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VERSES

oN

WREXHAM,

AXD THE

INHABITANTS OF ITS ENVIRONS.

PROUD of her ancient Race, Britannia fthows
Where, in her Wales, another Eden glows,
And all her Sons, to Truth, and Honor dear,
Prove they deferve the Paradife they fhare,

Thrice happy Wrexham, 'mid thy neighbouring groves
Strav, with ’twin’d arms, the Virtues, and the Loves,
There FLETcHERF, from her own Gwernheyled, beams,
Fair as its meads, and liberal as its ftreams ;

The Sifter ArperLyst,in Youth's foft morn,
With rifing charms the feftal {cenes adorn ;
And friendly Price$, as happy, free, and gay,
As when, 1n Life and Beauty’s rofy May,

* Mrs. Fletcher of Guernkeyled—Gwernheyled, means Sunny Alders.
+ The two Mils Apperlys.
1 Mrs. Parry Price, late of that neighbourhood.
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She fhone, the Hebe of her green retreat,
With half the youth of Cambria at her feet.
See Cunrirre's* eyes diffufe the gladdening ray,
And fhed around her Pleafure’s golden day ;
Meridian lovelinefs, majeftic grace,

Stream o’er her form, and lighten in her face;
While Senfe and Virtue’s blended influence dart
The look, the voice, refiftlefs to the heart.

Nor only, WrexuamM, do thy circling groves
Boaft the fair Virtues, and the radiant Loves,
There Havman’st {ong, with its inchanting powers,
Floats thro’ thy vales, thy manfions, and thy bowers;
Her hallow’d temple there Religion fhows,
That erft with beauteous majefty arofe
In ancient days, when Gothic Art difplay’d
Her fancs, inairy elegance array'd,
Whofe namelefs charms the Dorian claims efface,
Corinthian fplendor, and Ionic grace ;
Then plied, with curious fkill, now rarely fhown,

Th’ adorning chifel, o’er the yielding ftone.

#The Lady of Sir Fofter Cunliffe, Baronet.
T Watkin Hayman, Efy.
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But as thofe Graces which alone delight

With their fine forms the captivated /figh,

Muft not afpire to emulate the Art

That, while it charms the eve, pervades the jeart,
See Gothic Elegance the palm refigns,

When Art in mtelleffual greatnefs {hines.

Bright as in *Albion’s long diftinguifh’d fanes,
Within thefe holy Walls, fhe lives, the reigns.
Her saixtep Maipt, amid the burfting tomb,
Hears the Last TrumpeT thrill its murky gloom,
With {mile triumphant over DeaTH, and Time,

Lifts the rapt eve, and rears the form fublime.

WrExHAM, for thee thus rofe, by mental power,
Fair modern Science o'er the Arts of yore;
For thee exulting fhe entwines the wreaths,
As Scvrerure {peaks, and heavenly Music breathes,
Since great RousiLLiAc decks thy SACRED SHRINE,

And Gexivs wakes thy Raxpar’s Hare divine,

* Weltminfler.

+ Sainted Mazd. Mrs, Marv Middleton’s monument by Roubilliac, in the Chan-
cel at Wrexham,

I Mr. Randel, Organift of Wrexham; an exquifitc Performer on the pedal
Harp. Hec has beea blind from his infancy.



