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THE FRIUMPSH OFIS.IS
OCCASIONED BY THE FOREGOING POEM.
BY DR

THOMAS WARTON.

ON clofing flowers when genial gales diffule 80

The fragrant tribute of refrefling dews;
When chaunts the milk-maid at her balmy pail,
And weary reapers whiftle o’er the vale;
Charm’d by the murmurs of the quivering fhade,
O’er Ifis’ willow-fringed banks 1 ftray’d:

And calmly mufing thro® the twilight way,

In penfive mood I fram’d the Doric lay.

When lo! from opening clouds, a golden gleamx
Pour’d fudden fplendors o’er the thadowy fireams -
And from the wave arofe its guardian queen,
Known by her {weeping ftole of gloffy green;

While in the coral crown that bonnd her Bmw, e

Was wove the Delphic laurel’s werdant mgn_
As the fmooth furface of the :hmply ﬂmm

The filver-flipper*d Tfis lightly trod, g i Bl aRe

From her loofe hair the ﬂrﬂppb‘tg“d‘ew fhe pref's%‘* 3 ﬁg

And thus. mine ear in accents‘mﬁ‘d ﬁddre&“d.
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No more, my fon, the rural reed CI.TIPIO}’,-
Nor trill the trifling ftrain of ez_npt}’ JOE’?
No more thy love-refounding fonnets fuit
- To notes of paftoral pipe or oaten ﬁ.ute-.
el | For hark ! high-thron’d on yon majeftic walls,
: To the dear Mufe afli¢ted Freedom calls:
When Freedom calls, and Oxford bids. thee {?ng,‘
Why ftays thy hand to ftrike the founding fh’.lng ;
While thus, in Freedom’s and in Phaebus’ fp{te,
The venal fons of flavith Cam, unite g :
To fhake yon towers, when Malice rears her creft,
8hall ail my fons-in filence idly refi? .
Still fing, O Cam, your favourite Freedom’s caufe g
Stll boaft of Freedom, while you break her laws ok
To power your fongs of gratulation pay,
To courts addrefs foft F lattery’s foothing lay. |
What tho’ your gentle Mafon’s plaintive verfe
Has hung with fwecteft wreaths Mufieys’ hearfe; -
What tho’ your vaunted bard’s ingenuous woe,
Soft as my fiream, in tuneful numbers flow ?
Yet firove his Mufe, by Fame or Envy led,
To tear the laurels from a fifter’s head ?— B
Mifguided youth! with rude unclaflic XA <ol v
To blot the beauties of thy whiter pagey
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A rage that {;:_Iligage_vfn thy guiltlefs lays, B-ads suic il

And blafs the veraal bloom of half thy bays, . 1 i

_ Let Granta boaft the pations of her name, will 24T !
Pompous fool of Fortune and of Fame:

of preferment let her.fhine the queen,
© parent of each bowing dean;
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Be hers each prelate of the pamper’d cheek,
Each courtly chaplain {an&tify’d and fleek;
$till let the drones of her exhauftlefs hive

On fat pluralities fupinely thrive:

still let her fenates titled flaves revere,

Nor dare to know the patriot from the peer;
For tinfel’d courts their laurel’d mount defpife,
In ftars and fhrings fuperlatively wife:

No longer charm’d by Virtue’s golden lyre,
Who fung of old amid th’ Aonian cheir,
Where Cam, flow winding thro’ the breezy reeds,
With kindly wave his groves of laurel feeds.

*T'is ours, my fon, to deal the facred bay,
Where Honour calls, and Juftice points the ways
To wear the well-earn’d wreath which Merit brings,
And fnatch a gift beyond the reach of kings.
Scorning, and fcorn’d by courts, yon Mufes’ bower
till nor enjoys, nor afks the fmile of power.

Tho’ wakeful Vengeance watch my cryftal {pring,
Tho’ Perfecution wave her iron wing, ,
And o’er yon fpiry temples as fhe flics,

# Thefe deftin’d feats be mine,” exulting cries;
On Ifis ftill each gift of Fortune waits, .
$till Peace and Plenty deck my beauteous gates.
$ce Science walks with frefhelt chaplets crown'd;

With fongs of joy my feftal groves refound; it 5
My Mufe divine ftill keeps her Wﬂnlﬂ_ﬂ:ﬂ‘ﬂtﬁ i i el
The fiont eral, and high majelic gAILS & T soqumd Seak

Green as of old, each oliv’d portal fmiles,

And ftill the Grages build my Parian piles: ., . o
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47 Gothic fpires in ancient grandeur rife,
i{fd(c;l:rc witlL wonted pride to rufh into the fkies.
Ah! thould’ft thou fall (forbid it heavenly powers tj

Dafh’d inte duft with all thy cloud-capt towers;

Who but would mourn to Britifh virtue dear,
What patriot could refufe the manly tear!
What Britith Marius could refrain to weep
Q’er mighty Carthage fall'n, a proftrate heap

Ev’n late when Radcliffe’s delegated train
Aufpicious fhone in Ifis’ happy plain ; _ &
When yon proud ¢ dome, fair Learning’s ampleft fhrine,

Beneath its Attic roofs receiv’d the nine;

Mute was the voice of joy and loud applaufe,

To Radcliffe due, and Ifis’ honour’d caufe ?

What free-born crowds adorn the feftive day,

Nor blufh’d to wear my tributary bay !

How each brave breaft with honeft arders heav’d,

When Sheldon’s fane the patriot band recciv’d
While, as we loudly hail’d the chofen few,
Rome’s awful fenate rufh’d upon our view !

O may the day in lateft annals fhine,
That made a Beaufort, and an Harley mine:
Then bade them leave the loftier feene awhile,
The pomp of guiltlefs flate, the patriot toil,
For bleeding Albion’s aid ‘the fage defign,

To hold fhort dalliance with the tuneful nine.
Then Mufic left her golden fphere on ‘high, :
And bore each firdin of triumph from the fky:

‘-
N

.t & Radelitis brary, o
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Bwell’d the full fong; and to my chiefs around
Pour’d the full Pans of mellifluous found,
My Naiads blythe the floating accents caught,
And liftening danc’d beneath their pearly grot ;
In gentler eddies play’d my wanton wave,
And all my reeds theit fofteft whifpers gave ;
Bach lay with brighter green adorn’d my bowers,
And breath’d a frefher fragrance on my flowers.
But lo! at oncethe {welling concerts ceafe,
And crowded theatres are hufh’d in peace,
See; on yon Sage how all attentive ftand,
To catch his darting eye, and waving hand.
Hark! he begins, with all a Tully’s art
To poiir. the diftates of a Cato’s heart.
Skill’d to pronounce what nobleft thoughts infpi-e, .
He blends the {peaker’s with the patriot’s fire;
Bold to conceive, nor timorous to conceal,
What Britons dare to think, he dares to tell.
3 Tis his alike the ear and eye to charm,
To win with aion, and with fenfe to warm;
Untaaght in flowery di&tion to difpenfe
The lulling founds of fweet impertinence;
In frowns or fmileés he gains an equal prize,
Nor meanly fears to fall, nor creeps to rife ;
Bids happier days to Albion be reftor’d,
Bids ancient Juftice rear her radiant fword;
‘From me, as from iy country, wins applaafe,
And makes an Oxford’s a Britannia’s caufe.
While arms like thefe my fledfaft fages wield, -
While mine is Truth’s impenetrable fhields;
S Voo, L & |
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Say, fhall the puny champion fondly dare
To wage with force like this, fcholaftic war?
Sull \am]y {cribble on with pert pretence,
With all the rage of pedant impotence?
Say, fhall fufter this domeflic peft,
This parnmde that wounds a mother’s breaft?

Thus i the ftately thip that long has bore
Britain’s victoriots cfofs from fhore to fhore,
By chance, beneath her clofe fequefter’d cclls,
Some low-born worm, a lurking mifchief dwells g
Eats his blind way, and faps with fecret toil
The deep foundations of the watry pile:
In vain the foreft fent its ftatélieft pride,
Rear’d her tall maft, and fram’d her knotty fide;
In vain the thunder’s martial rage fhe ftood, |
With each fierce confli@ of the ftormy flood ;
More fure the reptile’s little arts devour,
- Than waves, or wars, or Eurds’ wintry power,
Ye venerable bowers, ye feats fublime,
Clad in the moffy veft of flecting time;
Ye flately piles of old munificence, -
Atonce the pride of learning and defence;
Where ancient Piety, a matron hoar,
Still feems to keep the hofpitable door;

-

Ye high arch’d walks, where oft the bard has cmghf ot

5 Ye temples dim, where pious duty pm; ffm
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Ye cloifters pale, that length’ning to the fight; ‘ '
Siill ftep by ftep to mufings mild invite;

The glowing fentiment, the lofty thought; bz -,*1
i;cr holy hymns of uﬁwnchmm prable kot otk 25 ;i if L
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L.o! your lov’d Ifis, from the bordering vale,
With all a mother’s fondnefs bids you hail 1-—
Hail, Oxford, hail! of all .‘that’s good and great,
Of all that’s fair, the guardian dnd the feats
Nurfc of each brave purfuit, edch generous aim,
By Truth exalted to the throne of Fame!
Like Greece in fcience and in liberty,
As Athens learn’d, a5 Lacedazmon free!

Ev’n flow, confels’d to my adoring eyes,
In awful ranks thy ficred {ons arife;
With every various flower their temples wreath’d,
That in thy gardens preen its fragrance breath’d.
Tuning to knightly tale his Britifh reeds,
Thy crowding bards immortal Chaucer leads:
His hoary head o’erlooks the gazing choir,
And beams on all around celeftial fire:
With graceful ftep fee Addifon advance,
The {weeteft child of Attic elegance:
To all, but his belov’d embrace, _deny’ 5
See Locke leads Reafon, his majeftic bride :
See facred Hammond, as he treads the fields
With godlike arm uprears his heavenly fhield:

All who, beneath the fhades of gentle Peace,
Beft plann’d the labours of domellic eafe;
%Who taught with trath, or with perfuafion mov’d;
Who footh’d with numbers, or with fenfe improv’d;
Who told the powers of reafon, or reﬁn’dr-“ (3 L
All, all that ftrengthen’d or adorn’d the mindy —~ ©
Each prieft of Health, who mix’d the balmy b"“f’?! e
To rear frail man, and flay the fleeting foul;
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4 around, and echoing to the fky,

ﬁgii-‘c,rchszio,l hail! with filial 'tran{jport crY:
And fee yon folemn band! with virtuous aim,

"T'was theirs in thought the glorious deed. to frame:
With pious plans each mufing feat‘urf& glbws.,
And well-weigh’d counfels mark their meaning brows ;.
« Lo! thefe the leaders of thy patriot line,”
Hamden and Hooker, Hyde and Sidney fhine.
Thefe from thy fource the fires of F reedox_p caught i
How well thy fons by their example taught !
While in-each breaft th’ hereditary flame
Still blazes, unextinguifh’d and the fame!
Nor all the toils of thoughtful Peace engage,.
*Tis thine to form the hero as the fage,
I fee the f{able-fuited prince advance
With lillies crown’d, the fpoils of bleeding Erance,. « «
Edward—the Mufes in yon hallow’d fhade 1y
Bound. on his tender thigh the martial blade: o
Bade him the fteel for Britith Freedom draw,
And Oxford taught the.deeds that Crefly faw:
And fee; great father of the laureat band,.
The ¢ Britifh King before me feems to ftand..
He by my plenty-crowned fcenes beguil’d,.
And genial influence of my feafons mild,.
Hither of yore (forlorn, forgotten maid)-
The Mufe in prattling infancy convey’d ;' 7 ,;_
From Gothic rage the helplefs virgin bore, ﬁ
- And fix’d her cradle on my friendly fhore:- _

¥ : e' Alfl’ed. Rﬂgii Romanio ‘Vo virg' Eu' 6;

Soon
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Soon grew the maid beneath his foftering hand,
Soon pour’d her bleflings o’er th’ enlighten’d land.
Tho’ rude the f dome, and humble the retreat,
Where firft his pious care ordain’d her feat,
T.o! now on high fhe dwells in Attic bowers,
And proudly lifts to heaven her hundred towers.
He firft fair Learning’s and Britannia’s caufe
Adorn’d with manners, and advanc’d with laws:
He bade relent the Briton’s favage heart,
And form’d his foul to focial {cenes of art,
Wifeft and beft of kings!—with ravifh’d gaze
Elate the long preceflion he {urveys:
Joyful he fmiles to find, that not in vain
He plann’d the rudiments of Learning’s reign:
Himfelf he marks in each ingenuous breaft,
With all the founder in the race expreft:
With rapture views, fair Freedom ftill furvive
In yon bright domes (ill-fated fugitive) .
{Such feen, as when the goddefs pour’d the beam
Unfullied on his ancient diadem) ¢
Well-pleas’d that in his own Pierian feat .
She plumes her wings, and refts her weary feets
That here at 1at fhe takes her favourite ftand,
Srealery deigns to linger, «re fhe leave the .}_?}Qd-" u
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