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PREFACE.

I+isnow somewhat more than cight months since proposals
were issued for this edition of Mr. Paine’s works.  This inter-
val, it is said, is unreasonably long; and it is somctimes inti-
mated, in no very cquivocal language, that the publication
has been delayed, till the author and his writiags are no
longer of sufficient interest to retain their share of the gen-
cral cutiosity.

For this dclay, had it been needless, the pubiick might
certainly exact an apvlogy.  When however the causes, that
wve retarded the press. are recounted, the period of publici-
tion wiil not appear to Lave been wantoniy protracted.  Of
these causes, too many and various to be distinctly cnumer-
ated, the principal were, the disorder of Mr. Paine’s manu-
s¢cipts, and the difficultics attending the search for his printed
essavs.  The latter of these causes was of much more influ-
enice than the former.

The manuseripts required nothing but airangement and
seicction 3 but the printed essavs were ofter: to be recovered
from jeurnals, which, having been long since discontinued,
voor: ton slways remembered. Newspapers and M ggazines
for a sries of twenty years were to be consuited.  From this
o v amination, teougeh far from heedless or desuitory, it is not

iptehalde Ui nany picees hine escaped.



vi PREFACE.

The volume contains nothing, that is not known to be Mr.
Painc’s, by evidences stronger, if that were necessary, than even
the characteristicks of his peculiar and unborrowed manner;
except only the verses of an accomplished lady, whom it is
casy to commend to her full deserts, without forcing her into
a thankless and unwarrantable comparison with that Lesbian
enchantress, whose lyre subducs the listener to a deaf and
dizzy delight. not unlike that, which she herself experienced
when gazing on her favourite

srvarwses & o igur Biulen
o d anai Fau

Beside these two, other causcs of obstruction have not
failed to operate.  Every one, who has undertaken to pullish
an Author’s remains, will acknowledge, that to such an under-
taking there are incident many obstacles, which, before he
ventured on the task, he could hardly have imagined possible ;
to such persons enough has been said ; and those, who do not
care to become cditors, would feel little gratitude for a reca-
pitulauon of the discouragements, under which this collection
has gradually grown and spread to its present size and form.

Atlength the work is abroad ; and it is not without anxiety,
that Mr. Paine’s fricnds await the decision of the publick.
The author is, indeed, removed beyond the reach of censure ;
and the vuice of praise, however chaste and sincerr, if not lost
in the bustie of the world, will sigh only in a faint and barren
echo through the chambers of death.  This volume, warmly
and cordially welcomed, will do much to soothe an afflicted
family. A proud neglect or a sullen fejection may embitter
the cup of sorrow with the tears of honest and indignant pride.

Although the work consists, for the most part, of occasional
performatces, vet with local and temporary topicks Mr. Paine
has not unfiequently connected subjects of general and per-
manent interest. From his Prize Prologue, may be leamt
the progress of the seenick art; and one can hardly open the
Ruling Pussion without encountering something. that may
enlarge his kicowledge, or clevate his virnue, or cnnoble his
pattiotism. The Monody on Sir John Moore, though the fate
and character of that gallant officer might furmish matcrials
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for amore elaboratc panegyrick,isnot destitute of moral instruc-
tion; and many of his festal songs are of such an impress, as
to shew that Mr. Paine was not always content to filter off his
political opinions from the common sewers, but could, if he
thought himself bound to such exertion, ascend to the living
springs of truth and right.

Although the Prize Prologue will at once shew itself to be
counsiderably improved, yet that poem, even as now printed,
did not satisfy him, and Mr. Paine was resolved on further
improvements. He had sketched with great boldness and
felicity, the characters of the principal writers for the English
stage. Of these characters, when to each he bad assigned
his proper features, and imparted to all somcthing of that
enthusiasm, which the mere thought of Shakespeare and his
successors was seen to kindle in his own bosom, he had dcter-
mined to form a gallery of portraits. It is to be lamented, that
this determination was forgotten alinost as soon as made. Some
additions are interwoven with the Invention of Letters; and
similar emendations were projected for many of his other
pocms. But his latter years were dark and cheerless ; and he
scems never to have summoned his powers to an attempt,
which he was not unwilling to contcmplate, as feasible only to
a sound and active health.

These remarks are not designed to propitiate the stern or
interest the tender. Neither is it intended by what may follow,
to dcfy the austerity of criticism, or to interdict to any bosom
the i:duigence of a generous sympathy.

The book, such as it is, is Low open on its merits to discus-
sion ; and, while it is not ambitious of a place in the reviews,
it does not shrink from a stiict and impartial sciutiny.  Like
other posthumous works, it wiil uidoubtediy betray many
veuial. aud a few almost inexpiable faults. It wiil also present
no scanty meuwsure of beautics, some of the softest grace, and
others of the brightest bloom. The same page that is here
tam.isntd with blemishes. which the slightest attention may
sc em sufficient to have prevented, may theve spavikle with
decor tions, such as the happicst funcy in its most propitious
moincints can hardiy hope to surpass.

2
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The notes, promiscd in the proposals, it was originally in-
tended to throw into the margin; but this intention being
resigned, the Editor’s labours will be found at the end of the
volume. From assigning, as at first proposcd, so much of the
whole commentary to each production, as its worth, whether
admitted or assumed, might have claimed, the Editor soon
found it necessary to desist.  Had he continued the notes, as
begun, his pages might have out-numbered the author’s.
Many picces are, accordingly, dispatched in a single sentence ;
and somec are silently dismisscd, not because they do not some-
times require, and might not always admit explanation, but
lest productions of higher dignity or deeper intcrest, might be
defrauded of their proportion of the commentary.

Mecagre as the notes are, they would have been still more
meagre, had not a liberal and clegant friendship suggested
many grounds of comparison and sources of illustration. Thus
assisted, however, and enabled, beside his own slender stock
of learning, to command the resources of a rich and vigorous
mind, the Editor docs not presume to think, that his labours
will afford any light to the only pcrsons, who will probably
ever inspect the commentary, to the lovers of sound litcrature
and the patrons of genuine criticism.

Iest he should be accused of permitting errors, which he
had no mcans of excluding, to obtrude themsclves; or applaud-
ed for accuracy and excellence, from which, as he contributed
nothing to their production, he is not entitled to any portion of
praisc, it becomes the Editor to declare, that he holds himself
responsiblc for the text only,and the notes subjoined to the text.
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BIOGRAPHY.

I+ is not the design of the writer of this memoir,
nor the wish of the publisher of this volume, to
present an ample biography of the late ROBERT
TREAT PAINE, Jun. Esq. or an elaborate dis-
cussion on the merits of his poetic effusions. This
sketch will therefore embrace merely a short ac-
count of his life and writings, together with a brief
critical notice of his principal poetic productions.
In Europe, scarcely a year has of late elapsed,
which had not been pregnant with rhyming vol-
umes, born only to see the light and die ; many of
them swelled with unimportant biographical infor-
mation, or a prodigality of critical disquisition.
“The labors of the poet, of his biographer and critic,
are soon forgotten: hence, however barren the
first, or partial or inadequate the latter, the public
sustain little injury from such evanescent perform-
ances. Wih Mr. Paine and the offspring of his
muse, it is far otherwise. Although some of his
writings are but the moderate efforts of hoyhood,
er the subsequent effects of casual and careless
exertion : many of them are the legitimate and in-
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disputable heirs of immortality. Were it probable
that this volume would find readers only in this
vicinity, where Mr. Paine’s manners, habits, and
whole tenor of life are known, a biographical sketch
would be a superfluous task : but, confident as we
are, that at least, his more labored and polished
productions will be long and generally read ; it is
a duty to gratify that curiosity, that anxiety, which
is ever felt by the reader of taste, to know some-
thing more of an author, than the place of his na-
tivity, or the date of his mortal exit.

The dearest relatives of an author being yetalive,
and his friends charitably anxious for the mainte-
nance of his moral as well as poetical reputation,
to paint the poet as he was is at once a very deli-
eate, difficult, and disagreeable task. Yet, what-
ever may be due to the feelings of consanguinity
or the tenderness of friendship, the commands of
Justice are paramount.

Should the glowing aud exact pencil of Stuart
be employed in pourtraying the features of an un-
celebrated maiden, over whose head more than
forty annual suns may have rolled, at her instiga-
tion, and to gratify her vanity, omit many a wrin-
kle or xupply many a deficient rose, few would
feel disposed to censure the painter. But, were
he employed to give a portrait of a poet, patriot,
or hero, whose reputation was familiar, but whose
visage wacunknow n.exeept to a few, flattery would
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be falsebood and omission erime. When a faith-
fal likeness is expected by the public, the pencil
and the pen owe obedience only to truth.

TuouAs PaiNe, whose name was afterwards,
by an act of the legislature in 1801, changed to
RoBerT TreAT PAINE, was born at Taunton, in
the county of Bristol, December 9th, 1773. He
was the second son of the Hon. RoBerT TREAT
PAiNE, an eminent lJawyer, well known as one of
the patriots of the American revolution; one of the
Delegates in Congress from Massachusetts, his
native state, who signed the Declaration of Inde-
pendence ; for many years the Attorney General,
and afterwards one of the Judges of the Supreme
Judicial Court for this Commonwealth. His moth-
er's maiden name was Cons, a sister of the soldier
and patriot, General Coss. Eight adult children
were the fruit of this union; four sons and four
daughters. The three eldest sons, Robert Treat,
Thomas, and Charles, were educated for the bar.
Henry was educated in a compting room. Robert,
in 17798, unmarried, fell a victim to the yellow fever,
after which Thomas assumed his christian name.
The younger brothers were both married, and
Charles died of a consumption earlyin 1810. The
pareats are now living.

Our poet was about seven years of age when his
father removed his family to Boston.
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I have neither time nor opportunity to enquire,
whe:her in his infantile or more juvenile years, he
exhibited any of those trails of genius or eccen-
tricity, which the world is generally so desirous
of finding. or at least of believing must have char.
acterized infancy, because displayed in riper years.
He once informed the writer that he was uncon-
~cious of the possession of more than ordinary tal-
ents, till ~ome of his classmates flattered him with
a belief of their existence, by praising some of his
earliest poctical efforts. If a statesman, hero or
poet. mathematician, painter or musician, acquires
celebrity, the public are delighted with aneedotes
of precocious traits of sentiment or action, indica-
tive of future excellence; of which no notice was
taken at the time ; or which had never been con-
sidered uncommon, without a connexion with sub-
~equent eminence.

He was placed under the care of master Carter,
whao for many years kept one of the public schools,
for instruetion in reading, writing, arithmetic, &c.
Here he made so little proficiency that he was re-
lictanly received at the Latin school, long kept
by master Hunt: he however soon acquired the
lirst ~tanding in his class, which he maintained
untii he was offered for the Freshman class at
Cambridoe s and in July, 1788, he was examined

. . . Yoo oot M *
s ceaee wt niersity, and matrienlated.
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It is remarkable that the last mentioned gentle-
man, who prepared him for college, is not possessed
of a single anecdote which would distinguish him
from ¢ the million.” But of his moral qualities,
during this period. his school mates hear honorable
testimorty. When he had accomplished his own
task, which he always did with great facility, he
was ever ready to lend his aid to those who studied
more tardily, or who had consumed their time in
play. This benefaction was, in some degree, his
pastime ;: as he never engaged in the gymnastic
sports of the school. His temper was placid and
his disposition gay, and apparently feeling no supe-
riority, he was infected with no other ambition,
than that of acquitting himself to the satisfaction
of his instructor.

During the first two years of his collegiate life,
he was generally attentive to the studies assigned,
excelling particularly in the Latin and Greck lan-
guages, in English grammar and rhetoric : but to
stated recitations he was not unfrequently inatten-
tive ; devoting his time, not to idleness nor dis-
sipation, but to natural philosophy and elegant
literature. T'o the Greek language he was very
attentive, insomuch that the government of college
assigned to him a Greek oration at one of the exhi-
bitions of his class. This performance is gener-
ally nothing more than a recitation from some of
the orations of Demosthenes or Lsocrates.oraspeeel
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from l,’l‘n‘:areh or Xenophon ; but Paine chose to
write his own in Greek, without first preparing in
English ; which he did much to the satisfaction of
Doctor Willard, at that time President, who was
considered a very accurate Greek scholar The
manuscript is now in existence.

One of his classmates, J. Allen, whether from mere
wantonness, or to gratify some particular resent-
ment, we know not, wrote several satirical verses,
abusive of Paine, inscribed on the college wall.
Discovered by Paine, he was resolved un replica-
tion ; but, having never written a line of poetry,
he was for some time undetermined on the mode.
Some of his class instigated him to attempt a poet-
ical retort, by depreciating his talents, and doubt-
ing his ability to produce a rhymimgreply. Allen
was a young man of a most vigorous mind, and had
long. and not unsuccessfully, paid his respects to
the muses. He at that time reigned laureat of the
class. Paine, however, fearlessly attacked him in
return.

This anecdote the writer had from Mr. Paine
the last summer. on asking him the occasion of his
first attempt to rhyme. He could not recollect the
verses, but believed there was little wit on either
side, though he was not then dissatisfied with his
first metrical effort.  « Were it not for this circum-
stance,” said he, ¢ probably, I should never have
undertaken a couplet.”  How trivial an iucident

d
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may s0 affect the belm, as to give a new direetion
to the whole voyage of life. The falling of & pin
may decide the fate of an empire.

Gratified in his first excursion on Parnassian
beights, he persevered in his intimacy with the
nime, till friendship became love ; and he found it
ever afler impracticable to divorce his affections.
Thus seduced, he became ambitious of showing
the world how much he was their favorite. He
mw his own rhymes in print, and his blessed ruin

:'f':"u inevitable. Scarcely less pleasure has a young
author, at the sight of his first printed couplets,
than a young lover at the moment of contract for
the approaching hymeneal knot.

It is the praetice at Cambridge for the professor
of Rhetorichnd the English language, commencing
in the first or secoud quarter of the student’s soph-
omore year, to give the class a text; generally
some brief moral quotation from some of the an-
cient or modern poets, from which the students
write a short essay, usually denominated a theme.
These are examined and corrected by the Profes-
sor, and a straight line is drawn by him on the
back of the theme, under the name of the writer.
Under the names of those, whose themes are of
more than ordinary correctness or elegance, the
Professor draws tirolines. This distinction, though
it oceasions jealousies and complaints of partiality
among the students, greatly excites their ambition.

4
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Many, if not the greater part of Paine’s themes,
were written in verse ; and his vanity was gratified,
and his emulation roused by the honor of constant
double marks.

Few, if any of these exercises, however, did
Paine think proper to publish. And there are
some, which it is presumed he never would have
published, or certainly not without further correc-
tion. Though they give evidence, and contain
examples of high poetic powers, there are many
feeble lines, which he would have omitted, or
amended : and many inaccuracies, which he would
have subsequently rectified.

Can there cxist a son, from Adam sprung,

How abject c’er from native dignity, &c—page 11.
And solemn silence bids the mind reverc.—p. 15.
He [naturc] blushed, he sighed, and asked her hand.

And, unsupifireased, returned the sigh~p. 20.

Page21. dmoursis accented on the first syllable.
The whole poem, however, on the text,

“ Know then thysclf; presume not God to scan;
The proper study of mankind is man;”

exemplifies the author’s creative powers.
Where crags me-nace—p. 52.
Till then thy name shall fiervagrate the carth—p. 55.
Page 45, as in many other places, the transi-

tion is immediate from the familiar to the grave
style ¢
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\Vhen with your lyre you.swell melodious songs,
E’en Orpheus owns to tkee the wreath belongs.

Shall court rAy smile, and in your praisec combine.—p. 46.
Created lifc was formed—p. 49.

Splendid greensy—p. 60.

Swect arc the hours of lifc’s expanding years—p. 62.
Swords turned the scale, and nods edicted law ;—p. 72.

Pervagrate and edicted, with several other
words, were coired in Mr. Paine’s own mint.
Whether the republic of letters will recognize the
validity of these acts of poetic suvereignty, time
must determine.

Here museful thought and contempilation dwell—p. 82.

Such tautology is, however, very rare with Mr.
Paine. Yet this is not more censurable than Pope's
* pensive coutemplation,” which perhaps Paine
had in view.

No more, amid the sylvan dance, N
Smules vound the soul-subduing glance leep. 110,

We have here noticed a few inaccuracies. The
list might be greatly augmented ; and still it is
wonderful there are so few. Inthe exactness of
his rhymes, he was not then,very scrupulous. Warm
and born are grating to the ear: but the eye rather
than the ear is displeased with lurn and dawn.

‘There is no uncommon merit in his translations,
We are surprised that he should have attempted
Sapho’s ®AINETAI MOI 'KHNOE. after Phillips.
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It is not designed to notice the many beauties
and evidences of ripening excellence, which are
scattered over his college exercises: we must,
however, select and refer to a few examples.

No sooner morn had cheered the skies with light,
And modest fields blushed from the embrace of nighte—p. 43.

The first fourtcen lines of the Valedictory (p. 60.)
are exquisitely beaatiful.

How comprehensive the second line of his
Address to Freedom :

Hecaven-born goddess, hail !
Friend of the fien, the sickie, and the egil !—p. 70.

His imitations were not very frequent. The
following line,

. Nofearof dcath their dauntless souls deplore ;—p. 53.
is but a slight variation from one in Young’s Para-
phrase of Job, describing the war-horse :
No sensc of fear his daunticss soul allays.

On the whole, although his earlier academic
productions would not have ensured immortality,
they contain some sublimity and mueh vigor and
beauty, as well as a maturity and copiousness of
style, uncommon with juvenility. They are far
from being models of perfection; but, to quote
from his Refinement of Manners,

Vain is the hope, in life’s first dawn, to find
Those ncrves of thought, that grace the ripencd mind.

At the usual quarterly exhibition, in the autumn
of 1701, the government of college assigued to
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Paine an English poem. There is an unaccount-
able indolence, or love of delay with respect te
original composition, common to many, if not to
most of those, who are capable of the finest execu-
tion. He neglected his task day after day, till the
morning of the exhibition, on which, he wrote and
committed to memory about a third-part of the
whole. ”

Although there was much merit in this poem,
he did not, by it, acquire much reputation ; merely
on account of the plaintive monotony of his languid
delivery : so disposed is a vast majority, -éven of
. an academic audience, to put their trust in the into-
nations of emphasis and the gracefulness of gesture.
Mr. Paine, however, afterwards improved in publie
speaking: and his elocution became almost perfect.

The delivery of a poem at an exhibition, in the
senior year, generally ensures a similar appoint-
ment at the ensuing commencement. Feeling ses
cure in this respect, Paine became negligent with
regard to attendauce on public prayers and stated
recitations ; not wasting bis time, but applying
to such studies and authors as were more con-
genial to his - taste, than some to which it was his
duty, as a student, to have attended. During the
ensuing quarter, some disturbance having taken
place between the students of the senior class and
one or more of the tutors, Paine used some severe
and abusive language, respecting certain arrange-

"

.'-. 4
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ments for the evening commons; and was sum-
moned to appear before the government of the uni-
versity. He defended himself before them with
80 much wit and impudence, that his offence was
rather increased than mitigated. He was accord-
ingly sentenced to a suspension* of four months,
for neglect of his studies during that quarter ; and
for insulting the authority of college ; aggravated,
as his sentence runs, by his indecent and impudent
attempts, when before the government, to justify
his mishehavior.

.= The then President of the college, Dr. Willard,
was well known to be a strenuous supporter of
authority, and rigidly attached to the maintenance
of his own dignity ; *‘and opposed” (as Mr. Paine
used to say) ** to the least perpetration of wit in his
presence.” ‘The slightest disrespect to his office
was considered as a crime : hence, with all his
learning and virtues, he was ill calculated to
restrain by persuasion, or to gain the respect and
affection of the students, by a deportment, at once
dignified without haughtiness, and conciliating
without familiarity. Had he possessed the bland

* By some strange transposition of terms, that is called
suspier.aton, which is merely a reaticatrsn, a dismissal to the
country for somce months, when the student is restored to his
cdass: and that is called ruasication, which susficads him a
year, allowing him to go where he pleases, and degrades Lim
to the class below that in which Le had stood. We wish to
seo the e #2lann of this solccism flom our university,
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manners and persuasive authority of the scholar
and gentleman, who now presides with such dig-
nity and usefulness over that seminary, it is possi-
ble Paine had not been suspended.

Perhaps, however, his suspension was of no real
disadvantage. He was placed under the care of
the Rev. Mr. Sanger, of Bridgewater, where he
pursued his studies with assiduity, and was after-
wards regularly reinstated in his class.

The 21st of every June, till of late years, has
been the day, on which the members of the senior
class closed their collegiate studies, and retired,
to make preparations for the ensuing commence-
ment. On this day it was usual for one member
to deliver an oration, and another a poem: such
members being appointed by their classmates. The
Valedictory Poem of Mr. Paine, a tender, correct
and beautiful effusion of feeling and taste, was re-
ceived by the audience with applause and tears.
The latter part of it, especially, was heard with
silent sorrow and admiration.

« The fatal sheers the slender thread divide,
And sculptured urns the mouldering relicks hide ;
Far decper wounds our bleeding breasts display,
And Fate's most deadly weapon is—to-day.
To-day we part; ye throbs of anguish, rise,

Flow, all ye tcars, and hcave, ye rending sighs !
Come lend to Friendship’s stified voice relicf,

And melt the lonely hermitage of gricf.

Sighs, though in vain, may tell the world we feel,
And tears may soothe the wound. they caunot heal.
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To-day we launch from this delightful shore,

And Mirth shall checr, and Friendship charm no more;
We spread the sail o’er life’s tumultuous tide ;
Ambition’s helm, let prudent Reason guide ;

Let grey Experience, with her useful chart,
Direct the wishes of the youthful heart.

‘Where’er kind heaven shall bend our wide carecr,
Still let us fan the flame, we’ve kindled here ;
Still let our bosoms burn with equal zeal,

And teach old age the warmth of youth to feel.
But ere the faithful moment bids us part,

Rends every nerve, and racks the throbbing heart,
Let us, while here our fondest prayer ascends,
Swear on this altar, ¢ that we will be fricnds !
But, ah ! behold the fatal moments fly ;

‘Time cuts the knot, he never could untie.

Adicu! ye scenes, where noblest pleasures dwell !
Ye happy scats, ye sacred walls, farcwell !

Adicu ! ye guidcs, and thoggnlightened sire ;

A long farewcll resounds our phaintive lyre ;
Adieu! ye youths, that press our tardy heel ;
Long may it be, cre you such griefs shall fecl !
Wild horrors swim around my startling view ;
Fate prompts my tongue, and, oh ! my friends, adieu.”

On the 15th of July, 1792, the day on which he
received his degree of Bachelor of Arts, he deliv- -
ered, according to the assignment of the govern-
ment, an English poem. . This was at a time when
all eyes were directed to France, and almost every
American was ardent in his wishes for the success
of the French revolution. He chose for his theme
“The Nature and Progress of Liberty:” a subject
than which, no one could have been more popular
and judicious. The general delusion of the time.
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when the infidel, Paine, was considered the great
apostle of liberty, and Edmund Burke, the cham.-
pion of despotism, must excuse certain sentiments,
which no one would sooner condemn at this time,
than the anthor, if alive.

Long may the laurel to the ermine yield,

The stately palace to the fertile ficld ;

The fame of Burke, in dark oblivion ruat,
Ilis pen a meteor—and kis page the duast.

It is not surprising that a young man, like Paine,
should have partaken of the general madness of
the day, which, with very few exceptions, then
swayed the feelings of age, of wisdom, and of
experience. Mr. Paine, some years after, spoke
with regret of his ¢ stripling attempt to smite the
pyramidical fame of Burke.”

He was graduated with the esteem of the govern-
ment and the regard of his cotemporaries. He
was as much distinguished for the opening virtues
of his heart; as for the vivacity of his wit; the
vigor of his imagination; and the variety of his
knowledge. A liberality of sentiment and a econ-
tempt of selfishness arc usual concomitants; and
in him, were striking characteristics. Urbanity
of manners and a delicacy of feeling imparted a
charm to his benignant temper and social dispo-
sition.

Mr. Paine, soon after leaving college, determined
on the pursuit of the mercantile profession: and

5



XXX BIOGRAPHY.

“became a clerk to Mr. James Tisdale, a merchant

in this town of very extensive business. Toa man
of our poet’s genius and disposition, we should sup-
pose it impossible that this should not have been
irksome. He had enjoyed the friendship of the
Pierian sisters, till the connexion became indis-
soluble ; ¢ and could not leave them, nor return
from following after them.” Hence, he not only
eontinued an occasional correspondent of the Mas-
sachusetts Magazine, in which he had written
many fine pieces, under the signatures of Egon
and Celadon, and in which he now assumed the
signature of Menander; but even made entries in
his day book in poetry; and once, made out a
charter-party in the same style.

Nor was he at all times attentive to the desk
and the counter. Having been one day sent to
the bank, with a check for five hundred dollars,
returning to the store, he was met by several liter-
ary acquaintances, he jumped into a hackney eoach
with them, went to Cambridge, and spent a week,
in the enjoyment of ¢the feast of reason and the
flow of soul.” He, however, did not embezzle the
money ; but, on his return, carried it untouched to
the store.

In the correspondence, about this time, between
Philenia and our poet, there are certainly some of
the finest strains of the lyre, and some of the most
delicate touches of compliment. On cach side there
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is some proximity to adulation. Philenia had,
however, the most exalted opinion of Paine’s poetic
powers : and Paine thought he could not say too
much of a lady, who was so highly celebrated for -
her manners, beauty, colloquial talents, and literary
altainments ; and who had ascended to such an
altitude on Parnassus, as to leave all American
female competitors at a humble distance. ‘

During the winter of 17923, Paine frequently
visited the theatre, and acquired a predilection
for theatric amusements, which closely adhered to
him through life. The law of this state against
theatrical exhibitions, had never been repealed ;
batasmall company of actors had contrived to evade
it: a temporary theatre was erected in Board Alley,

« And plays their heathen names forsook,
And those of ¢ Moral Lectures’ took.”

The law was abrogated; and in the summer
and autumn of 1798, a large and elegant brick the-
atre was erected in Federal Street.

Previously to the opening of the theatre, the pro-
prietors offered the reward of a gold medal for the
best prologue, that should be presented ; appoint-
ing several literary gentlemen to examine such as
should be offered, and to make the adjudication.

Antecedently to the day assiguned for the critical
serutiny, not less than tweaty were presented.
" They were perused by the censors ; but no disa-
greement of sentiment arcse on the question, to
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whom the medal should be awarded. Among the
competitors, not cnly those who fancied themselves
poets, and were inhabitants of this state, but several
poetical adventurers from other states, contested
the prize.

The following vote passed on the subject.

“Jt a meeting of the Proprietors of the Boston
Theatre, December 2d. 1793.

¢ Voted, That the Trustees be a committee, in
behalf of the Proprietors, to thank Mr. Thomas
Paine for his appropriate and excellent Prologue,
written for the opening of the theatre, and to present
him with the Prize Medal adjudged for the same.
¢ In behalf of the TruSTEES, .
«PEREZ MORTON, Chairman.”

The medal was prepared and presented the ensu-
ing spring, accompanied with the following letter.

¢ Boston, March 24th. 1794.

i 81g,—In the name of the T'rustees and Propri-
etors of the Boston Theatre, I have the pleasure
to presecat to you the medal, adjudged to your Pro-
logue, at the opening of the theatre, as the reward
of merit and genius.

“ I am, Sir, your most obedient
** humble servant,

« PEREZ MORTON."”
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The medal is a cirele of about two inches diam-
eter, widely and neatly embroidered around the

periphery, simply containing on one side the words,
For
TRE PROLOGUR
at opening of
the Boston
THEATRE
this
and on the other;

PRIZE
is adjudged
to
TroMAS Palxz,
by the

CENSORS.

This Prologue, as first printed, contained some
bombast, and several inaccuracies; yet a greater
volume of poetic mind has seldom, if ever, heen
embodied in the same compass. In conceiving
greatly, Mr. Paine sometimes conceived extrava-
gantly, or obscurely. For instance, as the Pro-
logue originally stood :

But, lo! where, rising in majestick flight,
The Roman eagle sails the expanse of light !
His wings, likc Heaven’s vast canopy, unfurled,
Spread their broad plumage o’er the subject world.
Behold ! he soars, where golden Phaebus rolls,
And, perching on his car, o’crlooks the poles !
Far, as revolves the chariot’s radiant way,
He walfts his empire on the tide of day ;
From where, it rolls on yon bright sca of aunas ;
To where in Light’s remoteat ¢bbd, it runs.
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The writer had occasion to analyze this passage,
in a familiar manner, in his presence. He agreed
that it was indefensible, and has since amended
it; but itis still extravagant, although supported
by the authority of an Augustan poet.

Extravagant and obscure is he also in the ¢In-
vention of Letters.”

Could Fausrus live, by gloomy Grave resigned ;
With power cxtensivc, as sublime his mind,
Thy glorious life a volume should composc,
As Alps immortal, spotless as its snows.
Had he here closed, all would have been well :
but to make the volume complete,

The stars should be its typico—its fircaa the age ;
‘The carth its binding—and the aky its piage.

The writer asked how he would paint Faustus
picking up the stars for types, time his press, the
sky his paper, and afterwards, this volume of the
sky bound with the earth.—¢ Poh,” said he, ¢ you
know obscurity is part of the sublime: it went
down well ; it took—marvellously.”

A more perfect or sublime allegory is not recol-
lected, than the following, in the Prize Prologue,”
portraying the ages of darkness, which succeeded
the Roman empire :

Thus sct the sun of intellectual light,
And wrapped in clouds, lowered on the Gothick night.
Dark gloomed the storm—the rushing torrent pourcd,
And wide the decp Cimmerian dcluge roarcd ;
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E’en Learning’s loftiest hills were covered o’er,
And seas of dulness rolled, without a shore.

Yet, erc the surge Parnassus’ top o’crflowed,

The banished Muses fled their blest abode.

Frail was their ark, the heaven-topped seas to brave,
The wind their compass, and their helm the wave ;
No port to cheer them, and no star to guide,

From clime to clime they roved the billowy tide ;
At length, by storms and tempests wafted o’er,
They found an Ararat on Albion’s shore.

He once said that he had written several addi-
tional lines, making Apollo swear by Shakespeare,
as the rainbow, that there should be no second
deluge of dramatic dulness : but, fearing he should,
like Dr. Young, run down the allegory, he forbore
their retention.

This Prologue, since its first publication, has
been much amended, and has received copious ad-
ditions ; and it was designed to have inserted a
sketch of the most eminent dramatists.

A considerable company of Comedians arrived
from England, and the theatre was opened with
very flattering success.

Among the trans- Atlantic performers, were Mr.
Baker and wife, and an only daughter, Miss ELizA
Biker, then aged about sixteen; young, hand-
some, amiable, and intelligent : she was not
viewed with indifference by Mr. Paine ; and the
stage had now for him more than the usual attrac-
tions. His views were, however, governed by
affection. delicacy, and honour. No man can read
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the following nervous lines in his ¢ Ruling Pas-
sion,” written about this time, and suppose they
eould have been otherwise :

Poor is the trophy of seductive Art,

‘Which, but to triumph, subjugates the heart;

Or, Tarquin-like, with more licentious flame,
Stains manly truth to plunder fcmalc fame.

Life’s deepest penance never can atone,

For Hope dcluded, or for Virtue flown.

Yet such there are, whose smooth, perfidious smile
Might cheat the tempting crocodile in guile.
Thorns be their pillow; agony their slecp;

Nor c’en the mercy given, to “ wake and weep !”
May screaming night-ficnds, bot in recreant gore,
Rive their strained fibres to their heart’s rank core,
Till startled conscience heap, in wild dismay,
Convulsive curses on the source of day !

During the theatrical season of 1793—#, the
Drama was the principal subject of Paine’s amuse-
ment and attention, and he spent much time in
writing theatrical criticisms. His mercantile busi-
ness became irksome, and his mercantile ambition
was gone. Hence, in the ensuing summer, he parted
from Mr. Tisdale, by whom he had ever been
treated with kindness, and of whom he ever spake
with respect and commendation.

The qualities, which had secured him esteem, at
the univervity, were daily expanding, and his rep-
utation was daily increasing. His society was
eagerly sought in the most polished and refined
circles ; he administered compliments with great
address ;: and no bean was cver a greater favorite
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in the beax monde ! His apparel was now in the
extreme of fashion ; although at some subsequent
periods, when his fortunes were less propitious,
he indulged in a truly poetical negligence of attire.

Sbortly after his separation from the ‘counting
house, he issued proposals for publishing a semi-
weekly newspaper, in the town of Boston. His
literary reputation was high, and it was expected
that his publication, while it should adhere to the
gospel politics of federalism, would teem with the
effusions of fancy and of taste. The subscription
for this paper was liberal ; and it commenced on
the 20th of October, 1794, under the title of ¢ The
Federal Orrery;” with the motto, from Virgil,
¢« Solemque suum, sua sidera, norunt.”

Public expectation was, however, not a little
disappointed. Love, the theatre, natural indolence,
and constant temptations to pleasure and amuse-
ment, stole away his hours ; and even the little
attention he paid to his paper, seemed a drudgery.

There are, however, some circumstances con-
nected with the publication of this journal, which
deserve notice. 1In the fore part of the year 1795,
he inserted, in numbers, in the Orrery, “The Jac-
obiniad,” a political poem. This poem is model-
led upon “The Rolliad,” if not copied from it.
Mr. Paine new-pointed and new-edged much of
the satire ; and the leaders of the jacobin faction
were sorely galled by this battery of ridicule. This

8 .
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drew upon him the summary vengeance of a mob,
who attacked the house of Major Wallach, with
whom he lodged, who gallantly defended his castle
against the fury of the unprincipled banditti, and
compelled them to retire. But another ecircum-
stance, attached to this publication, had a more
important bearing upon our author. ‘The son of a
gentleman, at whom the shafts of wit had beea
aimed, called upon the editor for personal satisfac-
tion, which was denied. Mr. Paine apprehended
an assanlt, and prepared himself, with an unloaded
pistol, which he vainly imagined would appal his
adversary. The parties accidentally met. Upoa
the approach of his assailant, whose overpowering
force Mr. Paine eould not resist, he presented his
pistol ; but the gentleman fearlessly rushed for-
ward and violently assaulted him. Mr. Paine,
who had little museular power, and whose nerves
had never been previously tested, considered this
disasterous interview as the most fatal incident of
his life. 8o capricious is popular opinion, when
uncankered by party, that it dencunces, for not
doing, what it would econdemn, if done. Bo en-
venomed is party, that it applauds in one, what it
reprobates in another. So distorted are its deeis-
ions, that it perpetually illustrates the absurdity
of the justice and farmer, as exemplified in the
fable. A few months never effected a greater
change in the acquaintance and friends; in the

L3
. %



BIOGRAPHY. XX¥X

habits and prospects of an individual, who had
transgreseed no law, human or divine. It was his
misfortune, that in this exigence, he had neither
stubbornness of pride to resist the blow ; nor elas-
ticity of eharacter to recover from the shock. '

In February, 1795, he was married to Miss
Baker. Whether any or what objections were
made to this mateh by his relations, other than his
father, we bhave not learned. His father, under-
standiag what were his intentions, threatened to
rencunce him, should he marry the lady. The
father’s threat had no effect on the son: at least,
bewever unwilling he might be to offend a parent,
his honor, his affection, and independence of mind,
forbade compliance with the authority of what he
eonsidered mere parental pride.

The nuptial hour was the signal of expulsion
from his father’s house; but the hospitality of
Major Wallach, sheltered him and Mrs. Paine
from paternal persecution. Fifteen months they
remained inmates it this gentleman’s family ; and
although Mr. Paine tendered a liberal remunera-
tion, Major Wallach never would receive but one
bundred dollars! Whenever he recurred to this
beneficent act, the tear of gratitude could not be
suppressed, Mr. Paine once said, ¢ When I lost
a father, I gained a wife and found a friend.”

This alienation continued until the decease of
the eldest brother, in 1798. This distressing oc-
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currence produced a reconciliation, which, proba-
bly from too little confidence on one hand, and an
insufficient degree of respect on the other; was of
no cordial duration. 'Whether the austerity of the
father occasioned the ineorrigible obliquities of the
eon; or whether the anomalies of the son provoked
the untempered severity of the father ; or whether
they alternately operated upon each other as canse
and effect, the writer cannot ascertain; nor is it
his duty to decide. The registry of events is the
only duty of the biographer.

In July, 1795, Mr. Paine took his second degree,
at Cambridge. The government assigned to him
the delivery of an English poem. To the writer
of this imperfect sketch of his life, then about to
take his first degree, had also been assigned an
English poem. A little after sunrise, on the morn-
ing of Commencement, we went into the meeting-
house and rehearsed our poems to the empty pews.
President Willard had struck out ten lines of
Paine’s poem : beginning,

Pnvy, that fiend, who haunts the great and good,
Not Cato shunned, nor Hercules subdued.
On Fame’'s wide field, where’er a covert lies,
The rustling serpent to the thicket flics;
The foe of Glory, Merit is her prey;
The dunce she leaves, to plod his drowsy way.
Of birth amphibious, and of Protean skill,
This green-cyed monster changes shape at will ;

Like snakes of smaller breed, she sheds her akin ;
Strips off the ecrpent, and turns—JacoBnix.
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In the writer’s poem, he had also erased a pas-
sage of the same political import. Notwithstand-
ing the erasure, we agreed to pronounce what we
bad written ; an impudent and unjustifiable deter-
mination. The writer’s poem belonged to the
forenoon, Mr. Paine’s to the afternoon exercises.

The annual collegiate dinner being finished in
the hall, after the morning exercises, the writer
was ordered, by the President, to appear in the
Philosophy chamber, to answer for his disobedi-
ence. After a short lecture, not unaccompanied
with threats of being denied a degree, he was sent
to find Paine; the object being, strictly to for-
bid his delivery of the lines erased. The writer
did not take much trouble to find him, and returned
without success. The Librarian was then dis-
patched on the same errand, who went down to
the hall of c ) mmons, where he knew Paine «as not ;
and after staying a few minutes, returned also,
unsuccessfully. Another messenger was despatched,
who found Paine in the meeting-house, seated by
the stage, and ready to perform ; the house being
crouded, and the time having arrived for the after-
noon exercises. He was told to appear before the
corporation of the college. “Give mycompliments
to them,” said Paine, ¢‘and tell them I will not
come.” It was not known whether this answer
was reported—probably not; as the procession
was formed, and ready to move.



xlii BIOGRAPHY.

Mr. Paine’s poem was received with very great
applause. When the erased lines were spoken, s
little hissing was heard, which was soon drowned
by repeated, loud rounds of approbation.

We were both doubtful whether our degrees
would be conferred. Not being under the imme-
diate government of the college, Paine, as a citi-
zen, conceived he had a right to utter the lines;
and was quite indifferent whether a degree was
conferred or not. The degrees, however, were
conferred. The President had no objection to the
verses, other than what arose from an unwilling-
ness to have Governor Adams, who was present,
and perhaps a few others, believe he had sanc.
tioned them.

¢ The Invention of Letters’”” was immediately
printed, and passed through two large editions, in
a very short time. It was inseribed to General
Washington ; to whom a copy was transmitted by
the author, who received a highly complementary
Jetter from that great man, which, from some cas-
ualty, eannot at present be found.

It has been ohserved, that to his newspaper he
paid little attention. During the autumn of 17985,
and the winter of 1796, he was so much devoted
to the theatre; to company, (especially literary,)
and to the general amusements of the town, that
no one would have suspected his being the editor
of the Orrery, but from sceing his name. as such,
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at the head of the first page. In April, 1796, he
sold the establishment, after having lost and been
defrauded of several thousand dollars, by entrust-
ing its concerns to others. Previous to his disposing
of his paper, he received the appointment of ¢ Mas-
ter of Ceremonies” in the theatre, with a salary
sufficient for a comfortable support. The greater
part of his time, Lowever, being at his own dispo-
sal, thougli his inquisitive and excursive mind was
ever on the alert, and he was constantly adding to
his stock of knowledge : not moving in those higher
circles, which ought to have rejoiced in the honour
and pleasure of his company : but who fastidiously
considered as a degradation, his marriage with an
actress, (though, subsequently, Mrs. Paine never
appeared on the hoards:) he sometimes associated
with those. whose fellowship neither strengthened
his virtues, increased his happiness, or enhanced
his credit. He resorted much to the house of his
father-in-law, who, at that time, kept a hotel;
where, frequently yielding to improper hours and
indulgences, he began to confirm injurious habits.
His offences against temperance, though seldom
excessive, from repetition, acquired strength, and
became the necessary order of the day.

Genius knows its own worth aud feels its own
dignity. Titled folly and wealthy impotence,
measure men, not by their minds, but by their
height : not by their merit, but by their altitude in

7
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society. Paine felt the neglect of his inferiors,
who moved in a higher orbit. A soul like his, is
ever active in literary commerce ; ever ready to
communicate and receive ;: and, by constant barter
and exchange of intellectual stores, ever anxious
to add to the capital stock. A supereilious pride
bad. at least, partially excluded him from higher
society, and compelled him to intercourses, not
always the most reputable or useful.

Mr. Paine was appointed, by the ¢ Phi Beta
Kappa Society’ of Harvard University, to deliver
a poem on their anniversary, July 20th, 1797.
This is the longest and most perfect of all his
poetical productions. We know of no satire, of
Horace or Juvenal, Boileau or Pope, that surpasses
it. It was his intention to make some alterations
and additions to this poem : but he was prevented,
by his constitutiona! aptitude to delay till to-mor-
row, and to-morrow, and to-morrow.

He considered the * Ruling Passion” as a
gallery of portraits, which he intended, at a future
time, to improve and amplify. The comparison
of different characters with different brutes. i« the
most perfect and condensed. ‘The description of
the fop, the pedant. the frail heauty. the old maid,
and the miser, have, perhap:, never been equalled.
The apostrophe to poetry is written in the sublimest
strain of poetry and pathos. Fearing it might be
his own
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sursssssnnneene Horrid Fate! the living Musc to sec,
Bound to thc mouldering corpsc of Penury;”

about two years after writing this poem, he bade
farewell to the muses; and for eighteen or twenty
months, entirely neglected his first love. Affec-
tion and association, however, returned ; the Indian
way was forsaken for the Appian; and, during
most of his life, from his poetical Pisgah, he with
sorrow perceived, that
“ The Canaan, he must ne’cr possess, was gold.”

When it is considered, for how small sums many
of the finest minor poems have been originally
sold to British booksellers, the reader will be sur-
prised to learn how liberally the effusions of Mr.
Paine have been patronised in this country. For
his ¢ Invention of Letters,” he received fifteen
hundred dollars, exclusive of expense: and twelve
hundred dollars profit, by the sale of his ¢ Ruling
Passion.”

In June, 1798, at the request of the ¢ Massachu-
setts Charitable Fire Society,” Mr. Paine wrote
his celebrated political song of ¢ Adams and Lib-
erty.” It may appear singular, that politics should
have any connexion with an institution of benevo-
lence »but the great object of the anniversary being
to obtain charitable donations, the more various '
and splendid were the attractions, the more crowded
the attendance ; and of course, the more ample the
accumulation for charity.
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There was, probably, never a political song more
suug in Amer.ca, than this ; and one of more poet-
ical werit was, perbaps, never writlen: an anec-
dote deserves notice, respecting one of the best
stanzasinit. Mr. Paine had writ'enall heintended;
and being in the house of Major Russell, the editor
of the ( entinel, showed him the verses. It was
highly approved, but pronounced imperfect; as
Washington was omitted. The sideboard was
replenished, and Paine was about to help himself ;
when Major Russell familiarly interfered, and
insisted, in his humourous manner, that he should
not slake his thirst, till he had written an additional
stanza, in which Washington should be introduced.
Paine marched back and forth a few minutes, and
suddenly starting, called for a pen. He immedi-
ately wrote the following sublime stanza, afterwarda
making one or two trivial verbal amendments :
Should the Tempest of War overshadow our land,

Its bolts could nc’er rend Freedom’s temple asunder ;
For, unnioved, at its portal, would Washington stand ;

And repulse, with his breast, the assaults of the thunder !

His sword, from the slcep
Of its scabbard would lcap,

And conduct, with its point, ev’ry flash to the decp!
For nc'cr shall the sons, &c. ®

The sale of this song yielded him a profit of
about seven hundred and fity dollars. It was
read by all : and there was scarcely, in New Eng.
land, a singer, that could pot sing this song. Noe
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was its cireulation confined to New England : it
was sung at theatres, and on public and private
occasions, throughout the United States ; and re-
published and applanded in Great Britain.

The theatre baving been destroyed by fire, in
February, 1798 ; in the autumn of this year, it was
rebuilt and enlarged. Paine engaged to write a
Pedicatory Address, to be spoken by Mr. Hodg-
kinson, then manager, when the theatre should be
again opened ; of which, due notice was given in
the public papers. The theatre was to be opened
on Monday, October 20th. Multa agendo nihil
agens was certainly his business during theatrical
vacations, and he neglected his Prologue till
Sanday, the day before its intended delivery : on
which day, between two and three o’clock, some
literary acquaintance having dined, and being then
present with him, Mr. Hodgkinson entered in a
rage, and immediately began to upbraid bim for
bis negligence. The public had been informed
that a Prologue was to be spoken by the manager,
not a word of which was yet written : he begged
Paine to write something, however short or indif-
ferent, that the theatrical campaign might not com-
mence®With a broken promise. “ Pray do not be
angry, Hodgkinson,” said Paine ; ¢sit down, and
take a glass of wine.” ¢ No sir,” said Hodgkin-
son, “ when you begin to write, I will begin to
drink.”"—He immediately took his pen, at a side



xlviii BIOGRAPHY.

table, and began to write. At half past eight, he
completed the whole of it, as it now stands, ex-
cepting the last sixteen lines, relative to Adams,
which were added the next day, as a compliment
to President Adams : it having been repeated on
Tuesday evening, an extra play night, commemo-
rating his birth day, at which he was present. This
Address contains many fine lines, and the political
satire is of the highest stamp. ‘The treatment of
the American ministers, by Talleyrand and his
agents ; the assumption of a threatening aspeet;
and afterwards, menaces having failed, his concil-
iatory deporiment, are most severely satirized.
As some old Bawd, who all her lifc hath been

A fungus, sprouting from the filth of sin;

‘Whose dry trunk scasons in the frost of Vice;

Like radish, saved from rotting by the ice;

When threatening bailiffs first her conscience awe,

Not with the fear of shame, but fear of law,

Scts cut at sixty, in contrition’s scarch,

Rubs garlick on her cyes, and goes to church!

Thus Europe’s courtezan, well versed in wiles,

Whose kisses poison, while the harlot smiles,

With pious sorrow hears our cannon roar,

And swears devoutly, that she’ll sin no more !

Mr. Paine continued in his theatrical office,
during this season. In February, 1799, &e had,
as he had been accustomed to have several scasons
before, a very profitable benefit.

The treaty betweeun this country and France,
made in 1778, was abrogated by Congress, July
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Yth, 1798 ; a year after which, the young men of
Boston determined to celebrate the anniversary.
It was not, however, resolved, till after the 7th of
July; and Wednesday, the 17th, was fixed for the
day. Application was made to Mr. Paine, to de-
liver an Oration on the occasion, the Saturday
evening preceding the 17th.

Short as was the time for preparation, the glow
of feeling, the swell of language, and the brilliancy
of sentiments, saitable to an address of such a
matare, have very seldom been surpassed. It was
delivered at seven o’clock, on the morning previous
to Commencement at Cambridge, to an audience,
crowded to almost the utmost pressure of possi-
bility : and was received with rapturous and en-
thusiastic applause.

A copy of this Address was forwarded to Gen-
eral Washington, and another to Mr. Adams, then
President of the United States ; accompanied with
a letter to each, copies of which were not retained.

From General Washington, he received the fol-
lowing answer.

¢ Mount ¥ernon, September 1st, 1709.

« 8x,—I have duly received your letter, of the
12th of August, together with the Oration delivered
by you, in Boston, on the 17th of July.

¢ 1 thank you for the very flattering sentiments
which you have expressed in yonr letter, respect.
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ing my«elf, and T consider your sending me your
Oration, as a mark of polite attention, which de-
mands my best acknowledgements; and I pray
you will be assured, that I am never more gratified
than when I see the eflusions of genius from some
of the rising generation, which promises to secure
our national rank in the literary world ; as I trust
their firm, manly, and patriotic conduct will ever
maintain it, with dignity, in the political.
«] am, Sir, very respectfully,
¢ Your most obedieut servant,
« GEORGE WASHINGTON.
¢ Mg. THoMAs PaINe.”

From Mr. Adams, the following was reccived.
 Quincy, August 4th, 1799.

« Sir,—I have received, with great pleasure,
your very handsome lctier of the 27th of July,
enclosed with a copy of your Oration, delivered at
Boston. on the 131h of last month. This Oration
is another effort of a pregnant and prolific genius,
which had hefore exhibited many elegant, learned,
and masterly productions, to the delizht of our
Americans, and the applause of all men of taste
and sentiment. in other countries.

'The young men of Bos'on do honour to their
education. their parents, and their conntry : and,
in the celebration of that day. were excited by the
purest motives, and governed by the best principles.
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« ] thank you, Sir, for your civilities to me upon
this, and many former occasions ; and should be
happy to have a more particular acquaintance with
you. Quincy is a short, pleasaut, and salubrious
excursion from Boston; and here I should be much
obliged with a visit from Mr. Paine, to spend
some time with us.

¢ ] am, 8Sir, with high esteem for

your talents and character, your most
obedient and most humble servant,
“JOHN ADAMS.

¢ Mr. Tnouas Paine.”

The friends of Mr. Paine, he having improved
in his habits, were very numerous. Many respect-
able gentlemen, who admired his talents, were
solicitous that they should be employed, more for
his own emolument, his reputation, and the repu-
tation of the country, than for several years they
bad been, on account of his attachment to the the-
atre ; and urged him to the pursuit of a regular
profession ; and offered him pecuniary assistance,
on condition of his entering upon the study of the
law.

To these proposals he listened ; dissolved his
connexion with the theatre : and moving his fam-
ily to Newburyport, entered his name as student
at law, in the office of TurorniLts Parsoxs. Esq.
at present Chief Justice of the Supreme Court of

S
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this State ; who cheerfully received him as such,
refusing to accept the customary fee for tuition.

Mr. Paine always alleged, notwithstanding the
friendly assurances of pecuniary assistance, which
bad been promised, that he never received any
such aid as was expected. But since his decease
we have been informed, upon enquiry, that Mr.
Abraham Touro cudorsed some small notes at the
bank, which were paid by him, without recurrence
to the drawer. Probably Mr. Paine considered
this as a debt : although we have no doubt that
Mr. ‘Touro intended it as a gratuity.

Mzr. Paine was now happily fixed in the office
of the first law character in the country ; of a gen.-
tleman, not less distinguished by his literary attain.
ments, and giant intelleet, than by his benevolence,
urhanity, and all the virtues that distinguish the
great and good; and ke applied his mind, with
indefaiigable assiduity, to his legal studies.

The ~ale of his Oration, and the profits of his
benefit at the theatre, had enabled him to discharge
all his little debts, leaving a surplus for his mainte-
nauce for some months.  When this was expended,
by loans, and by literary assistance to the New.
buryport booksellers, he was enabled to support
himself, at least comfortably, while he remained
in that towu. which was about a year.

General Washington died on the 1-4th of Decem-
ber. 1799.  On the 2d of January, 1800, at the
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request of the town of Newburyport, Mr. Paine
delivered a Eulogy on his life. It was a splendid
and powerful exhibition of oratory ; it was received
with the highest approbation; published and re-
published in the English language ; and, it is said,
was translated as widely as the name of Washing-
fon was known.

In August, 1800, Mr. Parsons having removed
to Boston, Mr. Paine and his family returned.

He continued industriously attentive to his -
studies and regular in his habits. He had for more
than a year bade adieasto poetry : but in Decem-
ber, he was persuaded to write an Ode for the
¢ Festival of the Sons of the Pilgrims,” the anni-
versary, celebrating ihe landing of the forefathers
of New England, at Piymouth. He did not, how-
ever, abandon himself to poetry ; but wrote merely
a few short pieces, till July, 1802, when he was
regularly admitted a practitioner® of law, in the
Court of Common Pleas, in the county of Suffolk.
Previously to his admission, he had frequently
argued causes hefore magistrates and referees ;
and had given his friends the highest hopes of
future excellence. As soon as he opened his office,
he received an uncommon share of patronage.
Perbaps no young attorney in the town was ever
so suddenly and so fully crowded with business,
to which he was assiduously attentive. His talents
for business were remarkable, and every exhibition



liv BIOGRAPHY.

in court was an ¢ earnest of success.” Though
be attended the theatre, and partook of the amuse-
ment of a social whist club, at Concert Hall; he
neglected not his duty to his clients, for the pleas.
ures of the drama : and at the club, his bets were
moderate and his play judicious. He was never
intemperate ; and his retirement was seasonable.

Till the autumn of 1803, Mr. Paine had been
diligeut in his profession, was accumulating prop-
erty. and increasing in reputation. After the com-
mencement of the theatrical season, he gradually
neglected his office. and became more and more
attached. not merely to dramatic amusements, but
to familiar intercourse with the performers.

Some favourite, in the green-room, for distant
admiration, or more familiar intimacy, seemed
always essential to his felicity. Mrs. Jones, as a
singer and performer, was now at the zenith of her
reputation upon the Boston hoards. ‘This erratic
Fenus crossed his orbit and attracted him from his
coursc. When passing the isle of the Syrens. he
could not, like Ulyswes, close his ears. Fortius
utere loris, was a maxim, of which, the appetites
and passions of his advanced years prohibited the
adoption.  The prospeetive seenes of his life were,
at this time, alluringly gilded ; but no sense of
duty. no desire of uscfulness, no ambition of
renown, could rein<pire his inveterate inaction.
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His clients were neglected ; suits, in which he
had been engaged, were left to the care of others ;
his old patrons forsook him ; and his known inat-
tention to his profession, prevented the application
of new ; until, in the course of two years, his office
was forsaken almost entirely by himself and his
employers. The reasoning, chiding, and urging
of friends, and the expostulation of his father, were
ineffectual. His friendship for Bacchus became
constant, though seldom excessive. Gentlemen of
the bar assisted him gratuitously in the prosecu-
tion and termination of suits, which he had com-
menced; but many of his clients were unavoidably
losers by his neglect of their causes.

His name was not taken from his office door till
the year 1809 : but, for several years previous, he
searcely paid the least attention to business ; neg-
leeting even his own claims, as well as the concerns
of others. During these years, till the day of his
death.scarcely was ever poel more completely under
the despotism of abject poverty and disease. Along
and severe it of sickness, in 1803, had shattered
his constitution, and he seemed indifferent to that
temperance and care, by which alone, if at all, his
health might have heen re-established.

In the spring of the year 1807, he took a house
in Dorchester, where his family resided till within
a few months before his dcath. The distance
from town being ahout three miles. his time was
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divided between Dorchester and Boston. He
had abandoned the law, and seemed determined
never to resume the profession : but fed his hopes
with daily resolves on the prosecution of some 1lit-
erary employment. which might add to hi« repa-
tation, and afford him the means of subsistenece.
Atone time, he determined to publish a commereial
paper : at anothier. he proposed writing a new and
complete system of Rhetoric. He determined to
fill the pantomine of Blackbeard, and made great
progress in it. He digested in his mind the prinei-
pal scenes: when, a few pages being misplaced, he
was xo disconcerted, that he never resumed it. He
had projected another play. of a higher order, and
had filled some of the most important scenes. The
plot was imaginary, and the action was thrown
back some centuries. ‘The prineipal scene was
Iaid in the Appenines, which afforded full scope
for picturesque seenery.

A Spanish prince, endued with all the virtues
of a chivalrous age, became enamoured of a lady,
inferiour in rank. hut worthy of his affection.

Love Ied by Honour ot Ler shrine adored.

The unrelenting venzeance of his father. not
only discarded him as a suceessour, and exiled him
from his dominions : but offered rewards and hon.-
ours to the assassin, who should exhibit his head
in the palace.  In this extremity, the exile fled ta
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the mountains, and casually fell into the bands of
a Moorish prince, his mortal enemy, whom the

disasterous chances of war had compelled to seek

the same solitary refuge. His education and hab-

its, the rights of war, and the mandates of his

religion, demanded the life of his prisoner. But
Saracen humanity triumphed over the dictates

of duty. Succours arrived from Africa, and the
Moor descended from the mountain to join his
forces and give battle to the Christians. The for--
tune of the day turned in his favour, and the father

and future bride of his caverned guest became his

prisoners. The sequestered prince was invited

from his retreat, and the lovers were happily united.

The Moor, without intercession, offered to restore
to the inexorable father his sceptre, if he would
endure the connubial happiness of his son, and rein-

state him in his political rights. The offer was
accepted : and the Saracen crowned the prince and

hero with the radiance of moral glory. Humanity

saved his enemy ; his encmy became his friend ;

and the divine impulses of friendship induced him

to forego the rights of a conqueror!

The labour of Invention was over; and the little,
that remained to be dune, was to adjust the scenes
and prepare the dialogue for the subalterns of the
piece : but this little was never accomplished.

In the winter of 1808, he issued proposals for
publishing his poctical works. In a short time, he
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persevered so far. as to attend to the correction of
thirty or forty pages: but neither the desire of
escaping from the pinching penury, by which, be
was tormented ; nor a due regard to his prom.
ises, and reputation, could rouse him from his
habitual indolence. ¢ Shortly, in a little while,
in a few months,” were his regular responses to
those, who requested information when his works
would appear : but no further progress was made
in their accomplishment.

At the request of the merchants, who gave a din-
ner, in 1809, in honour of the * Spanish Patriots.™
Mr. Paine wrote an Ode. About the same time,
be wrote a compendium of the history of that chiv-
alrous and gallant people, and published them in
a pamphlet. Both were translaied into the Spanish
language, to the great emolument of the Spanish
bookseller.  The Ode was criticised in his pres-
ence.and he, laughingly. replied, * It is a commer-
cial Ode for a Spanish market. In the manufacture,
I regarded more the gaudiness of the colours, than
the texture of the fabrie.”

In the year 1509, at the request of Mrs. Stanley,
an actress of some celebrity, who had been on the
Boston boards, aud with whom Paine was inti-
mately acquainted. he wrote - A Monody on the
death of Sir John Moore.™  Mrs. Stanley was
then in Quebee. where, it is said, she recited the
Monody repeatedly. to overflowing houses, and
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with the highest commendation from the Quebec
audieace. This Monody, afier making some addi-
tions, he published in Boston, in the summer of
4811 ; but he was mortified and disappointed ‘in
the limited sale of the poem.

During the theatrical season of 1810-11, two
original plays were repea‘ed!y ac'ed on the Bos-
ton stage, written by William C. White, Esq. to
each of these, Mr. Paine wrote a long Epilogue.
Whatever might be the merit of the plays, the
Epilogues were of sufficient attraction to secure
a respectable audience. Hundreds of dollars he
had frequently received from the sale of a poem
of one or two hundred lines, and he had no reason
to doubt a similar success, from a similar exertion,
at any time ; yet to such exertion, for his own ad-
vantage, he could not be incited; though, from
pure benevoleuce, and a wish to encourage Amer-
ican literature, he wrote, for a small gratuity, an
Epilogue of above two hundred lines!

In 1811, he had a benefit, by the indulgence of
Mesnsrs. Powell and Dickenson, the Boston man-
agers, which yielded him, although the weather
was inclement, two hundred dollars.

Daring these last years of his life, without a
library, wandering from place to place, frequently
ancertain where, or whe'her he could procure
a meal; his thirst and acquisition of kuowl-
edge astonishingly incrensed. Though frequently

9
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tormented with disease, and beset by duns and
¢ the law’s stafl officers,” from whom, and from
prison, he was frequently relieved by friendship;
neither sickness nor penury abated his love of a
book, and of instructive conversation.

He was several times confined by sickness for
several weeks, during which, his spirits sometimes
forsook him : hut no sooner was he enabled to ge
abroad, than hopes and spirits aflected him with
all their juvenile ardour ; and plans for future life
were alternately projected and abandoned, and
new ones conceived and rejected.

Having long been on terms of the most intimate
friendship with him, and not having seen him,
for upwards of three years; the writer was ex-
tremely gratified in being able to spend a few days
with him, the last August. Finding his libations
to Bacchus were copious and constant, the liberty
was assumed of expostulating with him, with all
possible delicacy : but in such firm terms, as the
sincerity and interest of deep affection, might
justify. He listened, at first, with patience, and
without offecnce. He attempted to justify himself,
from the necessity of the case. Such, he said,
was then the situation of his constitution, that a
great quantity of stimulants were not only harm-
less, but absolutely necessary. The writer urged,
(informing him. in some degree, hand inexpertus
loquor,) that the habit of usiug such stimulants
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might be forsaken abruptly, with probable safety ;
but gradually, with certain success ; after which,
the desire, or seeming necessity of their use, would
meverreturn. Neglected, as he supposed himself,
by friends, injured as was his repatation, empty
as were his coffers ; he was assured of the return
of friendship, the reparation of character, and cer-
tainty of emolument, on the first well-grounded
assurance of reformation. More than all other con-
siderations, the endeavour was made (o reanimate
his love of poetical fame, and he was entreated to
undertake some work of length, that would (as such
a work from him must) increase the literary reputa-
tion of the country, and ensure his own immortality.

Such gentle upbraidings, soon excited his iras-
cibility ; and we parted, the one in tears, the other
in a state of irritation, which, however, was for-
gotten, on meeting the next day.

On the subject of his disorders, Dr. Warren, sen.
eminent as a surgeon and physician, who was his
regular attendant, and in whom his patient had
the greatest confidence, has been kind enough to
furnish the following :

“ For several of the last years of his life, Mr.
Paine was afflicted with disease, which rendered
his sitnation extremely uncomfortable and dis-
tressing.

4 In the autumn of 1803, he was aitacked with
s Dysentery, which, from neglect in the early
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stages of it, had become ol.s!inate and confirmed.
By a suitable course of med cine and regimen, the
complaint was, indeed, mitigated ; but, at leng:h,
degenerated into chronie Diarrhea. ‘The organs
connected with the stomach, and subservicnt to the
process of digestion, soon became diseased ; and
obstructions of the liver and other glandular parts
in the vicinity, almost entirely destroyed that im-
portant function; and a long train of the most
troublesome symptoms easued ; from most of whieh,
be from time obtained a partial relief only, by an
occasional recurrence to medicine.

¢1n his languid and emaciated frame, his friends
had long discovered the harbingers of dissolution ;
and it was not surprising that, under these circum.
stances. his spirits were sometimes depressed and
despondent.

¢ Alternately flattered hy amendment and the
prospeets of recovery. and disappointed by relapse
and the evidences of increasing weakness and
decay. his existence had become burdensome ; and
an uncommon share of fortitude, only, enabled him
to *sustain his infirmity.’

* K his fortitude sometimes failed him. and he was
not always on his guard azainst the weaknesses of
hi~ nature, let it be remembered, that he was human.

*The long catalogne of sufferinzs. which he
bad <o patiently endured. was elosed by the symp-
toms of Hydrothorax, or Dropsy of the Chest.
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¢ Till within a few days of his death, he had
possessed his mental faculties in remarkable per-
fection; aud he expired, without having expe-
rienced much more pain, than what had often
attended some periods of his sickness, and without
any apparent agonies of dissolution.”

He remained in a very fechle state of health,
and unemployed ; al‘croately cheered by hope, and
depressed by despondency, tiil about three months
prior to his death ; when his landlord, to whom he
had never paid but little rent, and for which, he in
vain sought security for the future, threatened his
expulsion from the premises, ri et armis. During
the period in which Mr. Paine was so besieged by
his landlord ;: he tried in vain, day after day, to
procure a habitation for his family, in town. At
length a friend suggested to him, that his want of
health, his wan! of business, and his known embar-
rassments, interposed insuperable ohstacles to the
obtainment of a house, without giving security for
the rent. Atthis suggestion,he washighly indignant.

The day at length arrived, when he was com-
pelled to quit his dwelling in Dorchester ; his far-
niture was hrought to town : a part of it was left at
his father’s, and a portion was sent to Mrs. Paine’s
mo her’s, who kept a small shop in town for her
subsistence. His wife and one child went also to
ber mother's for a temporary resideace. and two of
the children were at his father’s.  He was fed and
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lodged, in an apartment at his father’s: and ia
this feeble and emaciated state, walked abroad,
from day to day, looking like misery permonified,
and pouring his lamentations into the ears of his
friends ; who were happy to confer thowe little acts
of kindness, which afforded to him some momeat-
ary counsolation.

During this period of unhoused and disconsolate
wretchedness, he was requested hy the « Jockey
Club,” to write a song for their anniversary dia-
per; with which request, be readily prumised to
comply. Day after day elapsed without perform.
ance, until the anniversary came round: on the
morning of which, a gentleman of the committeo
called on him. He said he had tw o verves finished,
which did not suit him : a sketch of a third verse;
and two lines of another : subjoining, that be had
neither pen, ink, nor paper, nor a place in which
to write. It was suggested, that a ride might be
of service to bim : and that at Medford, the scene
of the races, if he were well enough, he could be
furnished with the necessary implements to fnish.
To this proposition he assented. In some degree
revived by the ride, he secluded himself, at twelve
o'clock ; remealded what he bad written; and
comploted the soag in a shurt time. ‘T’he labour
of componition had so exhausted him, that he was
unable to dine : but when <+ Fhe Steeds of Apollo”
wae wung. he eame into the rvom. inspired with
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new life; and during the evening, he was uncom-
moanly brilliant in his conversation and toasts.
Being congratulated on his revival, he exclaimed,
%Richard ’s himself again.” We record this as
the last festive banquet, at which, he was a par-
taker ; a scene, in which, he always shone ; and
which, he cxcessively enjoyed, when seasoned
with wit, and tempered with hilarity.

The next day, he relapsed into his usual lan-
guor. but was solicitons to have his song correctly
printed—the last earthly solicitude he ever ex-
pressed.

A very few days hefore his death, when he was
labouring under an uncommon degree of debility,
be observed te a friend, that he had little expect-
ation of much longer surviving. His friend replied,
that he expected soon to see an entire edition of
his works. On which he remarked, ¢ that is im-
possible : I have been too negligent of my fame,
in not publishing under my own eye ;—God knows
who will do it now.”

The disunion of his family, which, in his infirm
state, deprived him of his accustomed domestic
comforts: and ihe seasonable and affectionate atten-
tion of his family, evidently preyed upon his mind,
and hastened his dissolution.

He continued, during this interval, to attend the
theatre, as usual :

* Such was his ruling passion, strong in death.”
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His last attendance there, was on Monday, No.
vember 11th. On Tuesday, he prepared himself
to go abroad; but his mother and sisters, perceiv.
ing an excessive increase of his infirmities, laid
their affectionate prohibition upon him. He re.
paired to an’attic ehamber in his father's house ;
where he languished till Wednesday evening,
about half past nine o'clock, when he expired, in
the presence of his family and friends, with so
little apparent pain, that it was difficult to deter-
mine the precise time, when the last, lingering,
spark of life forsook his mortal remains.

The funeral service was performed, according to
the congrezational mode, by the Rev. Dr. Lathrop,
on the ensuing Saturday; and his remains were
conveyed to the family tomb, in the central bury-
ing ground, attended by a respectable number of
the most distinguished citizens.

[ Vfr. Prentiss had contracted to write the Biography: and in his
absence, and while the preas was waiting for the residue of his
copy ; at the request of the Publisher, M2 SgrLraince communie
cated the subsequent sheets, to conclude the Sketches of Mr. Paine’s
life, character, and writings. ]
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Mgz. Paixe died, in his thirty-eighth year, and
left a daughter and two sons. In the autumn of
1804, an endemick malady swept away his second
and third children, then infants, within four days

“of each other. Immediately after the demise of
Mr. Paine, his father invited his widow and chil-
dren to his house, where they continue to reside.
This seasonable adoption, will be long and grate-
fully remembered, by the children of bumanity.

Soon after Mr. Paine’s death, the managers of
the theatre, upon application, liberally granted a
night for the benefit of Mrs. Paine and her children.
Unavailing efforts were made to obtain the benefit,
exempt from the customary expenses ; but the op-
ulent proprietors did mot relinquish their remt!
Encumbered with the charges, the benefit yielded
a profit of four hundred and fifty dollars.

About this time, the “Jockey Club’’ enclosed to
Mrs. Paine, fifty dollars; Mr. Paine not having
received the whole sum, which it was intended to
confer, for ¢ The Steeds of Apollo,” written for
their anniversary.

When Mr. Paine’s immediate dissolution was
pronounced inevitable, by his physicians, his friends
consulted Mg. STUarT, upon the practicability of
obtaining his portrait. He suggested, that a cast
of the face, in plaster, would, with his recollection
of the countenance, enable him to furnish a faithful
copy of the original.

10
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The possessors of great talents are always
friendly, when treading different walks. In the
family of genius, there is a community of feeling.
The lyre of the bard might have been strung, to
canonize the painter; but the great Disposer bad
otherwise ordered. The pencil of the painter,
rivalling the inspiration of Orpheus, has recalled
the Poet from the nations of the dead ; embodied
his mind ; and animated the canvass with his liv-
ing image.

These instauces of posthumous regard, bestowed
upon the memory and the family of Mr. Paine,
savour, neither of ostentation nor selfishness, and
are recorded with sentiments of unmingled pleas.
ure.

Having consigned Mr. Paine to the tomb, it is
not our design,

To draw his frailties from their dread ubode ;

but it will be our endeavour to dispose of his light
and shade, in a manner, to afford the strongest
relief to his character.

The stature of Mr. Paine was deceptive. His
height was five feet, nine and an half inches;
although, apparently, not more than five feet, eight
inches. Ilis bones were small: his fibres had little
tension ; aud of course, his muscles bat little com-
pactness. His frame and movement indicated an
absence of physical power. His hair was sandy

o v |
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and his complexion light. His forehead was high,
remarkably wide, and clearly defined. His eyes
were blue, very prominent, but inexpressive, ex-
cept when he was strongly excited ; and his nose
was of the common size, slender and angular. His
mouth was large, heavy, and sensual ; and his lips
poesessed an uncommon thickness, which extended
{o a considerable distance from the edges, which
were not uncommonly protuberant. The lower
part of his faee, in character, furnished a striking
countrast to the upper; but there was nothing sin-
gular in its formation. The tout ensemble was
not repulsive ; nor could it be said,

Vultus crat multa ac preclara minantis.

Mpr. Paine attached great consequence fo man-
mers. ‘This sentiment be, probably, early imbibed
from the Roman writers, who had no discrimin-
ating terms, to express the difference of import,
annexed, by us, to morals and manners. He was
modelled upon the old school. Without being
familiar, he was easy among friends, and courtly
to strangers. In colloquial discussion, be rigidly
adhered to the law of politeness; and in mixed
society, he neither courted the high, nor aveided
the loxc. Distress never induced him to solicit
favours from those, who were abundantly able;
and who, probably, would have been willing to have
couferred them. Had this salutary prineiple of
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pride pervaded his magjor, as it did his minor mor.
als, it would have rescued him from ruin. His
ecomposition combined the most striking contrarie-
ties; and his life was a continued illustration of
the truth of one of his own couplets ;—

Naturc ne’er meant her secrets should be found ;

And man ’s a riddic, which man can’t cxpound.

He frequently deplored a supposed decay of
manners. With concern, he used to inquire, « In
manners, where is the successour of Gex. Knox te
be found ?”’ 1t was with him a constant topick of
complaint, that « the old, genteel, towrn families,
had been elbowred out of lhouse and home, by new-
eomers ;”’ that ¢ instead of the polished manrers of
a city, we should soon exhibit that growth of gen-
tility, swhich is produced by ingrafting dollars upon
village habits and low employments. There is as
side a difference,” said he <betuceen the old schood
and the neir, as there was between the polisked ease
of the reign of Augustus; and the rude turbulence
of the epoch of the Gracchi.”

In the varied powers of conversation, Mr. Paine
particularly excelled. With the operation of the
passions ; the modes of artificial life; and the
general laws of human nature ; he was well ac-
quainted. He had learned the history and use of
those branches of knowledge, which he had not
attentively cultivated. This not only answered
the purposes of oral communication ; but of poetic
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allusion and illustration. He had secarcely wit-
nessed & seene, from which, he had not selected a
metaphor; drawn a simile; or constructed an alle-
gory. His narration conformed to the canons of
eriticism, for the fable and structure of a poem.
He rarely confined himself to a dull recital of
facts ; but interspersed his narrative, with pertinent
reflections; adorned it with brilliant allusions;
and frequently indulged in animated episodes,
which he always highly embellished. His tran-
sitions,
From grave to gay; from lively to severe,

were rapid and unexpected. When kindled by
sympathy, excited by collision, or roused from
opposition, he enlivened, delighted, and aston-
ished, for successive hours. Onee engaged, he.
was an electric battery: approach him, and he
scintillated ;: touch him, and he emitted a blaze.

We will select a few instances of that sponta-
neous flow of thought, which was ¢ wont to set
the table on a roar.” He rarely quitted a eonviv-
ial party, without having said some, perhaps many
things, as memorable as any which are recollected.

When the opposition to the erection of the the-
atre was overcome, he remarked, ¢ 71%e Vandal
spiritof puritanism is prostrate in New- England.”
‘T'be first time that he dined at his father's, after
their reconciliation, his toast was requested, and
be gave. ¢ The lore of libcrty, and the liberty of
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loving.” There was an alarm of fire, when he was
playing whist, at Concert Hall. A gentleman ob-
served, that the fire was near Dr. Lathrop’s, as
there was a luminous reflection from the steeple
of his meeting-house. Without the least diversioa
from his game, he said, ¢ The splerdour of the
church alicays depends upon the distress qf the
citizen.” A volume of ecclesiastic history, in & sin.
gle sentence ! A client, of Titanian size, was in his
office ; his visage was dark, furrowed, and shining
with perspiration. When he retired, Paine ex-
claimed, ¢ T'hat fellow’s countenance is the eastern
aspect of the Alps, at sunrise ;—alternate splendour
and gloom ;—ridges of sunshine and cavities ¢f
shade.”” 1In a political discussion, which was con-
ducted with warmtb, he said, of the Essex Junto,
¢ Washington was its sublime head, ard the tower
of its strength ; it was informed by the genius, and
guided by the energy of Hamilton. Since their
decease, nothing, but the attic salt of Fisher dmes,
has preserved it from putrefaction. When the
ethercal spirits escaped, the residuum settled inte
Jaction. It has captured Boston, and keeps it in
tow, like a prize ship.””* Dining one day, with a

* Not to make an apology, butto exoncrate Mr. Paine, from
a momentary vaccillation in his political principles, we would
obscrve, that this remark was madc in the summer of 1807,
after the att:ck of the British ship of war, Leopard, upon the

American frigate, Chesapeak. At this period, certain jour-
balists, cssayists, and pamphleteers, againar the most clearly
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friend, some of whose guests, he fancied, treated
him with disrespect; he was resolved upon revenge,
before the separation of the company. When he
had dined, he monopolized the table, by com-
mencing a dissertation upon Juvenal and his sat-
ires, with some pointed applications to the persons
and characters of those whom he wished to punish.
The stream flowed uninterruptedly. The obnox-
jous individuals, soon retired from a table, where,
sfter dining, they were neither pleased nor edified.
When he perceived, that they were gone, he ex-
claimed, with an air of triumph, I have made
these great men, 8o sensible of their littlencss, that
they cannot endure it.” In a small party of friends,
religion became the subject of discussion. The
internal and historical evidences of revelation,
were enforced with great ingenuity and eloquence
by Mr. Paine. His adversary, if not convinced,
was overwhelmed ; and after a moment’s pause,
petulantly propounded this question : ¢ If you are

drfined rights of their own country, united, in vindication of
the aggression of the British commander. The minister of
foreign relations, at St. James’, hastencd to disavow the act;
the king, from his throne, disavowed it to his parliament ; and
the British Government have since made atonement for the
outrage. If the atonement had becn accorded, as a matter of
strict right, unincumbered, with ¢ the spontaneous bounty of
his majesty,” in the pitiful provision for the familics of the
deccased, Mr. Madison would not have disgraced his country,
by accepting it. The royal bounty accepted, as a healing
plaster, for the bruised honour of America !
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so strenuous a believer, Sir, why don’t you attend
public worship ?*” This abrupt departure from the
main question, could not have been anticipated ;
but Mr. Paine instantaneously replied, ¢ Religion,
Sir, does not consist in forms ; nor do I believe,
that priests are oracles. 'The lily, or the glow-
sworm, furnishes higher evidence of the being and
attributes of the Deity, than all the tomes of the
christian fathers. ‘The universe is vocal with the
Maker’s praise ; and I prefer, like the primitive
christians, to worship in a temple, not made with
hards.” A gentleman of some literary pretensions,
was the reputed editor of two periodical papers,
the Emerald and the Ordeal, which swent down, at
no distant period from each other. Ignorant of
this fact, a literary stranger inquired of Mr. Paine,
¢ what rank this gentleman held among the liter-
ali?” Paine answered, ¢ He possesses the greatest
literary execution of any man in America. Two
journals have perished under his bands, in six
months ! We have introduced as much variety,
in these selections, as their number would admit.

In the latter years of Mr. Paine’s life, his con.
versation, in some degree, changed its character.
He was less brilliant, and more didictic. The
Drama. literature, metaphysics, and theology, were
his favourite subjeets: but he frequently ranged
the regions of science,

Far as the solar walk, or milky way.
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In all companies, he was a decided foe to vul-
garity and indecency. Had some companion,
like Boswell, been diligent in compiling the
fragments of his conversation, volumes might have
been composed, not inferiour, in splendour and
strength, to much, which has been gleaned from
the British Socrates. His pen opened the quarry,
but his tongue gave a lustre to the diamond.

In his early years, Mr. Paine was a diligent
and systematic student; and what was once ae-
quired, was never forgotten. Upon unimportant
datesand trivial incidents, he never dissipated atten-
tion. He bad committed to memory, but few long
passages, even from his favourite authors ; but the
essence of a book, which he had once read, never
escaped the keen grasp of his mind. He possessed
the rare gift of ¢ an intellectual digestion, that
concocted the pulp of learning, and refused its
husks,” ina degree, which falls to the lot of but few.

To his collegiate attainments, in the languages,
we have already adverted. To these, he added a
knowledge of the Krench, competent to read its
writers with fluency. 1In philosophy, geography,
philology, history, metaphysics, and criticism, he
was well versed; in chymistry and medicine, he
was also a considerable proficient. Few topics of
conversation could be introduced, upon which, he
was unable to make a brilliant display ; and no
man ever enjoyed a more singular felicity in the

11
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command of his powers. Ovid, Juvenal, Cicero,
and Quintilian, were the Romans, with whom he
held the ¢ sweetest communion.” He was per.
fectly conversant with the British classics; bat
Shakespeare and Dryden were the household gods
of his muse.

The reading of his latier years was extremely
desultory 3 but he seized every new fact and prin.
ciple with avidity, and jnalienably appropriated
them to the stock, already reposited in his own
inexhaustible magazine. He was singularly con-
scious of the transitory events of the living world ;
and had an intuitive knowledge of stage effect, as
well in the Drama of reality, as in the humble
scenes of mimic exhibition. He could prediet with
accuracy, the success of a play and the issue of a
campaign, the turmoils of the green-room and the
agitations of the republic. ‘To those, with whom
he was most intimate, the march of his mind, in
its various acquisitions ¢ amidst inconvenience and
distraction, in sickness and in sorrow,” was a
matter of wonder and surprise.

Under the tuition of his great master, Mr. Paine
cultivated., with assiduity and success, the elements
of his profession, and the subtle science of speeial
pleading. Probably, no student had ever acquired
a more ready precision of technical expression, or
had better imbued his mind with legal forms. Few
could have been morc demonstrative in forensie



legislation.” He said, when Virginia proneunced
the alien and sedition laws unconstitational, < This
won’t do—it is taking the bolt from the .hand of
the thunderer.” His ¢ Rule New England,”
written many years ago, and his ¢ Arouse, Arouse,
Columbia’s Sons, Arouse,” written for the 4th of
July, 1811, evince a striking contrast. One is
loeal, the other national. 1f popular songs produce
effect, the tendency of the sentiments of the former,
is to dismember, and of the latter, to cemeat the
snion. Ardentpatriotism was the predominant pas-
sion of his heart ; and he traced the rising glories
of his country, in the brightest visions of fancy.

- 4
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Of his religious opinions, we can speak with
confidence. In ¢ The Nature and Progress of
Liberty,” in his commeadation of Mayhew, who
first dissolved the religious spell, that bound New
England, by vindicating the right of private judg-
ment, it may be perceived, that he had laid the foun-
dation of free thinking. In early life, the fanatic
Atheism of France, decorated in all the meretri-
cious charms of eloquence and philosophy, took a
iransient possession of his mind. He, however,
soon abjured the comfortless tenets of his mew
ereed ; seriously examined the Evidences of Chris-
tianity : and died in the belief of the religion of
his fathers.

A general coincidence of opinion, has indoced
us to extract Mr. Paine’s character, as an author,
from the prospectus to his works.

¢ Of Mr. Paine. as an author, we cannot speak
in terms of unmingled praise. His verse, indeed,
seldom loiters into prose ; but it must be confessed,
that his prose is here and there ¢ tricked and
frounced, till it outmantles all the pride of verse.”
His numbers are, perhaps, never feeble or fault-
ering, but a wild and frolic imagination, occasion-
ally. wantons through his periods, and sometimes
displaysitselfin contemning the chaster elegancies,

and sometimes in neglecting the severer decencies
of thought and diction.
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#Yeot, notwithstanding the few and scattered
pn-gaﬁo which the prudery of eriticism may
exeept, prose, as well as the verse of Mr.
Paine, will always be regarded, as invigorated
with the ¢ authentic fire” of a bold and fervid
genius. His faults of style and sentiment must
stand as the proofs, for they are, unquestionably,
the effects, of a great mind, failing in great attempts.
Like his favourite, Dryden, Mr. Paine delighted
in those bursts of enthusiasm, which are great and
striking in themselves, and appeal to the heart,
witha power which awakens and absorbs the whole
passion of admiration, perhaps for no other or bet-
ter reason, than merely because they disdain and
defy the maxims of Aristotle.

¢ Such are his defects ; but the excellencies of
Mr. Paine are sufficient to atone for all his offences,
even if they were infinitely more frequent and fla-
grant against good taste and sober criticism. Of
these excellencies, the most prominent, and that
to which we would direct the attention of every
reader, is the high and holy strain of morality and
patriotism, which breathes throngh his writings,
like & response, whispering out the fates, from the
shrine of Apollo. With this spirit, his prose, as
well as his verse, is largely informed. It charms,
in his earlier efforts : it delights and astonishes, in
the productions of his riper years. His patriotism
never foams itself out in frothy professions; his
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morality never loses its serene and cheerful dig-
nity, by descending to humour the whims of the
fickle, or mimic the airs of the thoughtless. Such
was his reverence for virtue, that the virgin’s
cheek, while reading his page, cannot redden to a
blush : his affection for his natal soil was sueh,
that his country, as some faint requital of his grat-
itude, ought always to boast of his fame, as of one,
among the living lights of her own untarnished
glory.

¢ Upon Mr. Paine’s scrupulous observance of
the laws of English Prosody, as settled by Drydea
and Pope, on his exact rhymes, his happy allu-
sions, his brilliant imagery, and all his other and
subsidiary aceomplishmenis as an author, it were
easy to enlarge. But to those who cherish the
hope (is it a fond or an idle hope ?) of seeing one
of their countrymen taking his place, not by the
courtesy of the present age, but by the full and
consentient suffrage of posterity, on the same shelf
with the prince of English rhyme, enough has
already been said.”

To speak of Mr. Paine as a man :—hic lador,
hoc opus est. 1n his intercoursc with the world,
his earliest impressfons were rarely correct. His
vivid imagination, in his first interviews, under-
valued, or overrated almost cvery individual with
whom he came in contact ; but when a protracted
acquaintance had effaced early impressions, his
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judgment recovered its tone, and no man brought
his associates to a fairer scrutiny ; or could delin-
eate their characteristics with greater exactness.

Nullius addictus jurare, in verba, magistri ;

and when he had once formed a deliberate opinion,
without a change of circumstances, it is not known
that he ever renounced it. Studious to please, he
was only impatient of obtrusive folly, impertinent
presumption, or vicious speculation. His friend-
ships were cordial, and his good genius soon rec-
tified the precipitance of his enmities. To con-
flicting propositions, he listened with attention ;
beard his own opinions contested, with compla-
cency ; and replied with courtesy. No root of
bitterness ever quickened in his mind. If injured,
ke was placable ; if offended, he

............................. Shewed a hasty spark,
And straight was cold again.

Parcere subjectis et debellare superbos,
was in strict unison with the babitual elevation
of his feelings. Such services, as it was in his
power to render to others, he performed with manly
zeal ; and their value was enhanced, by being gen-
erally rendered, where they were most needed ; and
through life, he cherished alively gratitude towards
those, from whom he had received benefits. His
mind was inaccessible to the tribe of malignant
passions, which so frequently disfigure literary his-
tory : he hailed every young author. as a brother;
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and every eandidate, aspiring to fame, found in him
an ardent and an unremitting supporier. No man
was ever more perfectly purified from the taint of
avarice, or more sincerely respected and reverenced
the amiable and heroic virtues in others. Yet indo-
lence, wine, and women, have erased his name
from the calendar of the saints. To the stern
Justice of this decision, we bow in sorrowful ac-
cordance ; but let us impartially examine the cir.
cumstances, in mitigation, as well as those, whieh
coutervail the cffect of the sentence, if not reverse
the judgment. He sénsibly felt, and clearly fore-
saw, the cousequences of the coutinuous indulgenece
of his babits, and passed frequent resolutions of
reformation ; but daily embarrassments shook the
resolves of bis seclusion, and reform was indefi-
nitely postponed. He urged, as an excuse for
delaying the Herculean task, that it was impossi-
ble to commence it, while perplexed with dificulty
and surrounded with distress.  Instead of rising
with an elastic power. and throwing the incumbent
pressure from his shoulders, he succumbed under
its accumulating weight, until he became insuper-
ably recumbent ; and vital action was ouly precari-
ously sustained, by administering ** the extreme
medicine of the constitution, for its daily food.”
If those. who ascend Parnassns, experience a
keenness of pleasure, which none but poets know,
it is to be presumed, that they experience a keen-
ness of sorrow, which none but pocts feel. In
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genius, there is not only an inherent haughtiness,
which frequently disdains the maxims of vulzar
prudence ; but it has been contended, that in the
poetic temperament, there is some intractable qual-
ity, practically at variance with moral discretion.
However this may be, it is a general truth, that
these ethereal spirits, in their journey to the stars,
bave had but a sorrowing pilgrimage in the nether
world. Bat we will relinquish hypothesis and
recur to fact.

Mental labour induces lassitude of body and a
disinclination to exertion. When these are accom-
panied by illness, the stoutest resolution is ap-
palled. How can those affirm, whose sails have
always been prosperously filled, that, if their lives
bad been cheated by hope, and chequered by
misfortune, like his, they should have uniformly
refrained from ¢ physical aid for their moral con-
solation 7’ Driven into scenes, for society, where
virtue does not always wear her most forbidding
aspect, what mortal can affirm, that he should have
steadfastly prescrved his stoical austerity ? In
eonversation, Mr. Paine was always the champion
of good principles, and we believe, that he has
written no couplet, which a moralist would wish
to blot. An example, so pregnant with misery,
eannot be contagious ; indeed, the example of any
private individual,

His time 2 moment, and a point his space,
12
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cannot he of wide influence or of long duration,
compared with the imperishable relicks of the
mind. The statesman, who has served, and the
hero, who has bled for his country, live in their
own great actions, to inspire unborn ages, and
posterity consccrates their memories, without a pre-
vious inquest, as to their temperance or chastity.
It is immaterial, to the present gencration, whether
the discovercr of the mariner’s compass, or the
inventor of the art of printing, lived morally or
scusually.  If irregularity of life overshadowed
their fame for a season, they have since emerged
from the cloud, in a blaze of glory, which has
dispelled the mist, and will convey their names to
the end of time, as the most illustrious benefactors
of the buman race. ‘The writer, however he lived,
who impreguated his compositions with high pria-
ciples of moral action, and sublime sentiments of
patriotism : and who wrote popularly enough te
be read, and splendidly or profoundly enough te
endure, is a witness, testifying from the grave—
an advoca‘e from the world of spirits, in the cause
of morality. He has lighted a vestal fire, in the
temple of virtue, and will officiate at her altars,
Urtil the last and dreadful hour,
TLis crumbling pugzeant shall devour;

Tie trumpet siall be heard on high ;
Tie dead sball liveetite hviiar i,

no e S 4 1812,
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MONODY

ON THE DEATH OF

ROBERT T. PAINE, JUN. ESQ.

Mouax we the Brave, whose days are past;
Whose gallant deeds, in war, are o’er;
When dark, in fury, swept the blast,
They fell to save their native shore ?

Mourn we the fall of beauty’s flower,
Gay, fragrant, fresh; whose glowing charms
Bloom’d through the morning’s modest hour,
Then sunk in summer’s sultry arms.

And shall our Bard, unsung, expire, 1

In cold neglect, unhonor’d lie,
‘Who struck his high, heroic lyre,
With fancy’s holiest ecstacy ?

Bright was his youth—thc playful muse
Breath’d on bis infant lips her flame,

And, ere he caught herd@ilzzling hucy,
The votary wildly dream’d of fame.

Ne’er was a nobler spirit born,
A lofticr soul, a gentler heart ;

Above the world’s ignoble scorn,
Above the reach of venal art!
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Genius was his; whose various rays
Illum’d with joy the social hours,

Or pour’d a full, impetuous blaze
Through all the Poet’s magic powers.

Nor less his daring spirit sought
The depths of learning’s ancient store ;
Or paus’d o’er nature’s secret thought,
Or soar’d in fame's sublimer lore.

But most shall fricndship love to trace
The scencs, with liberal mirth entwin’d ;
What streams of wit ! what flowing grace !
‘What sparkling sensc! what cloudless mind!

Oft has declin’d the midnight star,

Yct seem’d the parting hour t00 near ;
And oft the breezy mom, afar,

Caught the loud laugh, or generous tear.

But all is past—beneath the sod
Low lies the Poet’s weary head :
His grief-worn soul has rest in God ;
Bright-rob’d, in glory, ere it fled.

Nor bitter be the tears, that flow
In silence round his wintry urn;

Still fricndship’s breast shall warmly glow,
Still love with holy reverence mourn.

When sleep the Brave—"tis honour’s slcep ;
When falls the Bard, his brilliant doom

Age after age shall sggnory keep,
And chase the darkness from his tomb.

The drcams of wealth shall pass away,
Nor leave a wreck of thought behind ;

But dcathlcss, Ganivus, is thy sway,
The immortal triumph of the mind.



The following Tributary Lines appeared in the “ Charjeston Courier,”
soon after the death of Mz.Parxz.

“ Resound, ye hills, resound my mournful lay.”

Wnn now, ye Muses, let your sorrows flow,
For Paixz, the pride of minstrelsy, lies low ;
Ye, who inspired his ever tuneful breath,

Could not secure him from the shafts of death.

His harp is broken, and his lyre unstrung,

Who Moore’s triumphant death and glory sung ;
And he, who deck’d with laurel valor’s tomb,
Now rests, alas! with Moore, in kindred gloom.

If wit or genius had the power to save

Their great possessor from the darksome grave ;
Your much.lov’d offspring’s loss we should not mourn,
Nor moisten, with our tears, his funeral um.

Who his deserted station can supply,

And fill the foremost ranks of Poesy ? -
Vain is th’ attempt our sorrows to restrain,
For we shall never view another Painz.

For every noble quality renowned,

And with the choicest gifia of Nature crowned :
Shall not his strains sucd®ing Bards inspire, _
And stamp their works @ith more than mortal fire.

Yes; whilc the noble fame of Moore shall last,
Not scandal’s breath, nor envy’s withering blast,
Shall dare, with impious power, attack his name,
Or, from his memory, snatch the wreaths of fame.



COLUMBIA’S BARD.

Wizne yon willow’s boughs entwining
Cast a shadow o'er the plain,
In her classic shades recliping,
Science mourns the loss of Paixe.
Columbia’s Bard !
O’cr his tomb the muses weep,
Where, shrin'd in earth, his ashes sleep !

Never! shall his tuneful numbers
Charm the list’ning ear again !
Cold and silent, where he slumbers,
Gecnius weeps the fate of Paixe.
Columbia’s Bard !
“ Son of Song !” thy lay is o’er,
The festive hall resounds no more !

“ To-morrow may the trav'ler come,
He, who has heard the Poct’s strain,
His foot may press the grassy tomb,”
Unconscious ’tis the bed of Paixe.
Columbia’s Bard :
Hark ! the hollow night-breeze sighs,
Where, wrapped in death, the Poet lics !

Haste thee, Spring ! to daghk thy bowers,
Bid young Beauty dress the plain !
Let thy fairest, sweetest floWers,
Wreathe arouid the tomb of Paixe.
Coiumbia’s Bard :
May he, who bears his father’s name,
Posscss his genius! merit ail his famc !
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AMOTE.

These Poems are selected from a manuscrifit, which appears
t0 contain copics of Mr. P4INk's themes, as they are called, &t
Cambridge. These themes, written during his junior and sewior
years, were submitted to a Professor for revision. Whether the
eofiics were made before or after such revision I know not. The
motto and fprcface to this manuscrifit are worthy of places in the
text,

Bedside the poems selected from this manuscript, it is propeesd
under this division of the work, to arrange,according to timeysuch
of Mr. PaIng's fpierformances, while at the University, es came
withou! exaction from his fien, or were piroduced by some publick
solemnity.



COLLEGE EXERCISES.

PREFACE.

Masturer life, with smiling eye, will view
The imperfoct scenes, which youthful faney drew.

———

Wmu vernal years in swift succession roll,
And fancy’s gairish prospects cheer the soul;
Beneath Maccnas’ guardian care, my muse
With panting breast her infant song pursues.

To teach the rapid moments, as they fly
Beyond the utmost ken of mortal eye,
The smile of sportive pleasure to assume,
And bid the flowers of hope unfolding bloom ;
To gild with bright improvement’s flattering ray :
The fond remembrance of each passing day;
To mould the heart by sentiment and truth,
And bind the olive round the bro_w of youth ;
These were the motives, which inspired the verse,
Though neither bold, nor elegantly terse,
Though in the strains no dazzling beauties shine.
Though pocsy reject cach embrvo line ;
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Yet simple numbers, unrefined by art,

Here paint the warm cffusions of the heart.
The lcttered bigot, with sarcastick phlegm,
And lifcless system, may the song condemn;;
But let proud criticks frown, whene’er I sing,
*Tis not to them I tune my vocal string ;

If my harsh notes disgust your nicer ear,
Avert your heads, ye are not forced to hear.
While I adventure on the sea of song,
Propitious Lcarning wafts my bark along ;
Yet sec, at Candour’s throne the suppliant sues,
In the low accents of the lisping muse.



“ An oadevout sslronomer is mad.”
Youxt.

[ Written Nov. 17, 1790.)

BIIGIIT is the sun-beam, smiling after showers ;
Sweet are the pleasures of the rural groves,

When pearls, unnumbered, deck the morning grass ;
But swecter still the joys of evening walk,

Brighter the glorics of the unbounded God.*

Hail, sacred eve, thy presence sweet I woo.
Where pensive Solitude, with rambling feet,
Strays through thy dusky groves, to view the works
Of heaven’s high King ; or, sunk in rapture’s trance.
With silent Gratitude delights to hear
Nature’s soft harp, “the musick of the sphercs,”
Which chant in endless notes Jchoval's praise !

Come then, sweet nymph, thy mildest breath impart,
To swcll the youthful muse’s artlcss reed ;*
Faintly to ccho, with unskilful trill,
One note of Nature’s universal song.

The sun, fatigued with his diurmal course
Through heaven’s high summit, sunk to soft reposc ;.
The Zephyrs, loaded with the rich perfumes
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Of yon tall hill, in gay luxuriance clad,

Whispered invitement? to the bower of joy,

And by the ambrosial presents, which they brought,
Urged their request, and won my willing soul. ¢

To the fair spot I rove ; a devious way

In many wanderings lcads me to the height.

Along its brow a shaggy ridge of rocks,

High towering, keeps the distant ficlds in awe,
Enl.cdged® with flowers, and shrubs, and vines, and thorns,
Which in luxuriant confusion grew.*

Deep boiling o’cr the top from confluent springs,
A river rolls adown the sloping hill ;
From the high rocks the dashing current leaps
In one broad sheet, till, spreading by degrees,
The white foam flashes o’er the pointed crags,
Which with continual rage cmbroil its waves ;
Now whirl in cddics, now in loud cascades
Roll the vexed current; while with rapid speed
Waves crowd on waves, to escape the rocks, and gain
The peaceful harbour of the quict vale.

How short this ever varying scene of life !
How troubled too with woes ! Thus down the stream
Of cares, perplexitics, distress and wants,
As waves on waves, 30 generations crowd. 7
Scee, the vain bubble, floating down the surge,
From yon bright cloud a purple tincture draws ;
But murk yon rock; its beautios ; they are fled !
Thus wrocied, shall vanish all the world calls great :
Not all his purple can proteet the King.
‘T'he busy world, and all the joys it boasts,
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‘Where harpy Care and Disappointment reign.
Are like the billows of the troubled sea;

While calm Content and Solitude, sweet pair,
Like the soft lustre of Hesperian day,

E’er sweetly smile to lure us from the storm.
When sin disturbed the peace of Eden’s bowers,
And man, degenerate, to her banners fled ;
Ali-bounteous Heaven, although provoked to wrath,
Sent these fair visitants with exiled man,

To guide him in the paths, which lead to peace.
Here then they come ! Their silent tread I hear.?
God to their smiles creative power has given,
For here they smile, and second Eden blooms.
The gilded roof, the regal dome they fly,

And here with mild Philosophy retreat.

To shady grots, where Contemplation reigns,
They lcad the heavenly pensive maid ; “tis here
That purest happiness delights to dwell.

Can he, who in thesc solitary seats

Rectired, enjoying philosophick ease ;

Can he, whose study and delight ’s to scan

The laws, which regulate the starry world,

Be 30 infatuate, as to think that Chance,
Presiding, held the sceptre of the sky,

Gave Nature birth, and linked in one great chain
Creation’s scale, from angels to the worm ?

Dun night her sable curtain draws around,
And with diffusive darkness, far and near,
Burying the cot, the palace, and the tower,
Calls Reason’s eye from objects here below.
To trace the wonders of the spangled sky.

hd .
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Far as the eye can sweep in utmost range,

Where spheres on spheres in bright confusion roll,
\Vhere swift Philosophy with towering speed
Extends her wings, and from the blazing height
Of Sirius descries more distant worlds;**

‘These are thy wonders, great Jchovah ; these,'*
As all their various orbits they perform,

Speak forth thy majesty and endless praise.

‘The ‘mighty pillars of the universe, '

‘The ethereal arch, with starry curtains hung,

Thy hands have made ; through the stupendous frame
Load hallelujahs and hosannas sound,

Wafting thy glory to unnumbered worlds,

In Nature's language, understood by all.’*

Yct though to us unbounded these may seem,
Throned on the height of thy omnipotence,

"Thon look’st abroad with all discovering eye,

And all creation far beneath thee rolls.

*Tis thou, who check’st in mid career the storm,'?
\Which on the wings of furious whirlwinds sweeps ;
\When battling clouds, in herrid ruin, crush,

And their pent wrath in bursting lightnings pour.*¢
When raging winds, from Kolus released,

I'rom its foundations heave the boiling deep,**

And heaven-topped waves in liquid mountains rise,
And leave old ocean’s dark recesses dry ;

Thou smils’t ;—the main subsides, to smile with thee.t ¢

When, in the car of wrath, thou thunderest forth
I'o scour the nations with afflictive rod;
Before thy chariot wheels, self rolling, flies'*
Pale Awe, and strikes the universc with dread.
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The tall hills tremble, and the valleys rise ;
Guilt’s tottering knees in mad distraction beat,
And the rent poles re-echo with thy voice.

One angry look from thee would cause the world
To dwindle into nought ; one wrathful word
The universal edifice to fall,**

And its high columns moulder into dust.

What soul but quakes, when thy deep thunders roll,
Or starts affrighted, when thy lightrings fly ?
The astonish’d earth confesses power divine,
And, trembling, owns the presence of its God.
Shall not devotion then, with early day
Enkindling, glow, nor at the setting sun,
Mao, thy own offspring, praise thy glorious name ?
Forbid it, heaven, that he again should sin
Against the light of all your brilliant orbs,
And be expelled from earth’s unblest abode,
An Edcn, sure, compared to hells below !

Can there exist a son from Adam sprung,
How abject e’er from native dignity,
Or, in the vale of ignorance remote
From the bright sunshine of the learned world,
\Who but uplifts his eye to yon bright vault,
Vicws all the glories, which emblaze the pole,
And doubts, onc moment, thcir Creator’s power ?
All nature ’s vocal with the voice of God ;
From sphere to sphere Jehovah’s name resounds :
E’en savage Indians, with untutored souls,
¢ Sce God in clouds, and hear him in the winds.”
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If then one high Supreme presides o’cr all ;
As he, who is not deaf to Nature’s voice,
Can’t but confess; who then can be 50 mad,
As to refuse, to that omniscient Power,
Devotion, due to his omnipotence ?

And in rebellion rise against his arm,
Whose breath created, and enlivens nature ?
The soul of man, too feeble to endure
The vile transgression, shudders at its sight.

But there are such, who in the moral world
With genius blest, by fostering wisdom nursed,
Who oft have ranged the illimitable sky,

In vain conception of some selfish end,

Nor given to God the glory of his skill.
With vain idolatry and frenzy fired,

They reach the utmost verge of mortal ken,
Nor once perecive the features of a God

In wide magnificence illumine all.

They sec the grand machine unvarying roll,
Nor once discern the arm, that moves the whole.
In “light incflable,” they soar aloft,

But stain its purity with blackest crime.
Recuiling Reason startles at the deed,

And Nuture’s self, with indignation fired,
Blushes to view her own perversity.

Dark night with decpuning gloom draws on apace ;
The russet groves no trembling zephyr moves ;
In majesty ascends night's brilliant queen ;
The lengthened shades o'cr every field extend,
Auwd light, promiscuous, beautifies cach scene.
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Hard by the murmurs of the chrystal stream,
A sudden voice I hear; amased I stand,
Catch every sound, and still the voice returns !

Behold a sage advancing through the groves,
‘The moonbeam trembling on his silver locks.
Again I listen, but his voice has ceased !
Time’s ruthless hand with wrinkles knit his brow ;
A long white beard descended from his chin;
A sudden awe thrills through my every limb;
Hc stops, abrupt, beside a purling stream,
Where chaste Diana kissed the silver wave.
Fair in the azure chambers of the east,

His raptured eyes beheld the radiant maid ;
The spangled constcllations of the hcavens,
Lost in surprisc, astonishment, he viewed ;

« These are thy works, eternal Father ; thine
« Nature’s great altar of unceasing praise,

“ Raised in the temple of unbounded space !

« Blest be that God who smiled upon my birth,
“ Who sent a guardian angel from the sky

“ To snatch me from the wreck, which threats the world,
= Amid these lone retreats, to range the stars,
“ Thosc gems, that with unsullicd lustre shine,
« To grace the crown of high Omnipotence.”
He ceas’d ; his lips in faltering silence hung ;
But silence spoke, devotion was not dumb.
The tear of gratitude gush’d from his eye,
And the pure transport mclted all his soul.

Hail, bright Philosophy, thy pages ne’cr
Could boast a fairer dignity to man!
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Of morals pure, and of a heart sincere,

In him the virtues, all resplendent, shone.

“ Yon river,” spoke the sage, % which foams along.
« Its waves perplexed, by craggy rocks enraged,

% Points to my eye the picture of the worid,

& Where care corrodes all happiness below.

“ From the tumultuous scenes of worldly strife,

% Where pride’s gay, tinsel train, in fashion’s sun,
“ Bask like the butterfly, a day to charm,

“ To these green bowers, and rural groves I came,
« And sought retirement in her native shade.

% The heaven which mortals vainly seek below,

% In carthly ge¥-gaws, and in princely state,

¢ May hcre be found, if carth a heaven produce.

“ By contemplation led, we walk on high;

“ And here by fond anticipation taste

% That bliss, which virtue shall hercafter crown.

“ While Nature’s laws direct the swarry world,

¢ And mortals think they’re wisc if skill’d in these,
“ Let sages, more contemplative, unite,

“ To adorn mankind, the virtues to display,

“ Those stars, which glitter in the moral sky.

“ The voice of Nature is the voice of praise ;

“ Yon orbs but shinc, our gratitude to raise.”

He ceas’d; for admiration then began,
Axnd honoured with a tear the pride of man.
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SACRED TO THE MEMORY OF BOWDOIN.

% Pallida mers eque pede pulsat pauperum tabernas,
“ Regumgue turree.” Hoz. 4th ode, 1t book.

Death’s dread deerees must be obeyed ;
Grim king, inexorably just !

That arm, which strikes the humble shed,
Levels the palace with the dust.

[ Written Feb. 23, 1791.]

Pz is the mournful eye of setting day ;
The gloomy fields in weeds of woe appear;
O’er the dim lawn dread horror bends his way,
And solemn silence bids the mind revere.
@®
Beneath thick glooms the distant landscape fades ;!
The sad moon weeps o’er yon funereal ground ;
Hark ! the dull rippling stream the ear invades ;
The soul, wild staring, startles at cach sound !

What ghastly phantoms round me seem to rise !
With this just lecture on their tongues they come ;
In yonder spot Famc’s great colossus lies ;
A Bowpoix moulders in the humble tomb *

How short the fleeting hour assigned to man!
To Virtue’s nobler charge the task is given.

Beyond the grave to extend the narrow span,
And gairrts blest eternity in heaven.

15



Yes, “tis a glorious truth, that man, refined
From all the impuritics of sordid clay,

No more an exile on vile carth confined,
Shall shine amid the stars of endless day.

Hark ! the sad voice of death, with solemn sound,
Calls from their distant caves the sleeping gales !

The gales with sighs the awful voice resound,?
And tcars of gricf bedew the echoing vales

Across the ficlds sce heavenly Virtue ltny';
Philosophy, dejected at her side,

And Lovc celestial bend their pensive way,
And give free vent to gricf’s impetuous tide !

Mid the dark melancholy walks of death,
Towards a statcly monument they rove ;

And hang on the tomb their votive wreath,
A wreath with mingled honours fondly wove.*

From realms of purest happincss they flow,
To adorn the grave where their dear votary slept;
The world they found suffused in tears of woe,

And feeling for its loss in pity wept.

Around the tomb the hcavenly spirits stand,
In all the plaintive cloquence of grief;
* Here rest in peace, thou patriot of thy land,
“ Sage of the world, and Virtue's darling chief !

4 Lot spring immortal o’cr thy ashes bloom;

“ To thee Jet carth the laurclled wreath resign ;
“ The ivy and the olive deck the tomb;

“ For valour, cloquence, and peace were thine !”

F



“ Well may thy friends bedew thy hallowed urn,
“ Ambition weep, despairing of thy fame ;

% Well may thy country o’er thy relicks mourn,
“ And wondering earth immortalize thy name.”

Weep o’cr the grave, which Lownorx’s dust entombs;
In him such splendid traits their charms unite,

Like the bright lamp, which heaven and earth illumes,
He shone the sun of philosophick light !*

In him the patriot virtues all combined ;¢

In him was Freedom’s voice divinely heard ;
Soft grace and cnergy adorned his mind,

And constellated excellence appeared.

How oft have scnates on his accents hung,
And vicwed the blended powers of genius meet,
In flowing musick, melting from his tongue,
Strong, without rage, and without flattery, sweet.”

When Massachusetts’ patriot sages met,*
To snatch from fate their country’s falling name,
His arm, like Jove's, upreared the sinking state,
And raised a pillar in the dome of fame.

His noble soul no sclfish motive fired ;

His country’s glory was his godlike aim ;
In danger prudent, resolute, admired ;

And every action but enhanced his fame.

Beneath his friendly wing the muses found )
A father, smiling on their infant lyre ;

There Art and Science were with bounty crowned,
And Learning owned a Bownoiy for her sire.



In him rejoiced the sons of want and grief;

From him the streams of social friendship ran;
With generous pity, and with kind relicf,

He traversed life in doing good to man.

O’er life’s broad sea he spread his full blown sail,
Secure amid wild faction’s stormy roar;

By wisdom guided, caught the flying gale,
And guined the port, eternal glory’s shore.

Justly to celebrate his deathless praise,

No musc, like ours, can string her grateful lyre;
Nor cven Pindar such bold notes could raise,

Nor to the sun on waxen wings aspire.

When in the ficld resistiess Hector met,

To cxpress he conquered, we but say he fought;
Suffice it then the ear of fond regret,

To tell that Bowpoix always nobly thought.

Sprung from a race, to nought but virtue born,
Advanced by industry to pomp and state ;

Yet hey beholding these with cyes of scom,
Rose above fame, and dared be truly great.

Lopg have we hoped kind Temperance would wield,
T'o guard her favourite, her defensive arms 5

Around his honoured life would spread her shield,
And lonys secure him by its potent charmns,

But, ah ! fallacious hopes! Oh sweet deceit !
Dear, flattering dream. which partial Fancy wrought
tn Fricndship®s lootn, who, with fond nride elate,
Viewed the rich texture of illusive thought !
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Imperial Reason, weeping o’er his fate,

Hurled from her empire, rules his breast no more.
Where is that voice, which saved a falling state,

Which charmed the world, and taught e’en foes t’ adore?

When wintry time’s tempestuous billows roar,
O’er the dark storm Death spreads his horrid wings ;
Swept are proud cmpires from the foaming shore,
And beggars mingle in one grave with kings.

Where are the splendours of the Attick dome ?
Where haughty Carthage, towering to the sky ?
Where the tall columns of imperial Rome ?
In the vilc dust, where pride is doomed to lie.

Bowbpois, the glory and delight of all,
The prince of scicnce, Misery’s feeling friend,
Bedecked with blooming honours, too must fall,
And to the mansions of the grave descend.

Could human excellence, with power sublime,
Charm from barbarian Death’s destructive hand

The ruthless scythe of all destroying Time,
Bowpoix were still the scnate of the land.

But greatly smiling in his latest breath,
Like Pheebus blazing from his western throne,
His soul. unconquered, through the clouds of death
More radiant beamed, and more divinely shone.

Ye mournful friends, suppress the bursting tear ;
Bowpoix is gone his native skics to claim:

Forgive the youth, who, weeping o’cr his bier,
In this fond verse inscribes his sacred name.
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“Know then thyseil; presume not Gud to sean;
* The pruper study of mankind is man.”
Porc’s Eway en Man.

(M ritten March 98, 1791.]

Bun' be the sage, whoee voice has sung,
And to the world such counsel given !
Sure 'tis an angel’s warning tongue,
The language of benignant Heaven !

When first in Eden’s roseate bowers,
Gay, youthful Nature held her throne,
Around her tripped the blithesome Hours,
And all the Loves and Graces shone.!

Celestial Virtue saw the dame,
Enthroncd amid her joyful band,
And glowing with Affection’s flame,
He blushed, he sighed, and asked her hand.*

Struck with his tall, majestick form,
His rosy check, his sparkling eye,

Her breast received a strange alarm,
And unsuppressed, retumed the sigh.

At Hymen’s shrine no vows are paid,
For mutual love their hearts unites ;

Carols were sung from every shade,
And Eden echoed with delights.”
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At length, their pleasures to complete,
Fair Happiness their amours blest ;

Gay was her form, her temper sweet,
And mildest charms sdorned her breast ;

Mild as the bosom of the lake,

When Zephyr from the western cave*
Dares not the level chrystal break,

And breathes a perfume o’er the wave.

But joy on eagle pinions flies ;

Thus oft in June’s resplendent morn,
When golden lustre paints the skies,

Thick lowering clouds the heavens deform.*®

Beneath the earth’s dark centre hurled,
Where on their grating hinges groan

The portals of the nether world,
Apostate Vice had raised her throne.

A spirit of angelick birth;

But blemished now with blackest stains,
Degraded far below the earth,

To realms, where endless darkness reighs.

Par from his cbon palace strayed
This fiend to earth with giant pace ;
His cyes a lurid frown displayed,
And horror darkened all his face.

Through Eden’s shady scenes he roves ;
A swcetly warbling voice he hears;

When, lo, beneath the distant groves,
Nature in sportive dance appears !



He saw, he gazed with rapture warm,
Resolved to gain the fair one’s heart;
His haggard, foul, disgusting form,
He decks in all the charms of art.

His face, o’erclouded late with gloom,
His limbs, in tattered garb arrayed,
Assumed the flush of youthful bloom,
The pomp of regal robes displayed.

Dazzling with gems, a crown he bore ;
*Twas grace his easy motions led;

A gentle smile his fcatures wore,
And round a sweet enchantment spread.

From his smooth tongue sweet poison flowed ;¢
Fair Innocence, her careless beart

Decoyed, forsook her native road,
Lost in the wilderness of art.

Sad tears and bosom-rending sighs

The moumnful nymph pours forth in vain;
Vain are the streams of Sorrow’s eyes,

To wash away the crimson stain.

Hopeless she wandercd and forlom,
In bitterest woe ; her plaintive tale

Was heard, the ccho of the lawn,’
And the sad ditty of cach gale.

While thus she roved in deep disgrace,
Her bosom torn with conscious shame,
An infant from the foul embrace
Is born, and Miscry is her name.



Her eyes emit a haggard glare ;
Her mien a savage soul expressed ;
‘With grim Medusa’s snaky hair;
And all the father stood confessed.

The groves, which once, in green array,
The admiring eye attentive kepe,

No more appeared in verdure gay;
And Eden’s fading beautics wept.®

Pale was the sun, with clouds obscure;
Wild Lamentation mourned in vain
To cleanse the soul, with guilt impure,

And rcinstate the golden reign.

Beauty ’s a flower of early doom,
Exposed to all the intrigues of art;

For when is lost its tender bloom,
The thorn is left, a bleeding heart.

Triumphant Vice to his drear courts
Returns to rule the infcrnal plains ;
There Misery with her sire resorts,
To forge for man her torturing chains.

But Virtue, to redeem the earth,

In Eden opes his tranquil scats ;
Asylum safe of injured worth,

Here Happiness with him retreats !¢

Virtue and Vice, with clashing sway.
The empire of the world divide ;
Vice oft deludes the feet astray,
But Virtue is the surest guide.



Vice, in whose form no grace is seen,
Assumes detested Flattery’s guise;

Veils in a smile her hideous mien,
And captivates weak mortal eyes.

While Virtue, in each beauty decked,
In spotless purity arrayed,

Our wandcring footsteps would direct,
But blinded man disdains his aid.

Severe Experience soon will learn! ®
The stubborn bosom to repent;

The opened eyes too late discern,
What they must then in vain lament.

But see a kind deliverer rise !
Her fecling breast Compassion warms,
To purge this film from mortal eyes,
And strip delusion of its charms.

Behold Scli-Knowledge quits the skies !
Ithuricl’s magick spear she bears;
From her approach pale Error flics,
And all the mind’s dark host appears.’ ¢

Disrobed of all his borrowed plumes,
Gay Vice no more the eye allures ;

While Virtue’s native lustre blooms,
And with its charms the soul secures.

The wreath of once triumphant Vice
Now withers on his languid head ;

No more his guiles the world entice,
For, with his fraud, his charms are fled.
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Ye, whose excursive souls pretend
The Almighty’s boundless power to scan ;
Whose thopghts against the heavens contend,
Nor stoop to earth to think on man;

Who, like the lion in his cave,
Or eagie on his rocky height,

‘With swelling pride austerely grave,
Frown modest Virtue from your sight ;

Who proudly view with scornful eyes
The tender scenes of social love ;
Contemning Friendship’s dearest ties ;
The imps of sclf-dependent Jove ;

Hear, learned fools : When life shall end,
Like the light cinders of a scroll,

Will stars or spheres from heaven descend,
To comfort your desponding soul ?

‘Virtue aloanc can smooth the brow

Of haggard Death with smiles of joy;
Persuasive lead the sons of woe

To pleasures, which can never cloy.

Be Virtue then by all caressed !
Virtue the glooms of life will cheer;
With cyc impartial search thy breast,
While Virtue lends a listening ear.
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“ Homo sum ; humani nibil 8 me alienum puto ”
Tzrzxce, Heaus:

1 am a man, and interested in all the cobecrns of humanity.
{ Written April 13, 1791.]

Yr.. who enjoy the bliss of social ease,

\Who drink the sweets of Freedom’s passing brecze,
Taught by your fortune, learn, with gencrous mind,
‘T'o soothe the wocs, and fecl for all mankind.

While Pride’s imperial sons in splendour vie,
And with a meteor glare delude the cye;
While bold Ambition copes for deathless fame,
That tinsel glitter of a glorious name ;

Behold the generous soul, who feels for man,
The great adherent to the Saviour’s plan,

In the dark ccll of languid woc appear,

And the sad heart with smiling bounty cheer;
Or in the crucl dungeon’s dreary shade,
Where stern Oppression fettered millions laid,
Hear his mild voice amid the lurid gloom,
Reeall the flecting spirit from the tomb !

Sweet are the pleasures, that from love arisc ;
Sweet the warm rapture, when, with cager eyes,
And suelling with the gairish hopes of youth,
Youpg genius springs to clasp a long sought truth ;
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But more extatick joys, those scenes impart,
When flowing from a warm and grateful heart,
The sweet culogiums of relieved distress

The generous heart with pleasing transport bless.
Hail, kind Philanthropy, thou friend of ecarth,
Creation’s mildest, fairest, noblest birth!

Bright arc thy features, as the blush of even,
And more complacent than the smile of heaven.
Sweet is the musick, which thy voice distils,
As the soft murmurs of the purling rills ;
More gladly echoed through Misfortune’s car.
Than the blithe carols of the vernal year.
Benignant parent of the tear and sigh!
Heaven-born Benevolence, whose gracious eye.
By pity fired, the blandest smile bestows,

That cheers this gloomy scene of mortal woes.

\When savage Nature her dominion kept,
And cach mild Virtue in oblivion slept,
Then pale eyed Miscry and Oppression rose,
And plunged mankind adown the abyss of woes.
Dire Rage and War around the nations strode,
And Havock grimly smiled o’er scas of blood.
The dearest tics of love were stained with gore,

And Pcace and Friendship ruled the world no more.

The sprightly virgin in her tender bloom,
Tom from her lover’s arms, by cruel doom,
With tears of anguish, trickling from her cycs,
O’cr his dcar marble bids the cypress risc.

E 14



COLLEGE EXERCISES.

Stript of the solace of their aching hearts,
Those tender ties, which social love imparts,
Scc hoary sires, around the funeral bier,

In silent sorrow drop the mournful tear !

Brutal barbarians, with stern pride elate,
Trampling on cvery right of civil state ;
Traitors to every law of gracious Heaven,

By Nature’s voice to all her children given;
Unfceling monsters, tyranny their crecd,

Who never blushed but at a virtuous deed,
With wanton fury kept the world in awe ;
Their sword was justice, and their nod was law.

But, to relieve the miseries of man,
Benevolence on carth her reign began.
Of heavenly birth the virgin goddess shone,
And all the virtues hovered round her throne.
But scarce the precepts of her friendly tongue,
To hostile realms the sweets of peace had sung,
And strove with warm persuasion to control
The warring passions of cach barbarous soul ;
When, lo, a monster from his Stygian cave
Laid the mild virgin in the silent grave.
“T'was Pcrsecution, whose dread right hand bore
A flaming faulchion, wet with human gore.
Detested Bigotry, (oh foul disgrace !)
And blinded Ignorance, of monkish race,
To this blood-thirsty, hellish fiend gave birth,
Who with such miscries scourged the groaning earth.
Cursed be the bigot, whose religious light
Cotes through the medium of a jaundiced sight !
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Lo, Superstition fills the papal throne,
And guiltless victims at her footstool groan !
Lo, Death proscribes cach disbeliever’s head ;
Sce, on the rock their tortured limbs are spread ;
Their strained nerves tremble to each mangling blow ;
Hark, the soul-piercing shrieks of dying woe !
Stroke follows stroke until they move no more,
And streams of blood gush out from every pore.

Yet in the storm of this tcmpestuous time,
When Superstition fostcred every crime ;
When servile pricsts pronounced with impious tongue.
Nor understood the jargon which they sung ;
When Romish bigots, who made nations bleed,
Knew not the letters, which composed their creed ;
E’en then, in Albion’s soil, a glorious few,
To virtue’s cause, to freedom’s intcrest true,
With anxious toil preserved from total night
Mild toleration’s feebly glimmering light.
But short, alas, her cmpirc in the land,
Where factious nobles bear supreme command !

As the faint splendour of the solar beam,
When vapours intercept the golden swream,
Emits through thin, transparent clouds a blaze,
Which on some distznt spire in triumph plays
But while the eye admires the partial ray,

The pale and watery lustre melts away ;
Thus transient, all the milder virtues fled,
And kinnd Compassion veiled her tender head,
Till true Religion, with that magick power,

Which bade old Ocean’s billows cease to roar,
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Bencvolence raised from her mouldering tomb,
And badc new laurels on her brow to bloom.

All hail, Columbia ; to thy western skies,
Where sacred Freedom's lofty temples rise.
The virgin goddess bends her azure flight,
On the ficet pinions of diffusive light !
She comes, with love’s fervescent rays t’ illume
The vale of woe, and cheer its awful gloom;
‘To snatch mankind from the cold arms of Death,
And rcinspire with being’s transicnt breath.

But, ah! will ye, who fought in Frecdom’s cause,
‘To dic in battle, or defend her laws ;
Will ye, when Fortune has your efforts crowned,
And deathless laurels round your temples bound ;
Will ye, such bold achievements now disgrace.
Nor grant your freedom to all human race ?
Shall the poor Africk blot your rising fame,
And suc for freedom with neglected claim ¢
In the dark cell, where anguish turns with pain
Iis tortured limbs, indented with the chain,
Scc Athiopia’s sons, because the day
Upon their skin has glanced too warm a ray
From social joy, from their dear native land,
By Fraud’s ungencrous artifice trepanned,
Far to the west o'er swelling surges borne,
In slavish toil a life of woe to mourn!
Blush, blush, vile despots, who, for lucre's sake,
Through every natural bond of freedom break !
Although with honour crowned, Columbla’s nam
May sound ctermal through the trump of Fame ;
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Though shouting millions her new system boast,

By Solons planned, t’ unite her jarring host ;.

Yet while the Africk clanks Oppression’s chain,

And these unfeeling, brutal tyrants reign,

Though decked with all the splendid charms of state,
Her blemished character can ne’er be great.

Hail glorious zra, when the genial rays
Of mild Philanthropy in one broad blaze
Shall round the world benignant lustre dart,
And warm the haughty tyrant’s frozen heart,
When Africk’s millions shall to frcedom rise,
And with loud rapture rend the yielding skies ;
Columbia’s eagle then, with wings unfurled,
Shall shadow with its plumes the subject world.

The following lines are from a theme, party in prosc and partly in verse, on

¢ Humaoum est errarc.”
[ Written Juguat 23, 1791 ]

Vicx lives coeval with the age of time,

A Syren form, enchantress half divine.’

Before yon sun, in youthful splendour clad,

Illumed with sportive beams the ncw-born carth ;

Before the planets round their reverend sire

Through Heaven's wide plains performed their mystick dance ,
Even then among the sapphire thrones of God,

Skilled in Egyptian herbs and magick lore.
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The nymph bewitching came ; her tuneful voice,
Sweet warbling, drew the thronging seraphs round ;
And while they seemed delighted with the song,
The artful traitress, with Circassian smile,

Gave the full bowl of poison to their lips ;

They quaffed ; and soon perceived its magick power
Invade, inveigle, gnd subdue their souls.

! us by her perfidy betrayed, they fell
Down the dark dungeon of Almighty wrath,
Where flames sulphurcous flash a livid glare,
And ravenous vultures on their vitals prey,
Which undiminished grow, nor aught consume ;
Thus an cternity of ycars to groan,
Cursing in penal fire the treacherous wretch,
Who led their daring spirits to rebel.

When thus her power innumecrous saints subdued,
To carth she came, and in the breast of man
Instilling poison sweet, and lawless wish
To rob the central tree of Paradise,

Drove him, an exile from the realms of joy.

O’cr carth’s wide plains, inhospitable wilds,
Where crugs menace defiance to the sky;
Through forests, deepened with Carpathian gloom,
Where midnight deaths in secret ambush lie ;
O’cr scenes like these, with Providence his guide.
He roamed unfriended, hopeless and forlorn;

In contemplation sad of follics past ;

Lamenting oft, in bitteress of soul,

The fatal waste of the forbidden tree.

Without the embeilishments and aid of art,
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The earth exhibited a dreary waste.

No lofty cities, then, with glittering spires

And massy walls of mountain rocks composed,
Reared their tall turrets, and with Atlas vied,
Who should sustain the starry vault of heaven.
No rural hamlet, then, with peaceful shades,
And groves in verdure of perennial bloom,

Oft kissed with rapture by the sportive gale.,
Courted the wretched traveller’s weary feet
To the sweet blessings of a frugal board.
*Twas his to wander mid tenebrious wilds,
Where deeply grave, majestick Horror reigns ;
\Where savage beasts so fiercely yell and roar,
That Sol, affrighted at the dismal sound,

Nc’er dared to dart within the dreary scene

A single ray to dissipate the shade.

Such were the horrors of his vagrant path,
And such the woes, which disobedience brought ;
Through all his race the dire contagion ran ;
Discase and want and treachery filled the earth.

What rending grief must wound our parent’s breast.
When erst from Paradisc his feet were driven ;
What heart-felt torture must his bosom sting,
Then to reflect, that, for his fault alone,
Ages of ages of his sons unborn
Should suffer all the pangs of guilt and woe,
Hear the dire curse, which his own follies wrougha
And feel the lash of wrath, which he provoked.

Perhaps, elate on Fancy's daring wing,
7For she with wretched mourners is a guest)
3
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He oft beheld on life’s tempestuous tide,

His offspring struggling with the adverse surge.
Wrecked on adversity’s Charybdian coast ;

Now borne aloft upon the swelling surge,

Now plunging headlong down the dark abyss,
Where boiling quicksands rave with madding foam,
And pour through parting waves their oozy surf;
Where sca-green caves, like sepulchres appear,
To catch the spirit, fainting with fatigue.

Whilc raging seas in mad rebellion rise,

And rocks and winds and bellowing oceans war ;
While daring surges lift their heads to heaven,
Loud thunders, bursting with tremendous roar,
Roll through the quaking sky their muttering wrath :
The hapless strugglers on the briny deep,

Each effort vain, and whelmed in dark despair.
Their eycs crect to heaven with languid loek,
Upbraid the parent, author of their woes,

And, cursing Adam, sink to risc no morc.

Such wcre perhaps the scenes, our common sire
With sclf-accusing fancy sadly drew;

And with the bittcrest grief, that mortals feel.
Benwoaned the deed irrevocably cursed.

Ccase, tender parcnt, thy invective plaint ;
No more thy breast with lamentations wound ;
Oh, wipe the dark suspicion from thy soul,
That e’cr thy race could with ungenerous voice
Prunounce a curse upon thy reverend head !
Sooncr shall Winter in his frigid arms
Embrace the blooming Sprisg, the type of hcaven ;
Sooner the turtle, when the parent dove
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Has built her nest in insalubrious spot,
Oft ravaged by the fierce rapacious foe,

Forget the author of its tender life,
And cease to coo the harmiess notes of love.

Long as the bluc-waved seas, in lucid lapse,
Shall roll majestick through the caverned carth ;
Long as the year shall blossom with the spring,
With summer ripen, and with autumn yield ;
Long as the sun, the powerful king of day,
Shall ride triumphant in his car of light ;

Till Nature’s self shall droop with hoary age,
And sleep, low mouldering, in her silent tomb,
Formed of the mighty wrecks of falling worlds;
Till then thy name shall pervagrate the carth,
Herald of Love, and monitor of Heaven

Thewe kines are without date, but as they appearin the band M. Paine wrote,
st that time, they were, protably, prodused in his junior year; perhaps,
however, a3 the manuseript is a fair and second copy, they are of earlier

arigio.

ON SENSIBILITY.

SrarontLr and gay as love, as pure as truth,
The soul of beauty, and the pride of youth,
Demands my song; while my infantine muse

On waving wing, the heavea-born theme pursucs.
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No tuneful choir, who haunt Picria’s shade,
Do 1 invoke to lend their sacred aid ;

My muse would beg alone Maria’s smile,
To inspire her numbers and reward her toil,
And proud I'll feel, if Mary’s band bestow
Her favourite myrte on my honoured brow.

When first mankind obeyed tyrannick sway,
The softer virtues in oblivion lay ;
Then pale Affliction with her iron rod,
And Camage dirc around the nations strode.
Man sunk to vilc debasement’s lowest grade,
And lived “ with beasts joint tenants of the shade.”
‘That fond endcaring love which Nature formed,
\Which oncc cach breast to social friendship warmed,
Which once to gencrous decds the world inspired,
To deeds which listening ages have admired,
No more prevailed, but lust, revenge and ire,
With brutal fury sct the world on fire.
‘Tyrants and kings their lawless empire spread,
And from the sanguine carth the Virtues fled.
Though whelmed in woc and misery severe,
Such as ¢’en Nero must have wept to hear;
Though torn from all the objects of their love,
By dread seclusion, by a long remove ;
Yet such was man's degencrate groveling state,
He added torture to the wounds of fate.
‘The genervus fervour of the social flame
Was now unknown, or unly known in name.
Pale-cyed Despair now raised her chon thrope,
And Pity knew no sorrows but her own,
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Without a friend to calm his throbbing heart,
And from his breast to wrench Misfortune’s dart,
Each in himself beheld his last resort,
Too weak, too frail his sorrow to support;
No gencrous tear bemoaned another’s grief,
No friendly sympathy bestowed relief;
Tyrants beheld their easy victims fall,
And one wide common grave threat death to all.
But, to relieve the miseries of man,
Swcet Sensibility her reign began ;

* Bencath the mildness of her gentle reign,
The smiling virtues blessed the earth again ;
Candour and Friendship, sweet cthereal pair,
Dispelied the lurid clouds of dark despair;
Those realms, which in the shades of darkness lay.
Shut from the light of learning’s splendid day,
Or in the vale of misery, distressed
With every woe, that gricves a mortal breast,
With heart-felt joy perceived Compassion near,
From Sorrow’s cye to wipe her bursting tear,
And mid the dungeon’s insalubrious gloom,
Beheld the rose of consolation bloom.
Swcet Scnsibility, pure is thy sway,
As the clear splendours of Hesperian day ;
Bright is thy form, as when the clouds of even,
F.anchase with flaming gold the azure heaven;
Soft is thy bosom, as the silver waves,
\WVhen gentle zephyrs, from their western caves,
Breathe a mild perfume o’er the rippling strcam,
Which smiles effulgent in the solar beam.
Prompt is this breast, the wretched to release,
To allay his suffering with the voice of peace;

s
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Thy love unbounded, as the boundiess day,

Glows with the warmth of summer's noontide ray ;
From thy kind tongue the sweetcst honey flows,
To soothe the anguish of our bittcrest woes.
When the dread king of terrors’ ruthless dart,
Arrcsts a fond companion’s bleeding heart,

And rifies youth of all his vernal bloom,

And lays the aged in the mouldering tomb ;
‘When weeping virgins mourn a tender mate,

The hapless victim of a cruel fate ;

When youthful lovers o’er their fair one’s grave,
The funcral turf with briny sorrows lave ;

When Hope no longer cheers their streaming eyes,
And drear despair’s impervious clouds arise; -
Then, Scnsibility, thy power is known,

Thou never leav’st the wretch to weep alone.
With mild Persuasion’s gently pleasing strain,
You love to case his bosom-rending pain,

And, while thc mourner lends a paticnt ear,

You answer sigh for sigh, and tcar for tear;

Till, by the magick sympathy of woe,

His wounds arc healed, his sorrows cease to flow !
Hail, Sensibility ! thou soul of love,

“Tis thine the various scencs of bliss to prove;
The tear, we shed upon another’s grich,!

The wors, we suffer for our fricnd’s relief,

Affurd more pleasure to the fecling heart,

Than all the pomp and pride of wealth impart !
The silken sons of luxury and ease,

With vain magnificence, the crowd may please ;
‘The chief, victorious, quits the embatticd ground,
The blood-suined laurcls round his temples bound 3
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The marble bust may tell to future age,

Some glorious villain on the present stage !

But what are riches, but an empty name ?

And what is glory, but the toy of fame ?

What is the mighty laurel, gained in fight ?

To this the private murderer has a right.

Envy, the brightest character may rust;

The lofticst monuments are laid in dust;

Lo, brazen statues moulder and decay,

And hoary Time sweeps all the world away !
Then, where is glory, where the proud and great?
Where is the tyrant with his pomp and state ?
Beggars and kings are destined to one grave ;
Death dcals alike to monarch and to slave.

Then learn, O man, to traverse out the year

Of flecting life, which Heaven has lent thee here.
Be prompt to offer, with a kind relief,

The friendly pillow for the sons of grief.

Let feeling sympathy for every woe,

Which groaning mortals suffer here below,

Let Sensibility with heavenly fire,

With generous charity, thy soul inspire ;

That, when pale Death this dreary scenc shall close.
Millions may shout thee from this world of wocs.
This is the noblest monument of praisc,

Which human excellence on carth can raise ;
This is the trophy, which with power sublime
Shall baffie all the wrath of hoary time.

But why, my muse, dost thou with daring wing.
Attempr 50 great, so bold a theme to sing ?

Lo! in Amelia’s breast the charms you tell

In sweet complacence and perfection divell ;
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Maria, too, the feeling throb has known ;
There Sensibility erects her throne.

Though beauty deck the fair external form
‘With all the clegance of every charm ;
Though scnse and virtue in the soul combine,
And like the stars in bright resplendence shine ;
If Scnsibility, that lovely guest,

Should prove a stranger to the virgin breast,
Beauty and scnsc and virtue must appear

But sounding names, which only fops revere ;
Like some fair image, which the mimick strife
Of Sculpturc’s hand has made resembling life,
Which wants that nervous vigour to acquire,
That spreads through every limb the vital fire ;
But Scnsibility, the queen of grace,

Soft, as Amelia’s sweetly blooming face,
From every stain the heavy soul refines,

And with a smile in every fcature shines;

To every charm a milder beauty lends,

The fairest form with fairer tints amends ;

A gentle mildness to the breast imparts,
Attracts, cnchants and captivates our hcarts;
Sprightly and gay as love, as purc as truth,
The soul of beauty, and the pride of youth.
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A PASTORAL.
[ Written April 10, 1790.]

Taz shades of night with sleep had fled away;

Heaven’s rising scale now flamed with new-born day ;

Now fragrant roses plumed the crest of dawn,
And tears of joy arrayed the smiling lawn;

The early villagers had left their beds,

And with their flocks had wkitened all the meads.

Beneath the embowering covert of a grove,
Whose blooming bosom courts the smiles of love,
Mclodious songsters tuned their warbling strains,
And charmed the satyrs and admiring swains,

So suft their notes, that Echo silent hung,

And Zcphyr ceased to breathe, to hear the song ;
Shepherds, to join the tuneful war, forsook

Their native shade and left their peaccful crook;
The choral song awaked each rising day,

And larks forgot to sing their matin lay.

Long had young Corydon, outvied by none,
The ivy wreath from all his rivals won;
Till, from a mountain’s sidc, whose lofty brow
Whitens with pride, and spumns the plains below,
Young Damon, versed in polished numbers, came,
And claimed the laurel of Aonian fame.

41
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No sooner morn had cheered the skics with light,

And modest ficlds blushed from the embrace of nighe,
Than Corydon and Damon sung their loves,

And the sweet notes breathed softly through the groves

DAMON.
Hark ! how the birds from every blossom sing,
And carly linncts hail the purple spring !
Moclodious notes ascend from cvery spray,
And vocal forests wake the dawning day ;
Spring trips the meads, and opes the sky sercne,
And gentle breezes cool the pleasing scene.
When one soft chorus purls from crystal sircams,
Tunes Nature’s harp and murmurs joyful Aymae ;
Why sit we idle, when all nature’s gay,
And lively Fancy gilds the moming ray ?

CORYDOX.
Our flocks together graze the flowery plain;
Sing then, while T attentive hear the strain :
But lct no mournful song your voice employ ;
Spring’s florid pencil paints no scencs but joy.
No stake 1 offer, for a bribe can fire
No minds, but such as vulgar thoughts inspire.
Begin the song, for now the crocus glows,

And toiling bees explore the flagrant rose.

DAMON.
Ye Mantnan aszughters, leave your cooling shades,
Where lavish Scicnce all her flowerets spireads ;
Come with your nedded aid, inspire my lays, {
And 11 the grove with fair Myrtilla’s praise

P —
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CORYDOY.
Come then, great Worth, and teach me how to glow,
And with thy swcetness teach my verse to flow.
Come, my Constantia, and inspire my lays,
For thou alone sing’st cqual to thy praisc.

DAMON.
Ye vernal gales, who fanned the ambrosial grove,
Where first Myrtilla crowned my sighs with love,
On your soft wings let Damon’s numbers float ;
Ye feathered songsters, swell the echoing note ;
Trees, whisper praises, and yc meads, look gay,
For fair Myrtilla warms the amorous lay.
‘When flaming Sirius robed Apollos’ brow,
With fiercer heat and scorched the world below,
I saw the fair one, rambling o’cr the meads;
The drooping willows reared their mournful heads.
The fainting birds again began to sing,
And smiling Nature fondly thought *twas spring.
Not chaste Dictinna with her silver train
Appeared so graceful, or could cause such pain.
With cyes and fect averse she fled the green,
And turned to sce if she had fled unscen.

CORYDON.
Here Spring’s gay lap once poured forth all its stores,
And Joy’s soft breczes winged the rolling hours,

The brightening landscapes swelled with teeming grain.

And smiling Ceres plumed the floating plain.
But now no more these rural scenes delight,
Nor flowery prospects glad our raptured sight.
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Constantia’s gone ; Spring paints the blooming meads,
But to confess, how she, without her, fades.
The noisy town attracts the fair onc’s eyc,

To seck the pleasures of a milder sky.

Then droop, yc flowerets, for Constantia’s gone.
And joy no more shall glitter on the thorn.

The bees may well forget their waxen store,
And beauteous nature smile in spring no more.
No more Arabian gales their odours shed,
Beauty and swecetness with Constantia’s fled.
Elegiack dittics chant o’er Spring’s sad urn,
And Philomel shall teach the woods to mourn.
The eve comes on, in solemn brown arrayed,
And weeps in dews that fair Constantia’s fled.
Nectarcan streams the oak forgets to yicld,
And lurking tares o’crrun the uncultured field.
The gales are taught to sigh; the waving reed
Trembles the ditty to the mournful mcad.

DAMON.
The Muses haunt Parnassus’ cooling groves,
And blooming Paphos courts the smilcs and loves;
But if Myrtilla shall prefer the plain,
Here Venus smiles, and here the Muses reign.

CORYDON.

In spring the open lawn delights the eye,

And cooling groves, when Sirius fires the sky ;
When Autunn purples o'er the fruitful ficld,
To pluck the fruits which trees luxuriant yicld :
But in my heart onc constant passion glows ;
My love-sick breast none but Constantia knows.



Come, visit then, my fair, the enamelled mead;
For thee the myrtle weaves its friendly shade.
Here crystal streams meander through the grove,
And every zephyr walfts the strains of love.

Come, lovely maid, more beauteous, than the morn,
And with your smiles these sylvan scenes adom.
Though spring’s return bath damasked o’er the field,
And in the rose her gayest plumes revealed,
Nature, to gain her own, must speak your praise,
She in your blush a fairer rose displays.

Come, my Constantia, leave the busy town,

And teach another Eden here to 4loom.

To thee the feathered choir devote their lays,

And warble lavish musick in your praise.

When with your lyre you swell mclodious songs.
E’en Orpheus owns to thee the wreath belongs.
The wolf shall fawn at thy soft tale of love,

And amorous trees shall crowd into a grove.

At thy rcturn, the rose shall bloom again,

And breathe new fragrance o’er the joyful plain.
Autumn’s rich cup shall pour its blissful stream.
And joy’s bright nectar overlook the brim.

But, hark ! yon hills resound a pleasing theme,
And frisking lambkins gambol to the Aymn.

In vain, ye galcs, that cool meridian heats,

Ye strive to hidc from whence you stole your sweets.
Constantia comes ; at that revered name,

Tygers forget to rage, and wolves grow tame.

DAMON.
To you the palm I vicld; yours be the praise,
For ‘us Constantia, shines throughout your lays.
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Hail, qucen of Muscs! now the tuneful Nine

Shall court thy smile, and in your praisc combine.
But, hark ! the plains the pleasing name resound ;
Constantia’s come, tuncs all the vocal ground,
While her bright charms such joyful smiles diffuse.
To speak her worth, let silence hush the musc.

To give the fair her meritorious praise,

Numbers would fail, and sound itsclf must cease

These verses niahe the conclusion of a § ick thivputation  te claps a
Cambridge Lnivenity, oo the question, # Whether fearuing be conducne w
the happiness of man.” Flhe manuseript shows no date, but the hand writag
and the vature of the exercise reler the lives W Lis jusior or senior  car-

T ne unweeting swain, while Nature round him spreads
Her rich luxuriance o’cr the fertile meads,

By custom forced, assumes his native plough,

And feels no pleasures, but from labour flow,

But where proud Learning pours her golden blaze,
The curious cye the wondrous world surveys ;

Sces thousand beautics paint the cheek of day,

And ail Elvsium glitter from a spray ;

Sees eraggey mountzins rear their daring throne,
Wlile suppliant vales the sovereign monarch own. -
While puy confusion decks the varying scene,

Wit floads of glory burst from Heaven's bright micn.
What glisteringg gems adorn the crowa of night;

e mund s Jost in regions of doligghe !

Herdaolls mag <tk Dian's silver car;

Hore Loaven stonped down to cnibrace her brightest star,

R
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\When Newton rosc, sublimcly great, from earth,
And boldly spoke wholc systems into birth.
Around the walls of heaven the planets roll,

And her resplendent pavements gild the pole.
Behold the son of wisdom joyful rise,

And wing his native clement the skies;

Sec him, rejoicing, lcave this mean abodc,

And lost in rapture *mid the thrones of God,
Unnumbered pleasures swell his heaving breast ;
Words are too feeble, silence speaks the rest !

— @ S

THE. REFINEMENT OF MANNERS
AND

PROGRESS OF SOCILTY.

An Exlibition Poem, delivered in the chspel of Harvard Uuiversity, Sep-
tember 27, 1791,

Tu: natural world, by Heaven's stupendous plan,

Is formed an emblem of the life of man.

Vain is the wish, that Spring’s Favonian reign,

With Autumn’s golden stores, should crown the plain;
And vain the hope, in life’s first dawn, to find

Those nerves of thought, that grace the ripened mind.
Nature, too proud in one poor garb to appear,

Varies her livery with the varying year.

Hecr laws, unchanged by Time’s insidious power,

Unravel canturies or revolve an hour
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Her stated order, to the seasons given,

Rolls round with equal ease the stars of heaveu.
Clothed from the wardrobe, blooms the roscate spring.
And warbling birds and harmlcss poets sing.

Prompted by her, the Muse, with doating cycs,
Bcholds her callow plumes, and pants to rise ;

With half-formed hopes, and fears nc’er felt before,
She spreads her fluttering wings, but dreads to soar.
But while old Autumn, on the fertile plain,

Totters and groans beneath the weight of grain;
While grateful peasants reap the bearded car,

And golden Plenty crowns the fading year;

While Harvard’s sons, whom Fanic with smiles surveys,
Throng to the harvest of their well-carned praise ;
Muay not the Muse, ambitious of a name,

Put in her sickle for one “ sheaf” of fame ?

Far from Picria’s sacred stream remote,
On halfestrung Iy re, she tunes her lisping note ;
The rise of manners from their fount to trace,
From suvage life, transformied, to social grace ;
Till the rough diamond of the human mil.
By care assiduous, and by skill refined,
From all the blemish of its native stone,
In varied beams of polished brilliance shone.
This be her theme, and should her numbers fail.
Su great a theme will prove a friendly veil.

The mind of man by gradual rise improves
Ambition’s noblest spring his bosum moves.
This prompts the soul with ardour to excel.
Tu thinking rightly or in acting well ;
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But when dark clouds the savage mind o’erspread,
Refinement droopes, and Friendship’s self is dead.
No more bright Reason in her zenith shines ;
Down to the west the mental sun declines ;

And sunk to vile debasement’s lowest grade,

Man lives “ with beast, joint tenant of the shade.”

Creatcd life was formed for some great end ;
A centre must be, where its motions tend.
As high as heaven its azure arch sustains,
Decp as the gloom, where dreary Chaos reigns,
Sublimely awful, and immensely great,
Is raised the firm, perennial wall of fate ;
On the dark frontiers of creation laid,
Where boundless space extends a rayless shade.
Here Time’s destroying arm in vain has strove.
The mighty fabrick from its basc to move;
Here angels too, rebellious sons of light,
Once rose in arms to raze the bounds of night :
The solid rock resists their raging power,
The battering Aries, and the thundering ore ;
Against the wall their harmless weapons break ;

What God has raiscd, not earth and heaven can shake.

Two mighty barriers bound this transient span.
Barriers, too lofty for the stride of man;
Lucina herv, sits smiling at his birth,
There Death, triumphant o’cr the biceding earth.
Lo! on the cradle’s down the infant sleeps ;
Lo! on its urn the tender parent weeps !
No human force can brave the assaults of age ;
No strength of mind can shield the hoary sage ;

-
‘
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The world is swept by time’s impetuous wavc,
And man floats downward to the common grave.

To fill this flccting hour, this narrow space.
With actions, worthy an immortal race ;
To teach the rapid moments, as they fly,
Beyond the utmost ken of mortal eye,
To assume the smile of Virtue’s placid mien;
With social pleasures sweeten every scene ;
To form the manners, quell proud War’s alarms.
And, wide extending Friendship’s open arms,
With gencrous love to clasp in onc embrace
The mighty houschold of the human race ;
This is the task, the pleasing task of man;
The great perfection of Jehovah’s plan ;
This is the gate to Paradise below,
A safc asylum from each mortal woe.

Morals, like ore extracted from the mine,
Though crude at first, by art are taught to shinc.
These to a nation a complexion give,

With these republicks fall, with these they live
Nations with these in civil power increase,

In strength of war and all the sweets of peace.
To these the softer arts their polish owe,

From this vast fount the strcams of science flow
Here law and justice mutual sources find,

Aund hence the virtues, that adom mankind.

But statesmen still o’crlook this mighty cause,
And modern Dracos trump their penal laws:
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With lordly edicts rule a groaning dtate,

And trust that laws will humble souls create ;
And, lest old Time should spy such gross defects,
Inverting nature, causes name effects.

When souls depraved the curule chair obtain,
And through the realm, the same great evils reign,
Can feeble laws the publick heart reform,

Exalt the morals and avert the storm ?

Behold on high the amber tide of day,

Which rolis refulgent from the solar ray ;

Rivers from springs, and seas from rivers flow;
From humble shrubs majestick forests grow ;
The rising manners of an infant state

Will be the parent of its future fate.

These, like the living current of the heart,
Through cvery breast their vital influence dart ;
Brace cvery nerve and man the dauntless soul,
Prescerve each member and support the whole.
But when dread Vice, with her infectious stains,
Pollutes the blood, that warms the publick veins,
Corrosive poisons through the vitals roll,

Impair their vigour, and corrupt the soul.

Vice clogs the channels of the sanguine tide ;
Virtue refines and bids the currents glide ;

‘These arm with strength, or shrink the trembling nerve,
Destroy the body, or in health preserve.

Yecars have on years, on ages ages rolled,
But cach new sun the same great truth has told ;
That morals still a nation’s fate comprise,
Sink to the earth, or lift it to the skies;
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These swell the page experience has unfuried,

Exalt a throne, or crush a falling world ;

Then hear, O Earth; with thouts applausive own
The voice of Time, through History’s clarion blown. !

When savage Nature her dominion kept,
And each mild Virtue in oblivion slept ;
To scourge mankind a group of mousters rosc,
And headlong plunged them down the abyss of woes.
Through barbarous hordes, dire War and Horror strode,
And Havock grimly smiled o’er scas of blood.
The dearest scenes of love were stained with gore,
And Peace and Friendship ruled the world no more.

Ferocious clans, whom natural wants provoke,
Whose necks ne’er groaned beneath a galling yoke,
Armcd for the horrors of inhuman strife,

Aim the deep wound, and plunge the deadly knife.
Winged by the sweeping gale, their feet resound,
And scarcely print a vestige on the ground ;

The dews, that glisten on the spiry grass,

Forget their dread, nor trembie as they pass;
Heaven's rapid steeds, the mighty winds submit,
And own the swifter motions of their fect.

Not with such fury drives the rating hail,

As when these weapons fill the sounding gale ;
O'er flouds, o'cr hills, their savage vengeance flies,
Like ocean storms, and lightens like the skies.

No fear of death their dauntless souls deplore ;
Death is a friend when glory is no more.

Their thundering arms in victory’s dazeling car,
Waged with the world a predatory war;
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And, with whole rivers of fraternal gore,

Swelled ocean’s waves to heights unknown before,
They followed conquest, where their sachems led,
And climbed to fame o’er mountains of the dead.

Still rose unfelled the forest’s towering oak ;
The plough was then unknown ; unknown the yoke.
The soil uncultured gave no harvest birth;
Unlocked remained the granary of the carth.

The human soul, in this unpolished state,
Lay all benighted in the clouds of fate.
Unskilled in useful and instructive art,
A blinded frenzy raved in every heart,
No friendly scene then charmed the smiling eye ;
No heart exulted in the social tie.
By wants surrounded, and to slaughter driven,
Lost was each scmblance of the parent heaven.
Comipared to man in this fcrocious age,
Enthralled in darkness and unbridled rage,
Tygers no more a savage nature claim,
And howling wolves in all their wrath are tame ;
E’en the fierce lion in his horrid den
Seemed a civilian to the monsters, men.

Such were the scencs, which savage ages saw,
When brutal frenzy waged fraternal war;
Nor modern days from these exemption claim;
Oh! Europe, blush, for thou hast secn the same !

Where sullen Russia’s frowning turrets rise,
Rare to the fury of the northern skies,
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Suspicion, Cruelty, Revenge resort,

The privy council of a tyrant’s court.

At their dread bar a guiltless virgin led,

Fell on the shrine, where many a saint had bled ;
Mild, as the cvening, as the noon day, bright,
Pure and unblemished, as the stars of light.
The primrose, blushing on the fragrant heath,
Appeared a poppy to her sweeter breath;

The lily’s self was blackness to her skin,

It shone reflected from her soul within.

While the full tear hung glistening in her eye,
The tyrant’s voice decreed her fate,~to die !
Death at the sound his savage office cursed,
And scarce had heart to execute his trust.

Lo! now the virgin to the scaffold led,
A sweet complacence o’er her features spread !
The ministers of death, though old in blood,
Lost in surprisc, in silent wonder, stood ;
While she, too fair, too pure for Slander’s breath,
Serencly smiled, and hailed the approach of desth.
‘The moment came ; on Fate’s slow wheel it run;
Time saw, and dropped a tear, and rolled it on!
The moment came, and Dcath’s barbarian crew
The snow-white mante from her bosom drew.
Pale Fear with many a throb her bosom swelled,
And Hope, our last, our dcarest friend, repelled.
Her check, which once of Parian marble shone,
Formed of the lily, and the rose full blown,
Now scemed a morning sky, with blushes spread,
\Where trickling tears a glistening radiance shed ;
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While Modesty averts her-bashful eye ;
The sight would tempt an angel from the sky.

Now to the post her tender wrists are bound ;
With cruel chains her body lashed around.
Her tears, her shricks no hardened breast inspired ;
No bosom throbbed ; and Pity’s self expired.

« 1 die,” the virgin cries, “ without a stain;
“ Guiltless 1 die, by dark injustice slain !”

Stung to the quick, lo! brutal Torture raves ;
With foaming rage her iron cordage waves!
Her vengeful arm the horrid knout displays,
And, as exposed the virgin's bosom lays,
With mangling blows provokes the spouting gore,
While tears unsecn, and shricks unheard deplore ;
Rcdoubled strokes the quivering members tear,
Strip off the flesh, and lay the vitals bare !
Ye Heavens ! why slceps the thunder in the sky ¢
Speak but the word, Barbarity shall die !
Being’s great wheel revolves, and now deranged,
Lo! man and brute their rank have interchanged !
A sight so moving, bids no pangs arisc
In man’s hard breast; hc views with smiling eyes ;
While savage beasts in sympathy appear,
And roll in silent gricf the gushing tear.
Rocks strive in vain their pity to conceal,
And, spite of nature, learn for once to fecl.
E’en Heaven itself, when it from high beheld
A nymph. whosc form her soul alone cxcelled,
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Bear all the pangs, that Torture could bestow,
Drupped down a gracious tear to end her woe ;
The tear descended from the world above,

From that pure region of eternal love,

Down to the blood-stained page of mortal life,
Where glared in crimson hate, revenge, and strife,
Wept, as it fell, the loss of virtuous shame,

And blotted from the scroll the virgin's name !

In this drear age, which ignorance o’crspread,
When Frenzy reared her snake-encircled head,
Mankind long grovelled in their native dust ;

On their dark minds no glimpse of reason dursr.

A gloomy film was spread o’er mortal eyces,

Like the thick veil, which shrouds the spangled skics,
When, dimly scen, the wandering fires of night
Through heaven’s dark glass emit a watery light.
The earth, enveloped in the impervious gloom,
Appeared a dismal, solitary tomb.

Cimmerian Dulness scized the throne of Jove,
Convened her clouds, and thronged the vault above ;
Till daring Genius burst surrounding night,

And shone the day-star of returning light ;

Till Reason’s sun in castern clime appeared,

From heaven’s blue arch the shrouding vapours cleared.
With plastick heat the soul of man illumed,

And all the mental world in verdure bloumed.

Ages of darkness now had rulled away,
Erc man, awakening, hailed the dawn of day ;
E'cr heaven-descended, soul-refining grace
Shone in the cradle of the human race.
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In Egypt first her youthful charms were seen,
To sport with rusticks on the Memnian green.
Hcre first her social powers on earth began,

To polish savages, and form the man;
Here first for use, and here for pleasure sought,
The various sources of instructive thought.

Here Agriculture claims her glorious birth ;
Here first the ploughshare turned the furrowed earth;
Here bounteous Plenty beamed her infant smile ;
And here immerged beneath the pregnant Nile
Her “ cornu copiz,” till it held no more,
And poured luxuriance round the £gyptian shore.
The hardy swains with joyful hearts appear,
To reap the bounties of the fruitful year,
While waving crowns old Autumn’s brows entwine,
‘The golden orange and the blushing vine.

Such are the blessings of indulgent skies,
\When heaven in dews the thirsty glcbe supplies ;
When cultured furrows swell the implanted grain,
And vegetation crowns the gladsome plain.

From latent seeds the wealthiest harvests rise ;
The sun must dawn, before he lights the skies.
Industrious virtue constant bliss enjoys;
For labour recreates, when Icisure cloys.

Hail, Ceres! second parent of mankind !
Hail, great restorer of the human mind !
In fame’s bright record be enrolled thy birth,
The era of regenerated carth !
]

§7
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Thy arm the tyrant from his thronc has hurled,
And roused from slumber the lethargick world ;
Thy hand broke off the shackles of control,

Aud gave new freedom to the imprisoned soul.

To thee the Arts their first existence owe,

And Commcrce owns, from thee her sources flow.
Thy voice decreed ; in heaven the voice was heard,
And sky-bom Virtuc on the carth appeared.

Thou bad’st the sightless mind of man to see,

And human nature scems renewed by thee !

Where auburn Ceres o’cr the waving plain
Rolls her light car, and spreads her golden reign ;
The swains industrious, and inured to toil,
Inclement Sirius, and the rugged soil,
With hope’s fond dreams their swift-winged hours beguile,
Aud view in spring the embryo harvest smile ;
T'ar from the cares, that gurgeous courts molest,
And all the thorns, that pageant pomp infest ;
Contentment’s wings o’crspread their straw-thatched cor,
And Health and Hymen bless their happy lot.
Day bounds the labour of the teeming soil,
And night unbends the aching nerves of toil.
The hard futigues, that daily sweat their brows,
Add charms to resty and raptures to repose ;
Labour and Sleep vicissive thrones maintain,
The downy piliow, and the sun-burnt plain.
By mutual wints induced, the rustick tand
Soon learn the blessings of a friendly hand.
I'he rugzed hardships of the plough they share,

And scothe forodious minds by mutual care.
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Their social labour social warmth inspires,
And dawning friendship lights her purest fircs.
Their generous breasts with growing ardour burn,
And love for love, and heart for heart return.
‘Thus private friendship forms the social chain,
And links the barbarous tenants of the plain.
Still, like a herd, they rove, with laws unblest,
No civil head to govern o’cr the rest;
Till some wise sire, whose silver tresses flow,
And form a mantle of the purest snow,
Quivering with age, and venerably great,
Assumes the sceptre, and the chair of state.
The obedicnt tribes the palsied sage revere,
Whose wisdom taught them, both to love and fear;
Their filial breasts, unbought by courtly bribes,
With reverence see the father of the tribes;
His voice is fatc, and not a lisp could fall,
That was not thought an oracle by all;
With cyes of homage, they beheld his age,
And called their realm the houschold of the sage.

Plcased with his reign, which met too soon a closc,
The tribes beneath elective kings repose.
Now laws arc formed to guard the rights of man,
And peace and freedom bless the social plan;
Now art, the offspring of the ingenious mind,
Completcs the system and adorns mankind.
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A VALEDICTORY POEM

Delisered ou the 15 of Junc, 1791, being the day when Mr, Paise and hs
elass left Collegr,

Lova have the zephyrs, in their sca-green caves,
Shunned the calm bosom of the slumbering waves ;
While halcyon Pleasure nursed her tender brood,
Spread her smooth wings, and skimmed the tranquil flood
The rising gale now curls the lucid seas ;

The canvass wantons with the buoyant breeze ;

The bark is launched ; we throng the crowded shore.
Eye the dark main, and hear the billows roar ;

The tender scene unfolds ; our bosoms melt ;

And silence speaks the throbs, we all have felt.

Here let us pausc. and cre our anchors weigh,

And shoreless ocean bounds the vast survey,
Let Priendship, kneeling on the weeping strand.

Kiss Ler last tribute to her native Jand.

Sweety lovely Cain, no more thy rural scenes
Thy shady arbours, and thy splendid greens,
Thy reverend elius, thy soft Idalian bowers,
Thy rush-chud hamlets, and thy lofty towers,
Thy spiey valloysand thy opening glades,
Thy Lalling famtains, and thy silent shades ;
No more these dear dodights, that once were ours,y

Sunle ume alongg, nor strew wur couch with fluwers
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Hail, winding Charles, old Ocean’s favourite son,
‘To his vast urn thy gay meanders run.
Diffusing wealth, thou rollest a liquid mine ;
Earth drinks no current, that surpasses thine !
Thy cooling waves succeed the slecping hearth,
The peasant’s fountain, and the muses’ bath.
Yet, fairest flood, adieu ! our happy day
Like thy smooth stream, has flowed unsecn away.
No more thy banks shall bear our sportive feet ;
No more thy waves shall quench the dogstar’s heat.
Our fate reflected in thy face we view;
Thou hast thy ebb, and we must bid adieu !
Hail, happy Harvard ! hail, ye sacred groves,
Where Science dwells, and lovely Friendship roves !
Ye tender pleasures, and ye social sweets,
Which softened life, and blessed these tranquil seats !
To part with you—a solemn gloom is spread ;
The sigh half-stified, and the tear half-shed.

J

Come then, my fricnds, and, while the willow weaves
A weeping garland with its drooping leaves,
Let Friendship’s myrtle in the foliage flow,
And Wisdom’s ivy wreath the shaded brow.
Life is a stage, with varicd scencry gay,
But scencs more various mark the chequered play.
Virtue and Vice here shine in equal state,
The same their wardrobe, and the same their gait ;
Here gay dclusions cheat the dazzled cyes.
And bliss and sorrow intermingled risc.
The soil of life their cqual growth manures;
One sky supports them. and one sun matures.
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Decep in the bosom of cach distant clime,
Their roots defy the furrowing share of time.
Alike they bloom, while circling scasons wing
The vaving whirlwind and the smiling spring.
Onc luckless day the extremes of fate surveys,
And one sad hour sces both the tropicks blaze.

A bitter tincture cvery swect alloys,
And wocs, like heirs, succeed insolvent joys.
Hard is the lot of lifc, by fears consumed,
Or hopes, that wither, cre they well have bloomed !
\Who breathes, may draw the death-infected air ;
\Who quaffs the nectar, must the poison share.
Untainted pleasures soon the taste would cloy ;
Woe forms a relish for returning jov.
The raging storm gives vegetation birth;
And thunders, while they rock, preserve the earth.

Vain are the gilded dreams, that Fancy weaves.
With the light texture of the sybil’s leaves.
Sweet are the hours of Lifc's expanding years,
When drest in splendour. every scene appears.
Romantick hopes illusive phantoms feed ;

New pruspects apen as the old recede ;

In flowering verdure, smiling Edens rise.

And isles of pleasure tempt the enamoured ceyes,
Still unexplored new beauties strike the sight,

Till Fancy’s wings grow weary in their flight.

Resplendent bubbles, decked with every hue,
Whose tints cutrance the most enraptured view.
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Throng cvery prospect, gild each rolling hour,
Frame the wild dream, and haunt the silent bower.
These airy forms our fond embrace decoy,

Flude our grasp, and stab expected joy ;
Camcleon-like, with every hue they glare,

Their dress the rainbow, and their food the air.
Thus gleams the inscct of 2 summer’s night,

The glistering fire-fly’s corruscating light.

Awhile it wheels its undistinguished flight
Through the dark bosom of impervious night,
*Till from its opening wings, a transient gleam
Smiles through the dark, and pours a lucid stream ;
But while the glitter charms our gazing cycs,

Its wings are folded, and the meteor dies.

Maturer ycars in swift succession roll,
Enlarge the prospect and dilate the soul ;
Tully outstripped lies grovelling in renown,
And Virgil weeps upon his faded crown.
Grouped in one view the extremes of life are joined,
Armabia’s bloom with Lapland’s ice combined ;
Calypso’s grotto with the field of arms ;
Ajacian fury with Helenian charms ;
Bright faulchions lighten in the olive grove,
And helmets mingle with the toys of love.
Here modest Merit mourned her blasted wreath,
While laurels crowned the ghastly scull of Death.
Here towcring pedants proudly learnt to sncer
On wits, whom they had sense enough to fear;
The midnight lamip with native genius vied,

Mimicked its lustrey and its fire supplicd.
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The nuts of grace, the ratties of the stool

Bribed and adorned the blockhead of the school.
O’er Youth's gay paths delusive snares are spread ;
Soft Syrens sing, and smile Resistance dead ;
Ixion’s fate forgot, the busy croud

Pursue a Juno, but embracc a cloud.

From Lecthes’ stream is filled the flowing bowl,
And sweet oblivion whelms the drowsy soul ;

No screcams of murdered Time its slumbers break,
And lounging Indolence forgets to wake.

Ease for a while may charm the dormant mind,
Pervert our reason, and our judgment blind ;

But, soon, alas! the magick spell will fly,

And tears bedew Reflection’s downcast cye.
Corrusive years one downy hour repay;

The bud, too forwardl, blossoms to decay.

With cherished flames the youthful bosom glows,
And Hope luxuriant in the hot-bed grows.
Scif-flattering Fancy here her influence sheds,
Young genius blossoms, and its foliage spreads ;
But if too ficree the sultry splendours shine,

And swelling growth distend the aspiring vine,
No skilful hand the exerescent limbs to prune,
At mom to water, and to shade at noon;

In wildly-feriile efflorescence rise

The encumbered branches, and the victim dics.

Thus burming skies o’cr India’s arid soil
In noblest verdure clothe cach blooming isle,
Wkile sickly vapours tamt the scorching breeze,
Awake the carthquake, and convulse the scas;
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The thirsty gicbe exhaugs each purling stream,
And Death in ambush glistens from cach beam.

But nobler souls an equal temper kmw,
Nor soar too vainly, nor aescend too low.
Heaven’s angry bolt first strikes the mountain’s head,
And sweeping torrents drench the lowly shed.
Heroick Worth, while nations risc and fall,
Sccurcly propped, beholds this circling ball ;
Like the firm nave, which nought can sink or raise.
The whirls of fortune’s wheel unmoved surveys.

Ye watchful guardians of our youthful band,
Your worth our praise, your cares our love demand.
Long have your toils the parent’s office graced,
Formed the young thought, and pruncd the rising taste.
Infuntile genius needs the fostering hand,
Its buds to open, aid its flowers expand ;
And bountcous Heaven this nursery has designed,
To rock the cradle of the infant mind.
Long have you slaked the thirst of ardent youth
From this clear fountain of untainted truth.
Faithful to censure, cager to commend,
To act the critick, and to feel the friend ;
Watchful to lend unasking Merit aid,
And beckon modest Virtue from the shade ;
These are the blessings, which your smiles bestow ;
These are the wreathes, that crown your laurcat brow :
And these, enrolled on Memory's faithful page,
Fame shall transcribe, and sound to every age.

[t
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And when grey Time shall knjt the wrinkled brow,
And wintry age shall shed its mantling snow,
Some reverend father in the chair of state,
Quivering with age, and venerably great,
Shall cast o’cr life a retrospective view,
And bless the soil, where infant greatness grew ;
And whilc the long review his breast shall swell.
Here shall his mind with filial fondness dwell ;
While transport glistens from the falling tear,
And Death, grown cnvious at the sight, draws near,
The good old man, with this expiring sigh,
« Let Harvard live,” shadl clasp his hands and dic.

This sacred temple and this classick grove
Proclaim your mcrits, and our grief approve.
The painter’s skill may shade the glooms of fate,
And tancied woe the gricfless eye dilate ;

We spum the glaring tapestry of art;
Truth's noblest pencil is a grateful heart.
Long may your days in gay succession run;
Long may you bask in Fortune®s smiling sun;
Loug o'cr these happy seats may you preside,
The boast of Harvard, and your country’s pride.
Our filial busoms shall your names revere;
Truth has a tougue, and gratitude a tear.
Waves crond on waves, on ages ages roll,
And we retires that you may reach the goal.
Here for a while your busy feet may rove,
To cull the fluwers of this Lycean grove.
Like you, we passed the distaut threshold by,

Wiile Hope Jooked forward with a wishful eye;
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Like you, we gazed on Famc’s immortal door ;
You tread the path, that we have trod before ;
And scarce the sun his annual tour has made
Since we with joy this solemn day surveyed.
But, ah ! our joy was but an April morn ;

The rose has fuded and has left the thorn.

Feel then the wound, before you meet the dart ;
Like us you follow, and, like us, must part.

The bloom of youthful ycars is doomed to fade ;
The brightest noon a sullen cloud may shade ;
And we, my friends, to whom cach bliss is given,
This happy spot, this vicinage of heaven,
Fach painful sense, each tender woe endure,
And bleed with wounds, which Friendship cannot cure.
While gaily sparkling from the rcalms of night,
Smilcs the fair morn, and sprcads her golden light,
Grown dark with fate, the solcmn skies appcar,
And distant thunders strike the astonished car ;
The tempest lowers, the rapid moments fly,
And moistening friendship melts in cvery eye.

Oft, when employed in life’s prospective view,
This gloomy hour a mournful tribute drew.
Oft have we shuddered at this solemn day,
And gazed till tears had dimmed the visual ray.
Now the dark scene, which Fancy once surveyed,
And o’cr our brightest pleasures cast a shade,
Bids the warm stream of real grief to flow,
The silent clegy of speechless woe.
Long have we wished this painful day removed ;

Affection framed the wish. and Hope approved.
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Long have we hugged the dream with fond deceit,
And strove by tears to intercede with Fate.

But, ah ! in vain, for now the rapid sun

Four annual circuits through the heaven has run;
In our sad ears the solemn dirges ring,

And our last hope is flitting on the wing.

With swifter course the new-born moments fly ;
Herc wipe the tear, suppress the bursting sigh.

Oft have we rambled o'cr the flowery plain,
And freely followed Pleasure’s smiling train;
Oft have we wandered o’er the breezy hill,
And traced the windings of the purling rill ;
Where the dark forest glooms the silent walk,
Has prattling Echo leamt of us to talk ;

Oft on the river’s flowery banks we've ranged,
To all the woes of future life estranged ;

Oft on the scenes, which airy Fancy drew,

We fondly gazed and fondly thought them true.
But now no more these social sports delight ;
No seng the car, no landscape charms the sight.
From grove to grove the airy songsters play,
All nature blooms, and smiling heaven looks gay ;
But, ah! for us no verdant meadow blooms ;
No songsters warble, and no sun illumnes ;
These can but lend another shade to woe,

And add new tertures to the poignant blow.

No more we mingle in the sportive scene,

I'be gay palesure, and the wfted green.

‘The {atal sheers the slender thread divide,
And sculptured urns the mouldering relicks hide ;
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Far deeper wounds our bleeding breasts display,
And Fate’s most deadly weapon is—to-day.

To-day we part; ye throbs of anguish, rise,

Fidw, all ye tcars, and heave, ye rending sighs !
Come, lend to Friendship’s stified voice relicf,

And melt the loncly hermitage of grief.

Sighs, though in vain, may tell the world we fcel,
And tears may soothe the wound, they cannot hceal,
To day we launch from this delightful shore,

And Mirth shall cheer, and Friendship charm no more;
We spread the sail o’er life’s tumultuous tide ;
Ambition’s helm, let prudent Reason guide ;

Let grey Experience, with her useful chart,
Dircct the wishes of the youthfub heart.

Where’er kind Heaven shall bend our wide carcer,
Still let us fan the flame, we’ve kindled here;

Still let our bosoms burn with equal zcal,

And teach old age the warmth of youth to fecl,
But cre the faithful moment bids us part,

Rends every nerve, and racks the throbbing heart,
Let us, while here our fondest prayer ascends,
Swear on this altar, % that we will be friends !”
But, ah ! behold the fatal moment fiy ;

Time cuts the knot, he never could untie.

Adicu ! ye scenes, where noblest pleasures dwell !
Ye happy scats, ye sacred walls, farewell !

Adicu, ye guides, and thou enlightened sire ;

A long farewell resounds our plaintive lyre ;
Adicu. ye yvouths, that press our tardy hecl ;

Long may it be, erc you such gricfs shall feel !
Wild horrors swim around my startling view ;
Fate prompts my tongue, and, oh ! my fricnds, adieu.
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The tllowing Poem was delivertd on Commencenient day, at (Cambridge, »hcs

Mr. Paine proceciled Bachelor of Arts, July 1792
THE NATURE AND PROGRESS OF LIBERTY.

l']Au.. sacred Freedom ! heaven-born goddess, hail !
Friend of the pen, the sickle and the sail !

From thee the power of liberal thought we trace,

The great enlargement of the human race.

Thou hast recalled, to man’s astonished sight,

Those juys, that spring from choice of doing right;
That sacred blessing, man’s peculiar pride,

To follow Reason, where she ought to guide ;

Nor urged by power the devious path to run,

Which Reason warns our erring feet to shun.

What Reason prompts, ‘tis Freedom to fulfil

‘T'his guides the conduct, that directs the will;

That with the « rights of man” from Heaven descends,
And this with Heaven's own shicld those rights defends ;
Buund by 1o laws, but Truth's extensive plan,

Which rules all rativnuls and social man ;

Fsseutial laws, which guide in wide carcer

Tue rapid motons of the boundless sphere.

Thare Order bids the circling planets run

Tiioush heaven’s vast suburbs round the blazing sun;
i cts anoatom, as it rules the pole,

Reiizis timonegin all worlds, and shines the system’s soul ;
This moves the vast madc bine, unknown to jar,

And links an insect with the farthest star.
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Thus Freedom here the civil system binds,
Cements our friendships, and illumes our minds.
She bids the varying parts of life cohere,
The sun and centre of the social sphere.
Freedom in joys of equal life delights,
Forbids encroachment on another’s rights,
Contemns the tyrant’s proud imperial sway,
_Nor lcaves the subject for the sccptre’s prey.
She curbs ambition, bold incursion checks,
Nor more the palace, than the vale prrotects.
From her the noblest joys of mortals: spring ;
She makes the cot a throne, the peasant king.
Her presence smooths the rugged paths of woc,
And bids the rock with streams of plcasure flow.
No raven’s notes her sacred groves annoy ;

There Sickness smiles, and Want exults with joy.

There never drooped the willow of Despair,
Nor pressed the footstep of corroding Care.

Hard is the task, which civil rulers bear,
To give cach subject freedom’s equal share;
But still more arduous to the statesmen’s ken.
To check the passions of- licentious men.

The licensed robber, and the knave in power,

Whose grasping avarice strips the peasant’s bower.

Would glcan an Andes’ topmost rock for wealth,
And feed, like leeches, on their country’s health.
The mun, who barters influence for applause,
Libels the smile, and spurns the frown of laws.
Licentious morals breed disease of state,

And snatch the scabbard fromn the sword of fate.
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These were the bane, which ancient ages knew §
On frecdom’s stalk the engrafted scion grew.

Long had the clouds of ignorance gloomed mankind,
And Error held the sceptre of the mind ;
Long had the tyrant kept the world in awe,
Swords turned the scale, and nods enacted law ;
But where mild Frecdom crowns the happy shore,
Law guides the king, and kings the law no more.
No threatening sword the forum’s tongue restrains ;
No monarch courts the mask, when Reason reigns.
Here glows the press with Freedom's sacred zealy
The great Briarcus of the publick weal.

Dire wars, those civil carthquakes, long had raged,
Scas burst on scas, and world with world engaged ;
Freedom allured the struggling hero’s cye,

Of arms the laurcl—of the world the sigh.

Bug, ah ! in vain the clarion sounds afar,
Vain the dreiad pomp, and vain the storm of war;
In vain dread Havock saw her millions die ;
Vain the soft pearl, that melts the virgin's cye ;
Vuin the last groan of grey expiring age,
To move the marble of despotick rage !
In that dark realm, where science never shone,
On carth’s own busis stands the tyrant’s throne.
Ore murder marks the assassin’s odious name,
But millivns damin the hero into fame
And one proud monarch from the throne was hurled,

That rival sceptres might dispute the world.
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Freedom beheld new foes the old replace,
And ne’er extinct the despot’s hydra race ;
Sull some usurper for the crown survived ;
She stabbed a Cazsar, but Augustus lived.

So mcanly abject was the vassaled earth,
Rome blazed a bonfire for a Nero’s mirth;
While, like the insect round the taper’s blaze,
The crowd beheld it with a thoughtlcss gaze.
No daring patriot stretched his arm to save
His country's freedom from oblivion’s grave ;
The slave, who once opposed the crown in vain,
Found a new rivet in his former chain.

Thus raged the horrors of despotick sway,
Till Albion welcomed freedom’s dawning ray ;
Which, like the herald of returning light,
Beamed through the clouds of intellectual night.
But here environed was the human path,
Cramped the free mind, and chained the choice of faith
Religious despots formed the impious plan,
To lord it o’cr the conscicnces of man.

This galling yoke our sires could bear no more ;
They fled, for frecdom, to Columbia®s shore.
Truth for their object, Virtue for their guide,
They braved the dangers of an unknown tide.

‘The patriarch’s God of old preserved the ark,
And freedom’s guardian watched the patriot’s bark
‘The shrinc of freedom and of truth to rear,
They left those scenes, which social life endear ;
To Britain's courts preferred the savage den.
The free-born Indian to dependent men.

10
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For this, thc parting tcar of Friendship fell ;
For this, they badc their parent soil farewell !

In these dark wilds they fixed the deep laid stone,
On which fair Freedom since has reared her throne.
But still a cloud their civil views confined,

And gloomed the prospect of the pious mind ;
While Britain claimed with laws our rights to lead,
And faith was fettered by a bigot’s crecd.

Then mental freedom first her power displayed,
And called 2 Mayhew to religion’s aid.
For this dear truth, he boldly led the van,
That private judgment was the right of man.
Mayhew disdained that soul-contracting view
Of sacred truth, which zcalous Frenzy drew ;
He sought religion’s fountain head to drink,
And preached what others only dared to think ;
He looscd the mind from Superstition’s awe,
And broke the sanction of Opinion’s law.
Truth gave his mind the clectrick’s subtle spring,
A Chatham’s lightning, and a Milton's wing.
Mayhew hath cleansed the bigot's filmy cye ;
Mayhew explored religion’s native sky,
Where ever radiant in immortal youth,
Shines the clear sun of inexhausted truth;
Where time's vast occan, like a drop would scem,
The world a pebble, and yon sun a beam.
He struck that spark, whose genial warmth we feel
In heavenly charity’s fratemal zeal.
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Soon blazed the flame, with kindling ardour ran,
And gave new vigour to the breast of man.
Swift as loud torrents from a mountain’s brow
Plunge down the sky, and whelm the world below ;
Our patriots bade the vast idea roll,
And round Columbia waft a common soul.
Freedom resumed her throne ; her offspring rose,
Braved the dread fury of despotick foes,
Explored the source whence all our glory ran,
Columbia’s freedom and the “rights of man;”
Europa’s wish, the tyrant’s dread and rage,
The noblest epoch on the historick page !

Hail, virtuous ancestors ! scraphick minds!
Heroes in faith, and Freedom's noblest friends !
With filial fervour gratcful memory calls,

To bless the founders of those sacred walls !

You gave to age a staff—a guide to youth,

Yon fount of science, and that Jamp of truth.

Where Knowledge beams her soul-enlivening ray,
There Freedom spreads her heaven-descended sway.
Learning’s an antidote of lawless power;

Enlighten man, and tyrants reign no more !

Hail, sacred Liberty ! tremcndous sound !
Which strikes the despot’s heart with awe profound ;
Bursts with more horrour on the tyrant’s ears,
Than all the thunders of the embattlcd spheres;
More dreadful than the fiend, whose noxious breath
Consigns wholc nations to the realms of death;
Than all those tortures, which Belshazzar felt
Convulse his tottering knees, his bosom melt,
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When on the wall the sacred finger drew
Jehovah’s vengeance to the monarch’s view ;
His visage Terrour’s palest veil o’ercast,
And Guilt with wildest horrour stood aghast !
Such dircful tremours shake the tyrant’s soul,
When Liberty unfolds her radiant scroll.

Hail, sacred Liberty, divincly fair !
Columbia’s great palladium, Gallia’s prayer !
From hcaven descend to free this fettered globe ;
Unclasp the helmet, and adorn the robes
May struggling France her ancient freedom gain ;
May Europe’s sword oppose her rights in vain.
The dauntless Franks once spurned the tyrant’s power;
May Frenchmen live, and Gallia be no more !

May Africk’s sons no more be heard to groan,
Lament their exile nor their fate bemogn!
Torn from the pleasures of their native clime,
Fach sigh rcbellion—and each tear a crime,
Their only solace, but to brood on wocs,
Or, on the down of rocks their limbs repose !
Weak with despair, slow tottering with toil,
Bleeding with wounds, and gasping on the soil,
No fricnd, no pity, cheers the hapless slave,
No sleep but death, no pillow but the grave.
Blush, despots, blush ! who, fired by sordid ore,
Like pirates, plunder Africk’s swarming shore ;
To western worlds the shackled slave trepan,
And bascly traffick in ¢ the souls of man !
Vile monsters, hear ! Time spreads his rapid wings,
And now the fated hour in prospect brings,
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When your proud turrets shall to earth be thrown,
And Freedom triumph in the torrid zone !
May tyranny from every throne be huried,
And make no more a scaffold of the world !

Where’er the sunbeam gilds the rolling hour,
Wings the fleet gale, and blossoms in the flower;
May Freedom’s glorious reign o’er realms prevail,
Where Cook’s bright fancy never spread the sail.
Loong may the laurel to the ermine yield,

The stately palace to the fertile field ;

The fame of Burke in dark oblivion rust,

His pen a meteor—and his page the dust;

Faction no more the enlightened world alarm,

Nor snatch the infant from the parent’s arm;

May Pcace, descending like the mystick dove,
Which qpce announced the great Immanual’s love,
On Freedom’s brow her olive garland bind,

And shed her blessings reund on all mankind !

The following Pieces are found among Mr. Paine’s loose papers. They were

writtes, some at an carlier, and some at a later period, during his academical
life.

A PASTORAL.

8o fair a form was ne'er by Heaven designed
But with its charms to cnslave and bless mankind.
So pure a mind, such high unrivalled worth,

But to rccall a paradisc on carth!
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Then, ye fair Nine, the trembling muse inspire ;
In raptured notes awake her fecble lyre ;

Now swell your boldest strains! Maria’s praise
Claims all the majesty of Homer’s lays,

MORNING.

Now Phosphor swells the clarion note of morn,
And all the hostile clouds of night arc gone ;
Ambrosial zcphyrs ope the fragrant flowers,

And rosy Health attends the jocund hours.

The Morn, with pearly feet advancing, leads

Joy's smiling train, and blushes o’cr the meads.
The golden flood of light o’cr castern hills

She pours, and every breast with rapture fills.

The ocean, sheathed in light's cffulgent arms,
Rolls his high surges bright with borrowed charms.
The little hills around their carols sing ; .
The vales with soft mellifluous echoes ring;
The carly lark attunces her matin lay,

And vocal forests hail the appruach of day.

The vigorous huntsman lcaves his downy bed,
And mounted swiftly scours along the mead. v
Hark ! the shrill clarion’s winding note resounds;
Hark ! the air trembles with the cry of hounds.
The raging wolves through gloomy forests prowl,
The tawny lions through the meadows howl.

lo!

o'cr the ficlds Maria bends her way ;
The gazing hounds forget their trembling prey ;
The grateful woods repeat Maria’s name,

And ali the savage race, inspired, grow tame.
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The youthful shepherd, who jad housed his flock
Within the dark recesses of a rock,
To screen them from the wolf’s resistless jaw,
Needs now no crook to keep his foe in awe ;
For, while his notes Maria’s name resound,
The wolf no more infests the peaceful ground.

In beauty clad, more bcauteous than the mom,
The fair Maria trips the dewy lawn ;
The ambroisal zephyrs, from each meadow, seek,
To steal new perfumes from her fragrant cheek ;
Cclestial Virtue guides her wandering feet,
And Science courts her to her fair retreat.
Here shall the rose grow, frec from every tharm
And here her life be fair, be sweet as mom

NOON.
Now the fierce coursers of the sultry day
Breath from their nostrils the meridian ray ;
Bencath such heat the landscape faints around ;
The birds forget to sing, thc woods to sound ;
The withered rose forgets perfumes to yield,

And murmuring brooks mourn o’cr the drooping field.

The sprightly lambs, which in the morning played,
And ncar a fount their ficecy form surveyed,
On the green tuft, the limpid stream o’erflows.
Subducd by heat, their weary limbs repose.

The sweating ploughman leaves his sultry toil,
To quench his thirst from crystal strcams, that boil
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O’cr the rough pebbles, which incessant chide,
As o’cr the ficlds they in meanders glide.

The love-sick swain now leaves his drooping flock,
And sceks retreat beneath some shelving rock,
Which Spring’s fair hand, with fairest flowers, has graced ;
Here he retires the heat of day to waste.

All Nature droops ; no joy the meadow yields :
How languid is thc green, which graced the fickds!
But sce, Maria comes, by zephyrs fanned ;

Sec how the gales the enlivening flowers expand.
Spontancous roses in her footstcps spring ;

- The fields revive, the cheerful warblers sing ;
The drooping forest now the lyre resumes,
In fair Maria’s praisc cach landscape blooms ;
Now tears of joy array the smiling lawn,
And soaring larks would fondly think, ‘twas mor::.

EVENING.

Retiring day now blushes o’cr the heaven,
And slow in solemn brown brings on the even;
Now silent dews along the grass distil,
And all the air with their sweet fragrance fill ;
Now chaste Diana, with her silver train,
In her bright chariot rising quits the main ;
Now all the stars in bright confusion roll,
And with their lustre gild the glowing pole.
The happy swains now seck the ambrosial groves,
On their sweet pipes to warble forth their loves.
"T'was here reclined beneath the leafy shade,
While busy thought Maria's form surveyed.



The artless **** with his rude pipe retired,

To sing those carols, which his love inspired.

His pipe, though rude, ne’cr swelled a treacherous lay ;
His pipe and bosom owned Maria’s sway.

"Twas here he taught the woods her name to sound,
And her soft praiscs echocd all around.

Not far retired, the object of his love
With her sweet strains enchanted all the grove ;
While bending forests listened to the tale,
And her swect notes re-cchoed o’er the vale.
A nightingale, who, from a neighbouring spray,
Attentive hcard Maria’s matchless lay,
With envy saw the well deserved mecd,
Bloom with new honours to adorn her Aead.
She thrice cssayed to emulate the lay,
And thrice her wandering thoughts were led astray.
Charmed by the musick of Maria’s song,
Her heedless notes forgot to pass along.
A sudden quivering seized her tender throat ;
She ceased to breathe her sweetly plaintive note ;
Her languid wings she fluttered on the spray,
And at the shrine of Envy sighed her lifc away.

Thus, fair Maria, in your wondrous praise,
The youthful musc has sung her feeble lays ;
And though your name is all that in them shines,
Forgive the errors of her artless lines.

Your true, conspicuous merit e’cn will claim
A rank immortal on the list of fame.
1"
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As on onc tree, when sin had not beguiled,
Blossoms and fruits in sweet confusion smiled.
So youth’s gay flowcrets in your featurcs bloom,
And wisdom’s sacred rays your mind illume.

REFLECTIONS OX A LONELY HILLy, WHICH COMMANDED THE
PROSPECT OF A BURYING GROUND.

Here museful Thought and Contcmplation dwell ;
Here Silence spreads her horrors round ;

Hark ! the dull tinkling stream from yonder ccll !
The soul recoils at every sound !

Startled, I vicw new phantoms round me rise,
And scem to chide my dull delay ;

View yonder spot where human greatness lies ;
Thus all must moulder and decay.

Hark ! from afar the solemn sounding bell
Fills the dull car with plaints of woc ;

Tis Dcath awakes, and spreads the waming knell ;
Through the sad gates the mourncrs flow.

The distant landscape fades ; thick glooms arise ;
Twilight the sombre scene surveys ;

While tears, in dew drops, glisten in her eyes,
And faintly shroud her pitying rays.
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‘When blooming spring adorns the verdant mead,
Zephyrs arise from every grove ;

The potes of joy along the woodland spread,
And breathe the fragrant sweets of love.

O’cr hill, o’er dale the nimble huntsmen bound,
And wake the morn to health’s employ ¢

With variegated flowers the mead is crowned ;
Spring wantons in the bowers of joy.

But sultry summer wings the Sirian ray,
Whose heat subdues the blooming field ;

The fair blown flowerets wither and decay;
The trces unripencd fruitage yicld.

Now the black tempest gathers from afar;
With horror all the horizon’s bound ;
Now clashing clouds along the ether wir,

And pour their inundations round.

g—

Wun eeee’s graces bid the pencil break
Through Nature’s barriers, and the canvass speak ;
Lo! stooping Time stands gazing at the form,

And e’en his frigid limbs with love grow warm.
But when her lofty muse commands the page

To soothe the pasions, or inspire with rage,
Charmed with each line the hoary despot stands,
And ruin’s uplift scythe drops from his hands.
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FRAGMENT.

Tur. splendid mom with flaming light had graced
The gold fringed clouds, the curtains of the east ;
Invited by the brecze to taste the sweets

Which breathe in Harvard’s venerable scats,
Beneath her flowery groves and bowers I strayed ;
Morpheus had just forsuok the happy shade;

He saw mie, rambling o’er the moming dew,

And in my face enraged his poppics threw ;
Pressed with the load, my heavy eyelids close,
And in the shade my drowsy limbs repose.

When to my eyes an aged dame appeared,

Gazed on the scene and treasured all she heard.
Upen her brow deep thought in furrows lies,

And wild anxicty distorts her eyes;;

Me thus accosting in my cool resort;

“ 1 come,” soys she, from Wisdom's brilliant court,
* Where fair Maria, of immortal name,

 Holds the high sceptre with unbounded fame.

* My name’s Investigation, fondly sought,

“ Where Truth can please the mind, or warm the thougix.
“ Then follow in my steps to yonder shade ;

* There stands a mirror to the cye displayed ;

% In it cach virtue of the deepest breast,

“ And every vice and fault appear exprest.

« *Twas there Maria bade e lead YOUr cyes,

* To amend each errur, and to make you wise.”
My willing hand then to the path she drew ;

{ fondly bade to vice o long adicu !
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We lost the matin carol of the lark,

And entered in the grove ;—"twas still and dark.
A solemn silence sat on every scene,

And envious night veiled spring’s delightful mien.
In mazy rout we rove the winding road,

And oft retrace the path we once have trod,

'Till through the transient gloom a ray of light,
Froth the broad mirror, beamed upon our sight.
Above a running brook, the mirror’s gleam,

With bright reflection, tinged the glassy stream ;
Hence light, emerging round, the grove displayed,
*Till faintly dim it mingled with the shade.
Checred by the feeble ray through many a maze,
We tumn our feet and reach the mirror’s blaze.
Fair Truth, the spoticss offspring of the sky,
Rayed in a robe of flowing white, stood by ;

With gentle voice she thus accosts my guide :

¢ Hail, honoured maid, fair Rcason’s noblest pride !
“ Oft hast thou won the prize of bliss supreme,

“ And these fond warbling groves chose thee their theme ;
“ And oft have I, enticed by fond regard, )

“ The stainless laurel for your brow prepared.

“ But say, fair nymph, whence come you thus again?
“ What happy mortal follows in your train

To whom my guide,  Where fair Maria’s court
“ For cxiled Wisdom opes a kind resort,

“ Thence 1 retum, at her command, once more

“ These spotless groves and blest retreats to explore ;
“ To teach this youth thy undissembling lore ;

* In thy pure mirror to display each stain

» Which blots his bosom, or whar virtucs reign.”
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Then heavenly Truth her magick sceptre moved,
And from the mirror all its gloss removed.
The undazzlcd cyc could now unhurt behold
The inmost secrets of the breast unfold.

——

The following lines, 1 am inclined to think, make a part of the “Investes o
Letters,” as that poem was firet designed by Mr. Paine .—but, bocanse my
opinion is without other evidence, than such as arises from the suljeet, § plase
the fragment here, rather than in 2 note to the * Invention of Letters.”

Sice Cadmus, hail ! to thee the Grecians owed

The art and science, that from letters flowed ;

To thy great mind indebted ages stand,

And grateful Learning owns thy guardian hand.

Without the invention of a written tongue,

E’en Fame herself no lasting notes had sung ;

Thy brow she crowns with tributary bays,

And sounds thy glory in immortal lays. .

Hark ! a swift whirlwind rushes through the heaven,
Before its wrath the stateliest oaks are riven.
Say ! is the thunderbolt from Jove's right hand,
Launched on the carth to scourge a guilty land ?
Say ! have the embattled winds, in eddies whirled,
Juined their whole force to storm the shivering world !
Lo bold Demosthenes advances forth,
His voice, like thunder bursting from the north ;
Dread Philip hears, and trembles from afar ;
Greece springs from slumber to the field of war.
From his keen eyes the livid lightnings dart,

And freedom’s flame from breast to breast impant.
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the sense of Virgil with considerable fidelity and elegance.

JRANSLATION OF THE FIRST RCLOGUR OF VIRGIE.

MELIBCEUS.

Wllll.l you, O Tityrus, beneath the shade,
Which the broad branches of this beech display,
Devoid of care, recline your peaceful head,
And warble on your pipe the sylvan lay ;

While vocal woods to your enchantment yield,
And Amaryllis’ praise with joy resound,

We wander far from home, by fate compielled,
And leave our peaceful cot, our native ground-

TITYRUS.
These are the blessings, which a God bestowed ;

His bounteous hand ¢’er proved a God to me;

The tender lamb oft stains his shrine with 8/ood,

And by his leave my herds rove o’er the lea;

Beneath his smiles I live with joy and ease,

And carol on my pipc whate’er I pleasc.

MELIBCLUS.
I envy not your fortune, but rejoice,
While raging tumults in the country reign,
While the inveterate sword cach ficld destroya.
That happiness still smiles along your plains.
But, adverse fate still frowns where’er I go;
My flececy goats with pensive gait I lead,

87

Fhis translation of the Tityrus was made by Mr. Paine in April 1790 it gives



COLLEGE EXERCISES.

And this I drag along with much ado,

Who just now yeaning in the hazle shade,
Dcparting thence forsook her tender young,

The little hope of my decreasing fold,

On the cold bosom of a flinty stone.

Dire omens oft have all these ills foretold !

1 should have secn, of rcason not bereft,

Yon oak, which grew so fair, by lightening riven,
And the hoarse raven, croaking from the lcft,
Presage the vengcful storm of frowning heaven.
But, tell me, Tityrus, who is this God,

That on his favourite swain such gifts bestowed ?

TITYRUS.
A fool I was to think the city Rome,

Whither we drive our tender herds from home,
Like Mantua; thus I might likewise dare
Bitches with whelps, and dams with kids compare;
As well the great to small a likencss own;
But regal Rome crects her lofty throne,
Above the cities, which around her shine,
As the tall cypress o’cr the creeping vine.

MELIBQUS.
What mighty cause could force you thus from home.
And urge the fond desire of secinig Rome ?

TITYRUS.
Frecdom ; whose ray at length disclosed its light.
After old age had blossomed all its w hite,
Upon my hoary chin it came at last,

After long years of slavery were passed.
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After my love for Galatea ceased,

And beauteous Amaryllis warmed my breast ;
For while in Galatea’s love enchained,

Nor freedom’s hope, nor rural cares remained ;
Though frequent victims thinned my rising fold,
And many a checse for the ingrate city sold,
Yet still for her I spent whate’er I carned,

And still with empty purse I home returned.

MELIBGEUS.
Why Amaryllis to the gods complained,
And why the trees their ripened loads sustained,
I ccase to wonder ; Tityrus, for thee
Her vows werc made, and fruitage bent cach tree;
The groves, the fountains wish for your return,
And ’twas for this the pine’s tall branches mourn.

TITYRUS.

What could I do? Love still inflamed my heart,
Nor suffered me from slavery to depart.
Return 1 could not, for a gracious car
The auspicious gods there granted to my prayer;
There first I saw the youth, whose altars burn,
With grateful incense at cach month’s rctut‘n;
*Twas there he kindly gave my steers again
To own the yoke, my herds to graze the plain.

MELIBCEUS.
O, happy sire, for you your ficlds remain,
For you, shall plenty smile along your plain;
Although the marshy bulrush overspread,

And flinty rocks clothe o’cr the neighbouring mead :

12
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Yet shall no dirc contagion waste your flock,

Nor noxious food the pregnant kine sirovoke.
Fortunatc man ! what plcasures on you wait ;

Here, where the well known river winds its flood,
Where sacred groves cmbower a cool retreat,
Where gales, to fan you, breathe from cvery wood.
From yonder hedge, which guards the ncighbouring ground,
Where Hyolean bees the willow grove surround,
Still shall their murmurs slumbering, as they creep,
O’cr the closed cyclids spread the balm of slcep ;-
While from yon craggy rock the pruner’s song,
Your slumbers shall with pleasing dreams prolong ;
Nor shall the dove forget her cooing note,

And from the elm the turtle’s musick float.

TITYRUS.
Sooner the stag the carth for air shall change,

The fish on shore retreating ocean cast ;

Along the Tygris' banks the German range,

The exiled Parthian of the Arar taste,

‘Than from my grateful breast his angel face.

E'er hoary Time be able to erase.

MELIBCUS.
But wc, in ¢xile from our native lands,

Shall seck retreat in Africk’s parching samds ;
To swift Oasis or to Scythia haste,
Or frum the world 1o Britain’s cloistered waste.
And must we thus our hapless fate deplore,
And nc'er our eyes review our native shore ;
Or shall some future year restore my throne,
The lowly cot, those meadows once my own ?
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And shall the impious soldicr scize my ficld ?
For the barbarian shall the harvest yicld
Its annual products? Ah! what horrid wars,
And scenes of misery spring from civil jarz?
For whom have I beneath the sultry sun
Thus tilled my ground? the labour’s all that’s mine.
Go, Mclibceus, haste, your pear-trees firune,
In beauteous order plant the tender vine;
Go, my once happy, now deserted flock,
No more beneath the verdant grot I /ay,
Nor vicw you grazing on the craggy rock.
No more upon my rural pipe I'll play;
No more shall you upon the hillock’s top,
The flowery shrub or bitter osicr crop.
TITYRUS. ’

\With me at lcast to night lay by your care,
We can for you a bed of leaves prepare ;
With ripened apples, which the ficlds afford,
Chestnuts and milk we'll store the frugal board.
Now the blue vapours o’cr the hills arise,
And smokes from village chimneys paint the skies.
Now sctting Phaebus meets his western bed,
And from the hills the lengthening shadows spread.
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TRANSLATION

OF THE TENTH ODE, SECOND BOOK OF HORACE.

Adilressed to Licinius.

Ir v'er life's sea your bark you'd safely guide,
Trust not the surges of its stormy tidc ;

And while you dread the tempest’s horrid roar,
Avoid those shoals, which threaten from the shore.

The happy few, who choose the golden mean,
Free from the tattered garb, the cell obscene,
From all the world’s gay pagtantry aloof,

Spurn the rich trappings of the envied roof. |,

The stately ship, which cuts the glassy wave,
Is oftener tossed than skiffs, when tempests rave :
The tower, whose lofty brow sustains the sky,
With greater ruin tumbles from on high :

The lightning’s bolt, with forky vengeance red,
Vents its first fury on the mountain’s head.

The mind, where Wisdom deigns her genial light.
[.ed by the star of Hope in adverse night,
Fortunc's gay sunshine never can elate—

Dauntless, prepared to mect the frowns of Fate.

“Tis Jove who bids the dashing tempest swell.
\1id the bright sun the stormy clouds dispel.



1f o’er your paths clouds now should cast a gloom,
Soon will the scene in brighter prospects bloom :
Apollo does not always strike the lyre,

Nor bid the arrow from his bow aspire.

When raging grief and poverty appear,
Strengthen thy sickening heart, and banish fear.
When you arc wafted by a prosperous gale,
Learn wiscly to contract the swelling sail.

TRANSLATION

OF TRE FIFTH ODE, FIRST BOOK OF HORACE

Adilremed to the courtezsn Pyrrha.

‘Vno, fair Pyrrha, wins thy graces?
What gay youth imprints a kiss ?

Or in roscatc groves cmbraces
Urging thee to amorous bliss ?

To deludce to your carcsses

What young rake, or wanton 4/ade,
Do you bind your golden tresses,

In plain cicgance arrayed ?

Sonn the unhappy youth, deploring,
Shall lament thy proud disdain ;

Thus, the winds, tempestuous roaring.
Rend the bosom of the main.
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He, who'’s now thy beauty prizing,
In thy smiles supremely blest,
Dreams not of the storm that’s rising,
To disturb his peaccful breast.

Misery’s sharpest pang he suffers,
‘Who, sccure from all alarms,

Like all thy deluded lovers,
Clasped a serpent in his arms.

Once, thy dcep intrigucs unknowing,
I cmbarked upon the deep;

Boistcrous storms, dread horrors blowing.
Rouscd me from lethargick sleep.

Billows were around me roaring,
When great Neptune’s friendly aid.
Me to Rome again restoring,
Therc my grateful vows I paid.

‘STANZAS

ON RECEIVING A FROWN FROX CYXKTHIA.

A Grooxr cloud in heaven appears,
And shrouds the solar ray ;

All Nature droops, and bursts in tears,
And moumns the loss of day.
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What wrath has sent the tempest down
To gloom the azure sky ?

Lo! Cynthia’s mien assumes a frown,
And Colin hcaves a sigh !

Yes, Cynthia frowns !—in mourning clad
Young Colin secks the plain,

And there in silent sorrow sad,
Sighs, weeps, and sighs again.

Ah! luckless hour! the lover cries;
Vain Hope ! no more beguile !

Ah! scek no more, in Cynthia’s eyes
Thc sunbeam of her smile !

Once in the days of happier fate,
In smiiles she tripped the lea;

But 1, with fondest pride elate,
Thought all those smiles for me.

Where once benignant beams werc shed,
Now sad displeasure lowers :

On Colin’s fond, devoted head,
The storm, dark rolling, showers.

The fount of gricf has now grown dry,
And tears no more can flow ;

No more can trickle from the cye,
The streams of mental woc.

Cynthia, behold a captive heart;
Its rcal anguish sce,

Transcending all descriptive art;
It blceds alone by thee!
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So decp a wound can never close,
The heart cannot endure,

You opened all its bleeding woes,
And you alone can cure.

Then deign a gentle smile of grace;
On Colin’s bosom shine ;

And, raptured at so fair a face,
Elysium will be mine !

TRANSLATION

OF THE NINTH ODE, THIRD BOOK, OF HORACR.

Dialogue between Horace and Lyda.

HORACE.

‘W iiex no fond rival’s favoured arms
With rapture clasped thy snowy charms ;
When but to me thy smile was given

It warmed me like the smile of heaven.
Thus blest, T envied not the state

Of Persia’s monarch rich and great.

LYDIA.
When Lydia’s smile allured thee mon

Than Chloc’s sweet seduding powers

Then did the curds of love unite

Our hearts in mutual delight ;
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Then 30 revered was Lydia’s name,
I envied not great Ilia’s fame !

HORACE.

The Cressian Chloe now detains
My soul in fascinating chains :
She tunes the harp’s melodious strings,
But with much sweeter musick sings :
Could dying snatch my love from death,
How gladly would I yicld my breath !

LYDIA.

Me, Calais, to love inspires ;
Our bosoms glow with gentlest fires.
In him has every graced combined—
But, oh ! what charms adorn his mind !
I twice the pangs of death would bear,
If Fate my Calais would spare !

HORACE.

Say, what if former love aspire,
And glow with an intenser fire ?
Say, what if Chloc’s charms I spurn—
Will Lydia to my arms return,
And bid the Paphian queen again
Unite us with a stronger chain?

LYDIA.
Though light as cork, your passions reign.
And rougher than the raging main ;
Though Calais by far outvies
The great enlightencer of the skies ;
Yet from his cager love I fly,
To live with you, with you to dic !
13
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THE LAURELLED NYMPH.

Addressed 10 Philenia.

annz famed Parnassus’ lofty suinmits rise,

With garlands wreathed, and scem to prop the skics,
There bloomed the groves, where once the tuneful choir
In boldest numbers waked the sounding lyre.

Fast by the mount descends the sacred spring,
Wihose magick waters taught the world to sing.
Hence men, inspired, first tuncd the rural strain,

And sung of shepherds and the peaceful plais,

The beauteous virgin and Idalian grove,

And all the pains and all the sweets of love ;

But soon the Muse, with glowing rapturc fired,
Scized the bold clarion, and the world inspired ;

To arms, to arms, resounds fiom cither pole,

Steels cvery breast, and man’s cach daring soul.

Wide Havock reigned ; the world with tumult shook ;
Thick lighwings glared, and muttering thunders bruke ;
The boisterous passions waged continual wars ;

The sun grew pale, and terror scized the stars.

But, hark ! soft musick floats upon the gale !

"I'is Harmony herself, who chants the tale !

-\ strain 50 sweet, so elegantly terse,

Juined with such lofty majesty of verse.

Arrests Apolle’s song-enraptured car,

A nobler carol, than his own, to hear.

The astonished muses cease their feebler song ,

No more the tabor charms the village throng ;
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The aérial tribe in air suspend their wings ;

All Nature’s hushed ; for lo, Philenia sings !
Philenia sings, and sings the soldier’s toil,

Blcst with the lovely virgin’s generous smile.
The bards of old, who sung of wars and loves,
Of iron ages, and Arcadian groves,

Around Philenia’s brow the laurel twine,

And vie in honouring genius so divine.

Hence, if in after age a bard should hope

To guin thosc tints which grace the verse of Pope ;
In Sorrow’s gently sympathizing flow,

To make each bosom feel another’s woe ;

Or Virtue’s heavenly portrait to display,

In the full light of beauty’s golden ray;

To sing of patriots in the martial strife,

The gallant soldicr and heroick chicf ;

To paint in colours that can never fade ;

Let him invoke Philenia to his aid.

Her smile shall bid these varied charms expand,
As vernal flowers by gentlest zephyrs fanned.

In her bold lines may admiration see

Impartial Justicc rule the fair decree.

Not, like the sun, whose lustre shines on all,

Do her diffusive panegyricks fall,

Whilc Faction’s idols meet repulsive shame,
The wandering outcasts from the dome of Fame ;
The patriot glories in his laurel crown,

Decked with the deathless verdure of renown.
To adulation’s fawning scribes belong,

With guile to captivate the giddy throng ;

To rend from Honour’s brow his laureat plume ;
To trample down the generous stateman’s tomb ;
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To gild with servile Flattery’s dazzling beam,

The imperial meteor of a baseless dream.

But when Philenia charms the listening throng,

*Tis Virtue’s praisc inspires the noble song.

Her Muse, who oft her venturous bark had rode,

On Learning’s wide, immeasurable flood,

Whose crowded canvass touched at every shore,

Necw mines of golden letters to explore ;

In Fancy’s loom Pierian webs hath wrought,

Decked with the varied pearls of splendid thought ;
Perennial roses round the work appear,

And all the beauties of the vernal year.

She, likec a Newton, in poetick skies,

Shall e’er on Fame’s triumphant pinions rise.

When Death’s cold slumbers shall have sealed that eye,
Whosc radiant smiles with solar splendours vie ;
When that warm tongue, from which such musick flows,
Shall in the tomb in quietude repose ;

Thy decathless name through Envy’s clouds shall burs,
And baffic hoary Time’s corroding ruar.

Then those fair portraits, which thy muse has drawn,
Which the long gallery of Fame adorn,

Through Nature’s fated barriers shall break,

Start into life, and all thy praises speak.
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ODE TO COMPASSION.

Au. hail, divine Compassion! see
Low at thy shrine, my bended knee !
Lend to my versc thy melting glow,

And all the tender plaintiveness of woe !

The man who feels when others grieve,
And loves the wretched to relieve,

Enjoys more true delight,
Than he, who in the ficlds of war
Triumphant rolls his thundering car,

And gains the laurcls of the fight !
‘Than he, whom shouting realms proclaim,
The victor of mankind, the boast of Famc.

Swect Compassion ! noblest friend ;
From thy native skies descend ;
Gently breathing through the hear,
All thy tender warmth impart !
Lure us from the gloomy ccll,
Where Indifference loves to dwell !
Come with Truth, celestial maid,
In her brightest robes arrayed ;
And with Bliss, delightful prize,
Blcssing our enraptured eyes !

Behold ! the heavens of heavens unbar
Their golden portals wide ;
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In glory clad, thy train appear;
Upon the spheres they ride.

Pleased with a Howard’s glorious fame,
Thou comest from realms above,

To kindle at his tomb the flame
Of universal love ;

To crown with wreaths of endless bloom,
And joy, that ncver fades,

The man, whose heavenly paths illume
Misfortune’s dreary shades.

Welcome, on carth, thy golden reign !
Now hideous vice, and tottering pain
Shall quickly flee away.
As hills of snow in face of day
In winter their high heads display ;
But, melted by the vernal bcams,
Their mass dissolves in liquid streams :
So by thy genial ray
" Inspired, the frozen cheek of woe
Shall feel soft Rapture’s pleasing glow,
And tcars of joy around the world shall flow.

THE GOLDEN AGE.

TRANSLATED PROM OVID’S METAMORPHROSES.

W aex Faith and Honesty with willing hand,
Swayed the blest sceptre of the smiling land,
Then bloomed the Golden Agc; then all manking
Beneath the bowers of sweet content reclined,
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No brazen records kept the crowd in awe,

For innocence supplied the want of law ;

No conscious guilt disturbed cach peaceful bower,
No fierce tribunal grasped despotick power,

Nor pale Revenge pursued with endless wrath ;

But peace with flowers bestrewed life’s rugged path.
The lofty pine, which crowned the mountain’s brow,
Where clouds of green around the horizon flow,
Had not yet sought the distant world t’ explore ;
Nor heard the ocean’s wild tumultuous roar.
Ambition had not yet inflamed mankind,

Within their cots by sweet content confined.

\War’s ruthless hand had not the rampart raised,

No hostile standards o’cr the meadows blazed,

No threatening clarions taught the field to bleed,
Nor brazen horns aroused the martial steed,

No savage sword cut short the vital breath,

Nor glittering helmets braved the approach of death.
In soft dclight, far from the din of arms,

The world reposed, secure from all alarms ;

No shining share the fertile vallics tore,
Spontaneous carth her rich luxuriance bore ;

Divine Content, whose charms ne’cr fail to please,
Fed on the fruits, which bent the labouring trees.
The smiling berries, which on mountains glowed,
Or blush beneath the brambles on the road,

The sacred acorn, shaken by the wind,

Supplied the daily wants of all mankind.

Unceasing spring breathed fragrance round their bowers,
And soft Zephyrus fanned spontancous flowers.

The carth untilled, with smiling fruitage glowed,
And round the ficlds the yellow harvest flowed.
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The heavenly ncctar from the skics was showered ;
And streams of milk along the meadows poured ;
The verdant oak with honey bathed the plain,

And blest Content prolonged the golden reign.

Addresmed to Harriot, who preseated the author with a bunch of roses, wynyg,
she had prescrved them a long while, and that they were the fairest of the
season.

Svcu bounteous flowcrets from so fair a hand,

The warmest thanks from Friendship’s pen demand ;
Ere yet the expanding buds perfumed the air,

Blest with the nurture of thy tender care,

The bloom they copied of cclestial grace,

The lovely picturces of thy lovelier face.

Thinc are those tints, which charm the admiring eye ;
Thine the fair lustre of each fragrant dye.

On the free bounty of thy smile they live,

And to the world their borrowed splendour give.
‘Thus plancts glitter on the robe of night,

Aud from the sun reccive their silver light.

The flower, which blooms bencath the vernal ray,
Owes all its beauty to the orb of day ;

For though the lily boasts its spotless form,

Yet Sol’s pure lustre gave it every charm.

Thus mildly brilliant those cflulgent cycs,

Which bade the fainting rose in bloom to rise,
Which cach in Beauty's sky a golden sun,

Clzim all those plaudits, which the rose has won.
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Then, Rapture, ccase on Harriot’s gift to gaze,
And, Admiration, hold thy eager praise !

For though e’en Justice this encomium deigns,
That in its charms her faint resemblance reigns,
Yet while her tongue such lavish praise bestows,
In her, in her we view a fairer rose.

VERSES

10 A YOUNG LADY, LATELY RECOVERED FROM SICKNESS.

WITH gloomy clouds of dismal dread,
The horizon sullenly is bound ;
The sun, obscured, weeps through the shade ;
The zephyrs mourn along the ground,
Where Darkness reigns,
Where Woce’s sad strains
Wind o’er the plains.

Vaulted with Terror’s sable veil,
Fringed with the sunbeam’s glossy hue.
Deep lies the solitary vale,
Where round the grove a rural crew,
In smiling throng,
With sweetest song,
Charm Time along.
14
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Thus seated in the breczy shade,
Before them in the winding vale,
Appearcd a sweetly pensive maid,
Whose silence spoke the melting tale
Of one, who trod
From Health’s abode,
Misfortune’s road.

From her sad cye the tear of grief,
Unknown, gushed silently along ;
The swains were moved to her relief,
And Pity wept amid the throng.
They thought their cycs,

Saw, in disguise,
Onc from the skics.

Lovely, as Mom, who weeps in dews ;
Mild as the fragrant breath of Even;
Though streams of woe her eyes suffuse,
She shone the silver queen of heaven.

Dian her guide,
Fair Bcauty’s pride
In sense outvied.

While thus the swains, in rapture’s trance,
Her lonely wandering steps surveyed,
Two scraphs on the wing advance,
Contending for the heaven-born maid.
So great the prize,
That ¢’cn the skics
Viewed with surprise !
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One of the seraphs thus began :
“ My name is Fame ; on earth I sway;
“ The glory, pride, and boast of man,

“ The world’s proud kings my voice obey.

“ From pole to pole,
“ My glories roll ;
“ I rule the whole.

“ Long have I made yon fair my pride,
“ The brightest gem my crown adorned ;
* Her name Oblivion’s power defied,
* And all his low attempts has scorned.
“ Forbear your claim,
“ Nc¢’er will her name
“Descend from Fame.

* But say, if you can boast to sharc
“ The affections of yon turtlc dove,
* Why, with the storms of bleak despair,
“ Do you afflict her from above ?
“ To force is vain;
“ Wherc’er I reign,
“ No slaves complain.”

The angel sent from heaven replied ;
“ \We doom the fair to Mercy’s road,
“ To wean her love from mortal pride,
“ To bliss supreme in heaven’s abode.
“ To hecaven restore,
“ A mind too pure
“ For carth’s wild shore.

107
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¢ Angels with cnvious eyes have seen,
« Earth in her smiles supremely blest.”
He spoke ; the swains beheld the scene,
And admiration swelled each breast.
Sweet queen of worth,
Heaven gave to earth
Thy angel birth !

Loud echo rent the joyful skies:
“ Sweet visitant, with us remain ;
“ Where’cr you smile, Misfortune flies,
“ And Heaven enraptures all the plain.
“ Hail, to thee, Fame ;
“ Long may’st thou claim
“The virmous'dame ”

They sung; the cloudy mists retire ;
The azurc skics in smiles expand ;
Burst through the clouds, the solar fire
Flamed in wide lustre round the land.

From sickly fears
The fair appears.
Hail, golden years !

TRANSLATED FROM SAPPRQ.

Wew may the happy youth rejoice,
Who, to thy arms a wclcome guest,

Hears the soft musick of thy voice,
And on thy smiles may frecly feasr.



As gods above, securely blest,
He envies not the throne of Jove ;
And sweetly charm him into love.

Ah, adverse fate! unhappy hour!
With horror, at thy form I start!

My faltering tongue forgets its power,
And struggling passions rend the heart !

Quick flames enkindle in my veins ;
Impervious clouds my eyes surround ;
Deep sighs I heave ; wild Frenzy reigns;
My ecars with dismal murmurs sound !

My colour, like the lily, fades;

Rude tremours seize my throbbing frame ;
A gelid sweat my limbs pervades,

And strives to quench the vital flame ;
My quivering pulse forgets to play ;
Enraged, confused, I faint away !

i

ODE TO WINTER.

No fragrance fills the playful breeze ;
No flowers the ficlds adorn:

But bare and leaficss arc the trees,
And dreary is the kon,

For bliss-destroving Winter reigns,
The Lapland tyrant of the plains.
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The crystal lakes unruffied stream,
With face serene, as even,

Whose surface in the solar beam,
Shonc with the smile of heaven ;
Chilled by cold Winter’s frigid sway,

Reflect no more the face of day !

The nymphs no longer trip the field,
Nor, from the crowded green,

Fly, in some grove to lie concealed,
Yet hope their flight was scen.

No morc, amid the sylvan dance,

Smiles round the soul-subduing glance !

And sylvan Pleasure’s voice is hushed ;
And the swcet roscate dyc,

Which on the cheek of Nature blushed,
No more dclights the eye.

Oh'! thus the cheek of Beauty fades,

When wintry age its bloom pervades !
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A SONG.
THE LASS OF EDEX OROVE.

I-Edengrovetheledwelhamﬂ,

Adorned by every grace;
The pearis, that deck the dewy shade,
Fairer confess her face.
The sun has spots, the rose has thorns,
And poisons mix with love ;
But every spotiess charm adorns
The Lass of Eden grove.

The sparkling, soft, cerulean eye ;
Bright Virtuc’s starry zone ;
The smile of Spring’s Favonian sky ;
These charms are all her own.
The sun has spots, &c.

The frozen veins of age bave felt
New youth in Eden grove ;
Her smiles, like spring, the frost can melt.
And warm the heart with love.
The sun has spots, &c.

The monarch quits his dazzling throne.
And seeks her rural lot,
To find in her a richer crown;
A palace in a cot !
The sun has spots, &c.
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While toy-cnamoured eyes admire
The gaudy bubble, Fame ;%
Her virtues brighter joys inspire,
And softer honours claim.
The sun has spots, &c.

Her charms the noblest laurel prove,
The hero’s meed outshine ;
And round the brow of faithful love,
Perennial garlands twine.
The sun has spots, &c.

When Cupid all his darts has hurled,
From her he draws supplics,
And Hymen’s flambeau lights the world
From her resplendent eyes.
The sun has spots, &c.

To her, sweet nymph, the captive soul,
Pours forth its votive lay ;
*Tis bliss to own her soft control ;
*Tis rapture, to obey.
The sun has spots, the rose has thoms,
And poisons mix with love ;
But c¢very spotless charm adorns
The Lass of Eden grove.



PART IIL

MISCELLANEOUS POLEMS.



~NOTE.

In this Drviswon of the work will be found most ¢f the
Picces, produced by Mr. Painc, on various occasions, from
July 1792, when he took his first degree, till a shart time before
his death, with the exception of the regular Poemas, Odes, and
Songs, which wnll form a scrics by themaclvcs.




MISCELLANEOUS POEMS.

EDWIN AND EMMA.

AN EPITRALAMIUM.

HML, to the natal hour of nuptial joy,

When life, from Nature’s second birth, begins ;
When the fond lover, and the damsel coy,

Are bomn in wedlock, Love’s connubial twins !

Ingenuous Edwin! whom pale Envy’s frown,
For thee half-brightened to a smile, applauds ;
Whe, mid the leaves of Harvard’s bay-wrought crown.
Fantwin'st the wreath, which female taste ewarde.

Fnchanting Emma, whose translucent face,
Like heaven’s expanse, a ground work was designed.
Where Nature’s hand her brightest gems might place.
To shine a picture of the perfect mind.

Blcst, favoured pair, of rival charms the pride,
By Fortune nursed, by gay Refinement bred ;
Unconscious Beauty, modest Worth allied,
By Cupid’s hand to Hymen’s temple led.
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Whate’er in Love’s bright landscape charmed your view,
May you, in sweet reality, enjoy ;

Feel all, that Hope of rapturc cver drew ;
Live all, that Fancy ever dreamt of joy !

When man primzval walked with parent Heaven,
Eden his table crowned, and Eve his bed ;

* But, when by Fate’s sad alternation driven,

He chosc the bride, and from the garden fied.

More happy Edwin! ’tis thy lot assigned,
Not, Adam-like, to waver which to leave ;
But, favoured youth, to find them both combined,
Thy Eve, an Eden; and thy Eden, Eve !

Auspicious union ! with thy silken sweets,

Should sensual life her sackcloth joys compare ;
The best morceau, that Epicurus cats,

Is but a tear-wet crust—a beggar’s farc !

Lo! J’er yon night-wrapped precipice afar,
Gay, sn.iling, lingers Love’s benignant queen
‘There, rapt in ecstacy, she checks her car,
To fcast her cyces upon the bridal scene !

A scene, so bright, that well might choirs aboyve
Envy the lavish bliss, to mortals given;
Pant for the raptures of connubial love,

And wish, that wedlock was no sin in heaven !

O, happy pair, to every blessing bom !
For you, may life’s calim stream, unruffied, run ;
For you, its roses bloom, “ without a thorn,”

And bright as moming, shine its evening sun!

il



EDWIN AND EMMA.

Yours be each joy, that easy afluence brings;
Each tranquil pleasure, that esteem can prove ;

Each tender bliss, that from Affection springs,
And all the thrilling luxuries of love.

May not a tear in Emma’s eyelid melt,
But that, which flows to mect her Edwin’s kiss ;
May not a throb in Edwin’s breast be felt,
But that, which palpitates for Emma’s bliss !

And when life’s drama, like some worn out toy,
No more shall dazzle with its wonted charms;
Like old Anchises from the flames of Troy,
May Age retire in young Affection’s arms !

Soft as the ringdove breathes her dying coo,
Screne, as Hesper gleams the dusky heath,

Bc Emma’s sigh, that wafts the world adieu;
Be Edwin’s smile that gilds the lip of death.

But. Penseroso, hush thy dirge-toned string !
Each sprightly note should trill a fuge of mirth;
And, cre their souls to yon bright skies you wing,
Let them enjoy a prior heaven on earth !
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A MONODY,

70 THE NMEMORY OF W. H. BROWN.

P.u.u slecps the moonbeam on the shadowy surt ;
Lom to the gale, clegiack willows wave ;

Cold-glistening, fall the night<dews on the turf’;
And Nature leans upon her Pollio’s grave.

Clouds veil the moon—"tis Nature garbed in woe ;
The willow droops—'"tis plaintive Nature sighs ;
The night<dews fall—they are the tears, that flow
On Pollio’s flower-wreathed urn, from Nature’s eyes.

Yes !—he was doating Nature’s favourite son ;
The fostering muses fondly nursed the child ;
His infant prattle into numbers run,

And Genius, from his opening eyelids, smiled.

In life maturing, Fancy’s attick germ
The stk of judgment with its blossoms graced ;
Nor ferred corrading Favy's latent worm,

The frost of ctitichs, nor the drought of taste.

At lengrth full beamed the summer of his prime ;
No fixed stur—-a rolling sun. he shone ;
Now glunced his mys on Boauty's temperate elime ;

Now flumed his orb o’er Grandeur's torrid zone.
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As burnt the bush to Moses’ raptured gaze,
Nor lost its verdure *mid the flame divine ;

Thus bloomed his song in rhetorick’s splendid blaze,
Nor drooped the vigour of his nervous line.

With charms to move, with dignity to awe,
His tragick muse the lyre of pathos strung ;
Loud wailed the horrors of fraternal war,
And dying Andre® struggled on her tonguoe.

In cither eye, a liquid mirror moved ;
A tender ray illumed each crystal sphere;
While thus she sung the hapless chief beloved,
His life, the smilc received—his fate, the tear.

With features, formed the moral laugh to hit,
Thalia knew his useful scenc to frame ;

And, scorning ribaldry, that trull of wit,
Preserved the chastity of lettered fame.

Ithaca’st queen, his comick pencil drew,
Whom suitor-hosts, so long, in vain, adored ;

Who, to the widowed bed of wedlock true,
Lived Sorrow’s nun at riot’s festive board.

His prose, like song, without its numbers, glowed ;
Correctly negligent, with judgment bold :

Here reasoned sentiment, there humour flowed ;
Now flashed the thought, and now the period rolled.

* Mr. Brown chese this unfortunate Officer for the hero ol a tinzedy, which
reccivesd the highest approbution of many gentlenicn of taste.

¢+ He wrote a comedy, entitled Penclape, in the style of the West-ludian.
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Swift, as the light to Nature's suburbs wings ;
Quick, as the wink of Heaven’s electrick cye ;
Lo! Pollio’s mind, with subtle vigour, springs ;
And volumes, sketched in thoughts, perspective lie.

Not Cato-like, a miser of applause,
He loved the genius, that eclipsed his own;
Nor dreamt, like Johnson, that by Nature’s laws,
He reigned the Sultan of the classick throne.

To censure, modest—gencrous, to commend ;
To veteran bards he left of taste the van;

A keen eyed critick—stilly a tender friend ;
An idol’d poct—but. 2 modest man.

Such Pollio was '==but heaven, with hand divine,
Deducts in period, what it adds in boon ;

Life's April day, with brighter beams, may shine,
But meccts a sunset, in a cloud, at noon.

Felt ve the gule 2—It was the Sirock blast,
That spreads o’er burning climes Death’s gelid sleep!
Hear ye that groan ! ‘s dying Pollio’s last ;

And Friendship, Genius, Virtue, speechless, weep !

« Oh, Pollio, Pollio :"—all Parnassus crics =
Their breasts the gricf-delirious muscs beat ;
Torn from their brows, the witherlng garland dies ;
And dronping groves this funeral dirge repeat:

* Lunented Palliog o'cr thy sacred tomb,
* The laurcl-spriz; we plant, the turf to shade ;
* Baihed by our tears, its spreading boughs shall bleom,

= "Till Paane’s most verdant amaranths shall fade !
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% No towering marble marks thy humble dust,
“ Yet there shall oft our pensive choir repair;

“ Thy modest grave can boast no sculptured bust,
“ Yet Nature stands a weeping statue there !”

With these verses Mr. Palne concludes a prose Esmmay ca the Pleasures of

SELF-COMPLACENCY.

Lt‘l‘ no rude Care, with anxious thoughts, invade,

Nor print her footstep in my chosen shade !

O’er the wide wogld I’ve traced the tour of day,

Where restless Love has taught my fect to stray ;

If Anna’s taste this favourite spot approve,

I’ll drop the Scythian, and forget to rove.

All hail, ye deserts, bend a pitying car,

A sound unknown, a human voice to hear!

Wave your tall brows, to hail a stranger-gucst,

Whose throbbing bosom secks in you a rest.

Proud earth, adieu! Your smile I ask no more,

Nor all your sordid, soul-contracting ore !

The Syren’s bowl, and plcasure’s deep abyss

Yield to the crystal fount a tranquil bliss.

The purest joy will ever love to dwell

In the lone confines of the hermit’s cell ;

On him the day lamp sheds its mildest beam,

His board the forest, and his cup the stream.

Like him, thc menial arts of lifc forsook,

To hold purc converse with the babbling brook ;
16
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Here let me rove amid these wild retreats,
The bee of Nature's yet untasted sweets ;
Here let my feet, o’erwearied, find repose,

My head a pillow, and my gricfs a close !

The simple pleasures of unpcultured carth

Can please no palate of exaotick birth;

Lant is the social fire, with all its joys,

Lant is the splendid dome, with all its toys.

A long adicu! to all the world calls great,
Fame's glittering baubles, and the pomp of state !
Far frum the tumults of the roaring sea,

The waves of Fortune roll no more for me.
Far from the vultures of correding strife,

And all the senseless butterflies of life,

Here have 1 fluwn to trace new soils of bliss,
And clasp rude Nature in her loose undrees ;
Her naked graces Rapture’s throb impart,
And spurn the pencil and the veil of art.
Beauty nec'ar blushad, of harmless man afraid,
Yor ashad a figzeloaf in the seeret shade.

Coit o the medish cin e, e 1 acen

The thouightloss catvass of a pictured mlen;;
And grown genteel, by Fushion®s dire constraints,
The well-laced spider ina hectiek faints,

Art can bt namick 3 Heaven alone mast give
That mtate tor ey by which the graces live.
The forn and colour antists oft dis lose,

But who has sheti hied the fragramc e of the rose
Yo dames, ambitious ol applauding eves,

Shell vile coametichs ttmpt the dubous prize
Refine the heart, nor Sunp to ans so hase ;

Sonse pever sparhled i a panted face !
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Mine be the nymph, whom native charms adorn ;
Who looks on Fashion’s painted mask with scorn
‘Who never spread the Syren’s artful guise

To chain attention, or entrance surprise ;

Who ne’er would wish the rising scale of fame,

If she, ascending, sunk a sister’s name ;

Who never heard, without a kindling glow,

The boast of Virtue’s too successful foe.

Such be the fair, to whom my hopes would rise,
Whaee soul gives language to her sparkling eyes;
Whose smile the gloomiest scene of life can cheer,
With rapture glisten, or dissolve a tear;

Whose charms with softness elothe her modest mien,
As light peliucid, and as heaven serene;

Whose lovely converse sweetens every boon;
Whose check the morning, and whose mind the noon.
Ah! lovely Anna! these are traits divine,

And Fancy’s pencil glows with charms, like thine !
Come then, thou dearest, heaven-congenial maid,
And rove with me the grove, the hill and glade !
Behold those rocks of huge colossal size,

Whose cloud-girt tops appear to prop the skies;
Like them, above the world, we'll soar sublime ;
Like thcm, our love shall brave the rage of Time !
Here rich Luxuriance waves her ample wing,
And spreads a harvest mid perpetual spring ;

But ne’er can Nature’s flowery charms endear,

If Anna, Nature’s blossom, be not here.

Come then, my fair, and bless my lonesome hourd,
And grace the palace arbour of the bowers.

All Nature waits my Anna to receive ;

A sccond Eden wants a second Fxe.



124 TO THE LATE THOMAS BRATTLE, ESQ.

The following Stanzas were addressed to the late Thomas Brattle, Eaq. som
aftcr he hud embellished his seat at Cambridge, in » manner highly ered-
itable to the taste of that worthy gentlcman. =

annz'zn the vernal bower, the autumnal ficld,
The summer arbour, and the winter fire ;

Where'er the charms, which all the scasons yield,
Or Nature’s gay muscum can inspire,

Delight the bosom, or the Fancy please,
Or life exalt above a splendid dream ;

There, Brattle’s fame shall freight the grateful breeze,
Each grove resound it, and reflect cach stream.

Each bough, that waves o’cr brown Pomona’s plains,
Each bud, that blossoms in the ambrosial bower,
Nursed by this great Improver’s art, obtains
A nobler germin, and a fairer flower.

The rural vale a kind asylum gave,

When Peace the scats of ermined woc forsook ;
Retirement found an Athens in a cave,

And man grew social with the babbling brook.

Here, happy Brattle, "twas thy envied place,
In gzay undress fair Natwre to surprise ;
By Art’s slight veil to heighten every grace,
And bid a Vauxhall from a marish risc.

The airy hill-top, and the Dryad’s bower,
No more shall tempt our sportive nymphs to rove ;
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This willow-shade shall woo the social hour,
And Brattle’s mall surpass Arcadia’s grove.

Fair Friendship, lovely virgin, here resort ;

Here with thy charms the joy-winged morn beguile :
Thy cyes shall glisten cloquence to thought,

And teach the cheek of hopeless gloom to smile.

Here too, thy modest damsels oft shall pass,
Yield a soft splendour to the evening beam,
Gazc at the image in the watery glass,
And blush new beauty to the flattering stream :

While the pleased Naiad, watching their return,
As oft at morn her sportive limbs she laves,
Hears their loved voice, and leaning on her urn,
Stops the smooth current of her silver waves.

ADDRESSED TO MNISS B.

Poon is the friendless master of the globe,

And keen the ingrate’s heart-inserted probe ;

But keener woes that wretch is doomed to prove,
The poorer hermit of unfriended love !

Oh, woman! subtle, lovely, faithless sex !
Born to enchant, thou studicst to perplex ;
Adored as queen, thou play’st the tyrant’s part,
And, aught to govern, would'st enslave the heart.
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Now, cold as icc-plant, fickle as the wind,
Nor pity melts, nor pride can fix thy mind ;
Now, warm and faithful as the cooing dove,
Thou breath’st no wish, and sing’st no note, but love !

In thee has Nature such elastick power,
She changes seasons, as she turns the hour;
In onc*short day, you roll through cvery sign.
From Passion’s tropics, to Decorum’s line.

Now from above, in vertic-hcat you blaze,
And melting stoicks half enamourcd gaze ;
Now, dim from far your rays obliquely gleam.
And freeze the current of the poct’s stream.

Thus, through our system, Nature’s frolick child,
Fair woman, roves, a comct, bright and wild ;
Supreme in art, our purblind sex she rules:

Wits may be lovers—lovers must be fools.

TO CLORA.

Thov nymph satirick, for a nymph thou art,
Whose varying lyre, like thy once doulzful sex,
Can with its tones the nicest ear perplex,

And numb with wonder the still pondering heant !

Thou, whom Menander joys to call a nymph,
Whose lips have freely quaffed the sacred lymph ;
Who emst, in sweet Eliza’s lovely guise,

Didst bless the vision of these mental eyes.
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Thou injured maid, to gain whosc sccret name,
Intent I’ve listened with arrected ear;

Patrulled the whispering gallery of Fame,
And walked the watch-tower of the winds to hear!

Thou injured maid, to thee this verse belongs :
The lyre, that causcd, shall expiate thy wrongs !

When first the soft Eliza tuned her lyre,
In notes, the pathos of whose dulcet swell
Might charm a Zeno with its potent spell,
And the fond passion, which she felt, inspire ;

Enamoured Pride, from Fancy’s hill-top, heard
The softened musick of the fluttering strain;

While Echo, prattling like the human bird,
Rechanting, chanted every note again.

But Judgment, wrinkled with a frown severe,
Checked the young rapture, which thy lays inspired;
Though Hope’s plcased cye the page proscribed admired,
And shed upon the sweet forbidden fruit a tear.

Weak Jealousy outspread her saffron wing,

And, through the infection of the jaundiced hue.
Saw from Eliza’s garb a monster spring,

In voice a Circe, and in poison too :

A magick chantress, from whose Hyblcan tougue,
While fell the honied melody of praise,
Alas! impervious to the soul’s fixed gaze,

4 vocal death from every note she flung !
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SONNET TO ELIZA.

Au! dothe Muscs, once so coy and shy,
Pursuc Mcnander, hard as legs can lay?

By Heavens, Menander swears, he will not fly,
But meet their gentle ladeships half way !

What! shall this coward bard turn pale with fear,
When clinging round his knecs these virgins lie ?
Is he afraid of drowning in a tcar,
Or being blown to atoms by a sigh?

No, dear Eliza, with expanded arms
I turn to clasp the fair one that pursues;
But, struck with such divinity of charms,
Shrink from alliance with so bright a muse.

Yet weep not, that from Hymen's yoke I’ve slipt my neck.
For you've escape:d a bite, while I have lost a spec.

SONNET TO BELINDA.

Powrnex chantress ! Nuture's fecling child
Thou, like thy parent, rulest a variant sphere

Where Judgment ripens, Fancy blossoms wild ;
Thy page the landscape, and thy mind the year.

Oft in the rainbow's heaven-enchasing beams,
Thy hand, sweet limner, many a pencil dips;
And oft receive Picria’s sacred streams
New inspiration from Belinda's lips.
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Pure, as the bosom of the virgin rose,
Blooms the rich verdurc of a heart sincerc;
And ¢’cn Belinda’s smile more radiant glows,
Through the clear mirror of the pearly tear.

But, ah! her lyre in hushed oblivion sleeps,
While Edwin mourns, and all Parnassus weeps.

0y
._—‘.—_.

\

IMiring the years 1792 and 1793, Mr. Paine, beside other eontributions to that
Miscellany, published in the M huscits Magazine such pieoes, as appear-
el there umler the signature of Menander. As those picces are addressesd
n a lady whase title 10 the first placc umong our native poetesses is undis-
puted and idisputable ; and as, in order to auderstand Menawder, it is indis-
pensably necessary, that Philenia may be emily consulted, oo apology is
required for inserting Mre Morton’s verses in this collection. The
fint piece of this corrcspondence, which was originally published in the
M ocssachiusetts Mcereury of Felwuary, 17935, as were also the second and thind
picces, alludes to a Poem entitled, “ Beacon-Hill,” suppased to be then
prepaing by Philenia lur the pres.

MENANDER TO PHILENIA.

Bu.sr be the task, along the stream of Fame,
To waft the Patriot’s and the Hero’s name !

Blest be the Muse, whose soft Orphean breath
Recalls their memories fronf the realms of death !
And blest Philenia, noblest of the choir,

Whose hallow cd hands attune Columbia’s lyre !
‘Tis thine to bid the dcathless laurel bloom,

And shade departed Virtue’s sacred tomb;
While pruned by thee, its lofticr branches grow.
And yicld new honours to the dust below !

17



130 MENANDER TO PHILENIA.

’Tis thine, like Joshua, sun of Glory stand !

And gild the urn of Freedom’s martyred band !
While in thy song, with charms illustrious, shine
Gods, shaped like men, and men, like gods, divine !
Hail, lofty Beacon, hill of Ficedom, hail !

Thy torch her herald to the distant vale !

What various scenes, from thy commanding height,
The horizon paint—the turning eye delight !

Loud Ocean herey with undulating roar,

Calls daring souls to worlds unknown before ;
While mazing there, like Fancy’s wanton child,
Charles curls along, irregular and wild.

Here, Commerce, decked inall the wings of Time,
Courts the fleet breeze, and ranges every clime ;
There the gay villa lifts its lofty head,

The social mansion, and the humbler shed.

But nobler honours to thy fame belong,

And owe their splendour to Philenia’s song.
Beacon shall live the theme of future lays ;
Philenia bids—obsequious Fame obeys.

Bezcon shall live. enbalmed n verse sublime,

The new Parnassus of a nobler clime.

No more the fount of Helicon shall boast

Its peerless waters, or its suitor-host ;

To thee shall every fabled muse aspire,

And leam new musick from Philenia’s lyre.

No more the flying steed the bard shall bear,
Through the wild regions of poctick air;

On nobtiler gales of verse his wings shall rise,
While Beacon's cagle wafts him through the skies
“T'is hare Philenia’s siuse begins her flight,

A~ Heaven clate, extensive as the light s
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Here, like this bird of Jove, she mounts the wind.
And leaves the clouds of vulgar bards behind.
Her tuneful notes, in tones mellifluous flow,
With charms more various, than the coloured bow.
Here, softly sweet, her liquid measures play,

And mildest zephyrs gently sigh away ;

There, towering numbers stalk, majestick rise,
Like ocean storm, and lighten like the skies,
While here, the gay Canary charms our ears,
There, the lorn Philomel dissolves in tears.
While here, the deep, grave verse slow loiters on,
There, the blythe lines in swift meanders run.
Thus to cach theme responds her echoing lay;
Bold, without rashness; without trifling, gay :
Screnc, yet nervous ; easy, yet sublime ;

With modulation’s unaffected chime;

Soft, without weakness ; without frenzy, warm ;
The varying shade of Nature’s varying form.

Let souls, clated by the pomp of praise,

The arch triumphal, or the busto raise ;

Bid marble, issumg into life, proclaim

Their bubble greawess in the ear of Fame !

Gay trifles, pictured out on Glory’s shore,

Which Time's first rising billow leaves no more !
*Tis thine, Philenia, loveliest muse, to raise

A firmer monument of nobler praisc !

Thou shalt survive, when Time shall whelm the bust,
And lay the pyramids of Fame in dust.

Unsoiled by years, shall thy pathetick verse

Mclt Mcemory's eye upon the Patriot’s hearse ;
And while cach distant age and clime admire
The funcral honours of thy cpick lyre,
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1What Hero’s bosom would not wish to bleed,
That you might sing, and raptured ages read ?
*Till the last page of Nature’s volume blaze,
Shall live the tablet, graven with thy lays !

PHILENIA TO MENANDER.

BLrst Poct! whose Eolian lyre
Can wind the varied notes along,

While the melodious Nine inspire
The graceful clegance of song.

Who now with Homer’s strength can rise,
Then with the polished Ovid move ;
Now swift as rapid Pindar flics,
Then soft as Sappho’s breath of love.

Tu nobler themes attune that strain
Whose miagick might the soul subdue,
Calm the wild frenzies of the brain,
And every fuding hope renew.

Nc'er can my timid Musc aspire,
To wihe the harp’s majestick string ;
Nor with Menander®s ¢ cpick” fire,

The deeds of godlike heroes sing.

My lutes with many a willow bound,
Flings the lomn pathos to the gale ;
While o'er the modulated sound,

The sighs of Sympathy prevail.




PHILENTA TO MENANDER.

*Tis for thy eagle mind to tower
Triumphant on the wing of Fame ;
‘T'o dash the idiot brow of Power,
And waft the Hero's laurelied name ;

To sketch the full immortal scene,
Fach mental and each pictured view ;
Meandering Charles embowered in green,
The warrior’s turf impearled with dew;

The hapless maid whose plighted truth,
And peerless beauties could not save

‘The brave, heroick, victim-youth,
Dishonoured by a felon-grave.

Where the red hunter chased his prey,
The hand of culturing Science reigns ;

Where forests arched the brow of day,
‘The temple lights its glittering vanes.

Such are the themes, thou minstrel blest !
That to thy classick lyre belong,

While Genius fires thy passioned breast
With all the eloquence of song.

Thine be the chief, whose deeds sublime

Shall through the world’s wide mansion beam,
Unsullied by the breath of Time,

Exhaustless as his native stream.

Divine Menander, strike the string ;
With all thy sun-like splendour shinc ;
The deeds of godlike heroes sing,
At:d be the palm of Genius thine !
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MENANDER TO PHILENIA.

Tm: star, that paves the blue serene,
Or sparkles on the brow of even,
Courts from the sun that lucid mien,
Which gems the glittering mine of heaven:

The breeze, that spreads its Cassia wing,
Perfumes the breath of scentless air

From rich bouquets, which jocund Spring
Sclects from Nature’s gay parterre :

Thus too, Philenia, muse supreme,
Whose clear, reflecting pages shine.

Like the translucent, crystal stream,
The mirror of a soul divine :

Thus, from thy lyre, Menander’s car

The song-inspired vibration caught ;
Thus, from thy hand, his temples wear

A wreath, which thou alone hast wrought.

To thee his muse aspired with pride,
And scaled her carol with thy name,
Whose signet gave, what Heaven denied,

A passport at the door of Fame. .

True merit shines with native light,
Ohscurest shades ne'er cloud its blaze ;
For, diamond like, it gilds the night,
And dazzles with unborrowed ny;.




MENANDER TO PHILENIA. 135

Hence, with a zeal of equal flame,
The world has with Philenia vied,

While Admiration winged her fame,
And modest Merit blushed to hide.

But, ah, thy lavish praise forbear!
*Twere madness to believe it due;

For none, but Nature’s fondest care,
Deserves a glance of Fame from you.

To me no charms of verse belong ;
The tints of every classick grace,
Mild Contemplation, nurse of song,
Beamed from thy muse-illumined face.

When thy “lorn pathos” fills the gale,
Wild Fancy learns of Truth to weep,
Romance forgets her tragick tale,
And Werter lulls his griefs to sleep.

Serene, amid the bursting storm,

You check the frenzied passion’s scope,
And, radiant as an angel form,

Smilc on the death-carved urn of Hope.

Thy magick tears leave Slander mute,
They melt the Stoick heart of snow ;
And every willow on thy lute,
Has proved a laurel for thy brow.
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SONNET

TO PRILENIAy ON A S1ANZAy IN HER ADDRESS TO MIRA

The Stanza, which suggested this Sennet, is highly encomaastiek ~m M
Paine. 1t is here given frum the Maswmchusetts Magazine of Feb. 174¢

* Since firt Affliction®s dreary frean

“ Gloomed the bright sunaer of iy duy s,
“ Ne'er has my bankrupt brsoin knowa

¢ \ solace, like his peesless praisc.”

Ty * bosom bankrupt !”—fair Peru divine
Of every mental gem, that e’cr has shone,
In dazzled Fancy's intellectual mine,

Or cver spangled Virtue's radiant zone.

Thy “bosom bunkrupt !”—Nature, sooner far,
Shall rolly exhausted, floweriess springs away ;
Leave the broud eye of neon, witkout a ray,

And strip the path to heaven of every star.

Thy * howom bankrupt I”—Ah, those sorrows cease,
Which twught us, Low to weep, and how admire ;

The tear, that fulls 0 soothe thy wounded peace,
With rapture plistens o'or thy matchless lyre.

[nd wnd Gojeondas in one fire: combined,

Siall sounor hankrupt, than Philenia’s mind.



TO MENANDER.

THE COUNTRY GIRL TO NENANDER.

Yn ! "twas thy numbers, sailing on the breeze,
Floating in rich luxuriance, ‘mongst the trees,
That caught my ear, as heedlessly I strayed,
O’er the soft vcivet of the verdant glade.

"Twas thy own trembling lyre, I knew it well,
That gave the magick spring, the glowing swell ;
That, borne on wings seraphick, glided by,

And filled my soul, with richest meclody.

Oft, have I heard thy rapturous, treasured strains.
When roving careless, *midst the dewy plains ;
Oft, has thy well known lay joyed my rapt soul,
When sunk unnoticed, ’neath the rising knoll;
Whilst catching from afar the golden note,

I've bid my praises, on the zephyrs float.

Amid thick woods, and close embowering shades,
Stupendous rocks, and verdant flowery glades,
I’ve heard thy matchlcss, thy resistless strains,

Whilst lilics spread them o’er the lengthening plains.

To thee unknown, except by kindred fire,

T'hat taught me how to love, and how t’ admire,

I've hailed, have sung—and oft have sought to gain

One sweet responsive chord, to my dull strain.

Lost to all thoughts, or cares, for other’s lays,

Philcnia’s brow alone thou crown’st with bays ;

To her rich mine a monthly tribute send’st,

Nor 1o a younger vot'ry cver lend’st

A single warbling note of love, or praise,

Though sought. though urged. in ev'ry ardent gaze.
1R
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STANZAS

TO THE COUNTRY GIRL.

Biesr nymph unknown ! fair minstrel of the plain :
When lyres of swelling grandeur cease to please,

Shall charm thy simple, naturc-breathing strain,
Where sweetens Beauty’s tone mellifiuous case.

Cocrced by Fate. my Muse had sighed farewell,
A long farewell to all Apollo’s train;

But thou hast charmed her from Retirement’s cell,
And strung her luosened, tuncless chords again.

Thus while palc Morphcus walks his midnight rounds,
Soft Musick’s echoing voice the ear invades ;

And, Orphcus-like, with life renewing sounds,
Recalls the soul from Sleep’s unconscious shades.

Say, in what region, what Arcadian skies ;
What ville Elysian, what Castalian grove;
Where Tempean bowers, and Attick Edens risc,
The school of Genius, and the lap of Love ?

Oh! where, O! tell me, where is thy retreat ?

What myrtles twine their arms to shade thy path ?
What Nuiad's grotto forms thy mid-day scat?

What bank thy couch, what covied stream thy bath ?

Tell me but this, and lo! Mcnander flics,
To hail the fuir, whose picture Faney views ;

T unmask the face, which charms him in disguise,
And clasp the Nymph, as he has kisscd the Muse.



TO MENANDER.

THE COUNTRY GIRL TO MENANDER.

O cense thy too seducive strain,

Nor touch the warbling harp again;

The rapturing tones invade my heart,

And Peacc and Rest will soon depart;

1ove, with his downy, purple wing,

Will to iny breast his roses bring ;

But, ah! bencath their roscate dye,

‘The sharpest thorns of Anguish lie :

Then hush the enchanting, soul-detaining lyre,
And let Indiff'rence quench the kindling firc.

Yet, oh "tis rich, to hcar the trilling sounds;

On the full swell,
With rapture dwell,

As the slow numbers steal along the grounds;
Then as they rise in air,
And on the fragrant zephyrs float,
And wanton there,

1How sweet, to catch the silver note !

But Wisxlom wills the stern decree,

And puts a lasting bar, "twixt love and me.

The streams of joy, that Cupid sips,

And where he laves his gilded plumes,

Must never glisten on the lips,

She says, where sober Wisdom blooms.

Thou call’st me from my native grove,
And bid'st me tell where "tis I rove ;
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It is, the Goddess bids me say,

‘Where Love and thou must never stray :
‘Where Peace and Pleasure constant Lloom,
And Rapturc smiles around the tomb.

But though alone, with mental eye,

This form thou ne’er must view;

In answer to this decp drawn sigh,

Breathe me one last adieu ;

So may full tides of joy around thee flow,
And life’s more fragrant flow'rcts ever blow.

—— hd

SONNET

TO THE COUNTRY GIRL,

H ASTE, Zcphyr, fly, and waft to Anna’s ear
This bosom ccho—"tis my heart’s rcply ;
Say, to her notes 1 listened with a tear,
And caught the swect contagion of a ¢ sigh.”

But, ah ! that “last adicu!” oh! stern request !
Cold, as those tides of vital ice, that roll

Through the chilled channels of the maiden breast,
When prudish Sanctity congeals the soul.

O’cr Fancy’s fairy lawn, no more we roves

No more, in Rhyme’s impervious hood arrayed,
Hold airy converse in the Muse’s grove,

While you a shadow scemed, and T a shade.

For know, Mcnander can thy features trace,
Nor more thy verse admire, than idolize thy face !
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SONNET,
TO ANNA-LOUISA, ON HER ODE TO FANCY.

Sar, child of Pheebus and the cldest Grace,
Whose lyre melodidhs, and enchanting face,
The bicendid title of thy birth proclaim ;
Say, lovcly Naiad of Castalia’s streams,
Why thus thy Muse on Fiction’s pillow dreams,
And fondly woos the rainbow-mantled Dame ?
When stern Misfortune, with her Gorgon frown,
Congeals the fairy face of Bliss to stone,
Hope to the horns of Fancy’s altar flies;
But what gay nun would scek asylum there,
When Beauty, Love and Fortune crown the fair,
And Hymen’s temple greets her raptured eyes?
Then haste, sweet nymph, to bless the ardent youth;
Then, Fancy, “blush to be excelled by Truth.”

STANZAS

TO ANNAy ON HER VISIT TO PRILADELPHIA.

Couz. power cthereal, whose mellifluous aid
Taught Shenstone’s lyre with dulcet swell to move,
Swecet, as the minstrel of the evening shade,
Soft, as the languor in the cye of Love !
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Comc, lend my artless hand thy magick charmn,
To deck the wreath, on Anna’s brow entwined ;
In notes majestick, as her heavenly form;
In verse irradiant, as her brilliant mind.

From the bleak sky of Boston’s sea-girt shore,
The Sun and Anna scck benigner plains;

Where'er he shines, rude Winter storms no more,
Wherc'cr she visits, Spring florescent reigns.

She smiles—and all the Loves their arrows wing ;
She moves—the Goddess by her gait is known ;

She chants—and all inspired, the Muses sing ;
She speaks—"tis peerless Anna's self alone !

All welcome, lovely fair-one. queen of grace,
Thou sigh and hope, by cvery heart expressed;
Add to the sparkling triumphs of thy face,
The humble tribute of Menander’s breast !

The tva'fullowing Picces were written in answer to some ope, whae, it
thr ugnature of Ty o1, had attucked Mr. Paine in language, here dus

guished by iuverted commae,
TO TRUTH.

“Bios not, but steals I If ought with funtive view
From clder bards my muse hath ¢'er purloincd,
She scorns those artless thefis, performed by you,
Who steal the dross, but leave the gold behind.

* With all the charms of lofty nonscnse graced !
Such “nonsense™ surely can't with thine agree;
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On me the robes of Dulness thou hast placed ;
Thank Heaven, I'm not a fool in rags, like thte.

» The discounts few ! Hadst thou, dull cynic, cast
O'er Fame's bright ledgzer a correct survey,

There thou hadst found Philenia’s dues so vast,
That all the Muses can’t the intercst pay.

Should’st thou, to soothe departed Credit’s ghost,
At Taste’s or Honour’s bank present a note,

With Conon’s and Ezekiel’s namcs endorsed,
And were the sum applied for, but a groat ;

No just director, were the signer known,
Would trust so basc an applicant a stiver;

To thy responsorship would clip the loan,
And, cent per cent, curtail it—to a cyprher.

Henceforth, let “ Truth” a liberal spirit learn,
For female genius claims a deathless mead;
Henccforth those low, aspersive insults spur,
Which Truth would blush to write. and Genius weep to read

TO TRUTH.

“"r.x.s. * Truth,” the snails, upon the tuncful mount.
Would twist and lift their sluggish limbs about,

While thy dull fingers duller numbers count,
And drag the limping legs of Rhyme, slow, lingering, ont.
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So, “ Dulness’” owns me for a ¢ favourite son !”
Thank ye, good Sir, that worsc ye don’t abuse us;

This sclf-same strumpet, ere her time was run,
Sworc thee on Chaos, a Auture lusus !

Ah'! is the praise of fools no proof of merit?

Their censure, surely then, an envied “ praisg’ s
And blest be all the stars, that I inherit

So large a portion of your evil graces !

¢ Then dare be honest, and to Knavery own (™
Hadst thou the office of confessor claimed,

Then might I kneel, and all my sins make known,
To one, of whom ¢’cn “ Knavery” is ashamed !

« The greatest fool, that lives !"—\Why heaves that groan
I’'ll wear no wreath, that costs my fricnd a tear;

The cap reccive again, ’tis thine alone ;
For you, like Cxsar, find on carth no peer!

« Ag Scnse, the accountant, sure has cntered sol A
This crror on the clerk of » Fame” must fall ;
I’'m proud, that in her books my name is found ;

With thee she opens no account at all !

& And find the whole amount not half a sous !
As well might ants about the Alps declaim,
And jurret-eriticks preach upon Pery,

A~ » Truth” the lowest coin of Genius name.

* Puilonia’s sergeant 1 Pride adores the thought !
The humblest halberty which Pictia’s queen
From Tusts bright anmoury gives, were cheaply bougla

With il the «paulets of envious Spleen !



70 TRUTH.

Tbonghuﬂmy‘puﬂk"numwm,
I'll not thy more successful dramstick tob ;

Yes ! oft I've heard thee beat the loud tattoo,
And with thy long-roll muster Wapping’s mob !

Thy Gorgon train array, in battle ire ;
Philenia triumphs with unaided Charms ;
Like Rome’s illustrious chief, her magick lyre
Could speak a tuneful Myriad into arms.

By “puffs” Menander “seeks his fame to raise !”

Thy sickly fame were shocked by means so rough;

The mildest breath puts out the Taper’s blaze,
And bubbles vanish at the slightest & puff!”

% My sinking credit !”—Should it dink to wreck,
"Tis joy, to hcar thee own, my credit rose ;
‘Thine, by a fall, can never break its neck,
The tide can never ebb, before it flows !

Thou son of Zoilus, hail ! His pulpit host
Exult in thee, a second leader gained ;

Whose greatest praise the vilest grub might boast ;
‘Whose only glory is a laurel stained !

But I’ll no longer war against a foe,

On whom too condescending Justice snears ;
A foc, 30 lost to every tender glow,

That Adamant a Sensitive appears !

The surly Critick; who with cavy blind,
To shinc the pedant, with the man would part,
In Famc’s ascending scale may raise his mind,
While in the falling balance sinks his heart.
19
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146 ON A BAMBOO FAN.

Poor is the ruffian victor of the field,
Where torturcd feclings melt the female cye,
Where wounded Tenderness, compelled to yield,
Leads the barbarian’s triumph with a sigh.

STANZAS

TO A YOUNG LADY ON A BAMBOO FAN, ACCIDEXTALLY
TORN.

Ens‘r, wanton Toy, "twas thinc to move,
By beauty’s lovely queen caressed ;
‘While, waving, like the wing of love,
Thou fanned’st a flame in cvery breast!
"T'was thine, in her imperial hand,
The cold to warm, the proud subduc ;
The female Franklin’s magic wand,
Olivia’s sceptre, sweet Bamboo !

Whene’er the Nymph displayed thy charms
Thy airy flutters graccful move ;

Each bosom, throbbing soft alarms,
Appeared an aspen leaf of love.

And while, too fondly, thought the maid
To smile unseen, when veiled by you ;

Her treacherous eyes the plot betrayed,
And dazzled through the thin Bamboo.

But oh! ye Loves, whence heaves that sigh,
And whenee those tears, ye Graces, flow ?

Why swells the sorrow-glistening eye?
Why ventilates the breast of woe ?
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“*Tis remt ! Olivia’s fan is rent !
“w,mﬁumpho! Fame, adieu !*
Alas '—But why, this wound lament ?
*Tis glory to your loved Bamboo !

Two rival Zephyrs, knights of air,
Contended for Olivia’s lip;
To dwell, like Epicureans there,
And riot on the nect’rous sip;
To that pure fount, of chaste delight,
These Chesterficlds of sether flew ;
Rushed on the Fan, which checked their sight,
And rudely tore the soft Bamboo.

Ah! could I gain the ear of Jove,
To list propitious to my prayer,
This solc request my wish should prove,
That I thy cnvied form might bear.
Then, from the nymph I'd steal a kiss,
And sigh, in plaintive zephyrs too;
‘While tendcr tales of lovc and bliss,
I’d whisper from the fond Bamboo !
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PRIZE PROLOGUE.

Wirx first, o’cr Athens, Leamning’s dawning ray
Glcamed the dim twilight of the Attick day;

To charm, improve, the hours of state rcpose,

The deathless father of the Drama rose.

No gorgeous pageantry adorned the show ;

The plot was simple, and the sccne was low.
Without the wardrobe of the Graces, drest ;
Without the mimick blush of Art, caressed ;
Heroick Virtue held her throne secure,

For Vice was modest, and Ambition poor.

But soon the Musc, by nobler ardours fired,
To loftiest heights of Scenick verse aspired.
From usecful Life her comick fable rosc,
And Epick passions formed her tale of woes :
The daring Drama heaven itself explored,
And gods descending trod the Grecian board.
‘The scene expanding, through the temple swelled :
Each bosom acted, what each cye beheld :
Warm to the heart, the chimick Fiction stolc,
And purged, by moral Alchymy, the soul.

Hence Artists graced, and Heroes nerved the age.
The sons or pupils of a patriot stage.
Hence, in this forum of the virtues fired,
This living school of Eloquence imspired :

2
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With bolder crest, the dauntlcss warrior strode ;
With nobler tonguc, the ardent statesman glowed ;
The void of Life instinctive morals filled,

And Fame herself with chaste Ambition thrilled ;
Imperial Grief gave social Pity birth,

And frightened Folly feared instructive Mirth.

Thus Athens reigned Minerva of the globe ;
First, in the hemlct—fairest in the robe;
In arms she triumphed, as in letters shone,
Of Taste the palace, and of War the throne.

But, lo! where, rising in majestick flight,
The Roman eagle sails the expanse of light !
His wings, likc Heaven’s vast canopy, anfurled,
Stretch their broad plumage o’er the subject world.
Behold ! he soars, where climbing Phaebus rolls,
And, perching on his car, o’crlooks the poles !
Far, as the chariot winds its radiant way,
His empire follows on the cbb of day ;
And Rome and Light revolve with rival fires,
And Cesar governs, when the Sun retires.

Bland nurse of Genius ! mother queen of Grace !
Lu! Cccrops’ throne is Ruin's charnel place !
Long ages past, with beating wing, have swept
Thy crumbling tomb, and as they smote, have wept ;
Now, Time's grey eve, serene with lingering day,
Sheds o'er thy wreoks his sad sepulchral ray ¢
Departed Athens ! round thy sullen shores,
Choaked with thy guds, thy vexed Pyrzus roars,

[ .
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Once proud to glitter where thy columns stood,

That Heaven might sce thy temples in his flood.

From their cold altars all thy pricsts have flown,

And hermit Silence worships there alonc !

O’cr thy drear mound no dirge thy muses swell ;

Mute is the breath, that filled their votive shell.
Pierced at their shrines, the sacred sisters fled,

V'eiled their stained breasts, and pitied while they bled ;
Then, grouped in air, they showed the wounds they bore,
And dropped their broken lyresy to sound no more.
The Chissel’s life still loves the realm it graced,

And weeps in marble o’er thy sculptured waste ;

O’cr broken cenotaphs and mouldering fanes,

Sits black Despair, while pagan Wonder reigns ;
Where frowned thy Sages, from their niches thrown,
The prophet raven fills the vacant stone ;

With Arab scars the Parian hero bleeds,

And Beauty’s statue sleeps in groves of weeds ;
Mincrva’s temple vainly greets the stars,

And pirates shelter on the rock of Mars,

Where lightens now, the Drama’s vivid cye,
Whose glance reformed, where’er its beams could fly :
Who, when Desire was fond, and Art was young,

S rudely sported, and so simply sung 2

Yct, when thy realm was wild, and dark with fate,
Could charm the tumult, and allay the state ?
Could gently touch the film, that made thee blind.
And pour new day o’cr thine infatuate mind ?

Where, now, thy lofty Muse, thou bard divine !

Whe bade a nation’s wealth adorn her shrine !
°
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Who, graced their passions, and their pride to move,
A people’s homage, and a senate’s love,

With gorgzeous drapery, and imperial air,

Awcd mobs to think, and “ wonder why they were ;™
Who with her pencil moved the state-machine,

And swaycd a faction, as she turned a scene ;

With Art’s last glories bade her temple flame,

Al e to Virtue, all she won from Fame ;

Who o’cr a realm her vast proscenium threw,

And saw all Athens in one splendid view ;

With Attick gerius moral truth impressed,

And taught a nation, while she charmed a guest !

In vain Ilyssus Aowed, or Locris bled,
The vital virtue of my heart had fled !
What thouwsh to victory patriot Valour wades ;
Or musing Scicnoe conseerates thy shades;
While thankless Praise on dangerous Glory frowns,
Aud Envy bunishes, whom Fortune crowns ;
While the blest seery, who taugght all, Nature knew,

Recdives a chaliee for tiic heaven he drew.

In vain thy Fpick heroes wake with rage,

And ~tiik lihe spoctres o'cr thy trembling stage !
Ruled by «aprice, with varying passion raised,
As thaterich Raterod or as triumph blazed §
Beanel Yy 1o law, a trope coulil not repeal,

Just v un mierit, Laection could not feel;

A vtowd of schonts, and a scholastick crowd,
Lrzhe e ch foreisick, impotent, though loud ,
Wilid By shatraction, and by fiction vain,

Crude by refincnent, and by sense insane ;
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With quick conceits thy fickle fancy burned,
With learning fooled thee, 'till thy folly learned ;
With clamoruus Wisdom waged its patriot feud,
*Till words alone defended publick good.
Disgusted Pallas her allegiance broke,

Ilium revived, and bade thee pass the yoke.

Dear wild of Genius ! o’cr thy mouldering scene,
While Taste cxplores, where Time’s rude step has been,
Thy marble fragments, and thy desert mart,

Frown Fate to Faction, and Despair to Art;
Alike they mark thy frenzy and thy fame,
Record thy glory, and confess thy shame !

Bare and defenceless to the blast of war,
The grates of Greece received the victor's car;
Chained to his wheels, was captive Faction led,
And Taste transplanted bloomed at Tyber’s head.
O'cr the rude minds of Empire’s hardy race,
The opening pupil beamed of letiered grace.
With charms so sweet, the houscless Drama smiled,
That Rome adopted Athens orphan child :
With bounty cloathed her, and with kindness cheered,
Her fancy copied, and her satire feared ;
Viee, fashion, folly—to her power resigned,
And bowed an empire to the Muse’s mind.
Wealth, honour, fame her Cesar’s hand bestowed,
Wit, virtue, grace repaid the debt, she owed ;
Life breathed in fable, eloquence in mien,
And manners taught how morals should be secn.
From Beauty’s touch no mail could guard the heart,
Rome conquered science and was ruled by art.
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Transplanted Athens’ in her stage revived,

Her patriots mouldered, but her pocets lived.

Fledged by her hand, the Mantuan swan aspired ;
Glanced by her eye, e’en Pompey’s scif retired ;

And raptured Tully half his graces caught,

While Roscius bodied all the forms of thought.

Sheathed was the sword, by which a world had bled ;
And Janus blushing to his temple fled :

The Globe’s proud butcher grew humancly brave ;

Earth staunched her wounds, und Ocean hushed his wave.

Augustan Rome, with sad, prophetick eye.
Bceheld her empire circle round the sky ;
And saw along the ever rolling view,

Her shadow tremble, as her pennons flew.
Around her throne Pretorian cohorts stood,
Yet Fiction governed what her arms subdecd.
O’cr vassal man she dared not reign alone,
And called the Drama to support her throne
And shook her sceptrey and her legions led,
When spoke the Larva, or the Arena bled.

At length, though hugre of limb, by power oppressed,
Groaning with Slavery’s mountain on their breast,
Her giant nations struggled frum disgrace,
And Rome, like Eitng, tottered to her base.

Thus sct the sun of intellectual light,
And. wrapped in clouds, lowered on the Gothick night
Dark gloomed the storm—the rushing torrent poured.
And wide the deep Cimmerian deluge roared ;
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E’en Leaming’s loftiest hills were covered o’er,

And seas of dulness rolled, without a shore.

Yet, ere the surge Parnassus’ top o’crflowed,

The banished Muses fled their blest abode.

Frail was their ark, the heaven topped seas to brave,
The wind their compass, and their helm the wave ;
No port to cheer them, and no star to guide,

From clime to clime they roved the billowy tide ;
At length, by storms and tempests wafted o’er,
They found an Ararat on Albion’s shore.

Yet sterile proved the cold, reluctant Age,
And scarcely scemed to vegetate the stage ;
Nature, in dotage, sccond childhood mourned,
Outlived her wisdom, and to straw returned.
But, hark ! her mighty rival sweeps the strings ;
Sweet Avon, flow not \—"tis thy Shakespeare sings !
With Blanchard’s wing, in Fancy’s heaven he soars ;
With Herschel’s eye, another world cxplores !
Taught by the tones of his melodious song,
The scenick Muses tuned their barbarous tongue,
With subtlc powers the crudest soul refined, ™
And warmed the Zembla of the dormant mind. .
The World’s new queen, Augusta, owned their charms,
And clasped the Grecian nymphs in British arms.

Then triumphed Nature with imperial Art,
The Drama’s province was the human heart.
No tint of verse can paint the extatick view,
When Garrick sighed the Musc his last adicu !
Description but a shadow’s shade appears,
When Siddons’ looks a nation into tears !
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But, ah! while thus unrivalled reigns the Muse,
Her soul o’crflows and Gricf her face bedews ;
Sworn at the altar, proud Oppression’s foe,

She weeps, indignant for her Britain’s woe.

Long has she cast a fondly wishful eye,

On the pure climate of the Western sky ;

And now, while Europe bleeds at every vein,

And pinioned forests shake the crimsoned main ;
Whilc sca-walled Britain mid the tempest stands,
And hurls her thunders from a thousand hands ;
Lured by a clime, where, hostile arms afar,

Pcace rolls luxurious in her dove drawn car;
Where Freedom first awoke the human mind,

And broke the enchantmient, which enslaved mankind ;
Behold ! Apollo secks this liberal plain,

And brings the Thespian Goddess in his train.

O, happy realm ! to whom are richly given

The noblest bounties of indulgent Heaven ;

For whom huas Farth her wealthiest mine bestowed,
And Commerce bridged old Ocean's broadest flood ;
To you a stranger guest, the Drama, flies ;

An angel wap@ers in a piligrim’s guise !

To charm the funcy and to feast the heart,

She spreads the banquit of the Scenick art.

By you supported, shall her infant stage

Pourtray, adormn, and regulate the age.

When rages Paction with intemperate sway,

And grey-haired Vices shame the face of day ;
Drawn from their covert to the indignant pit,

Be such the gaine o stock the park of Wit ;

That park, where Genius all his shafts may draw,
Nor dread the terrors of a forest law.
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But not to scenes of pravity confined,

Her polished life an ample ficld shall find ;
Reflected here, its fair perspective, vicw,
The stage, the Camera—the landscape, you.

Ye circling fair, whose clustering beauties shine
A radiant galaxy of charms divine ;
Whosc gentle hearts those tender scenes approve,
Where pity begs, or knecls adoring love ;
Yc¢ sons of sentiment, whose bosom fire
The song of pathos, and the epick lyre ;
Whose glowing souls with tragick grandeur rise,
When bleeds a hero, or a nation dies ;
And yc, who, throned on high, a Synod sit,
And rule the turbid atmosphere of wit ;
Whose clouds dart light’ning on our comick wires,
And burst in thunder, as the flash expires.
If here, those cyes, whose tears with ’rlcss sway,
Have wept the vices of an Age away ;
If here, those lips, whose smiles with magick art,
Hove laughed the foibles from the cheated heart;
On Mirth’s gay cheek, can one bright dil;l[)l ;
In Sorrow’s breast, onc passioned sigh excite §
With nubler streams, the Buskin's grief shall fall;
With pangs sublimer, throb this breathing wall ; .
Thalia too, more blythe, shall trip the stage,
Of Care the wrinkles smooth, and thaw the veins of Age.

And now, Thou Dome, by Freedom’s patrons reared,
With Beauty blazoned, and by Taste revered ;
Apollo consccrates thy walls profane,—
Hence be thou sacred to the Muses reign!
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In Thec, three ages in onc shall conspirc ;

A Sophocles shall sweep his lofty lyre ;

A Terence rise, in chariest charms serene ;

A Sheridan display the polished scene ;

The first, with epick Grief shall swell the stage,
And give to virtue fiction’s noblest rage ;

The second, laws to Beauty shall impart,

And copy nature by the rules of art;

The last, great master, cnds invention’s strife,
And gilds the mirror, which he holds to life !
Thy classick lares shall cxalt our times,

‘With distant ages and remotcest climes ;

And Athens, Rome, Augusta, blush to see,
Their virtue, beauty, grace, all shine—combined in thes.
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Scance had the cedar cleft the virgin wave,
That erst to Tyre its chaste embraces gave ;
Scarce had the bold Pheenician, forced to roam
By barren nature and a desert home ;

His vales of rock exchanged for Ocean’s ficld,
And left the plough’s, the trident’s beam to wicld ;
When Cadmus, cldest heir of classick fame,
First gave cach element of thought a

Of oral tongue the varying sounds he caught,
For cvery tone a varying emblem wrought;
From signs a word; from words a period Sows ;
A page succeeds, and next a volume

Thus, on the surface of the polished rind,

He sketched the features of the viewless mind ;
At length aspired to rhetorick’s colouring grace,
And pictured thought, as artists shade the face.

Now to Achaia’s rude, unlettered shore,
His glorious art the bold discoverer bore.
In that calm scat of innocence and easc,
Where Nature strove to bless, and Life to please :

«
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No ruffling passion shook the placid breast,

For Anger’s fluid surface was at rest.

With rising sun, the swain his course renewed,
His flock conducted, or his Daphne wooed ;

And when his vows she heand in dale or grove,
Her smile was fricndship ; but her blash was love.
No jealous fear, as roving ann in arm,

Her brow cou'd wrinkle, or her heart alarm;

As chiaste, as Eve, when she, in virtue pure,
Without a fig-lcaf thought her charms secare.

Soon, for the sceptre, was the cruok resigned,

And arts and arms employed the active mind.

From Attick climes, the Cadmean tablet spread,

And Roman cyes the page of Athens read.

By Genius sunned, by fund Ambition nursed,

Forth from its germ the Aower of Scicnce burst.
ruse the temples now the clarion rung ;
forum thundered, and the Muses suny; :
flew the shutie ; now the guarry broke ;

There breathed the canvass ; here the marble spoke

L]
L d

Be such the lay to sons of cller time,
Whaae preen tombs flourish in immaortal prime.
My no rude Saracen’s unhallowed tread
Profane the ashes of the classick dead !
But kot the pedant, whelmied in leared dust,
W ho values Sezcine iy tor ats 1ust,
Nomere prosume with bigot zcal to rase,
O'er moedcrn waor b the palm of ancient days.
No more lot Athens to the world prociaim,
He: clasae \ phalanx holds thie ficld of fame ;



THE INVENTION OF LETTERS. 163

No more let delving Tyre’s mechanic host

The birth of letters, as of commerce, boast ;

And thou, proud Tyber! vaunt those waves no more,
Which once a Cesar bathed, a Virgil bore !

The barbarous Rhine now blends its classick name,
With Rome’s, Pheenicia’s, and Achaia’s fame ;
Scc, midst her waves, their fragrance to restore,
He dips the laurels, which your heroes wore ;
Green with new life, and chastened of their dust,
Restores cach chaplet to its votive bust.

Sovcreign of Art, Invention’s noblest son,

He claims the bays, which every art has wen; -
Of fame unenvious, living worth rewards,

Aud loves the genius, which his page records.

Egyptian shrubs, in hands of cook or priest,
A king could mummy, or enrich a fecast ;
Faustus, great shade ! a nobler leaf imparts,
Embalms all ages, and prescrves all arts.

9

The ancient scribe, employed by bards divine,
With faultering finger traced the lingering fhe.
So few the scrivencr’s dull profession chose,
With tedious toil cach tardy transcript rose ;
And scarce the Iliad, penned from oral rhyme,
Grew with the bark, that bore its page sublime.

But when the Press, with fertile womb, supplies
The uscful sheet, on thousand wings it flics ;
Bound to no clitaate, to no age confined,

The pinioned volume spreads to all mankind:
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No sacred power the Cadmean art could claim,
O’¢cr time to triumph, and defy the flame :
In one sad day a Goth could ravage more,
Than ages wrotc, or ages could restore.

« The Roman hemlet, or the Grecian lyre,

A rcalm might conquer, or a rcalm inspire ;

Then sink, oblivious, in the mouldcring dust,

With thosc who blest them, and with those who curse.
What guide had then the lettered pilgrim led,

Where Plato moralized ; where Cesar bled ?

What page had told, in lasting record wrought,

The world who butchered, or the world who taught *

Thine was the mighty power, immortal sage !
To burst the cearments of each buried age.
Through the drear sepulchre of sunless Time,
Rich with the trophied wrecks of many a clime,
Thy daring j;enius broke the pathless way,

And brought the glorious relicks forth to day

To thee the historian's pen, indebted, owes
The map of ages, which his page bestows :
From thee ¢’en Fame inhales the air, she breathes,

And crowns thy brows with tributary wreathes!

The Pruss, that engine, formed to rouse mankind,
To expand the heant, and civilize the mind,
In feats, jihe these, cach statesman has nundone,

From Nimrod's house of peers, to Chatham's peerless son:
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By Frecdom guarded, and by Virtue graced,
It weeds the morals, while it pruncs the taste.
But when, in thraldom of oppressive chains,
The curb of power the liberal press restrains,
Vice, who has charms, Circassia never knew,
In voice a Circe, and 1n poison too,
With luring dimplcs, and with wanton smilcs,
The eye enamours, and the heart beguilet,
In publick vcins her foul infections rull,
Seducc the nation, and corrupt its soul.

Had Vulcan’s web, which once, in realm of Jove,
Trapped in crim. con. the tripping queen of love,
Of late at Gaul’s lascivious court been apread,

Erc fettered Type from dread Bastile was led ;
The magick scine, such shoals its wires had caught,
Likc Peter’s net, had broken with the draught !

The mystick Fossil, whose attracted soul,
With fund affection, secks its kindred pole,
To bless the globe, had ne’er explored the wave,
But. Cortes-like, discovered to enslave.
11ad letters ne'er the bold ambition crowned,
And Printing polished what the magnet lound ;
In vain had Gama traced the orient way,
And Lurope stretched her wings *mid Indian day ;
In vain Columbus, spurning Neptunc’s roar,
Gave carth a balance, and the sca a shore,
"Till truth-winged Science, bursting Lrror's night,
Shed her religion, where she beamed her light.

167
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But most that triumph of the press we prize,
Which bade the slumbering rights of Nature risc ;
Stripped of his mask, the despot’s face displayed,
And showed the world the monstcr, they obeyed.

Not Tell’s fleet arrow sped with surer art ;
Not Cordé's dagger deeper cleft the heart ;
Not tower-armed elephant, nor bursting mine,
The battering aries, nor the blazing line,
With deadlicr prowess spread their fatal rage,
Than Type, indignant for an injured age.
When patriots, leagued a nation to redress,
At tyrants point the artillery of the press,
Loud, o'cr the gorgeous canopy of state,

It falls, like Eric; and it strikes, like Fate ;
Wide as La Plata, as the Andes high,

Its thunders echo, and its lightnings fly ;

To heaven appealed, ascends the dread decree ;
The tyrant falls—America is free !

Long may our nation guard the rights, she boasts;
Green be the tombs where sleep her patriot hosts.
May war-worn Scipio reap the field, he gained,

Nor sec his laurcls stripped, his honour stained !
Ne'er may a warrior’s urn reproach the brave,  °
Ungrateful Rome, thou can’st not rob my grave !

By smiling Pcace, and fruitful vallies blest,
By freemen loved, by distant climes caressed,
Columbia rules a brave and generous land,
And scatters blessings, where her laws command.



THE INVENTION OF LETTERS. 169

What though no wave Pactolian laves her shore, -
Nor gleam her caverns with Peruvian ore ;

Rich is the soil, through which her rivers run,
And all her diamonds ripen in the sun.

Let torrid climes in sterile caves infold
Tbeirglelmingw of luxuriant gold; *
Let India boast the philosophick churl,

‘Who starves an oyster, to create a pearl.

Taxx happier wealth, Columbia, Fate has given,
Nor gleans from famine what descends from heaven.
Thy native mines nor rod nor art require,

To dig by magick, nor to purge by fire ;

And chymick skill, thy glittering veins to trace,
Recsigns thy bosom, to survey thy face.

Beneath the shade, which Freedom’s oak displays,
Their votive shrine Apollo’s offspring raise.
With youthful Fancy, or with matron Taste, | 3
They cull the meadow, or explore the waste ; N
Each tract, they culture, verdant life perfumes ; -
With Judgment ripens, or with Genius bidoms.

» L

In strength of scene, delights a Ramsay’s ptge';
With classick gruth, a Belknap charms the age;
In cloudless i]lendonr, modest Minot shines ;
And Bunker flames, in Allen’s® gloving lines..
By sister arts and kindred powers allied,
The Trumbulls rise, the lyre’s and pencil’s pride ;
And every muse has carved Philenia’s name,
On cvery laurcl in the grove of Fame.

® Mr. Jares Allen, of Borton: author of a colcbrated mantssript posss,
entitled, “ The Battle of Bynke:’s MHin."

a9
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From Harvard’s fount, by native springs supplied,
Presiding Science rolls her copious tide.
Blest scat of letters, to thy sacred walls
This festive day my fond remembrance calls?
In Lifi’s broad road, whate’er my path may be,
Full oft shall Me¢mory tum to gaze on thee;
Still, like some faithful ghost, delight to dwell,
And hover o'cr the spot, she loved so well !

A lurking moth in every art we find,
That bravces the weakness of the human mind.
Born in the pore, it burrows through the hean,
And Kills the oak, whose leaf it could not start.

In yon drear garret, Faction’s dark recess,
Her nightly demons load the groaning press.
With cobwels hung, she rubs her sleepless eyes,
While Norflk spiders weuve her half-spun lies.
Her motley brood by law, nor gospel tied,
\Whoi Lonour cannot bind, nor reason guide,
The drogrs of nature and of vice compose ;

For Envy these creates, and Folly those.

In it ks (xXLin, or buzzing on the wing,

Like ¢pes. they mimick, or, like insects, sting !
And =il wnother useless proof supply—

The sun the: warms a menkey, breeds a fly !

For [lacs or power widie demagougues contend,

Whinde < in their vertoxe sinhs cach humbler friend.
e Crtopaa it Pl 0l i Padtion's cause,

Fooorti covaaon a4 coud the laws !
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Sec Frisseur scent his dust, his razor sct,

To shave the treaty, or to puff Genet !

In doubtful mood, sce Mulciber debate,

To mend a horsc-shoe, or to weld the state !

The whip’s bold knight, in barn, his truck has laid,
To spout in favour of the carrying trade !

While Staytape runs, from hissing goose, too hot,
To measure Congress for another coat ;

And still, by rule of shop, intent on pelf,

Eyes the spare cloth, to cabbage for himself !

Enway, that fiend, who haunts the great and good,
Not Cato shunned, nor Hercules subdued.
On Fame's wide field, where’er a covert lics,
The rustling serpent to the thicket flies;
The foe of Glory, Merit is her prey;
The dunce she leaves, to plod his drowsy way.
Of birth amphibious, and of Protecan skill,
This green-cyed monster changes shape at will ;
Like snakes of smaller breed, she sheds her skin;
Strips off the serpent, and turns—Jacobin.

Each hero’s seat her lawless steps invade,
From George's banks, to Vernon’s laurel shade.
L'cn to thy brow, immortal Freedom®s Sire !
Her pajzan bands, in sacrilege, aspire !
Can’st thou, great Chicf, her thankless sons forgive,
Who owe to thee the soil, on which they live?
These senseless reptiles, who, with Stander’s bane,
The bright medallion of thy life would staiu,
Yiuld to the glories of thy doathless name,

The noblest tribute ever paid by fame.
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The beams of Phacbus shower their brightest blaze,
When Heaven is shadowed by the clouds they raise :
And the proud pyramids. that propped the sky,
Whose spires were scarcely kenned by mortal eye ;
Whose height the loftiest strides of Art surpassed,
Were measured only by the shade they cast.

Oh, WasHixgTox ! thou hero, patriot, sage !
Friend of all climates ; pride of every age !
Were thine the laurels, every soil could raise,
The mighty harvest were penurious praise.
Well may our realims thy Fabian wisdom boast ;

Thy prudence saved, what bravery had lost.

Yet ¢’er hadst thou, by Heaven's severer fates,

Like Sparta’s hero at the Grecian straits,

Been doomed to meet, in arms, a world of foes,
Whom skill could not defeat, nor walls oppose ;
Then had thy breast, by danger ne’er subdued,

‘The mighty buckler of thy country stood ;

Proud of its wounds, cach picreing spear would bless,
Which Ieft Columbia’s foes one javelin less;

Nor felt one pang, but, in the glorious deed,

Thy little band of herocs, too, must bleed

ANor throbbed one fear, buts that some poisoned dart
Thy breast might pass, and reach thy country’s heart!

By Heaven orduined, ne’er in the sea of Fame
Shall sit the disk of thy resplendent name ;
Buy, like yon Ardtick star, foreser rolly

In ceuseless orbits round the glowing pole.

A .
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Could Ffustus live, by gloomy Grave resigned ;
With |;o\ver extensive, as sublime his mind,
Thy glorious life a volume should compose,
As Alps immortal, spoticss as its snows.
The stars should be its types—its press the age ;
The' earth its binding—and the sky its page.
In language sct, not Babel could o’erturn;
On leaves impressed, which Omar could not burn ;
The sacred work in Heaven’s high dome should stand,
Shinc with its suns, and with its arch expand ;
"Till Nature’s-self the Vandal torch should raise,
And the vast alcove of Creation blaze !
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RULING PASSION.

Rixor we through Nature’s social walks, to scan
That little world, that greater wonder, man.

The Sage’s study, which but few improve ;
Rcligion’s mystery, which none remove ;

Reason’s proud toy ; in his machine unite

Powcrs, dense as earth; conceptions, rare as light ;
Its whecls more complex, than the central sphere,
‘Which guides a comet, while it moulds a tear;

Its springs more subtle, than the secret soul,
Which bids a world cohcre, an atom roll.

Less by himself, than others, understood ;
More led by scnsc, yct more with mind endued ;
His nature oftener sets our world at odds,

Than Jove, in Ovid’s “Green-Room” of the gods.

Since, then, the wisest are as dull, as we,
In onc grave maxim let us all agree;
Naturc ne’er meant her secrets should be found,
And man’s a riddic, which man can’t expound !
23
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Then let us shun the rapt seer’s lofticr flight,
For paths more pervious to our ken of sight ;
Vain were our pride, like lcarus of yore,

In realms of fire, on wings of wax, to soar ;
Ours be the Muse, who humbler tracts essays ;
Descends from theory, and life portrays.

On what man t, the schools may disagree,
We only know him, as he scema g0 be.

In beings, formed their own pursuits to guide,
No wonder moves ity and excites no pride,
When bards, less curious than Lavater, find
Some >pring of action ruling cvery mind.

Like Egypt’s gods, man’s various passions sway ;
Some prowl the carth, and some ascend the day:
This charms the fancy, that the palate feasts ;

A motley Pantheon of birds and beasts !

Were the wild brood, who dwell in glade and brake.
Some kindred character of man to take
In the base jackall's, or gay leopand®s micn,
The servile pimp, or gay coquctte, were scen ;
The patient camel, lony inured to dine
But unee a fortnight, would a poct shine ;
The stay, a cit, with antlered brows content ,
The take, a pointer, always on the soent;
The snake, a statesman ; and the wit, a gnat,
The ass, an alderman; the saold, a cat;
The wife,a ring-dove, on the myrtle’s top

The wolfo a lawver, the baboon, o fop !
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Life is a print-shop, where the eye may trace
A different outline, marked in every face;
From chiefs, who laurels reap in fields of blood,
Down to the hind, who tills those ficlds for food ;
From the lom nymph, in cloistered abbey pent,
Whose friars tcach to love, and to repent,

To the young captive in the Haram’s bower,
Blest for a night, and empress of an hour;
From ink’s rctailers, perched in garret high,
Cobwcbbed around with many a mouldy lie ;
Down to the pauper’s brat, who, luckless wight !
Decep in thegeellar first received the light ;

All all impelled, as various passions move,

To write, to starve, to conquer, or to love !

All join to shift Life’s versicoloured scenes,
Pricsts, poets, fiddlers, courtcsans and quecns ;
And be it pride, or dress, or wealth, or fame,
The acting principle is ne’er the same.

Each takes a different rout, o’er hill, or vale,
The tangled forest, or the greensward dale.

But they, who chiefly crowd the ficld, are those,
Who live by fashion—constables and beaus.
The first, I ween, are men of high report,

The law’s staff-officers, and known at court.
The last, sweet elves, whose rival graces vie,
To wicld the snufi-box, or ¢nact a sigh:

I'o Fashion’s gossamer their lives devotc,

The fricze, the canc, the cravat and the coat.

In taste unpolished, yet in ton precise,

They sleep at theatres, and wake at dice ;
While, like the pilgrim's scrip, or soldier’s pack,
I'hey carry all their fortune on their back.
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From fops, we turn to pedants, deep and dull ;
Grave, without sense ; “o’crflowing, yet not full.”
Sce, the lank book-worm, piled with lumbering lore,
Wrinkled in Latin, and in Greek fourscore,

With toil incessant, thumbs the ancient page,
Now blots a hero, now turns down a sage !

O’er Leaming’s ficld, with leaden eye he strays,
Mid busts of fame, and monuments of praise.
With Gothick foot, he treads on flowers of taste,
Yet stoops to pick the pebbles from the waste.
Profound in trifles, he can tell. how short

Were Esop’s legs, how large was Tully’s wart 3
And, scaled by Gunter, marks, with joy absurd,
The cut of Homer's cloak, and Euclid’s beard !

Thus through the weary watch of slcepless night,
This learncd ploughman plods in pitcous plight ;
*Till the dim taper takes French leave to doze,
And the fat folio tumbles on his toes.

Born in the feas of Dulness, dank and mute,
Where lynx might sleep, and half-starved owlet hoot ;
With head of adamait, and nerves of steel ;
Without or pulse to throb, or soul to fecl;

Not Warren's glory could one bliss supply,

Nor Treack®s captivity excite a sigh.

Should Beauty’s gueen, in all her charms disclosed,
As when to Paris’ wondering eyes exposed,

She loosed her cestus, and unyoked her doves,

Azd cood unveiled "mid Ida's conscious groves,
Aempt, with losviie s attitude of Art,

To warm the polar current of his heart;
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Vain were the toil, as Alexander’s plan,
‘To carve mount Athos to the form of man !

chthdwg&up.nlove-lmuﬂwcu\ee,
‘Whose heart was virtue, and whose form is grace.
In Life’s gay prime, when passion, pure as truth,
Bids the blood frolick through the veins of youth ;
The plighted vow her easy ear received,
The profiered faith her glowing heart believed.
Artless herself, she thought the world s0 too,
Nor fcared these vices, which she never knew.
1ll-fated girl, thy erring steps declare,
Truth should suspect, and Innocence beware !

Ere, ripe for bliss, con:
Ere retrospection chill the yS@i] -
The airy web of Fancy’s dreams to pRIve
Unbind the bandcau from the brow of Love !

Sad be the bour, in Memory’s page forlorn ;
The cypress shade it, and the willow mourn ;
When the fond maid, subdued in Reason’s trance,
Child of Desivey and pupil of Romance,
Bencath the pensile palm, or aloed grove,
Like Clcopatra, yiclds the world for love.
Poor is the trophy of seductive Art,

Which, but to triumph, subjugates the heart ;
Or, Taruin-like, with more licentious flame,
Staine manly truth to plunder female fame.
Life’s deepest penace never can atonc,

For Hope deluded, or for Virtuc flown.

181
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Yet such there are, whosc smooth, perfidious smile
Might cheat the tempting crocodile in guile.
Thorns be their pillow ; agony their sleep;

Nor ¢'en the mercy given, to ¢ wake and weep !”
May screaming night-ficnds, hot in recreant gore,
Rive their strained fibres to their heart’s rank core,
Till startled Conscicnee heap, in wild dismay,

Convulsive curses on the source of day !

But, sce, what form, so sprigged, behooped, and sleck,
With modern head-dress on a block antique,
Trips through the croud, and, ogling all who pass,
Stares most demurely, through an Op'ra glass !
Sunk in the wane, she courts the gay parade ;
A belle of Plato’s age, a sweet old maid.
While lived her beauty, (for *tis now a ghost !)
The fair one’s envy, and the fopling’s toast ;
What slaughtered heurts by her fierce eye-beams fell,
Let Fiction's brokers, bards and tombstoncs, tell
Fled are the clarms, which graced that ivory brow ;
Where suailed a dimple, gapes a wrinkle now :
And ¢’en that pouting lip, where whilom grew
The mellow peuch-down, and the ruby’s hue,
No more can trance the car with sweeter sounds.

Than fairics warble on enchanted grounds !

Now. hapless nymph. she wakes from dreams of bliss,
The kned adoring, and the stolen Kiss ;
And for the Persian worship of the eye,
Meets the arch simper of the mimick sizh.
Still she resolves her empire to regain,

And rifles Fashion, tortures A, to reign
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Oft at the ball, she flaunts, in flowers so gay,

She scems December in the robes of May ;

And oft, more coy, coquettes behind her fan

That odious monster—dcar, sweet creature, man !

At length, grown ugly, past the aid of gold;
And, spitc of essences and rouge, grown old ;
Each softer passion yields to Pride’s controul,
And sour Misanthropy usurps her soul.

Now, first on man, the spleeny gossip rails,
Arraigns his justice, and his taste assails ;

Till, as her tea’s exhausted fragrance flies,

Her wit evaporates, her scandal dies.

Yet still invidious of the art to bless,

She blasts the joys, she lingers to possess ;

And, whilec on Hymen’s bridal rites she sneers.

Her pillow trickles with repentant tears.

While thus, to all her sex’s pleasu