashionable.

Lady Bab. You are not perhaps aware, 3Ir. Leatherhead, of the discoveries that
have lately been made respecting Ammonia.

heath. DiscoTcries ! oh ho — here comes the secret of my getting her — some
faux-pas of 31iss's, I suppose (aside) Why — no — my Lady, I am not — tho' I

confess, when you said the philosophers were about her, I did feel a little alarm—
for yom- philosopher, my Lady, is a deviUsh dangerous sort of fellow.

Lady Bab. Oh ! not at all dangerous, except m hen an explosion takes place.

Leath. Mercy on me! the morals of your Momcn of quality ! (aside)— But, with
submission, my Lady, what may the discoveries be that have lately been made ab-
out Miss Ammonia ?

Lady Bab. Miss Ammonia ! hoAV well he keeps up the personification ! (aside)
It has been found that a lively, electric spark —

Leath. A spark! ay— I guess'd how it was (aside).

Lady Bab. Has produced a very interesting effect upon Ammonia.
Leath. I don t doubt it (aside)— And pray, my Lady, where did tliis lively spark

come from?
Lady Bab. From the battery, Su*.

Leath. From the battery ! ay— some young Artillery Officer , I suppose— but
it can't be helped— second-hand book — a blot or two on the cover— but high-priced
in the catalogue — so better for me than a new one (aside).

Lady Bab. What do you think the world will say of it?

Leath. Say of it, my Lady! — ah! I dare say they'll be severe enough upon it.

Lady Bab. ]\.iy — there I differ with you — To expose any thing so delicate-

ly brilliant to the rigours of criticism, would be what is called putting a rainbow
into a crucible!

Leath. Well —I hope not— but I say , my Lady, I think I have some reason
to expect that, in the money arrangements between us—
Lady Bab. W^ell, Sir?
Leath. Why— that some additional consideration will be made to me for the

little flaw in Miss's character —
Lady Bab. Fhnv, Sir!' give me leave to tell you. Sir, that the character of

Ammonia has been kept up from beginning to end —
Leath. Oh! I dare say — pains enough taken to keep it up — but patching

seldom does — and you confess yourself that your niece Ls rather — you know
— (putting his finger to his nose).

Lady Bub. My niece, man — M'hat do you mean?
Leath. Oh! 1 don't mean to say that it makes any difference — but you own

that your niece has been rather a comical sort of a yomig lady —
Lady Bab. My niece comical! I am thunder-struck— explain yourself, dotard,

tliis instant —
Leath. Lord bless your Ladyship's heart, don't be in a passion — for, not-

withstanding all this, I'll marry her in a jiffey.

Lady Bab. Marry her!

Leath. Yes— without saying one word more of her flaws or her comicalness.
Lady Bab. I see how it is — his brain is turned with the thoughts of being

my publisher (aside). Explain, idiot, if you can, the meaning of all this —
Leath. The meaning! — Oh! for shame, my Lady — isnt here Ihe letter

you gave me in the shop so slily, pretending it came from a great Irish drug-
gist? (she snatches it from him and reads it) — and here the other, brought
to me not an hour ago, in which you tell me that I am to have Miss this very
evening — and that her name is Ammonia, tho' she is \Tilgarly called Sal by
the apothecaries — Oh, my Lady

!

Lady Bab. I imderstand the blunder now; and this is the cause of the brute's
raptures after all, instead of triumphing, as I fondly imagined, in the possession
of my glorious manuscript — But 111 be revenged of him — Here, Davy, kick
that impertinent bookseller out of the house.

Davy. I wool, my Lady.
Lady B. And teach the ATilgar bibliopolist to know how superior is the love

of tAc nine Muses, to that which is felt for mere mortal young Momen — the
former being a pure, empyreal gas — the latter (to say no worse of it) mere
inflammable phlogiston! [foi't.

Davy. I wool, my Lady — I'll teach him all tliat in no time (g^cts between
Leatherhead and the door).

Leath. I'm all in a panic! (aside) — By your Ica^e, young man.
Davy. Noa — you don't go in such a liurry — you <()uic lierc, you know, to

marry ilie young Lady, and it's I, you see, that's to pcrlonu the ceremony— only,

uislead of Mieis's hand
, you aic to have my foot , you miderstand mc.
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Leath. One word before you proceed — I don't much mind for myself, but 1

have got on a poor poet's best bhie breeches.

Davy. Don't tell ine of a poe'ts blue breeches — I must do as mistress bid me— But come, you ^hail have a fair chance at starting too— there now (givesroom
for him to run past him).

Leath. Bless me ! bless me ! that a bookseller should be obb'ged to carry a large
impression of Footcs iVorks behind him!

[Runs off, and Davy after him.

SCL'XE "\X — Lightcd-up Apartments, with folding Doors, within which are
discovered Lady Bab

, Sir Charles, Miss Selwms, etnd CajJt. Castas, at Cards— Miss H.4KTi\GT0> standing by them.

Enter De Rosier.

De Ro9. Where am I." It seems to mc like a dream of enchantment, and as if

this strange old man were the magician that called it up. He bid me m ander [fear-

lessly thro' these splendid apartments , and he would soon be with me — I have
seen nothing, as I passed along, but rich sparkling lamps and vases breathing with
flowers; and I have heard, at a distance, the sounds of sweet voices, that recall

to me the times when I was gayest and happiest — (During this speech Miss Har-
tington has come forward , and is noiiy close behind him , unobserved.) — Yes, Emily
Hartington! 'twas in scenes like these I Grst beheld that endearing smile; first listened
to the tones of that gentle voice , which must never again charm my car —

Miss Hart. Mr. De Rosier!
De Ros. (Starting) Heavens ! do I dream , or is it indeed Miss Hartington ? —

Pardon this intrusion, Madam, bnt —
Miss Hart. Oh ! call it not intrusion — there is not , in this world , one more

welcome (takes his hand) — Yet — ray father coming, and this company assem-
bled — how can I ask him to remain f (aside.)
De Ros. Allow me to retire , Madam ; I have been led into this awkwardness by

a poor, but venerable old man , who is, I suppose, a menial of this house, and
who invited me — (hesitating).

Miss Hart. He has come with my father— How strange , but oh ! how happy !

(aside.) — Then, ycm must stay — I insist upon your staying —
De Rosier. (Turning away , but affected by her kindness^ No — no — dear

Miss Hartington

!

Sir C. (ff^o, during the few last words, has come forward — De Rosier still

keeps his head turn'd away.) What! Miss Hartington, can any one be so stoical

as to resist your soli<;itations.'' — Perhaps the gentleman is going to another party
— a change ofparty is often very refrcsliing. "I rat sometimes in that Avay myself."

Miss Hart. I mui^t not let liim perceive my agitation (aside). Perhaps, Sir

Charles, you will be more successful in prevailing uj)on him. [Retires.

Sir C. Ma'am, I'll second your motion witli all my lieart — tho', after you, I

can hardly hope to— Pray— (tapping De Rosier on the shoulder, who turns frown-
ingly.)

De Ros. Well, Sir!

Sir C. The devil! this liectoring young emigrant — oh my nerves! (aside) —
Ah! took the hint , I see, and came after me — but

, you observe , there are ladies

here, and I'd rather put it ofT till to-morrow morning, if you please, or — tho

morning after , «)r — any time in the course of the winter.

De Ros. Make your mind easy. Sir, — there is not the least danger, I assnre

you, of our ever being antagonists, unless by some fatality /should grow so feeble

and defenceless as to tempt you to become the aggressor. [Turns away , and retires.

Sir C. Thank you, Sir, very kind indeed — What the devil right has this

vapouring shopman to be here? must turn him out — niust turn him out — enforce

the Standing Order for the exclusion of strangers — (Turns round to look at Cap-

tain Canvas and Miss Selwyn, ivho have been all this time employed in an explana-

tion about the miniature , which appears to end amicably.) What! my brother so

close with Miss Selwyn ! um — this won't do — (advances to them , and seems
anxious to get him away from her) — I say, my dear Captain — most happy, of

course, to see you back from sea, but give me leave to tell you that, in this quar-
ter, / am the duly elected Representative, while you are — (with contempt.)

Capt. C. What, Sir.^ (firmly.)

Sir C. Oh! symply the Returning Officer — and — a word in your ear (apart")

— as you have been so urducky here, 1 think you had better try Old Sarum yon-
der (pointing to Lady Bab).

Capt. C. Brother! you have robbed me of every worldly advantage, and Hearen,
for its own wise purjiose , seems to favour your usurpation — but here I have a
clann (taking Miss Selwyn's hand), acknowledged M'armly and faithfully, which
OCT er , never , wliiie I lia>X5 life , will I recign.
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Lady Bab. Wliy , niece , are you mad ? or can you seriously mean , Miss , to

degrade the sfanrfardblood of the Blues by this6asea?ioi/ of illegitimacy and poverty?
Miss S. You know already , Madam , what I think of the claims of Sir Char-

les (^Sir C advances smirking towards her') — that they are surpassed in holloAvnesa

only by his heart (StV C. returns to his former place , disappointed)— Capt. Canvas
has been , indeed , unfortunate ; but tho' Love is often a? blind as Fortune , and
sometimes even puts on the bandage of that goddess , in this instance he sees with
|iis OM n warm unerring eyes , and turns from the adopted changeling of Fortune,
to acknowledge the true genuine inheritor of his soul (giving her hand to Capt.
Canvas).

Miss Hart. How perfectly my own feelings , if I could but dare to utter them

;

(aside.) — But, see, my father!

Sir C. Odso — I'm quite happy— have long wished to know your father, Miss
Hartington! Thrown out in the other — must canvas here (aside).

Miss Hart. } shall have much pleasure iu introducing you to him.

Enter Mr. Habtesgton, in his own Dress.

Mr. Hart. Now for the crowning of this sweet day's task ! (aside.)

Miss Hart. (Leading Sir C. to him.) Father! Sir Charles Canvas.
Mr. Hart. (Turning round.) Your humble servant, Sir (^Sir C. starts, and

sneaks off— Mr. H. following him) — What! do you turn away from me? the
*old pensioner' — your ^gauger-that-is-to-be?^ — Go, go, weak man — When
fools turn engineers of mischief, the recoil of their own artillery is the best and
surest punishment of their temerity — Capt. Canvas I you are welcome — we must
eoon call you by another title ; tho' heraldry can furnish none so honourable as

that which the brave man earns for himself— Mr. De Rosier , forgive me for the
^embarrassment I must have caused you, by so unprepared an introduction among
etrangers. And , daughter! I have two more guests for your assembly , whom this

gentleman (pointing to Sir C), I have no doubt, will recognise with no less plea-
sure than he exhibited upon being presented to me. -» Come, Madam (leads in

Madame De Rosier and La Fosse).

Sir C. So , so — I see 'tis all over with me (aside).

Mr. Hart. This lady and her servant were present at the marriage of the late

Lady Canvas, and will luive much satisfaction , I doubt not, in being introduced
to the rightful heir of the family. Captain Sir William Cahvas.

Mad. De Ros. {Addressing herself to Capt. C.) 1 am happy, Sir, that it is in

my power to pay a tribute to the memory of my friend, by doing justice to the
rights of a son , whom , 1 know , she loved most tenderly.

La Fosse. {Running up to Capt. C.) Ah ! den it is your ear I have pinch'd so
often — Got bless my soul I

Lady Bab. So then, I find you are not Sir Cliarles Canvas after all.'

Sir C. No — Ma'am — notliing but plau Charly Canvas, Esq. j to which you
may add M. P. till the next dissolution.

Lady Bab. 1 declare that alters the result materially; and I begin to think it

would not be altogether wise to trust my niece's fortune to you; for tho' you are a
lively , mercurial follow, yet we chemists know that gold, when amalgamated with
quicksilver , becomes very brittle, and soon flies.

Sir. C. So then — there's an end to all my dignities; and now that I am deci-
dedly out, it is high time for me to resign — Brother , I wish you joy — and my
Lords and Gentlemen — (Ladies and Gentlemen I mean) for any other little delin-

quencies I have been guilty of, I must only throw myself on the mercy of the House.
Mr. Har\

been given
Canvas.

quires serious explanation.

Miss Hart. My father!

Mr. Hart. You gave this miniature, of yourself, to Mr. De Rosier?
Miss Hart. What ! 1 ? Oh ! never. Mr. De Rosier (appealing to him).
De Ros. No — Madam — you flid not give it. I confess with shame
Mr. Hart. Come, children — your friends here have let me into a secret about

you — you love each other, and I rejoice, Sir, that my daughter's heart has anti-
cipated mine in doing justice to your merits. Take her, and be happy; and may
the events of this day be long remembered as a source of hope to the injured , and
of warning to the unjust — of kindly omen to th6 faithful in love, and of ev^cct
solace to tihe patient in adversity

!
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FINALE.

De Rosier, Capt. Canvas, Miss Selwyn, Miss Ilartington , and Chorus.

Ue RoKier.

How sweet the day hath ended

!

iNe'er jt-t has sun desceuded
Leading blis^*

So dear as this

To gi'd the dreams of ni^bt.

Chorus. How sweet the day halh ended! etc.

Captain Canvas and Miss Selwtfn.

The bright star yonder
As soon can \>aiuler

As I from thee.
As thou from me.

Chorus. How sweet the day, etc.

Miss Hartington.

Hope's rose had nearly perish'd,

INo breath its budding cherish'di
But one hour
Hath Makd the flow'r

In Love's own tenderest light?

Chorus. How 8^^"ect the day, etc.

I
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PREFACE.
THE EDITOR.

J. HE Poems which I take the liberty of pulillshlnc^ were never intended by the
Author to pass beyond the circle of his friends. He thoiig-lit, Avith some justice,

that >vhat are called Occasional Poems must be ahvays insipid and uninterestinjr

to the greater part of their readers. The parti(Milar situations in •which they
were written; the character of the author and of his associates; all these pecu-
larities must be known and felt before we can enter into the spirit of such com-
positions. This consideration M'ould have ahvays, I believe, prevented Mr. Little
from submitting these trifles of the moment to the eye of dispassionate criticism:

and if their posthumous introduction to the world be injustice to his memory,
or intrusion on the public, the error must be imputed to the injudicious partiality

of friendship.

Mr. Little died in his one and twentieth year; and most of these Poems
were written at so early a period that their errors may claim some indulgence
from the critic: their author, as unambitious as indolent, scarce ever looked be-
yond the moment of composition ; he w rote as he pleased, careless whether he
pleased as he wrote. It may likcMise be remembered, that they Mere all the
productions of an age when the passions very often give a colouring too warm
to the imagination; and this may palliate, if it cannot excuse, that air of levity

which pervades so many of them. The "aurea legge, s'ci place ei lice," he too

much pursued, and too much inculcates. Few can regret this more sincerely

than myself; and if my friend had lived, the judgement of riper years would
ha^e chastened his mind, and tempered the luxuriance of his fancy.

Mr. Little gave much of his time to the study of the amatory Writers.

If ever he expected to find in the ancients that delicacy of sentiment and va-
riety of fancy, Avhich are so necessary to refine and animate the poetry of love,

he was much disappointed. I know not any one of them who can be regard-
ed as a model in that style ; Ovid made love like a rake, and Propertiiis like

a schoolmaster. The mythological allusions of the latter are called erudition

by his commentators; but such ostentatious display, upon a subject so simple as

love, would be now esteemed vague and puerile, and Mas even in his omu times
pedantic. It is astonishing that so many critics have preferred him to the pa-
thetic TibuUus; but I believe the defects Mhich a common reader condemns
have been looked upon rather as beauties by tho-^e erudite men, the commen-
tators; Avho find a lield for their ingenuity and research, in his Grecian learn-

ing and quaint obscurities.

Tibullus abounds Mith touclies of fine and natural feeling. Tlie idea of

his unexpected return to Delia, "Tunc veniam subito'," etc. is imagined Mith all

the delicate ardour of a lover; and the sentiment of "nee te posse carere ve-

lim," hoAvever colloquial the expression may have been, is natural, and from
the heart. But, in my opinion, the poet of A erona possessed more genuine feel-

ing than any of them. His life Mas, I believe, unfortunate; his associates

Mere Avild and aiiandoned; and the warmth of his nature took too much advan-
tage of the latitude which the morals of those times so criminally alloMed to

the passions. All this depraved his imagination, and made it the slave of his

senses: but still a native sensibility is often very warmly perceptible; and when
he touches on pathos, he reaches the heart iimuediately. They Avho have felt

the sweets of return to a home from Mhich they have long been absent will

confess the beauty of those simple unaffected lines

:

O quid soliitis est beatius curia!

Cum mens onus rcponit , ac peregrino
Labnrc fcssi vcninius Larein ad iiO!>trujn

Dcsidcratoque acquiescimud Iccto.

Carm. xxxii.

His gorroWs on the death of his brother arc the very tears of poesy; and
\vhcn he complains of the ingratitude of mankind, even the inexperienced cannot
but sjTnpathlze Mith him. 1 wish I Mere a poet; 1 should endeavour to catch,

by translation, the spirit of those beauties which I admire" so warmly.

* Lib. i. Elep. 3.

. .
** In the following Potiiis, there is a translation of one of his finest Carmina; but I fancy

It 18 only a schoolboy'a essay, and deserves to be praised for little more than the attempt.
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It seems to have been peculiarly the fate of Catallns, that the better and more
valuable part of his poetry has not reached us ; for there is confessedly nothing in

his extant works to autliorize the epithet "doctus," so universally bestowed upon
him by the ancients. If time had suffered tlie rest to escape, we perhaps should

have found araon;? them some more purely amatory ; but of those we possess, can

there be a sMci-ttr specimen of wann, yet chastened description than his loves of

Acme and Septlmius? and tlie few little .^ongs of dalliance to Lesbia are distinguished

bv sucli an exquisite playfulness, tliat they have aiMays been assumed as models

by tlie most elegant modern Latinists. Still, I must confess, in the midst of these

beauties,
Medio (]e fontc Icpornm

Sar^t araari aliquiil, qiiod iu ipsis floribiis angat*.

It has often been remarked, that the ancients knew nothing of gallantry; and

we are told there Mas too much sincerity in their love to allow them to trifle with

the semblance of passion. But I cann()t perceive that they were any thing more
constant than the moderns : they felt all the same dissipation of the heart, though
thev knew not those seductiA e graces by Mhich gallantrj almost teaches it to be

amiable. Wotton, the learned advocate for the moderns, deserts them in consider-

ing this point of comparison, and praises the ancients for their ignorance of such

a refinement; but he seems to have collected his notions of gallantry from the in-

sipid fadeuTS of the French romances, which are very unlike the sentimental levity,

tlie "grata proterv itas,' of a Rochester or a Sedley.

From Mhat I have had an opportunity of observing, the early poets of our

own language were the models whicii Mr. Little selected for imitation. To attiiin

their simplicity (aevo rarirsima nostro sinipli(itas) Mas his foadc-t ambition. He
could not have aimed at a grace more diiriciilt of attainment"; <uid his life Mas of

too short a date to alloM Jiim to pcrlert such a taste; but how for he was likely

to have succeeded, the critic may judge from his productions.

I have found among his papers a noAel, iu rather an imperfect state, Mhich,

as soon as I have arranged and collected it, shall he submitted to the public eye.

Where Mr. Little m as born , or m bat is the genealogy of his parents, are

points iu Mhich very fcM^ readers can be interested. His life Mas one of those

humble streams Mhich have scarcely a name in the map of life, and the traveller

may pass it by Mithout inquiring its source or direction. His character Mas m ell

knoM n to all m ho were acquainted M'ith him ; for he had too much vanity to liide

its virtues, and not enough of art to conceal its defects. The lighter traits of his

mind may be traced perhaps in his m ritings ; but the few for M hitli he Mas valued

live only in the remembrance of his friends. T. M.

DEDICATION.
TO

J. AT — ^S — X, Es«.

MY DEAR SIR,

I FEEL a very sincere pleasure in dedicating to yon the Second Edition

of our friend Little's Poems. 1 am not unconscious that there are many in the

collection Mhich perhaps it Mould be prudent to have altered or omitted; and, to

eay the truth, 1 more than once revised them for that purpose; but, I knoM' not

why, I distrusted either my heart or my judgment ; and the consequence is, you
have them in their original form

:

!\ou posfiint nostrng inultac, Faustinc, liturae
Emeudare J0C09 ; una litura potest.

I am convinced, however, that though not quite a casuiste reWc7<e' you have
charity enough to forgive such inolTensive follies : you know the pious Beza was
not the less revered for those sptirtive juvcniali Mhich he published under a ficti-

tious name; nor did the levity of Bembo's poems prevent huu from making a very

good cardinal.

Believe me, my dear friend,

With the truest esteem,

Yours,

T. »L
^pri7 19, 1802.

• LucrctiiiB.
'* It 18 a curious illustration of the labonr which simplicity requires, that the Ramblers ol

Johnson, elaborate as thej ai'pear, were written uith fluency, and seldom required revinion
while the simple lanpnag^e ot KouHHeau , vhich sccius to come flowing from the hi'art , was tb(

blow production of pajut'ul labour, pausing un every uord, uud balaucuig e^crv tjcutence.
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TO JULIA.
IN ALLUSION TO SOSIB ILLIBEBAL CBITICISM5.

VV HY, let the gtingless critic chide
With all that fume of vacant pride
Which mantles o'er the pedant fool.

Like vapour on a stagiiant pool!

Oh ! if the song, to feeling true,

Can please th' elect, the sacred few.
Whose souls, by Taste and 3i'ature taught.
Thrill with the genuine pulse of thought
If some fond feeling maid like thee,

The warm-ey'd child of Sjinpathy,
Shall say, while o'er my simple theme
She languishes in Passion's dream,
"He Mas, indeed, a tender soul —
"No critic law, no chill control,

"Should ever freeze, by timid art,

"The flowings of so fond a heart!"
Yes, soul of Nature! soul of Love!
That, hov'ring like a snow-wing'd dove,

Breath'd o'er my cradle warblings wild.

And hail'd me Passion's Avarmest child!

Grant me the tear from Beauty's eye.

From Feeling's breast the votive sighj
Oh ! let my song, my mem'ry, find

A shrine within the tender mind;
And I will scorn the critic's chide.

And I will scorn the fume of pride

Wliich mantles o'er the pedant fool,

Like vapour on a stagnant pool

!

TO A LADY,
WITH SOIVIE MAIUrSCRlPT POEMS,

ON LEAVrNG THE COUNTRY,

Whfv, casting many a look behind,

I leave the friends I cherish here —
Perchance some other friends to find.

But surely finding none so dear —
Haply the little simple page.

Which votive thus I've trac'd for thee,

May now and then a look engage,

And steal a moment's thought for me.

But, oh! in pity let not those

Wliose hearts arc not of gentle mould,
Let not the eye that seldom flows

With fceluig tear, my song behold.

For, trust me, they who never melt

With pity, never melt with love;

And they will frown at all I'^c felt,

And all my loving lays reprove.

But if, perhaps, some gentler mind,
Which rather loves to praise than blame.

Should in my page an interest find,

And linger kindly on my name;

Tell him, — or, oh! if, gentler still.

By female lips my name be blest:

Ah ! where do all affections thrill

So sweetly as in woman's breast? —
18
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Tell Iicr, tlmt he whose loviiio: themes

Her <>e indulgent Avandei* o'er,

f'iMiIil sometimes Make tVoiii idle dreams,

And bolder flights of fancy soar;

'I'liat Glory oft Avoiild elaiin tlie lay.

And Friendship oft his numbers move;
lint MJiIsper then, that, "sooth to say,

"Hid sweetest song was giv'n to Lovk!"

To MRS.

If, in the dream that hovers

Around mj sleeping mind,

Fancy thy form discovers.

And paints tliee melting kind;

If joys fi-om sleep I borroM',

Sure thou'lt forgi\e me this

;

For he >vho wakes to sorroAV,

At least may dreaju of bliss!

Oh! if thou art, in seeming.

All that Fve e'er requir'd

:

Oh! if 1 feel, in dreaming,

AH that Fvc e'er desir'd;

Wilt thou forgive my taking

A kiss, or — someting more ?

What thou deny'st me waking,

Oh ! let me glumber o'er I

TO THE LARGE AND BEAVTIFIL

MISS .

IN ALLUSION TO SOMF. PARTMIRSHIl" IN A LOTTERY SHARK.

LMPROMPrU.
— Ego para — Virg.

Ix Mcdlock a species of lottery lies,

Where in blanks and in prizes wc deal;

But how comes it that yon, such a capital prhe,

Should so long have remain d in the wheel I

If e^er, by Fortune's indulgent decree,

To me such a ticket ^hould roll,

A sixteenth, Hcav'n knoMs! >vere sofQcient for nic,

For Mhat could I do Mitli the whole?

TO JULIA.

Wetx, Julia, if to love, and live

Mid all the pleasures Ioac can give,

Be crimtrs that bring damnation;
VoH—^you and I lunc giv'n such scope

To loves and joys, mc scarce can hope,

In Heav'n, the least sahalion

!

And yef, I think, did Ileav'n design

That blisses dear, like yours and mine.

Should be our omu undoing;
It had not made my soul so Marm,
Kor giv'n you such a witching form,

To bid mc dote on ruin

!

Then wipe avay that timid tear;

Sweet truant! you have nought to fear,

Though you Mere Mhelm'd in sin;

Stand l>nt at Heaven's gate aAvhile,

And you so like an angel smile.

They can't but let you in.
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INCONSTANCY.
A\D do I then vronder that Julia deceives me,

When Burely there's nothing in nature more common?
She vows to he true , and while vowing slie lea^ cs me —
But con Id I expect any more from a woman ?

Oh, woman ! your heart Is a pitiful treasure

;

And Mahonjct's doctrine was not too severe,

When he thought you were only materials of pleasure,

And reason and thinlcing Merc out of your sphere.

By yonr heart, when the fond sighing lover can win it,

He thinks that an age of anxiety's paid;
But, oh! while he's blest, let him die on the minute —

If he live but a day, he'll be surely betray'd.

IMITATION OF CATULLUS'.
TO HIMSELF.

Miser CatuUe, desinas ineptire, etc.

Cease the sighing fool to play;
Cease to trifle life away;
Nor vainly think those joys thine o\«Ti,

Which all, alas! have falsely floAvn!

What hours, Catullus, once were thine,

How fairly seem'd thy day to shine.

When lightly thou didst fly to meet
The girl who smii'd so rosy sweet —
The girl thou lov'dst with fonder pain

Than e'er thy heart can feel again

!

VoH met — your souls sccm'd all in one —
Sweet little sports were said and d<tne —
Thy heart Mas warm enough for both.

And hers, indeed, was nothing loath.

Such were the hours that once were thine

;

But, ah! those hours no longer shine!

For now the nymph delights no more
In what she lov'd so dear before;

And all Catullus now can do,

Is to be proud and frigid too;

Nor follow M'here the M'anton flies.

Nor sue the bliss that she denies.

False maid ! he bi<ls farcAvell to thee,

To love, and all love's misery.

The heyday of his heart is o'er.

Not will he court one favour more

;

But soon he'll sec thee droop thy head,

Dooni'd to a lone and loveless bed
,

When none will seek the happy night

,

Or come to traffic in delight!

Fly, perjur'd girl! — but whither fly?

Who now will praise thy cheek and eye?
Who noM' will drink the syren tone.

Which tells him thou art all his own ?

Who now M'ill court thy Mild delights,

Thy h«)ney kiss, and turtle bites?

Oh! none. — And he who lov'd before

Can never, never love thee more

!

EPIGRAM".
Yom mother says, my little Venus,

There's something not correct between us,

And you're in fault as much as I:

Now, on my soul, my little Venus,

I think 'twould not be right betMCcn ue,

To let your mother tell a lie!

Fow poets knew better than Catullus what a French writer calls

la dclicatcitsc

D'lin voliiptiiRiix buiitiment

;

uHt his naRgionn ton often obscured his imaf^iiiatioii. E.
'" I believe Ibis epigram is originally French. E.

18 *
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TO JULIA.

TnorcH Fate, my girl, may bid ns part,

Onr gnuls it cannot, shall not serer;

Tlic heart will seek its kindred heart.

And cling to it as close as ever.

But must we, must we part indeed?

Is all our dream of rapture over?
And does not Julia'd bosom bleed

To leave so dear, so fond a lover?

Does she too mourn ? — Perhaps she may
Perhaps she weeps om* blisses fleeting:

But why is Julia's eye so gay.

If Julia's heart like mine is beating ?

I oft have lov'd the brilliant glow
Of rapture in her blue eye streaming —

But can the bosom bleed with woe.

While joy is in the glances beaming?

No, no ! — Yet, love, I will not chide,

Although your heart were fond of roving:

Nor that, nor all the world be?ide

Could keep your faithful boy from loving.

You'll soon be distant from his eye,

And, with you, all tliat's worth possessing.

Oh! then it will be sweet to die.

When life has lost its only blessing!

SONG.

SwiEET seducer! blandly smiling;

Charming still, and still beguiling

!

Oft I swore to love thee ne^er,

Yet I love thee more than ever!

Why that little wanton blushing.

Glancing eye, and bosom flushing?

Flushing warm, and wily glancing —
All is lovely, all entrancing!

Turn away those lips of blisses —
I am poison'd by thy kisses!

Yet, again, ah! turn them to me:
Ruin's sweet , when they undo me

!

Oh! be less, be less enchanting;

Let some little grace be wanting;

Let my eyes, when I'm expiring.

Gaze awhile without admiring!

NATURE'S LABELS.
A FRAGMENT.

In vain we fondly strive to trace

The soul's reflection in the face;

In vain we dwell on lines and crosses,

Crooked mouth, or short proboscis;

Boobies have look'd as wise and bright

As Plato or the Stag! rite:

And many a sage and learned skull

Has peep'd through windows dark and dull!

Since then, though art do all it can.

We ne'er can reach the inward man.
Nor inward woman, from without
(Though, ma'am, you smile, as if in doubt),

I tliink 'twere well if Nature could

(And Nature could, if Nature would)

Such pretty short descriptions write.
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Ill ta1)letg largo, in black and wliite.

Which she might hang about our tlirottles,

Like labels upon physic-bottles.

There we might read of all — But stay —
As learned dialectics say,

The argument most apt and ample
For common use is the example.

For instance, then, if Nature's care

Had not arrang'd those traits so fair.

Which speak the soul of Lucy L-nd-n,

This is the label she'd have pinn'd on.

LAJBEL FIRST.

Within this vase there lies enshriii'd

The purest, brightest gem of mind

!

Though Feeluig's hand may sometimes throw
Upon its charms the shade of woo,
The lustre of the gem, when veil'd,

Shall be but mellow'd, not conceaFd.

Now, sirs, imagine, if you're able,

That Nature wrote a second label.

They're her own words — at least suppose so

And boldly pin it on Pomposo.

LABEL SECOIVD.

When I compos'd the fustian braia
Of this redoubted Captain Vain,

I had at hand but few ingredients,

And so was forc'i^to use exiiedients.

I put therein some small discerning,

A grain of sense, a grain of learning;

And when I saw the void behind,

I fiU'd it up with — froth and Avind

!

TO MRS. M —

-

Sweet lady! look not thus again:
Those little pouting smiles recall

A maid remember'd now with pain,

Who Mas my love, my life, my all!

Oh! while this heart delirious took
Sweet poison from her thrilling eye,

Thus would she pout, and lisp, and look.

And I would hear, and gaze, and sigh!

Yes, I did love her — madly love —
She was the sweetest, best deceiver

!

And oft she swore she'd never rove!

And I was destin'd to believe her

!

Tlien, lady, do not wear the smile

Of her whose smile could thus betray.

Alas ! 1 think the lovely wile

Again might steal my heart away.

And "when the spell that stole my mind
On lips so pure as thine I see.

1 fciir the heart Avhich she resign'd

Will err again, and lly to thee 1

SONG.

Why, the world are all thinking about it;

And, as for myself, 1 can sMeur,
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If 1 fancied that heav'n were vithout it,

^ Id scarce feel a Mish to go there.

If Mahomet M-oiild but receive me, ,

And Paradi(>e be as he paints,

I'm greatly afraid, God forgive lue

!

I'd worship the eyes of his saints.

But why should I think of a trip

To the Prophet's seraglio above.
When Pliiilida gives lue her lip,

As my own little heaven of love!

Oh PJiillis! that kiss may be t^weeter

Than ever by mortal Mas gi^en;
But your lip, love, is only St. Peter,

And keeps but the key to your heaven!

TO JLLIA.

Mock mc no more with Love's beguiling dreaiu,

A dream , I find, illusory as sweet

:

One smile of friendship , nay, of cold esteem,

Is dearer far than passion's bland deceit

!

I've heard you oft eternal truth declare;

Yoiu- heart was only mine, I once believ'd.

All! shall I say that all your vow» were air!

And must I say, my hopes were all dcceiv'd.''

Vow, then, no longer that our souls are twiu'd,

That all our joys are felt M'ith mutual zeal

:

Julia ! 'tis pity, pity makes yon kind

;

You know 1 love, and you Mould seem to feel.

But shall I still go revel in those arms
On bliss in Mhich affection takes no part?

No, no! fareM'ell! you give me but your charms.
When I had fondly thought you gave youi- heart

!

IMPR03IPTU.
Look in my eyes, my blushing fair

!

Thou'lt see thyself reflected there

;

And, as I gaze on thine, I sec

Tmo little miniatures of me.
Thus in our looks some propagation lies,

For we make babies in each other's eyes!

TO ROSA.
Does the harp of Rosa slumber?
Once it breath'd the sweetest number

!

Never does a Milder song
Steal the breezy lyre along.

When tlic wind, in odours dying,

Wooes it with enauiour'd sighing.

Docs the harp of Rosa cease ?

Once it told a tale of peace
To her lover's throbbing breast —
Then he was divinely blest!

Ah ! but Rosa loves no more,
Therefore Rosa's song is o'er;

And her harp ncglci:ted lies

;

And her boy forgotten sighs.

Silent harp — forgotten lo^cr —
Rosa'g love and song are over!

SYMPATHY.
TO 3VLIA

.

sine me eit nulla Vcnu?. .'

OiK heart.*, my lov<-, were doom'd to be
i'he genuine tMins of Sympathy :

I
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Tliey live with one sensation:

In joy or grief, but most in love,

Our lieait-stiinfi^s nuii^icidly move,
And thrill Mith like vibration.

How often have I heard thee say,

Thy ^ital pulse shall cease to play
When mine no more is moving

!

Since, now, to feel a joy alone

Were worse to thee than feeling none:
Such sympathy in loving

!

And, oh ! how often in those eyes.

Which melting beam'd, like azure ikies

In dewy v(!rnal weather —
How oft<fn have I raptiir'd read ,

The burning glance, that silent said,

'•JVow, love, wc feel together!^'

PIETY.

She, the pretty nun.
Prays with warm emotion

;

Sweetly rolls her eyes

Li love or in devotion.

If her pious heart
Softens to relieve you,

She gently shares the fault.

With, "Oh! may God forgive you!"

TO JULIA.

I SAW the peasant's hand unkind
From yonder oak the ivy scAer;

They scem'd in a ery being twin'd

;

Yet now the oak is fresh as ever!

Not so the widow'd ivy shines

:

Torn from its dear and only stay.

In drctoping widowhood it pines,

And scatters all its blooms away!

Thus, Julia, did our hearts entwine,

Till Fate disturbed their tender ties:

Thus gay indiflercnce blooms in thine,

While mine, deserted, droops and dica!

TO MRS. .

— amore
III oanuti peusier si disconvene. GU.MIIM-

Yes, 1 think I once heard of an amorous youth
Who was caught in his grandmother's bed

;

Bui 1 own I had ne'er such a liquorish tooth

As to wish to be there In his stead.

'TIs for yon, my dear madam, such conquests to make;
Antiquarians may value you high:

But I swear I can't love for antiquity's sake.

Such a poor virtuoso am I.

I have seen many ruins all gilded with rare.

But the cracks were still plain to the eye;

And 1 ne'er felt a |)assIon to venture in there,

But tnrn'd up my nose, and pass'd by!

I perhaps might have sigh'd in your magical chain

When your lip had more freshness to deck it

;

But I'd hate even Dian herself in the wane —
She might then go to hell fov a Hecate!

No, no! when my luNirt's in these amorous fiilnls,

Which is seldom, thank Heaven! the rase!
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For by reading the Fathers, and Lives of the Saints,

I keep up a stock of good grace:

But tlien 'tis the creature luxuriant and fresh

That my passion with ecstasy owns;
For indeed, my dear madam, though fond of the flesh,

I never was partial to bones

!

0T« THE

DEATH OF A LADY.
Sweet spirit! if thy airy sleep

Nor sees my teai's nor hears my sighs,

Oh! I will weep, in lux'ry weep.
Till the last heart's drop fills mine eyes.

But if thy sainted soul can feel,

And mingles in our misery;
Then, then ray breaking heart I'll seal—
Thou shalt not hear one sigh from mc

!

The beam of morn was on the stream,

But sullen clouds the day deform:
Thou wert, indeed , that morning beam,
And death, alas! that sullen storm.

Thou wert not form'd for liAing here,

For thon Mert kindred with the sky;

Yet, yet we held thee all so dear,

We thought thou wert not form'd to die.

TO JULIA.

Sweet is the dream, divinely sweet.

When absent souls in fancy meet! —
At midnight, love ! I'll think of thee

!

At midnight, love! oh, think of me:
Think that thon giv'st thy dearest kiss,

And I will think I feel the bliss.

Then, if thou blush, that blu*lii l>c mine;
And, if I weep, the tear be thiuc!

TO .

Can I again that form caress.

Or on diat lip in rapture twine?

No, no! the lip that all may press

Shall never more be press'd by mine.

Can I again that look recall

Which once could make me die for thee?

No, no! the eye that burns on all

Shall never more be priz'd by me!

WRITTEN IN THE BLANK LEAF
OF

A I.ADy'8 C031M0NPLACE BOOK.

Here is one leaf rcserv'd for me.
From all thy sweet memorials free;

And here my simple song might tell

The feelings thou must guess so well.

But could I thus, within thy mind,
One little vacant corner find,

Wliere no impression yet is seen,

Where no memorial yet has been.

Oh! it should be my sweetest care

To write my name for ever there

!

SONG,
AwAV with this pouting and sadness!

Sweet girl! Mil) you ne^er give o'er?
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I love you, by Heaven! to madness.
And what can I swear to yon more?

Believe not the old woman's fable,

That oaths are as short as a kiss;

rU love you as long as I'm able,

And swear for no longer than this.

Then waste not the time with professions;

For not to l)e bless'd when we can
Is one of the darkest transgressions

That happen 'twixt woman and man. —
Pretty moralist! >vhy thus beginning
My innocent warmth to reprove?

Heav'n knows that I never lov'd sinning —
Except little sinnings in love!

If swearing, hoAvever, will do it.

Come bring me the calendar, pray —
I vow, by that lip, I'll go through it,

And not miss a saint on my way.
The angels shall help me to wheedle;

I'll swear upon every one
That e'er danc'd on the point of a needle'.

Or rode on a beam of the sun!

Oh! why should Platonic control, love,

Enchain an emotion so free?

Your soul, though a very sweet soul, love.

Will ne'er be sufficient for me.
If you think, by this coolness and scorning,

To seem more angelic and bright,

Be an angel, my love, in the morning.
But, oh! be a woman to-night!

TO ROSA.
Like who trusts to summer skies,

And puts his little bark to sea,

Is he •who, lur'd by smiling eyes.

Consigns his simple heart to thee.

For fickle is the summer wind,

And sadly may the bark be tost;

For thou art sure to change thy mind.

And then the wretched heart is lost!

TO ROSA.
Oh ! why should the girl of my soul be in tears

At a meeting of rapture like this.

When the glooms of the past and the sorrow of years
Have been paid by a moment of bliss?

Are they shed for that moment of blissful delight,

Which dwells on her memory yet?

Do they flow, like the dews of the amorous night.

From the warmth of the sun that has get?

Oh! sweet is the tear on that languishmg smile.

That smile, which is loveliest then

;

And if such are the drops that delight can beguile,

Thou shalt weep them again and again!

RONDEAU.
"Good niglit! good night!" — And is it so?
And must I from my Rosa go ?

Oh Rosa ! say "Good night !

" once more,
And I'll repeat it o'er and o'er,

Till the first glance of daMoing light

Shall find us saying, still, "Good night!"

* 1 believe Mr. Little alluded lieic to a faiiKiiifl qiirslion among the eaily schoolmen : '-Mow
many thiiiiBaiul aiip;«'lH ooiild daiireon tlic point, ol a wry line needle, >villi((ut jostlinpr cmc an-
other V 11" he con((l have bteu thiukiiig of the schools while he was writing this Boug, \vc cao-
not say "cauit iuduvluiu'^
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And elill "Good night," my Rosa, gay —
But Mliisper still, ''\ niiaute stay;"

And 1 will stay, and every minute

Shall liave an age of rapture in it.

IVeil ki?s and kiss in quick delight,

And murmur, while Me ki»s, "Good night!"

'•Good night !
" you'll murmur vith a sigh.

And toll lue it is time to fly

:

And I Mill AOM" to kiss no nioi-e,

^et kiss you closer than heforc;

Till slumber seal our Meary sight —
And tlicn, my love! my soul! "Gt)od night!

'

AN ARGUMENT
TO A\Y PHILLIS OR CHLOE.

I'v^ oft been told hy learned friars,

That M'ishing and the crime arc one,

And Heaven jiunishea desires

As much as if the deed M'cre done.

If M'ishing damns us, you and I

Are damn'd to all our heart's content

;

Come, then, at least mc may enjoy-

Some pleasiu'e for our punishment

!

TO ROSA.
WRITTEN DLm?tG ILLNESS.

The >viscst soul, hy anguish torn.

Will boon milearn the lore il knew;
And mIicu the shrining casket's Morn,
The gem Mithin Mill tarnish too.

But love's an essence of the soul,

AMiich sinks not Mith this chain of clav;
Which throbs beyond the cliill control

Of Mith'ruig paiji or pale decay.

And surely, Mlien the touch of Death
Dissolves the spirit's mortal ties,

Love still attends the soaring breath,

And makes it purer for the skies!

Oh liosa ! Mhen, to seek its sphere,

My soul shall lea^e this orb of men,
That lave it found so hiissful here

Shall be its best of blisses then

!

And as, in fabled dreams of old,

Some airy genius, child of time,

Presidetl o'er each stai' that roll'd.

And track'd it through its path sublime;

So thou, fair planet, not luiled,

Shalt through thy mortal orbit stray;

Thy lover's shade, divinely Med,

Shall linger round thy Mandring way.

Let other spirits range the sky,

And brigthen in the solar gem;
111 ba^k beneath Uiat lucid eye,

Nor envy worlds of suns to them!

, And, oh ! if airy shapes may steal

To mingle Mith u mortal frame,
'llien, then, my love! — but drop (he veil;

Hide, hide from Heavn the unholy flame.

No! — Mhen that heart shall cease to beat,

And Mhen that breath at length is free;

Then. Koja. soul to soul mc'II meet,
And mingle to eternity

!
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ANACREONTIQUE.
iu lachrymaa verterat niune raeram.

Tib. Lib. i. cleg. 5,

Press the grape, and let it pour
Around the hoard its purple show'r;
And, Mhile the drops my f^ohlct btcep,

III tliuik — in woe the clu::jtei'i» weep.

Weep on, Mcep on, my pouting vine!

Heaven grant no tear8, hut tears of M'iiie.

Weep on; and, as thy sorrows How,
rii taste the lujcury of woe!

ANACREONTIQUE.
FRfE!^D of my soul! tliis gohlet sip,

'Twill chase that pensive tear;

'Tis not so sweet as w<nnan's lip,

But , oh ! 'tis more sincere.

Like her delusive heam,
'Twill steal away thy mind:

But, like affection's dream.
It leaves no stijig hehind!

Come, twine the wreath, thy hroWs to shade;
These flow'rs were culi'd at noon ; —

Like woman's love the rose will fade,

But, ah! not half so soon!
For though the flower's decay'd,

Its fragrance is not o'er;

But once when love's hetray'd,

The heart can bloom no more

!

"Neither du I condemn thee; go, and ein no more!"
ST. JOHi\, chap. vui.

Oh , woman ! if hy simple wile

'I'hy soul has stray'd from honoui''s track,

Tis mercy only can heguile,

By gentle ways, the wandrcr hack.

The slain that on tliy virtue lies,

Wash'd 1»y thy teai's , may yet decay

;

As chtuds that sully morning skies

May all he wept in show'rs away.

Go , go — he innocent , and live —
The tongues of men may >voiuid lliec gore;

But Heav'n in pity can forgive.

And bids thee '•'• go , and sin no more !

"

LOVE AND MARRIAGE.
Eque bvevi verbo i'crrc ncrcnnp niiilum.

SKCtADtS, EJeg. vii.

Stim. the question I must parry,

Still H wayward tru;uit prove:

Where I love , I must not marry

;

. Where 1 marry, cannot love.

Were she fairest of creation,

With the least presiuning mind

:

Learned without uffeclalion;

iVot deceitful, yet refin'd;

Wise enough , hut never rigid

;

(»ay , hut not too lightly free

;

Chaste, as snow , and } vi not frigid ;

Waini, yet satisfied with me:

Wei«^ she all tlii.^ ten llnu> over.

All that hta>'n to earth allow-.
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I gjiould be too niacli her lover

Ever to become her spouse.

Love will never bear ens^laving;

Summer gai-meiits suit him best;
Bliss itself is not worth liixving,

If we're by compulsion blest.

THE KISS.
Ilia nisi in lecto ausquam nntuere doceii.

OVID, Lib. ii. Ek'g. 5.

Give me, my love, that billing liiss

I taught you one delicious night,

When, turning epicures in bliss.

We tried inventions of deliglit.

Come
,
gently steal my lips along,

And let your lips in murmurs move. —
Ah! no! — again — that kiss was wrong, —
How can you be so dull, my love .''

"Cease, cease!"' the blushing girl replied —
And in her milky ai'nts she caught me —

"How can you thus your pupil chide?
You know 'twos in the dark you taught me!"

TO MISS ,

0\ UER ASKING THE AfTHOR WHY SHE HAD SLEEPLESS MIGHTS.^

I'll ask the sylph who round thee flies,

And in thy breath his pinion dips,

Wlio suns him in thy lucent eyes,

And faints upon thy sighing lips:

I'll ask him where's the veil of sleep

That us'd to sliade thy looks of light

;

And why those eyes their vigil keep.

When other suns are sunk in night?

And I will say — her angel breast

Has never throbb'd with guilty sting;

Her bosom is the sweetest nest

Where Slumber could repose his Ming!

And I will say — her cheeks of flame.

Which glow like roses in the sun,

Have never felt a blush of shame.
Except for >vhat her eyes have done!

Tlien tell me, why, thou child of air!

Does slumber from her eyelids rove ?

W^hat is her heart's irapassion'd care? —
Perhaps, oh sylph! perhaps 'tis love?

NONSENSE.
Good reader ! if yon e"cr have seen.

When Phoebus hastens to his pillow,

Tlie mermaids, Mith their tresses green.

Dancing upon the Avestern billow

:

If you have seen, at twilight dim,

WJien the lone spirit's vesper liyum
Floats wild along the m iiiding shore

:

If you have seen , through mist of eve,

'n»e fairy train their riiiglcts Mcavc,
/ Glancing along the spangled gi'een :

—
If you have seen all this , and more,

God bless me! what a deal you've seen!

TO JULIA.
0\ HER BIRTHDAY.

Whe^ Time Mas entwining the garland of years,

Which to croMH my belu\ed was given,
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Thoiigli some of the leaves might be sullied with tears,

Yet the ilow'rs were all gather'd in heaven!

And long may this garland he sAveet to the eye,

May its verdnre for ever be new

!

Young Love shall enrich it with many a sigh,

And Pity shall nurse it with dew!

ELEGIAC STANZAS*.

How sweetly could I lay my head
Within the cold grave's silent breast;

Where Sorrow's tears no more are shed,

]\o more the ills of life molest.

For, ah! my heart, how very soon
The glitt'ring dreams of youth are past!

And , long before it reach its noon,

The sun of life is overcast.

TO ROSA.
A far conserva, e cumulo d'amanti. PAST. FID.

Akb are you then a thing of art.

Seducing all, and loving none;

And have I strove to gain a heart

Which every coxcomb thinks his own?

And do you, like the dotard's fire,

WTiich
,
pow'rless of enjoying any,

Feeds its abortive sick desire,

By trifling impotent with many?
Do you thus seek to flirt a number.
And through a round of danglers run,

Because your heart's insipid slumber
Could never wake to feel for one ?

Tell me at once if this be true.

And I shall calm my jealous breast;

Shall learn to join the dangling crew.

And share your simpers Avith the rest.

But if your heart be not so free, —
Oh ! if another share that heart.

Tell not the damning tale to me,
^ But mingle mercy with your art.

I'd rather think you black as hell,

Tlian find you to be all divine.

And know that heart could love so well,

Y'et know that heart would not be mine!

LOVE IN A STORM.
Quam jii%'at immitcs ventos audire rnbantem.

Et dominam tenero coutinuisse sinu. TIBULLUS.

LoiiD sung the wind in the ruins above.

Which murmur'd the warnings of Time o'er our head;
Wliile fearless we oflfer'd devotions to Love,

The rude rock our pillow, the rushes our bed.

Damp was the chill of the wintry air.

But it made us cling closer, and warmly unite;

Dread was the lightning, and horrid its glare,

But it show'd me my Julia in languid delight.

To my bosom she nestled, and felt not a fear,

Though the shower did beat, and the tempest did frown:
Her sighs were as sweet, and her murmurs as dear
As if she lay lull'd on a pillow of down!

* This pncin, and some others of the same pensive cast, wc may suppose, were the result
of the few melancholy raomeiits nhich a lile eo short and so pleasant at) thai of the author
could hme allowed. E.
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SONG.

Jes>t on a hank was sleeping:,

A flow'r beneath her hosom lay

;

L<ive, upon her slumljcr creeping.

Stole tlie floM 'r , and flew away

!

Pity, then, poor Jessy's ruin,

Who, hecahnd hy Slumber's wing,

Never felt Mhat Love was doing —
Never drcam'd of each a thing.

THE SURPRISE.

Chloris , I swear , by all I ever swore,

That from this hour I shall not love thee more. —
"\Miat! love no more.^ Oh! why this alter'd vow?

'

Because I canvot love thee more — than noiv!

TO A SLEEPING MAID.

Ware, my life! thy lover's arms
Are twind around thy sleeping charms:
Wake, my love! and let desire

Kindle those op'ning orbs of fire.

Yet, sweetest, though the hliss delight thee,

If the guilt, the shame anVight thee,

Still those orbs in darkness keep;

Sleep, my girl, or seem to sleep.

TO PHILLIS.

Prnttis, you little rosy rake,

That heart of yours I long to rifle:

Come
,
give it me , and do not make

So much ado about a trifle I

SONG.

When the heart's feeling

Burns with concealing.

Glances will tell what mc fear to confess:

Oh ! M'hat an anguish
Silent to languish,

Could we not look all we wish to express!

When half-expiring.

Restless, desiring,

Lovers wish something, but must not say Mhat,

Looks tell the wanting.

Looks tell the granting.

Looks betray oil that the heart would be nt.

THE BALLAD'.

Tnor hast sent mo a flowery band.

And told mc 'twas fresh from the field

;

That the leaves were untouchd by the hand,

And the purest of odours Mould yield.

And indeed it ^as fragrant and fair;

But, if it were h.indled by thee,

It would bloom >vith a livelier air.

And would surely be sweeter to mc !

Then take it, and let it entwine

Thy tresses, so flowing and bright;

TUIa ballad wan probably supffesfed by the following Epigram in Martiaf.

Intactaa qiiarc mitliH mihi, Polla, coronas,
,., ,, c.

A te vexatas malo tencrc rosa^. Epior. xc. lib. 11 —h.
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And each littlo flowret vill s-hinc
_

More ricli tliiin ii gem to luy sight.

Let tlie odorous giile of tliy hreath

Einbaini it Avitli many a sigh

;

Nay, let it lie Milher'd to death

IJcneath the warm noon of thine eye.

And, instead of the dew that it hears,

The dew dropping fresh from the tree;

On its leaves Jet me number the tears

That Affection has stolen from thee!

TO MRS. .

Ok her beattifui. translation of

voititie's kiss.

Men arae siir inoii levre e'toit lors tnutc entiire

Pour savoiirer le iniel qui siir la vntre eCoit

;

Mais en me retirant, elle resta ilerrit'ic,

Tant lie ce <lou\ plaisir rainorccluiTestoit. voit.

How hcav'nly was the poet's doom.

To breathe his spirit through a kiss;

And lose within so sweet a tomb
The trembling messenger of bliss!

And, ah! his soul return'd to feel

That it again could raAish'd be;

For in the kiss that thou didst steal.

His life and soul ha>c fled to thee!

TO A LADY,
ON HER SINGIXG.

Thv song has taught my heart to feel

Those soothing thoughts of heav'niy love

Which o'er the sainted spirits steal

When list'ning to the spheres above!

WTien, tir'd of life and misery,

I wish to sigh my latest breath,

Oh, Emma! I Avill fly to thee.

And thou shalt sing me into death!

And if along thy lip and cheek

'J'hat smile of heav'niy softness play,

Which,— ah ! forgive a mind that's weak, —
So oft has stol'n my mind away;

Thou'lt seem an angel of the sky.

That comes to charm me into bliss

:

I'll gaze and die— Who would not die.

If death Mere half so sweet as this?

A DREAM.
I TuorcHT this heart consuming lay

On Cupid's burning shrine

:

1 thtnight h«! stole thy heart away,
And plac'd it near to mine.

1 saw thy heart begin to melt,

Like ice before the sun;

Till both a glow congenial felt,

And mingled into one!

WRITTEN IN A COMMONPLACE BOOK,
CALLED

"the book of follies;"
In which every one that opened it should conlribulc eoracthing.

TO THE BOOK OF FOLLIES.

This tribute's from a wretched elf,

Who hails thee, emblem of himself!
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The book of life, which I have trac'd,

Has been, like thee, a motley waste
Of follies scribbled o'er and o'er.

One folly bringing hundreds more.
Souie have indeed been writ so neat,

In characters so fair, so sweet.

That thoje who judge not too severely

Have said they lov'd such follies dearly

!

Yet still, O book! the allusion stands:

For these were penn'd by female hands:
The rest, — alas! I o'wn the truth,

—

Have all been scribbled so uncouth
That Prudence, with a with'ring look,

Disdainful flings away the book.

Like thine, its pages here and there

Have oft been stain'd with blots of care

;

And sometimes hours of peace, I own,
lipon some fairer leaves have shown,
Wliite as the snowings of that heaven
By which those hours of peace M'ere given.

But now no longer— such, oh! such
The blast of Disappointment's touch !

—
No longer now those liours appear;
Each leaf is sullied by a tear

:

Blank, blank is ev'ry page with care,

]\ot e'en a folly brightens there.

Will they yet brighten ?— ne\ er, never !

Then shut the book, O God, for ever!

WRITTEN IN THE SAME.
TO THE

PRETTY LITTLE MRS. .

IMPROilPXr.

Magis venustatem an brevitatem mireris iacertum est. MACROS. SAT. Lib. ii. cap. 2.

This journal of folly's an emblem of me;
But what book shall we find emblematic of thee.''

Oh! shall mo not say thou art Love's duodecimo?
None can be prettier ; few can be less, you know.
Such a volume in sheets were a volume of charms;
Or if bound, it should only be bound in our arms!

SONG.

Dear! in pity do not speak;
In your eyes I read it all.

In the flushing of your cheek.

In those tears that fall.

Yes, yes, my soul! I see

You love, you live for only me!

Beam, yet beam that killing eye,

Bid me expire in luscious pain;

But kiss me, kiss me while I die,

And, oh! I live again!

Still, my love, with looking kill.

And, oh! revive with kisses still!

THE TEAR.

On beds of snow the moonbeam slept,

And chilly was the midnight gloom.
When by the damp grave Ellen wept—
Sweet maid! it was her Lijidor's tomb!

A warm tear gusli'd, the wintry air

Congeal'd it as it liow'd away:
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All night it lay an ice-drop there,

At morn it glitter'd in the ray!

An angel, M'and'ring from her sphere,

Wlio saw this bright, this frozen gem,
To dew-ey'd Pity brought the tear,

And hung it on her diadem !

TO .

In bona cur quisqaam tertiaa ista venit '^ OVID.

So! Rosa turns her back on me.
Thou walking monument! for thee;
Wliose visage, like a grave-stone scribbled.

With vanity bedaub'd, befrib'jlcd,

Tells only to the readinp; eye.

That underneath corrupting lie.

Within thy heart's contagious tomb
(As in a cemetery's gloom).
Suspicion, rankling to infection.

And all the worms of black reflection!

And thou art Rosa's dear elect.

And thou hast won the lovely trifle;

And I must bear repulse, neglect.

And I must all my anguish stifle:

While thou for ever lingcr'st nigh.

Scowling, mutt'riiig, gloating, mumming,
Like some sharp, busy, fretful fly,

About a twinkling taper humming.

TO JULIA,

WBEPING.

Oh! if your tears are giv'n to care,

If real woe disturbs your peace.

Come to my bo.^om, weeping fair!

And I Aviil bid your weeping cease.

But if M'ith Fancy's vision'd fears.

With dreams of woe your bosom thrill;

You look so lovely in your tears,

That I must bid you drop them still

!

SONG.

Have you not seen the timid tear

Steal trembling from mine eye ?

Have you not mark'd the flush of fear,

Or caught the murmur'd sigh ?

And can you think my love is cliill,

Nor fix'd on you alone?

And can you rend, by doubting still

A heart so much your own?

To you my soul's affections move
Devoutly, warmly true;

My life has been a task of love.

One long, long thought of you
If all your tender faith is o'er.

If still my truth you'll try;

Alas ! I know but one proof more,—
I'll bless your name, and die!

THE SHIELD'.

Oh! did you not hear a voice of death?

And did you not mark the paly form

This poem is perfectly in the taste of the present day— "his nam picbecula gaudet." E.

19



290 LITTLE S POEMS.

Which rode on the silver mist of the hcnth.

And sung a ghostly dirge in the storm?

Was it a Trailing bird of the gloom,
Which shrieks on the house of >roe all night?

Or a shivering fiend that flew to a tomb.
To howl and to feed till the glance of light?

'Twas not the dcath-hird"s cry from the wood.
Nor shivering fiend that hung in the blast;

'Twas the shade of Helderic— roan of blood—
It screams for the guilt of days that are pa^t!

See! how the red, red lightning strays,

And scares the gliding gho^ts of the heath

!

Now on the leafless yew it plays,

Wliere hangs the shield of this son of death!

That shield is blH^hing with murderous stains;

Long has it hung from the cold yews spray;

It is blown by storms and wash'd by rains.

But neither can take the blood away!

Oft by that yew, on the blasted field.

Demons dance to the red moon's light

;

While the damp boughs creak, and the swinging shield

Sings to the raving spliit of night!

TO MRS. .

Yks, Hcav'n cjin witness how I strove

To love thee Avith a spirit's love;

To make the purer wish my own.
And mingle with thy mind alone.

Oh! I appeal to those pure dreams
In which my soul has hung on thee,

And I've forgot thy witdiiug form.

And I've forgot the liquid beams
That eye effuses, thrilling Avarm—
Yes, yes, forgot each sensnal charm.
Each madning spell of luxury
That could seduce my soul's desires.

And bid it throb m ith guiltier fires. —
Such was my love, and many a time.

When sleep has giv'n thee to my bi'cast.

And thou hast seem'd to share the crime
Which made thy lover Mildly blest;

E'en then, in all that rich delusion,

When, by voluptuous visions fird.

My soul, in i-apture's warm confusion,

Has on a phantom's lip expir'd!

E'en then some purer thoughts Mould steal

Amid my senses' warm excess;

And at the moment— oh! e'en then
I've started from thy melting press.

And blush'd for all I've dar'd to feel,

I Yet sigh'd to feel it all again !
—

Such was my love, and still, O, still

I might have calm'd the unholy thrill

:

My lieart might be a taintless shrine,

And thou its votive saint should be;
There, there I'd make thee all divine,

Myself divine in honouring thee.

But, oh! that night! that fatal night!

W^hen, both bewilder'd, both betray'd.

We sunk beneath the floM^ of soul,

Wliich for a moment mock'd control;
And on the dang'rous kiss delay'd.

And almost yielded to delight!

God! how I wifh'd, in that Mild hour,

That lips alone, thus stamp'd Mith heat,
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Had for a moment all the pow'r
To make our souls effusing; meet!
That we might mingle by the breath
In all of love's delicious death;
And in a kiss at once be blest,

As, oh ! we trembled at the rest !
—

Pity me, love! I'll pity thee,

If thou indeed hast felt like me.
All, all my bosom's peace is o'er

!

At night, which was my hour of calm,
When from the page of classic lore.

From the pure fount of ancient lay

My soul has drawn the placid balm,
Which charm'd its little griefs away;
Ah! there I find that balm no more.
Those spells, which make us oft forget

The fleeting troubles of the day.
In deeper sorrows only whet
The stings they cannot tear away.
When to my pillow rack'd I fly.

With wearied sense and wakeful eye.

While my brain maddens, where, O, where
Is that serene consoling pray'r.

Which once has harbinger'd my rest.

When the still soothing voice of Heaven
Has seera'd to M-hisper in my breast,
" Sleep on, thy errors are forgiven !

"

No, though I still in semblance pray.

My thoughts are wandering far aAvay;
And e'en the name of Deity
Is raurmur'd out in sighs for thee '

!

ELEGIAC STANZAS,
SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTE\ BY Jl'LIA,

ON THE DEATH OF HER BROTHER.

Though sorrow long has worn my heart ;

Though every day I've counted o'er

Has brought a new and qnick'ning smart

To wounds that rankled fresh before;

Though in my earliest life bereft

Of many a link by nature tied;

Though hope deceiv'd, and pleasure left;

Though friends bctray'd, and foes belied;

I still had hopes — for hope will stay

After the sunset of delight;

So like the star which ushers day,

We scarce can think it heralds night!

I hop'd that, after all its strife,

My weary heart at length should rest.

And, fainting from the Maves of life.

Find harbour in a brother's breast.

That brother's breast was warm with truth,

Was bright with honour's purest ray;

He was the dearest, gentlest youth —
Oh! why then was he torn away?

He should have stay'd, ha^e linger'd here

To calm his Julia's every woe

;

He should have chas'd each bitter tear.

And not have caus'd those tears to flow.

We saM' his youthful soul expand

In blooms of genius, nurs'd by taste j

• This frrepiilar nccurrcnre of the rhymes is adopted from the liffht poetry of the French,

and is, 1 think, particularly suited to express the varitics of feeling. In penllcr omnCKMi!*. the

verse may How periodic and regular ; and, in the transition to violent passion, can .-isMinic all

the animated ahruptncss of hlank verse. Hrsides , by dispensing vwth the limits of dislich and

stanza, it allowa an interesting suspension of the sentimeut. E.
«x a.
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While Science, with a fost'ring hand,

Upon his brow her chaplet plac'd.

We saw hi^: gradual op'ning mind
Enrich'd by all the graces dear;

Enlighten'd, social, and refin'd,

In f^iend^lIip firm, in love sincere.

Such was the youth we lov'd so well;

Such were the hopes that fate denied —
We lov'd, but ah! we could not tell

How deep, how dearly till he died

!

Close as the fondest links could strain,

Twin'd Mith my very heart he grew;
And by that fate Mhich breaks the chain,

The heart is almost broken too

!

FANXY OF TIMMOL.
A MAIL-COACH ADVENTIRE.

Quadrigis petimus bene vivere. HORACE.

Sweet Fanny of Timmol! when fir.-t you came in

To the close little ciirriage in which I was hurl'd,

1 thought to myself, if it were not a sin,

I could teach you the prettie^t tricks in the world.

For your dear little lips, to their destiny true,

Scem'd to know they were born for the use of another;

And, to put me in mind of what I ought to do.

Were eternally biting and kissing each other.

And then yon were darting from eyelids so sly, —
Iliilf open, half shutting, — such tremulous light:

Let them say what they will, I could read in your eye

More comical things than I ever shall write.

And oft as we mingled our legs and our feet,

I felt a pulsation, and cannot tell Mhetlier

In vours or in mine — but I know it was sweet.

And I think we both felt it and trembled together.

At length Mhcn arriv'd, at our supper we sat,

I heard with a sigh, Mhich had something of pain.

That perhaps our last moment of meeting was that,

And Fanny should go back to Timmol again.

Yet 1 sAvore not that I Mas in love with you, Fanny, —
Oh, no! for I felt it could never be true;

I but said Mhat I've said veiy often to many —
There's few I would rather be kis^ing than you!

Tlien first did I learn that you once had believ'd

Some lover, the dearest and fal>est of men;
And so gently you spoke of the youth mIio deceiv'd

That I thought you perhaps might be tempted again.

But you told me that passion a moment amus'd
Was followed too oft by an age of repenting;

And check'd me, so softly, that Mhile you refus'd.

Forgive me, dear girl, if I thought 'twas consenting!

And still I entreated, and still you denied,

Till I almost was made to believe you sincere:

Though I found that, in bidding me leave you, yon sigh'd,

And when yon repuls'd me, 'twas done with a tear.

In vain did I vhispcr "There's nobody nigh;"
In vain with the tremors of passion implore:

Your excuse was a kiss, and a tear your reply —
1 acknowledg'd them both, and I ask'd for no more.

Was I right? — oh! I cannot believe I was wrong.
Poor Fanny is gone back to Timmol again

;
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And may Providence guide her uninjur'd along,

IN or ticatter her path with repentance and pain!

By Hcav'n! I would rather ft)r ever forswear
The elysium that dwells on a beautiful breast,

Than alarm for a moment the peace that is there,

Or banish the dove from so hallow'd a nest

!

A NIGHT THOUGHT.
How oft a cloud, with envious veil,

Ohscures yon liashful light.

Which seems so modestly to steal

Along the waste of night

!

'Tis thus the world's obtrusive wrongs
Obscure with malice keen

Some timid lic;irt, which only longs

To live and die unseen!

ELEGIAC STANZAS.
Sic juvat perire.

When wearied wretches sink to sleep,

How heavenly soft their slumbers lie!

How sweet is death to those who weep.
To those who weep and long to die!

Saw you the soft and grassy bed,

Where flowrets deck the green earth's breast?

'Tis there I wish to lay my head,

'Tis there I wish to sleep at rest!

Oh! let not tears embalm my tomb.
None but the dews by twilight given!

Oh ! let not sighs disturb the gloom.

None but the whispering winds of heaven!

THE KISS.

Grow to my lip, thou sacred kiss,

On which my soul's belo\ed swore
That there should come a time of bliss.

When she would mock my hopes no more;
And fancy shall tliy glow renew,

In sighs at morn, and dreams at night,

And none shall steal thy holy dew
Till thou'rt absolv'd by rapture's rite.

Sweet hours that are to make me ble^t,

Oh ! fly, like breezes, to the goal.

And let my love, my more than soul

Come panting to this fever'd breajst;

And while in every glance I drink

The rich o'erflo>vings of her mind,
Oh ! let her all impassion'd sink

In sweet abandonment resign'd,

Blushing for all our struggles past,

And murmuring, "1 am thine at last !

'

TO .

With all ray soul, then, let us part.

Since both are anxious to be free

;

And 1 will send you home y(»ur heart,

If you Mill send back mine to mc.

We've had some happy hours together.

But joy must often change its wing

;

And spring would be btit gloomy weather,

If we had nothing else but spring.

'Tis not that 1 expect to iind

A moic demoted, lond, and true one.
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With rosier chedt or sweeter mind —
Enough for me that shcs a new one.

TJius let us leave the bower of love,

Where we have loiter'd long in bliss;

And you may doM'n that pathway rove,

While I shall take my way through this.

Our hearts have suffer'd little harm
In this short fever of desire;

You have not lost a single diarm.
Nor I one spark ot feeling fire.

My kisses have not stain'd the rose
Whicli Nature Iiung upon your lip;

And still your sigh with nectar flows
For many a raptur'd soul to sip.

FarcMell! and -when some other fair

Shall call your wand'rer to her arms,
'Twill be my lux'ry to compare
Her spells with your remember'd charms.

"This cheek," I'll say, "is not so bright

As one that us'd to meet ray kiss;

This eye has not such liquid light

As one that us'd to talk of bliss!"

Farewell ! and Mhen some future lover

Shall claim the heart which I resign,

And in exulting joys discover

All the charms that once were mine;

I tliink I should be sweetly blest.

If, in a soft imperfect sigh.

You'd say, while to his bosom prest,

I He loves not half so well as I!

A REFLECTION AT SEA.

See how, beneath the moonbeam's smile,

\'on little billow heaves its breast,

And foams and sparkles for awhile,

And murmuring then subsides to rest.

Thus man, the sport of bliss and care,

Rises on Time's eventful sea;

And, having swell'd a moment there,

Tims melts into eternity !

AN INVITATION TO SUPPER.

Myself, dear Julia ! and the Sun
Have now two years of rambling run;
And he before his wheels has driven

The grand menagerie of Heaven:
While I have met on earth, I swear,

As many brutes as he has there.

The only difTrence, I can see.

Betwixt the flaming god and me,
Is, that his ways arc periodic.

And mine, I fear, are simply oddic.

But, dearest girl ! 'tis now a lapse

Of two short years, or less perhaps,
Since you to me, and I to you,
Vow'd to be ever fondly true ! —
Ah Julia ! those were pleasant times

!

You lov'd me for my am'rous rhymes;
And 1 lov'd you, because I thought
'Twas so delicious to be taught
By such a charming guide as you.
With eyes of fire and lips of dew.
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All I had often fancied o'er,

But never, ncA er felt before

:

The day flew by, and jiif^ht was short

For half our bliisses, half our sport

!

I know not how we clianj^'d, or why.
Or if the first was you or 1

:

Yet so 'tis now, we meet each other.

And I'm no more than Julia's brother;

While she's so like my prudent sister,

There's few Mould think how close Iv'e kist her.

But, Julia, let those matters pass

!

If you Avill brim a sparklinj^ glass

To vanish'd hours of true delight,

Come to me after dusk to-night.

I'll have no other guest to meet you,
But here alone 111 tcte-ii-tete you.
Over a little attic feast,

As full of cordial soul at least,

As those where Delia met Tibullus,

Or Lesbia wantou'd with Catullus'.

I'll sing you many a rogui^h eomiet

About it, at it, and upon it

:

And songs address'd, as if I lov'd,

To all the girls with whom I've ro^'d.

Come, pr'ythee, come, you'll find me here,

Like Horace, waiting for his dear".
There sliall not be to-night, on earth,

Two souls more elegant in mirth:
And though our liey-day passion's fled,

The spirit of the love that's dead
Shall hover wantou o'er our liead;

Like souls that round the grave will fly,

In which their late possessors lie:

And who, my pretty Julia, knows,
But when our \\arm rcuiembrance glows,
The ghost of Love may act anew.
What Love when living us'd to do!

AJV

ODE UPON MORNING.
TuRS to me , love ! the morning rays

Are glowing o'er thy languid charms;
Take one luxurious parting gaze,

Wliile yet I linger in thine arms.

'IVas long before the noon of night

I st«de into thy bosom, dear!

And now the glance of dawning light

Has found me still in dalliance here.

Turn to me, love! the trembling gleams
Of morn along thy wliite neck stray;

Away, away, you envious beams,
I'll chase you with my lips away!

Oh ! is it not divine to think, —
While all around were lull'd iii night,

While e'en the planets seem'd to wink, —
We kept our vigils of delight

!

The heart, that little world of ours,

Uidikc the drowsy world of care,

Then , then awak'd its sweetest pow'rs.

And all Mas unimaiion there

!

Kiss lue ontc luore, and then I fly,

Our parting m ould to noonday last

;

('uciiaui, noil eiiic cnndida puelli. Cat. Cariu. xiii.

puvllam
Ad mcdiiiui noctciii cxpccto. lluu. Lib. i. ^at. 5.
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Tlicre, clo?e that languid treiabling eye.

And sMxetly dream of all the past!

As soon as Mght shall fix her seal

Upon the eyes and lips of men,
Oil , dearest ! I will panting steal

To nestle in thine arms again

!

Our joys shall take their stolen flight.

Secret as those celestial spheres

Which make sweet music all the night.

Unheard by drowsy mortal ears

!

SONG*.

On ! nothing in life can sadden ns,

While we have wine and good humonr in store;

With this , and a little of love to madden us,

Show me the fool that can labour for more!
Come , then , bid Ganymede fill ev'ry bow I for you,

Fill them up brimmers, and drink as I call:

I'm going to toast cv'rj' nymph of my soul for you,

Ay , on my soul , I'm in love with them all

!

Dear creatures ! we can't live witliout them,

They're all that is sweet and seducing to man;
Looking, sighing about and about them.
We dote on them, die for them, all that we can.

Here's Phillis ! — whose innocent bosom
Is always agog for some novel desires

;

To-day to got lovers . to-morrow to lose 'em.

Is all tliat the innocent Phillis requires. —
Here's to the gay little Jessy! — who simpers

So vastly good humour'd, whatever is done;

Shell kiss you , and that Avithout winning or whimpers.
And do Mhat you pleaso with you — all out of fun!

Dear creatures, etc.

A bumper to Fanny! — I know you will scorn her,

Because she's a prude , and her nose is so curl'd

;

But if ever you chatted Mith Fan in a corner,

You'd say she's the best little girl in the world !
—

Another to Lyddy ! — still struggling with duty.

And a^^king her conscience still, "whether she should;"
While her eyes , in the silent confession of beauty.

Say "Only for something I certainly would!"

Dear creatures, etc.

Fill for Chloe ! — bewitchingly simple,

Who angles the heart without knoA^ing her lure;

Still woiuiding around with a blush or a dimple,

Nor seeming to feel that she also could cure! —
Here's pious Susan! —• the saint, avIio alone, sir,

Cuuld ever have made me religions outright:

For had I such a dear little saint of my own, sir,

I'd pray on my knees to her half the long night!

Dear creatures, etc.

Come , tell me where the maid is found.

Whose heart can Ioac without deceit,

And I will range the world around,

To sigh one moment at her feet.

Oh ! tell mc wherc's her sainted home,
What air receives her blessed sigh,

A pilgrimage of years I'll roam
To catch one sparkle of her eye!

• 'I'licre are man}' spurious copies of this sone in circulation; and it is universally attributed
to u (.^('iitii-inan «h(i ha.i no more right tLau the Editor of tiiese Poems to any ^liarc \«hatuvcr
iu the cuiupu-iiiuu E.
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And if her clieck be rosy bright,

Wliile truth within her bosom lies,

I'll gaze upon her morn and night.

Till my heart leave me through my eyes!

Sliow nie on earth a thing so rare,

ril own all miracles are true;

To make one maid sincere and fair.

Oh ! 'tis the utmost Heav'n can do

!

SONG*.
Sweetest love ! I'll not forget thee

;

Time shall only teach my heart,

Fonder, warmer to regret thee.

Lovely, gentle as thou art! —
Farewell , Bessy !

Yet , oh ! yet again we'll meet , love,

And repose our hearts at last:

Oh! sure 'twill then be sweet, love,

Cahu to think on sorrows past. —
Farewell, Bessy!

Yes, my gu'l, the distant blessing

Mayn't be always sought in vain;

And the moment of possessing —
Will't not, love , repay our pain ? —

Farewell, Bessy!

Still I feel my heart is breaking.

When I think I stray from thee.

Round the world that quiet seeking,

Which I fear is not for me !
—

FarcAvell, Bessy!

Calm to peace thy lover's bosom —
Can it, dearest! must it be.''

Thou within an hour shalt lose hiiu,

He for ever loses thee!

Farewell, Bessy!

SONG.
If I swear by that eye, you'll allow

Its look is 80 shifting and new.
That the oath I might take on it now
The very next glance would undo!

Those babies that nestle so sly

Such different arrows have got,

lliat on oath, on the glance of an eye
Such as yours , may be off in a shot

!

Should I swear by the dew on your lip,

ITiough each moment the treasure renews,

If my constancy wishes to trip,

I may kiss off the oath when I choose!

Or a sigh may disperse from that flow'r

The dew and the oath that are tlicre!

And I'd make a new vow ev'ry hour.

To lose them so sweetly in air!

But clear up that lieav'n of your brow,
Nor fancy my faith is a feather;

On my heart 1 will pledge you my vow,
And they both must be broken together !

JULIA'S KISS.

Whe\ infant Bliss in roses slept,

Cupid upon his slumber crept;

^ll these songs were adapted to airs wliicli Mr. Iiittic composed, and Koinelinies sang,
for his iViuuds : this may accouut lor the peculiarity ul' metre obser\able in many uf theui. £,
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And while a balmy sigh he stole,

Exlialinpf from the infant's soul.

He smiling said, "With this, with this

I'll scent my Julia's burning kiss!"

IVay, more; he stole to Venus' bed,
' Ere yet the sanguine flush had fled.

Which Love's divinest , dearest flaniu

. Had kindled through her panting frame.
Her soul still dwelt on memory's themes

,

Still floated in voluptuous dreams;
And every joy she felt before

In slumber now Mas acting o'er.

From her ripe lips, which seem'd to thrill

As in the war of kiss&s still,

And amorous to each other climg.

He stole the dew that trembling hung.
And smiling said ,

" With this , m ith thu
I'll bathe my Julia's burning kiss!"

TO .

B£SiE>iBER him thou leav'st behind,

Wliose heart is warmly bound to thee.

Close as the tend'rest links can bind
A heart as warm as heart can be.

Oh! I had long in freedom rov'd.

Though many seem'd my soul to share;

'Twas passion when I thought I lov'd,

'Twas fancy when I thought them fair.

Ee'n she , my muse's early theme,
Beguil'd me only >vhile she warm'd

;

'Twas young Desire that fed the dreaiu,

And reason broke what passion form'd.

But thou — ah! better liad it beep
If I liad still in freedom rov'd,

If I had ne'er thy beauties seen,

For then I never should have lov'd!

Then all the paui which lovers feel

Had never to my lieart been knov n

;

But, ah I the joys Mhich lovers steal.

Should they ha>e ever been my own?
Oh! trust me, when I swear thee this,

Dearest! the pain of loving thee,

The very pain is sweeter bliss

Than passion's wildest ecstasy 1

That little cage I would not part,

In wliich my soul is prison'd now.
For the most light and Avinged heart

That wantons on the passing vow.

Still , my belov'd ! still keep in mind.
However far remov'd from me,

That there is one thou leav'st behind.

Whose heart respires for only thee!

And though ungenial ties have bound
Thy fate unto another's care;

That arm, Mhich clasps thy bosom round,

Cannot confine the heart that's there.

No, no! that heart is only mine
By ties all other ties abo^c.

For I have Med it at a shrine

Where we have had no priest but E<ovc?

SONG.

FiiV from the m orld , O Bessy ! to me,
Thou'lt never find any siucerer;
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I'll give up the world, O Bessy! for thee,

1 can never meet any that's dearer!
Then tell me no more, Avith a tear and a sigh.

That our loves will be censur'd by many ;

All, all have their follies, and who will deny
That ours is the sweetest of any ?

When your lip has met mine, in abandonment sweet,

Have we felt as if virtue forbid it? —
Have we felt as if Heaven denied them to meet? —
No , rather 'twas Heaven that did it

!

So innocent, love, is the pleasure we sip,

So little of guilt is there in it.

That I wish aU my errors were lodg'd on your lip,

And I'd kiss them away in a minute!

Then come to your lover, oh ! fly to his shed.

From a world which I know thou despisest;

And slumber will hover as light on our bed
As e'er on the couch of the wisest

!

And when on our pillow the tempest is driven,

And thou, pretty innocent, fearest,

111 tell thee, it is not the chiding of Heaven,
'Tis only our lullaby, dearest!

And , oh ! when we lie on our deathbed , my love,

Looking back on the scene of our errors,

A sigh from my Bessy shall plead then above,
And Death be disarm'd of his ten-ors

!

And each to the other embracing will say,
" FarcM ell ! let us hope we're forgiven ;

"

Thy last fading glance will illumine the way,
And a kiis be our passport tu Heaven

!

SONG.

Tht'vk on that look of humid ray.

Which for a moment mix'd with mine.
And for that moment seem'd to say,

"I dare not, or I would be thine!"

Think, think on ev'ry smile and glance.

On all thou hast to charm iind move; -

And then forgive my bosom's trance.

And tell me, 'tis not bin to love!

Oh ! not to love thee were the sin

;

For sure, if Heaven's decrees be done,

Thou, thou art destin'd still to win,

As I was destin'd to be won!

SONG.

A CAPTIVE thus to thee, my girl,

How sweetly shall I pass my age,

Contented, like the playful squirrel.

To wanton up and down my cage

When death shall envy joy like this.

And come to shade our sunny weather,

Be our last sigh the sigh of bliss.

And both our souls exhal'd together!

THE CATALOGUE.

"Come, tell me," says Rosa, as kissing and kist,

One day she reclin'd on my breast;

"Come, tell me the number, repeat me tlic list

Of the nymphs you have lov'd and ciirest." —
Oh Rosa! 'twas only my fancy that rov'd,

My heart at the moment was free;
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But I'll tell thee, luy girl, how many V\c lovd,

And the number shall fuiisli M'ith thcc!

My tutor was Kitty; in infancy wild

She taught me the vay to he ble?t;

She taught lue to love her, 1 lov'd like a child,

But Kitty could fancy the rest.

TJiis lesson of dear and enrapturing lore

I have never forgot, I alloM-;

I have had it by rote very often before,

But never by heart until now!

Pretty 3Iartlia was next, and my soul was all flame

But ray head was so full of romance
That I fancied her into some chivalry dame,
And I -was her knight of the lance!

But Martha was not of this fanciful school,

And she laugh'd at her poor little knight;

While I thought her a goddess, she thought me a fool,

And I'll swear she was most in the right.

My soul was now calm, till, by Clerk's looks,

Again I Mas tempted to rove;

But Cloris, I found, was so learned in books
That she gave me more logic than love!

So I left this young Sappho, and hasten'd to fly

To those sweeter logicians in bliss,

\Mio argue the point Avith a soul-telling eye,

And convince us at once with a kiss!

Oh! Susan was then all the world unto mc,
But Susan was piously given

;

And the worst of it Mas, Me could never agree
On the road that Mas sliortest to Hea^ en

!

"Oh, Susan!" I've said, in the moments of mirth,

"VMiat's devotion to thee or to nie?

1 devoutly believe there's a heaven on eartli,

And believe that that heaven's in thcc!"

A FRAGMENT.

'Tis night, the spectred hour is nigh!

Pensive I hear the moaning blast.

Passing, Mith sad sepulchral sigh,

My lyre that hangs neglected by.

And seems to mourn for pleasures past!

That lyve Mas once attun'd for thee

To many a lay of fond delight.

When all thy days Mere givii to me.
And mine Mas every blissful night.

How oft I've languish'd by thy side,

—

And Mhile my heart's luxuriant tide

Ivan in Mild riot through my veins,

I've Makd such sM'eetly madd'ning strains

As if by inspiration's fire

My soul was blended with my lyre

!

Oh! while in every fainting note

We heard the soul of passion lloat;

While, in thy blue dissohiiig glance,

I've raptur'd read tliy boyoiu's tranc<".

I've sung and trembled, kiss'd and smig,
Till, as Me mingle breath Mith breath,

'lliy burning kisses parch my tongue.

My hands drop lisiless on the lyre,

And, murmuring like a SMan in death,

Upon thy l)osom 1 exjure!

\es, I indeed remember Mell

Those hours of pleasure past and oer;
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Why Lave I liv'd their sweets to tell?

To tell, but never feel them more!
I should have died, have sMeetly died,

In one of thos^e iinpassion'd dreamsi,

When languid, silent on thy breast,

Drinking thine eyes' delicious beams,
My soul has flutter'd from its nest.

And on thy lip just parting sigh'd

!

Oh ! dying thus a death of love,

To licav'n how dearly should I go!
He M ell might hope for joys above
^M»o had begun thera here below

!

SOXG.

Where is the nymph, whose azure eye
Can shine through rapture's tear?

The sun has siuik, the moon is high.

And yet she comes not here!

Was that her footstep on the hill —
Her voice upon the gale? —

No, 'twas the wind, and all is still,

Oh maid of Marlivale !

Come to me, love, I've wander'd far,

^Tis past the promis'd hour;
Come to me, love, the twilight star

Shall guide thee to my bow'r.

SOXG.

Whe\ Tune, who steals our years away,
Shall steal our pleasures too,

Tlie mem'ry of the past will stay.

And half our joys renew.

Then, Cliloe, when thy beauty's flow'r

Shall feel the wintry air,

Remembrance will recall the hour
When thou alone wert fair!

Then talk no more of future gloom;
Our joys shall ahvays last;

For hope shall brighten days to come,
And mem'ry gild the past

!

Come, Chloe, 1511 the genial bowl,
I drink to Love and thee :

Thou never canst decay in soul,

Thou'lt still be young for me.

And as thy lips the tear-drop chase,

Which on my cheek they find.

So hope shall steal away the trace

Which sorrow leaves behind!

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

For hope shall brighten days to come.
And mem'ry gild tlie past!

But mark, at thought of future years
Wlien love shall lo5^e its soul.

My Chloe drops her timid tears,

They mingle with my bowl!

IIow like this boM'l of wine, my fair,

Our loving life shall fleet;

Though tears may sometimes mingle there,

The draught Mill still be sAVJct!
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Then fill the bowl ! — a\ray With gloom

!

Our joys shall always last;

For hope will brijyhten days to come,
And mem'ry gild the past I

THE SHRIXE.

Mv fates had destined me to rove
A Ion":, long pilgrimage of lore;

And many an altar on my way
Has lur'd my pious steps to stay

;

For, if the saint was young and fair,

I turn'd and sung my vespers there.

This, from a youthful pilgrim's fire.

Is Mhat your pretty saints require:

To pass, nor tell a single bead.

With them would be profane indeed!

But , trust me , all this young devotion

Was but to keep my zeal in motion

;

And , evry humbler altar past,

I now have reach'd the shrixe at last

!

REUBEN AND ROSE.
A TAliE OF BOWVXCE.

The darlmess which himg upon Willumberg's walls

Has long been remember'd with awe and dismay !

For years not a simbeam had playd in its halls.

And it seem'd as shut out from the regions of day

;

Though the valleys were brightened by many a beam.
Yet none could the woods of the castle illume;

And the lightning, which flash'd on the neighbouring stream,

Flew back , as if fearing to enter the gloom

!

"Oh! when shall this horrible darkness disperse?"

Said Willumberg's lord to the seer of the cave; —
"It can never dispel," said the wizard of verse,

"Till the bright star of chivalry's sunk in the wave!''

And who was the bright star of chivalry tlien?

Who could be but Reuben , the flow'r of the age ?

For Reuben was first in the combat of men.

Though Youth had scarce ^vritten his name on her page-

For Willumberg's daughter his bosom had beat,

For Rose, vho Mas bright as the spirit of davm.
When M ith wand dropping diamonds , and silvery feet.

It walks oer the flow'rs of the mountain and lawn!

Must Rose, then, from Reuben so fatally sever?

Sad , sad were the m ords of the man in the cave,

That darkness should cover the castle for CAcr,

Or Reuben be sunk in the merciless wave!

She flew to the wizard — "And tell me, oh, tell!

Shall my Reuben no more be restor'd to my eyes?"' —
"Yes, yes, — when a spirit shall toll the great bell

Of tJic mouldering abbey
,
your Reuben shall rise

!
"'

Twice, thrice he repeated "Your Reuben shall rise!''

And Rose felt a moment's release from her pain;

She wip'd , \»hile she listcn'd , the tears from her eyes.

And she hop'd she might yet see her hero again!

Her hero could smile at the terrors of death.

When he felt that he died for the sire of his Rose;
To the Oder he flew, and there, plunging beneath.

In the lapse of the billows soon found his repose. —
How strangely the order of destiny falls! —

Not long in the waters the warrior lay.
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When a sunbeam was seen to glance over the walls.

And the castle of Willumberg' bask'd in the ray!

All, all bnt the soul of the maid was in light,

There sorrow and terror lay gloomy and blank:
Two days did she wander, and all the long night.

In quest of her love, on the wide river's bank.

Oft, oft did she pause for the toll of the bell,

And she heard but the breathings of night in the air;
Long, long did she gaze on the watery swell.

And she saw but the foam of the white billow there.

And often as midnight its veil would undraw,
As she look'd at the light of the moon in the stream,

She thought 'twas his hchnet of silver she saw.
As the curl of the surge glitter'd high in the beam.

And now the third night was begemming the sky.

Poor Rose on the cold dewy margent reclin'd,

There wept till the tear almost froze in her eye,

AVhen, — hark! — 'twas the bell that came deep in the wind

She startled , and saw , through the glimmering shade,

A form o'er the Avaters in majesty glide

;

She knew 'twas her love, though his cheek was decay'd.
And his helmet of silver was wash'd by the tide.

Was this what the seer of the cave had foretold? —
Dim, dim through the phantom the moon shot a gleam;

'Twas Reuben, but, ali! he was deathly and cold,

And fleeted away like the spell of a dream

!

Twice, thrice did he rise, and as often she thought
From the bank to embrace him, but never, ah! never!

Tlien, springing beneath, at a billow she caught,
And sunk to repose on its bosom for ever!

THE RING'.
A TALE.

Annulas ille xhi. OVID. Amor. lib. ii. elcg. 15,

The happy day at length arriv'd

Wlien Rupert was to wed
Tlie fairest maid in Saxony,
And take her to his bed.

As soon as morn was in the sky.

The feast and sports began;
The men adniir'd the happy maid,
The maids the happy man.

In many a sweet device of mirth
The day Mas pass'd along;

And some the featly dance amus'd.
And some the dulcet song.

The younger maids with Isabel

DisiM)rted throiigh the bowers,

And deck'd her robe, and croAvn'd her head
With motley hridal flowers.

The matrons all in rich attire.

Within the castle walls.

Sat listening to the choral strains

That echo'd through the halls.

Young Rupert and his friends repalr'd

Unto a spacious court,

• I should be sorr>' to think that my friend had any serious intcnlionfl of friffhtening the
iiraery by this story: I rather hope—though the manner of it leads uietodoiilit—thai his design
as to ridicule tliat distempered taste \vhich prelers those monsters of the fancy to tlie " spe-
osa miracula" of true poetic iinaginatinn.

1 liud, by a note in the manuscript, that he met with this story in a German author, From-
4N upon Fascination, Book iii. part vi. chap. IH. On consultiut; the work, I perceive that
HOMMkK' (luoies it from liKLUACENsis, amou^ many other stories 'cijually diabolical and iuicr-
tiitg h.
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To strike the boanding tennU-ball

In feat and manly sport.

The bridegroom on his finger had
The wedding-ring so bright,

Wliich was to grace the lilj hand
Of Isabel that night.

And fearing he might break the gem,
Or lose it in the play,

He look'd around the court, to see

Where he the ring might lay.

Now in the court a statue stood,

Which there full long had been:

It was a Heathen goddess, or

Perhaps a Heathen queen.

Upon its marble firger then

He tried tlie ring to fit

;

And, thinking it was safest there,

Thereon he fastened it.

And now the tennis sports went on.

Till they were wearied all.

And messengers announc'd to them
Their dinner in the hall.

Young Rupert for his wedding-ring
Unto the statue went;

But , oh ! how was he shock'd to find

Tlie marble finger bent

!

Tlie hand was clos'd upon the ring

With firm and mighty clasp

;

In vain he tried , and tried , and tried.

He could not loose the grasp

!

How sore surpris'd was Rupert's mind, —
As well his mind might be;

"Til come," quoth he, "at night again,

WTien none are here to see."

He went unto the feast, and much
He thought upon his ring;

And much he wondcr'd what could mean
So very strange a thing

!

The feast was o'er, and to the court

He went without delay,

Resolv'd to break the marble hand.

And force the ring away

!

But , mark a stranger wonder still —
The ring Mas there no more;

Yet was the marble hand ungrasp'd,

And open as before!

He search'd the base, and all the court,

And nothing could he find.

But to the castle did return

With sore bewilder'd mind.

Within he found them all in mirth.

The night in dancing flew;

The youth another ring procur'd,

And none the adventure knew.

And now the priest has join'd their hands,

The hours of love advance!
Rupert almost forgets to think

Upon the morn's mischance.

Within the bed fair Isabel

In blushing sweetness lay,

Like flowers , half-open'd by the dawn,

And waiting for tlic day. I
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And Rupert , by her lovely side,

In youthful beauty glows,
Like Phoebus , when he bends to cast

Ilis beams upon a rose!

And here my song- shall leave them both,
]Nor let the rest be told.

But for the horrid, horrid tale

It yet has to unfold!

Soon Rupert, 'twixt his bride and him,
A death-cold carcass found;

He saw it not, but thought he felt

Its arms embrace him round.

He started up , and then returned,

But found the phantom still;

In vain he shrank, it clipp'd him rowid,
With damp and deadly chill!

And when he bent, the earthy lips

A kiss of horror gave;
'Twas like the smell from charncl vaults.

Or from the mould'ring grave!

HI fated Rupert, wild and loud
Thou cricdst to thy wife,

"Oh! save me from this horrid fiend,

My Isabel! ray life!"

But Isabel had nothing seen,

Siie look'd around in vain

;

And much she mourn'd the mad conceit

That rack'd her Rupert's brain.

At length from this invisible

Tho,-e Mords to Rupert came:
(Oh God! Mhile he did hear the words,

What terrors shook his frame!)

"Husband! husband I I've the ring
Thou gav'st to-day to me ;

!

And thou'rt to me for ever wed.
As I am Med to thee !

"

And all the night the demon lay
Cold-chilling by his side.

And strain'd him witli such deadly grasp.

He thought he should have died

!

But when the dawn of day was near,

Tlve horrid p'nantom fled,

And left th' aitVighted youfli to weep
By Isabel in bed.

All , all that day a gloomy cloud

Was seen on Rupert's brows;
Fair Isabel was likewi.-^c sad,

But strove to cheer her spouse.

And , as the day advanc'd, he thought
Of coming night with fear

:

Ah I that he must with terror view
The bed that should be dear!

At length the second night arriv'd.

Again their conch they prcss'd;

Poor Riipcrt hop'd that all vas o'er,

Ami look'd for lo\e and rest.

But oh ! when midnight came , again
The fiend was at his side.

And , as it strain'd him in its grasp,

AVitli howl exulting cried :
—

"Husband! husband! I've the ring,

The ring thou gav'st to mc;
20
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And thou'rt to me for ever wed,

As I am wed to thee
! "'

In a»ony of wild despair,

lie started from the Ited;

And thus to his hewilderd wife

The trembling Uupert said :

*' Oh Isabel ! dost tliou not see

A shape of horrors here,

That strains me to the deadly kiss,

And keeps me from my dear?"

'•No, no, my love! my Rupert, I

'So shape of horrors see

;

And much I mourn the phantasy

That keeps my dear from me !

"

This night, just like the night before,

In terrors pass'd away.

Nor did the demon vanish thence

Before the dawn of day.

Says Rupert then ,
" My Isabel,

Dear partner of my Moe,

To Father Austin's holy cave

This instant m ill I go.

"

Now Austin was a reverend man,
\\Tio acted wonders maint,

Wliom all the country round believ'd

A devil or a sauit

!

To Father Austin's holy cave

Then Rupert went full straight.

And told him all, and a^k'd him how
To remedy his fate.

The father heard the youth, and tlien

Retird awhiie to pray;

And, having pray'd for half an hour,

Returnd , and thus did say :

*' There is a place Mhere four roads meet,

Which I Mill tell to thee;

Be there this eve, at fall of niglit,

And list what thou shalt see.

"Thou'lt see a group of figures pass

In strange disorderd crowd,

Traveliiig by torch-light through the roads,

With noiaes strange and loud.

" And one that's high above the rest,

Terrific toMering o'er,

Will make thee know him at a glance.

So I need say no more.

"To him from me these tablets give.

They'll soon be under^tood;

Thou need'st not fear, but give them straight,

I've scraM I'd them with my blood
! ''

Tlie night-fall came, and Rupert all

In pale amazement went
To where the cross-roads met, and he
Was by the Father sent.

And lo ! a group of figures came
In strange disorderd crowd,

TraYeling i)y torch-light through the roads,

With noises strange and loud.

And, as the gloomy train advanced,

Rupert beheld from far

A female form of wanton mien
Seated upon a car.
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And Rupert, as he gaz'd upon
The loosely rested dume,

Thought of the marble statue's look,

For hers vas just the same.

Behind her walk'd a hideous form,

With eyehalls flashing death;

Whene'er he hrcath'd, a sulphur'd smoke
Came burning in liis breath!

lie seem'd the first of all the crowd,
Terrific towering o'er;

*'Yes, yes," said llupert, "this is he,
And I need ask no more.

"

Then slow he went, and to this fiend

The tablets trembling gave,

Who look'd and read them Mith a yell

That would disturb the grave.

And when he saw the blood-scrawl'd name,
His eyes with fury sliine;

*'I thought," cries he, "his time was out,

But he must soon be mine!"

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

He went unto the female fiend.

And wliisper'd in her ear.

The female fiend so sooner heard
Than, with reluctant look,

The very ring that Rupert lost.

She from her finger took.

And, giving it unto the youth,

With eyes that breath'd of hell,

She said, in that tremendous voice

Which he remember'd well:

*'In Austin's name take back the ring,

The ring thou gav'st to me;
And thou'rt to mc no longer wed,

Nor longer I to thee."

He took the ring, the rabble pass'd,

He home rcturu'd again;

His M'ife was then the happiest fair,

> The happiest he of men.

SONG.
ON THE BIRTHDAY OF MRS. .

WRITTEN IN IRELAND.

Of all my happiest hours of joy,

And c\en I haie had my measure,

When hearts Mere full, and ev'ry eye

Has kindled with the beams of pleasure!

Such hours as this I ne'er was given.

So dear to friendship, dear to blisses;

Young L<»ve himself looks doMn from heaven,

To smile on such a day as this is

!

Then oh! my friends, this hour improve.

Let's feel as if we ne'er could sever;

And may tlie birth of her we love

Be thus Avith joy remembcr'd ever!

Oh! banish ev'ry thought to-night.

Which could disturb our soul's communion!
Abandon'd thus to dear delight.

We'll e'en for once forget the Union!

On that let statesmen try their pow'rs,

And tremble o'er the rights they'd die for;

S07
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The nnion of the sowl be ours.

And cv'ry union else we gJgh for!

TJicn oh! my friendi!, this hour improve,

TiCt's feci as if -svc ne'er could sever;

And may the birth of her we love

Be thus with joy remember d ever

!

In rv'ry eye {iround I mark
Thc"roe"linp:s of the heart o'erflowing;

From ev'ry soul I catch the spark

Of sympathy, in friendship glowing!

Oh ! could such moments ever fly ;

Oh! that we ne"cr were doom"d to lose 'cm;

And all as bright as Charlotte's eye,

And all as pure as Charlotte's bosom.

But oh ! my friends, this hour improve,

Let's feel as if we ne'er could sever;

And may the birth of her we love

Be thus Mith joy remember'd ever !

For me, whate'er my span of years.

Whatever sun may light my roving;

Whether I waste my life in tears,

Or live, as now, for mirth and loving!

This day shall come with aspect kind, ,
' j'

»"*

Wherever fate may cast your rover;* ''
^"

He'll think of tliose he left behind,

And drink a health to bliss that's over!

Then oh ! my friends, this hour improve,

Let's feel as if we ne'er could sever;

And may the birth of her we love

Be thus w ith joy remember'd ever 1

TO A BOY,

WRITTEX FOR A FRIEND.

Is it not sweet, beloved youth.

To rove through Erudition's bowers,

And cull the golden fruits of truth.

And gatlier Fancy's brilliant flowers?

And is it not more sweet than this.

To feel thy parents' heai'ts approving.

And pay them back in sums of bliss

The dciir, (he endless debt of loving?

It must be so to thee, my youth;
With this idea toil is lighter

;

This sweetens all the fruits of truth.

And malies the flowers of fancy brighter!

The little gift we send thee, boy,

j\Iay sometimes teach thy soul to ponder,

If indolence or siren joy
Should ever tempt that soul to wander.

'Twill tell thee that the winged day
Can ne'er be chain'd by man's endeavour

That life and time shall fade away.
While heav'n and virtue bloom for ever!

FRAGMENTS OF COLLEGE EXERCISES.
IVobilitas sola est atque unica virtus. Jl'V.

Mark those proud boasters of a splendid line.

Like gilded ruins, mouldering while they ghine.

How heavy sits that weight of alien show.
Like martial helm upon an infant's brow

;
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Tliose bon'ow'd splendours, 'whose contrasting' light

Throws back the native shadcis in deeper night.

Ask tlie proud train who glory's shade pursue,
AVhere are the arts by which that glory grew?
The genuine virtues that with eagle-gaze
Sought young Renown in all her orient blaze

!

Where is the heart by chyinic truth relinM,

Th' exploring soul, Avhose eye had read mankind?
Where are tiic links that twin'd, with heav'nly art,

His country's interest round the patriot's heart? i

Where is the tongue that scatter'd words of fire?

The sj)irit breathing through the poet's lyre?
Do these descend with all that tide of fame
Which vainly waters an unfi-uitful name ?

Justiun bcllum qaibus necensariaui, et pia arma quibud nulla nisi in
armis relinquitur spes. LIV'Y.

• » « • •

Is there no call, no consecrating cause,

Approv'd by Heav'n, ordain'd by nature's laws,
Where justice flies the herald of our way,
And truth's pure beams upon the banners play?

Yes, there's a call sweet as an angel's breath
To slnmb'ring babes, or ianocence in death;
And urgent as the tongue of heav'n within.

When the mind's balance trembles upon sin.

Oh ! 'tis our country's voice, whose claim should meet
And echo in the soul's most deep retreat;

Along the heart's responding string should ruu,

Kor let a tone there vibrate— but the one!

SONG*.

Mary, I believ'd thee true.

And I was blest in thus believing;

But now I mourn that e'er I knew
A girl so fair and so deccivmg

!

Few have ever lov'd like me, —
Oh ! I have lov'd thee too sincerely

!

And few have e'er decciv'd like thee,—
Alas ! deceiv'd me too severely !

Fare thee well ! yet think awhile
On one whose bosom bleeds to doubt thee;

Who now would rather trust that smile,

And die with thee than live without thee

;

Fare thee well! I'll tliink of thee.

Thou leav'st me many a bitter token

;

For see, distracting woman ! see,

3Iy peace is gone , my heart in broken !
—

Fare thee well

!

SONG.

Whv does azure dc«;k the sky ?

'Tis to be like thy looks of blue;

Why is red tlu; rose's dye ?

Because; it is thy blushes' hue.

All that's fair, by Love's decree.

Has been made resembling thee

!

Why is falling snow so white.

But to be like lliy bosom fair?

W^hy are solar beams so bright?

That they may seem thy g«dd»n Iiair !

I believe tliMC wordu were adapted by Mr. Little tothc pathetic Scotch air Galla VValci.
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All that's bright, by Love's decree,

lias been luade resembling thee

!

VVhy are natures beauties felt?

Oh! 'tis thine in her Me see!

Wliy has mu>ic power to melt?

Oh ! because it speaks like thee.

All that's sMeet, by Love's decree,

Has been made resembling thee

!

MORALITY.
A FAMILIAB EPISTLE.

ADDRESSED TO

J. AT—\S-N , ESQ. M. R. I. A.

'

Thoigh long at school and college dozing,

On books of rhyme and books of prosing,

And copying from their moral pages

Fine recipes for forming sages

;

Though long with those divines at school.

Who think to make us good by rule

;

Who, in methodic forms advancing,

Teaching morality like dancing.

Tell us, for Heav'n or money's sake,

What steps we are tluough life to take:

Though thus, my friend, sso long employ'd.

And so much midnight oil destroy'd,

I must confess my searches past,

1 only learn'd to doubt at last.

I find the doctors and the sages

Have diflFer'd in all climes and ages,

And two in fifty scarce agree

On what is pure morality !

'Tis like the rainbow's sliifting zone,

And every A"ision makes its own.

The doctors of the Porch advise,

As modes of being great and wise.

That we should cease to own or know
The luxuries that from feeling flow.

"Reason alone must claim direction,

And Apathy's the soul's perfection.

Like a dull lake the heart must lie

;

Nor passion's gale nor pleasure's sigh,

Though heav'n the breeze, the breath supplied,

Must curl the wave or sm ell the tide !

"

Such was the rigid Zeno's plan

To form his philosophic man ;

Such were the modes he taught mankind
To weed the garden of the mind

;

They tore away some weeds, 'tis true.

But all the flavors were raA ish'd too '.

Now listen to the wily strains,

Which, on Cyrene's sandy plains.

When Pleasure, nymph with loosen'd zone,

Usurp'd the philosophic throne

;

'

Hear what the courtly sage's" tongue
To his surrounding pupils sung

:

"Pleasure's the only noble end
To which all human pow'rs should tend,

And Virtue gives her heav'nly lore.

But to make Pleasure please us more

!

• The gentleman to whom this poem is addressed is the author of some esteemed worls, niu

was Mr. Little's most particular friend. I ha\c heard Mr. Little very freqiniKly speak of hiii

as one in whom "the elcmcut» were so mixed," tbdl neither iu his hcud uor htiirt had natun
lefl any deticiency, B.

' * Aiisti|>pu3.
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wisdom and she were both design'd

To miike the seiise^s more refin'd,

That man might revel, free from cloying'.

Then most a sage Mhen most enjoying I

"

Is this morality ?— OIi, no !

E'en I a Aviser path could show.

The flow'r within this vase confin'd.

The pure, the unfading How'r of mind
Must not throw all its sMocts away
Kpon a mortal mould of clay;

]\o, no ! its richest breath should rise

In virtue's incense to the skies

!

But thus it is, all sects we see

ITa* e watch-words of morality

:

Some cry out Venus, others Jove

;

Here 'tis religion, there 'tis love!

But M bile they thus so widely wander.
While mystics dream, and doctors ponder;

And some, in dialectics firm,

Seek virtue in a middle term

;

While thus they strive, in Heaven's defiance,

To chain morality with science

;

The plain good man, whose actions teach

More virtue than a sect can preach,

Pursues his course, unsagely blest.

His tutor whisp'ring in his breast:

Nor could he act a purer part,

Though he had Tully all by heart;

And M hen he drops the tear on woe,
He little knows or cares to know
That Epictetus blam'd that tear.

By Heav'n approv'd to virtue dear

!

Oh! when I've seen the morning beam
Floating within the dimpled stream;

While Nature, Mak'ning from the night,

Has just put on her robes of light.

Have 1, M ith cold optician's gaze,

Explor'd the doctrine of those rays ?

No, pedants, I have left to you
Nicely to sep'rate hue from hue

:

Go, give that moment up to art.

When Heav'n and nature claim the heart

;

And, dull to all their best attraction.

Go— mciisure an^ks of refraction

!

While 1, in feeling's sm eet romance,

Ijook on each daybeaiu as a glance

From the great eye of Him above,

Wak'uing Ids world with looks of love !

THE NATAL GENIUS.

3 Dream.

THB MOBMNG Of IIEB BIBTHDiV.

Is Mitching slumbers of the night,

I drcxim'd 1 Mas the airy sprite

That on thy natal moment smil'd ;

And thought 1 wafted on my wing
Tliose llow'rs which in Ely?imn spring,

'I'o croM'n my lovely mortal <:hild.

With olive-branch I bound thy liead,

lieart's-ease along thy path 1 shed,

Whi<ii was lo bloom through all thy years ;

Nor jet did 1 forget to bind

Love's roses, wilh his myrtle twiird,

And de>v d by sympalLctic tcara.
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Such was the m ild but precious boon

IVliich Fancy, at her magic noon,

Bade me to Nona's image pay—
Oh! were I, lore, tlms doomd to be

The little guardian deity.

How blest around thy etcps Td play '-

Thy life ehonld softly steal along,

Calm as some lonely shepherd's song

That's heard at dijtancc in the grove;

No cloud should ever shade thy sky,

Kg thorns along thy pathway lie.

But all be sunshine, peace, and love

!

The wing of time should never brush

Thy dewy lip's luxxiriant flush,

To bid its roses with'ring die;

Kor age itself, though dim and dark,

Should ever quench a single spark

That flashed from my Nona's eye

!
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DEDICATION.

ST N W LR E, ESQ.

MV DBAR W E,

It is now about seven years since I promised (and I grieve to tliinfe U Is almost as

long since we met) to dedicate to you the very ilrst Book, of whatever size or kind. 1

should publish. \Vlio could have thought that so many years would elapse, without my
givin;? the leasitsigns of life upon the subject of this important promise ? Who could have
imaginedthatavoliuueof dogg-erel, after all, would be the first offering that Gratitude

would lay upon the shrine of Friendship ?

If, however, you are as interested about me and my pursuits as formerly, you will

be happy to hear that doggerel is not my on/^ occupation; but that I am preparing to

throw ray name to the Swans of the Temple ofImmortality*; leaving it, ofcourse, to

the said Swans to determine, whetherthey ever will take the trouble of picking it from
the stream.

In the mean time, mydearW e, like a pious Lutheran, youmust judge ofme
rather by myfaith thanmy works, and, hoMe\ er trifling the tribute which I offer, never

doubt the fidelity with 'which I am, and always shall be,

Your sincere and
attached friend,

THE AUTHOR.
245, P1CCADIL1.V,

Marcft 4, 1813.

PREFACE.

lHEBag,fromwhichthe following Letters are selected, was dropped by a Twopenny
Postman about two months since, and picked up by an emissary of the Society for the

S—pp— ss—n ofV—c, who, supposing it might materially assist the private researches

of that Institution, immediately took it to his employers, and was rewarded handsomely

for his trouble. Such a treat^ury of secrets was worth awhole host of informers ; and,

accordingly, like the Cupids of thepoct(if I may use so profane a simile)who "fell at odds

about the sweet-bag of a bee ' *, " those veneral)le Suppressors ahuost fought m ith each

other forthehonouranddeliglit of first ransacking the Post-Bag. Unluckily, liowever,

it turned out, upon examination, that the discoveries of profiigacy, Mhich it enabled them
to make, lay chiefly in those upper regions of society, which their well-bred regulations

forbid them to molest or meddle with.— Inconsequence, they gained but very few vic-

tims by their prize, and, after lying for aw eek or two under Mr. H — tch— u's comiter,

the Bag, with its violated contents, was sold for a trifle to a friend of mine.

It happened that I had been just then seized with an ambition (having never tried

the strength of my wing but in a Newspaper) to pul)lish something or other in the

shape of a Book ; and it occurred to me that , the present being such a letter-writ-

ing era, a few of these Twopenny Post Epistles, turned into easy verse, Mould be

as light and popular a task as I could possibly select for a commencement. I did

not think it prudent, hoM'ever, to give too many Letters at first, and, accordingly,

have been obliged (in order to eke out a sufficient number of pages) to reprint some
of those trifles, which had already apjiearcd in the public joiu-nals. As in the bat-

tles of ancient times, the shades of the departed were sometimes seen among the com-
batants, so I thought I might remedy the thinness of my ranks , by conjuring up a
few dead and forgotten ephemerons to fill them.

Such are the motives and accidents, that led to the present publication; and as

this is the first time my Muse has ever ventured out of the go-cart ol a jNewspaper,

though I feel all a parent's delight at seeing little Miss go alone, I am also not Avith-

out a parent's anxiety, lest an unlucky fall should be the consequence of the ex-

periment; and I need not point out the many living instances there are, of

Muses that have sullered severely in their heads, from taking too early and

rashly to their fe<!t. Besides, a Book is so very different a thing from it

Newspaper !—in the former, your doggerel, vithout either company or shelter, inu*t

stand shivering in the middle of a bleak white page by itself; Mhereas, in the lat-

ter , it is comfortably backed by advertisements, and has sometimes even a Speech

of Mr. St—ph—n's, or something e(iually Avarm, for a cliauJJ'c-pic — so that, in ge-

neral, the very reverse of ''huulatur et alget" is its destiny.

* Ar'uisld, Cdlito U5.
*' litnivk.
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Ambition, however, mint run someri?k», and I shall be very >vcll sati^^Ied if

the reception ol' these few Lettero fhuuld have the eifect of seuding- uie to the Po^t-
Bag for more.

PREFACE
TO THE FOURTEENTH EDITION.

BV A TRIEND OF THE AITHOK.

In the absence of Mr. Browx, who is at present on a tour through , I feel

myself called upon, as his friend, to notice certain misconceptions and misrepresen-
tations, to Avhich this little volume of Trifles has given ri^c.

In the first place, it is not true that Mu. Brow.v has had any accomplices in

the 'work. A note, indeed, which has hitherto accompanied his Preface, may very
naturally have been the origin of such a supposition; but that note, which Avas mere-
ly the coquetry of an author, I have, in the present edition, taken upon myself
to remove, and >Ih. Buowx must therefore be con>idered (like the mother of that
unique production, the Centaur, (lova v.ui iiovov')<xs alone responsible for the whole
contents of the volume.

In the next place it has been said, that in consequence of this graceless little

book, a certain distinguished Personage prevailed upon another distinguished Person-
age to withdraw from tljc author that notice and kindness, wiih which he had so

long and so liberally honoured him. There is not one syllable of trutli in this story.

For the magnanimity of the former of these persons I would, indeed, in no case ans-
wer too ra>h!y; but of the conduct of the latter t(»Mards my friend, I have a proud
gratification in declaring, that it has never cea»ed to be sucli as he must remember
with mdelible gratitude;—a gi-atitude the more cheerfully and Marmly paid, from
its not being a debt incurred solely on hi^ own account, but for kindiiccss shared

with those neare>t and dearest to him.
To the charge of being an Irishman poor Mr. Browx pleads guilty; and I be-

lieve it must also be acknowledged that he comes of a Roman Catholic family : an
ovowal which, I am aware is decisive of his utter reprobation in the eyes of thos^

exclusive patentees of Christianity, so worthy to have been the followers of a certain

enlightened Bishop, Doxatvs' * , Avho held '• that God is in Africa and not elscwhae."
But from all this it does not necessarily follow that Mr. Brown is a Papist ; and, in-

deed, I liave the strongest reasons for suspecting that they, who say so, are totally

mistaken. IVot that 1 presume to have ascertiiined his opinions upon such subjects;

all I know of his orthodoxy is, that he has a Protestant wife and two or three little

Protestant children, and tliat he has been seen atcliurch every Sunday, ft)r a whole
year together, listening to the sermons «tf his truly reverend and amiable friend,

Ur. , and behaving there as well and as orderly as most people.

There are a few more mistakes and falsehoods about Mr. Brown, to w hich I

had intended, with all be(;omiiig gravity, to advert; but I begin to think the task i«

altogether as useless as it is tiresome. Calumnies and misrepresentations of this

sort are, like the arguments and statements of Dr. Duigenan, not at all the less vi-

vacious or less serviceable to their fabricators , f(»r having been reluted and dis-

proved a thousand times over : they are brought forward again, as good as nc\r, w lienT •

ever malice or stupidity is in want of them , and arc as useful as tlie old brokea
lanthorn in Fielding's Amelia, which the watchman always keeps ready by him, t9

produce, in proof of riot, against his victims. I shall therefore give up the fruitless

toil of vindication, and would even dniw my pen over what I ha^e already written,

had 1 not promised to furnish the publisher with a Preface, and kuow not how else

I could contrive to eke it out.

I have added two or three more trifles to this edition , which I found in the
Morning Chronicle, and knew to be from the pen of my friead. The rest of the
volume remains * * * iu its origiaal eitate.

April 20, 181i.

Pindar, Pylli. 2.—My friund certainly cannot add oiar tv avdnaai y£oa(7yojoi',

** Bishop of Casac INiprae, in the fourth ccntory.
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LETTER I.

FROM THE PR—\C—SS CH——-E OF W S TO THE lABT B—RE —A A^SHI—V*.

Mv dear Lady Bab, yoiill be ghock'd, I'm afraid.

When you hear the sad rumpus your ponies have made;
Since the time of liorsc-consuls (now long out of date),

]Vo iiag^s ever made such a stir in the State!

Lord Eld—\ first heard — and as instantly pray'd he
To God and his Kinp;^ — that a Popish young' Lady
(For though you've bright eyes and twelve thousand a year.

It is still but too true you're a Papist, ray dear)

Had insidiously sent, by a tall Irish groom,
Tmo priest-ridden Ponies just landed from Rome,
And so full, little rogues, of pontifical tricks.

That the dome of St. Paul's was scarce safe from their kicks!

Off at once to Papa, in a flurry, lie flies —
For Papa ahvays does Avhat these statesmen advise.

On condition that they'll be, iu turn, so polite

As, in no case whate'er, to advise him too right —
"Pretty doings are here, Sir, (he angrily cries.

While by dint of dark eyebrows he strives to look wise)
'"Tis a scheme of the Romanists, so help me God!
''To ride over your most Royal Highness roughshod —
"Excuse, Sir, my te.irs — they're from loyalty's source —
"Bad enough 'tAvas for Troy to be sack'd by a Horse,

*-But for us to be ruiii'd by Ponies still worse!"
Quick a Council is calld — the Avhole Cabinet sits —
Tiie Arclibishops declare, frighten'd out of their wits.

That it \ile Popish Ponies should eat at my manger.
From that awful moment the Church is in danger!

As, give them but stabling, and shortly no stalls

Will suit their proud stomachs but those at St. Paul's.

The Doctor and he, the devout man of Leather,

V—ivs—TT—T , now laying their Saint heads together.

Declare that these skittish young a-bominations

Are clearly foretold in Cliap. vi. Revelations —
Nay, tliey verily think tlicy could point out the one
Which the Doctor's friend Death Mas to canter upon

!

Lord II—RR—BY, hoping that no one imputes

To the Court any fancy to persecute brutes.

Protests, on the word ot himself and his cronies,

That had the»e said creatures been Asses, not Ponies,

The Court would have started no sort of objection,

As Asses Averc, there, ahvays sure of protection.

"If the Pr—\c—ss will keep them, (says Lord C—sTl—B

—

ch—

)

"To make them quite harmless the only true way,
"Is (as certain Cliiet'-Justices do with their Mives)

"To ilog them within half an inch of their lives —
*'If they've any bad Irish blood lurking about,

"This (he knew by experience) would soon draw it ont."

Or — if this be thought cruel — his Lordship proposes

"The new J eto snaffle to bind down their noses —
"A pretty contrivance, made ont of old chains,

"Which appears to indulge, while it doubly restrains;

"Which, however high mettled, their gamesomeness checks,

(Adds his Lordship humanely) or else breaks their necks!"

This proposal rccciv'd pretty general applause

From the Statesmen around — and the neck-breaking clause

* Thifl ynang Lady, who is a Roman Catholic, has lately made a present of some bcautlfu]
nice to the Pr—ne

—

bs.
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Had a vigour about it, which soon reconcil'd

Even Eld—n himself to a measure so mild.

So the snaffles, my dcai*, were agreed to nem. con.

And my Lord C

—

stl —r—gh, having so often ghone

In the fettering line, is to buckle tliem on.

I shall drive to yonr door in these J'ctos some day,

But, at present, adieu! — I must hurry auay
To go see my 3Iamma, as I'm suffer'd to meet her

For just half an hour by the Qr

—

n's best repeater.

C E.

LETTER II.

FROM C010\KL M'M—H—X TO G LD FR—\C—S I.—CKIE, ES?.

Dear Sir, Tve just had time to look
Into your very learned Book'.

Wherein — as plain as man can speak,

AVliose English is half modern Greek —
You prove that >ve can neer intrench

Our happy isles against the French,
Till Royalty in England's made
A much more independent trade —
In short, until the House of Giielph

Lays Lords and Commons on the elielf,

And boldly sets up for itself!

All, that can well be understood

In this said Book, is vastly good;
And, as to what's incomprehensible,

I dare be sworn "tis full as sensible.

But— to your work's immortal credit —
Tlie P E, good Sir, the P e, has read it.

(The only Book, himself remarks.
Which lie has read since Mrs. Clarke's)
Last Levee-morn he look"d it through,
During that awful hour or two
Of grave tonsorial preparation,

Whicli, to a fond, admiring nation,

Sends forth, annoiincd by trump and drum,
The best-wigg'd P e in Christendom!

He thinks with you, th' imagination

Of partnership in legislation

Conid only enter in the noddles

Of dull and ledger-keeping twaddles,

Whose heads on firms are running so.

They ev'n must have a King and Co.

And hence, too, eloquently show forth

On checks and baltHices and so forth.

But now, he trusts, we're coming near a
Better and more royal era;

WTien England's monarch need but say
"Whip me those scoundrels, C— stl—r—gh!''

Or — "hang me up those Papists, Eld—^,"

And 'twill be done — ay, faith, and well done.

With view to which, I've his command
To beg. Sir, from your tra^cU'd hand,
(Roimd which the foreign graces swarm)
A Plan of radical Reform;
Compil'd and chos'n as best you can,

In Turkey or at Ispahan,

And quite upturning, branch and root.

Lords, Commons, and Burdett to boot!

But, pray, whate'er you may impart, write

Somewhat more brief than Major C

—

rtwr—ght.

• See the lapt dumber of the Edinbargh Review.
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Else, though the P

—

e be long in rigging,

'Twould take, at least, a fortnight's wigging, —
Two wigs to every paragraph—
Before he Mell could get through half.

You'll send it also speedily —
As, truth to say, 'twixt you and me,

K His Highness, heated hy your Mork,
Already thinlts himself Grand Turk!

V And you'd have laugh'd, had you seen how
He scar'd tlie Ch—>c— tL

—

r just now.
When (on his Lordi^hip's entering pufTd) he
Slapp'd his back and caU'd him "MiF-ril"'

Pi The tailors too have got commands,
' To put directly into hands

All sorts of Dulimans and Fonches,
With Sashes, Turbans, and Faboutchas
(While Y—RM

—

th's sketching out a plan

Of new Moustaches a I'Ottomane)
And all things fitting and expedient

To turkify our gracious R

—

g—>t !

You, therefore, have no time to waste —
So, send your System. —

Yours, in haste.

POSTSCRIPT.

Before I send this scrawl away,
I seize a moment

,
just to say.

There's some parts of the Turkish system

So vulgar, 'twere as well you miss'd 'em.

For instance — in Seraglio matters —
Y'onr Turk, whom girli>h fondness flatters,

Would fill his Harara (tasteless fool!)

With tittering, red-cheek'd things from school —
But here (as in that fairy land,

Where Love and Age went hand in hand *

;

Where lips, till sixty, shed no honey.

And Grandams Mere worth any money)
Our Sultan has much riper notions —
So, let your list of sAe-promotions

Include those only, plump and sage.

Who've reach'd the regulation-age ^

That is — as near as one van fix

From Peerage dates — full fifty-six.

This rule's for fav riles — nothing more —
For, as to wives, a Grand Signor,

Though nut decidedly without tliem,

Keed never care one curse about them!

LETTER ni.

PROM G. R. TO THE E OF Y **.

We miss'd you last night at the "hoary old sinner's,"

Who gave us , as usual , the cream of good dinners —
liis soups scientific — his fishes quite prime —
His pates superb — and his cutlets sublime!

In short, 'twas the snng sort of dinner to stir a
Stomachic orgasm in my Lord E- gh.

Who set to, to be sure, with miraculous force,

• The learned Colonel must alluJe here to a description of tb« MyatcrionB IsJc, in the Hii-

tory of Abdalla , Son of Hanif , where such invcrsionR of the order of nature arc iiaid to have
taken place.—"A score of old women and the «arae number of old men played_ hereand there in

the court, gome at chuck-farthing, olhera at tip-cat or at cockles."— And again, "There in no-

Ihiuf, believe me, more eneaRiut; than those lovely wrinkles, etc. etc."—See Talet of the Eatt.

Vol. ill. pp. GOT, 608. ..... u
•• ThiH letter, as the reader will perceive, was written the day after a dinner, given by the

M of H~d-t.
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And exclaim 'd, bchreen mouilifiils, "a //e-Cook, of course! —
*'A\liile yon Jive — (Mliat's there under that cover, pray, look) —
"While Vou l^e — (I'll just taste it) — ncer keep a She-Cook.
"'Tis a sound Salic Law •— (a small hit of that toast) —
"Which ordains tliat a female shall ne'er rule the roast

j

"For Cookery's a secret — (this turtle's uncommon) — •••

" Like Masonry , never found out hy a Avoman !

"

The dinner
, you know , was in g'ay celehratlon

Of viy hrilliant triumph and H— nt's condemnation;
A compliment too to his Lordship the J c

For his Speecli to the J—y—and zounds! who would grudge
Turtle-soup , tliough it came to five guineas a bow J,

To regard snch a loyal and complais^ant soul?

W^e Mere all in high gig — llonian Tunch and Tokay
Traveird ronnd, till our heads travell'd just the same way;
And M'e car'd not for Juries or Libels — no — damme! nor
Ev'u for the threats of last Sunday's Examiner!

More good things were eaten than said — hut Tom T—BRH—

T

In quoting Joe Miller
,
you know , has some merit,

And , hearing the sturdy Justiciary Chief
Say — sated m ith turtle — " I'll noAV try the beef" —
Tom:*iy Avhispcr'd him (giving his loi'dship a sly hit)

*'I fear 'twill be hung-hcci, my Lord, if you try it!"

And C—»n)—N was there, mIio, that morning, had gone
To fit his new ]\Iarquis's coronet on;
And the dish set before hira — oh dish well-devis'd !

—
Was, Mhat old Mother Glassi: calls, "a calfs-head siu-pria'd!"

The brains were near — ; and o»icc they'd been fine,

But, of late, they had lain so long soaking in wuic,

That, however Me still might, in courtesy, call

Them a fine dish of brains, tliey were no brains, at all.

W hen the dinner was over , m c drank , every one

In a Immpcr , " the a enial delights of Crim. Con.

"

At Mhich II—D— T Mith warm reminiscences gloated.

And E

—

b'r—H chuckled to hear himself quoted.

Our next round of toasts was a fancy quite new,

For Me drank — and you'll own 'twas benevolent too —
To those M'ell-meauiiig husbands, cits, parsons, or peers;-' A
Whom Mc'vc, any time, honour'd by kissing their dears: '

This museum of M'ittols Mas comical rather;

Old II—D—T gave M v, and I gave -.

In short, not a soul till this morning would budge —
W'e were all fun and frolic! — and even tiie J b

Laid aside , for the time , liis juridical fashion,

And through the M'hole night was not once in a passion!

I write this in bed , m hilc my M-hiskers are ailing,

And M— c has a sly dose of jahip preparing ^ ^ ^
For poor T

—

mmy T—nn-

—

t at breakfast to quaff —
As I feel I want something to give me a langh,

And there's nothing so good as old T

—

mmy , kept close

To his CorDM'aU accounts^ after taking a dose!

LETTER IV.

FROM THE RIGHT H0\. P—TR—CK D—G—X—N TO THE RIGHT HO?f. MR 3-r~H\ N

—

CH

—

L.

Last Mcek, dear N—en

—

l, making merry
At dinner Avith our Secretary,

When all Averc drunk, or pretty near,

(The time for doing business here)
Says he to me , " Sweet Bully Bottom 1

"Those Papist dogs — hiccup — od rot 'em!

Dublin'.

* This letter, vliicli contained some very heavy enclosures, seems to Lave been sent to Lon-
don by a private hand, aud then put into tiie Twopenny I'ost-OHice, to save trouble. Sec Uit
AnnmidivAppendix



INTERCEPTED LETTERS. 321
"Deserve to be bespattered — hiccup —
" With all the dirt ev"n you can pick up —
"But, as tlie P —e— (here's to him — fill —
" Hip , hip , hurra !) — is trying still

"To humbug- them with kind professions,

"And, as you deal in stronp^ expressions —
'^ Rogue'" — ^^ traitor" — hiccup — and all that —
"You must be muzzled, Doctor Pat! —
"You must indeed — hiccup — that's flat." —
Yes — "muzzled" Mas the word Sir John —
These fools have clapp'd a muzzle on
The boldest mouth that e'er ran o'er

With slaver of the times of yore *
! —

Was it for this that back I went
As far as Lateran and Trent,
To pro^e that they, who damn'd us then,

Ought now, in turn, be damn'd again! —
The silent victim still to sit

Of Gr—TT— ix's fire and C

—

xn— g's wit.

To hear ev'n noisy M

—

th—w gabble on,

IVor mention once the W— e of Babylon!

Oh ! 'tis too much — who now will he
The Aightman of No-Popery ?

What Courtier, Saint, or even Bishop,
Such learned filth will ever fi.-^h up ?

If there among our ranks be one
To teike my place , 'tis thou , Sir John —
Thou — who, like me, art dubbd Right Hon.
Like me too, art a Lawyer Civil

That wishes Papists at the devil!

To whom then but to thee, my friend.

Should Patrick " his Port-folio send ?

Take it — 'tis thine — his learn'd Port-folio,

With all its theologic olio

Of Bulls, half Irish and half Roman —
Of Doctrines, now believ'd by no man —
Of Councils, held for men's salvation,

r.7 Yet always ending in damnation —
(Which shows that, since the world's creation,

Your Priests, whate'er their gentle shaimning.
Have always had a taste for damning)
And many more such pious scraps.

To proAC (what Ave've long prov'd perhaps)

That , mad as Christians us'd to be
About the Thirteenth Century,

Tliere's lots of Christians to be had
In this, the ]Nineteenlh, just as mad!

Farewell — I send with this , dear N

—

ch—l !

A rod or two I've had in pickle

Wlierewith to trim old Gr—tt—i\'s ja<;ket. —
The rest shall go by Monday's packet.

P. D.

Among the Incloxtircs in the foregoing Letter was the following " Unansiverablc

Argument against the Papists.
"

« * *

We're told the ancient Roman nation

Made use of spittle in lustration '".—
(Vide Lactantium ap, Gallaeum f—

• In sending' this sheet to the Press, however, I learn that the "muzzle" has been takeu
off, and the Right Hon. Doctor let loose again !

*• This is a bad name for poetry ; but D—geu—u is worse. — As Prudcntius says upon a
very different subject—

torquetur Apollo
Nomine percussus.

*** lustralibus ante salivis

Expiat. Pere. Sat. 2.

t I have taken the trouble of examining (he Doctor's refcTcnce here, and find him, for
lance, correct. The following are the words of his indignant referee Gallaciis— "Assereit; noii
(vcreinnr sacrum baptismuni a I'aiiislis profanari , ct s^puli usual in peccaionun expiatiouc a I'u-
jauis non u Cliristiauia »;ionasse."

21
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i. ft. yon neeil not rcdd but scc'cm)

N(>vr,"lri:^Ji I'lipistr; (fiict t^iirprising !)

Make iK-e of spittle in hapti/in^,

Wliith proves them all, OTivxs, O'Fagaxs,

C^)^^«m*, and 'J\»oj,i:> , all downright Pagans!
Tliis facts enough — let no one tell us

To free such sad . salivous fellows —
iSo — No — the man , liaptiz'd with spittle,

llath no truth m liini — not a tittle!

LETTER V.

PROM THE C01\TE«S BOWAGER OF C TO lADY .

l\Tv dear Lady ! Fvc been just sending out

About five hundred cards for a snug little Uout —
(F5y (he bye, you've seen Uokebv? — this nioinent got mine —
Tlie Vlail-Coach Edition' — prodigiously fine!)

IJut 1 cant conceive how , in this very cold weather,
Tin ever to bring my five hundred together;

As, unless the tliermonuler's near boiling heat,

One can never get half of one's hundreds to meet —
(Apropos — you'd have liiugli'd to see Towvsend last night,

Eb^cort to their chairs, with his staff so polite,

The "three maiden 3Iiseries," iill in a fright!

I'oor TowxsEAD, like Mercvry, filling two posts.

Supervisor of thieves , and chief-usher of ghosts !)

lint , my dear Lady ! can't you hit on some notion,

At least for one night to set London in motion ? —
As to having the R

—

g—\t — that show is gone by —
Besides , I've reraark'd that (between you and 1)

The Marchesa and he , inconvenient in more ways,

Have taken much lately to whispering In door-ways;

Which — considring, you know, dear, the she of the two —
i\lakes a block tliat ones company cannot get through.

And a house such as mine is, v»ith door-\»ays so small,

Has no room for such cumbersome love-work at all! —
(Apropos, though, of love-work — you've heard it, I hope,

I'hat Napoleox's old >Iother"s to marry the Pope, —
What a comical pair!) — but, to stick to my Rout, —
'Twill be hard if some novelty can't be struck out.

Is there no Aegeri\e, no ICajichatkan arriv'd?

No Plenipo Pacha, three-tail'd and ten-wivd?

No Russian, whose dissonant consonant name
Almost rattles to fragments the trumpet of fame?

I remember the time, three or four winters back,

AVhen — provided their wigs were but decently black —
A few Patriot monsters, from Spain, were a sight

That would people one s house for one, night after night.

Hut — vihether the Ministers paivd them too much —
(And you knoM' how they spoil whatsoever they touch)

Or, whether Lord G— kge (the young man about town)
Has, by dint of bad poetry, written them down —
One has certainly lost one's peninsular rage.

And the only stray Patriot seen for an age
Has been at such places (think , how the fit cools)

As old Mrs. V n's or Lord L—v

—

rp—l's!

But, in short, my dear, names like WiNTZTScmTSTOPScinjfzorDHOFi'
Are the only things now make an evening go smooth off —
So, get me a Russian — till death I'm your debtor —
If he brings the whole Alphabet, so much the better.

And — Lord! if he would but, in character, sup
Off his fish-oil and candles , he'd quite set me up

!

Au revoir, my sweet girl — I must leave you in haste —
Little Gexter has brought me the Liqueurs to taste.

See Mr.Murray's Advertisement about the Mail-Coach copies of Rokeby.
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POSTSCRIPT.
By the bye , have you found any friend that can construe
That Latin account, t'other day, of a Monster*?
If we can't get a Russian , and that thin^ in Latin
Be not too improper, I think I'll bring that in.

LETTER VI.

FROM ABDAI.I.AH '*, IN LONDON, TO MOHASSAN, IN ISPAHAN.

Whiist thou, MoHAssAN, (hfippy thou!)
Dost daily bend thy loyal brow
Before our King- — our Asia's treasure!
Nutmeg of Comfort ! Rose of Pleasure ! —
And bear'st as many kicks and bruises
As the said Rose and \utmeg chooses ; —
Thy head still near the bowstring's borders.
And but left on till further orders! —
Through London streets, with turban fail".

And caftan, floating to the air,
,

I saunter on — the admiration
Of this short-coated population —
This sew'd-up race — this button'd nation —
Who, while they boast their laws so free,

Leave not one limb at liberty,

But live, with aU their lordly speeches,

The slaves of buttons and tight breeches!

Yet, though they thus their kneepans fetter,

(They're Christians, and they know no better)"*
In some things they're a thinking nation —
And, on Religious Toleration,
I OAvn I like their notions quite.

They are so Persian and so right!

You know our Sinnites-j-, hateful dogs!
Whom CAcry pious Shiite flogs

Or longs to flogff — 'tis true, they pray
To God , but in an ill-bred way

;

With neitlier arms, nor legs, nor faces

Stuck in their right, canonic places ! fff
'Tis true, they worship Ali's name' —
Their Heav'n and ours are just the same —
(A Persian's Heav'n is eas'ly made.
'TIS but — black eyes and lemonade.)
Yet — though we've tried for centuries back —
We can't persuade the stubborn pack,

By bastinadoes , screws , or nippers.

To M ear tli' cstabli^h'd pea-green slippers **

!

* Alluding, I suppose, to the Latin Advertisement of a Lusus IXaturae in the IVewspapcrs
lately.

•* 1 htive made many inquiries about this Persian gentleman, but cannot satisfactorily as-
certain vlio he is. From his notions of Reliffious Liberty, however', I conclude Uiat he is au
importation of Ministers ; and he is arrived just in time to assist the P e and Mr. L

—

ck—

k

in their new Oriental I'lan of Reform. — See the second of these Letters. — How Abdallah's
epistle to Ispahan found its way into the Twopenny Post-Rag is more than I can pretend to
account for.

•*• " C'est un honncte homme," said a Turkish governor of De Ruyter, "c'cst grand dom-
mage qu"il soil Chretien."

•J-
Sunnitps and Shiites are the two leading sects into which the Mahometan world is divid-

ed; and they have gone on cursing and persecuting each other, without any intermission, for
about eleven hundred years. The Sunni is the etablished sect in Turkey, and the S/ua iu Per-
sia; and the ditferences between them turn chieliy upon those im|)ortaut pointii, whichour piuuM
friend Abdallah, in the true spirit of Shiite Ascendancy, reprobates in this Letter.

"H- "Les SunniteSj qui etoient comme les Catholi(|ues de Musulmanisme." JXHerbelot.

•fff "In contradistinction to the Souuis, «ho in their prayers cross their hands on the lower
part of their breast, the Schiahs drop their arms in straight lines; and as theSounis, at certain
periods of the prayer, press their foreheads on the ground or carpet, the Schiahs, etc. etc."

Ftirtiler'a f'oyagc.
• "Les Turcs ne detestent pas Ali re'ciproquemcnt

*, au contraire ils le reconnoisscnt, etc.

etc." Chartlin.
" "The Shiites wear green slippers, which the Sunnitcs consider as a great abomination."

Mariti.

21 *

\
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Then .— only think — the libertines!

They wash their toes — they comb their chins',

With many more such deadly sins!

And (m hat's the vorst, though last I rank it)

Believe the Chapter of the Blanket!

Yet, spite of tenets so flagitious,

(Wliich must, at bottom, be seditious;

As no man living would refuse

Green slippers, but from treasonous views;
Nor wash his toes , but with intent

To overturn the government!)
Such is our mild and tolerant way,
We only curse them twice a day,

(According to a Form that's set)

And, far from torturing, only let

All orthodox believers beat 'em.

And twitch their beards , where'er they meet 'em.

,
As to the rest, they're free to do
W^hate'er their fancy prompts them to.

Provided they miike nothing of it

Towrds rank or honour, power or profit;

Which things, we natrally expect.

Belong to is, the Establish'd sect,

Who disbelieve (the Lord be thanked !)

Th' aforesaid Chapter of the Blanket.

The same mild views of Toleration

Inspire, I find, this button'd nation.

Whose Papists (full as giv'n to rogue,

And only Sunnites with a brogue)
Fare just as well, with all their fuss,

As rascal Sunnites do with us.

Tlie tender Gazel I inclose

Is for my love , my Syrian Rose —
Take it, when night begins to fall.

And throw it o'er her mother's wall.

GAZEL.

Rememberest thou the hour we past,

That hour, the happiest and the last! —
Oh! not so sweet the Siha thorn

To summer bees , at break of morn.
Not half so sweet , through dale and dell.

To Camels' cars the tinkling bell.

As is the soothing memory
Of that one precious hour to me!

How can we live, so far apart?

Oh! why not ratlier heart to heart,

t nited live and die —
Like those sweet birds , that fly together.

With feather always touching feather,

Liuk'd by a hook and eye"!

LETTER ^TI.

FROM MESSRS. L—CK—GT—!S A^iD CO.

TO , BS9"*.

Per Post , Sir , we send your 3IS. — look'd it thro' —
Very sorry — but cant undertake — 'twouldn't do.

* For these points of difference, as well as for the Chapter of the Blanket, I must refer
the reader (not having the book by nic) to Pirart's Account of the Mahometan Sects.

" This will appear strange to an English reader, but it is literally translated from Abdal-
lah's Persian, and the curious bird to which it aliuiks is the Juftak., of" which I find the follow-
ing account in Richardson.—"A sort of bird, that is said to ha\e but one «iiig; on the opposite
side to which the male has a hook and the lemale a ring , so that, when they fly , they are
fastened together."

"* From motives of delicacy, and, indeed, of fp/low-feeling , I suppress the name of the
Author, whose rejected manuscript was inclosed in this letter,—.See the Appendix.
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Clever work, Sir! — would get up prodigiously well —
Its only defect is — it never Mould sell!

And though Statesmen may glory in being uniovght,
In an Author, we think, Sir, that's rather a fault.

Hard times, Sir, — most books are too dear to be read —
Though the gold of Good-sense and Wit's smallchange are fled,

Yet the paper we Publishers pass, in their stead.

Rises higher each day, and ('tis frightful to think it)

' Not even such names as F

—

tzg—a

—

d's can sink it!

However, Sir — if you're for trying again,

And at somewhat that's vendible — we are your men.

Since the Chevalier C

—

rr took to marrying lately,

The Trade is in want of a Traveller greatly —
Ko job , Sir , more easy •— your Country once plann'd,

A month aboard ship and a fortnight on land

Puts your Quarto of Travels, Sir, clean out of hand.

An East-India pamphlet's a thing that would tell —
And a lick at the Papists is sure to sell well.

Or — supposing you've nothing original in you —
Write Parodies, Sir, and such fame it will win you,
You'll get to the Blue-stocking routs of Alb-n-a '

!

(Mind — not to her dinners — a second-hand Muse
Mustn't think of aspiring to mess with the Blues.)

Or — in case nothing else in this world you can do —
Tlie deuce is in't. Sir, if you cannot review!

Should you feel any touch of poetical glow.
We've a Scheme to suggest — Mr. Sc

—

tt , you must know,
(Who, we're sorry to say it, now works for the Row"}
Having quitted the Borders, to seek new renown,
Is coming, by long Quarto stages, to To>vn;
And beginning with Kokeby (the job's sure to pay)
Means to do all the Gentlemen's Seats on the way.
Row , the Scheme is (though none of our hackneys can beat him)
To start a fresh Poet through Highgate to meet him;
Who , by means of quick proofs — no revises — long coaches —
May do a few Villas, before Sc

—

tt approaches —
Indeed, if our Pegasus be not curst shabby,

He'll reach, without found'ring, at least Woburn-Abbey .

Such, Sir, is our plan — if you're up to the freak,

'Tis a match! and we'U put you in training next week —
At present, no more — in reply to this Letter, a
Line will oblige very much

Your's, et cetera.

Temple of the Muses.

LETTER VTII.

FROM COtONEt TH—M— 8 tO

Come to our Fete'*', and bring

Thy newest, best embroidery

!

Come to our Fete, and show again

That pea-green coat, thou pink of men

!

Which charm'd all eyes, that last survey'd it;

When B l's self inquir'd "who made it.^" —
When Cits came wond'ring, from the East,

And thought thee Poet Pve at least!

Oh! come — (if haply 'tis thy week
For looking pale_) — with paly check;

Though more we love thy roseate days,

When the rich rougc-])ot pours its blaze

Full o'er thy face, and, amply spread.

Tips ev'n thy whisker-tops with red —
* Tliia alludes, I believe, to a curious correspondence, viiich ia said (o liavo passed lately

LetH'een Ami—n—a. Countess of li—ck—gh—sis—e, and a certain ingenious Parodist.
** Paternoster Row.
*•* This Letter iucloscd a Card for the Grand F^te ou the jlh of February.
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Like the last tints of dying Day
That o'er some darkling grove delay!

Bring tliy best lace, thou gay Philander

!

(Tliat lace, like II—ur\ Al—

x

—\d—k.
Ton precious to he wash'd) — thy rings.

Thy seals — in short, thy prettiest things!

Put all thy wardrobe's glories on,

And yield, in frogs and fringe, to none
But tlie great R

—

g—t's self alone !

Who — by particular desire —
For that ni^ht only, means to hire

A dress from Komeo C—tks, Esquire —
Something between T twere sin to hack it)

Tlie Romeo robe and Hobby jacket 1

Hail, first of Actors'! best ttf R

—

g—ts!

Born for eacli other's fond allegiance

;

lioth gay Lotliavios — both good dressers —
Of Serious Farce both learn'd Professors —
Both circled round, for use or show.
With cock's-combs, wheresoe'er they go !

Thou know'st the time, thou man of lore

!

It takes to chtilk a ball-room floor —
ThoH know'st the time too, well-a-day

!

It tiikcs to dance that chalk away **.

TIjc Ball-room opens — far and nigh
Comets tind suns beneath us lie;

O'er snowy moons and stars we walk,

And the floor seems a sky of chalk

!

But soon shall fade the bright deceit,

When many a maid, with busy feet.

That sparkle in the Lustre's ray.

O'er the Avhite path shall bound and play

Like Nymphs along the Milky Way! —
At every step a star is fled,

And Sims grow dim beneath their tread

!

So passeth life — ( thus Sc

—

tt would write,

And spinsters reiid him with delight) —
Hours are not feet, yet hours trip on.

Time is not chalk, yet time's soon gone*"!

But, hang this long digressive flight!

I meant to say, thou'lt see, that night,

Wliat falsehood rankles in their arts.

Who say tlie P k neglects the arts —
Neglects the arts ! — no St g ! no

;

Thy Cupids answer "'tis not so;"

And every floor, that night, shall tell

How quick thou daubest, and how well

!

Shine as thou may'st in French vermilion,

Thou'rt best — beneath a French cotillion
j

And still com'st olF, whate'er thy faults.

With flying colours in a Waltz

!

Nor need'st thou mourn the transient date

To thy best works assign'd by fate —

• Oucm tti, Melpomene, semel
INascentcm nlacido lumine, videris, etc. Horat.

The Man, upon wnoin thou hast dcign'd to look funny.
Thou great Tragic Muse, at the hour of hia birth

—

Let (hem say what they will, that's the man lor my money,
Gi\e others thy tears, but let nip have thy mirth!

The assertion (hat follous, however, is not verified in the instance before U6.

ifluin

non cquus impiger
Curru ducel irhaico.

** To those, who neither go to balls nor read the Morning Post, it may be necessary to

mention that the floors of Bali-rooms, in general, are chalked, for eafcly and for oruamcui,
ukh various fanciful devices.

*" Hearts are not flint, yet flints are rent,
Hearts are not steel,, jet steel is bent.

After all, houcvtr, Mr. Sc—tt may well say to the Coiouel, (and, indeed, to much belter wage

than the Colonel,) {laov nuftcioOai }}fxnittad-at.
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While some chcf-d'oeu\ res live to weary one,

Thine boast a short life and a merry one;
Their hour of f?lory past and gone
With "Molly, put the kettle on!"

But, bless my soul! I've scarce a leaf

Of paper left — so, must be brief.

This festive Fete, in fact will be
The former Fete's facsimile*

;

The same long i^Iasquerade of Room^i,

Trick'd in such different, quaint costumes,

(These, 1*

—

kt—k, are thy glorious works!)
You'd sMear Egyptians, Moors and Turks,
Bearing Good-Taste some deadly malice,

Had clubb'd to raise a Pic-Nic Palace;
And each, to make the oglio pleasant.

Had sent a State-Iloom as a present

!

The same fauteuils and girondolcs —
The same gold Asses*', pretty souls!

That, in tliis rich and classic dome,
Appear so perfectly at home

!

The game bright river 'inongst the dishes,

But jwt — ah ! not the same dear fishes —
Late hours and claret kill'd the old ones

!

So, 'stead of silver and of gold ones,

( It being rather hard to raise

Fish of that specie now-a-days )
Some sprats have been, by Y—kh~th's wish,

Promoted into Silver Fish,

And Gudgeons (so V—ivs

—

tt—t told

The 11 — G

—

t) are as good as Gold!

So, pr'ythce, come — our Fete will be
But half a Fete, if wanting tlice

!

J. T.

APPENDIX.
Letter IV". Page 320.

Amoxg the papers, enclosed in Dr. D— g—n— in's Letter, there is an Heroic Epistle

in Latin verse, from Pope Joajv to her Lover, of which, as it is rather a curious do-

cument, I shall vcntm-e to give some account. This female Pontill" was a native of

England (or, according to others, of Germany) who, at an early age, disguised her-

self in male attire, and followed her lover, a young ecclesiastic, to Athens, Mherc
she studied with such effect that, upon her arrival at Home, she was thonglit wortliyof

being raised to the Pontificate. This Epistle is addressed to her Lover (whom she

had elevated to the dignity of Cardinal^, soon after the fatal uccouchcmcnl , by
which her Fallibility was betrayed.

She begins by reminding him very tendei-ly of the time when they were in

Athens—when
"by Ilissus' stream

"We whispering walk'd along , and learn'd to speak

"Tlie tenderest feelings in the purest Greek;

—

"Ah ! then how little did we think or hope,

"Dearest of men! that I should e'er be Pope*"!
"That I—the humble Joan—whose housewife art

"Seem'd just enough to keep thy house and licart,

"(And those alas ! at sixes iwnl at s(^vens^

"Should soon keep all the keys of all the Heavens!"

Still less (she continues to sayj c-ould they have foreseen , that such a catastrophe

as had hapi>cned iu Council would befall them—that she

• "C—rl—t—nH e will exhibit a rnmplctc /rtr.<i?mz7f>, in rcspcol t<i iiitorior nrnamciit,

to what it did at the last F6te. The same splendid drapericiH, t-fc. etc." Morning- Post.
" 'ITic salt-ccllarH on the P k'k own tabic wcto mi the forni of an A-n villi pannicrx.
*•• Spanhciui attributes tlie unanimity, «itli which .)nan was elected, to lliat innate ;iuil ir-

rcRistible charm, by which her sex, though latent, operated upon the instinct ol' the CardinuU

—

"'IVon vi alir|ua, fled concordiler. omnium iu hc couvcrso dcsiderio, quae suut blaiidicntis scxu8
artvt>, latcutcs iu hac (luaiiquam

!'
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"Should thus surprise the Conclave's grave decorum,

"And let a Utile Pope pop out before 'em

—

"Pope Innocent! alas, the only one

"Tliat name should ever have been fix'd upon!

She then very pathetically laments the downfall of her greatness, and enumerates

the various treasures, to Mhich she is doomed to bid farewell for ever.

'But oh! more dear, more precious ten times over

—

"Farewell, my Lord, my Cardinal, my Lover!

"I made thee Cardinal—thou madst me—ah!
"Thou mad'st tlic Papa* of the World Mamma!"

I have not time now to translate any more of this Epistle; but I presume the

argument, which tlie Rightllon.Dortor and his friends mean to deduce from it, is

fin their usual convincing strain) tliat Ftoinani^ts must be unworthy of Emancipa-
tion now, because they liad a Petticoat Pope in the ^inth Century—Nothing can be
more logically clear, and I find that Horace had exactly the same views upon the

subject.

Romanus ("eheu poster! negabitis!)

Emancipatus Foeminab

Fert valliun!

Letter VIL Page 324.

The Manuscript, which I found in the Bookseller's Letter, is a Mclo-Drama, in

tAVO Acts, entitled "The Book"," of Mhich the Theatres, of course, had had the

refusal , before it Mas presented to Messrs. L—ck—ngt—n and Co.— This rejected

Drama, however, possesses considerable merit, and I shall take the liberty of laying

a sketch of it before my Headers.

The first Act opens in a very awful manner— T«me, three o'clock in the morn-
ing— iVcnc, the Bourbon Chamber'" in C—r—1—t—n House—Enter the P b
R—6— T solus—After a few broken sentences he thus exclaims

—

Away—away

—

Thon haunt'st my fancy so , thou devilisli Book !

I meet thee—trace thee , Avheresoe'cr I look.

I see thy damned ink in Eld— ^'s brows

—

I see thy foolscap on my H

—

rtf—d's Spouse

—

\—As^TT

—

t's head recalls thy leathern case.

And all thy blank-leaves stare from R—n

—

r's face!

While, turning here (laying his hand on hia heart)

1 find , ah w retched elf!

Thy List of dire Errata in myself.

(fi^alks the stage in considerable agitation)

Oh Roman Punch! oh ])otent Curacao!

Oh Mareschino ! Mareschino , oh

!

Delicious drams ! wliy have you not the art

To kill this gnawing Book-worm in my heiirt ?

He 18 here interrupted in his Soliloquy by perceiving some scribbled fragments of

paper on the ground, which he collects, and "by the light of two magnificent can-
delabras" discovers the following unconnected words ''IVifc neglected'^—"tfte Book"—" yVrong Measures"—"t^e Queeii"—"Mr, Lambert'^—"tAe It

—

g—t."

Ha! treason in my House!— Curst words that wither
My princely soul, (shaking the papers violently) what Demon brought

you hither.''

"3Iy Wife !"—"the Book" too ! —stay—a nearer look

—

(holding the fragments closer to the Candclabras)

• This is an aiiachronigin, for it uas not till the eleventh Century, that the Bishop ofRome
took the title of Papa or I'liiversal Father.

*• There was a mysterious Book in the 16th Century, which employed all the anxious curio-
sity of the Learned of that day—E\ery one spoke of it; many wrote against it; though it does

•'* Tli« Ch.iinbcr, I suppose, which was prepared for the reception of the Uiiurboiis at the
first Grand Ft^tc, uud whica was oruamented (all "for the Deliverance of Europe") with
fleurts da-l'jti.
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Alas ! too plain , B , double 0, K, Book—
Death and destruction!

He here rings all the bells , and a whole legion of Valets enter—A scene of cursing
and SM earing fa ery iiiuch in the German stylej ensues, in the course of which mes-
geugers are dispatched, in dift'erent directions, for the L

—

rd Ch—tvc—ll—r, the
D—E of C—B—L— D, etc.—Tlie intermediate time is filled up by another Soliloquy,

at the conclusion of Avhich the aforesaid Personages rush on alarmed—the D

—

e
with his stays only half-laced, and the Ch—xc—ti

—

r with his wig thrown hast-
ily OAcr an old red night-cap, "to maintain the becoming splendour of his office *."

The R—G—T produces the appalling fragments, upon which the Ch—\c

—

ll—r
breaks out into exclamations of loyalty and tenderness , and relates the following
portentous dream.

'Tis scarcely two hours since

I had a fearful dream of thee , my P e!—
Methought I heard thee, midst a courtly crowd.
Say from thy throne of gold, in mandate loud.

Worship my whiskers !"

—

(weeps) not a knee was there
But bent and worshipp'd the Illustrious Pair,

That curl'd in conscious majesty ! (pulls out his handkerchief)—while
cries

Of "Whiskers, whiskers" shook the echoing skies!—
Just in that glorious hour, methought, there came,
With looks of injur'd pride, a Princely Dame,
And a young maiden , clinging to her side,

As if she fear'd some tyrant would divide

The hearts that nature and affection tied

!

The Matron came—within her right hand glow'd
A radiant torch ; while from her left a load
Of Papers hung— (u;j;)cs his eyes)—collected in her veil

—

The venal evidence , the slanderous tale,

The woimding hint , the current lies that pass
From Post to Courier, form'd the motley mass;
Which, with disdain, before the Throne she tlirows,

And lights the Pile beneath thy Princely nose. (weeps)
Heav'ns, how it blaz'd!— I'd ask no livelier fire,

(With animation) To roast a Papist by, my gracious Sire !

—

But ah ! the Evidence

—

(vjccps again) I mourn'd to see

—

Cast, as it burn'd, a deadly light on thee!
And Tales and Hints their random sparkles flung.

And hiss'd and crackled, like an old maid's tongue;
While Post and Courier , faithful to their fame,
Made up in stink for what they lack'd in flame

!

When , lo , ye Gods !—the fire , ascending brisker.

Now singes one , now lights the other whisker

—

Ah ! Avhere was then the Syl|)hid , that unfurls
Her fairy standard in defence of curls.'

Throne , Whiskers , Wig soon vanish'd into smoke,
The watchman cried "past One" and—I aAVoke.

Here his Lordship weeps more profusely than ever , and the R— c

—

t (who has
been very much agitated during the recital of the Dream) by a movement as characte-
ristic as that of Charles XII. Avhen he was shot, claps his hands to his wliiskers to
feel if all be really safe. A Privy Council is held—all the Servants , etc. are exa-
mined, and it appears that a Tailor, who had come to measure the R

—

g—t for a
Dress (which takes three whole pages of the best superfine clinquant in describing),
was the only person who had been in the Bourbon Chamber during the day. It is,

accordingly, detcnnincd to seize the Tailor, and the Council breaks up with a una-
nimous resolution to be vigorous.

The commencement of the Second Act turns chiefly upon the Trial and Impri-
sonment of two Brothers—but as this forms the under plot of the Drama , I shall
content myself with extracting from it the following speech , which \a addressed to
the two Brothers, as they "exeunt severally" to Prison.

Go to your prisons—though the air of Spring
No mountain coolness to your checks shall bring

;

* "To enable the individual, who holds the office of Chancellor, to maintain it iiibeconiine;
spleudour." (.i luud laugh).

Lord Cohtlcreagh'a Speech upon the f ice Clianct.Uors Bill.

i
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Tlioiif^h eumracr flowers shall pa;!!! unseen away,

And all your portion of the j?lorl<nis day
May be s^oinc solitary beaut that falls.

At morn or eve, upon your dreary walls

—

Some beam that enters, trembling as if aw'd,

'J'o tell how gay the young Avorld laughs abroad!

Yet go—for thoughts , as blessed as the air

Of Spring or summer lloMcrs, await you there;

Thoughts Buch as He , Mho feasts his eourtly erew
In rich conservatories , Jicvcr kncM'

!

Pure self-esteem—the smiles that light M'ithin —
The Zeal , whose circling charities begin

With the few lov'd ones lleiiven has plac'd it near.

Nor cease, till all Jlankind arc iu its sphere !
—

The Pride, that suffers without vaunt or plea,

And the fresh Spirit , that »'an warble free.

Through prison-bars , its hymn to Liberty

!

The Scene next changes to a Tailor's Workshop , and a fani ifully-airanged group

of these Artists is discovered upon the Shop-board—Their task evidently of a royal

nature, from the profusion of gold-lace, frogs, etc. that lie about—Tliey all rise

and come forward, wliilc one of them sings the following Stanzas to the time of

"Dcrry Down."

My brave brother Tailors, come, straighten your knees,

For a moment, like gentlemen, stand up at ease,

While I sing of our P e (and a fig for liis railers),

The Shop-board's delight! the Maecenas of Tailors!

Derry doAvn, doMii, down dcrry down.
Some raonarchs take roundabout ways into note.

But His short cut to fame is—the cut of his coat;

Philip's Son thought the World Mas too small f<»r IjIs Soul,

While our 11 — g—t's finds room in a lac'd button-hole!

Derry doMii , etc.

Look through all Europe's Kings—at least, those who go loose

—

Not a King of them all's such a friend to the Goose.

So, God keep him increasing in size and renown.

Still tlie fattest and best-fitted P e about town

!

Derry doMn , etc.

During the "Derry doMn" of this last verse, a messenger from the S—c— t—y of

S c's Office ruslics on , and the singer (who, luckily for the effect of the scene,

is the very Tailor suspected of the mysterious fragments^ is interrupted in the midst

of his laudatory exertions , and hurried away , to the no small surprise and con-

sternation of his comrades. The Plot now hastens rapidly in its dcvelopement—the

management of the Tailor's examination is highly skilful , and the alarm , which

he is made to betray , is natural without being ludicrous. The explanation , too,

which he finally gives is not more simple than satisfactory. It appears that the

said fragments formed part of a self-excnlpatory note , Avhich lie had intended to

send to Colonel M'M n upon subjects purely professional, and the corresjjonding

hits Cwhich still lie luckily in his pocket) being produced, and skilfully laid beside

the others, the following billet-doux is the satisfactory result of their juxta-position.

Honour'd Colonel—my Wife , Mho's the Queen of all slatterns,

Neglected to put up theBook of ne>f Patterns.

She sent the wrong Measures too—shamefully wrong

—

They're the same us'd for poor Mil. Lambert, when young;
But , bless you ! they Mouldn't go half round the R—c

—

t—
So , hope you'll excuse your's till death , most obedient.

This fully explains the M'hole mystery— the 11— g—t resumes his Montcd siuilce,

and the Drama terminates , as usual , to the satisfaction of ail parties.
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DEDICATION.
T O

FRANCIS, EARLOFMOIR A,

CEKEBAL IN HIS MAJESTv's FORCES, MASTER-GENEHAL OF THE ORDNANCE,
CONSTABLE OF THE TOMEB, ETC,

MY LORD,

It is iiupos^^'ible to think of addressing a Dedication to your Lordship \rithont

calling to mind the well-known reply of the Spartan to a I'hetorician, who pro-
posed to pronounce an culogium on Hercules. "On Hercules!" said the honest
Spartan, " who ever thought of blaming Hercules ? " In a similar manner the con-
currence of public opinion has left to the panegyrist of your Lordship a very super-

fluous task. I shall therefore be silent on the subject, and merely entreat your in-

dulgence to the very humble tribute of gratitude, Mhich I have here the honour
to present.

I am,

MY tORD,

With every feeling of attachment

and respect,

Your Lordship's very devoted Servant,

THOMAS MOORE.

27, Bury. Street, St. James's,

April 10, 1806.

PREFACE.
1 HK principal poems in the following Collection were written during an absence

of fourteen months from Europe. Though curiosity was certainly not the motive

of my voyage to America ,
yet it happened that the gratification of curiosity was

the only advantage Mhich I derived from it. Finding myself in the country ofa new
people, whose infancy had promised so much, and whose progress to maturity haa
been an object of such interesting speculation, I determined to employ the short pe-

riod of time, which my plan of return to Europe afforded me, in travelling through
a few of the States and acquiring some knowledge of the inhabitants.

The impression which my mind received from the character and manners of

these republicans suggested the Epistles which are written from the City of

Washington and Lake Erie*. How far I was right, in thus assuming the tone of a sa-

tirist against a people whom I viewed but as a stranger and a visitor, is a doubt
which my feelings did not alloAV me time to investigate. All I presume to answer
for is the fidelity of the picture which I ha^ e given ; and though prudence might
have dictated gentler language, truth, I think. Mould have justified severer.

I Ment to America, m ith prepossessions by no means unfavourable , and indeed

rather indulged in many of those illusive ideas, with respect to the purity of the go-
vernment and the primitive happiness of the people, M'hich I had early imbibed in

my native country, where, unfortunately, discontent at home enhances every distant

emptation, and the Mcstern M'orld has long been looked to as a retreat from real

ir imaginary oppression; as the elysian Atlantis, M'here persecuted patriots might
5nd their visions realized, and be Melcomed by kindred spirits to liberty and repose.

[ Mas completely disappointed in every flattering expectation M-hich I had formed,
ind Mas inclined to say to America, as Horace says to his mistress, "intentata ni-

cs." Brissot, in the preface to his travels, observes, that "freedom in that country
8 carried to so high a degree as to border ujion a state of nature;"' and there ccr-

ainly is a close approximation to savage life, not only in the liberty Mhich they
mjoy, but in the violence of party spirit and of private animosity Mhich results from
t. This illiberal zeal imbitters all social intercourse ; and, though I scarcely could
lesitatein selecting the party, whose vicMs appeared the more pure and rational, yet
Mas sorry to observe that, in asserting their opinions, they both assume an equal
hare of intolerance; the Democrats, consistently Avith their principles, exhibiting a
ulgarity of rancour, which the Federalists too often are so forgetful of their cause
s to imitate.

• Epistles VI. VII. and VIII.



PREFACE.

Tlie rude familiarity of the lower orders, and indeed the unpolished state of so-
ciety in |»eneral, Mould neither surprise nor disgust if they seemed to flow from
that simplicity of character, that honest ignorance of the gloss of refinement, which
may he looked for in a ncAV and inexperienced people. But, when we find them ar-
ri\ ed at maturity in most of the vices, and all the pride of civilization, while they are

still so remote from its elegant characteristics , it is impossible not to feel that thia

youthful decay, tliis crude anticipation of the natural period of corruption, represses

every sanguine hope of the future energy and greatness of America.
I am conscious that , in v enturing these few remarks, I have said just enough

to ofl'cnd, and by no means sufficient to convince; for the limits of a preface will

not allow me to enter into a justification of my opinions, and I am committed on
the subject as effectually as if I had written volumes in their defence. My reader,

however, is apprized of the very cursory observation upon which these opinions are

founded, and can easily decide for himself upon the degree of attention or confidence

which they merit.

With respect to the poems in general, which occupy the following pages, I

know not in what manner to apologize to the public for intruding upon their notice

such a mass of unconnected trilles, such a Morld of epicurean atoms as I have here

brought in conflict together. To say that I have been temptnd by the liberal offers

of my bo()lv*eller is an excuse which can hope for but little indulgence from the

critic
;

yet I own that, without this seasonable inducement, these poems very pos-

sibly would never have been submitted to the world. The glare of publication is

too strong for such imperfect productions : they should be shown but to the eye of

friendship, in that dim light of privacy, which is as favourable to poetical as to fe-

male beauty, and serves as a veil for faults, while it enhances every charm which
it displays. Besides , this is not a period for the idle occupations of poetry , and

times like the present require talents more active and more useful. Few have now
the leisure to read such trifles, and I sincerely regret that I have had the leisure to

M'rite them.



EPISTLE T.

TO

LORD VISCOUNT STRANGFORD.
ABOARD THE PHAETO\ FRIGATE, OFF THE AZORES.

Sweet Moon! if like Crotona's sage*.

By any s^pell my liand couid dare

To make thy disk its ample page,

And Avrite my thoughts, my wishes there;

How many a friend, whose careless eye
Now wanders o'er that starry sky,

Sliould .-mile, upon thy orh to meet
The recollection, kind and sweet.

The rcAcries of fond regi-et,

The promise, never to forget,

And all my heart and soul Avould send

To many a dear-lov'd, distant friend!

Oh Straxgford ! Avhen we parted last,

I little thought the times were past,

For ever past, when brilliant joy
Was all my vacant heart's employ:
When, fresh from mirth to mirth again.

We thought the rapid hours too few.

Our only use for knowledge then

To turn to rapture all we knew!
Delicious days of whim and soul!

When, mingling lore and laugh together.

We lean'd the hook on pleasure's howl,

And tiu-n'd the leaf with folly's feather

!

I little thought that all were fled,

That, ere that summer's bloom was shed,

My eye should see the sail unfurl'd

That wafts me to the western Avorld!

And yet 'twas time— in youthful days,

To cool the season's burning rays,

The heart may let its wanton wing
Repose awhile in pleasure's spring.

But, if it wait for winter's breeze,

The spring will dry, the heart will freeze!

And then, that Hope, that fairy Hope,
Oh ! she aw ak'd such happy dreams,

And gave my soul such tempting scope

For all its dearest, fondest schemes.
That not Verona's child of song,

Wlien flying from the Phrygian shore,

With lighter hopes ccnild bound along,

Or pant to be a wanderer more*'!

EA'en now delusive hope will steal

Amid the dark regrets I feel.

Soothing, as younder placid beam
Pursues the murmurers of the deep.

And lights them with consoling gleam.
And smiles them into tranquil sleep

!

Oh! such a blessed night as this,

I often think, if friends were near,

How we should feel, and gaze with bliss

Upon the moon-bright scenery here!
The sea is like a silvery lake,

And, o'er its calm the vessel glides

Gently, as if it fear'd to wake
* Pythagoras; who was supposed to have a power of HTiling upon the Moou by the means

fOi a magic mirror. See Bayle, Art. Pijthas.
'* AUudiug to these aniinated lines in the 44th Carmen of this I'oct

:

Jam mens practrcpidaua avct vagari.
Jam laeti studio pedes vigcscaut!
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The slumber of the silent tides!

The only enAious cloud that lowers

Hath hung its shade on Pico's height *,

Where dimly, mid the dusk, he towers,

And scowling at this heav'n of light.

Exults to see the infant storm
Cling darkly round his giant form!

Now, could I range those ^erdaDt isles,

Inrisible, at this soft hour,

And see the looks, the melting smiles,

That brighten many an orange bower;
And could I lift each pious veil.

And see the blushing cheek it shades.

Oh! I should have fuU many a tale,

To tell of young Azorian maids".

Dear Strangford! at this hour, perhaps,

Some faithful lover (not so blest

As they, mIio in their ladies' laps

May cradle every wish to rest,)

Warbles, to touch his dear one's soul.

Those madrigals, of breath divine,

VMiich Camoens' harp from rapture stole

And gave, all glowing varm, to thine
"

'

!

/ Oh! could the lover learn from thee.

And breathe them with tliy graceful tone.

Such dear, beguiling minstrelsy

Would make the coldest nymph his own

!

But, hark! — the boatswain's pipings tell

'Tis tuue to bid ray dream farewell:

Eight bells: — the raiddlc watch is set;

Good night, my Strangford ! — ne'er forget

That, far beyond the Mestern sea f
Is one, Mhose heart remembers thee!

STANZAS.

Qviioi de noT tfio;

fxt nnoatpiovti Tads '

JTivway.e rar^nuintia firj at^ur ayav.

AeacUifl. Fragment.
A BEAM of tranquillity smil'd in the west,

The storms of the morning pursued us no more.

And the wa\e, while it welcom'd the moment of rest,

Still heavd, as remembering ills that were o'er!

Serenely my heart took the hue of the hour.

Its passions Mere sleeping, were mute as the dead,

And the spirit becalni'd but remember d their power.

As the billow the force of the gale that was fled

!

I thought of the days , when to pleasure alone

3Iy heart ever granted a Avish or a sigh;

When the saddest emotion my bo^om had known.
Was pity for those Avho Mere Miser than I!

I felt hoM- the pure , intellectual fire

In luxury loses its heavenly ray;
How soon, in the lavishing cup of desire.

The pearl of the soul may be melted away!

And I pray'd of that Spirit Mho lighted the flame,

That pleasure no more might its purity dim

;

• Pico is a very high mountain on one of the Azores, from which the Island derives its

name. It is said by some to he as high as the Peak of Teneriffc.
** I believe it is Gutliric «ho s-ays. that the inhabitanttj of the Azores are much addicted

to gallantry. This is an assertion in which even Guthrie may be credited,
*•• These islands belong to the Portugueze.
f From Capt. CocUburu, «ho commanded the Phaeton, I received such kind attentions as

ie. As some of the journalists have gra
ands, it may not be impertinent to state,

my uppoiutment to the ofiice of Registr

I must ever remember with gratitmie. As some of the journalists have gravely asserted that
I went to America to speculate in lands, it may iiol be impertinent to state, that the object <>'

this \oyagc across the Atlantic Mas my uppoiutment to the ofiice of Registrar of the Vice-Ad-
miralty Court of Bermuda
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And that sullied but little, or brightly the enmc,

I might give back the gem I had borrow'd from hira!

The thought was ecstatic ! I felt as if HeaTcn
Had ah-eady the wreath of eternity shown

;

As if, passion all chasten'd and error forgiven.
My heart had begun to be purely its own!

I look'd to the west, and the beautiful sky
Which morning had clouded, was clouded no more:

" Oh ! thus ," I cxclaim'd, " can a heavenly eye
Shed light on the soul that waa darken'd before

!

. I"

THE

TELL-TALE LYRE.
I've heard, there Mas in ancient days
A Lyre of most melodious spell

;

'Twas heav'n to hear its fairj^ lays,
If half be true that legends' tell.

'Twas play'd on by the gentlest sighs,
And to their breath it breath'd again

In such entrancing melodies
As ear had never drunk till then!

Not harmony's serenest touch
So stilly could the notes prolong:

They were not heavenly song so much
As they were dreams of heavenly son"-

!

If sad the heart, whose murmuring air
Along the chords in languor stole.

The soothings it awaken'd there
Were eloquence from pity's soul!

Or if the sigh , serene and light.
Was but the breath of fancied woes.

The string , that felt its airy flight.
Soon whi.-iper'd it to kind repose!

And oh! when lovers talk'd alone.
If 'luid their bliss the Lyre was near.

It made their murmurs all its o>vn.
And eclioed notes that heav'n might hear!

There was a nymph, who long had lov'd.
But dar'd not tell the world how well;

The shades, where she at evening rov'd.
Alone could know, nione could tell.

'Twas there, at t^vilight time, she stole
So oft, to make the dear-one blest.

Whom love had giv'n her virgin soul.
And nature soon gave all the red !

It chanc'd that in the fairy bower
Where they had found their sweetest shed,

This Lyre, of strange and magic power,
Hung gently whispering o'er their head.

And while, with eyes of mingling fire,

They listen'd to each other's vow.
The youth full oft wonid make the Lyre
A pillow for his angel's brow!

And while the melting words she breath'd
On all its echoes Manton'd round.

Her hair, amid the strings enwrcath'd,
Through golden mazes charm'd the sound!

Alas! their hearts but little thought.
While thus entranc'd they listening lay,

Tliat every sound the Lyre was taught
Should linger long , and long betray

!

22
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So mingled with its hincful soul

AVcrc all their tender miirmnrs groTm,

Tliat otlier sighs unans.wer"d stole,

Nor chang'd the sweet, the treasur'd tone.

Unhappy nymph ! thy name was snng
To e^ery pas?;ing lip that sigh'd

;

The secrets of thy gentle tongue

On every ear in murmurs died!

The fatal Lyre, hy envy's hand
ITung high amid the breezy groves.

To every wanton gale that fannd
Betray'd the mystery of your loves'.

Y'et. oh! — not many a sufTcring honr.

Thy cup of >harae on earth was giv'n

;

Benignly came some pitying Power,
And took the Lyre and thee to heaven!

There as thy lover dries the tear

Yet warm from life's malignant wrongs.

Within his arms, thou lov'st to hear
The luckless Lyre's rememberd songs!

Still do your happy souls attune

Tlie notes it learn'd . on earth , to move

;

Still breathing o'er the chords , commune
In E^ympathles of angel lo^e!

TO

THE FLYING-FISH\
Whttn" I have seen thy snowy wing
O'er the blue wave at evening spring,

And give those scales , of silver white,

So gaily to the eye of light,

As if thy frame were form'd to rise,

And live amid the glorious skies;

Oh! it has made mc proudly feel,

How like thy wings impatient zeal

Is the pure soul, that scorns to rest

Upon the Morlds ignoble breast,

But t;ikes the plume that Grod has given,

And rises into light and heaven!

But , when I sec that wing , so bright,

Grow languid with a moment's llight.

Attempt the paths of air, in vain,

And sink into the waves again;
Alas ! the flattering pride is o'er

;

Like thee, awhile, the soul may soar.

But erring man must blush to think.

Like thee, again, the soul may sink!

Oh Virtue! when thy clime I seek,

Let not my spirit's flight be Aveak:
Let me not , like this feeble thing,

\\itli brine still dropping from its wing.
Just sparkle in the solar glow.
And plunge again to deptiis below;
But, when I leave the grosser throng
With Mliom my soul hath dwelt so long,
Let me, in that aspiring day.
Cast every lingering stain away,
And

,
panting for thy purer air,

Fly up at once and fix me there!

I,-
1*

?'i '*,*^u
oP'"'"" "f •'*'• Austin upon Genesis, and I believe of nearly all the Fathers, tk

birdsi, like li^h, vtre oripinall> produced from the waters; in defence of which idea they ha»
collectcU every fanciful circumstance which can tend to prove a kindred similitude betwee
them; avyYUftctr rot; Titroutvoi; ttqo; to rr^yra. AVith this thought in our minds, when'w
first see the Flying-Fish, we could almost fancy, that we are present at the moment of creatiei
and wuness the birth of the first bird from the waves.
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EPISTLE II

TO

MISS M E.

FROM KORFOLK, IN VIRGmA, NOVEWBEn. 1803.

In days, my Kate, when life waa new.
When, hiird with innorencc and you,
I hoard, in home's beloAcd shade,
The din the >vorId at distance made

;

When, every night my weary licad

Sunk on its OM'n unthorned bed,

And, mild as evening's matron hoor
Looks on the faintly shutting flower,

A mother saw our eyelids close,

And bless d them into pure repose

!

Then, haply if a week, a day,
I linger'd from your arms away,
How long the little absence seem'd!
How bright the look of welcome beam'd,
As mute you heard, with eager smile,
My tales of all that pass'd the m hile !

Yet now, my Kate, a gloomy sea
KoUs wide between that home and me;
The moon may thrice be born and die,

Ere ev'n your seal can reach mine eye

;

And oh ! ev'n then, that darling seal,

( Upon whose print, I us'd to feel

The breath of home, the cordial air

Of loved lips, still fre^hly there!)
Must come, alas ! through every fate

Of time and distance, cold and late,

WTien the dear hand, Mhose touches fill'd

The leaf with sweetness may be chill'd

!

But hence that gloomy thought ! at last,

Beloved Kate ! the waves are past

:

I tread on earth securely now,
And the green cedar's living bough
Breathes more refreshment to my eyes
Than could a Claude's divinest dyes

!

At length I touch the happy sphere
To liberty and virtue dear,

Wliere man looks up, and, proud to claim

His rank within the social frame.
Sees a grand system round him roll,

Himself its centre, sun, and soul

!

Far from the shocks of Europe ; far

From every wild, elliptic star

That, shooting M'ith a devious fire,

Kindled by heaven's avenging ire,

So oft hath into chaos hurl'd

The systems of the ancient world I

The warrior here, in arms no more.
Thinks of the toil, the conflict o'er,

And glorying in the rights they won
For hearth and altar, sire and son,

Smiles on the dusky webs that hide

His sleeping sMord's remember'd pride!

While peace, M-ith sunny checks of toil.

Walks o'er the free, unlorded soil.

Effacing with her splendid share

The drops that war had sprinkled there!

Thrice happy land ! where he who fliea

From the dark ills of other skies.

From scorn, or want's unnerving woes,

May shelter him in proud repose

!

Hope sings along the yellow sand
22 *
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iris welcome to a patriot land

;

The mighty wood, with pomp, receives

Tlie stranger in its world of leaves,

Wliich soon their barren glory yield

To the warm shed and cultur'd field

;

And he, who came, of all bereft,

To whom malignant fate had left

Nor home nor friends nor country dear,

Finds home and friends and country here

!

Such is the picture, warmly such,

That long the spell of fancy's touch

Hath painted to my sanguine eye
Of man's new world of liberty !

Oh ! ask me not, if truth will seal

Tlie reveries of fancy's zeal,

If yet, my charmed eyes behold
These features of an age of gold -

Ko — yet, alas ! no gleaming trace *

!

Never did youth, Avho lov'd a face

From portrait's rosy, flattering art,

Recoil Avith more regret of heart,

To find an oM'let eye of gray,

Where painting pour'd the sapphire's ray.

Than I have felt, indignant felt,

To think the glorious dreams should melt.

Which oft, in boyhood's wiuhing time,

Have rapt me to tliis wondrous clime!

But, courage! yet, my wavering heart

!

Blame not the temple's meanest part".

Till you have trac'd the fabric o'er: —
As yet, Me have beheld no more
Than just the porch to freedom's fane,

And, though a sable drop may stain

The vestibule, 'tis impious sin

To doubt there's holiness within !

So here I pause — and now, my Kate,

To you (whose simplest ringlet's fate

Can claim more interest in my soul

Than all the Powers from pole to pole)

One word at parting ; in the tone

Most sweet to you, and most my own.

The simple notes I send you here "',

Though rude and wild. Mould still lie dear

If you but knew the trance of thought,

In which my mind their murmurs caught.

'Twas one of those enchanting dreams.

That lull me oft, when music seems
To pour the soul in sound along.

And turn its every sigh to song

!

I thought of home, the according lays

Respir'd the breath of happier days

;

Warmly in every rising note

I felt some dear remembrance float,

Till, led by music's fairy chain,

I M ander'd back to home again

!

Oh ! love the song, and let it oft

Live on your lip, in warble soft

!

Say that it tells you, simply well,

All I have bid its murmurs tell,

* Such romantic works as "The American Farmer's Letters," and the account of Ken

-

tacky by Imlay, would seduce us into a belief, that innocence, peace, and freedom had deserted
the rest of the world, for Martha's Vineyard and the banks of the Ohio. The French traveller*
too, almost all from revolutionary moti\ es, have contribuled their share to the dilfiision of this
tlattering misconception. A visit to the country is however quite suflicient to correct even the
most enthusiastic prepossession.

•• TVorfolk, it must be owned, is an unfavourable specimen of America. The characteristics
of Virginia in general are not such as can delight either the politician or the moralist, and at
Norfolk they arc exhibited in their least attractive form. At the time when we arrived the
yellow fever had not yet disappeared, and every odour that assailed us in the streets very
vtrongly accounted for its visitation.

*** A trilling attejnpt at uut<ical composition accompanied this Epistle.
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Of memory's glow, of dreams that shed
The tinge of joy Avhen joy is fled,

And all the heart's iUiisivc hoard
Of love renew'd and friends restor'd!

Row, sweet, adieu ! — this artless air,

And a few rhymes, in transcript fair ',

Are all the gifts I yet can boast

To send you from Columbia's coast;

But when the sun, with warmer smile,

Shall light me to my destin'd isle ",

You shall have many a cowslip-bell

Where Ariel slept, and many a shell,

In which the gentle spirit drew
From honey flowers the morning dew

!

TO

CARA,
AFTER AN I.\TERVAL OF ABSENCE.

Conceal'd within the shady wood
A mother left her sleeping child,

And flcAV , to cull her rustic food.

The fruitage of the forest Avild.

But storms upon her pathway rise.

The mother roams, astray and weeping ;

Far from the Meak appealing cries

Of him she left so sweetly sleeping.

She hopes, she fears; a light is seen.

And gentler blows the night >vind's breath

;

Yet no — 'tis gone — the storms are keen.

The baby may be cliill'd to death

!

Perhaps his little eyes are shaded
Dim by death's eternal chill —

And yet
,
perhaps , they arc not faded, ,

Life and love may light them still.

Thus , when my soul , with parting sigh,

Hung on thy hand's bewildering touch.

And, timid, ask'd that spealiing eye.

If parting pain'd thee half so much

:

I thought, and, oh! forgive the thought.

For who, by eyes like thine inspir'd.

Could e'er resist the flattering fault

Of fancying what his soul desir'd?

Yes — I did think , in Cara's mind.

Though yet to Cara's mind unknown^

I left one infant wi.<h behind,

One feeling, which I call'd my owul

Oh blest ! though but in fancy blest,

IIow did I ask of pity's care,

To shield and strengthen, in thy breast,

The nursling I had cradled there.

And , many an hour beguil'd by pleai^ure,

And many an hour of sorrow numbering,

I ne'er forgot the new-born treasure,

I left within tliy bosom slumbering.

Perhaps, indilTereuco has not chill'd it.

Haply, it y( t a throJ) may pive —
Yet , no — perhaps , a doubt has kill'd it

!

Oh, Cara! — docs the uifant live?

The poems, which immediately follow.

Bermuda.
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TO

CAEA,
ON THE DAWJflXO OF A NEW TE.lB^g DAT.

When midnight came to close the year,

We sigh'd to think it tlius should take

The hours it gave us — hours as dear

As sympathy and love could make
Their blcssed moments ! every sun

Saw us , my love , more closely one I

But , Cara , when the dawn M'as nigh
Which came another year to shed,

The smile mc caught from eye to eye

Told us , those moments Mere not fled

:

Oh , no ! — we felt , some future sun

Should see us still more closely one

!

Thus may mc ever , side hy side.

From happy years to happier glide.

And , still , my Cara , may the sigh

We give to hours, that vanish o'er us,

Be foUow'd by the smiling eye,

That Hope shall shed on scenes before u»

!

T

THE INVISIBLE GIRL*.

Thby try to persuade mc, my dear little sprite,

That you are uot a daughter of ether and light,

Nor have any concern with those fanciful forms

That dance upon rainbows and ride upon storms

;

That , in short
,
you're a woman ;

your lip and your breast

As mortal as ever m ere tasted or prest

!

But I will not believe them — no, science! to you
I have long bid a last and a careless adieu

:

Still flying from nature to study her laMS,

And dulling delight by exploring its cause.

You forget how superior , for mortals below,

Is the fiction they dream to the truth that they know.

Oh ! who , that has ever had rapture complete.

Would ask how we feel it, or why it is sMcet;

How rays are confus'd , or how particles fly

Through the medium refin'd of a glance or a sigh

!

Is there one , Mho but once Mould not rather have known it.

Than written , M'ith Harvev , Mhole volumes upon it?

Ko , no — but for you , my invisible love,

I will swear
,
you are one of those spirits , that rove

By the bank M'here, at tM-ilight, the poet reclines,

When the star of the west on his solitude shines.

And the magical fingers of fancy have hung
Every breeze with a sigh , every leaf with a tongue !

/ Oh! whisper him then, 'ti;; retirement alone

Can hallow his harp or ennoble its tone;

Like you , with a veil of seclusion bctMcen,

His song to the world let him utter unseen,

And like you, a legitimate child of the spheres.

Escape from the eye to enraptiu-e the ears

!

Sweet spirit of mystery ! how I should love,

In the wearisome Mays I am fat -id to rove,

To have you for ever invisibly nigh.
Inhaling for ever your song and your sigh!

Mid the crowds of the Avorld and the murmurs of care,

I might sometimes converse with my nymph of the air,

And turn Mith disgust from the clamorous crew,
To steal in the pauses one whisper from you.

Oh ! come and he near me, for ever be mine,
Wo shall hold in the air a communion divine,

riiti oad the subsequent poem bavo appeared in the public prints.
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As sM'cet as , of old , Mas iraagiu'd to dwell
III tlic grotto of JNuma , or Socrates' cell.

And t)ft, at those lingering moments of night,

When the heart is Aveigh'd down and the eyelid is light,

You shall come to my pillow and tell me of love,

Such as angel to angel might whisper ahove

!

Oh spirit ! — and then , could you borrow the tone
Of that voice, to my eai- so hewitchingly knoMn,
The voice of the one upon earth , w ho has tv. in\l

With her essence for ever my heart and my mind.
Though lonely and far from the light of her smile,

An exile and Aveary and hopeless the while.

Could you shed for a mon«;nt that voice on my ear,

I will think at that moment my Caha is near.

That she comes with consoling enchantment to speak,
And kisses my eyelid and sighs on my check,

And tells me , the night shall go rapidly by,

For the daAvn of our hope, of our heaven is nigh!

Sweet spirit! if such he your magical power.
It will lighten the lapse of full many an hour;
And let fortune's realities frown as they will,

Hope , fancy , and Caba may smile for me still

!

PEACE AND GLORY.
WRITTEN AT THE C03IMEXCEMEST OF THE PKESKNT WMU

Where is now the smile , that lighten'd

Every hero's couch of rest?

Where is now the hojjc , that hrighten'd

Honour's eye and pity's breast ?

Have M'e lost the Mrealh , we braided
For our weary warrior men ?

Is the faithless olive faded.

Must the hay be pluck'd again ?

Passing hour of sunny weatheV
Lovely, in your light awhile.

Peace and Glory , wed together,

Wanderd through the blessed isle.

And the eyes of peace would glisten,

Uewy as a morning sun,

When the timid maid would listen

To the deeds her chief had done.

Is the hour of dalliance over?

Must the maiden's trembling feet

Waft her from her warlike lover

To the desert's stiU retreat ?

Fare you well! with sighs we bani^h

lS>mph so fair and guest so bright;

Yet tlie smile , w itli which you vanish.

Leaves behind a sootliing light

!

Soothing light! that long shall sparkle

O'er your warrior's sanguine way,

'llirough the field where horrors darkle.

Shedding hoj)e's consoling ray !

Long the smile his heart Avill cherish,

"^I'o its absiMit idol true.

While around him myriads perish,

Glory still will sigh for you

!

IhOl.

To he the (heme of every hour

The heart devotes to fancy's power,

When her soft magic (ills tlu; niiiul

With friends and joys weve loft heliiud,
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And joys return and friends are near,

And all are welcora'd Mith a tear

!

In the mind's purest seat to dwell.

To be remember'd oft and well

Bv one whose heart, though vain and wild,

Bv passion led, by youth beguil'd,

Can proudly still aspire to know
The feeling soul's di^inest glow

!

If thus to live in every part

Of a lone weary wanderer's heart

;

If thus to be its sole employ
Can give tliee one faint gleam of joy,

Believe it , >Lvrv ! oh ! belieAC

A tongue that never can deceive.

When passion doth not first betray.

And tinge the thought upon its way !

In pleasure's dream or sorrow's hour.

In crowded hall or lonely bower,

The business of ray life shall be.

For ever , to remember thee

!

And though that heart be dead to mine,

Since love is life and Makes not thine,

ril take thy image , as the form

Of something 1 should long to warm,

Which , though it yield no answering thrill.

Is not less dear, is lovely still!

I'll take it , wheresoe'er I stray.

The bright, cold burthen of my way!
To keep this semblance fresh in bloom,

My heart shall be its glowing tomb,

And love shall lend his sweetest care.

With memory to embalm it there!

SONG.

Takb back the sigh , thy lips of art

In passion's moment breath'd to me

;

Yet , no — it must not , will not part,

'Tis now the life-breath of ray heart,

And has become too pure for thee

!

Take back the kiss , that faithless sigh

With all the warmth of trutli imprest;

Yet , no — the fatal kiss raay lie,

Upon thy lip its sweets would die,

Or bloom to make a rival blest

!

Take back the vows that , night and day.

My heart receiv'd, I thought, from thine

Yet , no — allow them still to stay.

They might some other heart betray,

Ai sweetly as they've ruiu'd miae

!

A BALLAD.
THE LAKE OF THE DISMAI. BWAUP.

WEITTE5 AT NORFOLK , IN \7RGrNIA.

'* They tell of a young man, who lost his mind upon the death of a girl he loved, and who,
eiiddcnly disappearinfr from his friends, was never afterwards heard of. As he had frequently
sail], ill his ravings, that the girl was not dead, but gone to the Dismal Swamp, it is supposed
he had wandered into that dreary vildcruess, and had died of hunger, or been lost in some of
Its dreadful morasses." WON.

La Puesie a sea monKtrea comme la nature. D'ALEMJi£UT.

"They made her a grave , too cold and damp
"For a soul so warm and true

;

"And she's gone to tlie Lake of the Dismal Swamp ',

"Where , all night long , by a fire-fly lamp,
"She paddles her white canoe.

• The Great Dismal Swamp is ten or twelve miles distant from Norfolk, and the Lake ia
the middle of it (about 8e\en railce long) is called Drummoud's Pond.
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„And her fire-fly lamiJ I soon shall see,

"And her paddle I tioon shall hear;
"Long and loving our life shall be,

"And I'll hide the maid in a cypress tree,

"When the footstep of death is near !"

Away to the Dismal Swamp he speeds —
His path was rugged and sore,

Through tangled juniper , beds of reeds,

Through many a fen , Avhere the serpent feeds,

And man never trod before

!

And, when on the earth he sunk to sleep,

If slumber his eyelids knew.
He lay, where the deadly vine doth weep
Its venomous tear and nightly steep

The flesh with blistering dew !

And near hira the she-wolf stirr'd the brake,

And the copper-snake brcath'd in his ear.

Till he starting cried , from his dream awake,
"Oh ! when shall I see the dusky Lake,
"And the white canoe of my dear?"

He saw the Lake , and a meteor bright
Quick over its surface play'd —

"Welcome," he said, "my dear-one's light!"

And the dim shore echoed , for many a night,

The namo of the death-cold maid

!

Till he hollow'd a boat of the birchen bark.

Which carried him off from shore

;

Far he follow'd the meteor spark,

The wind was high and the clouds were dark,

And the boat return'd no more.

But oft , from the Indian hunter's camp
This lover and maid so true

Are seen at the hour of midnight damp.
To cross the Lake by a fire-fly lamp,

And paddle their white canoe

!

EPISTLE III.

TO THB

MARCHIONESS DOWAGER OF D— LL.

FKOM BERMUDA, JAXl'ARY 1804.

Lady ! where'er you roam, whatever beam
Of bright creation warms your mimic dream;
Whether you trace the valley's golden meads.
Where mazy Linth his lingering current leads';

Enamour'd catch the mellow hues that sleep.

At ev e, on Meillerie's immortal steep

;

Or musing o'er the Lake, at day's decline,

Mark the last shadow on the holy shrine ",
Where, many a night, the soul of Tell complains
Of Gallia's triumph and Helvetia's chains;
Oh! lay the pencil for a moment by,

Turn from the tablet that creative eye,

And let its splendour, like the morning riay

Upon a shepherd's harp, illume my lay!

Yet, Lady! no — for song so rude as mine,
Cliasc not the wonders of your drciini divine

;

Still, radiant eye! up<Mi the tablet dMcll;

Still, rosy finger! weave your pictur'd spell;

* Lndy I>. , I Hiipposcil, was at this time still in Switzerland, where the powers of her
pencil iiiMst have been Ircqncnlly awakcm d.

" The chapvl of VN illiuni Tell on the Lake of Lucerne.
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And, while I sing the animated smiles

Of filirv nature in these sun-born isles,

Oh ! inig^ht the song awake some bright design,

Inspire a touch, or prompt one happy line,

Troud were my soul, to see its humble tliought

On painting's mirror so divinely caught.
And wondering Genius, as he lean'd to trace

The faint conception kindling into grace,
Miglit love my numbers for the spark they threw,
And bless the lay that lent a charm to you!

Ifave you not oft, in nightly vision, stray'd

To the pure isles of ever blooming shade,
Which bards of old, with kindly magic, plac'd

For happy spirits in th' Atlantic waste ' ?

There as eternal gales, with fragrance warm,
Brcath'd from elysium through each sliadowy form
In eloquence of eye, and dreams of song.
They chiirm'd their lapse of nightless hours along!
Nor yet in song, that mortal car may suit,

For every spirit was itself a lute.

Where virtue Maken'd, with elysian breeze.

Pure tones of thought and mental harmoniea!
Believe mc, Lady, when the zephyrs bland
Floated our bark to this enchanted land.

These leafy isles upon the ocean thrown,

Like studs of emerald o'er a silver zone;
Not all the charm, that ethnic fancy gave
To l)lessed arbours o'er the western wave.
Could Avake a dream, m-ore soothing or sublime,

Of bowers ctherial and the spirit's clime!

The morn was lovely, every wave was still,

,
When the first perfume of a cedar hill

Sweetly awak'd us, and, with smiling charms.

The fairy harbour woo'd us to its arms*'.

Gently we stole, before the languid wind,

Through plaintain shades, that like an awning twin'd

And kiss'd on either side the wanton sails,

Breathing oiir Melcome to these vernal vales;

Wliilc, far reflected o'er the wave serene

F.ich wooded island shed so soft a green
That the cnamour'd keel, with whispering play.

Through liquid herbage seeui'd to steal its way!
Never did weary bark more sweetly glide,

Or rest its anchor in a lovelier tide!

Along the margin, many a brilliant dome.
White as the palace of a Lajilund gnome,
Brightcn'd the wave; in every myrtle grove
Secluded bashful, like a shrine of lo^c,

Some elfin mansion sparkled through the shade;
And, while the foliage interposing play'd,

Wreathing the structure into various grace.

Fancy would love, in many a form, to trace

The llowwy capital, the shaft, the porch"*.

And dream of temples, till her kindling torch

Lighted me back to all the glorious dajs

Of Attic genius; and I seem'd to gaze

* M. Gebelin aavH, in his Monde Primitif, "Lorsque Strabon crut que lc8 ancicus tLeolo-

g!cui et I'oetcs placoient les chanipa eljsees dans les Isles de I'Occaii Atlautiqiic , il u'eiitendit

ricii a leur doclriuc." M. Gebeliu's siippositiou, 1 liave no duubt, is the more correct; but

that of Strabo is, in tlic present instance,mosl to my purpose.
•• jVnthing can be more romantic than the little harbour of St. George's. The number of

beautiful islets, the singular clearness of the water, and the animated play of the graceful little

boats, gliding for ever between the islands, and seeming t<» sail from one cedar-grove into an-

other, form all together the sweetest miniature of nature that can be imiigiued.
"• This is an allusioa which, to the few who are fanciful enough to indulge in it, render,

the scenery of Bermuda particularly interesting. In the short but beautiful twilight of their

spring evenings, the white cottages, scattered o\er the islands and but partially seen thvuugii

the trees that surround them, assume often the appearance of little Grecian temple.^, and fancy

may embellish the poor lisherman's hut with columns v\Jiicb the pencil of Claiidi- might imitate.

1 had one favourite object of this kind in my walks, which the hospitality of its owner robbed

mc of, by asking me to visit him. Ih: was a plain good man, and received me well and warm-
ly, but I never cuuld luiu his house iutu a Grecidu'temple again.
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On marble, from the rich Pentelic mount,
Gracing the umbrage of some Naiad's fount.

Sweet airy being'! who, in brighter hours,

Liv'd on the perfume of these honied bowers,

In velvet buds, at evening, lov'd to lie.

And win Avitli music every rose's sigh!

Though weak the magic of my humble strain

To charm your spirit from its orb again,
^

Yet, oh! for her, beneath whose smile I sing.

For her (mIiosc pencil, if your rainbow wing-

Were dimm'd or ruffled by a wintry sky,

Could smooth its feather and relume its dye),

A moment v.ander from your starry sphere,

And if the lime-tree grove that once was dear,

The sunny Avave, the bower, the breezy hill.

The sparkling grotto can delight you still.

Oh ! take their fairest tint, their softest light.

Weave all their beauty into dreams of night,

And, while the lovely artist slumbering lies,

Shed the warm picture o'er her mental eyes;

Borrow for sleep her OAvn creative spells.

And brightly show what song but fauitly tells!

THE

GENIUS OF HARMONY.
Stti llrrcgular ©5e.

AP HAEMOMAM CANERE 1«X;^D^M.
Cicero ile Nat. Deor. Lib. 3.

There lies a shell beneath the waves,

In many a hollow Minding wrcath'd,

Such as of old

Echoed the breath that Marbling sea-maids breath'd;

This magic shell,

From the Avhite bosom of a syren fell,

As once she Mander'd by the tide that laves

Sicilia's sands of gold.

It bears

Upon its shining side the mystic notes

Of those entrancing airs,"

The genii of the deep were wont to swell.

When heaven's eternal orbs their midnight music roll'd!

Oh! seek it, M'heresoe'er it floats;

And, if the power

Of thrilling numbers to thy soul be dear,

Go, bring the bright shell to my boAver,

And I Mill fold thee in such doMny dreams

As lap the spirit of the seventh sphere.

When Luna's distant tone falls faintly on his car'"!

• Ariel. Among the many charms which Bermuda has for a poetic eye, «o cannot for an
instant forget that it is the scene of Shakspeare's Tempest, and that here he conjured up the
*' delicate Ariel," who alone is w orth the whole heaven ot ancient mythology.

•* In the "Histdiic nalurcllc des Antilles," there is an account ot some curious shells, found
at Cura(;ao, on the back of which were lines, filled with musical characters so distinct and per
feet that the writer assures us a very charming trio was sung Irom one ol them. "On Ic

nomme musical, par ce qu'il porte sur le dos des ligncs noiratres ^ileines dc notes, qui oat une
espece de cle pour Ics mettre en chant, de sorte que Ton diioit qu il ne manque que la lettrc a
tette tablature naturelle. Co curieux gentilhomme (M. du Montel) rapporte qu'il en a vU qui
avoient cinq lignes, uuc cle, et des notes, qui lorraoient un accord parlait. Quel(|u'un y avoit
ajoute la lettre, que la nature avoit oubliee, ct la faisoit chanter en forme de trio , doiil I'air

etoit fort agreable. " Chap. 19. Art. 11. The author adds, a poet might imagine that Iheae
uhells were used by the syrens at their concerts.

*•* According to Cicero, and his commentator, Macrobius, the lunar tone istlicfgravest (and
faintest on the planetary heptachord. "Quam ob cansam summus ille coeli stellil'cr cursua,
cnjus conversio est concitatior, acuto ct excitato movetur sono ;

gravlssimo unlcm hie lunaris
atque infunus." Somn. Scip. Because, .says Macrobius, "spiritu utiu cxtremitate langue.scente

iam volvitur, ct propter angustias, quibus pcnultiinus orbisaictatur impetu Icniorc convertitur."
n Somn. Scip. Lib. 2, Cap. 4. It is not very easy to understand the ancients in their musical
arrangement of the heavenly bodies. Sec I'folciu. Lib. 3.

Leone Hebreo, pursuing the idea of Aristotle, that the heavens arc anun.il, attributes theii

harmony to perfect and recipidcal love. "i\(ui pcro numca ira bi""". il peiletto et rcciproco
amore: la causa principale, che ne mostra il loro ainorc, «• la loi ajnicitia harmoniaca ct la con
cordantia, die pcrpetuameute ti trova iu loro. " Dialog, 'i. di AjMore, p. 58. This "rcciproco
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And thon ghalt own,
That, through the circle of creation's zone.

Where matter darkles or where spirit heams;
From the pellucid tides', that Mhirl

The planets through their maze of song,
To the small rill, that weeps along"

Murmuring o'er heds of pearl;
From the rich sigh

Of the sun's arrow through an evening sky**.
To the faint hreath tlie tuneful osier yields

On Afric's burning fields"*;
Oh! thou shalt own this universe divine

Is mine!
That I respire in all and all in me,

One mighty mingled soul of boundless harmony!

Welcome, welcome, mystic shell!

Many a star has ceas'd to burn"".
Many a tear has Saturn's urn

O'er the cold bosom of the ocean weptf,
Since thy aerial spell

Hath in the waters slept

!

I fly

With the bright treasure to my choral sky.

Where she, vho wakd its early swell,

The sjren, with a foot of fire,

Walks o'er the great string of my Orphic tjTeff,
Or guides around the burning pole

The winged chariot of some blissful soulfff!
While thou

!

Oh son of earth ! what dreams shall rise for thee

!

IJeneath Hispania's sun,

Tliou'lt see a streamlet run,

Wliich I have warm'd with dews of melody ffff;
Listen I — when the night-wind dies

Down tlic still current, like a harp, it sighs!

A liquid chord is every Mave that flows,

An airy plectrum every breeze that blows* !
;

Tliere, by that vondrous stream.

Go, lay thy languid brow,

araore " of Leone is the (/uP-orr/; of the ancient Empedocles, >yho seems, in his Love and
Hate of tlie Elements, to have given a glimpse of the principles of attraction and repulsion.

See the fragment to xhich I allude in Laertius, -d/.kore /xtv fduTtjTt, aVtto/ofici' , /.. r. i.

Lib. 8. Cap. 2. n. 12.
* Leucippus, the atoraist, imagined a Ivind of vortices in the heavens, which he borrowed

from Anaxagoras, and possibly suggested to Descartes.
** Heraclides, upon the allegories of Homer, conjectures that the idea of the harmony of

the spheres originated with this poet, Mho, iu representing the solar beams as arrows, supposes
them to emit a peculiar sound in the air.

*•• In the account of Africa which IVAblancourt has translated, there is mention of a tree

in that country, whose branches when shaken by the hand produce very sweet sounds. "Le
mfime auteur (Abeuzcgar) dit, quil y a un certain arbre, qui prnduit des gaules conime d'osier,

et qu' en les prenant a la main et les branlant, ellcs font une espece d'hanuonic fort agre'able,

etc. etc. L'Nfriquc de Marmol.
•'*' Alluding to the extinction, or at least the disappearance of some of those fixed stars,

which we are taught to consider as suns, attended each by its system. Descartes thought that

our earth might formerly have been a sun, which became obscured by a thick incrustation over
its surface. This probably suggested the idea of a central lire.

4. Porphyry says, that Pythagoras held the sea to be a tear. Tijv Salarjav jxtv ty.a-

).u eirai da/.Qvov. Dc Vit, and some one else, if I mistake not, has added the planet Saturn

as the source of it. Empedoclcs, with similar airectntion, called the sea "the sweat of the

earth :
" idooiTa nig yj;;. See Rittershusius upon Porphyry, Num. 41.

W The system of the harmonized orbs was styled by the ancients the Great Lyre of Or-

pheus, for which Lucian accounts, ») ds Avqi] i7ira(j.iTog maa Tt^v tcov y.irajj.triov agqmv a^-

fiuriav nuvtliaX?.fTO, /.. r, X. iu Astrolog.

W\ AitO-t yjv/a; laaniS^iitH; Totg 05-^01;, ttttfta &'ey.a^^v nQog f/.aguv, xait/j^tpaaag £22

EIS OXHMA. Platon. Timaeus.

+i++ 'fiiis musical river is mentioned in the romance of Achilles Tatius. Ercti nora^m * * *

ijf dt a/.unai Sthjg za vdarog kaXuirog, The Latin version, in supplying the hiatus which

is in the original, has placed the river in Hispauia. "InHispanja quoque fluvius est, quern pri-

mo aspectu, etc. etc."
' These two lines are translated from the words of Achilles Tatius. Eav ya(> oXtyog avs-

fiog ng rag diva; e/njitatj, to far vdmn ui; /oQdrj y.oittrat. to J« nvtvfiazu vduzog nlrjxTQCV

Yivitai. TO Qtufia dt (u$ xi-^a^a Xaksi. Lib. 2.
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And I M'ill send thee such a godlike dream,
Such — mortal ! mortal ! liast thou heard of him *,

Who, many a night, with his primordial lyre**.

Sate on the cliill Pangaean mount"*.
And , looking to the orient dim,

Watch'd, the firs^t flowing of that sacred fount,

From which his soul had drunk its fire

!

Oh! think Mhat visions, in that lonely hour,
Stole o'er his musing hreast

!

What pious ecstasy'*'*

Wafted his prayer to that eternal Power,
Whose seal upon this world imprest f

The various forms of hright divinity!

Or, dost thou know what dreams I wove,
'Mid the deep horror of that silent howerff,

Where the rapt Samian slept his holy slumher?
When, free

From e^ery earthly chain,

From wreaths of pleasure and from bonds of pain.

His spirit Hew through fields above.
Drank as the source of nature's fontal number fff.
And saw, in mystic choir, around him move
The stars of song, Heaven's burning minstrelsy!
Such dreams , so heavenly bright,

I swear
By the great diadem that t^vines my hair.

And by the seven gems that sparkle there ffff
Mingling their beams

In a soft iris of harmonious light.

Oh, mortal! such ghall be thy radiant dreams!

* Orpheus.
** They called his lyre aqxciorqoTCOv inraxoQdov OQcptojg. See a curious work by a pro-

fessor of Greek at Venice, entitled "Hebdomades, sive septem de scntcnario libri." Lib 4. Can
3, p. m. '

*** Eratosthenes, telling the extreme veneration of Orpheus forApnllo, says that he was ac-
customed to go to the Paugaean mountain at day-break, and there wait the rising of the sun
that he might be the lirst to hail its beams. E.TeYiioo/iievo; re T)/^ rvy.zo;, y.uTcc n^v ioj9iv}]y

till TO oQog TO y.ale/nirov Uayyawv, nQooejutra rag avuToXag , iva iSti rov 'Hliov nvmrov.
KaraqniiOfx, 24.

** There are some verses of Orpheus preserved to us, which contain sublime ideas of the
unity and maguilicence of the Deity. As those whic i Justin Martyr has produced:

OvTog /usv /aXy.ctov eg uqavov s;)]oty.Tat

Xrivatio) tvt &Qorvi, y.. r. I, Ad Graec. cohortat.

It is thought by some, that these are to be reckoned amongst the fabrications , which were
frequent in the early times of Christianity. Still it appears doubtful to whom ve should impute
them; they are too pious for the Pagans, and too poetical for the Fathers.

f In one of the Hymns of Orpheus, he attributes a figured seal to Apollo, with which he
imagines that deity to have stamped a variety of forms upon the universe.

•j-J-
Alluding to the cave near Samos, where Pythagoras devoted the greater part of his days

and nights to meditation and the mysteries of his philosophy. lamblich. de Vit. This, as Hol-
stenius remarks, was in imitation ot the Magi.

fff The tetractys, or sacred number of the Pythagoreans, on which they solemnly swore,
and which they called nayav aivaa cpvasug, "the fountain of perennial nature." Lucian haa
ridiculed this religious arithmetic very finely in his Sale of Philosophers.

•J-H-f This diadem is intended to represent the analogy between the notes of music and the
prismatic colours. We find in Plutarch a vague intimation of this kindred harmony in colours

and sounds. Oipig rs xai axotj, /xeza (puiviig ts y.ai (piorog 2 i;v an/noviav iUKpaivovai. De
Musica.

CassiodoTUS, whose idea I may be supposed to have borrowed, savs, in a letter upon music
to Boetius, "Ut diadema oculis, varia luce gemmarum, sic cythara divcrsitate soni, blanditur
auditui." Thia ia indeed the only tolerable thought in the letter. Lib. 2. Variar.
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EPISTLE IV.

TO

GEORGE MORGAN, ESQ.
OF NORFOLK, VIBGIMA*.

FnOM BEIUIIDA , JAMfARY, 1804.

KEINH /I'HNEM0E22A KAI ATFono:^, 'oiA G'AJIJTjiH^,

Al&riH2 KAI MAJJON EniJPOMOS HEHEFinnoiS,
nONTSi ENESTHFIKTAI.

CaUimach. Hymn, in Del. v.

Oh, what a tempest whirFd us hither"!
Winds, whose savag:e breath could wither
All the li^^ht and languid flowers

That bloom in Epicurus' bowers!
Yet think not, George, that fancy's charm
Forsook me in this rnde alarm,

Wlien close they reef'd the timid sail,

When, every plank complaining loud,

We labour'd in the midnight gale,

And ev'n our haughty main-mast bow'd!
The muse, in that unlovely hour.

Benignly brought her soothing po^wer.

And, midst the war of waves and wind,
In songs elysian lapp'd my mind!
She open'd, with her golden key,

The casket where my memory lays

Those little gems of poesy,

^Vliich time has sav'd from ancient days!
Take one of these, to Lais sung,

I wrote it while my hammock swung,
As one might write a dissertation

Upon "suspended animation!"

Sweetly*** you kiss, my Lais dear!

But, while you kiss, I feel a tear

Bitter, as those when lovers part,

In mystery from your eyelid start!

Sadly you lean your head to mine.

And round my neck in silence twine,

Your hair along my bosom spread,

All humid Mith the tears you shed!

Have I not kiss'd those lids of snow?

• Thia gentleman is attached to the British consulate at Norfolk. His talents arc worthy '

of a much higher sphere, but the excellent dispositions of the family with whom he resides, an«l

the corilial repose he enjoys amongst some of the liindest hearts in the world, should be almost

enough to atone to him for the worst caprices of fortune. The consiij himself, ('olouel Hamil-

ton IS one among the very few instances of a man, ardently loyal to his king, and yet beloved by

the' Americans. His house is the very temple of hospitality, and I sincerely nity the heart of that

Stranger who, warm from the welcome of such a board, and with the taste of such Madeira still upon

his lips, "col dolcc in bocca, " could sit down to write a libul on his host, in the true spirit

of a modern philosophist. See the Travels of the Duke de la Kouchcfoucauli Liancourt, Vol. 2.

•• \Vc were seven days on our passage from IV'orfolk to Hcrinudaj during three of which

wc were forced to lay-to in a gale of wind. The Driver sloop of war, in which I went, was

built at Bermuda of cedar, and is accounted an excellent sea-boat. She was then commanded

by my very regretted friend Captain Complon, who ia July last was killed aboard the Lilly in

an action with a French privateer. Poor ('omptou ! he fell a victim to the strange impolicy of

allowing such a miserable thing as the Lilly to remain in the service; so small, crank, and un-

manageable, that a well manned merchantman was at any time a match for her.
*•• This epigram is by Paulus Silentiarius , and may be found in the Analecta of Branck.

Vol. 3 p. Tl- But as the reading there is somewhat different from what I have followed in thia

translation, I shall give it as I had it iu my memory at the- time, and as it isiuHeiusius, who, I

believe, first produced the epigram. See his Poemata.

'Hdv /.tev tgi ffdrij^n to Aaido? ' i]6u ds avrwv

HmodivriTWV day.nv /te(; pittpaniav,

Kttt TToXv xi/iiC^ff* ao^et; iv^o^qv/ov aey/lijv,

H/xcTtQci xicpaXtiv dijQov tQciaaficvrj.

HIvQO/^i%t}V d ftptXyjaa • Ta d' to? dQoatQtig arco TirjYij;^

Jay.Qva fxiyw^ivtav nims y.ara i^ojuariov
'

Eiira d' aveiQOfiit'm, riro; aitxa Saxqva Xti^sii

;

Judia fill fit JliTTijj • fg'* yoQ o^xanuTat.
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Vet still, ray love, like founts they flow,

liathiiig' our cheek!!, whene'er they meet —
Why is it thus? do, telt me, sweet!

Ah, L.\ts! are my hodings right?
Am I to lose you? i.-i to-niglit

Our last go, false to heaven and rae!

Your very tears are treachery.

Such, while in air I floating himg.
Such Avas the strain, 31organte mio!

Tlie muse and I together sung.

With Boreas to make out the trio.

But, bless the little fairy isle!

How sweetly, after all our ills.

Wo saw the dewy morning smile

Serenely o'er its fragrant hills

!

And felt the pure, elastic flow

Of airs, that round this Eden bloAV,

With honey freshness, caught by stealth

Warm from the very lips of health!

Oh ! could you view the scenery dear.

That now bcnoath my window lies.

You'd think, that nature lavis'i'd here
Her purest Mave, her softest skies.

To make a heaven for love to sigh in,

For bards to live and saints to die in!

Close to my Avooded bank below,
In glassy calm the waters sleep,

And to the sunbeam proudly show
The coral rocks they love to steep*!

The fainting breeze of morning fails,

The drowsy boat moves slowly past.

And I can almost touch its sails

That languish idly round the mast.

The sun has now profusely given
The flashes of a noontide heaven,

And, as the wave reflects his beams,
Another heaven its surface seems!

Blue light and clouds of silvery tears

So pictured o'er the waters lie.

That every languid bark appears

To float along a burning sky !

Oh! for the boat the angel gave'*

To him who, in his heavenward flight,

Sail'd, o'er the sun's ethcrial wave.
To planet-isles of odorous light I

Sweet Venus, Mhat a clime he foimd
Within thy orb's ambrosial round *"

!

There spring the breezes, rich and warm,
That pant around thy tMilight car;

There angels dwell, so pure of form
That each appears a living starf

!

• The water is so clear around the island that the rockg arc seen beneath to a very {H'eal
depth-, and, as we entered the liarbour, they appeared to us so near the surface that it seemed
impossible we should not strike on them. 'I'here is no necessity, of course, for hca\iii{f the lead;
and the negro pilot, looking down at the rocks from the haw of the ship, takes her through this
difficult navigation, with a skill aud conlidencc which seem to astonish some of the oldest
sailors.

'• In Kircher's "Ecstatie Journey to Heaven," Cosmiel, the genius of the world, gives
Theodidactus a boat of asbestos, with which he embarks into the regions of tlic sun. "Vidcs
(says Cosmiel) hanc asbestinam na\iculani comiuoditati tuae praeparatam." Itinerar 1, Dial. 1.

Cap. 5. There are some very strange fancies in this work of Kircher.
"* When the Genius of the world and his fellow-traveller arrive at the planet Venus, they

find an island of loveliness, full of odours and inlelligcnccs , where angels preside, who shed

' Certainly.

i This idea is Father Kircher's. "Tot animalos soles dixisses." Itinerar. 1. Dial. 1. Cap. 5.
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These are the sprites, oh radiant queen!

Thou send'st so often to the bed

Of her I love, with spell unseen.

Thy planet's hright'ning halm to shed;

To make the eye's enchantment clearer,

To give the cheek one roschud more.

And hid that flushing lip be dearer,

Which had been, oh! too dear before!

Bnt, whither means the muse to roam?
'Tis time to call the wanderer home.
Who could have ever thonglit to search her

Up in the clouds Mith Father Kircher?

So, health and love to all your mansion

!

Long may the boMl thiit pleasures bloom in,

The How of heart, the soul's expansion,

Mirth and song your board illumine

!

Fare you well — remember too,

WTien cups are lloAving to the brim.

That here is one who drinks to you,

And, oh! — as warmly drink to him.

THE RING.

TO

1801.

Ko — Lady! Lady! keep the ring;

Oh! think, how many a future year.

Of placid smile and downy wing.

May sleep within its holy sphere!

Do not distiurb their tranquil dream,
Though love hath ne'er the mystery warm'd;

Yet hcav'n will shed a soothing beam,
To bless the bond itself hath fonud.

But then, that eye, that burning eye!

Oh ! it doth ask, with magic power,

If heaven can ever bless the tie

Where love inwreaths no genial flower!

Away, away, bewildering look

!

Or all the boast of virtue's o'er;

Go — hie thee to the sage's book.

And learn from him to feel no more

!

I cannot warn thee; every touch,

That brings my pulses close to thine.

Tells me I want thy aid as much.
Oh I quite as much, as thou dost mine

Yet, stay, dear love — one effort yet —
A moment turn those eyes aMay,

And let me, if I can, forget

The light that leads my soul astray!

Thou say'st, that we were born to meet,
That our hearts bear one common seal,

Oh, Lady ! think, how man's deceit

Can seem to sigh and feign to feel!

Wlien, o'er thy face some gleam of thought.
Like daybeams through the morning air.

Hath gradual stole, and I have caught
The feeling ere it kindled there;

The sympathy I then hetray'd,

Perhaps, was but the child of art.

The guile of one, who long hath play'd

With all these wily nets of heart.
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Oil ! thon hast not my virgin tow !

Tlioiigh few the years I yet have told,
Canst thou hcIieTe 1 lived till noAV,

With loreless heart or senses cold?

No ^ many a throb of bliss and pain,
For many a maid, my soul hath proT'd;

With some I wanton'd wild and vain,

While some I truly, dearly lov'd

!

The cheek to thine I fondly lay,

To theirs hath been as fondly laid

;

The words to tlice I warmly say,

To them have been a3 warmly said. '

Then, scorn at once a languid heart.

Which long hath lost its early spring;
Think of the pure, bright soul thou art.

And — keep the ring, oh! keep the ring.

Enough — now, turn thine eyes again

;

What, still that look and still that sigh !

Dost thou not feel my counsel then ?

Oh! no, beloved! — nor do I.

While thus to mine thy bosom lies.

While thus our breaths commingling glow,
'Twerc more than woman, to be wise,

'Twere more than man, to m isli thee so

!

Did we not love so true, so dear,

This lapse could never be forgiven;

But hearts so fond and lips so near —
Give me the ring, and now — Oh heaven!

TO

ON SEEI1V6 HER WITH A WHITE VEIL AND A RICH GTRDIB.

MAPrAPITAl ^HAOYSI JAKPmN POON.

Ap. Nlcephor, in Oneirocritico.

Put off the vestal veil, nor, oh !

Let Meeping angels view it;

Your checks belie its virgin snow,
And blush repenting through it.

Put off the fatal zone you wear;
The lucid pearls around it

Are tears, that fell from Mrtue there,

The hour that Love unbound it.

THE

RESEMBLANCE.
-vo cercand' lo

Doiina, quant' e possibile, in altrui
La dediata \ ostra Torina vera.

PETRAKC. Sunctt. 14.

Yes, if 'twere any common love.

That led my pliant heart astray,

I grant, there's not a poM er above
Could wipe the faithless crime away!

But, 'twas my doom to err with one
In every look so like to thee.

That, oh ! beneath the blessed sun,

So fair there arc but thou and she

!

Wliate'er may be her angel birth.

She was thy lovely, perfect twin.

And wore the only shape on earth

That could have charm'd my soul to sui ?

23
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Your cvcj! — the eves of lanf^id dovea

Were never half so like each other I

Tlie n-lances of the haby loves

Resemble less their ATarm-ey"d mother !

Her lip ! — oh, call mc not false hearted,

When such a lip I fondly pressd;

'T>va> Love gome meltinjr cherry parted,

Gave thee one half and her the rest

!

And M^lien. -Nvith all thy miirinurinjr tone.

They sued , Imlf-open . to be kies'd,

I could as soon re>i5t thine own,

And them, heaven knows! I ne'er resist.

Tlicn, scorn me not, though false I he,

'Twas I(l^e that wakd the dear excess;

My heart had been more true to thee,

Had mine eye priz"d thy beauty less

!

TO

WiTFX I lnv"d you, I cant but allow

I liad many an exquisite minute;

But the scorn that I feel for you now
Hath even more luxury in it I

Thus, whether w ere on or we're off,

Sfirae witchery seems to await you;
To love you is pleasant enough,

And, oil ! 'tis delicious to liatc you

!

FROM THE

GREEK OF 3IELEAGER '.

FiiL hin:h the cup with liquid flame,

And speak my Heltoboras Oiune!

Repeat its magic o'er and o'er,

And let the sound my lips adore.

Sweeten the breeze, and minglinp; s\»im

On every bowl's voluptuous brim

!

Give me the wreath that withers there,

It was but last delicious night.

It luuig upon her wavy hair,

And caught her eyes" reflected light

!

Oh ! ha>te, and twine it round my brow

;

It breathes of Heliodora now !

The loving rose])ud drops a tear.

To see the nymph no longer here,
No longer, m here she used to lie.

Close to ray heart's devoted sigh!

LINES,

WTHTTEN IX A STORM AT SEA.

That sky of clouds is not the sky
To light a lover to the pillow

Of iier he lo^es —
The swell of yonder foaming billow

fy/tj, xcci rrahv tiTit, Tia/.ir, ntt/.ir, W.ioSiaoa;

Ei.Tt, aw axntjTOj to y/.vxv fiiay orofia.

Kat /joi Tov (iot/J>t\Ta uvoot; xai /9ilov torrttf

Mva/uoavrov xtna;, aucpiri&tt ^iiparov'

Jaxovii (filtoa^oy ids (joJov, eiexa xenav
uiliod't xa xoLloig r/UtTeootg eaona.

Brunck. Analect. Tom. i. p 28.
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RcscniT)lc3 not the hajjpy sigh

Tliat rapture moves.

Yet do I feel more tranquil now
Amid the gloomy wilds of ocean,

In thi^ dark hour,

Than when, in transport's yonng emotion,
I'l e stolen, beneath the evening star,

To Julia's hower.

Oh ! there's a holy calm profound

In awe like this, that ne'er was given

To rapture's thrill; *

'Tis as a solemn voice from heaven,

Aiid the soul, listening to the sound,

Lies mute and still

!

'TIs trne, it talks of danger nigh,

Of slumbering with the dead to-morroAV

In the cold deep,

Where pleasure's throb or tears of sorrow

Ko more shall wake the heart or eye,

But all must sleep

!

Well! — there are some, thou stormy bed,

To whom thy sleep would be a treasure

;

Oh ! mo?t to him,
Whose !ip hiith drain'd life's cnp of pleasure,

Nor left one honey drop to shed

Round misery's brim.

Yes — he can smile serene at death

:

Kind heaven ! do thou but chase the M'eeping

Of friends who love him

;

Tell them that he lies calmly sleeping.

Where sorrow's sting or envy's brcatli

]No more shall move him.

ODES
TO

NEA;
VBITTEIS AT BEBMIDA.

^E\ TYP.WNEI.

El'RIPID. Malta, v. 9li7.

Nat, tempt mo not to love again,

There was a C'me when love Avas sweet;

Dear JNea ! had I known thee then,

Our souls had not been slow to meet

!

But, oh ! this weary heart hath run,
_

So many a time, the rounds of pain,

Not cv'n tor thee, thou lovely one I

Would I endure such pangs again.

If there be cl'mes, Avhcre never yet

The print of beauty's foot Mas set,
^

Where man may pass his loveless nights,

Unfever'd by her false delights —
Thither my wounded soul would fly,

Where rosy cheek or radiant eye ^ ^
^

Should bring no more their bliss, their pain,

Or fetter me to earth again!

Dear absent girl ! Mhosc eyes of light,

Though little priz'd Mhen all my own,

Now float before me, soft and bright

As when they first enamouring shone

!

How many lumrs of idle waste, ,

£0 *
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Witliin those •wltcliing arras embraced,

Unmindful of the fleeting day,

Have I dissolv'd life's dream away!
O bloom of time profusely shed

!

O moments! simply, vainly fled.

Yet sweetly too — for love perfmn'd

The flame which thus my life consumed;

And brilliant was tlie chain of flowers,

In Mhich he led my victim-hours !

Say, NBA dear! couldst thou, like her,

AViicn warm to feel and quick to err.

Of loving fond, of roving fonder,

Rly tlioughtless soul might wish to wander,

Conldst thou, like her, the wish reclaim,

Endearing still, reproaching never,

Till all my heart should burn with shame,

And be thy own more fix'd than ever?

Ro, no — on earth there's only one

Could bind such faithless folly fast

:

And sure on earth 'tis I alone

Could make such virtue false at last

!

Nea \ the heart •which she forsook,

For thee m ere but a worthless shrine —
Go, lovely girl, that angel look

3Iust thrill a sou! more pure than mine.

Oh ! thou shalt be all else to me,
That heart can feel or tongue can feign ;

^
ril praise, admire, and worship thee.

But miut not, dare not , love again.

TALE ITER OM\E C\VE.
Frojycrt. Lib. iv. Eleg. 9.

I PRAY you, let us roam no more
Along that wild and lonely shore,

Where late we thoughtless straj'd;

'Twas not for Us, whoui heaven intends

To be no more tliau s-iniple friends,

Such lonely wallis were made.

Tliiit little Bay , where winding in

From ocean's rude and angry din

(As lovers steal to bliss),

The billows kiss the shoi'ie, and then
Flow calmly to the deep again.

As though they did not kiss!

Remcm])er, o'er its circling flood

In what a dangerous dream we stood -^
The silent sta before us,

Aroiuul us , all the gloom of grove.

That e'er was spread for guilt or love,

INo eye but natui-e's o'er us!

I saw you blush, you felt me tremble.

In vain would formal art dissemble

All that we wish'd and tliought;

'Twas more than toni^uc could dare reveal,

'Twas more than virtue ought to feel.

But all that pilssion ought!

I stoop'd to cull, Mith faltering hand,
A slicll that, on the golden sand,

Before ns faintly glcam'd;
1 rais'd it to your lips of dcW)
You kiss'd the shell , I kiss'd it too —
Good hea^ en ! how sweet it secm'd

!

Oh! trust mc, 'twas a place, an hour,
The Morst that e'er temptation's power
Could tangle lue or you in!
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Sm cet Nea ! let us roam no more
Along that wild and lonely shore.
Such WiUkb Mill he oui- ruhi!

I

Yov read it In my languid eyes.
And tliere alone shonid love he read

;

\ou hear me say it all in sighs,

And thus alone should love he said.

Then dread no more ; I will not speak

;

Although my heart to anguish thrill,

rU spare the burning of your cheek,
And look it all in silence still!

lleai-d you the wish I dar'd to name,
To murmur on that luckless night,

When passion broke the bonds of shame.
And love grew madness in yoiu- sight?

Divinely through the graceful dance.
You secm'd to float in silent song,

Bending to earth that beamy glance,
As if to light your steps along!

Oh! how could others dare to touch
That hallow'd form with hand so free,

When hut to look was bliss too much.
Too rare for all but heaven and me!

With smiling eyes, that little thought
How fatal were the beams they threw.

My trembling hands you lightly caught,

And round me , like a spuit , flew.

Heedless of all, I wildly turn'd.

My soul forgot — nor , oh ! condemn.
That Mhen snch eyes before me burnd,
My soul forgot all eyes but them!

1 dar'd to speak in sobs of biisiJ,

llapture of every thought bereft me,

I would have clasp'd you — oh, even this! -

But, with a bound, you blushing left me.

Forget, forget that night's offence.

Forgive it, if, alas! you can;

'Twas love, 'twas passion — spul and sense -

'Twas all the best and worst of man!

That moment, did the mingled eyes

Of heaven and earth my madness view,

I should have seen , through earth uad skies,

But you alone , but only you !

Did not a froMn from you reprove,

Myriads of eyes to me were none;

1 t^hould have — oh , my only love

!

My life! what ebould I not have done?

PREAM OF ANTIQUITY.

I msT had turn'd the classic page.

And trac'd that happy period »)Ter,

Wlien love could warm the proudest sage,

And wisdom grace the tcnderest lover!

Before 1 laid mo down to sleep.

Upon the bank awhile 1 stood,

And saw the vestal planet weep
Her tears of light on Ariel's flood.
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My heart was full of fancy's dream,

And , as I m atch'd the playful stream,

Entanf^Iing" in its net of smiles.

So fair a group of elfin i.*les,

I felt as if the scenery there

Were lighted hy a Grecian sky —
As if I hreath'd the blissful air

That yet was warm with Sappho's sigh!

And now, the downy hand of rest

Her signet on my eyes imprest,

And still the bright and balmy spell,

Like star-dcM' , o'er my fancy fell

!

I thought that, all enrapt, I stray'd

Througli that serene, luxurious shade'.

Where Kpicurus taught the Loves
To polish virtue's native brightness.

Just as the beak of playful doves

Can give to pearls a smoother whiteness"!

'Twas one of those delicious nights

So common in the climes of Greece,

When day withdraws but half its lights,

And all is moonshine , balm , and peace

!

And thou wert Uiere , my own belov'd

!

And dearly by thy side I rov'd

Through many a temple's reverend gloom,
And many a bower's seductive bloom,
Where beauty blush'd and wisdom taught,

Where lovers sigh'd and sages thought,

Where hearts might feel or heads discern,

And all Avas form'd to soothe or move,
To make the dullest hna to learn.

To make the coldest learn to love!

And now the fairy patliM'ay scera'd

To lead us through enchanted ground,

Where all that bard has ever dreara'd

Of love or luxury bloom'd around

!

Oh ! 'twas a bright , bewildering scene —
Along the alley's deepening greeu
Soft lamps, that hung like burning flowers,

And scented and illmu'd the bowers,
Secm'd , as to him , who darkling roves

Amid the lone Hcrcynian groves,

Appear the countless birds of light.

That sparkle in the leaves at night.

And from their wings diffuse a ray
Along the traveller's weary way"*!
'Twas light of that mysterious kind,

Through which the soul is doom'd to roam,
When it has left this world behind.
And gone to seek its heavenly home

!

And , ]\£A , tliou did^*, look and move,
Like any bloominj; soul of bliss.

That wanders to its home above
Through mild and ehadowy light like this!

But now, niethought, we stole along
Through halls of more voluptuous glory

Than ever liv'd in Tcian song,

Or wojitoa'd in Milesian story f!
* Gaasendi thinks that the gardens, which Pausanias mentions, in his iiist Book, were thost

"j-
u'""""^"^

'
**" '^'"="^t says, in his Antiquities of Athens, "Aear this convent (the conveni

"
»k ^v^

Asomatos) is the place called at present Kepoi, or the Gardens; and Ampclos Kcpos
or the Viuejard Garden; these were probably the gardens which Pausanias \isited." Chap, ii

'• This method of polishinff pearls, by leaving (hem awhile to bo played with by doves, it

mentioned by the fanciful Cardanus, de Rerum Varietat. Lib. ^ii. cap. 34.
In llercynioGcrniauiac saltu inusiiata genera alituin accepimus, quarura pluraac, iffniun

modo, collnceaiit noctibns. Plin. Lib. X. cap. 47
r 71 i ,6

t iho Milcsiacs, or Milesian fables, had their origin in Miletus, a luxurious town of Ionia
ArisiiUes was the most celebrated author of these liceuliuus iiclious. Sco tlutarvk (iu Crasoo
who call thcni axuiu^a (iipha.
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And nymi)hs were tliere, whose very eyes
Seeiii'd almost to exhale in sif^hs;

Whose every little ringlet thrili'd,

As if with soul and passion fill'd!

Some flew, with amber cnps, around,
Shedding- the flowery Avines of Crete',

And , as they pass'd Avith youthful hound.
The onyx slione beneath their feet"!

While others, Avaving- arms of snow
Entwin'd by snakes of bnrnisli'd gold***,

And showing- limbs, as loath to show,
Tlirough many a tliin Tarentian fold*"*,

Glided along the festal ring
With Aases, all respiring spring,

Wliere roses lay, in languor breathing,
And the young beegrapef, round tliem Avreathing,

Hung on their blushes warm and meek,
Like curls upon a rosy cheek!

Oh, Nea! why did morning break
The spell that so divinely bound rac?

Why did I wake? how coii'hl I wake
Witli thee my own and heaven around me!

Weli, — peace to thy lieart, though another's it be,

And health to thy check, though it bloom not for me !

To-morrow I sail for those cinnamon groves,
Where nightly the ghost of the Carribee roves,

And, far from thine eye, oh! perliaps I may yet
Its seduction forgive and its splendour forget!

FarcAvell to Bermuda |f, and long may tlie bloom
Of the lemon and myrtle its vallers perfume

j

3lay spring to eternity hallow the shade.
Where Ariel has Marbled and Waller •[{-}• has stray'd!

And thou — Avhen , at daM n , thou shalt happen to roara

Through the Itme-cover'd alley that leads to thy home,
Where oft, when the dance and the revel Mere done,

And the stars Avere beginning to fade in the sun,

I have led thee along, and Jiavc told by the Avay

What my heart all the niglit had been burning to say —
Oh! think of the past — give a sigh to those tuueij,

And a blessing for me to that alley of limcbl

^ If I were yonder wave, my dear,
IB And tliou the isle it clasps around,

* " Some of the Cretan wines, which Athcnaeus calls otvog av9oafiia; , from their fra-

;raiicy resembling that of the liiiest flowers. " Barry on Wines, chap. vii.
'* It appears that, in very splendid mansions, the floor or ;)a\ ement yyas frequently of onyx,

rhus Martial: " Calcatusque tuo sub pede lucet onjx."' Epig. 50. Lib. xii.

'** Bracelets of this shape were a favourite ornament among the Moraen of antiquity. Ol
^Ttr/.ccQTttui ocfsti y.at at /ovaai rttdai (daidug y.at ui{ji^uyoocx!; y.at Jlaidog (panuuxa. Philo-

(trat. Epist. xl.. Lucian too tells us of the pnct/toiai douyoiiig. See his Aniores , where
le describes the dressing-room of a Grecian lady, and we lind tlie "silver vase," the rouge,
he tooth-powder, and all the "mystic order" of a modern toilet.

'*'* TaQa^zln^^uy, diacpavc; etdvfia^ o)vof.iuautrov or.TO r/;; TaQuvzinav /oi;c;«toj y.at tov-

jJijj. Pollux.
•j- Apiana, mentioned byPlinj-, Lib. xiv. and "now called thcMuscatcll (a muscarum tclis)"

says Pancirollus, Book i. Sect. 1. Chap. 17.

ft The inhabitants pronounce the name as if it were written Bermooda. See the coniraenta-
lors on the words "slill-\e\"d Bermootlics," in the Tempest. — 1 wonder it did not occur t<f

*ome of those all reading gentlemen that, possiI)ly, the discoverer of this "island of hogs and
devils" might ha\(; been no Irss a personage than the great John Bermudez , who, about the
•lame period (the beginning of the sixteenth century) Mas sent Patriarch of the Latin Church to

Kthiopia, and has left us most wonderful stories ofthe Amazons and the GriOios which he ei\-

rouutered. Travels ofthe Jesuits, Vol. 1. 1 am afraid, however, it Avould take the Patriarch
rather too much out (if his way.

f-H- Johnson does not think tha' Waller vas ever at Bermuda; but the "Acouiit of the Eu-
ropean Settlements in America" aflirms it coiiliduntly. (Vol. II.) I meotidu this work lion ever
less for its authority than for the jiieasurc 1 feel in quoting au uuackuowledged pruductiuu of
the great Edmund Burke.
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I wonld not let a foot come near

3Iy land of bliss , my fairy ground!

If I were yonder couch of gold,

And thou the pearl within it plac'd,

I would not let an eye behold
The sacred gem my arms emhrac'd!

If I were yonder orange-tree,
And thou the l)los.-om blooming there,

I would not yield a breath of thee.

To fcceut the mo»t imploring air '.

Oh ! bend not o'er the waters brink.

Give not tlie wave that rosv sigh,

Nor let its burning mirror drink

The soft reflection of tliine eye.

That glossy liair, that gloM'ing cheek.

Upon the billows pour their beam
So warmly that my soul could seek

Its INea in the painted stream.

The painted stream my chilly grave
And nuptial bed at once may be,

I'll Aved thee in that mimic ^va^e,

And die upon tlic shade of thee

!

Behold the leafy mangrove, bending

O'er the waters blue and bright,

Like Xea's silky la^hes, lending

Shadow to Uer eyes of light

!

Oh , ray belov'd I where'er 1 turn.

Some trace of thee enchants mine eyes,

In every star thy glances burn,

Thy'bluih on* every fluw'rct lies.

But then thy breatli ! — not all the fire,

Tliat lights the lone Scmenda's* death

In eiistcru climes, could ccr respire

An odour liiic thy dulcet breath

!

I pray thee, on those lips of thine

To wear this rosy leaf for me,
^

And breathe of something not divi:ie,

Since nothing human breathes of thee

!

All other charms of thine I meet
In nature, but thy sigh alone;

Then take, oh ! take, though not so sweet,

The breath of roses for thine own!

So , while I walk the flowery grove,
_

The bud that gives, through morning dew,

The lustre of the lips I love,

3Iay geem to give theij: perfume too!

ON

SEEING AN INFANT IN NEA'S ARMS.

Tub first ambrosial child of bliss,

That Psyche to her bosom prcss'd.

Was not a brighter babe than tliis^

Nor blujh'd upon a lovelier breast!

His little snow-Mhite fingers, straying

Along her lip's luxuriant flower,

Louk'il like a flight of ringdoves playing,

Silvery through a roseate bower!
And when , to shade the playful boy.

Her dark hair fell , in mazes bright,

• Refcnint tamen quiilam ill iuteriore India avem esse, nomine Scnicndain , etc. Cardan
10 de Subtilitat, Caesar Scaligcr seeuis to iliink Semenda but anuthcr uame tor the I'hoenii
Exerctlat. 233.
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Oh ! 'twas a type of stolen joy,

'Twas love beneath the veil of night!

Soft as she siiiil'd, he sniil'd again;

They secnvM so kindred in theii' charms,

That one might think , the hahc had thca

Jiut budded ia her blooming aims

!

SNOW SPIRIT.
TV VOTES ISSOLITAS, CYNTHU, FERRE NIVES?

I'ropart. Lib. 1. Elcg. 8.

No , ne'er did the wave in Its element steep

An island of lovelier cliarms

;

It blooms in the giant embrace of tlie deep,

Like Hebe in Hercules' arms

!

The tint of your bowers is balm to the eye,

Their melody balm to the ear

;

But the fiery planet of day is too nigh,

And the Snow Spmt never comes hero

!

The down from his wing is as Avhite as the pearl

Tiiy lips for their cabinet stole,

And it falls on tlie green earth as melting, my girl,

As a murmur of tliine on the soul

!

Oh ! lly to tlic clime , where he pillows the death,

As he ci'adlcs the birth of the year

;

Briglit are your bowers and balmy their breath.

But the Snow Spirit cannot come here!

How sweet to behold him , when borne on tJie gale,

And brightening the bosom of morn,
He llings , like the priest of Diana , a veil

O'er the brow of each virginal thorn

!

Yet think not the veil he so chillingly casts

Is the veil of a vestal severe;

No, no, thou wilt see, what a moment it lust^,

Siiould the Snow Spirit ever come here! •

But fly to his region — lay open thy zone,

And he'll weep all liis brilliancy dim.

To think that a bosom, as white as his own,
Should not molt in the dayboam like him

!

Oh! lovely the print of those delicate feet

O'er his luminous path m ill appear —
Fly ! my beloved I this island is sweet,

But the Snow Spirit comiot come here

!

EvTttv9a Sa xa&wnui^ai tjuiv. xat o, t« /utv ovoiia ni y)jata,

FItUustrat. Icou. IT. Lib. 2.

I 6T0I.E along tlie flowery banic.

While many a bending seagrfipe ' drank
The sprinkle of tlie feathery oar

That wing'd me romid this fairy shore

!

'Twas noon; and every orange bud
Hung languid o'er the crystal flood,

Faint as the lids of maiden eyes

Beneath a lover's burning sighs !

Oh, for a naiad's spaiTy bower.
To shade rao in that glowing hour!

A little dove , of milky hue,
Before me from a plantain flew.

And, light along the water's brim,

I steer'd ray gentle bark by him

;

For fancy tcdd me, love had sent

This snowy bird of blandishmejut,

The seandc or mangrove gvapn. a native of the West Iiulios.
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To lead me , where my soul sliould meet
I knew not what , hut something sweet

!

Blest be tlie little pilot dove

!

He liad indeed hecn sent by Iotc,

To guide me to a scene so dear
As fate allows but seldom here;
One of those rare and brilliant hours,
Which, like the aloe's' lingering flowers,
May blossom to the eye of man
But once in all his weary tpan!

Just where the margin's opening shade
A Aista from the waters made,
My bird repos'd his silver plume
Upon a rich banana's bloom.
Oh vision briglit! oh spirit fair!

Wliat spell, Mhat magic rais'd her there?
'Twas INea! slumbering calm and mild,
And bloomy as the dimpled child,

,
Whose spirit in elysium keeps
Its playful sabbath , while he sleeps

!

The broad banana's green embrace
Hung shadoMy round each tranquil grace

;

One little beam alone could win
The leaves to let it wander in,

And, stealing over all her charms.
From lip to clieck, from neck to arras,

It glanc'd around a fiery kiss.

All trembling , as it went , Mith bliss

!

Her eyelid's black and silken fringe

Lay on her cheek , of vermil tinge,

Like the first ebon cloud , that closes

Dark on evening's heaven of roses

!

Her glances, though in slumber hid,

Seem'd gloM ing through their ivory lid,

And o'er her lip's reflecting dew
A soft and liquid lustre threw,

Such as, declining dim and faint.

The lamp of some beloved saint

Doth shed upon a llowery wreath,

Which pious hands have hung beneath!

Was ever m itchery half so sweet

!

Think , think liow all my pulses beat.

As o'er the rustling bank I stole —
Oh! you, that know the lover's soul.

It is for you to dream the bliss.

The tremblings of an hour like this

!

OU THE

LOSS OF A LETTER
INTENDED FOB NEA.

Oh ! it Was fiU'd with words of flame,

With all the wishes wild and dear.

Which love may write, but dares not name.
Which woman reads, but must not hear!

Of many a nightly dream it told,

When all that chills the heart by day,

The worldly doubt, the caution cold,

Ifi fancy's fire dlssoh e aM ay !

When soul and soul divinely meet.

Free from the senses' guilty shame,

* The Apavc. I know that this 19 an erroneous idea, bat it is quite true enough for poetry.

Plato, 1 thiui, allows a poet to be "three removes from truth;" tQizaroi a/to rifi ai>iOeiai.
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And mingle in a sigh so sweet,
As virtue's self would blush to blame!

How could he lose such tender Avords ?

Words ! that of themselves, should spring »

To INea's car, like panting birds.

With heart and soul upou their wing

!

Oh ! fancy what they dar'd to speak;
Think all a virgin's shame can dread,

IVor pause, until thy conscious check
Shall burn with thinking all they said ?

And I shall feign, shall fancy too.

Some dear reply thou mightst have giv'n;
Shall make that lip distil its dew

In promise bland and hopes of heaven!

Shall think it tells of future days,
When the averted cheek will turn.

When eye tvith eye shall mingle rays,

And lip to lip shall closely burn ! —
All ! if this flattery is not thine.

If colder hope thy answer brings,
I'll wish tliy words Avcre lost like mine.

Since I can dream such dearer things!

I FOUTVD her not — the chamber seem'd
Like some divinely haunted place.

Where fairy forms had lately beam'd.
And left behind their odorous trace !

It felt, as if her lips had shed
A sigh around her, ere she fled,

Which hung, as on a melting lute.

When all the silver chords are mute,
Tliere lingers still a trembling breath
After the note's luxurious death,

A shade of song, a spirit air

Of melodies Avhich had been there !

1 saw the web, which, all the day
Had floated o'er her cheek of rose ;

I saw the couch, where late she lay
In languor of divme repose!

And I could trace the hallow'd print

Her liu>l)s had left, as pure and Mann,
As if 'twere done in rapture's mint,

And love himself had stamp'd the form!

Oh Nea ! Nea ! Avhere wert thou ?

In pity fly not thus from me ;

Thou art my life, my essence now.
And say soul dies of wanting thee!

A KISS A L'AXTIQUE.

Behold, my love , the curious gem
Within this simple ring of gold;

'Tis hallow'd by the touch of them
Who liv'd in classic hours of old.

Some fair Athenian girl, perhaps,

Upon her hand this gem display'd,

Nor thought that time's eternal lapse

Should see it grace a lovelier maid

!

Loolc, darling, what a sweet design!

The more Ave gaze, it charms the more

:

Come, — closer bring that check to mine,

And trace with mc its beauties o'er.
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Hiou eccst, it id a simple youth
By goiiio eiiaiiiour'd nymph cmbrac'd —

Look, iNea love! and say in sooth
U not ber hand most dearly pUic'd?

Upon his curled head behind
It seems in careless play to lie*,

Yet presses gently, half inclia'd

To bring- his Up of nectar nigh!

Oh happy maid ! too liappy boy

!

The one so fond and faintly loath.

The other yielding slow to joy —
Oh, rare indeed, hut blissful Loth!

Lnagine, love, that I am he,
And just as Avarm as he is chilling;

Ijnagine too that thou art she,

But quite as cold as she is Milling:

So may mc try the graceful May
In Mhich their gentle arms are twin'd,

And thus, like her, my hand 1 lay

Upon thy Mrealhed hair behiiul:

And thus I feel thee hi'eathiiig SAveet,

As slow to mine thy head I move;
And thus oiu* lips together meet,

And — thui I kiis thee — oh, my love!

Xi^avoTU) siy.aatv , ort aioP.hJutvov tvipt^uivsi.

AKISTOT. Rlialur. Lib. iii. Caji. 4,

There's not a look, a word of thine,

My sold hath e'er foi'g(»t;

Thou ne'er hast bid a ringlet ^hine,

Nor giv'n thy locks one graceful twine
Which I remember not

!

There never yet a murmur fell

From that beguiling tongue,

Wliicli did not, with a lingering spell,

Upon my charmed senses dMcll,

Like something heavcji had sung!

Ah! that I conld, at once, forget

All, all that haunts me so —
And yet, thou witching girl!—and yet

To die Avere sMccter, than to let

The lov'd remembrance go!

No, if this slighted hcai't must see

Its faithful pulse decay.

Oh ! let it die, remembering thee,

And, like the burnt aroma, bu

CoiisuurU in iiweets awi^y!

EPISTLE V.

TO

JOSEPH ATKINSON, ESQ.

FBO» BEEMUDA".

"The daylight is gone — but, before wc depart,

"One cup shall go round to the friend of my heart,

March.

Somewhat like the sjmplcgma (if Cupid and Psyche at Florence, in which_ the jiositioii of

I'sychcii haiid is liuely expressive of affection. Sec the Museum Floi-ctitinuni, Tom. ii. 'J'ab. 4U,

44. 1 Icnow of very few subjects in which poetry could bo more iuleiestingly employed, than in

illuHtralinf; "^onit: of the a>>C'ieiit filalucs and gems.
*• I'inkerloii has said that "a frond historv and description of the Bermudas might afford a

pleasing atlditiun to the gtogiaphical library •," but there certainly are not materials for such
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"To tlie kindest, the dearest — oh ! jndj^e by tlie tear,

"That I shed while I narao him, how kind and how dear!"

'Twas thus by the shade of a calabash-tree,

With a few, w5io rould feel and remember like me,
The charm that, to sweeten my g-oblet, I threw,
Was a tear to the past and a b!e<sing on yon!

Oil ! say, do yon thus, in the luminous hour
Of wine and of wit, when the Iieart is in flower

And shoots from the lip, under Bacchus's dew.
In blossoms of thought ever springing and new

!

Do you sometimes remember, and hallow the brim
Of your cnp with a sigh, as you crown it to him
Who is lonely and sad in thc-:e valleys so fair.

And would pine in elysium, if friends were not there!

Last night, when we came from the calabash-tree,

When my limbs were at rest and my spirit Avas free,

The glow of the grape and the dreams of the day
Put tlie magical springs of my fancy in play.

And oh ! — such a vi»ion as haunted me then

I could slumlfcr for ages to witness again!
The many 1 like, and the few I adore,

The friends wlio were dear and beloved before,

But never till now so beloved and dear.

At the call of my fancy surrounded me here

!

Soon, soon did the flattering spell of their smile

To a paradise brighten the blest little isle;

Serener the wave, as they look'd on it, flow'd,

And warmer the rose, as they gather'd it, gtow'd!

Not the Aalleys ilcraean (tiiough water'd by rills

Of the pearliest ilow, fnun those pastoral hills*.

Where the song of tlie sheplierd, primeval and wild,

Was taught to the nymphs by their mystical child).

Could display such a bloom of delight, as was giAcn

By the magic of love to this miniature heaven!

Oh magic of love ! unemhellisli'd by you,
Has the garden a blush or the Iierbngc a hue?
Or blooms there a prospect in nature or art,

Like the vista that shines tlu'ough the eye to the heart?

Alas! that a vision so happy should fade!

That, when mornuig aroimd me in brilliancy play'd,

a work. The island, since the time nf i(9 discovery, has experienced so very few vicissitudes,

the people have been so indolent, and their trade so limited, that there is bet little which t!ie

historian could amplify into imi^ortauce; and, with respect to the natural productions of Iho
country, the few whicli tlic inhabitants can be induced to culti\ate are so common in (he West
Indies, that they have been described by every naturalist who has written any account of those
Islands.

It is often asserted by the transatlantic politicians that this little colony deserves moro at-
tention from the mother-country than it receives, and it certainly possesses advantajres of sili.a-

lion, to which we sliould not be long insensible, if it «ere once in the hands of an enemy. I

was told by a celebriited friend of VVashington, at iVew York, that they had formed a plan for
its capture towards the conclusion of the American War; '-witli tlie intention (as he exprcss-eil

himself) of making it a nest of hornets for the annoyance of Uritish trade in that part of the
world." And there is no doubt it lies so fairly in the track to the West Indies, that an enemy
might with ease convert it into a very harassing impedimeat.

The plan of Bisliop Bcrkely for. a college at Bermuda, where American savages might be
jonverted and educated, though concurred in by the government of the day, was a wild and
iseless speculation. Mr. Hamilton, who was governor of the island some years since, proposed,
f I mistake not, the establishineut of a marine academy for the instruction of those cliildren of
West Indians, who might be intended for any nautical employment. This was a more rational
dea, and for something of this nature the island is admirably calculated. But the plan should
le much more extensive, and embrace a general system of education , uhich \\ould entirely re-
nove the alternativej in vhich the colonists are in\olved at present, of either sending their
ons to England for instruction, or entrusting them to colleges in the States of America, «hero
deas^ by no means favourable to Great Britain, are very sedulously inculcated.

_'lhe women of Bermuda, though not generally handsome, have an alfcrtionate languor iti

heir look and nianner, which is always interesting. W !iat the French imply by their ej>ithet
'.iinante seems very much the character of the young Bermudian girls— that predis[)osinoii to
living, which, without being awakened by any particular object, dill'iises ilHcIf through tiie gc-
cral manner in a lone of tenderness that never fails to fascinate. The men of the island, I

onfess, are not very civilized; and the old philosopher, who imagined that, after iJiis lite, men
ould be changed into mules, and women into turtle doves, would lind the metamorphosis iu
inie degree anticipated at Bermuda.

* Mountains of Sicily, upon which Daphnis. the first inventor of bucolic poetry, was nur.'-eil

,V the nymphs. See the lively descriptiuji oi' these mountains in Uiodurus Siculus, Lib. iv.

iQata j-cro oo»; xaia ttiv SixtXittv t?(i', « (jiaai xakHiiy y.. r. ?.,



ggg EPISTLES, ODES ETC.

The rose and the stream I had thought of at night

Slinuld ^^till 1)0 before me, unfadingly bright;

While the friends, who had scem'd to hang over the stream,

And to gather the roses, had fled with my dream

!

But see, through the harbour, in floating array,

Tlie bark that must carry tliese pages away*,

Impatiently flutters her wing to the wind.

And will soon leare the bowers of Ariel behind!

What billows, what gales is slie fated to prove.

Ere she sleep in the lee of the land that I love!

Yet pleasant the sMell of those billows would be,

And the sound of those gales would lie music to me

!

Not the tranquillest air that the winds ever blew,

Not the silvery lapse of the summer-eve dew
Were as sweet as the breeze, or as bright as the foam
Of the wave, that would carry your wanderer home!

LOVE AND REASON.
•'Quand rhonune conuncnce a raisonner, il eessc ilc senlir."'

J. J, ROl'SSEAL'
'TwA9 in the summer time, so sweet,

When hearts and flowers are both in season.

That — Avho, of all the world, should meet,

One early dawn, but Love and Reason!

Love told his dream of yesternight.

While Reason talk'd about the weather;

Tlie morn, in sooth, was fair and bright,

And on they took their way together.

The boy in many a gambol flew.

While Reason, like a Jimo, stalked.

And from her portly figure threw

A lengthcn'd shadow, as she Malk'd,

No wonder Love, as on they pass'd.

Should find that sunny morning cliill.

For still the shadow Reason cast

Fell on the boy, and cool'd him still.

In vain he tried his wings to warm,
Or find a pathway not so dim.

For still the maid's gigantic form
Would pass between the sun and him!

"Tliis must not be,*' said little Love —
"The sun Avas made for more than you."

So, turning through a myrtle grove,

He bid the portly nymph adieu!

Now gaily roves the laughing boy
O'er many a mead, by many a stream

;

In every breeze inhaling joy.

And drinking bliss in every beam.

From all the gardens, all the bowers,

He cuUd the many sweets they sliaded.

And ate the fruits and smell'd the flowers.

Till taste was gone and odour faded!

But now the sun, in pomp of noon,

Look'd blazing o'er the parched plains;

Alas! the boy grew languid soon,

And fever thrilid through all his veins!

The dew forsook his baliy brow.
No more with vivid bloom he smil'd —

Oh ! where was tranquil Reason now.
To cast her shadow o'er the child?

Beneath a green and aged palm.
His foot at length for shelter turnuig,

• A ship, read)" to gail for England.
** QiKired pomewliere in St. I'ierre's E(ndc9 dc la IVatnre.
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He saw the nj-mph reclining' calm,
With brow as cool as his was burning!

"Oh! taie me to that bosom cold,"

In murmurs at her feet he said

;

And Reason opM her ja^arment's fold.

And flung it round his fever'd head.

He felt her bosom's icy touch.

And soon it luU'd his pulse to rest;

For, ah ! the chill was quite too much,
And Love expir'd on Reason's breast

!

Nay, do not weep, my Fa\ny dear!

Wliile in these arms you lie,

The world hath not a wish, a fear.

That ought to claim one precious tear

From that beloved eye!

The world! — ah, Fantvy! love must shun
The path where many rove;

One bosom to recline upon,

One heart, to be his only-one.

Are quite enough for love!

What can we wish, that is not here
Between your arms and mine?

Is there, on earth, a space so dear,

As that within the blessed sphere

Two loving arms entwine!

For me, there's not a lock of jet

Along your temples curl'd.

Within Avhose ghjssy, tangling net.

My s^oul dotli not, at once, forget

All, all the Avorthlcss world!

'Tis in your eyes, my sweetest love

!

My only worlds I see;

Let but their orbs in sunshine move,
And earth below and skies above
May frown or smile for me!

ASTASIA.

'TwAS in the fair Aspasia's bower.
That Love and Learning, many an hour.
In dalliance met, and Learning siuil'd

With rapture on the playful cbiid,

Wlio M'anton stole, to find liis nest

Witliin a fold of Learning's vest!

There, as the listening statesman hung
In transport on Aspasia's tongue.
The destinies of 7\tliens took

Their colour from Aspasia's look.

Oh happy time! Mhen laws of state,

W^hen all that rul'd tlie country's fate,

Its glory, quiet, or alarms,

Was plann'd between two snowy arms!

Sweet times! yon could not ahvays last—
And yet, oh! yet, you are not past;

Though Mc have lost the sacred mouldy
In Mhich their men were cast of old,

Woman, dear woman, still tlie same,
WJiile lips are balm and looks arc flame.
While man possesses lieart or eyes.

Woman's bright empire never dies!

Fatv-xy, my love, they ne'er shall say.

That beauty's rharni liath pass'd away

;
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Ifo — give the xmiversc a soul

Attiintl to woman's soft control.

And F.A^^T Iiatli the charm, the skill,

To vrifld a universe at \riin

THB

GRECIAN GIRL'S DREAM
OF Tiffi BLESSED ISLANDS*.

Co ttv Hobrr.

, ^/t re y.al.oi

nvOayonti:, oaaoi re yonuv t;i]riit.av tnt-jTog.

A.TJ/./.UT TTCQt IJliarivti. Oraciil, Metric,

a Joan. Vpgop. collecla.

HVas it the moon, or was it mominn^'s ray,

That call'd thee, dearest , from these arms away ?

1 rm<iei'd still, in all the murmuring rest,

The languor of a soul too riclily hlest

!

I'pon ray hreath thy sigh yet faintly hung;
Thy name yet died in Mhispers o'er my tongue;

I heard thy lyre , Mhicli thou had»t left behind,

111 amorous converse with the breathing wind

;

<^ui(k to my heart I press'd the shell divine.

And. with a lip yet glowing warm from thine,

I kis^"d its every chord, while every kiss

Slied o'er the chord some dewy print of bliss.

Then soft to thee I touch'd the fervid lyre.

Which told such melodies, such notes of fu'c,

As none but chords, that drank the biu-ning dews
Of kisses dear as ours, could e'er diffuse!

Oh love! how blissful is the bland repose.

That soothing follows upon rapture's close,

Like a soft twilight, o'er the mind to shed

IVlild melting traces of the transport fled!

AVhile thus I lay, in this voluptuous calm,

A drowsy languor steep'd my eyes in balm,

I pon my lap the lyre in ituirmiu's fell,

AVhile, faintly Avandering o'er its silver shell,

My fingers soon their own sweet requiem play'd,

And slept in music vhi»h tlicmsehes had made!

^Hicn, then, my Tiieox, Mhat a hea^cnly dream!

1 saw two spirits, on the huiar beam,

Two winged boys, descending from above.

And gliiiing to my hover wiih looks of love.

Like the joung genii, Avho repose their wings

All day in Aniiitha's luxurious springs",

And rise at midnight, from the tepid rill,

To cool their plumes upon some moonlight hill

!

Soft o'er my broAV , wliich kindled m ith their sighs,

AMhiie they play'd; then gliding through my eyes

(Where the bright babies, for a moment, hung,

Like those thy lip hath kiss'd , thy lyre hath sung),

To that dim mansion of my breast they stole,

AVhere, wreath'd in blisses lay my captive soul.

Swift at their touch dissolv'd the ties, that clung

So sweetly round her, and aloft she sprung!

Exulting guides, the little genii flew

• It was ima-'inid bv some of the .-incieiUs tliat there is an ctherial ocean ahove us, ond

Ihat the sun and moon arc I'u o iloating, luminous islands, in which the spirits ot the blest reside.

Accordingly we find that the word flitturu; was sometimes gyuonjmous with or);o, and death

was not uufrequently called S>i<taroio noro:, or "the passage of the ocean."

•• Euuaniu- in his life of lamblirhus, tells us of two beanliful little spirils or loves, which

lamblirlms raised bv enchantment from the warm spriajrs at Gadara ;
"di_cens astantibus (sajs

thlTamhor of tlie D^i Fatidici, p. li;0) illos esse loci Genios:" which words hovever arc not n.

^""l ''I'ind from Cellarius, that Amathn, in the neijrhbourhond «f
<^-yl"='^"«^,«'7.;,?I^^Is"*.n'!o[e9

Us warm '^prinir-. and 1 have preferred it as a more poelical name than Gadara I tllarius quotes

Hierofl- m.Ks -Kst ct alia villa in virinia Gadarae nomine Amatha, ubi calidae aquae erum-

puut." Gcograph. Antiq. Lib. iii. cap. 13.
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Tlirongh paths of light, refresh'd M'ith starry dew.
And faim'd by airs of that aml)ro*ial breath.
On Avhich the free soul banquets after death!

Thou know'gt, my love, beyond our clouded skies.

As bards ha\e dream'd , the spirits' kingdom lies.

Through that fair clime a sea of ether rolls ',

Gemm'd with bright islands, Mhcrc tlie hallow'd souls.

Whom life hath wearied in its race of hours,
Repose for ever in unfading bowers

!

That very orb, whose solitary light

So often guides thee to my arms at night,
Is no chill planet , but an isle of Ioa c.

Floating in splendour through those seas above!
Thither, I thought, we wing'd our airy way,
Mild o'er its valleys stream'd a silvery day,
While, all around, on lily beds of rest,

Reclin'd the spirits of the immortal Blest'*!

Oh! there I met those few congenial maids.
Whom love hath warm'd, in philosophic shades;

There still Leontium**', on her sage's breast,

Found lore and love was tntor"d and caress'd;

And there the twine of Pythia'sf gentle arras

Repaid the zeal which deified her charms

!

The Attic Master
-j-J-, in Aspasia's eyes.

Forgot the toil of less endearing ties;

While fair Theanofff, innocently fair

Play'd with the ringlets of her Samian's liairffff

,

Wlio , fix'd by love , at length w as all her own.
And pass'd his spirit through her lips alone

!

Oh Samian sage! whate'er thy glowing thought
Of mystic jN umbers hath divinely wrought;
The One that's form'd of Tmo who dearly love,

Is the best number heaven can boast above!

• This belief of an ocean in the heavens, or "wafers above the firmament," was one of
the many physical errors in which the early fathers* be^vildered themselves. Le P. Baltus, in

his " Defense des saints Peres accuses de Platonisme, " taking it for granted that the ancients
were more correct in their notions (which by no means appears from what I ha^e already_ quot-
ed), adduces the obstinacy of the fathers, in this whimsical opinion, as a proof of their re-

pugiiaiire to even truth from the hands of the philoso\ihers. This is a strange way of defending
the fathers, and attributes much more than they deserve to the philosophers. For an abstract
of this work of Baltus (the opposer of Fontenelle, Van Dale , etc. in the famous oracle con-
troversy), see " Bibliotheque des Auteurs Ecclesiast. du 18. siecle," I Part. Tom. ii.

*• There were various opinions among the ancients with respect to their lunar establish-

ment ; some made it an elysium, and others a purgatory; while some supposed it to be a kind
of entrepot between heaven and earth, where souls which had left their bodies, and those that

were on their way to join them, were deposited in the valleys of Hecate , and remained till

further orders. Toi; Tic^i aihjvijv atoi P.fyffv avra; -/carotxeiv, y.ai aTi avTiji y.uito ^tuoeiv

ng r>,v Titotyitov yeieatv. Stob. Lib. 1. Eclog. Physic.
*" The pupil and mistresis of Epicurus , who called her his "dear little Leontium"

[JeotTaotov), as appears by a fragment of one of his letters in Laertius. This Leontium was
a woman of talent; "she had the impudence (says Cicero) to write against Theophrastns ;" and,

at the same time, Cicero gives her a name which ia neither polite nor translatable. "Meretri-
cula etiam Leontium contra Theophrastura scribere ansa est." De Xatur. Deor. She left a
daughter called Danae, who was just as rigid an Epicurean as her mother; something like

Wieland's Danae in Agathon.
It would sound much better, I think, if the name were Leontia, as it occurs the first time

in Laertius ; but M. Menage will not hear of this reading.

t Pythias «as a woman whom Aristotle loved, and to whom after her death he paid divine

honours, solemnizing her memory by the same sai-rifiocs which the Athenians offered to the
Goddess Ceres. For this impious gallantry the philosopher was, of cour.se, censured ; it would
be well however if some of our modern Stagirites had a little of this superstition about the me-
mory of their mistresses.

+f Socrates, who used to console himself in the society of .\spa9ia for those " less endear-

but he ought not to have forgotten their wives and mistresses; " curac nou ipsa, in morte re-

linquimt."

tfi There arc some sensible letters extant tmdrr the name of this fair Pythagorean. They are
addressed to her female friends upon the educalion of children, the treatment ot servants, etc.

One, in particular, to iVirostrata, whose husband had gi\cn her reasons for jealousy,^ contain.^

such truly considerate and rational advice, that it ought to be translated for the edilicatiou ot

all married ladies. See Gale's OpuscnI. Myth. I'hvs. p. 74L ..in
H+ii'ythagoraswasrcmarkaWe for line hair, and l)nctor Thiers (in his Histoirc des Perru-

ques) seems to take for granted it was all his own; as he has not mentioned him among those

ancients who where obliged to have recourse to the "coma appositilia." L'llist. ues Pcrruques,
Chap. L

24
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Bat think, my Theon, how this eonl was thrill'd,

When near a fount, which o"cr the vale distill'd,

My fancy's eye beheld a form recline.

Of lunar race, but so res^cmhling thine.

That , oh ! — 'twas hut fidelity in me.
To fly, to clasp, and worship it for thee!

No aid of words the unbodied soul requires,

To waft a wi»h or eml)assy desires;

But, by a throb to spirits only given,

By a mute ijupulsc, only felt in heaven.

Swifter than meteor shaft through summer sMcs,

From soul to soul the glancM idea flies

!

We met — like thee the youthful vision emird ^
But not like thee, when pa^r^ innately wild,

Thou MakVt the slumbering blu>lics of ray check.

By looking things thyself would blush to speak I

No; 'twas the tender, intellectual smile,

Flush'd with the past and yet serene the while,

Of that delicious hour when
,
gloM ing yet.

Thou yield'st to nature Avith a fond regret.

And thy soul, waking from its wilder'd dream,

Lights in thine eye a mellower , chaster beam

!

Oh my beloved ! how divinely sweet
• Is the pure joy , when kindred >pirits meet !

Th' Elcm god ', whose faithful m aters flow,

With love their only light , through raves beloM

,

Wafting in triumph all the fioMcry braids.

And festal rings , with which Oiynipic maids
Have dec .'d their billow, as an olTering meet
To pour at Arethusa's crystal feet!

Think, when he mingles with his fountain bride,

What perfect rapture thrills the blended tide I

Each melts in each, till one pervading kisa

Confound their currents in a sea of bliss

!

'Twas thus ^
But , Theon , 'tis a weary theme.

And thou delight'st not in my lingering dream.
Oh! that our lips were, at this moment, near,

And I would kiss thee into patience, dear!

And make thee smile at all the magic tales

Of starlight bowers and planetary vales.

Which my fond soul, inspird by thee and love.

In slumber's loom hath exquL-itely wove.
But no ; no more — soon as to-morrow's ray
O'er soft Ilissus shall dissolve away,
rU fly , my Theon , to thy burning breast.

And there in murmurs tell thee all the rest:

Then if too weak , too cold the vision seems,

Thy Up shall teach me something more than dreams!

THE SENSES,
a Ditam.

Imbower'd in the vernal shades.
And circled all by rosy fences,

I saw the five luxurious maids,
Wliom mortals love, and call Thb Sexses.

Many and blissful M'ere the ways.
In which they seem'd to pass their hours —

One wander'd through the garden's maze,
Inhaling all the soul of flowers;

• The rircr Alphens , which flowed by Pisa or Olvmpia, and Into which it was customary
o throw offerings or different tiiids, durinff the celebraliun of the Olympic games. In the
tretty romance of Clitophoa aud Leucippe, the river is supposed to carry these offerings as

bridal gifts to the fountain Arethusa. Kat mt rijv ^Qt&oaav eVto tov AXifiiov vvfitf<j^o?.tt'

orat Of ^ TUf oivfiTnw io^tify x. t. i.. Lib. 1,
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Like those, who live upon the smell
Of roses , by the Gnnges' stream ',

With perfume from the flow'rct's bell,

She fed her life's armbrosial dreamt

Another touch'd the silvery lute,

To chain a charmed sifter's ear,

Who, hung beside her, still and mnto.
Gazing- as if her eyes could hear!

The nymph, who thrill'd the warbling wire,
Would often raise her ruby lip.

As if it pouted with desire

Some cooling nectar' d draught to sip.

Kor yet Avas she, who hoard the lute.

Unmindful of the minstrel maid,
But press'd the sweetest, richest fruit

To bathe her ripe lip as she play'd!

But , oh ! the fairest of the group
Was one, who in the sunshine lay.

And op'd the cincture's golden loop
That liid her bosom's panting play!

And still her gentle hand she stole

Along the snctws , so snjoothly orb'd,

^

And look'd the while, as if her sou! *

Were in that heavenly touch absorb'd!

Another nymph , who linger'd nigh.
And held a prism of various light,

Now put the rainbow wonder by,

To look upon this lovelier sight-

And still as one's enamour'd touch
Adown the lapsing ivory fell,

The other's eye, entranc'd as much.
Hung giddy o'er its radiant swell!

Too wildly charm'd , I would have fled —
But she, who in the sunshine lay,

Replac'd her golden loop , and "said,

" We pray thee for a moment stay.

"If true ray counting pulses beat,
" It must be now almost tlie hour,

*' When Love , with visitation sweet,

"Descends upon our bloomy bower.

"And with him from the sky he brings
" Our sister-nymph who dwells above —

" Oh ! never may she haunt these springs,

"With any other god but Love!

"WTien he illumes her magic urn,

"And sheds his own enchantments in it, .

" Though but a minute's space it burn,

"'Tis heaven to breathe it but a minute!

*' Not all the purest power we boast,
" ISor silken touch , nor vernal dye,

*']\or music, when it thrills the most,

"Nor balmy cup, nor perfume's sigh,

" Such transport to the soul can give,

"Though felt till time itself shall wither,

"As in that one dear moment live,

"When Love conducts our sister hither!"

She ceas'd — the air respir'd of bliss —
A languor slept in every eye

;

And noAv the scent of Cupid's kiss

Declar'd the melting power was nigh

!

* Circa fontem Gan^a Astomonun gcutem ....halitu tautum vivcntem et odorc qaeni na-
ribus trahant. Pliii. Lib. vii. cap. 2.

24 +
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I pftM- thcra come — the nymph and bov.

In t:\visted Avreathg of rapture bound;

I sa\r lier light the urn of joy.

While all her sisters languishd round!

A sigh from every bosom broke —
I felt the flames around me glide.

Till with the glow I trembling woke.

And found myself by Faxsy's side !

THB

STEERSMAN'S SONG
WRITTEN ABOARB THE BOgTOS FRIGATE 28tH APRlt*-

When freshly blows the northern gale,

And under courses snug we fly

;

When lighter breezes swell the sail,

And royals proudly sweep the sky;

'Longside the wheel, unwearied still

I stand , and , as my watchful eye

Doth mark the needle's faithful thrill,

I think of her I love, and cry,
* Port, my boy! port.

When calms delay, or breezes blow
Right from the point we wish to steer;

When by the wind close-haul'd we go.

And strive in vain the port to near;

I think 'tis thus the fates defer

My bliss witli one that's far away,
And while remembrance springs to her,

I watch the sails and sighing say,

Thus, my boy! thus.

But see the wind draws kindly aft,

All hands are up the yards to square.

And now the floating stun-sails waft
Our stately ship tlirougli waves and air.

Oh ! then I think that yet for me
Some breeze of fortune thus may spring,

Some breeze to waft me , love , to thee

!

And in that hope I smiling suig.

Steady , boy ! so.

TO CLOE.

IMITATED FBOM MABTUL.

I corto resign that eye of blue,

IloAve'er it burn, howe'er it thrill me;
And though your lip be rich with dew,
To lose it, Cloe, scarce would kill me.

That snowy neck I ne'er should miss,

However warm I've twind aJiout it;

And though your bosom beat Mith bliss,

I think my soul could live without it.

In short, I've learn'd so well to fast
That, sooth my love, I know not whether

I might not bring myself at last.

To — do -Mllhout jou altogether!

• I left Bermuda in the Boston about the middle of April, In company with the Cambrian
and Lcaiider, aboard the latter of which was the Admiral, Sir Andrew Mitchell, who divides
hid year between Halifax and Bcnniida and is the very soul of society and good-fellowship t<i

both. We separated in a few days, and th« Boston after a short cruise proceeded to\ew-York
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TO

THE FIRE-FLY'.

This morning', when the earth and sky
Were burning with the hiash of spring-,

I saw thee not , thou hunilile lly

!

Nor thought upon thy gleaming wing.

But now the skies have lost their hue,
And sunny lights no longer play,

I see thee, and I bless thee too

For sparkling o'er the dreary way.

Oh! let me hope that thus for me,
AVhen life and love shall lose their bloom,

Some milder joys may come, like thee.

To light, if not to warm, the gloom!

THE VASE.

There was a vase of odonr lay

For many an hour on Beauty's shrine,

So sweet that Love went every day
To banquet on its breath divine.

And not an eye had ever seen

The fragrant charm the vase conceal'd;

Oh , Love ! how happy 'twould have been.

If thou hadst ne'er that charm reveal'd

!

But Love, like every other boy,
Would know the spell that lurks within;

He wish'd to break tlie crystal toy.

But Beauty murmnr'd " 'twas a sm '.

"

He swore, with many a tender plea.

That neither heaven nor earth forbad it;

She told him, Virtue kept the key.

And look'd as if — she wish'd he had it!

He stole the key when Virtue slept

(Ev'n she can sleep, if Love but ask it),

And Beauty sigh'd, and Beauty wept.

While silly Love unlock'd the casket.

Oh dulcet air that vanish'd then!

Can Beauty's sigh recall thee ever?

Can Love himself inliale again

A breath so precious? never, never!

Go, maiden, weep — the tears of woe
By Beauty to repentance given.

Though bitterly on earth they flow,

SUiill turn to fragrant baho in heaven!

THE

WREATH AND THE CHAIN.

I BRI5G thee , love , a golden chain,

I bring thee too a flowery wreath;

The gold shall never Mcar a stain,

The flow'rcts long shall sMcetly breathe!

Come, tell me which the tie shall be

To bind thy gentle heart to me.

The Chain is of a splendid tlu-ead,

Stol'n from Muicr^a's yellow hair,

* The lively and varying illiiminatiou, wHh which these flrc-flies light un the woods at

night, gives quile an idea of enchantment. "Puin ces inouchcs se deve)«i>paiit de 1 (ibscuntc Uc

ce8 arbres et sapprorhaut de nniis, nous lea voyiong sur les oranccrK voisinsi , <|ii ils mettoient

tout en feu, nous rundant la viic de leiire beaux fruits Uore'e que la nuit a\oit ravie, etc. etc.

See L'Hisiuire des Antilles, Art. 2. Chap. 4. Liv. 1.
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Jnst when the setting: sun had shed

The sober beam of evening there.

The Wreath's of brightest nijTtle wove,
With brilliant tear.-) of bliss among it,

And many a roselcaf, cuU'd by Love,
To heal his lip when bees have stung it!

Come, tell me which the tie sliall be
To bind thy gentle lieart to me.

Yes , yes , I read that ready eye.

Which answers M'hen the tongue is loath.

Thou lik'st the form of either tie,

And hold'st thy playful hands for both.

Ah ! — if there were not something wrong.
The world would sec them blended oft;

The Chain Mould make the Wreath so strong!

The Wreath would make the Chain so soft!

Tlicn might the gold , the flow'rets be
Sweet fetters for my love and me!

Bnt, Fawy, so unblest they twine
That (lieaven alone can tell the reason)

When mingled thus they cease to shine,

Or shine but for a transient season!

Whether the Chain may press too much.
Or that the Wreath is slightly braided.

Let but the gold the flow'rets touch.

And all their gloAV, their tints are faded!

Sweet F.\x\Y, what would Rapture do.

When all her blooms had lost their grace?
Migiit she not steal a rose or two.
From other Wreaths to fill their place? —

Oh! better to be always free

Than thus to bind my love to me.

The timid girl now hung her head.
And, as she tuin'd an upward glance,

I saw a doubt its tM'ilight spread
Along her brow's divine expanse.

Just then , the garland's dearest rose

Gave one of its seducing sighs —
Oh! Mho can ask how Fanny chose.

That ever look'd in Fanny's eyes!

"llie Wreath, my life, the Wreath shall be
"The tie to bind my soul to thee!"

And hast thou mark'd the pensive shade,

That many a time obscures ray brow.
Midst all the blisses, darling maid.
Which tliou canst give, and only thou?

Oh! 'tis not that I then forget

The endearing charms that round me twine
Tliere never throbb'd a bosom yet

Could feel their witchery, like mine!

Wlien bashful on my bosom hid.

And blusliing to have felt so blest.

Thou dost but lift thy languid lid.

Again to close it on my breast!

Oh ! these are minutes; all thine own,
Thine omu to give, and mine to feel,

Yet ev'n in them, my heart has known
Tlic sigh to rise , the tear to steal.

For I have thought of former hours,

When he who lir»t thy soul posscs»'d.
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Like me awak'd its Mitclilng poMers,
Like me was lov'tl, like me was blest!

Upon his name thy murmuring' tongue
Fcrhaps hath all as sweetly ilwelt;

For him that snowj lid hath hung
In ecstasy , as purely felt

!

For him — yet why the past recall

To wither blooms of present bliss?

Thoii'rt now my own . I clasp thee all,

And heaven can grant no more than this!

Forgive me, dearest, oh! forgive;

I would be first, he sole to thee,

TJiou shouldst have but begun to live,

The hour tliat gave thy heart to me.

Thy book of life till then effac'd,

Ijovc should have kept that leaf alone

On which he first so dearly trac'd

That thou wert, eoul and all, uiy own!

EPISTLE VI.

TO

LORD \lSCOUi\T FORBES.

FROM THE CITY OF WASHIXCTON.

Kydl MH QAYMASHS MHT' El MAKPOTEPAN FEFPA^A TUN ETIl-

^TOJilN, MHJ' Et Tl nEPIEPFOTEPON H nPESBYTIKSlTEPON EIPH-
KAMEN EN AYTH.

ISOCRAT. EpUt. IV.

If former times had never left a trace

Of human frailty in their shadowy race,

]Nor o'er their pathway written , as they ran,

One dark memorial of the crimes of man;
If every age, in new unconscious prime,
Rttse , like a phenix , from the fires of time,

To wing its way unguided and alone,

The future smiling and the ptist unknown

;

Then ardent man would to himself be new,
Farth at his foot and heaven within his view.

Well might the novice hope, the sanguine scheme
Of full perfection prompt his daring dreimi,

Fre cold experience , with her veteran lore,

Could tell him, fools had dream'd us much before!

But , tracing as we do, through age and clime,

The plans of virtue midst the deeds of crime,

'V\u' thinking follies and the reasoning rage
Of man , at once the idiot and the sage;

When still we see, through every varying frame
Of arts and polity, his course the same,
And know that ancient fools but died, to make
A space on earth for modern fools to take

;

'Tis strange, how quickly we the past forget;

That wisdom's self should not be tutor'd yet,

Nor tire of watching for the monstrous birth

Of pure perfection midst the sons of earth

!

Oh ! nothing but that soul which God has given,

Could lead us thus to look on earth for heaven

;

O'er dross without to shed the flame within.

And dream of vu'tuu while we gaze on sin

!

Even here, beside the protul I'otowmac's stream,

Might sages still pursue Ihc ilattering theme
Of days to come, when man shuU conquer fate,
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Rise o'er the Icrel of his mortal state,

Belie the monuments of frailty past.

And stamp perfection on this world at last

!

"Here," mi^ht they say, "shall poM'er's divided reign

"Evince that patriots have not bled in vain.

"Here godlike liberty's herculean youth,

"Cradled in peace, and nurtnr'd up by truth

"To full maturity of nerve and mind,
"Shall crush the giants that bestride mankind'!
"Here shall religion's pure and balmy draught
"In form no more from cups of state be quaflTd,

"But flow for all , through nation , rank , and sect,

"Free as that heaven its tranquil Mavrs reflect.

"Around the columns of the public shrine

*'Shall growing arts their gradual wreath intnine,

"Nor breathe corruption from their flowering braid,

"Nor mine that fabric which they bloom to shade.

"No longer here shall Justice boimd her view,

"Or wrong the raiany, Mhile she rights the few;
"But take her range through all the social frame,
"Pure and pervading as that vital flame
"Which Avarms at once our best and meanest part,

"And thrills a hair while it expands a heart!"

Oh golden dream! what soul that Ioaos to scan

The brightness rather than the shades of man,
That owns the good, Avhile smarting with the ill,

And loves the world with all its frailty still—
What ardent bosom d(»es not spring to meet
The generous hope, with all that heavenly heat,

Which makes the soul unwilling to resign

The thoughts of growing, even on earth, divine!

Yes, dearest Forbes, I see thee glow to tliink

The chain of ages yet may boast a link

Of purer texture than the Morld has kno^vn,

And fit to bind us to a Godhead's throne

!

But, is it thus? doth even the glorious dream
Borrow from truth that dim , uncertain gleam.
Which bids us give such dear delusion scope.

As kills not reason, while it nurses hope?
No, no, believe me, 'tis not so—ev'n now.
While yet upon Columbia's rising brow
The shoAvy smile of young presumption plays.

Her bloom is poison'd and her heart decays!
Even now, in dawn of life, her sickly breath
Burns M'ith the taint of empires near their death.

And, like the nymphs of her own withering clime,

She's old in youth , she's blasted in her prime " !

Already has the child of Gallia's school,
The foul Pliilosophy that sins by rule.

With all her train of reasoning, damning arts,

Begot by brilliant heads on worthless hearts.

Like things that quicken after Nilus' flood.

The venom'd birth of sunshine and of mud

!

Already has she pour'd her poison here
Oe'r every charm that makes existence dear,

Already blighted, vith her blackening trace,

The opening bloom of every social grace,

Thus Mnrse.^ "Here the Bciences and the arts of civilized life arc to receive their high

"i, unchecked by the cruel hand
impro\ einents of former apes,

j" ".".. " •""—••-b •""•viiiu, 111 exnaudiug and enriching their minds with religious
and philosophical knowledge, etc. etc. P. 5(i9.

•• "What will be the old age of this government, if it is thus earlv decrepit!" Such was
-_i. _ J- IT. ...... w, , . - ..

', to his gn-
iouB memo-

,
,. ' .-- -. ~V- " ..«•«.-. WW. .. 1. i..,. It iciua.i.^ a o....n.»,^ JlUmCUt of TC

publican intrigue on one side and republican profligacy on the other; and I would recouuuend
the perusal of it to every honest politician, who may labour uuder a momeut'b delusioa with
respect to the purity of American patriotism.

inns Morse. "Here the sciences and the arts of civilized 1

est improvements: here civil and religious liberty are to flourish,
of civil or ecclesiastical tjrannj : here genius, aided by all the im
18 to be exerted in humanizing mankind, in expanding and enrichiu
and philosophical knowledge, etc. etc. P. 5(i9.

•• "What will be the old age of this government, if it is thus earlv decrepit!"
the remark of Fauchet, the French minister at Philadelphia, in that famous dispatch
vernraent, which was intercepted by one of our cruisers in the vear 1794. This curio
ri.il may be lound in Porcupine s VVorks, Vol. i. P. 279. It remains a striking inonum
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And all those courtesies , that love to shoot
Koiuid virtue's stem , the flow'rets of her fruit

!

Oh! M'ere these errors but the Manton tide

Of younji^ luxuriance or unchasten'd pride;

The fervid follies and the faults of such
As Avrongly feel, because they feel too much;
Then uii{;^lit experience make the fever less,

Nay, graft a virtue on each Avarm excess:

But no; 'tis heartless, speculative ill,

All youth's tx-ansgression with all age's chill,

The apathy of wrong, the bosom's ice,

A slow and cold stagnation into vice!

Long has the love of gold, that meanest rage,
And latest folly of man's sinking age,
Which, rarely venturing in the van of life,

While nobler passions Avage their heated strife.

Comes skulking last, with selfishness and fear,

And dies , collecting lumber in the rear

!

Long has it palsied every grasping hand
And gi'ecdy spirit through this bartering land;
Turn'd life to traffic, set the demon gold
So loose abroad that virtue's self is sold,

And conscience, truth, and honesty are made
To rise and fall , like other wares of trade *

!

Already in this free, this virtuous state,

Wliich , Frenchmen tell us , was ordain'd by fate.

To show the world, what high perfection springs
From rabble senators , and merchant kings

—

Even here already patriots learn to steal

Their private perquisites from public Aveal,

And, guardians of the country's sacred fire.

Like Afric's priests, they let the flame for hire!
Those vaunted demagogues, who nobly rose
From England's debtors to be England's foes'*.

Who could their monarch in their purse forget.

And break allegiance, but to cancel debt*'*.

Have prov'd at length the mineral's tempting hue,
Wliich makes a patriot, can immake him toof.
Oh ! freedom , freedom , how I hate thy cant

!

Kot Eastern bombast , not the savage rant
Of purpled madmen , were they nunibev'd all

From Roman Nero down to Russian Paul,
Could grate upon my ear so mean , so base,

As the rank jargon of that factious race.

Who
,
poor of heart and prodigal of words.

Born to be slaves and struggling to be lords,

But pant for licence, Avhile they spurn control,

And shout for rights, vith rapine in their soul!

Who can , Avith patience , for a moment see
The medley mass of pride and misexy,
Of Avhips and charactei's, manacles and rights,

Of slaving blackti and democratic whites ff,

• "Nous voyona que, dans lea pays ou Ton n'est affecte que de I'esprit de commerce, ou
tratiniie de toutcs les actions humaines et de toutes lea vertus morales," Mouteaquieu. de 1 Es-
prit des Lois, Liv. 20. Chap. 2.

i
,

^^
•' 1 trust 1 shall not he suspected of a wish to juatify those arbitrary steps of the English

government which iJie Colonies found it so necessary to resist ; my only object here is to ex-
pose the selfish motives of some of the leading American demagogues.

'*' The most persevering enemy to the interests of this country, amongst the politicians of
the western world, has been a Virginian merchant, who, finding it easier to settle his conscience
than his debts, was one of the first to raise the standard against Great Britain, and has ever
since endeavoured to revenge upon the whole country the obligations which he lies under to a
few of its merchants.

f See Porcupine's account of the Pennsylvania Insnrrection in 1794. In short, see Por-
cupine's VVorUs throughout, tor ample corroboration of every sentiment which I ha\c ventured
to express, lu saying this, I refer lesa to the comments of that writer, than to the occurrences
which he has related and the documents which he has preserved. Opinion may be suspected of
bias, but facts speak for themselves.

ff In Virginia the effects of this system begin to be felt rather seriously. While the master
raves of liberty, the slave cannot but catch the contagion, and accordingly there seldom
elapses a month without some alarm of insurrection amongbt the negroes. The accession of
Louisiania, it is feared, will iucrea&e this cmbarrassmeut ; as the umuerous emigrations, which
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And all the piebald polity that reigns

In free rflnfii?ioii o'er Columbia's plains?

To think that man, thou ju^t and gentle God!
Should stand before thee , with a tyrant's rod

O'er creatures like himself, with souU from thee,

Vet dare to boast of perfect liberty

;

Away , UMay—I'd rather hold my neck
By doubtful tenure from a sultau's beck,

In climes , where liberty has scarce been nani'd,

Kor any right but that of ruling daim'd,
Tlian thus to live, where bastard freedom waved
Her fustian fliig in mockery over slaves;

Where (motley laws admitting no degree
BetMixt the vilely slav'd ami madly free)

Alike the bondage and the licence suit,

Tlie brute made ruler and the man made bnite!

But, oh my Forbes! while thus, in flowerless gong,

I feebly paint , what yet I feel so strong,

Tlie ills, the vices of the land, where first

Those rebel fiends, that rack the world, were nurst!

Where treason's arm by royalty Wius nerv'd.

And Frenchmen learn'd to crush the throne they scrv'd- -

Tliou
, gently lulld in dreams of classic thought,

By bards illumind and by sages taught,

I'antst to be all , upou this mortal scene.

That bard liath fancied or that sage hath been!
Why should I wake thee? why severely chase
The lovely forms of virtue and of grace.

That dwell before thee, like the pictures spread

By Spartan matrons round the genial bed.

Moulding thy fancy, and with gradual art

Brightening the young conceptions of thy heart!

Forgive me, Forbes -and should the song destroy

One generous hope, one throb of social joy,

One high pulsation of the zeal fur man,
Which few can feel, and bless that few who can!

Oh! turn to him, beneath Avhose kindred eyes

Thy talents open and thy virtues rise.

Forget where nature has been dark or dim,

And proudly study all her lights in him

!

Yes
,
yes , in him tlie erring world forget.

And feel tliat man may reach perfection yet!

SONG.
The wreath you wove, the wreath you wove

Is fair—but oh ! how fair.

If pity's hand had stol'n from love

One leaf to mingle there!

If e\ery rose with gold were tied,

Did gems for dovdrops fall,

One faded leaf where love had gigh'd

Were sweetly worth them all!

The wreat'i you wove, the wreath yoii wove
Our emblem well may be;

Its bloouj is yours, but hopeless love

Must keep its tears for me

!

LYING.
CHE OOX LE LOR BUGIE P.UON DIVIXL

MauTO d' Arcano.

I DO cflnfes?, in many a sigh,

My lips have brcath'd you many a lie,

arc expected to take iilace, fioui (he southern stales to this ncwiv acquired territory, will con-

Hiderably .liniiiiish the while po|.iilation, and thus slrengthtu the juoporliou of utgroes, to a

degree ^hich must ultimately be ruiqous.
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And who, with such delights in view,

Would lose theni, for a lie or two?

Nay — look not thus, with brow reproving;

Lies are, ray dear, tlie soul of lovlnj^!

If half we tell the girls Mere true,

If half we swear to think and do,

Were aught hut lying's bright illusion,

The world would be in strange confusion!

If ladies' eyes were, every one,

As lovers swear, a radiant sun,

Astronomy should leave the skies,

To learn her lore in ladies' eyes !

Oh, no! — believe me, lovely girl.

When nature turns your teeth to pearl.

Your neck to snoM, your eyes to fue,

Youi" yellow locks to golden wire,

Then, only then can Heaven decree.

That you should li\e for only me,
Or I for you, as night and morn,
We've swearing kist, and kissing sworn

!

And now, ray gentle hints to clear,

For once I'll tell you truth, my dear!
Whenever you may chance to meet
A loving youth, whose love is SMcet,

Long as you're false and he believes you,
Long as you trust and he deceives you,
So long the bli?sful bond endures;

And while he lies, his heart is yours:

But, oh! you've m holly lost the \outh
The instant that he tells you truth!

ANACREONTIC.

I Fii.i.'o to thee, to thee I drank,

I nothing did but drink and fill;

Tlie bowl by turns was bright and blank,

'Twas drinking, filling, drinking still

!

At length I bid an artist pauit

Tliy image in this aiuple cup,

Tliat I might see the dimpled saint.

To whom I quafl'd niy nectiu" up.

Behold, how bright that purj)Ie lip

Is blushing through the wave at nic!

Every roseate drop I ^ip

Is just like kissing wine from thee!

But, oh! I drink tlie more for this;

For, ever when the draught I drain,

Thy lip invites another kiss.

And in the nectar flows again!

So, here's to thee, my gentle dear

!

And may that eye for ever shine

Beneath as soft and sAveet a tear

As bathes it in this bowl of mine

!

TO

'S PICTURE.

Go then, if she whose shade thou art

No more will let thee soothe my pain —
Yet tell her, it luis cost this heart

Some pangs, to give thee back again!

Tell her, the smile was not so dear.

With which she made thy semblance minc;
As bitter is the liuniing tear.

With which I now tlie gift resign!
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Yet go — and could she still restore.

As some exchange for taking thee,

The tranquil look Mhich first I -wore.

When her eyes found me wild and free;

Could she give hack the careless flow
The spirit which my fancy knew —

Yet, ah! 'tis vain — go, picture, go —
Smile at me once, and then — adieu

!

FRAG3IEXT
OF

A MYTHOLOGICAL UYMS TO LOVE'.

Blest infant of eternity!

Before the day star learned to move,
In pomp of fire, along his grand career,

Glancing the heamy shafts of light

From his rich quiver to the farthest sphere.

Thou wert alone, oil Love

!

Nestling hcneath the wings of ancient night,

Whose horrors seem'd to smile in shadowing thee !

No form of heauty sooth'd thine eye
As through the dim expanse it wander'd wide

;

No kindred spirit caught thy sigh,

As o'er the watery waste it lingering died!

Unfelt the pulse, unkTiown the power.

That latent in his heart was sleeping;

Oh Sympathy! that lonely hour
Saw Love himself thy ahsence weeping!

But look what glory through the darkness beams!
Celestial airs along the water glide

:

What spirit art thou, moving o'er the tide

So lovely? art thou but the child

Of the young godhead's dreams.

That mock his hope with fancies strange and wild?

Or were his tears, as quick they fell.

Collected in so bright a form,

Till, kindled by the ardent spell

Of his desiring eyes.

And all impregnate with liis sighs.

They spring to life in shape so fair and warm!
'Tis she!

Psyche, the firstborn spirit of the air,

To thee, oh Love! she turns.

On thee her eyebcam burns

:

Blest hour of nuptial ecstasy

!

They meet —
The blooming god — the spirit fair

Oh! sweet, oh heavenly sweet!

NoM', Sviupathy, the hour is thine;

All nature feels the thrill divine,

The veil of Cliaos is withdrawn,

And their first kiss is great Creation's dawn!

* Love and Psyche are here considered 39 the active and passive principles of creation,

and the universe is supposed to have received its first harmonizing impulse from the nuptial

sympathy between these two powers. A marriage is generally the first step in cosmogony. Ti-

niacus held Form to be the father and Matter the mother of the World; Elion and Berouth, 1

thint, arc Sanchoniatho's fir»t spiritual lovers, and Manco-capac and his wite introduced crea-

tion amongst the Peruvians, la short, Harlequin seems to have studied cosmogonies, when he

vaid " tutto il mundo e fatto come la nostra famiglia."
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HIS SEREIVE HIGHHTCESS

THE DUKE OF MONTPENSIER,
oiv HIS

^ortratt of t^e EaUg ^trelaftrc 4F=ri=s.

Donington Park, 1602.

To catch the thought, by painting's spell,

Howc'er remote, howe'er refin'd.

And o'er the magic tablet tell

The silent story of the mind;

O'er nature's form to glance the eye,

And fix, by mimic light and shade, ,

Her morning tinges, ere they fly,

Her evening blushes, ere they fade!

These are the pencil's grandest theme,
Divinest of the powers divine

That light the Muse's flowery dream.
And these, oh Prince! are richly thine!

Yet, yet, when Friendship sees thee trace.

In emanating soul exprest,

The sweet memorial of a face

On which her eye delights to rest;

While o'er the lorely look serene.

The smile of peace, the bloom of yonth,
The cheek, that Mushes to be seen.

The eye, that tells the bosom's truth;

While o'er each line , so brightly true,

Her soul with fond attention roAes,

Blessing the hand, mIiosc various hue
Could imitate the form it loves;

She feels the value of thy art.

And owns it with a purer zeal,

A rapture, nearer to her heart

Than critic taste can ei^er feel!

THE

PHILOSOPHER ARISTIPPUS'.
TO

a aamp Wt'f) toas gfben f)im fig ani's.

DULCIS CONSCIA LECTIJLI LUCERiNA.

Martial, Lib. xiv. Epig. 39.

" Oh ! love the Lamp " (my Mistress said),

"Tlie faithful Lamp that, many a night,

"Beside thy Lais' lonely bed
''Has kept its little Match of light!

" Full often has it seen her weep,
"And fix her eye upon its flame,

* It was not very difficult to become a philosopher amonfjst the ancients. A moderate store

»f learninf^, with a considerable portion of confideuce, and wit enough to produce an occasional

ipophthegin, were all the necessary qualifications for the purpose. TJie principles ol moral

science were so very imperfectly understood that the founder of a new sect, in loriiimg his

ethical code, might consult either fancy or temperament, and adapt it to his own passions and

propensities; so that Mahomet, with a little more learning, might have flourished as a philosopher

in those days, and would have required hut the polish of the gchools to become the rival of

\ri8tippus in morality. In the science of nature too, though they discovered some valuable

ruths, yet they seemed not to know they were truths, or at least were as well salislicd with

errors; and Xeuophanes, who asserted that the stars were igneous clouds, lighted up every

light and extinguished again in the morning, was thought and styled a philosopher, as gener-

ilJy as he who anticipated \ewton in developing the arrangement of the universe.
_

For this opinion of Xcnophanes, see Plutarch de I'lacit. Philosoph. Lib. ii. Cap. 13. It i8

mpossiblc to read this treatise of Plutarch, without alternately admiring the genius, and smil-

ng at the absurdities of the philogopberf>.
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"Till, \reary, she has sunk to sleep,

"Repeating her beloved's name!

*' Oft lias it knoAvn her cheek to born
" With recollections, fondly free,

'•.And seen her turn, impassion^ turn
" To kij^s the pillow, love ! for thee,

" .And, in a murmur, wijh thee there,

"That kiss to feel, that thought to share!

" Then love the Lamp — 'twill often lead
'•Thy step through learning's sacred May;

'•/And, lighted by its happy ray,

"Wlieiie'cr those darling eyes shall read
" Of things sublime, of n^hire's birth,

"Of all that's bright in heaven or earth,
" Oh ! think that she, by whom 'twas given,

"Adores thee more than earth or heaven!"

\es — dearest Lamp! by every charm
On Avhich thy midnight beam has hung *

;

'I'lie neck recliu'd, the graccfid arm
Across the brow of ivory flung;

The heaving bosom, partly hid.

The ?evcr"d lip's delicious sighs,

The fringe, that from the snowy lid

Along the cheek of roses lies

:

By these, by all that bloom untold.

And long as all shall charm my heart,

I'll love my little Lamp of gold,

My Lamp and I shall never part

!

And often, as she smiling said.

In fancy's hour, thy gentle raya
Shall guide my visionary tread

Through poesy's enchanting maze !

Thy flame shall light the page refin'd,

AVlierc still we catch the Chians breath,

"Where still the bard, though cold in death,

Has left his burning soul behind

!

Or, o'er tliy humbler legend shine,

Oh man of Ascra's dreary glades*'!

To whom the nightly warbling Mne'"
A wand of inspiration gave"",

Pluckd from the greenest tree, that shadca

The crystal of Castalia's wave.

Then, turning to a purer lore.

Well cull the sages heavenly store.

From Science steal her golden clue.

And every mystic path pursue,

Where \ature, far from vulgar eyes,

Through labyrinths of wonder flies I

'Tis thus my heart shall learn to know
The passing Morld's precarious flight.

Where all, that meets the moi-ning glow.

Is chang'd before the fall of night f!

• The ancients had their lucernae cubicalariae or bedchamber lamps, which as the Empe-
ror Galienus said "nil eras memiiiere;'" and, ^^ith the sauiu commendation of secrecy, I'raxa-

gora addresses her lamp in Aristophanes, Exxki;t. We may judge how faacilul they were,

in the ui-e and embellis-hment of their lamps, from the famous symbolic Lucerna, which we liad

iu the Romanum Museum Mich. Anj-. ('au^ei, p. 127.
" Hesiod, who tells us in melancholy terms of his father's flight to the wretched village of

.\8cra. Eoy. y.ai 'Hfito. v. 251.

'" Evvv/iai ^it/ov, neouaV.ta oaauv teiaat. Theog. v. 10.

Kat- (ioi axiiiTOuv tclov, da(pM-g tot9iiXta o^or. Id. v. 30

•|- Peiv Ta o).a TioTu/uit dixtjv , as expressed among the dogmas of Heraclitus the Ephe-

sian, and with the same image by Seneca, in whom we lind a beautiful diffusion of the thought.

"\erao est mane, qui fnit pridie. Corpora nostra rapiunlur flnminum more; qoidquid vides

currit cum tempore. Kihil ex Ms quae videmus mauet. Ego ipse, Uum loquor mutari ipsa,

mututus guju," etc.
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I'll tell thee, as I trim thy lire,

"SAvift, sMift the tide of being runs,

"And Time, who bids thy flame expire,

"Will also quench yon heaven of suns'. "'»

Oh! then if earth's united power
Can never chain one feathery hour;
If every print we leave to-day

To-morrow's wave shall steal away;
Who pauses, to inquire of heaven
Why were tlie fleeting treasures giAcn,

The sunny days, the shady nights.

And all their brief but dear delights.

Which heaven has made for man to use,

And man should think it guilt to lose?

Who that has cull'd a Aveepiiig rose

Will ask it M'hy it breathes and glows,
Unmindful of the blushing ray.

In Mhich it shines its soul away;
Unmindful of the scented sigh,

On which it dies and loves to die!

Pleasure ! thou only good on earth *

!

One little hour resign'd to thee —

'

Oh ! by my Lais' lip, 'tis worth
The sage's immortality!

Then far be all the wisdom hence,

And all the lore, whose tame control

Would wither joy with chill delays

!

Alas! the fertile fount of sense.

At which the young, the panting soul

Drinks life and love, too soon decays

!

Sweet Lamp ! thou wert not form'd to shed
Thy splendour on a lifeless page —

Whate'er my blushing Lais said

Of thoughtful lore and studies sage,

'Tm as mockery all — her glance of joy
Told me thy dearest, best employ "

!

And, soon as night shall close the eye

Of heaven's young wanderer in the west

;

When seers are gazing on the sky.

To find their future orbs of rest;

Then shall I take my trembling way.
Unseen but to those worlds above,

And, led by thy mysterious ray.

Glide to the pillow of mj' love.

Calm be her sleep, the gentle dear!

Nor let her dream of bliss so near;

Till o'er her cheek she thrilling feel

My sighs of fire in murmurs steal.

And I shall lift the locks, that flow

Unbraided o'er her lifls of snow,
And softly kiss those sealed eyes,

And wake her into sweet surprise!

Or if she dream, oh ! let her dream
Of those delights wc both have known,

And felt so truly that they seem
Form'd to be felt by us alone!

' Aristippua considered motion aa the principle of happiness, in which idea he differed

rpra the Epicureans, wlio lool^cd to a state of repose as the only true vflluptuouHne»<!i , and
iroided even the too lively agitations of pleasure, as a violent and ungraceful derangemoui of

senses.
** Maupertuis has been still more explicit than this philosopher, in ranking the pleasures

r sense above the sublimcsl pursuits of \tisdora. !S|ieakini^ of the infant man, in his production,
e calls him, "une nou\elle creature, qui pourra comprciidre les choses les plus sublimes, et
! «]ui est bien au-dessus, qui pourra giiiUer les mtinics plaisirs." See his Venus i'hjsique.
'his appears to be one of the efforts at Foiitcnellc's gallantry of manner, for which the learu-
1 President is so well ridiculed in the Akakia of Voltaire.

Maupertuis may be thought to have borrowed^ from the ancient Aristippus that indiscriminate
lieory of pleasures which he has set forth in his Essai de I'hilosuphie Alorale, and for which
'S was so very justly coudemncd. Aristippus, according to Laertius, held fitj (Sta(pii>nr is

iovtjv »jJo»'»;? , which irrational sentiment has been adopted by Maupertuis: "Taut qu'uu ue
uisidere que Tetat present, tous Ice plaisirs sont du mOuie genre, " etc. etc.
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And I shall mark her kindling^ cheek.

Shall see her bosom warmly move,

Arul hear her faintly, lowly speak

'J'he murniur'd sounds so dear to lore!

Oh ! I shall gaze, till even the sigh,

That Mafts her very soul, he nigh,

And, M'hen the nymph is all but blest.

Sink in her arms and share the restl

Sweet Lais! what an age of bliss

In that one moment waits for me!
Oh sages! — think on joy like this.

And Where's your boast of apathy!

TO

MRS. BL—H— D.

WRITTES IN HEB AUBVM.

TovTO di ri tan to nozov; nXavrj, ff/)ij. CthetU Tabula.

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

Where, all who came the pencil took,

And Avrote, like us, a line or two.

'Twas Innocence, the maid divine,

Who kept this volume bright and fair,

And saw that no unhalloM'd line

Or thought profane should enter there.

And sweetly did the pages fill

With fond device and loving lore.

And every leaf she turn'd Mas still

More bright than that she turn'd before!

Beneath tlie touch of Hope, how soft,

How light the magic pencil ran!

Till Fear would come, alas! as oft,

And trembling close what Hope began.

A tear or two had dropp'd from Grief,

And Jealousy Avould, now and then.

Ruffle in haste some snoMv leaf.

Which Love had still to smooth again!

But, oh! there was a blooming boy,

Who often turn'd the pages o'er,

And MTote therein such Mords of joy.

As all who read still sigh'd for more!

And Pleasure was this spirit's name.
And though so soft his voice and look.

Yet Innocence, Mhene'er he came.
Would tremble for her spotless hook!

For still she saw his playful fingers

Fill'd witli sweets and Avanton toys;

And •well she knew the stain, that lingers

After sweets from wanton boys

!

And so it chanc'd, one luckless night

He let his honey goblet fall

O'er the dear book, so pure, so white.

And sullied lines and marge and all!

In vain he sought, with eager lip

The honey from the leaf to drink.

For still the more the boy would sip.

The deeper still the blot would sink!

Oh! it would make you weep to see

The traces of this honey flood

Steal o'er a page where 3Iodesty
Had freshly drawn. a rose's,bud!
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And Fancy's emblems lost their glow.
And Hope's sweet lines were all defac'd,

And Love himself could scarcely know
What Love himself had lately trac'd!

At length the urchin Pleasure fled, i

(For how, alas! could Pleasure stay?)
And Love, while many a tear he shed,

In blushes flung the book away!

The index now alone remains,
Of all the pages spoiFd by Pleasure,

And though it bears gome honey stains,

Yet Memory counts the leaf a treasure!

And oft, they say, she scans it o'er.

And oft, by this memorial aided,
Brings back the pages now no more.
And thinks of lines that long are faded!

I know not if this tale be true,

Hut thus the simple facts are stated;
And I refer their truth to you.

Since Love and you are near related!

EPISTLE VII.
TO

THOMAS HUME, ESQ. M. D.

FROM THE CITY OF WASHINGTON.

JlHrn^OMAl MHTHMATA Jl^Si^ Ani2T^, KOINSINA '£2N nEnoN&A OVK
EXSiN. XENfOPHONT. Ephes. Ephesiac. Lib. 5.

'Tis evening now; the heats and cares of day
In twilight dews are calmly wept a^vay.

The lover now, beneath the Avestern star.

Sighs through the medium of his sweet segar,

And fills the ears of some consenting she
With puffs and vows, Mith smoke and constancy!

The weary statesman for repose hath fled

From halls of council to his negro's shed.

Where blest he wooes some black Aspasia's grace.

And dreams of freedom in his slave's embrace'!

In fancy now, beneath the twilight gloom,
Come, let me lead thee o'er th's modern Rome"!
Where tribunes rule, where dusky Davi bow,
And Mhat was Goose-Creek once is Tiber now'"! —
This fam'd metropolis, where Fancy sees

Squares in morasses, obelisks in trees;

Which travelling fools and gazetteers adorn
With shrines unbuilt and heroes yet unborn,

Though nought but wood f and **"" they see,

• _The "black Aspasia" of the present *•»»»»*» of the United States, "infer Avemales
hand iguotissima nyinphas" Las given rise to much pleasantry among the anti-democrat Hits In
America.

'* "On the original location of the ground now allotted for the seat of (he Federal City
(says Mr. Weld) the identical spot on which the capitol now stands was called Rome. This
anecdote is related by many as a certain prognostic of the future magnificcuce of this city,
which is to be, as it were, a second Rome." \\ old's Travels, Letter iv.

"* A little stream runs through the city, which, with intolerable affectation , they have
styled the Tiber. It was originally called Goose-Creek.

f "To be under the necessity of going through a deep wood for one or two miles, per-
haps, in order to see a next door neighbour, and in the same city, is a curious, and, 1 believe,
a novel circumstance." Weld, Letter iv.

The Federal City (if it must be called a city) has not been much increased since \Ir. Weld
visited it. Most of the public buildings, which were (hen in some degree of torw ardness, ha\e
been since utterly suspended. The Hotel is already a ruin; a great jiart of its roof lias fallen
in, and the rooms are left to be occupied gratuitously by the miserable Scotch and Irish emi-
grants. The President's House, a very noble structure, is by no means suited to the philoso-
phical humility of its present possessor, who inhabits but a corner of the mansion himself, and
abaiulous the rest to a state of uncleanly desolation, which those who are ii^i philosophers can-
not look at without regret. This grand cdilicc is cucirclcd by a very rude p^le, through «hicli

25
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Wlierc streets shouUl run and sages on^ht to be!

And look, how soft in yonder radiant Avave,

The dyiiip: sun prepares his golden grave!

Oh great Potowmac ! oh you hanks of shade!

You mighty seenes, in nature's morning made,
While still, in rioli mag^jificence of prime,

She pour'd her Monders, lavishly suhlime,

]Nor yet had learnd to stoop, with liumblcr care,

From grand to soft, from wonderful to fair!

Say, were your towering hills, your boundless floods,

Your rich savannas and majestic woods.
Where bards should meditate and heroes rove.

And woman charm, and man deserve her love

!

Oh ! was a world so bright but born to grace
Its own half-organiz'd, half-minded race'

Of weak barbarians, swarming o'er its breast,

Like vermin, gendcr'd on the lion's crest?

Were none but brutes to call that soil their home.
Where none but demigods should dare to roam?
Or worse, thou mighty world ! oh ! doubly worse,
Did heaven design thy lordly land to nurse

The motley dregs of every distant clime,

Each bla>t of anarchy ant taint of crime
W'hich Europe shakes from her pertuibed sphere,

In full malignity to rankle here?
But hush! — observe that little mount of pines,

Where the breeze ram-murs and the fire-fly shincii,

There let thy fancy raise, in bold relief,

The sculptur'd image of that veteran chief**,

W^ho lost the rebel's in the hero's name,
And stepp'd o'er prostrate loyalty to fame;
Beneath whose sword Columbia's patriot train

Cast off their monarch, that their mob might reign

!

How shall we rank thee upon glory's page?
Tliou more than soldier and just less than sage!

Too form'd for peace to act a conquei-or's part.

Too train'd in camps to learn a statesman's art.

Nature design'd thee for a hero's mould,
But, ere she cast thee, let the stuff grow cold !

Wliile warmer souls command, nay, make their fate.

Thy fate made thee and forc'd thee to be gi-eat.

Y'^et Fortune, who so oft, so blindly sheds

Her brightest halo round the Aveakest heads.

Found thee undazzled, tranquil as before.

Proud to be useful, scorning to be more,*

Less prompt at glory's than at dutj's claim.

Renown the meed, but self-applause the ami;
All thou hast been reflects less fame on thee.

Far less than all thou hast forborn to be!

Now turn thine eye where faint the moonlight falla

On yonder dome — and in those princely halls.

If thou canst hate, as, oh! that soul must hate,

a common rustic stile introdaces the visitors of the first man in America. With respect to all

that is within the house, I shall imitate the prudent forbearance of Herodotus, and say, ra

de tv ano()oi]Tui.

The private buildings exhibit the same characteristic display of arrogant specnlation and
premature ruin, and tht- few ranges of houses which were begun some years ago, have remain-
ed so long waste and unfinished, (hat they are now for the most part dilapidated.

* The picture which Butfou and De Pauw have drawn of the American Indian, though very
humiliating, is, as far a8_ I can judge, much more correct than the ilatteriug representations
which Mr. Jefferson has given us. See the notes on Virginia, where this gentleman endeavours
to disprove in general the opinion maintained so strongly by some philosophers, that nature (as

Mr. Jetferson expresses it) be-littles her productions in the western world. M. de Pauw attri-

butes the imperfection of animal life in America to the ravages of a very recent deluge, from
whose effects upon its soil and atmosphere, it has not yet sufficiently recovered. See hia Re-
cherches sur les Americains, Part. I. Tom. i. p. 102.

** On a small hill near the capitol there is to be an equestrian etatue of General Wa-
shiagton.
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Wliich lores the virtuous and reveres the great,
If thou canst loathe and execrate with me
The Gallic garbage of philosophy,
That nauseous slaver of these frantic times,
With which false liberty dilutes her crimes

!

If thou hast got, within thy frccborn breast,
One pulse that beats more proudly than the rest,

With honest scorn for that inglorious soul,
Which creeps and winds beneath a mob's control.
Which courts the rabble's smile, the rabble's nod,
And makes, like Egypt, every beast its god!
There, in those walls — but, burning tongue, forbear!
Rank must be reverenc'd, even the rank that's there:
So here I pause — and now, my Hime! we part,
But oh ! full oft, in magic dreams of heart.
Thus let us meet, and mingle converse dear
By Thames at home, or by Poto-iAinac here!
O'er lake and marsh, through fevers and through fogs,
Midst bears and yankees, democrats and frogs.
Thy foot f^hall follow me, tliy heart and eyes
With me shall wonder, and with me despite'!
While I, as oft, in witching thought shall rove
To thee, to friendship, and that land I love,
Where, like the air that fans her fields of green.
Her freedom spreads, unfcver'd and serene;
Where sovereign man can condescend to see

The throne and laws more sovereign still than he!

THE

SNAKE.
1801.

My love and I, the other day,
Within a myrtle arbour lay,

When near us, from a rosy bed,

A little Snake put forth its head.

"See," said the maid, with laughing eyes —
"Yonder the fatal emblem lies

!

"Who could expect such hidden haim
"Beneath the rose's velvet charm?"

Never did moral thought occur

In more unlucky hour than this;

For oh! 1 just was leading her.

To talk of love and think of bliss.

I rose to kill the snake, but she
In pity pray'd, it might not be.

"No," said the girl — and many a spark

Flash'd from lier eyelid, as she said it —
*'Under the rose, or in the dark,

"One might, perhaps, have cause to dread it;

"But when its wicked eyes appear,

"And when we know for what they wink so,

"One must be very simple, dear,

"To let it sting one — don't you think so?"

* In the ferment which the French Tevoliitinn excited among the dcmocrnis of_ America,
and the licentious sympathy with «liicli they shiired iu the wildest excesses of jiioobiiiism , we
liwy find one soarce of that vulgarity of Tice, that hostility to all the graces of life, which dis-

tinguishes the present demagogues of the United States, and has become indeed too generally
the cliaracterislic of their countrymen. But there is another cause of tlie corruption of privaie
morals, which, encouraged as it is by the gnvernmeni, and identilied with tlie interests ol the
community, seems to threaten the decay of all honest principle in America. 1 allude to those
fraudulent violations of neutrality to which tlie\ are indebted for the most lucraIi^e part of
their commerce, and by which they have so long infringed and counteracted the maritime rights
and advantages of this country. 'This unwarnnitabU; trade is necessarily abotted by such a .-js-

tem ofcollubion, imposture, and perjury, as cannot fail to spread rapid coiitainiiiati(ui around it.

25 *
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LINES
WRITTEN OX LEAVING PHILADELPHIA.

, TijiJs Ttjr Tioltv tpilui

SOPHOCL. (Edip. Colon, v. 75?.

Ato\E by the Srhiivlkill a wanderer rov'd,

And bright -were its flowery banks to liis eye;
But far, very far were the friends that he lov'd,

And he gaz'd on its flowery banks with a sigh!

Oh Natnre! though blessed and bright are thy rays,

O'er the brow of creation enrhantingly thrown.
Yet faint are they all to the lustre that plays

In a smile from the heart that is deai'ly our own!

Nor long did the soul of the stranger remain
Lnblest by the smile he had languish'd to meet;

Tliongh scarce did he liope it would soothe him again.

Till the threshold of home hud been kiss'd by his feet!

But the lays of his boyhood had stol'n to their car,

And they lov'd what they knew of so humble a name,
And they told him , with flattery welcome and dear.

That they found in his heart something sAveeter than fame!

Nor did woman — oh woman ! whose form and whose soul

Are the spell and the light of each path Me pursue!

Whether sunn'd in the tropics or chill'd at the pole,

If Moman be there , there is happiness too

!

Nor did she lier enamouring magic deny,

That magic his heart had relinqui?hd so long,

Like eyes he had lov'd was her eloquent eye,

Like them did it soften and weep at his song!

Oh! blest be the tear, and in memory oft

May its sparkle be shed o'er his wandering dream!
Oh! blest be tliat eye, and may passion as soft.

As free from a pang , ever mellow its beam

!

The stranger is gone — but he wUl not forget.

When at home he shall talk of the toil he has known,
To tell , with a sigh , m hat endearments he met.

As he etray'd by the wave of the Schuylkill alone!

THE

FALL OF HEBE.
a Dt't^gramifc ©He*.

'TWAS on a day
When the immortals at their banquet lay

;

• ThoDgh I call this a Dithjrambic Ode, I cannot presume to say that it possesses, in any
degree, the chiiractcristics of that species of poetry. The nature of the ancient Dithyrambic i8

very imperfectly known. According to M. Burette, a licentious irregularity of metre, an extra-
vagant research of thought and expression, and a rude embarrassed construction, are among its

most distinguishing features. He adds, "('es caracteres des dithyrambes se font sentir a ceux
qui liseut attenti\ement les odes dc Pindare." Memoires de lAcad. vol. x. p. 30fi. And the
same opinion mav be collected from Schmidt's dissertation upon the subject. But 1 think, if the
Dithyrambics of Pindar were in our possession, «e should find that, however vild and fanciful,
they were by no means the tasteless jargon they are represented, and that even their irregu-
larity was what Boileau calls " un beau dcsordre." Chiabrera, who has been styled the Pindar
of Italy and from whom all its poetry npon the Greek model w as called Chiabreresco (as C'res-

cimbeni informs us. Lib. i. cap. 12) has given, amongst his Vendemmie, a Dithyrambic, all' uso
de' Greci; it is full of those compound epithets, which, we are told, were a chief character of

the style (avy^tTo; de ^.titi? t.iotsy, Suid. /li&uoaft^odid.)\ such as

Briglindorato Pegaso
INubicalpestator.

But I cannot suppose that Pindar, even amidst all the licence of dithyrambics, would ever have
dcHceuded to ballad-language like the following:

Bella Filli, e bella Clori
Non piii dar pregio a tue bellezze e taci,

Che se Bacco fa vezzi alle mie labbra
Fo le liche a' vostri baci.

esser verrei Coppier,
E 86 troppo desiro

Deh fossi io Boltiglier.
Hime del Chiabrera, Fart II. p. 352
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The bowl
Sparkled with starry dew,

The weeping; of tho^e myriad urns of light,

Within wliose orhs , the ahuighty Power,

At nature's dawning hour,

Stor'd the rich fluid of etherial soul'!

Around
Soft odorous clouds , that upward wing theh- flight

Fronj eastern is^les

fWTiere they have bath'd them in the orient ray,

And with fine fragrance all their bosoms fiil'd),

In circles flew, and, melting as they flew,

A liquid daybreak o'er tJic board distill'd,

All, all was luxury!

All must he luxury, where Lyacus smiles!

His locks divine

Were crowTi'd

With a bright meteor-braid.

Which, like an ever-springing wreath of vLie,

Shot into brilliant leafy ^hapes,

And o'er his brow in lambent tendrils plaj 'd

!

While mid the foliage hung,
Like lucid grapes,

A thousand clustering blooms of light,

Cuil'd from the gardens of the galaxy!

Upon his bosom Cythcrea's head

Lay lovely, as when first the Syrens sung

Her beauty's dawn.
And all the curtains of the deep, undrawn,

Reveal'd her sleeping in its azure bed.

The captiAc deity

Languish'd upon her eyes and lip.

In chains of ecstasy!

Now , on his arm,

In blushes she repos'd.

And, while her zone resign'd its every charm,

To shade his burning eyes her hand in dalliance stole

And noAV she rais'd her rosy mouth to sip

The nectar'd wa^e
Lyaeus gave,

And from her eyelids, gently clos'd.

Shed a dissolving gleam,

Wliich fell, like sun-dew, in the bowl!

Wliile her bright hair, in mazy flow

Of gold descending

Along her cheek's luxurious glow,

Wav'd o'er the goblet's side.

And was reflected by its crystal tide.

Like a sweet crocus flower.

Whose sunny leaves , at evening hour

With roses of Cyrene blending"

Hang o'er the mirror of a silver stream

!

The Olympian cup
Burn'd in the hands

Of duupled Hebe , as she wing'd her feet

Up
The empyreal mount,

To diain the soiil-drops at their stellar fount*'*;

And still

• This 19 a Platonic fancy; the philosopher supposes, in his Tinyieus, that, when <h'; ddty

had formed the 80ul ol the world, he proceeded to the composition of other s"')'"- '" ""'^^I''^":

cess, says Plato, he made use of the same cup, though the ingredients he
''","?'*^'i.

'""^ ""*

quite so pure as for the former; and having reliiied the mixture wth aJittleot his o«n essence,

he distributed it among the stars, which served as reservoirs of the fluid. TavT eura xai

nahv s.Tt zov noonixtr xnaji^nu tv ui z»jr ra narrow; xpvx>]v xenavmi «/(i")'f, y- t- ^•

" We learn from Theophrastus , that the roses of Cyrene were particularly fragrant.

Euoduara ra de ru tv VLvntpij oodci.
.

••• Hcraclilus (I'hysirus) held ihc soul to be a spark of the stellar essence. "SscmtiUa stcl-

laris cesentiac. " Macuobils, iu Soiuii. Scip Lib. i. cap. U.
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As the resplendent rill

Flam'd o'er the gohlet with a mantling heat.

Her gracefuJ care

Would cool its heavenly fire

In gelid waves of snowy-feather'd air,

Such as the children of the pole respire.

In those enchanted lands ',

Where life is all a spring , and north winds never blow

!

But oh!
Sweet Hehe, what a tear,

And what a hlu^h were thine,

Wlien, as the hreath of every Grace
Wafted thy fleet career

Along the studded sphere,

With a rich cup for Jove himself to drink.

Some star, that glitter'd in the way,
Raiding its amorous head

To kiss so exquifite a tread,

Checkd thy impatient pace

!

And all heaven's host of eyes

Saw those luxuriant beauties sink

In lapse of loveliness, along the azure skies**!

I'pon Mhosc starry plain they lay.

Like a young blossom on our meads of gold,

Shed from a vernal thorn

Amid the liquid sparkles of the morn!
Or , as in temples of the Paphian shade,

The niyrtled votaries of the queen behold
An image of their rosy idol, laid

Lpon a diamond shrine!

Tlie wanton wind,

Which had pursued the flying fair.

And sweetly twin'd

Its spirit with tlie breathing ringa

Of her ambrosial hair,

Soar'd as she fell, and on its ruffling wings
(Oh wanton wind !)

Wafted the robe , whose sacred flow

Shadow'd her kindling charms of snow.
Pure, as an Eleusinian veil

Hangs o'er the mysteries*"!

• • « •

* the brow of Jono flush'd —
Love blessM the breeze!

The Muses blush'd,

And every cheek was had behind a lyre,

While every eye was glancing through the strings.

Drops of ethcrial dew.
That burning gush'd.

As the great goblet flew

• 'JTie country of the Hyperboreans ; they were Biipposed to be placed so far north that
the north wind could not affect thein; they lived longer than any other mortals; passed their
whole lime in music and dancing, etc. etc. But the most extravagant fiction related of them is

that to whirli the two lines preceding allude. It was imagined thatj instead of our vulgar at-

mosphere, the Hyperboreans breathed nothing but feathers! According to Herodotus ana I'liny,

this idea was suggested by the quantity of siiow which was observed to fall in those regions;

thus the former: Ta tur rcrena nxa^ovra; ti,v yiura rsg 2xv9a; ts y.ai tb; rrfoiotzaj (Jo-

xiu) Xtyur, Hgrodot. Lib. iv. cap. 31. Ovid tells the fable otherwise. See Metamorph.
Lib. \y.

Mr. O'Halloran, and gome other Irish Antiqnarians, have been at great expense of learning
to prove that the strange country, where they look snow for feathers, was Ireland, and that the
famous Abaris was an Irish Druid. Mr. Rowland however will have it, that Abaris was a
AVclshman and that his name is only a corrupiiou of Ap Rees !

" 1 btlieve it is Scrvins wlio luenlions this unlucky trip which Ilebe made in her occupa-
tion of cnp-beurcr; and Hoffman tells it after him; "Cam Hebe, pocula Jovi administrans jer-

que lubricuin minus caute iucedriis, cecidisset, r'jvolutisque veslibus" — in short, she fell in a
very awkward manner, and though (as ihe Ency clopcdittes think) it would have amused Jove
nt a'liy other time, yet, as he happened to be out of temper on that day, the poor girl was dis-

mi^.'-ed Irriin her employment.
••• Ttic arcane symbols of this ceremony were deposited in the cista , whcre_ they lay reli-

giously concealed from the eyes of the profane. They were generally carried in the nroces-
ftioii by an ass; and hence the proverb, which one may so often apply in the world, " asiuus

portot mysteria." See the Divine Legation. Book ii. sect. 4.
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From lli'ljc's pearly fingers through tlie bliy

!

VVIio M.is the spirit that remeniher'd Man
la that vohipt:iOus hour?

And Avitli a Aving of love

Briish'cl oiF ,>oiir sciittcrd (care:.

As o'er the s]»angled heaven they ran,

And sent them lloating to our orh below'?
Essence of iniiuortality

!

The slioM'cr

Fell glowing through the spheres ;

While all around new tints of bliss,

New perfmues of delight,

Enrich'd its radiant n.)W !

Now , V. iih a humid kiss,

It thriird along the beniny wire

Of Heaven's illuinin'd lyre ",

Stealing tlie soul of music in its flight!

And now , amid the breezes bland,

That whisper from the planets as they roll,

The bright libation, softly fann'd

By all their sighs, inciindering stole!

Thcv who, from Atlas' height.

Beheld the rill of liame

Descending through the Maste of night,

Thought 'twas a planet, wJiosc stupendous frame

Had kindled, as it rapidly revolved

Aromid its fervid axle, and dissolv'd

Into a flood so bright!

The cliild of day,

Within his twilight bower.

Lay sweetly sleeping

On the llush'd' bosom of a lotos-flower'";

When round him, in profusion weeping,

Dropp'd the celestial shower.

Steeping

The rosy clouds, that cml'd

About his infant head.

Like myrrh upon the locks of Cupid shed!

But, vhcn the waking boy

Wav'd his exhaling tresses through the sky,

O morn of joy!

The tide divine,

All glittering with the vcrmil dye

It drank beneath his orient eye,

Distiird, in dews, upon the world.

And every drop was wine, was heavenly wise.

Blest be the sod , the flow'ret blest.

That caught, upon their hallow d breast,

The nectar'd spray of Jove's perennial springs

!

Less sweet the flow'ret, and less sweet the sod,

O'er which the Spirit of the rainbow fluigs

Tlie magic mantle of her solar god f

!

* In the Geoponica, Lib. ii. cap. 17, there is a fable somewhat "^e tWs descent offhe nec-

tar to earth. Ev «o«no rwv x<^£o;r luw/s/iarm; y.at ru v£;<ra;/a; noV.H naou/.eqms,

oy.ioTiiaai yoosia i or" Eqvitu y.at. ovaauaai ruy nn^m re yoar^nog t-jv ^amv ,
y.at neonos-

n^ul,',. avToV TO 6e r.y.TaQ e<; t.jv y^v .y.yvD.r, y.. 2. ^. Vid. Autor. de Re RubI. edit.

^""l?''-.I^J^*i„„stellation Lyr.. The astrologers attribute great virtues to this sigu in asceu-

denti, which are enumerated by I'oiitano, in his rnmia:
'

. — Erce novem cuiu pcctiiie chordas

Einodiiliinw, miilcctquc novo vaga sidura cantu,

Quo cnplac nascentum auimac coucordia ducunt

-* The Egyplians'reprcsented the dawn of day by a young boy seated upon a lotos.

Eas ^tv^^irsi kwnayw; u.,/ny c^raiohj? na.dwv ifoy.ov yocupoxTa? ..t« ^ojio> y.uJi^of^^ot.

Plutarch. neQc rs V; ynar .f.fUTQ. Sec also his Treatise de Isid. et Osin
OJ^^J'-^-lg J^^

the lotos showed iti head abo^e water at sunrise, aud sank agaui at his setting, thty conceived

the idea ot consecrating it to Osins, or the sun.
«i.„ M.rav-ispq or Basili-

This sjinbol of a youth sitting u,.ou a lotos ,s very frcquejit on the (^'^^^s^'
i" lib vi .

dian stones. See Moutfaucou, torn. ii. plauchc 158, and the " hupplcmeut, etc. torn. 11. iiu.

"'"'i ^Thc aucicuts cbtccmcd those dowers and tree, the swectc.l upon which the rainbow had
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TO

TH-iT %rrinkle, when first I espied it.

At once put my heart out of pain,

Till the eye , that was glowing beside it.

Disturbed my ideas again!

Thou art ju^t in the twilight at present,

When woman's declension begins.

When, fading from all that is pleasant,

She bids a good night to her sins!

Yet thou still art go lovely to me,
I would sooner, my exquisite mother!

Repose in the sunset of thee.

Than bask in the noon of another!

AXACREOXTIC.
"Srb nerer look'd so kind before —
"Yet why the wanton's smile recall?

"I've seen this witchery o'er and o'er,

"'Tis holloAv, vain, and heartless all!'

Thus I said and, sighing, eipp'd

The wine which she had lately tasted;

The cup, where she had lately dippd
Breath, so long in falsehood wasted.

I took the harp , and would have sung
As if 't>vere not of her I sang

;

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

That kiss , for which , if worlds were mine,

A world for every kiss I'd give her;

Those floating eyes, that floating shine

Like diamonds in an eastern river

!

That mould so fine, so pearly bright.

Of which luxurious heaven hath cast her,

Through which her soul doth beam as wliite

As flame through lamps of alabaster

!

Of these I sung , and notes and words
Were sweet, as if 'twas Laiua's hair

,

That lay upon my lute for chords.

And Lajua's lip that warbled there!

. But when, alas! I turn'd the theme.
And when of vows and oaths I spoke.

Of truth and hope's beguiling dream —
The chord beneath my fiuger broke

!

False harp! false woman! — such, oh! such
Are lutes too frail and maids too willing;

Every hand's licentious touch
Can learn to wake their wildest thrilling!

And when that thrill is most awake,
And when you think heaven's joys await you,

The nymph wiU change, the chord will break —
Ob Love! oh Music! hov I hate you!

TO

MRS
<!5n Bomc (JTalummeg agatUBt ttt ©ftaracttr.

la not thy mind a gentle mind?
Is not thy heart a heart refin'd?

appeared to rest; and the wood they chiefly burned in sacrilices , was that which the smile of
Iria had consecrated. Plutarch. Sympos. lib. iv. cap. 2. where (as Vossius remarks) y.aioat,

instead of y.a'/.Hcit, is undoubtedly the genuine reading. See Vossius, for some carious par-
ticuiariticd of tho raiubow. De Origin, et Progress. Idololat. lib. iii. cap. 13.
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Hast thou not every blameless grace,

That man should love or heaven can trace?

And , oh ! art thou a shrine for Sin
To hold her hateful worship in ?

No, no, he happy — dry that tear —
Though some thy heart hath harhoiir'd near
May now repay its love Avith blame;
Though man , m ho ought to shield thy fame.
Ungenerous man be first to wound thee;

Though the M'hole world may freeze around thee.

Oh ! thou'lt be like that lucid tear *,

Which , bright , within the crystal's sphere
In liquid purity was found,

Though all had grown congeal'd around;
Floating in frost, it mock'd the chill,

Was pure, was soft, was brilliant still!

HYMN
OF

A VIRGIN OF DELPHI.
at tfie HLml of 5ec jBotJer.

Oh ! lost , for ever lost ! — no more
Shall Vesiper light our dewy way

Along the rocks of Crissa's shore,

To hymn the fading fires of day!

No more to Tempe's distant vale

In holy musings shall we roam.
Through summer's glow and winter's gale,

To bear the mystic chaplets homo "

!

'Twas then my soul's expanding zeal.

By nature warm'd and led by thee.

In every breeze was taught to feel

The breathings of a deitj !

Guide of my heart! to memory true,

Thy looks , thy words are still my own —
I see thee raising from the dew
Some laurel, by the wind o'crthrown.

And hear thee say, "This humble bough
"Was planted for a doom divine;

" And , though it weep in languor now,
" Shall flourish on the Delphic shrine

!

"Thus, in the vale of earthly sense,

"Though sunk awhile the spirit lies,

" A viewless hand shall cuU it thence,
" To bloom uumortal in the skies !

"

Thy words had such a melting flow.

And spoke of truth so sweetly well,

They dropp'd like heaven's serenest snow.
And all was brightness where they fell!

Fond soother of my infant tear!

Fond sharer of my infant joy!

Is not thy shade still lingering here?
Am I not still thy soul's employ?

And oh! aa oft, at close of day

* This alludes to a curinii<! pcm , iipou which Claudtan liaa left lis some pointings cpi-
grame. It was a drop of pure water inclosed wllhiii a piece of crystal. See ('landrail. Kpigrani.
de CrjBtallo cui aqua iuerat. Addison mentious a curiosity of this kind at Milan ; he al>o says :

"It is such a rarity as this that 1 saw at Veudouic in France, which tliey tliere preteml is a
tear that our Saviour shed over Lazarus^ and was gathered up by an angel, « ho put it into a
little crystal vial, and made a present of it to Mary Magdalen." Addison's Remarks on several
parts of Italy

•* The laurel, for the common uses of the temple, for adorning the altars and sweeping
the pavement, was supplied by a tree near the rouiitiiin of Caslalia; but upon all importanl
occasions, they sent to 'I'einpe for their laurel, ^^e liiid, in I'ausanias, that (his valley supplied
the branches, of which the temple wan originally constructed; and I'lutarch says, in his Dia-
logue on Music, "The youth who brings the Tempic laurel to Delphi is always attended by a
player on the flute." ^d^./.a juijv xai zui xazay-o/xtl^uvTi naidi iijv TeftAixtiv diaifvtiv itf
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When, meeting on the sacred mount.

Our nviiiplisi awak'd the choral lay.

And danc'd around Ca^t^ntis' fount;

As then , 'twas all thy v i«h and care,

That mine should he the jsunplcst luleo,

3VIy lyre and Aoice the i^Mcetcft there,

3Iy foot tlic lighte?t o'er the green:

So still, each little gi-ace to mould.
Around ray form thine eyc^ are shed,

AiTanging every enovry folJ,

And guiding every mazy tread

!

And , Avhen 1 lead the hymning choir.

Thy spirit still , unseen and free,

Hovers hetween my lip and lyre.

And weds thcra into harmony

!

Flow, riistus, flow, thy murmuring wave
Shall never drop its silv'ry tear

Upon so pure, so hle5:t a grave,

To memory so divinely dear!

RINGS AND SEALS.
Sia.rto rKpijuyiSt; Tu (pi7.iiuaTtt. Achilles Ta'.iui-, Lib. ii.

"Go!" said the angry, weeping maid,

"The charm is hroken ! — once hetray'd,

"Oh! never can my heart rely
" On word or look , on oath or sigh.

"Take hack the gifts, so sweetly given,

"With promisd faith and vow* to hea\en;

"That little ring which, niglit and morn,
"With wedded truth my hand hath Morn;
"That seal which oft, in moments hlest,

"Thou hast upon my lip iinpre?!,

"And sworn its dewy spring should he
"A fountain scald' for only thee!

"Take, take them hack, the gift and vow,

"All sullied, lost and hateful now! "

I took the ring — the seal I toolf,

While, oh! her every tear and look

Were such as angels look and shed,

When man is by the world misled

!

Gently I whisperd, "Fan\y, dear!

"Not half thy lover's gifts are here:
" Say , where are all the seals he gaA e

"To every ringlet's jetty wave,
"And where is every one he printed

"Upon that lip, so ruby-tinted,

"Seals, of the purest gem of bliss,

"Oh! richer, softer far than this!

"And then the ring — my love I recall

"How many rings, delicious all,

" His arms around that neck hath twisted,

"Twining warmer far tlian this did!

"Where are they all, so sweet, so many?
"Oh! dearest, give back all, if any!"

W'hile thus I murmur'd, trembling too

Lest all the nymph had Aow'd Mas true,

1 saw a smile relenting rise

'31id the moist azure of her eyes.

Like daylight o'er a sea of blue.

While yet the air is dim Mith Acwl
She let her cheek repose on mine.

She let my arms around her twine —
• " There sire gardens, f!iippos.rcl lo lie (hose of King Solomon, in the itcighhourliood of

Ucthlehcin. The friars show a lountain, uhith, Uuy saj , is the 'scaled foiiiilaiir lo whicli the

holy s|i<i(iHc in the Canticles is com|ini-ed; and thry preleiid a tradition, tliat Solomon shiil up

these Hjiriiigs and put his signet tipon tlie door, to" keep them for liis own drinking." MauD-
drcll's Travels. See also the uotea lo Mr. Good's Trauslatiou of the Song of Solomon.
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Oh ! wlio can tell the hliss one feels

la thus exchanging rings and seals

!

TO

MISS SUSAN B—CKF—D.

©tt Tjcr Sfngfnj.

I MORK than once have heard, at night,

A song, like those thy lips have given,

And it Mas sung l)y shiipes of light,

Who sccm'd, like tliee, to hieathe of heaven!

But this was all a dream of sleep,

And I have said, vhen morning shone,
'' Oh ! why should fairy Fancy keep

'•Tliese wonders for herself alone?"

I knew not then that fate liad lent

Such tones to one of mortal hirth;

I knew not then that heaven had sent

A voice, a form like thine on earth!

And yet, in all that flowery maze
Through which my life ha;? lov'd to tread,

When I have heard the sweetest lays

From lips of dearest lustre shed;

Wiien I have felt the warhlcd word
From heauty's mouth of perfume sighing,

Sweet as music's hallow'd bird

Upon a rose's bosom lying!

Though form and song at once combined

Tlieir loveliest bloom and softest thrill,

My heart hath sigh'd , my heart hath pm'd
For something softer , lovelier still

!

Oh! I have found it all, at last.

In thee , thou sweetest living lyre.

Through which the soul hath ever passed

Its harmonizing breath of fire

!

All that my best and wildest dream.
In fancy's hour, could hear or see

Of music's sigh or beauty's beam
Are rcaliz'd , at once , in thee

!

LINES
\niITTEX AT

€fjt ©0^03 , or iFalb of tfie fHoJatDS 3K(bei-

'

GI\ ER V I\ LOCO OVE S'UDIA 'L Rl.MBOMBO
DELL' ACQUA DaiUe.

\ From rise of morn till set of sun

I've seen the migthy Molunvk run.

And, as I markd the wood^ of pine

Along his mirror darkly shine,

Like tall and gloomy forms that pass

, Before the wizard's midnight glass;

And as I vie^'d the hurrying pace

With Mhicli he ran his turbid race.

Rushing , alike untir'd and wild.

Through shades that frown'd and flowers that smil'd,

Flying by every green recess

* There is a dreary and eavaffc character in the cniintry immediattly ahiiiit tliesc Falls,

which is much more in harmony with the wildiitss of such a sc«iie than llic cultivated lauds in

the neighbourhood of iMaffara. f^ee the dia\iiiig of ihcin iu Mr. \N eld s liook. Accordiiip; lo

him, the perpoudlciilar height of the Cohos Fall is lifiy feet; but the -Marquis do Chaslellux

makes it seventy-six. ...
The line rainbow, which is continually forniinj^ and dissnlvinff , as (he spray rises into the

light of the sun, is perhaps the mutil iuleresliug beauty which these uouuerlul cataracts exhibit.
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That woo'd him to its calm caress,

Yet , (sometimes turning with the wind,

As if to leave one look behind!

Oh ! I have thought , and thinking sigh'd

How like to thee, thou restless tide!

May he the lot, the life of him
Who roams along thy water's brim!
Through what alternate shades of woe
And flowers of joy my path may go!

How many an humble, still retreat

May rise to court ray weary feet,

Wliile still pursuing, still unblest,

I wander on , nor dare to rest I

But, urgent as the doom that calls

Thy water to its destin'd falls,

I see the world's bewildering force

llmTy ray hearts devoted course

Frora lapse to lapse, till life be done.

And the lost current cease to run

!

Oh , raay my falls be bright as thine

!

May heaven's forgiving rainbow shine

llpon the mist that circles me,

As soft as now it hangs o'er thee!

CLORIS AND FANNY.

Cloris ! if I were Persia's king,

I'd make my graceful queen of thee;

While Fa\\y, wild and artless thing,

Should but thy humble handmaid be.

There is but ojic objection in it —
That, verily, I'm much afraid

1 should, in some unlucky minute,

Forsake the mistress fur tlic raaid

!

MISS

With woman's form and woman's tricks

So much of man you seem to mix,

One knows not where to take you

:

I pray you, if 'tis not too far.

Go , ask of Nature which you arc,

Or what she meant to make you.

Y'et , stay — you need not take the pains

With neither beauty, youth, nor brains

For raan or raaitl's desiring;

Pert as female, fool as raale.

As boy too green , as girl too stale —
The thing's not worth inquiring!

CDn Scr S(s!t(ns me to aU&rcss a ^om to ftri',

SINE VEi\ERE FRIGET APOLLO. /legid. Mcnagiun.

How can I sing of fragrant sighs

I ne'er ha\e felt from thee?
How can I sing of smiling eyes
That ne'er have smil'd on me ?

The heart , 'tis true , may fancy mucli.

But , oh ! 'tis c(»ld and seeming —
One mom»;nt's real, i-apturous touch

Is worth an a'svs of dreamin"!
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Tliink'st thou, wlieii JixiA's lip and breast

Inspir'd my youthful tongue,

I coldly spoke of lips unprest,

Nor felt the heaven I sung?

No, no, the spell that warra'd so long

Was still my Jvlia's kiss,

And still the girl was paid, in song.

What she had giv'n , in hliss!

Then beam one burning smile on me,
And I will sing those eyes;

Let me but feel a breath from thee,

And I will praise thy sighs.

That rosy mouth alone can bring

What makes the bard divine —
Oh, Lady! how my lip Mould sing.

If once 'twere prest to thine!

SONG
OF

TIIE EVIL SPIRIT OF THE WOODS*.
QUA VIA DIFFICILIS

,
QUAQUE EST VIA NULLA

Ovid. Metam. Lib. III. v. 227.

Now the vapour, hot and damp.
Shed by day's expuing lamp,
Tlirough the misty ether spreads

Every ill the white man dreads;

Fiery fever's thirsty tluill.

Fitful ague's shivering chill!

Hark ! I hear the traveller's song,

As he Minds the Moods along

!

Christian ! 'tis the song of fear

;

Wolves are round thee, night is near,

And the Mild, thou dar'st to roam

—

Oh! 'twas once the Indian's home'*!

Hither, sprites, who love to harm,
Wheresoe'er you work your charm,
By the creeks, or by the brakes,

Where the pale Mitch feeds her snakes,

And the cayman f loves to creep,

Torpid , to his Avintry slfcep

:

Where the bird of carrion Hits,

And the shuddering murderer sitsff.

Lone beneath a roof of blood,

Wliile upon his poison'd food.

From the corpse of him he slew

Drops the dull and gory dew

!

Hither bend you, turn you hither.

Eyes that blast and wings that wither!
Cross the Mandering Christian's way.
Lead him, ere the glimpse of day,

Many a mile of mad'niiig error

• The idea of this poem occurred to me in passing through the very dreary wildcrtcsg
between Batavia, a new settlement in the midst of the woods, and the little \illage of liuiralu

upon Lake Erie. This ia the most fatiguing part of the route, iu traveJling through the Genesee
country to INiagara.

" "The Five Confederated Nations (of Indians) were settled along the banks of (he
Susquehannah and the adjacent country, until the year 1179, when General ISullivan, with an
army of 4000 men, drove them from their country to Niagara , where, being obliged to live ou
salted provisions, to which they were unaccustomed, great numbers of them died. Two hundred
of them , it is said-, were buried iu one grave, where they had encamped. " Morse's .American
Geography.

f The alligator, who is supposed to lie in a torpid state all the winter, in the bank of
some creek or pondj having previously ewallowcd a large number of pine-knots, which arc his
only sustenance during the time.

ti" This Mas the mode of punishment for murder (as Father Cliar!evoi>f tells us) among the
Hurons. "They laid the dead body upon poles at the top of a cabin, and the murderer was
obliged to remain several days together, uiiil to receive all that dropped from the carcastr', not
only on himself but on bis food."
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Through the maze of night and terror,

Till tlic morn behold him lying

O'er the damp earth, pale and dying!
Mock him , Avheii his eager sight

Seeks the cordial cottage-Hght

;

Gle.'im then , like the lightning-bug,

Tempt him to the den that's dug
For the foul and famisli'd brood
or the i^lie Molf

, gaunt for blood!
Or , unto the dangerous pa.«s

O'er the deep and dark morass,
Where the trembling Indian brings
Belts of porcelixin

,
pipes, and rings.

Tributes , to be hung in air.

To the Fiend presiding there *

!

Tlien , when niglu's long labour past,

Wilder'd, faint he falls at last,

Sinking where the causeMay's edge
Moulders in tlic slimy sedge.

There let every noxious thing
Trail its filth and fix its sting;

Let the bnlltoad taint him over,

Uound him let nmsquitoes hover.

In his ears and eyeballs tingling,

With liis blood their poi.<on mingling,

Till , beneath the solar fires,

Rankling all, the M-retch expires.

TO

MRS. HENRY T—GIIE,

ON

READING HER "PSYCHE.'
1802.

Tell me the Mitching tale again.

For never has my heart or ear

Himg on so SMeet, so pure a strain.

So pure to feel , so sweet to hear

!

Say, Love! in all thy spring of fame,

When the high heaven itself was thine;

When piety confess'd the flame.

And e^ en thy errors were divine

!

Did ever Muse's hand , so fair,

A glory round thy temples spread?

Did ever lip's ambrosial air

Such perfume o'er thy altars shed?

One maid there Mas, who round her lyre

Tlie mystic myrtle Avildly Mreath'd

—

But all her sighs were sighs of fire.

The myrtle wither'd as she breath'd!

Oh! you that love's celestial dream,
In all its purity, Avould knoAV,

Let not the senses' ardent beam
Too strongly through the vision glow

!

Love sweetest lies, conceal'd in night,

The night where heaven has bid him lie;

Oh ! shed not there unhallow'd light.

Or, Psyche knows, the boy will fly**!

Dear Psvche! many a charmed hour.

Through many a wild and magic waste

• "We find also collars of procelain , tobacco, ears of maize, skins, etc. by the siile of

cliflicult and dangerous ways, on rocks, or by the side of the falls; and these are so many
offerings made to the spirits which preside in these places. " See Charlevoix's Letter on the

Traditions and the Religion of the Savages of Canada.
Father Hennepin too meniions this ceremony; he also says, "We took notice of one bar-

barian, who made a kind of sacrilirc upon an oak at ihe Cascade of St. Antony ot Padua, upon

the river Mississippi." See Hennepin's Voyage into \orfii America.
•• Sec the story in Apuleiiis. \Mth respect to this beautilul allegory of Love and Psyche,

there is aii iugcuioua idea suggested by the senator Duouarotti , Li his " Osservazioui sopra
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To the fair fount and blissful bower*
Thy mazy foot my soul hath trac'd!

Wlicre'er thy joys are niimber'd now,
Beneath whatever shades of rest,

The Genius of the stari-y brow '*

Has chain'd thee to thy Cupid's breast

;

Wliether above the horizon dim,

Along whose verge our spirits stray

(Half sunk >vithin the shadowy brim.

Half brighten'd by the eternal ray*".

Thou risest to a cloudless pole

!

Or, lingering here, dost love to mark
The twilight walk of many a soul

Through sunny good and evil dark,

Still be the song to Psyche dear,

Tlic song, whose dulcet tide was given

To keep her name as fadeless, here.

As nectar keeps her soul, in heaven!

IMPROMPTU
UPON LEAVrVG SOME FRIENDS.

O DILCES COMITUM VALETE COETl'S!

No, never shall my soul forget

The friends I found so cordial-hearted;

Dear shall be the day we met.

And dear shall be the night we parted!

Oh ! if regrets , however sweet,

Must with the lapse of time decay,

Yet still, when thus in mirth you meet.
Fill high to him that's far a^vay!

Long be the flame of memory found,

Alive, within your social glass.

Let that be still the magic round.

O'er wliich oblivion dares not pass!

Catullus.

EPISTLE VIIT.

HONOURABLE W. R. SPENCER,
NEC VEMT AD DLROS MUSA VOCaTA CETAS.

Ovid, ex Fonto, Lib. I. Ep. 5.

FROM BITETALO, UPOIS LAKE ERIE,

TflOTJ oft hast told me of the fairy hours
Thy heart has number'd, in those classic bowers,
Where fancy sees the ghost of ancient wit
'Mid coAvls and cardinals profanely flit.

And pagan spirits, by the Pope unlaid,

Haunt every stream and sing through every shade

!

alcuni fraramcnti di vasi antichi." He thinks the fable is taken from some very occiiU mvstcrics,
which had long been celebrated in honour of Love; and he accounts, upon this suinxisition, for
the silence of the more ancient authors upon the subject, as it was not till towards Ihe decline
of pagan superstition, that writers could venture to repeal or discuss sucli ceremonies; accord-
ingly, he observes, we find Lucian and Plutarch treating, without reserve, of the Dea Syria,
and'lsis and Osiris; and Apuleius, who has given us the story of Cupid and I'ysrhe , has also
detailed some of the mysteries of Isis. See the Giornale di Litterati d'ltalia, 'lorn, xxvii.
Articol. 1. See also the observations upon the ancient gems in the Museum Floreniiuum, Vol. i.

p. 156.

I cannot avoid remarking here au^ error into which the French Encyclopedistcs have been
led byM. Spon, in their article Psyche. They say "Petroue fait un rc'cit de la ponipe uuplialc de
ces deux ainans (Amour et Psyche). De.ja , dil-il , etc. etc." The Psyche of IV'tronius, however,
is a servant-maid, and the marriaffe which he describes is that of the youug I'aunychis, See
Spoil's Hecherches curieuses, etc. Dissertat. 5.

1* AJlusions to Mrs. T—ghe's poem,
*• Constancy.
•" By this image the Platonista expressed the middle state of the soul between sensible and

I intellectual eustciice.
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There etill the bard who (if his numbers be
His tongue's light echo) must have talk'd like thee.

The courtly bard, from whom thy mind has caught
Those playful, sunshine holidays of thought.

In which the basking soul reclines and glows,
Warm without toil and brilliant in repose.

There still he rove*, and laughing loves to see

How modern monks with ancient rakes agree;
How mitres hang where i>y Mreaths might twine,
And heathen Massics damn'd for stronger wine

!

There too are all those wandering souls of song,
TN ith whom thy spirit hath commun'd so long,

Whose rarest gems are, every instant, hung
By memory's magic on thy sparkling tongue.
But here, alas! by Erie's stormy lake.

As, far from thee, my lonely course I take,

^o briglit remembrance o'er the fancy plays,

!\o classic dream, no star of other days,

lias left that %i»ionary glory here,

That relic of its light, so soft, so dear,

Which gilds and hallows even the rudest scene.

The humblest shed, M'here genius once has been!

All that creation's vai-ying mass assumes
Of grand or lovely, here aspires and blooms

:

Bold rise the mountains, rich the gardens glow.
Bright lakes expand, and conquering * river* flow

;

Mind, mind alone, without whose quickening ray,

The world's a wilderness and man but clay,

Mmd, mind alone, in barren, still repose,

^or blooms, nor rises, nor expands, nor flows!

Take christians, mohawks, democrats and all

From the rude wig-wam to the congress-hall.

From man the savage, whether slavd or free.

To man the civilizd, less tame than he!
'Tis one dull chaos, one unfertile strife

Betwixt half-polish"d and half-barbarous life;

Where every ill the ancient world can brew
Is mix'd with every grossness of the new;
Where all corrupts, though little can entice,

And nothing's known of luxiu-y, but vice!

Is this the region then, is this the clime

For golden fancy ^ for those dreams sublime,

Which all their miracles of light reveal

To heads that meditate and hearts that feel?

INo, no — the muse of inspiration plays

O'er every scene; she walks the fore?t-maze.

And climbs the mountain ; every blooming spot

Burns with her step, yet man regards it not!

She whispers round, her words are in the air.

But lost, unheard, they linger freezing there,

Without one breath of soul, divinely strong.

One ray of heart to thaw them into song!

Yet, yet forgive me, oh you sacred few!
Whom late by Delaware's green banks I knew;
Whom, knovtn and lovd through many a social eve,

'Twas bliss to live with, and 'twas pam to leave"!
Less dearly welcome were the lines of lore

• This epithet was suggested by Charlevoix's striking description of the conflaence of the
Missouri with the Mij^sissippi. '"I believe this is the liaest confluence in the world. The iwo
rivers are much of the same breadth, each about half a leagne; but the Missouri is by far the
mort rapid, and seems to enter the Nlissis^ipi'i like a conqueror, through which it carries ita

white waves to the opposite shore, without jnixiiig them: afterwards it gives its colour to the
Mississippi, which it never lose? again, but carries quite down to the sea." Letter xxvii.

•* lu the society of Mr. Deniiie and his friends, at Philadelphia, I passed the few agreeable
moments which my tour through the Stales alforded me. Mr. Dennie has succeeded in diffus-

ing through this elegant little circle that love for good literature and sound politics, which he
feels so zealously himself, and whirh is so very rarely the characteristic of his countr\men.
They will not, 1" trust, accuse ine of illiberality tor the picture which 1 have gi\en of the igno-

rance and corruption that surround them. If I did nut hate, as I ought, the rabble to which
they are opposed, 1 could not value, as I do, the spirit with which they defy it; and in leariiiug

from them what ^Unericaus can be., i but £eu with the more iudigaaiiou what Aiuericaos are.
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The exile saw upon the sandy shore.
When his lone heart but faintly hop'd to find

One print of man, one blessed stamp of mind!
Less dearly welcome than the liberal zeal,

The strength to reason and the warmth to feel,

The manly polish and the illumin'd taste,

Wliich, 'mid the melancholy, heartless Maste
My foot has Avander'd, oh you sacred fcAV

!

I found by Delaware's green banks with you.
Long may you hate the Gallic dross that runs
O'er your fair country and corru|)ts its sons;

Long love the arts, the glories wliich adorn
Those fields of freedom, where your sires were born.

Oh! if America can yet be great,

If neither chain'd by choice, nt)r damn'd by fate

To the mob-mania which imbrutcs her now.
She yet can raise the bright but temperate brow
Of single majesty, can grandly place

An empire's pillar upon freedom's base,

IVor fear the mighty shaft will feebler prove
For the fair capital that flowers above !

—
If yet, releas'd from all that vulgar throng,

So vain of dulness and so plcas'd Mith wrong.
Who hourly teach her, like tliemselves to hide
Folly in froth, and barrenness in pride.

She yet can rise, can wreath the attic charms
Of soft refinement round the pomp of arms.

And see her poets ilash the fires of song.

To light her warri(u-s' Ihunderliolts along!
It is to you, to souls that favouring heaven
Has made like yours, the glorious task is given —
Oh! but for such, Columbia's days were done;

Rank Avithout ripeness, quicken'd without sun.

Crude at the surface, rotten at the core.

Her fruits would fall, before her spring were o'er!

Believe mc, Spexcer, while I wing'd the hours
Where Schuylkill undulates through banks of liowers,

Though fcM' the days, the happy evenings few.

So warm with heart, so rich vith mind they flcM",

That my full soul forgot its wish to roam.
And rested there, as in a dream of home!
And looks I met, like looks I lov'd before.

And voices too, which, as they trembled o'er

The chord of memory, found full many a tone

Of kindness there in concord Mith their own!
Oh ! we had nights of thnt communion free.

That Hush of heart, which I have known Mith thee

So oft, so warmly; nights of mirth and mind.

Of Mhims that taught, and follies that refin'd

!

When shall we both renew them.^ M'hen, restor'd

To the pure feast and intellectual board,

Shall I once more enjoy with thee and thine

Those whims that teach, those follies that refine?

Even now, as, wandering upon Erie's shore,

I hear Niagara's distant cataract roar,

I sigh for England — oh ! these weary feet

Have many a mile to journey, ere Me meet

!

£2 JIATPI^, 'S22 20r KAPTA ISYN MNEIAN EXSi.
Euripide$.

A WARNING.
TO

Oh! fair as lieaven and chaste as light!

Did nature mould thee all so bright,

That thou shuuidbt ever learn to weep
26
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O'er Irtnfrnid virtue's fatal sleep,

O'er t-liaine cxtingnish'd , honour lied.

Peace lost, heart witlier'd, feeling dead ?

^o, no ! a star was born with thee,

Whit h sheds eternal purity !

Thou hast, Mithin those sainted eyes,

So fair a transcript of the sliies,

In lines of fire such heavenly lore.

That man should read them and adore!

Yet have I lino^m a gentle maid
Wlu)se early charms were just ai'rnyM

In nature's loveliness like thine,

And wore that clear, celestial sign,

Wliich seems to mark tlie brow that's fair

For destiny's peculiar care!

Wliose bosom too m as once a zone.

Where the bright gem of virtue shone;

Whose eyes were talismans of fire

Against tiic spell of man's desire

!

Yet, hapless girl, in one sad hour.

Her charms have shed their radiant flower;

The gem has been beguil'd away;
Her eyes liavc lost their chastening ray

;

The simple fear, the guiltless shiime,

The smiles that from reflection came.
All, all have fled, and left her mind
A faded monument behind

!

Like some Mavebeaten, mouldering stone,

To memory rais'd by hands unknown.
Which many a Avintry hour has stood

Beside the ford of 'J'yra's flood.

To tell the traveller, as he crost.

That there some loved friend Mas lost!

Oh I 'tMas a sight I wept to see —
Heaven keep the lost one's fate from thee

!

1

I

'Tis time, I feel, to leave thee now,
While yet my soul is something free;

While yet those dangerous eyes allow

One moment's thought to stray from thee!

Oh! thou art every instant dearer —
E^ery chance that brings me nigh thee,

Brings my ruin nearer, nearer,

I am lost, unless I fly thee!

Nay, if thou dost not scorn and hate me,
Wi^h me not so soon to fall.

Duties, fame, and hopes await me.
Oh! that eye would blast them all!

Yes, yes, it would — for thou'rt as cold

As ever yet allurd or sAvay'd,

And wouldst, without a sigh, behold
The ruin m hich thyself had made

!

Y'et — could 1 think that, truly fond.

That eye liut once Avould smile on me.
Good heaven 1 how mu< h, liow far bcjond
Fame, duty, hope that smile Avould be

!

Oh! but to win it, night and day.
Inglorious at thy feet reclin'd,

I'd sigh my dreams of fame away.
The world for thee forgot, resign'd

!

But no, no, no — farewell — Ave part,

NcA cr to meet, no, never , never —
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Oh, woman ! what a mind and heart

Tliy coldness has undone for ever

!

FRon

THE HIGH PRIEST OF APOLLO
TO

A VIRGUV OF DELPHI *.

CUM niGNo DIGSA . .

.

Sulpicia,

"Who is the maid, with golden hair,
"With eyes of fire, and feet of air,

"Whose liarp around my altar swells,
"The sweetest of a thousand shells?"

'Twas thus the deity, Avho treads
The arch of heaven, and grandly sheds
Day from his eyelids ! — thus he spoke,
As tlirough my 'cell his glories hroke,

"Who is the maid, with golden hair,

"With eyes of fire and feet of air,

"Whose harp around my altar swells,

"The sAveetest of a thousand shells?"

Aphelia is the Delphic fair",
With eyes of fire and golden hair,

Aphelia's are the airy feet,

And hers the harp divinely sweet;
For foot so light has never trod

The laurel'd caverns **' of the god,
Nor harp so soft has ever given
A strain to earth or sigh to heaven!

"Then tell the virgin to unfold,

"In looser pomp, her locks of gold,

*'And bid those eyes with fonder fire

"Be kindled for a god's desire f;
"Since He, who lights the path of years —
"Even from the fount of morning's tears

"To where his setting splendours hurn
"Upon the western seamaid's urn —
"Cannot, in all his course, behold
"Such eyes of fire, such hair of gold!
"Tell her, he comes, in blissful pride,

"His lip yet sparkling with the tide

"That mantles in Olympian bowls,
"The nectar of eternal souls!

"For her, for her he quits the skies,

"And to her kiss from nectar flies.

• This poem requires a little explanation. It is well known that, in the ancient temples.
whenever a reverend priest, like the supposed author of the invitation before us, was inspired
with a tender inclination towards any fair visitor of the shrine, and, at the same time, felt a
diflidence in his own powers of persuasion, he had but to proclaim Ihat (he Cod himself was
enamoured of her, and had signified his divine will that she should sleep in the interior of the
temple. Many a pious husband connived at this diviue assignation, and e\en_ declared himself
proud of the selection with which his family had been distinguished by the deity. In the temple
of Jupiter Belus there was a splendid bed for these occasions. In Egyptian Tlicbes the same
mockery was practised ; and, at the oracle of Patara in Lycia, the priestess ne\ or could pro-
phesy till an interview with the deity was allowed her. The story which we read in Jnstphua
JLib. xviii. cap. 3) of the Roman matron Paulina, whom the priests of Isis, for a bribe, betrayed
in this manner to Mundus, is a singular instance of the impudent excess to Mliirli credulity
suffered these impostures to be carriecl. This story has been jiut into (he form of a little novel,
under the name of "La Pudicitia Schernita," by the licentious and unfortunate Pallavicino. See
his Opere Scelte, Tom. i. I have made my priest here prefer a cave to the temple.^

•' In the 9(h Pythic of Pindar, where Apollo, in (he same manner, requires of Chiron some
information respecting the fair (-yrenc, the Centaur, in obeying, very gravely apologizes for
telling the God what his omniscience must know so perfectly already

:

iJ« (le y« /§»; xai TiaQ ao'pov ar-ztipeQiiai

'** AlX ti; Sacpvtoiij ynffAa fitjaofttti Tctis. EnniPii). Jon. v. 7G.

+ Ne deve partorir ammiratione ch'egli si pregiasse di haver una Delta roncorretite nel
possesso della moglie; menlre anche nei nostri secoli, non ostante cos'i rigorosc legge d ouore,
trovasi ehi s'ascrive a gloria il vedet Ja raoglie honorata da gl'amplcssi di un Principe.

Fallavicino.

26 *
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"Oh! he would hide his \rreath of rayg,

"And leave tlie world to pine for diiyji,

"Might he but pass the hours of shade,

"Inibosoni'd Jiy his Delphic maid,

"She, more tlian earthly womaa blest,

"He, more than god on woman's breast?'

There is a cave beneath the steep*.

Where living rills of crystal weep
O'er herbage of the loveliest hue
That ever spring bcgemmd with dew.
Tliere oft the green bank's glossy tint

Is brighten'ri by the amorous print

Of many a faun and naiad's form,

Tliat still upon the «!cw is warm,
When viigins come, at peep of day,

To kiss the sod where lovers lay

!

"There, there,'' the god, impassion'd, said,

"Soon as the twilight tinge is iled,

"And the dim orb of lunar sotiU"

"Along its shadoM'y pathway rolls —
"There shall we find our bridal bed,

"And ne'er did rosy rapture spread,

"Xot even in Jove's voluptuous bowers,

"A bridal bed so blest as ours!

"Tell the imperial God, who reigns

"Sublime in oriental fanes,

"Whose towering turrets paint their pride

"Upon Euphrates' pregnant tide'";

• The CoTVrian Cave, which Pausanias mentions. The inhabitants of Parnassus held it

sacred lo the Corjcian uvmphs, «ho were children of the river Piistus.
•• See a preceding "note, page 369. It should seem th;it lunar spirits were of a purer

order than spint^^ in general, as Pythagoras was said by his followers to have descended from
the_ regions of (lie moon. The heresiarch Manes too imagined that the sun and moon are the
residence of Christ, and that the ascension was nothing more than his flight to those orbs.

*'* The temple of Jmiitcr Belus at Babylon, «hich coii>islcd of several chapels and towers.
"In the last to«er (sajs Herodotus) is a larg'e chapel, in Mhich there lies a bed, very splen-
didly ornamented, and' beside it a table of gold; but there is no statue in the place. No man is

allowed to sleep here , but the apartment is appropriated to a female, w horn, if we believe the
Chaldaeaa priests, the deity selects from the Momeu of the country, as his favourite." Lib. i.

cap. m.
The poem now before the reader, and a few more in the present collection, are taken from

a work, which I rather prematurely announced lo the public, and which, perhaps very luckily
for myself, was interrupted by my voyage to America. The following fraguieiils from the same
work describe the effect of one of the'seiuvitations of Apollo upon the miud of a yoimg euthu-
siaatic girL

Delphi heard her shrine proclaim.
In oracles, the guilty flame.
Apollo lov'd my youthful charms,
Apollo w no'd me to his arms !

—

Sure, sure when man so oft allows
Religion's wreath to blind his brows.
Weak wondering «nman must believe.
Where pride and zeal at once deceive.
When flattery takes a holy vest,
Oh! 'tis too much for woman's breast!

How often ere the destin'd time.
Which was to seal my joys sublime.
How often did 1 trembliug run
To meet, at morn, the mounting sun,
And, while his fervid beam he threw
I'pou my lip's luxuriant dew,
I thought—alas! the simple dream

—

There bnrn'd a kiss in every beam;
With parted lips inhal'd their heat.
And sigh'd "oh god! thy kiss is sweet!"

Oft too, at daj's meridian hour.
When to the naiad's gleamy bower
Our %irgins steal, and, blushing, hide
Their beauties in the I'ohling tide.
If, through the grove, whose modest arms
Were spread around my robeless charms,
A wandering sunbeam wanton fell

\yhere loner's looks alone should dwell,
IVot all a lover's looks of flame
Could kindle such an amorous shame.
It was the sun's admiring glance,
And, as I felt its glow advance
O'er my young beauties. ^tiUlly flush'd
1 bnrn'd and panted, thrill'd and blush'd

!
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"Tell him, vhen to his midnight loves

"In mystic majesty he moves,
"Lii^hted by many an odorous fire,'

"And hymn'd hy all Chaldaea's choir —
"Oh ! tell the godhead to confess,

"The pompons joy «ifligJits hiiu less

"(Even though his mighty anns enfold

"A priestess on a couch of gold)

"Than, when in love's unholler prank,

"By moonlight cave or rustic bank
"Upon his neck some vroodnjinph lies,

"Exhaling from her lip and eyes

"The flame and incense of delight,

"To sanctify a dciirer rite,

"A mystery, more diAinely warm'd
'Than priesthood ever yet perform'd!"

Happy the maid, whom heaven allows
To break for heaven her virgin vows!
Happy the maid! — her robe of shame
Is whiten'd by a heavenly fl.ime,

^Miose glory, with a lingering trace.

Shines through and deifies her race!

Oh, virgin! what a doom is thine!

To-night, to-night a lip divine'

Li every kiss shall stamp on thee

A seal of immortality!
Fly to the cave, Aphelia, fly;

There lose the world and wed the sky

!

There all the boimdiess rapture steal

Which gods can give or Moman fell

!

WOMAN.
Away, away — you're all the same,

A fluttering, smiling, jilting throng!

Oh ! by my soul, I burn Mith shame,
To think Tve been your slave so long!

Slow to be Marm'd and quick to rove,

From folly kind, from cunning loath,

Too cold for bliss, too weak for love.

Yet feigning all that's best in both.

Still panting o'er a crowd to reign,

More joy it giv es to woman's breast

To miikc ten frigid coxcombs v ain

Than one true, manly lover blest

!

IVo deity at midnight came,
Th»» lainps, that witiiess'd all my shame,
Reveal'd to these bewilder'd eyes
IVo other shape than earth supplies;
i\o solar light, no nectar'd air,

All, all, alas! was human there,
\>omau's faint conflict, virtue's fall.

And passion's victory, human all

!

How p:ently must the guilt of love
Be charm'd away by Powers above,
VNhen men possess 'such tender skill

In softening crime and sweetening ill

!

'Twas but a ni^ht, and morning's rays
Saw me, with tond, forgiving gaze.
Hang o'er the quiet slumbering breast
Of him who ruin'd all my rest

;

Him, «ho had taught these eyes to weep
Their lirst sad tears, and yet cuuld sleep

!

******
' Fontenelle, in hia playful rifacimento of the learned materials of Van-T)a1o, has related

in his own inimitable raauuir an adventure of ibis kind wliich was detected and exposed at
Alexandria. See L'Histoire des Oracles, S(;conde disserlat. cliap. vii. ("rcbillon too, in one of
his most amusing little stories, has made the Genie Mangc-Taupes, of tlie Isle Jonquille, assert
this privilege of spiritual beings in a m<inncr very formidable to the husbands of the island. He
says, however, " Lea maris out te plaisir dc restur tuujours daus le duute ; eu pareil cae, c'eat
tiue resBource."
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AAvay, away — your smile's a curse —
Oh! blot me from the race of men,

Kind pitying heaven ! by death or worse,

Before I love such things again

!

BALLAD STAKZAS.

I KNEW by the smoke, that so gracefully curl'd

Above the green elms, that a cottage was neai%

And I said, "If there's peace to be found in the world,

"A heart that was liumble might hope for it here!"

It was noon, and on flowers that languish'd around
In silence reposed the voluptuous bee;

Every leaf was at rest, and I heard not a sound
But the woodpecker tapping the hollow beechtree.

And "Here in this lone little Mood," I exclaim'd,

"With a maid who was lovely to soul and to ere,

"Who Avould blusli when I prais'd her, and weep if I blam'd,

"How blest could 1 live, and hoAv calm could I die!

'By the shade of yon sumach, whose red berry dips

"In the gusli of the fountain, how sweet to recline,

"And to know that I sigh'd upon innocent lips,

"Which had never been sigh'd on by any but mine!

N02E1 TA (Pl.iTATA.
Euripides. 1803.

Come, take the harp — 'tis vain to muse
Upon the gathering ills we see;

Oh ! take the harj) and let me lose

All thoughts of ill ill hearing thee !

Sing to me, love ! — tliough death were near,

Thy song could make my soul forget —
Kay, nay, in pity, dry that tear,

All may be w ell, be liappy yet

!

Let me but see that snoMy arm
Once more upon the dear harp He,

And I will cease to dream of harm.
Will smile at fate, while thou art nigh

!

Give me that strain of mournful touch,

We us'd to love long, long ago.
Before our hearts had knoMn as mucli

As now, alas ! they bleed to know

!

Sweet notes ! they tell of former peace.

Of all that look'd so rapturous then,

Now wither'd, lost — oh ! pray thee, cease,

I cannot bear those sounds again

!

Art thou too wretched? yes, thou art;

I see thy tears flow fast with mine —
Come, come to this demoted heart,

'Tis breaking, but it still is thine!

A

VISION OF PHILOSOPHY.
'TwA8 on the Red Sea coast, at morn, we met
Tlio venerable man*; a virgin bloom

* In Plutarch's Essay on the Diclinc of the Oracles, Clcombrotus, one of the interlocatora,

describes an extraordinary man uhiim he liad met with, after Jong research, upon the banks of

tlie lied Sea. Once in every jenr this supernatural personage appeared to mortals , and COU'

versed with them; the rest of his time he passed among the Genii and the IVymphs. Utni
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Of softness mingled with the a igorous thought
That tower (1 in)on his brow; as when mo see

The gentle niuun and the full radiant sun
Shining in heaven together, Wlien he spoke
'Twas language sweeten'd into song — such holy sounds

As oft the spirit of the good man hears,

Prelusive to the harmony of Iicaven,

When dealli is nigh'! and still, as he unclos'd

His sacred lips, an «)dour, all as bland
As ocean-breezes gatlier from the llowcrs

That blossom in elysium", breath'd around!
With silent awe Me listcn'd, while he told

Of the dailc veil Mhich many an age had hung
O'er nature's form, till bj' the touch of time
The mystic shroud grew thin and luminous,

And half the goddess beam'd in glimpses through it

!

Of magic wonders, that Merc known and taught
Hy him (or Cham or Zoroaster named)
Who mus'd, amid the mighty cataclysm.

O'er his rude tablets of primeval lore***,

Nor let the living star of science*"* sink

Beneath the w aters, m Inch ingulph'd the m orld !
—

Of visions, by Calliope reveal'd

To liimf, who trac'd upon his typic lyre

The diapason of man's mingled frame.
And the gi-and Doric heptachttrd of heaven!
With all of pure, of wondrous and arcane.

Which the grave sons of iVIochus, many a night,

Told to the young and bright-hair'd visitant

Of Carmel's sacred mountff ! — Then, in a flow

Tj;v cQvS^Qav -daJiaoaav tvoov , av9Qv}7totg ara nav eroi ana^ tvrvy/avovTa, rullu St aw
Tatgrvf((pui;, vo/.iaai y.ai daifioni, w," fipaaxs. He spokein a tone not far removed from sing-

ing, and whenever he opened his lips, a fragrance tilled the place: (pd-fYyuiurov ds ruv tv-

nov iviadia y.anr/s^ tuv gountug tidigov unonvBOiTog. From hiin Cleombrotus learned the
doctrine of a plurality of worlds.

* The celebrated Janus Dousa, a little before hia death, imagined that he heard a strain
of music in the air. See the poem of Heiusius '^In harmouiam, quam paulu ante obituiu audire
sibi viaus est Dousa," Page 501.

** tv9a {.lay.uniav

raaov vixeand'sg

avoai Tieoi/itBOVOiv' uv-

Ssfiu ds ynvaov ipliyti. Pindar. Ohjmp. ii.

**• Cham, the son of IVoah, is supposed to have taken with lilin into the ark the principal
doctrines of magical, or rather of natural, science, which he had inscribed upon some very dur-
able substances, in order thiit they might resist the ra\age8 of the deluge and transmit the se-
crets of antediluvian knowledge to his posterity. See the extracts made by Bayle, in his article
Cham. The identity of Cham' and Zoroaster depends upon the authority ofBerosus, or the im-
postor Anuius, and a few more such respectable testimonies. See iVaude's Apologie pour lea
Gruiids Iloiumes, etc. chap. H, where he takes more trouble than is necessary in refuting this
gratuitous supposition.

,.», Chanium a (losteris hujua artis admiratorihus Zoroastrum, scu vivum astriun, propterea
fuisse dictum et pro Deo habilum. Bochart. Geograph. Sacr. Lib. iv. cap. I.

f Orpheus. — Puulinus, in his Hebdoraades, cap. 'i. Lib. iii. has endeavoured to show, after
the Platoiiists, that man is a diapason, made up of a diatesseron, which is his soul, and a dia-
pentc, which is his body. Tliose frequent allusions to music, by which the ancient philosophers
illustrated their sublime theories, must have tended very much to elevate the character of the
art, and to enrich it with associations of the grandest and most interesting nature. See a pre-
ceding note, page 3fH. for their ideas u))on the harmony of the spheres. Heraclitus compar-
ed the mixture of good and evil in this world to the blended varities of harmcuiy in a musical
instrument (Plntarch. tie Animae Procreat.); and Euryphamus, the Pythagorean, in a fragment
preserved by Stobaeus, describes human life, in its perfection, as a sweet and well tuned lyre.
Some of the ancients were so fanciful as to suppose that the operations of the memory were
regulated by a kind of musical cadence, and that ideas occurred to it *'per arsin et thesin,"
while others converted the whole man into a mere harmonized machine, whose motion depend-
ed upon a certain tension of the body, analogous to that of the strings in an instrument. Ci-
cero indeed ridicules Aristoxenus for this fancy, and says, "let him teach singing, and leave
philosophy to Aristotle;" but Aristotle himself, though decidedly opposed to the haruiouic spe-
culations of the Pythagoreans and Platonists, could sometimes condescend to enliven his doctri-

nes by reference to the beauties of musical science ; as, in the treatise JIi(Jt xoa/xuu attri-

buted to him, Ka,9u-rfn de er /'"jw, y.unvipaiov xaraoiarTog y.. t. 1..

The Abbe Ilattcux, upon the doctrine of the Stoics, attributes to those philosophers the

same mode of illustration. " L'ame c'toit cause active rmiuv airiog; Ic corps cause passive

i/Js Tov TTaa'/eiv. L'une agissant dans I'autre; et y prciiant, par son action meme, uii ca-
ractcre, des formes, des modifications, qn'elle n'avoil pas par elle-memc; a pen pros commo
I'air, qui, chasse dans on instrimient de innsique, fait cnnnoitre, par les dllftTen.s sous qn'il
produil, les dlirerentes modifications qu'il y re(;oit." See a line simile of this fcind in Cardinal
Polignac's poem, Lib. 5. v. V5L

it Py(hagoru9 is repruacutcJ iu lainblicltua as descending hjIIi great solcuiuify from Mount
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Of calmer conyerse, he beguil'd us on
Through many a maze of garden and of porch,

Carmcl, for which reason the Carmelites have claimed him as one of their fraternity. This
Mochiis or Moschiis, with the desrcndants of whom Pythagoras conversed in Phoenicia, and
from whoni he derived the doctrines of atomic philosophy, is supposed by some to be the same
with Moses. Huett has adopted this idea, Deinon^tration Evange'lique, Prop. iv. chap. 2, §. 7.
and Le Clerc, amongst others, has refuted if, See Biblioth. Choisie, Tom. i. p. 75. It is ccr-
taiuj however, that the doctrine of atoms was known and promulgated long before Epicurus.
'Uith the fountains of Democritus," says Cicero, 'Mhe gardens of Epicurus were watered;"
and indeed the learned author of the Intellectual System has shown, that all the earlv philoso-
phers, till the time of Plato , were atomists. We Vnid Epicurus, however, boasting" that his
tenets were new and unborrowed, and perhaps few among the ancients had a stroiisrer claim
to originality ; for, in truth, if we examine their schools of philosophy, notwithstanding the pe-
cularitics vhich seem to distingnish them from each other, we may generally observe that the
difference is but verbal and trifling, and that, among those various and learned heresies, there
IS scarcely one to be selected, whose opinions are its own, original and exclusive. The doctrine
of the world's eternity may be traced through all the sects. The continual metemps\chosis of
lilhagoras. the grand periodic year of the Stoics (at the conclusion of which the universe is
supposed to return to its original order, and commence a new resolution), the successive disso-
lution and combination of atoms maintened by the Kpicnreans, all these tenets are but different
intimations of the same general belief in the eternity of the world. As St. Austin explains the
periodic year of the Stoics^ it disagrees only so far with the idea of the Pythagoreans, that in-
stead ot an endless transmission ot the soul through a variety of bodies , it restores the same
body and soul to repeat their former round of existence, and"" that identical Plato, who leclur-
etl inthe Academy of Athens, shall again and asain, at certain intervals, during the lapse of
eternity, appear in the same Academy and rcsuine the same functions—" sic eadem tem-
pora tejiiporaliumque rerum volumina repeti, nt \-. g. sicut in isto saeculo Plato philosnphus in
urbe Athenieusi, in ea schola, (juae Academia dicta est, discipulos docuit, ita per iunumerabilia
retro saecula, multum plexis quidem inters allis, scd certis, et idem Plato et eadem civitas, ea-
dcnii|ue schola, iidemque discipuli repetiti et per innumcrabilia delude saecularepetcndisint. De
Civitat. Dei, Lib. xii. cap, 13. V^anini, in his dialogues, has given us a similar explication of the
periodic revolutions of the world. "Eade causa, qui nunc sunt in usu ritus , ccntics mil-
lies tuerunt, totiesque renascentur quoties cecideriint. " 52.

Ihe paradoxical notions of the Stoics upon the beauty, the riches, the dominion of their
imaginary sage, are among the most distinguishing characteristics of the school, and, according
to their advocate Lip>ius, were peculiar to that sect. " Priora ilia (dccrcta), quae passim iu
philosophautiuiu scholia fere obtinent, ista quae peciiliaria hiiic sectae et habent conlradictio-
nem: i. e. paradoxa.'! Manuduct. ad Stoic. Philos. Lib. iii. Dissertat. 2. But it is evident (as
the Abbe Garnier has remarked, Memoires de I'Acad. Tom. 35.) that even these absurdities of
the Stoics are borrow cd, and that Plato is the source of all their extravagant paradoxes. We
lind their dogma, "ili\cs qui sapiens," (which Clement of Alexandria has transferred from Ihe
Philosopher to the Christian, Paedagog. Lib. iii. cap. 6.) expressed iu the prayer of Socrates at

the end of the Phaedrus Si (pile Tlav ts y.ui a?.?.oi oaui r>ids -d^eoi , dotrjre ^uot xakut yevt-

a,9at TctvdoCtiv Ta^ai&iv ds oaa iy_u3, roig stTo; iirai /uoi (pO.ta' nXovaiov de ro,mto«/a tov
ao(fr,Y. And many other instances might be adduced from the AvTcoa^ai^ the JIoJLiTty.og,

etc. to prove that these weeds of paradox were gathered among the bowers of the Academy,
Hcjice it is that Cicero, in the preface to his Paradoxes, calls them Socratica; and Lipsins, ex-
ulting inthe patronage of Socrates, says "Ille totus est noster." This is indeed a coalition,
which evinces as much as can be wished the confused similitude of ancient philosophical opi-
nions: the father of scepticism is here enrolled amongst the founders of the Portico; he, whose
best know ledge was that of his own ijrnorance, is called in to authorize the pretensions of the
most obstinate dogmatists in all antiquity.

Rutiliiis, in his Itinerarium, has ridi"culed the sabbath of the Jews, as "lassati mollis imago
Dei;" but Epicurus gase an eternal holiday to his gods, and, rather than disturb the slumbers
of Olympus, denied at once the interference of a Providence. He does not, however, seem to
nave been singular in this opinion. Thcophilus of Antioch, if he deserve any credit, in a letter

to Autolycus, Lib. iii. imputes a similar belief to Pythagoras. (ptjOt {TIv9aY0ijag) Tt rcav

navTtuv &tovg aiSQojrrwr ur^dcv (poovii^eiv. And Plutarch, though so hostile to the followers
of Epicurus, has unaccountably adopted the very same theological error ; having quoted the opinions
of Anaiagoras and Plato upon divinity, he adds , JCuivcug ovv auanTavovaiv auipoTeooi , on
TOV d^euv enoit]aav tni^Kpousyov roiv av^ijvinirmv. De Placit. Philosoph. Lib. i. cap. 7.

Plato himself has attributed a degree of indifference to the gods, which is not far removed from
the apathy of Epicurs's heaven; as thus, in his Philebus, where Protarchus asks, Ov/.ovv

tixog ye art /aiostv !>eeg, ovrt ro stavTior ; and Socrates answers, Ilavv fitv ovv tiy.og aa/ti-

ftov yovv avrwv ty.artQov ytyvoutrov tgiv, while Aristotle supposes a still more absurd neu-
trality, and concludes, by no very flattering analogy, that the deity is as incapable of virtue
as of vice. Kai yan wantri ovdtv ^tjoiov e^gi y.uyiu, ovd antrt] , ovTtug ovSe ^sov. Ethic.
Kicomach. Lib. vii, cap. 1. In truth, Aristotle, upon the subject of Providence, was little more
correct than Epicurus. He supposed the moon to be the limit of divine interference, excluding
of course this sublunary world from its inttnence. The first definition of the world, in his trea-

tise Iliot Kuaiiov (if this treatise be really the work of Aristotle) agrees, almost vcrbum
x"crbo, with that in the letter of Epicurus to Pythocles ; they both omit the mention of a deity
and, in bin Ethics, he intimates a doubt whether the gods feel any interest in the concerns of
mankind. £• yao Tig tniutXsia rtov av^Qionivoiv v.io -^ewv yivizau It is true , he adds

Slanen doy.ti, but even this is very sceptical.

In these erroneous conceptions of ,\ri»totle, we trace the cause of that general neglect which
his philnso|)hy experienced among the early Christians. Plato is seldom much more orthodox,
but the obscure enthusiasm of his style allowed them to interpret all his fancies to their pur-
pose ; such glowing steel was easily moulded, and Platonism became a sword in the hands of
the fathers.

The Prowideuce of the Stoics , so vaunted in their school, was a power as contemptibly in-
efficient as the rest. All was fate in the system of the Portico. The chains of, destiny were
thrown over Jupiter himself, and their deity w as like Borgia, et Caesar et nihil. \ot even the
language of .Seneca can reconcile this degradation of divinity, "lllc ipse omnium conditor ac
rector scripsit qiiidam fata, scd sequitur; t-empcr paret, semel jussit. " Lib. de Provideutia,
cap. 5.

With rci»pect to the difl'crence between the Stoics, Peripatetics, and Academicians, the fol-

ioHiug words of Cicero prove that be saw but little to distinguish them from each other. "Peri-
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Through many a system, where the scatterM light

Of heavenly tiiruth lay, like a brolieii beam
I''r()ra the pure sun, wliich, though refracted all

Into a thousand hues, is sunshine still*,

And bright through every cliange! — he spoke of Him,
The lone", eternal One, who dwells above,
And of the soul's untraceable descent

From that liigh fount (»f spirit, through the grades
or intollectual being, till it mix
With atoms vague, corruptible, and dark;
Nor even then, though sunk in earthly dross,

Cftrruptcd all, nor its etherial touch

Quite lost, but tasting of the fountain still

!

As some bright river, which has roU'd along \

Through meads of flowery light and mines of gold,

When pour'd at length into the dusky deep,

Disdains to mingle Avith its briny taint,

But keeps awhile the piu-e and golden tinge,

The balmy freshness of the fields it left "'

!

pateticog et Acailcinicos, noniinibus differentes, re coiigrneiitea; a qnibus Stoici ipsi verliis map^is
qiiaiii seiitcntiis dissL-iiseriint." Academic. Iiib. ii. 5; and perhaps what Reid has romavked upoii
one of their poiiit'^ of cuntrnvcrsy might he applied as etfectiially to the recoiicilcinent of all

the rest. "The dispute between the Stoics and Peripatetics was probably all for want of de-
iinition. The one said they were good under the control of reason, the other that they should
be eradicated." K-fsays, Vol. iii. In short, from tlic little which 1 know ujioii the subject, it

appears to mc as dilTicult to eitablish the boundaries of opinion between any two of the philo-

»ophical sects, as it would be to fix the landmarks of those estates in the moon, which Riccio-
lus so generously allotted to his brother astronomers. Accordingly we observe some of the
greatest men of antiquity passing without scruple from school to school, according to the fancy
or convenience of the moment. Cicero, the father of lloman philosophy, is sometimes an Aca-
demician, sometimes a Stoic; and, more than once, he acknowli'dges a conformity with Epicu-
rus; "non sine causa igitur Epicurus ausus est dicere semper in pluribus bonis esse sa-
pieutem, quia semper sit in voluptatibus. " Tusculan. Quaest. Lib. v. Though often pure
lu his theology, he sometimes smiles at futurity as a fiction; thus, in his Oration for
Cliieutius, speaking of punishments in the life to come, he says, "Quae si falsa sunt,
id quod omnes intelligunt, quid ei tandem aliud mors cripuit, praetcr sensum doloris?"
though liere, perhaps, v»e should do him justice by agreeing with his commentator Sylvius, who
remarks upon this passage, " Haec autem dixit, nt causae suae subserviret." Horace roves like

a butterfly through the schools, and now wings along the walls of the Porch, and now basks
am(uig the tlowers of the Garden; while Virgil, with a tone of mind strongly philosophical, has
left us uncertain of the sect which he espoused: the balance of opinion declares him an Epi-
curean, but the ancient author of his life asserts that he vas an Academician, and we trace
through his poetry tlie tenets of almost all the leading sects. The same kind of eclectic indif-

ference is observable in most of the llomaii writers. Thus Propertius, iu the tine elegy to

Cyuthia, ou Ills departure for Athens,

Ulic \e] studiis aniraum emcndare Platonis,
Incipiam, aut hortis, docte Epicure, tuis. Lib. lii. Eleg. 21.

Though Broecl<husiu8 here reads, " dux Epicure," which seems to fix the poet under the
banners of Epicurus. Even the Stoic Seneca, whose doctrines have been considered so ortho-
dox, that St. Jerome has ranked him amongst the ecclesiastical writers; and Boccaccio, in his
commentary upon Dante, has doubted (in consideration of the philosopiier's supposed correspon-
dence with St. Paul) whether Danic should have placed him in Limbo with the rest of the Pa-
gans— the rigid Seneca has bestowed sucii commendations on Epicurus, that if only those pas-
sages of his works were preserved to us, we could not, 1 think, hesitate in pronouncing him an
Epicurean. Li the same nmnuer we find Porphyry, in his work upon abstinence, referring to
Epicurus as an example of the most strict Pythagorean temperance; and Lancelotti , tlie author
ot Farfalloni degli aulici Istorici, has been seduced by this grave reputation of Epicurus into
the absurd error of associating him with Chrysippus, as a chief of the Stoic school. There is

no doubt, indeed, that however the Epicurean sect might have relaxed from its original purity,
the morals of its founder were as correct as those of any among the ancient philosophers , and
his doctrines upon pleasure, as explained in the letter to Menoeceus, are rational, amiable, and
consistent with our nature. M. de Sablous, in his Grands tlommes venges, espresses strong in-
dignation against the Eiicyclopedistes for their just and animated praises of Epicurus, and dis-

cussing the question, "si ce philosophc etoit vertueux," he denies it upon no other authority
than the calumnies collected by Plutarch, who himself confesses that, on this particular sub-

ject, he consulted only opiuion and report, without pausing to investigate their truth. ylUct

Tt;r doiuv , ov ztjv a?.>if>etav a/.o,iovf.igv. To the factious zeal of his illiberal rivals the
Stoics, Epicurus owed these gross misveprrsenlations of the life and opinions of himself and his
associates, which, notwithstanding the learned exertions of Gassendi, have still left an odium on
the name of his philosophy; and we ought to examine the ancient accounts of Epicurus >\iththe
same degree of cautious belief which, in reading ecclesiastical history, Me jield to the decla-
mations of the fathers against the hi;retics, trusting as little to Plutarch upon a dogma of this

pliilosopher, as we would to St. Cyril upon a tenet of JVestorius. (1801.)

The preceding remarks, 1 wish the reader to observe , were written at a lime , when I

thought tlie studies to which they refer much more important and much more amusing than,
1 freely confess, they appeiir to me at present.

• Lactautiiis asserts that all the truths of Christianity may be found dispersed through the
ancient philosophical sects, and that any one who would collect these scallered fragments of

orlhodoxy might form a code in no respect differing from that of the ('hristian. "Si extitisset

ali(|uis, qui veritalem spar.saiu per siugulns per sectasque dilftisam colligerel iu uuum , ac re-
digeret ia corpus, is profecto uon disseniiret a nobis." Inst. Lib. vi. c. ?.

! To fAovov y.ai eQtjiiov.

< "* This fine Platonic image I have taken from a passage in Father Bouchet's letter upon

i
the Metempsychosis, iuserted iu Picarts Cereiu. llelig. Tom. IV.
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And here the old man ceased — a wuiged tiain

Of nvniphs and genii led iiiin from our ejc?.

The fair illusion lied ! and, as I wak'd,

I knew my visionary soul had been

Among that people of aerial dreams.

Who live upon the burning galaxy'!

The M'orld had just begun to steal

Kach hope that led me lightly on,

I felt not, as I usd to feel,

And life grew dark and love was gone!

No eye to mingle sorrow's tear,

]\o lip to mingle pleasure's breath.

No tongue to call me kind and dear —
'Tvvas gloomy, and I wish'd for death!

But Mhen I saw that gentle eye.

Oh ! something scem'd to tell me then,

That I was yet too young to die,

And hope and bliss might bloom again!

With every beamy smile, that crost

Your kindling cheek, you lighted home
Some feeling, which my heart had lost.

And peace, which long had learn'd to roam!

'Twas then indeed so sweet to live,

Hope look'd so new and love so kind,

That, though I Aveep, I still forgive

The ruin Avhicli they've left behind!

I could have lov'd you — oh, so veil; —
The dream, that wishing boyhood knows,

Is but a bright, beguiling spell.

Which only lives -while passion glows:

But, Mhen this early flush declines.

When the heart's vivid morning lleets,

You know not tlien how close it twines

llound the first kindred soul it meets!

Yes, yes, I could have lov'd, as one

Who, while his youth's enchantments fall,

Finds something dear to rest upon.

Which pays him for the loss of all!

DREAMS.

Is gluml>cr, I prithee how is it

That souls are oft taking the air,

And paying each other a visit.

While bodies are—Heaven knows where?

Last night , 'tis in vain to dcay it,

Your Soul took a fancy to roam,
For I heard her, on tiptoe so quiet,

Come a^k, whether mine was at home.

• And mine let her in with delight.

And they talk'd and they kiss'd the time through,

* According to Pythagoras, the people of Dreams arc souls collcclcJ logclhei- in the Ga

laxy. ^'i/«j; dt ontnajy, xaiu TlvDayonm\ ul Wu/ai aiavyaytaOutif>iniv tti luv YaXunav.

I'orphjr. lie Aulio INjinpli.
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For, when souls come together at night,

There is no knowing what they mayn't do

!

And your little Soul, Heaven hlcss her!
Had much to complain and to say,

Of how sadly you wrong and oppress her
By keeping her prlson'd all day.

"If I happen," said she, "hut to steal

'•For a peep now and then to her eye,

"Or, to quiet the fever I feel,

"Just venture ahroad on a sigh;

"In an instant, she frightens me in

"With souie phantom of prcdence or terror,

"For fear I should stray into sin,

"Or, what is still worse, into error!

"So, instead of displiiying my graces
" TJirongh look and througli words and through nu'en,

"I am shut up in corners and places,
" Where truly I blush to he seen !

"

Upon hearing this piteous confession,

My Soul, looking tenderly at her,

Declar'd , as for grace and discretion.

He did not know much of the matter;

"But, to-morrow, sAveet Spirit!" he said,

"Be at home after midnight, and then

"I will come mIscu your lady's in bed,

"And we'll talk o'er the subject again.'"

So she Avhisper'd a word in his ear,

I suppose to her door to direct him,
And—^just after midnight, my dear,

Your polite little Soul may expect him.

MRS.

To see thee every day that came,
And find thee every day the same.
In pleasure's smile or sorrow's tear

The same benign , consoling Dear

!

To meet thee early , leave tliee late,

Has been so long my bliss, my fate,

That life , without this cheering ray,

Whicli came, like sunshine, every day,

And all my pain , my sorrow chas'd,

Is now a lone and loveless waste.

—

Where are the chords she us'd to touch?
WJiere are the songs she lov'd so mu<-h ?

The songs are husli'd, the chords are still,

And so
,
perhaps , Avill every thrill

Of friendship soon he lull'd to rest,

Which late I wak'd in Anna's breast!

Yet, no—the simple notes I play'd

On memory's tablet soon may fade;

The songs , Mhich Anna lov'd to hear.

May all be lost on Anna's ear;

But friendship's sweet and fairy strain

Shall ever in her heart I'cmain

;

Nor memory lose nor time impair
The sympathies which tremble there!

A
CANADIAN BOAT-SONG.

URITTEN ()\

THE UIVEIl ST.L\V\RE\CE*.

ET IlEMIGEM CA\TUS UORT.lTl'R.

^
Huintiliati.

FaiistIiY as tolls tlic evening clumc,

• I wrote these words (o an air which (iiir l)naliii(-ii siiiig to us very frcqucnlly. The wind
was so unfavourahlc thai they wurc obligLd lo luw all lh<j \iay, aud wu wcie livis da^s ii> de
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Our %'olcer! keep tiiixn and our oars keep tliue.

Soon as tlic woods on shore look diiii.

We'll sing at St. Ann's onr parting hyran '.

Row , brothers , row , the stream runs fast.

The Rapids are near and the daylight's past!

\\'hy should we yet our sail unfm*l?

There is not a breath the blue ware to curl!

But, when the Mind blows off the shore.

Oh ! sweetly we'll rest oiu* Aveary oar.

Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast,

The Rapids are near and the daylight's past

!

Utawas tide ! this ti-embling moon
Shall see us float over thy surges soon.

Saint of this green isle! hear our prayers.

Oh ! gi-ant us cool heavens and favouring airs.

Blow , breezes , blow , the stream runs fast.

The Rapids are near and the daylight's pa&L!

EPISTLE IX.
TO THE

LADY CHARLOTTE R — WD — N
FROM THE BANKS OF THE ST. LAWRENCE.

Not many months have now been dream'd away
Since yonder sun (beneath whose evening ray
We rest our boat among these Indian isles)

Saw me, where mazy Trent serenely smiles ,

Through many an oak, as sacred as the groves.

Beneath whose shade the pious Persian roves.

And hears the soul of father, or of chief,

Or loved mistress, sigh in every leaf"!
There , listening , Lady I w bile thy lip hath sung
My own unpolish'd lays , how proud I've hung
On every mellow'd number 1 proud to feel

That notes like mine should have the fate to steal,

As o'er thy halloMing lip they sigh'd along,

Such breath of passion and such soul of song.

Oh ! I have wonderd , like the peasant boy
WTio sings at eve his sabbath strains of joy.

And when he hears the rude, luxuriant note

Back to his ear on softening echoes float,

scending Ihe river from Kingston to Montreal, exposed to an inten«e eun during the diy, and

at night forced to take shcUrr from the dews in any miserable hut upon the banks thai would
receive us. But the inagnilicent scenery of the St. "LawTence repays all these diflicnlties.

Our / oijageum had good voices, and sung perfectly in tune together. The original \i-ords

of the air, to which I adapted these stanzas, appeared to be a long, incoherent story, of which

1 could understand but little, from the barbarous pronunciation of the Canadians. It begins
Dans mon cheniin j'ai rencontre
Deux cavaliers tres bien moute's

;

And the refrain to every verse was
A I'ombre d'un bois je m'en vais jouer,
A lombre dun hois je in'cn vais danser.

1 ventured to harmonize this air. and have published it. V* ithout that charm which asso-

ciation gives to every little memorial of scenes or feelings that are past, the melody may per-

haps be thought common and trifling; but I remember when we have entered, at sunset, upon

one of those beautiful lakes, into which the St. Lawrcucc so grandly and unexpectedly opens,

1 have heard this simple air with a pleasure whicb the linest compositions of the first masters

have never given me; and now, there is not a note of it which does not recall to my memory
the dip of our oars in the St. Lawrence, the fligbt of our boat down the Ilapid.s, and all those

new and fanciful impressions to which my heart was alive during the whole of this very inter-

esting \oyagc.

lading, h is from this spot the Canadians consider they take their departure, as it possesses

the last church on the iMand, which is dedicated to the tutelar saint of voyagers." Mackenzie,
General Histnry of the Fur Trade.

_ _ . . .

•• Avcndo essi per costume di avere in venerationc gli alberi grandi et antici, quasi rne

siano spesso riceltaccoli di auime beate. i'ietro dclla Vallc, Fart. Second. Letters ICda i giar-

dini di Sciraz.



EPISTLES, ODES ETC. 413

Bellerea it still some answering- spirit's tone,

And thinks it all too sweet to be his oato!

I tlreani'd not then that, ere the rolling year
Had fiird its circle, 1 shonld wander here
In innsing; aAve; shonld tread this Mondroua world,
See all its -store of inland vaters hurl'd

In one vast volume doMn jNiaj^ara's steep'.

Or calm hchold them, in transparent sleep.

Where the blue hills of old Toronto shed
Their evening- shadoAVs o'er Ontario's bed !

—
Should trace the grand Cadaraqui , and glide

Down the Miiite rapids of his lordly tide

Throngli massy woods, through islets llowering fair.

Through shades of bloom, Mhere the first sinful pair
For consolation might have weeping trod,

When hanish'd from the garden of their God!
Oh Lady ! these are miracles , which man,
Cag'd in the bounds of Europe's pigmy plan,

Can scarcely dream of; which his eye must see

To Lnow how beautiful this world can be

!

But soft! — the tinges of the west decline,

And night falls deAvy o'er these banks of pine.

Among tlie reeds, in which our idle boat
Is rock'd to rest, the wind's complaining note
Dies, like a half-breath'd whispering of Hutes;

Along the wave the gleaming porpoise shoots,

And I can trace him , like a watery star ",

Down the steep current, till he fades afar
Amid the foaming breakers' sihery light,

^Miere yon rough rapids sparkle through the night!

Here, as along this shadoMy bank I stray,

And the smooth glass-snake'**, gliding o'er my way.
Shows the dim moonlight through his scaly form.
Fancy , w ith all the scene's enchantment warm,
Hears in the murmur of the nightly breeze

Some Indian Spirit warble words like these:

From the clime of sacred doves f,
Where the blessed Indian roves

Through the air on wing , as >vhitc

As the spirit-stones of light ff,
Which the eye of morning counts
On the Apallachian mounts

!

Hither oft my flight I take

Over Huron's lucid lake.

Where the wave, as dear as dew,
Sleeps beneath the light canoe.

Which , reflected , floating there.

Looks , as if it hung in air j-\~\- !

• When I arrived at Chippewa, within three miles of the Falls, it was too late to think of
visiting them that evcninp, and I lay awake all night with the sound of the cataract in ray ears.
The day following I consider as a kind of era in my life, and the lirst glimpse wliich 1 caught
of those wondertul Falls gave me a feeling which nothing in this world can ever excite again.

To Colonel Brock, of the 49th, who commanded at the Fort, 1 am particularly indebted for
his kindness to me during the fortnight I remained at Niagara. Among many pleasant days
which 1 passed with him and his brother-ofliccrs. that of our visit to the Tnscarora Indians was
not the least interesting. They received us in all their ancient costujne ; the young men exhi-
bited for our amusement, in the race, the bat-game, etc. while the old and the women sat in
groups under the surrounding trees, and the picture altogether was as beautiful as it was new
to me.

* Anburey, in his Travels, has noticed this shooting illuminatiou which porpoises diffuse at
night through the St. Lawrence. Vol. i. p. 20.

*" The glass-snake is brittle and transparent.
+ "The departed spirit goes into the Country of Souls, where, according to some, it ia

transformed into a dove." Charlevoix, upon the Traditions and the Religion of the Savages of
Canada. Seethe curious fable of the Aiuerican Orpheus in Laiitau, Tom. i. p. 40'2.

•H" "The mountains ai)j)eared to be sprinkled with white stones, which glistened in the sun,
and were called by the Indians mauetoe aseniah, or spirit-stones." MacfrrniiV's Jmrnal.

W\ 1 was thinking here of what Carver says so beautifully inhis description of one of these
lakes. " When it was calm, and the sun shone brisrht, I could sit in ray canoe, where the depth
was upwards of six fath;)ms, and plainly see huge piles of stone at the"bottom, of dilTcrentsha-
pes, some of which appeared as if they had been hewn ; the Mater was at this time as pure
and transparent as air, and my canoe seemed as if it hung suspended in that element. It was
impossible to look attentively ihrongli this limpid medium, at the rocks below , w ithout finding,
before many minutes were elapsed, your head swim and \our eyes no longe* able to behold the
uaz7.1iug scene."
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Then, Mhcn I have stray'd a while

Throiifrh the Manataulin isle',

Breathing all its holy hlooni,

Swift upon the purple plume
Of my Wakon-Bird'* I fly

Where, heneath a hurning skj',

O'er the hed of Erie's lake

Slumhers many a water-snake.

Basking in the weh of leaves.

Which the weeping lily weaves '**

!

Then I chase the flow'ret-king

Through his hloomy wild of spring;

Sec him now , while diamond hues

Soft his neck and wings suffuse.

In the leafy chalice sink,

Thirsting for his balmy drink

;

Now behold him, all on Are,

Lovely in his looks of ire.

Breaking every infant stem.

Scattering every velvet gem,
Where his little tyrant lip

Had not found enough to sip!

Then my playful hand I steep

Where the gold-thread"'* loves to creep,

Cull from thence a tangled wreath.

Words of magic round it breathe.

And the sunny chaplet spread

O'er the sleeping fly-bird's head f

,

Till , with dreams of honey blest.

Haunted in his downy nest.

By the garden's fairest spells.

Dewy buds and fragrant bells,

Fancy all his soul embowers
In the fly-birds heaven of flowers

!

Oft , when hoar and silvery flakes

Melt along the ruffled lakes

;

When the gray moose sheds his horns,

When the track, at evening, Marns
Weary hunters of the Avay

To the wig-wam's cheering ray.

Then , aloft through freezing air.

With the snow-bird ff soft and fail-

As the fleece that heaven flings

O'er his little pearly m ings.

Light above the rocks I play,

W'here IS iagara's starry spray,

Frozen on the cliff, appears

Like a giant's starting tears!

There, amid the island-sedge.

Just upon the cataract's edge,

W^here the foot of living man
Never trod since time began.

Lone I sit , at close of day.

While , beneath the golden ray,

• Aprc9 avoir traverse pliisicurs isles pen considerables, nous en frouvames lequatriemc
jour line fameuse nominee ri.slc de Manitoualin. Voya^^ts dii Uaroii de Lalioiitaii, Tom, i. Lett.

15. MaiiatauUii signilies a Place of Spirits, and this island in Lake Huron is lield sacred iby

the Indians.
•* The Wakon-Bird, which probably is of the same species with the bird of Paradise, re-

ceives it« name from the ideas the Indians have of its superior excellence; the Wakon-Bird
bein^, in their language, the Bird of the Great Spirit." Mume.

'" The islands of Lake Erie are surrounded to a considerable distance by the large pond-
lily, whose leaves spread thickly over the surface of the lake, and form a kind of bed for the

water-snakes in summer.
.... II

'I'ljp g„|j thread is of the vine kind, and grows in swamps. The roots spreaU them-
eelves jnst under the surface of the morasses, and are easily drawn out by handfuls. They re-

Bcmble a I rge entangled skein of silk, and are of a bright yellow." Morse,

\ L'oi^eau mouche, gros comine un liaunetnn, est de toiitcs couleurs, vives ct changcantes:

il tire sa snbsistance des fleurs commes les abcilles; son nid est fait d'un cotton tres iin sus-

pendu il une branche d'arbre. Voyages aux Indcs Occidentales, par M. Bossu. Second Part.

Lett. XX.

-J-f Embcriza hyemalis. See Imlays Kentucky, pege 280.
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Icy columns gleam below,
Fcather'd round Avitli falling snow,
And an arch of glory springs,

Brilliant as the chain of rings
Ilonnd the neck of virgins hung,
Virgins*, who hare wander 'd young
O'er the Maters of the west
To the land where spirits rest

!

Thns have I cliarm'd , with visionary lay,

The lonely moments of the night away

;

And now, fresh daylight o'er the water hcams!
Once more , cmhark'd upon the glittering streams.

Our boat flics light along the leafy shore,

Shooting the falls , without a dip of oar
Or breath of zephyr, like the mystic bark
The poet saw, in dreams divinely dark,

Borne , m ithont sails , along the dusky flood '*,

While on its deck a pilot angel stood.

And , M'ith his wings of living light unfurl'd.

Coasted the dim shores of another world

!

Yet, oh! believe me, in this blooming maze
Of lovely nature, where tlie fancy strays

From charm to charm, Avherc every flow'ret's line

Ilath something strange , and every leaf is new

!

I never feel a bliss so pure and still.

So heavenly calm, as when a stream or hill,

Or veteran oak, like those reraember'd well,'

Or breeze or echo or some wihl-flower's smell,

(For, Mho can say what small and fairy ties

The memory flings o'er pleasure , as it flics !)

Reminds my heart of many a silvan dream
I once indulg'd by Trent's inspiring stream;
Of all my sunny morns and moonlight nighta

On Donington's green lawns and breezy heights!

Whether I trace the tranquil moments o'er

When I have seen thee cull the blooms of lore.

With him, the polish'd warrior, by thy side,

A sister's idol and a nation's pride!

When thou hast read of heroes , trophied high
In ancient fame, and I have seen thine eye
Turn to the living hero, while it read.

For pure and brightening comments on the dead

!

Or Mhether memory to my mind recalls

The festal grandeur of those lordly halls,

When guests have met around the sparkling hoard,

And Melcome warm'd the cup that luxury pour'd

;

When the bright future Star of England's 'j'iirone,

With magic smile, liath o'er the bancpiet fihone.

Winning respect, nor claiming what he mou,
But tempering greatness, like an evening snn
Whose light the eye can tranrniilly admire, '

Glorious but mild, all softness yet all fire!

Whatever hue my recollections take,

Even the regret, the very pain they M'akc
Is dear and exquisite! — but, oh! no more —
Lady ! adieu — my heart has lingcr'd o'er

These vanish'd times, till all that roimd me lies.

Stream, banks, and bowers have faded on my eyes!

* Lafitau wishes to believr, for the sake of hx'i theorj', (hat there was an order of vestals
established amoii;^ the Iroquois Indiana; biU 1 am afraid that JaqiicM Carthior, upon \>hos(; an
thority he gu|iport9 himself, meant any thing bnt vestal institnticnis by the " cabancs pnbliqucs"
which he met with at Montreal. See Lafilau, Moeurs dts Sauvages Americains , ttc. Torn.
i. p. 173.

** Vcdi cho sdegna gli argomcnti umani;
Si die rcmo non vnol, ne altro velo,

Che r ale sue tra lili si lontnni.

Vedi come V ha drilte verso M ciclo

Trattando I' aere con 1' eterne penne

;

Che non ei mutan, come mortal pelo.

Daute, Purgator. Cant. ii.
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IMPROMPTU,
after a Uisit lo fHrs.— , of Montreal.

'Twas but for a moment — and yet in that time
She crowded th' impressions of many an hour:

Iler eye had a glow, like the 8un of her rlime.
Which wak'd every feeling at once into flower!

Oh ! could we hare gtol'n hut one rapturous day,
To rencM- such impressions again and again,

Tlie tilings Ave shouhi look and imagine and say
Would be worth all the life we had wasted till then!

What we had not the leisure or language to speak,
A\ e should find some more exquisite mode of revealing.

And, between us. should feel just as much in a week
As Oihers would take a millennium in feeling!

WRITTEX OX

PASSING DEADMAN'S ISLAND',
IX THE

GULF OF ST. LAAVRFACE,

LATE IN THE EVEMNG , BEPTEMBER, 1804.

Sf.e you , beneath you cloud so dark,

Fast gliding along, a gloomy Bark?
Her sails are full, though tlie wind is still,

And there blows not a breath her sails to fill!

Oh! vhat doth that ves>el of darkness bear?
The silent calm of the grave is tliere,

Save now and again a death-knell rung.

And the flap of the sails with night-fog hung!

There lieth a wreck on the dismal shore

Of cold and pitiless Labrador;
Where , under the moon , upon mounts of frost,

Full many a mariner's bones are tost I

Yon shadowy Bark hath been to that wreck.

And the dim blue fire , that lights her deck,

Duth play on !is pale and livid a crew

As ever yet drank the churchyard dew!

To Deadinan's Isle, in the eye of the blast,

To Deadman's Isle, sire speeds her fast;

By skeleton shapes her sails are furld,

And the hand that steers is not of this world!

Oh! hurry thee on — oh! hurry thee on.

Thou terrible Bark! ere the night be gone.

Nor let morning look on so foul a sight

As Mould blanch for ever her rosy light!

TO

THE BOSTON FRIGATE",
ON

LEAVING HALIFAX FOR ENGLAND,

OCTOBER, 1804.

NOSTOr nP0<PA2I^ FAYKEPOY. Pindar. Pyth. 4.

With triumph this morning, oh Boston! I hail

The stir of thy deck and tlie spread of thy sail,

• This is one of the Mardalcn Island!), and, ginp^ularly enough, is the property of Sir Isaac

Coffin. The above lines were suffgested by a siipersititon very common among sailors, who call

this ghoMt-ship, I think, "the flying Dutchman."
We were thirteen days on our passage from Quebec to Halifax, and I had been so spoiled

by the very splendid hospitality, with which my friends of the Phaeton and Boston had treated

me, that 1 was but ill prepared to encounter the miseries of a Canadian ship. The weather,
however, was pleasant, and the scenery along the river delightful. Our passage through the

Gut of Canso, with a bright sky and a fair wind, was particularly striking and romantic.
•* Commanded by Captain J.E. Douglas, with whom 1 relurucd to England, and to whom
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For they tell me I soon sliall be wafted, in tliee,

To the flourishing isle of the brave and the free.
And that chill A ova-Scotia's unpromising strand'
Is the last I shall tread of American land.
Well — peace to the land! may the people, at length,
Know that freedom is bliss , but that honour is strength

;

That though man have the wings of the fetterless wind.
Of the wantonest air that the north can unbind,
\et, if health do not sweeten the blast with her bloom,
INor virtue's aroma its pathway perfume,
Unblest is the freedom and dreary the flight,

That but Manders to ruin and Avantous to blight

!

Farewell to the few I have left M'ith regret,
May they sometimes recall, what I cannot forget.
That communion of heart and that parley of sou!.

Which has lengthened our nights and illurain'd our howl.
When they've ask'd me the manners, the mind, or the mien
Of some bard I had known or some chief I had seen,
Whose glory, though distant, they long had ador'd.
Whose name often halloAv'd the juice of their board!
And still as, with sympathy humble but true,
I told them each luminous trait that I knew.
They have listen'd, and sigh'd that the powerful stream
Of America's empire should pass , like a dream.
Without leaving one fragment of genius, to say
HoAv sublime was the tide which had vanish'd away!
Farewell to the few — though >ve never may meet
On this planet again, it is soothing and sweet
To think that, whenever my song or my name
Shall recur to their ear, they'll recall me the same
I have been to them now, young, unthoughtful , and blest,

ILre hope had deceiv'd me or sorrow deprest!

But, Doi'GtAs! while thus I endear to my mind
The elect of the land we shall soon leave behind,
I can read in the weather-wise glance of thine eye,

As it follows the rack flitting over the slfy.

That the faint coming breeze will be fair for our flight,

And shall steal us away, ere the falling of night.

Dear Douglas! thou knowest, with thee by my side.

With thy friendship to soothe me, thy courage to guide.

There is not a bleak isle in those suramerless seas.

Where the day comes in darkness, or shines but to freeze.

Not a tract of the line, not a barbarous shore.

That I could not with patience, with pleasure explore!

Oh ! think then how happy I follow thee now,
When hope smooths the billowy path of our prow.
And each prosperous sigh of the west-springing Avind^

Takes me nearer the home where my heart is inslirin' d
Where the smile of a father shall meet me again,

And the tears of a mother turn bliss into pain;

Where the kind voice of sisters shall steal to my heart.

And ask it , in sighs , how Ave ever could part !
—

But sec ! — the bent top-sails are ready to swell —
To the boat — I am with thee — Columbia, farewell!

I am indebted for many, many kindnesses. In Irnth, I should but offend the delicacy of my
friend Douglas, and, at the same time, do injustice to my own feelings of gratitude, dui 1 at-

tempt to say how much 1 owe to him.
• Sir John Wentworfh, the Governor of Nova Scotia, very kindly allowed me to accom-

pany him on his visit to the Odlcgc, which they have lately established at \Nindsor, about

forty miles from Halifax, and I \\ as indeed most pleasantly surpiiscd by the beduty and fertiliry

of the country which opened upon us after the bleak and rocky wiklerncss by which Halifax is

surrounded. — 1 was told that, in traveling onwards, Me should find the soil and the scenery

improve, and it pave me much pleasure to know that the worthy Governor has by uo means
such an 'inamabile legniun" as 1 was, at licst sight, iacliued to believe.

27
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LADY II ,

ON AN

OLD mNG FOUND AT lUNBRroGE WELLS.

"Tunebriilc*' c^l a 'a "I'^me ilisfanrc dc Londrcs, que FoiilainI)1t nu Vcsl dc Pariss. Cc qn'il y

a de beau ct dr galant daOs luu tl dans I'autre j^cxc sV vassciiilileaii lelll^ dus J^aux. La coiii-

pagttie, etc. etc.

'

Set- UlLinoircs dc Grammonl, Second I'ail. Chap. iii.

TUNBRIDfJK-WEM.S, .\CCl'bT. 1805.

Wjien Grammont f^rac'd these happy spring?.

Anil Tiuihiid<^e saw , upon her Pantile?,

Tlie merriest Min;ht of all the kings

Tliat ever rurd these gay
,
gallant isles 5

Like ns, hy day, they rode, they Malk'd,

At eve, they did as >rc may do,

And Graiiiiuont just like Spencer tailed.

And lovely StcAvart .emil'd like you!

The only different trait is this.

That Moiiian then, if man beset her,
' Was rather giveu to saying ''yes,"

Because, as yet, she knew no better!

Each night they held a loteric.

Where every fear to slumber charm'd,

Lo^er.-» were all they ought to be,

Aiul husbands not the least alarm'd!

They call'd up all their schoolday pi-anks,

Kor thought it much their sense beneath

To play at riddles
, quips , and cranks,

And lords show'd >vit, and ladies teeth.

As — "Why are hasbands like the j\Iiut?"

Because, forsooth, a husband's duty
Is just to set the name and jirint

That give a currency to beauty.

" Why is a garden's wildcr'd maze
"Like a young Midow, frcsh and fair?"

Because it Mants some hand to rase

The M'eeds, which "have no biisuiess there!"

And thus tliey miss'd and thus they hit.

And now they struck and now they parried,

And some lay-in of full-groAvu Mit,

While others of a pun miscarried.

'Twas one of those facetious nights

That Grammont gave this forfeit ring

For breaking grave conimdrum rites.

Or pumiing ill, or — some such thing;

From whence it can be fairly trac'd.

Through many a branch and many a bough,
From twig to twig, imtil it grac'd

The snowy hand that wears it now.

All this ril prove, and then — to you
Oh Tunbridgel and your springs ironical,

I swear by H — the — te's eye of blue
To dedicate th' important chronicle.

Long may your ancient inmates give
- Their mantles to your modern lodgers,

And Charles's loves in H — the — te live,

And Chiules's bards revise in Rogers!

Let no pedantic fools be there.

For ever be those fops abolish'd,

With heads as wooden as thy ware.
And, Heaven kuoMs! not half so polish'd.
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But still receive the mild, the g^ay,

Tlic few mIio Jiiiow the rare deliglit
Of readinfif Grammont every day.
And acting Grauimont every night!

TO

Never mind hovr tlie pedagogue proses,
You want not antiquity's stamp,

The lip, that's so scented hy roses,
Oh I never must smell of the lamp.

Old Cloe, whose withering kisses
Have long set the loves at defiance,

KoAv, done Avith the science of hlisses,

May fly to the hlisses of science

!

Young Sappho, for Avant of employments,
A Oitp o'er her Ovid may melt,

Condemn'd hut to read of enjoyments,
Wliich wiser Corinna had felt.

But for you to he huried in hooks —
Oh, FA^^v! they're pitiful sages.

Who could not in 'ove of your looks
Read more than in millions of pages!

Astronomy finds in your eye
Better light than she studies ahove,

And music must borrow your sigh
As the melody dearest to love.

In Ethics — 'tis you that can check,
In a minute, their doubts and their quarrels;

Oh ! show hut that mole on your neck.
And 'twill soon put an end to their morals.

Your Arithmetic only can trip

When to kiss and to count you endeavour;
But Eloquence glows on your lip

When you SMcar, that you'll love me for ever.

TIius you see, what a brilliant alliance

Of arts is assembled in you —
A course of more exquisite science

Man never need Mish to go through!

And , oh ! — if a fellow like me
May confer a diploma of hearts.

With my lip thus I seal your degree,

My divine little Blistress of Arts!

EXTRACT
FrtOM

"THE DEVIL AMONG THE SCHOLARS'."

TI KAKON 'O I'EASiS;
Chnjsost. Hoinil. in Ei»st. ail JUhracos

Bit, whither have these gentle ones.

The rosy nymphs and black-eyed nuns,

With all of Cupid's Avild romancing,

Led my truant brains a dancing?

Instead of wise cncomiastics

Upon the Doctors and Scholastics,

Polymaths and Polyhistors,

I pTomlsed that I would give the remainder of this Poem, l.nt, as my crif irs do not seem

relish the sublime Irarninp vhich it ronlaii.s, thty ^'l'"" ''aye "''"'"'''
•''•''•,,,,^,H„,f,fH^^^^^^

ver, (o the cdilicatioii of these gentlemen, 1 have prcvaVcd 01. an induMru us im
ine, who has read a great number of unnecessary books, to illuuuuale tlie extracD Miin .1 iiiuc

' his precious erudition. ^ _.
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Polvplots and — all their sisters.

The instant I have got the whim in,

Off I fly with nuns and women,
Like epic poets , ne'er at ease

Intil I've stol'n '"in racdias res!"'

So Jiave I known a hopeful youth
Sit doM n , in quest of lore and truth,

With tomes, sufficient to confound him.

Like Tolm Bohu , heap'd around him,
Mamurra * stuck to Tiieophrastus,

And Galen tumbling o"er Boinbastus*'!

When lo! while all that's learn'd and w'ific

Absorbs the boy, he lifts his eyes.

And through the window of his study

Beholds a virgin fair and ruddy,

With eyes, as brightly turn'd upon him as

The angels'" were on Hieronymus,
Saying, 'twas just as sweet to kiss her — oh!

Far more sweet than reading Cicero!

Quick fly the folios, ^ridely scatter'd.

Old Homer's laurel'd brow is batter'd,

And Sappho's skin to Tully's leather.

All are confus'd and tost together

!

Raptur'd he quits each dozing sage,

Oh M'oman I for thy lovelier page:
Sweet book! milike the books of art.

Whose errors are thy fairest part

;

In whom the dear errata column
Is the best page in all the volume if
But, to begin my subject rhyme —
'Twas just about this devilish time,

When scarce there happen'd any frolics

That were not done by Diabolics,

A cold and loveless son of Lucifer,

Who woman scorn'd, nor knew the use of her,

A branch of Dagon's family,

(Which Dagon, Avhether He or She,

Is a dispute that vastly better is

Referr'd to Scaliger {-}• et caeteris,)

Finding that, in this cage of fools,

The wisest sots adorn the schools,

* Mamurra, a dngmatic philosopher, who never JouLted about any thinp. pvrrpf who was
his father. "!\ul)a dc re uiiquain praeterquam de patre diiliitavit." In %il. — He was \tTy
learned — "La-dedans (that is, in his head when it was opened), le Pnniqiie lieiirte le Persan,
i'ilebrcu cheque 1' \rabique, pour ne point parler de la raauvaise intelligence du Latin avcc le

Grer, etc. See L'Hi.-toire de Montmaiir, Torn. 2, page 91.
" Bombaslus was one of tbe names of that g'reat 8cbolar and quack Paracelsus. "Philin-

pns Boinbastus latet sub splendido tegmiiie Aureoli Theophrasti Paracelsi" sajs Stadeliu8 de
circuinforanea Literatorum vanitate. — He used to tight the devil every night with a broad-
sword, to tbe no small terror of his pupil Oporinus, Mho has recorded the circumstance. (Vide
Oporin. Vit. apud Christian. Grjph. Vit. Select, quoruiidam Eruditissimorum, etc. Paracelsus
had but a poor opinion of Galen. " My very beard (saj's he in his Paragraenum) has more
learning in it than either Galen or Aviceuna."

"" Tlie angel, who scolded St. Jerora for reading Cicero, as Gratian tells the story in hi«
"Concordantia discordantium Canonum, " and say.-* tJiat for this reason bishops «ere not al-

lowed to read the Classics. "Episcopus Gentilinm libros non legat." Distinct. 37. But Gratian
is notorious for lying— besides, angels have got no tongues, as the illustrious pupil ofPantenus
assures us, Ol'/' oj; ';(/(I' za ora, eru); ly.enoi;

»)
y/.coTza' ud av onyttia rii dcuij ipuvi;;

ayyi/.oi;. Clem. Alexaud. Stromat. IVow, how an angel could scold without a tongue, 1

shall leave the angelic Mrs. to determine.
f The idea oflhcUabbins about the origin of woman is singular. Thev think that man

was originally formed with a tail, like a monkey, but that the Deity cut off this appendage be-
hind, and made woman of it. Upon this extraordinary supposition the foIloMiug rellection is

founded.

If such is the tie between women and men,
The ninny who weds is a pitiful elf,

For he takes to his tail like an idiot again.
And he makes a deplorable ape of himself.

Yet, if we may judge as the fashions prevail,
Every husband remembers th' original plan.

And^ knowing his wife is no more tlian his tail,

\>hy he — leaves her behind him as much as he can.

fi Scaliger. de Emendat. Temnor. — Dagon was thought by others to be a certain sea-
monstcrj who camp every day out of^the Red Sea to teach the Syrians hiisbandrj. See Jaques
Oaffarel g Curiosites inouies, chap. 1. He aaya he thiuka this Btory of the sea-monster "carriert
littlo show of probability wilh it.''



EPISTLES, ODES ETC. 42J

Took it at once his head Satanic in,

To gr<»v a p^reat scholastic manikin,
A doctor, quite as learn'd and fine as
Scotiis John or Tom Afjuinas',
LuIIy, Hales irrefra^ahilis,

Or any doctor of the rabble is!

In langnag-es", the Polyglots,
Compar'd to him, Mere Babel sots;

lie chatter'd more than ever Jew did,

Sanhedrim and Priest included.
Priest and holy Sanhedrim
Were one and seventy fools to him

!

Kut chief the learneil demon felt a
Zeal so strong for gamma, delta.

That, all for Greek and learning's gh>ry '*',

He nightly tipploil " Gracco more,"!
And never paid a bill or balance
Except upon the Grecian Kalends,
From Mhence your scholars, when they want tick,

Say, to be At-tick's to be on tick!

In logics, he Avas quite Ho Panuf

!

l{new as much as ever man knew.
He fought the combat syllogistic
With so much skill and art eristic.

That though you were the learned Stagyrite,
At once upon the hip he had you right!
Sometimes indeed his speculations
Were vicw'd as dangerous innovations.
As thus — the Doctor's house did harbour a
Sweet blooming girl, whose name was Barbara:
Oft, when his heart was in a merry key,
He taught his maid his esoterica.

And sometimes, as a cure for hectics.

Would lecture her in dialectics.

How far their zeal let him and her go
Before they came to sealing Ergo,

* I wish it were known with any degree of certainty wlictlier the Commentary on Boethiiw
altribntcd to Thomas Aquinas be really the work of tin's Anffclic Doctor. There are some bold
asHcrtions hazarded in it: for instance, he says that Plato kept school in a town called Acade-
uiia, and that Alcibiades was a ^ery beautiful woman whom some of Aristotle'w pupils fell in love
with. "Alcibiades mulicr fuit j)ulchcrrima, quam videutes quidam diacipuli Arislotelis, etc."
See Freytug- Adparat. liitterar. Art. 8(j. Tom. 1.

, " The following compliment was paid to Laurcntius Valla, upon his accurate kuowledge of
lie Latiu lauguugc

:

Nunc postquam manes defunctus Valla petivit,
Kou audct Pluto \erba Latina loqui.

Since Val arriv'd in Pluto's shade.
His nouns and pronouns all so pat ill,

Pluto himself would be afraid
To ask ev'n "what's o'clock" iu Latin!

These lines may be found in the "Auctorum Censiu" of Du Verdier (page 29) , au excellent
jcritic, if he could have either felt or understood any one of the works which he criticises.

''' It is much to be regretted that Martin Luther, uith all his talents for reforming, should
yet be vulgar enough to laugh at Camerariiis for writing to him iu Greek. "Masirr Joachim
[says he) has sent me some dates and some raisins, and has also written me two letters in Greek
As Hoon as I am recovered, 1 shall answer them in Turkish, that he too may have the pleasure
of reading what he docs not unterstand." . "Graeca sunt, legi iion possuiit" is the ignorant
speech attributed to Accursius; but very unjustly — far from asserting that Greek could not be
read, that worthy jurisconsult upon the Law (!. D. de Honor, possess, expiessly says, "Graecac
lilerac possunt intelligi et jegi." (Vide TMov. Libror. Harior. Collection. Fasciculi IV".)— Scipio
Darteromachus seems to think that there is no salvation out ol the pale of Greek Literature:
I'Via prima salutis^ Graia pandotur ab urbe." And the 7.eal of Laurcntius Rhodomannus canuol
lie suflicientlj admired, when he exhorts his countrymen "per gloriam Christi, per saltitem pa-
triae, per reipublicae dccus et emolunuMilura" to study the Greek language. iVor must we for-

get Phavorinus, the excellent Bi.'-li(P|> of Mocera, who, careless of all the usual cninmendationi
if a Christian, required no further eulogium ou his tomb than "Here licth a Greek Lcxico-
;rapher."

J- O TIANY. — The introduction of this language into English poetry has a good cfFccf,

md ought to be more universally adopted. A word or two of Greek in a stanza would scrvn
18 ballast to the most "light o' love" verses. Ausonius, among the aucients, may ecrvc as a
model

:

Ov yuQ ftoi ^tftig tgiv in hac rcgionc ftsvovrt

ui^iov ab uostris e.TiJevia esse xafiipaii,

Ronavd , the French poet, has enriched his sonnets and odes with many an exquisite morsel
from the liexicon. His "chere Kntelechie," in addressing bis luislrtbs. is admirabie. and can
only bo matched by Cowley's "Aulipcristasis."
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Or how tliey placed the medlus terminus,
Our chronicles do not determine iis;

But !=o it was — by some confusion
In this their logical praelosion,
The Doctor vliolly >;poil'd. they say.
The fijrurc' of yomig Barbara;
And thus, by many a snare sophistic,
And enthynieine paraIo?i.-tic,

Bcguild a maid, who could not give,
To id\ii her life, a negative"
In music, though he liad no ears
Ex( ept for tJiat amongst the spliercs
(V>hi<;h most of all, as he averr'd it.

He dearly loved, 'causc no one heard it),

Yet aptly lie, at sight, couhl read
Each ttmcful diagram in Bede,
And find, by Euclid's corollaria,
Tlie ratios of a jig or aria.

But, as for all your warbling Deliae,
Orpheuses and Saint Cecilias,
He OMn'd he thouglit them much surpass'd
By that redoubted llyaloclast'"
Who still contriv'd by dint of throttle,
AVhere'er he went, to crack a bottle!

Likewise to show his mighty knowledge, he,
Oil things unknown in physiology,
Wrote many a cliapter to divert us.
Like that great little man Albcrtns,'
Wliereiu he show'd the reason why,
\Mien children first are heard to cry,
If boy tho baby chance to be.
He cries OA ! — if girl, OE! —
They are, says he, exceeding fair hints
Bespccting their first siuful parents;
"Oh Eve! ' exclaimeth little madam.
While little master cries '• Oh Adamf !

'

In point of Science astronomical,
It seem'd to him extremely comical
That, once a year, the frolic sun
Should call at Virgo's Iioii>c for fun.
And stop a month and blaze around lier
Yet leave her \ irgo , as he found her!
But, 'twas in Optics and Dioptrics,
Om- daemon play'd his first and top tricks.
He lield that sunshine passes quicker
Through Mine than any other liquor;
That glasses are tlic best utensils
To catch the eye's bewilder'd pencils

;
And though he saw no great objectioa
To ^teady light and pure icllection,
He thought the aberrating rays,
W^JiicJi play about a bumper's blaze.
Were by the Doctors lookd, iu common, on,
As a more rare and rich phcniimeuoii

!

He wisely said that the sensorium
Is for the eyes a great emporium.
To which these noted picture stealers
Send ail they can and meet with dealers.

Oarij,^ Sperio!''^"'
"^ '^^''° «J"°PS'"«' »« "-Wch Barbara belongs, together «ith Celarent.

The po^t'^b^rroVcd {|'.ITeo!'w!'L''V'"'""' 'V^? "^""^ "*" ^"^"'^ "« universal affirmative.. -
give, i„ a uo^runon i. ^?RssZ ,l"'rh

","''"» "^^^ ,? '^'>"","i«
Epigram which Menckenias

Gcae" of Caspar J{a"lc.i. ThTlL\
<^^"'?.'^"«'la Eruditoriim." - In the " ^uptiae I'tripate-

gh; to niatrimouy KZ\ Tr^^?" "'0 Initl .some facetious applications of the terms o'f lo-

froD. the 'vCpJfae Veripaieticac- oi-Barta^^^
iuMartiuus Scriblerus, is borrowed chiefl)

pubIi.|,ed*lfe'2.'^*.'Dc''vu'r'crs^J"^^^
fJc^"

^" ^iccouut of this extraordinary man, ina^rorii

not ttie book 'bVmc*'''or'l uIh?M ,'n'-."*"^.
'""" * """P'Sc in Albcrtus de Secietis, etc.- I haveuy mt , or I would transcribe tiie words.
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In many an optical proceecHiig

Tlic brain , he said , shoAv 'd great good breeding

;

For in-tiuicc, Mhen Ave ogle m omen .

(A trick Avhicli Barbara tntor'd liini in),

Although tlie dears are apt to get in a
Strange position on tlie retina,

Yet instantly the modest brain

Doth set them on their legs again*!

Onr doctor thus Avitli "stnfT'd sufficiency"

Of all omnigenous onuiiscieiiev

Began (as who Mould not begni
That had , like him , so mnch within ?)
To let it out in books of all sorts,

Folios
,
quartos , large and small sorts

;

Poems , so very deep and sen^ible

That they were quite incomprehensible '*,

I'rose, which had been at learning's Fair,

And bought up all the trumpery there,

I'lie tatter'd rags of every vest.

In which the Greeks and Ilomans drcst.

And o'er her figure swoll'n and antic

Scatter'd them all with airs so frantic,

Tliat those, who saAv the fits she had,
Declar'd unhappy Pi-ose was mad

!

Kpics he wrote and scores of rebusscs,

All as neat as old Turnebus's;
Eggs and altars , cyclopaedias

Grammars
,
prayer books — oli ! 'twere tedious,

Did I but tell the half, to follow me,
Not the scribbling bard of Ptolemy,
No — nor the hoary Trisniegistus,

(Whose writings all, thank ]iea\en! have miss'd us),

E'er filld Avith lumber such a ware-room
As tliis great " porcus literarum !

"

FRAGMENTS OF A JOURNAL."*
TO G. M. ESQ.

FROM FREDEKIChSElRGH, VIRGINIAf, JUNE 2mD,

Dear George ! tliough every bone is aching.

After the shaking

I've had tliis w eek , over ruts and ridge?, ff
And bridges

* Mliidfng to that habitual act of the judgment, by Avhicli, notwithstanding the invcision

uf the image upou the retina, a corrert impression of the object is conveyed to the sensorium.
'* Under this descripliiin, I believe "the Uevil among the Scholars" may be included. Vet

Leibnitz found out the uses of incomprehensibility, Avlien he was appointed secretary to a so-

ciety of philosophers at Nuremberg, merely for his merit in writing^ a rabalistical letter, one
viord of which neither they nor himself could interpret. See theEloge Historique de M. de
Leibnitz, I'Eurnpe Savante. — l'<;ople in all ages Juive Io\ed to be puzzled. We lind ("iccro

(hanking Atticfis for ha\ing sent him a work of Serapion "ex quo (savs he) quidem ego (<|uod

inter nos liceat dicere) millesiniam partem ^ix intelligo.' Lib. 2. Epist. 4. And we know that

A\iccn, the learned Arabian, read Aristotle's Metaphysics forty times over, for the supreme
pleasure of being able to inlorm the world that he could not comprehend one sellable through-
nut them. (Nicolas >Iassa in Vit. Avicen.)

'" These fragments form but a small part of a ridiculous medley of prose and doggerel,
nto wliich, for my amusement, I threw some of the incidents of my journey. If it were even
in a more rational form, there is jet much of it too allusive and too personal for publication.

t Having remained about a week at !Vew York, where 1 saw Madame Jerome Honaparte,
end felt a slight shock of an earthquake (the only tilings that jtarlicularly awakened my alien

tinn), I sailed again in the Hoston for Norfolk, from whence I proceeded ra my tour to the

lortliward, through Willlamsburgb, Uichmond, etc. At Richmond there are a few nven of con-

iidcrable talents. Mr. \A ickham, one of their celebrated legal characters, is a genllem;iu whoso
nanners and mode of life would do honour to the most cultivated societies, .judge Marshall,

he author of ff' asliiiifftoii's J-iifa, is another very distinguished ornament of lliciiniond. 'I'best!

gentlemen, 1 must observe, are of that respectable, but at present unpopular, party, the Eede-
lalists.

|i What Mr. Weld says of the continual necessity of balancing or trimming the stage, iii

iptssing over some of the «relchcd roads in America, is by no means t^xuggiralcd. "'the dri

vu- frequently had to call lo the passengers in the stage, to lean out of ili(; carriage, lirsl at

oni side then at the other, to prevent it from overselling in the deep ruts «ilh «hich (he road
aUunds! ' \oWj gentlemen, lo the righl ;' upon which the passengers ail sirtlihed their bodies
;har way out oi Ihe carriage, lo bdlaucc it ou that side, 'j\'ow, geutlemeu, lo the lull,' and so

on.' — VVei.» 9 Travels, leller 3,
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Made of a few uneasy planks,

'

In open ranks

Like old M'omcn's teeth , all loosely tliro\m

Over rivers of mud , M'hose names alone

Would make the knees of stoutest man knock,
Ra])pahannock,

Occoquan — tlie Heavens may harbour us

!

Who ever heard of names so barbarous?
Worse than M" " s Latin,

Or the smooth codicil

To a Mitch's Avill, Mhere she brings her cat in!

I treat my goddess ill,

(^My mnse 1 mean) to make her speak 'em

;

Like the Vcr])um Graecum,
Spermagoraiolekitholakanopolides,"

Words that ought only be said upon holidays,

W hen one has nothing else to do.

But, dearest George , though every bone is aching

After tlii> shaking,

And trying to regain the socket.

From Mhich tlie stage thought fit to rock it,

I fancy I shall sleep the better

For having scrawl'd a kind of letter

To you.
It seems tome like — "George, good-nfght!"

Though far the spot I date it from;
To which I fancy, Avhile I Mrite,

You answer back — "Good-night t'ye, Tom.''
But do not think that I shall turn all

Sorts of quiddities.

And insipidities.

Into my journal;
That I shall tril you the different prices

Of eating, drinking, and such other vices.

To "coutumace your appetite's acidities:"'"

No , no; the Muse too delicate bodied is

For such commodities!
Neither suppose , like fellow of college, she

Can talk of conchology,

Or meteorology;
Or that a nymph , who vild as comet errs,

Can discuss barometers.

Farming tools , statistic liistorics,

Geograpliy , law , or such like mysteries.

For whlcli she doesn't care three skips of

Prettiest flea , that e'er the lips of

Catherine Roache look'd smiling upon.

When bards of Frauce all, one by one.

Declared, that never did hand approach
Such a flea as was caught upon Catharine Roache !f

Sentiment, George, I'll talk, when I've got any,

And botany —
Oh! Linnaeus has made such a prig o' me,
Cases I'll find of such polygamy

• Before the stapc can pass one of these bridges, the driver is obliged to stop and arrange
the loose planks, of which lit is composed, in tlie manner that best suits his ideas of safety:
and, as the planks are ajrain distnrbed by the passing of the coach, the next travellers who
arrive have of course a new arran^enient to make. Mahomet (as Sale tells us) was at some
pains to ima^ne a precarious kind of bridge for the entrance of I'aradi'fe, in order to enhance
the pleasures of arrival : a Virginian bridge, I think, would have answered his purpose completely.

" 27itofiaYOQaioXtxi9o/.tt/ttio7iw/.ide;. — From the Lysistrata of Aristophanes, v. 436.

*** This^ phrase is taken verbatim from an account of an expedition to Urnmmond's Pond
by one of those many Americans who profess to think that the English language, as it has beei

luthcrto written, is delicient in what they call republican energy. One of the savans ol \Ni-

ehinginn is far advanced in the construction of a new language for the lluited States, whichis
supposeil lo be a mixture of Hebrew and Mikinak.

f Alluding to a collection of poems, called La Puce rlcs grands-jours de Poitiers. Ijey
were all written upon a Ilea, Mliicli Stephen Pasquier found on (he bosom oi the famous Cahe_
rhie dc8 Roches, one morning during the f:rands-jours ofPoitiers. I ask pardon of the leaned
Catherine's memory, for my vulgar alteraliou of her most respectable name.
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Under every bush,
As would make the "shy curcuma" ' bhish;

^ ice under every name and shape,
From adulterous gardens to fields of rape!
ril send you some Dionaea Muscipula,
And, into Bartrara's book if you dip, you'll a
Pretty and ilorid description find of

This "ludicrous, lobed, carnivorous, kind of — " '*

Tlie Lord deliver us!

Think of a vegetable being "carnivorous!"
And, George, be sure

I'll treat you too, like Liancourt *'*

(\or thou be risible).

With all the views, so striking and romantic,
Which one might have of the Atlantic,

If it Avere visible*****
And now, to tell you the gay variety

Of va\ stage society,

Tliere Avas a quaker, mIio room for twenty took,

Pious and big as a Polyglot Pentateuch!
There was his niece too, sitting so fair by,

Like a neat testament, kept to swear by.

What pity , blooming girl

!

That lips , so ready for a lover.

Should not beneath their ruby casket cover

One tooth of pearl !{-

But, like a rose beside the church-yard-stone.
Be doom'd to blush o'er many a mouldering bone!

There was • ' * '

There was a student of the college, too,

Who said

Much more about the riches of his head.
Than, if there were an income-tax on brains.

liis liead could venture to ackuoAvledgc to.

I ask'd the Scholar

If his — what d'ye call her? —
Alma Mater and her Bishop

Properly foUow'd the Marquis's wish up,-}-}*

And were much advancing
ti dancing?

• * « • •

The evening now grew dark and still;

The whip-poor-will

Sung pensively on every tree;

And strait I fell into a reverie

Lpon that man of gallantry and pith.

Captain Smith.-j-if

* "Curcuma, cold and shy." — Darwin.
'* "Obsei\('d likeuisf in these savannas ahundanceof the ludicrous Dionaea Muscipula."

—

Bartram's Trarfls in ISurtli America. For his description of this '•curuivorous vegelahle,"
see Introdnofinn, p. 13.

''*' This j)IiilnsophicaI Duke, descrihing the view from Mr. Jefferson's house, says, ''The
Atlantic miphl l;f seen, «evc it not for the greatness of the distance, which renders "that pro-
spect impossible." — See his Travels.

f I'oly^iioliis «as the first painter, says Fiiny, Avho showed the teeth in his portraits. He
would scarcely, I think, have been tempted to such an innovation in America.

"H- The Marquis de (Jhastki.lux, in his wise letter to Mr. Maddison, Professor of Philosophy
in the College of William and Mary, at \N illianisburgh, dwells with much earnestness on the
attention which should be paid to dancing. — See his Travels. This college, the only one in
the state of Virginia, and tlie first which 1 saw in America, gave me but a melancholy idea of
republican seats of learning. That contempt for the elegancies of education, which the Ameri-
can democrats affect, is no wlicre more grossly conspicuous than in Virginia : the young men,
who look for advancement, study rather to be demagogues than politicians; and as ever> thing
that distinguishes from the multitude is supposed to be invidious and unpopular, the levelling
system is applied to edi\calioii, and has had all the effect which its partizaii.s could desire, by
producing a most extensive equality of ignorance. The Abbe Ravnal, in his prophetic admoni-
tions to the Americans, directing their attention very strongly to learned establishments, says,
"\Mien the youth of a country are seen depraved, the nation is on the decline." I know not
what the Abbe Raynal would pronounce of this nation now, were he alive to know the moral)<
of the young students at VVilliam.sburgh ! lint when he wrote, his cuunlrwaeu had not yet in-

troduced the "'doctriuam dens speriicntem" into America.

iij- John Smith, a famous traveller, and by far the most enterprising of tlie fust scltlera in

Virginia. How much he was iudubtud to the iiiteicbliug youug i'ocaliuutab, daugliler of King
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And very ^tranire it seem'tl to nie,

That, after having- Iciss'd so grand a

Dame as Lady Trabigzanda,
By any chance he
CoiiM take a fancy

To a nympli, witli such a copper front as

Pocahiintas

!

And now, as througli the gloom so dark,

The fire-lHcs scatter'd many <'i fiery spark.

To one , tliat glittered on the qiiaker's bonnet,

1 Mrote a sonnet.*

And
tNVO lines more had just completed it;

But, at the moment I repeated it.

Our stage,

WJiich good Brissot , with brains so critical

And sage,

Calleth tlie true " machine political")*'

With all its load of uncles, scholars, nieces,

Together jumbled,
Tumbled

Into a rut and fell to pieces'.

• •***«
Good night! — my bed must be,

By this tiuie, Avarm enough for me.
Because I lind old Ephraim Steady
And Miss his niece are there already!

Some cavillers

Object to sleep with fellow-travellers;

But • • •

Saints protect the pretty qnaker.

Heaven forbid that I should wake her!

TO A FRIEND.
When next you see the black eyed Caty,

The loving, languid girl of Hayti,"*
Whose finger so expertly plays

Amid the ribbon's silken maze,
Just like Aiu-ora, when she ties

A rainbow roiuid the morning skies!

Say, that I hope, when winter's o'er.

On Norfolk's bank again to rove,

And then sli^U search the ribbon store ni!r»^^ ed''"

For some of Caty's softest love.

I should not like the gloss were oast,

Yet want it not entirely new

;

But bright and strong enough to last

About —• suppose a week or two.

HoAvevcr frail, however light,

'TavUI do , at least , to wear at night

:

And so you'll tell our black-eyed Caty —
ITie loving , languid girl of llayti

!

Powhatan, may be seen in all the histories of (his colony. In the Dedication of his own work to

the OucheH8 of Richmond he thns enumerates his bonnes fortunes: "Vet my comfort is, llial

heretofore honorable and vertuous Ladies, and comparable Lnt among- themselves, have oflFcred

me rescue and protection in niy greatest dangers. Evcu in forraine parts 1 ha\e felt rclielV;

from that sex. The beauteons Lady 'I'rabigzanda , when 1 vas a slave to tlic Tnrks, did all

she could to secure me. Hhen 1 overcame the Uashaw of IValbrits in Tartaria, the cliarilablc.

Lady Callamata suppljed my necessities. Li the utmost of my extremities, that blessed P«
kahnntas, the great King's daughter of V irgiuia, oft saved my lile."

Davis, in his whimsical Travels through America., has manufactured into a kind of romance
the loves of Mr. Holte with this "opaci maxima mundi," I'ocahuutas.

' V"or the Sonnet, see page 3(H.
•• "The American stages arc the true political carriages." Urissot's Travels, letter 6th.

— There is nothing more amusing than the philosophical singerics of these French travellers.

Li one of the letters of Claviere, preli^ed to thosi; of Hrissot, upon their plan for establishing a
republic of philosophers in some part of the western world, he iutreatsUrissotto be particular in

choosing a place "where there arc no mosquitoes :" forsooth, nequid respnblica detrinienti caperet

'

•" Among the West-ludian French at fVorfolk, tiiere are some very interesting .Saint I)o-

mingo girls, who, iu the day, sell n)illluery, etc., and at night assemble in little cnllilion jiarties,

where they dance a\»ay the remembrance of their unfortunate country, and forget the miserits

which "les amis dee uoirs" Lave brought upon tlicw.

,.(/
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''Erraro malo cum Platone, quam cum aliis rectc sentire." CiCEBO.
I Mould latber thiuk wrougly with Plato, thau riffhtly with any one else,

1802.

F4^^y, my love, we ne'er were sages,
But, trust me, all that Tully's zeal

Exprcss'd for Plato's gloAving- pages,
All that, and more, for thee I feel!

Whate'er the heartless world decree,

HoAve'er unfeeling prudes condemn,
Fanny! I'd rather sin with thee,

Than live and die a saint with them!

SONG.
I ne'er on that lip for a minute have gazed,
But a thousand temptations be^et me,

And I've thought, as the dear little rubies you raised.

How delicious 'twould he — if you'd let me!
Then he not so angry for Mhat I have done,
Nor say that you've sworn to forget me;

They >vere huds of temptation too pouting to shun,
And I thought that — you could not hut let me!

When your lip with a whisper came close to my cheek,
Oh think how bewitching it met me

!

And, plain as the eye of a Venus could speak,
\our eye seem'd to say — you would let me!

Tiien forgive the transgression , and bid me remain,
For, in truth , if 1 go, you'll regret me;

Or, oh! — let me try the transgression again.

And I'll do ail you w ish — will you let me ?

FROJil THE GREEK.*
I've press'd her bosom oft and oft

;

In spite of many a pouting check.

Have touch 'd her lip in dalliance soft,

And play'd around iter silvery neck.

But, as for more, t!ie maid's so coy.

That saints or angels might have seen us;

She's now for prudence, now for joy,

Minerva half, and half a Venus.

When Venus makes her bless jnc near,

Why then, Minerva makes her loth;

And — oh the sweet, tormenting dear!

She makes me mad between them both

!

ON A BEAUTIFUL EAST-INDIAN.
If all the daughters of the sua

Have loving looks and hearts of flame,

Go, tell me not that she is one —
'TM'as from the w intry moon she came

!

And yet, sweet eye! tliou ne'er wert given

To kindle what thou dost not feel

;

And yet, thou Hushing lip — by Heaven!
Thou ne'er wert made for Dian's seal!

Oh ! for a sunlieani , rich and warm
From thy own Ganges' fervid haunts,

To light thee up, thou lovely form!

To all my soul adores and wants

:

To see thee burn •— to faint and sigh

Upon tliat bosom as it blazed,

And be, myself, the first to die,

Amid the flame myself had raised!

' Mat^og ;fa§criv b/oi, aTOfiart arofia, ds ncQi Jetjijv

Aa/jTa ?.v(jao)wv (iotiy.of.tai anyviittiv'

OvTiM d aifiioyivtiuv oX)^v iAov* a).}, tzi xafiVbiv

Tlan^tvoy uii<pte:iov Xixnov avaivofievtjv.

^Hfiiou yuQ Tfatfiij, to 6' uq ii/xiav dwxsv AOijttj'

jlviao eyoj j.u6ooi T»(ZO,((tti afiifoieomv, I'AUiBS ,81LENTlAniV».
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TO
I KKow that none can smile like thee,

But there is one , a gentler one,

Whose heart, though young and wild it be.

Would ne'er have done as thme has done.

When Me Mere left alone to-day,

When every curious eye Mas fled.

And all that love could look or say,

We might have look'd , Me might have said

:

Would she have felt me tremhling pre^s,

Nor trembling prc?» to me again ?

Would she have had the poMcr to bless,

Yet Mant the heart to bless me then?

Her tresses, too, as soft as thine —
Would she have idly paused to tM'ine

Their scatter'd locks , witii cold delay.

While, oh! such minutes pass'd away.
As Heaven has made for those m lio love ?

For those m ho love , and long to steal

What none but hearts of ice reprove,

What none hut hearts of Ore can feel

!

Go, go — an age of Aulgar years

May noM' lie pined , be sigh'd away,
Before one blessed hour appears,

Like that Mhich Me have lost to-day

!

ATMGHT.*
At night, when all is still around,

HoAV sweet to hear the distant sound
Of footstep, coming soft and light!

What pleasure in the anxious beat,

With Mhich the bosom flies to meet
That foot that comes so soft at night!

And then, at night, how sMcet to say
" 'Tis late , my love !

" and chide delay,

Tliough still the Mcsteni clouds are bright

;

Oh I happy too the silent press,

The eloquence of mute caress,

With those Me love exchanged at night

!

At night , M hat dear employ to trace,

In fancy , every glowing grace

That's hid by darkness from the eight

!

And guess , by every broken sigh,

What tales of bliss the shrouded eye

li telling from the soul, at night!

TO
I OFTEN wish that thou wert dead,

And I beside thee calmly sleeping

;

Since love is o'er and passion fled,

And life has nothing Morth our keephig!

Ko — common souls may hear decline

Of all that throbb'd them once so high

;

But hearts that beat like thine and mine,

Must still love on — love on or die

!

'Tis true, our early joy was such.

That nature could not bear tli' excess

!

It was too much — for life too much —
Though life he all a blank Mith less

!

To see that eye , so cold , so still,

Which once, oh God ! could melt in bliss —
Ko, no, 1 cannot bear the chill!

Hate! burning hate were Heaven to tliis!

* These lines allude <o a curious lamp, which has for ita device a Cupid, with the words
'at night" writtcu over him.
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NATIONAL AIRS.
TO WHICH IS ADDED

n.

A MELOLOGUE UPON NATIONAL
MUSIC.

I



.''. a ADVERTISEMENT. T T t.

It Is Cicero, I believe, •« ho says "naturd ad modos ducimur ,•" and the abun-
dance of wild, indlgcnoiis airs, >vhich ahuost every country, except England, pos-

sesses, sufficiently proves tlie truth of his assertion. Tlic h)vers of thi?; ^inlple, but

intere!<ting kind of music, are liere presented vvltli the first number of a collcctionJ

•which, I trust, their contributions will enable us to continue. A pretty air without

words resembles one of those half creatures of Plato, which are described as wan-
dering^ in search of the remainder of themsehes through the >vorld. To supplyl

this other half, by uniting with congenial Mords the many fugitive melodies whici

have hitherto had none, or only such as are unintelligible to the generality of thell

hearers, I^ the object and ambition of the present w ork. Neither is it om* intentioilj

to confine ourselves to Mhat arc strictly called National Melodies, but, whcrevei
Me meet with any wandering and beautiful air, to m hich poetry has not yet as-

signed a worthy home, we shall ^ enture to claim It as an cstray swan, and enrlchl

our humble Hippocrene with its song.

T. M.
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No. I.

A TEMPLE TO FRIENDSHIP.*
Spanish Air.

'A TK>rPLE to Friendship," said Laura, cncliantcil,

'Til build in this garden, — the thought is divine!

Her temple Mas liiiilt, and she now only wanted
An image of Friendship to place on the shrine.

She flew to a sculptor . who set down l)cfore her
A Friendship , the fairest his art could invent,

But so cold and so dull , that the yontlifal adorer
Saw plainly this was not the idol she meant.

IL
"Oh! never,'' she cried, "could I think of enshrining
"An image, Avhose looks are so joyless and dim;

" But yon little god , upon roses reclining,

"Well make, if you please, Sir, a Friendship of him."
So the bargain was struck; with the little god laden

She joyfully flew to her shrine in the grove:
"FareAvell," said the sculptor, "you're not the first maiden
"Who came but for Friendship and took away Love."

FLOW ON, THOU SHINING RIVER.
Portuguese Air.

I.

Flow on, thon shining river;

But, ere thou reach the sea,

Seek Ella's hoAver, and give her
The wreaths I fling o'er thee.

And tell her thus , if shell he mine.
The current of our lives shall be.

With joys along their course ti» shine.

Like those sm eet floAvers on thee.

n.
But if, in Avandering thither.

Thou find'st she mocks my prayer.

Then leave those Avreaths to Mithcr
Upon the cold hank there.

And tell her thus , when youth is o'er.

Her hme and loveless charms shall be
Thrown by upon life's weedy shore,

Like those sweet flowers from thee.

ALL THAT'S BRIGHT MUST FADE
Indian Air.

I.

Alt that's bright must fade, —
The brightest still the fleetest;

All that's sweet was made.
But to be lost when sMcetest.

Stars that shine and fall ; —
The flower that drops in springing; —

These , alas ! arc types of all

To which our hearts are clinging.

All that's bright must fade, —
The briglitest still the fleetest;

The ihniiirlit is taken from a son;; by Le Priciir, called "I-n Statue Je rAmrtie.'
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All thafs street vras made
But to be lost when sircetcst!

n.
Who would seek or prize

Delights that end in aching?
Who Mould trust to ties

That every hour are breaking?
Better far to he

In utter darkness lying.

Than be hlc^s"d with light and ECe

That light for ever flying.

All that's bright must fade, —
The briglitest still the fleetest;

All that's sMeet was made
But to be lost when sweetest!

SO WARMLY WE MET.
Hungarian Air.

I.

So warmly we met and so fondly we parted,

That which was the sAvcctcr even I could not tell —
That first look of welcome her sunny eyes darted.

Or that tear of passion which bless'd our farewell.

To meet was a heaven, and to part thus anollier, —
Our joy and our sorrow scem'd rivals in bliss;

Oh ! Cupid's tMO eyes are not likcr each other

In smiles and in tears, than that moment to this.

n.
Tlic first was like day-break — new, sudden, delicious.

The dawn of a pleasure scarce kindled up yet —
The last was that farewell of daylight, nuire precious,

More glowing and deep , as 'tis nearer its set.

Our meeting, though happy, was tinged by a sorrow
To think that such happiness could not remain

;

' Wluic our parting , though sad . gave a hope that to-morrow
Would bring bui;k the bless'd hour of meeting again.

THOSE EVENING BELLS.
AiB. — The Bells of St. Petersburgh.

I.

Those evening bells! those evening bells!

How many a tale their music tells.

Of youth, and home, and that sweet time,

When last I heard their southing chime!
II.

Those joyous hours are past away!
And many a heart, that then was gay,
W ithin the toml) now darkly dwell*.

And hears no more those evening bells!

III.

And so 'twill be when I am gone

;

That tuneful peal will still ring on,

Wliile other bards shall walk these dells,

And sing your praise, svveet evening bells!

SHOULD THOSE FOND HOPES.
Portuguese Air.

1.

•Shotxt) those fond hopes e'er forsake thee.

Which now so sweetly thy heart employ;
Should the cold world come to wake thee

From all thy visions of youth and joy;

* The metre of the words is here necessarily sacrificed to the air.
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Should the gay friends, for Mhom thou wouldst hanlsh
Htm vlio once thought thy young' heart hLs own.

All, like spring hirds , falsely vanish.

And leave thy m inter unheeded and lone; —
II.

Oh '. 'tis then he thou hast sliglitcd

Would come to cheer thee, Mlien all seem''d o'er;
Then the truant , lost and blighted,

Would to his bosom be taken once more.
Like that dear bird we both can remember,
Who left us while snmnier shone round.

But, when chill'd by bleak Dec,eui!)or,

I'pon our threshold a welcome still found.

REASON, FOLLY, AND BEAUTY.
Italian Air.

I.

Reiso?!, Folly, and Beauty, they say.

Went on a party of pleasure one day:
Folly play'd

Around the iiiald.

The bell t>f his cap rung merrily out;
While Reason took

To his sermon book —
Oh! wliich was the pleasanter no one need doubt.

U.
BEAtJTY, who likes to he thought very sage,

Tura'd for a moment to ilEASOiV's dull page,
Till Folly said,

" Look here , sweet maid ! " —
The eight of his cap brought her back to herself;

While Rka(«on read

His leaves of lead.

With no one to mind him, poor sensible elf!

11!.

Then Reason grew jealous of Folly's gay cap;
Uiid he tliat on, he her heart might entrap —

" There it is,"

Quoth Folly ,
" old q\m !

"

But Reasox the head-dress so aM kwardly wore,
That Bkavty now liketi him still le^s tlian before;

While Folly took

Old Reasos's hook.

And twisted the leaves in a cap of such Ton,
That Beaity vow'd
(Though not aloud).

She liked him still better in that than his own!

FARE THEE WELL, THOU LOVELY ONE!
Sicilian Air.

t.

Fare thee well, thou lovely ortc!

Lovely still, hut dear no more;
Once his soul of truth is gone,

Love's sM'eet life is o'er,

Thy words, whate'cr their flatt'ring spell.

Could scarce have thus deceived

;

But eyes that acted truth so Mell

Were sure to be believed.

Then , fare thee w ell , thou lovely one I

Lovely still, but dear no more;
Once his soul of truth is gone.

Love's sweet life is o'er.

H.

Yet those eyes look constant still,

28
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True as stars tliey keep their light;

Still those checks their pledge fulfil

Of hliishing always bright.

'Ti? only on thy cliangeful heart

Tiie blame of falsehood lies;

LoAc li>es in every otlier part,

But there, alas! he dies.

Then , fare thee well , thou lovely one

!

Lovely slill, but dear no more;
Once his soul of truth is gone,

Love's sweet life is o'er.

DOST THOU REMEMBER?
Pbrtuguese Air.

I.

Dost thou remember that place so lonely,

A place for lovers, and lovers only,

Where first I told thee all ray secret sighs?

When , as the moonbeam , that trembled o'er thee,

Illumed thy blushes , I knelt before thee.

And read my hope's sweet triumph in those eyes.'

Then , then , while closely heart a^ as drawn to heart,

Love bound us — never , never more to part

!

11.

* And when I call'd thee by names the dearest

That love could fancy , the fondest, nearest —
"My life, my only life!" among the rest;

In those sweet accents that still intlual me,
Thou saidst " Ah ! m hereforc thy life thus call me ?

"Thy soul, thy soul's the name that I love best;

"For life soon passes, but how ble*s"d to be
"That soul which never, never parts from thee!"

OH! COME TO ME WHEN DAYLIGHT SETS.

Venetian Air.

I.

Oh ! come to me when daylight sets;

Sweet! then come to me,
WTien smoothly go our gondolcts

O'er the moonlight sea.

When Mirth's awake, and Love begins,

Beneath that glancing ray,

With sound of lutes and mandolins,
To steal young hearts away.

Oh I come to me when daylight sets;

Sweet! then come to me.
When smoothly go our gondolets

O'er the moonlight sea.

H.
Oh! then's the hour for those who love,

Sweet! like thee and me;
When all's so calm belo>v, above,

'

,
In Heaven and o'er the sea.

When maidens sing sweet barcarolles,'*

And Echo sings again
So sweet, that all with ears and souls

Should love and listen then.

So, come to me Mhen daylight sets;

Sweet! then come to me,
When smootlily go our gondolets

O'er the muoulight sea.

• The thought in this verse is borrowed from the original Porlngnesc words.

" Harcarolles, sorte de cfaariaons en langiie Venitienne, (juechantentleu goudolicr8aV'eiiiie»
— RouNEAi], Uictionnaire de Musiqut.
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OFT, IN THE STILLY NIGHT.
Scotch Air.

L
Opt, in the stilly night.

Ere Slumber's chain has bonnd me,
Fond Memory brings the light

Of other days around me;
The smiles , the tears.

Of boyhood's years,

The words of love then spoken

;

The eyes that shone,

IVow dimm'd and gone,
The cheerful hearts now broken!

Thus, in the stilly night.

Ere Slumber's chain has bound me.
Sad Memory brings the light

Of other days around mc-
n.

WTien I remember all

The friends , so liuk'd together,

I've seen around me fall.

Like leaves in Avintry weather

;

I feel like one.

Who treads alone

Some banf|uet-hall deserted,

Whose lights are fled,

Wliose garland's dead.

And all but he departed

!

Thus , in the stilly night.

Ere Slumber's chain has bound me.
Sad 3Iemory brings the light

Of other days around me.

HARK! THE VESPER HYMN IS STEALING.
Russian Air.

I.

Hark! the vesper hymn is stealing,

O'er the waters soft and clear;

Nearer yet and nearer pealing,

Juliilate, Amen.
Farther now, now farther stealing.

Soft it fades upon the ear.

Jubilate, Amen.
II.

Now, like moonlight waves retreating

To the shore, it dies along;

Now, like angry surges meeting,

Breaks the mingled tide of song.

Jubilate, Amen.
Hush! again, like waves, retreating

To the shore, it dies along,

Jubilate, Amen.

NATIONAL AIRS.
No. II.

LOVE AND HOPE,
Swiss Air.

I.

At mom, beside yon summer sea,

Young Hope and Love reclined;

28 *



43G NATIONAIi AmS.

Bat gcarce had noon-tide come, when he

Into his hark Ieai)"d smilingly,

And left poor Hope behind.

n.

"I go," said Love, '"to sail awhile

"Across this sunny main;"
And then so sWeet his parting smile,

Tliat Hope, Mho ncAcr dream'd of guile,

Believed he'd come again.

III.

Slie liiigcr'd there till evening's beam
Along the Maters liiv,

And o'er the sands, in tlsonghtful dream.

Oft traced his name, M'hich still the stream

As oftien Mash'd awav.
IV.'

At length a sail appears in sight,

And tow'rd tlie maiden nunes!
'Tis Wealth tliat comes, and gay and bright.

His golden hark reflects the light,

But ah! it is not Love's.

V.

Anotlier sail — 'twas Friendship show'd
Her night-lamp oer the sea ;

And culm the light that lamp hestow'd:

Bnt Love had lights that warmer gloM'd.

And Mhere, alas! Avas hc.^

VL
IVoM- fast around tlic sea and shore

iSight tlu'CM her darkling chain,

'i'lie sunny sails Mere seen no more,
Ilope'« morning dreams of bliss Mere o'er —
Love never came again!

THERE COMES A TIME.
German Air.

I.

Thkre comes a time, a dreary time,

To him mIiosc heart hath floM'n

Oer all the fields »»f youtli's sweet prime,
A:id made each floAver its omu.

'Tis when his soul must first renounce
Those dreams so bright, so fond;

Oh ! then's the time to die at once,

For life has nought beyond.

There comes a time, etc.

IL
WHien sets the sun on Afric's shore,

That instant all is night;

And so should life at once be o'er,

When Love witlidraws his light —
Kor, like our northern day, gleam on
Through twilight's dim delay,

The cold remains of lustre gone.
Of fire long pass'd away.

Ofa! tliere comes a time, etc.

MY HARP HAS ONE UNCHANGING THEME.
Swedish Air.

f.

My harp has one unchanging theme,
One >tniin that still cimies oer

Its languid chord, as 'tMere a dream
Of joy tliat"s now no more.

In vain I try, with livelier ait.
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To \ralic the breathing string;

That voice of other time* is Uiere,

And saddens all I sing.

II.

Breathe on, hreathe on, thou languid strain,

Henceforth be all luy own.
Though thou art oft so full of pain

B'ew hearts can hear thy tone.

Yet oft thcu'rt sweet, as if the sigli.

The breath that Ploiisure's Mings
Gave out, when last they v.antou'd by.
Were still upon thy strings.

OH!NO — XOT E'EN WHEN FIRST WE LOV ED,

Cashmerian Air.

I.

Oh ! no — not e'en when first we loved,
Wert thou as dear as noAV thou art

;

Thy beauty then my senses moved.
But now thy virtues hind my heart.

What was but Pas.>ion's sigh before,
Has since been tnrn'd to Reason's row

;

And, though I then might love thee m«)re.
Trust me, 1 love thee better now !

II.

Although my heart in earlier youth
Might kindle Avith more Avild desire.

Believe me, it has gain'd in truJli

Much more than it has lost in fire.

The flame now warms my inmost core.

That then but sparkled o'er ray br»)« ;

And, though 1 seem'd to love thee more.
Yet, oh ! I love thee better now.

PEACE BE AROUND THEE.
Scotch Air.

I.

Pjucb be around thee, wherever thou rov'st;

May life be for thee one summer's day,

And all that thou wir.hc.->t, and all that ihou lov'et,

Come smiling around thy sunny way

!

If sorrow e'er this calm should break.

May even thy tears pass oiT so lightly.

Like spring-shoMers, they'll oiily make
The smiles that follow shine more brightiv!

if.

May Time, who sheds his blight o'er all,

And daily dooms some joy to death.

O'er thee let years so gently fall,

They shall not cru.sh one flower beneath

!

As ha'.l in shade and half in sun
This world along its path advances.

May that side the »iui'» upon
Be all that e'er thall meet thy glances

!

COMMON SENSE AND GEN It S

French Air.

I.

While I touch the string.

AVrcathc my broMS with laurel,

For the talc 1 ^ing

Hits, for once, a moral.

Connnon Sense, one night.

Though not u»cd to gamhoh,
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Went oat by moonlight,
With Geniiiti, on his rambles.

While I touch the strin?, etc.

n.
Common Sense v cnt on.

Many wi?c thing's saying,

^\'hile the light that shone
Soon get Genius straying.

One his eye ne'er raised

From the path before him,
T' other idly gazed

On each night-cloud o'er him.

AVhile I touch the string, etc.

IlL
So they came, at last,

To a shady river;

Common Scn?e soon pass'd,

Safe, as he doth e\ er

;

While die boy, whose look

Was in Heaven that minute,
Never edcw the brook,

Uut tumbled headlong in it

!

\Miile I touch the string, etc,

IV.

How the vise one smiled.

When safe o'er the torrent.

At that youth, so wild,

Dripping from the current I

Sense went home to bed;
Genius, left to shiver

On the bank, 'tis said,

Died of that cold river!

While I touch the string, etc.

THEN, FARE THEE WELL.
Old English Air.

1.

Then, fare thee well ! my own dear love.

This Morld has now for us

No greater grief, no pain above
The pain of parting thus, dear love ! the pain of parting thus

!

Had Me but known, since first we met,

Some few short hours of bliss,

Wo might, in numbering thtro, forget

The deep, deep pain of this, dear love ! the deep, deep pain of this

!

m.
But no, alas! we've never seen

One glimpse of pleasure's ray.

But still there came some cloud between.

And clioaed it all away, dear love ! and chased it all away

!

IV.

Yet, oen could those sad moments last.

Far dearer to ray heart

Were hours of grief, together past,

Than years of luirth apait, dear love! than years of mirth apart!

Farewell ! our hope was born in fears.

And nursed 'mid vain regrets!

Liiiu M inter suii!i, it rose in tears,

Like them in tears it sets, dciir love! like tliem in tears it gets!

GAILY SOUNDS THE CASTANET.
Maltese Air.

I.

Gailv sounds the castanet,

Beating time to bounding feet.
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When, after daylight's golden set,

Maids and youths hy moonlight meet.
Oh ! then, how sAveet to mo^e
Througli all that maze of mirth,

Lighted by those eyes we love
Beyond all eyes on eaitli.

II.

Then, the joyous l)anquct spread
On the cool and fragrant ground.

With night's bright eye-beams overhead,
And still brighter sparkling round.

Oh ! then, how sweet to say
Into the loved one's ear,

Thoughts resened through many a day
To be thus whispered here.

lU.
When the dance and feast are done.
Arm in arm as home mc stray,

HoM' sweet to see the dawning sun
O'er her cheek's Marm blushes play

!

Then, then the farewell kiss,

And words whose parting tone
Lingers still in dreams of bliss.

That haunt young hearts alone.

LOVE IS A HUNTER-BOV.
Langucdocian Air.

I,

Love is a hunter-boy.

Who makes young hearts his prey,

And in his nets of joy
Ensnares them night and day.

In vain conceal'd they lie —
Love tracks them every where

;

In vain aloft they tly —
Love shoots them flving there.

IL '

But 'tis his joy most sweet,

At early dawn to trace

The print of Beauty's feet.

And give the trembler chase.

And most he loves through snow
To trace those footsteps fail",

' For then the boy doth know
None track'd before hira there.

COME, CHASE THAT STARTING? TEAR AWAY.

French Air.

I.

Comb, chase that starting tear away.
Ere mine to meet it springs

;

To-night, at least, to-night be gay,

Whate'er to-morroAv brings

!

Like sun-set gleams, that linger late

When all is dark'ning fast,

Are hours like these we snatch from Fate —
The brightest and the last.

Then, chase that starling tear, etc.

U.

To gild our dark'ning life, if Heaven
But one bright hour allow.

Oh! think that one briglit hour is given,

In all its splendour, n(tw !

Let's live it out — tlicn sink in night,

Like Ava^es that from the shore
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One ininnte svreU — are tonch'd witb light —
Tlieii lost for evermore.

Tlien, chase that starting tear, etc.

JOYS OF YOUTH, HOW FLEETING!

Portuguese Air.

I.

Wnisp'RrvGs, heard by waTceful maids.
To whom the night-star-! guide us—

Stolen walks throngli moonlight shades,

With those we love bec'ide us.

Hearts beating, at meeting.

Tears starting, at parting;

Oh! sAvect yoiitli, how soon it fade>!

Sweet joys of youth, how fleeting

!

HEAR ME BUT OXCE.
French Air.

I,

Hear me Lnt once, while o'er tTie grave.

In which our love lies cohl and dead,

I ci>unt each tlatt'ring hope he gave,

Of joys now lost and charms now fled.

II.

Wh<) could have thought the smile he wore,
When fir^t Me met. Mould fade aAvay?

Or that a chill m onld e'er come o'er

Tho»e eyes so bright tlirough many a day ?

NATIONAL AIRS.
No. HI.

WHEN LOVE WAS A CHILD.
Swedish Air.

I.

Whe-v Love was a child, and Ment idling round,

"'long flowers the whole summer's day.

One mom in the valley a bower he fuuud.

So Bweet, it allured him to stay.

II.

O'erhead, from the trees, hung a garland fair,

A fountain ran darkly beneath —
'Twas Pleasure that hung the bright floMcrs up there;

Love knew it, and jump'd at the wreatli.

III.

But Love didn't know — and at his weak years
What urchin Mas likely to inoM ? —

That Sorrow had made of her own salt tears

That fountam which mnrmur'd below.
IV.

He caught at the wreath — but with too much baste,

As boys when impatient Mill do —
It fell in tJiose waters of briuy taste.

And the flowers Mere all Met through.
V.

Yet this is the wreath lie weius night and day.
And, though it all sunny appears

With Pleasure's ««n lustre, cdch leaf, they »ay.

Still tastes of the Fountain of Tears.



I

NATIONAL AIRS. 4^1

SAY, WHAT SHALL BE OUR SPORT TO-DAY?

Sicilian Air.

I.

Sa\, what shall be our sport to-day?
There's nothing on earth, in sea or air.

Too bright, too bold, too high, too gay.
For spirits like mine to dace!

'Tis like the returning bloctm

Of those days, alas! gone by,

When I loved each hour—I scarce kneAV whom,

—

And was bless'd — I scaixe knew vhy.

n.

Ay, those were days when life had wings.
And flew — oh , flew so wild a height.

That, like the lark which sunwai*d springs,

'Twas giddy with too much Ifglit;

And, though of some plumes bereft,

With that snn, too, nearly set,

I've enough of light and wing still left

For a few gay soarings yet.

BRIGHT BE THY DREAMS!
JFelch Air.

I.

Bright be thy dreams — may all thy weeping
Turn into smiles while thou art sleeping.

Those by death or seas remo^etJ,

Friends, who in thy spring-time knew thee.

All thou'st ever prized <ir loved,

III dreams come smiling to thee!

IL

There may the child, whose love lay deepest,

Dearest of all, come while thou slecpcst

;

Still the same — no charm forgot —
Nothing lost that life had given

;

Or, if changed, but changed to what
Tliuu'lt find her yet in Heaven

!

GO, THEN— 'TIS VAIN.

Sicilian Air.

Go, then — 'tis vain to horer
Thus round a hope that's dciid —

At length my dream is over,

'Twas sweet — 'twas false — 'tis fled!
Farewell! since nonght it moves thcci.

Such truth as mine to see, —
Some one, who far less loves tliec.

Perhaps more bless>'d will be.

II.

Farewell, sweet eyes, whose brightncsa
New life around me >.h«l

!

Farewell, false heart, mIiosc lightnctKi

Now leaves me death instead

!

Go, now, those charms surrender
To bome new hner's sigh.

One who, thougli far (e^s tender,

May be more bless'd than I.
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THE CRYSTAL HUNTERS.
Swiss Air.

I.

O'er mountains bright with snow and light,

AVe Crystal Hunters speed along,

While grots and cares, and icy muacs,
Each instant echo to our song

;

And, Mhen we meet Mith stores of gems,
We grudge not kings their diadems.

O'er mountains bright Avith tnow and light,

W'e Crystal Hunters speed along,

W'hile grots and caves, and icy waves,
Each instant echo to our soug.

U.
No lover half so fondly dreams
Of sparkles from his lady's eyes.

As we of those refreshing gleams
That tell where deep the cr^ stal lies

;

Though, next to crystal, we too grant

That ladies' eyes may most enchant.

O'er mountains, etc.

III.

Sometimes, when o'er the Alpine rose

Tlie golden sunset leaves its ray.

So like a gem the How'ret glows,

We thither bend our hcadhtng way

;

And, though Me find no treasure there,

We bless the rose that sliines so fair.

O'er mountains, etc.

ROW GENTLY HERE.
J'enetian Air.

I.

Row gently here, my gondolier; so softly wake the tide.

That not an ear on earth may hear, but hers to whom we glide.

Had Heaven but tongues to speak, as well as starry eyes to see.

Oh ! think what tales 'twould have to tell of wand'ring youths like me

!

H.

Now rest thee here, my gondolier; hush, hush, for up I go.

To climb yon light balcony's height, while thou keq)'st watch below.

Ah ! did mo take for HeaA en abo^ e but half such pains as we
Take day and night for woman's love, what Angels Ave should be!

OH! DAYS OF YOUTH.
French Air.

I.

Oh ! days of youth and joy, long clouded
WTiy thus for ever haunt my view ?

When in the grave your light lay shrouded,

W^hy did not Memory die there too ?

Vainly doth Hope her strain now sing me,
Whisp'ring of joys that yet remain —

No, no, never more can this life bring me
One joy that equals jouth's sweet pain.

li.

Dim lies the M'ay to death before me.
Cold winds of Time blow round ray brow

;

Sunshine of youth that once fell o'er me.
Where is yoiu* warmth, your glory now?

'Tis not that then no pain could sting me —
'Tis not that now no joys remain;

Oh! it is that life no more can bring me
One joy so sweet as that worst pain.

i
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WHEN FIRST THAT S^MILE.

Venetian Air.

I.

When first that emile, like sunshine, hless'd my g^ht,
Oh! M'hat a vision then came o'er me!

Long^ years of love, of calm and pure delight,

Seem'd in that smile to pass before me.
Ne'er did the peasant dream, ne'er dream of summer skies,

Of g;olden fruit and harvests spi-ingiiig.

With fonder hope than 1 of those sMcet eyes,

And of the joy their light was bringing.

II.

Where now are all those fondly-promised hours?
Oh ! M Oman's faith is like her brightness.

Fading as fast as rainbows or day-flowers,

Or ought that's known for grace and lightness.

Short as the Persian's prayer, liis prayer at close of day,

Must be each vow of Love's repeating

;

Quick let him worship Beauty's precious ray —
Even Avhile he kneels that ray is fleeting

!

PEACE TO THE SLUMBERERS!
Catalonian Air.

I.

Peace to the slumberers !

They lie on the battle-plain

With no slu'oud to cover them ;

The dew and the summer rain

Are all that weep over them.
U.

Vain was their bravery

!

Tlie fallen oak lies where it lay,

Across the wintry river

;

But brave hearts, once swept away,
Are gone, alas ! for e\ er.

III.

Woe to the conqueror

!

Our limbs shall lie as cold as theirs

Of whom his sword bereft us.

Ere we forget the deep arrears

Of vengeance they have left us

!

WHEN THOU SHALT WANDER.
Sicilian Air.

I.

When thou shalt wander by that sweet light

We used to gaze on so many an eve,

When love was new and hope was bright.

Ere I could doubt or thou deceive —
Oh ! then, remenib'ring how swift >vcnt by
Those hours of transport, even thou may'st sigh.

II.

Yes, proud one! even tliy heart may oAvn

That love like ours was far too sweet

To be, like sunnner garments, thrown aside

When past the suunuer's heat

;

And wish in vaia to know again
Such days, such nights, as blcss'd thee then.

WHO'LL BUY MY LOVE-KNOTSr
Portuguese Air.

I.

IIyme\ late, his love-knots selling,

Caird at many a maiden's dwelling :
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None could doubt, who saw or knew Uicni,

Hymen's call was welcome to them.
"Who'll huy my love-knots?
" \A'lio'il buy my love-knots ?

"

Soon as that sMeet cry i-esoundcd,

How hi* baskets Avere surrounded !

II.

Maids, who now first dreara'd of trying
These gay knots of Hymen's tying;
Dames, vho long had sat to Avatili him
Passing by, but ne'er could catcli hun ;

—
" Who'll buy my love-knots .^

"Who'll buy my love-knots?" —
All at that sweet cry assembled

;

Some laugh'd, some blnsh'd, and some trembled.

III.

"Here are knots," said Hymen, tiking
Some loose flowers, " of Love's own making

;

"Here arc gold ones— you may trust 'em"—
(Tiiese, of course, found ready custom).

" Come buy my love-knots

!

"Come buy my love-knots!

"Some are labell'd 'Knots to tie men' —
" 'Love the maker'— 'Bought of Hymen.'

"

IV.
Scarce their bargains were corajdeted,

When tlie nymphs all cried, " We're cheated

!

"Sec these flowers — they're drooping sadly;

"This gold-knot, too, tie» but !)adly

—

"Who'd buy such love-knots?

"Who'd buy such love-knots?
" Even this tie, with Lo-s e's name round it —
"All a sham — He never bound it."

V.
Love, who saw the whole proceeding,
Would have laugh'd, but for good-breeding;
While Old Hymen, who Mas Utcd to

Cries like that these dames gave loose to —
"Take back our love-knots !

" Take back our love-knots !
" —

Coolly said, "There's no rclurning
" W'ares on Hymen's handd — GooA mornuig !

"

SEE, THE DAWN FR03I HEAVEN.
Sung at Home, on Christmas Eve.

I.

Skk , the dawn from Heaven Is breaking o'er our sight,

And Earth, from sin avaking, hails the sight!

See, those groups of Angels, winging from the realms abo^c,

On their sunny broMS from Eden bringing wreaths of Hope and Lo^c.

II.

Hark — their hynuis of glory pealing through the air.

To mortal ears revealing Mho lies there!

In that dwelling, «iark and lowly, sleeps the heavenly Son,
He, whosc home is in the skies, — the Holy One!

NATIONAL AIRS.
No IV.

NETS AND CAGES.
Swedish Air.

I.

Co.Mu. lisJen to my story,

Wliile \ our nctdle's LdsU j ou ply ;
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At Vthat I sing: some ninids will smile,

While sonic, perhaps, miiy si,?li.

Th(ni<^li Lover's the theme, and Wisdom hlamcs
Such florid songs as ours.

Yet Truth sometimes, like eastern dames,
Can speak her thonglits hy flowers.

Then li*ten, maids, come listen.

While yoiir needle's task you ply

;

At wliat I sing- there's some may smile,

While sonic, perhaps, will sigh.

II.

Young CIoc, hent on catching Loves,

Such nets had learn'd to frame,

That none, in all our vales and groves,

Ere caught so much small game

:

W hile gentle Sue, less given to roam,
Wlien Cloe's nets were taking

These flights of hirds, sat still at home,
One small, neat Love-cage making.

Come, listen, uiaids, etc.

in.

Much Cloc langh'd at Susan^stask;
But mark how tilings went on

:

These light-caught Loves, ere you could ask

Their name and age, w ere gone

!

So weak poor Cloe's nets were wove,

That, though she charm'd into them
Kew game each hour, the youngest Love
Was ahle to hrcak tlu'ough them.

Come, listen, maids, etc.

IV.

Meanwhile, young Sae, whose cage was wrought
Of hars too strong to sever.

One Love with golden pinions caught,

And caged him there for ever;

instructing, thereby, all coquettes,

Whate'er their looks or ages,

Tliat, though 'tis pleasant weaving Xets,

'Tis w iser to make Cages.

Thus, maidens, thus do I hcguile

The task your fingers piy. —
May nil who hear, like Susan smile,

Ah ! not like Cloe sigh

!

WHEN THROUGH THE PIAZZETTA.
J'enctian Air.

I.

When through the PiaTzetta

]\ight breathes her cool air,

Then, dearest JNinetta,

I'll come to thee there.

Beneath thy mask shrouded,

I'll know thee afar,

As Love knows, though clouded,

His own Evening Star.

II.

In garb, then, resembling
Some gay gondolier,

I'll whisper thee, trembling,
" Our bark, love, is near

:

"Now, now, while there hover
" Tliose clouds o'er the moon,

'"Twill waft thee safe over

"Yon silcjit Lagoon-

"
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GO, NOW, AXD DREAM.
Sicilian Air.

Go, now, and dream o'er that joy in thy slumber —
Moments so sweet ag<iin ne'er shalt thou nuniher.

Of Pain's bitter di-aught the flavour never flies.

While Pleasui-e's scarce touches the lip ere it dies

!

II.

That moon, which hung o'er your parting, so splendid,

Often will shine again, bright as she then did —
But, nil ! never more Mill the beam she saw burn
In those happy eyes at your mectuig return.

TAKE HENCE THE BOWL.
Neapolitaii Air.

I.

Take hence the boMl ; though beaming
Brightly as bowl e'er shone,

Oh ! it but sets me dreaming
Of days , of nights noAv gone.

There , in its clear reflection,

As in a vizard's glass,

Lost hopes and dead aflcction,

Like shades, before me pass.

II.

Each cup I drain brings hither
Some friend who once sat by —

Bright lips, too bright to Anther,

Warm hearts , too warm to die

!

Till , as the dream comes o'er me
Of those long vanish'd years,

Then , then the cup before me
Seems turning all to tears.

FAREWELL, THERESA!
f'enetian Air.

I.

Fareweli , Theresa ! that cloud which over

Yon moon this moment gathering we see.

Shall scarce from her pm-e orb ha^ e pass'd , ere thy lover

Swift o'er the wide wave shall wander from thee.

II.

Long , like that dim cloud , I've hung around thee,

Dark'ning thy prospects, sadd'ning thy brow;
With gay heart , Theresa , and bright cheek I found thee

;

Oh ! think how changed , love , how changed art thou now

!

III.

But here I free thee : like one awaking
From fearful slumber, this dream thou'lt tell;

The bright moon her spell too is breaking.

Fast are the dark clouds ; Theresa , oh farewell

!

HOW OFT, WHEN WATCHING STARS.
Savoyard Air.

J.

How oft, when watching stars grow pale,

And roimd me sleeps the moonlight a cenc,

To hear a flute through yonder vale
I from my casement lean.

"Oh! come, my love!" each note it utters seems to say,

" Oh ! come , ray lo^ c ! the night wears fast away
!

"
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No, ne'er to mortal ear

Can words, though warm they be,

Speak Passion's language half 60 clear

As do those notes to me

!

II.

Then quick my own light lute I seek,

And strike the chords: with loudest swell,

And , though tliey nought to others speak,

He knows their language well.

"1 come, my love!" each sound they utter seems to say,

"1 come, my love! tliine, thine till break of day."
Oh! weak the power of words,

The hues of painting dim,

Compared to vhat those simple chords

Then say and paint to liira.

WHEN THE FIRST SUM3IER BEE.

German Air.

I.

Whex the first summer bee
O'er the young rose shall hover.
Then, like that gay rover,

I'll come to thee.

He to flowers, I to lips, full of sweets to the brim —
What a meeting, what a meeting for me and hun!

II.

Then, to every bright tree

In the garden he'll wander.
While 1, oh! much fonder,

Will stay with thee.

In search of new sweetness through thousands he'll mn,
While I find the sweetness of thousands in one.

THOUGH 'TIS ALL BUT A DREAM.
French Air.

I.

Though 'tis all but a dream jit the best.

And still >vhen happiest soonest o'er.

Yet , even in a dream , to be bless'd

Is so sweet , that I ask for no more.
The bosom that opes with earliest hopes,

The soonest finds those hopes untrue,

As floAvers that first in spring-time burst

The earliest wither too !

Ay — 'tis all but a dream , etc.

11.

By friendship we oft are deceived,

And find the lo^ e we cliuig to past

;

Yet friendship will still be believed,

And love trusted on to the last.

The M'eb in the leaves the spider weaves
Is like the charm Hope liangs o'er men

;

Though often she sees it broke by the breeze.

She spins the bright tissue again.

Ay — 'tis all but a dream , etc.

'TIS WHEN THE CUP IS SMILIXG.
Italian Air.

I.

'Trs when the cup is smiling before us,

And we pledge round to hearts that are true, boy, true.

That the sky of this life opens o'er us,

And Heaven gives a glimpse of its blue.

Talk of Adam in Eden reclining.

We are better, far better oil" thus , boy, thus;
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For him but two bright eyes were shining —
See wluit Dumbers are sparkling for us I

II.

When on one side the grape-juice is dancing;,

And on t'other a blue eye beams , boy , beams,

Tis enoii^'h, Um L\t the \vine and the glancing,

To ilistnrb even a saint from his dream!«.

Thou^li tills life like a rlrcr is ilowing,

I care not how fast it goes on , hoy , on,

While t!ie grape on its bank still is growing,

And sucJi eyes light the waves as tiiej run.

WHERE SHALL WE BURY OUR SHAME?
Neapolitan Air.

I.

Where shall we bury onr shame ?

Where, in what desolate place.

Hide the last wreck of a name
Broken and sUin'd by disgrace ?

Death may disso cr the chain,

Oppre>sJon will cease when we'ie gone;

Hat the dishonour , the stain.

Die as M e may , will lire on.

U.

Was it foi" this we sent out

Liberty's cry from our shore?

Was it for this tliat her shout

Tbrilld to the world's very core?

Thus to live cowards and s'la^ei!.

Oh ! ye free hearts that lie dead!

Do j«iu not, e'en in your graves.

Shudder, as o'er you we tread?

XE'EB TALK OF WISDOM'S GLOOMY SCHOO LS.

Mahratta Air.

I.

Ne'er talk of Wisdom's gloomy schools;

Give me the sjige who's able

To draw his moral thoughts and rules

From the sunshine of the table; —
Who learns how lightly ,lleetly pass

This world and all that's in it,

Fnuu the buiuper tliat but crowns his glass,

Aud is gone again next minute.

11.

The diamond sleeps v ithin the mine,

'I'lic i:earl beneath the water, —
While Truth, more precions, dwells in wine,

The grape's own rosy daughter!

An 1 none can prize her charms like him.

Oh ! none like him obtain her,
_

Who thus can, likeLcander, swim

Tlirough sparkling floods to gam her!

HERE SLEEPS THE BARD!
Highland Air.

Here sleeps the Bard who knew so well

All the sweet windings of Apollo's shell.

Whether its music roU'd like torrents near.

Or died, like distant streamlets, on the ear!

Sleep — sleep — alike unheeded now

;

Sleep , mute Bard ! tmheeded now.

The storm and zephir sweep thy lifeless brow; —
That storm , whose rush is like tliy martial lay ; ^

Tliat breeze which , like thy love-song , dies away

.



A MELOLOGUE
UPON NATIONAL MUSIC.

ADVERTISEIMENT.
Thbsb Terscs were written for a Benefit at the Dublin Theatre, and were

spolken by Miss Smith, viih a degree of snccess, Avhich they owed solely to her
admirable manner of i-eciting them. I >vrote them in haste; and it very rarely

happens that poetry, which has cost but little labour to the Avriter, is productive

of any great pleasure to the reader. Under this impression , I should not have
publislied them if they hat not found their way into some of the newspapers, Mitli

such an addition of errors to their OMn original stock, that I thought it hut fair

to limit their responsibility to those faults alone Avhich really belong to them.
With respect to the title which I have invented for this Poem, I feel even

more than the scruples of the Emperor Tiberius, when he humbly asked pardon
of the Roman Senate for using "the outlandish term monopoly.''^ But the truth is,

having Mritten the Poem with tlie sole view of serving a Benefit, I thought that

an unintelligible word of this kind would not be without its attraction for the mul-
titude, with Avliom, "If 'tis not sense, at least 'tis Greek." To some of my rea-

ders, however, it may not be superHu(»us to say , that by "Melologuc," I mean
that mixture of recitation and music, which is frequently adopted in the perform-

ance of CoUins's Ode on the Pjissions, and of which the most striking example I

can remember is the prophetic speech of Joad in the Athalie of Uacinc.

T. M.

MELOLOGUE.
There breathes a language, known and felt

Far as the pure air spreads its living zone;
Wherever rage can rouse, or pity melt.

That language of the soul is felt and known.
From those meridian plains.

Where oft, of old, on some high tower,

The soft Peruvian pour'd his midnight strains.

And call'd his distant love Avilh such sweet power.
That, when she heard the lonely lay.

Not worlds could keep her from his arms away*;
To the bleak climes of polar night,

Where, beneath a sunless sky.

The Lapland lover bids his rein-deer fly,

And sings along the lengthening waste of snow.
As blithe as if the blessed light

Of vernal Phoebus burn'd upon his brow.
Oh Music! thy celestial claim

Is still resistless, still the same

;

And, faithful as the mighty sea

To the pale star that o'er its realm presides.

The spell-bound tides

Of human passion rise and fail for thee!

Greek Air.

List ! 'tis a Grecian maid that sings,

While, from Ilissus' silvery springs.

She draws the cool lymph in her graceful urn;

And by her side, in music's charm dissolving,

Some patriot youth, the glorious past revolving,

Dreams of bright days that never can return!

When Athens nursed her olive bough.

With hands by tyrant power unchain'd,

And braided for the muse's brow
A wreath by tyrant touch unstain'd.

When heroes trod each classic field

Where coward feet n<»w faintly falter

;

When every arm Mas Freedom's saieUI,

And every heart was Freedom's altar

!

' "A certain Spaiiiaiil, one nifflit late, met an Indian woman in the Hticcts of (^ozoo, and
would have taken her to liis Jioine, but «lii; (-ricd onf, "For (iods t^alie, Sir, let me po ; for that

jiive, which yon hear in joiider towcr,| calls me with great passion, and 1 cannot refof-e iho

sonimons; for love constraiim me to go, that I may be his wife, and he my hiibband." — Oar-
cilasso de la le^a, in Sir I'dul llycanl'a translation.

29
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Flourish of Trumpet.

Hark! 'tis the sound that charms
The \rar-steed's wakening ears !

—
Oh ! many a mother folds her arms

Round her boy-soUiier Mlien that call >hc hears;

And. tlioii-rh her fond heart ^ink witli fears,

Is proud to feel lii> younji; pul.-e lioiuid

Witli valour's fever at the sound

!

See! from his native hi!l> afar

The rude Helvetian Hies to war;
Careless for what, for whom he fights,

For slave or despot, wrongs or rights

;

A conqueror oft — a hero never —
Yet lavish of his life-blood still,

As if "twere like his mountain rill.

And gu>h"d for ever!

Oh 3Iusic ! here, even here,

Amid this thoughthss, wild career,

Thy soul-felt charm as-ert;. its wonilrous power.

There is an air which oft among the rocks

Of his own loved land, at evening hour,

Is lieard, vlien shepherds homeward pipe their flocks;

Oh ! every note of it would thrill his mind
With tcnderest thoughts— would bring around his knees

The rosy children whom he left bcliind,

Arui fill ciich little angel eye
• Witii speaking tears, that ask him why
He wauder'd fr.<nv his hut for scenes like these!

Vain, vain is then the trumpet's brazen roar;

Sweet notes of home— of love— are all he hears

;

And the stern eyes, that look"d for blood before,

Aow melting, mournful, lose them.-elves in tears

!

Swiss Air. — " Ranz dcs J aches."

But, wake the trumpet's blast again.

And rouse the ranks of warrior-men

!

Oh War ! when Truth thy arm employs,

And freedoms spirit guides the labouring storm,

'Tis then thy vengeance takes a halloM'd form,

And, like Heavens lightning, sacredly de>troys!

Nor, Mu.>ic! through thy breathing sphere.

Lives there a sound more grateful to the ear

Of Him who made all harra(my,

Than the bless'd sound of fetters l)reaking,

And the first hymn that man, awaking
From Slavery's slumber, breathes to liberty!

Spanish Chorus.

Hark ! from Spain, indignant Spain,

Bursts the bold, enthusiast strain,

Like mornings music on the air!

And seems, in every note, to swear
By Sarragossas ruind streets.

By brave Geronas death ful story.

That, while one Spaniards life-blood heats,

That blood shall stain the conqueror's glory!
Spanish Air. — ''la Dcsperto. "

But ah! if vain tiie patriot's zeal,

If neither valour's force, nor Avisdom's light

Can break or melt that blood-cemented seal,

W hich shuts so close the hook of Europe's right —
What song shall then in sadness tell

Of broken pride, of prospects shaded,
Of buried hopes, rcmember'd well.

Of ardour queiich'd, and honour faded?
What muse shall mourn the breathless brave.

In sweetest dirge at Memory's shrine?
What harp shall sigh o'er Freedom's grave?

Oh Lriu ! Thine

!
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BLACK AXD BLUE EYES.

The Lrilliant black eye

May in triurapli let lly

All its darts without caring who feels 'em

;

But the soft eye of blue.

Though it scatter Mounds too,

Is mucli better pleased vhen it heals 'cm.

Dear Fanny! dear Fanny!
The soft eye of blue.

Though it scatter Mounds too,

Is much better pleased Mheu it heals 'cm, dear Fanny!

n.
The black eye may say,

"Come and worship my ray, —
"By adoring, perhaps you may move me!"

But the blue eye , half hid.

Says , from under its lid,

"I love, and Ira yours if you loTC me! "

Dear Fanny ! dear Fanny

!

The blue eye, half hid.

Says, from under its lid,

"I love, 'and am yours if you love me!" dear Fanny 1

III.

Then tell me , oh ! why.
In that lovely eye,

Not a charm of its tint I discover;

Or why should you wear
The only blue pair

That ever said " Xo " to a lover ?

Dear Fanny! dear Fanny!
Oh! why should you wear
The only blue pair

That ever said "Xo"' to a lover, dear Fanny?

CEASE, OH CEASE TO TEMPT!

Cease , oh cease to tempt
My tender heart to love!

It never, never can
So wild a flame approve.

All its joys and pains
To others I resign;

But be the vacant heart,

The careless bosom mine.

Then cease, oh cease to tempt
My tender heart to love!

It never, never can
So wild a flame approve

II.

Say, oh say no more
That lover's pains are sweet!

I never , never can
Believe the fond deceit.

Weeping day and night.
Consuming life in sighs, —

This is the lover's lot.

And this I ne'er could prize.
Then say , oh say no more
That lovers' pains are sweet!
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I never, never can

Believe tbe fond deceit.

DEAR FANNY!

I.

She has Leauty , but still you must keep your heart cool j

She has wit , but you must not be caug-lit so

:

Thus Reason advises , but Reason's a fool,

And 'tis not the first time I have thought so.

Dear Fanny.
II.

"She is lovely!" Then love her, nor let the bliss flyj

'Tis the charm of youth's vanishing season:
Thns Love has advised me, and who will deny

That Love reasons much better than Reason,
Dear Fanny?

DID NOT.

I.

'Twas a new feeling — something more
Than we had dared to omti before.

Which then Ave hid not, -which then we hid not.

We saw it in each other's eye,

And wish'd, in every murmur'd sigh.

To speak, but did not; to speak, but did not.

II.

She felt my lips' impassion'd touch —
'Twas the first time I dared so much.

And yet she chid not, and yet she chid not;

But whisper'd o'er my burning brow,
"Oh! do you doubt I love you now?"

Sweet soul! I did not; sweet soul! I did not.

III.

Warmly I felt her bosom thrill,

I press'd it closer , closer still.

Though gently bid not, though gently bid not;

Till — oil! the world hatl» seldom heard
Of lovers, who so nearly err'd,

And yet who did not, and yet who did not.

FANNY, DEAREST!

I.

Oh! had I leisure to sigh and mourn,
Fanny , dearest ! for thee I'd sigh

;

And every smile on my cheek should turn

To tears, when thou art nigh.

But, between love, and wine, and sleep.

So busy a life I live,

That even the time it would take to weep
Is more than my heart can give.

Then bid me not to despair and pine,

Fanny , dearest of all the dears !

The love , that's order'd to bathe in wine,

Would be sure to take cold in tears.

n.
Reflected bright in this heart of mine,

Fanny , dearest ! thy image lies

;

But, oh! the mirror Avould cease to shiue,

If dinnn'd too »»rten with sighs.

They lose the half of beauty's light,

Wlio view it through sorrow's tear;

And 'tis but to see the truly bright

lliat 1 keep me eye-beam clear.

Then wait no longer till tears shall flow —
Fanny, dearest! the hope is vain;



451 BALLADS, SONGS, ETC.

If sunshine cannot dissolve thy enow,

I shall never attempt it with rain.

FANNY WAS IN THE GROVE.

I.

FAiraY was in the grove,

And Luhin , her boy , was nigh

;

Her eye Mas warm with love,

And her soul was warm as her eye.

Oh ! oh ! if Lubin now would sue,

Oh! oh! what could Fanny do?
n.

Fanny was made for bliss,

But she Avas young and shy;
And when he had stolen a kiss.

She biush'd, and said with a sigh —
" Oh I oh ! Lubin , ah I tell me true,

" Oh ! oh ! what are you going to do ?
'

III.

They wander'd beneath the shade,

Her eye was dinim'd with a tear,

For ah ! the poor little maid
Was thrilling with love and fear.

Oh ! oh ! if Lubin would but sue.

Oh ! oh ! what could Fanny do ?

IV.

Sweetly along the grove
The birds sang all the while,

And Fanny now said to her love,

With a frown that was half a smile —
"Oh! oh! M'hy did Lubin sue.''

"Oh! oh! why did Lubin sue?"

Vivcr en Cadcnas.

FR03I LIFE WITHOUT FREEDOM.

I.

From life without freedom , oh ! who would not fly ?

For one day of freedom, oh! who would not die?

Hark! — hark! 'tis the truini>ct! the call of the brave.

The death-song of tyrants and dirge of the slave.

Our countrj' lies bleeding — oh! fly to her aid;

One arm that defends is worth hosts that invade.

From life without freedom, oh! who would not fly?

For one day of freedom, oh! who would not die?

In death's kindly bosom our last hope remains —
The dead fear no tvTants , the grave has no chains

!

On, on to the combat! the heroes tliat bleed

For virtue and mankind are heroes indeed.

And oh ! even if freedom from this world be driven,

Despair not — at least we shall find her in he.iven.

In death's kindly bosom our last hope remains —
The dead fear no tyrants, the grave has no chains.

HERE'S THE BOWER.

I.

Here's the bower she loved so much,
And the tree she planted;

Here's the harp she used to touch —
Oh! how that touch enchanted!

Roses now unheeded sigh;

Where's the hand to wreathe thorn?

Songs around neglected lie

;

Where's the lip to breathe them?
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Here's the bower she loved so much,
And the tree she planted;

Here's the harp she used to toucli —
Oh! how that touch enchanted!

11.

Springs may hloom, but slve we loved
Ne'er shall feel its sweetness

!

Time , that once so fleetly moA ed.

Now hath lost its llectness.

Years were days , when here she stray'd,

Days Avere moments near her;
Heaven ne'er lormd a brighter maid,
Nor Pity wept a dearer

!

Here's tlie bower she loved so much,
And the tree she planted

;

Here's the harp she used to touch —
Oh ! how that touch enchanted

!

HOLY BE THE PILGRIM'S SLEEP.

Holy be the Pilgrim's sleep.

From the dreams of terror free;

And may all, who Make to weep,
Rest to-niglit as sweet as he!

Hark! hark! did I hear a vesper swell?

No , no — it is my loved Pilgrim's prayer

:

No, no — 'tAvas but the convent bell,

That tolls upon the midnight air.

Holy be the Pilgrim's sleep

!

NoAv , now again the voice I hear

;

Some holy man is M'and'ring near.

O Pilgrim ! where hast thou been roaming ?

Dark is the Avay, and midnight's coming.
Stranger, I've been o'er moor and mountain,
To tell my beads at Agnes' fountain.

And , Pilgrim , say, where art thou going ?

Dark is the way, the winds are bloAviiig.

Weary with wand'ring, weak, I falter,

To breathe my voavs at Agnes' altar.

Strew, then, oh! strew his bed of rushes;

Here he shall rest till morning blnslics.

Peace to them whose days are done,

Death their eyelids closing;

Hark! the burial-rite's begun —
'Tis time for our reposing.

Here, then, my Pilgrim's course ia o'er:

'Tis my master! 'tis my master! Welcome here once raoro;

Come to our shed — all toil is over;

Pilgrim no more, but knight and lover.

I CAN NO LONGER STIFLE.

I CATV no longer stifle,

HoAV much I long to rifle

That little part

They call the heart

Of you, you lovely triilc!

You can no longer doubt it,

So let me be a1)out it.

Or on my word.
And by the Lord,

I'll try to do without it.

II.

This pretty thing's as liglit , Sir,

As any paper kite. Sir,

And here and there.
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And God knows where,
She takes her m heeling flight , Sir.

Us lovers , to amuse us,

Unto her tail she nooses;

There, hung like bobs
Of straw, or nobs,

She whisks us where she chooses.

SAW THE MOOX RISE CLEAR.

I.

I SAW the moon rise clear

O'er hilLs and vales of snow,
Nor told my fleet rein-deer

The track I wish'd to go.

But quick he bounded forth ;

For Mell my rein-deer knew
I've but one path on earth —
The path m hich leads to you.

II.

The gloom that M'inter cast

How soon the heart forgets!

Wlien summer brings , at last,

The sun that never sets.

So dawn'd my love for you;
Thus chasing every pain,

IMore true than summer sun,

'Twill never set again.

JOYS THAT PASS AWAY.

I.

Joys that pass away like this,

Alas ! are purchased dear.

If every beam of bliss

Is foUoAv'd by a tear.'

Fare thee well ! oh , fare thee well

!

Soon, too soon thou hast broke the spell.

Oh , I ne'er can love again

The girl whose faithless art

Could break so dear a chain.

And with it break ray heart-

II.

Once , when truth was in those eyes.

How beautiful they shouc

;

But now that lustre flies,

For truth , alas ! is gone.

Fare thee mcII! oh, fare thee well!

How l'\e loved my hate shall tell.

Oh ! how lorn , how lost Mould prove
Thy wretched victim's fate,

If, when deceived in love,

He could not fly to bate.

LIGHT SOUNDS THE HARP.

I.

Light sounds the harp when the combat is over —
When heroes are resting, and joy is in bloom —

When laurels hang loose from the brow of the love*",

And Cupid makes Mings of the Marrior's plume.
But , M hen the foe returns,

Again the hero burns;

High flames thesMord in his hand once more:
The clang of mingling arms
Is then the sound that charms.

And brazen notes of Mar, by thousand trumpets roar.

Oil! tlieu comes the harp, Mhen the combat is over--'



BALLADS, SONGS, ETC. 457

When heroes are resting , and joy is in bloom —
When liiureh hang loose from the brow of the lover,

And Cupid makes wings of the warrior's plimie.

II.

Light went the harp when the War-God , reclining,

Lay luird on the white arm of Beauty to rest —
When round his rich armour the myrtle hung t>rining.

And flights of young doves made his helmet their nest.

But, when the battle came,
The hero's eye breathed flame :

Soon from his neck the white arm was flmig

;

While to his wakening ear

No other sounds were dear.

But brazen notes of war, by thousand trumpets sung.

But then came the light harp , when danger was ended,

And Beauty once more luU'd the War-God to rest;

When tresses of gold with his laurels lay blended.

And flights of young doves made his helmet theu- nest.

LITTLE MARY'S EYE.

I.

LiTTiE Mary's eye
Is roguish, and all that, Sir;

But her little tongue
Is quite too full of chat. Sir.

Since her eye can speak
Enough to tell her blisses,

If she stir her tongue,

Why — stop her mouth with kisses!

Oh ! the little girls.

Wily , warm , and Avinning

;

When angels tempt us to it,

Who can keep from sinning?

U.
Nanny's beaming eye

Looks as warm as any;
But her cheek was pale —

Well-a-day, poor Nanny!
Nanny, in the field,

She pluck'd a little posie,

And Nanny's pallid cheek
Soon grew sleek and rosy.

Oh ! the little girls , etc.

III.

Sue, the pretty nun.

Prays with warm emotion;
Sweetly rolls her eye

In love or in devotion.

If her pious heart

Softens to relieve you,

She gently shares the crime,

With, "Oh! may God forgive you!"
Oh! the little girls.

Wily, warm, and winning;
When angels tempt us to it,

Who can keep from sinning?

LOVE AND THE SUN-DIAL.
I.

Yoimo Love found a Dial once, in a dark shade,

Where man ne'er had wander'd nor sunbeam play'd

;

"Why thus in darkness lie?" whisper'd young Love,
"Thou, whose gay hours should in sunshine move."
" I ne'er

,
" said the Dial , " have seen the warm sun,

"So noonday and midnight to mo, Love, are one."
II.

Then Love took the Dial away from the shade,
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And placed Ler where Heaven's beam warmly play'd.

There she reclined , beneath Love's gazing eye,

While, all markd with sunshine, her hours flew by!
"Oh! how," said the Dial, "can any fair maid,
"That's bom to be ghonc upon, rest in the ehade?"

III.

But night now comes on, and the sunbeam's o'er,

And Love stops to gaze on the Dial no more.
Then cold and neglected , while bleak rain and winds
Are storming around her, -with sorrow she finds

That Love had but niunber'd a few sunny hours,
And left the remainder to darkness and showers!

LOVE AXD TIME.

I.

'Tis said — but whether true or not
Let bards declare Mho've seen 'em —

That Love and Time have only got
One pair of wings between 'em.

In courtjihip's fir.-t delicious liour,

The boy full oft can spare 'em.
So , loitering in his lady's bower.
He lets tlic gray-beard wear "era.

Then is Time's hour of play;
Oh! how he flies awav!

11.

But short the moments, sliort as bright,

When he the wings can borrow

;

If Time to-day has had his flight,

Love takes liis turn to-morrow.
Ah! Time and Love, your change is then

The saddest and most trying.

When one ))cgins to limp again,

And t'other takes to flying.

Tlien is Loves hour to stray;

Oh ! how he flies away

!

lii.

But there's a nymph — whose chains I feci.

And bless the silken fetter —
Who knows — the dear one! — how to deal

With Love and Time much better.

So well slie checks their wanderings.

So peacefully she paii-s 'era.

That Love with her ne'er thinks of wings,

And Time f<»r ever Avears 'em.

This is Time's holiday;

Oh! how he flies away!

LOVE, MY MARY, DWELLS WITH THEE
L

Lo^'E, my Mary, dwells with thee;

On thy cheek his bed I see.

]\o — that check is pale with care;

Love can find no roses there. ''^

'Tis not on the cheek of rose »

Love can find the best repose:

In my heart his home thou'lt see; >

llierc he U\ cs , and lives for thoe.

II. \

Love, my Mary, ne'er can roam, ^i

While he makes that eye his home. '^

No — the eye with sorrow diiu
j

Ne'er can be a home for him. - i

Yet , 'tis not in beaming eyes »

Love for ever warmest lies

:

'

In my heart his home thou'lt see;

llicre he lives , and lives for thee.
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LOVE'S LIGHT SUMMER-CLOUD.

I.

Pain and sorrow sball vanish before U9 —
Youth may wither, but feeling will last;

AU the shadow that e'er shall fall o'er us,

Love's light summer-cloud sweetly shall cast.

Oh ! if to love thee more
Each hour I number o'er —
If this a passion be

Worthy of thee.

Then be happy, for thus I adore thee.

Charms may wither, but feeling shall last:

All the shadow that e'er shall fall o'er tliee,

Love's light sumraer-cloud sweetly shall cast.

II.

Rest, dear bosom! no sorrows shall pain thee,

Sighs of pleasure alone shalt thou steal;

Beam , bright eyelid ! no weeping shall stain thee,

Tears of rapture alone shalt thou feel.

Oh! if there be a charm
In love , to banish hann —
If pleasure's truest spell

Be to love well.

Then be happy, for thus I adore thee.

Charms may wither, but feeling shall last:

All the shadow that e'er shall fall o'er thee,

Love's light summer-cloud sweetly shall cast.

LOVE, W^AND'RING THROUGH THE GOLDEN MAZE.

Love, wand'ring through the golden maze
Of my beloved's hair.

Traced every lock with fond delays,

And , doting , linger'd there.

And soon he found 'twere vain to fly

;

His heart was close confined.

And every curlet was a tie —
A chain by beauty twined.

MERRILY EVERY BOSOM BOUNDETH.
THE TYROLESE SOXG OF LIBERTY.

Merrtlv every bosom boundeth,
Merrily, oh! merrily, oh!

Where the song of Freedom soundctli.

Merrily, oh! merrily, oh!
There the Avarrior's arms

Shed more splendoui'.

There the maiden's charms
Shine more tender —

Every joy the land surroundet'i.

Merrily, oh! merrily, oh!
n.

Wearily every bosom pineth,

Wearily, oh! wearily, oh!
Wliere the bond of slavery twineth,

Wearily , oh ! wearily , oh

!

There the warrior's dart

Hath no flectness.

There the maiden's heart
Hath no sweetness -—

Every flower of life dcclineth,

Wearily, oh! wearily, oh!

UI.
Cheerily then from hill smd valley.

Cheerily , oh ! cheerily , oh !
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Like yonr native fountains sally,

Cheerily, oh! cheerily, oh!
If a glorious death.

Won by bravery,
Sweeter be than breath

Sighd in slavery,

Round the flag of Freedom rally,

Cheerily , oh ! cheerily , oh

!

NOW LET THE WARRIOR.

Now let the warrior plume his steed.

And wave his sword afar

;

For the men of the East this day shall bleed,

And the sun shall blu^h with Mar.
Victory sits on the Christian's helm
To guide her holy band:

The knight of the Cross this day shall whchu
The men of the Pagan land.

Oh ! bless'd who in the battle dies

!

God m ill enshrine him in the skies !

Now let the warrior pliune his steed,

And wave his sword afar,

For the men of the East this day shall bleed,

And the sun shall blush Mith war.

OH, LADY FAIR!

I.

Oh, Lady fair! where art thou roaming?
The sun has sunk, the night is coming.

Stranger , I go o'er moor and mountain,

To tell my beads at Agne»' fountain.

And Mho is the man, Mith his Mhite locks flowing?

Oh, Lady fair! where is he going?
A wand'ring Pilgrim , weak , I falter,

To tell my beads at Agnes' altar.

Ciiill falls the rain, night winds are blowing,

Dreary and dark's the way w e're going.

II.

Fair Lady! rest till morning blushes —
I'll strew for thee a bed of rushes.

Oh, stranger! Mhen my beads I'm counting,

111 bless thy name at Agnes' fountain.

Then, Pilgrim, turn, and rest thy sorrow}

Thou'lt go to Agnes' shrine to-morrow.

(Jood stranger, when my beads I'm tellinj

My saint shall bless thy leafy dMcUing.

Strew, then, oh! strew our bed of rushes;

Here wc must rest till morning blushes.

OH! REMEMBER THE TIME.
THE CASTLLIO MAJD.

Oh! remember the time, in La Mancha's shades.

When our moments so blissfully flew;

When you call'd me the flower of Castilian malda,

And I blushd to be call'd so by you.

When I taught you to Marble the gay seguadille,

And to dance to the light castanet;

Oh ! never , dear youth , let you roam where you will,

The delight of those moments forget.

II.

They tell m c
,
you lovers from Erin's green isle

Every hour a new p<is>ion can feel.

And that soon , in the light of some lovelier smile,

You 11 forget the poor maid of Castile.
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But tliey know not how brave in the battle you are,

Or they never eoiihl think you woiihl rove;

For 'tis always tlie spirit most f^allant in war
That is fondest and truest in love

!

OH! SEE THOSE CHERRIES.
I.

Oh ! see those cherries — though once so glowing,
They've lain too long on the sun-bright wall

;

And mark ! already their bloom is going;

Too soon they'll wither, too soon they'll fall.

Once, canght by their blushes, the light bird flew round.

Oft on their ruby lips leaving love's wound

;

But now he passes them, ah! too knowing
To taste vither'd cherries, when fresh may be found.

II.

Old Time thus fleetly his course is running;
If bards >vere not moral, hoAv maids Vr'ould go wrong!

And thus thy beauties, now sunn'd and sunning.

Would Avitber if left on the rose-tree too iong.

Then love m bile thou'rt lovely — e'en I should be glad
So sweetly to save thee from ruin so sad

;

But, oh! delay not — Me bards arc too cunning
To sigh for old beauties when young may be had.

Oil! SOON RETURN.

The white sail caught the evening ray.

The wave beneath us seern'd to burn,

When all my weeping love could say
Was, "Oh ! soon return !"

Through many a clime our ship was driven,

O'er many a billow rudely thrown

;

Now cliiird beneath a northern Heaven,
Now sunn'd by summer's zone:

Yet still, M'here'er our course we lay.

When evening bid the west Avave burn,

I thought I heard her faintly say,

"Oh! soon return! — Oh! soon return!"

II.

If ever yet my bosom found
Its thoughts one moment turn'd from thee,

'Twas Avhcn the combat raged around,

And brave men look'd to me.
But though 'mid battle's Avild alarm

Love's gentle poMcr might not appear
He gave to glory's brow the charm
Which made even danger dear.

And then, when victory's calm came o'er

The hearts where rage had ceased to burn,
I heard that farewell voice once more,
"Oh! soon return! — Oh! soon return!"

OH! YES, SO WELL.
I.

On! yes, so well, so tenderly
Thou'rt loved, adored by me,

Fame, fortiuie, wealth, and liberty,

Were >vorthless without thee.

Though, briuuu'd with blisses, pure and rare,

Life's cup before me lay,

Unless thy love were mingled there,

I'd spurn the draught away.
Oh ! yes, so well, so tenderly

Thou'rt loved, adored by me,
Fame, fortune, Mcalth, and libcrt)'.

Are M'orthless without thee.
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II.

Without thy smile how joylessly

All glory's meeds I see

!

And even the -wreath of victory

Mitst owe its bloom to thee.

Those worlds, for which the conqueror sighs,

For me have now no charms;
My only world's thy radiant eyes —
My throne those circling arms!

Oh! yes, so well, so tenderly

Thou'rt loved, adcred. by'rae,
Wliole realms of light and liberty

Were worthless without thee.

OH! YES, WHEN THE BL003I.

I.

On ! yes, when the bloom of Love's boyhood is o'er,

IIc'll turn into friendship tliat feels no decay

;

And, tliongh Time may take from him tlie wings he once wore
The clianns that remain Mill be bright as before,

And he'll lose but his young trick of flying away.
II.

Then let it console thec^ if Love should not stay,

That Friendship our last happy moments Mill crown:
Like the shadows of morning, Love lessens aMay,
While Friendship, like those at the closing of day,

WiU linger and lengthen as life's eun goes doMn.

ONE DEAR SMILE.

I.

CoTXDST thou look as dear as when
First I sigh'd for thee;

Couldst thou make me feel again
E^ery M'ish I breathed thee then,

Oh! how blissful life would be!
Hopes, that now beguiling leave me,

Joys, that lie in slumber cold —
All Mould Make, couldst thou but give me
One dear smile like those of old.

n.
Oh! there's nothing left us now,
But to mourn the past;

Vain was every ardent vow —
Never yet did Heaven allow

Love so warm, so wild, to last.

Not even hope could now deceive me —
Life itself looks dark and cold

:

Oh ! thou never more cmst give me
One dear smile like those of old.

POH, DERMOT! GO ALONG WITH YOUR GOSTER.

I.

Pon, Derraot! go along with your goster,

You might as Mell pray at a jig,

Or teach an old cow Fater IVoster,

Or whistle Moll Roe to a pig!

Arrah, child! do you think I'm a blockhead.

And not the right son of my mother.

To put nothing at all in one pocket,

And not half so much in the other?

Poh, Dermot! etc.

n.
Any thing else I can do for you,
Kcadh mille faltha, and welcome.

Put up an Ave or two for you.
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Fear'd tliat you'd ever to hell come.
IF you confess you're a rogue,

1 vill turn a deaf ear, and not care for't;

liid you put pease in your brof^e,
But jnst tip you a hint to go barefoot.

Then get along with, etc.

III.

If you've the wluaikey in play.

To olilige yon, I'll corac take a smack of it

;

Stay with you all niglit and day.

Ay, and twenty-four hours to the hack of it.

Oh! whiskey's a papi.^t, God save it!

The beads are upon it completely

;

But I think, before ever Ave'd leave it,

We'd make it a heretic neatly.

Then get along Avith, etc.

IV.

If you're afear'd of a Banshee,
Or Lcprochauns are not so civil, dear,

Let Father Luke show his paunch, he
Will frighten them all to the devil, dear.

It's I that can hunt them like ferrets.

And lay them Avithout any fear, gra;
But for Avhiskey, and that sort of spirits,

Why, them — I Avould rather lay here,* gra.

Then get along Avith, etc.

SEND THE BOWL ROUND MERRILY.
I.

Seivd the hoAvl round merrily.

Laughing, singing, drinking;

Toast it, toa.*t it cheerily —
Here's to the devil Adth thinking!

Oh ! f«»r the round of pleasure.

With sweetly-smiling lasses —
Glasses o'erllowing their measure.
With hearts as full as our glasses.

Send the boAvl round merrily,

Langliing, singing, drinking;

Toast it, toast it cheerily —
Here's to the devil with thinking!

II.

Once I met with a funny lass,

Oh ! I loved her dearly

!

Left for her ray bonny glass —
Faith! I died for her — nearly.

But she proved damn'd uncivil,

And thought to peck like a hen. Sir;

So I pitch'd the jade to the dcA'il,

And took to my glass again, Sir.

Then send the bowl, etc.

m.
NoAv I'm turn'd a rover.

In love with every petticoat;

No matter whom it may coAer,

Or AA'hether it's Jenny's or Betty's coat;

And, if the girls can put up
With any good thing in pieces,

My heart I'll certainly cut up.

And share it Avith all young Misses.

Then send the bowl, etc.

IV.

A bumper round to the pretty ones

!

Here's to the girl Avith the blue eyes

!

Here's to her Aiith the jetty ones,

WTicre the languishing dew lies!

Could all such hours as this is

Potting his hand ou his patiuch.
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Be siimm'd in one little measure,
I'd live a short life of blisses.

And die in a surfeit of pleasure!
Then send the bowl, etc.

THE DAY OF LOVE.
I.

The beam of morning trembling
Stoic o'er tlie mouiitfiin brook,

With timid ray resembling
Affection's early look.

Thus love begins — sTreet mom of love!
II.

The noon-tide ray ascended,

And o'er the valley stream
Diffused a glow as splendid

As passion's riper dream.
Thus love expands — warm noon of love

!

III.

But evening came, o'crshading

The glories of the sky,

Like faith and fondness fading
From passion's altcr'd eye.

Thus love declines — cold eve of love!

THE PROBABILITY.
I.

My heart is united to Chloe's for ever,

]\o time shall the link of their tenderness sever;

And, if Love be the parent of joy and of pleasure,

Chloe and I shall be bless'd beyond measure.
U.

Come, tell me, my girl, what's the sweetest of blisses ?

"I'll show you," she cries, and she gives me sMcct kisses;

Ah, Clo'! if that languishing eye's not a traitor,

It tells me you know of a bliss that is greater.

m.
"Indeed and I do not;" — then softly she blushes,

And her bosom the warm tint of modesty Hushes —
" I'm sure if I knew it, I'd certainly show it,

"But Damon, dear, may be you know it."

THE SO\G OF WAR.
1.

The song of war shall echo through our mountains,

Till not one hateful link remains

Of slavery's lingering cJiains —
Till not one tyrant tread our plains,

Nor traitor lip pollute our fountains.

]\o! never till that glorious day
Siiall Lusitanla's sons be gay,

Or hear, oh Peace ! thy w elcome lay

Resounding through her siuiny mountains.

II.

The song of war shall echo through our mountains,

Till A ictory's self shall, smiling, say,

"Your cloud of foes hath pass'd away,
"And Freedom comes, with ncM-born ray,

"To gild your vines and light your fountains."

Oh ! never till that glorious day
Shall Lusitania's sons be gay.

Or Jiear, oh Peace! thy welcome lay

Resomiding through her sunny mountains.

THE TABLET OF LOVE.

I.

Yow bid rac be happy, and hid me adieu —
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Ciin happiness live vlien absent from you?
Will h-leep on my eyelids e'er sweetly alight.
When greeted no more by a tender good night?
Oh, never! for deep is the record enshrined;
Thy look and tliy voice v. ill survive in ray mind

:

'J'hoiigh age may tjie treasures of mem'ry remove,
Unfading shall flomish the Tablet of Love.

IL

Tliroiigh life's winding valley — in anguish, in rest,

Exalted in joy, or by sorrow depress'd —
From its place in the mirror that lies on my heart,
Thine image shall never one moment depart.
When time, life, and all that poor mortals hold dear,
Like visions, like dreams, shall at last disappear,
Though raised among seraphs to realms above.
Unfading shall flourish the Tablet of Love.

THE YOUNG ROSE.

I.

The young rose which I give thee, so dewy and bright,
W^is the flow''ret most dear to the sweet bird of night,

W ho oft by the moon o'er her blushes hath hung,
And tJuiU'd every leaf with the wild lay he smig.

ir.

Oh ! take thou this young rose, and let her life be
Prolong'd by the breath she will borrow^ from !hcc!

For, while o'er her bosom thy soft notes shall thrill.

She'll think the sweet nisrht-bird is courting her still.

W HEN IN LANGUOR SLEEPS THE HEART.

L
When in languor sleeps the heart,

Love can w akc it w ith his dart

;

When the mind is dull and dark,

Love can light it with his spark.

n.

Come, oh ! come then, let ns liaste,

All the bliss of love to taste;

Let us love both night and day,

Let us love our lives away

!

in.

And for liearts from loving free

(If indeed such hearts there be).
May they ne'er the rapture prove
Of the smile from lips we love.

WHEN MIDST THE GAY I MEE1.

I.

W^nE\ 'midst the gay I meet
That blessed smile of thine.

Though still on me it turns most sweet,

I scarce can call it mine:
But when to me alone

Your secret tears you show.
Oh ! then I feel those teais my own,
And claim them as they flow.

Then still m ith bright looks bless

The gay, the cold, the free

;

Give smiles to those who love you less.

But keep your tears for mc.
30
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II.

The snow on Jura's steep

Can smile with many a beam,

Yet still in chains of coldness sleep.

How bright soe'er it pcem.

But, when some deep-felt ray,

Whose touch is fire, appears,

Oh ! then the smile is warmd away.

And, melting, turns to tears.

Then still with bright looks bless

The gay, the cold, the free

;

Give smiles to those who love you less.

But keep your tears for me.

WHEN TWILIGHT DEWS.

I.

Whex tMilight dews are falling soft

Upon the rosy sea, love

!

I watch the star, whose beam so' oft

Has lighted me to thee, love

!

And thou too, on that orb so clear,

Ah ! dost thou gaze at even,

And think, though lost for ever here,

Tliou'lt yet be mine in Heaven ?

n.

There's not a garden M'alk I tread.

There's not a flower I see, love!

But brings to mind some hope that's fled,

Some joy I've lost with thee, love!

And still I wish that hour was near,

When, friends and foes forgiven,

Tlie pains, the ills we've wept through here,

May turn to smiles in Heaven

!

WILL YOU COME TO THE BOWER?

I.

Will you come to the bower I have shaded for you?
Our bed shall be roses all spangled with dew.

Will you, will you, will you, will you
Come to the bower?

II.

There, under the bower, on roses you'll lie.

With a blush on your cheek, but a smile in your eye.

Will you, Mill you, will you, will you
Smile, my beloved?

ra.

But the roses we press shall not rival your lip,

Nor the dew be so sweet as the kisses we'll sip.

Will you, will you, will you, will you
Kis8 me, my love?

IV.

And oh! for the joys that are sweeter than dew
From languishing roses, or kisses from you.

Will you, will you, will you, will you,
Won't you, my love ?

YOUNG JESSICA.

I.

Y'^ouwG Jessica sat all the day,

la love-dreams languishingiy pining,
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Her needle bright neglected lay,

Like truant genius, idly shining.
Jessy, 'tis in idle hearts

That love and mischief are most nimble;
The safest shield against the darts

Of Cupid, is Minena's thimble.

n.
A child, who \nth a magnet play'd.

And knew its winning ways so wily,

The magnet near the needle laid,

And langhing said, "We'll steal it sHIy."

The needle, having nought to do,

Was pleased to let the magnet wheedle,
Till closer still the tempter drew,
And ofF, at length, eloped the needle.

III.

Now, had this needle turn'd its eye
To some gay Ridicule's construction,

It ne'er had stray'd from duty's tie.

Nor felt a magnet's sly seduction.

Girls, would you keep tranquil hearts.

Your snowy fingers must be nimble

;

The safest shield against the darts

Of Cupid, is Muierva's thimble.

THE RABBINICAL ORIGIN OF WOMEN.

I.

They tell us tliat Woman was made of a rib

Just pickd from a corner so snug in the side;

But the Rabbins swear to you this is a fib,

And 'twas not so at all that the sex was supplied.

Derry down, down, down derry down.
11.

For old Adam was fashion'd, the first of his kind,

With a tail, like a monkey, full yard and a span

;

And, when Nature cut off this appendage behind,

Why — then Woman was made of the tail of the Man
Derry down, down, down derry down.

III.

If such is the tie betv.een Women and Men,
The ninny mIio weds is a pitiful cif;

For he takes to his tail, like an itliot, again,

And makes a most damnable ape of himself!

Derry down, do\ni, doMu derry down.
IV.

Yet, if we may judge as the fashion prevails.

Every husband remembers th' original plan,

And, Imowing his wife is no more than his tail,

Why — he leaves her behind him as much as he can.

Derry down, down, down derry down.

FAREWELL, BESSY!

I.

Sweetest love! I'll not forget thee,

Time shall only teach my heart
Fonder, warmer, to regret thee.

Lovely, gentle as thou art

!

Farewell, Bessy!
We may meet again.

n.
Yes, oh yes! again we meet, love!

And repose our hearts at last;

Oh, sure 'twill then be sweet, love!

Calm to think on sorrows past.

Farewell, Bessy!
We may meet iigain.

30 *
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m.
Yet. I feel my heart is breaking,

^Mien I tliinlc I stray from tlice,

Round the world that quiet seeking

Which I fear is not for me.
Farewell, Bessy

!

We may meet again.

Calm to peace tliy lorer's hosnm —
Can it, dearest! must it be.'

Thou within an horn* shalt lose him,

He for ever loses thee

!

Farewell, Bessy!
Yet oh! not for ever!
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THOU ART, OH GOD!

Air. — Unknown.'

" The Jay is tlilue; the night also 18 thiue: tho.u hast prepared the light and the sun.
"Thou hast set all the borders of the earth; thou hast made summer aud winter." —Pealn

Ixxiv. 16, 17.

I.

Thou art, oh God! the life and light

Of all this wondroH.s Morld we see;

Its glow hy day, its smile by night,

Are but reflections caugJit from Thee.

Where'er we turn, thy glories shine,

And all things fair and bright are Thine !

11.

When Day , with farewell heam , delays

Among the opening clouds of Even,
And we can almost think we gaze
Through golden vistas into Heaven —

Those hues , that make the Sun's decline

So soft , so radiant , Loud ! are Thine.

III.

Wlien \ight , M'ith wings of starry gloom,
O'ershadoAvs all the earth and skies,

Like some dark, beauteous bird, >vhose plume
Is sparkling Mith unnumber'd eyes. —

-

That sacred gloom , those fires divine.

So grand , so countless , Lord ! are Thine.

IV.

Wlien youthful Spring around us breathes,

Thy Spirit warms her fragrant sigh

;

And every flower the Summer Avreathcs

Is horn beneath that kindling eye.

Where'er we turn , thy glories shine.

And all things fair and bright are Thine.

THIS WORLD IS ALL A FLEETING SHOW,

Air. — Steve?»so.>.

This world is all a fleeting show,
For man's illusion given;

The smiles of Joy, the tears of Woe,
Deceitful shine, deceitful flow —

There's nothing true but Heaven

!

II.

And false the light on Glory's plume.

As fading hues of Even;
And Love and Hope, and Beauty's bloom.

Are blossoms gather'd for tlio tomb —
There's nothing bright but Htaveii !

I!L

Poor wanderers of a stormy day.

From wave to wave we're driven.

And Fancy's flash, aud Reason's ray,

Serve but to light the troubled way —
There's nothing calm but Heaven!

' 1 have heard that this air in hy the late Mrs. Sheridan. It ia snufr lo tlic beautiful nld

H'ovds, '-1 do coufcb.H thou'rt eniuoth and lair."
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FALLEN IS THY THRONE.
Air. — 3l\RTiM.

I.

Fallen is thy Throne, oh Israeli

Silence is o'er thy plains

;

Thy dwelUn";-; all lie desolate,

Thy children Mecp in chain!!.

Where are the dews that led thee

On Ethain's harren ^h()rp ?

That lire Iniin Heaven wliich led thee,

Now lights thy path no more.
II.

Lord ! thou didst love Jerusalem —
Once she >ras all thy oMn

;

Her love thy faire>t heritage,*

Ifer power thy glory's throne:*'

Till evil came, and hiighted

Thy long-loved olive-tree; — **'

And Salem's bhrincs were lighted

For other Gods than Thee

!

HI.

Then sank the star of Solyraa —
Then jjass'd her glory's day,

Like heatli that, in the wilderness,**"

The wild vind Avhirls away.
Silent and Mii^ite her howers,
Where once the mighty trod.

And sunk those guilty towers,

Wliile Baal reignd as God!
IV.

" Go , " — said the Lord — " Yc Conquerors

!

"•Steep in lier hlood your swords,

"And race to earth her hattleuients
, 7

' For they are not the Lokd's !

"Till Zion's mournliil datJghter
'• O'er kindred hones ehall tread,

"And Hinnom's vale of slaughter •{••}

"Shall hide but half her dead!"

WHO IS THE MAID
ST. JEROME S LOVE fH
Air. — Beethovex.

I.

Wnn is the Maid my spirit seeks,

Through cold reproof and slander's blight.'

Has i/jc Love's roses on her cheeks?
Is hers an eye of this world's light?

No, — wan and snnk with midnight prayer
Are the pale looks of her I love,

Or if, at times, a light he there,'

ltd beam is kindled from above.

n.
I chose not her , my soul's elect.

From those who seek their Maker's ehrine

* '•! Iiave left mine lirritaffc; I have given the dearly-beloved of my soul iuto the haadii
of her enemies." — Jir>miali Cli, 7.

*• "Do not Jipg^race tht- Ibrone of tliy glory." — Jer. \iv. 21.
••• ''The LoKocilU'd ihy iiainca^recii oli\e-trcc; fair and of goodly fruit," etc. — Xer. xi.l6.
•••• «'F„r he shall bi; like the heath in the desert." — Jer. xvii. b.

+ "Take away her battlrinent.><; for they are not the Lord's." — Jer. v. 10.

+f "Therefore, behoM, the days come, i-ailh tht- Lord, that it shall no more be called To-
pjiet, nor the Valley of the Son of Hinnorn, but the Valley of Slaughter ; for they shall bury in
Tophet till there be no place." — Jrr. vii. :i'i.

•H-f Th<!-(; lines were suggc^tcd by a pas.sage in Si. Jerome'8 reply to some calumnious re-
marks that had been circulated upon bin iutimnry \\ith the inntron i'aiila : — '•Xumquid me ve.-'tes

sericae, nlienies gemmae, piria facies. ant auri Vapuit ambitiu '? \nlla fuit alia llomae imitro-
nariim, quae meam possit edomaru uteuteui, uisi lugeus atque jejuuaas, flttu peuc caecat«. " —
Epist. "Si tibi patent."
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In gems and garlands proudly deck'd,

As if themselves Avere things divine!

No — Heaven hut faintly Avaiins tlie hrcast

Tliat heats hcncath a hroidcr'd veil;

And she who comes in glittering vest

To mourn her frailty, still is frail.*

III.

Not so the faded form I prize

And love, hecaiise its hloom is gone;

The glory in those sainted eyes

Is all the grace her hrow puts on.

And ne'er was Beauty's dawn so hright,

So touching as that foi-m's decay,

Wliich, like the altar's trembling light,

In holy lustre wastes away

!

THE BIRD, LET LOOSE.
Air. — Beethoven.

I.

The bird , let loose in eastern skies,
'*

When hastening fondly home,
Ne'er stoops to earth her wing, nor flies

Wliere idle warblers roam.
But high she shoots through air and light,

Above all low delay,

Where nothing earthly bounds her flight,

Nor shadow dims her way.
n.

So grant me , God ! from every care

And stain of passion free.

Aloft , through Virtue's purer air.

To hold my course to Tlicc

!

No sin to cloud — no lui-e to stay

My Soul, as home she springs; —
Thy Sunshine on her joyful way.
Thy Freedom in her wings!

OH! THOU WHO DRY'ST THE MOURNER'S TEAR!
Air. — Haydn.

"He healeth the Lroken in heart, and bindeth up their wounds." — Psalm cxlvii. 3.

I.

On ! Thou who drj'st the mourner's tear,

How dark this world would be.

If, when deceived and wounded here,

We could not fly to Thee.
The friends who in our sunshine live.

When winter comes , are lloAvn

;

And he who has but tears to give.

Must Meep those tears alone. <

But Thou wilt heal that broken lieart.

Which, like the plants that throw
Their fragrance from tlic wounded part,

Breathes sweetness out of woe.
II.

AVhen joy no longer soothes or cheers.

And even the hope that threw
A moment's s|)arkle o'er our tears,

Is dimm'd and vanish'd too

!

Oh ! who would bear life's stormy doom.
Did not thy Wing of Love

Coiue, brightly wafting through the gloom

Ov yan y.evaocpoQtiv. rijv da>in)jNnav 6n. — Chrysost. Ilniliil. P. in Epist. ad Tim.
** Thi; caitier-pigciiii , it in well known, llijs at an clevatt-d pitcb, ill order to siiniKiunt

every obstacle between her aud the place to which she is dcbtiiied.
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Our peace-branch from aboye?

Then Sorrow, touihM by Thee, grows bright

With more than Rapture's ray

;

As Darkness shows us workls of light

We never saw by day!

WEEP NOT FOR THOSE.
Air. — AvisON.

I.

Weep not for those whom the veil of the tomb.
In life's happy morning, hath hid from onr eyes.

Ere sin threw a blight o'er the spirit's young bloom.
Or Earth had profaned Avhat was born for the skies.

Death chill'd the fair fountain , ere sorrow had stain'd it,

'Twas frozen in all the pure light of its course,

And but sleeps till the sunshine of Heaven has unchain'd it,

To w ater that Eden w here first w as its source

!

Weep not for those whom the ^eil of the tomb.
In life's happy morning , hath hid from our eyes.

Ere Sin threw a blight o'er the spirit's young bloom,

Or eartli had profaned what was born for the skies.

U.
Mourn not for lier, the young Bride of the Vale,*

Our gayest and loveliest , lost to us now.
Ere life's early lustre had time to grow pale.

And the garland of Love was yet fresh on her brow

!

Oh! then Mas her moment, dear spirit, for flying

From this gloomy Morld , while its gloom was unknown —
And the w ild hymns she warbled so sweetly , in dying,

Were echoed in Heaven by lips like her OAvn!

Weep not for her, — in her spring-time she Hew
To that land vhere the wings of the soul are unfurFd,

And now, like a star beyond evening's cold dew,

Looks radiantly down on the tears of this world.

THE TURF SHALL BE MY FRAGRANT SHRINE.

Air. — Stevessox.

L
The turf shall be my fragrant shrine;

My temple, Lord! that Arch of thine;

My censer's breath the momitain airs.

And silent thoughts my only prayers."

II.

My choir shall be the moonlight waves,
When murmuring homcMard to their caves.

Or when the stillness of the sea,

Even mure than music, brcatlies of Thee!
m.

I'll seek, by day, some glade tmknowUj
All light and eilence, like thy Thnuie!
And the pale stars shall be , at night.

The only eyes that watch my rite.

IV.

Thy Heaven , on which 'tis bliss to look,

Shall be my pure and shining book,
Wheic I shall read, in words of flame,

The glories of thy wonthous name.

* This sccniid verse, vliicli 1 wrote long after the lirst, alludee to (he fate oTa ver.v !o\ely

and amiable piil, the daufrhtcr of the late Colonel U;iiiiljrip:ge, vho was married in A>hboiiriic

church, Ociober 31, 1815, aiul died of a fever in a few weeks after: the sound of her marriage-
bells seemed scarcely out of our ears when we heard of her death. During her last delirium
fihe sung several hymns, in a voice even clearer and sweeter than usual, aiul among tlicm were
8ome from the present collection (particularly, "There's nothing bright but Heaven"), which
thiij very intercstiug girl had oftcu heard during the summer.

*• Pit oraut taciie.
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V.

I'll read thy anger in the rack

That clouds awhile the day-beam's track;

Thy mercy in the azure hue
Of sunny brightness breaking through!

VI.

Tlicre's nothing bright, above, below.

From floAvers that bloom to stars that glow,

But in its light my soul can see

Some feature of thy Deity

!

VII.

There's nothing dark, below, above.

But in its gloom I trace thy Love,

And meekly wait that moment, when
Thy touch shall turn all bright again!

SOUND THE LOUD TIMBREL.
MIRIAM'S SO\G.

Air. — AvisoN.
*

' And Miriam, the Prophetess, the sister of Aaron, took a timbrel iu her hauil ; aud all the
BU went out after her, with timbrels aud with dauces."

—

Exod. xv. 20.

I.

SoTJiVD the loud Timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea

!

Jehovah has triuraph'd , — his people are free.

Sing — for the pride of the TjTant is broken.

His chariots, his horsemen, all splendid and brave —
How vain was their boasting! — The Lord hath but spoken.
And chariots and horsemen are sunk in the wave.

Sound the loud Timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea!

Jehovah has triumph'd , — his people are free.

U.
Praise to the Co^squeror, praise to the Lord!
His word was oiu- arrow , his breath was our sword !

—
Who shall return to tell Egypt the story

Of those she sent forth in the hour of her pride?
For the Lord hath look'd out from his pillar of glory,"

And all her brave thousands are dash'd in the tide.

Sound the loud Timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea

!

Jehovah has triumph'd , — his people are free.

GO, LET ME WEEP.
Air. — Stevenson.

I.

Go, let me weep! there's bliss in tears,

When he who sheds them inly feels

Some lingering stain of early years

Effaced by every drop that steals.

The fruitless showers of worldly woe
Fall dark to earth and never rise;

While tears that from repentance flow,

Li bright exhalement reach the skies.

Go , let me weep ! there's bliss in tears,

When he who sheds them inly feels

Some lingering stain of early years

Effaced by every drop that steals.

,11.

Leave me to sigh o'er hours that flew

More idly than the summer's wind,
And, while they pass'd, a fragrance tlirew.

But left no trace of sAveets behind. —
The wannest sigh that pleasure heaves

Is cold , is faint to those that sm cU

* I have so altered the character of this air, which is from the bcciiining of one of Avi
8 old-fashioued coucertos, that, without this acknowledgment, it conld liardly, 1 (hink, be rc-son

cognized.
" "And it came to pass, that, in the morning watch, the Lord looked unto the host of the

Egyptians, through the pillar of lire and of the cloud, aud Uoublud the host of the Egj pliaus."
— Exod. xiv. 24.
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The heart, where pure repentance grieves

O'er hours of pleasiure, loved too well!

Leave me to sigh o'er days that flew

3Iore idly than the summer's wind,
And, while they pa«s'd, a fragrance threw,
But left no trace of sMeets behind.

COME KOT, OH LORD!
Air. — IliYDx.

I.

Come not, oh Lord! in the dread rohe of splendour
Thou worest on the 3Iount, in the day of thine irc;

Come veilM in those shadoMs, deep, awful, but tender.

Which Mercy flings over thy features of fire

!

n.

Lord! thou reraemb'rcst the night, when thy K^ation*

Stood fronting her Foe by the red-rolling stream;
On tgypt " thy pillar frown'd dark desolation,

While Israel bask'd all the night in its beam.
in.

So, when the dread clouds of anger enfold Thee,
From us, in thy mercy, the dark side remove;

Wliile shrouded in terrors the guilty behold Thee,
Oh ! turn upon us the mild light of thy Love !

WERE NOT THE SINFUL 3IAR\'S TEARS.
Air. — Stea-exsox.

I.

Were not the sinful Mary's tears

An offering worthj- Heaven,

W hen , o'er tlic faults of former years,

She wept — and was forgiven? —
n.

Wlien , bringing every balmy sweet
Her day of luxury stored.

She o'er her Savioir's hallow'd feet m
The precious perfumes pourd; —

III. '

And wiped tliem Mith that golden hair,

AMiere once the diamond shone,

Tliongh now those gems of grief were thei-e

^Miich shine for God alone I

IV.

Were not those sweets, so humbly shed, —
That hair, — those weeping eyes, —

And the sunk heart, that inly bled, —
Heaven's noblest sacrifice?

V.

Thou, diat hast slept in error's sleep,

Oil! wouldst thou Make in Heaven,
Like 3L\RV kneel, like Mary weep,
" Love much " "' — and be forgiven !

AS DOWN IN THE SUNLESS RETREATS.
Air. — Haybs.

I.

As down in the smiless retreats of the Ocean,
Sweet flowers are springing no mortal can see,

* "And it came between the camp nfthc Egyptians and the camp of Israel; aud it was a cloud

and darkness to thcui,biit it gave liglii by niglit to these.' — £jrorf. xiv. 20. My application ofthis

passage is borrowed from sonic late prose\(ntcr, whose name I am ungrateful enough to forget.
" Instead of "On Egypt" here, it will suit the mu-sic better to sing "On these;" and in

the third line of the next verge, "While bhrouded" may, with the same view, be altered to

•'While wrapp'd."
•*• Her sins, which are many, arc forgiven; for she loved much." — St. Luke vii. 47.
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So , jlcep in my soul the still prarer of devotion,

Lnhciird by the world, rises !<ilent to Thee,
3Iy God ! silent to Thee —
Pure , warm , silent to Thee

:

So, deep in ray soul the still prayer of devotion,

Unheard by the world , rise-; silent to Thee

!

n.
As still to the star of its worship , thongh clouded,

The neciUe points faithfully o'er the dim sea,

So. dark as I roam, in this Avintry Avorid shrouded,

The hope of ray spirit turns trembling to Thee,
My God ! trcmblin<i^ to Thcc —
True, fond, trembling to Thee:

So , dark as I roam , in this Avintry Avorld shrouded,

The hope of my spirit turns trembling to Thee!

BUT WHO SHALL SEE.

Air. — Stea'e\sos.

I.

Bit who shall see the glorious day
WTien , throned on Zion's brow.

The Lord shall rend that veil away
Wliich hides the nations uoav !

'

When earth no more beneath the fear

Of his rel)uke shall lie
;

"

When pain shall cease, and every tear

Be wiped from every eye!*"
n.

Then , Jttdah ! thou no more shalt mourn
Beneath the lieathen's chain

;

Thy days of splendour shall return,

And all be new again,""
The Fount of Life shall then be quaft'd

In peace, by all Avbo come!f
And every wind that blows shall waft
Some long-lost exile home

!

ALMIGHTY GOD!
CHORIS OF PRIESTS.

Air. — Mozart.

I.

Almighty God ! when round thy shrine

The Palm-tree's heavenly brancli we tAvinc,-}"!

(Emblem of Life's eternal ray.

And Love that " fadeth not aAvay ,
")

We bless the floAA'ers , expanded all
, f-l-i-

We bless the leaves that never fall.

And trembling say, — "In Eden thus

"The Tree of Life may floAver for us!"
II.

When round thy Cherubs , smiling calm
Without their flames

, ftif we Avreathe the Palm,

* "And he Avill di-strny in this mountain (he face of the covering cast over all people, anil

the vail that is spread nver all nations. — haiah \\v. 7.
•• "The rebuke of iiis people shall he lake awav from off all the earth." — Isaiah yxr. 8.
*•• "And God shall wipe away all tears froni their eyes; neither shall there be any more

pain." — Rei\ \\\. 4.
"•* "Audhethat sat npon the throne said, Behold, I make all things new." — Rev. xxi 5.

j- "And whosoever will, let him take the water of life freely." Hev. xxii. 17.

•f-j-
"The Scriptures having declared that the Temple of Jerusalem A»as a type of the Mes-

siah, it is natural to conclude that the Palms, Mliicli made so conspicious a ligure in that

structure, represented that TAfe and Immortality which were brought lo light by the Gospel."
— Observations on tin'. Faliii, as a sacred Kmhlem, by \V. Tighe.

•J-j-j-
"And he car\ed all the walls of tiie house round about with carved ligurcs of cheru-

bims, and palm-trees, and opntjioivcrs. — i Kings vi. 29.

fflt "When the passover of (he tabernacles was revealed to the great law-giver in the
mount, then the cherubic images which anjieand in that structure were no longer surrnuuded by
flames; for the tabernacle was a type of liie dispensation of mercy, by which Jehovah coulirm-
raed his gracious cu\euant to redeem mankiud." — Observations on the falin.



I

^-Jg SACRED SONGS.

Oh God ! >re feel the emhlem true , —
Thy 3Iercy is eternal too

!

Those Cherubs, vrith their smiling eyes,

That crown of Palm Mliich never dies,

Are hut the types of Thee above —
' Eternal Life and Peace and Love!

OH FAIR! OH PUREST!
SAEVT AIGISTIXE TO HIS SISTER.*

Air. — MooRE.

I.

Oh fair! oh purest! he thou the dove
That flies alone to some sunny grove.
And lives unseen , and bathes her wing,
All vestal Mhite, in the limpid spring.

There , if the hovering hawk be near,

That limpid spring in its mirror clear

Reflects him , ere he can reach his prey.

And Marns the timorous bird away.
Oh! be like this dove;

Oh fair! oh purest! be like this dove.

n.
The sacred pages of God's own book
Shall be the spring, the eternal brook,

In mIiosc holy mirror , night and day,

Thoa wilt study Heaven's reflected ray: —
And should the foes of virtue dare.

With gloomy wing, to seek thee there.

Thou wilt see how dark their shadows lie

Between Heaven and thee , and trembling fly

!

Oh! be like the dove;
Oh fair! oh purest! be like the dove.

* In St. Anfrnstine's trpatise npon the advantages of a solitary life, addressed to his sister,

there is the folloVing- fanrifal passage, from which, the reader \rill percei\e, the thought of

this 80nff «as taken: — '"Te, soror, nunquam nolo esse securain, sed timere seraperque tuam
fragilitatem habere snspcctam, ad instar pavidae coliunbae frequentare vivos aquanun et quasi

ill gpeculn accipitris cernere supcrvolantis el'ligicm et cavere. Rivi aquariim seutentiae sunt

scripturarum, quae de liuipidissimo sapientiae toute profluenies," etc. — IJe fit. Eremit. ad
Sororem.
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480 CORRIPTIOXS A>D IXTOLERANCE,

PREFACE.

1 HE practice, \»hirh has lately been introduced into literatnre, of writing rerv

lonjj notts iiijou very indillVrcnt Ter.>es, appears to me rather a happy invention; for

it !iu|)plies H5 Avith a mode of turning stupid poetry to account; and, as horses too

dull for the saddle may serve well enougli to draw lumber, so Poems of this kind

make excellent beasts of burden , and will bear notes , though they may not bear

reading. Besides, tlie comments in sucli cases are so little under the necessity of

paying any sei-vile deference to the text, that they may even adopt that Socratic dog-

ma, ' Quod supra nos nibil ad nos."

In the first of the following Poems I have ventured to spe.ik of the Revolution

in language Mhich has sometimes 1)een employed by Tory Mriters, and which is

tlicrefore neither very new nor popular. But however an Englishman may be re-

proached w ith ingratitude , for depreciating the merits and results of a measure,

wliich lie is taught to regard as the source of his liberties — however ungrateful it

might be in Alderman B-rch lo question for a moment the purity of that glorious

era, to which he is indel)ted for the seasoning of so many orations— yet an Irishman,

M ho has none of these obligations to acknowledge, to m hose country the Kevolution

brought nothing but injury and insult, and vho recollects that the book of Molyneux
was burned , by order of William's Wliig Parliament . for daring to extend to nn-

fortunate Ireland those principles on which the Revolution Mas professedly founded,

an Iri-hman moTj venture to criticise the measures of that period, without exposing

himself either to the imputation of ingratitude, or the suspicion of being influenced

by any Popi.-h remains of Jacobitism. iVo nation, it is true, Mas ever blessed with

a more golden opjjortunity of establishing and securing its liberties for ever than

the conjunctui-e of Eighty-eight presented to the people of Great Britain. But tlie

disgraceful reigns of Charles and James had weakened and degraded t'.ie national

character. The bold notions of popular right, which had arisen out of the struggles

betMcen Charles the First and his Parliament were gradually supplanted by those

slavish doctrines for Mhich Lord H-kesb-ry eulogizes the churchmen of that period;

and as the Reformation had happened too soon for the purity of religion , so the

Revolution came too late for the spirit of liberty. Its advantages accordingly were

for the most part specious and transitory, while the evils which it entailed are still

felt and still increasing. By rendering unnecessary the frequent exercise of Pre-

rogati^e, that unwieldy poMcr Avhich cannot move a step Mithout alarm, it limited

tlie only interference of the Crown, Mhich is singly and independently exposed

before the people, and whose abuses are therefore obvious to tlieir sense? and capa-

cities; like the myrtle over a certain statue in Minerva's temple at Athens, it?kilfully

veiled from their sight the only obtrusive feature of royalty. At the same time

however that the Revolution abridged this un;)opular attribute, it amply compensated

by the substitution of a new power, as much more potent in its effect as it is more
secret in its operations. In the disposal of an immense revenue and the extensive

patronage annexed to it, the firjt foundations of this poMer of the CroMn were laid;

the innovation of a standing araiy at once increased and strengthened it, and the few

slight barriers which the Act of Settlement opposed to its progress , have all l)een

gradually removed during the Wliiggi^h reigns that succeeded, till at length this

spirit of influence is become the vital principle of the State , Mhose agency, subtle

and «n>een , pervades every part of the Con?titution , lurks under all its forms and

regulates all its moveiuents, and, like the invisible sylph or grace which presides

over the motions of beauty,

'Illam, qnicfinid a?it, qnoqnn vestigia flectit,

Compoiiit furtim subsequiturqiie."

Tlie cause of Liberty and the Revolution are so habitually associated by Englishmen,

that pntbably in objecting to tlie latter I may be thought hostile or indiflerent to

tlic former; but nothing can be more unjust than such a suspicion; the very object

which my humble animadversions would attain is, that, in the crisis to which I

think England is hastening, and hctMcen which and foreign subjugations he may
soon be compelled to choo.-e. the errors and omis.-ions of 1688 may be remedied, and

that, as she then had a Revolution Mithout a Reform, she may now seek a Reform

without a Revolution.

Ill speaking of the parties which have so long agitated England, it Mill be

observed that I lean as little to the Whigs as to their adversaries. Botli factions

have been equally cruel to Ireland, and perhaps equally insincere in their eflbrts for

the lilierties of England. There is one name indeed, connected Mith Whiggisra, of

Mhich lean never think but Mith veneration and tenderness. As justly, hoMevcr,

might the light of the sun be claimed by any particular nation, as the sanction oftiiat
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name be assumed by any party whatever ; Mr. Fox belonged to mankind , and thev
have lost in him tlitir ablest friend.

With respect to the few lines upon Intolerance which I have subjoined , they
are but the imperfect beginning of a long series of Essays , with which I here
menace ray readers , upon tlie same important subject. I shall look to no higher
merit in the task , than that of giving a new form to claims and remonstrances,
which have often been much more eloquently urged, and which would Ion"- ere now
have produced their effect, but that the minds of some men , like the piipil of the
eye, contract themselves the more, the stronger light there is ghed upon them.

CORRUPTION:
A POETIC EPISTLE.

Nvv 3 anay^ uantQ ti ayona; txTrtTToaTut ravra' avrtiatixrat ie avTt Turtov, vip tuv a~
TCoXwXs y.ai vtroamiv i] EU.a;. Tavra 6' egi ri; ^rj/.og, ti ri; itXt;<pe ri- ycXio; av ofio-
loyij' avyyroui] Toti i'/.iy/ofiivoii' i^iao;, av reroij rig iJiiTif-ia' ralla Travrcr, oaa «x ra
iwi>odoxsiv 7ioT}pai. Demosth. Vuudse. m.

Boast on , my friend — though strlpt of all beside,
Thy struggh"i!g nation still retains her pride*:
That pride , which once in genuine glory woke.
When Marlborough fought and brilliant St. John spoke.
That pride, Mhich still, by time and shame unstung,
Outlives e'en W'h-tel-cke's sword and H-wkes-b'ry's tongue?
Boast on, my friend, Avhile in this humbled isle'*,

W^lierc honour mourns and freedom fears to smile,
Where the bright light of England's fame is known
But by the baleful shadow she has throMU
On all our fate"' — Avhere, doom'd to Avrongs and slights.

We hear you talk of Britain's glorious rights,

As weeping slaves, that under hatches lie,

Hear those on deck extol the sun and sky!
Boast on , Mhile Avandering through ray native haunts,
I coldly listen to thy patriot vaunts,

And feel, though close our Medded countries twine.

More sorrow for ray own than pride from thine.

Yet pause a moment — and if truths severe
Can find an inlet to that courtly ear
Which loves no politics in rhyme but P-e's,

And hears no news but W-rd's gazetted lies;

If aught can please thee but the good old saws
Of "Church and State," and "AVilliam's matchless laws,"
And "Acts and Rights of glorious Eighty-eight"!

• Angli SU09 ac sua omnia impense mirantur; caetcras naliones despectui habent. — Bar-
ClAY (as quoted in one of Drydeu's Prefaces).

** England began very early to feel the effects of cruelty towards her dependencies.
_
"The

severity of her Government (sa\sMacpherson) contributed more to depri^eher of the continental
dominions of the family of Plantag-enet than the arms of France."— See his History, vol. i. page 111.

... -ijjj.
jijg f„j,^| reduction of the kingdom of Ireland in 1J)91 (says Burke) the ruin of the native

Irish, andiu a great measure too of the first races of the English, was completely accornplish-

ed. The new English interest was settled with as solid a stability as any thing in human atfairscan
look for. All the penal laws of that unparalleled code of oppression which were made after

the last event were manifestly the effects of national hatred and scorn towards a conquered
people, whom the victors delighted to trample upon, and were not at all afraid to pro-
voke. " Vet this is the era to which the wise Common Council of Dublin refer us for "in-

valuable blessings, etc." And this is the era \*hich such Governors as His Grace the Duke of

R-chm-nd think it politic to commemorate in the eyes of my insulted countrymen, by au annual
(Procession round the statue of King VMlliara!

An unvarying trail of the policy of Great Britain towards Ireland has been her selection of

.Buch men to govern us as were least likely to deviate into justice and liberality, and the alarm
iM'hich she has tak^n \viien any conscientious Viceroy has shewn symptoms of departure from
the old rode of prejudice and oppression. Our most favourite Governors have accordingly been
our shortest visitors, and the liist moments of their popularity have in general been the last

of their Government. Thus Sir Anthonv Bellingham, after the death of Henry the Eighth, was

pectations, probably, not by too great complaisance, nor why his administration, which Bur-
net calls just^ was disliked. If it is true, that he was a good governor, the presuinption will

bi' that his rule was not disliked by those to whom but from whom he waa sent. — Hoyal
iiul \oble Authors.

We are not without instances of the same illiberal policy in our own times.

31
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;

Things which , though now a century out of date.

Still serve to ballast, with convenient words,

A few crank arguments for speeching Lords'. —
Turn , while I tetl how England's freedom found,

\Miere most she look'd for life, her deadliest wound;
How brave she struggled , while her foe was seen,

How faint, since Influence lent that foe a screen;

How strong o'er James and Popery she prevail'd.

How weakly feel, when WTiigs and gold assaild".

While Kings were poor, and all those schemes unknown,
Which drain the People but enrich the Throne;
Ere yet a yielding Commons had supplied

Those chains of gold by Mhicli themselves arc tied ;

Then proud Prerogative, untaught to creep
With Bribery's silent foot on Freedom's sleep'",

• It never seems to occur to those orators and addressers who round off so many scntcn-
cea and paragrai)hs with the Bill of RightM, the Act of Settlement etc., that all the iirovisions
which these Acts contained for the preser\ ation of parliamentary independence have oeen long
laid aside as romantic and troublesome. The Revolution, as its greatest admirers acknou ledge,
was little more than a recoguitiuu of ancient privileges, a restoration of that old Gothic struc-
ture, which was brought from the woods of Gerjuanv into England. Edward the First had long
before made a nirailar recognition, and had even more expressly reverted to the first princi|)le8
of the constitution, by declaring that "the people should have their la«s, liberties, and free
customs as largely and wholly as they have used to have the sime at any time they had them."
But, luckily lor the Cro\in and its interests, the concessions both of Edward and of William
have been equally vague and verbal, equally theoretical and Insincere. The feudal system
was continued, notwithstanding the former, and Lord M 'n honest head is upon his shoulders,
in spite of the latter. So that I confess I never meet with a politician who seriously quotes the
Declaration of Rights, etc. to prove the actual existence of English liberty, that I do not think
of the Marquis, whom Montesquieu mentions,! who set about looking for mines in thePyrcueea
upon the strength of authorities which he had read in some ancient authors. The poor Mar-
quis toiled and searched in vain. He quoted his authorities to the last, but he found no mines
after all.

" The chief, perhaps the only advantage which has resulted from the system of influence,
is the tranquil, uninterrupted flow which it has given to the administration of Government. It
king.s mufit be paramount in the State (and their Ministers at least seem to think so), the coun-
try is indebted to the Revolution for enabling them to become so quietly, and for removing so
skilfully the danger of those shocks and collisions which the alarming efl'orts of prerogative
never failed to produce.

It is the nature of a people in general to attend but to the externals of Government. Hav-
ing neither leisure or ability to discuss its measures, they look no deeper than the surface for
their utility, and no farther than the present for their consequences. Mrs. Macaulay has said
of a certain period, "The people at this time were, as the people of Great Britain always are,
half-stupid, half-drunk, and half-asleep;" and however we may dissent from this petulant etfu-
sioii of a Scotch-woman, it must be owned that the reasoning powers ofJohn Bull are not very
easily called into action, and that even where he does condescend to exert them, it is like
Dogberry's display of his reading and writing, "where there is no need of such vanity;" as
npon that deep question about the dangers of the church, which was submitted for his discussion
by Mr. P-rc-v-1 at the late elections, ft follows, however, from this apathy of the people, that
as Jong as no glaring exertion of power, no open violation of Iforms is obtruded upon them,
it IS of very little consequence how matters are managed behind the curtain; and a few quiet
men, getting close to the ear of the Throne, may whis|ier away the salvation of the country
BO inaudibly, that ruin will be divested of half its alarming preparatives. If, in addition to his
slumber of the people, a great majority of those whom they have deputed to watch for them.
Can be induced, by any irresistible argument, to prefer the 'safety of the government to the in-
tegrity of the constitution, and to think a connivance at the encroachments of power less trou-
blesome than the difliculties which would follow reform, I cannot imagine a more tranquil state

of alfairs than must necessarily result from such general and well-regulated acquiescence. In-

stead of vain and agitating efforts to estabilish that speculati\e balance of the cunstituti<m, which
perhaiis has never existed but in the pages of Montesquieu 2 and De Lolme, a preponderance
would be silently yielded to one of the three estates, which would carry the other two almost
insensibly but efl'ectually along with it; and even though the path might lead eventually to de-
struction, yet its specious and gilded smoothness would almost atone lor the danger — UkeMil-
ton's bridge o\er Chaos, it would lead

"Smooth, easy, inofrensi\e, down to ••*•."

»»» xhough the kings of England were most unroyally harassed and fettered in all theirpur-
suits by pecuniary difliculties, before the provident enactments of William's reign had opened
to the Crown its' present sources of wealth, yet we must not attribute to thellevolutionary
Whigs the credit altogether of inventing this art of government. Its advantages had long
been understood by ministers and favourites, though the limits of the royal revenue prevented
them from exercising it with effect. In the reign ofMary indeed the gold of Spain, being added
to the usual resources of the Throne, produced such a spirit of ductility in her parliaments,
that the price for which each member had sold himself was publicly ascertained: and if Char-
les the First could have commanded a similar supply, it is not loo much to suppose that the
Commtmwealth ne\er would have existed. But it was during the reign of the second Charles,
that the nearest approaches were made to that pecuniary .system which our debt, our funds,
and our taxes, have since brought to such perfection; and Clifford and Uanby would not disgrace
even the present times of political venality. Still, however, the experiment was but partialand
imperfecta, and attended with scarcely any other advantage than that of suggesting the uses to

I Liv. xxi. chap. 11.
* Montesquieu seems not a little satisfied with his own ingenuity in finding out the

character of the English from the nature of their political institutions; but it appears to me
somewhat like that easy sagacity, by which Lavater has discovered the genius of Shake-
speare in his features.

3 See Preface to a Collection of Debates, etc in 1694 and 1695, for an account of the
public tables kept at V>estniiustcr, in Charles the Second's time, "to feed the betrayers of
their country." The payment of each day's work was left under their respective plates.
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Frankly avow'd his bold enslaving plan,
And claini'd a right from God to trample man!
But Luther's light had too much warm'd mankind
For Hampden's truths to linger long behind;
Nor then, when king-like Popes had fall'n so low,
Could pope-like Kings* escape the levelling blow.
That ponderous sceptre (in whose place we bow
To the light talisman of influence now).
Too gross, too visible to Mork the spell

Which modern PoMer performs, in fragments fell:

In fragments lay, till, patch'd and painted o'er
With lleurs-de-lys , it shone and scourg'd once more!
'Twas then , my friend , thy kneeling nation quaff'd
Long, long and deep the churchman's opiate draught
Of tame obedience — till her sense of right
And pulse of glory seem'd extinguish'd quite.

And Britons slept so sluggish in their chain.
That wak'ning Freedom call'd almost in vain!
Oh England! England! what a chance was thine,

When the last tyrant of that ill-starr'd line

Fled from his sullied crown, and left thee free
To found thy own eternal liberty!

How bright, how glorious, in that sunshine hour.
Might patriot hands have rais'd the triple tower

"

Of British freedom on a rock divine.

Which neither force could storm nor treachery mine!
But no — the luminous, the lofty plan.

Like mighty Babel , seem'd too bold for man

;

The curse of jarring tongues again was given
To thwart a m ork that rais'd men near to heaven

!

While Tories marr'd what Whigs had scarce begun '**,

While Whigs undid what AVhigs themselves had donef,

which the power of the purse has been since converted, just as the fulminating dtist of the che-
mists may have prepared the way for the invention of gunpow der.

*_ The drivelling correspondence between James 1. and his "dog Sleenie" (the Duke of
Buckingham), which we liud among the Hardwicke Papers, sufficiently shews, if we wanted
such illustration, into what doting, idiotic brains the plan of arbitrary power may enter.

"Tacitus has expressed his opinion, in a passage very frequently quoted, that such a dis-
tribution of power as the theory of the British constitution exhibits is merely a subject of
bright speculation, "a system more easily praised than practised, and which, even could it hap-
pen to exist, would certainly not prove permanent :" and, in truth, if we reflect on the English
history. Me shallfeel very much inclined to agree Mith I'acitus. We shall iind that at no period
whatever has this balance of the three estates existed ; that the nobles predominated till the
policy of Henry VII. and his successor, reduced their weight by breaking up the feudal sys-
tem of property ; that the power of the Crown became then supreme and absolute, till the bold
encroachments qf the Commons sub%erted the fabric altogether; that the alternate ascendency
of prerogative and privilege distracted the period which followed the Restoration ; and that,
lastly, the Acts of IbSH, by laying the foundation of an unbounded court-influence, have .secured
a preponderance to the Throne which every succeeding year increases. So that the British
constitution has never perhaps existed but in theory.

*»» "Xhose two thieves (says Ualph) between whom the nation was crurilied". — Use and
Abuse of Parliaments, page 164.

t The monaichs of Great Britain can never be sufficiently grateful for that generous
spirit which_ led the Revolutionary Whigs to gi\e away the Crown, without imposing any of
those restraints or stipulations, which other men might have taken advantage of such amument
to enforce, and in framing of which they had so good a model to follow as the limitatious pro-
posed by the Lords Essex and Halifax in the debate upon the Exclusion Bill. They not only
condescended however to accept of places, but they took care that these dignities should be no
impediment to their "voice potential" iu alTairs of legislation; and though an Act was after
many jears suffered to pass, wiiich by one of its articles' disoualified placemen from serving as
members of the House of Commons, yet it was not allowed to interfere with the influence of
the reigning monarch, nor indeed with that of his successor Anne, as the jiurifjing clause was
not to take effect till after the decease of tlie latter sovereign, and she \ ery considerately re-
pealed it altogether. !So that, as representation has continued e\ersincej if the King were simple
enough to send to foreign courts ambassadors who were most of them in the pay of those courts,
he would be just as faithfully represented as his people. It would be endless to enumerate all
the favours which were conferred upon William by those "apostate Whigs." They com))liment-
ed him with the first suspension of the habeas Corpus Act, which had been hazarded since the
conlirmation of that privilege; and this example of our Deliverer's reign has not been lost upon
any of his successors. They promoted the establishment of a standing army, and circulated in
its defence the celebrated "Balancing Letter," in which it is insinuated that England, e^ en then,
ia her boasted hour of regeneration, was arrived at such a pitch of faction and corruption, tliat
nothing could keep her in order but a Whig nn'nislry and a standing army. They refused, as
long as they could, to shorten the duration of Parliaments; and though the Declaration of Rights
acknowledged the necessity of such a reform, they were able, by arts not unknown to modern minis-
ters, to brand those as traitors and republicans who urged it i. But the grand and distinguish-
ing trait of their measures was the power which they gave to the Ciow ii of aniiihilatinff~ .... .... ^I See a Pamphlet published in 1U93, upon the King's refusing to sign the Triennial

Bill, called "A Discourse between a Yeoman of Kent and a Knight of a Shire." — ,, Here-
- I talked 1"

31 *

upon (says the Yeoman) the genlleinau grew angry, and said that I talked like a base com-
inuns-wealth man.

"
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:

The time vras lost, ami William, with a smile,

Saw Fn-ciloni Meeting o'er th' unfiiiislid pile

!

Hence all the ills you stifter , hence remain

Such g^allin"^ fragments of tliat feudal chain'.

Whose links , around you hy the Norman flung,

Though loos'd and hrokc so often, still have cliuig.

Hence s!y Prcrogati^ e , like Jove «)f old,

Has turn'd his thunder into shoMcrs of gold,

WI10--.C silent courtship wins securer joys".

Taints^ by degrees, and ruins witliout noise

While Parliaments , no more those sacred tilings

Which make and rule the destiny of Kings,

Like loaded dice hy ministers are thrown,

And each new set of sharpers cog their own!
Hence the rich «)il , that from the Treasury steals,

And drips o'er all tiie C(»nstitution's wheels,

Giving the old machine fiuch pliant play '",

the freeilom of electionsi, of nnidilj ing for ever that stream of representation, which had, oven

ill the most airitated times, reflected some lealurLS of the people, but whicli then, tor the lirat

time, became the Hacloliis of the court, and grew so darkened «ilh sands of gold, that it sen-

cd for the peoples mirror no lonffer. We need but cous^ult (he wrkings of that time, to un-

dcrfland the aslonisihment then excited bv measures, which the practice of a century has ren-

dered not nolj familiar but necessar\ . See a pamphlet called "The Uaiigcr of mercenary 1 ar-

liaracnts," 1698; Stale Tracts, Will. "HI. vol.ii. p. (j38-, and see also "Some Paradoxes presented

an a New Year's (lift" (State Poems, vol. iii. p. 327).
• The last great wound given to the feudal system was the Act of the 12th of Charles II.

which abolished the tenure of knights service in capile, and which Blackslonc compares, for

its salutary inllueuce upon properly, to the boasted pro\ision9 of Magna Charta itself. \ct

even in this Act Me see the efleris of that counteracting spirit, that Arimanius^ which has

weakened every effort of the English nation tovvards liberty, which allowed but half the errors

of Popery to be removed at the Hcforuiation, and which planted more abuses than it snilered

to be rooted out at the Revolution. The exclusion of copylioldL-rs from their share ot elective

rights was permitted to remain as a brand of a feudal se"r\ltude, aud as an obstacle totlie rise

of that strong counterbalance which an equal representation of property would oppose to the

weight of the Crown. Jf the managers of the Revolution had been sincere in their wishes for

reform, they would not only have taken this fetter off the rights of election, but they would
have renew ed the mode adopted in CromweH's time of increasing the number of knights of the

shire, to the eirlusion of those rotten iusigniiicant borough^, which have tainted the whole mass
of the constitution. Lord ('larendon calls this measure of Crnmw ell's '-an alteration fit to^ he
more warrantably made, and in a better time." It formed part of Mr. Pitt's plan in liKl;

but Mr. Pitt's plan of reform was a kind of dramatic piece, about as likely to he acted as Mr.
Sheridan's "Foresters."

** fore enim tutum iter et patens
Con\crso in pretium Deo.

Aurnm per medios ire satellites,

Et perruinpere amat saxa, poteutius
Iciu fulmineo. Hon.*T. lib. iii. od. 16.

The Athenians considered seduction so much more dangerous than force, that the pen-
alty for a rape was merely a pecuniary line, while the guilt of seduction was punished with

death. And though it must be owned that, during the reign of that ravisher Prerogative, the

poor Constitution was treated like Miss Cuuegund among the Bulgarians; yet I agree with the
principle of the Athenian law, that lier present state of willing self-abandonuiept is much more
hopeless and irreclaimable, and calls for a more signal vengeance upon her seducers.

It would be amusing to trace the history of Prerogati\e from the date of its strength un-

der the Tudor princes, when Henry \'ll. and his successors "taught the people (as INathaniel

Racon saysi) to dance to the tune of Allegiance" to the period of the Revolution, when the
Throne, in its attacks upon liberty, began to exchange the noisy explosions of Prerogative for

the silent aud effectual airgun of Iniluence. In considering it too since that memorable era,

we shall lind that, while the royal power has been abridged in branches where it might be made
conducive to the interests of the jicoplc, it has been left in full and unshackled vigour against

almost every point where the integrity of the constitution is vulnerable. For instance, the
power of chartering boroughs, to whose capricious abuse in the hands of the Stuarts we are
indebted for most of the present anomalies of representation, might, if suffered to remain, have
in some decree atoned for its mischief by restoring the old unchartered boroughsto their rights,

aud widenuig more equally the basis of the legislature. But, by the Act of I'nion with Scot-

land, this part of the prerogati\e was removed, lest Liberty shonld have a chance of being
healed even by the rust of the spear which had wounded her. The power, however, of creating
peers, which has generally been exercised /or the government against the constitution, is lelt

in free, unqualiiitd activity ; notwithstanding the example of that celebrated Bill for the limita-

tion of this ever-budding branch of prerogative, which was proposed in the reign of George I.

under the peculiar sanction and recommendation of the Court, but which the Whigs rejected
with that characteristic delicacy, which has generally prevented them, whtn in office themselves,
from taking any nucourtly advantage of the Throne. It will be recollected, however, that

the creation of the twehe peers by the Tories in Anne's reign (a measure which Swift, like a
true partyman, defends} gave these upright Whigs all possible alarm for their liberties.

With regard to this generous fit about his prerogative which seized the good King George
1. historians have said that the paroxysm originated more in hatred to his son than inlo^etothe
constitution 2; but no person", acquainted with the annals of the three Georges, could possibly
suspect any one of those gracious Mouarchs either of ill-will to his heir, or indifference for the
constitution.

'" "They drove so fast (says Welwood of the ministers of Charles I.), that it was no wonder
that the wheels and chariot broke." (Memoirs, p. 35.)—But this fatal accident, if wc may judge
from experience, is to be imputed less to the folly aud impetuosity of the drivers, than to the
want of that supplying oil from the Treasury, which has been 'found £0 necessary to make a

1 Historic and Politic Discourse, etc. part. ii. p. 114.
2 Coxe says that this Uill was projected by Sunderland.
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That Court and Curamons jog one joltlcss Way,
Wiiile Avkdora trembles for the crazy car
So ftilt, so rotten, carrying' fools &o far!

And the dup'd people , hourly doora'd to pay
The sums that bribe their liberties away'.
Like a young- eagle, who has lent his plume
To fledge the shaft by M'hich he meets his doom,
See their o>m feathers pluck'd, to wing the dart
Which rank corr":ption destines for their heart!
But soft ! my friend — I hear thee proudly say,

"What! shall I listen to the impious lay,

" That dares , Mith Tory license , to proVane
"The bright bequests of William's glorious reign?
"Shall the great Misdom of our patriot sires,

"Whom lI-Avke-b—y quotes and savoury B-rch admires,
"Be slander'd thus? shall honest St—le agree
"Willi virtuous R— se to call us pure and free,

"Yet fail to prove it? Shall our patent pair

"Of wise State-Poets waste their Mords in air,

"And Pye unheeded breathe his pros|)'roHs strain,

"And C-nn g take the people's sense in vain"?"

g'fivernraent like that of Enj^land rnn smnotlilv. If Charles had been aa well provMod with tliis

article as his succesisovs have been since the happy KevoUitinn, his Commons \»ould never have
merited from the 'J'hrone the harsh appellation of "seditious vipers," but would have been (as
they are now, and 1 trust always will be) " dutiful Commons," — " loyal Comminis," etc. etc. and
ti ould have given him ship-money, or any other sort of money he might take a funity to.

* The period that immediately succeeds a coronation has been called very aptly the Honey-
moon of a reign; and if we suppose the Throne to be the wife, and the People the husband i,

I know no better model of a matrimonial transaction, nor one that 1 would sooner recommend
to a woman of spirit, than that which the arranperacnts of llibH afford. In the lirst place, she
must not only obtain from her husband an allowance of pin-mouey or civil-list cslablishment,
siiflicient to render her independent of his caprice, but she must also prevail on him to make
her the steward of his estates, and to intrust her with the management of all his pecuniary con-
cerns. I need not tell a woman of sense to what spirited uses slie may turn such concessions.
He will soon become so tame and docile under her hands, that sheinay mal.c him play the
strangest and most amusing tricks, such as quarrelling with his nearest and dearest relnliona
about a dish of tea 2, a turban 3, or a wafer +

; preparing his house for defence against robbers,
by putting fetters and liandculfs on two thirds of its inmates; employing C-nn—g and P-rc-v-1
in his sickest moments to read to him alternatclj Joe Miller and the Catechism, with a thousand
other diverting inconsistencies. If her spouse have still enough of sense remaining to grumble
at the ridiculous exhibition which she makes of him, let her withhold from him now and tluu
the rights of the Habeas Corpus Act (a mode of proceeding which the women of Athens once
adopted 5), and if the good iimu loves 8uch_ privileges, the interruption v\ill soon restore him to

submission. If his former wife werea Papist, or had any tendency that way, I would advi-e
my fair Sovereign, v^hcnever he begins to argue with her unpleasantlyj to shout out " \o Po-
pery, no Popery!" as loud as she can, into his ears, and it is astonishing ^^hat an elfect it will

ha\e in disconcerting all his arguments. Tiiis method was tried lately by an old woman at
iVorthampton, and with much success.— Serioush', this convenient bugbear of Papery is by no
means the least among the numberless auxiliaries which the Hevolutiou has marshalled on the
side of the Throne.— Those iinskilful tyrants Charles and James, instead of profiting wisely by
that useful subserviency, which has always distinguished the ministers of our religious establish-

ment, were blind enough to plau the ruin of this best bulwark of their pouer, and corniected

their designs upon the Church so closely with their attacks upon the Conslitution,thatthey iden-
tilicd in the minds of the people the interests of their religion and their liberties. During those

times, therefore, "iVo Poperj '' was the watch-word of freedom, and served to keep the public

spirit awake against the inva>ions of bigotry and prerogative. The Revolution, however, by re-
moving this object of.jealousy, has produced a reliance on the orthodoxy of the Throne, of which the
Throne has not failed to take every possible advantage, and the crj of " IVo Popery " having, by this

means, lost its pow er of alarming tlie people against the encroachments of the ("row u, has served ever
since the very different purpose of strengthening tlie Crown against the claims and struggles of
the people. The danger of the Church Irom Papists and Pretenders was the chief pretext for

the repeal of tlie Triennial Hill, for the adoption of a standing army, for the numerous suspen-
sions of the Habeas Corpus Act, and in short for all those spirited infractions of the constitu-

tion by which the reigns of the last century were so eminently distinguished. V\e have seen
too very lately how the same scarecrow alarm has enabled the Throne to select its ministers

from men, w'hose scr\ ility is their only claim to elevation, and who are pledged (if such an
alternative could arise) to take part with the scruples ol the King against the salvation of the
empire.

*• Somebody has said, "Quand tons les Poijtes seroient r.oye's, cc ne seroicnt miegrande dom-
raage;" but lam aware that this would be most uncivil language at a time when our birth-day

odes and state-papers are written by such pretty poets as Mr. P-e and Mr. C-nn-g. I can assure

the latter too that I think him (like his water-proof colleague Lord C-stl-r-gh) reserved for a
oetical fra-

il means we
very different fate from that which the author I have just quoted imagines for his \

ternity. All 1 wish is, that he would change places with his brother P-e, by wliici

should have somewhat less prose in our odes, and certainly less poetry in our polili

I This is contrary to the symbolical language of prophecy, in which (according to Sir

Isaac IVewton) the King is the Husband, and the I'eople the wife. Sec Falxr on the Prophe-
cies.— I would beg leave to suggest to Mr. Faber, that his friend Sir 11 ch— d M-sgr ve
can, in his own proper person, supply him with an oipubitiun of "the Horns of the Beast."

a America. •* India. •* Ireland,
s See the Lysistrata of Aristophanes.— The follow iug is the forni »f buspcusiun, aa he

gi\'e8 it

:

O.io)? av ccvtjQ tniTviptj fia?.t^a /.m

Kudinod'' ixaaa t aii(jt tw '^ui /leiaoffai.



^gg CORRUPTION

:

The people! — ah! that Freedom's form should stay

Where Freedom's spirit long hath pass'd away!

That a false smile should play around the dead,

And flush the features, -where the soul has fled"!

When Rome had lost her virtue with her rights,

IMien her foul tyrant sat on Capreae's Iieights"

Amid his rufflan spies, and dooni'd to death

Each nohle name they hlasted with their breath

!

Ev'n then
,
(in mockery of that golden time.

When the Republic rose rcver'd , sublime.

And her free sons, diffus'd from zone to zone,

Gave kings to every country but their own,)

Ev'n then the Senate and the Tril)unes stood,

Insulting marks , to sheAV liow Freedom's flood

Had dar'd to flow, in glory's radiant day,

And how it ebb'd, for ever ebb'd away'"!
Oh ! look around — tliongh yet a tyrant's sword

Ror haunts your sleep nor trembles o'er your board,

Though blood be better drawn by modern quacks

With Treasury leeches than with sword or axe,

Yet say, could ev'n a prostrate Tri!)Hne's power,

Or a mock Senate in Rcmie's servile hour,

Insult so much the rights, the claims of man,

As dotli that fetter'd mob, that free divan.

Of noble tools and honouralde knaves.

Of pension'd patriots and privileg'd slaves!

That party-colourd mass, Avhich nought can warm
But quick Corruption's heat — whose ready swarm
Spread their light wings in Bribery's golden sky,

Buz for a period , lay their eggs and die

!

Tiiat greedy vampire, which from Freedom's tomb
Comes forth, with all the mimicry of bloom

Upon its lifeless cheek, and sucks and drains

A people's blood to feed its putrid veins! —
"Heavens, what a picture!" — yes, my friend, 'f is dark —
" But can no light be found , no genuine spark

"Of former fire to warm us? Is there none

''To act a Marvell's partf?" — I fear, not one.

To place and power all public spirit tends,

In place and power all public spirit cndsff;
Like hardy plants, that love the air and sky.

When out 't will thrive, but taken in 't will die!

• "It is a scandal (said Sir Charles Sedlcy in William's reign) that a Gnvemmeiit no sick

at heart as ours is should look so well in the face;" and.Edinuiid Burke has said, in the present

reign, "When the people conceive that laws and tribunals, and even popular asscnibliesj are
perverted from the ends of their institution, they find in these names of degenerated estalilish-

inenls only new motives to discontent. Those bodies which, when full of life and beauty, lay

in their arras and were their joy and comfort, when dead aud jjutrid become more loathsome
from remembrance of former endearment."— Thoughts ou the present Discontents, 1770.

•• Tutor haberi
Principis, Augusta Caprearom in rupe sedentis

Cum grege Chaldaeo. Jc%t:kal Sat. x. v. 92.

The Senate still ontiuued during the reign ofTiberius to manage all the business of the public;

the money was then and long after coined by their authority, and every other public alfair

received their sanction.
We arc told by Tacitus of a certain race of men, who were particularly useful to the

Roman Kranerors -, they were called "inslrumenta regiii," or "Court Tools," from «hich it ap-
pears, that \ly Lords M-lgr-ve, Ch-th-m, etc. etc. are by no means things of modern invention.

"* There is something very touching in what Tacitus tells us of the hopes that revi\ed in a
few patriot bosoms, when the death of Augustus was near approaching, and the fond expectatioa
with which ihey began "bona libertatis incassum disserere,

Ferguson says, that Caesar's interference with the rights of election "made the subversion
of the Republic more felt than any of the former acts ofhis power." — Roman Republic, book
V. chap. 1.

-}• Andrew Marvell, the honest opposer of the court during the reign of Charles the Second,
and the last Member of Parliament \»ho, according to the ancient mode, took wages from his

constituents. How very much the Commons have changed their pay-masters! — See the State-
Poems for some rude but spirited effusions of Andrew vlarvell.

•J-|-
The following artless speech of Sir Francis Winnington in the reign of Charles the Second,

will amuse those «ho are fully aware of the perfection which we have attained in that system
of Government whose humble beginnings seem to have astonished the worthy Baronet so much.
"I did observe (says he) that all those who had pensions, aud most of those who had offices),

voted all of a side'as they were directed by some great officer, exactly as if their business in

this House had been to preserve their pensions and oflices, and not to make laws for the good
of them who sent them here."— He alludes to that Parliament Mhich was called, par excellence,
the Pensionary Parliament.' a distinction, however, which it has long lost, aud which we merely
give H from old custom, just as we say The Irish Rebellion.
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Not bolder truths of sacred Freedom hung

From Sidney's pen or biirn'd on Fox's tonj^ue.

Than upstart Whigs produce each market-night,
Wliile yet their conscience as their purse is light;

While debts at home exc^ite tlieir care for those
Which, dire to tell, their much-Iovd country owes,
And loud and uprij^ht, till their price be known,
They thwart the King's supplies to raise tlieir omh —
But bees, on floAvers alighting, cease their hum,
So, settling upon places, Whigs grow dumb!
And, though I feel as if indignant Heaven
Must think that Avretch too foul to he foi-given.

Who basely hangs the bright, protecting sliade

Of Freedom's ensign o'er Corruption's trade*,
And makes the sacred Hag he dares to shew
His passport to the market of her foe ! —
Yet

,
yet , I ow n , so venerably dear

Are Freedom's grave old anthems to my ear.

That I enjoy them, though by rascals sung.
And reverence Scripture ev'n from Satan's tongue.
Nay, when the Constitution has expir'd,

I'll have such men, like Irish wakers, hir'd

To sing old Habeas Corpus by its side.

And ask , in purchas'd ditties , w hy it died ** ?

See that smooth Lord, whom nature's plastic pains

Seem to have destin'd for those Eastern reigns

When eunuchs flourish'd , and when nerveless things

That men rejected Avere the chos'n of Kings"*,
Ev'n he forsooth (oh mockery accurst!)
Dar'd to assume the patriot's name at first — f
Thus Pitt began, and thus begin his apes;
Thus devils, yvhen first rais'd, take pleasing shapes —
But, oh poor Ireland! if revenge be sweet
For centuries of wrong, for dark deceit

And Avithering insult — for the Union thrown
Into thy bitter cupff, when that alone

Of slavery's draught was wanting ff-{-
— if for this

"While they promise them liberty, they themselves are the servants of corruption." 2I*ct.

ii.— I siig'gest with much deference to the expounders of Scripture-prophecy, whether Mr. (/-nn-

iig 18 not at present fullilling the prediction of " the scoffers," «ho were to come " in the last

days."
** I helieve it is in following the corpse to the grave, and not at the wakes (as we call the

M'atching of the dead) , that this elegiac howl of my countrymen is performed. Spenser says,
that our howl "is heathenish, and proceeds from a des^pair of salvation." If so, 1 think Ena;-
land may join in chorus with us at present. — The Abbe de Motraye tells us, Ihat the Jews in

the East address their dead in a similar manner, and say, "IIu! Hn ! Hu ! why did jou die"?

Hadn't you a wife? Hadn't you a long pipe*" etc. etc. (See his Travels.) 1 thought for a
long time with Vallancey, that we were a colony of Carthaginians, but from this passage of De
Motraye, and from the way in which Mr. P-rc-v-I would have us treated, 1 begin to suspect we
are no better than Jews.

*** According to Xenophon, the chief circumstance which recommended eunuchs to the service
ofEastern princes, was the ignominious station which they held in society, and the probability of
their being, upon this account, more devoted to the will and caprice of a master, from whose
notice alone they derived consideration, and in whose favour they found a refuge from the con-

tempt of mankuid. ^idoioi ovrtg ol svrovxoi nana Toii alXoig avdijoyrcoig y.ai 6ta rovTO

dtanoTov entxovQov n^iocidiuvTui ^ — But I doubt whether even an Eastern Prince would
have chosen an entire Administration upon this principle.

f Does Lord C-stl-r-gh remember the Reforming Resolutions of his early days'?

\\ "And in the cup an Union shall be thrown." Hamlet.
Three C's ^vere branded in the Sibylline books as fatal to the peace and liberties of Rome.

Tqia y.anna y.ay.iaTa. Cornelius Sylla, Cornelius Cinna, and Cornelius Leutulus^ ). And
three C's will be remembered in Ireland as long as C-m-d-n and cruelty, Cl-re and corruption,
C-stl-r-gh and contempt, are alliteratively and appropriately associated.

\\\ Among the many measures which, since tlie Revolution, have contributed to increase the
influence of the Throne, and to feed up this " Aaron's serpent" of the constitution to its present
healthy and respectable magnitude, there have been few more nutritive than the Scotch and
Irish Unions. Sir John Packer said, in a debate upon the former question, that " lie would sub-

mit it to the House, whether men who had basely betrayed their trust by giving up their indepen-
dent constitution, were lit to bo admitted into the English House of Commons." Dut Sir John
would have known, if he had not been out of place at the time, that the pliancy of such mate-
rials was not among the least of their recommeudatinns. Indeed the promolors of the Scotch
Union were by no means disappointed in the leading object of their measure, for the triumphant
majorities of the Court -parly in Parliament may be dated from the admission of the "ia and
the IB. Once or twice upon the alteration of their law of treason and the imposition of the malt-
tax (measures, which were in direct violalioii of the Act of Union) lliesi? worthy North Rritons
arrayed themselves in opposition to the Court; but linding this eU'orl fur their country unavailing.

1 See a pamphlet on the Union, by "a Philosopher.'
» See a treatise by Ponlus De Thiard, " De recta Noominum Irapositioue, " p. W.
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Revenge be sweet, thou hast that daemon's bliss;

For oh! 't is more than hell's revenge to see

That Eng^land trusts tlie men who 've ruin'd thee!

That in these awful days , when every hour
Creates some new or blasts some ancient power,

"When proud Napoleon , like the burning shield

'

Whose light compeU'd each wondering foe to yield.

With baleful lustre blinds the brave and free,

And dazzles Europe into slavei'v

!

That, in this hour, when patriot zeal should guide.

When Mind should rule, and — Fox should not have died,

All , that devoted England can oppose

To enemies made fiends and friends made foes,

Is the rank refuse, the despi^'d remains"
Of that unpitying power , vhose Avliips and chains

Made Ireland first, in wild, adulterous trance.

Turn false to England's bed and Mhore with France! —
Those hacked and tainted tools, so foully fit

For the grand artizan of mischief P-tt,

So useless ever but in vile employ,
So Meak to save, so vigorous to destroy!

Such are the men that guard thy threatcn'd shore,

Oh England ! sinking England '"
! boast no more.

they prudently determined to think thenceforward of themselves , and few men have kept to a
laudable resolution more lirmly. The effect of Irisli rcpreseutation upon the liberties of Eng-
land Mill be uo less perceptib'le and no less permanent.

Oui}' uye TAYPOY
Annrrai ANTF^iJOSTO^.^

The infasion of such cheap and useful ingredients as my Lord L-m-r-ck, _Mr. D-nn-9 Br-wne,
etc. etc. into the Jjegislature must act as a pouerful alterative on the Coustitution, and clear it
by degrees of all the troublesome humours of honesty.

* The magician's shield in Ariosto
E tolto per vertii dello splendore
La libertate a loro. Cant. 2.

We are told that Caesar's code of morality was contained in the follonijig lines of Eoripides,
which that great man very frequently repeated:

Et.Ttn yuo uii/.tiv /nti zvonawidog Tztoi

Ka/./.tnrov adtxetr' TaV.a d'tvatiSsiv ](^e03V.

This appears to be also the moral code of Bonaparte.
" \>hen the Duke_ of Buckingham was assas-cinated, Charles the First, asatribnte to his

memory, continued all his creatures in the same posts and favours which they hn.d enjoyed un-
der their patron; aud much in the same manner do we see the country sacriliced to the manes
of a Minis^ter at present.

It is invidious perhaps to look for parallels in the reign of Charles the First, but the expe-
dient'of threatening the Commons Milli dissolution which lias lately been played oITwith so much
eclat, appears to ha^e been frequently resorted to at that period In one instance Hume tells

us, that the King sent his Lord Keeper (not his Jester) to menace the House, that unless they
dispatched a certain Bill for subsidies, they must expect to sit no longer. By similar threats
the excise upon beer and ale was carried in Charles the Second's reign. It is edifying to know
that thouffh Mr. C-nn-g despises Putfendorf, he has uo objection to precedents deri\ cd from the
Courts otthe Stuarts.

*" The following prophetic remarks occur in a letter written by Sir Robert Talbot, who at-
tended the Duke of Bedford to Paris in 1762. Talking of states which have grown powerful in
commerce, he says, "According to the nature and common course of things there is a confede-
racy against theni, and consequently in the same proportion as they increase in riches, they ap-
proach to destruction. The address of our King William in making all Europe take the alarm
at France has brought that country before us near that inevitable period. We must necessarily
have our turn, and Great Britain will'attain it as soon as France shall ha^c a dcclaimer with
organs as proper for that political purpose as were those of our W illiam the Third
ANithout doubt, my Lord, Great Britain must lower her flight. Europe Mill remind us of the
balance of commerce as she has reminded France of the balance of power. The address of our
statesmen will immortalize them by contriving for us a descent which shall not be a fall, by
making u» rather resemble UoUaud than Carthage and Venice." — Letters on the French
Nation.

s From Aratus (v. 715), a poet, who wrote upon astronomy, thongb, as Cicero assures
ns.heknew nothing whatever about the subject — just as the great Harvey wrote "DeGe-
iieratiune, " though he had as little to do with the matter as my Lord Viscount C.
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INTOLERANCE.
PART THE FIRST.

This clamonr, which pretends to be raised for the safety of Religion, has almost
worn out the very appearance of it, and rendered us not only tlic most divided
but the most immoral people upon the face of the e.irdi."

Adbisos, Freeholder, No. 37.

Start not, my Friend, nor think the Muse will stain
HtT classic fingers M'ith the dust profane
Of Bulls , Decrees , and fulminating; scrolls.

That took such freedom once Avith royal eonls*.

When Heaven was yet the Pope's exclusive trade.

And King-s Avcre damnd as fast as noM- they 're made

!

No , no — let D—gen-n search the Papal chair '
*

]Vor fragrant treasures long forgotten there,

And as the vitch of sunless Lapland thinks

That little evarthy gn(unes delight in stink$,

Let sallow P-rc-v-1 snuff up the gale,

Which wizard D—gen-n's gather'tl sweets exlialc!

tnough for me, whose heart has learn'd to scorn
Bigots alike in Rome or England horn,
Who lothe the venom, whencesoe'er it springs.

From Popes or Lawyers,'", Pastry-cooks or Ivings,

Enough for me to laugh and weep hy turns,

As mirth provokes , or indignation hums.
At C-nn—g vapours, or as France succeeds.

As H-wk-sb'ry proses, or as Ireland bleeds!

And thou, my Friend — if, in these headlong days.

When bigot Zeal her drunken antics plays

So near a precipice , that men the M'liile

Look breathless on, and shudder Mhlle they smile —
If, in such fearful days, thon'lt dare to look

To hapless Ireland, to this rankling nook
Which Heaven ha^s freed from poisonous things in vain,

* The kinff-deposing doctrine, nnt« ithstanding its many mischievous absurdities, was of no
little service to^'the cause of political liberty, by inculcating "tlie right of resistance to tyrants, aud
asserting the >\ill of the people to be the only true fouutain of power. Bellarmiuc, the most
violent of the advocates for papal authority, «as one of the iirst to maintain (see De I'ontif. lib.

i. cap. 7), "That Kings have not their authority or office immediately from God nor his law, but
only from the law of nations;" and in King James's "Defence of the Rights of Kings againct
('ardinal Perron," we find His Majesty expressing strong inditnatiou against the ("ardinul foe
having asserted "that to the deposing ofa King the consent of ilie people must be obtained"—
"for by these words (says James) the people are exalted above the King, and made the judges of
the King's deposing." P. i'ii. — Even in Mariana's celebrated book, where the nonsense of
higntry does not interfere, there are some liberal and enlightened ideas of government, of the
restraints Mhicli should be imposed upon Rojal power, of the subordination of the Tiirone to
the interests of the people, etc. etc. (De Itege' et Regis lustitutione. See particularly lib. i. cap.
•». 8, and 9.) — It is rather remarkable too, that England should be indebted to another Jesuit,
for the earliest defence of that principle upon which the Revolutiou was founded, namely, the
right of the people to change the succession. (See Doleman's "Conferences, "'written in snpport'ofthe
title of the Infanta of Spain against that of James 1.) When Englishmen, therefore, say that
Popery is the religion of slavery, they should not only recollect that their boasted Constitution
is the work and bequest of Pdiiish ancestors; they should not only remember the laws of Ed-
ward in. "under whom (says Boliogbroke) the constitution of our Parliaments, and tlie whole
form of our Government, became reduced into better form;" but they should know that even
the errors of Popery ha\ e leaned to the cause of liberty, and that Papists, howev er mistaken
their motives may have been, were the Iirst promulgators of the doctrines which led to the He-
volution. — Rut, in truth, the political principles (if the Roman Catholics have generally been
made to suit the convenience of their oppressors, and they have been represented alternately as
slavish or refractory, according as a pretext for tormenting them was wanting. The same in-
consistency has marked every other imnutation against them. They are charged with laxity in
the observance of oaths, though an oath has been found sufTieient to shut them from all world-
ly adv antages. If they reject some decisions of their church, they are said to be sceptics and
bad Christians; if they admit those very decisions, they are branded as bigots and bad subjects.
We are told that contidenre and kindness will make them enemies to the Government, though
vc know that exclusion and injuries have with dilficulty prevented them from being its friends.
In short, nothing can better illustrate the misery of those shifts and evasions by which a long
course of cowardly injustice must be supported, than the whole history of Great Rritain's con-
duct towards the Catholic part of her empire.

" The " Sella Stcrcoraria " of the Popes. — The Right Honourable and learned Doctor
will iind an engraving of this chair in Spanheinj's " Disquisitio iiistorica de Papa Foemina"
(p. IIH] ; and I recommend it as a model for the fashion of that scat which the Doctor is about
to take in the Pru'(/-Couiicil of Ireland.

*" When Innocent X. wa.i entreated to decide the controversy between the Jesuits and the
Janscnists, he answered, that " he had been bred a Lawyer, and had therefore nothing to do
with divinitj." — It were to be Mi^hed that some of our English pettifoggers kucw their cle-
ment as well ail Pope luHoccut X.
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While G-ff-rd's tongue and 3I-sgT-ve"s pen remain —
If thou hci?t yet no golden blinkers got

To shade thine eyes from this devoted spot.

Whose Avrongs , tho' blazon'd o'er the world they he,

I'Jacemen alone are privileged not to see —
Oh ! turn awhile , and tho' the shamrock wreathes
5Iy homely harp

,
yet shall the song it breathes

Of Ireland's slavery, and of Ireland's woes, ;

Live , when the memory of her tyrant foes

Shall but exist, all future knaves to warn,
£mbalm'd in hate , and canoniz'd by scorn

!

When C-stler—gh', in sleep still more profound
Than his own opiate tongue now deals around,
Shall wait th' impeachment of that awful day
Which ev'n his practis'd hand can't bribe away

!

And oh! my Friend, wert thou but near me now,
To see the spring difTuse o'er Erin's brow
Smiles that shine out , unconquerably fair,

Ev'n thro' the blood-marks, left by C-md-n" there!

Couldst thou but see what verdure paints the sod

Which none but tyrants and their slaves have trod,

And didst thou know the spirit, kind and brave.

That warms the soul of each insulted slave,

Who , tird with struggling , sinks beneath his lot.

And seems by all but watchfiil France forgot '" —
Thy heart would burn — yes, evn thy Pittite heart
Would burn to think that such a blooming part

Of the world's garden, rich in natures charms,
And fill'd with social souls and vigorous arms.
Should be the victim of that canting crew,
So smooth , so godly

,
yet so devilish too.

Who, arm'd at once with pray'r-books and with whipsf,

* The breach of faith which the maiiaffers of the Irish I'uion have been guilty of iiidisap-

pointiug those hopes of emancipation which they excited in tlie bosoms of the Catholics, is no
new trait in the annals of English policy. A similar deceit was practised to felicitate the I'uioii

with Scotland, and hopes « ere held out of exemption from the Corporation and Test Acts, iu

order to divert the Parliament of that country from encumbering the measure with any stipula-

tion to that effect.
*• IVot the C-md-n, who speaks thus of Ireland

:

"Atque uno verbo dicam, sive lernes fecunditatem, sive maris et portuum opporlunitatem,
give incolas respicies qui bellicosi sunt, ingeniosi, corponiiii lineamentis con>ii>icui, mirilica car-

nis mollitie et propter musculorum teneritatera agilitate incredibili, a multis dotibus ila felixest

insula, ut non male dixerit Gyraldus. ' naturam hocZephyrireffnumbenigiiiori oculorcspexissc'."
*'• The example of toleration,which Bonaparte has gi\eu, wilfproduce, 1 fear, no other effect than

that of determining the British Government to persist, from the very spirit of opposition, in their

own old system of intolerance and injustice; just as the Siamese bla'cken their teeth, "because,"
as they say, "the devil has white ones i."

}• One of the unhappy results of the controversy between Protestants and Catholics is the
mutual exposure which their criminations and recriminations have produced. In vain do the

Protestants charge the Papists with closing the door of salvation upon others, while many of

their own writings and articles breathe the same uncharitable spirit. Ao Canon of Constance
or Lateran ever damned heretics more effectually than the eighth of the Thirty-nine Articles

consigns to perdition every single member of the Greek church, and 1 doubt whether a more
sweeping clause of damnation was ever proposed in the most bigottcd council, than that which
the CaUinistic theory of predestination in the seventeenth of these Articles eichibits. It is true

that no liberal Protestant avows such exclusive opinions ; that every honest clergyman must feci

a pang while he subscribes to them ; that some even assert the Athanasian Creed to be the for-

gery of one A igilius Tapsensis, in the beginning of the bth century, and that eminent divines,

like Jortin, have" no hesitated to say, "There are propositions contained in our Liturgy and Ar-

ticles, which no man of common sense amongst us belie\esz." But while all this is freelycon-
ceded to Protestants; while nobody donbts their sincerity, when they declare that their articles

are not essentials of faith, but a collection of opinions which ha\ e been promulgated by fallible

men, and from many of which they feel themselves justilled in dissenting, — while so much li-

berty of retraction is allowed to Protestants upon their o« n declared and subscribed Articles of

religion, is it not strange that a similar indulgence should be refused, with such inconWncible
obstinacy, to the Catholics, upon tenets which their church has uniformly resisted and condemn-
ed, in every country where it has flnurished indepcndt- ntly '? When the "Catholics say, "The de-

cree of the council of Lateran which you object to us, "has no claim whate^er upon either our
faith or our reason; it did not even profess to contain any doctrinal derision, but was merely a
judicial proceeding of that assembly; and it would be as fair for us to impute 3. wife-killing Aoc-
trine to the Protestants, because their first Pope, Henry VIII was sanctioned in an indulgence
of that propensity, as for you to conclude that we have inherited a king-deposing taste from the
acts of the Council of Lateran. or the secular pretensions of our Popes. \\ ith respect tiio to

the Decree of the Council of ('onstauce, upon the strength of which you accuse us of breaking
faith with heretics, we do not hesitate to pronounce that Decree a calumnious forgery, a forgery
too so obvious and ill-fabricated, that none but our enemies have e\er ventured to give it the
slightest credit for authenticity:" — When the Catholics make these declarations (and they are
almost weary with making them); when they shew too, by their conduct, that these declarations

1 Sec L'Histoire IVaturelie et Polit. du Roiaumc de Siam, etc.
2 Strictures on the Articles, Subscriptions, etc.

i
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Blood on their hands, and Scripture on their lips,

Tyrants by creed , and torturers by text,

Make this life hell, in honour of the 7ic.rt.'

Your ll-de^d-Ies, P-rc-v-ls—oh, gracious Heaven!
If I'm presumptuous, be ray tonp^ue forgiven,

• When here I swear, by ray soul's liope of rest,

I'd rather have been born, ere man was blest

With the pure da^vn of Revelation's light,

Yes ! — rather phmge me back in Pagan night.

And take my chance with Socrates for bliss ',

Than be the Christian of a faith like this,

Which builds on heavenly cant its earthly sway,

And in a convert mourns to lose a prey ;

Which , binding polity in spiritual chains,

And tainting piety with temporal stains *',

Corrujits both State and Church, and makes an oath

The knave and atheist's passport into both —
Wliieh, while it dooms dissenting souls to know
Nor bliss above nor liberty below.

Adds the slave's suffering to the sinner's fear.

And, lest he scape hereafter, racks him here*'*!

are sincere, and that their faith and morals are no more regulated by the absurd decrees of old

councils and Popes, than their science is influenced by the Papal anathema agains that Irishman i,

who iirst found out the Antipodes: — is it not strange that so many still wilfully distrust what
every good man is so much interested in belie\ing* That so many should prefer the dark-lau-
tern of the 13th century to the suushine of intellect whirh has since spread over the world, and
that every dabbler iu theology, from Mr. Le Mesurier down to the Chancellor ofthe Exchequer,
should dare to oppose the rubbish of Constance and Laterau to the bright triumphaut progress
of justice, generosity, and truth'*

* There is a singular work "upon the Souls of the Pagans," by one Franciscos Collins, in

which he discusses, with much coolness and erudition, all the probable chances of salvation upon
which a heathen philosopher may calculate. He damns without much difliculty Socrates, Plato,
etc. and the only one at whose fate he seems to hesitate is Pythagoras, iu consideration of his

golden thigh and the many miracles which he performed : but, having balanced his claims a
little, and liuding reason to father all these miracles on the devil, he at length, in the twenty-
lifth chapter, decides upon damning him also. (De Animabus Paganorum, lib. iv. cap. 20 and
25.)— Dante compromises the matter with the Pagans, and gives them a neutral territory or
limbo of their o«n, where their employment, it must be owned, is not very_ enviable— "Senza
gpeme vivemo in desio." Caut. iv.— Among the many errors imputed to Origeu, he is accused
of having denied the eternity of future punishment, and, if he never advanced amore irrational

doctrine, we may forgive him. He went so far, however, as to include the devil himself iu the
general hell-delivery which he supposed would one day or other take place, and in this St.

Augusiin thinks him rather too merciful— "Miserecordior profecto fuit Origenes, qui et ipsum
diabolum, etc." (De Civitat. Dei, lib. xxi. cap. IT.)— St. Jerom says, that, according to Origen,
"the devil, after a certain time, will be as well olf as the angel Gabriel" — "Id ipsum fore
Gabrielem quod diabolum." (See his Epistle to Pammachius.) but Halloix, in his Defence of
Origen, denies that he had any of this misplaced tenderness for the devi),— I take the liberty

of recommending these notitiae upon damnation to the particular attentiuu of the learned Chan-
cellor of the Exchequer.

*' Mr. Fox, in his Speech on the Repeal of the Test Act (1790), condemns the intermixture
of religion witli the poliiical constitution of a state; "what purpose (he asks) can it serve, ex-
cept the baleful purpose of communicating and receiving contamination'? Under such au alliance
corruption must alight upon the one, and slavery o\ erwhelm the other."

Locke too says of the connexion between Church and State, "The boundaries on both sides

are iixed and immovable. He jumbles hea\ en and earth together, the things most remote and
opposite, who mixes these two societies, which are in their original, end, business, and in every
thing, perfectly distinct and infinitely different from each other."— First letter on Toleration.

The corruptions of Christianity may be dated from the period of its establishment under
Constantine, nor could all the splendour which it then acquired atone lor the peace and purity
which it lost.

"* 1 doubt whether, after all, there has not been as much bigotry among Protestants as among
Papists. According to the hackuied quotation—

Iliacos intra muros peccatur et extra.
The great champion of the Reformation, Melanchthon, whom Jortiu calls, "a divine of

much mildness and good-nature " thus expresses his approbation of the burning of Servetua

:

"Legi (he says to Bulliuger) quae de Scrveti blaspheniiis respondistis et pietatem ac judicia

vestra probo. Judico etiam senatum Genevensem recte fecisse, quod hominem pertinacem et

non omissurum blasphcmias sustulit; ac miratus sum esse qui sevevitalem illam improbent."—

I

have great pleasure in contrasting with these "mild and good-natured" sentiments the following
words of the Papist Baluze, in addressing his friend Coiiringius: "Interim amemus, mi Ccm-
ringi,et tametsi diversas opinioues tuemur in causa religionis, moribus tainen di\ersi_nou simus,
qui eadem literarum studia sectaraur." — Herman. Conriug. Epistol. par. secund. p. 5G.

Hume tells us that the Commons, in the beginning of Charles the First's reigu, "attacked
Montague, one of the king's chaplains, on account of a moderate book which he had lately com-

,
[>osed, and which, to their great disgust, saved virtuous Catholics as well as otiier Christians
from eternal torments."— Iu the same manner a complaint was lodged before the Lords of the

Council against that excellent writer Hooker for ha\ ing, in a Sermon agaiiist Popery, attempted
to save many of his Popish ancestors for ignorance.— To these examples of Protestant toleration

1 shall beg leave to oppose the following extract from a letter of old lloger Aschain (the tutor

of Queen Elizabeth), which is preserved among the Harrington Papers, and was written in IStiti

to the Earl of Leicester, complaining of the Archbishop Vouug, who had taken away his prebend

Virgilius, surnamed Solivagiis, a native of Ireland, wh<i maintained in the 8th century
the doctrine of the Antipodes, and was anathematized accordingly by the Pope. — John
Scotus Erigcna, another Irishman, was the lirstthatcver wrote against transubstaulialiun.

I
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But no — far other faith, far miUler heams
Of heavenly justi<:e warm the Christian's dreams!
His creed is writ on Mercy's page above
By the pure hands of all-atoninf": Love

!

lie -weeps to see his soul's Ueligion twine
Tlie tyrant's sceptre Avith her Mreath divine,

And he, while round liini sects and nations raise

To the one God their varyinj:^ notes of praise.

Blesses each ^oice, >vhatc'er its tone may be,

That serves to sm ell the pfeneral harmony *

!

Such was the spirit, gi-andly, J^ently bri<;;ht, ,

That fiHd , oh l-'ox! thy peacehil soul with light;

While blandly spreading, like that orb of air

Which folds our planet in its circling <;arc.

The mighty sphere of thy trans;)arent mind
Embracd the Avorld, and breath d for all manltlnd!

Last of the great, farewell! — yet vot the last —
Tho' Britain's snn.-«hine honr witli thee be past,

lerne still one gleam of glory gives,

And feels but half thy loss, Mhilc Grattan lives.

APPENDIX.
The folloM'ing Is part of a Preface which was intended by a friend and conntry-

nian of mine for a collection of L"ish airs to whicli he hud adapted English Monls.

As it has never been published , and is not inapplicable to my subject, 1 shall take

the liberty of subjoining it here.

* • • *

" Our history , for many centuries past , is creditable neither to our neighbours

or ourselves, and ought not to be read by any Irishman Avho Avishes either to loic

£ngland or to feel proud of Ireland. Tlie loss of independence very early debased

our character, and our feuds and rebellions, though fr(^qnent and ferocious, but

seldom displayed that generous spirit of enterprise, >vith which the pride «)f an in-

dependent monarchy so long dignified the struggles of Scotland. It is true this is-

land has giAcn birth to heroes m ho, under more favourable circumstances, might
have left in the hearts of their countrymen recollections as dear as those of a Uruc,
or a Wallace ; but success Avas Avanting to consecrate resistance , their cause a« as

branded Avith the disheartening name of treason, and their oppressed country Avas

such a blank among nations, that, like the adventures of those Avoods A\hich lli-

naldo Avished to explore, the fame uf their actions Avas lost in the obscurity of the

place Avhere they achieved them.

in the church of York i "Master Bourne i did never prie\e iiic half so moche iii ofTeriiig me
wrong, as iVIr. Dudley and tiic Uisliop of York doe, in taking away ray right. Ao liys-liopp !u

Q. Mary's time would have so dealt with jne; not '\\r. Uouriie hjni^clf, when WinrheMcr li\ed.

durst have so dealt «ith me. For suche good estimation in those dayes even the learncdstanj
Avysest men, as Gardener and Cardinal I'oolc made of my poorc service, that, although they
knewe perfectly that in religion, both by open wrylinge and pr^Aie talke, i was contrarye unto
them; jea, when Sir Francis Englelield by name did note me speciallye at tlie coniicill-board,
Gardener would not suffer inc to be called thither, nor touched ell9wheare,8aiii;ge suclie words
•if me in a letlre, as though leltres cannot, I bluslie to write them to your lordshipp. Win-
chester's good-will stoode not in si>eaking faire and wishing well, but he did in deede that for

uic2, whereby my wife and children shall live the belter when 1 am gone." (See INugae Anti-
quae, vol. i. p. 9H, 99.)— If men who acted thus were bigots, «hat shall we call Mr. P-rc-v-1"*

In Sutclilfe's "Survey of Popery" there is the following assertion : "Papists, that positively

hold the heretical and false doctrines of the modern church of Rcmie, cannot possibly be saved.''— As a contrast to this and other specimens of Protestant liberality, which it v\ould be much
more easy than pleasant to collect, I refer my reader to the Declaration of Le Perc Courayer,
and, while he reads the sentiments of this pious man upon toleration, I doubt not he will fee)

inclined to exclaim w ith Hclsham, " Mlush, ye Protestant higots I and be confounded at the com-
parison of your own wretched and malignant prejudices ^^ ith the generous and enlarged ideas,
the noble and animated language of this Popish priest."— Essays, \x\ii. p. 8(i.

• "La tolerance est la chose du monde la plus propre a ramener le siecle d'or ct a fairc
Hn concert et une harnionie de plusieurs voix et instrumens de diifercns Ions et notes, aussi
agreable pour le moins (|ue liiniformite d'line senle voix." Bayle, Comnientaire Philosophiqiie,
etc. part li. chap. vi.— Both Bayle and Locke would have treated the subject of Toleration in
a manner more worthy of themselves and of the cause, if they had written in au age less dis-
tracted by religious prejudices.

1 Sir John Bourne, Principal Secretary of Slate to Queen Mary.
2 By Gardener's favour Ascham long held his fellow ehip, though not rCBident.
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erranilo in qiielli boschi

Trovar poiria stranc avveiuuro e molte,^
Ma come i liioghi i lUtti anror sou foschi,

Che nun se'ii ha notizia le yiiii volte*.

"Hence it is that the annals of Ireland, tliroiig^h a long lapse of six hundred
years, exhibit not one of thot;e shining names, not one of those tlieiucs of national
jjride, from which poetry borrows her noblest inspiration, and that history, which
ought to be the ricliest garden of the Muse, yielils notliing to her here but weeds
and cypress. In truth , tlie poet who would embellish his song Avith allusions to

Irish names and events , must be content to seek them in those early periods when
our character was yet unalloyed and original, before the impolitic craft of our con-
querors had divided, weakened, and disgraced us; and the only traits of heroism
Mhich he can venture at this day to commemorate, Avith safety to lumself, or,

perhaps, with honour to the country, are to be hxiKed for in those times Mhen the
native raonarchs of Ireland displayed and fostered virtues worthy of a better

age; Mlien our Malachies wore collars of gold wliich tliey had won in single com-
bat from the invader", and our Bricns deserved tbe blessings of a people by all the
most estimable qualities of a king. It may l)e said indeed that the magic of tradi-

tion has shed a charm over this remote period, to Avliich it is in reality but little

entitled, and that most of the pictures, which we dwell on so fondly, of days
when this island Mas distinguished amidst the gloom of Europe, by the sanctity of
her morals, the spirit of her knighthood, and t!ie polish of her schools, are little

more than the inventions of national partialify, that briglit but spurious offspring

w hich vanity engenders upon ignorance , and with Mhich the first records of every
people aliound. But the sceptic is scarcely to be envied m ho would pause for stron-
ger proofs than we already possess of the early glories of Ireland ; and were even
tlic veracity of all these proofs surrendered

, yet m ho Avonld not fly to such flatter-

ing fictions from the sad degrading truths which the history of later times presents
to us?

" The language of sorrow however is, in general, best suited to our Music,
and with themes of this nature the poet may be amply supplied. There is not a
page of our annals M'hich cannot afford hiin a subject , and Avhile the national Muse
of other countries adorns her temple with tropliies of the past, in Ireland her altar,

like the shrine of Pity at Athens, is to he known only by the tears that are shed
upon it; 'lavrymis altarin surfant*'*.

'

" There is a wrIl-knoM n story , related of the Antiochians under the reign of
Thcodosius, Mhich is not only honourable to the powers of music in general, but
Mhich applies so peculiarly to the mournful melodies of Ireland, tliat I cannot resist

the temptation of introducing it here. — The piety of Theodosius Mould have
been admirable, if it had not been stained M'ith intolerance; but his reign affords

I believe, the first example of a disqualifying ])enal code enacted by Christians
against Christians!. Whether his interference Mith the religion of the Antiochi-
ans had any share in the alienation of their loyalty is not expressly ascertained by
liistorians ; but severe edicts , heavy taxation

, and' the rapacity and insolence of the
men whom he sent to govern them, sufficiently account for the discontents of a
warm and suscej)tihle peoj)le. Repentance soon folIoM-ed the crimes into which their
impatience had hurried them, but the vengeance of the Emperor Mas implacable,
and punishments of the most dreadful nature hung over the city of Antioch, Avhose
devoted inhabitants , totally resigned to despondence , Mandered through the streets

and public assemblies ,
giving utterance to their grief in dirges of the most touch-

ing laiuentationf. At length, Fiavianus, their bishop, whom they sent to in-

tercede with Thcodosius, finding all his entreaties coldly rejected, adopted the ex-
pedient of teaching these songs of sorroM', which he had heard from the lips of his
unfortunate countrymen , to the minstrels who performed for the Emperor at table.

The heart of Theodosius could not resist tliis appeal ; tears fell fast iuto Lis cup

' Ariosto, canto iv'.

* See Warner's History of Ireland, vol. i. book ix.

"' Statins, Thcbaid. lib. xii.

f "\ sort of civil cvcommuiiication (says Gibbon) which separated them from their fellow-
citizens by a peculiar brand of iiilaniy; and this dccl.iralion of the supreme maf^islrate tended
to justify, or at least to excuse, the insnlls of a t'.iiialir, populace. The sectaries were {gradually
disqoalilied for the possession of honourable or lucrall\e eniployiaents, and Theodosius was
satisfied with his own justice when he decreed, that, as tiie EunomUns distinguished the nature
of the Son from that of the Father, they should be iucapable of making their wills, or of receiv-
ing any advantage from testamentary donations."

H" Mihi jtva o?.oipuoun TiXti'ni y.at ttufinad-eiai avv!>iu(vot, ratg ftiXm^iati tntjdor.
Mcephor. lib. xii. cap. 43. — This story is also in Sozomen, lib! vii. cap. 2S; but unfortunately
Chrysostom says nothing whatever about it, and he not only had the best opportunities of infor-
mation, but waB too fond of music, as appears by his pra"i8es of psalmody (E\posit. in Psalm.
xli.), to omit such a flattering illustration oi its powers. He imputes their reconciliation to the
interference of the Antiochiau solitaries, while Zozimus attributes it to the remonstrances of
the sophist Libauius. — Gibbon, 1 thiuk, dues not cvcu allude to the story uf tbe lousiciaoti.
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while he ligtened , and the Antiochians were forgiven. — Surely , if music ever

spoke the inisfortnnes of a people , or could ever conciliate forgiveness for their er-

rors , the mufic of Ireland ought to possess those powers!"

THE

SCEPTIC.

PREFACE.

The Sceptical Pliilosophy of the Ancients has heen as much misrepresented as the

Epicurean. Pyrrho perhaps may have carried it to an irrational excess (though we
must not believe, with Beattie, all the absurdities imputed to this philosopher),

but it appears to me that the doctrines of the school , as stated by Sextus Empiri-

cus,' arc much more suited to the fi-ailty of human reason, and more conducive

to the mild virtues of humility and patience, than any of those systems which pre-

ceded the introduction of Christianity. The Sceptics lield a middle path between

the Dogmatists and Academicians , the former of whom boasted that they had at-

tained the truth, while the latter denied that any attainable truth existed: the

Sceptics, however, without asserting or denying its existence, professed to be mo-
destly and anxiously in search of it; as St. Augustin expresses it, in his liberal

tract against the Manichaeans, "nemo nostriun dicat jam se invcnisse veritatem;

sic earn quaeramus quasi ab utrisquc nesciatur. """ From this habit of iuipartial

investigation , and the necessity which they imposed upon themselves, of studying

not only every system of philosophy, but e^ery art and science, wliich pretended

to lay its basis in truth, they necessarily took a wider range of erudition, and
were more travelled in the regions of philosophy than those whom conviction or

bigotry had domesticated in any particular system. It required all the learning of

dogmatism to overthrow the dogmatism of learning; and the Sceptics, in this re-

spect , resembled that ancient incendiary , who stole from the altar the fire with

M hich he destroyed the temple. This advantage over all the other sects is allowed

to them even by Lip?ius, whose treatise on the miracles of the Virgo Ilallcnsis will

sufficiently save him from all suspicion of scepticism. " Lahore, ingenio , memo-
ria supra omnes pene philosophos fuisse. — Quid nonne omnia aliorum secta te-

nere debuerunt et inquirere , si poterunt rcfellere? res dicit. Nonne orationes va-

rias, raras, subtilcs inveniri ad tarn receptas, claras, certas (ut videbatur) senten-

tias evertcndas
?
" etc. etc.'" 3Ianuduct. ad Philosoph. Stoic. Dissert. 4.

The difference betw een the scepticism of the ancients and the moderns is , that

the former doubted for the purpose of investigating, as may be exemplified by
the third book of Aristotle's Metaphysics

,
f while the latter investigate for the pur-

pose of doubting, as may be seen through most of the philosophical works of Hume.f-J-

Indeed the Pyrrhonism of latter days is not only more subtle than that of antiquity,

but, it must be confessed , more dangerous in its tendency. The happiness of a
Christian depends so much upon his belief, that it is natural he should feel alarm

at the progress of doubt , lest it steal by degrees into the region from which he is

most interested in excluding it, and poison at last the very spring of his consolation

and hope. Still, however, the abuses of doubting ought not to deter a philoso-

phical mind from indulging mildly and rationally in its use ; and there is nothing,

I think, more consistent with the humble spirit of Christianity, than the scepticism

of him who professes not to extend his distrust beyond the circle of human pursuits,

and the pretensions of humiin knowledge. A philosopher of this kind is among the

readiest to admit the claims ofHeaven upon his faitli and adoration : it is only to the

wisdom of this w cak world that he refuses , or at lea>t delays , his assent ; it is

only in passing through the shadow of earth that his mind undergoes the eclipse

* Pyrrh. Hypoth._ The reader may find a tolerably clear abstract of this work of Sextos
Empiricus in La Verite des Sciences, by Mersenne, liv. i. chap. ii. etc,

•• Lib. contra Epist. Manichaei quam ^ocantFundamenti, Op. Paris, torn vi.
"• See Martin. Schoockius de Scepticismo, who endeavours, 1 think weakly, to refute this

opinion of Lipsius.

•f Egi de roij evnoQucai (iHlo/netotg nouoya to Siarco^rjoai xaXto;.—
Metaphys. Lib. iii. cnp. i.

if \either Hume, however, nor Berkeley, are to be judged by the iriisrepresentatioiis of

Beattie, whoie book, however aniiatjlj intended, appears to uie a niosit unphilosophical appeal

to popular feelings and prejudices, aud a cuntiuueu jittitio principii throughout.
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of scepticiism. No follower of Pyrrho has ever spoken more strongly against the

dogiuatii^ts than St. Paul himself, in the First Epistle to the Corinthians; and there

are passages in Ecclet^iastes , and other parts of Scripture, which justify our ut-

most diffidence in all that human reason originates. Even the Sceptics of antiquity

refrained from the mysteries of theology , and , in entering the temples of religion,

laid aside their philosophy at the porch. Sextus Empiricus thus declares the ac-

quiescence of his sect in the general belief of a superintending Providence: Too [isv

^ico xaraxoAs'&svrEff ado^a^co^ cpafiiv sivul d^iisg Jtat as§ofi£v &£8g Kdi ngovosiv avrsg

qxxfisv. Lib. iii. cap. l.In short, it appears to me that tliis rational and well-regulated

scepticism is the only daughter of the schools that can be selected as a handmaid
for Piety: he who distrusts the light of reason, will be the first to follow a more
luminous guide; and if, vith an ardent love for truth, he has sought her in vain

tlirough the ways of this life, he Avill turn with the more hope to that better world,

M'here all is simple, true, and everlasting: for there is no parallax at the zenith
— it is only near our troubled horizon that objects deceive us into vague and er-

roneous calculations.

THE SCEPTIC.

As the gay tint , that decks the vernal rose,

'

]\ot in the flower, but in our vision gloAvs;

As the ripe flavour of Falernian tides

Not in the wine, but in our taste resides;

So when, with heartfelt tribute, we declare

That Marco's honest and that Susan's fair,

'Tis in our minds , and not in Susan's eyes

Or Marco's life, the worth or beauty lies:

For she, in flat-nosed China, would appear
As plain a thing as Lady Anne is here

;

And one light joke at rich Loretto's dome
Would rank good Marco with the damn'd at Rome.

There's no deforniity so vile , so base.

That 'tis not somewhere thought a charm, a grace;

No foul reproach, that may not steal a beam
From other suns, to bleach it to esteem !

"

Ask, who is wise.'' — you'll find the self-same man
A sage in France, a madman in Japan;
And here some head beneath a mitre swells,

Which fftcre had tingled to a cap and bells:

Nay , there may yet some monstrous region be.

Unknown to Cook , and from Napoleon free.

Where C-stl-r—gh Mould for a patriot pass.

And mouthing M— Igr—ve scarce be deem'd an ass!

• "The particular bulk, number, figure, and motion of the parts of fire or snow are really
in them, whether any cue perceive them or not, and therefore theyinay be called real quali-
ties, because they really exist in those bodies j but li{?ht, heat, whiteness, or coldness, are no
more really in them than sickness or pain is in manna. Take away the sensation ot them; let

not the eye see light or colours, nor the ears hear sounds, let the palate not taste, nor the nose
Bmell, and all colours, tastes, odours, and sounds, as they are such particular ideas, vanish aud
cease." Locke, book ii. chap. 8.

Bishop Berkeley, it is well known, extended this doctrine even to primary qualities, and
supposed that matter itself has but an ideal existence. How shall we apply the bishop's theory
to tbat period which preceded the formation of man, when our system of sensiblethings was
produced, aud the sun shone, and the waters flowed, without any sentient beiii^ to witness thera'?

The spectator, whom VVhistou supplies, will scarcely solve the difficulty: "'lo speak my mind
freely," says he, "I believe that the Messias was there actually present."— See Whisxon, of
the Mosaic Creation.

" Boetius employs this argument of the Sceptics, among his consolatory reflexions upon the
empliness of fame. "Quid quod divcrsarum gentium mores inter sc atqueinstiluta discordant, ut
quod apud alios laude, apud alios supplicio dignum jndicetur*?"—Lib. ii. prosaT. Many amusing in-

stances of diversity, in the tastes, manners, and luorals of different nations, may be found through-
out the works of that interesting Sceptic Le Mothe le Vayer.— See his Opuscule Sreptique, his,

treatise " de la Secte Sceptique, and, above all, those Dialogues, not to be found in his works,
which he published under the name of Horatius Tubero.— The chief objection to these writings
of Le Vayer (and it is a blemish which, 1 think, may be felt in the Esprit des Loix), is the sus-

picious obscurity of the sources from which he frequently draws his instances, and the indis-

criminate use which he makes of the lowest populace of the library, those l>ing travellers
and wonder-mongers, of whom Shaftesbury complains, in his Advice to au Author, ns_ haying
tended in his own time to the diffusion of a very vicious sort of scepticism. A ol. i. p. 352. The
Pyrrhonism of Le Vayer, however, is of the most innocent and playful kind; and Villcmandy,
the author of Scepticisinus Debellatus, exempts him s[peoially in the declaration of war which
he denounces against the other armed neutrals of the gect, iu cousideraliou of the orthodox
limits within which he ho-s coulined his iucredulity.
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"List not to reason" (Epicurus cries),

"But trust the senses, there conviction lies;" —

*

Alas ! they jmlge not by a purer light,

Kor keep their fountains more untinged and bright:

Habit so mars them, that the Russian strain

Will sigh for train-oil, while he sips Champaigne;
And health so rules them, that a fever's heat

Would make even Sh—r—d—n think water sweet!

Just as the mind the erring sense'* believes.

The erring mind, in turn, the sense deceives,

And cold disgus^t can find but >vrinkles there,

W here passion fancies all that's smooth and fair.

•"", who sees, upon his pillow laid,

A face for which ten thousand pounds were paid,

Can tell, how quick before a jury flies

The spell that mock'd the warm seducer's eyes!

Self is the medium least refined of all

Through which opiniou's searching beam can fall;

And, jiassiiig there, the clearest, steadiest ray
Will tinge its light and turn its line astray.

Th' Ephesian smith a holier charm espied

In Dian's toe , than all his heaven beside
;'"

And true religion shines not half so true

On one good living as it shines on <ii"o.

Had W—Ic— t Ci-st been pension'd by the Tlirone,

Kings would have sufler'd by his praise alone;

And P—inc perhaps , for something snug per ann..

Had laughd, like W—11—sly, at aU Rights of 3Ian!

But 'tis not only individual minds
That habit tinctures, or that interest blinds;

* This was also the creed of those modern Epicureans, whom \inon de rEnclos collected

around her in the Rue des Touriieiies, and whose object seems to have been to decry the fa-

cuUy of reason, as tending only to embarrass our use of pleasures, without enabling us, in any
dejrrce, to avoid their abuse. Madame des Hoiiliere.*, the fair pupil of Des Harreaux in the

arts of poetry and voluptuousness, has devoted most of licr \ erses to this laudable purpose,

and is sui-h a delermiiied Ine to reason, that, in one of her pastorals, she cougraluluteH her
sheep on the want of it. ^t. Evreinont speaks thus upon liie subject:

" Uu melange incerlaiu d'esprit et de matiere._
Kous fait vivre avee trop ou trop pen de lumiere.

Nature, eIe\e-nous a la clarte des angcs,
Ou nous abaise au sens des simples auimaux."

Which scutimeuts I have thus ventured to paraphrase:
Had man been made, at nature's birth,

Of only flame or only earth.
Had he been form'd a perfect whole
Of purely that, or grossly this.

Then sense would ne'er have clouded soul,

IN'or soul restraiu'd the sense's bliss.

Oh happy ! had his light been strong,
Or had he never shared a light,

Which burns enough to show he's wrong,
Vet not enough to lead him right!

•* See those verses upon tlic fallaciousness of the senses, beginning "Falltint nosoctili," etc.

among the fragments of I'etronius. The most sceptical of the ancient poets was Euripides, and
I defy the whole school of I'yrrho to produce a more ingenious doubt than the following:

Tig d otdtv tt l»;v tu^ o xta/.t^Tui &artiv

To ^i;v de 9vi]ay.ttv tzt.— See Laert. in Pyrrh.
Socrates and Plato were the grand sources of ancient scepticism. Cicero tells us (de Orator,

lib. iii.), that they supplied Arcesilas with the doctrines of the Middle Academy, and how much
these resembled the tenets of the Sceptics, may be seen e\en in ScxtusEmpiriciis (lib. i. cap. 33.],

who, villi all his distinctions, can scarcely pro\e any difference. One is sorry to liiid that Epi-
curus was a dogmatist; and I rather thii'iU his natural temper Mould have led him to the repose
of scepticism, if the Stoics, by their violent opposition, had not forced him to be as obstinate as
themselves. Indeed Plutarch, in reporting some of his opinions, represents him as delivering

them with considerable hesitation. E.nxHQug ovdtr uJioyivtaa/.n rouTtor, t/oiiitvog tov tvdt-

yofttvov. De Placit. Philosoph. lib. ii. cap. 13. See also the 2lst and 22d chapters. But
that the leading characteristics of the sect were self-sufliciency and dogmatism, appears froiii

what Cicero says of Velleius, l)c \atur. Deor.— "Turn Velleius, lldentur sane, ut solcnt isti,

nihil tain verens quam ne dubitarc aliqua de re videretur."
••• See Acts, chap. xix. ; where every line reminds one of those reverend craftsmen who are

80 ready to cry out ''The church is in danger!"
"For a certain man named Demetrius, a silversmith, which made silver shrines for Diana,

brought no small gain unto the craftsmen :

"Whom he called together, \iiih the workmen of like occupation, and said, Sirs, ye know
that by this craft we h.d.y'e our wealth

:

"So that not only this our craft is likely to be set at nought, bat also that the temple of

•he great goddess Diana should be despised," etc. etc.
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Whole nations, fool'd by falsehood, fear, or pride
Their ostiich-heads in self-ilhision hide:

'

Thus England , hot from Denmark's smoking meads,
Turns up her eyes at GaUia's guilty deeds;
Thus, selfish still, the same dishonouring chain
She binds in Ireland, she would break in Spain *

Wliile praised at distance, but at home forbid,
'

Rebels in Cork are patriots at Madrid

!

Oh! trust me. Self can cloud the brightest cause,
Or gild the worst ; — and then , for nations' laws

!

Go, good civilian, shut thy useless book,
In force alone for laAvs of nations look.
Let shipless Danes and vhining Yankees dwell
On naval rights , m ith Grotius and A attel.

While C—bb—t's* pirate code alone appears
Sound moral sense to England and Algiers !

Woe to the Sceptic, in these party days,
Who burns on neither shrine the balm of praise!
For him no pension pouis its annual fruits,
No fertile sinecure spontaneous shoots;
Not his the meed that crownd Don H—kh—m's rhyme,

1
^«J* sees he e'er, in dreams of future time,

' Those shadowy forms of sleek reversions rise.
So dear to Scotchmen's second-sighted eyes!
Yet Mho, that looks to time's accusing leaf,

k Where Whig and Tory, thief opposed to thief,
' On either side in lofty shame are seen,

"

While Freedom's form hangs crucified between —
Who, B—rd—tt, who such rival rogues can see,
But flies from both to honesty and thee?

If, giddy with the world's bewildering maze, "*

Hopeless of finding, through its weedy ways.
One flower of truth, the busy crowd mc shun,
And to the shades of tranquil learning run,
How many a doubt pursues ! "" how oft we sigh.
When histories charm, to think that histories lie!
That all are grave romances , at the best,
And M—sgr— ve'sf but more clumsy than the rest!
By Tory Hume's seductive page beguiled,
We fancy Charles was just and Strafford mildjff
And Fox himself, with party pencil, draws
Monmouth a hero, "for the good old cause !"tff

" ' ,* With most of this writer's latter politics 1 confess I feel a most hearty concurrence, andperuaps, U l were an Englishman, my pride might lead me to acquiesce in that system of law-
less, uiilimited sovereignty, which he claims so boldly for his country at sea; but, viewing the
que.stion somewhat more disinterestedly, and as a friend to the common rights of mankind Icannot help thinking that the doctrines Mhich he maintained upon the Copenhagen expeditionand the dilferences with America, would establish a species of maritime tyranny, as cfiscredi-
table to the character of England, as it would be galling and unjust to the other nations of the

** This I ha%e borrowed from Ralph— Use and Muse of Parliaments, p. 164.
1 he agitation ot the ship is one of the chief difficulties which impede the discoverv of

tlie longitude at sea; and the tumult and hurry of life are equally unfavourable to that calm
level ot mind which is necessary to an inquirer after truth.

. ..l?.""*^
me&n lime, our modest Sceptic, in the absence of truth, contents himself with pro-

babilities, resembling in this respect those suitors of Penelope, who, when they found that they
could not possess the mistress herself, very wisely resolved to put up with her maids; rij

n,ivi?.onii nXt]aiai;siv ftyi dvvaftrtoi , rat; Tovrtu ifnyvvvro ^iQanaivuii. — Plutarch. iZtpt
Uaidtov Aytoyt^g,

""See a curious work, entitled "Reflections upon Learning," written on the plan of
^grippas "De Vamtate Scienliarum," but much more honestly and skilfully executed.

Collect.
t+ He defends Stratford s conduct as " innocent and even laudable." In the same spirit

ipeaking of the arbitrary sentences of the Star Chamber, he gays — "The severity of the Star
chamber, which was generally ascribed to Laud's passionate disposition, was perhaps, in itself
lomcwhat blaineable. ' See Towkks upon Hume.

•Hi That flexibility of temper and opinion, Mhich the habits of scepticism arc so calculated
produce, are thus pleaded lor by Mr. Fox, in the very sketch of Monmouth to which I allude;

ind this part ot the picture the historian may be thought to have drawn from himself. "One
•1 the most conspicuous features in his character seems to have been a remarkable, and, as
mine think, a culpable degree of flexibility. That such a disposition is prelVrable to its opio-
itc extreme will be admitted by all, who think that modesty, even iu excess, is more nearly

32
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Then, rights are Trrongs, and \'ictories are defeats.

As French or English pride the tale repeats;

And , when they tell Corunna's story o'er,

They'll disagree in all, but honouring Moore!
^iay , future pens , to flatter future courts,

May cite perhaps the Park-guns' gay reports.

To prove that England triumph'd on the morn
Which found her Junot's jest and Europe's scorn!

In science too — how many a system, raised

Like Neva's icy domes, awhile hath blazed

With lights of fancy and with forms of pride.

Then, melting, mingled with the oblivious tid

]Sow Earth usurps the centre of the sky,

IS'ow Newton puts the paltry planet by;
]\'ow whims revive beneath D scartes's * pen,

Which now\ assail'd by Locke's, expire again:
And when, perhaps, in pride of chemic powers,

We tliink the keys of Nature's kingdom ours.

Some Davy's magic touch the dream unsettles.

And turns at once our alkalis to metals

!

Or , should we roam , in metaphysic maze.
Through fair-built theories of former days,

Some Dr—mm—d" from the north, more ably skill'd.

Like other Goths , to ruin than to build.

Tramples triumphant through our fanes o'erthrown,

Nor leaves one gra<;e, one glory of his own!

Oh Learning ! Learning I whatsoe'er thy boast,

Unlettcr'd minds have taught and cliarm'd us most:
The rude, unread Columbus was our guide

To worlds, which learn'd Lactantius had denied,

And one wild Shakespeare, following Nature's lights.

Is M'orth whole planets , fiU'd w ith Stagirites !

See grave Theology, when once she strays

From Revelation's path, what tricks she plays!

How many various Jieavens hath Fancy's wing
Explored or touch'd from Papias'" down to Kingif
And hell itself, in India nought but smoke,|f
In Spain's a furnace , and in France — a joke.

Hail, modest ignorance! thou goal and prize.

Thou last, best knowledge of the humbly wise!
Hail, sceptic ease! when errors waves are past,

I

allit'tl to wisdom than conceit and self-sufficiency. He who has attentively considered the po-
litical, or indeed the general concerns of life, may possibly go still further, and may rank a
willingness to be convinced, or, in some cases, even without conviction, to concede our own
o[)iiiion to that of other men , among the principal ingredients in the composition of practical

wisdom." — The Sceptic's readiness of concession, however, arises more from uncertainty than
conviction, more from a suspicion that liis own opinion may be wrong , than from any persua-
sion that the opinion of his adversary is right. "It may be so," was the courteous and scepti-

cal formula, w ith which the Dutch were accustomed to reply to the statemeuis of ambassadors.
Sec Lloyd's Stale H orthies, art. Sir Thomas Wiat.

To the historical fragment of Mr. Fox, we may apply what Pliny says of the last, unfinished
works of eelebrated artists— "lu leuocinio coinraeudatiouis dolor est mauus, cum id ageret, ex-
tiuctae." Lib. xxxv. cap. 2.

• Descartes, who is cousidrred as the parent of modern scepticism, says, that there is no-
thing iu the whole range of philosophy which does not admit of two opposite opinions, and
which is not involved in doubt and uncertainly. "In Philosophia nihil adhuc reiieriri, de (juo

noil in utramque partem disputatur, hoc est, quod non sit iucertum et dubium. Gassendi is

another of our modern Sceptics, and VVedderkopff, in his Dissertation "De Scepticismo profann
et sacro" (Vrgentorat. IBGUj, has denounced Erasmus as a follower of Pyrrho, for his opinions
upon the Trinity, and some other subjects. To these if we add the iiames of Bayle. Male-
braiiche, Dijden, Locke, etc. etc. 1 think there is no one who need he ashamed of doubting in

such company.
•• See this gentleman's Academic Questions.
*•* Papias lived about the time of the Apostles, and is stipposed to hare given birth to the

heresy of the Chiliastae, whose heaven was by no means of a spirilual nature, but rather au
anticipation of the Prophet of Hera's elysium. See Eusebius Hist. Ecclesiast. lib. iii. cap. 33.

and Microuym. de Scriptor. Ecclesiast. — though, from all that I can find in these authors con-
cerning Papias, it seems hardly fair to impute to him those gross imaginations iu which the
believers of the sensual iiiilleiinium indulged.

+ King, in his Morsels of Criticism, vol. i. supposes the sun to be the receptacle of bless-
ed spirits.

. tt ,'V''^
Indians call hell " the House of Smoke." See Picart upon the Religion of the Ba-

1'*?*r ' *"'" ''t'^''^'' ^lio '* curious about infernal matters, may be edilied by consulting Busra
de Inferno, particularly lib. ii. cap. 7, H where he will find the precise sort of lire ascertained
in which wicked spirits are to be burned hereafter.
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How sweet to reach thy tranquil port* at last
And

, gently rock'd ia undulating doubt,
'

Smilo at the sturdy winds which war without!
Iherc gentle Charity, who knows how frail
The bark of A'irtue, even in snmraer's gale.
Sits by the nightly fire, whose beacon glows
For all who wander, whether friends or foes!
T^fjcre Faith retires, and keeps her white sail furl'd
Till call'd to spread it for a purer world;

'

While Patience lingers o'er the weedy shore.
And

, mutely waiting till the storm be o'er,
'

Turns to young Hope, who still directs his eye
To some blue spot, just breaking in the sky!

These are the mild , the blest associates gircn
To liun who doubts, and trusts in nought but Heaven!

32 *
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PREFACE.
J. HE PuWic have already been informed , throngh the tnediiim of the dally prints,

that, among the distinguished visitors to tlie Congress lately held atAix-la-ChapclIe,'
were Mr. Bob Gregson, Mr. George Cooper, and a few more illiistrimis brethren
of The Fancy. It liad been resolved at a Grand Meeting of the Pugilistic Fraternity,
that, as all the milllno; Powers of Europe were about to assemble, personally or
by deputy, at Aix-la-Chapelle, it Mas but right that The Fancy should have ha
representatives there as well as the rest, and these gentlemen were accordingly
selected for that high and honourable office. A description of this Meeting, of the
speeches spoken, the resolutions, etc. etc. has been given in a letter written by one
of the mo!^t eminent of the profession, which Avill be found in the Appendix, iVo. I.

Mr. Crib's Memorial, which now for the first time meets the public eye, wasdrawTi
up for the purpose of being transmitted by these gentlemen to Cong^c^s ; and, as
it could not possibly be in better hands for the enforcement of every point connected
with the subject, there is every reason to hope that it has made a suitable impres-
sion upon that body.

The favour into which this branch of Gymnastics, called Pugilism, (from the
Greek, nv^, as the Author of Boxiana learnedly observes) has risen with the Public
of late years, and the long season of tranquillity which we are now promised by
the new Millenarians of the Holy League, encourage us to look forward with some
degree of sanguineness to an order of things, like that which Plato and Tom Crib
have described, (the former in the motto prefixed to this work, and the latter in

the interesting Memorial that follows), when the Milling shall succeed to the Mili-

tary system, and The Fancy will be the sole arbitress of the trilling disputes of
mankind. From a wish to throw every possible light on the history of an Art,

which is destined ere long to have such influence upon the affairs t)f the world, I

have, for some time past, been employed in a voluminous and elaborate Mork,
entitled "A Parallel bet^veen Ancient and Modern Pugilism," which is now in a
state of considerable forwardness, and which I hope to have ready for delivery to

subscribers on the morning of the approaching fight between Randall and Martin.
Had the elegant author of Boxiana extended his inquiries to the aruient state of the
art, I should not have presumed to interfere m ith a historian so comiietent. But, as
his researches into antiquity have gone no farther than the one valuable specimen
of erudition Mhich I have gi^en above, I feel the less hesitation

-novos dcccrpere flores
Insigiieinque meo capiii petere iiide coronara,
Lode prius nulli velariut teuipura Musae.l

Lucret. Lib. 4. v. 3.

The variety of studies necessary for such a task, and the multiplicity of re-

ferences which it requires, as well to the living as the dead, can only bo fully ap-
preciated by him who has had the patience to perform it. Alternately studying in

the 3Iuseum and the Fives Court — passing from the Academy of Plato to that of
Mr. Jackson — noAv indulging in Attic flashes Mith Aristophanes, and now studying
Flash in the kitties of Cock Court"^— between so many and such various associations

has my mind been divided during the task, that sometimes, in my bewilderment,

I have confounded Ancii-nts and Moderns together, — mistaken the Greek of St.

Giles's for that of Athens , and have even found myself tracing Bill Gibbons and
his Bull in the "taurum tibi, piilchcr Jpollo" of Virgil. My printer, too, has 1)een

alfected with similar hallucinations. The Mil. Otorios. of Plautus he converted,

the «)ther daj', into a Glorious Mill ; and more than once, when I have referred to

Tom. prim, or 7'o»77. quart, he has substituted Tom Crib and Tom Oliver in their

places. Notwithstanding all this, the work will be found, I trust, tolerably correct;

and as an Analysis of its opening Chapters may not only gratify the impatience of

the Fanciful World, but save my future reviewers some trouble, it is here given as

stuccinctly as possible.

Chap. 1. contains some account of tlie ancient inventors of pugilism, Epeus and
Amycus. — The early exploit of the ft)rmer, in milling his twinhrother, in venire

mairiit , and so getting befere him into the world, as related by Enstathius on

the authority of Lycophron. — Amycus, a Royal Amateur of the Fincy, mIio

challenged te. the scratch all strangers that landed on bis shore. — The Combat

1 To M'andcr through Thk Fa-mcv's bowers,
'J"o gatlicr new, iiiiheard-ol' llowers,

And urcalhf such ^arlaiuN for my brow,
As Pott uevrr wrtatlicd till now

!

2 The residence of The Nonpareil, .lack Jlandall,— v here, the day after his last great victory,

he held a levcc, which was attended, «f course, by alt the leading charactors of St. Giles'i.
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between liim and Pollux, (who, to u^e the classic phrase, served him out") , as de-

scribed hy Theocritus.^ Apolloniiis Rhodiiis, ^ and Valerius Fiaccus. 3 _ Respec-
tive merits of the^c three descriptions. — Theocritus by far the best; and altojorether,

perhaps, the most scientific account of aBoxin<;-niatch in all antiquity.— Apollonius

ought to LaA e done bettor, with such a model before him ; but , evidently not up to

the thing (whatever Sciiligcr may say), and his similes all slum.'^ — Valerias

Flaccus, the first Latin Epic Poet after Virgil, has done ample justice to tliLs Set-

to; the feints, facers,^ and ribbers, all described most spiritedly.

Chap. 2. proves that the Pancratium of the ancients, as combining boxing and
wrestling , Mas tlie branch of their Gymnastics that most resembled our modern
Pugilism ; cross-buttocking (or what the Greeks called vnoGy.sli'aSiv) being as in-

dispensable an ingredient, as nobbing, flooring, etc. etc, — Their ideas of a stand-

up flght very similar to our own, as appears from the to natiLV aAijjAas OPQO-
STAJHN of Lucian, — jiiQi Fvp-vus.

Chap. 3. examines the ancient terms of theFavcv, as given by Pollux (Onomast.
ad fin. Lib. Z.) and others; and compares them with the modern. — For example,

ctyx^iv, to throttle— Xvyi^iiiv, evidently the origin of our word to iug-— ay/.vQi^siv,

to anchor a fellow, (see Grose's Greek Dictionary, for the word anchor')— SQuaasiv
(pcrf. pa.ss. didQuyiicn), from which is derived to drag; and whence, also, a flash

etymologist might contrive to derive Sgaua, rframa, Thespis having first performed
in a drag.^ This chapter will be found highly curious; and distinguished, I (latter

myself, by raudi of that acuteness , which enabled a late illustrious Professor to

discover that our English "Son of a Gun" was nothing more than the Tlaig rvvrjs

(Dor.) of the Greeks.

Chap. i. enumerates the many celebrated Boxers of antiquity.— Eryx, (grandson
of the Amycus already mentioned), whom Hercules is said to havc_/jnts/jed in style.

—Phrynon, the Athenian General, and Autolycus, of whom, Pausanias tells us,

there Mas a st.itue in the Prytancum— The celebrated Pugilist, who, at the very
moment he was expiring, had game enough to make his adversary give in : which
interesting circum>tance forms the subject of one of the; Pictures of Philo-

stratus, Icon. Lib. 2. Imag. 6. — and above all, that renowned Son of the Fancy,
31elancomas, the favourite of the Emperor Titus, in whose praise Dio Chrysosto-
mus has left us t>v(> elaborate orations.^ — The peculLirities of this boxer discuss-

ed — his power of standing with his arms extended, for two Avhole days , w ithout

any rest, {bvvuzog tjv, says Dio, kui dvo T]LifQus ttl? (icvitv avurtra'Kws rag

XflQUg, -AUL BH UV iibiV iibfiq VCpiVTU UVTOV T] UVUTtaVCUflBVOV WOTIEQ iLOD&UGL.

Orat. 28.) , by which means he m ore out his adversary's bottom, and conquered
M ithout either giving or taking. This bloodless system oi milling , which trusted

for victory to patience alone, has afforded to the orator, Themistius, a happy il-

lustration of the peaceful conquests which he attributes to the Emperor Valens. ^

Chap. 5. notices some curious points of similarity between the ancient and
modern Fa\cv— Thus, Theocritus, in his Milling-match, calls Amycus "a glutton"
M hich is w ell known to be the classical phrase at ^louUey-Hurst, for one who, like

Amycus, takes a deal oi punishment before he is satisfied.

JTvj; yao Sij Jto; vio; AJH<PArOl^ avdoa r.a9i0.tY.

In the same Idyl the poet describes theBcbrycian hero as nlriyaiq fiiO'vmv, "drank
Avith bloAvs," which is precisely the language of our Fancy bulletins; for example,

1 Idyl. 22.

2 Argonaut. Lib. 2.

3 L-b. 4.

4 Except one, (iuTvto; ola, which is good, and which FawVes, therefore, has omitted.
The folioHLug coupift from his trauslatiou is, hnvever, fanciful enough :—

"So from their batter'd cheel.8 loud echoes sprung.
Their dash'd teeth crackled, and their jaw-bones rung."

5 Rmicat hie, dextramque parat, dextramque minatur
Tjndarides; redit hue ocuHs et pondere Bebrjx
Sic ratUH-, ille auteni celcri ravit ora ninistrd. Lib. 4. v. 290.

\Vc have here a ffint and a faeer together. The manner in wliich Valerius Flaccua describes
the multiiude of A/ricAcuards that usually assemble on such occasions, is highly poetical and
picturesque; he supposes them to be .Shades from Tartarus.

—

Ht pater orantes caesornm Tartarus umbras
INube cava tandem ad meritae gpeciacula pugnae
Emittit; suinmi niereKitnt culmina montis. v. 258.

H The Flash term for a cart.
7 The following words, in which Dio so decidedly prefers the art of the Boxer to that of

(he Sdldier, would perhaps have been a still more significant motto to Mr. Crib's Memorial than
that which I have chosen from Platu. Kai xa^oXu dj tyoy/i zhto tjjj *v zoi; noi-euoig aoe-

T»,; TlOOXQlllO.

8 Hv Tjj i.Tj Twv nQoyoyo)* rmv yjutreowv tivxtij; avtjo, MtXayy.ofiai ovottct avri" . .

ovToi ovdiva nm:ioTt TQtoaa^, atf* TiaTa^a;, /noyij zrj gaaei xai ji} TWt yjioiov a*a-
zaati nanai a ux*au rug arrma^i. Thbjust. Orat. nt^t EiQ^^m.
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"Turner appeared as if drunk, and made a heavy lolloping hit," etc. etc.* — The
resemblance in the manner of fi«j:hting still more striking- and important. Thus we
find Ckib's favourite system of milling on the retreat, which he practised so success-

fully in his combats with Gregson and Molyneux, adopted by Alcidamus, the Spar-

tan,' in the battle between him and Capaneus, so minutely aud vividly described by

Statius, 2'hebaid, Lib. 6.

sed non , tamen , immemor artis,

Adversiia fugit , et fugiens tamen ictibus obstat. 2

And it >vill be only necessary to compare together two extracts from Boxiana and

the Bard of Syracuse, to see hoAv similar in their manoeuvres have been the millers

of all ages— "The Man of Colour, to prevent being Jibbed, grasped tight hold of

Carter's hand"3 — (Account of the Fight betMeen Robinson, the Black, and Carter),

which, {translating liXaiofiBvos, "the Lily-'white,"'*) is almost word for word with

the following

:

Htoi oys QtiUi Tt }.tXaiottgro? jJ-tycc toyov

2xaiti fiiv a/.airiv IIo7.vdivy.tog i}.Xct(is Xitoa. Theocrit.

Chap. 6. proves, from the jau'»io--match and Sct-fo between Ulysses and the

Beggar in the 18th Book of the Odyssey , that the ancients (notwithstanding their

Sfnaia (laxovTcov, or Laws of Combatants, Mhich, Artemidorus says in his chap. 33.

TCEQt Movofiax- extended to pugilism as well as other kinds of combats) did not pro-

perly understand /a«r p?ai/ ; as Ulysses is here obliged to require an oath from the

standers-by , that they will not deal him a sly knock , while he is cleaning out the

mumper—
HI)j Ti; £71 iQta 7](icc (fcowv tue jfti^t Ttayjit]

TI/.i]^)l aTaa9a?.?.(uVj tutuj de fic i<pi daftaaat].

Chap. 7. describes the Cestus, and shows that the Greeks, for mere exercise

or sparring, made use of muffles or gloves as we do , which they called ccpaiQat.

Tliis appears particularly from a passage in Plato, de Leg. Lib. 8, where, speak-

ing of training, he says, it is only by frequent use of the gloves that a knowledge
of stopping and hitting can be acquired. The whole passage is curious, as

proving that the Divine Plato was not altogether a novice in the Fancy lay. *—
Kcci (og syyvTCCza ro'y 6/J.ots, avri ifiixvTCOv S^AIPAS ccv TtSQicdsiiB&a, oncog al

TJAHrAI zs Kai al TSlNUAHrSlN ETAABEIAI die/jislsTcovzco ng tt dvvarov
r/.ccvcog. — These muffles were called by the Romans sacculi, as we find from
Trebellius Pollio, who in describing a triumph of Gallienus, mentions the "Pugi-
les sacculis non veritate pugilantes.

"

Chap. 8. adverts to the pugilistic exhibitions of the Spartan ladies, which
Propertius has thus commemorated —

Pulverulentaque ad extreinos stat foemina metas,
Et patitur duro vulnera paiicratio ;

Nunc ligat ad caesium gaudeutia brachia loris , etc. etc.

Lib. 3. El. U.

and to prove that the modems are not behindhand M'ith the ancients in this respect,

cites the following instance recorded in Boxiana. — " George Madox, in this battle,

was seconded by his sister, Grace, who, upon its conclusion, tossed up her hat

in defiance, and offered to fight any man present" — also the memorable challenge,

given in the same work (V. i. p. 300.), which passed between Mrs. Elizabeth Wil-
kinson of Clerkenwell, and Miss Hannah Hyfield of Newgate-3Iarket — another

proof that the English may boast many a " dolce guerriera" as well as the Greeks.

Chap. 9. contains Accounts of all the celebrated .Set-tos of antiquity, translat-

ed from the works of the different authors that have described them, — \iz, the

famous Argonautic Battle, as detailed by the three poets mentioned in chap. 1. —
tlie Fight between Epeus and Euryalus , in the 23d Book of the Iliad, and bet>veen

Ulysses and Irus in the 18th Book of the Odyssey — the Com!)at of Dares and En-
tellus in the 5th yEiicid, — of Capaneus and Alcidamus , already referred to , ui

Statius, and of Achclous and Herc»iles in the 9th Book of the Metamorphoses; —
though tills la;3t is rather a wrestling-bout than a miU, resembling that between

1 Kent's Weekly Dispatch.
'i Vet, not unmindful of his art, he hies,
But turns his face, aud rorobats as he flies. Lewis,

3 A manoeuvre, generally called Tom Owen's gtop.
I . 4 The Flash tcnn for a negro ; and also for a chimney-sweeper.

5 Another philosopher, Seneca, has .shewn hinixelf equally _/2as/t on the subject, and, in his
13th Epistle, lays it down as an aiiiom, that no pugilist can be considered worth any thing, till

he has had his peiptm taken nuasurc of for a suit of mourninff, or, in common language,
has received a pair of black eyes. The whole passage is edifying:— "Non potest atlilett;

inagnos spJritns ad ccrtanien udferre, qui nunqiiam sugillatus est. Ulc qui vidit sangiiincni
suum, cujus deiitcs crcpuirunt sub pugno, illu qui suppluntnliis adversnrium toto tulit corpore,
nee projecit animum projectus, qui quolicH cecijit cuulumaciur resurrexit, cum magua spc de-
scendit ad pugnam."
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Hercules * and Antaeos in the 4th Book of Luciin. The reader 'who is anxious to

know how I have succeeded in this part of my task, will find, as a specimen, my
translation from A irjrii in the Appendix to the present work, Ko. 2.

Chap. 10. considers tlie various arguments, for and against Pngilism, ad-
vanced hy w rjters ancient and modern. — A stninge instance of either ignorance or

wilful falsehood iu Lucian , who . in his Auacharsis , has represented Solon as one
of the warmest advocates for Pugilism , whereas we know from Diogenes Laertius

that that legislator took every possible pains to discourage and suppress it — Ale-

xander the Great, too, tasteless enough to prohibit the Fancy, (Plutarch in T it.)— Galen in many parts of his works , hut particularly in the Hortat. ad. Art. con-

demns the practice as enervating and pernicious. * — On the other side , the testi-

monies in its favour , numerous. — The greater number of Pindar's Ncmean Odes
written in praise of pugilistic champions; — and Isocratcs, though he represents

Alcibiades as despising the art, yet acknowledges that its professors were held in

high estimation through Greece, and that those cities, where victorious pugilists

were horn, became illustrious from that circumstance;^ just as Bristol has been

rendered immortal by the production of such heroes as Tom Crib , Harry Harmer,
Big Ben , Dutch Sam , etc. etc. — Ammianus jMarcellinus tells us how much that

religious and pugnacious Emperor, Constantins, delighted in the Set-tos, "pugilum *

vicissim se concideritium perfnsorunique sanguine. " — To these are added still

more flattering testimonies; such as tliat of Isidorus, who calls Pugilism "virtus,"

as if par excillcncc ;
* and the yet more enthusiastic tribute with m bich Eustathius

reproaches the Pagans, of having enrolled their Boxers in the number of tbe Gods.
— In short, the whole chapter is full of erudition and vug; — from Li/f^pli''""

(whose very name sinaiks of pugilism) down to Buxiana and the Weekly Dispatch,

not an author on the subject is omitted.

So much for my „ Parallel between Ancient and Modern Pugilism. " And
now , with respect to that peculiar language, called Flash or St. Gilcs'n Greek, in

which Mr. Crib's Memorial and the other articles in the present volume are writ-

ten, I beg to trouble the reader with a few observations. As tliis expressive language

was originally invented, and is still used, like tbe cipher of the diplomatists,

for purposes of secrecy, and as a means of eluding the vigilance of a certain class

of persons , called, ^as/u'cc, Traps, or in common language, Bow-street-Officers,

it is subject of course to continual change, and is perpetually either altering the

meaning of old Mords, or adding new ones, according as the great object, secrc«;y,

renders it prudent to have recourse to such innovations. In this respect, also, it

resembles the cryptography of kings and ambassadors, who by a continual change
of cipher contrive to balile the inquisitivenes of the ciiewy. But, notwithstanding

the Protean nature of the Flash or Cant language, the greater part of its vocabu-

larv has remained uncbanged for centuries , and many of the words used by the

Canting Beggars in Beaunu)nt and Fletcher, '^ and the Gipsies in Ben Jonson's Mas-
que ,

^ are still to be heard among the Gnostics of Dyot-street and I'othill-ftelds.

To pn'gf is still to steal ; ^ U)fib, to beat; lour, money; dvds , clothes;* prancers,

horses; bouzing-ken^ au alehouse; cove, a fellow; a sow's babi, a pig, etc. etc.

1 Though wrestling was evidently the favourite sport of Hercules', we find him, in the Al-

cestes, ju.st returned from a Bruisingmatch ; and it is a curious proof of the superior conside-

ration in which these arts were held, that for the lighter exerci.-cs, he tells us, horses alone

were the reward, while to conquerors in the higher games of pugilism and wrestling, whole
herds of cattle (Hith somclijiics a young lady into the bargain) were given as prizes.

Total d'au ra ^iiLOva

Nixtoai, nvyfiriv y.ai TiaXiiv, povipoQ^icc

rvrri d tn avTOig ttrre T . Eurip.

2 It was remarked by the ancient physicians that men who were in the habit of boxing and
wrestling became remarkably lean and slender from the loins downward, while the upper parts

of their frame acquired prodigious size and strength. I could name gome pugilists of the pre-

kent day, whose persons seem to warrant the truth of this observation.

3 Tu; T aS).tp:a; C)iHtifiivn;, y.ai ra; TivXti; oiofia^a; yiyyotitrag zwy rixwvrtov. Isocrat.

ntni Tov Zevyov:.— An oration written by Isocrates for the son of Alcibiades.

4 Notwithstanding that the historian expressly says " pugilum," Lipsius is so anxious to

press this circumstance iuto his Account of the AncieuY Gladiators, that he insists such an effu-

sion of claret could only have taken place in the gladiatorial combat. But Lipbius never was
at Sloulsey Hnr>t. See his Saturnal. Sermon.Lib. cap. 2.

5 Origin. Lib. 18. c. 18.

6 In their amusing comedy of "The Beggar's Bush."
7 The Masque ot the Gipsies Mctamorpnosed.— The Gipsy language, indeed, with the ei-

reption of such terms as relate to their own peculiar customs, differs but little from the regular

Flash i as may be seen by consulting the Vocabulary, subjoined to the Life of Bamfylde-Moor
Carew.

H See the third Chapter, 1st Book of the History of Jonathan Wild, for " an undeniable

testimony of the great antiquity of /"ri^ffwm."
9 Au angler Uir. duds in thus dcscrllied by Dekker. "He carries a short staff in his hand,

which is called a filrh, having in the nab or head of it a /prnip (that is to say a hole) into which,

upon any piece of service, when he goes a filching, he putteth a hooke of iron, with which
hooke he angles at a window iu the dead of uight for sliirts, gmockcs, or any other lineu or

woollen." English Viilauies.
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There are also several instances of the same term ,
preserved with a totally dilTe-

rent signification. Thus, to mill, which Avas originally "to rob, "^ is now ""to

beat or fight;" and the word rum, which in Ben Jonson's time, and even so late

as Grose, meant fine and good, is now generally used for the very opposite quali-

ties; as, "he's hut arum one," etc. Most of the Cant phrases in Head's English

Rogue, which was published, I believe, in 1666, would be intelligible to a Greek

of the present day; though it must be confessed that the Songs which both hs and

Dekker have given would puzzle even that "Graiae gentis decus^" Caleb Baldwin,

himiieLf, For instance, one of the simplest begins,

Bing out, bieu Morfa, aud toure and toure,
Biiig out, bien Morts, and toure;

For all your duds are biiig'd awast;
The bieu Cove hath the loure.

To the cultivation , in our time? , of the science of Pugilism , the Flash Lan-

guage is indebted for a considerable addition to its treasures. Indeed , so impossible

IS it to describe the operations of The Fancy without words of proportionate energy

to do justice to the subject, that we find Pope and Cowper, in their translation of

the Set-to in the Iliad, pressing words into the service which had seldom , I think,

if ever, been enlisted into the ranks of poetry before. Thus Pope,

Secure this hand shall his whole frame confound,
Mash all his bones and all his body pound.

Cowper , in the same manner , translates -/.oips 8e Tiagrjiov ,
''pasTi'd him on

the cheek;" and, in describing the wrestling-match, makes use of a term , now
more properly applied to a peculiar kind of blow , * of wMch Mendoza Ls supposed

to have been the inventor.

Then his vrileg

Forgat not he, but on tlie ham behind
Chopped him.

Before I conclude this Preface , which has already I fear extended to an un-

conscionable length , I cannot help expressing my regret at the selection which Mr.
Crib has made, of one of the Combatants introduced into the imaginary Set-to that

follows. That per?on has already been exhibited, perhaps, ''usque ad nauseam, "

before the Pubhc; and, without entering into the propriety of meddling with such

a personage at all, it is certain that, as a mere matter of taste, he ought now t()

be let alone. All that can be alleged for Mr. Crib is — what Rabelais has said in

defending the moral notions of another kind of cattle — he " knows no better.

"

But for myself, in my editorial capacity, I take this opportunity of declaring, that,

as far as / am concerned , the person in question shall henceforward be safe and

inviolate; and, as the Covent-Garden Managers said, when they withdrew their

much-hissed Elephant, this is positively the last time of his appearing on the Stage.

TOM CRIB'S MEMORIAL
TO

CONGRESS.

MOST Holy, and High, and Legitimate squad.

First Swells ^ of the world , since Boney's in quod, *

Who have ev'ry thing now, as Bill Gibbons would say,

"Like the bull in the china shop, all your own way" —
Whatsoever employs your magnificent nobs, *

WJiether diddling your subjects, and gutting their fobs ,
—

*

(While jouhum the poor sjpoonics^ with speeches, so pretty,

1 "Can they cant or mill? are they masters in their art"?"— Ben Jonson. To will, how-
ever, sometimes signified "to kill." Thus, to mill a hlmting cheat, i. e. to kill a shce)).

2 " A chopper is a blow , struck on tiic face with the back of the hand. IXIendoza claims the
honour of its invention, but unjustly ; he certainly revived, aud considerably improved it. It waa
Sractised long before our time— Krougbtcm occasionally used it; and Slack, i( also apijears, struck

le chopper in giving the return in many of his battles."— Boxiaua, v. 2. p.'iO.

3 Swell, a great man.
4 In prison. The dab'^ in quod; the rogue is in prison.

5 Heads.
6 Taking out the conteutg. Thus gutting a quart pot, (or taking out the lining of it)

i. e. drinking it off.

1 Simplelvus, alia« Innocents,
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'Bont Freedom, and Order, and — all my eye, Betty)

Wlicther praj^ing. or dressin;^, or dancing the hays,

Or lapping your cango ^ at Lord C

—

stl—r—gh's ,
— *

(While his Lordship, as n^ual, that very great dab^
At the flowers of rhefric, is jlushing his gab *)
Or holding State Dinner^:, to talk of the Meather,

And cut up your mutton and Europe together!

Whatever your gammon, Mhatever your talk,

Oh deign, ye illustrious Cocks of the U'alk,

To attend for a moment, — and if the Fine Arts

Oi fibbing * and boring * be dear to your hearts;

If to level ,
* to punish , ^ to ruffian * mankind, \

And to darken their daylights,^ he pleasures refin'd/

(As they must he) for every Legitimate mind, — )

Oh listen to one , who , both able and Milling

To spread through creation the myst'rics of milliug,

( And , as to w hosc politics , search the world round,

Xot a sturdier Pit-titc'' e'er liv'd — under ground)
Has thought of a plan , which — excuse liis presumption

He hereby submits to your Royal rumgumption. ^

It being now settled that emp'rors and kings.

Like kites made o( foolscap, are high-flying things,

To whose tails a few millions of subjects, or so,

Have been tied in a string, to be whisk'd to and fro,

J

Just wherever it suits the said foolscap to go —
This being all settled, and Freedom all gammon,^
And nouglit but your Honours worth wasting a d—n on

;

While snug and secure you may now run your rigs,^"

Without fear that old Boney will bother yours gigs —
As your Honours, too, bless you! though all of a trade,

Yet agreeing like new ones, have lately been made
Special constables o'er us, for keeping the peace, —
Let ns hope now that wars and rumbustiotis will cease;

That soldiers and guns, like "the Dev'l and his works,"

Will henceforMard be left to Jews, IVegers. and Turks;

Till Brown Bess " shall soon, like Miss Tabitha Fusty,

For want of a spark to go off with
,
grow rusty,

And lobsters^^ Avill lie such a drug upon hand,

That our do-nathing Captains must all get japannd!^^
My eyes, how delightful! — the rabble well gagged, ^*

The Swells in high feather, and old Boney lagg'dt

But, though we must hope for such good times as these,

Yet as something may happen to kick up a breeze —
Some quarrel, reservd for your own private picking —
Some grudge, even now in your great gizzards sticking —
( God knows about what — about money , mayhap.

Or the Papists, or Dutch, or that Kid,^^ Master Nap.)

And , setting in case there should come such a rumpus.

As some made of settling the chat we must compa^,

1 Drinking yoar tea.

2 See the Appendix, Ao. 3. 3 An adept. . . j
4 Showing off his talk.— Better expressed, perhaps, by a late wit, who, upon being asked

what was going on in the House of Commons, answered, "only Lord C,, airing his vocabulary.^

5 All terras of the Fancy, and familiar to those who read the Transactions of the Pugilistic

Society.
6 'To close up their eyes— alias, to sow up their gee$. • • l
7 Tom received hia first education in a Coal Pit; fron wheaoehe haa been bonoared with

the name of "the Black Diamond.

"

8 Gumption or Rumgumption, coinprehension, capacity.
9 Nonsense or humbug.
10 Play your tricks.

11 A soldier's fire-lock,

12 Soldiers, from the colour of their clothes. " To boil one* lobster means for a church-

man to turn soldier; lobsters, which are of a bluish black, being made red by boiling." — ttro»e.

JJutler'g ingenious simile will occur to the reader : —
Whcu, like a lobster boiled, the Mom
From black to red began to turn.

13 Ordained— i. e. become clergymen.
H Transported.
15 Child. — Hence our useful word, kiduapper— to nab a kirl being to steal a child. Indeed,

we need but recollect the many excellent and necessary words to which Johnson has .-iirixcd the

stigma of "i;int term," to be aware how considerably the English language has been enriched

by the contributions ol the Fldsh tratcraity.
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With which tlie tag-rag * will hare nothinj^ to do —
What think yon, j^at Stbclls , of a Koyal Set-to? *

A Ring and iair Jist-uoik at Aix-la-Chapellc,
Or at old a\Ioubey-Hiirst, if you likes it as well —
And that all may he fair as to wind, weight, and science,

I'll answer to train the whole IIolv Alliance !

Just think, please your Majesties, how you'd prefer it

To mills such as Waterloo, where all the merit
To vulgar, red-coated rapscallions must fall,

^Vho have no Right Divine to have merit at all!

How much more select your own quiet Set-tos! —
And how vastly genteeler 'twill sound in the news,

(^Kent's Weekly Dispatch, that heats all others hollow
For Fancy transactions ) in terms such as follow :

—

ACCOl'ST OF THE GRAND SET-TO BETWEEN" LONG SANDY AND GEORGV THE POBPl'S.

Last Tuesday, at 3Ioulsey, the Balance of Power
Was settled by twelve Tightish Rounds, in an hour —
The Buffers,* both "Boys of the Holy Ground,'' — *

LoxG Sandy, by name of the Hear much renown'd.

And Georgy the Porpus , a prime glutton reckon'd —
Old thingummee Pottso * was Long Sandy's second,

And Georgy's was Pat C—stl—r—gh,—he, who lives

At the sign of the King's Arms a-kimbo , and gives

His small beer about, witli the air of a chap
Who believed it liimself a prodigious strong tap.

This being the first true Legitimate Match
Since ToM took to training these Swells for the scratch.

Every lover of life, that had rhino to spare.

From sly little Moses to B— n

—

g, was there.

Never since the renown'd days of Broi ghton and Ficc *

Was the Fanciful tVorld in such very prime twig — '

And long before daylight, gigs, rattlers'', and prads^

,

Were in motion for Moulsey, brimful of the Lads.

Jack Eld—n, Old Sid, and some more, had come down
On the evening before , and put up at The Crown, —
Their old favourite sign, where themselves and tlieir brothers

Get grub^° at cheap rate, tliough it Recces all others;

IVor matters it hoAv we, plebeians , condemn,
As The Crown 's always sure of its license from them.

'Twas diverting to see, as one ogled around.

How Corinthians^^ and Commoners mixed on the ground.
Here M

—

ntR— se and an Israelite met face to face,

The Duke, a place-hunter, the Jew, from Duke's Place;
While INicky V

—

ns — t, not caring to roam,
Got among the white-bag-men ,

^ '^ and felt quite at home.
Here stood in a corner, well screen'd from the weather,
Old Sid and the great Doctor Eady together,

Both fam'd ore the walls — with a d— n, in addition,

Prefiv'd to the name of the former Physician.

Here C

—

md—n , who never till now w as suspected

Of Fancy, or ought that is therewith connected.

Got close to a dealer in donkies , who eyed him,
Jack Scroggins remark'd, "just as if he'd have buy'd him;^^

1 The cnmrann people, the mobility,
2 A boxing-match.
.1 Roxcrji— Irish rant.

4 The hitch in tlie metre here was rendered necessary by tlie quotation, which is from a
celebrated Fancy chant, ending, every verse, thus: —

For we are the Hoys of the Holy Ground,
And we'll dance upon nothing', and turn us round!

It is almost needless to add that the Holy Ground, or Land, is a well-known region of St.
Giles's.

5 Tom means, 1 presume, the celebrated diplomatist, Pozzo dl Rnrgn. — Tlie Irish used to
claim the dancer Didelot as their .countryman, insisting that the O had slipped out of" its right
place, and that his real name was Mr. O'Diddle. On the same principle thev will, perhaps, as-
sert thHr right to M. Pnzzn.
_., 6 The chief founders of the modern school of pugilism.

• 1 I'jffb spirits or ciMiditiou. H Coaches. 9 Horses.
10 \ ictuals. 11 Men of rank — vide Doxiana, pasgim, 12 I'ick-pockcta,
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While poor Bogy B

—

ck—gh—M veil might look pale.

As there gtood a great Rat-catcher close to his tail

!

'Mong the vehicles, too, which were many and various.

From nntty barouche down to buggy precarious.

We tuigg'd more than one queerish sort of ium-ovt ; —
C—>\— G came in a job , and then canter'd ahout

On a shoM'v , but hot and unsound , bit of blood, \

(For a leader once meant, but cast off, as no good)/
Looliing round, to secure a snug place if he could:—

)

AVliile Eld—\, long doubting between a grey nag
And a white one to mount, took his stand in a drag.^

At a quarter past ten, by Pat C—tl—r— gh's tattler, *

Crib came on the ground, in a four-in-hand rattler

^

(For Tom, since he took to these Holy Allies,

Is as tip-top a beau as all Bond Street supplies.)

And, on seeing the Caampiov. loud cries of "Fight, fight,"

"Ring, ring," "Whip the Gemmen," were heard left and right.

But the kids, though ijupatient. Mere doomed to c^elay,

A^ the Old P. C. ^ ropes (which are now markd H. A.)*|
Being hack'd in the service, it seems had giv'n way;
And as rope is an article much up in price

Since the Bank took to hanging, the lads had to splice.

At length, the two Swells, having entered the Ring
To the tune the cow died of, called " God save the King,"
Each threw up his castor^ 'mid general huzzas —
And, if dressing would do, never yet, since the days
Wlien IIi.MPHRiES stood vp to the Lraelite's thumps,

In gold-spangled stockings and touch-me-not pumps, *

I;.is there any thing equall'd the fal-lals and tricks

That bedizen'd old Gkorgy's bang-up tog and kicks

!

'

Having first shaken daddies ^ ( to show , Jackson said.

It was "pro bono Pimlico'^ ''^ chiefly they bled)

Both peel'd^° — hut, on laying his Dandy-belt by,

Old Georgy wentfloush, and his backers look'd shy;

For they saw, notwithstanding Crib's honest endeavour

To train down the crummy ,^^ 'twas monstrous as ever!

^ot so with Lose Sandv — prime meat every inch —
Which, of course, made the Gnostics^'^ on t'other side flinch;

And Bob W—ls— n from Southwark, the gamest chap there,

AVas now heard to sing out , "Ten to one on the Bear!"

First Roim). Aery cautious — the kiddies both sparr'd

As if shy of the scratch — Mhile the Porpus kept guard
O'er his beautiful ttju^,*' as if fearing to hazard

One damaging touch in so dandy a mazzard.

WTiich t'other observing put in liis Oxe-Two **

Between Georgy's left ribs, with a knuckle so true,

That had his heart lain in the right place , no doul)t

But the Bear's double-knock would have rummagd it out —
As it was, blaster Georgv came souse with the whack.

And there sprawl'd , like a turtle tiua'd queer on its back.

I \ cart or waggon. 2 A w-p.toh.

3 The ropes and stakes used at the prize fighta^ being the property of the Pagjlislic Club,

are marked «ith the initial:) P. C.
4 For "Holy Alliance." 5 Hat.
(i "The tine manly form of Humphries was seen to great advantage; he had on a pair of

fine flannel drawers," white silk stockings, the clocks of which were spangled with gold, and

pumps tied with ribbon."'— (Account of the First Battle between Humphries and Mendoi.a.)—The
epistle which Hnmphries wrote to a friend, communicating the result uf this light, is worthy of

a Lacedaemonian. — "Sir, 1 have dune the JeWj and am in good health. Hifh. Humphries."
J Tog and hicL-s, coat and breeches.— Tog is one of the cant words, whiih Dekker cites, n»

" retaining a certaiu salt and tasking of some wit and learuLug, " being derived from the

Latin toga.
a Hands.
9 Mr. Jackson's residence is in Pimlico.— This gentleman fa« he well deserves to be called,

from the correctness of his conduct and the peculiar urbanity of his manners) forms that usetui

link between the amateurs and the professors of pugilism, which, when broken, it will be dilli-

cult, if not wholly uopossible, to replace,
10 Stripped.
II Fit. 12 Knowing ones. 13 Face.
14 Two blows succeeding each other rapidly.—Thus (speaking of Randall) "his one-two are

pat in with the sharpucsa of lightning."
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Secovd Round. Rather epri<?htly — the Bear, in high gig.

Took 11 i'iincy to JUrt with tlie Porpus's m^^ ;

And, had it been either a lo(t*e tyc or 606.

He'd hiive daiv'd it clean oil", hut 'twas f^lucd to his nob.

So he tipp'd liiiii a settler they call "a S|)()i!-Dandy"

Full phiiiip ill the Mhisker. — High betting on Sandy.

Third Rofnd. SomcAvhat slack — Georcy tried to make play.

But his oMn victualling-office^ stood inuth in the Avay;

While Saady's long' arms — loiig enough tor a dovse

All the way from Kainschatka to Johnny Groat's House —
Kept puddling ahout the poor Porpus's muns,'^
Till they made him as hot and as cross as Lent huns !

^

Foi RTH RoiND. Georgy's huckers look'd hlank at the lad.

When they saw Avhat a rum knack of shifting* he had —
An old trick of his youth — hut the Bear, up to slum, ^

Follow'd close on my jj^entleman , kneading his crum
As expertly as any Dead Man * ahout town,

All the way to the ropes —- where, as Georgy went down,

Sandy tipp'd him a dose of that kind , that , m hen taken.

It is n't the stuff, hut the patient that's shaken.

Fifth Roind. Georgy tried for his customer's head —
(Tlic part of Long Sandy, that's softest, 'tis said;

And the chat is that Nap , when he had him in tow.

Found his knowledge-box'' always the first thing to g,o) —
Neat milling this Round - what with clouts on the nob.

Home hits in the bread-basket ,
" clicks in the gob, ^

And plumps in the daylights ,^° a prettier treat

Between two Johnny Raws ^^ 'tis not easy to meet.

Sixth Roind, Georgy's friends in higli flourish, and hopes;

Jack Eld—n, with others, came close to the ropes —
And when Georgy , one time

,
got the head of the Bear

Into Chancery, ^^ Eld—n sung out 'keep him there;"
But the cull broke aw ay, as he would from Lob's pound, ^

'

And after a rum sort of ruffiuning Round
Like cronies they hugg'd, and came smack to the ground;]

Poor Sandy the undermost, smothered and spread

Like a German, tuckd under his huge feather bed!-**

All pitied the patient — and loud exclamations,

"3% eyes!" and "ttjj/ wig!" spoke the general sensations —
'Tvas thought Sandy's soul was squeezed out of his corpus,

So heavy the crush^ — Two to one on the Porpusl

Nota bene. — 'Twas curious to see all the pigeons

Sent off by Jews , Flashmen , and other religions.

To office, '^^ with all due dispatch, through the air,

To the Bulls of the Alley the fate of the Bear —
(For in these Fancy times , 'tis your hits in the muna
And your choppers, and floorers, that govern the Funds)
And Consols, which had been all day shy enough,
When 'twas known in the Alley that Old Blue and Buff
Had been down on the Bear, rose at once — vp to snuff! **]

I The stomach or pannch. 2 Mouth. 3 Hot cross buns.

4 "Some have censured Bhifting as an unmanly custom."— Bo^ana.
5 Humbug or f^ammon.

^

K Dead men are Uakcrs— so called from the loaves falsely charged to their masters cus-

tomers.— The follouiug is I'lom an Account of the liattle fought by Xo&worthy, the Baker,

with Martin tlie Jew.
"Fii-8t round. Xosworthy, on the alert, planted a tremendous hit on Martin's mouth, which

not only drawed forth a profu!^iou of claret, but he went doM'u.— Luud shouting from the

Dead Men

!

" Second round. IVosworthy began to serve the Jew in style, and his hits told most tre-

mendously. Martin made a good round of it, but fell rather distressed. The Dead Men now
opened their mouths wide, and loudly offered six to four on the Master of the Hoils."

7 The head. 8 The stomach. 9 The mouth. 10 The eyes. U Novices,

12 Getting the head under the arm, for the purpose of fibbing.
13 A prison.— See Dr. Grey's explanation of this phrase in his notes upou Iludibras.

II The (Jermans sleep between two beds; and it is related that an Irish traveller, upon
finding a feather bed thus laid over him, took it into his head that the people sleia iu strata,

one upon the other, and said to the attendant, '"xtill }ou be good enough tu tell the geutlemau
or lady, that is to lie over me, to make haste, as 1 want to go asleep'?"

13 To signify by letter.

Itj This phrase, denoting elevation of various kinds, is often rendered more emphatic by
•och adjuncts as " Up tu tnuff and twupenmj."— ''Up to tnuff, and a pinch above it,'' etc. etc.
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Sevetth Rot-xD. Though hot-press'd , and as flat as a criunpet,

Love Sandy show"(l game again, scorning to Tump it;

And , fixing hi» eve on the Porpus's snout, ^

Wliich he knew that Adonis felt pceri/* about,

By a feint, truly elegant, tipp'd him a punch in

The critical place, where he cupboards his luncheon,

WliicJi knock'd all the rich Cura^oa into cruds.

And doubled him up, like a hag of old duds!^
There he lay , ahnos^t frummagtm'd * every one said

'Twas all Dicky with Georgy, his mug hang so dead:

And 'twas only hy calling "your wife, Sir, your wife!"
(As a man would cry " fire

!

") they could start hira to life.

Up he rose in a funk, ^ lapp'd a toothful of brandy.

And to it again. — Any odds upon Savdy.

Eighth Roi"ad. Sandy work'd like a first-rate dcmolisher:

Hear as he is, yet his lick is no polisher;

And, take him at rufjianing work, (though, in common, he
Hums about Peace and all that , like a Domine *)

Sandy's the boy , if once to it they fall,

That will play up old gooseberry soon with them all.

This Round was but short — after humouring aMhile, \

He proceeded to serve an ejectment, in style,
[

Upon Georgy's front grinders'', which damag''d his smile)

So completely, that bets ran a hundred to ten

The Adonis would ne'er flask his ivory ® again —
And 'twas pretty to see him roH'd round with the shock,

Like a ca>k of fresh blubber in old Greenland Dock!

Ninth Rovnd. One of Georgy's bright ogles ' Yvas put

On the bankruptcy list , with its shop-windows shut

;

While the other soon made quite as tag-rag a show.

All rimm'd round with black, like the Courier in woe!
Much alarm Yvas now seen 'mong the Israelite Kids,

And B—R— g,— the deviVs own boy for the quids, ^°—
Dispatch'd off a pigeon (the species, no doubt.

That they call B

—

r—c's stoct-dove) Mith word *'to sell out."

From this to the finish , 'twas all fiddle faddle —
Poor Georgy, at last, could scarce hold up his daddle —
With grinders dislodg'd , and w ith peepers both poach'd, ' *

'Twas not till the Tenth Round his claret ^^ was brouehd:

As the cellarage lay so deep down in the fat.

Like his old M a's purse, 'twas curs"d hard to g-ct at,

IJiit a pelt in the smellers ^^ (too pretty to shun,

If the lad even could) set it going like fun ;

And this being the first Royal Claret let flow,

Since Tom took the Holy Alliance in tow.

The uncorking produced much sensation about.

As bets had heen flush on the first painted snout.

]\'ota bene. — A note was Aving'd oft" to the Square

Just to hint of this awful phlebotomy there; —
Uob Grcgson, whose M'it at such things is exceeding,*^

Inclosing a large sprig of " Love lies a bleeding!"

In short , not to dwell on each facer and fall.

Poor Georgy was done up in no time at all.

And his spunkiest backers were forc'd to sing small. ^ *

In vain did they try to fig up the old lad,

'Twas like using persuaders ^* upon a dead prad;^''

I Nose. 2 Suspicionsi. 3 Clothes.

4 Choaked. 5 Fright.
6 A Parson.— Thus in that truly claagical song, the Christening of Little Joey

:

" When Domine had nam'd the Kid
Then home again they jiik'd it;

A flath of lightning wasprenared
For every one th.at lik d it." ,„ .,

7 Teeth. 8 Show his teeth. 9 F.ycs.
. n •

^""®y*
II French cant; Lcs yeux poclies au beurre noir.— See the Dictionnaire Comique.
Vl Blood. 13 The nose.
14 Some spcriraens of Mr. Grepson's lyrical talent.* are given in the Appendm. no. 4.

13 To be humbled or abashed. 16 Spurs. W Horse.
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In vauji Bogy B—ck—gh—m fondly besought him,
To show like himself, if not o-ame I at least bottom ;

While M—RL—Y, that very great Count, stood deploring
He had n't taught Georgy his new modes of boring:^
All useless — no art can transmogrify truth —
It Mas plain the conceit was milVd out of the youth.
In the Twelfth and Last Round Sa>dy fetch'd him a downer.
That left him all's one as cold meat for the Crowncr!^
On which the vhole Populace flashed the ivhite grin
Like a basket of chips, and poor Georgy gave in:*
While the fiddlers (old Potts having tipp'd them a handy) ^

Play'd "Green grow the rushes,"'^ in honour of Sandy !^

]VOW, what say your Majesties? — is n't tliia prime?
Was there ever French .Bulletin half so suhlirae?
Or could old ISap himself, in his glory ^, have Avish'd

To show up a fat Geminun more handsomely dish\l? —
Oh , bless your great hearts , let them say what they will,

IVothing's half so genteel as a regular Mill;
And , for settling of balances , all I know is

'Tis the way Caleb BALD\riv prefers settling his.^

As for backers, you've lots of Big-wigs about Court,
Tliat Vr ill back you — the raff being tired of th.it sport, —
And if quids should be Avanting, to make the match gocd.
There's B

—

r— ag, the Prince of Hag Rhino, mIio stood

(T'other day, you know) bail for the seedy ^ Right Lii.ers;

Who knows but, if coax'd, he may shell out the shiners?'-'*

The shiners! Lord, Lord, what a bounce do I say!]

As if we could hoj)e to have rugs done away.
Or see any thing shining, Avhile Van has the swaylj

As to training, a Court's but a rum sort of station

To choose for that sober and chaste operation; ^^

For, as old Ikey Pig ^'^ said of Courts, "by de heavens,
Dey're all, but the Fives Court, at sixes and sevens."

What witli snoozing,'-^ high grubbing,^* and guzzling like Cloe,

Your Maje.-ties, pardon me, all get so doughy.
That take the vhole kit, down from Sandy the Bear
To him Mho makes duds for the Virgin to wear,
I'd choose but JAcri Scroggins, and feel disappointed

If Jack didn't tell out the whole Lord's Anointed

!

But, barring these nat'ral defects, (mIhcIi, I feel,

My remarking on thus may be thought ungenteel)

And alloMing for delicate /a7)js ,^* which have merely
Been handling the sceptre, and that, too, but queerly,

I'm not Avithout hopes , and Mould stand a tight bet.

That 111 make something game of your JIajesties yet.

So , say but the Mord — if you're up to the freak,

Let us have a prime match of it, Greek against Greek,

And I'll put you on beef-steaks and sweating next Meek

1 For the meauiiif? of this terra, see Grose.
2 "The poiidcrositj of Crib, when iii close quarters with his opponent, evidently bored ia

upon him, etc."

3 The Coroner.
4 The ancient Greeks had a phrase of sirailar structure, evdi<i(oui, cedo.

5 A. bandij or cripplr, a sixpence ;
" that piece being cunjmouly much bent and distorted."

—

Grose.
6 The well-known compliment paid to the Emperor of all the -Ku«sja« by some Irish musicians.
7 See Appendix, Ao. 5. >

8 A trilling instance of wliich is recorded in Boxiana. " A fracas occurred between Caleb
Baldwin and the ktepers of the gate. The latter, not immediately recognizing the veteran of
the ring, refused his vehicle admittance, without tiie usual tip; but Caleb, finding argvftjing

the topic would not do, instead of j);iy'n& thein in the new coinage, dealt out another sort of
currency, and although destitute ol tlie VV. W. 1*. it had such an instantaneous etfect upon the
Johnny Raws, that the gate Hew open, and Caleb rode through in triumpli."

9 Poor. 10 Produce the guineas.
11 The extreme rigniir,in these re.-pect9,of the ancient system oftraining uiay be inferred from the

instances mentiuned by Ailian. iVot only pugilists, but even players on the harp, were, during

the time of their probation, avvnatug auaOeig y.ui airttQoi, De Animal. Lib. B. cap. 1.

12 A Jew, so nick-named — one of the Big ones. He was beaten by Crib on Blackheath, ia

the year 1H05.

13 Sleeping. U Feeding.
lb Fame ur fambles, hands.

33
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Wliile, for teaching: you every perfection, that throws a
Renown upon milling — the tact of 3Ie>doza —
The chiirni , by Avhich IIimphries * contriv'd to infuse

The three Graces themselves into all his One-Two^s —
The tiobbcrs of Johnson^ — Big Ben's ^ banging brain-blows

The weaving of Sam ,
* that turn'd faces to rainboMS —

Ohl Corcoran's click ,^ that laid customers flat —
Paddy Rvan /rom Dublin s^ renoMn'd "coup de Pat;'

And MY OWN improv'd method of tickling a rib^

You may always command
Yoiu" devoted

Tom Cbib.

APPENDIX.
No. I.

Account of a Grand Pugilistic Meeting , held at Belcher^s, {Castle Tavern, Holborn) Tom
CRiBin the Chair, to take into consideration the prujiriety oj tending Representatives of the

Fancy to Congress. — Extracted from a letter written on the occasion by Harry Har-
mer the Hammerer ,ti to xNtrf Fainter.

AXX^ fidti; TO K.W
jtilUtl , itoj «!

Tov ijxiu^ea axsaij TS2M. '

• » * * V • t

LAST Friday night a bang-up set

Of milling blades at Belcher's met;
All high-bred Heroes of the Ring,
Whose very gammon would delight one;

Who , nurs'd beneath The Fancy's m ing,

Show all her feathers — but the white one.

Brave Tom, the Champion, with an air

Almost Corinthian ,
^ took the Chair

;

And kept the Coves ' in quiet tune,

By shewing such a Jist of mutton

As , on a Point of Order, soon

Would take the shine from Speaker Sittos.
And all the lads look'd gay and bright,

And gin and genius flash'd about,

And whosoe'er grew unpolitc.

The well-bred Champion served him out.

As we'd been summon'd thus , to quaff

Our Dcady ^ ° o'er some State Affairs,

Of course we mix'd not with the raff.

But had the Sunday room, up stairs.

And when Me well had sluic'd our gobs, ^^

'Till all were in prime twig for chatter,

ToM rose, and to our learned nobs
Propounded thus th' important matter: —

1 Humphries was called " The Gentleman Boxer." He was (says the author of Boxiana)
remarkably eraceful, and his attitudes were of the most elegant and impressive nature.

2 Tom Johnson, wlio, till his light with Big Ben, was hailed as the Chajn{)ion of England.
3 Ben Brain, alias Big Ben, ^^ore the honours of the Championship till his death.
4 Vutch Sam, a hero, of whom all the lovers of the Fancy speak, as the Swedes do of

Charles the Twelfth, with tears in their eyes.
5 Celebrated hish jiugilists.

6 So called in his double rapacity of Boxer and Coppersmith.
7 The passage in Pindar, from which the following lines of "Hark, the merry Christ Church

Bells" are evidently borrowed.
The devil a man
Will leave his can.
Till he hears the Mighty Tom.

9 i. e. With the air, almost, of a man of rank arid fashion. Indeed, according to Horace's
notions of a peerage, Tom's claims to it are indisputable.

ilium superare puguis
Nobilem.

9 Fellows.
10 Deady's gin, otherwise, Ueady's brilliant stark naked.
11 Had drunk heartily.
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*^Gemmen ," pays he — Tom's -worih , you know,
Come, like his hitting^ strong but slow —
"Scclnj^ as hoAV those Swells , that made
"01(1 Boney quit the hammering trade,

"(All Prime Ones in their own conceit,)

"Will shortly at the Congress meet —
"(Some place that's like the Fimsh ^, lads,

.

"AVliere all your high pedestrian pads,
"That have been tip and out all night,

^'Running their rigs among tlie rattlers,'^

"At morning meet, iind , — honour bright, —
"Agree to share the bhint and tailcrsl) *

"Seeing as how, I say, these Swells
"Are soon to meet, by special summons,

"To chime togetluM-, like -'hell's bells
"

"And laugh at all mankind , as rum ones —
"I see no reason , wlien such things
"Are going on among these Rings,
"Why JJ'e, Mho re of the Fancy lay ^'^

"As dead hands at a mill as they,
"And quite as ready , after it,

"To sliare the spoil and grab the bit ^,

"Should not be there, to join the chat,
"To sec, at least, what fun they're at,

"And help their Slajesties to find

"j\eu) modes of pnuishing mankind.
"What say you , lads ? is any spark
"Among you ready for a lark *

"To this same Congress? — Caleb, Joe,
"BiiiL , Bob , what say you ? — yes , or no ?"'

Thus spoke the Champion , Prime of men.
And loud and long we chcer'd his jyrattle

With shouts , that thunder'd through the ken
,

And made Tom's Sunday tea-things rattle

!

A pause ensued — 'till cries of " Gregso\ ''

Brought Bob, the Poet, on his legs soon —
(:\/i/ eyes, how prettily Bob writes!

Talk of your Camels , Hogs , and Crabs ,

'

And twenty more such Pidcock frights —
Bob's worth a hundred of these dabs:

For a short turn iip^ at a sonnet,

A round of odes , or Pastoral bout.

All Lombard-street to nine-pence on it, ^°

Bobby's the boy would clean them ojft.')

''•Gcmmen,'''' says he — (Bob's eloquence

Lies much in C—^^

—

g's line , 'tis said.

For , M hen Bob can't afford us sense.

He tips us poetry, instead —

)

^^Gemmen, before I touch the matter,

"On Avhich I'm here had up for patter, ^^

"A few short words I first must spare,

"To him , THE Hero , that sits there,

'^'^Swigging Blue Ruin,^^ in that chair.

''(^Hcar—hear^ — His fame I need not tell,

"For that, my friends, all England's loud with;

1 A pnblic-hoase in Covcnt-Garden, memorable as one of the places, where the Gentlemen
Depredators of the night (the Holy Leagne of the Road) meet, early in the morjiing, for the
purpose of sharing the spoil, and arranging other matters connected with their most Christiaa
Alliance.

2 Robbing travellers in chaises, etc.

3 The money and watrhes.
4 Particular pursuit or enterprize. Thus, " he is on the HrfZaj/, " i. e. stopping children

with parcels and robbing them— the kcn-cracl; laij, house-breaking, etc. etc.

5 To seize the money. (i A frolic (it (larty of pleasure. _ J House.
8 By this curious zoological assemblage (something like Benii's "porci, e poeti,epidocchi ")

the writer means, I suppose, Messrs. Campbell, Crabbc and Hogg.
9 A turn-up is properly a casual and hasly set to.

10 More usually " Lombard-slreet to a China orange." Tliere are several of these fanciful
forma of betting— ''Chelsea College to a sentry-box," "Pompey's Pillar to a stick of sealing-
wax," etc. etc.

11 Talk. 12 Gin.

33 *
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"Bat this ril say, a civiller Swell

"I'd never wish to blow a cloud^ •with'."

At these hrave words , we , ev'ry one.

Sung oitt "hear — hear" — and clapp'd, like fun.

For , knowing how , on Moulscy's plain,

The Champion Jibb'd the poet's nob,^
Tliis buttering-up, ' agam»t the grain.

We thought was curs'd genteel in Bob.

And, here again, we may remark
Bob's likeness to the Lisbon jobber — *

For. though, all knoM-, thnt JIashi) spark

From C—st—r—gh rcceiv'd <i nobber.

That made him look like sneaking Jerry,

And laid him up in ordinary, *

Yet, now, such loving pals'^ are they.

That Geougv, wiser as he's older.

Instead of facing C

—

st—r— gh,

Is proud to be his bottle-holder!

But to return to Bob's har.ingue,

'Twas deuced fine — no slum or slang —
But such as you could smoke the bard in ,

—
All full of fowers, like Common Garden,

With lots oi figures , neat and bright,

Like Mother Salmon's — wax-work quite!

The next was Tirxer — nobbing Xed —
Who put his right leg forth ,

' and said,

"Tom, I admire your notion much;
"And, please the pigs, if well and hearty,

"I somehoAV thinks lll.have a touch,

"Myself, at this said Congress party.

"Though no great shakes at learned chat,

"If settling Europe be the sport,

"They'll find I'm just the boy for that,

"As tipping settlers ^ is my forte '."

Then up rose Ward , the veteran Joe,

And , 'twixt his MhifTs , * suggested briefly

That but a few , at first , should go,

And those, the light-weight Gcmmen chiefly;

As if too many " Big ones " went,

'ITiey might alarm the Continent!!

Joe added , then , that , as 'twas known
The R—G—T , bless his wig ! had shown
A taste for Art, (like Joey's own^')
And meant , 'mong other sporting things,

To have the heads of all those Kings,

And conqu'rors , whom he loves so dearly.

Taken off — on canvas, merely;

1 To smoke a pipe. This phrase is highly poetical, and explains what Homer meant by the

epithet, vtytAjjytperj;;.

2 In the year It-OH, when Cbib defeated Gbegso'.
3 Praising or tlaiteriug.

4 These parallels between great men are truly eilifjing.

5 Sea cant— a good deal of which has been introduced into the regalar Flash, by such
datsic heroes as Scroggins, Crockey, etc.

6 Friends.
7 Ned's favourite PTolegomena. in battle as well as in debate. As this position is said to

render him "very hard to be got at," I would recommend poor Mr, V—ns—t—t to try it as a
last resource, in his next set-tv with Mr. T—rn—y.

8 A kind of blow, whose sedative nature is sufficiently explained by the name it bears.
9 Joe being particularly fond of " that costly and gculleuiaulike smoke" as Dekker calls it.

The talent which Joe possesses of uttering Flash while he smokes— " ei. fumo dare /ucem ''—
is very remarkable.

10 Joe's taste for pictures has been thus commemorated by the great Historian of Pugilism
— "If Joe Ward cannot boast of a splendid gallery of pictures formed of selections from the
great /orei'gn masters, he can sport such a collection at' iiative subjects as, in many instances,
must be considered unique. Portraits of nearly all the pugilists (many of them in whole lengths
and_ attitudes) are to be found, from the days of Figg and Broughton down to the present
period, with likenesses of many distiiigui.-'hed amateurs, among whom are Captain Barclay, the
classic Dr. Johnson, the Duke of Cumberland, etc. His parlour is decorated in a similar manner;
and his partiality for pictures has gone so far, that even the tap-room contains many excellent
subjects'" — Boxiana, vol. i. p. 431.



God forbid the other mode! —
He (Joi;) would from his own abode,
(T^e Dragon^ ^~ fam'd for Fancy works.
Drawings of Heroes, and of — corks')

Furnish such Gemmcn of the Fist,^
As would complete the R—c

—

t's list.

"Thus, Champion Tom," said he, "would look
"Right Avell, hung- up beside the Duke —
"Tom's noddle being (if its frame
"Had but the gilding) much the same —
"And , as a partner for Old Blu,
"BiiiL GiBBOxs or myself Avould do."

Loud cheering at this speech of Joey's —
Who, as the Dilettanti know, is

("With all his other learned parts,)

Down as a hammer^ to the Arts!

Old Bill, the Black,** — you knoAV him, Neddx —
(With mug ^

, whose hue the ebon shames,
Reflected in a pint of Deady,

Like a large Collier in the Thames)
Though somewhat cut ,

'' just begg'd to say-

He hop'd that Sivell, Lord C

—

st—R—cu.
Would show the L%- JFA /Ics ^ fair play

;

"And not — as once he did" — says Bill,
"Among those Kings , so high and squirish,

"Leave us
, poor Blacks , to fare as ill,

"As if we were but pigs, or — L:ish!"

Bill Gibboxs , rising , wish'd to know
Whether 'twas meant his Bull should go —
"As should their 3Iajesties be dull,"

Says Bill, "there's nothing like a Bull:^
"And blow me tight ," — (Bill Gibboxs ne'er

In all his days Mas ImoMU to SMcar,

Except light oaths , to grace his speeches,

Like "f/«sfe my wig,''^ or ^^burn my breeches T)
^^Bloiv me —

"

— Just then, the Chair,* already
Grown rather lively with tlie Deady,

No. 2. No. 3.

ViBGiL, Aexeid. Lib. V. 4. 26. Account of the Milling-match between Entel-
liis and Dares, translated from the Fifth
Book of the Aeneid,

BY OM? OF THE FANCY.

With daddies 10 high uprais'd, and nob held
Constitit In dlgitos cxteniplb arrcctna nterqne, back,

IJrachiaque ad supcraa iiitcrritua cxitilit auras. In awful prescience of th' impending thwack,
Abduxere rctri) loiigc capita ardua ab ictu : Both KiV/fhVs 11 stood—and with prelusi\e spar,

Iminisceutque manus manibus, pugnamque la- And light nionoeuvring, kindled up the war I

cessunt. The One, in bloom of jouth— a light weight\
Ille, pedum melior motu, fretusque juventa: blade— f

Hie, membrla et mole \ aleus

;

The Other, vast, gigantic, as if made, t

Express, by Nature for the hammering trade ;)

1 The Green Dragon, Ring-street, near Swallow-street, "where (says the same author) any
person may liave an opportunity of verifying what has been asserted in viewing IFard's Cabi-

net of the Fancy!"
2 Among the portraits is one of Bill Gibbons, by a pupil of the great Fuseli, which gave

uccasioii to the following impromptu: —
Though you are one of Fuseli's scholars.

This question I'll dare to propose,

—

How the devil could you use irat^-r-colours.

In painting ItiLi, Gibbons's nose'?

3 To be down to any thing is pretty much the same as being up to it, and "dotpn aa a
hammer" is, of course, the intcnsivum of the phrase.

4 Richmond. 5 Face.
6 Cut, tipsy; another remarkable instance of the similarity that exists between the language

of the Classics and that of St. Giles's.— In Martial we iind " Incaluit quolies sauria vena/nero."
Ennius, too, has ''• saiiriuvit sc Hore Liberi;" and Justiu '' hesternu mero saucii."

1 Lilil-whitcs (or Snow-halls) Negroes.
8 Bill Gibbons las, I believe, been lately rivalled in this peculiar Walk of the Fancy, by the

Buperior lueiits of Tom Ollvoi's (lame Bull.
9 From the respect whirh 1 bear to all sorts of dignitaries, and my nnwillingness to meddle

with the " imputed weaknesses of the great," I have been induced to suppress the remainder of

tllis detail.

10 Hands. 11 Fellows, usually young fellows.
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eed tarda trementi
Geaua labaat, vastos qaatit aeger anhelitus

artus.
Malta viri ncquirr((iara inter se^Tilnerajactant,
IVIulta ravo latcri inrreiniiiant, et pectore vastos
Daiit soiiitus: erratqueaureset teinnora circuin
Cfebra mauus : duro crepitaut sub vuluere lualae.

^tat frraris Entellas, nisaqae immotas eodem,
Corpora K-'la modb aique oculis vigilantibus exit.

Die, velut celsam oppagnat qui molibus nrbem,
Aut mniitaaa s-edet circum castelia sub annis;
Kline lios, nunc illosaditus. omneinquepererrdt
Arte locuiu, tt variis assultibus ixritus urget.

Ostendit dextram Insurjrens Eatelluoj et alte
Extulit; ille ietum venienteui a vcrtice vtlox
I'raevidit, celcrique elap^us corpore cessit.
Eotellus vires in ventum effndit, ct ultrb
Ipse jrra\is gra\iterque ad tenam pondcre vasto
Coucidit; ut quoudam cava concidit, aut Ery-

roantho,
Aut Ida la magna, radicibus eruta piuus.

Oonsnrg-unt gtudiis Teucri et Trinacria pnbes:
It clamor coelo ; priinusque accurrit Acestes
Aequaevumque ab humo miseraus attollil ami-

oum^

At non tardatus castL, neqno territus heros;
Acrior ad pugnain redit, ac vim suscitat ira;
Turn pudor inccndit %ires, ct conscia virtus ;

Pracripitfiuque Daren ardensagitaequoretoto ;

^'uuc dcxtra jjigemiaaas ictos, uuuc illo siiiutra.

?iec mora, neo requles: quam multd grandine
uimbi

Culminibus crepitant, bio densis Sctibiis heros
Creber utraque mauu pulsat versatquc Dareta.

Tam pater Aeneas procedero longiiis iras,

El saevireanimis Eutellumhaudpassusacerbis

;

Sed liuem iiiiposuit pugnae , fcssumque Dareta
Eripuit, mulceus dictis, ac talia fatur:

Infelis! quae tanta animum dementia cepit?

But aged, 1 slow, with stiff limbs, tottering much.
And lungs, that lack'd the bdluws-mtnder's

touch.

Yet, sprightly to the Scratch both Buffers came,
While ribbtrs rung from each resoundinjr frame,
And divers digs , and many a ponderous pelt,
\Vere on their broad bread-baskets heard and

felt.

With roving aim, but aim that rarely miss'd,
Round lugs and oghei flew the frequent fist;

^^ hile showers ui facers told so deadly well.
That the crusli'd jaw-bones crackled as ihey fell

!

Bui lirinly stood E^tkli.ls— and still bright,
Thoughbeut by age, with all TheF.incv's lignt,

Stupp'd with a skill, and rallied «ith a lire

Th' Immortal F.^NCv could alone inspire!
Wliile Dakes, shifting round, with looLs of

thought.
An opening to the Code's huge carcase sought,
fLike General Preston, in that awful hour,
\\heu on one leg hehopp"dto—take the Tower!)
And here, and there, explor'dwith aclive_/?n3
And skilful /einf. some guardless pass to winin,

J
in. )And prove a boring guest when once let in

And now Entkli.ls, with an eye that plann'd
Punishing deeds, high rais'd his heavy hand;
But, ere the sledge came down, young Dabes

spied
Its shadow o'er his brow, and slipp'd aside—
So nimbly slipp'd , that the vain nubber pass'd
Through empty air; and He, so high, so vast.

Who dealt the stroke, came thundering to the
ground! —

IVot B-CK-GH-M, himself, vith bulkier sound

4

Uprooted from the lield of \Mggish glories,

Fell »ou«e,of late, among theastonish'd Tories !5

Instant the iiiH^ was broke, and shouts and yellb
From Trojan Flashmen and Sicilian Swells
Fill'd the wide heav'u— while, touch'd with

grief to see
His pal, 6 well-known through many a lark

and spree, 7
Thus rumlij foor''d,^ the kind Acestes ran,
And pitying rais'd trom earth thegame old man.
I'ncow'il, uiuiamag'd to the sport he came.
His limbs all muscle, and his soul all flame.
The memory of his milling glories past.
The shame , that aught but death should see

him grass'd.
All llr'd the veteran's n/ucA-— with fury flush'd
Full on his light-limb a customer he ruslfd.
And hammering right and left, with ponderous

swing, 8
Ruffian'd the reeling youngster round the

Ring—
IVor rest, nor pause, nor bieathing-time was

given,
But, rapid as the rattling hail from heav'n
Beats ou the house-top, showers of Randal's

shot 9
Around the Trojan's lugs flow, pepperinghot

!

'Till now Af.neas, lill'd with anxious dread,
Rnsh'd in between them, and. « ith words well-

bred,
Preserv'd alike the peace and Dares' head,
Bot/t which the veteran much inclind to break—
Then kiiullj thus the punish'd youth bespakc :

"Poor Juhnnij Raw! what madiiess could impel

1 Macrobius, in his explanation of the various properties of the number Seven, says, that
the fifth Hebdomas of man s life (the age of 3.i) is the completion of his strength ; tha't there-
fore pugilists, if not successful, usually give o\er their profession at that time. "Inter pugiles
denique haec con«uetudo conservator, ut quos jam coroiiavere victoriae, nihil de se amplius in

incrcmentis viriura sperent; qui vero expertes huius gloriae usque illo manseruut, a professioue
diticedaut." Lu Sumu. Scip. Lib. 1.

2 Ears and eyes.
3 Arm.

4 As the uprooted trunk in the original is said to be "cava," the epithet here ought, per-
haps, to be "Ao//oM'er sound."

5 I trust my conversion of the Erymanthian pine into his L—ds—p will be thought happy
nnd ingenious. It was suggested, indued, bj the recollection that Erymauthus was also famous
for another sort of natural production, very common in society at all periods, and which no
one but Hercules ever seems to have known how to manage. 'Though even he is described by
Valerius Flaccus as— "Erymanthaei sudanteni pondere moustri."

6 Friond. 7 Party of pleasure and frolic.

6 This phrase is but too applicable to the round hitting of the ancients, who, it appears
by the engravings iu Mercurialis de Art. Gymnast, kneu as little of our straight-forward
mode OS the uninitiated Irish of the present day. 1 have, by the by, discovered some errors in
Mercurialis, as hcII as in two other modern authors upon Pugilism (viz. Petrus Faber, in his
AgoiiHticon, aud that indefatigable classic autiquarv, ,\1. Burette, in his "Memoire pour ser^ir
a I'Hifioire du Pu^ilat des Anciens") which I shall have the pleasure of pointing out in my
lorthcoining "Parallel."

y A favourite blow of Tu£ MoxrAHEu's, so called.
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Won vires alias, couveraaquo aumlna seutia? "So rum a Flat to face so jirime a Swell?
Cede Deo. "See'stthounot, boy, THE FiNCY, heavenly Maid,

"Herself descends to this great Hammerer''s aid,
"And, singlinff him from all her //asA adorers,
"Shines ill his Ajfs, and thunders in his floorers <?

"Then,yieldthee,youth,—nor such a spooneyhe,
"To think mere man can mill a Deity '.

"

Dixitqiie, et praelia voce diremit. Thus spoke the Chief— and now, the scrim-
Ast ilium lidi aequales, genua aegra trahentem mage o'er,
Jactautemque utroque caput , crassumque era- His faithful pals the done-up Dabes bore

orem Back to his home , with tottering gams, sunk
Orerejcctantem, mixtosqueinsanguine deutes heart,
Ducunt ad naves. And muns and noddle -pink'd in every part.*

While from his gob the guggling claret gush'd, \

And lots ufgrinders, from their sockets crush'd, f

Forth with the crimsou tide in rattling frag-i
ments rush'd

!

)

! - No. 3.

A illustrative of the IVoble Lord's visit to Congress, I tak« the liberty of giving the two follow-
ing pieces of poetry, which appeared some time since in the Morning Chronicle, and which
are from the pen, 1 suspect, of that facetious Historian of the Fudges, Mr. Thomas Brown,
the Younger.

I LINES
ON THE DEPARTURE OF LORDS C—ST—R— GH AJTO ST—W—RT FOB THE COSTrSEWT.

At Paris " et Fratres, et qui rapu6re sub illis

Vix teuu^re manus (scis hoc, Meuelae) nefandas.
Ovid. Metam. Lib. 12. v. 202.

GO , Brothers in wisdom — go , bright pair of Peers,

And may Cupid and Fame fan you both with their pinions

!

The One , the best lover we have — of his years,

And the other Prime Statesman of Britain's dominions.

Go, Hero of Cliancery, blest with the smile

Of the Misses that love , and the monarchs that prize thee

;

Forget Mrs. Aag—lo T—yl—r awhile,"

Ajid all tailors but him who so wcU dandifies thee.

Never mind how thy juniors in gallantry scoff,

Never heed how perverse affidavits may thwart thee,

But shew the young Misses thou 'rt scholar enough
To translate "Amor Fortis" a love , about forty

!

And sure 'tis no wonder , when , fresh as young Alars,

From the battle you came , with the Orders you'd earu'd in't,

That sweet lady Famvy should cry out "my stars .'"

And forget that the Moon , too , was some way concern'd in't.

For not the great B

—

g—T himself has endur'd

CThough I've seen him with badges and orders all slilne,

Till he look'd like a house that was over insui'"d)

A much heavier burthen of glories than thine.

And 'tis plain , when a wealthy young lady so mad is,

Or any young Indies can so go astray,

As to marry oltl Dandies that might be their daddies.

The stars*"'' are in fault, my Lord St—w

—

rt, not they!

• There are two or three Epigrams in the Greek .Anthology, ridiculing the state of mutila-

tion and disfigurement to which the pugilists were reduced by their combats. The following

four lines are from an Epigram by Lucilius, Lib. 2.

Kwyy.irov
>i

xKpa^.rj an, A/io'/.Xoipaitg, ytyeyriTai,

li 'i(uv arjTOXuTiwv fivfikaoivyv ra xaim.

OvTw; /.iVQfUixuv T'wmiuaTa Xo^a y.ai oi)&a,

roauiiaru r(av Xvniy.viv Audia y.ui <t>wyia.

Literally, as follows •" "Thy head, () Apollophanes, is pcrloraled like a sieve, or like the leaves

of an old worm-eaten book; and (he numerous scars, both straight and cross wajs, "hich have

been left upon thy pate by the cestus, very much resemble the score of a Lydian or Phrygian

iiieee of music." "Periphiastically, thus:

\<iur noddle, dear Jack, full of holes like a sieve.

Is so ligur'd, and dotted, and scratch'd, I declare.

By your customers' lists, one would almost believe

They had punched a whole verse of "The Woodpecker" there!

It ought to be lueiitionod, that the word, ^^ jjunching" is used both in boxing and music

engraving. . , i i

•• Ovid is mistaken in saying that it was "at Tans" these rapacious trausactious took place

^ we should read "at Vienna."
••• " When weak women go astray,
" The stars are more in fault than they.

''
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Thou, too, t'other brother, thou Tiilly of Tories,

Thou Mulaprop Cicero, over Avhose lips

Such a smooth rigmarole ahout "inonarchs ," and "glories,"

And ^'nuUidgc," " and "featureji," like syllabub slips.

Go, ha«te, at the Congress pursue thy vocation

Of adding fresh sums to this jNational Debt of ours,

Leaguing with Kings, Mho, for mere recreation,

Break promises , fast as your Lordship bicaks metaphor^.

Fare ye well, fare ye well, bright Pair of Peers,
Antl may Cupid and Fame fan you both with their pinions!

The One, t'le best lover we have — of his years.

And the Other, Prime Statesman of Britain's dominions.

TO THE SHIP I\ WHICH LORD C—ST—B—GH SAILED FOB TUB CONTINENT.

Imitated from Horace , Lib. 1. Ode 3.

So may ray Lady's pray'rs prevail ,
*

And C—XX

—

g's too, and lucid Br—gge's,

And Eld— V beg a favouring gale
From Eolus, that older Bags.^

To speed thee (»n thy destin'd way,
Oh ship, that bear'st our C

—

st—

r

—gh,'
Our gracious R

—

g—t's better half,"*^

And, therefore, quarter of a King —
(As Vax, or any other calf,

May find , without inucli figuring.)

Waft him , oh ye kindly breeze.*.

Waft this Lord of place and pelf,

Any M'here his Lordship pleases.

Though 'twere to the U—1 himself.

Oh , what a face of brass was his ,

'

Who first at Congress show'd his phyz —
To sign away the Rights of 3Ian
To Russian threats and Austrian juggle

:

And leave the sinking African *

To fall Mithout one saving struggle —
"jVIong ministers from IVorth and South,
To shew his lack of shame and sense.

And hoist the Sign of "Bull and Mouth"
For blunders and for eloquence!

In vain we wish our Sees, at home^
To mind their papers, desks, and shelves.

If silly Sees, abroad will roam
And make such noodles of themselves.

But such hath always been the case —
For matchless impudence of face.

There's nothing like your Tory race !
^

First, Pitt, ^ the chos'n of England, taught her

' It is thas the noble Lord pronounces the word "knowledge"— deriving it, as far as hisown share is concerned, from the Latin, "nulliis."
1 Sic te Diva pntens Cypri,

Sic fratres Helcnae, lucida sidera,
Ventoriimque regal pater.

2 Sec a description of the aoxoi, or Bfigs of Eolus, in the Odyssey, Lib. ID.
3 IVavis, quae tibi credituia

Dcljes_ Virgilium.
4 —— Aiiimae dimidium meum.
5 Uli rnljur et aes triplex

Circa pectus erat, qui, etc.
U praecipiteni Africuni
Uccertaiitcm Aquilonibus.

t INequicquam Deub abscidit

^
Prudeus occano dissociabili

Terras, si taincu impiae
,_, . , ^ ,,

I^"'i tangenda Hates transiliunt vada.
ims last Une, we may suppose, alludes to some distinguished Rate that attended the voyager.

8 Audax omnia perpeti
Gens ruit per vetitura nefas.

9 Audax Japeti eenus
Iguem fraude maU gcutibus iutulit.
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A taste for famine, fire, and slaughter.

Tlien came the Doctor , * for our ease.

With E— D KS, Ch TH MS, H—WK—B—s,

And other deadly maladies.

When each , in turn , hiid run their rigs,

Necessity brought in the Whigs:*
And oh, I blii^h , I hlush to say,

Wlien these, in turn, were put to flight, too,

Illustrious T

—

mp—e flew away
With lots of pens he had no right to !

^

In short, what will not mortal man do?*
And now , that — strife and bloodshed past —

WeSe done on earth Mhat harm we can do.

We gravely take to heav'n at last; *

And tliink its favouring smile to purchase

(Oh Lord, good Lord! by — huiUling churches!)

No. 4.

BOB GREGSON.
POET LAUREATE OF THE FASCY.

"For hitting and getting away (says the elegant Author of Boxiana) RicHMOivn
is distinguished; and the brave Molixeix keeps a stronghold in the circle of boxers,

as a pugilist of the first class ; while the Chaiipiox of E\gland stands unrivalled

for his punishment
,
game , and milling on the retreat!— but, notAvithstanding the

above variety of qualifications, it has been reserved for Bob Gregso\, alone, from
his union of pugilism and poetry , to recount the deeds of his Brethren of the Fist

in heroic verse, like the bards of old, sounding the praises of their warlike cham-
pions." The same author also adds, that "although not possessing the terseness

and orginality of Drydcn, or the musical cadence and correctness of Pope, yet still

Bob has entered into his peculiar subject with a characteristic energy and apposite

spirit." Vol. 1. p. 357.

This high praise of Mr. Gregsox's talents is fully home out by the specunen
which his eulogist has given, page 358 — a very spirited Chaunt, or Kemean
ode, entitled "British Lady and Black Millers.

V

The connexion between poetical and pugnacious propensities seems to have
been ingeniously admnbrated by the ancients , in the bow with which they armed
Apollo :

^otjito yaq y.ai TO^ON BTtiTQeTtsraL y.ai AOlJH.
Callimach, Htjmn. in Apollin. v. 44.

The same mythological bard informs us that , when Minerva bestowed the gift

of inspiration upon Tiresias , she also made him a present of a large cudgel

;

Jwaia y.ai MEFA BAKTPON:

another evident intimation of the congeniality supposed to exist between the exer-

cises of the Imagination and those of The FA^CY. To no one at the present day
is the double wreath more justly due than to Mr. Bob Gregsox. In addition to

his numerous original productions , he has condescended to give imitations of some
of our living poets — particularly of Lord Byron and Mr. Moore; and the amatory
style of the latter gentleman has been caught, with peculiar felicity, in the follow-

ing lines , which Avere addressed some years ago, to Miss Grace Maddox, a young
Lady of pugilistic celebrity , of whom I have already made honourable mcntiou in

the Preface.

1 Post
macies, et nova febrium

Terris incubit cohors.
2 tarda neccssitas

Lethi corripiiit grailiiin.

3 Expcrtus vacuum Dacilalu9 aera
Pennis non humini datis.

This allusion (o the 1200/. worih of stationary, which his Lordbhiii ordered, when on the
point of vacating his place, is particularly happy. En. -

4 Nil inortalibus arduiiin est.

5 Coeluiu ipsum pctiuius utultili^.
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LINES
TO MISS GRACE MADDOX, THE FAIB PUGILIST,

JFritten in imitation of the style of Moore,
By bob GREGSON, P. P.

Sweet Maid of the Fancy! — mIiosc of:les. ^ adorning
That beautiful cheek, ever budding like bowers,

Arc bright as the gems that the llr?t Jew of^ morning
Hawks round Covent-Garden , 'mid cart-loads of flow ers I

Oh Grace of the Graces ! whose kiss to my lip

Is as sMeet as the brandy and tea. rather thinnish.

That Knights of the Rumpad^ so rurally sip.

At the first blush of dawn in tlie Tap of the Finish !
*

All, never be fal^e to me, fair as thou art,

Kor belie all the many kind things thou hast said

;

The falsehood of other nymphs touches the Heart,
liut THY Jibbing, my dear, plays the devl with the Head!

Yet , who would not prize , beyond honours and pelf,

A maid to whom Beauty such treasures has granted,

Tliat , ah , ^he not only has black eyes , herself,

But can furnish a friend with a pair, too, if wanted!

Lord St—w

—

rt's a hero (as many suppose)

And the Lady he woos is a rich and a rare one;
His heart is in Chancery , every one knows,
And so would his head be, if thou wert his fair one.

Sweet Maid of the Fancy ! when love first came o'er me,
I felt rather queerish , I freely confess

;

But now I've thy beauties each moment before me,
The pleasure grows more, and the queerislmess less.

Thus a new set of darbies , * when first they are worn.
Makes the Jail-bird ^ uneasy, though splendid their ray;

But the links will lie lighter tlie longer tliey're borne,

And the comfort increase, as the shine fades away!

I had hoped that it would have been in my power to gratify the reader w ith

several of Mr. Gregso>'s lyrical productions, but I have only been able to procure

copies of Two Songs, or Chaunts, which were written by him for a Masquerade,

or Fancy B^ll
,
given lately at one of the most fashionable Cock-and-Hen Clubs in

St. Giles's. Though most of the company were m ithout characters , there were a

few A ery lively and interesting maskers ; among whom , we particularly noticed

Bill Richmond, as the Emperor of Ilayti, '' attended by Sitto\, as a sort of black

3Ix. V—>s —T- t; and Ikey Pig made an excellent L—s D—xii

—

t. The beauti-

ful Mrs. Crockey ,
^ who keeps the Great RagShop in Bermondsey, went as the Old

Lady of Threadneedle Street. She was observed to flirt a good deal with the black

3Ir. V—\s

—

t—T, but to do her justice, she guarded lier 'Hcsperirium mala"

with all the vigiliince of a dragoness. Jack Holmes,^ the pugilistic Coac/iman,

personated Lord C—st—

r

—gh . and sung in admirable style

Ya-hip, my Hearties! here am I

That drive the Constitution Fly.

This Song (w hich was written for hiin by Mr. Gregsox, and in which the language

1 Eyes.
2 BV the trifling alteration of "dew" into "Jew,"' Mr. Gregson has contrived to collect the

three chief inf i edients of Moore's poetry, viz. dews, geuis, aud flowers, into the short compass

of these t«o lines.

3 Highvaymen.
4 See Nv'te, page 515. Brandy and tea is the favourite beverage at the Finish.

5 Fetters.
»i Vrisoiier.—This being the only bird in the whole range of Ornithology, which the author

of Lalla Bmiivh has not itre-xed into his service, Mr. Grcgsou may consider himself very lucky

iu being able to lay hold of it,

7 ifis Majesty (iu a Song which I regret I cannot give) professed his intentions
'f'o take to strung nitfiKur> s like some of his kin

—

To turn away Count Lemonadk, and bring in
.\ more spiritcA ministry under Duke Gl>

!

8 A relative of poor Crockcy, who was lagged some time since.

9 The same, 1 suppose, that nerved out Blake (alias Tom Toush) some years ago, at VVils

den Green. The Fauci/ Gazette, on that occasion, remarked, that poor Holmes s face was
"rendered ptrfe<:llij unintelligible."
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and sentiments of Coachee are trcinsferred so ingeniously to the NoLle person repro-
sentcd) is as follows:

YA-HIP, MY HEARTIES!
Siiiia: by Jack Holmes, the Coachmau, at a late masquerade in St. GUes's, la the character of
LoiJ C—ST—H—CH.

I FIRST was hir'd to j^^g a Hack ^

Tlicy call "The Eiin," sometime back.

Where soon I learn'd to patter flash ,
*

To curb the tits ^ and tip the lash —
Which pleas 'd the Master of the Croww
So much , he had me up to town.

And gave me lots of quids'^ a year,

To tool ^ "The Constitution " here.

So
,
ya-hip , Hearties ! here am I

That driA'e the Constitution Fly.

Some wonder how the Fly holds out,

So rotten 'tis, within, without;

So loaded, too, through thick and thin.

And with such heavy creturs I\.

But, Lord, 'tAvill last our time — or if

The wheels should , now and then , get stiff.

Oil of Perm's * the thing that , flowing.

Sets the naves anA felloes'' going!

So
,
ya-hip , Hearties ! etc.

So wonder, too, the tits that pull

This rum concern along, so full,

Should never back, or bolt, or kick

The load and driver to Old Nick.

But, never fear — the breed, though British,

Is now no longer game or skittish;

Except, sometimes, about their com.
Tamer Houyhnhnms ^ ne'er were born.

To , ya-hip , Hearties ! etc.

And then so sociably we ride !
—

While some have places , snug, inside,

Some , hoping to be there anon,

Tlirough many a dirty road hang on.

And when we reach a filthy spot,

(Plenty of which there are, God wot)
You'd laugh to see, with what an air

We take tJie spatter — each his share!

So, ya-hip. Hearties! etc.

The other song of Mr. Gregson , which I have been lucky enongh to lay hold

of, was sung by Old Prosy, the Jew, who went in the character of Major C

—

rtw
—GHT, and who having been , at one time of his life, apprentice to a mountebank
doctor, was able to enumerate, with much volubility, tlie virtues of a certain in-

fallible nostrum , which he called his A^^UA^. Pill. The pronunciation of the Jew
added considerably to the effect.

1 To drive a hackuey coach. Hack, however, eeems in this place to mean an old broken
down stage-coarh.

2 To talk slang, parliamentary or otherwise.
3 Horses.
4 IMoney.
5 A process carried on siiccesfifiilly under the Roman Emperors , as appears from what Tacitus

says of the '' Instriimrnta Regni "— To tool is a technical phrase among the Knights of the
\Vhip; thus, that illustrious member of the Society, Richard Cypher, Esq. says: "I've dash'd
at every thing

—

pigg'd at ajcrvy—tuuVd a mail-coach."
G Money.

7 In Mr. Gregsou's IMS. these words arc spelled " knaves and fellows, " but I have printed
them according to the proper whcel« right orthographj'.

H The extent of Mr. Gregsou's learning will, no doubt, astonish the reader; and it appears
by the following lines , from aPanegyric written upon him , by One of the Fancy, that he is also

a considerable adept in the Latin lauguagc.
" Aji to sciences—Dou knows a little of all,

'' And , in Latin , to shew that he's uo ignoramus,
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THE ANNUAL PILL.
Sung by Did Prosy , the Jew , in the character of Major

C BTW—GHT.

\TLL nobodies try my nice Annual Pill,

Dat's to pnrify every ting nashty avay?
Ple»s raa heart, pless ma heart, let ma say vat I rill,

iVot a Chriyhtian or Shcntlenian inindg rat I say!
'Tis so pretty a bolu;:! — just doMTi let it go,

And, at vonce, such a radical shange you rill see,

Dat Fd not be surprish'd, like de hor*c in de show.
If our heads all vera found , vere our taiUh ought to be

!

Mil nobodies try my nice Annual Pill, etc.

'Twill cure all Electors, and purge away clear

Dat mighty bad itching dey've got in deir hands —
'Tw ill cure , too , all Statesmen , of dullness , ma tear,

ITiongh the case vas as desperate as poor Mister Vax's.

Dere is noting at all vat dis Fill vill not reach —
Give the Sinecure Shentleman von little grain,

Pless raa heart, it vili act, like de salt on de leech,

And hell throw de pounds, shillings, and pence, up again!
A ill nobodies try my nice Annual Pill , etc.

'Twould be tedious, ma tear, all its peauties to paint —
But, among oder t'ln^s fundamentally wrong.

It vill cure de Proud Potiom ^ — a common complaint

Among M. Pe>. and weavers — from sitting too long.^

Should symptoms of speecliing preak out on a diuice,

(\'at is often de ca?e) it viil stop de disease.

And pring avay all de long speeches at vonce,

Dat el.«e vould, like tape-worms, come by degrees

!

Vill nobodies try my nice Annual Pill,

Dat's to purity every ting nashty away .''

Pless ma heart , pless ma heart , let ma say vat I vill

Not a Clirishtlau or Shentleman miud^ vat I gay!

No. 5.

The follomng poem is also from the Morning Chronicle, and has ever)' appearance of being: by the
same pen as the l«o others I have quoted. The Examiner, indeed, in extracting it from the

Chromcle, eays, "' we thiiLk we can guess whose easy and sparkling hand it it)."

TO SIR HUDSON LOWE.
Effare caasam nominii',

I'trum ne mores hoc tui

IVomen dedere, an nomen hoc
Secuta moruin regula.

ArsoNirg.

SIR Hudson Lowe , Sir Hudson Low,
(By name , and ah ! by nature so)

As thou art fond of persecutions.

Perhaps thoust read , or heard repeated.

How Captain Gulliver was treated,

^Mien tlirown among the Lilliputians.

They tied him do^vn — these little meu did —
And having valiantly ascended

Upon the flighty Man's protuberance,

They did so strut! — upon my soul.

It must have been extremely droll

To see their pigmy pride's exuberance !

And how the doughty mannikins

Amtis d themselves with stickuig pins

"He wrote once an Ode on his friend, Major Paul,
"And the motto was Paulo majora canamus!"

1 Meaninp, I presume, Coalition Administrations.
2 Whether teilentary habiti' have any thing to do with this peculiar shape, I cannot deter-

mine, but tliat some have supposed a sort of roiiiiection between them , appears from the fol-

lowing remurk, jiuotcd in Kornmann's curious book, de f'irginitatis Jure— "Ratio perquam le-

iiida est apud hirrhner. in Legato, cum nalura ilias partes, quae ad scssionem sunt destiuatac,
uliores iu tucminis fecerit quam in viris, iaiiuens dumi eus mauere dcbere." Cap. 40.
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And needles in the p^reat man's breeches;

And how some very little things,

That pass'd for Lords , on scaffoldings

Got up , and worried hira witli speeches.

Alas , alas ! that it should happen
To mighty men to be caught napping! —
Though different, too, these pers -cutions

;

For Gulliver, there, took the nap,

While, here, the Naj) , oh sad mishap,

Is taken by the Lilliputians !

A LETTER
TO THE

ROMAN CATHOLICS OF DUBLIN.

ytICEJEr2T0^
AMI20OS Aeschyl. Agamemnon.

A LETTER.
THOtiGH the late Resolutions of your Committee, in Dublin*, seem intended to

be final upon the subject of the Veto, let us hope that a question so vitally connected

with the freedom
,
peace , and stability of the Empire , may not be dismissed m itli

euch hasty and absolute decision. The discussion has hitherto been carried on with
a degree of warmth and passion, which, however creditable to the feelings of those

engaged in it, has certainly tended but little to the improvement of their reasoning

powers. Indeed , it is but an abuse of language, to dignify with the name of dis-

cussion, cither the proceedings or the writings to which the question has hitherto

given rise. Those orators and authors who live but by flattering your prejudices,

having found that you look to but one point of the compass for argument, have set

in from that quarter with a regular trade-wind of declamation , which neither your
Bishops, your friends, nor common sense , have been able to withstand. In this

state of the question , it requires no ordinai-y share of indifference to the taunts and
suspicions of the illiberal, the misinterpretations of the ignorant, and the cold-blood-

ed rancour of the bigoted , to stand forth as the .idvocate of this required conces-

sion, and to urge it as the sole, tlie necessary sacrifice, by which you are to deserve

the liberties which you demand. Inadequate as I am to this undertaking, and en-

tering the lists, like David, in armour "which I have not proved," I am yet con-

scious of bringing an honesty of feeling to the task , a zeal for my country's ho-
nour, and an ardent wish for her liberties, which entitle me to attention at least,

though they should fail in producing conviction.

The first point which naturally comes under consideration, in a subject M'liere

the interests of Religion are concerned , is the conduct of your Bishops ; and here,

at the outset, we meet with that insurmountable fact (M'hich your lay-theologians

would so willingly throw into the shade), that, in the year 1799, four metropoli-

tans and six pi'clates profes>ed themselves willing, as the price of Catholic emanci-
pation , to concede to the Government a control upon the appointment of your Bi-
shops, and signed a formal document to that effect. This stipulated basis of nego-
ciation , so solemnly agreed to by ten of your spiritual magistrates , has been since

retracted; and the defence resorted to by those who think it necessary to apologize

for the conduct of these Prelates , and explain awiiy the awkwardness of the re-

tractation, wears so strongly the features of Jesuitical evasion, that I blush for its

parents and adopters. "It was a moment of panic," they tell us, " in which these

venerable men were surprised ; and no stipulation , extorted in such circumstances,

could possibly be meant or considered as binding. " Observe, hoMcver, the dilem-

ma in which this document of 1799 has involved the opposers of the Veto. If the

Bishops were right in making this concession — if, acquainted, as they must be
intimately, with the essentials of your faith and the interests of your hierarchy,

• March 2, 1810.
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they yet eaw nothinjr in the proposed pledge •vrhich \ras likely to violate or endan-

ger cither — then the principal argument against the Veto must, of course, fall

pointless to the ground. But if, on the contrary, they \rere false to their trust —
if, believing (as their lay masters would have them believe^ that the measure was
deeply injurious to the Church, so large a portion of your dignified clergy were
driven by fear, or seduced by emolument, to sign what they considered the death-

warrant of their faith —then, I ask. would not your rulers be justified in suspect-

in"- the integrity of these men, and in asking for some guard against the appoint-

ment of persons so ineligible, in the event of your becoming co-partners in the Con-

stitution? Could they, v. ho had failed in faith, be expected to prove steady in po-

litics? or would not the same hands which had surrendered your Clnirch to the Go-
vernment, in like manner surrender that Government to the enemy ? Such is the

alternative to which we arc forced , by those violent charges and insidious vin-

dications with which the members of your episcopacy have been assailed: the less

upright and trust-worthy they make your Bishops appear, the more fully do they

justify the Government in demanding some security against the appointment of

such persons in future.

But the characters of these venerable men are a snfficient answer to so gross

an imputation. It is worse than insult to suspect, that, if they had perceived in

the measure any one of those ruinous results so boldly and fancifully predicted by

your orators, they could have lapsed , for a moment, through motives of fear or

ambition , into such an act of spiritual treason , such a recreant abandonment of

their ministry. It is quite impossible; and we are therefore warranted in consider-

in"- those anti-catholic terrors in which the A'eto is arrayed , as the dreams of ig-

norant, though perhaps well-meaning alarmists, who, if they could be prevailed

upon to adopt the philosophy of Panurge, and '• fear nothing but danger," would

be much more respectJible iu their panic , and might be somewhat more etisily re-

lieved from it.

The second occasion which called forth the sentiments of your Bishops, was the cla-

mour excited in the year 1808, m hen your parliamentary friends, upon the authority of

this docmnent and the corroborating information of Dr. 31ilner, declared that, in the

event of your full emancipation, a negative control upon the nomuiation of your Bi-

shops would be vested, as a pledge of security , in the Crown. The effect which

this proposal produced, upon the Parliamant and people of England, must be re-

membered with a mixture of pleasure and regret, for the brightness of its promise

and the shortness of its duration. The hopes of your friends were kindled into con-

fidence; the fears of the timid, and the doubts of the conscientious, were allayed and

satisfied by this liberal compi-omise; and the champions of intiderance saw, with

dismay, the last dark barrier of exclusion disappearing. But transient indeed was

this liicid internal. In the very act of curing the folly of your adversaries, you

were suddenly seized with the infection yourselves; and the senseless cry of "The
church is in danger," was just dying away upon the lips of Protestants, when it

was cau":ht up by Catholics , and echoed >vith emulous vociferation.

The laitv were the first to give the alarm ; the proposed concession was de-

nounced as an act of apostacy; and your friends, not less than your enemies, were

char"-ed with a design to overturn the Catholic religion in Ireland : Dr. Milner was

de"Taded from an apostle into a hireling, and your Bishops were called upon,

wi"th the most indecorous menaces , to disavow the conciliatory spirit Arhicli he had

imputed to them. And here, let me ask, can any one suppose for an instant, that

Dr. Milner, the ack-nowledged agent ofyour hierarchy (with whose sentiments, upon

every bearing of the question , he must have made himself intimately conversant)

i^ it rational to think that he would have ventured even to hint at an arrange-

ment , which he considered , in the last degree , unwelcome to the feelings and

principles of his constituents ? It is not to be imagined ; and., though I am but little

inclined to argue from Dr. Milners consistency, being of opinion that there is,

in this right reverend scholar, a certain irresponsible unsteadiness of judgment,

which not even his studies of Cabbasutius andThoraasinus' have been hea^y enough

to ballast sufficiently, it is impossible, I think, not to see, in his conduct upon

this occasion . a conclusive proof that the great body of your Prelates was by no

means averse from the concession of a negative to the Crown.

The alarm , however was gone abroad — a rash and unreasoning laity were

taught to see perils and mischiefs in the measure, which had escaped the eyes of those

most interested and best informed upon the subject. Thedecisions of the ignorant are

• Two favonrite authors of Dr. Milner. I confess I am nn^atcfiil enough to wish, (hat,

before Dr. Milner did us the honour of visiting Ireland, he had consulted his friend Cabbasu-

tius lor snuie of those canons which so viselj forbid ecclesiastics to travel. He will hnd some-

thine to this purpose in page 591 of the \otitia Ecclesiastica, and also amongst the Canons of

the Concilium Hudense, the t^lth of which complains that it vas the practice of clergymen "tarn

turpitcr quam damuabilittr per terram gaepius evagari."— Cabbasut. Act. Eccleaiaat. pago47li.

i
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always violent , in proportion to their erroneouisness ; "/i/nosre res est in tenebris

inipcitis;'" not a whitspcr of argument was heard; not a single link of the drag--chain

of reiison -was suffered to retard the down-hill precipitancy of passion , nor could

the tried and active fidelity of years protect your friends from the ungenerous

charge »)f having prevaricated with your interests and conspired against your faith.

In the Inid^t of this ferment, a general meeting of your Prelates was assemhled,

and I question much if they did not perceive, in the insolent tone with which the

laity dictated to them, more danger to the peace and imity of your church, than

centuries of Government interference could threaten. Let us see, however, there-

suit of this synod. Did they retract or condenm the principle of their former con-

cession .-' Did they , in any May , authorize those alarms for the safety of your reli-

gion which had been so industriously circulated among the laity.'' Did they intima-

te, even in the remotest manner, that this proposed price of your complete disen-

thralment Mas mcompatihlc Mitli' their doctrine, discipline, or principles.^ By no

means. They merely passed a resolution (in Mhich they were perhaps justified by
the ferment of the public mind at the moment) , tliat it Mas inexpedient to alter the

existing mode of nomination — not dangerous, observe, nor heterodox , nor anti-

cathclic, nor any of those sanbeuito' epithets, in which your orators still clotlie

the measure, but simply inexpedient; and, as if not content Mith this virtual ad-

mission of the perfect rompatil-ility of a Veto Mith the Catholic faith and disci-

pline, they voted the thanks of the synod to Dr.31ilner ; tothat very Dr.Milncr, who had
just ansMcred for their friendliness to the measure, and Avhose representation of their

sentiments respecting it they had been so menacingly called upon by the laity to disa-

VOM'. Such , after all , was the extent of the palinode which your clamours extort-

ed from the Bishops in 1808. They acknowledged the representative services of

Dr. 3Iilner , thus sanctioning the principle of that concession Avhich he had offered

in their names, and, instead of entrenching themselves behind any of those perti-

nacious objections by which some persons would Millingly shut out conciliation for

ever , they merely took shelter fand rather from their flocks than their rulers) be-

hind the light and surmountable fence of inexpediency — an obstacle, which, as

it was raised in deference to the infatuation of the laity , awaits but the return of

their good sense to show its untenable futility.

I am not aware that I have assumed too much, in the dispositions whiclj I here

attribute to your Prelates, throughout the entire discussion of the Veto ; and yet

this is the measure, thus virtually approved by them, thus formally conceded at

first, and at last rather reserved than retracted, Mhich the wrong-headed politicians

amongst you, in contempt of their spiritual guides, have branded as impious, deadly,

and apostolical: this is the condition of your liberties, for his luminous enforcement

of which Lord GrenviUe is now grossly and ungratefully calumniated, as a sophis-

ticator of your cause, and a conspirator against your religion : and fA/s is the pledge,

to Mhose pretended inexpediency the bigoted and the factious Avould not hesitate to

sacrifice the freedom of Ireland, and the harmony of the whole Empire, moreMicked
in their folly than that people of antiquity, ** m ho set a fly upon an altar, and sa-

crificed an ox to it

!

In addition to the implied acquiescence of your Prelates (implied, I think, satis-

factorily, from the foregoing review of their conduct), M'hen we know that tlie vi-

cars-apostolical of England have all, Mith the exception of thecons«sfc7it Dr. Milner,

expressed themselves favourable to the proposed arrangement , we cannot but feel

indignant at the audacity of those lay pamphleteers , m ho still officiously interfere

with the jurisdiction of your hierarchy, and persist in arraigning, as ruinous and im-
pious, a measure M'hich its spiritual judges have acquitted of all but inexpediency.

At the same time, it must be confessed, that the disposition Mhich the laity

have shoM'u, in encroaching upon the province of their clergy in this question, and
presuming to know their duties much better than themselves, is, in common life, but
too frequently the characteristic of our countrymen, Avho would, most ofthem, much
rather let their own affairs run to ruin, than incur the least suspicion of being ig-

norant of those of their neighbours. To this disinterested activity, this supererogat-
ing spirit (so worthy of an " insula sancforifTTi" like ours), Ave are indebted, Id()nl)t

not, for much of that solicitude M-hich your laity insist upon feeling for the honour
and safety of the hierarchy. There are many, however, Avhose opposition to the

measure is founded upon deeper, and less innocent motives. Queen Elizabeth, as

we are told by Se<;retary Walsingham , distinguished Papists in conscience from
Papists in faction ; and, however little she may deserve, in general, to be cited as

a precedent in such cases, I believe mo shall hut do justice to the opposers
of the Veto, if we divide them into the same two classes. To the Anti-Ve-
toists in conscience, therefore — to those whose apprehensions, however ground-

* The name of the carment worn by those who were condemned by the luqaieition; "more
properly (says Townscnd) saco bcndito."

" Mentioned by Aelian, and alluded to by Addison in hia Freeholder.
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less, are at least sincere, and many of -whom, vrithout examining the subject them-
selves, have merely taken up those ready-made terrors, of which your orators keep

such a constant supply — I shall, with deference, submit a few considerations,

which mav soften, if they do not remove, tJiose objections which have been consi-

dered so formidable; and, as arguments on this side of the question are strangers to

your ears, I cannot doubt that your ears will receive them hospitably.

"With respect to the supremacy of the Pope, it has not, I believe, been assert-

ed, even by those who possess most facility of assertion, that his interference in the

nomination of Bishops, any farther tlian the form of recognition, or his exercise of

an appellatory jurisdiction upon matters relating to discipline, are, in any degree,

necessary to ihe existence or purity of a Catholic hierarchy. Indeed, the example

of the Gallican church, * so long free and so long illustrious, suflTiciently proves tlie

full compatibility of liberty with reverence, of independence with ortliodoxy. From
the conflict wliich her enlightened divines maintained against the pretensions of

Rome, your religion rose purer and firmer than it had stood for many ages before;

and those slavish notions of papal authority, which had been taken up in times of

darkness, and clung to during the storm of the Reformation, ** m ere ca>t off as in-

sulting alike to piety and common sense. The depo.-ing power of tlie Pope, his per-

sonal infallibility, and all those absurd attributes,'** which degraded the Church

much more than they elevated the Pontiff, were then indignantly rejected from your

belief, and consigned to that contemptuous oblivion, from which even the malicious

industry of your enemies has been imable to call them up in judgment against you^

To Launoi, one of the ablest advocates of the Gallican church, your religion owes

her release from much of that legendary superstition, f which sat, like a night-mare,

upon her bosom, and filled her dreams with monsters: and in the works of the able

Chancellor Ger>on we find, mingled with his vindication of the rights of the Church. {-{•

some of those pure principles of political freedom.
-J-"}-;-

whichhiscountry afterwards so

grandly, though intemperately asserted, and which, hoMcver their animation may
be suspended at present ))y the strong gra,-p of military power, have too much vita-

litT, 1 think, to expire altogether beneatli the pressure: like those tables of science,

which Shem is said to have taken with him into the ark, they are preserved , I

trust, to enlighten mankind, when the present deluge of despotism shall have "abat-

ed from off the earth."

While the religion of England was Catholic, the same guards against papal en-

croachment were adopted under her wisest sovereigns ; and it was in the reign of

Edward III. that patriotic monarch Mho first spiritedly filled up the rude outline of

the Briti^h Constitution, that the statutes of Praemunire and Pro\ isors were enac-

ted for the utter exclusion of the Pope from all matters of eccle:>iastical discipline.

Can Catholics then wonder that Protestants should be unwilling to endanger their

establishments by the least infusion of an influence, which Catholics themselves

have so invariably pronounced to be mischievous? Xay, though Protestants should

he inclined to ti-y the experiment, would not Catholics blush to re-enter the temple

• "Why a man may not be a Romanist ^vithnut beinf^ a Papist, in Ireland as well as in

France, I can see no reason. We know that the Gallican Church has long been emancipated

from the thraldom of the Unman I^oiititf." — Campbeli/s Survry of tlie South of Ireland, inVub.
•• The advances which the Church and Court of Rome were making towards purity of

doctrine and practice, vhen they were checked^ by the_ turbulent burst of the Reformation, are

strongly acknowledged by Hume, in the following curious passage, which (according to Towers)

is to 1)e found only in the first edition of his History, printed at''Ediuburgh in 1754. "ll has been

obscr^cd, that, upon the revival of letters, very generous and enlarged sentiments of religion

prevailed throughout all Italy, and that, during the reign of Leo, the Court of Rome itself, in

imitation of their illustrious Prince, had not been wanting in a just sense of freedom. But,

when the enraged and fanatical reformers took arms against the papal hierarchy, and threa-

tened to rend from the Church at ouce all her riches anil authority, no wonder she was animated

with equal zeal and ardour in defence of such ancient and valuable possession."

It is remarkable, that a similar spirit of political improvement had been manifested by some
of the governments of Europe, when the French Revolution frightened them back into all their

ruinous old errors.

In corroboration of the foregoing passage from Hume, I beg to refer the reader to ^^hit-

aker's Vindication of Mary Queen of Scots (voi iii. pp. 2, 501, where he will find the same
effects imputed to the intemperance of the Reformers, and an honourable tribute to the Catho-

lics of that period, upon the subject of Jurgcnj, "«hich i;saj8 he), I blush for the honour of

Protestantism while I write it. seems to have been peculiar to the reformed." — Page 2.

•" It was an assertion of Innocent III. "that tjie Pope is as much greater than the Emperor
as the sun is greater than the moon ;

" which modest pretension became, afterwards, a part of

the common law, and set a wise Glossator upon the following interesting calculation — "Cum
terra sit septies major luna, sol autem octies major terra, restat ergo ut pontificalia dignitas

quadragesies septies sit major regali."

+ See, among others, his Treatise "De Cnmmentitio Lazari et Maximini et Marthae in Pro-
^inciam .Xppulsu;" in reading which, and similar works of this author, we regret to think that

it should ever have been necessary to exert courage aud ingenuity in the refutation of such
puerile absurdities.

l-j- In some of his ideas about the right of resistance to Popes, he was thought, indeed, at

that time, to have ventured too far; as in^the passage, "Casus multi esse possunt, in quibus ali-

quis se gerens pro Papa, et pro tali habitus ab Ecclcsia, poterit a subdito Hcite vel occidi, vtlin-

carcerari," etc. etc. Tom. second, in Hegulis Moralibus, tit. De Praeceptis Decaloffi.

•j-j-f in the famous passage ( Advcrsus Adulatores, considtrat. 7.) which King James quotes,

with such horror, in his "Defence of the Rights of Kings. " against Cardinal Perron.



ROMAN CATHOLICS OF DUBLOT. 529

of the Constitution, which their own hands first built, and from m hicli they have
been so h)n<;' exchided, Avith that badg^e of ecdcsiajitical servitude about their necks,

which, in biying- tlie foundations of the fane, they declared to be unworthy of its

precincts ? Could they bear to reseml)le those children of the Jews, ' Mho took
back into Israel the lang^uage they had learned in bnndag-e, and thus mix the Ash-
dod, the jarp^on of slavery, with their own old, native dialect of liberty? The
Catholics of England seem to feel upon tlie subject as they ought ; and, by the rea-

diness which they liave shown to exchange the rescripts and bulls of Rome " for the

blessings of a free Constitution, they prove themselves Morthy descendants of those
founders of British liberty, who, Avith all their reverence for the spiritual authority
of the Pope, thought freedom too delicate a treasure to be exposed unnecessarily to

his influence, and, accordingly, sheltered it round A\-ith Provisors and Praemunire,
like that fenced-in pillar at Delphi, '" which not even priests might touch.

But neither by France nor by Catholic England was the interference of Rome
more efTectually excluded, than by Ireland herself, during the times of her native

monarchy. However far the learned Usher may have carried his hypothesis with
respect to the religion of the early Irish, the testimonies which he cites abiuidantly

prove, that, to as late a period as the twelfth century, the Pope had not exercised

a legatine authority in Ireland, nor taken any share in the election of her Bishops
or Archbishops; and how little inclined your ancestors of those days Avere to abide

by a papal deci?ion, even in matters of canonical regulation, appears by their ob-
stinate dissent from the Romish observance of Easter — a schism, in Avhich they
were encouraged by some of your most celebrated Saints, Avhose anti-canonical bold-

ness is, hoM ever, sufficiently justified by their canonization.

When declaimers, therefore, appeal to your passions upon the danger of dis-

turbing a hierarchy Mhich is "the only imdestroyed monument of your ancient

grandeur, " you should remember, that, at the period to Avhich alone they can re-

fer, in this allusive retrospect to former greatness, your hierarchy Avas quite as in-

dependent of Rome as the advocates of your liberties would Avish to make it now;f
and that this papal interference, Avhich some persons consider so essential, and to

which you are the only people in the Avorld subjected at present, far from being a
relic of grandeur or glory, is but the base remnant of that anomalous proscription

which so long made you aliens in your OAvn land, and Avhich drove you to seek, in

a spiritual alliance abroad, some shelter from the storm a temporal tyraimy at home.
It Avas not till the Reformation had added religions schism to the dilTcrences

already existing betAveen these countries, that Ireland was effectually throAAu into

the arms of Rome; and from that period down to the accession of his present Ma-
jesty, the CAcnts of CAcry succeeding reign have served but to draw the tie more
closely. Indeed, nothing could be more natural, than that the members of a per-

secuted religion should turn for support, for counsel and consolation, to the visible

head of that faith for which they Avere suffering — that they should find some re-

lief to their wounded pride, in the patronage of a prince Avho had long been formi-
dable, and whose throne seemed to stand upon the line which separates this world
from the next, illuminated strongly by the glories of both — that, possessing no po-
litical rights which foreign interference could injure, they should unreservedly aban-
don their church to his guidance, and find a charm in this voluntary obedience to

him, which consoled them for their extorted submission to others. All these feel-

ings Averc as natural and just, as the causes that produced thera were monstrous
and iniquitous. But those causes exist no longer ; a tATanny, AAhich disgraced alike

the inflictors and the sufferers, has gradually given Avay before the light of liberal-

ity and couAiction, and its last, slow, lingering vestige is about, I trust, to vanish
for ever; but, surely, it is Avorse than absurdity to expect, that the precautions and
prejudices, adopted upon both sides, during that dark season of mutual ill-Avill,should
noAV be surrendered by one of the parties, Avhile they are cautiously kept in full

force by the other, and that Protestants should throAV away the last fragment of the

* "And their children spoke half in the speech of Ashdod , and could not speak the Jews'
language, but according to the language of each people." — Aehemiah, xiii, 23, 24.

" 1 do not, of course, mean that these instruments should be altogether excluded, as there
may occur some questions of internal disci|iliiie upon which a reference to the See of Home
would be necessary. But e\en this degree of intercourse should be subjected to some such re-
gulations as Sir John Cox Hippisley has proposed in his pamphlet.

"' Erected on the spot which they called the ojxfpaloi yata;. Pausan. c. 16. —
See MusGRAVE upon the Ion of Euripides.

•) At one period, they seem to have elected their Bishops according (o the mode which Aias
practised at Alexandria, as early as the time of Saint Mark the Evangelist— a model which, I

think, would satisfy any one but (^abbasutiuH. "Alcvandriae a Marco E\ange!ista usque ad ilc-
raclium et Dionysium Episcopos, Presbyter! semper unum ex se electum in cxcelsiori gradu col-
locatum Episcopum nominabant." — Hieronym. Epi't. ad Evagr.

In the tenth century, as Campion informs us, the Monarch nf Ireland was allowed the exer-
cise of a Veto. "To the Monarch, besides his allowance of ground and lilies of honours, and
other privileges in jurisdicliou, was granted a negative ou the nomiuation of Uishopa at every
votatiou." Book i. c. 15.

34
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penal sword, while the Papal stiletto is still in the hands of Catholics: — it is folly

to expect, and insult to a.-k it! — 'ilie suhjectioii of your clinrch to the Pope wm
the consequence of your poliliiiji n)i^fortllnes: and, even gr;intin<^ that the conti-

nuance of this yoke is consistent v ith the freedom Mhich yon a^k for (a position

which you yourselves have, in ail tiinas and countries, denied), yet, hy unneces-

sarily p^e>er^i^p: such a memorial of your former alienation, you perpetuate the re-

membrance of times which it is the inL(;re^^ of all parties to forget — you withhold

that rc(iprociiy of sacrifice, whicii alone makes reconcilement satisfactory; and you
take all its gjrace from the jrift of liberty, hy anf^eneroiisly dedarin*^ that you dis-

trust the giver. In short, it shows an ignorance of the commonest feelings of hu-
man nature, to suppose that the present possessors of the state would MiUingly

admit you to a share upon such very unequal terms, or that as long as you cling

chK»e to the Court of Rome
,
you can be cordially embraced hy the British C«»-

stitution.

Again, therefore, I appeal to that love of liberty, which is native to you as

Iri?hmen , and avowed by you as Catholics , ^ and I a.-k whether you can think,

without sliame and indignation, that, for a long period, you have been the only

people in Europe (with the exception of a few petty States in the neighbourliood of

the Pope) who have sunk so low in ecclesiastical vassalage, as to place their whole
hierarchy at the disposal of the U;nuan Court? Can you patiently refiect, that the

humiliating doctrine of Caietanus, " sert-am esse ccchsiam ,'^ which the divines of

France so boldly and ^uccess^lllly combated ,
2 jias been admitted and acted upon in

Ireland alone? and that the title, under which Pope Adrian jallected to trans-

fer this kingdom to Henry II. , ^ though treated by your ancestors with the

contempt which it deserved,'* iscis been almost justified by the voluntary sub-

mission with which you have since surrendered the only rights tliat were left

you to his succe:^sors? — If you felt, upon these reflections, as lovers of li-

berty ought, you Mould rejoice ia the opportunity, which n;>w so brightly presents

itself, of regiiining, at the same moment, your jiolitical ;and eccloiastical freedom
— of proving to your felloM-countryiuen that the yoke, which you assumed as Ca-

tholics, was but a kind of counterbalance to the fetter which hung upon you as ci-

tizens; and that the same emancipating touch, which bursts the links of the latter,

will for ever release you from the degradation of the former.

Let me add, too, that, as revenge was naturally among the motives which
sweetened your alliance v.ith a Prince Mhom your pei'secutors feared and detested,

it becomes you to beware, lest those, a\ liom you now ask to confide in you, should

suspect that a wilful perseverance in this connexion is actuated by some remains of

that vindictive spirit, under whose embittering influence it first Mas formed. The
Greeks had the feeling and good taste to exclude from the architecture of their

temples those figures of female slaves called Caryatides, because (as it is well ex-

pressed by a writer upon the art) they would be " monuments of vengeance in an

afiylum ofmercy"' * — hoAvmuch moreimportantly then are you called upon to imi-

tate this tasteful generosity of the Greeks, and to shrink from profaning, with the

least trace of revengeful feeling, that free sanctuary of reconcilement to M'hich you
are invited

!

I shall be told, oFconrse, that, in the instances which I have adduced, ofFance,*^

and of the early times of England '' and Ireland , the religion of the State Mas

1 Among many examples whirh might be addnced to prove that a warm zeal for the
Roman Calliolic religion is roii.-isttiit « ith the bcs't feelings and priiuiplcsi of political liberty,

we may mention the very interestin^r in-!anre of the Dalecarliaiis, who, though they rbiefly as-

sisted hustavus to shake" otf the tyranny of the Danes, were among the first to oppose his re-

formation of their anrient religion. — See Sh>:rioa>'s Rerulution of Sweden, page 110, where
we may traoe a strong similarity to the Irish character, through the description which he gives

of the 'turbulent, but generous nature of these bardy mountaineers.
2 .*»ee particularly Ltoors Letters.
3 This title might" be eeiu after the famous deed of gift from Constautiue to Pope Silvcttcr,

which Ariosto tells us is to be found in the moon.
Questo era il d'lnn (*e jirr'u dir lice)

Che Constantino al hiion Silrestro fece.
1 am aware, that to certain lay collt^o^er.«ialists, I shall not appear quite orthodox in quoting
Ario^lo, whom their great annalist, Uaroniiis, has staled '"vulgaris pouta illi-," in his iiuligiia-

tion against the bard, for having borrowed from the" Legends his curious story of Isabella and
me Moor.— See La Cekda, upon the Ttn book of the Aeueid.— "Ita scilicet patet secta plagia-

riorum," etc.

4 In the same manner, Paul TV. in th'; time of Mary, look npon him to erect Ireland into

a kingdom, with pompous references, for his autiinrity, to the Saint.-, etc.; upon which \rch-

bishop L'sher says. "Paul need not make all that uoi'se, and trouble the whole court of lleaveu
with the matter."

5 "Vindictac monumenta in asylo miscrirordiar." Alduich's ATrhiterture.
(i The famous declaration of the liberties ol (In; fJallican church, contained inthe four pro-

po.sitioiis of the Bishops, in 16H2, wlii'h the learned Hossuet was the most active in promoting,!
and which (as a Roman Cnlholic diiine of these countries tells us) went so far as_''tn pronounce

|

the Sovereipn Pastor fallible t\cn in his dogmatic decisions of faith" (Uceve's Christian Church),
Las been lately revived, iu its full titenl, by that greatest of all statesmen and warriors, Buo
naparle.

7 Doctor Bramhall thus states the liberties of the Roman Catholic Church of England:
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Catholic, and that, therefore, the interests of your church might be safely en-
trusted to tlie coHjicicnces of those who governed, without the protective interference
of the Pope. Before we examine into the soundness of this objection, I must urge
eomcM hat farther a point to which I have already adverted, and entreat of you to
consider, whether a Protestant government is not abundantly warranted in its suspi-
cion of papal influence,* by the jealous apprehension with which Roman Catholic
sovereigns have, at all times, endeavoured to control and resist its inroads ; and whe-
ther you are not guilty of something worse than charlatanry, in recommending to

others, as harmless and even salutary, what you have constantly rejected, as unnerv-
ing and poisonous, yourselves. If this influence be baneful, under monarchs of
your own religion, it must work with tenfold virulence where the government is

of an opposite faith ; and where, to the restless spirit of intrigue, the strong ascend-
ancy over conscience, and the tilienating claims of a spiritual allegiance, '* which
render it so formidable in the former case, are added the diversity of interests, the
warmth of anti-heretical zeal, and the ambition of proselytism, which must invari-
ably actuate it in the latter.

With respect to the distinction between spiritual and temporal power, by which
you endeavour to reconcile your su1)nussion to the Pope with the free discharge
of your duties as subjects and citizens, it is a security, which the history of all the
religions of the world too fully justifies a legislature in refusing to trust to implicitly.

It would be happy, indeed, for mankind, if this line between the spiritual and the
temporal had always been definitively and inviolably drawn

; "' for the experience
both of past and present times proves, that the mixture of religion Avith this world's

politics is as dangerous as electrical evperiments upon lightning— though the flame
comes from heaven, it can do much mischief upon earth. Entangled, however,
as the interests of Churches and States have become, from the frailty, ambition,

and worldliness of mankind, it is hardly possible to detach them fairly or satisfac-

torily ; and, therefore, refine away, as you will, the spii-itual authority of the Pope,
there will still remain combined with it, in its purest state, many gross par-

ticles of temporal power, which it is the duty of a wise and free government to coun-
teract by every eflbrt consistent with the consciences of its subjects.

But, to return to the objection of those who maintain, that, though the supre-

macy of the Pope may be reduced to a mere titular existence, where the Monarch
is of the Roman Catholic faith, and, therefore, equally interested with his subjects

in the preservation of its strength and purity ; yet this interposing shield of papal

protection becomes necessary, vhere the government wields an opposite creed, re-

commended and enforced by every art of seduction and power. In the first place,

experience is decidedly against this assumption ; and we need but refer to the ex-

amples of Prussia and Russia, where your Chiu-cli has , with safety, entrusted the

appointment of her bishops to a Lutheran prince, and a schismatic autocrat, f to prove

" When the Kings of England owned the Pope's spiritual authority, his decrees had no force

of laws, without the coniirmation of the King. The Kings of England suffered no appeals to

Rome out of iheir kingdoms, nor Roman Legates to enter their dominions without their liosnse,

and declared the Pope s Bulls to be otherwise void. " — Just f indication of the Church of
England, vol. i.

' 1 have puqioscly refrained from urging the very obvious argument with which the pre-

sent state of the continent has supplied my predecessors on this side of the question; partly,

because the Prelates have given up this point themselves, and admitted the necessity, in the

existing state of Europe, of a temporary interruption of thtir dependance upon the Holy See;
and chiefly, because my arguments are meant to go the much greater lengthy of proving,

that, in all possible times and circumstances, this subjection to Rome is degrading and mis-

chievous.
•• The dangers of such an allegiance are thus forcibly enumerated by a writer, who, however

irreverently blind to the beauties of religion, had the quickest of all eyes in detecting and smil-

ing at its abuees: "La difficulte de savoir a quel point on doit obeir a ce souverain etranger,

la facilite de se laisscr seduire, le nlaisir de secouer un joug naturel pour en prendre un qiion

Be donne soi-meiiie, Tcsprit de trouble, le malheur des teins, n'ont f^ue trop soinent porte dc3

ordres entiers de Religieux a servir Rome contre leur patrie." — Siecle do Lcmis XI v.
*• The taint which Religion always takes from the least contact of temporal po^er, is ob-

servable even in that part of the progress of Mahometanism which we tracc_ through the gra-

dual compilation of the Koran. In the second chapter of this book it is said that ' all those

who believe in God and the last day, shall have their rew ard with the Lord ;

'
but as the sect

became dominant, it also grew intolerant and monopolizing, and this liberal tenet is revoked lu

Bucceeding parts of the Koran, chap. B4. etc. . , ,.„,
i The pontifical oath was altered, by the Empress of Russia's desire, in the year l(tw,

when Mohilow was erected into an archbishopric, and a Prelate, of Catherine s nomination, re-

ceived the pall from Pius VI. In this new form of oath (which, since 1791, has been msely ad-"• ----- . .^jjg .. - ... ..

>..oiw..^a. «..« jL >•.l<>^^ophical Memoirs of Pius VI." an unfair, perhaps, ~—
,

, r u - -i-

account, of the disputes between Catherine and His Holiness , relative to this arclibishopnc ot

Mohilow. The circumstances which led to the alteration of the ancient oath ai-e thus UetailcU :

*'Archetti, the Pope's nuncio, being questioned relative to the kind of oath which the I'relatc

would be expected to take, answered that he must swear not to .tolerate heretics and scuisma-

tics. He was bluntly told, that his instructions betrayed a want of sense and reflection ,anu
that it was ridiculous to impose upon a subject the obligation of persecutiug those who meu
under the same sov ereigu as himself," etc. etc. Pages 32, 33.

34 *
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that cTcn in arLitrary state?, ' Mhcre the rights of the subject lie more within

the reach of the sovereign, than they can e\cr be placed by the British constitution,

your religion may defy alike the pressure of po\rer aiid of opinion, and flow on,

like Arethusa, untinged by the mass of heterodoxy around it.
"

It requires, indeed, but little range of history to teach us. that, howerer a

difference of religion may have exasperated the fends of mankind , it has seldom

been, of itj^elf, the sole originating motive of hostility. The power connected with

creeds i^ al« ays much more obnoxious than their errors, and Faith may Avcar her

mantle of any hue she likes, as long as she is not suspected of hiding a sceptre un-

der it. So little, in general, have states and sovereigns been guided in their move-

ments by mere spiritual considerations, that we find them, as worldly policy dic-

tates, combining in such motley alliances of creetls, as seem almost to realize the

rambling dreams of scepticism. AVe see the cross united with the crescent against

Christians; we find Catholii^ assi^ting Protestanfs to ca.>t oft" a Catholic yoke,*"

and, still more extraordinary, perhaps, within a very few years, we have seen pa-

pal badges about the necl s of Briiish dragoons, }• as a reward for having defended

the Pope, in his own capital, against Papists. Indeed, through all the difficulties

with which t]»e Court of Rome had to struggle, during the warning events which
preceded tiie French revolution, lur cliief consolations and aids were administered

by heretics and schismatics; and while theEmper()r Joseph, the Grand Duke of Tus-
cany, and the King of Naples, were wrakcning and degrading the Pontiff by every

species of encroachment and insult ; m hile France, the eldest child of the Church,

was already preparing "images of revolt and llying-off, " the King of Sweden was
on a visit of friendship atUome. the great Frederic maintained a cordial intercourse

with the Holy See, and protected its be-t supporters, the Jesuits, in his dominions;

while Catherine, beside the intere^t wliich she evinced towards her Roman Catho-

lic subjects in White Russia, proposed, and. I doubt not, with much sincerity, to

establi.^h a concordat between the Greek and Latin churches. If
Having satisiied ourselves, therefore, that a mere difference in creeds is, of

itself, insufficient to provoke hostility, without an adequate mixture of political con-

siderations, let us consider whether it would be the interest of the British govern-
ment, after admitting you to a full participation of the constitution, to follow up
the boon by attacking or imdermining your religion, and thus cancelling the only

security which they can have for the morals of the people with whom they have
shared so valuable a deposit. The very statement of such a supposition is, 1 think,

a sufficient exposure of its absurdity. "Religion (says Montesquieu), though false,

is the only guai-antce we can have for the probity of men;" andean you seriously

think that the poM er w Inch v on are asked to vest in the CroM n, will be premedita-
tedly employed towards the extinction of this guarantee.-' or that the religion,

which aloiie has made you trust-worthy, will be conspiied against as soon as the

trust has been confided to you,"*

That there are some person.*, even in these reasoning times, who are ignorant
and weak enough to dread and hate your church — who would, for ever, exclude
you from all political rights, and who, as long as your interests are separate from
their own, would feci a pleasure in loosening your moorings of rectitude, and cast-

ing you adrift into those vices and irrpgularities which might give them .-ome pre-
text for wronging and tormenting you — that there are a few such malicious bi-

gots, I acknoAvledge w ith shiune and astonishment : but to suppose that even those

• "The Calviiiistic states of tlic United Provinces rejrulalcil their conduct, with respect to
their siibjects of the lloiiian communion, on .similar principles. The nomination even of a Cure
(or Parisli Priest) was cerlilicd bv the Arch-Priest to the provincial mag-istrate, and, if objected
to, another wan appointed. ' — Sir John Cox Hippislky on the Catholic Questioa.

** Belle yirethuse, ainsi ton onrle fortunce
Jiuute au sein furieux fl'yJinphitritr ctonni'e.
In cristal toujours pur, ct des Jlots toujours clairs,
Que jamais ne torrompt Vamcrtume des mers.

La Hknriahe.
Thus Innocent XI. assisted the great champion of Prote.-taniism, William, with the money

"
. f I "^u

a?^'"*t t''e Papist Prince, his father-in-law. Indeed, so little were the inter-
ests of the Chnrch considered, in this instance, that when James sent the Karl of Castlemaine,
Ambassador Extraordinary to Home, to make submission of the Cro>vn of England to the Pope,
the Court of Konie rerei\ cd him w iih repulsi\ e coldness, and refused a cardiual's hat, which
the King sohrited for Father Petre.

i The 12th, or I'rince of Wales's Light Draeoons.
+t there is nothing which excites more rcgiet than the failure of every effort lite this,

towards reconciling the great schisms of the Christian « orld. The forbearance of Melanchthon,
and others, at the Hulorinaiion, in admitting several points as adiaphora, onght to have led to
a more cordial adjustment of dilTerences, instead of a(!ding to the many absurd quarrels ofman-
kina the preposterous instance of a bellum arliaphoristicum. The speculations of thcEirenists,
too, tor recr.nnling the Protestant and Catholic churches, were all i)ut an end to by the bull
Linigenitus. the pTan which Fabricius proposed for this desirable object, may be found inHei-
aeggers L,;le of that able Professor, at the end of his vorks. It is impossible, iiovever. to
read the sarcasms against Popery, in the '"Euciides Catholicus" of Fabricius ipublished under
tie assumed name ot Ferrarius), without suspecliuK that he was but indiffereniJy qualified iot
he dispassionate duties of an arbitrator. '

"
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rery persons, in the eiont of your beconiinj^ incorporated v itli tlioni in the state,
and embarked in a coiuplete identity of interests, should 1>€ so biiiid to tlieir ovrii
safety as to Aveaken tlic restraints of tliat relij^ion, to Arliich alone they hare to
trust for tlie intej^rity and good faith of their co-partners, or so wanton as to viti-
ate this fountain of your morals at the risk of tainting- the whole atmosphere of the
constitution — to suppose such a perrcrsion of the commonest dictates of policy, is

to imagine a mixture of proihgacy and bigotry, which I should hesitate in attribut-
ing e\cn to ill: Perceval.

The great King of Prussia, whose hatred to all possible creeds ' will not be
questioned by the believers in Barruel and Robinson, far from indulging this malig-
nity at the expense of his subjects and hiuiself, thus speaks, in justifying the coi--

diul protection wiiichlM3 afforded to the Jesuits in Polish Prussia and Silesia: '1 have
a million and a half of Catholics among my subjects, and it is of consequence to me
that tliey should be l)rought up strictly and uniformly in the religion of their fore-
fathers." -— IJut it is superlluous to refer to such philosophical authority, for a
policy obvious to the least reasoning capacities; the very instinct of self-presei-sation
would suggest it to the most brainless politician, and I doubt whether even my
Lord Castk-reagh m ould not lose all the pleasiu-e which he takes in the practice of
corruption, if he had the slightest suspicion that he endangered himself by it.

When alarmists, therefore, try to persuade ycu tliat tliis concession will be
fatal to your fitith ; that it is but a barter of spiritual treasures for a few temporal
advantages, and that, as the eagle took the tortoise into the sky in order to break
i(, so your sect is to he elevated only for the purpose of destroying it — tell them
that you have too high a value for liberty, and too strong a reliance upon the
stability of your cliurcli, to be scared from the proffered enjoyment of the one, by
vague or visionary alarms about the other; that you are inspired with a manly and
well-grouui'ed confidence, that the character which you have earned, while aliens

from the state, will insure a respect for your consciences Avhen allied with it; and
that the religion which has made you worthy (sf the constitution, will be cherished
and supported, as the best means of Iceping you so. Tell them, that, even should
these liheral views he fallacious, you can yet rely for the safety of your faith upon
those ordinary principles of self-interest, vhich prevent the merchant, who trusts

half his stock to anotiicr, from making a knave of his partner, or teaching him to

betray and plunder him. Tell them, in fine, as jour best and ultimate security,

that you depend upon the strength of the religion itself, Avhich has for ages taken
root in the hearts of Irislunen, which, like our beautiful arbutus, is native to the
soil, and having lived so green through th.e long Avinter ofpersecution, will neither
be checked in its gro>^th, nor Meakened in its stem, by those blossoms which the
warm sun of freedom will bring out on it

!

Among the lesser and more lightly urged objections to the Veto , there is one,
which it is really refreshing to meet, after 'he anile prejudices and terrors Mhich I

have been combating; because it shows some of that Avakeful jealousy of poAver,

Avhich is so becoming in suitors for the fair hand of Liberty, and which your other
arguments against the measure Avould by no means encourage us in attributing to

you. " The concession of the negative," we are told, " Avould increase tJie power
of the CroAvn, and tliat therefore it is the interest of tlie whole country that it should
not be grantetl." It does not seem, hoAvever, to have been taken into consideration

by tlie proposers of this objection, that the complete enfranchisement of so large a
portion of the empire Avould so considerably Aviden the basis of the legislature , as

to form more than a counterbalance to this additional Aveight of the executive; and
that if the constitution Mere now in its perfect equilibrium (avIucIi "ne uniculae qui-

dem existimant""), such an accession of force to one part of the system Mould re-

quire, perhaps, some |)roportional control to be vested in the other. But it is not

the poAver, Avhich comes boldly in the shape of prerogative, that the people of these

countries have chiefly to dread at present , and the exercise of a \ eto Avould be
so personally the act of the King, so invidiously exposed, and of such luulivided

responsibility, that few monarchs would risk an unpopular or arbitrary use of it.

I may be told, in(l«!cd, that the constitutional negative of the Crown has been
got rid of by tlie insidious mediation of inlluence, and that the same pioneer may
smooth the Avay to the appointment of your hierarchy, by procuring tlie recom-
mendation of such persons only as are likely to coincide with the politics of the

Court,"* and thus preventing the ungracioud ultimatum of a negatiAe. Against this

• A truly Prntostant Prinre, accnrdinff to Bayle's definition of the term: "Jc suis Protes-
tant (says ttiia socpliri, car ic j>rot»'sle ron'tre tnutes lc3 religious."

" (lircro, d«; Uiviiiat. III). 2. ,^ l!).

**• Tliis apprcliciisiim of a political al)usc of tlie royal iiiterfercnrc «as frit by the framers
of the 12tli wiiuMi (if tlu- Hth council of Coiistaulinople (in the year HWl), whirh cinuli-miis such
elections of Bisliops as have been procured "nev versuliam ct tyraiiaidem I'liiuipiiiii." See an
able treatise "l)e Liberlat. Eccles. Gallicaii. by M. C S. lib. iii. c. 7, p. \'£i, where a miacou-
ccption of Domiiius dc Marca upon thiH Biibject is corrected.
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kind of danger tinder the present system, I mast candidly O'mi that I see hnt little

security. Vntil a thorough reform ^hall have purified the constitution from that

all-perVadinff corruption which threatens to change its \cry nature, nothing that

comes witliin its sphere can hope to escape the contagion. That jealousy, perhaps,

with Mhich vou must always regard the too close approaches of your clergy to the

Court, mav, for some time, avert their political seduction; hut I dare not answer

for the best or wisest of them, if too long exposed to those bewildering temptations,

so meretriciously and shamelessly employed by the Government. It is impossible,

however, that this state of things can last; the people of England demand a reform,

and what they steadily demand cannot long be refused to them. Think, then, what
incentives there are, at this moment, for a generous neglect of all minor obstacles,

in your grand pursuit of that rank in the state Mliich alone can empower you to

eerie the constitution ; which alone can enable you to appear among the regenera-

tors of that system, which statesmen of your own faith first gloriously founded, and

to repay those friends who are now struggling for your liberty, by nobly assisting

them to perfect their oMn. The very infusion of such a new. untainted spirit cannot

fail to produce reanimation and vigour; and your coiirage will rival the gallantry

of that youth, m ho courted his mistress at the moment when she Mas dying of the

plague and " clas^ping the bright infection in his arais," ' restored her to health and

beauty by his caresses.

I had intended to have adverted, somewhat more particularly , to the manner
in which many of your writers have treated this subject; but ha\ing proved (to my
own conviction, at least), that their arguments and alarms are cquiilly groundless,

it is unnecessary to call upon their manes any further, or disturb that oblivion into

which I must very soon follow them.

To your conduct between this and the discussion of the question in Parlia-

ment, your friends all look Mitli considerable anxiety. Having pleaded your cause

with imexampled pcr?everance. and succeeded in clearing aAvay those gross calumnies,"

which had so long intercepted the genuine light of your character , they saw with

pleasure the moment approaching when your merits and rights Avere to be recog-

nised, and tiieir toils and sacrifices repaid. They obsei-v ed that even the most timid

and scrupulous, looking back to the long and dreary quarantine which you had so

patiently performed off the harbour of the constitution, were beginning to lay aside

their fears and prejudices, and preparing to admit you with confidence and cordiali-

ty. To see, suddenly, a blight thrown over such prospects, Avas painful enough
from any quarter; but to see that blight proceed from yourselves, was of all disap-

pointments the most unexpected and mortifying. With a precipitancy which miglit

have afforded some apology for your error, if a perseverance in folly did not rob

you even of that excuse
,
you disavoMcd every favoura^jle disposition attributed to

you, and, by falsifying your best friends , almost justified your worst adversaries.

I have already, however, sufficiently dwelt upon the rash inconsistency of this con-

duct, and shall now only implore, that, while there is yet time, you may regain

the ground which you have lost, and win back the confidence which you have for-

feited. The Protestants fear to entrust their constitution to you as long as you con-

tinue under the influence of the Pope; and your reason for continuing under the in-

fluence of the Pope, is, that you fear to entrust your church to the Protestants.

Now, I have shown, I trust, in the preceding pages, that their alarm is natural,

just, and well-founded; while i/owrs is unmeaning, groundless, and ungenerous. It

cannot, therefore, be doubted by which of you the point should be conceded. The
bigots of both sects are equally detestable ; but if I were compelled to choose be-

tween them, I should certainly prefer those who have the Constitution on their side.

TH03LiS 3I00RE.
DtBLix, JpHl 21, 1810,

• Somewhere in Darwin, who took this interesting story (as I believe he acknowledges)
from a very curious poem, by Vincentius Fabricius, which may be found in the Miscellanea Cu-
riosa. An. 2.

•• The reader will find some of the most ridiculoug of these accusations, in the character
of a Papist's belief, by the Archbishop of York, in 1762, "written for a Lacly to preserve uer
from the dangers of Popery." Among- other articles of the creed, which he imputes to tbfm,
is the following : '"That Christ is the .Saviour of men only, but of no women ; for that women
are saved by St. Clare and Mother Jane." — Surely, surely, such old women as the Archbishop
(and 1 could point out many a one of the sisterhood at present) are scarcely worthy of more
respectable mediators.
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LINES
JVritten on hearing that the Austrians had entered Naples.

Carbone iVotati

!

At — down to the dust with them , slaves as they are —
From this hour , let the biuod in their dastardly veins,

That glirunk at the first tou<;h of Liberty's war.
Be suck'd out hy tyrants , or stagnate in chains

!

On, on, like a cloud, through their beautiful vales,

Ye lo(;usts of tyranny, blasting tliem o'er —
Fill, fill up their wide sunny Avatcrs, ye sails

From each slave-mart of Europe , and poison their shore

!

Let their fate be a mock-word — let men of all lands
Laugh out , with a scorn that shall ring to the poles.

When each sword, that the cowards let fall from their hands,
Siiall be forged into fettei-s to enter their souls I

And deep, and more deep, as the iron is driven,

Base slaves ! may the whet of their agony lie,

To think — as the Damn'd haply think of that heaven
They had once in their roach — that they might have been free!

Shame, shame — when there was not a bosom, whose heat
Ever rose o'er the zi:ro of ^'s heart,

That did not, like echo, your war-hymn repeat.

And send all its prayers with your Liberty's start —
When the world stood in hope — when a sjurit, that breathed
The fresh air of the olden-time, whisperd- about.

And the swords of all Italy, half-way unsheathed,
But waited one conquering cry to flash out!

Wlien around you the shades of your Mighty in fame,
Filicajas and Pctrarchs, soem'd bursting to view.

And their Avords and their warnings — like tongues of bright flame
Over Freedom's Apostles — fell kindling on you

!

Good God, that in such a proud moment of life.

Worth the hist'ry of ages — when, had you but hurl'd

One bolt at your bloody invader, that strife

Between freemen and tyrants had spread through the world —
That then — oh disgrace upon manhood ! — even then.

You should falter — should cling to your pitiful lireatli,

Cower down into beasts , Avhen you miglit have stood men,
And prefer the slave's life of damnation to death

!

It is strange — it is dreadful; — shout, Tyranny shout,

Througli your dungeons and palaces, "Freedom is o'er!" —
If there lingers one spark of her liglit , tread it out.

And return to your empire of darkness once more.

For, if such arc the braggarts that claim to be free.

Come, Despot of Russia, thy feet let me kiss —
Far nobler to live the brute bond-man of thee,

Than to sully even chains by a struggle like this

!

Paris, 1821.

THE INSURRECTION OF THE PAPERS.
A Dream.

"U would be impossible for His Ro^al Higliness to diseiij^ape hisi person from (he aowimii-
ifttiug pile of papcrii that vucompuHsed it." Lord CAsTi.KRE\t;irs Spi celt iipnu Colonel

M' MiiiwN's Jppointmuitt.

Last niglit I tass'd and turn'd in bed.

But could not sleep — at IcngUi I said.
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" I'll think of Viscount C-stl-r- - gh,

"And of his speeches — that's the way."
And so it was , for instantly

1 slept as sound as sound could he;
And then I dream'd — oh, frightful dream!
FisKLi has no such theme

;

never wrote or borrowed
Any horror half so horrid!

Methought the P e, in whisker'd state,

Before me at his hrcakfast sate:

On one side lay unread Petitions,

On t'other, Hints from live Physicians —
Here tradesmen's hills , officiiil papers,

' Kotcs from my Lady, drams for vapours —
There plans of saddles , tea and toast,

Death-warrants and the Morning-Post.

When lo ! the Papers , one and all.

As if at some magician's call,

Began to flutter of themselves
From desk and table, floor and shelves.

And , cutting each some diff'crent ca^iers,

Advanced — oh jacohinic papers !
—

As though they said, " Our sole design is

"To suffocate His Royal Highness'"
The leader of this vile sedition

\Vas a huge Catholic Petition:

With grievances so full and heavy.

It threaten'd worst of all the bevy.

Then Common-Hall Addresses came
In swaggering sheets , and took their aim
Right at the R-g—t's well-dress'd head.

As if determined to be read!

Next Tradesmen's Bills began to fly —
And tradesmen's bills we know mount high;

Nay, even Death-Warrants thought they'd best

Be lively too and join the rest.

But oh I — The basest of defections

!

His Letter about "predilections" —
His own dear Letter, void of grace,

Kow flew up in its pai'ent's face!

Shock'd with this breach of filial duty,

He just could murmur, "ef Tu Brute?"
Then sunk, subdued , upon the floor

At Fox's bust, to rise no more!

I waked — and pray'd, with lifted hand,

"Oh! never may this Dream prove true;

"Though Paper overwhelms the land,

"Let it not crush the Sovereign too!"

PARODY OF A CELEBRATED LETTER.

At length, dearest Freddy, the moment is nigh.

When, with P-rc-v-l's leave, I may throw my chains by;
And , as time novv is precious , the first thing 1 do

Is to sit down and write a wise letter to you.

I meant before now to have sent you this Letter,

Bnt Y-RH—TH and I thought perhaps 'twould be better

To wait till the Irish afl'airs were decided —
TAat IS, till both Houses had posed and divided.

With all due appeai'ance of bought and digestion —
For, though H-btf-kd Houbc had long settled the question,
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I tlioujrlit it but decent, between rae and you.
That the two other House should settle it too.

I need not remind you h(»w cnr^edly had
Our afliiirs were all looking when Father went mad;
A strait-waistcoat on him and restrictions on me, —
A more limited Monarchy could not well he.

I Mas call'd upon then , in that moment of puzzle.

To choose my oNvn Minister — just as they muzzle
A playful young hear, and then mock his disaster

By bidding him choose out his own dancng-master.
I thought the best Avay , as a dutiful son.

Was to do as Old Royalty's self Avould liaA e done.

So I sent word to say I would keep the M'hole batch in,

The same chest of tools, without cleansing or patching —
For tools of this kind , like I\Iarti\us's sconce,*

Would lose all their beauty if purified once;
And think — only think — if our Father should find.

Upon graciously coming again to his mind.
That improvement had spoil'd any favourite adviser —
That R-sE was grown honest, or W-stm-rel-kd wiser —
That R-B-R was , even by one twinkle , the brighter —
Or L-v-RP—1,'s speeches but half a pound lighter —
What a shock to his old royal heart it Avould be !

No !
—

• far wei-e such dreams of improvement from me.
And it pleased me to find at the house, where, you know,
There's such good mutton-cutlets and strong cura^oa, **

That the Marchioness call'd me a duteous old boy,
And my Y-rm— tk's red whiskers grew redder for joy!

You know , my dear Freddy , how oft , if I would.

By the law of last Sessions , I might have done good.
I might have Mithheld these political noodles

From knocking their heads against hot Yankee Doodles

;

I might liaA'e told Ireland I pitied her lot.

Might have soothed her Avith hope — but you know I did not.

And my wish is, in truth, that the best of old fellows

Shouhl not, on recovering, have cause to be jealous,

But find that , Avhile he has been laid on the shelf,

We've been all of us nearly as mad as himself.

Y^ou smile at my hopes — but the Doctors and I

Are the last that can think the K-tvg ever Mill die!

A new era's arrived — though you'd hardly believe it —
And all things , of course , must be new to receive it.

]\ew villas, new fetes (M'hich even Waithmaiv attends) —
]\ew saddles , ncAV helmets , and — why not new friends ?

I repeat it — "New Friends" — for I cannot describe

The delight I am in with this P-rc-v-l tribe.

Such capering — such vapouring! — such rigour — such Aigour!
]North , South , East , r.nd AVest , they have cut such a figure,

That soon they mIU bring the whole Morld round our ears,

And leave us no friends — but Old Nick and Algiers.

When I think of the glory they've beam'd on my chains,

'Tis enough quite to turn my illustrious brains

;

It is true mc are bankrupts in conunerce and riches.

But think how we furnish our Allies M'ith breeches!

We've lost the Avarm hearts of the Irish , 'tis granted.

But then Me've got Java, an island much wanted.
To put the last lingering few M'ho remain
Of the Walcheren warriors out of their pain.

Then , hoAv Welhxgto.m fights ! and how squabbles his brother

!

For Papists the one, and with Papists the other;

One crushing Napoleo-v by tiiking a city,

While t'other lays waste a whole Cath'lic Committee!
Oh, dceda of renown! shall I boggle or flinch,

* The antique shield of Martians Scriblerua, which, upon scouring^, lura'd oat to be oalj
old sconce.

*' The letter-writer's favourite luucbcou.
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Witb encli prospects before me? — by Jove, not an iacli.

Ko — let England's afFiiirs go to rack , if they Avill,

Well look after th' aiTalrs of the Continent still,

And, -with nothing at home but starvation and riot.

Find Lis^bon in bread and keep Sicily quiet.

I am proud to declare I have no predilections, —
My heart is a sieve , where some scatterM aftections

Are just danced about for a moment or two.
And the finer they are , the more sure to run throngh

:

Neither have I resentments, nor wish there should come ill

To mortal — except (now I think on't) Beav Bu-mm-l,
AVho threaten'd, last year, in a superfine passion,
To cut mc, and bring the old K-ag into fashion.
This is all I can lay to my conscience at present.

When such is my temper, so neutral, so pleasant,
So royally free from all troui)leso!nc feelings.

So little cneumherd by faith in my dealings
(And, that I'm consistent, the world will allow, —
What I Mas at iXewmarkct, the same I am uom) —
When such are my merits (you know I hate cracking),

I hope, like the vender of best Tatent Blacking,
" To meet witii the generous and kind approbation
"Of a candid, cnlightcn'd, and liberal nation."

By the bye, ere I close this magnificent Letter

(\o man except Pole could have Mrit you a better),

'Twould please me if those , Avhom I've humhug'd so long
With the notion (good men !) that I kncM- riglit from wrong.
Would a few of them join me — mind , only a few —
To let too much light in on me never would do;
But even Grev's brightness sliau't make mc afraid.

While I've C-mb-x and E!.d-:v to Hy to for shade;
Nor will Hollaxd's clear intellect do us much harm,
While there's W-stm-rkl-ad near liim to Avcaken the cliai'm.

As for Moira's high spirit , if aught can subdue it.

Sure joining with H-rtk-rd and Yum—th will do it

;

Between U-d-r and Wii-ux-x let Sheridax sit,

And their fogs mIU soon quench even Siieridax's wit;
And against all the pure public feeling that glows
Even in Whitkread himself we've a host in G

—

rge R-se !

So, in short, if they Mish to have Places, they may.
And I'll thank you to tell all these matters to Guey,
Wiio, I doubt not, will write (as tlierc's no time to lose)

By the twopenny post to tell Grenville the news

;

And now, dearest Fred (though I've no predilection),

Believe me your's always with truest affection.

P. S. — A copy of tliis is to P rc-v-l going —
Good Lord! how St. Stephen's will ring with his crowing!

ANACREONTIC — TO A PLUMASSIER.

Five and feathery artisan!

Best of Plumists, if you can
With your art so far presume,
IHake for me a P e's Plume —
Feathers soft and feathers rare.

Such as suits a P e to wear

!

First , thou downiest of men

!

Seek me out a fine Pea-hen;
Such a Hen, so tall and grand.
As by Juno's side might stand.

If there were no Cocke) at hand !

Seek her feathers , soft as down.
Fit to shine on P e's crown;
If thou canst not find them stupid!

Ask the May of Prior's Cupid.

Ranging these in order due.
Pluck me next an old Cuckoo;
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EmLlcm of the happy fates

Of easy, Und, cornnted mates!
Pluck him Mell — be sure you do. -

Who Mouhln't he an old Cnckoo.
Thus to have liis phimajje bless'd,

Ueamiug' on a R-y-1 crest?

Bravo , Phunist !— noM' what ])ird

Sliall Ave find for Plume the thud?
You must get a leained Owl,
Bleakest of hlack-lctter fowl —
Bi^ot bird that hates the light,

Foe to all that's fair and bright !

Seize his quills (so formd to pen
Books that shun the search of men, —
Books that, far from cveiy eye.

In " swelter'd venom sleeping" lie !)

Stick them hi between the two,

Proud Pea -hen and old Cuckoo!

Now you have the triple feather.

Bind the kindred stems together
With a silken tie, whose hue
Onre was brilliant Buff and Blue;
Sullied now — alas ! liow much !

—
Only fit for Y-iim—tu"s touch.
There — enougli— thy ta>k is done

;

Present worthy G ge's Son!
ISow, beneath, in letters neat,

Write "• I SERVE ," and all's complete.

EXTRACTS
FROM THE DIARY OF A POLITICIAN.

Wediieedatj,

TnnorGH M-xch-st-r Sqnarc took a canter jnst noAv —
Met the old yellow chariot, and made a low bow.
This I did, of course, thinking 'twas loyal and civil.

But got such a look — oh, 'twas black as the devil!

HoAV unlucky ! — incog, he Wcis travelling about.

And I, like u noodle, must go find him out!

Mem. — when next by the old yellow chariot I ride,

To remember there is nothing Princely inside.

TJtureday.

At Levee to-day made another sad blunder —
W^hat can be come over me lately, I wonder?
The P E Mas as cheerful as if, all his life.

He had never been troubled with Friends or a Wife —
"Fine v.eather," says he — to which I, Avho must prate,

Answerd , "Yes, Sir, but chanj^^eablc rather, of late."

He took it, I fear, for he look'd s(miewhat gruff,

And handled his new pair of whiskers so rough.
That before- all the courtiers I fear'd they'd come off,

And then , Lord ! how GERAroB would triumphantly scoff J

Mem. — to buy for son Dickt some unguent or lotion

To nourisli hi^ whLsikers — sure road to promotioD!*

Saturdoy.

Last night a Concert — vastly gay —
Given by Lady C-stl-r— gh.

My Lord loves music, and, we know,
Has two strings ul^ays to his bow.

' England Is not the only country •nliere merit of this kind is noticed and rcw-arded. "1
remember," says I'aveiuicr, '•to have seen one of (he King of Pcrsia.s'.s porters, whose mnsta-
chioes were so loug that ho could tic theiu hchiud his neck , for which icasuu ha hud a double
peusiou.

"
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In choosing songs, the R-g-xt niimcd
" Had I a heart for falsehood framed.^''

AViiile gentle H-rtf-rd hegg'd and pray'd
For " Young I am, and sore afraid..'''

KING CRACK* AND HIS IDOLS.
JVritten after the late Negotiation for a new M-n-stry.

KixG Crack was the hest of all possible Kings
(At least , so his Courtiers m ould swear to you gladly).

But Crack now and then Mould do het'rodox things.

And, at last, took to worshipping Images sadly.

Some brolien-down Idols, that long had been placed
In his Father's old Cabinet, pleased him so much

That he knelt down and worshipped, though — such was his taste! —
They were monstrous to look at and rotten to touch

!

And these were the beautiful Gods of King Crack! —
Till his People , disdaining to Mo^^hip such things,

Cried aloud, one and all, "Come, your Godsliips must pack —
"You Avill not do for us, though you may do for Kings.'''

Then, trampling the gross Idols under their feet.

They sent Crack a petition, beginning, "Great Caesar!
" We are willing to Morship , but only entreat

" That youll find us some decenter Godheads than these are."

*' ril try ," says King Crack — then they furnish'd him models
Of better-shaped Gods, but he sent them all I)ack;

Some were chisell'd too fine , some had heads 'stead of noddles,
In sln)rt , they were all much too godlike for Crack!

So he took to his darling old Idols again,

And
,
just mending their legs and new bronzing their faces,

In open defiance of Gods and of men.
Set the monsters up grinning once more in their places

!

WREATHS FOR MINISTERS.
An Anacreontic.

HiTHEii, Flora, Queen of Flowers!
Haste thee from Old Broinpton's boMers —
Or (if sMceter that abode),

From the King's well-odour'd Road,
Where each little nursery bud
Breathes the dust and quaffs the mud!
Hither come , and gaily twine

Brightest herbs and flowers of thine

Into MTcaths for those who rule us —
Those who rule and (some say) fool us:

Flora , sure , will love to please

England's Household Deities!"

First you must then, willy-nilly.

Fetch me many an orange lily —
Orange of the darkest dye
Irish G-ff-rd can supply!

Choose me out the longest sprig.

And stick it in old Eld-.\'s wig!

Find me next a Poppy posy.

Type of his harangues so dozy.
Garland gaudy, dull and cool,

• One of those antedilavian princes with whom Manetho and Whiston seem bo intimately
acquainted. If we had the Memoirs of Thoth, from which Manetho compiled his History, we
should find, I dare say, that Crack was ouly a Regent, and that he, perhaps, succeeded Typhon,
who (as Whiston says) was the last king of the Antediluvian Dynasty.

•• The ancients, in like manner, crowned their Lares, or Il(ius*ehoId Gods.— See Juvenal,
eat. 9. V. 138. Plutarch too tells us that Household Gods were then, as they are now, "much
given to War and penal Statutes." qivivtoSetg r.ai noin/xovs dat/aorag.
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For the head of L-\rp-l! —
'TmIII console his brilliant brows
For that loss of laurel boughs
Which they suffer'd (what a pity !)

On the road to Paris City.

Next , our C-stl-r—gh to crown,

Bring' me, from the County Doaviv,

Wither'd Shamrocks, which have been

Gilded o'er to hide the green —
(Such as H—DF—T brought away
From Pail-Mall last Patrick's Day).'

Stitch the garland through and through

With shabby threads of every hue —
And as , Goddess ! — entrc nous —
His Lordship loves (though best of men)
A little torture now and then,

Criaip the leaves , thou first of SjTens

!

Crimp them with thy carling-irons.

That's enougli — aw^iy, away —
Had I leisure, I could say

How the oldest rose that grows
Must be pluck'd to deck Old ll-SE, —
How the Doctor's brow t*iiou!d smile

Crown'd with wreaths of camomile!
But time presses. — To thy taste

I leave the rest ; so
,
prithee , haste

!

THE NEW COSTUME OF THE MINISTERS.
NOVA MONSTRA CREAVIT.

Ovid. Met lib. i. v. 437,

Having sent off the troops of brave Major Camac,
With a SAvinging horse-tail at each valorous back.

And such helmets — God bless us! — as never deck'd any
Male creatui-e before , except Siguor Giovaxm —
"Let's see," said the R-g-nt (like Tixrs, perplex'd

With the duties of empire), "wliom shall I dress next?"
He looks in the glass — but perfection is there.

Wig , whiskers , and chin-tufts all right to a hair;*'

Not a single cj-curl on his forehead lie traces —
For curls are like Ministers , strange as the case is,

The falser they are , the more firm in their places.

His coat he next views — but the coat who could doubt?
For his Y-rm-th's own Frenchified hand cut it out;

Every pu(;ker and seam were made matters of state.

And a Grand Household Council was held on each plait!

Then whom shall he dress? Shall he new-rig his brother.

Great C-aib-rl-kd's Duke, Avith some kickshaAV or otlier?

And kindly invent him more Christian-like shapes

For his feather-bed neckcloths and pillory capes?

Ah! no — liere his ardour Avould meet with delays,

For the Duke had been lately pack'd up in new Stays,

So complete for the winter, he saAV very plain

'TAVOuld be devilish hard work to j<npack him again!

So , what's to be done ?— there's the Ministers , bless 'em ! —
As he made the puppets, why shouldn't he dress 'em?
" An excellent thouglit ! — call the tailors — be nimble —
"Let Cum bring his spy-glass, and H-rtf-rd her thimble;

Certain tinsel imitations of the Shamrock, which are distributed by the eervants of
•n House every I'atrick's-Day.

** That model ofiirinces, the Emperor Commodiis, was particularly luxurious in the dressing
and ornamenting of his hair. Ills conscience, however, would not suffer him to trust himselT
with a_ barber, and he used, accordingly, to burn off his beard. " Timore tonsoris ," says
Lampridiu54. — (Hist. August. Scriptor.) Tlie dissolute Aelius Verus, too, was equally attentive
to the decoration of bis wig. — (Sec Jul. (lanitolin.) Indeed, this was not the only princely
trait in the character of V'erus, as he had likewise a most hearty and digniiied contempt for hi»
Wife.— See his insulting answer to her in Kipartianus.
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" WTiIIe Y-RM—TH shall give ns , in spite of all qulzzcrs,
" The la^t Paris cut with his true Gallic gcisears."

So gayin'r. he calls C-stl-r-gh, and the rest

Of his heaven-born statc?inen , to come and he dress'd.

IVhlle Y-nM

—

th , with snip-lile and brist expedition,

Cuts up, all at once, a large Catiriic Petition

In long tailors' measures (the P

—

e crving "Well done!")
And first puts in hand my Lord Chancellor Eld-x.

OCCASIONAL ADDRESS
For the Opening of the Xcu- Tlieatrc of St. Sl-ph-n, intended to have been spohcn i

by the Proprietor, in full Coatume, on the 24tA of November.

This day a New House, for ronr ediGcation,
\Ve open , ruo>t thinking and right-headed nation

!

Excuse the materials — thongh rotten and had,
They're the best that for money jujt now could he had

;

And, if echo the cl-.ann of such houses should be,

Y(m will find it shall echo my speech to a T.

As for actors, we're got the old Company yet,

The same motley, odd, tragi-comical set':

And, considering they all were but clerks t'otlier day,
It is truly suri)ri»ing how well they can play.
Our Man.igcr (he who in Ulster was nursed,
And sung Erin go Brcigh for the galleries first,

But, on finding P/tt-uiterest a much better thing.

Changed his note, of a sudden, to God save the King!)
Still Avise as he's blooming, and fat as he's clever,

Himself and his speeches as lengthy as ever.

Here offers you still the full use of his breath,

Your devoted and long-winded proser till death!

Y'on remember , last season , when things went perverse on.
We had to engage ("as a block to rehearse on)
One 3Ir. V-ns-tt-rt , a good sort of person,
Who's also employ"d for this season to play
In " Raising the Wind ,

" and " the Devil to Pay. "

We expect too — at least we've been plotting and planning —
To get that great actor from Liverpool, C-.\x-\c;
And, as at the Circus there's nothing attracts

Like a good single combat brought in 'twixt the acts,

If the Manager should, with the help of Sir P-ph-m,
Get up new diversions , and C-^\-^G should stop "em,

Who knows but we'll have to announce in the papers,
" Grand fight — second time — w ith additional capers.

"'

Be your taste for the ludicrous, humdrum , or sad,

Tliere is plenty of each in this House to be had

;

Where our 3Ianagcr ruleth , there Meeping will be,

For a dead hand at tragedy always was he;
And there never was dealer in dagger and cup,

Who so smilingly got all his tragedies up.

His powers poor Ireland will never forget.

And the widows of Walclicren weep o'er them yet.

So iiuich for the actors. — For secret machinery.
Traps, and deceptions, and shifting of scenery,

Y-RM—TH and Cum are the best we can find

To transact all that trickeiy business behind.

, The former's employd too to teach us French jigs,

Keep the whiskers in curl , and look after the wigs.

In taking my leave . now I've only to say
A few Seats in the House , not as yet sold away,
Dlay be had of the Manager, Pat C-stl-b—gh. i
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THE SALE OF THE TOOLS.

lustrumeuta regni.—Tacitus.

Here's a choice set of Tools for you, Gemmen and Ladies,
They'll fit you quite handy, Mhatever your trade is

(Except it be Cabinet-making. — I doubt
In that delicate service they're rather worn out;
Thoug'h their owner — bright youth ! — if lie'd had hig own will
Would hare bung^led away with them joyously still).

You can see they've been pretty well hack'd — and, alack!
Wliat tool is there job after job will not hack?
Their edge is but dullish , it must be confessd,

And their temper, like Ell->b"r—gh's, none of the best;
But you'll find them good hard-Avorking Tools, upon trying
Were't but for their brass, they are well worth the buyin"-;
They're famous for making blinds, sliders, and screens,'

And thej'rc, some of them, excellent turning machines!

The first Tool I'll put up (they call it a Chaneellor)
Heavy concern to both purchaser and seller. —
Though made of pig-iron

,
yet (worthy of note 'tis)

'Tis ready to melt at a half-minute's notice.

Who bids? Gentle buyer! 'twill turn as thou shapest —
'Twill make a good thimib-screw to torture a Papist;
Or else a cramp-iron , to stick in tlie Avail

Of some church that old women are fearful will fall;

Or better, perhaps (for I'm guessing at random),
A heavy drag-chain for some Lawyer's old Tandem!
Will nobody bid ? It is cheap , I am sure , Sir —
Once, tAvice — going, going — thrice — gone! — It is yours, Sir.

To pay ready money you slia'n't be distress'd,

As a bill at long date suits the Chancellor best.

ComCy Where's the next Tool? — Oh! 'tis here in a trice —
This implement , Gemmen ! at first Avas a T'ice —
(A tenacious and close sort of Tool, that Avill let

Nothing out of its grasp it once happens to get)

But it since has received a ncAv coating of Tin,

Bright enough for a Prince to behold himself in

!

Come, Avhat shall Ave say for it? bri^kly! bid on.

We'll the sooner get rid of it — going — quite gone!
God be Avith it! Such Tools, if not quickly knock'd down.
Might at last cost theu* oAvner — hoAv much? Avhy, a Crown!

The next Tool I'll set up has hardly had handsel or

Trial as yet , and is also a Chancellor -

Such dull things as these should be sold by the gross;

Yet , dull as it is , 'tAvill be found to shave close.

And , like other close shavers , some courage to gather,

This blade first began by a fiourisli on leather!

You shall liave it for nothing — then, marvel Mith me
At the terril)le tinkering Avork there must be,

Where a Tool , such as this is (ill leave you to judge it^,

Is placed by ill luck at the top of the Budget!

LITTLE MAN AND LITTLE SOUL.

A Ballad to the Tune of ^'^ There was a little Man, and he wooed a little Maid "

dedicated to the Right Hon. Ch-rl-s Abb-tt.

Arcades aiubo.
Et cant- are pares.

1813.

There was a little Man, and he had a little Soul,

And he said , " Little Soul , let us try , try , try,

" Whether it's m ithin our reach
" To make up a little Speecli,

"Just between little you and little I, I, I,

"Just between little you and little I!" —
Then said his little Soul,

Peeping from her little hole,

35
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"I protest, little Man, yon are stout, stout, stout,

"But, if it's not uncivil,

"Prav tell me, what the devil

" Must our little , little speech be about , bout , bout,

"Most our little, little speech be about?"

The little Man look'd big:,

"With th' assistance of his wig,

And he call'd his little Soul to order, order, order.

Till >he fcar'd he'd make her jog iu

To jail , like Thomas Croggan,

(As she Avasnt Duke or Earl) to reward her, ward her, ward her.

As she wasn't Uuke or Earl, to reward her.

The little Man then spoke,
" Little Soul , it is no joke,

"For, as sure as J-ckv F-ll-r loves a sup, sup, sup,
" I « ill tell the Prince and People

"AVhat I think of Church and Steeple,

"And mv little patent plan to prop them up, up, np,

"And my little patent plan to prop them up."

AAvay then , cheek by jowl,

Little ]Man and little Soul

Went, and spoke their little speech to a tittle, tittle, tittle,

And the world all declare

That this priggish little pair

Never yet in all their lives look'd so little, little, little,

Never yet in all their lives look'd so little.

REINFORCEMENTS FOB LORD WELLINGTON.
siinsque tibi cnmrnendat Troja Penates,

Hos cape I'atorum comites.

—

Viegil.
1813.

As recruits in these times are not easily got,

And the Marshal must have them — pray, why should we not.

As the last and , I grant it , the worst of our loans to him,
Ship off the Ministry, body and bones to him?
There's not in all England , I'd venture to swear,

Any men we could half so conveniently spare,

And , though they've been helping the French for years past.

We may thus make them u?eful to England at last.

C-STL-R—GH in our sieges might save some disgraees,

Being used to the tafr/iig and keeping; of places;

And Volunteer C-xn->g, still ready for joining,

Might show off his talent for sly undermining.

Could the Household but spare us its glory and pride.

Old H—DF—T at horn-works again might be tried,

And the Ch— f J-st-ce make a bold charge at his side!

While V-NS-TT-RT could victual the troops upon tick,

And the Doctor look after the baggage and sick.

Nay, I do not see why the great R-g-\t himself

Should, in times such as these, stay at home on the shelf: —
Though through narrow' defiles he's not fitted to pass,

Yet who could resist if he bore down en massed
And though oft, of an evening, perhaps he might proTC,

Like our brave Spanish Allies , " unable to move ;

" ^

Yet there's one thing in war, of advantage unbounded,
Wliich is, that he could not with ease be surrounded!

In my next, I shall sing of their arms and equipment

!

At present no more but — good luck to the shipment

!

LORD WELLINGTON AND THE MINISTERS.
1813.

So gently in peace Alcibicides smiled,

While in battle he shone forth so terribly grand.

That the emblem they graved on his seal was a child.

With a thunderbolt placed in its innocent hand.

1 The character given to the Spanish soldier, in Sir John Murray's memorable dispatch.
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Oh , Wellixgtox ! long as such Ministers m ield
Your magnificent arm, the same emblem will do;

For, while they're in the Council and you in the Field,
We're the babies in them, and the thunder in you!

TO LADY HOLLAND,
On Napoleon''s Legacy of a Snvff-Box.

Gift of the liero , on his dying day,
To her, whose pity watch'd, for ever nigh;

Oh! could he see the proud, the happy ray,
This relic lights up on her generous eye,

Sighing, he'd feel how easy 'tis to pay
A friendship ail his kingdoms could not buy.

Pens, July, 1821.

CORRESPONDEACE
Between a Lady and Gentleman, upon the Advantage of (what ts called) '-hav-
ing Law on one's tiide.

''

"Lecgf, aueea,
S' ei piace, ci lice.

"

THE GENTLEMAN'S PROPOSAL.
Come, fly to these arms, nor let beauties so bloomy
To one frigid owner be tied;

Y^our prudes may revile, and youi old ones look gloomy.
But , dearest ! we've Law on our side.

Oh ! think the delight of two lovers congenial,

Whom no dull decorums divide

;

Their error how sw eet , and their raptures how venial,

When once they've got Law on their side!

'Tis a thing that in every King's reign has been done, too:
Then why should it now be decried ?

If the Father has done it, why shouldn't the Son too?
For so argues Law on our side

!

And, even should our sweet violation of duty
By cold-blooded jurors be tried,

n They can but bring it in "a misfortune," my beauty!
As long as we've Law on our side.

THE LADY'S ANSWER.

Hold, hold, my good Sir! go a little more slowly;
For

,
grant me so faithless a bride.

Such sinners as we are a little too lowly.

To hope to have Law on our side.

Had you been a great Prince, to whose star shining o'er 'era

The People should look for their guide,

Then your Highness (and Avelcome!) might kick down decorum —
Y'^ou'd always have Law on your side.

Were you even an old Marquis , in mischief grown hoary,

Whose heart, though it long ago died

To the pleasures of vice, is alive to its glory —
You still would have Law on your side!

But for you, Sir, crim. con. is a path full of troubles;

By mj/ advice therefore abide,

And* leave the pursuit to those Princes and Noblea

Wlio have such a Law on thcu- side!

35 *
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HORACE, ODE xi. LIB. ii.

Freely translated , by G. R. *

2 Cose, Y-rm—th, my boy, never troable yonr brains

About what your old croney,

The Emperor Bovey, ,

Is doing- or brewing on Muscovy's plains:

3 !\or tremble , my lad , at the state of our granaries ;
—

Sliould there come famine,

Still plenty to cram in

Yon always shall have, my dear Lord of the Stannaries!

Brisk let us revel , wliile revel we may,
* For tlie gay bloom of fifty soon passes away,

And then people get fat,

And infirm , and — all that,

' And a wig ( I confess it ) so clumsily sits.

That it frightens the little Loves out of their wits.

* Thy whiskers , too , Y-rm—th ! — alas , even they,

Though so rosy they burn,

Too quickly must turn

(Wliat a heart-breaking change for thy whislcers!) to Grey.
7 Tlicn why, my Lord Warden! oh! why should you fidget

Your mind about matters you don't understand

?

Or \»hy should you write yourself down for an idiot,

Because '•you," forsooth, 'have the pen in your handl'^

Think, think how much better

Than scrilibling a letter

(Wliich both you and I

Should avoid, by the bye) —
* How much pleasauter 'tis to sit under the bust

Of old Charley , my friend here , and drink like a new one

;

l^liile Charley looks sulky and frowns at me, just

As the ghost in the pantomime frowns at Don Juan

!

* To crown us. Lord Warden!
In C-mb-rl-:vd's garden

Grows plenty of monk's-hood in venomoos sprigs;

While 'Otto of Roses,

Refreshing all noses,

Shall sweetly exhale from our whiskers and wigs.
*^° What youth of the Household will cool our noyaa

In that streamlet deli<!ious.

That, down 'midst the dishes,

All full of good fishes

Romantic doth flow ? —
*'^ Or who will repair

1 This and the follo«-in^ are extracted from a work (which may eomc time or other meet
the eye of the Public) eutitled, '•Odea of Horace, done into Englisii by several perions of
Fastiioa."

2 Quid bcllicosus Cantaber et Scythes
Hirpine Quiiicti, cngitet, Adria
Divisus (ibjecto , rcmittas

Qiiaerere.
3 \ec trepides in usuin
Poscentis ae^i paiica.

4 Fugit retro
Levis juveutas et decor.

5 Pclleute lascivos amorea
Caiiicie.

6 \equc uno Luna ruiena nitet
Vultu.

' -;— Q<}iii aeternis minorem
Con«iliis animum fatigas'?

8 Cur B«n sub alta vel platano, vel hac
Piuu jaccutes sic teinere

9 — rosa
Canns odorati capillos
Duni licet, Assyriaque nardo

Poftamus uncti.
10 • Quis puer ocyus

Regtiiieuet ardeiitis Falerni
Pncufa praeterfunte lijmpha?

11 Qut8 cliciet domo
Lyden?
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Unto M Sq e,

And see if the gentle Marchesa be there?
Go—bid her haste hither,

* And let her bring with her
The newest No-Popery Sermon that's going —

^ Oh! let her come with her dark tresses flowing,
All gentle and juvenile, curly and gay,
In the manner of Ackebmans's Dresses for May!

HORACE, ODE xxii. LIB. i.

Freely translated by Lord Eld-n.

^ The man who .keeps a conscience pure
Clf not his own, at least his Prince's^,

Through toil and danger walks secure.

Looks big , and black , and never winces

!

* No want has he of sword or dagger,
Cock'd hat or ringlets of Geka:\ib ;

Though Peers may laugh, and Papists swagger,
He docs not care one single d-mn

!

* Wliether 'midst Irish chairmen going.
Or, through St. Giles's alleys dim,

'Mid drunken Sheelahs, blasting, blowing,
No matter — 'tis all one to him.

* For instance, I, one evening late,

Upon a gay vacation sally.

Singing the praise of Church and State,

Got (God knows how) to Cranbourne-Alley.

When lo! an Irish Papist darted

Across my path
, gaunt , grim , and big —

I did but frown, and off he started.

Scared at me even without my wg!
' Yet a more fierce and raAV-boned dog

Goes not to Mass in Dublin City,

Nor shakes his brogue o'er Allen's Bog,
Nor spouts in Catiiolic Committee

!

^ Oh ! place me 'midst O'Uourkes , O'Tooles,

The ragged royal blood of Taba ;

Ebuma (lie age cum Ijra (qu. liar-a)

Maturet.
2 Incomtuin Lacaenac
More comam relii^ata iiodum.

3 Integer vitae scelerisque puras.
4 Non eget Mauri jarulis iieque area,
Nee veiienatis gra\ida sagittis,

Fuscc, pharctra.
5 Sive per Syrleis iter aestunsas,
Sive facturus per inliospitalein

Caucasum, vcl quae Joca fabulosus
Lainbit Hydaspes.

. , , » , . »» e
The Noble Translator had, at first, laid the scene of tliese imagined dangers of his Man ot

Conscience amoiifr the Papists of Spain, and had tvaushUcd the words "quae loca fabulunuB

tambit Hydaspes" thus— "The fabling; Spaniard licks the French;" but, recollecting that it u
our interest just now to be respectful to Spanish Catholics (though there is cerlaiuly iio eailh-

Jy reason for our being even commonly civil to Irish ones), he altered the passage as it Btaudi

at present.
6 Namque me silva lupus in Sabiiva,

Dum meani canto Lalagen, et ultra
Terminum curis vagor expedilis

Fugit inermem.
I cannot help calling the reader's attention to the peculiar ingenuity with which these linet

arc paraphrased. IVOt to mention tlie happy conversion of the V%o]f into a Papist (seeing than

HoMiLUS was suckled by a Wolf, that Home was founded by Romulus, and that the Pope hat

always reigned at Rome) there is something particularly neat in supposing ''ultra frr"/inuin'

to mean vacation-time ; and then the modest consciousness with which the Noble and Learned
Translator has avoided touching upon the words " curis expeditia" (or, as it has been other-

wise read, causis expeditis)" and the felicitous idea of his being "•inennis" when "without

hia wig," are altogether the most delectable specimens of yaiaphrase ia our language.
7 Quale portentum neqne militaris

Daunia in latis alit acsculetis,

Mec Jubae tellns geuerat, Icunuin
Arida nutrix.

8 Pone me pigris ubi nulla camplfl

Arbor acstiva recreatnr aura:
Quod latus mundi, nebulae, malnsqnc

Jupiter urge!.
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Or place nie M'here Dick M-kt-n rules

The houseless Arilds of Co:vivemara ;
—

I Of Church and State Ml warble still,

Tliotijfh even Dick M-rt-^'s self should grumble;
Sweet Church and State, like Jack and Jill,

* So h)vingly upon a hill —
Ah! neer like Jack and Jill to tumble!

HORACE, ODE i. LIB. iii.

A FRAGMENT.

Odi profannra vulgas et arceo.
Favete liiig-iiis: carmina non prios

Audita, Musarum sacerdos,
Tirjiiiiibus piierisque canto.

Repnm treineiidorum in proprios ^eges,
RieeH in iueos imperiom est Jovis.

1813.

I HATE thee, oh 3Iob ! as my Lady hates delf.

To Sir FrancL"! Til jrive up thy claps and thy hisses.

Leave old Magna Charta to shift for itself,

And, like G-dw-'v, write books for young masters and misses.

Oh ! it is not high rank that can make the heart merry.

Even monarcJis themselves are not free from mishap;
Though the Lords of Westphalia must quake before Jerry,

Poor Jerry himself has to quake before Nap.

HORACE, ODE xxxriii. LIB. i.

A FRAGMENT.

Persicns odi, pacr, apparatus

:

Displicent ncxae philyra coronae.
Mitte sectari Rosa quo locorum

Sera moretur.

Translated by a Treasury Clerk, while waiting Dinner for the Right Hon. G—rge
R—se.

Boy, tell the Cook that I hate all nick-nackeries,

Fricassees, vol- au-vents ,
puffs, and grim-crackeries —

Six by the Horse-Guards I — old Georgy is late —
But come — lay the table-cloth — zounds ! do not Mait,

Kor stop to inquire, wliile the dinner is staying,

At which of his places Old R-se is delaying !
^

TO .

Moria pur qaando raol, nnn e Lisogaa mutar ni faccia ni voc« per esser an Angelo. *

Die when you will , you need not wear
At Heaven's Court a form more fair

1 must here remark, that the said Dick M-rt-x being a very good fellow, it was not at all

fair to make a "maluii Jupiter" of him.
1 Dulce ridentem Lalagcn amabo,

Dulce loqaetitem.

2 There cannot be imagined a more happy illustration of the inseparability of Church and
State, and their iwhat is called) "standing and falling together," than this ancient apologue of
Jack and Jill. Jack, of coarse, represents the Stat« in this ingenious little allegory.

Jack fell down,
And broke his Croirn,
And Jill came tumbling after.

8 The literal closeness of the version here cannot bat be admired. The Translator hai
added a long, erudite, and flowery note upon Roses , of which 1 can merely give a specimen at
present. In the lirs-t place, he ransacks the Rosarium Foliticum of ihe Persian poet Sadi, with
the hope of finding some i'o/ttica/ Roses , to match the gentleman in the text—but in vain; he
then tells us that (Mcero accused Verres of reposing upon a cushion '• .Melitcnsi rosd fartum,"
which, from the odd mixture of words, he supposes to be a kind of Irish Bed of Roses, like

Lord C.4STLEBEACH"g. The learned Clerk next lavours us with some remarks upon a well-known
punning epitaph on fair Rosamond, and expresses a most loyal hope, that, if "Rosa munda"
mean "a Rose with clean hands,' it may be found applicable to the Right Honourable Rose
in question. He then dwells at some length upon the '"Rosa aurea" which, though descriptive,

in one sense, of the old Treasury Statesman, yet, as being consecrated and worn by the Popb,
mu^t of c(nir>-e, noi be brought into the same atmosphere with him. Lastly, in reference to the
words -'o/rf Rose," he winds op wiih the pathetic lamentation of the Poet", consenuisse Rosas."
The whole note, indeed, shows a knowledge of Roses that is quite edifying.

i The words addressed by Lord Herbert of Cherbury to the beautiful IVun at Muraa*.

—

See hia Lift.
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Than Beauty here on earth has given;

Keep but the lovely looks we see —
The voice we hear — and you Avill be
An angel read -made for Heaven!

IMPROMPTU.
Upon being obliged to leave a pleasant party, from the want of a pair of Breech-

es to dress for Dinner in,
1810.

Bet>vie-v Adam and me the great difference is,

Though a Paradise each has lieen forced to resign,

That he never wore breeches till turn d out of his,

Wliile, for want. of my breeches, I'm banish'd from mine.

WHAT'S MY THOUGHT LIKE?

Quest. — Why is a Pump like Viscount C-sTt-R

—

gk?
Answ. — Because it is a slender thing of wood,

Tliat uj) and down its awkward arm doth sway,
And coolly spout, and spout, and spout away,

In one weak, washy, everlasting flood!

EPIGRAM. *

What news to-day? — "Oh! worse and worse —
"M-c is the Pr e's Privy Purse!"
The Pr e's Purse! no, no, you fool,

You mean the Pa —e's Ridicule!

EPIGRAM.
Dialogue between 'a Catholic Delegate and his R-y-l H-ghn-ss the D-ke of

C-mb-rl-nd

Said his Highness to Ned , m ith that grim face of his,

"Why refuse us the T'cto , dear Catholic Xeddv?"—
"Because, Sir," said Ned, looking full in his phiz,

" You're forbidding enough , in all conscience , akeady I

"

EPIGRAM.
Dialogue between a Dowager and her Maid onthe Night of Lord Y-rm—ih's Fete.

"I WANT the Court-Guide," said my Lady, "to look

"If the House, Seymour Place, be at So or 2o" —
"We've lost the Court-Guide , Ala'am, but here's the Red Book,
" Where you'll find , I dare say , Seymour Places in plenty !

"

EPIGRAM.
From the French.

"I SEVER give a kis8," says Prue,
" To naughty man , for I abhor it.

"

She M'ill not give a kiss, 'tis true —
She'll take one, though, and thank you for it.

ON A SQUINTING POETESS.

To no one Muse does she her glance confine.

But has an eye, at once, to all tho Nine!

THE TORCH OF LIBERTY'.

I SAW it all in Fancy's glass —
Herself tho fair, the wild magician,

1 This is a bon-mot, attributed, I kuow not how truly, to the Pr-nc-s« of VV-i,-<i. I line
merely versitied it.
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That bid this splendid day-dream pass,
And named each gliding apparition.

'Twas like a torch-race — such as they
Of Greece perform'd, in ages gone,

\S lien the fleet youths , in long array,
Pass'd the bright torch trimaphaat on.

I saw th' expectant nations stand
To catch the coming flame in turn —

I saw, from ready hand to hand,
The clear, but struggluig glory bum.

And , oh ! their joy , as it came near,
'TM-as in itself a joy to see —

Wliile Fancy whispcr'd in my car,
" That torch they pass is Liberty !

"

And each , as she receiTed the flame,
Lighted her altar Mith its ray,

Then , smiling to the next who came,
Speeded it on its sparkling way.

From Albion first, whose ancient shrine
Was furnish'd with the fire already,

CoLi MEiA caught the spark divine.

And lit a jlame like Albion's — eady.

The splendid gift then Gallia took,

And, like a vfWA Bacchante, raising
The brand aloft, its sparkles shook.
As she would set the world a blazing.

And, when she fired her altar, high
It flash'd into the reddning air

So fierce , that Albion , who stood nigh,

Slirunk, almost blinded by the glare!

Acxt , Spain — so new was light to her —
Leap'd at the torch ; but , ere t'le spark

She flung upon her shrine could stir,

'Twas quench'd , and all again Mas dark.

Yet no — not quench'd — a treasure worth
So much to mortals rarely dies. —

Again her living light lookd forth,

And shone , a beacon , in all eyes.

Who next received the flame? — Alas!

Unworthy Naples — shame of shames
That ever through such hands should pass

That brightest of all earthly flames !

Scarce had her fingers touch' d the torch,

When , friglitcd by the sparks it shed,

Ror waiting e'en to feel the scorch.

She dropp'd it to the earth — and fled.

And fallen it might have long remain'd,
Cut Greece , who saw her moment now,

Caiigiit up the prize, though prostrate, staio'd,

And M'aved it round Jicr beauteous brow.

And Fancy bid me mark where, o'er

Her altar as its flame ascended.

Fair , laurcl'd spirits seem'd to soar,

Who thus in song their voices blended: —
"Shine, shine for ever, glorious flame,

"Di^inest gift of God to men!
"From Greece thy earliest splendour came,
"To Greece thy ray returns again!

"Take, Freedom! take thy radiant round —
"When diium'd, roive — when lost, return;

"Till not a shiino through earth be found,
"On Mhich thy glories shall not bum!"
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EPILOGUE.
Last night, as lonely o'er my fire I sat,

Tliiiiliing; of cues, starts, exits, and— all that,
And wondering much AFhat little knavish sprite
Had put it first in women's heads to write

:

Sudden I saw— as in some witching dream—
A bright-blue glory round my book-case beam.
From whose quick-opening folds of azure light,

Out flew a tuiy form, as small and I)right

As Puck the Fairy, Avhen he pops his head,
Some sunny morning, from a violet bed.
"Bless me!" I starting cried^ "v. hat imp are you?"—
"A small he-devil, Ma'am—-my name Bas Bleii—
"A bookish sprite, much given to routs and reading;
'"Tis I who teach your spinsters of good breeding
" The reigning taste in chemistry and caps,

"The last new bounds of tuckers and of maps,
"And, Avhen the Maltz has twirl'd her giddy brain,

"With metaphysics twirl it back again!"

I view'd him, as he spoke— his hose were blue,
His wings— the covers of the lii<t Review—
Cerulean, border'd with a jaundice hue,
And tinsell'd gaily o'er, for evening wear.
Till the next quarter brings a nev.-fiedged pair,
" Inspired by me— (pursued this waggish Fairy)—
"That best of wives and Sapphos, Lady Mary,
"Votary alike of Crispin and the Mme,
"Makes her own splay-foot ejiigrams and shoes.

"For me the eyes of young Camilla shine,

"And mingle Love's blue brilliancies -with mine;
"For me she sits apart, from coxcombs shrinking,

"Looks wise— the pretty soul! — and thinks she's thinking.

"By my advice Miss Indigo attends
"Lectures on Memory, and assures her friends,

""Pon honour!— (mimicks) — nothing can surpass the plan
"'Of that professor

—

(trying to recollect)— psha! that memoi'y-man—
"'That— what's his name?— him I attended l;itely—
""Pon honour, he improved my memory greatly.'"

Here, curtsying low, I ask'd the bluc-legg'd sprite,

What share he had in this our play to-night.

"Nay, there— (he cried)— there I'm guiltless quite—
"What! choose a herctine from that Gotliic time,

"Allien no one wjiltz'd, and none but monks rould rhyme;
"When lovely woman, all unschool'd and wild,
" Bhish'd without art, and without culture smiled —
"Simple as flowers, while yet uncl.iss'd they shone,

"Ere Science call'd their brilliant world her own,
"Ranged the wild, rosy things in learned orders,

" And fiUd with Greek the garden's blushing borders ?—
"No, no— your gentle Inas will not do—
"To-morrow evening, when the lights bum blue,

"I'll come— (pointing downwards)— you understand— till then adieu!'

And has the sprite been here? No—jests apart—
Howe'er man rules in science and in art,

The sphere of woman's glories is the heart.

And, if our Muse have sketch'd M'ith pencil true

The wife— the mother— firm, yet gentle too—
Whose soul, MTapp'd up in ties itself hath spun.
Trembles, if touch'd in the remotest one;

Who loves— yet dares even Love himself disown,

When Honour's bioken shaft supports his throne:

If such our Ina, she may scorn the evils,

Dire as they are, of Critics and — Blue Dcvik.
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DE DICATION.
T O THE

RIGHT HONOURABLE LORD BYRON.

Dear Lord Byrox,

Tliough this Volume should possess no other merit in your eves than thatof re-

calling the ^liort time we passed togctlier at Venice, when some of the trifles which

it contains were written, you will, I am sure, receive the dedication of it with plea-

sure, and helierc that I am,

My dear Lord,

Ever faithfully youi'S,

T. B.

PREFACE.
TflorcH it was the wish of the Memhers of the Poco-cnrante Society (who

have lately done me tlie honour of clcctuig me tlieir Secretary) that I should prefix

my name to tlie following 31iscellany, it is hut fair to them and to myself to state,

that, except in the "painiul pre-eminence" of heing employed to transcribe their

lucubrations, my claim to such a distinction in the title-page is not greater than

that of any other gentleman who has contributed his share to the contents of the

volume.
I had originally intended to take this opportunity of giving some account of the

origin and objects of our institution, the names and characters of the different mem-
bers, etc. etc. — but, as I am at present preparing for the press the first volume
of the ' Transactions of the Poco-curante Society, " I shall reserve for that occasion

all further details upon the subject ; and content myself here with referring, for a
general insight into our tenets, to a song Avhich Mill be found in the "^liscellaneons

Poems," ' and which is sung to us on tlie first day of e^ery month, by one of our

oldest members, to the tune of (as far as I can recollect, being no musician) cither

"Nancy DaMson, " or "He stole away the Bacon. "

It may be as Avell also to state, for the information of those critics who attack

with the hope of being answered, and of being thereby brought into notice, that it

is the rule of this Society to retnrn no other answer to such assailants, than is con-

tained in the three >vords " Non curat Hippoclldes" (meaning, in English, "Hip-
poclides does not care a fig "), M'hich were spoken two thousand years ago liy the

first founder of Poco-curautism, and have ever since been adopted as the leading

dictum of the sect.

TH03LiS BROWN.

• See page 590.



RHYMES ON THE ROAD,
EXTRACTED FROM THE JOURNAL

OF A

TRAVELLING >IEMBER OF THE POCO-CLTRANTE SOCIETY, 1819.

The Grentleman, from whose Jonrnal the follownng extracts are taken, vcas ol>-

lij;:cd to leave England some years ago (in consequence of an unfortunate attachment,
which might have ended in hringing hira into Doctors' Commons), and has hut very
recently been able to return to England. The greater part of these poems were as
he himself mentions in his Introduction, written or composed in an old caliche, for
the purpose of beguiling tbe ennui of solitary travelling; and as verses made by a
gentleman in his sleep have lately been called " a psychological cm-iosity, " it is to

be hoped that verses made by a gentleman to keep himself awake may be honoured
with some appellation equally Greek.

INTRODUCTORY RHYMES.

Different Altitudes in which Authors compose.— Bayes, Henry Stephens, Herodotus,
etc. — Writing in Bed— in the Fields.— Plato and Sir Richard Blackmore.—
Fiddling with Gloves and Timgs.— Madame de Stael. — Rhyming on the Road,
in an old Calcchc.

What various attitudes, and ways,
And tricks, we authors have in writing!

Wliile some write sitting, some, like Bayes,
Usually stand while they're inditing.

Poets there are, who wear the lloor out,

Measuring a line at every stride
;

Wliile some, like Henry Stephevs, pour out
Rhymes by the dozen, while they ride.'

Herodotts wrote most in bed;
And RicHERAND, a French physician,

Declares the clock-work of the head
Goes best in that reclined position.

If you consult Mo\taig\e" and Pn\y, on
The subject, 'tis their joint opinion

That Thought its richest hardest yielda

Abroad, among the woods and fields;

That bards, who deal in small retail,

At home may, at their counters, stop;

But that the grove, the hill, the vale.

Are Poesy's true wholesale shop.

And truly I suspect they're right—
For, many a time, on summer eves.

Just at that closing hour of light.

When, like an eastern Prince, who leares

For distant war his Haram bowers,

The Sun bids farewell to the llowei-s,

Whose heads are sunk, whose tears are flowing
'Mid all the glory of his going—
Even / have felt, beneath those beams.
When wand'rlng through the fields alone,

Thoughts, fancies, intellectual gleams,

That, far too bright to be my own,
Seem'd lent me by the Sunny Power,
That was abroad at that still hour.

* Pleraqne sua carmina eqnitana com^iosuit.— Paravicin. Singular.
** Mcs pensees dnrnieiit, si je les assise.— Montaigne.
Animus I'ormn qui iu aperto acre ambulant, allollitur.— Flimv.
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If tlias Tre felt, how mu>t they feel,

The few, whom genuine Genius warms.
And stamps upon tlieir soul his seal,

Graven with Beauty's countless forms >
—

The few upon this earth, who seem
Born to give truth to Plato's dream,

j

Sinc.e in their souls , as in a glass, f

ShadoMs of things divine appear —
Reflections of hright forms that pass
Through fairer worlds beyond our sphere!

But this reminds me I digress; —
For Plato, too, produced, 'tis said

(As one indeed might almost guess),

Ills glorious vi>ions all in bed. *

'Tm as in his carriage the sublime
Sir Richard Blackmore used to rhyme

;

And Cif the Mits don't do him wrong),
'Twist death and epics passd his time,

Scribbling and killing all day long —
Like Phoebus in liis car, at ease.

Now warbling forth a lofty song, J

Now murdering the young Niobcs. \

Tliere was a hero 'mong the Danes, '-A 1 r^J

W lio Mrote, Mere told, 'mid all the paina

,
And horrors of exenteration,

' Nine charming odes, which, if you look,

\MMjiv
Vou"ll find preserved , with a translation,

By Bartholim s in his book. ^

In short, 'twere endless to recite

The various modes in which men write.

Some Mits are only in the mind
When beaus and belles are round thera prating;

Some , Avhen they dress for dinner , find

Tlieir nlu^e and valet both in Mailing,

And manage , at the self-same time.

To adjust a neckcloth and a rhyme.

Seme bards there are who cannot scribble

Without a glove , to tear or nibble.

Or a small twig to Mhisk about —
As if the hidden founts of Fancy,

Like those of water , were found out

By mystic tricks of rhabdomancy.
Such M as the little feathery Avand ^

That , held for ever in the hand
Of her who Mon and wore the crown
Of female genius in this age,

Seeni'd tlie conductor, that drew down
Those Mords of ligbtning oa her page.

As for myself — to come at last,

To the odd May in M'hich / write —
Having employed these few months past

Chiefly in travelling, day and night,

I've got into the easy mode.
You see, of rhyming on the road —
Making a way-bill of my pages.

Counting my stanzas by my stages —
'Twixt lays and re-lays no time lost —
In short, in tMO Mords, writing post.

My verses , I suspect , not ill ^
Resemhling the crazed vehicle

(An old calcche, for which a villain m

1 The only authority I know for imputing this practice to Plato and Herodotas, is a Lalia
poem by M. de Vaiois on hie. HcJ, in whicli he says

:

Lucifer Herodotus; 'idit Vesperque cubantem,
Desedit >otog hcic Plato saepe dies.

2 Eiidem curd nee minores inter cruciatus aniinam iufcliccra ag'enti fuit Asbiorno Prudae
Danico heroi, cum Brnso ipsum, inteutina ektrahens, immaniier torqueret, tunc enim novem car-
miua ceciiiit, etc. — Bartholin, de causit contempt, mart.

3 Made^of jiaper, twigtcd up like a fan or feather.
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Charf^ed mo some twenty Naps at Milan_)

I Avliioh I wrote them — patch'd-up things,

On Avcak, hut rather easy, springs,

Jingling along , with little in 'em,

And (^M'here the road is not so rough,

Or deep , or h)fty , as to spin 'era

Down precipices^ safe enough. —
Too ready to take fire, I own,
And then, too, nearest a hreak-down;
But, for my comfort, hung so low,

I haven't, in falling, far to go. —
With all this, light, and swift, and airy,

And carrying (^which is hest of all^

But little for the Doganieri *

Of the Reviews to overhaul.

RHYMES ON THE ROAD.

EXTRACT I.

Geneva.

View oj the "Lake of Geneva from the Jura * — Anxious to reach it before the Sun
went down. — Obliged to proceed on Foot. — Alps. — Mont Blanc. Effect
of the Scene.

'TwAs late — the sun had almost shone
His last and best, when I ran on.

Anxious to reach that splendid view
Before the day-beams quite withdrew;
And feeling as all feel, on first

Approaching scenes where , they are told,

Such glories on their eyes shall burst

As youthful bards in dreams behold.

'Twas distant yet , nnd , as I ran,

Full often was my Mistful gaze
Turn'd to the sun , who now began
To call in all his out-post rays,

And form a denser march of light.

Such as beseems a hero's flight.

Oh, how I wish'd for Joshia's power.

To stay the brightness of that hour!
But no — the sun still less became,

Diininish'd to a speck, as splendid

And small as were those tongues of flame,

That on th' Apostles' heads descended!

'Twas at this instant — while there glow'd
This last, intensest gleam of light —

Suddenly , through the opening road,

The A alley burst upon my sight!

That glorious valley , with its lake,

And Alps on Alps in clusters swelling,

Mighty, and pure, and fit to make
The ramparts of a Godhead's dwelling!

I stood entranced and mute — as they

Of IsRAKL think th' assembled Morld
Will stand upon that awful day,

W^lien the Ark's Light, aloft unfurl'd,

Among the opening clouds shall shine,

Divinity's om n radiant sign

!

Mighty Mo^T Blaac ! thou wert to me.
That minute, with thy brow in Heaven,

As sure a sign of Deity

1 Custom-house officers.

2 lietwecn Vattay and Gex.
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As e'er to mortal gaze was given.

Nor ever, were I destined yet

To live my life twice o'er again.

Can I the deep-felt awe forget —
The ecstasy that thriU'd me then!

'Twas all that consciousness of power.
And life , beyond this mortal hour ; —
Those mountings of the soul within
At thoughts of Heaven — as birds begin
By instinct in the cage to rise,

When near their time for change of ekies —
That proud atisurance of oui" claim
To rank among the Sons of Light,

Mingled with shame — oh , bitter sJiame! —
At having riik"d that splendid right,

For aught that earth, through all its range
Of glories , offers in exchange

!

'Twas all this, at the instant brought.
Like breaking sunshine, o'er my thought —
'Twas all this, kindled to a glow
Of sacred zeal, Mhich, could it shine

This purely ever — man might grow,
Even upon earth, a thing divine.

And be once more the creature made
To walk unstain'd th' Elysian shade!

No — never shall I lose the trace

Of what Fve felt in this bright place.

And, should my spirit's hope grow weak.
Should I, oh God! e'er doubt thy power.

This mighty scene again I'll seek,

At the same calm and glowing hour,
And here, at the sublimest shrine

That Nature ever rear'd to Thee,
Rekindle all that hope divine,

And feel my immortality

!

EXTEACT I.

Venice.

The Fall of Venice not to he lamented.—Former Glory.—Expedition against Con-
stantinople.— Giustinianis.—Republic.—Characteristics of the old Government.—
Golden Book.—Brazen Mouths.—Spies.—Dungeons.— Present Desolation.

3IoiR\ not for Vemce—let her rest

In ruin , 'mong those States unbless'd.

Beneath whose gilded linofs of pride,

"Where'er they trampled , Freedom died.

Nu—let us keep onr tears for thcni.

Where'er they pine, Avhose fall hath been
Not from a blood-stain'd diadem,

Like that which deck'd this ocean-queen,

But from higli daring in the cause

Of human Uiglits— the only good
And blessed strife, in which man draws

His powerful sword on land or flood.

Mourn not for I'emce—though her fall

Be aM'ful, as if Ocean's >vave

Swept o'er her—she deserves it all,

And Justice triumphs o'er her grave.

Thus perish every King and State

That run the guilty race she ran,

Strong but in fear, and only great

By outrage against God and man!

True , her high spirit is at rest,

And all those days of glory gone.

When the world's waters, east and west,

Beneath her white-wing'd commerce shone;
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When, with her countless harks she -went
To meet the Orient Empire's might,*

And the Giistimams sent

Their hundred heroes to that fight.
**

Vanish'd are all her pomps, 'tis true.

But mourn them not—for ranish'd , too
(Thanks to that Power , who , soon or late,

Hurls to the dust the guilty Great),
Are all the outrage, falsehood, fraud.

The chains, the rapine, and the blood.
That fiird each spot, at home, abroad,

AVlicre the Republic's standard stood!

Desolate Vexick ! when I track
Thy haughty course through centuries hack,

—

Thy ruthless power , obey'd but cursed,

—

The stern machinery of thy State,

Which hatred would, like steam, have burst,

Had stronger fear not chill'd even hate

;

Thy perfidy , still m orse than aught
Thy own unblnshinj? Sarpi '" taught, —
Thy friendsJiip, which, o'er all beneath
Its shadow, rain'd down dews of death,

—**"

Thy Oligarchy's Book of Gold,
Shut against humble Virtue's name,f

But open'd wide for slaves who sold

Their native land to thee and shame, —ff
Thy all-pervac'.ing host of spies.

Watching oVr every glance and breath,

Till men look'd in each other's eyes.

To read their chance of life or death,—
Thy laws, that made a mart of blood,

And legalized th' assassin's knife, —ff

f

Thy sunless cells beneath the flood,

And racks, and Lcads-}-fIf that burn out life;—
When I review all this, and see

What thou art sunk and crush'd to now

;

Each harpy maxim , hatch'd by thee,

Return'd to roost on thy own brow,

—

Thy Nobles , towering once aloft

,

]\ow sunk in cliains—in chains, that have
Xot even that borrow'd grace, which oft

The master's fame sheds o'er the slave,

But are as mean as e'er were given
To stiff-neck'd P^ide by angry Heaven—
I feel the moi'al vengeance sweet.

And, smiling o'er the Mieck, repeat—
" Thus perish every King and State,

"That tread the steps which Venice trod,
" Strong but in fear , and only great

" By outrage against man and Gob !"

* Under the Doge Michaeli, in ll71.
_** "La famille eutiere ties Justiniani, I'une ilea pins illnstrea de Venise, voulnt iliarcliertoute

entiere dang cette expedition; elle loiiniit cent cnmbaUnns; c'etait renouveler I'exemple d'une
ilJustre famille de Rome; le inline malheur lea atleiidait." — Hiftuire rfe feni/te, par Daru.

*" The celebrated Fra Paolo. The collection of maxims which this bold monk drew up at
the request of the Venetian (Jovevnmeiit, for the guidance of the Secret Inqiiii$ition of State, aro
80 atrocious as to seetn rather an o\er-charg'eU siatire upon despotism, than a gjstem of policy
seriously inculcated, and but loo readily and conptautly pursued.

'•'* Conduct of Venice towards her allies and dependencies, particularly to unfortunate Pa-
uua-— Fate of Francesco Carrara, for which see Dahit, vol. ii. p. 141.

f "A Fexception des trente citadins admis au grand conseil pendant la guerre dc Chiozzi, il

' n'est pas arrive unc seule fois que lus talens ou les services aient paru a celte noblesse orgucil-

I

Icuse des titres suftisans pour s'asseoir avec clle." — DtRU.
_ ft Among those admitted to the honour of being inscribed in the Z-J6r d'Vro were some fa-

I
milies of Urescia, Treviso, and other places, whose only claim to that distinction was the zeal

I

with which they prostrated themselves and their country at the feet of the republic.

f-H" By the infamous statutes of the Slate Inquisition, not only was assassination recognized
' as a regular mode of punishment, but this secret power over life was delegated to their niini-
I ons at a distance, with nearly as much facility as a licence is gi^cn nndef the game laws of

I

England. The only restriction seems to have been the necessity of applying for a new ccrtili-
cate, after every individual exercise of the power.

.itft "Les prisons des plombs, c'est-a-dire cca fournaieee ardcntes qu'on avait distribuecd Cil

I

petiteu cellules sous les tcrrasses qui couvrcut Ic palaia."

36
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EXTRACT III.
Venice.

L d B 's Memoirs, written by himself. — Reflections, when about to read

them.

Let rae, a moment—ere with fear and hope
Of gloomy, glorious things , these leaves I ope

—

As one, in fairy tale, to whom the key
Of some enchanters scci-et halls is given.

Doubts, while he enters, s'owly, tremblingly.

If he shall meet with shapes from hell or heaven

—

Let me, a moment, think what thousands live

O'er the wide earth this instant, mIio would give,

Gladly, whole sleepless nights to bend the brow
Over these precious leaves, as I do now.
How all Avho know— and where is he unknown?
To what far region have his songs not flown.

Like Psaphon's birds,' speaking their master's name,
In every language sylliibled by Fame?—
How all . M hove felt the various spells combined
Within the circle of that splendid mind,

Like powei's , derived from many a star , and met
Together in some wondrous amulet,

"Would burn to know when first the Light awoke
In his young soul,—and if the gleams that broke

From that Aurora of his genius , raised

, More bliss or pain in those on whom they blazed—
W'ould love to trace th' unfolding of that power.

Which hath grown ampler , grander , every hour

;

And feel , in watching o'er its first advance,

As did th' Egyptian traveller ,
'* when he stood

By the young Sile, and fathom'd Avith his lance

The first small fountains of that mighty flood.

They , too , who , 'mid the scornful thoughts that dwell

In his rich fancy, tinging all its streams,

As if the Star of Bitterness, which fell

On eartli of old, and touch'd them with its beams,
Can track a spirit , Mliich , though driven to hate,

From Nature's hands came kind , aflectionate

;

And M'hich , even now , struck as it is with blight.

Comes out, at times, in love's oAvn native light

—

How gladly all, who've Match'd these struggling rays

Of a bright, ruin'd spirit through his lays,

Would here inquire , as from his own frank lips.

What desolating grief, what wi-ongs had driven

That noble nature into cold eclipse—
Like some fair orb that , once a sun in Heaven,

And born, not only to surprise, but cheer

With warmth and lustre all within its sphere.

Is now so quench'd, that, of its grandeur, lasts

Nought but the m ide cold shadow Mhich it casts

!

Eventful volume! whatsoe'er the change
Of scene and clime—th' adventures , bold and strange—
The griefs—the frailties , but too frankly told

—

The loves , the feuds thy pages may unfold.

If Truth with half so prompt a hand unlocks
His virtues as his failings—Me shall find

The record there of friendships , held like rocks,

And enmities , like sun-touch'd snow , resign'd—
Of fealty , cherish'd without change or chill.

In those who served him
,
young , and serve him still

—

Of generous aid
,
given with that noiseless art

Which wakes not pride , to many a wounded heart

—

Of acts—but, no— not from himself must aught
Of the bright featm-cs of his life be sought.

* Psaphon, in order to attract the attention of the world, taught multitudes of birds to speak
bii name, and then let them fly awaj ia various directions ; whence the proverb, "PsapAonis aves.

" Bruce.



RHYMES ON THE ROAD. 563
Wliile they who court the world , like Miltotv's cloud,

*

"Turn forth their silver lining-" on the crowd.
This gifted Being Mraps himself in night,

And, keeping all that softens, and adorns.
And gilds his social nature , hid from sight,

Turns but its darkness on a world he scorns.

EXTRACT IV.

Venice.

The English to be met with every where.— JIps and Threadncedle-street. — The
Simplon and the Stocks. — Hcif^e for travelling. — Blue-Stock-ings among the
IVahabees. — Parasols and Pyjamids. — Mrs. Hopkins and the IFall of China.

And is there then no earthly place
Where we can rest , in dream Elysiau,

Without some cursed, round English face.

Popping up near, to break the vision?

'Mid northern lakes , 'mid southern vines,

Unholy cits Ave're doom'd to meet:
INor highest Alps nor Apennines
Are sacred from ThreadneeiUe-street

!

If up the Simplon's path we wind.
Fancying we leave this world behind.

Such pleasant sounds salute one's ear
As— "Baddish ncAvs from 'Change, my dear

—

"The Funds—(phew, curse this ugly hill!)

"Are lowering fast—(what! higher still i') —
"And— (^zooks, we're mounting up to Heaven I)—
"Will soon be down to sixty-seven."

Go where we may—rest where we will.

Eternal London haunts us still.

The trash of Almack's or Fleet-Ditch

—

And scarce a pin's head difference which—
Mixes, though even to Greece we rnn,

With every rill from Helicon!

And , if this rage for travelling lasts,

If Cockneys , of all sects and castes.

Old maidens , aldermen , and squires,

Jf^ill leave their puddings and coal fires,

To gape at things in foreign lands

No soul among them understands

—

If Blues desert their coteries,

To show off 'mong the Wahabees

—

If neither sex nor age controls,

Nor fear of Mamelukes forbids

Young ladies , with pink parasols.

To glide among the Pyramids—

"

Why , then , farewell all hope to find

A spot that's free from London-kind

!

Who knows, if to the West we roam
But we may find some Blue "at home"
Among the Blacks of Carolina

—

Or, flying to the Eastward, see

Some Mrs. Hopkins, taking tea

Aud toast upon the Wall of China!

EXTRACT V.
Florence.

No—'tis not the region where love's to be found—
They have bosoms that sigh, they have glances that rove,

They have language a Sapphti's own lip might resound.

When she warbled her best—but they've nothing like Love.

' ' Did a sable cloud
" Turn forth her silver lining on the night." Comus

•* It was pinkepenccre, I believe, that the imagiuation of the French traveller conjureU up,

36 *
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Nor is it that sentiment only they want,

Wliicli HeaTcn for the pure and the tranquil hath made

—

Calm, -vredded affection, that home-rooted plant,

Which sweetens seclusion, and smiles in the shade;

That feeling, which, after long^ years are gone hy,

Remains like a portrait were sat for in youth,

Where, even thoiigli the flu;-h of the colours may fly,

The features still live in their first smiling trutli;

That union , where all that in Woman is kind.

With all that in Man most ennohiingly towci-s,

Grow wreathed into one—like the column, corahined

Of the strength of the shaft and the capital's flowers.

Of this—bear ye witness, ye wives, every wliere.

By the Arno , the To , by all Italy's streams

—

Of this lieart-wedded love , so delicious to !>hare,

]\ot a hushand hath even one glimpse in his dreams.

But it is not this, only—born, full of the light

Of a sun , from whose fount the luxuriant festoons

Of these beautiful valleys drink lustre so bright.

That, beside him, our suns of the north are but moons!

W^c might fancy, at least, like their climate they burn'd,

And that Love , though unused , in this region of spring.

To be thus to a tame Household Deity tiiind,

Would yet be all soul , when abroad on the w ing.

And there may be, there are those explosions of heart.

Which burst , Mhen the senses have first caught the flame

;

Such fits of ihc blood as those climates impart,

WTiere Love is a sun-stroke that maddens the frame.

But that Passion , which springs in the depth of the soul,

Whose beginnings are virginly pure as the source

Of some mountainous rivulet , destined to roll

As a torrent, ere long, losing peace in its course

—

A course , to which Modesty's struggle but lends

A more head-long descent, without chance of recal;

But Mliich Modesty , even to the last edge attends.

And , at length , throws a halo of teai's round its fall

!

This exquisite Passion—ay, exquisite, cAen

In the ruin its madness too often hath made,

As it keeps , even then , a bright trace of the heaven.
The heaven of Virtue, from vhich it has stray'd

—

Tliis entircness of love , w hich can only be found
Where W^oman , like something that's holy, watch'd over.

And fenced , from her childhood , m ith purity round,

Comes , body and soul , fresh as Spring , to a lover

!

WTiere not an eye answers, -where not a hand presses.

Till spirit with spirit in sympathy move;
And the Senses , asleep in their sacred recesses,

Can only be reachd through the Temple of Love!

This perfection of Passion—how can it be found,
Where the mysteries Nature hath hung round the tie

By which souls are together attracted and bound,
Are laid open, for ever, to heart, ear, and eye—

Wliere nought of those innocent doubts can exist,

That ignorance , even than knowledge more bright,
Which circles the young, like tJie morn's sunny mist,

And curtains them round in their own native light

—

Wliere Experience leaves nothing for Love to reveal.

Or for Fancy, in visions, to gleam o'er the thought.
But the truths vhich, alone, we would die to conceal

From the maidens young heart, are the only ones taught

—

Oh no
—

"tis not here , howsoever we're given,

Wliether purely to Hymen's one planet we pray,
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Or adore, like Salmeans, each light of Love's heaven,
Here is not the region to fix or to stray;

For, failliless in wedlock, in galhmtrv grosji,

Witliout honour to guard, or res^cr^e to re.-tra;n,

Jrhat liave tliey a hll^i)aIld can ir.ourn as a ioss?

—

ff'Tiat have they a h)ver can piize as a gain?

EXTRACT VI.
Rome.

ReJIcctions on readiiio- J)c CcrcemCs Jccoimt of the Conftplracij of Hienzi, in

1347. — The Mtetlng of the Conspirators on the i\ight of the VJlh of May. —
Their Procession in the Morning to the Capitol. — Ricnzfs Speech.

'TwAS a proud moiuerit — even to hear the Avords

Of Truth and Freedom mid tliese temples breathed,
And see, once more, the Forum t^hiae vith sword»,

In the Republic's sacred name unshcatliod —
That glimpse, that vision of a brigliter day

For his dear Rome, must to a Roman be • ^
Short as it Mas — worth ages pa»t away

In tlie dull lapse of hopeless slavery.

'Twas on a night of May — beneath that moon
Which liad througli many an age seen Time untune
The striiigs of this Great Empire, till it ieil

From his rude hands, a broken, silent shell — '^

The sound of the church clock,' near Adriaiv's Tomb, ,

Summou'd tlie warriors, Avho had risen lor Rome,
To meet unarm'd, with nought to watch them there

But God's own Eye, and pass the night in prayer.

Holy beginning of a holy cause.

When heroes, girt for Freedom's combat, pause
Before high Heaven, and, humble in th;ir might.

Call down its blessing on that awful fight.

At dawn, in arms, went forth the patriot baud,
And, as the breeze, fresh from the Tiber, fann'd

Their gilded gonfalons, all eyes could sec

The palm-tree there, the sword, the keys of Heaven— "

Types of the justice, peace, and liberty.

That were to bless them wliea their chains were riven.

On to the Capitol the pageant moved.
While many a Shade of other times, that still

Around that gra^e of grandeur sighing roved.

Hung o'er their footsteps up the Sacred Hill,

And heard its mom-nful echoes, as the iast

High-minded heirs of the Republic passd.

'Twas then that thou, their Tribune (name Mhich brought

Dreams of lost glory to each ]!aUi(it"s thought),

Didst, from a spirit Rome in vain shall seek

To call up in her sons again, thus speak :
—

'•RoM.ws ! look round you — on this sacred place

"Tliere once stood shrines, and gods, and godlike men —
"What see you now.'* what solitary trace

'Is left of all that made Romes glory then?

"The shrines are sunk, ihe Sac^red Mousit bereft

'•E^en of its name — and nothing now remains

"But the dvcp menutry of that glory, left

"To whet our pangs and aggravate our chains!

"But shall tliis be? — our sun and sky t!ie same,

"Treading the very soil our fathers trode,

"What withering curse hath fallen on soul and frame,

"What visitation hath there come from God,

"To blast our strength and rot us into slaves,

It is nn( easy to discover «hat church is meant by Dii Cerccaii Iicrc: — "II (it ciicr

dans Ics rues dc Rtiinc, ii s^O!! dc troiiipe, que chacuu cut a se lrou\er, nans annes , la iiuit dii

U-ndemaiii, di>c-nciiyicine, dans reglise du chateau de !^aiut-Auge, au son de la cloche, aliu dc

|)ourv()ir au Uon El;il,"
*• For a dcseriptiou of these banuers, see Notes.
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^'Here, on our great forefathers' glorious graves?

"It cannot be — rise up, ye Mighty Dead,

"If we, the living, are too ^eak to crush

"The^e tyrant priests, that o'er your empire tread,

"Till all but RoMAxs at Rome's tameness blush!

"Happy Palmyra ! in thy desert domes,
"Where only date-trees sigh and serpents hiss

;

"And thou, whose pillars are but silent homes
"For the stork's brood, superb Persepolis !

"Thrice happy both that your extinguish'd race

"Have left no embers — no half-living trace —
"No slaves, to crawl around the once-proud spot,

'

"Till past renown in present shame's forgot

;

"While UoME, the Queen of alt, M'hose very wrecks,

"If lone and lifeless through a desert hurl'd,

"Would wear more true magniGcence than decks

"Th' assembled thrones of all th' existing world —

•

"Rome, Rome alone, is haunted, st.iin'd, and cursed,

"Through every spot her princely Tiber laves,

"By living human tilings — the deadliest, worst,

"This earth engenders — tyrants and their slaves

!

"And we' — oh >hame ! — we, Avho have ponder'd oer
"The patriot's lesson and the poet's lay

;

"Have mounted up the streams of ancient lore,

"Tracking our country's glories all the way —
"Even vc have tamely, basely kiss'd the ground

"Before that Papal Power, that Ghost of Her,

"The World's Imperial Mistress — sitting, croMii'd

"And ghastly, on her mouldering sepulchre
!

"

"But this is past — too long have lordly priests

"And priestly lords led us, with all our pride

"W^ithering about us — like devoted beasts,

"Dragg'd to the shrine, with faded gcirlands tied.

"'Tis o'er — the davn of our deliverance breaks!
"Up from his sleep of centuries awakes
"The Genius of the Old Republic, free

"As first he stood, in chainless majesty,

"And sends his voice through ages yet to come,
"Proclaming Rome, Rome, Rome, Eternal Rome!"

EXTRACT VII.
Rome.

Mary MaB^dalcn. — Her Story. — Numerous Pictures of her. — Corrcggio.— Guido.

— Raphael, etc. — Canova's two exquisite Statues. — The Somariva Magdalen.
— Ch-ntr-y^s Admiration of Canova''s fforks.

No wonder, >L4ry, that thy story

Touches all Isearts — for there we see

The soul's corruption and its glory.

Its death and life, combined in thee.

From tlie first moment, when we find

Thy spirit, haunted by a swarm
Of dark desires, which had inshrined

Themselves, like demons, in thy form,
Till when, by touch of Heaven set free.

Thou cam'st, Avith those bright locks of gold
(So oft the gaze of Bethany),

And, covering in their precious fold

Thy Saviour's feet, didst shed such tears

As paid, each drop, the sins of years! —
Thence on, through all thy course of love

• The fine Canzone of Petrarch, begiiiniii;^ "Spirito gentil," is supposed, by Voltaire and
otker.i, to have been aildressed to Kicozi ; but there is much more evidence of its having
been wrillen, as Ginguenc_ asserts, to the jonn:? Stephen Colonna , on his being creat-
ed a Senator of Rome. Thai I'etrarcb , ho\vever , was filled with high and patriotic
kupes by tlie first measures of this extraordinary man , appears from one of his letters,
quoted by I)u ("erccau, vhere he says: "Pour tout dire, en un mot, j'atteste, non comme lecteur,
maJB corame tcmoin oculaire, qu'il nous a rameue la justice, la pais, la boune foi, la securite, et
tou8 les siitrcs \entigts de Tage d'or."

" See Note.
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To Him, thy Heavenly Master, — Him

Whose bitter death-cup from above
Had yet this sweetening- round the brim,

That woman's faith and love stood fast

And fearless by liim to the lust!

Till — bless'd reward for truth like thine! —
Thou wert, of all, the cho?en one,

Before whose eyes that Face Divine,
When risen from the dead, first shone.

That thou mightst see how, like a cloud,

Had passed away its mortal shroud.
And make that bright revealment known
To hearts less trusting than thy own —
All is affecting, cheering, grand;
The kindliest recbrd ever given.

Even under God's own kindly hand.
Of what Kepentance wins from Heaven

!

No wonder, Mary, that thy face.

In all its touchuig light of tears.

Should meet us in each holy place,

Where Man before his God appears,
Hopeless — were he not taught to see
All hope in Him , who pardon'd thee

!

]\o wonder that the painter's skill

Should oft have triuiiiph'd in the power
Of keepuig thee most lovely still

Throughout thy sorrow s bitterest hour —
That soft CoRREGGio should diffuse

His melting shadows round thy form

;

That Gudo's pale unearthly hues
Should, in pourtraying thee, grow warm;

Tliat all — from the ideal
,
grand.

Inimitable Roman hand,

Down to the small , enamelling touch

Of smooth Carli\o — should delight

In picturing her who " loved so much,

"

And was, in spite of sin, so bright!

But Marv , 'mong the best essays

Of Genius and of Art to raise

A semblance of those weeping eyes —
A vision , worthy of the sphere

Thy faith has given thee in the skies.

And in the hearts of all men here —
Not one hath equall'd, hath come nigh
Canova's fancy ; oh , not one

Hath made thee feel, and live, and die

In tears away , as he hatli done.

In those bright images , more bright

With true expression's breathing light

Than ever yet beneath the stroke

Of chisel into life awoke!
The one ,* pourtraying what thou wert

In thy first grief, while yet the flower

Of those young beauties was unhurt

By sorrow's slow consuming power.

And mingling earth's luxurious grace

With lleaven's subliming thoughts so well,

We gaze, and know not in which place

Such beauty most was form'd to dwell! —
The other , us thou look'dst Mhen years

Of fasting, penitence, and tears

Had worn thee doAvn — and ne'er did Art

With half such mental power express

The ruin whicii a breaking heart

* This statue is one of the last works of Canova, and wag non yet In mail)1e wlrnn I left

Rome. The other, vvliirh sccmi to prove, in contradiction to very high authority, that exprcs

sioii, of the iuteiiscst kind, is fully within the sjihere of sculpture, was executed many years ago,

and is iu the possession of the Count Suiuariva, at Paris.
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Spreads, by degrees, o'er loTellness!

Tliojic wasted arms , that keep the trace,

hxcn now , of all their youthful grace —
Those tresses, of thy charms the last

Whose pride forsook thee, wildly cast —
Those features, even in fading worth
The freshest smiles to others given,

And those sunk eyes , that see not earth,

But whose last looks arc full of Heaven!

Wonderful artist! praise like mine —
Though springing from a boul that feels

Deep Morship of tliose works divine,

Where Genius all his light reveals —
Is little to the words that carae

From him , thy peer in iU't and fame.
Whom I liaA e knoMH , by day , by night.

Hang o'er thy marble vith delight,

And , while his lingering hand would steal

O'er e\ery grace the taper's rays,'

Give thee, with all the generous zeal

Such master-spirits only feel.

That host of fame — a rival's praise!

EXTRACT VIII.

Les Charmctles.

A f'istt to the House where Rousseau lived with Madame dc Warrens. — Their

Menage. — Us Crossness. — Claude Anet. — Jicvcrcnce with ivhich the Spot

is now visited. — Absurdity of this blind Devotion to Fame. — Feelings ex-

cited by the Beauty and Seclusion of the Scene. — Disturbed by its Associations

with Iiousseau''s History. — Impostures of Men of Genius. — Their Power of
mimicking all the best Feelings , Love , Independence . etc.

Straivge power of Genius, that can throw
O'er all that's vicious , weak , and low,
Such magic lights, such rainbow dyes,

As dazzle even the steadiest eyes

!

About a century since , or near,

A middle-aged Madame lived here.

With cbaracter, even worse than most
Such middle-aged Aladames can boast.

Her footman was — to gloss it over
With Uie most gentle term — her lover;

Nor yet so jealous of tlic truth

And charms of this impartial fair,

As to deny a pauper youth,
Who join'd their snug menage, his share.

And there they lived , this precious three,

Witli just a little sense or notion

Of what the world calls decency.
As hath the sea-calf in the ocean.

And, doubtless, 'moug the grave, and good,
And gentle of their neighbourhood,
If known at all, they Mere but known

As strange , low people , low and bad —
Madame, hei-self, to footmen prone,
And her young pauper, all but mad.

Who could have thought this very spot
Would, one day, be a sort of shrine,

Where — all its grosser taints forgot,

Or gilt by Fancy till tliey shine —
Pilgrims would meet, from many a shore.
To trace eacli mouldering chamber o'er

;

\oung Itards to dream of virtuous fame.
Young maids to lisp De VVakke.\s' name,

* Cauuva always t^Iiows Lis fine statue, the Vcneie Viucitrice. by (lie ligbt of a small
caudle.
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And mellower spinsters — of an age
Licensed to read Jea.v JAC9rEs's pajje —
To picture all those l)!isaful hours
lie pass'd in these seqiiesterd howers,
With his dear 3Iainaa and Iiis flowers

!

Spinsters , Mho — if, from glowinj^; heart
Or erring head, some living maid

Had wander'd even the thousandth part

Of Mhat this worthy Mam_an stray'd —
Would bridle up their virtuous chins

In horror at her sin of sins,

And — could their cliaste eyes kill with flashes —
Frown the fair culprit into ashes'.

'Tis too absurd — 'tis weakness , shame,
This low prostration before Fame —
This casting down , beneath the car
Of Idols , whatsoe'er they are,

Life's purest, holiest decencies,

To be career'd o'er, as they please.

No — let triumphant Genius have
All that his loftiest wish can crave.

If he be worshipp d, let it be
For attributes , his noblest , first —

Not with that base idolatry,

Which sanctifies his last and worst.

I may be cold — may want that glow
Of high romance, wliich bards should know;
That holy homage , which is felt

In treading where the great have dwelt —
This reverence, vhatsoe'er it be,

I fear, I feel, I have it not,

For here, at this still hour, to me
The charms of this delightful spot — '

Its calm seclusion from the throng,

From all the heart would fain forget —
This narrow valley , and the song
Of its small murmuring rivulet —

The flitting to and fro of birds,

Tranquil and tame as they were once
In Eden , ere the startling words
Of man disturb'd their orisons! —

Those little, shadowy paths, that wind
Up the hill side, with fruit-trees lined,

And lighted only by the breaks

The gay wind in the foliage makes,

Or vistas here and there , that ope
Through weeping willows , like the snatches

Of far-off scenes of light , which Hope,
Even through the shade of sadness , catches ! —

All this, whicli — could I once but lose

The memory of those vulgar ties,

Whose grossness all the heaven liest hues
Of Genius can no more disguise

Than the sun's beams can do away
Than filth of fens o'er which tlmy play —
This scene , which W(uild have fiU'd my heart

With thoughts of all that happiest is —
Of Love, where self hath only part,

As echoing hack anotlier's bliss —
Of solitude, secure and sweet,

Beneath wliose shade the Virtues meet;
Which , while it shelters , never chills

Our sympathies wit!i human woe,
But keeps them, like seijucster'd rills,

Purer and fresher in their flow —
Of happy days , tliat share their bciiros

'Twixt quiet mirth and wise employ —
Of tranquil nights, that give in dreams
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Tlie moonlif^ht of the morning's joy! —
All tliis my heart could dwell on here,

But for those liateful memories near,

Those sordid truths, that cross the track

Of each SMCct thonglit, and drive them hack

Full into all tlie mire, and strife,

And vanities of that man's life,

Who, more than all that e'er have gloM'd

With Fancy's flame ("and it was his.

If ever given to mortal^ show'd
What an impostor Genius is —

How with that strong, mimetic art,

Which is its life and soul, it talics

All shapes of thought, all hues of heart,

Nor feels, itself, one throh it wakes —
How like a gem its light may smile

O'er the dark path , by mortals trod,

Itself as mean a worm , the while,

As crawls along the sullying sod —
W^hat sensibility many fall

From its false lip, what plans to bless,

Wliile home, friends, kindred, country, all.

Lie wa>tc beneath its selfishness —
How, with the pencil hardly dry

From colouring up such scenes of love

And beauty , as make young hearts sigh,

And dream, and think through Heaven they rove,

They, who can thus describe and move.

The very workers of these charms.

Nor seek, nor ask a Heaven, above

Some Maman's or Theresa's arms

!

How all , in short, that makes the boast

Of their f.ilse tongues, they want the most;

And while, with Freedom on their lips,

Sounding her timbrels, to set free

This bright world, labouring m th' eclipse

Of priestcraft and of slavery,

They may , themselves , be slaves as low
As ever lord or patron made,

To blossom in his smile, or j^nnv,

Like stunted brushwood, in his shade!

Out on the craft — I'd rather be

One of those hinds that round me tread,

With just enough of sense to see

The noon-day sun that's o'er ray head.

Than thus, with high-built genius cursed.

That hath no heart for its foundation.

Be all , at once , that's brightest — worst —
Sublijiiest — meanest in creation!

MISCELLANEOUS POEMS.

THE SYLPH'S BALL.

A SiTLPH, as gay as ever sported

Her figure through the fields of air.

By an old swarthy Gnome was courted.

And, strange to say, he won the fail*.

The annals of the oldest witch
A pair so sorted could not show —

But how refuse? — the Gnome was rich.

The Rothschild of the world below;

And Sylphs , like other pretty creatures,

Leurn from their mammas to consider
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Love as an auctioneer of features,

Who knocks them down to the best bidder.

Home she was taken to his mine —
A palace, paved wilh diamonds all —

And, proud as Lady Gnome to shine,

Sent out her tickets for a ball.

The lower world , of course , was there.

And all the best; but of the upper
The sprinkling was but shy and rare —
A few old Sylphids Avho loved supper.

As none yet knew the wondrous lamp
Of D.4TY , that renoMu'd Aladdin,

And the Gnome's halls exhaled a damp.
Which accidents from fire Avere bad m

;

The chambers were supplied with light

By many strange, but safe devices :
—

Large fire-flics, such as shine at night

Among the Orient's flowers and spices;

Musical flint-mills — swiftly play'd

By elfin hands — that , flashing round.
Like some bright glancing minstrel maid.
Gave out , at once , both light and sound

;

Bologna-st( nrs, that drink the sim;
And water from that Indian sea.

Whose waves at night like wild-fire run,

Cork'd up in crystal carefully.

GloM'-Morms, that round the tiny dishes.

Like little light-houses , were set up

;

And pretty phospliorescent fishes.

That by their own gay light were eat up,

'Mong the few guests from Ether, came
That Avicked Sylph , whom Love we call —

My Lady knew him but by name.
My Lord , her husband , not at all.

Some prudent Gnomes, 'tis said, apprized

That he was coming , and , no doubt
Alarm'd about his torch, advised

He should , by all means , be kept out.

But others disapproved this plan.

And , by his flame though somewhat frighted,

Thought Love too much a gentleman.

In such a dangerous place to light it.

HoAvever, there he Mas — and dancing

With the fair Sylph, light as a feather:

They look'd like two young sunbeams, glancing.

At daybreak, down to earth together.

And all had gone ofF safe and well,

But for that plaguy torch — whose light,

Though not yet kindled , who could tell

How soon, hoAV devilishly it might?

And so it chanced — >vhich, in those dark
And firelcss halls, was quite ama/.ing,

Did Me not know how small a spark

Can set the torch of Love a-bla/ing.

Wliethcr it came, when close entangled

In the gay waltz, from her bright eyes,

Or from the lucciolc , that spangled

Her locks of jet — is all surmise.

Certain it is , th' ethereal girl

Did drop a spark, at some odd turning.

Which, by the waltz's Avindy Avhirl,

Was faun'd up into actual burning.
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Oh for that lamp's metallic gaiizc —
That ciutain of protecting wire —

AVhi<-h Davy delicately draws
Around illicit, dangerous fiic! —

The wall he gets 'twixt flame and air

(Like that wliich harr'd young Thisbe's bliss).

Through Mhoi^e small holes this dangerous pair

j>lay see eacli other , but not kiss.

'

At first the torch look'd rather blue'y —
A sign , they say , that no good boded —

Then quick the gas became unruly,
And , crack ! the bull-room all exploded.

Sylphs, Gnomes, and fiddlers, inlv'd together,

With all their aunts, sons, cousins, nieces.

Like butterflies, in stormy weather,
Were blown — l^gs, wings, and tails — to pieces'.

Wliile , 'mid these Tictims -of the torch.

The Sylph , alas ! too , bore her part —
Found lying, with a livid scorch.

As if from lightning, o'er her heart!»»»»'
"Well done!" a laughing goblin said,

Escaping from this gaseous strife

;

"'Tis not the Jirst time Love has made
"A bloiv-up in connubial life.

"

REMONSTRANCE.
After a conversation with L—d J K , in which he had intimated some idea

t'/ S^'^^'^S "P ^^^ political pursuits.

What! thou, with thy genius, tliy yonth, and thy name —
Thou, born of a Russell — whose instinct to run

The accustom'd career of thy sires , is the same
As the eaglet's, to soar with his eyes on the sun!

Whose nobility comes to thee , stampM w ith a seal,

Far, far more ennobling than monarch e'er set;

With the blood of thy race ofl'er'd up for the weal
Of a nation that swears by that martyrdom yet!

Shalt thou be faint-hearted and turn from the strife,

From the mighty arena where all that is grand.

And devoted , and pure , and adorning in life,

Is for high-thoughted spirits, like thine, to command?

Oh no , never dream it — Avhile good men despair

Between tyrants and traitors , and timid men bow,
Kever think, for an instant, thy country can spare

Such a Ught from her dark'niiig horizon as thou!

With a spirit as meek as the gentlest of those

Who in life's sunny valley lie sheltcr'd and warm,
Yet bold and heroic as c^cr yet rose

To the top clifis of Fortmie, and brciistcd her storm;

With an ardour for liberty, fresh as, in youth,

It first kindles the bard and gives life to his lyre;

Yet mellow'd, even now, by that mildness of truth

Which tempers, but chills not, the patriot fire;

With an eloquence — not like <hose rills from a height,

V»'hich sparkle, and foam, and in vapour are o'er;

But a current tliat works out its way into light

TJirongh the filtering recesses of thought and of lore.

Thus gifted, thou never canst sleep in the shade;

If the stirrings of genius , the music of fame,

Parlique dcdere
Oscula quisque suae, iion perveiiientia contra. — Ovid.
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And the cliarms of thy cause have not power to persuade.

Yet think how to freedom thou'rt pledged by thy nninc.

Like the bouf^^hs of that laurel, by Delphi's decree,
Set apart for the fane and its service divine,

All the branches that spring- from the old Russell tree,

Are by Liberty clainid for the use of her shrine.

EPITAPH ON A LAWYER.
Here lies a lawyer — one whose mind
(Like tiiat of all the lawyer kindj

Rejenilded , though so grave and stately.

The pujiil of a cat's eye greatly;

Which for the mousing deeds, transacted

In ludes and cornei's , is well fitted,

But which, in sunshine, grows contracted.

As if 'twould — rather not admit it

;

As if, in short, a man Avould quite

Throw time av.ay, who tried to let in a
Decent portion of God's light

On lawyer's mLiid or pussy's vetina.

Hence, when he took to politics.

As a refre^ihing change of evil.

Unfit with grand aflaiis to mix
His little Nisi-Prius tricks,

Like imps at bo-peep
,
play'd the devil

;

And proved that when a small law wit
Of statesmanship attempts the trial,

'Tis like a player on the kit

Put all at once to a bass viol.

Kay, even when honest fwhich he could

Be , now and then), still quil>hling daily.

He served his country as he would
A client thief at the Old Bailey.

But — do him justice — short and rare

His M'ish through honest paths to roam

;

Born with a taste for the unfair.

Where falsehood call'd , he still was there,

And when least honest most at home.
Thus, shuffling, bullying, lying, creeping.

He work'd his Avay up near the throne.

And , long before he took the keeping

Of the king's conscience, lost his oAvn.

MY BIRTH-DAY.

"Mv birth-day!" — What a difierent sound
That word had in my youthful ears!

And how , each time the day comes round.

Less and less white its mark appears!

When first our scanty years are told.

It seems like jiastime to grow old;

And , as Y outh counts the shining links

That time around him binds so fast,

Pleased with the task, he little thinks

How hard that chain will press at last.

Vain Mas the man , and false as vain,

Wlio said * — " were he ordain'd to run
"His long career of life again,

"He would do all that he had done." —
Ah 1 'tis not thus the voice that dwells

In sober birth-days speaks to me

;

Far otherwise — of time it tells

Lavish'd unwisely, carelessly —
* FoNTENELiiE. — "Si jc rccommcnijais ma carriere, je fcrai (out cc quo j'ai fait."
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Of counsel mork'd — of talents , made
Haply for high and pure designs,

But oft, like Israel's incense, laid

Upon unholy, earthly shrines —
Of nursings many a A^Tong desii-e —
Of Avandcring after Love too far,

And taking every meteor fire

That crossed my path-v»ay for his star!

All this it tells, and, could'l trace

Th' imperfect picture o"er again,

With power to add, retouch, efface

The lights and shades, the joy and pain,

How little of the past would stay!

How quickly all should melt away —
All — hut that freedom of the mind

Wliich hath hecn more than wealth to me;
Those friendships, in my hoyhood twined,

And kept till now unchangingly;
And that dear home, that saving ark,

Where Lo\e's true light at last I've found.

Cheering within , when all grows dark,

And comfortless , and stormy round

!

FANCY.

The more I've view'd this world, the more I've found
That , fiird as 'tis with scenes and creatures rare.

Fancy commands , within her om n brigiit round,

A world of scenes and creatures far more fair.

Nor is it that her jjover can (;all up there

A single charm that's not from Nature won.
No more than rainbows, in their pride, can wear
A single tint unborrowd from the sun —

But 'tis the mental medium it shines through,

That lends to Beauty all its charm and hue;
As tlie same light , that o'er the level lake

One dull monotony of lustre flings,

Will, entering in the rounded rain-drop, make
Colours ad gay as those on angels' wings!

LO^T AND irOIEN.

Love had a fever — ne'er could close

His little eyes till day was breaking;

And whimsical enough. Heaven knovts,

The things he raved about while waking.

To let him pine so were a sin

—

One to whom all the world's a debtor—

,
So Doctor Hymen was call'd in,

And Love that night slept rather better.

Next day the case gave further hope yet,

Though still some ugly fever latent;—
"Dose, as before'' —a gentle opiate.

For which old Hymen has a patent.

After a month of daily call.

So fast the dose went on restoring,

That Love, who first ne'er slept at all.

Now took, the rogue ! to downright snoring.

TRANSL.\TION FROM CATULLUS.

• Sweet Sirraio! thou, the very eye

Of all peninsulas and isles

That in our lakes of silver lie,

Or sleep, enwreathed by Neptune's smiles,

How gladly back to thee I fly

!

Still doubting, asking can it be
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That I liave left Bitliynia's slcy.

And g-aze in safety upon thee?

Oh ! wliat is happier than to find

Our hearts at ease, our perils past;

WTien, anxious long-, the lighten'd mind
Lays down its load of care at last ?

When, tired with toil on land and deep,

Again we tread the welcome floor

Of our own home, and sink to sleep

On the long-wish'd-for bed once more?

This, this it is, that pays alone

The ills of all life's former track

—

Shine out , my beautiful , my own
Sweet Sirmio—greet thy master back.

And thou , fair Lake , whose water quaffs

The light of Heaven , like Lydia's sea,

Rejoice , rejoice— let all that laughs

Abroad, at home, laugh out for me!

TO MY MOTHER.
Written in a Pocket-Book, 1822.

TiiEV tell us of an Lidian tree

Which , howsoever the sun and sky

May tempt its boughs to wander free.

And shoot, and blossom, Avide and high,

Far better loves to bend its arms
Downward again to that dear earth

From Avhich the life, that fills and warms
Its grateful being, first had birth. ,

'Tis thus, though woo'd by flattering friends,

And fed with fame (if fame it be)

This heart , my om n dear mother, bends,

With love's true instinct , back to thee

!

ILLUSTRATION OF A BORE.

If ever you 've seen a gay party,

Relieved from the pressure of Ned —
How instantly joyous and hearty
They've grown when the damper was fled

—

You may guess what a gay piece of work,
What delight to champagne it must be.

To get rid of its bore of a cork,

And come sparkling to you, love, and me!

A SPECULATION.

Of all speculations the market holds forth,

The best that I knoAv for a lover of pelf

Is, to buy '»****
u|, ^ at the price he is worth,

And then sell him at that which be sets on himself.

SCEPTICISM.

Ere Psyche drank the cup that shed
Immortal life into her soul.

Some evil spirit pour'd, 'tis said,

One drop of Doubt into the boM'l—
Which, mingling darkly Avith the stream.

To Psyche's lips—she knew not why

—

Made even that blessed nectar seem
As though its sweetness soon would die.

Oft, in the very arms of Love,

A chill came o'er her heart—a fear
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That Death \rould, cYen yet, remove
Her spirit from that happy sphere.

"Those sunny ringlets," she exclaim'd,

Tv.ining them round her snowy fingers—
"That forehead, where a light, unnamed,
"Unknown on earth, for ever lingers

—

"Tho.ie lips, through which I feel the hrcath
"Of Heaven itself, whene'er they sever

—

"Oh! are they mine, heyond all death

—

"My OMn, hereafter and for ever?

"Smile not—I IcnoAv that starry hrow,
" Those ringlets and hright lips of thine,

""Will always shine as they do now

—

"But shall / live to see them shine?"

In vain did Love say, "Turn thine eyes
I " On all that sparkles round thee here

—

"Thou'rt now in Heaven, where nothing dies,

"And in these arms—Avhat canst thou fear?"

In vain— the fatal drop, that stole

Into that cups immortal treasure,

Had lodged its bitter near her soul,

And gave a tinge to every pleasure.

And, though there ne'er was rapture given
Like Psyche's with that radiant hoy,

Hers is the only face in Heaven
That wears a cloud amid its joy.

FROM THE FRENCH.

Of all the men one meets ahout,

There's none like Jack—he's every where:
At church—park— auction — dinner — rout

—

Go where and when you will, he's there.

Try the West End. he's at your hack--
Mects you, like Eurus, in the East

—

You're calld upon for "How do. Jack?"
One hundred times a-day at least.

A friend of his one evening said.

As home he took his pensile way,
" Upon my soul , I fear Jack's dead

—

"Ivc seen him but tliree limes to-day!"

ROMANCE.
I HAVE a story of two lovers , fill'd

With all the pure romance, the blissful sadness,

And the sad , doubtful bliss , that ever thrill'd

Two young and longing hearts in that sweet madness;
But where to choose the locale of my vision

In this wide, vulgar world—what real spot

Can be found out, sufficiently elysian

For two such perfect lovers , I know not.

Oh, for some fair Formosa >, such as he.

The young Jew, ' fabled of, in the Indian Sea,

By nothing but its name of Beauty known.
And which Queen Fancy miglit make all her own,
Her fairy kingdom—take its people, lands,

And tenements into her own bright hands.
And make, at least, one earthly corner fit

For Love to live in— pure and exquisite!

A JOKE, VERSIFIED.
"Come, come," said Tom's father, "at your time of life,

"There's no longer excuse for thus playing the rake—
"It is time you should think, boy, of taking a wife."—
"WTiy, so it is, father,— whose wife shall I take?"

* Psalmanazar.
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ON .

LiKB a snuffers, this loring old dame,
By a destiny, grievous enough,

Though so oft she has snapp'd at the flame,
Hath nerer caught more than the snuff.

FRAG31EXT OF A CILIRACTER.

Here lies Factotum Ned at last:

Long as he hreathed the vital air,

Nothing^ throughout all Europe pass'd
In which he had n't some small share.

Whoe'er was in, whoe'er was out—
Whatever statesmen did or said—

If not exactly hrought ahout.
Was all, at least, contrived by Ned.

With Nap if Russia went to war,
'Twas owing , under Providence,

To certain hints Ned gave the Czar

—

{Tide his pamphlet— price sixpence).

If France was heat at Waterloo

—

As all , but Frenchmen , think she was—
To Ned, as Wellixgtov Avell knew.
Was owing half that day's applause.

Then , for his news—no envoy's bag
E'er pass'd so many secrets through it —

Scarcely a telegraph could wag
Its wooden finger but Ned knew it.

Such tales he had of foreign plots.

With foreign names, one's ear to buzz in —
From Russia, chefs and ofs in lots.

From Poland owsliis by the dozen.

Wlien Gkorge, alarm'd for England's creed,
Turn'd out the last AVhig ministry.

And men ask'd—who advised the deed?
Ned modestly confess'd 'twas he.

For, though by some unlucky miss
He had not doMnriglit seen the King,

He sent such hints through Viscount This,
To Marquis TAat , as clenched the thing.

The same it was in science, arts.

The drama , books , 3IS. and printed—
Kcan learn'd from Ned his cleverest j»arts,

And Scott's last work by him Avas hinted.

Childe Harold in the proofs he read.
And, here and there, infused some soul in't —

Nay, Davy's lamp, till seen by Neil,

Had—odd enough—a dangerous hole in't.

'Twas thus, all-doing and all-knoMing,
Wit, statesman, boxer, chemist, singer.

Whatever was the best pie going,
In that Ned—trust him—had lus finffer.

COn«fTRY-DANCE AND QUADRILLE.

OiVE night , the nymph call'd CoinvxRY-DANCB —
Whom folks, of late, have used so ill,

Preferring a coquette from France,

A mincing thing, Mamsellc Qiadrtlle—
Having been chased from London down
To that last, humblest haunt of all

She used to grace—a country town

—

Went smiling to the new-year's ball.

37
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"Here, here, at least," she cried, "though «lriveii

"From Londoii's gay and shining tracks—
" Though , like a Peri cast from Heaven,

'•Tve lost, for ever lost Ahnack's—
"Thongh not a London Miss alive

"Would iu>w for her acquaintance own inc;

"And s|)instcrs , even, of forty-five,

"Upon their honours ne'er have known mc

:

"Here, here, at least, I triumph still,

"And— spite of some few dandy lancers,

"AVlio vainly try to preadi Quadrille

—

"See nought but true-blue country-dancers.

" Here still I reign , and , fresh in charms,
"My tlirone, like Magna Charta , raise,

"'Moiig sturdy, free-born legs and arras,

"That scorn the threaten'd cTiaine Anglaise."

'Twas thus she said , as , 'raid the din

Of footmen, and the town sedan.

She lighted at the King's-IIead Inn,

And up the stairs tiitx^U''^'^'^'' ^'^"'

The squires and their squiresses all,

AVith young sqiiirinas, just tome owf,

And ray lord's dau^iitcrs from the Hall
(Quadrillers, in tlieir hearts, no doubt),

Already, as she trippd up stairs.

She in the cloak-rooni saw assembling —
When, hark! some new, outlandish airs.

From the first fiddle, set her trembling.

She stops—she listens— can it he?
Alas , in vain her ears would 'scape it

—

It is " Di tanti palpiti,
''

As plain as English bow can scrape it.

" Courage ! " however— in she goes,

W'ith her best, sweeping comitry grace;

Wlien, ah too true, her worst of foes,

QvADRiLLE, there meets her, face to face.

Oh for the lyre, or liolin.

Or kit of that gay Muse, Terpsichore,

To sing the Viige these nymphs were in,

Their looks and language, airs and trickery I

There stood Qiadrille , with cat-like face

(The beau ideal of French beauty),
> A band-box thing , all art and lace

' DoAvn from her nose-tip to her shoe-tie.

Her flounces, fresh from J'ictorine—
From Uippohjte , her rouge and hair

—

Her poetry, from Laiuartine—
Her morals from—the Lord knows where.

And, when she danced—so slidingly,

So near the ground she plied her art,

You'd swear her mother-earth and she
Had made a compact ne'er to part.

Her face the while , demure , sedate,

IVo signs of life or motion showing,
Like a bright pendule's dial-plate

—

So still
,
you'd hardly think 'twas going.

Full fronting her stood Coi'^try-Daxce—
A fresh, frank nymph, whom you would know

For English, at a single glance

—

English all o'er, from top to toe.

A little gauche, 'tis fair to own.
And ratlier given to skips and bounces;
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Endana^cring thereby many a ffown.

And playing oft the devil vith ilounces. .

Unlike Mamselle—wlio would prefer

(As nioi-ally a lesser ill)

A thousand flaws in character.

To one vile rumple of a frill.

No rouge did she of Albion wear;
Let her hut run that two-heat race

She calls a Set—not Dian e'er

Came rosier from the Moodliind chase.

And such the nymph , M hose soul Isad in't

Such anger now

—

mIiosc eyes of blue
(Eyes of that bright, victorious tint

Which English maids call ''fWaterloo"')

Li'ie summer lightnings, in the dusk
Of a warm evening, flashing broke.

While— to the tune of "3Ioncy Mnsk,"*
Which struck up now—she proudly spoke:—

"Heard you that strain—that joyous strain?

"'Twas such as England loved to hear,
" Ere thou , and all thy frippery train,

"Corrupted both her foot and ear

—

" Ere Waltz , that rake from foreign lands,
" Presumed , in sight of all beholders,

"To lay his rude, licentious hands
"On virtuous English backs and shoulders—

" Ere times and morals both grew bad,

"And, yet unflceced by funding blockheads,

"Happy John Bull not only had,

"But danced to, 'Money in both pockets."*

" Alas , the change ! — oh

,

!

" W^here is tlie land could 'scape disasters,
" With such a Foreign Secretary,

"Aided by foreign dancing-masters?

"Woe to ye, men of ships and shops,
" Rulers of day-books and of waves

!

"Quadrill'd, on one side, into fops,

"And drill'd , on t' other, into slaves!

"Ye, too, ye lovely victims! seen,

"Like pigeons truss'd fov exhibition,

"With elbows a la crapaudlne,
" And feet in — God knows what position

"Heram'd in by watcliful chaperons,

"Inspectors of your airs and graces,

"Who intercept all signal tones,

"And read all telegraphic faces.

" Unable with the youth adored,

"In that grim cordon of mammas,
" To interchange one loving m ord,
" Though whisper'd but in queue-dc-chais.

" Ah , did you know how bless'd we ranged
" Ere A ile Qt adrille usurp'd the fiddle —

" What looks in setting m ere exchanged,
" What tender w(U'ds in down the middle

!

*' How many a couj)le , like the m ind,

" Which nutbing in its «:ourse controls,

"Left time and chaperons far behind,
" And gave a loose to legs and souls

!

"How matrimony throve — ere stopp'd

"By this cold, silent, foot-coquetting —
An old English couiitrj-daiicc.

Another old Euglieh couutry-dancc.

37 *
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"How cbarming^ly one's partner popp'd

"Th' important question in poussette-ing

!

"While now, alas, no sly advances —
'•\o marriage hints — all goes on badlr

:

*''Twixt Parson 3Ialthns and French \iances,
" We girb are at a discount sadly.

" Sir William Scott (now Baron Stowell)
" Declares not half so much is made

"By licences — and he must know well —
"Since rile Qnadrilling spoll'd the trade."

She ceased — tears fell from every Miss —
She now had touch'd the true pathetic: —

One such authentic fact as this.

Is wortli whole volumes theoretic.

Instant the cry was " Coiatry-Da>ce !"

And the maid saw, with brightening face,

The steward of the night advance,
And lead her to her birth-right place.

The fiddles, which aMhile had ceased.

Now tuned again their smnmons sweet.

And , for one happy night, at least,

Old Cngland's triumph was complete.

SONG
FOR THE POCO-CIRWTE SOCIETY

To those wc love we've drank to-night

;

But now attend, and stare not,

While I the ampler list recite

Of those for whom — we care not.

For royal men, liowe'er they frown,
If on their fronts they bear not

That noblest gem that decks a crown —
The People's Love — we care not.

For slavish men who bend beneath
A despot yoke, and dare not

Pronounce the will, whose very breath
AVould rend its links — we care not.

For priestly men mIio covet sway
And wealth, though they declare not;

VMio point , like finger-posts , the way
They never go — we care not.

For martial men who on their sword,
Howeer it conquers, wear not

The pledges of a soldier's word,
Redeem'd and pure — we care not.

For legal men who plead for wrong,
And, though to lies they swear not,

Are not more honest than the throng
Of those who do — we care not.

For courtly men who feed upon
The land like grubs , and spare not

The smallest leaf where they can sun
Their reptile limbs — we' care not.

For wealthy men who keep their mines
In darkness hid , and share not

The paltry ore with liim -who pinea
In honest want — we care not.

For prudent men who keep the power
Of Love aloof, and bare not

• This fong has been made a present of, bj the Society, to Mr. Power, 34, Strand.
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Their hearts in any giiardless hour
To Beauty's shaft — wc care not.

For secTct nien who, round the bowl
In fl'iendship's circle, tear not

The cloudy curtain from their soul,

But draw it close — we care not.

For all , in short , on land and sea,

In court and camp, who are not.

Who never were , nor e'er will be
Good inen and true — we care not.

GENIUS AND CRITICISM.
Scripsit quidem fata, eed sequitur. — tsfiNtiA.

Op old, the Sultan Genius reign'd —
As Nature meant — supreme, alone,-

With mind uncheck'd , and hands uncliain'd,

His views, his conquests Mere his omu.

But power like his , that digs its grave
Witli its own sceptre, could not last:

So Genius' self became the slave

Of laws that Genius' self had pass'd.

As Jove , who forged the chain of Fate,^

Was, ever after, doom'd to wear it;

His noda, his struggles , all too late —
" Qui semel jussit , semper parct.^'

To check yoimg Genius' proud career.

The slaves , who now his throne invaded.

Made Criticism his Prime Vizir,

And from that hour his glorias faded.

Tied down in Legislation's school^

Afraid of even his OAvn ambition.

His very victories wei-e by rule.

And he was great but by permission.

His most heroic deeds — the samo
That dazzled , when spontaneous actions —

How , done by law , secrad cold and tame,

And shorn of all their fii'st attractions.

If he but stirr'd to take the air,

Instant the Vizir's Council sat —
"Good Lord! your Highness can't go there

—

"Bless us! your Higluiess can't do that."

If, loving pomp, he chose to buy
Rich jewels for his diadem —

"The taste was bad — the price was high —
"A flower were simpler than a gem."

To please them if he iook to flowers —
What trifling, what unmeaning things!

" Fit for a woman's toilette hours,

"But not at all the style for Kings."

If, fond of his domestic sphere,

He play'd no more the rambling comet —
" A dull

,
good sort of man , 'twas clear,

" But , as for great or bravo — far from it."

Did he then look o'er distant oceans.

For realms more worthy to entliroiie him? —
"Saint Aristotle, what wild notions!

" Serve a ' Ac exeat regno'' on him J'

At length — their last and worst to do —
They round him placed a guard of watchmen —

Reviewers, knaves in brown, or blue

Turn'd up with yi-Uow — chiefly Scolchmcu —
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To do"^ his fDotsteps all about,

Like those in Long^vootl's prison-grounds,

Who at Napoleon's heels rode out

For fear the Conqueror should hreak bounds.

Oh, for some champion of his power.

Some ultra spirit, to set free,

As erst in Shakesi)care's sovereign hour,

The thunders of his roviilty! —
To vindicate his ancient line,

The first, the true, the only one

Of Right eternal and divine

That rules beneath the blessed sun! —
To crush the rebels, that would cloud

His triumphs with restraint or blame.

And , honouring even his faults , aloud

Re-echo "/iue le Roi! quand mcme "

FABLES
¥0R

THE • • •

Til Regibns ala.x

Eripc. A HIGH,. Ocurg. lib. i.

(;iip tlic Avinirs

Of these high-llj ills', arbitrary hiugs.
DiiviiEAs Trauslatioa.

FABLE I.

THE DISSOLUTION OF THE HOLY ALLIAXCB.

ji Dream.

I've had a dream tliat bodes no good
Unto the Holy lirotherhood.

I may be wrong, but 1 confess —
As far as it is right or lawful

For one, no conjuror, to guess —
It seems to me extremely awful.

Methought , upon the Aeva's flood

A beaiuiful Ice Palace stood

;

A dome of frtist-work, on the plan

Of that once built by Empress Anne,*

Which shone by moonlight — as the tale is —
Like au aurora borealis.

In this said palace — furnish'd JilI

And lighted as the best on lend are —
I dream'd there was a splendid ball.

Given by the Emperor Alexander,
To entertain, witli all due zeal,

Those holy gentlemen who 've shown a
Regard so kind fur Europe's weal.

At 'I'roppau , Lajbach , and Verona.

The thought Mas linppy, and design'd

To hint h(iM- thus the human mind
May — like the stream imprison'd there —
He check'd and chill'd till it can bear
The hea^ icst Kings , tJiat ode or sonnet
E'er jet be-praised , to dance upon it.

And all m ere pleaded , and cold , and stately.

Shivering in grand illumination —
' " is well known that tiic EmpreoH Anne built a palace of ice, on th e Nc\a, ia 1740

which Ma» lilty two feet ia length, aud when illuminated hadasuriiiging clfect."— Pirkebtos,
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Admired the superstructure greatly,

\(»r gave one thongl-.t to the Toundatlon.
Much too the Czar himself exulted,

To all pleheian fears a stranger,

As Madame Krudener, Mhen consulted,
Had pledged her word there was no danger.

So, on he capcr'd, fearless quite,

Thinking Iiimst-lf extremely clever.

And Maltz'd aAvay Avitli all Jiis might,
As if the frost would last for ever.

Just fancy how a hard like me.
Who reverence monarchs , must have trerahled,

To see that goodly company
At such a ticklish sport assemhled.

IVor were the fears, that thus astounded
My loyal soul, at all unfounded;
For , io ! ere long , those Avails so massy
Were seized Avith an ill-imicn'd dripping,

And o'er the floors , now groAving glassy.

Their lloliiiesses took to slipping.

The Czar , half tlirough a PoU.nai.-e,

Could scarce get on for downright stmnhliiig.

And Prussia, tlnuigh to slippery Avays

So used, Avas cursedly near tumhiing.

Yet still 'tAvas who could stamp the fioor most,
Russia and Austria 'mong the foremost.
And noAv , to an Italian air,

Tiiis precious hrace Avould hand in hand go

;

INoAv — Avhile old *""'^ from his chair,

Intreated thcai his toes to spare —
Caird loudly out for a fandango.

And a fandango, 'faith, they had,
At Avhich they all set to like mad —
IVcAcr Avere Kings (thongh small th' expense is

Of Avit among their Excellencies)

So out of all their princely senses.

But , ah ! that dance — that Sjjanish dance —
Scarce Avas the luckless strain hcgun.

When, glaring red — as 't Avere a glance
Shot from an angry southern sun —

A light through all the chambers flamed,

Astonishing old Father Frost,

Wlio , hurstuig into tears , exclaira'd,

"A thaAV, hy Jove! — were lost, we're lost!

" Run , F ! a second /Waterloo

"Is come to di'OAvn you — sauvc qui pent!"

Why, Avliy A»ill monarchs caper so

In palaces Avithout foundations?

Instantly all Avas in a IIoav :

CroAvns, fiddles, sceptres, decorations;

Tlu>se royal anus, that look'd so nice,

Cut out in the resplendent ice;

Those eagles , handsomely provided

With doiihlc heads for double dealings —
IloAv fast the globes and sceptres glided

Out of their claAvs on all the ceilings!

Proud Prussia's double bird of prey.

Tame as a spatch-cock, slunk aAvay;

Wliile — just like France herself, Avhen she

Proclaims hoAV great her naval skill is —
Poor ••"'" droAvning ^cijrs-rfc-/i/s

Imagined themsehes u'ffter-lilies.

And not alone rooms, ceilings, shelves,

But — still more fatal execution —
The Great Legitimates tliemselvcs

Seem'd in a state of dissolution.

Th' indignant Czar — when just about



584 FABLES.

To issno a sublime Ukase —
'•Wlicrcas, all light must be kept out" —

Uissolved to nothing in its blaze.

Next Prnsfiia took his turn to melt,

And , M hilc his lips illustrious felt

The influence of this sotithern air,

Some >yord like " Constitution , long
Congeal'd in frosty silence there,

Ciime slowly thawing from his tonguo.
While '•••••^ lapsing by degrees,

And sigliing out a faint adieu
To truffles , salmis , toasted cheese.

And smoking fondus
,
quickly grew

Himself into a fondii too; —
Or, like that goodly King they make
Of sugar, for a twelfth-night cake,
When in gome urchin's mouth , alas,

It melts into a shapeless mass!
In sliort, 1 scarce could count a minute
Ere the bright dome, and all Mithin it —
Kings, Fiddlers, Emperors — all Avere gone!
And nothing now was seen or heard

But the bright river , rushing on,

Iliippy as an enfranchijcd bird.

And prouder of that natural ray.

Shining along its chainlcss May —
More priuidly happy thus to glide

In simple grandeur to the sea,

Tlian Mhcn in sparkling fetters tied,

And dcck'd M'ith all that kingly pride

Could bring to light its slavery !

Such is my dream — and, I confess,

I tremble at its awfulness.

That Spanish dance — that southern beam —
But I say nothing — there's my dream —
And Madame Krudener, the she-prophet,

May make just what she pleases of it.

FABLE II.

TUE LOOKIKG-GIiASSES.

Proem.

Wheue Kings have been by raob-elections

Raised to the tlirone, 'tis strange to see

What different and what odd perfections

Men have re^yjired in royalty.

Some, liking monarchs large and plumpy.
Have chosen their Sovereigns by the weight;

Some wislvd them tall; some thought your dumpy
Dutch-built the true Legitimate.*

The Easterns , in a Prince , 'tis said.

Prefer what's call'd a jolter-head :
"

Til' Egyptians were n't at all partic'lar.

So that their Kings had not red hair —
This fault not even the greatest stickler

For the blood-royal well could bear.

A thousand more such illustrations

Might be adduced from various nations;

But, jnongthe many tales they tell us.

Touching tli' acquired or natural right

Which some men have to rule their fellows.

There's one which I shall here recite: —

• The Goths had a law to choose always a short, thick man for their King. — McNSTEii,
tosmog. lib. ill. ft. lUl.

" "lu a Pruce, a jolter-head is invaluable." — Oriental Field SporU.
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Fable.

There was a land — to name the place

Is neither now my wish nor duty —
Where reign'd a certain royal race.

By right of their superior beauty.

Wliat was the cut legitimate

Of these great persons' chins and noses.

By right of which they ruled the state,

Ko history I have seen discloses.

But so it was — a settled case —
Some act of Parliament, pass'd snugly,

Had Totcd them a beauteous race,

And all their faithful subject ugly.

As rank, indeed, stood high or low,

Some change it made in \isual organs

;

Your Peers were decent — Knights, so so —
But all your common people

,
gorgons

!

Of course, if any knaic but hinted

That the King's nose Mas turn'd away.
Or that the Queen ( (Jod save us !) squinted —
The judges doom'd that knave to die.

But rarely things like this occurr'd

:

The people to their King were duteous,

And took it , on his royal word.

That they were friglits and he was beauteous

The cause whereof, among all classes.

Was simply this ! — these island elves

Had never yet seen looking-glasses,

And, therefore, did not know themselves.

Sombtimes, indeed, their neighbours' faces

Might strike them as more full of reason,

More fresh than those in certain places —
But , Lord ! the very thought was treason I

Besides , howe'er we love our neighbour.

And take his face's part, 'tis known
We never half so earnest labour.

As when the face attack'd's our own.

So, on they Ment — the crowd believing

(As crowds well govern'd always do);
Their rulers, too, themselves deceiving —
So old the joke they thought it true.

But jokes, we know, if they too far go,

Must have an end ; and so , one day.

Upon that coast there was a cargo

Of looking-glasses cast away.

'Twas said, some Radicals, somewhere.
Had laid their wicked heads together.

And forced that ship to founder there —
While some believe it was the Mcather.

However this might be , the freight

W^as landed without fees or duties;

And, from that hour, historians date

The downfal of the race of beauties.

The looking-glasses got about.

And grew so conuuon through the land,

That scarce a tinker could walk out

Without a mirror in hid hand.

Comparing faces, morning, noon.

And night , their constant occupation —
By dint of looking-glasses, soon

They grew a most reflecting nation.
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In vain the Court, aware of errors

In ixlt the old , establij^h'd inazardg,

Prohiljited tlie use of mirrors,

And tried to break them at all hazards:

In vain — their laws miglit just as well
Have been waste paper on the shelves;

That fatal freight had broke the spell;

People had look'd — and knew themselves.

If chance a Duke , of birth sublime,
Presumed upon his ancient face

(Some calf-head, u-xly from all time),
They popp'd a mirror to his Grace —

Just hintinfr, by that g^entle sign.

How little Nature holds it true.

That vhat is call'd an ancient line

Must be the line of Beauty too.

From Dukes' they pass'd to regal phizzes»

Compared them proudly with their own,
And cried, "How could such monstrous quizzes

"Li Beauty's name usurp the throne?" —
Tliey then wrote essays

,
pamphlets , books,

U|)on cosmetical economy,
Which made the King try various looks,

But none improved his physiognomy.

And satires at the Court they levell'd,

And small lampoons , so full of slynesses.

That soon, in short, they quite be-devil'd

Their Majesties and Koyal Highnesses.

At length — but here I drop the veil.

To spare some loyal folks' sensations:

Besides, what follows is the tale

Of all such late-cnlighten'd nations;

Of all to whom old Time discloses

A truth they should have sooiR-r known —
That Rings have ncitlier rights n»>r noses

A whit divmer than their own.

FABLE in.

THE FLY A\D THE BULLOCK.

Proem.

Of all that, to tlie sage's survey,

This world presents of topsy-turvey.

There's nought so much disturbs his patience

As little minds in lofty stations.

'Tis like that sort of painful wonder
Which slight and pigmy cohimns, under
Enormous arches, give beholders;

Or tho?e poor Caryatides,

Condemn'd to smile and stand at ease.

With a whole house upon their shoulders.

If, as in some few royal cases.

Small minds are born into such places —
If they are there, by Right Divine,

Or any such sufficient reason,

Why — Heaven forbid we should repine! —
To wish it otherwise were treason;

Nay, even to see it in a vision.

World be >vhat lawyers call misprision.

Sir Robert Filmer says — and he.
Of course , knew all about the matter —

'•Both men and beasts love monarchy j"
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Which proves how rational — the latter.

Sidney, indeed, we know, had quite

A different notion from the knight;

Kay , hints a King may lose his head
By slipinng awkwardly his hridle

:

But this is Jacobin, ill-bred,

And ( noAV-a-days , when Kings are led

In patent snaffles) downright idle.

No, no — it is n't foolish Kings

(Those fix'd, inevitable things —
Bores paramount, by right of birth)

That move my wrath, but your jiretenders,

Your mushroom rulers, sons of earth,

Who, not like t'olhers, crowti'd offenders

(Regular gratia Pci blockheads.

Born >vith three kingdoms in their pockets),

Kor leaving, on the scale of mind.

These royal Zeros far behind.

Yet, with a brass that nothing stops,

Push up into the loftiest stations.

And, though too dull to manage shops.

Presume, the dolts, to maiuige nations!

This class it is that moves my gall.

And stirs up spleen, and bile, and all.

While other senseless things appear

To know the limits of their sphere —
While not a cow on earth romances

So much as to conceit she dances —
While the most jumping frog we know of,

Would scarce at Astley's hope to sliow off —
Your"'*s, your**"8 dare,

I^igmy as are their minds, to set them
To any business, any where,

At any time that fools will let them.

But leave we here these upstart things —
My business is, just now, Mith Kings;

To Mhom, and to their right-line glory,

I dedicate the following story: —

Fable.

The wise men of Egypt were secret as dummies;
And, even when they most condescended to teach.

They pack'd up their meaning, as tliey did their ummmics,
In so many wi-appers, 'twas out of one's reach.

They were also, good people, much given to Kings —
Fond of monarchs and crocodiles, monkeys and mystery.

Bats, hierophants, blue-bottle Hies, and such things —
As will partly appear in this very short history.

A Scythian philosopher (nephew, they say,

To that otber great traveller, young Anacharsis)

Stepp'd into a temple at Memphis one day,

T\> have a short peep at thcii* mystical farces.

lie saw a brisk blue-bottle Fly on an altar,*

Made umch of, and worshipp'd as somelliing divine;

While a large, handsome Bullock, led there in a halter,

Before it lay stabb'd ut the foot of the slu-inc.

Surprised at such doings, he whisper'd his teacher —
"If 'tis n't impin'tinent, may I ask Mliy

''Should a Bullock, that useful and powerful creature,

"Be thus offer'd up to a blue-bottle Fly?"

"No wonder," said t'other, "you stare at the eight,

"But we as a symbol of iiutnarchy view it

:

* According to Aclian , it was in the islaud of Lcucadia they practised Ihib ceremony —
OvHv (iuuv Tttii fj.viai;, — De Animal, lib. ii. cap. H.
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"That Fly on the shrine is Leg^itiinate Right,

"And that Bullock the People that's sacrificed to it."

FABLE IV.

CHURCH A^^l state.

Proem.

"The mnment any religion becomes national, or established, Its purity must certainly be lost,

because it is then impossible to keep it uacnniiected with mcu'd luterests; aud, if connected, it

inust inevitably be perverted by them.'' —^ Soam£ Jenvns.

Thus did Soamb Jewns— though a Tory,
A Lord of Trade and tlie Plantations —

Feel how Religion's simple glory
Is stain'd by State associations.

When Catheri!ve, after murdering Poles,
Appeal'd to tlie benign Divinity,

Tlicn cut them up in protocols,

Made fractions of their very souls— *

All in tlie name of the bless'd Trinity

;

Or when lier grandson, Alexander,
That mighty northern salamander,
Whose icy touch, felt all about,

Puts every fire of Freedom out—
When lie, too, winds up his Ukases
With God antl the Panagia's praises —
When he, of royal saints the type.

In holy Mater dips the spunge,
With Avhich, at one imperial wipe.
He would all human rights expunge!

When **'"' (whom, as King and eater,

Some name "'.""^ anj gome "' •»"^
Calls doM'n "Saint Louis' God" to witness

The right, humaijity, and fitness

Of sending eighty thousand Solons —
Sages with muskets and laced coats —

To cram instruction, uolcns volcns,

DoAvn the poor struggling Spaniards' throats —
I can't help thinking (though to Kings

I must, of cour>e, lilie other men, bow)
That Avlien a Christian monarch brings

Religion's name to gloss these things—
Such blasphemy out-BeuboM's BenboAv!

Or— not so far for facts to roam.
Having a few much nearer home—
W^hcn we see churchmen, who, if ask'd,

"Mu.st Ireland's slaves be tithed and task'd,

"And driven, like negroes or Croats,

"That you may roll in wealth and bliss?"

Look from bcneatli their shovel hats

With all due pomp, and answer "Yes!"
But then, if question'd "Shall the brand
"Intolerance ilings throughout that laud,
" Betwixt her palaces and hovels,

"SulT'ring nor peace nor love to grow,
" Be ever quench'd ? "— from the same shovels

Look grandly forth, and answer "No!"—
Alas, alas! have these a claim
To merciful Religion's name?

If more you want, go, see a bevy
Of boM'ing parsons at a levee

(Choosing your time, when straw's before

Some apoplectic bishop's door):

There, if thou can'st with life escape
That sweep of lawn, that press of crape.

Just watch their rcv'rcnces and graces,

• Ame», dcmi-amcs, etc.



FABLES. 589

Should'ring their way on, at all risks,

And say— if those round, am^ile faces

To Heaven or earth most turn their disks?

This, this it is— Religion, made,
'Twixt Church and State, a truck, a trade—
This most ill-match'd, unholy Co.,

From whence the ills we -witness flow—
The war of many creeds Mith one —
Th' extremes of too much faith, and none—
The qualms, the fumes of sect and sceptic,

And all that Reason, g^-own dyspeptic

By swallowing forced or noxious creeds,

From downright indigestion breeds;

Till, 'twixt old bigotry and new,
'Twixt Blasphemy and Cant— the two
Rank ills with which this age is cursed—
We can no more tell ivhich is worst.

Than erst could Egypt, when so rich

In various plagues, determine which
She thought most pestilent and vile—
Her frogs, like Benbow and Car'ile,

Croaking their native mud-notes loud,

Or her fat locusts, like a cloud

Of pluralists, obesely lowering.

At once benighting and devouring!

This— this it is— and here I pray

Those sapient wits of the Reviews,

Who make us poor, dull authors say,

Not what we mean, but what they choose

;

Who to our most abundant shares

Of nonsense add still more of theirs.

And are to poets just such evils

As caterpillars find those flies

'

That, not content to sting like devils.

Lay eggs upon their backs likewise—
To guard against such foul deposits

Of others' meanings in my rhymes
(A thing more needful here because it's

A subject ticklish in these times,)

I here to all su<h wits make known.
Monthly and weekly, Whig and Tory,

'Tis this Religion— this alone —
I aim at in the following story:—

Fable.

When Royalty was young and bold,

Ere, touch'd by Time, he had become —
If 'tis not civil to say old —
At least, a ci-devant jcune homme.

One evening, on some wild pursuit.

Driving along, he chanced to see

Religion, passing by on foot.

And took him in his vis-d-via.

This said Religion was a friar.

The humblest and the best of men,

Who ne'er had notion or desire

Of riding in a coach till then.

"I say" — quoth Royalty, who rather

Enjoy'd a masquerading joke—
"I say, suppose, my good old father,

"You lend me, for a while, your cloak."

The friar consented— little knew
What tricks the youth had in his head;

"Thp ffreatrst ninnbcr of the ichnpumon tribe are seen settling upon the back of the ca-

crpillar, and darting at dilTerent iutervals their stings into its body — at every dart tbey dc-

loge an tgg." — Goldsmith.
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Beside-!, was rather tempted, too,

By a laced coat he got in stead.

Away ran Royalty", slap-dash,

Scampering^ like mad about the to\ni;

Broke windows— shiver'd lamps to smash,
And knocked whole scores of watchmen down.

Wliilc nought could they, whose lieads were hroke,

Learn of the "why" or the "wherefore,"'

Except that 'twas Religion's cloak

TJu; gentleman, who crack'd them, wore.

Meaiiwliilc, the friar, Arhose head was tum'd
iiy the laced coat, grew fri^ky too —

Look'd big — liis former haliits spurn'd—
And stormd about as great men do —

Dealt much in pompous oaths and curses—
Said '-Damn vou," often, or as bad—

Laid claim to other peoples purses—
Li short, grew either knave or mad.

As work like this Mas imbefitting,

And lle«h and blood no htnger bore it,

Tlie Court of Common Sense, then sitting,

Summon'd the culprits both before it.

Where, after hours in wrangling spent

(As courts must wrangle to decide well),

Religion to St. Luke's v.as sent.

And Royalty pack'd off to Bridewell:

With this proviso — Should they be
Restored in due time to their senses,

Tliey l)otIi must gi\e security,

In future, against such oft'ences —
Religion ne'er to lend his cloak.

Seeing Avhat dreadful work it leads to;
And Royalty to crack his joke—
But nut to crack poor people's heads, too.

FABLE V.

THE LITTLE GR.WD LAMA.

Proem.

Novella, a young Bolognese,
The daughter of a learnd law doctor,*

Who had with all the subtleties

Of old and modern jurists stock'd her,

Was so exceeding fair, 'tis said,

And over hearts held such dominion.
That Mhen her father, .-"ick in bed.

Or l)u-.y, sent Jicr. in his stead,

To lecture on the Code Justinian,

She liad a curtain drawn before her,

liCst, if Iter charms Mere seen, the students

Sht)uld let their young eyes Mander o'er her,

And quite forget tlieir jurisprudence.

"

Just so it is Mith Truth — Mhen seen,

Too fair and briglit — 'tis from behind

A light, thin allegoric screen.

She thus can safest teach mankind.

Fable.

In Thllict once there reign'd , we're told,

A little Lama, one year old —
• Andreas.
*• (/uHiid il c'toit occiipe d'auruiic es«oine, il envoyoit \nvellc, sa fillc, en son lieo lire aux

cschnlfs eii rharfrc, et, atin que la bi.iute d'tile n'lrapeciiHt la peiisec iles (ijaiits, elle avoit une
pi-lilc couniuu devaut die. — Christ, dc Pisc, Cite des l/ar:ies, p. 11. chap. 31).



Raised to the throne , that reabn to bless,

Just Avhen his little Holiness

Had cut — as near as can be reckon'd —
Some say hia fust tooth, some his second.

Chronologers and nurses vary.

Which proves historians should be wary.
We only know th' imjiortaut truth —
His Miijesty had cut a tooth.'

And much his subjects were enchanted,

As well all Lamas' subjects may be.

And would have g^iven tlieir heads, if wanted,

To make tee-totums for the baby.

As he Mas there by Riglit Divine

(What lawyers call Jure Divino,

Meaning a right to yours , and mine,

And every body's goods and rhino) —
Of coux'se, his fiiitliful subjects' purses

Were ready with their aids and succours —
Nothing was seen but pcnsion'd nurses.

And the land groan'd with bibs and tuckers.

Oh! had there been a Hume or Eennet
Then sitting in the Thiljet Senate,

Ye Gods , what room for long debates

Upon the Nursery Estimates!
What cutting down of swaddling-clothes

And pin-a-fores, in nightly battles!

What calls for papers, to expose
The waste of sugar-plnras and rattles

!

But no — if Thibet had M. P. 's.

They were far better bred than these

;

Kor gave tlie slightest opposition,

During the 3Ionarch's Avhole dentition.

But short this calm; for, just when he
Had reach'd th' alarming age of three.

When royal natures — and, no doubt.

Those of all noble beasts — break out,

Tlie Lama , wlio till then was quiet,

Show'd symptoms of a t.iste for riot;

And, ripe for mischief, early, liite,

Without regard for Clmrcli or State,

Made free «ith whosoe'er came nigh —
Tweak'd the Lord Chancellor by the nose,

Turn'd all the Judges' wigs awry,

And trod on the old Generals' toes —
Pelted the Bishops with hot buns.

Rode cock-horse on the City maces,

And sliot, from little devilish guns,

Hard peas into his subjects' faces.

In short, such wicked pr.inks he play'd.

And grew so mischievous (God bless hira!)

Tliat his chief Nurse — though with the aid

Of an Archbishop — was afraid.

When in these moods , to comb or dress him ;

And even the persons most inclined

For Kings, through thick and thin, to stickle,

Tlionght him (if they'd but speak their mind,

Wliich they did not) an odious pickle.

At length , some patriot lords — a breed

Of animals they have in Thibet,

Extremely rare, and lit, indeed.

For folks like Pidcock to exhibit —
Some patriot lords , seeing the length

To Avhich things Avent, combined their strength,

And penn'd a manly
,
plain , and free

* Sec Tur.>f;R'a EnihnKsy tn Thibet for an account of his in(en icw with tlic Lnma. —
'TcshooLama (he sajs) was at this time eighteen inniiliiM old. '["hoiiirh he was unable to speal;
I word, lie made the must cxprctisive signs, aud coudiictud Liiuselt' \wlh asluiiishiug dignity
md decorum.

"
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Remonstrance to the Nnrsery;

In which, protesting that they yielded

To none, that ever went before 'em,

In loyalty to him who wielded
Th' hereditary pap-spoon o'er 'em —

That, as for treason, 'twas a thing
That made them almost sick to think of —

Tliat they and theirs stood by the King,
Tliroiighout his measles and liis chin-coogh,

When others , thinking him consumptive.

Had ratted to the Heir Presumptive! —
But , still — though much admiring Kings
(^And chiefly those in leading-strings) —
They saw , with shame and grief of soul,

There was no longer now the wise
And constitntional control

Of birch before their ruler's eyes

;

But that, of late, such pranks, and tricks,

And freaks occurr'd the whole day long,

As all, but men with bishopricks,

Allow'd , in even a King, Mere wrong —
Wherefore it was they humbly pray'd
That Honourable \ursery.

That such reforms be henceforth made.
As all good men desired to see; —

In other words (lest they might seem
Too tedious^ as the gentlest scheme
For putting all such pranks to rest,

And in its bud the mischief nipping —
Tliey ventured humbly to suggest

His 3Iajesty should have a whipping!

When this was read — no Congreve rocket,

Discharged into the Gallic trenches,

E'er equall'd the tremendous shock it

Produced upon the \ursery Benches.
The Bishops, who of course had votes.

By right of age and petticoats.

Were first and foremost in the fuss —
"What, whip a Lama! — Suffer birch

*'To touch his sacred — — infamous I

"Deistical! — assailing thus

"The fundamentals of the Church!
"No — no — such patriot plans as these
" fSo help them Heaven — and their sees I)

" They held to be rank blasphemies.

"

The alarm thus given, by these and other

Grave ladies of the Nursery side,

Spread through the land, till, such a pother,

Such party squabbles, far and wide.

Never in history's page had been

Recorded , as Mere then between

The Whlppers and Non-Avhippers seen.

Till, things arriving at a state

Which gave some fears of revolution.

The patriot lords' advice, though late,

AVas put at last in execution.

The Parliament of Thibet met —
The little Lama, calld before it.

Did, then and there, his whipping get,

And fas the Nursery Gazette

Assures us) like a hero bore it

And though, 'mong Thibet Tories, some
Lament tliat Royal MartjTrfom
(Please to observe, the letter D
In this last word's pronounced like B^,

Yet to th' example of that Prince

So much is Tliibet's land a debtor,
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'TIs said , her little Lamas since

Have all behaved themselvea much better.

FABLE M.

THE EXTr\Gri6UERS.

Proem.

TnorcH soldier3 are the true supports,

The natural allies of Court!!, ,

Woe to the Monarch who depends
Too much oa his red-coated friends

;

For even soldiers sometimes tliink —
Nay, Colonels have been known to reason, —

And reasoners , whether cliid in pink,

Or red, or blue, are on the brink
(^ine cases out of ten) of treason.

Not many soldiers , I believe , are

As fond of liberty as Mina

:

Else — woe to Kings, when Freedom's fever

Once turns into a Scarletlna !

For then — but hold — 'tis best to veil

My meaning ia the following tiile :
—

Fable.

A lord of Persia, rich and great,

Just come into a large estate,

Was sliock'd to find he had , for neighbours,
Close to his gate , some rascal Ghebers,
Whose fires, beneath his very nose
In heretic combustion rose.

But lords of Persia can, no doubt,

Do wliat they will — so, one fine morning,

He tum'd the rascal Ghebers out,

First giving a few kicks for warning.
Then, thanking Heaven most piously.

He knock'd their temple to the ground,
Blessuig himself for joy to see

Such Pagan ruins strew'd around.

But much it ves'd my lord to find.

That, wliile all else obey"d his will.

The fire these Ghebers left behind —
Do what he would — kept Jnirning still.

Fiercely he storm'd , as if his frown
Could scare the bright insurgent doM'n;

But, no — such fires are headstrong tilings

And care not much for lords or kings.

Scarce could his lordship well contrive

The flashes in one place to smother,

Before — hey, presto — all alive,

Tliey sprung up freshly in another.

At length when, spito of prayers and damns,

'Twas found the sturdy flame defied him,

His stewards came, with low salams^

Offering, by contract, to provide him
Some large Extinguishers (a plan

Much used , they said , at Ispahan,

Vienna, Petersburgh — in sliort,

Wlierevcr light's forbid at court) —
Machines no lord should be without,

Which would, at once, put promptly out

Fires of all kinds — from staring stark

Volcanos to the tiniest spark —
Till all things slept as dull and dark

As , in a great lord's neighbourhood,

'Twas right and fitting all things should

Accordingly, some large supplies

Of these Extinguishers were furnish'd

38
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("All of the tnic, imperial size),

Aiid tliere, in rows, stood black and bnmish'd,
|

Iteacly, where'er a gleam hut shone \

Of light or fire, to be clapp'd on.

But, ah! how lordly wisdom errs,

111 trusting to extinguishers!

One day , when he had left all snre

(\t least believed so), dark, secure —
'I'he flame , at all its exits , cntrie?,

OI)*tructed to his heart's content,

And hlark extinguishers , like sentries,

Placed upon cAery dangerous ^ent —
Ye Gods ! imagine his amaze,

His wrath, his rage, mIico, on returning,

lie found not only the old blaze,

Bri^k as before, crackling and burning —
Not only new

,
young conflagrations.

Popping up round in various stations —
But, still more awful, strange, and dire,

Til' Extinguishers thera>clTcs on fire!!'

They, they — those trusty, blind machines

His lordship liad so long been praising,

As , under Providence , the means
Of keeping down all lawless blazing.

Were now themselves — alas , too true

The shameful fact — turn'd blazers too,

And , by a change as odd as cruel.

Instead of dampers, served for fuel!

Thus , of his only hope bereft,
" What," said the great man, " must be done ?

"

All that, in scrapes like this, is left

To great men is — to cut and ran.

So run he did ; while to their groimds
The banish'd Ghebei-s bicssd returu'd:

And , though their fire had broke its boimds,

And all abroad now Mildly burn'd,

Vet well could they, Avho loved the flame.
Its Avaudering, its excess reclaim;
And soon another, fairer dome
Arose to be its sacred home,
AA'hcre , cherij-h'd

,
guarded , not confined.

The living glory dwelt inshrined.

And, shedding lustre, strong but even.

Though born of earth, grew worthy Heaven.

Moral.

The moral hence my Muse Infers

Is — that such lords are simple elves,

In trusting to extingui^hers

That are combustible themselves.

FABLE Vn.

liOns FOlBTEEl^m's WICf.

The money rais'd — the anny ready —
Drums heating, and the Uoyal Neddy
Valiantly braying in the van,
To the old tunc "oA, eh, Sir jtne* I" —
Nought wanting, but some eoup dramatic^
To make French sentiment explode,

Bring in, at once, the goUt fanatic,

• The idea of this fable wap canght from one of those brilliant mnts which abonnJ In the
conxcrsation ol my fnend, the author of the Letters to Julia — a production which containg
some ol (he happiest specimens of playful poetry that have appeared in this or any ag-e.

-oil 1 .1. y f^e'coja'ed in the dark ages at many churches, particularly at Rouen, what was
caned the Feast of the Ass. On this occasion the ass, finely drest, was brought before the altar,
ana hey sung before him this elegant anthem "eh, eli, eh. Sir Anc, cb, eh, eh, Sir Ane. '

—
nariou 8 Essay on Pope. ) > j

'
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And make the war "la dcrnicre modc^' —
Instantly, at the Panllon Marsan,

Is held an Ultra consultation —
What's to he done, to help the farce on r

What etage-efFect, what decoration.

To make this heautcous France forget,

In one, grand, glorious pirouette,

AU that she swore to but last week.
And, with a cry of "'Magnijique !

"

^ Kusli forth to this, or any Mar,
Without inquiring once — "what for?"

After some plans propos'd by each.

Lord Chateaubriand made a speech,

(Quoting, to show what men's rights are.

Or rather what men's rights should be,

From Hobbes, Lord Castlcreagh, the Czar,

And other friends to Liberty)

Wherein he — having first protested

'Gainst humouring the mob — suggested

(As the most high-bred plan he saw
For giving the new War eclat)

A grand. Baptismal Melo-drame,
To be got up at jNotre Dame,
In which the Duke (who, bless his Higlmess

!

Had by his hilt acquired such fame,
'Twas hop'd that he as little sliyness

Would show, when to the point he camej
Should, for his deeds so lion-hearted,

Be christen'd Hero, ere he started;

With power, by Royal Ordonnance,
To bear that name — at least in France.

Himself — the Viscount Chateaubriand —
(To help th' affair with more esprit on)

Offering, for this baptismal rite,

Some of his own fam'd Jordan water '
—

(Marie Louise not having quite

Us'd all that for young Nap he l)rought her)

The baptism, in this case to he
Applied to that extremity,

VVhich Bourbon heroes most expose.

And which — as well all Europe knows —
Happens to be, in this Defender

Of the true Faith, extremely tender".

Or if (the Viscount said) tliis scheme

Too rash and premature should seem —
If thus discounting heroes, on tick —
This glory, by anticipation.

Was too much in the g-enre romantique

For such a highly classic nation,

He begg'd to say, the Abyssiniana

A practice had in their dominions.

Which, if at Paiis got up well.

In full costume, was sure to tell.

At all great epochs, good or ill.

They have, says Bkuce, (and Bbice ne'er budges

From the strict truth) a Grand Quadrille

In public dauc'd by the Twelve Judges — f
And, he assures us, the grunaces,

The cntrc-chats, the airs and graces

Of persons, so profound and stately,

l)ivei-t the Abyssiiiians greatly.

"Now, (said the Viscount) (hough there's few

"Groat Umpires, vhere this plan would do —
• Droaglil from (he river Jordan l»y M. CliatcauLiiand, and prcsen(cJ (o the Ficacli Eiii-

prese for the chriKU-iiing of young ^al(<llcon. .... • • lui- :..
•' Sec the Dukes celebviited, letter (o Madame, written during hit, cauii>aign m IBla, in

which he saya "rai Ic postericiir legcrenient cndominage."
,, , .

•
j i

+ "On certain great occasions, the twelve Judges « who arc. generally between sixty ana

seventy years of age) sing the song and dance the figure dance, etc." uook 5.
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'For instance, England — let them take

"What pains they wonid — 'twere vain to strive —
"The twelve stiff Judges there •would make
"The worst Quadrille-set now alive!

"One niuit have seen them, ere one could
'Imagine properly Jvdce Wood,
"Performing, in his wig, so gaily,

"A queue-de-chat with Justice Bailey!
"French Judges, though, are, by no means,
"This sort of stiff, he-vrigg'd machines;
"And we, who've seen them at Saumur,
"And Poitiers lately, may he sure
"They'd dance quadrilles, or any tiling,

"Tliat would be pleasing to the King —
''Xay, stand upon their heads, and more do,

"To please the little Duke de Bordeaux!"

After these wise proposals came
Some others — needless now to nam<?.

Since that, which Monsieur made, himself,

Soon doom'd ail others to the shelf.

And was received, par acclamation.
As truly worthy the Grande jSation.

It seems (as Monsieur told the story)

That Loiis the Foiirteenth, — that glory,

That Coryphee of all crown'd pates.

That pink of the Legitimates —
Had, when, with many a pious pray'r, he
Bequeatlvd unto the A'irgin Mary
His marriage deeds, and cordon bleu ',

Bequeathed to her his State Wig too —
(An offering which, at Court 'tis thought
The A irgin values as she ought) —
That Wig, tlie wonder of all eyes,

Tlie Cynosure of Gallia's skies.

To watrh and tend whose curls ador'd,

Re-build the towering roof, when flat.

And round tlie rumpled base, a Board
Of sixty Barbers daily satf,

Whit Subs, on State-Days, to assist,

Well peusion'd from the Civil List —
Tliat wondrous Wig, ari-ciy'd in which.
And sti'ong alike to awe or MJtcli,

He heat all other heirs of crowns,

In taking mistresses and towns,

Requiring but a shot at one,

A smile at fother, and 'twas done! —
"That Wig, (said Monsieur, while hi^ brow
Rose proudly,) "is existing now —
"Tiiat Grand Perruque, amid the fall

Of every other Royal glory,

"With curls erect sm'\ives them all,

"And tells iu every hair tlieir story.

"Think, think, how welcome at this time
"A i-elic, so belov'd, sublime !

"Wfiat worthier standard of the Cause
"Of Kingly Right can France demand?

"Or who among our ranks can pause
"To guard it, while a curl shall stand?

"Behold, my friends — (while thus he cried,

A cortain^ which conceal'd this pride

"tonis U fit prc'scut a la Viergc dc son cordon blen, que Ton conserve sntgTiensement,
et luJ cnvoja ciisuilf, sou Contrat de Manage et le Traite ilea Pyrenees, luaguiljquement re-
he. —^ M(?iiioircs, Anecdotes pom- servir, etc.

f The learucd Author of Recherches Jlistorigufn sur lee Perruqnes says that the Board
consisted Ijut ot Forty —the same number as the Academy. "Le plus beau teiiis di's pcrruques
tut eelui ou Ijoiiis 14 conimeur,a a porter, Inimeme, perruque; ...... Ou igi-oro I'epoqae
ou ec til cctte revolution ; mais on s-ail qu'clle eugagea Loui.s le Grand a y donner ses soma
naternelii, en creant, eu 1656, quarante charges de pcrruquiers, suivant la cour ; ct eu 1673, il
rorma ud corps de deus cents pcrruquicrg pour la Ville de Paris." — p. 111.
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Of Pi-Inccly "Wigs was draxrn aside)

"See that aiiguit PerrHcjuc — Iiow big

*'With recollections for the world —
"For France — for lis — Great Lous' AVIf?,

"By HippOLYTE * new frizz'd and curi'd —
^^Ncw frizz'd! alas, 'tis Imt too true,

"Well may you start at timt word new —
"But such the s?.criGce, my friends,

"Th' Imperial Cossa<^ recommends,

''Thinking sucli small concessions sage,

"To meet the spirit of the age,

"And do wliat hest that spirit flatters,

"In Wigs — if not in weightier niattcrei.

"Wlierelorc, to please the Czar, and show
"That wc too, raiich-wrong'd Bourbons, know '

"What liberalism in Monarchs is,

"We have conceded the New FrizI

"Thus arm'd, yc gallant Ultriis, say,

"Can men, can Fi-cnLlimca fear the fray?

"With this proud relic in our van,

"And D'Angoulemc our worthy leader,

"Let rebel Spain do all she can,

"Let recreant England arm and feeil her,

"Urg'd by that pupil of Himt's school,

"That Radical, Lord Livkkpool —
"France can have nought to fear — far from it

"AVlien once astounded Europe sees

"The Wig of Louis, like a Comet,

"Streaming above the Pyrenees,

"All's o'er with Spain — t!icn on, my eons,

"On, my hicomparablc Duke^

"And, shouting for the Holy Ones,

"Cry rive la Guerre — ct la Ferrmjuc!"

A eelcbraled Coiffeur of the present day.
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NOTES
T O

LALLA ROOKH.

Pajre 3.

A HESE particulars of the visit of the King of Bucharia to Anrungzebe are found in Dow^a
History of Hindostan, vol. iii. p. 392.

Pafje 3.

Leila.
The mistress of Mejnoun, upon whose story so many Romances, in all the languages of the

East, are founded.

Page 2
Shirine.

For the ln\es of this celehrated beauty with Khosrou and with Ferhad, see D^tJerlelot^
Gibbon, Oriental Collections, etc.

Page 3.

Ihit ilde.
" The history of the loTes of Dewihle and Chizer, the son of the Emperor Alia, ia written

in an elegant poem, by the noble Chusero." — i^erjs/ita.

Page 3.

Those insignia of the Emperor''8 favour, etc.

"One mark of honour or knighthood bestowed by the Kmperor is the permission to wear a
small kettledrum at tlie bows of their saddles, which at first was invented for the training of
hawks, and to cull them to the lure, aud is worn iu the field by all sportsmen to that end."—
Fnjer^H Travels.

" Those on whom the King has rouferred the privilege must wear an ornament of jewels
on the right side of the lurbau, surmounted by a high plume of the feathers of a kind of egret.
This bird is found only in Cashmecr, and the feathers are carefully collected for the King,
who bestows them on his nobles."

—

El-phinstone's Account of Caubul.

Page 3.

Khfdar Khan, etc.

"Khedar Khan, the Khakan, or King of Turtjuestan beyond the Cihon, (at the end of the
eleventh century,) whenever he appeared abroad was preceded by seven hundred hor»emeu Mith
silver battle-axes, and was followed by an equal number bearing maces of gold. He was a great
patron of poetry, and it was he who nsed to preside at public exercises of geniu», with four
basins of gold and silver by him to di.«trlbute among the poets who excelled."— Jiickardsons
Dissertation prellxed to his Dictionary.

Page 3.

The gilt pine-apples, etc.

"The kubdeh, a large golden knob., generally in the shape of a pine-apple, on the top of
the canopy over the litter or palanquin.'— Scoff's notes on the Bahardanui-h.

Page 3.

The rose-rnloured veils of the Pri?icess^s litter.

In the Poem of Zohair, in the Moallakat, there is the following lively description of "a
company of maidens seated on camels."

"They are mounted in carriages covered with costly awnings, and with rose-coloured veils,

the linings of « liich have the hue of crimson Andera-wijod.
" When they ascend from the bosom of the vale, they sit forward on the saddle-cloths, with

every mark of a voluptuous gaiety.
"iVow, when they have reached the brink of yon blue gushing rivulet, they fix the poles of

their tents like the Arab with a settled mansion."

Page 3.

A young female slave sat fanning her, etc.

See Bernier's description of the attendants on Itauchanara-Begum in her progress to Cashmere.

Page 3.

Religion, of which Aurungzebe was a munificent protcctoi.
This hypocritical Emperor Honid ha\e made a worthy associate of certain Holy Leagues.—

"He held tlii! cloak of religion (sa\s Dow) between his actions and the vulgar; and impiously
thanked the Divinity for a success Mhich be owed to hie own wickedness. When he was niurder-
ing and persecuting his brothers and their families, he_ was building a magnificent miisque at
Delhi, as an olferiug to (Jod for his assistance to him in the civil wars. He acted as high priest
at the consecration of this temple; and made a practice of attending divine 9er\ice there, in the
humble dress of a Fakecr. But when he lifted one hand to the Divinity, he, with the other,
signed warrants for the assassinalion of his relations"— History of Hiiidoslan, vol. iii. n. 333.

See also the curious letter of Aurungzebe, given in the Oriental Collections, vol. i. p. i'io.

Page 3.

The diamond eijcs of the idol, etc.
"The idol atJngliernat has two line diamonds for eyes. l\o goldsmith is suffered to enter the

Pagoda, one having stdle oue of these eyes, being locked up aU night with the Idol."

—

Tavernier.

Page 3.

Gardens of Shalimar.
See a description of these royal Gardens in " .\n Account of the present State of Delhi, by

Lieut. VV. Franklin." — Asiat. Research, vol. iv, p. 417,

39
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Page 4.

Lake of Piarl.
"la the neighbourhood is TVotfe Gill, or the Lake of Pearl, which receives this name from

its pellucid water. "'— /'fn want's Hindostan.
•'Aasir Jung encamped in the vicinity of the Lake of Tonoor, amused himself with sailine

on that clear and beautiful water, and gave it the fanciful name of Motee Talab, 'the Lake of
Pearls,' which it still retains. "— ^frV/rs's South of hidia.

Page 4.

Described by one from the hies of the West, etc.

Sir Thomas Roe, Ambassador from James L to Jehanguire.

Page 4.

Loves of JJ'amak and Ezra.
"The romance Wemakweazra, written in Persian verse, which contains the loves of Wamak

and Ezra, two celebrated lovers, who lived before the time of Mahomet."

—

Note on the Orien-

tal Tales.

Page 4.

Of the fair-haired Zal, and his mistress, Rodahver.
Their amour is recounted in the Shah-\ameh of FerdiMisii ; and there is much beautj" in the

passage which describes the sla\es of Ilodahver, sitting on the bank of the river and throwing
flowers into the stream, in order to draw the attention of the young Hero who is encamped on
the opposite side. — Sec Champion's Trauslaiion,

Page 4.

The combat of Hustam with the terrible irhite Daemon.
Rostan is the Hercules of the Persians. For the particulars of his victory over the Sepeed

Deeve, or White Demon, see Oriental Collections. \ol. ii. p. -15.— Near the city of Shirauz 19

an immense quadrangular raonuTneut, in conimemoralion of this combat, called the Kelaat-i-

Deev Sepeed, or Castle of the While Giant, which father Angelo, iu his Gazophilacium Persi-

cum p. 127., declares to have been the most memorable mouumeut of autiquity which he had
seen in Persia.— See Ouseleya Persian Miscellanies.

Page 4.

Their golden anllets.
"The women of the Idol, or dancing girls of the Pagoda, have little golden bells, fastened

to their feet, the soft, harmonious tinkling of which vibrates io unison with the exquisite melody
of their voices.— Maurice's Indian Antiquities.

"The Arabian courtesans, like the Lidian women, have little golden bells fastened round
their legs, neck, and elbows, to the sound of which they dance before the King. The Arabian
princesses vear golden rings on their lingers, to which "little bells are suspended, as well as in

the flowing tresses cf their hair, that their superior rank may be known, and they themselves
receive in passing the homage due to them." — See Calmei'a Dictionary, art. Bells.

Page 4.

That delicious opium, etc
" Abou-Tige, ;ville de la Thebaide, oil 11 croit beaucoup de pavot noir, dont ee fait le meil-

leur opium."— D'Herbelot.

Page 4.

,
ITiat idol of women, Crishna.

"He and the three Ramas are described as youths of perfect beauty; and the Princesses of
Hindustan were all passionately in love with Crishna, \iho continues to this hour the darling
God of the Indian women."— Sir Jf . Jones, on the Gods of Greece, Italy, aud India.

Page 4.
The shawl-goat of Tibet.

See Turner'' s Embassy for a description of this animal, "the most beautiful among the
whole tribe of goats." The material for the shawls (which is carried to Cashmere) is found
next the skin.

Page 4.
The veiled Prophet of Khorassan.

For the real history of this Impostor, whose original name was Hakem ben Haschem, and
who Mas called Mokauna from the veil of silver gauze (or, as others say, golden) which he
always wore, see D'Herbelot.

Page 5.

Flowrets and fruits blush over every stream.
"The fruits of Meru are liner than those of any other place; and one cannot see in any

other city such palaces, w ith groves, and streams, and gardens. "— Ebn Haukafs Geography.

Page 5.
For far less luminous, his votaries said,
W ere ev^n the gleams, miraculously shed
O^er Moussa's cheek.

"Sp9 disciples assuroient qu'il se couvroit le visage, pour ne pas e'bloulr ceus qui rappro-
choit par I'eclat de eon visage comme Moyse. "

—

D'Herbelot.

Page 5.

In hatred to the Caliph's hue of night.
"II faut remarquer ici touchant les habits blancs des disciples de Hakem, que la coulenr

dcs habits , des coeffurcs et des etendarts des khalifes Abassides etant la noire , ce chef de
Ucbelles ne pouvoit pas choisir une, qui lui filt plus opposee. ''^ i>'y/er6e/ot.

Page 5.

Javelins of the light Kkathaian reed.
"Our dark javelins, exquisitely wrought of Khathaiau reeds, slender and delicate." — Poem

of Amru.

Page 5.
Filled with the stems that bloom on Iran's rivers.

The Persians callthis plant Gaz. The celebrated shaft of Isfeudiar, one of their ancient
heroes, was made of it.— "Xothiiig can be more beautiful than the appearance of this plant in
tiower during the rains on the banks of rivers, where it is usually interwoven with a lovely
twining asclepias."— Sir Jf. Jones, Botanical (>!.servations on Select Indian Plants.
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Page 5.

Lil;e a chenar-tree grove.
. c a v^ i

The oriental plane. "The cheiiar is a deli;rhtl"al tree; its bole is of a fine white and

smooth brrk; and its foliage, which grows iu a tuft at the samnut, is ot a bright green. —
Morier'a Travels.

Page 6.

With turban'd heads of every hue and race,

Boioing before that veil'd and awful face.,

Like tulip-beds . n »" The name of tolip is said to be of Turl<ish extraction, and given to the flower on account

of its resembling a turban." — BeckmaniVs History of Inventions.

Page 6.

With belt of broider'd cra-pe.

And fur-bound bonnet of Bucharian shape.
n. h ^• \,

"The inhabitants of Bucharia wear a round cloth bonuet, shaped ranch after the Folisli

fashion , having a large fur border. Thev tie their kaftans about the middle with a girdle ot

a kind of silk crape, several times round the body. "— Account of Independent Tartary ,
in

Pinkerton^a Collection.

Page 7.

Wav'd, like the wings of the iihite birds that fan
The flying Throne of star-tanght Solinian.

This wonderful Throne was called Ihe Star of the Genii. For a full description of it, see

the Fragment, translated by Captain Franklin, from a Persian MS. entitled "'Ihe History ot

Jerusalem:" Oriental CoHection-s, vol. i. p. 2:15. — \Nhen Soliman travelled, the Eastern writers

say, "He had a carpet of green silk on which his throne «as placed, being of a prodigious

length and breadth, and suflicieut for all his forces to stand upon, the men placing themselves

on his right hand and the spirits on his left; and that when all were in order , the wind, at his

command, took up the carpet, and transported it, with all that were upon it, Mhereyer he

pleased; the army of birds at the same time flying over their heads, and forming a kind ol

canopy to ghade them from the sun." — Sale's Koran, vol. ii. p. 214. note.

Page 7.

.... and thence descending floio'd

Through many a Prophet's breant.

This IS according to D'Herbelot's account of the doctrines of Mokanna : — " Sa doctrine

etoit que Uieu avoit pris une forme tt llgure humaine depuis quil eut coinmande aux Anges

d'adorer Adam, le premier des homines. Qu' apres la inort d Adam , Dieii etoit apparu sous la

ligure de plusieurs Prophetes, et autres crands hoinmes qu'il a^oit choisis, jnsqu' a ce qu il

prit celle d'Abu Moslem, Prince dc Khorassan, lequel professoit I'erreur de la Teiiassiikhiah ou

NIetempsycose; et qu' apres la mort de ce Prince, la Diviuite etoit passee, ct desceudue en sa

persoiuie.

"

Page 13.
Such Guds as he.

Whom India serves, the monkey Veity.

"Apes are in many parts of India highly venerated, out of respect to the God Hannaman,
a deity partaking of the form of that race. " — Pennant s Hiudoostan.

See a curious account in Stephen's Persia of a solemn embassy from some part of the

Indies to Goa, when the Portuguese were there, offering vast treasures for the recovery ot a

monkey's tooth, which they ht Id in great veneration, and which had been taken away upon the

conquest of the kingdom of Jafanapatan.

Page 13.
Where none but priests are privileged to trade
In that best marble of which Oods are made.

The material of which images of Gaudina (the IJirinan Deitj) is made , is held sacred.

"Birmuns may not purchase tht- marble in muss, but are sulfered ," and indeed encouraged, to

buy ligure3 of the Deity ready made." — Symes's Ava, vol. ii. p. 376.

Page 13.
proud tilings of clay.

To whom if Luciftr, as grandams say.
Refused, thiugh at the Jorfeit of heaven's light.
To bend in irors/i;';), Lucifer was right.

This resolution of Eblis not to acknowledge llie new creature, man, was, according to

Mahometan tradition, thus adopted; — "The earth (which Cod had selected for the materials of

his work) was carried into Arabia, to a place betMeeii Mecca and Tayef, where, being lirst

kneaded by the Angels, it Mas afterwards fashioned b\ God himself into a human form, and
left to dry for the space of lorly days, or, as others say, as many years; the angels, in the

mean time, often vii-iiing it, and Eblis (then one of the angels nearest to God's presence, after-

wards the devil) among the rest; but he, not contented with looking at it, kicked it with his

foot till it rung, and knowing God designed that creature to be his superior, took a secret

resululiou uever to acknowledge him as such." — Sale on the Koran.

Page 16.
The p-iny bird that dares, with teazing hum,
K itiiin the criicoilile'-^ utretch'd jaivs to came.

The humming-bird is said to run this risk for (he purpose of picking the crocodile's teeth.

The same circuiustanre is related ol the Lapwing, as a fact to which he was witness, by Paul
Lucas, Voyage fait en ITU.

Page 17.
Snme artists of Yamtchcou having been sent on previously.

"The Feast of Lanterns is celebrated at Vamtcht'oii with more inagniliceni'e than any where
else: and the renort goes, that the illnminatinns there are so splendid, thai an l-'niperor once,

not daring openly to lea\e his Court to go thitiier , committed himseir with the Queen and
several Princesses of his family into the hands of a magician, who proiiii-cd to transport them
(hither in a trice. He made them in the night to ascend inagniliccnt thrones that were borne
up by swans, which in a moment arri\ed at Vainichcou. Tlie KMi|ieror saw at his leisure all

the solemnity, being carried noon a clond that hoieredover the ciiy and descended by degrees;
and came back again with the same speed and equipage, nobody at cou'-t perceiving hi ab-

beuce. "— Ths present State of China, p. 15G.

39 *
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Page 17.
Artifioial urenericK of bamboo-irork.

See a description of the nuptials oi" Vizier Alee in tlxe Asiatic Annual Register of 1804.

Page 17.
The origin of these fantastic CJiinpife illnminatinns.

"The vuli^ar n«rribe it to an accident that happened in the family of a faraons mandarin,
whose daiijrhtcr vvalkinf^ one evening upon tlie shore of a lake, fell in and was dro\int'd; this

afflicted father, with his family, ran thither, and, the better to iind her, he caused a great
company of lanterns to be lighted. All the inhabitants of the place thronged after him with
torches. Tiie year ensuing they made (ires upon the sliores the same day; they continued the
ceremony every year, every one lighted his lantern, and by degrees it commeuced into a
custom. "— Fressnt State of China.

Pago 18.
The Kohol's jetty dye.

"\one of the.=e ladies," says Shaw, "take tliemselves to be completely dressed, till they ha\e
tinged the hair and edjes of tlieir eyelids with the powder of le.id-ore. Vow, as this operation
is pt'rformed by dipping first into the powder a small wooden bodkin of the thickness of a quill,

and then drawingit afterwards, through the eyelids over the ball of the eye, we shall have a lively

iin.Tge of what the Prophet (Jer. iv. SO.) may be siipposcd to mean by rending the eyes irith

painting. This practice is no doubt of great antiquity; for besides tiie iubtance already taken
notice of, we Iind that wliere Jezebel is said (2 Kings ix. 30.) to have painted her fare, the ori-

ginal words are, she adjusted her eyes with the powder of lead-ore." Shaw's Travels.

Page ID.
drop

About the gardens, drunl- with that sweet food.
Tavcrnier adds, that while the Birds of Paradisi; lie in this intoxicated state, the emmeta come

and eat off their legs; and that lieuce it is they are said to have uo feet.

Page 2i.
As they were cnptires to the King of Flowers.

"They deferred it till the King of Flowers should ascend his throne ofenamelled foliage."

—

JTie JiaJuwdanush,

Page 21.
But a light golden rhuin-work round her hair, etc.

"One of the head-dresses of the P< r^ian women is composed of a light golden chain-work,
set with small pearls, with a thin gold plate pendant, about the bigness of a crown-piece, ou which
is iin|)ressed au Arabian prayer, and which hangs upon the cheek below the ear." Hanway's
Travels.

Page 21.
The Mai.ls of Yezd.

"Certainly the women of \'czd are the hiuidsomt-t women in Persia. The proverb iSj that
to |ive happy a man must have a wife of Yezd, eat the bread of Vezdetaa, and drink the wine of
Siiraz." — Tavernier.

Page 22.
And his floating eyes— eh! they resemble
Blue water-lilies

"Whose wanton eyes resemble blue water-lilies, agitated by the breeze." — Jayadeva.

Page 23.
To muse upon the jiiclurcs that hung round.

It has been generally supposed tiiat the M,iii(i:iiet;ins proiiibit all pictures of animals; but
Toderini shows that, tiiough the practice i.-i forbidden by the Koran, they are not more averse
to painted ligures and images than other people. From Mr. Murphy's work, too, we Iind that
the Arabs of ;Spaiu had uo objection to the iuiroduotiou of ligures into painting.

Page 23.
With her from Sabas bowers, in whose bright eyes
He read, that to be A/e.ssV/, is to be wise.

"In the palace which Solomon ordered to be built against the arrival of the Queen ofSaba, the
floor or pavement was of transparent glass, laid o\er running water in wiiich iish were swimming."
— This led the Queen into a ^ery natural mistike, which the Koran has not thought beneath its

dignity to commenioraie. "it v^as said unto her. Enter the palace. And when she saw it she
imagined it to be a great water; and she discovered her legs, by lifting up her robe to pass
through it. Whereupon Solomon said to her, Verily, this is the place evenly floored with glass."
— Chit^i. 27.

Page 23.
Like her own radiant planet of the west,
f^ hose orb when half retired looks loveliest.

This is not quite astronomically true. "Dr. Hadley (says Keil) has shewn that Venus is

brightest when she is about forty degrees removed from the sun; and that then but only a
fourth part of her lucid disk is to be seen from the earth."

Page 23.
Zuleika.

_*'Such was the name of Potiphar's wife, according to the ."^ura, or chapter of the Alcoran,
which contains tlie history of Joseph, and which for elegance of style surpasses every other or
the Prophet's books; some Arabian writers also call her Rail. The passion which this frail

beauty of antiquity conoei\ ed for her voung Hebrew slave has given rise to a much esteemed
poem in tlio Persian language, entitled \ usef fnu Zetikha,i>y Aoureddin Janii; the manuscript-
copy of wliich in the Uoiileian Library at Oxford is supposed to be the linest in the whole world."— Note upon iV'utt's Translation of Hafez.

Page 27.
The apple.1 of Istakhar.

''In the territory of Istakhar there is a Kind of apple, half of which is sweet and halfsoar."— Jiijn lii^MhUl.

Page 27.
They saw a young Hindoo girl upon the bank.

For an account of this ceremony,' see Grandpre s Voyage in the Indian Ocean.
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Page 28.
Tlte Otnntala or Sea of Stars.

"The place where the Whaiigo, a river of Tibet, rises, ami where there are more than a
hnnclred Sj)riiig;s, which sparivle like stars; whence it is called Hotua uor, that is, the Sea of
Stars." — Description of Tibet in Finttrton.

Page 28.
And camelx tufted o\r with Yemenis shells.

"A superb camel, ornamented with strings and tufts of small shells." — AH Bey.

Page 28.
This City of IKar, which in a few short hours
Has sprtiiig up here.

"The Lescar, or imperial Camp, is divided, like a regular town, into squares^ alleys, and
streets, and from a rising ground furnishes one of the most agreeable jirospccts in the world.
Starting up in a few hours in an uninhabited plain, it raises the idea of a city built by enchant-
ment. K\en those who leave their bouses in cities to follow the prince in his progress are fre-
quently so charmed with the Lescar, wlien situated in a beautiful and convenient place, ihatthey
cannot prevail with themselves to remove. To prevent this inconvenience to the court, the
Emperor, after sufficient time is allowed to the tradesmen to follow, orders them to be burnt
out of their tents."— Dow^a Hindostau.

Colonel Wilks gives a lively picture of an Eastern encampment. — "His camp, like that of
most Indian armies, exhibited a motley collection of covers from the scorching sun and dews of
the night, variegated according to the taste or means of each individual, by extensive inclosures
of coloured caiiro surrounding superb suites of tents ; by ragged cloths or blankets stretched
over sticks or branches; palm-leaves hastily spread over similar supports; handsome tents and
splendid^ canopies ; horses, oxen, elephants, and camels; all intermixed without any exterior
mark of order or design, except the Hags of the chiefs, which usually mark the centres of a
congeries of these masses ; the only regular part of the encimpjiient being the streets of shops, each
of which is consti-ucied nearly iu the manner of a booth at an English fair."— Historical, Sket-
ches of the South of India.

Page 28.
The tinkling throngs.

Of laden camels,, and their drivers'" songs.
"Some of the camels have bells about their necks, and some about their legs, like those

which our carriers put about their fore-horses' necks, which, together v< ith the ser\ants (who be-
long to the camels, and travel on foot,) singing all night, make a pleasant noise, and the jour-
ney passes away delightfully."— Fitt's Account of the Mahometans.

"The camel-driver follows the camels singing, and sometimes playing upon his pipe; the
louder he sings and pipes, the faster the camels go. Nay, they will stand still when he gives
over his music."— Tavernier.

Page 30.
Hot as that crimson haze

By which the prostrate caravan is aw'd.
Savary says of the south wind, which blows in Egypt from February to May, "Sometimes

it appears only in the shape of an impetuous whirlwind, which passes rapidly, and is fatal to the
traveller, surprised in the middle of the deserts. Torrents of burning sand roll before it, the
firmament is enveloped in a thick veil, and the sun appears of the colour of blood. Sumetimea
whole caravans are buried in it."

Page 33.
— the pillared Throne

Of Parviz.
There were said to be under this Throne or Palace

_
of Rhosrou Parviz a hundred V'anlta

filled with "treasures so immense that some Mahometan writers tell us, their Prophet, to encou-
rage his disciples, carried them to a rock, which at his command opened, and gave tliem a pro-
spect through it of the treasures of Khosrou. "— Universal History.

Page 33.
And they beheld an orb, ample and bright.
Rise from the Holy If ell.

We are not told more of this trick of the Impostor, than that it was "one machine, qu'il
disoit etre la Luue." According to Richardson, the miracle is perpetuated in iSekscheb.—

"

]Vak«hab, the name of a city in '1 ransoxiania, where they say there is a well, iu which the ap-
pearance of the moou is to be seen night and day."

Page 34.
On for the lamps that light yon lofty screen.

The tents of Princes were generally illuininaied. \'orden tells us that the tent of the Bey
of Girge was distinguished from the other tents by forty lanterns being suspended before it.

—

Bee /farmer's Observations on Job.

Page 35.
Engines of havoc in, unknown before.

That they knew the secret ol the Greek lire among the Mussulmans early in the eleventh
century appears from Vow's Account of Mamood I. "When he arrived at Moultan, finding that
the country of the Jits was defended by great rivers, he ordered lifteen hundred boats to be
built, each of which he armed « ith six iron spikes, projecting from their prows and sides, to

Erevent their being boarded by the enemy, «ho were very expert iu that kind of war. When
e had launciied this tleetj he ordered twenty archers into each boat, and ii\ e others with lire-

balls, to burn the craft ol the Jits, and naphta to set the whole river on lire."

The agnee aster, too, in Indian poems, the Instrument of Fire, whose ilame cannot be ex-
tinguished, is supposed to signify the Greek Fire.—See ff'ilks's South of India, vol. i. p, 4TI.

—

And in the curious Javan poem, the Brata Yudha given by \lr. Baffles in his History of Java,
we find, "He aimed at the Heart of Soeta with the sharp-pointed Weapon ol Fire."

The mention of gunpowder as in use among the Arabians, long before its supposed dis-

covery iu Europe, is introduced by Ebn Fadlil, the P'gyptian geographer, who lived in the thir-

teenth century. " Uodies, " he siiya, "in the form of scorpions, bound round and iilled with
nitrous powder, glide along, making a gentle noise; then, exploding, they lighten as it were,
and burn. IJul there are others which, cast into the air stretch along like a cloud, roaring hor-
ribly, as thunder roars, and on all sides vomiting (Uit llames, burst, burn, and reduce to cinders
whatever conies in their way." The historian Ben Abdalla, in sjieaking of the sieges of Abul-
ualid in the year of the Hegira 712, says, "A fiery globe, by means of combustible matter, with
a mighty i<oise suddenly emitted, strikes with the force of lightning, and shakes the citadel." —
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See the extracts from CasirVa Biblioth. Arab. Hispan. in the Appendix to Berington's Literary

History ut' the Middle Ages.

Page 35.
Dinchar^p., as from a kindled naptha fount.

See Haniraif^ \cronnt of the ^priiifrs of Maptha at Haku (which is called by Lieutenant
Pottinger Jnala Mookce, or the Flamine Mouth,) taking fire and running into the sea. Dr.

Cooke ill his Journal mentions some Hcils in Circassia, strongly impregnated with this inllam-

mable oil, from which issues boiling water. "Though the weather," he adds, ''was now \cry

cold, the warmth of these wells of hot water produced ucar them the verdure and flowers of

spring."
Major Scott JVaring says that uaptha is nscd by the Persians, as we are told it was lu

hell, for lamps.
many a row

Of starry lamps and blazing cressets, fed

With najitha and asphaltus, yielding light

As iruin a sky.

Page 37.

Thou seest yon cistern in the shade — 'tis fillei
JFith burning drugs for this last hour distilVd.

"II donna du poison dans le viu a tons ses gens, et se jetta lui-memc ensuite dans une cuve
pleine de drogues brulantes et consuraantes, alio qu'il ne rcstat rien_ de tous les membres de

sou corps, et que ceux qui restoient de sa secte puisseut croire qu'i] etoit monte au ciel, ce qui

nc manqua pas d'arri\er."— WHerbelot.

Page 40.
To eat any mangoes but those of 31azagong tpas, of course, impossible.

"The celebrity of Mazagong is owing to its mangoes, which are certainly the best fruit I

ever tasted. The parent tree, from which all those of this species ha\e been grafted, is ho-

noured during the fruit season by a guard of sepoys ; and, in the reign of Shah Jehan, couriers

were stalionid bttweeii Delhi and the Mahratta coast, to secure an abundant and fresh supply

of mangoes for the ro\ al table. " — Mrs. Grahaiiis Journal of a Residence in India.

Page 40.
His fine antique porcelain.

This old porcelain is found in digging, and "if it is esteemed, it is not because Jt has ac-

quired any new degree of beauty in the larlli, l;iit because it lias retained its ancient beauty

;

and this alone is of great importance in China, where they give large sums for the smallest

vessels which were used under the Emperors Van and ("bun, who reigned many ages before

the dynasty of Tang, at which time porcelain began to be used by the Emperors," (about the

year 4W.) — Vunn s Collection ot curious Observations, e;c. — a bad translation of some parts

of the Lcttres Edifiaules et Curieuses of the Missionary Jesuits.

Page 41.
That sublime bird, which fies always in the air.

"The Huma, a bird peculiar to the East. It" is supposed to fly constantly in the air, and
never touch the ground; it is looked upon as a bird of happy omen; and that every head it

overshades will in time wear a crown." — Richardnon.
in the terms of alliance made by Fuzzcl Oola Khan with Ilyder in 1760, one of the stipula-

tions was, "that he sliould have the distinction of two honorary attendants standing behind him,

holding fans composed of the feathers of the humma, according to the practice of his family."—
Wilkss South ol India. He adds in a note; — "The llumiua is a tabulous bird. The head
over which its shadow once passes will assuredly be circled with a crown. The splendid little

bird, suspended over the throne of Tippoo Sultaun, found at Seriugapatam in 1799, was
intended to represent this poetical fancy."

Page 41.

Whose words, like those on the f^'ritten Mountain , last for ever.

"To the pilgrims to Mount Sinai we must attribute the inscriptions, figures, etc. on those
rocks, which have from thence acquired the name of the Written Mountain. " — Jolney.
M. Gebelin and others have been at much pains to attach some mysterious and important mean-
ing to these inscriptions; but iViebuhr, as well as V'olney, thinks that they must have been
executed at idle hours by the travellers to Mount Sinai , "who were satislied with cuttin;r the
unpolished rock with any pointed instrument; adding to their names and the date of their jour-

neys some rude figures, which bespeak the hand of a people but little skilled iu the arts."—
Niebuhr.

Page 42.
From the dark hyacinth to which Hafez compares his mistress's hair.

See Nutt'a Hafez, Ode v.

Page 42.
To the Cfilamatd , by whose rosy blossoms the heaven of Indra is scented.

"The Ciimalata (called by Linnaeus, Ipomaea) is the most beautiful of its order, both in
the colour and from of its leaves and flowers; its elegant blossoms are 'celestial rosy red, Lo-
ve's pro]ier hue, and have justly procured it the name of Camalata or Love's Creeper."— Sir
W. Jones.

"(jiimalata may also mean a mythological plant, by which all desires are granted to such
as inhabit the heaven of Indra; and if ever flower was worthy of paradise, it is our cliarming
Ipomaea. "— lb.

Page 42.
That flower-loving Nymph, ivhnm they worship in the temples of Khathay.

"According to Father I'remare , in his tract on Chinese Mythology, the mother of Fo-hi
was the daughter of heaven , surnamed Flower-loving; and as the iiymph was walking alone on
the bank of a river, she found herself encircled by a rainbow, after which she became pregnant,
and, at the cud of twelve years, was delivered of a son radiant as herself."— Asiat, Res.

Page 42.
That blue flower which , Bramins say,
Blooms no where but in Paradise.

"The Bramins of this province insist that the blue Campac flowers only in Paradise." —
Sir /f . Joins. It appears, however, from a curious letter of the Sultan of Menangcabow,
given by Marsdcn, that one place on earth may lay claim to the possession of it. " This is the
Sultan, who keeps the flower Champaka that is blue, and to be found in no other country but
his, being yellow elsewhere."— Marsden's Sumatra.
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Page 43.

I Innw ttherp the Isles of Perfume are.

Viodnrus menlioiis llie Isle of I'iinchaia, to tiie south of Arabia Felix, where there was a
temple of Jupiter. This islanil, or ralhtr cluster of isles, has disappeared, "sunk (says (irand-

prc) in the abjss made by the lire beueaih their fouudations. "— Voyage to the Indian Ocean.

Page 43.
IVhosp air is balm , ivhose ocean spreads
O'er rural rocks and amber beds , etc.

"It is not like the .Sea of India, whose bottom is rich with pearls and ambergris, whose
mountains of the coast are stored with i^old and precious stones, whose gulfs breed creatures
that yield ivory, and among the plants of whose shores are ebony, red wood, and the wood of
Hairzan, aloes, camphor, cloves, sandal-wood, and all other spicea and aromatics ; where par-
rots and peacocks are birds of the forest, aud musk aud civet are collected upou the lands."—
Travels of two Mohammedans.

Page 43.
Thy pillared shades.

in the ground
The bended t«igs take root, aud daughters grow
About the mother tree, a -pillar' d shade.
High over-arch'd , and echoing walks between. Milton.

For a particular description and plate of the Banyan-tree, see Cordiner's. Ceylon.

Page 43.
Thrj monarrhs and their thousand thrones.

"With this immense treasure Mauiood returned to Giiizni , and in the year 400 prepared a
raagniiicent festival , where he displayed to the people hjs wealth in golden thrones and in

other ornaments, in a great plain without the city >'f Ghizui. "— Ferishta.

Page 44.
. . . blood like this
For Liberty shed, so holy is.

Objections may be made to my use of the \\ord Liberty in this, and more especially in the
story that follows it, as totally inapplicable to any state of things that has ever existed in the
East; but though I cannot, of course, mean to employ it in that enlarged and noble sense which
is so well understood at the present day, aud, I grieve to say, so little acted upon, yet it is no
disparagement to the ^^ord to apply it to that national_ iudependenre, that freedom from the
interference and dictation of foreigners, without which, indeed, no liberty of any kind can exist,

and for which both Hindoos and Persians fought against their Mussulman invaders with, in

many cases, a bravery that deserved much better success.

Page 44.
Afrie's Lunar Mountains.

"Sometimes called," says Jackson, "Jibbel Rumrie, or the white or lunar-coloured moun-
tains ; so a white horse is called by the Arabians a moon-coloured horse.

"

Page 45.
Onltj the fierce hijaena stalks
Throughout the city's desolate iralks.

"Gondar was full of hyaenas from the time it turned dark, till the dawn of day, seeking
the different pieces of slaughl> red carcasses, which tliis cruel and unclean people e\])ose in the
streets without burial, andWho iirmly belie\e that these animals are Falashta from the neigh-

bouring mountains, transformed by magie , aud come down to eat human llesh in the dark in

safety." — Bruce.

Page 4G.
But see who yonder cnnies.

This circumstance has been often introduced into poetry; — by Vincentius Fabricius, by
Darwin, aud lately, with very powerful effect, by Mr. VVilsou.

Page 48.
The wild bees of Palestine.

"Wild bees, frequent in Palestine, in hollow trunks or brandies of trees, and the clefts of

rocks. Thus it is said (Psalm 81.), ''honey out of the stony rock." — Burder's Oriental Customs.

Page 48.
And, Jordan, those sweet banks of thine,

And woods, so full of nightingales.
"The river Jordan is on both sides beset with little, iliick, aud pleasant woods, among which

thousands of nightingales warble all together."— Thevenot.

Page 49.
On the brink

Of a small imaret's rustic fount.
Imaret, "hospice oil on loge et uourrit, gratis, les pelerins pendant trois jours.— Toderini,

translated by the Abbe de t'ournand. — See also Castellan's Moeurs des Othomaus, torn. v.

p. Uo.

Page 49.
Jlie boy has started from the bed
Of flowers, where he had laid his head.
And down upon the fragrant sod
Kneels.

"Such Turks as at the couimon hours of prayer are on the road, or so employed as not to

find convenience to attend the Mosques, are still obliged to execute that duty; nor arc they
ever known to fail, whatever business they are then about, but pray immediately when the
hour alarms them, whatever they arc about, in that very place they chance to stand on; in-

somuch that when a janissary, «liom you have to guard you up and down the city, hears the
notice which is piven him from the steeples, he will turn about, stand still, and beckon with
his hand, to tell his charge he must have patience for awhile; when, taking out his handker-
chief, he spreads it on the ground, sits cross-legged thereupon, and says his jirayers, thongli in

the open market, which, having ended, he leaps briskly up, salutes the person whom he un-
dertook to convey, and r<'ne«s his journey witii the mild expression oi ghetl gohnnum ghtll,
or, Come, dear, follow ine. " — Aaron /iille's Travels.



608 aOTES TO LALLA hookh.

Page 51.
The Banyan Hospital.

"This acconnt excited a desire of ^^siting the Banyan Hospital, as I had heard imich oftheir
benevolence to all kinds of animals that were either sirk, lame, or inlirm, through age or acci-
dent. On my arrival, there were presented to my view many horsec, cows, and oxen, in one
apartment; in another, dngs, sheep, goats, and monkeys, with clean straw for them to repose
on. Above stairs were depo-^itories for seeds of many" sorts, and flat, broad dic>hes for water,
for the use of birds and insects.' — Parsnns.

It is said that all animals know tlie Banyans, that the most timid approach them, and that
birds will fly nearer to them than to other people. — Sec Grandpre.

Page 51.
Whose sweetness was not to be drawn '.forth, lii.e that of the fragrant crats near the Ganges,
by crushing and trampling upon them.
"A very fragrant grass from the banks of the Ganges, near Heridwar, which in some places

covers v. hole acres, and diffuses, when crushed, a strong odour."— Sir ff'. Jones ou the Spike-
nard of the Ancients.

Page 52.
Artisans in chariots.

Oriental Tales.

Page 52.
U'aved plates of gold and silver flowers over their heads.

"Or rather," says Scott, upon the passage of Ferishta, from which this is taken, "small
coin, s-tampcd with the ligure of a flower. They are still used in India to distribute in charity,
and, ou occasion, thrown by the purse-bearers of the great among the populace."

Page 52.
His delectable alley of trees.

This road is2.'0 leagues in length. It has "little pyramids or turrets," says Bernier, "erec-

ted every half league, to mark the ways, and frequent wells to afford drink to passengers, and
to water the young trees."

Page 53.

On the clear, cold waters of which floated multitudes of the beautiful red lotus.

"Here is a large pagoda by a tank, on the irater of which float multitudes of the beautiful

red lotus: the flower is larger than that of the while water-lily, and is the most lovely of the

nymphaeas 1 have seen." Mrs. Graham's Journal of a Residence in ludia.

Page 53.

Tf'ho manv hundred years since had fled hither from their Arab conquerors.

"On les voit persecutes par les Khalifes se retirer dans les montagnesdu Kernian : plosienrs

choisircnt pour retraite la Tartaric et la Chine; d'aulits s'arretcreiit sur les bords du Gauge,
a i'est (le i)elhi.'' — M. Anquetil, Me'moires de TAcademie, torn. xxxi. p. 3ili.

Page 53.

As a native of Cashmere , which had in the same manner become the prey of strangers.
" Cashmere (say its historians) had its own princes 40110 years before its conquest by Akbar

in 15H5. Akbar would have found some difficulty to reduce this Paradise of the Indies, situated

as it is, within such a fortress of mountains, but its monarch', "iusef-Khau, was basely be-

trayed by his Omrahs. "— Fennant.
Page 53.

His^ stonj of the Fire-worshippers,
Voltaire tells us that in his Traffedy , "Les Guebrcs," he was generally supposed to have

alluded to the Jansenists; and I should not be surprised if this story of the Fire-worshippers
were found capable of a similar doubleue<s of application.

Page 55.
Who, lulVd in coal kiosk or bower.

"In the midst ofthe garden is the chiosk, that is, a large room, commonly beautified with a
fine fountain in the mid?t of it. It is raised nine or ten steps, aud inclosed with gilded lattices,

round which \ines , jessamines, and honey-suckles, make a sort of green wall: large trees are
Slantcdround this place, .which is the scene of their greatest pleasures."— Lady M. W.
lontagu.

Page 55.
Before their mirrors count the time.

The women of the East are ne\er without their looking-glasses. "In Barbary," says Shaw,
"they are so fond of their looking-glasses, which they hang upon their breasts, that they will

not lay ihem aside, even when, after the drudgery of the day, they are obliged to go two or
three miles with a pitcher or a goat's skin to fetch water." — Travels.

In other parts of Asia they wear little lookiog-glasses on their thumbs. "Hence (and from
the lotus being considered the emblem of beauty) is the meaning of the following mute iuter-

course of two lovers before their parents.
'He with salute of deference due
A lotus to his forehead prest;

She rais'd her mirror to his view.
Then turn'd it inward to her hreaist.'

"

Asiatic Miscellany, vol. ii.

Page 56.
• •

. tV vn trodden solitude

Of Ararafs tremendous peak.

Struy says, "I can well assure the reader that their opinion is not true, who suppose this

mount to be inaccessible." He adds, that "the lower part of the mountain is cloudy, misty,

and dark, the middlemost part very cold, and like clouds of snow , but the tipper regions per-

fectly calm. " — It was ou this mountain that the Ark was supposed to have rested after the De-
luge^ and part of it thwy say exists there still, which Struy thus gravely accounts for:— "Uhereas
none can remember that the air ou the top of the hill did e^ er change or was subject either to

wind or rain, which ispersiimed to be the reason that the Ark has endured so long without being

rotten."—See Carreri's Travels, where theDoctor laughs at his whole account ofMount Ararat.

Page 59.
The Gheber belt tuat round him clung.

"Pour se distiogner des Idolatres de llnde, les Guebres se ceigaent tons d'un cordon de

laine, ou de poil de chamean. "— £"c;/c/«peV/!e Fran^oise.
D'Herbelot says this belt was genejrally of leather.
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Page 59.
JFho morn and even

Hail their Creator's dwelling-vlace

,, , . „ , ,
Among the living lights of Heaven.

As in '"•<*, the Ghebers place the spriiiir-head of it in that globe of lire, the Sim, by them
called Mylhras, or Mihir, to vhich they pay "the hi«?hest reverence, in ffratitude for the inaiiifolil
bciielits flo«inff from its ministerial omniscience. Hut they are so far Irora confounding the sub-
ordination of the Servant with the mnjesty of its Creator, that they not only attribute no sort
of sense or reasoning to the sun or lire, in any of its operations, but consider it as a purely
passive blind instrument, directed and governed bv the immediate impression on it of the will of
God ; bnt they do not even give that luininarv, all-glorious as it is , more than the second rank
amongst his works, resernng the first for that stupendous production of di%ine power, the mind
of raaii. — Grose.— The false charges brought against the religion of these people by their
Mussulman tyrants is but one proof among many of the truth of this writer's remark, that "ca-
lumny 18 ollen added to oppression, if but for the sake of justifying it."

Pa-e CI.
That tree which grows over the tomb of the musician Tan-Sein.

\\ithin the enclosure which surrounds this monument (at Gualior) is a small tomb to thememory of Tan-Sein, a musician of incomparable skill, who flouri'^hed at the court of Akbar.
Ihe tomb is overshadowed by a tree, nuicerning which a superstitions notion prevails, that the
clicwing ol its leaves will give an extraordinary melody to the \oice."— Aarrative of a Journeti
from Agra to Ouzein, bij ff-'. Hunter, Esq.

Pafj^e 61.
The awful signal of the bamboo-staff.

"It IS usual to place a small white triangular flag, iised to a bamboo staff of ten or twclre
feet long, at the place where a tiger has de>troyed a man. It is coininoii for the passenn-era
also to throw each a stone or brick near the spot, so that in the course of a little time a "pile
equal to a good vaggon-load is collected. The sight of these flags and piles of stones imparts
a certain melancholy, not perhaps altogether void of apprehension. "— Oriental i?jc/d Sports,
vol. ii.

Page 61.
Beneath the shade some pious hands had erected, etc.

"The Ficus Indica is called the I'agod Tree and Tree of Councils; the lirst from the idols
placed under its shade; the second, because meetings were held under its cool branches. In
some places it is believed to be the haunt of spectres, as the ancient spreading oaks of Wales
have been of fairies ; in others are erected beneath the shade pillars of stone, or posts, elegantly
carved and ornamented with the most beautiful porcelain to supply the use of mirrors."— Pennant,

Page 61.
The nightingale now bends her flight.

" The nightingale sings from the pomegranate-groves iu the day-time, and from the loftiest
trees at uight. " — Russet's Aleppo.

Page 63.
Before whose sabre's dazzling light, etc.

"^^hen the bright cimltars make the eyes of our heroes wink." — The Moallakat, Poem
of Amru.

Page 63.
As Lebanon' s small mountain-flood
Is rendered holy by the ranks
Of sainted cedars on its banks.

In the Lettres Edifiante.t , there is a different cause assigned for its name rf Holy. "In
these are deep caverns, which formerly served as so many cells for a great number of recluses,
who had chosen these retreats as the only witnesses upon earth of the severity of their penance.
The tears of these pious penitents gave the ri\ er of which we have just treated the name of
the Holy River." — See Chateaubriand's Beauties of Christianity,

Page 64.
A Tocky mountain o'er the sea
Of Oman beetling awfully.

This monntain is my own creation, as the "stupendous chain" of which I suppose it a link
does not extend quite so far as the shores of the Persian Gulf. "This long and lofty range of
mountains formerly divided Media from Assyria, and now forms the boundary of the Persian
and Turkish empires. It runs parallel with the river Tigris and Persian Gulf, and almost dis-
appearing in the vicinity of Goinberoon (Harmozia) seems once more t<i rise in the soiithc rn
districts of Kernian , and following an easterly course through ihe centre of Meckraun and
Balouchistan, is entirely lost iu the deserts of Siude."— Kinneir's Persian Empire.

Page 61.
That bold were IMoslcin, who would dare
At twilight hour to star his skiff.

Beneath the (Iheber's lonely cliff.

"There is an extraordinary hill in this neighbourhood, called Kobe Gubr or the Giiebre's
mountain. It rises in the form of a lofty cupola, and on the summit of it , they say, are the
remains of an Atush Kudu or Fire Temple. It is superstitinusly held to be the residence of
Deeves or Sprites, and many marvellous stories are recounted of the injury and witchcraft
suffered by those who essajed iu former da^s to ascend or explore it." — Potftnger'sBeloochistaii.

Page 65.
Still did the mighty flame burn on.

"At the city of Vczd in Persia, which is disiingiiishcd by the appellation of the Danlb
ALadut, or Seat of Ililigion, the Guebres are peruiitlcd to have an Atush Kudu or I'ire Temple
(which, they assert, has had the sacred lire in it since the days of Zoroaster) in their nun
compartment of the city; but for this indulgence they are indebted to the avarice, not the
tolerance of the Persian governmeut, which taxes them at twenty-lLve rupees each man."—
Puttinger'a Beloochislau.

Page 66.
. . . tchile on that altar's jlrea

They swore.
_ , ,

"iVul d'entre eux nseroit sc perjurer, quand il a pris ii temoin cet element terrible ct ven-
gcur." — Encyclopedic l''rau<;oisc.

40
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Pa«^c 66.
T7te Persian lily nJiineK and towers.

"A virid vcrdnre snccreds the aiUuinnal rains, and the ploughed fielda are covered With the

Persian lily , of a resplendent yellow colour." — RusseTs Aleppo.

Page 69.
Like Dead Sea fruits, that tempt the eye.
But turn to ashes on the lips.

''They say that there are apple-trees upon the sides of this sea, which hear very lovely

frait but within are all full of ashes."— Thevenot. The same is asserted of the oranges there;

see )f'itman» Travels in Asiatic Turkey.
"The Asphalt Lake, known by the name of the Dead Sea, is very remarkable on account of

the considerable proportion of salt which it contains. In this respect it surpasses every other

known water on the surface of the earth. This great proportion of bitter tasted salts is the rea-

son why neither animal nor plant can live in this water." — Klaproth's Chemical Analysis of

the Water of the Dead Sea, Annals of Philosophy, January 1913. Hasselquist, however, doubts

the truth of this last asserlion, as there are shcll-fish to be found in the lake.

Lord Bvron has a similar allusion to the fruits of the Dead Sea, in that wonderful display

of eeniua, his third Canto of Childe Harold, - magniliceut beyond any thing, perhaps, that even

&e aas ever written.

Page 69.
JFTiile tales, that shone in moclcery ni^h.

"The Sahrab or Water of the Desert is said to be caused by the rarefaction of the atmo-
gphcre from evlreme heat; and, which augments the delusion, it is most frequent in hollows,

where water might be expected to lodge. 1 ha\ e seen bushes and trees reflected in it, with as

much accuracy as though it had been the face of a clear and still lake." — Fottinger.
"As to the unbelievers, their works are like a vapour in a plain, which the thirsty traveller

thinketh to be water, until vhen he cometh thereto he iindeth it to be nothing." — Kara
chap. 24.

Page 69.
A flower, that the Bidniusk has just passed over.

"A wind which prevails in February, called Bidmusk, from a small and odoriferons flower

of that name." — "The wind which blows these flowers commonly lasts till the end of the

month." — Le Bruyn.

Page 69.
JVhere the sea-gipsies, jvho live for ever on the water.

"The Biajus are of two races; the one is settled on Borneo, and are a rude but warlike and
industrious nation, who reckon themselves the original possessors^ of the island of Borneo. The
other is a species of .sea-gipsies or itinerant fishermen, who live in small covered^ boats, and en-

joy a perpetual summer on the eastern ocean, shifting to leeward from island to island, with the

variations of the monsoon. In some of their customs this singular race resemble the natives of

the \Iaidivia islands. The Maldivians annually launch a small bark, loaded with perfumes, gums,
flowers, and odoriferous w ood, and turn it adrift at the mercy of winds and waves, as an offer-

ing to the Spirit of the Tf inds; and sometimes similar offerings are made to the spirit whom
they term the King of the Sea. In like manner the Biajus perform their offering to thegod of

evil, launching a small bark, loaded with all the sins and misfortunes of the nation,_ which are

imagined to fall on the unhappy crew that may be so unlucky as first to meet with it." — Vr.
Leyden on the Languages and Literature of the Indo-Chinese Nations.

Page 69.
The violet sherbets.

" The sweet-scented violet is one of the plants most esteemed, particularly for its great use
in Sorbet, which they make of violet sugar." — Hasselquist.

"The sherbet they most esteem, and which is drank by the Grand Signor himself, is made
of violets and sugar." — Tavernier.

Page 69.
TTie pathetic measure of Nava.

"Last of all she took a guitar, and sung a pathetic air in the measure called Nava, which
is always used to express the lamentations of absent lovers. " — Persian Tales.

Page 70.
Her ruby rosary.

" Le Tespih, qui est un chapelet, compose de 99 petites boules d'agathe, de jaspe, d'ambrc,
de corail, ou d'autre matiere prericusc. j'en ai yu un superbe au Seigneur Jerpos ; il etoit de
belles et grosses perles parfaites et egales, estirae trente mille piastres. " — Toderini,

Page 76.
A silk dyed with the blossoms of the sorrowful tree Kilica,

Blossoms of the sorrowful Xyctanthcs give a durable colour to silk. — Remarks on the
Husbandry of Bengal, p. 200. — Mlica is one of the Indian names of this flower. — Sir W.
Jones. — The rersiaus call it Gul. — Carreri.

Page 81.
When pitying Heaven to roses turn''d
The death-flames that beneath him burn'd.

Of their other Prophet Zoroaster, there is a story told in Dion Prusaetts, Orat. 36._, that
the love of wisdom and virtue leading him to a solitary life upon a mountain, he found it one
day all in a flame, shining with celestial fire, out of which he came without any harm, and in-

stituted certain sacrifices to God, who, he declared, then appeared to him. — See Patrick on
Exodus, iii. 2.

Page 90.
They were not noiv far from that Forbidden River.

"Akbar on his way ordered a fort to be built upon the JVilab, which he called Attock,
which means in the Indian language Forbidden; for, by the superstition of the Hindoos, it

was held unlawful to cross that river. " — Dow'a Hindostau.

Page 90.
Resembling, she often thought, that people of Zingn.

"The inhabitants of this country (Zinge) are never afflicted with sadness or melancholy; on
this subject the Sheikh Abu-al-Kheir-Azhari has the following distich: —

"'Who is the man without care or sorrow, (tell) that I may rub my hand to him.
"

' (Behold) the Zingians , without care or sorrow , frolicksome with tipsiuess^and mirth.' Js
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"The pbilosnphcrg have discovered that the cause of this cheerfulness proceeds from the in-

fluence of the star Soheil or Canopus , Mhioh rises over them every niffht." — Extract from
a geographical Persian Manuscript called Heft Alclim, or the Seven Climates, translated by
W. Oustly , Esq.

Page 90.
About two miles from Hussun Abdaul were the Royal Gardens.

1 am indebted for these particulars of Uussuu Abdaul to the very interesting introdaction
of Mr. Elphinstoue'e work upon Caubul.

Page 90.
Putting to death some hundreds of those unfortunate lizards.

" The lizard Stellio. The Arabs call it Hardun. The Turks kill it , for they imagine that

ty decliiiiug the head it munics them when they say their prajers. "— Hasselquist.

Page 90.
As the Prophet said of Damascus , "it was too delicious.''''

"As yon enter at that Bazaar without the gate of Damascus ,
you see the Green Mosque,

80 called "because it halh a steeple faced with green glazed bricks, which render it very re-

eplendcnt ; it is covered at top with a pavilion of the same stuff. The Turks say this mosque
was made in that place, because Mahomet being come so far, would not enter the town, say-
ing it was too delicious."— Thevenot. — This reminds one of the following pretty passage in

Isaac V\altou:— "When I sat last on this primrose bank, and looked down these meadows, I

thouglit of them as Charles the Emperor did of the city of Florence , ' that they were too plea-
eant to be looked on, but only on holidays.'"

JVould remind the Princess of that difference , etc.
_ ^

"Raroun Al Raschid, cinquieme Khalife des Abassides, s'e'tant un jour brouille aveo une de
ses maitresses noiiimee Maridah, qu'il aimoit cependant jusqu' a Texces, e_t cette mesintelligence
ayaiit deja dure quelque terns commenija a s'ennuyer. Giafar Uarmaki , son favori

,
qui s'en

apptrcut , commauda a Abbas ben Ahnaf, excelleut poete de ce terns la, de composer quelques
vers silr ]e sujef de cette brnuillerie. Ce poete cxecuta I'ordre de Giafar, qui fit chanter ces

vers par Moussali en pre'sence du Khalife , et ce Prince fut tellement touche de la tendresse

des vers du pof'te et de la douceur de la voix du musicieu qu'il alia aussitot trouver Maridah,
et fit ea paix a^ ec elle. "— i>' Herbelot.

Page 92.
Where the silken swing.

"The sving is a favourite pastime in the East, as promoting a circalation of air, extreme-
ly refreshing in those sultry climates." — Richardson.

" The ^v ings are adorned with festoons. This pastime is accompanied with oiasic of voices

and of iustiumeuts , hired by the masters of the swings."— Thevenot.

Page 92.

, . , As if all the shores.
Like those of Kathay , iittefd music, and gave
An answer in song to the kiss of each irave.

This miraculous quality has been attributed also to the shore of Attica. "Hujus Uttus, ait

Capella, concentum musicum illisis terrae uudis reddere, quod propter tantam eraditiouis vim
puto^ dictum. " — Ludov. lives in Augustin. de Civitat, Vei , lib. xviii. c. 8.

Page 90.
TTie basil tuft that waves
Its fragrant blossoms over graves.

"The women in Egypt go, at least two days in the week, to pray and weep at the_ sepul-

chres of the dead; and the custom then is to throw upon the tombs a sort of herb , which the

Arabs call rihan, and which is our sweet basil, "— JUai7/e£ , Lett. 10.

Page 97.
The mountain-herb that dyes

The tooth of the fawn like gold.
Niebuhr thinks this may be the herb which the Eastern alchymists look to as a means

of making gold. "Most of those alchymical enthusiasts think themselves sure of success,

if they could but find out the herb, which gilds the teeth and gives a yellow colour to the flesh

of the shiep that eat it. Even the oil of this plant must be of a golden colour. It is called

Haschiscl.at erf dab."
Father Jerom Dandini, however, asserts that the teeth of the goats at Mount Libaiius are

of a silver cofour; and adds, "this conlirnis me that which 1 observed in Candia : to wit, that

the animals that live on Mount Ida eat a certain herb, which renders their ti eth of a golden

colour; which, according to my judgment, cannot otherwise proceed than from the mines which
are under ground."— Dandini, Voyage to Mount Libanus.

Page 98.
'Tis I that mingle in one sweet measure
The pant , the present , and future of pleasure.

"Whenever our pleasure arises from a succession of sounds, it is a perception of compli-

cated nature, made up of a sensation of the present sound or note, and an idea or remem-
brance of the foregoing, while their mixture and concurrence produce such a mysterious de-

light, as neither could have produced alone. And it is often heightened by an anticipation of

the succeeding notes. Thus Sense, Memory, and Imagination, are conjunctively employed.'"—
Cerrard on Taste.

This is exactly the Epicurean theory of Pleasure, as explained by Cicero: — "Quocirca
corpus gaudere tam diu, dum praesenteui sentiret voluptatem ; aniinum et pracsentem percipere

pariter rum corpore el prospicere venieutem, ncc praeteritam praettrduere sinere."

Madame deStael accounts upon the same principle for the gratification we derive from_ rhijme:
— "Elle est I'image tie fopc'rance et du souvenir. Vn son nous fait desirer celni qui doit lui

repoudrc, ct quaud le second rcteutit, il no\is rappclle celui qui \ient de nous echapper."

Page 99.
'Tis dawn, nt least that earlier daivn,

Jfhose gliinpscs are again withdrawn.
"The Persians have two mornings, the Soobhi hazini and the Soobhi Sadig, the false and

the real day-break. They account for this phenomenon in a most whimsical manner. They say

that as the sun rises from behind the Kohi Qat (Mount Cancjisus), it passes a hole perforated

through that mountain, and that darting its rays through it, it is the cause of the Soobhi Kazim,
or this temporary appearance of day-bieak. As it ascends, the earth is again veiled in darkness,

until the sun rises above the mountain , and brings wilh it the Soobhi Sadig, or real moruiug."
— Scott Warins. lie thinks Milton may allude to this, when ho says,
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Ere the blabbing Eastern scout,
The uice ranrn on the Indian steep
Froui her cabin'd loop-hnlc peep.

Page m.
Jiflil a feast

In his magniflcdit Shalimar.
"In the centre of the plain, as it approaches the Lake, one of the Delhi Emperors, I believe

Shah Jehan, con.-trnrteil a spacious gurJen calletl the "iialiniar, which is abundantly stored with
fniit-trccH and flowering sliriibs. Some of the rivulets which intersect the plain are led into a
canal at the bart of the garden, and flowing thntiigli it^ cfiiire, or occasionally thrown into a
variety of water-works, compose the chief beaufy (if the Shalimar. To decorate this (.pot the
Mogul Princes of India have displayed an equal inairnillcence and taste; especially Jehan Gheer,
who, with the enchanting \oor Mahl , made Kasliinire his usual residence during ihe summer
innnihi^. On arches throuu over the canal are erected, at equal distances, four or live suits of
apartments, each consisting of a saloon, with four rooms at the angles, where the followers of
the courl attend, and the servants prepare sherbet?, colTcc, and the hookah. The fiame of the
doors of the Drincipal saloon is ciunposcd of pieces of a stone of a black colour, streaked with yel-
low lines, and of a closer grain and higher polisli than porphyry. They were taken, it \i said,
from a Hindoo temple, by one of the Mogul princes, aud'a're esteemed of great value." —
Forster,

Page 101.
AvA oh, if there ho, etc.

"Aroand the exterior of the Dcm an Khass (a building of Shah Allam's) io the cornice are
the following lines in letters of gold upon a (rround of white marble; — 'i/ there be a paradise
upon earth, it is this, it is this.' " — Franklin.

P.igc 104.

•I'u r>L'
Like that painted pnrrelain.

"Ihe Chinese had formerly the art of jiaiiiting on the sides of porcelain vessels fish and
other aniuial.-, which were only" perceptible \ihen the vessel was full of some liquor. They call
thin species hia-lsin, that is, aLure in put in presf, on ac<'ount of the manner in which the azure
is lairl on." '-They are every now and then tr\ing to recover the art of this magical painting,
but to uo purpose. ' — Dunn.

Page 104.
More perfert than the rlivin^st imafrps in the House of Azor.

An eminent carver of idols, said in tlie Koran to be father to Abraham. "I have such a
lovely idol as is not to be met with in the house of Azor." — Haflz.

Page 104.
The grottos, hermitages, and miraculous fountains.

"The pardonable superstition of the sc(|uestercd inhabitants has multiplied the places of
worship of Mahadco, of Beschan, and of Drama, All Cashmere is holy laud, and miraculous
fountains abound." — Major RenneU's Memoirs of a Map of Hindostan.

Jehanguire mentions '-a fountain in ('ashmirc called Tirnagh, which signifies a snake; pro-
bably because some large snake had formerly been seen there.'' — "During the life-time of my
fathi;'', I. went twice to this fountain, whi.-h is about twenty coss from the city of Cashmeer.
Ihe vestiges of places of worship and sanctity are to be traced without number amongst the
ruins and the ca\es, which are intorsiiersed in its neighbourhood."

—

TuozekJehangeery.—
SeeJsiat. Misr. vol. ii.

There is another account of Cashmere by \bul-Fazil. the authorof the Ayin-Acbaree, "who,"
says Major Rennell, "appears to have caught some of toe enthusiasm of the Valley, by his de-
scriptions of the holy places in it."

P.ige 104.
Jf'hose houses roofd with Jloti^ers.

"On a standing roof of wood is laid a covering of line earth, Mhich shelters the building
from the great quantity of snow that falls in the winter season. This fence communicates an
equal warmth in winter, as a refreshing coolness in the »-ummer season, when the tops of the
houses, which are planted with a variety of flowers, exhibit at a distance the spacious view of
a beautifully checquered parterre."— i^or.ster.

Page 104.
Lanterns of the triple-coloured tortoi.':e-shell of Pegu.

"Two hundred slaves there are, who have no other office thau to hunt the woods and mar-
shes for triple-coloured tortoises for the king's Vivary. Of the shells of these abio lauterusare
made." — f incent le Blanc a Travels.

Page 105.
The meteors of the north, as they are seen by those hunters.

For a descripiiou of the Aurora Boiealis as it appears to these hunters, see Encyclopaedia.

Page 105
_ _

The cold, odoriferous wind.
This wind, which is to blow from Syria Damascena, is, according to the Mahometans, one

of the signs of the Last Day's approach.
Another of the signs is, "Great distress in the world , so that a man when he passes

by another's grave shall say. Would to God I were in his place!" — Sale's Preliminary
Discourse.

Page 105.
The Cerulean Throne of Koolburga.

' On Mahommcd Shaw's return to Koolburga (the capital of Dekkan), he made a great festi-
val, and mounted this throne with much pomp and maguilicence, calling it Firozeh or Cerulean.
1 have heard some old persons, who saw the throne Firozeh iu the reign of Sultan Slamood
Bhainenee, describe it. They say that it was in length nine feetj and three in breadth ; made
«1 ebony, covered with plates of pure gold, and set with precious stones of immense value.
i!.vcry prince of the hou.-e of Bhainenee, who possessed this Throne, made a point of adding
to it some rich stones; so that wiieu iu the reign nl Sultan Mamood it was taken to pieces, to
remove some of the jewels to be set in vases aniT cups, the jewellers valued it at one corore of
oons (nearly four iniliioiis sterling;. 1 learned also that it «as called Firozeh from being partly
enamelled of a sky-blue colour, which « as in lime totally cuuoealed by the uumbcr of jewelB,"— Feriehla,
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Preface, p. 109.
^n erroneous translation by the LXX. 0/ that verse in the sixth Chapter of Genesis, etc.'

L HE error of these interpreters (and, it is said, of the old Italic version also,) was in making
it ot AyyO.oi TH Sey, "the Angels of God," instead of "the Sons-'- — a mistake, which,
assisted by the alleffnrizing comiaents of Philo, and the rhapsodical fictions of the Book ofEnoch',
was more than sufficient to allect the imaginations of such half-Pagan writers as Clemens Alex-
andrinus, Tertullian, and Lactantius, who, chiefly, among the Fathers, ha\-e indnlged themselves
in fanciful reveries upon the subject. The greater number, however, have rejected the fiction
with indignation. Chrysostom, in his twenty-second Homily upon Genesis, earnestly exposes its

absurdity"; and Cyril accounts such a supposition as syyvi uujoik;, "bordering on folly.""*
According to these Fathers (and their opinion has been followed by all the theologians, down
from St. Thomas to Caryl and Lightfoot-j-,) the term "Sons of God," must be underi^tood to
mean the descendants of Seth, by Euos— a family peculiarly favoured by heaven, because with
them, men first began "to call upon the name of the Lord"—while, by "the daughters of men,"
they suppose that the corrupt race of Cain is designated. The probability, however, is, that
the words in question ought to have been translated "the sons of the nobles or great men,"
as we find them interpreted in the Targum of Onkelos, (the most ancient and accurate of all
the Chaldaic paraphrases,) and, as it appears from Cyril, the version of Symmachus also ren-
dered them. This translation of the passage removes all difficulty, and at once relieves the
Sacred History of an extravagance, whichj however it may suit the imagiuatiou of the poet, is

iucousisteut with all our notions, both philosophical and religious.

Page 110.
Transmit each moment^ night and day.

The echo of His luminuus wi>rd

!

Dionysius (De Coelest. Hicrarch.) is of opinion, thai when Isaiah represents^ the Seraphim
as crying out "one unto the other," his intention is to describe those communications ot the
Divine thought and will, which are continually passing from the higher orders of the angels to

the lower: — o'ta y.at avrs^ rag ^sorazog 2£e(jaipift ot &to?.oyoi. tpaaiv irsouv rroog tov tTBOov

xexqaysrai, aaipw; tv Turtu, xu^antq oiiuat, dijP.urrt;, on rtov ^io?.oyiywv yvoiatujv oi notazot

roig dtvTtooti /un adidoaat.— See also, in the Paraphrase of Pachymer upon Dionysius, cap. 2.

rather a striking passage, in which he represents all living creatures, as being, iu a stronger or
fainter degree, " echos of God."

Page 110.
One of cartas fairest woman-kind
Half veiVd from view, or rather shrined
In the clear crystal of a brook.

This is given upon the authority, or rather according to the fancy of some of the Fathers,
who suppose that the women of earth were first seen by the angels in this situation; and St.
Dasil has even made it the serious foundation of rather a rigorous rule for the toilette of his

fair disciples ; adding, iy.arov yan i^i nai)ayVfiriijj.ivov y.a?.?.og y.ai vlug -d^ts rrnog rjJoi7;v yo'l-

T€vaai,yat ugav!^ri(onMg diaravztiv artoOviiaxovTug, ^vijra; ajioSiigai.— De Vera Virgiuitat.

torn i. p. 747. Edit Paris. 1618.

Page 113.
The first that juice of earth, etc. etc.

For all that relates to the nature and attributes of angels, the time of their creation, the
extent of their knowledge, and the power which they possess, or can occasionally assume of
performing such human functions as eating, drinking, etc. etc., I shall refer those who are in-
quisitive upon the subject to the following works: — The Treatise upon the Celestial Hierarchy,
written under the name of Dionysius the Arcopagite, iu which, among much that is heavy and

' It is lamentable to think that this absurd production, of which we now know the whole
from Dr. Laurence's translation, should ever have been considered as an inspired or authen-
tic work. — Sec the Preliminary Dissertation prefixed to the Translation.

•' One of the arguments of ('hrjsostom is, that Angels are no where else, in the Old Te-
stament, called "Sons of God," — but his commentator. Montfaucon, shows thai he is mistaken,
and that in the liook of Job they are so designated, (c. 1. v. 6.) both in the original Hebrew
and the Vulgate, tlioiigli not in the Septuagint. which alone, he sa^s, Chrysostom read.
•" Lib. ii. Glaphyroium. — I'hilaestrius, in his enumeration of heresies, classes this story

of the Angels among the number, and says it deserves only to be ranked with those fictions
about gods and gtiddesses, to which the fancy of the Pagan poets gave birth: — "Sicuti et

"Paganorum et Poctarum memhicia ailscruut deos deasque trausfuiniatos nefanda coujiigia
" conimisisse."— De Macrcs. Edit. Rasil. p. 101,

•J-
Lightfoot says " Tlie sons of God, or the members of the Church, and the progeny of

Seth, marrying carelcs.ily and promiscuously with the daughters of men, or brood of Cain,
etc' 1 find iu Pole that, according to the Samaritan version, the phrase may be understood
as meaning "the Sous of the Judges."— So variously may the Hebrew word, Eluhim, be in-

terpreted.
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trifling, there are some .sublime notions concerning the affency of these spiritual creatures—
the Questions " de conriiitinne anjclorum" of St. Thoma-, where" he examines most prolixly into
such puzzlinp point? a.-^ '-whether ansels illuminate earh other," "whether they speak to each
other," etc. etc. — The Thesaurus of Cocccius, containing extracts from almost every theologian
that has written on the subject— the 9lh, lOth and llih chapters, sixth book, of " L Histoire dcs
Juif:^, " where all the cxlranrdinary reveries of the Rabbins * about an?els and daemons aro
enumerated— the Questions attribuied to St. Athannsius— the Treatise of Bonaventure upon
the Wings of the l^eraphim"— and, lastly, the ponderous folio of Suarez "• de Angelis,' whcro
the reader will find all that has ever been fancied or reasoned, upon a subject which only tuck
writers could have contrived to render so dull.

Page 112.
TTie Spirit of yon beauteoun star.

Il is the opinion of Kircher, Ricciolus , etc. (and was, I beliere, to a certain degree, that of
Origen) that the stars are moved and directed by intelligences or angels who preside over them.
Among other passages from Scripture in support of this notion, they cite those words of the
Book of Job, '•'^^h(n the morning stars sang together."'— I pon whicli Kirrher remarks, " \on
dc materialibus intelligitur. " iliu. 1. Isagog. Astrouum. See also Caryl's most wordy Com'
meutary uu the same text.

Vage 112.
Anfl thp hrisht Jf atchers near the throne.

"The Watchers, the offspring of heaven."— Hook of Enoch. In Daniel also the angels are
called watchers:— ".\ud behold, a watcher and an holy one came down from heaven." iv. 13.

Page 113.
Then first the fatal wine-cup rain'd, etc.

Some of the circumstances of this story were sugctsted to me by the Eastern legend of the
two angels, Harut and Marut, as it is gi\en by Mariii, who s.iys, that the author of~theTaaliin
founds upon it the Mahometan prohibition of wine. The Qahar'dauush tells the story differently.

Page 11+.
TVhy, irhij have hapless Jn^els eyes ?

Tertullian imagines that the words ot St. Paul, "Woman ought to have a veil on her head***.
account of the angels ," have an e\ Ident referenre to the fatal effects which the beauty of

Fathers, in proof of which 1 need only refer to some passages in the same writer's" treatise,
" De \niuia, to the Second and Third Books of the Paedagogus of Clemens Alexandrinus, and
to the instances which La Mothc le Vayer has adduced from Chrysoalom in his liexamerou
Ilustique, Journee Secoude.

Page 115.
JFhen Lucifer, in falling, hare

The third of the bright utars array.
" And his tail drew the third part of the stars of heaven , and did cast them to the earth."

Revelat . xii.4.— '• Docent saucti (says Suarezj supremum angelum traxisse seciun tcrtiam par-

tem steilarum. " Lib. T. cap. 7.

Page 115.
Rise, in earth^s beauty, to repair
That loss of light anil glory there!

The idea of the Fathers was that the \ acaucies, occasioned in the different orders of angels
by the fall, were to be filled up from the human race. There is , howe\ er , another opinion,

backed by Papal authority, that it was only the tenth order of the Celestial Hierarchy that fell,

and that, therefore, the "promotions which occasionally take place from earth are intended for

the completion of that grade alone: or, as il is explained by Salonius (Dial, in Eccl.)— "Decern
sunt ordincs angeiorum, sed unus cecidit per superbiam, et idcirco boui angeli semper laborant,

ut de homiuibus nuuierus adimpleatur , et proveniat ad perfectiim numerum, id est, denarium.

"

According to some theologians, virgins alone are admitted "ad collegium angelonira;" but ihe

author 7 of the "Speriilum Peregrinarum Qiiaestionuin " rather questions this exclusive privi-

lege: — • Hoc non \ideiur verum
,

quia multi, non virgiues, ut Petrus et Magdaleua , Jnultis

etiam virgiuibus emiucutiorea suut." Decad. 2. cap. 10,

Page 116.
^Tivas RiBi.

I might have chosen perhaps some better name , but it is meant (like that of Zaraph in the
following story; to define the particular class of spirits to which the angel belonged. The author
of the Book of Enoch, who estimates at 200 the number of angels that descended upon Mount
Hermon, for the purpose of making lo\e to the women of earth, has favoured us with the names
of their leader and chiefs— Samyaza, Lrakabarameel, Akibeel, Tamiel, etc. etc.

In that heretical worship of angels, which prevailed, to a great degree, during the ilrst ages
of Christianity, to name them seems to have been one of the most important ceremonies; for

we find it expressly forbidden in one of the Canons (S.'ith) of the Council of Laodicea. ovo-

fia^iiy ra; cyyt/a;. Jusephus too mentions , among the religious rites of the Esseucs, their

* The following may serve as specimens: — "LesAnges ne s^avent point la iangue Chal-
dai'que; c'est pourquoi'ils ne portent point a Dieu les oraisons de ceux qui prieiit dans cette
langne. lis se tronipent soiivent ; i!s out des erreurs dangereuses: car lAiige dc la luort,

qui esl charge de faire mourir un homine, en preiid quelquefois un autre , ce qui cause de
glands desordres . lis soiit charges de chanter devaut Dieu le Cautique,
Saint, Saint est le Dieu des armees; mais ils ne rcmplissent cet ollice qu'une fois le iour,
dans line semaine, dans un mois, dans un an, dans un siecle, ou dans 1" eteruite. LAnge
qui liilloil contre Jacob le pres--a de le laisser aller , lorsque I'Aurore pariit

,
parce que

c'etoit son tour de chanter le Caiitii|iie ce jour la ce qu'il n'avoil encore jamais fait."
•• This work (which, notwithstanding its title, is, probably, quite as dull as the rest) I

have not, myself, been able to see, havfng searched for it in vain through the King's Library
at Paris, though assisted by the zeal and kindni ss of Si. Langles and M. Vonpradt , whose
jiberal administration of that most liberal establishment, entitles them — not only for the
imnitdiatc effect of such conduct, but for the useful and civilLiing example it holds forth—
to llie most cordial gratitude of the whole literary world.
"•

i Corinth, xi. 10. Dr. Macknight's Translation.
7 F. Bdrtholomaeuij Sibylla.
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swearing "to preserve the names of the angels," — avtrtjotjaeiv ra tuiv ayyiltav orojuara.

Bell. Jud. lib. 2. cap. 8. — See upon this subject, Van Dale, de Orig. et Progress. Idololat.

cap. 0.

Pan^e 116.
Those bright creatures, nairid

Spirits of Knowledge.

The word cherub signifies knowledge — to yrogr/.ov avrtuv y.ai SsoTTTf/ov, says Diony-

sius. Hence it is that Ezekiel, to express the abundance of their knowledge, represents thein as
"full of eyes."

Page 117.
SummoTi'd his chief angelic powers
To witness, etc.

St. Augustin, upon Genesis, seems rather inclined to admit that the angels had some share
("aliquod uiiuisterium") iu the creation of Adam and Eve.

Page 119.
I had beheld their First, their Eve,
Born in that splendid Paradise.

Whether Eve was created ?n I*;iradise or not is a question that has been productive of much
doubt and controversy among the theologians. With respect to Adam, it is agreed on all sides

that he was created outside; and it is acrordingly asked, with some warmth, by one of the
commentators, "why should woman, the iguobler creature of the two, be created within?'''
Others, on the contrary, consider this distinction as but a fair tribute to the superior beauty
nod purity of Moraen, and some, in their zeal, even seem to think that, if the scene of her cre-
ation was not already Paradise, it became so, immediately upon that event, in compliment to
her. Joscphus is one of those, who think that Eve was formed outside; Tcrtullian, too, among
the Fathers — and, among the TheologianSj Rupertus, who, to do him justice, never misses an
opportunity of putting on record his ill-will to the sex. Pererius, however, (and his opinion
eeems to be considered the most orthodox) thinks it much more consistent with the order of the
Mosaic narration, as w ell as with the sentiments of Basil and other Fathers, to conclude that
Eve was created in Paradise,

Page 119.
Her error, too.

The comparative extent of Eve's delinquency, and the_ proportion which it bears to that of
Adam, is another point which has exercised the tiresome ingenuity of the Commentators ; and
they seem generally to agree (with the exception always of Rupertus) that, as she was not yet
created when the prohibition was issued, and therefore could not have heard it, (a conclusion
remarkably confirmed by the inaccurate way in which she reports it to the serpent") her share
in the crime of disobedience is considerably lighter than that of Adam.'*' In corroboration of
this view of the matter, Pererius remarks that it is to Adam alone the Deity addresses his re-
proaches for having eaten of the forbidden tree, because to Adam alone the order had been ori-

ginally promulgated. So far, indeed, does the gallantry of another commentator, Hugh de St.

Victor, carry him, that he looks upon the words "I will put enmity between thee and the woman"
as a proof that the sex was from that moment enlisted into the service of heaven, as the chief
foe and obstacle which the spirit of E\ il would ha^ e to contend with in his iuroada on this

world : — "si dciuceps Eva iuimica Diabolo, ergo fuit grata et arnica Deo. "

Page 120.
Call her— think what — his Life! liis Life!

Chavah (or, as it is in the Latin version, Eva) has the same signification as the Greek, Zoe.
Epiphanius, among others, is not a little surprised at the application of such a name to Eve,

90 immediately too, after that awful denunciation of death, "dust thou art, etc. etc. f Some of
the commentators think that it was meant as a sarcasm, and spoken by Adam, in the first bit-

terness of his heart, ^in the same spirit of irony (9ays_ Pererius) as that of the Greeks in cal-

ling their Furies, Eumenides, or Gentle.
-j-i-

Hut the Bishop of Chalon, rejects this supposition:
— "Explodendi sane qui id nominis ab Adamo per ironiam iuditum uxori suae putaiit; atque
quod mortis causa esset, amaro joco vitam appellasse."ft+

With a similar feeling of spleen against women , some of these " disrillateurs des Saintes
Lettres (as Bayle calls them) in rendering the text "I will make him a help tiicit for him."
translate these last words ^'against or contrary to him" (a meaning Mhirh, it apjiears, the
original will bearj and represent them as prophetic of those contradictions and perplexities, which
men experience Irom women in this life.

It is rather strange that these two instances of perverse commentatorship should have es-

caped the researches of Bayle, in his curious article upon Eve. He would ha\e found another
subject of discussion, equally to his taste, in Gataker's whimsical dissertation upon E\e'9 know-

ledge of the re/vt] vipaviixt] , and upon the notion of Epiphanius that it was taught her in

a special revelation from heaven.— Miscellan. lib. ii. cap. 3. p. 200.

Page 123.
Oh idol of inij dreams! whatever
Thy nature he—human , divine.

Or but half heuv^nlij.

In an article upon the Fathers, which appeared, some years since, in the Edinburgh Re-
view (No. 47.), and of which I have made some little use in these notes, (having that claim
over it—as " (|uiddam nntum propriumque" — which Lucretius gives to the cow o\cr the calf,)

there is the following remark: — "The belief of an intercourse between angels and woir.^ii,

founded upon a false version of a text in Genijsis, is oik; of those extravagant notions of St.

Justin and other Fathers , which show_ how little they had }et purified themsehes from the
gcossues!) of heathen mythology , and iu how many respects their heaven was but Olympus,

* "Curdenique Evam, quae Adamo ignobilior erat, formavit intra Paradisum?"
" Rupertus considers these variantes as intentional and i)re\aricat(iry, and as the first

instance upon record of a wilful vitiation of the words of God, for llie purpose of suiting
the corrupt views and propensities of human nature. — De Triuital. lib. iii. cap. 5.

*'• Caietanus, indeed, pronounces it to be "minimum peccatum."

\ Kai fifza TO ay.Hoat^ yi; u xai et; y»;v a:re?.{uati, /Litza Ttiv TtaQttfittCTtv. y.ai f;v 9ttv-

fittOTOv oTi fUTa TijV naoa^aaiv ravTiiv ziiv ^hyahiv sa/ev e,i(aivfttar. Haercs. 78. §. 18.

torn i. edit. Paris, 1U22.

fi Lib. H. p. 2:54.

iti Pontua Tyard do recta nominiun impositionc, p. 14.
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wiih other names. Yet we can hardly be angry with them for this one error , when we recol-
lect that possibly to their enamoured angels we owe_ the fanciful world of sylphs and cnomes,
and thnt at this'moracnt we might have wanted Pope's most exquisite poem, if the version of
the L\X. had translated the Book of Genesis correctly."

The following is one among many passages, which may be adduced from the Comte de
Gabalis, in conlirmation of this remark:— " Ces enfans du ciel engendrerent les ge'ans fameux,
s'etant fait aimer aux lilies dcs hommes; el les mauvais cabalistes Joseph et Philo (comme tons
les Jtiifs sent ignorans) , et apres eux tous les auteurs que jai nomme tout al'heure, ont dit
que c'etoit des anges , et n'ont pas sgii que c'etoit les sylphes et les autres peuples des elemens,
qui sous le nom d'enfans d'EIuim sout distingues des enfans des hommes. — See Entret.
Second.

Pagre 125.
So high she tieem'd her CheruVs love

!

"A'ihil plus desiderare potuerint quae augelos possidebant — magno scilicet nupserant."
TertuU. de Habitu Mulieb. cap 2.

Pajre 125.
Then first were fliamonds caught , etc.

" Qnelques gnomes desireux de devenir imraortels, avoient vouin gagner les bonnes graces
de nos lilies, et leur avoient apporte des picrrcries dont ils sont gardiens naturels ; et ces au-
teurs ont cru , s'appayans sur le livre d'Lnoch mal-entendu

,
que c'e'toient des pieges que les

anges amoureux , etc. etc." Comte de Gabalis.
Tcrtullian traces all the chief luxuries of female attire, the neck-laces , armlets, rouge, and

the black powder for the eye-lashes, to the retearches of these fallen angels into the inmost
recesses of nature, and the discoveries tliey were, in consequence, enabled to make, of all

that could embellish the beauty of their earthly favourites. The passage is so remarkable that

1 shall give it entire: — "Nam et illi qui ea conslituerant, daninati in poenam mortis depu-
tautur: illi scilicet angeli, qui ad iilias hominura de coelo ruenint, ut haec quoque ignomiuia
foeminac accedat. iVam cum et malerias qiiasdam bene occultas et artes plerasque non bene
revelatas , seculo multo magis imperito prodidisseut (siquidem et metallorum opera nudaverant,
et hcrbarum ingcnia tradiixerant et incantationum vires provulgaverant , et oinnem curiositatem
usque ad stellarum interpretatioiiem designa^ erant: proprie et quasi pcculiariter foeminis instru-

meutum istudrauliebris gloriae coiituleruut : lumina lapillorum, quibus monilia variantur, et cir-

culos ex aiiro, quibus brachia arctantur; et mcdicamenta ex fuco . quibus lajiae colorantur, et

ilium ipsum nigrum pulverejii
,
quo oculorum exordia producuutur. De Habitu Mulieb. cap. 2.

— See him also "De Cultu Foem. cap. 10.

Page 125.
The mighty magnet, set

In woman^s form.
The same figure, aa applied to female attractions, occurs in a singular passage of St. Basil,

of which the following is the conclusion: — ^ta Tt;y ivovaccr y.ura tov aooiro; avTijg cpvai-

y.rjr dvranTsiar, u; atOtjoo:, f'iut, TTonow^ev fiayvriTi:, tovto nnoi iavrov fiayyavtvi. De
Vera Virginitat. tom. i. p. 727. It is but fair, however, to add, that Hermaut, the biogra-

pher of Basil, has pronounced this most nusanctified treatise to be spurious.

Page 125.
I've said, " JSay, look not there, my love,'^ etc.

I am aware that this happy sajing of Lord Albemarle's loses much of its grace and playful-

ness, by beiug put into the mouth "of any but a human lover.

Page 126.
JSote.

Clemens Alesandrinus is one of those who suppose that the knowledge of snch sublime
doctrines was derived from the disclosure of the angels. Stromal, lib. v. p. 48. To the same source
Cassianus aild others trace all impious and daring sciences, such as magic, alchemy, etc. "From
the fallen angels (sajs Zosimus) came all that miserable knowledge which is of no use to the

soul." — Tluyra ja rro»'t,oa y.at ij.i,6iv ttxft'/.arra zr^v xpvj(iv. Ap. Photium.

Page 126.
That light

Escaping from the Zodiac's signs.

"La lumiere zodiacale n'est autre chose que latmosphere du soleil."— Lalande.

Page 134.
yls 'fi« graved

Upon the tablets that, of old.

By Cham were from the Deluge sor'rf.

The pillars of Srth are usually referred to as the depositaries of antc-dilnvian knowledge;
but they were inscribed with none but astronomical secrets. 1 have, therefore, preferred here
the tablets of Cham, as beiug, at least, more miscellaneous in their information. The following

account of them is given in Jablunski from Cassianus: — "Quantum euim antiquae traditiones

ferunt Cham lilius Aoae, qui superstitiouibus ac profanis fuerit artibus iustitutus, sciens nullum
se posse superbis memorialcm librum in arcam inferre, in quam erat ingressurus, sacrilegaa artes

ac profana commcnta durissimis insculpsit lapidibus."

Page 134.
And this young angel's ''mong the rest.

Pachymer, in his Paraphrase on the Hook de Di^inis Nominibus of Dionysius, speaking of

the lincarnation of Christ, savs. that it was a mystery ineffable from all time, and "unknown
even to the first and oldest aiigel," justifying this last phrase by the authority of St. John in

the Revelation.i

Page 134.
Circles of light that, from the. same

Eternal centre sweeping ivide.

Carry its beams on every side.

See the 13th chapter of Dionysius for his notions of the manner in which God s ray is com-

municated, first to the Intelligences near him, and then to those more remote, gradually losing

its own brightness as it passes into a denser medium. — rtooafSa/.^ovaa rfe rati naxvTeoaii

v}.ai;, auud'itjTeoav t/inriv diadortaijr trcitpavfiav.
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Page 136.
TTien first did woman's virgin brow

That hymeneal chaplrt wear,
JP'hich when it dies, no second i^ow

Can bid a new one bloom out there.
la the Catholic church, when a widow is married, she is not, I believe, allowed to wear

flowers on her head. The ancient Romans, honoured with a "corona pudicitiae," or crowu of mo-
desty, those who entered but ouce into the marriage state.

Page 137.
Her, who near

The Tabernacle stole to hear
The secrets of the Angel.

Sara.

Page 137.
Two fallen Splendors.

The Sephiroths are the higher orders of einanaiive being, in the strange and incomprehen-
sible system of the Je\nsh Cabbala. They are called by various names, Pity, Beauty, etc. etc. ;

and their iiitluences are supposed to act through certain canals, which communicate with each
other. The reader may judge of the rationality of the system by the following explanation of
part of the machinery: — "Les canaux qui sortent de la Mise'rirnrde et de la Force, et qui
vont aboutir a la Beaute, sout charges d'un grand nombre d'Anges. 11 y en a frente-cinq sur
!e canal de la Misericorde, qui reVompensent et qui couronnent'la vertu des Saints, etc. etc."
— For a coucise account of the Cabalistic Philosophy, see Euiield's very useful compendium of
Brucker.

Page 137.
From that tree

JVhich buds with such eternally.
"On les represente quelquefois sous la ligure d'un arbre .... I'Ensoph qu'on met an-des-

sns de I'arbre Sephirotique ou des Spleudeurs dlvius, est I'Iniini." — L'Histoire dea Juifs, liv.

is. 11.
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Of this learning, what a thing it is

!

Shakspeabe.

Page 145.
So Ferdinand embroiders gaily.

It would be an e(liryin<^ thing to write a history of the private amu^^ementsi of sovereigns,
tracing them down from tlie fly-slicking of Domitian, the inole-catching of Artabanus , the liog-

mimicLing of Parinenides, the hors^e-currying of Aretas, to the petticoat-embroideriug of Fer-
diuaud, and the patience plajiug of the P e R 1!

Page 147.
1 our curst tea and toast.

Is Mr. Bob aware that his contempt for tea renders him liable to a charge of atheixm ?

Such, at least, is the opinion cited in Christian. Falster. .Jmoenitat. Philolog. — " Atheuin
iuterprctabatur hominera ad herba The aversara." He Mould not, I lliinii, have been so irrever-

ent to this beverage of scholars, if he had read Prtrr PetiVs I'oem in praise of Tea, addressed
to the learned Huet — or the Epipraphe vhich Perhtinus Mrote for an altar he meaut to de-

dicate to this herb — or the Anacreontics of i^efer Francius, in which he calls Tea

The following passage from one of these Anacreontics will, I have no doubt, be gratifying

to all true Theists.
OeOtg, SlViV Tt TTUTQl

Er ynvaioig ay.vipoiai

/Itdui ro vixrao H[ir],

^e fioi diay.oroiiTO

Sxvipoig tv ftvoQivotai,

Ten y.aV.ii TiQcnsaat

JLaZai; /f^ffiat y.noai.

Wliich may be thus translated :

Yes, let Hebe, ever young,
High in h(;av'u her \ectar hold,

And 10 Jove's immortal throng
Pour the tide in cups of gold—

1 tl not envy heaven's Princes,
While, with snowy hands, for me,

Kate the china tea-cup rinses,

And pours out her best Bohea!

Page 149.
Here break we off, at this unhallowUl name.

The late lord C. of Ireland had a curious theory about names; — he held that every man
with t/jree names was a jacobin. His instances in Ireland were numerous: — viz. Archibald

Hamilton Rowan, Theobald Wolfe Tone, James Xapper Tandy, John Philpot Curran, etc. etc.

and in England, he produced as examples Charles James Fox , Richard Brinsley Sheridan,

John Home Tooke, Francis Burdett Jones, etc. etc.

The Romans called a thief "homo irium literarum.

"

Tun' trium literarum homo
Me vituperas'? Fur. '

Plautus, Anlalar. Act 2. Scene 4.

Page 151.
The Testament, turned into melodrames nightly.

"The Old Testament," says the theatrical Critic in the Gazette de France, "is a mine of
gold for the managers of our small play-houses. A multitude crowd round the The'atre de la

Gaite e\cry evening to see the I'a.ssage of the Red Sea."
In the play-bill of one of these sacred melo-drames at Vienna, we find "The Voice of G—d,

by M. Schwartz."

Page 154.
Turns from Jiis i<icti/ng to his glees.
And has them both iiell executed.

How amply these two propensities of the Noble Lord would have been gratified among that

ancient people of Etruria, who, as Aristotle tells us, used to whip their slaves ouce a year to

the sound of flutes!

Page 156.
Note.

No one can suspect Boileau of a sneer at his royal master, but the following lines, intended

for praise, look very like one. Describing the celebrated passage of the Rhine, during which

Louis remained ou the safe side of the river, he says

* Dissaldeua supposes this word to be a gloesema ; — that is , he thinks " Far" has made
his escape from the margin into the text.
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Louis, les animant dii feu de son courage,
Se plaint de sa grandeur, qui Vattache au rivage

!

Epit.4.

Page 16i.
Till five o'clock brings on that hour so momentous.

Had Mr. Bob's Dinner Epistle been iuserltd, 1 was prepared with aa abundance of learned

matter to illustrate it, for which, as, iiulced, lor all my "scieiitia popinae, " ' I am indebted to

a friend in the Dublin I'liiversity,— whose reading formerly lay iu the magic line; but, in con
sequence of the Provost's enlightened alarm at such studies , he has taken to the authors " de
re cibarid'-'- instead; and has left Bodin , Remigius , Agrippa and his little dog, Filiolus, for

Apicius, Nonius, and that most learned and sa\oury Jesuit, Bulengerus.

Page 161.
Note.

Lampreys, indeed, seem to have been always a favourite dish with Kings—whether from
some congeniality between them and that lish , I know not ; but Dio Cassias tells us that Pollio

fattened his lampreys \i ith human blood. St. Louis of France was particularly fond of them.

—

See the anecdote of Thomas Aquinas eating up hia majesty's lamprey, iu a note upou Rabelais,
liv. 3. chap. 2.

Page 167.
"£?'i'e bullion ,'''' says merciless Boh, ''^ which I think
" frould, if coin'd with a little mint sause , be delicious!''''

Mr. Bob need not be ashamed ot his cookery jokes, when he is kept in countenance by such
men as Cicero, St. Augustine, and that jovial bishop, f enantius Furtunatus. The pun of the
great orator unou the ''jus Verriuum, which he calls bad hog-broth, from a play upon both the
words, is well known; and the Saint's puns upon the conversion of Lot's wife into salt are
equally ingenious: — "In salem couversa hominibus lidelibus qunddam pracstilit condimentum,
quo sapiant aliquid, unde illud ^a^eatu^ exemplum. " — de Civitat. Dei, Lib. IB. cap. 30.

—

The jokes of the pious favourite of Queen RadagunJa , the convivial Bishop J enantius , may
be found among his poems, in some lines against a cook who had robbed hun. The following

is similar to Cicero's pun.
Plus juscella Coci quam mea jura valent.

See his poems. Corpus Foetar. Latin. Tom. 2. p. 1732. — Of the same kind was Mont-
viaur^s joke, when a dish was spilt over him — " summum jus, summa injuria;" and the same
celebrated parasite , in ordering a sole to be placed before him , said

Eligi cui dicas , tu mihi sola places.

The reader may likewise see, among a good deal of kitchen erudition, the learned Lipsius's
jokca ou cQttiug up a capon iu his Saturnal. Sermon. Lib. 2. cap. 2.

Page 168.
About singing and cookery, Bobby, nf course.
Standing up for the latter Fine Art in full force.

Cookery has been dignified by the researches of a Bacon ; (see his Natural History, Re-
ceipts , etc!) and takes its station as one of the Fine Arts in the following passage of Mr. JJu-

gald Stewart. — " Agreeably to this view of the subject, sweet may be said to be intrinsically
pleasing and bitter to be relatively pleasing; which both are, in m'any cases, equally essential

to those effects, which , in the art of cookery, correspond to that composite beauty, which it

is the object of the painter and of the poet create. " Fkilosophical Essays.

Seneca.
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KOTB 1.
TTty perfidy, eren irome than aupht
Thy own unblushing S.4RPI taught.

Page 5bl, lines 19, 20,
The spirit in which these maxims of Father Paul are written, may be suflicicntly judged

from the instructions »hich he gives for the management of the Venetian colonies and provinces.
Of the former he sajs: — "II faut les traiter comme des animaux feroceg, Ics rogner les dents,
et Ics grilfes, les hiiinilier souvent, surfout lenr oter les occa-^ions de s'aguerrir. Du paiu et le
baton, volla ce qu'il Icur faut; gaidons I'humanite pour uue meilleurc occasion."

For the treatment of the prorinces he advises thus: — "Tendre a depouiller les yilles de
leurs pri\ilc'ges, faire que les habitants s'appauvrissenl, et que leurs biens soientachetes paries
Venitiens.

_
Ceux qui, dans les conseils raunicipaux, se montreroiit ou plus audacieux ou plus dc-

voues aux interets de la population, il faut les perdre ou les gaguer a quelque prix que cc soit:

enfin, s'il se trouve dans les provinces quelques chefs de parti, il faut les exterminer sous un
?retexte guelconque, inais en evitant de recourir a la justice ordinaire. Que le poison fasse

'office du bouncau, ccla est moins odieux et beaucoup plus profitable."

Note 2.

By the infamous statutes of the State Inquisition, etc.

Page 5(il, note 7.

_M. Darn has given an abstract of these Statutes, from a manuscript in the Bibliotheque du
Roi, and it is hardly credible that such a system of treachery and cruelty should ever have been
established by any government, or submitted to, for an inj^tant, by any people. Among various
precautions against the intrigues of their own nobles, \ie lind the' following : — "Pour persuader
aux etrangers qu'il t'tait difficile etdange'reiix d'entretenir quelque intrigue secrete avec les nobles
Venitiens, on imagina de faire avertir mysterieusement le \once du Pape (afin que les autres mi-
nisters en fusseut iufirmes) que I'lnquisitiun avail autorije les patriclens a poiguarder quiconque
essaierait de tenlcr leur lidelite. Mais craignaut que les ambassadeurs ne pretassent foi diffici-

l_pmcnt a une deliberation, qui eu effet ii'existait pas, I'lnquisition voulait pronver qu'elle en
e'tait capable. Elle ordonna des recherches pour decouvrir s'il n'y avail pas dans Veuise quelque
exile au-dessus du commun, qui eiit rompu son ban; ensuite un des patriciens qui etaient aux
gages du tribunal, recut la mission d'assassiner ce malheureux, et I'ordre de s'en vanter, en
disaut qu'il s'etait porte a cet acte, parce que cebaniii e'tait I'agent d"un ministre etrangcr, et avait
cherche' a le corrompre."— "Reniarqiions," adds M. Daru, '"que ceci n'est pas une simple anec
dole; cest une mission projttee, dellberee, ecilte davauce; une regie de conduite tracee par
des hommes graves, a leurs successeurs, ct consignee dans des statuts."

The cases, in which assassiuatlon is ordered by these statutes, are as follow:—
" I'n ouvrler de Tarsenal, un chef de ce qu'on appelle parmi les marins le mensfrance, pas-

sail-il au service d'une puissance etrangere, il fallait le faire assasslner, surtoul si c'etail uu
faumme repute, brave et habile dans sa profession." — {Art. 3, dts Statuts.)

" Avalt-il comrnis quel<|uc action qu'on ne jugeait pas a propos de punir juridiquement, on
devait le faire empoisoinier." — (.-/rf. 14.)

"Un artisan passail-il a fetranger en yexportant quelque procede de I'industrie nationale:
c^ctait encore un crime capital, que la loi iucouuue urdounail de punir par un assassinat."—
{Art. 2b.)

The facility with which they got rid of their Duke of Bedfords, Lord FitzwillianiR, etc. was
admirable; it was thus:—

" Le patriclen qui se permettait le moindre propos contre le gouvernement, e'tait admooete
deux fois, el a la troisieme noye comme incorrigible.''^— (Art, 39.)

Note 3.

Reflections on reading, etc.

Page 565, Extract VI.
The " Conjuration de Nicolas Gabrini^ dit de Rienzi," by the Jesuit de Cerceau, is chiefly

taken from the much more authentic woi^ of Fortiiiocca on the same subject. Rienzi was the
son of a laundress.

Note 4.

Their gilded gonfalons.
Page 565.

" Les gentilshomraes conjnres portaient devant lui trois e'tendarts. IVicolas Gaallato, surnomme' le

6on di«e«r, portait le premier, qui e'tait de coulenr rouge, et plus grand que les autres. On y voyait
des caracteres d'or avec une femme assise sur deux lloiis, tenant d'une main le globe du mondc,
et de I'aulre une Palme pour representcr la ville de Home. Cetait le Gonfalon de la Liberie.
Le second, a fonds blanc, avec un St. Paul tenant de la droite une Epee nue et de la gauche
la couronne dc Justice, etail porte par Etiennc Magnacuccia, nolaire apostolique. Dans le

troisieme, St. Pierre avait en main /es clefs de la Concorde et de la Paix. Tout cela insinuait

le desseiu de Rieuzl, qui etait de retablir la liberie, la justice, et la pais."— Do CerC£AV, liv. 2.

Note 5.

That Ghost of Her,
The world's Imperial Mistress.

Page 5fi6.

This imaffe is borrowed from Hobbes, whose words are, as near as I can recollect : — " For
what is the Papacy, but the Ghost of the old Roman Elmpire, sitting crowned on the grave
thereof?"

FINIS.

i
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ERNST FLEISCHER IN LEIPZIG.
(Pcters-Strasse, No. 80.)

Il Farnasso Italiano, otvero: i quattro Poeti celebekrimi Ita-
liani: „La divina Commedia di Dante x\lighieri. " „LeRimedi Frances-
co Petrarca. " „L'Orlando furioso di Lodovico Ariosto." „La Ge-
rusalemme liberata di Torquato Tasso." Edizione giusta gli ottimi Testi
anlichi, con Note istoriche e critiche. Compiiita in iin Volume. Ornata di

quattro Ritratti secondo RafFaello Morghen. 8vo. gr. Broschirt. Subscriplions-
Preis: 2 Rthlr. 20 Gr. Conv.

l^ Durch das Eintreten ansserordentlicher Hindemisse, die sich bei einem solchen Unternehmen
im Voraus nicht berechnen lassen und deren Erorterung hier zu weitlaufig sein wiirde, konnten
die friiher angesetzten Termine iiicht erfiillt ^verden, und die Ausgabe dieser ersten Abtheilung
hat sich daher um einige Monate verspatet. In solchen Fallen nicht Wort halten zu kdnnen, ist

eicher fiir den Verleger empfindlicher , als den Subscribenten der geringe Zeitverlust sein kann,
welchen sie, ohne sonstige Aufopferungen, zum Besten derSacheund ihres eigenenlnteresses erleiden.

Dass die innere und aussere Besorgung dieses Werkes ein sprechender Beweis der nicht geringen
Schwierigkeiten ist, welche bei dessen Ausfiihrung zu beseitigen waren , wird jeder Sachverstan-
dige mit Beifall zu wiirdigen wissen und durch die Gediegenheit des Geleisteten sich reich-

lich entschadigt finden, — Um die Uebersicht zu erleichtern, mogen folgende Puncte den Inter-
essenten zur Beachtung dienen:

1, Der Subscriptions -Preis von 2 Rthlr. 20 Gr. Conv. oder 5 Fl. 6 Kr. Rhein. ist bei En>.
pfang dieser ersten Abtheilung zu entrichten,

2, Die zweite und letzte Abtheilung, welche den D an t e, Petrarca und Tasso nebst ihren
tnbehorigen Noten enlhalt, also den Schluss des Ganzen bildet, erscheint im Laufe dieses

Jahres, und wird, als Rest verblieben, gratis nachgeliefert. Die Starke derselben diirfte gegei^
wartige Lieferung um ein Viertel iibersteigen, und somit wird das Gesammte einen zweckmas-
«igen Octav-Band bilden.

3, Die Eintheilung des Drucks ist nach folgenden Grundsatzen geschehen , welche sich die Be-

sitzer schon im Voraus zur Richtschnur fiir die nachherige Anordnung beim Einbinden bemerken
woUen:
a) Die Zusammenstellung der vier Dichter geschieht in derselben Folge, wie sie auf dem Haupt-

titel gpnannt sind ; daher ein Jeder derselben mit einer neuen Seitenzahl von 1 an beginnt,

und dasselbe bei den Lebensbeschreibungen, die ihre Stelle unmittelbar vor Dante, Pe-
trarca u. s. w. einnehmen, mit romischen Ziffern beibehalten vvurde.

b) Die saramtlichen Noten haben ebenfalls eine besondere Signatur erhalten , und werden am
Schluss des Ganzen unter einem gemeinschaftlichen Titel vereinigt.

r) Em Inhalls- Verzeichniss wird iibrigcns, bei der zweiten Lieferung folgend, dieselbe £inthe>-

lung vorschreiben.

4) Der S u b scri p t ion s-Preis findet bis zum Erscheinen der zweiten Ab-
theilung statt, wird dann aber unabanderlich in einen noch immer sehr billigen La-
denpreis von 4 Rthlr. 16 Gr. oder 8 Fl. 21 Kr. Rhein. verwandelt , also beinahe auf das

Doppelte erhoht.

5, Mit dem Schluss soil ein Verzeichniss der sammtlichen Subscribe n ten folgenj

es wird daher eiue genaue und deutliche Angabe derer Namen , Charactere und W'ohnorter spa-

testens bis zum August erbeten, welche durch jede Buchhandlung, wo man uuterzeichnete, ihr*

Bestimmung erreicht.

Ein nachfolgender Band, welcher sich diesemXheile iibereinstimmend anschliessen toll und g«-



genwartigvorbereitet wird, erscheint unterdemTitel: "IL PARNASSO ITALIANO CON-
TINUATO 0V\ ERO LA PARTE SECONDA" und nimmt Folgendes auf: vom

Daiste. La Vita nuova. = Le Rime. = II Convito amoroso. =r Delia volgar Eloquenza.= Ecc,
Ariosto. I cinque Cand. = Le Satire. =. Le Rime. = Ecc.

Tasso. Le Rime. =: Arainta. = Le gette Giornate del Mondo = Ecc.

BoJARDO. L' Orlando innamorato. (Da Nic. degli Agrostini.) =
Boccaccio. II Decamerone. = II Filostrato. = La Fiammetta. = II Laberinto d' Amore.
= Ecc.

GvARiyi. Pastor fido. = Le Rime. =: Ecc.

M. A. Bv oy A BROTi. Le Rime, =
Das Naheie hieriiber wird bei der zweiten Lieferiing dieses ersten Bajides bekannt gemacht

werden. —
II.

J, ^WTaiiKeh. a Critical Pro>ou\ci>g Dictionary, and Expositor of the
English Language: in Avhich, not only the INI eaning of every Word is clearly

explained, and the Sound of every S3'llable dislinclly sIioa^ti, but, where
Words are subject to difierent Pronunciations, the Authorities of our best Pro-

nouncing Dictionaries are fully exhibited, the Fieasons for each are at large

displayed, and the preferable Pronunciation is pointed out. To -which ai'e

prefixed. Principles of the English Pronunciation, ^c. By John Walker.
Criticallv reprinted from the London Stereotype Edition. Roy. 8vo. Cartonnirt.

Subscriptious-Preis

:

2 Rtlilr. 8 Gr.

{^ Neben den vornehmsten Mitbewerbern der brittischen Lexicograpliie hat sich dieses 'VVorter-

buch seit einer Reihe von Jahren in so hohem Ansehen behauptct und durch das schnelle Fol-

gen einiger zwauzig verbesserter Auflagen eineu so hohen Rang erworben, dass ihm gege-.nvartig,

nach dem einst mmigen Ausspruch der engliscben Kritik, der erste Platz gebiihrt, dcssen Princi-

pien als die entscheidenden gelten, und die jetzt verkaufliche Ausgabe mit stehenden Schriften

gedruckt -werden konn'e. Diese Thatsachen sind auch dem Continent so hinlanglich bekannt, um
die VeranstaUuiigmeir.es mit kritischer Genauigkeit besorgten Abdruckes zu rechtfertigen, welcher

sowohl in dieser Hinsicht den scliarfsten Bedingungen der Korrectheit cntspricht, als in typogra-

phisrher das Original sogar bei weitem tibertrifft, dennoch aber von Seiten des Preises weit bil-

liger geslellt ist. Auf diese VVeise gewinnt es dadurch audi bei uns sehr an Genieinniitzigkeit,

und wird alien Freunden der engliscben Sprache ausserst zuganglich. — Im Voraus nicht zu bercch-

neiide Hiiidernisse hp.ben die Erfiillung des friiher bestimmten Publications - Terniins unausfiih.r-

bar gemacht, welches bei jedtm Billigdeukenden schon durch die Sthvvierigkeit der Saclie von

selbst entschuldigt wird. Um jedoth die Interessenten vorlaufig zu befriedigen, ist so ebeii eine

erste Abtheilung erschienen und an alle Buchhandlungen vcrsendet, wo man sie gegen Er-

le^ung des S u b s c r i p t i o n s - B e tra g s von 2 Rthlr. 8 Gr. Conv. sogleich in Empfaiig nehmen
kann. Die zweitc Lieferung, welche eine sehr ausfiihrliche Einleitung iiber die
Grundsatze der engliscben Aussprache, den Geistder Granimatik, so wie

eine Aiileitung iiber den Gebrauch des Buches in sich fasst , und zagleich den Schluss des Gan-
zen bildet , wild beitimmt bis Michaelis a. c. an die Unterzeichner gratis uachgeliefert. —
Wegen der nolhweiidigen Erlibhung des Preises, welcher friiher zu 2 Rthlr. angegeben wurde,

und erst bei der sich im Verlauf des Druckes ergebenden Vermehrung der Bogeuzahl diese ge-

ringe Abweichung unumganglich machte, glaube ich um so weniger Recheuschaft schuldig zu sein,

da dieses die erste Einladung ist, welche zur Unterzeichnung ergeht. — In alien Buchhandlungen

Deutschlands und der augranzeiiden Lander werden Subscriptionen augenoiamen. —
III.

T, IMtooBE- The "Works of Thomas Moore, Esq. Accurately prixted

from the last original Editions. \A ith additional Notes. Complete in One Vol-

ume. Roy. 8vo. Cui'tonnkt. Subscriptions-Preis: 2 Rthlr. 8 Gr. Conv.

IV.

^t^Slti^ptiiVt, The Dramatic Works of Shakspeare , printed from the
Text of Samuel Johnson, George Steevens and Isaac Reed, Complete in One
Volume. Roy. 8vo. Subscriptions-Preis

:

2 Rthh". 16. Conv.

V.

^fiSLfX^ptHVt, A> Appendix to Shakspeare's Dramatic Works, Sec &c. Con-
teiits: The Life of the AuUior by Aug. Skotto^vej His Miscellaneous Poems;
A critical Glossary compiled alter Nares, Drake, Ayscough, Hazhtt, Douce and



others. With Shakspeare's Portrait taken from the Chandos Picture, and engraved
by C. A. Schwerdgebiu'th. Roy. 8vo. Subscriptions-Preis : 1 Rthlr. 8 Gr. Couv.

tS" Dieses Supplement entspricht im Format uiid Druck genau obiger Ausgabe der Dramatischen
Werke Shakspeare's, und erganzt alias iibrige, nachst den Biihnenschriften, von ihm Vorhaiidene.

Auch wird den Besitzern anderer Ausgaben , worin dessen vermischte Gedichte gemeiniglich feh-

len , dieser Appendix zur Vervollstandigung willkommen sein, und insbesondere durch die Zu-
gabe eines sehr ausfiihrlichen kritischen Glossars, das Resultat vieljahriger Forschung und der Be-
nutzung mannigfaltjger, seltener Quellen, der Schliissel zu den sonst haufig, besonders Auslandem
unzugangliclien Stellen dargeboten. Ein vorziigliches Brustbild Shakspeare's nacli dem beriihmten
Chandos Picture, welches die meisten Autoritaten fiir sich hat, ist, nebst der Skottowe'sdien
Biographie, ebenfalls darin enthalten.

VI.

^fmiX^pt^Vt* Illustrations of Shakspeare; C031prised in two hundred
and thirty Vignelie-Engravings, by Thompson, from Designs by Thu r s t o n.

Adapted to all Editions. Roy. 8vo. Broschixt. Preis: 2 Rthli\

vu.
^ti^fi^^tSLVt* The TRAGiCALL HiSTORiE OF Hamlet Prixce of Denmarke

by William Shakespeare. As it hath beene diuerse times acted by his High-
nesse seruauls in the Citlie ot London: as also in the two Yniuersities of Cam-
bridge and Oxford, and else-where. At London printed for N. L. and John
Trmidell. 1603. This first Edition verbally reprinted. 8vo. Broschii't. Preis: 12Gr.

vm.
IS* IS. ^'^tti'^Rtt* The Works of the late right honourable Richard

Brinsley Sheridan. Collected by Thomas JMoore, Antlior of "Lalla

Piookh" "TheLoves of the Angels", &.c. Complete in One Volume. Post Svo.
Cailonnirt. Subscriptions-Preis: 1 Rthlr. 8 Gr. Couv.

IX.

2i£l» ^CCtt* Peveril of the Peak. By the Author of "Waverley, Ke-
nilworth ", &.c. In four Volumes. Svo. Cai-touniit. Preis: 3 Rthh". 16 Gr.

X.

<2r0 0l&*S ( Captain James ) first Voyage round the World. With an Ac-
count of his Life previous that Period. By A. Kippis. Adapted to the Use of
Schools and Selisludy by an English-German Phraseology. Auch unter dem
Titel: Eugliscbes Lescbuch, James Cook's erste Reise um die Welt enthaltend.

Mit einer englisch-dcutschcn Phraseologie zur Erleichterung des Uebersetzens
bei dem Schul-und Privatgebrauch versehen vou C. Liidger. Svo. Cailonnirt.
Preis: 12 Gr.

XI.

$ ©r* JplUQtl* Vollstaendige englische Sprachlehre fur den ersten
Unterriclit sowohl, als fiir das tiefere Studium, nach den beslen Grammatikern
und Orlhoepislen: Beallie, Harris, Jo/inson, Lowth, Murray, Aares, TValker
u. A. bearbeilct, und mit vielen Beispieleu aus den beruhnilesten englischen
Prosaikern und Diclilern der iiltern und neueru Zeit erliiutert von L G. Fliigel.

8vo. Broschirt. Preis: 1 Rthlr. 10 Gr.

AVSFVnnLlClIE AsZSIGEy VBER FOLGEXDB UyTEUNEHJlUyGEN (dEREX , ZU3I ThEIL , FRUUEBS
PvBUVATlOy DVRCn DIE XEIESTEX ZeITEREIGSISSE DES IxX-lXD AvSh.tXDES GEUE3I11T

hvrde) uerdex isx I erlavf des Sojuiers erscueisex:

XII.

Ca Ilr^rotl* Las Comedias de D. Pedro Calderon de la Barca, cotejadas
con lasiiiejores Ediciones hasia ahora publicadas, corregidas, y dadas a Luz por
Juan Jorge Reil. En 4 Tomos. Adornados de unReti-ato dclPoeta. Svo.mayor.

XllL
iH« iXtt)^ (f)* Gallerie zu Shakspeare's DRAMATISCHEN Werken. In Lm-

risscn. Erfunden und gestochen von Moritz Retzsch. Mit den deutscheu,



eiiglischen und franzosischen Text-Stellen der Scenen versehen. Erste Lieferung

in 16 Tafeln: Hamlet. ^
XIV.

|&5afe0ppat0aiia» A Supplement adapted to E\^nY Edition of Shak-
speare's Dramatic Works; containing a Series of those commonly called "Old
Plays" Avhich are to be attributed to this eminent Genius according to theOpin-
ions of the higher Critics. For the first Time completely arranged, critically

explained, and enriched with several Plays never before printed, by Lewis
Tieck, Esq. Roy. 8vo.

XV.

|i. Ci0t ft* A Poet's Life, A Novel. By Lewis Tieck , Es$. Translated
from the German. 8vo. Caitonnirt.

XVI.

IHiltOtti (loANNis, Angli) de Doctrina Christiana Libri duo posthumi,

nunc primum Typis numdati, edente C. R. Sumner. 8. maj.

XVU.
illilton'0 (John) Poetical Works. To which is prefixed the Life op

tlie AutJior. Witli additional Notes. Comj)lete in One Volume. 8vo. Cartonnirt.

XVIII.

C0tl)ant00 (Saavedra, I\Iiguel de), Obras. En 1 Tomo. 8vo. mayor.

XIX.

|LOP0 DB Vega Carpio, Obras sueltas. En 1 Tobio. 8vo. mayor.

XX.
OFrttefit iTICfeclD^t'ff dFDt^ign ^^tti^XVi (S^ajette. A British

Recorder of foreign Transactions, recent Occurrences, and new Inventions,

respecting History, Geography, the fine Arts, and Sciences in general. Small

Foho.

XXI.

'^ tX'^tit^Xii'^^ FINER Sammltjng auslaendischer Buecher, Kunstsachew
und Landkai'ten im Assortiment von Ernst Fleischer in Leipzig. Gr. 8'

Geheftet,

t^ Wird la allea B achhandlongen gratis aasgegebes.

Leipzig, (Peters- SLrasse, No. 80.) Juni, 1826.

Ernst Fleischer.



BE KANN TMACHUNG
AS FllEUNDE I)ER ENGLISCHEN LiTEBATUR.

Mit tier zweiten Abtlieilang, welclie so eben an die Subscribeiiteii ^eliefert wiirde,

ist miiimehr beendigt iind jetzt voUstandig fur den (einstweilen noch besteheuden) Sub-

scriptions - Preis in alien Buchliandluugen Deutschlands und der angrauzenden Liiader

zn erhalten:

JOHN WALKIER'S Criticai. Pronoitncing Dictionary,
and Expositor of the Englisli Language : in whicli, not only the Meaning-

of every Word is clearly explained , and the Sound of every Syllable dis-

tinctly shoAvn, but, where Words are subject to different Pronunciations,

the Authorities of our best Pronouncing- Dictionaries are fully exhibited,

the Reasons for each are at large displayed , and the preferable Pronun-

ciation is pointed out. To which are prefixed, Principles of the FiUglish

Pronunciation , kc. Critically reprinted from the Loiulon Stereotype Edi-

tion. Roy. 8vo. Cartonnirt. Subscriptions -Preis: 2 Rthlr. 8 Gr. Conv.

Oder Fl.*4. 12 Kr. Rhein.

NeLen den vornehmsten Mitbewerhern der brittischcn Lexicog^raphie Iiat s5ch dieses

Wiirterbuch seit eiiicr Reihe voii Jahreii in so lioliem Aiisehen behauptet und diircli das

schnelle Folgeii einiger ZManzi^ veibesserter Auflagcu ciiien so hobeii Rang erworben,

dass ilim gegenwiirtig; , iiacli dem einstiiiimigeii Ausspriichc der englischen Ivritik, der erste

I'latz gebiihrt, dessen Principien als die entscheideiidcn geiten , und die jetzt Terkaiifliclie

Aufigabe mit stehenden Selii-iften gedruekt werden konnte. Diese Thatsaclien siiid auch

dera Continent so binlaiiglich bekannt , uni die Veranstaltung meines , mit kritit^cher Genauig;-

keit besorgten , Abdruekes vollkommen zu reclitfcrtigen , Mclcber sowobl in dieser llinsicbt

den schiirfsten Bedingungen der Correctbeit entsipricbt , als in typograpbisrber das Original

sogar bei vcitem iibertrifl't , aber dennoch von Seiten des Preises weit billiget gestellt i»t,

als dieses. Einc sehr ausfiilirliche Einleitung ii b c r die Grundsiitze der eng-

1 i s c b e n A u s s p r a cli e , den G e i s t der G r a ni ra a t i k , so ^vie eine Anleitung iiber

den Gebraucb dcs Rnclies sind zunaelist darin cntlialten und es trugen erstere niclit venig

dazu bei, diesem AVerke jcnen ausgezeiebneten Ruf der Classieitiit zu l)egriiiiden , Melcher

ihm in England, vie bei alien gebildctcii Nationcu, unAcrgi'inglich bleibeii Mird. —

Leipzig, November, 1820*.

Ernst Fleischer.
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