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HILE crouds of Princes your ‘deferts proclaim,
Proud in their number to enroll your name;
While Emperors to you commit their caufe,
And ANNA’s praifes crown the vaft applaufa;
Accept, great leader, what the Mufe recites,
That in ambitious verfe attempts your fights,
Fird and tranfported with a theme fo new.
Ten thoufand wonders op’ning to my view
Shine forth at once; fieges and {torms appear,
And wars and conquefts fill th*important year,
Rivers of blood I fee, and hills of {lain,
An Iliad rifing out of One campaign.

The hanghty Gaul beheld, with tow’ring pride,
His ancient bounds enlarg’d on ev'ry fide,
¥ or. L K Pirene’s
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Pirene’s lofty barriers were fubdued,

And in the midft-of his wide empire ftood ;
Aufonia’s ftates, the viGor to reftrain,

Oppofed their Alpes and Appenines in vain,

Nor found themfelves, with ftrength of rocks immur'd,
Behind their everlafting hills fecur'd ;

The rifing Danube its long race began,

And half its courfe through the new conquefts ran;
Amaz’d and anxious for her Soveraign’s fates,
Germania trembled through a hundred ftates;
Great Leopold himfelf was feiz’d with fear ;

He gaz’d around, but faw no fuccour near ;

He gaz'd, and half abandon’d to defpair

His hopes on heav’n, and confidence in pray’.

"To Britain’s Queen the Nations turn their eyes,
On her refolves the weftern world relies,
Confiding ftill, amidft its dire alarms,
In ANNA’s councils, and in CEURCHILL’S arms.
Thrice happy Britam, from the kingdoms rent,
To fit the guardian of the continent!
That fees her braveft fon advanc’d fo high,
And flourifhing fo near her Prince’s eye ;
Thy fav'rites grow not up by fortune’s fport,
Or from the crimes, - or follies of a court;
On the firm bafis of defert thiey ‘rife,
From long-try’d faith, and friendfhip’s holy tyes:
Their Soveraign’s well-diftinguifl’d {fmiles they fhare,
Her ornaments in-peace, her ftrength in war;
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The nation thanks them with a publick voice,

By fhow’rs of bleflings heaven approves their choice;
Envy it felf is dumb, in wonder loft,

And faétions ftrive who fhall applaud ’em moft,

Soon as foft vernal breezes warm the sky,
Britannia’s colours in the zephyrs fly ;
Her Chief already has his march begun,
Croffing the provinces himfelf had won,
"Till the Mofelle, appearing from afar,
Retards the progrefs of the moving war.
Delightful ftream, had Nature bid her fall
In diftant climes, far from the perjurd Gaul;
But now a purchafe to the fword fhe lyes,
Her harvefts for uncertain owners rife,
Each vineyard doubtful of its mafter grows,
And to the victor’s bowl each vintage flows.
The difcontented fhades of flanghterd hofts,
That wander’d on her banks, her heroes gholts
Hope’d, when they faw Britannia’s arms appear,
The vengeance due to their great deaths was near.

Our god-like leader, ere the ftream he paft,

The mighty fcheme of all his labours caft,

Forming the wond’rous year within his thought ;
His bofom glow’d with battles yet unfought.

The long laborious march he firft furveys,

And joins the diftant Danube to the Maefe,

Between whofe floods fuch pathlefs forefts grow,'
Such mountains rife, fo many rivers flow;

K og The
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The toil looks lovely in the heroe’s eyes,
And danger {ferves but to enhance the prize.

Big with the fate of Europe, he renews
His dreadful courfe, and the proud foe purfues:
Infected by the burning Scorpion’s heat,
The fultry gales round his chaf’d temples beat,
*Till on the borders of the Maine he finds
Defenfive thadows, and refrefhing winds.
Our Bruifb youth, with in-born freedom: bold;,
Unnumber’d {cenes of fervitude behold,
Nations of {laves, with tyranny debas’d,
( Their maker’s image more than half defac’d)
Hourly inftructed, as they urge their toil,
To prize their Queen, and love their native foil:

Still to the rifing Sun they take their way
Through clouds of duft, and gain upon the day.
When now the Neckar on its friendly coaft
With cooling {treams revives the fainting hoft,
That chearfully its labours paft forgets,

The midnight watches, and the noon-day heats.

Orer proftrate towns and palaces they pafs,
(Now coverd o'er with weeds, and hid in grafs)
Breathing revenge; whilflt anger and difdain
Fire ev’ry breaft, and boil in ev’ry vein:

Here fhatterd walls, like broken rocks, from fas
Rife up in hideous views, the guilt of war,

Whil g
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Whilft here the Vine o’ex hills of ruine climbs,
Induftrious to conceal great Bourbow's crimes,

At length the fame of England’s heroe drew
Eugenzwo to the glorious interview.
Great fouls by inftinét to each other turn,
Demand alliance, and in friendfhip butn ;
A fudden friendfhip, while with ftretch’d-out rays
They meet each other, mingling blaze with blaze.
Poliflyd in courts, and harden’d in the field,
Renown’d for conqueft, and in council skill’d,
Their courage dwells not in a troubled flood
Of mounting {pirits, and fermenting blood ;
Lodg’d in the foul, with virtue over-rul’d,
Inflam’d by reafon, and by reafon cool’d,
In hours of peace content to be unknown,
And only in the field of battel fhown :
To fouls like thefe, in mutual friendthip join’d,
Heaven dares entruft the caufe of human-kind.

Britannia’s graceful fons appear in arms,
Her harras'd troops the heroe’s prefence warms,
Whilft the high hills and rivers all around
With thund’ring peals of Br#ifb fhouts refound :
Doubling their {peed they march with frefh delight,
Eager for glory, and require the fight.
So the ftanch Hound the trembling Deer purfues,
And fmells his footfteps in the tainted dews,
The tedious track unrav’ling by degrees :
But when the {cent comes warm in ev'ry breeze,

Fird
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Fird at the nearapproach, he fhoots away
On his full ftretch, and beats upon his prey:

The march concludes;  the various realms are paft,
Th’immortal Schellenberg appears at laft:
Like hills th’ afpiring ramparts rife on high,
Like vallies at their feet the trenches lye;
Batt'ries on batt'ries guard each fatal pafs,
Threar’ning deftruétion; rows of hollow brafs,
Tube behind tube, the dreadful entrance keep,
Whiltt in their wombs ten thoufand thunders fleep:
Great CuurcuiLy owns, charmd with the glorious fight,
His march o’er-paid by fuch a promis’d fight.

The weftern Sun now fhot a feeble ray,
And faintly fcatter'd the remains of day,
Ev’ning approach’d; but oh what hofls of focs
Were never to behold that evning clofe!
‘Thick’ning their ranks, and wedg’d in firm array,
The clofe compacted Britons win their way ;
In vain the cannon their throng’d war deface’d
With tracts of death, and laid ithe battel wafte:;
Still prefling forward ‘o the fight;  they broke
Through flames of fulphur, and a night of fincke,
"Till laughterd legions fill’d the trench below,
And bore their fierce avengers to the foe.

High on the works the mingling hofts engage;
The battel kindled into tenfold rage

With
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With fhow’rs of bullets and with ftorms of fire
Burns in full fury; heaps on heaps expire,
Nations with nations mix’d confus’dly die,
And loft in one promifcuous carnage lye,

How many gen’rous Brtons meet their doom,
New to the field, and heroes in the bloom!
Th’illuftrious youths, that left their native fhore
To march where Britons never march’d before,
(O fatal love of fame! O glorious heat
Only deftructive to the brave and great!)

After fuch toils o’ercome, fuch dangers paft,
Stretch’d on Bavarian ramparts breathe their laft.
But hold, my Mufe, may no complaints appear,
Nor blot the day with an ungrateful tear:

While MarLBRrO lives Britannia’s ftars difpenfe
A friendly light, and fhine in innocence.
Plunging thro’ feas of blood his fiery fteed
Where-e’er his friends retire, or foes fucceed ;
Thofe he fupports, thefe drives to fudden flight,
And turns the various fortune of the fight.

Forbear, great man, renown’d in arms, forbear
To brave the thickeft terrors of the war,
Nor hazard thus, confus’d in crouds of foes,
Britaymia's fafety, and the world’s repofe;
Let nations anxious for thy life abate
This fcorn of danger, and contempt of fate:
Thou liveft not for thy felf; thy Queen demands
Conqueft and peace from thy vi&orious hands ;

71
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Kingdoms and empires in thy fortune join,
And Europe’s deftiny depends on thine.

At length the long-difputed pafs they gain,
By crouded armies fortify’d in vain;
The war breaks in, the fierce Bavarians yield,
And fee their camp with Brus/b legions fill’d.
So Belpzan mounds bear on their {hatter’d fides
The fea’s whole weight encreas’d with {welling tides ;
But if the rufhing wave a paflage finds,
Enrage'd by wat’ry moons, and warring winds,
The trembling Peafant fees his country round
Cover'd with tempefts, and in oceans drown’d.

The few furviving foes difperft in flight,
(Refufe of fwords, and gleanings of a fight)
In ev’ry rufsling wind the victor hear,

And Marrsr®&’s form in evry fhadow fear,
>Till the dark cope of night with kind embrace
Befriends the rout, and covers their difgrace.

To Donawert, with unrefifted force,
The gay victorions army bends its courfe,
The growth of meadows, and the pride of fields,
Whatever fpoils Bavaria’s fummer yields,
(The Danube’s great increale) Britannia {hares,
The food of armies, and fupport of wars:
With magazines of death, deftrucive balls,
And cannions doom’d to batter: Landau's walls,

The
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The victor finds each hidden cavern ftor’d,
And turns their fury on their guilty Lord,

Deluded Prince! how is thy greatnefs croft,
And all the gaudy dream of empire loft,
That proudly fet thee on a fancy’d throne,
And made imaginary realms thy own!
Thy troops, that now behind the Damube join,
Shall fhortly feek for fhelter from the Rhine,
Nor find it there: Surrounded with alarms,
Thou hope’ft th’ affiftance of the Gallic arms ;
The Gallic arms in fafety fhall advance,
And croud thy ftandards with the power of France,
While to exalt thy doom, th’ afpiring Gaul
Shares thy deftruction, and adorns thy fall,

Unbounded courage and compaffion join’d,
Temp’ring each other in the victor’s mind,
Alternately proclaim him good and great,

And make the Hero and the Man compleat,

Long did he ftrive th’ obdurate foe to gain

By proffer’d grace, but long he ftrove in vain;

“Till fird at length he thinks it vain to {pare

His rifing wrath, and gives a loofe to war,

In vengeance rous’d the foldier fills his hand

With fword and fire, and ravages the land,

A thoufand villages to athes turns,

In crackling flames a thoufand harvefts burns.

To the thick woods the woolly flocks retreat,

And mixt with bellowing herds confus’dly bleat ;
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Their trembling lords the common. fhade pastake,
And cries of mf:mt.a found.in ev’ry brake:

The lifPning foldier fixe in forrow ftands,

Loth to obey his leader’s jult commands;

The leader grieves, by gen’rous pity fim}”d_,

To fee his juft commands {o well ebey’d,

But now the trumpet terrible from far
In fhriller clangors animates the war,
Confed’rate drums in fuller confort beat,
And echoing hills the loud:alarm repeat:
Gallia’s proud ftandards, to Bavaria’s join'd,
Unfurl their gilded Lilies in the wind;
The daring Prince his blafted hopes. renews;
And while the thick embattled hoft he views
Stretcht out in deep array, and dreadful length,
His heart dilates, and glories:in his f’:rmﬁth

The fatal day its mighty conrfe began,
That the griev’d world had long defir’d iin vaing

States that their new captivity bemoan’d, b
Armies of martyrs that in exile groan’d, :
Sighs from the depth of gloomy dungeons heard, P

And prayers in bitternefs of foul I prefer’d,

Furope's loud cries, that Providence affail’d,

And ANNA’s ar Tmt vows;. at lengrh prr:m:l d;
The day was come when Heaven defi fign’d to ﬂmw
His care and condu& of the world htlcjw,

Behold in awful march and dread art ray
The long-extended [quadrons fhape their way ! Death,
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Death, in approaching terrible, imparts

An anxious horrour to the braveft hearts;

Yet do their beating breafts demand the ftrife,
And thirft of glory quells the love of life,

No vulgar fears can Bri#:fh minds controul :
Heat of revenge, and noble pride of foul
O’er-look the foe, advantag’d by his poft,
Leffen his numbers, and contraét his hoft:
Tho” fens and floods poffeft the middle {pace,
That unprovok’d they would have fear’d to pafs;
Nor fens nor floods can ftop Britamiua’s bands,
When her proud foe rang’d on their borders ftands.

But O, my Mule; what numbers wile thou find
To fing the furious troops in battel join’d!
Methinks I hear the drum’s tumultuous found
The victor’s fhouts and dying groans confound,
The dreadful butlt of cannon rend the skies,

And all the thunder of the battel rifé.

*Twas then great M ar 1 sr67s: mighty foul was prov’d,
That, in the fhock of charging hofts unmovd,
Amidft confufion, horror; and defpair,
Examin’d all the dreadful fcenes of war ;

In peaceful thought the ficld of death furvey’d,
To fainting {quadrons fentthe timely aid,
Infpir'd repuls’d battalions to engage,

And taught the doubtful-battel, where to' rage,
So when an Angel by divine command

With rifing tempefks fhakes 2. guiley land,

L 2 Such
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Such as of late o’er pale Britanmia paft,

Calm and ferene he drives the furious blaft ;
And, pleas’d th’ Almighty’s orders to perform,
Rides in the whirl-wind, and dire@s the (form.

But fee the haughty houthold-troops advance!
The dread of Europe, and the pride of France.
The war’s whole art each private foldier knows,
And with a Gen’sal’s love of conqueft glows;
Proudly he marches on, and void of fear
Laughs at the fhaking of the Bratifh fpear
Vain infolence! with native freedom brave
The meaneft Brizon fcorns the higheft {lave ;
Contempt and fury fire their {ouls by tugns,
Each nation’s glory in each watrions burns,
Each fights, as in his arm th’ important day
And all the fate of his great monarch lay:

A thoufand glorious adtions, that might claim
Triumphant laurels, and immortal fame,
Confus'd in crouds of glorious actions lye,

And troops of heroes undiftinguifh'd dye.

O Dormer, how can 1 behold thy fate,

And not the wonders of thy youth relate!

How can I fee the gay, the brave, the young,
Fall in the cloud of war, and lye unfung !

In joys of conqueft he refigns his breath,

And, fll'd with England’s glory, fiiles in death.

The rout begins, the Gallie fquadrons run,
Compell'd in crouds to meet the fate they fhun ;

Thoufands
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Thoufands of fiery fteeds with wounds transfix’d
Floating in gore, with their dead mafters mixt,
Midft heaps of fpears and ftandards driv’n around,
Lie in the Danube’s bloody whirl-pools drown’d.
Troops of bold youths, born on the diftant Soaze,
Or founding borders of the rapid Rhdwue,

Or where the Seine her flow’ry fields divides,

Or where the Losre through winding vineyards glides;
In heaps the rolling billows fweep away,

And into Seythian feas their bloated corps convey.
From Blemnbeinr's tow’rs the Ganl, with wild affright,
Beholds the various havock of the fight ;

His waving banners, that {o oft had ftood

Planted in fields of death, and ftreams of blood,

So wont the guarded enemy to reach,

And rife triumphant in the fatal breach,

Or pierce the broken foe’s remoteft lines,

The hardy veteran with tears refigns.

Unfortunate 7allard/ Oh who can name
The pangs of rage, of forrow, and of fhame,
That with mixt tumult in thy bofom fwell’d!
When firft thou faw’ft thy braveft troops repell’d,
Thine only fon pierc’d with a deadly wound,
Choak’d in his blood, and gafping on the ground,
Thy felf in bondage by the victor kept!
"The Chicf, the Father, and the Captive wept.
An Englifb Mufe is touch’d with gen’rous woe,
And in th’unhappy man forgets the foe.

Greatly
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Greatly diftreft): thy lond complaints forbear,
Blame not the turns of fate, and chance of war;
Give th&r brave foes their due, nor blufh to own
The fatal field by fuch great leaders won,

The field whence fam'd Kugenio bore away

Only the fecond honours of the day.

With floods of gore that from the vanquifhe fell
The marfhes ftagnate, and the tivers fyell,
Mouantains of flain lye heap’d upon the ground,
Or *midft the roarings ef the Danube drown’d;
Whale captive hofts :he conqueror detains
In painful bondage, and inglorious chains ;

Ev’n thofe who feape the f-;‘rtcrc and the I:ﬂ ord,
Nor feek the fortunes of a happier lord,

Their raging King difhonours, to compleat
MarLBRrO’s great work; and finifh the defeat.

Erom Memmmghen's high domes, and Ausbury’s walls,
The diftant battel drives th mﬁﬂtmw Gauls,
Free’d by the terror of the yictor’s name
The refcw’d ftates his great prote@ion claim;
Whilft Ulne th approach, of her deliverer, waits,
And longs to open her obfequions gates;

The hero’s breaft flill, fivells with great defigns,
In ev’ry thought the towring genius. things:
If to the foe his dreadful cmnﬁ: he bends,
O’er the wide continent his, march extends ;
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If fieges in his labring thoughts are fornvd;
Camps are affaulted, “and an army ftorm’d;
If to the fight his a&tive foul is beng,

The fate of Eurape:turns on its event:

What diftant land, what region can’ afford
An aétion worthy his victotious fword :
Where will he next the flying Gawul defeat;
To make the feries of hisreoils compleat 2

Where the fwoln Rbine rufhing with all its foree’
Divides the hoftile nations'in‘its courfe,
While each contraéts its bounds; “or wider grows,
Enlarg’d or ftraiten’d as the river flows,
On Galliz’s fide a mighty bulwark ftands;
That all the wide extended ‘plain commands ;
Twice, fince the war was kindled, ‘has it try’d
The victor’s rage, and twice has chang’d its fide’;
As oft whols armies; with the prize o’erjoyd,
Have the long T on its walls employ’d.
Hither our mighty Chief his‘arms dire&s,
Hence future triumphs from: che war expedts ;
And, ‘tho’ the dog-ftar had its courfe begun,
Carries his arms {till nearer to the Sun:
Fixt on the glorious a&ion; he forgets
The change of feafons, “and increafe of heats'
No toils are painful thatican daniger {how;
No climes unlovely, that contain a foe.

The roving Gaul, to his own bounds reftrain’d,

Learns to'encamp within his native land,
Bt
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But {oon as the victorious hoft he fpies,

From hill to hill, from ftream to ftream he flies:
Such dire impreflions in his heart remain

Of MarLBrO’s fwvord, and Hogffer's fatal plain :
In vain Br#anma’s mighty chief befets

Their {hady coverts, and obfcure retreats ;

They fly the conqueror’s approaching fame,

That bears the force of armies in his name.

Aufiria’s young monarch, whofe imperial fivay
Sceptres and thrones are deftin’d to obey,
Whofe boafted anceftry fo high extends
That in the pagan gods his lineage ends,
Comes from a-far, in gratitude to own
The great fupporter of his father’s throne :
What tides of glory to his bofom ran,
Clafp’d in th’embraces of the god-like man!
How were his eyes with pleafing wonder fixt
To fee fuch fire with fo much fweetnefs mixe,
Such eafie greatnefs, fuch a graceful port,

Se turn’d and finiflk’d for the camp or court!

Achilles thus was fornvd with eviry grace,
And Nireus {hone but in the fecond place
Thus the great father of Almighty Rome
(Divinely flafht with an immortal bloom
That Cytherea’s fragrant breach beftow’d)

In all the charms of his bright mother glow’d,

The royal youth by MarLer 6’ prefence charm’d,
Tanght by his counfels, by his actions warm’d,
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On Landan with redoubled fury falls,

Difcharges all his thunder on its walfs,

O’er mines and caves of death provokes the fight,
And learns to conquer in the Hero’s fight.

The Britzfb Chief, for mighty toils renown’d,
Increas’d in titles, and with conquefts crown’d,
To Belgian coafts his tedious march renews,

And the long windings of the Rhime purfues,
Clearing its borders from ufurping foes,

And bleft by refew’d nations as he goes.

Treves fears no more, ' free’d fiom its dire alarms ;
And Traerbach feels the terror of his arms,
Seated on rocks her proud foundations fhake,
While Marrerd preffes to the bold atack,
Plants all his batt’ries, bids his cannon roar,

And thows how Landan might have fall'n before,
Scar’d at his near approach, great Zomss fears
Vengeance referv’d for his declining years,
Forgets his thirft of univerfal fway,

And fcarce can teach his fubjecs to obey ;

His arms he finds on vain attempts employ’d,
Th’ambitious projeéts for his tace deftroy’d,

The work of ages funk in One campaign,

And lives of millions factific’d in vain.

Such are th’effe@s of AN NA s royal cares:
By her, Britannia, great in foreign wars,
Ranges through nations, wherefoc’er disjoin’d,
Without the wonted aid of fea and wind.

Vor I M

3
&

L

e e

|
;;
(i
|
!

e S . . i, T

S T e

T

ST

TSRS 2 =i, R i




82 Porms on feveral OcecAsionNs,

By her th’unfetter’d [ffer’s ftates are free,

And tafte the {weets of Englifh liberty :

But who can tell the joys of thofe that lye
Beneath the conftant influence of her eye!

Whilft in diffufive thow’rs her bounties fall

Like heaven’s indulgence, and defcend on all;
Secure the happy, fuccour the diftreft,

Make ev’ry fubject glad, and a whole people bleft.

Thus wowd I fain Britannia’s wars rehearle,
In the fmooth records of a faithful verfe;
That, if fuch numbers can o’er time prevail,
May tell pofterity the wond’rous tale.
When a&ions, unadorn’d, are faint and weak,
Cities and Countries. muft be taught to fpeak ;
Gods may defcend in factions from the skies,
And Rivers from their oozy beds arife ;
Fition may deck the truth with fpurious rays,
And round the Hero caft a borrow’d blaze.
Marrsrd’s exploits appear divinely bright,
And proudly fhine in their own native light;
Rais'd of themfelves, their genuine charms they boaft,
And thofe who paiat ’em trueft praife ’em- moft.

ROL?.-’?‘




	[Seite]
	[Seite]
	Seite 65
	Seite 66
	Seite 67
	Seite 68
	Seite 69
	Seite 70
	Seite 71
	Seite 72
	Seite 73
	Seite 74
	Seite 75
	Seite 76
	Seite 77
	Seite 78
	Seite 79
	Seite 80
	Seite 81
	Seite 82

