WOODSTOCK. AN ELEGY,

W RITTEN 1IN THE YEAR MDCCLIX.

H me ! what is this mortal life ? (I cry'd)
What changes croud the page of flitting Time !

What dire reverfe of Fate have numbers try’d !
What youth, what beauty, wither'd in the prime!

-

Inexorable Deftiny purfues,
And levels in the chace with rapid wing :
Pity in vain, or Mirth, or Merit {ues,
Equally vain the beggar and the king!

Ah! what is Fame, the idol of the great ?
. f:I,% folid Pleafure can fhe e’er beftow ;
Juft to Worth, that juftice comes too late :
'ompt is her malice, but her mercy flow l==

Thus on the winding Ifis’ willowed bank,

! a&?z 'arying fcenes of Fortune I deplore ;
& iy f‘: f““lefs fighs the evening dank,
418 adding water to the river’s ftore.
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A gloomy manfion open to the view,

Difclofing horror heighten’d by the fhade ;
Points to the vanit where Rofamond was laid :

Where with her birds of night, haggard and foul,
In fullen fellowfhip together dwell,

The bat ambiguous, and ill-omen’d owl,
Screaming to nighted {wains a dreadful knell }

Intent I gaz’d, till Terror, ruling fight,

Rear'd a pale {pecire from the yawning tomb,
A faint delufion of the murky night,

Begot and bred in Fancy’s fruitful womb !

Semblance of virgin elegance and grace,
The mimic fhape in every part adorn’d ;

But wan and l2nguid feem’d the beauteous face,
Which Elen envy’d, and which Henry mourn’d 2

Now gently gliding o’er the hallow’d ground,
Clofe by my fide the phantom made a ftand,

Piercing the night-ftill’d air. An awful found !
And claim’d attention with uplifted hand.

I once was bleft with Love’s deludfng jOYs
“« Talfo felt t}g_q\ivggﬁ-girtrcmé of hate ! '
# And can no letyg:;}';;b,f time (fhe cry’d) deftroy
~ # Remembrance of my love, and of my fate ?
Wik | e
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Where round the nodding walls the mournful yew

« O had
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« O had Oblivion in her peaceful celi, n Y.
¢« Shrouded from every eye my mouldering duft | = }!

« That on the chiffel’d ftone no verfe might tell,
« My crime how great ! my punifhment how juft!

¢ But Woodftock’s blooming bowers ftill remain,
« The fcenes, to me, of pleafure and of woe;
« And Goditow’s walls perpetnate the ftain
« My name reproaching, whilft my grave they fhew,

! ¢ O Woodltock, fated long to be the feat
} ¢« Of all the charms that Wit and Beauty boatt,
¢ The hero’s guerdon, and his foft retreat,
« Yielding content, in fields and fenates loft.

“ Thy glories now are levell'd low inearth;
“ No longer Beauty doth thy bowers adorn ;

# No more thy woods refound the voice of Mirth 5
“ The laurel from thy viftor brow is torn !

* But thou whofe bofom foreign forrow heaves,

** Whofs eyes can ftream for anguifh not thine own ;-
* Whofe heart the white-rob'd fugitive receives,

“ When forc’d by awfal Rigour from her throne;
¥ The feourge of vice, the good man’s deftiny, * e
“ The wreck of fortune, and the wafte of years;
i :The miferies thou mourneft thou fhalt fee,
et Sad confolation granted to thy tears.”
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Now on the fummit of a cloud-built heigh‘t 1
Methought I ffood : and from an opem.ng.gl‘m._-,;

With faultering ray gleam’d forth a magic light,
And round the plainin lambent circles play’d,

Suzlden the ground with inbred motion fhook,
A f{olemn murmur ruftled thro’ the trees ;

And on the pebbled fhore the furging brook

. Dafvd angry waves, unconfcicus of a breeze!

Dzdalian myftery } from the parted {oil,

A labyrinth ’rofe to {founds of melting note ;
A moment’s labour mocking all the toil

Of nations old, and monarchs long forgot.

High over-arch’d in Summer’s gayeft weed,
‘Meandering alleys form the wonderous maze,

And puzzle moft when beft they feem to lead
The untavght foot, that in their precin@s firays,

Deep in a vale impervious to all tread,
Save by a flower-hid path, a grotto flood !

And ancient oaks their foliage round it fpread,
O'erfhading with their tops the neighbouring wood

And Natuare fporting, with a lavith hand
This little fpotin gay profufion grac’d,
With every wanton variation plann'd,
Luxuriant Fancy yielding but to Tafle.
“ : 0 Flere
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re on the brink of a pellucid ftream,

e ’ L] o L 4

Circling 10 eddies o’er its m?fs-grown bed,

YWhere ever and anon a quivering beam,
Piercing the covert, on the furface play’d ;

A Beauty lay, furpafling all the train

" Of virgin Delia, or Idalia’s queen

Or what of dryads posts fweetly feign,
On Ida, or Theflalian Oeta feen.

And by her fide a form imperial lay,

With rofes, and with myrtle garlands crown’d 3
The wither’d laurel caft in {corn away,

The pomp of war in Lydian meafures drown’d.

The little Loves that flutter’d on the boughs,
In grateful bondage did their limbs entwine,

And ftrove to join them clafer than their vows,
With woodbine fvect, and twifted eglantine,

q But weak all bonds when thofe of Beauty fail ;
The monarch fated left the flowery bed, -

Nor griev'd to fee the maid his lofs bewail,
Nor mingled parting tears wich thofe fhe fhed,

Nowlfwift advancing to the guilty bower, :
o ith fr antic fep the injur’d queen drew nighs
tes drmid for vengeance {eiz’d the fatal hour,

,h.cn_ qu,ﬁhi“gs flept but rage and jealoufy.
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Bach eager hand 2 deadly weapon fill'd,

' A pointed dagger, and a poifon’d bow_l ;‘
My ebbing blood her mad demc:anor chill'd,
~ And anguifh unallay’d poflefs’d my foul.

Ah ftop, inhuman! with a faultering tongue
And inarticulate voice, as in a dream,

I cry’d 5 and ftrait the rattling thl.mder rung,
And livid lightnings in the welkin gleam !

No more the mazy grove, or bower appear’d,
But all around a wafte and barren plain ;

The fcatter’d trees of leaves and branches bar’d,
And blanch'd by frowning winds and beating rain,

And Murder fhrieking hideous wander’d there :
And ruthlefs Envy, and relentlefs Hate,

With fnaky locks, and fhrivell’d bofoms bare,
Whilft lurking felons en their motions wait.

And foon the landfcape fhifting like a cloud,
To lefs’ning diftance bore the hellith crew ;
Now twang in fainter founds their yellings loud ;
Now vanith’d qﬁitc; a milder fcene I view.

Of cl.aequcr’dh light and fhade, a fober dawn,
Faint thro’ a lingering vapour did difclofe,
A hamlet feated on an open lawn,

g ',a'_md from each roof the pillar'd finoke arofe. For
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for now With frequent challenge, had the cock
His rivals menacing, awak’d the fwain ;

ow in the pen impatient bleats the flock,
And raddy ftreaks the horizon diftain.

The crouching dog the moon no longer bays, v o |
But fretch’d {fupine upon the focial hearth & -

He lies, rejoicing in the crackling blaze,

Whilft flaunting {un-beams dry the moiften’d earth,

Whilft to the ftrain of rural minftrelfy,

A band forth iffuing to a neighbouring hill
Welcom’d the morn with decent jollity,

And all the air their youthful carrols fill.

With unfkill'd hands a fimple crown they wove
Of vervain, and the never-fading bay ;

And rais’d a throne within a rude alcove ;

! To grace the parent of the Britith lay:

Old Chaucer, who in rough, unequal verfe,
Sung quaint allufion and facetious tale;
nd ever as his jefts he would rehearfe,
Loud peals of laughter echo’d thro’ the vale :

~x
v

And fager gap’d the ruflic liltening throng,
n?ld ﬂii_ll their joy and laughter they renew ;
: :waﬂlke barons, foften’d by the fong, - i
om loud alarms to mute attention drews

- But
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pleafure foon to forrow chang’d;

a figh, for mirth a tear ;
ains in folemn order tang’d,

Dut fhort-livid
For melody

And now the {w
Sarround the bard extended on his bier.

What tho’ {ucceeding poets, as their fire,
Revere his memory, and approve his wit ;

Tho’ Spenfer’s elegance and Dryden’s fire

His name to ages farremote tranfmit ;

His tunelefs numbers hardly now furvive,

As ruins of a dark and Gothic age ;

And all his blithfome tales their praife derive
From Pope’s immortal fong, and Prior’s page f

Again, quick rifing thro’ the tafted green,
Turrets and lofty battlements afcend ;

Trees half obfcuring columns, intervene,

And real boughs with fealptur’d fruitage blend.

And arched windows fhine with torches clear,
Soothing the wanderer. A dclafive home !
And bufy croads of minifters appear; ‘

- Decking with jocund hafte a feftive room.

And now of fprightly youths and damfels gay,
= _:‘& wanton bevy at the board was fet, '

Audaall intent they feem’d on amorovs play,
kindling glances, kindling glances met.

gt
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peir volant fingers o’er the chorded lyre,
Wwith modulating touch the artifts ply;

purfuing {till to animate defire,

Gtrains that in thrilling undulations dje,

And every cheek with deep fuffufion glowd,
Denoting thought inflam’d, and troubled breaf,
And paffion in feducing fighs avow’d
Mutual, yet ftill by decency repreft.

But foon excefs to madding riot led,
Enfuing meaning jeft, and licence bold
Till comely Order from the banquet fled,

Afham'd the luftful orgies to behold.

A youth exalted high above the reft,
In bad pre-eminence confpicuous fhone I’
And blind fubmiflion to his lewd beheft,
Unrivall'd lewdnefs from them all had won

And deeply was he fkill'd in wanton lore,
With fertile thought fuggefting every art,

Tomake impurer, fires impure before,
Taintin § at once the manners and the heart.

Pleaﬁng proportion, youthful Beauty'said, =~ ]
_And'bland_compl-acency and wmm@ﬁulc, P
nd Wit diffufive tempting to perﬁmcfe,gl'_ e i T ad :
- IR’ hig power, and hglil him in the toils jAk r‘
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Ah! why fhould Nature id an angel drefs,

To lure with feeming worth unwary eyes,

Conceal rank thoughts and grofs voluptuoufnefs,
¢

Too apt to pcni'on without Virtue's guife i
Pride of thy country, Wilmot, and her fhame!
By every grace adorn’d, and Mafe infpir’d !
Thy early fall ow pitied ! and thy name,

How much detefted, and how much admir’d!

Yet maft unbiafs’d pofterity admit,

For all thou wrot’ft and a&ed’{l to atone,
Thy failings were the age’s, but-thy wit,
Thy parts and dying penitence, thine own.

But now prevailing o'er the hubbub wild,

*The clanging trumpet kindles great acclaim ;
And all around are warlike trophies pil'd,

And crouds triamphant echo Churchill’s fame.

And thronging fenates in the glorious caufe,
Repell'd opprefiion, liberty maintain’d,
Accord with gratulant vote the loud applaufe 5
The faireft pnzeby .Briti_l.'h valour gain’d.

Who erft implor'd, and foon obtain’d relicf,

; 8 High-fated monar  grateful homage pay,

% And fulgent honourserown the matchlefs chiefy
3 And 1’ﬂfc lm'momom, never to decay :

=y
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And humblf—'d Gallia kneels with diftant awe,
Her generals baffled, and her warriors flain
No more t0 dictate but receive the law,

No longer to impofe but wear the chain,

But venom’d Faction fpreading o’er the land,
Too foon forgets the mighty debt to owe;
And Envy ftretches out her lurid hand,
The victor's meed to blaft and overthrow.

And yet unfinifh’d ftands the votive dome,
By all his toil and all his danger bought :
When juft refentment calls him far from home,
Revifiting the fields where late he fought.

In vain aufpicious Brunfwick’s happy reigh,
Blunting the rancorous point of party ftrife,
Reftores the herd to his friends again;
Too late to chear the dregs of lengthen'd life!

The lofty column and the voice of praife

Invain proclaim him great, and juft, and braves
Tardy repentance merit ill repays,

Unheard, unheeded, in the filent grave !

T eon‘l:le& equal, and alike in fite,
Andom s mounting genius, godlike Scipio ftood ;.
Propp’d by worth and dignity innate, |

. Voc ontemn’d the vgnal cenfure of the croed.
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Yet once again the vifionary fcene,
Dudtile, for forrow focial: beauty yieldss

A temperate fanfhine and an air {erene,
Foltering the upland downs and level fields.

And tepid fhowgers:bedew the frolic herd,

Bounding i gamefome meafure o'er the lea,
With daifies crimfon tipt, and green parterr'd,

And fhadowing fragrance drops from every tree.

The wide expanded. profpect gently clos’d,
On vifto'd walks leading to high arcades ;

Each waving copfe in fymmetry difpos’d,
Points to the terras capt with colonnades.

And more remote the cloifter’d wings confiney
In architeure elegant and jult,

A portall'd front where niches deep infhrine
The marble flatue, and the gilded buft.

Unfolding wide the hofpitable port -
On sady hinges, 40 the. fearshing 67
Reveals unblemifli'd Childhood’s harmlefs fport,

~ And placid parents fland delighted by.
~ For here unmindful of the call .of State, o

b Gl of Favowr, or the vice of Power
In tranquil p!ﬂflstrz,cﬂn&ﬁdfedatc, '
ﬁfﬂt Churchill's heis enjoy'd the wafting houfe 4
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And peaming rapture gliften'd on his broy,
And glad dependants fhare their patron’s joy,

No frowns their heart-bred tranfports difallow,
Debafing worth in Servitude’s alloy,

Guch charms hath Innocence ! fuch virtues Pride!
From ftarry height her {acred powers defcend,
The garifh pomp of Grandeur to deride,
And giddy Fortune’s rafh decrees amend.

A day he flourifh’d in the peaceful foil,
Another faw him on the hoftile firand,

Guiding the thunders of the white.cliff'd ifle,
Ambition’s wafteful rapine to withftand.

To match-his great progenitor in war,

Elate with hope his generous bofom burns ;
But inaufpicious t'win_igl.ggi' every ftar,

And heaven averted all his withes fpurns.
Too high requeft in cvery {phere to fhine,
_In peace a pattern, and a chief in blood 5

he gods to each a feparate path affign,

But he alone is great swho's truly good-

.
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