( 24 }
ANTISTROPHE.
When he whom even our joys provoke,
The Fiend of Nature join’d his yoke,

And rufh'd in wrath to make our ifle his prey ;
Thy form, from out thy fweet abode,
O'ertook him on his blafted road,

And ftopp’d his wheels and look’d his rage away,
I fee recoil his fable fteeds,
That bore him fwift to favage deeds,
Thy tender melting eyes they own;
O Maid, for all thy love to Britain fhown,
Where Juftice bars her iron tower,
To thee we build a rofeate bchr,'

Thou, thou fhalt rule our queen, angd fhare our monarch'y
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Srnonng,

W HO fhaly awake the Spartan fife,
And call in folemn founds to Iife

: ° Y:l;ﬂ\l. ?Vholze locks divinely fpreading,
37 emalhy aeinths in fullen hue,
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At once the breath of fear and virtue fhedding,
Applauding Freedom lov'd of old to view ?

What new Alczush, fancy-bleft,

Shall fing the fword in myrtles dreft,

At Wifdom’s fhrine awhile its flame concealing,

{What place fo fit to feal a deed renown'd ¥)

Till fhe her brighteft lightnings round revealing,

It leap’d in glory forth, and dealt her prompted wound !

O Goddefs, in that feeling hour,

When moft its founds would court thy ears,
Let not my fhell's mifguided power

E'er draw thy fad, thy mindful tears.

No, Freedom, no, I will not tell,

How Rome, before thy weeping face,

With heavieft Sound, a giant-ftatue, fell,

Pufh’d by a wild and artlels race

From off its wide ambitious bafe,

When Time his northern fons of fpoil awoke,
And all the blended work of ftrength and grace,
With many a rude repeated ftroke,

And many a barbarous yell, to thoufand fragments broke.

EropE.

Yet even, wherc'er the leaft appear’d,
Th” admiring world thy hand rever'd ;

I Alluding to a beautiful fragpment of Alcmus,
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&eif, 'midit the {catter'd ftates around,
Some remnants of her ftrength were found ;
They faw, by what efcap’d the ftorm,
How wonderous rofe her perfect form
How in the great, the labour’d whole,
Each mighty mafter pour’d his {oul !
For funny Florence, feat of art,
Beneath her vines preferv'd a part,
Till they i, whom Science lov’d to name,
(O who could fear it ?) quench’d her flame,
And lo, an humbler relic laid
In jealous Pifa’s olive fhade !
See fmall Marino * joins the theme,
Tho" lealt, not laft in thy efteem :
Strike, louder ftrike th’ ennobling ftrings
To thofe !, whofe merchant fons were kings ;
;1;0;::;:; :{fl}:;;;ecké’fl ;wd: Peaf'ly pride,
O green-hair’d bride.
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Ah no ! more pleas’d thy haunts I feek,
On wild Helvetia’s ° mountains bleak =
(Where, when the favour'd of thy choice,
The daring archer heard thy voice ;

Forth from his eysie rous’d in dread,

The ravening eagle northward fled.) |
Or dwell in willow'd meads more near,
With thofe P to whom thy ftork is dear :
Thofe whom the rod of Alva bruis'd,
Whofe crown a Britifh queen 9 refus’d !
The magic works, thou feel’ft the ftrains,
One holier name alone remains ;

T he perfet fpell fhall then avail,

Hail nymph, ador’d by Britain, hail !

ANTISTROPHFEF.

Beyond the meafure vaft of thought,
The works, the wizzard Time has wrought |

© Switzerland,

P The Dutch, among whom there are very fevere penalties for thofe
who are conwifted of killing this bird. They are kept tame in almoft all
their towns, and particularly at the Hague, of the arms of which they
make a part. The common people of Holland are fa'd to entertain a
fuperfitious fentiment, that if the whole fpecies of them fhou'd become
extinct, they fhould lofe their liberties,

# Queen Elizabeth,

The
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A he ique ftory,
Thc-G-au’f'nlt;l‘sdht;k;li(:fn::: Zdver{e};}l'and €
‘Sa}:}f r{:: Il!:et:veen, nor cliff fublime and hoary,
He pafs’d with unwet ff:et thro’ all our land.
To the blown Baltic then, they fay,
The wild waves found another way,

Where Orcas howls, his wolfith mountains rounding ;
Till all the banded Weft at once ’gan rife,

A wide wild florm even Nature’s felf confounding,
Withering her giant fons with ftrange uncouth furprife,
This pillard earth fo firm and wide,

By winds and inward labours torn,
- In thunders dread was pufh’d afide,
~~_ And down the fhould’ring billows born,
And fee, like gems her lavghing train,
The lictle ifles on every fide,

Mona *, once hid from thofe who fearch the main,

Where thoufand clfin fhapes abide,

And

T This tradition is mentioned by feveral of our old hiftorians. S m®
hatwaiifls 1co have endravoured to fupport the probability of the faét, by
fTguments drawn from (he correlpondent difpofition of the two °PP°ﬁ_w
o g 'no'. remember that any poetical ufe has been hitherto made ”f"t'

* There is a tradirion in the ifle of Main, that a mermaid -b,comliuﬁ

: : 4
:::::us:ed of" 3 Y0ung man of extraordinary beauty, took an oppoft“”b:
e h-";tlr;:g him ore ¢ay as e walked on the here, and opened her P :
c ot w 1 . * or
iurp!irg’ o received with 5 coldenfs, occafionsd by his horrhem_
PPearance, This however was fo mifconftrued by ¢

£ i oy W
bge for his trea'ment of her, fhe punifh'd the il
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s the weftering tide,

For thee confenting heaven has each bzltow’dy

A fair attendant on her fovereign pride :

For thou haft made her vales thy lov’

To thee this bleft divorce the ow'd,
d, thy laft abode !
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Then too, ’tis faid, an hoary pile,

7Midft the green navel of our ifle,

Thy fhrine in fome religious woody

O foul-enforcing goddefs, {tcod ¥

There oft the painted native’s feet

Were wont thy form celeftial meet =

Tho’ now with hopelefs toil we trace

Time’s backward rolls, to find its place 3
Whether the fiery. trefled Dane,

Or Roman’s felf o’erturn’d the fane,

Or in what heaven-Ieft age it fell,

*Twere hard for modern fong to tell.

Yet (hll, if Trath thofe beams infufe,
Which guide at once, and charm the Mufe,
Beyond yon braided clouds that lie,

Paving the light. embroider’d fky:

Amidft the bright pavillion'd plains, ;
The beauteous model #till remains.

ifland, by covering it with a miff, fo that all who attempted to earry on

any c W b ;
: y commerce with it, either never arrived at it, but wandered up and
ow ; ‘
n the fer, or were on a fudden wrecked upon its eligh

There
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f'here happier than in iflands bleft;
Or bowers by Spring o Hebe drefty
The chiefs who fill our Albion’s ftory
In warlike weeds, retit’d in glory :
Hear their conforted Druids fing '
Their triomphs to th” immortal ftring,
How may the poet now unfold =
What never tongue or numbers t(;ld
‘l;ow learn delighted, and amaz’d :
hat h E
- ands unknon'rn that fabric rais’d !
ven now, before his favour’d
Tn Gothic pride i g iy
g thic pride it feems to rife !
ct. G{zcm’s graceful orders join
Majettic thro’ the mix’d defi ’
gh.-. fecret builder knew to fhnu;'c
ach fphere.found icheft
i g:::: of richeft hues:
il purer mould contains,
e s emblaze its veins;
bt on the walls the patriot’ ’
ay ever hang with frefh . gl
And, grav'd with f. iy
Read Albion’s fam 05;: P‘I'OPthic el
Sy dié;m” ro’ every age.
That il inm’ &ye laureat band,
~ Now footh her, 7 o
Blythe Conmp:l',(:- - blifsful train
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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 ?



