Before whofe breathing bofom’s balm,

Rage drops his fteel, and florms grow calm 3
Her let our fires and matrons hoar

Welcome to Britain’s ravag’d fhore,

Our youths, enamour’d of the fair,

Play with the tangles of her hair,

Fill, in one loud applauding found,
The nations fhout to her around,

O how fupremely art thou bleft,
Thou, Lady, thou fhalt rule the weft !
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H O U, to whom the world unknown
With all its fhadowy fhapes is fhown ;

Who feeft appall’d th’ unreal {cene,
While Fancy lifts the veil between :

Ah Fear! ah frantic Fear!

I fee, I fee thee near.
Tknow thy hurried ftep, thy haggard eye T
Like thee I ftart, like thee diforder’d fly.
For lo what monfiers in thy train appear !
Danger, whofe limbs of giant mold *
What mortal eye can fix'd behold ?
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Vho falks his raiind, .an -h'ideouls forni;
Howling amidit the mxcllmght ftorm.

Or throws him on the ridgy fteep

Of fome loofe hanging rock ,tro ﬂeel.a.. :
And with him thoufand phar‘!toms JO]? d,‘
Who prompt to deeds accurs'd the ;1_nnd :
And thofe, the fiends, who near allied,
O’er Nature’s wounds; and wrecks prefide ;
While Vengeance, in the lurid air,

Lifts her red arm, expos’d and bare :

On whom that ravening brood of Fate,
Who lap the blood of Sorrow, wait ;
Who, Fear, this ghaftly train can fee,
And look not madly wild, like thee ?

EropoE:
In earlieft Greece to thee, with partial choice,

The grief-full Mufe addreft her infant tongue j
The maids and matrons, on her awful voice,

Silent and pale in wild amazement hung.

Yt he,' the Bard t who fi,ff invok'd thy name,
Difdain’d ip Marat

hon its power to feel ¢
~ For not alone he nurs’d

the poet’s flame,
But reach'd fropm Virtue’s hand the patriot’s ﬁ"-'e"_
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But who is he whom later garlands grace,
Who left a-while o’er Hybla’s dews to rove;
With trembling eyes thy dreary fteps to trace,
Where thou and furies fhar’d the baleful grove :

Wrapt in thy cloudy veil th’ inceftuous Queen "
Sigh’d the fad call her fon and hufband heard,
When once alone it broke the filent {cene,
And he the wretch of Thebes no more appear'd.

O Fear, I know thee by my throbbing heart,

Thy withering power infpir’d each mournful line,
Tho’ gentle Pity claim her mingled part,

Yet all the thunders of the fcene are thine !

ANTISTROPHE.
Thou who fuch weary lengths haft paft,
Where wilt thou reft, mad Nymph, at laft ?
Say, wilt thou fhroud in haunted cell,
Where gloomy Rape and Murder dwell ?
Or in fome hallow’d feat,
’Gainft which the big waves beat ?
Hear drowning {eamens cries in tempefts brought !
Dark Power, with fhuddeting meek fubmitted thought,
Be mine, to read the vifions old,
Which thy awakening bards have told :
And, left thou meet my blafted view,
Hold cach firange tale devoutly true;

U Jocafta,

Vou. II. D Ne'er
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. 1o [ found bY thee o’er-aw’d,
el e hallow’d eve abroad,
When ghofts, a8 cottage—n}aids believe,
T heir _pebblcd beds PCI‘m‘ltth leave,
And goblins haunt from fire, or fen,
Or mine, OF flood, the wallcs of men!

O thou, whofe fpirit moit poffeft
The facred feat of Shakefpeai’s breaft!
By all that from thy Prophet broke,

In thy divine emotions {poke :

Hither again thy fary deal,

Teach me but once like him to feel :
His cyprefs wreath my meed decree,
And I, O Fear, will dwell with thee !

Ne h
In that thriC
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ODE ON THE POETICAL CHARACTER
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ASIonce, if not with light regard,,
A read aright that gifted Bard,
(Him whofe fchoo] above the reft

Iéils lovelieﬁ Elfin queen has bleft)
M?el:to}:ﬂy one, unrivall'd fajy x
BA¢ hope the magic girdle wear,

¥ Florime],
See Spenfer, Leg, 4th. /




