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THE™AUTHOR?OF

By Dr. LANGHORNE,

oy

> 1.
v Youth

RUE to the Cares that led thy early

Thro’ Paths where Sci

e and

True to the Hopes that le

Watching the Bloom of Genius as it

a8

tter’d  Labour knows,

blows;

True to the generous Pleafures that attend,

Lt Cl

When fiiling Pruits the cultur’

O! with that Mufe, who Gi

Live in long Favour, long Affeltic

ppier Fortunes bleft,

ite a finer Z

Who gain’d, unloaded w

Lhe Port where ey'ry human Veflel freers;

1th N aryrrea? nhla(d 1/ P . Qocat
b, with Nature » 11ODICIT Works at arie

’

the fair Star t]

For me what Charms,
vave the foft Meafures




e

And fuch were thine (*); whenin that lowly Shade,
Where, now long loft, my tender Hopes ave laid?
Thy tuneful Woe ftole fweetly on my Ear,

And thy Eye fwell’d the univerfal Tear.
For fuch fair Service may thy gentle Heart,

once I held, and long would hold.a Part,

Where

<

o

g - o
ath almighty Love’s Controul

‘, 1
YOUWIA 1T

Sigh for the Mutu«
Meet each mild Virtue in its future Fair,
Like ARMINE love, and find EL VIR A there.

(% Alluding to CoNsTaNTI4, an Elegy to the Me-

mory of Mrs, LANGHORNE,

ARMINE
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LEGTE NDAY T ALE.

PeilRe. T 15

\ HeryiT on the Banks of Tr ENT,

i Far from the World’s bc\wildcring Maze,

To humbler Scenes of calm Content,

Had fled from brighter, bufier Days.

n :
It haply from his guarded Breaft
Should fteal the nni‘uilycn"i'cd Sigh,
¢
And Memory,

an unbidden Gueft,

With former Paflions fill'd his Eye;

Ay
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2 ARMINE AND ELvIRA.
; oA,

Then pious Hope and Daty prais'd
,!ﬂ o | A ) o ) \
A e Witdom ol th' UNERRING Sw a v
AYS

And while his Eye to H

he bore—

Ah! what avails the mournful Tale?
Suffice it, when the Scene was o'er,

He fled to-the f'c(]uc."fuf’d Vale.

1e Joys I lovd fo well,
“T'he charms, Lic cry’d, that youth has known.
“Fly from the Hermit's lonely Cell!

Wil

“Yet is-not ARmine {lill my own?

‘Yes, ArMINE, yes, thou valued Youth!

A ok : ;
«Midft every Griet thou ftill art mine!

X% r

WINIFREDA'S

e of



A “LEGENDARY TALE

Vo

(R 1 T ‘1 =
“Tho from the World: and

“My wearied Mind I mean to fice

1100,
)

- . o B e 1 [0 T
lure that Heaven my Hopes fhall 1 els,

“ And make thee fanvd for Virtues fair,

< And e if Habpinels
Ana happy. too, if Happmels

“Depend upon a Parents Pray’r:

“Lalt Hope of Life’s | departing Day,
I : & % Qhenae I .Goa
“In whom its future Scenes I lee!
“No troant 'f!:rn:'»)f;t {h
“From this lone Heri
ey . ~ ~ 5
Thusy- to his humble Fate refign’d,

I3 A, 1 - DA 54 ‘.\' r f
His Breaft cach anxious Care foregoes;

All but the Care of Araizes 2

ARMINES iV

N
4 l1e deareft

Al Radn 360 I mmsnziil
Ll Q rarent Knows.

A Ad




4 Armine axp Ervira,
And well were all his Cares repaid;

In Arming’s Brealt each Virtue grew,
In full Maturity difplay’d

‘To fond Affedtion’s anxious View.

Nor yet neglected were the Charms,
To polifed Life that Grace impart;
Virtue, he knew, but fecbly warms

'Till Science humanize the Heart.

And when he faw the lawlefs Train
Of Paflions in the _\v()uthﬂll Breaft,
He curbd them not with rigid Rein,

But flrove to foothe them into Reft.

«Think not, my Son, in this,” he cry'd,
« A Father's Precept fhall difpleafe:
« No—be each Paflion gratify'd

«That tends to ll;qvpiucfs or FEafe.

“Nor
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A" LEGENDARY ‘T ALE. 5
“Nor fhall tly ungrateful Tafk be mine
“"Their native gencrous Warmth to blame,

“That Warmth if Reafon’s Sufl

“T'o point the Object and the Aim,

“This Suffrage wanting, know, fond Boy,
“That every Paflion proves a Foe:
“Tho much it deal in pmmif,\f Joy,
“It pays, alas! in certain “Woe.
“Complete Ambition’s wildeft Scheme;
“In Power’s moft brilliant Robes appear ;
“Indulge in Fortune’s golden Dream;

“Then afk thy Breaft if Peace be there:

“No: it fhall tell thee, Peace retires
¢ T o P 5 ~ . )
“If ‘once of her lov'd Friends depriv'd;
i : ;
“Contentment calm, fubdued Defires,

“And Happine(s that's felf-derivid,”




6 ArmMiNE AND Ervira,

er thus the flronger Fires

P r 7 1 AR TS o e
Of Youth he fireve, for well he knew,

as Thought tho' Man’s Defires,
\ toxrbi Tk g )

Ihe real Wants of Life were fovw.
Aad oft ‘revolving in his Breaft

r 1o . ' . 1y 3 1 \ -

I'ly ipfatiate Lult of Wealth or Fame,
He, with no common Care oppreft,
To Fortune thus would oft exclaim:

1l

“0O Fortune! ~at thy crouded Shrine

‘¢ What wretched Worlds of Suppliants bow !
«For ever hail'd thy Power divine,

“For ever breath'd the ferious Vow.
« With tott’ring Pace and' feeble Knc:‘,’
«See Age advance in fhamelefs Hafle,

™ ) LI IE O o ¢
| 3¢

land is {lretch’d to thee



they nc’er fhall oain,

«“Or- dearly gain—to be undone,
“Muft I too form the votive Prayer,
« And wilt thou hear one Si.’i\;\,“;.‘iii’ more?

“His Prayer, O Fortune! deion to hear

¢To thee who never pray d befores

¢ s T e L v

“0O may one dear, one favour'd Youtl,
¢ AP Pyt AU S Pl T
“May Armine fll thy Power difclaim;

“Kneel only at the Shrine of Truth,

“ Count Freedom Wealth, and Victue Fame !>

Lo! to his utmoft Wifhes bleft,

¥ \

IhePrayer was heard; and Freedom’s Flame,
And Truth, the Sunfhine of'the Brealt,

Were Avyine’s wealth, were Aryine’s famie.

:Hl,
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8 ArRMINE AND ELvira,
His Heart no felfith Cares confind,
He fele for all that feel Diftrefs,

And, {lill benevolent and kind,

He blefs'd them, ‘or he wiflvd to blefs.

For what tho’ Eertune’s-Frown dcny
With Wealth ‘to bid the Sufferer:live?
Yet Pity’s Hand can oft h"'f})"."

A Balm fhe never knew to give:

Can oft with lenieht Drops afluage

The Wounds no ruder Hand can heal,
When Grief, Delpair, - Diftraction rage,

While Death the Lips of Love fhall feal.
Ah then, his Anguifh to reiove,

Deprivid of all his Heart holds dear,
How {weet the flill furviving Love

Of Friendfhip’s Smile, of Pity’s T'ear!

This



A LEGENDARY .  TALE 9
This knew the Sire: He oft would cry,
“From thele, my Son, O necer depart!
“Thefe tender Charities, that tye

“In mutual Lc;lgue the human IHeart.

“Be thine thofe Feclings of  the:Mind
“That wake at Honour’s,, Friendfhip’s Call ;
‘ Benevolence, that' unconfin’d

“Extends  her liberal Hand to all.

“By Sympathy’s untutor'd: Voice
“Be -taught her focial Laws to keep;
“Rejoice if human; Heart. rejoice,

“And weep if human Eye fhall weep.

“The, Heart that bleeds for others Woes,

“Shall feel each felfith Sorrow lefs;

“His Bteaft, who Happinefs beflows,

“Reflected Happinefs fhall blefs.

“Tach
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10 ARMINE “AND ‘Ervira,

ich ruder Paflion flill withfteod

+

hat breaks o’er Virtue’s fober Line,

e
L8

Noble, and the Good

g

«To cherith and im.‘u.fz_;c be thine:

my A rmrxnE,  might I'name

ion as- a''dangerous Guelt;

2
thou 'xvonder when I blame

n Y

Tendereft, ' Noblelt, ' and the Beft,

- . 1 L

«Nature, ’tis ‘troe, with/Love: defignd
e TR Tmosth 2the R4 r Fathers ransg
1o limooth the laace -oul "L atilCls ldlly

4

of the human Kind

1

s« ps fecls the Ore “the fearching Fire,

~ 1. il
“Ioxpanding and refining too,
OC

«So {‘1“1 {r’](,\“"\l each lr‘lil' D‘Chl’(’,

«Each gentle Thought fo gentler grew.

“How



A LEGENDARY! TALE It
“How chang'd,  alas!  thofe happier: Days !
“A Train how ditferent now fucceeds:

“ While fordid Avarice betrays,

“Or empty Vanity mifleads.

“Fled from the Heart each figbler Gueft,
“REach genuine Feeling we forego s
“What Nature planted in the Breaft,

“The Flowers of Love are Weeds of Woe,

“Hence all the Pangs the Heart muft feel
“Between contending Paflions toft,
“Wild Jealoufy’s avenging Steel,

“And Life and Fame and Virtue loft!

“Yet falling Life, yet fading Fame,
“Compar'd to what his Heart annoy
“Who cherifhes a hopelefs Flame,

“Are Terms of Happinels and Joy.

B «Ah,

T ML S N S A S 0 Rt
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o) ARMINE AND ‘ELVIRA,

« ALt then the foft: Contagion fly!
«And timely fhun thalluring Bait!”

The rifing Bluth, the dowmcalt Eye

Proclaim’d—The Precept ~was too late.

The End of the Firft Part.

ARMINE




ARMINE  Axbp ELVIRA,

LEGENDARY LA L B

BARE L1

EEP in the Bofom of a Woad,
Where Art had fornmyd the moated Hle,
An antique Caflle towering flood,

In Gothic Grandeur rofe the Pile.

Here Ravmony, long in" Arsg rénown'd,
Frony Scenes of War would oft repair;
His Bed an only Daughter crown’d,

And fmild away a Father's Care.

B2 By




14 ARMINE AND ELVIRA,
By Nature’s happieflt Pencil drawn,

She wore the vernal Morning's Ray:
The vernal Morning’s blufhing Dawn

Breaks not fo beauteous into Day.

Her Breaft, impatient of Controul,
Scornd in its filken Chains to lye,
And the foft Language of the Soul

Flowd from her fiever-filent Eye.

The Bloom that opcn’d on her Face
Well feenrd an Emblem of her Mind,
Where fnowy Innocence We trace,

With blufhing Modefty combin'd.

To thele refiftlefs Grace impart
That Look of Sweetnels form'd to pleafe,
That Elegance, devoid of Art,

That Dignity that's loft in Eale.

‘What



A LEGENDARY TALE. 15
What Youth fo cold could view wnmovd
The Maid that cv'ry Beauty fhard?
Her Arming faw, hefaw, he lovd,

)

He lovid—alas! and he defpaird!
Unhappy Youth! he funk oppreft;

For much he labour’d to conceal
That gentlelt Paflion of the Breaft,

Which avrr can feign, but rew can feel.

Ingenuous Fears fuppreft the Flame,
Yet flill he own'd its hidden Power;
With Tranfport dwelling on her Name,

He {ooth'd the folitary Hour,

“How long,” he cry’'d, “mult I conceal
“What yet my heart conld wifh were known ?
“How long the trueft Paflion feel,

« Ang yet that Paflion fear to own?

B3 *Nh:




16 ARMINE ‘AND: "ELVIRA,
¢ A R ) Rt iy Syt BT et b et ] k<o
« Ah, might I breathe my humble Vow!

too: deign to lend an Ear!

wal 7'M 1 L ¢ " 1

«ywild Wifh! to deem the matchiefs Maid
« Would liften to a Youth like me,

« O that my Vows could eer perfuade,

cQ 1 Yot 3o
«Sincere and conflant tho’ they be!

«Al! what avail my Love or Truth?
«She liftens to no: lowly Swain;

“Her Charms muft blefs fome happier Youth,

« Some Youth of Fortune’s titled Train,

«Then go, fallacious Hope! adicu!
«The flattering Profpect I refign!

€ g

« And bear from my deluded View

«The Blifs that never muft be mine!

{3 \X’ et



A 'IEGENDARY 1 TALE, 17

«Yet will the Youth, whoeker ‘e be; |
« Trutl s A }w {o” o 10
In Truth or Tendernefs excel] ?
“Or will he on"thy Charms like ‘me

«With Fondnels never-dying ‘dwel] ?

«Will he with thine his Hopes unite?
“ With ready Zeal thy Joys improve?
«“With fond Attention and Delight

“Each Wifh - prevent, ' each Fear remove?

“Will he, ftill faithful to  thy" Charms,
“For conftant Love be; long reverd?
“Nor quit that Heaven within thy Arms

“By every tender Tie endear'd?

“What tho’ his boaftful Heart be vain
“Of all that Birth' or Fortune gave?
“Yet is not mine, -tho’ rude and plain,

“At leaft as noble and as brave?

B “Then
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18 ArmMINE AND ELvIira,

«Then be its gentle Suit prcfcrr‘d!
«]ts tender Sighs Ervira hear!

«]n vain—I figh—but figh unheard;

«Uppidied falls this lonely el

Twice Twelve revolving Moons had paft,
Since firft he caught the fatal View;
Unchang'd by Time his: Sorrows laft,

Uncheerd by Hope his Paffion grew.

That Paflion to indulge, he: fought
~ 1 ©
In Raymonp’s Groves the deepelt Shade,
There Fancy’s haunting Spirit: brought

The Image of his long-lov‘d Maid.

But hark ! what more than mortal Sound
Steals on Attention’s rapturd Ear!
The Voice of Harmony around

Swells in wild Whilpers foft and clear.

Can
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A 'LEGENDARY  TALE- 19
Can human Hand a Tone {o fine
Sweep from the String with Touch prophane ?
Can human Lip with Breath divine

Pour on the Gale {o {sweet a Strain?

, "T'is' She—the Source of ArniNg's Woe—
"Tis She—whence all his Joy mm(t {pring—
From her lovd Lips the Numbers: flow,

Her magic Hand - awakes the String,

Now, ArRMINE, now thy Love proclaim,
Thy inftant Suit the Time demands;
Delay not—Tumult fhakes his Frame!

Aud loft in Ecflafy he ftands!

‘What Magic chains thee to the Ground?
What Star malignant rules the Hour,
a That thus in fixt Delicium drown'd,

Each Senfe intrancd hath loft its Pow’r?




20 ARMINE AND "Ervira,

™ e A T | 0
The Trance difpel! awake, arife!

Speak what untutor’d Love inﬁ)h'ca!

The Moment's pzn’i——thv wild Surprize

She fees, nor unalarm’d retires,

“8tay, fweet Hlufion! -~ flay thy Flight!
Y3 |

tYet one more Glimpfe of fhort Delight!

«Pis cone, - to be beheld no more!

oQ

“Fly, loitering Feet! the Charm purfue

o &

Pl b VS

s gone!==Ervira’s Form it wore-

«'That plays’ upon my Hopes and Fears!

¢ Hah'—no Illufion mocks my -View!

«Tis She—E rLvira’s Self appears !

sc And fhall T on her-Steps' intrude?

L
« Alarm her' in thele lonely Shades?
¢ 250 - 3 & “ > 0
«Q ftay, fair Nymph! no Ruffian rude

=

«“With bafe Intent your Walk invades.

|
“Tar |



LA LEGENDARY T A LE, 21

'
}

“Far gentler thoughts”—his faul itering tongue

~

(14 misn a1y e 7T
Far gentler ‘I

houghts  that Form infpiress
“With me far gentler Paffions dwell;
“This Heart hides only blamelefs Fires 5,

“Yet burns with what it fears to tell.

“The faul K{h g Voice that fears C()n(rou],
“Blufhes that inward Fires . declare
bluihes that mward rures  declare,
“EBach tender Tumult of the Soul

“In filence owns Ervira there,”

He fnd and as the trembling Dove
Sent forth texplore the watery Plain,
Soon fear'd her Flight might fatal prove,

And f{udden fought her: Ark again,

His
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22 ArmIiNE aND ErLvira,

His Heart recoil'd; as one that rued
What he too haflily confeft,

And all- the rifing Soul fubdued

Sought Re fuge in his inmoft Breaft.

The tender Strife Ervira faw
Diftreft; and as fome Parent mild,
When arm’d with Words and Looks of Awe,

Melts o'er the Terrors of her Child,

R-:pmof prepar’d and angry Fear
In foft Senfations died away;
They felt the Force of ArminEs Tear,

And fled from Pity’s rifing Sway.

«That mournful Voice, that modeft Air,
«Young Stranger, fxwlxlhcg()mtu)usquﬂ
(o n

«Then why to thel fe rude Scenes repair,

«Of Shades the folitary Guelt?

«And
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A LEGENDARY '"TALE. 23
- " 1 B ~ y
“And who is fhe whole Fortunes bear

“Ervira’s melancholy Name?

{3 {

O may thofe Fortunes prove more fair,

“Than hers who fadly owns the fape?

“Ah, gentle Maid, in mine furvey
“A Heart,” he cries, “that’s yours alone!
“Long has-it own'd ELvira’s Sway,

“I'ho’ long unnotic’'d and unknown.

“On Surrwoob’s old licroic Plain
“Ervira gracd the feftal Day,
“There, foremoft of the youthful Train,

“Her Armine bore the Prize away.

“There fielt that Form my Eyes furvey'd,
“With futare Hopes that filld my Heart;
“But ah! beneath that Frown they fade—

“Depart,, vain, vanquifh’d Hopes! depart.”

He




24 \RMINE “AXND ~ELviRrRA,

The dwcllwrcmcmm 'd Youth furveyd.

1
The tranfient®Colour went and came,

ino  Bofom funk and rofe,

1 . -~
lts of her Frame

oha eenoconBi@ine Soul. difclofe
T'lie dtrong-conslicung soul diiciole.

The Time,  the Stene: flie faw with Dread,

ke CynTuia fetting glancd away,

X L y o Bl v

° Al Gheeian
But featterd Blufhes: as he fled

Blufhes that fpoke @ brighter Day.

¢ Shepherd's neighbouring Shed

s nals the live-long Night he fought,
& bo ) bo]
And Hope, the I.over's downy Bed,

1

A [weeter C

|
yarm than Slumber brought.
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A 'LEGENDARY TALE, 25
On every, Thought ELviIra dwelt,

~

The tender Air, the Afpect kind,

)

P

The Pity that he found fhe felt,
And all the Angel in her Mind.

o

ar

21 ) g . + y
No felf-plum’d: Vanity was there,

With fancy’d Conlequence elate;

Unknown to her the haugh!y Air

That means to fpeak {uperior State.

t Brow 1o keen Refentments arm,
No Swell of empty Pride the knew,
In trivial Minds that takes th'Alarin

Ul

Should humble ILove alpire to fue

Such Love, by flattering Cliarms betray’d,
Shall yet, indignant;: foon rebel,
And, blufhing. for the Choice he made,

Shall fly where gentler Virtues dwell,

"Tis
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26 ARMINE ‘AND 'ELVIRA,

Tis then the Mind, from Bondage free,
And all its former Weaknels o'er,
Afferts its native Dignity,

Aund feorns what Folly prizid’ before.

The f{canty Pane the rifing Ray
On the plain Wall in Diamonds threw,
The Lover hail’d ‘the welcome Day,

And to his favorite Scene he flew.

There foon Ervira bent her Way,
Where long her lonely Walks had been,
Nor lefs had the: preceding Day,

Nor Armine lefs endear’d the Scene.

Oft, as the pafsd, her rifing Heart
Its {ironger Tendernels confelsd,
And oft fhe linger'd to impart

To fome foft Shade her fecret Breaft.

“How




A LEGENDARY

T ALE: 27
“«How flow he heavy Hours advance.”

10w How the fhieavy ours adcvance,
She cry’d, “fince that evenuful Day,
“When firft I caught the fatal Glance,

, ) T
«That flole me {tom myfelf away!

«“Ah, Youth belovd! tho’ leyr tliy Birth,
«“The noble Air, the manly Grace,
«That Look that fpeaks {uperior Worth,

“Can Fafhion, Folly, Fear erafe?
«Yet fure fi

fure fromr no igneble Stem

“Thy Line ge f}‘vi'i;zg\‘ , tho’ now unknown =
i . .. s
“The World cenforious may condemn,

“Bat, Arming, I am thine alone.

“To Splendor only do we live?

“Mult Pomp alone our Thoughts employ ?

“All, all that Pomip and Splendor give

“Is dearly bought with Love and Joy!

C “But




28 ARMINE  AND ELvVIRrRA,

« But oh!—the favourd Youth appears—
«In penfive Grief he feems to move:

« My Héart forebodes unnumber'd Fears;

«Support it Pity, Virtue, Love!

«Hither his Footlleps feem to bend—
«Come, Refolution, to my Aid!
« My Breaft what varying Paflions rend!

1
+

) (8 " 11
« Averfe to go—to Iftay—alraid!’

“Dear Objedt of each fond Defire
«That throbs tumultuous in my Brealt!
« Why witli averted Glance retire?

« pp A mings Prelence why diftreft?

« What tho” he boalt no titled Name,
« No wide Extent ‘of rich- Domain ?

«Yet muft he feed a fruitlels Flame,

«Muft Truth and Nature -plead in vain?

¢T'hink




A 'LEGENDARY .TALE. 29
“Think not,” fhe faid, “by Forms betray'd,
“'I'o humbler Worth my Heart is blind;

£

“For foon fhall every Splendor fade, L

“‘That beams not from the gifted Mind.

o

«R

But firft thy ‘Heart explore with: Care,
“With Faith its fond Emotions prove;
“Lurks no unworthy Paflion there?

* Prompts not Ambition bold to Love?” 5

“Yes, lovely Maid,” the Youth replies,

“A bold Ambition prompts my Breaft,

“’T'he tow’ring Hope that Love {up

e ]
,1-‘>.'AL‘5, |

“The Wifh in blefling to be bleft.

“The meaner Profpe@s I defpife
I |
“That Wealth, or Rank, or Power beftow ;
«RBe

Be yours the groveling Blifs ye -prize,

“Ye fordid Minds that floop fo low!

Ca ul

<o)
®




ARMINE AxND ELVIRA,

[1,.

30
«Pe mine the more refin'd Delig
«OFf Love that baniflies Controul,

¢« When the fond Heart with Heart unites,

« And Soul’s in Unifon with Soul,”

FErvira blufi'd the warm Reply,

L\.]r" "C not h.h uo\rn)

(To Love a 15
The milder Glories filld her Eye,

And there a fofter Luftre fhone,

Half fuppreft,

ol % [ Ly >
The yielding Smile that's

Breath, the trembling

The fhort quick
The Swell tumultuous of the Breaft,

In ArMINEs Favour all appear.

At cach kind Glance their Souls unite,
"\"‘\“i‘.i‘:() ]‘()\'C’:i ﬁ)(t S}'i]‘.}‘,n(hv in]l\nr[g
That tender 'I’r.n*.f",vm't of Delight

"That beats in un wdivided Hearts.

al

e l‘l‘;fl'l'ul
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A LEGENDARY - TALE, 31
Refpectful to his Lips he preft

Her yielded Hand; in Hafle away

Her yiclded: Hand fhe drew diflrefl,

. <
With. Looks that witnefls'd wild Dilmay,
o Tol
« ALy whence, fair Excellence, thole Fears?
i s b
That Terror upforefeen alartms?”
«See! ~where a Father’s Frown appears”—

She faid, and funk into his Arms,

«« My Dayghter! Heavens! it cannot be—
« And yet it muft—O dire Difgrace!
«Ervira have I livd to {ee

“Clafpd in a Peafant’s vile Embrace!

«This daring Guilt let Death repay "-—
His vu:;uul Arm the Javelin threw;
With_erring Aim it wing'd his Way,

And far, by Fate averted, Hew.

ELVIRA




32 ARMINE YAND  tEnwvIrA,
Ervira breatlics—her Pulfes beat,

Returning: Life- illumes her Eyes;
Trembling, a Father’s View ' to mect,
:\,'J~, s Bt 5 DL IR W & N PR . l
ohe ipies a reverend flermit mgh.

¢
«Your Wrath, > fhie cries, let T'ears afluage—
«Unheeded muft ELvira pray?
«( et an injur 'd Father’s R‘J‘{gc

« This Hermit’s facred Prefence flay!

«Yet deem not, loft in guilty Love,
7 | }wku:(l to faye my Virgin Fame;
“ My Weaknefs Virtue mmht approve,

X 7/

« and finile on Nature’s holy Flame.”
«( welcome to my Hopes again,
« My Son,” the raptur’d Hermit cries,
«] fought thee forrowing on the Plain,”—

And all the Father fill'd his Eyes.

“ Art

SO A S R T, . " N
" o S A* S




A  LEGENDARY TALE. 3

wa

“Artothou,” the raging R'avmonp faid,
“Of this- audacious: Boy the Sire?
“Curfe on the Dart that idly {ped,

“Nor -bade -his  peafant Soul expire!”

“His pealant-Soul |2-~indignant Fire
Flafh'd from the: confcions: Father’s: Eye,
“A gallant Earl ds A x minNE's Sire,

“And know, proud Chicf, that Earl am I,

“Tho* here, within the Hermit's Cell,
“I'long have livd unknown to Fame,
“Yet crouded Camps and Courts can tel]—

“T'hou too haft heard of Ecrrrr’s Name.”

“Hah! Ecrerr! he, whom tyrant Rage
“Forcd from his Country’s bleeding Breall?
(('i'v

he Patron of my Orphan Age,

“My Friend, my Warrior {tands confefl!

“ But

e




34 ArMiNE ‘AxD ELVIRA,
_ «The painful Story 1pare;

1 » 3 n ~
ith,,” faid EgerT , lee;

afls a Pdrent’s Care,

: Lk daes
once who pitied thee!”

Pl

RAYMOND, a8 ont, who glancing round,

X 55 B S T

Seeins from fome fudden 'Trance to fiart,
w 1.0 eao w ominy o} e
Qqatch’d the pale Lovers from the Ground,
And held them trembling to his Heart.

. ek : ;
Joy, Gratitude, and Wonder fhed

Tears oler Hymen's Reign
lears ocr A"y’l cns 1g10,

e

' 1
United

And Nature her beft Trivmph led,

For Love and’ Virtue joind her ‘Trainy

THE . BIND.

P,
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HER GRACE

E L  BeT7pebik
DUCHESS AND COUNTESS
O F
NORTHUMBERLAN D,
IN HER OWN RIGHT
B AR O N.ESS BB G X

e R
ol .

o

XCo

JLj}u W N in a northern Vale wild Flowrets
grew,
And lent new Sweetnefs to the fummer Gale;
The Mufe there found them all remote from
View,
Obfeurd with Weeds, and fcattered o'er the

Dale.

O Lady,




O Lady, may fo flighta Gift prevs

b

And at Your gracious Hands Acceptance find?
Say, may an ancient legendary. Tale
Amufe, delight, or move the polifh'd

Mind?

Surely the Cares and Woes of human Kind,
Tho' fimply told, will gain each gentle Enr:
But all for You the Mufe her Lay defign'd,

And bade Your noble Anceltors appear;

fecks no other Pt

fecks 1 if You commend

She

Her great Proteltrefs, Patronefs, and Friend.
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rather to vefemble the Style of dre

that prevailed about the reign of K. Edward

IIL.  dnd %ndeed thar the Sculpture in this

cannot be much older, appears from
the (‘VI‘L://AY Wwhich ir [’/.lt‘utl at the ]4[[.':]}/‘.]‘ Feet

on the Tomb; for Camden (%) informs us,

that armorial Crefls did not become bherve

tary till about the Reign of K. Edward Il

Thefe Appearances flill extant, [firongly

confirm the dccount given in the following
Poem, and plainly prove that the HERMIT
of WARKWORT H Yas not the fame Pey-
Jon  that jumm’ A BRINKBURN Priory

in the twelfth Century, but

0 (.-/‘V (.[’L'
BERTR AM Family, Who lived ar a later

]).","!.z'}zll.

(*) See his Remains.

N v,
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Y& FIT was the Word ufed by the old M
firels to fignify 2 PART or DIVISION of

their Hiftorical® Songs, and. was peculiarl

ad to this Kind of Compofitions.  Sce

propriat
Pre ‘)l

> Aacl v Yy
Ancient Ensl, Poetr) I § 3
14 Ll 0erry, Vol it p- 166

and 397. 2d Ld.
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THE

HERMIT or WARKWORTH,

NORTHUMBERLAND BALLAD.

FLT mas TEIRST,

ARK was thenight, and wild the {torm;

And loud the torrent’s roar;
And loud the fea was heard to dafh

Againft the diftant fhore.

Mufing on man’s weak haplefs flate,
The lonely Hermit lay;
When, lo! he heard a female voice

‘ Lament in fore difmay.

T2 With
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THE HEeEarMI1T

”

With hofpitable hafte he rofe,
And walcd his fleeping fire!
rand,

And fitatching ‘up a lighted 1

Forth hied the reverend fire.
All fad beneath a neighbouring tree
A beauteous maid he found,
(t,” and with her tears

alt,

Who beat her bre
Bedewed the mofly ground.

O weep not, Lady, weep not fo;
Nor let vain fears alarm;
My little cell fhall fhelter thee,
And keep thee fafe from harm.
It is not for myfelf T weep,
Nor for myfelf T fears
Jut for my dear and only friend,

Who lately left me here:
And
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or WARKWORTH. 3
And while fome fheltering bower he fought
Within this lonely wood, !

fore I fear his w

W s O
Have flipt in yonder flood,

O! truft in heaven, the Hermit faid,
And to my cell repair;

Doubt not but I fhall find thy .1‘ end,
And eafe, thee of thy care,

Then climbing up his rocky flairs,
He fcales the cliff fo high;

And calls aloud, and waves his light

To g‘uidc the franger’s eye,

Among the thickets long he winds
With careful fteps and flow;
At length a voice return’d his call,

Quick anfwering from below :

| DE O tell
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O tell me, Tather, tell me true,
If you have chanc'd to fee
A gentle maid, T lately left

Beneath fome neighbouring tree:

But either I have loft the place,
Or fhe hath gone aftray:
And much 1_&‘31‘ this fatal fiream

Hath fnatch'd her hence away.

Praife heaven, iy Son, the Hermit faid
The lady’s fafe and well:
o E SIS 5 Jiaset
And foon he join’d the wandcring youth,

And brought him to his cell,

Then well was feen, thefe gentle friends
They loved each other dear:
The youth he prefsd her to his heart;

The maid:let fall a tear.
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Ah' feldom had their holt, "I ween,

Beheld fo fweet a pair:

The vauth wa ql' with manisd I YOV
I'he vouth was tall With maniy bicol

She flender, foft, and fair.

1

The youth was clad

With bug le-horn fo bri

Q1 =21

: o S
She in a filken robe and fearf

Snatchyd up in hal {ty flight.

Sit down, my Children, fays the S

Sweet reft your limbs require:

7O

Then heaps frefh fewel on the hearth,

And mends his little fire.

Partake, he faid, my fimp

Dried fruits, and milk, and curds;

U R : 1 1
And {preadinf all upon the board,

itk ks la
Wi nll”ﬂ)' QLS.

E 4 ‘T hanks,
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Thanks, Father, for thy bounteous fare;
The youthful couple fay:

T} ol it o cectisili rdvsts.
hen free ly ate, and maGe good  chear,

R :
And talk'd their cares away,

Now fay, my Children, (for perchance

My councel: may avail)

‘What {irange adventure brought you here
A 1 1 1.1
Within this lonely dale?

Firlt tell me, Father, faid the youth,
(Nor blame nine eager tonguc)
‘What town is neac? What lands are thele?

And to what Jord belong?

Alas! my Son, the Hermit faid,
Why. do I live to fay,
The rightful lord of thefe dombins

Is banifb'd far.away?

Ten

>



or WARKWORTH. %
Ten winters now have fhed their fnows
On this my lowly hall,
Since valiant Horsepur ([o the North

Our youthful lord did call)

Againflt Fourth HENRY BOLINGBROKE
Led up his northern powers,
And foutly fighting loft his life

Near proud Salopia’s towers.

One fon he left, a lovely boy,
His country’s hope and. heir;
And oh! to fave him from his foes

It was his gr;uuiﬁrc’s care.

In Scotland fafe he plac'd the child
Beyond the reach of {lrife,
Nor long before the brave old Earl

At Branham loft his life.

And

SR Bnarrer
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now the Percy name, fo long

Our northern pride and boafly
Lies Lid, alas! beneath ‘a cloud;

a2

3
£ AAAL

honours reft and lofk

No chieftain of that noble Loufe
Now leads our youth to armis;
The bordering Scots difpoil our fields,

And ravage all our farms,

Their halls and cafiles, once fo fair,

Now moulder 'in-decay;

] " g P VS T (S
Proud flrangers now ufarp their lands,

ot far from hence, where yon full fiream
Runs winding down'the lea,
&
Fair WargwoORTH IS her lofty towers,

1 1 1 by
And overlooks the fea,

Thole
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oF W ARKWORTH. 9
Thofe towers, alas! now fland forlorn,
With noifome weeds o'er{pred,
Nhere feafted lords and courtly dames,
And where: the poor were fed,
Meantime far off; mid Scottifh hills
The PErcy lives unknown:
On firanger’s bounty he depends,
And may not claim his own,

1
f
{

’ O might T wit

' But live: to fee him

. L s
Then fhould my foul depart in blifs !~w b
He faid, and dropt atear,
\ ‘And is the Percy flill fo lovd
Of all his friends and: thee?
s Then, blefs-me, Father, faid the youth,

For I thy gueft am He.

e
e
-
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Silent he gaz'd, then turn’d afide
To wipe the tears he fhed;

1 1* .
And lifting up his hands and eyes,

Pour'd bleflings on -his head:

Welcome, our dear and much-lovid Lord,
Thy country’s hope and care:
But who may this young Lady be,

That is fo.wondetous fair.

Now, Tather, liffen to my tale,
And thou fhalt know the truth :

And let thy fage advice direct
My unexperienc'd youth.

In Scotland I've been nobly  bred
Beneath the Regent’s hand,?

Tn feats of arms, and every lore

To fit me for command,

With
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Vith fond impatience long I burn'd
My native land to fee:
At length T 'won my guardian friend,

To yield -that boon to me.

Then up and down in hunter’s g:u‘b
I wandered as in chace,
Till in the noble Nevirres houle®

I gain’d a hunter’s place.

Sometime with him T livid unknown,
Till ' Td the hap fo rare,
To pleafe this young and gentle dame,

That baron’s daughter fair.

Now, Percy, faid the bluthing maid,
The truth I muft reveal;

Souls great and generous, like to thine,

" Their noble deeds conceal,

It
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12
It happ seried on a fummer’s day,

Led by the fragrant breeze

T wanddred forth to take t

1ICICA

nong the greenswood. trees,

Sudden g band of rugged Scots,
That near in ambufh lay,

Mofs-troopers from the border-fide,
There feiz’d mefor their prey.

My {hricks had all been {pent in vain,
But heaven, that faw my grici’",

B roug wu this

Who flew to my reliek.

M~
A
_.
>
a
=
Q
e
=
=
et
=
=
o
2
=

foes

Ie fprung like lightning on my loes,

And caus'd them foon to {land.

brave youth within my call,
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. ke mn
He fought, till more afitllance ' came

y

T \ P PRS0
‘The Scots were overthrown;

Thus freed :me, captive, from their bands

To make me more: his owin.

(§) ])'zimy d"\‘ the youth rep

r 1 1
Bleft were the wounds I bare!

From that; fond hour, the deign’d to fini

n

And liften; to my  prayer.
sl il

and b

And when fhe kiew my name and birth,

| N v wida e
She vowed: to be my bride;

24

But oh! e feard, (alas, the while!)

-
S
«©

A s S
I 1»1‘1:1&-};] mother’s pride:

ohty BorincarokE ¢

Our houle’s ancient foe,
) 1 o .
To me I‘thought a banifh’d wight

ould ne'er {fuch favour fhow.

Delpairing
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Defpairing then to gain confent;

T P, | ¥
At length to fly with me

I won this lovely timorous maid;

To Scotland bound are we.

This evening, as theniolit dr

This evening, as the nigit arew on,
Fearing we were purfwd,

We turd adown the right-hand: path,

And gain'd this lonely wood :

Then lighting from: our weary {teeds
o1 SRR 1.2 o 2
To fhun the pelting fhower,

We et thy kind conducling hand,

And reach’d this friendly bower.

o

' e T SRR L v R
NU“::' reit ye both, the termit LHJ;

Awhile your cares foregoe:
Nor, Lady, fcorn my humble bed 3

—~We'll lui's the night below. ¢

2

The End of the Firft Part.
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HERMIT or WARKWORTH,

NORTHUMBERLAND BALLAD.

¥l Tasiva oS E1C:O N B:

! OVELY [mnil'd the blufhing morn,
And every florm was fled:
But lovelier far, with [weeter fmile,

Fair Ereanor left her bed.

She found her Hennry all alone,
And cheer'd him with her fight;
The youth confulting with his friend

Had watch’'d the livclung night.

) ‘What
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What fweet furprizc o’crpowcr'd her breaft?
Her check what blufhes dyed,

When fondly he befought her there

To yield to be his bride?

Nithin this lonely hermitage
o
There is a chapel meet:
"Then ‘grant, dear maid, my fond requeit,

And make my blifs compleat.

O Henxry, when thou deign’lt to fue,
Can I thy fuit with{tand?
When thou, lovd youth, halt won my heart,

Can I refufe my hand?

For thee I left a father’s fmiles,
And mother’s tender care;

And whether weal or woe betide,
Thy lot I mean to {hare.

And wilt thou then, O generous maid,
Such matchlefs favour fhow,

To fhare with me a banifh’d wight
My peril, pain, or woe?

Now




g
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Now heaven, I truft, hath joys in flore
To crown thy conflant breafl;
For, know, fond hope aflures my heart

e

That we fhall foon be blefl

Not far from hence flands Coquer Ifle
Surrounded by the feas
There dwells a holy friar, well-known

To all thy friends and thee: ¢

*Tis father Bernard, {o revered
For every worthy deed;
To Raspy caftle: he fhall go,

And for us kindly: plead.

‘T'o fetch this good and holy man
Our reverend hoft is gone;
And foon, I troft, his pious hands

Will join us both in one.

Thus they in {weet and tender talk
The lingering hours beguile:

At length they fee the hoary fage

Come {rom the nei

":hbourimg ifle.

F2 With
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With pious joy and wonder mix'd
He greets the noble pair,

And glad | confents to join their hands

With many a fervent prayer.

Then flrait to Rasy’s diftant walls
He kindly wends his way;
Mean-time in love and dalliance fweet

They f})cnd the livelong day.

And now, attended by their hoft,
The Hermitage they view'd,
Deep-hewn within a  craggy cliff,

And over-hung with wood.

And near a flight of fhapely fteps,
All cut with niceft fkill,
And piercing thro” a ftony Arch,

Ran winding up the hill.
o

There deck'd with many a flower and lerb
His little Garden -flands;
With fruitful trees in fhady rows,

All planted by his hands.
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Then, {coop’d within the folid rock,
Three facred vaults he fhows:
The chief a Chapel, neatly arcl’d,

On branching columns rofe.

Each proper ornament was there,
‘That fhould ‘a chapel grace;
The Latice for confeflion fram’d,

And “u]y water V-.‘:fc.

O'er either door a facred Text
Invites to godly fears
And in a little Scucheon hung

The crofs, and crown, and fpear.

Up to the altar’s ample breadth
Two ealy fteps alcend;
And near a glimmering folemn light

Two well-wrought windows lend.

Befide the altar rofe a tomb

tone;

All in the living {
On which a voung and beauteous maid
In goodly feulpture fhone.

F3 A




2 o A Y

20 THE HerMmiT

A kneeling ‘angel faitly carvd
Lean'd hovering o’er her breafl;

A weeping! warrior at her. feet;

And near to thefe her Creft. £

The cliff, the vault, but chief the tomb,
Attract the \v(mdcring pair:

Eager they afk, What haplefs dame
Lies fcu}pmrcd here fo faic?

The Hermit figh'd, the Hermit wept,

For forrow fearce could fpeak:
At length he \ﬂ:'ip'd the trickling tears

That-all bedewed his ‘chéek:

Alas! my children, human life
J ?
Is but a vale of woe;

And very mournful is the tale

Which ve fo fain would know.

ooy
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T HB

HE RMOT T ¢ T HAS B E;

Vi

&- oung lord, thy grandfire had a friend
In days of youthful fame;

Yon diftant hills were his domains,

Sir BErRTRrRAM was his name,

‘Wherc'er the noble Percy ﬁmf;ht
His friend was at his fide;
And many a {kirmifh with the Scots

Their early valour try’d.

Young BERTRAM lovd a beauteous maid,
As fair as fair might be;

The dew-drop on the lily’s cheek
Was not fo fair as fhe.

Fair WipDpr1~nGToN the maiden’s name,
Yon towers her dwelling places &

Her fire an old Northumbrian chief

Devoted to thy race.

Fa Many
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Many a lord, and many a knight
‘T'o this fair damfel came;

But BErR TR am was her only choice;

For him fhe felt a flame.

Lord Per ey pleaded for his friend,
Her father {oon confents;
None but . the beauteous maid herfelf

His wifhes now prevents,

But fhe with ftudied fond delays
Defers the blifsful hours;
And loves to try his conftancy,

And prove her maiden power.

That heact, fhe faid, is lightly priz'd,
Which is too lightly won;
And long fhall rue that caly maid,

Who yields her love too {oon.
Lord Prr cy made a folemn feafl
In Alnwick’s princely halls
And there came lords, and there came knights,
(o]

His chiefs and barons all,

With
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With waflel, mirth, and revelry
The caflle rung around
Lord Psroy calld for fong and harp,

And pipes of martial found.

The Minftrels of thy noblé houfe, '
All clad in robes of blue,
With-filver crelcents on their arms,

Attend in order due.

The great atchievements of thy race
They fung: their high command:
«How valiant MainrreD oer the feas

«Firlt led his northern band, »

“Brave Garrrip next to Normandy
« With venturous RorLo came;
“ And from his Norman caltles won

« Affum'd the Percy name, !

“They fung, how in the Conqueror’s fleet
“Lord WirrLiawm fhipd his powers,
; | “And gain’d a fair young Saxon bride

“ With all her lands and towers, ¥

h ; “Then
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«Then journeying to the Joly Land,
«There bravely fought and dy'd:

«But firlt the filver Crefcent wan,

“Some Paynim Soldan’s pride.

«They fung how Acw~Es, beauteous’ heir,
«The -queen’s own brother wed
«T,ord JoSCELINE} {prung from Charlemagne,

i

«In princely Brabant bred. 1

«ow he the PErcy name revivd,
« And how his npble line
«gll foremoft in their country’s caufe

«\With gndlilw ardour fhine.”

With loud acclaims the liftening crowd
Al\pl:md the. mafler’s fong,

And deeds of arms and war became
The theme of every tongue.

Now high heroic acls they tell,
Their pcril:; paft recall:

When, lo! a damfel young and fair
Stepd forward thro' the hall,

She
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She Brrfr am courteoufly addrefs'd s
And koeeling on her knee;
Sir- knight, the Jady of thy love

Jath fent this gift to thee.

Then forth fhe drew a glittering helme
o o

, e ;
\,t,’cll-pht.,u many -a fold,

e

The cafque was wrought of “tempered fteel,

r

The creft of burnifl’d gold.

Siv knight,* thy la dy fends thee this,
And yields to be thy bride,
When thou halt prov'd this maiden gife

Where fharpeft blows are. try’d.

Young BErrram took the fhining helme
And thrice he kifs'd the fame':
Truft me, Dl prove this precious cafque
’ on

With deeds of nobleft fame.

Lord Percy, and his barons bold
Then fix upon a day

e ~ v

T'o {eour the marches, late ()pprcﬂ,

And Scottifh wrongs repay.

The
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The knights affembled ~on the hills
A thoufand horfes and more:
Brave WipprinGToON, tho funk in years,

The Prrcy-flandard bore.

Tweeds lippid current foon they pafs,
And range the borders round :
Down the green flopes of ‘Tiviotdale

Their bugle-horns refound.

As when a lion in his den
Hath heard the hunters cries,
And rufhes forth to meet his foess

So did the Douvcras rife.

Attendant on their chief’s command
A thoufand warriors wait:

And now the fatal hour drew on
Of cruel 'keen debate.

A cholen troop of Scottifh youths
Advance before the rell;

Lord Prray mark'd their gallant mien,

And thus his friend addrefs'd,

Now,
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Now, BerTrAM, provethy Lady’s helme,
Attack yon forward band;
Dead or alive Ill refcue thee,

Or perifh by their hand.

Young BerTra M bowd, with glad affent,
And fpurd his cager fleed,
And calling on his Lady’s name

Rufh'd forth with whirlwind fpeed.

As when a grove of fapling oaks
The livid lightning rends;
So fiercely 'mid the oppoling ranks

Sir BerTraMs [word defcends.

This way -and that he: drives the fleel,
And keenly pierces thro’;
And many a tall and comely koight

With furious force he flew,

Now clofing falt on every fide
They hem Sir BErRTrAM round?

) b .

Bue dauntlefs he repels  their rage

=St )
bl

And deals forth many a wound,

The
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The vigour of his fingle - arm
Had well-nigh 'won-the field;

When ponderous fell a Scotifh - ax,

And clove his lifted fhield.

Another blow his temples took,
And reft his helm in twain;
That beautcous heliy, his Lady’s gift!

—His blood bedewed ‘the plain.

Lord Percy fawihis champion fall
Amid the unequal- fight;
And now, iy noble friends, he faid,

Let's fave this 3:’111;1111 knight,

o - . - » ] )
Then rufhing in, with firetch’d out fhield
He oer the warrior hung;

As fome fierce eagle fpreads her wing
To guard her callow young,

Three times they flrove to feize their prey,
Three times they quick retire:

What force could fland his furious ftrokes,
Or meet his martial five?

Now

=Y
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1 Now gathering round on every part
The battle rag'd amuin;
And many a lady wept her lord

"That hour untimely: {lain.

Percy and Dovgras, greatin arms, |
There all their courage  fhow’ds
And allsthe field was firew/’d with dead,

And all with: crimfon flow’d.

At length the glory of the day
The Scots reludtant yield,
And, after wonderous valour fhown,

They flowly quit the ficld.

All pale extended on their fhiclds
And weltering in his gore

]

i

Lord Prrcy’s knights their bleeding friend

To Wark’s fair caftle bore, ™

v, Well haft thou earn’d my daughter’s love?
Her father kindly faid;

: ; And fhe herfelf fhall drefs thy wounds,

And tend thee in thy bed.

W | ; A
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A meflage went, no daughter came,
Fair Isaper neer appears:

Befhrew me,  faid the aged chicf,

Young maidens have their fears.

Cheer up, my fon thou- fhalt her fce
So foon as thow canft ride;

And fhie fhall nurfe thee in her bower,
And fhe fhall be thy bride.

Sir Ber T R A M, -at her name reviv'd,
He blefs'd the foothing found;

Fond hope fupplied the Nurfe’s care,

And heald his ghle‘.ly wound.

The End.of the Second Part.
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ONL‘ eatly morn, while.dewy: drops
Hung trcmbling on the tree,
Sir Berrr am from his fick:-bed rofe,

His bride he would go fee.

A brother he had in prime of youth,
Of courage firm and keen,
And he would tend him on the way

Becaule his wounds were green,

All day o’er mols and moor they rode,
3y many a lonely tower;
And ’twas the dew-fall of the night

Ere they drew near her bower.

G Moft
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|
Moft drear and; dark the caftle feenvd, ’ :
That wont to fhine fo bright; |
And long and loud Sir BERTRAM call'd

Ere he beheld a light.

| At length her aged nurfe arofe ‘ ]
With voice fo fhrill and clear:
What wight is this, that calls fo loud, ‘

And knocks fo boldly here?

"Tis Ber rramocalls, thy Lady’s love, , :
Come from his bed of care:
All day Pve ridden o'er’moor and mofs ]

‘To fee thy Lady fair.

Now out  alas! fhe loudly fhriekd,
Alas! how may this be?
For fix long days are’ gone and paft y

Since fhe fet out to thee.

<
)

Sad terror feizd Sir Bertr Am’s heart,
Aud oft he deeply figh'ds
When now the draw-bridge was' let down,

And gates fet open wide.

o
3
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Six. days, young knight, are paft: and: gone;
Since fhe fer out to thoes
And fure if no fad harm had hep'd

Long fince thou wouldft her {ee.

For when fhe heard thy grievous chance |
She tore her hait, and cried,
Alas! Tve flain the comelieft knight,

All thro’ my folly and pride!

And now to atone for my fad fault,
And his dear health regain,
Ill go! mylelf, and nurfe my 'lave,

And foothe his bed of pain,

Then mounted fhe her milkewhite. flced
One morn at break of day;

And two tall yeomen went with her
To guard her on the way.

Sad terror finote Sir BerTr am’s licart,
And grief o'erwhelm'd his mind :

Troft me; faid he, T neer will relt
"Till I thy Lady find.

Gz That
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That night he fpent in forrow and care;’
And with fad boding heart

Or ever the dawning of the day

His brother and he depart.

Now, brother, well our' ways divide,
O'er Scottifh hills to range;
Do thou go north, and Il 'go weft;

And all our drefs well change.

Some Scottifh ‘earle hath feized my love,
And borne her to his den;
And neerewill T tread Englifh ground

Till fhe is reftored agen.

The brothers firait their paths divide,
O'er Scottifh hills to range;

And hide themfelves in' queint dif‘guil'e,
And oft their drefs they change,

Sir Berrram clad in gown of gray,
Moft like a Palmer poor,

To halls'and caftles wanders round,

And begs from door to. doar.

Sometimes

"
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Sometimes a Minflrel's garb. he wears,
With pipes fo fiweet and fhrill;
And wends to cvery tower and town;

O'er every dale, and hill.

One day as he fate under a thorn
All funk in deep defpair,
An aged pilgrim pafs'd, him by,

Who mark'd his face of care.

Al :‘Minfirels yet that ever I faw,
Are full of ;game and glee:
But thou art fad and woe-begone!

I marvel whence it be!

Father, I ferve an aged Lord,
Whofe grief afllicts my mind 3
His only child is flol'n away,

And fain I would her find.

Cheer up, my Son; perchance, he faid,
Some tidings. I may bear:
For oft when human hopes have fail'd,

‘Then heavenly comfort’s near,

G3 Behind
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Behind yon Hhills o fleep and high; ' | |
Down in the:lewly gleny’

There flands @t caflle fair and'{lrong,

Far {rom thabode of men,

As late 1 ¢lianc'd to crave an' alms g .
About this cvening hour,
Me-thought I'heard 'a Lady’s voice

Lamenting in the tower.
{

And when T aflcd’ what harmy hiad hapd,
What Ladyfick there lay?
They rudely‘drove' me from'ithe gate,

And bade me wend awvay.

Thefe tidings caught Sir BERTRAM’S ecar,
He thank'd” L' for' his tgle;

And foon he hafled o'er tlie hills,
And foon he reaeh’d ‘the vale.

"Then drawing near thofe lonely towers,
Which ftood in dale {o' low,

And fitting downr befide: the ‘gate,

His pipes ‘he ’gan to blow

Sie.
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Sit Porter, is thy lord at home
To hear a Minftrel's fong?-
Or may I crave a lodging here

Without offence or wrong?

My lotd, he faid, is not.at home
To hear a Minftiel’s {ong:
And fhould I lend thee lodging here

My life would mot be long,

He play'd again o fofe a firain,
Such power fweet founds impart,
He won the churlifly porter’s ear,

And moved his: {flubborn. heart.

Minflrel, he fay'd, thou playft fo fwaet,
Fair entrance thou fhould'ft wins
But, ‘alas! I'm fworn upon the rood
To let no ftranger in.
Yet, Minftrel, in yon rifing, cliff
., Thoult find a fheltering cave;
And here thou fhalt my f{upper fhare,

And there thy lodging have.

G a4 All
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All day he fits befide the gate,
And pipes both loud and clear: { }
All night he watches round: the: walls;

In hopes his love ‘to hear.

The firlt night, as he filent watch'd,
All at the midnight hour,
He plainly heard his Lady’s voice

Lamenting in the tower.
&

‘The fecond might the moon fhone clear,
And gilt the {pangled -dew;

He faw his.Lady thro’ the grate,
But ’twas a tranfient view.

The third night wearied out he flept
‘till near the morning tide ;

When flarting np, he feizd his fword,
And to the caftle hy'd.

When, lo! he faw aladder of. ropes |
Depending from the wall ; ;

And o'erthe mote was ‘newly laid

A poplar ﬂrong and tall,

And
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And foon hie fatw!his:love deftend -vs !
Wrapt in a tartan-plaid; 2t
Aflift¢d by “a fturdy ryauth

In highland - garb. yeclad.

Amaz'ds eohfounded at the fight,
He lay uofeen and flill;
And foonshe faw' them ckofs the flream;

And mount ‘the neighbouring hille |

Unheard ;- unknown of ‘all ~withing
The youthful couple: fly. ‘:‘
But bwhat can feapes the Jover’s: ken ?

Or fhun his piercing eye?

With filent ftep-he: follows' clofe
3ehind the ﬂying pair,
And faw her hang/! upon his’ arni

With fond familiari<ir.

Thanks, gentle youth, (fhé often; faid g
My thanks thou well haft iwbnk
For nig what ~wiles » haft thou' contrivd?

For me what dangers run?

And
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And ever fhall' my grateful heart
Thy fervices repay——
Sir BErTr aAM coild no further hcar,

But cried, Vile traitor, ftay!

Vile traitor!. yield that Lady upl—s—s
And quick his fword he drew.
The ftranger turn'd, infudden rage,

And at Sir BerTram flew:

With mortal hate' their vigorous arms

Gave many a vengeful blow:

But Brewran’s fronger: hand prevaild,

And laid the firanger: low.

Dic, traitor, dic!~Adeadly thruft
Attends each farious word.
AL? then fair Isaspr: knew his voice,

And ruftvd beneath*his '{fword,

O ftop, The eried, O ftop thy arm!
Thou doft thy brother flay!—
And ‘here the Hermit: paus'd, and wept:

His tongue no more could fay.

At
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At lengthidie cried; Ve lovely | pair, -
How fhall I tell’ thewefb?

Ere T couldftop myoplescing fword,
It fell, and flabd her breaft.

Wert thousthydelf that: haplefs youth?
Ah! cruel - fate! - they faid.
"The Heratitowept, andifo«did they:

They figh'dy he hung his: head.

O blind and jealous rage,he cried,
What evils from thee flow ?
The Hermit paus'd; they filent. mourn'd: */

He wept, and!they swereiwae:
I 3

Ah! when I heard my ‘brother’s'name,
And faw my lady bleed,
I ravd, I'wept, 1 curftinty: arm,

That wrought ' the fatal: deed,

In vain T clafp'd ther to my breaft,
And clogd the rghafily swound;
In vaino I prefed his bleeding icorpfe,

And raisd ‘it from:the grc;uud.

A B A TN S . s
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My brother,  alas! [pake never more, /
His precious lifesavass flosen,

She kindly fitoveito:fpoth my. paig,

Regardlels of +her- olwin.

Brroran, fhefaid, be comforted,
And live to think on'me:
May we in héaven ' that union -proves !

Which here! was not to be!

BerTrAadM,; fheifsidy 1 fhill wasotrues
Thou only’ hadft any: heart:
Mt ‘e hereafier meet in blifs i

We now, alaglmuft part.

For thees I lefi:any father’s hall,
And flew to thy -elief,
When, lo! near Chiviot's fatal hillg

I met a Séouifh chief,

Lord Maléolm’s fon, - whofe proﬂl‘red love,
I had refus’d. with’ feorn
He flew iy guards- and feiz’d on me

Upon that fatal-morn:

And
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And in thefe dreary hatedawalls hliw val

He kept me clofe confin'd;
And fondly fued, and warmly prefsd

To win me to his mind.

Each rifing morn increas’d my pain,
Each night increas'd my fear;
When wandering in ‘this northern garb

Thy brother found me here.

He quickly form'd' this brave defign
To fet me captive free;
And on the moor his horfes wait

Tyd to a neighbouring tree.

Then halle, my love, ‘elcape away
And for thyfelf provide;
And fometime fondly think on ler,

Who fhould have been thy bride.

Thus pouring comfort on:my {oul
Even with her lateft breath,
She gave one parting fond embrace,

And clos'd her .eyes in .death.

In
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In wild amazeyuin' {peechlefs woe,
Devoid of fenfe T-lay:

Then «fuddenallin frantic. mood

I meant myfelf toflay:

And rifing up in: furious hafle
I feiz’d the bloody brand:
A fturdy arm: here  interpos'd,

And wrencl'd it from  my hand.

A crowd, that from the' caflle came,
Had mifsd theic Jovely ward;
And feizing ‘me ‘to prifon bare,

And deep in dungeon: barc'd.
-

It chanc'd - that ‘onithat very morn
Their chief was prifoucr ta'en :
Lord Percy had us foon exchang'd,

And firove to foothe my pain.

And foon thofle honoured dear remaing
To England were convey'd ;
And there within their filent tombs,

Wit holy rites were laid,

Tor
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For me, I loatl’d my wretched. life,
And oft to end it fought;
Till time, and: thought, and holy men

Had better counfels: taught,

They raisd my heart to that pure fotirce,
Whence heavenly comfort flows:
They taught me to defpile the world,

And calmly bear:its' woes.

No more the flave of human pride,
Vain hope, and fordid care;
I meekly vowed to fpend my life

In penitence and prayer.

‘The bold Sir BER TR AM NOW 1O mMOre,
Impetuous, haughty, wild;
But poor and humble BenepicT,

Now lowly, patient, mild:

My lands I gave to feed the poor,
And facred altars raife;
And here a lonely Anchorete

I came to end my days.
L

This
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This fweeti {fequeftered vale. T ghiofe,
Thele rocks, -ard hanging:grove;

For oft>befide this: murmuring ftream

My love was. wont to. rove.

My noble friend approvid my choice;
"This blefl retreat he gave:
And here I carvid her beauteous: form,

And fcoop'd this holy . cave.

Full fifty winters, all forlorn,
My life I've lingered: here;
And daily o'er this feulptured faint

I drop the penfive tear.

And thou, dear brother of my heart,
So faithful and {o true,
The fad remembrance of thy fate

Still makes my. bofom: rue!

Yet not uupiticd pafs’d my life,
Forfaken, or forgot,
The Percy and his noble Son

Would grace my lowly cot.

Oft
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Oft the great Earl from toils of fiate,
And cumbrous pomp of power,
Would gladly feek my little cell

To fpend the tranquil hour.

But length of life is length of woe,
I livd to mourn his fall:
I livid-to mourn his godlike Son, ©

Their friends and followers all.

But thou the honours of thy race,
Lovd youth, fhalt now reflore;
And raife again the PErcv name

More glorious than before.

He ceas'd, and on the lovely pair
His choicelt bleffings laid:
While they with thanks and pitying tears

His mournful tale l'CPJid.

And now what pl‘(-fcnt‘ courfe to take
They aflc the good old fire;
And guided by his fage advice

To Scotland they retire.

H Mean-




e their fuit fuch favour found
At Rapy’s ftately hall,
Farl Ngvirreand his princely Spoufe

Tow gladly }‘:n'x',on all.

Joars
e i

"‘,:iwl’_r.ut at her Nephew's throne P
The royal grace implor’d :

To all the honours of his race

"y . w380 1 N Agy
The PercY was reiot d.

The }.’/>1H‘:35"11 Farl fiill more and more

1.

i | L |

Admir'd- his beauteous dame:

N 1xE noble Soxs to him' fhe bore,
All worthy of their name. 4

The End: of vhe Ballad.
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¢) ROBERT STUART, Duke of Albany.

See the Continuator of FORDUN rs Scoti-Chro-

Q

nicon, Cap. 18. Cap. 23. &c.

by RareH NEVILLE, firft Earl of Weft-

moreland, whofe pring : ce was it R a-
g v Caftle, in the Bifho k of

of the young Lady, was Daugl j
GaiuNT, andHalf-Sifter of King HENRr v IV.

A4) Adjoining to0 the CIiff, which contains the

1

1e. Remains of a

Chapel of the Hermitage, aie t
finall Building, in which the Hermit dwelt.
This confifted of one lower Apartment, with a
lictle Bedchamber over it, and is now in Ruins:
whereas the Chapel, cut in the folid Rock, is ftill
very intire and perfect.

2) In the litele I{land of C 0 QU E T, neat

Warkworth, are ftill feen the Ruins of a Cell,

which belonged to the Benedi&ine Monks of

Tinemouth-Abbey.

£ This
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f) This is a Bull's Head, the Creft of the

WIDDRINGTONI All the Figures &c.

> n

here defcribed are ftill vilible; only fomewhat
effaced with Length of Time.

g) WIDDRINGTON Caftle is about five
Viles South of Warkworth.

b) See Dugdale’s Baronage, &c.

7) In Lower Normandy are three Places of
the Name of PERrcy: whence the Family took

e DE PERrRCY.

the Surnan

k) WirriaM oE PErRCY, fifthin Defcent
‘REY DEPERCY,

Son of MAINFRED, aflifted in the Congueft

from GALFRID, or GE

of Encland, and had given him the large Pof
g g g g
MA DE PoRrRTE,

feffions in Yorkfhire, of E
{0 the Norm

a great Savon Lord, had been flhin fighting

n Writers name her, whofe Father,

along with Harold. This young. Lady, WiL-
1AM from a Principle of Honour and Genero-
fity, married: for having had all her Lands be=

ftowed upon him by the Conqueror, “He (t

ufe the Words of the old Whithby Chroni

¢«wedded hyr that was very heire to them, in

¢ difcharging of his Confcience,” See Harl. M

692, (26)—KHe died in Afia, in the firlt Crufade.

) AeNEes DE PErCY, fole Heirefs of her
Houfe married JoscELINE DE Lovaln,
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youngeft Son Gop FREY BiA RE AT US,

of Brabant, and’Brother: of Queen Ad

cond Wife of King Henry I “He took the

:
of PErcy, and E:

~

was Anceftor of the Earlsof

Northumberland. - His Son Lotrd R1ICHARD DE
Prrcy was one of the twenty-five Barons

J ?
chofen to fee the Magna Charta duly obferved.
) WeAar ki Caftle, @ Fortres "belonging to
Englifh, and of great Note in ancient Ti-
«1 b 3 -
the River

mes, {tood on the fouthern Bank  of
TwEED, a little to the Eaft of TiviarT-

and not fir from Kelfo: Te is now in-

) i.e. Sword.
o) Hotfpur,

) King Henry V. A. D. 1414

q) The Account given in this Ballad of young
Prrcy, the Son of HoTsSPUR, receives the
following Confirmation from the old Chronicle

of Whitby.

«Henry PERGY, the fonof Sit HEN

Lcv, that was flayne at Shrewfbery, and.

led into Scotland in the time

“ Grauntfyre, was €
of king Henry the Fourth: but in the time of
¢«king Henry the Tifch, by the labour of  J o=

CHANNE

iL1zABETH, the daughter of the Erle of
-
ie, after the death of his Father and
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g AN NE the countes of Weftmerland, whofe
“«Daughter AL1ANoOR he HAD WEDDED IN
“coMING INTO ENGLAND: he recovered the
« King’s grace, and the countye of Northumber~
“Jand, fo was the sEconND ERLE of Northums-
“herland.

« And of this Alianor his wife, he begate IX
«Sonnes, and III Daughters, whofe names be

“JoHANNE, that .is buried at \V:I‘,‘rl»‘xc;

¢THoMAS, lord Egremont: KATHERYNE
«Gray of Rythyn: Sir RAFFPE PERCY:

N}
) ‘“‘

W rL L 1AM -PERG Y, a Byl

J

mp: R 1=

¢caArRD PERCY: JoHN, that dyed

¢“our Issuk: [another JounN, called
teent * Johannes Percy fenior the Warkworth ]

«GEORGE PERCY, Clerk: HENR Y that

tdved witnour ISSUE: ANN Ee——
[befides the eldeft fon and fucceflor here om
becaufe he comes in below, viz.]
«HegNrRY PeErcy, the Tairp Erle of
«NORTHUMBERLAND.”

Vid. Harl. MSS. N. 692. (26.) in the Brit. Muf:

(¥) See his Great Baronag, N. 20, in the Heralds office.

LIRS AT L

>0OST-
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It will perl

be informed, that from a word or two formerly

ips  gratify the curious Reader to

legible ‘over one of the Chapel Doors, it is bea
lieved that the Text there infcribed was that
Latin verfe of the Pfalmift [¢] which is in our
Tranflation,

My TEARS HAVE 'BEEN MY MEAT

Day aAnND Nignr.

Tt is alfo certain, that the memory of the

firft Hermit was held in fuch regard and ve-

neration by the Prrcy Family; that they
afterwards maintained a Chantry Prieft, to re-

, and celebrate Mafs

fide in the
in the Chapel: whole allowance, uncommonly
liberal and munificent, was continued down to
the Diffolution of the Monafteries: After which
the whole Salary, together with the Hermitage
and all its dependencies, reverted back to the
Family, having never been endowed in mort-
main. On this account we have no Record,
which fixes the date of tlie Foundation, or gives
any particular account of the firft Hermir; but
the following Inftrument will fhow the liberal

H 4 Ex-

&) Pfalm xlii, 3.
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It is the

rmit in I§32, and

ied from!an’ ancient MS§. book ~of iGrants,

1e Vith Earl of Nogthumberland, in Hen-
he VIIWs time. [5]

I LANCASTRE PATENT

OF XX MERKS BY YERE.

SR ] P
1

le of NORTHUMBERL AND, &C.
youe that I the faide Erle, in confie

deration of the diligent and thank{ull fervice
that my welbeloved Chaplen fir GEorGE L AN-
¢ AsTRE hath don unto me the faid Erle, and
alfo for the goode and vertus difpofition that I

da pers in him: And for that he fhall ha-

ve in his daily recommendation and praiers the
good eftate of all fuch noble Blode and othec
Perfonages, as be now levynge; And the Saules
of fuch noble Blode as be departed to the mer-
cy of God owte of this prefent lyve, Whos Na-
mes are conteyned and wrettyn in a table upon

perchment figned with thande of me the faid

Erle, and delivered to the cuftodie and keapyn-
ge ol the faid fir George Lancafter: And f{urther,
that he fhall kepe and faye his devyn fervice in

celebratyng and (f(}}'i!’;f,c Mafle of }\’3;[,”'”” every

weke accordinge as it ys written and fer furch 1n
the faide Table; H A v E geven and graunted , and
by thele prefentes do gyve and graunte unto the

faid

4) Claffed, F. I. No. 1. penes Duc. Northumb,
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e fuid fir George, myn ARMY T AGE belded in
d a Rock of ftone within my Parke of WaRxk=
5 wonrTH in the Countie of Northumbreland in |
= the honour of the blefled Trynete, With a yerly

Stipende of twenty Merks by yer [c], from the
feeft of feint Michell tharchaungell laft paft affore
al 1 1 ~ N
[ the date herof yerly duryng the natural

o
i do gyv
- { . sk i

, the occupation of onelittle Gresground
b of myn called Cony-garth nygh adjoynynge the

faid Harmyrage, only to his owne ufe and proufit
wynter and fomer durynge the foid terme; THE
Garden and Orteyarde belonging the faid Armyra-

ge; Tup Gate [d] and Pafture of Twelf Kye

& and a Bull,;with their Calves fuking; AN D twe
X Horles goying and beyng within my faid Parke of

Warkworth wynter and fomer; O N E Draucht of

3 Fiffhe every Sondaie in the yere to be drawer
3 fornenft [e] the faid Armyrage, called The Try-
i nete Draught; AN b Twenty Lods of Fyrewode
d to be taken of my Wodds called Shilbotell Wo-
> de, duryng the faid term. ‘The faid Stpend of
r; xx Merks by yer to be taken and perceyved [f]
'y yerly
0 ¢) This would be equal to £, 100 per annum now, - Ses
d the Chronicon Pretiofum,

e 4) i. e. Going: from the Verb, To GAEs £
d ¢) Or fore-anenit: i, e. oppofite.

1) Sic MS,
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}'cr]\,‘ of the rent and ‘ferme of my Fyfthyng

of Warkworth, by thands of the Fermour or

tours of the fame for the tyme beynge yer-

the times ther ufed and accuftomed by

A o MCTRE S0 S s S i
€\ ;.1 Portions. IN wythes  Allowe in recompenfe
wiiereof thes my Lettres hereof yerly xll g

8

to
Parentes Ith 1 Erle have
rentes I the faid Erle have Richard Ryche,

.fu( the Seale of myn Arn
undre my Signet at my Caftell of

the third daie of December, in

Yer of the Reigne of our Sovereyn

<

orde kyng Henry the eight.

Id

On the Diffolution of the Monafteries, the
above Patent was produced before the Court of
Augmentation in Mi ichaelmas-Term, 20. Ot An.
29. Hen. viii, when the fame was allowed by the

Chancellor and Counfel of the {aid Court, and

all the profits confirmed to the incumbent Sir
: : ke ;

sorge Lancafter; Excep that in compenfi-
tion for the annual Stipend of Twenty Marks,

1€ was to receive a -)llg‘k_:l(l o] eén JViaris, .lll(l

a free Chapel called The Rood Chapel,

and the Hofpiral of St. Leonard, within the Ba-
rony of Wigdon, in the County of Cumber-

land.

Afror
Adter

g) So the MS. The above Sir Richard Rych was Chan-

cellor of the Augmentations at the Suppreflion of the

Monaileries,
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o ~ - -
4 After the perufal of the above PATENT it
: will perhaps be needlefs ‘to caution the Reader
e againtt a Miftake, fome have fallen into: of
Y confounding this Hermitage NE AR Warkworth,
(e with a Chantry founded w1t HI1N the town
itfelf, by Nicholas de Farnham bifhop of 1
. ham ; in the reign of Henry [iI. who
A ted the Church of Brankefton for the maintenan- |
s 1 > n s iad N 1 " 1
ce there of Tw o Benediftine Monks irom Dur-
n y T . 1 . r . .
ham [A]. Chat fmall’ monaftic: foundation. 18
n S 2 i 24 :
indeed called a CeLL by bifhop Tanner [i]:
but he mufl be very: ignorant indeed, who fup-
pofes that by the word CE 1 L is neceffarily to be
e underftood a Hermitage; whereas it was com=
e 2
of monly applied to any fmall conventual eftablifh-
23 ment which was dependant on another, ‘
e . : A T
As for the Chapel belonging to this endowment
X\[ . T el 3 4 . .
: of bifhop Farnham, 1t 15 mentioned as in ruins
it Help
zabetl’s time 3

in feveral old Surveys of Queen L
and its feite, not far from Warkworth Church,
is {till remembered. But that there was never

morve than oNE Prieft maintained, at one and

the fame time, within the HERMITAGE, is

kG . oipe s 1 e A
]»lznnly pruvcd, if any further proof is wanting,

21 : : . : ; S
by the following Lxtraf from a Survey of Wark-
worth, made in the year 1567, [£] viz.

er T

“There

1=

| by Ang. Sacr. p. 738.

the '

i) Mon. Ang. p- 396.
k) By Geo. Clarkfon. penes Duc. North.
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T G SO, Yaulis e P XX
“There is in the: Parke, fc. of Warkworth,

es as that

yme was ufed and celebrated. The Mantion

et e S
lowfe, [fc. the fmall building adjoining to the

“Cragg ] ys nowe in decaye: the Clofes that ap-

4
I
'
l

: e
«his Lordfhip’s ufe.’

to the faid Chantiie is occupied to
[

yerrel
T ?
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TO

SIR "JOSHUA  REYNOULBS

DEAR SIE,

:E Can have no expe@ations in an ‘addvefd
of this kind, ecither ' to: add to Your reputa
; (tablifl o -

tion; ‘or to cllabii my OwWiL rou can

: SO (158 xr ~ads

gain nothing {rom my -ads niration;” as I am
ignorant ‘of that art in which you are faid
to rexcel; and I may lofe much by the: {es
vetity of your judgment, as few have a
snfler it (Y ains Aot « ey 4 Q n
]HH',l atic 1 P/L“.V than '\17”. n_)L,U.U]:_;
interc(t therefore afidé,  to which I never
paid much attention, I muft be indulged
prefent in following my affe®ions.  The

I2 only
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1 sdircat:
only | Dedication' I ever made was to my

brother, becaufe I loved him better than
moft other men, = He is fince dead. Per-

mit me to infcribe this Poem to you.

How far you may be pleafed with the
verfification and mere mechanical parts of
this attempt, I don’t pretend to enquire;
but I know you will obje, (and indeed
feveral of our beft and ~wifeft friends' con-
cur in the opinion) that'the depopulation it
deplores is no where to be feen, and the
diforders it laments ave only to be found
in the poet’s own imagination,  To this I
can fcarce make any other anfwer than that
1 fincerely believe what ‘T have ~written; that
1 have ‘taken all poffible pains, in my coun-
try excurfions, for thefe four or five: years
palt, to be certain of what I alledge; and

.
<

that




WOE R LCAVEITTON. i
that all my views and enquiries have led mg
to believe thofe miferies real, which: I here
attempt to difplay. . Buat this is not the place
to enter into an' enquiry, whether the coun-
try - be ‘depopulating, or notj the difcuflion |
would-take up too much room, and. I fhould
prove mylelf, at:beft, an indifferent poli-
ticidn - to tire the reader with a. long pre-
face, when I'want his -unfatigued attention

to a long poem.

In regretting the depopulation of the coun-

try, [ inveigh acainft the encreale of our

luxuries;  and liere alfor I expect the fhout
of modern politicians .nfL;-::Euﬂ me. For twen-
ty or thisty years paft, "it*has been the fa-
fhion to confider luxury as one of the great-
elt national advantages; and all the wifdom
of antiquity in that particular, as erroncous.

K Still
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Still however , I muft remain a profeflfed
ancient on that head, and continue to think
thofe luxuries prejudicial to ftates, by ‘which
{o matiy vices are introduced , “and fo many
kingdoms have been undone.  Indeed fo much
has been paured out of late on the other
fide of the queflion, that, merely for the
fake of novelty and variety, one would fo-

metimes wifli to be in the 1'ight.

I am;
Dear - Siry
Your fincere friend,

and ardent admirer,

OLIVER GOLDSMITH.




THE

DESERTIED VILIGAGE,

WEET Avpurx, lovelielt village of
the plain,
Where health and plenty cheared the labour=

ing {\wain,
Where [iiling fpring its earlieft vifit paid,
And parting fummer’s lingering blooms delayed,
Dear lovely bowers of innocence and eale,
Seats of my youth, when every fport could pleafe,
How often have I loitered o'er thy green,
Where humble happinefs endeared cach fcene!
How often have I paufed on every charm,
"The fheltered cot, the cultivated farm,
The never failing brook, the bufy mill,
The decent church that topt the neighbouring
hill,
K2 The




2 THE; DESERTED . V. IL LIAAGE.
"The hawihorn bufh, with [eats beneath the fhade,
For talking ageand whilpering lovers made!
How often have I bleft the coming day,
When/toil remitting lent jts 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 fhade,
The youixg contending as the old furveyed; ?'
And many a gambol frolicked o'er the gl'ound;
And flights of art and feats of firength went
round;
And flill as each repeated. pleafure tired;
Succeeding fp()rts the mirthful band infpired
T'he dancing pair that fimply fought renown
By holding out to tire cach other down g
The fwain miltrafilefs of his fmutted face,
While fecret laughter tittered round the place;:
“The bafhful virgin’s f‘xdc-long looks of love,
The matron’s glance that would thofe looks
: reprove!

Thefe
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Thefe were thy charms, fweet villige;” {ports
“like ‘thefe,

With fweet fucceflion taught eventoil to'pleale;

C

Thefe round thy bowers their chearfy

y ce

Thefe were thy charms—But all thefe charms

are fled.

Sweet fmiling village, lovelieft of the lawn,
Thy fports are fled, and all thy charms withs
drawn;
Amid{t thy bowers the tyrant’s hand is feen,
And defolation faddens all thy green:
One only mafler orafps-the whole'domain
J y i 2
And half a'tillace flints thy fmiling ‘plain;
) 7 3 )

No more thy glafly brook reflects the day,

Butchoaked with fedges’, worksits weedy way;
Along thy glades, a folitary gueft,

The hollow founding  bittern” guards its neft;
Amidft thy defertwalks'the lapwing flies,
Aund tires their ecchoes with unvaried cries.

K3 Sunk




4 THE DESERTED VILLAGE.

Sunk are thy bowers, in fhapelefs ruin all,

And the long grafs o'ertops the mouldering wall 5

And trembling, fhrinking' from the fpoiler’s
hand,

Far, far away thy children leave the land.

111 fares the land, to haftening ills a prey,
Where wealth accumulates, and men decay :
Princes and lords may flourifh, or may fade;
A breath can make them, as abreath hasmade;
But a bold pealantry , their country’s pride,

When once deflroyed, can never be fupplied,

A time there was, ere England's griefsbegan,
When every rood of ground maintained its
man
For him light labour {pread her wholefome ftore,
Jult gave what life required, but gave no mores
His beft companions, innocence and health;

And his beft riches, ignorance of wealth,

But

. ". 3

Blis Toa il 2" X gt IS LSS

2% Bl TESSE S L WIS AR, T



THE DESERTED A VILLAGE. 3§,
But times are altered, trade’s uufc.eling train
Ulurp the land and difpoflefs, the fyain;
Along the lawn, whete fcattered hamlets rofe,
Unwicldy wealth, and cumbrous pomp repole ;
And every want, to opulence allied,
And every pang that folly pays to pride.
Thele gentle hours that plenty bade to bloom,
Thofe calm defires that afked but little room,
Thofe healthful fports that graced the peaceful
{cene,
Lived in cach look, and brightened all the
green; :
Thele far departing feck a kinder fhore,

And rural mirth and manners are no more,

Sweet Aupurn! parentof the blifsful hour,
Thy glades, forJorn confefs the tyrant’s power,
Here as I take my folitary rounds,

Amidft thy tangling walks, and ruined grounds,

And,; many a year clapfed, return to view,

Where once the cottage flood,  the hawthorn
grev,

K4 Re~




6. THE DESERTED  VILLAGE

Remembrance wakes with all her bufy train,
Swells at my- breaft, and turns the pafl to

Pain.

In all my wanderings round this world of

care,
In all my griefs——and Gop has given my
fhare—

I ftill had hopes, my latelt hours to crowm, -
Amidft thefe humble bowers to lay me down;
Lo hufband out life’s taper at the clofe,
And keep the flame from wafling by repofe:
I ftill had hopes, for pride attends us- (il
Amidt the fwains to fhew my book-learned:
tkill,

Around my fire-an evening groupe to draw,
And tell of all I felt, and all I faw;
And, as an_ hare whom hounds and horns

purfue,
Pants-to the place from whenceat firlt the flew,
I flill had hopes, my long vexations pafl,
Here to return—and die at honie at lafl.

O bleft

i




THE DESERDED MirrLaGe: 17
O bleft retirement, friend to life’s decling,
Retreats from care that never imuft be 'mine,
How happy. he who crowns in fhades like thefey
A youth of labour with an age of eale;
Who quits 2 world where firong ‘temptations
' try,
And, fince ’tis hard to combat, learns to fly!
For him no wretches, born to work and we ep,
Explore the mine, or tempt tlic dangerous
deep;
No furly porter ftands in guilty flate
To fpum imploring famine from the gate,
But'on lie moves to-meet his Jatter end,

Pistds
frieud;

) 1 . .
Angels around befriending virtue’s
Bends to the grave with unperceived decay,
While refignation gently flopes the way;

And all his profpedls Lrightening to the lat,

His Heaven commences ere the world be paft!

Sweet was the found when oft at evening’s
(‘]0[1.‘,
Up yonderhill the village murmur rofe;

There
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Thereas I paft with carclefs fleps and flow,
'The mingling fiotescame {oftened from below s
The fwain refponfive as the milk-maid fung,
The fober herd that lowed to meet their young,
The noify geefe that gabbled o'er the pool,
The playful children juft let lowfe from fchool,
"The watch-dog’s voice that bayed the whifper=
ing wind,
And the loudlaugh that [poke the vacant mind,
Thefe all in fiveet confufion fought the fhade,
And filled cach paufe the nightingale had made.
jut now, the founds of population fail,
No chearful murmurs fluctuate in the gale,
No bufy fieps the grafs-grown foot-way tread,
For all the bloomy flufh of life is fled.
Al but yon widowed, folitary thing
That feebly bends befide the plathy fpring;
She, wretched matron, forced, in age, for
bread,
To firip the brook with mantling  crefles
{pread,
To




THE DESERTED « VMILLAGE: Q
To pick her wintry faggot frem . the tharn
To. feek her nightly fhed, . and ~veep till
morn 3
She only left of all the harmlefs train,

The fad hiftorian of the penfive plain.

And ftill where many a garden flower grows
wild;
There, where a few torn fhrubs the place
difclofe,
The village preacher’s modeit’ manfion rofe!
A man he was, toall the country dear,
And pafling rich with forty pounds a years
Remote from towns he ran his godly race,
Nor ¢er had changed, nor wifhed to change
his place 5
Unpradifed. he to fawn, or feek for power,
By dodrines fafhioned to the varying hour;
Far other 4ims his heart had learned to prize,
More fkilled toraile the wretched than to rife,
His
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His houfe was known to all the vagrant train,
He chid their “wanderings, bat relieved their
pain ;

The long remembered beggar was his’ gueft,

Whof¢ beard defcending fwept his aged breafts

The ruined fpendchrift, now nolonger proud,

Claimed kindred ‘there, -and" had 'his ‘claims
allowed;

The broken foldier, kindly bade to’{lay,

Sate by his fire, and talked the night away;

Wept oer his wouids, " or tales of forrow

done,
Shouldered his crutch, and fhewed how ficlds
were won.
Pleafed with his guefls, the good man learned
to glow,
And quite forgot their- vices in- their woe;
Carelefs their merits, or their faults to fean,

His Pity gave Ore chzu‘i(y b('gnn.

Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride,

And even his failings leaned to Virtue's fides

But

H
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But in his duty prompt at every call,
He watched and wept, he prayed and felt, for
all;
And, asa bird each fond endearment tries,
To tempt its ‘new; fledged oflspring: to. {lig
kidss
He tried each art, reproyved each.dull delay,: 1

Allured to brighten worlds, and led thie wap

t

Befide the bed where parting life was layeds
And forrowr, guilt, and pain, by turns dif-
mayed, b
The reverend champion ftood.  Achis L‘ontrouf,
Delpair and anguifh fled the flrugeling foul 5
Comfort came down the trembling wretch to
raife,

And his laft fm.tcum accents whifpered praife.

At church, withmeek and unaffected grace;
His looks adorned the venerable place;

Truth
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Trath from his lips prevailed with double
fway,
And fools, who came to fcoff, remained to
pray.
Thefervice palt; around the pious man,
With fteady zeal each honeft ruflic ran;
Even children followed with endearing wile,
And plucked his gown,  to fhare the good
man’s {mile.
His ready finile a parent’s warmth expreft,
Their welfare pleafed him, and their cares
difirefts

To them his heart, his love, his griefs were
given, i
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

v

ftorm,
Tho' round its breaft the rolling clouds are
fpread,

Eternal funfhine fettles on its head.

Befide
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THE DESERTED VILLAGE. 13

Befide yon flraggling fence that fkirts tlie
: way,
With bloffomed furze unprofitably gay,
"There, in his noify manfion, fkill'd to rule,
"The village mafler taught his little fchool;
A man fevere he was, and flern to view,
I knew him well, and every truant knew s
Well had the beding tremblers learned to trace
The day’s difafters in his morning face;
Full well they langhed with counterfeited glee,
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he:
Full well the buly whifper circling round,
Conveyed the difmal tidings when he frowned;
Yet he was kind, or if fevere in aught,
“The love he bore to learning was in faults
The vi”agc all declared how much he knews
"T'was certain he could write, and cypher too
Lands he could meafure, terms and tides pre-
fage,
And even the flory ran that he could gauge.
In arguing too, the parfon owned his fkill,
For even tho' vanquifhed, he could argue flill;
Wihile




e ————— A o RPN

1§ THE 'DESERTED 1ViLLAGH
While 'words of learned length, vand thun-
dering found,
Amazed the gazing ruftics rahged around;
And fiill “they gn:f.cd, and fiill the wonder
grev,

That one fmall head could carry all heknew,

» But palt is all his fame. - The very fpot
\Whete many a time hé triumphed, - is forgot,
Near yonder thorn;  that Lifts its head onhigh,
Where once the fign-polt caught the pafling
, ¢ye;
Low lies that houfe where nut-brown' draughts
infpired,
‘Where gt’cy-bcm‘d mirth and {miling toil te-
: tired,
Where village (tatefmen  talked  with :looks
profound,
And news much older than their ale went
round.
Imagination fondly floops to: trace
"The parlour fplendéurs of ‘that fellive place;

The




THE DESERTED VILLAGE. 15
The white-wafhed wall, the nicely fanded
floor,
"The varnifhed clock that clicked behind the
: door;
The cheft contrived a double debt to pay,
A bed by night, a cheft of drawers by day;
"The pictures placed 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

rem

ray,

While broken tea-cups, wifely kept for fhew,

langed o'er the chimney, gliflened in a row.

Vain tranfitory {plendours! Could not all
Reprieve the tottering manfion from its fall!
Obfcure it finks, nor fhall it more impart
An hour’s importance to the poor man'’s heart
‘Thither no more the peafant fhall repair
To fweet oblivion of his daily care;

L. No
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No more the farmer’s news, the barber’s tale,
No more the wood-man’s ballad fhall prevail 5
No more the finith his dufky brow fhall clear,
Relax his ponderous firength , and lean to

hear

The hoft himfclfﬁo longer fthall be found
Careful to fee the mantling blifs go round;
Nor the coy maid, half willing to be preft,

Shall kifs the cup to pnfs it to the reft.

Yes! let the rich;deride, the proud difdain,
Thefe fimple bleflings 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 firlt born

fway
Lightly they frolic o’er the vacant mind,
Unenvied, unmolefled, unconfined.
Jut the long pomp, the midnight mafquerade,
With all the freaks of wanton wealth arrayed,

In
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THE DESERTED VILLAGE: 7
In thele, ere triflers half their wifh obtain,
The toiling plcnﬁu’c fickens into pain;
And, even while fafhion's brighteft arts decoy,

The heart diftrufting afks, if this be joy.

Ye friends to truth, ye flatefmen, who
furvey
The fich man’s joys encreafe, the poot’s decay,
*T'is yours to judge, how wide the limits {tand
Berween a fplendid and an happy land,
Proud fwells the tide with loads of ﬁ'(:i;ihcd ore,
And fhouting folly  hails them from her thore;
Hoards, even beyond the {xlil};x"s wifh abound,
And rich men flock from all the world around.
Yet count our gains. This wealth is but a
name
That leaves our ufeful pro;’ml.% flill the {fame.
Not fo thelofs. The man of wealth and pride

Takes up a ﬂ‘.ncc that many poor ﬁl}?plicd;

Space for his horfes, equipage, and Lounds,
The robe that wraps his limbs in filken {floth,
Has robbed the ncighbouring fields of half
their growth;

La His
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His feat, where folitary' fports are feen,
Indignant fpurns the cottage from the greens
Around the world each needful product flies,
For all the luxuries the world fupplies.
While thus the land aderned for pleafure, all

In barren fplendour fecbly waits the fall,

As fome fair female unadorned and plain,
Secure to pleafe while youth confirms her reign,
Slights every borrowed’ charm that drefs fupa

plies,
Nor fhares with art the triumph of her eyes.
But when thofe charms are paft, for charms
are frail,
When time advances, and when lovers fail,
She then fhines forth, follicitous to blefs,
In all the glaring impotence of drefs.
Thus fares the land, by luxury betrayed;
In nature’s fimplelt charms at firlt arrayed
But verging to decline, its [plendours rife,
Its viflas firike, its palaces furprize;
While feourged by famine from the fmiling
land,
"The mournfal pealant leads his humble band
And
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And while he finks without one’arm to: fave,

The country blooms—a garden, and a grave

Where then, ah where, fhall poverty refide;
To {cape the preflure of contiguous pride?
If to fome common’s fencelefs limits {irayed,
He drives his flock to pick the fcanty blade,
Thofe fencelels fields the fons of wealth divide,

And even the bare-warn common is denied,

If to the city {ped—What waits him there?
To [ee profufion that he muft not fhare;
To fee ten thoufand baneful arts combined
To pamper luxury, and thin mankind
To fee thofe joys the fons of plealure know,
Extorted from his fellow-creature’s woe.
Here, while the courtier glitters in brocade,
"There the pale artift plies the fickly trade;
Here,  while the proud their long-drawn,

pomps difplay,

There the black gibbet glooms befide the way.

L3 The
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The dome where pledfure holds her midnight
4 | reign,

Here, richly deckt, admits the gdi"gcoustmin;

Tumultuous grandeur erowds the blazing fquare,

The rattling chariots clafh, the torches glare,

Sure {cenes like thefe no troubles ¢'er annoy !

Sure thefe denote one univerfal joy!

Are thele thy {erious thoughts?—Ah, turn

*‘ thine eyes

Where the poor houfelefs fhivering female

lics.

8he once, in village plenty bleft,

Has wept at tales of innocence diftreft;

Her modeft looks the cottage might adorn,

Sweet as the })rimr()lb peeps beneath the thorng

Now loft to all; her friends, her virtue fled,

Near her betrayer’s door fhe lays her head,

And pinch’d with cold, and thrinking from

the fhower,

With heavy heart deplores that lucklels hour

When idly firlt, ambitious of the town,

She lefe her wheel and robes of country

brown,

Do

—— e ' "
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Do thine, fweet Avsvrn, thine, thelos
velielt train,
Do thy fair iribes participate her ‘pain?
Even now, perhaps, by cold ‘and hunger led,

At Proud men’s doors they afk a little bread!

Ah, po. To diftant climes, a dreary
/ {cene,
Where half the convex world intrudes between,
Through torrid tracts with fuiming ﬂcps they
g0,
Where wild Altama. murnwrs to their woe,
Far different there from all that charm'd bee
fore,
The various terrors of that horrid fhore;
Thole blazing funs that dart a downward ray,
And fiercely fhed intolerable day;
Thofe matted woods where birds forget to
fing,
But filent bats in drowfy cluflers cling;
Thofe poifonous fields with rank luxuriance
3 crowned,
Where the dark ﬁ:orpion gathers death around;
L4 ‘Where
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Where at each {tep the {tranger fears to wake
The rattling terrors of the vengeful fnake;
Where crouching tigers wait their haplefs prey,
And favage men, more murderous flill than
they 3
While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies,
I\'iingiinglthc ravaged landfchape with . the
{kies.
Far different thefe from every former feene,
The cooling brook, the grafly vefted green,
The breezy covert of the warbling grove,

That only fheltered thefts of harmlefs love,

Good Heaven! what forrows gloom’d that
parting day,
That called them from their native walks
away;
When the poor exiles, every pleafure palt,
Hung round their bowers, and fondly looked
their laft,
And took a long farewell, and wifhed in vain
For feats like thefe beyond the weftern main 3
. And
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And fhuddering {lill to face the diftant deep,

Returned and wept, and fiill returnedtosweeps

"The good old fire, the firft prepared to oo

To new found worlds, and wept for others
wae,

But for himlelf, in confcious virtue brave,

Ie only withed for worlds beyond the grave,

His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears,

"The fond companion of his helplels years,

Silent went next, negleGiful of her charms,

And left a lover’s for a father’s arms,

With louder plaints the mother fpoke her
woces,

And bleft the ‘cot where every ‘pleafure’ rofe

And kift her thoughtlels babes with many . a

tear,
And clafpt them clofe, in forrow doubly dears
W hillt her foud hufband firove to lend relief

In all the filent manlinefs of gricf,

O luxyry ! thou carft by Heaven’s decree,
How ill exchanged are things like thefe for

thee!

How
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How do thy potions, with infidious joy,
Diffufe: their pleafures only. to defiroy!
Kingdoms, by thee; to fickly greatnels grown,
Boalt 'of a florid vigour not their own;

At every draught more large and large they

A bloated mafls of rank unwicldy woej;

Till ﬁ-.m)cd their firength, and cvery. part
unfound,

Down, down they fink, and 11)1‘0;1d‘ﬂ roin

roid,

Even now the devallation is begun,
And half the bufinefs of deftrudtion done;
Yven now, methinks, as pondering here I
: fland,
I-fec the rural virtues leave the land:
Down where yon anchoring vellel f}n‘cads the
{ail,
That idly waiting flaps with every gale,
Downward they move, a melanchioly band,
Pals from the fhore, and darken all the {irand.

Con-
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W

Contented toil, and h()fpitnb!e care,
And kind connubial tendernefls, are there;
And piety, with wifhes placed above,
And fteady loyalty, and faithful love:
And thou, fweet Poetry, thou lovelieft maid,
Still firft to fly where fenfual joys invade;
Unfit in thefe degenerate times of fhaine,
"To catch the heart, or firike for honeft fame;
Dear charming nymph, neglected and decried,
My fhame in crowds, my folitary pride;
"Thou fource of all my'blifs, and all my woe,
That found'ft me poor at firft, and keep'fk
me f{o;
Thou guide by which the nobler arts excell,
Thou nurfe of every virtue, fare thee well.
Farewell, and O where'er thy voice be tried,
On Torno’s cliffs, or Pambamarca’s fide,
Whether where equinoctial fervours glow,
Or winter wraps the polar world in {now,
Still let they voice prevailing over time,
Redrefs the rigours of the inclement clime;

Aid
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Aid flighted truth with thy perfuafive ftrain;
‘& . pay l‘. . ? ., ~ -
I'each erring man to fpurn the rage of gain;
ba) I bt galls
Teach him, that flates of native ﬁrcngth
pollett,
Tho’ very poor, may flill be very bleft;
That trade’s proud empire hafles to fwift decay, .
As ocean {weeps the labour'd mole away;
While felf-dependent power. can time defy,

As rocks refift the billows and the fky. |
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Rev. HENRY GOLDSMITH.

Dear Sig,

1 am fenfible that the friendfhip between
us can acquire no new force from the cerea
monies of a Dedication; and perhaps it de-
gnands an excufe thus to 1\1'cﬂx your name

to my attempts which you decline giving

with your owr. But as a part of this Poem

was formerly written to you from Switzer«
land, the ‘whole can now, with propriety,

M 2 be
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be only infcribed to you, It will alfo throw
Bohit 11 f 1

a light upon many parts of it when the rea-

der underftands, that it is addrefled to a

man, who, defpifing Fame and Fortune, has

retired early to I’inppincrs and  Obfcurity,

with an income of forty pouuds a year.

I now perceive, my dear brother, the

i ~ g ! ¥ ¢
wildom of your humble choice:  You have -

entered - upon. a facted office, where the
harveft is great, and the labourers are but
fewr; while you have left the field of Am-
bition, where the labourers are many, and
the harvell not worth carrying away, But
of all kinds of Ambition, what from the
tefinement of the times, from different (y-
flents of ctiticifin, ~and from the -divilions

. of
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of party, that which purlues poctical fame

is the wildefth.

Poctry makes a princip.ll Amulement
among unpolifhed nations; but in a country
verging to the extremes of refinement, Paint-
ing and Mufic come in for a fhare, As thefe
offer the feeble mind a lels laborious enter-
tainment , th;:y at firft rival Poetry, and. at
length fupplant her; they engrofs all that
favour once fhewn to her, and though but

younger fifters, feize upon the elder’s birth.

righr.

Yet, however this art may be neglected
by the powerful; it is flill in greater danger

N from
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from the miftaken efforts of the learned to
improve it. What criticifims have we not
heard of late in favour of blank verfe, and
Pindaric odes, chorufles, anapefls and iam-
bics, alliterative care and happy negligence!
Every ablurdity has now a champion to de-
fend it, and as he is gcncmlly much in
the wrong, fo he has always much to fay;

for error is ever talkative.

But there is an enemy to this art flill
more dangerous , I mean Party. Party
entircly diftorts the judgment, and defiroys
the tafle. ~ When the mind is once in-
fetted with this difeafe, it can only find
pleafure ‘in swhat contributes to increafe the
diftemper. © Like the tyger, that feldom

1.0
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defifts from purfuing “man after having once
preyed upon human fleth, the reader, who
has once gratified his appetite with calum-
ny, makes, ever-after, the moft agrecable
fealt upon murdered reputation,  Such reas
ders generally admire fome half-witted thing,
who wants to be thought a beold man,
having loft the charadter of a wile one.
Him they dignify with the name of poet;
his tawdry l.mli‘.r):)ns are called fatires, his
turbulence is faid to be force, and his
phrenzy fire.

What reception a Poem may find, which
has. neither abufe, party, nor blak verfe to
fupport it, I cannot tell nor am I follici-
tous to know. My aims are right. With-

N2 out
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out efpouling the caufe of any party, I'have
attempted to ‘moderate the rage ofsallysid
have endeavoured to fhew, that there may
be equal happinels in flates, that are diffe-
rently governed from our own; that cvery
flate has a particular principle of happinefs,
and that  this Princiylc in each may be cag-
vied to a milchievous excefls.  There are

few can judge, better than yourfelf, how far

thele politions are illuftrated in this Poem.

I am, dear Sir,

Your moft affectionate Brother,

Orniver GoLpsMITH.
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Where'er I roam, whatever realms to [ee,

My heart untravell'd fondly turns to thee;

Still to my brother turas, with ceafelefs
pain,

And drags at cach remove a lengthening

chain,

Eternal bleflings crown my eatlielt friend,
And round his dwelling guardian faints at-
tend ;
Bleft be that fpot, where chearful guells
retire
To paufe from toil, and trim their evning
fire;
Bleft that abode, where want and pain re-
pair,
And every f{irancer finds a ready chair;
Y b2 ) ’
Bleft be thoft fealts with fimple plenty crown’d,
Where all the ruddy family around,

Laugh

el L 2




THE * TRAVELLER: 3
Laugh at the jefls or pranks.that. never fail,
Or figh with pity at fome mournful tale,
Or prefs the bafhful firanger to his: food,

And learn the luxury of doing good.

But me, not deftind fuch delights to
fhare,

My prime of life in ~wandrine f{pent and
Yo S

Impelld, with {teps unceafing, to purfue
Some flecting good,  that mocks me with
the view;
That, like the circle bounding €arth. and
{kies,
Allures from far; yet, as I follow, fliess
My fortune leads to traverfe realms alone,
And find no fpet of all the world my

OWil.

N 4 Even
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Even:mow . where Alpine: folitudes afcend,
I fit-me down a penfive hour to {pend;
And,s placd on high' above the florm’s ca-
reer,
Look downward where an hundred realms
appear ;
Lakes, forefts, cities, plains extending wide,
The pomp of kings, the ﬂlcphcrd's humbler

pride,

When thus Creation’s charms around conte

bine,

Amidft the flore, fhould thanklels pride re«

pine?

Say, fhould the philofophic:mind dildain

That g\)oJ, which makes each hwmbler bos
fom vain?

Let fchaol-taught pride diflemble all it can,

‘T'hele little things are great to little man;

And

L
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And ‘wifer he, whole {fympathetic mind
Exalts incall the good of all mankind,

Ye glittring towns, with wealth and [plei
dour crown'd,

Ye fields,  where fummer fpreads profufion
round

Ye'lakes, whole veflels catch the bufy gdle,

Ye bending fwains, that drefs the flow'ry

1
val

3

e

2

For me your tributary flores combine;

Creation’s heir, the world, the world is mine,

As fome lone miler vifiting his flore,
Bends at his treafure, counts, recounts it o'er
Hoards after hoards his rifing * rapturesfill,
Yet flill he fighs, for hoards are wanting fiilly
Thus to my breaft alternate paflions rife,
Pleas’d with each good that heaven to man

fupplies :
Yet
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Yet oft a figh prevails; and forrows fall,

To fee the hoard of human blifs fo- {mall;

And oft T wifh, amidft the {cene, to find

Some fpot to real hnppincfs conﬁgn’d,

Where my worn foul, each wand’ring hope
at refl,

May gather blifs to fee my fellows bleft.

But where to find that happieft fpot below,
Vho ‘can difed, when all pretend to know?
The fhudd'ring tenant of the frigid zone
Boldly proclaims that happieflt fpot his own,
Fxtols the teeafures of his flormy feas,
And his long nights of revelry and. eale;
The naked negroe, panting at the line,
Roafts of his golden fands and palmy wine,
Bafks in the glare, or flems the tepid wave,
And thanks his Gods ‘for all the good they
gave.

Such

g
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Such is the patriot’s boaflt, wherder we
roam,
His: ficft, beft country. ever is, at home,

And yet, perhaps, if countries we compare,,
And eflimate the bleflings which they fhare,
Tho' patriots flatter, {lill fhall wildom find
An equal portion dealt to all mankind,

As different good, by Art or Nature given,

To different nations makes their bleflings

cven.
Nature, a mother kind alike to all,

With food as well the peafant is {upply'd
On Idra’s cliffs as Arno’s fhelyy fide;

5 2
And though the rocky crefted fummits frown,

o v

"Thele rocks, by cuflom, turn tobedsof down,
From Art more various are the bleflings fent
Wealth, commerce, honour, liberty, content.

Yet
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Yet thefle each other's power fo firong conteft,
That ecither feems deftrucive of the reft.
Where wealth ' and  freedom reign contents
ment fails,
And honour finks where commerce long
prevails.
Hence every {late to one lov'd bleffing prone,
Conforms and models life to that alone.
Fach to the, favoutite: happinefs attends,
And fpurns the plan that aims at other endss
*Till

e

carried to excels in each domain,

This favourite 5,;:)0J begets peculiar pain.

But let us try thefe truths with clofer eyes,
And trace them through the profpedt as it lies s
fere for a while my proper cares n:ﬁg;n\l,

Here let me fit in forrow for mankind,
J.ike yon ncglc&ud fhrub at random caft,
"That fhades the {ieep, and fighs at every blaft.

Far
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Far to the right where Appennine alcends,
Bright as the fummer, Italy extends;
Its uplands floping deck the mountain’s fide,
Woods over woods in gay theatric pride;
While oft fome temple’s mouldring tops be-
t\ween,

With vencrable grandeur mark the {cene.

Could Nature’s bounty fatisfy “the breaft,
The fons of Italy were furely bleft.
‘Whatever fruits in different climes were found,
That proudly rife, or humbly court the

ground
Whatever blooms in torrid tracls appear,
‘Whole bright fucceflion decks the varied yeat;
‘Whatever fweets falute the northern fky
With vernal lives that blofflom but to dicj
Thefe here difporting own the kindred foil,
Nor afk Juxuriance from the planter’s toil;

‘While
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While fea-born gales their gclid wings expand

To winnow fragrance round the fmiilng land,

But {mall the blifs that fenfe alone beftows,
And fenfual bli& is all the nation knows.
In florid beauty groves and ficlds appear,
Man feems the only growth that 'dwindles

here.
Contralted faults through all. his manners
reign,
"Though poor, luxurious, though fubmiflive,
vain,
‘Though grave, yet trifling, zealous, - yet
untrue,
And evn in pemace planning fins anew.
All evils here contaminate the mind,
T hat uivuiuncz: dcpm‘tu‘l leaves behind;
For wealth was theirs, not far remov'd the
date,
‘When commetce pl‘olldly flourifi'd through
the {late;
At

It
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At her command the palace learnt to rife,
Again the long-fallen column fought the fkies
The canvals glow’d beyond ¢'en Nature warm,
The pregnant quarry teem’d with human
form.
‘Till, more unfleady than the fouthern gale,
Commerce on other fliores difplag’d her fail;
While nought remain’d of all that riches
gave,
But towns unman’d, and lords without a
{lave s
And late the nation found with fruitlefs flill

Its former f{lrength was but plethoric ill.

Yet, flillthe lofs of wealth is here fupplied
By arts the {plendid wrecks of former pride;
From thele the feeble heart and long-falln

mind

An ealy compenfation feem to find.

Here
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Here may be feen, in bloodlefs pomp array'd,

"The pafte-board triumph and the cavalcade;

Proceflions form'd for picty and love,

A miflrefs or a faint in every grove.

3y fports like thefe are all their cares beguil'd,

The fports of 'children: fatisfy the child;

Each nobler aim repreft by long controul,

Now finks at laft, or feebly mans the foul;

While low delights, fucceeding faft behind,

In happier meannefs: occupy the mind:

As in thofe domes, where Caefars once
bore fway,

Defacid by time and tottering in decay,

There in the ruin, heedlefs of the dead,

The fhelter-fecking peafant builds his fhed,

And, wondring man could want the larger

pile,

Exults, and owns his cottage with a fmile.

My

St



THE TRAVELLER. 13

My foul turn from them, turn we to furvcy
Where L‘<)ughcr climes a nobler race difplay,
Where the bleak Swils their {tormy manfions

tread,
And force a churlifh foil for fcanty bread;
No product here the barren hills afford,
Jut Man and fleel, the foldier and his fivord.
No vernal blooms their torpid rocks array,
But winter ling'ting chills the lap of May;
No Zephyr fondly fues the mountain’s breafl,

1 .
Jut meteors glare, and ftormy glooms inveft,

Yet {till, even here, content can {pread a
charm,
Redrefs the clime, and all its rage difarm.
‘Though poor the pmﬁmt'ﬁ hut, his fealls
though f‘m;'lﬂ,
He fces his little lot the lot of all;
Sees no contiguous palace rear its head
To fhame the meannefs of his humble fhed;
No coftly lord the fumptuous banquet deal
To make him loath his vegetable meal;
(0] But
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bt calm, and bred in ignorance and toil,

Fach wifh contradting, fits him to the {oil.

Chearful at morn he wakes from fhort repole,
Breafls the keen air, and carrols as he
With patient angle trolls the finny dccp,
Or drives his venturous plow-fhareto the f{teeps
Or fecks the den where fnow-tracks mark
the way,
And drags the fmw ling fav jage into day.
At nigl‘.t rctumm;?, every labour :sz‘,cd,
He fits him down the monarch of a“fhed;
Smiles by his cheatful fire, and round furveys
His childrens looks, that brighten at the blaze;
‘While his lov'd partner , boaftful of her hoard,
Difplays- her cleanly p]nttcr on the board:
And haply too fome pilgrim, thither led,

With many a tale repays s the nightly be :d.

Thus every good his native wilds impart,
Imprints the patriot paflion on his heart,
And even tholeills, that round his manfion rife,
Enhance the blifs his fcanty fund fupplies.
Dear

o s
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car is that fhed to which his foul conforms,

And dear that hill which lifts him to the
ftorms ;

And as a child, when fearing founds moleft,

Clings clofe and clofer to the mother’s breaft,

So the loud torrent, and the whirlwinds roar,

But bind him to his native moduntains more.

Such are the charms to barren ftates aflign'd;
"Their wants but few, their wifhes all confin’d.
Yet let them only fhare the praifes due,

If few their wants, their pleafures are. but
few;
For every want that ftimulates the breaft,
Becomes a fource of pleafure when redreft.
Whenee from fuch lands each pleafing fcience
flies,
That ficlt excites defire, and then fupplies;
Unknown to them, when fenfual pleafures
cloy,
To fill the languid Pnuf‘c with finer joy;
Oz Un-
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Unknown thofe powers that raife the foul to
flame,
Catch-every nerve, and vibrate through the
frame.
Their level life is but a {mouldring fire,
Unquench'd by ‘want, unfan’d by firong
defire;
Unfit for raptures, or, if raptures cheer
On fome high feflival of once a year,
In wild excefs the vulgar breaft takes fire,
Till, buried in debauch, the blifs expire.
But not their joys alone thus coarlely flow:
Their morals, like their plcnﬁu‘cs, are but
low,
For, as refinement flops, from fire to fon
Unalter'd, unimprov'd the manners run,
And' love’s and friendfhip’s finely Pointcd
dart
Fall blunted from cach indurated heart.
Some fterner virtues o'er the mountain’s breaft
May fit, like falcons cow'ring on the neft;
But

e L
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But all the gentler morals, fuch as play ‘
"Through life’s more culterd walks, - and
charm the way.
1darix C J'},
Thefe far difpers'd; on timorous pinions fly,

"To fport and flutter in a kinder fky.

To kinder fkies; where gentler manners
reign,
I turn; and France difplays her bright domain,
Gay {prightly land of mirth and:focial eale,
Pleas'd with thyfelf, whom all the world can
- pleale,
How often have I led thy fportive choir,
Wit tunelels  pipe, befide the murmuring
Loire?
‘Where fhading elms along the margin. grew,
And frefhen'd from the wave the Zephyr flew ;
And haply , though my har(h touch faltering {till,
But mock’d all tune, and marr'd the dancer’s fkill;
Yet would the village praile my wonderous
po\w‘r,
And dance , forgetful of the noon-tide hour

03 Alike
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Alike all ages, Dames of ancient days

Have led their children through the mirthful
maze,

And the gay grandfire, fkill'd in geflic lore,

Has frifk’d beneath the burthen of threefcore.

So bleft a life thefe thoughtlefs realms
difplay,
Thus idly bufy rolls their world away:
"Theirs are thofe arts that mind to mind endear,
For honour forms 'the focial temper here.
Honour, that praife which real merit gains,
Or even imaginary worth obtains,
Here pafles current; paid from hand to hand,
Tt fhifts in {plendid traffic round the land:
From courts, to camps, to cottages it {trays,
And all are taught an avarice of praife 5
"They p'lcnfc, are pleasd, they give to get
eltecm,
Till, feeming bleft, they grow to what they

{eem.

But
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But while this fofter art their blifs fupplics,
, It gives: their follies alfo room to rife;
For praife too deatly lov'd, or warmly fought
Enfecbles all internal firength of thought.
And the weak foul, within itfelf unblef,
Leans for all pleafure on another’s s breaft.
Ience oftentation here, with tawdry art,
Pants for the vulgar praife which fools impart;
Here vanity aflumes her pert grimace,
And trims her robes of frize with copper lace,
Here beggar pride defrands her daily cheer,
To boaft one fplendid banquet once a year;
The mind fill turns where fhiftin g fafhion
draws,

Nor weighs the folid worth of felf applaufe.

To men of other minds my fancy flies,

Embofor'd in the deep where Holland lies,
Methinks her patient fons before me ftand,
Where the broad ocean leans againft the land,
And, fedulous to flop the coming tide,
Lift the tall rampire’s artificial pride,

04 Onward
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Onward methinks, and diligently flow

The firm connected bulwark feems to grow.
g

~ . -1
bl‘n‘cads its long arms amidft the watry roar,

Scoops out an empire, and uﬁn‘ps the fhore.
While the pent ocean rifing o’er the pile,

Sees an amphibious world beneath him {inile;
The flow canal, the yellow bloffon’d vale,
The willow tufted bank, the gliding fail,
The crowded mart, the cultivated plain,

A néw creation refew'd from his reign.

Thus, while around the wave-fubjeéted foil,
Timpels the native to repeated toil,
Indullrious habits in each bofom reign,
And induflry begets a love of gain.
Hence al} the good from opulence that fprings,
With all thofe ills fuperfluous treafure brings,
Ave here difplay'd. Their much-lovd wealth

imparts

Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts;
But view them clofer, craft and fraud appear,
Even liberty itfelf is barter'd here.

At
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At ‘eold’s fupcrior charms all freedom flies,
The needy fell it, and the rich man buys;

A land of tyrants, and a den of flaves,

Here wretches feek difhonourable graves
b )
And calmly bent, to fervitude conform
7 > b

Dull as their lakes that flumber in.the {form,

Heavens! howunlike their Be ;“;ﬁ!‘:‘:ufn]({!

Rough, poor, content, ungovernably bold;

'War in eachbreaft, and freedom on eachbrow;

‘1. 1 2 % Tl
How much unlike the fons of Britain now!

Fird at the found my genius {preads her
wing
Pw }
And flies where Britain courts the wellern
{pring ;
‘Where lawns extend that {corn Arcadian pride
I ’
And brighter ftreams than fam’d Hydafpis glide.
There all around the gentleft breezes flray,
ryy b rpd 1 G Fex &
There gentle mufic melts on every ipray;
PO AR Y, ildeft char are there ¢ biny’
Creation’s mildelt charms are there combin'd,
Extremes are only in the malfler’s mind!

Stern
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Stern o'er each bofom reafon holds her flate,
With daring aims irregularly great,

Pride in their port, defiance in' their eye,

I fee the lords of human kind pafs by,
Intent on high defigns, a thoughtful band,
By forms unfafhion’d, frefh from Nature’s hands
¥ierce in their native hardinefs of foul,
True to imagin'd right, above controul,
While even the peafant boafts thefe rights to fean,

And learns to venerate himfelf as  man,

Thine , Freedom , thine the Bleflings
b 2 o
pictur'd here,
Thine are thofe charms that dazzle and endear;
Too bleft indeed, were fuch without alloy,
But foller’d even by Freedom. ills -annoy :
Lt AL an AERas Bbiio e .1
['hat independence DLritons prize too high,
Keeps man from man, and breaks thefocial tie;
The felf-dependent lordlings ftand alone,
All claims: that bind and fweeten life un-
known;

Here

Ao

“
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Here by the bonds. of natute fccl‘.?;r held,
Minds combat minds, repe lling and rc?f:n'd,

Ferments arife, imprifon'd factions roar,

Xepreft ambition flruggles round her fhore,

Till over-wrought, the general fyflem feels
e g )

Its motions ftop, or phrenzy fire the wheels.

Nor. this the worft. As nature’s ties decay,
As duty, love, and honour fail to fway,
Fictitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and lavz,
Still gather ftrength, and force unwilling awe.
Hence all obedience bows ta thefe alone,
Aund talent finks, and merit weeps unknowns;
Till time may come, when flript of all her

charms,
The land of [cholars, and the nurfe of arms;
Where noble ftems tranfimit the patriot flame,
Where kings have toil'd, and poets wrote for
fame;
One fink of level avarice fhall lie,

And fcholars, foldiers, kings, unhonour'd die.

Yet
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Yet think not, ' thus when Freedom’s ills I
{late,
I mean to flatter kings, ‘or court the great;
Ye powers of truth that bid my foul afpire,
Fag from my bofomr drive the low del
And’ thou faic Freedom, taught alike to feel
The rabble’s rage, and tyrant’s angry {leel ;
Thou tranfitory flower, alike undone
By proud contempt, or favour’s foftering fun,
Siill may thy blooms the changeful  clime
endure,
I only would reprefs’ them to fecure:
For juft experience tellss in every foil,
That thofe svho  think muft govern thofe that
toil 3
And all that freedom’s higheft aims can reach,
Is but to lay 1_ﬂ'<>pr)r(im~.\i loads on each,
Hence, fhould one order difiu‘()pr,rtion’d
‘;”[‘()\:Qr,

Iis double weight muft ruin all below.

O then

et P N (54



0

THE T RAVELLER. 5
5

O then how blind to all that truth rec nires
(l s

Who think it freedom;when a. part alpires!

Calim'is my foul, nor apt to rile in arms,

Eald

]“.,\'L‘C?t when falt :1;‘}‘10;’.01:15\\1 danger \Warms s

1 ]

B IOEe R R T T M P
Jut  when L()hlv.’lmu.‘g chiels blockad

Contracting regal power to firetch their own,
When I behold a factious banc

R (TN o ;
To call it freedom when them

]'agree
fclves are
Fach wanton judge new penal fatutes draw,
Laws grind the poor, and rich men rule the law;
The wealth of climes, Wwhere favage nations
roain,
Pillag’d from flaves to purchafe flaves at home;
Fear, pity, juflice, in dignation flart,
Tear off referve , and. bare my l\'(':l]inw’ heart;
*Till half a patriot, half a coward grown,

fly from petty tyrants to the throne.

Yes, brother, curfe with me that baleful
hour,

When ficlt ambition flruck at regal power;

(=4 l y

And
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And thus polluting honour in its fource,
Gave wealth to fivay the mind with double
force.
Have we not feen, round Britain’s peopled
fhore,
Her ufeful fons exchang'd for ufelefs ore?
Scen all her triumphs but deflruction hafte,
Like flaring tapers brightening as they wafle;
Seen opulence, her grandeur to maintain,
Tead ftern d;p(;plﬂ:‘.ti()x‘. in her train,
Aund over fields where {catter’d hamlets rofe;
Tn batren folitary pomp repofe?
Have we not feen at pleafure’s lordly ‘call,
"The (miling long-frequented village fall ?
Beheld the duteous fon, -the fire decay’d,
The modeft matron, and the blufhing maid;
Forcd from their homes, a melancholy train,
To traverfe climes beyond the weltern m in
Where wild Ofwego fpreads her fwamps
around,

And Niagara . {tuns with thund’ring found?

Even
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Even now, perhaps, as there {fome pilgrim
{ivays
Through tangled forefls, and through dan-
gerous Ways;
Whete beafls with man divided empire claim,
And the brown Indian marks with murderous
aim;
There, while above'the giddy tempeft flies,
And all around diftrefsful yells arife,
The pcnﬁvc exile, bending with his woe,
To flop too fearful, and too faint to go,
Cafts a long look where England’s glories
thine,

‘And bids his bofom fympathize with mine,

Vain, very vain, my weary {earch to find
That blifs which only centers in the mind:
Why have I firay’d, from pleafure and repole,
To feek a good edeh’'government beftows?
In every government, though terrors reign,
Though tyrant Kings, or tyrant laws refirain,

How
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How finall of all that human hearts endure,

‘That part which laws or kings can caufe or
cure.
Still to outfelves in every place confign’'d,
Qur 'own felicity we niake or find :
With fecret courfe, which no loud. ftorms
annoy,
Glides the fmooth current of domeflic joy.
‘I'he lifred ax; the agonizing wheels
Luke’s ivon crown and-Damien’s bed of {teel:
To .anen remote from power but _rarely

known,

Y Al £ Y nAn{nianas 'll ¥
Leave rcaion, faith , and CONICICHLLC, ail our
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