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BV ECIEM

oN Mr. WALPOLE’s HOUSE

AT STRAWBERRY HILL,
BY M 1ss M,

HEN Envyfaw yon Gothic ftruéture rife,
W She view’d the fabric with malignant eyes:

with grief fhe gazes on the antique wall,
The pi¢tur’d windows, and the trophy'd hall.

Thro" well-ranged chambers, next fhe bends her way,

Gloomy, not dark, and chearful, tho’ not gay;
Where to the whole, each part proportion bears,
And all around, a pleafing afpet wears.

Towards the ftudy then her footfteps tend,

Where columns rife, and fculptur’d arches bends .. :  ~

Here {oothing Melancholy holds her feat,
And Contemplation feeks the lov'd retreat,
The garden next difplays a magic fcene

Of fragrant plants and never-fading green :
Each various feafon, various gifts beftows,
The lilac, woodbine, and the blooming rofe ;
Hence, in clear profpe&t to the gazer’s eye,

Woods, hills, and ftreams, in {weet confufion lie.

The filyer Thames, as he purfues his way,
Stems here 1o loiter, and prolong his ftay,
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Thefe matchlefs charms, her indignation move
She weeps to find fhe cannot but approve ; :
Then forely fighing, from her canker'd breaf,
Thus the curft fiend her impious woes expreft :
Am I in vain the foe to all thy race ?

"T'was I that wrought thy patriot fire’s difgrace;
In vain I ftrove to blot his honour'd name,
Brighter it fhines, reftor’d by endlefs fame :

And muft another Walpole break my reft,

And muft thy praifcs, my repofe moleft ?

"Tis thine, by various talents, ftill to pleafe,

To plan with judgment, execute with eafe ;

With equal fkill, to build, converfe and write,
To charm the mind, and gratify the fight.

Ah! could I but thefe battlements o’erthrow,
And lay this monument of genius low ?

But vain the wifh, for art and nature join

To add perfection to the fair defign:

It muft proceed, for fo the fates decree,

Yet mark the fentence that’s pronounc’d by me :
Thoufands that view it fhall the work defpife,
And thoufands more fhall view it with my eyes ;
Th’ applaufe which thou fo gladly wouldft receiv
The candid and the wife alone fhall give :

Tafte, tho’ much talk’d of, is confin’d to few,
They belt can prize it, who are moft like you.
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