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‘The Honourable Mrs. ErizaBeTH PERRY.

- By the late Mr. F. CovENTRY.

ENIUS of Penfhurit old!
Who faw’ft the birth of each immortal oak,

Here {acred from the firoke;

And all thy tenants of yon turrets bold,
Infpir’ft to arts or arms ;

Where 2 Sidney his Arcadian landfcape drew,
Genuine from thy Doric view ;

And patriot ® Algernon unfhaken rofe

Above infulting foes ;

And Sacchariffa nurs’d her angel charms.

a S7r Philip Sidney. b Algernon Sidney.
O fuffer
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O fuffer me with fober tread
To enter on thy holy fhade;
Bid fmoothly-gliding Medway ftand,
And wave his fedgy trefles bland,
A ftranger let him kindly greet,
And pour his urn beneath my feet,
And fee where Perry opes his door
To land me on the f{ocial floor :
Nor does the heirefs of thefe fhades deny
To bend her bright majeftic eye,
Where Beauty fhines, and Friendfhip warm,
And Honour in a female form.
With them in aged groves to walk,
And lofe my thoughts in artlefs talk,
I fhun the voice of Party loud,
U fhun loofe Pleafure’s idle crowd,
And monkifh academic cell,
Where Science only feigns to dwell,
And court; where fpeckled Vanity
Apes her tricks in tawdry die,
And fhifts each hour her tinfel hue,
Still furbclow’d in follies nei.
Here Nature no diftortion wears,
Old Truth retains his filver hairs,
And Chaftity her matron flep,
And purple Health her rofy lip.
Ah! on the virgin’s gentle brow
How Innocence delights to glow !
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Unlike the town-dame’s haughty air,

The fcornful eye and harlot’s ftare;
But bending mild the bafhful front
As modeft Fear is ever wont :
Shepherdefles {fuch of old,
Doric bards enamour’d told,
While the pleas’d Arcadian vale
Echo’d the enchanting tale,

But chief of Virtue’s lovely train,
A penfive exile on the plain,
No longer active now to wield
Th’ avenging {word, protecting fhield,
Here thoughtful-walking Liberty
Remembers Britons once were free.
With her would Nobles old converfe,
And learn her diftates to rchearfe,
Ere yet they grew refin’d to hate
The hofpitable rural feat,
The {pacious hall with tenants ftor’d,

Where Mirth and Plenty crown’d the board ;

Ere yet their Lares they forfook,

And loft the genuine Britifh look,
'The confcious brow of inward merit,
The rough, unbending, martial fpirit,
To clink the chain of Thraldom gay,
And court-idolatry to pay ;

To live in city fmoaks obfcure,

Where morn ne’er wakes her breezes pure,
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Where darkeft midnight reigns at noon,

And fogs eternal blot the fun.

But come, the minutes flit away,

And eager Fancy longs to ftray :

Come, friendly Genius! lead me round

Thy fylvan haunts and magic ground ;

Point every fpot of hill or dale,

And tell me, as we tread the vale,
Here mighty Dudly once wou’d roye,
"T'o plan his triumphs in the grove:
There loofer Waller, ever gay,

¢« With Saccharifs in dalliance lay ;
And Philip, fide-long yonder fpring,
His lavifh carols wont to fing.”

Hark ! T hear the echoes call,

Hark'! the ruthing waters fall ;

Lead me to the green retreats,

Guide me to the Mufes’ feats,

Where ancient bards retirement chofe,

Or ancient lovers wept their woes.

What Genius points to yonder © oak ?

What rapture does my foul proveke ?

That taller tree, avhich of a nut was fet,

At bis great birth, where all the Mu/es met.

D 3

¢ An oat in Penfhurlt park, ﬂmdm’ the day Sir Philip &1d-

. ney awas éeru, of awhich Ben Johnifon fpeaks in the /cf/-r ing
manner :
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There let me hang a garland high,
There let my Mufe her accents try ;
Be there my earlieft homage paid,
Be there my lateft vigils made :
For thou waft planted in the earth
The day that fhone on Sidney’s birth.
That happy time, that glorious day
"The Mufes came in concert gay ;
With harps 1n tyne, and ready fong,
The jolly Chorus tript along ;
In honour of th’ aufpicious morn,
T'o hail an infant genius born :
Next came the Faun, in order meect,
The Satyrs next with cloven feet,
The Dryads fwift that roam the woods;
The Naiads green that {yim the floods 3
Sylvanus left his filent cave,
Medway came dropping from the wave ;
Vertumnus led his blufhing fpoule,
And Ceres fhook her wheaten brows,
And Mars with milder look_was there;
And laughing Venus grac’d the rear.
They join’d their hands in feftive dance,
And bade the {fmiling babe advance ;
Each gave a gift; Sylvanus laft ‘
Ordain’d, when all the pomp was paft,
Memorial meet, a tree to grow,
Which might to future ages fhew,

Thay
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That on fele&t occafion rare,

A troop of Gods aflembled there :
The Naiads water’d well the ground,
And Flora twin’d a wood-bine round :
The tree {prung faft in hallow’d earth,
Co-zval with th’ illuftrious birth

Thus let my feet unwearied ftray ;
Nor fatisfied with one furvey,

When morn {urveys with doubtful light,
And Phebe pales her lamp of night,
Still let me wander forth anew,

And print miy footfteps on the dew,
What time the {fwain with ruddy cheek
Prepares to yoke his oxen meek,

And early dreft in neat array

The milk-maid chanting fhrill her lay,
Comes abroad with milking pail ;

And the {found of diftant flail

Gives the ear a rough good-morrow,
And the lark from out his furrow
Soars upright on matin wings,

And at the gate of heaven fings.

But when the {fun with fervid ray
Drives upwards to his noon of day,
And couching oxen lay them down
Beneath the beechen umbrage brown ;
Then let me wander in the hall,
Round whofe antique-vifag’d wall
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Hangs the armour Britons wore,
Rudely caft in days of yore.

Yon {word fome heroe’s arm might wield,

Red in the ranks of Chalgrave’s field,
Where ever-glorious Hampden bled,
And Freedom tears of forrow fhed.

Or 1n the gallery let me walk,

Where living pictures feem to talk,
Where Beauty {miles ferencly fair,
And Courage frowns with martial air g
Tho’ whitkers quaint the face difguife,
And habits odd to modern eyes.
Behold what kings in Britain reign’d,
Plantagenets with blood diftain’d,
And valiant Tudor’s haughty race,
And Stuarts, England’s worft difgrace.
The Norman firft, with cruel frown,
Proud of his new-ufurped crown,
Begins the lift ; and many more,
Stern heroes form’d of rougheft ore.
oee victor Henry there advance,

Ev’n 1n his look he conquers France ;
And murd’rer Richard, juftly flain
By Richmond’s fteel on Bofworth plainj
See the tyrant of his wives,
Prodigal of faireft lives,

And laureat Edward nurs’d in arts,

Minerva {chool’d his kingly parts
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But ah ! the melancholy Jane,
A foul too tender for a queen !
She finks beneath imperial fway,
The dear-bought f{cepter of a day !
And muft the mount the {caffold drear?
Hard-hearted Mary, learn to {pare !
Eliza next falutes the eye ; |
Exalt the fong to Liberty,
The Mufe repeats the {facred name,
Eliza fills the voice of fame.
From thence a bafer age began,
The royal ore polluted ran,
Till foreign Naflau’s valiant hand
Chac’d holy tyrants from the land :
Downward from hence defcend apace
To Brunfwick’s high, illuftrious race;
And fee the canvas {peaks them brave,
An injur’d nation born to {ave,
A&ive in Freedom’s righteous caufe,
And confcious of a juft applaufe.

But chiefly pleas’d, the curious eye,

With nice difcernment loves to try
The labour’d wonders, pafling thought,
Which warm Italian penecils wrought ;
Fables of love, and ftories old,

By Greek or Latian poets told ;

How Jove committed many a rape,

How young A&con loft his fhaje ;
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Or what celeftial pen-men writ,

Or what the painter’s gennine wit
From Fancy’s flore-houfe could deyife ;
W here Raphael claims the higheft prize.
Madonas here decline the head,

With fond maternal pieafure fed,

Or lift their lucid eyes above,

Where more is feen than holy love.
There temples ftand difplay’d within,
And pillars in long order feen,

And roofs ruth forward to the fight,
And lamps affe& a living light.

Or land{capes tire the trav’ling eye,
‘The clouds in azure volumes fly,

The diftant trees diftinguifh’d rife,

And hills Jook little in the fkies.

When day declines, and ev’ning cool
Begins her gentle, filent rule, |
Again, as F ancy points the way,
Benignant leader, let me ftray :

And wilt thou, Genius, bring along
(S0 fhall my Mufe exalt her fong)
T'he Lord who rules this ample fcene,
His Confort too with gracious mien,
Her little offspring prattling round,
While Echo lifps their infant found.
And let Good-nature, born to pleafe,
Wait on our fteps, and graceful Eafe 4

1

Nor
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Nor Mirth be wanting as we walk,

Nor Wit to feafon fober talk ;
Let gay Defcription too attend,
And Fable told with moral end,
And Satire quick that comes by ftealth,
And flowing Laughter, friend to Health.
Meanwhile Attention loves to mark
The deer that crop the fhaven park,
The fteep-brow’d hill, or foreft wild,
The floping lawns, and zephyrs mild,
The clouds that blufh with ev’ning red,
Or meads with filver fountains fed,
The fragrance of the new-mown hay,
And black-bird chanting on the {pray 3
The calm farewel of parting light,
And Ev’ning fad’ning into Night.

Nor wearied yet my roving feet,
Tho’ Night comes on amain, retreat ;
But ftill abroad I walk unfeen
Along the ftar-enlighten’d green;

" Superior joys my foul invite,
Lift, lift to heav’n the dazzled fight.
Lo, where the moon enthron’d on high,
Sits fteady emprefs of the fky,
Enticing nations to revere,
And proudly vain of pagan fear ;
Or where thro’ clouds fhe travels faft,

And feems on journey bent in hafte,

\Vhil{i
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While thoufand hand-maid fiars awatt,

Attendant on their queen of flate.

*T'is now that in her high controul,
Ambitious of a foreign rule,

She ftirs the Ocean to rebel,

And faltious waters fond to {well
Guides to battle in her carr,
*Gaintt her fifter Earth t5 war,
Thus let me mufe on things fublime,
Above the flight of modern rhyme,
And call the foul of Newton down,
Where it fits high on flarr y throne,
Inventing laws for worlds to come,
Or teaching comets how to roam :
With him P’d learn of every ftar,
But four-ey’d Pedantry be far,
And fgnorance in garb of Senfl

With terms of art to make pretence.

Hail happy foil ! illuftrions earth !

Which gav’ft fo ma ny heroes birth ;
.V hich never wand ﬂng poet trod,
But felt within th? infpiring God !

n thefe tranfpor ting, folemn thades,

Firft T falute th? Aonian maids,

Ah lead me, Genius, to thy haunts,

by

Where Philomel at ey ‘ning chants,
And as my oaten pipe refounds,

Give mufick to the fm‘mmﬂ founds.
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A fimple fhepherd, yet unknown,
Afpires to fnatch an 1vy crown,
On daring pinions bold to {foar,
Tho’ here thy Waller {fung before,
And Johnfon dipt his learned pen,

And Sidney pour’d his fancy-flowing ftrain.
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Hon. WiLmor Vauvcaan, Elg; in WaLEs.

By the Same.

E diftant realms that hold my friend

Beneath a cold ungenial iky,

Where lab’ring groves with weight of vapours ben

Or raving winds o’er barren mountains fly ;

Reftore him quick to London’s focial clime,

Reftore him quick to friendfhip, love and joy ;

Be fwift, ye lazy fteeds of Time,

Ye moments, all your {peed employ.

Behold November’s glooms arife,

Pale funs with fainter glory fhine,
Dark gathering tempefts blacken in the i
And fhlv ring woods their fickly leaves rel
Is this 2 time on Cambrian hills to roam,

-..n—-i

To court difeafe in Winter’s baleful reign,

-

To liften to th’> Atlantic foam,

While rocks repel the roaring main,
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