copy of it. While the former of these roems reccived hut little
notice, the latter immediately rquired universal favour,*
and it is to-duy e usidered by many the most beautiful short
poem in the kEnglish languize Byron wrote of it: “H ad
Gray written nothing but lus * £l 1 as he stands, I
am not sure that he would not stand highe
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Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid
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But Kuowledge to their ey s her ample page
Rich with the spoils of time did ne'e unroll ;
Chill Penury repress'd their noble ra

And froze the genial current of the

Full many a gem of purest ray sc
The dark unfathom'd caves ¢ f ocean bear;

Full many a flower is b m to blush unseen,
And waste its sweetness on the descrt air

Some village Hampden, that, with d wintless hreast
The little tyrant of his fields withstood ;

Some mute inglorious Milton I re may vest,

Some Cromwell guiltless of his country's bleod
Th' applause of list'ning senates to comm wd
The threats of pain and ruin to despise,
To scatter plenty o'er a smiling land
And read their history in
Their lot forbade :

a nation’s eyes,
nor eircumseribed alone
Their Browing virtues, but their crimes confined
Forbade to wade thro slaughter to a throne,
And shut the gates of mercy on mankind
The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide,
To quench the blushes of ingenious shame,
Or heap the shrine of luxury and pride
With incense kindled at the Muse'’s flame,

Far from the madding erowd's ignoble strife,
Their sober wishes never learn'd to stray ;
Along the cool sgequester'd vale of life
They kept the noiseless tenor of their way.

* A manuscript capy of the—Elegu. inru
was sold in lsugor no ie

ray’s handwriting,
58 & sum than £181!
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*“There at the foot of yonder nodding beech
That wreathes its old fantastic roots so high,

His listless length at nc tide would he streteh,
And pore upon the brook that babbles by,

* Hard by yon woeod,

now emiling as in scorn,
Mutt'ring his

wayward fancies he would rove ;
woeful-wan,
Or erazed with care,

Now dro ping like one forlorn,
or cross'd in hopeless love
Une morn I miss'd him on the ccustom’d hill,
Aloug the heath, ¢ r his fav'rite tree;
Another cam i uor yet beside the rill,

Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he:

ud ne

with dirges due in sad ary Y,
ugh the church-way path we saw him borne;
1 aud read (fur thou caust r ad) the lay
Grav'd on the stoue beneath yon aged thoin,”

The Epitaph.

Here rests his head up u the lap of earth

A youth, to fortune and to fame unknown :
Fair Seience frown'd not on his humble birth,

And Melancholy mark'd him for her own
Large 'was his Lount , and his soul sincere,

Heaven did a rec mpense as largely send :
He gave to misery (all he had) a tear,

He gain’d from Heaven (twas all e wished) a friend.
No farther seek his merits to disclose,

Or draw his frailties fic m their dread abode,
(There they alike I trembling hope repo: e,)

The bosom of his Fathe nd his (

GRAY'S HOUSE AT STOKE,
The fame the authorship of the Elegy brought Gray was such
that, in 1 on the demise of Colley Cibher, the oet-laureate,
that office was offered to Gray; but he declined the honour,
In 1768 he was appointed to the chairof Modern History, at
Cambridge, which brought him in about £400 per annum ; and
this he held until 1771, when he resigned it. F ¢ died the same
year, in the fifty-fifth vear of his age, from an attack of out
in his stomach, and was interred at Stoke, near Eton, where
& monument was erected to his memory—thus addin
more poetical association to that beautiful distriot of Eng!




