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TO

FELIX VAUGHAN, ESQ.

SIR,

PERMIT me 1o inferibe thefe TRIFLES to yoir.
They wonld poffefs as much merit as they ought, were
they worthy of vour notice.  Imperfet as they are,
you will not dijdain to accept them, as a tribute of
grateful effeem from ONE, who 1S unfafhionable
enough to write a Dedication without flaltery, the'
not fo nifaflionable as to conclude without a complt-
ment to himfelf, i telling she soorld that ke 15, with

Jrucere refpelt,

You obliged friend and fervait,



PREFACE, -

THIS hittle velume 15 offercd to the world with-
out any other apology than its contents, Many of
the picces were compofed 1n bitter moments, amid
the horrors of a gaol, under the preflure of ficknefs.
They were the tranferipts of melanchely feclings—
the warm effufions of a bleeding heart. The writer
amufed his imagination with ataring his {forrows in
verfe, that; under the romantic appearance of fic-
tion, he might fometimes forget that his misfor-
tunes were real.

Peruaps thie reader may be curious to be in-
formed of the circumftances to which thefe trifles
owe their cxiftence. Sufhice 1t to {uy, the writer is
very young, and has been very unfortunate. Twice,
in the courfe of twelve months, he was fentenced
to the penalties of fine and imprifonment for im-
prted offences.®  He forbears, however, to enter
into the unimportant detail; lefs from the dread of

expoﬁng

* Tn January 1793, and again in Janvary 1796: the firft time
—a fine of twenty pounds, and three months confinement: the
{zcond<~fix rmunths confinement, and a fine of thirty pounds,



vl PREFAGE

expofing himfelf, than an unwillingnefs to wound
the vindiétive {enfibility of others.

SrovLp thefe humble effays obtain only a mo-
derate fhare of public {avour, the writer may be
emboldened to nifi: the publication of another more
voluminous work, which was alfo compofed during
the long leifure of imprifonment,

Smteameee,  Februiary

11, 1797.
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Prifon Amufements.,

I — - - il

VERSES

A ROBIN REDBREAST,
Wi vifits the window of my prifen cvery day.
b |
L
WELCOME, pretty little Stranger !

Welcome to my lone retreat !
Here, fecure from every danger,
Hop about, and chirp, and eat.

Robin ! how 1 envy thee,

Happy Child of Liberty!

A 1. Now
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L will

11.
Now though tyrant Winter, howling,
Shakes the world with tempefts round ;
Heaven above with vapours fcowling,

Froft imprifons all the ground ;—

Robin! what are thefe to thee?

Thou art bleft with Liberty,

1L,

Though yon fair majeftic River®
Mourns in folid icy chains;
Though yon flocks and cattle thiver,

Onr the defolated plains,

Robin ! thou art oay and free,
Happy in thy Liberty,
# The Oufe,

IV. Hunger
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IV.
Hunger never fhall diftrefs thee,
Whilc-;: my cates one crum afford ;
Colds nor cramps fhall ne’er opprefs thee ;
Come and fhare my humble board,

Robin ! come and live with me,

Live—yet ftill at Laberty.

V.
Soon fhall fpring, in fmiles and blufhes,

Steal upen the blooming year ;

- Then, amid the’ enamoured bufhes,

| Thy {weet {ong fhall warble clear ;—
Then fhall I too, joined Wifh thee,

Swell the Hymn of Laberty.

VI. Should
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VI
Should fome rough unfeeling Debbin,
In this won-hearted age,
Seize thee on thy neft, my Robin !
And confine thee in a cage.

Then, poor Rubin ! think of me,
Think—and figh for Liberty;—

VIL
_Libérty, the brighteft j;;:wel
In the crown of earthly joys !
All {enfations elfe are cruel,

All delights befide are toys.

None but Captives—{uch as me—

Know the worth of Liberty.

York Cafile, Fed, 2, 1 (DIf

MOON-
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I

Wi ——

MOONLIGHT.

I.
ENTLE MOON'! a Captive calls :
Gentle Moon! awake, arife !
Gild the prifoa’s fullegn walls ;

Gild the tears that drown his eyes.

11,
Throw thy veil of clouds afide;;
Let thofe fmiles, that light the pole,
Through the liquid Ather ghde—

Glide into the mourner’s {ouls

I1I. Chear
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1L

Chear his melancholy mind ;
Socthe his forrows, heal his {fmart :
Let thine nfluence, pure, refined,

Cool the fever of his heart,

V.

Chace defpondency and care,
Fiends that haunt the guiLTy breaft:
Conlcious virtue braves defpair ;

Triumphs moft when moft opprefled !

V.

Now I feel thy power benign,

Swell my boforn, thrill my veins ;

As
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As thy beams the brighteft fhine,

When the deepeft midnight feigns.

VI
Say, fair thepherdefs of night !

Who thy ftarry flock doft lead
Unto rills of living hght, |

On the blue etherial mead ;

VIL.
At this moment, doft thou fee,
From thine elevated {phere,
One kind friend who thinks of me—

Thinks, and drc;ps a feehing tear ¢

VIII, On
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VIIL
On a btilliant beam convey
This {oft whiper to lus breaft :
“ Wipe that generous drop away ;

“ He for whom it falls 1s—Dbleft!

IX.
« Blefl with Fr;:edom unconfin’d :
““ Dungeons cannot hold the Soul :
“ Who can chain the’ tnmortal Mind ?

“ —None but nz, wio :pans the pole,

X
Fancy, too, the nimble G'ry,

With her fubtle magic fpell,

In
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In romantic vifions atry

Steals the Captive from his cell,

XI.
On her rnoonﬁght pinions borne,
Far he flies from grief and pain;
cher, never to bé torn

From his friends and home again;

XII.
été}', thou dcar delufion ! ftay E'
Beauteous bubble! do not break !
~—Ah! the pageant flits away !

—Who frem fuch a dream would wal-ie {

York Caflley March 7y 171950

B TO



7. PRISON AMUSEMENTS,

I

TO CELIA,

Wiho addreffed a confolatory letter to the writer on }is
smprifonment, through the medium of the Irys,

a newfpaper publified at Sheffield,

L.
WHERE forrow and folitude reign,

Reclined on my elbow, I fit,
And turn o’er the leaves of my brain,
But can find neither comfort nor wit ;
My Robin, poor fellow ! too foon
Returned to the green buddin g grove ;
Where clearing his p:pe into tune,

The pretty rogue’s fallen in love :

1. In
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]

11
In his mate and his little ones bleft,
How merry the warbler will be !
He'll perch near his mofs-woven neft,
And carrol a Song about me :
Next winter, when tempefts awake,
He'll peck at yon window in vain :
Sweet Robin ! almoft for thy fake,
I fhall figh for my prifon again.

IR
eHark !—fhrill and {onorous around,

The trumpet’s dread fummons I hear ;

Death’s

+ Every morning, during the Affizes, trutnpets proelaim
the entrance of the judge, Thefe lines wese written oa the
day
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Death’s voice in the blood-chilling found
| Affaults the pale murderer’s ear : |
VWhat horror muft ft:ffen his vein:s!

At the pomp aud the thunder of law,
Guilt ﬂlucfders, and chngs to his chains ;

Even mnocence trembles with awe !

IV.

Such mournful refleftons as thefe

To agony turned every thought :
When lo '—at the mufic of keys,

I ftart—and a Jetter is brought !

]

day when Celia’s letter was received, and juft at the time
when {entence of death had been pronounced u pon & mur-

deier-; and his wife, in violent fits, was carried by pear the

wi_udnw of the wriier,

T—Oh !
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—

—Oh! Cclia, how foothing your art |
So fweetly pathetic you write,
Every fyllable fteals to the heart,

And melts it with penfive delight.

V.

The Nightingale fitting forlorn,

Whofe mufic enamours the vale,
Leans his breaft on the point of a thorn,

While telling his eloquent tale ;
His feelings, this moment, are mine,
- And oh! could I borrow his ftrain,
Even Philomel’s numbers divine,

Might rival your letter 1n vain 3—

VI. Your
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e

VI

Your beautiful letter replete
With modefty, elegance, eafe !
Soft graces ! how feldom they meet,

Andoh! when they meet, how they pleafe !

The charms of a delicate mind
So fair in this mirror are fhewn,

One fault, and one only, I find—

—Dear Celia! why are you unknown ?

Cafile of York, March 7,}
1795

THE
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1HE

CAPTIVE NIGHTINGALE.

L.
OCTURNAL Silence reigning ;

A Nightingale began,
In his cold cage, complaining
Of cruel, cruel Man:
His drooping pinions ‘i:hivercd,
Like withered mofs {o dry 3 ‘
His heart vs;ith anguith quivered,

And forrow dimmed his eye.

I, His
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|

I1.
His grief, in {oothing {lumbers,
No balmy power could fteep;
So fweetly flowed his numbers,

The Mufic feemed to ‘Wf:(’p.
Unfeeling Sons of Folly !
- To you the Mourner fun g3

While tender melancholy

Infpired his plaintive tongue.

111
“ Now reigns. the Moon in {plendor
¢ Amid the heaven ferene ;
“ A thoufand Stars attend her,

“ And glitter round their Gueen :

¢ Sweet
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, Lo
¢« Sweet hours of Infpiration!

¢ LV nen I, the {til] llight ]Oilg,
“ Was wont to pour my pafiion,

“ And bicathie my foul in Song,

1V:
¢ But now, delicious Sealon !
“ In van thy charms ivite 2
“ Entombed in this dire prifon,
“ I {icken at the fight.
¢ "T'his morn, this vernal morning,
““ The happieft bird was I,
“ "That hailed the fun returning,

“ Or fivam the hquid fkv.

C v

. In
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!

V.

““ In yonder breezy bowers,

“ Among the foliage green,
“ I {pent my tuneful hours,

“ In folitude ferene -
“ There {foft Melodia’s beauty

“ Firlt fired my ravithed eye ;
“ T vowed eternal duty ;

“ She looked—half kind, half coy !

V1.
“ My plumes with ardour tremblmg,
- J 3
“ T fluttered, fiehed, and fung ;
“ The fair one, ftill diffembling,

“ Refufed to truft my tongue ;

“ A thou-
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A thoufand tricks mventing,
¢ A thoufand arts I tried :

Till the fweet nymph, relenting,
“ Confefled herfelf my bride.

VIL
Deep 1in the grove retiring
“ To choole our fecret {eat,
We found an oak afpiring,
“ Beneath whofe mofly feet,

Where the tall herbage fwelling

“ Had formed a {nug alcove,

“ We built our humble dwelling,

~“ And hallowed it with love.

VIII., « Sweet
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VHI.
“ Sweet fcene of vanithed plecfure !
“ This day, this fatal dav,
“ Ay little ones, my treafure,
“ My fpcule, were ficlen away !
“ I faw the precious plunder
“ All m a napkin bound :

“ —Then, {mit with human thunder,

¢« ] Huttered on the ground !

1X.

“ O Man! beneath whofe vengeance,
- ";

“ All nature, bleeding Lies !

“ Who charged thine impious engines

“ With lightning from the fkies?

“ What !
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« What! thouch trom heaven defzended,
‘ "T'he world be-all thine own ;-
“ Say, how have [ offended?

« What have my children done?

X,
“ Ah! 15 tny bo.[:om ron !
« Does it thine neart enchain
¢ Asthede cold bars environ
“ And, captive, me detain ?
é¢ How couldft thou wound and blunder

“ The innocent and weak !
“ Why rend thofe bands afunder,
¢ Which death alone fhould break

: X1, ¢« Where
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« Where are my oﬂ%pljing.tﬁndef !
“ Where 15 my widowed mate ?

“ —Thou guardian moon ! defend her!
“ Ye ftars! avert their fate 1 —

“ O’erwhelmed with killing anguith,
“ In1ron cage, forlorn,

¢ T{ee my-poor babes languifh !

¢ 1 hear their mother mourn !

XIL
“ O lberty ! nfpire me,
“ And eagle firength fupply!
“ Thou love almighty ! fire me 1—

“ —T'll burft my‘prifon——or die 1—"

lHe
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He fung; and forward kounded 3
He broke the yielding door !
—DBut, with the thock ccnféuzlded,

Fell,—lifelefs,—on the floor !

- XIIIL
Farewell, then, Philomela !
Poor miartyred bird ! adieu !
There’s One, my charming fellow *‘!
Who thinks, who feels, like you :
The Bard, that pens thy fory,
Amidit a prifon’s gloom,
Sighs —not for wealth nor glory 3

—But Freedom, or thy tomb !

Cafile of York, Febs 12,
1796. }

' ODE
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ODE

TO

THE EVENING STAR.

E HAIL! 1'01131@11&011'{ Eveniug Star !
Bng be'tmmc* from afar
Faireft gcm of pureft hfrl

In the dindem of mght.

Mow thy mild and modeft rav
Llf}‘hts to reit the wea Y ey V3

While the luftie of thine cye

sweetly trembles thre” the {kr.
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-As the clofing: thadows roll. . |
Déep and deeper rqund the pole,
I.o! thy kindling legions bright
Steal nfenfibly to light;
T'1I, magnificent and clear,
Shines the fpangled hemifphere.
In thefc calmly pieaﬁng hours,
When the foul expands her powers,
And, on wings (f contemplation,
Ranges o'cf the valt creation ;
1 When the mind’s immortal eye
Bounds, with rapture, to the ikv,
And, m one triumphant glance,

Comprenends the wide expane,

i)

‘o
2y’

1
+

W hEI‘e
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Where ftars, and funs, and fyftems thine,
Faint beams of MAJESTY DIVINE !— .
—Now, when vifionary fleep.

Lulls the world in flumbers deep;

When filence, awfully profound,

Breathes folemn infpiration round :

Queen of beauty! queen of ftars!

Smile upsn thefe frowning bars ;
Softly fliding from thy fphere,

Condefcend to vifit here,

In the circle of this cell,

No tormenting demons dwell ;

Round thefe walls, in wild defpair,

No agonizZing {i pettres g]are :

Flere
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Here refide no furies ghaunt 3

No tumultuous paffions haunt ;
Iell revenge, nor treachery bafe
Guilt, with bold unblufhing faéé;
Pale remorfe, within whole breaft
Scorpion horrors murder reft;
Coward 1alice, hatred dire
Lawlefs rapine, dark defire
Pining envy, frantic ire;

Never, never dare intrude

On this penfive folitude.

- —DButa forclj; hunted deer - -
Finds a fad afjlum here: |

One, whofé pantmfr fides have beer

Pierced with many an arrow keen .

One
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Qune, whofe deeply wounded heary

Bears the {cars of many a dart.
In the herd he vainly mingled ;

Irom the herd, when harfhly fingled,

‘Too prond to fly, he fcorned to yield ;

Too wegk to fight, he loft the ficld ;
Affailed and, captive, led away,

He fcll a poor, inglo:iious prey.

Deign then, gentle ftar! to thed
"Thy foft luftre round-mine hcad_:
With cheering radiance gild the room,
And melt the melan_c;boiy gloom.
ﬁ!’hen I {ee thee, from thy {phere,
Tr;e:g;bling like a brilhiant tear,

Shed
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Shed a {ympathizing ray

On the pale, expiring day ;

Then a welcome emanation

Of reviving confolation,

Swifter than the lightning’s dart,
Glances through my glowing heart;
Soothes my forrows, lulls my woes,
In 2 foft, {erene repofe.

Like the undulating motion

Of the deep, maj;eﬁic ocean,
When the'whii;pering billows glide
Smoofh along;' the tranquil tide ;
Cz;d'mly thus, prepared, refigned,

Swells the ndependent mind.

But
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But when, through clouds, thy beauteous
light

Streams, m {plendour, on the night ;
Hope, like thee, my leading ftar,
Through the {ullen gloom of care,
Sheds an animating ray
On the dark, bewildering way.
Starting, thﬂnT with {weet furprife,
Tears of tranfport {well mine eyes:
Wildly through each throbbing vein,
Ra:ptgyc thrilis.with pleafing pain;
All my fretful fears are banifhed,
All my dreams of anguith vanithed ;
Energy my feul infpires,

And wakes the mufe’s hallowed fires ;

Rich
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|

Rich 1n melody, my tongue

Warbles forth fpon}aneous forlg. |

Thus my prifon.moments gay,
Swiftly, {weetly, glide away ;
Till the laft, laft day dq;:lining,
O’cr yon tower thy clory {nming,
Shall the welcome fignal be
Of to-morrow’s liberty !
Liberty, triumphant borne
On the rofy wings of morn,

Liberty {hall then return!

Rife to fet the captive free-;

Rife, O fun of liberty !

Caflle of York, Feb, 29, 7
179%. JL
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SOLILOQUY

oF

A WATER WAGTAIL,

oN

THEIWWALLS OF YORK CASTLE.

e 38 g 2 SRR

L.
: ON the walls that guard thy prifon,
Swelling big with little pride,
Britk and merry ds the {eafon,
J, a feathered Coxcomb, fpied :
When the Iittle, hopping elf

Gayly thus amuofed himfelf,

1L« Hear
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I1.
“ Hear your lovereign’s proclamaticn,
“ All gozd fubjelts, ydung and old !
« I'm the Lord of the Creation ;
« J—a Water Wagtail bold !
« All.around, and all you {ee,

¢« Al the world was made for mz!

{1L | ‘
¢ Yonder iun, fo proudly {fhinng,
¢ Rifes—when I leave my neil
“ Apnd, bzhind the hills declmng,
¢¢ Sets—when I rcti_re to reft;
« Morn and evening, thus you fee,

“ Day and night, - were made for ME !

It 1V, « Vernal
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IV.

¢ Vernal gales to love 1nvite me;

¢ Summer fheds, for me, her beams;
¢ Autumn’s jovial {cenes delight me;

¢« Winter paves, with ice, my ftreams :
« All the year is mine, you fee;

“ Seafons change, like moons, for ME !

V.
““ On the giant heads of mountains,
“ Or beneath the thady trees ;
“ By the banks of warbling fountains,
“ I enjoy myfelf at eafe:

“ Hills and vallies, thus you {ec,

“ Groves and rivers, made for Mz !

VI. ¢« Boundlefs
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|

VL
«« Boundlefs are my vaft dominions
¢ I can hop, or {wim, or ﬂ}’;
« When I pleafe, my towering pintons
- & Trace mine empire through the {ky :
“ Arr land clements, you fee,

«« Heaven and earth, were made for ME !

VIL
¢ Birds and infeds, beafts and fithes,
 All their humble diftance keep;
« Man, {ubfervient ‘t,c; my withes,
« Sows the harveft, which I reap:
« Michty man himfelf, yon fec,

¢ All that breathe, were made for ME !

VIIL ¢ 'Twas
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VIIl.
¢ Il'was for my accomimodation,
“ Nature rofe when I was born ¢
‘¢ Should I die—the whole ¢reation
“ Back to nothing would return :
“ Sun, mooen, fiars, the world, vou fec,
“ Sprung—cxift—will fall with wx!”
IX.
Here the pretty prattier cading,

Spread s wings to {car awa

i

But a cruel Hawk, aefcending,
Pounced him up—an helplefs prey !
—Couldft thou not, poor Wagtail ! fee,

- "That the Hawk was made for THeg ?

Caftle of York, April s,
1766. }
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ADDRESS,

P Di’. LN
AT THE THEATRE, SHEFFIELD,

N QCTASION OF THE TERTORMAXCE O THE TRAGEDY OF MAHOMET,

‘It A CONfPANY OF PRIVATE PLRSONS,
FOR TULT LENTTIT OF POOR WIDOWS,

@ Friday, May 20, 1790,

’ E 'HE firit of bleflings—is the power to blefs ;
The firft of pleafures—to relieve diftrefs :
That {oul-expanding blifs, that dear delight,

You all expericnce who are met this mght,

While
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While we, with trembling diffidence, appear,
Hear us with candour—with indulgence hear ;.
For, though unwont to Burn with tragic rage,
And.wield the ponderous paffions of the {tage,
Our bofoms glow with no ignoble fires ;

The fubjett warms us, but the caufe infpires '—
In this, at leaﬁ-——fecm:c of your applanfe—

We plead the widow’s—plead the orphan’s caufe ;
We plead for her, who, firetched in mournful

nlizht,

i

Ga

Confumes, 1 lingering agonics, the night ;
We plead for her, who fees her hopes decay—
Her forrows fwwell, with ench renewing day :
For her, wiio frends her cbbing {oul 1n fighs,

And weeps, to dew, the fountains of her- €YES 3

For
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For her, whofe famifhed babes befiege her bed,
And cry, 1mportunately cry—for bread !
Cling round the pale defponding mother’s neck,

And wring her bofom, till her healt-{irings

-

break !

I'riends of humanity i—admit our claim;
Friends of humanity !—deferve that name.
Hufbands !—to you we carneftly appeal ;

Look at your wives, ana guefs what widows feel.
Yc mothers —itrain your nfants to your breaft,
And think, O think ! how orphans are diftrefied.
Soft, blooming maids !—whofe lucid eves appear

Bathed in the {weet {uffafion of a tear,
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What would vefcel, if on your hips, 1 c‘;cath, "

Your favourite youth refigned his laft, fajut
breath ¢

But wimt, ye generous youths ! ivhoic bofoms
clow

With all the throbs of fympathetic woe,

What would the dear diftra&ed mouraer prove,

If torn, untimely, from her bridal love,

You left her friendlels, defolate, and poor,

'T'o combat frrows death 2lone can cure

Lo nrefs her orphans to her heart and tell

-1..

- " 1 . . . ~ ¥
How, blafted in his orime, their father 1!

“ O, had he livad I {he crics: “ v ay lived he
notr”
bg T.Y

1 "" !
R . . . 1 l & 3)
- b .rr,.r‘ LLO 4.1..19? J 111811} L-H.'LE E:CL; Oul O
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Thus think, my generous friends ! who fill the

pit ;

Thus think, ye honeft fouls ! on high that fit;

Thus think, ye fair! who ﬂﬁne in radiant rows,

Whofe charms of face your charms of heart dif-
clofe,

Whofc eyes in pify’s weeping language {peak,

While bluthes glow compafiion on each cheek

Thes think ! —and may your bofoms only know,

By tender {ympathy, the widow’s woe!

'And may your children never mourn their {ires,

Erc their own hearts can feel parental fires !
Meanwhile accept, for bounty fhewn this night,

The widow’s blcﬁing—-——’tis the widow’s mite !

B THLE
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PLEASURES OF IMPRISONMENT :

AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND.
bt

YOU afk, my friend, and well you may,
You afk me, how I {pend the day;
I'll tell you, in unftudied rhyme,
- How wilely I befool my time :
Expett not wit, nor fancy then;
In this eftufion of my pern;
Thefe 1dle ]iiles——-they might be wotlc—

Are fimple profe, in fimple verfe.

Each
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Each morning, then, at five o'clock,
'The adamantine doors unlock
Bolts, bars, and portals crath and thunder ;

The gates of 1ron burft afunder;

HiL{ges that creak, and keys that jingle,
With clattering chaiws, 1n concert mingle :
So {weet the din, your dainty ear,

For joy, would break its drum to hear;
While my duil organs, at the found,

Reft 1n tranquillity profound !

Fantaftic dreams amuie my brain,

And waft my fpirit home again

Though captive all day long, "tis true,
At night T am as free as you‘;

Not ramparts high, nor dungeons deep,
Can hold me—when I'm faft afleep !

But
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But every thing 1s goed in feafon,
I dream at large—and wake in prifon-;!
Yet think not, fir, I lie too late,
I rife as carly even as exght:
Ten hours of drowfinefs are plenty,
For any man, in four and twenty.

You {mile—and yet tis nobly done,

. I'm but five hours behind the {fun!

For thus, by Phaeton’s folly taught,

I keep my diftance as I ought,

Left1, like him, thould chance to break,

By nfing with the fun—my neck !

When drefled, I to the yard repair,
Andbreakfaft on the pure, frefh air

But
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But thaugh this choice Caftalian cheer
Keeps both the head and ftomach clear,
For weighty reafons I make free

To mend the meal with toaft and tea,
Now awr and fame, as poets {ing,

Are both the fame, the felf fame thing ;
Yet bards are not cameleons quite,
And heavenly fcod 1s very light :

Who ever fattened on a name ?

Or made a pigeon-pie of fame ¢

Even bithops will not be confined

Todme on air and {up on wind.

Breakfaft difpatched, If{ometimes read,

Yo clear the cob-webs from my head :

For
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kor books, my friend, are charming brooms
To {weep the duft of upper rooms!
Asn an ample Chethire cheefe,

Fat, lazy maggots dwell at eafe,

'Or mites, i millions, {fwarm and thrive,

11l every atom is alive ;

So m the chamber of a brain,

O’er which the moon extends her reign,

Strange creeping things, called thoughts, are
bred,

Amohg the lumber of the head,

Lhat throng around the pineal glang,

Rank as the frogs 1n Egvpt’s land !

A brain, with fuch wild tenants fraught,

Would foon be bit to death with thought,
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1f reading, writing, eating, drinking,
Did not {fometimes relieve the thinking !

-

But books, befides, are cures, I ween,
Both for the cholic and the {pleen.
When genius, wifdom, wit abound,
And honeft fenfe thakes hands with found ;
When art and nature both combine,
And liv'e, and breathe, n every line;
"The reader glows along the page,
With all the author’s native rage !
But books there are of nothing full,
Iixcept the wit of bemng dull ;
With mott unmeaning meaning fraught, -

Ten thoufand words and ne’er a thought !

Where
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- Where periods without period crawl,

Like caterpillars on a wali

'That fall to climb, and climb to fall ;
While ftill their eftorts only tend
Tokeep them from their journey’s end !

The readers yawn with pure vexation,

.And nod—but not with approbation !

As 1 a wildernefs of {now, ;

An afs may ramble to and fro ;

From dnft to driit purfuc his way,

Yet wander more and more aftray;
Blind with the dazzling wafte of white,
He cannot fee his road for Iicht :

But plunges, finks, and brays ;1‘1mi115

While cold benumbs each drowfy vein;;

Tl
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Till night and fleep at length o’ertake him,
And then—not all the world can wake him!
Thus ina foo of dulnefs loft, ’
Jobsipatience muft give up the ghoft :
Not Argus’ eyes awake could keep;

Even death might read himfelf to fleep !

At half paft teri, or there about,
My éyes are all upon the fcout,
To fee the lounging poft-boy come,
With letters or with news from home.
Believe me, fir, upon my word,
Although the dottrine feem abfurd,
The paper meffengers of friends

For abfence almoft make amends

G But



 PRISON AMUSBEMENTS.

e e Y|
il

But if you'think I jeft or Le,

Come to York Caftle, fir, and try ! -

When high the tide of fancy flows,
The mufes take me by the nofc
With brains on fire, I boldly then
Belftride my Pegafean pen;

Borne on an honeft gander’s quill,

1fly trumphant where I will ;

Beneath my fect York Caftle falls,

With all its bolts, and bars, and walls ;

I burit the bounds of day and night —
The world's too little for my flight ;

I dance with ftars, with planets run,

Explore the.moon, falute the fun :

Then
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Then leaving nature’s narrow bound,
(Bards {corn to tread on folid ground)

I wing my way, with toiland pam, -
Where endlefs night and nothing reign ;

Therte, 1n a fea, without a coaft,

My (enfes and myfelf are Ioft!

Sometimes to fairy land I rove:

Thofe iron rails become a grove ;

Thefe ftately buildings fall away

To mofs-grown cottages of clay ;

*

Debtors are changed to jélly {wains, °
Who pipe and whiftle on the plains ;
Yon felons grim, with fetters bound,

Are fatyrs wild, with garlands crowned :

Their
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Their clanking chains are wreaths of flowers;

'Their horrid cells ambrofial bowers ;

The oaths, expiring on their tongues,

~ Are metamorphofed into fongs ;
While wretched female prifoners, lo !
Are Dian’s nymphs of virgin fnow !
Thofe hideous W-alls with verdure thoot ;
Thefe pillars bend with bluthing fruit ;
That dunghill fwells into 2 mountain,
And, lo! the pump becomes a fountain !
The noifome fmoke of yonder mills*,
The circhng air with fragrance fills 5

Yon

¥ “The Caftle Steam Mille, the fmoke of which is an infuf-.
ferable nuifance hére, and a punifhment to which the unrfot;unate

inhabitants of this place are doom~” withous the authority of
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Yon horfe-pond {preads into a lake,

And {wans of ducks and geefe I make!
Sparrows are changed to turtle doves,.
That bill and coo their pretty loves ;
'Wagtaiils, turned Fhmfhes, charm the vales,
And tomtits fing like nightingales!

No more the wind through keyholes whiftles, |
But fighs on beds of pinks and thiftles;
Tlie rattling rain, that beats without,
And gargles downthe leaden fpout,

In light, delicious dew diftills,

And meltsaway in amber rills !
Elyfium rifes on the green,

And health and beauty crown the fcene:
While, prince of thefe romantic plains,

Our ever-honoured keeper reigns ;

Whole
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Whofe generous foul, with equal eafe,

Knows how to rule, and how to pleafe !

Then by the” enchantrefs Fancy ied,
On violet banks I lay my head ;
Legons of radiant forms arife, -

In fair array, before mine eyes ;

Poetic vifions g1ld my brain,

Then melt in hiquid air aggin !

Asin a magic lantern clear, ‘

Fantaftic images appcar,

That beaming from the’ enamelled glafs,
In beautiful fucceffion pafs;

Yet fteal the luftre of their light

From the deep thadow of the night :

Thus
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Thus 1n the darknefs of my head,
"T'en thoufand thining things are bred,
That borrow fplendour from the gloom,

As glow-worms twinkle in a tomb !

But left thefe glories thould confound me,
Kind Dulnefs draws her curtain round me ;
The vifions vanith ina trice,

And I awake as cold as ice :
Nothing remaiis of all the v:ipour,
Save—what I fend you—ink and paper!

Thus flow my morfﬁng hours along,

Smooth as the numbers of my fong :

- Yet ot me rambleas will,

I feel I am a prifoner fill,

Thus.
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"Thus Robin, with the blufhing breaft,
Is ravifhed from his little neft
By barbarous boys, who bind his leg,

To make him flutter round a peg :

. See thie glad captive {preads his wings,

Mounts, in a moment, mountsand fings,
When {uddenly the cruel chain
Twitches him back to ptifon again !
«—The clock {trikes one—I can’t delay,
For din_n& comes but once a day |

At prefent, worthy friend, farewell ;

But by to-morrow’s poft I'll tell,

How, during thefe half dozen mcons,

I cheat the lazy afterndons !

Cafile of York, Fune 13,

176. }

THE
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THE
PLEASURES OF IMPRISONMENT :

THE

SECOND EPISTLE TO A FRIEND.

Foob el

T-HE man who firf} invented dinners
Was certainly the chief of finners ;

For thofe who once the habit gain,

May long to leave thiem off in' vain ¢

Nor even 1n gaol can folk forget,

To eat, to drink, and run in debt !

H Thoufands,
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Thoufands, by dinners, are undone,

But woe to thefe who can get none!
Though many a one has died with dining,
Yet many more have perifhed pining

While toe much dinner 15 a curfe,

No dinner 15 as bad, or worle;

But who would give a pin to chufe,

Yo die of famine or reaft goofe ?

In this fweet place, where freedom reigns,
Secured by bolts and {nug 1n chains;
Where innocence and guilt together
Rooft like two turtles of a feather ;
Where debtors fafe at anchor lie,

¥rom faucy duns and bailiffs fly;

Where
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Where highwaymen and robbers flout,

Would, rather than break in, break out;

Where all’s fo guarded and reclufe,

That none his liberty can lofe l—
Here each may, as his means afford,
Dine like a pauperor a lord; .

And he who can’t the coft defray,

Is welcome, fir, to faft and pray !
There is a fympathy between

The ftomach and the purfe, T ween ;
For here, 1n every change of weather,
They fill and empty both together :

Yet with the heart at variance quite, :

When thofe are heavy this is light;

But
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‘But when the former lofe their weight,

Then doth the heart preponderate !

Now let us 1'a;nble o'er the green,
To{ee and hear, be heard and {cen ;
"T'o breathe the air, enjoy the light,
And hail yon fun, who fhinesasbright-
Upon the dungeon and the gallows,

As on York Minfter or Kew Palace !

And here let usthe {cene review :

That'’s the old caftle, th.is the new ;
Yonder the felons walk, and there

The lady-prifoners take the air;

Behin& are {olitary cells,

Where hermits Live ]ike' {nails in thells ;

There
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"There {tands the chapel for sood people,
And yon balceny is the Iteeple ;

How gayly {pins the weather-cock !
How proudly Thines the crazy clock !

A clock, whofe wheels eccentric run,
More hke my head than like the {un!
And yet 1t thews us, right or wrong,
The days are only twelve hours long ;
Though captives often reckon here,
Each day a month, each month a year!
There honeft William ftands in ftate,
Lik.e agrim St. Peter at he_aven’s gate 3
But not {o fcrupulous is he,

Entrance to all the world 1s free;

Yet what, methinks, 1s rather hard,

Egrefs 15 frequently debarred ; |
Of



PRISON AMUSEMEXTS,

|

Of all the joys in prifon that reign,
There’s none like—getting out again
Acrofs the green, behold the court,
Where jargon reizns and wizs refort ;
Where bloody tongues fight bloodlefs battles,
For life and death, for ftraws and rattles :
Where juries yawn their patience out,
And judges dream in fpite of gout.
‘There, on the outfide-of the door,
(As fang a wicked wag of yore*)
Stands Mother Juftice, tall and thin,
. Who never yet hath ventured in !
The caufe, my friend, méy {foon be fhewn,
‘The lady wasa ftepping flone,

Till—

* 8 On the outfide ftands Juftice, who never walks in 1

Vide a Song well known in York Cattle.
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‘Till—though the metamorphofe 0dd is—

A chiflel made the block a goddefs !

—¢ Odd !’ did I fay?—I'm wrong this
time 3

But I was hampered for a rhyme:

Juftice at—1I could tell you where—

Is juit the fame as juitice here!

But, lo! my fiifking dog attends,
The kindeft of four-footed friends :
~ Brim full of giddinefs and mirth,
He 1s the prettieft f061 on earth !
I call this fond companion Billy,
But wifer people call him Silly ; .
Becaufe, in fpite of rhyme and reafon,

He chufes to refide in prifon ;

And,
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And, thiough his home is1d the city,

He boards with me for bones—or t;it}r !
The rogue’s about a fquirrel’s fizq,

With fhort fnub nofc and big black eyes;
A cloud of brown adorns his tail,

That curls and ferves him for a {fail 3

The, {ame deep auburn dyes his ears,

That never were abridged by fhears;

While white, around, as Lapland fnows,

- His hair, m foft profufion, flows;

Waves on his breaft and plumes s feet,
With glofly fringe, Iike feathers flect.
Billy’s a 1ﬁéndicant by trade,

And begs—or {teals—his daily bread ;

A thoufandﬁ antic tricks he plays,

And looks, at onge, a thoufand ways ;

His
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His wit, 1f he has any, lies
Sotnewhere between his tail and ¢yes’;
Sooner the hight thofe eyes will fail,
Than Billy ceafe to wag that tail.
Though never taught to rcad or write,
I've heard him bark, and felt him bite :
For tecth and toiigue he freely lends,

To plague his foes or pleafe his friends.

And yet the fellow ne’er is ffafc
From the tremendous beak of Ralph ;
A raven grim, in black and blaé,
Asarch a knave as ¢’er you knew ;
Who hops about with broken pinions,

And thinks thefe walls his own' dominions !

1 ~ This
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. This wag a mortal foe to Bill is,

They fight like Hector and Achilles,
Bold Billy runs thh all his might,

And conquers, Parthian-like, in flight ;
While Ralph his own iraportance feels,
And wages endlefs war with heels :
Horles and dogs, and geefe and deer,
He flily pinches in the rear :

They flart, furprifed with fudden pain,
VVhi_}L%I_}oncﬁ Ralph fheers off again !

Next an unhappy buck apﬁears,

With rueful look and flagging ears ; |
A feeble, lean, confumptive elf,

The vefy picture of myfelf !
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My ghoft-like form. and new-moon phiz,

Are juft the counter parts of his ;

Blafted like me by fortune’s frown ;

Like me TwicE hunted, TwWICE run
down!

Like me purfued, almoft to death,

He's come to gaol to fave his breath !

Still, on his painful limbs, are feen

The {cars where worrying dogs have been ;
Stilly 1n his woe-imprinted face,

I weep a broken heart 1o trace,

Daily the. mournful wretch I feed,

With crumbs of comfort angd of bread ;
But man, falfe manr! {fo well he knows,

He deems the fpecies all his foes ;

In
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In vain I {mile to foothe his fear,

He will not, dare not, come too near :

He lingers—Jooks-—and fain he would—

Then {tramns his neck to reach the food.
Oft as his plaintive lqoks I ﬁ:@, |
A brot_her?é bowels yearn in rrc ;

I {hare .hisi griets with feelings fond,

As {irings in unifon refpond,

What rocks and tempefls yet await
Both him and me, we leave to fate ;
We know, by paft experience taught,
That innocence availeth nought :

I know, and ’tis my proudeft boaft,

That confcience is itfelf an heft ;

Whi[e
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Wiie tiis infpires my {weliing breaft,
fake me—I'mat ref}?

Let all forfake me—1'm at reft !

Ten thoufand deatins, in every nerve,

I’d rather syrrFER than DESERVE |

But yonder comes the vicim’s wife,
A dappled doe, all ﬁre and hife ;
She trips 2iong with gailant pace,
Her hmbs alert, her motion grace;
Soft as the moon-light fairies bound,
Her footfteps fcarcely kifs the ground ;
Gently fhe Lifts her fair brown head,
And licks my hand, and begs for bread ;
I pat her forehead, ftroke her neck,

She ftarts and gives a modeft {queak 3

Then,
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Then, whilc her eye with brilliance burns,
The fawning animal returns ;

Pricks her bob-tail, and waves her ears,
And happier than a queen appears !
—Sweet nympn ! from fierce ambition free,
And all the WOES OF LIBERTY;

Born in a gaol, a prifoner bred,

No'dreams of hunting rack thine head ;
Ah! mayit thou never pafs thefe bounds,
To fee the world—and feel the hounds '—
Still all her beauty, all her ait,
Have failed to win her hufband’s heart ;

Her lambent eyes, and lovely cheft ;-
Her ﬁvén-white neck, and ermine breaft ;
Her taper legs, and fpotty hide, *
So foftly, delicately pied,
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In vain their fond allurements fpread,
Her fpt:;ufe-——has antlers on his head !
Yet why fhould thofe be deenied unpleafant,

“T'hey’re Nature’s and not Nanny’s prefent !

But, lo ! the evening fhadows fall
Broader and browner from the wall ;
A warning voice, like curfew bell,
Commands each captive to his cell ;
My faithful dog and I retire,
To play and chatter by the fire:
Soon comes a turnkey w.th ¢ Good mght,
“ fir !”
And bolts the door with all his might, fic!

Then leifurely to bed I creep,

And fometines wake—and fometines fleep.

Thele
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Thefe are the joys that reign in prifon,
Aandif I'm haopy, ’tis with rz':*-..'fon :
Yet (il ths proi@c&, oet the reft;
Makes every blefling doubly bleft ;
"That foon thele pleafures will be vanithed,

And I; from all thefe comforts, binithed !

Cafile of York, Fune ;;*;,}

)
1766,

THE
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THE BRAMIN.

""ﬁﬁ_;ﬁ.i"i'

IN TW0 CANTOS.

—_n—

Canto I,

MORNING.

WHERE facred Gangs rol's his awful tide
Through Indian réalms, magnificent and
wide ;
In ghattly defarts works hiz mournful way,

Where peftilence and- twilight blaft the day ;
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Or gayly wantonré oer the {miling plains,
Where the full fun 1n boundlefs {plendour reigns
Like human hife, ‘the winding waters flow,
Thro’ fields of pleafure, and thro’ vales of woe !
—There on the fummit of a mountain high,
Whofe flowery fkirts perfured the breathing tky,
A living temple of majeftic trees,

In green luxuriance, quivering to tile breeze,
With branchy arms, embracing clofe, difplayed
A calm, delicious, cool, nviting fhade.

A fpring, that wept itfelf into a rill,

Refrethed the orove, and tinkled down the hill ;
On beauty'.s bloom-enamelled cheek appears,

Meandering thus, a ¢liftening fiream of tears.

The’
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The’ enchanted air with {fweeteft mufic rung ;
~ The choral birds from morn till even fung ;
And Philomel, 1n night’s enamoured fhade,

Charmed the deep filence with her ferenade.

Here, 1n a calin and flourifhing old age,
A reverend Bramin dwelt, a learned fage !
Who, having bade the reftlefs world farewell,
Lived in a moffy grotto’s tranquil cell.
But, though from {cenes of g;iddy life retired,
Unbounded tendernefs his heart infpired ;

Lake =ther pure, expanfive as the pole,

And bountiful, as nature, was his foul :
Benevolence, the friend of all diftrefst,

Had built her temple in hus holy breaft 3

- He
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He heﬂﬂd the fick, the drooping fpirit cheered,

Grief thunned his eye, and anguith difappeared :

He fpoke 3—delpair, like midnight, fled away :

He fmiled ;—and comfort trichtened, like the
day.

Wide, as the beams of morning, {pread his famc ;

Admiring crouds from diftant Iegions came ;

On all hisbounty fell, in cordial thowers,

As living dews refrefh the faintix;g Acwers.

Once at the hour when, blufhing like a bride,
Young morning bathes in Ganges’ hallowed tide ;
Frefh, as the new-born dawn, the Bramin rofe,
From dreams delightful, and ferene repofe ;
Forth from the grove he ftepped, in thin array,

Dipped in the fiream, and hailed the lord of day:
| Then,



PRISON AMUSEMENTS. 77

Then, on the mountain’s balmy lap reclined,
Unlocked the radiant treafures of hus mind ;
Pure from his hps, fublime mftruttion czﬁne,
As the bleft altar breathes celeftial flame :

A band of youths and virgins round him preficd,

Whom thus the prophet and the fage addreffed.

¢ Thro’ the wide uxﬁvcrﬁ‘:’s boundlefs range,
All that exuft decay, revive and change:
No atom. torpid or mactive lies§
A bemng, once created, never dies.
The waning moon, when quenched i fhades of

mght,
Renews her youth with all the charms of light :
The flowery beauties of the blooming year
Shrink from the fhivering blaft, and difappear ;
Yet,
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Yet, warmed with quickening fhowers of genial

s

rain,
Spring from their graves, and purple all the plain.
As day the night, and mght {fucceeds the day, .
So death reanimates, {o lives decay ;
Like biliows on the undulating main,
The fwelling fall, the falling {well again ;
Thus on the tide of time, inconftant, roll
The dying body and the living foul.,
In every animal, infpired with breath,
‘The flowers of life produce the feeds of death ;—
The feeds of death, though fcattered in the
tomb,

Spring with new vigour, vegetate aud bloom.

“ When
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« When wafted down to duft the creature

dies,

Quick, fromits cell, the’ enfranchifed fpirit flies ;

Fills, with frefh energy, another form,

And towers an elephant, or glides a worm ;

The awful lion’s royal fhape affumes ;

The fox’s fubtlety, or peacock’s plumes ;

Swims, like an eagle, in the eye of noon,

Or wails, a {creech owl, to the deaf, cold moon;

Haunts the dread brakes, where ferpents hifs and
glare,

Or hums, a glittering infet, in the air !

The’ illuftrious fouls of great and virtuous men,

In noble animals revive again:

But bafe and vicious {pirits wind their way,

In {corpions, vultures, tharks and beafts of prey.

The
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The fair, the cay, the witty, and the brave,;

’ 5% Ys ;
The fcol, the coward, courtier, tyrant, flave;
Each, 1n congenial cnimals, fhall find

An home and kindred for his wandering mind.

“« Lven the cold body, when cnfhrined in
earth, |
Riles again in vegetable birth
From the vile athes of the bad proceeds
A baneful harveit of pernicious weeds ;
The relics of the good, awaked by thowers,
Peep from the lap of death, and live in flowers:

Sweet modeft flowers, that bluth along the vale,

Whofe nectared lips embalm the kiffing gale,

< NOVV,
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“ Now, with your own admiring eyes, behold:

Examples of the myfteries I unfold.

“ Where the proud mountain overawes the

land,
A bearded lior takes his princely ftand :
O’er the broad land{cape, and incumbent ﬂ:;ies,
He rolls the funs of his majeftic eyes; -
Flathed from their lids refplendent lightnings
play,

Swift as the arrows of the dawning day ;

While, from his cloud embofoimed throne, around
He views his realms, by airand ocean bound.
His mantling mane, with undulation briglit,

Like a broad volume of dithevelled light,

1. | Beams
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Beams round his front ; where, ranged in mortal
| IOWS,

The pointed terrors of his jaws unclofe :

~ Lolling his foamy tongue, he pants for breath,

And opens, witha yawn, the gates of death !

Strength 1n his finewy limbs with fpeed com-
bines

Sublime dominion on his forehead fhines :

Though wrath and vengeance feem to heave his
cheft,

Juftice and mercy triumph in his breaft.

Hark !'tis his voice '—~with peals redoubling
round,

It whelms in thunder every humbler found !

A

See
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See the wild cattle fcud along the plain,

Thick as the Voillying darts of frozen rain;
The timid birds, on pinions towering high,
Drop the weak wing, and fhiver from the {ky ;
Earth reels upon her centre while he roars ;

Even holy Ganges thudders from his thores !

“ Thus when -of yore, in human flefh ar-
rayed,
His awful arm the Indian {ceptre {wayed ;
His fword through proftrate Afia bore his fame,

Till bleak-Siberia trembled at his name;

Kingdoms and empires, ancient and renowned,

Stood, while he fmiled—but vanithed, when he

frowned :

Yet
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Yet juftice, heavenly juftice! was his pride ;
Hc lived an hero, and a Gob he died !
Temples, not fepulchres, to him were raifed,

And grateful India all one alt_ar blazed.

““ A ghaunt hyzena, from the foreft’s gloom ;
A jealous fiend, whofe maw’s a hiving tomb;
An hermit-monfler, gorged with horrid prey,
Yet ravening ftill, to Ganges winds his way
Mark, as the murderer moves along the {trand,
His gory footfteps print with bleod the fand.
Arnived, he reels toward the giddy brink,
Then bends incumbent o’er the ftream to drink ;
But back recoils, transfixed with chill affright,

, And ftrains each agonizing orb of fight ;

’Whil{?,
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While, in the livine wave, the frantic clf
Starts from the grifly image—of himf{clf!
Shame, wrath, confufion in his vifage glare;
He burfts with rancour, fhivers with defpair :
Now all his frame with mortal madnefs burns,
Agcain nmpatient to the ftream he turns
Again the watery phantom blafts his eyes,
With tenfold horror all the features rife !

He fprings to rend the monfter with hus feet,
And the moc}::—monﬁer iprings his rage to meet ;
He roars—he foams—he plunges in the flood,
—The phantom vanithes in rolling mud !
Vilorious then the fiend triumphant lands,

And round his head, in whirlwinds, {purns the

fands ;

But
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But glancing o'er the ftream his thufty eyes,
Again beholds his rival felf arife ;
Headlong, and blind, he cleaves the foaming |

| tides;
Again the phantom from his vengeance glides :
In vain he ftruggles with the waves, i vain
He fpends his might ;.—he floats towards the
main :

- There fhall his wild 1mpatient {foul embark,

And navigate the ocean in a {hark !

“ That demon filed a blocd befprinkled

throne ;
Upheld by rapine, as by murder won
But when fterne confcience, like yon holy tide,
Shewed him himfelf,—on his own fword het died !

“ Now
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% Now from the monfter turn yc;ur aching

eyes,

Where fofter {cenes, more pleafing profpeés rife.

Sce, in light gambols, tripping o’er the lawn,

Yon beauteous doe, and wildly wanton fawn

Swift as fantaftic meteots {weep the {ky,

They {pring, they charge, they turn, retire or
fly.

In this delightful valley dwelt the pair,

A gentlé mother and her daughter fair.

That ﬁateljr deer, whofe branching honours
{pread

High o’er his nodding brows and graceful head,

Once thone the glory of the rural {cene,

The gallant monarch of the village green ;

He
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He wooed yon doeto his enamoured atms,

A virgin then, 1 all her {pring of charms.

"That playful fawn; fo beautiful and young;

An only child; from their embraces fprung.
Twelve crrcling {uns renewed tnelr bright career._.,'
And found the lovers happier every year ;

While each fond parent 1 the daughter’s face,

The other’s budding features loved to traces

“ Soft as the dulcet fumes of fpices flow
From Ceylon’s groves, when evening breezes
blow ;
Iald as the {funfhine of a vernal day,
Their gliding moments {wectly ftole away.
But, an ! my {orrowing bofom blecds to tell,
How, warm inyouth, the vigorous hufband fell ;

Fell -
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kel as tiie cedar; flourifhing on high,

Stcops to the fierce red bolt that fplits the fky;
1'he proftrate ruins load the mournful ground,
And all its blafted glories perifli round.

L'hus fet the bridegreom from the noon of life ;
Nor Jong {urvived the fclf-devoted wife !

I faw the mourner mount his funeral pyre,

Kifs the cold corpfe, and triumph in the fire 3
One farewell tear to parting life fhe thed,

Sunk on his breaft, and bowed her dying head :
So were the fun extinguithed from his {phere,
The widowed moon would perifh on his bier!
The daughter next, in beauty’s morning bloom,
Wept o’er their lofs, then followed to the tomb :
Thus fades an orphan violet on the'plain,

When the plough (hares the 'parent-roots in twain !

WY Now
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Now changed to Deer, renewed the lovers find

All the foft happinefs they left behind.

“ Butlo! the fun’s impetuous fervors beam,
~ In floods of fire on Ganges’ glittering ftream ;
Retire we now till evening {mile in dew,

Then in the cool mild hour our pleaﬁng-thcme

purfue,”

THIL
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THE BRAMIN.

T?u':l:'_-

IN TW0 CANTOS.

Canto Il

EVENING.

NOW evening rofe, in melting robes arrayed,
Of fweetly intermingled licht and fhade;
Fantaftic breezes {ported i her train,
And winnowed fragrance thro’ the wide cham-
paign :

Then
#



92 . PRISON AMUSEMENTS,

|

Then on the mountain’s flowery brow r;cli11ed,
Whence the bold eye might wander unconfined
O’er all the charms of nature, glowing round,
The bluthing hemilphere, the fmiling ground,
The flaunted clouds in radiant colours dreft,
And the broad fun, declinipg in the weft;
—DBeneath a palmtree’s {fhade the Bramin lay,
Serencly tranquil, like the fetting day ;

Eager his youthful audience thronged around,
With warm attention and refpett profound;

On each the prophet caft a gracious look,

Then raifed his hand, and pointed as he fpoke

“ See round yon hillock, {porting in the fun,

In wanton chace, the frifking lambkins run ;

S Purfuing
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Purfuing and purfued, they nimbly bound,
And wheel 1n giddy circles reund and round,
Mark the {oft innocence, the gentle grace,
That {weeyy animates each little face ;
Taewr pure white ficeces and enamclled eyes

Glitter like ftars in filver clouded fkies,

““ But lo !—tremendous as tornados fweep,
Or maddening whirlwinds {courge the indignang
deeps;
\With throat of thunder, lightning in his claws,
Death glaiing eyes, and black fepulchral jaws;
With famine frantic, parched with quenchlefs
1thirﬁ :

~—See the grim tyger from the foreft burft!

Fierce



04 PRISON AMUSEMENTS.

L}
L )

Iierce on the trembling, bleating flock he darts,
And rends, at once, an hundred little hearts ;
The mangled liiﬁbs, convulied between his teeth,
Writhe, pant, and agonize;-——alivc . e2ath!
While from his crafhing jaws the blood diftills,
Aud trickles down his breaft 1n reeking rills ;
Yet cannot melt 1t :—hark !—avert thine eyé !

Behold '—behold the monfter’s doom draws

nigh!

“ Hot as the fcorching blaft on fandy plains,
With burning blood confuming all his veins,
A fecond tyger glances on the prey;
"The former claims the empire of the day.
See the wild foes with mortal malice meet,

The plain in ftrong convulfions at their feet !

Their
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| Their foamy jaws, tremendous to behold,

]ike earthquakes, black and horrble unfold ;
With rage inftinét, their arrowy bniftles rife,
Blood, fire and fury flathing from their eyes !
Locked in a dire embrace, the ftruggling foes,
With murthering paws, and force refiftlefs clofe;
Hurled on the earth, in duft and gore they roll,
Each from his rival’s bofom tears the ioul !

Still while they grind in agony their teeth,

With horrid thirft they drink each other’s blood

in death!

« Thofe ravening fiends, when hiuman forms
they wore,

Stained the pure lap of earth with reeking core ;

Two
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Tio Nabobs proud, in endlefs feuds engaged,
The gultlels perifhed, when the guilty raged ;
Thofe lambs, thofe noftenfive lambs, were tr':t,
Who in their tyrants’ batties fell a prey.
But meeting, each atchieved a glorious deed,
For each a nation from a monfter {reed ;
Their conguering {words cxchanged a mutual
wouiid &
Eacl_l foaght his rival’s death, and what he fought
he found.,
Transformed to tygers; here agam they flew
Their former fubjects, then themfelves o'erthrew !
What future punifhiments theif crimes await,

Is yet an embryon in the womb of fate,

«“ VWhere
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“« Where two foft hills, arrayed in {miling -
green,
Break thz blue {ky, and leave a vale bétween,
Emetging like the moon, when {ull and clear
She melts the clouds and flowly mom;ts the fphere,
[ giant majefty, unmenie and itrong,

An animatad mountzin moves along!

L5l

ze the dread clephait, who towers fublime,
And feems twin brother of primeval time !

T'wo fhming tuiks of adamantine horn,

With formidable grace his front adorn ;

Like a tall pine of root and branches {poiled,

Or Ceylon’s hideous ferpent all vncoiled,

His mighty trunk extends, an awful length,

The feeptre of his reign, and {ymbol of his

¥

f’rrength :

N Broad
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Broad at his fide his dreadful thadow ftalks,
Eclipfing half the valley as he walks
Thnus at the fignal of the pafling moon, -

The ghoft of night appalls the world at noon!
But mark, my children! mark his modeft mien,

His look contemplative, and brow ferene,
That firm deep eye, majeftically mild,

And touched with all the {weetnefs of a child ;
While printed on his ample front appears,

The hoary wifdom of unnumbered years.

“ *T'was in a barbarous age and frigid clime,

His {pirit fired an human form fublime ;

When thundering war with red vindictive hand,

Hu:led bolts of defolation round his land 3

That
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That land, to fierce invading foes a prey,

In tears and afhes, blood and ruins lay.

Born to a throne that tottered on 1ts bafe,
Born to command a brave and generous race,
Born to experience every change of fate,

To thew a Max in every ftation GREAT;;
Long with unequal might his arms withftood
"The ruthlefs ftorm and inundating flood 3
Refiftance vain; the prince reﬁgnéd his throne,
And lived 1n paftoral {olitude unknown,
There from the cottage window of repofe,

He faw, he fhared, he felt his country’s woes :

The mad barbarians, terrible 1n 1re,

Marched through the realm with maffacre and

fire

The
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The vales and mountains rung with fwords and
{hields,

The plains were graves, and lakes of blood the
fields, .

'The nation fanted, gathed with wounds all o’er,

And ebbmg life clcaped from cvery pore! |

He viewed his dying country thus oppreft,

And heaven's own hightning kindled 1 his breaft ;

Then like a lion picrced by lurking focs,

Sudden as death the indignant hero rofe,

Unfhcathed his {fword. his awful banner raifed,

And rallving legions round his ftandard blazed ;

Thick as the vapours, big with thunder, roll,

To form the tempeft blackening round the pole ;

As
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As if the dead, awaked by dire alarms,

Had burft their dungeons and come forth in
arms,

So quick at freedom’s call the nation rofe,

To biaft their tyrants and confound therr foes!

Like trembling flocks before the wolves of prey,

Or famnting flars that vanith from the day,

Like fmoke annihilated by the wind,
They fled, they fell, nor left a trace behind !

But as the fun, when vanquithed tempefts fly

From the keen lightning of his holy eye,

Breaks, flaming, thro’ the clouds, in {plendot
bright,

And rains o'er heaven and carth unbounded

light;
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So did the prince his mightieﬁ powers dplay,
When on the lulling lap of peace he lay;
Dreading the blandithments of foft repofe,

More than the rage of all his former foes,

His ciative land with generous laws he bleft,
By wildom’s finger written in his breaft;
Laws true to juftice, and eternal right,

Clear as the fun, impartial as the hght !

Thus was the prince, :n low and high eftare,
In peace and war, m fair and adverfe fate,

* Beft of the Gocd, and greateft of the Great,

“ Lo! emanating from the ruftling brake,
Glides, like a ray of light, a gliftening fnake;
ks pearly {cales unnumbered hues unfold;

- ‘reen, crimfon, purple and refplendent gold,

In

\



PRISON AMUSEMENTS, 103

A ——

In gay confufion vanifh, change, -unite
With all the magic fubtlety of light ;
Graceful he rolis his undulating train,
Bright 4s a living rainbow on the plain :

Even thus in luxury’s foft delicious bowers,

Lhe ferpent pleafure plays among the flowers!

“ Hark ! how the echoing vales and moun-
tains ring,
While fweet around the plumy poets fing ;
Where the broad oak o’ercanopies the glade,

The wild muficians warble in the {hade.
Stealing along, in mudmght filence, fee

The guileful ferpent lurks beneath the tree ;
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His awful train in {welling grafs concealed,

Lis burnithed head and creft alonc revealed.
Mark how the wily tempter lifts on high

His broad, rcfuleent, fufcmaring eye ;-

That magic eye, wiofe dire enchantment draws
The powerlefs prey to his expefling jaws ;

Jaws fell as famine, mercilefs as death,

His tengue with Lightning tipt, the peftiience his

breath !

¢ The keen bew: tcnmf* olance of fenfe be-
rcaves
he oiddy birds among the whilpering leaves ;
Silent they guze upon thoic globes of e,

And hefitate, and tremblc, and admire ;

The
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The dazzling beams intoxicate their fight,

They freeze with horror, quiver with delight
Fiom bough to bough the fluttering viChims
hop ;

Then one by one, entranced and helplefs, drop!
Limlét:s and finches perifh in the nare,

With many a {weet inhabitant of air:

Why fleeps vindiftive thunder in the fkies
When poor, unfriended Robin Redbreaft dies !
Thick as in autumn ram the wee;)in‘g leaves,
The falling birds the monfler’s maw receives:
Till gorged with flaughter, fatated with prey,
Slowly he trails his bloated bulk away ;
But faiat with motion, and with food opprefied,

He firetches all his lazy length to reft, |

O Vengeance,
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Vengeance, quick vengeance fhall thy crimes
o’ertake,

When from that fleep of death thine eyes awake:

Bafe traitor ! how thy daftard heart will fail,

To find its pride imprifoned in—a fail !

“ That horrid fnake was once a {ubtle {lave,
Who played with fools the fool, with knaves the
knave ;
A flatterer vile, whofe lubricated tongue
\Vith honey poifoned, and with kindnefs ﬂﬁng;
A treacherolss friend, who with a kifs Letrayed ;
A foe, whofe looks were deep in ambuth laid ;

With infant innocence he mafked his guile,

|
Stabbed with a glance, and murdered with a fmilc.
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As thofe deluded birds to death he drew,

So with his eyes the fmooth aflaffin flew.

“ Majeftic rifing, like the vivid morn,
On wings of winds magnificently borne,
A {trong imperial eagle mounts on high,
Cleaves the light clouds, and fails along the

iky :

ﬁroad to the fun his kindling breaft he turns,
Till all his plumage 1in the radiance burns;
While from his eyes reanimated light
Breaks, like the day-fpring on the brow of night.
Now from the throne of noon his fight he bends,
Where far beneath the dufky world extends :
His boundlefs vifion beams from pole to pole,

Where empires flourith and where oceans roll 5

The
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The radiant palace of the morn he fees,

And the green vales that nuife the evening
breeze ;

The realms of ice, where tempefts- dweil for-
lorn,

And fouthern feas, where vernal fhowers arc
born,

Sublimely thus, with tranfport unconfined,

On wings of immortality, the MIND

Through nature’s infinite dominions foars;

Admires her works, her myfteries explores :

From wildom’s fun imbibes infpiring light,

And glories in the grandeyr of her flight ;

While, far removed, the grovelling world ap-
pears,

A mount of follies and a vale of tears!

“ Yon
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“ Yon towering eagle, whofe tranfcendant

foul
Spums; nobly independent, fpurns controul ;
\Whofe breaft difdains a weaker lord to own
Than the dread SovEREIGN of the Ipheres alone:
That eagle was my fire !—a bramin fage!
"The prige of India, gldry of his age!
Why fhould my tongue his deathlefs deeds de-
clare !
His country breathes his virtues with the air.
—But, hufh! on me his {peaking glances dart ;
[ feel the boding impulfe at my heart:
What foft vibrations tremble on mine ear?
My father’s voice, his living voice, I hear.
Tranfporting tidings !—O thrice welcome doom!

He calls,—my father calls me,—to hus tomb,

Yes,
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T-f’e.i:, fire! cre threé returning days decline,
Thy fon’s cold afhes fhall repofe with thine.
But thou, my raptured {oul ! ! on wino's of fire,
Shalt to thy parent’s facred peft afpir

Nor long thine energy fhall flumber therc,

But burft the thell, and breathe meridian air ;
Gaze on yon fun with keen undazzled fight,

Live in his beams, and triumph in his light.

¢ —Now, mark the words thele dymg lips
1mpart,
And wear this grand memorial round your heart :
All that mhbabit ccean, air or earth,
I'rom ONE ETERNAL SIRE derive their birth:
The Hand, that built the palace of the tky,

Formed the light wings that decorate a fly ;

The



PRISON AM USEM}INTS- 111

e o

[ = —

The Power, that wheels the circling planets

round,

Rears every infant ﬂoweret on the ground ;

That Bounty, which the mightieft beings fhare,

Feeds the leaft gnat that gilds the cvening a:ir.

Thus all the wild inhabitants of woods,

Children of air and tenants of the +ﬂoods .

All, all are equal, independent, free,

And all the heirs of immortality !

For all that live and breathe have once been
men,

And, mn fuccefhon, will be fuch again:

Lven you, in turn, that human fhape muft
change, |

And through ten thoufand forms of being range.

« AL
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« « Ah! then refrain your brethren’s blood to
{pill,

And, till you can create, forbear tokll!

Oft as a guiltlefs fellow creature dies,

The blood of innocence for vengeance cries

Even grim, rapacious favages of prey,

Prefume not, fve in felf defence, to flay ;

What, though to heaven their forfeit-lives they
owe,

Hath heaven commiffioned thée to deal the

| blow ?

Crufh not the feeble, moffenfive worm,

‘Thy fifter's fpirit wears that humble form !

Why thould thy cruel arrow fmite yon thrufh ?

In him thy brother warbles from the bufh !

When
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When the ﬁoor,‘ harmlefs kid, -éil'tre-lnbli;g‘,
hes,

And B:eg's his little life: with infant crieé :

Think; ere you take the throbbing vi&irnéa

- Bréa‘t‘H -

{

You doom a dear, an only Chl]d to death !

\Nhen at the ring the beautcous hexfm ﬁands ,
—Stay, monﬁer' ﬁay thofe pammdal hands !
Cant thou not, in that mild dejected face, |
The facred features of thy nio?.héf trace ¢
Wlhen to thé ftake the generous bull you lead,'
Tremble—ah, tremble !—left your fa.ther bleed !
Let not your anger on_)foﬁr dog deicend, -

The faithful animal was once your friend :
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The friend whofe courage fnatched you from the
grave,

When wrapt in flames, or wreftling with the
wave !

—Rath impious youth! renounce that horrid
knife s

Spare the fweetantelope !—ah ! {pare—thy wife !

In the meek vithim’s tear-1llumined eyes,

See the foft image of thy confort rife !

Such as the was, when ali her bridal charms

~ Bluthed on thy bofom, melted in thine arms ;

~ Such as fhe js, when by romantic ftreams,

Her fpirit greets thee in delicious dreams ;

Not as the looked, when blighted in her bloom ;

Not as the lies, all pale, in yonder tomb:

The
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The tomb, on which thy conftant tears are fhed,

Oft as the penfive morning hfts her head ;

The tomb, on which thy faitbful cheek reclines,
Oft as the weeping ftar of eveming fhines ;

'T'hat mournful tomb; where all thy joys repofe ;
That hallowed tomb, where all thy griefs fhall

clofe !

¢ While yet I fing, the wéary king of light
Refigns his {ceptre to the queen of night ;
Unnumbered orbs of hiving fire appear,
And roll in glittering grandeur o'er the iphere.
Perhaps the foﬂ, releafed from earthly ties,
A thoufand ages hence, may mount the fkies ;
Thro’ funs and planets, ftars and fyftems range, -
Ta cach new forms aflume, relinquifh, change ;

From
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From age to age, from world to world afpire,
And climb the {cale of being higher and hiher,
But who thefc awful myfleries dare explore §

Paule, O my foul! and tremble, and adore!

“ There is a PowERr, all other powers above.
Whofe name 1s Goédnﬁ:ﬂ;, and His nature Love;
Who calied the infant univerfe to light,

From central nothing and circuinfisent mght.,
On His great providence all worlds depend,

As trembling atoms to their centre tend :

In nature’s face His glory fhines confedt,

She wears His facred irzgagc on her bteaft ;

His {pirit breathes in every living foul ;

tiis bounty feeds, IHis prefence fills the whole;

Though



PRISON AMUSEMENTE. 117

L " ]

g

Though feen, mvifible—though felt, unknown :
All that exift, exut in Him alone.

But who the wonders of His hand can trace
Through the dread ocean of infinite fpace ?
VWhen from the ﬂ}ore we Lift our fainting eyes,
“Where endless {cenes of Godlike grandeur rife :
Like {parkling atoms in the noontide ‘rays,
Vorlds, {tars, and funs, and univerfes blaze !
Yet thefe tranfcendant monuments that fhine,
Irmmortal muracies of {kill divine,

Thefe, and ten thoufand more, are only full

THE sHADOW OF HIS POWER, THE TRAN-

17

SCRIPT OF HIS WILL !

Caftle of York, A’prﬂ}
- | 14’ 17964!* i

TALES
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THE

GRUMBLER’s PETITION::

GIVE me, ye Gops ! a farm as {inig

As woollen blanket toa bug ;
Pll dance and fing, and rhyme and ﬂeéb,
To lowing cows and bleating theep ;
Catve Cynthia’s nameé on every tree;
But Cythia’s falfe—as falfé as me ! o
A plague confume the filthy cot ;
P&fiﬂl the herds—the flocks Ima'y rot ! '

Q Give
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‘Give me a warchoufe crammed with
goods,
And fifty fhips to plow the floods ;
I'll firut and fwagger, joband range,
The Iﬁerceﬁ merchant upon ‘Change.
But what is lofs and gain to me?
I hate the golden rule of three :
And as for fractions, hang the breed,
They'll make a fration of my head !
Then, curfe on trade !—T'll leave the ftocks

Ta lame the fegs of waddling ducks.

How wretched is a batchelor’s life !
Give me, ye Gobs! a pretty wife;
As Pallas wife, as Venus fair ; N

Gay as the light, and chafte as air;
~ ' Hal—
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Ha '——now 1 think on’t——wives have
tongues,

And mine are weak, confumptive lungs !

"Then grant me an enormous wig,

And reverend coat, ten times too big ;
With purple pimpled face I'll thine, -
A worthy orthodox divine :

Six days and nights in riot fpent,

Pl blefs the feventh and repent;

Then ftart again on Monday morn,
Nor reft till Sabbath day return.

~—No,—my good grannum ufed to fay,

That there will come—a judgment day !

Well,
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. Well, then with lawyers T'll refort,
And, likea fpeétre, haunt the court
‘With, gown fo black and wig o white,
Symbolical of wrong and right,—

(For every lawyer letts his tongue
To any tenant, right or wrong ;)

—L'll {plit my wind pipe o’er a brief,
And bawl for juftice and for beef ;

Or fpruce and gay, with back bone pliant,

Bow, fmile and fimper to a client ;
But then, before he quits my gate O,
I'll make a manof him, if Plato
~Be right in what he hath alledged,
That man’s a two-legged thing unﬂedg-

'f;:d.'t

Stay -
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Stay !—John Buil’s Memoirs tell me—rot

em !

"That law’s the pit without a bottom ;

If fo—heaven fhield.be from fuch eﬁrilél

Lawvers themfelves muft €’en be devils!
y

Make me, ye Gobs! a {oldier brave,

A 1oldier’s coat fits fool or knave ;

With tongue of brafs and heart of delf ware,

As thoufands more befide myfelf are ;
Like Hercules, I'll mount a breach,
And murder all within my reach.

« Stop ! roars a bullet: ¢ Blaft your eyes !”

Cries Hergules—and falls, and dies.

O then,
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O then, ye Gops ! my next condition
Muft be the lot of a phyfician !

Through all the parith, who but me?
Man-midwife, furgeon and M. D.

Pl {hrug my fhoulders, thake my head,

And look a purfelefs patient dead ;
But the rich rogue, in anguith lying,
Shall lead a weary life of dying ;—

My confcience {mites me, {eripture faith,
“ The end of all thefe things is death!”

What ! —Death to doctors *—Dotors die ?

I'll be no doétor—no, not I'!

Give me an houfe in Grofvenor Square,

With forty thoufand pounds a year ;

An
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An hoft of friends to wait my call,

Yet not a friend'among them all :

But who would figh for faithlefs friends
A ftar and garter makes amends:

Titles and gewgaws are adored ;

Heavens! what a thing to be a lord !

Then in a chariot to be whirled,

And kick a duft up in the world.

Hold !'—carriages are apt to break,

And mine’s a very brittle neck:

"T1s fun to thunder up and down,

But death to fall and crack one’s crown
Sweet 15 the noife of ratthng {tones;

But curfe the crafth of broken bones !

Sick
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Sick of mankind,and all their folly, -
I'li yield my foul to melancholy:
Myfelf and 1, i cordial ftrife;
Together live; likke manand wife :
Like them, alals! we're two in one ;
Flefh of eacly other’s flefh and bone.
Alafs ! like them, we {cold and fight ;
Like them, we hate with all our might ;
Like them, to mend the breach, of cour_fe,
We muft determine to divorce.
Then, give mie, Jove! an hermit’s cell
Where 1, with apathy, may dwell ;
And, like anotner Honeft afs,
Drink the clear {pring and browze on grafs;
From morn to nig.ht, I my retreat,

I'li catand brav, and bray and eat.

No—
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No—who would bean afs that can,

In any fenfe or fhape, be man?

What fhall Tafk for then, ye Gops !
Ot this world’s EVENs and its opps
Alike to me i3 odd or even,

‘There’s no fuch thingon EARTHAS HEAVEN!
1 bow content to your decrees—

t5ive me, O give me—what you pleafe !

R, DESPAIR,
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DESPAIR.

| WHAT human tongue can fpeak my

woe °
What human thought conceive *
For, O my tears refufe to flow,

Left weeping thould relieve !

Defpair, with agonizing ftings,
Forbids my foul to reft ;

While the broad thadow of his Wings

Eclipfes all my breaft !

Transfixed
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Transhixed with gricef all day I figh,
And {bun the {miling hight ;
To thades and folitudes I fly,

And languith for the night !

Frantic 1 tofs the night away,

And rave, and faint, and burn;

‘Tcurfe the gloom, invoke the day,

Yet dread the day’s return !

Ah, me! diftraéted and forlorn,
No friendfhip foothes my {mart ;
My rofe 1s withered, and the thorn

Hathgunk into my heart!

131 '

In -
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In vam the rofy lips of {pring
"T'he foltening air perfume;
In vain the warbling woodlands ring,

The hills and vallies bloom !

The fpring of peace thail never qucll
"The winter of my care,
Nor rifing fun of hope difpell

The midright of defpair !

O melt my frozen eyes, and firft

Weep your full fountains dry;

Then O my heart afunder burft,

And let—and let me die!

SONG
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I.
LO\ LLLY arethe Lmdlmo bluthes

Of the gay cxulting morn;
Swect the fongs of rival thrufhes,
Pouring from the bloflomed thoin ;
IFant and pale the mornin g blufhes ;
Harth the fongs of warbling thrnthes ;

When my Laura’s charms appear,

When her voice falutes mine ear.

Welcome
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Welcome to the travellers weary,
Fountains m the {andy plaim ;

Welcome, after winter dreary,

Spring with all her blooming train :

Fountams to the travellers weary ;
Spring that chafes wmter dreary ;
Cannot half {o welcome be

As my Laura’s fight to me.

I,

Give to bees ambrofial honey ;
Give to Bacchanalians wine
Power to knaves—to mifers meney ;

Love—my Laura’s love be mine !

Soft
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Soft beneath the thade reclined,

When I broke my tender mind ;
Laura, dear confenting maid ¢

Smiled and bluthed—but nothing faid,

THE
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WELCOME, dear maid ! to thefe foft

{cenes !
\Welcome to thefe Elyiian plains!
With me, in this ferene retreat,

Come Love, and aura, fix your {eat,

No drums, nor trumpets’ martial found

Shall ever rend this peaceful ground 3

No
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No {ibres clath, nor cannons roar,
To drench thefe blocrr‘lin-g plais 1n gére.‘
:
Wheh morning gilds the opening eaft,
Or evening veils the clofing weft,
Cheerful we'll fi@rﬁfﬁdihaﬂ the light,

Or fteal to reft and:‘biefs the night;

When {pring defcends in balmy tnowers,
Revives the trees, and wakes the flowers ;
When fummer’s brighter glories {hine;

Or autumn melts the lufcions vine:

Then, arm in arm, we'll gaily rove

The fluthing mead, the warbling grove ;

N On
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On beds of velvet mofs repofe,

And breathe the incenfe of the rofe.

For thee, n this delightful bower,

V'll garlands weave of every flower,
Which this delicious valley yields,

Or blooms i thefe luxﬁriant fields.

Lven winter, defolation’s fire,

Shall fmile befide our focial fire s

While tempefts {hake the mountain’s brosw,

Secure from {torms we'll fing below.

Farewell, ambition '—pride, farewell ! .

Prefume not near this {facred cell -

Come,
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Come, cherub peace !——contentment, come !

And make this favoured cot your home,

Though humble be our little lot,

The rich and great we envy not ;

Can heaven beftow 'one blifs above

The tender luxury of love ¢

SONG
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‘ ‘ FHEN baoithed from my Cynthia's
charms,
Keen anguith wrung my breaft;
But when reftored to Cynthia’s arms,

She imiled—and all was reft.

The blacker frowns the ftormy night,
The brigﬁter beams the day ;

And bleffings long, long out of fight,

Are fweetened by delay.

No
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No briny {orrows blight the cheeks
That bloom with love and peace ;
Save the foft, {fudden tear that {peaks

Unutterable bhis.

All {feafons wear a welcome face ;
? L v - . -
Young {pring with bluthes fpread,
Great fummer’s glory, autumn’s grace,

And winter’s reverend head.

With thee, dear Cynthia! while I rove,
At morn, or evening hour,
+ 1find a mufe in every grove,

A theme m every flower.

But,
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But, O! whatever mufe or theme
Employs my glowing tongue,
Sweet Cynthia ! thy delightful name

Alone infpires the fong.

Falfe fortune’s bounty, fortune’s ire,
Are equal now tome:

T'he only bleffing 1 defire,
Is tobe bleft with thee,

THE
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THE MIRROR.

ES, Clara! I am vexed tofee
You love your mifror more than me:?

But leave the room, the faithlefs glafs

Will fmile on any other lafs!

Behold your image then impreft
On the pure mirror of my breaft;
Your charms alone refle&ted there,

Nor place can cuange, nor time lmpaii.

THE
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THH KISS.

LUCIN DA breathed a penfive figh ;
Lucinda wept, {he knew not why ;
Arch Damon ftole a kifs, and fhe

Lcoked, 1n her turn—as arch as he!

Thus have I {een an April morn,

All bathed m tears, like nympn forlorn ;
T1ll Phoebus rofe, her bridegroom gay;
And then—ihe blufhed herfeif to day !

STELLA.
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STELLA.

STELLA outfhines the fun at noon,
But changes oftener than the moon !

Is Stella fickle *—No, not the:

She’s conftant—in inconftancy !
Is Stella falfe :~—No, you may_ﬁ:vea'r,

That nothing’s falfe, where all s fair !

T  THE
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THE

STATESMAN AND HIS FOOL.*

A MARVELLOUS TALE,

|

WHO ever heard that dumplings erew

Ubpon the points of ruthes?

Ti]at {yllabubs, and cuftards too,
Were plucked from bramble buthes ?

Who can diftill port wine from hops
Or from a cabbage head cut mutton chops?

Who

? The idea of ths Story was borrowed from a French Anccdote,
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Who ever made a race horfe of an afs
Or golden image of a block of brafs ?

Who can vefrefh a ftagnant pool ?
Who make an hero of a flave?

\Vho make a chriﬁian of a knave ?

. Who make a wifeman of a fool? .

Unanfwered, to the ground, thefe queftions

fall :
L'l tell a ftory worth them all,

A famous minifter of flate,
As legendary tales relate,
Oppretled a foreign land :
He taxed and tythed, and tythed and taxed;
Greedy as death, he ne’er relaxed

Hi unrelenting hand.
From



148 TALES AND TRIFLES.

Yrom every fheep he tore the fleece,
The feathers plucked from living geefe,
With his rapacious claws :
He fpared not age, nor fex, nor beauty ;
Nofes aud eyes themfelves paid duty 3
“And grievous was the tax on jaws !
In eating, drinking, working, playing,
Sleeping, waking, fwearing, praying,
The people were for ever paying !
With panniers of opprefiion loaded,
Kicked and pummelled, mauled and goad-
cd,
To the vileft flavery humbled,'

Poor, patient fouls ! they neither growled nor

orumbled ;

Bue
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But wore as meek, {fubmiflive faces,

As grave philofophers, or graver affes.

"Thus governed only by their fears,

‘They cat their thiftles, drank their tears;

Aud for their country’s, or their monarch’s
good,

Were thankful even to fhed their blood.

At length this minifter, fo fal'midﬁbly
great,
Who dropt from Jupiter to rule the fiate,

Caught cold one e'\fening!

Pray, what

then ? ;

He died—upon my foul, he died !—like com-

mon men !

Nay,
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Nay, gentle reader ! do not wonder :
Tho’ {tatefmen fcem the fons of thunder,
And ftrut Lke demigods to-day,
To-morrow, lo'—ah, fad reverfe !
The pallid throud, the pompous hearfe,
Proclaim them fons of clay !
Yes, earthen vellels lords and bifhops are:

Even kings and queens themfelves are crockery

warc.

Our hero died, his corfe was buried,
And o’er the Styx his foul was ferried.
His honour had not long been there,

When walking, penfive, by the river fide,

In Charon’s boat, with {olemn air,

Roger, his faithful fool on earth, he fpyed.

Aftonmifhed
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Aftomthed ftood
The ftatefman good,
And thought his eye:s '
Were telling lies,
"T1ll Roger, {tepping on the fable {hore,

With equal wonder, knew his lord once more.

Not Martin Luther, atthe fight

Of Satan, ftared with more affiight,

When mufing upon things eternal,

In ftalked his majefty infernal !
Not more aftonithed looked the Devil,

When Martin Luther, faint uncivil,
Hurled—O indelible difgiace!

A full-charged mkftand in his worfhip’s face;

His
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His goodly nofe to jelly crufhied,
Whaile blood, and tears, and ink, in mingled

torrents gufhed.

So Roger ftared, {o ftared his lord,
Full half an hour without a word.
The Fool, at length, IEVIVILG from the fit,
Which ftole away his tongue and wit—
“ By old Bartholomew’s thrice blefled hide !

¢ What brought your lhcnour here he

cried :

“ A faint you was, for all:thc world believed

“ 3t —
*“ The world's a calf, thank heaven you have

“ decerved 1t !”

44 Ah’
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“ Ali; Roger, Roger!I” faid the mafter,
“ How can’t thim laugh at my difafter ?
“« Roger, thou knew'ft full ‘:’veﬂ my virtubus
“ wife, :
« Chafte as the moon;
“ And beautiful as noon,
“ The pride—the comfort of my life !
“ By heran only, yes, a matchléfs fon, I had 3 f'
“ Was ever father blefled with fuch a lad ? w
“ For that dear fpoufe, that only fon,
“ 1 plundered and oppreffed a nation ;
“ For them I forfeited my own falvation,
“ And here am I, undone—undone !
“ But, honeft Roger, tell me, in thy turn,
“ Hor what -black crime art thou condemned

to burn ¢’

U “ Becaule,”
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“ Becaule,” quoth Roger, “ now we're
“ dead and gone,

“ And each muft {uffer for what each ha_s

#¢ done—

T was the father of your onlyson !9}

T'he fable ended, here the moral lies, -

To punith folly—open folly’s eyes.

VERSES,
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VERSES,

OCCASIONED BY

THE VISIT OF THOMAS HARDY,

IMMEDIATELY AFTER HIS ACQUITTAL,

TO THE

f

GRAVE OF HIS WIFE,

Who had died, during his Confinement, in Child-bed ; declaring in her la%k
moments, that the grief, occafioned by her Hufband’s
" mistortune, had broken her heart.

remst 00 SO0 D0t

“ IS this thy grave ?” the’ afflicted mourner
{aid, ’
And frefh from every pore his {orrows bled :

“ It is thy grave ! but grief arrefted fpeech,

And filence {poke what language could not reach :

Fuil



150 TALES AND TRIFLESs

Full in his eyes, whence drops of anguith ftole,

Beamcd all the hufband’s, all the father's foul.

—Why was thy wife from thine embraces torn

Why, but to perifh, was thine mfant born f—

Pale, on the fad deferted bed fhe lics,
Where laft her fpoufc and guardian bleffed her
eyes ; |
Whence, from her arms, fhe faw him dragged
away ; ‘
—O the wild horrors of that difmal day

Lefs keen the torture, lefs fevere the imait,
Had all the nerves been fevered from her heart ;
Ah! lefs the mortal fhock, the rending pain,

Had that 1ll-fated heart been cleft in twain!

From
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From that diftracting moment, quick decay
Crumbled her poor remaus of hfe away :

Jow did the world to her fick eyes appear ;
Each breath a fign, and every look a tear !

Her pillow reftleis as the tofling wave,

And cvery flep funk decper in the grave !
Bending, at length, beneath oe’rwhelming woes,
While nature laboured with maternal throes,

She faw, fhe Dlefled her babe—then deeply
) fiohed—

—And wept, and blefled her babe again—and

died !

The little innocent juft peeped at earth ;

No joyful father hailed its happy birth ;
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- No mother’s breaft the {weet nutrition fhed,
Or formed a pillow for its fainting head.
The infant {tar emerging from the main,
Shot one pale twinkling ray—and fet again
So 1n the cye of beauty {prings a tear,

Then drops, for ever, from its brilliant {phere !

Ah! wherefore did the haplefs babe expire ?
Why lived 1t noL 'to blefs 1ts 1njured fire ?
From his parched cheeks to wipe the ftreaming
tears,
And eafe the burthen of his bending years,
That fire, in dungeons doomed to mourn his

fate s

His innocence, alas! declared too late !
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Lo! from the awful bar, the prifon’s gloom,

Releafed he flies—ah ! whither ?—fee the tomb |

See where the agonizing mourner {tands,

With flowing eyes, mute lips, and pleading
hands !

Cannot thofe fpeaking looks revive the dead ?

Cannot thofe fighs recall the {pirits fled ?

Alas! no tears can melt the unfeeling tomb !

No fighs revoke the inexorable doom !

“ Isthis thy crave ”—Imprefled with {olemn awe

The people ftood—they felt the grief they faw.

Such was the fcene on carth. The mourner’s
eye,

Raifed from the tomb, beheld the unfolding fky :

His
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His fainted fpoufe, and her angelic child,

Smiled on the hufband, on the father {miled !
Admiiing feraphs, like the crowd below,
Beheld the {cene, and felt their bofoms glow. .
¢ And fhall we' mect agun P the mourner

fighed :

« Soon,” fmiled the vifion of his heavenly b'ri.de;
Then vamithed, 10 a moment, from his view :

"The hufband bowed 11 filence and withdrew.

ELEGY
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ELEGY
TO

THE MEMORY

O0F THE

LATE COLONEL DOSVILLE,

Who fell in the Adtion near Lincelles, previoustn the uniortunate Attack
upon Dungu k.,

AND 15 he fallen ? —And is t=e hero flain?
‘Does senerous Bofville prefs the groaning
plain ?
Yes, he is fallen—and low the herolies s

Mute his cold lips, and fixed his marble eyes !

X That
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That heart which bgat when trumpets called—

“ Toarms!”

Or funk, diflolved, 1n beauty’s {funthine charms:

That heart no more with thrilling love fhall

glow,
Or bound when death-awakening clarions blow !

Bowed, ah! for ever bowed, his honoured head !—

And 15 he fallen ?—Ye Powers! 1s Bofville dead ?

Mourn, noble youths !—and melting virgins,
mourt !

A friend, a brother, fleeps in Bofville’s urn !

Red rofe the morn, arrayed i fanguine

‘343

light ;

But thundering cannons foon recalled the night

Thro’
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Thro’ falling ranks Death hewed his purple
way !

The Grave awoke outragzous for his prey !

Horror, Diftraction, Phrenzy, and Defpair,

Rent, with their howls, the agonizing air !

—O War! gnim demon! ceafe thy carnage,
ceafe I

Return, to earth return, thou cherub i’eace f—

Bofville ferenely fmiled amid the {hock ;

So, Jafthed by ftorms and oceans, {tands a
rock :

Fortune that day hung trembling on his eye,

And Gallia’s ftouteft fons began to ty.

ﬂ—\/;i/l]}', guardian Angel of the Britifh hott

Why was a vi€tory ga:iued, a Bbi'ville joft !

Had
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Had he furvived, would Dunkirk’s grifly fhore

Have dyed old ocean red with Eilgliﬂl gore ?

Weunld Albion’s legions have been  forced to
yreld,

VWhile rout and ruin chaied 1hem oer the field i—

i P : f . R S, -
Mourn, martial youths —your country’s glory,

o

mouain !

An hero’s afhes fleep 1 Bofville’s urn !

As when the widowed vine Jaments, 1 vam,
Tlie blaft that broke her fpoufal elm m twain

Her orphan clufters bleed upen the ground ;

LY

Her green didhevelled trelies fade around ;
S0 the bricht Fair, who to her Bofville’s arms

Configned the visgin treafure of her charms,

er
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E'er twice the’ mconftant moon renewed her
horn,

Saw the gay bridegroom from her bofom torn ;

¥rom weeping love, at glory’s eall he fled,

And made a foldics’s grave his nuptial bed !

She heard his fate—What language can ex-
prefs !

What thought conceive her exquifite diftrefs?

—Some feraph fhatch 'my pen—ah, no !—for-
bear—

An angel cannot paint—a widow’s tear !—f-

Mourn, blooming nymphs \—{weet flowers of
beauty, mourn !

A lover’s athes fleep in Bofwille’s urn !

For
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For Bofville dead, his country heaved one figh,

And one big drop {uffufed the nation’s cye !

See! like an awlel comet through theair,

He mounts the ipheres upon a fiery cay

Ie lived, he died, hie fought, he triumphed well;
—Who caught the hero’s mantle when it fell ?
Who fhall lus bleeding country’s lofs reftore :—
—And 15 he fallen :—5hall Bor”'llc 11fe no more ?
Mourn, Albion’s cliffs ! .-——ye rocks refponfive,

mourn | ‘

A vatriot’s athes {leep 1n Bofville’s urn !

‘Graved on Dritannia’s feven-fold fhield, his
name

Stands confecrated to eternal fame :

Sooner
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Sooner fhall ocean burft his ancient mound :
Sooner ingulphed fhall Albion fink profound ;
Sooner fhall vanifh earth, and air, and {ky ;

Than Bofville’s laurels fade, or Bofville’s virtuss

die !

ON
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ON SEEING

THE

FEATHERS OF A LINNET,

Scattered along the Ground in a {olitary Walk,

——en 9 O G S ENmmy

THESE little relics, injured bird !
That ftrew the mournful vale,
With filent eloquence record

‘Thy brief, pathetic tale,

Like
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Like autumn’s leaves that ruftle round,
From every weeping tree,
Thefe plumes, difhevelled on the ground,

Are all the wreck of thee.

Some hungry kite’s rapacious maw
Hath been thy gloomy grave ;
No pitying eye thy murder faw,
Nor hand appeared to fave.
Heaven’s thunder finite the guilty foe !
No !—{pare the tyrant’s breath ;
Till wintry winds, and famine flow,

Avenge thy cruel death, |

Vs Few
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Few were thy days, thy pleafures few,

Yet {weet and unconfined :

On funbeams every moment flew,

Nor left one care behind.

In fpring, to build thy curious neft,

And woo thine hopping bride,
To blefs, and in thy turn be bleft,
Was all thine humble pride.

Happy beyond the lot of kings,
Thy bofom knew no {fmart,

Till the laft pang that tore the ﬁrings ‘

From thy diffevered heart.

When
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When late, to fecret griefs a prey,

I wandered peufive here,
Wild, from the woods, an artle(s lay,

Like magic, won mine car.

Perhaps "twas thy romantic fong,

That exquilitely ftole
In 1ills of melody along,

And harmonized my {oul,

Now, fweet mufician! now no more
Thy mellow pipe refounds !

But jarring drums at diftance roar,

And yonder howl the hounds :

—The
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~1he hounds that thro’ the echoin ¢ wood
The panting ha;*e purfue !
—The drums that wake vindiGtive blood,

.And beat to glory too !

While at my feet thy fad remains,
Unwept, unburied lie,
:Like victims, on ;mbattled plains,

That moulder where they die,

May every plutne, that graced thy wing,
Be quickened where it lies,
And, at the genial breath of fpring,

A fragrant cowflip rife !

But
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But could the mufe, whofe {trains rehearfe
Thy melancholy doom,
Iimbalm thee in immortal verfe,

And bid thy memory bloom:

While haftening ages roll away,

And youngeft time grows old; -
~ While empires fiourath and decay,
Thy ftory fhould be told !

- And art thou then for ever deadi';

Eclipled 1n endlefs night ?
Or 1s thy {pint only fled
To-fawrer fields of light ?

Where
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Where wicked kites can never come,

- Nor fchool boys break thy reft ;
But fpring’s cternal beauties bloom

Around thine happy neft !

Whatever be thy prefent fiate,

When wandering near this fpot,
The fad memorial of thy fate

Shall never be forgot,

Tho’ doomed the lingering pangs to feel

Of deftiny fevere,

One truant figh from thefe I'll fteal,

And drop one willing tear.

ON
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ON PLUCKING

WILD ROSE,

LATE IN THE MONTH OF OCTOBER.

THOU laft pale promife of the waning year,

~ Poor, fickly rofe! what doft thou here?

Why, frail flower! {o late a comer ? h

Haft thou been afleep all fummer ? |

Since now in {ullen autumn’s reigu,

When
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When every breeze
- Unrobes the trees, -
And ftrews theif annual garrﬁcxits on the plain,
Awakening from repofe,

Thine eyelids foft unclofe.

Paltry, Liliputian flower !
Fairy phantom of an hour !

Every daify that T fee

Spreads a broader bloom than thee
Nothing, but thy ftalk, difclofes

Thy defcent from royal rofes :

How thine anceftors would blufh A
To behold thee on their buth ;

Purfing up thy puny face,

‘To the fcandal of their race! |
Thus



TALES AND TRIFLES, a7y

e Bl ¢ e ———

Thus fome make-weight limb of fathion,
Born, like other puppies, blind; -

Formed by nature, in a paffion, |
As a libel on mankind ;

Vaunts a pedigree that {prings

From the loins of mighty kings,

And claims hereditary right

To play the fool with all his might :

Tho’ the vain animal would pafs

For the pure offspring of an afs, -

Had not dame nature held back half his due,

And given, inftead of four legs, only two !

Laft and meaneft of thy race,

Void of beauty, void of grace !

A No
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No bee delighted fips
" Ambrofia *from thy lips ;
No {pangling dew drops cem
‘Thy fine elaftic ftem ;
No living luftre gliftens o’er thy bloom ;
Thy {prigs no verdant leaves adorn
Thy bofom breathes no exquifite perfume ;
But pale thy countenance as fnow,
While, unconcealed below,

All naked glares the threatening thorn!

Around thy bloom, perplexed with filmy threads,
His {ubtle web a brigand fpider fpreads;
Even in thy bofom, -he prepares
His venomed fhafts of death, and weaves his wily

{nares.
Like
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Like {fome giant in his caftle,
The monfter grim

Surveys the horrors of his baftile ;

Where many a head, and wing, and
limb,
Of {laughtered flies,
To feaft his eyes,
Are {cattered round,

Like fculls and marrow bones in holy

ground !

While I fing, 2 wandering fly
Merrily comes buzzing by ;
Little feems the rogue aware

Of the labyriﬁthine {nare :

Round
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Round and round, on winnowing wings,
Lo! the infect wheels and fings :
Clolely couched the fiend difcovers,

Marks the thoughtlefs fool draw nieh,
And, while o’er the verge he hovers,

Charms him with a fteadfaft eye,
As the fnake’s magnetic glare

Faicinates the tribes of air,

So the fpider’s magic draws

Deftined viétims to his jaws !

Now, among his b;ethren mangled,
On his feet alights the fly ;

Ah!—he feels himfelf entangled !

Hark !—he pours a piteous cry !

Swift



TALES AND TRIFLES, 131

]
e

Swift as death’s own arrows dart,

On his prey the fpider fprings ;
Wounds his fide, with dextrous art

Winds the web about his wings ;
And quick as thought receiling then,
The villain vamifhes into his den.

The entangled fly. perceives, too late,

"T'he gloomy cnfis of bus fate <

Difafter crouds upon difafter,

e

And every firuggle to get free

Snaps the hopes of liberty,

And draws the knots of bondage fafter.

Again the {pider glides along the line:

¢ Hold !-—murderer, hold !—the prize 15 mime !

- « Go,
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“ Go, fimple fly !—go home, thou giddy fool !
¢ Learn wit and wifdom in misfortune’s fchool.
“ Spider ! I fpare thy hife: for know from me,
“ The law of juftice 15 humanity !

“ And thou, poor rofe! whofe livid.leaves ex-

“ pand
“ Cold to the fun, untempting to the hand :

“ Mean as thon art, I'll place thee near my foul ;

“ Not in my heart indeed,—but in my button

¢ hole !”?

SONNET,
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SONNET,

Upon the Clofe of the Campaigis of 1793.

—-—ﬂmﬂﬂ_—#

HAIL, drear December —king of tempefts,
hail !
Rife, wrapt i horrors '—armed with ven-
geance, rife !
Round thy pale throne tormented goblins wail,

And fanguine meteors ftreak with blood the

I
{kies !

Grim
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Grim tyrant! fay, fince light from darknefs rofe,
Was ever year before {o red with crimes #
Ah, guilty year t—al, year of murder !'—clofe,

And be abhorred, accurfed by future times!

In blood did fpring,m blood did {ummer, mourn ;
And autumn’s recking vintage guthed with
gore !
Rather than fcenes like thefe thould €’cr return,
May feed and.harveft time return no more,
Eternal defolation blaft the plain,

And winter, everlafting winter, reign !

A TALE,
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A TALE,
T00 TRUE.
---nm;-—-

A NE beautiful morn‘ing, when Paul was a
child,
And went with a fatchel to fchool,
The rc;gue played the truant, which proves he
was wild, | |

And, though little, a very great fool. -

2 A | He
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He came to a cottage that grew on the moor,

No mufhroom was ever fo ftrong ;

"T'was {nug as a moufe-trap, and, clofe by the

door,

A river ran rippling along.

The cot was embofomed in rook-nefted trees,
The chefnut, the beech, and the oak;

Geefe gabbled in concert with bagpiping bees ;

While {oftly afcended the {moke,

At the door fat a damfel, a {weet little girl,
Arrayed 1n a petticoat green ;
Her fkin was as lovely as mother of pearl,

And milder than moonlight her mien.

She
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She fﬁng as {he knotted a garland of flowers,
" Right mellowly warbled her tongue ;

Such ftrains in Elyfium’s romantical bowers,

To foothe the departed, are fung.

Paul ftood like a gander, he ftood like himfelf;

Eyes, ears, nofe, and mouth open wide !

When, fuddenly rifing; the pretty young elf
The thunder {truck wanderer ipied.

She ftarted and trembled, the bluthed and fhe
{miled ;
Then dropping a curtfey, the faid—

« Pray, what brought you hither, my dear little
“ child?

« Did your legs ran away with your head :”

(4 Yes
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“ Yes—yes " —{tammered Paul, and he made

a fine bow ;

At leaft *twas the fineft he could:
Tho' thic lofty bred belles of St. James’s, I trow,

Would have called it—a bow made of wood !

No matter—the dimple-chin’d damfel was
plealed,
And modeftly save him her wrift

Paul took the fair prefent, and tenderly fqueezed,
- Asifhe'd a walp 1n his fift !

Then into the cottace the led the young fool,
Who ftood all aghaft to behold

The lafs’s ¢rim mother—who mana ged a {chool—
A beldaxﬂe, a witch, and a fcold !

Her
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Her eyes were as red as two lobfters when boiled,
Her complexion the colour of fhraw ;
Tho' the grinned, like a death’s head, whenever

ihe {miled,

She fhewed not a tooth in her jaw !

Her body was fhrivelled and dried like a kecks
Her arms were all veins, bone, and fkin
And then fhe’d a beard, fir ! in fpite of her fex,

I don’t know how long, on her chin'!

Her drefs was as mournful as mourning can be:

Biack fackeloth, bleached white with her tears!

For a widow—fair ladies !—a widow was fhe,

Moft difmally ftricken in years !

The
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The charms of her youth, if fhe ever had any,

) Were all under total eclipfe ;

While the charms of her daugﬁter, wha truly
had many,

Were only unfolding their lips.

Thus far i1 a wildernefs, bleak and forlorn,
When winter deflowers the year,
All hoary and horrid, I've feen an old thorn

Inicicle trappings appear ;

While a fweet {miling fhow drop enamels its
- Yoot
Like the'moming ftar gilding the fky 3
Or an elegant crocus peeps out at its foot,

As blue as Mifs W ho-ye-will’s eye !

¢ Pear
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“ Dear mother !” the damfel exclaimed, with a.
figh ;
“ I've brought you a poor little wretch—
“ Y i¢tim —and mine ’—b '
our vithm—and mine !”"—but a tear from
her eye

Wathed away all the reft of her fpeech,

e

'The beldame then mounting her fpe&tacles on,
Like an arch o’er the bridge of her nofe,
Examined the capitive, and crying, “ Well done !”

Bade him welcome with twenty dry blows!

Paul fell down aftounded, and only not dead,
For deatiy was not quite within call :
Recovering, he found himfelf in a warm bed,

And in a warm fever and all !

Like
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Reclined on her elbow, to anguith a prey,
The maiden, 1n lovely diftrefs,
Sat wecping her foul from her eye lids away—

How could the fair mourner do lefs?

But when fhe percerved him reviving again

She carrolled a {onnet fo fweet ;
The captive, tranfported, forgot all his pain;

And prefeutly fell at Ler feet.

All rapture and fondnefs, all folly and joy—
“ Dear damfel ! for your fake,” he cried ;
“ Tl be your crofs mother’s own dutiful boy,

“ And you fhall one day be my bride !”

“ For
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« For {hame! quoth the nymph; though the -
looked the reverfe ;
“ Such nonfenfe I cannot approve :
“ Too young we're to wed I”"—Paul faid, ¢ So
“ much the worle !—

& _Butare we too young then to love

The lady replied, in a language that fpeaks
Not unto the ear but the eye :

The language that blufhes thro’ eloquent checks,

When modefty looks very {ly !

Our true lovers ived—for the fable faith true—
As merry as larksin a neft,
Who are learnin g to fing while the hawk 1s nview;

—The ignorant always are bleft |- —

: B Thro’
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Thro’ vallies and meadows they wandered by day,

. And whiftled and warbled along;

So liquidly glided their moments away,

. 1 |1 ' : !
Their life was a galloping {ong !

When they twittered their notes from the brow

of an hill,
If November did not look like May,
If rocks did not caper, nor rivers ftand fill,

The afles, atleaft, didnot bray!

If the trees would not leap, nor the mountains
advauce,
. They were deafer than bailiffs ’tis clear ;

If fun, moon and ftars did not lead up a dance,

They wanted a mufical ear!

But
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But fometimes the beldame, crofs, crazy and old,
Would thunder, and threaten, and {wear:
Expole them to tempefls, to heat, and to cold,

To danger, fatigue, and defpair !

For wifdom, fhe argned, could only be taught
By bitter experience to fools :
And fhe afted, as every good fchool muftrefs
ought,

Quite up to the beard of her rules.

Her fchool, by the bye, was the nobleft on earth
For mortals to fludy themielves;

There many great folks, who were folios by birth,

She cut down to pitiful twelves !

Her
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Her rod, like deatli’s {cythe, in her levelling hand,
-_Bbwed down rich, poor, wicked and juft;
Kings, queens, popes and priefts, at the touch of

, _
her wand,

Were crumbled to primitive duft!

At length, in duc feafon, the planets who reign,

By chance or fome fimilar art,

Commanded the damfel to honour her {wain

With her hand as the key to her heart.

The grifly old mother then bleft the fond pair :
“ While you live, O my darlings !” fhe cried ;
““ My favours, unatked for, you always fhall fhare,

“ And cleave like two ribs to my fide !

T

“ Poar
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«“ Poor Paul 15 a-blockhead in.marrow and bone,

“ Whom nought but my rod can make wife ;

“ The fellow will only, when all’s faid and done,

“ Be juft fit to live when he dics "

The witch was a prophetefs, all muft allow,
And Paul a ftrange moon-firicken youth,
Who fomewhere had picked up—T'll not tell you

how—

A vileknack of telling the truth !

His {orrows and fufferings his confort may paint,

In colours of water and fire ;
She faw him in prifon, defponding and faint ;

Sh_e faw him 1n aét to expire !

Then
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Then melting her voice to the tendereft tone,
The lovely enthufiaft began

To fing, in {iveet numbers, the comforts unknown

That {olace the foul of the man

VWho, hated, forlaken, tormented, oppreft,
And wreftling with anguifh fevere,
Can turn his eye mward, and view in his breaft
7

A confcience unclouded and clear.

The captive looked up witha languifhing eye,
- Half quenched n a tremulous tear ;
He faw the meek angel of hope {tanding by,

He heard her {olicit his ear.

Her
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Her firain then exalting, and fwelling her lyre,

The triumphs of patience the fung;

While paffions of mufic, and language of fire,

Flowed full and {ublime from her tongue.

At length the gay morning of liberty fhone,

At length the dread portals flew wide ;
Then, hailing each other with tranfports un-
known,

The captive efcape'd with his bride.

So when the laft trumpet’s loud fional—<«Anfe!”

Shall ring through the empire of fpace,
Theclay from the tomb, and the foul from the fkies,

-+ Shall meet in a raptured embrace.

But
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Rut now at the death of our long-winded fong,
The readers their night caps may take ;
If thofe, who have {lumbered fo fiveet and fo long,

Will only one moment awake.

—Behold, 1 a fable, the Poet’s own life ;
From whence this lean moral we draw :
The MUSE IS PAUL POSITIVE’s twenty-tongued
Wife!

MisrorTUNE his Mother-m-Law !

T
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