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Carmina Minima.

Prologue
Ta a School Play,

N times of yore, when our firt Edward reign'd ;
{Edward, whofe brows by patriot blood were ftain’d)
In times of yore, when leatning in our ifle
Dar’d not affume her prefent winning {mile ;
‘When dark-ey’d fuperflition’s icy hand
Benumb’d th’ afpiring genius of the land ;
The Britith Drama firft began her courfe :
Weak in its onfet, feeble as the {ource
Of great Maragnon, whofe gigantic wave
Rolls on (by thoufand rills enhanc'd) to lave
Each fertile region, gladdening as he rolls,
Even fo, our Drama, breaking from the thralls



[2]

Of purblind ignerance, firt wound her way.
Her fream was fmall, and weak 4er firft effay ;
And our firft aGor was the Parifh Clerk !

A man not quite the fitteft form’d to work
Upon the feelings, or to roufe the mind

To deeds of fame—unlefs perchance you find
That Edward's Clerks were far more erudite
Than thofc whom we are doom’d to hear recite
Sublimeft truths in quaint and vulgar tone.
The tafte improv’d as men had wifer grown,
And plays were play'd by dramatifts alone.

Then mighty Shakefpeare burft to life and light !
The genius of our Drama haild the fight ;

And darted forth, exulting, on the wings of fame,
To publifh to the world het victory, and claim
The wreaths that long had been the bright rewards
Beftow'd on Grecian, and on Roman bards.

Our author, who to-night implores your {mile
On this, his firlt attempt,—though puerile,—
Begs me to warn you from the ill-tim'd laugh :
For you muft be inform'd that mere than half
Is Shakefpeare’s language blended with his own ;
And with fuch art, that they can fcarce be known
Afunder. You, therefore, that are well read
In Shakefpeare, muft be cautious ere you fpread
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The fneer farcaftic, fince you may be found
Committing facrilege on bardic ground.
Our author and his friends in nought have fpar'd
expenfe ;
And you yourfelves can teftify their diligence ;
Then give them your applaufe—their fweeteft recom-

fe.
P 18ob.

Sunfet.
An irregular effifion,
H how exquifite is this fillnefs !
The vulgar fhout, and more obtrufive laugh

Are now confin'd within thofe magic walls
Licenc'd by the State. Never did I fee
So grand a funfet! The whole expanfe
Is liguid gold ; and not a cloud has dar’d
To intercept the flood of glory,
¢ Dark with th’ exceffive bright, the ® trees” appear,”
Waving their locks majeftic to the orb
Of day. Now all the tiny habitants
Of air are wheeling round and round my head,
Shouting their vefpers to the parting day.
Their little congregated voices found
Like gladfome boys at play—heard from afar.
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Around me every object beams with joy.

The wide-extended fields of golden corn,—
Untorn by ftorms of wind, and lathing hail,—
Gently bow their heads to the foft ftep

Of balmy zephyrs dancing o'er their furface,
All—all are glad |—I too am glad as they :
Glad to be born free as my native air :

Free was I born ; and free will T remain.
Glad in my friends ; and glad to own a heart
Boundlefs as the deep ; warm as yonder glow ;
Leaping to cheer the perfecuted foul ;

And grateful for the bleflings fhower'd around.
1803,

The Nightingale.
HAT time the fun has wheel'd into the deep
His fiery car, and evening cold and pale,

In ruffet clad, and zone begemm’d

With dewy pearls, in fober ftate
 Comes walking o’er the brow of yon high eaftern hill,”
The Nightingale begins his tale of love :

Small in the onfet, and abrupt:

Now in a loud and filver tone
Of extacy :—Now in a fimple ftrain
So love-lorn, and indeed fo full of ruth,
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As though his little heart would burft ;
Like to thofe fudden dying falls,
Struck from that airy harp by light-wing'd fays
Flitting o’er the ftrings. Sweeteit warbler | fay
‘What forrows can affli& thy breaft.
Thou hait no fhining friend to {poil
Thee of thy mate : no eily villain thou,
To lure thy little partner from her home.
Senfelefs of thefe woes—happy bird !

Happy bird | —thou’rt in Paradife |
18a7.

Horace.

Book 1., Ode XI. -
“T'u nc quahiris ({eire ncfas)”
ADVISE, my dear Tom, that you never demand
What limits the Gods have prefcrib’d to our days;

Nor confult Mr, Andrews* —that notable hand

At nativity-cafling : believe me, 'tis bafe.
*T'were better to bear with an equable mind

Our lots, good or bad, as they're fent from above ;
Not caring if this be the laft winter’s wind

That blows over our heads ; or whether great Jove

*® Bucceffor to Moonr, the Almamick-maleer and Aftrologer.



