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So we, brave friend, fuppole that thy great fkill,
Thy gentle mind, and fair example will,
At thy return, reclaim our frantic ifle,
Their {pinits calm; and peace again fhall fmile.
Epm. WarrLer, Anglus.
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VIRGIL’ Tomb. NarLEs 1741.
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g Pujfo 5 Maroneique redens in margine templ
‘ Suz animum, &5 magni tumnlis agcanto magifiri. Stat.
| I Came, great bard, to gaze upon thy fhrine,
And o’er thy relicks wait th’ infpiring Nine :
For fure, I faid, where Maro’s athes {leep,
The weeping Mufes muft their vigils keep :
Still o’er their fav’rite’s monument they mourn,
And with poetic trophies grace bhis urn

i Have placed the fhield and martial trumpet here ;

The fhepherd’s pipe, and rural henours there :
' Fancy had deck’d the confecrated ground,
And fcatter’d never-fading rofes round,

And now my bold romantic thought afpires
‘T'o hear the echo of celeftial Iyres ;

‘Then catch fome found to bear delighted home,
And boaft I learnt the verfe at Virgil’s tomb ;

/ Or ftretch’d beneath thy myrtle’s fragrant fhade,
With dreams extatic hov’ring o’er my head,
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See forms auguft, and laurel’d ghofts afcend,

And with thyfelf, perhaps, the long proceflion end.

I came—but foon the phantoms difappear’d ;
Far other {cenes, than wanton Hope had rear’d ;
No faery rites, no funeral pomp I found 3
No trophied walls with wreaths of laurel round :
A mean unhonour’d ruin faintly fhow’d
The fpot where once thy maufoleum ftood :
Hardly the form remain’d ; @ nodding dome
Q’ergrown with mofs is now all Virgil’s tomb.
sTwas fuch a fcene as gave a kind relief

1o memory, 1n {weetly-penfive grief :
! Gloomy, unpleafing images it wrought ;

No mufing, foft complacency of thought :
For Time had canker’d all, and worn away
Ev’n the laft, mournful graces of decay :
Oblivion, hateful goddefs, fate before,

And cover’d with her dufky wings the door:
No filver harps I heard, no Muie’s voice,

But birds obfcene in horrid notes rejoice
Fancy recoil’d, and with his tinfel train,
Forfook the chearlefs {cene ; no more remain
The warm ambitious hopes of airy youth;
Severe Refletion came, and frowning Truth :
Away each glitt’ring gay idea fled,

And bade a melancholy train {ucceed,

That form’d, or feem’d to form, a mournful call

In feeble echoes mutt’ring round the wall,

Seek
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Scek not the Mufes here! th’ affrighted maids
Have fled Parthenope’s polluted fhades :
Her happy fhores, the feats of joy and eafe,
Their fav’rite manfions once, no longer pleafe : j
No longer, as of old, in tranfport loft, |
The fifters rove along th’ enchanted coaft ;
They turn with horror from each much-lov’d fiream,
And loath the fields that were their darling theme :
The tuneful names themfelves once fondly gave
To ev’ry {welling hill, and mofly cave,
So pleafing then, are only heard with fighs ;
And each fad echo bids thermr forrow rife.

Yet Nature fmiles, as when their Virgil fung,

Nor ’midft a fairer fcene his lyre was ftrung ;

Still bloom the {weets of his elyfium hére;
And the fame charms in ev’ry grove appear.

But ah! in vain indulgent {uns prevail ; _ |
IHealth and delight in ev’ry balmy gale il
Are wafted now 1n vain : {mall comfort bririg
To weeping eyes the beauties of the {pring.
To groaning f}aves thofe fragrant meads belong; 8
Where Tully diftated, and Maro fung.

Long fince, alas! thofe golden days are flown,

Where here each Science wore its proper crown ; -
Pale Tyranny had laid their altars low,

And rent the laurel {rom the Mufe’s brow

What wonder then midft fuch a fcene to fea

The Arts expire with bleeding Liberty #

Penfive
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. Penfive and fad, each fair angelic form

Droops, like the wearied dove beneath a ftorm:
Far other views the poet’s thought engage,
Than the warm glories of th’ Auguftan age,
Can mis’ry bid th’ imagination glow ?

Or genius brighten *midft domeftic woe ?

To fee defponding wretches round him pine,

Horace had wept beneath the Alban vine,
Sad fits the bard amidft his country’s tears,

And fighs, regardlefs of the wreaths he wears.
| Did ever Want and Famine {weetly {ing ?

The fetter’d hand uncouthly ftrikes the ftring.
Lo! ftern Oppreflion lifts her iron rod,

And Ruin waits th’ imperious harpy’s nod :

! Black Defolation, and deftructive War,

Rife at the fignal, and attend her car.

| From the dire pomp th’ affrighted fhepherd flies,

% And leaves his flock the rav’nous foldier’s prize.
Where now are all the nymphs that bleft the plains ?
Where, the full chorus of contented {wains ?

‘The fongs of love, of liberty and peace,

Are heard no more ; the dance and tabor ceafe :

To the foft oaten pipe, and paft’ral reed,

The din of arms, and clarion’s blaft {fucceed :

i  Dire fhapes appear in ev’ry op’ning glade ;

And Furies howl where once the Mufes ftray’d ?

Is this the queen of realms, for arts renown’d ?

This captive maid, that weeps upon the ground !

Mor. 1V. H Alas!
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Alas ! how chang’d !—dejeéted and forlorn'?

The miftrefs of the world become the {corn ¥
round ftand Rapine,. Horror and Defpair ;

And Ign’rance, dark ally of barb’rous War :

She, at th’ ufurping Vandal’s dread command,,

Difplays her gloomy banner o’er the land :

Beneath its chilling thade negleted lies

Fach fifter Art; and unlamented dies.

Lo! Sculpture lets her ufelefs chifiel fall ;

W hile on fome ruin’d temple’s broken wall

Sad Architecture fits ; and fees with thame

Mif-fhapen piles ufurp her injur’d name :

Moufic and Verfe, unhappy twins! belong

To antique Mafque, and weak unmanly Song =

The gath’ring deluge {wells on ev’ry fide,

And monkifh Superftition fivells the tide..

By the refiftlefs torrent overborn

Floats ev’ry Virtue, from its bafis tcrn:

Fair Learning droops, the fick’ning Arts decay 3

And ev’ry laurel fades, and ev’ry bay.
All is confus’d, no traces now are {een

'To thew what wretched Italy has been.
y

Thus once Vefuvius, crown’d with circling wood,

Parthenope, thy beaunteous neighbour ftood :

Perpetual Spring cloath’d the fair mountain’s fide ;

And what is now thy terror, was thy pride.

Sudden th’ imprifon’d flames burft forth ; and laid

On fmoaky heaps each fhricking Dryad’s fhade :
3

Now
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Now deep in athes finks the myrtle bow’r,
O’er beds of flow’rs {fulphureéous torrents roar ;
And exil’d demi-gods their ruin’d feats deplore.
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YE ladies that live in the city or town,

Fair Winton or Alresford fo fine and fo gay ;
And ye neat country lafles in clean linen gown,
As neat and as blithe and as pretty as they :
Come away ftrait to Ovington, for you can’t think
What a charmin 2 new walk there is made on the Link.
Look how lovely the profpeét, the meadows how green,
‘The fields and the woods, in the vale or the hill -
The trees, and the cotage that peeps out between,
The clear ftream that runs bubbling in many a rill,
That will thow your fair face as you ftand on the brink,
And murmurs moft {weetly all under the Link.

How pleafant the morning, how clear the blue f‘my.,,

How pure the freth air, and how healthy the place

Your heart goes a pit-a-pat light as a fly,

And the blood circles brifkly, and glows in your face :
Wou’d you paint your fair cheeks with the rofe and the pink ?
‘Throw your wathes away, take a walk on the Link.
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