Encpclopaedia Britannica :

DICTIONARY

OF

ARTS, SCIENCES, AND MISCELLANEOQOUS
LITERATURE;

ENLARGED AND IMPROVED.

THE SIXTH EDITION.
Jiugtrated Wit neatip sir bunbred Engeavings,

VOL. XVIL

INDOCTI DISCANT ; AMENT MEMINISSE PERITI.

EDINBURGH:
PRINTED FOR ARCHIBALD CONSTABLE AND COMPANY ;
AND HURST, ROBINSON, AND COMPANY, 90, CHEAPSIDE,
LONDON.

1823.






Of Lyric
Poetry.
N )

120
The song.

121
The distin-

guishing

character

of the lesser

ode.

Gew - Lig,
WieT. ARTIQ.

\O--bd
It R I P

DL VO,

FExcycror£DIA BRITANNICA.

POETRY, Part II. Sect. 2. continued.

HE variety of subjects, which are allowed the lyric
poet, makes it necessary to consider this species of
poetry under the following heads, viz. the sublime ode,
the lesser ode, and the song. We shall begin with the
lowest, and proceed to that which is more eminent.

L Songs are little poetical compositions, usually set
to a tune, and frequently sung in company by way of
entertaioment and diversian. Of these we have in our
language a great number ; but, considering that num-
ber, not many which are excellent ; for, as the duke of
Buckingham observes,

Though nothing seems more eaty, yet no part
Of poetry requires a nicer art.

The song admits of almost any subject; but the
greatest part of them turn either upon lve, contentment,
or the pleasures of a country life, and drinking. Be the
subject, however, what it will, the verses should be easy,
natural, and flowing, and contain a certain harmony, so
that poetry and music may be agreeably united. In these
compositions, as in all others, obscene and profane ex-
pressions should be carefully avoided, and indeed every
thing that tends to take o&: that respect which is due
to religion and virtue, and to eocourage vice and im-
morality. As the best songs in our language are al-
ready in every hand, it would seem superfluous to in-
sert examples. For further precepts, however, as well
as select examples, in this species of composition, we
may refer the reader to the elegant Essay on Song
Writing, by Mr Aikio.

I1. The lesser ode. The distinguishing character of
this is sweetness; and as the pleasure we rcceive from
this sort of poem arises principally from its soothing and
affecting the passions, great regard should be paid to the
language as well as to the thoughts and numbers.

Th’ expression should be easy, fancy high;

Yet that not seem to creep, nor this to fly:

No words transpos’d, but in such order all,

As, though hard wrought, may seem by chance to fall.
D. BuckiNGHAM’s Essay.

The style, indeed, should be easy : but it may be also
florid andy figurative. It solicits delicacy, but disdains
affectation. The thoughts should be natural, chaste, and
elegant ; and the numbers various, smooth, and harmo.
nious. A few examples will sufficiently explain what
we mean.

Vor. XVII. Part I, +

Longinus has preserved a fragment of Sappho, an an- Of Lyric
cient Greek poetess, which is in great reputation amongst _Poetry-

the critics, and bas been so happily translated by Mr
Philips as to give the English reader a just idea of the

show how exactly she copied nature. To enter into the
beauties of this ode, we must suppose a lover sitting by
his mistress, and thus expressing his passion:

Blest as th’ immortal gods is he,

The youth who fondly sits by thee,

And sees and hears thee all the while

Softly speak, and sweetly smile.

'Twas this depriv’d my soul of rest,

And raisd such tumults in my breast ;

For while I gaz'd, in transport tost,

My breath was gone, my voice was lost.

My bosom glow’d, the subtle flame

Ran quick through all my vital frame:

O’er my dim eyes a darkness hung ;

My ears with hollow murmurs rung.

In dewy damps my limbs were chiﬁ’d,

My blood with gentle horrors thrill’d ;

My feeble pulse forgot to play ;

I fainted, sunk, and dy’d away.

Anacreontic; being written in the manner and taste of ode,
Anacreon, a Greek poet, famous for the delicacy of his
wit, and the exquisite, yet easy and natural, turn of his
poesy. We have several of his odes still extant, and
many modern ones in imitation of him, which are most-
ly composed in verses of scven syllables, or three feet
and a half.

‘We shall give the young student one or two examples
of his manner from Myx: Fawkes’s excellent translation.

The following ode on the power of gold, which had
been often attempted but with little success, this gentle-
man has translated very happily.

T.ove’s a pain that works our wo ;
Not to love 15 painful too :
But, alas! the greatest pain
‘Waits the love that meets disdain.
What avails ingenuous worth,
Sprightly wit, or noble birth ?
All these virtues useless prove ;
Gold alone engaAges love.

113
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After this instance of the Sapphic ode, it may not The Afu.

be improper to speak of that sort of ode which is called creontic
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Of Lyric May he be completely carst, ¢ Think, O think ! what cruel pains Of Lyric
Poetry. Who the sleeping mischief first ¢ He that’s stuag by thee sustains.’ Poetry.
‘Wakd to life, and, vile before,
Stamp’d with worth the sordid ore.
Gold creates in brethren strife;
Gold destroys the parent’s life ;

Among the most successful of this poet’s English imi- 5,
tators may be reckoned Dr Johnson and Mr Prior. The Imitation
following ode on Evening by the former of these writers of Anacre.
has, if we mistake not, the veryspiritand airof Anacreon.®* *

Gold produces civil jars,
Murders, massacres, and wars ;
But the worst effect of gold,
Love, alas ! is bought and sold.

His ode on the vanity of riches is of a piece with the
above, and conveys a good lesson to those who are over
anxious for wealth.

If the treasur’d gold could give
Man a longer term to live,

I’d employ my utmost care .

Still to keep, and still to spare ;

And, when death approach’d, would say,
¢ Take thy fee, and walk away,’

_ But since riches cannot save

Mortals from the gloomy grave,

‘Why should I myself deceive,

Vaialy sigh, and vainly grieve ?

Death will surely be my lot,

‘Whether I am rich or not.

Give me freely while I live
Generous wines, in plenty give
Soothing joys my life to cheer,
Beauty kind, and friends sincere ;
Happy ! could I ever find

- Friends sincere, and beauty kind. -

But two- of the most admired, and perhaps the most )

imitated, of Anacreon’s odes, are that of Mars wounded
by one of the darts of Love, and Cupid stung by a
Bee ; both which are wrought up with fancy and deli-
sacy, and are translated with elegance and spirit.—Take
that of Cupid stung by a bee.

Once as Cupid, tir'd with play,
- On a bed of roses lay,
A rude bee, that slept unseen,
The sweet breathing buds between,
Stung his finger, cruel chance !
‘With its little pointed lance.
Straight he fills the air with cries,
‘Weeps, and sobs, and runs, and flies ;
*Till the god to Venus came,
Lovely, laughter-lovigg dame :
Then he thus began to plain
¢ Oh! undone——1I die with pain——
¢ Dear mamma, a serpent small,
¢ Which a bee the ploughman ecall,
 Imp'd with wings, and arm’d with dart,
¢ Oh !—has stung me to the heart.”
Venns thus reply’d, and smil’d :
¢ Dry those tears g)r shame ! my child;
¢ If a bee can wound so deep,
¢ Causing Cupid thus to weep,

Evening now from purple wings
Sheds the grateful gifts she brings ;
Brilliant drops bedeck the mead ;
Cooling breezes shake the reed ;
Shake the recd and curl the stream
Silver’d o’er with Cynthia’s beam ;
Near the chequer’d lonely grove
Hears, and keeps thy secrets, Love.
Stella, thither let us stray !

Lightly o’er the dewy way.

Pheebus drives his burning car
Hence, my lovely Stella, far:

In bis stead the queen of night
Round us pours a lambent light ;
Light that seems but just to ehow
Breasts that beat, and cheeks that glow :
Let us now, in whisper’d joy,
Evening’s silent hours employ ;
Silence best, and couscious shades,
Please the hearts that love invades :
Other pleasures give them pain ;
Lovers all but love disdain.

But of all the imitations of the playful bard of Greece
that we have ever met with, the most perfect is the fol-
lowing Anacreontic by the regent duke of Orleans.

. Je 'suis né pour les plaisirs ;
Bien fou que s’en passe :

Je ne veux pas les choisir ;
Souvent le choix m’embarrasse :
Aime t’on ? J’aime soudain;
Bois t’on ? J'ai la verre i la main ;
Je tiens par tout ma place.
Dormir est un temps perdn;
Faut il quon 8’y livre ?
Sommeil, prends ce qui t’est du;
Mais attends que je sois yvre :
Saisis moi dans cet instant;
Fais moi dormir promptement ;
Je suis pressé de vivre.

III.

Mais si quelque objet charmant,
Dans un songe aimable,

Vient d’un plaisir seduisant
Moffrir I'image agréable ;
Sommeil, allons doucement ;
L'erreur est en ce moment

Un bonlieur veritable.

T'ranslation of the Regent's Anacreontic (E).

Frolic and free, for pleasure born,
The self-denying fool I scorn.
The

(E) We give this translation, both because of its cxcellence, and because it is said to have been the production

of no less a man than the late Lord Chatham,

3
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The proffer'd joy I ne'er refuse ;

*Tis oft-times troublesome to chuse.

Lov’st thon, my friend ? I love at sight:
Drink’st thou ? this bumper does thee right.
At random with the stream I flow,

And play my part where'er I go.

Great God of Sleep, since we must be
Oblig’d to give some hours to thee,
Invade me not till the full bowl

Glows in my cheek, and warms my soul.
Be that the only time to snore,

When I can love and drink no more :
Short, very short, then be thy reign ;
For I’m in haste to live again.

But O! if melting in my arms,

In some soft dream, with all her charms,
The nymph belov’d should then surprise,
And grant what waking she denies;
Then prithee, gentle Slumber, stay ;
Slowly, ah slowly, bring the day :

Let no rude noise my bliss destroy ;
Such sweet delusion’s real joy.

‘We have mentioned Prior as an imitator of Anacreon;

but the reader has by this time had a sufficient specimen .

of Anacreontics. The following Answer to Cloz jealous,
which was written when Prior was sick, has much of
the elegant tenderness of Sappho.

Yes, fairest proof of beauty’s power,
Dear idol of my panting heart,
Nature points this my fatal hour :
And I bave liv’d : and we must part.
‘While now I take my last adieu,
Heave thou no sigh, nor shed a tear;
Lest yet my half-clos’d eye may view
On earth an object worth its care.
From jealousy’s tormenting strife
For ever be thy bosom freed ;
That nothing may disturb thy life,
Content I hasten to the dead.
Yet when some better-fated youth
Shall with his am’rous parly move thee,
Reflect one moment on his truth
Who, dying, thus persists to love thee.

There is much of the softness of Sappho, and the
sweetness of Anacreon and Prior, in the following ode,
which is ascribed to the unfortunate Dr Dodd ; and
was written in compliment to a lady, who, being sick,
had sent the author a moss rose-bud, instead of making
his family a visit. This piece is particularly to be
esteemed for the just and striking moral with which it
is pointed.

The slightest of favours bestow’d by the fair,
With rapture we take, and with triumph we wear ;
But a moss-woven rose-bud, Eliza, from thee,
A well-pleasing gift to a monarch would be.
—Ah ! that illnéss, too cruel, forbidding should stand,
And refuse me the gift from thy own lovely hand !
With joy I receive it, with pleasure will view,
Reminded of thee, by its odour and hue :
« Sweet rose, let me tell thee, though charming thy bloom,
Tho' thy fragrance excels Seba’s richest perfume ;

T R Y.

Thy breath to Eliza's no fragrance hath in't,

And but dull is thy bloom to her cheek’s blushing tint.
Yet, alas! my fair flow’r, that bloom will decay,

And all thy lov'd beauties soon wither away;

Tho’ pluck’d by her hand, to whose touch we must own,
Harsh and rough is the cygnet’s most delicate down :”
Thou too, snowy hand ; nay, I mean not to preach ;
But the rose, lovely moralist, suffer to teach.

« Extol not, fair maiden, thy benuties o’er mine ;
They too are short-liv’d, and they too must decline ;
And small, in conclusion, the diﬂxrence appears,

In the bloom of few days, or the bloom of few years!
But remember a virtue the rose hath to boast,

—Its fragrance remains when its beauties are lost ”’

Of Lyric
Poctry.
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We come now to those odes of the more florid and Odes more

figurative kind, of which we have many in our language
that deserve particular commendation. Mr Warton’s
Ode to Fancy has been justly admired by the best judges;
for though it has a distant resemblance of Milton’s
I’ Allegro and Il Penseroso, yet the work is original ; the
thoughts are mostly new and various, and the language
and numbers elegant, expressive, and harmonious.

O parent of each lovely muse,

Thy spirit o’er my soul diffuse !
Q’er all my artless songs preside,
My footsteps to thy temple guide !
To offer at thy turf-built shrine
In golden cups no costly wine,
No murder’d fatling of the flock,

. But flow’rs and honey from the rock.
O nymph, with loosely flowing bair,
With buskin’d leg, and bosom bare ;
Thy waist with myrtle-girdle bound,
Thy brows with Indian feathers crown’d;
Waving in thy snowy hand
An all-commanding magic wand,
Of pow’r to bid fresh gardens blow
*Mid cheerless Lapland’s barren snow :
Whose rapid wings thy flight convey,
Through air, and over earth and sea;
While the vast various landscape lies
Conspicuous to thy piercin$ eyes.
O lover of the desert, hail !
Say, in what deep and pathleservale,
Or on what hoary mountain’s side,
*Midst falls of water, you reside ;
*Midst broken rocks, a rugged scene,
With green and grassy dales between ;
"Midst forests dark of aged oak,
Ne’er echoing with the woodman’s stroke ;
‘Where never human art appear’d,
Nor ev’n one straw-roof’d cott was rear’d ;
‘Where Nature seems to sit alone,
Majestic on a craggy throne.
Tell me the path, sweet wand'rer ! tell,
To thy unknown sequester’d cell,
‘Where woodbines closter round the door,
Where shells and moss o’erlay the floor,
And on whose top an hawthorn blows,

. Amid whose thickly-woven beughs
Some nightingale still builds her nest,
Each ev’ning warbling thee to rest.
Then lay me by the haunted stream,
Wrapt in some wild poetic dream

' Aa In

orid and
figurative.
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Poetry. ‘With Spenser through a fairy grove ; From her green lap the piok and rose ; Poetry.
'T'ill suddenly awak’d, I hear ‘When the soft turtle of the dale S——t

Strange whisper’d music in my ear ;

And my glad soul in bliss is drown’d

Ry the sweetly soothing sound !

Me, goddess, by the right-hand lead,
Sometimes through the yellow mead ;
Where Joy and white-rob’d Peace resort,
And Venus keeps her festive court ;
‘Where Mirth and Youth each ev’ning meet,
And lightly trip with nimble feet,
Nodding their lily-crowned heads,
‘Wihere Laughter rose-lip’d Hebe leads ;
‘Where Echo walks steep hills among,
List’ning to the shepherd’s song. .

Yet not these flow’ry fields of joy

Can long my pensive mind employ ;
Haste, Fancy, from the scenes of Folly,
To meet the matron Melancholy !
Goddess of the tearful eye,

That loves to fold her arms and sigh.
Let us with silent footsteps go

To charnels, and the house of wo;

To Gotbic churches, vaults, and tombs,
‘Where each sad night some virgin comes,
With throbbing breast and faded cheek,
Her promis’d bridegroom’s urn to seek :
Or to some abbey’s mould’ring tow'rs,
‘Wihere, to avoid cold wint’ry show’rs,

" The naked beggar shivering lies,

‘While whistling tempests round her rise,

And trembles lest the tott’ring wall

Should on her sleeping infants fall.
Now let us louder strike the lyre,

For my heart glows with martial fire ;

I feel, I feel, with sudden heat,

My big tumultuous bosom beat ;

The trumpet’s clangors pierce my ear,

A thousand widows shrieks I hear :

Give me another horse, I cry;

Lo, the base Gallic squadrons fly !

Whence is this rage ?—what spirit, say,

To Summer tells her tender tale ;
When Autumn cooling caverns seeks,
And stains with wine his jolly cheeks ;
When Winter, like poor pilgrim old,
Shakes his silver beard with cold;

At ev'ry season let my ear

Thy solemn whispers, Fancy, hear.
O warm enthusiastic maid !

Without thy powerful, vital aid,

That breathes an energy divine,

That gives a soul to ev’ry line,

Ne’er may I strive with lips profane,
To utter an unballow’d strain ;

Nor dare to touch the sacred string,

Save when with smiles thou bid’st me sing.

O hear our pray’r, O hither come
From thy lamented Shakespeare’s tomb,
On which thou lov’st to sit at eve,
Musing o’er thy darling’s grave.
O queen of numbers, once again
Animate some chosen swain,
‘Who, fill’'d with unexhausted fire,
May boldly smite the sounding lyre ;
Who with some new, unequall’d song,
May rise above the rhyming throng :
O’er all our list’ning passions reign,
O’erwhelm our souls with joy and pain ;
With terror shake, with pity move,
Rouze with revenge, or melt with love.
O deign t’attend his evening walk,
‘With him in groves and grottoes talk ;
Teach him to scorn, with frigid art,
Feebly to touch th’ enraptur’d heart ;
Like lightning, let his mighty verse

" The bosom’s inmost foldings pierce 5
‘With native beauties win applause,
Beyond cold critics studied laws :
O let each muse’s fame increase !
O bid Britannia rival Greece !

Part II.

The following ode, written by Mr Smart on the sth
of December (being the birth-({ay of a beautiful young
lady), is much to be admired for the variety and har-
mony of the numbers, as well as for the beauty of the
thoughts, and the elegance and delicacy of the compli-
ment. It has great fire, and yet great sweetness, and is
the happy issue of genius and judgment united.

* Hail eldest of the monthly train,
Sire of the winter drear,
December ! in whose iron reign
Expires the chequer’d year.
Hush all the blust’ring blasts that blow,
And proudly plum’d in silver snow,
Smile gladly on this blest of days ;
The livery’d clouds shall on thee wait,
And Phoebus shine in all his state
With more than summer rays.

Though jocund June may justly boast
Long days and happy hours ;

Though August be Pomona’s host,
And May be crown’d with flow’rs :

To battle burries me away ?

*Tis Fancy, in her fiery car,
Transports me to the thickest war 3
There whirls me o’r the hills of slain,
‘Where tumult and destruction reign ;
Where, mad with pain, the wounded steed,
Tramples the dying and the dead ;
‘Where giant Terror stalks around,
With sullen joy surveys the ground,
And, pointing to th’ ensanguin’d field,
Shakes his dreadful gorgon shield !

O guide me from this horrid scene

To high arch’d walks and alleys green,
‘Which lovely Laura secks, to shun
The fervors of the' mid-day sun.

The pangs of absence, O remove,

For thou can’st place me near my love ;
Can’st fold in visionary bliss,

And let me think I steal a kiss ;
‘While her ruby lips dispense

Luscious nectar’s quintessence !

Tell



Part II.

Of Lyric

129
A pastoral

Tell June his fire and crimson dics,
By Harriot’s blush, and Harriot’s eyes,
Eclips’d and vanquish’d, fade away ;
Tell August, thou canst let him see
A richer, riper fruit than he,
A sweeter flow'r than May.

The ensuing ode, written by Mr Collins on the death

::‘d clegiac of Mr Thomson, is of the pastoral and elegiac kind, and

1 Rich-
mood
church.

128
The bymn.

hoth picturesque and pathetic. To perceive all the beau-

ties of tbis little piece, which are indeed many, we must
suppose them to have been dclivered on the river Thamcs
near Richmond.

In yonder grave a Druid: lies,
"Where slowly winds the stealing wave ;
The year’s best sweets shall duteous rise
To deck its poet’s silvan grave !
In yon deep bed of whisp’ring reeds
ZIis airy harp * shall now be laid,
That he, whose heart in sorrow bleeds,
May love through life the soothing shade.
Then maids and youths shall linger bere,
And, while its sounds at distance swell,
Shall sadly seem iu pity’s ear
To hear the woodland pilgrim’s knell.
Remembrance oft shall haunt the shore,
‘When Thames in snmmer wreaths is drest,
And oft suspend the dashing oar,
To bid his gentle spirit rest !
And oft as ease and health retire
To breezy lawn, or forest deep,
The frieud shall view yon whitening spire +,
And 'mid the varied landscape weep.
But thou, who own’st that earthy bed,
Ab! what will ev’ry dirge avail ?
Or tears, whicb love and pity shed,
That mourn beneath the gliding sail ?
Yet lives there one, whose heedless cye,
Shall scorn thy pale shrine glimm’ring near?
With him, sweet bard, may fancy die,
And joy desert the blooming year.
But thou, lorn stream, whose sullen tide
No sedge-crown’d sisters now attend,
Now waft me from the green hill’s side,
Whose cold turf hides the buried friend.
And see, the fairy valleys fade,
Dim night has veil'd the solemn view !
Yet once again, dear parted shade,
Meek nature’s child, again adieu!
The genial meads, assign’d to bless
Thy life, shall mourn thy early doom ;
Their binds, and shepherd girls, shall dress,
With simple hands, thy rural tomb.
Long, long, thy stone and pointed clay
Shall melt the musing Briton’s eyes ;
O vales and wild woods, shall he say,
In yonder grave your Druid lies !

Under this species of the ode, notice ought to be ta-
ken of those written on divine subjects, and which are
usually called Aymns. Of these we have many in our
language, but none perhaps that are so much admired as
Mr Addison’s. The beauties of the following hymn are
too well known, and too obvious, to need any commen-
dation ; we shall only observe, therefore, that in this
hymn (intended to display. the power of the Almighty)

P OE TR Y.
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he scems to have had a psalm of David in his view, Of Lyric
which says, that ¢ the heavens declare the glory of God, FPoetry.

and the firmament sheweth his handywork.”

The spacious firmament on high,
With all the blue ethereal sky,

And spangled heav’ns, a shining frame,
Their great original proclaim :

Th’ unwearied sun, from day to day,
Does his Creator’s pow’r display,

And publishes to ev'ry land

The work of an Almighty hand.

Soon as the ev’ning shades prevail,
The moon takes up the wond’rous tale,
And nightly to the list’ning earth
Repeats the story of her birth:

While all the stars that round her burn,
And all the planets in their turn,
Confirm the tidings as they roll,
And spread the truth from pole to pole.

‘What tho’ in solemn silence all
Move round the dark terrestrial balt ?
‘What tho’ no real voice or sound
Amid their radiant orbs he found?

In reason’s ear they all rejoice,
And utter forth a glorious voice,
For ever singing, as they shine,
¢ The hand that made us is divine.”

The following pastoral hymn is a version of the 23d
Psalm by Mr Addison ; the peculiar beauties of which
have occasioned many translations ; but we have seen
none that is so poetical and perfect as this. And in
justice to Dr Boyce, we must observe, that the music
he has adapted to it is so sweet and expressive, that we
know not which is to be most admired, the poet or the.
musician.

The Lord my pasture shall prepare,

And feed me with a shepherd’s care

His presence shall my wants supply,

And guard me with a watchful eye;;

My noon-day walks he shall attend,

And all my midnight hours defend.

When in the sultry glebe I faint,

Or on the thirsty mountain pant,

To fertile vales and dewy meads

My weary wand’ring steps he lgads ;

‘Where pcaceful rivers soft and slow

Anid the verdant landscape flow.

Tho’ in the paths of death I tread,

‘With gloomy horrors overspread,

My stedfast heart shall fear noill :

For thou, O Lord, art with me still ;

Thy friendly crook shall give me aid,.

And guide me through the dreadful shade.

Tho’ in a bare and rugged way,
- Through devious lonely wilds {stmy,

Thy bounty shall my pains beguile :

The barren wilderness shall smile,

‘With sudden greens and herbage crown’d ;

And streams shall murmur all around.

III. We are now to speak of those odes which are The o
of the sublime and noble kind, and distinguished from lime ode.

others by their elevation of thought and diction, as well
by the variety or irregularity of their numbers as the
frequent
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are enriched.

To give the young student an idea of the sudden and
frequent traunsitions, digressions, and excursions, which
are admitted into the odes of the ancients, we cannot
do better than refer him to the celebrated song or ode
of Moses; which is tbe oldest that we know of, and
was penned by that divine author immediately after the
children of Israel crossed the Red sea.

At the end of this song, we are told, that ¢ Miriam
the prophetess, the sister of Aaron, took a timbrel in her
hand, and all the women went out after her with tim-
brels and with dances. And Miriam answered them,
Sing ye to the Lord, for he hath triumphed glori-
ously ; the horse and his rider hath he thrown into the
sea.”

From this last passage it is plain, that the ancients
very early called in music to the aid of poetry; and that
their odes were usually sung, and accompanied with
their lutes, harps, lyres, timbrels, and other instruments:
nay, so essential, and in such reputation, was music held
by the ancients, that we often find in their lyric poets,
addresses or invocations to the harp, the lute, or the
lyre ; and it was probably owing to the frequent use
made of the last-mentioned instrument with the ode,
that this species of writing obtained the name of Lyric

poetry.

This ode, or hymn, which some believe was composed
by Moses in Hebrew verse, is incomparably better than
any thing the heathen poets have produced of the kind,
and is by all good judges considered as a master-piece
of ancient eloquence. The thoughts are noble and sub-
lime: the style is magnificent and expressive: the figures
are bold and animated : the transitions and excursions
are sudden and frequent : but they are short, and the
poet, having digressed for a moment, returns immedi-
ately to the great object that excited his wonder, and
elevated his soul with joy and gratitude. The images
fill the mind with their greatness, and strike.the imagi-
nation in a manner not to be expressed.

If there be any thing that in sublimity approaches to
it, we must look for it in the east,  where perhaps we
sball find nothing superior-to the following Hindoo
hymn to Narrayna, or ¢ the spirit of God,” taken, as

+ Sir William Jones informs us, from the writings of the

ancient Bramins.

© Spirit of spirits, who, through every part
. Of space expanded, and of cadless time,
Beyond the reach of lab’ring thought subliwe,
" Bad’st uproar into beauteous order start ;
Before heav’n was, thou art.
Ere spheres beneath us roll’d, or spheres above,
Ere earth in firmamental zther hung,
Thou sat’st alone, till, through thy mystic love,
Things unexisting to existence sprung,
And grateful descant sung.
Omniscient Spirit, whose all-ruling pow’r
Bids from each sense bright emanations beam ;
-Glows in the rainbovw, sparkles in the stream,
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Smiles in the bud, and glistens in the flow’s
That crowns each vernal bow’r;
Sighs in the gale, and warlles in the throat
Of every bird that hails the bloomy spring,
Or tells his love in many a liquid note,
Whilst envious artists touch the rival string,
Till rocks and forests ring ;
Breathes in rich fragrance from the sandal grove,
Or where the precious musk-deer playful rove ;
In dulcet juice, from clust’ring fruit distils,
And buros salubrious in the tasteful clove :
Safe banks and verd’rous hills
Thy prezent influence fills :
In air, in floods, in caverns, woods, and plains,
Thy will iuspirits all, thy sovereign Maya reigns.
Blue crystal vault, and elemental fires,
That in th’ ethereal fluid blaze and breathe ;
Thou, tossing main, whose svaky branches wreathe
This pensile orb with intertwisting gyres 3
Mountains, whose lofty spires,
Presumptuous, rear their summits to the skies,
And blend their em’rald hue with sapphire light ;
“ Smooth meads and lawns, that glow with varying
dyes
Of dew-bes;angled leaves and blossoms bright,
Hence ! vanish from my sight
Delusive pictures! unsubstantial shows !
My soul absorb’d one only Being knows,
Of all perceptions one abundant source,
Whence ev'ry object, ev’ry moment flows :
Suns hence derive their force,
Hence planets learn their course ;
But suns and fading worlds I view no more;

God only I perceive; God only I adore (F).
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We come now to the Pindartc ode, which (if we ex- The Pin-
cept the hymns in the Old Testament, the psalms ofdaric ode,

King David, and such hymns of the Hindoos as that
just quoted) is the most exalted part of lyric poetry ;
and was so called from Pindar, an ancient Greek poet,
who is celebrated for the boldness of his flights, the im-
petuosity of his style, and the seeming wildness and ir-
regularity that runs through his compositions, and which
are said to be the effect of the greatest art. See Pin-
DAR.

'The odes of Pindar were held in such high estima-
tion by the ancients, that it was fabled, in bonour of
their sweetness, that the bees, while he was in the cradle,
brought honey to his lips : nor did the victors at the
Olympic and other games think the crown a sufficient
reward for their merit, unless their achievements were
celebrated in Pindar’s songs; most wisely presaging,
that the first would decay, but the other would endure
for ever.

This poet did not always write his odes in the same
measure, or with the same intention with regard to their
being sung. For the ode inscribed to Diagoras (the
oconcluding stanza of which we inserted at the beginning
of this section) is in heroic measure, and all the stanzas
are equal : there are athers also, as Mr West observi{s,

made

() For the philosophy of this ode, which represents the Deity as the soul of the world, or rather as the only
Being (the ¢ » of the Greeks), see METAPHYSICS, N° 269. and PriLosorHY, N° 6.
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Part I1.

Of Lyric made up of strophes aad antistrophes, without any epode ;

Poetry and some composcd of strophes only, of different lengths

# Vid. Pref, DOT the other.

to West's
Pindar.

and measures: but the greatest part of his ?des are di-
vided into strophe, antistrophe, apd e){ode ; in order, as
Mr Congreve conjectures, to their being sung, and ad-
dressed by the performers to different parts of the au-
dience. “ They were sung (says he) by a chorus, and
adapted to the lyre, and sometimes to the lyre and pipe.
They consisted oftenest of three stanzas. The first was
called the stropke, from the version or .clrcular motion
of the singers in that stanza from the right band to the
Jeft. The second stanza was called the antistrophe, from
the contraversion of the chorus; the singers in performing
that, turniag from the Jeft hand to the right, contrary al-
ways to their motion in the strophe. The third stanza was
calledthe cpode (it may be as being the after-song), which
they sung in the middle, neither turning to one.hfmd
But Dr West’s * friend is of opinion,
that the performers also danced one way while they were
singing the strophe, and danced back as they sung the an-
tistrophe, till they came to the same place again, and then
standing still they sung the epode. H_e has translated a
passage from the Scholia on Hephastion, in proof of his
opinion ; and observes, that the dancing the strophe and
antistrophe in the same space of ground, and we may sup-
pose the same space of time aleo, shows why those two
parts consisted of the same length and measure.

As the various measvrer of Pindar’s odes have heen
the means of so far misleading some of our moderu pocts,
as to induce them to cull compositions Pindaric_odes,
that were not written in the methed of Pindar, itis ne-
cessury to be a little more particular on this head, and
to give an example from that poet, the more effectually
to explain bis manner; which we shall take from the
translatien of Dr. West.

The cleventh NEMEAN ODE.

This ode is ascribed to Aristagoras, upon occasion
of his entering on his office of president or governor of
the island of Tenedos: so that, although it is placed
among the Nemean odes, it has ne sort of rcla.uion to
those games, and is indeed properly an inauguration ode,
composed to be sung by a chorus at the sacrifices and
the feasts made by Aristagoras and his colleagues, in
the town-hall, at the time of their being invested with
the magistracy, as is evident from many expressions in
the first strophe and antistrophe. :

ARGUMENT.

Pindar opens this ede with an invocation to Vesta
(the goddess who presided over the courts of justice, and
whose statue and altar were for that reason placed in the
town-halls, or Prytaneums, as the Greeks called them),
beseeching her to receive favourably Aristagoras and his
colleagues, who were then coming to offer sacrifices to
her, upon their entering on their office of Prytans or
magistrates of Tenedos, which office continuing for a
year, he begs the goddess to take Aristagoras under
her protection daring that time, and to conduct him to
the end of it without trouble or disgrace. From Ari-
stagoras, Pindar turns himself in the next place to hia
father Arcesilas, whom he pronounces happy, as well
upon account of his son’s merit and honour, as upon
his own great endowments and good fortune : such as
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beauty, strength, courage, riches, and glory, resulting or Lyric

from his many victorics in the games. Lut lest he
shinuld be too much pulled up with these praises, he re-
minds him at the same time of his mortality, and tells
him that his clothing of flesh is pcrishable, that he
must e’er long be clothed with earth, the end of all
things ; and yet, continues he, it is but justice to praise
and celebrate the worthy and deserving, who from good
citizens ought to receive all kinds of honour and com-
mendation ; as Aristagoras, for instauce, who hath ren-
dered bLoth himself and his country illustrious by the
many victories he hath obtained, to the number of six-
teen, over the neighbouring youth, in the games ex-
hibited in and about his own country. From whence,
says the poct, I conclude he would have come off vic-
torious even in the Pythian and Olydpic games, had
he not been restrained from engaging in those famous
lists by the too timid and cautious love of bis parents.
Upon which he falls into a moral refleetion upon the
vanity of man’s hopes and fears ; by the former of which
they arc oftentimes excited to altempts beyond their
strength, which accordingly issue in their disgrace ; as,
on the other hand, they are frequently restrained, by
unreasonable and ill-grounded fears, from enterprises, in
which they would in all probability have come off with
honour. This reflectionhe applies to Aristagoras, by
saying it was very easy to foresce: what success he was
like to mcet with, who both by father and mother was
descended from a long train of great and valimt.men.
But here again, with a very artful tarn of flattery to his
father Arcesilas, whom he had before represented as
strong and valiant, and fameus for his viotories «inthe
games, he observes that every generation, even of a
great and glerious family, is not equally illustrious any
more than the fields and trees are every year equally
fruitful ; that the gods had not given mortals any cer-
tain tokens by which they might foreknow when the
rich years of virtue should succeed ; whence it comes to
pass, that men, out of scif-conceit and presumption,.are
perpetually laying schemes, and forming cuterprises,
without previously consulting prudence or wisdom,
whose streams, says he, lie remote and eut of the com-
mon road. From all which he infers, that it is better
to moderate our desires, and set bounds to oor avarice
and ambition ; with. which moral precept he concludes
the ode.

StrorHE L.

Daughter of Rhea ! thou, whose ho]?' fire
Before the awful seat of justice flames !

Sister of heaven’s almighty sire !
Sister of Juno, who coequal claims

‘With Jove to share the empire of the gods !

O virgin Vesta! to thy dread abodes,
Lo !. Aristagoras directs his pace ! :
Receive and near thy sacred sceptre place’
Him, and his colleagues, who, with honest zeal,
O’er Tenedos preside, and guard the public weal. -

ANTISTROPHE L.

Poetyy.

* It was

usual in all

And lo! with frequent ofl’rings, they adore
Thee *, first invok’d in every selems pray’r! .
To thee unmix'd libations pour,
And fill with od’rous fumes the fragrant air. -

solemn sa-
crifices and
prayers to
begin with
invoking

Around Vesta.
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Around in festive songs the hymning choir
Poetry.

Mix the melodious voice and sounding lyre,
While still, prolong’d with hospitable love,

Are solemniz'd the rites of genial Jove:

Then guard Lim, Vesta, through bis long career,
Axnd let him close in joy his ministerial year.

ErobE 1.

Baut hail, Arcesilas! all hail
To thee, blessd father of a son so great !
Thou whom on fortune’s highest scale
The favourable hand of heav’n hath set,
Thy manly form with beauty hath refin’d,
And match’d that beauty with a valiant mind.
Yet let not man too much presume,
Tho’ grac’d with beauty’s fairest bloom ;
The® gr superior strength renown'd ;
Tho? with triumphal chaplets crown’d :
Let him remember, that, in flesh array’d,
Soon shall he see that mortal vestment fade ;
Till lost, imprison’d in the mould'ring urn,
To earth, the end of all things, he return.

StropHE II.

Yet should the worthy from the public tongue
Receive their recompense of virtuous praise ;
By ev’ry zealous patriot sung,
And deck’d with ev’ry flow’r of heav’nly lays.
Such retribution in return for fame,
Such, Aristagoras, thy virtues claim,
Claim from thy country ; on whose glorious brows
The wrestler’s chaplet still unfaded blows;
Mix'd with the great Pancratiastic crown,
‘Which from the neighb’ring youth thy early valour won.

ANTISTROPHE I1.

"And (but his timid parents’ cautious love,
- Disturbing ever his too forward hands,
Forbade their tender son to prove
The toils of Pythia or Olympia’s sands),
t A tiver, Now by the Gods 1 swear, his valorous might
upon whose Had ’scap’d victorious in each bloody fight ;
b‘":l‘.' the And from Castalia +, or where dark ‘with shade
gz:ne':?"m The mount of Saturn 1 rears its olive head,
exhibited, Great and illustrious home had he return’d;
{ A small While, by his fame eclips’d, his vanquishd foes bad

hill planted d.
with olives, [mourn
that over-

Tooked the o Eronz II.

stadium at  Then his triumphal tresses bound

Olympia. 'With the dark verdure of th’ Olympic grove,
With joyous banquets had be crowa’d
The great quinquennia!l festival of Jove 3
And cheer’d the solemn pomp with choral lays,
Sweet tribute, which the muse to virtue pays.
But, such is man’s prepost’rous fate !
Now, with o’er-weening pride elate,
Too far he aims his shaft to throw,
And straining bursts his feeble bow :
Now pusillanimous, depress'd with fear,
He checks his virtue in the mid career
And of his strength distrustful, coward flies
The contest, tho’ empow’rd to gain the prize.

3

P OETTRY.

StrornE 111,

But who could err in prophesying good
Of him, whose undegenerating breast
Swells with a tide of Spartan blood,
From sire to sire in long succession trac’d
Up to Pisander; who in days of yore
From old Amycla: to the Lesbian shore
And Tenedos, colleagu’d in high command
With great Orestes, led th’ J'l'%olian band ?
Nor was his mother’s race less strong and brave,
Sprung from a stock that grew on fair * Ismenus’ wave.

ANtisTroPHE III.

Tho’ for long intervals obscur’d, again
Oft-times the seeds of lineal worth appear.
For neither can the furrow’d plain
Full harvests yield with each returning year;
Nor in each period will the pregnant bloom
Invest the smiling tree with rich perfume.
So, barren often, and inglorious, pass
The generations of a noble race ;
‘While nature’s vigour, working at the root,
In after-ages swells, and blossoms into fruit.

ErobpE III,

Nor hath Jove giv'n us to foreknow
When the rich years of virtue shall succeed :
Yet bold and daring on we go,
Contriving schemes of many a mighty deed ;
‘While hope, fond inmate of the human mind,
And self-opinion, active, rash, and blind,
Hold up a false illusive ray,
That leads our dazzled feet astray
Far from the springs, where, calm and slow,
The secret streams of wisdom flow.
Hence should we learn our ardour to restrain,
And limit to due bounds the thirst of gain.
To rage and madness oft that passion turns,
‘Which with forbidden flames despairing burns.

Part II.

Of Lyrie
Poetry.

* Ismenus
was a river
of Boeotia,
of which
country was
Menalip-
pus, the an-
cestor of A~
nﬂ:.foru-
by the mo-

ther’s side,
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From the above specimen, and from what we have Distin-
already said on this subject, the reader will perceive, guishing
that odes of this sort are distinguished by the bappyf’?;““’""

transitions and digressions which they admit, and the
surprising yet natural returns to the subject. This re-
quires great judgment and genius; and the poet who
would excel in this kind of writing, should draw the
plan of his poem, in manner of the argument we have
above inserted, and mark out the places where those
elegant and beautiful sallies and wanderings may be
made, and where the returns will be easy and proper.
Pindar, it is universally allowed, had a poetical and
fertile imagination, a warm and enthusiastic genius, a
bold and figurative expression, and a concise and scn-
tentious style : but it 1s generally supposed that many
of those pieces which procured him such extravagant
praises and extraordinary testimonies of estcem from
the ancients are lost ; and if they were not, it would be
perbaps impossible to convey them into our language ;
for beauties of this kind, like plants of an odoriferous
and delicate nature, are not to be transplanted into an.
other clime without losing much of their fragrance .or
essential quality. )
With
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P O E

With regard to those compositions which are usually
called Pindaric odes, (but which ought rathér to be di-
stinguished by the name of irrczular odes), we have
many in our languaye that deserve particular commen-
dation: the criticism which Mr Congreve has given us
on that subject, has too much aspetity and too great
latitude ; for if other writers have, by mistaking Pine
dar’s measures, given their odes an improper title, it
is a crime, one would think, not so dangerdus te the

commonwealth of letters as to deserve such severe re- .

proof. Besides which, we may suppose that some of
these writers did not deviate from Pindur’s method
through ignorance, but by choice ; and that as their odes
were not to be performed with both singing and dan-
cing, in the manner of Pindar’s, it seemed unnecessary
to confine the first and second stanzas to the sanie exact
number as was done in his strophes and autistrophes.
The poet therefore had a right to indulge himself with
more liberty : and we cannot help thinking, that the
ode which Mr Dryden has given us, entitled, Alexan-
der’s Feast, or the Power of Music, is altogether as
valuable in loose and wild numbers, as it could bave
been if the stanzas were more regular, and wtitten in
the manner of Pindar. In this ode there is a wonder-
ful sublimity of thought, a loftiness and sweetness of
oxpression, and a most pleasing variety of numbers.

*T'was at the royal feast, by Persia won
By Philip’s warlike son,
Aloft in awful state,
The god-like hero sate
On his imperial throne :
His valiant peers were plac’d around ;
Their brows with ruses and with myrtles hoand,
(So should desert in arms be crown’d) :
The lovely Thais by his side
8at like a blooming eastern bride,
In ﬂoIv.rI’r of youth and beauty’s |:ride.
appy. happy, bappy pair !
Nooel’ylwt tl:eybrave,”
None but the brave,
None but the brave deserve the fair.
Chor. Happy Happy, 8c.

Timotheus, plac’d on high

Amid the tuneful quire,

With flying fingers touch’d the lyre :
The trembling notes ascend the sky,

And heav'nly joys inspire,
The song began from Jove, h
Who left his blissful seats above,

(Such is the pow'r of mighty love !)
A dragon’s fiery form bely’d the god :
Sublime on ndifa.nt s(|;ilm be rode,
When he to fair ia press’d j
And while he lough!mbe’:"mwy breast:
Then round her slender waist he curl’d,
Aad atamp"d an image of himself, a sovercign of the
world.
The list’ning crowd admire the lofty sound.
A present deity, they shout aronnd ;
A present deity, the vaulted roofs rebound :
With ravish’d ears
The monarch hears,
Voi. XVII, Part I. +
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Assumes the god,
Affects to nod,
Aad 3seems to shake the spheres.
Chor. Witk ravish'd ears, &c.

The praise of Bacchus then the sweet musician sung ;
Of Bacchus ever fuir and ever young:
The jolly god in triumph comes ;
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums :
Flush’d with a purple grace,
He shows his honest face :
Now give the bautboys breath ; he comes, he comes }
Bacchus, ever fuir and young,
Drinking joys did first ordain :
Bacchus® blessings are a treasure,
Drinking is the soldier’s pleasure :
ich the tressore,
Sweet the pleasure :
Sweet the pleasure after pxin.
Chor. Bacchus® blessings, &c.

Booth’d with the sound, the king grew vain,
Fought all his battles o’er again ;

And thrice he routed all his foes, and thrice he slew

the slain.

The master saw the madness rise ;
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes ;
And while he heav’n and earth defyd,
Chang’d his hand, and check’d his pride,
He chose a mournful muse
Soft pity to infuse :

He sung Darius great and good,
By too severe a fate,

Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen,
Fallen from his high estate,

And welt’ring in his blood ;

Deserted at bis utmost need,

By those his former bounty fed,

On the bare earth expos'd he lies,

With not a friend to close his eyes.

With downcast looks the joyless victor sat,

Revolving in his o.ltﬂ"dJ soul
The various turns of chance below ;

And now and then a sigh be stole,

And tears began to flow.
Chor. Revolving, 8c.

The mighty master smil’d to see
That love was in the next degree :
*Twas but a kindred sound to move )
For pity melts the mind to Jove.
Softly sweet, in Lydian measares. -
8oon he s0oth’d his soul to pleasures.
‘War, be sung, is toil and trouble ;
Honour but an empty babble,
Never ending, still beginning,
Fighting still, and still destroying.
If the world be worth thy winning,
Think, O think, it worth enjoying.
Lovely Thais sits beside thee,
Take the good the gods pruvide thee.
The many rend the skies with loud spplavse ;
80 love was crown’d, but music won the cause. .
The prince, unable to cfticeal his pain,
" Gaz’d on the fair, . -
Who caw’d his al?,

'

And

."
¥
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Sigh’d and look’d, and sigh’d again :

=" At length, with love and wine at once oppress’d,

‘Lhe vanquish’d victor sunk upon her breast.

Chor. The prince, &c.

Now strike the golden lyre again ;

A louder yet, and yet a louder strain.

Break his bands of slecp asunder,.

And rouse him, like a rattling peal of thunder.

Hark ! hark ; the horrid sound,

Has rais’d up his head,
As awake from the dead,
And amaz’d he stares around.
Revenge, revenge, Timotheus cries,
See the furics arise :
See the snakes that they rear,
How they hiss in their hair,
And the sparkles that flash from their eyes !
Bebold a ghastly band,
Each a torch in his hand !
Those are Grecian ghests that in battle were slain,
And unbury’d remain,
Inglorious on-the plain :
Give the vengeance due-
To the valiant crew.
Behold how they toss their torches on liigh,

How they point to the Persian abodes,

And glitt’ring temples of their hostile gods.
Ahe princes applaud with a furious jo{ 3
Andtheking seiz’d aflambeau, with zeal to destroy ;

Thais led the way
To light him to his prey,
And, like another Helen, she fir'd another Troy.
Chor. And the king seiz'd, &c.

Thus long ago,
Ere heaviog bellows learnt to blow,
While organs yet- were mute ;
Timotheus, to his breathing flute,
And sounding lyre,
Could swell the soul of rage, or kindle soft desire.
At last divine Cecilia came,
Inventress of the vocal frame ;
The sweet enthusiast, from her sacred store,
Enlarg’d the former narrow bounds,
. And added length to solemn sounds,
‘With nature’s mother-wit,and arts unknown before.
Let old Timotheus yield the prize,.
Or both divide the crown :
He ruis’d a mortal to the skies ;
She drew an angel down.
Grand chor. 4t last, &c.

There is another poem by Dryden, on the death of-

Mrs Anne Killegrew, a young lady eminent for ber

& Dr Johnskill in poetry and painting, which a great critic * has

«on.,

pronounced to be ¢ undoubtedly the noblest ode that
our language has ever produced.” He owns, that as
a whole it may perhaps be inferior to Abewander’s Feast ;
but he affirms that the first stanza of it is superior to any
single part of the other. This famous stanza, hesays, flows
with a torrent of enthusiasm : Fervet immensusque ruit.
How far this criticism is just, the public must determine.

Tinou youngest v;rgin-daugl;ten of the skies,
Made in the last promotion of the bless'd ;-
4

In spreading branches more sublimely rise,
Rich with immortal green above the rest ;
Wohether, adopted te some neighb’ring star,
Thou roll’st above us, in thy wand'ring race,
Or in procession fix'd and regular,
Mov’d with the heav’n’s majestic pace ;
Or call’d to mere superior bliss,
Thou tread’st with seraphims the vast abyss :
Whatever happy region is thy place,
Cease thy celestial song a little space;
Thou wilt have time enough for hymns divine,.
Since heaven’s eternal year is thine.
Hear then a mortal muse thy praise rehearse
In no ignoble verse ;.
But such as thy own voice did practise here,
When thy ficst fruits of poesy were givin
To.muke thyself a welcome inmate there,
While yet a young probationer,
And candidate of heav’n.

) 1I.
If by traduction came thy mind,
Our wonder is the less to find

A soul so charming from a stock so good 3

Thy father was transfus'd into thy blood,

So wert thou born into a tuneful strain,

An early, rich, and inexhausted vein.

But if thy pre-existing soul
Was form’d at first with myriads niore,

It did through all the mighty poets roll,
‘Who Greek or Latin laurels wore,

And was that Sappho last which once it was before.
1f so, then cease thy flight, O heaven-born mind !’
Thou hast no dross to purge from thy rich ore,
Nor can thy soul a fairer mansion find,

Tban was the beauteous frame she left behind :  $

Return to fill or mend the choir of thy celestial kind.

Hr.
May we presume to say, that, at thy birth,

New joy was sprung in heav’n, as well as here on earth ?
For sure the milder planets did combine
On thy auspicieus horoscope to shine,

And e’en the most malicious were in trine.
Thy brother angels at thy birth
Strung each his lyre, and tun’d it high,
That all the people of the sky

Might know a poetess was born on earth.
And then, if ever, mortal ears
Had heard the music of the spheres.
And if no clust’ring swarm of bees

On thy sweet mouth distill’d their golden dew,
"Twas that such vulgar miracles
Heav’n had not leisure to renew :

For all thy bless’d fraternity of love

Solemniz’d there thy birth, and kept thy holy day above..

IV.

O graciqus God! how far have we
Profan’d thy heav’nly gift of poesy ?-
Made prostitute and profligate the Muse,
Debas’d to each obscene and impious use,
‘Whose harmony was first ordain’d above
For tongues of angels, and for hymns of love ? .
O wretched me ! why were we hurry’d down

'This lubrique and adult’rate age,

(Nay.

Poetry.



Part 1I.

Of Lyric (Nay added fat pollutions of our own)
Poctry. Tlincrease the streaming ordures of the stage !
= What can we say t’excuse our second fall ?
Let this thy vestal, Heaven, atone for all:
Her Arethusian stream remains unsoil’d,
Unmix’d with foreign filth, and undefil’d 5 }
Her wit was more than man, her innocence a child.
V.

Art she had none, yet wanted none ;

For nature did that want supply :

So rich in treasure of her own,

She might our boasted stores defy :

Such noble vigour did her verse adorn,
That it seem’d borrow’d where *twas only born.
Her morals, too, were in her bosom bred,

By great examples daily fed, }
What in the best of books, her father’s life, she read.
And to be read herself, she need not fear;

Each test, and every light, her Muse will bear,

The® Epictetus with his lamp were there.

Even love (for love sometimes her Muse express’d)
Was but a lambent flame which play’d about her breast,
Light as the vapours of a morning dream,

So cold herself, while she such warmth express’d,
*Twas Cupid bathing in Diuna’s stream.

Born to the spacious empire of the Nine,

One would have thought she should have been content
To manage well that mighty government ;

But what can young ambitious souls confine ?

To the next realm she stretch’d her sway,

For Painture near adjoining lay, }
A plenteous province and alluring prey.

A Chamber of Dependencies was fram’d.
(As conquerors will never want pretence,

When arm’d, to justify th’ offence)

And the whole fief, in right of poetry, she claim’d.
The country open lay without defence :
For poets frequent inroads there had made,

And perfectly could represent

The shape, the face, with ev’ry lineament,

And all the large domains which the dumb sister sway’d.

All bow’d beneath ber government,

Receiv’d in triumph wheresoe’er she went.

Her pencil drew whate’er ber soul design’d,
Andoftthe happy draught surpass’d the image inher mind.

The sylvan scenes of herds and flocks,

And fruitful plains and barren rocks,

Of shallow brooks tbat flow’d so clear,

The bottom did the top appear;

Of deeper, too, and ampler floods,

‘Which, as in mirrors, show’d the woods :

Of lofty trees, with sacred shades,

And perspectives of pleasant glades,

Where nymphs of brightest form appear,

And shaggy satyrs standing near,' }

‘Which them at once admire and fear.

The ruins too of some majestic piece,

Boasting the power of ancient Rome or Greece,

Whose statues, friezes, columns, broken lie,

And, though defac’d, the wonder of the eye ;

What nature, art, bold fiction, e’er durst frame,

Her forming hand gave feature to the name.

Bo atrange a concourse ne’er was seen before,

But when the peopl’d ark the whole creation bore.

P OETR Y.

II
VII. . Of Lyric
The scene then chang’d, with bold erected look Postry.

Our martial king the sight with rev'rence struck :
For not content t"express his outward part,

Her Land call’d out the image of his heart :

His warlike mind, his soul devoid of fear,

His high-designing thoughts were figur'd there, 1
As when, by magic, ghosts are made appear.

Our pheenix queen was pourtray’d too so bright,
Beauty alone could beauty take so right : '
Her dress, her shape, her matclless grace,

Were all observ’d, as well as heav’nly face.
With such a peerless mujesty she stands,
As in that day she took the crown from sacred hands ;
Before a train of heroines was seen,
In beauty foremost, as in rank, the queen.
Thus nothing to ber genius was denied,
But like a ball of fire the further thrown,
Still with a greater blaze she shone,
And her bright soul broke out on ev’ry side.
What next she had design’d, Heaven only knows :
To such immod’rate growth her conquest rose,
That fate alone its progress could oppose.

Now all those charms, that blooming grace,
The well-proportion’d shape, and beauteous face,
Shall never more be seen by mortal eyes ;

In earth the much lamented virgin lics.

Nor wit nor piety could fate prevent ;

Nor was the cruel Destiny content

To finish all the murder at a blow,

To sweep at once her life and beauty too ;

But like a harden’d felon, took a pride
To work more mischievously slow,
And plunder'd first, and then destroy’d.

O double sacrilege on things divine,

To rob the relick, and deface the shrine !

But thus Orinda died:

Heav’n, by the same disease, did both translate ;
As equal were their souls, so equal was their fate.

Meantime her warlike brether on the seas

His waving atreamers to the winds displays,
And vows for his return, with vain devotion, pays.

Ah generous youth ! that wish forbear,
The winds too soon will waft thee here !

Slack all thy sails, and fear to come,

Alas, thou know’t not, thou art wreck’d at home '

No more shalt thou behold thy sister’s face,

Thou hast already had ber last embrace.

But look aloft, and if thou kenn’st from far,

Among the Pleiads a new kindled star,

. If any sparkles than the rest more bright,

*Tis she that shines in that propitious light.
X

‘When in mid-air the golden tramp shall sound,

To raise the natious under ground ;
‘When in the valley of Jehoshaphat,

The judging God shall close the book of fate ;
And there the last assises keep
For those who wake and those who sleep:
‘When rattling bones together fly
From the four corners of the sky ;

‘When sinews o’er the skeletons are spread,

Those cloth’d with flesh, and life inspires the dead ;

B2 The



12 P OETR RYY. Part 1I.
of Lyric The sacred poects first shall hear the sound, There, ev'ry berd, by sad experience, knows, Of Lyric
Poetry. And foremost from the tomb shall bound, How, wing’d with Fate, their elf-shot arrows fly, Poetry,
For they are cover’d with the lightest groand ; - When the sick ewe her summer food foregoes,
And straight with in-born vigour, on the wing, Or, stretch’d an earth, the heart-smit beifers lie.
Like mounting larks to the new morning sing. Such airy beings awe th’ untutor’d swain :
There thou, sweet saint, before the quire shalt go Nor thou, tho’ leara’d, bis homelier thoughts neglect :
As harbinger of heav’n, the way to show, } Let thy sweet Muse the rural faith sustain ;
The way which thou so well hast learnt below. These are the themes of simple, sure effect,
That this is a fine ode, and niot unworthy of the ge. 1bat add new conquests to her boundless reign, .
nius of Dryden, must be’acknowledged; l?ut that itgzs And fill, with double ‘l."['l“’ ber heart-commanding
the noblest which the English language bas produced, , *d. how often ‘st thou b [strain.
or that any part of it runs with the torrent of enthusi- Ev‘% yet preserv i’ °: oBen ";'7 st thou bear,
asm which chayacterizes Alexander’s Feast, are posi-’ here to the pole the :.rea_ I:)o.untams run,
tions which we, feel not ourselves inclined to admit. Taught by the hther’wh 1 l‘:t m?f so;, s
Had the critic éy whom it is so highly praised, inspect- Strange lays, who::fpow ;; ad c d“m & Dpenser’s ear.
ed it with the cye which scanned the odes of Gray, we Ac el‘;le P’.’“s:a’ rde °|r:l: Yy mind possest, P
<anoot help thinking that he would have perccived th unlcb 1 sl seem tlo "f: around,
some parts of it to be tediously minute in description, 'Ilt‘ uncout dy;' % m I: lg-cohou;' vest, "
and others not very per<picuous at the first perusal. b‘l;" m;.tte bi d:l:r w;:e 'I'lg y 1‘:‘:?‘: crowa'd :
It may perhaps, upon the whole, rank as high as the Whether tr:;' d'l s:t well-tuug ;'3 fre?e;t
following ode by Collins on the Popular Superstitions WThe cb’o sh"rfke't iat mi:)lu ll;ns some cl:e tuia brave,
of the Highlands of Scotland ; but to a higher place it hen ev'ry shricking maid her bosom beat,
has sorely no claim. And snew.d 'mtlf choicext herbs his .scented grave ;
Or whether sitting in the shepherd’s shiel (1),
L Thou hear’st some sounding tule of war’s alarme,
HowME, thou return’st from Thames, whose Naiads long  When, at the bugle’s call, with fire ana steel,
Have scen thee ling’ring with a fond delay, The sturdy clans pour’d forth their brawmy ® swarms, # beuy..
Mid these soft friends, whose heart some ‘Ii‘t“’O day, And hostile brothers met 1o prove each other’s arms.
Shall mclt, perhaps, to hear thy tragic song, 1v,
- Go, not unmindful of that cordial youth (G) *Tis thine to sing how framing hideous spells,
Whom, long endear’d, thou leav'st by Lavaat’s side; In Sky’s loue isle the gified wizzard-seer 4, + sitar
Together let us wish him lasting truth, Lodg'd in the wintry cave with Fate's fell spear (1),
And joy untainted with his destin’d bride. Or in the depths of Uist’s durk forest dwells:
Go ! nor regardless, while these numbers boast How they whose sight such drears dreams eagross,
My short-liv’d bliss, forget my social name ; ‘With their owa visions oft astonish’d droop,
But think, far off, bow, on the southern coast, ‘When, o’er the wat’ry strath, or quapg: nwoss,
I met thy frieadship with an equal dame ! They see the gliding ghosts unbodted 1 troop. t embodied,
*® whose.  Fresh to that soil thou turn’st, where * ev'ry vale Or, if in sports, or on the festive green,
Shall prompt the poet, and his soug demand : Their destin’d § glance some fated youth descry, § piercisg,

To thee thy copious subjects ne’er shall fail ;

‘Thou need'st but take thy pencil to thy hand,
And paint what all believci Iwbo own thy genial land.
There must thou wake perforce thy Doric quill ;

*Tis tancy’s land to which thou sett’st thy feet ;

‘Where still, ’tis said, the Fairy people meet,

‘Beneath each birkea shade, on mead or hill.

Therye, each trim lass, that skims the milky store,
To the swart tribes their creamy bowl allots §

By night they sip it reund the cottage-door,
While airy minstrels warble jocund notes.

‘Who now, perhap+, in lusty vigour seen,
And health, shail soon lamented die.
For them the viewlesa forms of air obey 5
Their bidding heed, and at their beck repair,
They know what spirit brews the stormful day,
And heartless, oft like moody maduess, sture
To see the phaatom train their secret work prepare.

To monarchs dear (X), some hundred miles astray,
Oft have they seen Fate give the fatul blow !
The seer in Sky shriek’d as the blood did flow

When headless Charles warm on the scaffold lay !

.(6) A gentleman of the name of Barrow, who introduced Home to Collins.
(1) A summer but, built in the high part of the mountaius, to tend their flocks in the warm senson, when the

pasture is fige,
(1) Waiting io wintery cave his wavward fits.

(x) Of this beautiful ode two copies have been printed : one by Dr Carlyle, from a manuscript which he ac-

knowledges to be mutilated; another by an editor who scems to hope that u nameless somebody will be believed,
when he declaves, that “ he discovered a perfect copy of this admirable ode among some old papers in the concealed
drawers of a bureau left him by a relution.® ‘The preseut age has been already too much umused with pretend-
ed discoveries of poems in the bottoms of e/d chests, to pay full credit to an assertion of this kind, even though
the scene of discovery be laid in & bureau. A the ode of the anonymous editor differs, however, very little
from that of Dr Carlyle, and as what is affirmed by a GENTLEMAN may be tiue, though  be chooses not a:
« presen



Part TI. P O E

Of Lyric As Boreas threw his young Aurora (L) forth,
voetry. I the first year of the hrat George’s reign,
S=v==And battles rag’d in welkin of the North,
They moura’d in air, fell, fell rebellion, slain !
And as of late they joy'd in Preston’s fight,
Saw at sad Falkirk all their hepes near crown'd !
They rav’d divining threugh their second-sight (M),
Pale, red Culloden, where these hopes were drown'd !
Illustrious William (~) ! Britain’s guardian name !
One William sav’d us from a tyrant’s stroke ;
He, for a sceptre, gain’d beroic fame,
But thou, more glorious, Blavery’s chain hast broke,
To reign a private man, and bow te Freedom’s yoke !

These, too, thou'lt sing! for well thy magic muse

Can to the topmost heav’n of grandeur sear !

Or stoop to wail the swain that is no more!

Ab, homely swains ! your bomeward steps ne’er loss ;

Let not dunk #ll (0) mislead you to the heath :
Dancing in mirky night, o'er fen and lake,

He glows, to draw you downward to your death,
I hi» bewitch’d, low, marshy, willow brake !
‘What though far off, from some dark dell espied,

His glimm’ring mazes cheer th’ excussive sight,
Yet tuin, ye wand’rers, tarn your steps aside,

Nor trust the guidance of that faithless light 3
For watchful, lurking, 'mid th’ unrustling reed,

At those mirk hours the wily monster lies,

And listens oft to hear the passing steed,
And frequent round him rolls hi» sullen eyes,

1fchance hissavage wrath $u{ some weak wretchsurprise.
[ . "

Ab, luckless swain, o’er all anblest, indeed !
Whom late bewilder’d in the dank, dark few,
Far frem bis fluck~, and smoking hamlet, thea !

:-i:wh:ey-Tonuklm'whntm sedgy weed.
ohall lead.

T R Y.

On bim, enrag’d, the fiend, in angry mood,
Shall never lock with pity’s kind concern,
But instaat, furious, raise the whelming flood
O’er its drown'd banks, forbidding all return !
Or, if he meditate bis wish’d escape,
To some dim bill that seems uprising near,
To his faint eye, the grim and grisly shape,
In all its terrors clad, shall wild appesr.
Meantime the wat’ry surge shall round him rise,
Pour’d sudden forth from ev’ry swelling source !
What nuw remains but tears and hopeless sighs ?
His fear-shook limbs have lost their youthly force,
And dow the waves he ﬂo;tlsi ; pale and breathless corse!.
For him in vain his anxious wife shall wait,
Or wander forth to meet bim on his way ;
For him in vain, at to-fall of the day,
His babes shall linger at th’ unclosing gate !
Ab, ne’er shall he return ! Alone, if night
Her travell’d limbs in broken slumbers steep ¢
‘With drooping willows drest, his mournful sprite
Shall visit sud, perchance, ber silent sleep:
Then he, perhaps, with moist and wat’ry hand,
Shall fondly seem to psess her shudd’ring cheek,
And with his blue-swoln face betore her stund,
And, shiv’ring celd, these piteous accents speak :
“ Pursue, dear wife, thy daily toils pursue,
“ At dawn or dusk, industrious as before ;
“ Nor e’cr of me one * Aelplcss thought renew, ® bapless.
% While I lie-welt’ring on the ozier'd shore,
¢ Drown'd by the kelpie’s+ weath, nor ’er shall aid| the wates:
1X. [thee more !" 4 nd.
Unbennded is thy range ; with varied shili T t styee.
Thy muse may, like those feath’ry tribes which-spring
From their rude rocks, extend ber skirting wing'
Round the moist marge of each cold Fiebrid isle,

13
Of Lyrie
Poetry.

To

present to publish bis name,™ we have inserted into our work the capy which pretends to he perfret, mothing at.

the bottom or margis of the page the diff:rent readings of Dr Carlyle’s edition,

In the Doctor’s manuscript,.

which appeared 10 have been nothing more than the prima cwra, or first shetch of the poem, the fifth stanza and:
half of the sixth were wanting; and to give a continued context, he prevailed with Mr M‘Kenzie, the ingenious
author of the Man of Feeling, to fill up the chasm. This be did by the following beautiful lines, which we cun-
not help thinking much more happy than those which occupy their place in the copy said to be perfect :

% Or on some bellying rock that shades the deep,
They view the lurid signs that cress the sky,
‘Where in the west the brooding tempests lie 3

And hear their first, faint, rustling pennons sweep.

Or in the arched cave, where deep and dark .
The broad unbroken billows heave and swell,

In horrid musings wrapt, they sit to murk
The lub™ing moon 5 or list the nightly yell

Of that dread spirit, whose gigantic form
The scer’s entianced eye can well survey,

Through the dim air who guides the driving storm,
And points the wretched burk its destin’d prey.

Or him who hovers on his flagging wing,

©’er the dire whirlpool, that in aceans waste,
Draws instant down whate’er devoted thing

The falling breeze within iw reuch hath plac’dememe.
The distant seaman. bears, and flies with trembling haste.

Or-if oo land the fiend exerts his sway,
Silent he hroods o’er quicksand, beg, or fen,

Far from the shelt’ring roof and haunts of men,
‘When witched darkness shuts the eye of day,

And shrouds each star that wont to cheer the night ;-
Or if the- drifted snow perplex the way,

With treach’rous gleamn he lures the fated wight
And leuds him flound’ring on and’ quite astray.”

(1) By young Aurera, Collins undoubtedly means the first appearance of the nerthern lights, which is eom-

menly said to have happened ubout she year 1715,

(M) Second-sight is the term thut is used for the divination of the HighJanders.
(N) The late duke of Camberlund, who defeated the Pretender at the battle of Culloden.
(0) A fiery meteor, called by various numes, such as Wil with the Wisp, Jack with the Lanthors, &e¢. Ik

Movers in the air over masshy and fenny places.



14 P O E
0f Lyric  To that hear pile () which still its rnin shows:
toetry. In whose small vaults a pigmy-folk is found,

=" IVhose bones the-delver with his spade upthrows,
And culls them, wond’ring, from the hallow’d ground !
‘Or, thither (@), where beneath the show’ry west,
The mighty kings of three fair realms are laid :
* Once foes, perhaps, together now they rest,
No slaves revere them, and no wars invade :
Yet frequent now, at midnight solemn hour,
The rifted mounds their yawning cells unfold,
And forth the monarchs stalk with sov’reign pow’r
In pagcant robes ; and, wreath’d with sheeny gold,
And on their twilight tombs aerial council hold.

But, oh! o'er all, forget not Kilda’s race,
On whose bleak rocks, which brave the wasting tides,
Fair Nature’s daughter, Virtue, yet abides.
Go! just as they, their-blameless manners trace !
Then to my ear transmit some gentle song,
Of those whose lives are yet sincere and plain,
Their bounded walks the rugged cliffs along,
And all their prospect but the wintry main.
With sparing temp’rance at the needful time, -
They drain the scented spring ; or, hunger-prest,
Along th’ Atlantic rock, undreading, climb,
*See Bird- And of its eggs despoil the solan’s nest *.
“‘:i';'.'i‘" 4 Thus, blest in primal innocence, they live,
I;S,amma. Suffic'd, and happy with that frugal fare
N g, - Which tasteful toil and hourly danger give.
Hard is their shallow soil, and bleak and bare ;
Nor ever vernal bee W§Iheard to murmur there !
-Nor need’st thou blash that such false themes engage
Thy gentle mind, of fairer stores possest ;
For not alone they touch the village breast,
But fill’d in elder time th® historic page. .
There,Shakespeare’s self, withevery garland crown'd,
Flew to those fiery climes lis fancy sheen (R),
In musing hour; his wayward sisters found,
And with their terrors dress’d the magic scene.
From them he sung, when, *mid his bold design,
Before the Scot, afflicted, and aghast !
The shadowy kings of Banquo’s fated line,
Thro’ the dark cave in gleamy pageant pass’d.
Proceed ! nor quit the tales, which, simply told,
Could once so well my answ’ring bosom pierce ;
Proceed, in forceful sounds, and colours bold,
The native legends of thy land rehearse ;
To such adapt thy lyre, a)lzc{ Isuit thy pow’rful veree.

In scenes like these, which, daring to depart
From sober truth, are still to nature true,

. And call forth fresh delight to fancy’s view,

Tl* heroic muse employ’d ber Tasso’s art !

T R Y. Part I1.
How have I trembl'd, when, at Tancred’s stroke,  Of Luric
Its gushing blood the gaping cypress pour’d, Poetry.

hen each live plant with mortal accents spoke,
And the wild blaet upheav’d the vanish’d sword !

How have 1 sat, when pip’d the pensive wind,
To hear his harp by British Faicfax strung !

Prevailing poet ! whose undoubting mind,
Believ’d the magic wonders which he sung !

Hence, at each sound, imagination glows !
Hence, at each picture, vivid life starts here! (s)

Hence his warm lay with softest sweetness flows !
Melting it flows, pure, murm’ring *, strong, and clear, ¥ numer-
And fills the impassion’d heart, and wins th? harmonicus ®"

XI111. [ear.

All hail, ye scenes that o’er my soul prevail !

Ye splendid t friths and lakes, which, far away, t ,sl',’;"d"“‘?'
A're by smoeth Annan 1 il’d, or past’ral Tay t, 3(.,.\ e
Or Don’s romantic springs, at distance, hail ! Scotlund.

The time shall come, when L, perhaps, may tread
Your lowly glens *, o’erhung with spreading broom ; * valleys.
Or o’er your stretching heaths, by fancy led,
Or o’er your mountains creep, in awful gloom! (1))
Then will 1 dress once more the faded bow’r,
Where Jonson (u) sat iu Drammond®s classict shade 5t social.
Or crop, from Tiviotdale, each lyric flow’r, .
And mours, on Yarraw’s banks, where Willy's daid 1 !3 ﬂ':dw"
Meantime, ye pow’rs that on the plains which bore  gyyig
The cordial youth, on Lothian’s plains (x), attend ! ,
Where'er Hoax dwells §, on hill, or lowly moor, §be dwell.
To him I lonse ||, your kind protection lend, I lose.

And, touch’d with love like mine, preserve my absent
friend !

Dr Johnson, in his life of Collins, informs us, that
Dr Warton and his brother, who had seen this ode in
the author’s possession, thought it superior to his other
works. The taste of the Wartons will hardly be ques-
tioned : but we are not sure that the following Ode to
the Passions has much less merit, though it be merit of

-a different kind, than the Ode on the Superstitions of

the Highlands :

‘WHEN Music, beav’nly maid, was young,
While yet in early Greece she sung,
The Passions oft, to hear her shell,
Throng’d around her magic cell,
Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting,
Possest beyond the Muse’s painting ;
By turns they felt the glowing mind
Disturb’d, delighted, rais’d, refin’d.

Till once, 'tis said, when all were fir'd,
Fill'd with fury, rapt, inspir’d,

From the supporting myrtles round
They snatch’d her instruments of sound :

And

(P) One of the Hebrides is called the Is/e of Pigmies, where it is reported, that several miniature bones of the
human species have been dui‘up in the ruins of a chapel there.

(@) Icolmkill, one of the
to be interred.

(r) This line wanting in Dr Carlyle’s edition.

(s) This line wanting in Dr Carlyle’s edition.

(T) This line wanting in Dr Carlyle’s edition,

ebrides, where many of the ancient Scottish, Irish, and Norwegian kings, are said

(u) Ben Jonson paid a visit on foot in 1619 to the Scotch poet Drummond, at his seat of Hawthornden, within

.seven miles of Edinburgh.

(x) Barrow, it seems, was at the-university of Edinburgh, which is in the county of Lothian.



Part 11,

of Lyric And as they oft had heard apart

Poetry.  Sweet lessons of her forceful art,
Each, for madness rul’d the hour,
‘Would prove his own expressive power.

P O E

First Fear his hand, its skill to tl;{,
Amid the chords bewilder’d laid,

And back reeoil’d, he knew not why,
Ev’n at the sound himgelf bad made.

Next Anger rush’d; his eyes on fire,
In lightnings own’d his secret stings ;
In one rude clash he struck the lyre,
And swept with hurried band the strings.

‘With woeful measnres wan Despair—
Low sullen sounds his grief beguil’d ;

_A solemn, strange, and mingled air ;
*Twas sad by fits, by starts ’twas wild.

But thou, O Hope ! with eyes so fair,
What was thy delighted measure ?
Still it whisper'd promis’d pleasure,.
And bade the lovely scenes at distance hail !—
Still would her touch the strain prolong,
And from the rocks, the woods, the vale,
She call’d on Echo still through all her song ;.
And where her sweetest theme she cliose,
A soft responsive voice was heard at every close,

And Hope enchanted smil’d, and wav’d her golden hair. .

And longer had she sung ;—but, with a frown,
Revenge impatient rose ;
He threw his blood-stain’d sword in thunder down,
And, with a withering loek,
The war-denouncing trumpet took,
And blew a blast so loud and dread,
‘Were ne’er prophetic sounds so full of woe.
And ever and anon he beat
The doubling drum with furious heat ;
And though sometimes, each dreary pause between,
Dejected Pity at his side
Her soul-subduing voice applied,
Yet still be kept his wild vnalter’d mien;
‘While each strain’d ball of sight seem’d bursting from
his head.

Thy numbers, Jealousy, to nought were fix'd,
gnd proof of thy distressful state ;
Of differing themes the veering song was mix’d;

And now it courted Liove, now raving call’d on Hate. .

‘With eyes up-rais’d, as one inspir’d,
Pale Melancholy sat retir'd,
And from her wild sequester’d seat,
In notes by distance made more sweet,
Pour’d through the mellow horn her pensive soul,
And dashing seft from rocks around,
Bubbling runnels join’d the sound ;
Through glades and glooms the mingled measure stole,
Or o’er some haunted streams with fond delay,
Round an holy calm diffusing;
Love of peace, and lonely musing,
In hollow murmurs died away.

But O! how alter’d was its sprightlier tone !
‘When Cheerfulness, a nymph of healthiest hue,
Her bew across her shoulder flung,
Her buskins gemm’d with morning dew, -

T R Y.

Blew an inspiring air, that dale and thicket rung, Of Lyric

The hunter’s call to Faun and Dryad known; Poetry. .
The oak-crown'd sisters, and their chaste-ey’d queen, “==—v=t
Satyrs and sylvan boys were seen,
Peeping from forth their alleys green ;

Brown Exercise rejoic’d to hear, :

And Sport leapt up, and seiz’d his beechen spear. .

15

Last came Joy's ecstatic trial ;
He, with viny crown advancing,

First to the lively pipe his hand addrest,
But soon he saw the brisk awak’ning viol,

Whose sweet entrancing voice he lov’d the best.
They would have thought who heard the strain,
They saw in Tempe’s vale her native maids,
Amidst the festal sounding shades,

To some unwearied minstrel dancing,
‘While, as his flying fingers kiss’d the strings,
Love fram’d with Mirth a gay fantastic round :
Loose were her tresses seen, her zone unbound
And he amidst his frolic play,
As if he would the charming air repay,
Shook thousand odours from his dewy wings,

O music! sphere-descended maid,
Friend of pleasure, wisdom’s aid,
Why, Goddess, why to us denied ?
Lay’st thou thy ancicat lyre aside ?
As in that lov’d Athenian bower,
You learn'd an all-commanding power :
Thy mimic soul, O nymph endear’d,
Can well recal what then it heard.
Where is thy native simple heart,
Devote to virtue, fancy, art? -
Arise, as in that elder time,

Warm, energic, chaste, sublime !
Thy wonders, in that god-like age,
Fill thy recording sister’s page— -
’Tis said, and I believe the tale,
Thy humblest reed could more.prevail, . ¢
Had more of strength, diviner rage,

Than all which charms.this laggard age ; .

Ev'n all at once together found

Ceecilia’s mingled world of sound—

Q! bid our vain endeavours cease,

Revive the just designs of Greece,

Retorn in all thy simple state !

Confirm the tales her sons relate. .

We shall conclude this section, and these examples,
with Gray’s Progress of Poesy, which, in spite of the
severity of Johnson's criticism, certainly ranks high .
among the odes which pretend to sublimity. The first .~
stanza, when examined by the frigid rules of gramma-
tical criticism, is certainly not faultless : but its faults
will be overlooked by every reader who has any por-
tion. of the author’s fervour: )

I 1.
Awake, Zolian lyre, awake,

~ And give to rapture all thy trembling strings :

From Helicon’s harmonious springs

A thousand rills their mazy progress take ;
The laughing flowers, that.round them blow, .
Drink life and fragrance as they flow.

Now the rich stream of music winds along, .

Deep, majestic, smooth, and strong, Theo!
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Of Lyric Thro® verdunt vales, and Ceres’ golden reign :
Poeiry.  Now rolling down the steep amain,
‘e==y=== Headlong, impetuous, see it pour:
The rocks and nodding groml rebellow to the toar,

. 2
Oh! Sovereign of the willing soul,

Parent of sweet and solemn-breathing airs,
Enchanting shell ! the sullen cares,
And frantic passions, hear thy soft controul,
‘On Thracia’s hills the lord of war
Has curb’d the fury of his car,
And dropp'd his thirsty lance at thy command.
Perching on the sceptred band
Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feather’d king
With rufled plumes, and flagging wing )
Quench’d in dark clonds of slumber lie
"The terror of his beak, alnd lightoings of bis eye.

T'hee the voice, the dance, obey,
Temper'd to thy warbled lay :
‘O’er [dalia’s velvet grean
"The rosy-crowned loves ate seen.
‘On Cstherea’s day,
‘With antic sports, and blue-ey’d pleasures,
Frisking light in frolic measares ;
Now pursuing, now retreating,
Now in circling troops they meet ;
To brisk notes, in cadeuce beating,
Glance their many twinkling feet.
Slow melting strains their queen’s approach declare :
‘Where'er she tarns, the Graces homage pay.
‘With arms sublime that float upon the air,
In gliding state she wins her easy way :
‘Q’er her warm cheek, and rising bosom, move
The bloom of young deailre, and purple light of love.
L 1
Man’s feeble race what ills await :
Labour, and penury, the racks of pain,
Disease, and sorrow’s weeping train,
And death, sad refuge from the storms of fate !
The fond complaint, my song, disprove,
And justify the laws of Jove.
Bay, has he giv'n in vain the heav’nly muse ?
Night, and all her sickly dews,
Her spectres wan, and birds of boding cry,
He gives to range the dreary sky ;
Till down the eastern cliffs afar,
Hyperion’s march they ?ly, and glitt’riag shafts of war.
1] ’0

In climes beyond the solar road,
‘Where shagyy forms o’er ice-built mountains reams,
The Muse bas Inoke the twilight-gloom,
To checr the shiv’ring native’s dull abode.
Aad oft, beneath the od’reus shade
O: Chili’s boundless forests laid,
She deigos to hear the savage youth repeat,
In loose numbers wildly sweet,
Their feather-cinctur’d chiefs, and dusky loves
Her track, where'er the goddess raves,
Glory pur<ue, and gen’rous shame,
Th® unconquerable miod, and freedom®s holy flame.
11, 3.
Woods, that wave %cr Dc-lspbi’a steep,
Isles, that crowa the Agean deep,

5

POETRY

Part 11,

Fields, that cool Ilissus taves, Of Lyric

Or where Maander’s amber waves
In ling’ring lab’rinths creep,
How do your tunefol echoes languish,
Maute, but to the voioe of angnish !
‘Where each old poetic moontain
Inspiration breath’d around :
Ev'ry shade and ballow’d fountain
Murmur'd deep a selemn sound :
Till the sad nine, in Grecce's evil honr,
Left their Parnassus for the Latian plains,
Alike they scorn the pomp of tyrunt power,
nd coward vice that revels in her chains,
WVhen Latium had ber lofty spirit lost,
They sought, oh Allnionl!I lnext thy sea encircled comst,
N B
Far from the sun, and summer-gale,
In thy green lap was nature’s ® darling laid,
What time, where lucid Aven stray'd,
To him the mighty mother did vaveil
Her awful face: the danntless child
Stretch’d forth his little arms, and-smil’d.
This pencil take (she said) whose colours clear
Richly paint the vernal year:
Thine too these golden keys, immortal boy !
This can unlock the gates of joy 3
Of horror that, and thrilling fears,
Or ope the sacred source of sympathetic tears,
1L 2.
Nor second he +, that rode sublime
Upon the seraph wings of ecstacy,
The secrets of th’ abyss to spy.
He pass’d the flaming bounds of place and time :
The living throne, the sapphire blaze,
Where angels tremble while they gaze,
He saw: but, blasted with excess of light,
Clos’d his eyes in endless night.
Behold, where Dryden’s less presumptaous car,
‘Wide o’er the fields of glory bear
Two coursers of etbereal race,
‘With necks in thundercititlb’d, and long-resounding pace.

& Shakes
speare,

4 Miltom:

Hark, bis hands the lyre explore !
Bright-ey'd funcy, hov'ring o'er,
Scatrers from her pictur’d urn
Thonghts that breathe, and words that burn,
But ah! ’tis beard no more—
Oh ! Lyre divine, what daring spirit
‘Wakes thee now ! tho’ he inherit
Nor the pride, nor ample pinion,
That the Theban eagle bear,
Bailing with supreme dominion
Turcugh the azure deep ot air ¢
Yct oft before his infant eyes would run
Such forms as glitter in the Muse's ray,
‘With orient hues, unhorrew’d of the sun :
Yet shall he mount, and keep his distant way
Beyond the linuts of a vulgar fate,
Beneath the good how far——bat far above the grest.

Skcr. 1. Of the Elegy.

Twe Elegy is a mowrnful and pluintive, bot vet sweet 11.:'233.9,
and enguging, Kiud of pocm. Lt was ficsl iuvented to
bewail



Part I1.

Elegy. bewail the death ofa [riend; and afterwards used to ex-
“——v—press ‘the complaints of lovers, or any other melancholy

subject. In process of time, not only matters of grief,
but joy, wishes, prayers, expostulations, reproaches, ad-
monitions, and almost every other subject, were admit-
ted into elegy ; however, funeral lamentations and af-
fairs of love seem most agreeable to its character, which
is gentleness and tenuity.

The plaintive elegy, in mournful state,
Dishevell’d weeps the stern decrees of fate :
- Now paints the lover’s torments and delights;
Now the nymph flatters, threatens, or invites.
" But he, who would these passions well express,
Must more of love than poetry possess.
I hate those lifeless writers whose fore’d fire
In a cold style describes a hot desire ;
Who sigh by rule, and, raging in cold blood,
Their sluggish muse spur to 2n am’rous mood.
Their ecstasies insipidly they feign ;
And always pine, and {ondly hug their chain;
Adore their prison, and their sofPrings’ bless ;
Make sense and reason quarrel as they please.
*T'was ndt of old in this affected tone,
That smeoth Tibullus made his am’rous moan ;
Or tender Ovid, in melodious strains,
Of love’s dear art the pleasing rales explains.
You, who in elegy would justly write,
Consult your heart ; let that alone endite.

[ From the Frenck of Desprenx.] SoAMEs.

Honlrs:; be  The plan of an elegy, as indeed of all other poems,

made,

ought to be made before a line is written; or else the
author will ramble in the dark, and bis verses have no
dependence on each other. No epigrammatic points ox
conceits, none of those fine things which most people are
so fond of in every sort of poem, can be allowed in this,
but must give place to nobler beauties, those of nature
and the passions. Elegy rejects whatever is facetious,
satirical, or majeslic, and is content to be plain, decent

and unaffected ; yet in this humble state is she sweet and
engaging, elegant and attractive, This poem is adorn-
ed with frequent commiserations, complaints, exclama-
tions, addresses to things or persons, short and proper d:-
gresstons, allusions, comparisons, prosopopacias or feign-
ed persons, and sometimes with short descriptions. The
diction onght to be made free from any karskness; neat,
easy, perspicuous, expressive of the manners, tender,

and pathetic ; and the numbers should be smoot/ and
Slowing, and captivate the ear with their uniform sweet-
ness and delicacy.

Of elegies on the subject of death, that by Mr Gray,
written in a country churchyard, is one of the best that
bas appeared in our language, and may be justly es-
teemed a masterpiece. But being so generally known,
it would be superfluous to insert it here.

" On the subject of love, we shall give an example from
the élegies of Mr Hammond.

Let others hoast their heaps of shining gold,
And view their fields with waving plenty crown’d,
‘Whem neighb’ring foes in constant terror hold,
. And trumpets break their slumbers, never sound:
. While, calmly poor, I trifle life away,
Enjov sweet leisure by my cheerful fire,
Ne wanton hope my quiet shall betray,
But cheaply bless’d I’ll scorn each vain desire.
Vor. XVIL Part I.

POETTRY

‘With timely care I’ll sow my little field,

And plant my erchard with its master’s band ;
Nor blush to spread the bay, the hook to wield,
Or range my sheaves along the sunny land.

If late at dusk, while carelessly I roam,
I meet a strolling kid or bleating lamb,
Under my arm Dl bring the wand'rer home,
And not a little chide its thonghtless dam. -
What joy to bear the tempest howl in vain,
And clasp a fearful mistress to my breast ?
Or 1ull’d te slumber by the heating rain,
Secure and happy sink at last to rest.
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