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UIN feize thee, ruthlefs Hiﬂg !

Confufion on t]l}' banners walit,

¢ Tho’ fann’d by Conqueft’s crimfon v.'ing
e b L"'; mock the air with idle ftate,
[ 4 | 1|
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nor Hauberk’s twifted mail,
¢ T\'a r even thy virtues, Tyrant, fhall avail

i

Tofave thy fecret foul from nightly fears,
¢ From Cambria’s curfe, from Cambria’s tears !’

Such were the founds, that o’er the crefted pride

Of the firlt Edward fcatter’d wild difmay,

As down the fteep of Snowdon’s fhaggy fide ‘
He wound with toilfome march his long array.

Stout Glofter ftood aghaft in fpeechlcfs trance :

Toarms! cried Mortimer, and couch’d his quiv’ring lance.
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| G 12
On a rock, whofe haughty brow
Frowns o’er old Conway’s foaming flood,
Robed in the {able garb of woe,
With haggard eyes the Poet ftood ;
(Loofe his beard, and hoary hair
Stream’d, like a meteor, to the troubled air)
And with a Mafter’s hand, and Prophet’s fire,
Struck the deep forrows of his lyre.
¢ Hark, how each giant-oak, and defart cave,
< Sighs to the torrent’s aweful voice beneath !
¢ Q’er thee, oh King! their hundred arms they wave,
¢ Revenge on thee in hoarfer murmyrs breathe ;
¢ Vocal no more, fince Cambria’s fatal day,
¢ To high-born Hoel’s harp, or foft Llewellyn’s lay.
I.tgs
¢ Cold is Cadwallo’s tongue,
¢ That hufh’d the ftormy main :
¢ Brave Urien fleeps upon his craggy bed:
¢ Mountains, ye mournin vain
¢ Modred, whofe magic fong
< Made huge Plinlimmon bow his cloud-top’d head.
¢ On dreary Arvon’s fhore they lie,
< Smear’d with gore, and ghaftly pale:
¢ Far, far aloof th’ affrighted ravens fail ;
¢ The famifh’d Eagle fcreams, and pafles by.
¢ Dear loft companions of my tuneful art,

X 4 ¢ Dear,
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« Dear, as the light, that vifits thefe {ad eyes,

‘ Dear, as the ruddy drops that warm my heart,

° Ye died amidf} your dying country’s cries——,
No more I weep. They do not fleep.

¢ On yonder cliffs, a griefly band,

¢ ] fee them fit, t

£ Y

Avengers of their native land

ey linger yet,

¢ With mein dreadful harmony they join,
§ AN ~renca R RO s i S e, % o
And weave with bloody hands. the tiflue of thy line.
[ S ¢

1Xr 1 . ]
<« Weave the wdarp, and weave the U.'ODF,
2 = N = T | N
¢¢ 'T'he winding-fheet of Edward's race,
““ Give ample room, and verge f:nt')ugh

‘¢« T'he charaéters of hell to trace.

¢ Mark the year, and mark the night,

¢ When Severn fhall re-echo with affright

¢¢ T'he fhrieks of death, thro’ ]'iL‘J‘}:h*}"E; roofs that ring,
I

¢ Shnieks ofan agonizing King
She-Wolf of France, with unrelenting fangs,

“ T'hattear’ft the bowels of thy mangled Mate,

““ From thee be born, who o’er thy country hangs
*“ ‘1 he {courge of Heav’'n. . What Terrors round him wait !

i L e

g |

¥ - 3
|

azement 1n his van, with Flight combin’d,
¢« And Sorrow’s faded form, and Solitude behind.
Ll 2,
““ Maghty Viltor, mighty Lord,

¢ f . ow on his funeral couch he lies !

IOy A B e o
NO prtying heart, no eye afford
A . o -
¢ A ear 10 grace his obfequies.
| & *
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' ¢¢ Is the fable Warriour fled ?

<« Thy fon is gone. He refts among the Dead.

| ¢ The Swarm, that in thy noon-tide beam were born,
| ¢« Gone to falute the rifing Morn.

¢¢ Fair laughs the Morn, and foft the Zephyr blows,
<« While proudly riding o’er the azure realm

¢¢ In gallant trim the gilded Veflel goes;

¢ Youth on the prow, and Pleafure at the helm :

| ¢« Regardlefs of the fweeping Whirlwind’s fway,
¢¢ That, hufh’d in grim repofe, expelts his evening-prey,
EI St
i <« * Fill high the fparkling bowl,

| ¢ The rich repaft prepare,

| ¢« Reft of a crown, he yet may fhare the feaft :

¢« Clofe by theregal chair

<¢ Fell Thirft and Famine fcowl

<¢ A baleful fmile upon their baffied Guelft.

¢« Heard ye the din of battle bray,

¢« J.anceto lance, and horfe to horfe ?

¢« Long Years of havock urge their deftined courfe,
¢¢ And thro’ the kindred {quadrons mow their way.
¢ Ye Towers of Julius, London’s lafting thame,
¢« With many a foul and midnight murther fed,

<¢ Revere his Confort’s faith, his Father’s fame,

‘“ And {pare the meek Ufurper's holy head.

* Richard the Second, (as we are told by Arehbifbop Scroop,
Thomas of Walfingham, and all the older Writers,) avas
farwved to death. T he Jflory of bis ﬁﬁiﬁﬂﬂf.’bw s’:)- Sir Piers of

Exon, is of much later dare.

T
——

<« Above,
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¢« Above, below, the rofe of fnow,
¢« T'wined with her L-]'.lﬂliﬂg foe, we {pread s
¢¢ T'he briftled Boar in E:Li";lnt-g{}rc
¢« Wallows beneath the thorny fhade.

¢¢ Now Brothers, bending o’er th’ accurfed loom,

e i‘it.;mp WC our vengeance s.l::c*p, and ratif'y his doom.
LY. ¥,
¢« dward, lo! to fudden fate

*“ (Weave we the woof. The thread is fpun)

« % Halt of thy heart we confecrate,

¢¢ (The web is wove. 'The work is done.)”’

¢ Stay, oh ftay ! nor thus forlorn

¢ Leave me unbleffed, unpitied, here to mourn :

¢ In yon bright track, that fires the weftern fkies,

¢ They melt, they vanifh from my eyes.
¢ But oh! what folemn {cenes on Snowdon’s height
¢ Defcending flow their glittring fkirts unroll ?

¢ Vifions of glory, {pare my aching fight,

¢ Ye unborn Ages, crowd noton my foul !

¢ No more our long-loft Arthur we bewail,
¢ All-hail +, ye genuine Kings, Britannia’s Iflue, hail !
FIT. 2.
¢ Girt with many a Baron bold,
¢ Sublime their ftarry fronts they rear;
* And gorgeous Dames, and State{fmen old

¢ In bearded majefty, appear.

* Eleanor of Caftiles died a few. years after the c‘ng&ff_/? of
Wales. The beroic proof (e gave of ber affeciion for her Lord
75 well known, T he monuments of his regret, and jforrow for
the lofs of hery, are flill to be feen in  feveral parts of
England, t deceffion of the line of Tudsr.
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In the midft a Form divine ! -

y

¢ Her eye proclaims her of the Briton-Line ;
i ¢ Her lyon-port, her awe-commanding face,
¢ Attemper’d {weet to virgin-grace.
¢ What ftrings {fymphonious tremble in the air,
¢ What ftrains of vocal tranfport round her play !
¢ Hear from the grave, great Talieflin *, hear ;
¢ They breathe a foul to animate thy clay.
¢ Bright rapture calls, and foaring, as fhe fings,
¢ Wave in the eye of Heav’n her many-colour’d wings.
:: [I1. 3.
¢ The verfe adorn again
¢ Fierce War, and faithful Love,
¢ And Truth fevere, by fairy Fition dreft.
¢ In bufkin'd meafures move
¢ Pale Grief, and pleafing Pain,
< With Horrour, Tyrant of.the throbbipg breaft.
¢ A Voice, as of the Cherub-Choir,
¢ Gales from blooming Eden bear;
¢ And diftant warblings leflen on my ear,
,-_ ¢ That loft in long futurity expire.
ﬁ' ¢ Fond 1mpious Man, think’ft thou, yon fanguine cloud,
¢ Rais’d by thy breath, has quench’d the Orb of day ?
¢ To-morrow he repairs the golden flood,

And warms the nations with redoubled ray.

®\Talieffin, Chief of the Bards, flourifp’d in the VIth Cen-
tury., His averks are J{ffﬁ? P ¢ferved, and his mema iy beld in
-{’fgfi veneration among bis Countrymen. : .

Enough
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Enough for me: With joy I fee
The different doom our Fates aflign.
Be thine Defpair, and {cepter’d Care,
To triumph, and to die, are mine.’

[e {poke, and headlong from the mountain’s height

p in the roaring tide he plungl’J to endlefs night.




