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ODE THE FIRST.

THE

SHEPHERD'S DREAM.

I.

* TRENCH the turf, and delve it deep

" Raiſe my camp's eternal mound

« Build the long embattled ſweep

“ Flanking wide the vale profound !

" Point the paſſes, dark and dread

" Where my free-born fons afar

" Thund'ring down, with meaſur'd tread

6 Oft ſhall turn the tide of war

“ Encamp ye ſtorms ! on yonder brow

Tow'ring o'er the Leman wave

« Doom'd to whelm the hoſtile prow

« That dares her ſacred flood to brave."

FREEDOM thus to NATURE ſpoke

When the Alpine range aroſe

* The ſcenery of this Ode is taken from Switzerland .
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Lodg ere frore Aquilon fhook

O'er their height his virgin ſnows..

II .

Cradle of heroes ! hail !

Hail, proud hills , whoſe giant arms

Of marble mold , repell the ſtorms

From the high -favour'd vale.

All hail ! ye cloud - capt mounds, which nature gave

To check the proud barbarians headlong range.

To ſtem the northern tide's impulſive wave

And ſave the happy tribes from ſudden change !

There like thy blue expanded lake

That drinks the Arar and the Rhone ,

Thy native tribes a tincture take

Of thoſe who from a colder zone

In daring ſearch of funnier vales

In thy deep glens a ſhelter found .

And yet, the dauntleſs ſtock prevails

Old Leman's lawny borders round

Before, the frontier Jake extends

Swept ever by the mountain gale,

Rude ranger of her awful deep ,

Whoſe high -commiſſion'd whirlwinds keep

From the vext wave the hoſtile fail .

Behind the Alpine barrier bends ,

Here Jura from his high cerulean brow

Surveys an hundred realms below

There Sion lifts his cloudy conc

Aſpiring to the midnight moon

1
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Cradle of heroes! hail !

O’er thy proud ramparts to the welkin pild

The awful found of revolution goes ,

Oft, ſhadowing their eternal ſnows

Fell Tyranny hath wing'd her vulture flight

Nor on thy green vales dar'd to light

Scar'd at FreeDOM's dauntleſs eye

That flaſh'd defiance thro' the ſky.

Southward ſhe wheeld, from her undaunted foes

On tamer tribes to prey .

When ancient Rome, with wild affray

Saw her new -rais'd temples fall.

Thou * Helvetia ! lent thine aid ,

From thy vales , fermenting deep

Revolting from their iron ſleep

O'er thy hills, the living tide

Swept the aſtoniſh'd vales in ſurging pride.

Deſponding mute and Atill

Jove trembled for his hill ,t

Suppreft his thund'ring pride,

And laid his bolts aſide.

To them what were his mimic fires

Who from old Cenis awful ſpires

Or from Pennino's breezy brow

Heaven's light’ning oft had ſeen with dauntleſs eye

Glance along the frozen ſky, I

i

* Invaſion of Italy by the Gauls, defeated by Marius.

† TheCapitol.
| The Glaciers.
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Whoſe figur'd fabric ſtrode the ſunleſs vale below ,

* Nor bad the Tullian thunders more prevailid

The fate of Rome, by Heaven withheld

Had yet the ſtart of yon revolving ſphere

Before the deſtin'd
year,

But TYRANNY with wild alarm

Beheld the coming torm

And ſent miltruſt and breach of faith

( Her favourite miniſters of old )

The bold confederates, bent on death

Diſband, by Roman arts controllid .

She call'd her Cæfar from his dark retreat,

Not “ in looſe numbers wildly ſweet,”

And ſent him forth to ſearch the ſource

Whence thoſe ills deriy'd their force.

He, as a chief whoſe troops inveſt the wall

Of fome beelaguered caſtle ſtrong,

Wanders , the ſhelving hills among

To find the ſpring, whoſe ſubterranean maze

The garriſon's fierce thirſt allays ,

And keeps alive the war.

Thus, to the climes that front the Boreal ſtar

He took his dauntleſs way.

* Junction of the Allobrogie Calls with Catiline diſcried , and pre

vented by Cicero, & c . Sallust,

* Expedition of Cxfar in Gaul, his prevention of the Helvetic mi

gration and conqueſt of that warlike people . Cafur Com , 1. 1 .
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Juſt as from wild Appenzel's vales ,

From Berne and Uris ' watry dales,

And Bafil's meads, and Leman's ſtrand,

Burſt away the countleſs band .

Pent in their narrow glens they long had mourn'd ,

And for an ampler range of glory burn'd.

The demons of deſpotic fway,

With ſtern regard , from Sion's height

Saw the torrent burft away,

And bade their Cæſar check its flight .

Back to its fource he bade the living torrent flow ,

Back to its ſource the living torrent dow'd

The ſmother'd flame indignant glow d

Ages long of torpid woe.

III.

Long centuries of chearleſs gloom

Like a live lamp laid in a tomb,

It burn'd, and now the raging north

Had call’d again the conflagration forth .

But ere it blew, the demon of the ſoul

Had ſtretch'd his fway from pole to pole

And , not content, with iron rod

To fink to ſlaves the fons of God.

His Mulçiberian arts refin'd *

Forg’d the fetters of the mind,

* Effects of papal ſuperſtition , which in ſome reſpects, prevented the

good conſequences which might have attended the irruption of the

Goths.
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Bade his demons from the deep

Profane at will the curtain's ſleep

Diſplay the bleſt Elyſian bowers

The ſentenc'd dead, the burning ſhores.

The filver fee, the fanguine ſcourge

That reſcued from the flaming ſurge

And Mammon kept the door

Diſguis'd in humble fiſher's weed.

Like him of old by Heaven decreed,

To call the Gentile world from Jordan's hallow'd ſhore.

And here the demons too were found

Who on Baotia's flow'ry bound

And Athens, erſt with myſtic rite

And orgies wild profand the night.

Thearchimage in faintly ſtole array'd

And ſhe , like UNA , heavenly maid

By wicked wiles , ſeductive art

Allur'd the crowd of ſimple heart.

They, t in the ſymbols given to memorize

The dread event on which they built their faith .

Behold with faſcinated eyes

Like Egypt's fons, a vegetable god

Spring in the green blade, fouriſh in the ſtem

And load , with ſeeming life, the bending ear,

At the lying wizard's word

A ſpell-wrought banquet crown'd the board ,

Bacchus and Ceres.

† Eic its of the doctrine of tranſubſtantiation
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!
The grape's red juice became the vital tide

Streaming from their Saviour's ſide.

Bland Ceres' gifts, by holy fraud

Inſtinct, with myftic life, became

Emanuel's rent, and agonizing frame

The living cates, receiv'd within

They taught, had power to cleanſe the taint

Of new-committed ſin

And of a murtherer make a faint.

The crowd in fancy, ſaw their bounteous Lord

And, hoodwink'd by the charm, they ſwallow'd and ador'd .

Repentance chang'd to mimic rites

To mutter'd prayers, and eaſy flights

The penal maze they trode with pain

And haften'd back to fin again.

Or, was the penitent of wealth pofſeft

The pious magian footh'd his holy fears

With ſovereign touch, thefilver wand

Dry'd the ſalt ſpring of falutary tears

And calm oblivion touch'd his wounds with torpid hand .

The magic rites the fancy fir'd

Of the initiate train inſpir'd

With viſions new of op'ning glory

And, ſhow'r'd like manna, heav'nly grace

Like him * who erft in fabled ſtory

At Jove's own banquets found a place.

CEMENTED Dow by magic flight

* Tantalus.
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Threat'ning to ſtretch her ſway from pole to pole

Deſpotic o'er the foul.

Beneath the moon the fabric roſe

Sacred to Hades and old Night

And low'r'd defiance on her ancient foes.

But lo ! the turns of fate

By night it roſe and by a dream it fell,

The cdifice of hell !

'Twas ſomething more than fancy's plaſtic power

That fir’d the SLUMB’RING BOY's extatic thought

(Whether in him the ſoul of Athens ' ſage *

Walk'd again this earthly ſtage,

Or old Elijah's wrath at rites profane

Led him to leave the ſtarry plain )

And held him high , by holy rapture caught

Above the haunted vale

Unfam'd by many an hideous tale

Of midnight Spectres ſeen

Sweeping o'er the dewy green.

There many a baleful ſimple grew

Batt’ning in the midnight dew,

Two ſpectral forms he there beheld

Wand'ring round in vapours blue

The powers they ſeem'd , whoſe names of old

The Pagan world ador'd

The harveſt Queen, the vineyard's Lord,

His bowl's red juice + the Bromian King

Temper'd at Lethe's lurid ſpring

* Socrates . + Bacchus,
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( For there a branch of Lethe ſeem'd to riſe

Portentous from the nether ſkies)

The wizard thus , and in her ſhadowy lap

The witch was ſeen to crop

The feeds of Lotos * where it ſeem'd to grow

In many a goodly row .

She mixt it with the golden grain,

She fann'd it with her myſtic vane.

IV.

A gorgeous temple in his dream appear'd

And there an altar high was rear'd

And there the magic cup, the venom'd feaſt

Inviting every gueſt.

The fuppliants came, they gorg'd, they quaff'd

And Folly rav'd and Frenzy laught,

Bland Superftition's trickling balm

Shed o'er each mind an holy calm.

Conſcience felt the deadly wound

And ſunk in vap’ry trance profound .

He wakes-- he hears the fancy'd bell

That call'd the madding crowd

Diftinct and loud

Again he hears

And hardly truſts his trembling ears

Again the brazen ſummons ſounds

Again his trembling ear it wounds

* Which cauſed the companions of Ulyſſes to forget their native

country. See Odyſſey, 1. 12.
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He joins the blind devoted train

He enters now the opening fane

He ſees the magic bowl once more

The cates prepar'd with myftic lore

Where, as he gorg'd the magic food

The haughty mortal ſeem'd a God.

Heaven had purg'd the ſtripling's eyes ,

Or active fancy drew

Again to his aſtoniſh'd view

The natives of the nether ſkies .

Flaſhing anger, pale ſurprize,

Alternate froze, alternate glow'd

On his pale cheek as he ſtood

And “ oh ,” he cry'd, “ forbear, forbear ! " "

( 7 he crowd their oriſons withheld )

" See the fraudful phantoms there

" Whoſe ſway the ancient world bewail'd

" They mix their dark ſpells with the faintly rite

" And haunt the holy roof in Heaven's deſpite

“ See Ceres there, and Bacchus ſtand

“ The magian with commillion'd wand

“ Deals on this forbidden ground

" His fell demonian charms around . ”

" In league with fell deſpotic ſway

" He bends your free -born ſonls to tremble and obey ."

Seize him , ” the Flamen cry'd

(His boſom burning with pontific pride )

Hafte, bring that youth ! ſome imp of hell

66
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“ Bids his demonian frenzy ſwell

“ Hafte, exorciſe the latent peſt

“ That harbours in his heaving breaſt

" And interrupts our heavenly rite !

“ Hurl him to Hades and old Night. ”

The Miniſters obey'd the ſtern command

And ſeiz'd the youth with potent hand

The Prieſt his mutter'd fpells began

And o'er his incantations ran .

The facring bell began to toll

To diſengage the lab’ring ſoul.

In vain - his eyes began to glow

His giant nerve repellid the foe

While, from the full vaſe ſprinkled frore

The ſacred lymph bedew'd the floor.

With vigorous arm he daſh'd around

The lifted croſs, the vaſe profound.

The magic book he hurls afar

And all the facerdotal war.

Proſtrate on earth in wild affray

Around the pale aſſiſtants lay

Sudden , the ſtrange contagion ſpread

Revolt and faction rais'd its head

The madding crowd, as well as he

Clearly faw , or feem'd to fee

The demon gods of ancient days

Partners of celeſtial praiſe.
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And from the fane at once recoil'd

Following their youthful guide, like Mofes, to the wild.

V.

With more than moonſtruck rage tyrannic power

Bann'd aloud the luckleſs hour.

“ Oh ! had I been content," he cry'd,

“ With war and Naughter by my ſide

“ To truſt the trenchant ſword alone

« Nor call for ſuccour to the gown

" Nor let their cobweb arts eſſay

u To lead the multitude aſtray ,

“ Even ignorance, to thought unus'd

· Feels its implicit faith abus'd.

“ But haſte, ye Miniſters of mine, who wield

• Far other and more deadly arms

" Nor vainly truſt to futile charms !

" Purſue the fugitives, purſue

66 While
yet the bold revolt is new

“ While yet it lies in woods conceal'd

“ Ere thro ’ the long Helvetian vales

« This home-bred lunacy prevails.

* Call to the Tiber, Seine, and Loire

“ To quench the riſing flame, to join their liquid ſtore

“ And bid my favour'd Elbe and Rhine

“ To aid my cauſe their force combine.”

Inſtant , his legions heard their Lord

Harock rous'd her northern horde

Diſcord fies the kindred trains

And Leman's lake with crimſon ftains.
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Freedom with religious faith

'Mongſt the ſhadowy cliffs combining

Feed the fray with magic breath

Bright conqueſt now to this , now that enclining.

Murther now, with ſtealthy pace

Wand'ring thro ' the midnight gloom

The bold reformer holds in chace

To mark him for the tombe

Safety is there for him no more

Tho' his faction ſtill ſurvives

And the bleſt energy to other realms derives .

Yet ftill by civil conflicts toft

Religion's patron ſeeks a ſafer coaſt

And in the northern ocean dips his oar.

* Inſurrection in Switzerland , headed by Zuinglius the reformer.

+ There is, it is owned, ſomething of anachroniſm in the foregoing

ode . Religion had very little immediate influence on the first com

mencement of Helvetic liberty , which happened near a century before

the reformation ; whatever ſhare the latter revolution might have had

in the ſubſequeut eſtabliſhment of the Helvetic conftitution.

li



ÒDE THE SECOND.

THE

SHEPHERD'S NUPTIAL S.

J.

* CITADEL of freedom , hail !

Majeſtic riſing o'er the tempeft-beaten main

Who to the perſecuted train

On every blaft, from every ſhore

Where regal frenzy dips his foot in gore

Giv'it an aſylum in thy wave -worn pale

And beckoneſt with dumb welcome o'er

The far -diſcovered fail !

And not for nought, - for ſoon at hand

Yon pinace furls her fail, the Exile ſeeks theland.

Oh England ! if thou lik’ft to ſeep

In tranquil Numbers folded deep

And hateft proud innovation's name,

Her lifted ax , her brandiſh'd flame,

* England .
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Send , ob ſend, again to ſea ,

The moody wanderer far from thee !

For this is he whoſe chaoted pſalm

Broke old Uris holy calm

In Berne the flag of freedom wav'd

And Rome's cowld ſquadrons ſingly brav'd

Loos'd the charms that lock'd the mind

And from thick films the mental eye refin'd

The chief to thee is filed , but leaves behind

Diſcord's rage that drowns the wind

Fierce debates, and wordy wars

Faction's feuds and kindred jars .

Till dear-bought freedom fends again

Her holy calm to bleſs her mountain reign.

11.

Has no ſign his coming told

No cauſe the refluent ſurge controllid

No meteor fir'd the angry air

No comet ſtream'd a length of hair !

Time ſhould now affrighted ftand

His idle weapon in his hand

The ſun ſhould halt in mid career

To ſee the wond'rous birth
appear.

His coming by no ſign is told

The refinent ſurge is uncontrollid .

No meteor fires the angry air ,

No comet ſtreams a length of hair,

Nor Time aſtoniſh'd ſeems to ſtand

Nor holds his ſcythe with idle hand,
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Nor halts the ſun in mid career

To ſee the wond'rous birth , appear.

The ſimple train , that ſees him land

With ruſtic welcome line the ſtrand,

Nor, tho ' he wears a look ſevere

His unthought coming ſeem to fear ,

For not on them * his coining lours

Who paſs their ſpotleſs hours

In hamlets poor, an haraſs'd train

Up the hill, or o'er the plain .

No -- yonder Flamcn's proud abode

Fanes , which belie the name of God

Cloiſter'd cells , where priſon'd deep

The mental powers in Lethes' ſleep

Repoſe, or pamper'd paſſions rave

Like pent up ſtorms in Æol's cave

Where Luxury pants , and oft by ſtealth

Draws a blinded nation's wealth,

They may fear, but they are drown'd

By wayward Fare in ſleep profound

Nor mind (by torpid Sloth fubdued)

The menace of the mountain food

Fed by many a ſecret rill

As the dews of evening ſtill.

But ſoon the thund'ring tide will ſweep

Their golden harveſts to the deep

* Influence of the Reformation on the liberties of England .
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And yonder ſnows, that, hoarded high

For many a winter ſeem to lye

Shall join the torrent's rapid flow

And lay your haughty fabrics low

For now the ſtranger in the wild

Late from URIS ' bounds exil'd

Far within a ſacred glade

Where hawthorns grew, a fenceful ſhade

Found a weeping widow, late

* Sever'd from her faithful mate,

Her faithful mate , by cleric ſpite

( She thought) had funk to endleſs night,

And now reſolv’d to quit the ſhore

The reliques of their ancient ſtore

They glean'd , reſolv'd to croſs the main

With her young blooming orphan train

Of theſe, a maid with heav'nly charms

The ſtranger's rugged boſom warms.

His ſuit the young Helvetian preſt

And forni'd an intereſt in her breaſt.

The matron heard the lover's prayer

And ſoon conſenting bleſt the pair.

She ſeem'd her longing to retain

Of following Fate acroſs the main,

* Origin of the puritanic ſpirit occaſionally augmented by a commu

nication with Geneva, and from a diſlike of ecclefiaftical government,

cauſing frequent cmigrations to New England and Pennſylvania, dur

ing the reigns of James the Firſt and Charles.

See note at the end of the volume,
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Yet ſtaid, till Time her round had run

And the bleſt exile claſp'd a ſon ,

Short liv'd joy, to anguiſh turn'd !

Soon his loſs the parents mouro'd .

Whether by vagrant thieves purloin'd

Who chanc'd the wand'ring boy to find ,

Or moonlight fays ( from bleſs exild)

Who fear'd the fortunes of the child

Not yet wasknown, And loud and long

His parents wail'd, by anguiſh ftung

And both at once devoutly ſwore

To leave that fad , ill -omen's ſhore,

They hoiſt the ſail and court the wind

Leaving their ELDEST HOPE behind .

III.

Their ELDIST HOPE, an ancient crone

Had borne away to glins unknown .

Skill'd in witching love was the

Her cot was by the ancient Der,

Ancient Dee, of wizard name

Where ſtill the fays their fabbath claim ,

There, beneath the moony light

O'er the watry mirrour bright

Oft he ſaw his fires advance

Gleaming in the lunar glance,

Warriours old of Saxon brood

Who the tyrant ſway withſtood.

Now in wild , expreſſive ſtrains

Bloody fields and broken chains,
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Oft, and oft, he heard them fing

Circling round in mazy ring.

The boy attends with ſparkling eyes

To dauntleſs deeds of high emprize,

The glorious vifions haunt his ſleep

And ſhed th ' infuſion full and deep

Now of heavenly truths ſhe tells

Taught in bamlets, and in cells

By the Arimathæan old

Wafted here in times of gold .

Nothing now he ſeems to breathe

But ancient freedom , ancient faith ,

Ancient laws, and ancient tales

And ſpreads them thro ' the litning vales,

Like his reftleſs fire of yore

Round old Leman's winding ſhore .

Soon the ſimple ſwains began

To crowd around the wond'rous man

And propagate his rapt'rous ſtrains

O'er Britannia's liftning plains.

Deſpotic power , with wild alarm

Call'd her levied bands to arm ,

And bar'd her blade, and wav'd her brand

To drive the rebels from the land .

Captivity diſclos'd her glooms

And peopled all her noiſome rooms.

* Tyranny of the Star Chamber and High Commiſlion Courts,
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But Bondage , ſword, and Fire were vain

To cruſh the ſtill encreaſing train ,

Who claim'd their rights, and knew their force,

Their BARD had taught the ſacred ſource

From which they drew their charters old

By ancientMnemon's care enrollid .

But ah ! too feeble is my ſong

To fing the conflict ſtern and ſtrong,

The ſtratagems, the rage employ'd

The mighty quarrel to decide .

And now the roving muſe the flight explores

Of that deſponding pair who left Britannia's flores.

1

The epithet defporic will not be thought too ſevere for the 12 firſt

years of Charles Firſt's reign , diſtinguiſhed by arbitrary taxation , and

a diſuſe of Parliament.
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ODE THETHE THIRD.

THE

SHEPHERD'S VOYAGE..

I.

SHOULD fome ſtrong hand unmoon the ſky

And ſpread from Demogorgon's loom

The curtain deep of Stygian gloom ,

Nor leave a ſtar, with twinkling eye

Our wand'ring planet to illume,

(Except ſome meteor broke the fable woof,

Shot thro ' Heaven's umbrageous roof )

"Twould Thew , our world's lamented plight,

Sunk in Slavery's thickeſt night,

When Freedom's ever-moving tide

From our fadden'd ſhores retir'd

Except one favour'd land , where fate conſpir’d

To bid the doubtful bleſſing ſtill abide ,

Like the ſtar that rules the flood

She bade her retinue obey
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7

The ſhadowy throng her call purſu'd

And mov'd in order weft away.

* Heſperia's groves obedient bow'd

As the pomp aerial paſt,

As o'er Oſwego's tranquil food

Her breezy robe the goddeſs caſt,

Vith murmurs low the foamy waters curl'd

Ind hail'd the miſtreſs of the weſtern world.

The genii of the woods and waves

The ſpirits of the hills and caves

Her preſence felt ; the favage tribes

Each the ſacred power imbibes,

But intelle & ual light alone

Could give the Queen a ſtedfaſt throne

Cecropia's old and equal laws

Rome's well digeſted code, and Alfred's ancient ſaws.

II.

Religion too , ſeraphic maid

The goddeſs call'd to aid,

'Then to the climes from whence the day -ſpring flows

Where the confed’rate powers of heaven and earth

Matur'd of old the intellectual birth ,

Where blooms the citron , and, the palm tree blows

She look'd for aid , for with the riſing ſun

The dawn of ſcience firſt begun,

And with flow progreſs verging weſt

The world's revolving ſhores like travelling ſummer bleft

* North America.
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And ſee, the fated barque at anchor wait

Ordain'd from ſhore to ſhore to call her precious freight,

The broad Atlantic firft ſhe ſkims,

* Zibalterras ſea -beat brims

She leaves, and many a far fam'd ille

To where Emanuel clos'd his earthly toil

Thence, North by Weſt the winged veſſel teers

And from each Dorian, each Ionian coaſt ,

Climes renown'd in ancient days

Themes of everlaſting lays

A willing exile bears,

Thro' ſeas, by many a Land emboſs'd

Tot Luna's port ſhe plows her liquid road

Thence, by Maffilia , thro ' the midland flood

Then ftems the tide to Calpes ſtrand

To Britain thence , by Fate's command

Where on the ſhore the youthful ſtranger ſtood #

Deſponding on his wayward fate

With him his young and lovely mate

Ready to paſs the foaming flood ,

The veſſel moor'd

They hafte aboard ,

The laſt of that heaven -deftio'd freight.

IlI.

Now , 'twixt the old world and the new

Suſpended , like that favour'd crew

?

+ On the weſtern coaſt of Italy,
* Old name of Gibraltar.

See Ode 2d .
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Who mann'd the ſacred planks by Heaven decreed

To ſave the laſt remains of mans ' devoted feed ,

They hover on the Atlantic deep .

Ah ! would the banded Weit but riſe

And drive them back to Dover’s ſteep

Ere old Columbus gain the prize !

In vain the wiſh, in vain the prayer !

They go, tranſplanted to a kindlier mold

Where warmer ſuns ſublime the year

Before our vales their blooms unfold !

As Egypt fooled, from the weſt

Torgetful of his Indian bed

In new -born ſtate triumphant dreſt

Another ſun ſhall lift his head

And eaſtward turn his ardent face

And backward tread th' ecliptic way

The muſes ſhall attend his race

And all the arts in bright array.

Hyperion's ſon ſhall wond'ring view

His glittering rival croſs his car,

His ſteeds of mere ethereal hue

Whoſe footſteps fire the ambient air.

Of vipen'd fruits Hyperion boaſts

The ſpreading palm , the ſparkling gem

The golden hoard , the ſpicy coaſt

The offspring of his potent beam .

Not ſo, the lord of intellectual light

' Hebus the pureſt germs of genius bloom
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Which chaces from the mind Cimmerian night

And bids Virginia's warriours equal Rome.

See ! how the riſing zephyrs breathe away

Yon envious clouds that hide his fapphire throne !

See, Tyranny beholds with dire diſmay,

And flies before the God from zone to zone.

IV .

But oh ! preſumptuous muſe ! detain

The frenzy of the riſing ſtrain

--Yet, but the dubious dawn is ſeen

O'er th' Atlantic wavy green,

Columbus' world in ſoft repoſe

Yet no ſtartling ſignal knows .

For yet her heavenly gueſts on alien ground

Roam in diſguiſe like weary pilgrims round,

Yet , where they walk, the lawns extend

Deſolation leaves the path

And, with leſs favage wreath

The woods around the hills their leſs’ning umbrage bend

The wood nymphs forc'd to leave the ſtrand

Left a fearful curſe behind,

And ſee it ſettles o'er the land

It blackens in the wind !

Hovering o'er the old world far

Brews the ſtygian ſtorm

The god of battles climbs his car

Oppreffion, avarice, factious rage

Fanatic feuds, by many an age
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Narft to a giant form

See ! where their victims crowd the ſtrand

Some from the preffure of the tyrant's hand

Some by the ſpectre Want purſue'd

Some, by the reſtleſs ſpark within

Impelld the watry world to roam

Impatient of a ſettled home,

Or by ſome ſtroke of cruel fate ,

Hapleſs love, or ruthleſs hate,

Doom'd to truſt the fickle wind

and leave their loves, their cares behind.

Each fiery ſpirit check'd at home

Or pent in deep oblivion's gloom ,

There hop'd an ample range to find

For th'excurſions of the mind.

With joy Oppreſſion ſaw them go

And ſmooth'd his formidable brow

When thoſe, he deem'd the demons of the ſtorm

Who us'd to ſpread the wild alarm

And oft unſettled all his ſchemes

And often broke his golden dreams

Were gone, ſhe hoped again to know

The halcyon days of bliſs below ,

As when Aſſyria felt his rod

And Perſia own’d an earthly God .

Nor more the Spartan fife to hear

Deadly muſic to her ear.
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But inſtead , ſome courtly ſtrain

In Lydian meaſure breath'd to ſoothe his tyrant reign.

V.

Oh ! ill advis'd ! becauſe the parched vale

Riſes in duft beneath the Orient blaft.

To think the weftern ſtorm no more will ſwell

To lay at once thy waving harveft waſte ?

That power which keeps the air in equal poiſe

And bids the viewleſs current ebb and flow ,

Who now bids Aufter load the humid ſkies

And now Aquilon lift his virgin ſnow .

That power, for wiſer ends has ſent the ſcourge

Of lawleſs power this weeping planet round,

He'll waft again his exile o'er the ſurge

And nations tremble at her Clarion's found.

When he would call fome great event to birth

To ſtartle heaven, and ſhake the ſons of earth ,

He bids men's ſelfiſh views the fabric raiſe

And from his ſtormy rage elicits praiſe.

He calls the mental beam away

To the ſource of endleſs light

The paſſions hail the welcome night

And domineer with furious ſway.

Then drives the veſſel of the itate

On the rocks of mad debate .

Deſpotic power , in the fierce confiat fpent,

To fill her faint, exhanſted veins

Quaffs the life - blood of the ſwains.

1
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The ſwains at laſt reſent

And their rous'd vengeance ſweeps away

At once the plunder and the prey.

Thus man, by others harm untaught

Learns moderation from his own diſaſtrous lot,

VI.

war

And thou, perfidious Gaul

That lend'ſt thy weak hand to thy neighbour's ponderous fall

And ſwell'ſt the loud alarm afar

Where Boſton breathes revenge and

Ill does thy feeble pipe, with tuneful ftrife

Aſpire to join its ſounds with Sparta's fife .

Yet long enur'd to themes of glory

Soon it leaves the Lydian meaſure

Learn'd in ſcenes of courtly pleaſure

Ere freedom op'd her wond'rous leaf of ſtory.

O brainfick men ! to think each flaviſh tool

Will come from this tremendous ſchool,

With the ſame habitudes he felt before

On your voluptuous, ſmooth , ſeductive ſhore. "

No-like the fam'd Trophonian grot

Where oft the fons of dance and fong

At their firſt entrance friſk'd along

Then viſited the world with alter'd ſober thought.

Thy merry ſlaves are taught another mood

In yonder ſolemn groves beyond the flood .

Like Britons now they learn to think and feel,

And in the tyrant's face to liſt the light’ning ſteel!
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* Thee too and thy arts of yore

Felt by that Helvetian ſwain,

The Leman lake's reſounding ſhore

Mourn'd thro' all her wide domain .

Him tho' thy dark, pernicious arts annoy'd,

And drove to Britain , thence to Georgia's wild ;

And thought the ſpirit- ſtirring race deſtroy'd ,

The parent lives , tranſplanted in the child .

* Machinations of the French againſt the liberties and religion of

Switzerland ; and the perſecutions of the puritans in England ; ſet on

foot partly by French politics.

Kk



ODE THE FOURT H.

THE

SHEPHERD'S RETURN.

I.

WHO yon fated pipe beſtow'd

On that wayward ſhepherd boy ?

Hark ! he charms the lift'ning crowd

Where yon hill ſalutes the ſky!

From Helvetian race he comes,

Of that haughty line is he

Which relentleſs Fortune dooms

Still to range from ſea to ſea.

On yon bill he takes his poſt,

Where advancing, van to van,

Leagu'd againſt the freeborn hoft

England's legions ſweep the lawn .
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* Hark ! the moody minſtrel plays !

Freedom beats the jocund round ,

While, unfinew'd by his lays

Britain ſtands in torpor bound.

Soon the tints of memory fade,

Glory warms her ſons no more ;

Factious feuds their ranks invade,

Selfiſh aims, and pleaſures lore .

Strange effects of mingled ſtrains !

Here in phalanx firm upite,

Levied new, the ruſtic ſwains,

And like veterans , brave the fight.

Blindfold there their foes invade,

Thoughtleſs march, and thoughtleſs fall ;

In the gloomy ambuſcade,

Like a net, ſurrounding all .

Rouſe, Britannia, rouſe to arms !

See another foe
appear,

Gallia joins the loud alarms ,

Point anew thy dreadful ſpear !

Again, old England's native courage glows,

She pours vindictive on her ancient foes.

+ Haſtings draws the lineal ſword ,

By brave Plantagenet, in ſlaughter dy'd.

* Oppoſite effects of thefame education and ſentiments of liberty, in

the Engliſh invaders and the American defenders.

+ The preſent Earl of Moira, then Lord Rawdon , deſcended from

the Royal Family of Plantagenet, by the line of Clarence.



516

When Aying Gaul in vain her ſaints implor'd

And drop'd her libid pride.

But all in vain ,

The wily train ,

Avoids the coming foe ;

His rage beguiles

And mocks his toils,

And wards the lifted blow.

Reft of her conqueſts, by their uſual art,

Britannia mounts the deck with vengeful heart ;

Reſolv'd , fince all her toils by land are rain ,

To vindicate the waves, and chace them from the main.

II.

And now, perfidious Gaul, to vaft deſigns

Expands the powers of her ambitious ſoul ;

In fancy now ſhe graſps Potoſi's mines ,

And rules the weſtern world from pole to pole :

And many a province, for her equal meed ,

In thought ſhe claims , rapacious as of old ,

When fad Alfatia ſaw her ſhepherds bleed

And Belgia's plains a tale of carnage told .

But when the Guardian of the clime ,

Heard from her cloudy throne, afar,

The murmurs of the finking war ;

From her ſeat ſublime

She watch'd the future births of time,

And ſaw the dangers dread , and near

o

To her nacent realm
appear :
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Then, verging like the ſetting moon

To the fount of Niagar,

As the pale night's witching noon ,

The mighty mother bent her car.

She call'd the Power who fends the flood

Down the loud reſounding ſteep,

Before her face the viſion ſtood,

Like blue miſt ſteaming from the deep.

“ Hafte,” ſhe cry'd, “ your PARENT POWER

66 Seek beneath the briny wave ,

“ Revolutions charge the hour *

“ Man's beſt rights his aidance crave.

* Tell the FLOODS , when you convene

“ In the palace of your fire,

“ Rapid Rhone, imperial Seine,

" Reed - crown'd Scheld, and viny Loire.

“ Tell what Freedom here has done,

“ And give to each this ſovereign juice

“ Gather'd in the night's pale noon

" And bid him in his ſtreams infuſe .

“ Mingled with the nation's bowl,

" Soon their fervent fons ſhall feel

* From the reſtleſs ſpirit of the French, it may well be ſuppoſed that

if their former government had continued , the jealouſy of deſpotiſm

might have induced them , at ſome period, to endeavour to weaken the

power of the American Union , by open or ſecret means, if Providence

had not interfered in favour of the United States, by giving the French

liberty.



51
8

“ Roman energy of ſoul

“ And proudly graſp the Freeman's ſteel.”

III .

The ſpectre ſtretch'd his ſhadowy hand,

And the magic mixture took i

Of potent drugs , from many a land,

Flowers from fair llyſlus' brook .

Roots that love the rocky mound,

When the royal Spartan bled, *

Herbs that ſpring on facred ground

Where the ſoul of Brutus fied .

Panſies pale that love the bourne

Where Eurotas ' naiads ſtray ,

Daffodils, that ever mourn,

Where the ſlaughter'd Wallace lay.

King-cups fair, profuſely fed ,

By the chiding brook that flows

Round the ſkirts of Runnimede ,

Where Britannia's Freedom roſe.

Thus, ſurcharg'd , be left the ſteep,

And ſuok beneath the beating brine,

Where the ſeniors of the deep

Round their hoary King combine .

Then he dealt the limpid prize

To his brethren , firſt decreed ,

When they fought the upper ſkies ,

Freedom's naſcent ftem to feed .

* Leonidas, + Near Athens,



519

To check Ambition's wide-encroaching ſchemes

By the fierce influx of domeſtic woes,

And break the purple tyrant's golden dreams ,

By the dire tale of ſubjects turn'd to foes.

IV.

Hence the goddeſs to her charge

Over foreſt, over plain

Haftens to the ſea -beat verge

Of her wide Atlantic reign .

Thence the ſhepherd boy ſhe brought

Viewleſs to her ſhady grot,

Bade his ringlets flow with grace,

Breathed the cherub in his face ;

Taught his pipe a ſofter ſound,

The ear to ſoothe, but not to wound,

Then , amid the Gallic train +

Led the blooming boy again ,

The victor Gaul reſigns his arms

And claſps the minſtrels heavenly charms :

See the vett'rans thronging round

All careſs the wond'rous boy ;

Soon his pipe's enchanting ſound,

Fills their hearts with frantic joy.

Ah ! the ſoldiers little know

While upon his charms they gaze.

1

# America ,

+ By theſe are meant, the French troops in America, during the

late war.
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That ſtar- like eye, that front of frow ,

And his mien's ethereal grace.

Little do they dream what ills

His infectious preſence brings ;

What a charm his pipe inftills

Fierce revolt, and hate of Kings !

Cupid, not fo fierce a flame,

Wak'd in fair Eliza's breaſt,

When the fair Sidonian dame

That inſidious child careft !

Now the groaning deck he climbs,

Her proud charge the veſſel bears ,

While his pipe and ruſtic rhyme,

Soothes the ſeamens raptur'd ears.

Now the fated veſſel moors

On fair Gaul's unconſcious ſtrand ;

Faſhion's vot'ries crowd the ſhores,

Faſhion hails him come to land .

Faſhion ! proud fantaſtic Queen

Fond of every foreign toy,

Wilt thou dote upon his mein ,

Canſt thou claſp a ſhepherd boy ?

Soon upon the banks of Seine

Royal eyes ſhall weep the day

When thine ear, fantaſtic Queen

Liften'd to the ſhepherd's lay !

Yet , ye Nobles ! tho' his lay

* See Virg . Æn . I.
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Grates upon a courtly ear,

Drive ſuſpicion far away ,

Show no daftard ſigns of fear.

No, ah no— with gentle words,

Soothe the wayward boy awhile ;

Dream no more of binding cords,

Open force , or latent guile !

Let him wander at his will,

Let him chant his ſimple ſong

And from thicket, glade, or hill

Charm at large the ruſtic throng !

For he is of that wand'ring race

Bleft with unfuppreffive might,

Erſt they gain'd that fovereign grace

From the ſource of life and light.

Dungeon deep, nor caſtle ſtrong

E’er ſhall ſee him brook the chain ;

Soon the baſe intended wrong

Viewleſs aid ſhall render vain .

See ! like attraction's world -pervading might,

Soon as the general ear has drunk his lay,

Regardleſs of their tenements of clay

Their ſpirits preſs to him with fierce delight !

V.

But now the Monarch's jealouſy is rous’d,

The royal lips pronounce his doom ;

The wand'rer from his ſimple cot unhous’d

Is borne to ſigh amid the dungeon's gloom.
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The echoing vaults were ſaid to ſhake

When firſt the ſwain was lodg'd below ;

And ſome beheld the turrets quake

Preſageful of their overthrow.

And to the moon , full many a martyr'd ſprite,

Wan tenants of her cells , in ancient days,

Stole a ſhort reſpite from the realms of night,

And ſung in ghoſtly quires , a ſong of ſolemn praiſe.

The morning came, the pipe wasmute,

That us'd to wake the new-born beam ;

The crowd who lov'd to hear his flute,

By ſpreading oak , or falling ſtream ;

Trac'd his ſteps, nor ſought him long

By inſtinct led , or black ſurmiſe,

To thoſe imperial rampires ſtrong,

Where, ſhut from day, the captive lies .

Within they heard , or thought they heard ,

The ſhepherd's morning roundelay ;

Whether their hopes ſome ſpirit chear'd,

Or Fancy charm'd their doubts away.

As when old Æol's ſignal ſhrill

Awakes the wind's inteftine rage,

And heard from high Olympus' hill

Breathes the loud ſummons to engage .

So the tide of frenzy roſe,

So the haughty wall they ſcale,

Soon their oft repeated blows

Shake the proud relentleſs jail . €

The Bafile .
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Hark ! again the pipe is heard,

“ Bring the engines, bring the flame ."

Freedom thus her cohorts cheard

Hurrying on with loud acclaim .

Soon the ſimple ſtrain is loft,

In Bellona's thund'ring ſound ;

Soon theſe walls, the tyrant's boaſt,

In long ruin ſpread the ground .

Now the ſhepherd ſwain is free,

Loud reſounds the plauļive ſtrain,

From the bounds of Normandy

To the Scandinavian main !

When the ſun begins his race

Cynthia finks in weſtern gloom

Soon a King ſhall take his place

And in woe his days conſume.

Soon a Queen ſhall mourn the day,

Doom'd in durance long to ſigh.

Ah ! how dear a price ye pay,

Ye who ſcorn'd the ſhepherd boy !

VI .

But he that loves the wild extreme,

To ſwell the ſoft breeze to a ſtorm ,

And bid the gently winding ſtream

With giant ſweep the ſylvan ſcene deform .

Combin'd with him , whoſe jaundic'd eye,

Hates aſcending worth to ſpy;
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Their baleful arts combine

To blaft the great deſign.

One in the cup of Freedom throws

That infernal drug, which grows

In the verge of Stygian gloom ;

Fofter'd by Cerberean foam ,

(Mingled with Echidna's gall ,

' Tis quaffed in Demogorgon's hall.

Where by the gleam of moon -ftruck eyes

Flaſhing o'er the nether ſkies.

Riot’s grieſly bands advance,

And Anarchy conducts the dance .

Chaos with his hundred choirs ,

Still the moody maze inſpires.)

The nations pledge it round and round,

And deem the cup with bleſſings crown'd ;

' Till the poifon fires the veins ,

Strings the nerves and feethes the brains .

VII .

His brother fiend, to looſe the ties

That faſten mankind to the ſkies,

Haftes the ſhepherd boy to find,

Where, under ſhade, the youth reclin'd ,

Sitting, like a rural King ;

His brother captives in a ring,

Hail the hand that ſtruck the blow

Which laid the houſe of bondage low !
1
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To him the wizard thus began :

“ Never will the rights of man

“ Find a baſis deep and broad ,

" While the fons of holyfraud

“ Hold their title by the charm ;

" Whoſe narcotic powers difarm

Every function of the ſoul.

« By terrours feign'd above the pole,

“ See them in their ſtation high ,

« Pretended Lords of earth and ſky ;

“ Diſpenſing life, diſpenſing death ,

" In a breeze of mortal breath .

“ Then they range in black array

“ Guardians of deſpotic ſway.

“ Haſte and drive them from their poſt,

“ Haſtel or Liberty is loft !” *

VIII .

THE SWAIN believ'd, his pipe he blew,

And ſoon appear’d the frantic crew.

( For now the deep envenoni'd bowl

Had fir'd to madneſs
every ſoul.)

The fiend that came in Freedom's mark ,

Urg'd them to the bloody taſk .

Rapine ſhew'd the glittering ſpoil ,

The fruit of many an ages toil .

* See ſpeeches of Dupont, and others , both in the Aſſembly and

Convention of France ,
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Beneath the ſtartled eye of noon ,

Beneath the glimpſes of the moon ,

Their deeds profane the ſacred light

And add new horrours to the night.

But wand'ring muſe, reſign the lyre,

Such deeds would fright the virgin quire,

They aſk a deeply plaintive ſtring,

Strains that the hardeſt heart could wring.

Old Avon's matchleſs bard could paint alone

The bloody pall that hovers o'er the throne !

* Written during the tryal of the late unfortunate King of Franco .
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