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LET TER

FROM
ITALY,
To the Right Honourable

CHARLES Lord HALLIFAX.

Salve magna parens frugum Saturniatellus
Magna Virim! tibi res Antique laudis & Artis
Aggrediory [anilos aufus recludere fontes.

Virg. Geo. 2.

'WHile you,my Lord,the rural Shades admire,
And from Britannia’s publick Pofts retire;
Nor longer, her ungrateful Sons to pleafe,

For their Advantage facrifice your Eafe;
A3 Me
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3 " The FIFTH PART
Me into Foreign Realms my Fate conveys,
Through Nations fruitful of Immortal Lays,
Where the foft Seafon and inviting Clime
Conlfpire to trouble your Kepofé with Rhime,

For wherefoe’re I turn my ravifht Eyes,
Gay gilded Scenes and fhining Profpeds rife,
Poctick Fields encompafs "me:iround, |

" And ftill I feem to tread on Claffic Ground;
For here the Mufe fo oft her Harp has ftrung,
That nét a Mountain rears its Head unfung,
Renown’d in Verfe each thady Thicket grows,

And ev’ry Stream in Heair’nly Numbers flows.

How am I'pleas’d to fearch the Hillsand Woods
For riﬁng Springs and celebrated Floods !
To view the Nar, tumultuous in his Courfe,
And trééc'thc fmooth Clitummus to his Sourfe,

A To
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To fee the Mincjo draw his watry Store
‘Through the long windings of a fruitful Shore,
And hoary Albula’s infected Tide

O’re thc warm Bed of fmoaking Sulphyr glide.

Fir'd with a thoufand Raptures I furvey.
Eridanis through flow’ry Meadows ftray,
The King of Floods! that rolling o’re the Plains
The Tow’ring Alps of half their moifture drains, -
.And proudly fwoln with a whole Winters Snows,
Diftributes Wealth and Plenty where he flows.

Sometimes mifguided by the tuneful Throng,
I look for Streams immortaliz’d in Song,
That loft in Silence and Oblivion lye,
(Dumb are their Fountains and their Channels dry)
Yet run for ever by the Mufes skill,
And in the fmooth Defcription murmur ﬁili.'

A 4 Some.
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Sometimes to gentle Tiber I retire,
And-the famd River’s empty Shores admire,
‘That deftitute of ftrength derives its Courfe
From thrifty Urns and an unfruitful Sourfe;
Yet fung fo often in Poetick Lays,
With fcorn the Danube and the Nile furveys.
So high the deathléfs Mufe exalts her Theme!
Such was the Boin, a poor ingIOriouS Stream,
‘That in Hibernian Vales obfeurely ftray’d,
And unobferv'd in wild Meanders play'd;
Till by 2%ur Lines and Naffaw’s Sword renown’d,
Its rifing Billows through the World refound,
Where-¢’re the Heroe’s Godlike A&s can pierce,
Or where the Fame of an Immortal Verfe.

'Oh cow’d the Mufe my ravifht Breaft infpire
W_ith Warmth like yours, and raif€ an ¢qual Fire,

Unnumbre&
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Unnumbred Beauties in my Verfe fhow’d fhine,
And VirgiPs Italy thouw’d yield to mine!

See how the Golden Groves around me {mile, -
That fhun the Coaft of Brittain’s ftormy Ifle;
Or when tranfplanted and preferv’d with Care,
Curfe the Cold Clime, and ftarve in Northen Air.
Here kindly Warmth their mounting Juice ferments
To niobler Taftes, and more exalted Scents.
Ev’n the rough Rocks with tender Myrtle bloom,
And trodden Weeds fend out a rich Perfume.
Bear me fome God to Bazja’s gentle Seats,
Or cover me in Umbria’s Green Retreats.
Where Weftern Gales eternally refide,
And all the Seafons lavith all their Pride,
Bloffoms, and Fruits, and Flowers together rife,

And the whole Year in gay confufion lies.

Immortal
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Immortal Glories in my Mind revive,

And in my Soul a thoufand Paffions ftrive,

When Rome’s exalted Beauties I defcry

Magnificent in Piles of ruin lye:

An Amphitheater’s amazing height

Here fills my Eye with Terror and Delight,

‘That on its publick Shows unpeopled Rome,

And held uncrowded Nations in its Womb.

Here Pillars rough with Sculpture pierce the Skies,

And here the proud Triumphal Arches rife,

‘Where the old Romans deathlefs A&s difplay’d,

Their bafe degenerate Progeny upbraid.

Whole Rivers: here forfake the Fields below,

'And wondring at their height through airy Channels

. , (flow.

Still to new Scenes my wandring Mufe retires,

And the dumb (how of bregthing Rocks admires;

Where
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‘Where the fmooth Ch:ffe/ all its Force has fhown,

- And foften’d into Fleth the rugged Stone.

In folemn Silence, a Majeftick Band,

Heroes, and Gods, and Roman Confuls ftand.

Stern Tyrants, whom their Cruelties renown,

And Emperors in Parian Marble frown.

While the bright Dames, to whom they humbly fu’d,

Still fhow the Charms that their proud Hearts fub-

. (dwd.

Fain WOu’d I Raphael’s Godlike Art rcheai'fe',

And fhow th’Immortal Labours in my Verfe.

Where from the mingled ftrength of Shadeand Light

A new Creation i'ifcs to my Sight.

Such Heav’nly Figures from his Pencil flow,

So warm with Life his blended Colours glow.

From Theme to Theme with fecret Pleafure toft,

Amidft the foft Variety I’m loft:

Here
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Here pleafing Airs my ravifht Soul confound
With circling Notes and Labyrinths of Sound;
Here Domes and Temples rife in diftant Views,

And opening Palaces invite my Mufe.

How has kind Heav’n adorn’d the happy Land,
And fcatter’d Bleffings with a waftful Hand !
But what avail her unexhaufted étorcs,

Her blooming Mountains and her funny Shores,
With all the Gifts that Heav’n and Earth impart,
The Smiles of Nature, and the Charms of Art,
While proud Oppreflion in her Vallies reigns,
And Tyranny ufurps her happy Plains?

The poor Inhabitant beholds in vain

- 'The red’ning Orange and the {welling Grain:
Joylefs he fees the growing Oils and Wines,

And in the Myrtles fragrant Shade repines:

Starves
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Starves in the midft of Nature’s Bounty curit,
And in the loaden Vine-yard dies for Thirft.

Oh Liberty, thou Goddefs Heav’nly bright,
Profufe of Blifs, and pregnant with Delight,
Eternal Pleafures in thy Prefence reign,

And fmiling Plenty leads thy wanton Train!
Eas’d of her load Subjection grows more light,
And Poverty looks cheerful in thy fight;

‘Thou mak’ft the gloomy Face of Nature gay,
Giv’{t Beauty to the Sun, and Pleafure to theDay.

Thee, Goddefs, Thee, Britannia’s lle adores;
How has the oft exhaufted all her Stores,
How oft in Fields of Death thy Prefence fought ?
Nor thinks the mighty Prize too dearly bought:
On Foreign Mountains may the Sun refine
The Grapes foft Juice, and mellow it to Wine,
With
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With Citron Groves adorn a diftant Soil; "

And the fat Qlive fwell with floods of Oil: -

We envy not the warmer Clime that lies

In ten Degrees of more indulgent Skies,

Nor at the Courfenefs of,our Heav’n fepihe;

Tho’ o’re our Heads the frozen Plésads thine :

*Tis Liberty that Crowns Britannia's Ifle,

And makes het barren Rocks and her bleak Moun-

o (tains fmilcj |

Others with Towring Piles may pleafe the fight,

And in-their proud afpiring Domes delight; -

A nicer Touch to the ftretcht Canvas give,

Or teach their animated Rocks: to live:

*Tis Britain’s Care to watch o’re Eurgpe’s Fate,

And hold in Balance each contending State.

To threaten bold prefumptuous Kings with War,

And anfwer her afi&ted Neighbour’s Pray’r.

AN The
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‘The Dane and Swede rouz’d up by fierce Alarms,
~ Blefs the Wife Condu& of her Pious Arms.
Soon as her Fleets appear their Terrors ceafe;
And all the Northern World lyes huth’d in Peace.

Th’ ambitious Ga// behelds with fecret dread
Her Thunder aim’d at his afpiring Head,
And fain her Godlike Sons wou’d difunite
By Forreign Gold, or by Domettick Spite;
But ftrives in vain to Conquer or Diyide,

Whom Naffaw’s Arms defend and Councils guide.

Fir’d with the Name, which I fo oft have found
‘The diftant Climes and different "Tongues refound;
I bridle in my ftruggling Mufe with Pain,

‘That longs to launch into a bolder Strein,



12  The FIFTH PART.
But I've already troubled you too long,
Nor dare attempt a more advent’rous Song.
My humble Verfe demands a fofrer Themie,
A painted Meadow or a purling Stream,
Unfit for Heroes; whom Immortal Lays,
And Lines like #7rgil’s, or like yours thou’d praife.
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 THE .
OF THE'

SABINES

From O V I D.

. ByMr. DRT D E N.

Rom Romulus the Rife of Plays began,
To his new Subje&ts a commodious Man;
Who, his unmarried Soldiers to:fupply,
Took care the Common-wealth {hould multiply :
Providing Sabine Women for his Braves,
Like a true Kiné, to get a Race of Slaves.
His Pliy-Houfé,‘ not of Parian Marble made,
Nor was it fpread with Purple Sails for Shade.
' B The
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The Stage with Rufhes, or with Leaves they ftrow’d :

No Scenes in Profpe&, no Machining God.

On Rows of homely Turf they fate to fee,

Crown’d with the Wreaths of ev’ry common Tree.

There, while they fit in ruftick Majefty;

Each Lover had his Miftrifs in his Eye 5 |

And whom he faw moft fuiting to his Mind,

For Joys of Matrimonial Rape defign’d.

Scarce cow’d they wait the Plaudit in their haft;

But ¢’re the Dances and the Song were paft,

The Monarch gave the Signal from his Throne;

And rifing, bad his merry Men fall on.

The Martial Crew, like Soldiers ready preft,

Juft at the Word (the Word too was the Beft)

With joyful Cries each other animate,

Some choofe, and fome at Hazzard feize their Mate.

As Doves from Eagles, or from Wolvesthe Lambs,

So from their lawlefs Lovers fly the Dames. -
Their
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Their Fear was one, but not one Face of Fear;
Some rend the lovely Trefles of their Hair: g
Somefhriek,andfomeareftruck withdumbDefpair.
Her abfent Mother on¢ invokes in vain;

One ftands amaz’d; not daring to complain;

The nimbler truft their Feet; the flow remain.
But nought availing, all are Captives led,
Ttrembling and blufhing, to the Genial Bed.

She who too long refifted, or deny’d; -
The lufty Lover made by Force a Bride; si de.g
And with fuperior Strength, compell’d her to his
Then footh*d het thus: --- My Soul’s far better Parr,
Ceafe weeping, not aflli¢t thy tender Heayt

For what thy Father to thy Mother was,

That Faith to thee, that folemn Vow I pafs.

B2 - - ON
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ONTH£
DEATH
B |

AMYTNT AS:

ELEGY

Written by Mr. D RTD E N.

Was ona Joylefs and a Gloomy Morn, (Thorn

Wet was the Grafs, and hung with Pearls the

When Damon, who defign’d to pafs the Day ,
WithHounds and Homs, and chafe the flyingPrey,

Rofe
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Rofe early from his Bed; but foon he found

The Welkin pitch’d with fullen Clouds around, %
An Eaftern Wind, and Dew upon the Ground.
Thus while he ftood, and fighing did furvey. -
The Figlds; and curs’d th’ ill Omens of the Day; '
He faw Menalcas come with heavy pace;

Wet were his Eyes; and chearlefs was his Face:
“He wrung his Hands, diftra&ed wifh his Care,
And fent his Voice before him from afar.
Return, he cry’d, return unhappy Swain,

The fpungy Clouds are fill’d with gath’ring Rain;
The Prop;ife,o‘f the Day not only crbfs’d,

But ev’n the Spring, the Spring it {elf is loft,
Amyntas;—Oh! he cow’d not {peak the reft,
Nor needed, - for prefaging Damon guels’d.

Equal with Heav’n young ‘.Z‘)amon lowdthe Boy;
The boaft of Nature, both his Parents Joy.

B3 His
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His graceful Form revolving in his Mind;

So great a Genius, and a Soul fo kind,

Gave fad affurance that his Fears were true ;
Too well the Envy of the Gods he knew :

For when their Giffs too lavifhly are plac’d,
Soon they repent, and will not make them laft.
For, fure, it was too bountiful a Dole,

‘The Mother’s Features, and the Father’s Soul.
Then thus hecry’d, The Morn befpoke the News,
The Morning did her chearful Light diffufe;
But fee how fuddenly fhe chang’d her Face, grace;
And brought on Clouds and Rains, the Day’s dif-g
Jutt fuch, Amyntas, was thy promis’d Race!
What Charms adorn’d thy Youth where Nature
And more than Man was giv’nus in a Child, (fmild,
His Infancy was ripe: a Soul fublime

In Years fo tender that prevented time:

Heav’'n



of MISCELLANY POEMS. 19

Heav’ngavehim all at once; then fnatch’d away, ~
E’re Mortalsall his Beautiescou’d furvey. % day.%
Juft like the Flow’r that buds and withers in a
MENALC A4S

The Mother Lovely, tho’ with Grief oppreft, -
Reclin’d his dying Head upon her Breatft.
The mournful Family ftood all around; ]
One Groan was heard, one Univerfal Sound:;
All were in Floods of Tears and endlefs Sorrow
So dire aSadncf's fate on ev’ry Look, (drown’d. .
Ev’n Death repented he had giv’n the Stroke.
He griev’d his fatal Work had been ordain’d,
Butpromis’dlengthofLifeto thofe who yet remain’d.
The Mother’s and her Eldeft Daughter’s Grace,
It feems had brib’d him to prolong their fpace:
The Father bore it with undaunted Soul,
Like one who durft his Deﬁiny controul:

—

B44.', Yet
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Yet with becoming Grief he bore his part, . -
: Rcﬁgn’d his Son, but not refign’d his Heart.
Patient as Job; and may he live to {ee,
Like him, a new increafing Family: ]
DAMON. [
Such is my Wifh, and fuch my Prophefie. - j,
F or yet, my Friend, the Beauteous Mold remains,
Long may fhe exercife her fruitful Pains:
But, ah! with better hap, and bring a Race .
Mbré léﬁing, and endw’d with equal Grace:
Equal the may, but farther none can go ; -
~ For he was'all that was exa& below.
" MENALCAS.

Damon, behold, yon breakisig Purple Cloud; °
Hear’ft thou not Hymns and Songs Divinely loud ? .
‘There mounts Amyntas; the youngCherubs play
About their GodlikeMate,and Sing him on his way.

He

1
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He cleaves the liquid. Air, behold he Flies,

And every Moment gains upon the Skies;

The new come Gueft admires th’ Atherial State,
The Saphyr Portal, and the GoldenGate;

And now admitted in the thining Throng,

He fhows the Pafsport which he brought along;
His Pafsport is his Innocence and Grace,

Well known to all the Natives of the Place.

N owv Sing yee joyful Angels, and admire (Quire:
Your Brother’s Voice that comes to mend your
Sing you, while endlefs Tears our Eyes beftow ;
For like Amyntas none is left below.
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OVIDs AMOURSG.

Boox . ELEcY L

—

Englib'd by Mr. D R T D E N,

v

Or mighty Wars I thought to Tune my Lute,
And make my Meafures to my Subjeét fute.
Six Feet for ev’ry Verfe the Mufe defign’d,
But Cupid, Laughing, when he faw my Mind g
From ev’ry Second Verfe a Foot purloin’d.
‘Who gave Thee, Boy, this Arbitrary fway,
On Subjeéts not thy own, Commands to lay, g
Who Phebus only and his Laws obey ?
*Tis more abfur’d, than if the Queen of Love
Shou’d in Minerva’s Arms to Battel mave;
Or Manly Pallas from that Queen fhou’d take
Her Torch, and o’re the dying Lover fhake.
In



of MISCELLANY POEMS. 3

In Fields as well may Cynthia fow the Corn,

Or Ceres wind in Woods the Bugle Horn.

As well may Phebus quit the trcmbling String,

For Swordand Shield; and Mars may learn to Sing.

Already thy Dominions are too large;

Be not ambitious of a Foreign Charge.

If thou wilt Reign o’re all, and ev’ry where,

The God of Mufick for his Harp may fear.

Thus when with foaring Wings I feck Renown,

Thou pluck’ft rﬁy Pinnions, and I flutter down.

Cou’dI on fuch mean Thoughts my Mufe employ,

I want a Miftrefs, or a blooming Boy. |

Thus I complain’d; his Bow the Stripling bent,

And chofe an Arrow fit for his Intent.

The Shaft his purpofe fatally purfues;

Now Poet there’s a Subje&t for thy Mufe.

He faid, (too well, alas, he knows his Trade,) -

For in my Breaft a Mortal Wound he made.
Far
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Far hence ye proud Hexameters remove,

MY Verfe is Pac’d,andtfavcll’dinto'Love (clofe, .
With Myrtle Wreaths my thoughtful Brows in- .
While in unequal Verfe I Sing my Woes..

OVIDs AMOURS

- Boox I ErscyIV.

Engli{h’d by Mr. D R TDE N, :

o N

Ta his Miftrefs, whofe Hu:éand s invited to & .
Feaft with them. The Poet inflructs her how
to be/mve ber /Z'Zf in /m Companj -

Our Husband W111 be withusat the Treat .
May that be the laft Supper he fhall Eat‘ o

And am poor I, a Gueﬁ invited there, R

Only to fc_c, whxl'c’ he may touch the Fair? .

| . " To
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‘To fee you Kifs and Hug your naufeous Lord, i
While his leud Hand defcends below the Board? *
Now wonder not that Hippodamia’s Charms,
At fuch a fight, the Centaurs urg’d to Arms:
“That in a rage, they threw their Cups afide,
Affail’d the Bridegroom,and wou’d forcc theBndc‘ .
I am not half a Horfe, (I withI were ) o
Yet hardly can from you my Hands forbear.

Take, then, my Counfel ; which, obferv’d, may be
Of fome Importance both to you and mie.

Be furcAto"clor'nc before your Man be there,
‘There’s nothing can be done, but come howe’rg. -
Sit next him, (that belongs toDecency;)

But tread upon my Foot in paffing by.

Read in my Looks what ﬁlently they fpcak, '
And ﬂlly, with your Eyes, your Anfwer make.
My lifted Eyc-brow thall declare my Pam,
My RJght-Hand to his fellow fhall complam
' And
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And on the Back a Letter fhall defign ;
Befides a Note that fhall be Writ in Wine.
When e’re you think upon our laft Embrace,
With your Fore-finger gently touch your Face.
If any Word of mine offend my Dear,
Pull, with your Hand, the Velvet of your Ear:
If you are pleas’d with what I de or fay,
Handle your Rings, or with your Fingers play.
As Suppliants ufe at Altars, hold the Boord
When e’re you with the Devil may take your Lord. '
When he fills for you, never touch the Cup;
But bid th’ officious Cuckold drink it up.
The Waiter on thofe Services employ ;
Drink you,and I will fnatch it from the Boy : been;
Watching the part where your fweet Mouth has
And thence, with eager Lips, will fuck it in.
If he, with Clownifh Manners thinks it fit
To tafte, and offers you the nafty Bit,

Reje&t
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Reje his greazy Kindnefs, and reftore
Th’unfav’ry Morfel he had chew’d before.

Nor let his Arms embrace your Neck, nor reft
Your tender Cheek upon his hairy Breft.

Let not his Hand within your Befom ftray,

And rudely with your pretty Bubbies play.

But, above all, let him no Kifs receive;
“That’s an Offence I never can forgive.

Do not, O do not that fweet Mouth refigny

Left I rife up in Arms; and cry *Tis mine.

I fhall thruft in betwixt, .and void of Fear

The manifeft Adult’rer will appear.

“Thefe things are plairt to fight, but more I doubt
What you conceal beneath your Petticoat.

Take not his Leg betweer your tender Thighs,
Nor;, with your Hand, provoke my Foe to rife.
How many Love-Inventions I deplore,

Which I, my felf, have practis’d all before?

How
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How oft have I been forc’d the Robe to lift

In Company; to make a homely fhift

For 4 bare Bout, ill huddled o’re in 'haﬂ',

While o’re my Side the Fair her Mantle caft.
You to your Husband fhall not be fo kind; -
But, left you fhow’d, your Mantle leave behind.
Encourage him to Tope, but Kifs him not,

Nor mix one drop of Water in his Pot.

If he be Fuddled well, and Snores apace,

Then we may take Advice from Time and Place. .
When all depart, while Complements are loud,
Be fure to mix among the thickeft Crowd: .
Th:re I will be, and there we cannot mifs,
Perhaps to Grubble, or at leaft to Kifs.

Alas, what length of Labour I employ,

Juft to fecure a fhort and tranfient Joy !
For Night muft part us; and when Nightiscome,

Tuck’d underneath his Arms he leads you Home.
He
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He locks you in, I follow to the Door,
His Fortune envy, and my own déplorc.
He kiffes you, he more than kiffes too;
Th’ outrageous Cuckold thinks it all ‘his due.
But, add not to his Joy, by your Confent;
And let it not be giv’n, ‘but only lent:
Return no Kifs, nor move in any fort;
Make it a dull, and a malignant Sport.
Had I my With, he fhou’d no Pleafure take,
But flubber o’re your Bufinefs for my fake.
And what e’re Fortune fhall this Night befal, 1 |
Coakes me to morrow, by forefwearing all.
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DEATHE

Very Young Gentleman.

"ByMr. DRYDEN.

HE who cou’d view the Book of Deftiny,
And read whatever there waswrit of thee,
O Charming Youth, in the firft op’ning Page,

So many Graces in {o green an Age,

Such Wit, fuch Modefty, fuch ftrength of Mind,
A Soul at once {o manly, and fo kind:

Wowd wonder, when he turn’d the Volume o're,
And after fome few Leaves thou’d find no more.

Nought
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Nought but a blank remain, a dead void fpace,
A ftep of Life that promis’d fuch a Race:

We muft not, dare not think that Heav’n began
A Child, and cou’d not finifh him a Man:
Refle&ing what a mighty Store was laid

Of rich Materials, and a Model made:

The Coft already furnith’d; fo beftow’d,

As more was never to one Soul allow’d;

Yet after this profufion fpent in vain,

Nothing but mould’ring Afhes to remain.

I guefs not, left I fplit upon the Shelf,

Yet durft I guefs Heav’n kept it for himfelf,
And giving us the ufe did foon recal,

E’re we cou’d fpare the mighty Principal.

Thus then he difappear’d, was raﬁfy’d,
For *tis improper Speech to fay he dy’d:

Ca2 He



32 The FIFTH PART

He was exhal’d: His great Creator drew
His Spirit, as the Sun the Morning Dew.
Tis Sin produces Death; and he had none
But the Taint .4dam left on ev’ry Son.
He added not, he was fo pure, fo good,
*Twas but th’Original forfeit of his Blood:
And that fo little, that the River ran
More clear than the corrupted Fount began.
Nothing remain’d of the firft muddy Clay,
The length of Courfe had wath’d it in the way.
So deep, and yet fo clear; we might behold
The Gravel bottom, and that bottom Gold,

As fuch we lov’d, admir’d, almoft ador’d,
Gave all the Tribute Mortals cow’d afford.
Perhaps we gave fo much, the Pow’rs above

Grew angry. at our fuperftitious Love:

. : . : For
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For when we more than Human Homage pay,
The charming Caufe is jyftly fnatch’d away.

Thus was the Crime not his, but ours alone,
And yet we murmur that he went fo foon; g

Though Miracles are fhort and rarely fhown.

' Hear then, yee fnoumful Parénts, and divide
That Love in many which in ane was ty’d, .~ -
That individual Bleffing is no more,

But multiply’d in your remaining Stare..

The Flame’s difpers’d, but does not all expire,
The Sparkles blaze, though not the Globe of Fire.
Love him by Parts, in all your num’rous Race,
And from thofe Parts form one colle&ted Grace;
Then, when you have refin’d to that degree,
Imagine all in one, and think that on¢ is He,

C3 THE
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| "THE

MEETING

OF.

BACCH Us with ARIAD NE.

Out of 0 7 I D.

"ByM. DRIDEN. .

Ow Bacehus calls me to his jolly Rites: - -
N Who wou’d not follow, when a God invites ?
He helps the Poet, and his Pen infpires; ~ * °
Kind and indulgent to his former Fires. © -

‘Fair Ariadne wander’d on the Shore -
Forfaken now; ‘and Thefews Loves no more:® -
Loofe was her Gown, defhevell’d was her‘Hanr, '
Her Bofom naked, -and her Feet were bare: =
Exclaiming, in'the- Water’s brink fhe fioed; -
Her briny Tears augment the briny Flood.

’ " She
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th threik’d, and wept, and both became her Face:
No pofture cou’d that Heav’nly form difgrace. -

She beat.her Breaft: The Traytor’s gone, faid ﬂle,
‘What fhall become of poor forfaken me?
What fhall become---fhe had not time for more, °
The founding Cymbals ratled on the Shore.

She fwoons for fear, fhe falls upon the Ground;
No vital heat was in her Body found.

‘fhc Mimallonian Dames about her ftood;

And fcudding Satyrs ran before their God.

Silenns on his Afs did next appear;

And held upon the Mane (the God was clear)
The drunken Syre puirfues; the Dames retire;
Sometimes the drunken Dames purfue the drunken
At laft he topples over on the-Plain; (Sre.
“The Satyrs laugh, and bid him rife again.
And now the God of Wine came driving on,
High on his Chariot'by fwift Tygers drawn. = "
O 4 Her
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Thrice did her trembling Feet for Flight prepare, |
And thrice affrighted did her Flight forbear. =
Shefhook, likeleavesof Corn when Tempefts blow ;

-Her Colour, Voice and Senfe forfook the fair; - g

Or flender Reeds that in the Marfhes grow.
To whom the God --- compofe thy fearful Mind;
In me a truer Husband thou fhalt find. .

Shall with propitious Light be feen afar:

And guide on Seas the doubtful Mariner.

He faid; and from his Chariot leaping light,-
Left the grim Tygers fhou’d the Nymph affright, -
His brawny Arms around her Waﬁ he threw; - .

With Heav’n I will endow thee; and thy Star. %

(For Gods, what e’te they will, with eafe can do:)
‘And fwiftly bore her thence; th’attending Throng
Shout at the Sight, and fing the Nuptial Song.
Now in full Bowls her Sorrow fhe may fteep:

The Bridegroom’s Liquor lays the Bride afleep.

LT
cea b
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. To my Honour’d Friend .
Dr. CHARLETO N,

On his Learned and Ufeful

W O R K S;

But more particularly his TREATISE of
S T O N E-H E N G,

By him reftor’d to the true Founders.

By Mrr. D RT D E N.

‘He longeft Tyranny that ever fway’d,
Was that wheycin our Anceftors betray’d

Their free-born Reafon to the Stagirite,
And made his Torch tbeir univerfal Light,
So Truth, while only one fupply’d the State,
Grew f{carce, and dear, and yet {ophifticate.
*Tillit was bougi:t, like Emp’rick Wares, or Charms,
Hard Words feal’d up with Arifforle’s Arms.

- Columbus
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Columbus was the firft that thook his'Throne;

And found a Temp’rate in a Torrid Zone: o
The fev’rith Air fann’d by a cooling Breeze,

The fruitful Vales fet round §vith fhady Trees;
And guﬁtlcfs Men, who danc’d away their .timc,
Frefh as their Groves, and Happy as their Clime,
Had we ftill paid that Homagé to a Name,
‘Which only God and Nazure juftly claim;

‘The Weftern Seas had been.our utmoft bound,

W here Poets ftill might dream the Sun was drown’d:
And all the Stars that thine in Southern Skies,
Had been admir’d by none but Sa/vage Eyes. |

Among th’ 4ffertors of free Reafon’s claim,
Our Nation’s not the leaft in Worth or Fame.
‘The World to Bacon does not only owe

Its prefent Knowledge, but its future too.

Gilbere
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Gilbert fhall live; vill Load-fiones ceafe to draw,
Or Brifsfb Fleets the boundlefs Ocean awe.
And noble Bo’jle, not lefs in Nature feen,
Than his great Brother read in States and Men.
TheCirchngftreams,oncethought but pools,of Blood
( Whether Life’s Fewel, or the Body’s Food)
From dark Oblivion Harvey’s Name fhall fave;
White Ent keeps all the Honour that he gave.
Not are Tou,. Learhed Friend, the leaft renown’d ;
W hofe Fame,notcircumfcrib’d withEng/iGround,
Flies like the nimble Journies of the Light;
And is, like that; ‘unfpent too in its Flight.
W hatever Trutbs have bcen5 by Art, or Chance,
Redeem’d from Error, ot from Ignorance,
Thin in their Authors, (like rich Veins of Orc)
Your Works unite, and ftill difcover more, ©
Such is the healing Vittue of Your Pen,
To perfe& Cures on Books, as well as Men.

o Nor
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Nor is this Work the leaft: You well may give
To Men new vigour, who make Szones to live.
Through Y ou,theDanes (their thort Dominion loft)
A longer Conqueft than the Szxons boaft. “C found
S T 0 N E-H E N 6, oncethoughta ZTemple, You have
A Throne, where Kings, our Earthly Gods, ,.wcrdc.
Where by their wandring Subjeéts they were. fcen,
Joy’d with their Stature, and their Princely Meen.
Our Soveraign here above the reft might ftand; -
And here be chofe again to rule the Land. .. -
Thefe Ruins fhelter’d once His Sacred Head, .
When He from Wor'fters fatal Battle fled;
Watch’d by the Genius of this Royal Place, .
And mighty Viﬁoﬁs of the Danfb Race. 4
‘His Refuge then was for a Temple thown: -

But, He reftor’d, ’tis now become a Throme.

Spoken
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Spoken to His

ROYAL HIGHNESS
"THE

DIUKE of 70ORK,

AT THE

Theatre in Edinburgh.

Written by the Right Honourable the
EARL of ROSCOMO N.

Olly and Vice are eafie to defcribe,
The common Subje&s of our {cribling Tribe ;
But when true Virtues with unclouded Light,
All Great, all Royal, fhine divinely bright,
Our Eyes are dazl’d, and our Voice is weak:
Let England, Flanders, let all Europe {peak ;
Let
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Let France acknowledge that her thaken Throne
'Was once fupported, Sir, by you alone:

Banifht from thence, for an Ufurper’s {ake,

Yet trufted then with her laft defp’rate ftake.

‘W hen wealthy Neighbours ftrove withus for Pow’r,
Let the Sea tell, how in-the fatal Hour,

Swift as an Eagle our Vitorious Prince,

Great Britain’s Genius, flew to her Defence:

His N a;nc ftrook Fear, his Condu& won theDay,
Hecame;,he faw,he feiz’d the ftrugling Prey; (Blood,
And while the Heav’ns were Fire, and th’ Ocean

Confirm’d our Empire o’re the conquer’d Flood.

_ Oh happy Iflands, if you knew your blifs! . .
Strong by the Sea’s Proteion, fafe by his:
Exprefs your Gratitude the only way,

And humbly own a Debt too vaft to pay:

Let
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Let Fame aloud to future Ages tell,

None €’re commanded, none obey’d fo well.
While this high Courage, this undaunted Mind,
So Loyal, fo fubmiffively refign’d;

Proclaim that fuch a Hero never fprings,

But from the uncorrupted Blood of Kings.

THE

DREAM

By the EARL of ROSCOMON.

O the pale Tyrant, who to horrid Graves

- Condemns fo many thoufand helplefs Slaves, -
Ungrateful we do gentle Sleep compare ;
- Who, tho’ his Viét’ries as num’rous are,
Yet
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Yet from his Slaves no Tribute does he take,
But woful Cares that load them while they wake.
When his foft Charms had eas’d my weary Sight
Of all the baneful Troubles of the Light;
Dorinda came divefted of the Scorn;

‘Which the unequall’d Maid fo long had worn;
How oft in vain had Love’s great God eflay’d,
To tame the ftubborn Heart of that bright Maid ?
Yet {pight of all the Pride that fwells her Mind,’
The humble God of Sleep can make her kind;

A rifing Blufh increas’d the Native Store

Of Charms that but too fatal were before.

Once more prefent the Vifion to my view,

The fweet Illufion, gentle Fate, renew !

How kind, how lovely fhe; how ravifht I'!
Shew me, bleft God of Sleep, and let me die.
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THE

STORY

OF

PHAETON
" 'Beginnisig the Second B O OK of
OVID's METAMORPHOSES.

— ol

Tranflated by Mr. YOSEP H ADDISON.

THc Sun’s bright Palace on high Pillars rais’d;
With burnifht Gold and flaming Jewels blaz’dy
The Folding-doors difperft a Silver Light;
And with a milder Gleam refrefht the Sight:
n of
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Of politht Iv’ry was the Cov’ring wrought,
"The Metals vied not withthe Workman’sThought 3
For here the Figure of the Heav’ns was plac’dy
Here circling Seas the routided Earth embrac’d; %
And Gods and Goddeffes the Waters grac’d.
c&geon here a mighty Whale beftrode;
Triton and Proteus (the decewmg God)
W ith Doris here were form’d, and all her T'rain,
Some loofely fwimming in the painted Main,
While fome on Rocks their droppmg Hair divide,
And fome on Fifhes through the Waters glide: |
Their Looks were alt ahke, tho’ not the fame,
For Looks ahke the Sl&erhood bccamc
On Earth a diff’rent Landskip courts the Eyes,
Men, Towns, and Beafts i various Profpelts rife,
And Nymphs, and Streams, and Woods, and raral
O’reall the Heav’ns refulgent Tmage ﬂnnf.’s,(chs
On cither Poor were fix engraven Sigas, -

‘ . Here
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" Here Phaeton advancing up th’ Afcent,
To his fufpeed Father’s Palace went,
And preffing forward through the bright Abdde;
Saw at a diftance the Iuftricus God.
He faw at diftance, or the dazling Ligh¢
Had flafht too ftrongly on his aking Sighe:.

‘The God fits high exalced on 4 Throne
Of blazing Gems, with Purple Garments of;
On ev'ry fide the Days, and Months, and Year;
And Hours; and Agés on his Coafts appear.
HerebloomingSpring with flow’ry W reathsisbotind,
Here Sumner ftands in Wheaten Garlands crown’ds
- Here Autumn from the trodden Vintage {weats;
And hoary Winter in the Reer retreats.

Phebus beheld the Youth from off his Throne;
That Eye, which all things fees, was fixt in one,
D2 He
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He faw the Boy’s Confufion in his Face;,

Surpriz’d at all the wonders of the place ;
And cries aloud, What wants my Phaeton ?

For well I know thee; and muft call thee Son.

Light of the World, the tremblirig Youth replics,
Illuftrious Parent! if you don’t defpife
A Parent’s Name from me, fome¢ Token grant,
That may gain Credit to my high Defcent.
Nor let me always live in doubt. This faidy .
He flung the blaze of Glories from lus Head,
And bid the Youth advance: My Son, fays hey
Come to thy Father’s Arms! for Clymene
Has told the Truthy a Parent’s Name I own,
Nor will thy Parent bluth to call thee Sons -
And as a Proof, whate’re Requeft you make
I freely grant; a folemn Oath I take ' %
By Styx, by Hell’s inviolable Lake.

The
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The Youth tranfported, asks without delay,
To guide the Sun’s bright Chariot for a Day.

The God repented of the Oath he took,
For anguith thrice his Radiant Head he fhook; ’
My Son, fays he, fome other Gift require,
Rath was my Promife, rafh is thy Defire.
I'de fain deny this With which thou haft made,
Or, what® ‘can’t deny, I'de fain diffwade.
Too vaft and hazardous the Task appears,
Nor fuited to thy Strength, nor to thy Years, |
Thy Lot is Mortal, but thy Withes fly
Beyond the Province of Mortality: |
There is not one of all the Gods that dares
(Tho’ Converfant in other great Affairs)
To mount the burning Axle-tree, but I;
Not Foue himfelf,: the Ruler of the Sky,

D3 L Th?‘c
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That hurles the three-forkt Thunder from above,
Dares try his Strength; yet who fo ftrong as Fove 4
With Pain the Steeds climb up the firft Afcent,
And when they gain the middle Firmament,
If downward from the Heav’ns my Head I bow,
And fee the Ea}th and Ocean hang below,
Ev'n I am feiz’d with Horror and Aftright,
And my own Heart mifgives me at the fight:
A mighty dawnfal fteeps the Ev’ning Stage,
And fteddy Reins muft curb the Horfes rage. -
Tethys her felf has fear’d to fee me driv’n
Down Headlong _from the Precipice of Heav'n.
Befides, confider what impetuous Force
Tuns Stars and Planets.in a diff'rent Courfe,
1 ftcer againft their Mationsy nor am I
Born back by all the Current of the Sky.
But how cou’d you refift the Orbs that rofl
In rapid Whirls, and the revalving Pole?

But
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But you perhaps may hope for pleafing Woods,
And ftately Domes, and Cities fill'd with Gods.
While through 2 thoufand Snares your Journey lies,
‘Where forms of ftarry Monfters ftock the Skies:
For, fhou’d you hit the doubtful way aright,

The Bull with ftooping Horns ftands oppofite.
Next him the bright Hemonian Bow is ftrung,
And next the Lion’s grinning Vifage hung:

The Scorpion’s Claws here clafp a wide Extent,
And here the Crabs in lefler Clafps are bent.

Nor wou’d you-find it eafie to compofe
TheMett?’dSteeds,when from their Noftrils ﬂowsg ‘
“The fcorching Fire, thatin their Bofom glows.
Ev'n I hold in their ftruggling Mouths with Pain,
When they grow warm and reftif to the Rein.
Let not my Sen a fatal Gift require, -
But, while you may, corre@ your firft Defire;

D 4 “You
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You ask a Gift that may your Parent tell, -

Let thefc my Fears your Parentage reveal;
And learn your Father from a Father’sCare: -
Look on my Face, or if my Heart lay bare, %
‘Wou’'d you but look, you'd read the Father there,
In fhort, behold the Earth, the Sea and Heav'n,
'Chuyfe what you will from all, it fhall be giv’'n;
Only forbear this one ynequal Task,

For ’tis a Mifchief, not a Gift you ask,

You ask a reai Mifchief, Phaeton; - L
Nay hang not thus about my Neck, my Son: . -
I grant your Withgs, Styx confirms my Voiee,
Chufe what you will ;. but make a wifer Choice,

' v":'Thl_lS did the God th’ unwary,-Ybuth advife,
But he ftill longs to- travel through the Skies.
When Phabus (for Delays in vain were caff) -

‘Ta the Valcanian Chariot leads at laft,
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A Golden Axle did the Work uphold, (Gol d
Gold was the Beam, the Wheels were Orb’d with
The Spokes in rows of Silver pleas’d the Sight, ~-
The Harnefles with ftudded Gems were bright, '%
Apollo thin’d in the refleéted Light.

The Youth with fecret Joy the Work furveys,
When now the Morn difclos’d her Purple Rays.
The Stars were fled, for Lucifer had chas’d

The Stars away, and fled himfelf at laft.

Soon as the Father faw the ruddy Motn,

And the Moon hining with a blupter Horn,

He bid the nimble Hours, without delay, -

Bring out the Steeds; the nimble Hours otey:
From their full Racks the gen’rous Steeds retire,
Dropping ambrofial Foams, and fnorting Fire.

All his Sdn’s Face the God with Ointment wet,

Of fecret Virtug to repel the Hea,

Then
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Then fixt the Beamy Circle on his Head,
And fetch’d a deep foreboding Sigh, and faid.

* Take this at leaft, this laft Advice, my Son,
K‘ecb a ftiff Rein, and move but gently on:
The Horfes of themfelves will run too faft,
Your Art muft be to moderate their haft.

Drive ’em not on dire&ly through the Skies,
But where the Zodiac’s winding Circle lies.
Along the middle Zone; but fally forth

Nor to the diftant South, nor ftormy North.
‘The Horfes Hoofs a beaten Track will thow,
But neither mount too high, nor fink too low.
‘That no new Fires, or Heav'n, or Earth infeft,
Keep the mid Way, the middle Way is beft.
Nor, where in radiant folds the Serpent twmes,
Dire& your Courft, nor where the Altar fhines.

Shun
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Shun both Extreams the reft let Fortune guide,
And better for thee than thy felf provide !

See, while I fpeak, the Shades difperfe away,
Aurora gives the Promife of a Day; E
I'm call’d, nor can I make a longer ftay.

Snatch up the Reins; or yet the Task forfake,
And not my Chariot, but myCouncil take,
While yet fecurely on the Earth you ftand,

Nor touch the Horfes with too rath a Hand.
Let me alone'to light the World, while you
Enjoy thofe Beams which you may fafely view,
He fpoke in vain, the Youth with a&ive Heat,
And fprightly Vigour vaults into the Seat.

And joys to-hold the Reins, and fondly gives
Thofe Thanks his Father with remorfe receives.

Mean while the reftlefs Horfes neigh'd aloud,
Breathing out Fire, and pawing where they ftood.
' | Tethys
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Zethy’s not knowing what had paft gave way,
And all the wafte of Heav’n before *em lay. -
They fpring together out, and fwiftly bear
Theflying Youth through Cloudsand yielding Air;
With wingy fpeed outftrip the Eaftern Wind,
And leave the Morning’s fwifteft blaft behind.

The Youth was light, nor cou’d he fill the Seat,
Or poife the Chariot with the ,wonted weight, " *
But as.at Sea th’unballafs’d Veflel rides, °

Caft to and fro, - the fport of Winds anleides, o
So from the bounding Chariot toft on high, - -

The Youth is hurried Headlong through the Sky.
Soon as the Steeds petceive it, they forfake . -
Their ftated Courfe, and leave thg beaten Track,
The Youth was in a maze, nor did he know -

‘Which way to turn the Reins, or where to go;

Then the Seay’n-ftars firft felt Apollo’s Ray, -

Nor wou'd the Horfes, had he known, obey.
And wi(h’d to dip in the forbidden Sea. g



of MISCELLANY POEMS. sy

The folded Serpent next tke frozen Pole,

Stiff and benum’d before, began to roll,

And rag’d with inward Heat, and threatn’d War;
And fhot a redder Light from ev’ry Star. o
Nay and ’tis faid, Boétes too, that thou

Woud’ft fain have fled,tho’ cumber’d with thy Plow.

Th’unhappy Youth then bending down his Head,
Saw, Earth and Ocean underneath him fpread.
His Colour chang’d, he ftartPd at the fight,
And his Eyes darkn’d by too great aLight.
Now cou’d he wifh the Fiery Steeds untry’d,
His Birth obfcure, and his Requeft deny’d.
Now wow’d he Merops for his Father own, -
And gladly quit his Kindred to the Sun.
So fares the Pilot, when his Ship is toft
In troubled Seas, and all its Steerage loft.
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He gives her to the Winds, and in defpair
Puts his laft Refuge in the Gods and Pray’r. .
What cou’d he do? his Eyes, if backward cafty
Find a long Path he had already paft;
If forward, ftill a longer Path they find;
Both he compares and meafures in his Mind.
And fometimes cafts an Eye upon the Eaft,
And fometimes looks on the forbidden Wett.
'The Horfes Names he knew not in the Fright;
Nor wou’d heloofethe R:ms, nor cou’d he hold ’eni
(right.
Now all the Hottors of che Heav'ns ke fpics,
And monftrous Shadows of prodigious fize, %
That, deckt with Stars, lyefcatter’d o’rethe Skies.
‘There is a place above, where Scorpio bent
In Tail and Atms furrounds a vaft Extent.
In a wide Circuit of the Heav’ns he fhines,
And fills the fpace of twa Ceeleitial Signs.
Soor
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Soon as the Youth beheld his Sting, and view’d"
The fweating Monfter in his Poifon ftew’d;

Half dead with fudden Fear be dropt the Reins;
The Stood; percciv’d *em loofe upon their Mains,
And flying out through all the Plains above;

Ran uncontroli’d where-¢’re their Fury drave.
Rufht on the Stars, and through a pathlefs Way
Of unknown Regions hurried on the Day.

And now above, and now below they flew,

And near the Earth the burning (;hztiot drew.
The Cloudsdifperfe in Fumes, the wond’ring Moon
Beholds her Brother’s Steeds beneath her own;
The Mountains {moak, the Chinky Highlands chap,
The Herbage fades away, and fpends its Sap:
And now the Trecs and Leaves together blaz’d,
The Corn vonfum’d by what it firft was rais’d.
But thefe are nothing: Walls and Cities burn,
Kingdoms and People into Afhes turn. ‘
- The
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The Hﬂls arefcorch’d, thewith’ring Woods exptte;
Athos and Tmolus feel the kindling Fire: = .
Hete Octé and Cilician Taurus fry, '

Here Idz fmoaks; with all its Fountains drys
Ocagrian Hemus (then a fingle Name)

- And Virgin Helicon increafe the Flamej

Eryx, and Othrys, and Citheron glows

And Rhodepe no longer cloath’d in Snow §

High Péndus; Mimas, and Parnaffus fweats

- And.c_Etna rages with redoubl’d Heat.

Ev’n the remoteft Scythian Fields-were warm’dy

‘Whom endlefs Cold and native Winters arm’d.

L

Now Phacton; where-c’re his Eyes cow’d turny
Beheld the Univerfe around him burn.
The raging of the Fire hé cou’d not bear,
'When through his Lungs he drew the fcorching Air'y

Which
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Which from below, as from a Furnace, flow’d;
And now the Axle-tree beneath him glow’d ;
Thick fmoaky Vapours from the Burnings broke,
And Clouds of Afhes hover’d inthe Smoke.

He flew where-e’re the Horfes drove, nor knew
Whither the Horfes drove, or where he fiew.
"Twas then, they fay, the fwarthy Moors begun
To fcorch with Heat, and blacken in the Sun.
Then Lybia firft, of all its moifture drain’d,
Became a long extended Tra& of Sand.

The -Wéter-N ymphs lament their empty Utrns,
For her B:eot.ian Current Dirce mourns.

Their Rivers Argos and Pirene lofe,

_Thefe Ephyre, laments, and Amymoné thofe.

In vain the Streams in diftant Regions flow’d,

Ev’n Tanais with all her Ice was thaw’d.

E Enrag’d
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Enrag’d Caicus and Ifmenos roar,
And 'Xanthus, fated to be burnt once more.
In Flames the Zfer and the Ganges roll’d,
And T agus floating in her melted Gold.
The Swans that on Cayfer often try’d
Their tuneful Songs, now fung their laft and dy’d.
The frighted Nile tan off, and under Ground
Conceal’d his Head, nor can it yet be found. -
His {ev’n divided Currents all are dry,
And where they roll’d, fev’n gaping Trenches lye.
The Ground all cleft admits the piercing Ray,
And ftartles Pluto with the fight of Day.
‘The Sea fhrinks in, and leaves a barren Plain,
A wafte of Gravel, where before it ran.
The Rocks are all difcover’d, and increafe
The number of the fcatter’d Cyclades.
The Fifh in Sholes about the bottom creep,
Nor longer dares the crooked Dolphin leap.
The
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The gafping Phoce, parboil’d in the Stream,
With turn’d-up Bellies on the Surface fwim.
Nereus and “Doris too, with all her Train,

Seck out the laft Recefles of the Main.

Stern Neptune thrice above the Waves upheld
His Face, as oftenr by the Flames repell’d.

The Earth at length, on ev’ry fide embrac’d
With fcalding Seas, that floated round her Wafte,
When now fhe felt the Springs and Rivers come,
And creep within the hollow of her Womb,
Up-lifted to the Heav’ns her blafted Head,

And clapt her Hand upon her Brows, and faid.
But firft, impatient of the fultry Heat,

Sunk deeper down, and {fought a cooler Seat.

If you, Great Kingof Gods, my Death approve,
And I deferve it; let me die by Fove;

E 2 | If



64 The FIFTH PART
if I muft perith by the force of Fire,

Let me transfixt with Thunderbolts expire.

See whilft I fpeak my Breath the Vapours choak,
For then her Face and Mouth lay wraptin Smoak ;
See my fing’d Hair, behold my faded Eye, -
And wither’d Face, where heaps of Afhes lye!

“This the Reward for all the Fruits I bear,
Tortur’d with Rakes, and harafs’d all the Year?
That Herbs for Cattel daily I renew,

~And does the Plow for this my Body tear? %
|

And Meat for Man, and Frankincenfe for you.
But grant me guilty; what has Neptune done?
Why are his Waters boiling in the Sun?

The wavy Empire, which by lot was giv’n,

- Why doesit wate, and further (hrink from Heav’n?
IfI nor he your pity can provoke, \
Seeyour own Heav’ns, the Heav’ns begin to fmoke.
If once the Sparkles catch thofe bright Abodes,
Deftru&tion feizes on the Heav’ns and Gods.
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Atlas becomes unequal to the Freight,

And almoft faints beneath the glowing Weight.
If Heav’n, and Earth, and Seas together burn,
All muft again into their Chaos turn.

Apply fome fpeedy Cure, confult the Fate
AndDoom of all things, e’rc it be too late.

(The Vapours here fuppreft herVoice) This faid,
Down to the deepeft Shades fhe funk her Head.

Fove call’d to Witnefs ev’ry Pow’r above,
And ev’n the God whofe Son the Chariot drove;
‘That what he acted he was forc’d to do,
Cr univerfal Ruin wou’d enfue.
He then afcended his Atherial Throne,
From whence he us’d to hurle the Thunder down,
From whencehisShow’rsand Storms he us’dto pour,

But now cou’d meet with neither Storm nor Show’r.

E 3 Then,
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Then, aiming at the Youth, with lifted Hand -
Full at his Head he thot the flaming Brand . %
Which ftopt theFlames, and Fires with Fxrc re-

~ At once from Life, and from the Chariot driv’n,
‘Th’ ambitious Youth fell Thunder-ftruck from
| The Horfes ftarted with a fudden Bound, (Heav’n.
And flung the Reins and Chariot to, the Ground.
The ftudded Harnefs from their Necks they broke,
Here fell a Wheel, and here a Silver Spoke,
Here were the Beam and Axle torn away, (ay.
And, {catter’d o’re the Earth, the thining Fragments
The blafted Phaeron with flaming Hair,

Shot from the Chariot, like a falling Star,

Which in a cloudlefs Ev’ning from the top

Of Heav’n drops down, or feems at leaft to drop;
*Till on the Po his fmoaking Corps was hurl’d,

Far fram his Country, in the Weftern World.

NOTES
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N OTES
On the foregoing

STORY.

HE Story of Phacton is told with a greater

Air of Majefty and Grandeur than any o-

ther in all Ovid. It is indeed the moft im-
portant Subjelt he treats of, except the ‘Deluge;
and I caw’t but believe that this is the Conflagrati-
on he hints at in the firft Book;

Efle quoque in fatis reminifcitur affore tempus
uo mare, quo tellus, Correptaque Regia cceli
Ardeat & mundi moles operofa laboret.

(tho the Learned apply thofe Verfes to the fu-
ture Burning of the World) for it fully anfiwers that
Defcription, if the

----Cceli miferere tui, circumfpica utrumquc,
Fumat uterque polus.

E 4 Fumat
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Fumat uterque polus---- comes up to Correptaque
Regia Cceli----.  Befides it is Ovid’s Cuftom to pre-
pare the Reader for a following Story, by giving
fome Intimations of it in a foregoing onme, which
was more particularly necefJary to be done before he
led us into fo flrange a Story as this he us now
upon.

For here the Earth, &¢c.] We have here the
Picture of the Univerfe drawn in lttle. N
/ —Balznarumque prementem
Ageona fuis immunia terga lacertis.

“Ageon makes a diverting Figure in it.

~Facies non omnibus Una
Nec Diverfa tamen: qualem decet effe fororum.

The thought is very pretty, of giving Doris and her
Daughters fuch a difference in their Looks as s
natural to different ‘Perfons, and yet fuch a like-
nefs as fhow’d their Affinity.

Terra viros, urbefque gerit, {ylvafque, ferafque,
Fluminaque,8 Nymphas,& cxtera numina Ruris.

The lefs important Figures are well huddled together
in the promifcuoys ‘Defcription at the end, which
very well reprefents what the Painters call a
Grouppe. : :
- ) ~-----Cincum
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—Circum caput omne micantes
Depofuit radios; propiufque accedere juffit.

He flung the Blaze, &rc.] It gives us a great I-
mage of Phoebus, that the Touth was forc’d to look
on him at a diftance, and not able to approach bim
'till e had lain afide the Circle of Rays that caft
Such a Glory about his Head. And indeed we may
every where obferve in Ovid, that he never fails of
a dye loftine(s in his 1deas, tho’ he wants 1t in hss
Hords. And this I think infinitely better than to
have fublime Expreffions and mean Thoughts,
which is generally the true Charaéter of Claudian
and Statius. But this is not confider’d by them who
run down Ovid in the grofs, for alow middle way
of Writing. What can be more [imple and unadorw’'d
inthe Language, than bis ‘Defcriptionof Enceladusin
the Sixth Book 2

Nititur ille quidem, pugnatque refurgere {zepe,
Dextrafed Aufonio manus eft fubje&ta Peloro,
Lazva Pachyne tibi, Lilibzo crura premuntur,
Degravat Aitna caput, fub qui refupinus arenas
Ejeat, flammamque fero vomit ore Typhzus.

But the Image we have here is truly Great and
Sublime, of a Giant vomiting out a Tempeft of Fire,
and heaving up all Sicily, with the Body of an
Ifland upon his Breaft, and a vaft Promontory on
either Arm, ,

There
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There are few Books that have had worfe Com-
mentators on ’em than Ovid’s Metamorphofis.
Thofe of the graver fort have been wholly taken up
in the Mythologies, ):z\nbd think they have appear’d
very judicious, if theyhave fbewn us out of an old
Author that Ovid is miftaken in a Pedigree, or has
turn’d fuch a Perfon into a Wolf that ought to
have been made a Tiger. Others have employ’d
themfelves on what never enter’d into the Poet’s
thoughts, in adapting a dull Moral to every Story,
and making the Perfons of his Poems to be only
Nick-names for fuch Virtues or Vices ;5 particularly
the pious Commentator, Alexander Rofs, bas div’d
deeper into our Author’s Defign than any of the reff ;
Sor be diftovers in him the greateft Myfteries of the
Chriftian Religion, and finds almoft in every Page
Jome Typical Reprefentations of the World,the Flefb,
and the Devil. But if thefe Writers have gome
too decp, others have been wholly employ’d in the
Surface, moft of ’em [erving only to kelp out a
School-Boy in the Confruing part ; or if they go out
of their way, it is only to mark out the Gnomz of
the Author, as they call ’em, which are gemerally
the heavieft pieces of a Poet, diffinguif’d from the
reft by Italian Characters. The beft of Ovid’s Ex-
pofitors is he that wrote for the Dauphin’s ufe, who
bas very well fbewn the meaning of the Author, but
[feldom reflects on his Beauties or Imperfectionss for
in moft places he rather alls the Geographer than
the Critick, and inflead of pointing out the finenefs
of a Defrription, only tells you in what part }o; t;y;

or
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World the place is fituated. I [ball therefore only
confider Ovid under the Charaéler of a Poet, and
endeavour to fbew himimpartially,without the ufual
prejudice of a Tranflator ; which I am the more wil-
ling to do, becaufe I believe fuckh a Comment would
give the Reader a truer tafte of Poetry than a Com-
ment on any other Poet wow'd do ; for in reflecting
on the ancient ‘Poets, Men think they may venture
to praife all they meet with in fome, and [tarce a-
ny thing in others; but Ovid is confeft to have a
mixture of both kinds, to have [omething of the
beft and worft Poets, and by confequence to be the
Saireft Subject for Criticifim.

My Son, fays he, é'cg Pheebus’s Speech is ve-
ry nobly ufber’

s in, with the Terque quaterque Con-
. cutiens Illuftre caput—-- and well reprefents the
danger and difficulty of the Undertaking ; but that
which ts its peculiar Beauty, and makes it trujy O«
vid’s, # the reprefenting >em juft as a Father wow'd
2o his young Son ; :

Per tamen adverfi gradieris cornua Tauri,
Hzmoniofque arcus, violentique ora Leonis,
Szvaque circuitu curvantem brachia longo
Scorpion, atq; aliter curvantem brachia Cancrum.

Jfor one while be [cares him with Bugbears in the
way,

—Vafti quoque rector Olympi, | .
g Qui
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Qui fera terribili jaculetur fulmina Dextri
Nonagathoscutrus ; & quid Fove majus habetur 2

Deprecor hoc unum quod vero nomine Peena,
Non honor eft. Penam,Phacton, promunere pofcis.

and in other places perfectly tattles like a Fatherywhich
by the way makes the length of the Speech very na-
tural, and concludes with all the Fondnefs and Con-
cern of a tender Parent.

—--Patrio Pater efle metu probor. afpice vultus
Ecce meos: utinamque oculos in petore pofles
Inferere, & Patrias intus deprendere curas! &c.

A Golden Axle, &c.] Ovid bas more Turns
and Repetitions in his Words than any of the Latin
Poets, which are always wonderfully eafie and na-
tural in him. The Repetition of Aureus, and the
Tranfition to Argenteus, in the Defcriptian of the
Chariot, give thefe Verfes a great Sweetnefs and
Majefty.

Aureus Axis erat, temo Aureus, Aurea fumms,
Curvatura Rotz; radiorum Argenteus ordo.

Drive ’em not on dire&ly, &c.| Several bave
endeavour’d to vindicate Ovid againf? the old Ob-
jection, that he miftakes the Annual for the Diur-
nal motion of the Sun. The Dauphin’s Notes tell

s that Ovid knew very well the Sun did not pafs
y through
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through all the Signs he names in one Day, but
that he makes Phoebus mention >em only to frighten
Phaeton from the Undertaking. But tho' this
may anfwer for what Phoebus fays in his firft
Speech, it can’t for what is [aid in this, where he is
aitually giving Directions for his Fourney, and
plainly \

Se&us in Obliquum eft lato Curvamine limes.
Zonarumque trium contentus fine polumque
Effugito auftralem, juntamq; Aquilonibus Ar&ton.

defcribes the Motion through all the Zodiac.
~ And not my Chariot, &v¢.] Ovid’s Verfe is

Confiliis non Curribus utere noftris. This way
of joining two fuch different 1deas as Chariot and
Counc:! to the fame Verb is mightily ufed by Ovid,
but vs a very low kind of Wit, and has always
in it a mixture of Pun, becaufe the Verb muft be
taken in_a diferent Senfe when ’tis join’d with one
of the things from what it has inConjunétion with
the other. Thus in the end of this Story be tells you
that Jupiter flung & Thunderbolt at Phaeton—
Pariterque, animique, rotifque Expulit Aurigam,
where he makes a forc’d piece of Latin (Anima ex-
pulit aurigam) zhat he may couple the Soul and the
Wheels to the fame Verb.

" ‘Then the Seven Stars, &¢.] I wonder none of
Ovid’s Commentators have taken notice of the O-

verfight

P
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wverfight he has committed in this Verfe, where be
makes the Triones grow warm before there was ever
Such a Sign in the Heavens; for he tells us in this
very Book, that Jupiter turn’d Califto into this Con-
Sftellation, after he had repair’d the Ruins that Pha-
cton bad made in the World. :

The Youth was in a Maze, &v¢.] It is impoffi-
ble for a Man to be drawn in a greater Confufion
than Phaeton is; but the Antithefis of Light and
Darkne(s a little flattens the Defcription. Sunt-
que Oculis tenebra per tantum lumen abortz. ,

Athos and Tmolus, &c.] Ovid has here, after the
way of the old Poets, given us a Catalogue of the
Mountains and Rivers which were burnt. But, that
I might not tire the Englith Reader, I have left out
Jfome of ’em that make no Figure in the Deftription,
and inverted the Order of the reft according as the
[inoothnefs of my Verfe requird.

*Twas then, they fay, the fwarthy Moor, &rc.]
This is the only Metamorphofis in all this long Sto-
ry, which contrary to Cuftom is inferted in the mid-
dle of it. The Criticks may determine whether what
follows it be not too great an Excurfion in him who
propofes it as his whole Defign to let us know the
Changes of things. I dare [ay that if Ovid bad
not religionfly obferv’d the Reports of the ancient
Mythologifts, we fhould have feen Phaeton turn’'d
into [ome Creature or other that hates the Light
of the Sun; or perhaps into an Eagle that fii!] takes
pleafure to gaze on it.

The
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The frighted Nile, drc.] Ovid has made a great
many pleafant Images towards the latter end of
this Story. His Verfes on the Nile

Nilus in extremum fugit perterritus orbem

Occuluitque caput quodadhuclatet: oftiafeptem

Pulverulenta vacant, feptem fine Flumina Valles.
are as noble as Virgil cow’d have written ; but
then he ought not to have mention’d the Channel
of the Sea afterwards, :

Mare contrahitur, ficcoque eft campus Arene. .
becaufe the Thought is too near the other. The
Image of she Cyclades 7s a wvery pretty one ;
Quos altum texerat zquor

Exiftunt montes, & fparfas Cycladas augent.
but to tell us that the Swans grew warm in
Cayfter,

Medio volucres caluere Cayftro. '
- and that the Dolphins durft not leap,
Nec fe fuper zquora curvi

Tollere confuetas audent Delphines in auras.
is intolerably trivial on [0 great a Subjet as the
Burning of the World.

The Earth at Length, &c.] We have here a
Speech of the Earth, which will doubtle(s (eem
very unnatural to an Englith Reader. it 1s I be-
lieve the boldeft Profopopeia of any in the old
Poets; or if it were never [0 naturaly, Ican’t but
think fbe [(peaks too much in any reafon for ome in
ber Condition.
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UPON THE

D EATH

OF THE

EARL of DUNDEE.

By M. D RT D E N.

H laft and beft of Scots ! who did’ft maintain

— ThyCountry’sfreedom,fromaForeignR eign.
New People ﬁll\ the Land now thou art gone,
New Gods the Temples, and new Kings the Throne.
Scotland and Thee did each in other live;
Nor wow’dft thou her, nor cou’d fhe thee furvive.
Farewel, who dying did fupport the State,
And cou’dft not fall but with thy Country’s Fate.

THE
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longer ftay © . [ i~
~ My cager Thoughes, that force themfelves away,
Surg, none infpir'd,. whofe Heat tranfports ‘em fill
Above their _I?.qgf@x}, and bcyopq their Will,.* -

Can firns,againdt the firong Impulfe remain;:

Y Yicld, Iyicld, aad can no

Cenfure it {clf were not fo fharp a Pain.

Let vulgar Minds fubmit to vulgar Sway; =
‘What Ignorancc, (hall think, or M&l.ice .f'f‘]:‘,i, -
To me at;e Trifles; if ,ti:e koowing few, - = -,
Who; can fee Faults, but can forgive:them tog, -
Applaud that Geniys which themfelyes partake, -
And fpare the Poet for the Mufe’s fake. -

F | The
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The Mufe who raifes me from humble Ground,
To view the vaft and various World around :
Houfaﬁ I.-mouat' ~I-n w,hat@ we,pd rous way, -
Lgrow tr:mﬁmrtbd ‘j) thxsslargc'ﬁnrvcy' : -""‘
I value Earth no more, and far below
Methinks I fee thebufie Pigmiesigo;. - &
My Soul entranc’dy isin a Rapeeee browght' -
Above the common-Tra&s of vﬁlgat Tﬁdu‘ghf o
With-Fancy wing’d’I"féel the-purer Air, =+ 77/
Andwith Conitemptlook déwnén HamanCates: -

' . T TR PR ST

Airy Aimbition everfoarinig ighy 71
Stands moft exp‘os’d"to*imy ‘cenforidus: Eyéf‘; T
Behold *enrtoiling-upra flippry Hilly - - 217 ¢
Whiere; tho' artiv'd, “they muft-be toiling-ftill" -
Some; withi unfteddly Feet; juft fitfn-to Ground,
Others at top; - whofe Heads are turning idimd: °

To
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To this high Sphere it happens ftill that fome,
The moft unfit, are forwardeft to come; - . . -
Yet among thefe are Princes forc’d to chufe,
Or feck out fuch as would perhaps refufe.
Pow’r, if too great, is fafely plac’d in none,
And foon becomes a Dragoen, or 2 Drone. ' -
Eicher remifs and negligentiof all, - |
Or clfe Impericus and Tyrannical.

The Mufe infpires me riow to look agen,
And fee a meaner fort of fordid Men,
Doating on little-Heaps of yellow Duft; °
For that, defpifing: Honour, Eafe, and Luft.
Let other Bards, exprcfﬁng how it fhines,
Deferibe. with Envy, what the Mifer finds;
But like fome Heap of Dit it feems to mé;
Where we may juft fisch crawling Vermine fee.

: LTy e S,

o F 2 Through
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ThroughFilth they creep athoufand crooked Ways,
Infenfible of Infamy or Praife. o
Loaded with Guilt, they ftill purfue their Courfe;
Nor areto be reftrain’d by Friendfhip’sfacred Force,

Not to inlarge on fuch an obvieus Thought;
Behold their Folly, which tranfcends their Fault !
Alas, their Cares and Caption only tend
To gain the Means, and then to lofe the End.
Like Heroes in Romances, ftill in Fight
For Miftrefles that yield them no Delight.

This, of all Vice, doe§ moft debafe the Mingd,
And Gold isan Aljay to Human-kind. -

Oh, happy Times, when no ‘fu,ch thing as Coirt
E’er tempted Friends to part, or Foes to join!
Cattle, or Cprn?' among thofe hamjn.!cfs Men,
Was all their Wealth; the Gold and Silver then:

Corn
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Corn was too bulky to corrupt a Tribe,

And bellowing Herds would have betray’d the Bribe.
Our Traffick is meer intercourfe of Ill,

And ev’ry Wind brings a new Mifchief ftill ;

By Trade we flourifh in our Leaves and Fruit,
But Av'rice and Excefs devour the Root.

Thus far the Mufe unwillingly has been

Fix’d on the dull, lefs pleafing forts of Sin;

But with Delight fhe views the diff’rent ways

Of Luxury, and all its Charms furveys.

Oh Luxury! thou foft, but fure Deceit!

Rife of the Mean, @d Ruin of the Great!

‘Thou fure Prefage of ill approaching Fates!

The Bane of Empires, and the Change of States!
Armies in vain refift thy mighty Pow’r;

Not Plagues,or Famine would confound them more.
Thus Rome her felf, While o’re the Worldfhe flew,
And did, by Virtue, all the World fubdue,

F3 Was
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‘Was by her own Vittorious Arms oppreft,
And catch’d Infe&tion from the conquer’d Eaft;
‘Whence all thofe Vices came, which foon devour

The beft Foundations of Renown and Pow’r.

But, oh, what need have we abroad to roam,
Who feel tco much the fad Effeéts at home
- Of wild Excefs; which we fo plainly find
Decays the Body, and impairs the Mind.
Yet the grave Fops muft not prefume from hence
To 1light the facred Pleafures of the Senfe;
Our Appetites are Nature’s Laws, and giv’n
Under the broad Authentick Seal of Heav’n.
Let Pedants wrangle, and let Biggots fight,
To put reftraint on innocent Delight, %
But Heav’n and Nature’s always in the right ;
They wou’d not draw poor wretched Mortals in,
Nor give Defires that fhall be doom’d for Sin.

But
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But that, .in height of harmlefs Joys, we may -
Laft to old Age, and never lofe a Day:

Amidft our Pleafures we our felves fhould fpare,
And manage all with Temperance and Care.
Yet Heav’n forbid, but we fometimes may fteep
Our Joys in Wine, and lull our Cares afleep:

It raifes- Nature, ripens Seeds of Worth;

Like Pittures wet, to fetch the Colours forth:
But if the Varnith we too oft apply,

Like Colours, we, alas! grow faint and die.

Hold, hold, impetuous Mufe: I wou’d reftrain
Her over-eager Heat, but all in vain;
Abandon’d to Delights, fhe longs to rove;
I check her here, and now fhe flies to Love;
Shews me fome rural Nymph by Shepherd chas’d,

Soan overtaken, and as foon embrac’d;

F 4 - The
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The Grafs by her, as fhe'by him is preft; -

For fhame, my Mufe, let-Fancy guefs the reft;

At fuch a point Fancy can never ftay,

But flies beyend whatever you can fay.

Belpld thc filent Shades, the am’rous'Grave,

The dear Delights, the yery A& of Love.

This is his loweft Spheee, his Country Sceae,

thré Love is humble, and his Fare but mean.

Yet {pringing up, without the Help.of Art, -

Leaves a fincerer Rélifh of the Heart;

More healthfully, tho’ not fo finely fed,

And better thrives than where more bicgly bred:

But ’tis in Courts where moft-he makes-a Show,

And high Enthron’d, governs the World below ;

For, theugh in Hiftoties learn’d Ignorance ’

Atgributes all to Cunning, or to‘Chance,

Love, in that grave Difguife, .does often fmile,

Knhowing the Caufe was Kindnefs all the while.
What
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What Stoty, Place, or Perfon does not prove -
The boundlefs Influenee of mighty Love?
Whese:e’er the Sun-does vig'rous Heats infpire,
Bath-Sexes love and languith in Defire. T
The weary’d Swain; faft in the Ayms of Sleepy
Love canawake; and often fighing keep; - -
And bufie Gown-men, by fond Love difguis'd;
Will leafure findto-make themfelves defpis’d. .
Imperious Kings fubmitto.Beauty’s fway;
Beauty it felf; a greatec Prince than they, . - -
‘With all its: Vianity, and all.ies Pride, ¢ fde.
Lyes. oftek languithing by fome blefs’d Shepherd’s
I meant t0.1light the foft bewitching Charm,

But yet my Head dnd Heart:are.both too warm;
I doat on Womankind with all its Faults,
Love turns: my: Satyr-into fofteft Thoughts;
- Of all thatPaffien which our Peace deftroys,
Inftead of Mifchiefs I defcribe the Joys.
But
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But fhort will be its Reign (I fear too fhort)

And prefent Cares fhall be my future Sport.
‘Then,Love’s brightTorch put out, hisArrows broke;
Loofe from kind Chains, and from obliging Y oke}
Toall fond Thoughts Fll fing fuch counter. .Gharms,'_\
The Fair fhall liften in their Lovers Arms;

Now the Enthufiaftick Fit is fpent, .1 .
I fecl my Weaknefs, and too:late repent.::
As they, - who walk in Dreams oft climb too- lugh
For Senfe to follow with a waking Eye;
And; in fuch dang’rous Paths, are blindby bold;
"Which afterward they tiemble to bebolds = .. -
So I review:the Sallies of ‘hy Pen, -
And modeft Judgment is returi’d agen;
My Confidence I curfe, my Fate accufey: .- -
Scarce hold from:cenfuring the facred Mufe. "~ -

i1
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No wretched Poet of the railing Pit,
No Critick curs’d with the wrong-fide of Wit,

s more fevere from Ignorance and Spite,
Then I with Reafon againft all I Write.

EUROP As RAPE;

Tranflated from O 7 I D.

By Mr. JOSEPH ADDISON.

‘ N J Hen now the God his Fury had allay’d,
AndtakenVeng’anceof the faithlefs Maid,
From where the bright Azhenian Turrets rile
He fteers his Flight, and reafcends the Skies.

Fove faw at diftance his approaching Son,
And thus aloud befpeaks him from his Throne:

My trufty Hermes, for to thee is giv’n

To be the fole Ambaflador of Heav’n,
Fly
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Fly quickly hence to the Sidonian Earth,

That borders on the Land which gave thee Birth;
There find a Herd of Heifers ftragling o’re

The Neighb’ring Hill, and drive *em to the Shore.
Thus fpoke the God, concealing his Intcnt.

The trufty Hermes on the Meflage went,

And found the Herd of Heifers ftragling o’re

A Neighb’ring Hill, and drove *em to the Shore;
Where the King’s Daughter, with a lovely Train
Of Fellow-Nymphs, was fporting on the Plain,

It was impoflible at once for Fove
To keep his Grandeur, and indulge his Love.
The Ruler of the Skies, the Thund’ring God, -
That thakes the World’s Foundations with a Nod,
Among a Herd of lowing Heifers ran, |

Frisk’d in a Bull, and bellow’d o’re the Plain.

Large
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Large rolls of Fat about his Shoulders clung,

And from his Neck the double Dewlap hung.

His Skin was whiter than the new-faln Snow,
Small were his Horns, and harmlefs was his Brow ;
No fhining Terrors fparkl’d in his Sight,

But his Eyes languifh’d with a gentle Light.

His ev’ry Look was peaceful, and expreft

The foftnefs of the Lover in the Beaft.

Agenor’s Royal Daughter, as fhe plaid
Among the Fields, the Milk-white Bull furvey’d,
And view’d his fpotlefs Body with Delight,
And at a diftance kept him in her Sight.
At length fhe pluck’d the rifing Flow’rs, and fed
The gentle Beaft, and fondly ftrok’d his Head.
He ftood well-pleas’d to touch the charming Fair,

But hardly cou’d confine his Pleafure there.

And
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And now he wantons o’rethe N eighb’ring Strand, |
Now rolls his Body on the yellow Sand ;

And finding all the Virgin's fear decay’d,

Comes tofling forward to the Royal Maid;

Gives her his Breaft to firoke, and downward turns
His grifly Brow, and gently ftoops his Horns.

* In flow’ry Wreaths the Royal Virgin dreft

His bending Horns, and kindly clapt his Breaft.
*Till now grown wanton, and devoid of Fear,
Not knowing that fhe preft the Thunderer,

She fixt her felf upon his Back, and rode

O're Fields and Meadows, feated on the God.

He gently marcli’d along, and by degrees
Left the dry Meadow, and approach’d the Seas;
Where now he dips his Hoofs and wets his Thiglts,

Now plungcs in and carries off the Prize.

The
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The frighted Nymph looks backward on the Shoar,
And hears the tumbling Billows round her roar;
But {till fhe holds him faft, with one Hand born
Upon his Back, while *tother grafps a Horn.
The Train of ruffling Garments flies behind,
Swells in the Air, and hovers in the Wind.

Through Storms and Tempefts he the Virgin bore,
And lands her fafe on the Diéfean Shore.
‘Where now, in his Divineﬁ Form array’d,
In his true Shape he Captivates the Maid.
‘Who gazes on him, and with wond’ring Eyes
Beholds the new Majeftick Figure rife.
Views his bright Features, and his Native Light,
And all the God difcover’d to her Sight.

NorEs
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N orEs on the foregoing STORY.

T was impoffible at once, &¢c.] This Story is
prettily told, and very well brought in by thofe
two ferions Lines,

Non bene conveniunt, nec in uni fede morantur,

Majeftas & Amor. Sceptri gravitate reliti, &c.

without which the whole Fable would have appear’d
very prophane. .

The frighted Nymph looks, &-v¢.] ThisConfler-

nation and Bebaviour of Europa

----Elufam defignat Imagine tauri

Europen: verum taurum, freta vera putaras.

Ipfa videbatur terras fpectare relictas,

Et comites clamare fuas, tatumque vereri

Aflilientis aquez, timidafque reducere plantas.

is better defcrib’d in Arachne’s Picture in the Sixth
Bookythan it is here; and in the beginning of Tatius
his Clitophon and Leucippe, than in either place.
It is indeed ufual among the Latin Poets (who had
more Art and Refleition than the Grzcian) to take
hold of all opportunities to defcribe the Pitture of
any Place or Attion, which they generally do better
than they cow’d the Place or Aétion it [elf ; becaufe
in the Defcription of a Pilture you have a double
Subfelt before you, either to defcribe the Picture it
Jelf, or what is reprefented in it.
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T HE

SPEECHES

O F o
BRUTUS and CATO.

Tranflated from Lucan,
LiB. 2. LIN. 234. .

By Mr. R O /7 E.

In the lasser part of the Firft Book, and the beginning of the
Second, the Poet, after having defcribd the Prodigies rhat
Sforeraxn the Civil Wars, gives an Accownt of the general
Gonfiernation every Body was wnder at Rome, from an Ap-
prebenfion of the Calamities they were to [uffer berween the
two Faltions, From thence he takes an occafion to introduce
the Famoss M. Brutus com(ulting Cato comcerming the War-
that was likely to enfwe, which is the Swbjett of the rwo fol-
lowing Speeches.

P\ Iftracted thus with Fears, prefaging Rome

Labour'd with Evils that were yet to come;

But Brutus Temper fail’d not with the reft,
Nor with the common Weaknefs was oppreft, %

But kepttheN ative Peace within his manly Breaft.
G *Twas
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*Twas when the folemn dead of Night cameon,
When bright Califfo, with her fhining Son, %
Now half their Circle round the Pole had run;
When Brutus, on the bufie Times intent,

To virtuous Cato’s humble Dwelling went.
Waking he found him, careful for the State,
Grieving and fearing for his Countrjr’s Fate.

For Rome, and wretched Rome alone he fear’d ;
Secure within himfelf, and for the worft prepar’d.
To him thus Brutus {poke. O thouy; to whom |
Forfaken Virtue flies, as to her Home:

Driv’n out, and by an impious Age opprefly

She finds no room on Earth but Cazo’s Breaft;
There, in her one good Man, fhe reigns fecure,
Fearlefs of Vice, or Fortune’s Hoftile Pow’s.
Then teach my Soul, to Doubt and Error prone,.

Teach me a Refolution like thy own.

Let



of MISCELLANY POEMS. o5

Lgt partial Favour, Hopes, or Int’reft guide, A
By various Motives; all the World befide, g
To Pompey’s, ot ambiticus Cefzr’s Side;
Thou, Cato, art my Leadet. Whetlier Peace
And calm Repofe, amidft thefe Storms fhall pleafe;
Or whether War thy Ardour fhall engage, "
To gratiﬁe the Madnefs of this Age; ( i sRage g
Herd with the faious Chxcfs, and urge thePeo-
The Ruffian, Bankrupt, loofe Adulterer,
All who the Pow’r of Laws and ]u’ﬁice fear, E
From Guilt learn fpecious Reafons for the Wa#,
By Starving, Want and Wickedriefs prepar'd;
Wifely they atm for Safety and Reward;
Butoh! what Caufe, what Reafon can’ft thou find 2
Art thou to Arms, for love of Afms,‘ inclin’d?
Haft thou the Manners of this Age withftood,
And for fo many Years been fingly good; g
To be repaid with Civil Wars and Blood?

| Gz | . Let
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Let thofe to Vice enur’d for Arms prepare,
In thee *twill be Impiety to dare; %
Preferve at leaft, ye Gods, thefe Hands from War.
Nor do thou meanly with the Rabble join,

Nor grace their Caufe with fuch an Arm asthine.
To thee the Fortune of the Fatal Field
Inclining, unaufpicious Fame fhall yeild;

Each to thy Sword fhall prefs, and with to be

Imputed as thy Crime, and'charg’d on thee.

‘Which Noife and Faéion never thould moleft,
" Nor break the facred Quict of thy Breaft;
Where Harmony and Order ne’er thould ceafes

Happier thou wert, if with Retirement bleft, %

But ev’ry Daj fhould take its Turn in Peace;

So in Eternal fteddy Motion roll

The radiant Spheres around the ftarry Pole.

Fierce Lightnings, Meteors,and the Winter’s Stormy -

Earth, - and the Face of lower Heay’n deform;
Whilft
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Whilft all by Nature’s Laws is calm above,

No Tempeft rages in the Court of . Fove.

Light Particles and idle Atoms fly,

Toft by the Winds, and featter'd round the Sky,
While the more folid Parts the Force refift,

And fix’d and ftable on their Centre reft.

Lefar fhall hear with Joy, that thou art join’d
With fighting Fattions, to difturb Mankind;
Tho’ fworn his Foe, he fhall applaud thy Choice,
Andthink his wicked War approvd by Caro’s Voice.
See, how to fwell their mighty Leader’s Sfate,
‘The Confuls and the fervile Senate wait;

Ev’n Cato’s {elf to Pompey’s Yoak muft bbw,
And all Mankind are Slaves, but Cefar, now.
If War, however, be atlaft our Doom,

¥ we muft Arm for Liberty and Rome,

While undecided yet their Fate depends,

Czfar and Pompey are alike my Friends;

’ G3 - Which
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Which Party I fhall chufe is yet to know;

That let theWar decide; who Conquers is my Foe.

Thus fpdkc the Youth: When Cata thus expreft

The facred Counfels of his inmoft Breaft.

Brutus, with thee, I own the Crime is great, -

With thee, this impious Civil War I hate; | %

But Virtue blindly follows, led by Fate.

Anfwer your felves, ye Gods, and fct me free, .

If I am guilty, ’tis by your Decree.

If yon fair Lamps above fhould lofe their Light,

And leave the wretched World in endlefs Night; -

If Chaos thould in Heav’n and Earth prevaik

And univerfal Nature’s Frame thould fail,

What §t6ic1§ would not the Misfortune fhare,

Nor think that Defolatipn worth his Care?

?rinces and N ations, whom wide Seas divide, o .

‘Where other Stars far diftant Heav’ns do guide,g

Have brought their Epﬁgns to the Roman Side; «
- Avert
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From their cold North, to prop declining Rome, o
That I thou’d fee her fall, and fit fecure at home. -
As an unhappy Sire, by Death undone,

Robb’d of his Age’s Joy, his only Son,

Attends him to the Tomb with pious Care,

To pay his laft Paternal Office there ;

Takes a fad Pleafure in the Croud to go,

And be himfelf pirt of the pompous Woe;
Then waits *till, ev’ry Ceremony paft,

His own fad Hand may light the Pile at laft,

So fix’d, fo faithful to thy Caufe, O Rome,
With fuch a Conftancy and Love I come;
Refolv’d for thee and Liberty to mourn,

And never! never! from your Sides be torn;

. Refolv’d to follow ftill your common Fate,
And on your very Names, andlaft R emains to wait.

Avert it, Gods! 'When barb’rous Scyzhians come g

G 4 ~ Thus
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_‘Thus let it be, fince thus the Gods ordain,

Since Hecatombs of Roméz: mutt be flain,

Aflift the Sacrifice with ev’ry Hand,

And give ’em all the Slaughtér they demand.

O! were the Gods contented with my Fall,

If Cato’s Life could anfwer for you all, "

Like the deyoted fDm'm; would I go, ,
To force from either Side fome Mortal Blow E

And, for my Country’s fake,wifh to be thought hcr

To me, ye Romans, all your Rage confine;
To me, ye Nations from the barb’rous Rbine ; g
Let all the Wounds this War fhall make be mine. <
Open my Vital Streams, and let *em run,

And let the Purple Sacrifice attone

For all the Ills offending Rome has done.

If Slavery be all the F acion’s End, |

If Chains the Pl‘lZC for which the Fools cantend,

o
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To me convert the War, let me be flain;

Me, only me, wha fondly ftrive in vain, g

Their ufelefs Laws and Freedom to maintain.

So may the Tyrant fafely mount his Throne,

And rule his Slaves in Peace, when I am gone,

Howe’er, fince free as yet from his Command,

For Pompey and the Common-wealth we ftand.

Nor he, if Fortune fhould attend his Arms,

Is Proof againft Ambition’s fatal Charms;

But, urg’d with Greatnefs and Defire of Sway,

May dare to make the vanquifh'd World his Prey,

Then, leaft the Hopes of Empire {well his Pride,

Let him remember I was on his Side;

Nor think he conquer’d for himfelf alone,

To make the Harveft of the War his own,

Where half the Toil wasours. So fpoketheSage;

His Words the lift’ning, eager Youth engage g

Too muchtoloveof Arms, and heat of Civil Rage.
Written
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Written in a Blank Leaf of Mr. W al-
ler's Poems, n the Gallery ar Al-
trop; having there feen the Lady
g;;{ndeljland’.r Pilture, by Van-
dike. ‘ |

J Andske had Colours, Softnefs, Force, and Art,

, When the fair Sunderland inflam’d his Heart.
Waller had Numbers, Faney, Wit, and Fire,

And Sachariffa was his fond Defire. =~

Why then at A/trep feem her Charms fo faint,

In thefe {weet Numbers, and that glowing Paint?

This happy Seat a fairer Miftrefs warms; :

The thining Off-fpring has eclips’d her Charms.

‘Their diff’rent Beauties in one Face we find,

Soft Amoret with brighter Sachariffa join’d,

As high as Nature reach’d their Art could foar,

But fhe ne’er made a finith’d Piece bcﬁ)rc.-'
V ER-
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VERSES

Sent tq

Dr. GARTH

ILLNESS.

" ByMr.GRANVILL.

Achaon Sick! In ev’ry Face we find
="~ His Danger is the Danger of Mankind,
‘Whofe Art proteéting, Nature could expire
But by a Deluge, ar the gencral Fire. |

More
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. More Lives he ﬁvcs, than perith in our Wars;
And, fafter than a Plague deftroys, rcpairs.‘ |
The bold Carowfcr; and advent’rous Dame,
Nor fear the Feaver, nor refufe the Flame;

Safe in his Skill, from all Reftraint fet free,

But confcious Shgmé, Remorfe, or Piety.

Sire of all Arts, Defend thy darling Son, .
Reftore the Man, whofe Life’s fo much our own;
On whom, like 4#las, the whole Warld’s reclin’d :
f;nd, by preferving Garth, preferve Mankind.

ST AN-
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HIS is the Place, where oft my longingEyes
Have Charming S:/via feen!
How in that Inftant would my Paffion rife ?
And with what Tranfports did I meet her then ?

What means my Heart, at that falfe Name tomove 2
Hawve you forgot that you o longer love 2

Here, Chaplets of the choiceft Flow’rs to make,
The Meads I wander'd o'er: =
Which fhe with tender Looks would bluthing take;
Or with feign’d Coynefs make her Kindnefs more.
What means my Heart, at that falfe Nametomove?
Have you forgot that you no longer love 2

If tender Jealoufies difturb’d my Reft,
When ¢’er my Doubts appear’d;

, How
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How unconcern’dly wou’d fhe calm my Breaft -
With what Contempt defcribe the SwainsI fear’d ¢
What means my Heart, at that falfe Nametomove 2
Have you forgot that you no longer love 2

Now;, con{cious of her Guilt, fhe fhuns my Sight ;
| To me the thuts her Door;
While worthlefs Hirelings grofly tafte Delight,
And riot in the Charms that I adore.
What means my Heart, at that falfe Name tomsve 2
Have you forgor that you no longer lpve ?

UPON
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UPON AN

Accidental Mceting;

HAT Sightisthatdoescv’ry Senfe azgir&:
, What ftops my Tongue? what is it ftrikes
And in my Breaft revives extinguifh’d Fires?
Oh, Sylvia! dirft thou enter in Difpute!
Could thy Guilt ftand but for one Moment mute!?

And let us calmly talk of paft Defires!

Fear not that I fhould furioufly contend
My Wrongs to plcéd, my Actions to defend;
Or with falfe Colours the Difpufc prolong;
Rather may’ft thou,Fair Nymph;thy Condu& cleat,
Make; with full Proofs; thy Innocence appear,
And clearly thow that I have done thee Wrong.

Love, all the Treafure of my Soul contain’d;
That Tteafure I confidedin thy Hand, Which
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Which thou haft {quander’d lavifhly away: -
This is the Point on which the Caufe we’ll trys
Speak boldly then, which part can’ft thou deny ?
Did not I truft? or did’ft not thou betray ?

Had’ft thou loft all that Avarice defires;
Or all that Beauty which the World admires;
" Not both thofe Loffes could have chang’d my Mind :
1 could have lov’d thee Indigent and Poor;
1 could have lov’d, tho’ B‘cauty were no more;

But I muft hate thee, Faithlefs and Unkind.

‘e

Yet, oh ye Pow’rs! what Torture ’tis to patt
From one fo deeply rooted in my Heart!
And with what wretched Profpe& muft I live ?
‘Take Courage, Heart! for cow’dft thou yet return,
And in ignoble Paffions meanly burn,

Yet the has injut’d, and can ne’er forgive.
MIL+
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MILTONs STILE
Imitated, in a |

TRANSLATION

Ofa. STORY out of the

ATH'IR'D? zﬁENEID:

By Mr. fOSEPH ADDISON.

OST in thie gloomy Hoiror of the Night
" Weftruck uponthe Coaft where _£tnalyesy
Horrid and wafte; itsEntrails fraught with Fire:
That iow cafts out dark Fuines and pitchy Clouds;
Vaft Show’rs of Athes:hov’ring in the Smoak ;
Now belches molten Stones and ruddy Flame
Incenft; of tears up Mountains by the Roots,
Or flings a broken Rock sloft in Air.
, H The
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The bottom warks with fmother'd Fire, involy’d
In peftilential Vapours, Stench and Smoak. -

*Tis faid that Thundcr-ﬁruck Emladm', =
Grov’ling beneath th’ incumbentMountan’s wcghc
Lyes ftretch’d fupine, Eternal Prey of Flames;
And when he heaves againft the burning Load,
Relu@ant to invert his broiling Limbs, v
A fudden Eartlf-Quake fhoots throughi ali the Ile,
And ¢_#£tna thunders dreadful under Ground,
"Then pours out Smoak in wreathig Curls.convalv’d,
And fhades the Sun’s bright Orb;and blatsour Day.

Here in the fhelter of the Woods we lodg'd,
Andfrighted heard rangeSounds and difitl Yells,
Nor faw from whencethey came s forallthe Nighe
A Murky Storm deep low’ring otre our Heads .
Hung imminent; that with impervious Gloom . -

| Oppos’d
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Oppos’d it felf to Cynthia’s Silver Ray,
And fhided all beneath : but now the Sua
With Oricnt Beams had chas’d the dewy Night
From Earth and Heav'n; alt N ature ftood difclos’d.
When looking on the Neighb’ring Woods we faw
The Ghaftly Vifage of a Man unknown,
An uncouth Feature; Meager, Pale, and Wild;
AffliGtion’s foul and tertible Difimay
Sate in-his Looks, his Face impair'd and worn -
With Marks ef Famitie; fpeaking fore Diftrefs.
His Locks were tangled, and his fhaggy Beard
Matted with Filth, i all things elfe 2 Greek.

He firfk advanc’d in hafe; but when he faw- -
Trojans and Trojan Arms; in mid Career
Stept fHort; he back recoil’d as one farpriz’d:
But foon recov’ring fpeed, he ran, he W
Precipitant; and thus with piteous Cries
) H 2 Our
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Our Ears affail’d: ¢« By Heav’n’s Eternal Fires;
¢« By ev’ry God that fits Enthron’d on High,
« By this good Light relieve a2 Wretch forlorny
«¢ And bear me hence to any diftant Shore,
* «So I may fhun this Savage Race accurft. .
«*Tis true I fought among the Greeks that late
«« WithSword and Fire o’re-turn’d Neptunian Trop,
<« And laid the Labour of the Gods in Duft; ~
«For which, if fo the fad Offence deferves,
«Plung’d in the Deep for ever let me lye -

¢« Whelm’d under Seas ; if Death muft be my doosn;
* «Let Man inflit it, and I die well-pleas’d.

He ended here, and now., profufe of Tearts
In fuppliant moed fell proftrate at our Feet;
We bade him fpeak from ‘whence, and what he wasj
And how by ftrefs of Fortune funk thus-low
Anchifes too with friendly Afpe&t mild - -~

Gave
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Gave him his Hand, fure pledge of Amity;
‘When, thus encourag’d, he began his Tale.

I’'m one, fays he, of poor Defcent, my Name

Is Achemenides, my Country Greece,

Ulyffe’s fad Compeer, who whilft he fled

‘The raging Cyclops, left me here behind

Difconfolate, forlorn; within the Cave

He left me, Giant Polypheme’s dark Cave

A Dungeon wide and horrible, the Walls

On all fides furr’d with mouldy Damps, and hung

With Clots of ropy Gore, and human Limbs,

His dire Repaft: -Himfelf’s of mighty fize,

Hoarfe in his Voice, and in his Vifage Grim,

Intra&ablc, that riots on the Fleth

Of Mortal Men, .and fwills the vital Blood. ~ #

Him did I fee fnatch up with horrid Grafp

Two fprawling Greeks, in either Hand a Man;
H3 D |
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I faw him when with huge tempeftuous {fway |
He dafht and broke *em on the Grundfil Edge;
The Pavement fwam in Blood, the Walls around
Were fpatter’d o’re with Brains. He lapt the Blood,
'Aﬂd chew’d the tender Flefh ftill warm with Life,
That fwell'd and heav’d it felf amidfk his Teeth
As fenfible of Pain. Not lefs mean while
Our Chief incens’d, and ftudious of Revenge,
Plots his Deftruction, which he thus effe&ts.
The Giant, gorg'd with Flefh, and Wine, and Blood,
Lay ftretche at length, and fhoring in his Den,
Belching raw Gobbets from his Maw, o’re-charg'd
With purple Wine and cruddl’d Gore confus'd.
_We gather'd round, and to his fingle Eye, -

The fingle Eye that in his Forehead glar'd
Like a full Moen, or 3 broad burnifht Shield,
A forky Staff we dext’roufly apply’d,
Which in the fpacious Sacket turning round,

| | Scoopt
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Scoopt out the big round Gelly from its Orb.
But let me not thus interpofe Delays s
Fly, Mortals, fly this curft detefted Race:
A hundred of the fame ftupendous fize,
A hundred Cyclops live among the Hills,
Gigantick Brotherhood, that ftalk along
‘With horrid Strides o’re the high Mountains tops,
Enormous in their Gait ; I oft have heard
Their Voice and Tread, oft feen *em as they paft,
Sculking and fcowring down, half dead with fear.
Thrice has the Moon watht all her Orb in Light,
Thrice travell’d o’re, in her obfcure fojourn
‘The realms of Night inglorious, fince I’ve liv’d
Amidft thefe Woods, gleaning from Thorns and
A wretched fuftenance. As thus he fpoke, (Shrubs
We faw defcending from a Neighb’ring Hill
Blind Polyphkeme; by weary Steps and {low
The _gtopjng Giant with a Trunk of Pine -

H 4 \ Explord



116 The FIFFTH PART
Explor’d his way; around, his woolly Flocks

Attended grazing ; to the well-known Shore
He bent his Courfe, and on the Margin ftood,
A hideous Montfter, terrible, deform’d; -
Full in the midft of his high Front there gap'd
‘The fpacious hollow where his Eye-ball rall’d,
A ghattly Orifice: He rins’d the Wound,
And wafht away the Strings and clotted Blood
That cak’d within; then ftalking through the decp
He Fords the Ocean, while the Topmoft Wave
Scarce reaches up his middle fide; we ftood
Amaz’d be fure, a fudden horror chill
Ran through each Nerve, and thrill’dinev’ry Vein,
*Till ufing all the force of Winds and Oars
We fped away; he heard us in our Courfe, -
And with his out-ftretch’d Arms around him grop’d,
But finding nought within his reach, he rais’d:
Such hideous Shouts that all the Ocean thook.

~ Evn
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Ev’n Iraly, tho’ many a League remote,
In diftant Eccho’s anfwer’d; ¢ Zfnaroar’d,
Through all its inmoft winding Caverns roar’d,

Rous’d with the found, the mighty Family
Of One-cy’d Brothers haften to the Shore, -
And gather round the bellowing Polypheme,
A dire Aflembly: we with eager hafte
Work ev’ry one, and from afar behold
A Hoft of Giants cov’ring all the Shore..

So ftands a Forreft tall of Mountain Oaks
Advanc’d to mighty growth: The Traveller
Hears from the humble Valley. where he rides
‘The hollow Murmurs of the Winds that blow
Amidft the Boughs, and at a diftance fees
The fhady tops of Trees unnumber’d rife,

A ftately Profpet, waving in the Clouds.

TO
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L ADY.

By Mr. CHARLES HOPKINS.

MU ST all my Life in fruitlefs Love be fpent ?
And never, never will your Heart relent?
Too well, my charming Dear, your Pow’r you know,
And that which makes you play the Tyrant fo.
For ever be the fata]l moment curft,

‘When fondly I confefs’d my Paffion firft.

©Oh! that my Flames had never been reveal’d,
Oh! that I now could keep the Fire conceal’d.
Refiftlefs Love your Vi&ory fecures,

And you already know my Soul is yours.

It fhows it felf thro’ all the forc’d difguife,

Breaks thro’ my Lips, and trembles at my Eyes.
My
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My Blood boils high, and rages to be bleft,
My fluGuating Thoughts will never reft, E
And know no calm, ’till harbour’d in your Breaft.

Relent, at laft, my cruel Fair relent,
And liften kindly to my juft Complaint.
Think on the Paffion that’s already paft,

Think that the Paffion will for ever laft.
O fee with what impatient Fires I burn,
And let your pitying Heart make fome return.
My Flames are fo fincere, my Love is fuch,
Some youthould fhow,---you cannot fhow too much,
How bleft thould I in your Pofleflion be?
How happy might you make your felf in me?
No Miftrefs ever led fo fweet a Life,
As you fhould in th’ exploded thing, a Wife;
Years thould roll round on Years, and Ages move
In Circles, Crown’d in everlafting Love.

Our
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Qur mutual Joys, thould like your Charms be new,
And all my bufinefs be to merit you.

What fhall I fay? Lines after Lines rehearfe
Nought but the fondnefs in the former Verfe.

On the dear Theme I could for ever dwell;

For while I fpeak to you,— ‘

My fault’ring Tongue can never fpeak farewel.

In your cold Breaft let Love an entrance find,
And think, oh! quickly think, of growing kind.
My Flames no more with dull Indiff’rence treat,
Indiff’rence is the Lover’s hardeft Fate; |

But if my Ruin is your fix’d Intent,

Urge it I beg you with a clofer bent.

All glimm’rings of the fainteft Hope remove,

Say, that you do not, will not, cannot love.
Extreamly kind, or in extreams fevere,

Make fure my Blifs, or mad me with Defpair,

Forbid
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Forbid me; banilh me your charming fight, = .
Shut from my view thofe Eyes that fhine fo bright,%'
Shut your dear Image from my Dreams by Nigt.
Drive >em fomewhere, as far as Pole from Poley
Let Winds between us rage, and Waters roll;
In diftant Climes let me my Fate deplore,

In fome lone Ifland, on adefart Shore, %

‘Where T may fee your fatal Charms no more. -

To the fame |

-~
-

" By Mr. CHARLES HOPKINS.

pra—

[P

T Thought in filence to fupprefs my Pain,
I And'never fhow my fond Concern again, E
What e’re you fhow’d ; Indiffrence, or Difdain.
But Love’s great God the vain refolve withftands,
At once infpires my Breaft, and guides my Hands.
, My
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My Soul flows out in ev’ry Linc I write,

And rolls in Numbers in my own defpight.
Then let me in Poctick Fury break;

For I can write the things I dare not fpcak,

My Tongue ftill faulters as I move my Suit; .

And awful Love confounds and keeps me mute.
Out of your Sight I can my Wrongs prociaint,
And with unfetter’d Words confefs my Flame.. .
Why do you ufe me thus, ingrateful Fair?
Opprefs’d with Doubts; yet bury’d *bove Defpair.

Floating on Wings, with which they us’d tofly,
Who would find eafe,couldthey butdrownand die.
Such ftilthasbeenyour conqn’ringBmxty’sfpight,g

Like wounded Fow? upan the Fioogl I lye, g

C;ucltw.womwd, not kind to kill outright, ..
Be meraful and fave; or fink e quike.

‘Tofs not *twixt hope and feat my tab’mgHmn,
Let us for €ver. join, Or ever part.
' You
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You know I love you, and you love me too,
‘Which you have kindly let me know you do;’

All this I know; oh! there will be the fall

From Heav'n, to Hell; —.

Should I be doom’d to lofe you after all.

But be not by miftaken Notions led,

Nor think that Riches blefs the Nuptial Bed.
This thall my only Confolation be, V

No Fool of Fortune can your Merit fee, E'
Ner have the Wit and Senfe to'love like me. -
Oh! would that you had been but meanly Born,
Naked of Friends, abandon’d and forlorn; -
Left to the World ; --- then fhould this wifh enfue,
Oh! would I had a World to offer you.

You know this is no falfe Poetick flight,

You know I feel more than the Mufe can write.

Too
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Too well, my cruel Dear, you kcép the Field;
Too long hold out ; *tis now high time to yield. .
Confent at laft, to mutual Joys refign,
And let the fmalleft fhare of Blifs be mine;
Unalterable Love your part fecures,
My Int’reft, Humour, all my Soul is yours.

;A beg you, let me know my Doom at lafty
Nought worfe than Death can come, then allis paft,
Bﬁt think,; and do not make a rath Decree; = &
O ! think, you never were, .nor e’re can be, . fEI

So truely lov’d, as'you have been by me.
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HEN God from Heav’n,for Difobedience;
- 7. The tow’ting Satan; he refolv’d to thew
(By forming Thoufands Happy in. his Place) "
How much the Wietch deferv’d his Lord’s Difgrace;

Fbr, none, who faw his Bounty fo excel,
Couw’d doubt his Juftice; when his Angel fell.

The happy Creature, for this Blifs defign’d ~
Was Man; - ungrateful to a God fo kind.
A mighty Chaoss which had long time kiin
In Heaps and Darknefs, ufclefs and in vain;

I (Pcrhaﬁs';
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(Perhaps, the dread R emains of fome bold World,
Fbr{]rlmcs kkc ours, m ]uﬁ Confufion hutld 2
For ﬁlS Rcccpnon was prcpar’d with fpeed:
The Work as foon was finifh’d 3s decreed.

All Thinigs- with wond’rous Hafté to Order move;;
God long’d to fee what he defign’d to love.
Yetlccr he wou’d admit this welcome Gueft,

His Care (nolefs than Hafte) his Love -expreﬁ.
He kindly view’d the Work his Word had done;

A Work for Man ¢>admire, and God to own': %
His Footftool {pokethe Grandeurof his Throne.. »
What'lité he bad, hinifelf wowd fee fulfil’d,
And found a fond Obedience to his Wlll

The, Sun was:lavith of its glorious Light, Lo
The Moon paid chestful Tribute-to the Night;
The gliet’ring Stars Wwith Plenty arowd the Sky

In ufefol Ondet, t0:the cayeful Eye.

Large
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Large Troops of Guardian Angels throng the Air,
Waiting th’ Approach of Man, their valu’d Care:
The Earth feems willing to prevent Defire;

All cthings to pleafe th’expetted Lord afpire.

The Wood contends for Beauty with the Plain;

Yet both fo fair, that both contend in vain,

The lofty Mountains boaft their Grandeur, while

The humble Vallies plead their fruitful Sol,

Th_c haughty boift’rous Sea is proud to name

The conftant Service Man from thence will claim

While fmoother gliding Streams are pleas’d to tell

What foft Delights in their Retirement dwell:-

Ten thoufand Pleafant Flow’rs and Plants attend

Each aims a Blefling, each attains its End. .

A num’rous Train of Beafts and Birds appear’d

In various Kinds; for various Ends prepar'd: .

Some form'd for Ufe, and fome for Man’s Delight;

Fond of Employment; jealous of their Right. .
I2 The
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The Fifh contending, "haften to the Shoar,

A willing Sacrifice to Human Povw’t.

The whole Creation, plentifully ftor'd
With various Pleafures, joins with one-Accord, %

To payagrateful Homage to th’approachingLord.

- When God had thus perform’d this might§ Task,
And done for Man much more than Man cou’d ask,
‘With facred Hands he form’d his noble Frame; -
He form’d it worthy of the Maker’s Name:

And, that he might his lively Image bear,
He gave a Soul Immortal to his Care;
With Reafon, for his Choice of Good and Ill:
His Blifs was feated wholly in his Will.
And, thus accomplifli’d, does Pofleflion take
Of what his God provided for his fake:
O’cr all the Globe he caft a pleafing Eye, -
To find his Wilhes cow’d not foar too high!
' S He



of MISCELLANY POEMS 119
He thought, (fuch Bleflings dwelt within his Pow’r)

SinceMan cowd ask,thatHeav’n cou’d grant no more.
Thus ravifh’d with the Pleafures of his State,
He bow’d, and blefs’d the Author of his Fate,

The kind, indulgent Parent, pleas’d to fee .
Man’s apt Acknowledgment, in Infancy,
Into his Nature ftritly does enquire,
To find fome yet unfatisfy’d Defire
He wifh’d a freth Occafion, to exprefs
A Father’s Welcome to a Son’s Addrefs, )
Nor did his Wifh in fruitlefs Thought expire; |
He found, at laft, a fecret ftruggling Fire.
For Man obferving, from an carly Date, |
The Fondnefs ev’ry Creature bore its Mate; .
What pleafing Tranfports waited on their Love, T
When o’er the fruitful Plains they us'd to rove: -

I3 When
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When he obferv’d with what Humility

The pow’rful Male wou’d court the v}cakef:Sh_c;,'
What cheerful Proofs, from time to time, he gave,
" How fond to ferve, how proud to be her Sla})e,-
He foon concludes, fuch Bondage largely ftor’d
With Charms, beyond what Frécdqhi{cou"d‘aﬁ’brd
Repines, to find fo partial a Dectee, i
And fighs, and tidutns his hated Libeity.

But all his penfive Thoughts retir'd with fpeed,
For Heav’n was ready at his tie of Need;
With Bleffings fom'd to alt he eow'd require;
They differ only that th’exceed Defire. - ~

While on a fhady River’s Bank he Iyés, -
Opprefs’d with careful Thoughs; and weary’d E’ycs?
A gentle Slumber yilds & kind Relief;-

And brings a charming Period to his Gricf.
: | Wo-
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Woman, the choice Referve of God above, .
The largeft Inftance of his Pow’r and Lof{rc,} .
Woman, that ev’ry Soul with Love infpires,

The welcome Mover of that pleafing Fire, %
Woman, the happy Centre of Defire,

Was form’d that Moment; and was kindly fent
To yield his waking Hour his Soul’s Content.
Infpir'd with Love, fhe haften’d where he lay,

To bring the cheerful Tidings of the Day;

With youthful Modefty approach’d his Side,

She blufh’d, to find the Longings of a Bride;

Still when he mov’d her trembling Hopes prevail’d,
Her Love increas’d, but Refolution fail’d:
Such various Paffions of her Mind partake,

wake.
She ftill wou’d have him fleep,yet longs that hehow’d

While Hope and Fear are ftruggling in her Breaft,
He, cloy’d with his Repofe, and tir’d with Reft,
R From
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From Nature’s earthy P}llow rais’ci his Head, =
Indulging various Thoughts his Dreams had‘l;fcd,
Of kind Decrees, that late in Heav'n were fign'd,
To biatt his Troubles, and content his Mind.
Ideas infinite his Soul inflam’d, - '

Yet none fo Falr as her whom God had fram’d

The bloomlng Vn'gm, “gill attendmg by,
With all her Charms dlfplay’d, at lcngth drew mgh
While he furprlz’d at what he thinks vame,
Starts from his Place, and modeﬁly declines.
- Yet e’er he could retire, the fix’d her Dart 3
Noot all his awful Thoughts could guard hisHeart :
Such Charms he faw, that whatfoe’er fhe prov’d,
He had been more than Man, had he not lov'd.
Pleas’d with his Stay, yet hk’d to fee him Fly,

Smcc it dcclat’d fuch Pow r was in hcr Eyc

Lo But
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But Love, Almighty Love, prevail’d at length,
Upon a poor defencelefs Virgin’s Strength;
Her willing Feet her longing Arms obey’d,
Her fond Purfuit her yeilding Heart betray’d:
Swift as her Wifhes:to his Arms fhe flies;
‘Wherelate the vanquifh’d, fhe becomes the Prize, g
And he repays the Conqueft-of her Eyes,

Now all’s on Fire, no Bounds our Lovers know,
‘The pleafing Tide of Love begins to flow;
Clafp’d in each others Arms they prefs, they kifs,
Confume in Pleafure, and diffolve in Blifs.
Their Souls, tranfported with their pleafing Strife,
Are loft, and wander to the Verge of Life;

Each Part partakes of Nature’s kind Decree,
All’s cloath’d in Joy, and rapt in Extafie.

Heie



134 ~ The FIFTH PART

Here reft, my Mulfe, here leave the happy Pair,
Decline the mournful Tale of their Defpair; g
Leave their Misfortunes to another’s Care.

Let thy perpetual Entertainments be,

Of Lovers happy to Eternity:

Of Love, that no ambitious Farce can fhake;

Of Love, triumphant, tho’ the World’s at ftake;
Let ev’ry thing thou fay’ft, contribute fill
T’increafe the Ardour of that Flame I feel.

For Happinefs is weigh’d by Lave alone, -

By too much Liberty we a:é undone, %
None’struly wretched,but whofc Heart’s hisown.

T O
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L O V E

After a long
INDIFFERENCE.

Elcome, thrice welcome to my frozen Heart,
Thou long departed Fire ;
How cow’dft thou fo rcgatdlcfs be,
Of-one fo true, fo fond as me,
w ho(é early Thought, whofe firft Dehres
Were pomted all to Thee¢.
When in the Morning of my Day,
 Thy Empire firft began,
Pleaid with the Profpe& of thy Swa}r
Into thy Arms I ran;
Without referve my willing Heart I gav'e,
Proud that I had my Freedom loft,
- o Con-
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Contending which I ought to boaft,
- The making thee a Sov’raign, or'my felf a Slave, -

Still I am form’d to Execute thy Will,
By me declare thy Pow’r and Skxll
My Heart already by thy Fire
Is fo prepar’d, is fo refin’d,
There’s nothing left behind
But infinite Defire. ;
Q! wouwdft thou touch that lovely Maud, -
(Whofz Charms and thine I have obey’d)
\ With fuch another Flame,
The Heav’n that would appear in ’mé, -
 Would fpeak fuch Goodnefs dwelt in Thee,
" Thy Bow, thy Art 7 S
No miore need guide thy Dart _
No Heart {o ftubborn, but at that wquld aim. -

ON
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. ON THE

DEATH

OF THE
Marquifs of Blandford.

J O early bloom’d, and fo untimely dy*d

~ The Darling of the Court, his Parent’s Pride;
A lofty Name, a Fortune unconfin’d, _
The {weeteft Temper, the moft h'opcful Mind;
The Mufés with the Graces feemd to join,

And Manly Wit appear’d in Form Divine,

As fr'agrant Flow’rs, that late adorn’d the Field,
By Clowns rude Feet opprefs’d, their Glories yield:
Such are the Toys to which vain Mortals truft,
They fade, they wither, they confume to Duft.

a Unhappy
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Unhappy Parents! now, as Patriots, a&‘
‘While here they flatter, while thcy there dctra&
Convmce even thofe, who feck for Caufc to blamc,
You toil’d with publick, more than private Aim':
Sinee thedearYouth that did yourThoughts enflave;
Lyes calm and carelefs in the filent Grave.

'Vaft is the'Lofs that does your Souls opprefs;
Yet firm; undausnted Gourage makes it lefst -
Hexre great Examples your Remarks deferve;

- Nor 15 there greater than the Queen you ferve: .
Refle&®, when Death her fondeft Hopes beguil’d;
An only Son, and that an-enly Child; -
Tho’ raging Paflions tore her tender Mind;
She griev’d as Woman, but as Saint refign’d:
Wi nlc your Misfortunes kindly tp repair,

He:w’nlcaves four bloommgNymphs, dlvmely Fair,

PRO-
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PROLOGUE,'

Spokcn at the

MUJ'[C’K

Subfcnb’d to by the

Quahty of Eﬁglam’

WH ere Harmony and conqu’ring Beauty reign,
Who can fupport the Pleafure or the Pain ?

Here their {oft Magick thofe two Syrens tty;

And, if we liften, or but look, we die;

Why fhould we the Romantick Tales admire;

Of Orpheus Numbers, or Amphion’s Lyre,

Of Walls ereéted by Harmonious Skill ;

Hov}Mounta_ins mov’d;and rapid Streams ftood ftill?

Behold
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Behold this Scene of Beauty, and confefs

The Wonder greater, but the Fiction lefs.-

We like rehglous Victims are decreed,

“To worfhip thofe Bright Altars where we bleed.
'The Braveft need not bluth to tremble here;
Tnumphant Love can 'make more Slaves than Fear,
No Faétion, Homage to the Fair denies;

The Right Divine’s apparent in their Eyes:
Empires endite when founded on Defire; . .

And Flames that Veftals guard can ne’er expire:

THE
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THE
ST ORY
MEDEAand FASON;
Beginoing the Seventh BOOK of

OVIDs METAMORPHOSES.

Tranflated by Me: T A T E. -

HE Adrgonaunts now ftemm’d the foaming Tide,
= And to Arcadia’s Shoré-their Courfe apply’d;
Where fightlefs Phinens fpent his Age in Grief,
But Boreas’s Sohs-engage in his relief; ‘
And thofe unwelcome Guefts, the odious Race
6&' Harpyes, from the Monaech’s Table chafe.

T K With
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With Fafon then they greater Toils fuftain,

And Phafis flimy Banks at laft they gain.

Here boldly they demand the’ Golden Prize g :"‘
Of Scythia’s King, who ﬁernly thus rephes ;
That mighty Labours thcy muft ﬁrﬁ o’ercome,
Or fail their drgo t,hencc unfrexghtcd home. .~

Mean whxlc Me;’éé, feiz’d with 4ﬁ’e.rce Defire,
By, Reéafon ftrives to quench the raging-Fife; ™~ .~
But frivesinvain --Some God(fid he)withftands,
And Reafon’s bafi’'d Council countex:mands.
'What unfeen Pow’rdoes this Diforder move® — -
*Tis Love,----at leaft ’tis like- what-Men call Love.
Elfe wherefore fhou’dthe King’s Commands appear
To me too hard 2---But fo indéed ehey are.. . : .
Why thou’d I for a Stranger fear;. left he = o
Shou’d perith, whom I'did but latelyfee? . =z .. E
His Death or Safety what are they:to me? .. ¢

Wretch,
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Wretch, from thy Virgin-Breaft this Flame expel,
d foon--—Oh couw’d I, all wou’d then be well!

;St Love, refiftlefs Love my Soul invades ;

Difcretion this, AffeGtion that perfwades.

I fee the Right, and I approve it too,i’ '

Condemn the Wrong; --- and yet the Wrong purfue.

Why, Royal Maid, fhou'dft thou defire to wed

A Wanderer, and court a Foreign Bed?

Thy Native Land, tho’ barb’rous, can prefent

A Bridegroom worth a Royal Bride’s Confent:

And whether this Advent’rer lives o dies,

In Fate and Fortune’s fickle Pleafure lies, . = .

Yet may helive! for to the Pow’rs above, :

A Virgin, led by no Impulfe of Love, . %

So juft a. Suit may, for the guiltlefs, move.

Whom wou'd not ¥4fom’s Valour, Youth and Blood

Invite? or cou’d thefe Merits be withftood,

Ka | At
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.At leaft his charming Perfon muft encline

The hardeft Heart----I'm fure *tis fo with nyine!
Yet, ifI help him not, the flaming Breath

Of Bulls, and Earth-born Foes muft be his Death.
Or, fhould he through thefe Dangers force his way,
At laft he muft be made the Dragon’s Prey. -

If o Remorfe for fuch Diftrefs I feel . -

I am a Tygrefs, and my. Breaft is Steel.

‘Why do I fcruple then to fee him {ldin, -

And with the Tragick Scene my Eyes-prophane?
My Magick’s Art employ, not to affiwage

‘The Salvages, but to enflame their Rage?

His Earth-born Foes to fiercer Fury'inove, -
~And acceffarj to his Murder prove?. . .-

“The Gods forbid----But Pray’rs are idle Bréath, -
Mlhen Acton énly «can'prevent his Death.

Shall I betray my Father and the State,

To intercept a rambling Hero’s Fate;

Who
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Who may fail off next Hour, and fav’d from Harms

By my afliftance, blefs another’s Arms?.

Whiltt I, not only of my Hopes bereft,

But to unpity’d Punihment am left.

If he is falfe let the ingrateful Bleed!.

But no fuch Symptom in his Looks I read.

Nature wou’d ne’er have lavifh’d fo much Grace

Upon his Perfon, if his Soul were bafe. ,

Befides, he firft fhall plight his Faith, and fwear

By all the Gods; what therefore can’ft thou fear ?

Medea hafte, from Danger fet him free, -

Fafon fhall thy Eternal Debtor be. ‘

And thou, his Queen, with Sov’raign State cnﬁall’d,

By Grecian Dames the Kind Preferver call’d.

Hence idle Dreams, by Love-fick Fancy bred!

Wilt thou, Medea, by vain Withes led,

‘To Sifter, Brother, Father bid adieu?

Forfake my Country’s Gods and Country too ?
K3 My
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My Father’s harfh, my Brother but a Child,

My Sifter rivals me, my Country’s wild,

And for its Gods, the greateft of ’em all

Infpires my Breaft, and I obey his Call.

That great Endearments I forfake, is true,

But greater far the Hopes that I purfue:

The Pride of having fav’d the Youths of Greece,
(Each Life more precious than our Golden Fleece ;)
A nobler Soil by me fhall be pofieft,

I fhall fee Towns with Arts and Manners bleft,
And, what I prize above the World befide, 9
Enjoy my Fafon----and when once his Bride %
Be more than Mortal, and to Gods ally’d.

They talk of Hazzards I muft firft fuftain,

Of floating Iflands juftling in the Main;

Our tender Barque expos’d to dreadful thocks

Of fierce Charybdis Gulf, and Scylla’s Rocks,

Where
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‘Where breaking Waves in whirling Eddi¢s rowl,

And rav’nous Dogs that in deep Caverns howl:
Amidft thefe Terrors, while I lye poffeft

Of him I love, and lean on #4/on’s Breft,

In Tempefts unconcern’d I will appear;

Or, only for my Husband’s fafety fear.

Didft thou fay'Husband ? ---can’ft thou fo deceive
Thy felf, fond Maid, and thy own Cheat believe?
In vain thou ftriv’ft to Varnifh o’re thy Shame,
And grace thy Guilt with Wedlock’s facred Name.
Pull off the coz’ning Mafque, and oh! in time

Difcover, and avoid the fatal Crime.

She ceas’d---the Graces now, with kind furprize,
And Virtue’s lovely Train, before her Eyes i
Prefent themfclves, and vanquith’d Cupid flies.
She then retires to Hecate'’s Shrine, that ftood
Far in the Covert of a fhady Wood: Feo
K 4 | She
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She finds the Fury of her Flames affwag’d,

But, feeing Fafom there, again they rag’d.
Blufhes and Palenefs did by turns invade

Her tender Cheeks, and fecret Grief betray’d.
As Fire, that fleeping under Afhes lyes, i
Frefth-blown and rouz’d, does up in Blazes nfc,
So flam’d the Virgin’s Breaft

‘New kindled by her Lover’s fpapklmg Eyes..

For Chance, that Day, had with uncommon Grace
Adorn’d the lovely Youth, and through his Face
Difplay’d an Air fo pleafing as might charm

A Goddefs, and a Veftal’s Bofom warm.

Her ravitht Eyes furvey. him o’re and o’re,

As fome gay Wonder never feen before;
Tranfported to the Skies fhe feems to be,

And thinks fhe gazes on a Deity.

But when he fpoke, and preft her trembling Hand,
And did with tender Words her Aid demand,
' With
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With Vows and Oaths to make her foon his Bride;
She wept a Flood of Tears, and thus reply’d.

I fee my Error, yet to Ruin move, .
Nor owe my Fate to Ignorance, but Love: -
Your Life I’ll guard, and only crave of you

To fwear once more----and to your Oath be true.
He fwears by Hecate he wl:»uld all fulfil,

And by her Grandfather’s prophetick Skill,

By ev’ry thing that doubting Love cou’d prefs,
His prefent Danger, and defir’d Succefs.

She credits him, and kindly does préducc
Enchanted Herbs, and teaches him their ufe;
Their Myftick Names and Virtues he admircs,
And with his Booty joyfully retires.

THE
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EN JIRY

VENUS

AFTER

CUPID.
From the Greek of Mofchus.

. ( Wood,
ITH aloud Voice, thro’ ev’ry Field and

(fu’d.

TheQueenof Love her wand’ring Son pur-
Who-e’re, (fays fhe) the wanton Vagrant meets,

Loyt’ring about, or playing in the Streets,

‘ Let
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Let him to me the joyful N ews conveyy
And I’ll with Kifes all his Care repay.
But he who fhall reftore the ftragling Boy
To his glad Mother, fhall my felf enjoy;.
Not only Kiffes to him will I give,
But he fhall thofe, and fomething more receive.
He’s eafic to be known, him you may tell
From twenty others, he’s remarkable:
His Body much refembles Fire, not White;
His Eyes are Flames, and piercing as the Light.
Words drop like Hony from his Lips, his Mind
Is wav’ring and unconftant, as‘the Wind.
A double dealing Knave, he’s full of Tricks,
And never thinks one Word of what he fpeaks.
When vext, revengeful, and at Mifchief glad, |
Exafp’rating with Jeers the Wounds he made.
His Golden Hair in neateft Braids hang down

His Shoulders, but his Looks do feem to frown.
His
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His Hands are fmall, yet pointed Darts they throw
So far, they wound the dusky King below.

Slave to no place, from this to that he flies,

And in all Hearts the lurking Villain lies,

Nor does his Pow’r on ene Man vainly fall,

He blindly fhoots his unfeen Shafts at all.

Both Heav’n and Earth his guided Arrows pierce,
And wound the Monarch of the Univerfe.

There’s none but feel his mighty Pow’r, ev’n 1
Have no Exemption from his Tyranny,

Phebus himfelf, who has fuch ftore of Heat,
Whofe genial Warmth doth living things beget;
If once my little Rover ftirs Defire,

Rages and burns with new contrated Fire.
Therefore who e’re thou art that tak’ft the Boy,
Pray bind him faft, and all thy skill employ

To bring him home; ne’re mind his Childifh Tears,
' (The Rogue is witty far above his Years)

But
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But if he feem well-pleas’d, and {mile, beware;
His Smiles are Treafon, ev’ry Look’s a Snare.
All his fair Words -(like foul Infe@ion): fhin,
And from his Gifts as from Deftru&ion run;
His burning Arrows, and envenom’d Breath,
And ev’ry thing he has, is ftampt with Death.

TO
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TO HER
ROYAL HIGHNESS
DUTCHESS ofTORK
ON THE
SEA VicToRY gaind by the Duke,

June 3. 1665. And on her Fourney after-
wards into the North.

EEEEEE———

By Mr. DRI D E N.

MADAM,
Hen, for our fakes, your Heroe you refign’d

To fwelling Seas, and ev’ry faithlefs Wind;

‘When you releas’d his Courage, and fet frce
A Valour fatal to the Enemy,

| You
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You lodg’d your Country’s Cares within your Breft
(The Manfion where foft Love fhould only reft )
And e’re our Foes abroad were overcome,
The nobleft Conqueft you had gain’d at home,
Ah, what Concetns did both your Souls divide!
Your Honour gave us what your Love deny’d: " -
And *twis for him 'much eafier to fubdue
Thofe Foes he fought with, than to part from you,
That glorious Day, which two fuch Navies faw; "
As each, unmatch’d; might to theWorld give Law.
Neptune; - yet doubtful whom he thou’d obey, . -
Held to them both the Trident of. ‘the Sea:
TheWinds were hufh’d,the W avesinranks werecaft,
As awfully as when God’s People paft : L
Thofe, yet uncertain on whofe Sails to blow,
Thefe, where the Wealth of Nations cught to'flow.
Then withi the Duke yout Highnefs rul’d the Day :.
While all the Brave did his Command obey, - Z
The Fair and Pious under you did pray. S
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How pow’rful arechaft Vows! the Wmd and Tide,
You brib’d to Combat on the Englifs fide.

Thus to your much lov’d Lord you did convey
An unknown Succour, fent the neareft way. -
New Vigor to his wearied Arms you brought,
(So Mofes was-upheld while Ifrael fought.)
While, from afar, we heard the Cannon play,
Like diftant Thunder on a thiny Day.

For abfent Friends we were'afham’d to fear,
When we confider’d what you ventur’d there, ,
Ships, Men and Arms, our Country might reftore,
But fuch a Leader couw’d fupply no more. - -
With gen’rous Thoughts of Conqueft he did burn,
Yet fought not more to vanquith than return,
Fortune and Victory he did purfue, '

To bring them, as his Slaves, to wait on you.
"(I.‘hus Beauty ravifh’d the Rev(ards of Fame,

And the Fair triumph’d when the Brave o’recame.
. : . - Then,
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Then, as you meant to fpread another way

By Land your Conquefts far as his by Sea,
Leaving our Southern Clime, yowmaréh’d along
The ftubborn North, ten thoufand Cupids ftrong.
Like Commons the Nobility refort,

In crowding heaps, to fill your moving Court:
To welcome your approach the Vulgar run,

Like fome new Envoy from the diftant Sun.

And Country Beauties by their Lovers go,
Blefling themfelves, and wond’ring at the Show.
So when the New-born Phenix firft is feen,

Her feather’d Subje&s all adore their Queen.
And, while fhe makes her Progrefs tﬁro’ the Eaft,
From ev’ry Grove her num’rous Train’s increaft:
Each Poet of the Air her Glory Sings,

And roundhimmcplcas’dAudicnce claptheirWings.

oL " ODE
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O D E

SPRING

To the Rcturnmg

S U N.
' Hllcome, thou God of :Lig'ht and Heat,
‘Where haft thou made thy long Retreat?
Thou tak’ft Dchght in Indian Climes to ;f"tay,
And ftill the happy Eaft
Is with thy longeﬁ Prefence bleft 5
Or elfe perhaps in Am’rous Play,
Beneath th’ immortal Greens of Zempe’s Grove,

While feebler Hands thy Chariot d:oyc,' :
- Hat

|

|
|
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Haft loiter’d with fome Objet of thy Love:
Or haft thou been in Mines below,
Where Pearls and Infant Diamonds grow ?
(For they their Birth to thy kind influence owt.)
But fay where-ever thou haft been,
In all thy Walks thro’ Earth or Skies,
Are any Wonders thou haft feen
So dazling bright as fair Francelia’s Eyes?
II.
Does Arabia’s Spicy Coaft
Half fo rich an Odour boaft?
Or can ¥ava’s pérfum’d Air
With her fragrant Breath-compare ?
But why fhou’d I to fpeak of her,
Confine thee to the fpace of oné revolving Year?
Thou thy glorious Race haft run,
Ever fince the Worldbegﬁn 3

L2 Thou
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Thou faw’ft when Penus from the Billows rofe,

>T'was thou firft kifs’d her Coral Mouth,

- And bleft her with Eternal Youth ;
(Did theyoungGoddefs then moreCharms difclofe?)

Had her Mien fo good a Grace? |

‘Was fuch Sweetnefs in her Face?

She muft yield her Rival place;

Her mighty Rival can infpire

Higher Joys and fiercer Fire.

Francelia can alone difpcncc. |

Every Charm to ev;ry Senfe ;

Mufick lives upon her Tongue,

She’s to our Ears the Syrens Song,

And when fhe ftrikes our ravifh’d fight,
One politi’d Beam of thy own Mid-day Light.

| IIL. -

Let other Nymphs with Art and Paing
Some poor unwary Heart betray,

While
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‘While fhe, diffufs’d like thy'own Brightnefs, reigns,
And rules Mankind with univerfal Sway.
Confenting N ations in her Praife agree,
I join with them, but want her Mercy more;
For tho’ alike we wo,nd;:r and adore,

Yet none can love like me. _
Nature, when firft fhe took me from the Womb,
Thus fmiling deftin’d all my Days to come;
Sccptcrs, ﬂlc faid, I give to other Hands,
Thy Wreaths of Empire are Francelia’s Bands
My darling Son, and moft dlﬁmguﬂh d Care,
For thee this dbublc Portion I prei:are, %‘
Thouglorious thou, Francelia’s Chainsfhalt wear.
And from this early moment to thy Grave

(Slave.
Be greater far than Kings, for thouw’rt Francelia’s

Ly . THE
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THE

STORY
ANTS

Chang’d to
From the Seventh BO OK of

OVID's METAMORPHOSES,

By Mr. STONESTREET.

Dreadful Plague from angry Fuse came,

To fcourge the Land that bore her Rival’s
Before her faral Anger was reveal’d, (Name;
And teeming Malice lay as yet conceal’d,

Al
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All Remedies we try, all Med’cines ufc,

Which Nature cou’d fupply, or Art produce;
Th’ unconquer’d Foe derides the vain Defign,
And Art and Nature foil’d declare the Caufe Divine,

At firft we only felt ¢h’ oppreflive weight
Of gloomy Clouds, then teeming with our F. ate,g'
And lab’ring to difcharge unaétive Heat :

With deadly Blafts the fatal South-wind blew,

Infe&ed all the Air, and poifon’d as it flew.
Our Fountains too a dire Infetion yield,

But e’re four Moons alternate Changes knew, %

For crowds of Vipers creep along the Field,
And with polluted Gore; and baneful Stcams,
Taint all the Lakes, and venom all the Streams,

The young Difeafe with milder force began,
And rag'd on Birds and Beafts, excufing Man. *
| L 4 ‘The
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‘The lab’ring Oxen fall before the Plow,
‘Th’unhappy Plow-men ftare, and wonder how:
The tabid Sheep, with fickly Bleatings, pines;
Its Wool decreafing, as its Strength declines:
‘The Warlike Steed, by inward Faes compell’d,
Negleéts his Honours, and deferts the Field,
Unnerv’d and languid feeks a bafe Retreat,
AndattheManger groans, but with’da nobler Fate:
The Stégs forget their fpeed, the Boars theirrage, -
Nor can the Bears the ftronger Herds engage:
A gen’ral Faintnefs does invade ’em all,
And intheWoods and Fields promifcuoufly they fall.
The Air receives the Stench, and (frange to fay)
The rav’nous Birds and Beafts avoid the Prey:
Th? offenfive Bodies rot upon the Ground,
And fpread the dire Contagion all around.

But now the Piague, grown to a larger fize,
Riots on Man, and fcorns a meaner Prize,

In-
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And Flufhings firft the latent Flame declare,
And Breath infpir’d, which feem’d like fiery Air. -

(move,

Theirblack dry Tongues are fwell’d, and fcarce can

Inteftine Heats begin the Civil War, E

Andfhort thick Sighs from panting Lungs are drove;
They gape for Air, with flatt’ringHopes t’ abate
Their raging Flames, but that augments their Heat;
No Bed, no Cov’ring can the Wretches bear,

But on the Ground, éxpos’d to open Air, g |
‘They lye;and hope to find a pleafing coolnefsthere. <
‘The fuff’ring Earth, with that Oppreffion curft, *
Returns the Heat which they imparted firft.

In vain Phyficians would beftow their Aid,
Vain all their Art, and ufelefs all their Trade;
And they, ev’n they, who fleeting Life recall,
Feel the fame Pow’rs, and undiftinguith’d fall,

If
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If any proves fo daring to attend

His fick Companion, or his darling Friend,
’I:»h’ officious Wretch fucks in cbntagious Breath,
And with kis Friend does {fympathize in Death.

And now the Care and Hopes of Life are paft,
They pleafe their Fancies, and indulge their Taft;
At Brooks and Streams, regardlefs of their Shame,
Each Sex,promifcuous,ftrives o quench their Flame;
Nor do they ftrive in vain to quench it thcrg,

For Thirft and Life at once extinguith’d are.
Thus in the Brooks the dying Bodies fink,
But heedlefs ftill the rath Survivers drink.

So much uneafie Down the Wretches hate,
They fly their Beds to ftruggle with their Fate;
- But if decaying Strength forbids to rife, ‘e,
The Vi&tim crawls and rolls ’till on the Ground he

' Each
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“ Each thuns his Bed, as each wou’d fhun his Tomb,
And thinks th’ Infeétion only lodg’d at home,

Here one, with fainting fteps, does flowly creep
O’re Heapsof Dead, and ftraight augments aHeap;
Another, while his Strength and Tongue prevail’d,
Bewails his Friend, and falls himfelf bewail’d:
This with imploring Looks furveys the Skies, :
The laft dear Office of his clofing Eyes, 2:
But finds the Heav’ns implacable, and dies.

What now, ah ! what employ’d my troubled Mind #
But only hopes my Subjetts Fate to find.
What Place foe’re my weeping Eyes furvey,
There in lamented Heaps the Vulgar lay;
As Acorns fcatter when the Winds prevail,
Or mellow Fruits from fhaken Branches fall.

You
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,You fee that Dome which rears its Front fo high :
>Tis facred to the Monarch of the Sky
How many there, with unregarded Tears,
And fruitlefs Vows, fent up fuccefslefs Pray’rs?
‘There Fathers for expiring Sons implor’d,
And there the Wife bewail’d her gafping Lord;
With Pious Off’rings they’d appeafe the Skies,. ~:
But they, e’re yet th’ attoning Vapours rife, - E
Before the Altars fall, themfelves a Sacrifice:
‘They fall, while yet their Hands the Gums contain,
‘The Gums furviving, but their Off’rers flain.

The deftin’d Ox, with holy Garlands Crown’d,
Preventsthe Blow, and feels an unexpe&ted Wound:
When I my felf invok’d the Pow’rs Divine,

To drive this fatal Peft from Me and Mine;
When now the Prieft with Hands uplifted ftood,

Prepar’d to ftrike, and fhed the facred Blood,
The
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The Gods themfelves the mortal Stroke beftow,
The Victim falls, but Z%ey impart the Blow: .
Scarce was the Knife with the pale Purple ftain’d,~-
And no Prefages cou’d be then obtain’d . g‘
From putrid Entrails, where th’ Infetion reign’d. |

Death ftalk’d around with fuch refiftlefs fway,
“The Temples of the Gods his Force obey, g
And Suppliants feel his Stroke while yet they pray.
Go now, faid he, your Deities implore
For fruitlefs Aid, for I defie their Pow'r.

Then with a curft malicious Joy furvey’d
The very Altars; ftain’d with Trophies of the Dead.

The reft grown mad, and frantick with Defpair,
Urge their own Fate, and fo prevent the Fear.
Strange madnefs that, when Death purﬁ;",d /o fafts
T anticipate the Blow with impious haft.

No
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No decent Honour to their Urns are paid,
Nor could the Graves receive the num’rous Dead
For or they lay unbury’d on the Ground,

Or unadorn’d a needy Fun’ral found:

All Rev'rence paft, the fainting Wretches fight

For Fun’ral Piles which were anothers Right.
.

Unmeurn’d they fall, for who furviv’d tomourn?
And Sires and Mothers unlamented burn:
Parents and Sons fuftain an equal Fate,
Andwand’ring Ghoftstheir kindred Shadpws méet.
The Dead a larger fpace of Ground require,

Nor are the Trecs fufficient for the Fire.

Defparing under Grief’s oppreflive Y‘ze’ight,
And funk by thefe tempeftuous Blafts of Fate,
O Fove, fiid I, if common Fame fays true,
If e're _ZEgina gave thofe Joys to you,
If
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If ’re you lay enclos’d in her Embrace,

Fond of her Charms, and eager to poffefs;

O Father, if you do riot yet difclaim

Paternal Cire, nor 'yct difown the Name;

Grant my Petitions, and with fpeed reftore

My Subjéfts num’tous as they were before, E
Or make me Partnerof the Fate they bore. -
I fpoke, and glorious Eightning fhone around,
And ratling Thunder gave a profp’rous found;

So let it be, and may thefe Omens prove

A pledge, faid I, of your returning Love.

By chance a rév’rend Oak was near the Place,
Sadca to Fove, and of Dodona’s Race,
Where frugal Ants laid up their Winter Meat,
Whofe little Bodies béir a mighty Weight :
We faw ther march along, and hide their ftore;.
And much admir'd their Nusiber,and their Pow’r g
Admird at firft, but after envy’d more.
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Full of Amazement, thus to Fove I pray’d,
O grant, fince thus my Subje&ts are decay’d, g
As many Subje&s to fupply the Dead.

I pray’d, and ftrange Convulfions mov’d the Oak,

: Which murmur’d, tho’ by ambient Windsunfhook:
My trembling Hands, and ftiff erected Hair,
Expreft all Tokens of uncommon Fear;

Yet both the Earth and facred Oak I kift,
And f{carce cou’d hope, yét ftill I hop’d the beft;
For Wretches, whatfoe’re the Fates divine,

Expound all Omens to their own Defign.

But now “twas Night, when ev’n Diftration wears
A pleafing Look, and Dreams beguile our Cares.
Lo! the fame Oak appears before my Eyes,:

Nor alter’d in its Shape, nor former Size;

As many Ants the num’rous Branches bear,

The fame their Labour, and their frugal Cares
The
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The Branches too a like Commotion found,
And thook th’ induftrious Creatures on the Ground,
Who; by degrees, (what’s fcarce to be believ’d)
A nobler Form, and larger Bulk receiv’d,
And on the Earth walk’d an unufual Pace
With manly Strides; and an ereted Face;
Their num’rous Legs, and former Colour loft,

- The Infecs cow’d a Human Figure boaft. |

I wake, and waking find my Cares again, ~
And to the unperforming Gods complain, E
And call their Promife and Pretences vain.

Yet in my Court I heard the murm’ring Voice

Of Strangers, and a mixt uncommon Noife:
But I fufpeted all was ftill a Dream,

*Till Telamon to' my Apartment came,
Op’ning the Door with an impetuous hatt, (patt:
(@) come, {aid he, and fee your Faith and Hopes fur-

M I
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I follow, and, confus’d with Wonder, view
Thofe Shapes which my prefaging Slumbers drew :
I faw, and own’d and call’d them Subje&ts; they
Confeft my Pow’r, fubmiffive to my Sway.

To Fove, Reftorer of my Race decay’d,
\My Vows were firft with due Oblations paid.

I then divide with an impartial Hand

My empty City, and my ruin’d Land,

To give the New-born Youth an equal fhafe,

And call them Myrmidons, from what they were.
You faw their Perfons, and they ftill retain

The Thrift of Ants, tho’ now transform’d to Men.
A Frugal People, and innur’d to fweat,

Lab’ring to.gain, and keeping what they get.
Thefe, equal both in Strength-and Years, fhall join
Their willing Aid, ghdlfollow your Defign, -
With the firft Southern Gale that fhall prefent

To fill your Sails, and favour your Intent.

T O



of MISCELLANY POEMS. 175
T O

DOCTOR GIBBONS

i

By Mr. CHARLES HOPKINS.

HE Fires that fell in Ages paft from Heav’n,
Weretothe charge of Prieftsand Augurs giv’'n.
Life, the moft a&ive, moft exalted Fire
The great creating Godhead could infpire,
Breath’d ifito Man,’ while yet the World was new,
Is now committed to tlie Care of you:
How you difcharge your Truft, maintain your Poft,
Tho’ you-are filent, I have caufe to boaft.
Again, the rifing Mufe expands her Wings, -
Again- prepares to'mount, -and mounting fing e
Mas Again



176 The FIFTH PART

Again wou’d celebrate fome facred Name,

And chufes you, who rais’d her, for her Theme.
Yee confcious Poets, be no longer vain,

Confefs your Weaknefs, and your Pricic contain
Quit your bold Claim, and end your idle Strife,
It is not yours to give Immortal Life.

Ev’n you, to him, on all occafions fly, . =
Without whofe Aid you and your Mufes dic.

His Succour is implor’d, where Wit declines,
‘Where Lovers languifh, and where Bcéuty.pines;
‘WhereMonarchs faint-Beneath_the,weightofCrowns,
And ficken in their Robes on Silver Thrones:

His facred Art, their facred Lives fuftains, . -
And ftrengthens them again to guide the Reins.
As Iris enterd with her Golden Beams

The Cave of Sleep, and chas’d away the Dreams;
Difeafes feem to fly at his approach,

And circling Blood keeps meafure at his touch.
ooy A So

~
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So leaps the Lover’s Heart, fo beats and moves,
When he lyes folded in her Arms he loves. -

So, influenc’d by the Moon,- wide Oceans roll 5
And {o the Needle trembles to the Pole.

O Gibbons! 1am rais’d; there’s nought I fee
Above my reach, when thus reviv’d by thee. -
Now cou’d I paint 3 well-difputed Field,

Or praife proud Beauties, ’till I made them yield.
But Gratitude a diff’rent Song requires,

My Breaft enlarges, and dilates my Fires.

Life, the firft Blefling Humankind can boaft,
Life, which can never be reftor’d when loft,
Endear’d by Health, from Pain and Sicknefs frce,
Is the bleft Gift beftow’d by Heav’n and thee:
How fhall I then, or Heav’n, or you regard?
The Care of both has been beyond Reward,

But grateful Poets, off’ring up their Lays, (Praife.
Find you content with Thanks, and Heav’n with

M3 0O!
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O! may yourStreamof Life run fmooth, but ftrong;
Long may you live,----that others may live long.
*Till healingPlants no more on Mountains grow ;
*Till mineral Waters have forgot to flow, %
And paint the Vallies where they glide below ;
‘While Silver Helicon delights the ‘Taft,

And while the Mufes facred Mount fhall laft.

Their Songs, for thee; the Sifters fhall defign,

The grateful Subje& of the tuneful Nine; - g
Oft(haltthou fill theirSongs; ---and always mine.

TO
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T O

Mr. CONGREVE.

By Mr. CHARLES HOPKINS.

T ET other Poets other Patrons chufe,
Get their beft Price, and proftitute theit Mufe,

With flate’ring Hopes, and fruitlefs Labour wait; .
And court the flipp’ry Friéndfhip of the Great:
Some trifling Prefent by my Lord is made, -
And then the Patron thinks the Poet paid. '
On you, my furer, nobler Hopes depend,
For you are all I with; you are a Friend,
From you, my Mufe her Infpiration drew,
All fhe performs, I Copfecratc tohyou.

M 4  You
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You taught me firft my Genius and my Pow’r,
Taught me to know my own, but gave me more: |
Others may fparingly their Wealth impart, -

But he gix;cs nobleft, who beftows an Art.
Nature, and you alone, can that confer,

And I owe you, what you yéur felf owe her.

O! Congreve, cow’d I write in Verfe like thine,
Then in each Page, in ev’ry charming Line, g
Should Gratitude, and facred Friendfhip fhine.
Your Lines run all on eafie, even Feet;

Clear is your Senfe, and yoyr Expreffion fweet:
Rich is your Fancy, and your Numbers go .
Serene and {fmooth, as Cryftal Waters flow. -
Smooth as a peaceful Sea which never rolls,
And foft, as kind confenting Virgins Souls.
Nor does your Verfe alone our Paflions move, -

Beyond the Poet, we the Perfon love.
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In you, and almoft only you, we find
Sublimity of Wit, and Candor of the Mind:
Both have their Charms, and both give that Delight, -
*Tis pity that you fhou’d, or thou’d not Write:
But your ftrong Genius Fortune’s Pow’r defies,
And, in defpight of Poetry, you rife,

To you the Favour of the World is fhown, -
Enough for any Merit, but ybur own

Your Fortune rifes equal with your Fame,

The beft of Poets, but above the Name.

O! may you never. mifs deferv’d Succefs,

But raife your Fortunes *till I wifh them lefs.

Here fhou’d I, not to tire yourPatience, end; -
But who can part fo foon, with fuch a Friend.
You know my Soul, like yours, without Defign,

You knaw me yours, and I too know you mine.
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I owe you all I am, and needs muft mourn,
My want of Pow’r to make you fome return,
Since you gave all, do not a part refufe,

But take this flender Off’ring of ‘the Mufe.
Friendthip, from fervile Int’reft free, fecures

My Love, fincerely, and entirely yours.

.
LADTs SONG

By M. D RT D E N.

I
Quire of bright Beauties in Spring did appear,

. To chufe a May-Lady to govern the Year:
Allthe Nymphs werein White, and the Shepherds in
The Garland was giv’n, and Phillis was Queen :
But Phillis refus’d it, and fighing did fay,
I'll not wear a Garland while Pan is away.

II. While
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Il
thle Pan,y and fair J)rmx, are ﬁcd from our Shorc,
The Graces are bani(h’d, —and Laye is no morc'
Thc foft God of Pleafure that warm’d our Defires,
Has broken his Bow, and cxtmgulﬂl’d his Fires
Andvowsthat hlmfclf, and his Mother, w1ll mourn,
*Till Pan and fair Ky Syrinx in Trlumph return.

II1.
Forhear your Add:cﬂ?:s, and Court us no mgrz,
For we will perform what the Dexty fivore:
But if you dare think of deferving our Charms,
Away with.yéur Sheqﬁhooks, and take to your Arms;

Then Lawrels and Myrtles your Brows fhall adorn,

‘When Pan, and his Son, and fair Syrinx, return.

A N
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A N |
EPISTLE
FROM
Mr. CHARLES\HO PKINS
| | T O |
M. I 4 L D EN
I N
O X O N

Y lab’ring Mufe, grown tir’d of being hurl’d
: And toft about, in a tempeftuous World,
Prays for a Calm, implores fome quiet Seat,

And fecks what yours has found, a f{weet Retreat.

Now
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Now your bleft Fields theirSummer Liv’ry wear,
Their Fruits your loaden’d Trees in Seafon bear;g
But Learning flourithes throughout the Yeéar.
From your full Spring o’re Brittain’s Ifle it ftreams,
And fpreads like Ifis, when the meets the Thames.
Rear’d on her Banks, the Mufés Lawrel grows,
Adorn’d by yours, adorning others Brows.

Sweet are her Streams, fweet the furrounding Air,
But fweeter are the Songs the ecchoes there.
There the Great Ormond’s daily Praife is fung,
‘There Addifon’s harmonious Harp is ftrung, %
And there Lycretius learnt the Englifh Tongue.
Well might I here the large Account purfue,

But you have ftopt me----for I write to you.

Methinks I fee the tuneful Sifters ride,
Mounted like Sea-Nymphs on the fwelling Tide,

The
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The Silver Swans are filent while they play, :
Augufia hears their Notes, and puts-to Sea, g
Dryden and Congreve meet therm half the way.
All:wafted by their own f{weet Voices move,

And all'is Harmony——

And all that’s Harmony, is Joy and Love.

All are in all the tuncful Numbers skill’d,

And new Apollo boafts his Confort fill’d.

Here liften while our Englifp Maro fings,
Born like the Mantuan Swan on equal Wings:
Mark the great Numbers, mind the lofty Song,.

The Senfe as «clear and juft, .the Lines as ftrong.

Hark yonder where the Mosurning Bride complains,
And melt with pity at the moving Strains:
Wait the Conclufion, then allay your Grief,
Vice meets with Ruin, Virtue with Relief.
Walk
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Walk thither, and the charming Mufick leads;
To murm’ring Waters, and enchanting Meads :

Mark by the River-fide, along the Plain, )
The dancing Shepherdefs, and. piping Swain,, %

| Then fee him take the Kifs that Crowns his Pain.

There hearken where the knowing Poet fings:

Myfterious Nature, and the Seeds of Things;
How in the teeming Earth hard Metals grow,
From what far diftant Fountains Rivers flow, %
What moves the Stars above, and Seas below. .

Now fee the charming Confort fail along,
Each tunes his Harp, and each prepares his-Song:
To the Mufzum fee them all repair,
And fee them all receive their Laurels there.
A learn’d and rev’rend Circle ready ftands,
To Crown the Candidates with willing Hands.
Aldrich,
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Aldrich, who can the firft large Portion boaft,
Knows, loves and cherifhes the.Mufes motft :
“Who gives ev’n Chrift’s-Church its peculiar Grice;
The firft in Merit, as the firft in Place.
O! Friend, have I not reafon to compl;in, |
Of Fate that fhut me out ﬁom fuch a Train? g

For that, who would not fhift the Tragick Scene?

Tho’ tir’d of reftlefs rambling up and down,
Or a more reftlefs Settlement in Town:
Chang’d in the reft, let this my Love commend,
Talden, believe I never chang’d my Friend.

From London-Derry,
. Auguft 3. 1699.
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O}D B
DEATH

Marquifs of Blandford.

(U CH is the Doom of unrelenting Fate,

That greateft Hopes have thorteft Date:

Our Pleafures vanith, our Defigns are croft,

And Gifts moft juftly priz’d are fooneft loft
Death has the choice of Things on Earth,
And, waiting clofely from their Birth,

‘The Pride of Nature ftill delights to blaft,

And; uncreated; will the World out-laft,

N . I1. The
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II.
The World, with Bleffings.ill fupply’d before;
Is made by one Misfortune poor
The faireft Perfon, and beft temper’d Mind,
And fharpeft Wit with fofteft Nature join’d,
Engaging Humour, weighty Senfe, |
,  And Joy, the Gift of Innocence,
No more in one unrival’d Youth we find;
His Soul is gone in whom thofe Graces fhin’d.
| IIL
To Heav’n ’tis gone, ordain’d for Blifs above;
>Twas here all Harmony and Love: .
There happy live, and while you reft fecure
From all the Pangs your weeping Friends endure,
Oh pity. thofe that mourn below !
And hear thefe doleful Numbers flow ;
Too mean a Tribute, and too bold a Flight,.
What Mufe can foar to your Immortal height?
IV. Sec
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IV.

See envious Grief, that fcarce your Parents knew;

Still banifh’d from their ﬁght by you,

With difmal Force expels their Native Grace;
And takes Revenge on all their Beauteous Race:

It brings rude Horror, wild Defpair,

And ftrikes their Breafts, and tears their Hair.
For you they call, for you fond Withes fend,

The beft Relation, and the kindeft Friend.
V. |
#Tis fruitlefs all: LetReafon now return;

Why fhou’d the Wife fo vainly Mourn? -
Why fend Complaints where no Redrefs is found ?
Our Dooms are next, whofe Years roll {wiftly round.

Thou fly’fty O Time, to ftop our Breath,

Thou faithful Minifter of Death,

And we, too ;bhnd-_bur Periods to foretel,
Should dare.thy, Malice, butemploy thee well.
N: A
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THOUGHT

HUMAN LIFE

SIMONIDES.

By Mr. T4 TE.

N various Ways defigning Mortals moves;
But ftill th’ Event is in the Hands of Fove. -
Men by the poor Retail of Minutes live,
And Fate but lends the Life it feems to give:
Tenants at Will we are to Hca.v-’nly Pow’rs,
And Debtors for the Breath we think is ours.
On
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On Life’s wide Ocean diverfly launch’d out,
Our Minds alike are toft on Waves of Doubt;
Holding no fteddy Courfe, or conftant Sail,

But fhift and tack with ev’ry Veering Gale.
Bewitch’d by Fairy-hopes, we tug in vain,

Some flying and inchanted Ifle to gain;

*Till pitying Chance a kind Difafter fends,

And by a Jucky Wreck the fruitlefs Labour ends. .

Tho’ Night by Night we find, to our dear coft,
Our laft-fpent Day, like all the former, loft, _
*Tis yet the common Refuge of our Sorrow,

On the next Day’s uncertain Stock to borrow, %
*Till broke with Debts on each Infolvant Morrow.
Somerun o’ Score for Weeks, or Months; andfome
Anticipate for Blifs next Year to come;
When, Darling-Fav’rites, they at Eafe thall fi¢
In Fortune’s Lap, and fee their Withes hit,

N3 Revel
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Revel in Plenty, Pleafure, Peace, and Mirth—
When lo! before the promis’d-Seafon’s.Birth -
“The weening Mortal dies—or has his Breath
Prolong’d by Sicknefs to a living Death:

Or (forc’d thro’ Camps or diftant Seas to roam)
Seeks Fate-Abroad, or found by Fate at Home;
For Human Life (by Nature’s Law aflign’d
One Entrance) does a thoufand Out-lets find :
But ftill the Path to each with Care befet,
Molefting Griefs in ev’ry Paffage met.
Whofe ftraggling Troops fince nene can always
Not to Alafm, or on the Foe to run, (fh\un,g
Is all that by the Wifeft can be done.

And dext’roufly our Skill fhall be employ’d,
Adding no Gricefs to thofe we can’t avoid.

THE
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THE

" V1S10N.

By Mis. SING E R

? W AS in the ‘clofe Recefles of a Shade,
A Shade for Sacred Contemplation made;
No Beauteous Bra;nch‘, noPlant, or fragrant Flow’r,

But flourifh’d near the Fair Delicious Bow’r:
Wich charming' State its lofty Arches rife

Adorn’d with Blofloms, as with Stars the Skies:
All pure and fragrant was the Air I drew,
WhichWinds thro’ Mirtle Groves and Orange blew;
Clear Waves dlong with pleafing Murmur rufh,
And down the artful Falls in noble Catara&s gufh.

*T'was here, within this happy Place retir'd,
Harmonious Pleafures all my Soul infpir'd;
N4 I
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I take my Lyre, and try each tuneful String,
NowWar,now Lovc,andBcauty’sForce wogld fing;
To Heiv’nly Subjc&s now, in ferious Lays,

I ftrive my faint, unskilful Voice to raife:
But as I unrefolv’d and doubtful lay,
My Cares in eafie Slumbers glide away s
Nor with fuch grateful Sleep, fuch foothing Rett,
And Dreams like this I e’er before was blefs’d;
No wild uncouth Chimera’s intervene,

To break the perfect intelleCtual Scene.

ThePlace wasall with Heav’nly Light o’er-flown,
And Glorious with Immortal Splendor fhone;
When! lo a bright Atherial Youth drew near,
Ineffable his Motiops and his Air, |
A foft, benificent, exprefslefs Grécc,

With Life’s moft florid Bloom adorn’d his Face;

His
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His lovely Brows Immortal Lawrel bind, »
And long his radiant Hair fell down behind, gi
His ;zurpkqbes hungfree,and wavingto the Wind.
Angelick his Addrefs, his tuneful Voice

Infpir’d a thoufand elevating Joys:

When thus the wond’rous Youth his Silence broke,
And with an Accent all Celeftial fpoke.

To Heav’n, nor longcr paufe, devote thy Songs,
To Heav’n the Mude’s facred Art belongs,
Let his unbounded Glory be thy Theme,
Who fills th’ Eternal Regions with his Fame;
And when Death’s fatal Sieep fhall clofe thine Eyes,
In Triumph we’ll attend thec to the Skies;
We'll Crown thee there with everlafting Bays,
And teach thee all our celebrated Lays. |
This fpoke, the fhining Vifion upward flies,
f\nd darts as Lightning thro’ the cleaving Skies.

| UPON
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. UPON

Y Oung Mr. Rogers
O F

GLOCESTERSHIRE

By Mrr D RTD E N.

F gentle Blood, his Parents only Treafure,
TheirlaftingSorrow,and thejr vanifh’dPlea_furc,
Adorn’d with Feafurcs, Virtyes, Wit and Grace,
A large Provifion for fo fhort a Race;
More mod’rate Gifts might have prolong’d hlsDatc,
Too early fitted for a better State;
But, -know‘ing, Heav’n his Home, to fhun Delay,
He lcap’d o’er Age, and took the fhorteft Way.

THE
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O D E
ANACR E 0N
TRANSLATED

T dead of N tght, when Stars ‘appear,
And ftrong Badtes turns;the Bear;
When Mortals fleep;their Cares away,
Fatigu’d with Labours of the Day,
Cupid was knocking at my Gate;
Who’s there? faid I: 'Who knacks fo late,
Difturbs my Dream, and breaks my Reﬂ: ?
O fear not me, a harmlefs Gueft,
He
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He faid; but open, open pray; R ¥
A foolith Child, Iloft my Way, 3
And wander here this Moonlefs Night,
All Wet and Cold, and wanting Lighe.
With due Regard his Voice I hear;l,
‘Then rofe, a ready Lamp prepar’d,
And faw a naked Boy below,
With Wings, a qulvcr, and a Bow:
In hafte I rap, pnlock’d my Gatey
Sccuré, and thoughtlefs of ‘my" Fﬁtc; |
I gave the Child an eafie Chair
Againft the Fire, and dry'd his Hair;
Brought friendly Cups of chearful Wine,
And warm’d his little Hands with mine.
All this did I with kind Intent; - - )
But he, on wanton Mifchief bent,
Said, Deareft Friend, this Bow you fee;
This pretty Bow-belongs ta me:
N Obferve,




of MISCELLANY POEMS. :or1

Obferve, I pray, if all be right,

I fear the Rain has fpoil’d it quite:

He drew it then, and ftraight I found
Within my Breaft a fecret Wound.
This done, the Rogue no longer ftaid,
But leap’d away, and laughing faid,
Kind Hoft adieu, we now muft part,
Safe is My Bow, but fick thy Heart.

TO
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TO A .
That defign'd going to 2 |

Fortune-Teller.

(7 OU, Madam, may with Safety go,
Decrees of Deftiny to know ;
For at your Birth kind Planets reign’d;
And certain Happinefs ordain’d:
Such Charms as yours are only giv’n

" To chofen Favourites of Heav’n.

But fuch is my uncertain State;
. ’Tis dangerous to try my Fate: ,
For
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For I wou’d only know from Att,

The future Motions of your Heart,

And what predeftinated Doom

Attends my Love for Years to come;

No Secrets elfe that Mortals learn

My Care deferve, or Life concern;

But this will {fo important be,

I dread to fearch the dark Decree:

For while the {fmalleft Hope remains,
Faint Joys are mingled with my Pains;
Vain diftant Views my Fancy pleafe,
And give fome intermitting Eafe:

But thou’d the Stars too plainly fhow
That you have doom’d my endlefs Woe,
No Human Force, nor Art, cou’d bear

The Torment of my wild Defpair.

This Secret then I dare not know;,

And other Truths are ufelefs now. What
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What matter, if unblefs’d in Love, e
How long or fhort my Life will prove ?

To gratifie what low Defire,

Shou’d I with needlefs Hafte enquire,

How Great, how Wealthy I fhall be?

O! what is Wealth or Pow’r to me?

If I am happy, or undone,

It muft proceed from you alone.

CHA-
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CHARITY:
5 A

PARAPHRASE
"ON THE
Thirteenth CHAPTER of the Firft EpisTLE

TO THE

L

CORINTHIANSG.

ID fweeter Sounds adorn my flowing Tongue, |
Than ever Men pronounc’d, or Angelsfung:
Had I all Knowledge Human and Divine,
That Thought can reach, br Science can define;
And had I Pow’r to give that Knowledge Birth,
In all the Speeches of the babling Earth:
o) Did



206 The FIFTH PART
Did Shadreck’s Zeal my glowing Breaft infpire,

“To weary Tortutes and rejoice in Fire:

Or had I Faith like that which Ifrae/ faw,
‘When Mofes gave them Miracles and Law:

Yet, Gracious Cbarii], indulgent Gueﬁ,

Were not thy Pow’r exerted in my Breft,

Thofe Speeches wduld fend up unheeded Pray’r:
That fcorn of Life wow'd be but wild Defpair:
A Tymbal’s found were better than my Voice,
My Faith were Form, my Eloquence were Noife.

Charity, Decent, Modeft, Eafie, Kind,
Softéns the High, “arid rears the Abjet Mind;,
“Knows with juft Reins and gentle Hdnd to guide;
Betwixt Vile Shaiiie‘arid Arbitrary Pride.
Not foon provek’d; fhe eafily forgives,
Arid ‘much fhe fuffers as fhe much believes.

Soft
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Soft Peace fhe brings where-cver the arrives,
She builds our Quiet, asfhe forms our Lives,
Lays the rough Paths:of peevith Nature ev’n,
And opens in-each Heatt alittle Heav's.

Each other Gift which God on Man beftows,

Its proper Bounds and-due ReftriGtion knows:
To one fixt Purpofededicates its Pow’r,

And finithing its A&, rexifts 110 more.

Thiss, in Obediehceto what Heav's decress,
Knowledge fhall fail, and Prophecy fhall ceafe;

But lafting Charizy’s more ample {way,

Nor bound:by Time, - nor fubje&:to decay,

In happy Ttiumph. fhall for ever live,

And endlefy Good diffufe, -and endiefsPraife receivé.

As thro® the Artift’s intervenihg Glafs,
Our Eye obferves: the diftant Planets pafs.
O: A
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A little we difcover, but allow
That more remains unfeen than Art can thow:

-So whilft our Mind its Knowledge wou’d improve,
(Its feeble Eye intent on things above)
High as we may we lift our Reafon up,
By Faith diretted, and confirm’d by Hope.
Yet are we able only to furvey '
Dawnings of Beams and Promifes of Day s
Heav'n’s fuller Efluence mocks our dazl’d Sight,
Too great its Swiftnefs, and too ftrong its Light..

But foon the Mediate Clouds fhall be difpell’d,
The Sun fhall foon be Face to Face beheld,
With all his Robes, with all his Glory on,
Seated Sublime on his Meridian Throne.

Then conftant Faith and holy Hope fhall dye,
One loft in Certainty, and onein Joy:
Whilft
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~ Whilft thou, more happy Pow’r, fair Charity,
Triumphant Sifter, greateﬁ of the Three,
Thy Office and thy Nature ftill the fame,
Lafting thy Lamp, and unconfum’d thy Flame,
Shale ftill furvive——————

Shalt ftand before the Hoft of Heav’n confeft,
For ever blefling, and for ever bleft.
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ADRIANI MORIENTIS

A D

ANIMA M

Nimula, fuagula,} blandula,
Hofpes, Comefque Corporis,
Que nunc abibis in loca,
Pallidula, rigida, nudula,
Nec ut foles, dabis joca.

Bj Mbnﬁeur Fonténellc.

A petite Ame, ma Mignonne,
' iu vas;
Tu t’en vas donc, ma Fille, & Dieu ﬁ'acbe o%
Tu pars [eulette, nué & tremblotante, helas!
Que deviendra ton bumeur folichonne 2
Que deviendront tant de jolis chats? .
TRANSL A4-
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TRANSLATED.

OOR little, pretty, flutt’ring thing,
Muft we no longer live together?
And doft thou prune thy doubtful Wing,
To take thy Flight thou know’ft not whither?

Thy hum’rous Vein, thy pleafing Folly,
Lyes interrupted and forgot ;
And penfive, wav’ring, melancholy,
Thou dread’ft and hop’ft thou know’ft not what.

O 4 TO
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TO A |
CHILD of QUALITT
| O F

FIVE TEARS 0L D,

The Author fupposd Forty.

By the fame Hand.

Ords, Knights, and Squires, the num’rous Band
That wear the Fair Mifs Mary’s Fetters,
Wcre fummon’d, by her high Command,
'To fhow their Paflion by their Letters.
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My Pen amongft the reft I took,
Leaft thofe bright Eyes that cannot read
Shou’d dart their kindling Fires, and look
The Pow’r they have to be obey’d.

Nor Quality, nor Reputation,
Forbid me yet my Flame to tell,

Dear Five Years old befriends my Paffion,
And I may Write ’till fhe can Spell.

For while fhe makes her Silk-worms Beds
With all the tender things I fwear,
Whilft all the Houfe my Paffion reads, -
In Papers round her Baby’s Hair.

She may receive and own my Flame,
For tho’ the ftritteft Prudes thou’d know it,
She’ll pafs for a moft virtuous Dame,
| And 1 for an unhappy Poet. Then
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Then too, alas, when fhe fhall tear
The Lines fome younger Rival fends,
She’ll give me leave to Write, I fear,
And we fhall {till continue Friends.

For as our difP’rent Ages move,

>Tis fo ordain’d, wou’d Fate but mend it,
That I fhall be paft making Love,

When fhe bcgms to comprehend it.

THE
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THE
LADTYTs LOOKING-GLASS,

I N
IMITATTION
OF A

GREEK IDTYTLLIUM

By the fame Hand.

CElz'a and I the other Day

Walk’d o’re the Sand-hills to the Sea:
- The fetting Sun adorn’d the Coatt,

His Beams entire, his Fiercenefs loft;

And on the Surface of the deep,

The Winds lay only not afleep:

With filent Joy I heard her fay,

The Profpeét and the Nymph were gay, %
‘That we fhou’d walk there ev’ry Day.

But
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But oh! the Change! the Winds grew high,
Impending Tempefts charge the Sky ;

The Light’ning ﬂiés, the Thunder roars,
And big Waves lafh the fright’ned Shoars.
Struck with the Horror of the Sight,

She turns her Head and wings her Flight,
And trembling, vows fhe ne’er again

'Will prefs the Shore or fee the Main.

Look back at leaft once more, faid I, :
Thy felf in that great Glafs defery;
When thou art in good Humour dreft,
When gentle Reafon rules thy Breaft,
The Sun upon the calmeft Sea
Appears not half fo bright as Thee;
*Tis then that with Delight I rove
Upon the boundlefs depth of Love;



of MISCELLANY POEMS. 217

I blefs my Chain, I hand my Oar,
Nor think on all I left on Shoar.
But when vain Doubts and groundlefs Fear,
Do that dear foolith Bofom tear, -
When the big Lip and wat’ry Eye
Tell me the rifing Storm is nigh;
*Tis then thou art yon angry Main,
Deform’d by Winds, and dafh’d by Rain;
'And the poor Sailor that muft try
Its Fury, labours lefs than I.

Shipwreck’d, in vain to Land I make,
While Love and Fate ftill drive me backs
Forc’d to doat on Thee thy own way,

I chide Thee firft and then obey. -
Wretched when from Thee, vext when nigh,
I with Thee or without Thee die.”

T O
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TO A

B O Y

Playing with his

C A T.

By the fame Hand.

HE Am’rous Youth, whofe tender Breaft
- Was by his darling Cat poffeft,
Obtain’d of #emus his Deﬁr.e,
(Howe’er irregular his Fire.)
Nature the Pow’r of Love obey’d,
The Cat became a bluthing Maid,
And potent of his Vows and Joys,
He thank’d the Gods, and bleft his Choice.
Ah!



of MISCELLANY POEMS.

Ah!Beauteous Boy, take care leaft thou
Renew the fondnefs of his Vow,
Take care to think the Queen of Love
Will e’re thy Fav’rites' Charms improve ;
Shoud’ft thou prefer fo rath a Pray’r,

The Queen of Love wou’d riever hear.
Ah! rather from her Altars run,
Leaft thou be griev’d and fhe*undone.
‘The Queen of Love will quickly fee
Her own Adonis live in thee 3
And glances thrown.upoﬁ a Beaft,
Which well might make‘a Goddefs bleft,
- Will lightly her firft Love deplore,
Will eafily forgive the-Boar,
And on her Tabby Rlval’s Facc,
Enrag’d will mark her new. Dxfgrace
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A S ON G

By the j‘ame Hand.

N vain you tell your parting Lover,
You wifh fair Winds may waft him over.
Alas, what Winds can happy prove,
That bear me far from what I love?
Alas, what Dangers on the Main
Can equal thofe that I fuftain, g
From {lighted Vows and cold Difdain?

Be gentle, and in pity chufe
To with the wildéft Tempefts loofe;
That thrown again upon the Coaft,
Where firft my Shipwreck’d Heart was loft,
I may once more repeat my Pain,
Once more in dying Notes complain % '
Of flighted Vows and cold Difdain.
HANS



of MISCELEANYT POEMS. 121
’Molnﬁeur De la Fontaine's
HANS CARVEL
IMLTAfED

AN S Carvel, Impotent and Old

" Married a Lafs of London Mould;
Handfome enough, extreamly Gay,.
Lov'd Muﬁclz, Company and Play;
High Flights the had, and Wit at Will,
And fo her Tongue lay feldom fill;
For in all Vifits who but She, .
To Argue or to Repartee?

. P She
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She made it plain that Human Paflion
Was order’d by Predeftination; . |
That if weak Women went aﬁray,-
Their Stars were more in fault than they;
Whole Tragedics She had by Heart, |
Enter’d into Roxana’s part;

To fpill a hated Rival’s Blood,, .
The A&ion certainly was good-, co
How like 2 Vine young Ammon curl’d!
Oh that dear Conqu’ror of the World !
She pity’d Betterton in Age, '
That ridicul’d the Godlike rage;

She firft of all the Town was told,
‘Where neweft India things wete (rbld;
So in a Morning without Bodice,
Slipt fometimes out to Mrs. Thody’s,

4

To
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To cheapen Tea, to buy a Screen,

223

What elfe, in God’s Name, cou’d the mean?

For to prevent the leaft Reproach,
Betty went with her in the Coach.
But when no very great Affair
Excited her peculiar Care,

She without fail was wak’d at Ten,
Drank Chocolate, then flept again;

At Twelve She rofe, with much ado

Her Cloaths were huddl’d on by Two; |

Then, Does my Lady Dine at home?
Yes ﬁxrc,---- but is the Colonel come?
Next, how to fpend the Afternoon,
And not come Home again too foon;
The Change, the City, or the Play,
As each was proper for the Day
A Turn, in Summer, to Hyde-Park,
When it grew tolerably Dark.

' P2

Wives
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Wives Pleafure caufes Husbands Pain,
Strange Fancies come in Hans’s Brain;;
He thought of what he did not Name,
And wou’d reform, but durft not blame;
At firft He therefore Preach’d his Wife
The Comforts of a Pious Life:
Told Her how Tranfient Beauty was,
That all muft die, and Fleth was Grafs:
He bought her Sermons, Pfalms and Graces,
And doubled down the Ufeful Places.
But ftill the Weight of Worldly Cares
Allow’d her little time for Pray’rs.
And Clegpatra was read o’re,
Whilft Scot, and Wake, and Twenty more,
That teach one to deny ones felf,
Lay unmolefted on the Shelf.
An untouch’d Bible grac’d her Toilet,
No fear that Thumb of hers thould fpeil it.
In
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In fhort, the Trade was fill the fame,

The Dame went out, the Colonel came.

What’s to be done? poor Carvel cry’d,
Another Batt’ry muft be try’d :
What if to Spells I had recourfe?
*Tis but to hinder fomething worfe.
The End muft juftifie the Means,
He only Sins who Ill intends :
Since therefore ’tis to Combat Evil,

>Tis lawful to employ the Devil ;

. Forthwith the Devil did appear,
(For Name him and he’s always near)
Not in the Shape in which he plies,
At Miffes Elbow when fhe lies,
Or ftands before the Nurs’ry Doors
To take the naughty Boy that roars.
P3

22%

But
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But without Sawcer Eye or Claw,

Like a grave Barrifter at Law.

Hans Carvel, lay afide your Grief,
The Devil fays, I bring Relief:
Relief, fays Hans, pray let me crave
Your Name Sir,----Satan,----Sir, your Slave;
I did not look upon your F éct,
You’ll pardon me; --- Ay, now I fee’t:
And pray, Sir, when came you from Hell;
’bur Friends there, did you leave them well ?
All well; but prithee, honeft Hans,
Says Satan, leave your Complaifance.
The Truth is this, I cannot ftay
Flairing in Sun-fhine all the Day,
For entre Nous, we hellith Sprites
Love more the Frefco of the Nights,
And oftner our Receipts convey

In Dreams, than any other way.
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I tell you therefore as a Friend,

E’er Morning Dawns, your Fears fhall end.;

Go then this Ev’ning, Mafter Carve/,

Lay down your Fowls, and broach your Barrel;
Let Friends and Wine diflolve your Care,
Whilft I the great Receipt prepare;

To Night I’ll bring it, by my Faith;’

Believe, for once, what Sazan faith.

Away went Hans, glad not a little, ! 7 ..
Obey’d the Devil to a Tittle;
Invited Friends fome half a Dozen,
The Colonel, and my Ladies Cozen.
The Meat was ferv’d, the Bowls were crown’d;
Catches were Sung, and Healths went round:
Modith Ratafia for the Clofe,
*Till Hans had fairly got his Dofe:

P 4 The
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The Colonel Toafted to the bett,
The Dame mov'd off to be undreft: .

The Chimes went Twelve, the Guq:ﬁs withdrew,

But when or how, Hans hardly knew.

Some Modern Anecdotes aver,
He npdded in his Elbow Chair:
From thence was carried off to Bed;
Fohn held his Heels, and Nan his Head.
‘My Lady was difturb’d, new Sorrow;

Which Hzns muft anfwer for to Morrow.

In Bed then view the happy Pair,
And think how Hymen Triumph’d there.
Hans, faft afleep as foon as laid,
The Duty of the Night unpaid:
The waking Dame, with Thoughts oppreft,
That made her hate both him and Reft,
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By fuch a Husband, fuch a Wife;
*Twas Acme’s and Septimius’s Life.
The Lady figh’d, the Lover fnor’d;
The pun&ual Devil kept his Word.
Appear’d to honeft Hans again,
(But not at all by Madam feen)
And giving him a Magick Ring,

Fit for the Finger of a King: o
Dear Hans, faid he, this Jewel take,

And wear it long for Satan’s fake;
*Twill do your Bufinefs to a Hair :

* For long as you this Ring fhall wear,
As fure as I look over Lincoln,

That ne’er fhall happen which you think on.

Hans took the Ring with Joy extream,
(All this was only in a Dream)

229

“And
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And thrufting it beyond his Joint,

>Tis done, he cry’d, I’'ve gain’d my Point----
What Point, faid fhe, you ugly Beaft?

You neither give me Joy nor Reft:

*Tis done, ----what’s done, you drunken Bear.

You’ve thruft your Finger G---d knows where,

./

THE
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THE

Defpairing  Shepherd.

" PASTORAL

By the fame Hand.

Lexis thunn’d his Fellow Swains,
A Their rural Sports, and {prightly Strains,
(Heav’n guard us all from Cupid’s Bow !)
He loft his Crook, he left his Flocks,
And wand’ring thro’ the lonely Rocks,
He nourifh’d endlefs Woe.

The Nymphs and Shepherds round him came,
His Grief fome pity, others blame;
. The
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The fatal Caufe all kindly feek;
He mingled his Concern with theirs,
He gave em back their friendly Tears,
He figh’d, but wou’d not fpeak.

Clorinda came among the reft,
She too a kind Concern expreft,
And ask’d the reafon of his Woe;
She ask’d, but with an Air and Mien
That made it eafily forefeen,

She fear’d too much to know.

The Shepherd rais’d his mournful Head,
And will you pardon me, he faid,
Whiltt I the cruel Truth reveal ?
'Which nothing from my Breaft fhou’d tear,
Which never thou’d offend your Ear,
But that you bid me tell.

*Tis
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*Tis thus I rove, ’tis thus complain,

Since you appear’d upon the Plain, ,
You are the Caufe of all my Care;

Your Eyes ten thoufand Dangers dart,

Ten thoufand Torments vex my Heart,
~ Ilove, and I defpair.

Too much, Alexis, I have heard,
"Tis what I thought, *tis what I fear'd,
But yet I pardon you, fhe cry’d,
Provided you will ne’er again
Declare your Vows, or fpeak your Pain,
He bow’d, obey'd, and dy’d,

CELIA
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C EL 1 A

T O

D A M O N

Atquein Amore mala hec proprio, [fumméque [ecundo
Inveniuntur ——
Lucret. Lib. 4.

B} the fame Hand.

Hat can I fay, what A;guménts can prove

My Truth, what Colours can defcribe my

If its Excefs and Fury be not known (Love,
In what thy Ce/is has already done?

Thy Infant Flames, whilft yet they were conceal’d
In tim’rous Doubts, Wlth Pity I beheld;

i} With
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With eafie Smiles difpell’d the filent Fear, .
That durft not tell me what I dy’d to hear:
In vain I firove to check my growing Flame, °
Or thelter Paflion under Friendfhip’s Name; .
You faw my Heart, how it my Tongue bely’d,
And when you prefs’d how faintly I deny’d:----
E’er Guardian Thought cou’d bring its fcatter’d Aid,
E’er Reafon cou’d fupport the doubting iVIaid, :
My Soul furpriz’d, and from its felf disjoin’d, -
Left all Referve, and all the Sex behind,

From your Command her Motions fhe receiv’d, -.

And not for me, but you the breath’d and liv’d.

But ever bleft be Cytherea’s Shrine,
And Fires Eternal on her Altars fhine;
Since thy dear Breaft has felt an equal Wound,
Since in thy Kindnefs my 3cﬁres are Crown’d. .

H

By
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By thy each Look,and Thought,and Care, ’tisfhown
Thy Joys are center’d All in me Alone;

And fure I am thou wou’dft not change this Hour

For all the White onesFate has in its Pow’r. —

' Yet thus belov'd, thus loving to Excefs,
Yet thus receiving and returning Blifs,
In this Great Minute, in this Golden Now,
‘When ev’ry Trace of what, or when, or how
Shou’d from my Soul by raging Love be torn,
And far on fwelling Seas of Rapture born;
A melancholy Tear affli¢ts my Eye,
And my Heart labours with a fudden Sigh;
Invading Fears repel my Coward Joy,
And Ills forefeen the prefent Blifs deftroy.

Poor as it is, this Bequty was the Caulfe,
That with firft Sighs your panting Bofom rofe;
‘ But
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But with noi Owner Beauty long will ftay,

Upon the Wings of Time born fwift away: +
Pafs buit fome ficeting Years; and thefe poor Eyes, .
(Where now withott a boaft fome Beauty lyes,)
No longer fhalk their little Luftre keep,

And only be ¢f :ufe to read, or weep. ‘

And ow this Borchead, wher¢ your Verfe has faid
The Loves delighted,” and'the Gr4ces play’d,
Infulting Age will ‘trace his cruel Way, ( Sw.ay.'
And with indénted Furrows mark his fad extent of
Mov’d by my Charms, with them your Love may
And as the Fuel finks the Flame decreafe.” ('
Or angry Heav’n may quicker Darts prepare,

And Sicknefs ftrike what Time awhilewou’d fpare.
Then will my S#ain his glowing Vows renew ?
?hen will his throbbing Heart to mine beat true?
thn my own Face deters me from my Glafs,
Xnd Kaueller only thows what Ce/ia was?

Q Fan-
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Fantaftick Fame may found her wild Alarms;
And Cuftom call you forth to diftant Arms.
You may negle®, or quench, or hate the Flame,
‘Whofe Smoke too long obfcur’d your rifingName:
And quickly cold IndifP’rence will enfue,
When youLove’s Joys thro’ Honour’s Opticview;
Then Celia’s loudeft Pray’r will prové too weak, -
To this abandon’d Breaft to bring you back.
When my loft Lover the tall Ship afcends, .
With Mufick Gay, and wet with J o.lly Friendsy -
The tender Accents of a. Woman’s Cry
Will pafs unheard, will unregarded dic,

W hen fair Occafion {hows the {pringing Gale,saﬂ.
And Int’teft guides the Helm, and Honour fills thc
Some wretched Lines:from this negle®ed Hand, E

While the rough Seaman’slouder Shouts prevail, g

May find you landed on the Foreign Strandzm
Fill’d with new Fires,:and pleas*d with new Com-

o ‘ While
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While the who wrote ’em, of all Joy bereft,

To the rude Cenfiire of the World is left;

Her marnigl’d Fame in barb’rous Paftime loft,

The Caxcomb’s Novel, and the Drunkard’s Toaft.

. But nearer Care, O pardon it! fupplies

Sighs to my Breaft, and Sorrow to my Eyes.
Laove, Love himfelf, the only Friend I have,
May f{corn his Trumph, having bound his Slave;
That Tyrant God, that reftlefs Conqueror,

May quit his Pleafure to affert his Pow’r;
Forfake the Provinces that blefs his Sway,

To vanquith thofe which will not yet obey.
Another Nymph with fatal Pow’r may rife,

To damp the finking Beams of Celia’s Eyes;
With haughty Pride may hear her Charms confeft,
And f{corn the ardent Vows that I have bleft:

Q2 ~ You
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You ev’ry Night may figh for her in vainy . -~ "
And rife each Morning to fome freth Difdain;. - .
While Celia’s fofteft Look may ceafe to Chrarmy.
And her Embraces want thé Pow’r to warmy -~
W hilethefe fond Arms, thus circling you,may prove,
More heavy Chains than thofe of hopelefs Love.----

Juft Gods! all other things their Like produce:
The Vine arifes from its Mother’s Juices. « .
‘When feeble Plants, or tender Flow’rs decay,
They to their Seed their Images convey:
Where the old Myrtle her good Influence fheds,
Sprigs of like Leaf ere& their Filial Heads;
And when the Parent Rofe decays, and dies,
With a refembling Face the Daughter Buds arife.
That Produ& only which.ou_r Paffions bear,
'Eludes the Planter’s miferable Care:

. R While
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‘While blooming Love affures us Golden Fruit,

Some inborn Poifon taints the fecret Root;

Soon fall the Flow 1s of Joy, and foon the Seedsof |
-(Hatred fhoot.

Say, Shepherd, fay, Are thefe Reflections true?
~ Mutt Celia be undone for loving you?

Will you be only, and for ever mine?

Shall neither Timenor Ageour Souls disjoin? " -
From this dear Bofom fhall I ne’er be torn?

Or you grow Cold, Refpettful, and Forfworn?.
And can you not for her you love do more,
Than any Youth for any Nymph before?

Q3 . .TO
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TO A

Young Gentleman in Love.

' A
T A L E
'ROM publick Noife and faious Strife,

From all the bufy Ills of Life,

‘Take me, My Cloe, to thy Breaft,

And lull my wearied Soul to Rett.

For ever in this humble Cell,

Let Thee and I, my Fair One, dwell;

None enter elfe, but Love——and Hé
Shall bar the Door, and keep the Key.

To
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To painted Roofs and fhining Spires,
(Uneafy Seats of high Defires)
Let the unthinking Many croud,
That dare be Covetous and Proud;
In Golden Bondage let them wait,
And Barter Happinefs for State:
But Oh! My Cloe, when thy Swain
Defires to fee 2 Court again,
May Heav’n around this deftin’d Head,
The choiceft of its Curfes thed:
To fum up all the Rage of Fate
In the Two Things I dread and hate, -
May’ft thou be Falfe, and I be Great.

Thus, on his Cloe’s panting Breaft,
Fond Celadon his Soul expreft;
While with Delight the lovely Maid
Receiv’d the Vows fhe thus repaid.

Q4

343

Hope



244 The FIFTH PART

Hope of my Age, Joy of my Youth,
Bleft Miracle of Love and Truth!
All that cou’d e’er be counted mine,"
My Love and Life long fince are thine;
A real Joy I never knew,
*Till I believ’d thy Paffion true;
A real Grief I ne’er can find,
*Till thou prov’ft Perjur’d or Unkind.
Contempt, and Poverty, and Care, _
All we abhor, and all we fear, g
Bleft with thy Prefence,. I can bear;
Can fuffer Racks, and run thro’ Flame,
Still contented, ftill the fame;
Then trace me fome unheard of Way,
Thy conftant Ardour to repay,
For I my Senfe of .it wou’d (how .
In more than Wigman €’er cou’d do

Y

o0 : Had



of MISCELLANT POEMS. 45

Had I a With that did not bear
The Stamp and Image of my Dear,
I'd pierce my Heart thro’ &’w Vein,
And Die to let it out again. A
No: PVenus thall my Witnefs be, 5
(If Venus ever lov’d like me) i
That for one Hour I wou’d not quit } |
My Shepherd‘s Arms, and this Retreat,
To be the Perfian Monarch’s Bride,
Part’ner of all his Pow’r and Pride;
, Or Rule in Regal State above,
Mother of Gods, and Wife of Fove.

Happy thefe of Human Race,
But Oh! how foon our Pleafures pafs!
He thaqk’d her on his bended Knee,
Then drank a Quart of Milk and Teas

And
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And leaving her ador’d Embrace,
Haften’d to Court to beg a Place.
‘While She, his Abfence to bemoan,
As foon as ever he was gone,

Call’d Thyrfis from beneath the Bed,
‘Where all this time he had been hid.

MORAL

\ Hilft Men have thefe Ambitious Fancies,
And wanton Wenches read Romances,
Our Sex will be inur'd to lye,
And theirs infiructed to reply.
The Moral of the Tale I fing,
(A4 Pofy for a Wedding Ring)
In this fbort Verfe will be confin’d,
Loveisa Jeft, and Vows are Wind.

THE
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chding Night.

Hen Jovelay bleft in his A/cmena’s Charms,
Three Nightsin one he preft herin his Arms;;
‘The Sun lay fet, and confcious Nature ftrove
To thade her God, and to prolong his Love.
From that aufpicious Night Alkides came,
What fefs could rife from Yove, andfuchaDame?
May this aufpicious Night with that compare, ~-
Nor lefs the Joys, nor lefs the rifing Heir, %
He ftrong as Fove, fhe like Alcmena Fair.

CLEORA.
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CLEORA

By the Honourable
Mr.. GEORGE GRANVILL,

Leora has her Wifh, the Weds a Peer,
Her weighty Train, two Pages fcarce can bear;

Perfia, and both the Indies, muft provide
To grace her Pomp, and gratifie her Pride; .
Of rich Brocard, a fhining Robe the wears,
And Gems furround her lovely Neck like Stars:
In Coach and Six the Goddefs flaunts abroad,
And Crowds of Liv’ry Beaus her Chariot load.

Who
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Who fees her thus, O happy as a Queen!..

He cries.—— Butfhift the gawdy treacherous Scene;
View her at Home, in her Domeftick Light,
For thither {he muft come, at leaft at Night:
‘What has the there? A furly brutal Lord,
‘Who chides, and-fnaps her up at ev’ry Word;
A beaftly Sot, :who while the holds his Head, .
With drunken Filth' bedawbs the Nuptial Bed;
Sick to the Heart, the breaths the naufeous Fume
Of odious Steims; that poifon all the Room;
Wéeping'all Night the trembling Creature lyes,
And counts the tedious Hours when fhe may rife;
But motft.the fears left waking fhe thould find,
To.make amends, the Meonfter wou’d be kind;
Thofe matchlefs Beayties, worthy of a God,,
Muft bear, tho’ much averfe, the loathfome Load.
What then will be the Chance that next enfues?
Some vile Difcafcj;,, frefh reeking from the St.ews:
The
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The fecret Venom, circling in her Veins,
Worksthro’ her Skin, and burfts in bloating Stains;
Her Eyes grow dim, and her infe&ted Breath,
Tainting her Gums, difcolours all her Teeth; -
Her Cheeks their Frefhnefs lofe, and wonted Grace,
And an unufual Palenefs {preads her Face,

Of fharp No&urnal Anguith the complains,

And guiltlefs of the Caufe, relates her Pains.

The confcious Husband, whom like Symptoms
Charges on her, the Guilt of their Difeafe; (feize,
Affe&ing Fury, a&s a Mad-man’s Part,

He’ll rip the Fatal Secret from her Heart;

Bids her confefs, calls her Ten thoufand Whores:
In vain {he kneels, the weeps, protefts, implores;
Scarce with her Lifefhe *fcapes, expos’dto Shame,
In Body tortur’d, murder’d in her Fame, g

Rots with a vile Adulterefs’s Name;
Aban-
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Abandon’d to the World, without Defencey "o .: .
And happy only in her Innocence. : o
Such is the Vengeance, that the Gods provide,

For thofe who barter Liberty for Pride, . -«
Who impioufly invoke the Pow’rs above,

To witnefs to falfe Vows, of mutual Love. : .+
Thoufands of poor Cleora’s may be:found, .-
Such Husbands, and fuch wretched Wives abound.

Ye Guardian Pow’rs, the Arbiters of Blifs,
Preferve Clarinda from a Fate ﬁke this;
You form’d her Fair, not any Crace deny’d,
But gave, alas! a Spark too much of Pride;
Reform that Failing, and prote& her ftill,
Ah! fave her from the Curfe of chufing ill.
Deem it not Envy, or a jealgns Care,
That forms thefe Wifhes, or provokesthisPray’r;
Tho’
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Tho’ more than Death, I fear to fee thofe Charms
Allotted to fome happier Mortal’s Arms 5 |
Tormenting Thought! yet cou’d I bear that Pain,
Or any Ill, but héaring her complain: -

Intent on her, my Love forgets its own, -

Nor frames one Wifh, but for her fake alone,
Whom-¢’er the Gods have deftin’d to prefer,
‘They cannot make me wretched, blefling her..

AN
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A N

APOLOGY

FOR AN

—

Unfeafonable Surprife.ﬁ |

By the fame Hand.

Aireflt Zelinda, ceafe to chide or grieve,

Nor bluth at Joys, that only you can give.
Who with bold Eyes, furvey’d thofe matchlefs
(Charms,
Is punifh’d, feeing in another’s Arms:
With greedy Looks, he views each naked Part,
Joy feeds his Eyes, but Envy tears his Heart.

R : ~ Se
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So caught was Mars, and Mercury aloud
Proclaim’d his Grief, that he was not the God:
So to be caught was ev’ry God’s Defire,

Nor lefs than Venus cin Zelinda Fire.

Forgive him then, thou more than Heav’nly Fair,
Pardon the Crime, reveng’d by the Defpair.
All that we know, that wretched Mortals feel
In thofe {ad Regions, whére the tortur’d dwell,
Is that they fee the Raptures of the bleft,

And view the Joys, that they muft never tafte.
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M T R A

By the [ame Hand.

N lonely Shades, diftratted with Defpair,
Shunning Mankind, and torn with killing Care,
My Eyes o’er-flowing, and my frantick Mind | .
Rack’d with wild Thoughts, fwelling with Sigh(swtlf?idé
Thro’ Paths untrodden, Day and Night I rove,

Mourning the Fate of my fuccefslefs Love.

Who moft defire to live, untimely fall;
But when we beg to die, Death flies our Call:
Adonis dies, and torn is the lov’d Breaft
In midft of Joy, where Venus wont to reft; )
' ' R 2  That
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That Fate, which cruel feem’d to him, wou’d be
Pity, Relief, and Happinefs to me.

As meclted Gold preferves its Weight the fame,
So burns my Love, nor waftes within the Flame.
When will my Sorrows end? In vain, in vain

I call to Heav’n, and tell the Gods my Pain;
The Gods averfe, like Myra, to my Pray’r,

Confent to doom whom the denies to fpare.

Why do I feek for Foreign Aids, when I

Bear ready by my Side the Power to die?
Be keen my Sword, and ferve thy Mafter weﬂ,
Heal Wounds with Wounds, and Love with Death
Strait up I rofe, and to my aking Breaft, (repel
My Bofom bare, the pointed Blade I preft;
When lo! aftonifh’d! *an unufiral Light
Pierc’d the thick Shade, and all around grew bnght 5

* Apollo,

My
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My dazzl'd Eyes a radiant Form behold,
- Splendid with Light, like Beams of burning Gold,
Eternal Rays his fhining Temples grace,
Eternal Youth fat blooming on his Face:
Trembling I liften, proftrate on the Ground,
His Breath perfumes the Grove, and Mufick’sinthe
, (Sound.
Ceafe Lover, ceafe, thy tender Heart to vex
In fruitlefs Plaints, of an ungrateful Sex;
In Fates Eternal Volumes it is writ,
That Women ever fhall be Foes to Wit;
With proper Arts their fickly Minds command,
And pleafe ’em with the things they underftand :
With noifie Fopperies their Hearts affail, -
Renounceall Senfe; how fhould thy Songs prevail ,E
When I, the God of Wit, fo oft couw’d fail ?
Remember me, and in my Story find,
How vainly Merit pleads to Womankind;
R 3 I,
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I, by whom all things fhine, who tune the Spheres,
Who guide the Day, and gild the Night with Stars,
‘Whofe Youth and Beauty from all Ages patt,
Sprang with the World,;and with the World fhall laft ;
How oft with fruitlefs Tears have I implor’d
Ungrateful Nymphs, and tho’ 2 God, ador’d?
When couw’d my Wit, my Beauty, or my Youth,

Move one hard Heart, or mov’d, fecure its Truth?

"Here a proud Nymph with painful Steps I chace,
The Winds out-flying in our nimble Race;
Stay ‘Daphne, ftay,——in vain, in vain I try
To ftop her fpeed, redoubling at my Cry;
Q’cr craggy Rocks, and rugged Hills fhe climbs,
And tears on pointed Flints her tender Limbs;
But caught at length, juft as my Arms I fold,
Turn’d to a Tree, fhe yet efcapes my hold.

In
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In my next Love a difPrent Fate I find,
Ah! which is-worfe, the Falfe, or the Unkind ?
Forgetting Daphne, X Coronss chofe,
A kinder Nymph——too kind for my Repofe:
The Joys I gives but more inflame her Breatt,
She keeps a private Drudge to quench the reft;
*How, and with whom the very Birds proclaim
Her black Pollution, and reveal my Shame.
Hard lot of Beauty, fatally beftow’d,
Or given to the Falfe, or to the Proud!
By diff’ring Ways, they bring us equal Pain,
The Falfe betray us, and the Proud difdain.

Scorn’d and abus’d from-Mortal Loves I fly,
To feck more Truth in my own Native Sky:
Venus, the faireft of Immortal Loves,

Bright as my Beams, and gentle as her Doves,

* Difeover'd by 4 Crom.

R 4 With
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‘With glowing Eyes, confefling warm Defires,

She fummons Heav’nand Earth to quench her Fires ;
Me fhe excludes, and I in vain adore,

‘Who neither God nor Man rcfus’d before ;
Vulcan, the very Monfter of the SleS,

- Vulcan the takes, the God of Wit denies.

Then ceafe to murmur at thy Mjyr4’s Pride,
Whimfie, not Reafon, is the Female Guide;
The Fate of which their Mafter does complain,

Is of bad Omen to th’infpired Train:

‘WhatVows wereloft! Hark how Cat#//us mourns,
How Owvid weeps, and {lighted Gz//us burns;

In melting Strains {ce gentle ##aller bleed,
Unmov’d fhe hears, what none unmov’d can read;
And thou who oft with fuch ambitious Choice,
Hatft rais’d to Myra thy afpiring Voice;

~

‘What
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W hat Profit thy negletted Zeal repays,
Ah! what Return ungrateful to thy Praife?

Change, change thy Stile, with mortal Ragereturn
Unjuft Difdain, and Pride oppofe to Scorn;
Search all the Secrets of the Fair and Young, _
Andthen Proclaim; foon fhall they bribe thy Tongue:
The tharp Lampooner with Succefs affails,
Sure to be civil to the Man that Rails ;
Women, like Cowards, tame to the fevere,

Are only fierce when they difcover Fear.

Thusfpokethe God, andupward mountsin Air,
In juft Refentment of his paft Defpair.
Provok’d to Vengeance, to my Aid I call
The Furies round, and dip my Pens in Gall;
Not one fhall *fcape of all the Couz’ning Sex,
Veéx’d fhall they be, who fo delight to vex.
In



AN
262 The FIFTH PART

In vain I try, in vain to Vengeance move
My gentle Mufe, {o us’d to tender Love;
. Such Magick rules my Heart; what-e’er I write
Turns all to foft Complaint, and am’rous Flight.
Begone fond Thoughts, begone ; Be bold, faid I,
Satyr’s thy Theam——in vain again I try:
So charming Myra to my 8enfe appears,
My Soul adores, my Rage diflolves in Tears.

So the gauPd Lion, fmarting with his Wound,
Threatens his Foes, and makes the Foreft found ;
With his ftrong Teeth he bites the bloody Dart,
And tears his Side with more provoking Smart,
*Till having fpent his Voice in fruitlefs Crics,
Helays him down, breaks his proud Heart, and dics.
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S 0 N G

Writtenby Mr. D R D E N:

L

F AIR, fieet and young, reccive a Prize
Referv’d for your Victorious Eyes:

From Crowds, whom at your Feet you fee,
O pity, and diftinguith me;
As I from thoufand Beauties more
Diftinguith you, and only you adore,

IL
Your Face for Conqueft was defign’d,
Your ev’ry Motion charms my Mind;

Angels
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Angels, when you your Silence break,

Forget their Hymns to hear you fpeak;

But when at once they hear and view,

Arc loath to mount, and long to ftay with you.
IIL

No Graces can your Form improve,

But all are loft unlefs you love;;

While that fweet Paffion you difdain,

Your Veil and Beauty are in vain.

In pity then prevent my Fate,

For after dying all Reprives too late.

SONG.
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By the fame Hand.

I G H State and Honours to others impart,
But give me your Heart:
That Treafure, that Trcafure‘alénc .
I beg for my own.
So gentle a Love, fo fervent a Fire
My Soul does infpire.
That Treafure, that Treafuire alone

I beg for my own.

Your Love let me crave,

Give me in Poflefling _}
So
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So matchlefs a Bleffing,
That Empire is all T wou’d have.

Love’s my Pctition,
All my Ambition;

If €er you difcover

So faithful a Lover,

So real a Flame,

I’ll die, Il die,

So give up my Game,

THE
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PRISONER
T OW ER

LADY /I C

Hilft Europe is alarm’d with Wars,
And Rome foments the Chriftian Jars;
Whilft guilty Britasn fears her Fate, |

And wou’d repent her Crime too late.

Here fafe in my confin’d Retreat,
I fee the Waves about me beat, g

And envy none that dare be great.
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A quiet Confcience, and a Friend,
Help me my happy Hours to {fpend;
Let Celia to my Cell refort,

She turns my Prifon to a Court;

Let Celia ftill be in my fight,

Inftead of Guards by Day and Night,
And then they need not fear my Flight, %

Cou’d Senfe of Servile Fear prevail,
-Or cou’d my Native Honour fai,
Her fight wou’d all my Doubts control,
And give her back my peaceful Soul:

Such charming Truths her Words contain,
Or if her Angel Voice refrain, g

Her Eyes can never plead in vain.

T O



ofMISCEL-LZNT POEMS. 169
T o THE

Honourable Mr. E. H

ON HIS

POEMS"'

By my Lord BUC’KHURST

‘Ome on yowCriticks, ﬁnd oneFault whodare,
Or read it backwards, lik¢ a Witches Prayer,
*Twill do as well; throw not away your Jefts
*Gaingt folid Nonfenfe-that abides all Tefts.
Wity like Texjfe Claret, when’t begins to pall,
Negletted lyes, .and’s of no ufé atall:
But in its full perfection of decay -
Turns Vinegar, and comes again in play.
S Thou
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‘Thou haft a Brain, fuch as it is indeed,

On what elfe fhou’d thy Worm of Fancy feed!
Yet in a Filberd I have often known

Maggot furvive, when all the Kernel’s gone.
This Simile fhall ftand in thy defence,

Againft dull Rogues that now and then write Seafe.
‘Thy Wit’s the fame, whatever be thy. Theam, -
As fome Digeftions turn all Meat to Phlegm.

. They'lie, dear Ned, that fay thy Head is barren,
Where deep Conceits like Vermin breed in Carrion,
Thy ftumbling foundred Mufe can trot as high -
As any other Pegafus can fly. '

So the dull Eel moves nimbler in the Mud;

‘Than all the fwift finn’d Racers of the Flood.
Thou writ’ft below ev’n'thy own natural Parts,
And with acquired Dulnefs and new Arts %
Of N/og-fcnfc, feizeft she kind Readers Hearts.

~

. ' As
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As skilful Divers to the bottom fall

Sooner than thafc who cannot fwim at all;
So, in this wiy of "Wiiting without thinking;
Thou haft a firange Alacrity in finking.
‘Therefore, dear Friend, at my Advice forbear “§
Such loud Complaints *gainft Criticks to prefer; %
Sinee thou art turn’d an arrant Libeller:
Thou fetP’ft thy Name to what thy felf does Wntc,
Dxd ever Libel yet fo fharply bite?




- The FIETH P ART
- Sir Thomas St.S'erﬁ,
Onthe Printing his PLA'Y, calld.

‘TARUGO: WILE.S'

By - the ﬁzmeHanJ‘ I VR K

Arugo gave us Wonder'aid Delight,- . . *.-
When he oblig’d the World by Candle-light.

But now he’s ventur’d on the Face of Day,
T? oblige and ferve his Friends a nobler way;
Make all our old Men Wits, States-men the young,
And teach ev’n Eng/ifb Men the Englifh Tongue.
Fames, on whofe Reign all peacefulStars did fmile,
Did but attempt th’ uniting of our Ifle.
What Kings, and Nature, only cou’d defign
Shall be accompliftht by thig Work of thine.
‘ For
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For who is fuch a Cockney in his Heart,
Proud pf the Plenty of the Soythern Part,

To fcorn that Union by which he may

Boaft *twas his Country-man that writ this Play ?

T]m&m hxmfe]f, mdulgcnt to thy Muyfe,

| Has to thy Country fent this kind Excufe:

Fair Northern Lafs it is not through Negle&t

I Coprt thee at a diftance, but Refped.

I cannot a&, my Paffion is fo great,

But I’ll make up in 'Light what wants in Heat.
On thee I will beftow my longeft Days,

And Crown thy Sons with everlafting Bays.
My Beams thatreach thee fhall employ their Pow'rs
To ripen Souls of Men, not Fruits or Flow’rs.
Let warmer Climes my fading Fa&ours boaft,
Poets and Stars fhine brighteft in thy Froft,

S 3 EPI-
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EPILOGUE

T O

TARTUFF

: By the fame Hand.

3 ANY have been the vain Attempts of Wit

=-72 Againft the flill-prevailing Hypocrite

Once, and but once, a Poct got the Day,

And vanquith'd Bufi in a Puppet-Play;

But Bufe rallying, arm'd with Zeal, and Rage,

Poffeft the Pulpit, and pull’d down the Stage.

To Laugh at Englz]b Knaves is dang'rous then,

While Englifb Fools will think them honeft Men:
But
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But fure no zealous Brother can deny us

F reé leave with this our Monfieur Ananias.

A Man may fay, without being call’d an Atheift,
There are fuch Rogucs among the French and Pa-
‘That fix Salvation to fhort Band and Hair, (@ifts;
“That belch and fhuffle to prolong a Pray’r;

That ufe (enjoy the Creature) to exprefs

Plain Whoring, Gluttony, and Drunkennefs;
And, in a decent way, perform them too

As well, nay better far, perhaps, than you:
Whofe flefhly Failings are but Fornicati;n,

‘We Godly phrafe it, Gofpel-Propagation, g
Juft as Rebellion was call’d Reformation.

Zeal ftands but Cent’ry at the Gate of Sin,
Whiltt all that have the Word pafs freely in
Silent, and in the dark, for fear of Spies,

We march, and take Damnation by furprize.

S 4 There’s
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There’s not a roaring Blade in all this Town
Can go fo far tow’rds Hell for half a Crown,
As I for Six-pence, for I know the way;

For want of Guides Men-are too apt to ftray:
Therefore give Ear to what I fhall advife,

Let ev’ry marry’d Man, that's Grave and Wife,
Take a Tarsuff; of known Ability,

To teach and to encreafe his Family,

Who fhall {o fettle lafting R eformation,

Firft get his Son, then give him Education,

EPI-
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EPILOGUE
o . Upon the Reviving of S

BEN. FOHNSON’s PLAY,

CALL’D,

Every Man in his Humour.

PP St

By the fame Hand,

Ntreaty fhall not ferve, ner Violence,
I To make me fpeak in fuch a Play’s defence.
A Play, where Wit and Humour do agree
To break all praétis’d Laws of Comedy :,
The Scene (what more abfurd) in England lyes,
No Gods defcend, nor dancing Devils rife;
No
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NoCaptive Princefrom unknown Country brought,
No Battle, nay there’s fcaree a Duel foughe,
And fomething yet more fharply might be faid;
But I confider the poor Author’s dead;

Let that be his Excufe~—N ow for our own,
Why,
‘The Parts were fitted well; but fome will fay,

Faith, in my Opinion, we need none,

~ Pox on "emRogues, what made’em chufe this Play?

I do not doubt but you will credit me,

§t was not Choice, but meer Neceflity

To all our writing Friends, in Town, we fent,

But not a Wit durft venture out in Lenz ;

Jilavc patience but ’till Egffer Term, and then

You fhall have Jigg, and Hobby-herfe agen.

Here’s Mr. Matthew, our Domeftick Wit, -

Poes promife one of the ten Plays h’as writ;

But fince great Bribes weigh nothing with the Juft,

Know, we have Merits, and to them we truft: -
When
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‘When any Fafts, or Holy-days, defer Co T
‘The publick Labours of thie Theetre,
‘We ride not forth, although the Day be fair,
On ambling Tit to take the Suburb Air,
But with our Authors meet, and fpend that timg
To make up Quarrels between Senfe and Rime.
Wednefdays and Fridays conﬁantly we fate,
*Till, after many a long and free Debate,
For divers weighty Reafons *twas thought fit,
Unruly Senfe thoy’d ftill to Rime fubmit.
This the moft wholefome Law we ever made,
So firictly in this Epilogue obey'd,
Sure no Man here will ever dare to break.

Enter Johnfon’s Ghoft.
Hold, and give way, for I my felf will fpeak;
Can you encourage fo much Infolence,
And add new Faults flill to the great Offence

Your
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Your Anceftors fo rafhly did commit

Againft the mighty Pow’rs of Art and Wit?
Whenthey condemn’d thofe rioble Works of mine,
Sejanus, and rhy beft lov’d Cataline :

Repent, or on your guilty Heads fhall fall

The Curfe of many a riming Paftoral :

The three bold Beauchamps fhall revive again,
And with the London-Prentice Conquer Spain,
All the dull Follies of the former Age

Shall find Applaufe on this corrupted Stage.

But if you pay the great Arrears of Praife,

So long fince due to my much injur’d Plays,
From all paft Crimes I firft will fet you free,
And then infpire fome one to Wri_te like me,

KNOT-
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I
P B

B}' the ﬂmHM. N TR e

s S .

T Noon, in g SunfhinyDay, . .. . .2
The brighter Lady of the May,
Young Chloris innocent and gay,
Sate Knotting in a Shade:

"i.ﬂ "

Each flender Finger play’d its party. .
With fuch A&ivity and Art,
As would inflame a youthful Heart,

And warm the moft decay’d.: .. - .

: . Her
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Her Fav’rite Swain by chance came by,

"He faw no Angcr in her Eye;
Yet when the bn(hful Boy drew mgh,

' She wou’d havc fecm’d afraud

She let her Ivory Needle fall, ~.

And hurl’d away the twifted Ball:

But ftraight gave Strephon fuch a Call;
As wou’d have rais’d the dead.

Dear gentle Youth,_ is’t none but thee?
With Innocence I dare be frees

By fo much Truth and Modefty; -

No Nymph was et betray’d; -

Come lean thy Head upon my Lap;

While thy finooth Cheeks I firoke and clap;
Thou may’ft fecurely take a Nap.

‘Which he, poor Fool, obey’d. She
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She faw him yawn, and heard him fnore.
And found him faft affeep all o’re.
Shc"ﬁgh;d, and cou’d ‘endure no more,

But ﬁar‘ting up the /faid,’

Such Virtue fhall rewarded be: - ©

For this thy dull Fidelity, .~ Sl
I’ll truft thee with my Flocks, not me,
Purfue thy grazing Trade;

Go milk thy Goats, and fhear thy Sheep,
And watch all Nighit' thy Flocks to keepy
Thou fhalt no more be lull’d afleep:

By me miftaken Maid.
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S ONG

CHLOR[.S'

FROM THE!
BLIND ARCHER

B] tbe fame Hand

L
H Chbloris,’tistimeto difarm your bright Eyes,’
And lay by thofe terrible Glances;: . © °
We live in an Age that’s more.civil and wife; -
Than to follow the Rules of Romances. .= .
IL
‘Whenonce your round Bubbies begin but to pout, |
- They’ll allow you no long time of Courting,
And you’ll find it a very hard Task to hold outy
For all Maidens are mortal at Fourteen,
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A
S O N G
| Written fome Time /ime’,

N\ /Y Ethinks the poor Town hasbeen troubled too
' With Philiis and Chloris in every Songa:ng
By Fools, who, at once, canboth loveand defpair,
And will never leave calling them Cruel and Fair.
Which juftly provokes me, in Rhime, to exprefs
The Truth that I know of bonny Black Befs.
. 2. |

This Befs of my Heart, this Befs of my Soul, -
Has a Skin white as Milk, and Hair black as Cole,
She’s plump, yet, with eafe, you may fpan her round
Butherround fwcllingThigﬁs canfcarcebe embxgx"s’.
Her Belly is foft, not a Word of the reft,
But I know what I think when I drink to the Beft.

T ' 3. The
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The Ploughman and Squire, the erranter Clown,

At home fhe fubdw’d in her Paragon Gown;

But now (he adorns the Boxes and Pit,

And the proudeft TownGallants are forc’d to fubmit;

All Hearts fall a leaping wherever the comes,

Andbeat day and night,like myLordCraven’sDrums.
4 ’

I dare not petmit her to come to #hitehal,
Forfhe’dout-fhine the Ladies, Paint, Jewels, and all 5
If a Lord thould but whifper his Love in the Croud;
She’d fell him a Bargain, and laugh out aloud;
Then tlhc Queen over-hearing what Berzy did fay;
Would fend Mr. Roper to take her away.

5.
But to thefe that have had my dearBef5 in their Arms

She’s gentle, and knows how to foften her Charms;

And
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And to every Beauty can add a new Gracc,
Havmg learn’d how to lifp, and to tripinherPace; -
And with Head on one fide, and a languithing Eye,
To kill Us by Looking, as if She would die.

SONG

Hillis, the Faireft of Love’s Foes,
Though fiercer than a Dragon,

Phillis, that feorn’d the powder’d Beaus,
" What has fhe now to brag on? |
So long the kept her Legs fo clofe,
*Till they have fcarce a Rag on.

bdmpeﬂ’d thrbugh Want, this wretched Maid
Did fad Complaints begin
Which furly Strepbon hearing, faid;
It was both Shame and Sin, ‘
T:2 To
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To pity fuch a lazy Jade,
As will neither Play nor Spin.

On TTBURN
H Tyburn! couw’dft thouReafon and Difpute?
Cow’dft thou but Judge 4s well as Execute?
How often wou’dft thou change the Felon’s Doom,
And trufs fome ftern Chief.Juftice in his réom.
Then fhould thy fturdy Pofts fupport the Laws,
No Promife, Frown, nor popular Applaufe, E
Shou’d fway the Bench to favour a bad Caufe.
Nor Scarlet Gown, fwell’d with Poetick Fury,
Scare a falfe Verdi& from a trembling Jury.
Juftice, with fteady Hand ,and even Scales,
Should ftand upright, as if fuftain’d by Hales.
Yet ftill, in Matters doubtful to decide,
A little bearing tow’rds the milder fide.
EPI-
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EPILOGUE.

Written 6)' a APerjbn of Homour.

UR Poct, fomething doubtful of his Fate,
Made choicc of me to be his Advocate;

Relying on my Knowledge in the Laws:

" AndIas bolci_ly undertook the Caufe.
- Ilefc my Client yoﬁder in 2. Rant

Againft the Envious and the Ignorant,

Whg,ar.e, he fays, his only Enemies :

Bug he contemns their Malice, and defies

The fharpeft of his Cenfurers to fay

Where there is one grofs Fault in all his Play.
The Language is fo fitted to each Part,

The Plf}:,acc_:ording to the Rules of Ast:

And twenty other things he bid me tell you:

But I cry’d, E’en go do’t your felf for Nedy.

T 3 Reafon
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Reafon with Judges, urg’d in the Defepce’

Of thoft they would condemn, is Infolence.
I therefore wave the Merits of his Play,
And think it fit to plead this fafer way.

If, when too many in the Purchafe fhare,

Robbing’s not worth the Danger nor the Care;

Cherith a little harmlefs Poetry, .

All Wit would elfe grow up to vKnévery.

Wi_t is a Bird of Mufick, or of Prey; -
Mounting, fhe ftrikes at all things in ber Way;

The Men of Bufinefs muft, in Policy, g

But if this Bird-lime once but touch her Wings,
On the next Buth fhe fits her down and Sings.

1 have but one Word more: Telt me, I pray,
What you will get by damning of our Play ?

A whipp’d Phanatick, who does not recant,

Is by his Brethren céll’d_-g fuff’ring Saint : |

And
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And by your Hands thou’d this poor Poet dic,
Before he does renounce his Poetry,

His Death muft needs confirm the Party more,
Than all his Scribbling Life could do before.
‘Where fo much Zeal does in a Se& appear,

*Tis to no purpofe, *faith, to be fevere.

But t’other Day I heard this rhiming Fop

Say, Criticks were the Whips, and he the Top:
For as a Top fpins beft the more you bafte her,
So, ev’ry Lath you give, he writes the fafter.
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AN

EPITAPH

ERE lycs little —— —— a Yard dccp and

That never lay filent or quiet before. (more,

Her Head always working, her Tongue always
And the Pulfe of her Heart continually bc%a;gg,’ E
To the utmoft Extreams of Loying and Hating,
Her Reafon and Humour were always at Strife;
And yet the perform’d all the Duties of Life: E
An excellent Friend, and a pretty good Wife.

So indlilgcnt a Lover, that no Man cou'd fay
Whether Pazzy or Minta did Rule or Obey; E
For the Government chang’d fometen times aday.
Atthe Hour of her Birth, fome lucky Star gave her
Wit and Beauty enough to have lafted for ever;

But
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But Fortune, ftill froward when Nature is kind,
A narrow Eftate maliciouﬂy Join’d,

To a vaft Genius, and a noble Mind,

Her Body was built of that fuperfine Clay,
That is apt to grow brittle for want of Allay:
And, whcné without fhew, it was apt to decay,
It began by degees to moulder away.

Her Soul, then, too bufie on fome Foreign Affair,
Of its own pretty Dwelling took fo little Care, %
That the Tenenient fell for want of Repair.

| . .

Far be from henee the Fool, or the Knave,
But let all that pretend to be Witty or Brave, .
‘Whether gen’rous Fi riend, or amorous Slave, . |

)
Contribute fome Tears to water her Grave,

TO
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T O

. A SR
Y Hough, Phillis, your prevailing Charms
.~ Have forc’d me from my Celia’s Arms,
~ That kind Defence againft all Pow’rs,
But thofe refiftlefs Eyes of yours;
Think not your Conqueft to maintain
By Rigour, and unjuft Difdain. -

In vain, Fair Nymph, in vain you frive,

For Love does feldom Hope furvive;
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My Heart may languith for a time,

Whiltt all your Glories, in their Prime,
Can juiiiﬁé fuch bmdty,. o

By the fame Force that conquer’d me.
When Age (h;ll come, at whofe Command,
Thofe Troops of Beauties mﬁ&DiSbéﬁd; :
A Tyrant’s Strength once took away,
What Slave fo dull as to obey.
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'A.

PROLOGUE

Spoken at the Openmg of the

Dukes N ew Play-Houfe

IN

DORSET- GAR?DEN

IS not in this as in the former Age,
7" 'When Wit alone fufficd ¢ adarn the Stage
When things well faid an Audience could invite,
Without the Hope of fuch a gaudy Sight:
‘What with your Fathers took would take with you,
If Wit had ftill the Charm of being New :
Had not Enjoyment dull’d your Appetite,
She in her homely Drefs would yet delight ;

Such
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Such ftately Theatres we need rot raife,
Our Old Houfe would put off our dulleft Pl:_lys.
You, Gallants, know a freth Wench of Sixteen,
May drive the Trade it honeft Bombariné; =
And never want good Cuftom, fhould fhe lye
In a Back-room; two or three Stories high:
But fuch a Beauty as has long:been known,
Though not ciecay’d, but to Perfe&tion grown,
Muft, if fhe think to thrive in this lewd Town,
Wear Points, lac’d Petticoats, and a rich Gown;
Her Lodgings too muft with her Drefs agree,
Be hung with Damask, or with Tapeftrys
Have China, Cabinets, and a great Glafs,
To firike Refpe&t into an am’rous Afs.
Without the help of Stratagems and Arts,
An old Acquaintance cannot touch your Hearts.
Methinks ’tis hard our Authors fhould fubmit

‘So tamely to their Predeceflors Wit,

Sincc,



108  The FIFTH PART

Since, I am fure, among you there are few
Would grant your Grand-fathers had miore than you.
Bt hold! I in this Bufinefs may proceed too far,
And raife a Storm againﬁ our Theatre;

And then what would the wife Adventurers fay,~
Who are in a much gredter Fright to Day, | g
Than ever Poet was aboiit his Play?

- Our Apprchcnﬁons norie can juftly blame;

Mony is dearer much to us than Fame:

This thought on, let our Poets juttifie

The Reputation of their Poetry ;

We are refolv’d we will not have to do

With what’s between thofe Gentlemen and you:
Be kind, and let our Houfe have but your Praife;
Youw’re welcome ev'ry Day to damn their Plays.
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s 0 N G

S he lay in the Plain, his Armiunder his Head,
% A And his Flock feeding by,the fondCe/adon faid,
If Love’s a fweet Paflion, why does it torment ?
If a bitter (faid he) whence are Lovers content 2
Since I fuffer with Pleafure, why fhould I complain?
Or grieve at my Fate, when I know °’tis in vain?
Yet fo pleafing the Pain is, fo foft is the Dart,
Thatat once it both wounds me;and tickles myHeart:
To my felf I Sigh often without knowing why;
And when abfent from Ph:llis, methinks I could die -
Butoh! what a Pleafure ftill follows my Pain;

‘When kind Fortune does help me to fee her again.

In
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In her Eyes, the bright Stars that foretel what’s to

By foft ftealth now and then I examine my Dtgcg::'
I prefs her Hand gently, look languithing down,
Andby paffionateSilence I make my Love known.
Butoh ! how I'm blefs’d when fo kind fhe does prove,
By fome willing Miftake to difcover her Love;
‘When in ftriving to hide, therevealsall her Flame,

And our Eyestell each other what neither dare namc;

SONG.
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L
I\ 4mon, if you will believe me,
*Tis not Sighing round the Plain,
Song nor Sonnet can relieve ye;
| Faint Attempts in Love are vain,
_“. - C 2.
Urge but home the fair Occafions
And be Mafter of the Field;
To a pow’rful kind Invafion
*Twere a Madnefs not to yield.
LD 3
Tho’ the vows the’ll ne’er permit ye,
Cries you;re rude, and much to blame;
U - And
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And with Tears implores your Pity

Be not merciful for thame.
, : 4
When the fierce Affault is over,
Chloris time enough will find,
This her cruel furious Lover
Much more geatles not fo kind.: -

EPI-
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EPILOGUE

Allants, by all good Signs it does appear,
That Sixty. feven’s a very damning Year,
For Knaves abroad, andfor il Pocts here.

Among the Mufes there’s a gen’ral Rot,
“The Riming Monfieur, and the Spanifb Plot;
* Defie, or Court, all’s one, they go to Pot.

The Ghofts of Poets walk within this Place,
And haunt us A&ors wherefoe’er we pafs,
In Vifions bloodier than King Richards was.

For this poor Wretch, he has not much to fay,
But quietly brings in his Part o’th’ Play,
" And begs the Favour to be damn’d to day.
U2 | He
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He fends me only like a Sh’riff’s Man here,

To let you know the Malefactor’s near,

And that he means to die, en Cavalier.

For if you thow’d be gracious to his Pen,
Th’Example will prove ill to other Men,
And you’ll be troubled with ’em all agen.
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| UP \O N
Four New Phyﬁcians
Repairing to
Tunbridge Wells.

Written feveral Tears fince.

L . (rejoice,

OU Maidens and Wives and young Widows

(with Voice;

Declare your Thankfgiving with Heart and
Since Waters were Waters, I boldly dare fay,

There neerwas fuch caufe fora Thax}kfgiving Day:

(j 3 For
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For from London Town

Are lately come down,
Four able Phyficians that never wore Gown;
Their Phyfick is pleafant, their Dofe it is large,
And you may be curd withoutDan’écr or Charge.
IL
No Bolus, no Vomit, no Potion or Pill,
‘Which fometimes do Cure, but oftner do Kill,
Your Tafteor yom: Stomach need ever difpleafe,
If yow’ll be advifed but by one of thcfc,
For they have a new Drug
W hich is call’d the clofe Hug, Slook fmug,
Which will mend your Complexion, and make you
A Sovereign’ Balfom, which once well apply’d,
Though gnev’d at the Heart, thie Patient ne’er dy’d
- IIL
Inthe Morning-yoil need not be robb’d of YOIJI' Rett,
For in your warm Beds your Phyﬁck works beft;
| | And
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And though in the Taking fome Stirring’s requir’d,
The Motion’s fo pleafant you need not be tir’'d; -

On your Back you mutt lye,

And raife your felf high,

And one of thefe Doors muft always be by,
© Who #tll will be ready to cover you warm
For if you take Cold all-Phyfick does harm.
Iv.

Before they do.venture to give their Dire&ion,
They always confider their Patient’s Complexion; |
If the have a moift Palm, or a red Head of Hair,
She requires more Phyfick than one Man can fpare;;

If the have a long Nofe,

Scarce any one knows,
How many large Handfuls muft go to her Dofe;
You Ladies that have fuch ill Symptoms as t_hcfe,
In Reafon and Confcicace fhould pay double Fees.

U 4 Buat
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V.

But that we may give thefe Dotors due Praife,
Who to all forts of People their Favour conveighs,
To the Ugly for Pity’s fake Skill fhall be thewn,
And asforthe Handfom they’re cur’d for their own.

On your Silver or Gold

They never lay hold,
For what comes fo freely they fcorn lhould bc fold:
Then join with thefe Dottors, and heartily pray,
That their Power of Healing may never decay.
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. | A -
S O N G
I (ﬁré,
 § Hen firft my free Heart was furpriz’d by De-

(Fire;
~ . So foft was the Wound, and fo genitle the

My Sighs were fo fweet, and fo pleafant the Smart,

I pity’d the Slave who had ne’er loft his Heart;

He thinks himfelf happy, and free, but alas!

‘He is far from that Heav’n which Lovers paffefs.
- II.

In Nature was nothing, that I could compare
With the Beauty of Phillis, I thought her fo Fair:
A Wit {o Divine all her Sayings did fill,

A Goddefs fhe i'eem’d; and I mention’d her ftill
With a Zeal moreinflam’d, and a Paflion more true,
Than a Martyr in Flames for Religion can (hew.

| | Morc
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IIL
More Virtues and Graces I found in her Mind,
Than Schools can invent, or Nature deﬁgn5d 3
She feem’d to be mine by each glance of her Eye,
(If Mortals might aim at a Bleffing fo high.)
Each Day,with new Favours,newHopes flre didgive;
. But alas! what is wifl’d, we too foon do-belicve.
IV. ' :
With awful Refpe&, while I lov’d and admir’d,
But fear’d to attempt, -what fo much I defir'd;
How foon were my Hopes and my Heav’ndeftroy'd!
A Shepherd more daring fell on and enjoy’d:
Yet, in fpight of ill:Fate, and-the Pains I endure,
T will find a-new Phillis to give me my Cure.

SONG.
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S O N G

I
A AY e Ambitious ever find
- : Succefs in Courts and Noife,
While gé'ntle Love does fill my Mind
With filent real Joys. .
IL
Let ¥ools and Knaves grow Rich and Great;
And the Wortld think ’em Wife,
While I tye dying at her Feet,
Andall the World defpife.
IIL
Let conqu’ring King new Trophies raife,
And melt in Court-Delights ;
Her Eyes can give me brighter Days;
'Her Arms much fofter Nights,

SJONG.
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S 0 N. G

L
" T the fight of my Pbillis, from ev’ry Part,
A Spring-Tide of Joy does flow: up tcga?hﬁy;
Which quickens each Pulfe, and fwells ev’ry Vein:
But all my Delights are ftill mingl*d with Pain.
IL
So ftrange a Diftemper fure Love cannat bring;
To my Knowledge,Love was amcuh quieter Thing;
So gentle and tame, that he neyer was known,
So much as to wake me, when I lay alone?
_ IIT.
But the Boy is much grown; and {o alter’d of late,
He’s become a more furious Paflion than Hate; .
Since, by Phillis,reftor’d to the Empire of Hearts,

He has new ftrung his Bow, andfharpen’d his Darts :
And
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And ﬁn&ﬂy»thc nghts‘tof his Grown to mamtam,

He breaks ev’ry Heart, and turns cvry Brain.
My Madnefs, alas!:¥ too plainly difeover; s
For he is (atleaft) as'much Madman as Lovers:
Who, for one cruel Beauty, is ready to quit -
All theN ymphs of the Stage, and thofe of the th,,
The Joysof Hide-Parkyind the MalP's dear Dchght,
To live fober all Day, and chafte all the Night. ;-
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. A SONG.

NOME, Celia, let’s agree, at laft,
To love, and livcjn‘(Ldicﬁ :
Let’s tie the Knot fo w‘rj faft,

That: Time fhall ne’er untie it
Love’s deareft Joys they never prove,
« “Who free from Quarrels live;
*Tis-fure the tenderft Parsof Love:

Each other to forgive.

‘When leaft I feem’d concern’d, I took
No Pleafure, nor no Reft;
And when I feign’d an angry Look,
Alas! Ilov’d you beft.
Say but the fame to me, you’ll find
How blefs’d will be our Fate.
"Ah! to be grateful, to be kind,

Sure never is too late. A
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RECEIPT

Td make an. -
Oat-meal Puddmg

OF Oats decorticated take two Pound, ;-
And of newMilk enough the fime'to drownd,

Of Raifins of the Sun, fton’d, Ounces eight;

Of Currants, cleanly pick’d, an equal Weight;
Of Sewet, finely flic’d, an Ounce, at leaft;

And fix Eggs, newly-taken from-the Neft :

Seafon this Mixture well, with Salt and Spice,
"Twill make a Pudding far cxeeeding Rice :
Anidvyou may fafely feed on it like Farmers,

For the Receipt.is- Learned Dr. Hirmer’s.
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)

To make a Sack—Po[et.

F R OM far Barhadoes, on.cheWefternMain,
Fetch Sugar,halfaPound; fetch Sack,ﬁ'om.S})am,

A Pint; then fetch; from Indsa's fertile Coaftf

Nutmeg, the Gloty of the Britih Toaft. -

Glant"s Ahglmg

IS Angle—rodmade of afturdy Oak, '
His Line a Cable which inStormsne’er byoke;
His Hook he baited with a Dragon®s Tail,
And fate upon a Rock and Bobb’d for Whale.
SON G.
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F all the Torments, all the Cares,
- » With which our Lives are curft;
Of all the Plagues a Lover bears,
Sure Rivals are the worft!
By Partners, in each other kind;
Afflitions eafier grow;
In Love alone we hate to find )
Companions of gur Woe.

 Sylvias for all the Pangs you fee; :
Arc lab’ring in my Breaft; - |

I beg not you would favour me;
Would jou but flight the reft!

How great fo €’er your Rigours are;
With them alone I'll cope

I can endure my own Defpair;
But not another’s Hope: X

317

S O N G.

TO
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T O
STREPHON

Trephon, at laft th’unhappy Veil’s remov’d;
Sylvia; that Sylvia whom your Damonlov’d;

Whom he preferr’d to all the World befide,
And for whofe fake he had with Glory dy’d:
§ylvia, in whom the Dotard thought to find:
Beauty and Wit, with Saint-like Virtue join’d;
Does all the Treafure of her Charms expofe
To Temple Wits, and Covent-Garden Beaux!
Looks coy, and (huns Mankind in open Light;
While her Back-door admits them all at Night:

LTCON:
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L Y C 0 N

"ECLOGUE

(T rephon and ‘Damon’s Flocks together fed,
Two charming Swains as e’er Arcadia bred;

Both fam’d for Wit, and fam’d for Beauty both;

Both in the Luftre of their blooming Youth:

No fullen Cares their tender Thoughts remove,

No Paﬁiphs difcom}iofé their Souls, but Lo've.

Once, and but once alone, as Story goes;

Between the Youths a fierce Difpute arofe s

Not fortli¢ Merit of their tunefill Lays, =

(Tho’ both deferv’d yet both defpis’d that Praife ;)

X2 But



320  The FIFTH PART

But for a Caufe of greater Moment far,

That merited a Lover’s utmoft Care.

Each Swain the Prize of Beauty ftrove to gair,
For the bright Shepherdefs that caus’d his Pain.
Lycon they chofe the Diff’rence to decide,
Lycon, for Prudence and fage Counfel try’d;
‘Who Love’s myfterious Arts had ftudy’d long,
And taught; when Old,what he had praétis’d Young.
For the Difpute alternate Vcrfe they chufc,
Alternate Verfe delights the Rural Mufe.

Strefbén.
To Flavia, Love, thou juﬁlf ow'ft the Prize,
She owxis thy Pow’r, nor does thy Laws répmvc.
| Damon.
‘Tho’ Sylvia for her felf Love’s Pow’r defies,
What crowds of Vaffals has fhe made to Love?

Str:a
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Strephon.

When Flavia comes attjr’d for Rural Games,
Each Curl, each Flow’r fhe wears, a Charm exprefs.
Damon. |
Sylvia, without a Foreign Aid, enflames;
Charm’d with her Eyes, we never mind her Drefs.
Strephon.
Have you feen Flavia with her Flaxen Hair?
She feems an Image of the Queen of Love!
“Damon.
Sylvia’s dark Hair like Leda’s Logks appear,
And yet, like her, has Charms to conquer Fove.
Strephon.
Flavia by Crowds of Lovers is admir'd ;
Happy that Youth who fhall the Fair enjoy!
Damon.
Sylvia negleGs her Lovers,, lives retir'd; ‘
Happy, that could her lonely Thoughts employ !+
| X 3 Stre
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Strephon.

Flavia, where e’er the comes, the Swains fubdues,
And ev’ry Smile fhe gives conveys a Dart.
Damen.
Sylvia the Swains with native Coldnefs views,
And yet what Shepherd can defend his Heart ?
Strephon.
Flavia’s bright Beauties in an inftant ftrike;
Gazers, bcfdre they think of it, adore.
Damon.
Sylvia’s faft Charms, as foon as feen, we like;
But ftill the more we think, we love the more.
Strephon.
Who is fo ftupid that has Flsvia feen,
As not tg view the Nymph with vaft Delight ?
Damon.
Who has feen Sy/via, and fo ftupid been,
As to remember any other Sight? ‘
| a Stre-
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Strephon.
‘W hatThoughts hasFlavia,when withCare fhe views
Her charming Graces in the Cryftal Lakes?
Damon.
To fee hers Sy/via need no Mirrors ufe;
She fees them by the Conquefts‘that fhe makes.
Strephon.
With what Affurance Flavia walks the Plains?
She knows the Nymphs muft all their Lovers yield.
 Damon;
Sylvia with Blufhes wounds the gazing Swains,
And, while fhe ftrives to fly, fhe wins the Field.
Strephon.
Flavia at firft young Melibeus lov’d;
For me fhe did that charming Youth forfake.
Damon. ‘
Sylvia’s relentlefs Heart was never mov’d;
Gods! that I might the firft Impreflion make!
‘ X 4 Stre-
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Strephon.
Shou’d Flavia hear that Sylvia vy’d with her,
‘What Indignation would the Charmer thow ?
Damon.
Sylvia wou'd Flavia to her felf prefer:
There we alone her Judgment difallow.
Strephon.
If Sylvia’s Charms with Flazvia’s can compare,
Why is this crouded ftill, and that alone?
Damon.
Becaufe the ways of Life fo different are;
Flavia gives all Men Hopes, and Sy/via none,
Lycon.
Shepherds enough; now ceafe your am’rous War;
Or too much Heat may carry both too far:
I well attended the Difpute, and find
Both Nymphs have Charms, but each in diff 'rent
. (Kmd

,  Flavia
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Flavia deferves more Pains than fhe will coﬁ;‘

As eafily got, were the not eafily loft.

- Sylviais much more difficult to gain;

But, once poflefs’d, will well reward the Pain.
We with them Flavia’s all, when firft we burn;
But, once poflefs’d, with they would Sy/via’s turn,
And, by the diff’rent Charms in each expreft,
One we fhou’d fooneft love, the qther beft, -

"THE
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THE

Defpairing Lover,

~ Iftra&ted with Care,
=" For Phillis the Fair;
Since nothing cou’d move her,
Poor ‘Damon, her Lover,.
Refolves in Defpair

No longer to languifil,

Nor bear fo much Anguifh;
But, mad with his Love,

To a Precipice goes;
Where, a Leap from above
Woud foon finith his Woes.

When in Rage he came there,

Beholding how fteep
The Sides did appear,
And the Bottom how deep;

His



of MISCELLANY POEMS.

His Torments projc&ing,
And fadly reflecting,
That a Lover forfaken

A new Love may get;

But a Neck, when once broken,
Can never be fet:

And, that he cou’d dic
‘Whenever he wou'd;

But, that he coud live - |
But as long as he cou’d:
How grievous foever

The Torment might graw,
He {corn’d to endeavour
To finith it fo.

But Bold, Unconcern’d
At Thoughts of the Pain,
He calmly return’d

Ta his Cottage again.

327
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TRAGEDY

FAIR PENITENT.

'EE here the various Scenes of Human Lives;
=~ Uncommon Husbands trtie,but Common Wives.
One, Charming, Faithlefs, Haughty when reprov’d,
Lov'd by her Husband, her _Gall__a‘nt the lov’d;
One, an Indulgent, Faithful, Conftant Bride,
Fond of her Spoufe, negleéts the World befide.
That Husband, tho’ with Friends and Fortungbleft,
Finds a Domeftick Ill that racks; his Breaft:
Whilethis, tho’ Fortune frown, tho’ Friendsdefert,
Finds one to lull his Cares. and charm his Heart.

Wou'd
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Wou’d Women rather, from the Throng retir'd,
Be lov’d by one, than be by Crouds adiir'd:
‘Wou’d Men, before their Hearts were quite refign’dy
Forget the Faces, and infpe&t the Mind:

Such Obje@s, fhou’d they fainter Charms pollefs,
Wou’d pleafe *em longer, tho’they pleas’d ’einlefs.
For Beauty’s Blaze, tho” fierce, is quickly paft;
WhileLove, good Senfe, and Virtue, alwayslaft:

SO0 NG.
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~N\Upid! Inftru@ an am’rous Swain,
: Some Way to tell the Nymph his Pain;
To common Youths unknowri:
To talk 6f Sighs; of Flames; and Darts;
OF bleeding Wounds, and burhing Hearts;
Are Methods vulgar grown.

What need’ft thou tell? (the God reply’d)
That Love the Shepherd cannot hide
The Nymph will quickly find:
When Phebus does his Beams difplay;
To tell Men gravely that ’tis Day;
Is to fuppofe *em blind.

S ONG.
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33t

S O NG

S the Snow in Villies lying, "
“ Phebus his warm Beams applying,
Soon diflolves.and runs away ;.
So the Beauties, fo.the Graces, : -
Of the moft bewitching Faces, -
At approaching:Age decay. -~ -

As a Tyrant; when degraded;. -
Is defpis’d, and is upbraided,
By the Slaves he once control’d;
8o the Nymph, if none cou’d moye het;
Is contemn’d by ev’ry Lover,

When her Charms are growing old,

Melancholick Looks, and Whining,
Grieving, Quarrelling, and Pining,
Are th’ Effetts your Rigours move;

Soft
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Soft Carefles, am’rous Glances,
Melting Sighs, tranfporting Trances,
Are the blefs’d Effe&s of Love.

Fair ones! while your Beauty’s blooming,
Ufe your Time, left Age refuming

What your Youth profufely lends;
You are robb’d of all your Gloriesy
And condemn’d to tell old Stories,

To your unbelieving Friends:

TO
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TO A

L A D Y,
Sent Her with

Mr. Granvills P L A Y,

Call’d,
HEROICK LOVE

YHE noble Granvill here has nicely fhown
Heroick Love, a Copy of his own;
No Flight of Fancy, but his Heart Indites
‘Thefe moving Scenes, and what he fecls, he writes.
With Love like his, t_ho’ in unequal Lays,
Too charming Maid, I offer at thy Praife.
Look on beufei:, fhe each Feature drew
" In Nature’s Pride, and fure fhe fate for you.
Y Ob-
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Obferve her fad Farewel, fhe beft can give
The dire Account, what ’tis to Part and Live.
You’veall her Charms, her Beauty, and her Youth, ﬂ

But want, I fear, her Kindnefs, and her Truth.

‘Well had it been fof Priam and his Race,
Had Fate fet me in Agamemnon’s place,
And you Chrufeis : Glory thow’d have ftrove
But faintly then againft the force of Love.
Dcaf to Renown, and fcorniﬁg to be Great,
I’d lefe the Camp for fome obfcure Retreat.
There gazing on thofe lovely Eyes prefer \
One Smile of yours to all the Pomp of War;
And, ev’ry Mark of Royalty laid down,
Had languifh’d at your Feet, and fav’d the Town.

EPI.-
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EPITAPH,
Young Gentleman,

Who dy'd for Love of a

MARRIED LADY.

By the fame Hand.

ERE lyes a Youth, who fell a Sacrifice
In his firft Bloom, to Fair Aurelia’s Eyes.
Whom fhall we blame? Her Duty was her Guard,
And his Injuftice was its own Reward.
(If he’s unjuft, whofe Reafon cannot prove
Of force enough againft Imperious Love)
Y 2 The afpi-
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Th’afpiring Youth, who fcorn’d to ftoop fo low,
To take what Pity only cou’d beftow;

Still wifh’d for more, ’till in the fatal Strife

He funk beneath the Virtue of 2 Wife;

Refign’d his Blood to quench his guilty Flame.
But Crimes of Love deferve a gentle Name:
And I muft neither praife him, nor condemn,

- For I wou’d die to be bewail’d like him :

Since fhe, whofe Piety deny’d to fave,

Now pours her fruitlefs Tears upon his Grave.
' ]

1affo’s
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TASSO's FERUSALE M.
Book the Fourth.

Englifh’d by Mrs. Eliz. Singer.

UT while to bring about their great Intent,
The Chriftian Army all their Vigour bent;

. 'The potent Enemy of Human-kind,

Revolv’d their happy Progrefs in his Mind.

Half ftifi’d Murmurs thow his inward Care,

His baleful Eyes with hellith Envy glare, o
And hollow Groans betray his deep Defpair: g

. [Ground, &/
Wild Bulls, when ftung with Grief, theytrace the®

Fill all the Groves, and all the Vallies round. .
Y 3 - Col-

With fuch a heavy, hoarfe, and bellowing 'Sound,g
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Colletting all the Rage within his Breatt,

For Mcans the a&tive Chriftians to'moleft.

Fool! to believe with any Force or Skill,

T oppofc the Methods of th’ Eternal Will;

And thofe avenging Thunders to awake,

That plung’d him headlong down the flaming Lake. -

Regardlefs of that mcmorable Day,

He Summons now the States of Hell away.

‘Thro’ all the Climes of endlefs Darknefs round,

‘The jarring Calls of the hoarfe Trumpet found; -

Trembl’d the wide infernal Caves again,

And longthe murm’ring Air retain’d the fullen Strain.

Not half fo dreadful in a ftormy Wreck,

From low’ring Clouds the noifie Thunders break;

Nor Vapors dofe imprifon’d in the Earth,

With fuch wild Rumour give themfelves'a Birth.

In various Troops, the gloomy Deities

"Fogether came, that fhare the vaft Abyfs:
- Un.
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Unnumber’d Forms, and monttrous all appear,
And deadly Terror in their Looks they wear;
With horrid fnaky Trefles fome were Crown’d,
Some ftamp’d with brutalHoofs the burningGround;
Others more curft a Human Vifage find,

But fcaly Serpents end below, and wind E
In circling Folds prodigious lengths behind :

And many a Jewd detefted Harpy there,

Centaurs, and Spkypx’s hideous Forms appear:
Hydra, and Pythen, hiffing thro’ the Gloom,
With Gorgon bere, and barking Scylla, come:
Gyants, and ghaftly Shapes that want a Name,
And fierce Chimera {pitting angry Flame;

Many, and many, a frightful Monfter more,

With wild Confufion crowd the lofty Door.
Great Lucifer the regal Seat commands,

Shaking a rufty Scepter in his Hands:

Y 4 Nor
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Nor Alpine Hill, nor fome exalted Rock,

That proudly ftands the raging Ocean’s Shock,
Nor half fo tall th> A¢/antick Mount appears,

So vaft his Bulk, fo high his tow’ring Front herears.
A horrid Majefty furrounds his Face,

it’s Terror, Pride, and growing Rage increafe.
His redning Eyes like fatal Comets glare,

And thoot malignant Venom thro’ the Air:
Beneath his Breaft defcends a loathfome Bea;d, .
His Mouth a deep polluted Gulf appear’d;

W hence iffue Sulphur,Smoak;,and pois’nous Steams,
With mutt’ring Thunder, and deftrutive Flames:
He fpake; all Hell aftonifh’d at the Noife

Stood mute, grim Cerberus reftrains his Voice;
Cocytus ftops, the Snakes to Hifs forbear
Whilethro’ the founding Deep thefe dreadful Words

we hear. .

In-
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Infernal Gods, worthy the Thrones of Light, ‘
And Monarchies of Heav’n, your native Right,
‘Whom from the R ealms of Blifs, your ancient Lot,
The juft, the glorious Caufe for which we fought, %
With me to this opprobious Dungeon brought. .
Other Succefs, ev’n he that rules the Skies,
Excepted from our Noble Enterprize:

But unmolefted now he Reigns above, ,

And us from thence as conquer’d Rebels drove ;

From a ferene, and everlafting Day, .

From Stars, and from the Sun’s delightfome Ray,

To Shades, and cv.crlaﬁing Night retire, '

Nor dare again to thofe gay Climes afpire.

But I th’ Effe&s of all his Wrath difdain,

*Till one curft Thought exafperates my Pain,’ g

That racking Thought I never can fuftain: -

- 1 could with Joy in Heav’n refign my Place,

But rage tofee it fill’d with Man’s degen’rate Race:
| To
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To fec vile Duft exalted to fupply
Our once Illuftrious Stations in the Sky;

And what diftraéts me more
As all too little to our mighty Foe

Appear’d, that he for worthlefs Man could do;
The ruin’d Wretches Forfeiture to pay,

He gave to Death his Darling Son a Prey;
Vi&orious o’er the meagre King, in State

He proudly enters the infernal Gate;

Within my gloomy Confines dar’d to tread,
‘And here in Scorn his thining Bann;rs fpread.
Millions of Captive Souls, our deftin’d Prey,
He led triumphant from the Shades away :
And, what my Difcontent and Pain renews,

The antient Enterprize he ftill purfues;

To him the 4fian Empire drops away,

‘And while we idly here confiime the Day, - E
.And falfe Fwdea (hortly owns his Sway:

Loud
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Loud Hymns in ev’ry Language to his Name

They fing, and {pread around the World his Fame,

Infcrib’d in Brafs, and lafting Marble, they

His Glory down to future Times convey.

To him alone devoted Flames arife,

And Vows, and Od’rous Incenfe mount the Skies.

No blazing Fire upon our Altar fhines,

Negle&ed ftand our Temples, and our Shrines:

No more with Gifts they crowd our rich Abodes,

Nor fall before us as aflifting Gods.

Empty of Human Souls our Regions grow,

While all the Roads of Hell unpeopl’d fhow:

And can we tamely fuffer this? — And refts

No Spark of antient Vigour in your Breafts?

Have you forgot when in bright Arms we fhone,

Engag’d with Heav’n, and fhook his lofty Throne?

Our native Vigour, our immortal Flame,

And ardent Thirft of Glory, is the fame. |
But
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But why, you dear Companions of my Woe,
In pleafing Mifchief are you grown fo flow ?
Loft here in Sloth and Darknefs we remain,’
While new Allies the profp’rous Chriftians gain:
Hafte then, with all the Rage of Hell affail
Our dreaded Foes, by Arts or Force prevail;
In all their Solemn Councils raife Diffent,
Ungrounded Jealoufies, and Difcontent:

Left fome the Slaves of fhameful Paffions prove,
Plung’d in the foft licentious Joys of Love;
And others treach’roufly the Caufe decline, |
Confound their Army, fink the curft Defign.

)‘TO
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TO A

L ADY

More Cruel than Fair.

By M. VYANBROOK.

L
HY d’ye with fuch Difdain refufe

An humble Lover’s Plea?
Since Heav’n deniesyou Pow’r to chufe,
You ought to value me.
II.
Ungrateful Miftrefs of a Heart,
Which I {o freely gave;
"Tho’ weak your Bow, tho’ blunt your Dart;
I foon refign’d your Slave.
II1.
Nor was I weary of your Reign,

*Till you a Tyrant grew, And
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And feem’d regardlefs of my Pain,
As Nature feem’d of you.
IV.
When thoufands with unerring Eyes,
~ Your Beauty wou’d decry,
What Graces did my Love devife,
To give their Truths the Lie.
V.
To ev’ry Grove I told your Charms,
In you my Heav’n I plac’ds
Propofing Pleafures in your Arms,
Which none but I cou’d tafte.
VL
For me t’ admire, at fucha rate,
So damn’d a Face, will prove
You have as lictle Caufe to hate,

As I had Caufe to love.
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F A B L E

COUNCIL

Held by the =
R A T S
NE Rbhodilard by Name,

A Cat of wond’rous Fame,
So many Rats had flain,
Few only did remain: -~
Thofe few were lean, and ftarv’d,
And did but feldom eat;

They durft not feek for Meat,
For fear of Rbodilard :

Who
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Who pafs’d with ev’ry fober Rat,
More for a Devil, than a Cat.

Now Rhodilard being in Love;
One Day he chanc’d to rove,
To feek his Lady Fair,

On the Houfe Top, or in the Air;

In fhort, fo far he did remove
About that grand Affair,

_ That the few Rats he left alive,

Would not th’ occafion lofe,

But fate in Council clofe,

To think how they once more might thrive..

Their reverend Dean, both Grave and Wife,
Did very prudently advife |
On the Cat’s Neck to tye a Bell;

All do agrcé he counfell’d well;
But
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But the main Point is ftill behind;
- The ’Difﬁculty was, to find
The Means to tie it on:
One frankly own’d he was afraid;
D’ye think me Mad? another faid.
They rife, and nothing’s done.

How many Councils have I feen
Aprly with this compar'd?
Councils of other Note 1 mean,
Than abour Rhodilard ;
Where all, while *tis but té Difputes
Can bravely ftand their Ground;
-But when it comes to execute,

Not one s 0 be found.

Z  FROM
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FROM
ANACREON.

H AT Niobé to Stone was chang’d,
And Progné like a Swallow rang'd
About the Fields, old Poets tell 5

Why might not I transform as well?

Oh! that I might become the Glafs, =~
In which you ufe to fee your Faces
Or if I cou’d be chang’d, my Fair,
Into the Garment that you wear,
The Bath in which your Body fwims;
The Effence that anoints your Limbs,
The Pearls with which your Neck is dreft,
The Steenkirk ty’d upon your Breft:
Nay, I wou’d be your very Shoo, .
Still to be trod upon by you. A
FROM
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FROM

O VvV I D.

[ N' Summer; and the Heat of all the Day,

At my full Eafe in a large Bed I lay,

One Window fhut, tother half open ftood,

Cafting a gloomy Light, as thro’a Wood;

Such as we ufe to fee when the Sun fets,

Or as the Dawning of the Day begets;

Such we fhou’d ftill afford a blufhing Maid,

Whofe Bathfulnefs of greater is afraid.

Corinna ehter’s with her Neck all bare,
But where *twas cover’d by loofe dangling Hair;
Such did of old Semiramis appear, .
Or Luis to fo many Lovers dear. |
Z:2 About
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About her Shoulders carelefly was throwm,

A Veil {o thin that all was thro’ it fhown.

I ftrove to pluck it off; fhe to retain,

But fo, as if fhe nieant to ftrive in vain.

When fhe quite naked ftood, my wond’ring Eye
Could not one Fault in her whole Body fpy.
What Arms, what Shoulders had fhe ! what a Breaft!
How firm, and how inviting to be preft!

How fmooth and even did her Belly lye!

What lufty Sides! And what a youthful Thigh!
‘There needs no more, but all was moft Divine.

I drew her naked Body clofe to mine;

The reft you gucfsE We were both tir’d too foon:

May ev’ry Day of mine have fuch a Noon.
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Hue and Cry

AFTER

FAIR AMORET

By Mr. CONG RE VE.

AIR Amoret is gonIe. aftray;
Purfue and feek her, ev’ry Lover;
I'll tell the Signs, by which you may
The wand’ring Shepherdefs difcover.
IL
Coquet and Coy at once her Air,
Both ftudy’d, tho’ both feem negle@ed;
Carelefs fhe is with artful Care, ,
Affe&ing to feem unaffeted.
- Z3 I0I. With
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IIL
With Skill her Eyes dart ev’ry Glance,
Yet change fo foon you’d ne'er fufpeét ’em;
For fhe’d perfuade they wound by chance,
Tho’ certain Aim and Art dired ‘em,
Iv.
She likes her felf, yet others hates
For that which in her felf fhe prizes;
And while fhe Laughs at them, forgets
She is the Thing that fhe defpifes.

SONG
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S O N G

By the fame Hand.

I
Look’d, and I figh’d, and I wifh’d I cow’d fpeak,
I- For I very fain wou’d have been at her;
But when I .ﬁrove moft my Paflion to break,
Still I then faid the leaft of the Matter.
II
I fwore to my felf, and refolv’d I wou’d try
-Some way my poor Heart to recover;
But that was all vain, for I'fooner cou’d die,
Than live with forbearing to love her,
IIL
Dear Celia be kind then; and fince your own Eyes
By Looks can command Adoration,
Z 4 Give
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Give mine leave to télk too, and do not defpife
Thafe Oglings that tell you my Paffion.
V.
We'll look, and we’ll love, and tho’ neither thou’d
The Pleafure we'll @il be purfuings ~ CPoA?
Andfo, without Words, I don’t doubt we may m_ake

A very good end of this Wooing.

......

B} the fame Hand.

(proves,
H! what Pains, what racking Thoughts he

Who lives remov’d from her he deareft loves.
In cruel Abfence doom’d paft Joys to mourn,
And think on Hours that will no more return.
Oh! let me ne’er the Pangs of Abfence try,
Save me from Abfence, Love, or let me die,
| SONG
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S ON G
DIALOGUE,

For Two Women.

By the fame Hand.

A

I.
Love, and am belov’d again,

Strephon no more fhall figh in vain;
I’ve try’d his Faith, and found him true,
And all my Coynefs bid adicu.
' 2.
I love, and am belov’d again,
Yet ftill my Zhyrfis (hall complain;
I’m fure he’s mine, while I refufe him,

But fhow’d I yield, I fear to loofe him.

.1. Men
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1. Men will grow faint with tedious Fafting. ]

2. And both will tire with often Tafting,
When they find the Blifs not latting, 3

1. Love is compleat in kind Poflefling,

2. Ahno! ah no! that ends the Blefling.
Chorus of both. '
Then let us beware bow far we confent,
T 00 foon when we yield, teo late we repent ;
*Tis Ignorance makes Men admire,
And granting Defire,
We feed not the Fire,

But make it more quickly expire.
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A

SO]VG

B_}’ the [ame Hand

RANT me, gentle Love, faid I,
One dear Blefling e’er I die;
Long I’ve born Excefs of Pain,

Let me now fome Blifs obtain.

Thus to Almighty Love I cry’d,
When angry, thus the God reply’d.

Bleflings greater none can havé,
Art thou not Amynta’s Slave?
Ceafe, fond Mortal, to implore,
, For Love, Love himfelf’'s no more.
' SON G
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S O N G

By the fame Hand.

I
‘£ \Ruel Amynta, can you fee
C A Heart thus torn which you betray’d ?
Love of himfelf ne’er vanquith’d me,
But thro’ your Eyes the Conqueft made.
II. -
In Ambuth there the Traitor lay,
Where I was led by faithful Smiles,
No Wretches are fo loft as they,

Who much Security beguiles,

SJONG.
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'S 0 N G

By the fame Hand.

I
EE, fee fhe wakes, Sabina wakes!
And now the Sun begins to rife;
Lefs glorious is the Morn that breaks
From his Bright Beams, than her Fair Eyes.
IL
With Light united, Day they give,
~ But difP’rent Fates e’er Night fulfil :
How many by his Warmth will live!
How many will her Coldnefs kill!

SONG.
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S O N G

By the fame Hand.

I
lous Selinda goes to Pray’rs; ‘
If I but ask the Favours
And yet the tender Fool’s in Tears;
When fhe believes I'll leave her. .
IL
'Woud I were free from this Reftraint;
Or elfe had hopes to win her;
Wou’d the cow’d make of me a Saint;

Or I of her a Sinner.

LESBIA.
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LESBI U

By the fame Hand.

HEN Lesbia firft 1 faw fo heav’nly Fair,
With Eyesfo bright, and with that awful Air,
I thought my Heart, which durft fo high afpire,
As bold as his, who fnatch’d Ceceleftial Fire.
But foon as €’er the beateous Idiot fpoke,
Forth from her Coral Lips fuch Folly broke,
Like Balm the trickling Nonfenfe heal’d my Wound,
And what herEyes enthral’d, her Tongue unbound.

PR O-
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PROLOGUE

PRINCESS.

Spoken by Mis. Bracegirdle.

By the fame Hand.

F what we feel of Joy cou’d be exprefs’d,
It were unworthy of our Royal Gueft:
Great Bleflings, when beftow’d above Defert
Supprefs the Speech, tho’ they infpire the Heart.
Thus, tho’ the Mufe her grateful Homage pays,
She dares not ftrive her tre}nbling Voice to raife,%’

Andpay unequal Thanks,or difproportion’dPraife.
' Such
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Such Awe there is in all fublime Delight;
‘Ahd fo fevere is Joy when Exquiﬁfe.

Our fickly Clime, which has for ten Years paft;
With one continu’d Winter been o’cr-caft |
Has this new Age with wonted Health begun,
Reviv’d and ehear’d by the relenting Sun. |
Again, the Spring does early Blofloms yield,
And Nature laughs in ev’ry living Field. =
The Stage alone remains a frozen Soil,
And fruitlefs mocks the weary Lab’rers Toil;
‘But this bright Prefence darts enliv’ning Firés,
And ev’ry Mufe with Genial Warmth infpires:
Hc;lth to the World, the Sun’s kind Heat aflures;

That lives by his, but we furvive by yours.

A a V ER-
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VERSES

Sacred to the MEMOR Y Of

GraceLady Gethn.

Occafioned by reading her Book, Intitled,

RELIQUIZ GETHINIANLE.

By the fame Hand.

Frer a painful Life in Study fpent, (ment,

The Learn’d themfelves their Ignorance la-
And aged Men, whofe Lives exceed the Space,
Which feems the Bound prefcrib’d to mortal Race,
‘With hoary Heads, their fhort Experience grieve,
As doom’d to die before they’ve learn’d to live.
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~So hard it is true Knowledge to attain,
So frail is Life, and fruitlef§ Human Pain!
Who-e’er on this reflets, and then beholds
With firi Attention, what this Book unfolds,
With Admiration ftruck, fhall queftion Who
So very long cou’d live, fo much to know ?
For fo compleat the finifh’d Piece appears,
That Learning feems combin’d with lengthof Years 5
And both improv’d by pureft Wit, to reach
At all that Study, or that Time can teach.
* But to what height muft his Amazement rife!
“When having read the Work, he turns his Eyes
Again to view the foremoft op’ning Page,
And there the Beauty, Sex, and tender Age
Of Her beholds, in whofe pure Mind arofe
Th’ AtherialSource from whence thisCurrent flows!
‘When Prodigies appear, our Reafon fails,
And Superftition o’er Philofophy prevails.

Aaz B Some



368  The FIFTH PART

Some heav’nly Minifter we ftrait concludé,
Some Angel-Mind with Female Form indu’d,
To make a thort Abode on Earth, was fent,‘
(Where no Perfection can be permanent)
And having left her bright Example here,
Was quick recall’d, and bid to difappear.
Whether around the Throne, Eternal Hymns
She Sings, amid the Choir of Seraphims;

Or fome refulgent Stér informs, and guides,
‘Where fhe, the bleft Intelligence, prefides; -
Is not for us to know'who here remain;

For *twere as Impious to enquire, as Vain:
And all we ought, or can, in this dark State,

Is, what we have admir’d, to imitate.

EPI-



ofMISCELLANT POEMS. 369

EPITABH

" UPON

- Robert Hmtmgim

Of Stanton Harcourt, Efq, |
AND

ROBERT His SO N.

By the fame Hand.

HIS peaceful Tomb does now contain,
Father and Son, together laid;
Whofe living Virtues fhall remain,
" When they, and this, are quite decay’d.
O As3; . Wha
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‘What Man fthouw’d be, to Ripenefs grown,
And finith’d Worth fhowd do, or fhun,
At full was in the Father fhown;

What Youth cou’d promife, in the Son.

But Death obdurate, both deftroy’d
The perfe&t Fruit, and oﬁ’ning Bud:
Firft feiz’d thofe Sweets we had enjoy’d,
Then robb’d us of the coming Good.

ON
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ON THE

CREATION.

By Mrs. Eliz. Singer.

' OR yet the crude Materials of the Earth
Wereform’d; nor Time, nor Motion yet had
Nor yet one folitary fpark of Light (Birth:
Glar’d thro® the dusky Shades of ancient Night;
Nor on the barren Waftes of endlefs Space,
As yet were circumfcrib’d the Bounds of Place:. -
When at th’ Almighty’s Word,from Nothing{prings
The firft confus’d Original of Things.

ﬁ
A a 4. What:
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Whatever now the Heav’ns wide Arms embrace,
Together then lay blended in a Mafs;

The Dull, the A&ive, the Refin’d, and Bafe,

~ TheCold, the Hot, the Temp’rate, Moift, and Dry,
All mingld in profound Diforder lIye; |
In one prodigious undiftinguith’d Heap,

Th’ extreameft Contraries of Nature Sleep:

Nor yet the {prightly Seeds of Fire afcend,

Nor downwards yet the pond’rous Atoms tend.

A montftrous Face the new Creation wears',’ |

And void of Order, Form, and Light, appears;
*Till the Almighty Fiat, once again

Pronounc'd, did Motion to each Part ordain,
Awoke the tender Principles of Life,

And urg’d the growing Elemental Strife.

And now Confufions infinite arife,

From Nature’s.moft remote Antipathies: .

But
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But while againft their furious Oppofites,
Eéch Hoﬂ?he Atom all its Force unites,
Their own lov’d Species, thro’ the formlefs Mafs,
With am’rous Zeal ofﬁciouﬂy they trace, . E
And join, and mingle in a ftri& Embrace.
~ The lively fhining Particles of Light, \
On dazzling Wings attempt their nimble Flight.
The fine tranfparent Air, .with mighty Force,
Thro’ Fix’d and Fluid, upward takes its Courfe.
The groffer Seeds with heavy Motion prefs,
And meetingin the midft, the Central Partspoflefs;
‘Wehile the united Waves, without Control,
About-the flimy Surface proudly roll,
>Till an Imperial Word their Force divides,
Andlo! the Deep by fmooth Degrees fubfides;
And lo! -the rifing, ftately Mountains leave
Their oozy Beds: And lo! the Vallies cleave, %
The congregated Waters to receive;

And
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And down the finking Billows calmly go, -
Part to the Subterranean Caves below, E
And partaround the Hills in circlingCurrentsflow.
And now the flimy, foft fermented Earth,
Prepar’d to give her various Species Birth,
Olgcdxent to the Voice, produces all
Her boundlefs Stores at her Creator’s Calls
A fudden Spring at his Command arofe,
And.various Plants their verdant Tops difclofe;
The teeming Ground to rifing Groves gives way,
Which Leaves and Bloffoms inftantly difplay, g
Andev’ry Branch with tempting Fruit looks gay.
‘When h‘c again, whofe a&tive Word fulfil’d
Exa&ly all the mighty Things he will’d,
Commands; and ftraight the Heav’nly Arches rifc,
And kind’ling Glories brighten-all the Skies.
A fudden Day with gawdy Luftre gilds
Th’ expandedAir;the new-made Streams,and Fields;
Ten
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Ten thoufand fprightly dazzling Lights advance,
And trembling Rays in the wide Ezber dance:
The Sun, beyond them all immenfe and gay,
Affumes the bright Dominion of the Day;

And whirling up the Skies with rapid force,
Along the radiant Zone begins his deftin’d Courfe.

And now ant;ther Efficacious Word,
The Air, and Earth, and wat’ry Region ftor’d:
The num’rous Vehicles for Breath prepar’d,
The mighty Summons of their Maker heard ;
And from the Bofom of their native Clay
Sprung into Life, and caught the vital Ray.
Millions of footed Creatures range the Woods,
Millions with Fins divide the Cryftal Floods;
Millions befides, with wanton Liberty,
On painted Wings rife finging to the Sky, '

But
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) After the brighteft Model in his Mind,
With Care the Great Artificer defign’d:

Beyond his other Works, compleat and fair,

But laft of all, two of a nobler Kind, g

He form’d with ev’ry Grace the lovely Pair,
Adorn’d with Beauty, crown’d with Dignity,
Immortal, Godlike, Rational, and Free:
Serene Impreflions of a Stamp Divine,

Upon their matchlefs Faces.clearly fhine:

In deep fufpence, and at themfelves #ma'z’d,
With curious Eyes they on each other gaz’d;
Themfelves, and all the fair Creation round,
Survey, and fill freth Caufe of Wonder found.

For now, in their Primzval Luftre gay,
The Earth and Heav’ns their utmoft Pride difplay.
The blazing Sun from his Meridjan height,
Thro’an uncloudedSky darts round his flamingLight.
The
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The Fields, the Floods, and all th’ enlighten’d Air,
In open Day look ravithingly Fair. :
The brighf Carnation, and the"ﬁ'\igrant Rofe,
Their Beauties frefh with heav’nly Dew difclofe.
The noble Amaranths thow their purple Dye,
Splendid, as that which paints the Morning Sky.
Ten thoufand od’rous Flow’rs, of various Hue,
In ev’ry Shade and Plain, fpontanéous grew ;
And down the {mooth Defcent of Verdant Hills, .
From Marble Fountains gufh a thoufand Rills;
Thro’> many a pleafant Shade they murm’ring gos~-
And mingle with the larger Streams below, g
Which thro’ the flow’ry Vallies foftly flow;
And all along their lovely, fpacious Banks,
Immor;al Trees are plac’d in equal Ranks,
Whofe charming Shades might God himfelf delight,
And Angels from their Heav’nly Bow’rs invite.

~p

Here
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Here gentle Breezes, from their fragrant Wings,
1Shed all the Odours of a thoufand Springs:
Harmonious Birds among the Branches fing,

And all the Groves with chearful Ecchoes ring.

Hail mighty Maker of the Univerfe!
My Song fhall ftill thy glorious Deeds rehearfe:
Thy Praife, whatever Subje& others chufe,
Shall be the lofty Theam of my afpiring Mufe.

/
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A

PASTORAL

Infcrib’d to

The Honourable, Mrs.—-——

By the fame Hand.

AMARILLIS.

Hile fwiftly down theSkies theDay defcends,

Andrifing Night the Ev’ning Shade extends;
While pearly Dews o'er-fpread the fruitful Field,
And clofing Flow’rs refrething Odours yield,
Let us beneath thefe gentle Shades recite
What Love, and what theRural Mufe Indite;
Nor

~
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Nor need we, in this clofe Retirement, fear
ch\t lift’ning Swains our Am’rous Secrets hear.
SILVIA
"Fo ev’ry Shepherd I wou’d mirie proclaim,
Since Fair Corinna is my fofteft Theam;
A Stranger to the loofer Joys of Love, <
My ThoughtsalonetheWarmth of F rfeﬁd(hip prove;
And, while its pure and facred Force I fing,
Chaft Goddefs of the Groves, thy Succour bring.
. AMARILLIS. ,
Propitious God of Love, my Breaft infpire
With all thy Charms, with all thy pleafing Fire:
Propitious God of Love, thy Succour bring, :
- WhileI thir Darling, thy Alexis fing;
Alexis, as the op’ning Blofloms, Fair,
Lovély as Light, Soft as the yielding Air;
For him each Virgin Sighs, and on the Plains
The matchlefs Youth without a Rival reigns;
\Vith\
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With fach an Air, with fuch a graceful Mien,
No Shepherd dances on the flow’ry Green':
Nor tothe ecchoing Groves; and whifp’ringSprings,
In fweeter Strains the tuneful Co—————ve fings:
SILVIA.

Corinna’s lo,vdy as the breaking Dayy -
And fuch a chearful Light her Eyes difplay:
Where-e’er the comes all fullen Care retires;
And fprightly Joys, and Love, and gay Defires; E
In ev’ry Breaft the beauteous Nymph infpires.
But oh! methinks when fhe no more appc-airs, :
The Plain a dark and gloomy Profpett wears; 2
In vain the Streams roll on; the Eaftern Breeze
Dances in vain among the trembling Trees:
* In vain the Birds begin their Ev’ning Song;
And to the filent Night their Notes prolong:
‘The Groves; the Cryftal Streams; and verdant Field;
. Corinna abfent, no Diverfions yicld.
Bb A M A-:
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AMARILLIS.
Alexis abfent, all the penfive Day
In fome obfcure Retreat Ifigh away;
All Day to the repeating Caves complain
In mournful Accents, and a dying Strain:
De;n-, lovely Youth, I cry; and all around
The flate’ring Vales reftore the tender Sound.
SILV1A
- On flow’ry Banks, to ev’ry murm’ring Stream,
Corinna is my Mufe’s conftant Theam;
- >Tis fhe that does my artlefs Thoughts refine,
And with her Name my nobleft Verfe (hall fhine.
AMARILLIS.
I’ll twine freth Garlands for Alexis Brows,
And Confecrate to him my- fofteft Vows:’
The charming Youth thall my 4pols prove,
Adorn my Songs, and tun¢ my Voeice to Love.

IN
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PR AISE
: oOF

MEMORTY,

Infcrib’d to the Honourable

The Lady WO RS E LT,

- By the fame Hand.

E& Gift that Heav’ns Indulgénce cou’d beftow!
To thee out furelt Happinefs we owe;
Theu all the flying Pleafures doft reftore,
Which, but for thee, bleft Mom’ry, wete ho more :
Bba For
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For we no fooner grafp fome frail Delight,
But, ready for its everlafting Flight,
E’er we can call the hafty Blifs our own,

If not retain’d by thee, it is for ever gone.

‘Thou to the fond fuccefsful Lover’s Hearty
A thoufand melting Raptures doft impart;;
When, yet more lovely than her felf, and kmd,
Thou bring’ft his fancy’d Miftrefs to his Mind;
Thc; ﬁavtt"ring Image wears a livelier’ Gracey,

A fofter Mien, and more mticing Face.

Thou from the ﬁyi;ig Minutes doft retrieve
The Joys, Clorinda’s Wit and Humour give;
Thofe Joys that I had once poflefs’d in vaim,
Did not-the dear Remembrance: ftill.remain
She fpeaks, methinks, and all my Soul infpires;
Brightens each Thought;. and gives my Mufe'(g?\:;
S : *Tis
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*Tis fhe that lends my daring Fancy Wings,
Softems my Lyre, and tunes its, warbling Strings.

- Thou only to the Guilty art fevere, i
Who the Review of their paft A&lons fear;
But to the Innocent and Virtuous Mind,
Art #ill propitious, Imiling ftill, and kind.,

To thee we all thofe charming Pleafures owe,
The Pleafures that from gen’rous Aétions flow, E

And they are ftill the nobleft we poffefs below.

Y

"f?i Bbsg AN
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A N
IMITATION
PASTORAL
O F
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Mrts. KFLLEGREW's.
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l B] rt}é j'am; I}zmd ’ | '

-

MIRTIL LA
ET fragrant Eaftern Breezes round thee play,
And op’ning Bloffoms till adorn thy Way;
Let bubbling Fountains murmur to thy Sleep,
And Pan himfelf the while prote& thy Sheep;
Thy wanton Herds thro® verdant Paftures ftray,
Paftures like thee, all flourithing and gay.

“And when with guiltlefs Sports, the Rival Swains,

For rural Glory ftrive upon the Plains,
| Still
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Still, brave Alexis, let the Prize be thine,
And on thy Brows the faireft Garland fhine.
ALEXIS.

Unfading Wreaths may*ft thou, Mirtilla, gain,
And deathlefs Honours by thy Verfe obtain;
May fuch fmoath Numbers warble from thy Tongue,
As late the skilful AMeldbens fung. -

MIYRTILL A4

No fuch ambitious Aim my Mind purfues,
*TisLove, ah charming Youth! infpires my Muife:
Could I but pleafe thee with my attlefs Lays,
I proudly fhew’d neglect all other Praife; ~
Woudft thou be grateful, ev’ry Grove, and Stream,
And founding Vale; fhou’d eccho with thy N ifne 3
Each Rock, eack winding Cavern and Retreat,
The foft ifichanting Accents fhou'd t reptat S
And if ey Mufe Immortal Famé éov'd give, ©
Thy Name in deathlefs Numbers thou’d furvive.

tr Y Bby - ALE X-
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ALEXIS

Secure from Fate, he needs no further crave,
Who fuch a lafting Monument may have:
Byt oh! his Glory ne’er can be improv’d, -
Who by the bright Lycoris has been lov'd,

MIRTILLA

Fond Youth, in yonder folitary Shade,
I faw Narciffus with the perjur'd Maid;;
A thoufand tender things the look’d, and faid,
Her ravifh’d Eyes upon his Beauty fed;
With Flow’rs his graceful lowing Hair the dreft,
And all her Smiles tumultuous Joys exprefs’d.

ALEXIS.

. What pafs'd before I faw my lovely Fair,
Deferyes not now my Jealoufie ot Care:
Had I at firft the gentle Charmer known, ..
She had been conftant then, and all my.own.

R FATS B A G w T H E
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T HE

STORY

O F

Cephalus and P wm'; :
_ Being the I‘.ndmg of the Seventh Book of A |

OVID’s MET AMORPHOSEJ‘

O th’inmoft Courts the Grecian Youths were
'And plac’d by Phocus on a TyrianBed; (led,
‘Who foon obferv’d ¢_Zolides to hold
A Dart.of unknown Wood, but arm’d with Gold.
None better loves (faid he) the Hunt{-man’sSport,
Or does more often to the Woods refort;
Yet
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Yet I that Jav’lins Stem with wonder view,
Too brown for Box, too fmooth a Grain for Yew.
I cannot guefs the T ree; but neyer Art p
Did form, or Eyeé behald o fair a Dart!
The Gueft then interrupts him—"Twou’d produce
Still greater Wonder, if you knew its Ufc.
It never fails to ftrike the Game, and then

- Comes bloody back into yoiu‘ Hand agen.
Then Phocus each Particular defires,
And th’ Author of the wond’rous Gift enquires.
To, which the Owner thus, : with weeping Eyes,
And Sorrow. for his Wife’s fad Fate, replies,
This Weapon here (O Prince!). can yau belicve
This Dart the Caufe for which fo'much I grieve;
And fhall continue to grieve on, ’till Fate
Afford fuch wretched Life no longer Date? . .
Wroudd I this fatal Gift had ne’er-enjoy’d, =
This fatal Gift my tender Wifg defroy*d:

Procris
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Procris her Namg, ally’d in Charms and Blood,
To Fair Orythig cqurted by a God. .

Her Father feal’d my Hopes with Rites Divine,
But firmer Love before had made her mine.

Men call’d me blefi, and bleft I was indeed.

The fecond Month aur Nuptials did fucceed, =
When (as upon Hymetzus dewy Head,

For Mountain Srags, my Net betimes I fpread) -
Aurora {py’d, and rayifh’d me away, - |
With Rev’rence to tha (Gzoddefs, T-muft fay; © -
Againft my Will, foo Proeris had my Heart, .- -
Nor wou'd her Image fram my Thoughts depart. .
At laft, in Rage fhe cty’d; Ingrateful Boy

Go to your Pracrrs, take your fatal Joy;

And fo difmifs’d me: MufingasI went . =
What thofe Expreflions of thé Goddef(s meant;: ™~
A.thoufand jealous Fears. poffefs me now, > c. '
Left Procris had prophan’d her Nuptial Vow :
. Her
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Her Youth and Charms did to.my Fancy paint
A lewd Adultrefs, but her Life a Saint.
Yet I was abfent long, the Goddefs too
Taught me how far a Woman cou’d be trug.
Aurora’s Treatment mych Sufpicion bred,
Befides, who truly love cv’n Shadows dread.
I ftraight impatient for the Trial grew,
What Courtthip baek’d with riched Gifts cou’ddo.
Aurora’s Envy aided my Defign,
And lent me Features far unlike to mine.
In this Difguife to.my own Houfe I came, -
But all was chaft, no Confcious Sign of Blame:
With thoufand Arts I fcarce Admittance found,
And then beheld her weeping on the Ground
For her loft Husband; hardly I retain’d
My Purpofe, fcarce the with’d Embrace refrain’d.
How charming was her Grief! Then, Phocus,guefs
What killing Beauties waited'on her Drefs.

Her
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Her conftant Anfwer, when my Suit I preft;
Forbear, my Lord’s dear Image guards this Breaft ;
Were-c'er be is, whatever Caufe detains,

Who-eer has his, my Heart unmov’d remains.

W hat greater Proofs of Truth than thefe cou’dbe?
Yet I perfift, and urge my Dettiny.

At length the found, when my own F 6rm return’d,
Her jealous Lover there, whofe Lofs the mourn’d.
Enrag’d with my Sufpicion, fwift as Wind,

She fled at once from me and all Mankind;

And fo becames her Purpofe to reﬁain, '

A Nymph, and Huntrefs in Diana’s Train:
Forfaken thus, I found my Flames encreafe,

I own’d my Folly, and I fird for Peace.

It was a Fault, but not of Guilt to meve

Such Punithment, a Fault of too much Love.
Thus I retriev’d her to my longing Arms,

~ And many happy Days poffefs’d her Charms.
But
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But with her felf fhe kindly did confer,
What Gifts the Goddefs had beftow’d on her;
The fleeteft Grey-hound, with this lovely Dart,
And I of both have Wonders to impart.
Near Thebes a Savage Beaft, of Race unknown,
Laid wafte th; Field, and borethe Vincygrds down;
The Swains fled from him, and withone Confent
Our Grecian Youth to chafe the Monfter went ;
More fwift than Light’ning he the Toils furpift,
Andin his Courfe, Spears, Men, and Treeso’er-caft.
We {lipt our Dogs, and laft my Lelaps too,
‘When noneof all the mortal Race wou’d do:
He long before was ftruggling from my Hands,
And, e’er we cou’d ﬁnloofe him; broke his Bands.
That Minute whefe he was we cou’d not find,
And only faw the Duft he left behind.
Icimb’da N éight?’ring Hill to view the Chafe,
While in the Plain they held an cqual Race;

The
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| The Savage now feems caught, and now by force

To quit himfelf, nor holds the fame ftraight Courfe 5

But running Counter, from the Foe withdraws,

And with fhort Turning cheats his gaping Jaws:

Which he retrieves, and ftill fo clofely preft,

You’d fear at ev’ry Stretch he were poflefs’d;

Yet for the Gripe his Fangs in vain prepare,

‘The Game fhoots from him, and he chops the Air.

To caft my Jav’lin then I took my Stand;

But as the Throngs were fitting to my Hand,

While to the Valley I o’er-look’d the Wood,

Before my Eyes two Marble Statues ftood.

That, as purfu’d, appearing at full ftretch,

This barking after, and at point to catch.

Some God their Courfe did with this Wonder grace,

That neither might be conquet’d in the Chafe;

A fiidden Silence here his ‘Tongue fuppreft,

He here ftops fhort, and fain wouw'd wave thé teft.
The
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The eager Prince then urg’d him to impart;-
The Fortune that attended on the Dart.
Firft then, (faid he) paft Joys let me relate,
For Blifs was the Foundation of my Fate.
No Language can thofe happy Hours exprefs,
Did from our Nuptials me and Procris blefs:
The kindeft Pair! W hat more cou’d Heav’n confer ?
For the was all to me, and I to her. |
Had Yove made Love, great Fovehad been defpis’d 5
And I my Procris more than Venus priz’d:
Thus while no other Joy we did afpire,
We grew at laft one Soul, and one Defire.
Forth to the WoodsI went at break of Day,
(The conftant pra&ice of my Youth) for Prey:
Nor yet for Servant, Horfe, or Dog did call,
I found this fingle Dart to ferve for all.
With Slaughter tir’d, I fought the ecoler Shade,
And Winds that from the Mountains pierc’s; I:tc

! Come
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Come gentle Air, (fo was I wont to fay)

Come gentle Air, Aweet Aura come away.

This always was the Burden of my Song,

Come ’fwage my Flames, fweet Aura come along,

- Thou always art moft welcome to my Breaft;

I faint; approach thou deareft, kindeft Gueft!-

Thefc'Blandi(hments, and more than thefe, I {aid,

(By Fate to unfufpected Ruin led)

Thou art my Joy, for thy dear fake I love

Each defert Hill and fq%itaryGrovc;

When (faint With Labour) I Refrefhment need,.

For Cordials on thy fragrant Breath I feed. '

Atlafta wand’rmg Swaxn in hearing came," .

And cheated with the. found of Aura’s Name,

He thought I had fome Aflignation made;

And to my ?racrkfla; the News convey’d.

Great Love is fooneft with Sufpicion .ﬁr’d,

She Swoon’d, and with the Fale almoft expir'd.
Cc Ah!
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~ Ah! wretched Heatt, (The cry’d) ah! faithlefs Man !

And then to curfe thimagin’d Nysph began;

Yet oft the doubts, oft hopes The is d’c:teiv’d{

And chides her Telf that evet the believ’d

Her Lotd to fiich Injuftice cou’d proceed; -

*Till fhe her {elf were: Witnéls of the Deed.

Next Morn I to the Woods again repair,

And weary with the Chafe invokethe Airy

Approach, déar 44ra, and my Bofor chear:

At which a mournful Sound did firike my Ear; -

Yet I proceeded, *till the Thicket by,

With ruitling Noife and Motion dféw my Eye;

I thought fome Beift of Préy was flelterd Ehcre,

And €o'the Covere thich my cértain Spcar

From whence 2 tanét&gh myboul did wound,

Ah me!" it cry’d, and did 1 Procris fotihd: °

Procris was there, ‘too well the Voice I"l&hév*‘f",“

And to the Placé with headlomg Horror féw. -
e : Where
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Where I beheld her galping on the Ground,

In vain artempting from the déadly Wound

To draw the Dart, her Love’s dear fatal Gift!
My guilty Arms had fcarce the firength to lift
The beauteous Load, my Silks and Hair I.torc
(If poflible) to ftanch the prefling Gore;

For Pity begg’d her keep her flitting Breath,

And nat to leave me guilty of het Death:

While Lintreat the fainted faft away,

And thefe few Words had only firength to fay,
« By all the Sacred Bonds of plighted Love;

By all your Rev’rence to the Pow’rs above,

< By ‘all that made me Charming once appear,

<« By all the Truth for which you held me dear,

«¢ Andlaft by Love, the Caufc through whichI bléed,
«Let Aﬂm never to my Bed fucceed.

I then perceiv’d the Error of our Fate,

" And told it her, but found and told too late!
Cca | I
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I felt her lower to my Bofom fall,

And while her Eyes had any Sight at all,

On mine fhe fix’d them; in her Pangs ftill preft
My Hand, and figh’d her Soul into my Breaft;
Yet, l:;eing undeceiv’d, refign’d her Breath

Methought more chearfully, and fmil’d in Death.

The weeping Heroe thus his Story told,

To thofe who now no longer cow’d with-hold

From anfw’ring Sighs, and fympathizing Tears; .

*Till . #acus with his two Sons appears,

With ncW-rais’d. Forces, well appointed:Bands, -

‘Whom Cephalus by Royal Grant Comniands.

1

The End of the Seventh.Book.
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THE

CONVERT

Written by the Right Honourable
The EARL of MULGRAVE.

Ejefted as true Converts die,
But yet with fervent Thoughts inflam’d;
So, Faireft, at your Feet I lye,- .
Of all my Sex’s Faults atham’d.

Too long, alas, have I defy’d

The force of Love’s almighty Flame;
And often did aloud deride

His Godhead, as an empty Name, . _

But, fince fo freely I confefs |
A Crime, which may your Scorn produce,
Cc3 -~ Allow
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Allow me now to make it lefs,

By any juft, and fair Excufe.

I then did vulgar Joys purfue,
Variety was all' m& Blifs;

But ignorant of Love, and you,
How could I chufe but do amifs?

If ever now my wand’ring Eyes
Search out Temptations, as before;
If once I look, but to defpife

Their Charms, and value yours the more:

May fad Remorfe, and guilty Shame,
Revenge your Wrongs on faithlefs me;

And, what I tremble ev’n to Name,
May I lofe all, in lofing Thee.’

THER
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THE

RECOVERY.

By the fume Hand.

Ighing and languifhing I lay,

_ A Stranger grown to all Delight;
Pafiing in tedipus Thoughts the Day,

- And with unggict Dreams the Night.

For your dear fagke, my only Carc
‘Was how my conftant Love to hide;

And ever drooping with Defpair,
Neglected all the World befide; ,

Ccy4g Tl
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*Till, like fome Angel from Above,
Your Mercy.came to my Relief;

And then I found the Joys of Love,

Can make Amends for all the Grief. o

Thofe pleafing Hopes I now purfue,
~ Might fail, if you cow’d prove unjuft; !
But Promifes from Heav’n, and you,

Who is fo impious to miftruft ?

Here all my Doubts, and Troubles end ,-
That tender Sigh my Soul affures;
Nor am I vain, fince I depend,

Not on my own Defert, but yours.

THE
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THE

RELAPS E

By the fame Hand.

IKE Children in a Starry Night,
When I beheld thofe Eyes before,
I gaz’d with Wonder, and Delight,
Infenfible of all their Pow’r.

I play’d about the Flame fo long,
At length I felt the fcorching Fire;

My Hopes grew weak, my Paffion ftrong, -
And I lay dying with Defire,
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By all the help of Human Art,

I juft recover’d fo much Senfe,
As to avojd, with heavy Heart,
. The Faif, but\‘Fatal Inflyence.

But, fince you fhine away Defpair,
~ And now my Sighs no lénger fhun,
No Perfian in his zealous Pray’r,
So much adores the Rifing Sun.

If once again my Vows difpleafc,
There never was {o loft a Lover;

In Love, that languithing Difeafe,
A fad Relapfe we ne’cr recaver.

AN
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AN
| O N "
Mr. Henry Purcells Death.

OOD Angels fnatch’d him eagerly on high;
Joyful they flew, finging, and foaring through
e (theSky,
Teaching his New-fledg’d Soul to fly,
While we, alas, did plung’d in Sorrow lye.
He went mufing all along,
And new compos’d their Heav’nly Song.
A while his skilful Notes loud Hallelujahs drown’d;

(Sounds
But foonthey ceas’d their own, tocatch his pleafing,

Then,



408 The FIFTH PART

Then, with Divine Tranfport, eccho’d it all around;
And David’s tuneful Lyreimprov’d the Harmony ;
“David, in Sacred Story fo Renown’d, ‘
'No lefs for Mufick, than for Pocetry.
Oh Genius moft fublime in either Art!.
Crown’d with Applaufe {furpaffing all Defert!
A Man juft after God’s own Heart!
If Human Cares are lawful to the Bleft,
Already fettl’d in Eternal Reft,
Necds muft thou with, that Purcel only mlght
Have liv’d to Set whatever thou didft Write.
For, fure, thenoble Thirft of Flame
In our frail Body never dies,
But with the Soul afcends the Skies,
From whence at firft it came.
>Tis not the {lighteft Proof we have,

That part of us furyives the Grave,

And
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And in our Fame below ftill bears a fhare:
Why is the Future elfe fo much our Cate,
| Ev’ninour latett Moment ol’ Defpair?
And Deathit felf defpis’d by all the Wife, and Brave!
- Oh, all ye Blcft Harmonious Quire !
Whofeon]y happyBus’nefsis toLove,and toAdmire:
'Look down with Pity from your peaceful Bower,
On wretched Men perplex’d, ”
And ever, ever vex’d
W ithanxious Careof Trifles, Wealth,and Pow I.
In our rough Minds due Rev’rence infufe
For fweet melodious Sounds, andev’ry artful Mufe.
Mufick improves our Nature, and infpires
Nothing but elevated Thoughts, and gcntle foftDe-

fires.

© SQNG.



410 The FIFTH PART
S 0 N G

By the fame Hand.

H' how I languith! What a ftrange, -
" Unruly, fierce Deﬁrc:‘f ,
My Spirits feel fome wond’rous change,
.. My Heart is all on Fire. '

Now all my wifer' Thoughts, away;
In vain your Tale ye tell

-OF patient Hopes, and dull Delay;
Love’s Foppith part, farewel.

Suppofe one Week’s Delay wou’d give
All that my Wifhes move;
| Oh!
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Oh! who fo long a time can live,
Stretch’d on the Rack, on Love?
.
Her Soul, pérhaps,. is too ﬁ’lblim: -
To liké fuch flavith Fcar; ‘ ‘
Difcretion, Prudence,. all is Crime,
If once condemn’d by her. .

‘When Honour does the Soldxer call,

To fome unequal Fight, -~ <<+ -
Refolv’d to Condjtiét; *dr to Faﬂ

Before his General’s Slght '

Advancd the happy Heroe lives: -

L 5 S

Or if ill Fate denies; - S el
The noble Raflinefs Heav’n forgwes, L

And glorioufly he dies.

T O
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TO A
Coquet -BcaUty;

.

By the fame Hand.

Rom Wars, and Plaguesy come no fuch Harms,
As from a Nymph fo fgll of Charms .
So much Beauty in her Face,
In her Motions fuch a Grace,
In her kind inv"iting Eyes,
Such a foft Inchantment lyes, - o
That we pleafe our felves too {oon,

And are with vain Hopes undone.

After
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After all her Softnefs, we: 7 296"
Are but Slaves, whiledhe is freé, 112 <

Free, alas! from all Defire, . - el ‘
Unlefs & fet :th¢"Woild on Fire. . EERER

Thou, Fair.Diflembler, doft butthus
Deceive the World, as well as us:
Like fome ancient Heroe, thou
Woudft rather force Mankind to bow,
And venture round the World to roam,
Than Govern with Content at home:
But truft me, Celia, truft me when
"Fhd Mufé ber felf infpires my Pen;
A Minute fpent in Love, out-weighs
Whole Years of Univerfal Praife;
And one Adorcr kmdly us’d,

lecs truer Joys than Crouds refus’d.

Dd

413

For
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For what does Youth, and Beauty ferve?
Why more than all your Sex deferve?
Why fuch foft alluring Arts
To catch our Eyes, and charm our Hearts?
By our Lofs you Nothing gain:
Unlefs you Love, you Pleafe in vain.

B R U-
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BROT O 8.

ByMr. COWLET

L

Xcellent Brutus, of all Human Race .
"~ The beft, 'till Nessre was improv’d by Grace,
*Till Men above them/etves Faith raifed more -
Than Resfon above Beafs before;
Virtue was thy Life's Center, and from thence
Did fflents and conffantly Difpence
. .Thc gentle vigorous Influence

To all the wide and fair Circumference :

i Dd:2 And
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And all the Parts upon it lean’d fo eafily,
Obey’d the mighty Force {o willingly,
That. none cow’d Difcord or Diforder fee
| In all their Contrariety.
Each had his Motion natural and ‘ﬁ'ge, ”,2“’“’ d be.
And the Wole no more mov’d than the Whole World
From thy ftri&R ulefomethinkthatthoudidft fwerve
(Miftaken HomjvtI Men)-in Cefar’s Blood;
What Mercy cow’d the Tyrant’s Life deferve,’, |
From hinr who, killd Himfelf; tather than ferve 2
Th* Heroick Exalsations of Gosd L
| Are fo.far from Underftood, . -~ .
We count them Pie: Alas, our Sight's foill, .
That things which {wikeft Meove, feem to Seand fisl.
We look not upon Firtue in.her height, .
On her Supream 1dea brave and bright, 3! ..
In the Original Light :
B, e But

i, . ,:fJ
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But as her Beams refleCted pafs
- Through our own Nature, or ill Cuftons’s Glafs.
* And ’tis no wonder fo, .
~ If with deje@ed Eye
In ftanding Pools we feek the Sky,
That Stars fo high above fhould feem to us below.
ITL ‘
Can we ftand by and fee
Our Mother Robb’d, and Bound, and Ravifh’d be,
Yet not to her Affiftance ftir,
Plcas’él with theStrength and Beauty of the Ravifber 2
Or fhall we fear to kill him, if before,
The CancelPd Name of Friend he bore?
- Ingrazeful Brutus do they call?
Ingrateful Cefar, who cou’d Rome enthral!
An A& more barbarous and unnatural
(In th’ exat Ballance of true Pirzue try’d)
Than his Succeffor Nero's Parricide! |
T Dd 3 ~ There’s
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“There’s none but Brazus cou’d deferve
That all Men elfe thou’d wifb to ferve,
And Cefar’s ufurp’d Place to him fhou’d proffer;
Nonecandeferve’t but he who wou’d refufe theO ffer.
IV. '
Il Fate affum’d a Body thee t’affright,
And wrap'd it felf 'th* Terrors of the Night,
Pl meet thee at Philippi, faid the Spright ;
Pll meet thee there, faidft Thou,
With fuch a Poice, and fuch a Brow,
As put the trembling Ghof? to fudden Flight;
It vanifh’d as a Taper’s Light
. Goes out when Spirits appéar in fight.
One wou’d have thought ' had heard the Morning
Or feen her well-appointed Star (me’
Come marching up the Eaffern-Hill afar.
Nor durft it in Philippi’s Field appear,
But unfeen attack’d thee there.
Had
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Had it prefum’d in any Shape thee to oppofe,
Thou wow'dft have forc’d it back upon thy: Foes:
Or {lain’t like Ciefar, though it be
A Conqueror and a Monarch mightiet fat than He,
V. \
What Joy can Human things to us afford,
When we fee perifh thus, by odd Events,
Il Men, and wretched Aecidents,
Thebeft Caufe and beft Manthat ever drew a Sword?
- When we fee
The falfe Oéfavius, and wild Antonie,
God-like Brutus, Conquer Thee ;
What can we fay, but thine own Tragick Word,
That Virtue, which had worfhipp’d been by thee
As the moft folid Good, and greateft Desty,
By this fatal Proof became
An Idol only, and a Name?

Dd 4 Hold,
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‘Hold, Noble Brutus, and reftrain
The bold Voice of thy generous Difdain :
. Thefe mighty Guiphs are yet
Too deep for all thy Fudgment and thy #ie.
. The Time’s fet forth already which thall quell
Stiff Reafon when it offers ta Rebel.
Which thefe great Secrets (hall unfeal,
And new Philofophers reveal.
A few Ycafs mdre, fo foon hadft thou not dy’d,
Would have confounded Human Virtue's Pride,
And thew’d thee a God Crucify'd.

t
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O D E

"BROUTDS.

87 quid novifli rectius iftis,
Candidus imperti ; [{ non, his utere mecum.

L
2 1S faid, that Favourite, Mankind '
. W as made the Lord of all below ;
But‘yct the doubtful are concern’d to find,
*Tis only one Man tells another fo.

And
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i

And for this vaft Dominion here,
‘Which over other Beafts we claim,
Reafon, our beft Credential does appear,

.~ By which indeed we Domineer;

But how abfurdly, we may fee with Shame.
‘Reafon, that folemn Trifle! light as Air!

Mov’d with each blaft of Cenfure, or Applaufe!
By partial Love, away *tis blown;

Or the leaft Prejudice can weigh it down;

Thus our high Privilege becomes our Snare.
In any nice, and weighty Caufe,

How wav’ring are the Wifeft! yet the Grave

Impofe on that fmall Judgment which we have.

IL

In Works of Fame, whofe Names have fpread fo
And ev’n the force of Time defy’d, (wide,
Some Failirigs yet may be defcry’d.

Among the reft, with Wonder be it told,
‘That
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That Bratas is ador’d for Czfar’s Death;

By which he ftill furvivesin Fame’s Immortal Breath :
Brutus! ev’n He, of all the reft,
In whom we fhowd that Déed the moft deteft, -
I's of Mankind efteem’d the beft !
As Snow defcending from fome lofty Hill, -
Is by its rolling Courfe augmenting ftill ;
So from Illuftrious Authors down has roll’d - -
*Till now, that Rev’rence he receiv’d of old;
Still ev’ry Age adds a profound Efteem,
And guild their Eloquence with Praife of him.
But Truth unvail’d, like a bright Sun appears,
To Shincaway this heap of fev’nteen hundred Years.
IIL
In vain ’tis urg’d by an Illuftrious Wit, *
(To whom I otherwife fubmit)
- That Czfar’s Life no Pity cow’d deferve

From one who kilPd himfelf, rather than ferve.
' * Mr., CW’Q. Ha d

i
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Had Brutus chofe rather himfelf to flay,
Than any Matfter to obey, '
Happy for Rome had been that noble Pride;
. (Bruews dy'd:
‘The World had then'remain’d in Peace, and only
For he, whofe Virtue wou’d difdain to own
| Sybjetion to a Tyrant’s Frown,
* And his own Life had rather end, (his Fricnd.
Wou'dfure, muchratherkill himfelf, than only hurt
To his own Sword in the Philippian Field,
Brutus indeed at laft did yield;
But in thofe Times fuch A&ions were not rare,
And then proceeded only from Defpair:
Elfe, he perhaps had chofe to live, '
In hopes another Cefzr wou'd forgive;
That fo he might for Publick good, once more,

Confpire againft a Life which had fpar’d his before.

IV.O“I‘

.
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eIV, '

~ Our Country claims, indeed, our chiefeft Care;

| And in our Thoughts defervesthe tend’reft (hare;

Her to a thoufand Friends we fhou’d prefer,

But not betray *¢m, tho’ it be for her.

Hard is his Heart whom no Defert can move,

* A Wife, a Miftrefs, or a Friend to Love,

| Above what e’er he does befides enjoy;-

But may he for their Sakes his Sire, or Sons deftroy?

Sacred be all the Tyes of publick Good

We to our Country owe our deareft Bloods

To fuffer in her Service, were a:Blifs,

And ev’n to fall; the nobleft Fate that is; AA |

So brave a Death, tho’ in Youth’s carly Bloom,

Is above all the longeft Life to.comes . .

‘But 'tis not, furely, of fo great Renown,

To take another’s, asto lofe our own:

Of
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Of all that’s ours we cannot give too much,
But what belongs to Friendthip, Oh ! *tisSacrilege to
V. (touch.
Can we f2and by unmov’d, and fee
Our Myther robb’d, and ravifbd? Can we be
Excus’d, if in ber Cmfe; we never flir, ,
Pleas’dwiththe Strength andBeauty of the Ravifber?
Thus Sings our * Bard with almoft Heat Divine;
*Tis pity that his Thought was notasftrong, as fine; ‘
Wouwd it more juftly did the Cafe exprefs, |
Or that its Beauty, and its Grace were Iefs. |
(Thus a loofe Nymph fometimes we fee,
Who fo Charming feems to be,
That, jealous of a foft Surprize,
‘We fcarce dare truft ouy cager Eyes.)
So dangerous an Ambuth to efcape, -

'We fhall not plead a willing Rape;
 :# Mr. Cowley.
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A Valiant Sen wou’d be provok’d the more;
A Force we therefore muft confefs, but acted long be-
A Marriage fince did intervene, (fore.
With all the folemn, and the facred Scene;
Loud was the Hymenean Song,
The violated * Dame walk’d {milingly along,
‘And in the midft of the moft facred Dance,
' As if enamourd of his Sight,
Often fhe caft a kind admiring Glance
On the bold Stmgglcr for Delight;;
‘Who afterwards appcar’d fo moderate and cool,
As if for Publick good alone he fo afpir’d toRule.
VL '
But, oh! that this were all the Mufe can urge
Againft 2 Roman of fo great a Soul! '
And that Fair Truth permitted us to purge
His Fa& of what appears fo foul! -
* Rorge.. .

Friend-
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Friendthip, that facred and fublimeft Thing!
~ The nobleft Qx_aﬁty, and chiefeft Good!
(In this bafe Age fcarce underftood) - (fing.
Infpiresus with unufual Warmth its injur’d Rites to
' Aflift, ye Angels, whofe Immortal Blifs,
Tho’ more refin’d, chiefly confifts in this! .
How plainly your bright Thoughtsto one ane:;tﬂl“l:ct:
Oh! how ye all agree in Harmony Divine!
The Courfe of mutual Love with equal Zeal ye run,
. A Courfeas far from any end, as when at firft begun.
You faw, and fmil’d on this moft worthy-Pair,
‘Who did betwixt them both fo many Virtues thare;
Some which belong to Peace, and fome to Strife,
'I:hofc of a calm, .and of an athve Life, - . .
‘That all the Excellence of Human Kind;
Concu.rr’d 'to make of both but one united Mind
Which Friendthip did fo faft and, clof¢ly: bind,
(Souls were join’d.
Not the leaft Cement cou’d appear, by whm-h their
That
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That Tie which holds our Mortal Frame,
Which poor unknowing Wea Soul and Body name,
Seems not a Compofition more Divine,
Or moreabftrucethan all thatdoes inFriendfhip thine.
VII.-
From mighty Cefar’s boqndlcl;s Grace,
Brutus indeed his Life receiv’d; \'
But Obligations, tho’ {o great believ’d,
‘We count but flight in fuch a Cafe,
Where Friendfhip fo poffeffes all the Place,
“There is no room for Gratitude; fincehe (canbe:
‘W ho fo obliges, is more pleas’d, than his fav’d Friend
Juft in the midft of all this noble Heat,
While their great Hearts did both fo kindly beat,
That it amaz’d the Lookers on,
And forc’d them to fufpe& a *Father, and a Son;
(Yet here ev’n Nature’sfelf did feem tobe outdonc)

i * Cxlar was fulpeited to have begosten Brutus,

Ee From
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From fuch a Friénd(hip unprovok’d to fall,

Is Crime enough; butoh, that{ucha Crime wereall
thch does, w1th too much Caufe, ungrateful
(Brutus call!
VIIL
He calmly laid a long Defign
Againft his beft and deareft Friend;
Did all his Care and Credit bend
To Spirit others up, to work his barb’rous end;
Himfelf the Center where they all did join.
Cefar, ‘mean time, fearlefs, and fond of him,.
- Was as induftrious all the while
To give fuch ample Marks of his Efteem,
- As made the Graveft Romans fmile
Tofee withhow much eafeLove can theWife beguile.
" For he, whom Brutus doom’d to bleed,

Did, fetting his own Race afide,

No!
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No lefs a thing for him provide,
“Than to the World’s great Empire to fucceed:
Which we are bound in Juftice to allow,
Is All-fufficient Proof to thew
That Brutas did not ftrike for his own fake;
And if, alas, he fail’d, *twas only by miftake.

" Ee2 oOvVID
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OVID METAM

Lis 10

Quas quia Pygmalion evum per crimen agentes
Viderat, offenfus wvitiis, fine Confuge celebs
Vivebat, &c.

4\ Bferving the lewd Lives that Women Ied,
Pygmalion long declin’d the Nuptial Bed;
Inftru&ted by miftaken Husbands Fate,
To'chufe the fafe, the folitary State.
At length, his lonefome Hours to entertain
In folid Iv’ry of the fineft Grain,

That baff'd Nature bluthing muft confefs,
No living Beauty did fuch Charms exprefs.
With

He Carves a Nymph with fuch Divine Succefs, E
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‘With his own Work the Artift grows Inflam’d,
Enamour’d on the Statue which he fram’d.

Nor cou’d you, if that Figure you furvey’d,
Condemn his Paffion for the Iv’ry Maid.

That the cou’d walk, that fhe cou’d talk you’d fwear,
But did through Virgin Modefty forbear.

‘The more he gazes he the more admires,

Fancy, that kindled, feeds his raging Fires.
Flatcring himfelf, what his fond Hopes conceive,
His cheated Senfe as fondly does believe.

Her lifelefs Hand by his fo long is grafp’d,

>Till he fuppofes his by hers is clafp’d;

And while to move her Joints he trembling tries,
Miftakes the Motion, and thinks fhe complies.
Kiffing, he thinks her Lips return the Kifs

With am’rous Heat, becaufe made warm with his:
Speaks tender things that with his Paffion fuit,

And while hisTongue’s withTranfport never mute,
Eej Amidft
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Amidft the Torrents of kind Words that break
From his full Breaft, he thinks he hears her fpeak.
He Wooes her now with Prefents, fuch as find!
Succefs with Maids, and make the coldeft kind.
Fine Shells, rich Gems, Birds that can talk or {ing,
And Flow’rs the earlieft Tribute of the Spring;
With far-fetch’d Trinkets, ev’ry ftrange Device,
And ev’ry Toy that was a Toy of price:

He oft embraces, oft his Arms with-holds,

And fears to crufth her \yith too am’rous Folds.

His Fancy next contrives what fort of Drefs
Will beft his Miftrefs’s faultlefs Shapes exprefs;
With Rings he decks her Fingers, Amber-Beads
Adorn her Neck, with Pearl her Hair he braids;
Vaft Gems for Pendants to her Ear-rings join’d,

A Gold-wrought Girdle round her Wafte is twin’d ;

While
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While of his Miftrefs, thus Attir’d and Gay,

The curious Lover takes a new Survey,

He finds each Ornament worth all his Coft,
She Charms in ev’ry Drefs, but Naked moft.
Duly at Night’s approach the Iv’ry Maid
Upon a Tyrian Counterpane is lzﬁd,

With fofteft Pillows he fupports her Head,
And calls her the dear Partner of his Bed.

The Feftival of Penus now return’d,
‘When offer’d Incenfe in the Temple burn’d,
‘Where anxious Lovers yearly did repair |
With Prefents, and with more prevailing Pray’r:
Amongft the Supplicants Pygmalion came,
His, you’ll ackhowlcdge, was a hopelefs Flame;
Before the Altar with his Gift he ftands,
W here with low Voice, and with up-lifced Hands,

FEe 4 Ye
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Ye Pow’rs, (he faid) if you can all tﬁings do,

As we are taught, and I wou’d think it true,
Grant that the Wife you fhall alot me, may
(Direétly Ivory he durft not fay)

Be like fome Iv'ry Statue that cou’d prove,
Of Charms to make the Carver fall in Love.
Bright Penus, ever to Love’s Int’reft true,
The meaning of the dark Petition knew ;
Aufpicious Flathes thrice from th’ Altar broke,
And wreath’d theTemple’sRoof with curlingSmoke.
Home (but defponding ftill) the Lover hafts,
His Arms about his Tv’ry Miftrefs cafts,

At his firft Kifs he thinks her Lips are warm;

‘Who more than ever now appear’d to Charm, %
The next Salute does more than Thought confirm.

Then, with his eager Hand her Breaft he tries,

Her panting Breaft with cs/'-’ry Touch complies:

So
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So handling does to Pliantnefs reduce
Hymettian Wax, and make it fit for Ufe.

Once more (for doubtful was his Joy) to try

If that were Fleth he felt, or Ivory.

*Twas now a Body, quick with Vital Heat,

He grafps her Wrifts, and feels her Pulfes beat,

In Torrents of tranfported Wards he gives

The Goddefs Thanks, that his Carv’d Miftrefs lives;
Kifles of real Guft he now beftows,

‘Which that fhe felt the bluthing Virging thows,

His Hand withdrawn, his Hand he does apply %

Whofe new-enliven’d Eyes at once difcover, =

Days chearful Light, and a more chearful Lover.

Atlength the Goddefs, who thefe Nuptials made,
The Blefling gives of her Prolifick Aid;
The Bride a Mother in nine Months became,

And Paphos bore, who gave the Ifle its Name.
Here
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Here was he born, (who had he Childlefs been,
No happier Monarch than himfelf had feen)
The wealthy Cinyras, in all things bleft,

But only that which thou’d have crown’d the reft..

T HE

STORY

O F

Myrrba and Cz}zymf.

Song of Horror I muft now commence,
But warn chaft Daughters firft tofl from%

And Parents, who of Piety have Senfe. héncc?
Or, if my Verfe’s Sweetnefs Chérm your Stay, -
No Credit give to what I now fhall fay;

Or,
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Or, with the Fa& (if you will think it true)

Believe the Punithment and Vengeance too.

If fuch a Crime could Nature’s Pow’r employ,

I give the cold Imarian Climate Joy,

And Joy to ours, at fo much diftance thrown
Fromthatcurs’dLand,wherefuchaDeed wasknown.
Sabeza fill with Spicy Groves be Crown’d,

With Aromatick, fragrant Gums abound ;‘
Enrich’d with Nature’s Luxury appear,

We envy not, while Myrrha too grows there.

O Myrrba! Cupid diffavows thy Flame,

And fwears, not from his Torch, but Hcll, it came,
To hate our Parents is, in Human Senfc,

A heinous Crime ;—fuch Love, a worfe Offence!
‘To thee the Princes of the Eaft Addréfs, |
Chufe, Myrrha, take the Lover thou wouw’dft blefs;
Of them, and all Mankind, thy Choice is fice,
Let (Myrrba) only One excepted be.

This
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This the well knows, and therefore long reje&ts,

And on her guilty Paflion thus refle&ts.——

Ah! whither do my roving Thoughts incline ?

Prote& me Piety, and Pow’rs Divine!

Prote&t me Filial Duty, Virgin Shame,

And Rev'rence to a Father’s awful Name;

Join all your Forces to prevent in time

A Crime fo foul,—if ’tis indeed a Crime

What Nature’s Law permits, fince free from Sin,

All other Creatures Couple with their Kin

No wanton Heifer from her Sire is kept,

And Fillies by their Stallion-Sires are leap’d;

Goats breed upon the Milchers they begat,

And this Year’s Egg may be the Dam’s next Mate.

Yes, therc’s a Nation from this Bondage freed,

Where Sons uncenfur’d on their Mothers breed ;

And where a Daughter, to her Father Wed,

Double Endearments brings of Birth and Bed.
Why
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Why do I on thefe vain Amufements dwell?
Hence flatt’ring Joys, forbidden Hopes farewel,
Him worthieft of my Love I needs muft own,
But fuch as to a-Father fhould be fhown !

If therefore not his Daughter, nor ally’d

To Cinyras, I might have been his Bride.

Hence let me fly to fome far diftant Clime,
Forfake my Country, to avoid my Crime:

Thus Virtue Counfels me, but Love detains
"Me Pris’ner here in voluntary Chains;

Where I all Day my Cinyras may fee

Prefs his dear Hand, and yet uncenfur’d be.
Speak all the tender things that Love cou’d fay;
Uncenfur'd take the Pleafure of a Kifs,

If niggard Virtue grant no greater Blifs.

But wou’dft thou then to greater Joys proceed?
Think Wretch, Ohthink ! how in that fingle Deed

Thou
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Thou muft Eternal Rights of Nature ivound,

How many Sacred Laws and Names, confound

Thy Mother’s Rival, and thy Father’s Whore,

Thy Brother’s Mothcf, and to add no more,

Sifter to him that fhall be Born of thee.

Can’ft thou of Mifchief fuch a Compound be,

Nor of thofe Snake-hair’d Sifters ftand in fear,

Who prefent ftill to guilty Souls appear?

While chaft in Body, oh! defift in time,

Nor in thy Thoughts conceive fo dire a Crime.

From fuch flagitious Appetites.abftain, - -

Nor Heav’nsand Natures Laws at once prophane.

Suppofe that Cizyras himfelf fhould be

With the fame Frenzy feiz’d, that Tortures me.

1 know he can’t, ‘for he is Juft and Good,

I know he can’t,— yet oh! I with he cou’d.
She faid, and Cinyras with Doubts opprefs’d,

Amongft fo niany, asks what Choice was beft:

Re-
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Reciting all their Names, enquires of her
Which Lover the wou’d to her Bed prefer.

She long ftood mute, and like a Wretch amaz’d,
- With weeping Eyes upon her Father gaz'd.

He thinking them th’ Effe& of Virgin Fears,
Bids her fiot weep, and kifs’d away her Tears.
His Kiffes fir’d her; he infulting ftill,

What fort of Man beft fuited to her Will:

Jutt fuch a one as you, the Maid reply’d,

Or may I never, never be a Bride.

Fill’d with miftaken Joy, Grant Heay’n, fuid he,
"Thou ever may’ft retain this Piety.

Thus he. At Piety’s moft awful found,

Down fank the Confcious Virgin-to the Ground,

Now balmy Night, the Friend of the Diftreft,
Laid weary Mortals, and their Cares to Rett,

While
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While Myrrba waking lyes, in reftlefs Fires, -
And mufing oft retrads her wild Defires:
Defpairs by Fits, and then refolves to try,

And ftrait does from her purpos’d Withes fly;
While Love and Modefty difpute the Field,

She knows not to which Party fhe muft yield.
Like fome tall Oak, receiving its laft Wound,
Reels too and fre, and threatens all around.

So various is the Cénﬁi& of her Mind,

Which now in Death alone Rciief can find!
Refolv’d on Death, a tempting Beam fhe fpies,
Tﬁe Girdle from her Wafte the reft fupplies;;
Farcwel my dearéﬁ Cinyras, fhe cry’d,

My Death will tell for what, and whom I dy’d!
Thefe Words, tho’ utter’d with imperfe&t found,
Her careful Nurfe’s faithful Ear did wound.

She rufhes in, fhrieks, beats her Breaft, and raves,

And, tho’ halfdead her f¢lf, her dying Miftrefs faves.
Now
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Now fhe had time to weep, and her dear Chargc
Embracing, to expoftulate at large,

And ask the Caufe of fuch a defp’rate Grief?
That fhe, rcfepting-thc unkind Reliefy

In filence fix’d her Eyes upon the Ground,
Unwilling to difclofe a curelefs Wound.

The Nurfe infifts, and urging her Requeft,
Makes bare her Hoary Head, and wither’d Breaft :
Thefe were the Springs, tho’ now decay’d and dry,
_ That did your Infant Days with Food fupply:
By thefe, and by your Cradle, ‘once my Care;
‘Tell me the Secret of this firange Defpair.

‘Thus fhe—— The Virgin fighs, and turns afide;
The Nurfe ftill fues, and will not be deny’d.
Entruft me with your Grief, and you fhall fee,
That I can promife more than Secrecy:

Old as I am, what is’t I cannot do?

My Age can Mxraclcs perform for you.
- Ff _ - Ise
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Is’t Lunacy ? My Skill ia Herbs excels;

Or if ’tis Witch-craft, T have Counter-fpells :
Suppofe, at worft, the Gods themfelves difpleas’d,
With Sacrifice thofe Gods fhall be appeas’d.
What want you moré your Withes to compléat ?
Your Kindred alt in Wealth and Honour great;
And, that which does all other Joys excel,

In Health yéir Mother, and your Father wefl.
The Father’s Name drew from the Virgin’s Breaft
A Sigh, that had almoft lser Crime confeft;
Which, in her Nurfe, did no Safpicion mové

Of Love fo impious, tho’ fhe knew *twas Love.
Then to-her Chatge, sieh trickling Tears bedéw’d,
While inher Lap fhe fa¢, her Suit renew’d;

She fondly kifs’d her, fhe embrac’d her too,
(Cloft, as her trembling; feeble Arms cou’d dby

Thou lov’ft, faid the, but lay afide your Fear,
So skilfully I’ll manage the Affsir, - E

The Secret ne’er fhall reach your Father’s Ear,
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At this in Fury from her Lap the flew,
And on the Bed her proftrate Body thiew.
"The Nurfé #ill anxious, and ftill urging on,
Receivid o Anfwer but, Defift, begon!
Force got 4 Virgin to confefs her Shame! (Name |
*Tis Sin what you wow’d know ; a Sin that warts a
As Thunder-firuck, 4 whilé the Beldarke recl'd,
*Till finking at hér Miftréfs’s Feet fhe kneel'd,
And fcdre€ had Sttength her trembling Hands'to rér,
Trembling, alas, 4t once with Age and Fear! -
She fooths Her firft with Words of tend'reft ftrain; -
"Then thtéatens (fince Entreaties were in vain)
That fhe i longér wou'd her Shatde conceal,
But ftrait her rafh Attempt ot Dedth reveal.
At this, her Head the frighted Myrrba rears,
And drénich*d hier Nurfe’s Bofom with Tier Tcars g

She oft eﬂ'ﬁys to fpeak, as dft forbéars;

Ffa *Till
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*Till {hrouding her fluth’d Cheeks, with feeble Voice
She cry’d,——-O Mother, happy in thy- Choice!
Then groan’dand ceas’d : ---The Nurfe, who guefs’d
"Th’ imperfett Senfe, into Convulfions fell: °° VL
From her chill’d Heart the Blood in Horror fled,
"The hoary Hairs ftood briftling on her Head;

She tries by Imprecations to diffuade, -

From fuch flagitious Thoughts; the wretched Maid,
You Counfel rightly, (this was her Reply)

But O ’tis fix’d, I muft Enjoy or Die!

Live, cries the Beldame, fince there’s no Redrefs
But Death or.Love, you fhall, I fwear, poffefs.
Youfhall poflefs your---then her Words the dropp’d,

And at the awful Name of Father ftopp’d.-

N ow White-rob’d Matrons Ceres Shrine adorn,
Wlth Garlands of the Year’ s firft ripen’d Corn;

Amongft
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Amongft themfelves, the Goddefs’s chaft Rites,
They Celebrate for nine continu’d Nights:

The Nurfe, while Husbands fleep without l;heir
With wicked Diligence the Plot contrives (Wives,
All things confpir’d to aid the black Defign,

For fhe found Cinyras o’er charg’d with Wine:
She tells him of a tender Virgin’s Flame

And Paffion for him, but conceals her Name;
She then extols her Beauty to the Skies.

Her Age? faid he: Juft Myrrba’s Age, fhe cries.
Enjoin’d to bring her, fhe returns with fpeed,
And cries, Rejoice my Girl, our Hopes fucceed.
The wretched Maid, not over-joy’d appear’d

To hear the News, which yet with Joy fhe heard !
A fecret Pleafure through her Heart diftill’d, -

Ev’n while with dark ill-boding Thoughts (’ffi\ﬁ’ils

|

- Ff3 "Twas
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>Twas now ‘vthe dead of Night, the fatal time
‘That Myrrba firlt advances to her Crime:
Affrighted Cynthia from her Chariot flies, -
‘And left the Night to drive without her Eyes.
Chat Iarus fculks firft behind a Cloud,
Erigone does next her Vifage (hroud.
Thrice ftumbled Myrrha at her {etting out,
And thricethe heard the Boding Screech-owlfhout.
Yet on the goes (by Night of Shame bereft)
(The Nurfe’s Right-hand holding with her Left)
Mean while the other her dark Paflage grop’d
To the dire Chamber; now the Door is op’d:
Ent’ring, her Knees again(t each other ftruck,
Courage her Heart, ahd Blood her Cheeks forfook ;
Her Fears encréas?d, gnd her Convulfions grew
More fierce, as nearer to her Crime fhe drew.
She now repents, a_nd wog.’d retire unknown
The wicked Beldame holds, and drags her on.

Hcre
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Here Cinyras, receive your own, fhe cry’d,

And lays her by her Father’s naked Side.
Unknown he takes his Off-fpring to his Bed,

And Lover like, endearing Words he faid;

What ever couw’d affwage her Virgin Fears,

And in refpe& of their {o diff’rent Ycarsg

He calls her Daughter : —Father, fhe replics,
And does, by fpeaking Truth, the Truth difguife!
Full of her Sire, the guilty Bed fhe leaves;

And, tho’ her Womb an impious Birth Conceivés,
For fev’ral Nights fthe does her Crime renew ; |
*Till Cinyras at length too curious grew g
The Beauty he fo oft enjoy’d to view.

Calls with blind hafteto have the Lights brought in,
That fhew’d at once his Daughter, and his Sin.
Rage to his Waords no Utt’rance wou’d afford,
Up from his Bed he ftarts to {natch his Sword;

Ff4 Yet,
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Yet, wing’d with Fear, more {wiftly Myrrha flies,
From Death efcaping in the Night’s Difguife.
ThroughfundryLands by lonefomeWaysthe ftray’d,
Rov’d ’till nine Moons their monthly Circuit made ;
When, with the Burden of her Womb depreft,
Sabea to her weary Limbs gave Reft.
Wou’d Fate her Withes grant, yet her fad State
Is fuch, fhe knows not what to ask of Fate!
Quite tir'd with Life, and yet of Death afraid,
*Till, by Defpair diretted, thus the pray’d.
Is there amongft the Gods one Deity,
Who can to Crimes confeft indulgent be?
I own my Guilt, nor 'Puniﬂlmént decline,
(The worft that angry Juftice can enjoin:)
But fince the Living, if I here remain,
I fhall pollute; .and dead, the Dead prophane;
Exclude me from bothWorlds.Her Pray’r was heard,
In part at leaft, nor was her Suit deferr’d;

For
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For while fhe fpake, her tender Feet the found

Grown f{tiff, and deeply rooted in the Ground;
Her Flefth and Bones converted into Wood,
Her Marrow turn’d to Pith, to Sap her Blood 5
- Her Arms prov’d Boughs, her Fingers Twigs, ng :
The rifing Bark that clos’d her Body in, (Skmg
And now to fhroud her Vifage did begin.

Nor was its Progrefs by the Wretch oppos’d,
‘Who thrank her Head to have it quickly clos’d. -
She’s now a Tree, and thro’ depriv’d of Senfe,
Does precious Drops, refembling Tears, difpence:
‘The weeping Plant retains its Miftrefs’s Name,
And fhall for Ages be the Song of Fame.

DESCRIP-
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DESCRIPTION

OF THE

Palace of Sleep ,

From the Eleventh BOOK of

OVID's METAMORPHOSES,

E AR Cyme lyes a dusky Cave, where Sleep
His lonefome Palace does in Silence keep:
O’er which the {prightly Sun can ne’er prevail,
Nor at his fplendid Rife, nor his more {plendid Fall.
Upon the fenny and unwholefom Ground,
Thick Fogsand Vapours{pread themfelves around:
The loud F orerunner of enfuing Light,
Does never there the rofie Morn invite:
Not watchful Maftifs, nor more wakeful Geefe;
N ot found of Human Voice, nor whi{p’ring Trecs;
Nort
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Not low’ring Herds, nor Flocks of blécting Sheep,
Diftra& the Slumbers of the God of Sleep.
Beneath, there glides an Arm of Lethe’s Lake,
Whofe falling Waves a drowfie Murmur make;
Which does to Reft th’ Inhabitants difpofe;

A Field of Poppies at the Entrance grows, g
To whofe kind Juice the Night herSilencc owes.
No creaking Doors the nodding God moleft,

Nor frqzen Porter waits for coming Gueft.

About the middle ftands a ftately Bed,

Hung round with Black, and of foft Feathers made;
Where fluggith Morpheus does in Grandeur lye,
‘Steep’d in foft Eafe, diffolv’d in Lethargy.

AsSandson Shoars,as Leavesin Woods are found
(Ground,

As many Airy Dreams his Bed furround, g
Or Ears of bearded Corn rife from the fcmlc

THE
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THE
FIRST BOOK
O F

Homer's Ilsads.

Tranflated from the G R E E K.

The ARGUMENT.

Chryfes, a Prieft of Apollo, brinfs 4 Ranfom to the Grecians
for bis Captive Danghter Chriféis. Agamemnon (the Son
of Atreus, and thence called Atrides) being General of the
Army, and in Poffeffion of the Prifoner, refufés to Releafe
ber, "and with Threats difmiffes her Father. The Pricft
prays for Vengeance ro Apollo, who fends a Plague amsong
the Greeks.  Achilles Summons a4 Conncil, where he prevails
with Chalcas, a Prophet, to tell the fecret Canfe of the God's
Difpleafure. The Prophet declares that Agamemnon occa-
Jfiord their Misfortunes by detaining Chriféis. By that
means the General is obliged to reffore her : But afterwards,
o be revenged on Achilles, be feizes his Caprive Briféis.
Achilles complains of this to his Mother Thetis, and begs
ber Interceffion with Jupiter, to revenge his Injury en the
Grecians, by giving Vittory to the Trojans,

O Sing Achilles Wrath, O Mufe! prepare,
Which plung’d the Grecians in deftru®iveW ar;
And
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And fent untimely to th’ Infernal Coatft,

The braveft Souls of Heroes early loft ;

Whofe Limbs in Phrygian Plains extended lay,
Expos’d to Dogs and rav’nous Birds a Prey:
So Fove decreed, when fierce Contention rofe,

To make Atrides-and Achilles Foes.

But fay, O Mufe! What unrelenting God,
In Friendly Breafts, thofe Seedsof Difcord fow’d?
Apollo, Joves and Fair Latona’s Son;
For he, refenting bold Injuﬁice'done,
A fatal Sicknefs to their Army brought;
T he Soldiers perifh’d for their Leader’s Fault;
"W hofe daring Voice with publick Scorn difmifs’d
The Suit of Chryfés, and revil’d the Prieft.

For Chryfes,charg’d with boundlefs Treafure,came

To free from fervile Bonds a Beauteous Dame:

His .
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His facred Hands, to move the Grecians more,
Apollo’s Crown and Golden Scepter bore:

Their Chiefs he thus Addrefs’d; but Courtéd moft
The Sofis of Atrens, Leaders of their Hoft. -

Ye Kings of Greece! May each propitious God
That makes Olympus his fecure Abode,
Aflift your Arms, King Priam’s Town to take,
And lead your Forees fafe in Triumph back:
But free my Daughter; and my Gifts approve;
And fear the Great Apollo; Son of Fove.

Withloud Applaufe the Greeks Confent exprefs’d,
Approv’d the Ranfom, and rever'd the Prieft :
But King Atrides rude Exprc‘ﬂioﬁs us’d,

And, venting Threats, his humble Pray’r refus’d.
He faid; Old Dotard, leave out Hoftile Fleet, -
Prevent my Fury with a fwift Retreat:

Unfold
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Unfold Chrifess thall sty Slave remain,
*Till, cloy’d with Joys, ¥ break her ufelefs Chain:
My Bed fhe Thall adorn, and ply the Loom,
In Argos, diftant from her native Home:
Begone, and feek no more the Charming Dame;
If e’er thy Tongue renews this faucy Claim,
Soon fhalt thou find Protecting Pow’r deny’d
To that vain Scepter, born with Priefily Pride.

The trenibling Prieft his dreadfalVoice obeyd;
Along the Coaft in filent Paffion firay’d;
And, while fecure in diftant Plains ke ftood,
With various Titles ehus invok’d his God "

Pl‘OplthllS Phebus ! Hear thy Suppliant sPray s,
“Thou Guardian King, whom chofen Chryfa fEars,'
For whofe Prote&ion facred Cilla prays, .
Thou glorious Light! whom Tenedos obeys;;

If
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If ’er thy Prieft a grateful Service paid,
Or Bulls and Goats on flaming Altars laid 5
O Smintheus hear! and with thy Silver Bow

Dart the proud Grecians, and revenge my Woe.

His fervent Pray’r the God’s Compaflion drew,
‘Who breathing Vengearx_cc from Olympus flew ;
His Shoulders bore a Bow and Quiver join’d,
Still, as he mov’d, his Arrows chink’d behind :
Unfeen as N ight hc came, and rang’d apart
The Gretiqn Fleet, and fent a deadly Dart;
The Twang was dreadful of his Silver Bow ;
Firft only Mules and Dogs receiv’d the Blow ;
But laft at Men his Mortal Shafts were aim’d,
And Fun’ral Piles with difmat Blazes flam’d.
Achilles, when the Darts nine Days had rov’d,
The tenth a Council call’d, by F#no mov’d:

For
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For much the White-arm’d Goddefs griev’d to find
Thofe Men deftroy’d, to whom her Heartinclin’d. |

The fummon’d Hoft a throng’d Aflembly made,
Where, rifing up, the God-like Heroe faid:
We now, Arrides, muft refolve again,
To wander homewards through the doubtful Main
If Flight may ftill prevent approaching Doom,
Since War and Plagues at once the Greeks confume:
Some Prieft confult, for fome deep Prophet fend,
Or Dream-expounder, (Dreams from Fove defcend)
To learn the Caufe of our Impending Woes,
Due Sacrifice unpaid, or broken Vows;
If humble Vi&ims will this Plague remove,
Appeafe the Godhead, and regain his Love.

ThenCalchasrofe, who beft foretold their Doom,
And knew the prefent, paft, and Things to come ;
Gg . Who
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Who fafe ta Tray the Grecian Navy btoughf,

By that Prophetick Art which Pbebas taught :
He faid, Achilles, beft belov’d of Fove,

* Since you demand what dire Offences move
Apollo’s Wraths, the Fatal Secret hear;

But firft to fave me from Deftruction fwear:

A Prince will be provok’d, whofe boundlefsSway
The Gresks acknowledge, and our Chiefs obey s
And fill wnoqual is 2 Subjeé’s Strife

Match’d witha Monarch, who commands hisLife;
For, though he feems his Anger to Digeft,

He kccps the Rameour in his mindful Breaft.

Achilles fard, 1 grant what you requuire,
Boldly reveal what cer the Gods infpire;
By Fove's lov'd Son, fole Obje&t of your Pray’r,
When you Cecleftial Oracles declares

While
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While I ¢his Life enjoy, and Light partake,
" No Greek on Calchas an Aflankt thall make:

Not ev’n Atrides, who may proudiy boaft
His Chief Command of ail the Greriaz Hoft.

Encourag’d thues, the blamelefs Prophet (poke,
Not broken Vows the God’s jult Wrath provoke;
Nor Sacrifice unpaid; but Phabms dares
His Fatal Shafts at our Devoted Hearts,

In Vengeance of the Wrongs his Prieft hias bom,
From whefe fond Arms theBexuteousMaid wascorn.
By this Asrides utg'd avenging Fate,

Nor will the raging Peftitence abate,

Till profp’rous Gales, no Bribe or Ranfom paid;
To longiag Chryfes bear the Black-ey’d Maid,
With choiceft Gifts, and facred Vitims fert s
Then Plagues witl ¢eafe, andinjur'd Pow’rs relene.

Gg 2 P This
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This faid, Atrides rofe, with Grief oppreft,
Black Choler boiling in his Manly Breaft;
His Eyes were flaming, and fevere his Look,
And, frowningon the Bard, with Warmth he {poke.
Thou dreaming Prophet ! Born to crofs my Will,
Who findft a Pleafure in foretelling Ill,
Why doft thou ftill ungrateful Truths impart ?
Thou worft Profeflor of the Boding Art!
Now fince my Arms the Captive Maid detain,
The God is angry, and the Greeks are Slain:
*Tis tru¢, my Threats her canting Sire difmift,
I mock’d his Crown, proud Enfign of the Prieft,
Refus’d the Ranfom, brought in bended Arms,
And found more Treafure in Her'riﬂed Charms
Not fo was lov’d in Youth my Grecian Dame,
Who bleft my Nuptials with a Virgin Flame;
Equal in'Beauty, fhe delights my Heart
With Humour, Wit, and ev’ry Work of Art:

lrct’
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Yet, prefs’d with Dangers, I releafe the Fair,
The Publick Safety is my only Care:

But you, O Grecian Chiefs! fome Gift propofe,
Fit to repair my much lamented Lofs;

Nor vainly think that I your Chief, alone

Will want a Prize, who thus refign my own.

To him Achilles faid, Too ptzoudly you,

In this Debate, mean felfith Ends purfue:
How fthould the Grecians a new Gift fupply ?
Few are the Spoils that undjvided lye;

- And ev’ry Soldier muft enjoy his Lot,
Nor you Refume what by their Toils they got.
Freely to Phabus then reftore the Maid, .
This Publick Service thall be largely paid,
When e’re, by Foeve’s Decree, the Greeks enjoy
The promis’d Spoils of well-defended Troy.

N

- Gg3 - He
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He fpoke. ‘The Gen’ral of their Hoft reply’d,
With all thy Courage and exalted Pride,
Think not to feize what I abhor to grant;
Shalt thou enjoy a Beffing which I wanc?
Cheaply thou doom’ft me to refign my Right,
But equat Prize that Favour fhall requite ;

Or elfe the Spoils of Ithacus, or thine,

Or thofe of Ajax thalk be fhortly mine.

But this hereafter will engage my Thought;
Now Launceh a Shipy by chofen Pilots taughc
To Sail the flormy Sea: Then Gifes prepare,
Worthy to Grace my dear departing Fair,
,Whon@ Ajae, Fehacms, ox Cretd's King,
‘With Pomp of Sacrifice on Board fhall bring s
Or you, the fierceft of Mankind, may pleafe
Thefe Rites to finifh,and the Godappeafe,

Achilles frowning, the Debate renew?d,
© Prince! with Craft a;{d Infolence endu’d;
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Urg'd by thy Voice, what Soldier wil delighe
To March in Ambufh, or in Arms to Fight?
No Caufe had I to make this long Campaign,
The diftant Trojans ne’er difturb’d my Reign;
Nor fruitful Pzhia’s happy Seil opprett,
With Herds abounding, and with Heroes bleft:
The craggy Mountains, and refounding Deep, Q
My Realm fecure from bold Invafion keep.:
With thee; O Tyrant! I engag’d in War
To ferve thy Brother, “and his 'Wrongs repair:
Muft I for this be with Contemipt berefc
Of all my Prize, the grateful Armies Gift?' -
Small was the Lot, for which I 1abour’d hard,
With thy unequal Dividend compar’d;
Though I the Fury of each Fight fuftain,
) Mine is the Toil and Danger, thine the Gain;
Away I go, my Strength in Battle fpent, :
‘With fome poor Trifle to my Fleet content.

Gg 4 But
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But now farewel: 'Tis better to return

‘To Native Greece, than here Opprcﬁidn mourn:
Hope not for Succour from a Friend Difgrac’d,
Nor think with Foreign Wars my Realm tg wafte.

Atrides anfwer'd, Fly with fpeed away,
The reftlefs Motions of thy Mind obey;
I fcorn to move thee with an humble Pray’r,
On my Account to profecute the War;
Heroes as great will pay deferv’d Refpett,
And Fove himfelf will our juft Caufe prote&:
Of all the Kings that his Vicegerents Reign,
None to my Pow’r fuch Enmity maintain:
Thou findft jn Fa&ion thy fupream Delight,
With brutal Courage, 3nd with boafted Might,
Exerting Talents fent thee from Above,
Not gain’d by Virtue, but meer Gifts of Jove,
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Go take thy Ships, and thy Theffalian Band,
And fafe at Home thy Myrmidons Command:
I flight thy Service, thy Revenge defpife:
And as the God refumes my lovely Prize,
Who muft to Chyr/z from my Arms be fent,
So will I feize Brifess in thy Tent;

Remove her Beauty from thy longing Sight,
Affert by Conqueft my Superior Right,

And warn all Chiefs, by thy unhappy Fate,
To thun Contention, and fupprefs Debatc.

This faid,‘-‘dcbille: was with Rage poflefs’d,
Prompt was his Hand, but uprefolv’d his Breaft;
If ftriking Home he fhould Atrides flay,

Or tamely yiclding, his Revenge delay :
‘While Reafon thus with Paﬂion ftrove, he drew

His weighty Sword; then down Minerva flew,

Difpatch'd
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Difpatch’d by Fumo’s Order from Above,
(For both the Princes fhar’d her equal Love:)
Behind fhe ftood, and grafping faft his Hair,
Unfeen by others, did to him appear;
For, looking backwards in a .decp»furprize,
He knew the Goddefs by her fparkling Eyes.
(here?
What brmgs, he faid, Fove's hcav nly Daughter
~ Come you to fee the rude Affronts I bear?
Then witnefs my Revenge; behold the time
That haughty King fhall perith for his Crime.
<
To him the Blue-ey’d Gaddefs: thus reply’d, -
To calm your Paffion, and your Strife decide, = .
From Heay’n I come, )emplo'y’d by Funo’s Care;
You and Atrides her Affection thaye:
Obey my Voice, and Violence affwage,
Nor prefs Revenge, nor with your Sword engage;;
| ~ Sheath’q
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Sheath’d be that Weapor, but fevere your Tongue;
A time fhall come to vindicate this Wrong,

W hen, crull’d by Foes, theKing thall humbly fue
With trebble Gain your Anger to fubdue. |

Achilles anfwer'd, *Tis, O Goddefs! fit
That all my Paffions to your Will {fubmit:
Wifely, to Pow’rs Divine, Refpe we bear,
Thefe that obey the Gods, the Gods will hear. -
Then grafping hard his Hilt, her facred Word
Heftraitobferv’d, andfheath’d th’unwieldy Sword. -
This done, Minerva did to Heav’n afcend,
W here humble Gods Fove's awful Throne attend,

Achilles now in ruder Language raiPd,
His Rage encteafing as his Reafon faifd,
“Thou Chief, more Heartlefs than a flying Deer,
Who dar’ft not firft in bloody Ficlds appear; |
| Noar
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Nor doubtful Ambufh for thy Foes defign,

Vain empty Heroe, ever fteep’d in Wine:
Fighting feems Death to thee, whofe chief Delight
Is robbing Soldiers of their Legal Right.

Vile are the Slaves who thy dull Prefence throng,
Thou hadft not elfe out-liv’d this brutal Wrong:
But by this awful Scepter now I fwear,

(Which ne’er again will happy Branches bear,
Nor native Bark, nor growing Leaves will fhoot,
But left on diftant Hills the kindly Root;

And now with Grecian Judges muft remain,

Who Right difpence, and Sacred Laws maintain)
Hear what I fwear, Whene’er the Greeks thall want
My needful Aid, Deftruion to prevent,

And with Regret their lqﬁ Achilles mourn,

No Pray’rs, nor Gifts thall Bribe me to.return;
Hector fhall ftrow with flaughter’d Foes the Field,
And no Relief thy Impotence fhall yield,;
o | Bur,
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But, torn with deep Remorfe, thy Heart fhall break,
For wronging thus in Arms the braveft Greek.

The Speech concluded, in Difdain he toft
His Scepter down, with Golden Studs Embofs'd :
Atrides alfo ftorm’d; but Nefor rofe
With mild Difcourfe their Fury to compofe;
For fmooth Harangues renown’d in Pylos long,
Words flow’d like Honey from his artful Tongue;
Two Generations in that Realm were dead, ‘
Born in his Reign, and by his Precepts bred:
To him the Third did now Allegiance bear,
Juft were his Thoughts, and his Expreflions clear.

Oh Gods! he faidy What unexpeted Woes
Opprefs the Greeks ! What Joys attend their Foes!
‘W hat greater Good can blefs the Phrygian King,
His Hoft, and all who from his Lineage fpring,

Than
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Than thefe Diftrations, which our Chiefs divide,
Who lead our Armies, and our Councils guide !
Let me prevail to calm your fatal Rage,

Obey the Dictates of maturer Ages

A Race of Heroes, miote than Mortals brave,
Once lov’d the Counfels which my Reafon gave;
Such Chtiefs no more will to thefe Eyes appear,

As God-like Thefews, and Perithous were ;

Dryss the Jufty and Polypheme the Strong,

And Cengn:, worthy an Immortal Seng;

Strongeft of Men, the ftronge#t Beafts they kill’d,
Huge Mountain-Monfters, and fieree Cﬁ(,‘i‘;““,?;
With thefe I liv’d, with thefc in Arms I fought,
From diftant Pyle by Invitation brought;

Nane now alive thefe Heroes durft provoke,

Yes they wow'd liften when your Nofor fpoke.
Taunght by thefe great Examples, Both fubmit

"To what I judge, by long Experience, fit;

(

Stretch
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Stretch not, Atrides, your Prerogative,

Of lawful Prize this Heroe to deprive :

Nor you, Ackilles, with our Leader vie,

‘For Feve has rais’d no Monarch’s Throne fo high:
Born of a Goddefs, you more Strength may boaft,
But he more Empire, who Commands our Hoft.
Yet firft, Atrides, let your Paflion ceafe,

Then calm Advice Aehelles thall appeafe;

Whonm ftill we find, when prefs’d by Trojens hard,
Our firongeft Bulwark, and fecureft Guard.
BN ‘

" 'Weli have you fpoke, Asrides then reply’ds
But this proud Captamn wou’d o’cr Kings prefide,
Control Superiors, and Command the Field,
Affe&ting Empire, which no Prince will yield;
The Gods, that gave hiny his undaunted Mind,
Conferr’d no Licenfe to defame Mankind.

- His
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His Speech half ended thus Achilles broke,
My fervile Neck deferv’d thy galling Yoke,
If, worthlefs, and afraid, I yielded ftill
With tame Submiffion to thy boundlefs Wnll 3
But now let others blind Obfervance pay,
No more will I fuch Infolence obey:
One Hint befides I give, obferve it right,
The Gods forbid me in this Caufe to Fight;
Convey Brifeis, as thy Captive, home,
Since partial Grecians their own Gift refume;
But Tyrant, on thy Life, this warning take,
And let thy Hands no more Refumptions make;
When ¢’er the bold Experiment they try,
Thy Crimfon Blood my fpotted Launce fhall dye.

Thus Rival Princes, while the Affembly fate,
Fighting with Words maintain’d a rude Debate:

Rifin



of MISCELLANY POEMS. 477

Rifing at laft, the Council they Adjourn’d,
And ftern Achilles to his Tent return’d.

Atrides then Religious Rites began,
Launch’d a new Veffel in the yielding Main,
Adorn’d her Sides with Twenty fhining Oars,
And fent a Cargo of the choiceft Stores;
On Board Chryfeés was conduted laft,
And Wife Ulyffes with Command was grac’t;
Thus fraught with Gifts to reconcile the God,
The well-trimm’d Pinnace plough’d theliquid Road.

With equal Care he purify’d the Coaft
From foul Pollutions of his finful Hoft;
“The Greeks, in Oceans wide, their Ordures threw;
To pleafe the God whole Hecatombs they flew;
Fat Bulls and Goats lay burning on the Shore,

And curling Smoak to Heav’n the Savour bore.
Hh - Thefe
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Thefe Pious Works perform’d, Arrides fill
Refolv’d his threaten’d Vengeance to fulfil;
Talthybins and Eurybates he fent, '
Charg’d with this Meflage to the Hero’s Tent:
Go, bring Briféis to my longing Arms,
Command Achilles to refign her Charms;

Or elfe your Monarch will in Perfon come,

By force of Conqueft to revoke her Doom.

The Heralds ated what their Sov’raign fpoke,
Along the Shoar unwilling Steps they took;
But laft to ftrong Theffalian Quarters went,
And found Achilles Penfive in his Tent:
Stern was his Look when their Approach he fav;
Their anxious Minds were ftrack with decpeft Ave;
Amaz’d they ftood, and no Demand they made.
But he, divining their bold Meffage, faid:

We
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Welcome ye Meflengers of Gods and Men,

Not you I blame, but your proud King condemn:
I 'know the Tyrant my fair Prize demands,
Patroclus, lead her to their awful Hands:
That each a2 Witnefs of my Wrongs may prove
Before all Kifigs on Earth, and Gods Above;
When €erthe Grecian Pow’rs,opprefs’d with Woes,
In vain fhall urge me to repel their Foes:
For wild Atrides, with Diftra&ion loft,
No more from Slaughter can preferve their Hoft;
No more in Fight their finking Fleet prote,
Nor by things paft their future Schemes dire@,

He fpoke. Patroclus his Command obey’d,
And to their Hands refign’d the Beaut’ous Maid,
Away the went, with an unwilling Heart,

_Her mourning Lover, from his Fricnds apart,

Hh 2 Sate
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Sate weeping on the Coaft, the Sea furvey’d,
And with extended Arms to Thetis pray’'d. - .
Indulgent Goddefs! fince Decrees of Fate,
My Life have bounded with fo {bor_f a Date;
Great Fove with Glory was oblig’d to crown
‘The number’d Years of your unhappy Son:
But now, behold me wrong’d with open Shame,
And robb’d of all that’s dear, the Captive Dame..
. ‘The Goddefs heard her weeping Son complain,
With Nereus fitting in the deepeft Main;
Strait like a Mift fhe rofc, regain’d the Land,
Satedown before him, ftroak’d him with her Hand,
Andfaid, Why weeps my Son? Thy Grief declare,
And let thy tender Parent bear her fhare.

With Sighs he faid, O Queen! ’tis vain to tell |
What happen’d lately, and you know fo well :
SO L Stl‘ong
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Strong Thebes we took, King Oetion’s facred Seat,
And ftow’d with Plunder our Triumphant Fleet:
The Grecian Princes fhar’d the Spoils they got;
But firft referving, as the faireft Lot,
Chry(éis for their Chief: Her Father came
With Gifts to Ranfom that unhappy Dame;
Apollo’s écéptcr and his Crown he bore,
Intreating much the Greeks, Atrides more:
The Greeks his Pray’r with due Cofnpaﬁioh heard,
His Gifts approv’d, and Chara&er rever’d:
But proud Atrides, with Difpleafure mov’d, -
Difmifs’d thegood Old Man, with Threatsreprov’d:
He went, and pray’d to have his Wrong redrefs’d,
And Phebus hieard him, for he lov’d his Prieft: = .
A Plagu¢ he fent, and Fatal Arrows flew
Around our Quarters, and our Army flew ;
A Prophet then reveal’d the-God’s Decree;
I mov’d.the Greeks to fet Chryféis free,

' | Hh 3 And
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And urg’d our brutal Chicf, who loudly ftorm’d,
To threaten Vengeance, which hefince perform’d.
Well guarded home with Joy Chry/féis went,
And Holy Vitims were to Phebus fent:

Then curs’d dtrides feiz’d my lovely Maid,
With whom the Greeks my glorious Service paid.
But now, O Goddefs! kind Affiftance lm;d,

In fearch of dire Revenge to Heav’n afcend.:.
Complain to Fove, and if by Word or Deed

You ever pleas’d him, may your Pray’rs fucceed :
Oft have I heard you in Theffalia boaft,

That you alone, of all th’ Echerial Hoft,

His Fate prevented, and his Foes withftood,
‘WhenPow’rsDivine wou’d bind theirSov’raignGod:
When Funo, Pallas, Neptune, all confpir’d,
You, Thetis, you, with juft Refentment fir’d,
‘To fave the Godhead from ignoble Bands,
Brought up Briareus with his Fundred Hands;

Im-
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Immortals by that Name the Gyant know,

Call’d Great . £géon in the World below:
Strbngér than Titan, next to Fove he fate,
Pleg_s’d with his Poft, and wond’ring at his Fate;
Then all the Rebel Deitics withdrew,

Nor durft their bold, unfinith’d Plot purfue.

Of this Succefs remind unthinking Fove,
Embrace his Knees, ufe all your Pow’r Above
To fuccour Trop, ahd;?b;ygian Troops defend,
That fwift Deftruction may their Foes attend:
Let King Atrides, {culking on the Main,

There blefs the Greeks with his Aufpicious Rejgn:
And feel the Vengeance of his Crime at laft,
Who thus in War the braveft Chief difgrac’e.

Hh 4 A
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DE'SCRIPTI“ON
OF THE N

Enchanted Palace and Garden

AR MIDU

Twa Knights from the Chriftian Camp were
come in fearch of RINALDO.

Englifivd from Tiff's Fernfulem, Book the Sixth.
By Mrs. ELIZABETH SINGER.

HE Palace in a circling Figure rofe,
It’s lofty Bounds a S7/van Scene inclofe;
Expanded there a beauteous Garden lay,
Where never-fading Flow'rs their Pride difplay.
A
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Whofe Arts with endlefs Labyrinths confound
Each Paffage to the fair Enchanted Ground.
A hundred Gates adorn the ftately Place,

A thoufand Demons kept their Lodgings Around,g

The chief of which the Heroes wond’ring pafs:
‘The Folding-doors on Golden Hinges turn,
With polifk’d Gold the radiant Pillars burn;
But all the dazzling precious Metal’s Coft,
‘Was in the rich unvalu’d Sculpture loft.

The Figures which the fpacious Portals grace,

With Human Motion feem to leave their Place;

Th’ inimitable Artift had defign’d,
And Life in all their Looks and Geftures thin’d.

Nor Speech was wanting; Fancy that fupplies;

In ev'ry Vifage, an expreflive Mind g

They breath and fpeak while each confults his Eyes.

The Story firft with Hercules begins,
With Virgins feated here he tamely fpins:
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The God-likeMan,who Hell’s ftrong Paflage gain’d,
And Heav’n, and all it’s rolling Orbs fuftain’d,

A Spindle wields, and with foft Tales beguiles
The flying Hours; fond Love ftands by and fmiles :
His ufelefs Club the Fair fol holds,

The Lion’s rugged Skin her tender Limbs infolds.

Remote from this a Sea its Surges rears,
Hoary with Foam the azure Field appears;
Two Warlike Fleets advance on either fide,
And o’er the Waves with equal Terror ride:
The Flafthes which from brandifh’d Weapons came,
With dreadful Splendor all the Deep inflame.
Confpicuous far the bright Egsptien Queen,
Unrging the fierce Encounter on is feen:
Antonius here conduéts the Eaftern Kings,
The mighty Romans there Illuftrious Cz/far brings.

As
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Pufh’d on by Winds, each others Shock fuﬁainh:n
(Plain:
And Mountains clath with Mountains onthe watry <

As when two floating Ifles amidft the Main, g
With fuch a Force the Hoftile Fleets ingage,
Their thund’ring Chiefs oppos’d with equal Rage;
While Javelins, Darts, and flaming Torches fly,
And Foreign Spoils above the Waters lye.

To Cefar now the Vittory inclines,

The beauteous Queen the liquid Field refigns;

She flies, nor wou’d the fond Antonius ftay,
But madly left the fcarce decided Day, 2
And threw the Empire of the Woorld away.

Nor touch’d with Fear, nor conquer’d by his f"oes,
Th’unhappy Man the doubtful Field forgoes,

But by his Love betray’d; yet gen’rous Shame
‘With Martial Honour oft his Thoughts reclaim:
And now he wou’d the fainting Fight renew,

And now the charming Fugitive purfue;

With
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‘With her Inglorious to the Shoar he flies,
And carelefs there, and loft in Pleafire lics;
Abandon’d loofely to her fatal Charms,
Refolves to foften Fate in Clegpatra’s Arms.

The Champions all thefe coftly Wonders view,
And thro’ the Palace now their Courfe purfue:
As wild Meander winds along his Shores,

Now finks, and now his Silver Wave reftores,
Neow to the Ocean runs in various ways,

Aﬁd backward now with wanton Motion plays;
Such crooked Paths, fuch Labyrinths they pafs,
As th'cy the dubious Structure’s Windings trace
And thro’ th’uncertain Maze they ftill had err’d,
But the Wife Magus Schere their Paffage clear’d;
Whence difengag’d, before their 'ralvifh.’d Eyes
The beauteous Garden’s pleafant Profpeét lies;

The
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The thining Lakes, and moving Cryftal here,

The Flow’rs, and various Plants at once appear;
. At once a thady Vale, and funny Hill,

And Groves, and moffie Caves the Landskip fill;
_At once its felf the charming Scene reveals,

And all its wife Contriver’s Art conceals:

Nor Art does copying Nature here appear,

But fportive Nature imitating her.

The Air was mild, and calm the Morning Breeze,
Which breath’d Eternal Verdure on the Trees;
‘The Trees their Branches proudly here difplay
With full-ripe Fruits, and Purple Blofloms gay;
Beneath one fpreading Leaf a bending Twig -
Prefents the immature and rip’ning Fig:
Depending on a loaded Branch are feen

The Gold, the bluthing Apple, and the Grccn
The lofty Vines their various Clufters fhow, .
Ungrateful thofe, while thefe with Nedar flow.

The
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The joyful Birds beneath the happy Shade,

In guidec Parts a tuneful Confort made.

The whifp’ring Winds, and Waters murm’ring Fall,

With trembling Cadence fofly anfwer'd all.

Now ceas’d the Birds, the Winds and Waters high,

In warbling Sounds return the Harmony ;

But falling, now the Birds refume their Part,

Yet fcarce this Order feems th’ Effe& of Art:

But one with gawdy Plumes, among the reft,

And purple Billy fuperior Skill expreft;

Now imitating Human Words begun,

The fweet, the fhrill, the melting Note her own:

The wing’d Muficians all ftood mute to hear,

The Winds fufpend their Murmurs in the Air,

And lif’ning ftaid while fhe her Song recites,

Which in alluring Strains to Love invites :

Her Part perform’d, the feather’d Chorus round,

Thro’ all the Groves their glad Affent refound.
The
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The penfive Doves in Sighs their Pain reveal,
The whifp’ring Trees a Paffion feem to feel:
The Floods, the Fields, and lightfom Air above
Confefs the Flame, and gently breath out Love.

Unconquer’d yet the ftedfaft Knights remain,
And all the tempting Baits of Vice difdains
But now retir’d beneath a pleafant Shade,
The Lovers at a diftance they furvey’d:
Armida feated on the Flow’rs they find,
And in her Lap Rinaldo’s Head reclin’d;
Infpiriﬁg Love, and languifhing her Air,
Unbound and curling to the Winds her Hair:
Her carelefs Robes flow with an am’rous Gracé, |
And rofi¢ Blufhes paint her lovely Face.
Fix’d on her Charms he fed his wanton Fires,
And feeding ftill increas’d his fierce Defires;
Plung’d in licentious Pleafures, thus he lay,

And melts his Life inglorioufly away.
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At certain times Armida to her Cells
Retires to prattife her myfterious Spells: -
The Hour was come, fhe fighs a foft Adieu,
And from his Arms unwillingly withdrew.
In glitt’ring Armour rufhing from the Wood,
Before him ftraight the pious Heroes ftood.
As the fierce Steed, for Jufts and Battle bred,
Now ufelefs grown, with Herds in Paftures fed; -
Ranges at large, and lives ignobly free A
From former Toils; if Arms he chance to fee,
Or hears from far the Trumpet’s {prightly Sounds,
He Neighs aloud, and breaks the flow’ry Bounds;
Longs on his Back to feel the hardy Knight
Meafure the Lifts, and meet the promis’d Fight.
Their Sight the brave Rinaldo thus alarm’d,
Recall’d his Honour, and his Courage warm’d;
It’s long inglorious Sleep his Virtue broke,

And Martial Ardour fparkl’d in his Look.
‘When
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When with a friendly Scorn Ubaldo held

Before the Youth his Adamantine Shield;
Surpriz’d he meets his own Refle&tion there, &
His gawdy Robes hung loofe, his flow’ing ng
Clouds with therich Perfume, and fweetensall the
A bright, but ufelefs Sword adorns his Side;
Afham’d he views this nice fantaftick Pride,

And, like 2 Man that long in idle Dreams -

Has lain, deluded to himfelf he feems:

Enrag’d the hateful Obje& now he flies,
Confus’d and filent downward bends his Eyes,
Half wifh’d the cleaving Ground might open wide;
Or overwhelming Seas his Shame wou’d hide.
Ubaldo fees the Time, and thus begun,

While Fame, while fo much Glory may be won,
While 4fia, while all Exrgpe are in Arms;

And fhake the Univerfe with loud Alarms;
Ii Bers
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Bertol42’s Son alone exempt from Fear,

Remains a Woman’s noble Champion here:
What Lethargy, what fatal Spelis control

Thy vigorous Honour, and unman thy Soul?
Come on, the Camp and mighty Godfrey fend,
Fortune and Vi&ory thy Sword attend, g
Thedeftin’d Heroe thou the doubtful War toend :
Conclude the Conqueft o’er thy Pagan Faces,
‘What Might can thy refiftlefs Arm oppofc?

Speechlefs he ftood, and now a decent Shame,
And now a gen’rous Pride his Looks inflame :
He rends the Badges of his lewd Difgrace,

And flies with Horror the detefted Place.

T HE
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THE
Mofaic Story

OF THE

CREATION.

By Fohn Hanbury, Efqg;

A NE only God the World’s Foundation laid,
The Heav’nsand Earth, them and thc1reI-mI;dft’
For once before this frame of Nature was,
The Heav’ns and Earth were one unfathion’d Mafs,
Of Form and Motion void, and void of Light,
>T'was all Confufion, and unbounded Night;

Iis ‘ *Till
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*Till the creating Spirit with Wings of Love,
Spread o’er the deep Aéy/s did kindly move;;
With quick’ning Energy the whole compreft,
And wak’d the Chaos from Eternal Reft;
Motion and Time began, and Silence broke,
‘When thro’ the Deep thus the Creator fpoke,
Let there be Light.
The Beams of Day fhot thro’ the parting Shade,
Old Night before the lovely Stranger fled;

His bright Firft-born with Joy th’ Almighty view’d,
He faw *twas wond’rous Fair, and call’d it Good.
He bleft the Birth-day of his Infant Light,

That Day th’ Eternal World ftruck out of Night.

The Reft of Nature undiftinguifh’d lay,
Blended in one were Heav’n, and Earth and Sea;
When thus the Word, Let Matter next divide;
Swift as the Voice broke forth it was obeyd, g

And thus the wond’rous Separation made.
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Unlos’d th’ Atherial Fluids upwards move,

And make the glorious azure Sea above;

Thofe next in Lightnefs thro’ ncxt'Spaccs fly,
Andb form our Clouds, and Air, and nether Sky;
But lower yet the pond’roﬁs Waters fall,
Floating the Face of the Terreftrial Ball.

No Land was feen.——The great Creator fpake,
Let Earth and Sea the next Divifion make:

In one vaft Deep let all the Waters lye,

“And let the Surface of the Land be dry:

Before the Voice th’obedient Waters fled,

And took their Lodging in their fpacious Bed, E |
And the new Earth difclos’d her naked Head.

A naked World it-was, unbleft and poor,
No Seeds of Life the barren Matter bore,
*Till Breath Divine quicken’d the fruitful Earth,
And gave the Vegetable Kingdom Birth;
Iiz . . Let
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Let beauteous Flow’ss, and Plants, and thady T'recs,
Of various Kinds, in their Perfe&ion rife :

Let ev’ry fort contain their proper Seed,

That fhall diftin&tly their own Species breed.

So fpoke the making Word, and it was fo,

All in Perfe&tion rofe, not ftaid to grow.

Full ripen’d Fruit the loaded Trees adorn,

And full blown Flow’rs were at one inftant born.
The Oak, the Cedar, and th’ afpiring Pine

Shot quick to Heav’n, and met the Word Divine.

That their Succeflion might for ever run,
‘While fed with Dews, and cherifh’d by the Sun;
The Word commands the Beams of Light and Fire,
Shou’d in one burning, fhining Orb retire, curn
Whofe bending Courfe to North and South (gou’é |
With equal Heat warm both, but neither burn.

‘Whofe
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Whofe conftant Revolutions fhou’d divide

The future Years, and count how faft they glide,
Hence rofe the Sun, roll’d on his glorious way,
The Joy of the young World, and Lord of Day.

The leffer Light too rofe, but fcarce lefs bright,
Queen of the Flood, and Regent of the Night;
‘Whofe changing Beams for ever ebb and flow,
‘The Scale of Time as they decay and grow. |

And laft the Stars in perfe Order rofe,
‘Whofe Number none but their Creator knows;
Whofe glitt’ring Lights adorn the gloomy Skies,
Whofe Beauties pleafe the World, whofe Motions
- (teach the Wife.
The Word Divine, on Air and Water fpread
A nobler Life, thro’> both profufely fhed,

Ii4 The
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The feather’d Kind took Birth, conceiv’d in Air,
And fcaly Broods the teeming Waters bare;;

The Creatures foon their Maker’s Goodnefs move,
To Life he adds the greater Blefling, Love;

That Word alone that call’d forth all to live,

The Pow’r and Joy of giving Life cou'd give;
The living Pairs in mutual Flames he join'd,
With that firft Blefling, Multiply your Kind.

Let Birds, as faft as Trees they dwell on, bcar,
And People their Dominions of the Air.

Let Fifh with endlefs numbers fwell their Seas,
Tilltheir ownShoars wantSands to count th’increafe.
The winged Race in ev’ry Field and Grovye,
Confefs the Flame, begin to Sing and Love;

The young Leviathans their Nuptials keep,

And ‘hgﬁg tQ ftock their Empire in the Deep.

© Thus
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Thus Fowl and Fifh the Skies and Waters bred,
And Earth alone was uninhabited;
*Till kindled by the Word cold Matter warms,

And various Soils fhoot forth in various Forms.

The Race of Lions rife from ftubborn Clay,
And with Mageftick Roar falute the Day:
‘The milder Soil the gentle Specics bare,
Such as the harmlefs Sheep, and fearful Hare.
From heavieft Earth the fluggith Afles grow,
From f{limy Mud the Race of Reptiles flow,
But light the Duft whence fprung the bounding
(Roe.
Thus ev’ry creeping Thing, and ev’ry Beaft,
‘Their Parent Earth, from whence they grew, pofleft ;
Inform’d by Senfe, they fought their needful Good,
But knew not whence their Life, nor whence their
(Food.

*Twas
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*Twastherefore God to Crown hisWorks below,
His Creature Man in his own Image drew, %
Who from himfelf might his Creator view.

In the fame Earth the. Human Pair he moulds,

But from his facred Breaft infus’d their Souls;
Pow’r, Wifdom, Love, thro’ their new Beings fhine,
The God-like Features of the Sire Divine.

Bolder in him the noble Lines appear,

- In her more foft, but yet more heav’nly Fair;
Such Love and Likenefs the firft Parents join,

So much, but one in Body and in Mind ;

That hence *twas faid the Husband bore the Bride,
Bred in his Heart, and iffu’d from his Side:

This Human Pair, with Pow’r and Reafon bleft,
Were made to govern, not deftroy the reft;

Th’ Almighty bleft, and bid them Love, and Reign,

*And multiply at large their Sov’reign Line;

The
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The Fifh, and Fowl, and Beafts their Pow’r obey,
And at their Feet the new Creation lay.

Abread they look’d, their fair Dominions view’d,
All fpoke the Maker Great, and Wife, and Good :
To him they offer Sacrifice of Praife,

Implore his Blefling on their future Race, g
Copying his Image from each other’s Face.

Thus one firft Pow’r the Plan of Nature laid,
And all in Number, Weight and Meafure made.

THE
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THE

STATE

NATU R E

v

By the fame Hand.

Efore Ambition touch’d the poifon’d Heart,
E’er Gold in Friendfhip, or in Love had part,
Before Religion was a Myftick Trade,

There was a time when Nature was obey’d;

His Friendfhip perfe@, and his Love fincere,

When happy Man was void of Crime or Fear, %
Both as unbounded as the common Air.

His
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His Thoughts were undifguis’d, and unconfin’d, -
* As naked as his Body was his Mind 3

Full his Content, becaufe:his Wifhes few,

How cou’d he covet what he did not know ?

He wifely trod where Nature led the way,

Fed on her Fruits, and in her Bofom lay;

His ftrength of Appetite, and height of Blood,
Gave double Relifh to his Love and Food:
TheSprings he drank were like his Confcienceclear,
The Soil produc’d, and the Sun cook’d his Fare;
The Grape, the Peach, the Melon, and the Pine,
For Smell and Tafte their Sweets and Flavours join.
The painted Morning fed his waking Eyes,
‘When he beheld his Canopy the Skies.

The Rofe and Lilly on the Green were fpread,
And artlefs Beauties in the Sweets were laid, %
~ As bright and fragrant as their flow’ry Bed.

The
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The Birds around did all their Notes employ,
To entertain his Intervals of Joy:

‘The Cedar Boughs plaid with an eafie Breeze,
‘To fan the Sun-Beams from his chearful Eyes;
Thetr Branches in a thoufand Angles laid,
Chequer’d his Walks with dancing Lightand Shade.
His fhort liv’d Cares fet with the falling Day,
Nor Hope nor Fear lay crofs his even Way, %
Safe with the Gods all his too Morrows lay.
Pleas’d with th’ abundance of his daily Store,

He did not with, for he cou’d ufe no more.

Thus Nature govern’d when the World began,
The Laws of Naturc were the Laws of Man :
But long thefc Rules did not his Fancy fait,
The Blockhead muft be wifer than the Brute;
Art muft new-mould what Nature better taught,
“Or polith o’er what fhe too courfely wrought:

From
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From thence the Taylor and the Parfon join’d,
To cloath his naked Body and his Mind;

The Taylor only form’d the outward Sign,

To thew what fort of Creature liv’d within;
ThePricftamaz’d him in his Myftick School, ool
Turn’d his Head round, and made him Knave and
He taught fome Virtues, but in firange Difguife,
Dreft up in Pomp, in Rites and Sacrifice, %
The goad and bad confus’d, and Truth was(g;-tgvl;l’cé
Between them both they make us what we are,

Of Beau and Bigot a promifcuous Share.

THE
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Falfe  Mormmg.

HE Morning rofe brightas a blooming Bride,
Flufh’d with Enjoyment from her Lover’s Side;
So warm for Winter, and fo like the Spring,
I thought to hear the foolith Cuckoo fing;
But fee how foon the Blefling turn’d a Curfe,
The Weather and the Waysgrow worfeand worfe;
‘The Clouds look fullen in the faithlefs Skies, -
And Winds, like Jealoufie, in Murmurs rife i
It Thunder'din my Ears,and Lighten’d inmy Eyes.
Sometimes a flatt’ring Minute feem’d to fmile,

But lafted but a very little while.

Such is the Morning of a married Life,
~ But fuch the dirty Journey with a Wife.
THE
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’THE
THIRD BOOK
O F

OVID's METAMORPHOSES.

By Mr. YOSEPH ADDISON.

The Tmmformatzon of the ‘Dmggon s Teeth.

HEN now Agenor had his Daughter loﬁ,
He fent his Son to fearch on ev’ry Coaft;
And fternly bid him, if he brought not o’re
‘The Royal Maid, to fee his Face no more,
But live an Exile in a Foreign Clime;
‘T he Father’s Piety became his Crime.

Kk The
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The reftlefs Youth fearch’d all the World around,;

But how can Fove or his Intrigues be found?
When fpent at-length with his fuccefslefs Toil, '
To fhun his Father and his Native Soil,

He takes a Journey to the Lyriaz Dome,
There asks the God what new-appointed Home
Shou'd end his Travels, and his Toils relieve.

The Lyrian Oracles this Anfwer give.

¢« Behold among the Fields a wand’ring Cow,
«Unbroken to the Service of the Plow
« Mark well the Place where firft thelays herdows,
< A Town there build, Beotia call the Town.
No fooner had he lef the Sacred Dome,
Fix’d in his Thoughts on mighty Things to comé
When in the Fields the fatal Cow he view’d,
Nor gall’d with Y okes, nor worn with Scrvitudc%

JHer gently at a diftance he purfu’d;
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And, as he walk’d aloof, in filence pray’d

- To the great God whofe Counfels he obey’d.
O’er Panope the Cow her Journey took,
And now had forded the Cephifean Brook:
When ftanding ftill, (he to the fpacious Skies -
Thrice lifted up her Head, and bellow’d thrice;
Then ftooping on her Knees, fhe gently preft
The rifing Grafs, and laid her down to reft.

Cadmus falutes the Place, and gladly hails

‘The new-found Mountains, and the namelefs Vales,
And thanks the Gods, and turns about his Eye
To fee his new Dominions round him lye;

‘Then fends his Servants to a Neighb’ring Grove
For living Streams, a Sacrifice to Fove.

©Oer the wide Plains there grew a fhady Wood
-Of aged Trees, where in the midft there ftood

Kkz A
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A buthy Thicket, pathlefs and unworn,

O’er-run with Brambles, and perplex’d with Thom:

Amidft the Brake a hollow Den was found,
With Rocks and fhelving ‘Arches vaulted round.

Deep in the Den a dreadful Serpent lyes,
Bloated with Poifon to a monftrous fize;
Bright is his Creft, his Scales are burnifh’d Gold,
Blood-fhot his Eyes, and ghattly to behold:
Three Tongues he brandifhes, as many Rows
Of jaggy Teeth his op’ning Jaws difclofe.
. The Tyrians in the Den for Water fought,
And let their Veflels down the hollow Vault:
From'fide to fide their empty Vefiels bound,
And rowfe the fleeping Serpent with the Sound.

And néw with dreadful Hiflings fills the Ski(cl:':s,
And darts his forky Tongues, and rolls his glarir'

He ftraight beftics him, and begins to rife, g

S
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The Tyrians ftart, the Blood their Cheeks forfakes,
And ev’ry loofen’d Joint with Horror quakes.
Above the talleft Trees he rais’d his Face,

His hinder Circles floating on the Grafs;

In winding Mazes then himfelf he roll’d,

And leap’d upon them in a mighty Fold.

Of fuch a Bulk, and fuch a monft’rous Size,
The Serpent in the Polar Circle lyes, g
That ftretches over half the Northern Skies.

In vain the Tyrians from the Serpent fly,

Or on the feeble Forcé»of Arms rely:

All their Endeavours and their Hopes are vain;
Some die entangl’d in the knotty Train,

Some are devour’d, or feel a loathfom Death,

Swoln up with Blafts of Peftilential Breath.

And now the fcorching Sun was mountéd high,

In all its Luftre to the Noon-day Sky;
Kks When



514  The FIFTH PART

'When Cadwmus wond’ring at his Servants ftay,
Proceeds t’ enquire the Caufe of their Delay;

A Lion’s Hide around his Loins he wore,

And in his Hand a pointed Jav’lin bore;

With thefe he brings a bright and fhining Dart,

A daring Soul, -and an undaunted Heart.

Soon as the Youth approach’d the fatal Place,
He faw his Servants Breathlefs on the Grafs;
The fcaly Foe amidft their Corps he view’d,
Roll’d up at Eafe, and glutted in their Blood.
Such Friends, fays ke, deferv’d a longer Date;
But Cadmus will rcvcnge,' or fhare their Fate.

And in a Whirlwind fent it at the Foe:
A batter’d Tow’r had fcarce fuftain’d the 'Blow 5
But nothing here the unwieldy Rack avails,
Rebounding harmlefs from the plaited Scales:

' " The

A Pond’rous Stone he then prepar’d to throw, %
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The Serpent’s Hide preferv’d him from a Wound,
And native Armour crufted him around.

With more Succefs a pointed Jav’lin flew,

Which at his Back the raging Cadmus threw ;
Through the thick Scales and Flethit took itsCourfe,
And in the fpinal Marrow fpent its Force.

The Serpent hifs’d aloud, and rag’d in vain,

And writh’d his Body to and fro with Pain;

And bit the Spear, and wrench’d the Wood away,
The Point ftill buried in the Marrow lay.

And now his Rage increafing with his Pain
Reeddens his Eyes, and beats in ev’ry Vein;

His grinding Jaws are whiten’d witha Foam,
And from his Mouth the bla‘ﬁing Vapours come;
The Plants around him wither in the Blaft,

Such as th’ Infernal Stygian Waters caft.

Now in a Maze of Rings he lyes enroll’d,

Now all un_twiﬂ:cd,‘ and without a Fold; -
Kk 4 Now
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Now like a Torrent with a mighty force

Bears down the Forreft in his boift’rous Courfe:
Cadmus gave back, and on the Lion’s Spoil
Suftain’d the Shock, then forc’d him to recoil ;
The pointed Spear ftill warded off his Rage:
Mad with his Pains, and furious to Engage,
The Serpent champs the Steel, and bites the Spear,
>Till Blood and Venom all the Point befmear.
But ftill the Hurt he yet receiv’d was flight,
For whilft the Champion with redoubl’d Mighe
Strikes home the Jav’lin, his retiring Foe

Shrinks from the Wound, and difappointsthe Blow.

The Dauntlefs Heroe ftill purfues his Stroke,
And prefles forward, ’till a knotty Oak
Retards his Flight, and ftops him in the Rear;
Full in his Throat he plung'd the fatal Spear,

That
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That through the Serpent’s Neck a Paffage found,
Andpierc’d theknotty Timber through the Wound.
Fix’d to the reeling Trunk, with many a ftroke
Of his hugh Tail, the Serpent lafh’d the Oak;
*Till fpent with Toil, and lab’ring hard for Breath,
He now lay twifting in the Pangs of Death,

Cuadmus beheld him wallow in a Flood
Of fwimming Poifon, intermix’d with Blood
When fuddenly a Speech was heard from high,
( The Speech was heard, nor was the Speaker nigh)
Why doft thou thus with [ecret Pleafure [ee,
Infulting Man! what thou thy [elf fhalt be?
Aftonifh’d at the Voice he ftood amaz’d,
And all around with inward Horror gaz'd.
When Pallas ftraight defcending from the Skies,
Pallas the Guardian of the Bold and Wifc,

- Bid



518 The FIFTH PART

Bid him Plow up the Field, and fcatter round

The Serpent’s Tecth o’er all theFurrow’d Ground.
Then tells the Youth, how to his wond’ring Eyes
Embattl’d Armies from the Field thou’d rife.

He Sows the Teeth at Pallas’s Command,
And flings the future People from his Hand.
The Clods grow warm, and crumble where he Sows,
And now the pointed Spears advance in Rows;
Now nodding Plumes appear, and fhining Crefts,
Now the broad Sheulders and the rifing Breafts;
O’er all the Field the breathing Harveft fwarms,
A growing Hoft, a Crop of Men and Arms.

So through the parting Stage a Figure rears
Its Body up, and Limb by Limb appears,
>Till all the Man by juft Degrees arife,
And in his full Proportions ftrikes the Eyes.
Cad-
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Cadmus furpriz’d, and ftartl’d at the fight
Of his new Foes, prepar’d himfelf for Fight:
When one cry’d out, Forbear, fond Man, forbear
To mingle in a blind promifcuous War.
This faid, he ftryck his Brother to the Ground,
Himfelf expiring by another’s Wound;
Nor did the third his Conqueft Jong furvive,
Dying ¢’er {carce he had begun to live.

The fame Example ran through all the Ficld,
*Till Heaps of Brothers were by Brothers kill’d.
The Furrows fwam in Blood, and only Five
Of all the vaft Increafe were left alive.

Echion one, at Pallas’s Command,

Let fall the guiltlefs Weapon from his Hénd;
Then with the reft a lafting Peace he makes,
'WhomCadmus as his Friends and Partners takes:

So
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So Founds a City on the promis’d Earth,
And gives his new Beotian Empire Birth.

Here Cadmus reign’d; and now one wou’d have
The Royal Founder in his Exile bleft: (guefs'd
Long did he live within his new Abodes,

Ally’d by Marriage to the Deathlefs Gods;
And, in a fruitful Wife’s Embraces old,

A long Increafe of Children’s Children told:
But no frail Man, however Great or Migh,
Can be concluded Bleft before he dig,

Acteon was the firft of all his Race,
Who griev’d his Grandfire for his borrow’d Face;
Condemn’d by ftern Diana to bemoan
The branching Horns, and Vifage not his own
To fhun his once-lov’d Dogs, to bound away,
And from their Hunter to become their Prey.
And
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And yet confider what the Changé had wrought,
You’ll find it a Misfortune, not a Fault;
Or if a Fault, it was the Fault of Chance,

For how can Guilt proceed from Ignorance?

The Transformation of Aczon into
a Stag.

In a fair Chace a thady Mountain ftood, Blood.
Well ftor’d with Game, and mark’d with Trails of
Here did the Huntfmen °till the Heat of Day
Purfue the Stag, andlade themfelves with Prey;
‘When thus 4éZzon calling to the reft:

My Friends, fays he, Our Sport is at the beft,
‘The Sun is high advanc’d, and downward fheds
His burning Beams direétly on our Heads;
Let’s by Confent abftain from further Spoils,
Call off the Dogs, and gather up the Toils,

And
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And ¢’er to Morrow’s Suri begins his Race, -

Take the cool Morning to renew the Chace.

They all confent, and in a chearful Train
The Jolly Huntfmen, loaden with the Slain, %
‘Return in Triumph from the fultry Plain.

Down in a Vale with Pine and Cyprefs clad,
Refrefh’d with gentleWinds, and brown with Shade,
The chafte Diana’s private Haunt, there ftood
Full in the middle of the datkfom Wood
A {pacious Grotto, all around o’er-grown
With hoary Mofs, and arch’d with Pumice-ftone.
From out its rocky Clefts the Waters flow,

And trickling fwell into a Lake below.
Nature had ev’ry where fo plaid her part,
'That ev’ry where fhe feem’d to vie with Art.
Here the bright Goddefs, toild and chafd with Heat,
W as us’d to bathe her in the cool Retreat.
Here |
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Here did fhe now with all her T'rain refort,
Panting with Heat, and breathlefs from the Sport;
Her Armour-bearer laid her Bow afide,

Some loos’d her Sandals, fome her Veil unty’d;
Each bufie Nymph her proper Part undreft;
‘While Crocale, more handy than the reft,
Gather’d her flowing Hair, and in a Noofe
Bound it together, tho’ her own hung loofe:
Five of the more ignoble fort by turns

Fetch up the Water, and unlade their Urns.

‘When, as A& #on had the Chafe purfu’d,

Loft and bewilder’d in the pathlefs Wood,

He wander’d hither, where th’unhappy Man

Saw the Fair Goddefs, and the naked Train.

“The frighted Nymphs, with Horror in their Eyes,

Fill’dall the Wood with piercing Shricks and Cries
Then

Now all undreft the thining Goddefs ftood, g
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Then in a huddle round the Goddefs preft :

She proudly Eminent above the reft

With Blufhes glow’d; fuch Blufhes as adorn

The ruddy Welkin, or the purple Morn;

And tho’ the crowding Nymphs her Body hide, |
She modcﬁfy withdrew, and turn’d afide.
Supriz’d at firft the wou’d have fnatch’d her Bow,
But fees the circling Waters round her flow ;
Thefe in the Hollow of her Hand fke took,

And dafh’d ’em in his Face, while thus fhe {fpoke:
Tell if thou canft the wond’rous Sight difclos’d,
A Goddefs naked to thy View expos’d.

- This faid, the Man begun to difappear
By flow degrees, and ended in a Deer.
A rifing Horn on either Brow he wears,
And ftretches out.his Neck, and pricks his Ears;

Rough
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: Rough is his Skin, with fuiidden Hairs o’er-grown,
His Bofom pants with Fears before unknown.
Transform’d at length, he flies away in haﬁc,

And wonders why he flies away fo faft.

‘But as by chance, within a Neighb’ring Brook,
He faw his branching Horns and alter’d Look,
Wretched AéZzon! ina doleful Tone

He try’d to fpeak, but only gave a Groan;

And as he wept, within thC‘Waéry Glafs,

He faw the big round Drops, with filent pace, g
Run trickling down a Savage Hairy Face.

‘What fhould he do? Or feek his old Aboads,

Or herd among the Deer, and fculk in Woods?
Here Shame diffuades him, there his Fear prevails,
And each by turns his aking Heart affails.

As he thus ponders, he behind him fpies
His op’ning Hounds, and now he hears their Cries;
' L1 A
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A noble Pack,. orto maintain the Chace, -
Or {nuff the Vapour from the fecented Grafs.

He bounded off with Fear, and fwiftly ran -
O’er craggy Mountﬁins, and the ﬂow’ry Plain;
ThroughBrakesand Thickets forc’d hisway,and flew
Through many a Ring,” where once he did pusfuc.
In vain he oft cn_deavour"d.‘to proglaim
His new Miéforgune, and to tell his Name;

Nor Voice nor Words the brutal Tongue fapplies,
From fhouting Men,and Horns,and Dogs, he ﬂics%
Deafen’d and ftunn’d with their promifcuousries.
When new the fieeteft of the:Pack, that preft
Clofe at his Heels, and {prung before the reft,
Had faften’d on him; - ftraight another Pair

~ Hung on his wounded Haunch, and held him there,

Tore the fad Huntfmangrov ling onthe Ground,

>Till all the Pack eame up, and ev’ry Hound %
That now he feem’d but orle continu’'dWound.
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With drégpiné Teass his bitter Fate be moans,
And fills the Mountain swith his dying:Groans.
~ His Servants with a piteous Look he fpses;
And turns about:his fupplicating Eyes.
His Servants;. ignorant of what:had chane’d,
With eager hafte and joyful thouts advanc’d;
And call’d their Lord A& eon to the Game;
He fhook his Head in Anfwer to the Name;
He heard; but wifh’d he had indeed been gorie, -
Or only to bave food a Looker on |

But to his Gricf he finds. hxmfclf too near, \
And feels his rav’nous Dogs, with Fury tear %

Their panting Lord, disfigur’d in a Deer.

Ybe Birth of Bacchus.

Acituzon’s Sorrows, and Diana’s Rage,
Did varioufly: the Thoughts of Men engage

Ll: Some
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Some call’d the Evils which Diana brought)y
Too great, and difproportion’d to the Fault
Others again efteem’d Ai#£on’s Woes,

Fit for a Virgin Goddefs to impofe.

The Hearers into diff’rent Parts dividey -
And Reafons are produe’d on either fide.-

Funo alone, of all that heard the News,
Nor wou’d condemn the Goddefs, nor excufe’s:
Not caring for the Juftice of the Deed, .
But pleas’d to fee the Race of Cadmus bleed 5
For ftill (he kept Europa in her Mind,
And, for her fake, detefted ajl her Kind;
Befides, t® aggravate her Hate, fhe heard
How Semele, to Fove’s Embrace preférr’d,
Was now grown big with an Immortal Load,:
And carry’d in her Womb a future God..

Thus
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‘Thus terribly incens’d, the Goddefs broke
‘To fudden Fury, and abruptly fpoke.

And are my Threatnings of fo fmall a force?
I’ll then, fays fhes; purfue another Courfe;
It is decreed the guilty Wretch fhail die, -
If 'm indeed the Miftrefs of the Sky,
If rightly ftil’d among the Pow’rs above,
The Wife and Sifter of the thund’ring Fove;
(And none can fure a Sifter’s Right deny)
By my Decree the guilty Wretch fhall die.
Big with a Child by Fupiter begot,
‘That fcarce has ever faln to Funo’s Lot;
The Strumpet now may ‘Triumph in her Fove,
And publifh to the gazing World his Love:
But I'll be call’d by Fumo’s Name no.more, - . -
If Vengeance does not overtake the Whore.. - "

Li3 ' This
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This faid," defcending in a yeHow Cloud, .
Before the Gates of Semele! the: ftood. -

Old Beroe’s Decrepit Shape the wears,
Her wrinkld Vifage, -and-her:hoary Hairs ;
‘Whilft in her'trembling Gate fhe totters un,
And learns to ';Battlc: in the Nutfe’s Tone.
The Goddefs thys difguis’d in Age, begil’d
With pleafing Stories her falfe Fofter-Child.
Much did ﬂxe ‘talk of Love, ‘and when: fhe came
To mention to the’ Nymph hier Lover’s Name,
Fetching a Sigh, -and holding down her Head,
Tis well, fays the, -if all be:trte that’s: faid.
But truft'me,’ Child, -I’'m'much inclin’d to:fear
Some Countérfeit in.this your Fapirer.
Many an honeft well-defigning Maid,
Has been by thefe pretendedi Gods betray’d.
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But if he be indeed the thund’ring Fove,
Bid him, when next he courts the Rites of Love,
Defcend Triumphant from th’ Etherial Sky,
In all the Pomp of his Divimity;
Encompas’d round by thofe Celeftial Charms,
With which he:fills th’ Immortal Fxz0’s Arms.

Th’ unwary Nymph, enfnar’d -with what fhe faid,
Deﬁr’d of Fove, when next he foughther Bed, |
To grant a certain Gift which fhe wou’d chufe;
Fearnot, reply'd the God, that I’ll refufe
A Lover’s Wifhes, Styx confirm my Voice,
Chufe whatyou will, and youfhall have yourChoice.
Why then, fays fhe, ‘when next you fill my Arms,
May you defcend in thoft Céleftial Charms, -
‘With which your, Funo’s Befom yoﬁ eénflame,

* And ill with Tranfport Heav’n’s Immortal Dame.

Ll4 . The
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TheGod furpriz’d wou’d fain have ftopp’d herVoice,
But he had fworn, and fhe had made her Choice.

To keep his Promife he afcends, and throwds
His awful Brow in Whirl-winds and in Clouds ;
Whilft all around, in terrible Array, "
His Thunders rattle, and his Light’nings play.
And yet the dazzling Luftre to abate, |
He fet not out ip all his Pomp and State;

Clad in the mildeft Light’ning of the Skies,

And arm’d with Thunder of the fmalleft fize:
Notthofe hugc Bolts, by which the Giants ﬂam,
Lay ovcrthrown on the Phlegrean Plain.

"Twas of a lefler Mould, and lighter Weighe;
They call it Thundsr of a choqd.:atc. S

For the rough Crelops, ‘who by jfo,ve"s :Command
Temper'd the Bals, and turn’d it o his Hand,

Y Work’d
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Work’d up lefs Flame and Fury in its Make,
And quench’d it {fooner in the ftanding Lake.

Thus tcmbly adorn’d with Horror bright,
Th Hluftrious God defcending from his height, g
Came ruthing on her in a Flood of Light.

The mortal Dame, too Feeble to engage
The Light'ning’s Flafhes,and the Thunder’s Rage,
Confum’d amidft the Glories fhe defir’d,
And in the Thunderer’s Embrace expir’d.

But, to preferve his Off-fpring from the Tomb,
Fove took him fmoaking from the blafted Womb;
And, if on ancient Tales we may rely,
Inclosd th' Abortive Infant in his Thigh, _

Here when the Babe had all his time fulfilld,
Ino firft took him for her Fofter.Child, .

~ PR

Then
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Then the Njfeans, in their dark Abode,
Nurs’d fecretly with Milk thegsowing God.

The 'Tmmformat_ioé of Tirefias.

*Twasnow, while thefe Tranfaftionspafton Earth,
And Bacchus thus procur’d a fecond Birth,
When Fove, difpos’d to lay afide the Weight -
(Of Publick Empire, and the Cares of Btate;
As to his Queen in Ne&at Bowls he quaffid,
In troth, fays he, and as he fpoke-he laugh'd,
The Senfe of Pleafure in the Male is far
More dull and dead, than what you Females.fhare.
Funo the Truth: of what was faid deny’d;
Tirefias therefore-muft:the .Caufb.,d'ccidc; - %
Having the Pleafure of both:Sexes try’d. - -

-1 et

For he by ohance,. within adhsdy Wood,
Twe twifted Serpents in Conjun&ion view’d ;
' When '
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When with his:Staff their flimy Folds' be broke,
And loft his Sex'and Manhood at the Stroke. -
But aftcr fev’n revolving Years, he view’d
The felf-fame Serpents in the felf- fame Wood
And if, ‘fays he, ‘fuch Virtue in you lye,

That he'who dares your flimy Folds untie %
Mutft change his Kind, a fecond Stroke I’ll try.
Again he ftruck the Snakes; and ftood again
New Sex’d, and fuddenly recall’d to Man.
Him therefore both the Deities create

‘The Sov’raign Umpire, in their grand Debate;
And he declar’d for Fove: When }zmo fird,
More than fo trivial an Affair requir’d,
Depriv’d him, in her Fury, of his Sight,

And left him groaping round in fudden Night.
But ’}ove, to recompence him ‘for the Fa&,

(Since no one God repeals another’s AG)

Irra.
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Irradiates all his Soul with inward Light,
And withtheProphet’sArt relieves the want of Sight.

Tke Transformation of Eccho.

Fam’d far and near for knowing thingsto coms,
From himth’ enqyiring Natjons fought their Doom;
The Fair Lirigpe his Anfwers try’d,

And firft th’ unerring Prophet juftify’d;

This Nymph the God Cephifus had abus’d,
Wich all his winding Waters circumfus’d,
And on her Body got a lovely Boy,

Whom ¢v’n the Virgins then beheld with Joy.:

The tender Dame, follicitous to know
Whether her Child fhou’d reach old Age or no,
Confults the Sage Tirefias, who replies, ’
If e’er he knows l;iri;fclﬁ he furely dies.

Long
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Lodg liv’d the dubious Mother in fufpence,
*Till Time unriddl’d all the Prophet’s Senfe.

Narciffus now his Sixteenth Year bega, -~ - :
Juft turn’d of Boy, nor wholly rofe to Man;
Many a Youth his Friendfhip had carefs’d,

Many a Love-fick Maid her Flame confefs’d:
In vain the Youth his Friend(hip had carefs’d,
The Love-fick Maid in vain her Flame confefs’d.

Once, in the Woods, as he purfu’d the Chace,
The babbling Eccho had defery’d his Face;
She, who in other’s Words her Silence breaks,

Speechlefs her felf but when another fpeaks.

This Eccho was a Virgin-then, who chofe "
To fport with ev’ry Sentence in the Clofe, E

A Punifhment which Funo did impofe.

For
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For often when the Gpdde(s. might, have caught.
Fove and her Rivals in the very Fault,

This Nymph with fubtle Stories wou’d delay

Her Coming, ’till the Lovers flipp’d awayy-

The Goddefs found ous.the. Deceig in time, .

And thenfheery’d; That Tangue, far thisthy Crime,
W hich coi’d fo -many fubtle Talés produce,
Shall be hereaftet but of little ufe. -

Hence ’tis the prattles i a.fainter Tone,

‘With Mimick Sounds, and Speeches not her own.

This Love-fick Virgisiy ovér-joy’d to.find
The Boy dlone; filk follow’d him behinds.
When glowing wazmly.at her near Appraach,.

- As Sulphur melts and blazes with:a Touch,.
She long’d her hidden:Paflion to reveal,
. And tell her Pains;. but had nat Words:ta teli:

She
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She can’c begin, ‘but waits for the Rebound,
To catch. his Voice, and'to return the:'Sound.

TheNym ph,;wcht:ﬁ7 nothing cow’d Narciffiis moves
Still dafld-wich Bluthies for her flighted Love,
Liv’d in the fhady Covert of the Woods,
In folitary Caves and dark Abodes;
Where ftifl fhe pind for her ungrateful Fair:
*Till harafs’d out, and worn away with Care,
The founding Skeleton, of Blood berefr,
Befides her Bones and Voice had nothing lefr:
Her Bones are petrify’d, her Voice is found
In Vaults, where ftill it doubles ev'ry Sound.

The Story of Narciffiss.

Thus did:the Nymphs in vain Carefs the Boy;
He ftill was Lovely, but he ftill was Coy;

When
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‘When 6ne Fair Virgin of the flighted Train
Thus pray’d the Gods, provok’d by his Difdain, %
Oh may he lovelikeme, andlovelikemein vain!
Rhamnufia pity’d the negleGted Fairy

And with juft Vengeance anfwer’d to her Pray’r.

There ftands.a Fountain in a darkfom Wood,
Not ftain’d with falling Leaves nor rifing Mud;
UntroubPd by the Breath of Winds, it reftsy
Unfully’d by the Touch of Men or Beaftss
High Bow’rs of fhady Trees above it grow,

And rifing Grafs and chearful Greens below.
Pleas’d with the Form and Coolnefs of the Place,
And over-hcgteq with the Morning Chace,

Narciffus on the graflie Verdure lYes': h
But whilft within the Chryftal Fount he tries g

'To quench his Heat, he feels new Heats arife.

For
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For as his own bright Image he furvey’d;
He fell in Love with the fantaftick Shade;
And o’er the Fair Refemblance hung unmov’d,
Nor knew; fond Youth, it was himfelf he lov’d.
The well-turn’d Neck and Shoulders he defcries,
The {pacious Forehead, and the fp#rk’ling Eyes;
The Hands that might by Bacchus’s felf be born,
And Hair that could ;!pollo’s Head adotn;
With all the Purple. Youthfulnefs of Face;
That gently blufhes in the wat’ry Glafs.
By his own Flanies confum’d the Lover lyes,
And gives himfelf the Wound by which he dies.
To the cold Water oft he joins his Lips,
Oft catching at the beauteous Shade he dips E
His Arms; as often from himfelf he flips.
Nor knows he who it is his Arms purfue
With eager Clafps, but loves he knows net who.

Mm What



542 The FIFTH PART

What could, fond Youth, this helplefs Paffion
What kindle in thee this unpity’d Love? (7
Thy own warm Blufh withia the Water glows,
With. thee the colour’d Shadow comes and goes;
Its empty Being on thy felf relics,

Step thou afide, and the frail Charmer dies.

'

Still view’d his Face, and languift’d as he view’d,

Mindlefs of Sleep, and mgligi:nt. of Food.

At length he rais’d his Head, and thus began

To vent his Griefé, and tell the Woods his Pain.

You Trees, fays he, and thau furrounding Grove,

Wiho oft have been the kindly Scenes of Love,

Téll me, if @er within your Shades did lye,

A Youtﬁ fo.tortur’d, fo perplex’d as I?

1, who.before me fee the Chazming Fair,

Whil@t therc he ftands, and yethe ftands notthere;
| _ In

Still o’er the Fountain’s wat;ry Gleamhe ﬁood,%
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In fuch 4 Maze of Love my Thoughts are loft,
And yet no Bulwark’d Town, nor diftant Coaft,
Preferves the beautcous Youth from being feen,
No Mountains rife, nor Oceans flow between.
A fhallow Water hinders my Embrace, |
And yet the lovely Mimick wears a Face
That kindly {miles; and when I bend to join
My Lips to his, he fondly tends to mine.
Hear, gentle Youth, and pity my Complaint,
Come from thy Well, thou Fair Inhabitant.
My Charms have gain’d an eafie Victory
Orer others Hearts, oh let *em win on thee!
Yet why thefe fad Complaints? I'm fure he burns
With equal Flames, and languithes by turns.
When ¢’er I ftoop he offers at a Kifs, |
And when my.Arms I ftretch, he ftretches his.
His. Eye with Pleafure on my Face he keeps,
He fmiles my Smiles, and when I weep he weeps.

' Mm:2 When
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When €’er I fpeak, his moving Lips appear’

To utter fomething which I cannot hear.

Ah wretched me! T now begin too late
To find out all the long perplex’d Deceit 5
It is my felf I love, my felf I fee;f |
The gay Delufion is a part of me.
I kindle up the Fires by which I burny
And my own Beauties from the Well return.
Whom thould I Court? how utter my Complaint 2
Enjoyment but produces my Reﬁraiﬁt, %
And too much Plenty makes me dic for Want.
How gladly would I from my felf remove!
And at a diftance fet the thing I love.
My Breaft is warm’d with fuch unufual Fire,
I with him abfent whom I moft defire.
And now I faint with Gricf, my Fate draws nigh,
In all the Pride of blooming Youth I die.

. Death
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Death will the Sorrows of my Heart relieve.
Oh might the Vifionary Youth furvive!
" With Pleafure I’d my lateft Breath refign:

But oh! I fee his Fate involv’d in mine.

This faid, the weeping Youth again return’d
To the clear Fountain, where again he burn’d,
His Tears defac’d t}_ie Surface of the Well,
With Circle after Circle, as they fell:

And now the lovely Face but half appears, -
O’er-run with Wrinkles, and deform’d with Tears,
Ah whither, cries Narciffus, doﬂ:'thqu ﬂy?

Let me ftill feed the Flame by which I die;

Let me ftill fee, tho’ I’m no further bleft;

Then rends his Garment off, and beats his Breatt ;
His naked Bofom redden’d with the Blow,

In {uch a Bluth as purple Clufters thow,

Mm 3 , E’er
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E’er yet the Sun’s Autumnal Heats refine - -
Their {prightly Ju,ice;“ and mellow it to Wine.
The glowing Beauties of his Breaft he fpies;, -
And witha new redoubl’d Paffion dies.

As Wax diflolves, as Ice begins to run,

And trickle into Drops before the Suns- -~ -
So melts the Youth, apd languifhes away,

His Beauty withers and his Limbs decay :

And none of thofe Immortal Charms remain,
To which the ﬂightcd,Eccba fgx’d,-jn vain.

She faw him in his prefent Mifery,
Whom fpight of all her Wrongs fhe griev'd to fee.
She anfwer’d fadly to the Lover’s Moan,
Sigh’d back his Sighs, and groan’dtb ev’ry Groan;
Ah Youth! belov'd in vain, Narciffus cries;
Ah Youth! belov’d in vain, the Nymph replics.

Fare-
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Farewel, fays he; the parting Sound fcarce fell
From his faint Lips, but fhe reply’d, Farewel.
Then on th'unwholfome Earth he gafping lyes,
"Till Death fhuts up thofe fclf-admiring Eyes.
- To the cold Shades his flitting Ghoft retires,
~ And in the Srigism Waves it {lf admires.
For him the Neids and the Dryads mourn,
. ‘Whom the fad Eccho anfwers in her turn; g
. And now the Sifter-N ymphs .pi'cpzrc his Urn:
i.thn looking for his Corps, they only found
A rifing Stalk, with yellow Blofloms Crown’d.

The Story of Pentheus,

This fad Event did Blind Tirefias tell,
Who now became the Grecian Oracle,

Mm 4 The
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The wicked Pentheus only durft deride
The cheated People, and their Eyelefs Guide.
" To whom the Prophet in his Fury faid,
Shaking the hoary Honours of his Head,
*Twere well, audacious Man, ’twere well for thee
If thou wert Eyelefs too, and Blind, like me;
For the time comes, nay, ’tis already here,
When the young God’s Solemnities appear ;

- Which, if thou doft not with juft Rites adorn,
Thy impious Carcafs, into pieces torn, g
Shall ftrew the Woods, and hangonev’ry Thorn.
Then you’ll remember what I now foretel,

And think the Blind Tirefias faw too well..

Still Pentpeus {corns him, and derides his Skill,
But Time did all the Prophet’s Threats fulfil.

For now thro’ proftrate Greece young Bacchus rode,
And howling Matrons folemnis'd the God.

Al
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All Ranks and Sexes to his Orgies ran,
To fill the Pomps, and mingle in the Train."
When Pentheus thus his Blafphemies exprefs’ds
What Madnefs, Thebans, has your Souls poflefs’d?
Can hollow Timbrels, can a drunken Shout,
And the lewd Clamours of a beaftly Rout,
Thus fpoil your Courage? Can the weak Alarm
Of Womens Yells thofe ftubborn Slouls difarm,
- W-hom nor the Sword nor Trumpet e’er could fright,
Neor the loud Din and Horror of a Fight?
And you, our Sirqs, who left your old Abodes,
And fix’d in foreign Earth yourfCountry Gods; -
W ill you without a Stroak your City yield,
And poorly quit an undifputed Ficld?
But you, whafe Youth and Vigour thould infpire
. Heroick Warmth, and kindle Martial Fire,
‘Whom burnifh’d Arms and crefted Helmets grace,
Not flow’ry Garlands and a painted Face;
’ Remem,
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Remember him to whom you ftand ally’d;
The Serpent for his ‘Well”of Waters dy’d.
He fought the ftrong; do you his Courage thow,
“ And gain a Conqueft o’er a fecble Foe.

If Thebes muft fall, oh might the Fates afford
A nobler Doom from Famine, Fire, or Sword!
Then might the Thebans perith with Renown:
But now a beardlefs Vi&or facks the Town;
‘Whom nor the prancmg Steed,nor pond’rous Shield,
Nor the hack’d Helmet, noc the dufty Field,
Byt the foft Joys of Luxury and Eafc,
The purple Vefts, and flow’ry Garlands pleafe.
Stand.then afide, I'le make the Counterfeit
Renounce his God-head, and confefs the Cheat.
Aerifius from the Grecian Walls repell’d
This boafted Pow’r,why then fhould Penzheus yield?
Go quickly, drag th’audacious Boy to me;
Tl try the Force of his Divinity.

Thus
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| Thusdid th’unhallow’dWretchthofeR ightsprofane;
His Friends diffuade his Blafphemies in vain,
In vain his Grandfire urg’d him to give o’er
His impious Threats,the Wretch but raves the more.

So have I feen.a River gently glide,
In a fmooth Courfe, and inoffenfive Tide; .’
But if with Dams its Current we reftrain,

It bears down all before,and foams along the Plain.

But now his Servants camebcfmear’d with Blood,
'Whom he had fent to apprehend the God; -
The God they found not in the frantick Throng,
But dragg’d a zealous Votary along -

The Mariners Transform'd to Doq;bmo\

Him Penthens view’d with Fury in his Look,
And{carce with-held his Hands, whilft thus he fpoke:
' Bafe
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‘Bafe Wretch! whofe fpeedy Punithment in time
Shall frighten the Partakers of thy Crime,

Tell me thy Country, and thy Parentage,

-And why thou doft in thefe mad Rites engage.

The Captive views him with undaunted Eyes,

And, arm’d with inward Innocence, replies.

From high Meonia’s rocky Shores I came,
Of poor Defcent, Aretes is my Name:
My Sire was meanly born; no Oxen plow’d
His fruitful Fields, nor in his Paftures low’d.
His whole Eftate within the Waters lay;
‘With Lines and Hooks he caught the finny Prey:
His Art was all his Livelihood, which he
Thiis with his dying Lips bequeath’d to me:
In Streams, my Boy, and Rivers take thy Chance;
‘There fwims, faid he, thy whole Inheritance.
_ | Long
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Long did I live on this his Legacy; )
“Till tir’d with Rocks, and my old Native Sky,

To Arts of Navigation I inclin’d;

Obferv’d the Turns and Changes of the Wind :
Learn’d the fit Havens, and began to note
The ftormy Hyades, the rainy Goat,

The bright Taygete,. and the fhining Bears;
With all the Sailor’s Catalogue of Stars.

Once, as by chance for Delos I defign’d,
My Veffel, drivin by a ftrong Gut of Wind,
Moor’d in a Chian Creek; a-thore I went,
And all the following Night in Chios fpent.
W hen Morning rofe, I fent my Mates to bring
Supplies of Water from a neighb’ring Spring:
W hilft I the Motion of the Winds explor’d;
‘Then fummon’d in my Crew, and went aboard.
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Opbeltes heard my Summons; and with Joy
Brought to the Shoar a foft and lovely Boy;
With more than Female Sweetnefs in his Look 3
Whom ftraggling in the neighb’ring Fields he took:.
With Fumes of Wine the little Captive glows,
And nods with Sleep, and ftaggers as he goes.

I view’d him hicely, and began to tracé
Each Heav'nly Feature, ach Immortal Grace, g
And faw Divinity in all his Face.
I know not whoy_faid I, this God thou’d be;
But that he is a God I plainly fee:
And thou, who €’cr thou att, excufe the Force
Thefe Men have us’d; and oh befriend our Courfe!
Pray not for us, the nimble Dic#rs cry’d,
Dictys, that cou’d the Main-top-Maft bcﬁridc,g
And down the Ropes with aétive Vigour flide.

To
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To the fame Purpof¢ old Epopexs fpoke,
Who over-look'd the Qars, and tim’d the Stroke
The fame the Pilot, and the fame the reft; -
Sﬁch impious Avarice their Souls poﬁ‘cﬁa‘ '
Nay, Heav’n forbid that I thould bear away
Within my Veffel fo Divine a Prey, :
Said I; and ftood to hinder their Intent: -
When Lycabas, a Wietch for Murder fent g‘
From Tuftany, to fuffer Banifhment,
With his clench’d Fift had firuck me over-board,
Had not my Hands in falling grafp’d a Cord.

His bafe Confederates the Fa& approve,
When Bacchus, (for *twas he) begun to move;
Rous’d by theNeife and Clamours which they made;
And fhook his drowfic Limbs, and wept, and faid
What means this Noife? ah! how am I betray'd?
And whither, whither muft I be convey’d? |
~ Fear
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Fear not, faid Proteus, Child, but tell us where
You wou’d be fet, and we fhall fet you there.

To Naxos then diret your Coufe, faid he ;
Naxos a hofpitable Port fhall be g
To cach of you, a joyfil Hofne to sie.

By ev’ry God in Heav’n, and in the Séa,

The perjurd Villains promis’d to obey,

And bid mé¢ haften to unmoor the Ship.

With eager Hafte I launch into the Deep;

And, heedlefs of the .F raud, for quas ftand.
They whifper oft, and beckon with thie Hand
And give me Signs, all anxious for their Prey,
To tack about, and fteer another Way.

Then let fome other to my Poft fucceedy

Said I, P’m guiltlefs of fo foul a Deed.

What, fays Etbalion, muft the Ship’s whole Crew

Follow your Humour, and depend on you?

And
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And ftraight himfelf he feated at.the Prore,
And tack’d about, and fought anather Shore.

And from the Deck the rifing Wayes furvey'ds
And feem’d to weepy-and as he wept he faid,
Ah! why, hard-hearted Men, this Cruelty ?

Are thefe, are thefe the Shores you promis’d me?
Will fuch a Multitude of Men employ

Their Strength againft 2 weak,: defencelefs Boy ?

The beauteous Youth now found himfelf b::-g
’d,

In vain did I the God-like Youth deplore,
The more 1.begg’d; they thwarted me the more.
And now by all the Gods in Heav’n that heat
"This Solemn Oath, by Bacchus felf I fwear,
The mighty Miracle that did enfue; . ‘
Altho’ it feems beyond Belief, is true.

Nn The
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The Veflel, fix’d and rooted in the Floody
ﬁnﬂmck’d by all the beating Billows ftood.

In vain the Sailors try to Plow the Main

W ith Sails unfurl’d, and ftrike their Oars in vain;
Around their Oars a twining Ivy cleaves,

And climbs the Maft, and hidesthe Cords in Leaves:
The Sails are cover’d with a chearful Green,

And Berries on the fruitful Canvafe feen.

Amidft the Waves a fudden Forreft rears

Its verdant Head, and the new Spring appears.

The God we now behold with open’d Eyes,
A Herd of Lynx and Panthers round him lyes
In gliring Formsy the grapy Clufters fpread
Around his Brows, and dangleon his Head.
And whilft he Frowns, and Brandifhes his Spear,
My Maazs, furpriz’d with Madnefs or with Fear,

Leapd
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Leap’d over-board; firft perjur'd Madon found
Rough Scales and Fins his ftifPning Sides furround ;
Ah what, erys one, hasthus transform’d thy Look ?
Straight his own Mouth grew wider as he fpoke;
And now himfelf he views with like Surprize.
Still at his Oar th’induftrious Libys plies;

But as he plies each bufie Arm fhrinks in,

And by degrees is fafhion’d to a Fin.

Another, as he catches at a Cord;

Miffes his Arms, and; tumbling over:zboard,
With his broad Fins and forky Tail, he laves

The riﬁng Surge, and flounces in the Waves,
"Thus all my Crew transform’d around the Ship;
Or Dive below, or on the Surface leap, %
And {pout the Waves; and wanton in the Deep.
Full Nineteen Sailors did the Ship convey;

A Shole of Nineteen Dolphins round her play.

Nnz 1
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I only in my proper Shape appear,

Speechlefs with ' Wonder, and half dead w1th Fcar;
*Till Bacchus kindly bid me fear fio ‘more. -

With him I landed on the Chiam Shore, %
And him fhalt ever gratefully adore

‘This forging Slave, fays Pentheus; wou’d prevail
O’er our juft Fury by a far-fetch’d Tale: .
Go, let him feel the Whips, the Swords, the Fire,
And in the Tortures of th¢ Ra¢k expire.

Th’ officious'Servants hurry him away, -

And the poor-Captive in a Dungeon lay? - |
But; whilft the Whips and Tortutes are prepar’d;
The Gates fiy-Open, of thenifelves anbarr’d ;

At Liberty th*unfetter’d Captive ftands,

And flings the loofen’d Shackles from his Hands.

The
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The Death of Pentheus.

But Pentheus, grown more furious than before,
Refoly’d to fend his Meflengers no more,
But went himfelf to the diftratted Throng;
Where high Cithgron eccho’d with their Song.
And as the fiery War-horfe paws the Ground,
And fnorts, and trembles at the Trumpet’sSound
Tranfported thus he heard the frantick Rout,
And rav’d and madden’d at the diftant Shout.

A fpacious Circuit on the Hill there ftood,
Level and wide, and skirted round with Wood;
Here the rath Penthess, with unhallow’d Eyes,
The howling Dames and Miftick Orgies fpies.
His Mother ﬁemly’vié&v’d him where he ftood,
And kindled into Madnefs, as the view'd:

Nnj3 Her
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Her leafie Jav’lin at hcf Son fhe caft,

And crys, “The Boar that lays our Country wafte,

The Boar, my Sifters! Aim the fatal Daré,

And ftrike the brindled Monfter to the Heart.
L '

Pentheus aftonith’d heard the difmal Sound,
And fees the yelling Matrons gath’ring round;
He fees, and weeps at his approaching Fate,

And begs for Mercy, and repents too late.

Help, .help! my Aunt Anfonce, he cry’d;
Remember how your own A«on dy’d.

Deaf to his Cries, the frantick Matron crops

One ftretchld-out Arm, the other frno lops.

In vain does Penthens to his Mother fue,

And the raw bleeding Stumps prefents to view :
His Mother howl'd; and,heedlefs of his Pray’r,
Her trembling Hand fhe twifted in his Hair, %
And this, fhe cry’d, fhall be Agmge’s Share.
= | . When
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When from the Neck his ftruggling Head fhe tare,
And in her Hands the ghaftly Vifage bore.

'With Pleafure all the hideous Trunk furvey;
Then pull’d and tore the mangled Limbs awaj, %
As ftarting in the Pangs of Death it lay.

Soon as the Wood its leafie Honours cafts,
Blown off and fcatter’d by Autumnal Blafts,
With fuch a fudden Death lay Penthens {lain,
And in a thoufand Pieces ftrow’d the Plain.

By fo diftinguifhing a Judgment aw’d,
The Thebans tremble, and confefs the God,

Nn g4 Nores
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NoTEs on the Firlt FABLE

HERE is [o great a Variety in the Arguments of - the
- Metamorphofes, that be who would treat of *em right-
: ly, ought to be'a Mafker of all Stiles, and every dif-
ferent way of Writing. Ovid indeed fhows him[elf moft in
a familiar Story, where the chicf Grace is 10 be eafic and nasn-
ral; but wants neither Strength of Thowught nor Expreffion,
when be endeavosrs after it, “in the mire [ublime and manly
Swbjeits of bis Poem. In the prefent Fable the Serpent is terri-
bly deferib'd, and Ins-Behavionr very-well imagin'd,- the Acti-
ons of both Parties in the Encounter are natural, and the Lan-
grage that reprefents*em more ftrong and mafinline than what
ave wfwally meet with in this Poet : If there be any Fasults in
the Narration, they are vhefe, perhaps;- which: follow.

Above the tallet, ¢rc.] Ovid, 2o make bis Serpent more
tervible, and to raifé the Charalter of his Champion, bas given
too great a Loofe to his Imagination, and exceeded all the
bounds of Probability, - He tells us, thatsbhen he rais'd wp but
balf bis Body he over-look'd a rall Foreft of Oaks, and thar bis
whole Body was: as large -as’ that of the Serpent in the Skies.
None bat a Madman wounld bave attack’d [uch a Monfter as
this is defcrib’d to be; nor can we bave any Netion of a Mor-
tal’s fanding againft him. VNirgil is not afbanm’d of making
ZAneas fly and tremble as the Sight of a far lefs formidable
Foe, where he gives us the Defcription of Polyphemus, in the
Third Book; he knew very well thas a Monfter was not a pro-
per Enemy for his Hero to encounter : But we Jhoxld certainly
have [een Cadmus hewing down the Cyclops, had he falles sn
Ovid’s way; or if Statius's lirle Tydeus had been thrown on
Sicily, ’tis probable be wonld not have [pared one of the whole
Bratherhood. '

—Phcenicas, five illi tela parabant,
Sive fugam, five ipfe timor prohibebat utrumque,
Qc¢cupat :——eeere———— ’ In
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> In vain the Tyrians, &c.] The Poet could not keep wp his
Narration all along, in the Grandenr and Magnificence of ax
Heroick_Stile : He has here [unk_into the Flatne(s of Profe,
where e tells #s the Behaviowr of the Tyrians at the Sight of
the Serpent :
Tegimen direpta Leoni
Pellis erat; telum fplendenti Lancea ferro,
Et Jaculum; teloque Animus praftantior omni.
Ard in a few Lines after lets drop the Majefly of his Verfe,
for the fake of one of bis little Turns. How does be languifb in
that which feems a labonr’d Line ? Triftia fanguined lamben-
tem vulnera lingud. _dnd what pains does he take to exprefs
the Serpent's breaking the Force of the Stroak, by [brinking
back_ from it? '
Sed leve vulnus erat, quia fe retrahebat ab i&u,
Lefaque colla dabat retrd, plagamque federe
Cedendo fecit, nec longius ire finebat.
And flings the future, ¢&c.] The Defeription of the Men
rifing ont of the Ground is as beantiful a4 Paffage as any in O
-vid: Zt ftrikes the Imagination very firongly 5 owe fée their
Motion in the firft Part of it, and their Multitnde in the Ml
fis virorum at laft. »

T he breathing Harveft, ¢g-c,] Meflis clypeata virorum. The
Beanty in thef¢ Words wonld have been greater, had only Mef-
fis virorum been exprefs'd without clypeata; for the Reader’s
Mind wonld have been delighted with two [uch different Ideas
compowunded together, but can farce artend to [uch a complear I+
mage as is made out of all three.

This way of mixing two different Ideas together in one I+
mage, As it is a grear Surprize 1o the Reader, is a great Beanty
in Poetry, if there be [ufficient Ground for it in the Nature of
the thing that is deftribd, The Latin Poets are very full of
ity efpecially the worft of *em, for the more corrett ufe it bur

[paringly, asindeed the Nature of things will feldom afford a
gnfF occafion for it. When any thing we defcribe has accidental
Uy in iz fome Onality that [eems repugnant 10 irs Nature, or is

very
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yery extraordinary and uncommon in Things of that Specics,
fiuch & compounded Image as we are now [peaking of is made,
by twrning this Quality into an Epithete of what we defcribe,
Tous Claudian, baving got a hollow Ball of Chryftal with Wa-
ter in the midft of it for his Subjecl, tvakes the Advantage of
confidering the Chryfal as hard, ﬂon], precious Water, and the
Water as [ift, flmidy imperfet Coryftal; and thus [ports off a-
bove a dozen Epigrams, in [etting bis Words and ldeas at va-
viance among one another. He has a great many Beanties of
this natwre in him, but be gives bim[elf up (6 much to this wa
of Writing, that a Man may eafil) know where to meet wiii
them when he fees his Subject,” and ofien ftrains [o bard for ‘em
that he many times makes his Defcriptions bombaftic and unna-
tural, What Work wosld be have made with Virgil's Golden
Bough, had he been to defcribe iz? We [bould certainly have
féen the yellow Bark, Golden Sprouts, Radiant Leaves, Bloomsing
Metal, Branching Gold, and all the Quarrels that could have
beenraisd between Words of fuch different Natures : When we fée
Virgil contented with bis Auri frondentis ; and what is the fame,
tha much finer exprefSd,——Frondefcere virga Metallo. Tis
- Compafition of differing Ideas is often met with in a whole Sen-
tence, where CircumfRances are happily reconcild thas [eem whol-
ly forcign to each others and is often found among the Latin
Poets, (for the Greeks wanted Art for it) in their Defiripti-
ons of Pitlures, Images, Dreams, Apparations, Metamorpho-
[fes, and the like; where they bring rogether twa fuch thwar:-
ing Ideas, by making one part of their Defcriptions relate to the
Reprefentation, and the other to the Thing that is Reprefented.
OF this natwre is that Verfe, which, perhaps, is the witticft in
Virgil; Attollens humeris famamque & fata Nepotum, An.8.
Woere he defcribes Aneas carrying on bis Showlders the Reputa-
tion and Fortunes of bis Pofterity; which, tho very odd and
Jurprizing, is plainly made ont, when we confider how thej_é
difagreeing Ideas are reconcil'd, and his Pofterity’s Fame and
Fate made portable by being engraven on the Shield. Thus,
when Ovid rells ns thar Pallas tore in picces Arachne’s Wark,
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“where*fbe had Embroider'd all the Rapes thas the Gods had com-
" mitted, he fays——Rupit cceleftia crimina. 1 fball conclude
this tedions Reflection with an excellent Stroke of this nature,
owt of Mr. Mountague’s Poem to the King; where be tells us
how the King of France wosld have been celebrased by bis Sub-
Ije&:, if e bad ever gain'd fuch an bononrable Wound as Kin,
Williatn's ar the Fight of the Boin: ~
His Bleeding Arm had furnifh’d all their Rooms,
And Run for ever Purple in the Looms.

F A B IL
Here Gadmus reign’d.] This #s a presty folemn Tranfition to
the Story of A&=zon, which i all natxrally told. The Goddefs; .
and her Maids undreffing her, are defcrib'd wirh diverting Gir<
cumflances. A&zon’s Flight, . Confufion and_Griefs are paffi-
onately reprefented; bus it's pity the whole Narrasion fbould b
Jo carelefly closd up.

Ut abeffe queruntur,
Nec capere oblate fegnem fpectacula preda.
Vellet abefle quidem, fed adeft, velletque videre,
Non etiam fentire, Canum fera fa&a fuorum,

A Noble Pack, ¢rc.] I have not here sroubled my [elf
to call over A&zon’s Pack_of Dogs in Rime : Spot and White-
foot make but a mean Figure in Heroick Verfe, and the Greek
Names Ovid sfes wonld [ound a great deal worfe. He clofes
#p bis own Catalogne with a kind of & Feft on it, Quofque
referre mora eft——awhich, by the way, is too light and full
of Humonr for the other [erions Parts of this Story. "
* This way of inferting Catalognes of proper Names in their
Poems, the Latins took_from the Greeks, but bave made *em
more pleafant than thofe they imirate, by adapting [6 many de-
-lightful Charatters to their Perfons Names; in which Part O-
vid’s Copionfnefs of Invention, and grear Infight into Nature,
bas given bim the Precedence to all the Poets thar ever came be-
fore or after him. The Smoothnefs of osr Englith Verfe is too
visuch boft by the Repetition of proper Names, which is other-

\ wife
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wife very natural and abfolutely neceflary in fome Cafésy 4 bex
fore a Batrely to raife in our Minds an anfiverable Expeélation
of the Event, and a lively ldea of the Numbers that are en-
gag'd. For had Homer or Virgil only told s in two or three
Lines before their Fights, thar there were forty Thosfand of
each Sidey onr Imagination cowld not poffibly have been [ affe-
&ed, as when we fec every Leader fingled out, and cvery Re-
iment in a manner drawn up before our Eyes, '

F A B. IL
How Semele, &c,] This is one of Quid’s finifb’d Stories.
The Tranfition to it is proper and snforc’d : Juno, in ber two
Speeches, atts incomparably sell the Parts of a refenting Goddefs
- and a rartling Nurfe: Jupiter makes a very Majeftick  Figure
with his Thunder and Lightning, but it s [Hill fuch a one as
fbows who drew 35 for who does not plainly difcover Quid’s
Hand in the _
Qua tamen ufque poteft, vires fibi_demere tentat.
Nec, quo centimanum dejecerat Igne Typhcea,
Nunc armatur eo : nimium feritatis in illo.
Eft aliud levius fulmen, cui dextra Cyclopum
Szvitiz flammeque. minus, minus addidit Ire,

. Tela fecunda vocant {uperi,—————— :

*Tis well, fays the, ¢gc.] Virgil has made a Beroe of one
ef his Goddeffes, in the.fifth Bneid; bur if we compare the
Speech [be there makes with that of her Name-[ake in this Sto-
¥)s we may find the Genins of cach Poet diftovering it felf ix
gtie Langunage of the Nurfe : Virgil's Iris cosld not have. fpoken
wmare Majeftically in her own Shape; but Juno is fo.much al-
ter’d from her [elf in Ovid, that the Goddefs is quite loff
w the Old Woman.

FAB. V.
. She can’t begin, ¢re.] If playing ow Words be excufable in
Poem it is in thisy, where Eccho is a Speaker; -but it i fo
weau a kind of Wi, that if it deferves Excufé it cam claim
%6 more. o AMr, Locke,
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v, Locke, in his Effay of Human Underflanding, bas given

ws the befp-Acconnt of . Wity in fbort; that can any where be .

mer with. Wity [ays hes lyes-in the Affemblage of Ideas, and

pAsting thofe together with quicknefs and variety, wherein can
be: fownd any - Refemblance or Congrusty, thereby to make up

Pleafant Pittures and agreeable Vifions in the Fancy. Thus does
trwe Wity as this incomparable Author obférves, generally cox<

Sif in the Likene(s of Ideas, and is more or lefs Wit, as this.
Likenefs in Ideas is more furprifing -and unexpected. Bur as.

trode: Wit is nothing elfée-bur a Simlitnde-in Ideas, 6 is falfe

Wit the Similitnde in Words, whether it lyes in the Likenef of

Letters only, as in- Anagram and Acroffics orof Sillables, as in

Doggrel Rimes; or whole Words, as Puns; Eccho’s; and the

like.  Befide thefe two kinds of falfe and true Wit there is a-

nother of a middle Natnre, thar has [omething of borh in it.

When in two Ideas that have fome Refemblance with each o<

ther, and are both expre(s'd by the [ame Word, we make ufe

of the Ambignity of the Word to [peak thatof one Idea included

snder ity which is proper to the other. Thus, for Example; moff

Langnages have hit on the Words which properly ﬁ%’m'ﬁes Fire,

to exprefs Love by, (and therefore we may be fure there'is fsme

Refemblance in the Ideas Mankind have of thems)' from bhence

the witty Poets of all Languages, when they bave once calld
Love a Fire, confider it no longer as the Paffion, bu: Jpeak_of

it under the Notion of a real Fire, and, asthe Turn of Wit
requires, make the: [ame Word iu the [ame Sentence fand for
either of the ldeas that is annex’d to it. When Ovid’s Apollo
Jalls in Love he bwrns with n new Flame; when the Seas
'N];r';pbsi langwifb with this Pajfion, they kindle in the Water 3
the ‘Greek Epigrammatiff fell in Love with one that flung a
SrionwrBall at him, and therefore takes occafion to admire how
Fire conld be thus conceald in Snow. In fbort, when ever the Poer
feels any thing in this Love thar refembles ﬂmething'in Fire,
be-carries on this Agreement into a kind of Allegory; bur ify
as in the preceeding. Inflances; be finds any Ctrcnmjz;zce in hiz
Love contrary to the Naswre of Fire, be calls his Love 4 Firey

and
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and by joining this Circumflance to it furprifes his Reader with 4
Jeemng Contradillion. I fbosld not have dwelt [ long on shis
Inftancey had it not been [o frequent in Ovid; who is the
greaseft Admiirer of this mix’d Wit of all the Ancients, as onr.
Cowley is among the Moderns. Homer, Virgil, Horace, and
the greateft Poess [eorn'd it, as indeed it is only fit for Epigram
and little Copies of Verfes; ome womld wonder therefore how
{0 [ublime a Genius as Milton could fometimes fall into ity in
fwch a Work, as an Epic Poem. But we muft attribute st 1o
bis humosring the vicions Tafte of the Age be liv'd in, and the
falfe Fudgment of our unlearned Englifb Readers in gemeral;
who have few of thém a Relifh of the more Mafinline and
Noble Beanties of Poctry.

| FAB VL o
. Ovid feems particularly pleasd with the Subject of this Steé
r)s bur has notorionfly fallen into a Fasult he is often tax'd
with, of not knowing when he bas faid enough, by bis endeas
vowring to excel. How be has turwd and rwifted that ome
Thought of Narciflus’s being the Perfon belov'd, and the
Lover too ?
Cun&aque miratur; quibus eft mirabilis ipfe,
———————Qui probat, ipfe probatur.
Dumgque petit petitur, pariterque incendit & ardet.
Atque oculos idem qui decipit incitat error.
Perque oculos perit ipfe fuos 4
Uror amore mei flammas moveoque feroque, ¢rc.
But we can't mees with a better Inftance of the Extravagance
and Wantonnefs of Ovid’s Fancy, than in that particslar Cir-
cumftance at the end of the Story of Narciflus’s gazing om bis
Face after Death in the Stygian Waters. The Defign was ve-
bold, of making a Lad fall in Love with himfelf here o=
arth, but to torture him with the [ame Paffion after Death,
and not to let his Ghoft reft in quict, was intolerably cruel and
wncharitable.
But as within, ¢-c.] Duinque fitim fedare cupit fitis altera
crevit
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trevit. We bave bere a touch of that mix’d Wit I have be-
fore [poken of, bus I think_ the meafre of Pun in it ons=
weighs the true Wit; for if we exprefs the Thowught in other
Words the Turn is almoft loft.  This Paffage of Narciflus pro-
bably gave Milton the Hint of applying itto Eve; tho' I think,
ber Surprize at the fight of her own Face in the Water; far
wmore juft and nasmal than this of Narciflus: She was a raw
“wnexperienc’d Being, juft createds and therefore might eafily be
[#bjett to the Delufion; but Narciflus bad been in the World fixteen
Years, was Brother and Son té the Water-Nymphs, and there=
fore to be fupposd converfant with Fomntains long before this
Fatal Miftake. -

You Trees, fays he, ¢gc.] Ovid is very jafly celebrated
for the paffionase Speeches of- his Poem. They have gemerally
abundance of Nature in them, bur 1 leave it to better Fudg-
ments 1o confider whether they are not often 100 witty and tor
tediouss  The Poer never cares for [mothering 4 good Thonght
thar comes in bis way; and never thinks he can draw Tears e-
mongh from his Reader, by which means onr Grief is cither
diverted or fpent before we come to his Genclufion 5 for we
can't at the [ame time be delighted with the Wit of the Poet;
and concern'd for the Perfon that fpeaks its and a grear Critick,
bas admirably well obferv'd, Lamentationes debent efle breves
& concifz, nam Lachryme fubito excrefcit, & difficile eft
Auditorem vel LeQorem in fummo animi affe®u diu teneres
Wonld any one in Narciflus’s Condition bave cryd out Ino-
pem me Copia fecit? Or can any thing be more unnatural than
zo tmrn off from his Sorrows dfor' the [ake of a presty Reflettion ¢
- O utinam noftro fecedere corpore poflem !

Votum in Amante norum; vellem, quod amamus, abeflet.
Noney 1 fuppofe, can be much griev'd for one that is [o wirsy
on his own Afflictions. But I think we may every where ob-
JServe in Ovid, thae be employs his Invention more than bis
Fndgment, and [peaks all the Ingenions things that can be [aid
on the Swbject, rather than thofe which are particularly proper
20 the Perfon and Gircumflances of the Speaker.

F A B.



g0 = The FIFTH PART

F A B. VII,

When Penthens thus.] There is a great deal of Spirit and

Fire in this Speech of Pentheus, but I belicve none befides Q-
vid wosld have thought of the Transformation of the Serpent's
Teeth for-an Incitement to the Theban’s Courage, when he des
fires ’em not to degencrate from their guear Fore-father the
Dragon; and draws a Parallel berween the Behaviour of *ens both,

Efte, precor memores, qud fitis ftirpe creati, '

Illiufque - animos, qui mu'tos perdidit unus,

Sumite ferpentis : pro fontibus ille; lacuque

Interiit, at vos pro fami vincite veftra. .

Ille dedit Letho fortes, vos pellite molles,

Et patrium revoeate. Decus. :

| F A B. VIIL
The Story of Acetes has abundance of Nature in all the parss

of it, as well in the Defcription of bis own Parentage and Em-
ployment, as in that of the Sailor’s Charallers and Manmers:
But the [bort Speeches fcatter'd up and down in sty which make
the Latin very natwral,. can't appear fo well in our Langnage,
awhich is much more [iabborn and wnpliant; and therefore are
but as [0 many Rubs in the Story, that are fHill twrming. the
Narration out of its proper Courfe. The Transformatiom as the
lasser end is wonderfully beassiful,

F AB. IX |

Ovid has two wvery good. Similes on Pentheus, where be
compares him to a River in & former Stor)s and te a Ware
Hor (¢ in the prefemt. ’ T
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"F YHE Scepticks think *twas long agoy, .. =
=~ Since Gods came dewn Incognito s
‘T'o fee who were their Friends or Foes,
And how our A&ions fell or rofe:
That fince they gave Things their Beginning,
And fet this Whirligig a Spinning,
Supine they in their Heav’n remain,
Exempt from Pleafure as from' Paing
And frankly leave us Human Elves, -
To cut and fhuflle for our felves ;

Oo | To
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To ftand or walk, to rife or tumble;
As Matter and as Motion jumble.

Thé Poets now, and Painfcrs, hold
This Thefis dangerous and .bold :
And your good-natur’d Gods, they fay,
Defcend fome twice or thrice a Day.
Elfe all thefe Things we toil fo hard in
Would not avail one fingle Farthing.
For when the Hero we rehearfe,
To grace his A&tions, and our Verfe,
*Tis not by dint of Human Thought
‘That to his Latium he is brought:
Iris defcends, by Fate’s Commands,
To guide his Steps through Foreign Lands;
And Amphitrite clears his 'Way,'
From Rocks and Quick:fands in the Sea.
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And if you fee him in a Sketch; «
Tho’ drawn by Pasilo 6 Cataches
He thows not half his Force and Strength,
: Stfutting’ in Armaur, and at Length;
That He may make his proper Figure,
The Piece muft yet be four Yards bigger s
The Nymphs conduét him to the Field;
One holds his Sword, and one his Shicld ;
Mars ftanding by dfferts his Quarrel,
And Fame flies after with 2 Lawrel,

Thefe Points; I fay, of Speculation;
As twere to faye or fink the Nation,
Men idly learned wilt difpute,

Affert, obje&; confirm, refute;
Each mighty angry, mighty right,
With equat Arms fuftains the Fight,

Oo'z

jo¥

*Till
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*Till now no Medsum can agree *em;
So both draw off, and fing Ze Denm.

Is it in Equilibrio
If Deities defcend ar no ?
Then let th’ Affirmative prevail,
As requifite ta form my Tale;
For by all Parties *tis confeft, :
That thofe Opintons are the beft,
Which in their Nature moft conduce
To prefent Ends, and private Ufe.

- Two Gods came, therefare,-from aboves
One Mercury, the t’other Fove:
The Humour &as, 1t feems; taknow .,
If all the Favours they beftaw .-
Cowd from our dwn Pervesfnefs eafeuss - . -
And if our Wifh injoy’d might pleafe us.
wl SRR Difcourfing




of MISCELLANY POEMS. g9y
Difcourfing largely on this Theme,
O’er Hills and Dales their Godthips came; -
*Till well nigh tir’d at almoft Night,
They thought it proper te alight.’

Note here, that it as true as odd is,
That in Difguife 2 God or Goddefs- -
Exerts no fupernatural Powers, -

But a&s on Maxims much like Ours.-

- They fpy’d, at laﬁ, a Country Farm, e
Where all was fiug, and clean, and varm;
For Hills before, aid Woods behind, - .

44444

Secur’d it both from Rain and Wmd,
Fat Oxen in the Ficlds were lowing, - -

Good Grain was fow’d, -goed Fruit was growing:

Of laft Year’s Carn in Barns great Storg, ;

Fat Turkeys gobblipg: at the; Door, e ‘
x " Oo 3 - And

T e ¢
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And Wealth, in fhort, with Peace confented,
That People here fhould live contented :

But did they in Effe& do fo?

Have Patience, Friend, and thou fhalt knew.

The honeft Farmer and his Wife
To Years declin’d, ﬁ‘o;:; Prime of Life,
Had ftruggl’d with the Marriagé Nooft,
As almoft ev'ry Couple does :- )
Sometimes, My Plagae; fometimes, My Darling;
Kifling to Day, to Morrow fnarling: ' |
Jointly fubmitting to endure |
That Evil whiéh‘ admits no Cure,

Our Gods the oiitward Gate unbarrd,
‘Our Farmer met ‘em in the Yard,
Thoughe they were Folks that loﬂ: their Way,

“And ask’d them cmlly to ﬁay 5
| Told
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Told *em, for Supper, or for Bed,

They might go on, and be worfc fped.——
So faid, fo done, the Gods confent;

All three into the Parlour went,

They complement, they fit, they chat,
Fight o’er the Wars, reform the State;

A thoufand knotty Points they clear,

*Till Supper and my Wife appear. -

Jove made his Leg, and kifs’d the Dame;
Obfequious Hermes did the fame.

Fove kifs’d the Farmer’s Wife, you fay;
He did
Oh! not with half that Warmth and Life
‘With which he kifs’d Ampbitryon’s Wife. =+~

but in an honeft way:

Well ¥hen, Things handfomly were ferv’d; \\
My Mifirefs for the Strangers catv’'d: 0 -7

g - Oo 4 How
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How ftrong the Beer, How good the Meat,

How loud they laught, how much they eat,

Wou’d gloripufly in Verfe appear,

Yet fhall be pafs’d in Silence heére.:

For I thould grieve to have it: faid,

That, by a finc. Defcription led,. .

I made my Epic very long,.. .

Or tyr’d my Friend,-:fo grace my Song. « |

B I K S I -

The Grace-Cup ferv’d,’ the Cloth away,

 Jove thought it time tafhow hia Play; .

Landlord and Landlady, he ary’d, = -- ...

Folly and Jeftingdaid afide; ;" .0 00

That Ye thus bofpitably livey'. i -

And Strangers with good Chear receive,

Is mighty.grateful to yourBettars, >

And makes cv'nKzods themielves your Debeors. .

i a coe D) To
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To give this T4efis plainer Proof, '
You have, to Night, béneath your Roof
A Pair of Gods; ~~—nay, never wonders; =~ - /
This Youth can Fly, and I can Thunder,
I’'m Fupiter, and he Mtrmn’u&, '
My Page, my Son indeed, but fpurious.
Form then three Withes, you and Madam, o
~ And fure, as you already had ’em, - -
The Things defir’d in half an Hour
Shall all be here, and in your Pow’r:

Thank: Yc, grat Gods, the Woman ﬁys,
Oh! may your Altars ever blaZc. \
A Ladle forour Silvés Dih * ~ "
Is what I want, and what I wifheee
A Ladle, cri¢s the Man, ‘a Eidle,
Qdzooks, Corifea; you have pray’d ill; -

LA | What
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‘What thould be Great you turn to Farce,

I with the Ladle in your A——

With eqyal Gsicf and Shame, my Mufc,
The fequel of the Tale purfues: -

The Ladle fell into the Room, |
And ftuck in old €oréfca’s Bum: -
QOur Couple weep two Withes patft, H
And kindly join to form the laft,

To cafc the Woman’s awkward Pain,

And get the Ladle out again.

MORAL.

HIS Commouer bas Worth and Parts,
ks praisd for Arms, or lov'd for Ares ;
His Head achs for.a Coronet;.. )
And who is bleﬁfd that is pot Great? -
Seme Parts, and more Eftate, kind Heav'n
To this well-lotted Peer bas éiv’u 5

Wea
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What then? He muft have Rule and Sway,
And all is wrong till he's in Play.
The Mifer muft make up his Tl#mé,
And dare not touch the gotten Sum.
Tl{e' Sickly Dotard Lwant: e leﬁ,
Zo dm'zy off bis la/z' fZ)};égs othfa. }

. Againft our Peace we Arm our W'zll,
| Amu{/l our Plenty, Something /il ’
For Horfes, Houfes, Pictures, Planting,
To Thee, to Me, vo Him is wanting.
That cruel Something unpoffe(s'd -
Corrodes and levens all the reff.
That Something if we could obtasn,
Would foon create a future Pain:
And to the Coffin from the Cradle,
'Tis all a With, and all ¢ Ladte, "

TO
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YO THE

AZ)THOR

OF THE

PASTORAL,

Printed, Page 378.

B Y $ylvia, if thy charming Self be meant,

If Friendfhip be thy Virgin Vows extent,
Oh! let me in Corinna’s Praifes join, -
Hers my Efteem thall be, my Paffion thine; - -
When for thy Head the Garland I prepare,
A fecond Wreath fhall bind Corinna’s Hair ;
And when my choiceft Sangs thy Worth proclaim,
Alternate Verfe fhall blefs Corinna’s Name;
My Heart {hall own the Juftice of her Caufe,
And Love himfelf fabmit to Friendhip’s Laws.

But
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But if beneath thy Number’s foft Difguife,
Somc favour’d Swam, fomc true Alexz: lyw,
If flmaryil‘ s breathes thy fccrct P;uns, o SLE o
And thy fond Heart beat Meafure to thy Strains;
* May'tt thou, howe’er I 'grievc.“:, for ever find
The Flame propmous, and the Lovcr kmd~
May Cyrherea make her Conqueft ‘fure, ©
And let thy Beauty like thy Verfe endure.
May ev’ry God his friendly Aid afford, -
Pan guard thy Flock, and Ceres blefs thy Board.

. -~

Yet, if amidft thc Scrics pf thefe Joysy - -
One fad Refle@tion fhould by chance arife,
Giyq ity in Pity, to.the wretched Swaing -’
Who loving much, who not belov’d again,
Felt an ill-fated Paflion’s laft Excefs,
And dy’d in Woe, that thpu-’x'nigbt’& live iri Peace.

o . ~ Difpu.
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leputmg Wlth a LADY,

'Who lcft me in the
ARGUMENT

'PARE, gen’rous Victor, fpare the Slave
"~ 'Who did unequal War purfue,
That more than Triumph he might have

In being overcome by you:

In the Difpute what eer I faidy B
My Heart was by my Tongue bely’d;

And in my Looks jyou might have read,

. How much I'atgu’d on your deé; :

. " You
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You, far from Danger as from Fear, = .

‘Might have fuftain’d an open Fighty - .
For feldom your Opinibns ety . .©

Your Eyes are always in the right; . -

Why, Fair One;. vlould"you» not rely

On Force thus formidably join’d? ~  ;
Could I their Prevalence deny; ,

I muft at once be: Deaf and Blinid.

But quicker Arts of Death you ufe, -

Traverfe your Ground to gain the Field,

- And, whilft my Arguiment purfues;
With fudden Silence bid me yield, -

So when the Parthian turn’d his Steed,
And from the Hoftile Camp withdrew,
He backward fent the Fatal Reed ;.

doy.

Naig

Sccure of Conqueft as he flew. Daunted,
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Daunted, I dropt iy ufelefs Arnis,
When you no longer deign’d to Fight,
Then Triumph deck’d in all its Charms
Appear’d lefs beautiful than Flight.

Oh ! trace again the Hoftik Plains;

My Troops were wounded in the War;
. But whilft this fiercer Silence reigns
They fuffer, famill’d by Défpair.

Gapriéious Author of my Smart,

' Let War enfiie, or Silence ceafe,

Unlefs you find my Coward Heart
Is yielding to a fcparate Peace.

- DELIA.
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D E L I A

A

" Paftoral Eclogue ;

' Lamenting the DEATH of -
Mrs. 7T EMPEST,
Who dy’d upon the Day of the Late Storm.

(Nights

" E, gentle Swains! who pafs your Days and
: In Love’s fincere and innocent Delights !
Ye, tender Virgins, who with Pride difplay
Your Beauty’s Splender, and extend your Sway !
Lament with me! with me your Sorrows join !
And mingle your united Tears with mine!
P ' P P . Delia,
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Delia, the Queen of Love, let all deplore !
Delia, the Queen of Beanty, now wo wore!

Begin, my Mufe! begin your mournful Strains!
Tell the fad Tale through all the Hill¢ and Plains!
Tell it through ev’ry Lawn, and ev’ry Grove!
Where Flocks can wander, or where Shepherdsrove !
Bid neighb’ring Rivers tell the diftant Sea,

And Winds from Pole to Polé the N_qws m‘mncy'
Delia, the Queen of Love, let all deplore!
Delia, the Queen of "Bmutj’s' now no more !

*Tis done; and all obey the moutnfil Mufe?
See, Hills,andPlins,and Winds have heaod theN ews!
The foaming Sea o'eriwhelms the - frightes’d Shear,
The Vallies trombie, and the Momotains soar. .
See Lofry Qaks from firm. Foundations torm; . -
And Stately Tow'es én Heipsiof Butin mgurm! .

L . The
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The gentle Thamgs, thag rarely Pafion knaws, =
Swells with this Sqreaw, and her Banks o’reflows:
‘What Shrieks are heatd? what Groans? what dying
Ev’n Nature’s el in direConyuifion Iyes! (Cries?
Delia, the Queen of Levey they nll r!.qﬂoré.(
Delia, the Queen of Beaputy’s mesg nio more |

Oh! why did I furyive the Fatal Day,
That faatch’d the Joys of all my Life away ?
Why was not I beneath fome Ruin loft?
Sunk in the Seas, or Shipwreck’d on the Coaft ?
Why did the Fates {pare this devoted Head?
Why did Jive to hear that thou wert dead? -
By thee myGriefs werccalm’d, my Tormengseas’d ;
Nor knew I Pieafure; but as thou wert pléas'd.
W here fhall I wapader now, difteefs’d, alone?
W hat ufe have I of Life, now thou art gone ?

"Ppa2 1
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I have no ufe; alas! but to deplore

Delia, the Pride of Beauty, now no more.

 Whatliving Nymph is blefs’d with equal Grace?
All may difpute, but who can fill thy Place?
‘What Lover in his Miftrefs hopes to find

A Form {o lovely, with fo bright a Mind?

Doris may boaft a Face divinely Fair,

But wants thy Shape, thy Motions, and thy- Air.
Lucinda has thy Shape; but not thofe Eyes,
That while they did th’ admiring World furprize;
Difclos’d the fecret Luftre of thy Mind,

And feem’d each Lover’s inmoft Thoughts to find.
Others, whofe Beauty yielding Swains confefs,
By Iadifcretion make their Conquett lefs,

And want thy Coadu& and obliging Wit,

To fix thofc Slavés who to theic Charms fubimit.

As
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As fome Rich Tyrant hoards an ufelefs Store,

That wou’d, well plac’d, enrich-a thoufand more:
So didft thou keep a Crowd of Charms retir’d,
‘Wou’d make a thoufand other Nymphs admir’d..
Gay, modeft, artlefs, beautiful, and young;
Slow to refolve, in Refolution ftrong;

To all obliging, yet referv’d to all, _
None cou’d himfelf the favour’d Lover call; -
‘That which alone cou’d make his Hopes endure,
‘Was, that he faw no other Swain fecure.
Whither, ah! whither are thofe Graces fled?
Down to the dark, the melancholy Shade?
Now, Shepherds, now lament! and now deplore!

Delia is dead, and Beauty is no more !

For thee each tuneful Swain prepar’d his Lays,
His Fame exalting, while he fung thy Praifc.

Pp3 Thyrfess
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Thyrfis; in gay 4nd eafie Meafures, ftrove

Te chariti thy Ears, atid tune thy Soul to Love:
Menalcas; i his Nuinbers mote fubliffié,

Estoll’d thy Victties if Inititortal R e,

Glycon, whofe Satyt kept the Wotld in Aw,
Softning his Sttail, wher firft thy Chatris he faw,
Confef’d the Goddefs that iew-forki’d his Mind,
Proclaitt’d thy Beauties, and fb‘r‘g@t Maﬁkind. |
Ceaﬁ,Shépﬁerds,ceafé;theQhatms you futig dre fled!
The Glory of ouf Blafted Ifl¢ is dead! |
Now jiin your Griefs with mine! and now deplore
Delia, 2he Pride of Bédilf)', vow wo more !

Behold wher¢ ttow She lyeés, deépriv’d of Breath!
Charming tho’ pale, and beautiful in Death!
A Tréop'df weeping Virgins by Ber Side,
With all the Pomip of Wae, dnd Sorrow’s Pride!

L . On
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Oh, eatly loft! Oh, fitter to be led

In cheerful Splendor to the Bridal Bed!

Than thus conduéted to th’ untimely Tomb,

A fpotlefs Virgin, in her Beauty’s Bloom !
‘Whatever Hopes fuperior Merit gave,

Let me, at leaft, embrace thee in the Grave;

On thy cold Lips imprint a dying Kifs:

Qh'! that thy Coynefs cou’d refufe me this !

Such melting Tears upon thy Limbs I'll pour,
Shall thaw their Numbnefs,and thy Warmth reftore;
Clafp’d to my glowing Breaft, thou may’ft revive;
I’ll breathe fuch tender Sighs fhall make thee live.
Or if feverer Fates that Aid deny,

If thou canft not revive, yet I'may die.

In one cold Grave together m#y be laid

The Trueft Lover, and the Lovelieft Maid.

Then fhall I ceafe to grieve, and not before;

Then fhall I ceafe fair Delia to deplore.
Pp 4 But
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But fee, thofc dreadful Obje&s difappear!

The Sun fhines out, and all the Heav’ns are clear:
The warring Winds are hufht, the Sea’s ferene;
And Nature foften’d fhifts her angry Scene.

What means this fudden Change? Methinks I hear
Melodious Mufick from the Heav’nly Sphere!
Liften, ye Shepherds, and devour the Sound!
Liften! The Saint, the Lovely Saint is Crown’d !
While we, miftaken in our Joy and Grief,

Bewail her Fate, who wants not our Relief:
From the pleas!d Orbs fhe views us here below,

And with kind Pity wondets at our Woe.

Ah, Charming Saint! fince thouart Blefs’d above,
Indulge thy Lovers, and forgive their Love.
ForgivetheirTears;who,prefs’d with Griefand Care,

Feel not thy Joys, but feel their own Defpair |
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