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An EPISTLE from the EleGtor of Bavaria
to the Frexcu King, after the Battle ol
RAMILLIES.

F yet, great Sir, your heart can comfort know,
And the returning fighs lefs frequent flow ;

If yet your ear can fuffer Anwa’s fame,
And bear, without a ftart, her MaArRLEBRO’S name;
If half the flain o’er wide Ramillia {pread,
Are yet forgot, and in your fancy dead :

Attend, and be yourfelf, while I recite
(Oh'! that I only can of loflés write!)
To what a mighty fum our 1lls amount,
And give a faithful, tho” a fad account.

Let not Bawvaria be condemn’d ur:lwﬁ.rd.
Nor, ’till examin’d, have his conduét clear’d ;
Charge not on me alone that i';;ml day,
Your own commanders bore too great a {way
Think ! Sir, with pity think ! what I have loft,
My native realms and my paternal coalft,
All that a firm confed’rate could beftc
Ev’n faith and fame, if you believe thc f‘(.n?.
Think what a heavy load o’erwhelms my breaft,
With its own fortows and with yours opprelt;
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After one battle loft, and couatry gone,

Vanquifh’d again, alas! and twice undone.
On! where fhall T begin? what language find
To heal the raging anguifh of your mind ?
Or 1f you deign a willing ear to lend,
Oh! where will my difaftrous ftory end ?
Conqueft I often promis’d, I conf:fs,
And who from fuch a pow’r could promife lefs ?
There Gallia’s force, and here Bawvaria’s fhines,
Th’ experienc’d houfhold fills our crowded lines ;
Already had our tow'ring thoughts o’erthrown
The Belgian holt, while we furvey’d our own,
Deftroy’d their provinces with {word and flame,
Let 1n their feas, and {ack’d their dm/ferdam ;

Ll

Already had we fhar’d the fancy’d fpoil,

(Imaginary trophies crown’d our toil)

Bataviar ftandards to this temple gave,

In that the Brizi/b crofles doom’d to wave,

A rural feat aflign’d each captive chief,

In flow’ry gardens to afluage his grief,

And by his arts, and firft efcape prepar’d,

On MarrBro had beftow’d a double guard.
Paris impatient for the conquer’d foe,

Haften’d the tuneful hymn and folemn fhow ;

Triumphal chariots for thé victor flay’d,

And finifh’d arches caft a pompous fhade ;
With niceft art the bards had drefs’d their lays,
Of nothing fearful but to reach our.praife ;
1 But
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But all our hopes and expectation croft,
What lines have we ? what fame has Boileau loft ?

Your army now, fixt on its high defigns,

Ruih forth like vernal fivarms, and quit their lines ;

Eager the Dyle they pafs to feek the fight,
Fudoina’s fields with fudden tents are white,
The foe defcends, like torrents from the hills,
And all the neighb’ring vale tumultuous fills :
Preluding cannons tell th’ approaching {torm,
And working armies take a dreadful form.

Soon your vi®orious arms, and ftronger force,
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Tore all the left, and broke the Belgian horie;
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I'heir fcatter’d troops are rally’d to the nght,
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But only rally’d for a fecond flight :

As when high heav’n on fome afpiring wood,

W hich in clofe ranks, and thickeft order ftood,

Pours its collected ftores of vengeance down,

Cedars are feen with firs and oaks o’erthrown,

L ong ravages and intervals of walfte !

So gor’d their lines appear’d, and fo defac’

The third attack had ended all the war,

Sunk their whole force, and fav’d your future care,

Had MarLBRO, only MarRLBRO, not been there.
As fome good genius flies, to {ave the realms

Which, in his abfence born, a plague o’erwhelms,

Through op’ning fquadrons did the hero hatte,
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And rais’d their drooping courage as l€ pu_{h
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| Amidft the routed Belgians he arriv'd, |

| Turn’d the purfuit, the fainting fight reviv’d,
Supply’d each rank, fillI’d ev’ ry vacant fpace, I
And brought the battle to its former face.

With trembling hearts we fee our fate decreed ;
Where MarLBRO fights how can a foe fucceed 3
To reach his life our boldeft warriors ftrive,
On him the ftorm with all its thunder drive ;
He ftems the war, and half encompafs’d round
Still clears his way, and fill maintains his ground :
Amaz’d I faw him in fuch dangers live,

And envy’d him the death I wifh’d to give.

But how our rifi ng pleafure fhall I tell] ?

The thund'ring fteed, and the great rider, fell:
We thank’d kind heav’n, and hop’d the viétor flain,

But all our hopes, and all our thanks were vain : |
Free from the guilt of any hoftile wound
Alive he lay, and dreadful on the ground,

As when a lion in the toils is caft,
That uncontroul’d had laid the country wafte,
Th mfulting hinds furround him, who before
Fled from his haunts, and trembled at his roar; |
So round befet the mighty Brizon lies,
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And vulgar foes attempt the glorious prize.

|

| "T'1ll frefh battalions to his fuccour brought, fl

‘ Contending armies for the hero fo ught ; "i.

I The wanted fteed fome friendly hand prepar’d ?
And met a fatal, but a great, reward:
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A glorious death ; of his lov’d lord bereft,
The pious office unperform’d he left.

The refcw’d chief, by the paft danger warm’d,
Our weaken’d howufbold with new fury ftorm’d :
While all around to our admiring eyes
Frefh foes, and undifcover’d fquadrons, rife.
The boafted guards that fpread your name fo far,
And turn’d where’er they fought the doubtful war,
With heaps of flaughter ftrow’d the fatal plain,
And did a thoufand glorious things in vain 3
Broke with unequal force fuch numbers die,
That I myfelf rejoic’d to {ee them fly.

But oh | how few preferv’d themfelves by flight ?
Or found a fhelter from th’ approaching night ?
Thoufands fall undiftinguifh’d in the dark,

And five whole leagues with wide deftrué&tion mark.

Scarce at Ramillia did the flaughter end,
When the fwift viétor had approach’d O/fend ;
Took in whole ftates and countries in his way,
Bruffels, nor Ghent, nor dntwerp gain’d a day ;
Within the compafs of one circling moon,

The Lis, the Demer, and the Scheld his own.
What in the foe’s, and what in William’s hand,
Did for an age the power of France withftand ;
Tho’ each campaign fhe crowded nations drain’d,
And the fat foil with blood of thoufands ftain’d ;
Thofe forts and provinces does MARLERO oain
Tn twice three funs, and not a foldier flain;

None
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None can fufpend the fortune of their town,
But who their harveft and their country drown ;
Compell’d to call (his valour to evade)
The lefs deftru&ive ocean to their aid,

Oh! were our lofs to Flandria’s plains confin’d’
Jut what a train of 111s are ftill behind !
Beyond the Adige Vendome feels the blow,
And Villars now retires without a foe,
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{preads in Spain the flame,
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And their new monarch robs of half his fame ;
But France thall hear, in fome late diftant reign,
e |
An unborn Lew:s curfe Ramillia’s plain.
Whither, oh! whither fhall Bawaria run ?
Or where himfelf, or where the vitor fhun ?
QHalT - re with vain ambit
ohall'i no more with vain ambition roam,
But my own fubjeéts rule in peace at home !

rl-11 . :
i NENnce |

n abandon’d fugitive I’m driven,
Like the firft guilty man by angry heav’n
From his blefs’d manfions, where th’ avenging lord
Still guards the paflage with a brandifh’d {word.
Or fhall I to Brabantia’s courts retire,

And reign o’er diftant provinces for hire ?

Shall I with borrow’d government difpenfe,

A royal fervant and another’s prince ?

Thefe countries too (oh my hard fate !) are loft,
And I am banifh’d from a foreign coaft ;

Now may I fight fecure of fi:ture toils,

Of no new countries a third battle {poils.
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Oh, Tallard! oncel did th Lhﬂ]]lf d LNU e,

But envy now the fate I mourn’ s.l before
By bondage blefs’d, proteéted by the ﬁ:)u,
You live contented-with one overthrow ;
Her captive, Britain kindly kept away
From the difgrace of the laft fatal day.
How does my fall the haughty victor raife,
And join divided nations in his praife;
Grateful Germania unknown titles frames,
And CaurcHILL writes amongft her {fov’reign names
Part of her ftates obey a Brizi/b lord,
Small part ! of the great empire he reftor’d.
From the proud Spaniard he extorts applaude,
And rivals with the Dutch their great Najjaus.
In ev’ry language are his battles known,
The Swede and Pole for has, defpife their own.
A thoufand fe&s in him their fafety place,
And our own faints are thank’d for our difgrace.
England alone, and that {fome plu:;fl:s'c glves,
Envies herfelf the bled

My grief each placc renews W :'u:ru—u"cr I oo,
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And ev’ry art contributes to my woe ;
Ramillia’s phlin each painter’s pencil yields,
Bawvaria flies in all their canvas fields:

On me, young poets their rude lays indite,
And on my forrows practife how to write ;
I in their fcenes with borrow’d paflion rage,

And a& a thameful part on ev’ry {tage.
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In Flandria will the tale be ever told,

Nor will it grow, with ever telling, old :

The lifping infants will their MarLeRrO raife,
And their new fpeech grow plainer in his praife ;
His ftory will employ their middle years,

And in their lateft age recall their fears,

While to their children’s children they relate

The bufinefs of a day, their country’s fate :

Then lead them forth, their thoughts to entertain,
And fhew the wond’ring youth Ramillia’s plain ;
“T'was here they fought, the houfbold fled that way,
And this the {fpot where MarLBRO proftrate lay.

Here they, perhaps, fhall add Bawaria’s name,
Cenfure his courage, and his condu& blame :
"T'is falfe, 'tis falfe, I did not bafely yield,

[ left indeed, but left a bloody field :

Believe not, future ages, ne’er believe

The vile afperfions which thefe wretches give ;
[f you too far my injur’d honour try,

Take heed, my ghoft, it will, it thall, be nigh,
Rife in his face, and give the flave the lie.

Why fhould the ftars thus on Britannia {mile,
And partial bleflings crown the fav’rite ifle ?
Holland does her for their great founder own ;
Britannia gave to Paortugal a crown :

T'wice by her queens does proud Zéeria fall ;
Her Edwards and her Henrys conquer’d Gaul -

The
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The Savede her arms from late oppreffion freed,
And if he dares opprefs, will curb the Svede.
She, from herfelf, decides her neighbours fates,
Refcues by turns, by turns {ubdues their ftates ;
In the wide globe no part could nature firetch
Beyond her arms, and out of Britain’s reach :
Who fear’d, fhe e'er could have Bawaria feen ?
Such realms, and kingdoms, hills, and feas between ?
Yer there, -

oh fad remembrance of my woe !
Diftant Bawaria does her triumphs fhow.
Proud ftate! muft Exrgpe lie at-thy command,
No prince without thee rife, without thee ftand!
What fhare ? what part is thine of all the fpoil ?
Thine only 1s the hazard and the toil.
An empire thou haft fav’d and all its ftates,
Iberia’s realms have felt feverer fates :
What wou’dft thou more ¢ fill do thy arms advance ?
Heav’n knows what doom thou haft referv’d for France !

From whofe wife care does all the treafure rife,
That flaughter’d hofts and fhatter’d fleets fupplies ?
From whence fuch boundlefs conqueft does fhe reap,
Purchas’d with all her boafted millions cheap ?

O blefs’d ! ohenvy’d Queen! that does command
At fuch a time, in {uch a happy land ;
Great 1n her armies and her pow’rful feet!
Great in her treafures ! in her triumphs great !
But greater ft1ll! and what we envy molft,
That can a MarreRrO for her fubje& boatt !

Oh,
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Oh, Gallia! from what {plendors art thou hurl'd? . - |
The terror once of all the weftern world ; !

Thy fpreading map each year did larger grow,
New mountains ftill did rife, new rivers flow :
But now furrounded by thy ancient mounds,
Doft inward fhrink from thy new-conquer’d bounds.
Why did not nature, far from MarLBRO’s worth,
In diftant ages bring her Loxis forth ?
Each uncontroal’d had conquer’d worlds alone,
Happy, for Europe, they together fhone.
Ceafe! Louis, ceafe! from wars and flaughter ceafe !

Oh! fue at laft, ’tis time to {ue, for peace!
Urge not too far your twice unhappy fate,
Nor MarrLBrO’s ftronger arm confefs too late :

.

Who never camps nor rough encounters {aw,
Can no juft image of the hero draw : {
He muft, alas! that MarLBRO truly knows, |

Face him in battle, and whole armies lofe. |
Believe me, Sir, on my unwilling breaft,

Fate has his virtues one by one fmpre{’c . a
With what a force our Sclellemberg he ftorm’d ?

4
1

And Blentern’s battle with what conduét form’d ?

How great his vigilance ; how quick his thought ;

— i e

What-his contempt of death, ‘Ram:llia taught.
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Thefe nature cool for peace and counfel forms,
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For battle thoie with rage and fury warms ;

But to her fav’rite Britain does impart
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The cooleft head at once and warmedt heart ;
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So does Siczha’s lofty mountains thow
Flames in her bofom, on her head the {now.

My youth with flatt'ring fmiles did Fortune crown,
The more feverely on my age to frown ?
Of Pleafure’s endlefs ftores I drank my fill,
Offictous Nature waited or my will ;
'The Aufirian refcu’d, and the 7ur o’erthrown,
Eurgpe and dfia filI’d with my renown :
Blafted are all my glories and my fame,
Loit 1s my country and illuftrious name :

he titles from their prefent lord are torn,
Which my great anceftors fo long had borne ;
No native honours fhall my offspring grace,
‘T'he laft eletor with a num’rous race,
Half my unhappy fubjeés loft by wars,
The reft for a worfe fate the viétor fpares :
Were they for this entrufted to my care ?
This the reward the brave, the faithful fhare ?
My fonslament, in diftant dungeons thrown,
Unacted crimes, and follies not their own ;
Butoh! my comfort ! —— my o’er-flowing eyes
Guth forth with tears, and all my {orrows rife,
While the dear tender exile I bemoan ;
Ohroyal bride! oh daughter of a throne!!
Not thus I promis’d when I fought thy bed,
'Thou didft the brave, the great Bavaria wed :
Curft be ambition ! curft the thirft of pow’sr!
And curft that once-lov’d title Emperor !

VoL, V., I

t.s.
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Excufe, great Sir, theravings of a mind,

That can {o juft a caufe for forrow find ;
My words too rudely may a monarch greet,
For oh! was ever grief like mine difcreet!
No {fuff’rings fhall my firm alliance end,
An unfuccefsful, but a faithful friend.

S R SO RO R0
*To the Duke of MARLBOROUGH.

ARDON, great Duke, if Britaiz’s ftile delights;
Or if th’ Imperial title more invites ;
Pardon, great Prince, the failings of a Mufe,
That dares not hope for more than your excufe,
Forc’d at a diftance to attempt your praife,
And fing your victories in mournful lays,
To caft in thadows, and allay the light,
That wounds, with nearer rays, the dazled fight,
Nor durft in a dire& and open ftrain
Such a&s, with her unhallow’d notes, prophane:
In tow’ring verfe let meaner heroes grow,
And to elab’rate lines their greatnefs owe,
Your a&ions, own’d by ev’ry nation, want
Praifes, no greater than a foe may grant.
Oh! when fhall Exrope, by her MARLERO’S {word,
To lafling peace and liberty reftor’d,
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