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L A U R A :
OR, THE COMPLAINT.

‘AN ELEGY.

BY JAMES MARRIOTT, L.L.D.

That o’er yon caverns ftretch your pendent fhade,

‘7 E groves, with venerable mofs array’d,

Where facred Silence lulls the rural vale,

And Love in whifpers tells his tender tale,

rocks, ye ftreams that ever flow,
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Still as my tears, and conftant as my woe,

To you behold the wretched Laura flies,

And haonts thofe feats from whence her forrows rife;

Where, loft to love, how often has fhe firay’d ?

When the fond lover led his bluthing maid,

When his foft lips, too eloquent his art,

Pour’d the warm wifh, and breath’d out all his heart.
Ab once lov'd feats, your plealing fcenes are o’er,

Nor you can charm, fince he can love no more ;

¥'ho’ fmile your lawns with vernal glories crown'd,

In vain gay Nature paints th’ enamel'd ground ;

While
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e ¢hrough your folitary paths I rove,
to gricf, tO ficknefs, and to love.
Tho’ gcntle ZCPhYTS fan the bending bowers,
o preathes the incenfe of your opening flowers
or opening flowers, nor gentle Zephyrs charm, ’
Nor peauteous fcenes a grief like mine difarm;
fade every flower, and languifh every fenle,
ye have 1o {weets for fallen innocence. y
Torn by remorfe, fad vi€tim of Defpair,
Where (hall I turn? or where addrefs my prayer?
Far as the morn its early beam difplays,
Or where the ftar of evening darts its rays;
Far as wide earth is ftretch’d, or oceans roll,
Where blow the winds, or heaven invells the. pole,
In vain my fluttering foul would wing its ways;
Stern Care purfues, where’er the wretched firay. .
Soft God of Sleep, whofe ever-peaceful reign :
Lulls earth, and heaven, and all the extended main,
Powerful to give the Jabouring heart to reft,
To wipe the tear, and heal the wounded brealt,
Say, by what crime offended, flies from me,
Invok’d, thy unpropitious Deity ?
Or dooms, on racks of wildeR Fancy torn, © .
In dreams my agon'{ziing foul to mourn ? -
‘Why am 1 oft on angry billows toft, s o
Now in fome wide and dreary defartloft? 50 o - ¢
- y yet e Jife infe'mﬁl mtlﬁ'“ {gﬁ,;{*’_" s ;7;;:':; :
dund by fierce demons to fome rapid wheel?- = == “i"f'“
: Now
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Now feem to climb, while hills on hills arife,
I vain: or fall in tempefts from the tkies,
Tread burning plains, or fwim in feas of fire,
Joft reach the fhore, then {ee the fhore retire?
As oft, dearvouth ! thy pleafing form appears
I firetch my arms, and wake diffolv’d in tears
Yet waking Fancy all that lofs fapplies,

And ftill I view thee with a lover’s eyes;
Eatranc'd, in thought, o’er all thy charms I gaze,
Sce thy bright eyes diffufe their fofteft rays,

Hang on thy hand, and on thy breaft reclin’d,
Play with thy locks that waver with the wind,
Joy in thy joy, or in thy forrows join,

And on thy lips my fpirit mix with thine.

e

2

Now o’er dark wilds, or ragged rocks we firay,

Love lights the gloom, and fmooths the dreary way ;

Now on fo't backs our weary limbs repofe,

Where every flower of vernal beauty glows ;

Bt light as air each pleafing vifion flew,

Swift as the fun difpels the morning dew ;

While with the day returns the fenfe of woe,

We wake more wretched when the cheat we know,
Imagination ! miftrefs of the foul,

What powers unfeen the aftive mind controul ;

And £l the waking thought, or bufy fleep ?

When not a breeze difturbs the tranquil deep,

Nor lofty pines through all the foreft move,

Why fis the motions of refifllefs love :

Urg'd
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Ufg1d by the g91den morn, the night recedes,
And year t©0 year in changeful courfe fucceeds
Nor pight, nor MOorn, nor years to me reftore
The Peacelwhich Laura’s heart poffefs’d before ;
[nvolv'd in clouds one darkfome fcene I view ;
Bleed the fame wounds, and all my pains renew.

O boaft of Laura’s long-forgotten praifc !
paft are the triumphs of my happier days,

When plac’d fupreme on Beauaty’s radiant throne,
I faw with confcious pride each heart my own;
Where'er I turn'd, a thoufand nymphs admir’d ;
Whene’er I fmil'd, a thoufand fwains expir'd :

I (poke, "twas mufic dwelt upon my tongue ;
Imov'd a goddefs, and an angel fung.

My carelefs fteps in joys were taught to roves;
Each voice was flattery, and each look was love ;
But Beauty’s power, too mighty long to latt,

+ Fled on the wings of rapid Time is pail.

As fome proud veffel to the profperous gale
Her ftreamer waves, and fpreads the filken fail,
While filver oars to flutes foft breathing fiveep
With meafur’d ftrokes the fearcely heaving deepy
But foon tempetuous clouds the fcene deform,
And the loud furge remurmurs to the ftorm ;
Thus big with hope, from dark fulpicion frec,
TLird wieh tranfport on Life’s fommer fea;

The gay attendants of my happy ftate, )
be Smiles, the Graces round were feen to Waik,
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And all the.mements, as they fwiftly flew,
Shower'd down foft joys, and pleafures ever new.
How chang'd this flecting image of a day ?

How fets in awful gl com the evening ray ?
While, fixt on earth her eye in fad fufpence,
Pours the deep figh inceffant Penitence. .

If youthful charms decay with age or pain,
Beauty, thy crouded worfhippers how vain'! 2
Why then fuch crowds of incenfe round ‘afcend °
Why proitrate monarchs at thy altars beénd ?

Why earth’s and ocean’s mighty bounds explore
At once to win thee, and increafe thy power ?
Let fad example Reafon’s dictates aid;

Here fee what ruin Grief and Love have made:
Even Love, who lives by Beauty’s fimiles caref,
Bafks in her eyes, and wantons on her breaft,
With croel foree the fatal fhafe employs,

And foonelt what he moft adores deftroys.

How cold I feel Lifé*s idle current flow,
Where once the dancing fpirits Tov'd to glow !
No more thefe eyes with youthful raptare fhine,
Nor checks foft bluthing fpeak a warmth divine;
Graceful no more amid the feftive dance
My fleps with eafy dignity advance, :
And all the glofiy Tocks, whofe ringlets fpread,
O’cr my fair neck, the honours of my head,
Ceafe the neat labouars of my hand to know ;
M fuits the care of elegance with woel

Why
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Why did n(ft Natflre’ when fhe gave to charm,
wWith anrelenting pride my bofom arm ?
Why was mY {oul its tender pity taught,
gach foft affection, and each generous thought ?
Hence fpring my forrows, hence with fighs I prove
How feeble woman, and how fierce is love.

In unavailing fireams my tears are fhed ;
gad Laura’s blifs is with Lorenzo fled.
For thee, falfe youth, was every joy refign'd,
Young health, fweet peace, and innocence of mind ;
Are thefe the conftant vows thy tongue profeft,
 When firt thy arms my yielding beauties prelt 2
Thus did thy kifs difpel my empty fears,
Or winning voice delight my raptur’d ears ;
Thus {wore thy lips, by ocean, earth, and fky; -
By hell’s dread powers, and heaven’s all-piercing eye ?
Yawns not the grave forthee? Why fleeps the ftorm -
To blaft thy limbs, and rend thy perjur’d form ¥
Unmov’d, O faithlefs, canft thou hear my pain, i
Like the proud rocks which brave th’ unwearied main 2
Sooner the thip- wreck’d pilot fhall oo’ Bt dut W TEE

With fighs the howling winds, with tears the feasy -

Than Laura’s prayersth vy heart unfecling move,
O loft to fame, to honour, and to love.

Nurft in dark caverns on fome mountain wild
To cruel manhood grew the daring child,

No female breaft fupplied thy infant food,

v _.‘ut tygers growling o'cr their (&vags-bm@-
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Cars'd be that fatal hour thy chatms were feer,
While yet this mind was guiltlefs, and ferene.
With :E‘ncc, falfe man, I urg’'d my haity flight,
And dar'd the horrors of tempeltuous night,
jor fear'd with thee through plains unknown to rove,
Deaf to the diftates of paternal love.
In vain for me a parent’s tears were fhed,
And to the grave defcends his hoary head.
When at my fest entranc’d my lover lay,
And pour’d in tender fighs his foul away,
Fond, foolifh heart! to think the tale divine ;
Why ftarted not my hands when preft in thine ?
Too well Remembrance paints the fatal hour

When Love, great conqueror, fammon’d all his power 3
When bolder grown, your glances flafh’d with fire,
And your pale lips all trembled with defire ;
Back to my heart my biood tamaltuocs flew,
From every pore difil’d the chilling dew,
When Shame prefaging fpoke each futarc pain,
And fizuggling Virtee arm’d my foul in vain,
But O let filence all my weaknefs veil,
And buming blufhes only tell the tale.

Ah! faithlels man ! and thou more wretched maid,
To guilt, and grief, and mifery betray’d!
Far flics thy lover: to fome diflant plain
Now cleaves his bounding bark the peaceful main ;
Avenging beaven, that heard ¢

ie vows he fwore,
Bid howl the blackening form

» and thunder roar,

"'
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And, taoght with winning eloquence to move;

The winds and waters waft the voice of love ;

That voice, O grant what dying lips implore,

Atks but one tear from thee ; and afks no more.
Then world, farewel ; farewel life’s fond defires,

Falfe flattering hopes, and love’s tormenting fires.

Already, Death, before my clofing eyes

Thy airy forms and glimmering fhades arife.

Hatk ! hear I not for me yon’ pafling bell

Toll forth, with frequent paufe, its fullen knell ?

Waits not for me yon’ fexton on his {pade,

Blythe whiftling o’er the grave his toil has made ?

Say, why in lengthened pomp yon’ fable train,

With meafur’d fteps, flow, ftalk along the plain ?

Say, why yon’ hearfe with fading flowers is crown’d,

And midnight gales the deep-mouth'd dirge refound ?

Hail, fiter worms, and thou my kindred duft,

Secure to you my weary I'mbs I truft.

Dim burns 1i%e’s lamp 3 O Death, thy work compleat,

And give my foul to gain her laft retreat.

Such as before the birth of Nature {way’d,

Ere fpringing light the firft great word obey’d,

Let filence reign—come, Fate, exert thy might ;

And daknels wrap me in eternal night.

RINALDO



