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BLENHETIM.
Written at the Univerfity of Oxrorp in the Year 1727.

the Same.

T Xrtru of arts, whofe fkilful hand 3
The tow’ring pile to rife, and form d the plan

With fair proportion architect divine,

Minerva, thee to my advent’rous lyre

Aflitant I invoke, that means to fing

BrLexaEMIA, monument of B ritith fame,

Thy

D?dh to his virtue raife, whomn oft thy fhield

lorious work ! for thou the lofty tow’rs

Vo
o

In peril guarded, and thy wifdom fteer’d

Through all the ftorms of war. Thee too I call,
Thalia, fylvan Mufe, who lov’ft to rove
Along the fhady paths and verdant bow’rs
Of Waodftock’s happy grove : there tuning fiweet
Thy rural pipe, while all the Dryad train
Attentive liften ; let thy warbling fong
Paint with melodious praife the pleafing {cene,
And equal thefe to Pindus’ honour’d fhades.
When Europe freed, confefs’d the faving pow’r
Of MarLp’rovcH’s hand ; Britain who fent him forth
e




Chief of confed’rate hofts, to fight the caufe
Of Liberty and Juftice, grateful rais’d

This palace, facred to her Leader’s fame :
A trophy of fuccefs ; with fpoils adorn’d

Of conquer'd towns, and glorying in the name

Of that aufpicious field, where CrurcHILL’s fword
Vanquifh’d the might of Gallia, and chaftis’d
Rebel Bavar. Majeftick in its ftrength

Stands the proud dome;, and fpeaks its great defign.

Hail happy chief, whofe ralour could deferve
Reward {o glorious ! grateful nation hail,
Who paid’ft his fervice with fo rich a meed !
Which moft fhall T admire, which worthieft praife,
The Hero or the People ;¥ Honour doubts,
And weighs their virtues in an equal {cale.
Not thus Germania pays th’ uncancell’d debt
Of gratitude to us.——— Bluth; Cewfar, blufh,
‘When thou behold’it thefe tow’rs, ingrate to thee
A monument of fhame. Canft thou forget
Whence they are nam’d, and what an Englifh arm
Did for thy throne that day ? But we difdain
Or to upbraid or imitate thy guilt.
Steel thy obdurate heart againft the fenfe
Of obligationinfinite, and know,
Britain like heav’n prote@s a thanklefs world
For her own glory, nor expecs reward.

Pleas’d with the noble theme, her tafk the Mufe
Pur{ues untir’d, and throngh the palace roves
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SWith ever-new delight. 'The tap'ftry rich
With gold, and gay with all the beauteous paint
OF various-colour’d fillkss, difpos’d with fkill,
Attraéts her curious eye. Here Ifter rolls
His purple wave; and there the Granic flood
With pafiing fquadrons foams : here hardy Gaul
Flies from the fivord of Britain ; there to Greece
Effeminate Perfia yields.—In arms oppos’d
MarLe’roucH and ALExANDER vie for fame
With glorious competition ; equal both
In valour and in fortune, but their praife
Be dif’rent, for with diff’rent views they fought 3
This to fubdue, and That to free mankind.

Now through the ftately portals iffuing forth,
The Mufe to fofter glories turns and feeks
The woodland fhade, delighted. Not the vale
OFf Tempd¢ fam’d in fong, or Ida’s grove
Such beauty boafts. ~ Amid the mazy gloom
OF this romantick wildernefs once ftood
The bow’r of Rofamonda, haplefs fair,

Sacred to grief and love : the cryftal fount
In which fhe us’d to bathe her beauteous limbs
Still warbling flows, pleas’d to reflect the face
Of SpEncER, lovely maid, when tir'd fhe fits
Befide its low’ry brink, and views thofe charms
Which only Rofamond could once excel.
But fee where flowing with a nobler ftream,
A limpid lake of pureft waters rolls

B3

Beneath
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Bencath the widé-firetch’d arch, ftupéndous work,
Through'which the Danube might collefted pour
: His fpacious urn ! Silent awhile and fmooth
"The current glides, &ll with-an headlong force
Broke and diforder’d, down the fteep it falls

1

Inloud cafcades ; the filver parkling foam

s relucent in the dancing ray.

hefe retreats repos’d the mighty foul

In
Of CuurcHILL, from the toils of war and ftate,

faa

endidly private, and the tranquil joy

Of contemplation felt, while BLenrEIM’s dome
Trivmphal, ever in his mind renew’d
The mem’ry of his fame, and footh’d his thoughts

With pleafing record of his. glorious deeds.

n, home recall’d,

So by the rage of f:

Lucullus, while he wag’d {uccefsful war
Againft the pride of Afia, and the pow’t
Of Mithridates, whofe afpiring mind
» i 5

No loffes could fubdue; enrich’d with {poils
Of conquer’d nations, back return’d to Rome

2 3
And in magnificent retirement palft
The ev’ning of his life.—But not alone,
In the calm fhades of honourable eafe

2

Great Marpp’rovcH peateful dwelt Indulgent heav’n
G

With whom converfing, he forgot all change

e.a companion to his fofter hours,

Of fortune, or of tafte, and in her mind

Found greatnefs equal to his own, and lov'd
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$Timfelf in her.——Thus each by each admir'd,
Tn mutual honour, mutual fondnefs join’d :
1ike two fair ftars with intermingled light,
Tn friendly union they t together fhone,
Aiding each other’s brightnefs, till the cloud
Of night eternal quench’d the beains of one.
Thee Caurcait firft, the ruthlefs hand of death
Tore from thy confort’s fide, and call’d thee hence
To the fublimer feats of joy and love ;
Where Fate again fhall join her foul to thine,
Who now, regardful of thy fame, erefts
The column to thy praife, and fooths her woe
With Jnous honours to thy facred mame

Lo! where tow’ring on the height

Or you u;xiul pillar proudly ftands

Thy image, like-a g,l..'udnn god, fublime,

And awes the fubje plain : beneath his feet,

The German eagles fpread their wings, his hand
Grafps Victory, its flave. Such was thy brow
Majeftick, fuch thy martial port, w hen Gaul

I'lcd from thy frown, and in the Danube fought

A refuge from thy fword.———There, W here the field
Was deepeft ftain’d with gore, on Hochftet’s plain,
The theatre of thy glory, once was rais'd

A meaner trophy, by th” Imperial hand ;

Extorted gratitnde ; which now the rage

Of Malice impotent, befeeming ill

A regal breaft, has levell’d to the ground :

B 4 Mean
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Mean infult ! this with better aufpices

Shall ftand on Britifh earth, to tell the world

How MarLr’roucy fought, for whom, and how repay’d
His fervices, Nor {hall the conftant love

Of Her who rais’d this Monument be loft

In dark oblivion : That fhall be the theme

Of future bards in ages yet unborn,

Infpird with Chaucer’s fire, who in thefe groves
Firft tun’d the Britifh harp, and little deem’d

His humble dwelling fhould the neighbour be

Of Brewueiv, houfe fuperb ; to which the throng
Of travellers appro;!ching, fhall not pafs

His roof unnoted, bnt refpectful hail

With rev’rence due. Such honour does the Mufe
Obtain her favourites.—~— But the noble pile

(My theme) demands my voice.——O fhade ador’d,
MarLp’roucH! who now above the ftarry {phere
Dwell’ft in the palaces of heav™n, enthron’d
Amongit the demi-gods, deign to defend

This thy abode, while prefent here below,

And facred fhill to thy immortal fame,

With tutelary care, Preferve it fafe

From Time’s dcfh'o.\'ing hand, and cruel firoke

Of fadtious Envy’s more relentlefs rage.

Here may, long ages hence, the Britifh youth,
When Honour calls them to the field of war,
Behold the trophies which thy valour rais’d 3

The proud reward of thy fuccefsful toils
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