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Thou Power! who hast ruled me through Infancy's days,

Young offspring of Fancy, 'tis time we should part;
Then rise on the gale this the last of my lays,

The coldest effusion which springs from my heart.

This bosom, responsive to rapture no more,
Shall hush thy wild notes, nor implore thee to sing;
The feelings of childhood, which taught thee to soar,

Are wafted far distant on Apathy's wing.

Though simple the themes of my rude flowing Lyre,
Yet even these themes are departed for ever;
No more beam the eyes which my dream could inspire,

My visions are flown, to return, alas, never!

When drain'd is the nectar which gladdens the bowl,
How vain is the effort delight to prolong!
When cold is the beauty which dwelt in my soul,

What magic of Fancy can lengthen my song?

Can the lips sing of Love in the desert alone,
Of kisses and smiles which they now must resign?
Or dwell with delight on the hours that are flown?

Ah, no! for those hours can no longer be mine.



Can they speak of the friends that I lived but to love?
Ah, surely Affection ennobles the strain!
But how can my numbers in sympathy move,

When I scarcely can hope to behold them again?

Can [ sing of the deeds which my Fathers have done,
And raise my loud harp to the fame of my Sires?
For glories like theirs, oh, how faint is my tone!

For Heroes' exploits how unequal my fires!

Untouch'd, then, my Lyre shall reply to the blast--
'Tis hush'd; and my feeble endeavors are o'er;
And those who have heard it will pardon the past,

When they know that its murmurs shall vibrate no more.

And soon shall its wild erring notes be forgot,
Since early affection and love is o'ercast:
Oh! blest had my Fate been, and happy my lot,

Had the first strain of love been the dearest, the last.

Farewell, my young Muse! since we now can ne'er meet;
If our songs have been languid, they surely are few:
Let us hope that the present at least will be sweet--

The present--which seals our eternal Adieu.




Mocy Przedziwna! ktora z niemowlectwa,
Wwiodta$ mnie w $wiaty utudy mlodziencze;j;
Gdziem w zawieruchach dojrze¢ miat do mestwa,

Az srogim mrozem try$nie moje serce.

Wrazliwej piersi zachwyt nigdy wiecej
Nie powie "cisza", by twoj §piew wyblagac;
Nie da ci wznie$¢ si¢ naiwno$¢ dziecieca,

Bo w dal uniosty ja skrzydta bezwladu.

Cho¢ skromne watki mej Liry niesfornej,
Lecz nawet one odeszty na wieki;
Nie promieniejg oczy weny niepokornej,

Bo odptynetly - czy wrdca? - niestety!

Gdy wyciekt nektar, co uwznioslat puchar,
Coz to za rozkosz, dalsze z niego picie !
Gdy chtdéd 1 pustka zamieszkaty w duszy,

Gdziez magia, ktora piesniom przedta nici ?

Czy usta moga $piewac¢ o milosci,
Samotne w prdézni, $miac si¢ i catowac ?
Lub gardzac czasem, mieszka¢ w nim z luboscig ?

O nie ! to czas juz, aby zrezygnowac.



Zali rzec moga, ze mitoscig zyty ?
Z pewnoscig Afekt, to byt swigtobliwy !
Lecz jak mam w sobie znalez¢ tyle sity,

Jesli nadziei powrdt niemozliwy ?

Czyz moge Ojcow mych opiewac czyny,
Wazniesiong harfa Ichmo$ciéw wystawiac?
Grzmie¢ chwale przodkow watlym gtosem trzciny !

Czyny Heros6w na $miesznos¢ wystawiac !

Niedoczekanie, wigc ma Liro - Zzegnaj --
Zamilcz w niemocy i1 porzu¢ starania;
A ci, styszacy me pienia onegdaj,

Wybaczcie; to juz kres mojego grania.

Whnet dzikie nuty p6jda w zapomnienie,
Ich czulo$¢, mitos$¢ od zarania byty:
Och ! tylko mrzonka i tylko ztudzeniem,

Wzniosle wyrosty, lecz ngdznie skonczyty.

Wigc zegnaj Muzo ! juz si¢ nie spotkamy;
Wspomnijmy kilka z tych niemrawych pien:
By¢ moze kiedys - t¢ nadziej¢ mamy --

Beda pieczecia naszego Adieu.
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