THSE

W A N D E R E R,

LYRIC POEM,

IN FOUR I1RREGULAR ODES.



ODE THE FIRST.

THER

SHEPHERD'S DREAM.

I
& TRENCH the turf, and delve it deep

¢ Raife my camp’s eternal mound

¢ Build the long embattled fweep

% Flanking wide the vale profound !

¢ Point the paffes, dark and dread )
¢ Where my free-born fons afar
 Thund’ring down, with meafur'd tread
¢ Oft fhall turn the tide of war

¢ Encamp ye florms ! on yonder brow

¢ Tow’ring o’er the Leman wave

¢ Doom’d to whelm the hoftile prow

¢ That dares her facred flood to brave,”
Frezpom thus to Narure fpoke

When the Alpine range arofe

#* The fcenery of this Ode is taken from Switzerland.
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Loog ere frore Aquilon fhook

O’er their height his virgin foows. -

II.
Cradle of heroes ! hail !
Hail, proud hills, whofe giant arms
Of marble mold, repell the ftorms
From the high-favour'd vale.
Allhail | ye cloud-capt mounds, which nature gave
To check the proud barbarians headlong range.
To ftem ibe northern tide’s impulfive wave
And fave the happy tribes from fudden change !
There like thy blue expanded lake
"That drinks the Argr and the Rhone,
Thy native tribes a tincture take
Of thofe who from a colder zone
In daring fearch of funnier vales
In thy deep glens a fhelter found.
- Apnd yet, the dauntlefs ftock prev;ils
Old Leman’s lawny borders rouad
Before, the frontier lake extends
Swept ever by the mountain gale,
Rude ranger of herawful deep,
Whaofe high-commiffion’d whitlwinds keep s -
From the vext wayé the hoftile fuil.
Behind the Alpine barrier bends,
Here Jura from his high ceralean brow
Surveys an hundred realms below
‘There Sion lifts his cloudy cone
Afpiring to the midnight moon .
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Cradle of heroes! hail!
O’er thy proud ramparts to the welkin pil’d
~ 'The awful found of revolution goes,
Oft, fhadowing their eternal fnows
Fell Tyranny hath wing'd her vulture flight
Nor on thy green vales dar’d to light
Scar’d at Freepom’s dauntlefs eye
That flafh’d defiance thro’ the fky.
Southward fhe wheel'd, 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 fleep
Oer thy bills, the living tide
Swept the aftonifh’d vales in furging pride.
Defponding mate and ftill
Jove trembled for his hill,+
Suppreft his thund’ring pride,
And laid his bolts afide.
To them what were bis mimic fires
Who from old Cenis awful fpires
Or from Pennino’s breezy brow
Heaven'’s light'ning oft had feen with dauntlefs eye
Glance along the frozen tky, §

# Invafion of Italy by the Gauls, defeated by Marius,
4+ TheCapitol. t The Glaciers,
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"Whofe figur'd fabric ftrode the funlefs vale below,

* Nor had the Tullian thunders more prevail’d

The fate of Rome, by Heaven withheld

Had yet the ftart of yon revolving fphere

Before the deftin'd year,

But Tyranny with wild alarm

Beheld the coming ftorm

And fer:, miftruft and breach of faith

(Her favourite minifters of old)

The bold confederates, bent on death

Difband, by Roman arts controll’d.

SHE call'd her Czfar from his dark retreat,

Not “ in loofe numbers wildly fweet,”

And fent him forth to fearch the fource

Whence tholeills deriv’d their force.

He, as a chief whofe troops inveft the wall

Of fome beelaguered caftle ftrong,

Wanders, the fhelving hills among

To find the {pring, whofe fubterranean maze

The garrifon’s fierce thirft allays,

And keeps alive the war.

Thus, to the climes that front the Boreal ftar
He took his dauntlefs way.

* Junétion of the Allobrogie Galls with Catiline diitried, and pre-
vented by Cicero, &c.  Sallutl,

* Expedition of Cxfar in Gaul, his prevention of the Hclvetic mi-
gration and conqueft of that warlike people.  Cafir Com, L. 1.
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Juft as from wild Appenzel’s vales,
From Berne and Uris’ watry dales,
And Bafil's meads, and Leman’s ftrand,
Burft away the countlefs band.
Pent in their narrow glens they long had mourn'd,
And for an ampler range of glory burn’d. )
The demons of defpotic {way,
With ftern regard, from Sion’s height
Saw the torrent burft away,
And bade their Czfar check its flight.

~ Back to its fource he bade the living torrent flow,
Back to its fource the living torrent flow’d
The fmother’d flame indignant glow d
Ages long of torpid woe.—
I1I.

Long centuries of chearlefs 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 foul
Had ftretch’d his fway from pole to pole
And, not content, with iron rod
To fink to flaves the fons of God.
His Mulciberian arts refin'd *
Forgd the fetters of the mind,

#* Effects of papal fuperftition, which in fome refpeéls, prevented the

good confcquences which might have attended the irruption of the
Goths.
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Bade his demons from the decp
Profane at will the curtain’d fleep
Difplay the bleft Elyfian bowers
The fentenc’d dead, the burning fhores. -
The filver fee, the fanguine fcourge
That refcued from the flaming furge
And Mammon kept the door .
- Difguis’d in humble fither's weed.
Like him of old by Heaven decreed,
To call the Gentile world from Jordan's hallow'd fhare.
And here the demons * too were found
Who on Beeotia’s flow’ry bound
And Athens, erft 3vfch myftic rite
And orgies wild profan’d the night.
The archimage in faintly ftole array’d
And fhe, like Uns, heavenly maid
By wicked wiles, fedu@ive art
Allur'd the crowd of fimple heart.
They, + in the {ymbols given to memorize
The dread event on which they built their faith.
Behold with fafcinated eyes
Like Egypt’s fons, a vegetable god
Spring in the green blade, flourifh in the ftem
And load, with feeming life, the bending ear.
At the lying wizard's word
A fpell-wrought banquet crown'd the board,

N

* Eacchus and Ccres, R

+ Efldis of the do@rine of tranfubflantiation
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The grape’s red juice became the vital tide '

Streaming from their Saviour’s fide.

Bland Ceres’ gifts, by holy fraud

JInftin&, with myftic life, became

Emanuel’s rent, and agonizit;g frame

The living cates, receiv'd within

They taught, had power to cleanfe the taint

‘ Of new-committed fin -

And of a murtherer make a faint. ‘

The crowd in fancy, faw their bounteous Lord

And, hoodwink’d by the charm, they fwallow’d and adar'd,
Repentance chang’d to mimic rites '
To mutter'd prayers, and eafy flights
‘The penal maze they trode with pain
And haften’d back to fin again.

Or, was the penitent of wealth pofleft

The pious magian footh’d his holy fears

With fovereign touch, the filver wand
Dry’d the falt fpring of falutary tears
And calm oblivion touch’d his wounds with torpid hand.

-’

The magic rites the fancy fird

Of the initiate train infpir'd

With vifions new of op’ning glory

And, fhow’r’d like manna, heav’nly grace

Like him * who erft in fabled ftory

At Jove's own banquets found a place.
CeMENTED now by magic ﬂighl_:

-

* Tantalus.
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Threat’ning to ftretch her fway from pole to pole
Defpotic o’er the foul.
Beneath the moon the fabric rofe
Sacred to Hades and old Night
And low’r’d defiance on her ancient foes.
Butlo! the turns of fate
By nigﬁt it rofe and by a dream it fell,
The cdifice of hell |
*T'was fomething more than fancy’s plaftic power
That fir'd the sLUMB’RING BOY’s extatic thought
(Whether in him the foul of ATHENS’ fage®*
Walk’d again this earthly ftage,
. Or old Elijah’s wrath at rites profane
Led him to leave the ftarry plain)
And held him high, by holy rapture caught
Above the haunted vale
Unfam’d by many an hideous tale
Of midnight fpecires feen
Sweeping o’er the dewy green.
Tuere many a baleful fimple grew
Batt’ning in the midnight dew,
Two fpe&ral forms he there beheld
Wand’ring round in vapours blue
The powers they feem’d, whofe names of old
The Pagan world ador'd .
The harveft %ecn, the vineyard’s Lord,
His bowl!’s red juice + the Bromian King
Temper’d at Lethe’s lurid fpring

* Socrates, + Bacchus,
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(For there a branch of Lethe feem’d to rife
Portentous from the nether fkies)
The wizard thus, andin her fhadowy lap
The witch was feen to crop
The feeds of Lotos * where it feem’d to grow
In many a goodly row.
She mixt it with the golden grain,
She fann’d it with her myftic vane.
_ 1v.
A gorgeous temple in his dream appear’d
And there an altar high was rear’d
And there the magic cup, the venom’d feaft
Inviting every gueft.
The fuppliant§ came, they gorg’d, they quaff’d
~ And Folly rav’d and Frenzy laught,
Bland Supertition’s trickling balm
Shed o’er each mind an holy calm.
Confcience felt the deadly wourid
And funk in vap’ry trance profound.”
-He wakes—he hears the fancy’d bell
That call’d the madding crowd
Diftiné and loud '
Again he hears
And hardly trufts his trembling ears
Again the brazen fummons founds

Again his trembling ear it wounds

* Which caufed the companions of Ulyfles to forget their native
country, Sce Odyfley, L. 12,
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He joins the blind devoted train
He enters now the opening fane
He fees the magic bowl once more
The cates prepar’d with myftic lore
Where, as he gorg’d the magic food
The haughty mortal feem’d a God.
Heaven had purg’d the ftripling’s eyes,
Or adtive fancy drew
Again to his aftonith’d view
The natives of the nether fkies.
.Fla(hing anger, pale furprize,
Alternate froze, alternate glow’d
On his pale cheek as he ftood
And “oh,” he cry’d, ¢ forbear, forbear !’’
(T he crowd their orifons withheld)
4¢ See the frandful phantoms there
*¢ Whofe fway the ancient world bewail’d
They mix their dark fpells with the faintly rite -
And haunt the holy roof in Heaven's defpite
¢« See Ceres there, and Bacchus ftand
¢ The nragian with commiflion’d wand
¢ Deals on this forbidden ground
¢t His fell demonian charms around.”
¢ In league with fell defpotic fway
% He bends your free-born fouls to tremble and obey.-

" Scize him,” the Flamen cry’d

(His bofom burning with pontific pride)
¢ Haflte, bring that vouth! fome imp of hell

/
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¢ Bids his demonian frenzy fwell
“ Hafte, exorcife the latent peft
¢ That harbours in his heaving breaft
“ And interrupts our heavenly rite !
“ Aurl him to Hades and old Night.”
The Minifters obey'd the ftern command '
Aund feiz’d the youth with potent hand
The Prieft his mutter'd fpells began _
And o’er his incantations ran.
The facring bell began to tgll
To difengage the lab’ring foul.
In vain—bhis eyes began to glow
His giant nerve repell'd the foe
While, from the full vafe fprinkled frore
The facred lymph bedew’d the floor.
With vigorous arm he dath’d around
The lifted crofs,—the vafe profound.
The magic book he hurls afar’
And all the facerdotal war.
Proftrate on earth in wild affray
Around the pale affiftants lay
Sudden, the ftrange contagion fpread
Revolt and fa&tion 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 celeftial praife.
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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 moonftruck rage tyrannic power
Bann'd aloud the lucklefs hoyr.
¢ Oh! had I been content,” he cry"d,
¢ With war and flaughter by my fide
¢ To truft the trenchant fword alone
¢ Nor call for fuccour to the gown
*¢ Nor let their cobweb arts effay
% To lead the multitude aftray,
« Even ignorance, to thought unus’d
¢« Feels its implicit faith abus’d.
¢ But hafte, ye Minifters of mine, who wield
¢ Far other and more deadly arms
* Nor vainly truft to futile charms !
¢ Purfue the fugitives, purfue

« While yet the bold revolt is new
¢ While yet it lies in woods conceal’d

¢ Ere thro’ the long Helvetian vales

¢ This home-bred lunaci prevails:

¢ Call to the Tiber, Seine, and Loire

¢ "To quench the rifing flame, to join their liquid ftore
¢ And bid my favour’d Elbe and Rhine

¢ To aid my caufe their force combine.”

Icftant, his legions heard their Lord

Havock rous'd her northern herde

Difcord fires the kindred trains

-

And Leman’s lake with crimfon ftains.
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* Freedom with religious faith
*Mongft the fhadowy cliffs combining
Feed the fray with magic breath
Bright conqueft now to this, now that enclining.
Murther now, with ftealthy pace
Wand’ring thro’ the midnight gloom
The bold reformer holds in chace
To mark him for the tomby, ' .
Safety is there for him no more
Tho’ his fa&ion ftill furvives
And the bleft energy to other realms derives.
Yet ftill by civil confliés toft
Religion’s patron fecks a fafer coaft
And in the northern ocean dips his oar.

* Infurretion in Switzerland, headed by Zuinglius the reformer.

+ There ’s, it is owned, fomething of anachroniim in the foregoing
ode. Religion had very little immediate influence on the firft com-
mencement of Helvetic liberty, which happened ncar a century before
the reformation ; whatever fhare the latter revolution might have had
in the fubfequeut eftablithment of the Helvetic contlitution.



ODE THE $ECOND.

¢ THE

SHEPHERD’S NUPTIALS.

-

L.

* CITADEL of freedom, hail !
Majeflic rifing o’er the tempeft-beatea main
Who to the perfecuted train
On every blaft, from every fhore
Where regal frenzy dips his foot in gore
Giv’ft an afylum in thy wave-worn pale
And beckoneft with dumb welcome o’er
The far-difcovered fuil !
And not for nought,—for foon at hand
Yon pinace furls her fail, the Exile feeks the land.
Oh England ! if thou lik’ft to fleep
In tranquil flumbers folded deep
And hateft proud innovation’s name,
Her lifted ax, her brandith’d flame,

® England.
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Send, oh fend, again to fea,
The moody wanderer far from thee |
‘For this is he whofe chanted pfalm
Broke old Uris holy calm
In Berne the flag of freedom wav'd
And Rome’s cowl’d fquadrons fingly 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 fled, but leaves behind
Difcord’s rage that drowns the wind
Fierce debates, and wordy wars
Fa&ion’s feuds and kindred jars.

Till dear-bought freedom fends again

Her holy calm to blefs her mountain reign.

1L
Has no fign his coming told
No caufe the refluent furge controll’d
No meteor fir’d the angry air
No comet ftream’d a length of hair ?—
Time fhould now affrighted ftand
His idle weapon in his hand
The fun fhould halt in mid career
To fee the wond’rous birth appear.—
His coming by no fign is told
The refluent furge is uncontroll’d. -
No meteor fires the angry air,
No comet ftreams a length of hair,
Nor Time aftonifh’d feems to ftand
Nor holds his fcythe with idle haod,
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Nor halts the fun in mid career ‘
To fee the woad’reus birth appear.— .
The fimple train, that fees him land
With ruftic welcome line the ftrand.
Nor, tho’ he wears a look fcvere
His unthought coming feem to fear.

* For noton them * his coming lours
Who pafs their fpotlels hours
In hamlets poor, an harafs’d train
Up the hill, or o’er the plain.
No—yonder Flamen’s proud abode
Fanes, which belie the name of God
Cloifter’d cells, where prifon’d decp
The mental powers in Lethes’ fleep
Repofe, or pamper’d paffions rave
Like pent up ftorms in ol’s cave
Where Luxury pants, and oft by ftealth

“Draws a blinded nation’s wealth,

They may fear, but they are drown'd
By wayward Fate in fleep profound
Nor mind (by torpid Sioth fubdued,)
The menace of the mountain flood
Fed by many a fecret rill
As the dews of evening ftill.
But foon the thund’ring tide will fwecp

Their golden harvefts to the deep

* Influence of the Reformation on the libertiesof England.
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And yonder fnows, that, hoarded high

For many a winter feem to lye '

Shall join the torrent’s rapid flow

And lay your haughty fabrics low

For now the ftranger in the wild

Late from Uris’ bounds exil'd

Far withina facred glade

Where hawthorns grew, afenceful fhade

Found a weeping widow, late

* Sever’d from her faithful mate,

Her faithful rﬁate*, by cleric fpite

(She thought) had funk to endlefs night,

And now refolv’d to quit the fhore

The reliques of their ancient ftore

They glean’d, refolv’d to crofs the main

With her young blooming orphan train

Of thefe, a maid with hcav’nlyvcharms

The ftranger’s rugged bofom warms.

His fuit the yc:ung Helvetian preft

And form’d an intereft in her breaft.
 'The matron heard the lover’s prayer

And foon confenting bleft the pair.

She feem’d her longing to retain .
" Of following Fate acrofs the main,

* Origin of the puritanic fpirit occafionally augmented by a commu-
nication with Geneva, and from a diflike of ecclefiaftical government,
caufing frequent cmigrations to New England and Pennf) lvania, dur-
ing the reigns of James the Firft and Charles. .

Sec note at the cnd of the volume,
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Yet ftaid, ¢ill Time her round had
And the bleft exile clafp'd a fon,
- Shortliv’d joy, to anguifh turn’d !
Soon his lofs the parents moura'd,
Whether by vagrant thieves parloin’d
Who chanc’d the wand’ring boy to find,
Or moonlight fays (from blefs exil’d)
Who fear'd the fortunes of the child
Not yet was'known, And loud and long
His parents wail’d, by anguifh ftung
And both at once devoutly fwore
To leave that fad, ill-omen’d fhore,
*They hoift the fail and court the wind
Leaving their sLDEsT HorE behind.

ITL

Their ELDEST 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 ftill the fays their fabbath claim,
There, beneath the moony light
O’er the watry mirrony brightV
Oft he faw his fires advance
Gleaming in the lunar glance,
Warriours old of Saxon brood
Who the tyrant {fway withftood.
Now in wild, expreflive ftrains
Bloody ficlds and broken chains,
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Oft, and oft, he heard them fing
Circling round in mazy ring.
The boy attends with fparkling eyes
To dauntlefs deeds of high emprize,
The glorious vifions haunt his fleep
And fhed th’ infufion full and deep.
Now of heavenly truths fhe tells
‘Taught in hamlets, and ip cells
By the Arimathzan old

‘Wafted here in rimes of gold.

Nothiog now he feems to breathe

But ancient freedom, ancient faith,
Ancient laws, and ancient tales -
And fpreads them thro? the lift’ning vales,
Like his reftlefs fire of yore

Round old Leman’s winding fhore.

Soon the fimple fwains began

To crowd around the wond’rous man
And propagate his rapt’rous ftrains

O’er Britannia’s lift’ning plains. /
Defpotic 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 difclos’d her glooms

Aand pespled all her noifomg rooms.

/% Tyranny of the Star Chamber and High Commifion Courts,
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But Bondage, fword, and Fire were vain
To crufh the ftill encreafing train,
Who claim'd their rights, and knew their force,
Their Barp had taught the facred fource
From which they drew their charters old
By ancient M .nemon”s care enroll'd.
Butah! too feeble is my fong
To fing the conflict ftern and ftrong,
The ftratagems, the rage employ’d
The mighty quarrel to decide.

And now the roving mufe the flight explores

Of that defponding pair who left Britannia's fhores.

The cpithet defperic will not be thought too fevete for the 12 firft
years of Charles Firft's rcign, diltinguithed by acbitrary tasation, and
adifufe of Parliament,  °



ODE THE THIRD.

THE *

SHEPHERD’S VOYAGE.

I

SHOULD fome ftrong hand unmoon the fky
And fpread from Demogorgon’s loom

The curtain deep of Stygian gloom,

Nor lcave a ftar, with twinkling eye

Our wand’ring planct to illume,

(Except fome meteor broke the fable woof,
Shot thro’ Heaven’s umbrageous roof )
*Twould fhew, our world’s lamented plight,
Sunk in Slavery’s thickeft night,

When Freedom’s ever-moving tide

""From our fadden’d fhores retir’d »
Except one favour’d land, where fate confpic’d
To bid the doubtful blefling ftill abide,

Like the ftar that rules the flood

She bade her retinue obey
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The fhadowy throng her call purfu’d
And mov'd in order weft away.
* Hefperia’s groves obedient bow’d
As the pomp aerial paft
As o'er Ofwege's tranquil flood
Her breezy robe the goddefs caft,.
Jith murmurs low the foamy waters curl’d

1od bail’d the miftrefs of the weftern world.
The genii of the woods and waves
The fpirits of the hills and caves
Her prefence felt ; the favage tribes
Each the facred power imbibes,
But intelleGtyal light alone
Could give the Queen a ftedfaft throne
Cecropia’s old and equal laws

Rome's well digefted code, and Alfred’s ancient faws.

II..

Religion too, feraphic maid
The goddefs call’d to aid,

* "Then to the climes from whence the day-fpring flows

~

Where the copfed’rate powers of heaven and earth
Matur'd of old the intellectual birth,
W here blooms the citron, and, the palm tree blows
She look’d for aid, for with the rifing fun
The dawn of fcience firft begun,
And with flow progrefs verging weft
The world's revolving fhores like travelling fummer bleft

* North America,
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And fee, the fated barque at anchor wait
Ordain’d from fhore to fhore to cull her precious freight,

The broad Atlantic firft fhe fkims,

® Zibalterras fea-beat brims
She leaves, and many a far fam'd ifle
To where Emanuel clos’d his earthly toil—
Thence, North by Weft the winged veffel fteers
And from each Dorian, each Iopian coaft,
Climes renown’d in ancient days
Themes of everlafting lays
A willing exile bears,
Thro’ feas, by many a Land embofs’d
To+ Luna’s port fhe plows her liquid road
‘Thence, by Maffilia, thro’ the midiand ficod
Then ftems the tide to Calpes ftrand
To Britain thence, by Fate’s command
Where on the fhore the youthful ftranger ftood
Defponding on his wayward fate
‘With him his young and lovely mate
Ready to pafs the foaming flood,
‘The veflel moor’d
‘They hafte aboard, :
The laft of that heaven-deftin'd freight,

nt.

Now, *twixt the old world and the new
Sufpended, like that favour'd crew

* Ol mnerof Gibraltar, T On the weftern coaft of Italy,
" § BeeOdead, .
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Who mann'd the facred plaﬁks By Heaven decreed
To fave the laft remains of mans’ devoted feed,
They hover on the Atlantic deep.
Ah! would the banded Weft but rife
And drive them back to Dover’s fteep
Ere old Columbus gain the prize !
In vain the with, in vaian the prayer!
They go, tranfplanted to a kindlier mold
Where warmer funs fublime the year
Before our vales their blooms unfold f—
As Egypt filed, from the weft
Toigetful of his Indian bed
In new-born ftate triumphant dreft
Another {un fhall lift his head
And eaftward turn his ardent face
And backward tread th’ ecliptic way
‘The mufcs fhall attend his race
And all the arts in bright array.
Hyyperion's fon fhall wond’ring view
His glittering rival crofs his car,
His fteeds of mere ethereal hue
Whofe footfteps fire the amhient air.
Of 1ipen’d fruits Hyperion boafts
The fpreading palm, the fparkling gem
‘i ie goiden hoard, the fpicy coaft
The offspring of his potent beam.
Not {o, the lord of intclicctual light

"He b.is the pureft 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 rifing zephyrs breathe away
Yon envious clouds that hide his fapphire throne !
See, Tyranny beholds with dire difmay,

And flies before the God from zone to zone.
Iv. '

But oh ! prefumptuous mufe ! detain
The frenzy of the rifing ftrain—
—Yet, but'the dubious dawn is feen
Oer th’ Atlantic wavy green,
Columbus’ world in foft repofe
Yet no ftartling fignal knows.
For yet her heavealy guefts on alien ground
Roam in difguife like weary pilgrims round,
Yet, where they walk, the lawns extend
Defolation leaves the path
And, with lefs favage wreath
The woods around the hills their lefs’ning umbrage bend
The wood nymyphs forc’d to leave the ftrand
Left a fearful curle behind,
And fee it fettles o'er the Jand
It blackens in the wind !
Hovering o’er the old. world far
Brews the ftygian ftorm
The god of battles climbs his car
Oppreflion, avarice, faQious rage

Fanatic feuds, by many an age
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Narft to a giant form )
See! where their victims crowd the ftrand
. Some from the preffure of the tyrant’s hand
. Some by the fpectre Want purfue’d
Some, by the reftlefs fpark within
Impell'd the watry world to roam
Impatient of a fettled home,
Or by fome ftroke of cruel fate,
Haplefs love, or tuthlefs hate,
Doom’d to truft the fickle wind
And leave their loves, their cares behind.
Each fiery fpirit check’d at home
Or pent in deep oblivion’s gloom,
There hop’d an ample range to find
For th’ excurfions of the mind.
With joy Oppreflion faw them go
And fmooth'd his formidable brow
When thofe, he deem’d the demons of the florm
‘Who us'd to fpread the wild alarm -
And oft unfettled all his fchemes
And often broke his golden dreams
Were gone, fhe hoped again to know
. The halcyon days of blifs below,
As when Affyria felt his rod
And Perfia own’d an earthly God.
Nor more the Spartan fife to hear
Deadly mufic to her ear.
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But inftead, fome courtly ftrain
In Lydian meafure breath’d to foothe his tyrant reign.
' W
Oh! ill advis’d ! becaufe the parched vale
Rifes in duft beneath the Orient blaft.
To think the weftern ftorm no more will fwell
To lay at once thy waving harveft wafte ?
That power which keeps the air in equal poile
And bids the viewlefs current ebb and flow,
" 'Who now bids Aufter load the humid fkies
- And now Agquilon fift his virgin fnow.
That power, for wifer ends has fent the fcourge
Of lawlefs power this weeping planet round,
He’ll waft again his exile o’er the furge
And nations tremble at her Clarion’s found. t
When he would call fome great event to birth
To fartle heaven, and fhake the fons of earth,
He bids men’s felfith views the fabric raife
And from Ais ftormy rage elicits praife.
He calls the mental beam away
To the fource of endlefs light
The paffions hail the welcome night
And domineer with furious fway.
Then drives the veflel of the ftate
On the rocks of mad debate.
Defpotic power, in the fierce confli@ fpent,
To fill her faint, exhanfted veins
Quaffs the life-blood of the fiwains.
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The fwains at laft refent
And their rous’d vengeance fweeps away
At once the plunder and the prey.
T'hus man, by others harm untaught
~ Lcarns moderation from his own difaftrous lot.
VL

And thou, ?erﬁdious Gaul
That lend’ft thy weak hand to thy neighbour’s ponderous fall
And fwell'ft the loud alarm afar
Where Bofton breathes revenge and war
- 111 does thy feeble pipe, with tuneful ftrife
Afpire to join its founds with Sparta’s fife.
Yet long enur’d to themes of glory
Soon it leaves the Lydian meafure
Learn’d in fcenes of courtly pleafure
Ere freedom op’d her wond’rous leaf of ftory.
. O brainfick men! tothink each {lavith tool

Will come from this tremendous {chool,

With the fame habitudes he felt b-fore

On your voluptuous, fmooth, fedu&tive fhore. *
No—Ilike the fam’d Trophonian grot
Where oft the fons of dance and fong
At their firft entrance frifk’d along
Then vifited the world with alter’d fober thought.
Thy merry flaves arc taught another mood
In yonder folemn groves beyond the flood.
Like Britons now they learn to think and feel,

_Aund in the tyrant’s face to lift the light’ning fteel!
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* Thee too and thy arts of yore

Felt by that Helvetian {wain,

The L eman lake’s refounding fhore

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 fp}rit-{}irring race deftroy’d, ’
The parent lives, tranfplanted in the child.

* Machinations of the French ag,ainﬂ the liberties and religion of
Switzerland ; and the perfecutions of the puritans in England ; fet on
foot partly by French politics.

Kk



ODE THE FOURTH.

THE

SHEPHERD'S RETURN.

I

WHo yon fated pipe beftow’d

On that wayward fhepherd boy ?
Hark ! he charms the lift'ning crowd
Where yon hill falutes the tky!
From Helvetian race he comes,

Of that haughty line is he

Which relentlefs Fortune dooms
Still to range from fea to fea.

On yon hill he takes his poft, }
Where advancing, van to van,
Leagu’d againft the freeborn hoft
England’s legions fweep the lawn.
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® Hark! the moody minftrel plays !
Freedom beats the jocund round,
While, unfinew’d by his lays
Britain ftands in torpor bound.
Soon the tints of memory fade,
Glory warms her fons no more ;
~ Factious feuds their ranks invade,
Selfith aims, and pleafures lore.
Strange effeits of mingled ftrains |
Here in phalanx firm unite,
Levied new, the ruftic fwains,
And like veterans, brave the fight.
Blindfold there their foes invade,
Thoughtlefs march, and thoughtlefs fall ;
In the gloomy ambufcade,
Like a net, furrounding all,
Roufe, Britannia, roufe to arms !
See another foe appear,
Gallia joins the loud alarms,
Point anew thy dreadful fpear {
Again, old England’s native courage glows,
She pours vindi&ive on her ancient foes.
+ Haftings draws the lineal fword,
By brave ‘Plantagenet, in flaughter dy’d.
* Oppofite effects of the fame education and fentiments of liberty, in
the Englith invaders and the American defenders,

+ The prefent Earl of Moira, then Lord Rawdon, defcended from
the Royal Family of Plantagenet, by the line of Chrgnce.
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When flying Gaul in vain her faints implor’d

And drop'd her libid pride.

But all in vaia,

The wily train,

A’void.s the coming foe ;

His rage beguiles

And mocks his toils,

And wards the lifted blow.
Reft of her conquefts, by their ufual art,
Britannia mounts the deck with vengeful heart ;
Refolv'd, fince all her toils by land are vain,
To vindicate the waves, and chace them from the main.

IL

And now, perfidious Gaul, to vaft defigns
Expands the powers of her ambitious foul ;
In fancy now fhe grafps Potofi’s mines,
And rules the weftern world from pole to pole :
And many a province, for her equal meed,
In thought fhe claims, rapacious as of old,
When fad Alfatia faw her fhepherds 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 feat fublime
She watch’d the future births of time,
And faw the dangers dread, and near

To her natent realm appear:

» .

¢
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Then, verging like the fetting 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 floed
Down the loud refounding fteep,
Before her face the vifion ftood,
Like blue mift fteaming from the deep.
¢ Hafte,” fhe cry’d, * your PARENT POWER
¢ Seek bemeath the briny wave, )
¢ Revolutions charge the hour *

\

¢ Man’s beft rights his aidance crave.
4 Tell the FLooDs, when you convene
¢ In the palace of your fire,

¢ Rapid Rhone, imperial Seine,

¢t Reed-crown’d Scheld, and viny Loire.
¢ Tell what Freedom here has done,

« And give to each this fovereign juice
4 Gather'd in the night’s pale .noon

¢ And bid him in his ftreams infufe.

¢¢ Mingled with the nation’s bowl,

¢ Soon their fervent fons fhall feel

* From the reftlefs fpirit of the French, it may well be fuppofed that
if their former government had continued. the jealoufy of defpotifm
might have induced them, at fome period, to endeavour to weaken the
power of the American Union, by open or fecret means, if Providence
zad not interfered in favour of the United States, by giving the French

iberty.
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¢ Roman energy of foul

« And proudly grafp the Freeman’s ftecl.”

IIL
*
The fpe@re ftretch’d his fhadowy hand,

And the magic mixture took ;

Of potent drugs, from many a land,
Flowers from fair llyffus’ brook.
Roots that love the rocky mound,
When the royal Spartan bled, *
Herbs that {pring on facred ground
Where the foul of Brutus fled.
Panfies pale that love the bourne
Where Eurotas’ naiads ftray,
Daffodils, that ever mourn,
Where the flaughter’d Wallace lay.
King-cups fair, profufely fed,

By the chiding brook that flows
Round the fkirts of Runnimede,
Where Britannia’s Freedom rofe.
Thus, furcharg'd, be left the fteep,
And fuok beneath the beating brine,
Where the feniors of the deep
Round their hoary King combinc.

_ Then he dealt the limpid prize

To his brethren, firft decreed,
When they fought the upper fkies,
Freedom’s nafcent ftem to feed.

* Lconidas, ¢ 4+ Near Athens.
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To check Ambition’s wide-encroaching fchemes '
By the fierce influx of domeftic woes,
And break the purple tyrant’s golden dreams,
By the dire tale of fubjeéts turnd to foes.
1v.
Hence the goddefs to her charge
" Over foreft, over plain
Haftens to the fea-beat verge
Of her wide Atlantic reign. *
Thence the fhepherd boy fhe brought
Viewlefs to her fhady grot,
Bade his ringlets flow with grace,
Breathed the cherubin his face;
Taught his pipe a fofter found,
" ‘The ear to foothe, but not to wound,
Then, amid the Gallic train 4
Led the blooming boy again,
The vi¢tor Gaul refigns his arms -
And clafps the minftrels-heavenly charms :
See the vett’rans thronging round
All carefs the wond'rous boy ;
Soon his pipe’s enchanting found,
Fills their hearts with frantic joy.
Ah! the foldiers little know
While upon his charms they gaze.

* America,

" 4 By thefe are mcant, the French troops in America, during the
late war. .
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That ftar-dike eye, that front of fiow,
And his mien’s ethereal grace,
Little do they dreatrwhat ill¢

His infe@ious prefence brings 5
What a charm his pipe inftilfs,
Fierce revolt, and hate of Kings !
Cupid, not fo fierce a flame, *
Wak’d in fair Eliza’s breaft,
‘When the fair Sidonian dame’
That infidious child careft !

Now the groaning deck he climbsy
Her proud charge the veffel bears,
While his pipe and ruftic rhyme,
Soothes the feamens raptur’d ears.
Now the fated veffel moors v
On fair Gaul’s unconfcious ftrand 3
Fathion’s vot'ries crowd the fhores;
Fathion hails him come to land.
Fathion | proud fantaftic Queen
Fond of every foreign toy,

Wilt thou dote upon his mein,
Canft thou clafp a fhepherd boy ?
Soon upon the banks of Seine
Raoyal eyes fhall weep the day
‘When thine ear, fantaftic Queen
Liften’d to the fhepherd’s lay !
Yet, ye Nobh;.s ! tho’ his lay

# S:e Virg. JEn. 1.
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Grates upon a courtly ear,

Drive fufpicion far away,

Show no daftard figns 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 fimple fong

And from thicket, glade, or hill

Charm at large the ruftic throng !

For he is of that wand'ring race

Bleft with unfupprefhive might,

Erft they gain’d that fovereign grace

From the fource of life and light.

Dungeon deep, nor caftle ftrong

E’er fhdl fee him brook the chain;

Soon the bafe intended wrong

Viewlefs aid fhall render vain.
See! like attraction’s wor]é-pervading might,
Soon as the general car has drunk his lay,
Regardlefs of their tenements of clay
Their fpirits prefs to him with fierce delight!

V.

But now the Monarch's jealou'fy is rous'd,
The royal lips pronounce his doom ;
The wand’rer from his fimple cot unhous’d

Is borne to figh amid the dungeon’s gloom.
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The echoing vaults were faid to fhake
When firft the fwain was lodg’d below ;
And fome beheld the turrets quake
Prefageful of their overthrow.
And to the moon, full many a martyr'd fprite,
Wan tenants of her cells, in ancient days,
Stole a fhort refpite from the realms of night,
And fung in ghoftly quires, a fong of folemn praife.
The morning came, the pipe was mute,
That us’d to wake the new-born \beam;
The crowd who lov'd to hear his flute,
By fpreading oak, or falling ftream ;
Trac’d his fteps, nor fought him long
By inftin& led, or black furmife,
To thofe imperial rampires ftrong,
Where, fhut from day, the captive lies.
Within they heard, or thought they heard,
The fhepherd’s morning roundelay ;
Whether their hopes fome fpirit chear’d,
Or Fancy charm’d their doubts away. -
As when old /Eol’s fignal fhrill
Awakes the wind’s inteftine rage,
And heard from high Olympus’ hill
Breathes the loud fummons to engage.
So the tide of frenzy rofe,
So the haughty wall they fcale,
Soon their oft repeated blows
Shake the proud relentlefs jail. ®
& The Baftile,
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Hark! again the pipe is heard,
¢ Bring the engines, bring the flame.”
Freedom thus her cohorts chear'd
Hurrying on with loud acclaim.
Soon the fimple ftrain is loft,
In Bellona’s thund’ring found ;
Soon thefe walls, the tyrant’s boaft,
In long ruin fpread the ground.
Now the fhepherd fwain is free,
Loud refounds the plaufive ftrain,
From the bounds of Normandy
‘To the Scandinavian main!
When the fun begins his race
Cynthia finks in weftern gloom—
Soon a King fhall take his place
And in woe his days confume.
Soon a Queen fhall mourn the day,
Doom’d in durance long to figh.
Ah! how dear a price ye pay,
Ye who fcorn’d the fhepherd boy !—

VI.

But he that loves the wild extreme,

* To {well the foft breeze to a ftorm,

And bid the gently winding ftream

With giant fweep the fylvan fcene deform,
Combin’d with him, whofe jaundic’d eye,

_ Hates afcending worth to fpy;
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Their baleful arts combine
To blaft the great defign.
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
Flathing o’er the nether fkies.
Riot’s griefly bands advance,
And Anarchy conduds the dance.
Chaos with his hundred choirs,
Still the moody maze iofpires.)
The nations pledge it round and round,
And deem the cvp with bleffings crown’d 5
T'ill the poifon fires the veins,
Strings the nerves and feethes the brains.

VII.

His brother fiend, to loofe the ties

‘That faften maokind to the fkies,

Haftes the fhepherd boy to find,

‘Where, under fhade, the youth reclin’d,
Sitting, like a rural King ¢

His brother captives in a ring, .
Hail the hand that ftruck the blow

‘Which laid the houfe of bondage low !
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To him the wizard thus began :—
¢ Never will the rights of man
¢ Find a bafis deep and broad,
¢ While the fons of Aoly fraud
¢ Hold their title by the charm ;
% Whofe narcotic powers difarm
¢ Every funéion of the foul.
‘¢ By terrours feign’d above the pole,
 See them in their ftation high,
¢ Pretended Lords of earth and tky ;
“ Difpenfing life, difpenfing death,
¢ In a breeze of mortal breath.
¢ Then they range in black array
¢ Guardians of defpotic fway.
¢ Hafte and drive them from their poft,
¢ Hafte | or Liberty is loft 1" # : .

VIIL

Tus swain believ'd, his pipe he blew,
And foon appear’d the frantic crew.
(For now the deep envenom’d bowl
Had fir'd to madnefs every foul.)

The fiend that came in Freedom’s malk,
Urg’d them to the bloody tafk.

Rapine fhew’d the glittering fpoil,

The fruit of many an ages toil.

* See fpceches of Dupont, and others, both in the Affimbly and
Coavention of France,
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Beneath the ftartled eye of noon,
Bencath the glimpfes of the moon,
Their deeds profane the facred light
And add new horrours to the night.—
But wand’fing mufe, refign the lyre,
Such deeds would fright the virgin quire,
They afk a deeply plaintive ftring,
Strains that the hardeft heart could wring.
Old Avon’s matchlefs bard could paint alone
The bloody pall that hovers o'er the throne [—

# Written during the tryal of the late unfortunate King of France,
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