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TO

WILLTIAM HAYLEY, Esq.

SiRr,

WHILE 1 ak your protection for
thefe effays, I cannot deny having myfelf
fome efteem for them. Yet permit me
to fay, that did I not truft to your
~ candour and fenfibility, and hope they
will plead for the errors your judgment
muft difcover, I thould never have
availed myfelf of the, liberty I have
obtained —— that of dedicating thefe
fimple effufions to the greateft modern
Mafter of that charming talent, in which
I can never be more than a diftant
copyift. .

I am, S1r,
Your moft obedient
~ and obliged Servant,

CHARLOTTE SMITH.
VOL. I. b
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PRETFATCE
TO THE

FIRST AND SECOND EDITIONS.

THE little Poems which are here called
Sonnets, have, I believe, no very juft claim
to that title ; but they confift of fourteen lines,
“.and appear to me no improper vehicle for a
fingle Sentiment. I am told, and I read it as
the opinion of very good judges, that the legi-
timate Sonnet is ill calculated for our lan-
guage. The fpecimen Mr. Hayley has given,
though they form a ftrong exception, prove no
more than that the difficulties of the attempt
vanifh before uncommon powers.
b2

\



iv PREFACE.
L ———————————————————————— 3
Some very melancholy moments have been
beguiled by exprefling in verfe the fenfations
. thofe moments brought. Some of my friends,
with partial indifcretion, have multiplied the
copies they procured of feveral of thefe at-
tempts, till the): found their way into the
prints of the day in a mutilated ftate’; which,
concurring with other circumftances, deter-
mined me to put them into their prefent form.
I can hope far readers only among the few,
who, to fenfibility of heart, join fimplicity of
tafte.




PRETFACE
TO THE

FTHIRD AND FOURTH EDITIONS.

e

TH E reception given by the public, as well
as my particular friends, to the two firft edi-
tions of thefe poems, has induced me to add to
the prefent fuch other Sonnets as I have written
fince, 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 mj’felf. A few of thofe laft written
I have attempted on the Italian model ; with
what fuccefs I know not; but I am perfuaded



vi . PREFACE.
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that, to the gencrality of readers, thofe which

are lefs regular will be more pleafing.

As a few notes were neceflary, I have added
them at the end. I have there quoted fuch
lines as I have borrowed ; and even where I
am confcious the ideas were not my own, I

have reftored them to the original poffeffors.




PRETFACE
TP THE

FIFTH EDITION.

eSS —

IN printing a lift of fo many noble, literary,
and refpe@able names, it would become me,
perhaps, to make my acknowledgments to
thofe friends, to whofe exertions in my favor,
rather than to any merit of my own, I owe the
brilliant affemblage. With difficulty I reprefs
what I feel on this fubjeét; but in the con-
~ vi@ion that fuch acknowledgments would be
painful to them, I forbear publicly to fpeak of
thofe particular obligations, the fenfe of which
will ever be deepiy impreffed on my heart. -







P T e
PREVFAUCE

TO THE

SIXTH EDITION.
——————

WHEN a fixth Edition of thefe little Poems
was lately called for, it was propofed to me to
add fuch Sonnets, or other pieces, as I might
have written fince the publication of the fifth
—Of thefe, however, I had only a few ; and on

fhewing them to a friend, of whofe judgment I

“had an high opinion, he remarked that fome of

them, particularly ¢ The Sleeping Woodman,”
and ‘¢ The Return of the Nightingale,” refem-
bled in their fubjeés, and ftill more in the
plaintive tone in which they are written, the
greater part of thofe in the former Editions—
and that, perhaps, fome of a more lively caft



x | PREFACE.
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might be better liked by the Public—¢¢ Tou-
¢¢ jours perdrix,” faid my friend—¢¢ Toujours
‘¢ perdrix,” you know, ‘‘ ne vaut rien.”—I am
far from fupj:oﬁng that your compofitions can be
negle&ed or difapproved, on whatever fubje& :
but perhaps ¢ toujours Roflignols, toujours des
¢ chanfon trifte,” may not be fo well received
as if you attempted, what you would certainly
execute as fuccefsfully, a more cheerful ftyle of
compofition. ¢ Alas! replied I, * Are grapes
“ gathered from thorns, or figs from thiftles?”
Or can the effe ceafe, while the caufe remains?
You know that when in the Beech Woods of
Hampfhire, I firft ftruck the chords of the me-
lancholy lyre, its notes were never intended for
the public ear ! It was unaffeed forrows drew
them forth : I wrote mournfully becaufe I was
unhappy—And I have unfortunate}y no reafon

yet, though nine years have fince elapfed, to
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PREFACE. xi

change my tone. The time is indeed arrived,
when I have been promifed by ¢ the Honourable
¢¢ Men” who, nine years ago, undertook to fee
that my family obtained the provifion their
grandfather defigned for them,—that  all
thould be well, all fhould be fettled.” - But ftill
Iam condemned to feel the « bope delayed that
maketh the heart fick.” Still to receive—not a
repetition of promifes indeed—>but of feorn and
infult, when I apply to thofe gentlemen, who,
though they acknowledge that all impediments
to a divifion of the eftate they have undertaken
to manage, are done away—will neither tell me
when they will proceed to divide it, or whether
they will ever do fo at all.  You know the cir-

cumftances under which I have now fo long

been labouring; and you have done me the

honor to' fay, that few Women could fo long

_ have contended with them. With thefe, how-



xii : PREFACE.

ever, as they are fome of them of a domeftic and
painful nature, I will not trouble the Public
now; but'while they exift in all their force, that
indulgent Public muft accept all T am able to -
achieve—¢¢ Toujours des Chanfons triftes !’

Thus ended the thort dialogue between my
friend and me, and I repeat it as an apblogy
for that apparent defpondence, which, when it
is obferved for a long feries of years, may look
like affe@ation. I fhall be forry, if onfome fu-
ture occafion, I fhould feel myfelf compelled to
detail its caufes more at length ; for, notwith-
ftanding I am thus frequently appearing as an
Authorefs, and have derived from thence many
of thegreateft advantages of my life, (fince it has
procured me friends whofe attachment is moft
invaluable,) I am well aware that for a woman

—*¢ The Poft of Honor is a Priva.te Station.”

London, May 14, 1792.
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ELEGIAC SONNETS.

SONNET L

THE partial Mufe has from my earlicft hours
" Smiled on the rugged path I'm doom’d ¢o tread,
And ftill with fportive hand has fnatch’d wild flowers,
~ To weave fantaftic garlands for my head :
- But far, far happier is the lot of thofe
L ‘Who never learn’d her dear delufive art ;
* Which, while it decks the head with many a rofe,
i Referves the thorn to fefter in the heart. )
| For ftill fhe bids foft Pity’s melting cye

Stream o’er the ills the knows not to remove,
Points every pang, and deepens every figh'

Of mourning Friendfhip, or unhappy Love.
Ah! then, how dear the Mufe’s favours coft,
If thofe paint forrow befi—who feel it moft !

voL. 1. B




3 ELEGIAC SONNERTS.

SONNET IL

WRITTEN AT THE CLOSE OF SPRING.

THE garlands fade that Spring fo lately wove,

Each fimple flower which fhe had nurfed in dew,
Anemonies, that fpangled every grove,

The primrofe wan, and hare.bell mildly blue.
No more fhall violets linger in the dell,

Or purple orchis variegate the plain,
Till Spring again fhall 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 Paffior, and corrofive Care,

Bid all thy fairy colours fade away ! '
Another May new buds and flowers fhall bring ;
Ah! why has happinefs——no {econd Spring ?



ELEGIAC SONNETS.' 9
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SONNET IIL
TO A NIGHTINGALE.

P OOR melancholy bird—that all night long
' - Tell'ft to the Moon thy tale of tender woe ;
, From what fad caufe can fuch fweet forrow flow,
* And whence this mournful melody of fong P

Thy poet’s mufing fancy would tranflate
" What mean the founds that fwell thy little breaft,
When ftill at dewy eve thou leaveft thy neft,
Thus to the liftening Night to fing thy fate ?

Pale Sorrow’s viftims wert thou once among,
Tho’ now releafed in woodlands wild to rove ?
Say—haft thou felt from friends fome cruel wrong,
Or died'ft thiou——martyr of difafirous love P
Ah! fongﬂ.rcfs fad ! that fuch my lot might be,
To figh, and fing at liberty——like thee !




4 ELEGIAC SONNETS.

SONNET IV.
TO "I'HE MOON.

QUEEN of the filver bow !—by thy pale beam,
Alone and penfive, I delight to firay,
And watch thy fhadow trembling in the {tream,
. 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 :

The fufferers of the earth perhaps may go,
Releafed by death——to thy benignant fphe& ;

And the fad children of Defpair and Woe '
Forget, in thee, their cup of forrow here.

Qh! that I foon may reach thy world ferene,

in this toiling [cene !

Poor wearied pilgrim:
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ELREGIAC SONNETS. 1

SONNET V.

TO THE SOUTH DOWNS,

AH! hills belov’

Your beechen fhades, ¢ your turf, your flowers

where once a happy child,;

among,’ )
I wove your blue-bells into garlands wild,
And woke your echoes Wit}\l‘ my artlefs fong.
Ah! hillsbelov’d !——your turf, your flowers remain;
But can they peace to this fad breaft reftore ;

For one poor moment footh the fenfe of pain,

And teach a breaking heart to throb no more ?
And you, Aruna !——in the vale below,

As to the fea your limpid waves you bear,

Can you one kind Lethean cup beftow,
To drink a long oblivion to my care ?
Ah, no!

There’s no oblivion——but in death alone !

-‘when all, e’en Hope’s laft ray is gone,



L] LLECIAC SONNTTE.

S ONNET VI

TO HOPE.

\

O HOPE! thou foother fweet of human woes! .
How fhall 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, {weet nymph! in fmiles and foftnefs dreft,
Like the young Hours that lead the tender Year;
Enchantrefs! come, and charm my cares to reft 1———

Alas! the flatterer flies, and will not hear !
A p@ to fear, anxiety, and' pain,
Mutft I 2 fad exiftence ftill deplore ?
Lo !——the flowers fade, but all the thorns remain,
¢ For me the vernal garland blooms no more.?
Come, then, ¢ pale Mifery’s love !” be thou my cure,
And I will blefs thee, who, tho’ flow, art fure,




ELECIAC BONNETS. 5
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S ONNET-VIL

ON THE DEPARTURE OF THE NIGHTINGALE.

" SWEE.T poet of the woods ! a long adieu!
Farewel, foft minftrel of the early year!

Ah ! *twill be long ere thou fhalt fing anew,

And pour thy mufic on ¢ the Night’s dull ear.’ -
Whether on Spring thy wandering flights await,
Or whether filent in our groves you dwell,
The penfive Mufe fhall own thee For her mate,
And ftill prote& the fong fhe loves fo well.
With cautious ftep the love-lorn youth fhall glide
Thro’ the lone brake that fhades thy moﬂ'y. neft §
And fhepherd girls from eyes profane fhall hide
The gentle bird, who fings of pity beft : -

© For fill thy voice fhall foft affetions move,

And ftill be dear to Sorrow, and to Love !



\

8 ELEETAC SONKEYsJ .

S$SONNET VIL
TO SPRING. \

AGA!N the wood, and long-withdrawing valé,
In many a tint of tender green are dreft,
Where the young leaves, unfolding, fcarce conceal
Beneath their early fhade, the half-form’d neft
Of finch or woodlark ; and the primrofe pale,
And lavith cowflip, wildly fcatter'd round,
Give their fweet fpirits to the fighing gale.
Ah! feafon of delight !

To footh awhile the tortured bofom’s pain,

could aught be found

Of Sorrow’s rankling fhaft to cure the wound, -
And bring life’s firft delufions once again,

*Twere furely met in thee !

thy profpe&t fair,
Thy founds of harmony, thy balmy air,
Have power to cure all fadnefs——but defpair.
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S ONNET IX.

BLEST is yon fhepherd, on the turf reclined,
Who on the varied clouds which float above
Lies idly gazing———while his vacant mind
Pours out fome tale antique of rural love !
Ah'! ke has never felt the pangs that move
Th’ indignant {pirit, when with felfifh pride,
Friends, on whofe faith the trufting heart rel y°d,
Unkindly fhun th’ imploring eye of woe !
The ills they ought to footh, with taunts deride,
And laugh at tears themfelves have forced'to flow.
Nor Ais rude bofom thofe fine feelings melt,
Children of Sentiment and Knowledge born,
- Thro® whom each {haft with cruel f:orce is felt,
Empoifon’d by deceit—or barb’d with fcorn.
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10 ELTCIAC SONNETS,

SONNET X
" TO MRS. G.

AH ! why will Mem’ry with officious care
The long.loft vifions of my days 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 thé fouthern fhore,
I thought the future, as the "prd'ent, bright ?
Ye dear delufions !~——ye return no more !
Alas! how difPrent does the truth appear,
From the warm pi€ture youth’s rath hand pourtrays
How fades the fcene, as we approach it near,
And pain and forrow ftrike—how many ways !
Yet of that tender heart, ah! ftill retain
A fhare for me—e—and I will not complain.

-




ELEEIAT SONNETS. 11

SONNET XL

TO SLERP.

COME, balmy Sleep ! tired Nature’s foft refort !
On thefe fad temples all thy poppies fhed ;

' And bid gay dreams, from Morpheus® airy court,

Flogt in light vifion round my. aching head !
Secure of all thy bleflings, partial Power !
On his hard bed the peafant throws him down ;
And the poor fea-boy, in the rudeft hour,
Enjoys thee more than he who wears a crown.
Clafp’(i in her faithful thepherd’s guardian arms,
Well may the village:girl fweet {lumbers prove ;
And they, O gentle Sleep ! ftill tafte thy charms,
Who wake to labour, liberty, and love.
But ftill thy opiate aid doft thou deny
To calm the anxious breaft ; to clofe the ftreaming eye.



12 ELEGIAC SONNETS,

$SONNET .XIL

WRITTEN ON THE SEA SHORE.—~OCTOBER, 1784, "

ON fome rude fragment of the rocky fhore, *
Where on the frattured cliff the billows break,
Mufing, my folitary feat I take,

And liften to the deep and folemn roar.

O’er the dark waves the winds tempeftuous howl ,
The fcreaming fea-bird quits the troubled fea :
But the wild gloomy fcene has charms for me.

. And fuits the mournful temper of my foul.

Already fhipwreck’d by the ftorms of Fafe,
Like the poor mariner, methinks, I ftand,
Caft on a rock ; who fees the diftant land-
From whence no fuccour comes—or comes too late,
Faint and more faint are heard his feeble cries,
*Till in the rifing tide the exhaufted fufferer dies,
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SONNET XIIL

FROM PETRARCH.

OH ! place me where the burning noon
Forbids the wither’d flower to blow ;
Or place me in the frigid zone,
©On mountains of eternal fnow :
Let me purfue the fteps of Fame,
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 heaven were flown,
Or tho’ on earth ’tis doom’d to pine,
Prifoner or free—obfcure or known,
My heart, O Laura! ftill is thine.
Whate’er my deftiny may be,
That faithful heart fill burns for thee !



14 ELEGIAC SONKETS.

SONNET XI1V.
TRON PATRARCH.

LLOOSE to the wind her golden treffes fiream’d,
Forming bright waves with amorous Zephyr's fighs;
And tho’ averted now, her charming eyes

Then with warm love, and melting pity beam’d.

Woas I deceived P—Ah ! furely, nymph divine !

That fine fuffufion on thy cheek was love ;
‘What wonder then thofe bm.mteous tints fhould move,

Should fire this heart, this tender heart of mine !

Thy foft melodious voice, thy air, thy {hape,

Were of a goddefs——not 2 mortal maid ;
Yet tho’ thy charms, thy keavenly chbarms fhould
fade, .
Myi:nn‘, my tender heart eould not efeape ;
Nor cure: for me in time or ebange be found :
The fhaft extratted does not cure the wound !




* ELEGIAC SONNETSe a5

$SONNET XV

FROM PETRARCH.

WHBRB the green leaves exclude the fummer beam,
And foftly bend as balmy breezes blow,
And where, with liquid lapf, the lucid ftream
Acrofs the f}‘ctted rock is heard to flow,
Penfive I lay : when fhe whom earth conceals,
As if fiill living to my eyes appears,
And pitying Heaven her angel form reveals,
To fay—¢ Unhappy l;cenrch! dry your tears ;
¢ Ah! why, fad lover! thus before your time,
¢ In grief and fadnefs fhould your life decay,
. ¢ And like a blighted flower, your manly prime
¢ In vain and hopelefs forrow fade away ?
¢ Ah! yield not thus to culpable defpair,
¢ But raife thine eyes to heaven—and think I wait thee I
¢ there,’



16 ELEGIAC SONNEYXS.

S ONNET XVL
FROM PETRARCH. - .-

Y E vales and woods ! fair feenes of happier hours
Ye feather'd people ! tenants of the grove;
And you, bright ftream'! befringed with fhrubs and

flowers ;

Behold 'my grief, ye witnefles of love !

For ye beheld my infant paffion rife, T
And-faw thro’ years unchang’d my faithful flame ;
Now cold, in duft, the beauteous obje&t lies,
And you, ye confcious {cenes, are ftill the fame !

While bufy. Memory ftill delights to dwell
On all the charms thefeubitter tears deplore,
And with a trembling hand defcribes too well
The angel form I fhall behold no nore !
To heaven fhe’s fled! and nought to me remains

But the pale afhes which her urn contains,



[

, KLE.CEAC SGNNETS. 17

$$¢ NN E T XVIL
FROM THE THIRTEENTH CANTATA OF METASTASIO.

On thy grey bark, in witnels of my flamc,
I carve Miranda’s cipher——Beauteous tree |
Graced with the i;vely letters of her name,
Henceforth be facred to my love and me !
Tho’ the tall elm, the oak, and darker pine,
With broader arms may noon’s fierce ardors break,
To fhelter me, and her I love, be thine;
And thine to fee her {mile and hear her fpeak.
No bird, ill-omen’d, round thy graceful head
Shall clamour harth, or wave his heavy wing,
But fern and flowers arife beneath thy fhade,
‘Where the wild bees their lullabies fhall fing.
And in thy boughs the murmuring ring-dove reft ;
And there the nightingale fhall byild her neft.

vVOoL. I. [
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8 ELECIAC SONMNETS. ,

SONNET XVIL
TO THE JARL OF EGRF,I,Q'“T- )

WYNDHAM ! *tis not thy blood, the’ pure it rus,
Thro’ a long line of glorious anceftry,

Percys and Seymours, Britain's beafted fons,
Who truft the honors of their race ta thee :

*Tis not thy fplendid domes, where Science loves
To touch the canvas, and the buft té raife ;
Thy rich domains, fair fields, and fpreading groves,
" *Tis not all thefe the Mufe delights to praife :

In birth, and wealth, and honors, great thow art |
But nobler in thy independent mind ;
And in that libera} hand and feeling heart
Given thee by Heaven—a blefling to mankind !
Unworthy oft may titled fortune be ;

.A foul like thine——is true Nobility 4

{
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b ——— _———————1
S ONNET XIX.

TO MR. HAYLEY,

ON RECE1VING SOME ELECANT LINES FROM HIM.

F OR me the Mufe a fimple band defign’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 dared I hope its tranfient hours
So long would laft ; compofed 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 placed
| The laurel wreath Serena’s Ppoet won,
Which, woven with myrtles by the hands of Tafte,
The Mufe decreed for this her favorite fon,
And thofe immortal leaves his temples fhade,
Whofe fair, eternal verdure—fhall not fade !

Cc 2
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§$ OON N E T XX

TO THE COUNTESS OF A 3

WRITTEN ON THE ANNIVERSARY OF HER
MARRIAGCE.

ON this bleft day may no dark cloud, or thower,
With envious fhade 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 fill arife, .
"Bleft with each good approving Heaven can fend !

And ftill, with ray ferene, -thall thofe blue eyes
Enchant the hufband, and attach the friend !

For you fair Friendhip’s amaranth fhall blow,
And Love’s own thornlefs rofes bind your brow ;
And when—long hence—to happier worlds you go,
Your beauteous race fhall be what you are now !
And future Nevills thro’ long ages fhine,
‘With hearts as good, and forms as fiir as thine !
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S ONNET XXIL
SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN BY WERTER.

GO, cruel tyrant of the human breaft !
To other hearts thy burning arrows bear ;
Go where fond Hope, and fair Illufion reft 5 -
Ah! why fhould Love inhabit with Defpair ?
Like the poor maniac I linger here, ‘
Still haunt the {cene where all my treafure lies ;
Still -feck for flowers where only thorns appear,
¢ And drink delicious poifon from her eyes I’
Tow’rds the deep guif that opens on my fight
I hurry forward, Paflion’s helplefs flave !
And fcorning Reafon’s mild and fober light,
Purfue the path that leads me to the grave v
So round the flame the giddy infe& flies,
And courts the fatal fire by which it dies !



£l ELEGIAC SONNRTS,

S ONNZET XXIIL

BY THE SAME.

3
TO 8SOLITVUVDE.

O SOLITUDE! to thy fequefter’d vale
1 come to hide my fortow and my tears,
And to thy echos tell the mournful tale
Which fearce I truft to pitying Friendfhip’s ears !
Amidft 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 fighs for hopelefs love !
And fure fome ftory of defpair and pain,
_In yon degep copfe thy murm’ring doves relate A;
And, hark, methinks in that long plaintive ftrain,
Thine own fweet fongftfefs weeps my wayward fate !
Ab, Nymph'! that fate aflift me to endure,
“And bear awhile—what Death alone can cure !
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S ONNET XXIIIL

BY THE SAME.

TO THE NORTH 3TAR.

TO thy bright beams I turn my fmimming eyes,
Fair, fav’rite planet ! which in happier days

Saw fny young hopes, ah, faithlefs hopes lavsarife,
And on my pa(ﬁon fhed propitious rays !

Now nightly wandering 'mid the tempeits drear
That how! the woods and rocky fteeps among,

I love to fee thy fudden light appear
Thro’ the fwift clouds—driven by the wind along ¢

Or in the turbid water, rude and dark, :
Or’er whofe wild ftream the guft of Winter raves,

Thy trembling light with pleafiire ftill I mark,
Gleam in faint radiance on the foathing waves !

So o’er my foul fhort rays of reafon fly,

Then fade :—and leave me to defpair, and die !

o
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SONNET XXIV.
BY THE SAME,

MM AKE there my tomb, beneath the lime-tree’s fhade, !
Where grafs and flowers in wild luxuriance wave ;
Let no memorial 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 falt’ring ftep fhall glide,
Tributes of fond regret by ftealth to pay,
. And figh o’er the unhappy fuicide !
And fometimes, when the fun with parting rays
Gilds the long grafs that hides my filent bed.

The tears {hall tremble in my CHARLOTT!’&'CYCS :
Dear, precious drops !—they fhall embalm the dead !

Yes—CuARLOTTE O'er the mournful fpot fhall weep,

Where her poor WerTtzr—and his forrows fleep !
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S ONNET XXV.
BY THE SAME.

JUST BEFORE HIS DEATH.

W HY houtd 1 with to hold in this low fphere
¢ A frail and feverifh being ?* Wherefore try
Poorly from day to day to linger here,
Againft the powerful hand of Deftiny P
By thofe who know the force of hopelefs care
On the worn heart—I fure fhall be forgiven,
If to elude dark guilt, and dire defpair,
I go uncall’d—to mercy and to heaven !
O 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 image fhall be found.no more ?
Yet may thy pity ntingle not with pain,
For then thy haplefs lover—dies in vain !
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S ONNET XXVL
1o THE AIVER ARUN.

ON thy wild banks, by frequent torrents worn,
No glittering fanes, or marble domes appu’f,
Yet Ml the mournful Mufe thy courfe adorn, .
And ftill to her thy ruftic waves be dear.
For with the infant Otway, lingering here,
Of early woes fhe bade her votary dream,
While thy low murmurs footh’d his penfive ear, ’
And ftill the poet—confecrates the ftream.,
Beneath the oak and birch that fringe thy fide,
The firft-born violets of the year fhall fprinig ;
And in thy hazles, bending o’er the tide,
The earlieft nightingale delight to fing :
While kindred fpirits, pitying, {hall relate
Thy Otway’s forrows, and lament his fate !
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S ONNET XXVIL

SIGHING I fee yon little troop at play,
By Sorrow yet untouch’d, unhurt by Care ;
While free and fportive they enjoy to-day,
¢ Content and carelefs of to-morrow’s fare !
O happy age | when Hope’s unclouded ray
Lights their green pa-th, and prompts their fimple
mirth ; ' ‘
Ere yet they feel the thorns that lurking lay,
To wound the wretched pilgrims of the earth ;
Making them rue the hour that gave them birth,
And threw them on a world fo full of pain,
Where profperous folly treads on patient worth,
And, to deaf Pride, Misfortune pleaas in vain !
Ah !—for their future fate how many fears
Opprefs my heart—and fill mine eyes with tears !
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S ONNET XXVIIL

TO FRIENDSHIP.

O THOU! whofe name too often is profaned b;
Whofe charms celeftial 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 Pleafure’s frail attachments fleet away,
As fades’the rainbow from the northern blaft !
“Tis thine, O Nymph! with ¢ balmy hands to bind
‘The wounds infli€ted in Misfortune’s ftorm, _
And blunt fevere Afli&ion’s fharpeft dart !
—'Tis thy pure fpirit warms my Anna’s mind,
Beams thro’ the penfive foftnefs of her form,
And holds its altar—on her fpotlefs heart !
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$ONNET XXX

TO MISS C

ON BEING DESIRED TO ATTEMPT WRITING
A COMEDY.

. WOULD’ST thou then have me tempt the comic

. fcene

Of gay Thalia ? ufed {o long to tread

The gloomy paths of Sorrow’s cyprefs fhade ;
And the lorn lay with fighs and tears to ftain ?
Alas! how much unfit her {prightly vein,

Arduous to try !=—and feek the funny mead,

. And bow’efs of rofes, where the loves to lead
The fportive fubjeéts of her golden reign !
Enough for me, if ftill to footh my days,

Her fair and penfive fifter condefcend
With tearful {mile to blefs my fimple lays ;
Enough, if her foft notes fhe fometimes lend,
To gain for me of feeling hearts the praife,
And chiefly thine, my ever partial friend !
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S ONNET XXX
TO THE RIVER ARUN,

BE the proud Thames 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 !

Thy I;anks romantic hopelefs Love fhall feek,

Where oer the rocks the mantling bindwith flaunts ;
And Sorrow’s drooping form and faded cheek

Choofe on thy willow>d fhore her lonely haunts !
Banks! which infpired thy Otway’s plaintive ftrain !

Wilds !—whofe lorn echos learn’d the deeper tone
Of Collins’ powerful fhell ! yet once again

Another poet—Hayley is thine own !
Thy claflic ftream anew fhall hear a lay,

Bright as its waves, and various as it¢ way !
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S ONNET XXXI

- WRITTEN IN FARM WOOD, 'SOUTH DOWNS,

IN MAY 1784.

SPRING‘:dewy hand on this fair fummit weaves
The downy grafs with tufts of Alpine flowers :

And fhades the beechen flopes with tender leaves,
And leads the thepherd to his upland bowers,

Strewn with wild thyme ; while flow-defcending thowers
Feed the green ear, and nurfe the future fhegves ¢

i —Ah bleft the hind—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 paft, or coming dread,

Bend his unconfcious {pirit down to earth,
Or chafe calm flumbers from his carelefs head !

Ah! what to me can thofe dear days reftore,

When fcenes could charm that now I tafte no mare !
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SONNE T XXXIL

TO MELANCHOLY.

WRITTEN ON THE BANKS OF THE ARUN,
ocTtoBer 1785.

WHEN lateft Autumn fpreads her evening veil,
And the grey mifts from thefe dim waves axife,
I love to liften to the hollow fighs,
Thro’ the half-leaflefs wood that breathes the gale :
For at fuch hours the fhadowy phantom pale,
Oft feems to fleet before the poet’s eyes ;
. Strange founds are heard, and mournful melodies,
" As of night-wanderers, who their woes bewail !
Here, by his native ftream, at ﬁxch an hour,
Pity’s own Otway I methinks could meet,
And hear his deep fighs fwell the fadden’d wind $
O Melancholy !—fuch thy magic power,
That to the foul thefe dreams are often fweet,
And footh the penfive vifionary mind !
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$ ONNET XXXIIL

'  T0 THE NAIAD OF THE ARUN,

GO, rural Naiad! wind thy fiream along
. Thro’ woods and wilds : then feek the ocean caves
. Where fea-nymphs meet their coral rocks ameng,
! To boaft the various honors of their waves !
'Tis but a little, o’er thy fhallow tide,
That toiling trade her burden’d veffel leads ;
| But laurels grow luxurisnt on thy fide,
And letters live along thy claflic mad;.
Lo!" where rid Britifh bards thy natives fhine !
And now another poet helps to raife -
Thy glory high—the poet of the Mine! .
Whofe brilliant talents are his fmalleft praife -
And who, to all that' genius can impart,
Adds the cqol héad, and the unblemifh’d heart !

¥OL. I. D




84 ELEGIAC SONNETS..

S O.N NE T XXXIV.
TO A FRIEND.

CHARM’D by thy fuffrage, fhall I yet afpire .
(All inaufpicious as my fate appears, -
By troubles darken’d, that increafe with years,}
To guide the crayon, or to touch the lyre?
Ah me!——the fifter 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 envied fan&tion crowns my lays, .
A ray of pleafure lights xﬁy languid mind,
For well 1 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 bays !

u
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S ONNET XXXV.

[y

TO FORTITUDE,

N YMPH of the rock! whofe dauntlefs fpirit braves
The beating ftorm, and bitter winds that howl

Round thy cold breaft ; and hear’ft the burfting waves
And the deep thunder with unfhaken foul ;

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

On my weak bofom—and how little worth

. Is the falfe fleeting metedx", Happinefs,

That fill mifleads the wanderers of the earth !’
Strengthen’d by thee, this heart fha]l ceafe to melt
O’er ills that poor Humanity muft bear ;
Nor friends eftranged, or ties diffolved be f:1t
To leave regret, and fruitlefs anguith there :
And when at length it heaves its lateft figh,
Thou and mild Hope {hall teach me how to die?

D 2
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-_—————— - -

SONNET XXXVL

SHOULD the lone Wanderer, fainting on his way,
" Reft for a moment of the fultry hours,
And tho’ his path thro’ thorns and roughnefs lay,
Pluck the wild rofe, or woodbine’s 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 Friendfhip and the Mufe.
But darker now grows life’s unhappyA day, -
Dark with new clouds of evil yet to come,
Her pencil {ckening Fancy throws away, -
And weary Hope reclines upon the tomb ;
And points my wifhes to that tranquil fhore,,
‘Where the pale fpeftre Care purfues no more,
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SONNET XXXVIL

SENT TO THE HONORABLE MRS. O’NEXLL,
WITH PAINTED FLOWERS., i

THE poet’s fancy takes from Flora’s realm
Her buds and leaves to drefs fikitious powers,
* With the gfeen olive fhades Minerva’s helm,
And gives to Beauty’s Queen the Queen of flowers,
" But what gay bloffoms of luxuriant Spring, )
. ‘With rofe, mimofa, amaranth entwin’d,
~ Shall fabled Sylphs ard fairy people bring,
As a juft emblem of the lovely mind ?
' In vain the mimic pencil tries to blend
The glowing dyes that drefs the flowery race,
Scented and colour’d by an hand divine !
. Ah! not lefs vainly would the Mufe pretend
On her weak lyre, to fing the native grace
And native goodnefs of a foul like thine !
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S O NN E T XXXVIIL

. -

FROM THE NOVEL OF EMNELINE.
) . ,
\VH E N welcome flumber fets my fpirit free,

Forth to filtitious happinefs it flies,

And where Elyfian bowers of blifs arife,

I feem, my Emmeline—to meet with thee !
Ah! Fancy then, diffolving human ties,

Gives me the wifhes of my foul to fee ;
Tears of fond pity £l thy foften’d eyes :

In heavenly harmony—our hearts agree.
Alas! thefe joys are mine in dreams alone,
When cruel Reafon abdicates her throne !

Her harfh return condemns'me to complain
Thro? life unpitied, unreliev’d, unknown!

And as the dear delufions leave my brain,

She bids the truth recur—with aggravated pain !
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S OON'N E T. XXXK."
TO NIGHT.

FROM THE SAME.

I LOVE thee, mournful, fober-fuited Night{ - '

When the faint moon, yet lingering in" her wane,
And veil’d in clouds, with pale uncertain light'
Hangs o’er the waters of the reftlefs main,
In deep depreffion funk, the enfeebled mind
WIIT to the deaf cold elements complain,

And tell the embofom’d grief, however vain,

_To fullen furges and the viewlefs wind.

Tho’ no repofe on thy dark breaft I find,
I ftill enjoy thee—cheerlefs as thou art ;
For in thy quiet gloom the exhaufted ‘heatt

‘ Is calm, tho’ wretched; hopelefs, yet refign’d.

While to the winds and waves its forrows given,

May reach—tho’ loft on earth—the ear of Heaven !

2
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S ONNET XL

FROM THE SAME.

FAR on the fands, the low, retiring tide,
In diftant murmurs hardly feems to flow ;
And o’er the world of waters, blue and wide, -
The fighing fummer-wind forgets to blow.
As finks the day-ftar in the rofy Wett,
The filent wave, with rich refletion glows :
Alas! can tranquil nature give me reft,
Or fcenes of beauty footh me to repofe ?
Can the foft luftre of the fleeping main,
Yon radiant heaven, or all creation’s charms,
¢« Erafe the written troubles of the brain,”
Which Memory tortures, and which Guilt alarms ?
Or bid a bofom tranfient quiet prove,
‘That bleeds with vain remorfe and unextinguifh'd love !
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S ONNET XLI

TO TRANQUILLITY,

IN this tumultuous {phere, for thee unfit,
How feldom art thou found—Tranquillity !
Unlefs °tis when with mild and downcaft eye

By the low cradles thou delight’ft to fit

Of fleeping infants——watching the foft breath,
And bidding the fweet {lumberers eafy lie ;

Or fometimes hanging o’er the bed of death,

Where the poor languid fufferer——hopes to die.

O beauteous fifter of the halcyon peace !

I fure fhall find thee in that heavenly fcene
‘Where Care and Anguifh fhall their power refign ;
Where hope alike, and vain yegret fhall ceafe, -
And Memory—loft in happinefs ferene,
Repeat no more—that mifery has been mine !
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S ONNET XLIL

COMPOSED .DURING A WALK ON THE DOWNS,
IN NOVEMBER 1787,

TH E dark and pillowy cloud, the fallow trees,
Seem oer the ruins of the year to mourn ;
And, cold and hollow, the inconftant breeae
Sobs thro’ the falling leaves and wither’d fern.
O’er the tall brow of yonger chalky bourn,
The evening {hades their éather’d darknefs fling,
~ While, by the lingeripg light, I fcarce difcern
The fhrieking night-jar fail on heavy wing.
Ah! yet a little——and propitious Spring '
Crown’d with frefh flowers fhall wake the woodland '
ftrain ;
But no gay change revolving feafons bring
To call forth pleafure from the foul of pain !
Bid Syren Hope refume her long-loft part,
And chafe the vulture Care—that feeds upon the heart !

\
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S ONNET XLIL

THE unhappy exile, whom his fates confine
To the bleak coaft of fome unfriendly ifle,
Cold, barren, defart, where no harvefts fmile,

But thirft and hunger on the rocks repine ;

When, from fome promontory’s fearful brow,
Sun after fun he hopelefs fees decline

In the broad fhiplefs fea—perhaps may know
Such heartlefs pain, fuch blank defpair as mine !

And, if a flattering cloud appears to fhow '
The fancied femblance of a diftant fail,

Then melts away

anew his fpirits fail,

While the loft hope but aggravates his woe !

Ah! fo for me delufive Fancy toils,

Then, from contrafted truth—my feeble foul recoils.
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S ONNE T XLIV.

WRITTEN IN THE CHURCH-YARD AT MIDDLETON
IN SUSSEX.

P RESS’D by the Moon, mute arbitrefs of tides,
‘While the loud equinox its p&wer combines,
The fea no more its fwelling furge confines,

But o’er the fhrinking land fublimely rides.

The wild blat, riﬁng from the Weftern cave,
Drives the huge billows ftom their heaving bed 3
Tears from theit graffy tombs the village dead,

And breaks the filent fsbbath of the grave!

With fhells and fea-weed mingled, on the fhore
Lo ! their bones whiten in the frequent wave ;
But vain to them the winds and waters rave ;

T@ hear the warring elements no more :

" While I am doom’d—by life’s long ftorm oppreft,

To gaze with envy on their gloomy reft. -
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ON LEAVING A PART OF SUSSEXa

i SONNET XLV.
.

N .

. FAREWEL, Aruna! on whofe varied fhore
My early vov'n were paid to Nature’s {hrine,

. When thoughtlefs joy, and infant hopc‘ were mine,

And whofe lorn fiream has heard me fince deplore
Too many forrows! Sighing I 'reﬁgn

Thy folitary beauties——and no more

- Or on thy rocks, or in thy woods recline,

Or on the heath, by moonlight lingering, pore
On air-drawn phantoms—Wahile in Fancy’s ear

- As in the evening wind thy murmurs fwell,

The Enthufiaft of the Lyre who wander’d kere,
Seems &et to ftrike his vifionary fhell, '
Of power to call forth Pity’g tendereft tear,

Or wake wild Phrenzy~from her hideous cell !
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S ONNET XLVL
WRITTEN AT PENSHURST, IN AUTUMN 1788,

YE towers fublime? deferted now and drear !
Ye woods! deep fighing to the hollow blaft,
The mufing wanderer loves to linger near,
While Hiftory points to all your glories paft :
And ftartling from their haunts the timid deer,
To trace the walks obfcured by matted fern,
Which Waller’s foothing lyre were wont to hear,
But where now clamours the difcordant hern!
The {poiling hand of Time may overturn
Thefe lofty battlements, and quite deface
The fading canvafs whence we love to learn
Sydney’s keen look, and Sachariffa’s grace ;
But fame and beauty ftill defy decay,
Saved by the hiftoric page——the poet’s tender lay !
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S ONN'E T XLVIL

©-TO FANCY.-

THEE, Queen of Shadows !—fhall I ftll invoke,
Still love the {cenes thy fportive péncil dréw,
When on mine eyes the early radiance broke
Which fhew’d the beauteous rather than the true!
Alas! long fince thofe glowing tints are dead,
And now ’tis thine in.darkeft hues to drefs
The fpot where pale Experience hangs her head
O’er the fad grave of murder’d Happinefs ! -
' Thro’ thy falfb-medil;m, then, no longer view'd,
May fancied pain and fancied pleafure fly,
And I, as from me all thy dreams depast,
Be fo my wayward deftiny fubdued :
Nor feek perfetion with a poet’s eye,
Nor fuffer anguifh with a poet’s heart !
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S ONNET XLVIIIL

TO MRs, % ®®

NO more my wearied foul attempts to firay
From fad reality and vain regret, ’
Nor courts enchanting Fi&ion‘go allay
Sorrows that Senfe refufes to forget :
For of Calamity fo long the prey,

Imagination now has loft her powers,

Nor will her fairy loom again 'cﬂ'ay
To drefs Aflition in a robe of flowers.-
But if no more the bowers of Fancy bloom,
Let one fuperior fcene attra my view, .
‘Where Heaven’s pure rays the facred fpot illume,
Let thy loved hand with palm and amarath ftrew
The mournful path approaching to the tomb,
While Faith’s confoling voict endears the friendly gloom.

’
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S ONNET XLIX.

FROM THE NOVEL OF CELESTINA,.

' SUPPOSED TO "HAVE BEEN WRITTEN IN A
CHURCH-YARD, OVER THE GRAVE OF
A YOUNG WOMAN OF NINETEEN.
O THOU ! wixo fleep’ft where hazle-bands entwine

The vernal grafs, with paler violets dreft ;

I would, fiweet maid ! thy humble bed were mine,

And mine thy calm and enviable reft.

For never more by human ills oppreft

Shall thy foft {pirit fruitlefsly repine :

Thou canft not now thy fondeft hopes refign
Even in the hour that fhould have made thee bleft.
i Ligﬁt lies the turf upon thy virgin breaft ;

"And lingering here, to Love and Sorrow true,
The youth who once thy fimple heart poffeft

Shall mingle tears with April’s early dew ;

‘While fill for him (hall faithful Memory fave
Thy form and virtues from the filent grave.

VOoL. I. . E



50 ELECIAC SONNETS.

SONNET L.

FROM THE NOVEL OF CELESTINA.

4

F AREWEL, ye lawns !—by fond remembrance bleft,
As witnefles of gay unclouded hours;

Where, to maternal Friendfhip’s bofom preft,
My happy childhood paft amid your bowers.

Ye wood-walks wild !—where leaves and fairy flowers
By Spring’s luxuriant hand are ftrewn anew ;

Rocks !—whence with fhadowy grace rude Nature lours:
O?er glens and haunted ftreams !

/And you !—O promifed Happinefs !—whofe voice

a long adieu !

Deluded Fancy heard in every grove,
Bidding this tender, tfuﬁing heart, rejoice

In the bright profpe& of unfailing love :
Tho’ loft to me—ftill may thy {mile ferene
Blefs the dear lord of this regretted {cene.
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S ONNET LI
FROM THE NOVEL OF CELESTINA.

SUPPOSED TO HAVE BEEN WRITTEN IN THE
HEBRIDES.

ON this lone ifland, whofe unfruttful breatt
- Feeds but the Summet-thepherd’s little flock
" With fcanty herbage from the half-clothed rock,

Where ofprays, cormorants, ‘and {ea-mews reft ;
Even in a foene {o defolate amd rude

I could with ther for months and years be bleft ;

And of thy tendernefs and love poffeft,
Find all my world in this wild folitude !

‘When fummer funs thefe northern feas illume,
With thee admire the light’s refleéted charms,

And when drear Winter fpreads his cheerlels gloom,
Still find Elyfium in_thy fhelt’ting erms :

For thou to me canft fovereign blifs impart,

Thy mind my empire—and my throne thy hearyg

CE 2
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S ONNET LIL

FROM THE NOVEL OF CELESTINA,

THE PILGRIM,

F ALTERING and fad the unhappy Pilgrim roves,
Who, on the eve of bleak December’s night,
Divided far from all he fon&ly loves,
Journeys alone, along the giddy height
Of thefe fteep cliffs ; and as the fun’s laft ray
Fades in the weft, fees, from the rocky verge,-
Dark tempeft {cowling o’er the {hortened day,
And hears, with ear appall’d, the impetuous furge
Beneath him thunder !—So, with heart opprefs’d, -
Alone, relu@ant, defolate, and flow,
By Friendfhip’s cheering radiance now unbleft,
Along Life’s rudeft path I feem to go;
Nor fee where yet the anxious heart may reft,.

That, trembling at the paft—recoils from future woe.
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S ONNET LIL
FROM THE NOVEL OF CELESTINA.

THE LAPLANDER.

TH E fhivering native who, By Tenglio’s fide,
Beholds with fond regret the parting light
Sink far away, beneath the darkening tide,

And leave him to long months of dreary night,-
Yet knows, that {pringing from the eaftern wave
The fun’s glad beams fhall re-illume his way,

And from the fnows fecured—within his cave

. He waits in patient hope—returning day.

Not fo the fufferer feels, who, o’er the wafte
Of joylefs life, is deftin’d to deplore

Fond love forgotten, tender friendfhip paft,
Which, once extingui(h’d; can revive no more !

O’er.the blank void he looks with hopelefs pain ;

- For him thofe beams of heaven fhall never fhine again.
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S ONNET LIV.
THE SLEE?ING WOODMAN.

WRITTEN IN APRIL 17QO0.

YE copfes wild, where April bids arife
The vernal graffes, and the early flowers 5

My foul deprefs’d—from human converfe flies '
To the lone fhelter of your pathlefs bowers.

Lo !—where the Woodman, with his toil opprefs’d,
His carelefs head on bark and mofs reclined,
Lull’d by the fong of birds, the murmuring wind,

Has funk to calm the’ momentary reft.

Ah! would *twere mine in Spring’s green lap to find
Such tranfient refpite from the ills I bear !

Would I could tafle, like this unthinking hiad,
A fweet forgetfulnefs of human care,

Till the laft fleep thefe weary eyes fhall clofe,

And Death receive me to his long repofe.
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SONNET LV

THE RETURN OF THE NIGHTINGALE.
WRITTEN IN MAY 1791.
BORNE on the warm wing of the weftern gale,
.How tremuloufly lew is heard to float
Thro’ the green budding thorns that fringe the vals,
The early Nightingale’s prelufive note.

*Tis Hope’s inftinflive power that thro’ the grove
Tells how benignant Heaven revives the earth ;
*Tis the foft voice of young and timid Love
That calls thefe melting founds of fweetnefs forth,

\With~tranfpovt, once, fweet bird! I hail’d thy lay,
And bade thee welcome to our fhades again,
To charm the wandering poet’s penfive way
And footh the folitary lover's pain ;
But mow !~fuch evils in my lot combine, '
As fhut my languid fenf—to fiope’s dear voice and
thine !
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S ONNET LVL

THE CAPTIVE ESCAPED IN THE WILDS OF
AMERICA.

JADDREISED TO THE HON, MR§. O’NEiILLi.

IF » by his torturing, favage foes untraced,
The breathlefs Captive gain fome tracklefs glade,
Yet hears the war-whoop howl along the wafte,
And dreads the reptile-monfters of the fhade 3
The giant reeds that murmur round the flood,
Seem to conceal fome hideous form beneath 5
And every hollow blaft that fhakes the wood,
Speaks to his trembling heart of woe and death.*
With horror fraught, and defolate difmay,
On fuch a wanderer falls the ftarlefs night ;
But if, far ftreaming, a propitious ray
Leads to fome amicable fort his fight,
He hails the beam benign that guides his way,
As 1, my Harriet, blefs thy friendfhip’s cheering light.
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"S ONNE T LVIL
TO DEPENDENCE.

DEPENDENCE ! heavy, heavy are thy chains,
And happier they who from the dangerous fea,

Or the dark mine, procure with ceafelefs pains

o
~

An hard-earn’d pittance—than who truft to thee !
More bleft the hind, who from his bed of flock

Starts—when the birds of morn their fummons give, '
And waken’d by the lark—* the fhepherd’s cfock,”

Lives but to labour—labouring but to live.
More noble than the {ycophant, whofe art

Mutft heap with taudry flowers thy hated fhrine ;
I envy not the meed thou canft impart

To crown #is fervice—while, tho’ Pride combine
With Fraud to cruth me—my unfetter'd heart

Still to the Mountain Nymph may offer mine,
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S ONNET LVIIL
THE GLOW-WORM.

WHEN on fome balmy-breathing night of Spring
The happy child, to whom the world is new, '
Purfues the evening moth, of mealy wing,
Or from the heath-bell beats the fparkling dew 5 -
He Tees before his inexperienced eyes
The brilliant Glow-worm, like a meteor, fhine
On the turf-bank ;—amazed, and pleafed, he cries,
¢ Star of the dewy grafs |-~ make thee mine 1"’
Then, ere ke fleep, collells ¢ the moiften’d*’ flower,
And bids foft leaves his glittering prize enfold,
And dreams that Fairy-lamps illume his bower :
Yet with the morning fhudders to behold
His lucid treafure, raylefs as the duft !
S0 turn the world’s bright joys to cold and blank
difguft.

-
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S ONNET LIX.

WRITTEN SEPT. 1701y, DURING A REMARKABLE
THUNDER STQRM, IN WHICH THE MOON WAS
PERFECTLY CLEARy WHILE THE TEMPEST
GATHERED IN VARIOUS DIRECTIONS
NEAR THE EARTH.

WHA’I‘ awful pageants crowd the evening {ky !
. The low horizon gathering vapours fhroud ;
. Sudden,, from many a deep-embattled cloud
| “Terrific thunders burft, and lightnings fly—
While in fereneft azure, beaming high,
Night’s regent, of her calm pavilion proud,
Gilds the dark {hadows that beneath her iie,
Unvex’d by all their conflifts ferce and loud,
~——So0, jn unfullied diguity clate,
'A fpirit coﬁfcious of fuperior worth,.
In placid elevation firmly great,
Scorns the vain cares that give Contention: birth
And bleft with peace above the fhocks of Fate,
$miles at the tumult of the troubled earth,
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ODE TO DESPAIR.
FROM THE NOVEL OF EMMELINE.

THOU fpefire of terrific mien !
Lord of the hopelefs heart and hollow eye,
In whofe fierce train each form is feen
That drives fick Reafon to infanity 1
I woo thee with unufual prayer, .
¢ Grim-vifaged, comfortlefs Defpair !*
Approach—in me a willing vi&im find,
Who feeks thine iron fway—and calls thee kind 1

Ah !* hide for ever from my fight
The faithlefs flatterer Hope—whofe pencil gay,
Pourtrays fome vifion of delight,
Then bids the fairy tablet fade away ;
While in dire contraft to mine .eyes
Thy phantoms, yet more hideous, rife,
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And Memory draws from Pleafure’s wither’d flower,
Corrofives for the heart—of fatal power !

I bid the traitor Love adieu!

‘Who to this fond believing bofom came
A guett infiduous and untrue,

With Pity’s foothing voice—in Friendfhip’s name ;
The 'wounds k¢ gave, nor Time fhall cure,
Nor Reafon teach me to endure.
And to that breaft mild Patience pleads in vain,
Which feels the curfe—of meriting its pain.

Yet not to xhe, tremendous Power !
Thy worft of fpirit-wounding pangs impart,
With which, in dark convi&ion’s hour,
Thou ftrikeft the guilty unrepentant heart ;
But of Illufion long the fport,
That dreary, tranquil gloom I court,
Where my paft errors I may fill deplore,
And dream of long-loft happinefs no more ]
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. 9
To thee I give this tortured breaft,

Where Hope arifes but to fofter Puin ;
Ah! lull its agonies to reft !
Ah! let me never be deceived again ¢!
But caltous, in thy deep repole, -
Behold, in long array, the woes
Of the dread future, calm and undifinay’d,
Till I may claim the hope-that theil wot fade ¢
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ELEGY.

K DARK gathering clouds involve the threatening
¢ fkies, :
¢ The f{ea heaves confcious of the impending gloom,
¢ Deep, holtow murmurs from the cliffs arife ;
¢ They come }the Spirits of the Tempeft come !

Oh, may fuch terrors mark the approaching night
¢ As reign'd on that thefe ftreaming eyes deplore?
¢ Flafh, ye red fires of heaven ! with fatal light, '
¢ And with conflifting winds, ye waters ! roar,

¢ Loud, and more loud, ye foaming- billows ! burft;
. ¢ ¥e warring elements! more fiercely rave,
¢ Till the wide waves o’erwhelm the fpot accurft

% Where ruthlefs Avarice finds a quiet grave 1?
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Thus with clafp*d hands, wild 1ooks, and ftrearhing hair,
While fhrieks of horror broke her trembling fpee'ch,

A wretched maid—the vi@im of Defpair, =~
Survey'd the threatening ﬂ:orm‘ and defart beech :

Then to the tomb where now the father flept
Whofe rugged nature bade her forrows flow,
Frantic fhe turn’d—and beat her breaft and wept,

I;lvoking vengeance on the duft below.

¢ Lo! rifing there above each humbler heap,

¢ Yon cipher’d ftones kis name and wealth relate,
¢ Who gave his fon—remorfelefs—to the deep,

¢ While I, his living vi&tim, curfe my fate.

¢ Oh! my loft love! no tomb is placed for thee,
¢ That may to ftrangers eyes thy worth impart !’
¢ Thou haft no grave but in the ftormy fea !
¢ And no memorial but this breaking heart !
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¢ Forth to the world, a widow’d wanderer driven,
¢ I pour to winds and waves the unheeded tear,
¢ Try with vain effort to fublmt to Heaven,
¢ And fruitlefs call on him— who cannot hear.”

¢ Oh! might I fondly clafp him once again,

¢ While o’er my head ’the infuriate billows pour,
¢ Forget in death this agonizing pain,

And feel his father’s cruelty no more !

¢ Part, raging waters! part, and fhew beneath,

¢ In your dread caves, his pale and mangled form ;
¢ Now, while the Demons of Defpair and Death

¢ Ride on the blaft, and urge the howling ftorm !

¢ Lo! by the lightning’s momentary b—lazc,
¢ I fee him rife the whitening waves above,

¢ No longer fuch as when in happier days ;
¢ He gave the enchanted hours—to me and love.

VoL, I. -F
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¢ Such, as when daring the enchafed fea,

¢ And courting dangeroux tail, he often faid -
¢ That every peril, one foft fmile from me,

* One figh of fpecchlefs tendernefs o’erpaid.

¢ But deed, disfigured, while between the: roar
¢ Of the loud ‘waves his accents pierce mine ear,
¢ And feem to fay—Ah, wretch ! " delay no more,

¢ But cothe, unhappy mourner \-—meet me here,

¢ Yet, powerful Fancy! bid the phantom flay,
¢ Still let me hear him !——'Tis already paft !
¢Along the waves his fhadow glides away,
¢ 1 lofe his voice amid the deafening blaft !

¢ Ah! wild Illufion, born of frantic Pain ! B

¢ He hears not, comes not from his watery bed !
¢ My tears, my anguifh, my defpair are vain,

"¢ The infatiate ocean gives not up its dead !

P
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¢ *Tis not his voice {e~Hark { the deep thunders roll !
¢ Upheaves the ground—the rocky barriers fuil |
¢ Approach, ye horrors that delight my foul !
¢ Defpair, and Death, and Delolation; hail 1*

The Ocean hears——The embodied waters come—
Rife o’er the land, and with refiftlefs fweep
Tear from its bafe the proud aggreflor’s tomb,
And bear the injured to etérnal fleep | -




68 s0Na,

S ON G.

A .
FROM THE FRENCH OF CARDINAL BERNIS.

L

FRUIT of Aurora’s tears, fair Rofe! )
On whofe foft leaves fond Zephyrs play,

O queen of flowers ! thy buds difclofe, |
And give thy fragrance to tixe. day ;

Unveil thy tranfient charms :——ah, no!
A little be thy bloom delay’d,

Since the fame hour that bids thee blow,
Shall fee thee droop thy languid head !

1I.
But go, and on Themira’s breaft-
Find, happy flower ! thy throne and tomb !
While, jealous of a fate fo bleft, )
Hoiw fhall I envy thee thy doom !
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Should fome rude hand approach thee there,
Guard the fweet Thrine thou wilt adom 3
Ah! punifh thofe who tafhly dare,

"And for my rivals keep thy thorn.

II1.
Love fhall himflf thy boughs compofz,
And bid thy wanton leaves divide ;
He’ll thew thee how, my lovely Rofe,
To deck her bofom; not to hide :
And thou fhalt tell the cruel maid
How frail are Youth and Beauty’s charms,’
And teach her, ere her own fhall fade,-

Ta give them to her lover’s armns. -
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WHEN ch, in anger to &lu fons QfM{i
Bid artful Yﬂkﬂﬂvﬁmb“?h" asicad
And fent the fowal gt which fpread belows,y - 5T
Orer all the wretched race cantagious wopy 75471
Unhapp)!.;naﬂgb)! Yice' snd-Folly' tofty. . 14 -nA
Found in the, f0rs of lift his.qnist Jof:7 4 b

_ While Envy, Avaric?,. end Amhition; *huel'd -/
Difcord and deatht seound the wirring workds, --;
Then the blef.peafant: Jdft. his fields and fold, . -1
And barter’d love and peace for power and gold;
Left h,is,cilm cottage and his native plain, . ..
In fearch of wealth to tempt the faithlefs mains.
Or, braving danger, in the battle ftood,

~ And bathed his favage hands in human blood !
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No longer then, his woodlind walks among,
The fhepherd-lad his genuine paffion fung,

Or fought at early morn his foul’s delight,

Or gnved her name upon | the bark at night;
To deck her ﬁowmg hair rio mors he wm}'e e
The fimple wreath, or with ambitious love .

Bound his own biew with myrtle of with bay] ¥

But broke his pipe, - or thiéw his créok sway; b

The nymphe forlsken other pleafures Bughis:

Then fieht for gold their venal heatts were bought,

And Naturdsblofh to fickly Art gase place,

And Affe@ation feized the feat of:Grace :

No more Simplicity by Senfe tefined, -

Or generous Sentiment, poffefs’d the mind ;

No m&'e'tkey félt eacki other's joyandwee, . - - v -
And Cupid fled and hid his ufele(s bow s

But with deep grief propitious Venus pined,

To fee the ills' which thréaten'd womankind ;

Ills that fhe knew her empire would difarm, :

And rob her fubjeis of their fweeteft charm :
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Good humour’s potent influence deftroy,
And change for lowering frowns the fmile of jofs
Then deeply fighing at the mournful view,
She ﬁy'd at length what heavenly art could do
To bring back Pleafure to her penfive train,
And vindicate the glories of her reign.
A thoufand little loves attend the tafk,
And bear from Mars’s head his radiant cafque,
The fair enchantrefs on its filver bound
Weaved with f{oft fpells her magic ceftus round,
"Fhen fhaking from her hair ambrofial dew,
Infufed fair hope, and expe&ation new,
And ftifled withes, and perfuafive fighs,
And fond belief, and ¢ eloquence of eyes,’
And falt’ring accents, which explain fo well
What ftudied {peeches vainly try to tell ;
And more pathetic filence, which imparts

_ Infeftious tendernefs to feeling hearts ;
Soft tones of pity ; fafcinating fmiles ;
And Maia’s fon affifted her with wiles,
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+ And brought gay dreams, fantaftic vifions brought, .
And waved his wand o’er the feducing draught. .
Then Zephyr came ; to him the goddefs cry’d,
¢ Go fetch from Flora all her flowery pride
¢ To £ill my charm, each {cented bud that blows,
¢ And bind my myrtles with her thornlefs rofe ; *
¢ Then fpeed thy flight to Gallia’s fmiling plain,
¢ Where rolls the Loire, the Garonne, and the Seine 3
¢ Dip in-their waters thy celeftial wing,
¢ And the foft dew to fill my chalice bring ;
¢ But chiefly tell thy Flara, that to me
¢ She fend a bouquet of her fleurs de lys ;
¢ That poignant fpirit will complete my fpell.*
. =———Tis done : the lovely forcerefs fays ’tis well,
. And now Apollo lends a ray of fire,.
The cauldron bubbles, and the flames afpire ;
The watchful Graces round the circle dance,
With arms entwined to mark the work’s advance ;
And with full quiver fportive Cupid came, .
Temp’ring his fav’rite arrows in the flame,

.
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Then Venus {peaks 3 the wavering flames retire,
And Zephyr's breath extinguithes the fire:
At length the goddefs in the helmet’s round .
A fweet and fubtil fpirit duly found,

More foft than oil, than: ather more refined,

Of power to-cure the woes of womankipd,: . .
And call'd'it Flattery t——balm.of fomide 4ifry
It chatshs alike the widow, maid,. and veifos
Clears the fad bvow of virgins in defpair, -+ bn:

'And finooths the cruel traces left by e 1V |
Bids palfied:age with youthful fpirit glow, > ¢ |
And hapgs May's garlsnds on. December's fnowl™”
Delicious effence | ‘howfoe’st apphyd, ... 1.0,
By what rudé natute is thy chirm. deay'd ®: - ...
Some form feducing &ill thy whifper wearsy .

Stern. Wifdom, turns.ta thee her willing earsy: %
And Prudery lifiens and forgets her fears, . Y-

The ruftic nymph whom rigid aunts refirain,

Condemn'd to drefs, and praftife arts in vain,
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_At thy firft fumimons find$ her bofom fwell,
And bids her crabbed gouvernantes farewel ;
While, fired by thee with fpirit not her awn,
She grows a toaft, and rifes into ton.,
The faded béauty who with fecret pain
Sees younger charms ufurp her envied seign,
By thee aflifted, can with fmiles behold
The record -where her conquefts are enrolld 5
And dwelling yet on fcenes by Memory nurfed, -
‘When George the Second reign’d, or George the Firft ;
She fees the fhades of ancient beaux arile,
‘Wha fwear her cyes exceeded modern eyes,
When poets fung for ‘hér, and lovers bled, -
And giddy fathion follow’d: as fhe led.-
l%eparted modes appear in long array,
The flowers and flounces of her happier day ;
J“gam her locks the decent fillets bl;:: ’
The waving lap];et flutters in the wind,
And then comparing with a proud difdain
The more fantaftic taftes that now obtain,
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She deems ungraceful, trifling and abfurd,
The gayer world that moves round George the
Nor thy foft influence will the train refufe,
Who court in diftant fhades the modeft Muf,
Tho’ in a form more pure and more refined,
Thy foothing fpirit meets the letter'd mind.
Not Death itfelf thine empire can deftroy;

Tow'rds thee, even then, we turn the languid eye;

Still truft in thee to bid our memory bloom,

- And {catter rofes round the filent tomb.
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" THE

PEASANT OF THE ALPS.
P;\OM THE 'NOVEL oF CEL;S*INA. ‘

‘W HERE cliffs arife by winter crown'd,

- And thro’ dark groves of pine around, '
Down the deep chafms the fnow-fed torrents foam,
Within fome hollow, fhelter’d from the ftorms,
The Peasant of the Aves his cottage forms,
And builds his humble, happy home.

Unenvied is the rich domain,
That far beneath him on the plain
Woaves its wide harvefts and its olive groves; '
More dear to him his hut with plantain thatch’d,
" Where long; his unambitious heart attach’d,
Finds all he wifhes, all he loves.
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There dwells the miftrefs of his heart,

And Lave, who teaches every art,
'Has bid him drefs the fpot with fondeft care ;
When borrowing from the vale its fertile foil,
He climbs the precipice with patient toil,
To plant her favorite flowrets there,
With native fhrubs, a hardy race,
There the green myrtle finds a place,
And rofes there the dewy leaves decline ;
While from the &aggs abrupt, and tangled fteeps,
With bloom and fruit the Alpine-berry peeps,
And, blufhing, mingles with the vine.

His garden’s fimple produce ftored,
Prepared for him by hands adored,
Is all the little luxury he knows :
And by the fame dear hands are foftly fpnad
The chamois’ velvet {poil that forms the bed,
Where in her arms he finds repofe, - -
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But abfent from the calm abode,
Dark thunder gathers round his road 3
Wild raves the wind, the arrowy lightnings flath,
Returning quick the murmuring rocks among, -
His faint heart trembling as he winds.alongy: ;
Alarm’d—bhe liftens to. the crafh ~

Of rifted ice !——O man of woe! ¢
O’er his dear cot—a mafs of {now, )
By the ftorm fever’d from the cliff d)ove,
Has fallen—and buried in its marble breaft,
All that for him—Iloft wretch !—the world poflef,
His home, his happinefs, his love !

Aghaﬂ; the heart-ftruck mourner ftands, |
Glazed are his eyes—convulfed his hands,
O’erwhélming anguifh checks his labouring breath ;
Crufh’d by defpair’s intolerable weight,
“Frantic he feeks the mountain’s giddieft height,
" And headlong feeks relief in death !
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A fate too fimilar is mine,

But I—in lingering pain repine,
And ftill my loft felicity deplore !.
Cold, cold to me is that dear breaft become -
‘Where this poor heart had fondly fix’d its home,
And love and happinefs are mine no more!
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DOES Pity give, tho’ Fate denies,
And to my wounds her balm impart ?

Oh fpeak—with thofe expreflive eyes !
Let one low figh efcape thine heart.

The gazing crowd fhall never guefs
‘What ;'mxious, watchful Love can fee ;

Nor know what thofe foft looks exprefs,
Nor dream that figh is meant for me,

Ah! words are ufelefs, words are vain,
Thy generous fympathy to prove ;
And well that figh, thofe looks explain,
That Clara mourns my haplefs love.

VOL. I. G
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THIRTY-EIGHT.
ADDRESSED TO MRS, H——Y,

IN early youth’s unclouded fcene,
The brilliant morning of eighteen,
. - With health and {prightly joy elate
‘We gazed on life’s enchanting fpring,
Nor thought how quickly time would bring
The mournful period—Thirty-eight.

Then the ftarch maid, or matron fage,
‘Already of that fober age, ‘
We view’d with mingled fcorn and hate ; 1
In whofe iharp words, or fharper face,
With thoughtlefs mirth we loved to trace
The fad effefts of—Thirty-eight.
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Till faddening, fickening at the view,

. We learn’d to dread what Time might do ;

And then preferr’d a prayer to Fate

To end our days ere that arrived ;

When (power and pleafure long furvived)
We met heglc& and—Thirty-eight.

But Time, in fpite of withes, flies,

And Fate our fimple prayer denies,

And bids us Death’s own hour await
The auburn locks are mix’d with grey, )
The tranfient rofes fade away,

But Reafon comes at—Thirty-eight.

Her voice the anguifh contradifts
That dying vanity inflits ;
Her hand new pleafures can create,
For us {he opens to the view
Profpeéts lefs bright—but far more true,
And bids us fmile at—Thirty-eight.

G 2
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No more fhall Scandal’s breath deftroy

The focial converfe we enjoy

With bard or critic téte & téte jom
O’er Y outh’s bright blooms her blights fhall pour,
But {pare the improving friendly hour

That Science gives to—Thirty-eight.

Stripp’d of their gaudy hues by Truth,
We view the glitt’ring toys of youtli,
And blufh to think how poor the bait
For which to public {eenes we ran,
And fcorn’d of fober Senfe the plan,
Which gives content at—Thirty-eight.

Tho’ Time’s inexorable fway

Has torn the myrtle bands away,

For other wreaths ‘tis not too late,
The amaranth’s burple glow furvives,
And ftill Minerva’s olive lives

On the calm brow of—Thirty-eight.
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‘With eye more fteady we engage

To contemplate approaching age,

'And life more juftly eflimate ;
With firmer fouls, and ftronger powers,
With reafon, faith, and friendfhip ours,
We'll not regret the ftealing hours

That lead from Thirty—even to Forty-eight.
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VERSES

INTENDED TO HAVE BEEN PREFIXED TO THE
NOVEL OF EMMELINE, BUT THEN
SUPPRESSED.

O ERWHELM'D with forrow, and fuftairting long
¢ The proud man’s contumely, th’ oppreffor’s wrong,”
Languid defpondency, and vain regret,

Muft my exhaufted {pirit ftruggle yet ?

Yes!—Robb’d myfelf of all that fortune gave,

Even of all hope—but fhelter in the grave,

Still fhall the plaintive lyre effay its powers

To drefs the cave of Care with Fancy’s flowers,
Maternal Love the fiend Defpair withftand,

Still animate the heart and guide the hand.

~—May you, dear objeéts of my anxious care,

Efcape the evils I was born to bear ! |

Round my devoted head while tempefts roll,

Yet there, where I have treafured up my foul,




VERSES. 87

May the foft rays of dawning hope impart
Reviving patience to my fainting heart ;—

And when its fharp folicitudgs fhall ceafe,

May I be confcious in the realms of peace

That every tear which fwells my children’s eyes,
From forrows paft, not prefent ills arife.

Then, with fome friend who loves to {hare your pain,
For ’tis my boaft that fome fuch friends remain,

By filial grief, and fond remembrance preft,

You’ll feek the fpot where all my forrows reft ;
Recall my haplefs days in fad review,

The long calamities I bore for you,-

And—with an happier fate—refolve to prove

How well you merited—your mother’s love.






QUOTATIONS, NOTES,
and EXPLANATIONS.

S ONNET L

Line 13.
Ah! then, how dear the Mufe’s favours coft,
* If thofe paint forrow beft—who feel it moft !

¢ The well-fung woes fhall footh my penfive ghoft ;
¢ He beft can paint them who fhall feel them moft.’
Pope’s Eloifa to Abelard, 366th line.

S ONNET IL
Line g,
Anemonies that {pangled every grove.
Anemony Nemerofo. The wood Anemony.,
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S ONNET IL
Line 1. :
The idea from the 43d Sonnet of Petrarch.
Secondo parte. -

¢ Quel rofigniuol, che fi foave piagne.’

S ONNET V,
Line 2, \
Your turf, your flowers among.

¢ Whofe turf, whofe {hades, whofe flowers among.’ =~
’ Gray.
Line g. A -
Aruna!

The river Arun.

S ONNET VL

Line 12.
¢ For me the vernal garland blooms no more.’
Pope’s Imit. sft Ode, 4th Book of Horace.

el
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M
Line 13. .
¢ Mifery’s Love.’ .
Shakfpeare’s King Fohn.

S ONNET VI

Line 4.
¢ On the Night’s dull ear.”’
4 Shakfpeare,
Line 5. -
Whether on Spring—Alludes to the fuppofed
migration of the Nightingale.
Line 7.

The penfive Mufe {hall own thee for his mate,

¢ Whether the Mufe or Love call thee his mate.
¢ Both them I ferve, and of their train am 1.’
Milton’s Firft Sonnet.
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S ONNET VI
Line 14,
Have power to cure all fadnefs—but defpair !

¢ To the heart infpires
¢ Vernal delight and joy, able to drive
¢ All fadnefs but defpair.’
" Paradife Loft, Fourth Book.

S ONNET IX

Line 10.

And laugh at tears themfelves have forced to flow,

¢ And hard Unkindnefs’ alter’d eye,
¢ That mocks the tear it forced to flow.’
Gray.

S ONNET XL
Line 4.
Float in light vifion round my aching head. -

¢ Float in light vifion round the poet’s head.’
Mafon,
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Line 7.

And the poor fea 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 fhip boy’s eyes, and rock his brains

* In cradle of the rude impetuous furge P’ &c.

. Shakfpeare’s Henry 1V,

S ONNET XIL

Line 8.
¢ And fuits the mournful temper of my faul.’

Young.

S ONNET XIIL
Line 1.
¢ Pommi ove’l Sol, ‘occide i fiori e 1’erba.’

Petrarch, Sonnctto 112. Parte primo. .
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SO NNZET XIV.

’

Line 1.

.

Sonnetto 69. -Parte primo,

¢ Erano i capei d’oro all aura fparfi.’

S ONNET XV.

Line 1. v
¢ Se lamentar augelli o verdi fronde.’

Sonnetto 21,  Parte fecondo.

S ONNET XVL
Line 1.
¢ Valle che de lamenti miei fe piena.’

Sonnetto g3. Parte fecondo.

S ONNUZET XVIIL
Line 1.
¢ Scrivo in te 1’amato nome

¢ Di colei, per cui, mi moro.’



QUOTATIONS AND NOTES, 95

P

This is not meant as a tranflation ; the original
is much longer, and full of images, which could
not be introduced in a Sonnet.—And fome of
them, though very beautiful in the Italian, would

not appear to advantagé in an Englith drefs.

S ONNET XXIL
Line 3.

¢ Poor Maniac.’
See the Story of the Lunatic.

¢ Is this the deftiny of man ? Is he only happy
before he pofleffes his reafon, or after he has loft
it P—Full of hope you go to gather flowers in
winter, and are grieved not to find any—and do
not know why they cannot be found.’

Sorrows of Werter, Volume Second.

Line 8,
¢ And drink delicious poifon from thine eye.’

Pope.
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S ONNET XXIL

" Line 1.
¢ I climb fteep rocks, I break my way through
copfes, among thorns and briars which tear me to

picces, and I feel a little relief.’ .
Sorrows of Werter. Volume Firft,

S O NNE T XXIIL

Line 1.
¢ The greater Bear, favourite of all the conftel-
lations ; for when I left you of an evening it ufed

to thine oppofite your window.’
Sorvows of Werter. Volume Second.

S ONNET XXIV.

Line 1.
¢ At the corner of the church-yard which looks
towards the fields, there are two lime trees—it is

there I with to reft.’
Sorrows of Werter. Volume Second.
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S ONNET XXV.

Line 1.
¢ May my death remove every obftacle to‘your
happinefs.—Be at peace, I entreat you be at peace.’
Sorrows of Werter.  Volume Second.,

Line 11,
‘When worms fhall feed on this devoted heart,

Where even thy image fhall be found no more.

From a line in Rouffeau’s Eloifa.

S ONNET XXVL
Line 5.
For with the infant Otway, lingering here.

Otway was born at Trotten, a village in Suflex.
Of Woolbeding, another village on the banks of the
Arun (which runs through them both), his father
was reftor. Here it was, therefore, that he probably
paffed many of his early years. The Arun is here an

VOL. 1. H

-
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inconfiderable ftream, winding in a channel deeply

worn, among meadow, heath, and wood.

S ONNET XXVIIL

Line 4.
¢ Content, and carelefs of to-morrow’s fare.’
Thomfon.

S ONNET XXVIIL
Line g.
¢ Balmy hand to bind.’
Collins.

S ONNET XXX

Line 6.
Bindwith.

The plant Clematis, Bindwith, Virgin’s Bower,
or Traveller’s Joy, which towards the end of June
begins to cover the hedges and fides of rocky hollows
avith its beautiful foliage, and flowers of a yellowith
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white of an agreeable fragrance ; thefe are fucceeded
by feed pods that bear. fome referblance to feathers
or hair, whence it is fometimes called Old Man’s
Beard.

Line o.
Banks! which infpired thy Otway’s pléinti‘}e ftrain!
Wilds! whofe lorn echos learn’d the deeper tone
Of Collins’ powerful fhell ! -

Collins, as well as Otway, was a native of this
country, and probably at fome period of his life an
inhabitant of this neighbourhood, fince, in his beau-
tiful Ode on the Death of Colonei Rofs, he fays,

The Mufe fhall ftill, with focial aid,
Her gentleft promife keep ;

E’en humble Harting’s cottag’d vale,

Shall learn the fad repeated tale,
And bid her fhepherds weep.

H2
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And in the Ode to Pity :
¢ Wild Arun too has heard thy ftrains,
¢ And Echo, ‘midft thy native plains,
¢ Been footh’d with Pity’s lute.

S ONNET XXXIL

Line 2.
Alpine flowers,
An infinite variety of plants are found on thefe
hills, particularly about this fpot: many forts of
Orchis and Ciftus of fingular beauty, with feveral

others.

S ONNET XXXIII
Line g.
Thy natives. '
Otway, Collins, Hayley.
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S ONNET XLIL
Line 8.
The fhricking night-jar fail on heavy wing.

The night-jar or night-hawk, a dark bird not fo
big as a rook, which is frequently feen of an evening
on the downs. It hasa fhort heavy flight, then refts
on the ground, and again, uttering a mournful cry,
flits before the traveller, to whom its appearance is
fuppofed by the peafants to portend misfortune. As
I have never feen it dead, I know not to what fpe-

cies it belongs.

S ONNET XLIV.
Line 7.

Middleton is a village on the margin of the fea, in
Suffex, containing only two or three houfes. There
were formerly feveral acres of ground between its
fmall church and the fea, which now, by its continu.
al encroachments, approaches withina few feet of this
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half -ruined and humble edifice. The wall, which
once furrounded the church-yard, is entirely fwept
away, many of the gr;lves broken up, and “the re-
mains of bodie§ interred wathed into the fea ; whence
human bones are found among the fand and fhingles

on the fhore.

S ONNET XLV.

Line 11.
The enthufiaft of the lyre who wander’d here.
Collins.—See note to Sonnet go.

S ONNZET XLVL
Line 8.
But where now clamours the difcordant hern.’

In the park at Penfhurft is an heronry. The houfe
is at prefent uninhabited, and the windows of the
galleries and other rooms, in which there are many
invaluable pifures, are never opened but when
ftrangers vifit it.
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Line 12.

Algernon Sydney.’

S ONNET LL

Line 4.
Ofpray.
The fea-eagle.

S ONNET LIV. .

Line 12.

A fweet forgetfulnefs of human care.

P OPCO
S ONNET LVIL
Line 7.
The lark—the fhepherd’s clock.
Shakfpeare.

Line 14.
The mountain-goddefs, Liberty.
_ Milton.
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S ONNZET LVIL

Line 8,
¢ Star of the earth,’
Dr, Darwin.
Line g.
¢ The moiften’d blade—’
Wolcot's beautiful Ode to the Glow-worm.

ELEGY.

This elegy is written on the fuppofition that an
indigent young woman had been addrefled by the fon
of a wealthy yéoman, who refenting his attachment,
had driven him from home, and compelled him to
have recourfe for fubfiftence to the occupation of a
pilot, in which, in attempting to fave a veffel in
diftrefs, he perifhed. )

The father dying,'a temb i's fupppofed to be ereted
to his memory in the church-yard mentioned in Son-
net the ¢4th, And while a tempeft is gathering, the
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unfortunate young woman comes thither ; and court-
ing the fame death as had robbed her of her lover,
{he awaits its violence, and is at length overwhelmed .

by the waves. l

Verfe 8. Line 3.
¢ And fruitlefs call on him—¢ who cannot hear.’’
¢ T fruitlefs moura to him who cannot hear,
¢ And weep the more becaufe I weep in vain.’
Gray’s exquifite Sonnet ;
in reading which it is impoffible not to regret that V

he wrote only one.

THE ORIGIN OF FLATTERY.
This little poem was written almoft extempore on
occafion of a converfation where many pleafant things
were faid on the fubje& of flattery ; and fome French
gentlemen who were of the party inquired for a
fynonime in Englifh to the French word fleurette,
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The poem was inferted in the two firft editions, and
having been afked for by very refpe@table fubfcribers
to the prefent, it is reprinted. The fonnets have
been thought too gloomy ; and the author has been
advifed to infert fome of" a more cheerful caft. This

poem may by others be thought too gay, and is indeed
fo little in unifon with the prefent fentiments and
feelings of its author, that it had been wholly omitted
but for the refpetable approbation of thofe to whofe
gudgment fhe owed implicit deference.

END OF THE FIRST VOLUME.



















Digitized by GOOSIG





