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E R R A T A. 

Sonnet 17, page 18, line 3, for thy name, read htr name. 

Sonnet -29, page 30, line n, for with chearful (mile, read with tearful (mile. 

,In the Note on Sonnet 13, page 41, for Pommi ove'l fol, ouidt i fiori e l'erba, read 

,uide i fiori e l'erba, 
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T 0 

WILLIAM HAYLEY, Es(l . 

.. SIR, 

w HILE I afk. your proteaion for thefc

Effays, I cannot deny having myfelf 

.fome efteem for them. . Yet, permit me. to fay,

that did I not truft to your candour and fen­

fibility, and hope they will plead for the errors . 

b your 



ii D E D I C A T I O N. 

your judgment muft difcover, I iliould never 

have availed myfelf of the liberty I have ob­

tained-that of dedicating thefe fimple effufions 

to the greateft moderri Mafter of that charming 
talen·t, in which I can never be more than a 

diftant copyift. 

I am, 

SIR, 

Your moft obedient 

and obliged fervant, 

CHARLOTTE SMITH. 



p R E F A C E 

TO THE FIRST EDITIONS. 

THE little Poems which are here called Sonnets, have I 
!Jelieve no very jufl claim to that title: /Jut they con/ '.ft of 

fourteen lines, and appear to me no improper vehicle for a 
/ingle Jentiment. I am told, and I read it as the opinion of 
very good judges, that the legitimate Sonnet is ill calculated for 
our language. The fpecimen Mr. Haylf:J has given, though 
they form a /lrong e�ception, prove no more, than that the 
diffeulties of the attempt vanifh /Jefore tmcommon powers. 

Some 



JV P R E F A C E. 

Some 'Very melancho!, moments have · !Jeen !Jeguiled, !Jy 
e,eprej/ing in ve,fa the f enfations thofe moments brought. Some 
of my friends, with partial indifcretion, have multiplied 
the copies they procured of je'Ueral of theft attempts, till the.7

_found their way into the prints of the day in a mutilated 

.Jlate; which concurring with other circum.Jlances, determined 

me to put them into their pref ent form. I can hope far reader, 
onl_y among t� f C'W, who to fanft/;ility of heart, join Jimplicit., 
of tajle. 



p R E F A C E 

TO THE TH IR D E DI TIO N. 

THE reception given by the Public, as well as my par-
ticular Friend�, to the two .fir/J Editions of thefe f mall 

Poems, has induced me to add to the prefent fach other 
·Sonnets as I have written Jince, or have recovered from my
acquaintance, to whom I had given them without thinking
well enough of them at the time to preferve any copies myfelj.
A few of thofe laf} written, I have attempted on the Italian
model; with what faccefi I /mow not, but I am perfuaded
that to the generality of readers thofe which are lefs regular
will be more pleafing. 

C As 



Vl P R E F A C E

As a few notes were neceffary, I have added them at the 

end. I have there quoted fach lines as 1 have borrcwed; and 

even where I am confcious the ideas were not my own, I have 

re.ftored them to their original pojfejfors. 

Woo LB E o IN c, 

March 22d, 1786. 
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ELEGIAC SONNETS. 

S O N N E T I. 

T
HE partial Mufe, has. from my earliefl: hours

Smird on the rugged path I'm doon1'd to tread, 

And fl:ill with f portive hand has fnatch' d wild flowers, 

To weave fantafl:ic garlands for my head: 

But far, far happier is the lot of thofe 

Who never learn'd her dear delufive art, 

Which while it decks the head with many a rofe, 

Referves the thorn, to feA:er in the heart. 

B 

• 

For 



[ 2 ] 

For fiill fhe bids foft Pity's melting eye 

Stream o'er the ills lhe knows not to remove, 

Points every pang, and deepens every figh 

Of mourning friendfhip, or unhappy love. 

Ah! then, how dear the Mufe's favors coft, 

( a) If thofe paint farrow bejl-who feel it mojl !

, 

SONNET 
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S O N N E T II. 

W R IT T E N AT THE C L O S E O F S P R I N G. 

THE garland's fade that Spring fo lately wove, 
Each fimple flower, which £he had nurs'd in dew, 

(b) A.nemonies that fpangled every grove, 
The primrofe wan, and hare-bell, mildly blue. 

No more £hall violets linger in the dell, 
Or purple orchis variegate the plain, 

Till f pring again !hall call forth every bell, 
And drefs with humid hands, her wreaths again. 

Ah! poor humanity! fo frail, fo fair, 
Are the fond vifions of thy early day, 

Till tyrant paffion, and corrofive care, 
Bid all thy fairy colours fade away I 

Another May new buds and flowers £hall bring; 
Ah 1 why has happinefs-no fecond fpring? 

SONNET 
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S O N N E T III. 

T O A N I G H T I N G A L E. 

(c)pOOR melancholy bird-that all night long

Tell'fi to the Moon, thy tale of tender woe; 

From what fad caufe can fuch fweet forrow flow, 

And whence this mournful melody of fong? 

Thy poet's mufing fancy would tranflate 

What n1ean the founds that fwell thy little breaft, 
When fiill at dewy eve thou leav'fi thy ndl-, 

Thus to the lifl:ening night to fing thy fate. 

Pale Sorrow's vid:ims wert thou once among, 

Tho' now releas'd in woodlands wild to rove., 

Say-haft thou felt from friends fome cruel wrong, 

Or diedfl: thou-martyr of difafirous love? 

Ah! fong{hefs fad !-that fuch my lot might be, 

To figh and fing at liberty--likc thee! 

SONNET 
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S O N N E T IV. 

TO THE MOON. 

Q
UEEN of the filver bow!-by thy pale beam7

Alone and penfive, I delight to ftray, 

And watch thy lhadow trembling in the fueam, 

Or mark the floating clouds that crofs thy way. 

And while I gaze, thy mild and placid light 

Sheds a foft calm upon my troubled breaft; 

And oft I think,-fair planet of the night, 

That in thy orb, the wretched may have reft: 

T�e fuff erers of the earth perhaps may go, 

Releas'd by death-:-to thy benignant fphere, 

And the fad children of defpair and woe 

Forget in thee, their cup of forrow here. 

Oh! that I foon may reach thy world ferene, 

Poor wearied pilgrim-in this toiling' fccne! 

C SONNET 

a 
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S O N N E T V. 

T O T H E S O U T H D O W N S. 

'AH, hills belov'd !-where once, an.happy child,

Your beechcnlhades, (d) 'your turf, your flowers among,' 

I wove your blue-bells into garland's wild, 

And woke your echoes with my artlefs fong. 

Ah, hills belov'd I-your turf, your flow'rs remain; 

But can they peace to this fad breaft refl:ore, _ 

For one poor moment foothe the fenfe of pain, 

And teach a breaking heart to throb no more? 

And you, (e) Arnna!-in the vale below, 

As to the fc:a your limpid waves you bear, 

Can you one kind Lethean cup bcftow, 

To drink a long oblivion to my care? 

Ah, no!-when all, e'en hope's laft ray is g(?ne, 

There's no oblivion-but in death alone! 

SONNET 
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S O N N E T VI. 

T O H O P E. 

oH, Hope! thou foother fweet of human woes!

How lhall I lure thee to my haunts forlorn? 

For me wilt thou renew the wither'd rofe, 

And clear my painful path of pointed thorn? 

Ah come, fweet nymph! in fmiles and foftnefs drefl:, . 

Like the young hours that lead the tender year; 

Enchantrefs come! and charm my cares to refi :­

Alas! the Batterer Bies, and will not hear l 

A prey to fear, anxiety, and pain, 

Mufi I a fad exiftence frill deplore; 

Lo!-the flowers fade, but all the thorns remain, 

(f)' For me the vernal garland blooms no more.' 

Come then (g) 'pale Mifery's love J• be thou my cure, 

And I will blefs thee, who tho' flow art f ure. 

SONNET 
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S O N N E T VII. 

() N THE DEPA RT URE OF THE .NI G HT I NG AL I. 

S
WEET poet of the woods-a long adieu!

"- Farcwel, foft minflrel of the early year l 

Ahl 'twill be long ere thou ilialt fing anew, 

And pour thy mufic on the (h) 'nights dull ear.' 

Whether on (i) fpring thy wandering flights await> 

Or whether �ilent in our groves you dwell,.

The penfu.e mufe (k) iliall own thee for her mate, 

And fl:ill protect the f ong, the loves fa well. 

With cautious fl:ep, the love-lorn. youth thal1 glide: 

Thro' the lone brake that !hades thy moffy nefi; 

And J.'hepherd girls, from- eyes profane fhall hide­

The gentle bird, , who fings of pity bell. 

For fl:ili thy voice £hall foft affettions move> 

And fiill be dear to furrow, and to love! 

SONNET 
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S O N N E T VIII. 

TO SPRING, 

A
G A IN the wood, and long With-drawing vale,

· 
In many a tint of tender green are drefl:, 

Where the young leaves unfolding fcarce conceal 

Beneath their early ihade the half-form' d neA: 

Of finch or wood-lark; and the primrofe pale, 

And lavifh cowflip, wildly fcatter' d round, 

·Give their fweet fpirits to.the fighing gale.

Ah I feafon of delight !-could aught be found 

To foothe a-while the tortur'd bofom's pain, 

Of farrow's rankling {haft to cure the wound, 

And bring life's firfi delufions once again, 

'Twere furely met in thee f-Thy profpect fair, 

Thy founds of harmony, thy balmy air, 

fl) Have power to cure all fadnefs-but defpair. 

D SONNET 
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S O N N E T  IX. 

B
LEST is yon fhepherd, on the turf reclin'd,

Who on the varied clouds which float above 

Lies idly gazing�while his vacant mind 

Pours out fome tale antique of rural love I; 

Ah ! he has never felt the pangs that move 

Th' indignant fpirit, when with fdfilh pride,. 

Friend·s, on whofe faith the trufiing. heart rely'd,,

Unkindly fhun th' imploring eye of woe f 

The ills they ought to· foothe with taunts deride, 

And laugh at (m) tears themfelves have forc'd to flow!� 

Nor his rude bofom thofe fine feelings melt, 

Children of Sen!iment and Knowledge bor.n-,. 

Thro' whom each !haft with cruel force is felt, 

Empoifon'd by deceit-or barb'd with fcorn .. 

SONNET 
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S O N N E T . X.-

TO MRS. G. 

A
H ! why will mem'ry with officious care

The long lofl: vifions of my day's renew; 

Why paint the vernal landfcape green and fair, 

When ,life,.s gay dawn was opening to my view. 

Ah! wherefore bring thofe moments of delight, 

When with my Anna, on the fouthern lhore, 

I thought the future, as the prefent bright : 

Ye dear delufions!-ye return no morel 

Alas! how diff'rent does the truth appear, 

From the warm picture youth's rafh hand pourtrays,, 

How fades the fcene, as we approach it near, 

And pain and forrow {hike-how many ways ! 

Yet of that tender heart, ah! ftill retain 

A £hare for me-and I will not complain!-

SONNET· 
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S .o. N N E T XL 

T O S L E E P. 

C
OME balmy Sleep! tir'd nature's foft refort,

On thefe fad temples all thy poppies fhed; 

And bid gay dreams, from Morpheus' airy court, 

Float in light vHion round my aching head!­

Secure of all thy blefiings, partial Power! 

On his hard bed the peafant throws him down; 

And the {n) poor fea boy, in the rudeft hour, 

Enjoys thee n1ore than he who wears a crown. 

Clafp'd in her faithful lhepherd's guardian arms, 

Well may the village girl fweet flumbers prove; 

And they, 0 gentle Sleep !-fiill tafle thy charms, 

VVho wake to labour, liberty, and love. 

But fiill thy opiate a id doll: thou deny 

To caln1 the anxious breall; to clofe the fueaming eye. 

SONNET 
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S O N N E T XII. 

WRITTEN ON THE SEA SHORE.--OCTOBER, 1784. 

O
N fome rude fragment of the rocky lhore,

Where on the fraclur' d cliff, the billows break, 

Mufing, my folitary feat I take, 

And lifl:en to the deep and folemn roar. 

O'er the dark waves the winds tempefl:uous howl; 

The [creaming fea-bird quits the troubled fea: 

But the wild gloomy fcene has charms for me, 

(o) And fuits the mournful temper of my foul.

Already lhipwreck,d by the fl:orms of fate, 

Like the poor mariner methinks I fiand, 

Cafl: on a rock; who fees the difl:ant land 

From whence no fuccour comes; or comes too late. 

Faint and more faint are heard his feeble cries, 

'Till in the rifing tide, th' exhaufted fufferer dies. 

E SONNET 

• 
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S O N N E T XIII. 

F R O M P E T R A R -C H. 

rp)o H ! place me where the burning noon
, 

Forbids the wither'd flow'r to blow; 

Or place me in the frigid zone, 

On mountains of eternal fnow. 

Let me purfue the fieps of fa111e; 

Or poverty's more tranquil road: 

Let youth's warm tide my veins inflame, 

Or fixty winters chill my .blood. 

Tho' my fond foul to Heav'n were flown, 

Or tho' on Earth 'tis doom' d to pine, 

Prifoner or free-obfcure er known, 

My heart, oh Laura I ftill is thine. 

Whate'er my defiiny may be, 

That' faithful heart, fiill burns for thee ! 

SONNET 

• 
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S O N N E T XIV.. 

F R O M P E T R A R C H. 

(q)L OOSE to the wind her golden trdTes lheam'd,
Forming bright waves, with amorous Zephyr's fighs; 

And tho' averted now, her charming eyes 

Then with warm love, and melti�g pity beam'd. 

Was I deceiv'd?-Ah! furely, nymph divine! 

That fine fuffulion on thy cheek, was love; 

What wonder then thofe love) y tints lhould move, 

Should fire this heart, this tender heart of mine ! 

Thy foft melodious voice, thy air, thy lhape, 

VVere _of a goddefs-not a mortal maid; 

Yet tho' thy charms, thy heavenly charms lhould fade, 

My heart, my tender heart could not efcape; 

Nor cure for me in time or change be found : 

The lhaft extrad:ed, does not cure the wound ! 

SONNET 

rr 
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S O N N E T XV. 

F R O M P E T R A R C H. 

• 

( r)WHERE the green leaves exclude the Cummer beam,
And foftly bend as balmy breezes blow,

And where, with liquid lapfe, the lucid fl:ream

Acrofs the fretted rock is heard to flow,

Penfive I lay:· when lhe ·whom ear�h conceals,

As if flill living, to my eyes appears,

And pitying Heaven her angel form _reveals,

To fay-unhappy Petrarch, dry your tears;.

Ah! why, fad lover! thus before your time,

In grief and fadnefs lhould your life decay,

And like a blighted flower, your manly prime

In vain and hopelefs farrow, fade away ? 

Ah! wherefore lliould you mourn, that her you love, 

Snatch'd from a world of woe-furviv·es in blifs above! 

SONNET 
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S O N N E T XVI. 

F R O M P E T R A R C H. 

@yE vales and woods! fair fcencs of happier hours!

Ye feather' d people, tenants of the grove! 

And you, bright Gream! befring'd with ilirubs and flowers,. 

Behold my grief, ye witneffes of love! 

For ye beheld my infant paHion rife, 

And faw thro' years unchang'd my faithful flame; 

Now cold, in dull, the beauteous object lies, 

And you, ye confcious f cenes, are fiill the fame! 

While oofy men1ory fiill delights to dwell 

On all the charms thefe bitter tears deplore, 

And with a trembling hand defcribes too well 

The angel form I £hall behold no more I 

To heaven {he's fled! and nought to me remains 

But the pale alhes, which her urn contains. 

F' SONNET 



S O N N E T XVII. 

FROM THE THIRTEENTH CANTATA OF METASTASIO. 

{t)ON thy grey bark, in witnefs of my flame, 
I carve Miranda's cypher-Beauteous tree! 

Graced with the lovely letters of thy name, 

Henceforth be facred, to my love and me. 

Tho' the tall elm, the oak, and fombre pine, · 

With broader arms, may noon's fierce ardors break, 

To lhelter me, and her I love, be thine; 

And thine to fee her f mile, and hear her fpeak. 

No bird, ill omen'd, round thy graceful head 

Shall clamour harlh, or wave his heavy wing, 

But fern and flowers arife beneath thy tbade, 

Where the wild bees, their lullabys tball fing. 

And in thy boughs the murmuring Ring-dove refi; 

And there the Nightingale tball build her nefl:. 

SONNET 
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S O N N E T XVIII. 

T O T H E E A R L O F E G R E M O N T. 

WYNDHAM! 'tis not thy blood, tho' pure it runs 

Thro' a long line of glorious ancefiry ! 

Percys and Sey.mours ! Brit�in's boafl:ed fons I 

Who trufi the honors of their race to thee. 

'Tis not thy fplendid domes, where fcience loves 

To touch the canvas, and the bufl: to raife ; 

Thy rich d01nains, fair fields, and fpreading groves; 
'Tis not all thefe the Mufe delights to praife. 

In birth and wealth and honors, great thou art, 

But nobler, in thy independant mind: 

And in that liberal hand and feeling heart 

Given thee by Heaven,-a bleffing to mankind! 
Unworthy oft may titled fortune be ; 

" A foul like thine-is true Nobility I 

SONNET 
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S O N N E T XIX. 

T O M R. H A Y L 'E Y. 

ON RECEIYING SOME ELEGANT LINES FROM HIM. 

FOR me the Mufe a limple band delign'd 
Of ' idle' flowers, that bloom the woods among, 

Which with the cyprefs and the willow join' d, 

A garland form' d, as artlefs as my fong. 

And little dar' d I hope its tranfient hours 

So long would laft; compos' d of buds fo brief;. 

'Till Hayley's hand, among the vagrant flowers, 

Threw from his verdant crown, a deathlefs leaf. 

For high in Fame's bright fane has judgment plac'd 

The laurel wreath Serena's Poet won, 

Which, wov'n with myrtles by the hands of Taite, 

The M ufe decreed, for this her favourite fon, 

And thofe immortal leaves his temples £bade, 

Whofe fair eternal verdure-lhall not fade! 

SONNET 
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S O N N E T XX. 

TO THE COUNTESS OF A-. 

WR11''l'EN ON 'l'HE .ANNIYERS.ARY OF HER MARRIAGE. 

O
N this bleft day may no dark cloud or !hower,

\\"ith envious !bade, the Sun's bright influence hide; 

But all his rays illume the favour'd hour, 

That faw thee, Mary!-Henry's lovely bride! 

With years revolving may it ftill arife, 

Bleft with each good approving Heaven can lend; 

And fiill with ray ferene, lhall thofe blue eyes 

Enchant the hufband, and attach the friend. 

For you, fair Friend!hip's amaranth !hall blow, 

And Love's own thornlefs rofes, bind your brow; 

And when-long hence-to happier worlds you go, 
Your beauteous race !hall be, what you are now! 

And future Nevills, thro' long ages lhine, 

With hearts as good; and forms as fair as thine. 

G SONNET 
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S O N N E T XXI. 

S U P PO S ED TO B E WR ITT E N B Y WE R TE R. 

G
O, cruel tyrant of the human breall:I

To other hearts, thy burning arrows bear; 
Go, where fond hope, and fair illufion refi; 

Ah! why lhould love inhabit with def pair! 

Like the ( u) poor maniac I linger here, 

Still haunt the fcene, where all my treafure lies; 

Still feek for flowe�s, where only thorns appear, 

And drink delicious poifon from her eyes. 

Towards the deep gulph th�t opens on my fight 

I hurry forward, paffion' s_. heJplefs flave! 

And fcorning reafon's mild and fober light, 

Purfue the path, that leads me to the grave. 

So round the flame the giddy infect Jlies, 

And courts the fatal fire, by which it dies. 

SONNET· 

• 
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SONNET XXII. 

BY THE SAME. 

'TO SOLITUDE. 

(v)o H, Solitude! to thy fequefter'd vale

I come to hide my farrow and my tears, 

And to thy echoes tell the mournful tale 

Which fcarce I trufi: to pitying friendlhip's ears. 

Amidfi: thy wild woods and untrodden glades, 

No founds but thofe of melancholy move ; 

And the low winds that die among thy fhades, 

Seem like foft pity's ftghs, fo
,l 

hopelefs love.

And fure fome fiery of defpair �nd pain, 

In yon deep copfe, thy murm' ring Doves relate; 

And hark! methinks in that long plaintive firain, 

Thine own f weet fongA:refs weeps my wayward fate. 

Ah, Nymph I that fate affifl: me to endure, 

And bear awhile-what death alone can curel 

SONNET 



S O N N E T XXIII. 

BY THE SAME. 

ri' 0 ri' II E N O R ff H 8 Cf' AR. 

(w)TOWARDS thy bright beams I turn my fwimming

eyes, 

Fair, fav'rite planet! which in happier days 

Saw my young hopes, ah! faithlefs hopes!-arife; 

And on my pafiion lhed propitious rays! 

Now nightly wandering 'mid the tempefls drear 

That howl the woods, and rocky fl:eeps among, 

I love to fee thy fudden light appear 

Thro' the fwift clouds-driv'n by the wind along: 

Or in the turbid water, rude and dark, 

O'er whofe wild flream the gufl: of Winter raves, 

Thy trembling light with pleafure flill I mark, 

Gleam in faint radiance on the foaming waves. 

So o'er my foul lhcrt rays of reafon fly, 

Then fade :-aod leave me, to def pair and die! 

SONNET 
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S O N N E T XXIV, 

BY THE SAME. 

(x)M AKE there my tomb; beneath the lime-trees lhade,

Where grafs and flowers in wild luxuriance wave; 

Let no n1emorial mark where I am laid, 

Or point to common eyes the lover's grave! 

But oft at twilight morn, or clofing day, 

The faithful friend with fault'ring fiep lhall glide, 

Tributes of fond regret by ftcalth to pay, 

And Ggh o'er the unhappy fuicide. 

And fometimes, when the Sun with parting rays 

Gilds the long grafs that hides my filent bed, 

The tear !hall tremble in my CHARLOTTE's eyes; 

· Dear, precious drops!-they lhall embalm the dead.

Ycs!-CHARLOTTE o'er the mournful fpot fhall weep,

\Vhere her poor WERTER-and his forrows fleep.

H SONNET 
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S O N N E T XXV. 

BY THE SAME. 

JUST' BEFORE HIS DE.dT'H. 

(y)w HY ihould I wiih to hold in this low fphere

' A frail and feveriih being?' wherefore try 

i:oorly from day to day to linger here, 

Againfl: the powerful hand· of defiiny? 

By thofe who know the force of hopelefs care, 

On the worn heart-I fore fhall be forgiven, 

If to elude dark guilt, and dire d�fpair, 

I go uncall'd-to mercy and to heaven! 

Oh thou! to fave whofe peace I now depart, 

Will thy foft mind, thy poor loft friend deplore, 

When worms fhall feed on this devoted heart, 

Where even thy imnge £ball be found no morel 

Yet may thy pity mingle not ivith pain, 

For then thy haplefs lover-dies in vain. 

SONNET 
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S O N N E T  XXVI. 

T O THE RIV E R AR UN. 

o N thy wild banks, by frequent torrents worn,

No glittering fanes, or marble domes appear,

Yet lhall the mournful Mufe thy courfe adorn, 

And flill to her thy ruflic waves be dear. 

For with the infant Otway, (z) lingering here, 

Of early woes ilie bade her votary dream, 

While thy low murmurs foothed his penfive ear, 

And fiill the poet-confecrat�s the flream. 

Beneath the oak and birch, that fringe thy fide, 

The firfl-born violets of the year lhall fpring, 

And in thy hazles, bending o'er the tide, 

The earliefl: Nightingale delight to fing: 

While kindred fpirits, pitying, iliall relate 

, Thy Otway's forrows, and lament his fate I 

SONNET 



S O N N E T XXVII. 

SIGHING I fee yon little troop at play;
By forrow yet untou�h'd; unhur� by care; 

While free and fportive they enjoy to-day, 

(aa) ' Content and carelefs of to-111orrow's fare!' 

0 happy age! when Hope's unclouded ray 

Lights their green path, and prompts their ftmple mirth, 

E'er yet they feel the thorns that lurking lay 
To wound the wretched pilgrims of the earth; 

Making them rue the hour that gave �hem birth,.

And threw them on a world fo full of pain, 

Where profperous folly treads on patient worth, 

And to deaf pride, misfortune pleads in vain.· 

Ah !-for their future fate how many fears 

. Opprefs my heart-and fill mine eyes with tears ! 

SONNET 
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S O N N E T XXVIII. 

T O F R I E N D S H I P. 

O
H thou! whofe name too often is profan'd!

• Whofe charms, celefiial! few have hearts to feel!
Unknown to folly-and by pride difdain'd;

-To thy foft folace may my forrows fteal !
Like the fair Moon, thy mild and genuine ray, 

Thro' life's long evening fhall unclouded laft; 
While the frail fummer-friendfhip fleets away, 

As fades the rainbow from the northern blaft. 
'Tis thine, oh Nymph! with (bb) 'balmy hands to bind' 

The wounds inflicted in misfortunes ftorm, 
And blunt fcvere affiictions fharpeft dart. 

-'Tis thy pure fpirit warms n1y Anna's mind! 
Beams thro' the penfivc foftnefs of her form, 

And holds its altar-on her fpotlefs heart. 
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S O N N E T

TO MISS C-. 

XXIX. 

ON BEING DESIRED 'l'O A'TCJ'EMPCJ' WRI'l'JNG A COMEDr. 

WOULD'ST thou then have me tempt the comic fcene 

Of laughing Thalia?-Us'd fo long to tread 

The gloomy paths of farrow ·s cyprefs £bade; 

And the lorn lay, with fighs and tears to fiain? 

Alas I how much unfit her fprightly vein! 

Arduous to try!-and feek the funny mead, 

And bowers of rofes, where ihe loves to lead 

The f portive °fubjecls of her golden reign!-

Enough for me, if fl-ill, to foothe my days, 

Her fair and penfive filler condefcend, 

With chearful fmilc to bids my �mple lays; 

Enough, if her foft notes lhe fometimes lend, 

To gain for me, of feeling hearts the praife, 

And chiefly thine, my ever partial friend! 
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S O N N E T  XXX. 

T O THE RIV E R AR UN. 

B
E the proud Thamet, of trade the bufy mart!

Arun ! to thee will other praife belong; 

Dear to the lover's, and the mourner's heart, 

And ever facred to the fons of fong l 

Thy fhadowy rocks, unhappy love lhaH feek, 

Where mantling loofe, the (cc) green clematis flaunts, 

· And forrow' s drooping form and faded cheek,

Choofe on thy willow'd fhore her lonely �aunts. 

( dd) Banks I which infpir' d thy Otway' s plaintive fl:rain I 

\\.,.ilds!-whofe lorn echo's learn'd the deeper tone 

Of qollins' powerful lhell ! yet once again 

·Another poet-Hayley is thine own!

Thy claffic ftream anew lhall hear a lay, 

Bright as its waves, and various as its way ! 
SONNET 
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S O N N E T  XXXI. 

WRITTEN ON FARM WOOD, SOUTH DOWNS, IN MAY, 1784-. 

SPRING'$ dewy hand on this fair fummit weaves

The downy grafs, with tufts of Alpine (ee) flowers, 

And lhades the beechen flopes with tender leaves, 

And leads ·the lhepherd to his upland bowers,

Strewn with wild thyme: while flow-defcending lhowers, 

Feed the green ear, and nurfe the future lheaves. 

-Ah, blefl: the hind I-whom no fad thought bereaves,

Of the gay feafon,.s pleafures!-All his hours

To wholefome labour given, or thoughtlefs mirth; 

No pangs of forrow pafi, or coming dread,. 

Bend his unconfcious f pirit down to earth, 

Or chafe calm flumbers from his carelefs head. 

Ah! what to me can thofe dear days refio�e, 

When fccnes could charm, that now·I tafie no more I. 
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SONNET XXXII. 

T O M E L A N C H O -L Y • 

d 
WRI'l'rEN ON C/'JIE BANKS OF 'THE ARUN. OC'TOBER, qaf. 

WHEN latell: Autumn fpreads her evening veil,
And the grey mifts from thefe dim waves arife, 

I love to lifl:en to the hollow fighs,, 
Thro' the half leaflefs wood that breathes the gale. 

For at fuch hours the iliadowy phantom, pale, 

Oft feems t� fleet before the poet's eyes; 
Strange founds are heard, and mournful melodies, 

As of night wanderers, who their woes bewail. 

H�re, by his native fiream, at f uch an hour, 
Pity's own Otway, I methinks could meet, 

And hear his deep fighs fwell the fadden'd wind. 
Oh melancholy !-fuch thy magic power, 

That to the foul thefe dreams are often fweet, 
And foothe the penfive vifionary mind! 

K SONNET 
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s ·o N N E T XXXIII. 

• 

TO THE NAIAD OF THE ARUN. 

G 
0, rural :Naiad ! wind thy ftream along

Thro' ·woods and wilds: then feek the ocean caves 

Where fea nymphs meet, their coral rocks among, 

To- boa.fl: the various honors of their waves! 

'Tis but a little, o'er thy '{hallow tide, 

That toiling trade her burthen'd vdfel leads; 

But laurels grow luxuriant on thy fide, 

And Letters live, along'thy claffic meads. 

Lo! where mid Britilh bards (ff) thy natives lhine f 

And now another poet helps to raife 

!hy gloryhi�h-the poet of the ·M1NE !

Whofe brilliant talents are his f mallell:-praife:

And who, to all that genius can impart, 

Adds the cool head, and the unblemilh' d. heart. 
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S O N N E T

T O A FR IE N D. 

XXXIV. 

CHARM'D by thy fuffrage lhall I yet afpire

(All inaufpicious as my fate appears, 

By troubles darken' d, that encreafe with years,) 

To guide the crayon, or to touch the lyre? 

Ah me !-the fifier Mufes ftill require 

A fpirit free from all intrufive fears, 

Nor will they deign to wipe away the tears 

Of vain regret, that dim their facred fire. 

But when thy fancl:ion crowns my fimple lays, 

A ray of pleafurc lights my languid mind, 

For well I know the value of thy praife; 

And to how few, the flattering meed confin'd, 

That thou,-their highly favour' d brows to bind, 

Wilt weave green myrtle, and unfading baysf 

SONN�T 



S O N N E T  XXXV. 

T O F O R. T I T U D E. 

NYMPH of the rock! whofe dauntlcfs fpirit braves 
The beating florm, and bitter winds that howl 

Round thy cold breafl:; and hear'tl: the burfting waves, 
And the deep thunder with unlhaken foul; 

Oh come !-and fhew how vain the cares that prefs 

On my weak bofom-and how little worth 
Is the falfe fleeting metror happinefs,

That ftill rnifleads the wanderers of the earth! 
Strcngthen'd by thee, this heart lhall ceafe to melt 

O'er ills that poor humanity muft bear; 
Nor friends eA:rang'd, or ties diffolv'd be folt 
To leave regret, and fruitlefs anguifh there: 

And when at length it heaves its lateft figh, 

Thou and mild hope, fhall teach me how to die! 

SONNET 
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S O N N E T  XXXVI. 

SHOULD the lone Wanderer, fainting on his way,.

Refl: for a moment of the fultry hours, 

And tho' his path thro' thorns and roughnefs lay, 

Pluck the wild rofe, or woodbines gadding flowers: 
Weaving gay wreaths, beneath fome fheltering tree, 

The fenfe of forrow, he awhile may lofe; 

So have I fought thy flowers, fair Poefy ! 

So charm'd my way, with Friendlhip and the Mufe. 

But darker now grows life's unhappy day, 

Dark, with new clouds of evil, yet to come, 

Her pencil fickening Fancy throws away, 

And weary Hope reclines upon the tomb; 

And points my willies to that tranquil fhore, 

Where the pale fpectre Care, purfues no more. 

L Q_U OT AT I O NS, 
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QUOTATIONS, NOTES and EXPLANATIONS. 

S O N N E T I. 

(a) Ah ! then, how dear the Mufe's favours coft,

If thofe paint Corrow beft--who feel it moft !

.. 

The well Cung woes ihall foothe my penfive ghoft·;

He heft can paint them, who ihall feel them moft.

Pope's Eloifa to Abelard, 366th line. 

S O N N E T II. 

( b) Anemonies, that fpangled every grove.

Anemony Nemerofo. The wood Anemony.

S O N N E T III. 

( c) The idea from the 43d Sonnet of Petrarch. Secondo partc.

Quei rofigniuol, che fi foave piagne.

S O N N E T V. 

( d) Your turf, your Rowers among.

Whofe turf, whofe thadcs, whofe flowers among.

(e) Aruna !

The river Arun.

S O N N E T VI. 

( f) ' For me the vernal garland blooms no more.'

Gray. 

Pope's Imitation of the fi,jl Ode of the fourth Boo/r of Horact. 

( g) ' Mifery's love.'
Shakejpeare's King John. 

SONNET 



[ 40 ] 

'S O N N E T VII. 

(h) 'On the night's dull ear.'
Shaktjpear1. 

( i) Whether on Spring-Alludes to the fuppofed migration of the Nightingale.

( k) The penfive Mufe 1hall own thee for her mate.

Whether the Mufe or Love call thee his mate,
Both them I ferve, and of their train am I.

S O N N E T VIII. 

(/) Have power to cure all fadnefs-but defpair. 

To the heart infpires 

. Vernal delight and joy, able to drive 

All fadnefs but defpair. 

Milton's Fi,jl Sonnet. 

Paradifa Lo.JI, Fourth Book. 

S O N N E T IX. 

(m) And laugh at tears themfclves have forc'd to flow.

And hard unkindnefs' altet'd eye,

That mocks the tear it forc'd to flow.

S O N N E T XI. 

(n) And the poor Se� boy, in the rudeft hour,

Enjoys thee more than he who wears a crown.

Wilt thou upon the high and giddy maft

Seal up the lhip boy's eyes, and rock.his brains

In cradle of the rude impetuous forge? &c,

Gray. 

Shaktjptart's Hemy JI'. 
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S O N N E T XJI. 

(o) And fuits the mournful temper of my foul.

This line is not my own, but I know not where to look for it •

s 0 N N E T XIII. 

(p) Pommi ove'l Sol, ouide i fiori e l'erba.

Pttrarch, Sonnttto 112. Partt primo, 

s 0 N N E T XIV. 

(f) Erano i capei d'oro all aura fparfi.

So11n1tto 69. Partt primo, 

s 0 N N E T xv. 

(r) Se lamentar augelli o verdi fronde.

Sonnttto 2 J. Partt ftcondo. 

s 0 N N E T XVI. 

(j) Valle che de lamenti miei fe piena. 

Sonnttto 33. Parlt ftcondo. 

s 0 N N E T XVII. 

(t) Scrivo in te l'amato nome

Di cvlci, per cui, mi moro.

I Jo not mean this as a tranflation; the original is mttch longer, and full of images, 

which could not be introduced iu a Sonnet.-And fome of them, tho' very beautiful 

in the Italian, we;ul<l I believe not appear to advantage in an Englith drcfs. 
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S O N N E T XXI. 

( u) ' Poor Maniac.'

Sec the Story of the Lunatic.

' Is this the defiiny of Man ? Is he only happy before he pofrefi"es his reafon, or 
after he has loft it?-Full of hope you go to gather flowers in Winter, and are 
&rieved not to find any-and do not know why they cannot be found.' 

Sorrows of Werter. Yolume Second, 

S O N N E T XXII. 

( tJ) ' l climb ftecp rocks, I break my way through copfes, among thorns and 

briars which �ear me to pieces, and I feel a little relief.' 

S O N N E T 

Sorrqws of IYerter. Yolume Fi,jl. 

XXIII. 

(w) 'The greater Bear, favourite of all the conftellations; for when I left you of
an evening it us'd to thine oppoflte your winduw. • 

_ Sorrows of IYerter. Yolume Stcond. 

S O N N E T XXIV. 

(x) 'At the corner of the church yard which looks towards the fields, there are

two lime trees-it is there I wifh to reft.' 

Sorrows of Werter. Yolume Second. 

S O N N E T XXV. 

(y) 'May my death remove every obftacle to your happinefs.-Be at peace, I
entreat you be at peace.' 

Sorrows of IYerter. Yolume Second. 

S O N N E T 
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S O N N E T XXVI. 

(z) For with the infant Otway, lingering here.

Otway was born at Trotten, a village in Suffex. Of W oolbeJing, another village 

on the banks of the Arun, (which runs tliro' them both,) his father was reclor. 

Here it was therefore that he probably paffed many of his early years. The Arun 

is here an inconfiderable ftream; wuiding in a channel deeply worn, among meadow. 

heath and wood. 

S O N N E T XXVII. 

( aa) ' Content, and carelefs of to-morrow's fare.' 

S O N N E T 

( bb) ' Balmy hand to bind.' 

S O N N E T 

(cc) Clematis Aaunts.

XXVIII. 

XXX. 

''Thomjon, 

Colli111. 

Clematis. The plant Bind-with, or Virgin's bower, which towards the end of 

June begins to cover the hedges and fides of rocky hollows with its beautiful 

foliage, anJ Rowers of a yellowi1b white and of an agreeable fragrance; which 

are fucceeded by feed pods, that bear Come refemblance to feathers or hair, whence 

it is fometimes called Old Man's Beard. 
-

( dd) Banks! which infpir'd thy Otway's plaintive ftrain !

Wilds! whofe lorn echo's learn'd the deeper tone

Of Collins' powerful fhell !

Collins, 



Collins, as well as Otway, was a rlative of this country; and I thould imagine at 
fome period of his life an inhabitant of this neighbourhood, fince in his beautiful 
Ode on the death of Colonel Rofs, he fays : 

The Mufe thall ftill, w!thfocial aid, 

Her gentleft promife keep, 
E'en humble Harting's cottag'd vale 
Shall learn the fad repeated tale, 
And bid her thepherds weep. 

And in the Ode to Pity : 

Wild Arun too has heard thy ftrains, 
And Echo, midil my native plains, 
Been footh'd with Pity's lute. 

S O N N E T 

(u) � Alpine f'owers.'

XXXI. 

An infinite variety of plants arc found on thefe hills, particularly about this 
fpot: many forts of Orchis and Cifius of fingular_ beauty, with feveral oth�rs with 
which I am bu� imperfecHy-acquainted.

S O N N E T 

(ff) Thy natives. 

Otway, Collins, Hayley. 

XXXIII. 
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