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Miscellanies in Prose and Verse, by Thomas Chatterton. He also states that the
work is not up to Chatterton’s standard, which is fair enough. However, if you
consider that an elegy of this type needs to be produced quickly, and be the norm -
in other words be derivative with no time or place for Chatterton’s usual way with
words, then Taylor’s argument against it fails.
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,'ELEGY

On the Much Lamented DEATH of

WILLIAM BECKFORD Efq

L

T EEP on ye Bntons—glve your gen 'ral Tear
k. , ' W But hence ye Venal—Hence each tltled Slave
1 An honeft Pang thould-wait'on Beckford’s Bier,

And Patriot Anguith, mark the Patriot’s Grave.

Al
When, like -the. Roman, to his Field: retir’d;

"Twas you, (furrounded by unnumberd Foes}
Who call’d him forth, his Services: Tequir'd,

And took from A ge the Blefling of Repofe.
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VI

Thou breathing Sculpture, celebrate his Fame,
And give his Laurel everlafting Bloom ;
Record his Worth while Gratitude has Name,

And teach fuccceding Ages from his Tomb.

vil.

The Sword of Juftice cautioﬁﬂy he fway'd,
His Hand for ever held the Balance fight 3

Each venial Fault with Pity he furvey’d,

But Murper found No Mzrcy in his Sight.

VIIL

He knew when Flatterers Beﬁegc a Throne,

Truth f{eldom reaches to ra? Monarch’s Far ;

Knew, if oprrEss’D, a LOYAL ProPLE GROAN,

Tis not the Courtirrs Int'ret He smourp HEAR,

Hence
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XII.

For this, his Name our Hiﬂ’ry thall adorn,

Shall foar ori Fame’s wide Pinions, all fublime 3

Till Heaven’s “own bright, and never-

dying Morn,

Abforbs our Ilittle Particle of Time,

X

Far other Fate the venal Crew fhall find,
Who figh for Pomp, or languith after Stringsg
And fell their native Probity of Mind,

For Bribes from Statefmen, or for Smiles from Kings-

XIV.

And here, g long inglorious Lift of Names,
On ‘my difturb’d Imagination croud ;
“ Ol let them perith (loud the Mufe exclaims)

* Confign’d for ever to Oblivion’s Cloud.
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And all his Ofblt was his Cou"ﬁtry s Idve.
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XVIHL.

But he is gone! And now, alas! no more

" His generous Hand negle¢ted Worth redeems ; 7

No more around his Manfion fhall the Poor

Bafk in his warm, his charitable Beams.

XIX.

 No more his grateful Countrymen fhall hear

His manly ‘é@a@ﬁ,smmalﬁgﬁ’éujﬁrecdom’s Caule 3

No more the courtly Sycophant fhall fear
His poignaﬁl: Lath, for violated Laws.

XX.

Yet fay, iS-.TERN VirTUug, who'd not with to die, *

Thus greatly ftruggling, a whole Land to fave? *°

Who would not with, with Ardor with to lie,
With Beckford’s Honc)r, in a Beckford’s Grave P
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XXIv,

And, lo! fhe liftens to the Mufe’s Call;

She comes, once more, to cheer 4 wretched Land ;

Thou Tyranwvy, fhalt tremble to thy Fall |
To hear her high, her abfolute Command.

1 : XXV,

f\ “ Let not, my Sons, the Laws your Fathers bought,
1 “ With fuch rich ‘Oceans ~of undaunted Blood, -

| B “ By TrarTogrs, thus, be Dbafely fet at _Nought, e
1 ¢ While at your Hearts you feel the purple Flood.

T e r

¢ Unite in firm, in honorable Bands, _
¢ Break ev'ry Link of Slav’ry’s hateful Chain ;

““ Nor let your Children, at their Fathers Hands,

¢ Demand their Birthright, and demand in vain.

¢ Where




End
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