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For thofe, whom bloody garlands crown,
The brafs may breathe, the marble frown 3
To him, through every refcu’d land,

Ten thoufand living trophies ftand.

S SEB5505205
KENSINGTON GARDEN.

By the Same,

Campos, ubi ‘ﬂ‘ﬂjﬂﬁu’f. Yire,

WHF RE Kenfington higho’er the neighb’ring lands,
'Midft greens and fweets, a regal fabrick ftands,

And fees each fpring, luxuriant in her bowers,
A fnow of blofloms, and a wild of flowers,
The dames of Britain oft in crowds repair
To groves and lawns, and unpolluted air.
Here, while the town in damps and.darknefs lies,
They breathe in fun-fhine, and fee azure fkies
Each walk, with robes of various dies befpread,
Seems from afar a moving tulip-bed,
Where rich brocades and glofly damafks glow,
And chints, the rival of the thow’ry bow.

Here England’s Daughter, darling of the land,
Sometimes, furrounded with her virgin band,
Gleams through the fhades. She, tow’ring o’er the reft,
Stands faireft of the fairer kind confefs’d,
; Form’d
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il Form’d to gain hearts, that Bran{wick’s caule deny'd,
il And charm a people to her father’s fide,
i i‘ ; Long have thefe groves to royal guefts been known,
y

Nor Naflau firft prefer’d them to 2 throne.
. ’ Ere Norman banners wav’d in Britifh air ;
|

Ere lordly Hubba with the golden hair

Pour’d in his Danes ; ere elder Julius cante ;

i Or Dardan Brutus gave our ifle a name ;
| ”f A prince of Albion’s lineage grac’d the wood,

1 ‘Fhe fcene of wars, and ftain’d with lovers’ blood,
| You, who through gazing crowds, your captive throng,
|| Throw pangs and paflions, as you move along,
| Turn on the left, ye fair, your radiant eyes,
it Where all un-levell’d the gay garden lies :
| if It generous anguifh for another’s pains

i Ere heav’d your hearts, or fhiver’d throu gh your veins,
q Look down attentive on the pleafing dale,

3 And liften to my melancholy tale. |
q That hollow {pace, where now in living rows,
Line above line the yew’s fad verdure grows,

Was, ere the planter’s hand its beauty gave,

A common pit, a rude unfathion’d cave 3

1 The landfkip now fo {weet we well may praife,

il II But far, far fweeter in its ancient days,

| '}* Far fweeter was it, when its peopled ground

1 With fairy domes and dazzling tow’rs were crown’d.
i Where in the midft thofe verdant pillars {pring, |

Al - Rofe the proud palace of the Elfin king ;
i I ik
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¥or every hedge of vegetable green,

In happier years a crowded ftreet was feen,

Nor all thofe leaves, that now the profpe& grace,
Could ‘match the numbers of its pigmy race.

What urg’d this mighty empire to its fate,

A tale of woe and wonder I relate.

When Albion rul’d the land, whofe lineage came
From Neptune mingling with a mortal dame,
Their midnight pranks the {prightly fairies play’d
On ev’ry hill, and danc’d in every fhade.

But, foes to fun-fhine, moit they took delight |

In dells and dales conceal’d from human fight :
There hew’d their houfes in the arching rock ;

Or fcoop’d the bofom of the blafted oak ;

Or heard, o’erfhadow’d by fome fhelving hill,

The diftant murmurs of the falling rill.

They, rich in pilfer’d {poils, indulg’d their mirth,
And pity’d the huge wretched fons of earth,

Even now, ’tis faid, the hinds o’erheard their ftrain,
And ftrive to view their airy forms in vain ;

“They to their cells at man’s approach repair,

Like the fhy leveret, or the: mother hare,
The whilft poor mortals ftartle at the found
Of unfeen footfteps on the haunted ground,
Amid this garden, then with woods o’ergrown;
Stood the lov’d feat of royal Oberon.

s . .
“From-every region to his palace gate

Came peers and princes of the fairy ftate,
Who,
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Who, rank’d in council round the facred fhade,
Their monarch’s will and great behefts obey’d
From Thame’s fair banks, by lofty tow’rs adorn’d,
With loads of plunder oft his chiefs return’d :
Hence 1n proud robes, and colours bright and gay

.

Shone every knight and every lovely fay.
Whoe’er on Powell’s dazzling ftage difplay’d
Hath fam’d king Pepin and his court furvey’d,
May guefs, if old by modern things we trace,
The pomp and fplendor of the fairy race.

By magic fenc’d, by fpells encnmpafs’d rounei
No mortal touch’d this interdi@ed ground ;
No mortal enter’d, thofe alone who came
Stolen from the couch of fome terreftrial dame -
For oft of babes they robb’d the matron’s bed,
And left fome fickly changeling in their ftead.

It chanc’d a youth of Albion’s royal blood
Was fofter’d here, the wonder of the wood 3

Milkah, for wiles above her peers renown’d,
Deep-fkilP’d in charms and many a myftic found,
As through the regal dome fhe {fought for prey,
Obferv’d the infant Albion where he lay
in mantles broider’d o’er with gorgeous pride,
And ftole him from the fleeping mother’s fide.

Who now but Milkah triumphs in her mind !
Ah wretched nymph, to future evils blind ! |
The time fhall come when thou fhalt dearly pay ¢

The thelt, hard-hearted ! of that gullty day -

Thﬁz;
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"Thou in thy tuin fhalt like the queen repin?,
And all her forrows doubled fhall be thine :
He who adorns thy houfe, the lovely boy
Who now adorns it, fhall at length deftroy.

Two hundred moons in their pal-:-: courfe had feen

"Fhe gay-rob’d fairies glimmer on the green,
And Albion now had reach’d in youthful prme
To nineteen years, as mortals meafure time.
lufh’d with refiftlefs charms he fir’d to love
Fach rymph and little Dryad of the grove ;
For {kilful Milkah fpar’d not to employ
Her utmoft art to rear the princely boy.
Fach fupple limb fhe fwaith’d, and tender bone,
And to the Elfin ftandard kept him down ;
She robb’d dwarf-elders of their fragrant fruit,
And fed him early with the daify’s root,
Whence through his veins the powerful juices ram,
And form’d in beauteous miniature the Man.
Yet fill, two inches t.ller than the reft,
His lofty port his human birth confe{s’d ;

A foot in height, how ftately did he fhow !

How look fuperior on the crowd below !

What knight like him could tofs the ruthy launce !

Who move fo graceful in the mazy dance!

A 4hape {o nice, or features half fo fair,
What elf could boaft! or fuch a flow of hair!
Bright Kenna {faw, a princefs born to reign,

And felt the charmer burn in every veln.




[ 46' ]

She, heirefs to this empire’s potent lord,
Prais’d like the ftars, aud next the moon ador’d.
She, whom at diftance thrones and princedoms view’d;
‘Yo whom proud Oriel and Azuriel fird,
In her high palace languifh’d; void of joy;
And pin’d in fecret for a mortal boy.
He too was fmitten; and difcreetly ftrove
By courtly deeds to gain the virgin’s love ;
For her he cull’d the faireft flowers that grew,
Ere morning funs, had drain’d their fragrant dew ;
He chas’d the hornet in his mid-day flight, 1
And brought her glow-worms in the noon of night 3
When on ripe fruit fhe caft a wifhing eye,
Did ever Albion think the tree too high !
He fhow’d her where the pregnant goldfinch hung;
And the wren-mother brooding o’er her young ;
To her th’ infcription on their eggs he read,
(Admire, ye clerks, the youth whom Milkah bred
To her he thow’d each herb of virtuous juice,
"Their powers diftinguith’d, and defcrib’d their ufe :
All vain their powers alas to Kenna prove,
And well fung Ovid, There’s no berb for lowe.
As when 2 ghoft, enlarg’d from realms below,
Seeks its old friend to tell fome fecret woe,
The poor fhade fhivering ftands, and muft not break
His painful filence, till the mortal {fpeak ;
So far’d it with the little love-fick maid,
Forbid to utter what her eyes betray’d.
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e faw her anguifh, and reveal’d his flame,
And fpar’d the blufhes of the tongue-ty’d dame.
The day would fail me, fhould I reckon o’er

The fighs they lavifh’d, and the oaths they fwore ;

Tn words fo melting, that, compar’d with thofe,

The niceft courtfhip of terreftrial beaus

Wowd found like compliments from country-clowns -

To red-cheek’d fweet-hearts in their home-{pun gowns.
All in a lawn of many a various hue;

A bed of flowers (a fairy foreft) grew;

*Twas here one noon, the gaudieft' of the May,

The fill, the {ecret, filent hour of day,

Beneath a lofty tulip’s ample thade

Sate the young lover and ¢th’ immeortal maid.

- They thought all fairies {lept, ah lucklefs pair?

Hid, bat in vain, in the fun’s noon-tide glare !
When Albion leaning on his Kenna’s breaft,
Thus all the foftnels of his foul exprefs’d.

< All things are hufh’d.  The fun’s meridian rays
s Veil the horizon in one mighty blaze ;
¢ Nor moon nor ftar in heav’n’s blue arch is feen

(-1

With kindly rays to filver o’er the green.

=

Grateful to fairy eyes ; they fecret take

3

Their reft, and only wretched mortals wake:

LY

This dead of day I fly to thee alone,

=

A world to me, a multitude in one.

»,

Oh fweet as dew-drops on thefe flowery lawns,

L3

When the fky opens and the evening dawns !
¢ Streight
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Streight as the pink, that tours fo high in air
Soft as the blue-bell ! as the daify, fair
Bleft be the hour; when firft T was convey’d
An infant captive to this blifsful thade !
And bleft the hand that did my form refine,
And fhrunk my ftature to a match with thine !
Glad I for thee renounce my royal birth,
And all the giant-daughters of the earth:
Thou, if thy breaft with equal ardour burn;
Renounce thy kind, and love for love return;
So from us two, combin’d by nuptial ties;
¢ A race unknown of demi-gods fhall rife.
¢ Oh fpeak, my love | my vows with vows repayp
¢ And {weetly fvear my rifing fears away.’
'T'o whom (the fhining azfire of her eyes
More brighten’d) thus th’ enamour’d maid replies.
< By all the ftars, and firft the glorious moon;
¢ I{wear," and by the head of Oberon,

A dreadful oath! no prince of fairy line

Shall e’er in wedlock plight his vows with mine.
Where-e’er my footfteps in the dance are feen,
May toadftools rife, and mildews blaft the green,
May the keen eaft-wind blight my fav’rite flowers,
And fnakes and {potted adders haunt my bowers.
Confin’d whole ages in an hemlock fhade,
There rather pine I a negle@ted maid ;
Or worfe, exil’d from Cynthia’s gentle rays,

~ Parch in the fun a thoufand fummer-days,
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s Than any prince, a prince of fairy line,

¢ In facred wedlock plight his vows with mine.’
‘She ended : and with lips of rofy hue

Dipt five times over in ambrofial dew,

Stifled his words. When from his covert rear’d,

The frowning brow of Oberon appear’d.

A fun-flower’s trunk was near, whence (killing fight ')
The monarch iflu’d, half an ell in height :
Full on the pair a furious look he caft,

Nor fpake, but gave his bugle-horn a blaft,
That through the woodland ccho’d far and wide;
And drew a fwarm of {ubjeéts to his fide.
A hundred chofen knights, in war renown’d,
Drive Albion banifh’d from the facred ground ;
And twice ten myriads guard the bright abodes,
Where the proud king, among his demi-gods,
For Kenna’s fudden bridal bids prepare,
And to Azuriel gives the weeping fair.

If fame in arms, with ancient birth combin’d,
And faultlefs beauty, and a fpotlefs mind,
T'o love and praife can generous fouls incline,
That love, Azuriel, and that praife were thine.
Blood, only lefs than royal, fill’d thy veins,
Proud was thy roof, and large thy fair domains,
Where now the fkies high Holland-houfe invades,
And fhort-liv’d Warwick {adden’d all the fhades,
Thy dwelling ftood ; nor did in him afford
A nobler owner, or a lovelier lord,

peor. I 0 For
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For thee a hundred fields produc’d their ffore,
And by thy name ten thoufand vaffals {fwore ; _
So lov’d thy . name, that, at their monarch’s cheice,
All Fairy fhouted with a gen’ral voice.

Oriel alone a fecret rage fupprefs’d,
That from his bofom heav’d the golden veft.
.-llﬁng the banks of Thame his empire ran,
Wide was his range, and populous his clan.
When cleanly fervants, if we truft old tales,
Befides their wages had good fairy vails,
Whole heaps of filver tokens, nightly paid
The careful wife or the neat dairy-maid,
Sunk not his ftores. With {miles and powerful bribes
He gain’d the leaders of his neighbour tribes,
And ere the night the face of heay’n had chang’d,
Beneath his banners half the fairies rang’d.

Mean-while driven back to earth, a lonely way
The chearlefs Albion wander’d half the day,
A long, long journey, choak’d with brakes and thorns,
[ll-meafur’d by ten thoufand barley-corns,
‘Tir’d out at length, a {preading ftream he {py’d
Fed by old Thame, a daughter of the tide :
"I'was then a {fpreading ftream, though now its fame
Obfcur’d, it bears the creek’s inglorious name,
And creeps, as through contracted bounds it ftrays,
A leap for boys in thefe degenerate days.

On the clear cryftal’s verdant bank he ftood,
And thrice look’d backward on the fatal wood,
2 And

R = R i
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And thrice he groan’d, and thrice he beat his breaft,
And thus in tears his kindred gods addrefs’d.
< If true, ye watery powers, my lineage came
¢ From Neptune mingling with a mortal dame ;
¢ Down to his court, with coral garlands crown’d,

Ly

Through all your grottoes waft my plaintive found,

.

And utge the god, whofe trident fhakes the earth,

L]

To grace his off-fpring, and aflert my birth.’

He faid. A gentle Naiad heard his prayer,
And, touch’d with pity for a lover’s care,
Shoots to the fea, where low beneath the tides
Old Neptune in th” unfathom’d depth refides.
Rous’d at the news the fea’s ftern {ultan fwore
Revenge, and fcarce from prefent arms forbore ;
But firft the nymph his harbinger he fends,
And to her care his fav’rite boy commends.

As through the Thames her backward courfe the guides;,
Driven up his current by the refluent tides,
Along his banks the pygmy legions {pread
She {pies, and haughty Oriel at their head.
Soon with wrong’d Albion’s name the hoft fhe fires,
And counts the ocean’s god among his fires ;
¢ The ocean’s god, by whom fhall be o’erthrown
¢ (Styx hear’d his oath) the tyrant Oberon.

L Y

See here beneath a toadftool’s deadly gloom

"

Lies Albion : Him the Fates your leader doom.

w

Hear and obey ; ’tis Neptune’s. powerful call,

™

By him Azuriel and his E:Ing fhall fall.?

1Dt She
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She {faid. 'They bow’d: and on their fhield up-bore
With fhouts their new-faluted emperor.

Even Oriel fmil’d : at leaft to fmile he ftrove,
And hopes of vengeance triumph’d over love.

See now the mourner of the lonely fhade

By gods protected, and by hofts obey’d,

A flave, a chief, by fickle Fortune’s play,

In the fhort courfe of one revolving day.

What wonder if the youth, fo ftrangely bleft,
Felt his heart flutter in his little breaft !

His thick-embattel’d troops, with fecret pride,
He views extended half an acre wide ;

More light he treads, more tall he feems to rife,
And ftruts a ftraw-breadth nearer to the fkies.

O for thy Mufe, * great Bard, whofe lofty ftrains

In Dbattle join’d the Pygmies and the Cranes !
Each gaudy knight, had I that warmth divine,
Each colour’d legion in my verfe fhould fhine.
But fimple I, and innocent of art,

The tale, that footh’d my infant years, impart,
The tale I heard whole winter eves, untir’d,
And fing the battles, that my nurfe infpir’d.

Now the fhrill corn-pipes, echoing loud to arms,
To rank and file reduce the ftraggling {warms.
Thick rows of fpears at once, with fudden glare,

A eorave of needles, glitter in the air;
Loofe

*Mr. AbpD1sON,
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Loofe in the wind {fmall ribbon ftreamers flow,
Dipt in all colours of the heav’nly bow,

And the gay hoft, that now its march purfues,
Gleams o’er the meadows in a thoufand hues.

On Buda’s plains thus formidably bright,
Shone Afia’s fons, a pleafing dreadful fight.

In various robes their filken troops were feen,
The blue, the red, and prophet’s facred green :
When blooming Brunswick near the Danube’s flood
Firft ftained his maiden fword in Turkifh blood.

Unfeen and filent march the flow brigades
Through pathlefs wilds, and unfrequented fhades,
In hopes already vanquifh’d by furprize,

In Albion’s power the fairy empire lies ;
Already has he feiz’d on Kenna’s charms,
And the glad beauty trembles in his arms,

The march concludes; and now in profpe& near,
But fenc’d with arms, the hoftile towers appear,
For Oberon, or Druids falfely fing,

Wore his prime vifir in a magick ring.

A {ubtle fpright, that opening plots foretold

By fudden dimnefs on the beamy gold.

Hence in a crefcent form’d, his legions bright
With beating bofoms waited for the fight ;

To charge their foes they march, a glitt’ring band,
And in their van doth bold Azuriel ftand.

What rage that hour did Albion’s {oul poflefs,
Let chiefs imagine; and let lovers guefs !

Dj Forth
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Forth iffuing from his ranks, that ftrove in vain
To check his courfe, athwart the dreadful plain
He ftrides indignant : and with haughty cries
To fingle fight the fairy prince defies.
Forbear, rafh youth, th’ unequal war to try ;
Nor, {fprung from mortals, with immortals vie,
No god ftands ready to avert thy doom,
Nor yet thy grandfire of the waves is come.
My words are vain—no words the wretch can move,

By beauty dazled, and betwich’d by love:
He longs, he burns to win the glorious prize,
- And fees no danger, while he fees her eyes.
Now from each hoft the eager warriors ftart,
And furious Albion flings his hafty dart :
"I'was feather’d from the bee’s tranfparent wing,
And 1ts fhaft ended in a hornet’s fling ;
But, tofs’d in rage, it flew without a wound,
High o’er the foe, and guiltlefs pierc’d the ground,

Not {fo Azuriel’s : with un-erring aim
Too near the needle-pointed jav’lin came,
Drove through the feven-fold fhield, and filken veft,

And lightly ras’d the lover’s ivory breaft.

Rous’d at the fmart, and rifing to the blow,
With his keen {fword he cleaves his fairy foe,
Sheer from the fhoulder to the waift he cleaves,
And of one arm the tott’ring trunk bereaves,
His ufelefs fteel brave Albion wields no more,
But fternly {fmiles, and thinks the combat o’er -
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%o had it been, had aught of mortal ftrain,

Or lefs than fairy felt the deadly pain.

But empyreal forms, howe’er in fight

Gafh’d and difmember’d, eafily unite.

As fome frail cup of China’s pureft mold,

With azure varnifh’d, and bedrop’d with gold,
Tho’ broke, if cur’d by fome nice virgin’s hands,

‘ In its old firength and priftine beauty ftands ;

J The tumults of the boiling Bohea braves,

| And hold fecure the Coffee’s fable waves :

So did Azuriel’s arm, if fame {ay true,

' Rejoin the vital trunk whence firft 1t grew ;
55 And, whil® in wonder fix’d poor Albion ftood,
Plung’d the curs’d fabre in his heart’s warm blood.
The golden broidery tender Milkah wove,
i 'The breaft to Kenna facred and to love,
| Lie rent and mangled : and the gaping wound
Pours out a flood of purple on the ground.
The jetty luftre fickens in his eyes :
On his cold cheeks the bloomy frethnefs dies g
¢ Oh Kenna, Kenna, thrice he try’d to fay,
¢ Kenna farewel :*> and figh’d his foul away.

His fall the Dryads with loud fhrieks deplore,
By fifter Naiads echo’d from the fhore,
Thence down to Neptune’s fecret realms convey’d,

Through grots, and glooms, and many a coral fhade.

'The trident fhakes, and mounts the pearly carr:

l

3 The fea’s great fire, with looks derouncing war,

]

!
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With one ftern frown the wide-fpread decp deforms,
And works the madding ocean into ftorms.

O’er foaming mountains, and through burfting tides,
Now high, now low, the bounding chariot rides,
*Till through the Thames in a loud whirlwind’s roar
It fhoots; and lands him on the deftin’d fhore.

Now fix’d on earth his tow’ring ftature ftood,
Hung o’er the mountains, and o’erlook’d the wood.
"To Brumpton’s grove one ample ftride he took,
(The valleys trembled, and the forefts fhook)

'The next huge ftep reach’d the devoted fhade,
Where choak’d in blood was wretched Albion laid -
Where now the vanquifh’d, with the victors join’d,
Beneath the regal banners ftood combin’d.

Th’ embattel’d dwarfs with rage and fcorn he paft,
And on their town his eye vindiétive caft.

Its deep foundations his ftrong trident cleaves,
And high in air th’ up-rooted empire heaves ;
On his broad engine the vaft ruin hung,

Which on the foe with force divine he flung ;
Aghaft the legions in th’ approaching fhade,
‘Th’ inverted {pires and rocking domes furvey’d,
That downward tumbling on the hoft below
Crufh’d the whole nation at one dreadful blow.

Towers, arms, nymphs, warriors, are together loft,

And a whole empire falls to footh fad Albion’s ghott.

Such was the period, long reftrain’d by Fate,
And fuch the downfal of the fairy ftate.
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~ This dale, a pleafing region, not unbleft,

This dale poflefs’d they ; and had ftill poflefs’d,
Had not their monarch, with a father’s pride,
Rent from her lord th’ inviolable bride,

Rafh to diffolve the contra& feal’d above,

The folemn vows and facred bonds of love.

Now, where his elves {fo brightly danc’d the round,
No violet breathes, nor daify paints the ground,
His towers and people fill one common grave,

A fhapelefs ruin, and a barren cave.

Beneath huge hills of fmoaking piles he lay
Stun’d and confounded a whole {fummer’s day,
At length awak’d (for what can long reftrain
Unbody’d fpirits !) but awak’d in pain :

And as he faw the defclated wood,
And the dark den where once his empire flood,
Grief chill’d his heart : to his half-open’d eyes

In every oak a Neptune feem’d to rife :

He fled : and left, with all his trembling peers,
The long pofleflion of a thoufand years.

"Thro’bufh, thro’ brake, thro’ groves and gloomy dales,
Thro’ dank and dry, o’er fireams and flowery vales,
Direét they fled ; but often look’d behind,

And ftop’d and ftarted at each rufsling wind.
Wing’d with like fear, his abdicated bands
Difperfe and wander into different lands ;
Part did beneath the Peak’s deep caverns lie,
In filent glooms impervious to the fky ;

Part
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Part on fair Avon’s margin feek repofe,

Whofe ftream o’er Britain’s midmoft region flows,
Where formidable Neptune never came,
And feas and oceans are but known by fame :
Some to dark woods and fecret fhades retreat,
And fome on mountains chufe their airy feat,
There haply by the ruddy damfel feen,
Or fhepherd-boy, they featly foot the green,
While from their fteps a circling verdure {prings ;
But fly from towns, and dread the courts of kings,

Mean-while fad Kenna, loth to quit the grove, .
Hung o’er the body of her breathlefs love,
Try’d every art (vain arts 1) to change his doom,
And vow’d (vain vows!) to join him in the tomb,
What could fhe do ; the Fates alike deny
The dead to live, or fairy forms to die,

An herb there grows (the fame old T Homer tells
Ulyfles bore to rival Circe’s {pells)
Its root is ebon-black, but fends to light
A ftem that bends with flow’rets milky white,
Moly the plant, which gods and fairies know,
But fecret kept from mortal men below.
On his pale limbs its virtuous juice fhe fhed,
And murmur’d myftick numbers o’er the dead,
Whenlo! the little thape by magick power
Grew lefs and lefs, contradted to a flower ;

T Odyf. . 10.

A tflower,
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A flower, that firft in this {weet garden {fmil’d,
To virgins facred, and the Snow-drop ftyl’d.

The new-born plant with fweet regret the view’d,
Warm’d with her fighs, and with her tears bedew’d,
Its ripen’d feeds from bank to bank convey’d,

And with her lover whiten’d half the fhade.

Thus won from death each {pring fhe fees him grow,

And glories in the vegetable fnow,

Which now increas’d through wide Britannia’s plains,

Its parent’s warmth and {potlefs name retains ;

Firft leader of the flowery race afpires,

And foremoft catches the fun’s genial fires,

’Mid#ft frofts and fnows triumphant dares appear,

Mingles the feafons, and leads on the year.

Deferted now of all the pygmy race,

Nor man nor fairy touch’d this guilty place.

In heaps on heaps, for many a rolling age,

It lay accurs’d, the mark of Neptune’s rage ;

“T1ll great Naflau recloath’d the defart fhade,

Thence facred to Britannia’s monarchs made.

”I'was then the green-rob’d nymph, fair Kenna, came,

(Kenna that gave the neighb’ring town its name)

Proud when fhe {faw th’ ennobled garden fhine

With nymphs and heroes of her lover’s line.

She vow’d to grace the manfions once her own,

And pifture out in plants the fairy town.

T'o far-fam’d Wife her flight unfeen fhe {ped,

And with gay profpeéts fill’d the craftfman’s head,
Soft
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Soft in his fancy drew a pleafing {cheme,

And plan’d that landfkip in a morning dream,
With the fweet view the fire of gardens fir'd,

Attempts the labour by the nymph in{pir’d,

The walls and ftreets in rows of yew defigns,

And forms the town in all its ancient lines :

The corner trees he lifts more high in air,

And girds the palace with a verdant {quare ;
Nor knows, while round he views the rifing {cenes,
He builds a city as he plants his greens.

With a fad pleafure the aérial maid
This image of her ancient realm furvey’d ;
How chang’d, how fallen from jts primzval pride !
Yet here each moon, the hour her lover dy’d,
Each moon his folemn obfequies fhe pays,
And leads the dance beneath pale Cynthia’s rays ;
Pleas’d in the thades to head her fairy train,

And grace the groves where Albion’s kinfmen reign.
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