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The ARGUMENT.

Henry III . join 'd by Henry de Bourbon , king of Na¬
varre , againjl the League, having blockadedParis , fends

over Henry de Bourbon privately into England , in
hopes of obtaining fuccours from queen Elizabeth . A
violent form over-taking him in his voyage, he isoblig'd
to put into an if and , where an old hermit receives him-,

and foretells his change of religion, and accejjion to the
throne. Defcription of England , and i\ govern¬
ment. * sV'
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THE

HEN MA
CANTO the FIRST.

* Hp HE chief renown'J, who rul'J in France, 1
«*■ fing,

By right of conquefr, and of birth, a kingj
In various fuff'iings refolute, and brave,
Fa&ion he quell'd : he conquer'd, and forgave.
Subdued the dangerous League, andf factiouŝ fayne, 5
And curb'd the hcad-ftrong arrogance of̂ pain.

* The chief renoivn 'd, \ Henry IV . of France , fon of Anthony
king of Navarre , who defcended in a direft line from Robert
Count de Clermont , youngelt Ion of Lewis V.i . or St. Lewis king
of .France . The poikrity of his eldeft fon Philip the Bold, foils
ing in Henry IT1. king of France , three hundred years after the
death of St. Lewis , Henry of Bourbon became heir to the crown,
as defcended from the above-mentioned Count de Clermont , who
married Beatrix , daughter of Agnes de Bourbon , heir of Are-
hemband , lord of Bourbon in the middle of the Xlllth century.

f Charles duke de Mayne , Brother of Henry duke de Guife,
who foim 'd the League , a faction in France ; who , under pretence
of danger of the church , made head againft Henry III . king
of France , and , after his death , againft Henry of Bouibon , who
gam 'd great advantages over the Spaniards in confederacy with
the League.

B 3 He



-6 THE HENRIADE.

He taught thoje realms he conquer'd to obey,
And made his fubjecls happy by his fway.

O heaven-born truth , defcend, celeftial mufe,
Thy power, thy brightnefs in my verfe infiife. it
May kings attentive hea-c-thy voice divine'
To teach the monarchs o. mankind is thine.
'Tis thine to war-enkind'lh.g realms to fhew
What dire effects r . n curft divifions flow.
Relate the troubles of preceding times ; ij
The people's fuff'ring's, and the prince's crimes.
And O ! if fable may her fuccours lend,
And with thy voice her fofter accents blend;
If on thy light her fhades fweet graces fhed, .
If her fair hand e'er deck'd thy facred head, 20
Let her wî me thro' all thy limits rove,
Not to conceaNhy beauties, but improve.

* Valois then govern'd the dift.ra6r.ed land,
Loofe flow'd the reins of empire in his hand :. _ ^
Rights were confounded, laws neglected bore
No force, alas ! for Valois reign'd no more.
No more the prince for deeds of war renown'd,
Whom as her fon victorious conqueft own'd;

* Vulois then governed, ] Hemy III . king of France , one of the
principal heroes of this poem, is always called Valois, the nam*
of the royal branch to which he belong ' d.' Who*



THE H 'ENRIADE . 7

Whofe arms thro' Europe fpread diforder'd fear,
Whofe loyal fubjects ftied the pious tear, 30
When the bleak north proclaim'd him truly great,
And laid her crowns, and fcepters at his feet.
Thofe rays of glory, erft in battle won,
Sunk into night, and vanifh'd from the throne.
There fat the monarch qr the lap of eafe, 35

Reclining fondly in the arms of r̂ ace.
Too weak to bear in each lethargic hour,
The regal diadem, and weight of pow'r.
Voluptuous youths ufurp'd the fole command,
And reign'd, in truth, the fov'reigns of the land. 40

uPleas'd in their foft luxurious prince to find
Corrupted morals, and a female mind.
Meantime the Guifes rofe at fortune's calTj^
And built theirTchemes of greatnefs oy^ is fall.
Thence fprung the League, whicrfprov'd the fata^

fcource. 45
Of num'rous ills, and baffled all his force.
TlTe fervile crowd, with vain chimaeras fed,
Too blindly follow'd where the tyrants led.
Now from the Louvre fee the monarch fly,
No faithful friend, no kind protection nigh ; 50

All



8 THE HENRIADE.
All had been loft , but warlike * Bourbon came,
Whofe gen ' rous foul was fraught with virtue 's flame.
'Twas his the royal facrifice to fave,
And teach once more the monarch to be brave.
The kings te Paris with their troops advance , j]
The eyes of Europe all are fix'd on France.
Rome takes th ' alarm , her fears the Spaniards fhare,
And wait with dread the iflue i,f the war.

High on the walls inhuman Difcord flood,
Eager for /laughter , and athirft for blood ; 6:
Thro ' all the city rag 'd, nor rag 'd in vain,
But drove to arms the hoftile League , and Mayne ■
Thro ' church , and ftate the deadly poifon fpread,
And call 'd the proud Iberia to her aid.
This fav>s£e monfter fcenes of horror loves , 6j
And plagues ^ q,vot'ries whom her foul approves.
She racks , and stalls the (laves her chains confin 'd,
And riots in the torments of mankind.
Weftward of Paris , where the winding Seine
Adorns each meadow with eternal green , 7c
Where oft ' the Graces , and the Mules play,
The troops of Valois flion in dread array.

* Bourbon'] Henry IV . is call 'd indifferently throughout tinpoem either Bourbon , or Henry . He was born at Pau in Bennle 1; December 1
Tbffl



THE HENRIADE . 9

Th ?re, whom religion fway 'd by difF'rent laws
,me. Revenge united in their fov' reign 's caufe.

A thoufand chiefs flood forth at Bourbon 's word , 75

Love join 'd their hearts , and valour drew the fword.
5 With joy they follow 'd the bl ight paths of fame,

But one their leader , and their church the fame.
are.

1C

Immortal * Louis eyed him from above
With all the fondnefs of parental love : 80
Virtues he faw which Gallia 's king might grace , -
And future glories worthy of his race.
Charm 'd with his courage , yet he griev 'd to find

f ,%#lich weak difcernment in fo brave a mind :
\ Would gladly guide him to the throne of truth , 85

And wifh 'd to check the errors of his youth.

But valiant Henry gain 'd the regal crcwn ^ ^ *
And rofe by meafusts ifubjmfclf unkn^ vn.
Louis was prefent from his bleft abod£
To lead the youthful hero in his road . 0,0
Full oft ' unfe en the kind affiftance came,

m 'I 'fiat toils , and'dangers might augment his fame.

Oft ' had our walls beheld with martial rage
In doubtful war th 'embattPd ranks engage . I

ka'n v * hnmortal Louis'] St. Louis, the ninth of that name, kin" ofFrance, from whom the Bourbon branch was del'cended. °
,ei**' ' - - w B 5 The



io THE H E N R I A D £ .
The plains were defolate, and carnage fpr'ead i)j ^
From fliore to ftiore her mountains of the dead, -A
When Valois thus addrefs'd the chief with fighs, ^
And tears of forrow ftreaming from his eyes. O

\\
See to what height thy monarchs ills are grown, IV''

There read the faithful portrait of thy own. 100 V
With equal hate the factious Leaguers join &
To ftrike at Bourbon's glory, and at mine. ^
Seditious Paris, with a proud difdain, ' *
Rejects the prefent, and the future reign. t
The ties of blood, the laws, each gen'rous care 105
That fills thy foul, proclaims thee lawful heir. l£Great are thy 'rtues , and, I blufli to own,
For this would Paris drive thee from the throne.
Nay morê Ho fhew that heav'n approves the deed,
Religion heapŝ er curfes oTTTrfy ffead. 110" ' , ' ■ x ' ' .. V • ••f̂ XmRome without aimies diftant nations awes,
Spain hurls her thunder, and afferts hercaufe.
Friends, fubjefts, kindred, in this evilAzj,
Or bafely fly, or proudly difobey.
Rich is theharveft of Iberia's gains, 11$
Who pours her legions on my defert plains.
Perchance, the fuccours of a foreign force
May flop th' impending danger in it's courfe.

Britannia



THE HENRIADE.

Britannia 's queen may lend the friendly aid,
•And mutual terror may our foes invade.
What , tho ' eternal jealoufy , and pride
Oppofe our int 'reft , and our hearts divide.
When life's fevereft ills have been endur 'd,

My glory blafted , and my fame obfeur 'd ;
When vile affronts have made my honor poor,

My fubjecls , and my country are no more.
Who comes thefe proud infultcrs to controul

Is moft my friend , and deareft to my foul.

No common , liftlefs agent will I truft,
Be thou my envoy in a caufe fo juft.

f On thee my fortune in the war depends,

Thy merit only can procure me friends Y

Thus Valois fpoke , and Bourbon heard %";:Lh gritf
The new defign ?, â idxpunjels of the j -y ^ ff

His great , and gen 'rous mind difdair ^d. to yield

Thus to divide the glory of the field.
There was a time when conqueft met his arm,
Ancl all thole honours which the brave can charm :

When ftrong in pow 'r , unaided by intrigue,
Himfelf , with *Conde , quell 'd the trcmblingLeague . 140

*. Condi] Henry, prince of Conde. He was the hopes of the
Pioteft.int party : and died at Saint-Jean d'Angeley, aged 35
years, in 1685.
~ Yet



12 THE HENRIADE.

Yet , in obedience to the king 's command , -f]
He left his laurels j and withdrew his hand . Tl
The troeps , amaz 'd, with reftlefs ardor burn , Tl
Their fate , their fortune waits on his return . Le
The abfent hero frill preferv 'd his fame , . M! Tl
The guilty city fhudder 'd at his name : Ar
Each moment thought the mighty warriour near,
With death , and dcfolation in his rear.

yijBAi
He thro ' the plains of Neuftria bends his way , j_r(

Attended only by his fiiend *Mornay . I5! ^
Mornay , too good to flatter , or deceive , j -̂
The caufe of error too averfe to leave.

By zeal , and prudence ftudious to advance
Alike the int 'reft of his church and France.

The corXigr 's cenfor , but at court belov 'd, 15 p c
Rome 's greai ^^ foe, and^ ĵ tf-Prome appro v'd. 'j-

- —
Between two rocks , which hoary ocean laves,

And beats with all the fury of his waves
The port of Dieppe meets the hero 's eyes,
And crowds of eager mariners fupplies . 16'

f
|n<

Hi

U

B)

B)
_H<

T*Morna-~\ Dnpleffis Mornay ; the braveft, and moft virtuno
perfon belonging to the Proteftant party. When Henry IV pj
chang'd his religion, Mornay reproach'd him in the fevereft man
r.cr, and ittii \ l from court. He was called the pope of the H«C(tueno's.



THE HENRIADE . 13
' Their hands prepare the veflels for the main,

Thofe fov'reign rulers of the azure plain.
The ftormy Boreas , faft -enchain 'd in air,
Leaves thefmooth fea to fofter Zephyr 's care . 164

14! Their anchor weigh 'd, they fwiftly quit the ftrand,
And foon defcry Britannia 's happy land.

When lo ! the day's bright ftar is hid in clouds,
And gath 'ring whirlwinds whiftle thro ' the Ihrouds.

■Heav 'n gives her thunder , waves on waves arife,
*^ Arid floods of lightning burft from all the fkies. 170

Q/*ath mounts the ftorm , and foaming billows (hew
"frhe king of terrors to the failors view.
Nor death , nor dangers Bourbon 's foul annoy,
His country 's forrows all his cares employ ; r

!5 For her he cafts^the longing look behind/*̂ 175
The ftorm accuftsT ^ Kû cOndfemns ttf ^wind.
Lefs gen 'rous warmth the Roman 's Dreaft infpii 'd,
By love of conqueft , and ambition fir'd,

— ^ MiU<i'.Liiiii!L;:,„ching boldly from Epirus ' coaft,
^ By angry feas, and furious furges toll , 180

_ . He dar 'd his mightier fortune to oppofe
nun) T ° all the pov/r of Ne ; tune , and his foes:
yJj 'Firm , and convinc 'd that no impending doom
eH«Could match it 's monarch from the world , and Rome.

[Jjjj -^ ' Twas
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'Twas then that being , infinitely wife , lEac

Atwhofehigh will all empires fall , or rife, His

Who gave this world it 's fair , and beauteous form, vVi

Who calms the ocean , and directs the ftorm , An<

On Gallia 's hero look 'd with pity down She

From the bright radiance of his faphire throne . iAnc

The waves , obedient to his dread command , Th

Convey 'd the veffel to the neighbouring land . IV!

Guided by heav 'n , fecure the hero ftood ^ es

Where Jerfey 's ifle emerges from the flood. Eh>

Near to thefhore there lay acalm retreat,

By fhades defended from the folar heat.
A rock , that hid the fury of the feas,
Forbid the entrance of each ruder breeze.

By natures hand adorn 'd , a moffygrot

Improv 'd thcNlieauties of lWs_ruxa!r,fpot.

An holy hermit ^ Vain 'd in wifdom 's ways,

There fpent the quiet evening of his days.

Loft to the world , and all it 's trifling fhew^

His only ftudy was himfelf to know . >e

O 'er ev'ry fault his penfive mind woud rove , 2rr

Which pleafure dictates , or which fprings from lov<ja

The flow'ry meadows , and the filver ftreams /[,

Had rais 'd his foul to more enlighten 'd themes . v
ti '
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lEach paffion quell 'd in this retir 'd abode,,
His ardent wiih was union with his God.

m, Wifdom before him fpread her ample page,
And heav 'n protected his declining age.
She pour 'd her pureft bleffings on his head,

IAnd taught him Fate 's myfterious book to read.
The hoary fage, who well our hero knew,
IVhom God inform 'd with fcience ever true,
STear a clear ftream invites the prince to tafte
The fimpie diet of his rural feaft.
Hie 6ft had fled from vanity , and care,

'iToJiumble cottages , and fimpler fare,

lad bid adieu to courts , and courtly pride,
\nd laid the pomp of majefry afide.

In plain , and ufeful converfe much was fg,^
Of troubles thro ' the5SSg £SsrShipire fevad.
itfornay unmov 'd determin 'd to protect
■Vith zealous fervor Calvin , and his feet.

___"̂"nrVi.. in-J " "ht what precepts to believe,
*etition'd heav 'n one ray of light to give.

s'.rror , he faid, in all preceding times,
•' oV(Ias truth conceal *d, and been the nurfeof crimes,

luft I then wander , and miflake the road,
Vhofe only confidence is plac 'd in God.I>
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A God , fo gracious , fure will lend his aid, jjjn t

And teach mankind what worfhip fhould be paid . And
On 1

Let us , replied the venerable feer, u . ,
Tsngl

God 's fecret counfels , and deiigns revere . j,^
Nor rafhly think that human errors bring

Their muddy currents from fo pure a fpring . ĵ , ^
Well I remember , when thefe aged eyes L
Beheld this fe<Sf. in humble weaknefs rife, i-iBut i
When , as an exile dreading human fight,

' ' ' '. - I he
It fled for refuge to the (hades of night . Fron

By flow degrees the phantom rais 'd her head , pj
And all around her baleful influence flied . . ,\nd
Plac 'd on the throne , no pow ' r her force confines,

She reigns our tyrant , and o'erturns ourfhrines . ^ ^
Far from the court , in this obfcure retreat,

With figris\ and tears .J weep Rejigion 's fate.

One hope remT'̂ to chear life's dreary vale ; ^ ^
So ftrange a worfhip cannot long prevail : Thei
It 's new -born glory in our days fhall ceafe,

Firft fprung from man , and founded in capncS \fy] lc

Frail , like ourfelves , all human works decay ; . p na(
God fweeps their glory , and their pride away.

Safe, and fecure his holy city ftands ; ! 'pj
Nor dreads the malice of our mortal hands.

In vain the fabric hell , and time invade , ^ncj

His own right arm the ftrong foundation laid.
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Un thee, great Bourbon, will he pour his light,
And chafe the mifts of error from thy fight. 260
On Valois' thronej with providence thy fhield,
bright wilt thou fhine, and all thy fp' Sfhall yield.
Through paths of glory conqueft leads thyfword ;
Tis heaven's decree; the higheft gave his word.
Yet hope not rafhly, in the pride of youth, 265
To enter Paris, uninform'd by"truth.
'But molt of love's bewitching draught beware,
The braveft hearts are conquer'd by the fair.
From that fweet poifon guard thy manly foul;

^rjicwgh paflion calls, and pleafure crowns the bowl.•
\ndwhen , at length, this fage advice purfued, 271

' 5rhe factious Leaguers, and thyfelf fubdued,,
tn horrid feige thy bounteous hand fhall give
Life to a nation, and it's ftrength revive
Then all thy realms ina-rA£n.*Vtrfe**fvt$&/o f peace, 275
Ml ftrife fhall vanifh, and all difcord Vetlfe.
'Then raife thine eyes to that almighty lord

_J.*.ri rjTlli"Tffti"'""f ltri ri" honour'd, and ador'd.
Who moft preferves his image, moft fhall find
That virtue pleafes, and that heav'nis kind. 28.0

Thus fpoke the feer, each word new warmth be-
ftow'd, .

Vnd Henry's foul with fecret raptures glow'd.
Thofe
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Thofe happy days were prefent to his eyes, kvir
When God to man defcended from the fkies; Lnd
When virtue open'd all her facred fprings, f he
Pronounc'd her oracles, and govern'd kings. l'd&1
With tears he clafpt the hermit to his breaft, ^
And parting fighs his honeft grief expreft. ^r &
Far diftant fcenes creative fancy drew, e
And rifing glories dawn'd upon his view. F^ ei
Marks of furprize were ftamp'd on Mornay's face,'1
But heav'n from him withheld her gifts of grace.
The world in vain beftows the name of wife,

irita
!orn
ron

Where virtue beams, but error's cloud's arife. >)n r
f hej

While thus the fage, enlighten'd from above,
Spoke to the heart, and tried the prince to move. Lnd

Vhc
The
,) ne

Charm^ sdth his voice the lift'ning winds fubfidej
Phcebus breaE\ £<sf th', and ocean fmooths the tide.
By him conducted, Bourbon reach'd the fhore,
And profp'rous gales the chief to Albion bore.
Soon as he faw the fea-encircled ifle,
It 's change of fortune made the hero fmile
Where once the public evils owed their caufe ^ at
Ta long abufes of the wifeft laws,
Where many a warriourfell of high renown,
And kings defcended from the tott'ring throne, 'a b Fi

Thri
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j virgin queen the regal fceptre fway 'd,
iad fate itfelf herfov 'reign pow 'r obey 'd.
f he wife Eliza , whofe directing hand
lad the great fcale of Europe at command ; 310
i.nd rul 'd a people that alike difdain
)r freedom 's eafe, or flav'ry 's iron chain.
X ev'ry lofs her reign oblivion bred ;
There , flocks unnumber 'd graze each flow 'rymead.
Britannia's veflels rule the azure feas, ' 3 *5
Horn fills her plains , and fruitage loads her trees,
'rorh pole to pole her gallant navies fweep

^Th&waters of the tributary deep.
)n Thames 's banks each flow'r of genius thrives,
There fportstheMufe , and Mars his thunder gives . 320
Three different pow 'rs at Weftminfter appear,

, ind all admire the ties which join them there .' '
' nwn ~ '
Vhom int 'reft parts , m ? Ta'!!";>tou&sb<er- bring,
The people 's deputies , the peers , and tJng.
3ne whole they form , whofe terror wide extends 325

_jJj .!.liijij,V.l |'~ t . nations , and their rights defends.
Thrice happy times , when grateful fubjecls fliew
That loyal , warm affcdtian which is due !
>ut happier ftill , when freedom 's bieffings fpring
torn the wife conduit of a prudent king . 330
) when , cried Bourbon , ravifh 'd at the fight,
a I ranee fhall peace , and glory thus unite ?

' A
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L/

A female hand has clos'd the gates of war, rpj^
Lock on, ye monarchs, and adopt her care. .y.̂
Your nations Difcord's horrid tideo'erwhelms, 33;j} a(j
She lives the blefling of adoring realms. gut

IT*
Now at that fpacious city he arrives, | jj er

Where nurs'd by heav'n-born freedom plenty lives
Now, mighty William's tow'r before him ftood,

Now, fair Eliza's more auguft abode. 34' :, <t-;i
Thither he fpeeds, attended by Mornay, Ler
His friend, and fole affociate in the way. ^
True heroes fcorn that pageantry, and ftate,
Whofe glitt'ring honors captivate the great. "
For France he fupplicates with humble prayere, 34'.
And native dignity each accent bears. Wl
From honeft franknefs all his period's flow, At1

The only eiotjû Cêt̂ afto^uien know. Ful
Dees Valois fend you to the banks of Thame ? Th
Eliza cries, furpriz'd at Valois' name.
Are all your dire contentions at an end* '"̂ 11 —
And you, that bitt'reft enemy, his friend !
Fame fpread yourdifcords, and that fame was true, (Frc

From north, to fouth, from Ganges, to"Peru. 3| Th
And does that arm, fo dreaded in the fight, ^°

W
Protect his honor, and maintain his right !

Ptfrel
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*iDiftrefs, replied the chief, our friendftiip gave,
The chains are broke, and Valois will be brave,
'far happier days he once was doom'd to fee, 360

33:Had all his confidence been plac'd in me.
But fears unmanly in his breaft arofe,
Twas art, and cowardice that made us foes.
Henceforth, the vanquifh'd {hall my aid receive,
His wrongsI punifh, and his faults forgive. 365
This war fojuft may raife Britannia's fame,

^ "Tis thine, great queen, to fignalize her name.
■Let royal mercy fpread her downy wings,
And crown thy virtues by defending kings.

The queen, impatient, afks him to relate 370
3f,What ruthlefs evils harrafs'd Gallia's ftate.

What fprings of action had produc'd a change.
At once fo new, fo ^̂ wad̂ f̂ û ^ dftrange.
"ull oft' of bloody broils, Eliza faid,

hro' Britain's ifle has fame the rumor fpread. 37^
ut who for certainty on fame depends,

■̂-^ n^ r ^ iCwith darknefs, truth with falfehood
blends?

le, From you or Valois' friend, or conqu'ring foe,
3<Thofe long diflentions1 could wifti to know.

Yourfelf was witnefs, and can beft impart 380
What myftic ties have chang'd fo brave a heart.

m . DKphy*
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Difplay your martial deeds , your griefs declare,
No life more worthy of a royal ear.

And muft I then , return 'd the chief with fighs,
Recall thofe fcenes of horror to my eyes ! 3
0 would to heav'n, oblivions endlefs night
With thickeft fhades might veil them from my fight;
Muft Bourbon tell of kindred prince 's crimes,

And the fell madnefs of preceding times ?
1 ftiudder at the thought , but your command , 3
Refpeft of pow 'r forbids me to withftand.
Others , no doubt , would ufe refin 'd addrefs,

• - ,- ■*• v. " •. ; - rv
Difaiuife the truth , and make their errors lefs :
But I rejecT: an artifice fo weak,
And like a foldier , not an envoy fpieak. 3

T H

«̂» •, .







The ARGUMENT.

3enry the great relates to queenElizabeth the hijlory of
the civil ivars of France. He traces them from their
origin, and enters into a detail of the majfacres com*
mitted on St, Bartholomew's day.





( *7 )

I • THE

HEN R I A B E,
CANTO the SECOND.

IN .France, great fov'reign, to increafe the curfe,
Our ills are rifen from a (acred fource.

f

Religion, raging with inhuman zeal,
^rms ev'ry hand, and points the fatal fteel.<T
io me however it will lead belong 5
To prove the Romans, or Geneva wrong.
Whatever names divine'.{jfed paruei~Tlajrn,
n mad impofture they are both the fame,
f in the ilrifes, which Europe's fons divide,
Murder, and treafon mark the erring fidej 10
»nce both alike in blood their hands imbrue,
Their crimes are equal, and their blindnefs too.

Line 6. Several Hiftorians have defcribed Henry IV . as waver - ,
>g between the iwo religions ; here he is defcribed as he was,
man 0t honour , ferioufly endeavouring to inform himfelf, the s

''end of truth , the enemy of perlecution , and deteiting guilt
pwefoever it appeared,

C 2 For



28 THE HENRIADE.

For me, whofe buflnefs is to guard th &'ftate , ^
I leave to heav 'n their vengeance , and their fate.

My hand ne 'er trefpafs'd on the rights divine ; 1
Or e'er profan 'd the incenfe of the flirine.
Perifti each ftatefman cruel , and unkind,
Who reigns defpotic o'er the human mind ;
Who ftains with blood religion 's facred word,
And kills , or gains new converts by his fword . 20
Prefuming rafhly that a gracious God
Approves , the facrifice of human blood.
Oh wou 'd that God , whofe laws I wifh to know,
On Valois ' court fuch fentiments beftow !

The Guifes falfely plead religion 's caufe , 2
No fcruple checks them , and no confcience awes.
At me thofe leaders , infolent and proud,

Direct their fury^ aj^ ^ rafrure tfĉ crowd . ' ^
Thefe eyes have feen our citizens engage
In mutual murders , with a zealous rage : 3'

. ■ tf • I " *
For vain difputes have feen their pious care
Deal all around the horrid flames of war.

Line 25. Francis duke of Guife , comrnonly at that time caft
the Great duke of Guife , was the father of Salafre . It was b
who with the cardinal his brother , laid the foundations of ll
kague . He had feveral great firt at qualities , which however
rouft take care not to dignify with the nam? of virtues.
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You know the madnefs of thofe vulgar minds
Which fadtion warms , and fuperftition blinds;
When , proudly arming in a caufe divine , 35
No pow 'r their head -ftrong paflion can confine.

Er'ft: in thefe happy realms yourfelf beheld
The rifing evil, and it 's danger quell 'd :
The troubl 'd fcene afTum'd a milder form ;

Your virtuous cares fubdued the gath ' ring ftorm . 40

No reign more pleafing cou 'd I wifti to fee,
Your laws are flourifbing , your city free.
Far other paths did Medicis purfue,
Far' lefs belov 'd, lefs merciful than you.

MoyM by thefe tales of milery , and woe , 45
^Tore of her conduct fliou 'd you feek to know,

Myfelf her real characler will tell,
Nor ought exaggerate , nor ought conceal.
Many have tried , but few cou 'd e'tr impart
The fecret counfels of fo deep a heart . -jo

Full twenty years within the palace bred
^fesh to my coft , I faw the tempeft fpread.

—' The king expiring in the bloom of life
;a]l, Left a free courfe to his ambitious wife ...
is hi
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30 THE HENRIADE.

F'orm 'd by her cares to empire , either fon j
. M ?T*

Alike Ihe hated when he reign 'd alone . 1

Her hands , theXource from whence confufion flow

The feeds of jealoufy , and difcord fow 'd.

Her deep defigns , no wild effect of chance,

To Conde Guile oppos 'd, and France to France.

By turns defending enemies , and friends,
And rivals aiding for her private ends.
Falfe to her fe£t , and fuperftkion ' s flave,

She fought each pleajure which ambition gave . ^
Scarce did one virtuous grace adorn her mind , (

j L
Deform 'd with all the vices of her kind. ; I K
Forgive the freedom of an honeft heart;
You reign a ftranger to your fex's art.

- _ _ - \ k

Line 55. Catharipyj'Cf Medicis quarrel'd with her fon Chart A
IX . towards the lat.er end of his life, and afterwards wll
Heriry III . She had fo openly exprefTed her diflikêof the govrf *
ment of Francis II . that flie' was fufpefted, though unjultly,1 q
having haftened the death of that king.

Line 60. In the memoirs of the League is containeda lett«i
Catharine of Medicis to the prince of Conde, in which fhe letuu jj
him her thanks for having taken arms agamft the court.

Line 63. When (he believed that the battle of Dreux was Io _
and the proteftants had gained the victory, " Well then, I
" cried, we will fay our prayers in French".

Line 63. She wasfo weak as to believe in Magick, witnefst
Taliftnaiis which were found upon her after her death.
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THE H E N R I A D E. 31

Auguft Eliza, bleft with ev'ry charm
That thought can fancy, or that heav'n can

form, 70
To win affection, or to guard a ftate,
Livesa bright pattern to the good, and great.
With love, and wonder all your deeds are feen,
And Europe ranks you with her greateft men.'
Francis the fecond, in youth's early pride, 73
By fate untimely join'd his fire, and died.
Guife he ador'd, no more his years had fliewn,
Nor vice, nor virtue mark'd him for their own.
Charles, younger ftill, the regal name obtain'd,

But^ear evinc'd, 'twas Medicis that reign'd. 80
ne lought by artful policy to bring

Eternal childhood on the riling king.
A hundred battleŝ oke her new command,

-haii Arid difcord's flames were kindled by her hand.
s wis _ . . . 0
rovrf 1wo rival parties fhe with rage infpir'd, 8$
Uy>' Their arms directed, and their bofoms fir'd.
ajBjl.Uceux firft beheld their banners wave in air,

Ill-fated theatre of horrid war !-letun

Line 87. The battle of Dreux was the firft pitched battle be-
iefst tweeuthe catholic and proteftant parties . It happened in 1562.

IU21 C 4 Old



32 THE HENRIADE.

•OH Montmorenei near the royal tomb ^
Met from a warriour's arm a warriour's doom. g! .' An
At Orleans Guife refign'd his lateft breath, j .j
A ftern affaflin gave the flroke of death. ^
My father ftill unwilling flave at court, q
Was fortune's bubble, and the queen's fupport; ^
Wrought his own fate, in battle firmly flood, <)j q q
And died for thofe who thirfled for his blood. ^
Conde vouchfaf'd a parent's aid to.lend,
My fureft guardian, and my trueft friend.

Nurs:

Line 89. Anne de Montmorenei , a man remarkable ' M
obftinacy , and the moft unfortunate general of his time, was takt' jj
prifonsr at Pavia and at Dreux , beaten at St . Quintin by Philip Hf
and was at length mortally wounded at the battle of St. Denis bj'
an Lnglilhman named Stuart , the fame pejjfon who had taken hia)
prif 'oner at Dreux . , *

Line 91. This is the fame Francis de Guife who is mentioned
afterwards , famous for the defence* of Metz againft Charles V,
He was befieging the Proteftants in Orleans in 1563 , when.
Poltrot -'de-mere (hot him in the back with a piftol loaded with'
three poifoned balls . He was forty -four years old when he died. I

Line 93. Anthony of Bourbon , king of Navarre , the fathom
Henry IV . was of a weak and unfettled temper . He quitted thf;;
Proteftant religion in which he was born , juft when his wife rti
r.ounced the Catholic . He never knew with certainty what parti
or what religion he belonged to . He was killed at the fiege of:
Bonen , where he affifted the Guifes , who were his oppiefiW:
againft the Proteftants whom he loved . He died in 1562, of tin
iame age with Francis de Guile.

Line 97 . The prince of Conde who is here meant , was broths
of the king of Navarre and uncle of Henry IV . He was a long
time chief of the Proteftants , and a great enemy of the Guife
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Nurs'd in his camp, beneath the laurel's fhade,
Amidft furrounding heros was I bred. 100
Like him difdaining indolence, and floth,

* Arms were the toys, and play- things of my youth.
0 plains of Jarnac ! O unhappy day
That took my guardian, and my friend away !

" Conde, whole kind protection I enjoy'd, 10S
I Thy murd'ring hand, O Montefquiou, deitroy'd :

Too weak, too feeble to revenge the blow,
1faw thee deal deftruftion on the foe.

s j Young and untaught, expofed to ev'ry ill,
„ Heav'n found fome hero to protect me ftill ; no
,. Gre?J\£ onde firft my fteps to glory train'd,

jf̂ Next my good caufe Coligny's arm fuftain'd :
'sbj ^ °%ny5 gracious queen ! if Europe fee
'""j A virtue worthy hê egard in me,
>ra! [f Rome herfelf confefs my youthful days 115
/M Not unrenown'd, Coligny's be the praife.
wilt
ed.J -_ , - —
8*<J

I tbf| He was (lain after the battle of Jarnhc by Monte (cjnicu, captain
; rt| of ihe guard to ihe Duke of Anjou , (afterwards Henry HI .) The
>al'I ^ou nt of SoilTons fon cf the derailed , (ought diligently affef
eH Montefquiou and his relations , that he might Ihtrince them to hit

vengeance. " . , •.

Une in . GaCpard de Colignv , admiral of France , the fon of
h$ !pard de Coligny , marfhal of France , and of Louiiade Mont-
poreiici) tiller of the conftable , born at Chattillon Feb . 16, 1516.

rid , the following remarks.

C 5 Early



34 THE HEN RI ADE,
Early I learn 'd beneath his eye to bear
A foldier' s hardfhips in the fchool of war ;
Kis great example my ambition fir'd,
His counfel form 'd me , and his deeds infpir 'd. I2t
I faw him gray in arms , yet undifmay 'd,
Thegen 'ral caufe reclining on -his aid ; ^
Dear to his friends , refpe£ted by the foe,
Firm in all ftates , majeitic tho ' in woe ;
Expert alike in battle and retreat , 12
More glorious , ev'n more awful in defeat,
Than Gafton or Dunois in all the pride
Of war , with France and fortune at their fide.
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Ten years elaps 'd of battles loft and won , ' v, ,
Still on the field our well - arm 'd legions ftione ; if V
With grief the queen her barren trophies view 'd, A
Our hardy troops , tho ' vanqtiiftf ^ unfubdued , 0
And at one ftroke , one fatal ftroke ordain 'd Bi
To fweep the civil fury from the land . IV
Sudden new counfels in her court prevail 'd, 13! T
And peace was offer 'd, when the fword had fail 'd. H
Peace ! be thou witnefs heav ' n's avenging pow 'r ! . Fi
That treach ' rous olive how it blufti 'd with gore ; T
Gods ! is it then fo hard a talk to ftray , A
An 'i ihall -their monarchs teach mankind the way ? i4| ^

Tr4



THE HENRIADE.

True to his fov'reign ftill , devoutly true
Tho ' he oppos 'd her , to his country too,

Coligny fiez 'd the happy hour to heal

jJi Her bleeding int 'refts , with a patriot 's zeal.

Undaunted thro ' furrounding foes he prefs 'd,

(Sufpicions feldom haunt a hero 's breaft)

Nor ftaid, till in her own auguft abode,

I Full in the midft before the queen we flood,

12( With circling arms and flowing tears ftie ftrove
j To lavifli o'er me ev'n a mother 's love ;

Coligny 's friendfhip was her deareft choice,

Still to be rul 'd by his unerring voice ;

I Wealth , pow 'r, and honour at his feet ftie lay 'd, "j
■̂ ij ^sSTion's indulgence to our hopes difplay 'd, >

I3C Vain flatt'ring hopes alas ! and quickly fled. J

All were not blinded by this fpecious fhew

i Of cordial grace and bounty from the foe.
But Charles , ftill anxious to infure fuccefs,

1 More bounteous feem'd, as they believ 'd him lefs

J3i Train 'd up in falfhood from his earlieft youth,

He held eternal enmity with truth ;

From infant years had treafur 'd in his heart

The pois'nous precepts of his mother 's art j

And fierce by nature , mercilefs and proud y

i4! With eafe was ripen 'd to the work of blood.
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More deeply ftill to veil the dark defign,
By nuptial bands he made his filler mine.
0 :i bands accurft , and Hymen 's rites profan 'd,
By heaven in anger for our curfe ordain 'd,
Whofe baleful torch , dire omen of our doom , t%
Blaz 'd but to lead me to a mother 's tomb.

Tho ' I have fuffer 'd let me ftill be juft,
Nor blame thee , Medicis , but where I muft,
Sufpicions , tho ' on reafon firmly built,
I fcorn , nor need them to enhance thy guilt . l]
.But Albret died— forgive thefe tears I fhed,
Due to the fond remembrance of the dead.
Mean while the dreadful hour in fwift career,
Big with the queen 's vindictive wrath , drew ne . rr ?«

Nights gloomy mantle thrown o'er earth ani
heav 'n , I

Silent and ftill th ' appointed fign was giv'n.
The moon 's pale regent faulter 'd on her way,
And fick'ning feem'd to quemrh her feeble ray.

Line 167. Margaret of Vaiois , filler of Charles IX . was mJ
ried 10 Henry IV . in 1571, few days before the mafTacre.
' Line 171. Jeanne d'Albret,mother of Henry IV . who was draWi
to Paris -.villi the reft of the Huguenots , died almolt I'uddentiy be-;
tween the marriage of her ion and the feaft of St . BartholonWS
but Caillart her phylician , a 'ld Defnaeuds her i'urgeon , both ze>y.
lous Proteltants , who opened her body, found no marks of poifii
upon it.

.Line i8i . It was on the night between the 13d and 24th o:
Auguft , being the feaft of St. Bartholomew in 1jr/i , where thi
bloody tragedy was executed.

Colignf
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Coligny flept5 and largely o'er his head

The drowfy pow 'r had all his influence fhed . 185
Sudden unnumber 'd fhrieks difpell 'd the charm,

His rallying lenfes felt the dread alarm ;
He wak 'd, look 'd forth , and faw th ' affaflin throng

With murd 'rous ftrides march haftily along :

Saw on their arms the quiv ' ring torch -light play , 190

His palace fir'd, a nation in difmay,

His bleeding houfhold ftifled in the flames,
While all the favage hofr. around exclaims,

" Let no compaffion check your righteous hands,

*' ' l is God, "' tis Medicis, ' tis Charles commands . 195

Nov̂ Ujis own name fhrill ecchoing rends the Ikies,

^nd now far off" Teligny he defcries,
Teligny , fam 'd for ev'ry virtuous grace,
Whofe truth had e^t-n'd his daughter 's cllafte em- j

>
brace,

Hope of his caufe , and honour of his race . J 200

The bleeding youth by ruffians force convey 'd,
With outftretch 'd arms demands his inftant aid.

Line 137. The count de Teligny, ten months before, had
married the daughter of the admiral. He had fo much fweetnefs
"i his countenance, that they who came firft to kill-him relented

the fight, but otters more barbarous did the bufinefs.

Helplefs
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Helplefs , unarm 'd, he favv his fate decreed , pr0]
Saw that his blood muft unreveng 'd be fhed ; An<
Yet bravely anxious for renown atchiev 'd, 20j fJe
Wifh 'd but to die the hero he had liv 'd. fh,

Already the tumultuous band explore
His own recefs , and thunder at the door . „I Rui
Inftant he flings it wide , and meets the foe r-° 1 rui
With eye untroubled , and majeftic brow , 2it ^ n
Such as in battle with delib 'rate breaft , vT' No
Serene , he urged the flaughter , or reprefs 'd.

Awful and fage he flood , his gracious form "
Quell 'd the loud tumult , and controul 'd the ftorr . W
Finifli , my friends , your fatal tafk , he faid, ~~2û kfl
Bathe in my freezing blood this hoary head , Fit
Thefe locks , which yet full rnany j ^boift 'rous year De
Ev 'n the rough chance of war has deign 'd to fpare . Tl
Strike , and ftrike deep ; be fatisfied and know Le
With my laft breath I can forgive the blow , 220 Slv
The mean defire of life my foul abjures , Su<
Yet happier ! might I die , defending yours . Afl
, ; . . • I

The favage band grown human at his words,
Clafping his knees let fall their idle fwords ; Gu

the
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Bn

ProWl



THE HENRIADE . 39

Prone on the ground his pard 'ning grace implore , 225
And at his feet repentant forrows pour;

!0i He in the midft , like ibme lov 'd monarch rofe,

Theme of his fubjecYs praife , and idol of their vows.

When Befme , impatient for his deftin 'd prey,

Rufh'd headlong in , enrag 'd at their delay ; '230
Furious he faw the deed unfinifh 'd yet,

1I( And each affaffin trembling at his feet . *

No change in him this fcene of forrow wrought,

i Hard and unfeeling frill , the caitiff"thought,

Whoe 'er relented at Coligny 's fate , 235

Wagttbe queen 's foe, a rebel to the {kite.
thwart the croud he breaks impetuous way,

Firm ftands the chief , unconfcious of difmay,

Deep in his fide the fierce Barbarian {truck
The fatal fteel , but with averted look , 240

'. Left at a glance that eye 's refiftlefs charm
20 Should freeze his purpofe , and unnerve his arm.

Such was the brave Coligny 's mournful end j
Affront and outrage ev'n his death attend,

Line 229 . Befme was a German , a domeftic of the houfe of
Guife. This wretch being afterwards taken by the Proteftants,
tlij Rochellers offered a price for him that they might tear him to
pieces in the great fquare , but he was killed by a perfon named
Bretanville.

The
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The rav'ning hawk and vultur hover round 241
His mangled limbs , ftill feft ' ring on the ground.
At the queen 's feet his facred head is thrown,
A conqueft worthy both herfelf ana fon.
With brow unalter 'd and ferene file fate,
Nor feem'd t'enjoy the viftim of her hate ; 25c
To veil her fecret thoughts fo well file knew,
Such prefents feem'd familiar to her view.

Vain were the talk and endlefs to recite
Each horrid fcene of that difaft ' rous night;
Coligny 's death ferv'd only to prefage 25^
Our future woes , an earneft of their rage.
Legions of bigots , flufh 'd with fiery zeal
And frantic ardour , make the murth 'ring fleel;
Proudly they march where heaps of Daughter rife,
Unfated vengeance fparkling in their eyes.
Guife in the van full many a victim paid
Indignant , to his father 's injur 'd fhade ;
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Line 24.4.. Theyfufpended the admiral by the feet with an
chain to the gibbet of Montfaucon . Charles IX . went , tog<
with his court , to enjoy this horrid fpe&acle . One of hiffcdlir
faying that the body of Coligny had an ill fmell, the kinganfweiwlike Vitellius , the body of an enemy llain fmells always well.Line 261 . This was Henry duke of Guife , (irnamed Balafifi
who was flain at Blois : the brother of duke Francis, , who wi|
affaffinated by Poltrot.
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Their leaders anrmate the troops aloud,
And chafe to madnefs the deluded crowd;
Long regifters of deaths foredoom'd difplay, 265
And guide the poignard to it's deftin'd prey.

25;

25i

The tumult I omit, the deaPning fcreams,
The blood that floated in promifcuous ftreams ;
How on his father's coarfe ftruck rudely down,
Convulfed with anguifh fell th'expiring fon ; 370
How when the flames had fplit the mould'ring wall,
Itcrufh'd the cradled infant in it's fall:
Events like thefe we view with lefs furprize,
for Ml they mark the track where human frenzy flic*.

"*Vj&fit itranger far, what Few will e'er believe 275
In future ages, or yourfelf conceive,
The barb'rous rout, whofe hearts with added fire,
Thofe holy favages, their priefts infpirc;
Ev'n from the carnage call upon the Lord,
And waving high in air the reeking fword, ^ 289
Offer aloud to God the facrifice abhorr'd.
What num'rous heroes in that havockdied !
Renel and brave Pardaillan by his fide,

260

heir

1

Line 283 . Anthony of Clei'mont -R.end , as he was faving hini-
felf in his fhirt , was mallacreil by the fon of the Baron ties Ailrets.
and by his own coufin, BmTvd'Ajnboile . The marquis of Par-
iaiUan wasflain at his lids.

Guerchy
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Guerchy and wife Lavardin, worthy well
A longer life and gentler fortune, fell. 2!
Among the wretches, whom that night of woe
Plunged in the gloom of endlefs night below,
Marfillac and Soubile mark'd down to death,
Defended ftoutly their devoted breath,
' Till all with labour wearied and foredone, 1'
Clofe to the Louvre's gate pufh'd roughly on,
While to their king with fuppliant voice they cry,
Deaf to their pray'rs, he hears not, and they die.

High on the roof the royal fury flood,
At leifure feafting on the fcenes of blood, , 25
Her cruel minions watch the gloomy hoft,
And mark the fpot where flaughter rages moft ;
Brave chiefs! triumphant only in their fliarne,
They few their country blaze, and gloried in tin

flame.
0

Line 284.. Guerchy defended himfelf' a long time in the ftratiand (lav many of the afi'affins 'till he was overpowered by nu*bers j but the marquis of Lavardin had not time to drawi'word.
Line 188 . Marfillac , Count Rochfoncault , was a favourite

Chaiies IX . and had (pent part of the night with him . The kithad fome inclination to lave him, and liad himfelf commands
him to fteep in the Louvre ; but at length he let him depart , ftfing , 1 lee plainly it is God 's will that he fliould perilh.

Soubil
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©h fcandal to the name of king rever'd ! 300

Himfelf, the monarch, joins the felon herd ;
Himfelf the trembling fugitives perfues,
And ev'n his facred hands in blood imbrues.
This Valois too, whofe caufe I now fupport,
Who comes by me, a fuppjiant to your court, 305
Shar'd in his brother's guilt an impious part,
And roufed the flames of vengeance in his heart;
Nor yet is Valois fierce, of favage mood,
Or prone by nature to delight in blood;
But on his youth thofe dire examples wrought, 310
Andweaknefs, more than malice, was his fault.

A,frw there were whom vengeance fought in vain,
Who 'fcap'd unhurt among the thoufands llain.
Caumont! thy fortune, thy aufpicious fate,
Ages unborn with wonder fhall relate. 315

Soubife was fo called becaufe he had married the heirefs of that
family. His own name was Dupont -Qiiellence . He defended
himlelf a long time , and fell covered with wounds under the
queen's window . The ladies flock'd thither to fee his body , naked
and bloody as it was, .with a favage curiofity , worthy of thatabominable court.

Line 300. I have heard the laft marfhsl of Feffe affert, that in
his youth he knew an old man 90 years of age , who had been
page to Charles IX . and who had often told him , that he himfelf
loaded the carabine with which the king fired upon his Proteilant
fijbjefils, the night of St. Bartholomew.

Line 314 . DeCaumont , whoefcaped the-maffacre, was the famous
mailhai de la Foice , who afterwards sained fuch great reputation,
and lived to the ace of fourfcort and four years . '. The
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The hoary fire between his fons repofed,
His aged eyes in needful flumber clofed,
One bed fufficed them all ; when ruihing in
The fell deftroyers mar the peaceful fcene,
With hafty ftrokes their poignards plunging round , 3«|
They deal a random death at ev'ry wound.
Eut he, whofe mercies o'er our fate prelide,
Can waft with eafe the threat 'ning hour afide ;
Through very zeal to flay, they fpare the fori,
And not a trace of mifchief reach 'd Caumont . 32)
A hand unfeen was ftretch 'd in his defence,
And fcreen 'd from harm his infant innocence ;

Pierced with a thoufand murthers , to their forc£ ^
His father ftill oppofed his bleeding corfe,
And a whole nation ' s ardour to deftroy 3^
Eluding , twice gave being to his boy.

Me to fweet fleep refigti'd, and balmy reft,
No fear alarm 'd, no jealoufy poflefs'd ;
■Deep in the Louvre at that dreadful hour,
Far from the din of arms I flept fecure : 33il
But oh ! whatfeenes my waking eyes furvey 'd,
Grim death in all his horrid pomp array 'd,
Porches and Porticos were deluged o'er,
With crimfon itrearas , and flood in pools of gore;i
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My friends ft ill bleeding, my domeftics flain, 34^
The trueft, befl, and deareft of ray train.
Already at my bed the villains ftand
Prepar'd, already lift the murth'ring hand ;
My life hangs wav'ring on a point, I wait
The final ftroke, and yield me to my fate. 345

But whether rev'rence of their ancient lords,
The blood of Bourbon, check'd their daring fwoi'ds;
Whether ingenious to torment, the queen
Held Henry's life a facrifice too mean ;
Or wifely fpared it, to fecure alone 350
In fur,ire ftorms, a fhelter for her own;
Inltead of death, at once to fet me free,
Chains and a dunareon were her ftern decree.

}
sj;

Mf

Far happier was the fate Coligny fhar'-d,
His life alone her treach'rous arts enfnar'd, J*355
The hero's freedom ftill, and glory unimpar'd.
I fee Eliza fhares in the diftrefs,
Though half the fad recital I fupprefs.
It feem'd as from the queen's maPignant eye
AH France had caught the fignal to deftroy j 360
Swift from the capital on ev'ry fide
Deatho'er the kingdom ftretch'd his banners wide.

King?









The ARGUMENT.

the hero continues the hi/lory of the civil wars of France.,,
The unfortunate death of Charles IX . Reign of
Henry III . His characler. That of the famous duke

' of Guife, known by the name of Balafre. Battle of
Coutras. Murder of the duke of Guife. Extremi-

j ties to whichHenry III . is reduced. Mayenne at the
head of the league. D 'Aumale the hero of it. Re¬
conciliation of Henry III . and Henry king of Navarre.
%ueenElizabeth's anfwer to Henry of Bourbon.
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THE

HENRIADE.
CANTO the THIRD.

H E N many a day ( for thus the fates prdain 'd)
With blaclceft deeds of murder had been

ftain 'd;
When each afTaffin cruel , and abhorr ' d,
Fatigu'd with crimes , had fheath 'd his glutted fword ;
Thofe crimes at length the factious crowd alarm 'd 5
Whom zeal had blinded , and their fov'reign arm 'd.

I As rage fubfided , melting pity mov 'd
Each friend to virtue who his country lov'd ;
Her plaintive voice awaken 'd fofter cares,
And.Charles himfelf relented at her tears . 19
That early culture , by ill fate defign ' d
1 0 blaft the fairer bloffoms of his mind,
Confcience fubdued ;—her whifp 'ring voice alone
^an fliake with terror the fecureft throne.

D 2 Not.
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Not all his mother's principles cou'd frame ij
A heart like her's, infenfible of mame.
Severe remorfe his anxious foul difmay'd,
His ftiength was wafted, and his youth decay'd.
Heav'n mark'd him out in vengeance for his crimes
A dread example to fucceeding times. 20
*Myfelf was prefcnt at his lateft breath,
And ftill I fhudder at that fcene of death,
When , in return for tides of Gallic blood,
Each burfting vein pour'd forth the crimfon flood.
Thus fell lamented in his early prime 2j
A youthful monarch bred to ev'ry crime,
From whofe repentance we had hop'd to gain
The balmy blefiings of a milder reign.
Soon as he died, with fpeed advancing forth
From the bleak bofom of the wintry north 30
Great Valois came, like fome bright orient ftar,
To claim his birth-right in thefe realms of war.
On him f Polonia had beftow'd her throne,
Deem'd by each province worthy of the crown.

* He never enjoyed his health after the affair of St . Bartholo¬
mew , and died about two years afterwards , May 30, 157*
cover'd with his own blood, which gufh'd out from ev'ry pore.

■\ -The reputation he had acquired at Jarnac and Montcontoufi
fupportedby French coin, hid gained him the election as king "'
Poland in the year 1573 . He Succeeded Sigifmwid II . the W
prince of the race of the Jagellons. Great
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Great are the dangers of too bright a name , 35
E'en Valois funk beneath the weight of fame :
Tho' in his caufe each danger I defy,
Cou'd toil for ever , and with tranfport die,
Yet, heav'n -born truth , this tongue thy accents loves,
And only praifes what the heart approves . 40
Soon was :he race of all his greatnefs run ;
As morning vapours fly before the furi.
Oft' have I mark 'd thefe changes , often fcen,
Heroes, and kings become the weakefi : men :
Have feen the laurell 'd puree in battle brave 45
Wear the foft chain , and live a courtier 's flave.
This fact by long experience have I known,
Seeds of true courage in the mind are fown.D

Valois was form 'd by heav 'ns peculiar care
F°r martial prowefs , and the deeds of war : 50
Yet was too weak the rod of pow ' r to wield,
Tho' great in arms , and fteady in the field.
Detefted minions fhew 'd their artful fkfHj
Andreign 'd fupreme the fov' reigns of his will.
His voice but dictated their own decrees ; 55
IVhilft they , indulging in voluptuous eafe,
Drank of each joy which luxury fupplies,
And fcorn 'd to liften to a nation 's cries.

Unmov 'd
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Uamov 'd beheld afflicted France lament

Her ftrength exhaufted , and her treafures fpent . 60
Beneath their yoke whilft .Valois tamely bow 'd,

And new oppreffions from new taxes flow'd,
Lo * Guifc appears ! ambition fpurs him on,
AJ1 eyes are fix'd upon this riling fun.
His deeds of war , the glory of his race , 65

■His manly beauty , and attractive grace ;
Bitt more than all , that happy , pleafing art,
Which wins our love , and fteals upon the heart,
Subdued e'en thofe whom virtue faintly warms,
And gain 'd their wifnes by reiifllefs charms . p
None e'er like him cou 'd lead the mind aftray,

Or rule the paffions with more fov'reign fway.
None e'er conceal 'd from bufy , curious eyes,
Their dark intentions in fo fair difguife.
Tho ' proud ambition kindled in his foul , "5

His cooler judgement cou 'd that pride controul.
To gain the crowd , and win deferv'd efteem,
Detefted levies were his daily theme.
Oft ' have they heard his flatt ' ring tongue declare
The public forrows were his only care. Bo

* Henry of Guife 5 fir named Balafre : born in the year 155°'
of Francis de Guife , and Ann d'Efh He executed the gia»"
projs6t of the league formed by his uncle , the Cardinal of l 01'
rain , and begun by Francis his father. On
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On rnodeft worth he lavifh'd all his {tore,
Orcloth'd the naked, or enrich'd the poor.
Oft' wou'd his alms prevent the ftarting tear,
And tell that Guife, and charity were near.
All arts were tried which cunning might afford, 85
To court the nobles whom his foul abhorr'd..
Alike to virtue, as to vice inclin'd,
Or love, or endlefs hatred ruFd his mind.
He brav'd all dangers which on arms await,
No chief more bold, none more opprefs'd the {rate. 90
When time at length had made his influence ftrong,
And fix'd the pafiions of the giddy throng ;
Stripp'd of difguife unmafk'd the traitor fhone,
Defied his fov'rcign, and attack'd the throne.
Within our walls the fatal league began, 95
And next thro' France the dire contagion ran.
Nurs'd by all ranks the hideous monfter flood,
Pregnant with woes, and rioting in blood.
Two monarchs rul'd o'er Gallia's haplefs land :
This fhar'd alone the fhadow of commandj 100 ,
That wide diffus'd fierce wars deftruclive flame,
Mafter of all things lave the royal name.
Valois awak'd the threat'ning danger fees,
And quits the flumbers of lethargic eafe.

D 4 But
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But {till to eafe, and indolence a prey , 105
His eyes are dazzled by the blaze of day.
Tho ' o'er his head the ftormy thunders rowl,
Nor ftorms , nor thunders rouze his fluggifh foul.
Sweet to his tafte the ftreams of pleafure flow,
And fleep conceals the precipice below . 110
Myfelf remain 'd, the next fucceeding heir,
To fave the monarch , or his ruin fhare :
Eager I flew his weaknefs to fupply ;
Firmly refolv'd to conquer , or to die.
But Guife , alas ! that fly, diflembling fiend , irj
By craft depriv 'd him of his trueft friend.
That old pretence thro ' all revolving time,
Divine religion , veil 'd the horrid crime.
The bufy crowd fictitious virtue warm 'd»
With zeal infpir 'd them , and with fury arm 'd. IIP
Before their eyes in lively tints he drew,
That ancient worfhip which their fathers knew.
From new -born fefts declar 'd what ilk had flow'd,
And painted Bourbon as a foe to God.
Thro ' r,ll your climes , forbid it heav 'n ! he faid, 125
Bis tenets flourifh , and his errors fpread.
."Von walls , that caft a facred horror round,
Will foon be funk , and levell 'd with the ground.

Soon
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Soon will you fee unhallow 'd temples rife,
And point their airy fummits to the fides. 130
Solov 'd by Bourbon , fo ador 'd has been
The curfl:example of Britannia 's queen.
Scarce had he fpoke , when lo ! the public fear
Was fwiftly wafted to the royal ear.
Nay more , the leaguers ifTue Rome 's decree , 135
And curfe the monarch that unites with me.

Now was this arm prepar 'd to ftrike the blow,
Pour forth it 's ftrength , and thunder on the foe ;
When Valois , won by fubtle , dark intrigue,
Fix'd on my ruin , and obey 'd the league . 140
Unnumber 'd foldiers arm 'd in dread array
Fill'd ev'ry plain , and fpoke the king ' s difmay.
With grief I faw fuch jealoufy difclos 'd,
Bewail'd his weaknefs , and his pow 'r oppos 'd.

Athoufand ftates were lavifh of fupplies , 145*
Each pafling hour beheld new armies rife,
Led on by fierce Joyeufe , and well inftrufted Guife.
Guife, form 'd alike for prudence as for war,

^ 1 Difpcrs 'd my friends , and baffl' d all their care.
Still undifmay 'd, fuch ftrength my valour boafts , 150
I prefs'd thro ' myriads of embattl 'd hofts.
Thro ' all the field I fought the proud Joyeufe ; —
But ftay—the reft Eliza -will excufe.

D 5 More
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More of that chief ' twere needlefs to relate,
You 've heard his end , and fame has fpread his fate . ijS
'" Not fo, — the queen with eagernefs replied,
" Well haft thou fpoke with modefty thy guide j
" But deign to tell me what I wifti to hear,
" Such themes are worthy of Eliza 's ear:
" Joyeufe his fall in vivid colours draw ; 160
** Go on , and paint thy conqueft at Coutras ."
Touch 'd with thefe words the hero funk his head;
An honeft blufh his manly check o'erfpread.
Paufing a while , the tale he thus led on,
Yet wifJh'd the glory any but his own . 165
Of . all, who Valois cou 'd byflatt ' ry move,
Who nurs 'd his weaknefs , and enjoy 'd his love ;
Joyeufe illuftrious beft deferv'd to fhare
The faireft funfhine of his royal care.
If to his years the ftern decree of fate l] 0
Had fix'd fome period of a longer date,
In noble exploits had his virtue (hone,
And Guife ' s greatnefs notexcell 'd his own.
But vice o'er virtue gain 'd fuperior force,
Court was his cradle , luxury his nurfe : 175
Yet dar 'd theam ' rous chieftain to oppofe
Unfkilful valour to experienc 'd foes.

From
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From pleafure 's downy lap the courtiers came

To guard his perfon , and to fliare his fame.

In gay attire each gallant youth was dreft ; 180

Some cypher glitter 'd on each martial veft.
Some dear diftindtion , fuch as lovers wear,

To tell the fondnefs of the yielding fair.
The coftly fapphire , or the diamonds rays,
O'er their rich armour fhed the vivid blaze . 185
Thus deck 'd by folly , thus elate and vain,
Thefe troops of Venus iflued to the plain.
Swift march 'd their ranks , as tumult led the way,

Unwifely brave , and impotently gay.
In Bourbon ' s camp , difdaining empty fhew , 190
Far other fcenes were open 'd to the view :

An army , filent as the dead of night,
Difplay'd it 's forces well inur 'd to fight;
Men gray in arms , and difciplin 'd to blood,

Who bravely fuffer 'd for their country 's good . 195
The only graces , that employ 'd their care,
Were fwords well pointed , and the drefs of war.
Like thejn array 'd, and {ready to my truft,
lied the fquadrons cover 'd o'er with dufr.
Like them ten thoufand deaths I dar 'd to face , 200

Diftinguifh'd only by my rank , and place.

Thefe
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Thefe eyes.beheld the brilliant foe o'erthrowH,
Expiring legions , and the field our own.
Deep in their breafts I plung 'd the fatal fpear,
And wifli'd feme Spanifii bofom had been there . 205
Sti ' l fhall my tongue their honeft praifes tell;
Firm in his pofteach youthful courtier fell,
And bravely ftruggl 'd to his lateft breath
Amid 'fr. the terrors of furrounding death.
Our filken fons of pleafure , and of eafe, 21<S
Preferve their valour in the mid ' ft of peace.
Call 'd forth to war , they bravely fcorn to yield,
Servile at court , but heroes in the field.
Joyeufe , alas ! I tried , in vain , to fave ;
None heard the orders which my mercy gave . 215
Too foon I faw him funk to endlefs night,
Suftain 'd by kind afibciates in the fight , ?
A pale , and breaihlefs corfe , all ghaftly to the fight . .
Thus fome fair ftem , whofe op'ning flow'rs difplay
Their fragrant bofoms to the dawn of day , 220
Which decks the early fcene , and frefh appears
With zephyrs kifies, and Aurora ' s tears,
Too foon decays , on nature 's lap reclin 'd,
Crop ' t by the fcythe , or fcatter 'd by the wind.
But why fhoud memory recall to view 225
Thofe horxid triumphs to oblivion due ?

Conquefts
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Conquefts fo gain 'd forever ceafe to charm,

JL Whilft Gallic blood frill blufheson my arm.

Thofe beams of grandeur with falfeluftre fhone,
And tears bedew the laurels which I won.

Unhappy Valois ! that ill fated day.

Showr'd down on thee difhonour , and difmay.

Paris grew proud , the league 's fubmillion lefs,

And Guife 's glory doubled thy diflrefs.
Vimori's plains faw Guife the fword unfheath,

Germania fuffer 'd for Joyeufe 's death.

Auneau beheld my army of allies
Yield to his pow 'r , defeated by furprize.

Thro' Paris ftreets he march 'd with haughty air,

Array'd in laurels , and the pride of war.

E'en Valois tamely to his infults bow 'd,

And ferv'd this idol of the gazing crow 'd.

Shame will at length the coolefl courage warm,

And give new vigor to the weakeft arm.
Such vile affronts made Valois lefs incline

To offer incenfe at fo mean a fhrine.

Too late he tried his greatnefs to reftore,

And reign the monarch he had liv 'd berbre.

^Now deem 'd a tyrant by the factious crew,

Nor loyal fear , nor love his fubjeib knew.

6t
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All Paris arms , fedition fpreads the flame,
And headftrong mutiny afTerts her claim.
Encircling troops raife high the hoftile mound,
Befiege his palace , and his guards furround.
Guife undifturb 'd, amidft the raging ftorm , 255
Gave it a milder , or feverer form :
Rul 'd the mad tumult of rebellious fpleen,
And guided , as he pleas'd, the great machine.
All had been loft ; and Valois doom 'd to. die
By one command , one glance of Guife 's eye ; 260
But , when each arm was ready for the blow,
Compaffion footh 'd the fiercenefs of the foe ;
Enough were deem 'd the terrors of the fight,
And meek -eyed pity gave the pow 'jr of flight.
Guife greatly err 'd, fuch fubjects all things dare , 265 1
Their king muft perifii , or themfelves defpair.
This day confirm 'd, and ftrengthen 'd in his fchemes,
He faw that all ' was fatal but extremes :

Himfelf muft mount the fcaffold , or the throne,

The lord of all things , or the lord of none . 270
Thro ' Gallia 's realms ador 'd, from cpnqueft vain,
Aided by Rome , and feconded by Spain ;
Pregnant with hope , and abfolute in pow 'r,
He thought thofe iron ages to roftore,

When
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When erftour kings in mould 'ring cloifters liv 'd, 27s

In early infancy of crowns depriv 'd.

In hallow 'd (hades they wept the hours away,

Whilft tyrants govern 'd with oppreffive fway.

Valois, indignant at fo high a crime,

Delay'd his vengear .ce to fome better time . 280

Ourftates at Blois were fummon 'd to appear,

And fame , no doubt , has told you what they were.

In barren ftreams from 'oratory 's tongue

Smooth flow'd the tide of eloquence along j 284

Laws were propos 'd whole pow 'r none e'er perceiv 'd,

And ills lamented which none e' er reliev 'd.

Guife in the mid 'ft , with high imperious pride,

Was vainly feated by his fov' reign 's fide.
Sure of fuccefs, he faw around the throne,

Or thought he faw, no fubje£ts but his own . 290

Thefe fons of infamy , this venal band

Was ready to bellow the dear command,

When Valois pow ' r was deftin 'd to appear,

And burft the chains of mercy and of fear.

Each day his rival ftudied to attain 295

The mean , the odious triumphs of difdain ;

"rWtlcem 'd that ever fuch a prince cou 'd Ihew

Thofe ftern refolves which ftrike th ' affaffin's blow.
Fate
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Fate o'er his eyes with envious hand had fpread
Her thicker ! veil' s impenetrable fhade . 300
The hour arriv 'd when Guife was doom 'd to bear
That lot of nature which all mortals fhare.
Difgrac 'd with wounds before the royal eye
The mighty victim was condemn 'd to die.
All pale , and cover 'd by the crimfon tide , 305
This fun defcended in his native pride.
The parting foul , by thirft of glory nr 'd,
In life 's laft moments to the throne afpir 'd.
*Thusfell the pow 'rful chief , aflemblage rare
Of fouleft vices, and perfections fair . 31O
With other conduct , than to kings belongs,
Did Valois fufFer, and revenge his wrongs.
Soon did the dire report thro ' Paris fpread,
That heav 'n was injur 'd, and that Guife was dead.
The young , the old with unavailing fighs 315
Difplay 'd their grief , and join 'd their plaintive cries.
The fofter fex invok 'd the pow 'rs above,
And clafp'd his ftatues in the arms of love.
All Paris thought her father , and her God
Call 'd loud for vengeance , and infpir 'd to blood . 320

* He was afTaffinated in the king 's antichamber at Blois, onFriday the 23d of December , j 588.

Amid'ft
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Amid' ft the reft , the brave and valiant Mayne

Sought not their zealous fury to reftrain :

But more by int 'reft , than refentment mov' d,

The flame augmented , and theirzeal approv 'd.

Mayne, under Guife inur 'd to wars alarms,

Was nurs 'd in battle , and train 'd up to arms : 325

His brother 's equal in each dark intrigue,

And now the lord , and glory of the league.

Thus highly rais 'd, thus eminently great;

He griev'd no longer for his brother 's fate : 330

But better pleas 'd to govern , than obey,

Forgot the lofs, and wip 'd his tears away.

Mayne, with a foul to gen ' rous deeds inclin 'd,

Aftatefman ' s punning , and a hero 's mind,

By fubtle arts unnumber 'd followers draws 335

To yield him homage , and to ferve his laws;

Ekilfule'en good from evil to produce,
Full well he knows their talents , and their ufe.

Tho' brighter fplendors dazzl 'd all our eyes,

Not greater dangers ever rofe from Guife . 34.O

To young Aumale , and this more prudent guide,

The leaguers owe their courage , and their pride.

Aumale, the great invincible by name,

Is high exalted in the lifts of fame.
Thro'
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Thro ' all their ranks he fpreads ambition's fires, 345
Prefumptuous valour, and his own defires.
Unfliaken in their caufe the league protects,
And bravely executes what Mayne directs.

Meantime, the king, whofe pow'r the Germans
• dread,

To deeds inhuman from his cradle bred} 35*
That tyrant catholick, that artful foe,
Incens'd at Bourbon, and Eliza too :
Ambitious Philip, fends his warlike train
To aid our rivals, and the caufe of Mayne.
Rome, beft employ'd in making wars to ceafe, 355
Lights difcord's torch, and bids her fires increafe.
The fame fierce views the chriftian father owns,
Points the keen blade, and animates his fonSt
From Europe's either end the torrent falls:
Uniting forrows burft upon our walls. 3^
Weak , and defencelefs in this evil hour
Valois relented, and implor'd my pow'r.
Humane benevolence my foul approves,
The ftate commiferates, and Valois loves.
Impending dangers banifh all my ire, 3̂ -5
A brother's fafety is my fole defire.1 1 With
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With honeft zeal I labour for his good:
'Tis duty calls me, and the ties of blood.
1know the royal dignity my own,
And vindicate the honors of the crown.

Nor treaty made, nor hoftage aflc'd I came,
And told him, courage was his guide to fame.
On Paris' ramparts bid him caft his eye,
And there refolve to conquer, or to die.

Thefe friendly words, thus happily applied,
Thro' all his foul diffus'd a gen'rous pride.
Manners thus chang'd thus refolutely brave
The fenfe of fhame, and not example gave.
The ferious lelTons, which misfortune brings,
Are needful often, and of ufe to kings.

Thus Henry fpoke with honefty of heart,
And begg'd for fuccours on Eliza's part.
Now from the tow'rs where rebel difcord flood,

Conqueft recalls him to her fcenes of blood.
The flow'r of England follows to the plain,
And cleaves the bofom of the azure main.

Effex commands,—the proud Iberian knows
f hat̂ Eflex conquers e'en the wifeft foes :
full little deeming that injurious fate
Should blaft his laurels with her keeneft hate.
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To France brave Henry haftens to repair,
Eager to grace the theatre of war.
Go, faid the queen, thyfelf, and virtue pleafe
My troops attend thee o'er the azure feas.
For thee, not Valois they endure the fight; 395
Thy cares muft guard them, and defend their right.
From thy example will they fcorn to fwerve;
And rather feem to imitate, than ferve.
Who now the fword for valiant Bourbon draws
Will learn to triumph in Britannia's caufe. 400
Oh ! may they pow'r the factious leaguers quell,
And Mayne's allies thy gallant conquefts feel!
Spain is too weak thy rebel foes to fave,
And Roman thunders never awe the brave.
Go , free mankind, and break the iron chains 40J
Where Sixtus governs, or where Philip reigns.
The cruet Philip, artful as his fire
In all that views of int'refl may require,
Tho ' lefs renown'd in war, lefs great, and brave,
Divifions fpreads in order to enflavej 41O
Forms in his palace each ambitious fcheme,
And boundlefs triumphs are his darling theme.

Lo ! Sixtus, * rais'd from nothing to the th rone,^
Defigns more haughty blufhes not to own.
. * Pope Sixtus V. who from having.been. a fliepherd's boy. rofe tothe Papal throne.

Mont
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Mont Alto 's £hepherd monarchs wou 'd o'ercome , 415

And dictate laws in Paris , as at Rome :
Safe in the honours which adorn his brow,

To Philip , and to all mankind a foe :
Asferves his caufe , or infolent , or meek.

Rival of kings , and tyrant o'er the weak . 420
Thro' ev'ry clime , with faction at their head,

E'en to our court his dark intrigues have fpread.

Thefe mighty rulers fear not to defy ;
They both have dar 'd Eliza 's pow 'r to try :

Witnefs, ye feas ! how Philip fought in vain 425
With Englifh valour , and the ftormy main.

Thefe fhores beheld the proud Armada loft ;
ion purple billows bore the floating hoft.

Rome's pontiff ftill in quiet filence bears
The lofs of conqueft , and our greatnefs fears . 430

Difplay thy banners in the martial field ;

When Mayne is conquer 'd, Rome herfelf will yield.
Tho' proud when fortune fmiles , her own defeat
Lays her fubmiflive at the victor 's feet.
Prompt to condemn , and eager to abfolve , 435

Her flames, and thunders wait on thyrefolve.

THE
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HENRIADE.
CANTO the FOURTH.

\ T T H TL E thus fequefter 'd from the train of irate,
* * Their glorious int ' refts fagely they debate,

At leifure o'er the princely fcience ftray,
Combat and conqueft and imperial fway,
The Seine with terrour faw the chiefs combin 'd, 5
Spread on his banks their banners to the wind.

Anxious the king , from Henry diftant far,
Bewail'd th ' uncertain deftiny of war ;
His cheering aid irrefolute he needs,
For vict 'ry follows ftill where Bourbon leads . 10
With triumph the confed ' rate bands beheld
Hî we£d£ _chfmay, and eager fought the field ;
Chill'd ev'ry dreadful hour with frefh alarms,
He faw th 'o' erwhelming torrent of their arms,

E 2 And
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And prone to change, and hafty to repent, 15
Regrets his ablence whom himlelf had fent.

Long with thcfe traitors to their lawful lord,
Joyeufes' brother drew the factious fword;
By turns a foldier, and a faint was he,
Now all for arms, and now a devotee, 20
Preferr'd, as when inclin'd his various foul,
One hour the helmet, and the next the cowl.
He left the fcenes of penitence and tears,
To bark fedition in the Leaguer's ears,
And bath'd remorfelefs in his country's blood, 25
The hand juft then devoted to his God.

Of all the chiefs for valour moft renown'd,
Whofe prowefs fhed defpair and horror round,

Line 18. Henry , Count of Bouchage , younger brother of the
duke of Joyeufe, (lain atCoutras.

Once as he was pairing by the convent of the Capuchins at
Paris , at four o'clock in the morning , after having fpent the night
in a debauch , he fancied he heaid the angels ringing matins in the
convent . Struck with this idea, he made himfelf a Capuchin , by
the name of brother angel . Afterwards , when he quitted the
cowl , and took aims againft Henry IV , the duke of Mayenne
made him governor of Languedoc , duke and peer and mailhal
of France . At length he came to an accommodation with the
ting : but as he was one day (landing with his majefty in a bat
cony , under which a great multitude were afTemlT̂U, Cic Kin}
Jaid to him , coutin, thefe people feem delighted with feeing' W
apoftate and a renegate together . This lpeech of Henry 's lenl
him again to his convent', where he died.

Whole
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Whofe puifTant arms the boldeff. might appall,
The firft in feats of glory was D'Aumale.
Sprung from the far—fam'd heroes of Lorrain,
King, laws, and peace alike were his difdain;
The nobleft youths his daring fteps purfue,
With them inceffant to the field he flew,
Now in ft ill march, now fhouting from afar,
By day, by night he urged the various war,
Affail'd th'unguarded foe on ev'ry fide,
And with their blood the dufly champian dyed.
So from proud Athos or Imau's heigth,
Where earth, fea, air lie ftretch'd before the fight, 40
With headlong fpeed the rapid eagle flies,
And vulturs dart along the gloomy fkies;
With hungry beaks the feather'd fpoil they rend,
Refiftlefs on the bleating flocks defcend,
And foaring to their airy cliffs convey 45
With fcreams of cruel joy, the living prey.

Fir'd on a time and frantick with the thirft

Of glory, to the royal tent he pierced;

''Linerr3a^ . The chevalier cPAiimale , brother of the duke
d'Aumafe , of the houfe of Lorrain , a young man of an impetu¬
ous fpirit with many mining qualities ; he headed all the lallies
during the liege of Paris , and infpired the inhabitants with hjs
own courage and confidence.

E 3 Dark
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Dark was the night and Hidden the furprifc,
Around die camp a pannick horror flies ; 50
The torrent of his arms o'erlooks the mound,
And the big deluge threatens all around.
Rut when the day-ftar rais 'd his glimm ' ring urn,
Came Mornay to announce his lord 's return ;
With joyful fpeed th 'impatient chief drew near , 55
When the rough din fmote loudly on his ear,
Amaz ' d he flies, fees terror and diftrefs
In the king 's troops , nor ev'n in Bourbon ' s lefs,
*' And are you vanquifli 'd, and is this, " he cried,
" is this the glorious welcome you provide 6°
*? For Henry , for your Henry ?" at that name
7 heir hearts were flufli' d again with valour ' s glowing

flame.

So when the Sabin arms drove trembling home,
Ev 'n to the capital , the bands of Rome,
His guardian God their mighty founder hail 'd, 65
And in the name of Stator Jove prevail 'd.
Let him , they cry , let Henry lead the fight,
And we muft conquer in our Henry 's fight.
Keen as the flam that cleaves the ftormy cloud,
In themid camp the dazzling hero flood , _ _ . -f0
Impetuous to the foremofr.ranks he flies,
Death in his hand , and light 'ning in his eyes,

Tli ' am-

1
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Th 'ambitious chiefs crowd faft around his fhield,

At once he fhifts the fortune of the field,

His ftern approach the pale confed 'rates fhun , 75
As ftars diminifh 'd fade before the fun.

D'Aumale enraged tries ev'ry art in vain
To rally their diforder 'd files again;
His voice a while their tim 'rous flight with -held,

But Henry 's drove them headlong o'er the field ; 80
I His awful front {hikes terror thro ' the foe,

Their chief unites them , and their fears o'erthrow :

'Till ev'n D 'Aumale relu &ant born along

Obeys th 'o'erwhelming torrent of the throng.

Incumber 'd thus with many a winter 's fnow , S5 ~)

Some rock forfakes the mountain ' s lofty brow , j.

And wrapt in fheets of ice , rolls o'er the vale below . J

He fhews to the befieging pow 'rs around

His front fo long with matchlefs glory crown 'd,

Burfts through the multitude , and loathing life,

Seeks in defpair once more the mortal ftrife ;

Reftrains a while the victor 's rapid courfe,

'Till weak , and baffled by fupeiior force,
Each moment he expefls the fatal meed,

Death , ^ .ejufl :wages of his hardy deed.
E +

'90.

95
But
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But Difcord, for her darling chief afraid,

Flies fwift to fave him, for ihe needs his aid,
Between her champion and the foe, fhe held
Her mafly, broad, impenetrable fhield,
Whofe fight, or rage, or terrour can convey* ioc
Omen of death, and meteor of difmay.
Offspring of Hell ! from her infernal cave
Then firft fhe came, to fuccour and to fave,
Then firft her hand, dire inftrument of d?ath,
Redeem'd from inftant fatea hero's breath. 1̂ 5
Forth from the field, her minion, cover'd o'er
With wounds unfelt amid his toil, flue bore,
His anguifh with a lenient hand allay'd,
And ftaunch'd the blood that in her caufe was filed.
But while her labours to his limbs impart IW
Their wonted health, her venom taints his heart.
Thus tyrants oft, with treach'rous pity, ftay
The wretches doom, and fpare but to betray ;
Ad~t by his aim the purpofe of their hate,
And dark revenge, then yield him to his fate. i ' 5

Bold to atchieve, nor fraught with wifdomKis
To catch th' aufpicious moment of fcrceefs;

^Tiilorious
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Victorious Henry urg 'd the important blow,
And with new fury prefs'd th ' aftonifli 'd foe.
Clofe in their walls their dire difgrace they mourn , 120
And dread th 'affault , and tremble in their turn.
Ev'n Valois now , to martial deeds infpir 'd
The troops , himfelf by Henry 's aftions fir'd ;
Laughs at all pain , defpifes all alarms,
And owns ev'n toil and danger have their charms . 125
Nofecret feuds the jarring chiefs confound,
Their brave attempts were all with glory crown 'd ;
Horrour , where 'er they march , their way prepares,
The ramparts tremble , and the foe defpairs.
Where now fhall Mayne deep forrowing feek re-

drefs , 130
His troops , a people groaning in diftrefs !
The weeping orphan here her fire demands,
There brethren claim their brother at his hands ;
Each mourns the prefent , dreads the future moft,
And difaffeflion rends the murm 'ring hoft . 135
Some counfel flight , furrender fome prefer,
But all renounce unanimous the war ;

So light the feeble vulgar , and fo near
Their headftrong rafhnefs is allied to fear . "

E 5 Their
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Their ruin he beheld already wrought , 14.0
A thoufand plans perplex his lab 'ring thought;
When Difcord by her fnaky locks confe-ft,
Stood forth reveal 'd and thus the chief addrefs 'd. '

Auguft defcendant of an awful line,
Whofe vengeful caufe unites thee firm to mine ; 145
Form 'd by my counfel , nurs 'd beneath my care,
Know thy proteftrefs , and her voice revere.
Shall wretches bafe as thefe thy fears excite,
Who freeze with horrourat a lofs fo flight.
Slaves of my pow 'r, and vafials of my will , 150
Ev 'n now our great dcfigns they fhall fulfil;
Let but my breath their daftard bofoms fire,
They court the combat , and with joy expire.

She {poke , and rapid as the lightnings flight,
Glanced through the clouds , and vanim 'd from his

fight . 155
Around the French (he faw confufion low 'r,
And hail 'd the fight , and blefs'd the welcome hour;
The teeming earth grew barren asfhepafs 'd,
And the bright bloffoms wither 'd at the blaft ;
Flat in the furrow lies the blighted ear , 160
Pale and-half quench 'd the fick 'ning ftars appear ;

Ecneat*
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Beneath her burfts the thunder 's fallen found,
And death -like horrour feized the nations round.

Dark (cowling o'er the flow' ry vales below,
A whirlwind fnatch 'd her to the banks of Po . 165

Tow 'rds Rome at length her baleful eye fhe roll 'd, ;
Rome , the world 's dread , and Difcord 's fane of eld,

Imperial Rome , by deftiny defign 'd,
In peace , in war , the miftrefs of mankind.

By conqueft firft fhe ftretch 'd her wide domain , 170
And all earth 's monarchs wore her galling chain ;

On arms alone her folid empire grew,
And the world crouch 'd where 'er her eagle flew.

More peaceful art her modern rule fupports,
Nowev 'n herconqu 'rors tremble in her courts ; 175

Deep rooted in their hearts her pow 'rfhe fees,
And needs no thunder but her own decrees.

High on that gorgeous wreck of ancient war,
Where Mars for ages drove his rattling car,

A pontiff now maintains hispriefily flate , 180
And fills the throne where once the Casfars fate.

There
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There wand 'ring heedlefs of the mighty dead,
Monaftic feet on Cato 's aflies tread,

On God 's own altar there the throne they raife,
And one defpotic hand the cro s andfceptrefways . 185

There firft his infant church th ' almighty plac 'd,

By turns with zeal rejected , or embrac 'd ;
There heav 'ns high will his firft apoftle taught,
In native truth and finglenefs of thought.
Scarce meaner pt aife his fucceffors acquir 'd, ' 190
And they were hohcur 'd mofr , who leaft afpir'd ;
No fopp 'ry then their modeft brow adorn 'd,

All praife but virtue , and all wealth they fcorn 'd,
And flew with rapture from their low abode,

To die triumphant in the caufe of God . 195
Deprav 'd at length they fcorn 'd their humble ftate,
And heav 'n , for man ' s offences , made them great;
Ambition then prcfan 'd the facred flirine
And human pow 'r was grafted on divine ;
The lurking dagger and the pois 'ning bowl , 2C0
Were the dark bafts of their new controul.

Vicegerents of the Lord , his holy place
■With brutal luft they blufh 'd not to difgrace,

- 'Till '
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'Till Rome, opprefs'dbeneath their hateful reign,
Sigh'd /or her idol gods and pagan rites again. 205
Awiferrace more modern times beheld,
Who crimes like thefe or wrought not, or conceal'd :
Then kings appeal'd to Rome's decifive pow'r,
And chofe their umpire, whom they fear'd before;
Humility once more and meeknefs fhone 210
Renew'd, beneath the proud pontific crown.
But pious fraud and prieftcraft in thefe days,
Are Rome's chief virtue, and her worthieft praife.

Now in th« pomp of apoftolic Hate
Smpreme, and crown'd with empire, Sixtus fate 5215
If fraud and churlifli infolence might claim
Renown, no monarch bore a fairer name.
Long time he fculk'd beneath the drivler's part
Difguis'd, and owed his greatnefs to his art;
Long feem'd unworthy what he figh'd to gain, 220
And fliun'd it long the furer to obtain.

Deep in his palace, fecret and uhfeen,
Dwelt dark-veil'd policy, myfterious queen; ,

( Line. 11 j . Sixtus the fifth when he was cardinal of Moiitalto,
c°unterfeited the ideotib artfully for 15 years , that he was com¬
monly called the Afs of Ancona .. It is well known by what con¬
trivances he obtained the papacy , and with what haughtinefs he
Itemed.

Unfocial
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Unfocial intereft and ambition join 'd

Of yore , to fpawn this pelt of human kind . 225

Her fmiles a free untroubled foul exprefs 'd,

Tho ' cares unnumber 'd fwarm 'd within her breaft;

Keen were her haggard eyes , nor knew to clofe

Their wakeful lids, nor would admit repofe ;

Thick woven films o'er Europe 's fight fhe fpreads,230

Confounds her counfe 's, and her kings mifleads;

Calls truth itfelf to teftify a fraud,

And ftamps impofture with the feal of God.

When flrft the phantom Difcord met her view,

With inftant rapture to her arms fhe flew ; 235

Then fmil'd a ghaftly grin , but fighing foon,

As one o'erwhelm 'd with forrow , thus begun :

I fee, alas ! thofe happy times no more,

When thoughtlefs multitudes ador 'd ray pow 'r,

When Europe credulous obey 'd my laws , 240

And mix 'd with mine religion ' s facred caufe.

I fpoke , and kings from their exalted feat

Came trembling dawn , and worfhip 'd at my feet ; -

High on the ecchoing Vatican I flood,
And breath ' d my wars , and launch 'd my ftorms

abroad . 245
Ev'o
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Ev'n life and death confefs 'd my proud domain,

And monarchs reign 'd by me , or ceas 'd to reign.

Now France fubdues my lightnings e'er they fly,
And quench ' d and fmother 'd, in my grafp , they die.
Religion ' s friend , {he thwarts my flighted arms , 250
And breaks my philtres , and difpell ' s my charms;
Truth ' s borrow 'd guife in vain did I difplay,
She fh-ft difcern 'd, and tore the maflc away.

But oh ! what joy could I delude her now,
At lead avenge my fuff 'rings on my foe. 155

Come then ! my light 'nings with thy torch refliore,
And France {hall feel us , and the world once more;

Our bonds again , earth ' s haughty lords ftiall wear,
Again—{he fpoke , and pierced the yielding air.

Line 248 . During the wars in the thirteenth century , between
t!ie emperors and the popes, Gregory IX . had the hardinefs not
only to excommunicate the emperor Frederic II . but even to of¬
fer the imperial crown to Rober !, the brother of St . Louis . The
parliament of France aiTembled, anfwer 'd in. the name of the
king, that the pope could not lawfully depofe a fovereign , nor
the brother of a king of France receive from the hand of the
pope, a crown over which neither he nor St , Peter had any right,
hi 1570 the fitting parliament ilTued a famous arret againft the
bull in caena domini.

The celebrated remonftrances made by the parliament uncles
Louis XI . on the fubjeft of the pragmatic (aiiiSHon, are well
known, as are thofe likewife which they made lo Henry III . ,
'gainrt the i'candalous bull of Sixtus the fifth, which called the
feigning family , a generation of balcards , &c. and ihe continual
fortitude with which they always maintained our liberties againit
tlic pretentions of the court of Rome.

Remote
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Remote from Rome , where vanity and pride , 260
In temples facred to themfelves refide,

Conceal 'd from fight , within her humble cell,
Religion , penfive maid , delights to dwell.
There angels hover round her calm abode,
And waft her raptures to the throne of God . 265
Mean while , the fan&ion of her injur 'd name

Th 'oppreffor 's wrong , and tyrant 's fury claim ;
Yet doom 'd to fuffer , no revenge fhe knows,
But melts in filent bleflings on .her foes.

Her artlefs charms their modeft luftre fliroud 270
For ever from the vain tumultuous crowd,

Who without faith their impiou ' /ws prefer,
And pray to fortune , while tb y kneel to her.
In Henry me beheld her future fon,
And knew the fates had mark 'd him for her own , 275
With fighs to fpeed the deftin 'd hour fhe ftrove,
And -view 'd and watch 'd him with a feraph 's love.

Sudden the * fiends .their awful foe furprize ;

The captive lifts to heav 'n her ftreaming eyes;
In vain — for heav 'n to prove her virtue fure 280
And ftedfaft faith , refigns her to their pow 'r.
Soon in her fnowy veil and holy weeds
The monfters muffles their detefted heads,

* Policy , and Difcord.
Then
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Then fir'd with hope, and glorying in their might,
Stretch fwift to Paris their impetuous flight. 285

Deep in the Sorbonne, in auguft debate,
Th&fage expounders of heav'n's dictates fate.
Their faith unfhaken, loyalty unfeign'd,
The judges and th'examples of the land ; .
Sway'd by no errbur, by no fear controul'd, 290
Each bore an upright heart, was mafculine and bold.
Alas! what human virtue never errs--
Behold the tempter ! policy appears;
Smooth was the melting flatt'ry of her tongue,
And on her artful lips perfuafion hung. 295
The dazzling mitre and the fweeping train,
With eafe allure th'ambitious and the vainj
Wkh fecret bribes the mifer's voice (he buys,
With decent praife, the learned and the wife ;
From each his virtue by fome art fhe ftole, 300
And fliook with founding threats the coward's foul.

Their counfels now with riot they.difgrace,
Truth heard the din alarrn'd, and fled the place, r
When thus a fage the gen'ral voice exprefs'd,
" Kings are the creatures of the church confefs'd ; 305
" Chaftized or pardon'd as her laws decree,
" That church, and guardians of thofe laws, are we;

« Annull'4
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" Annull 'd and cancell 'd are the vows we fwore;

" Such is our will , and Valois reigns no more ."

Scarce was the curft decree pronounc 'd aloud , 310

When ruthlefs Difcord copied it in blood,
And fian 'd and fworn the fatal record flood.

Then fwift from church to church , with eager fpeed

The fiend divulges their advent 'rous deed ;

Where 'er Die came her faintly garb befpoke 315 1

Efteem , and fage and holy was her look.

Forth from their gloomy cells , fhe calls amain

The meagre flaves of voluntary pain ;

Behold in me religion 's felf, fhe cries,

Aflert my rights , and let your zeal arife , 320

'Tis I approach you , ' tis my voice you hear,

For proof , mark well the flaming fword 1 bear,

Of temper 'd light 'ning is that edge divine,
And God 's own hand intrufted it to mine.

Line 309. On the 17th of January 1589 , the faculty of
Theology in Paris awarded that famous decree, by which it waS
declared , that the fubje£t; was releafed from his oath of"allegiance*
and might lawfully make war upon the king . Le Fevre , the DeWi
and fame of the wifett refuted to hgn it. Afterwards , when tW
Sorbonne were fet at liberty , they revoked this decree, which tin
tyranny of the League had extorted from fome of their focier/'
All the religious orders who , like the Sorbonne , had llec'a?,
themfelves againlt the royal family , like them retracted . W
would they have rarafted , had the houl 'e of Lorain lucceedw"

Emerge
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THE HENRIADE . 91^ .
Emerge, my children ! from this filent gloom , 325
The time for action now and high exploit is come.
Go forth , and teach the lukewarm wav ' ring crowd,
To flay their king if they would ferve their God.
Think how the miniftry by fpecial grace
Was giv 'n of old to Levi 's holy race ; 330
Jehova' s felf pronounced that glory due
To their deferts , -when IfraePs fons they flew.
Where are , alas ! thofe times of triumph fled,
When by the brothers arm the victim bled-?
Ye priefts devout , your fpjrit was their guide , 335
'Twas by your hands alone Coiigny died ;
'Twas then the {laughter raged , go forth , explain
My voice abroad , and let it rage again.

She fpoke , and wav 'd the fignal ; ev' ry heart
Throbb 'd with the poifon of the beldam 's art . 340
To Paris next their folemn march {he led,
High o'er the midft, the banner 'd crofs was fpread,

Line 341 . When Henry III . and the king of Navarre ap¬
peared in ai ms before Paris , moll of the monks put on armour and
mounted guard vVjill the citizens . This paffage in the poem ncver-
•helefs alludes to the proceflion of the League , in which 1200
'tilled monks were reviewed in Paris , having William Role,
Whop of Senlis at their head . The fail is mentioned here, though •
"did not happen ' till alter the death of Henry III.

And
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And hymns and holy fongs they chaunted loud,

As heav 'n itfelf their impious caufe avovv'd.

Ev 'n on their knees their frenzy they declare , 3(5

And mix a pious curfe in ev 'ry pray 'r :

Bold in the pulpit , tim 'rous in the field,

With uncouth arm the pond 'rous fword they wield,

Their penitential fhirts the zealots hide

Beneath their canker 'd armour 's clumfy pride ; 35°

And thus th ' inglorious band in foul array

Thro ' tides of gazing rabble fped their way,

While high in effigy pourtray 'd they bore

Their God , the God of peace , their crazy troop before,

Mayne with the pomp of public praife adorn 'd 355

Their wild attempt , which in his heart he fcorn 'd.

For well he knew fanatic rage would pafs

For found religion with the common clafs,

Nor wanted he the princely craft , to court
And footh the follies of the meaner fort . 3^°

The foldier laugh 'd, the fage with frowns furvey'd

Their antick pageantry and mad parade,

" The many rend the ikies with loud applaufe,"
And hail the rev'rend bulwarks of their caufe.

Their daring raihnefs firft to fear gave way , 3^5

And frenzy now fucceeds to their difmay. The
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The L̂n < - thus that rules th 'obedient main,
Can lull the waves to reft , or wake the ftorm again.

Now difcord from the tribe of Valois ' foes,
Twice eight , the rankeft of the faction chofe ; 370
Slaves of the queen , who yet prefum 'd to guide -
The car of ftate , like , monarch 's, at her fide,
While pride and perfidy , revenge and death,
With ftreams of flaughter mark 'd the road beneath.
Mayne blufh 'd to fee the paultry minions ftand 375
So near himfelf , his equals in command,
But fellowfhip in guilt all rank deftroys,
As great the wretch who ferves, as who employs.
So when the winds fierce tyrants of the deep,
The Seine or Rhone with rapid fury fweep , 380
Black rifes from below the ftagnant mud,
And ftains the filver furface of the flood.
So when the flames fome deftin 'J town invade,
And on the plain the fmoking tow ' rs are fpread,

Line 570 . It is not meant that there were but fixteen indivi¬
duals lifted- in the faction , as the Abbe le Gendre lias remark 'd

his little hiftory of France ; but they were called the Sixteen,
from the fixteen quarters ot Paris which they governed by theirtyies and their emiffaries.

Line 377. The Sixteen were long independent of the doke ofCayenne. One of them Hamed Normand , laid once in the
Juke's chamber , they who had made him, could ealily unmakehim.

Tha



94 THE HENRIADE
. • . , /T &ifi. -r

The mingling metals in one mafs are roll 'd, :~ 385
And worthless drofs incrufts the purefr. gold.

Themis alone uninfluenced by their crimes,

Efcapes the foul contagion of the times j

With her , nor hope of pow 'r nor fear prevail,

But ftill well -poifed file trim 'd the fteady fcale , 390

No fpots the luftre of her ftirine impair,

But juftice finds a facred refuge there.

There , foes to vice , and equity their guide,

An awful fenate o'er the laws prefide,

With patriot candour watchful to fecure 395

The people 's privilege and monarch 's pow 'r,

True to the crown , yet anxious for the ftate,

Tyrants alike and rebels are their hate ;

Firm their allegiance fiill , tho ' free and brave

They fcorn to fink the fubject. to the flave, 400
Rome and the Roman pow 'r , full well they know,
Know to refpect it , and to curb it too.

Chos 'n from the League , a furious troop befet
The portal , and invade the ftill retreat ;

BufTy, that whom no chief might better claim 4°5

That bad pre -eminence , their leader came,
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And ch'jJ the ruffian , proud of the command
He bore, befpoke the venerable band.

Ye, who for pay the laws vile drudg 'ry bear , ")
And doze , and dream , plebeians as you are , 410 >
Of kings committed to your guardian care , J
Yet ftill when public feuds and broils prevail,
Set the mean trappings of your rank to fale,
fini ' ious in war , in peace a blufPring train,
Here what your lords , the commonwealth , ordain .415
Societies were form 'd e' er kings were made,
We claim the rights our anceftors betray 'd,
The people whom your arts enllaved before,
Difcern the cheat , and will be flaves no more.
Truce with the pomp of titles then , away 420
With ev' ry found of arbitrary fway, ' ,
Draw from the people 's rights your pow 'r alone,
friends of the fhte , nor bondfmen of the throne.

Line 405 . On tlie 16th of January 15S9, Bully le C'erc, orte°f 'he Sixteen, who from a fencing mafter was become governor°fthe Baftile, and chief of the faction , entered the grand chamber°' the parliament , followed by fifty guards . He prefented to
'Jem a requelt , or rather an order to compell them to renounceroe royal family . On their refufal he himfelf imprifoned in the•fimAeall thole who oppofed his party . There he made themJlt upon bread and water , that they might be the readier to'^■foin themfelves out of his cuftody , for which icafon he wasc,"«l the Grand Penitentiary of the Parliament.

He
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Hefpoke , and fcorn appear 'd inev ' ry eye,
Nor cenfure elfe vouchfafed they , or reply . 125.
So when of old within her ruin 'd wall

Rome in difmay receiv 'd the conqu 'ring Gaul,
Undaunted ftill her awful fenate fate,

Calm as in peace , nor trembled at their fate.

Tyrants he cried with fury , though not free 430
Fromfecret dread , obey or follow me.
Then fam'd for worth and fearlefs of his foes,
Their honour 'd chief , illuftrious Harlay rofe,
And claim 'd his fetters with fo ftern a tone,

As for their hands he fought them , not his own . 435
At once his hoary brethren of the -laws,
Ambitious victims in the rdyal caufe,

And proud to fhare their Harlay ' s glorious pains,
With outftretch 'd arms received the traitor 's chains.

The gath 'ring multitude around them roars , 44°
And crowds attend them to thofe f dreary tow 'rs,
Where vengeance , undiftinguifhing in blood,
Too oft confounds the guilty and the good.

Thus finks the ftate beneath their lawlefs pow'r,
The Sorbonne 's fall' n, the fenate is no more . 445.

f The Baftile.
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I But Wi.j this throng ? tliat univerfalyell ?

The fatal icaffold , and the tort 'ring wlieel?
Say for whofe punifhment this pomp defign 'd ?
For theirs — the firft, the noblefl: of iwankind.r

j So fare the juft in Paris , fuch reward 453
For patriots here , and heroes is prep'ar 'd.

! Yet haplefs fufF'rers , no difgrace mvades
T Your honeft fame , nor blufhyour injur 'd fhades,
I Your fate was glorious , and whoe 'er like you
I Dies for his king , fhall die with glory too . 455

O 'erjoy 'd mean while , and revelling in blood,
' Amidft her bands triumphant difcord flood,
i Self-fatisfied , with well -contented air,

Shefaw the dire effects of civil war,
Saw thousand 's leagued againft their monarch 's life, 460

I Yet ev'n themfelves divided and at ftrife,
Dupes of her pow ' r, aud fervants of her hate,
Pufh the mad war , and urge their country 's fate,
Tumult within , and danger all without , -
While havock fmote the realm , and march 'd it round

about . 46 5

Line 449 . On Friday November 15, 1591 . Biniaby Briffon^1 ferfon of great knowledge , who executed the office of chief
Nident in the ablence of Achilles dc Harlay : Claude LarcireijSailor of the Inquefts , and Jean Tardif , councilor of the];5«eUt, were lumged in the little Chatelet by order of the>lxteen,
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Tf - argument.

The befregtd are very Jharply prefs'd. Difcord perfuades
Clement to go to Paris, and aJJ'affmate the king. He
is conducted byFanaticifm, whom Difeord calls for
that purpofe from the infernal regions. Sacrifice of
the Leaguers to the fpirits of darkmfs. Henry III . is
affaffmated. Sentiments of Henry IV . upon the occa-
fton. He is acknowledged king France by the army.
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THE

E N R I A D
CANTO the FIFTH.

O W marching on, thofe dread machines ap •
pear'd,

Which death attended, and the rebels fear'd.
A hundred mouths pour'd forth the rapid balls,
And iron tempefts rattl 'd on the walls.
Now was employ'd, and exercis'd in vain 5
The zeal of party, and the wiles of May'ne.
The guards of Paris, and the noify crowd,
The prating doctors infolent, and loud,
Tried , but in vain, our hero to fubdue,
Beneath whofe feet victorious laurels grew. I©
By Rome, and Philip were the thunders hurl'd,
But Rome diffus'd no terrors through the world.
His native floth the old Iberian fliew'd,
And all his fuccours were too late beftow'd.

F 4 Through
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Through Gallia 's realms the plund 'ring f-„ops e.' .j j ) *d15

The fpoils of cities which their arms deftroy 'd.
An eafy conqueft o'er oppreft allies

Was firft, and faireft in the traitor 's eyes.

The falling League but waited to receive
Whate 'er the pride of tyranny could give, 2©

'When fate , that governs with fupreme command,

Appear '4 fufpended by a zealot 's hand.

Forgive , ^ye citizens , whofe peaceful days

Are calm , and bright 'ned by ferener rays,

Forgive the bard who paints the horrid crimes 25
That ftain 'd the annals of preceding times.

Yourfelves unfullied may the lays approve,

Whofe hearts are warm with loyalty , and love.

In ev'ry age , fome venerable feer
For heav 'ns pure joys has fhed the pious tear ; 30

Some rigid anchorets with vows divine
Have heap 'd their incenfe on religion 's fhrine :

Loft to the world , to each idea loft

That friendfhip loves , or charity can boaft.

Their gloomy fhades , and cloilters ever rude 35
The beams of fair humanity exclude.

Others
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Others in fio?>Rĝ periods have difplay'd
Religion's truths by learning's pow'rful aid.
In thefe ambition has produc'd defires
Mean, and unworthy virtue's facred fires. 40
Oft' have their fchemes extended far, and wide,
And.all their piety been funk in pride.
Thus by perverfe, untoward abufes ftill
The higheft good becomes the greater!: ill.
Thofe, who the life of Dominic embrac'd, 45
In Spain with wreaths of glory have been grac'd.
From mean employments have with luftre fhone,
Like painted infedts glitt'ring round the throne.
In France they flourifti'd in the days of yore,
With equal zeal, but far unequal pow'r. jo
The kindly patronage, from kings deriv'd,
Might ftill attend them, had nofClement liv'd.
The foul of Clement, gloomy, and auftere,
Was form'd to virtues rigid, and fevere.
Soon as the torrent of rebellion flow'd^ 55
The tide he follow'd, andprcnounc 'd it good.
Fell Difcord rifing had profufely fhed
Infernal poifonso'er his youthful head.
The long-drawn ifle, and venerable fhrine
Witnefs what pray' rs fatigued the pow'rs divine. 60

F 5 This
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This was their form , before the thron ^ of̂ ^ iace , ns
While duft , and alb.es fanctifi 'd his face.

Almighty being , whofe avenging arm
Protects religion , and her fons from harm,
How long fhalljuftice fleep, or tyrants live , 65

The perjur 'd flourifh , andoppreffion thrive ?
Let us, O God , thy gracious mercies tell,
Thy fiery fcourges let the linner feel.
Difpel death 's horrid gloom , affift the brave,
And crufli the tyrant , whom thy fury gave . 70
Send thy deflxoying angel from above,
Defcend in flames , and let thy thunders move.
Defcend , and quell the facrilegious hoft,
Defeat their triumphs , and confound their boaft.
Let ruin feize , great fov'reign lord of all, 75
Kings , chiefs , and armies in one common fall.
As gath ' ring ftorms the leaves of Autumn bear
O 'er hills , and vallies through the fields of air.
The League {hall praife thy name with holy tongue,
Whilft blood , and murder elevate the fong . 80

Bifcord , attentive , heard his hideous cries,
And fwift to Pluto 's draary regions flies.

From



THE HENRIADE . 1S7
i *■1 „ ,

From thoit ^ rk realms the worft of tyrants came,
Fanatic Daemon «s his hoi rid name.

Religion 's fon , but rebel in her caufe , 85
He tears her bofom , and difdains her laws.
'Twas him that guided Amnion 's frantic race,
Where filver Arnon winds his liquid maze.

When weeping mothers , with mad zeal pofTeft,
Slew their fond infants clinging to the breaft . 90
Through him , rafh Jeptha vow 'd, the fiend imbrued
The father 's dagger in the daughter 's blood.
By him the impious Chalchas was infpir 'd,
And tender Iphigenia 's death requir 'd.

Thyforefts , France , the cruel pow 'r approv 'd ; 0.5
There fmoak 'd the incenfe which Tentates lov'd.

Thv fhades have feen the human viftims bleed,
Whilft hoary druids authoriz 'd the deed.
From Rome 's proud capitol he gave the word,
When chriftians fliudderd at the pagan fword . rco
When R.onje fubmitted to the fon of God,
High o'er the church he wav 'd his iron rod.
Chr iftians , once doom 'd to feel the tort ' ring flame,
Were deaf to mercy , and unmov 'd by fhame.

On Thames 's banks the feeds of faction grew , 105
Whole bloody arm the feeble monarch flew.

The
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The fame fierce genius fans the anttual ^ *^ '
At Lifbon , or Madrid , when Jews txpire :
Unwilling to defert the caufe of heav 'n,
Or quit the faith their anceftors have giv 'n . 110

Like fome high prieft his part the dsmon play 'd,
In the pure veft of innocence array 'd.
Now , from the wardrobe of eternal night
For other crimes equipp 'd, he fprung to light.
Deceit , for ever plaufible , and fair , 115
Drefs 'd him like Guife in pcrfon , height , and air.
The haughty Guife , whole artifice alone
Enchain 'd the liftlefs monarch on his throne,
Whofe pow 'r ftill working , like fome fatal ftar,
Foreboded ruin , and infpir 'd to war . 1.20
The dreaded helmet glitter 'd on his head ;
The fword , prepar 'd for ev'ry murd 'rous deed,
Flam 'd in his hand ;— and many a wound could tell
Flow once at Blois the factious hero fell.

For vengeance .calling loud , the crimfon tide '"■ 125
Fail flow'd in copious ftreams adown his fide.
Clad in this mournful garb , when night had filed
Her peaceful numbers over Clement 's head,
In that ftill hour , when horrid fpeiStres meet,
He fought the zealot in his calm retreat . 13«

cabal,
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Cabal , and^ j^ grftition , nurfe of fin,
Unbarr 'd the doors , and let the chieftain hi.

Thy pray 'rs, he cried the pow ' rs of heav 'n receive,
But more than tears , or pray 'rs fhould Clement give.
The Leaguer 's god will other ofF'rintrs claim :O ■ D O

More fit , more worthy of his holy name.
Far other ine'ehfe muft 'adorn his fhrine;

Off 'rings more pure, and worfhip more divine.
Had Judith only wept with plaintive fighs,
A female 's grief , and unavailing cries , 140
Had life been dearer than her country 's call,
Judith had feen Bethulia 's levell 'd wall.
Thefe exploits copy , thefe oblations bring,
Derive thy currents from that facred fpring.
I fee thee blum ;— go, fly at my command , 145

Let royal blood now con.fecrate thy hand.
Set wretched Paris from her tyrant free,

Revenging Rome , the univerfe , and me.
Go , murder Valois , as he murder 'd Guife,
Nor deem it faulty in religion 's eyes . 15Q
Who guards the church , and vindicates her laws,
Is bravely adling in fair virtue 's caule.
When heav 'n commands , then ev'ry deed is good,
Attend her accents , and prepar e for blood.

When



tio THE HENRIADE.

Thrice happy , could 'ft thou join the tyrant death 155
To Bourbon 's fall , and gain a nobler -wreath !

Oh could thy citizens ! — but fate denies
Thy hand the honors of that happy prize.
Yet , fhould thy fame with rays inferior fliine,
Scorn not the gift , but finifh heaven 's defign . 160

Thus fpoke the phantom , and unfheath 'd the blade,

By hatred once in Stygian waters laid.
To Clement 's hand he gave the fatal fteel,
Then fwiftly fled, and downward funk to hell.
The young reelufe , too eafily deceiv 'd, 165
Himfelf th ' almighty 's delegate believ 'd :
Embrac 'd the gift with reverential love,
And begg 'd affiftance from the pow 'rs above.
The fiend no fuperftitious influence fpar 'd,
But all his foul for parricide prepar 'd. 170
How apt is error to miflead mankind !

And reafon 's piercing eye how often blind !
The raging Clement , happy , and at eafe,
Happy as thofe whom truth and virtue pleafe ; .
With down -caft looks , and virtue 's clouded brow , 175
To heav 'n addrefs 'd the facrilegious vow.
On as he march 'd, his penitential veil
Conceal 'd from view the parricidal fteel.

The
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The faireit U?}w'rs each confcious-friend beftow'd,
^tv . J ' ' r\

And balmy odors to perfume the road. 180
Thefe guides, in counfel, or in praifes join'd
To add new fervor to his zealous mind.
The hply calendar receiv'd his name,
Equal to faints in virtue, and in fame.
Now hail'd as patron, now ador'd as God, 185
And fed with incenfe by the kneeling crow'd.
Tranfports lefs warm, lefs moving raptures fir'd
The chriflian heroes, and their fouls infpir'd,
When pious brethren were confign'd to death,
Firm, and intrepid to their lateft breath. 190
They killed each footftep, thought each torture gain,
And wifh'd to feel the agonizing pain.
Fanatics thus religion's enfigns bear,
Like worthies triumph, and like faints appear.
The fame defire the good, and impious draws, 195
Unnumber'd martyrs fall in error's caufe.

Mayne's piercing eyes beheld the future blow,
And more was known, than what he feem'd to know.
Intending wifely, when the blood was fpilt.
To reap the profits, but avoid the guilt. 200
Sedition's fons.were left to guide the whole,
And fteel with rage the impious zealot's foul.

r*
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To Paris ' gates they lead' the traitor orp -̂
Whilft the Sixteen with fond impatience run

To arts infernal , and devoutly pray 2o£
That heav 'n her fecret eounfels would difplay.
This fcience once diftingui -fh'd Cath 'rine 's reigny

Tho ' always criminal , and' often vain.
The fervile people , that for ever love-
Each courtly vice , and what the great approve , 21®'
Fond of whate 'er is marvellous , or new,
The fame impieties ,with , zeal purfue ..

When night 's flill {hades - conceal 'd the bands im¬
pure,

Silence condu &s.them to a vault obfcure.

By the pale torch , which faintly pierc 'd the gloom,2i5;
They raife an altar on the mould 'ring tomb . .
There both the royal images appear,
Alike the objects of their rage , and fear.
There to almighty pow 'r their vows are paid,
And hellifti daemons fummon 'd to their aid. 220

High on the walls , a hundred lances flood,
Myfterlous , awful terrors ! piung 'd in. blood.
Their prieft was one of that unhappy race

Profcrib 'd on earth , and fentenc 'd to difgrace.
. - Slaves-
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Slaves long rnrur'd to fuperftition's lore, 225
Whofe crimes, and forrows fpread from fhore tofhore.
The Leaguers next the facrifke begin
With horrid cries, and bacchanalian din :
Now bathe their arms within the crimfon tide;
Now on the altar ftrike at Yalois' fide. 230
Now with more rage, the terror to compleat,
See Henry's image trod beneath their feet.
Death, as they thought, would aid the impious blow.
And fend the heroes to the {hades below.

The Hebrew tried by blafphemy to move 235
The depths beneath, and all the pow'rs above.
Invok'd the fpirits that in sether dwell,
Swift light'ning-s, thunders, and the flames of hell..O O * *

Endor's fam'd prieftefs erft fuch ofr 'rings made,
And rais'd by dire inchantments Samuel's fhade' 24®
Thus in Samaria once 'gainft Judah hung
The lying accent on the prophet's tongue.
And thus inflexibly Ateius rofe
The high defigns of Craffus to oppolc.

The Leagues mad ruler waited to receive 245
To charms, and fpells what anfwer heav'n would give*
Convinc'd that vows, thus offer'd, wing their way
To the pure regions of eternal day.

Heav'n
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Heav'n heard the magic founds, whipii only drew
From thence the vengeance to their errors due. 250
JTor them were ftopt the laws which nature gave,
And plaintive murmurs fill'd the filent cave.
Succeflive light'nings in the depth of night
Flafla'd all around, and gleam'd with horrid light.
Great Henry fhone amidft the lambent flames, 255-
Encirci 'd rocind with glory's golden beams.
High on the car of triumph as he rode,
Grace on his brow the laurel wreath befcow'd,
The royal fceptre glitter'd in his hand,
Emblem ofpow 'r, and enfign of command. 26a
Loud rolling thunders gave the fatal fign,
And op'ning earth receiv'd the flaming fhrine.
TilS p^~~, 2nd Leaguers fhudder'd at the fight,
And veil'd their crimes beneath the fhades of night.
The rolling thunders, and the fiery blaze' 265
Declar'd that God had number'd Valois' days.
Grim death rejoic'd ; and, fuch th' almighty's will,
Crimes were allow'd his fentence to fulfil.

Now Clement to the royal tent drew near.
And begg'd admiffion undifmay'd by fear. 2J0
For heav'n, he (aid, had fent him to beftow
Reviving honors on the monarch's brow ;

And
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And fecrets to unfold, which might appear
Worthy reception from his fovereign's ear.
All mark his looks, and many a queflion afk 275
Leaft his attire fome bad defign fhould mafk.
He undifturb'd, with calm, and fimple air
Returns them anfwers plaufible, and fair.
Each accent feems from innocence to fpring. 1
The guards attend, and lead him to their king. 280

Calm as before, he bent the fuppliant knee ;
Unruffl'd, and unaw'd by majefty :
Mark'd where to ftrike, and thus, by falfehood's aid,"
With treach'rous lies his feign'd addrenes paid. 284.

Pardon, dread fovereign, liim who trembling brings
Submiflive praifes to the king of kings,
Oh let me thank kind heav'n, whofe gracious aid
Has fhowr'd down bleffings on thy facred head,
Potier the good, and Villerois the fage
Have faithful prov'd in this rebellious age. 290
Harlay the great, whofe brave, intrepid zeal
Was ever active in the public weal,
lmmur'd in prifon, frill thy caufe defends,
Confounds the League, a.id animates thy friends.

• .v . . . . k ■ - -Thftt



ji6 THE H E N R I A D E.

That mighty being, whofe all-piercing eyes 295
Defeat the counfels of the great, and wife :
-Whofe will no human knowledge can withftand,
Whofe works are finifh'd by the weakeft hand:
To Harlay guided thy devoted(lave,
That loyal fubjecT:ever good, and brave. 308
His fage advice, and fentiments refin'd
Diffus'd a radiance o'er my clouded mind.
To bring thefe lines with eagernefs I flew,
By Harlay counfell'd, and to Valois true.

The king receiv'd the letters with furprize, 305
And tears of holy rapture fill'd his eyes.
Oh when, he cried, fliall Valois' hand fupply
Rewards proportioned to thy loyalty ?
Thus fpoke the monarch with affection warm,
Love undiffembl'd, and extended arm. 31*
Each motion well the monftrous traitor eyed,
And fiercely plung'd the dagger in bis fide.
Soon as they, faw the crimfon torrents flow,
A thoufand hands reveng'd tr»e fatal blow..
The zealot wifh'd net for a happier time* , 3*S
But flood unmov'd, and trkvmpb'd in his crime.
Through op'ning fki.es he faw the heav'nly domey
And endlefs glories in th.e world,to come..
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Claim'd the bright wreath of martyrdom from God,
And falling, blefs'd the hand that fhed his blood. 320
Oh dread illufion terrible, and blind,
Worthy the hate, and pity of mankind.
Infectious preachers more deferv'd the blame,
From whom the madnefs, and the poifon came.1
«

The hour arriv'd when Valois' darken'd fight 325
Faintly beheld the partingj glimm'ring light.
Surrounding Haves with many a falling tear
Exprefs'd their griefs diflembl'd, or fincere.
For fome there were, whofe Lrrows foon expir'd,

! With pleafing hopes of future greatnefs fir'd. 330
Others, whofe fafety with the king was fled,

>Themfelves lamented, not the royal dead.
Amidft the various founds of plaintive cries
Tears unaffected flow'd from Henry's eyes.
Thy foe, great Bourbon, fell ; but fouls like thine 335
In fuch dread moments ev'ry thought refign,
W thofe which friendftiip, and companion claim:
Self-We deftroys not the caeleftial flame.
The gen'rous chief forgot his own renown,
Tho' to himfelf devolv'd the regal crown. 340
To raife his eyes the dying monarch ftrove,

[ tad clafp'd his hand with tendernefs, and love.
f *>'w <£ > Bourbon,
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Bourbon, he cried, thy gen' rous tears refrain,
Let others weep whofe conduct I difdain.
Fly thou to vengeance, fpread the dire alarm, 345
Go reign, and triumph with victorious arm.
I leave thee fjruggling on the ftormy coaft
Where fhipwreck'd Valois was for ever loft.
My throne awaits thee, take it as thy due, r
Its fole protection was deriv'd from you. 350

Eternal thunders threaten Gallia's kings.
Then fear the pow'r from whom the glory fprings.
By thee, from impious tenets undeceiv'd,
Be all the honours of his fhrine reviv'd.

Farewell, brave prince, and reign by all ador'd, 35S
Guarded by heav'n from each afiaffin's fword.
You know the League, with us begins'the blow,

Nor flays it's fury, but would end with you.
In future days perchance fome barb'rous hand,
Obedient flave to faction's dread command, 360
Some arm -- but oh ! ye G uardran angels, fpare
Virtues fo pure, fo exquifite, and rare.
Permit -- no more he faid; departing breath
Confign'd the monarch to the arms of death.

Now was all Paris fill'd with joyful cries, 365
And odious fongs of triumph rent the Ikies.

Til
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The fanes are open'd wide at Valois' death,
And ev'ry Leaguer wears the flow'ry wreath.
All labour ends whilft faction blith, and gay,
Toriurth , and feafting confecrates the day. 37O

Bourbon appear'd the objedt of their fport,
And glorious valour feem'd his fole fupport.
Shy, could he rife, and e'er refift again
The ftrengthen'd League, the angry church, and

Spain :
The Roman thunders with fuch fury hurl'd, 375

And the bright treafures of the weftern world !

Some warlike few, who little underftood
What moft contributes to the public good,
Affecting fcruples foolifh, and refin'd,
Calvin's defence already had refign'd. 380
Redoubl'd ardour in the royal caufe
The reft inflam'd, and rul'd by other laws.
Thefe gen'rous foldiers, well approv'd in war,
Who long had rode on triumph's radiant car,
To Bourbon give unfettl'd Gallia's throne, 385
And all proclaim him worthy of the crown.
Thofe valiant knights, the Givris, and Daumonts,
The Montmorencis, Sancis, and Crillons,

Swear
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Swear to remain inviolable friends,
And guard his perfon to earth 's utmoft ends . 39c 1
True to their laws , and faithful to their God,
They boldly march where honour points the r£3d.

_
From you , my friends , cried Bourbon is deriy 'd

That lot which kindred heroes - have receiv 'd. - 0 ' JjV
No peers have authorized our high command , 395 i
"No holy oil , -or confecrating hand.
All due allegiance , in the days of yore,
Your brave forefathers on their buckler fwore.
To vicVrys laurell 'd field your hands confin 'd
From thence fend forth the monarchs of mankind .400
Thus fpoke the chief , and , marching firft, prepar 'd
By martial deeds to merit his reward.

THE
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THE

•Jy- . H EN R I A D E.
CANTO the SIXTH.

T N France an ancient cuftom we retain,
When death's rude ftroke has clofed the monarch's

reign,
When deftiny cuts fliort the fmooth defcent,
And all the royal pedigree is fpent,
The people to their former rights reftor'd, 5
May change the laws or chufe their future lord.
The ftates in council reprefent the whole,
Elect the king, and limit his controul;
Thus our renown'd forefathers did ordain
That Capet fhould fucceed to Charlemagne. 10

The League v/ith vain prefumption arrogates
This right, and haftens to convene the ftates.

G 3 They
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They thought the murder of the king beftow 'd
That pow 'r perhaps , on thofe who fhed his blood , iinr'
Thought that the femblancc of a throne would '^ y

fhroud ' 15
Their dark defigns , and captivate the croud,
Would help their jarring counfels to unite,
And give their foul pretence an air of right ; ■«̂ f^
That from what fource foe'er his claim may fpn'ng,
Juft crunjuft , a king is ftill a king , 20
And worthy or unworthy of the fway,
A Frenchman muft have fomething to obey.

Swift to the Louvre with imperious air
And fierce demeanour the proud chiefs repair j
Thither whom Spain embaffador bad fent,
And Rome , with many a prieftly bigot went,
To fpeed th ' election with tumultuous hafte.
An infult on the kings of ages paft,
And in the fplendor of their trains , expence
Was feen, the child of public indigence . 30
No princely potentate or high -born peer
Sprung from our old nobility , was there,
Their grandeur now a fliadowy form alone,
Though lawgivers by birth and kinfmcn of the throne.

No

*i
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No fage affertors of the public claim 35
Strenuous and hardy, from the commons came,. ,

'"No lilies as of old the court array'd,
^SuTforeign pomp and pageant in their ftead.
' There fumptuouso'er the throne for May'ne prepar'd,

A canopy of royal ftate was rear'd, 40
And on the front with rich embroid'ry graced,
Oh dire indignity ! thefe lines were traced.
" Kings of the earth, and judges of mankind,
" Who deaf to mercy, by no laws confind,
" Lay nature wafte beneath }'our fierce domain, 45
" Let ValoiV fate in'ftrucl:you how to reign."

Forthwith contentidus rage withjarring found,
And clam'rous ftrife difcordant eccho round.

Slave to the fmiles of Rome, obfequious here
A venal flatt'rer foothes the legates ear ; 50
'Tis time, he cries, the lily fhould bow down
Her head, obedient to the triple crown,
Time that the church fhould lift her chaft'ning hand,
And from her high tribunal fcourge the land.

Line . 54. The dukes of Guife wanted to eftablilh the inquifition
in France.

G 4 Cruel
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Cruel tribunal ! fcene of monkifli pow 'r , 55
Which ev'n the realms that fuffer it , abhor ;
Whofe fiery priefts by bigotry prepar 'd", ~) >
Torture and death without remorfe award , / t
Difgraceful to the facred caufe they guard . 1
As if mankind were , as of old , ponefs 'd 60
With pagan blindnefs , when the lying prieft
T 'appeafe the wrath of heav 'n with vengeance fir'dj
The facrifice of human blood requir 'd.

Some for Iberian gold betray the ftate,
.And fell it to the Spaniard whom they hate . 65 >
But mightier than the reft , their pow 'r was fhewn,
Who deftin 'd May 'ne already to the throne.
The fplendour of a crown was wanting yet,
To make the fullnefs of his fame complete ;
To that bright goal his daring wifti he fends , 70
Nor heeds the danger that on kings attends.o o

Then Potier rofe ; plain , nervous and untaught
His eloquence , the language of his thought.
No blemifli of the times had touch 'd the fage,
Rever 'd for virtue in a vicious age ; 75
Oft had he check 'd, with courage uncontroul 'd,
The tide of fadion headlong as it roll 'd,

Afcrte 4
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Aflerted hardily the laws he loved,
,Nor ever fear'd reproof, or was reprov'd.
Ŝ raifed his voice; flxuck filent at the found 80
The croud was hufh'd, and lift'ning gather'd round.
So when at fea the winds have ceas'd to roar,

, [ _ And the loud failor's cries are heard no more,F\ t* *̂ -
"No found furvives, but of the dafhing prow

.An That cleaves with profp'rous courfe th" obedient wave
below. 85

Such Potier feem'd ; no rude difturbance broke
Th ' attentive calm, while freely thus he fpoke.

" May'ne, I perceive then, has the gen'ral voice,
" And though I praife not, can excufe your choicej
" His virtues I efteem not lefs than you, 90
" And wereI free to chufe, might chufe him too.
" But if the laws ambitious he pervert,
" His claim of empire cancels his defert."

Thus far the fage; when lo ! that inftant May'ne
Himfelf appear'd, with all a monarch's train. 95

" Prince ! he purfued, and fpoke it boldly forth,
<( I dare oppofe you, for I know your worth ;
re G 5 Dare
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" Dare ftep between your merit and the throne,
•■ " Warm in the caufe of France , and in our own.

* 4 ' ' S *̂ J" f~~
" Va <n your election were , your right unfound , 100S
" While yet in France a Bourbon may be found^ -- ^ I
" Heav 'n in its wifdom placed you near the throne , <̂
" That you might guard but not ufurp the crown ; 4

His afhes fprinkled with a monarch 's gore
« The (hade of injured Guife can a(kno more ; 105
<{ Point not your vengeance then at Henry ' s head,
tc Nor charge him with the blood he never fhed.
«' Heav 'ns influence on you both too largely flows,
** And ' tis your rival virtue makes you foes.
" But hark ! the clamour of the .common herd 110
" Afcends the fkies, and heretick 's the word;

" And fee the priefthoqd ranged in dark array,
41 To deeds of blood infatiate urge their way !
*' Barbarians hold — what cuftomyet unknown,
" What law , or rather frenzy of your own , 115
" Can cancel your allegiance to the throne.
" Comes he , this Henry , favage and unjufl,
«« To 'erthrow your fhrines , and mix them with the

dufl- j
«* He , to thofe fhrines in fearch of truth he flies,

And loves the facred laws yourfelves defpife ; 120

i

" Virtue
UN

(
I
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" Virtue alone , whatever form flie wears,

" Whatever feet Ihe graces he reveres;

iff" Nor like youTfelves, Weak, arrogant and blind,

^ *x£1ares do the work of God , and judge mankind;

" More righteous , and more chriflian far than you , 125

" He comes to rule , bilt to forgive you too.

" And Avail you judge your mafter , and fhall he,
" The friend of freedom , not himfelf befree ?

" Not fuch , alas ! nor fullied with your crimes,

" Were the true chrifttan race of elder times ; 130

" They tho ' all heathen errors they abhorred,

" Serv 'd without murmuring their heathen lord,

" The doom of death without a groan obey 'd,

" And blefs'd the cruel hand by which they bled:

" Such are the chrifKans whom true faith affares, 135

" They died to ferve their kings , you murder yours,

" And God , whom you defcribe for ever prone V

" To wrath , if he delights to fhow 'r it down V

" On guilty heads , fhali aim it at your own , J

He clofed his bold harrangue , confufion fcar'd 14a'

Their confcious fouls, none anfwer 'd him , or dar 'd ;

In vain they would have fhaken from their hearts,

The dread which truth to guiltinefs imparts,
With
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With fearand rage their troubled thoughtsweretofs 'd,"
When Hidden a loud fhoutfrom all their hoft 145 ■
Was heard , to arms , to arms or we are loft . . *

Dark clouds of duft in floating volumes rife
Wide o'er the champian , and obfcure the Ikies ;
^ he clarion and the drum with horrid found,
Dread harbingers of /laughter eccho round . 150
So from his gloomy chambers in the north,
When the fierce fpirit of the ftorm breaks forth,
His dufky pinions fhroud the noon -day light,
And thunder and fharp winds attend his dreary flight.

'Twas Henry 's hoft came fliouting from afar , 155
Difdaining eafe, and eager for the war ;
O 'er the wide plain they ftretch 'd their bright array,
And to the ramparts urged their furious way.

Thefe hours the chief vouchfaf 'd not to confume
In empty rites perform 'd at Valois ' tomb , 160
Unprofitable tribute ! fondly paid
By the proud living to th ' unconfcious dead ;
No lofty dome , or monumental pile,
On the wafte (hore he rais 'd with fruitlefs toil,

Vain
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Vain arts ! torefcue the departed great , 165

From the rough tooth of time and rage of fate ;

5*A nobler meed on Valois ' {hade below,

/■w. î worthier gifts he haften 'd to beftow,

T ' avenge his murder , make rebellion ceafe,

And rule the fubjugated land in peace . 170

The din of battle gath 'ring at their gates,

DilTolv'd their council , and difpers 'd the flates.

Swift from the walls to view th ' advancing hoft

The gen 'ral flew, the foldier to his poft,

With fhouts th ' approaching hero they incenfe , 175
And all is ripe for onfet and defence.

Tho ' pleafure now , and peace fecurely reign

In all her courts , not fuch was Paris then,

But girt with many walls , and unexpose,
An hundred forts the narrower town inclos 'd ; 1go

The fuburbs now defencelefs and unbarr 'd,

The gentle hand of peace their only guard,
Adorn 'd with all the pomp that wealth fupplies,

Proud fpires and palaces that pierce the Ikies,

Were then a clufter of rude huts alone , 185

A rampart all around of earth was thrown,

With a deep fofs to part them from the town.
From
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From th 'eaft the mighty chief his march began.
And death with hafty ftrides came foremoft in his van.

ftWing 'd with red flames impetuous from on high iqo \ ,
And from below , the fhow 'ry .bullets fly, '
The rattling ftorm refiftlefs thickens round,
And tumbles tow 'r and baftion :to the ground ;
Gor 'd and defaced the gay battalions bleed,
And on the plain their fhatter 'd limbs are fpread . 195

In earlier times , unaided and untaught,
His fate by fimpler means the foldier wrought;
Strengh againfl; ftrength oppos' d the conteft tried,
And on their fwords alone the combatants relied;
More cruel wars their children learn 'd to wage , 200
Nor lefs than light 'ning fatisfied their -rage.
Then firfl: was heard the thunder -bearing bomb,
Imprifon 'dmifchieL fl- °Sgl ffl gjn IFŝ womb,

JnThedeftin 'd mark the pond 'rous fhell
Came down , and fpread deftru &ion where it fell . 205

Next , dire improvement on the barb 'roustrade,
In hollow vaults the fecret mine was laid ;
In vain the warrior trufting in his might,
Speeds his bold march , and feeks the promis 'd fight,

A
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A fudden blaft divides the yawning earth, 210

And the black vapour kindles into birth,

q[5mote by ftrange.thunder finks th'aftonjfla'd hoft,.

' "-X̂ in the dark abyfs for ever loft.
Thefe dangers Bourbon unappall'd defies,

Impatient for the ftrife, a throne the prize, 215

Jjgj Where 'er bis hardy bands the hero leads,
' Tis hell beneath, and tempeft o'er their heads,

His glorious fteps undunated they purfue,
Fir'd by his deeds ftill bright'ning in their view.

Grave in the midft the valiant Mornay went, 220,

Though flow his march, intrepid his intent ;

Rage he alike difdain'd and flavifla dread,
Nor heard the thunders burfting round his.head;

War was heav'ns fcourge on man, he wifely thought,

ATor lov'd the tafk, but took it as his lot ; 225

Ev'n for the wonders of his fword he griev'd,

And loath'd it for the glories it at,chiev'd.

Nov? pouf'd their legions<3own the dreadful way,

Where fmear'd with blood the Hoping Glacis lay,;

More fierce as more in danger, with the flain 230..

They choke the fofs, and lift it to the.plain,
Then
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Then born upon the fupple numbers , reach .
The ramparts , and rufti headlong to the breach.Waving his bloody fauchion , Henry ledThe way , and enter 'd furious at their head.

Already fixt by his victorious hand
High on the walls his glitt ' ring banners ftand :
Awe -ftruck the Leaguers feern'd, as they implor 'dThe conqu 'ror 's mercy , and confefs 'd their lord j.But May 'ne recalls them to their guilty part , 240And drives the dawning grace from ev'ry heart,'Till crowded in clofe Phalanx , they befet

Their king , whofe eye their hardieft fear 'd to meet.Fierce oh the battlements , and bathed in blood
Of thoufands flain , the fury Difcord flood ; 245 jThere beft her horrid mandates they obey,
And join 'd in clofer fight more furely flay. .

Sudden the deep -mouth 'd engines ceafe to roar,'And the loud thunder of the war is o'er:
At once an univerfal filence round , 250With awful paufe , fucceeds the deaf 'ning found jNow thro ' his foes the foldier cleaves his way,And on the fword alone depends the day ;

Alternate the contending leaders boaft
The bloody ramparts won , and yield them loft : 255

Still
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Still victory the doubtful balance fway'd,

And join'd in air the mingling banners play'd,

fTi \l oft triumphant, and as oft fubdued,

tleef 'the pale League, and Henry fwift purfued.

'Tis thus the reftlefs billows wafh the fhore, 260

By turns o'erwhelm it, and by turns reftore.
*

Then moft in that tremendous hour was {hewn,

The might of Bourbon's rival, and his own ;

'Twas then each hero's warlike foul was prov'd,

That in the fhock of charging hoits unmov'd, 265.

Amidft confufion, horror and defpair,

Ranged the dread fcene and ruled the doubtful war.

Mean while renown'd for many a martial deed,

A gallant Erigliih band brave Effex led,

In Gallia's caufe with wonder they advance, 270

And fcarcely can believe they fight for France.

On the fame ramparts where the conquer'd Seine,

Saw in old time their great forefathers reign,

For England's fake they wage the mortal ftrife,

Proud to enhance her fame, and prodigal of life. 275:

Impetuous Effex firft the breach afcends,

Where fierce D 'Aumale the crowded pafs defends,.
To
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To fight like fabled demi -gods they came,
Their age , their ardour , and their force the fame;
French , Englifh , Lorronefe in combat clofe, 2&
And in one ftream the mingled flaughter flows .^ ^ '*

Oh thou ! the genius of that fatal day,
Soul of the ftrife , deftroying angel , fay, (
Whofe was the triumph then , which hero 's hoft
Yourfelf affifted, and heav 'n favour 'd moft . 285
Long time the chiefs with rival glory crown 'd,
Dealt equal flaughter thro ' the legions round ;
At length , by factious rage in vain afTail'd,
The righteous caufe and Henry 's arms .prevail ' d 5
Worn with difaftrous toil and long fatigue , 29*
Exhaufted , hopelefs , fled the vanquifh 'd League,
As on Pyrene 's everrdouded brow,
When fwelling torrents threat the vale below,
A while with folid banks and lofty mounds,
They ftay the foaming deluge in it 's bounds ; 295
But foon, the barrier broke , the rufhing tide
Roars unrefifted down the mountain 's fide,
Unroots the forefl oaks , and bears away,
Flocks , folds and herds , an undiftinguifh 'd prey :
So from the fmoaking walls with matchlefs force , 30a
Victorious Bourbon urged his rapid courfe,
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Such havock where the royal warrior pafs'd,

Deform'd the ranks and lay'd the battle wafte.

hi length the friendly gates, by May'ne's command

1rfeg wide, receiv'd the defolated band. 305

The victor hoft around the fuburbs fly
Incenfed, and hurl the blazing torch on high,

Their temp'rate valour kiqdles into rage,
And fpoil and plunder are the war they wage.

Henry perceiv'd it not ; with eager flight 310

He chaced the foe, difpers'd before his fight;

Spurr'd by his courage, with fuccefs elate
And ardent joy, he reach'd the hoftile gate,
Thence on his fcatter'd pow'r aloud he caLls,

" Hafte, fly my friends, and fcale the haughty
walls." 315

When fudden in a rolling cloud enfhin'd,

A beauteous form came floating on the wind,
With gracious mien and awful to the view,
Tow'rds Henry the defcending vifion flew,
His brow was with immortal fplendor grac'd, 320

And horror mixt with love his radiant eyes ejcprefs'd.

Hold haplefs conqu'ror of your native land !

The phantom cried, and ftay your vengeful hand';
' This
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This fair dominion you with war deface,
Is yours of old, the birthright of your race ; 32J&—\
Thefe lives you feek, are vaflals of your throne, '
This wealth you give to plunder, is your own ; "
Spare your own heritage, nor feek to reign
A folitary monarch o'er the flain.
Amaz'd the foldier heard -the folemn found, 330
And dropp'd his fpoils, and proflxate kifs'd the ground. . .1
Then Henry, rage {till boiling in his breaft,
Like feas hoarfe—murm'ring-while they fink to reft,,
Say bright inhabitant of heav'n, what means
Your hallow'd form amidft thefe horrid fcenes? 335
Mild as the breeze, at fummers ev'nirig tide
Serene,, the viflonary fliape replied.
Behold the fainted king whom France adores,
Protestor of the Bourbon race, and yours,
That Louis, who like you once urged the fight, 340
Whofe flirines you heed not, and whofe faith you

flight;
Know when the deftin'd days their courfe have run,
Heav'n fhall itfelf conduft you to the throne;
Thine is the vi&'ry, but that great reward,
Is for thy mercy, not thy might, prepar'd.. 345

He
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He fpoke, the lift'ning chief with rapture hears,

•And down his cheek fall flow the joyful tears;
Ghace footh'd his tranquil heart, he dropp'd his fword,
AiiU*on his knees devout the fliade adof'd.

1h Then twice around his neck his arms he flung, 350
i And thrice deceiv'd on vain embraces hung ;

Light as an empty dream a=i break of day,
Or as a blafl: of wind, he rufh'd away.

.* ■

Mean while in hafte to guard th'invefted town,
The fwarming multitude the ramparts crown, 355

1 Thick from above a fiery flood they pour,
And at the monarch aim the fatal Ihow'r,
But heav'n's bright influence, round his temples flied,
Diverts the florin, and guards his facred head.
'Twas then he faw, protected as he. flood, 360
What thanks to his paternal faint he ow'd}
Tow'rds Paris his fad eye in forrow thrown,
Ye French ! he cried, and thou ill-fated town,.
Ye citizens, a blind deluded herd,

1 How long will you withftand your lawful lord ! 365
*W more ; but as the ftar that brings the day,
At eve declining in his weftern way,
More mildly flioots his horizontal fires,
^nd feems an ampler globe as he retires,

Such
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Such from the walls the parting hero turn 'd, 370
While all his kindred faint within his bofom burn'd.
Vincennes he fought , where Louis whilom fpoke ^
His righteous laws beneath an aged oak.
Vincennes, alas ! no more a calm retreat,
How art thou chang'd, thou once delightful feat ! 375
Thy rural charms, thy peacsful fmilcs are fled,
And blank defpair poflefles thee inftead.
'Tis there the great, their haplefs labours done,
And all the fhort-liv'd race of glory run,
The fickle changes of their various lot 380
Conclude, and die neglected and forgot.

Now night o'er heav'n purfued her dufty way,
And hid in fhades the horrours of the day.

374. It is well known how many illuftrious prilbners thecardinals Righlieu and Mazarin confin'd at Vincennes.

T H E
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The ARGUMENT.

Henry IV . is tranfported in a vifton hy St . Louis ta
heaven, and the infernal regions. He arrives at the
palace of the Dejlinies ; zvhere he has an opportunity
offeeing his poflerity, and the great men hereafter to be
producd in France.

H





( 147 )

■TOTf K̂»' " " *»« **8ataageL£imimi immi araaraM—

THE

HENRIADK
CAN T O the S E V E N T H.

HP HE great , the boundlefs clemency of God,
To footh the ills of life' s perplexing road,

Sweet fleep, ' and hope , two friendly beings gave,
Which earth 's dark , gloomy confines never leave.
When man , fatigued by labours of the day , jj
Has toiled his fpirits , and his ftrcngth away,
That , nature 's friend , reftores her pow 'rs again,
And brings die blefr. forgctfulncis of pain.
This , oft deceitful , but for evcrkind,#
DifFufes warmth and tranfport through the mind . 10
From her the few, whom heaven approves , may learn
The pleafing iffue of each high concern.
Pure as her author in the realms above
To them die brings the tidings of his love.■ o ■o

Immortal Louis bid the faithful pair x£
Expand their downy wings , and foften Henry 's care,

H 2 Still
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Still fleep repairs to Vincennc's fhady ground ;
The winds fubfide, and filence reigns around.
Hope's blooming offspring, happy dreams fucceed,

And give the pleafing, though ideal meed. 20

The verdant olive, and the laurel bough,
Entwined with poppies, grace the hero's brow.

On Bourbon's temples Louis plac'd the crown
Whofe radiant honours once adorn'd his own.

Go , reign, he cried, and triumph o'er thy foes; 25
No other hope the race of Louis knows.
•Yet think diviner prefents to receive,
Far more, myfon , than royalty I give.
What boots renown in arms, fhould heav'n withhold

Her light more precious than the pureft gold? 30

Thefe worldly honours are a barren good;
Rewards uncertain on the brave beftow'd :

A tranfient greatne§, and a fading wreath
Blalted by troubles, and deftroy'd by death.
Empire more durable, for thee defigned, 35
I come to fliew thee, and inform thy mind.

Attend my fteps through paths thou ne'er haft trod,
And fly to meet the bofom of thy God.
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Thus fpolce the faint ; they mount the car of light,
And fwiftly traverfe the aetherial height . 40
Thus midnight light 'nings flafh, while thunders rowl,
And cleave the ambient air from pole , to pole.

Thus rofe Elijah on the fiery cloud ;
The radiant Ether with effulgence glow 'd :
To purer worlds , array 'd" in glories bright , 45
The prophet fled, and vanifh 'd from the fight.

Amidft thofe orbs which move by certain laws
Known to each fage whom love of fcience draws.
The fun revolving round his axle turns,
Shines undiminifh 'd, and for ever burns , - 50
Thence fpring thofe golden torrents , which bellow
All vital warmth , and vigor as they flow.
From thence the welcome day , and year proceeds;
Through various worlds his genial influence fpreads.
The rolling planets beam with borrowed rays , 55
And all around reflect the folar blaze ;
Attract each other , and each other fhun:
And end their courfes where they firft begun.
Far in the void unnumber 'd worlds arife,
And funs unnumber 'd light the azure ikies . 60
Far beyond all the God of heav 'n refides,
Marks ev'ry orbit , ev'ry motion guides.

H 3 Thither
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Thither the hero , and the faint repair;

.Myriads of fpirits are created there,

Which amply people all the globe , and fill

The human body ; fuch th ' Almighty 's will.
There , with immortal fpirits at his feet,

The judge incorruptible holds his feat.
The God eternal , in all climes ador 'd

By difF' rent names , Jehova, - Jove , or Lord,

Before his throne our plaintive forrows rife ;

Our errors he beholds with pitying eyes :

Thofe fenfelefs portraits , figur 'd by mankind,

To paint his image , and omnifcient mind.
All who on earth 's inferior confines breathe,

Attend his fummons through the gates of death.

The eaftern fage, with holy wifdom fraught,

The fons of fcience , whom Confucius taught;

Thofe , who fuccecd in Zoroafter 's caufe,

And blindly yield fubmiflion to his laws :

The pale inhabitants of Zembla 's coaft,

That dreary region of eternal frovt. ;

Canadia 's fons, with fatal error blind,

Where truth illumines not the favage mind.

The gazing Dervis looks in vain around

At God 's right hand no prophet to be found.
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The Bonze, with gloomy, penitential brow,
Derives no comfort from his rigid vow.

At once enlightned, all the dead await
To hear their fentence, and approaching fate. cjo
That mighty Being, whofe extended view,
And boundlefs knowledge looks all nature through,
The paft, the prefent, and the future times,
Rewards their love, or punilhes their crimes.
The prince approach'd not, in thofe realms of light, 95
1 he throne invifible to human fight;
Whence iffues forth the terrible decree
Which man prefumes too fondly to forefee.

Is God, faid Henry to himfelf, unjuft,
On whom the world's created beings truft ? 100
Will the Almighty not vouchfafe to fave
For want of knowledge which he never gave?
Expert religion where it neverfhone;
And judge the univerfe by laws unknown ?
His hand created all, and all will find 105
That heaven's high king is merciful, and kind.
His voice informs the whole, and ev'ry part;
Fair nature's laws are ftamp'd on ev'ry heart.

H 4 Natuie,
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Nature , the fame through each inferior clime,
Pure , and unfpotted to the end of time,
By this the pagan 's fentence will proceed,
And pagan virtue is religion 's deed.

110

While thus , with reafon narrow , and confin 'd,
On truth 's myfterious he employ 'd his mind,
A folemn , awful voice was heard around ; 115
All hcav 'n , all nature fhudder 'd at the found.
Such were the thunders , which from Sinai 's brow,
DilFus 'd a horror through the plains below.
Each feraph glow 'd with adoration 's fire,
And filence reign 'd through all the cherub choir . 129
The rolling fpheres the facred accents caught,
And truths divine to other planets taught.
Dijlrujl thy mentalpow 'rs , nor blindly Jiray
As pride , orfeebler reafon points the way,
Ihc high invifibk ivho rules above, 125
Efcapes t/jy knowledge, but demands thy love.
His pow 'r , and jujlice punijh , and controul
Each wilful error of theJlubborn foul.
To pare devotion be thy heart confignd,
Truth 's radiant orb illumine all thy mi?i4- 13®

Thefe
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Thefe were the founds , when , through the fields of

light,
A rapid whirlwind from the aetherial height
Convey 'd the prince to dark , and dreary climes,
Like thofe where Chaos reign 'd in elder times.
No folar influence , like it 's author mild , 13$
DifFufes comfort through the lavage wild.

Angels abhor the defolated wafte,
Which life 's fair , fruitful bloflbm never grac 'd.
Confufion , death , each terror of defpair,
Fix 'd on his throne , prefides a tyrant there . 14©
O heav 'ns ! what fhrieks of woe , what piteous cries,
What fulph 'rous fmoaks , what horrid flames arife !
What fiends , cried Bourbon , to thefe climes retreat !

Whatgulphs , what torrents burft beneath our feet!
See here , the faint return 'd, the gates of hell , 145
Which juftice form 'd, where impious fpirits dwell.
Come , view the difmal regions of diftrefs ;
Thefe paths are always ,eafy of accefs.
There fquint -eyed Envy lay , whofe pois 'nous breath
Confumes the verdure of each laurel wreath : 150
In night 's impenetrable darknefsbred,
She hates the living , but applauds the dead.
Her fparkling eyes, which fhun the orb of day,
Perceiving Henry , Envy turn 'd away.

H 5 Near
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Near her, felf-loving, felf-admiring pride, 155
And down-caft weaknefs, ever pale, refide.
Weaknefs, which yields to each perfuafive crime,
And crops the flow'r of virtue in it's prime.
Ambition there wijth head-ftrong fury raves,
With thrones furrounded, fepulchres, and flaves. 160
Submiilive, meek Hypocrify was nigh,
Hell in her heart, all heav'n in her eye.
There Int'reft, father of all crimes, appear'd,
And blinded Zeal by cruelty rever'd.
Thefe wild, tyrannic rulers of mankind, 165
When Henry came, their favage air refign'd.
Their impious troop ne'er reach'd his purer foul,
Such virtue yields not to their mad controul.
Who comes, they cried, to break the peaceful reft
Of night eternal, and thefe ihades moleft ? 17c

Our hero view'd the fubterraneous fcene,
And (lowly travell'd through the ranks obfeene.
Louis led on. — Oh heav'n ! is that the hand,
Which murder'd Valois at the League's command ?
Is that the monfler ? yes, I know him well, 175
His arm ftill holds the parricidal fteel.
While barb'rous prielts proclaim the wretch divine,
And,place his portrait on the hallow'd Ihrine,

Though
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Though Rome , and faction celebrate his name

To hymns , and praifes hell denies his claim . 180

Princes , and kings , the honour 'd faint replied,

Meet in thefe realms the punifhment of pride.

Behold thofe tyrants , once ador 'd by all,
Whofe height but ferv'd to aggrandize their fall.
God pours his vengeance on thejcepter 'd crowd , 185
For vice committed , and for crimes allow 'd.

Death , from on high commiflion 'd to deflroy,
Cut fliort the tranfport of each wayward joy.

No pomp of greatnefs could the victim fave ;

Their beams of glory fet within the grave . 190
Now is no civil , fly deceiver near,
To whifper error in the fovreign 's ear.

Once injur 'd truth the fword of terror draws ;
Difplays each crime , and indicates her caufe.
Behold yon heroes tremble at her nod , 195

Efteem 'd as tyrants in the eyes of God.
Now on their heads defcend thofe thunders dire,

Form 'd by themfelves to fet the world on fire.
Clofe by their fide, the weakeft . of mankind,
Each liftlefs , feeble monarch is reclin 'd ; 200

Whofe indolence difgrac 'd the fubjecl land,

Meer airy forms , meer nothings in command.

Sinifrer
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Sinifter counfellors on thefe await,
Once their imperious minifters of Hate.
Proud , avaritious , of immoral lives , 205
Who fold what honours Mars , or Themis gives:
Sold what our fathers purchas 'd by their blood,
And all that 's precious to the great , and good.

Tell me , faid Henry , O ye fons of eafe,
Muft tender fpirits dwell in climes like thefe ? 21©
You , who , on flowry couches , pafs away
The tranquil moments of life 's ufelefs day.
Shall virtue 's friends in fiery torments roll ?
Whofe faults have rifen from expanfe of foul.
Shall one miftaken , momentaryjoy 215
Maturer Wifdom 's plenteous fruits deftroy ?
This , cried the prince , the lot of human race ?
Condemn 'd for endlefs ages to diftrefs !
If all mankind one common hell devours,
Eternal tortures clofe our tranfient hours , 220
Who was not more in non -exiftence blefi?
Who would not perifh at his mother 's breaft ?
Far happier man ! had God ' s creative hand
Form 'd him lefs free , in innocence to ftand :
Had God , thus awfully fevere , beftow 'd 225
The .fo!c capacity of doing good.

Think
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Think not, the faint replied, that finners feel

Vengeance too heavy, or deferve not hell.
Think not the great creator of mankind 230
To thefe his works is cruel, or unkind.
Lord of all beings, he prefides above
With mercy infinite, and boundlefs love.
Though mortals fee the tyrant in their God,
Parental tendernefs directs his rod. 235
Let not thefe horrid fcenes thy foul alarm ;
Compaffion checks the fury of his arm :
Nor endlefs punifhments inflicts on thofe
Whofe faults from human imperfection rofe :
Whofe pleafures, follow'd by remorfe, have been 240
The tranfient caufe of momentary fin.
Such were his accents—to the realms of light.O

Both are convey'd with inftantaneous flight.
Infernal darknefs fhuns thofe flow'ry plains
Where fpotlefs innocence for ever reigns. 245
There, in the floods of purefl; aether play
The beams refulgent of eternal day.
Each blooming fcene feraphick joys beflow'd ;
And Henry's foul with unknown raptures glow'd.
There tranquil pleafure fpreads her ev'ry charm 250
Which thought can fancy, or which heav'n can form.

No
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Nd cares follicit, and no paffions move;
But all is govern'd by angelic love.
Far other love, than that of wilddefires,

Which groflcr fenfe, and luxury infpires. 255

The bright, the facred flame on earth unknown,
Which burns in heav'n, and heav'nly minds alone.
It 's chafte endearments all their hours employ,
And endlefs willies meet with endlefs joy.

There dwell true heroes ; there each pious fage, 260

And monarchs once the glory of their age.
Thence Charlemagne, and Clovis turn their eyes
On Gallia's empire from the azure fkies :

On golden thrones for ever plac'd fublime,
And clad in honours unimpair'd by time. 265
There , fierceft foes the happy union prove
Of pure affedtion, and a brother's love.
* Louis the wife, amidfc the royal band,
Tall as a cedar, ifiues his command.
Louis, of France the glory, and the pride, 270

Who rul'd our realms with juftice by his fide.
Dft ' would he pardon, oft' relief fupply;
And wipe the falling tear from ev'ry eye.
D 'Amboife is ftill commiffion'd to attend ;

His faithful minifter, and warmelr. friend. 275

* Louis XII, To
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To him alone was Gallia's honour dear :
To him alone her homage was fincere.
His gentler hands were fullied not with blood;
His ev'ry wifh was center'd in her good.

Oh fpotlefs manners ! bright, and halcyon days !280
Worthy eternal memory, and praife.
Then wholefome laws adbrn'd, and blefs'd the ftate:
Subjects were happy, and the monarch great.
Return, ye halcyon days_, with golden wing:
And equal bleffings, equal honours bring. 285
Virtue, defcend, another Louis frame
As rich in merit, and as great in fame.

Farther remote, thofe worthy heroes flood,
Carelefs of life, and prodigal of blood,
Who died with tranfport for the public weal ; ago
Led on by duty, not enrag'd by zeal.
Brave* Montmorency, f , Tremouille de Foix,
Who fought their paffage to thofe fields of joy.

* Montmorency] It would fill a volume , mould we lpecify the
firvices done to the (tate by this family.

+ Tremouille '] Amongft many great men of this name , Guyde la Tremouille is particularly alluded to . He was iiniamed
tie Valiant ; -carried the royal ftandard : and refus 'd the hijrhconftable's fword in the reign of Charles VI.

Xde Foix ] Gallon tie Foix , duke of Neinwirs , and nephew to• I-ouis X [I . He was.'llain at the famous battle of Ratfenna ; ha^
Ving received fourteen wounds , and defeated the enemy.

There
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There f Guefdin drinks of pleafures purer fprings:
Guefclin, th'avenger, and the dread of kings. 295
There too appear'd the * Amazonian dame,
The tott 'ring-throne's fupport, and England's fliame.

Thefe, cried the faint, who now pofiefs the ikies,
Like thee with glory dazzled Europe's eyes.
Virtue alone their fimpler minds could move: 300
The church was nourifh'd by their filial love.
Like me they honour'd truth's diviner name :
Our worlhip uniform, our church the fame.
Say, why does Bourbon follow other laws,
Or why defend religion's weaker caufe ? 305

Time , with inceffant flight prepar'd to roam,
Quits, and revifits this terrific dome :

•f- Guefclin."] France owed her prefervation to this great man,
in the reign of Charles V. He conquered Caitile , placed Henry
<leTranftaraare upon the throne of Peter the cruel , and was con-
ftable of France , and Caitile.

* Amazonian Dame .] Joan d'Arc (known by the name of the
Maid of Orleans .] She was fervant -maid at an inn ; and bom at
the village of Doniremy upon the Meul 'e : being fuperior to her fex
in ftrength of body , and bravery of mind , fhe was employed by
the count de Dunois to retrieve the affairs of Charles VII . taken
prifoner in a tally at Compiegne in the year 1430, conducted to
Rouen , tried as a lbrcereis in an eccleliaftical court , and burnt by
the Englifli.
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And pours with plenteous hand on all mankind
The good, and evil for each race defign'd.
An altar high of many iron bears 310
The fatal annals of fucceeding years.
Where God's own hand has mark'd, nor mark'd in

vain
Each tranfient pleafure, each feverer pain.
There liberty, that haughty flave, is bound,
With chains invifible encircled round-. 315
Beneath the yoke file bends her ftubborn head,
Still unconftrain'd, unconfcious of the deed.
This fuppliant turn that hidden chain fupplies
Wifely conceal'd for ever from her eyes.
The fates appear her fentence to fulfill : 320
Each action feems the product of free-will.

From thence, cried Louis , on the human race
Defcends the influence of heav'nly grace.
In future times its pow'r thy tongue fhall tell:
Its purer radiance all thy heart fhall feel. 325
Thofe precious moments God alone beftows;
No mortal haftens, and no being knows.
But Oh how flowly comes that period on
When God flialllove, and own thee for his fon !

Too
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Too long fliall weaknefs hide thy brighter rays ; 330
And lead thy fteps through errors flipp'ry ways.
Teach him, kindheav'n, the happier, better roadj
Shorten the days which part himfromhis God.

But fee what crowds in long fucceffion prefs
Through the vaff region of unbounded fpace. 335
Thefe facred manfions to thy view difplay
The unborn offspring of fome future day.
All times, and places are for ever nigh,
All beings prefent to Jehova's eye.
Here fate has mark'd their deflin'd hour of birth, 34O
Their rife, their grandeur, and their fall on earth.
The various changes of each life to come,
Their vices, virtues, and their final doom.
Draw near, for heav'n allows us to forefee
What kings, and heroes fliall defcend from thee. 345
That graceful perfonage is Bourbon's fon,
Form'd to fupport the glory of the crown.
The warlike leader fliall his triumphs boaft
O 'er Belgia's plains, and proud Iberia's coafh
To deeds more noble fliall his fon afpire; 359
And wreaths more fplendid firft adorn his fire.

Ofl
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On beds of lillies, near a tow'ring throne,

Two radiant forms before our hero fhone.
Monarchs they feem'd, of high, imperious pride,
And Roman purple flow'd adown their fide. 355
A fubject nation couch'd beneath their feet,
And guards unnumber'd form'd the train complete.
Thefe, faid the faint, ar&doom'd to endlefs fame:
In all things fov'reigns, fave the royal name.
Richelieu, and Mazarin, defign'd by fate 36c
Immortal minifters of Gallia's Hate.
To them fhall policy confign her aid ;
And fortune raife them from the altar's fhade.
Rul'd by defpotic pow'r, fliall France confefs
Great Richelieu's genius, Mazarin's addrefs. 365
* One flies with art before the riling ftorm :
One braves all danger in it's fierceft form.
Both to the princes of our royal blood
With hate relentlefs enemies avow'd.

With high ambition, and with pride infpir'd, 370
By all diflik'd and yet by all admir'd.

* One flies .'] Cardinal Mazarin was oblig 'd to leave the kingdom
in the year 16 51 ; notwithftanding he had the entire government
of the queen Regent . Cardinal Richelieu on the contrary always
maintain'd his fituation in fpite of his enemies , and the king,
,whoWas dilgulted at his behaviour.

Their
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Their artful fchemes, and indttftry fhall bring
Plagues on their country, glory on their king,

O thou, great * Colbert, whofe enlighten'd mind
Schemes lefs extenfive for our good defign'd ! 375
No luftre equals, none excells thy own,
Save that which gilds, and decorates the crown.
Nurs 'd by thy genius, heav'n-born plenty reigns,
And pours her treafirres over Gallia's plains.
Colbert by gen'rous deeds to glory rofe : 389
His only vengeance was to blefs his foes.
Thus were difpens'd the gifts of heav'nly grace, ■
By God's own confident on Ifrael's race.
That race, whofe klafphemy could ne'er remove,
©r quench the beams of mercy, and of love. 385

What troops of flaves before f that monarch ftancU
What numbers tremble at his high command !
No king did Gallia ever yet obey
With fuch profound fubmiffion to his fway.

* Colbert was detefted by the people . That blind , and favage
monfter would have dug his body out of the ground ; btit the ap¬
probation of men of lenle , which at length prevailed , has render¬
ed his name for ever dear , and refpeftable.

•J- That monarch .} Louis XIV.
Though
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Though lefs bclov'd, more dreaded in her eyes, 390
Like thee he claims fair glory's richeft prize.
Firm in all danger, in fuccefs too warm
When fortune fmiles, and conqueft meets his arm.
Himfelf ftiall crufh, fuperior to intrigue,
Full twenty nations join'd in pow'rful league. 39,5'
Praife fhall attend him to his lateft breath,
Great in his life, but greater in his death.
Thrice happy age ! when nature's lavifh hand
With all her graces fhall adorn the land.
Thrice happy age ! when ev'ry art refin'd 400
Spreads her fair polifh o'er the ruder mind.
The mufe for ever our retreats fhall love
More than the (hades of Aganippe's grove.
From fculptur'd ftone the feeming accent flows;
With animated tints the canvafs glows. - 405
What fons of fcience in that period rife,
Meafure the univerfe, and read the fkies!
The purer ray of philofophic light
Reveals all nature, and difpells the night.
Prefumptuous error from their view retreats ; 410
Truth crowns their labours, and their joy compleats.
Thy accents too fweet mufic, flxike mine ear,
Mufic, defcended from the heav'nly fphere.

'Ti8
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'Tis thine to footh, to foften, and controul
Each wayward pafiion of the ruffled foul. 415
Unpolifli'd Greece, and Italy have own'd
The ftrong inchantments of thy magic found.
The fubjedts rul'd by Gallia's pow'rful king
Shall bravely conquer, and as fweetly fing.
Shall join the poet's to the warrior's praife, 42*
And twine Bellona's with Apollo's bays.
E 'en now I fee this fecond age of gold
Produce a people of heroic mould.
Here num'rous armies fkim before my fight;
There fly the Bourbons eager for the fight. 425J
At once his matter's terror, and fupport,
Great * Conde makes the flames of war his fport.
Turenne more calmly meets the hoftile pow'r,
In arms his equal, and in wifdom more.

* Conde.'] Louis de Bourbon, ' generally called the great Conde;
and Henry vifcount de Turenne , have been look 'd upon as the
greateft generals of their time . They have both gained very im¬
portant victories , and acquired glory even in their defeats . Ths
prince of Conde 's genius leemed , as it was laid , more proper for ai
day of battle , and that of Mr . de Turenne for a whole campaign.
It -is certain at lealt , that Mr . de Tunenne gained confiderable
advantages over the great Conde at Gien , Etarapes , Paris , Arras,
and the battle of Dunes . We mall not however attempt to de¬
termine which was the greateli man.

Aflemblage



THE HENRIADE.
A'ffemblage rare ! in * Catinat are leen
The hero's talents, and the fage's mien.

43°
167

Known by his compafsf Vauban from the tow'r
Smiles at the tumult, and the cannon's roar.
England fhall tell of $ Luxembourg's renown,
In war invincible, at court unknown.

* Catinat .] The marfnal de Catinat , bora in 1637 ; he gainedthe battle of StafFarde, and Marfedles : and obeyed without re-luftance, or murmuring the marfhal de Villeiois , who fent himorders without confulting him . He reiigned his command withthe utmoft compoiure ; never complained of any pcrl'oif s treat¬ment, aiked nothing .of the king , anddiedlike a tiuephilofopherit his country -feat at St . Gratien . He never augmented or di-minilhed his eftare, and never for a moment afted unworthy hischara6ter as a man of temperance , and moderation.
t Vauban .] The nuumal de Vauban , born in 1633 , the greattftengineer that ever lived . He repaired upon a new pian of ids cwnno lei's than 300 old fortifications , and built 33. He conducted53 feiges, and was prefent at 14.0 actions . He left behind himat his death 12 manufcript volumes full of deigns for the goodot the ftate : none of which has ever yet been executed . Hj was' member of the academy of lciences, and did more honour to itthan any other peifbn , by rendering mathematics fubfervient tothe advantage of his country.
t Luxembourg.] Francis Henry de Montmorency , who took•he name of Luxembourg ; marfhal of Fiance , and both duke,>nd peer of the realm . He gained the battle of Caffel, under thed'rcSion of Monfieur , the brother of Louis XIV . and won 'thecelebrated victories of Mons , Fleurus , Steinkerke , andNenvinde,Stare he acled as commanding officer. He was confined to theBaftiie, antf exceedingly ill treated by the minittiy.

Onward

>i
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Onward I fee the martial * Villars move
To wrefl: the thunder from the bird of Jove.
Conqueft attends to bid the battle ceafe,
And leaves him fov'reign arbiter of peace.
Denain fliall own brave Villars to have been 440
The worthy rival of the great Eugene.

What f princely youth draws near, whofe manly
face

United majefty, and fweetnefs grace ?

* Villars .'] It was the author ' s original defign to mention no
living character through the whole poem : and the rule propofed
has only been deviated from in favour of the marlhal duke de
Villars . He gained the battle of Fredelingue , and that of the
fori Hocftet . It is remarkable that in this engagement he polled
hiuifelf on the fame fpot of ground which the duke of Marl¬
borough afterwards occupied , when he won that very fignal
viftory of the fecond Hocftet , fo fatal to France . Upon refuming
the command of the army , the marlhal was afterwards engaged
in the famous battle of Blangis , or Malplaquet , in which twenty
thouland of the enemy were flain ; and the lofs of which was
owing to the marthal 's being wounded . In the year 17 iz , when
the enemy threatened to proceed to Paris , and it was deliberated
whether Louis XIV . Ihould not quit Verfailles , the 'marlhal &
Villars defeated prince Eugene at Denain , dillodged the enemj
from their poll at Marchienne , raifed the feige of Landrecy , took
Douay , Quefnoy , and Bouehain at difcretion , and afterward!
agreed upon a peace at Radftat in the king 's name , with the
fame prince Eugene , the emperor 's plenipotentiary.

f Princely youth.] This poem was compofed in the infancy d
Louis XV.

Set
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See how unmov 'd— — Oh heav 'ns ! what fudden {hade
Conceals the beauties which his form difplay 'd ! 44.5
Death flutters round ; health , beauty , all is gone :
He falls juft ready to afcend the throne.

■4° Heav'n form 'd him all that 's truly juft , and good :
Defcended ^ Bourbon , from thy royal blood.
Oh gracious God ! {hall fate but {hew mankind 453

nty A flow'r fo fweet , and virtues fo refin 'd !
What could a foul fo gen ' rous not obtain !
What joys would France experience from his reign !
Produc 'd, and nurtur 'd by his foft' ring hand
Fair peace , and plenty had enrich 'd the land . 455
Each day fome new . beneficence had brought :
Oh how fhall Gallia weep ! alarming thought!
When one dark , filent fepulchre contains
The fon 's, the mother 's, and the fire's remains.

Fall 'n is the tree , and from it 's ruins fpririgs 460.
An infant fucceflor to Gallia 's kings.
A tender {hoot , from whofe increasing {hade
Fiance may derive fome falutary aid.

^ Conduct him , Fleury , to the throne of truth ;
Wait on his years , and cultivate his youth . 465
Teach him fclf-knowledge , and , if Fleury can,

Set Teach him that Louis is 110 more than man.
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Infpire each virtue which can life adorn ;
Kings for their fubjec~ts , not themfelves are born.
And ;thou , O France , once more arife to day ; 470
Refume thy majefty beneath his fway.
Let ev'ry fcience , which retir 'd before,
Crown thy fair temples , and adorn thy fhore.
The azure waters with thy navies fweep:
So wills the monarch of the hoary deep . 475
See, from the Nile , the Euxine , and the Ind,
Each port by nature , or by art defign 'd,
Commerce aloud demands thee for her feat;
And fpreads her richeft treafures at thy feet.
Adieu to terrour , and adieu to war , 480
The peaceful olive be thy future care.

Purfued by envy , and diftraclrion 's crew,
* A chief renown 'd advances to the 'view;
Eafy , not weak , when glory fpurs him oh,
Engag 'd by novelties , by trifles won . 485
Though luxury difplays a thoufand charms,
And milling pleafure courts him to her arms,
Yet (hall he 'ceep all Europe in fufpenfe
By artful politics , and manly fenfe.

• * A chief renowned .} A true portrait of the duke of Orleans.
The
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The world fliall move as Orleans fhall guide ■> 490-

And ev' ry feiencc flourilli at his fide.
Empire , my ion , himfelf fliall never reach ;
'Tis his the art of government to -teach.

Now burft the lightening from the op'ning fkies,
And Gallia ' s ftandard wav 'd before their eyes . 495
Iberia ' s troops , array 'd in arms compleat,
The German eagle crufh 'd beneath their feet.
When thus the faint — no more remains the trace

Of Charles the fifth , his glory , or his race.

Each earthly being has it 's final hour ; 500
Eternal wifdom let us all adore.

*. 'Willi : iSFOI <Xi? tti :"i- 1 r
From thence all human revolutions fpring :
E 'en Spain from Bourbon fliall requeft a king.
Illuftrious Philip fliall receive the crown ;
And fit as monarch on Iberia 's throne . 505 •
Surprize was foon fucceeded by delight,
And Henry 's foul enraptur 'd at the fight.
Reprefs thy tranfports , cried the faint , and dread
This great event , this prefent to Madrid.
Say, who can fathom heav 'n 's conceal 'd intent , 510
Dangers may come , and Paris may repent.
Oh Philip ! Oh my fpns ! fliall France , and Spain
Thus meet , and never be disjoin 'd again !

/ 1 2 How
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How long fhall fatal politics forbear
To light the flames of difcord, and of war ! 5*5

Thus Louis fpoke— when lo ! the fcene withdrew,
Each objedt vanifh'd from our hero's view.
The (acred portals clos'd before his eyes,
And fudden darknefs overfpre'ad the fkies.
Far in the eaft Aurora moving on 520
Unlock'd the golden chambers of the fun.
Night 's fable robe o'er other climes was fpread,
Each dream retir'd, and ev'ry flitting fhade.
The prince arofe, with heav'nly ardor fir'd,
Unufual vigor all his foul infpir'd. 525
Fear, and refpecl, great Bourbon, now were thine :
Full on thy brow fat majefty divine.
Thus when before the tribes great Mofes flood,
Return 'd at length from Sinai, and from God, ,
His eyeballs flafli'd intolerable light ; 53O
Each proftrate Hebrew fliudder'd at the fight.

:| | |
THE
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The ARGUMENT.

The earl of Egmont comes to ajftjl May'ne and the
League. Battle oflvry , in whichMay'ne is defeated,
and Egmont fain . Valour, and clemency of Henry
the Great.
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CANTO the EIGHTH.

'T \ E J ECTED by their lofs, the ftates appear
' Lefs haughty, and affume an humbler air,

Henry, fuch terrour in their hearts had wrought,
Their king creating fchemes were all forgot;

;Wav'ring and weak in counfel, and afraid J
To crown their idol May'ne, or to degrade,
By vain decrees they labour to complete
And ratify a pow'r, notgiv 'nhimyet.

J This felf-commiflion'd chief, this king uncrown'd
In chains of iron rule his faction bound j , ip

t ,He was declared by the parliament , which continued attach¬
ed to him , lieutenant -general of the fkite, and kingdom of
France,

I 5 His.
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His willing flaves obedient to his laws,
Ex £oLvi: .io .£ glit and perifh in his caufe;

■ThuTrluWd with hope , to council he convenes
Tir : haughty lords , on whom his fortune leans.

y came : defpair , and unextinguifii 'd hate , 15
Ana malice on their faded features fate ;
Some tremble in their pace , and feebly tread,
Faint with the lofs of blood in battle flied,
But keen refentment prompts them to repair
Their lofTes, and revenge the wounds they bear . 20
Before the chief their fulien ranks they range,
Andgraip their mining arms , and vow revenge.
So the fierce Tons of earth , as fable feigns,
Where Pelion overlooks Theflalia 's plains,
Wich mountains piled on mountains , vainly drove , 25
To fcale the everlafting throne of Jove.
When fudden on a car of radiant light
Exalted , Difcord flafh 'd upon their fight;
Courage . Hie laid) ' tis now the times demand
Your iixt refolves , lo ! fuccoui ' is at hand . 30
Firft ran d'Aumale , and joyful from afar
Beheld the Spanim . launces gleam in air;
Then cried aloud , ' tis come ; th ' expecled aid,
So oft demanded , and fo long delay 'd.

War
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Near to that hallow 'd fpot , where reft rever 'd 35

The reliques of our kings , their march appear 'd ;
The groves of polifh 'd fpears , the targets bound
With circling gold , the fhining helms around,

Againft the fun with full reflection play,
Rival his light and fhed a fecond day . 40
To meet their march the roaring rabble went,
And hail ' d the mighty chief Madrid had fent;
That chief was * Egmont ; farn 'd for martial fire,
Ambitious fon of an unhappy fire ;
At Bruffels firft he drew the vital air ; 45
His country ' s weal was all his father 's care,
For that , the rage 6f tyrants he defied,
And in the caufe of freedom , bravely died.
The fervile fon , as bafeas he was proud , •
Fawn 'd on that hand which fhed his father 's blood,
For fordid int 'reft join 'd his country 's foes,
And fought for France , regardlefs of her woes.
Philip , on May 'ne the warlike youth beftow 'd,
And arm 'd him forth to be his guardian God;
Nor doubted May 'ne , but flaughter and difmay 55
Should fpread to Bourbon 's tent , when Egmont led the

way . ' . .

* The earl of Egmont, fon of admiral Egmont, -whef was be¬
headed at Bruffels together with the prince de Horn,

With
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With heedlefs arrogance their march they drew,
And Henry 's heart exulted at the view,
Gods ! how his eager hopes anticipate
And meet the moment that decides his fate.

Their ftreams where Iton and fair Eura lead,
By nature bleft , a fertile plain isfpread,
No wars had yet: approach 'd the peaceful fcene,
Nor warrior 's footftep prefs'd the flow' ry green,
The fliepherds there , while civil rage deftroy 'd
The regions round , their happy hours enjoy 'd,
Screen 'd by their poverty , they feem 'd fecure
From lawlefs rapine and the foldier 's pow 'r,
Nor heard beneath their humble roofs the jar
Of arms, or clamour of the founding war.

Thither each hoflile leader his array
Directs , and defolation marks their way,
A fudden horror Irrikes the trembling floods,
The frighted fhepherds feelc the fhelt ' ring woods,
The partners of their grief attend their flight,
And bear their weeping infants from the fight.

• Ye haplefs natives of this fweet recefs!
Charge not at kaft your king with ,your diflrefs,
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For peace he courts the combat, and his hand
Shall flied the bounteous bi'effingo'er the land ; 8a.
He (hares your forrows, and fhall end your woes,
Nor feeks you, but to fave youfrom your foes.

Along the ranks he darts his glancing eyes-j*
Swift as the winds his foaming courfer flies,
Proud of his load, he catches with delight 85
The trumpets found, and hopes the promif 'd fight.

Crqwn'd with his laurels,, at their matter's fide,
A well diftinguifh'd groupe of warriors ride,
tD 'Aumont, beneath five kings a chief renown'd,
''"Biron, whofe name bore terrour in the found, 90
I His fon, whom toil nor danger could reflxain,
Who foon alas ! — but he was faithful then ;

f John D 'Aumont , marlhal of Fiance , who did wonders at
the battle of Ivry , was the fon of Peter d'Aumont and Frances de
Sully, an heirefs of the ancient family of Sully . He ferved under
Henry II . Francis II . Charles II . Henry III . and Henry IV.

* Henry de Contand de Biron , marlhal of Fi ance, and grand
matter of the artillery . He was a great warriour , commanded
the corps de referve at Ivry , and was very instrumental in gaining
the viflory.

t Chailes Contand de Biron , fon of the former . Heconfpired
tfterwards againlt Hemy IV . and was beheaded in the court of
the Baltile in 1601.

Grillion
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Grillona 'nd Sully by the guilty fear 'd,
Chiefs whom the League detefted , yet rever 'd,

§Turenne , whofe virtues and unrival 'd fame , 95
Won the fair honours of the Bouillon name,
Ill -fated pow 'r alas ! and ill maintain 'd,
Crufh 'd in the birth , and loft as foonas gain 'd.
His creft amid the band ' brave Efiex lears,

And like a palm beneath our fkies appears , IC©

Among our elms the lofty ftranger moves

His growth , as if he fcorn 'd the native groves.
From his bright cafque with orient gems array 'd
And burnifh 'd gold , a ftany Inure play 'd ;
Dear , valued gifts ! with which his miftrefs ftrove 105
Lefs to reward his courage , than his love,
Ambitious chief ! the mighty bulwark grown
Of Gallia 's prince , and darling of his own.
Such was the monarch 's train , with ftedfaft air

And firm , they wait the fignal of the war , 110
Glad omens from their Henry 's eyes they took,
And read their conqueft fure in hisinfpiring look.

§ Henry de la Tour d'Orliegues , vifcourit of Turcnne , marihal
of France . Henry the great married him to Chailoue de h
Mark , inincefs of Sedan , in 1591 . The marihal yyerit on the
v.edding niglit to take Stenaj by aflault.

'Tvvas
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'Twas then , afflifted with inglorious dread,
Unhappy May 'ne perceiv 'd his courage fled,
Whether at length his boding heart divines 115
The wrath of heav 'n on his unjuft defigns,
Whether the foul prophetic of our doom,
Forefees the dreary train of ills to come,
Whate 'er the caufe , he feels a chilling fear,
But veils it with a fhew of feeming cheer , 120
Infpires his troops with ardour of renown,
And fills their hearts with hopes that dwell not in his

own.

But Egmont at his fide, with glory fir'd,
And the rafh confidence his youth infpir 'd,
Flufli'd for the fight , and eager to difplay 125
His prowefs , chides his infamous delay.
As when the Thracian courferfrom afar,
Hears the fhrill trumpet and the found of war,
A martial fire informs his vivid eye,

He neighs , he fnorts , he bears his head on high , 130
Impatient of reftraint he fcorns the rein,
Springs o'er the fence and fcours along the plain ; .
Such Egmont feem'd, with beating heart he flood,
And in his eye the rage of battle glow 'd.

Ev 'n
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Ev'n now he ponders his approaching fame,
And looks on conquefras his rightful claim ;
Alas ! he dreams not that his pride{hall gain
Nought but a gsave, in Ivry's fatal plain.

Bourbon at length drew near, and thus infpir'd
His ardent Warriors whom his prefence fir'd ?
Ye fons of France ! your king is at your head,
You fee your foes, then follow where I lead,
Mark well this waving plume amid the fight, .
Nor let the tempeft (hade it from your light,
To that alone direct your conftant aim, ,
Still fjrre to find it in the road to fame.
Thus fpoke the chief; his bands exulting hear,
And with new fury court the glorious war;
Then march'd, and as he went, his pious breaft
With filent pray'rs the God of holts addrefs'd.
At once the legions rufh with headlong pace
Behind their chiefs, and fhatch the middle fpace.
So where the feas with narrow Frith divide
Contabria's coaft from Afric's defert fide,
If eaftern florins along the channel pour,
Sudden the fierce conflicting.oceans roar,
Earth trembles at the fhock, the fheetcd brine
Invades the Ikies,- the fun forgets to fhine,
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The trembling moor believes all nature hurl'd '
In ruin, and expects the falling world. 160

Now Iengthen'd with the fpear the muflcet fpread
The carnage wide, and flew with double fpeed.
That fatal engine in Bayonne defign'd,
And fram'd by Difcord to.lay wafte mankind,
Strikesa twin death, and can at once afford 165
The worft effect of fire, and havock of the fword.
Trembled the ftedfaft earth beneath their feet

As fword to fword and lance to lance they met.
From rank to rank defpair and horror ftrode,
The fliame of flight and impious thirft of blood, 17©
■Herefrom his ftronger fon the father flies,
There by the brother's arm the brother dies,
Nature was fhock'd, and Eura's confeious bank
Shrunk with abhorrence from the blood it drank.
Bourbon his path right on to glory clears 175
Through briftly forefts of portended fpcars,
O'er many a crofted helm his courfe he fped,
Clofe in his rear, ferene and undifmay'd
Went Mornay, thoughtful and intent alone
On Henry's life, regardlefs of his own. 18©
So, veil'd in human fhape, the poets feign
The gods engaged in arms on Phrygia's plain ;

" S©.
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" So when an angel by divine command,
" With rifing tempefts makes a guilty land,
" Well pleas'd th'Almighty's orders to perform, 185
" He rides the whirlwind, and directs the ftorm."
The royal chief his dread commands exprefs'd,
The prudent dictates of a hero's breaft,.
Mornay the mighty charge.attentive caught,
And bore it where the diftant leaders fought, 190
The diftant leaders to their troops convey
The word, their troops receive it, and obey.
They part, they join, in various forms are feen,
One foul informs and guides the vaft machine.
Swift thro' the field return'd in hafte he feeks 19S
The , prince,, accofts, and guards him while he fpeaks.
But ftill the ftoic warrior kept unftain'd
With human blood, his inoffenfive hand,
The king alone employ'd his gen'rous thought,
For his defence th' imbattled field he fought, 200
Detefted war, and angularly brave
Knew boldly to face death, but never gave.

Turenne already with refiftlefs pow'r,,
Repulf 'd the fhatter'd forces of Nemours ;
Scarce d'Ailly fill'd the plain, with dire alarms, 205
Proud of his thirty years confum'd in arms j

Still
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Still fpite of age the vet'ran chiefs difplays
The well-ftrung vigour of his youthful days;
Of all his foes, one only would prefume
To match his might, a hero in the blootn ; 216
Now firft indignant to the field he came,
And parted eager for the goal of fame.
New to the tafte of Hymen, yet he fled
The chafte endearments of his bridal bed,
Difdain'd the trivial praife by beaaty won, 215
And panted for a foldier's fame alone.
That cruel morn, accufing heav'n in vain,
And the curs'd League that calPd him to the plain,
His beauteous bride with trembling fingers laced
His heavy corflet on'her hero's breaft, 220
And cover'd with his helm of pblifh'd gold
Thofeeyes which ftill fhe languifh'd to behold.

Tow 'rds d'Ailly the fierce youth, defpifing fear,
Spurr'd his proud fteed, and couch'd his quiv'ring fpear,
Their headlong courfes trampled, as they fled, 225
The wounded heaps, the dying and the dead;
Poachy with blood the turf and matted grafs.,
Sink fetlock deep beneath them as they pafs.

Swift
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Swift to the fhock they come ; their fhields fuftain *
The blow, their fpears well pointed but in vain, 230
In fcatter'd fplinters fhine upon the plain. '
So when two clouds with thunder fraught draw near,
And join their, dark encounter in mid air,
Struck from their fides the light'ning quivers round,
Heav'n roars,, and mortals-tremble at the found. 235
Now from their fleeds with,unabated rage
Alighting fwift, a clofer war they wagey
Ran Difcord to the fcene, and near her flood,
Death's horrid fpectre, pale and fmear'd with blood.
Already fhine their fauchions in their hands, 240T
No kind preventing pow'r their rage withftands, >
The doom is paft, their deftiny commands. ;
Full at each other's heart they aim alike*
Nor knows their fury at whofe heart,they ftrike j
Their , bucklers clafh, thick ftrokes defcend from

high, 255.
And flakes of fire from their hard helmets fly,
Blood ftains their hands, but Hill the temper'd plate
Retards a while and difappoints their fate.
Each wond'ring at the long unfinifh'd fight,.
Efteems his rival,, and admires his might ; 25*'
'Till d'Ailly with a vig'rous effort found
The fatal pafs, and ftretch'd him on the ground.
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His faded eyes for ever clofed remain,
And his loofc helmet rowls along the plain ;
Then faw the wretched chief , too furely known , 255
The kindred features , and embraced his fon.
But foon with horror and remorfe opprefs 'd,
•Revers'd the guilty fteel againft his breaft.
That juft revenge his haft 'ning friends oppofe ;
When furious from the dreadful fcene he rofe ; 260
Forth to the woods his cheerlefs journey fped,
Ftchi arms for ever and from glory fled,
And in the covert of a fhaggy den,
Dwell a fad exile from the ways of men.
There when the dawning day falutes the fkies, 265
And when at eve the chilling vapours rife,
His unexhaufted grief ftill flows the fame,
Still eccho fighs around his fon' s lamented name.
Tender alarms , and boding terrours brought
The bride enquiring to the fatal fpot , 270
Uncertain of her doom , with anxious hafle
And fault 'ring knees between the dead fhe pafs'd,
'1 ill ftretch 'd upon the plain her lord fhe fpied,
Then fhriek 'd, and funk expiring at his fide.
The damps of death upon her temples hung , 275
And feeble founds fcarce parted from her tongue,

Once
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Once more her eyes a laft fareweJ aJIay'd,

Once more ,her lips upon his lips flae lay 'd,

Within her arms the lifelefs body prefs 'd,

Thenlook 'd, and figh 'd, and died upon his breaft .280

Deplor 'd examples of rebellious Itrife,

Ill -fated victims , father , fon , and wife , ^

Oh may the fad remembrance of your woe,

Teach tears from ages, yet unborn to flow,

With wholefome forrow touch all future times , 285

And fave the children from their father ' s crimes . '

But fay what chief difperfes thus abroad

The flying League , what hero , or what god ?

'Tis Biron , ' tis his youthful arm o'erthrows

And drives along the plain his fcaiter 'd foes . 290

D 'Aumale beheld , and madd 'ning . at the fight,

Stand fdft he cried , and flay your coward flight;

Friends of the Guife and May 'ne , their vengeance due

Rome and the church and France expect from you ;

Return then , and your priftine force recall , 295

Conquefl : is theirs who fight beneath d'Aumale.

Fofleufe aflifting and Beauvean fuftain

Their part , and rally the diforder 'd train,
Before



T H E H E . N R I A D E . 191
Before the van d'Aumale his ftation .took,

And the clofed lines caught courage from his look . 300
The chance of war now flows a backward courfe,

Biron in vain withftands the driving force,
Nefle and Augenne within his fight are flain,
And Parabere and Clermont prefs the plain,

Himfelf fcarce liv'd, fo fart the purple tide 305
Flow'd from his wounds , and happier , had he died.

A death fo glorious with unfading fame
For ever had adorn 'd the hero 's name.

Soon learn 'd the royal chief to what diflrrefs

The youth was fall'n , courageous in excefs ; 310
He lov'd him , not as monarchs condefcend

To love, but well , and plainly as a friend,
Nor thought a fubjeft 's blood fo mean a thing,
A fmile alone o'erpaid it from a king.
Hail heav 'n -born friendfhip ! the delight alone 315
Of noble minds , and banifh 'd from the throne.

Eager he flies, the -gen ' rous fires that feed
His heart augment his vigour and his fpeed.
He came, and Biron kindling at the view,
His gather 'd flrength to one laft effort drew , 320
Cheer'd by the well -known voice again he plies
The fword , all force before the monarch flies,

The
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The king redeems thee from th 'unequal ftrife
Rafh youth , be faithful and deferve thy life.

Hark a loud peal comes thund 'ring from afar , 325
'Tis Difcord blows afrefti the flames of war,
To thwart the monarch 's virtue , with new fires

His fainting foes the beldam fiend infpires ;
She winds her fatal trump , the woods around
And mountains tremble at th 'infernal found . 330
Swift to d'Aumale the baleful notes impart " ,
Their pow ' r, he feels the fummons at his heart;
Bourbon alone hefeeks : the boift 'rous throng
Clofe at his heels tumultuous pour along.
So the well -fcented pack , long train 'd to blood , 335
Deep in the covert of a fpacious wood,
Bay the fierce boar to battle , and elate
With heedlefs wrath rufh headlong on their fate,
The fhrillnefs of the cheering horn provokes
Their rage , and ecchoes from the diftant rocks . 340
Thus flood the monarch by the croud inclofed,

An hoft againft his fingle arm oppofed,
No friend at hand , no welcome aid he found,
Abandon 'd, and by death incompafs 'd round.
'Twas then his fainted fire his ftrength renew 'd 345
With tenfold force and vigour unfubdued,

Firm
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Firm as a rock , pois 'd on it 's bafe he flood,
That braves the blaft , and fcorns the dafhing flood,

j Who fhall relate , alas ! what heroes died
In that dread hour on Eura 's purple fide . ' 350

Shade of the nrff. of kings , do thou difFufe

Thy fpirit o'er my fong , be thou my mufe.
Now from afar his gath 'ring nobles came,

They died for Bourbon , and he fought for them,
When Egmont rufh 'd with yet unrival 'd force , 355
To check the ftorm and thwart the monarch 's tourfe.

aitwnn ai 'a • » unrol snisnift id
Long had the chief , mifled by martial pride,

Sought Henry thro ' the combat far and wide,
Nor cared he , fo his vent 'rous arm miglit meet
That ftri/c , for aught of danger or defeat.
Bourbon , he cried , advance ; behold a foe
Prepar 'd to plant frefh laurels on your brow ;
Now let your arm it 's utmoft might difplay,
Ours be the ftrife, . let us decide the day.
He fpoke , and lo ! portentuous from on high
A ftream of light 'ning fhot along the fky,
Slow peals of mutt 'ring thunder growl 'd around,
Beneath the trembling foldier fhook the ground , j
Egmont , alas ! a flatt ' ring omen draws,
And dreams that heav 'n lhall combat in his caufe , 370

K Thar.

160

365
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That partial nature in his glory fhar 'd,

And by the thunder 's voice his victory declar 'd.

At the firft onfet with full force applied

His driving faulchion reach 'd the monarch 's fide,

Faft flow'd aftream of trickling blood , tho ' flight 375

The wound , and Egmont triumph 'd at the fight.
But Bourbon unconcern 'd receiv 'd the blow,

And with redoubled ardour prefs 'd his foe ;

Pleas 'd when the field of glory could afford

A conqueft hardly earn 'd and worthy of his fword .380

The flinging fmart ferv'd only to provoke

His rage , and add new vigour to his ftroke.

He fprings upon the blow ; the champion reels,

And the keen edge within his bofom feels,

O ' erthrown beneath the trampling hoof he lies , 385

And death 's dim fhadow fkims before his eyes,

He fees the dreary regions of the dead,
And fhrinks and fhudders at his father 's fliadc.

Then firft , their leader flain , th 'Iberian hoft

Declin 'd the fight , their vaunted fpirit loft , 390

Like a contagion their unwarlike fear

Siez 'd all the ranks and caught from van to rear.

Gen 'ral and foldier felt the fame difmay,

JNor longer thefe command , nor thofe obey.
Down
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Down fall the banners, routed and o'erthrown 395
And yelling with unmanly flirieks they run ;
Some bend the fuppliant knee, fubmiffive join
Their hands, and to the chain their wrifts refign,
Some from the fierce purfuer wildly fled,
And to the river ftretch'd their utmoft fpeed, 400^
There plunged downright, amid the foaming tide
They fink, and meet the death they would avoid.
The waves incumber'd intermit their courfe,
And the chonk'd ftream recoils upon it's fource.

May'ne in the tumult of this troubled fcene
Lord of himfelf, afflicted yet ferene,
Survey'd his lofs ftill tranquil and fedate,
And ev'n in ruin hoped a better fate.
D'Aumale, his eye with burning rage fufFus'd,
His cruel ftars and daftard bands accus'd.
All's loft, he cried, fee where the cowards fly,
llluftrious May'ne ! our tafk then is to die.
Die ! faid the chief, live rather to replace
Our fortune, and fuftain the caufe you grace,
Live to regain the laurels we have loft,
Nor now defert us, when we need you moft.
Ply then, and where they ftraggle o'er the plain,
Glean up the wreck and remnant of our train.

K 2
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He hears , reluctant fobs his paJion fpeak,

And tears of anguifh trickle down his cheek , 420

A flow compliance fullenly he pays,

And frowning ftern at the command , obeys.

Thus the proud lion whom the Moor has tam 'd,

And from the ficrcenefs of his race i ^claim 'd,

Bows down beneath his fwarthy mailer 's hand , 425

And bends his furly front at his command,

With low 'ring afpecl {talks behind his lord,

And grumbles while he crouches at his word.

Meanwhile -in -flight unhappy May 'ne confide .';,

And clofe within the walls his fhame he hides ; 430

Prone at the monarch 's feet the vanquifli ' d wait

From his award , the fentence of their fate ;

When from the firmament ' s unfolded fpace

Appear 'd the .manes of ths Bourbon .race;
Louis in that important hour came down , 435

To gaze intent upon his godlike fon,

To prove if the triumphant chief could tame

His foul to mercy , and defcrve his fame.

Th 'affenibrd captives by their looks belbught

The monarch 's grace , but - trembled at their lot , 44O

When thus with gentle , but determin 'd look,

The fuppliant crowd the mighty chief befgoke.
« Be
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" Be free, , and ufe your 'freedom r.s you may,
" Free to take arms againft me , or obey;

" On May 'ne or me let your el'eaion reft , 4 4-5
" His be the fceptrc who deferves it beft,

Chufe your own portion , your own fate decree,
" Chains from the League , or victory with me ." * '

Aftorrifli 'd that a king with glory crown 'd,
And lord of the fubje&cd plains around , 450
Ev 'n in the lap of triumph fhould forego

His right of arms , and vantage o'er the foe, .
His grateful captives hail him at his feet

Victorious, -; and ' rejoice in their defeat ..
No longer hatred rankles in their minds , 455

His might fubdued them , and his bounty binds,

Proudly they mingle with the monarch 's train,
And turn their jufler vengeance upon May 'ne.

■ : " V ■ jj 'ttiLC * I c -T- -i'. 'w, ?"

Now Bourbon merciful and mild had ftay 'd- -
■•.. in "' , . Jy [» -.'., - ' ., r

The carnage , and the foldier 's wrath allay 'd ; 460

No longer thro ' the ranks he cleaves his way,
Fierce as the lion bearing on his prey,
But feems a bounteous deity , inclin 'd
To quell the tempeft , and to cheer mankind.

' K 3 Peace
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Peace o'er his brows had fried a milder grace , 465
And fmooth 'd the warlike terrours of his face;

Snatch 'd from the jaws of the devouring ftrifc,
His captives feel themfelves reftor 'd to life,
Their dangers he repells , their wants fupplies,
And views and guards them with a parent 's eye,s.470

Fame , the fwift meffenger of falfe and true,
Siill as fhe flies encreafing to the view,
O 'er mountains and o'er feas, from clime to clime,

.Expatiates , rapid as the flight of .time.

Millions of piercing eyes to fame belong , 475
As many mouths Hill ply the reftlefs tongue,
-And round with lift 'ning ears her mifcreant form

is hung.
Where 'er fhe roams , credulity is there,
And curiofity with craving ear,
And doubt , and hope , and ever -boding fear . 480
With the fame fpeed fhe bears upon her wings
From far, the glory and the fhame of kings,
And now unfolds them , eager to proclaim
Great Henry 's deeds , and fill the nations with his name.
From Tagus fwift to Po the tidings ran , 485
And eccho 'd thro ' the lofty Vatican.

Joy
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Joy to the north the fpreading founds convey,
To Spain , confufion , tcrrour and difmay.
Ill -fated Paris , and thou faithlefs League,

Ye priefts , full -fraught with malice and intrigue , 490
How trembled then your temples , and what dread
Difaft ' rous , hung o'er ev'ry guilty head !

But fee your guardian deity appears,

See May 'ne returning to difpel your fears !:
Tho ' foil 'd, not loft , not hopelefs tho ' o 'erthrown,495
For ftill rebellious Paris is his own.

With fpecious glofs he covers his defeat,
Calls ruin , vidftory, and flight , retreat,
Confirms the doubtful , and with prudent aim
Seek;; by concealing , to repair his fhame . 500
Tranfient , alas ! the joy that art fupplies,
For cruel truth foon fcatter 'd the difguife,
The veil of falfehood from their fate withdrew.
And open 'd all it 's horrors to their view.

Not thus the fury cried , with raging mind , 505
Shall Difcord 's pow 'r be conquer 'd, and confln 'd:
'Tis not for this thefe wretched walls haveTeen

Torrents of blood , and mountains of the flain :

'Tis not for this the raging fires have fhone,
That hated Bourbon might enjoy the throne . 510

■i K 4 Henceforth
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Henceforth by weaknefs be his mind aflail'd,
Weaknefs may triumph where the l'word has fail'd.
Force is but vain ; ail other hopes are gone :
For Henry yields but to himfelf alone.
This day{hall beauty's charms his bofom warm ; 515
Subdue his valour, and unnerve his arm.

Thus Difcord fpoke ; and, through the fields of air,
Drawn by fierce hatred on her blood-fbiried car,
Swiftly repair'd to Cytherea's grove
Ailur'd of vengeance, and in fearch of love. 52O
Clouds of thick darknefs then obicur'd the d-iy,
Nature: turned pale, and horror marked her way.

THE
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The ARGUMENT.

Defcription of the temple of love. Difcord implores his

poiver to enervate the courage of Henry IV . The hero

is detained feme time by Madame d'Eftree , fo well

known under the name of the fair Gabrielle . Mor-

nay difengages him from his mi/lrefs, and the king

returns to the army.
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CANTO the NINTH.

FI X'D on the borders of Idalia's coaft,
Where * filler realms their kindred limits boaft,

An antient dome fuperior awe commands,
Whofe ftrong foundations rofe from nature's hands:
But labour fince has polifh'd every part, 5
And nature yielded to the toils of art.
Each circling plain the verdant myrtles crown.
Unknown to winter's defolating frown.
Pomona here her fruits profufely pours ;
Here Flora fheds her variegated flow'rs. 10

N. B . The author of this tranflation is obliged to Edward
Burnaby Green , Efqj for the following canto ; into which the
beauties of the original are fo happily transfufed , that it needs
"o other recommendation than it 's owo elegance.

* Europe , and Alia,
Here,
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Here, whilft fpontaneous harvefts fill the plains,

No feafon changes, and no wretch complains.
Here peace unfading fooths the fons of earth,

Such peace as reign'd at nature's earlier birth.
With hand of foft indulgence fhe difplays
Celeflial quiet, and fereneft days.

Here ev'ry lawn in plenty's robe is drefs'd,

With ev'ry fweet but innoeency blefs'd'.
From fide to fide the ftreams of mufic roll,

Whofe foothing foftnefs fafcinates the foul.
In plaintive fonnets burns the lover's flame
Who boafts his weaknefs, and exults in fhame.

Each day, encircled with the fragrant ftore,
The little godhead's fmiles their pray'rs implore;

Eager they prefs to learn the pois'nous art

At once to pleafure, and entrance the heart.

Delufive hope, whofe charms ferenely{hine*
Conducts the train to love's enchanting fhrinei

The beauteous graces half-unveil'd advance,
Indulge the fong, and join the decent dance.
Voluptuous pleafure on the velvet plain.
In calm tranquillity attends the ftrain.

Lo ! by her fide the heart-enchaining fighs,
Fix 'd filence ftrongly fpeaking to the eyes;
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The am'rous tranfports, and the foft defires, 35
Which fan the bofom to the fieirceft fires.

Thus fmiles th'alluring entrance of the dome:
When far within the daring footfteps roam,
Whatfcenes of horror round the altar roll,
And faake the libertine's prefuming foul ! 40
No founds harmonious feaft the ravifh'd ears,
No more the lovely train of joys appears.
Confcious imprudence, murmurs, fears, and hate
With darknefs blaft the fplendors of the ftate.
Sternjealoufy, whofe fault'ring ftep obeys 45
Each fell fufpicion that her blifs betrays ;
Ungovern'd rage, with fharpeft venom flor'd,
Rears in.the van his unrelenting Avord.
Thefe malice joins, who with perfidious face
Smiles at the triumphs of the favage race. 50
Penfive repentance, fliudd'ring in the rear,
Heaves the deep groan, and fliow'rs the plenteous tear.

Full in the center of this horrid court*
Where pleafure's fell companions all refort,
Love waves for ever his fantaftick rod, 55
At once a cruel, and a tender god.

His

teiffl
i. %jj
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His infant pow'r the fates of mortals bears,

With wanton fmiles difpenfing peace, and wars.

Smooth flows deceit's insinuating art

Which lifts the captive, animated heart. ' 60
r -(n erjfljeoJ ■orivsb pd) rubw icl norlV/

He counts his triumphs from the fplendid throne

While proftrate fons of pride the conqu'ror own.

Carelefs of good he plies his favage flail,

And dwells applauding on each deed of ill.

Now Difcord opens through the ranks of joy 65

Her vengeful paflage to the kindred boy.

Fierce in her hand the brandifh'd torches glow,

Her eye-balls flafh, and blood diftains her brow.

Where then, fhe cries, thy formidable darts !

Recline they pointed for more Itubborn hearts ? ' 70

If e'er my venom, mingl'd with thy fire, ■

Has fann'd the flame, and rais'd the paffion higher,

If oft' for thee I trouble nature's laws,

Rife, fly to vengeance of my injur'd caufe.

Crufh'd by a victor king my fnakes are lay'd, 75

Who joins the olive to the laurel's (hade.
Amidft the tumults of a civil war

Meek-ftepping Clemency attends his carj
Fix'd
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Fix 'd to the flandards , waving in the wind,

> ' • ' ' D
She fooths in Difcord ' s fpite the rebel m n̂d . 80
One vi&'ry gain 'd, my throne , my empire falls ;
Lo ! Henry fhow 'rs his -rage on Paris ' walls.
He flies to fight , to conquer , and forgive ;
Faft bound in brazen chains muff. Difcord live.
'Tis thine to check the torrent of his courfe , 85
And drop foft poifon on his valour 's fource.
Yes , bend the victim to thy conquering dart.
And quell each virtue of his ftubborn heart.
Of old (and well thou know 'ft, ) thy fov'reign care
Bow 'd great Alcides to th ' imperial fair . 90
By thee proud Anthony 's enervate mind
For Cleopatra 's form each thought refign 'd 5
In flight inglorious o'er the ocean hurl ' d
For her he quits the empire of the world.
Henry alone refifts thy dread command , 95
Go, blaff. the laurels in his daring hand.
His brows entwine with myrtle 's arn 'roiis charms,
And fink the flumbring warrior in thy arms.
Fly to fupport ; he fhakei my tott 'ring throne :
Go, fhield an empire , and a caufe thine own . 100
The monfter fpoke : the trembling roof around
Returns the horrors of the dreadful found.

Stretch 'd
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Stretch 'd on his flow'ry couch , the lift 'ning god
With artful fmiles confented at her nod.

A rm'd with his golden deaths refov 'd he flies 105

Along the bright dominion of the fkies.
OO

With pleafures , fports , and graces in his train

The zephyrs bear him to the Gallic plain.

Straight he difcovers with malicious joy

The feeble Simois , and the fields of Troy ; 1 io

And laughs , reflecting in thofe feats renown 'd

O 'er many a palace mould 'ring on the ground.

Venice from far , .fair city ! frrikes his fight,

The prodigy of earth , and art 's delight;

Which tour 's fupreme as ocean 's godhead gave 115

Herpow ' r full empire o'er th ' encircling wave.

Sicilia 's plain his rapid flight retards,

Where his own genius nurs 'd the paft 'ral bards.

Where fame reports through fecret paths he led

The wand 'ring waves from am'rous Alpheu ' s bed . 120

Now quitting Arethufa 's lovely fhore
Swift to Vauclufia 's feats his cburfe he bore;

Afylum foft : in life's ferener days

Where lovefick Petrarch figh 'd his penfive lays.
From
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F*?fp^ hence his eyes furvey the fav'rite ftrand 125 .
Where * Anet 's walls uprofe at his command ;
Where art 's rich toils fuperior rev'rence claim,
And ftill beams forth Diana 's cypher 'd name.
There on her tomb thcjoys , and graces fhow 'r
In grateful mem 'ry each fragrant flow'r . 130

Now to the wand 'rer Ivry 's plain appears:
The monarch , ready for feverer cares,
There firft with fofter pleafures fdofhs his breaft,
And lulls his thunders to a tranfient reft.

Around his fide the warrior youth difplay 'd 135
Purfue the labours of the fylvan fhade.
The godhead 'triumphs in his future pain,
Sharpens his arrows , and prepares his chain,
The winds , which erft he fmooth 'd, his nod alarms,
Hefpeaks , and fets the elements in arms . 140
From ev'ry fide he calls the furious ftorms ;
A weight of clouds the face of heav 'n deforms.
Th 'impetuous torrent rufties from the (ky;
The thunder rolls , the livid lightnings fly :
Each boift 'rous brother at his mandate fprings 145
And earth lies fhadow 'd with their marky wings.

* Anet was built by Henry II . for Diana <ie Poitiers , whofecyphers are intermixed with all the ornaments of that caftle .. It
18 fituated not far from the plains of Ivry.

Bright
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Bright Phcebas finks with night ' s incumbent

Andconfcious nature fhudders at the god.

O 'er the dark plains through miry , dubious ways

Alone , and comfortlefs the monarch flrays : 150

When watchful love difplays the torch ' s light,

Whofe twinkling radiance ftrikes upon his fight.

The hoftile liar , with fatal joy betra }V,

He fwiftly follows through the dreary lhade.

Such fatal joy deluded wand 'rers fhew , 155

Led by the vapour 's tranfitory glow ;

The guide malignant through the midnight gloom

Qu '.'r - not the wretch , but leads liim to his doom.
Once in the horrors of this lane retreat

Roam 'd a fair virgin 's folitary feet . 160

Silent , the centre of the fort within,
She waits her fathcr -from the battle 's din ;

Loyal in council , vet 'ran in the plain,
Who liioue the fcrcsnolt of his fov' reign 's train:

*D '£ ftree her name , and nature 's guardian care i6j

Had fhowr 'd her treafures to adorn the fair.
-, -- ,--

* D 'Efrrc'e] Qabiielle ij 'Mere , of an ancient ranuly »
Picardy , daughter , and n and-daiighterof the gra :rd matter »>
the ordonnance ; efuouH.a_.to . the lord o£' LiaiV'ou:!., rrd
clutched of Beaufort . Hemy IV became violently in love * *
her during the civil war ?; he went lometimev in a private * w
to fee -her . One day he even diiguifed himlelf as a peaf- nt , p*
fed through the midit of the e.iemie . guaids , and arrived WW
houfe. not without lbme danger of beins; taken. Beaut*!
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Beauty lefs fair the Grecian maid poflefs'd,
Whole ^-uik betray 'd her Menelaus ' reft.
With charms inferior Cleopatra glow 'd,
Whofe eyes the lord of Italy fubdued , 170
Whilft to the fhore th ' enamour 'd Cydnians move,
And incenfe flied as to the queen of love.

The nymph was now at that unfteady age
When headftrcng paffions ' aH the mind engage.
No lovers yet their , fighing vows impart , 175
Though fonn 'd for love , yet gen 'rous was her heart.
Thus the fair beauties of the blufhing rofe
Coy in their fpring to wanton zephyr clcfe :
But the full luftre of their ftores difplay
To the kind influence of a fummer 's day . i8o

Cupid , preparing to enfnare the dame,
Slyly approaches with a borrow 'd name.
No dart , no torch his little hands employ,
In voice , and figure an unmeaning boy.
" Froin yonder ftream to ibis enchanting dome 185
" The halplefs May ne *s tremendous conqu 'ror come .''

iyi ' - ■ »i*ibi »i ,J '}Lil i *J 'HI - 1 ii 'J " ' t -tl ' * (:' ■' ' ■■
full through her foul the foft infection ran;
She pants to captivate the godlike man.

A
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A livelier bloom her graceful features prove, ,
' " . 3*J

Which crowns the triumphs of applauding lovw. 190
What could he doubt ? with charms celeftial fpread
Th ' attractive virgin to the king he led.
With double glow each ornament of art
In nature's guife enflaves th' enamour'd heart.
Her golden trefTes floating in.the air 195
Now kifs the rifing bofom of the fair;
Now ftart to view the heav'nly fweets difplay'd
By native innocence more lovely made.
No {tern, no gloomy low'r, which puts to flight
Each thought of love, of beauty, and delight; 200
But the mild foftnefs of a decent fhame

The cheek juft tipping with the pureft flame:
Commanding rev'renr.e, which excites defires,
And fheds when conquer'd love's increafing fires.

Now the arch god with each enchanting grace
DifFus'd refiftlefs beautieso'er the place.
The plenteous myrtle with fpontaneous birth
Springs from the bofom of the lib'ral earth.
It 's am'rous foliage decorates the glade,
And wooes the thoughtlefs to it's fatal fhadc.
Till bands unfeen th'entangled ftep betray ;
Fear bids depart, but pleafure wins their Hay.

20 =,
fa
At
M

210

Soft!
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^fj ^through the {hade a foothing Lethe roll ?,

Where 'nappy lovers with inebriate fouls
Quaff long oblivion to departed fame ; 215
So unrefifted love 's all conqu 'ring flame !
Bow chang 'd the fcene ! here ev'ry bofom glows;
Pour'd from each fweet th 'entrancing venom flows.
Love founds throughout : around , the feather 'd choir
Indulge the fong and burn with mutual fire . 22©
The hind arifing e're the dawn of day
To Ceres ' golden treafures bends his way;
Now Hops aghaft : now heaves the plaintive ilghs,
And feels the new born paffion with furprize.
No more his foul the toils of harveft move ; 225
He dwells delighted on the fcenes of love :
Whilft heedlefs of her flock the maiden ftands,
And drops the fpindle from her fault 'ring hands.
Could fair D 'Eftree refifl: the magic charm ?
What pow ' r can guard 'gainft love 's prevailing arm .230

[ Superior foes her virgin -bofom load ; -
I h once her youth , an hero , and a god.

Meanwhile the king with dauntlefs foul prepares
■■'i thought to mingle with the battle 's cares.
We fubtle daemon plies his fecret art , 235

i free-born virtue fighing quits the heart.
: . 7 J;M
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To fofter fcenes his am'rous foul betray'd ^-

Sees, hears, and loves alone the heav'nly maid.
But now the chieftains of th'embattled band

With ardent vows their abfent king demand j 248

They fhudder'd for his life, but little knew
Their fears were only to his glory due :
Immers'd in grief the foldier's conqu'ring pride
Sinks to defpair, no Henry for their guide.

Thy guardian pow'r, O France, no longer flays 245

To grant continuance of the foft delays:
At Louis' nod defcending from the Ikies
Swift to the fuccour of his fon he flies.

Alishtinc now o'er earth's extended round
D O v

He leeks a mind for wifdom's {lores renown'd, 250

Not where pale, hungry, fpeechlefs fludents claim
Fix 'd in a*midnight gloom her facred name,
But in fair Ivry, midft the din of arms,
Where the flulh'd warriors glow with , conqueffi

charms.

At length the genius flays his ardent flight,
Where Calvin's floating banners fpread to fight.

There Mornay he addrefs'd ; when reafon leads,
Her folid influence confecrates our deeds.

As o'er the heathen world (lie pour'd her ray,

Whofe virtues chriflians bluihing might furvey, 2&
Reafo

"I
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At once to mend , and captivate the heart.
His deeds more rev 'rence than his doftrines move , 265
Each virtue met his fond , parental love.
Full fteel 'd to pleafure , covetous of toils
He look 'd on dangers with undaunted fmiles . %
No pois'nous frauds of palaces controul
His nobiy - flubborn purity of foul . 270
Thus Arethufa 's genial waters flow
Soft to the bofom of the deep below,
A chryftal pure , unconfeious of a ftain,
Spite of the billows of the foaming main.

The gen ' rous Mornay by the goddefs led 275
Hafte to the feats , where rapt 'rous pleafure filed
Her foothing opiate on the viftor 's breafl:,
And lull 'd awhile the fates of France to reft.

Tiiumphant love each lavifh charm employs
To blaft his glory with redoubled joys ; 28®
A wafte of tranfports fill the round of day,
franfports which fly too fwifdy to decay.
T0 vengeance fir'd the little god defcry 'd
Mornay with heav 'n -born wifdom for his guide.

Severe , hut -Kendly Mornay knew the art

L Full
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Full at the warrior -chief he points his (' art

To lull his fenfes, and enthrall his heart.
\t

Thick fall the blunted fliafts , Mornay awaits

The king 's return , and eyes th 'accuri '^ ^ treats.

Faft by the ftream , 'midft nature 's rich perfume,

Sacred to filent eafe where myrtles bloom , 290

D 'Eftree on Henry lavifh 'd all her charms,
Melting he glow 'd, and languiih 'd in her arms.
No cooling change their blifsful moments know,

Soft from their eyes the tears of rapture flow;
Tears , which redouble ev' ry fond delight , 295

And heav 'nly feelings of the foul excite ;
Flufli ' d with the full blown rage of keen deflres,

Which love alone can paint , for love alone infpires.

The wanton youths unfolds the hero 's veft,

Whilft fmiling pleafures fan his foul to reft . 300

One holds the cuirafs reeking from the plain,

One grafps the fword , yet never worn in vain ;

And laughs , whilft poifing in his hand he fhews
The bulwark of the throne , and terror of its foes.

From Difcord 's voice the ftrains of infult roll , 305
Each cruel tranfport brooding in her foul,

With adtive fury at the fav' ring hour
To roufe the ferpent of confed 'rate pow' r.

Whilft
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_Whilft -Henry riots in the foft repofe,

She - -"akes to vengeance his relentlefs foes.
Now in the fragrant gardens of delight
Mornay ~̂ c£iS : he blufhes at the fight
Their ftartled bofoms mutual fears engage,
And a dead filence chains th ' approaching fage.
But looks in filence bow 'd to earth impart
Apow 'rful language to the fov'reign 's heart;
And fadnefs low 'ring in the clouded face
Proclaims at once his weaknefs , and difgrace.
Ill had another taken Mornay 's care,
Love from the guilty few accufers ihare.
Fear not , he cries , our anger ; reft at eafe ;
Who points my error cannot fail to pleafe :
Worthy of thee our bofom fhall remain ;
'Tis well : and Henry is himfelf again.
Love now refigns that virtue he betray 'd :
Fly , let us quit this loft , inglorious fhade.
Yes , quit the fcenes , where my rebellious flame
Would fondling flill thefiiken fetters frame.
Self conqueft furely boafts the nobleft charms,
We 'll brave the pow 'r of love in glory 's arms ;
Scatter deftruftion o'er th ' extended fliore,
And flieath our error in the Spaniard 's gore.
Thefe gen 'rous words the fage's foul infpire:
Yes , now my ibv'reign beams with native fire.
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Each rebel parfion feels thy conqu 'ring reins, 1
O great protector of thy country 's plains.
Love adds frefh luftre to the blaze of fame,
For triumphs there fuperior greatncfs CiVi-"—-'
He laid ; the monarch haftens to depart,
But oh ! what forrows load his am 'rous heart!
Still , as he flies, he cannot but adore,
His tears he cenfures , yet he weeps the more.
Forc 'd by the fage , attracted by the fair,
He flies, returns , and quits her in defpair.
D ' Eftree unable to fuftain the ftrife
Falls proftrate 'reft of colour , as of life.
A fudden night invades her beauteous eyes ;
Love who perceiv 'd it , fent forth dreadful cries
Pierc 'd to the foul, Ieaft death 's eternal ftiade
Should rob his empire of the lovely maid :
Should fpoil the luftre of fo fair a frame,
Deftin 'd through France to fpread the genial flame.
Wrapt in his arms , again her eyelids move,
And gently open to the voice of love.
The king fhe names , the king demands in vain,
Now looks , now clofes her bright eyes again . 355
Love bath 'd in forrow for the fuff 'ring fair
Recall 'd her finking fpirit by his pray 'f j

With

350
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w ,. datt 'ring hopes her folaced foul betray 'd,
And looth 'd thofe evils which himfelf had made.

Mornay of Heady, and relentlefs mind , 360
Led on the monarch ftill but half refign 'd.
Firm force , and godlike virtue point the way,

Whiiil glory 's hands the laurel wreath difplay ;
And love indignant at the victor 's fame,
Flies far from Anet to conceal his ihame . 365

THE
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The ARGUMENT.

The king returns to the army. Renews the fiege. The
duel betwixt Turenne and Aumale . A famine in the

city. The king relieves the inhabitants . Heaven at
length recompenfes his virtues . Truth defends to en¬
lighten him. Paris opens her gates and the war is
finijlied.
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THE

H E N R I A D E.
CANTO the TENTH.

THOSE fatal moments loft in foft repofe

Had waked the courage of the vanquifli 'd foes.
Rebellion breath 'd again , and faction ;'s fchemes
Flufh 'd the deluded throng with golden dreams.
Yet vain their hopes , for fmit with generous fame 5.
And a£tive zeal the martial Bourbon came,

Eager to reap the harveft he had fown
And malce the field of conqueft all his own.

Again his banners wav 'd aloft in air,
And Paris faw them with renew 'd defpair . 10

Again the chief before her walls appears
Scarce yet recover 'd from afiege ' s fears ; '
Thofe very walls , where yet fulphureous fhroke
With defolation marks the cannon 's ftroke,
Which now with ruins had beftrew 'd the land 15
H ;id-iot compaflion check 'd the hero 's hand ;

When
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When the bright angS , whole obedience ftill
Guardian of France , performs th ' Almighty 's wi' i,
Bad his foft breait with tender mercies glow,
Withheld his arm , and ftopp 'd the falling uiow . 20
Through the king 's camp no voice was heard around

Butfongsof mirth , and joy ' s tumultuous found.
While each brave warriour , anxious for the fray,
With eyes impatient marks the deftin 'd prey.
Mean time the haughty legions all difmay 'd, 25
Prefs 'd round their prudent chief , and fued for aid ;
When thus Aumale , of brave impetuous foul,
Abhorring counfel , and above controul;
c£ We have not yet fo learn 'd our warfare here

To fneak to hiding -holes , and crouch for fear , 30
" Curs 'd be the man whofe counfel thither tends ;
" The foe comes forward — let us meet them , friends.
" Not tamely wait till other vantage calls,
" And ruft in {loth beneath thefe coward walls ;
•* On then , and conquer — fortune oft will fpare 35
•< A fmile to crown the efforts of defpair.
' * Frenchmen attack 'd, already are o'erthrown—
«* Seek then your fafeties from yourfelves alone.
«• Ye chiefs , who hear me , hafte where glory calls,
41 Know , foldiers, know yourleaders are your walls . 40

He
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he fpoke — amaz 'd the Leaguers heard each found,

And furn 'd their eyes in filence to the ground.

He blu*5Vd with fhame , and in each leaders face

f& s ! :^ er?"7t7atal , and his own difgrace.

" Ye will not follow then , ye heroes tame , 45

" Nor wifti I bafely to furvivethe fliam* ;

" Well — fhrink at dangers tljjl —fo fhall not I —

' Alone I go— to conquer or to die."

He faid ; and from the city gate in martial pride

Boldly advanc 'd with firm impetuous ftride . 50

Before his fteps the fnrill -tongued herald went,
To hurl defiance at each warrior 's tent.

E 'en to the king 's abode the martial came,

And challeng 'd combat in the hero 's name.

" Ye daring fons of glory , loud he cried , 55

" Now be your valour with your fortune tried,

" Aumale in fmgle combat waits you here,

" By me he calls to arms ;— ftand forth , appear ."

The valiant chiefs the defperate challenge heard,

Their zeal rekindling at each haughty word , 60

Each warriour ftern impatient for the fray,

Hoped the king 's voice , and hail 'd the glorious day.

Courage in all had form 'd an equal right.

T " " >Tne alone found favour in his fight.
« Go,
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" Go , faid the prince , chaftife the daring foe, N*Gfr-
" France to thy hands fliall all her glory owe;
" Remember , foldier , ' tis a glorious caufe,

" Thy .own , thy king 's, thy country ^..I .i'.ij '

" I 'll arm thee for the fight — the monarch faid,"

And from his girdle loos 'd the fhining blade . 70

When thus Turenne — " by this good fword I fwearj

«« By thee , my king , each fubjecYs darling care,.

" Thus nobly honour 'd in my prince 's voice,

" My ready zeal fliall never fiiame thy choice ."

He fpoke ; while manly valour flufli 'd his face , 75.
And his heart fprung to meet the king ' s embrace;
Then to the field, impetuous as a flood,

Rufti 'd where Aurnale the daring champion flood'.

To Palis ' walls ran all' the Leaguer -bands,

While round their king his faithful army ftands.
With ftedfaft eye, which anxious care reveal 'd,
Each fide beheld their champion take the field.

While voice and gefture on each part unite

To warm each hero for the dreadful fight.

80

Mean time a cloud the vaulted fky deforms , 85
Pregnant it feem'd with more than common ftorms,

"Wh&
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Wl ue from its womb of daaiknefs, ftrange to tell,
Burft forth in flames the monftrous brood of bell.
There was hot zeal, which frantic leaps all bounds,
j\ r AD: _̂drfe -iiing on her thoufand wounds, 90
There artful policy defigning fly,
With heart of falfehood and with fcowling eye ;
There the mad daemon too of battles flood,

All Leaguer-gods and drunk with human blood.
Hither they hafte, and land on Paris walls, 95
Aumale, their League, the caufe, their intereft calls.

When Io ! an angel from the azurefky,
The faithful fervant of the God on high,
Defcended— round his head in fplendour play
Beams that eclipfe the Iuftre of the day. 100
On wings of fire he fhaped his chearful flight,
And mark'd his paffage with a train of light.
A fruitful olive-branch one hand fuftain'd,
Prefage of happy days and peace regain'd.
His other hand upheld a flaming fword, 105
And fhook the terrors of th' eternal Lord ;
That fword with which th' avenging angel arm'd
Smote the firft-born — confounded and difarm'd
Aghaft at once fhrunk all the friends of hell,
While to the ground their pointlefs weapon's fell. 110

And
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And refolution ficken 'd all o' erthrown

By fome refiftlefs force from hands unknown.
So Dagon worfhipp 'd on Philiftia 's fliore,

Whofe purple altars ran with human gcrijs?

Before the ark with tott ' ring ruin nods , 115

And the fall 'n idol owns/the God of Gods.

Paris , the king , the army , heav 'n and hell

Witnefs 'd the combat ;— at the trumpets fwell

On to the field the ready warriours came,

Confcious of valour , and a thirft for fame . 1to

Their hands unus 'd the cumbrous weight to weild,

Difdain 'd to fight beneath the glittering fliield,

The fpecious armour of inglorious knight

Proof 'gainft all blows , and dazzling to the fight ;

They fcorn 'd th ' equipment of fuch coward drefs , 125

Which lengthening combat , made all danger lefs.

In courage firm advane 'd each haughty lord,

Man againft man , and fword oppos 'd to fword.

" O God of kings , the royal champion cried,

<c Judge thou my caufe , and combat on my fide ; 130

" Courage I vaunt not of, an idle name,

«.« When heav 'nly juftice bars the warrior ' s claim j

« Not from myfelf , I dare the glorious fight,

" My God fhali aim me who approves my right ."
To
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To whom Aumale, " in deeds of valour known 135

<c Be my reliance on this arm alone.
Our ^tfe depends on us, the mind afraid

<w ZTAysto his God in vain for needful aid.
" Calm in the heav'ns he views our equal fight,
" And fmiling conqueft proves the liero's right. 140
" The God of wars is valour—Hern he cry'd,"
And with a look of fell contemptuous pride
Gaz 'd on his rival, whofe firm modelt mind
Spoke in his face, couragious and refign'd.

Now founds the trumpet, to the dubious fray 145
Rufh the brave chiefs impatient of delay.
Whate 'er of (kill, whate'er of ftrength is known,
By turns each daring champion proves his own.
While all around the troops with anxious fight,
Half pleas'd, half frighted, view the defperate fight.159
The rufhing fwords caft forth promifcuous rays,
Blinding the eye-fight with their trembling blaze,
As when the fun athwart the filver ftreams
Darts his ftrong light, and breaks in quivering beams.
The thronging crouds around with eyes intent 155
Look on amaz'd, and wait the dread event.
With nervous ftrength and fury uncontrouled,
Full.nf himfelf, and as a lion bold

Seems
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Seems ftern Aumale ; the whiles his rival brave,

Nor proud of ftrength , nor paflions headlong fjive,t6c

Collected in himfelf awaits his foe, — , ,

Smiles at his rage , and wards each furious blow.

In vain Aumale his utmoft efforts tries,

His arm no more its wonted ftrength fupplies,

While cool Turenne the combat 's rage renews , 165

Attacks with vigour , and with fkil.l perfues,

Till proud Aumale finks baffled to the ground,

And his hot blood flows reeking from the wound j

The champion falls ; hell ecchoes with defpair,

And dreadful founds affright the troubled air . 170

" League , thou art all o'erthrown , the prize is won,

" Bourbon , thou haft it now — our reign is done ."

The wretched people with lamenting cries

Atteft their grief , and rend the vaulted fkies ;

Aumale all weak , and ftretch 'd upon the fand , 175

His glitt ' ring fword fall 'n ufelefs from his hand,

Fainting , yet ftrives frefli vigour to regain,

And feems to threaten ftill , tho ' all in vain.

Fain would he fpeak , while deep -fetcht lab 'ring breath

Denies him utterance in the pangs of death . 180

Shame 's quick 'ning fenfe augments his furious air,

And his red eyeballs flafh extreme defpair.
- ~ ^ H C
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He heaves, he finks, he ftruggles all in vain,
His loofen'd limbs fall lifelefs on the plain j

i7? ^=>gaî 5p.yalls he lifts his clofing eye, 185
Then dies indignant with a defperate figh.
'Mayenne, thou faw'ft him die, and at each look
Thy trembling Jierves with fliudd'ring horrors fliook,
Then to thy mind thy own approaching fall
Came full, and thou waft conquer'd with Aumale.190

The foldiers now to Paris gates repair,
And with flow fteps their breathlefs hero bear.
Entranc'd with woe, all filent, and amaz'd
Upon the bleeding corpfe the people gaz'd,
That deep-gafh'd wound, that front with gore be-

fpread, 195
That mouth now fallen, and that unpropp'd head.
Thofe eyes which e'en in death tremendous ftare,
While the fixt fight caft forth a livid glare,
They faw—companion, fhame, difgrace and fear
Choak'd up each cry, and dry'd the falling tear. 200
'Twas folemn ftillnefs all. When lo, a found
Which teem'd with horror pierc'd the wellkln round.
For now th'aflailants with tumultuous cries
Demand rh'attack, and hope the promis'd prize.

Mean
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Mean -time the king , whom milder thoughts engage,205
Calm 'd their high tranfports , and reprefs 'd the/* rage
Stubborn howe 'er, and adverfe to his vfUl,
Howe 'er ungrateful , 'twas his country ftill ;
Hated by fubjefts whom he wifh 'd to fave,

The mercies they denied , his virtue gave ; 210
Pleas 'd if his bounty could their crimes efface,

And force the wretched to accept of grace.

All defperaTe means he fhudder 'd to employ,
He fought to conquer Paris not deftroy,
Famine perhaps , and lengthen 'd fcenes of woe 215
Might bend to law a proud miftaken foe}
Brought up in plenty , with abundance fed,
To eafe and all the train of pleafures bred ;
His people preft by want ' s impulfive fting

Might feek for mercy from their patriot king . 220

Rebellion ' s fons, whom vengeance fain would fpare,
Miftook for weaknefs Henry 's pious care.
His valour all forgot , in ftubborn pride
They brav 'd their matter , and the king defied.

But when no more along the filver Seine
The frieghted veffels bear the golden grain,

225

rhen
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When dcfpcrate famine with her meagre train
With death her confort fpreads her baneful reign,
In vain the wretch fends forth his piteous cries,
jj ^̂ .s >ip in vain for food and gafping dies. 230
The rich no more preferve their wafting health,.
But pine with hunger in the midfl: of wealth.
No found of joy th 'afflicTred city knows,
No found , but fuch as witnefs 'd direful woes.
No more their heads with feftive chaplets crown 'd,235
In fongs of joy they fend the goblet round.
No wines provoke excefs , no favoury meats
Quicken the jaded appetite . Thro ' the lone ftreets,
Emaciate , pale , with dead dull ghaftly glare
They wander victims of the fiend Defpair . 240
The weak old man worn out with hunger 's rage
Sees his child perifh in its cradled age ;
Here drops a family entire , and there_
Groveling in duft , and worn with meagre care,
The hagged wretches in life 's lateft ftage 245
Fight for an offal with relentlefs rage.
Fain would the living prey upon the dead,
While the dry bones are kneaded into bread.
[What will not mifery do ? This curft repaft
Promotes the work of death , and proves their lafl . 250

JMean
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Mean time the priefts , thole rev 'ren 'd fons of pray 'r Not

Who preach up fafting which they never {hare , -̂ nc

Batten 'd in plenty , deaf to hunger 's cries,
Which from their bounty met no wifh 'd fupplie

Yet went they forth with true fanatic zeal 255 jTh

To preach thofe virtues which they could not feel . Sup

To the poor wretch , death hanging on his eyes,
/

Their liberal hand would ope the friendly ikies;
A. d

To fome they talk 'd of vengeance fent from God,

And Henry punifh 'd with th 'Almighty 's rod ; 260
Of Paris fav'd by heav 'n 's immediate love,
And manna dropping from the clouds above ; ^ n

Th
Th

Th
Rol

O 'eraw 'd by pow 'r , by artful priefts deceiv 'd,
The croud obfequious what they taught believ 'd ;

Submiffive , half content , refign 'd their breath , 265j^ ul
Th

Nay , happy too , they triumph 'd in their death . n
It 's

With foreign troops , to fwell affliction 's tide Spo
The famifh 'd city fwarm 'd on every fide ; Wi

Their breafts where pity never learn 'd to glow Fai

Lufted for rapine , and rejoic 'd in woe . 270 Th

Thefe came from haughty Belgia 's plains , and thofe Th

Helvetia 's monfters , hireling friends or foes. Th

To mercy deaf, on mifery 's fons they prefs Til
And fnatch the little from extreme diftrefs . " <

^ \Not
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r Not for the foldier 's plunder , hidden ftore , 27^
And heap 'd up riches , ufeful now no more ;
Not urg 'd by luft , and lured by beauty 's charms,
1 u force the virgin from her mother 's arms ;

5 jTheir murd 'rous torments rag 'd for food conceal 'd
Supports laid up , and pittance unrevea 'd. 280

A woman — God ! mufl faithful memory tell
A deed which bears the horrid ftarop of hell !
Their flinty hearts which never felt remorfe ~
Robb 'd of her little all with brutal force.

One tender infant left , her late fond care 285
The frantic mother eyed with fell defpair.
Then furious all at once , with murd 'rous blade

^ iRufh 'd where the dear devoted offspring lay 'd ;
The fmiling babe ftretch 'd forth its little arms ;
It 's helplefs age , fweet looks , and guilelefs charms 290
Spoke daggers to her , whilfl:her bofom burns
With madd 'ningrage , remorfe , an .l love by turns.
Fain would fhe backward turn , and ftrives to fhun
The wretched deed which famine wiihes done.
Thrice did fhe rear the fword , and all difmay 'd 295
Thrice did fire trembling drop the blood lefs blade.
Till furious grown in hollow voice fhe cries
" Curs 'd be the fruitful bed, and nuptial ties,

" And
ot
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^And thou unhappy offspring of my womb,

Brought into being to receive thy doom , 300

Didft thou accept this idol boon of life

To die by famine , or thefe tyrant 's ftrife ?

Should 'ft thou efcape their unrelenting rage

Will pinching hunger fpare thy fofter age ?

Then wherefore fhould 'hV thou live ? to weep in

vain 305

A wretched wanderer o'er thy parent flain.

No , die with me , ' ere keen reflection knows

With bitter anguifh to augment thy woes.

Give me — thou fhalt — nor wait the formal grave,

Give back the blood thy helplefs mother gave . 310

I will entomb thee , and the world fhall fee

A defperate crime unheard of yet in me ."

She faid, and frantic with extreme defpair

fF \ungd the keen poinard in her darling heir.

Hither by hunger drawn , the ruffians fped 315

Whilft yet the mother on her infant fed.

Their eyes with eager joy the place furvey

Like favage tigers gloating on their prey.

With furious wifli they fcan the manfion o'er,

Then rufh in rage and burft the jarring door ." 320
%When
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When , dreadful fight ! a form with horror wild.
That feem'd a woman, o'er a murder'd child
Set all aghafr, and in his reeking blood
Bath'd her fell hands, and foughta prefent food.
" Yes, cried the wretch, the bloody deed is done,325
Look there, inhuman~,monflers—' tis my fon.
Thefe hands had never-worn this purple hue,
Nor this dear offspring perifh'd but for you.
Now, ruffians, now with happy tranfport ftrike,
Feed on the mother and the babe alike. . 33a
Why heaves your breafl: with fuch unufual awe ?
Have I alone offended nature's law ?
Why ftare you all on me ? fuch horrid food
Befits ye beff, ye luftful fons of blood."

Furious fhe fpoke, and flaring, defperate wild, 335
Plung 'd home the fword, and died upon her child.
The dreadful fight all pow'r of fpeech controulf,
And harrows up e'en thefe barbarian fouls.
In dire amaze they caft their eyes around,
And fear an aiigry God in every foundj 340
While the whole city, at the fcene difmay'd,
Call'd loud for death, the wretches laft kind aid.
E'en to the king the dreadful rumour ran,
His bowels yearn'd—he felt himfelfa man.

• M At
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At/each recital tender paflions rofe , V - 345
And tearful mercy wept a nation 's woes.

O God , he cried , to whom my thoughts are bare,
Who knoweft all I can , and all I dare,
T .o thee I lift thefe hands unftain 'd with blood,

Thou know 'ft I war not 'gainft 'ny country 's good . 350
To me impute not nor their cfimes nor woes,
Let Mayenne fay, from whence the ruin flows. 1
For all thefe ills let him advance the plea,
Which tyrants only ufe, neceflity ;
To be thy country 's foe, Mayenne , be thine , 355
To be its father , be that duty mine.
I am their father , and would wiih to fpare
Rebellious children with a father 's care.

Should my compaffion then but madly arm
A defperate rebel to extend his harm ? " 363
Or mufti lofe my regal crown to fhew

Indulgent mercy on a fubjeitfoe ?
Yes —let him live, and if fuch mercy coft
So dear a price as all my kingdoms loft,
Let this memorial dignify my grave , 365

To rule o'er foes I fought not , but to fave.

He faid, and bad the ftorms of vengeance ceafe,
And hufti 'd the tumults with returning peace.

Pan 's
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Paris again her chearful accents heard, ^
And willing troops obey'd their Henry's word. 370
Now on the walls the throng impetuous fwarms,
And all around, pale, trembling, wafted forms,
Stalk like the ghofts, which from the fhades' of night,
Compelled by magic force, revifit light,
When potent magi with .enchantments fell 375
Invoke the pow'rs below, and ftartle hell.
What admiration fwell'd each happy breaft '■
To find a guardian in their foe profeft!
By their own chiefs deferted and betray'd,
An adverfe army lent a willing aid. 380
Thefe pikes, which late dealt flaughter all around,
With defperate force no longer rear'd to wound,
Now kindly rais'd to feeond Henry's care,
On their ftain'd points the cheering nurture bear.
" Are thefe, faid they, the monfters of mankind r 385
" Are thefe the workings of a tyrant mind?
<c This the proud king, fad outcaft of his God,
" His paffions eafy flave, and people's rod ?
" No, ' tis the image of that pow'r above,-
" Who afls with juftice, and delights in love; 896
jf He triumphs, yet forgives, nor feeks to fhew
" Revenge's malice on a conquer'd foe.

" Nay
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" Nay more, he comforts, and with royal grace
*' Extends afliftance to a rebel race.

" Be Difcord banifh'd from this glorious hour, 395 j
" And our blood flow but to cement his pow'r ;
" And fleady zeal, no longer faction's Have,
" For him employ that life, he wifh'd to fave."

Such was the language Paris' fons expreft,
While foft emotions fill'd each grateful breaft. . 40a
Butwho 'alas ! can ftrong aflurance ground
On fickly friendmip, which exhales in found?
What hopes from fuch a race fo light and vain,
Whocnly idly rife to fail again ?
For now thepriefts, whofe curll dcfigning arts 4.05
Had rais'd the flames of difcord in their hearts,
Flock'd"round the people—O ye fons of fhame,
" Cowards in war, and chriftians but in name,

" Is't thus your weaknefs from your God would fly,
" Think on the martyrs and refolve to die ; 410
" Think on the paths their holy army trod,
" Nor for preferving life, ofFend your God.
« Think of the crown religion's fure to bring,
" Nor wait for pardon from a tyrant king.
" Fain would he lead your fteady faith aftray, 445

" And warp your confcicnce to his dangerous way.
With
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" With zeal defend religion 's holy laws,

" Death has no terrors in a chriftian caufe ."

SoTpake they vengeful , and with purpofe dire

Blacken 'd the king , ' till fell rebellion ' s fire 4*e

Flam 'd outafrefh, - and full of defperatc ftrife

They fcorn to own t&e debt .of forfeit life.

Midft all thefe clamours Heniy 's virtue known
Pierc 'd thro ' the Ikies to God 's eternal throne.

Louis , from whom the Bourbon race begun, . 425

Saw now the roll of time completely done,

When his fon's error fhould be purg 'd away,

And pure religion beam her certain ray.
Then from his breaft fled all the train of fears,

And faith eftablifli 'd dried up all his tears.

Then foothing hope , and fond paternal love, 430

Prov 'd his fure guides to heav 'nly paths abave.

Before all time , in pure effulgence bright,

The God of Gods had plac 'd his throne of light;

Heav 'n is beneath his feet ; pow 'r , wifdom , love, 435

Compofe his eflence ; while the faints above,

Triumphant hofts , partake unfading joys,

Which neither grief difturbs , nor time deftroys.

He fpeaks, the earth is chang 'd, and frail mankind , .

The fport of error , and in councils blind , 440

M 3 Events
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Events perceiv 'd , butcaufes undefcrieu,
Accufe God 's wifdom in their felfifb pride.
£uch were the Goths of old, and barb 'rous Huns
The numerous Turk , and Afric 's tawny fons.

nations have their mighty tyrant , all 445,
Rife in their turns , and haften to their fall.
Yet not for ever tyrants (way their land,
Oft falls the fcepter in more favour ' tl-handsj
And heav 'n 's vice -regents , in their actions known,
PJifpenfe God 's favour 's from a royal throne . 450

Now Louis , fire of Bourbon ' s glorious race,
In plaintive words addrefs 'd the throne of grace.
Lord of the world , if from thefe azure fkies

Thou Jook'ftori mortals with confidering eyes,
See how rebellion 's hateful treafon flams 455
The generous fons on fam 'd Lutet -ia's plains.
If all unmindful of a fubjecYs awe,
They fpurn their king , nor lued the royal law,
'Tis for thy faith their ardent bofoins feel.
And difobedience fprings from holy zeaL 460
Behold the king , of tried iiluftrious worth,
The terror , love, example of the earth,
Withfo much virtues could ' ft thou form his mind,
To leave him pathlefs , and in errors blind ?

Muft
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Muft thy moft perfect work forego all blifs,
And only Henry thank his God amifs?
Let him henceforth miftaken notions fliun,,
Give France am after and the church a fon.
The ready fubjefts to their monarch bring
And to.his.fubjefts reftore the king.
So in thy praife may alkjur -hearts unite, .
And a whole city worfhip God a-right.

His humble pray'rs th'eternal maker heard,"
And fpoke aflent ; earth trembled at his word
The Leaguers flood amaz'd, and Henry's breaft 475
Glow'd with that faith which God himfelf impreft.
When from her manfiOn,. near th'eternal throne,
Truth dear to mortals, tho' fometimes unknown,
Defcends a veil of clouds, with ample{hade
Conceal'd -from mortal ken the lovely maid, 480
Till by degrees, as at th'approach of day,
The fhadowy mift melt all diflblv'd away :
Full to the fight now all the goddefs fhone,
Clear as heav'n's light, and chearful as the fun. .

Henry, whofe bofom from his early youth 485
Had felt the longing of eternal truth,

With
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Vp>*b. faith.avow'd, and pure religion glows,
Which baffles man, •and-reafon darkly knows;
With will convinc'd reveres the holy fee,
Which always one, howe'er difpers'd and free;
Beneath one chief adores in every place,
In all her happy faints, God's wond?rous grace.
Chrift, for our fins who filed bis pureff. blood, •
Now, for his chofen flock, the living food,
To the king's felf who bows with-fecret dread,
Shews his true godhead in the hallow'd bread;
The monarch; deep impreft with holy awe>
Adores the wonders of the facred law;

490

Now fainted Louis, at the Lord's command,
The peaceful olive waving in his hand, 500
Came down from heav'n ; •a ready guide to bring
To Paris op'ning walls their'convert king.
In God's own name, by whom all rrtonar-ehs reign,
He enter'd Paris ; while the Leaguer train
Bow fubmiffive, e'en the meddling priefts 505
Are dumb, and all around with jocund feafis
And cries of joy the vaulted heav'n's ring,
And hail at oncea conqu'rer, father, king.
Henceforth all' nations own'd his regal ftate,
Too foon determined, as began too late. 510

. The
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The Auftrian trembled ; and by Rome appr6v'd,
In Henry's virtues was his Rome belov'd.
Difcord was exil'd from Lutetia's fliore,
And Mayenne brave, a rebel now no more,
Himfelf his province, in fubje&ion brings,
The beltof fubje£b to^he beft of kings.

End of -.the Henriade.
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