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THE LIFE 

JAMES THOMSON. 

JAMES THOMSON was born September the 7th , 
1700, at Ednam, in the shire of Roxburgh, of 

which his father was pastor. His mother, whose 
name was Hume, was co-heiress of a small estate 
in that country. It was probably in commiseration 
of the difficulty with which Mr. Thomson’s father 
supported his family, having nine children, that Mr. 
Riccarton, a neighbouring minister, discovering in 
James uncommon promises of future excellence, 
undertook to superintend his education, and pro- 
vide him books. 

He was taught the common rudiments of learning 
at the school of Jedburg, a place which he delights 
to recollect in his poem of < Autumn;’ but was not 
considered by his master as superior to common 
hoys ; though in those early days he amused his 
patron and his friends with poetical compositions, 
with which, however, he was so little pleased him- 
self, that on every new-year’s day he threw into the 
fire all the productions of the foregoing year. 

From the school he was removed to Edinburgh, 
where he had not resided two years when his father 
died, and left all his children to the care of their 
mother, who raised upon her little estate what 
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LIFE OF THOMSON. vU 
ship’s poetical operations, and therefore never re- 
ceived another summons. 

‘ Autumn,’ the season to which the ‘ Spring’ 
and ‘ Summer’ are preparatory, still remained un- 
sung, and was delayed till he published (1730) his 
works collected*. 

He produced (1727) the tragedy of ‘ Sophonisba,’ 
which raised such expectation, that every rehearsal 
was dignified with a splendid audience, collected to 
anticipate the delight that was preparing for the 
public. It was observed, however, that nobody was 
much affected, and that the company rose as from 

Thomson was not long afterwards, by the influ- 
ence of Dr. Kundle, sent to travel with Mr. Charles 
Talbot, the eldest son of the Chancellor. He was 
yet young enough to receive new impressions, to 
have his opinions rectified, and his views enlarged; 
nor can he be supposed to have wanted that curi. 
osity which is inseparable from an active and com- 
prehensive mind. He may therefore now be sup- 
posed to have revelled in all the joys of intellectual 
luxury ; he was every day feasted with instructive 
novelties; he lived splendidly without expense; 
and might expect when he returned home a certain 
establishment. 

At this time a long course of opposition to Sir 
Hobert Walpole had filled the nation with clamours 
for liberty, of which no man felt the want, and with 
care for liberty, which was not in danger. Thom- 
son, in his travels on the Continent, found or fan- 
cied so many evils arising from the tyranny of other 

etical compositions; and the deep silence of the 
night, the time he commonly chose for study; so 
that he was often heard walking in his library, re- 
peating what he was to correct or write out the 
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SPRING. 



ARGUMENT. 
The subject proposed. Inscribed to the Countess of 

Hartford. The season is described as it affects 
the various parts of nature, ascending from the 
lower to the higher; with digressions arising from 

On vegetables. On brute animals. And last, on 
man. Concluding with a dissuasive from the wild 
and irregular passion of love, opposed to that of a 
pure and happy kind. 
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■While yet he liv’d In innocence, and told 
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SPRING. 
Offers its kind concealment to a few, Their food its insects, and its moss their nests. Others, apart, far in the grassy dale, Or rough’ning waste, their humble texture weave. But most in woodland solitudes delight. In unfrequented glooms, or shaggy banks. Steep, gnd divided by a babbling brook. Whose murmurs sooth them all the live-long day, When by kind duty fix’d. Among the roots Of hazel, pendent o’er the plaintive stream. They frame the first foundation of their domes; Dry sprigs of trees,,in artful fabric laid, And bound with clay together. Now ’tis nought But restless hurry through the busy air. Beat by unnumber’d wings. The swallow sweeps The slimy pool, to build his hanging house Intent. And often from the careless back Of herds and flocks, a thousand tugging bills Pluck hair and wool; and oft, when unobserv’d. Steal from the barn a straw: till soft and warm. Clean and complete, their habitation grows. As thus the patient dam assiduous sits, Not to lie tempted from her tender task. Or by sharp hunger, or by smooth delight. Though the whole loosen’d Spring around her blows, Her sympathising lover takes his stand High on the opponent bank, and ceaseless sings The tedious time away; or else supplies Her place a moment, while she sudden flits To pick the scanty meal. Th’ appointed time With pious toil fulfill’d, the callow young, Warm’d aud expanded into perfect life, The.r brittle * ondage break, and come to light, A helpless family, demauding food With constant clamour. O what passions then, W hat melting sentiments of kindly care, On the new parents seize! Away they fly. Affectionate, and, undesiring, bear The most delicious morsel to their young; Which equally distributed, again 
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112 AtTTUMff. 
And shakes corruption on her renal throne. While thus we talk, and through Elysian vales Delighted rove, perhaps a sigh escapes: What pity, Cobhara, thou thy verdant files Of ordered trees shouldTst here inglorious range. Instead of squadrons flaming o’er the field, And long-embattled hosts! when the proud foe The. faithless vain disturber of mankind. Insulting Gaul, has rous'd the world to war; When keen, once more, within their bounds to press Those polish'd robbers, those ambitious slaves. The British youth would hail thy wise command. Thy temper’d ardour, and thy veteran skill. The western sun withdraws the shortened day; And humid evening, gliding o’er the sky. In her chill progress, to the ground condens’d The vapours throws. Where creeping waters ooze. Where marshes stagnate, and where rivers wind Cluster ttie rolling fogs, and swim along The dusky mantled lawn. Meanwhile the moon Full-orb’d,and breaking through the scattered clouds. Shows her broad visage in the crimson’d east; Turn’d to the sun direct, her spotted disk, Where mountains rise, umbrageous dales descend. And caverns deep, as optic tube descries, A smaller earth, gives us his blaze again, Void of its flame, and sheds a softer day. How through the passing cloud she seems to stoop, How up the pure cerulean rides sublime. Wide the pale deluge floats, and streaming mild O’er the sky’d mountain to the shadowy vale. While rocks and floods reflect the quivering gleam. The whole air whitens with a boundless tide Of silver radiance, trembling round the world. But when half blotted from the sky her light. Fainting, permits the starry fires to burn With keener lustre through the depth of heaven5 Or near extinct her deadened orb appears. And scarce appears, of sickly beamless white; Oft in this season, silent from the north 
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WINTER, 



ARGUMENT. The subject proposed. Address to the Earl of Wil- mington. First approach of Winter. According to the natural course of the season, various storms described. Rain. Wind. Snow. The driving of the snows: a man perishing among them ; whence reflections on the wants and miseries of human life. The"wolves descending from the Alps and Apennines. A winter-evening described; as spent by philosophers; by the country people; in the city. Frost. A view of winter within the polar circle. A thaw. The whole concluding with moral reflections on a future state. 



WINTER. 











m
m

m
m

m
m

m
m

m
 



NTER. 





W I N T E It. 









WINTER. 



11
 





if
fi

li
rl

ii
lH

ii
ra

if
fi

ll
lH

If
fi

-i
’ WINTER. 



The gaming fury 















sn
w

H
im

m
tf

rr
im

m
rf

H
 





I
J
l
I
l
l
I
I
f
f
l
l
l
l
l
i
i
i
l
i
l

 
WINTER. 









l
i
i
l
f
J
l
l
i
l
i
l
l
l
K

i
M

i
i
m

r
 





HYMN. In the void waste as in the city full; And where He vital breathes, there must be joy. When even at last the solemn hour shall come. And wine my mystic flight to future worlds, I cheerful will obey; there, with new powers. Will rising wonders sing: I cannot go Where universal love not smiles around, Sustaining all yon orbs, and all their suns; From seeming evil still educing good. And better thence again, and better still. In infinite progression. But I lose Myself in Him, in Light Ineffable; Come then, expressive silence, muse His praise. 



ODE 
ON THE DEATH OF MR. THOM 
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