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Abelard end Eloija _ﬁ'«:u"{;«’—r’-lf' in 1¢ f‘“’-*é‘f"’ cenrury s f[-{}i were
favo of the molt ;@'fn;;:r.i;ﬂmr’ perfons of 1 beir age in f‘:m‘).‘fizg and
beauty, but for nothing more famous than for their unfortunate
paffon. After a long courfe of calamitics they retived each to
a feweral convent, and confecrated the remainder (;f their days
to religion. It was mamy years after this jfiparation, that a
Liter of dbelard 10 a friend, which contained the bifiery of his
aisfortunes, fell into the hands of Eloifa: this occafioned thofe
celebrated letters (out of which the Jolloawing is partly extradl-

ed) avkich give fo lively a pidlure of the firuggles of grace and
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wature, virtue and poffion,
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MASTER OF TUNBRIDGE-SCHOOL.

H, why this boding ftart? this fudden pain,
That wings my pulfe, and fhoots from vein to vein?
What mean, regardlefs of yon midnight bell,
Thefe earth-born vifions faddening o’er my cell ?
What ftrange diforder prompts thefe thoughts to glow?
Thefe fighs to murmur, and thefe tears to flow?
"Tis fhe, ’tis Eloifa’s form reftor’d, .
Once a pure faint, and more than faints ador’d:
She comes in all her killing charms confeft,
Glares thro’ the gloom, and pours upon my breaft,
Vou. I, B Bids .
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Bids heav’n’s bright g‘»‘ﬂi‘ﬁi ﬁ"om Pdaliac}fte remove,
And drags mé back to 1]171{‘6'1 y zmr C:\ uf

Enioy thy triumphs, dear illufien! fee
This Jf;lii aéoilate from 'hiﬁ God to thee; .
See, at thy call, my guilty warmths i_etum,

Flame thro’ my blood, and ﬁea_l me irom my urn,
Yet, yet, frail Abelard! one ?H(.)rt try,

Ere the Jaft lingering fpark of virtue die;

The deadly charming {orcerefs controul,

And fpite of nature tear h‘er from thly foul.

Long has that {foul in thefe unfocial woods, ;
Where anguifh mufes, and where horror broods,
From love’s wild vifionary wifhes firay’d,

And fought to lofe thy beauties in the thade,
Faith dropt a {mile, devotion lent her fire,
Woke the keen pang, and fan&ify’d defire;
Led me enraptur’d to the bleft abode,

And taught my heart to glow with all its God.
But oh, how weak fair faith and virtue prove!
When Eloifa melts away in love!

When her fond foul impaflion’d, rapt, unveil’d,.
No joy forgotten, and no wifh conceal’d,
Flows thro’ her pen as infant foftnefs free,
And fiercely fprings iu ecftafies to me. °

Ye heavens! as walking in yon facred fane
With every feraph warm in every vein,

Juit as remorfe had rous’d an aking figh,

And my torn foul hung trembling in my eye,
In
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In that kind hour thy fatal letter came,
I faw, I gaz’d, I fhiver’d at the name;
The confcious lamps at once forgot to fhine,
Prophetic tremors fhook the hallow’d fhrine;
Priefts, cenfors, altars from thy genius fied,
And heaven itfelf thut on me while I read.
Dear {miling mifchief! art thou ftill the fame,
The fiill pale victim of too foft a flame?
Warm, as when firt with more than mortal fhine
Each melting eye-ball mix’d thy foul with mine?
Have not thy tears for ever taught to flow,
The glooms of abfence, and the pangs of woe,
The pomp of facrifice, the whifper’d tale,
The dreadful vow yet hovering o’er thy veil,
Drove this bewitching fondnefs from thy breaft?
Curb’d the loofe wifth, and form’d each pulfe to reft?
And canft thou ftill, ftill bend the fuppliant knee
To love’s dread fhrine, and weep and figh for me?
Then take me, take me, lock me in thy arms,
Spring to my lips, and give me all thy charms:
No, fly me, fly me, fpread th’ impatient fail,
Steal the lark’s wing, and mount the fwifteft gale;
Skim the laft ocean, freeze beneath the pole;
Renounce me, curfe me, root me from thy foul;
Fly, fly, for juftice bares the arm of God,
And the grafp’d vengeance only waits his nod.
Are thefe my wifhes? can they thus afpire?
Does phrenzy form them, or does grace infpire?
B2 Can
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" . - bofom trembling let me lie,
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s anew,
each awful thought be drown’d
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(s veil the {cene around,
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What means this pauie, this agonizing fiart!

fe of heaven quick-rufhing thro’ my heart ?

This glim]

Methink: 1 fee a radiant crofs difplay’d,

A wounded Saviour bl eds along the fhade;

Around th’expiring God bright angels fly,

Swell the loud hymn, and open all the fky :

O fave me, fave me, ere the thunders roll,

And hell’s black caverns {wallow up my foul.
Return, ye hours! when guiltlefs of a ftain,

My ftrong-plum’d genius throbb’d in every vein,

When warm’d with all th’ Egyptian fanes infpir’d,

All Athens boafted, and all Rome admir’d;

My merit in its full meridian fhone,

Each rival blufhing, and each heart my own.
Return, ye fcenes! ah no, from fancy fly,

On time’s ftretch’d wing, till each idea die,
Etern
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DAY rnal fly, fince all that 1-'.'\'1\3131 gave
Too weak to conquer, and too fond to fave,
To love’s foft empire every wifh betray’d,
And left my laurels withering in the fhade.
[Let me torget, that while deceitful fame
Grafp’d her fhrill trump, and fil’d it with my name,
Thy ftronger harms, impower’d by heav’n to move
Each faint, each bleft infenf{ible to love,
At once my foul from bright ambition won,
I hugg’d the dart, I wifh’d to be undone ;
No more pale fci-nce durlt my thoughts engage,
Infipid dulnefs hung on every page;
The midnight lamp no more enjoy’d its blaze,
No more my fpirit flew from maze tO maze:
Thy glances bade 1"1?11_*17":'-‘:1.\‘ refign
Her throne to thee, and every fenfe was thine,

But what could all the fiofts of wiflom do,
Oppos’d to beauty, when it melts in you?
Since thefe dark, cheerlefs, folitary caves,
Death-breathing woods, and daily-opening graves,
Mif-fhapen rocks, wild images of woe,
For ever howling to the deeps below;
Ungenial defarts, where no vernal fhower
Wakes the green herb, or paints th’ unfolding flower;
Th’ imbrowning glooms thefe holy manfions fhed,
"The night-born horrors brooding o’er my bed,
The difmal fcenes black melancholy pours
O’er the fad vifions of enanguifh’d hours;

B3 Lean
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wan grief, low-thoughted care,

a abftinence, : Fis.s
- and hell’s worft fiend, defpair,

Aralting guilt,
i“‘i\i;‘;;::\lj}}.;]‘v;ﬁn. with all the aids of art,
,}"“ blot {f:\' dear 1dea {from .my heart. 2

Delufive, fightlefs god of warm dCfl..l"(‘,

Why would’ft thou wifh to fet a wretch on fire?
| thy foft divinity where woe

fu"._f]" ]l o)
; ' ‘ low ¢
igh, and anguifh loves to glow?

Heaves the pale 1
Fly to the mead, the daify-} unted vale,

Breathe in its {weets, and melt along the gfl]t‘:
Fly where gay fcenes laxurious youths employ,
\R"hc;-c e\'l:r:g moment {teals the wing of joy;
There may’ft thou fee, low proftrate at thy throne,
Devoted flaves and vitims all thy own:
Fach village-fivain the turf-built fhrine fhall raife,
And kings command whole hecatembs to blaze.

0 nm\imry! ingenious to revive
Each flecting hour, and teach the paft to live,
Witnefs what conflits this frail bofom tore!
What griefs I fuffer’d! and what pangs I bore!
How long I ftruggled, labour’d, ftrove to fave
An heart that panted to be fill a flave!
When youth, warmth, rapture, {pirit, love, and flame,
Seiz’d every fenfe, and burnt thro’ all my frame;
From youth, warmth, rapture, to thefe wilds I fled,
]\:I}' food the 11€I'l)age, and the rock my bed.
T fu‘rc, while thefe venerable cloifters rife
O’er the bleak furge, and gain upon the ﬂgies,'

My
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My wounded foul indulg’d the tear to flow

O’er all her fad viciffitudes of woe ;

Profufe of life, and yet afraid to die,

Guilt in my heart, and horror in my eye,

With ceafelels prayers, the whole artillery given

To win the mercies of offended heaven,

FEach hill, made vocal, eccho’d all around,

While my torn breaft knock’d bleeding on the ground.

Yet, yet, alas! tho’ all my moments fly

Stain’d by a tear, and darken’d in a figh;

Tho’ meagre fafts have on my cheek difplay’d

The dufk of death, and funk me to a fhade,

Spite of myfelf the ftill-impoifoning dart

Shoots thro’ my blood, and drinks up all my heart;

My vows and wifhes wildly difagree,

And grace itfelf miftakes my God for thee. -
Athwart the glooms, that wrap the midnight fky,

My Eloifa fteals upon my eye;

For ever rifes in the folar ray,

A phantom brighter than the blaze of day:

Where-¢’er I go, the vifionary gueft

Pants on my lip, or finks upon my breaft ;

Unfolds her fweets, and, throbbing to deftroy,

‘Winds round my heart in luxury of joy;

While loud hofannas fhake the fhrines around,

I hear her fofter accents in the found ;

Her idol-beauties on each altar glare,

And heaven much-injur’d has but half my prayer:

B4 g
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ve her hence, no pangs controul,

For every objec brings her to my foul.
Laft night, reclining on yon airy ﬂeZP,
. s .
My bufy eyes hung brooding o’er the deep;

The breathlef(s whirfwinds {lept 1n every cave,

: A TP .
And the foft moon-beam danc’d fro.m wave to wave:
¢ blifs in this bright mirror feen,

No tears can dri

Each forme
With all my glories, dawn’d upon the fcene,

Recall’d the dear aufpicious hour anew,

When my fond foul to Eloifa flew:
When, with keen fpeechlefs ecftafies oppretft,

Thy frantic lover fnatch’d thee to his breaft,
Gaz’d on thy blufhes arm’d with every grace,
And faw the goddefs beaming in thy face;

Saw thy wild, trembling, ardent wifhes move
Each pulfe to rapture, and each glance to love.
But lo! the winds defcend, the billows roar,
Foam to the clouds, and butft upon the fhore,
Valt peals of thunder o’er the ocean roll,

The flame-wing’d lightning gleams from pole to pole.
At once the pleafing images withdrew,

And more than horrors crouded on my view;
Thy uncle’s form, in all his ire array’d,
Serenely dreadful ftalk’d along the fhade,
Pierc’d by his fword, T funk upon the ground,
The fpectre ghaftly fmil’d upon the wound ;

A group of black infernals round me hung,

And tofs’d my infamy from tongue to tongue,
Dcteﬂed
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Detelted wretch! how impotent thy age!
How weak thy malice! and how kind thy ragel
Spite of thyfelf, inhuman as thou art,

Thy murdering hand has left me all my heart;
Left me each tender, fond affeftion, warm,

A nerve to tremble, and an eye to charm.

No, cruel; cruel, exquifite in ill,

Thou thought’ft it dull barbarity to kill;

My death had robb’d loft vengeance of her toil,
And fcarcely warm’d a Scythian to a fmile :
Sublimer furies taught thy foul to glow

With all their favage myfteries of woe;

Taught thy unfeeling poniard to deftroy

The powers of nature, and the fource of joys;
To ftretch me on the racks of vain defire,

Each paflion throbbing, and each wifh on fire;
Mad to enjoy, unable to be bleft,

Fiends in my veins, and hell within my brealt.

Aid me, fair faith! afit me, grace divine!
Ye martyrs! blefs me, and ye faints! refine,
Ye facred groves! ye heaven-devoted walls!
Where folly fickens, and where virtue calls;
Ye vows! ye altars! from this bofom tear
Voluptueus love, and leave no anguifh there:
Oblivion! be thy blackeft plume difplay’d
O’er all my griefs, and hide me in the fhades
And thou, too fondly idoliz’d! attend,

While awfal reafon whifpers in the friend ;

Friend,
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g1 fay? immortals! what a name?
cold friendfhip, own fo wild a flame?
g ny lover, whofe enkindling eye
sh(;; ziflt }tlisy(oul between thee and the tky,
Whofe warmths bewitch’d thee, v../hofe unhallow’d fong
Call’d thy rapt ear to die upon his tongue, e
Now ﬁr‘:ﬁgly rouze, while heaven his zeal infpires
Diviner tranfports, and more holy fires;
Calm all thy paffions, all thy peace reftore,
And teach that fnowy breaft to heave no more.
Torn from the world, within dark cells immur’d,
By angels guarded, and by vows fecur’d,
To all that once awoke thy fondnefs dead,
And hope, pale forrow’s laft fad refuge, fled;
Why wilt thou weep, and figh, and melt in vain,
Brood o’er falfe joys, and hug th’ideal chain?
Say, canft thou wifh, that, madly wild to fly
From yon bright portal opening in the fky,
Thy Abelard fhould bid his God zdieu,
Pant at thy fect, and tafte thy charms anew ?
Ye heavens! if to this tender bofom woo’d,
Thy mere idea harrows up my blood;
If one faint glimpfe of Eloife can move
The fierceft, wildeft agonies of loves;
_W-hat fhall T bz, when, dazzling as the light,
Thy whole éffulgence flows upon my fight?
Look on thyfelf, confider who thou art,
And learn to be an abbefs in thy heart;

Friend, di
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See, while devotion’s ever-melting ftrain
Pours the loud organ thro® the trembling fane,
Yon pious maids each earthly wifh difown,
Kifs the dread crofs, and croud upon the throne:
O let thy foul the facred charge attend,
Their warmths infpirit, and their virtues mend;
Teach every breaft from every hymn to fteal
The feraph’s meeknefs, and the feraph’s zeal ;
To rife to rapture, to diflolve away
In dreams of heaven, and lead thyfelf the way,
Till all the glories of the bleft abode
Blaze on the fcene, and every thought is God!
While thus thy exemplary cares prevail,
And make each veftal {potlefs as her veil,
Th’eternal {pirit o’er thy cell fhall mave
In the foft image of the myftic dove:
The long-loft gleams of heavenly comfort bring
Peace in his fmile, and healing on his wing;
At once remove afli¢tion from thy brealft,
Melt o’er thy foul, and hafh her pangs to reft.

O that my foul, from love’s curft bondage free,
Could catch the tranfports that I urge to thec!
O that fome angel’s more than magic art
Would kindly tear the hermit from his heart!
Extinguifh every guilty {enfe, and leave
No pulfe to riot, and no figh to heave.
Vain fruitlefs with! ftill, fill, the vigorous flame

Burfts, like an earthquake, thro’ my fhatter’d frame;
- Spite
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at truth and virtue prove,

: ioys th
8nite of the JOYS
s he not but to love;

I feel but thee, and breat. '
{carce with to be forgiven ;

Repent in vain,
and thy charms my heaven.

Thy form my idol, :
Yet, yet, my fair! thy nobler efforts try,

Lift me from earth, and give me to the fky;

Let my loft foul thy brighter virtues feel,

Warm’d with thy hopes, and wing’d with all thy zeal.

And when, low bending at the hallow’d fhrine,

Thy contrite heart fhall Abelard refign ;

When pitying heaven, impatient to forgive,

Unbars the gates of light, and bids thee live;

Seize on th’aufpicious moment ere it flee,

And afk the fame immortal boon for me.
Then when thefe black terrific fcenes are o’er,

And rebel nature chills the foul no more ;

When on thy cheek th’expiring rofes fade,

And thy laft luftres darken in the fhade

When arm’d with. quick varieties of pain,

Or creeping dully flow from vein to vein,

Pale death fhall fet my kindred fpirit free,

.nsﬂ,nd th"-ﬁ: dead orbs forget to doat on thees

Lc?:'ne prous friend, whofe wild affections glow
1R€ ours, 1n fad fimilitude of woe,

Shall drop one tender

[ fvmp 1ithizi g :
» 1 £ ing tear,
Prepare the o :1]’1.'].11([,

Sl ‘and adorn the bier ;
A t:ls Teliques in one tomb enfhrine,
ach thy genial dug to mix with mine.
: Mea?
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Mean while, divinely purg’d from every flain,
Our acive fouls fhall climb th’etherial plain,
To each bright cherub’s purity afpire,
Catch all his zeal, and pant with all his fire;
There, where no face the glooms of anguifh wears,
No uncle marders, and no paflion tears,
Enjoy with heaven eternity of reft,
For ever blefling, and for ever bleft.
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HE feftive roar of laughter, the warm glow
Of brifk-ey’d joy, and friendfhip’s genid bowl,
Wit’s feafon’d converfe, and the liberal flow
Of unfufpicious youth, profufe of foul,
Delight not ever; from the boifterous feene
Of riot far, and Comus’ wild uproar,
From folly’s crowd, whole vacant brow ferene
Was never knit to wifdom’s frowning lore,_
Permit me, ye time-hallow’d domes, ye piles
Of rude magnificence, your folemn reft,
Amid your fretted vaults and length’ning ifles,
Lonely to wander; no unholy gueft,
That means to break, with facrilegious tread,
The marble flumbers of your monumented dead.
IL. Permit




