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TO THE MEMORY OF
Mrs. MARGARET WOFFINGTON ¥,
BY JOHN HOOLE,

Flebilis indighos elegia folve capillos,

Ab ! nimis ex were nunc tibi nomen erit. Ovip.

HERE fled the fair, that all beholders charm’d,
Whofe beauty fir'd us, and whole fpirit warm'd !

In that fad figh th’ unwilling breath retir’d 3

The grace, the glory of our fcene expir'd!

And fhall the die, the Mufe’s rites unpaid,

No grateful lays to deck her parting fhade ?

While on her bier the fifter Graces mourn,

And weeping Tragedy bedews her urn ?

While Comedy her chearfal vein foregoes,

And learns to melt with unaccuftom’d woes ?

Accept (O once admir’d) thefe artlefs lays

Accept this mite of tributary praife.

Oh! could I paint thee with 'a mafter’s hand,

And give thee all thy merits could demand ;

Thefe lines fhould glow with true poetic flame,

ﬁright as thy eyes, and faultle(s as.thy frame!

* She died the 28th of March, 1760,
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J thy abfence, from our fcene retic’d,
Ea:zc];:,(;;; heaft again thy.charm.s defir'd,
yet fill, alas I we hop’d agaln' to \.new_
Our wifh, our pleafure, every joy in you !
Again thy looks might grace the tragic rage ;
Again thy fpirit fill the comic ftage.
But lo ! Difeafe hangs hovering o’cr thy head ;
Dire Danger ftalks around thy frighted bed !
Thofe ftarry eyes have loft each beamy ray,
And ghaftly Sicknefs makes the fair her prey !
Death fhuts the fcene ==and all our hopes are o'er !
Thofe beauties now muft glad the fight no more!
Say ye, whofe features youthful luftre bloom,
Whofe lips exhale Arabia’s foft perfume,
Matt every gift in filent duft be loft,
No more the s(zilh_ of man, or f«;male Loaft ? ?
Ahme! with time muft every grace be fled ! |
- She once the pride of all our ftage, is dead !
Clos’d are thofe eyes that every bofom fir'd ! i
Pale are thofe charms that every heart infpir'd !
Where now the mien with majefty endu’d, -i
Which oft furpriz'd a ravifh’d audience view'd ? |
| w‘rg’:t forms L oft the tragic fcene difgrace § J
4 Sl altelefs airs the comic fcene deface ?
g - :h: ;unefft;l G:,bbér ftill the Mufe fuftains,
rr’;m. f:;; ;T d_*toan.“l'_ the moving ftrains, :
 And mmm‘Fmﬁh heart.felt paffion breakss
T n mufic warbles when fhe fpeaks i Whe!
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“svhen fhall we view again, like thine, conjoin’d,
A form angelic, and a piercing mind ?
Alike in every mimic fcene to fteer,
The gay, the grave, thelively, and fevere.
Thy judgment {aw, thy tafte each beauty canght,
No fenfelefs parrot of the poet’s thought!
Thy bofom well cou’d heave with fancy’d woe,
And, from thy own, our tears were taught to flow.
Whene'er we view'd the Roman’s fullied fame,
Thy beauty juftify’d the hero’s thame,
What heart but then mult Anthony approve,
And own the world was nobly loft for love ?
What ears cou’d hear in vain thy caufe implor’d,
When foothing arts appeas’d thy angry lord ?
Each tender brealt the rough Ventidius blam’d,
And Egypt gain’d the figh Otavia claim’d,
Thy eloquence each hafh’d attention drew,
While Love ufurp’d the tears to Virtue due,

See! Phadra rife majeflic o’er the fcene,
What raging pangs diftraé the haplefs Queen!
How does thy fenfe the poet’s thought refine,
Beam thro’ each word, and brighten every line 1
What nerve, what vigour glows ip every part,
While claffic lays appear with claffic art !

Who now can bid the proud Roxana rife,
With love and anger {parkling in her eyes ? 3
Who now fhall bid her breaft in fury glow, °

With all the femblance of imperial woel .
4 While




[ )]

afion, raging in her veins,

\ bg -
While the DIg P fter of the world in chaing

Would hold the ma
But Alexander now forfakes our coaft :—

And, ah ! Roxana is for ever loft!
Nor lefs thy power when rigid Virtae fir'd
The chafter bard, and purer thoughts infpir'd ;
What kneeling form appears with ftedfaft eyes,
Her bofom heaving with Devotion’s fighs !
Tis the! In thee we own the mournful {cene,
The fair refemblance of a martyr ! queen !
Here Guido’s fkill might mark thy fpeaking frame,
And catch from thee the painter’s magic flame !
Bleft in each art ! 'by nature form’d to pleafe,
With beauty, fenfe, with elegance and eafe !
Whofe piercing genius fludy’d all mankind, |
All Shakefpear-opening to thy vigorous mind.
In every fcene of comic humour known 3
In {prightly fallies wit was all thy own.
Whether you feem’d the cit’s more humble wife ;
Or fhone in T’ﬂﬁi“‘]}"'ﬂ'lhig‘he'rg-fpﬁcre;df life; .
Alike thy \fp}ﬁt knew each turn of wit ;
£ind gave new force to ll the poet writ.
Nor was '}’?“‘"“"ﬂﬁb public feenes confin’d,
: Ehp knewfﬁ the nobleft feclings of the mind.
Thy €ars were Jﬁefibpm to diftrefs ; ‘
hy ready hand ??F_FYE?:Rmtch’d to blefs,

'Lidy JaneOrey, A0y, Th
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The breaft humane for each unhappy felt ;
Thy heart for other’s forrows prone to melt.
In vain did Envy point her {corpion fting ;
n vain did Malice fhake her blafting wing : -
Each generous breaft difdain’d th’ unpleafing tale,
And caft o’er every fault Oblivion’s veil :
Cornfefs’d, thro’ every cloud, thy deeds to fhine,
And own’d the virtues of Compaffion thine!
Saw mild Benevolence her wand difclofe,

And touch thy heart at every fufferer’s woes :
Saw meck-ey’d Charity thy fteps attend,

And guide thy hand the wretched to befriend :
Go, afk the breaft that teems with mournful fighs,
Who wip’d the {orrows from AfHition’s eyes:

Go, afk the wretch, in want and ficknefs laid,
Whofe goodnels brighten’d once Misfortune's fhade,
O! fnatch me hence to lone fequefter’d {cenes,

To arching grottoes and embowering greens !
Where {carce a ray can pierce the dufky fhade,
Where fcarce a fooultep marks the dewy glade:
Where pale-hu’d Grief her fecret dwelling keeps ;
Where the chill blood with lazy horror creeps :
Where awful Silence {preads her noifelefs wing ;
And Sorrow’s harp may tune the difmal fiing.——
Or rather lead my fteps to diftant plains,

Where clofing earth cnfolds her laft remains ;

What time the moon difplays her filver beam,

And groves and floods refle@ the milder gleam :

When
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i Contemplation broods with thought me@und,
Andfairy vifions baunt the fylvan ground.

Lo | Fancy now, on airy pinions {fpread,
with fcenes ideal hovers o’er my headt
Tfec! Ifec! more pleafing themes arife :
What myftic fhadows flit before my eyes !
Imagination paints the {acred grove,
The place devote to poefy and love.
Here grateful poets hail the actors’ name,
And pay the rightful tribute to their fame :
Around their tomb in generous forrow mourn,
And twine the laurels o’er the favour’d urn.
Methinks I view the laft fepulchral frame,
That bears inf¢rib’d her much lamented name,
See ! to my view the Drama’s fons difplay’d :
What laurell'd phantoms croud the awful fhade !
Eirkt of the choir immortal Shakefpear flands,
Whofe fearching eye all Nature’s fcene commands :
Bright in his look celeftial fpirit blooms,
And Genius o'er him waves his eagle plumes !
Next tender Southern’ RAT e foul 1o move -
2';: ‘ET;HCCR_OWE’ who tunf:s the breaft to love.
Aol Sl g rghtly micn ¢

ith his lighter fcene.

A numtfrOHs t'rain of bards the fhrine futround,’
¢ ftraing and comic lore renow AT

10 yon penfive form appear
. i g
cave the full fighy, and drop the frequent tear ¢ e
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TThe garments loofe her throbbing bofom fhow ;
Difpers’d in air her carelefs trefles flow
Round her pale brows a myrtle wreath is {pread,
A gloomy cyprels nods above her head.
See | while her hand a {olemn lyre fuftains,
Her trembling fingers wake the languid firains :
Soft to the touch the vocal ftrings reply,
And tune the notes to anfwer every figh.
She, ( child of Grief!) at human mifery weeps ;
At every death her difmal vigil keeps.
But chief fhe mourns, when Fate’s relentlefs doom
Gives Wit and Beauty vi¢tims to the tomb,
Her lays their merits and their lofs proclaim,
{A mournful tafk |) and Elegy her name !
Now bending o’er the pile fhe vents her moan,
And pours thefe forrows o’er the fenfelefs ftone.
Ah! loft, for ever loft! the breath that warm'd,
The wit that ravith'd, and the mien that charm’d !
Here {leeps beneath, the fairelt of the fair,
The Graces’ darling, and the Mufes’ care !
Who once could fix a thoufand gazers eyes,
Now cold and lifelels unregarded lies !
Who once the foul in bonds of love detain'd,
Now lies, alas! in fironger bonds reftrain’d.
Pale Death has rifled all her pleafing ftore,
And Nature loaths a form {o lov'd before !
Is there a fair whofe features point the dart,
- Charm the fix'd eye, and fafcinate the heart ?

Behold
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foon difarms the childifh ﬁi.n!g‘,

he wanton plume froz.n Cupid’s wig
longer Wit’s fallacious ftore ;

htly Converfe boaft no more

Behold what

And pIucks t
Then boaft no

ts of fprig _
g::zriﬁfgs (o fram'd to each perfuafive art,

No more fhall touch the ear, and win th‘f heart!
Let Beauty here her tranﬁ.ent bi.eﬁing weigh,

Let humbled Wit her pitying trlbu.te pay :

Let Female Grace vouchfafe the kindly tear :

Wit, Grace, and Beauty, once were center’d here !
Ye facred Bards, who tan’d the drama’s lays, |
Here pay your incenfe of diftinguifh’d prai'fe ! b
She gave your fcenes with every grace to fhine : )
She gave new fecling to the nervous line ;

Her beauties' well fupply’d cach tragic lore,

And fhew'd thofe charms your Mufe but feign’d before !
Here round her fhrine your votive wreaths beftow,
Around her fhrine eternal greens fhall grow.

The liftning groves thall learn lier name to fing,

And zephyrs waft it on (icir downy wing ;

Till every fhade thefe doleful founds return,

And every gale_lip fullen dirges mourn ! ;

The moumé':; ends with fighs ; her ‘hand fhe rears,

And with her vefture drics tlie gufhing tears.

Behold cach Bard the foft contagion fucls 5
~ From every eye the U'lckhng S fleals.

Seet Nawre's fon Jament her Baplefs doom,
bﬁf‘% Shalkefpear bending o'r his favourite’s tombs

.Each
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flach fhadowy form declines his awful head,

And fcatters rofes on the fureral bed.

In flow proceflion round the fhrine they move,

And chant her praifes thro’ the tuneful grove.
farewel the glory of a wondering age,

The fecond Oldfield of a finking ftage !

Farewel the boaft and envy of thy kind,

A female {oftnefs, and a manly mind !

Long as the Mufes can record thy praife,

Thy fame fhall laft to far fucceeding days:

While wit furvives; thy name fhall ever bloom,

And wreaths unfading flourifh round thy tomb !
While thus I tahe the plaintive notes in vain,

For her, whofe worth demands a nobler ftrain ; -

Lo! to my thought fome warning Genius cries

Attempt not, fwain, beyond thy flight to rife.

Shall thy weak fkill attempt to raife our woes,

Or paint a lofs that every bofom knows ?

*Tis not thy lays can teach us tears to fhed ;

What eye refrains !=for, Woffington is dead !




