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The DO W A G ER. By the Same,

VV HERE aged elms in many a goodly row
Give yeatly fhelter to the conftant crow,

A manfion ftands : long fince the pile was rais’d,
Whofe Gothic grandeur the rade hind amaz’d.
For the rich ornament on ev’ry part,
Confely’d the founder’s wealth, and workman’s art :
Tho' as the range of the wide court we tread,
The broken arch now totters o’er the head ;
And where of old rofe high the focial {fmoke,
Now fiwallows build, and lonely ravens croak.
Tho' Time, whofe touch each beauty can deface,
Hzs torn from ev’ry tow’r the fculptor’d grace ;
Tho' round each ftone the fluggard ivy crawls,
Vet ancient {tate fits hov’ring on the walls.
Where wont the feftal chorus to refound,
And jocund dancing frequent beat the ground,
Now Silence {preads around her gloomy reign,
Save when the maftiff clanks his iron chain,
Save when his hoarfe bark echoes dire alarm,

Fierce to proteét the place from midnight harm,

Itsonly guard ; no revel founding late

Drives the night villain from the ;on"" gate.
An hallow’d matron and her fimple train
Thefe folemn battlements alone contain

An hoary dowager, whofe l).am d rncc

Old age

has decl’d with
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‘With almoft vérnal bloom her cheek fill ftrow’d,
As beauty ling’ring left her lov’d abode ;

That lov’d abode, where join’d with truth and f{enfe
She form’d the features to mute eloquence,

And bade them charm the ftill attentive throng,
Who watch’d the facred leflons of her tongue.

For not thro’ life the dame had liv’d retir’d,

But once had fhone, €’en’midit a court admir’d:
w

Returning from the war in victor arms,

e

for of her charms

11

a

ime the Tov'd pof

Call’d from his monarch’s tongue the plaufive praife,

While honour wreath’d him with unfading bays,
She, happy partner of each jeyful hour,

Then walk’d {erene amid the pomp of pow’r :
‘While all confefs’d no warrior’s with could move
For fairer prize, than fuch accomplifh’d love :
Nor to that love could aught more tran{port yield,
Than graceful valour from the victor field.

Thus flourifh’d once the beanteous and the braves
But mortal blifs meets ftill th’ untimely grave :
Aurelius died— his reli’s pious tear

O’er his lov’d athes frequent flow’d fincere,
Each decent rite with due obfervance paid,
Each folemn requiem offer’d to his fhade,
Plac’d *mid the brave his urn in holy ground,
And bade his hallow’d banners wave around.
Then left the gaudy fcenes of pomp and power,
While prudence beckon’d to that ancient bower,
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And thofe paternal fields, the fole remains
Of ample woods and far-extended plains,
Which tytant cuftom rudely tore away

To diftant heirfhip an expeéted prey.

Serene the fought the far-retired grove,
Once the blefs’d manfion of her happy love,
Pleas’d with the thought, that memory eft would raife
Afolemn profpeét of thofe blooming days
Aurelius gave : her pious purpofe now

To keep fill conftant to her facred vow;

In lonely luxury her forrows feed,

And pafs her life in widow’s decent weed.

One pledge of love her comfort ftill remain’d,
Whom in this folitude fhe careful train’d
Tovirtuous lore ; and while as year by year
New graces made Aurelia ftill more dear 3

Full many an hour unheeded fhe would trace
The father’s femblance in the daughter’s face ;
While tender fighs oft heav’d her faithful breaft,
And fudden tears her lafting love expreft.

Thus long fhe dwelt in innate virtues great,
Amid the villagers in facred ftate -

For ev’ry grace to which fubmiffion bows,

The pow’r which confcious dignity beftows,

She felt fuperior ; for from ancient race

She gloried her long anceflry to trace;

And ever bade Aurelia’s thought afpire

To ev'ry grace, each ray of facred fire,




That full of heav’n-born dignity informs
The mortal breaft which ardent virtue warms 3
Then led her to the venerable hall

Where her fucceflive fires adorn’d the wall,

And arched windows with their blazon bright
Shed thro’ the herald glow a folemn light :
There clad in rough habiliments of war

Full many a hero bore a glorious {car;

There in the civic fur, the {ons of peace,
Whofe counfels bade their country’s tumults ceafe;
While by their fide, gracing the ancient {cene,
Hung gentle ladies of moft comely mien.

"T'hen eager thro’ the well-known tale {he run,
Tn what fair caufe each honour had been won,
What female grace each virgin had poffe(s’d

To charm to gentle love the manly breaft;
Pleas’d to obferve how long her gen’rous bloed
Thro® fair and brave had pafs’d a {potlels flood.
Mean while the young Aurelia’s bofom fir'd
With emulation, by each tale infpir'd,

Tn eager tranfport frequent breath’d her prayer
The graces of her anceftry to fhare :

Nor breath’d in vain, her fond maternal guide
Cherifh’d with care each fpark of virtuous prides
And ever as the gave a leflon new,

Would point fome old example to her view :
Inflam’d by this, her mind was quickly fraught

With each fage precept, that her mother tanght.

The
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