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ODE ON Str. CECILIA’s DAY,
BY YRS EME

"
‘R OM your ]yrc-enchanted towers;
Ye mufically myftic Powers,
Ye, that inform the tuneful fpheres,
Inaudible to mortal ears,
While each orb in cther fwims
Accordant to th’ infpiring hymns ;
Hither Paradife remove,
Spirits of Harmony and Love !
Thou too, divine Urania, deign to appear,
And with thy fweetly-folemn lute
To the grand argument the numbers fuit ;
Such a$ fublime and clear,
Replete with heavenly love,
Charm th’ inraptur'd fouls above, -
Difdainful of fantaftic play,
Mix on your ambrofial tongte
Weight of fenfe with found of fong,
And be angelcally gay.
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X1,
And you, ye fons of Harmony below,
How little lefs than angels, when ye fing !
With Emulation’s kindling warmth fhall glow,
And from your mellow-modulating throats
The tribute of your grateful notes
Tn union of piety fhall bring,
Shall Echo from her vocal cave
Repay each note the fhepherd gave,
And fhall not we our miftrefs praife,
And give her back the borrow'd lays ?
But farther ftill our praifes we purfue ;
For ev’n Cccilia, mighty maid,
Confefs’d fhe had fuperior aid—
She did—and other vites to greater Powers are due -
Higher {well the found and higher :
Let the winged numbers climb :
To the heaven of heavens aipire,
Solemn, facred, and fublime :
From heaven Mufic took its rife, .
Return it to its native fkies..
+ ikl
Mafic's a celeflial art ;
Ceafe to wonder at its power,
Tho' lifelefs yvocks to motion ftart, :
‘Tho trees dance jightly from the bower,
- Tho' rolling floods in fweet fufpence
Arc held, and liften into fenfe.
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T Penfhurft's plains, when Waller, fick with love,
Has found fome filent, folitary grove; :
Wlhére the vague moon-beams pour a filver flood
Of tremulous light athwart th’ unfhaven wood,
Within an hoary mofs-grown cell,
He lays his carelefs limbs without referve,
And ftrikes, impetuous ftrikes each queralous nerve
Of his refounding fhell.
In all the woods, in all the plains,
Around a lively flillnefs reigns ;
The deer approach the fecret {cene,
And weave their way thro’ labyrinths green 3
While Philomela learns the lay,
And anfiwers from the neighbouring bay.
But Medway, melancholy mute,
Gently on his urn reclines,
And all-attentive to the lute,
In uncomplaining anguith pines :
The cryflal waters weep away,
&nd bear the tidings to the fea :
Neptune in the boifterous feas
Spreads the placid bed of peace,
While each blaft,
Or breathes its laft,
Or juft does figh a {ymphony and ceafe:
Behold Arion—on the ftern he ftands,
Pall'd in theatrical attire,
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To the mute ftrings he moves th’ enlivening hands,
Great in diftrefs, and wakes the golden lyre :
While in a tender Orthian ftrain
He thus accofts the miftre(s of the main -
By the bright beams of Cynthia’s eyes,
Thro’ which your waves attracted rife,
And actuate the hoary deep ;
By the fecret coral cell,
Where Love, and Joy, and Neptune dwell,
And peaceful floods in filence fleep ;
By the fea-flowers, that immerge
Their heads around the grotto’s verge,
Dependent from the ftooping ftem ;
By each roof-fufpended drop,
That lightly lingers on the top,
And hefitates into a gem';
By thy kindred watery gods,
The lakes, the rivulets, founts and floods,
And all the Powers that live unfeen
Underneath the liquid green ;
Great Amphitrite (for thou cant bind
The ftorm, and regulate the wind)

Hence waft me, fair Goddefs, oh waft me away,
Secure from the men, and the monfters of prey!
: Y.

‘He fung—The winds are charm’d to fleep,
Soft fillnefs fteals along the deep,
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The Tritons and the Nereids figh
In foul-refle@ing fympathy,

And all the audience of waters weep.
But Amphitrite her dolphin fends—the fame,
Which erlt to Neptune brought the nobly perjur'd dame, —

Pleas’d to obey, the beauteous moniter flies,
And on his fcales as the gilt fun-beams play,
Ten thoufand variegated dies
In.copious ftreams of luftre rife,
Rife o’er the level main, and fignify his way.—
And now the joyous Bard, in triumph bore,
Rides the voluminous wave, and makes the wifh'd-for fhore.
Come, ye feftive, focial throng,
Who f{weep the lyre, or pour the fong,
Your nobleft melody employ,
Such as becomes the mouth of Joy ;
Bring the fky-afpiring thought,
With bright expreflion richly wrought ;
And hail the Mufe afcending oa her throne,
The main at length fubdu’d, and all the world her own.
VL
Bat o’er th’ affettions too fhe claims the fway,
Pierces the human heart, and fleals the foul away ;
And as attraftive founds move high or low,
Th’ obedient duttile paflions ebb and flow,
Has any nymph her faithful lover loft,
And in the vifions of the night,
Aad all the day dreams of the light,
* .- I» Sorrow’s tempeft mrbu'len’tly W0t
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From her cheeks the rofes die,
The radiations vanifh from her fun-bright eye,
And her breaft, the throne of love,
Can hardly, hardly, hardly maove,
To fend th’ ambrofial figh.
But let the fkilful Bard appear,
And pour the founds medicinal in her ear
Sing fome fad, fome plaintive ditty,
Steept in tears that endlefs flow,
Melancholy notes of pity,
Notes that mean a worldof woe ;
She too fhall fympathize, fhe too fhall moan,
And pitying others forrows figh away her own.

VII.

Wake, wake the kettle.drum, prolong
The fwelling trumpet’s filver fong,
And let the kindred accents pals
Thro’ the horn’s meandering brafs.
Arife~The patriot Mufe invites to war,
And mounts Bellona’s brazen car ;
While Harmony, terrific maid !
Appears in martial pomp array'd :
The fword, the target, and the lance
She wields, and as fhe moves, exalts the Pyrrhic dance.
Tremb'es the earth, refound the fkies—
‘ Swift o’er the fleet, the camp fhe flies
| With thunder in her voice, and lightning in her eyes.
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The gallant warriors engage
With inextinguifhable rage,
And hearts unchill’d with fear
Fame numbers all the chofen bands,
Full in the front fair Victory flands,
And Triumph crowns the rear.
VIIL
But hark the temple’s hollow’d roof refounds,
And Purcell lives along the folemn founds.——
Mellifluous, yet manly to0,
He pours his ftrains along,
As from the lion Sampfon flew,
‘Comes fiveetnefs from the firong.
Not like the foft Italian fwains,
He trills the weak enervate ftrains,
Where Senfe and Mufic are at ftrife;;
His vigorous notes with meaning teem,
With fire, with force explain the theme,
And fing the fubjeft into life.
Attend=he fings Cecilia—matchlefs dame !
"Tis fhe—"tis fhe,—fond to extend her fame,
On the loud chords the notes confpire to ftay,
And fweetly fwell into a long delay,
And dwell delighted on her name.
Blow on, ye facred organs, blow,
In tones magnificently flow ;
Such is the mufic, fuch the lays.
Which fuit your fair inventrefs’ praife : :
. ¥hile
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While round religious filence reigns,
And loitering winds expe the firajns.
Hail majeftic mournfal meafure,
Source of many a penfive pleafure!
Bleft pledge of love to mortals given,
As pattern of the reft of heaven!
And thou, chief honor of the veil,
Hail, harmonious virgin, hail!
When Death fhall blot out every name,
And Time fhall break the trump of Fame,
Angels may liften to thy lute:
Thy power fhall laft, thy bays fhall bloom,
When tongues fhall ceafe, and worlds confume,
And all the tuneful {pheres be mute.
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