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THE DESERTED VILLAGE. 

O WEET Auburn ! lovelieft village of the plain. 
Where health and plenty cheer’d the labouring fwain, 
Where fmiling fpring its earlieft vifit paid, 
And parting fumtner’s ling’ring blooms delay’d. 
Dear lovely bowers of innocence and eafe, 
Seats of my youth, when every fport could pleafe, 
How often have I loiter’d o’er thy green, 
Where humble happinefs endear’d each feene ! 
How often have I paus’d on every charm, 
The fhelter’d cot, the cultivated farm, 
The never failing brook, the bufy mill; 
The decent church, that topt the neighb’ring hill; 
The hawthorn bu(h, with feats beneath the (hade. 
For talking age and whifp’ring lovers made ! 
How often have I bled the coming day. 
When toil remitting lent its turn to play. 
And all the village train, from labour free. 
Led up their fports beneath the fpreading tree. 
While many a paftime circled in the (hade, 
The young contending as the old furvey’d ; 
And many a gambol frolick’d o’er the ground, 
And fleights of art and feats of flrength went round. 
And Hill as each repeated pleafure tir’d1. 
Succeeding fports the mirthful band infpir’d ; 
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The dancing pair, that (imply fought renown, 
By holding out, to tire each other down ; 
The Twain, miftruftlefs of his fmutted face, 
While fecret laughter titter’d round the place ; 
The bafhful virgin’s fick-long looks of love ; 
The matron’s glance, that would thofe looks reprove. 
Thefe were thy charms, fweet village ! fports like thefe. 
With fweet fucceffion, taught e’en toil to pleafe; 
Thefe round thy bowers their cheerful influence (bed ; 
Thefe were thy charms—But all thefe charms are fled. 

Sweet fmiling village ! loveliell of the lawn ; 
Thy fports are fled, and all thy charms withdrawn ; 
Aniidll thy bowers the tyrant’s hand is feen. 
And defolation faddens all thy green : 
One only mafler grafps the whole domain. 
And half a tillage flints thy fmiling plain : 
No more thy glaffy brook refle&s the day. 
But, choak’d with fedges, works its weedy way : 
Along thy glades, a folitary gueft. 
The hollow founding bittern guards its neft : 
Amidfl thy defert walks the lapwing flies. 
And tires their echoes with unvary’d cries. 
Sunk are thy bowers in (hapelefs ruin all, 
And the long grafso’ertnps the moul l’ring wall 5 
And, trembling, (hrinking from the fpoiler’s hand. 
Far, far away thy children leave the land. 

Ill fares the land, to hafl’ning ills a prey, 
Where wealth accumulates, and men decay ; 
Princes and lords may flourifh, or may fade ; 
A breath can make them, as a breath has made ; 
But a bold peafantry, their country’s pride, 
When once deflroy’d, can never be fupply’d. 
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A time there was, ere England’s griefs began, 

When every rood of ground maintain’d its man ; 
For him light labour ipread her wholefotne ftore ; 
Juft gave what life requir’d, but gave no more: 
Hisbeft companions, innocence and health ; 
And his beft riches, ignorance of wealth. 

But time’s are alter’d ; trade’s unfeeling train 
Ufurp the land, and difpoffefs the Twain : 
Along the lawn, where fcatter’d hamlets rofej 
Unwieldy wealth and cumb’rous pomp repofe ; 
And every want to luxury ally’d, 
And every pang that folly pays to pride. 
Thofe gentle hours, that plenty bade to bloom ; 
Thofe calm defires, that aik’d but little room ; 
Thofe healthful fports, that grac’d the peaceful feene, 
Liv’d in each look, and brighten’d all the green ; 
Thefe, far departing, feek a kinder (hore, 
And rural mirth and manners are no more. 

Sweet Auburn ! parent of the blifsful hour, 
Thy glades forlorn, confefs the tyrant’s power. 
Here, as I take my folitary rounds, 
Amidft thy tangling walks, and ruin’d grounds, 
And, many a year elaps’d, return to view 
Where once the cottage ftood, the hawthorn grew, 
Remembrance wakes with all her bufy train. 
Swells at my bread, and turns the paft to pain. 

In all my wand’rings round this world of care, 
In all my griefs—and God has given my fliare— 
I dill had hopes, my lateft hours to crown, 
Ainidft tliele humble bowers to lay me down ; 
To huiband out life’s taper at the clofe, 
And keep tire Same from wafting by repofe : 
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I dill had hopes (for pride attends us (lill) 
Amidft the fwairis to fhew my book-learn’d fkill. 
Around my fire an evening group to draw, 
And tell of all 1 felt, and all I faw ; 
And, as an hare, whom hounds and horns purfue, 
Pants to the place from whence at firil he flew, 
I (fill had hopes, my long vexations pad. 
Here to return—and die at home at lad. 

O bled retirement, friend to life’s decline. 
Retreats from care, that never mud be mine, 
How bled is he who crowns in fliades like thefe, 
A youth of labour with an age of eafe ! 
Who quits a world where drong temptations try. 
And, fince ’tis hard to combat, learns to fly ! 
For him no wretches, born to work and weep. 
Explore the mine, or tempt the dang’rous deep ; 
No furly porter (lands in guilty date, 
To fpurn imploring famine from the gate; 
But on he moves to meet his latter end, 
Angels around befriending virtue’s friend ; 
Sinks to the grave with unperceiy’d decay, 
While refignation gently dopes the way ; 
And, all his profpeffs bright’ning to the lad, 
His Heaven commences ere the world be pad ! 

Sweet was the found, when oft, at ev’ning’s clofe. 
Up yonder hill the village murmur rofe ; 
There, as I pafs’d with carelefs deps and flow. 
The mingling notes came foften’d from btlow ; 
The fwain refponfive as the milk maid fung ; 
The fober herd, that low’d to meet their young ; 
The noify geefe, that gabbled o’er the pool; 
The playful children, jud let loofe from fchool> 
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Ifhe watch dog’s voice, that bay’d the whifp’riog wind; 
And the loud laugh, that fpoke the vacant mind ; 
Thefe all in fvveet confufion fought the (hade, 
And fill’d each paufe the nightingale had made. 
But now the founds of population fail, 
No cheerful murmurs fiu&uate in the gale, 
No bufy fteps the grafs-grown foot-way tread. 
But all the bloomy fliilh of life is fled. 
All but yon widow’d, folitary thing. 
That feebly bends befide the plafhy fpring ; 
She, wretched matron, forc’d, in age, for bread* 
To ftrip the brook with mantling crefles fpread, 
To pick her wint’ry faggot from the thorn. 
To feek her nightly (lied, and weep till morn; 
She only left of all the harmlefs train, 
The fad hiftorian of the penfive plain. 

Near yonder copfe, where once the garden fmil’d, 
And ftill where many a garden flower grows wild ; 
There, where a few torn (hrubs the place difclofe* 
The village preacher’s modeft manfion rofe; 
A man he was, to all the country dear, 
And paffing rich with forty pounds a year: 
Remote from towns he ran his godly race* 
Nor e’er had chang’d, nor wifh’d to change his place ; 
Tnfkilful he to fawn, or feek for power, 
By do&rines falhion’d to the varying hour ; 
Far other aims his heart had learn’d to prize, 
More bent to raife the wretched than to rife. 
His houfe was known to all the vagrant train ; 
He chid their wand’ring’s but reliev’d their pain : 
The long-remember’d beggar was his guefi, 
Whofe beard defceuding fwept his aged bread : 
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The ruin’d fpendthrift, now no longer proud, 
Claim’d kindred there,, and had his claims allow’d; 
The broken foldier, kindly bade to flay, 
Sat by his fire, and talk’d the night away ; 
Wept o’er his wounds} or, tales of forrow done. 
Shoulder’d his crutch, and fhew’d how fields were won. 
Pleas’d with his guefts, the good man learu’d to glow. 
And quite forgot their vices in their woe } 
Carelefs their merits or their faults to fcan. 
His pity gave ere charity began. 

Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride, 
And e’en his failings lean’d to virtue’s fide ; 
But in his duty, prompt at every call, 
He watch’d and wept, he pray’d and felt, for all: 
And, as a bird each fond endearment tries. 
To tempt its new fledg’d offspring to the fkies> 
He tried each art, reprov’d each dull delay. 
Allur’d to brighter worlds, and led the way. 
Befide the bed where parting life was laid, 
And forrow, guilt, and pain, by turns difmay’d. 
The rev’rend champion flood. At his-controul, 
Defpair and anguith fled the ftruggling foul; 
Comfort came down the trembling wretch to raife. 
And his lafl fault’ring accents wbifper’d praife. 

At church, with meek and unaffe&ed grace. 
His looks adorn’d the venerable place: 
Truth from his lips prevail d with double fway, 
And fools, who came to feoff, remain’d to pray. 
The fervice paif, around the pious man, 
With ready zeal, each honeft ruftic ran ; 
E’en children follow’d with endearing wile. 
And pluck’d his gown, to (hare the good man’s fnaile. 
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His ready fmile a parent’s warmth expreft ; 
Their welfare pleas’d him, and their cares diftreft ! 
To them his heart, his love, his griefs were given ; 
But all his ferious thoughts had reft in heaven ; 
As fome tall cliff, that lifts its awful form, 
Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the ftorm, 
Though round its breaft the rolling clouds are fpread, 
Eternal funftiine fettles on its head. 

Befide yon draggling fence, that fkirts the way, 
With bioflom’d furze unprofitably gay, 
There, in his noify manfion, fkill’d to rule, 
The village mafter taught his little fchool: 
A man fevere he was, and ftern to view ; 
I knew him well, and every truant knew : 
Well had the boding tremblers learn’d to trace 
The day’s difafters in his morning face : 
Full well they laugh’d, with counterfeited glee, 
At all his jokes ; for many a joke had he ; 
Full well the bufy whifper, circling round, 
Convey’d the difmal tidings when he frown’d; 
Yi-t he was kind ; or, if fevere in aught. 
The love he bore to learning was in fault; 
The village all declar’d how much he knew ; 
’Twas ceitain be could write, and cypher too: 
Lands he could meaftire, terms and tides prelage; 
And e’en the (lory ran, that he could guage. 
In arguing, too, the parfon own’d his {kill ; 
For e’en though vanquifh’d, he could argue ftrll ; 
While words of learned ftreugth, and thund’ring founds 
Amaz’d the gazing ruftics rang’d around ; 
And Hill they gaz’d, and Hill the wonder grew, 
That one fmall head could carry all lie knew. 
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But paft is all his fame. The very fpdt, 
Where many a time he triumph’d, is forgot. 

Near yonder thorn, that lifts its head on high* 
Where once the fign poll caught the paffing eye, 
Tow lies that houfe where nut-brown draughts infpir’d* 
Where grey-beard mirth and fmiling toil retir’d, 
Where village flatefmen talk’d with looks profound, 
And news much older than their ale went round. 
Imagination fondly (loops to trace 
The parlour fplendors of that feftive place t 
The white wafh’d wall, the nicely landed floor; 
The varnifh’d clock, that click’d behind the door $ 
The cheft, contriv’d a double debt to pay ; 
A bed by night, a cheft of drawers by day ; 
The picture's, plac’d for ornament and ufe; 
The twelve good rules, the royal game of goofe ; 
The hearth, except when winter chill’d the day, 
With afpen boughs, and flowers and fennel gay ; 
While broken tea-cups, wifely kept for fhow. 
Rang’d o’er the chimney, gliften’d in a row. 

Vain tranfitory fplendor! could not all 
Reprieve the tott’ring manflon from its fall ! 
Obfcure it links, nor (hall it more impart 
An hour’s importance to the poor man’s heart $ 
Thither no more the peafant (hall repair, 
To fweet oblivion of his daily care ; 
No more the farmer’s news, the barber’s tele, 
No more the wood-man’s ballad (hall prevail: 
No more the fmith his dulky brow (hall clear, 
Relax his poud’rous (trength, and lean to hear ; 
The hoft himfelf no longer dial) be found 
Caiefui to lee the mantling blifs go round ; 
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Nor the coy maid, half willing to be prefl* 
Shall kifs the cup to pafs it to the reft. 

Yes! let the rich deride, the proud difdain, 
Thefe Ample bleffings of the lowly train. 
To me more dear, congenial to my heart, 
One native charm, than all the glofs of art; 
Spontaneous joys, where Nature has its play, 
The foul adopts, and owns their firft-born fway i 
Lightly they frolic o’er the vacant mind, 
Unenvy’d, unmolefted, unconfin’d. 
But the long pomp, the midnight mafquerade. 
With all the freaks of wanton wealth array’d. 
In thefe, ere triflers half their wi(h obtain. 
The toiling pleafure fickens into pain ; 
And, e’en while fafhion’s brighteft arts decoy, 
The heart diftrufting afks, if this be joy ? 

Ye friends to truth, ye flatefmen who furvey 
The rich man’s joys increafe, the poor’s decay, 
’Tis yours to judge how wide the limits ftand 
Between a fplendid and an happy land. 
Proud fivells the tide with loads of freighted ore, 
And (flouting Folly hails them from her (bore j 
Hoards e’en beyond the mifer’s wi(h abound, 
And rich men flock from all the world around. 
Yet count our gains. This wealth is but a name 
That leaves our ufeful produdf dill the fame. 
Not fo the lofs. The man of wealth and pride 
Takes up a fpace that many poor fupply’d ; 
Space for his lake, his park’s extended bounds; 
Space for his borfes, equipage and hounds: 
The robe that wraps his limbs in filken (loth, 
Has robb’d the neighbouring fields of half their growth } 
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His fedt, where folitary fports are feeii, 
Indignant fpurn? the cottage from the green j 
Around the world each needful produdl flies, 
For all the luxuries the world fupplks. 
While thus the land, adorn’d for pleafure all. 
In barren fplendor feebly waits the fall. 

As fome fair female, unadorn’d and plain, 
Secure to pleafe while youth confirms her reign, 
Slights every borrow’d charm that drefs fupplies. 
Nor lhares with art the triumph of her eyes; 
But when thofe charms are paft, (for charms are frail,) 
When lime advances, and when lovers fail, 
She then fnines forth, folicitous to blefs, 
In all the glaring impotence of drefs ; 
Thus fares the land, by luxury betray’d, 
In nature’s fimpleft charms at firlt array’d* 
But verging to decline, its fplendor* rife. 
Its villas (hike, its palaces furprife ; 
While, fcourg’d by famine from the fmiling land, 
The mournful peafant leads his humble band ; 
And while he finks, without one arm to fave, 
The country blooms—a garden, and a grave. 

Where then, ah ! where lhall poverty refide, 
To ’fcape the preffure of contiguous pride? 
If to fome common’s fencelefs limits (hay’d, 
He drives his flock to pick the fcanty blade, 
Thofe fencelefs fields the fons of wealth divide, 
And e’en the bare worn common is deny’d. 

If to the city fped— What waits him there? 
To fee profufion that he mull not (bare; 
To (ee ten thoufand baneful arts combin’d 
To pamper luxury, and thin mankind ; ' 
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To fee each joy the Tons of pleafure know 
Extorted from his fellow-creature’s woe. 
Here, while the courtier glitters in brocade, 
There the pale artilt plies the fickly trade ; 
Here, while the proud their long-drawn pomps difplay. 
There the black gibbet blooms befide the way. 
The dome where Pleaiure holds her midnight reign. 
Here, richly deckt, admits the gorgeous train ; 
Tumultuous grandeur crouds the blazing Gpiare, 
The rattling chariots clalh, the torches glare. 
Sure feenes like thefe no troubles ere anuoy ! 
Sure thefe denote one univerfal joy! 
Are thefe thy ferious thoughts ?—Ah, turn thine eyes 
Where the poor houfelefs ftiiv’ring female lies. 
She once, perhaps, in village plenty bleft. 
Has wept at tales of innocence diftrelt ; 
Her model! looks the cottage might adorn. 
Sweet as the primrofe peeps beneath the thorn ; 
Now loll to all; her friends, her virtue fled. 
Near her betrayer’s door (he lays her head ; 
And, pinch’d with cold, and ftirinking from the fliower^ 
With heavy heart deplores that lucklefs hour. 
When idly firft, ambitious of the town. 
She left her wheel, and robes of country brown. 

Do thine, fweet Auburn, thine, the lovelieft train. 
Do thy fair tribes participate her pain ? 
E’en now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led. 
At proud n ens doers they afk a little bread ! 

Ah, no. To diilant climes, a dreary feene. 
Where half the convex world intrudes between, 
Through torrid tracks with fainting fteps they go. 
Where wild Altama murmurs to their woe. 
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Far diflerent there from all that charm’d before, 
The various terrors of that horrid fliore ; 
Thofe blazing funs, that dart a downward ray. 
And fiercely (bed intolerable day ; 
Thofe matted woods, where birds forget to fing, 
But filent bats in drowfy clufters cling ; 
Thofe pois’nous fields, with rank luxuriance crown’d, 
Where the dark fcorpion gathers death around ; 
Where at each (lep the firanger fears to wake 
The rattling terrors of the vengeful fnake; 
Where crouching tigers wait their haplefs prey, 
And favage men, more tnurd’rous ftill than they ; 
While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies, 
Mingling the ravag’d landfcape with the Ikies. 
Far different thefe from every former fcene. 
The cooling brock, the grafly veiled green, 
The breezy covert of the warbling grove, 
That only Ihelter’d thefts of harmlefs love. 

Good Heav’n! what forrows gloom’d that parting day, 
That call’d them from their native walks away j 
When the poor exiles, every pleafure pall, 
Hung round the bowers, and fondly look’d their lall, 
And took a long farewel, and wilh’d in vain 
For feats like thefe beyond the weltern main ; 
And, fhudd’ring Hill to face the dillant deep. 
Return’d and wept, and Hill return’d to weep. 
The good old fire, the firft prepar’d to go 
To new found worlds, and wept for other’s woe; 
But for himfelf, in confcious virtue brave. 
He only wilh’d for worlds beyond the grave. 
His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears, 
The fond companion of his helplefs years. 



Silent went next, neglectful of her charms, 
And left a lover’s for a father’s arms. 
With louder plaints the mother fpoke her woes, 
And bled the cot where every pleafure rofe ; 
And kifs’d her thoughtlefs babes with many a tear, 
A nd clafpt them clofe, in forrow doubly dear ; 
Whilft her fond hufband drove to lend relief 
In all the filent manlinefs of grief. 

O luxury ! thou curft by Heaven’s decree. 
How ill exchang’d are things like thefe for thee ! 
How do thy potions, with infidious joy, 
Diffufe their pleafures only to deftroy ! 
Kingdoms by thee, to fickly greatnefs grown, 
Boaft of a florid vigour not their own. 
At every draught more large and large they grow, 
A bloated mafs of rank unwieldy woe ; 
Till Tapp’d their ftrength, and every part unfound, 
Down, down tney fink, and fpread a ruin round. 

E’en now the devaflation is begun. 
And half the bufinefs of deftruCfion done ; 
E’en now, methinks, as pond’ring here I (land, 
I fee the rural virtues leave the land. 
Down where yon anchoring veflel fpreads the fail, 
That idly waiting flaps with every gale, 
Downward they move, a melancholy band, 
Pafs from the (hore, and darken all the ftrand : 
Contented toil, and hofpitable care, 
And kind connubial tendernefs are there; 
And piety, with wiflies plac’d above; 
And fleady loyalty, and faithful love. 
And thou, fweet Poetry, thou lovelieft maid. 
Still firft to fly where fenfual joys invade ; 
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Unfit in thefe degen’rate times of fhame, 
To catch the heart, or (hike for honed fame ; 
Dear charming nymph ! negle&ed and decry’d ; 
My (hame in crowds, my folitary pride. 
Thou fource of all my blifs, and all my woe, 
That found’d me poor at fird, and keep’ft me fo { 
Thou guide, by which the nobler arts excel. 
Thou nurfe of every virtue, fare thee well; 
Farewel; and, O ! where’er thy voice be try’d. 
On Torno’s cliffs, or Pambamarca’s fide, 
Whether where equinoctial fervours glow, 
Or winter wraps the polar world in fnow, 
Still let thy voice, prevailing over time, 
Redrefs the rigours of th’ inclement clime : 
Aid flighted truth, with thy perfuafive drain ; 
Teach erring man to fpurn the rage of gain ; 
Teach him, that dates, of native drength poffed. 
Though very poor may dill be very bled ; 
That trade’s proud empire haflesjo fwift decay, 
As ocean fweeps the labour’d mole away ; 
While felf-dependent power can time defy, 
A* rocks refid the billows and the flcy.' 


