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ALLEN AND ELLA. A FRAGMENT:

BY +——

N’ the banks of that cryftalline fiream
Where Thames, oft, his current delaysy
And charms, more than poets can dream,
In his Richmond’s bright villa furveys;

Fair Ella! of all the gay throng
The faireft that Nature had feen,
Now, drew every village, along,
From the day fhe firft danc’d on the green,

Ah! boaft not of beauty’s fond power,
For fhort is the triumph, ye fair!

Not fleeter the bloom ofie'agh flower;
And hope is but gilded defpair.

His affeétion each fwain now, behold,
By riches endeavours to prove!
But Ella ftill cries, what is gold,

R ?r wealth, when compar’d to his love ?
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Yes! Allen, together we’ll wield
Our fickles in fummer’s bright day;
Together we’ll leafe o’er the ficld, ;
And {mile all our labours away:
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In winter! I’ll winnow the wheat

As it falls from thy flail on the ground ;
That flail will be mufic as fiveet

When thy voice in the labour is drown’d,
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-How oft would he fpeak of his blifs!
How oft would he call her his maid!
And Allen would feal with a kifs
Every promife and vow that he faid.

" But, hark! o’er the grafs-level ¢ land,
The village bells found on the plain;

Falfe Allen! this morn gave his hand,
And Ella’s fond tears are in vain.

Sad Ella, too foon, heard the tale!

" Too foon the fad caufe fhe was told!

That his was a nymph of the vale: :
That he broke his fond promife for gold.

As fhe walk’d by the mafgin fo gréen;
Which befringes the fweet river_’la. {i'dgf 5
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How oft’ was fhe languithing feen!
How oft’ would fhe gaze on the tide!

By the clear river, then, as fhe fate,

Which reflected herfelf and the mead;
Awhile! fhe bewept her fad fate,

And the green turf, fiill, pillow’d her head.

There, there! is it Ella, I fee?

’Tis Ella, the loft, undone maid !
Ah! no, ’tis fomeBlla, like me,

Some haplefs young virgin betray’d!

Like me! fhe has forrow’d and wept;
Like me! fhe has, fondly, believ’d;
Like mz! her true promife fhe kept,
And, like me, too, is juftly deceiv’d.

Bl

R
o T

I come, dear companion in grief!
Gay fcenes and fond pleafures, adieu!
I come! and we’ll gather relief

From bofpms fo chafte and fo true!

Like you! I have mourn’d the long night,
And wept out the day in defpair!

Like you! I have banifl’d delight,

And bofom’d a friend in my care,
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Ye meadows! fo lovely, farewel

Your velvet, ftill, Allen '
' 3 en fhall ¢ !
All deaf to the found of that knell iz

Which tolls for his Ella when dead

Your with will, toofure! he obey’d ;
Nor Allen her lofs fhall bemoan,!
Soon, foon! fhall poor Ella be laid
Where her heart fhall be cold as your own.

Then, twin’d in the arms of that fiir,
“Whofe wealth has been Ella’s fad fate:
As, together, ye draw the free air,
And a thoufand dear pleafures relate:

If chance, o’er my turf; aj ye tread,
Ye dare to affe® a fond figh!

The primrofe will fhrink her pale head,
And the violet languifh and dfe. -

Ah! weep not, fond maid! *tis in vain;
Like the tears which you lend to the ftreans

Tears! are loft in that watery plain;
And your fighs are ﬁxu loft uppplh;”m‘.‘ 55 g

Scarce! echo had gather’d the fonde s~ .
But fhe plung’d from her gr afs-fpringing bed:
The liquid ftream parts to the ground,
And the mirror olgsover herkistls L
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" The fivaint of the village at eve,

' Oft meet at the dark-fpreading yew;
wonder how man could deceive

A bofom fo chifte and fo true.

With garlands, of every flower,

~ (Which Ella herfelf fhould have made)

They raife up a fhort-living bower; |
- And, fighing! cry, “ Peace to her fhadc.”

- Then! hand-lock’d-in-hand, as they move
P8 The green-platting hillock, around:

. They talk of poor Ella, and love ;

~ And frefhen, with tears, the fair ground.

» with! they had never been born,
1iv’d the fad moment to view!
er Allen could thes be forfworn;
 his Ella could flill be fo true;
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