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A manly race

Of unfubmitting fpirit, wife and brave;
Who fill thro bleeding ages firuggled bard
To bold a generous undiminifl’d flate ;

Too much in-wain !

THOoMSON,

AIL generons Corsica ! unconquer’d ifle !

The fort of freedom ; that amidft the waves
Stands like a rock of adamant, and dares

The wildeft fury of the beating ftorm.
And

% Written in the year 1760,
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And are there yet, in this late fickly age
(Unkindly to the tow’ring growths of virtue)
Such bold exalted fpirits ?  Men whofe deeds,

~ 'To the bright annals of old GreecE oppos’d,

Would throw in fhades her yet unrival’d name,

And dim the luftre of her faireft page !

- And glows the flame of LizerTy fo firong

In this lone fpeck of earth ! this fpot ebfcure,
Shaggy with woods, and crufted o’er with rock,
By flaves furrounded, and by flaves opprefs’d !

“What then fhould BriTons feel ? fhould they not catch

The warm contagion of heroic ardour,

And kindle at a fire fo like their own? -

Such were the working thoughts which fwell’d the breaft
Of generous BoswEL ; when with nobler aim

And views beyond the narrow beaten track

By trivial fancy trod, he turn’d his courfe

From
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From polifh’d Gallia’s foft delicious vales,

From the grey réliques of imperial Rome,
From her long galleries of laurel’d ftone, |

Her chifel’d heroes, and her marble gods,
(Whofe dumb majeftic pomp yet awes the world,)
To animated forms of patriot zeal ;

Warm in the living majefty of virtue ;

Eléte w'lth fearlefs {pirit; firm ; refolv’d ;

B}r' fortune unfubdu’d ; unaw’d by power.

How raptur’d fancy burns, while warm in thought
I trace the pi&tur’d landfcape ; while I kifs
With pilgrim’ lips devout, the facred foil
Stain’d with the blood of heroes. Cyrnus, hail!
} Hail to thy rocky, deep indented fhores,

And pointed cliffs, which hear the chafing deep
Inceflant foaming round their fhaggy fides.

Hail to thy winding bays, thy fhelt’ring ports
' And
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And ample harbours, which inviting ftretch

Their hofpitable arms to every fail :

Thy numerous ftreams, that burfting from the cliffs
Down the fteep channel’d rock impetuous pour
With grateful murmur : on the fearful edge

Of the rude precipice, thy hamlets brown

And ftraw-roof’d cots, which from the level vale
Scarce feen, amongft the craggy hanging cliffs
Seem like an eagle’s neft aerial built.

Thy fwelling mountains, brown with folemn fhade
Of various trees, that wave their giant arms

O’er the rough fons of Freednén ; lofty pines,

And hardy fir, and ilex ever green,
And fpreading chefnut, with each humbler plant,
And fhrub of fragrant leaf, that cloathes their fides

With living verdure ; whence the cluft’ring bee

Extralts her golden dews : the fhining box,
And {weet-leav’d myrtle, aromatic thyme,

The
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The prickly juniper, and the green leaf

Which feeds the {fpinning worm ; while glowing brighe
Beneath the various foliage, wildly {preads

The arbutus, and rears his fcarlet fruit

Luxuriant, mantling o’er the craggy fteeps ;

And thy own native laurel crowns the fcene.

Hail to thy favage forefts, awful, deep :

Thy tangled thickets, and thy crowded woods,
The haunt of herds untam’d ; which fullen bound
From rock to rock ;with fierce unfocial air,

And wilder gaze, as confcious of the power

That loves to reign amid the lonely {cenes

. Of unbroke nature : precipices huge,

And tumbling torrents; tracklefs defarts, plains.
Fenc’d in with guardian :rnr.:its, whofe quarries teem

‘With fhining fteel, that to the cultur’d fields

And funny hills which wave with bearded grain

_ Defends their homely produce. LizgrTy,
The
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The mountain Goddefs, loves to range at large
Amid {uch fcenes, and on the iron foil

Prints her majeftic ftep. = For thefe fhe fcorns
The green enamel’d vales, the velvet lap

Of {mooth favannahs, where the pillow'd head
Of luxury repofes ; balmy gales, N
And bowers that breathe of blifs. For thefe, when firft
This ifle emerging like a beauteous gem

From the dark bofom of the Tyrrhene main ¥
Rear’d its fair front, fhe mark’d it for her own,
And with her fpirit warm’d. Her genuine fons,

A broken remnant, from the generous ftock

Of ancient Greece, frdm Sparta’s fad remains,
True,to their high cleﬁ:ent, preferv’d unquench’d
The facred fire thro’ many a barbarous age :

Whom, nor the iron rod of cruel Carthage,

Nor the dread fceptre of imperial Rome,

Nor bloody Goth, nor gﬁﬂ}r Saracen,

Nor
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Nor the long galling yoke of proud Liguria,
Could crufh into {ubjetion. = Still unquell’d

They rofe fuperior, burfting from their chains,

And claim’d man’s deareft birthright, LiBERTY. :

And long, thro’ many a hard unequal ftrife
Maintain’d the glorious confli¢t; long withftood
With fihgle arm, the whole colletted force

Of haughty Genoa, and ambitious Gaul.

‘And fhall withftand it, truft the faithful Mufe!

It is not in the force of mortal arm,

Scarcely in fate, to bind the ftruggling foul
That gall’d by wanton power, indignant {wells
Againft oppreflion ; breathing great revenge,
Carelefs of life, determin’d to be free.

And fav’ring heaven approves : for fee the Man,

Born to exalt his own, and give mankind

A glimpfé of higher natures : juft, -as great;

. 'The foul of council, and the nerve of war ;

Of
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Of high unthaken {pirit, temper’d {weet

With foft urbanity, and polifh’d grace,

And attic wit, and gay unftudied fmiles:
Whom heaven in fome propitious hour endow’d
With every purer virtue: gave him all

That lifts the hero, or adorns the man.

Gave him the eye fublime; the fearching glante
Keen, fcanning deep, that {mites the guilty foul
As with a beam from heaven ; on his brow |
S:r:nre, and fpacious front, fet the broad feal

- Of dignity and rule; then fmil’d benign

On this fair pattern of a God below,

High wrought, and breath’d into his {welling breait
The large ambitious wifh to fave his country,

Oh beauteous title to immortal fame!

The man devoted to the public, ftands

In the bright records of fuperior worth

A ftep below the fkies : if he fucceed,

The
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The firft fair lot which earth affords, is his;
And if he falls, he falls above a throne.
When fuch their leader, can the brave defpair ?
Freedom the caufe, and Paovr1 the chief!
Succefs to your fair hopes ! a Britith Maufe,
Tho’ weak and powerlefs, lifts her fervent voice,
And breathes a prayer for your fuccefs. Oh could
She fcatter bl:ﬂinﬁs as the morn fheds dews,
-To drop upon your heads! but patient hope
Muft wait th’ appointed hour; fecure of this,
That never with the indolent and weak
Will freedom deign to dwell; fhe muft be feiz’d
By that bold arm that wreftles for the blefling :
"Tis heaven’s beft gift, and muft be bought with blood.
When the ftorm thickens, when the combat burns,
And pain and death in every horrid fhape
That can appall the feeble, prowl around,
Then vi:*tue triumphs ; then her tow’ring form
Dilates
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Dilates with kindling majefty ; her mien

Breaths a diviner fpirit, and enlarg’d

Each fpreading feature, with an ampler port

And bolder tone, exulting, rides the florm,

And joys amidft the tempeft. Then fhe reaps

Her golden harvelt ; fruits of nobler growth

And higher relifh than meridian funs

Can ever ripen ; fair, heroic deeds,

And godlike action.  ’Tis not ‘meats, and drinks,
And balmy airs, and vernal funs, and fhowers

That feed and.n'pcn minds ; ’tis toil and danger ;-
And wreftling with the ftubborn gripe of fate; 27
And war, and fharp diltrefs, and paths obfcure

And dubious. The bold fwimmer joys not fo

To feel the proud waves under him, and beat

With ftrong repelling arm the billowy furge ; -

The generous courfer does not fo exult | P

To tofs his floating mane againft the wind, = =
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And neigh amidft the thunder of the war,
As virtue to oppofe her fwelling breaft
Like a firm fhield againft the darts of fate.
And when her fons in that rough fchool have learn’d
To fmile at danger, then the hand that rais’d
Shall hufh the ftorm, and lead the thining train
Of peaceful years in bright proceflion on,
Then fhall the fhepherd’s pipe, the mufe’s lyre,
On Cyrrus’ thores be heard : her grateful fons
With loud acclaim and hymns of cordial praife
Shall hail their high deliverers; every name
To virtue dear be from oblivion fnatch’d,
And plac’d among the ftars: but chiefly thine,
Thine, PaoL1, with {weeteft found fhall dwell
On their '.;pplaudin g lips ; thy facred name,
Endear’d to long pofterity, fome Mufe,
More worthy of the theme, fhall confecrate
To after-ages, and applauding worlds

/ Shall blefs the godlike man who fav’d his country.

B v S0
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So vainly wifh'd, fo fondly hop’d the Mufe:
Too fondly hop’d. The iron fates prevail,
And Cyrn~us is no more. Her generous fons,
Lefs vanquifh’d than o’erwhelm’d, by numbers crufh’d,
Admird, unaided fell: So firives the moon
In dubious battle with the gathering clouds,

And ftrikes a fplendour thro’ them ; till at length
Storms roll’d on ftorms involve the face of heaven
And quench her ftruggling fires.  Forgive the zeal
That, too prefumptuous, whifper’d better things -
And read the book of deftiny amifs.

Not with the purple colouring of fuccefs

Is virtue beft adorn’d : th’ attempt is praife.
There yet remains a freedom, nobler far

Than kings or fenates can deftroy or give ;
Beyond the proud oppreflor’s cruel grafp

Seated fecure ; uninjur’d ; undeftroy’d ;

Worthy of Gods: The freedom of the mind.
| T




