"~ THE

WORKS

oF

THOMAS MOORE.



PARIS ¢ PRINTED BY A. BELIN.



THE

WORKS

OF

THOMAS MOORE,

COMPRERENDING
ALL HIS MELODIES, BALLADS, erc.

NEVER BEFORE. PUBLISHED WITHOUT THE ACCOMPANYING MUSIC.

PARIS:

'PUBLISHED BY A. AND W. GALIGNANI,

AT THE FRENCH, ENGLISH, ITALIAN, GERMAN, AND SPANISH LIBRARY,
¥°. 18, RUE VIVIENNE.

1823.






CONTENTS OF VOL. V.

THE LOVES OF THE ANGELS.

Preface. . . . .
Tee Loves or ToE ANGELS . .
First Angel’s Story

Second Angel’s Story

Third Angel’s Story .

Notes . .

SACRED SONGS.
Thou art, oh Gop } .
This world is all a flecting shuw .
Fallen is thy throne .
Who is the maid?
The bird, let loose

Oh! Thou, who dry’st the mourner’s tear .

Weep not for those . .

The turf shall be my fragrant shrme
Sourid the Ioud timbrel .

Go, let me weep . . . .
Come not, oh Lord !

Were not the sinful Mary s tears .

As down in the sunless retreats

But who shall see? . .

Almighty God !— Chorus of pnests
Oh fair{ oh purest!. . . .

0

MELOLOGUE UPON NATIONAL MUSIC.

Advertisement . . . . .
MeroLocuE e e e e .

Page

iii

3
8

« 10X

. 123
. 125
. 126
. 128

. 131
. 132
. 134
. 136
. 138
. 139
. 140
. 142
. 143

: 146

.ocli
. 153



\2! CONTENTS.

BALLADS, SONGS, etc.

Black and blue Eyes . . . .
Cease, oh ccase to tempt! . . .
Dear Fanny . . .

Did not .

Fanny, dearest! .

Fanny was in the grove .

Fron: life without freedom

Here’s the bower . .

Holy he the pilgrim’s sleep

I can no longer stifle

Isaw the moon rise clear .

Joys that pass away

Light sounds the harp

Little Mary’s eye

Love and the Sun-Dial

Love and Time . N
Love, my Mary, dwells with thee
Love’s light summer-cloud

Love, wand’ring through the golden maze .

Merrily every bosom boundeth

Now let the warrior . e
Ob, lady fair! . . . . . |
Oh! remember the time .

Obh! see those cherrics

Oh! soon return N

Oh, yes! sowell . .

Oh, yes! when the bloom .

One dear smile . . ., .

Poh, Dermot! go along with your goster

Send the bowl round merrily .,
The Day of Love . . . .
The Probability N
The Song of War ., , . . .
The Tablet of Love . . . . .
The young Rose . . . .

When in languor sleeps the heart .



CONTENTS .

When ’midst the gay I meet . .
When twilight dews . .

Will you come to the bower .

Young Jessica . .

The R.zbbxmcle Origin of XVomcn
Farewell, Bessy o e .

TRIFLES, REPRINTED.

Lines on the Deatl of Mr. P-rc-v-1 .
Lines on the Death of Sh-f-d-n . .

.

.

vii

Page

203
204

. 205

206
208
209

. 213

Lines written on hearing that the Austrians had en-

tered Naples . . N
The Insarrection of the Pnpers
Parody of a celebrated Letter .
Anacreontic.—To a Plumassier . .
Extracts from the Diary of a Politician
King Crack and his Idols . . .
Wreaths for the Ministers . . .
The new Costume of the Ministers .
Occasional Address. . . . .
The Sale of the Tools . . . .
Little Man and little Soul e e
Reinforcements for Lord Wellington .
Lord Wellington and the Ministers .
Fum and Hum the two birds of royalty
Epistle from Tom Crib to Big Ben

To Lady Holland, on Napolcon s legacy of a

box . .

214
218

221
223

. 230

.

.

-

.

snuff-
. 256

Correspondence bctwcen a l'ndy and gentleman

Horace, ode XI. lib. II. e e
, ode XXII. lib. I ..
———, ode I lib. L. . . . .
———, ode XXXVIII lib. I. .

To —. Dic when you will
Imprompm —Between Adam and me .
What is my thought like? .

.

269

232
23]
236
238
241
243
246
248
a5o
ib.
254

a5y
259
a6a
266
267
268

ib.



vin CONTENTS.

Page
Epigram. What news to-day? . . . . . aro
Said bis HighnesstoNed . . . . ib.
I want the court-guide . . . . agr
————. Inevergiveakiss . . . . . ib.
On asquinting Poetess . . . . . . . {b.
The Torch of Liberty . . . . . . . an
Epilogne . . . . . . . . . 275




THE

LOVES OF THE ANGELS.

YOL. V.



PRETFACE.

T'auis Poem, somewhat different in form, and much
more limited in extent, was originally designed as
an episade for a work, about which I have been,
at intervals, employed during the last two years.
Some months since, however, T found that my
friend Lord Byron had, by an accidental coinci-
dence, chosen the same subject for a Drama ; and,
as I could not but feel the disadvantage of coming
after so formidable a rival, I thought it best to
publish my humble sketch immediately, with such
alterations and additions as I had time to make,
and thus, by an carlier appearance in the literary
horizon, give myself the chance of what astrono-
mers call an Heliacal rising, before the luminary,
in whose light I was to be lost, should appear.

As objections may be made, by persons whose
opinions I respect, to the selection of a subject of
this nature from the Scripture, I think it right to
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remark, that, in point of fact, the subject is not
scriptural—the notion upon which it is founded
(that of the love of Angels for women) having ori~
ginated in an erroneous translation by the LXX.
of that verse in the sixth chapter of Genesis, upon
which the sole authority for the fable rests.* The
foundation of my story, therefore, has as little to
do with Holy Writ as have the dreams of the later
Platonists, or the reveries of the Jewish divires;
and, in appropriating the notion thus to the uses of
poetry, T haye done no more than establish it in
that region of fiction, to which the opinions of
the most rational Fathers, and of all other Chris-
tian theologians, have long ago consigned it.

In addition to the fitness of the subject for
poetry, it struck me also as capable of affording an
allegorical medium, through which might be
shadowed out (as I have endeavoured to do in the
following stories), the fall of the soul from its ori-
ginal purity—the loss of light and happiness
which it suffers, in the pursuit of this world’s
perishable pleasures—and the punishments, both

* See Note.
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from conscience and Divine justice, with which
impurity, pride, and presumptuous inquiry into
the awful secrets of God, are sure to be visited.
The beautiful story of Cupid and Psyche owes its
chief charm to this sort of ¢¢ veiled meaning,” and
it has been my wish (however I may have failed in
the atlempt) to communicate the same moral in-

terest to the following pages.
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’Twas when the world was in its prime,
When the fresh stars had just begun

Their race of glory, and young Time
Told his first birth-days by the sun;

When, in the light of Nature’s dawn
Rejoicing, men and angels met

On the high hill and sunny lawn,—

Ere Sorrow came, or Sin had drawn
’Twixt man and Heaven her curtain yet!

When earth lay nearer to the skies
Than in these days of crime and woe,

And mortals saw, without surprise,

In the mid-air, angelic eyes
Gazing upon this world below.
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Alas, that Passion should profane,

Even then, that morning of the earth!
That, sadder still, the fatal stain

Should fall on hearts of heavenly birth—
And oh, that stain so dark should fall
From Woman’s love, most sad of all!

One evening, in that time of bloom,

On a hill’s side, where hung the ray
Of sunset, sleeping in perfume,

Three noble youths conversing lay ;
And, as they look’d, from time to time,

To the far sky, where Daylight furl’d
His radiant wing, their brows sublime

Bespoke them of that distant world—
Creatures of light, such as still play,

Like motes in sunshine, round the Lord,
And through their infinite array
Transmit each moment, night and day,

The echo of His luminous word !

Of Heaven they spoke, and, still more oft,
Of the bright eyes that charm’d them thence ;
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Till, yielding gradual to the soft
And balmy evening’s influence—
The silent breathing of the flowers—
The melting light that beam’d above,
As on their first, fond, erring hours,
Each told the story of his love,
The history of that hour unblest,
When, like a bird from its high nest
Won down by fascinating eyes,
For Woman’s smile he lost the skies.

The First who spoke was one, with look
The least celestial of the three—
A Spirit of light mould, that took
'The prints of earth most yieldingly;
Who, even in Heaven, was not of those
Nearest the Throne, but held a place
Far off, among those shining rows
That circle out through endless space,
And o’er whose wings the light from Him
In the great centre falls most dim. )

Still fair and glorious, he but shone
Among those youths th’ unheavenliest one—
1.



