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go may the glow-worm’s glimm’ring light
Thy tiny footfteps lead

To fome new region of delight,
Unknown to mortal tread.

And be thy acorn goblet fill'd
With heav’ns ambrofial dew ;

From fweeteft, frefheft flow’rs diftill'd,
That fhed freth {weets for you.

And what of life remains for me,
I'll pafs in fober eafe ;

Half-pleas’d, contented will I be,
Content but half to pleafe.
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ODE on the Duke of York’s fecond De-

parture from England, as REAR ADMIRAL.

By the Author of the SHIPWRECK.

G AIN the royal ftreamers play !
To glory Edward haftes away :
Adieu ye happy fylvan bowers
Where Pleafure’s {prightly throng await !
Ye domes where regal grandeur towers
In purple ornaments of ftate!
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es where virtue’s facred ftrain

Mufe complain!

treads the comic ftage,

d mend a2 venal age:

Where Mufic pours the foft, mel?dious lay,

And melting fymphonies congenial play !
Ye filken fons of eafe, who dwell
In flowery vales of peace, farewel !

In vain the Goddefs of the myrtle grove
Her charms ineffable difplays ;

In vain fhe calls to happier realms of love,
Which Spring’s unfading bloom arrays:
In vain her living rofes blow,

And ever-vernal pleafures grow ;
The gentle fports of youth no more
Allure him to the peaceful {fhore :

Arcadian eafe no longer charms,

For war and fame alone can pleafe.

His glowing bofom beats to arms,

4 Towar the hero moves, thro’ ftorms and wint’ry feas.

Ye fcen ;
Bids the tragic
Where Satire
To {courge an

Tho’ danger’s hoftile train appears
To thwart the courfe that honor fteers;
Defpifing peril and di{may,
Our royal failor haltes away:
His country calls ; to guard her laws,
Lo! ev’ry joy the gallant youth refigns ;
T’ avenging naval fword he draws,
And o'er the waves conduéts her martial lines:
Hark! his {prightly clarions play,
Follow where he leads the way ;
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The fhrill-ton’d fife, the thundering drum,
Tell the deeps their mafter’s come.

Thus Alcmena’s warlike fon
The thorny courfe of virtue rum,
When, taught by her unerring voice,
He made the glorious choice:
Severe, indeed, th’ attempt he knew,
Youth’s genial ardors to fubdue:
For Pleafure Cytherea’s form affum’d,
* Her glowing charms divinely bright,
In all the pride of beauty bloom'd,
And ftruck his ravifh’d fight.
Transfix’d, amaz'd,
Alcides gaz’d
O’er every angel-grace
Of that all-lovely face ;
While deepening blufhes foon confeft
The alternate paffions in his breaft.
Her lips of coral hue,
Young Spring embalm’d with ne@tar-dew 3
: That fwelling bofom half-reveal'd,
E Thofe eyes that {parkle heavenly light,
E

His breaft with tender tumults fill'd,
And wak’d his foul to foft delight.
| Her limbs, that amorous filks enfold,
Were caft in nature’s fineft mould ;
Perfuafion’s fweeteft language hung
In melting accents on her tongue:
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n his heart, th’ inchanting tale
her pleafing power,

Sheh;:gir::: a]ong the daified vale,

And fhews th’ Elyfian bower :
Her hand, that trembling ardors move,
Condués him blufhing to the bleft alcove,
That fweet recefs of dying love !‘
Ah! fee o'erpower'd by beauty's arms,
" And won by love’s refiftlefs charms,
The captive youth obeys the ftrong alarms !

Leep i

And will no guardian power above
From ruin fave the fon of Jove ?
Ah! fhall that foft delicious chain
The godlike vitim thus enflave ;
Kind heaven his finking foul fuftain,
And from perdition {natch the brave |—
. By heavenly mandate Virtue came,
To wake the flumbering fparks of fame,
- To kindle and aroufe the dying flame.
Swift as the quivering needle wheels,
Whofe point the magnet’s influence feels;
- Impreft with filial awe,
The wondering hero faw
Her form tranfcendent fhine
With majefty divine; _
At.zd while he view'd the holy maid, -‘
His heart a facred impulfe fway'd :
> His eyes with eager tumult roll,
A on each rival-nymph they bend, *
| ’,wm love, regret, and hope divide his foul
%Y turns, and with confliting anguifh rend.
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But foon he felt fair Virtue’s voice compofe
The painful fruggle of inteftine woes:

He felt her balm each pang deftroy :
And all the numbers of his heart,
Retun'd by her celeftial art,

Now {well’d to ftrains of nobler joy.
Thus tutor’d by her magic lore,
His happy fteps the realms explore,
Where guilt and error are no more :

The clouds that veil’d his intellettual ray,

Before her breath difpelling, melt away.
Broke loofe from Pleafure’s glittering chain,
He fcorn’d the foft inglorious reign :
Convinc'd, refalv’d, to Virtue then he turn’d,
And in his breaft paternal glory burn'd.

So when on Britain's other hope fhe fhone,
Like him the royal youth fhe won :
Thus taught, he flies the peaceful fhore,
And bids our warlike fleet advance,
The hoftile fquadrons to explore,
To curb the powers of Spain and France:
Aloft his martial enfigns flow!
And hark! his brazen trampets blow !
The watry profound,
Awak’d by the found,
All trembles around: %
While Edward o’er the azure field
. Fraternal thunder wields :
High on the deck behold he ftands,
And views around his floating bands
H 4 '
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fal order join ; ; :
Th:; ‘:hilc the warlike trampet’s ftrain

-
Deep-founding, fiwells aJc_)ng the main,
J Extend th’ cmbatticc; .llne. E
ith fhouting peals of joy, :
J No;h‘:?ips thcirg horrid tubes difplay,
i ¢ Tier over tier in terrible array,
{ ' And wait the fignal to deftroy.
: J The failors all burn to engage:
44 Hark ! hark ! their fhouts arife,
' And fhake the vaulted fkies ! ?.
} Exulting with Bacchanal rage;
While Britain in thunder array'd,
J Her ftandard of battle difplay’d !
Then Neptune that ftandard revere,
Whofe power is fuperior to thine !
J And when her proud fquadrons appear,
The trident and chariot rifign !

3 el s

Albion, wake thy grateful voice !

Let thy hills and vales rejoice ! :.
O'er remoteft hoftile regions '

Thy viftorious flags are known ;
Thy refiftlefs martial legions

Dreadful ftride from zone to zone ;

Thy flaming bolts unerring roll,

And al] the trembling globe controul,

Thy feamen, invincibly true,

No menace, no fraud ean fubdye :

All diffonane firife they difclaim ;

only are rivals in fame,
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For Edward tune your harps, ye Nine |
Triumphant ftrike each living ftring !
For him in extacy divine,
your choral Io Paeans fing !
For him your feftal concerts breathe !
For him your flowery garlands wreathe!
Wake ! O wake the joyful fong !
Ye Fauns of the woods,
Ye Nymphs of the floods,
The mufical current prolong ?
ye Sylvans that dance on the plain,
To fwell the grand chorus accord !
Ye Tritons, that fport on the main,
Exulting, acknowledge your Lord !
Till all the wild numbers combin'd,
That floating proclaim
Our admiral’s name,
In fymphony roll on the wind !

O! while confenting Britons praife,

Thefe votive meafures deign to hear ;
For thee, the Mufe awakes her artlefs lays,
For thee her harp {pontaneous plays

The tribute of a foul fincere.

Nor thou, illuftrious chief, refufe

The incenfe of a naval Mufe !

No happy fon of wealth or fame,

To court a royal patron came :

A haplefs youth, whofe vital page

Was one fad lengthen’d tale of woe,
Where ruthlefs fate, impelling tides of rage,

Bade wave on wave in dire fucceflion flow,
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To glittering ftars and titled names “nknown,

Preferd his fuit to the? alone."
The tragic tale your pity mov d . vt
You felt, confented, and approv'd. 3
Then touch my frings, ye bleft P}cnan quire ! .
Exalt to rapture every happy line ! .
My bofom kindle with Promethean ﬁre,. : ﬁ
And fwell each note with energy divine !
No more to plaintive founds of woe
Let the vocal numbers flow !
But tune to war the nervous ftrain,
Where Horror firides triumphant o’er the main s
Where the fell lightning of the battle pours
Along the blafted wave in flaming thowers,
Perhaps fome future patriot-lay
‘With this important theme may glow,
Where Albion’s fquadrons crowd in black array,
To roll her thunders on th’ infulting foe.
My bofom feels the ftrong alarms,
My fwelling pulfes beat to arms;
While warm’d to life by F ancy’s genial ray,
Some great event feems kindling into day;
But Time the veil of filence draws between,
While Thought behind portrays th’ ideal fcene.




