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ITo the MEMory of the fame LADY,
A MONODY. A. D.:1747.

Ipfe cavi folans @grum teftudine: amorem,
Te dulcis conjux, te folo in littore fecum,

Te weniente die, te decedente cancbat.

By the Same.
I
T length efcap’d from ev’ry human eye,
From ev’ry duty, evry care,
That in my mournful thoughts might claim a {hare, |
Or force my tears their flowing fiream to dry,
Beneath the gloom of this embow’ring fhade,
'This lone retreat; for tender forrow made,
I now may give my burden’d heart relief,
And pour forth all my ftores of grief,
Of grief {urpafling ev’ry other woe,
Far as the pureft blifs, the happieft love
- Can on th’ ennobled mind beftow,
Exceeds the vulgar joys that move
Our grofs defires, inelegant, and low.
11.
Ye tufted groves, ye gently-falling rills,
Ye high o’erthadowing hills,
Ye lawns gay-fmiling with eternal green,
Oft have you my Lucy feen !
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But never fhall you now behold her more :

Nor will fhe now with fond delight
And tafte refin’d your rural charms explore.
Clos’d are thofe beauteous eyes in endlefs night,
‘Thofe beauteous eyes where beaming us’d to fhine
Reafon’s pure light, and Virtue’s {park divine.
I1I.
Oft would the Dryads of thefe woods rejoice
To hear her heav’nly voice,
For her defpifing, when fhe deign’d to fing,
"The {weeteft fongfters of the {pring :
The woodlark and the linnet pleas’d no more ;
The nightingale was mute,
And ev’ry fhepherd’s flute
Was caft in filent {corn away,
While all attended to her fweeter lay.
Ye larks and linnets now refume your fong,
And thou, melodious Philomel,
Again thy plaintive ftory tell,
For death has ftopt that tuneful tongue,

Whofe mufick could alone your warbling notes excel.

1V.
In vain I look around
O’er all the well-known ground
My Lucy’s wonted footfteps to defcry ;
Where oft we us’d to walk,
Where oft in tender talk

We faw the fummer fun go down the fky ;

Nor
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Nor by yon fountain’s fide,
Nor where its waters glide
Along the valley, can fhe now be found :
In all the wide-ftretch’d profpeét’s ample bound
No more my mournful eye
Can aught of her efpy,
But the fad facred earth where her dear relicks lie.
V.
O fhades of H——y, where is now your boaft?
Your bright inhabitant is loft.
You fhe preferr’d to all the gay reforts
Where female vanity might wifh to fhine,
The pomp of cities, and the pride of courts.
Her modeft beauties thun’d the publick eye: |
To your fequefter’d dales *
And flow’r-embroider’d vales
From an admiring world fhe chofe to fly ;
With Nature there retir’d, and Nature’s Gobp,
The filent paths of wifdom trod,
_ And banifh’d every paflion from her breaft,
But thofe, the gentleft and the beft,
Whofe holy flames with energy divine
‘The virtuous heat enliven and improve,
The conjugal, and the maternal love.
. VI,
Sweet babes, who, like the little playful fawns,
Were wont to trip along thefe verdant lawns
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By your delighted Mother’s fide,

Who now your infant fteps fhall guide ?
Ah ! where is now the hand whofe tender care
To ev’ry Virtue would have form’d your Youth,
And ftrew’d with flow’rs the thorny ways of Truth ?

O lofs beyond repair ! '

O wretched Father left alone
To weep their dire misfortune, and thy own!
How fhall thy weaken’d mind, opprefs’d with woe,

And drooping o’er thy Lucy’s grave,

Perform the duties that you doubly owe,
Now fhe, alas! 1s ghne,
From folly, and from vice, their helplefs age to fave ?
VAT
Where were ye, Mufes, when relentlefs Fate
From thefe fond arms your fair difciple tore,

From thefe fond arms that vainly ftrove

With haplefs ineffectual Love
To guard her bofom from the mortal blow ?

Could not your fav’ring power, Aonian maids,
Could not, alas! your pow’r prolong her date,

For whom fo oft in thefe infpiring fhades,

Or under Campden’s mofs-clad mountains hoar,

You open’d all your facred ftore,

Whate’er your ancient {ages taught,

Your ancient bards fublimely thought,

And bade her raptur’d breaft with all your fpirit glow 2

2 VIII. Nor
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VIIL.
Nor then did Pindus’ or Caftalia’s plain,
Or Aganippe’s fount your fteps detain,
Nor in the Thefpian vallies did you play ;
Nor then on * Mincio’s bank
Befet with ofiers dank,
Nor where ® Clitumnus rolls his gentle ftream,
Nor where through hanging woods
Steep < Anio pours his floods,
Nor yet where « Meles, or ©Tliflus ftray,
111 does it now befeem,
That, of your guardian care bereft,
To dire difeafe and death your darling thould be left.
IX.
Now what avails it that in early bloom,
When light fantaftic toys
Are all her {ex’s joys,
With you fhe fearch’d the wit of Greece and Rome ¢
And all that in her latter days
To emulate her ancient praife

2 The Mincio runs by Mantua, the birth-place of

ViIrRGIL.

b The Clitumnus is a river of Umbria, the refidence of
PROPERTIUS.

< T hedAnio runs throughTibur or Tivoli, awbereXxIORACE
bad a villa.

& The Meles is a river of Ionia, from wwbhence HoMER,

ﬁ;ppa/éd to be born on its banks, is called Melifigenes.

e The lliffus is a river at Athens.
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Itahia’s happy genius could produce ;
Or what the Gallic fire
Bright-fparkling could infpire,
By all the Graces temper’d and refin’d ;
Or what in Britain’s ifle,
Moft favour’d with your {mile,
The pow’rs of reafon and of fancy join’d
"T'o full perfe@ion have confpir’d to raife ?
Ah what is now the ufe
Of all thefe treafures that enrich’d her mind,
To black oblivion’s gloom for ever now confign’d ?
X.
At leaft, ye Nine, her fpotlefs name
"T'1s yours from death to fave,
And in the temple of immortal Fame
With golden charaéters her worth engrave.
Come then, ye virgin fifters, come,
And ftrew with choiceft flow’rs her hallow’d tomb.
But foremoft thou, in fable veftment clad,
With accents fweet and fad,
‘Thaqu, plaintive Mufe, whom o’er his Laura’s urn
Unhappy Petrarch call’d to mourn,
O come, and to this fairer Laura pay
A more impaflion’d tear, @ more pathetick lay.
¢
‘Lell how each beauty of her mind and face
Was [}righ.ten’d by {fome {weet, peculiar grace !
How eloquent in ev’ry look
Thro’ her expreflive eyes her foul diftinctly fpoke !
1l
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"Tell how her manners by the world refin’d
Left all the taint of modifh vice behind,
And made each charm of polifh’d courts agree
With candid Truth’s fimplicity,
And uncorrupted Innocence !
Tell how to more than manly fenfe
She join’d the foft’ning influence
Of more than female tendernefs :
How in the thoughtlefs days of wealth and joy,
Which oft the care of others’ good deftroy,
Her kindly-melting heart,
To ev’ry want, and ev’ry woe,
To guilt itfelf when in diftrefs
The balm of pity would impart,
And all relief that bounty could beftow !
Ev’n for the kid or lamb that pour’d its life
Beneath the bloody knife,
Her gentle tears would fall,
Tears from fweet Virtue’s fource, benevolent to all.
XII.
Not only good and kind,
But firong and elevated was her mind :
A {pirit that with noble pride
Could look fuperior down
On Fortune’s {mile, or frown ;
That could without regret or pain
To virtue’s loweft duty facrifice
Or int’reft’s or ambition’s higheft prize ;

That injur’d or offended never try’d




e e

[ 74 ]

Its dignity by vengeance to maintain,

But by magnanimous di{dain,

A wit that temperately bright, | |

With inoffenfive light

All pleafing thone, nor ever paft
The decent bounds that Wifdom’s fober hand,
And {weet Benevolence’s mild command,

And bafhful Modefty before it cait.
A prudence undeceiving, undeceiv’d,

That ner too little, nor too much believ’d,
That fcorn’d unjuft Sufpicion’s coward fear,
And without weaknefs knew to be fincere.
Such Luey was, when in her faireft days
Amidft th’ acclaim of wniver{al praife,
In life’s and glory’s frefheft bloom
Death came remorfelefs on, and funk her to the tomb.
XIII.
So where the filent ftreams of Liris olide,
In the foft bofom of Campania’s vale,

When now the wintry tempefts all are fled,
And genial Summer breathes her gentle gale,
The verdant orange lifts its beauteous head :
From ev’ry branch the balmy flow’rets rife,
On ev’ry bough the golden fruits are feen ; |
With odours fweet it fills the fmiling fkies, i
The wood-nymphs tend it, and th’ Idalian queen : |
But in the midft of all its blooming pride
A fudden
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| A fudden blaft from Apenninus blows,
'} Cold with perpetual {nows:
The tender blighted plant fhrinks up its leaves,and dies,
XIV.
Arife, O Petrarch, from th’ Elyfian bowers,
With never-fading myrtles twin’d,
And fragrant with ambrofial flowers,
Where to thy Laura thou again art join’d ;
Arife, and hither bring the filver lyre,
Tun’d by thy fkilful hand,
To the foft notes of elegant defire,
With which o’er many aland
Was {pread the fame of thy difaftrous love;
To me refign the vocal fhell,
And teach my forrows to relate
Their melancholy tale fo well,
As may ev’n things inanimate,
Rough mountain oaks, and defart rocks, to pity move.
XV,
What were, alas! thy woes compar’d to mine ?
To thee thy miftrefs in the blifsful band
Of Hymen never gave her hand ;
The joys of wedded love were never thine,
In thy domeitic care
She never bore a fhare,
Nor with endearing art
Would heal thy wounded heart
Of ev’ry fecret grief that fefter’d there:
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Nor did her fond affection on the bed
Of ficknefs watch thee, and thy languid head
Whole nights on her unwearied arm fuftain,

And charm away the fenfe of pain :
Nor did fhe crown your mutual flame
With pledges dear, and with a father’s tender name.
XVI.
O beft of wives! O dearer far to me
That when thy virgin charms
Were yiclded to my arms,
How can my f{oul endure the lofs of thee 3
How 1in the world to me a defart grown,
Abandon’d, and alone,
Without my fweet companion can T live ?
Without thy lovely fmile,
'The dear reward of ev’ry virtuous toil,
What pleafures now can pall’d Ambition give ?
Ev’n the delightful fenfe of well-earn’d praife,
Unthar’dbythee,no more mylifelefsthoughts could raife,
XVII.
For my diftrated mind
What fuccour can I find ?
On whom for confolation fhall I call 3
Support me ev’ry friend,
Your kind affiftance lend
To bear the weight of this oppreflive woe.
Alas ! each friend of mine, -
My dear departed love, fo much was thine,
‘That none has any comfort to beftow.
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My books, the beft relief
In ev’ry other grief,
Are now with your idea {fadden’d all :
. Each fav’rite author we together read
My tortur’d mem’ry wounds, and {peais of Lucy dead.
XVIII.
We were the happieft pair of human kind!
The rolling year its varying courfe perform’d,
And back return’d again,
Another and another {miling came,
And faw our happinefs unchang’d remain;
Still in her golden chain
Harmonious Concord did our wifhes bind :
Our ftudies, pleafures, tafte, the fame. £
O fatal, fatal firoke, |
That all this pleafing fabrick Love had rais’d
Of rare felicity,
f On which ev’n wanton Vice with envy gaz’d,
; | And ev’ry fcheme of blifs our hearts had form'd,
With foothing hope, for many a future day,
In one fad moment broke !
Yet, O my foul, thy rifing murmurs ftay,
Nor dare th’ all-wife Difpofer to arraign,

Or againft his fupreme decree

With impious grief complain.
That all thy full-blown joys at once fhould fade
Was his moft righteous will, and be that will obey’d.
XIX. Would
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XIX. .
Would thy fond love his grace to her controul,
And in thefe low abedes of fin and pain
Her pure exalted foul
Unjuftly for thy parti:il good detain ?
No—rather ftrive thy grov’ling mind to raife
Up to that unclouded blaze,
That heav’nly radiance of eternal light,

'In which enthron’d fhe now with pity fees

How frail, how infecure, how flight
Is ev’ry mortal blifs,

Ev’n love-itfelf, if rifing by degrees

Beyond the bounds of this imperfett ftate,
Whofe fleeting joys fo foon muft end,

It does not to its {fov’reign Good afcend.
Rife then, my foul, with hope elate,

And {eek thofe regions of ferene delight,

Whofe peaceful path and éver open gate

No feet but thofe of harden’d Guilt thall mifs.
There Death himfelf thy Lucy fhall reftore,

There yield up all his pow’r €’er to divide you more.
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