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Excufe, great Sir, the ravings of a mind,

That can fo 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,
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To the Duke of MARLBOROUGH
ARDON, great Duke, if Britain’s ftile dL]lgim, I

A Orif th’ Imperial title more invites ;

Pardon, great Prince, he failings of a Mufe,

That dares not hope for more than your excufe,

ce to attempt your praife,

Forc’d at a dif
And fing your viétories in mournfual lays, \
To caft in thadows, and allay the light,

That wouhds, with nearer rays, the dazled fight,
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Nor durft in a direét and open ft
Such aés, with her unha ~0'~""L‘; notes, prophane:
In tow’ring verfe let meaner heroes grow,
And to elab’rate lines their greatnels owe,
want
Praifes, no grcatnr than 2 t.
Oh! when fhall Ezroze, by her Marrsro’s fivord,
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Your aétions, own’d by

2 foe may

T'o lafting peace ¢ 'm.l liberty reftor’d,
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Allow her weary champion a retreat,
To his lov’d country and his rifing {eat?

Where your foft partner, far from martial noife;
Your cares {hall fiveeten with domeftic joys :

Your conquefts fhe with doubtful pleafure hears,
And in the midft of ev’ry triumph fears;

Betwixt her queen and you divides her life,

A friend obfequious, and a faithful wife.

Hail Woodftock ! hail ye celebrated glades !
Grow falt ye woods, and flourifh thick ye fhades !
Ye rifing tow’rs for your new lord prepare,

Like your old Henry come from Gallia’s war.
The gen’ral’s arms as far the king’s o’erpow’r,
As this new ftrudture does furpafs the bow’r.

The pleafing profpects and romantic {cite,

The fpacious compafs, and the ftately height ;
The painted gardens, in their flow’ry prime,
Demand whole volumes of immortal rhime,
And if the Mufe would fecond the defign,

Mean as they are, fhould in my numbers fhine.
There live, the joy and wonder of our ifles,
Happy in A/ion’s love and Anna’s {miles.

While from the godlike race of CHRURCHILL borx;

PFour beauteous Rafazmonds this bow’r adorn,
Who with the ancient fyrén of the place
In charms might vie, and ev’ry blooming grace ;
Bug blefs’d with equal virtues had fhe been,
Like them fhe had been favour’d by the QUEEN,
L2 ‘Whom




	Seite 130
	Seite 131

