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While pleas’d Britannia that great man farveys
The Prince may truft, and yet the People praife s
One bearing greateft toils with greateft eafe,

One born to ferve us, and yet born to pleafe ;

His foul capacious, yet his judgment clear,

His tongue is flowing, ‘and his heart {fincere :

His counfels guide, his temper chears our ile,
And fmiling gives three kingdoms caufe to fmile.
Augult, how bright thy golden {cenes appear,
Thou faireft daughter of the various year,

On thee the fun with all his ardor glows,

On thee in dowry all its fruits beftows,

The greate!’t Prince, the foremoft fon of fame,

To thee bequeath’d the glories of his name 3
Nature and Fortune thee their darling chofe,

Nor could they grace thee more, till Walpole rofa.
By fteps to mighty. things Fate makes her way,

The fun and Cafar but prepared this day.
U e I PR LR AL LA LSS
The Lawyer’s Farewell to his Mufe.
Written in the Year I744.

§, by fome tyrant's ftern command,
A wretch forfakes his native land,
In foreign climes condemn’d to roam

An endlefs exile from his home ;
Penfive
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Penfive he treads the deftin’d way,
And dreads to go, nor dares to ftay;
*Till on fome neighb’ring mountain’s brow
He ftops, and turns his eyes below ;
There, melting at the well-knawn view,
Drops a laft tear, and bids adieu :
So I, thus doom’d from thee to part,
Gay queen of Fancy and of Art,
Reluétant move, with doubtful mind,
Oft ftop, and often look behind.

Companion of my tender age,
Serenely gay, and fweetly fage,
How blithfome were we wont to rove
By verdant hill, or {hady grove,
Where fervent bees, with humming voic:
Around the honey’d oak rejoice,
And aged elms with aweful bend
In long cathedral walks extend !
Lull’d by the lapfe of gilding floods,
Chear’d by the warbling of the woods,
How bleft my days, my thoughts how fiee,
In fweet fociety with thee !
Then all was joyous, all was young,
And years unheeded roll’d along :
But now the pleafing dream is o’er,
Thefe fcenes muft charm me now no more,
Lott to the field, and torn from you,-——
Farewel | ——a2a long, 2 lalt adieu,
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Me wrangling courts, and ftubborn Law,
To fmoak, and crowds, and cities draw ;
There felfifh Fation rules the day,
And Pride and Av’rice throng the way ¢
Difeafes taint the murky air,
And midnight conflagrations glare ;

Loofe Revelry and Riot bold

1n frighted ftreets their orgies hold ;

Or, when in filence all is drown’d,

Fell Murder walks her lonely round;

No room for peace, no room for you,
Adieu, celeftial Nymph, adien!

Shakefpear no more, thy fylvan fon,

Nor all the art of Addifon,

Pope’s heav’n-ftrung lyre, nor Waller’s eaft,
Nor Milton’s mighty felf maft pleafe :
Inftead of thefe, a formal band

Tn furs and coifs around me ftand 5

With founds uncouth and accents dry,

That grate the foul of harmony,

Each pedant fage unlocks his ftore

Of myftic, dark, difcordant lore 3

And points with tott’ring hand the ways
That lead me to the thorny maze.

There, in 2 winding, clofe retreat,

Is Juftice doom’d to fix her feat,

There, fenc’d by bulwarks of the Law,

She keeps the wond’ring world in awe,
2

And




[ 227 ]
And there, from vulgar fight retir’d,
Like eaftern queens is more admir’d.
\ O let me pierce the fecret fhade
Where dwells the venerable maid!
There humbly mark, with rev’rént awe,
The guardian of Britannia’s Law,
Unfold with joy-her facred page,
(Th’ united boaft of many an age,
‘Where mix’d, yet uniform, appears
The wifdom of a thoufand years)
In that pure {pring the bottom view,
Clear, deep, and regularly true,
And other doérines thence imbibe
Than lurk within the fordid {ctibe ;
Obferve how parts with parts unite
In one harmonious rule of right;
See countlefs wheels diftin&ly tend
By various laws to one great end ;
While mighty Alfred’s piercing foul
Pervades, and regulates the whole.

Then welcome bufinefs, welcome ftrife,
Welcome the cares, the thorns of life,
The vifage wan, the pore-blind fight,
The toil by day, the lamp at night,

The tedious forms, the folemn prate,
The pert difpute, the dull debate,

The drowfy bench, the babling Hall,

For thee, fair Jultice, welcome all !

|




	Seite 224
	Seite 225
	Seite 226
	Seite 227

