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SLANDER: OR, THE WITCH OF WOKEY®.

I.N aunciente days tradition fhows,
A forry wicked elf arofe,
The witch of Wokey hight?,
Oft have I heard the fearful tale,
From Sue and Roger of the vale,
Told out in winter night.

Deep in the dreary difmal cell

Which feem’d, and was y-cleped hell,
This blue-eye’d hag was fty’d;

Nine wicked elves have legends fayne

By night fhe chofe her guardian train, -
All kennell’d clofe her fide.

° /Wokey-hole is a noted cavern {n Somerfetfhire, which has given
birth to as many wild fanciful ftories as the Sybils cave in Italy.
Through a very narrow entrance, it opensinto lsge vaul, the rosf
whereof, either on account of its height, or the thicknefs Of.t.h s gloom;
cannot be difcovered by the light of torches. It goes windmﬁd‘ E‘:l
way underground, is eroft by aftresm of very cold water, an ﬂ‘. &
horrid with broken pieces of rock: many of thefe aeevid!nt_P 1l e
tions ; which on account of their fingular forms, have given rife to
fables alluded . to in this poem.

Y A petrifation in the cavern of Wokey fo called: Here

SRR

e

8 Leaiibe

999757
9977

%< N
s B

S e e

“;{35 850

i 3 e &

QLAY %Y bt
24 » \ » g
SEPPPT T I . T g

s

. RAAAA AR
‘h(‘!“h; uﬁ:-."-“‘:“
gesss g igeiis

'y

L% '(“aﬂ‘z"i’ﬁ{_

fesises

™

i
Y

4

ot
¥
idas

2>

#7
B e
B

g - BPFPPIF
IR IR NY
G52 p 3009 Ws 2PV PD
iy W e

—




R € ¢ ¢ 0P
¥
. L

A
v
Y
o ~

( 130 )

Here fcreeching owls oft made their neft,
While wolves its craggy fides pofleft,
Night howling through the rocks;
No wholefome herb cou’d here be found,
She blafted every plant around,
And blifter’d o’er the flocks.

Her haggard face fo foul to fee,

Her mouth unmeet a mouth to be,
With eyne of deadly leer;

She nought devis’d but neighbours 1ll,

On all fhe wreak’d her wayward will,
And marr’d all goodly cheer.

All in her prime, have poets funge,

No gaudy youth, gallante and younge
Ere bleft her longing arms ;

Hence rofe her fell defpight to vex,

And blaft the youth of either fex,

By dint of hellifh charms.

From Glafton came a lerned wight,
Full bent to marr her fell de
And well he did | ween ;

Save hers ifchi
» fich mifchief ne’er was knowne,

Andf ﬁncc. his mickle lerninge fhowne
Sich mifchief ne’er has beene i

fpight,
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tle chauntede out his godlic booke,

He crofs’d the water, blefte the brooke
Then—Pater-nofter done, ;

The gaﬂ]y hag he fprinkled o’er,

When lo! where ftood the hag before,
Now ftood a gaftly ftone,

Full well ’tis knowne adown the vale,

Tho’ ftrange may feem the difmal tale
Eke wondrous may appear;

I’m bold to fay, there’s never one

That has not feen the witch in itone,
With all her houfehold gear.

But tho’ this lernede clerke did well,
With grieved heart, alas T tell,
She left this curfe behind ;
« My fex fhall be forfaken quite,”
¢« Tho’ fenfe and beauty both gnite,”
¢¢ Nor find a man that’s kinde.”

Now lo e’en as this fiend did fay,
The fex have found it to this day,
That men are wondrous {cante ;

LI
Here’s beauty, wit, and fenfe combm_d:

With all that’s good, and virtuous join'd,

Yet fcarce there’s one ggllantc.
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Shall fuch fair pymphs thus daily moan
They might.I trow. as well be ttone,
As thus forfaken dwell ;
Since Glafton now can boaft.no clerks
From Oxenford come down, y¢€ {parks,
And help revoke the fpell.

Yet ftay—nor thus defpond, ye fair,
Virtue’s the gods pecaliar care,

Then mark their kindly voice;
« Your fex fhall foon be bleft again,”
“ We only wait to find fich men”

« Asbeft deferve fich choice.”
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THE IGNORANCE ‘OF MAN.

BY ‘JAMES MERRICK, -M.,A.

BE‘I:‘%D yon new-born infant, griev’d
hanger, thirlt, and pais;
That afks to have the wants reliev’d,

It knows not to explain,

Alod the fpeechlefs fuppliant. eries,
And utters, as it can,

The woes that in its bofom rife,
And fpeak its nature Man,
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