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LUCY, OR THE BANKS OF AVON.

WRITTEN AT THE AGE OF SEVENTEEN,

AND NEVER MEANT BY MR. B. FOR THE PUBLIC EYE *,

WHERE gentle Avon winds its filver ftream,
A mofs-grown cottage rears its humble head ;
There Lucy firft the vernal air mmhal'd,

And fpent beneath its roof her infant years.

* Thefe lines are printed from the firft foul copy, preferved by his Me-
ther without Mr. B.s knowledge. Mr. B. perpetually burned numbers of
beautiful productions of his early youth. Mr. B. came one morning into his
Mother’s dreffing-room, faying, “ He had juft met with a little poem that
he thought the would like to hear, if at leifure.” = He took his feat, and read
as far as to the five laft lines; then ceafed, and afked how fhe liked 1t. Mrs.
B. replied, ¢¢ Like it; my dear child! why the man was a great villain, and
the poor girl a great fool. Who wrote it ?” Mr. B. replied, ¢ It is not quite
finithed.” He then read the five laft lines, when Mrs. B. not guefling her

fon to be the writer, exclaimed, ¢¢The moral is delightful, and makes-it a/

beautiful ; tell me, if youknow, who wrote it.” He replied, *“ An Eton boy;” -
adding, in his fweetly mufical voice, ““I am happy that you like it, my -

dear Madam ; it is, in verfe, what you have been inculcating on me from
my childhood in profe.”—Mr. B. at a very early age wrote a wonderfully
beautiful panegyric on the late Earl of Chathant. Nothing could ever pre-
vail on Mr. B. to flatter any one ; but he ever fpoke, and wrote, obliging;
truths moft elegantly..
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LUCY, OR THE BANKS OF AVON. 153

Ye Veftals ftern, who oft a virtue boaft
That fprings unbidden in your frigid breafts,
Scorning weak Love, be flill /everely chafte!
Yet, fpare; oh! fpare poor Lucy’s injur'd fhade:
For once refemble HEaVEN, and pardon Her,
If ever You for HEAvEN's pardon hope;
For crimes Yv# have, though not from Love they {pring,
And had young Edward fought your cold embrace,
Then you like Lucy might have lov'd and fall'n.
Sad Lucy once poflefs'd, hef arms he left

To pluck frefh rofes in a diftant clime ;
And twice two years on tranfatlantic thores,

Edward, falfe Edward, {pent, ere he return'd

To vifit injur'd Lucy’s native land.

She, like the plaintive bird, her love bewaild,
And, ever fighing, ftray’'d on Avon’s banks ;.

Like Avon's fiream her tears flow'd ceafelefs down,

For three long years her fate fhe forely mourn'd ;
Q
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LUCY, OR THE BANKS OF AVON,

From this faid tale one moral may we learn,

That Virtue’s paths alone are paths of peace,

And that the man who thefe pure paths fhall quit
For Pleafure’s gilded halls and rofeate bow’rs
Through life’s long courfe will ne’er true blifs attain.
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