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PREFACE

Ideally, of course, one cannot completely understand American poetry unless
one reads all the poems of all our poets. In practice, however, few if any readers
can do this, and it is utterly impossible in the limited time available in the aver-
age college course devoted to the subject. Selection becomes necessary, then,
although the choice of poets and poems is perhaps justifiable only in the light of
its guiding principles, and therefore the reader is entitled to a candid statement of
the principles which have governed the making of the present book.

1. The Poets Included. Most teachers today agree that it is preferable to
acquaint oneself thoroughly with a considerable body of the work of a relatively
few major figures who are representative than to try to read snippets from a mul-
titude who soon become mere names. Thus the present book includes the ten
generally recognized major American poets, along with Freneau to illustrate the
neglected but important early development of our poetry as inspired by scientific
deism, and along with Robinson and Lindsay to represent two contrasting aspects
of the modern temper in the East and the West, respectively.

2. Range of Ideas. One must follow the trail of a poet’s thought wherever
it may lcad. Our poets were closely interested in the full cycle of the ideas of
their time. An attempt has therefore been made to include not only poems which
are intrinsically good as works of art but also those poems which express each
poet’s political, religious, social, economic, and wsthetic views. Not only do
poems dealing with such a variety of ideas enable a reader to learn the logical
articulation of a poet’s thought but they illustrate the manner in which the poct
inspired or was inspired by the life of his time and place. The poetry included
thus constitutes an index to the intellectual history of America which parallels
and helps to illuminate other aspects of American history.

3. Genetic Development. Some of our poets reveal themselves, when studied
closely, as having gone through many changes of view from youth to old age,
changes so striking in some cases as to make the same man seem composed of
different individuals. By disregarding chronology, by artificially arranging the
order of a poet’s poems, or by omitting all his early or all his mature poems, one
is in danger of securing a portrait of the poet which fails to present him faithfully
proportioned and integrated as a “man against the sky.” Materials have therefore
been provided which should enablc a reader to trace the growth of the poet’s
mind and art from his earliest to his latest expression in order that he may emerge

as a complete, organic personality in his intellectual habit as he lived.

v 1.
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4. Asthetic Theory. Modernist critics who emphasize appreciation and the
enjoyment of poetry have long told us that in approaching a given poem for the
first time one should try to divest himself of subjective biases and prejudices
and try to ascertain to what extent the poet succeeded in fulfilling his own pecul-
far aim. In this anthology, then, an attempt has been made to include not only
illustrations of the poets’ practice but representative prose statements of the the-
ories and aims which underlie and direct and in part explain their practice, their
poetic art. This principle has been further elaborated by a considerable note sum-
marizing the poctic theory of each poet. This material should insure not only a
more sympathetic and intelligent understanding of the poems but, in providing
a means of checking theory against practice, it should furnish at least onc definite
and clean-cut method for the study of a subject which is too apt to degenerate
into subjectivity or chaos. While the present sclection aims to give due emphasis
to the poets’ ideas in their full range, it also attempts to emphasize the importance
of poetic arz. While many ideas arc apt to be common to all contemporaries of
a given era, probably of a hundred poems embodying the same ideas only one
poem endures. If one inquires the reason for this familiar phenomenon, it is likely
to be found in the fact that distinction of form of expression, of prosodic art,
constitutes in considerable measure a competitive power of appeal. [ am grateful
to Professor G. W. Allen for enabling me to quote liberally, in the notes, from
his American Prosody, a book based on a doctoral disscrtation done under my
direction. Finally, it need hardly be said that this method of providing for an
interpretation of a poet’s practice in the Tight of his own theory is in no way
incompatible with the necessary critical appraisal of the ultimate value of the
poct’s thought and art in the light of traditional and universal criteria; indeed it
is the necessary means to such a desirable end.

5. Relation to the History of Relevant Scholarship. In the last third of a cen-
tury a vast fraternity of scholars in Europe as well as in America, working largely
under the stimulus of our competitive university system, have made immense
contributions to our understanding of the full and rich significance of American
poetry. These scholarly contributions, however, are often published in inaccessible
journals, and their conclusions are unknown to many students. Furthermore,
when individual studies are known, the student is often at a loss to know how
their value compares with that of other similar studies and to what extent the
conclusions have been modified by other rescarch. As a help in remedying this
situation, then, extensive bibliographies with interpretative or critical annotations
have been provided for each poet, in order that the student may profit by what
specialists have done in interpreting the significance of the poetic spokesmen of
our American tradition.

6. Interpretative Notes. The rather full notes aim not only to suggest the
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main outlines of the growth of each poet’s mind and art as a whole but to illumi-
nate individual poems and to cite passages in the poct’s prose which testify to the
genesis of such poems and which help to define and round out the poet’s ideas.
While there may be those who will think that the notes are needlessly full and
that they include things the teacher may himself wish to say, long and realistic
experience in the classroom has suggested that a slight repetition, from dif-
ferent angles, is not an unmitigated evil, especially where abstruse philosophical
questions are involved. Furthermore an attempt has been made, by citing or
quoting widely divergent interpretations and opinions, to make the notes sug-
gestive rather than dogmatic and thus to leave the teacher free to develop his own
point of view and to encourage the student to sharpen his critical evaluation.

I am grateful to Mrs. Hazen Carpenter for help in checking portions of the
bibliographies in this book.

H. H. C.
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PHILIP FRENEAU

THE POWER OF FANCY'!

WakeruL, vagrant, restless thing,
Ever wandering on the wing,
Who thy wondious source can find,
Fancy, regent of the mund;
A spark from Jove's resplendent throne,
But thy nature all unknown.
This spark of bright, cclestial flame,
From Jove’s seraphic altar came,
And hence alone in man we trace,
Resemblance to the immortal race. 10
Ah! what is all this mighty whole,
These suns and stars that round us roll!
What are they all, where’er they shine,
But Fancies of the Power Davine!
What 1s this globe, these lands, and seas,
And heat, and cold, and flowers, and trees,
And life, and death, and beast, and man,
And time,—that with the sun began -
But thoughts on 1eason’s scale combin’d,
Ideas of the Almighty mmd? 20
On the surface of the brain
Night after mght she walks unscen,
Noble fabrics doth she rase
In the woods or on the scas,
On some high, steep, pointed rock,
Where the billows loudly knock
And the dreary tempests sweep
Clouds along the uncivil deep.
Lo! she walks upon the moon,
Listens to the climy tune 30
Of the bright, harmonious spheres,
And the song of angels hears;
Sces this earth a distant star,?
Pendant, floating, in the air;
Leads me to some lonely dome,
Where Religion loves to come,
Where the bride of Jesus dwells,
And the deep ton’d organ swells
In notes with lofty anthems join’d,
Notes that half distract the mind. 40

1 Text from edition of 1786
2 Milton’s Paradise Lost, B. II, v. 1052. [Fre-
neau's note.]

Now like lightning she descends
To the prison of the fiends,
Hears the ratthing of their chains,
Feels their never ceasing pains—
But, O never may she tell
Half the frightfulness of hell.

Now she views Arcadian rocks,

Where the shepherds guard their flocks,
And, while yet her wings she spreads,

Sees crystal streams and coral beds,
Wanders to some desert deep,
Or some dark, enchanted steep,
By the full moon hight doth shew
Forests of a dusky blue,
Where, upon some mossy bed,
Innocence rechines her head.

Swift, she stretches o'er the seas
To the far ofl Hebrides,
Canvas on the lofty mast
Could not travel half so fast—
Switter than the cagle’s flight
Or instantaneous rays of light!
Lo! contemplative she stands
On Norwegia’s rocky lands—-
Fickle Goddess, set me down
Where the rugged winters frown
Upon Orca’s howling steep,
Nodding, o'er the northern deep,
Where the winds tumuliuous roar,
Vext that Ossian sings no more.
Fancy, to that land repair,
Sweetest Ossian slumbers there;
Waft me far to southern isles
Where the soften’d winter smiles,
To Bermuda’s orange shades,
Or Demarara’s lovely glades;
Bear me o’er the sounding cape,
Painting death in every shape,
Where daring Anson spread the sail
Shatter’d by the stormy gale—
Lo! she leads me wide and far,
Sense can never follow her—
Shape thy course o’er land and sea,
Help me to keep pace with thee,
Lead me to yon’ chalky cliff,

50

6o

70
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Over rock and over reef,

Into Britan’s fertle land,

Stretching far her proud command.

Look back and view, thro’ many a year,

Caesar, Julius Caesar, there. 9o
Now to Tempe’s verdant woad,

Over the mid ocean flood

Lo! the islands of the sea

—Sappho, Lesbos mourns for thee:

Grecece, arouse thy humbled head,

Where are all thy mighty dead,

Who states to endless ruin hurl’d

And carried vengeance through the world?>—

Troy, thy vanish’d pomp resume,

Or, weeping at thy Hector’s tomb, 100

Yet those faded scenes renew,

Whose memory 1s to Homer due.

Fancy, lead me wandering still

Up to Ida’s cloud-topt hill;

Not a laurel there doth grow

But in vision thou shalt show,—

Every sprig on Virgil’s tomb

Shall in livelier colors bloom,

And every triumph Rome has seen

Flourish on the years between. 110
Now she bears me far away

In the cast to meet the day,

Leads me over Ganges’ streams,

Mother of the morning beams—

O’er the ocean hath she ran,

Places me on Tinian;

Farther, farther in the cast,

Till 1t almost meets the west,

Let us wandering both be lost

On Taitis sea-beat coust, 120

Bear me from that distant strand,

Over ocean, over land,

To Culifornia’s golden shore—

Fancy, stop, and rove no more.
Now, tho’ late, rcturning home,

Lead me to Belinda’s tomb;

Let me ghde as well as vou

Through the shroud and coflin too,

And behold, a moment, there,

All that once was good and fair— 130

Who doth here so soundly sleep?

Shall we break this prison deep?—

Thunders cannot wake the maid,

Lightnings cannot pierce the shade,

And tho’ wintry tempests roar,

Tempests shall disturb no more.

Yet must those eyes in darkness stay,

That once were rivals to the day -?

Like heaven’s byight lamp beneath the main

They are but set to rise agam. 140
Fancy, thou the muses’ pride,

In thy painted realms reside

Endless images of things,

Fluttering each on golden wings,

[deal objects, such a store,

The untverse could hold no more:

Fancy, to thy power T owe

Half my happiess below;

By thee Elysian groves were made,

Thme were the notes that Orpheus play’d; 150

By thee was Pluto charm’d so well

While rapture seiz’d the sons of hell—

Come, O come—pereerv’d by none,

You and 1 will walk alone.

1770 1786

THLE RISING GILLORY OF AMLERICA

Being part of a Dialogue pronounced on a
public occaston

ARGUMLNT

The subject proposed  The discovery of America
by Columbus -\ philosophical enquiry into the
ongin of the savages of America The lirst
planters from Europe- Causes of their migra
tion to America— The difficulties they en-
countered from the jealousy of the natives
Agriculture descanted on- -Commerce and navi-
gation- Science  Future prospects of British
uswipation, tyranny, and devastation on this
side the Atlantic- The more comfortable one
of Independence, Liberty and Peace— Conclu-
sion

Acasto

Now shall the adventurous muse attempt a
theme

More new, more noble, and more flush of fame

Than all that went before—

Now through the veil of ancient days renew

The period famed when first Columbus
touched

These shores so long unknown—through
various toils,

Famine, and death, the hero forced his way,

Through oceans pregnant with perpetual
storms,

And climates hostile to adventurous man.
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But why, 10 prompt your tears, should we re-
sume, 10

The tale of Cortez, furious chief, ordained

With Indian blood to dye the sands, and
choke,

Famed Mexico, thy streams with dead? or why

Once more revive the tale so oft rehearsed

Of Arabilipa, by thurst of gold,

(Too conquering motve m the human breast,)

Deprived of hife, which not Pera’s nich ore

Nor Mexico’s vast mines could then redeem?

Better these northern realms  demand  our
song,
Designed by nature for the rural reign, 20

For agriculiure’s toil. —No blood we shed

For metals buried m a rocky waste. -

Cursed be that ore, wiuch brutal makes our
race

And prompts mankind to shed therr kindred
blood.

Eugenio

—"—BI” W])CnCL‘ AT OS¢

That vagrant race who love the shady vale,

And choose the forest for their dark abode?—

For long has this perplext the sages” skill

T'o invesugate.—Tradition lends no aid

To unveil this secret to the human eye, 30

When first these various nations, north and
s‘()uth.

Possest these shores, or from what countries
came,—

Whether they sprang from some primacval
head

In their own lands, like Adam in the east,—

Yet this the sacred oracles deny,

And reason, too, reclaims against the thought:

For when the general deluge drowned the
world

Where could their tribes have found security,

Where find their fate, but in the ghastly
deep?-—

Unless, as others dream, some chosen few 40

High on the Andes ’scaped the general death,

High on the Andes, wrapt in endless snow,

Where winter in his wildest fury reigns,

And subtile ®ther scarce our life maintains.

Bur here philosophers oppose the scheme:

This earth, say they, nor hills nor mountains
knew

Ere yet the universal flood prevailed;

But when the mighty waters rose alofi,

Roused by the winds, they shook therr solid
base, 49

And, in convulsions, tore the deluged world,

"Il by the winds assuaged, agan they fell,

And all therr ragged bed exposed 10 view.

Perhaps far wandering toward the northern

pole

The straits of Zembla, and the frozen zone,

And where the castern Greenland almost joins

America’s north point, the hardy tribes

Of banished Jews, Siberians, Tartars wild

Came over 1cy mountams, or on floats,

Firat reached these coasts, hid from the world
beside -

And yet another argument more strange, 6o

Reserved for men of deeper thought, and
late,

Presents itself to view.  In Peleg’s days,!

(So says the Hebrew seer’s unerrmg, pen)

T'his mighty mass of carth, ths solid globe,

Was cleft in twain,—*“divided™ cast and west,

While then perhaps the deep Adantic roll’d,—

Thiough the vast chasm, and laved the solid
world;

And traces indhsputable remain

Of this primeval land now sunk and lost.—

The islands rising in our castern main 70

Are but small fragments of tlis continent,

Whose two extremities were Newfoundland

And St. Helena.—One far in the north,

Where shivering seamen view with strange
surprise

The guiding pole-star glittering o’er their
heads;

The other near the southern tropic rears

Its head above the waves—Bermuda’s isles,

Cape Verde, Canary, Britain, and the Azores,

With fam’d Hibernia, are but broken parts

Of some prodigious waste, which once sus-
tain’d 8o

Nations and tribes, of vanished memory,

Forests and towns, and beasts of every class,

Where navies now explore their briny way.

Leander

Your sophistry, Eugenio, makes me smile;

The roving mind of man delights to dweil

On hidden things, merely hecause they’re hid:

He thinks his knowledge fur beyond all limit,
L Gen. X, 25. [Freneaw’s note.]

v
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And boldly fathoms Nature’s darkest haunts;- -
But for uncertainties, your broken isles,
Your northern Tuartars, and your wandering
Jews, Qo
(The flimsy cobwebs of a sophust’s brain)
Hear what the voice of history proclaims—
The Carthageniuns, cre the Roman yoke
Broke their proud sprrits, and enslaved them
too,
For navigation were renowned as much
As haughty Tyte with all her hundred fleets,
Full many u league their venturous seamen

sailed

Through strait Gibraltar, down the western
shore

Of Africa, to the Canary isles: 99

By them called Fortunate; so Flaccus ! singss.

Because eternal spring; there clothes the fields

And fruits delicious bloom throughout the
year.—

From voyaging here, this inference 1 draw,

Perhaps some barque with all her numerous
crew

Falling to leeward of her destined port,

Caught by the eastern Trade, was hurried on

Before the unceasing blust to Indran wles,

Bravil, La Plata, or the coasts more south—

There stranded, and unable to return,

Forever from their native skies estranged.

Doubtless they made these virgin climes their
own, 11

And in the course of long revolving years

A numerous progeny from these arose,

And spread throughout the coasts—those
whom we call

Brazilians, Mexicans, Peruvians rich,

The tribes ot Chili, Patagon, and those

Who till the shores of Amazon’s long stream.—-

When first the power of Europe here attained,

Vast empires, kingdoms, citics, palaces

And polished nations stock’d the fertile land.

Who has not heard of Cusco, Lima, and 121

The town of Mexico—huge cities form’d

From Indian architecture; cre the arms

Of haughty Spuain disturly’d the peaceful soil.—

But here, amid this northern dark domain

No towns were scen to rise.— No arts were
here;

The tribes unskill’d to raise the lofty mast,

Or force the daring prow thro’ adverse waves,

! ITor. Epod. 16. [Freneat’s note.]

Gazed on the pregnant soil, and craved alone

Lifc fiom the unaided genius of the ground, -

This indicates they were a different race; 131

From whom descended, *tis not ours to say—

That power, no doubt, who furnish’d trees,
and plants,

And animals to this vast continent,

Spoke into being man among the rest,—

But what a change is herel—what arts arise!

What towns and capitals! how commerce
waves

Her gaudy flags, where silence reign’d beforel

ACCIS[()

Speak, learned Eugenio, for I've heard vou tell
The dismal story, and the cause that brought
The first adventurers to these western shotes!
The glorious cause that urged our fathers first
To visit climes unknown, and wilder woods
Than ¢’er Tartarian or Norwegian saw, 144
And with fair culture to adorn a soil

That never felt the industrious swain before.

Eugenio

All this long story to rehearse, would tire;
Besides, the sun towards the west retreats,
Nor can the noblest theme retard his speed,
Nor loftiest verse—not that which sang the
fall 150
Of Troy divine, and fierce Achilles’ ire.—
Yet hear a part:—By persecution wronged,
And sacerdotal rage, our fathers came
From Europe’s hostile shores to these abodes,
Here to cnjoy a liberty in faith,
Secure from tyranny and base control.
For this they left their country and their
friends,
And plough’d the Atlantic wave in quest of
peace;
And found new shores, and sylvan settlements,
And men, alike unknowing and unknown. 160
Henee, by the care of each adventurous chief
New governments (their wealth unenvied yet)
Were form’d on liberty and virtue’s plan.
These searching out uncultivated tracts
Conceived new plans of towns, and capitals,
And spacious provinces.—-Why should I name
Thee, Penn, the Solon of our western lands;
Sagacious legislator, whom the world
Admires, long dead: an infant colony,
Nursed by thy care, now rises o’cr the rest
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Like that tall pyramid i Egypt’s waste 171

O’cr all the neighboring piles, they also great.

Why should T name those heroes so well
known,

Who peopled all the rest from Canada

To Georgia’s farthest coasts, West Florida,

Or Appalachian  mountams?—Yet  what
streams

Of blood were shed! what Indian hosts were
slun,

Before the days of peace were quite restored!

Leander

Yes, while they overturn’d the rugged soil
And swept the forests from the shaded plam
"Midst dangers, foes, and death, fieree Indian
tribes 181
With v engeful malice arm’d, and blach design,
Oft murdered, or dispersed, these colonies -
Encouraged, too, by Galliw’s hostile sons,
A warlike race, who late their arms display’d,
At Quebec, Montreal, and Larthest coasts
Of Labrador, or Cape Breton, where now
The Bratish standard awes the subject host.
Here, those brave chiefs, who, lavish of their
blood,
Fought in Britannia’s cause, in battle felll—
What heart but mourns the unumely fate of

Wolfe, 191
Who, dying, conquered!-—or what breast but
beats

To share a fate hike his, and die like him!

Aeasto

But why alone commemorate the dead,

And pass those glorious heroes by, who yet

Breathe the same air, and see the hght wath
usP—

The dead, Leander, are but empty names,

And they who fall today the same to us

As they who fell ten centuries agol—

Lost are they all that shined on carth before;

Rome’s boldest champions in the dust are laid,

Ajax and great Achilles are no more, 202

And Philip’s warlike son, an empty shadel—-

A Washington among our sons of fame

Will rise conspicuous as the morning star

Among the inferior lights:—

To distant wilds Virginia sent him forth—

With her brave sons he gallantly opposed

The bold invaders of his country’s rights,

Where wild Ohio pours the mazy flood,

And mughty meadows skirt lis subject
sLredms.—— 211

But now, delighting in his elm tree’s shade,

Where deep Potowmac Javes the enchanting
shore,

He prunes the tender vine, or bids the soil

Luxurnant harvest to the sun display.—

Behold a different scene—not thus employed

Were Cortez, and Pizanio, pride of Spain,

Whomnt blood and murder only satisfied,

And all to glut then avarice and ambition!—

Lugenio

Such is the curse, Acasto, where the soul 220

Humane 1s wanting—but we boast no feats

Of cruelty lihe Europe’s murdering breed—

Our milder epithet 15 mererful,

And cach Amncrican, true hearted, learns

To conquer, and 10 spare; for coward souls

Alone seck vengeance on a vanquished foc.

Gold, fatal gold, was the alluring bait

To Spain’s rapacious tribes—hence rose the
wars

From Chili to the Caribbean sea,

And Montesuma’s Mexican domains: 230

More blest are we, with whose unenvied soil

Nature decreed no mingling gold to shine,

No flashing diamond, precious emerald,

No blushing sapphire, ruby, chrysolite,

Or jasper red—-mote noble riches flow

From agriculture, and the industrious swain,

Who tills the ferule vale, or mountan’s brow,

Content to lead a safe, a humble hfe,

Among his native lulls, romantic shades

Such as the muse of Greece of old did feign,

Allured the Olympian gods from crystal
skies, 241

Envying such lovely scenes 1o mortal man.

Leander

Long has the rural Iife been justly fam’d,

And bards of old therr pleasing pictures drew

Of Hlowery meads, and groves, and ghding
streams:

Hence, old Arcadia—wood-nymphs, satyrs,
fauns;

And hence Elysium, fancied heaven below!—

Fair agriculture, not unworthy kings,

Once exercised the royal hand, or those

Whose virtues raised them to the rank of gods.
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Sce, old Laertes ! i his shepherd weeds 251
Far from lus pompous throne and court august,
Digging the grateful soil, where round him
rise,

Sons of the carth, the tall aspiring oaks,

Or orchards, boasting of mote fertile boughs,
Laden with apples red, sweet scented peach,
Pear, cherry, apricot, or spungy plum;

While through the glebe the industrious oxen

draw

The earth-inverting plough.—Those Romans
100,

Fabrictus and Camullus, loved « life

Of neat simplicity and rustic blss, 261

And from the nossy Forum hastening far,

From busy camps, and sycophants, and crowns,

"Midst woods and fields spent the remains of
hfe,

Where full enjoyment still awaits the wise.

How gratetul, 10 behold the harvests rise,

And mughty crops adorn the extended plamns!-—

Fair plenty smiles thronghout, wlnle lowing
herds

Stalk o’cr the shrubby lull or grassy mead,

Or at some shallow river slake their thirst.—

The inclosure, now, succeeds the shepherd’s

care, 271

Yet milk-wlute flocks adorn the well stock’d
farm,

And court the attention of the industrious
swain —

Their Heece rewards him well, and when the
winds

Blow with a keener blast, and from the north
Pour mingled tempests through a sanless shy
(Lee, sleet, and rattling hail) sceure he sits
Warm in his cottage, fearless of the storm,
Enjoying now the toils of milder moons,
Yet hoping for the spring.—Such are the joys,
And such the totls of those whom heaven hath
bless’d 281
With souls enamored of a country life.

Acasto

Such are the visions of the 1ustie reign—
But this alone, the fountain of support,
Would scarce employ the varying mind of
man;
Each seeks employ, and cach a different way:
Strip Commerce of her sail, and men once more
1 Hom. Odyss. B. 24. [ Freneaw’s note.]

Would be converted into savages;

No nation ¢’er grew social and refined

"'l Commerce first had wing’d the adventur-
ous prow,

Or sent the slow-paced caravan, afar,

To waft therr produce 1o some other clime,

And bring the wished exchange—thus came,
of old,

Goleonda’s golden ore, and thus the wealth

Of Ophir, to the wisest of mankind.

240

Lugenio

Grear is the pratse of Commerce, and the men

Deserve our praise, who spread the undaunted
sail,

And traverse every sca—therr dangers great,

Death stll to combat m the unfeeling gale,

And every billow but a gaping, grave:— gvo0

There, skies and waters, wearying on the eye,

For weeks and months no other prospect yield

But barren wastes, unfathomed depths, where
not

The blissful haunt of human form is scen

To cheer the unsocial horrors of the way.—

Yet all these bold designs to Science owe

Therr rise and glory—Hail, farr Science! thou,

Transplanted from the eastern skies, dost bloom

In these blest regions—Greece and Rome no
more

Detain the Muses on Citheron’s brow, 310

O1 old Oly mpus, crowned with way ing woods,

Or Haemus’ top, where once was heard the
harp,

Sweet Orpheus’ harp, that gained his cause
below,

And prerced the souls of Orcus and his bride;

That hushed 1o silence by its voice divine

Thy melancholy waters, and the gales

QO Hebrus! that o’er thy sad surface blow.—

No more the maids round Alpheus’ waters
stray,

Where he with Arethusa’s stream doth mix,

Or where swift Tiber disembogues his waves

Into the Tralian sea, so long unsung; 321
Hither they wing their way, the lust, the
best

Of countries, where the arts shall rise and grow,

And urms shall have their day—even now we
boast

A Franklin, prince of all philosophy,

A genius piercing as the electric fire,
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Bright as the hghming’s tlash, explained so
well,

By him, the rival of Britannia’s sage.!

‘This is the land of every joyous sound,

Of liberty and life, sweet hberty!

Without whose ard the noblest gentus fails,

And Science srretrievably must die. 332

Leander

But come, Eugenio, since we know the past-—
What hindets 1o pervade with scarching cye
The mystic scenes of dark futury!
Say, shall we ask what empires yet must rise,
What kingdoms, powers and states, where
now are seen
Mere dreary wastes and awful sohtude,
Where Melancholy sits, with eye forlorn,
And time anticipates, when we shall spread
Dominion from the north, and south, and
west, 311
Far from the Atlantic to Pucific shores,
And people half the convex of the main! —
A glorious themel— but how shall mortals dare
To prerce the dark events of future years
And scenes unravel, only known to fate?

/]( asto

This might we do, if warmed by that bright
coal
Snatch’d from the aliar of cherubic fire
Which touched Isatah’s lips—or if the spint
Of Jeremy and Amos, prophets old, 350
Might swell the heaving breast -Teee, Tsee
Freedom’s established reign; cities, and men,
Numerous as sands upon the occan shore,
And empires rising where the sun descends!—
The Ohio soon shall glide by many a 1own
Of note; and where the Mississippr stream,
By forests shaded, now runs weeping on,
Nations shall grow, and states not less in fume
Than Greece and Rome of old!—we too shall
boast
Our Scipios, Solons, Catos, sages, chicfs
That in the lap of tme yet dormant he, 301
Waiting the joyous hour of life and hight-
O snatch me hence, ye muses, to those days
When, through the veil of dark antiquity,
A race shall hear of us as things remote,
That blossomed in the moin of days—Indeed,
How could T weep that we exist so soon,

1 Newton. [Freneaw’s note.)

Just i the dawning of these mughity umes,

Whose scenes are painting for cternity!

Dissensions that shall swell the trump of fame,

And ruin hovering o’er all monarchy! 371

Eugenio

Nor shall these angry tumults here subside

Nor murder ! cease, through all these prov-
inces,

Till forcign crowns have vanished from our
view

And dazzle here no more— no more presume

To awe the spirit of farr Liberty—

Vengeance must cut the thread  and Britain,
sure

Will curse her fatal obstinacy for 1t!

Bent on the ruin of this mjured country,

She will not listen to our humble prayers,

Though offered with submussion: 481

Like vagabonds and objects of destruction,

Like those whom all mankind are sworn to
hate,

She casts us off from her protection,

And will invite the nations round about,

Russtans and Germans, slaves and savages,

To come and have a share m our perdition—

O cruel race, O unrelenting Britain,

Who bloody beasts will hire to cut our
throats,

Who war will wage with prattling innocence,

And bascly murder unoffending women! — 391

Will stab their prisoners when they cry for
quarter,

Will burn our 1owns, and from his lodging
turn

The poor mnhabitant 1o sleep in tempestst—

These will be wrongs, indeed, and all sufficient

T'o kindle up our souls to deeds of horror,

And give to every arm the nerves of Sampson—

These ore the men that fll the world with ruin,

And every region mourns therr greedy sway,—

Not only for ambition—— 400

But what are this world’s goods, that they for
them

Should excreise perpetual butchiery?

What arc these mighty riches we possess,

That they should send so far to plunder
them—:>—

! The English massacre at Boston, March sth,

1770, is here more particularly glanced at. [Fre
neau’s nole.]
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Already have we felt therr potent arm --

And cver since that inauspicious day,

‘When first Sir Francis Bernard

His ruffians planted at the council door,

And made the assembly room a home for
vagrants,

And soldicrs, rank and file—c’er since that
day 110

This wretched lund, that drinks its children’s
gore,

Has been a scene of tumult and confusion!- -

Are there not evils 1n the world enough?

Are we so happy that they envy us?

Have we not toiled to sausfy therr harpics,

Kings’ deputies, that are insatiable;

Whose practice 15 to mceense the royal nund

And make us despicable in his view?—

Have we not all the evils to contend with
That, in this life, mankind are subject to,
Puin, sickness, poverty, and natural death—
But into every wound that nature gave g2z
They will a dagger plunge, and make them

mortal!

Leander

Enough, enough!-—such dismal scenes vou
paint,

I almost shudder at the recollection---

What! are they dogs that they would mangle
us?—

Are these the men that come with base design

To rob the hive, and kill the industrious beel—

To brighter skies I turn my ravished view,

And fairer prospects from the future draw—

Here independent power shall hold her sway,

And public virtue warm the patriot breast:

No traces shall remain of tyranny, 193

And laws, a pattern to the world beside,

Be here enacted first.

AC(ZSI()

And when a train of rolling years are past,
(So sung the exiled scer in Patmos isle)
A new Jerusalem, sent down from heaven,
Shall grace our happy ecarth,—perhaps this
land, 439
‘Whose ample bosom shall receive, though late,
Myriads of saints, with their immortal king,
To live and reign on carth a thousand years,
Thence called Millennium. Paradise anew
Shall flourish, by no second Adam lost,

No dangerous tree with deadly fruit shall grow,
No tempting serpent to allure the soul
FFrom nauve innocence.—-A Canaan here,
Another Canaan shall excel the old,
And from a fairer Pisgah’s top be seen.
No thistle here, nor thorn, nor briar shall
spring, 450
Earth's curse before: the lon and the lamb
[n mutual friendstup linked, shall biowse the
shrub,
And nmorous deer with softened tigers stray
O’er mead, or lofty hull, or grassy plain;
Another Jordan’s stream shall ghde along,
And Siloalr’s brook in circling eddies flow:
Groves shall adorn their verdant banks, on
which
‘The happy people, free from toils and death,
Shall find sceure repose. No fierce disease,
No fevers, slow consumption, ghastly plague,
(Fate’s ancient mmisters) again proclaim 461
Perpetual war with man: farr fruits shall bloom,
Farr to the eye, and sweeter to the taste;
Naturc’s loud storms be hushed, and seas no
more
Rage hostile to mankind—and, worse than all,
The fiercer passions of the human breast
Shall kindle up to deeds of death no more,
But all subside in universal peace.
—Such days the world,
And such America at last shall have 470
When ages, yet to come, have run thetr round,
And future years of bliss alone remain.

1771

1772, 1786

A POLITICAL LITANY

Libera Nos, Domine—Deliver us, O Lord, not
only from British Dependence, but also,

Frow a junto that labor with absolute power,

Whose schemes disappointed have made them
look sour,

From the lords of the council, who fight
against freedom,

Who still follow on where delusion shall lead
them.

From the group at St. James’s who slight our
petitions,

And fools that are waiting for further sub-
missions—
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From a nation whose manners are rough and
severe,

From scoundrels and rascals,—do keep us all
clear.

From pirates sent out by command of the king
To murder and plunder, but never to swing;
From Wallace and Greaves, and Fipers and

Roses,}! 11
Whom, 1if heaven pleases, we'll grve bloody
noses.

From the valiant Dunmore, with his crew of
bandutti,

Who plunder Virginians at Williamsburg, city,

From hot-headed Montague, mighty 1o sweat,

The hittle fat man, with lus pretty white haw

Fiom bishops in Britain, who butchers are
grown,

From slaves, that would die for a smile from
the throne,

From assemblies, that vote agamst Congress

procecdings,
(Who now sce the fruit of therr stupid mis-
leadigs.) 20

From Tryon the mighty, who flies from our
city,

And swelled with importance disdains the
cominittec:

(But smee he is pleased to proclam us his foes,

What the devil care we where the devil he

£Zoes.)

From the caitiff, lord North, who would bind
us 1n chains,

From a 1oyal king Log, with his tooth-full of
brains,

Who dreams, and 1s certain (w hen taking a nap)

He has conquered our lands, as they lay on his
map.

From a kingdom that bullies, and hectors, and
swears, 29
We send up to heaven our wishes and prayers
That we, disunited, may freemen be still,
And Britain go on—to be damned if she will.
New-York, June 177. 1775()

! Captains and ships in the British navy, then
employcd on the American coast. [ Freneau's nole

THE DYING ELM

Swrrr, Jovely Elm, who here dost grow
Companion of unsocual care,
Lo! thy dejected branches die
Amudst this torrid air

Smut by the sun o1 blasting, moon,
Like famung tlowers, their verdure gone.

Thy withering leaves, that drooping, hang,
Presage thine end approaching nigh;

And lo! thy amber tears distll,

Attended with that last departing sigh— 10
O charming tree! no more decline,

But be thy shades and love-sick whispers mine.

Forbear to die—this weeping eve

Shall shed her hittle drops on you,

Shall o’er thy sad disaster gricve,

And wash your wounds with pearly dew,
Shall pity you, and pity me,

And heal the languor of my tree!

Short is thy life, 1f thou so soon must fade,
Like angry Jonal'’s gourd at Nineveh, 20
That, in a night, its bloomy branches spread,
And penshed with the day.—-
Come, then, revive, sweet lovely Elm, lest 1
Thro” vebemence of heat, like Jonah, wish to
dic.
1779, 1786

ON RETIREMENT

A 1ERMIT’S house beside a stream
With forests planted round,
Whatever 1t to you may seem
More real happiness 1 deem
Than of 1 were a monarch crown’d.

A cottage I could call my own

Remote from domes of care;

A little garden, wall’d with stone,

The wall with ivy overgrown,

A limpid fountuin near, 10

Would more substantial joys afford,

More real bliss impart

Than all the wealth that misers hoard,

Than vanquished worlds, or worlds restored—
Mere cankers of the heart!
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Vain foolish man! how vast thy pride,

How little can thy wants supply!—

*Tis surcly wrong to grasp so wide—

You act as if you only had

To vanquish—not to die! 20
1786

THE PICTURES OF COLUMBUS,
THE GENOTSE!

Picrure 1
COLUMBUS MAKING MAPS 2

As o’er his charts Columbus ran,
Such disproportion he survey’d,
He thought he saw in art’s mcan plan
Blunders that Nature never made;
The land in one poor corner plac’d,
And all beside, a swelling waste!l—

“It can’t be s0,” Columbus said;

“This world on puper idly drawn,

OQ’er one small tract so often gone

The pencil tires; in this void spuce 10
Allow’d 10 find no resting pluce.

“But copying Nature’s bold design,

If true to her, no fault is mine;

Perhaps in these moist regions dwell
Forms wrought like man, and lov’d as well.

“Yet to the west what lengthen’d scas!
Are no gay islands found in these,

No sylvan worlds that Nature meant
To balance Asia’s vast extent?

“As late a mimic globe I made 20
(Imploring Fancy to my aid)

O’er these wild seas a shade I threw,

And a new world my pencil drew.

“But westward plac’d, and far away
In the deep seas this country lay
Beyond all climes already known,
In Neptune’s bosom plac’d alone.

! Text from the edition of 1788.

¢ History informs us this was his original
profession: and from the disproportionate va-
cancy observable in the drafts of that time be-
tween lurope and Asia to the west, it is most
probable he first took the idea of another con-
tinent, lying in a parallel direction to, and exist-
ing between both. [Freneaw’s note ]

“Who knows but he that hung this ball

In the clear void, and governs all,

On those dread scenes, remote from view, 30
Has trac’d his great idea too.

“What can these idle charts avail—
O’er real seas I mean to sail;

If fortune aids the grand design,
Worlds yet unthought of shall be mine.

“But how shall T this country find!
Gay, painted picture of the mind!
Religion ! holds my project vain,

And owns no worlds beyond the main.

“"Midst vonder hills long time has stay’d 40
In sylvan cells a wondrous mad,

Who things 1o come can traly 1ell,

Dread mustress of the magic spell.

“Whate'er the depths of time can shew
All pass before her in review,

And all events her eyes survey,

"Till time and nature both decay.

“I’ll to her cave, enquiring there

What mighty things the fates prepare;
Whether my hopes and plans are vain, 50
Or I must give new worlds to Spain.”

Picrure 11
THE CFLL OF AN INCHANTRESS
Inchantress

Who dares attempt this gloomy grove
Where never shepherd dream’d of love,
And birds of night are only found,

And poisonous weeds bestrew the ground:
Hence, stranger, take some other road,
Nor dare profane my dark abode;

The winds are high, the moon is low—
Would you enter?—no, no, noi—

Columbus

Sorceress of mighty power! 2 6o
Hither at the midnight hour

I The Inquisition made it criminal to assert
the existence of the Antipodces. [Freneaw’s note ]

2 The fiftcenth century was, like many of
the preceding, an age of superstition, cruelty,
and ignorance. When this circumstance, there-
fore, is brought into view, the mixture of truth
and fiction will not appear altogether absurd or
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Over hill and dale I’'ve come,
Leaving case and sleep at home:
With daring aims my bosom glows;
Long a stranger to repose,

T have come 1o learn from you
Whether phantoms T pursue,

Or 1f, as reason would persuade,
New worlds are on the ocean lud—
Tell me, wonder-working maid, 70
Tell me, dire inchantress, tell
Mistress of the magic spelll

Inchantress

The staring owl her note has sung;
With gaping snakes my cave 1s hung;
Of maiden hair my bed 15 made,

Two winding sheets above 1t lad;

With bones of men my shelves are pil’d,
And toads are for my supper boil'd;
Three ghosts attend ro il my cup,

And four to serve my pottage up; 80
The crow 15 waiting to say grace: -
Wouldst thou i such a dismal place
The seerets of thy fortune trace?

Columbus

Though death and all his dreary crew
Were to be open’d on my view,

1 would not from this threshold fly
*T1ll you had made a full reply.

Open wide this 1ron gate,

1 must read the book of fate:

Tell me, if beyond the main 90
Islands are reserv’d for Spain;

Tell me, if beyond the sea

Worlds are to be found by me:

Bid your spirits disappear,

Phantoms of delusive fear,

These are visions I despise,

Shadows and uncertainties.

Inchantress

Must 1, then, yield to your request!
Columbus, why disturb my rest!—

For this the ungrateful shall combine, 100
And hard misfortune shall be thine;—

For this the base reward remains

Of cold neglect and galling chains! *

unnatural At any rate, it has ever been toler-
ated in this species of poetry. [Freneau's note.]
! In 1498 he was superseded in his command

In a poor solitude forgot,

Reproach and want shall be the lot

Of him that gives new worlds to Spain,

And westward spreads her golden reign.
Before you came to vex my bower

I slept away the evening hour,

Or watch’d the rising of the moon, 110

With hissing vipers keeping tune,

Or galloping along the glade

"Took pleasure in the lunar shade,

And gather’d herbs, or made a prize

Of horses’ tails and adders’ cyes:

Now open flies the 1ron gate,

Advance, and read the book of fate!

On thy design what woes attend!

The nations at the ocean’s end,

No longer destin’d to be free, 120

Shall owe distress and death to thee!

The seats of innocence and love

Shall soon the scenes of horror prove:

But why disturb these Indian chimes,

The pictures of more happy times!

Has avarice, with unfeeling breast,

Has cruelty thy soul possess’d?

May ruin on thy boldness waitl—

Advance, and read the book of fate.
When vulture, fed but once a week, 130

And ravens three together shrick,

And skeleton for vengeance cries,

Then shall the fatal curtain rise!

Two lamps in yonder vaulted room,

Suspended o’er a brazen tomb,

Shall lend their glimmerings, as you pass,

To find your fortune in that glass

Whose wondrous virtue is, to show

Whate’er the inquirer wants to know.

Picrure III
THE MIRROR
Columbus

Strange things 1 see, bright mirror, in thy

breast:— 140
There Perseverance stands, and nobly scorns
The gabbling tongue of busy calumny:

at Hispaniola and sent home in irons Soon after
finishing his fourth voyage, finding himself
neglected by the Court of Spain after all his
services, he retired to Valladolid, in Old Castile,
where he died on the 20th of May, A.p. 1506.
[Freneaw's note.]
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Proud Erudiuon in a scholar’s gmb

Derides my plans and grins a jeering smile.

Hypocrisy, clad in a doctor’s gown,

A western continent deems heresy:

The princes, kings, and nobles of the land

Smile at my projects, and report me mad:

One roval woman only stands my friend,

Bright Isabell, the lady of our hearts, 150

Wh(”“ A\ drice pl‘()mplb to lll(l m)’ PllK'P()q(.'ﬁ’

And love of toys —weak female vanity! -

She gains tier pomnt! —three slender barques 1
see

(Or else the wuch’s glass deccives mine eve)

Rigg'd trim, and furnish’d out with stores and
men,

Fitted for tedious journceys o'er the mamn:

Columibus—hal—therr motions he directs;

Their captains come, and ask advice fron him,

Holding him for the soul of resolution.

Now, now we launch from Palos! prosperous
gales 160

Impel the canvas: now the far fam’d straw

Is pass’d, the pillars of the son of Jove,

Long held the himits of the paths of men:

Ah! what a waste of ocean here begins,

And Jonely waves, so black and comfortless!

Light flies each bounding galley o’er the main;

Now Lancerota gathers on our view,

And Tencriffe her clouded summit rears:

Awhile we linger at these islands fair 169

That seem the utmost boundarics of the world,

Then westward aiming on the unfathom'd
deep

Sorrowing, with heavy hearts we urge our
way.

Now all is discontent—such occuns pass'd,

No land appearing yet, dejects the most;

Yet, fertile in expedients, I alone

The mask of mild content am fore’d 1o wear:

A thousand signs [ see, or feign to sce,

Of shores at hand, and bottoms undcrncath;

And not a bird that wanders o’cr the muin,

And not a cloud that traverses the shy 18
But brings me something to support thetr
hopes:

All fails at last!—so frequently deceiv’d

They growl with anger—mad to look ar death

They gnash their tecth, and will be led no
more;

On me their vengeance turns: they look at me

As their conductor to the realms of ruin:

Plot after plot discover’d, not reveng'd,

They jon against their chief in mutiny:

They urge to plunge him in the boiling deep

As one, the only one that would pursue 190

Imaginary worlds through boundless seas:—

The scene 1s chang’d— Fine 1slands greet mine
ey,

Cover'd with trees, and beasts, and yellow
men;

Eternal summer through the valleys smiles

And fragrant gales o’er golden meadows play!l—

Inchantress, “tis enoughl—now vell your
glase—

The curtain falls-—and I must homeward pass.

Picrune IV
COLUMBUS ADDRESSES KING FERDINAND

Prince and pride of Span! while meaner
crowns,
Pleas’d with the shadow of monarchual sway,
Exact obedience from some paltry tract 200
Scarce worth the pam and tol of governing,
Be thine the generous care to send thy fame
Bevond the knowledge, or the guess of man.
This gulphy deep (that bounds our western
reign
So long by crvil feuds and wars disgrac’d)
Must be the passage to some other shore
Where nations dwell, children of early time,
Basking in the warm sunshine of the south,
Who some false deity, no doubt, adore,

Owning no virtue in the potent cross: 210
What honor, sire, to plant your standards
there,!

And souls recover to our holy farth

That now in paths of datk perdition stray

Warp’d to hus worship by the evil one!

Think not that Europe und the Asian waste,

Or Africa, where barien sands abound,

Are the sole gems in Neptune’s bosom Jaid:

Think not the world a vast extended plain:

See yon bright orbs, that through the ether
move,

All globular; this earth a globe like them

Walks her own rounds, attended by the moon,

Bright comrade, but with a borrowed lustre
bright.

219

17t is allowed by most historians that Ferdi-
nand was an implicit believer and one of the most
superstitious bigots of his age. [Freneaw's note )
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If all the surface of this mighty round
Be one wide ocean of unfathom’d deptly
Bounding the httle space already known,
Nature must have forgot her wonted wit
And made a monstrous havoce of proportion.
If her proud depths were not restrain’d by
lands,
And broke by continents of vast estent
Existing somewhere under western skics, 230
Far other waves would roll before the storms
Than ever vet have burst on Europe’s shores,
Driving, before them deluge and confusion.
But Nature will preserve what she has plann’d:
And the whole suffrage of antiquiry,
Platonie dreams, and reason’s plainer page
All pomnt at something, that we ought to see
Buried behind the waters of the west,
Clouded with the shadows of ancertainty . 249
The time s come for some sublime event
Of mighty fame:
And hardly dream what treasures they possess
In the dark bosom of the fertile man,

manhmd are childien yer,

Unfathom’d, unattempted, unexplor’d.

These, mighty prince, T ofler 10 reveal,

And by the magnet’s aid, if you supply

Ships and some gallant hearts, will hope 10
bring

From distant climes, news worthy of a king.

Picrurr, V

FERDINAND AND HIs FIRST MINISTER

Ferdinand
What would this madman have, this odd pro-
]L'Clor!
A wild address T have today attended, 2n0

Mingling its folly with our great affairs,

Dreaming of islands and new hemispheres

Plac’d on the ocean’s verge, we know not
- where—

What shall I do with this petitioner?

Minister

Even send him, sire, to perish in his search:
He has so pester'd me these many years
With 1dle projects of discovery—

His name—T almost dread to hear it mention’d:
He is a Genoese of vulgar birth 250
And has been round all Europe with his pluns
Presenting them to every potentate;

He lives, "tis said, by vending maps and charts,

And being us’d to sketch imagin’d islands
On that blank space that represents the seas,
His head at last grows giddy with this folly,
And fancied isles are turned 1o real lands
With which he puzzles me perpetually:

What pains me too, is, that our royal lady
Lends himher ear, and reads his mad addresses,

Oppos’d to reason and philosophy. 270

Ferdinand

He acts the devil’s part in Eden’s garden;

Knowing the man wuas proof 1o his tempta-
tons

He whisper’d something in the car of Eve,

And promes’d much, but meant not to perform.

Minister

I've treated all his sehemes with such contempt
That anyv but a rank, mad-brun’d enthusiast,
Pushig lus purpose 1o extremities,

Would have forsook your empire, royal sir,
Discourag’d, and forgotien long ago. 279

Ferdinand

Has he so long been busy at his projectsP—

I'searcely heard of him ull yesterday:

A plan pursued with so much obstinacy

Looks not ltke madness:—wretches of that
smmp

Survey a thousand objects in an hour,

In love with cach, and yet attach’d to none

Beyond the moment that it meets the eye—

But him T honor, tho® in beggar’s garbs,

Who has a soul of so much constancy

As 10 bear up against the hard rebufls, 289

Sneers of great men, and insolence of power,

And through the opposition of them all

Pursues his object:—Minister, this man

Muwt have our notice: —Let him be com-
missioned

Viceroy of alf the lands he shall discover,

Admiral and general in the tleets of Spain;

Let three stout ships be instantly selected,

The best and strongest ribb’d of all we own,

With men to man them, patient of fatigue:

But stay, attend! how stands our treasury?—

Minister

Empty—cven to the bottom, royal sir!
We have not coin for bare necessities,
Much less, so pardon me, to spend on madmen.

300



14 MAJOR AMERICAN POETS

Picrure VI

COLUMBUS ADDRESSES QULEEN ISABELLA

While Turkish queens, dejected, pine,
Compell’d sweet freedom to resign;
And taught one virtue, to obey,
Lament some castern tyrant’s sway,

Queen of our hearts, bright Tsabell!

A happier lot to you has fell,

Who makes a nation’s bliss your own,
And share the rich Castiliun throne.

Exalted thus, beyond all fame,

Asstst, fair lady, that proud aim
Which would your native reign extend
To the wide world’s remotest end.

From science, fed by busy thought,
New wonders 1o my view are brought:
The vast abyss beyond our shore

I deem impassable no more.

Let those that love to dream or sleep
Pretend no limits to the deep:
I see beyond the rolling main
Abounding wealth reserv’d for Spain.

From Nature’s carliest days conceal’d,
Men of their own these climates yield,

And scepter’d dumes, no doubt, are there,

Queens like yourself, but not so fair.

But what should most provoke desire
Are the fine pearls that they admire,
And diamonds bright and coral green
More fit to grace a Spanish queen.

Their yellow shells, and virgin gold,
And silver, for our trinkets sold,
Shall well reward this toil and pain,
And bid our commerce shine again.

As men were forc’d from Eden’s shade
By crrors that a woman made,

Permit me at a woman’s cost

To find the climates that we lost.

He that with you partakes command,
The nation’s hope, great Ferdinand,
Attends, indeed, to my request,

But wants no empires in the west.
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Then, queen, supply the swelling sail,
For eastward breathes the steady gale
That shall the meanest barque convey
To regions richer thun Cathay.?

Arriv’d upon that flowery coast

Whole towns of golden temples boast,
While these bright objects strike our view
Their wealth shall be reserv’d for you. 350
Euch swarthy king shall yicld Ins crown,
And smiiling lay their sceptres down,

When they, not tam’d by force of arms,
Shall hear the story of your charms.

Did T an empty dream pursue

Great honor stll must wait on you,
Who sent the lads of Spain to keep
Such vigils on the untravell'd deep,

Who fix’d the bounds of land and sea, 459
Trac’d Nature’s works through each degree,
Imagin’d some unheard of shore

But prov'd that there was nothing more.

Yet happier prospects, 1 maintain,
Shall open on your female reign,
While ages henee with rapture tell
How much they owe to Isabeill

VIl

QUEEN ISABELLA’S PAGE OF HONOR WRIT-
ING A RFPLY TO COLUMBUS

Picrure

Your yellow shells, and coral green,
And gold, and silver—not yet seen,
Have made such mischief in o woman’s mind
The queen could almost pillage from the
crown, 370
And add some costly jewels of her own,
Thus sending you that charmmg, coast to find
Where all these heavenly things abound,
Queens in the west, and chiefs renown’d.
But then no great men take you by the hand,
Nor are the nobles busied in your aid;
The clergy have no relish for your scheme,
And deem it madness—one archbishop said
You were bewilder’d in a paltry dream
That led directly to undoubted ruin,
Your own and other men’s undoing:—
1 The ancient name for China [Freneau’s
note.]
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And our confessor says it is not truc,
And calls it heresy in you

Thus to assert the world is round,
And that Antipodes are found

Held to the earth, we can’t tell how.—

But you shall sail; 1heard the queen declare
Thar mere geography is not her care;—
And thus she bids me say,

“Columbus, haste away,

Hasten to Palos, and if you can find

Three barques, of structure suited to your
mind,

Straight make a purchase in the royal name;

Equip them for the scas without delay,

Since long the journey is (we heard you say)

To that rich country which we wish to claim—

Let them be smalll—for know the crown is
poor

Though basking in the sunshine of renown.

Long wars have wasted us: the pride of Spain

Was ne’er before so high, nor purse so mean;

Giving us ten years’ war, the humbled Moor

Has left us hittle clse but victory: 402

Time must restore past splendor to our reign.”
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Picrure VI

COLUMBUS AT THE HARROR OF PALOS,
IN ANDALUSIA

Columbus

In three small barques to cross so vast a
sea,
Held to be boundless, even in learning’s cye,
And trusting only to a magic glass,
Which may have represented things untrue,
Shadows and visions for realities!—
It is a bold attempt!—Yet I must go, 409
Travelling the surge to its great boundary;
Far, far away beyond the reach of men,
Where never galley spread her milk-white
$ail
Or weary pilgrim bore the Christian n