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TO THE PUBLIC,

S———

No new Publication awakens lefs curiofity than #
volume of Mifcellaneous Poems by an unknown Au-
thor. Under this difadvantage, (among many &t
couragemerits more which' need *nét’ ‘bg_ named,) the
following tnﬂes are oﬁ’ered to the Worl&" -yet if they
have merit they cannot be entxre]y overlooked, if

they have none they will be juftly negle&ed.

Trr WANDERER OF SWITZERLAND, the firft
and longeft efflay in this collection, has a peculiar
claim on the liberality of criticifm. Whatever its
fate or its charader may be, it is neither written in
the fpirit, nor after the manner of any preceding Poet.
An heroic fubje is celebrated in a lyric meafure, on
a dramatic plan. To unite with the majefty of epic

fong, the fire, rapidity and compteflion of the ode,and




Lwil

give to both the grace and vardety of earneft impaf-
fioned gonvenfation, would be an enlargement of the
boundaries of Parnaffus. In fuch an adventure, fuce
cefs would be immortality ; and failure itfelf, in the
?refent inftance, is confegrated by the boldnefs of thes
firft attempt. Under thefe circumftances, THE WAN=,
DERER OF SwiTzerraAND will be hofpitably received
by every lover of the Mufes: and thoug'h the Paet,
may have beel; as unfortunate as his Hero, the infirs.
wities of both will be forgiven for the courage which
each has difplayed. The Hiftorical fadts alluded te,
in this narrative may be found in the Supplement te
Coxe’s Travels, and in: Planta's Hiffory of the Helvetic
Confederacy, :

It is proper to obferve, that many of the fmaller.
Pjeces have already appear'ed in the POETICAL REGIS-,
TER, and other periodical publications: the favour
which a few of thefe anonymoufly obtained gave birih

to the prefent volume,
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THE

.‘WANDERER OF SWITZERLAND,

A Poem.

eE—————
IN SIX PARTS.
e ————————a






THB
~

WANDERER OF SWITZERLAND.

e —
Pare 1.

A WANDERER of SWITZERLAND and bis Family, confifting of
bis Wife, bis Daugbter and ber young Children, emigrating
Srom their Country, in confequence of its JSubjugation by the
French, in 1798, arrive at the Cotiage of 4 SHEPHERD,
beyond the frontiers, where they are bofpitably entertained.

([T aaN

s,:«epb”d.“ W axprrer! whither doft thou roam?
Weary Wanderer, old amd grey !
‘Wherefore haft thou left thine home,

In the funfet of thy day 2



12

“~

THE WANDERER

Handerer. ¢ 1In the funfet of my day,

Shep.

Stranger! I have loft my home:
‘Weary, wandering, old and grey,

‘Therefore, thercfore do I roam.

Here mine arms a Wife enfold,
Fainting in their weak embrace;
‘There my daughter’s charms, behold,

Withering in that widow’d face.

‘Thefe her infants,—O their Sire,.
Worthy of the race of TELL,
In the battle’s fierceft fire,

—In his country’s battle,—fell i””

¢ SwITZERLAND then gave thee birth 2

Wand. ¢ Aye,—’twas SWITZERLAND of yore;

But, degraded fpot of earth !

Thou art Sw2TZERLAND RO MOre,



Shep.

OF SWITZERLAND. {3

©’er thy mountains, funk in blood,
Are the waves of ruin hul’d ;
Like the waters of the flood,

Rolling round a buried world.”

¢Yet will Time the deluge ftop;

Then may Swi1TZERLAND be bleft ;

" On St. GoTHARD’s* hoary top,

Shall the Ark of F}-eedom reft.”

Wand. ¢ No!~Irreparably loft,

On the day that made us flaves,
Freedom’s Ark, by tempefls toft,

Founder’d in the fwallowing waves.”

* Sr. GorHARD is the name of she bighef} Mountain in
tbe Canton of UK, the birthplace of Swifs Independence.

.

/’



1% THE WANDERER .

Spep.. & Wclcémc, Wanderer as thou art, .
All my bleffings to partake ;
Yet thrice-welcome to my heart,
For thine injured country’s fake. .

On the weftern hills afar,
Evening lingers with delight,
While fhe views her favourite ftar,-.

Brightening on the brow of night.

‘

Here, tho’ lowly be my lot,
Enter freely, freely fhare
All the comforts of my cot,

Humble fhelter, homely fare.-

B Spoufe ! I bring a fuffering guefty
‘With his family of grief ;
Bid the weary. pilgrims reft,
Yicld, O yield them fweet relief.” -



OF SWITZERLAND: : 13

" 8beps Wife. «1 will yield them fiweet relief :

Wand.

Shep.

Weary Pilgrims ! welcome here’;
Welcome, family of grief !

‘Welcome to my warmetft cheer.”

¢ If the prayers of broken hearts
Rife acceptable above,
Pitying Heaven will take our parts:;

Helping Heaven reward your love.”

¢ Hafte, recruit the failing fire,
High the winter-faggots raife :
See the crackling flames afpire 3
O how cheerfully they blaze!

Mourners! now forget your cares,
And till fupper-board be crown’d,
Clofely draw your fire-fide chairss

Form the dear domeftic round.”
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“THE WANDERER

Wand, “Hoft! thy fmiling daughters bring,

Shep.

Bring thofe rofy lads of thine;
Let them mingle in the ring,

With thefe poor loft babes of mine.”

¢ Join the ring, my girls and boys;
‘This enchanting circle, this
Binds the focial loves and joyss

12
H

*Tis the fairy-ring of blifs

Wand. ¢¢ O ye loves and joys! that fport

In the fairy-ring of blifs,
Oft with me yg¢ held your court;
T had once an home like this!

Bountiful my former lot
As my native-cduntry’s rills ;
The foundations of my cot

Were her everlafting hills.



OF SWITZERLAND. 17

But thofe ftreams no longer pour
Rich abundance round my lands;
And my father’s cot no more

‘Oa my father’s mountain fands.

By an hundred winters piled,
When the Glaciers,* dark with death,
Hang o’er precipices wild,

Hang,—fufpended by a breath:

If a pulfe but throb alarm,
Dafi’d down dreadful in a trice,
—For a pulfe will break the charm,—

Headlong rolls the rock of ice :

* Moreproperly the AvALANCHES ; immenfe accumulations
Of ice and fuow, balanced on the werge of the mountains, in
Such fubsle fufpence, that in the opinien of the natives, the
tread of the traveller may biing them dowwn in defl ruétion upon
Lim. The GLACIZRS are more permanent mafes of ice, and
Sormed rather in the wallies than on the fummits of the Aips.

3.

.jﬁ
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THE WANDERER

Struck with horror ftiff and pale,
‘When the chaos breaks on high,
All that view it from the vale,

All that hear it coming, die ;=

In a day and hour accurft,

O’er the wretched land of TELL,
Thus the Gallic ruin burft,

Thus the Gallic glacier fcll!”

Shep.  “ Huth that melancholy ftrain;

Wand.

Wipe thofe unavailing tears :”’
¢ Nay,—permit me to complaing

*Tis the privilege of years:

*Tis the privilege of woe,
Thus her anguifh to impart s
And the tears that freely flow

Eafe the agonizing heart.”?



OF SWITZERLAND. 19

Shep. % Yet fufpend thy griefs awhile:
See the plenteous table crown’d 3
And my wife’s endearing fmile

Beams a rofy welcome round.

Cheefe from mountain-dairies preft,
Wholefome herbs, nutritious roots,
Honey from the wild-bee’s neft,

Cheering wine, and ripen’d fruits s - .

Thefe, with foul-fuftaining bread, .
My paternal fields afford ;
On fuch fare our fathers fed ;—

Hoary Pilgrim! blefs the board.”>”

END.OF THE FIRST PART, .



THE

WANDERER OF SIWITZERLANDP.

*,_
Part11.

After fipper, THE W iNDERER, af the defire of bis Hof?, res.
dates the forrows azd fufirings of bis Country, during the
énvafion and conquef of it by the French, in conne®ion with

bis own _flory.

(W[~ N

Skep. « VV ANDERIR! bow’d with griefs andyears, -
‘Wanderer, with the cheek fo pale!
O give language to thofe tears; ..

Tell their melancholy tale.”

Mand. © Stranger-{riend! the tears that flow
Down tiie channels of this cheek,.
Tell a myfery-of woe,.

Which po human tongue can fpeak.



THE WANDERER, &c.

Not the pangs of ¢ Hope deferr’d”
My tormented bofom tear :
~On that tomb of Hope interr’d

Scowls the fpecre of Defpair.

——Where the Alpine fummits rife,
Height o’er height ftupendous hurl’d;
Like the pillars of the fkies,

Like the ramparts of the world »

Born in Freedom’s eagle nett,
Rock’d by whirlwinds in their rage,
Nurfed at Frcedom’s ftormy breaft,

Lived my Sires from age to age.

High o’er UNDERWALDEN’s vale,
Where the foreft fronts the morn ;
Whence the boundlefs eye might fail’

O’er a fea of mountains borne:
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THE WANDERIER

There my little native cot
Peep’d upon my father’s farm :
—O it was a happy fpot,

Rich in every rural charm !

There my life, a filent ftream,
Glid along, yet feem’d at reft;
Lovely as an infant’s dream

QOn the waking mother’s breaft,-

Fill the Rorm that wreck’d the worldy

"In its horrible career,

Into hopelefs ruin hurl’d
Al this aching heart held dear.

On the princely towers of BERNE
Fell the Gallic thunder-ftrokes -
To the lake of poor LUCERNE, ,

All fubmitted to the yoke. .
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REeDING then his ftandard raifed,
Drew his fword on BRUNNEN’s plain ;*
But in vain his banner blazed,

ReDING drew his fword in vain.

Where our conquering fathers died;
Where their awful bones repofe ;
Thrice the battle’s fate he tried,

Thrice o’erthrew his country’s foes 1

* BRUNNEN, at the fuot of the mountains, on the borders
“Nf the Lake of URL, where the firft Swifs Patriots, WALTER
Furst of URl, WERNBR STAUFFACHER of Scawirz, and
ARNOLD OF MBELCHTHAL in UNDERWALDEN, confpired ae
gainfi the tyranny of AUSTRIA, in 1807, again in 1798 be=
same the [eat of the Dict of thefe three forefl Cantons.

+ On the plains of MORGARTHEN, wbhere the Swifs
gained their firft decifive wictory over the force of Aufiriay
and thereby fecured the independence of their country, ALrLors
REDING; at the bead of the troops of the little Cantons, UR1,
Scrwrrz and UNDERWALDEN, rcpeatedly repulfed ibe invading
army of FRANCE.



24 THE WANDERER

Happy then were thofe who fell,
Fighting on their fathers’ graves !
Wretched thofe who lived to tell
Treachery made the victors flaves.*

Thus my country’s life retired,
Slowly driven from part to part ;
UNDERWALDEN laft expired,

UNDERWALDEN was the heart.{-

% Dy tle refiffance of thefe frmall Cantons,the French Cea
neral S HAWEMBGURG wwas compelled to r frec their ind.pend=
‘#ncey and gave them a fulemn pledge to that purport: but ne
Jooner bad they difirmed, on the JSaits of this engazement, tham
sle Enemy came Suddenly upon them with an immenfe force ;
and it’ threats of extermination compelled them to take the
¢ivic 0a’h to the new Corflitution, impof.d ugon all SWITZER
LAND.

¥ The inbibitants of the lower V. alley of UxDEAWALDEN
aloie roffd the Fieazh m:Juge, avbich required  fubmiJion te
the Newo Conflitut’cn, and the immediate furrender, alive or
dead, of nine of tisir Leaders, When tle demand, aécomm



OF SWITZERLAND. 25

Yn the valley of their birth,
‘Where our guardian mountains ftand ;
In the eye of heaven and earth,

Met the warriors of our land.

Like their Sires in olden time,
Arm’d they met in ftern debate;
‘While in every breaft fublime

‘Glow’d the SPIRIT OF THE STATE.

‘GALLIA’s menace fired their blood;
'With one heart and voice they rofe:
Hand in hand the heroes ftood,
And defied their faithlefs focs.

panied by a menace of defirucion, was read in the Affembly
of the Difiricd, all the men of the walley, fifteen bundred in
number, took up arms, and devoted themfebves to perifb in the
vuins of sheir Country.

Cy



THE IWANDERER

Then to heaven, in calm defpzir, .
As they turn’d the tearlefs eye,
By their country’s wrongs they fware

With their country’s rights to die. .

ALBERT from the council came ;—.
(My poor daughter was his wife ;
All the valley loved his name ;

ALBERT was my ftaff of life!)

From the council-field he came;
All his noble vifage burn’d;
At his look T capght the flame

At his voice my youth return’d.

Fire from heaven my heart renew’d ;
Vigour beat thro’ every vein;
All the powers, that age had hew’d,

Started into ftrength agaim



of swiriehiixb. ¥
Sudden from my couch I {prang,
Every limb to life reftored;
With the bound my cottage rang, -

© Asfatch’d my fathers’ Gvord.

‘This the weapon they did wield,
© Om MorGARTHEN’s dreadful day;
And thro’ SempacH’s iron ficld,

TlLis the ploughfhare of their way.*

Then, my Spoﬂfc! in vain thy fears
Strove my fury to reftrain;

O my Daughter ! all thy tears,

All thy children’s were in vain.

¥ At the battle of SEMPACH, the Auflrians prefint-d fo
snpenctrable a front with their projefted [pears, that the
Swwifs were repeat:dly compelled to retire from the attack,
%ill a native of UNDERWALDEN, named ARNOLD DB WiK-
KBLKIED, commending bis family to bis countrymen, [prang
ypan the enemy, and lmryng as many of their fpears as Le .
would grafp in bis body, made a breach in their line ; the
Swifs rubed in, and rouwted the Aufirians with @ krrible

Saughter,



pL ] ' THE WANDERER

Quickly from our haftening foes,
ALBERT’s allive care removed,
Far amidft the’ eternal fnows,

Thefe who loved us,—thefe beloved.*

’
Then our cottage we forfook;
Yet as down the fteeps we pafs’d,
Many an agonizing look

Homeward o’er the hills we caft..

Now we reach’d the nether glen,.
Where in arms our brethren lay ;
Thrice five hundred fearlefs men,

Men of adamant were they !

% Mouny of the UNDERWALDERS, on the approach of the.
Lrensh army, removed their families and cattle among the-
bigher Alps ; and them[elves returned to join their bretbren

wbho bad emcamped in their mative Valley, on the borders o f~

#be Lake, and awaited the attack of the enemy. .

e -

o
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Nature’s bulwarks, built by Time,
’Gainft Eternity to ftand,
Mountains, terribly fublime,

Girt the camp on either hand.

Dim behind the valley brake
Into rocks that fled from view;
Fair in front the gleaming lake
Roll’d its waters bright and blue.

Midft the hamlets of the dale,
SrANTZ,* with imple grandeur crown’d,
Seem’d the Mother of the vale, '

.

With her children fcatter’d round.

’Midft the ruins of the dale, -
Now fhe bows her hoary head,
Like the Widow of the vale
Weeping o"er her children dead..

& Tbe Cupital of UsDERWALDEN,



39

Shep.

THE WANDERER, &c.

Huppier then h#d been her fate,
Ere fhe fell by fuch a foe,

Had an carthquake funk her ftate,
Or the lightring laid her low !

¢ Rather had the lightning’s flalh
Quick confumed thy country’s foe !’
Rather had the earthquake’s crath

Laid her perjur’d tyrants low!

'Why did Juftice not prevail i”

JTand. “Ah! it was not thus to be!”

Step.

—¢¢ Man of grief ! purfue thy tale
To the death of Liberty.”

EXD OF THE SECOND PART.,



THE

W ANDERER OF SIVITZERLAND.

Part 1;} .

47

The VWANLELER continues bis narrative, and deferiles le
battle and maJucre of UNDERWALDEN.

Wand.

([T N

“ F&OM the valley we defericd,

) As the Gauvs approach’d our fhores,

Keels that darken’d all the tide,

Tempefting the lake with oars.

Then the mountain-echoes rang
With the clangor of alurms:
Shrill the fignal-trumpet fang ;

All our warriors leap’d to arms.



32 THE WANDERER

On the margin of the flood,
While the frantic foe drew nigh’
Grim as watching Wolves we ftood,

Prompt as Eagles ftretcht to fly.

In a deluge upon land
Burft their overwhelming might ;
Back we hurl’d them from the ftrand,

Still returning to the fight.

Still repulfed, their rage increafed,
Till the waves were warm with blood;
Still repulfed, they never ceafed,

‘Lil they founder’d in the flood.*

* Tie Ficoch made their firft aftack on the Valley of
Unprawa: 16 from the Lake ; but after a defperate con=
Act they wrRorioufly repelled, and twwo of their wg[uh,
v ) ardred men, perifbed in the engagement, '

candarais



OF SWITZERLAND.

For on that triumphant day,
UNDERWALDEN’s arms once more
Broke Oppreflion’s black array,
Dafh’d Invafion from her thore.

GavL’s furviving barks retired,
Muttering vengeance as they fled ;
Hope in us, by Victory fired,
Raifed our Spirits from the dead,

From the dead our Spirits rofe,
To the dead they foon return’d :
Bright, on its eternal coofe,

UNDERWALDEN’s glory burn’d.

Star of SwiTzERLAND ! whofe rays
Shed fuch fivect expiring light,

Ere the GaLrLic comet’s Blaze
Swept thy Beauty into night :—

33



34 THE WANDERER

Star of SwiTZERLAND! thy fame
No recording Bard hath fung,
Yet be thine immortal name

Infpiration to my tongue!*

While the lingering moon delay’d
In the wildernefs of night,
Ere the morn awoke the thade

Into lovelinefs and light :—

GavLL14’s tigers, wild for blood,
Darted on our fleeping fold ;
Down the mountains, o’er the flood,

Dark as thunder-clouds they roll’d.

s Inthe l«fﬂ and decifive battle the UNDERWALDERS wepe
overpowwersd by two French armies, wbhich rufsed upon them
from the ofpofite mountaias and furrounded their camp, whils
an affault at the fame time was made upon them from the
Laake,
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By the trumpet’s voice alarm’d,
All the valley burft awake;
All were in a moment arm’d

From the barriers to the lake.

—In that valley, on that thore,
When the graves give up their dead,
At the trumpet’s voice once more

Shall thofe flumberers quit their bed !

For the glen that gave them birth
Hides their athes in its-womb:
O ’tis venerable earth,

Treedom’s cradle, Freedom’s tcmb ! =

With fuch defolating fhocks,
Did the GavLs our camp affail,
As if UNDERWALDEN’S rocks

Had been tumbling to the vale,

T s
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THE WANDERER

Then on every fide begun
That unutterable fight ;
Never rofe the aftonifh’d fun

On fo horrible a fight.

Once an Eagle of the rock,

(Twas an ‘om'en of our fate,)
Stoop’d, and from my fcatter’d flock
Bore a lambkin to his mate.

While the Parents fed their young,
Eo! acloud of Vultures lean,

By voracious famine ftung,
Wildly-fcreaming rufh’d between.

Fiercely fought the eagle-twain,
Though by multitudes oppreft,
Till their little ones were flain,
Till they perifh’d on their neft.
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lMore unequal was the fray,
‘Which our band of brethren waged 3
More infatiate o’er their prey,

Gavuv’s remorfelefs vultures raged.

In inqumerable waves,

Swoln with fury, grim with blood,
Headlong roll’d the hordes of ﬂaves,
And ingulph’d us with a flood.

In the whirlpool of that flood,
Firm in fortitude divire,
Like the’ etc:nal rocks, we ftodd,

In the catarac of the Rhine.*

Till by tenfold force affail’d,
In a hurricane of fire,
When at length our phalanx fail’d,

Then our courage blazed the higher.

® At SCHAPPHAUSEN someee-Sce COXB’S Travels.

N
P
— -w—c-q,'-ha-...—...,_.-’-v-- S ‘a—t‘-——-’q)

L.
(OWS R Y T



38 THE WANDERER

Broken into feeble bands,
Fighting in diffever’d parts,
Weak and weaker grew our hands,

Strong and ftronger ftill our hearts.

Fierce amid the loud alarms,
Shouting in the foremoft fray,
Children raifed their little arms

In their country’s evil day.

On their country’s dying bed,
Wives and hufbands pour'd their breath ;
Many a Youth and Maiden bled,

Married at thine altar, Death !*

* In this miferable confli}, mary of the Women and
Clildren of the UNDERWALDERS fouglt in the ranks, by their
. Hufbands and Fathers and Friends, and fell glarioufly for
their Country.
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Wildly fcatter’d o’er the plain,
Bloodier fiill the battle grew :—
O ye Spirits of the flain !

Slain on thofe your prowefs flew:

Who fhall now your deeds relate ?
Ye that fell unwept, unknown ;
Mourning for your country’s fate,

But rejoicing in your own!

Virtue, valour, nought avail’d
With fo mercilefs a foe ;
‘When the nerves of heroes fail’d,

Cowards then could ftrike a blow.

Cold and keen the’ affaffin’s blade

Smote the father to the ground,

‘Thro’ the infant’s bre.aﬂ: convey’d
" To the Mother’s heart a wound !*

® Anindiferiminate maffacre followed the battle.



40 THE WANDERER

UNDERWALDEN thus expired,
But at her expiring flame,
With fraternal feeling fired,

Lo, a band of SwiTZERS came.*

From the fteeps beyond the lake,
Like a Winter’s Weiéht of fnow,
‘When the huge Lavanges-break,
Devaftating all below ;—1

Dowx{ they rufh’d with headlong might,
Swifter than the panting wind ;

All before them fear and flight !

Death and filence all behind!

* Tawo bundred felf-devoted berces from the Canton of
Swirz arrived, at the clofe of the battle, to the aid of their
Brethren of UNDRRWALDEN,—and perifted to a man, after

baving flain thrice their number.

+ The LAVANGES are tremendous iforrents of melting
Jrow, that tumble from the tops of the Alps, and deluge all

the Country before them.

e e
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How the foreft of the foc
Bow’d before their thunder ftrokes !
When they laid the cedars low 3

When they overwhelm’d the oaks!

Thus they hew’d their dreadful way ;
Till by numbers forced to yield,
Terrible in death they lay,

Like the’ AvENGERS OF THE FreLp !”?

AND OF THE THIRD PART,



° THE

IWANDERER OF SWITZERLAND.

Rart 7.

The IWANDERER relates the circumflances atlending the
.
death of ALBERT,

|

Shep. ¢ PLI DGE the memory of the Brave,
And the Spirits of the Dead ;
Pledge the venerable Grave, -

Valour’s confecrated bed.

Wanderer! this delicious cup,
‘This infpiring goblet take;

Drink the beverage, drink it up,
For thy martyr’d brethren’s fake.”



Wand.

Shep.

Wand.

THE WANDERER, &c.

< Hail 1—all hail! the Patriot’s grave,
Valour’s venerable bed !

Hail! the memory of the Brave,

And the Spirits of the dead !

Time their triumphs fhall proclaim,
And their rich reward be this,
—Immortality of fame!

Immortality of blifs i”

% On that melancholy plain,
In that conflit of.defpair,
How was noble AserT flain ?

How didft thou, old Warrior! fare 2

¢ In-the agony of ftrife,
Where the heart of battle bled, -
Where his Country loft her life,

Glorious AreerT bow’d his head. ‘

43
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THE WANDERER

When our phalanx broke away,

And our ftouteft foldiers fell, .

~Where the dark rocks dimm’d the day,
Scowling o’er the deepeft dell ;

‘There like Lions, old in blood,
Lions rallying round their den,

. ALBERT and his warriors ftood;

We were few, but we were men!

Breaft to breaft we fought the ground,
Arm to arm repell’d the foe ;

Every motion was a wound,

- And a death was every blow.

Thus the clouds of funfet beam
Warmer with expiring light ;
‘Thus autumnal meteors ftream

Redder thro’ the darkening night..
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Miracles our champions wrought ;
Who their dying deeds fhall tell !
O how glorioufly they fought!
How triumphantly they fell !

One by one gave up the ghott,
Slain, not conquer’d,—they died free !
AvLBERT ftood,—himfelf an hoft !

Laft of all the Swifs was He !

So when Night, with rifing fhade,
Climbs the Alps from fteep to fteep ;
Till in hoary gloom array’d,

All the giant-mountains fleep ;—

High in heaven their Monarch* ftands,
Bright and beauteous from afar,
Shining into diftant lands,

Like a new-created ftar.

® Monr Braxc ;—wbich is fo much bigher than the fur-
soundifg Alps, that it catches and retains the beams of the
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While I ftruggled thro’ the fight,
ALBERT was my fiword and fhield ;
Till ftrange horror quench’d my fight,
And I fainted on the field.

Slow awakening from that trance,
When my foul return’d to day,
Vanifh’d were the fiends of France,

—But in ALBERT’s blood I lay !

Slain for me, his deareft breath
On my lips he did refign;
Slain for me, he fnatch’d_ his death

From the blow that menaced mine.

Sun twenty minutes earlier and later than they—and,
crowned with eternal ice, may be feen from an immenfe dj j
sance, purpling with bis eaftern light, or crimfoned with bis
Jetting glory, while mift and obfiurity reft on the mountains
below.
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He had raifed his dying head,
And was gazing on my face;
As I woke,—the fpirit fled,
. But I 2/t his laft embrace.”

Shep.  * Man of fuffering! fuch a tale

Would wring tears from marble eyes !*?
Wand. “—Ha!, my daughter’s cheek grows pale!
s Wifee—<Help, O help ! my daughter dies 1”

Wand. “ Calm thy tranfports, O my Wife !
Peace! for thefe fweet orphans’ fake |7

s Wife.—~O my joy! my hope! my life!
O my child! my child! awake!”

Wand. “Gop! O Gop! whofe goodnefs gives;
Gop! whofe wifdom takes away ;

Spare my Child!”

Skep  She lives! fhe lives!”
Wand.  Lives >—my Daughter ! didft-thou fay ?
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Gop ALmiGHTY! on my knees,
In the duft will I adore
‘Thine unfearchable decrees 3

—She was dead! —fhe lives once more !

W.s Daughter—~ When poor ALBERT died, no
prayer
Call’d him back to. hated life =
O that I had perifh’d there,

" Not his widow, but his wife!”

Wand. ¢ Dare my Daughter thus repine?
ArLserT! anfwer from above 3
Tell me,——are thefe infants thine,

Whom their Mother does not love?

7725 Dtr.  Does not love |—my Father! hear,
Hear me, or my heart will break ;
Dear is life, but only dear,

For your fervice and their fake,
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Bow'd to Héaven’s myfterious will,
I am worthy yet of you:
Yes!——T am a Mather fill,
Though I feel 2 Widow too!

Yand.: “Mother! Widow ! Daughter 1—3,
All kind names in oney~my Child §
On thy faithful neck I fall 3

. Kifs me,——are we reconciled 7

F70s Dtr. «Yes! to ALmrrr I appeal §
ALBERT! anfwer from above,
That my Father’s breaft may fecl
All his Daughter’s heart of love.”

Sheps Wife~ Faint and Way-worn as they be
With the day’s long journey, Sire !
Let thy pilgrim family

Now with me to reft retire.”

- k.
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Hand, % Yes, the hour invites to fleep; .'
Till the morrow we muft part ; »
~Nay, my Daughter! do not weep,
Do not weep, and break my heart.

»  Sorrow-foothing, fweet repofe
On your peaceful pillows light 3
Angel-hands your eyelids clofe ;
And Gob blefs you all !—good night §

XWD OF THE FOURTH PART.
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WANDERER OF SWITZERLAND.

 ——— ]
Part V.

The WANDERER being left alons with the SREPRERD, re
dates bis adventures after tbe battle of UNDERWALDEN,

|

Shep. “ WHEN, tire good man yields his breath, .
' For the good man never dies, l
Bright beyond the gulph of death,. .
Lo! the Land of Promife lies. .

Peace to ALBERT”s awful fhadc,

In that land where forrows ceafe !
And to ALBERT’s athes, laid

Yo the earth’s cold bofom, Peace !™ -

o~

¢
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Fand. % On the fatal eld 1 lay
Till the hour, when twilight pale,
Like the ghoft of dying day,
Wander’d down the darkening vale.

‘Then in agony I rofe,.

And with horror look’d around,

Where embracing, filends and foes,
Doad and dying, firew’d the ground. -

Many a widow fix’d her eye, °
Weeping, where her hufband bled,
Heedlefs, thOugia her babe was by .
Prattling to his father dead.

Many a Mother, in defpair,
‘ ‘Turning up the ghattly flain,
Sought her fon, her hero there,

~—Whom fhe long’d to feek in vain }
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Dark the evening thadows roll’d
On the eye>that gleam’d in death ;
And the evening-dews fell cold
On the lip that gafp’d for breath,

As I gazed, an ancient Dame,

»~She was childlefs by her look!-m

‘With refrefhing cordials came ;
©Of her bounty I partook,

‘Then, with defperation bold,
ALBERT’8 precious corpfe I bore

On thefe fhoulders weak and old, -

Bow’d with mifery before,

ALBERT’s Angel gave me ftrength,

As I ftagger’d down the glen ;
And I hid my charge at length.
In its wildeft, deepeft den.

)
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Then returning through the fhade
To the battle-fcene, I fought
*Mongft the flain, an axe and fpade 3

—With fuch weapons FREEMEN fought.

Scythes for fwords.our youﬂa,did wield

1g.that execrable ftrife :-
Ploughfhares, in that horrid field,

Bled with flaughter, breathed with.dife! -

In a dark and lonely cave;..

‘While the glirmnering,‘moon arofe,.
Thus I dug my ALBERT’S grave ;.
~There his hallow’d limbs repofc...

Tears then, tears too long repref¥,. _.
Gufh’d ;—they fell like healing balm;. |
Till the whirlwind in my breaft .

;iied into g.dreary calm..
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- On the frefh earth’s humid bed,
Where my Martyr lay enfhrined,
*Ehis forlor, unhappy head,

 Crazed with anguifh, I reclined.

PBukwhile o’er my weary eyesy
Soothing flumber feem’d to creepy
Forth 1dprang, with ftrange furprize,
From the clafping arms of fleep.

Forthe bonés of ALBERT dead o
"Heaved the turf with horrid throety
Ang-his grave, beneath my head,

Burft afurider ;—~~—ALBERT rofe.

‘% Ha! my Son t—my Son !”—1I cried; B
"6 Whetefore haft thou left thy graQe ”
+~%Fly, my Father == he replied ;

& Save my- wife;=my children fave W

7
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In the paffing of a breath,

‘This tremendous feene was o’er s
Darknefs fhut the gates of Death,
Silence feal’d them as before.

One pale moment fix’d I ftood
In aftonifhment fevere:

Horror petrified my blood,

X was wither’d up with fear,

Then 3 fudden trembling came
O’er my limbs ; I felt on fire,

" Burning, quivering, like a flame
In the inftant to expire”?

'Skep. % Rather Kke the mountain-oak,
‘Tempett-fhaken, rooted faft,
Grafpiog firength frdm every frroke,
While it wretles with the bla.”?
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7 and. ¢ Aye !-—my heart, unwont to yield,
Quickly quell’d the ftrange affright,
And undaunted o’er the ﬁeid,
1 began my lonely flight.

Loud the guflty night-wind blew g
Many an awful paufc between ;
Tits of light and darknefs flew,

Wild and fudden, o’er the fcene.

For the maon’s réfplendent eye
Gleams of tranfient glory fhed ;
And the clouds athwart the fky, .

Like a routsd army fed.

Sounds and voices fill'd the vale,
Heard alternate, loud and low
Shouts of victory fwell’d the gale,

But the breezes murmur’d woe, -
G.
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. As I climbd the mountain’s side,

Where the lake and valley .meet,
All my country’s power and pridg

Lay in ruins-at my feet. .

Onrthat grim and ghaftly plain,
UNDERWALDEN’s heart-ftrings brokey
When fhe faw her heroes flain, \

And her rocks receive the yoke.

' On that plain, ia childhood’s hours,

From their Mothers’ arms set free
Oft thofe heroes gather’d flowers,
Often chaced the wandering bees

On that plain, in rofy youth,
They had fed their fathers’ flocks,
‘Told their love, and pledged their truth,

"% the ﬂn@ow of thofc rocks.
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There with fhepherd’s pipe and fong,
In the merry-mingling dance,
Cixce they led their brides along,

Wow | ——Perdition scize thee, France!”

¢ Heard not Heaven the’ accufing cries
Of the blood that fmoked around;
While the life-warm facrifice

Palpitated on the ground?”

Wand. © Wrath in filence heaps his ftore

To confound the guilty foe;
But the thunder will not roar,

Tiil the flath has ftruck the blow.

7engeance, Vengeance will not ftay !
It {hall burft on GALLIA’S head,
Sudden as the judgment-day

Ta the unexpeing dead.
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From the Revolution’s Hood,

Shall a fiery Dragon ftart ; .
He fhall drink his Mother’s blood,
He fhall eat his Father’s heart :—

. Nurtt by Anarcﬁy and Crime,.. - -
Ile,——but diftance mocks my fight :
—O thou great avenger, TIME! "
Bring thy ftrangeft Birth to light.”

- §%ep. % Prophet! thou haft fpoken well,
And I deem thy words divine:
Now the moumful fequel téll ~
Of thy country’s woes and thine?®

Aland. ¢ Though the moon’s bewilder’d bark,
By the midnight tempett toft,
In a fea of vapours dark,

In a guiph of clouds was loft :—~
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Yet my journey I purfued,

Ciimbing many a weary fteep,

Wherice the cldfing {cenie I view’d
~With an eye, that would not weep.

- STANTZ,—a melancholy pyre !
And her hamlets blazed behind,
“'With ten thouﬁﬁd tongues of fire,

“Writhing, raging im the wind*

- Flaming piles, where’er I turn’d,
* Caft a grim and dreadful light 3

* Like funereal lamps they b\;rn’d
" In the fepulchre of night :—

‘e Tbe:!}{wlq of STANTZ, and the furrounding Villages,
wwere burnt by the Fr.'emb, on the night after the batsle of
Unnxnwa}.nxn; and the beautiful wvalley was converted into

& wildernefi,
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‘While the red illumined flood,
With a hoarfe and hollow roar,
Seem’d a lake cf living blood,
Wildly weltering on the fhore.

Midft the mountains, far away,
Soon I fpied the facved fpot,
‘Whence a flow-confuming ray

Glimmer’d from my native cot.

At the fight my brain was fired,
And afreth my heart’s wounds bled :
Still I gazcd ;——the fpark expired,

Nature feem’d extinét!—1I fled:—

Fled, and ere the noon of day,
Reach’d the lonely Goatherd’s neft,
Where my wife, my children lay:

—gHufband ! —Father! think the reft.”

END OF TEL FIFTH PAR?,




‘ THE
IPANDERER OF SIWITZERL.1ND.

]
Part V1.

@'uE WANDERER informs THE SHEPHERD, 1.ty after the
example of many of bis Countrymen Siving from the tyrans
ny of FRANCE, it is Lis intenlion 12 Seile s fume vemote
Province of Aimerica,

===

Qbep. “ WANDERER ! whither wouldlt thow
roam?.
To what region faraway, |
Bend thy fteps to find an home,
In the twilight of thy day - |

Wand. ¢ In the twilight of my day,
1 am. haftening to the weft ;
There my weary limbs to lay,

Where the fun retires to reft,
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Far beyond the’ Atlantic floods,
Stretch’d beneath the evening fky,

Realms of mountains, dark with woads,

In CoLumBiA’s bofom lie.

‘There in gleﬁs and caverns rude,
Sil;m: fince the world began,
Dwells the Virgin Solitude,
Unbetray’d by faithlefs man :

Where a tyrant never tred,
Where a flave was never know, .
But where Nature worthips Gog -

In the wildernefs alone :—

‘Thither, thither would I roam ;
There my children may be free ;
—I for them will find an home,

They fhall find a grave for me.
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#Though my fathers’ bones afar
In their native land repofe,

Yet beneath the twilight ftar '
Soft on mine the turf fhall clofe.

“Though the mould that wraps my clay, -
‘When this ftorm of life is o’er,
Never,—never,~—never lay

On a human breaft befdre ==

Yet in fweet communion there;
‘When fhe follows to the dead,
Shall my bofom’s partner fhare
Her poor hufband’s lowly bed.

ALBERT’s babes fhall deck our tomb,
" And my daughter’s duteous tears
Bid the flowery hillock bloom,

Thro* the winter-wafte of years.
G
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Shep. ¢ Time! thy chariot-wheels delays
Death! unftring thy bended bow ;
Sun! forget to bring tixe day,
Which fhall lay the WANDERER low !>

Hand, <« Though our Parent perifh’d here,
Like the Pheenix on her neft,
Lo! new-fledged her wings appear,

Hovering in the golden weft.

Thither fhall her fons repair,
And beyond the roaring main,
Find their native country there,

Pind their SWITZERLAND again.

- Mountains! can ye chain the will?
Ocean! canft thou quench the heart?
No !—1I feel my Country ill, o
LIBERTY! where’er thou art. .
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“Thus it was in heary time,
When our fathers fallied forth,
Full of confidence fublime,

From the famine-wafted North.*

«Freedom in a land of rocks,
« Wild as Scandinavia, give,
¢ Power ETerNAL !—where our flocks

% And our little ones may live I

® Tlere is a tradition amoag the Swiss, that they are des
Jeended from the ancient Scandinavians ; amorg whem, in &
remote age, there arofe fo grievous a famine, that it was de-
termined in the Affembly of the Nation, that every tenth man
and bis family fbould quit their country, and feek 4 new pof-
Sfion. Six thoufand, chof'n by lot, thus emigrated at orze
Sromtie North, They praycd to Gob to conducl them to a
land like their own, where they might dwell in freedom and
quict, _ﬁnding Sood for their families and ‘bq’?urc for their cat-
2'e.  Gob, fays the tradition, led them to a Valley among the
Alps, where they cleared axvay the forefls, built the town of
8172, and afterwards peopled and cultivated the Canton: of
Uar and UnDIRWALDEN,
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Thus they pray’d ;——a fecret hand
Led Vthcm, by a path unknown,

To that dear delightful land,
Which I yet muft call my own.

To the Vale of Sw1Tz they cames . .
Soon their meliorating toil
Gave the forefts to the flame,

- And their afhes to the foil.

Thence their ardent labours fpread,
‘Till above the mountain-fnows
‘Towering Beauty fhew’d her head,

And a new creation rofe {

— S0, in regions wild and wide,
We will pierce the favage woods,
Clothe the rocks in purple pride,
Plough the vallics, tame the floods.
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Till a beautequs inland-ifle,
By a foreft-fea embraced,
Shall make Defolation fmile
In the depth of his own wafte,

‘There, unenvied and unknown,
We thall dwell fecure and free,
In a country all our own,

Inaland of Liberty 1

¢¢ Yet the woods, the rocks, the ftreame,
Unbeloved, fhall bring to mind,
—Warm with Evening’s purple beams,
Dearer objeétsleft behind :

And thy native country’s fong,
Caroll'd in a foreign clime,
‘When new echoes fhall prolong,
—Simple, tender and fublime :—»
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THE WANDERER

How will thy poor cheek turn pale ¢
And before thy banifh’d eyes,
UNDERWALDEN"s charming vale,
And thine own fweet cottagerife !””
—s¢ By the glorious ghoft of TELL{
By MORGARTHEN’s awful fray!

By the field where ALBERT fell
In thy laft and bitter day!

. SoulL OF SWITZERLAND! arife:

——I{a! the fpell has *waked the dead

. From her afhes to the fkies,

SwITZERLAND exalts her head.

See the Queen of Mountains ftand,
In immortal mail complete,

With the lightning in her hand,
And-the Alps beneath her fect. V
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. Herk! her voice :—¢ My fons! awake; "
¢ Freedom dawns, behold the day!
¢ From the bed of bondage break,

& Tis your Mother calls,—obey !

At the found our fathers® graves,
On ;ach ancient battle-plain,
Utter groans, and tofs like waves

When the wild blaft fweeps the main,

Rife, my Brethren! caft away

All the chains that bind you flaves ;
Rife,—your Mother’s voice obey,
And appeafe your fathers’ graves.

Strike,—~the confli¢t is begun;
Freemen! Soldiers! follow me;
Shout,——the Vi&ory is won,—

SWITZERLAND AND LiBerTY!”



[
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- Shepa ¢ Warrior ! Warrior! ftay thine arm!
Sheathe, O theathe thy frantic fword !?
Wand. — Ah ! I rave !—I faint |—the charm

Flies,——and memory is reftored?

Yes, to agony reftored
From the too tranfporting charm : i
Sleep forever, O my fword |

+ Be thou wither’d, O mine arm §

SwiTzERLAND isbut a name !
weYet I feel where’er I roam,
That my heart is ftill the ame H

SwitzERLAND is Rill my home 1

#3D OF THR SixTH AND Lusr Pazy,

-
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Tunu is a calm for thofe who weep,
A reft for weary Pilgrims found,
They foftly lie and fweetly fleep,

Low in the ground,

The ftorm that wrecks the winter fky,
No more disturbs their deep repofe,
‘Than fummer evening’s lateft figh,

‘That fhuts the rofe,

T long to lay this painful head
And aching heart beneath the foil,
‘T'o flumber in that dreamlefs bed
' From all my toils

.y



"4 . THE GRAVE.

For Mifery ftale me at my birth,
And caft me helplefs on the wild;
I perifi;——O my Mother Earth!
" Take home thy Child?

On thy dear lap thefe limbs reclined
Shall gently moulder into thee;
Nor leave one wretched trace behind,

Refembling me.

Hark !—a ftrange found affrights minc ear;
My pulfe,—my brain runs wild,—I rave:
—Ah ! who art thou whofe voice I hear?

—%] am THE GRAVE!

« The GRAVE, that never fpake before,

Hath found at length a tongue to chidez

O liften ! —I will fpeak no more : '
Be Gilent, Pride !
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% Art thou a WRETCH, of hope forlorn,
The vittim of confuming care?
Is thy diftra&ed confcience torn

By fell defpair ?

< g foul mifdeeds of former times
‘Wring with remorfe thy guilty breaft
And Ghofts of unforgiven crimés

Murder thy reft ?

<« Lafh’d by the furies-of the mind,
From wrath and vengeance wouldft thou flee 2
Ah! think not, hope not, Fool! to find

A friend in me.

¢¢ By all the terrors of the tomb,
Beyornd the power of tongue to tell !
By the dread fecrets of my womb !

By Death and Ilell! |
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« 1 charge thee LIVE !—repent and pray;
In duft thine infamy deplore ;
‘There yet is mercy ;——go thy way,

And fin no more.

s Art thouaMOURNER ?—Haft thouknown
‘The joy of innocent delights?
Endearing days forever flown,

And tranquil nights?

8 O LIVE !—and deeply cherifh ftil}
The fweet remembrance of the paft:
Rely on Heaven’s unéhanging will

For peace at laft,

« Art thou 2 WANDERER ?—Haft thou feen

O’erwhelming tempefts drown thy bark ?

A fhipwreck’d Sufferer haft thou been,
Misortune’s mark 2
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& Though long of winds and waves the fporty
Condemn’d in wretchednefs to roam,
LIVE !—thou fhalt reach a fheltering port,

A quiet home,

« To FRIENDSHIP didft thou truft thy fame, - -
And was thy Friend a deadly foe,
‘Who ftole into thy breaft to aim

A furer blow ?

4 LIVE !——and repine not o’er his lofs,
A lofs unworthy to be told:
Thou haft miftaken fordid drofs .

For Friendthip’s gold. -

# Go feek that treafure, feldom found,

OF power the fierceft griefs to calm,

Ang foothe the bofom’s deepeft wound
With heavenly balm.
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¢In WOMAN haft thou placed thy blifs,
And did the Fair One faithlefs prove? -
Hath fhe betray’d thee with a kifs,.

And fold thy love?

# LIVE !—"twas a falfe bewildering fire, .

‘Too often Love’s infidious dart -

‘Thrills the fond foul with fweet defire,
But kills the heart.

A nobler 8ame fhall warm thy breatt, -
A brighter Maiden’s virtuous charms! -
Bleft fhalt thou be, fupremely bleft, -

In Beauty’s arms,

¢¢——Whate’er thy lot,—Whoe’er thou be,—
Confefs thy folly,—kifs the rod, |
And in thy-chaftening forrows fee

The hand of GOD..
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« A bruifed reed he will not break,

Aflictions all his children feel; -

He wounds them for his mercy’s fake,
He wounds to heal !

- % Humbled beneath his mighty hand,
Proftrate his Providence adore :
>Tis done!—Arife! HE bids thee ftand,

T fall no more.

&« Now, Traveller in the vale of tears!

To realms of everlafting light,

Through Time’s dark wildernefs of years,
Purfue thy flight.

% There IS a calm for thofe who weep,

A reft for weary Pilgrims found ;

"And while the mouldering athes {leep,
Low in the ground ;

e



o 1 THE GRAYE,

« The Soul, of origin. divine, .
GOD’S glorious image, fréed from clay,
In heaven’s eternal fphere fhall fhiney

A fiar of day!

% The SUN is but a fpark of fire,
A tranfient meteor in the fky 3
‘The SOUL, immortal as its Sire,
SHALL NEVER DIE.”



THE LYRE,

« AH! WHO WOULD LOVE THE LYRE!”
G. A. Stevens,

|

WHERE the roving rill meander’d
Down the green, retiring vale,
Poor, forlorn ALczus wander’d,
Pale with thought, ferenely pale :
Hopelefs forrow, o’er his face
Breathed a melancholy grace,
And fix’d on every feature there

The mournful refignation of defpair.

L.
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O’er his arm, his lyre negle&tcd,
Coldls;, carelefsly he flung;
And, in fpirit deep dejected,
Thus the penfive Poct fung;
‘While, at midnight’s folemn noon,
Sweetly thone the cloudlefs moon,
And all the ftars, around his head,
Benignly bright, their mildeft influence {hed.

“Lyre! O,Lyre! my ‘chofen trcafure,
« Solace of my bleeding heart ;

«Lyre! O, Lyre! my only pleafure,
¢ We muft ever, ever part s

« *Tis in vain thy Poet fings,

« Wooes in vain thine heavenly ftrings,

& The Muf=’s wretched Sons are born

« To cold negled, and penury, and fcorn.
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< That which ALexanper figh’d for,
« That which Cxsar’s foul poflefs’d,
¢« That which Heroes, Kings have died for,
¢« Glory !—animates my breaft :
¢ Hark ! the charging trumpets’ throats\
¢« Pour their death-defying notes;
¢« Toarms 1 they call ; to arms I fly,

«¢LikeWoLrrto conquer—and like WoLFE to dic!

« Soft !—the blood of murder’d legions
¢« Summons3 vengeance from the fkies ;
¢¢ Flaming towns, and ravaged regions,
« All in awful judgment rife !
—¢ O then, innocently \n"ave,
¢ I will wreftle with the wave ;
“ Lo! Commerce fpreads the daring fail,

¢ And yokes her naval chariots to the gale.

B - N SR =
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¢ Blow ye breezes !—gently blowing,
“ Waft me to that happy thore,
“ Where, from fountains ever flowing,
¢ Indian realms their treafures pour;
¢ Thence returning, poor in health,
¢ Rich in honefty and wealth, .
¢ O’er thee, my dear paternal foil !
« I’ll firew the golden harveft of my toil.

¢ Then fhall Mifery’s fons and daughters
¢ In their lowly dwellings fing ;

—¢ Bounteous as the Nile’s dark waters,
¢ Undifcover’d as their fpring,

¢ I will fcatter, o’er the land,

¢ Bleflings with a fecret hand ;

~—s¢ For fuch angelic tafks defign’d,

¢ T give the Lyre and forrow to the wind.”

-
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On an oak, whofe branches hoary
Sigh’d to every paffing breeze,
Sigh’d, and told the fimple itor;‘
Of the patriarch of trees
High in air his harp he hung,
Now no more to rapture ftrung ;
‘Then warm in hope, no longer pale,

“ ¥e blufh’d adieu, and rambled down the dale.

Lightly touch’d by fairy fingers,
Hark !—the Lyre enchants the wind;
'Fo'nd Avrcxus liftens, lingers,
—Lingering, liftening, looks behind
Now the mufic mounts on high, ’
Sweetly fwelling through the fky 3
To every tone, with tender heat,

His heart-ftrings vibrate, and his pulfes beat.

-~
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Now the firains to filence ftealing,
‘Soft in ecfacies expire §

‘Oh! with what romantic feeling
Poor Arczus grafps the Lyre!

Lo! his furious hand he fiings,

In a tempeft o’cr the frings ;

He ftrikes the chords fo quick, fo loud,

Tis Jove that fcatters lightning from a cloud !

¢« Lyre! O, Lyre! my chofen treafure,
¢ Solace of my bleeding heart ;

“Lyre! O, Ly're! my only pleafure,
—% We will never, never part !

¢ Glory, Commerce, now in vain,

¢ Tempt me to the field, the main

¢ The Mufc’s Sons are bleft, tho’ born

% To cold negle&, and penury, and fcorn.
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¢ What, tho’ all the world negle¢t me,
¢ Shall my haughty foul repine ?
< And fhall poverty deject me,
“ While this hallow’d lyre is mine ?
¢ Heaven,~—that o’er my helplefs head,
¢ Many a wrathful vial thed,
—+¢ Heaven gave this lyre !—and thus decreed,.

«¢ Be thou a 4ruifed, but not a éroken recd !’



REMONSTRANCE TO WINTER.

A’H! why, unfeeling WINTER ! why
Still flags thy torpid wing ?

Fly, melancholy Seafon, fly,
And yield the year to SPRING,

SerING,—the young cherubim of love,
An exile in difgrace,—
Flits o’er the fcene, like NoaH’s dove,

Nor finds a refting place.

When on the mountain’s azure peak,
Alights her fairy form,

Cold blow the winds,—and dark and bleak, .
Around her rolls the ftorm,
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If to the valley fhe repair

For thelter and defence,
© Thy wrath purfues the mourner there,
And drives her, weeping, thence.

She feeks the brook—the faithlefs brook,
Of her unmindful grown,
Feels the chill magic of thy look,

And lingers into ftone.

She wooes her embryo-flowers in vain,
To rear their infant heads;
—Deaf to her voice, her flowers remain

Enchanted in their beds.

In vain fhe bids the trees expand
Their green luxuriant charms;
—Bare in the wildemefs they ftand,

Aud fretch their withering arms.
M.
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Her favourite birds, in feeble notes,
Lament thy long delay;

And ftrain their little frammering tkroats,
To charm thy blafts away.

Ab! WINTER, calm thy cruel rage,
Releafe the ftruggling year;

Thy power is paft, decrepid Sage !
Arife and difappear.

The ftars that graced thy fplendid night
Are 16ft in warmer rays;

The Sun, rejoicing in his might,
Unrolls celeftial days.

Then why, ufurping WINTER, why
still flags thy frozen wing 2

Fly, unrelenting tyrant, fly—
And yield the year to-Spring!



"

SONG. .

e

' Rouxo Love’s Elyfian bowers, -
The fofteft profpeés rife ;

There bloom the fweeteft flowers,
‘There fhine the pureft fkies,

And joy and rapture gild awhile

The cloudlefs heaven of BEAuTY’s fmile.

Round Love’s deferted bowers
Tremendous rocks arife ;

Cold mildews blight the flowers,
Tornadoes rend the fkies,

And PLEASURE’s waning moon goes down

Amid the night of BEaAuTY’s frown.
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Then YouTH, thou fond believer !
‘The wily Syren fhun:
Who tfufts the dear Deceiver
‘Will furely be undone !
When BeAuTy triumphs, ah! beware,
=Her finile is hope !=~her frown defpair !



THE FOWLER.

A SONG;
——

"ALTERED FROM A GERMAN AIR, IN THE OPERA OF
“ DIE ZAUBERFLOTE,” SET TO MUSIC BY MOZART.

D a4 oo

A CARELESS, wiﬁﬁliné Lad amT,

On fky-lark ;vings my moments fly ;

There’s not a FOWLER more renown’d

In all the world—for ten miles round !
R Ah! who like me can fpread the net ?

Or tune the merry flageolet ?

Then, why, O ! why fhould I repine,

Since all the roving birds are mine ?
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The thruth and linnet in the vale,
The fweet fequefter’d nightingale, -
The bullfinch, wren and woodlark, all
Obey my fummons when { call*

0! could I form fome cunning fnare
To catch the coy, coquetting fair,
In é’é'ﬁn’é ﬁl}'n; web fo fine,

The pretty girls fhould all be mine !

‘When all were mine,~among the reft,
T’d chufe the Lafs I liked the beft,
And fhould my charming mate be kind,_
And fmile, and kifs me to my mind,
‘With her I’d tie the nuptial knot,
Make HyMEN’s cage of my poor coty
And love away this fleeting life,
Like Robin Redbreaf and his wife !



SONG;

WRITTEN FOR A CONVIVIAL $0CIETT, WHOSE MOYTO WAS
“ FRIENDSHIP, LOVB'AND TRUTH.”

———
WHEN ¢Friendfhip, Love and Truth” abound
Among a band of BRoTHERS,
The cup of joy goes gayly round,
Each fhares the blifs of others:
Sweet rofes grace the thorny way
Along this vale of forrow;
The flowers that fhed their leaves to day,
Shall bloom again tomorrow :
How grand in age, how fair in youth,

Are holy “ FRIENDSHIP, LOVE and TrRuTH |?

On Halcyon wings our moments pafs,
Life’s cruel cares beguiling ;

©Old TiME lays down his fcythe and glafs,
In gay good humour fmiling :
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‘With ermine beard and forelock grey,
His reverend front adoming,‘

He looks like Winter.turn’d to May,
Night foften’d into Morning !

How grand in age, how fair in youth,

Are holy % FRiENDsHIP, LovEs and TruTH |

From thefe delightful fountains flow
Ambrofial rills of pleafure ;

Can man defire, can heaven beftow
A more refplendent treafure ?

Adorn’d with gems fo richly bright,

’ We’ll form a Conftellation,

‘Where every Star, with modeft light,
Shall gild his proper ftation. -

How grand in age, how fair in youth,

Are holy % Frienpsuir, Love and TryTh !



RELIGION.

AN 0CCASIONAL HYMN.

Tnao’ fhades and folitudes profound,
The fainting traveller winds his way ;
Bewildering meteors glare around,

And tempt his wandering feet aftray :

Welcome, thrice welcome, to his eye,
‘The fudden moon’s infpiring light,

When forth the fallies thro’ the tky,
The guardian Angel of the night!

Thus mortals blind and weak, below
Purfue the phantom Blifs, in vain
The world’s a wildernefs of woe,

And life a pilgrimage of pain’!
N.
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Till mild RELIGION, from above,
‘Delcends, a fweet engaging form,
The meflenger of heavenly love,

‘The bow of promife in a ftorm!

Then guilty paffions wing their flight,
Sorrow, remorfe, afflidtion ceafe ;

REL1GION’s yoke is foft and light,
And all her paths are paths of peace.

Ambition, pride, revenge depart,

” And folly Bies her chaftening rod ;

She makes the l.afutnal;e(contritc heart,
‘A temple o'f't'ffe'}i'vfr_lzﬁ. Gon.

-

Beyond the narrow vale of time,
" Where bright celcftial ages roll,
To fcenes eternal, {fcenes fublime,

She points the way and leads the foul.
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At her approach the Grave appears -
The Gate of Paradife reftored ;

Her voice the witching Cherub hears,
And drops his double-flaming fword.

Baptized with her renewing fire,
May we the crown of glory gain;
Rife when the Hoft of Heaven expire,
And reign with Gop, for ever reign.




¢“THE JOY OF GRIER.”
0SS14N.

Ss—

Swnz'r the hour of tribulation,
When the heart can freely figh;
And the tear of refignation

Twinkles in the mournful eye.

Have you felt a kind emotion
‘Tremble through your troubled breaft ;
Soft as evening o’er the ocean,

‘When fhe charms the waves to reft ?

Have you loft a friend, a brother ?
' Heard afather’s parting breath ?
Gazed upon a lifelefs mother,

Till fhe feem’d to wake from death?

— m— e . .- o e
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Have you felt a fpoufe expiring

In your arms, before your view ?:
‘Watch’d the lovely foul retiring

From her eyes, that broke on youd

Did not grief then grow romantic, A
Raving on remember’d blifs ?

Did you not, with fervour frantic,
Kifs the lips that felt no kifs ?

Yes! but, when you had refign’d her;
Life and you were reconciled ;.
ANNA left—fhe left behind her,

One, one dear, one only child.

But before the green mofs peepi;lg, _
His poor mother’s grave array’d,
In that grave, the infant,ﬂeel;ing
On the mother’s lap was laid.

101
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Horror then, your heart congealing,
Chill’d you with intenfe defpﬁr;
Can you recolle the feeling ?
No! there was no feeling there !'

From that gloomy trance of forrow,
When you woke to pangs unknbwn, .
How unwelcome was the morrow,

For it rofe on YOU ALONE !

Sunk m felfconfuming anguith,
Can the poor heart always ache 2-
No, the tortured nerve will languifh,
Or the ftrings of life muft break.

O’er the yielding brow of fadnefs,
One faint fmile of comfort ftole ;

One foft pang of tender gladnefs
Exquifitely thril’d your foul.
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‘While the wounds of woe are healing,
‘While the heart is all refign’d,

*Tis the folemn feaft of feeling,
’Tis the fabbath of the mind.

Penfive memory then retraces
Scenes of blifs for ever fled,
Lives in former times and places,

Holds communion with the dead.

And, when night’s prophetic flumbers
Rend the veil to mortal eyes,

From their tombs, the fainted h(xmben
Of our loft companions rife.

“You have feen a friend, a brother, .
Heard a dear dead father fpeak ;

'Provéd the fondnefs of a mother,
Felt her tears upon your cheek !
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‘Dreams of love your grief beguiling,
‘You have clafp’d a confort’s charms,
And received your infant finiling
From his mother’s facred arms.

Trembling, pale, and agcnizin;g,
‘While you mourn’d the vifion gone,
Bright the morning flar arifing
Open’d heaven, from whence it fhone.

‘Thither all your wifhes bending
Rofe in extacy fublime,

Thither all your hopes afcending
Triumph’d over death and time.

“Thus afli®ed, bruifed and broken,
Have you known fuch fweet relief ?
Yes, my friend ! and, by this token,

You have felt % THE JOY OF GRIEFS*



it ]

THE

BATTLE OF ALEXANDRIA.

*4+* At Thebes, in ancient Egypt, was erected a fta-
tue of Memnon, with an harp in his hand, which
is faid to have hailed with delightful mufic the
rifing fun, and in melancholy tones to have mourn-
ed his departure. The introduction of this cele-
brated Lyre,en a modern occafion, will be cenfured
as an Anachronifm by thofe only, who thigk that
its chords have been touched unkilfully. :

—

HARP of MEmNoON! f{weetly firung
‘To the mufic of the fpheres ;
‘While the Hero’s dirge is fung,

Breathe enchantment to our ears.

As the fun’s defcending beams,
" Glancing o’er thy feeling wire,
Kindle every chord, that gleams

Like a ray of heavenly fire :
; o.
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Let thy numbers, foft and flow,

O’er the plain with carnage fpread,
Soothe the dying, while they flow

‘To the memory of the dead.

Bright as VExus, newly bom,
Blufhing at her maiden charms
Frefh from ocean rofe the Morn,

‘When the trumpet blew to arms.

O that Time had ftay’d his flight,
Ere that Morning left the main;

Fatal as the EGyPT1AN night,
When the eldeft born were flain !

Lafh’d to madnefs by the wind,
As the Red-fea-furges roar,

Leave a gloomy gulph behind,
And devour the fhrinking fhore;
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Thus, with overwhelming pride,
GALL1A’S brighteft, boldeft boaft,
In a deep and dreadful tide,
Roll’d upon the BriT1sh hoft.

Dauntlefs thefe their ftation held,
Though, with unextinguith’d ire,
GALL1A’s legions, thrice repell’d,
Thrice return’d through blood and fire.

‘Thus, above the ftorms of time,
Towering to the facred fpheres,

Stand the Pyramids fublime,
—Rocks amid the flood of years !

Now the Veteran CHIEF drew nigh;
Conqueft cowering on his creft,
Valour beaming from his eye,
Pity bleeding in his breaft...
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BriTaIN faw himn thus advance,
In her Guardian-Angel’s form;
But he lower’d on hoftile FrRANCE,

Like the Dzmon of the Storm.

On the whirlwind of the war, L
High be rode in vengeance dire 3
To his friends a leading ftar,

Fo his foes confuming fire.

Then the mighty pour’d their breath,
Slaughter feafted on the brave ;-
*T'was the Carnival of Death!
>Twas the Vintage of the Grave !

Charged with ABERCROMBIE’s doom,y
Lightning wing’d a cruel ball:
*T'was the Herald of the Tomb,
And the Hego felt the calls.
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Felt—and raifed his arm on high,
Victory well the fignal knew,
Darted from his awful eye,

And the force of FRANCE o’erthirew,

But the horrors of that fight,
‘Were the weeping MUSE to tell;
O ’twould cleave the womb of night,
And awake the dead that fell !

Gafh’d with honourable fcars,
Low in Glory’s lap they lie:
‘Though they fell, they fell like ftars,
Streaming fplendour through the fky.

Yet fhall Memory mourn that day,
When with expe®ation pale,
Of her foldier far away,
‘The poor widow hears the tale.
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In imagination wild,
She fhall wander o’er this plain
Ravey,~and bid her orphan child,
Seck hie fire among the flain.

Gently, from the Wetern deep,
O ye evening breezes rife !

Q’er the Lyre of MexNON fweep,.
‘Wake its fpirit with your fighs.

Harp of MeMNon ! fweetly firung
To the mufic of the fpheres;

While the Hero’s dirge is fung,
Breathe enchantment to our ears.

Let thy numbers foft and flow,

O’er the plain with carnage fpread,
Soothe the dying, while they flow

To the memory of the dead.
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None but folemn, tender tones,
‘Tremble from thy plairitive wires3
‘Hark !—the wounded WARRIOR groans !
Huth thy warbling,—he expires. /

‘Hufh !—while Sorrow wakes and weeps
O’er his relicks cold and pale,
Night her filent vigil keeps,

In a mournful moonlight veil,

Harp of Memnon ! from afar
Ere the lark falute the fky,
"Watch the rifing of the ftar,

That proclaims the morning nigh,

'Soon the fun’s afcending Yays,
In a flood of hallow’d fire,

‘Oer thy kindling chords fhall blaze,
JAnd thy magic foul infpire.
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Then thy tones triumphant pour,
Let them pierce the Hero’s grave ;
Life’s tumultuous battle o’er,

O how fiweetly fleep the brave !

From the duft their laurcls bloom,
High they fhoot, and flourifh free ;
‘Glory’s temple is the tomb!
Death is immortality !



THE PILLOW.

Tnn head that oft this PirLow prefs’d,
- That aching head, is gone to reft;
It’s little pleafures now no more,
And all its mighty forrows o’er,
For ever, in the worm’s dark bed,
For ever fleeps that humble head !
My FRIEND was young, the world was new ;
‘The world was falfe, My Fy.u:m: was true;
Lowly his lot, his birth obfcure,

His fortune hard, My FRIEND was poor;
Pe
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To wifdom he ‘had no pretence,
A child of fuffering, not of fenfe ;
For NATURE never did impart
A weaker head, a warmer heart. )
His fervent foul, a foul of flame,
‘Confumed its frail terreftrial frame;
‘That fire from Heaven fo fiercely burn’d,
‘That whence it came it foon return’d :
And yet, O PiLow ! 'yet to me,
My gentle FRIEND furvives in thee,
In thee, the partner of his bed,
In thee, the widow of the dead!

On HEeL1coN’s infpiring brink,
‘Ere yet MY FRIEND had learn’d to think,
Once as he pafs’d the carelefs day
Among the whifpering reeds at play,
The Muse oF SorrRow wander’d by ;

Her penfive beauty fix’d his eye ;
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‘With fweet aftonifhment he fmiled;
The Gipfey faw—the ftole the child;
And foft on her ambrofial breaft
Sang the delighted babe to reft,
Convey’d him to her inmoft grove, -
And loved him with a Mother’s love.
Awakening from his rofy nap,

And gayly fporting on her lap;-

His wanton fingers o’er ber lyre
‘Twinkled like electric fire ;-

Quick and quicker as they flew,
Sweet and fweeter tones they drew:
Now 2 bolder hand he flings,

And dives émong the deepeft ftringss$.

‘Then forth the mufic brake like thunder;

Back he ftarted, wild with wonder !

The Muste oF SorrRow wept for joy,-

And clafp’d and kifs’d her chofen boy. .
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Ah! then no more his fmiling hours
Were fpent in Childhood’s Eden-bowers,
The fall from Infant-innocence,

The fall to knowledge, drives us thence
O knowledge ! worthlefs at the price,
Bought with the lofs of PArADISE!.
As happy ignorance declined,

And reafon rofe upon his mind,
Romantic hopes and fond defires
(Sparks of the foul’s immortal fires !}-
Kindled within his breaft the rage

To breathe thro’ every future age,

To clafp the flitting thade of fame,
To build an everlafting name,
O’erleap the narrow vulgar fpan

And live beyond the life of man!.

Then NATURE’s charms his heart poffefs’d,
And Naturs’s glory fill'd his breaft:




THE PHLLOW, 119

‘Fhe fiveet Spring-morning’s infant mys,
Meridian Summer’s youthful blaze,
Maturer Autumn’s evening mild,

And hoary Winter's midsight wild,
Awoke his eye, infpired his tongue ;.

For every fcene he loved, he fung.

Rude were his fongs, and ¢ filly footh,” .
‘Till Boyhood bloflom’d into Youth:
‘Then nobler themes his fincy fired,.

‘To bolder fights his foul afpired ;

And as the New-Moon’s Spening eye:
Broadens and brightens thra’ the fky,
From the dim ftreak of weftern light

‘To the full orb that rules the night: -
Thus, gathering luftre in its race,

And fhining thro’ infinite fpace,

From earth to heaven his GEn1us foa’d,

Time and eternity explored,
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And hail’d, where’er its footfteps trod,
In NATURE’s temple, NATURE’s GOD:
Or pi.erced the human breaft to fcan
The hidden majéefty of Man;
Man’s hidden weaknefs too defcried,
His glory, grandeur,—meannefs, pride;-
Purfued, aiong their erring courfe,
The ftreams of paffion to their fource ;-
Or in the mind’s creation fought
New fars of fancy, worlds of thought !
—Yet fiill thro’ all his ftrains would flow -
A tone of uncomplaining woe;
Kind as the tear in Pity’s eye,
Soft as the flumbering Infant’s figh,
So fweetly, exquifitely wild,
It fpﬁk’e the Musk oF Sorrow’s child.
O Prrrow ! then, when light withdrew;
To thee the fond Enthufiaft flew ;A

T ™ Seemttm— .

-
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"On thee, in penfive mood reclined,

He pour’d his contemplative mind,

Till ’er his eyes, with mild controul,
Sleep like a foft enchantment fole,
-Charm’d into life his airy fchemes,
.And realized his waking dreams.

Soon from thofe waking dreams he woke,

“The fairy fpell of fancy broke 3

JIn vain he breathed a.-foul of fire

Thro’ every chord that ftrung his lyre,
No friendly echo cheer’d his tongue,
Amidft the wildernefs he fung ;

Louder and bolder Bards were crown’d,
Whofe diffonance his mufic drown’d :
‘The Public ear, the Public voice,
Defpifed his fong, denied his choice,
Denied a name,—a life in death,

Denied—a bubble and a breath.

P,
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Stript of his fondeft, deareft claim,
And difinherited of fame,
To thee, O PiLLow ! thee alone,
He made his filent anguith known
His baughty fpirit fcorn’d the blow,
“That laid his high ambition low ;
But ah ! his looks affumed in vain
A cold ineffable difdain,
‘While deep he cherifh’d in his breaft
‘The fcorbion that confumed his reft.

Yet other fecret griefs had he,
O Pirow! only told to thee:
Say, did not hopelefs love intrude
On his poor bofom’s folitude ?
Perhaps on thy foft lap reclined,
In dreams the cruel FAIR was kind,
That he might more intenfely know
“The bitternefs of waking woe ?
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Whate’er thofe pangs from me conceal’d,
‘To thee in midnight groans reveal’d ;
They ftung remembrance to defpair;
¢ A wounded Spirit who can bear !”’
Meanwhile difeafe, with flow decay,
Moulder’d his feeble frame away;
And as his evening fun declined
‘The fhadows deepen’d o’er his mind.
‘What doubts and terrors then poffefs’d
The dark dominion of his breaft !
How did deliiious fancy dwell
On Madnefs, Suicide, and Hell!
There was on earth no PowER to fave: *
——But, as he fhudder’d o’er the grave,
He faw from realms of light defcend
The Friend of him who has no friend,
ReriGgroN !——Ier almighty brcath

Rcbuked the winds and waves of death;
Q.



122 THE PILLOW.

She bade the fiorm of frenzy ceafe,

And fmiled a calm, and whifper’d peace;
Amidft that calm of fweet repofe,

To HEAVEN his gentle Spirit rofe.



VERSES

90 THE MEMORY OF THE LATE JOSKPH BROWNI,
OF LOTHERSDALE,
One of the People called Quakers,
WHO HAD SUFFERED A LONG CONFINEMENT IN THR

CASTLE OF YORK, AND LOSS OF ALL HIS WORLDLY
PROPERTY, FOR CONSCIENCE’ SAKE.

“Sruu'r leave thine houfe of clay 3
Lingering Duft refign thy breath!
Spirit caft thy chains away 3 '
Dutt be thou diffolved in death!”

‘Thus thy GuarDpiaN ANGEL fpoke,
As he watch’d thy dying bed ;

As the bonds of life he broke,

And the ranfom’d Captive fled.

R E't
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¢ Prifoner, long detain’d below ;
Prifoner, now with freedom bleft H
Welcome from a world of woe,

+Welcome to a land of reft !”

Thus thy GuARDIAN ANGEL fang,
As he bore thy foul on high ;

- While with Hallelujahs rang
All the region of the fky.

——Ye that mourn a FATHER’s lofs,
Ye that weep a Fr1ExD nomore !
Call to mind the CurisTIAN crofs,

Wkich your Fr1END, your FATHER bore.

Grief and penury and pain

Still attended on his way,

And Oppreffion’s fcourgc. and chain,.
More unmerciful than they.

B e =y e N
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Yet while travelling in diftrefs,
(’Twas the eldeft curfe of fin)
Thro’ the world’s wafte wildernefs,

He had Paradife within,

And along that vale of tears,
‘Which his humble footfteps trod; -

Still a fhining path appears,

‘Where the ' MOURNER .walk’d with GOD. -

Till his MAsTER, from above,
‘When the promifed hour was come,
Seat the chariot of his love

To convey the WANDERER home.

Saw ye not the wheels of fire,
And the fteeds that cleft the wind?
Saw ye not his foul afpire,

When his mantle drop’d behind ?
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Ye that caught it as it fell,
Bind that mantle round your breaft;
So in you his meeknefs dwell,

So on you his fpirit reft!

Yet, rejoicing in his lot,

Still fhall memory love to weep
O’er the venerable fpot,

Where his dear cold relicks fleeps.

Grave! the guardian of his duft,
Grave ! the treafury of the fkies,
Every atom of thy truft

Refts in hope again to rife.

Hark !—the judgment-trumpet calls,
¢ Soul re-build thine houfe of clay:
ImMORTALITY thy walls,

And ETERNITY thy day !”

;,‘.—_-;:q



TIHE THUNDER STORM.

O FOR Eveﬁing’s browneft fhade !
‘Where the breezes play by ftealth
“In the foreft-cin@ured glade,
Round the hermitage of HEALTH :
While the noon-bright mountains blaze

In the fun’s tormenting rays. ‘

O’er the fick and fultry plains,
‘Thro’ the dim deliric;us air,
Agonizing filence reigns,
And the wannefs of defpair :
Nature faints with fervent heat,

=-Ah! her pulfe hath ceafed to beat !

7L
/
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Now in deep and dreadful gloom,
Clouds on clouds portentous fpread,
Black as if the day of doom
Hung o’er NaTURrE’s thrinking head ¢
Lo! the lightning breaks from high,

—Gopb is coming !—Gob is nigh !

Hear ye not his chariot wheels,
As the mighty thunder rolls ?
NATURE, ftartled NATURE reels,”
From the centre to the poles:
Tremble !—Ocean, Earth, and Sky !
Tremble !—Gonb is paffing by !

Darknefs, wild with horror, forms
Eis myfterious hiding place;
Should He, from his ark of ftorms,

Rend the veil and thew his face,
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At the judgment of his eye,

All the Univerfe would die.

Brighter, broader lightnings flafh,
Hail and rain tempeftuous fall ;

Louder, deeper thunders crath,
’Dcfolation threatens all ;

' Struggling NATURE gafps for breath,

Iq the agony of death.

Gop oF VENGEANCE ! from above
‘While thine awful bolts are hurl’d,

O remember Thou art Love !
Spare!=O fpare a guilty world ! .

Stay Thy flaming wrath awhile,

See Thy bow of promifz fmile }

Welcome, in the eaftern cloud,

Meffenger of Mercy ftill !
R.
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Now, ye winds! proclaim aloud,
¢ Pcace on Earth, to Man good will!”?
NaTure! Gobp’s repenting Child,

See thy Parent reconciled !

Hark! the Nightingale, afar,
Sweetly fings the fun to reft,
And awakes the evening ftar
In the rofy-tinted weft:
‘While the moon’s enchanting eye

Opens paradife on high !

Cool and tranquil is the night,
NaTure’s fore affliGtions ceafe,

For the ftorm, that fpent its might,
Wasa covenant of peace 3

VENGEANCE drops her harmlefs rod 3

—MERcY is the POWER OF GOD!



ODE
TO THE VOLUNTEERS OF BRITAIN,

On the prospe¢t of Invasion,

O rox the death of Thofe,
Who fer their Country die,
Sink on her bofom to repofe,

And triumph where they lic !

How beautiful in death

‘The WarrIOR’s corfe appears,
Embalm’d by fond AFrFEcTION’S breath,
And bathed in WoMaN’s tears !

Their lovelieft native earth

Enfhrines the fallen Brave;

In the dearland that gave them birth
They find their tranquil grave,
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~—-But the wild waves fhall fweep
BriTANNIA’S foes away,

And the blue monfters of the deep
Be furfeited with prey !—

No !—they have *fcaped the waves,
?Scaped the fea-monfters’ maws';
They come ! but O fhall GALLIC SLAVES

Give ENGL1sH FREEMEN laws?

By ALFRED’s Spirit, No!

—Ring, ring the loud alarms 3

Ye drums awake, ye clarions blow,
Ye Heralds fhout ¢to arms!”

To arms our Heroes fly;

And leading on their lines,

The Bririsn Banxer in the fky,'
The flar of conquett, fhines.
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The lowering battle forms
It’s terrible array ;
Like clafhing clouds in mountain-ftorms,

That thunder on their way ;

The rufhing armies meet :

And while they pour their breath,

The ftrong Earth fhudders at their feet,
The day grows dim with death.

——Ghofts of the mighty dead!
Your Children’s hearts infpire ;

And while they on your afhes tread,
Rekinale all your fire.

The Dead to life return ;

Our fathers’ fpirits rife !

—My Brethren! in YOUR breafts they burn,
They fpankle in YOUR eyes.
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Now launch upon the foe

The lightning of your rage;

Strike, ftrike the’ affailing Giants low,
The TiTANS of the age.

They yield,—they break,—they fly;

The vitory is won :

Purfue !~—they faint,—they fall,—they die;
O ftay !——the work is done.

SPiriT OF VENGEANCE ! reft :

Sweet MERCY cries, ¢ forbear!” ‘
She clafps the vanquifh’d to her breaft;
Thou wilt not pierce them there 2

——Thus vanith BriTaIN’s faes
From her confuming eye !

Dut rich be the reward of Thofe
Who conquery~—=Thofe who die !
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O’erfhadowing laurels deck
The living HHERO’S brows:
But lovelier wreaths entwine his neck,

—His children and his spouce !

Exulting o’er his lot,
The dangers he has braved 3
He clafps the dear ones, hails the eot,

‘Which his own valour faved.

——DAUGHTERS OF ALBION! weep;
On this triumphant plain,
Your fathers, hutbands, brethren fleep,

For you and frecdom {lain,

O gently clofe the eye

‘That loved to look on you

O feal the lip, whofe earlieft figh,
Whofe lateft breath was true:
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With knots of fweeteft flowers
Their winding fheet perfume ;
And wath their wounds with true-love fhowers,

And drefs them for the tomb:

For beautiful in death

The WARRIOR’S corfe appears,
.Embalm’d by fond AFFecT10N’s breath,

And bathed in WomAN’s tears,

——Give me the death of Thofe
‘Who for their country die;

And O be mine like their repofe
"When cold and low they lie !

Their lovelieft mother-carth
Enfhrines the fallen /brave,

In her fweet lap who gave them birth
They find their tranquil gra;'c.



THE VIGIL OF ST. MARK.

Rerurnine from their evening walk,
On yonder ancient ftyle,
In {weet, romantic, tender talk,

Two lovers paufed awhile :~=

EDMUND, the monarch of the dale,
Allconfcious of his powers;
ELLA, the lily of the vale,

The rofe of AUBURN’S bowers!

In airy Love’s delightful bands
He held her heart in vain 3
The Nymph denied her willing hands

To HyMEN’s awful chain.
s.
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« Ah! why,” faid he, ¢ our blifs'delay?
« Mine ELLa! why fo cold?
« Thofe who but love from day.to day,
From day to day grow old.

s¢ The bounding arrow cleaves the fky,
¢ Nor leaves a trace behind 5
¢ And fingle lives like arrows fly,

¢ —They vanith thro’ the wind,

¢ In Wedlock’s fweet endearing lot
¢ T et us improve the fcene,

¢ That fome may be, when we are net,
« To tell—that we have been.”

« *T'is now,” replied the village Belle,
« Saint Mark’s myfterious eve 3 .
s And all that old traditions tell
« ] tremblingly believe :—
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<« How, when the midnight fignal tollsy
¢« Along the church-yard green,
« A mournful train of fentenced fouls

¢ In winding fheets are feen!

« The ghofts of all, whom DeaTH fhall doom_
« Within the coming year, '
«In pale proceffion walk the gloom,
“ Amid the filence drear!

« If EDMUND, bold in confcious might, .
« By love feverely tried,

4 Can brave the terrors of to-night,
« Er1a will be his bride.””

She fpake,—and, like the nimble fawn,
From Epmunp’s prefence fled:

He fought, acrofs the rural lawn,
The dwelling of the dead
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“That filent, folemn, fimple fpot,
The mouldering realm of peace,

‘Where human paffions are férgot!
‘Where human follies ceafe!

The gliding moon, through heaven ferene,
Purfued her tranquil way,

And thed O’erall the fleeping fcene
A foft no&urnal day. '

‘With fwelling heart and eager feet,
Young EpMuND gain’d the church,
And chofe his folitary feat
Within the dreadful porch.

Thick, threatening clouds, affembling fooh, .
Their dragon-wings difplay’d 5

Eclipfed the flow-retiring moon,
And quench’d the fars in fhade.
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Amid the deep abyfs of gloom
No ray of beauty fmiled,
Save, gliftening o’er fome haunted tomb,

‘The glow-worm’s luftre wild.

The village watch-dogs bay’d around,
The long grafs whiftled drear,
‘The fteeple trembled to the ground,
) Even Epmunp quaked with fear.

All on a fudden died the blaft,
Dumb horror chill’d the air,

‘While NATURE feem’d to paufe aghatt,
In uttermoft: defpair.

~—Twelve times the midnight herald tolP’d
As oft did EDMUND ftart ;

For every ftroke fell dead and eold
Upon his fainting hegrt.
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‘Then glaring through the ghaftly gloom,
Along the church-yard green,
The deftin’d victims of the tomb

In winding fheets were feen.

In that pale moment EpmMunb ftood,
Sick with fevere furprife ;

‘While creeping horror drank his Blood,
And fix’d his flinty eyes.

He faw the fecrets of the grave!
He faw the face of DEATH!

No pitying power appear’d to fave—
He gafp’d away his breath !

Yet frill the fcene his foul beguiled,
And every fpedre caft
A look, unutterably wild,’

On EbMUND, as they pafe’d.
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All on the ground entranced he lay ;
At length the vifion broke !

—When, lo !—a kifs as cold as clay,
The flumbering Youth awoke.

That moment, fireaming through a cloud,
The fudden moon difplay’d,

, Robed in a melancholy throud,

‘The image of a maid.

Her dufky veil afide fhe threw,
And thew’d a face moft fair ;
—To clafp his ELLA—Epmunp flew,

And clipt the empty air!

“Ha! who art thou !”’—His cheek grew pale ;
A well-known voice replied, |

€ ELLA, the lily of the vale !
“ ELLA=thy deftin’d bride !”?
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To win his neck, her airy arms
The pallid phantom fpread 3
Recoiling from her blafted charms,

The’ affrighted lover fled.

*T'0 $hun the vifionary maid
His fpeed outftript the wind;

But,—though unfeen to move,—the fhade

Was evermore behind !

So DEATH’s uneérring arrows glide,
Yet feem fufpended ftill ;
Nor paute, nor fhrink, nor turn afide,

But fmite, fubdue and kill.

O’er many a mountain, moor and vale,
On that tremendous night,

The Ghott of ELLA, wild and pale,
Purfued her Lover’s flight.
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But when the dawn began to gleam,
Ere yet the morning fhone,
She vanifh’d like a nightmare-dream, . )

Aund Epmunb ftood alone.

‘T'hree days, bewilder’d and forlorn,
He fought his home in vain
At length he hail’d the hoary thorn,

That crown’d his native plain.

*T'was evening :—all the air was balm, ;
‘The heavens ferenely clear 3
‘When the foft mufic of a pfalm

Came penfive o’er his ear.

Then funk his heart ;—a ftrange furmife
Made all his blood run cold :
He flew,—a funeral met his eyes;

He paufed,—a death-bell toll’d.
T. .
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«7Tis fhe'! *tis the !”—He burft away 5
And bending o’er the fpot,
Where alt that once was'ELrA lay,
He all befide forgot! -

A maniac now, in demb defpair,
With love-bewilder’d mien,
He wanders, weeps and watches there,
£

Among the hillocks green.

And every Eve of pale'ST. MARE,
As village hinds relate,
He walks with ELrA in the dark,

And reads the Yolls of Fatc'!



HANNAH,

R

A'r fond fixteen my roving heart,
‘Was pierced by Love’s delightful dart:
Keen tranfport throb’d thro’ every vein,

~1I never felt fo fweet a pﬂn !

‘Where circling woods embower’d the glade,
I met the dear romantic maid :
1 ftole her hand,—it thrunk,—~but no !

1 would not let my captive gos

With all the fervency of youth,
While paffion told the tale of truth,
I mark’d my Hannan’s downcaft eye,

*Twas kind, but beautifully fhy.
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Not with a warincr, purer ray,

The Sun, enamour’d, wooes young May ;
Nor May, with fofter maiden grace,
Turns from the fun her blufhing face.

But, fwifter than the frighted dove,
Fled the gay morning of my love:
Ah! that fo bright a morn, fo focn,

Should vanifh in fo dark a noon!

‘The angel of aflli&tion rofe,
And in his grafp a thoufand woes ;
He pour’d his vial on my head,

And all the heaven of rapturc fied.

Yet, in the glory of my pride,
I ftood,—and all his wrath defied 3
1 ftood,—though whirlwinds thook my brzir,

Aund lightnings cleft my foul in twain,
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I fhun’d my nymph ;—and knew not why '
I durft not meet her gentle eye;
I thun’d her,—for I could not bear

To marry her to my defpair.

Yet, fick at heart with hope delay’d,
Oft the dear image of that maid
Glanced, like the rainbow, o’er my mind, °

And promifed happinefs behind.

The ftorm blew o’er, and in my breaft
The halcyon peace rebuilt her neft ;
The ftorm blew o’er, and clear and mild

The fea of youth and pleafure fmiled.

’Twas on the merry morn of May,
To Haxxan’s cot I took my way;
My eager hopes were on the wing,

Like {allows fporting in the fpring. b
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Then as I climb’d the mountains o’ery
I livéd my woging days once more :
And fancy fketch’d my married lot,
My wife, my children and my cot !

1 faw the village fteeple rife,—
My foul fprang, fparkling, in my-eyes;
The ryral bells rang fweet and clear,—

My fond heart liften’d in mine ear.

I reach’d the hamlet :—all was gay ; -
1love a ruftic holiday !
1 met a wedding,—ftep’d afide;

It pafs’d ;—my HanNaH was the bride !

———There is a grief 'that cannot feel;
Tt leaves a wound that will not heal;

——My heart grew cold,—it felt nat thens .
When fhall it ceafe to feel again-?



A FIELD FLOWER;

©ON FINDING ONE IN FULL BLOGM ON CHRISTMAS DAY
1803.

g L P> >
Tr{ ERE is a flower, a Tittle flower,
With filver creft and golden eye,
‘That welcomes every ‘changing Hour,
- And weathers every fky.

" The prouder Beauties of the field,
In gay but quick fucceffion thire,
Race after race their honours yietd,
They flourifh and decline.

‘But this fmall flower, to Nature dear,
‘While moons and ftars their courfes nin,
Wreathes the whole circle of the yeat,

“Companion of the fun,
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It fmiles upon the lap of May,
To fultry Auguft fpreads its charms,
Lights pale O&ober on his way,

And twines December’s arms.

The purple heath, and golden broom,
On moory mountains catch the gale,
Q’er lawns the lily fheds perfume,

The violet in the vale.

But this bold foweret climbs the hill,
Hides in the foreft, haunts the glen,
Plays on the margin of the rill, A

Peeps round the fox’s den.

Within the garden’s cultured round,
Tt fhares the fweet carnation’s bed ;
And blopms on confecrated ground

In honour of the dead. |
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¥ he lambkin crops its crimfon gem,

Th’e wild-bee murmurs on its breafty
The blue-fly bends its penfile ftemy

Light o’er the fky-lark’s neft.

?Tis FLorA’s page:—1In every place,
TIn every feafon, freth and fair,
't opens with perennial grace,

And bloToms every where.

On wafte and woodland, rock and plaiii,
Its humble buds unheeded rife;

‘The Rofe has but a fummer-reigm,

The DAISY never dics,

€



THE SNOIV-DROP.

L0

ern ! retire,

‘Thy reign is paft 3

Hoary Sire! ‘ .

L Yield the fceptre of thy fway,
Sound thy trumpet in the blaft,
And call thy ftorms away 3
Winter ! retilfe;

Wherefore do thy wheels delay 2
Mount the chariot of thine ire,
~ And quit the realms of day;
On thy ftate '

‘Whirlwinds waitj

And blood-fhot nietoors‘lcnd thee light;
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Hence to dreary arctic regions,
Summon thy terrific legions ;
Hence to caves of northern night

Speed thy flight.

From halcyon feas
And purer fkies,
. O fouthern breeze!
Awake, arife :
Breath of heaven ! benignly blow,
Melt the fnow ;
Breath of heaven ! unchain the floods,
‘Warm the woods,

And make the mountains flow.

Aufpicious to the Mufe’s prayer,
The frefhening gale

Embalms the vale,

And breathes enchantment thro’ the air:




156 THE SROWWDROP.

On its wing

Floats the Spring,

With glowing eye, and golden hair =
Dark bcforc her Angel-form

She drivés the Demon of the ftorm,
Like Gladnefs chafing Care.

‘Winter’s gloomy night withdrawn,
Lo! the young romantic Hours
- Séa.rch the hill, the dale, the lawn,
. To behold the SNOW-DROP white
Start to light,
And fhine in FLorA’s defart bowers,
Beneath the vernal dawn,
The Morning Star of Floweis !

Q v;elcomc to our Ifle,

Thou Meflenger of Pedee !



[ Lo
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At whofe bewitching file

‘The embattled tempefts ceafe :
Emblem of Mnocence and Truth!
Firftborn of Nature®s womb,

When fireng in renovated youth;
She burfts from Winter’s tomb
Thy Parent’s eye hath fhed

A precious dew-drop on thine heads
Frail as a Mother’s tear

Upon her infant’s face,

‘When ardent hope to tender fear,,
And anxious love; gives place. v
Butlo! the dew-drop falls away,.
The fun falutes thee with a ray,
Warm as a Mother’s kifs

Upon her Infaut’s cheek,

When the heart bounds with blifs,

And joy that cannot fpe:rkl
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~———When I meet thee by the way,

Like a pretty, fportive child,

On the winter-wafted wild,

With thy darling breeze at play,

Opening to the radiant fky

All the fweetnefs of thine eye;

~—Or bright with funbeams, frefh with {howen. -

O thou Fairy-Queen of flowers !

‘Watch thee o’er the plain advance .

At the head of FLorA’s dance;

Simple SNOW-DROP ! then in th’CCa

All thy fifter train 1 fee:

Every brilliant bud that blows, .

From the blue-bell to the rofe;

_ All the beauties that aépear.. ’
On the bofom of the Year;
All that wreathe the locks of Spfing, R

Summer’s ardent breath perfume,

Pt T T T,
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~—But hark ! n;etlﬁnks I hear
A fmall ftill whifper in mine ear;
¢ Rafh Youth! repent,

« AffliGtions from aﬁove,

“ Are Angels fent

¢ On embeaffies of love.

¢ A fiery Legion, at thy birth,

« Of qbaftening Woes were given,
4 To pluck thy flowers of Hope from earth,
¢ And plant them high.

¢ Q’er yonder {ky,

¢ Transform’d to ftars,~and fix'd in heaven.”



THE OCEAN.

WRITTEN AT SCARBOROUGH, IN THE SUMMER OF 1803,

S
—

Au. hail to the ruins,* the rocks and the fhores !

‘Thou wide-rolling OCEAN, all hail !

Now brilliant with fun-beams, and dimpled with
oars,

Now dark with the frefh-blowing gale,

‘While foft o’er thy bofom the cloud-{hadéws fail,

And the filver-wing’d fea-fowl on high, .

Like meteors befpangle the fky,

Or dive in the gulph, or triuniphantly ride,

Like foam on the furges, the fwans of the tide.

* Scarboro® Caflle,
W
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From the tumult and fmoke of the city fet free,

With eager and awful delight,

From the creft of the mountain I gaze upon thee ;

I v‘gaze,——and am changed at the fight ;

For mine eye is illumined, my Genius takes flight,

My foul, like tﬁe fun, with a giancc

Embraces the boundlefs expanfe,

And moves 'on<thy waters, wherever they roll,

From the day-daning zone to the night-brooding
pole.

My Spirit defcends where the day-fpring is born,
Where the billows are rubies on fire,

And the breezes that rock the light cradle of morn
Are fweet as the Pheenix’s pyre:

O regions of beauty, of love, and dcfire !

O gardens of Eden! in vain

Placed far on the fathomlefs main,



THE OCEAN. 163

‘Where Nature with Innocence dwelt in her youth,

‘When pure was her heart, and unbroken ber truth.

But now the fair rivers of Paradife wind
‘Through countries and kingdoms o’erthrown ;
Where the Giant of tyranny crufhes mankind,

Where ke reigns,—and will foon reign alone,

For wide and more wide o’er the fun-beaming

zone,
He ftretches his hundred-fold arms,
Defpoiling, deftroying its charms; -
Beneath his broad footftep the Ganges is dry,

And the mountains recoil from the flath of his eye.

Thus the peftilent Uppas, the hydrﬁ of trees,
Its boughs o’er the wildernefs fpreads,
And with livid contagion polluting the bregze

Its mildewing influence fheds;

N
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The birds on the wing, and the flowers in their
beds,

Are flain by its venomous breath,

‘That darkéns the noon-ciay with death,

And pale ghofts of Travellers wander around,

While their mouldering fkeletons whiten the

ground.

Ah! why hath JEHOVAH, in forming the world,
With the waters divided the land,

His ramparts of rocks round the continent hurl’d,
And cradled the deep in his hand,

If man may tranfgrefs his eternal command 3

And leap o’er the bounds of his birth

To ravage the uttermoft earth,

And violate nations and realms that fhould be
Diftinét as the billows, yef one as the fea !

£y .
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“There are, gloomy OcEaN ! a brotherlefs clan,

‘Who traverfe thy banithing waves,

“The poor diﬁnheﬁted outcafts of man,

‘Whom 'Avarice coins into flaves;

From the homes of their kindred, their forefathers’
graves,

Love, friendthip, and conjugal blifs,

They are dragg’d on the hoary abyfs;

The fhark hears their thrieks, and afcending to day,

" Demands of the fpoiler his {harerof the prey.

Then joy to the tempeft that whelms them be-.
' neath,

And makes their deftruction its fpoi't !

But woe to the winds that propitioufly breathe,

" And waft them in fafety to port !

Where the vultures and vampires of Mammon re-

fort ;
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Where Europe exultingly drains
Her cordials from Africa’s veins;
Where the image of God is accounted as bafe,

And the image of Cefar fet up in its place !

‘The hour is approaching,—a terrible hour! -
And Vengeance is bending her bow ;
Already the clouds of the hurricane lour, -

And the rock-rending whirlwinds blow ;

Back rolls the huge Ocean,—Hell opens below 3 -

The floods return headlong,——they fweep -
The flavecultur’d lands to the deep ;
In a moment entomb’d ini the horrible void, - '

By their Maker Himfelf in his anger deftroy’d.

Shall this be the fate of the cane-planted ifles,.

More lovely than clouds in the weft,

When the fun o’er the ocean defcending in fmiles

Sinks foftly and fweetly to reft?
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—XNO!—Father of Mercy ! befriend the oppreft;
At the voice of thy gofpel of peace,

- May the forrows of Africa ceafe ;
And the flave and his mafter devoutly unite

T'o walk in thy freedom, and dwell in thy light !

~ #As homeward my weary-wing’d Fancy extends
“Her ftar-lighted courfe through the fkies,
" High over the mighty Atlantic afcends,
And turns upon Europe her eyes;
Ah me! what new profpe&s, new horrors arife !
lvfee the war-tempefted flood
All foaming, and panting with blood ;
*The panic-ftruck Ocean in agony roars,

Rebounds from the battle, and flies to his fhores.

* - Alluding to the glorious fuceefs of the Moravian Mif-
Jionaries among the Negroes in the Wefl Indies.
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For BriTANN1A is wielding her trident to-day,
Cpnfuming her foes in her ire,
And hu;ling ber thunder vﬁth abfolute fway
From her wave-ruling chariots of fire®

—She triumphs ;—the winds and the waters con-

{pire

To fpread her invincible name

‘The univerfe rings with her fame §

—But the cries of the fatherlefs mix with her praife,

And the tears of the widow are thed on her bays }

O Britain ! dear Britain! the land of my birth;
O Ifle, moft enchantingly fair !

Thou Pearl of the Ocean! Thou Gem of the
Earth!

0 my Mother ! my Mother! beware ;

For wealth is a phantom, and empire a fnare :
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O let not. thy birth-right be fold

For reprobate glory and gold :

‘Thy foreign dominions like w'ild‘graftings thoot,

They weigh down thy trunk,—they will tear up
thy root :—

Theroot of thine OAK, O my Country ! that ftands
Rock-planted, and flourifhing free ; '
Its branches are ftretch’d over far-diftant lands,
And its fhadow eclipfes the feas

The blood of our Anceftors nourith’d the tree 3
From their tombs, from their afhes it fprung;

Its boughs with their trophies are hung 3

Their fpirit dwells in it :—and hark ! for it fpoke 3
‘The voice of our Fathers afcends from their oak.

“YeBritons ! whodwell where we conquer’d of old,
Wha inherit our battle-field graves ;

Xe
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Tboughpdgrweréydnrl‘athas,—glgaﬁcmdbold,

We were niot, we would not be flaves;

But firm as our rocks, and as free as our waves,
~‘The fpears of the Romans-we broke,

We never ftoop’d under their yoke;

Jn the fhipwreck of nations we ftood up alone,

~The world was great CE;AK’S—b\!t Britain our

own.

& For ages and ages; with barbarous foes,
‘The Saxon; Norwegian and Gaul,
We wreftled, were foil’d;- were caft down, but we
rofe ’
* With new vigour, new- life from each fall ;
By all ‘we avere conguer’d :~—~WE CONQUER'D
THEM ALL!
) '-—‘Tl'le cruel, the “cannibal mind,

We foften’d, fubdued and refined ;
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“Bears, wolves, and fea-monfiers- they rufh’d from

their den ;
‘We taught them, we tamed-them, we turn’d them

to men.

<Love led thewild hordesin hisflower-wovenbauds,
The tenderett, the firongelt of chains!
Love married our hearts, he united our hands,

*And mingled the blood in our veins;

One race we became :—on the mountains and
plains

‘Where the wounds of our country were clofed,

. The Ark of Religion repofed,

The unquenchable Altar of Liberty blazed,

" And the Temple of Juftice in Mercy was raifed.

<t Ark, Altar and Temple we left with our breath
To our children, a facred bequeft !

.
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Oguardthem,Okeepthem,inlifeaudindeath_:
So the thades of your Fathers fhall reft,

And your fpirits with ours be in paradife bleft : .
-—Il.ct Ambition, the fin of the Brave, -

And Avarice, the foul of a Slave,

No longer feduce your.aﬂ'et’tions to roam

From Liberty, Juftice, Religion, AT HOME !”*
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Oncs in the flight of ages paft, -

There lived 2 Man :—and WHO was He ?.
—Mortal ! howe’er thy lot be caft,

That Man refembled Thee.

Unknown the region of his birth,
The land in which he died unknown }
His name hath perith’d from the earth,

This truth furvives alone s== -

That joy and grief, and hope and feary
_Alternate triumph’d in his breaft ;
His blifs and woe,—a finile, & tear !

—Oblivion hides the vett.
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The bounding pulfe, the languid limb,
The changing fpirits’ rife and fall;

We know that thefe were felt by him,
For thefe are felt by al.

He fuffer’d,~—but his pangs are o’er ;
Enjoy’d,—but his delights are fled 5
Had friends,—his friends are now no more 5.

And foes,—his foes are dead.

He loved,—but whom he loved the grave
Ha£h loft in its unconfcious womb :

O fhe was fair | —but nought could fave
Her beauty from the tomb,

‘The rolligg fcafons, day and night, '
Sun, moon and ftars, the earth and main,
Evewhile his portion, lfe ard light,

. *I'o him exift in vain,
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He faw whatever thou haft feen,
Encounter’d all that troubles thees
He was—whatever thou haft been §
He is—what thou fhalt bef

The clouds and funbeams, o’er his eye,
“That once their fhades and glory threw,
Have left in yonder filent fky,

No veftige where they flew.

The annals of the human race,
‘ Their ruins, fince the world began,
Of HIM afford no other trace
Than this,~THERE LIVED A MAN}

DO
THE XND
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