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Tn thofe unfading iflands of the bleft,
Where facred bards abide. Hail, honour’d Nymphs
'! Thrice hail. for you the Cyrenaic fhell,
Behold, I touch, revering. To my fongs
Be prefent ye with favourable feet,
And all profaner audience far remove.
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To the Right Honourable

| Francris Earl of HUNTINGDON,.
| MDCC XLVII.

———

By the Same,

RS

HE wife and great of every clime,
Through all thy fpacious walks of Time,
i Where’er the Mufe her power difplay’d,
With joy have liften’d and obey’d.
For, taught of heaven, the facred Nine
Perfuafive numbers, forms divine,
r To mortal fenfe impart :

They beft the foul with glory fire;
They nobleft counfels, boldeft deeds infpire ;

And high o’er Fortune’s rage inthrone the fixed heart.
I. 2. Nor
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Nor lefs prevailing is their charm
The vengeful bofom to difarm s
'T'o melt the proud with human waoe,
And prompt unwilling tears to flow.

Can wealth a power like this aford ?

Can Cromwell’s arts, or M;irl[Jr_mrmlgh*r- {word,
An equal empire claim ?
No, Hastincs. Thou my words wilt own :
Thy breaft the gifts of every Mufe hath known :
Nor fhall the giver’s love difgrace thy noble name
L. 3
The Mufe’s awful art, ’

And the fair fun&ion of the poet’s tongue

INe’er fhalt thou blufh to honour ; to affert
From all that fcorned vice or flavith fear hath £
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Nor fhall the blandifhment of T'ufcan itrings
LAy

Nor fhall the bafer notes to Celtic Kings '

Warbling at will in plealare’s myrtle bower ;

By lying minftrels paid 1n evil hour, )
love Thee to fpurn the heavenly Mufe’s reign,
A different ftrain,
And other themes
From her prophetic fhades and hallow’d ftreams
(T'hou well can’ft witnefs) meet the purged ear:
ouch, as when Greece to her immortal {hell
Rejoicing liften’d, godlike founds to hear ;
To hear the {weet inftruérefs tell
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From whom Lycurgus Sparta’s fons infpir’d ;

sl

{While men and heroes throng’d around)
How life its nobleft ufe may find,

How beft for freedom be refign’d ;

And how, by glory, virtue fhall be crown’d.

1 o i
Such was the * Chian father’s ftrain
'T'o many a kind domeftic train,
Whofe pious hearth and genial bowl
Had cheer’d the reverend pilgrim’s foul :
When, every hofpitable rite
With equal bounty to requite,
He ftruck his magic ftrings ;

And pour’d fpontaneous numbers forth,

And {e1z’d their ears with tales of ancient worth,

And fil’d their mufing hearts with vaft heroic things.

| L2
Now oft, where happy {pirits dwell,
Where yet he tunes his charming thell;.
Oft near him, with applauding hands;
The genius of his country ftands.

To liftening oods-he makes him known,
That man divine, by whom were fown
The feeds of Grazcian fame :

Who firft the race with freedom fir’d ;

>

From whom Platzan palms and Cyprian trophies came.

* Homer.

Vor. VI. B II. 3. O
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O nobleft, }1;1["!_‘1[-,11 Ape l
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But that thy fong
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When Arittides rul’d, and Cimon fought

Was proud to unfold

What thy bafe rulers trembled to behold ;
Amid corrupted Thebes was proud to tell
‘The deeds of Athens and the Perfian fhame :
Hence on thy head their impious vengeance fell.

But thou, O faithful to thy fame,

The Mufe’s law didft rightly know ;

That who would animate his lays,

And other minds to virtue raife,

Are there, approv’d of later times,

® O&avius Cez/ar.

Y

When all the generous fruits of Homer’s page
Exulting Pindar faw to full perfetion brought.

O Pindar, oft fhalt thou be hail’d of me:

Not that Apollo fed thee from his fhrine ;

Not that thy lips drank fweetnefs from the bee ;

Nor yet that, ftudious of thy notes divine,

Pan danc’d their meafure with the fylvan throng ;

Mutft feel his own with all her {pirit glow.

Whofe verfe-adorn’d 3 * tyrant’s crimes ?
Who faw majeftic Rome betray’d,
And lent the imperial ruffian aid ?
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Alas! not one polluted bard,
No, not the ftrains that Mincius heard,
| Or Tibur’s hills reply’d,
Dare to the Mufe’s ear afpire ;
Save that, inftrufted by the Grazcian lyre,
With freedom’s ancient notes their thameful tafls they hids,
III. 24
Mark, how the dread Pantheon ftands.
Amid the domes of modern hands -
Amid the toys of idle ftate,

How fimply, how fevefely great!
Then turn, and, while each wéftern ¢limme
Prefents her tuneful fors to Time,
So mark thou Milton’s name ;
And add, ‘¢« Thus differs from the throng
¢« The fpirit which inform’d thy aweful fonig,
“ Which bade thy potent voice prote& thy country’s fame.”
HI. 3.
Yet hence!barbaric zéal
His memory with unholy rage purfues ;
While from thefe ardu6us cares of public weal
She bids each bard begone, and reft him with his Mufe.
O fool! to think the man, whofe ample mind
Muft grafp at all that yondér fars furvey';”
Mulft join the nobléft form'of every kind,
The world’s moft perfect image to difplay,
* Can ¢’er his country’s majefly behold,
Unmov?’d: or cold:t

Ez @ fool!l
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O fool! to deem

That He, whofe thought maft vifit every theme,

Whole heart muft every ftrong emotion know

By nature planted, or by fortune taught ;

T'hat He, 1f haply fome prefumptuous foe,
With falfe 1gnoble {cience fraught,
Shall fpurn at freedom’s faithful band :
That He, their dear defence will fhun,

Or hide their glories from the fun,
Or deal their vengeance with a waman’s hand !
IVe: ¥
I care not that in Arno’s plain,
Or on the {portive banks of Seine,
From public themes the Mufe’s quire
Content with polifh’d eafe retire,
Where priefts the ftudious head command,
W here tyrants bow the warlike hand
To vile ambition’s aim,
Say, what can public themes afford,
Save venal honours to an hateful lord,
Referv’d for angry heaven and fcorn’d of honeft fame ?
IV.c2,

But here, where freedom’s equal throne

T'o all her valiant {fons is known ;

Where all are confcious of her cares,

And each the power, that rules him,- fhares j

Here let the bard, whofe daftard tongue

Leaves public arguments unfung,

Bid
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Bid public praife farewell :
Let him to fitter climes remove,
Far from the heroe’s and the patriot’s love,
And lull myfterious monks to flumber in their cell,
| VR 3
O HasTines, not to all
Can ruling heav’n the fame endowments lend -
Yet ftll doth nature to her offspring call,

That to one general weal their different powers they bend
Unenvious. Thus alone, though ftrains divine
Inform the bofom of the Mufe’s fon ;
Though with new honours the patrician’s line

4 4%

Advance from age to age; yet thus alone

e 0
‘They win the fufirage of impartial
The poet’s name
He beft thall prove,
Whofe lays the foul with nobleft paflior
But thee, O progeny of heroes old
"Thee to feverer toils thy fate requires :

The fate which form’d thee in a chofen mould,

The grateful country of thv fires
oy } o 2
Thee to fublimer paths demand ;

Sublimer than thy fires could trace,

N e Y

Or thy own Epwarp teach his race,
Though Gaul’s proud genius fank beneath his hand.
VS
From rich domains and fubje farms,
They led the ruftic youth to arms ;
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|
1
|
|




[ 22 7]

And kings their ftern atchievements fear’d ;
While private ftrife their banners rear’d.
But loftier {cenes to thee are thown,
Where empire’s wide-eftablifh’d throne

No private mafter fills ;
Where, long foretold, The People reigns :

Where each a vaffal’s humble heart difdains ;

And judgeth what he fees

Vi ge
Here be it thine to calm and guide
The fwelling democratic tide ;
To watch the ftate’s uncertain frame,
And baffle faétion’s partial aim :

But chiefly, with determin’d zeal,
To quell that fervile band, who kneel
To freedom’s banifh’d foes ;-

That monfter, which is daily found

Expert and bold thy country’s peace to v ound
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"T'is higheft heaven’s command,

That guilty aims fhould fordid paths purfue;

"That what enfnares the heart fhould curb the hand,
And virtue’s worthlefs foes be falfe to glory too.

But look on freedom. fee, through every age,

What labours, perils, griefs, hath the difdain’d!

What arms, what regal pride, what prieftly rage,

Have her dread offspring conquer’d or fuftain’d !

and, as he judgeth, wills

La |

e i s T LT 7

T S ——




[ 23 ]

|
‘ For Albion well have conquer’d. Let the ftrains
Of happy fwains,
Which now refound
Where Scarfdale’s cliffs the {fwelling paftures bound,
Bear witnefs. there, oft let the farmer hail
The facred orchard which imbowers his gate,
And fhew to ftrangers pafling down the vale,
Where Candifh, Booth, and Ofborne fate ;
When burfting from their country’s chain,

e S i

Even in the midft of deadly harms,
Of papal fnares and lawlefs arms,
They plann’d for freedom this her aweful reign.
) VA

This reign, thefe laws, this public care,

Which Naffau gave us all to fhare,

Had ne’er adorn’d the Englifth name,

Could fear have filenc’d freedom’s clain.

But fear in vain attempts to bind

Thofe lofty efforts of the mind

Which focial good infpires 5
Where men, for this, aflault a throne,
Each adds the common welfare to his own ;
And each unconquer’d heart the firength of all acquires.
' A
‘ Say, was it thus, when late we view’d
QOur fields 1n civil blood imbrued ?
I When fortune crown’d the barbarous hoft,
And half the aftonifh’d ifle was loft ?

| | B« Did
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Did one of all that vaunting train,

Who dare aftfront a peaceful reign,
Durft one in arms appear ?

Durit one-in couniels pledge his life ?

stake his luxurious fortunes in the ftrife ?

Or lend his boafted name his vagrant friends to cheer

VI. 2
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Who challenge to themfelves th
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I'he true ; the conftant: who alone can weigh,
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What glory fhould demand, or Liberty approve !
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I'he generous powers of thy prevailing mind,

Not for the tatks of their confederate hours,

1

1

Lewd brawls and lurking flander, were defign’d.
b | -

Be thou thy own approver. Honeft praile
Oft nobly {ways
Ingenuous youth :
But, fought from cowards and the lying mouth,
Praife 1s reproach. Eternal Gop alone
For mortals fixeth that fublime award.
He, from the faithful records of his throne,
Bids the hiftorian and the bard
Difpofe of honour and of fcorn ;
Difcern the patriot from the {lave ;
And write the good, the wife, the brave,

¥or leflons to the multitude unborn.
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