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o INTRODUCTION.

natural and sublime, will readily appear to him who
shall consult the original ; and these excellencies it has
been the translator’s particular endeavour to display.
If he could flatter hirnsélfthat hé had aftained the spirit
of his author, he would feel little solicitous to excuse
the liberties which he has used with the work. Great
liberties, however, he must confess that he has taken ;
but in justification of thétn he appeals to the authorities
of Dryden, Pope, Rowe, and Buchanan. For sorme of
his alterations he expects even to obtain ¢redit from the
candid; especially where he has expressed, Th a less
exceptionable manner, such ‘thoughts as seémed -not 'to
accord with the delicacy of modern manners. After
having ‘made sonte such changes, he now confidently
flatters himself, that this Poem, in its new English dress,
cannot justly give offerice to the ‘most delicate sense ‘of
propriety, being fully ¢leared of every sentiment which
has the smallest tendency to flatter the passions, or iper-
vert the judgment.

What labour he has devoted, in order to render the

work acceptable to his readers, he thinks it dt present
unisafe to state ; aslie would riot willingly offend them
by boldly avowing that he had taken little pains to
ensure their approbation ; and by professing to have
rised much, he might subject himself to the secret mor-
tification of being afterwards obliged to admit that he
had laboured in vain.

Not with the design of boasting precocity of genius,












10 HERO AND LEANDER.

Should Fortune lead you to that mournful coast,
Mark the broad stream by bold Leander crost ;
With raptur'd eye each fav'rite haunt explore,

And Hero’s watch-tower by the sounding shore.

Of Hero and Leander’s hapless love,
Say then the spring, ye tuneful Powers above!
Of matchless charms, of an illustrious line,
And priestess of Idalian Venus’ shrine,
Hero, the chaste, the innocent, the good,
Dwelt by the Hellespont's resounding flood,
Where the dread goddess’ holy temple stood ;
And such her gait, and such her comely mien,
Herself a goddess seem’d, and love’s immortal queen.

Yet, though her charms the gazing crowds adl‘niré,,
She wisely shuns to join the sportive choir: -
(For fell the envy of each female breast,
When one bright beauty has outshone the rest.)
To Venus oft the sacred altar shone,
And gifts were offex’d to her winged son ;
But all in vain, for ruthless Cupid bends
His fatal bow, and the keen shaft descends.

In Sestn’s";emp]es, on a festal day,
Their hallow’d rites, and suppliant vows to pay
To fair Adonis and the Paphian queen,
From ev'ry clime the joyous youths convene ;






12 HERO AND LEANDER.

« Ye fond admirers of Laconia’s dames,”

Some gallant youth, with rapt'rous heart, exclaims,
“ Whom have you seen among their maids so rare,
¢« With bright, with balmy Hero to compare ?

“ But sure this priestess of the Paphian shrine

¢« No morfal is, but some blest Power divine!

¢ Give me, great queen, this peerless fair to wed=—
« O give with her to mount the bridal-bed ;

« And proud Olympus’ towering heights be thine:
“ For her, celestial pleasures I resign.

« Or grant, dread goddess! to thy suppiiant's prayer,
¢« A bride as sweet, and as divinely fair.”

Such were the transports of the gazing throng,
And such their thoughts, as Hero pass'd along.

But now Leander sought, and sought in vain,
To shun her charms, and his warm love restrain.
I1l-fated youth ! the fiery darts prevail,
Nor can thy breast its secret wound conceal.
Now earthly joys without thy Hero seem
Empty and vain, as is th’ illusive dream ;
While the keen shafts that radiate from her eye,
Fire thy fond soul with rapt’rous agony.
(Suchis the power of conquering beauty’s dart,
With sharpest point to wound th’ unwary heaft :
From the bright look and world-subduing e_',re,r
The glitt'ring shafts in countless myriads fly.)
No more his passion bears to be confin'd,
The wild emotions tear his troubled mind ;






14 HERO AND LEANDER.

When Hero thus, with female pride, began :

“ Whence this presumption, rash, unthinking man ?
“ I, who am sprung of an illustrious line,

“ And Venus’ priestess, never can be thine:

“ Then dread my vengeance !—'tis not safe to stay !
¢« Go, quit my robe, and fly with speed away !”

So spake the damsel ; but her words confest
A smother’d flame that glow’d within her breast ;
Nor could her seeming threats Leander move,
(Who knew the fair oft threaten while they love :)
His lawless passion brook’d restraint no more—
He clasp’d her neck, and kiss'd it o’er and o’er ;
Gaz'd on her charms, and thus, enraptur'd, said:
« (O lovely Venus, or the blue-eyed maid !
« For sure I deem thee of no mortal line,
« And these bright looks are peerless and divine !
« But if, indeed, of human lineage sprung,
«« Happy the breast to which thy lips have clung !
« Happy thy kinsmen ! and, if such there be,
« Happy the man saluted Sire! by thee !
 Then smile upon me, O illustrious fair!
« Approve my passion, and accept my prayer.
« So gay, so comely ! wilt thou ever dwell
¢ A lonely virgin in this dreary cell ?
¢ Shall Venus' rites be still thy constant care,
¢ And thou refuse the goddess’ joys to share ?
¢ Hast thou not heard how swift Cyllenius led
¢ The bold Alcides to his Lydian maid ?


















<0 HERO AND LEANDER.

Thus while she spoke, the fond enamour’d boy
Unbound her zone, and sought the nuptial joy.
Ill-omen’d match ! no sportive youths advance,
With bounding steps, to fly along the dance ;

No playful maids the choral notes prolong,

No poet chaunts the hymeneal song ;

Nor mother dear, nor joyous sire, was there,

No blazing torches vex’d the troubled air ;

No lulling pipes in gentle measure play’d,

But all was silence round the bridal bed.

Gay pass’d the night; but when the morning shone
On Hero’s couch, the lovely youth was gone.

With weary’d arms he stems the well-known stream,
And long the way, and rough the billows seem.

She from her kinsmen seeks her joys to hide —

By day a maiden, and at night a bride.

The faithful lovers hate th’ unwelcome morn,

And long till evening’s friendly shades return.

Thus, in gay dalliance pass’d their hours away ;
Yet worldly pleasures last but for a day ;
And ruthless fate’s consuming hand destroys
The sweets of love, and hiymen’s tender joys.

Now wintry winds, with sable pinions, sweep
The trembling earth, and howl along the deép:
Rous’d from their beds, the hoary waves arise,
Swell their broad backs, and mount unto the skies.
The feeble bark that owns their dread command,
With shatter’d keel is dash’d epen the strand:


















26 MISCELLANEOUS POEMS.

II.

ON MELANCHOLY.

Tuouen the sweet lyre, on sadly-warbling strings,
Hath sung the joys which Melancholy brings,
And sorrow there hath fondly hoped to find

A sure relief to her afflicted mind ;

No balm has she to soothe the aching smart

Of stern misfortune’s sure and poignant dart :
From her dark haunts how gladly would I flee,
For a rough step-dame she has been to me, .

Mark you this wan and fallen cheek of mine!

There health whilome and youth were wont to shine,
Till Melancholy, on an evil day,

Unfeeling, snatch’d the lovely flowers away.

Yes, they are gone, ah ! never to return,
Though I my loss in briny tears should mourn ;
And rue I yielded to her dread control,
And madly woo'd the syren to my soul.

Sweet Cheerfulness! thou nymph so blythe and fair,
No more my bosom shall thy presence share ;

A jealous foe hath shut thee from my view,

And my full heart must bid a last adieu!




































28 MISCELLANEOUS POEMS.

For ages slept, as ancient bards have sung.
Oft to her swain th’ enamour’d Cynthe clung ;
And, as she clasp’d him in her close embrace,
Pour’d the warm kisses on his snowy face.

Sweet were his dreams, as still, at evening hour,
The constant lover sought his shady bower,
Whose vocal branches woo’d the whist'ling gale
To join the notes of lonely Philomel.

But, ah ! while thus I lengthen out my lay,

The envious moments bid me haste away.

May He, whose potent arm protection yields

To the frail flowers that deck th’ umﬂ.ter’d fields,

Remove each surly blast and raging storm
Far from thy lovely face and tender form:
With thee may peace and joys seraphic dwell,
My first, my only love—and fare thee well!

X

THE REWARD OF GENIUS.

Tue sailor ploughs the rugged main,
Nor fails a harvest to obtain ;

: - And he that braves the battle’s rage,
Becomes the wonder of his age.













































