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Wau (Wselu (Philip Freneau, 1752-1832)

UseIR

Hau wselu Lﬁnﬁtimﬁwaiﬂum.gaa'zma‘iﬁan (Huguenot) Beewewaann
dmﬁa U A.A. 1771 sumsAnwisininendeiaeesde (College of New Jersey) ﬂwuuna
ANV INEIRENTUE AW ‘(Princeton University) w3aunu 82 w3 WTAAuIAd (Huge
Henry Brackenridge) datﬂuunmuutdummnu wedmiwlsuuniounsesdle “The
Rising Glory of America” U A.f. 1772 thuuusnmmmaaunmﬁanumuaua )
A.A. 1776-1777 wisaluluagiinzBuddaziuan (West Indies) nasoniuldEunendy
urnAnlnglreiihdwnuginaAdegdiudinge IndaeiiAnsersainsalulgussiudun
founseionam 8 des Badearunaidend Wy “General Gage's Soliloquy" (1775)
“General Gages Confession” (1775) wl'safugnaanqwuuoanuuuamnqu?.um'z
fawedails 2 A1 daefignisanurle’ Eew “The British Prison Ship” 1un's\1qnmu'lmu
msUssemmeignisuaninineserna

@ Wi Hialu
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Twideunangian A.A. 1780 illessasnAngassmsaluiomiuiudderuaulunza
uASuifien (Caribbean) ussnMEMIUBALAUAN (Atlantic) TutriinseluldBewunsos
nmanfrfudinuwiames wWw “Poems” (1786), “Miscellaneous Works” (1788) U
a.A. 1760 mraluldivdeuarBwnnBuursanimansnzudenuddasainimiune O
A.A. 1791-1793 lfSumadnaniedidiimiridiuussnnBnns “National Gazette”
TumnsAiuussnnsmehelslalandwnamess (Federalists) uszunniariu (Hammiton)
fodwinmadedungumaeda iwemsabudnvomelsndulueaglifun iamduy
(Mont Pleasant) U A.A. 1804 isaluaglu navwind 1Ami#l (Monmouth County) fawaTded
“swdeiBacioniy 80 U wled 1 evfindriewaTasmng naaladh AU mialu Wuiond nzand
urinndnmmisdeRauasgineAludnsrnaufin

“anvuzmaod :
gy wieln Tdadn - “MIurian1alfinainsin (Poet of the American
Revolution)” wizwlfidsuunissnsememedulonddonguluteserssuszmeadasmm
- “n'?uviwyaanmuazﬂszminl‘lm (Poet of

‘ Humamtarianism and Democracy)”
- “mumtmumn (Poet of Nature) ”

FemaiunrHeBsREU mielu wuueaan‘lﬁ"nJu 3 Uszinm sosl
Uszinnd 1 tﬂuuaoﬂmﬁmﬁum‘;tﬁ,ﬂofnutnmzmsﬂszmﬁﬁﬂsmw iy
- “General Gage’s Soliloquy” (1775)
- “General Gage’s Confession” (1775)
= “To the Memory of the Brave American” (1781)
Yszumil 2 t{luumwﬂtﬂmﬁuuuuuﬂuuazdszmﬁﬂ'lnu By
- “To.Sir Toby: A Sugar Planter in the Interior Parts of Jamaica” (1784)
 funsnufiieatums
- “On Mr. Paine’s Rights of Malr" (1791) Lﬂuuaqwﬁwha'[u
usmmmansudaniu Tody on 'ludmmqmuswmqmnﬂmua..thnu
Yzl 3 tﬂuumwﬂtﬂmﬁummma uha
- “The Wild Honey Suckle (1786) '
- “The Indian Burying Ground™ (1187),,
- “To a Caty-Did” (1818) )
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Tuussmuaaum 3 Uszinn upe Nﬁ\l el wenuflidsfusssumi
‘lé'ﬁimtﬂuuaﬂumnqﬂmuan\smmﬁ"ffé, uditdauie asluasan ussneded
umwmu‘luuﬁumnumamsm nemldh HdY wsely FunTRumanunlily
ey zendundauituauusnifunhiuulswndn wihunssdensn
Tusdunmsiilessae un'muﬂ1:mnﬁtﬁmﬁ'uuswm’ﬁné'utﬁuﬁﬁuu Tumsuseiud
wsaluinezldinaiiafiBendn “personification” laemavi-WisaomiousiFinuazsninns

d'mmnaztﬂummssmumwmwuaduswmﬁﬂqﬁ’m:unsnﬂ%’utuwﬂ‘in'l'i’ (didactic
poems) A8

~ 9N “The Wild Honey Suckle”

Fair flower, that dost so comely grow,
Hid in this silent, dull retreat, -
Untouched thy honeyed blossoms blow,
Unseen thy little branches greet:
. No roving foot shall crush thee here,
No busy hand provoke a tear.
By Nature’s self in white arrayed,
- She bade thee shun the vulgar eye,
And planted the guardian shade,
And sent soft waters murmuring by;
Thus quietly thy summer goes,
‘ Thy days declining to repose.
Smit with those chhrms, that must decay,
I grieve to see your future doom;
They died-nor were those ﬂowers' more gay, -
The flowers that aid in Eden bloom;
‘Unpitying frost, and Autumn’s power
Shall leave no vestige of this flower.
From morning suns and evening dews
At first thy little being came:

, ~ If nothing once, you nothing lose, - *
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For when you die you are the same;

The space between, is but an hour,

The frail duration of a flower,
atuaddwy |
Al AN
comely C Ruam .
retreat nauny
roving yioufimn
guardian _/ g‘mﬁn{
repose Wniiau
vestige . J0e180
frail DUUD
MzdAy

Wlassuni ﬂﬁﬂ m'sa'[u ‘lnmnnlmwnwnmwum‘lmumm,

aanmumﬂqﬂﬁ‘lu{luan‘lu"luam%mﬂmwu'lmsmﬂua‘[ﬂsm Taawunilld

uansdnuareslinmaiiusdfihddiluggalusuandaingzusme

msumoﬂaunimmm‘m’luu\lmuunﬁaﬁuwﬂumuwﬂwu mummﬂuquzﬁq

- mweniuanushlaumIseniuanumestng ,

| TrasunillguamaiifuinTld@suuvumeiseiudddonth “neoclassical”
(ﬁlumﬂ.lszﬁ'uMtﬁuuwvh’ié’anquﬂqh’a‘ﬁ%nou‘la‘tﬁuuuuummnﬁ'nﬂisﬁ'uu’n‘s‘nuaz
Tu) mma'munq.'lt'{gﬂuu'umsﬂs'-wum"u‘iun'n “couplet” (TAaeunaz 2 UTIA Mo 2
usRREiANMNETILEETIMsYNAW)

ARNBUIIN “To a Caty-did™
In a branch of willow.hjd :

Sings the evening Caty-dld
From the lofty locust bough
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Feeding on a drop of dew,
In her suit of green arrayed .
Hear her singing in theshade
Caty-did, Caty-did, Caty-did!
While upon a leaf you tread,
Or repose your little head, |

- On your sheet of shadows laid,

All the day you nothing said:
Half the night your cheery tongue
Reveled out its little song,
Nothing else but Caty-did.
From your lodgings on the leaf
Did youy utter joy or grief‘?—
Did you only mean to say,
I have had my summer’s day
And am passing, soon, away
To the grave of Caty-did: -
Poor, unhappy Caty-did!
But you wduld have uttered more
Had you known of nature’s power—
From the word when you retreat,
And a leaf’s your winding sheet,
Long before your spirit fled,
Who can tell but nature said,

- Live again, my Caty-did!

Live and chatter, Caty-did.
Tell me, what did Caty do?
Did she mean to trouble you?
Why was Caty not forbid
To trouble little Caty-did?
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Wrong indeed at you to fling; :

Hurting no one while you sing
Caty-did! Caty-did! Caty-did!
Why continue to complain?

Caty tells me, she again

Will not gi\'/e you plague or pain:—

Caty says you may be hid .

Caty will not go to bed

While you sing us Caty-did.
Caty-did! Caty-did! Caty-did!
But while singing, you forgot

To tell us what did Caty not: |

Caty did not think of cold,

Flocks retiring to the fold,

Winter, with his wrinkles old,

Winter, that yourself foretold
When you gave us Caty-did.
Stay securely in your nest;

Caty now, will do her best,

All she can to ﬁake you blest; -

But, you want no human aid—

Nature, when she formad you, siad,

“Indepdent you are made, |

My dear little Caty-did:

Soon yourself must disaippear ‘

With the verdure of the year,~”

And to go we know not where,

- With your song of Caty-did.
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10 “To the Memory of the Brave Americans
' Under General Greene,
In South C;rolina, Who
Fell in The Action of
September 8, 1781”

At Eutaw Springs the valiant died;
Their limbs with dust are covered é’er-
Weép on, ye springs, your tearful tide;
~ How many heroes are no more!
If in this wreck of ruin they
Can yet be thought to claim a tear,
O smite your gentle breast, and say .
The friends of freedom slumber here!
Thou, Who shalt trace this blobdy plain,
If goodness ruies thy generous breast,
Sigh for the wasted rural reign,
Sigh for the shepherds, sunk to rest!
Stranger, their humble graves adom;
You too may fall, and ask a tear
*Tis not the beauty of the mom |
That proves the evening shall be, clear.
They saw their injured country’s woe;
The flaming town, the wasted field,;
Then rushed to meet the insulting foe;

They took the spear—but left the shield.
- Led by thy conquering genius, Greene,

The Britons they compelled to fly;
None distant viewed the fatal plain,

None grieved, in such a cause to die—
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But, like the Parthian, famed of old,
Who, flying, still their arrows threw,
These routed Britons, full as bold,
' Retreated, and retreatlng slew.
Now rest in peace, our patriot band;
Though far from nature’s limits thrown,
We trust they find a happier land,
A brighter sunshine of their own.
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