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PREFACE.
IT is ftrdnge to think, in an x^ge fa addicted to the

Mufes, hoiv Paftoral Poetry comes To (ye never /•

mui-h as thought upon j confidering efpecialij, that it

has alvjays been accounted the mojl coyifiderable of the

fmaller Poems. Virgil and Spencer made ufe of it as

a. Prely.de to Hcroick Poetry. But I fear the Innoctncy

ef the Suijtti makes it fo little inviting at preftnt.

There is no Sort of Poetry, if -well wrought, butgis^es

Delight : xAnd the Paftoral perhaps may koajl of this

in a peculiar manner. For, as in Painting, fo I believe^

in Poetry, the Country affords the moft entertaining SceneSy

und moft delightful Profpe^s.

Gaflcndus, / remember, tells us. That Pel resk ills t;,'4f

a great Lover of Mnfuk,, efpecially that of Bird^', j^e-

caufetheirartlefs Strains feem to Jhve tefs of Paffionand

Violence, but more of a natural Eafmejs, and therefore

• do the rather befriend Contemplation. It is after the

fame manner that 'Sn&Olzl gives a fiveet and gentle Com-

^ofure to the Mind; whereas t/ie Epick and Tiagkk
Poem put the Spirits in too great a Ferment by the Vchc-

Tiience of their Motions.

To fee a jhucly, well-built Palace, Jlrikes its, indeed,

"with ^Admiration, and fwtlls the Soul, as it Xuere, with

Notions of Grandeur. But when I viiW) a little Cottn-

try Dwelling, advantageoufly fituated amidjl a beautiful

Variety of Field', Woods andT{iversi I feel an unfpeakc

able Iqnd of SatisfaBion, find cannot forbear wi^jing,

that my good Fortune would place me in fo fweet a Tt^

tirement.

Theocritus, Virgil, and Spencer are the only Wri-

~l(>rs,'thdt feem to t^Ave hit upon the true Nature of Pa-

ftoral Poems. So that it will be Honour fufficient for

me-f if I hAve not altogether failed in my ^Attempt,



The FIRST

PASTORAL,
L O B B I N.

F we, O Dorfety quit the ClryTluon*
To meditate in Shades the Plural.

Song

By your Commands j be prefcnt:^

And, O, bring

The Mufc along! The Mufc to yow
fliall fing.

Begin A Shepherd Boy, one Ev'ning fair,

As Wcftcrn Winds had cool'd the fultry Air,

When as his Sheep within their Fold were pent,

Thus plain'd lii:n of his dic.uy Difccntent j

So pitiful, that all the ftnrry Throng
Attentive fecm'd to hear his mournful Song.

Ah well a Day I How long muft I endure

This pining Pain ? Or who ihall work my Cure ?

Fond Love no Cure will have; feeks no Repofcj
Delights in Grief; nor any Meafure knows.
And now the Moon begins in Clouds to rifei

The twinkling Stars arc lighted in the Skies j

The Winds are hulli'd; the Dews dilHl; and Sleep
With foft Embrace has feiz'd my weary Sheep.

I only, with the pfculing Wolf, conftrain'd

All Night to wake. With Hunger is he pain'd,

Vol. VI, B z



^4 ^he S I XTH Part qf

And I with Love. His Hunger he may tam«:

lut who in Love- c\m ftop the growing Flame?

Whilome did I, i«ll us this Pop'lar fair,

Up-raife mv heedlcfs Head, devoid of Care,

'aMong rnftick Routs the chief for wanton Gamcj
Nor could they merry make 'till Loibm came.

V/ho better feen, than I, in Shepherds Arts,

To pleafe tlie Lads and win the Lafles Hearts ?

How defSy to mine oaten Read, *^o iwect,

Wont they, upon the Green, to fiiift tiieir Feet?

And, when the Dance was done, how would rhey yearn

ionie well devifed Talc from me to Je;)rn .-

lor, many Songs and Talcs of Mirth had I,

To^chafe the lingring Sun adown tlie Sky.

Hut, ah 1 llnce Lucy coy has wrought her Spite

Y/ithin my Heart ; unmindful of Delight,

The jolly Grooms 1 fly i and all alone

To Rocks and Woods pour forth my fiuitlefs Moan,
,Oh quit thy wonted Scorn, relcntlefs Fair I

L'er, lingring long, I perifli thro' Defpair.

Had ^pfaUnd been Miltrefs of my Mind,

Tho' not fofair, Ihe would have been more kind,

O think, unwitting Maid, while yet is Time,

How flying Years impair our youthful Prime I

Thy Virgin Bloom will not for ever flayj

And Flow'rs, tho' left ungather'd, will dicny.

The Flow'rs anew returning Seafons bring j

Bur Beauty faded has no fecond Spring.

My Words are Wmd I She, deaf to all my Cries,

Takes rleafure in the Mifchief of her Eyes.

Like frisking Heifers, loofe in flow'ry Meads,
She gads where- e'er her roving Fancy leads 3

"Yet fiill fiom me. Ah mc, the tircfome Chafe!
While, wing'd with Scorn, flie fiies my fond Embrace.
She flies indeed: But ever leaves behind.

Fly w|ieie flie will, her Likenefs in my Mind.

Ah turn thee then \ unthinking Damlcl ! Why,
Thus from tb^ .youth, \iiJio loves thee, flioHld'tl tliQU



Miscellany Poems. ^
No cruel Pui;pofe in m/Speed I beai :

'Tis all but Love ; and Love why fhould'ft thou fc.tr ?

What idle Fears a Maiden Bieaft alarm I

Stay, llmple Girl I a Lover cannot harm.
Two Kidlings, fporfive as tliy fclf, I rear j

Like render Buds their iliooting Horns appear.

A Lambkin too, pure wiiite, I breed, as tanu*

As ray fond Heart could wiili my fcornful Dainc.

A Garland, dcck'd with all the Pride of .:/.(?,

Sweet .IS thy Breath, and as thy Beauty gay,

I'll weave. But why thele unavailing Pains

?

7he Gifts alike and Giver ihe difdjiLS,

Oh would my Gifts but win her wnnton Heart

!

Oh could I half the Warmth I feel impart I ^
How would I wander cv'ry Day to find

The ruddy Wildings! Were but Lun kijid.

Fc r glofly Plumbs I'd climb tiie knotty Tree,

And of frclli Honey rob the thrifty Bee.

Or, if thou deign to live a Shcphcidels,

Thou Lobbins Flock, and Loitj:n, rtialt polTcf:^.

Fair is my Flock; nor yet uncomely I,

Jf liquid Fountains flatter not : And why
Sliould liquid Fountains flatter us? yet Jhow

Thebord'nngFlow'rs lefs beauteous than they gro.v,

O come, my Love 1 Not think th' tmployment
The Dams to milk, and little Lambkins wean

; [mean,

To drive a-Held by Motn the fat'niivg twcs,

E'er t!i^ warm Sun drinks up the cooly Dews.

How would the Crook befeem thy beauteous Hand '.

How would my Younglings round thee gazing ftand ',

Ah wJtlefs Younglings', gaze not on her Eye:

Such hcadlefs Glances are the Caufe I die.

Nor trow I when this bitter Blall will end ;

Or if kind Love will ever me befriend.

^ Sleep, ftecp, my Flock: For, happy you may takff

yoiir Reft, tho' nightly thus your Mafterwake.

Now, to the wainiug Mooii, the Nightingale

In dolefi4-Ditties told her piteous Tale.

B 3



^ The Sixth Part 0/

The Love-fick Shepherd lift'ning found Reliefj

ff^'jts'd with fo fweet a Partner in his Grief:

'Till by degrees her Notes and filent Night

To Slumbers foft his heavy Heart invite.

"The Second Pastoral.
THENOT. COLINET.

T H E N T,

THY cloudy Looks why melting thus in Tear?,

Unfeemly, now that Hcav'n fo blithe appears J

%\'hy in this mournful Manner art thou found,

Unthankful Lad, when all things fmile around?

Hear how the Lark and Linnet jointly fingi

Their Notes foft-waib'ling to the gladfomc Spring.

COLINET.
Tho* foft their Notes, not fo my wayward Fate >

Nor Lark would fing, nor Linnet in my State,

"Each Creature to his proper Task is born j

As they to Miith and Mulick, I to mourn.
Waking, at Midnight, I my Woes renew,

And with my Tears increafe the falling Dew.
THENOT.

Small Caufe, I ween, has lufty Youth to plain ;

Or who may then the Weight of Age fuftain.

When, as our waining Strength does daily ceafe,.,

The tirefome Burden doubles its Increafe?

Yet tho' with Years my Body downwards tend,

As Tree5 beneath their Fruit in Autumn bend;
JMy Mind a chearful Temper ftijl retains,

Soite of my fnowy Head and icy Veins

:

FSr, why (hould Man at crofs Mifliaps repine,

Sour all his Sweet, and mix with Tears his Wine?
But fpeak : For much it may relieve thy Woe
To let a Friend thy inward Ailment know.



Miscellany Poems. 7
C L I N E T.

*Tvvill idly wafte thee, fhevot, a whole Day,

Shou'dft thou give Ear to all my Grief can fiiy.

Thy Ewes will wander, and thy hcedlefs Lambs
With loud Complaints require their abfeut Dams.

T H E N O T.

There's Lightfooty he iLall tend them clofej and I,

*Twixt whiles, a-crofs the Plain will glance mine Kyc.

C L I N E T.

Where to begin I k.no.v not; where to end ;

Scarce does one fmiling Hour my Youth atUiid,

Tho' few my Days, as ray own lollies lliow,

Yet all thole Days are clouded o'er with Woe ;

No Cilcam of happy Sua-fhinc docs appear

My low'riag Sky, and wintry Days to cheat.

My piteous Plight, in yonder naked Tree,

That bears the Thunder Scar, too well I fee;

Quite dcftitute it ftands of fheltet kind.

The Mark of Storms aud Sport of ev'ry Wind :

Its riven Trunk feels not th' Approach of Spring,

Nor any Birds among the Branches HnLj,

No more bervcarh tiiy Shade lh:ill Shepii.^rds throng

Witii merry Tale, or Pipe, or pleating Sorg.

Unhappy Tree 1 Aud more unhappy 1 I

From thee, from me, alike the Shepherds fly,

T H E N G T.

Sure thou in fomc ill-chofcn Hour waft born.

When blighting Mil-dews fpoii the ri/ing Corn;
Or when the Moon, by Witchcraft charm'd, forellio\fS

Thro' fad Eclipfe a various Train of Woes.
Uiitimcly born, ill Luck betides thee ^\\L

C L I N E T.

And can there, Thenot, be a greater III?

T H E N O T.

Nor Wolf, not Fox, nor Rot amongft our Sheep i

From thefe the Shepherd's Care his Flock may keep ;

Againft ill Luck all cunning Forefight fails;

Whether wc fleep cw wake, it naught avails.
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g The Si XTH Part of

C L 1 N E T.

Ah me the while I Ah me the hicklefs Day .

Ah lucklefs Lad I the rather might I fay.

Unhappy Hour! when firft, in youthful Bud,

I left the fair Sabrina's Siker Flood :

Ah fiJly 1 1 more filly than my Sheep,

Which on thy flow'iy Panks I once did keep.

Sweet are thy Banks ! Oh when (hall I once more

With longing Eyes review thy flow'ry Shore?

When, in the Cryftal of thy Waters, fee

My Face, grown wan thro' Care and Mifery?

When fliall I fee my Hut, the fmall Abode

My felF had rais'd and coverM o'er with Sci?

Tho' fmall it be, a mean and humble Cell,

Yet is there room for Peace and me to dwell.

T H E N O T.

And what the Caufe that drew thee firft away ?

From thy lov'd Home what tempted thee to ftray ?

C L I N E T.

A lewd Defire ftrange Lands and Swains to know:

Ah God ! that ever I fliould covet Woe I

With wand' ring Feet unblefs'd, and fond of Fame,

1 fought 1 know not what, befides a Name.
THEN or.

Or, footh to fay, didft thou not hither roam
In hopes of Wealth, th'ou cou'dft not find at home?
A rolling Stone is ever bare of Mofs j

And, to their Coft, gicen Years old Proverbs crofs.

C L I N E T.

Small Need there was, in flatt'ring Hopes of Gain,

To drive my pining Flock athwart the Plain

To diftant Cam: Fine Gain at length, I trow,

To hoard up to my felf fuch deal of Woe •

My Sheep quite fpent thro' Travel and ill Fare,

And, like their Keeper, ragged grow and bare:

Here, on cold Earth to make my nightly Bed,

And on a bending Willow reft my Head.

»Tis hard to bear the pinching Cold with Pain.

And hard is Want to the unptav:"^ii'd Swaia;



Mrs C E L L A N Y P O E M S-

Hut neither W;int, nor pinching Cold is hard,

I'o bl<<fting Storms of Calumny compar'd :

Ur.kind as Hail it falls, whole pelting Show'rs

Deftrc y the tender Herb and budding Flow'rs.

T H E N O T.

Slander, w-c Shepherds couat the grcatcft Wrong;
For, wiiat wounds forcr than an evil Tongue ?

C O L I N E T.

Untoward Lads, who Pleaf.tnce take in Spite,

Malce Mock of all the Dirties I cnditc.

Ill vain, O Col'n:cr, thy Pipe, fo fhiill,-

Chaims cv'ry Vale, and gladdens cv'iy Hill :

111 vain thou feek'ft the Cov'rings of the Grove, y
111 the cool Shi'xie to ling the Heats t>f Love v S»

No raflion, but rank Envy, canft thou move. ^
Sing what thou wilt, ill Nature will prevail

3

And ev'ry Elf has Skill enough to rail.

liut yet, tho' poor and aitlefs is my Vein,

.\c/;,!/c.ij fcems to like my fimplc Strain}

And long as he is pleas'd to hear my Song,

rhut to i^lerii'iAi does of right belong,

Nor Night, nor Day, (hall my rude Mufick cc.ifs;,

1 ask no more, fo I '''.cn.iUas plcal'c.

T H- L N T.

Mi'Utlcas, Lord of all the ncighb''ring Plains,

' lefejcves the Sheep, and o'er rhcShcpherds reigas.

01 him our yearly \Vakes and FealU ac hold,

\ad chufe the fattell Fiiftling from the Fold.

lie, good to all, that good dcferve, Ihall give

Thy Flock to feed, and thee at Eafe r& live;

Shall curb the MA.icc of uabtidled-Tongu.i^,

And with due Piaifc lewaid thy rural Sonj5,

C L I N E T,

Firft then (hall ligh'.fome Birds forget to fl/.

The briny Ocean turn to Failures dr;,.

And ev'ry rapid River ceafe to flow.

E'er 1 unmindful of Mena-at grow.^

B i
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T H E N T.

This Night thy Cares with me forget ; and fold

Thy Flock with mine, to ward th' injurious Cold.

Sweet Milk and clouted Cream, foft Cheefe and Curd,

With fome remaining Fruit of laft Year's Hoard,- -

Shall be our Ev'ning Fare : And for the Night,

Sweet Herbs and Mofs, that gentle Sleep invite.

And now behold the Sun's departing Ray
O'er yonder Hill, the Sign of ebbing Day.

With Songs the jovial Hinds return from Plow,

Andunyoak'd Heifers, pacing homeward, low.

77:?e Third Pastoral.
ALBINO.

WHen Virgil thought no Shame the /)or/c/;Reed

To tyne, and Flocks oi\Mantuan Plains to feed,

With young ^ngujlus'* Name he grac'd his Song ,

And Speeur, when amid the rural Throng

He carol'd fweet, and graz'd along the Flood

Of gentle Thames, made ev'ry founding Wood
With goad ^£/.':cd's Name to ring around j

£li^r*s Name on ev'ry Tree was found.

Since th^n, thro' ^Anna's Cares at Eafe we live>

And fee our Cattle in full Paftures thrive j

Like them will I my flender Mulick raife,

And teach the vocal Vallies ^-f/s.^/rt's Praifc.

Mean time on Oaten Pipe a lowly Lay,

While my Kids bronze, obfcure in Shades I play:

"let n6t obfcure, while Dorfet thinks not fcorn

To yifit Woods, and Swaiiis ignobly born.

Two Country SLwains, both mufical, both young,
In Friendfliip's mutual Bonds united long,

Ketir'd within a moffie Cave, to fiiun

The Croud of Shepheids, and the Noon-day Sun,
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A melancholy Thought poirefs'd their Mind :

Revolving now thefolemn Day they find.

When young Albino dy'd. His Image de.ir

Bedews their Checks with many a trickling Tear;
To Tears they add the Tribute of their Verfe -:

Thefe <Angcloty thofe Palin did rehcarfe.

^ N G E L O T.

Thus yearly circling by-paft Times return j

And yearly ihus albino's Fate we mourn':

albino's Fate was early, fliort his Stay j

How fweet the Rofe I How fpeedy the decay *

Can we forget how ev'ry Creature moan'd^

And fympathizing Rocks in Eccho groaa'd,

Prcfaging future Woe; when, for our Crimes,

We loft ^I'b'ino, Pledge of peaceful Times r

The Pride of Britain, and the darling Joy
Of all the Plains and ev'ry Shepherd Boy.

No Joyous Pipe was heat«i, no Flocks were feefl,

Noi." Shepherds found upon the graflie Green j

No Cattle graz'd the Field, nor drunk the Flood,

No Birds were heard to warble thto' the Wood.
In yonder gloomy Grove ftrctch'd out he lay,

His beauteous Limbs upon the dampy Clay,

The Rofes on his pallid Cheeks decay'd,

And o'er his Lips a livid Hue difplay'd:

Bleating around him lyc his penfive Sheep,

And mourning Shepherds come in Crowds to weep ;

Tiie pious Mother comes, with Grief oppiefs'd :

Yc, confcious Trees and Fountains, can nttefl

With what fad Accents and what moving Cries

She hll'd the Grove, and importun'd the Skies,

And ev'ry Scar upbraided with his Death,

When in her widow'd Arms, devoid of Breath,

She clafp'd her Son. Nor did the Nymph for tliis-

riace in her Dcarling's Welfare a'l her Blifs,

And teach him young the Sylvan Crook to wie'd,

And rule the peaceful Empire of the Field.

As milk-white Swans on Silver Streanrs do rtu> v,

And Silvej Streams to grace the Meadows flow j
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As Corn the Vales, and Trees the Hills adorn,

So thou to thine an Ornament waft born.

Since thou, delicious Youth, didft quit the Plainf,.

Th' ungrateful Ground we till with fiuitlefs Pains j

In labour'd Furrows fow the Choice of Wheat,

And over empty Shelves in Harveft fweat:

A thin Increafe our woolly Subftance yields,

And Thorns and ThiAles overfpread the Fields.

How all our Hopes are fled, like Morning Dew \

And we but iii our Thoughts thy Manhood view.

Who now fliall teach the pointed Spear to throw.

To whirl the Slii.g^ and bend the ftubborn Bow?
Nor doft thou live to blefs thy Mother's Days,.

And fhare the facrcd Honours of her Praife;

In foreign Fields to puichafe endlefs Fame,
And add new Glories to the Briu/h Name.
O peaceful may thy gentle Spirit reft I

And fiOw'ry Tuif lye light upon thy Breaft ;

Nor Ihrieking Owl, nor Bat, fly round thy Tomb>
Nor Midnight Fairies there to revel come.

P ^ L J N.

No more, miftaken ^ngclot, complain}

^liii'.o lives, and all our Tears arc vain.

And now the Royal Nymph, who bore him, deigns

To blefs the Fields, and rule the fimple Swains,

While from above propitious he looks down.

For this the golden Skies no longer frown.

The Planets fhine indulgent on our Ifte,

And rural Pleafures round about us .'mile.

Hills, Dales and Woods with fluilling Pipes rcfound ;

The Boys and Virgins dance with Garlands crowu'd,

And hail Albino bleft : The Vallics ring,

^^Ibir.o bleft. O now I if ever, bring
The Laurel green, the fmelling Eglantine,
And tender Branches from the mantling Vine,,

The dewy Cowflip, that in Meadow grows.
The Fountain Violet and Garden Rofe:
"Your Hamlets ftrew, and ev'ry publick Way,
And coafecratc tg Mitth ^K^'ino's Day.
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Uy felf will lavilh all my little Store,

And deal about the Goblet, flowing o'er .'

Old Mciilin there fliall harp, yo-jng Mo fing,

And Cuddy dance the Round amiuft tlie R'rg,

And Hobbinol his antick Gambols play.

To thee thcfe Honours yearly will we pay.

When we oux fliearing Feaft and Harvert keep.

To fpeed the Plow, and blefs our thiiving Sheep,

While Mallow Kids, and Endive Lambs purfue j

While Bees love Thyme, and Locufts fip the Dew^-

Wliile Birds delight in Woods their Notes to ftraiu.

Thy Name and f.vcet Memorial Ihall remain.

The Fourth Pastoral.
M ICO. A R G O U

^f 1 CO.

THis Place may Teem for Shepherds Leifure made^
So lovingly thcfc Elms unite their Shade.

Th' ambitious Woocbinc, how it climbs, to breath

Us balmy Sweets around on all bencatii I

The Ground with Grafs of cheerful Green befpre:id.

Thro' which the fpringing tiow'r up-rears its Head.
Lo here the King-Gup, of a golden Hue,

Medlv'd with Dai'ae.N white, awd Endive blue.

Haik how the gaudy Goldfinch, and the Thrudj,

Witli tuneful Wuiblir.gs nil that Bramble BuHi I

In pleafing Confcus all tlic Bi/ds combine,

And tempt U:j in the various Song to join.

Up, ^rgd, thcni and to thy Lip apply

Thy niCpiOw Pipe, or vocal Mufick try :

And, fmce our Ewes have graz'd.no harm, if they

Lye iound and liften, while their Lambkins play.

.A % G L.

':iie Place indeed gives Pkaiancc t-o the Eye^
.^.I'i ricrtfance works die Singer's Faacy higli:
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The fields breath fweet ; and now the gcHtle Breea

Moves ev'iy Leaf, and trembles thro' the Trees,

So fweet a Scene ill fuits my rugged Lay,

And better fits the Mufick thou canft play,

M I C 0.

No Skill of Mufick can I, Cmple Swain,

No fine Device thine Ear to entertain
j

Albeit fome deal I pipe, rude tho' it be,

Sufficient to divert my Sheep and me.

Yet Colinet (and Colinet has Sk IJ)

My Fingers guided on the tuneful Quill,

And try'd to teach me on what Sounds to dwell.

And where to fink a Note, and where to fwell.

yA \G L.

Ah Micol half my Flock would 1 beftow.

Would Colinet to me his Cunning Ihow.

So trim his Sonnets are, 1 prithee, Swain,

Now give us once a Sample of his Strain

:

lor, Wonders of that Lad the Shepherds fay.

How fweet his Pipe, how ravifliing his Lay:

The Swectnefs of his Pipe and Lay rehearfe.

And ask what Gift thou pleafeft for thy Verfe.

M 1 c 0.

Since then thou lift, a mournful Song I chufe;

A mournful Song becomes a mournful Mufe.

Faft by the River on a Bank he fate,

To weep a lovely Maid's untimely Fate,

Fair StdU hight: A lovely Maid was ihe,

"Whofe Fate he wept; a faithful Shepherd he»

Awake my Pipe ; in ev'ry Note exprefs

Fair Stella's Death, and Coltnct's Diftrefs,

O woful Day, O Day of Woe ! quoth he 5

And woful I, who live the Day to fee I

That ever fhe cquld die I O moft unkind.

To go, and leave thy CoUnet behind I

And yet, why blame I her? Full fain \yould flie.

With dying Arms, have clafp'd her fcff to The :

1 clafp'd her too; but Death was all too ftrong.

Nor Vows, nor Tears, could ficeting Life pr©iong>
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Teach me to grieve, with bleating Moan, my Sheep i

Teach me, thou ever-flowing Stream, to weep ;

Teach me, ye faint, ye hollow Winds, to fighj

And let my Sorrows teach me how to die :

Nor Flock, nor Stream, nor Winds, can e'er relieve

A Wretch like me, for ever born to grieve.

Awake, my Pipe j in ev'ry Note exprefs

Fair StelWs Death, and C«ti?ia*s Diftrefs.

Ye brighter Maids, faint Emblems of my Fai*,

With Looks caft down, and with difhevel'd Hair,

lij bitter Anguilh beat your Breafts, and moaa
ffcr HojLjr untimely, as it were your own.

Alas ! the fading Glories of your Eyes

In vain we doat upon, in vain you prize :

For, tho' your Beauty rule the lilly Swain,

And in his Heart like little Queens you rciga }

"iet Death will ev'n that ruling Beauty kill,

As ruthlefs Winds the tender Bloilbms fpill.

If either Miifick's Voice, or Beauty's Charm,
Could make him mild, and ftay his lifted Arm ;

My Pipe her Face, her Face my Pipe fliould favc.

Redeeming thus each other from the Grave.

Ah fruitlcfs Wifli! Cold Death's up-lifted Arm,
Nor Mufick can perfuade, nor Beauty charm :

For fee (O baleful Sight I) See where fhe lyes!

The thudding Flow'r, unkindly blafted, dies.

Awake, my Pipe i in ev'ry Note exprefs

Fair Stella s Death, and Colmeies Diftrefs.

Unhappy CoUnet / What boots thee now
To weave frclh Garlands for the Damfel's Brow?
Throw by the Lilly, DaflTadil and Rofe ;

One of black Yew, and Willow pale, compofe.

With baneful Henbane, deadly Night-lhade drefi ; .

A Garland, that may witnefs thy Unrcft,

My Pipe,who'e focthing Sound could laflion move.
And firft taught StelU's Virgin Heart to love,

Unrun'd, fhall hang upon this blafted Oak,

Whence Owls their Dirges ling, and Ravens Cioa'^;



i6 T/^^ Sixth Part <>/

Kor Lark, nor Linnet (hall by Day deligUr,

Nor Nightingale divert my Moan by Night ;

The Night and Day Ihall undiftinguidi'd be>

Alike to Stella^ and alike to me.

Thus fweetly did the gentle Shepherd fing,

And heavy Woe within loft Numbers bring:

A.nd now that Sheep-hook for my Song 1 cravej

^ '^ G L.

Not this, but one much fairer fhalr thou have,

Of feafon'd Elmj where Studs of Brafs appear,.

To fpeak the Giver's Name, the Mouth and Yeari'

The Hook of polifh'd Steel, the Handle turn'd.

And richly by-the Graver's Skill adorn'd.

O, Coliiut, ho».v Iweet thy Grief to hear I

How does thy Verfe fubdue the liit'ning Ear! ,

Not halffo fweet are Midnight Winds, that mOT©
In drowlie Iviurmurs o'er the waving Grove j

Noi; dropping Waters, that in Grots diftil,

And w'ith a tiakling Sound their Caverns fill :

So flag tl\c Swans, that in fofr Numbers wafte

Their dying Bicat'h, and warble to the laft.

And next to thee (liall Mivo bear the Bell,

That caa repeat thy peerlefs Verfe fo well.

But fee; the Hills increaujig Shadows caft:

The Sun, I ween, is leaving lis in hafte :

His weakly Rays but glimmer thro' the Wood,

And blueiih Mills arife from yonder Flood.

M I C 0.

Then fend our Curs to gather up the Sheep ;

GbodShepherdswith theirFlocks betimes fliouldflce|ij

i-'or, he chat late lyes down, as late will rile.

And, Sluggard like, 'till Noon-day fnoring lyes j

While in their Folds his injur'd Ewes complain.

And after dewy Paftures bleat in vain.
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'the Fifth Pastoral.
C U D D T.

IN Rural Strains we firft our Mufick try,

And, bafliful, into Woods and Thickets fly,

Diftruftful of our Skill. Yer, if thro' Time
Our Voice improving gain a Pitch fubJime;

Thy growing Virtues, SacItjiI, fliall engage

My riper Verfc, and my more fettled Age.

The Sun, now mounted to the Noon of Day,

Began to fhoot direct his burning Ray,

When, with the Flocks,their Feeders fought theShadej

A venerable Oak, wide-fpreading, made.

What fhould they do to pafs the loit'ring Time?
As Fancy led, each form'd his Tale in Rhyme :

And fome the Joys, and fome the Pains of Love,

And fome to fet out ftrange Adventures drove
;

The Trade of Wizzards fome, and Mnlm's Skill,

Anci whence to Charms fuch Empire o'er the Will,

Then Cuddy laft (who Cuddy can excel

In neat Device?) his Tale began to tclT.

When Shepherds flourifh'd in Lliz.a's Reign,

There liv'd. in great Efteem a jolly Swain,

Young Colin Clout J who well could pipe and fing.

And by his Notes invite the lagging Spring.

He, as his Cuftom was, at Leifure laid

In filent Shade, without a Rival plaid.

Drawn by the Magick of th'"imicing Sound,

What Crouds of mute Admirers flock'd around !

The Steerlings left their Foodj and Creatures, wild

By Nature form'd, infenfibly grew mild.

He makes the Birds in Troops about him throng.

And loads the neighb'ring Branches with his Son^,

Among the rert, a Nightingale of Fame,

Jealous, and fond of Praife, ta liften canve.
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she turn'd her Ear ; and emulous, with Prid^

Like Eccho, to the Shepherd's Pipe reply'd.

The Shepherd heard with Vvonderj and agaiflj

To try her more, renew'd his various Strain.

To all his various Strain fhe fliapes her Throatj

And adds peculiar Grace to ev'ry Note.

If Colifi in complaining Accents grieves,

Or brisker Motion to his Meafures gives j

If gentle Sounds he modulates, or ftrong,

She, not a little vain, repeats his Song :

But fo repeats, that Colin half defpisM

His Pipe and Skill, fo tnuch by others priz'd.

And, fweeteft Songftcr of the winged Kind,

What thanks, faid he, what Praifes can 1 find

To equal thy melodious Voice r In thee

The Rudenefs of my rural Fife 1 fee ;

Prom thee I learn to vaunt no more my Skill'.

Aloft in Air fhe fate, provoking ftill

The vanquifli'd Swain : Prcvok'd at laft, he ftrove

To fhew the little Minftrel of the Grove
His utmoft Art ; if fo feme fmall Efteem
He might obtain, and Credit lofl, redeem.

He draws in Breath, his rifing Breafl to fill j

Thro' all the Wood his Pipe is heard io fhrill.

From Note to Note in hafle his Fingers fly i

Still more and more his Numbers multiply j

And now they trill, and now they fall and rife,

And fwift and ilew they change, with fweet Surprize,

Attentive fhc does fcarce the Sounds retain,

But to her felf firfl conns the puzzling Strain j

And tracing careful, Note by Note, repays

The Shepherd, in his own harmonious Lays;
Thro' ev'ry changing Cadence runs at length.

And adds in Sweetnefs, what (he wants in Strength.

Then Colm threw his Fife difgrac'd afide j

While (he loud Triumph fings, proclaiming wide
Her mighty Conqueft. What could Colin more i

A little Harp, of Maple Ware, he boie:
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fflreHarp it felf was old, but newly ftrung,

Which ufual he a-crofs his Shoulders hung.
- Now take, delightful Bird, my laft Farewel,

He faid 5 and learn from hence, thou doft excel

JJo trivial Artift. And at that he wound
The murm'ring Strings, and order'd ev'ry Sound,

Then earncft to his Inftrument he bends,

And both his Hands upon thfc Strings extends.

The Strings obey his Touch, and various move.

The lower anfw*ring ftill to thofe above.

His reftlefs Fingers traverfe to and fro.

And in Purfuit of Harmony they go j

Now, lightly skimming, o'er the Strings they pafs,

Like Winds, that gently brufli the plying Grafs,

And melting Airs arife at their Command ;

And now, laborious, with a weighty Hand
He finks into the Cords with foiemn Pace,

And gives the fwelling Tones a manly Grace

:

Then, intricate he blends agreeing Sounds,

\Vhile Mufick thro' the trembling Harp abounds.

The double Sounds the Nightingale perplex.

And pos'd, Ihe does her troubled Spirit vex.

She warbles diffident, 'twixt Hope and Fear,

And- hits imperfed Accents, here and there.

Then r<;//7i play'd again, and playing Sung.

She, with the fatal Love of Glory ftung.

Hears all in Pain: Her Heart begins to fwell i

In piteous Notes fhe fighs, in Notes that tell

Her bitter AnguiJh. He, ftill linging, plies

His limber Joints: Her Sorrows higher rife.

How fliall Hie bear a Conqu'ror, who before

No equal, thro' the Grove, in Mulick bore ?

She droops, and hangs her flaggingW'ings/and moans.
And fetches from her Breaft melodious Groans.
Opprefs'd with Grief at laft, too great to quell,

Down breathlefs on the guilty Harp ihe fell.

Then Cjlin loud lamented o*er the Dead,
Aad^unavaiJing Tears profufely Ihed,
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And broke his wicked Strings, and curs'd his Sicill 5

And, beft to make toncmeut for the HI,

(If for fuch 111 Atonemerr might be made)

He builds her Tomb beneath a Laurel Shade:

Then adds a Vcrfc, and fetswith Flow'rs the Ground;

And makes a Fence of winding Oliers round

:

A Veife and Tomb is all 1 now can give.

And here thy Name at leaft, he faid, /hall live.

Thus ended C-Addy with the felting Su<i,

And by his Tale unenvy'd Praifes won.

Jhe Sixth Pastoral.
GERON. HOBBINOL. LANQUET.

G E\o k:

How ftill the Sea ! behold j how calm the Sky !

And how. in fportive Chafe, the Swallows fly \

My Goats, fecurefiom Harm, no Tendance need,

"While high on yonder hanging Rock they feed :

And here below, the banky Shore along,

Your Heifers graze : And I to hear your Song

Difpos'd. As cldeft, ^'o^^/«(j/, begin ;

And Lanquct's Under- Song by Turns come in.

n B B I N L.

Let others meanly {lake upon their Skill,

Or Kid, or Lamb, or Goat, or what they will ;

For Praifc we ling, nor Wager ought betide:

And, whofe the Praife, let G^^vci's Lips decide.

L ^ N ^V E T.

To Geron I my Voice and Skill commend i

Unbiafs'd he, to both is equal Friend.

U E T{ N.

Begin then, Boys, and vaiy well your Song;

Nor fear, from Gcron\ upright Sentence, Wrong.
A boxen Haut-boy, loud, and fweet of Sound,

All varnifli'dj find with brazen Ringlets bound.
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; to the Viftor gtve: No fmall Reward,

if with our ufual Country Pipes compard.
H O B B I X L.

The Snows are melted, and the kindly Rain
Defcends on cv'ry Herb, and ev'jy Grain

j

Soft balmy Breezes breath aloiig the Sky ;

The bloomy Scafon of the Year is nigh.

L ^ N ^ U E T.

The Cuckoo tells aloud her painful Lovc;

The Turtle's Voice is heard in ev'ry Grove;

The Paftures ch:inge; the warbling Linnets fing:

Prepare to welcome in the gawdy Spring,

HOB B I S 0'L.

"When Locufts in the fearny Bufhes cry,

When Ravens pant, and Snakes in Caverns lye;

Then graze in Woods, and quit ihc burning Tlainj

Elfc fliall ye prefs the fpungy Teat in vain.

L ^4 N <^U E ;

.

When Greens to Yellow vary, and you fee

The Ground bcftrew'd witii Fruits off ev'ry Tree,

And ftormy Winds are heaid ; think Winter near^

Nor truft too far to the declining Year.

HOBBIISIOL.
Full fain, O bleft EUzji ! would I praife

Thy Maiden Rule, and Albion's Golden Days.

Then gentle 6"n/;;ry liv'd, the Shepherds Frieud;

Eternal Bleflings on his Shade attend I

L ^ N ^V E T.

Thrice happy Shepherds now : For Dorfet loves

The Country Mufe, and our delightful Groves j

"While .^A^ma reigns. O ever m.ay (lie reign I

And bring on Earth a Golden Age again.

H B B 1 N O L.

I love in fecret all a beau.tcous Maid,

And have my Love in fecret all repaid.

This coming Night ihe does refeive for me.

Piviue her Namej and thou-thc Vi(aoi be.
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L ^ N S. V E T.

Mild as the Lamb, and harmlefs as the Dove,

True as the Turtle, is the Maid I love.

How we in fecret love, I fliall not fay.

Divine her Name j and I give up the Day.

H B B I N L.

Soft, on a Cowflip Bank, my Love and I

Together lay : A Brook ran muim'ring by.

A thoufand tender things to me fhe faid j

And I a thoufand tender Things repaid.

L ^ N ^ V E T.

In Summer Shade, beneath the cocking Hay,

What foft, endearing Words did flie not fay ?

Her Lap, with Apron deck'd, fhe kindly fpread.

And ftioak'd my Cheeks, and luli'd my leaning Head.
H O B B I N L.'

' Breath foft, ye Winds, ye Waters gently flow 5

Shield her, ye Trees, ye Flowers around her grow^

Te Swains, I beg you, pafs in Silence byj

My Love in yonder Vale aflcep does lye.

L ^ N §IV E T.

'Once Delia flept, on eafie Mofs reclin'd ;

Her lovely Limbs half bare, and rude the Wind ;

1 fmooth'd her Coats, and ftole a lilcnt Kifs.

Condemn me, Shepherds, if 1 did amifs.

H B B 1 N L.

As MrfrMwbath'd, by chance 1 pafTed by j

She blufli'd, and at me caft a fidelong Eye :

Then fwift beneath the cryftal Wave (he try'd

Her beauteous Form, but all in vain, to hide.

L ^ N ^V E T.

As I, to cool me, bath'd one fultry Day,
rond Lydia lurking in the Sedges lay.

The Wanton laugh'd, andfeem'd in hafte to fly 5

Yet often ftopp'd, and often turn'd her Eye.
H B B I N L.

When firft I faw, would 1 had never fcen,

^oung Lyfet lead the Dance on yonder Green 3
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Intent upon her Beauties as flie mov'd,

Toor, hcedJefs Wretch, at unawares 1 iov'd.

L U N St V E T.

When Lticy decks with Flow*rs her fweHing Breaft,

And on her Elbow leans, diflembJing Reft j

Unable to refrain ray madding Mind,

Nor Sheep nor Pafture worth my Care I find.

H Ti Ti I N L.

Come '^falindj O come I For, without thee.

What Pleafure can the Country have for me?
Come T{ofalindi O come ! My brinded Kine,

.My fnowy Sheep, my Farm and all is thine.

L ^ N ^ V E T.

Come T{ofali)id, O come I Here fliady Bow'rs,

^leie are cool Fountains, and here fpringingFlow'rs.

Come 'T{ofa/ind: Here ever let us ftay,

And fweetly w^fte our live-long Time away.

a 3 7i I N O L.

In vain the SeaCons of the Moon I know.
The Force of healing Herbs, and where they grow j

There is no Herb, no Seafon, may remove
from my foad Heart the racking Pains of Love.

L ^ N ^IJ £ T.

What profits me, that I in Charms have Skill,

And Ghofts and .Goblins order as 1 will:

Tct have, with all my Charms, no Pow'r to lay

The Sprite, that breijks my Quiet Ni^ht and Day,

H B "J^ 1 N U
O that like Cohn 1 had Skill in Rhymes:

To purchafe Credit vvith fuccecding Times I

Sweet Colin Cio.i*t\ vvho never yet had Peer,

Who lung thro' all the Scafons of the Year.

. L ^ N HV E T.

Let me like WrenochS^n^ 5 his Voice had Pow'r

To free th' eclipfing Moon at Midnight Hour :

And, as he fung, the Fairies, with their Qiieen,

In Mantles blu.e came t/ipping o'ei the Green,
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G E ^0 N.

Here end your pleafing Strife. Both ViAors arcj

And both with Coivi may in Rhyme compare.

A Boxen Haut Boy, loud, and fweet of Sound,

All varnifh'd, and with brazen Ringlets bound.

To both 1 give. A mizling Mift defcends

Adown that fteepy Rock: And this way tends

Yon diftant Rain, Shore-ward the Veflels fhive;

And, fee, the Boys their Flocks to Shelter drive.

True GREATNESS.
Vro^effe qu^m Confoici,

GIVE me a Soul fo great, fo high.

Let her Dimenfion ftretch the Sky :

That comprehends within a Thought,

The whole extent 'twixt God and Nought.

And from the World's firft Birth and Dare,

Its Life and Death csn calculate:

With all th' Adventures that fhall pafs.

To ev'ry Atom of the Mafs.

But let her be as Good as Great,

Her higheft Throne a Mercy-Sear.

Soft ^nd diffolving like a Cloud,

Lofing her felf in doing good.

A Cloud that l«ivcs its place above.

Rather than dry, and ufclefs move :

falls in -a fhowre upon the Earth,

And gives ten thoufand Seeds a Birth.

Hangs on the Flow'rs, and infant Plants,

Sucks not their Sweets, but feeds thcix Wants.

So lot this mighty Mind diffufc

All that's her o\sn to others ufcj

And free from private Ends, retain

Nothmg of Selfi not a bare Name.

The
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.^he Ninth Book of L u c a k.

Tran/lated from the Latin ly Mr, R o w e.

The ARGUMENT.
T/>^POCt having ended the fore^otni Boo!^ with the De.ith

of Pompejr, begins this -with his Aporheofis j from
thence, after a jhort Account of Cato's gAlhtring up

the \eliL\s of the Battel o/PharHiUi, nnd tranCporting

them to Cyrcae in Africa, he gyes on tt defcriie Cor-
neliA'j Pajfion upon the Detith of her Husband. ^-
Tnon^Jl- other things^ jhe infor/ft: his Son ScXtUS of his

F*ther*s Inji CommMfid), tt continue the War in De'

fence of the Common-weahh. ScxtUS ftts f^l for CAtO^s

Cimpy -where he meets his e!der Brother Cn. Tom-
peius, and ac(juaints him with tht Fate of their Fa'

tier. Upon this Occap.on tht Poct defriies tht T{age

I,f the elder Pompcy, and the Diforders that ha'pcn*d

in the Camp, both which Cato appeafes. To prevent

itny future Inconvenience of this kind, he refolves t»

fut them Hptn K/Hlion, and in order to that to join

ivith Juba. ^fter a Defcription of the SyrtS, and.

the r dangerot'.s Paffage by *em, follows Cilto's Speech

to encourage the Soldiers to march through the Defarts

/ Libya i then an account 0/ Libya, the Defxrts,

und tlietr March, In the middle of wijuh is .1 hcnu-

tiful Digreffion concerning the Tcmplc of Jupiter-

Ammon, with Labicnus'j rerfna/ion to CatO to en-

quire of the Oracle concerning the Event of the War,
4ind Caco'^ famous ^yinfwer. From thence, after A
warm Elogy p-[on C'XXO, the ^Author goes on to the

%/iccount of the Original of Serpents in Africk ; and
this, with the Defcription of tidr varioi*s KJ_nds, and
the feveral Deaths of the Soldiers ly ^eni, is perhaps the

fnoji poetical Part of this whole Work, ^i Lcptis he

leaves CatO, and retmns to Ca:rar, vj'iom he brings

V 1. VI. C
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into ^gypt, after saving /bewn him the l^ins of

Troy, aud from thence taken an Occajion to fpeak^

vaell of Poetry in General, and himfelf in Particntar.

Caefar, upon his ^Arrival on the Coafv of ^gypt, ii

met by an ^mbajfador from Ptolemy zvith Pom-
pcy'j Head. He receives the Prefent {^according to

Lucan) vjith a feign'*d ^Ihorrencey and concludei the

£ook^ with TearSy and a feeming Grief for the Mif-

fortunes of fo great a Man.

NOR in the dying Embers of its Pile

Slept the great Soul upon the Banks o( Nile,

Nor longer, by the Earthly Parts reftrain'd,

Amidft its wretched Reliques was dctain'd;

But aftive, and impatient of delay, [its way,"

Shot from the mould'ring Heap, and upwards urg'd

Far in thofe Azure Regions of the Air

Which border on the rowling ftarry Sphere,

Beyond our Orb, and nearer to that height.

Where Cinthia drives around her Silver Light j

Their happy Scats the Demy-Gods pofTefs,

Rcfin'd by Virtue, and prepar'd for Blifs

;

Of Life unblam'd, a pure and pious Race,

Worthy that lower Heav'n and Stars to grace,

Divine, and equal to the glorious Place :

There Pompiy^s Soul, adorn'd with heav'nly Light,

Soon (hone among the reft, and as the reft was bright

New to the blcft Aboad, with Wonder fill'd.

The Stars and moving Planets he beheld;

Then looking down on the Sun's feeble Ray,

Suivey'd our dubky, faint, imperfeft Day,

*^nd under what a Cloud of Night we lay.

But when he faw, how on the Siioar forlorn

Kis headlcfs Trunk was caft for publick Scorn
j

When he beheld, how envious Fortune ftill

Took Pains to ufe a fenfelefs Carcafs ill,

He fmil'd at the vain Malice of his Foe,

And pity'd iuipotciit Mankind below.
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Then lightly pafling o'er t/£mathia's Pluin,

His flying Navy fcattcr'd on tiic Main,

And cruel Cffar*s Tents ; he fix' d at laft

His Refidence in Brutus' facred Bread;

There brooding o'er his Country's Wrongs he fate.

The State's Avenger, and the Tyrant's Fare;

There mourn ful \ome might ftill her Pompey find.

There, and in Cato's free unconquer'd Mind.

He, while in deep fufpence the World yet lay,

Anxious and doubtful whom it Ihould obey.

Hatred avow'd to Pampey's fclf did bear,

Tho' his Companion in the Common War,

Tho' by the Senate's juft Command they ftooJ

Engag'd together for the Publick Good ;

But dread Pharfalia did all Doubts decide,

And firmly fix'd him to the vanquifh'd Side.

His helplcfs Country, like an Orphan left,

Friendlefs and poor, of all Support bereft.

He took and cherifli'd with a Father's Care, •>

He comforted, he bad her not to fear ;[of War. x
And taught her feeble Hands, once more the Trade ^
Nor luft of Empire did his Courage fway,

Nor Hate, nor proud Repugnance to Obey

:

Paflions and private Int'reft he forgot

;

Not for himfelf, but Liberty he fought.

Strcight to CorcyrA's Port his way he bent.

The fwift advancing Viftor to prevent

;

Who marching fudden on, to new Succefs,

The fcatter'd Legions might with eafe opptcfs j

There, with the Ruins of cy£marhias Field,

The flying Hoft, a thoufand Ships he fill'd.

Who that from Land with Wonder had dcfcry*d

The Palfing Fleet, in all its Naval Pride,

Stietch'd wide, and o'er the diilant Ocean fpread,

Cou'd have believ'd thofe might-y Numbers fled?

Malea o'crpaft, and the Tanarian Shore,

With fwclUng Sails he for Cythera, bore

:

C a
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Then Crete he faw, and with a Narthern Wind
Soon left the fam'd DiSt£an Ifle behind.

\jrg'd by the bold Phycantint's churlilh Pride,

(Their Shores, their Haven, to his Fleet deny'd)

The Chief revenged the Wrong, and as he pafi'd,

Laid their unhofpitable City walUi

Thence wafted forward, to the Goaft he came

Which took of old from Palwure its Name.

(Nor Italy this Monument alone ^
Can boaft, fince Ubyas Pali' Kreh^s fhown >
Her peaceful Shores were to the Trojan known.) ^

From hence they foon defcry, with doubtful Pain,

Another Navy on the diftar\t Main.

Anxious they ftand, and now expeft the Foe,

Now, their Companions in the publick Woe j

The Viftor's hafte enclines 'em moft to fear, ^
Each VefTel feems a hoftile Face to wear, >
And ev'ry fail they 'fpy, they fancy C^far there. '

But oh I Thofe Ships a diff'rent Burthen bore,

A mournful Freight they wafted to the Shore :

Sorrows, that might Tears ev'n from Cato gain,

And teach the rigid Stoick to complain.

When long the lad Cornelia's Pray'rs, in vain,

Kad try'd the -flying Navy to detain,

V/ith 6'e.v/f«i long had ft rove, and long implor'd.

To wait the Relicks of her muider'd Lord ;

The Waves perchance, might the dear Pledge reftorC^

And waft him bleeding from the faithlcfs Shore

:

Still Grief and Love their various Hopes ini'piic,

'Till ihe beholds her Pompey's fun'ral Fire,

'Till on the Land (lie fees th' ignoble Flame
Afcend, unequal to the H-croe's Name;
Then into juCi Complaints at length fhe broke.

And thus with pious Indignation fpokc.

Oh Fortune ! doft thou then difdain t' afford

My Love's lad Oflice to my dearsfl; Lord ?

Am 1 one chaft, one laft Embrace deny'd J

Shall 1 not lay me by his Clay-cold lidc,

Hot Tears to batheiiis. gapingWounds ptoviJ
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Am I unworthy the fad Torch to bear,

To light th€ Flame, and burn my flowing Hair?

To gather from the Shore the nobie Spoil,

And place it decent on the fatal Pile?

Shall net his Bones and facred Dufl: be born,

In this fad Bofom, to their peaceful Urn?

Wiiaie'er the laft conrumiiig Flame fhall leave, y

i
Sh:A\ not this widow'd Hand by Right receive,

Ajid to the Gods the precious Relicks give?

Pcihap5, this laft Refpccl: which I fliould fhow, -p

Some vile Ejypiian H-and docs now bcftow, ^
InJMriotts to the 'Hotnan Shade below, ^

Happy, my Crajftsts^ were rhy Bones, which lay

Expos'd to P.irthrAn Birds and Beafis o'Piey.

Hei-e the kft Rites the cruel Gods allow,

And fot 'a Ciaife my Pampey^s Pile bcftow.

Tor ever will the fame fad Fate return? y
Still -an Hhburicd Husband mnft 1 mouin, •>-

And weep my Sorrows o'er an empty Urn i
^

But why rhonld Tombs be built, or Uvns be made?
Does Grief like mine require their feeble Aid?

Is he not lodg'd, thou Wretch, witjiiu thy Heart,

And fix'd n ev'ry deateft vital Part?

O'er Monuments furviving Wives may grieve,

S\\e ne'er will need 'em, who difdains to live.

But oh ! behold where yon malignant Flames
Caft feebly forth their mean inglorious Be.ims:

From my lovM Lord, his dear Remains, they lifcj

And bring my Pompey to my weeping Eyes j

And now they fink, the languid Lights decay, -*

The cloudy Smoak all Eaftward rolls away, >
And wafts my Hcroc to the Riling Day. *
Me too the Winds demand, with frelhning Gales,

Envious they call, and ftrctch the fwelling Sails.

No Land on Earth fcems dear as Erjpt now, -y

No Land that Crowns and Triumphs did beftow, >
And with new Laurels bound my rompey''i Biow, ^

C I
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That happy Fompey to my Thoughts is loft.

He that is Itit, lyes dead on yonder Coaft i

He, only he, is all I now demand,

For him 1 linger near this cmfed Land:
Endear'd by Crimes, for Horrors lov'd the more,

1 cannot, will not, leave the Pharian Shore,

Thou, Sextm, thouflialtprove the Chance of War,-

And thro' the World thy Father's Enfigns bear,

ThenhcarhislaftCommand,entruftedtomyCare.
«• When e'er my laft, my fatal Hour fhall come,
*' Arm you, my Sons, for Liberty and 'Rome;

^' While one (hall of our Free-born Race remain,
«* Let him prevent the Tyrant f^/^r's Reign.
<« From each fiee City round, from cv'ry Land,
*' Their warlike Aid in rompiy^s Name demand.
*< Thefe are the Parties, thefe the Friends he leaves,

<' This Legacy your dying Father gives.

*« If for the Sea's wide Rule your Arms you bear, ^'
*'• A Pompey ne'er can want a Navy there, >•

*« Heirs ofmy Fame, my Sons, Ihall wage my War. *

** Only be bold, uncoD<juer'd in the Fight,
« And, like your Father, ftill defend the Right.
«* To Cato, if for Liberty he ftand, -p

•' Submit, and yield you to his ruling Hand, ^
*< Brave, Juft, and only worthy to command. "^

At length to thee, my Pompey, I am Jurt,

I have furviv'd, and well difcharg'd my Truft j

Thro' Chaos now, and the dark Realms below,

To follow thee, a willing Shade I go ;

If longer with a lingring Fate I ftrivc, ^
*Tis but to prove the Fain of b'ing alive, S>

*Tis to be Curs'd, for daring to furvive. ^

She, who could bear to fee thy Wounds, and live,

New Proofs of Love, and fatal Grief Ihall give.

Nor need f^c fly for Succour to the Sword,

The fteepy Precipice, and deadly Cord i

She from her fclf fliall find her own Relief,

And fcoins to die of any Death but Giicf.
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So faid the M-itron ; and about her Head
Her Veil fhc draws, her mournful Lyes to fliadc ;

Refolv'd to fluoud in thickeft Siiades her Woe,
She fecks the Ship's deep darkfom Hold below,

There lonely left, at Icifuie to complain,

She hugs her Sorrows, and enjoys her Pain;

Still with frclh Tears the living Grief does feed,

And fondly loves it, in her Husband's flcad.

In vain the ber.ting Surges rage a!oud.

And fwclling EHrtts grumb'es in the Shroud i

Her, nor t!ie Wavci beneath, nor Winds above.

Nor all the noilie Cries of Feat can move:
In full en Peace compos'd for Death flic lyes,

And waiting, iongs to hear the Tempeft rife;

Then hopes liic Scamens Vows fhal' aW be croft.

Prays for the Storm, and wifiies to be loft.

Soon from the P!j.tri,\n Coaft the Navy bore.

And fought thro' foamy Sea> the Qprinn Shore i

Soft Eaftern Gales prevailing thence alone,

To C4to*s Camp and Lilrya waft 'cm on.

With mournful Looks from Land, (as oft we know,
A fad Prophetick Spirit waits on Woe,)
Pamper^ his Brother and the Fleet beheld,

Now near advancing o'er the Wat'ry Field:

Straight to the Beach with headlong hafte he flics,

Where is our Father, Sex.ns, whtre ? he cries :

Do we yet Live? Stands yet the Sov'raign State?

Or does the World, with Pomper, yield to Fate ?

Sink we at length before the Conqu'ring Foe?
And is the Mighty Head o( liome laid low ?

He ftid; the mournful Brother thus reply'd
; -p

O happy thou, whom Lands and Seas divide >
From Woes, which did to ihefe fad Eyes betide. -^

Thefc Eyes', which of their Horror ftill complain.
Since they beheld out Godlike Father flain.

Nor did his Fate an equal Death afford.

Not fuftci'd him to fall by UJar's Swoid.

C4
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Truftiiig in vain to hofpitafcle Gods,

He dy'd, opprefs'd by vile E^ypti^u odds:

By the curs'd Monarch of KiWs- flimy Wtive

He fell, a Viftim to tiie Crown he gave,

yes, 1 beheld the dire, the bloody Deed j

Thefe Eyes beheld our valiant Father bleed :

Amaz'd I look'd, and fcaree believ'd my Fear.

Nor thought th' Egyptian cou'd fo greatly darcj

Eut flill I look'd, and fancy'd Cxjar there.

But oh I not all his Wounds lo much did move,
Fierc'd my fad Soul, and ftruck my Filial Loyc,

As that his venerable Head they bear,

Their wanton Trophy fix'd upon a Spear j

Thro' cv'ry Town 'tis ihown the Vulgar's Sporr,

And the lewd Laughter of the Tyrant's Court.

'Tis faid, thflt Ptolemy preferves this Prize,

Proof of the Deed, to glut the Viftox's Eyes.

The Body, whether rent or born away,

By foul Egyptian Dogs, and Birds of Prey j

Whether within their greedy Maws cntomb'd,

,Or by thofe wretched Flames, we faw, confum'dj

Its Fate as yet we know not, but forgive :

That Crime unpunifh'd, to the Gods we leave,

*Tis for the part prcfcrv'd alone we grieve.

. Scarce had he ended thus, when Pjmpeyy warm
With noble Fury, calls aloud to Arm 5

Nor fctks in Sighs and helplefs Tears Relief,

But thus in pious Rage exprefs'd his Grief.

Hence all aboard, and hafte to put to Sea,

Urge on againft the Winds our adverfe way}
With me let ev'ry "-RomAn Leader go.

Since Civil Wars were ne'er fo juft as now.
Pompey^s unbury'd Relicks ask your Aid,

Call for due Rites and Honours to be paid.

Let Egypt's Tyrant pour a purple Flood,

And footh the Ghofl with his inglorious Blood.

Not Alexander Ihall his Priefts defend,

Eofc'd from his Golden Shriiie he fliall defceiid :
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In MAreotis deep 1*11 plunge him down,

Becpnn the fluggifh Waves the Royal Carcafs drown.

From his proud Pyramid xAmaJis torn, -^

With his long Dynafties my Rage fliall mourn, >
Aiid floating down their muddy Kile be born. ^
Each ftatcly Tomb and Monumental Stone,

For thee, unburicd Pompey, fhall atone.

J/ts no more fhall draw the cheated Crowd,

Nor God 0/iris in his Linnen Shrowd ;

St*ript of their Shrines, with fcorn they fnall be caf^i?

To be by ignominious Hands dcfac'd

:

Their holy ^pis of immortal Breed, "" -y

To Por^pe}*s Duft a Sacririce fliall bleed, >-

While burning Deities the Flame fliall fetd. -^

Wafte fhall the Land be laid, and never know -^

The Tiller's Care, nor feci the crooked Plowj S
None fliall be left for whom the Nile may flow; J
'Till the Gods banilh'd, and the People gone,

JEgypt to Pompey fhall be left alone.

He faid; then hafty to Revenge he flew,

And Seaward out the ready Navy drew.

But cooler Cato did the Youth alfwage.

And prailing much, compieft his filial Rage.

Mean time rhe Shores, the Seas, and Skies arounc?,'

With mournful Cries for Pempe/s Death refound.

A rare Example have their Sorrows fhown.

Yet in no Age befido, nor People known.

How falling- Pow'r did with Compafllon meet.

And Crowds deplor'd the Ruins of the Great.

But when the fad Cornelia firfl appear'd,

When on the Deck her mournful Head fhe rear'd.

Her Locks hung rudely o'er the Matron's Face,

With all rhe Pomp of Grief's diforder'd Graccj

When th^y beheld her wafted quite with Woe,
And fpent with Teiirs that never ceas'd to flow,

Agv-in rhey feci their Lol's, again complain,

And hcav'ii and Earth ring with their Cries igA'm^
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Soon as (Tic landed on the friendly Strand,

Her Lord's laft Rites employ her pious Hand;
To his dear Shade fhc builds a fun'ral Pile,

And decks it proud witii many a noble Spoil.

There fhonc his Arms with aatick Gold inlaid, -j

There the rich Robes which flic her fclf had made, >
Robes thrice to Capitolian Joze difplay'd: ^
The Rclicks of his pad viftorious Days -|

Now this his lateft Trophy ferve to raifc, ^
And in one common Flame together blaze. ^
Such was the weeping MJtron's pious Care:

The Soldiers, taught by her, their Fires prepare j

To every valiant Friend a Tile they buiid,

That fell for 'F^ome in cuii'd rharJjUas Field j

Siretch'd wide along the Shores, the Flames extend,

And, grateful to tl>c wandring Shades, afccnd.

So when ^ppnhar. Hinds with Art renew

The wintry Paflures to their verdant Hew,
That Flow'rs may rife, and fpringing Grafs return.

With {^reading Flames the wither'd Fields they burn,

Carganui then and lofty Vultur blaze,

And draw the diilant wondring Swains to gaze;

Far are the glitt'ring Fires defcry'd by Night,

And gild the dusky Skies around with Light.

But oh I not all the Sorrows of the Crowd
Tkat fpoke their free impatient Thoughts aloud,

That tax'd the Gods, as Authors of their Woe,
And charg'd 'em with Negleft of Things below j

Not all the Marks of the wild Peoples Love,

The Heroes Soul, like Cati^^s Praifc, could move j

Few were his Words, but from aHi honcft Heart, ^
Where Fadion and where Favour had no part, >
Eut Truth made up for Paflion and for Art. *
We've loft a 'T^/nan Citizea (he faid)

Oiue of the nobleft of that Name is dead j

Who, tho' not equal to our Fathers found,

Noj: by theix ilix^cll Kulcs of Judi^e bouad^
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Yet from his Faults this Benefit we draw, •*

He, for his Country's good, tranfgrcfs'd her LawS
To keep a bold Licentious Age in Awe. ^
"^me held her Freedom dill, tho' he was great.

He fway'd the Senate, but they rul'd the State.

When Crouds were willing to have worn his Chain,

^

He chofe his private Station to retain, S
That all might free, and equal all remain. *
War's boundlefs Fow'r he never fought to ufc.

Nor aik'd, but what the People might refufc ;

Aluch he poflefs'd, and wealthy was his Store, -y

Yet ftill he garher'd but to give the more, >
And 7^r/;f, while he was rich, could ne'er be poor. »

He drew the Sword, but knew its K.\gt to Charm,
And lor'd Peace beft, when he was forc'd to Arm ;

Unmov'd with all the glittering Pomp of Pow'r,

He took with Joy, but laid it down with moiej
His charter Houfliold and his frugal Board,

Nor Lcwdnefs did, nor Luxury afford, C
Ev'n in the higheft Fortunes of their Lord. \
His noble Name, his Country's Honour grown, %

Was venerably round the Nations knowu, [flione. S
And as 'Rome's faircft Light and brighceft Glory *-

When betwixt Minus and fierce SjHa toft.

The Commonwealth her ancient Freedom loft.

Some (liadow yet was left, fome fliew of Pow'r j

Now ev'n the Name with Pompcy is no more:
Senate and People all at once are gone.

Nor need the Tyrant blufh to mount the Throne
Oh happy Pompcy I happy in thy Fate,

Happy by falling with the filling State,

Thy Death a benefit the Gods did grant, [want.

Thou might'l^ have liv'd thofe Pharian Swords to

Freedom, at leaft, thou doft by dying gain, -^

Nor liv'fi to fee thy Julia's Father i^cign ; >
FrecDeath is Man's lirft ]Uifs,thcnext istobcflain. ^
Such Mercy only, 1 from Jaba crave,

(If Foituae Ihould ©idaia me Jt*l/a's Slave)
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To Cafar let him fhew, but ihcw me dead,

And keep my Carcafe, fo he takes my Head.

He faid, and pleas'd the noble Shade below,

More than a thoufand Orators could do,

The' Tully too had lent his charming Tongue,
Aiid %omc^s full Forum with his Praife had rung,

But Difcord now infefts the fallen Crowd,

And now they tell their Difcontents aloud i

When Tarchon hxi\ his flying Enfigns bore,

Caird out to march and haften'd to the Shores

Him Cato thus, purfuing as he mov'd,

Sternly befpoke, and juftly thus reprov*d.

Oh reftiefs Author of the roving War,

Boft thou again Piratick Arms prepare?

Pompej, thy Terror and thy Scourge, is gone.

And now thcu hop'ft to rule the Seas alone.

He faid, and bent his Frown upon the reft, -p

Of whom one bolder thus the Chief addrefs'd, ^
And thus their wearinefs of War confefs'd. •^-

For Pompey's fake (nor thou difdain to hear)

This Civil War we wage, thefe Arms we bearj

Him we prefert'd to Peace: But (Cato) now.

That Caufe, that Mafter of our Arms lyes low.

Let us no more our abfent Country mourn,

Eut to our Homes and Houfiiold-Gods return;

To the chaft Arms from whofe Embrace we fled,

And the dear Pledges of the Nuptial Bed.

For oh ! what Period can the War attend, [end?

Which nor Pharfal!a.^s Field nor Pompey's Death caa
The better Times of flying Life are paft.

Let Death com.e gently on in Peace at laft.

Let Age at length with providential Care
The necclTary Pile and Urn prepare.

All Rites, the cruel Civil War denies.

Part ev'n o£ Pompej yet unbuiy'd lyes.

Tho' vanquilh'd, yet by no Barbarian Hand
We feat not Exile in a foreign Land,

Nor are our Necks by Fortune now befpoke-

To bear the 6tyth}An oi Armenian Yokes
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The Viftor ftill a Citizen we own.

And yield Obedience to the "^man Gown.
While Pompey liv'd, he bore the Sov'reign Swayj

Cafar was next, and him we now obey j

With Reverence be the facred Shade adoi'd.

But War has giv*n us now another Lord,

To Cafnr and fuperior Chance we yield:

All was determin'd in Emathia's Field.

Not (hall our Arms on other Leaders waft, ^
Nor for uncertain Hopes moleft the State, >
We follow'd Por/j;7«7 once, but now we follow F ate,

«^^

What Terms, what Safety can we hope fojc now.
But what the Viftor's Mercy fliall allow 3

Once Pompey^s Prefencc juftify'd the Caufe,

Then fought wc for our Liberties and Laws

;

With him the Honours of that Caufe lye dcadj

And all the Sandity of War is fled.

If, Cato, thou for TR^/ne thefc Arms doft bcarj

If ftill, thy Country only be thy Care,

Seek we the Legions where Thome's Enfigns fly,

Where her proud Eagles wave their Wings on hIgFi<,''

No matter who to Pompey^s Pow'r fucceeds^

We follow where a %oman Conful leads.

Thus faid, he leap'd Aboardj the youthful Sort

Join in his Flight, and hafte to leave the Port 5

The fenfelcfs Crowd their Liberty difdain.

And long to wear viftorious Cafar's Chain j

Tyrannick Pow'r now fuddcn feem'd to threat

The ancient Glories of l^we's free-born State,

'Till Cato fpoke, and thus deferred her Fate.

Did then your Vows and fervile Pray'rs confpiic

Nought but a haughty Mafter to deliie?

Did you, when eager for the Battel, come
The Slaves oi Pompey ^ not the Friends oi%omc?
Now, weary of the Toil, from War you fly.

And idly lay your ufelefs Armour by 5

Your Hands negleft to wield the ihining Sword,

. Nor can you fight but foi a King and Loid»
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Some mighty Chief you want, for whom to Sweat 5 -v

Tour fclvcs you know not, or at leaft forget, C
And fondly bleed, that others may be great j 3
Meanly you toil to give your felves away.

And die to leave the World a Tyrant's Prey.

The Gods and Fortune do at length afford

A Caufe moft worthy of a T{onia)i Sword

.

At length 'tis fafe to conquer. Pompey now
Cannot by your Succefs too Potent grow;

Tet now ignobly you with-hold your Hands,

When nearer Liberty your Aid demands.

Of three who durft the fovcreign Pow'r invade,

Two by your Fortune's kinder Doom lyc dead 5

And Ihall the Pharian Sword and Fanhian Bow
Do more for Liberty and T^ome than you ?

Bafe as ye are, in vile Subjeftion go,

And fcorn what Ptolemy did ill beitow.

Ignobly Innocent, and meanly Good,
Tou durft notftain your hardy Hands in Bloodj

Feebly a while you fought, but foon did yield,

And fled the firft from dire Pharfalia's Field i

Go then fecure, for C<tfar will be good.

Will pardon thofc who are with Eafc fubdu'dj

The pitying Viftor will in Mercy fpare

The Wretch, who never durft provoke his War.
Go, fordid Slaves ; one lordly Mafter gone.

Like Heirlooms go from Father to the Son,

Still to enhance your fervile Merit more,

Bear fad Cornelia weeping from the Shore j'

Meanly for Hire expofc the Matron's Life,

Metelltis Daughter fell, and Pompe/s Wifej

Take too his Sons: Let C^far find in you
Wretches that may ev'n Ptolemy out-do.

But let not my devoted Life be fpar'd,

The Tyrant greatly (hall that Deed reward j

Such is the Price of Carols hated Head,

That all your former Wars fhall well be paid 5

Kill me, and in my Blood do C^efar Right,

'Tis mean to hiive no othex Guilt but Flight,
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He faid, and floppM the flying Naval Pow'rj

Back they rcturn'd repenting to the Shore.

As when the Bees their waxen Town forfake,

Carelefs in Air their wandring way they take,

No more in cluftring Swarms condens'd they fly.

But fleet uncertain thro' the various Sky j

No more from Flow'rs they fuck the liquid Sweet,

But all their Cares and Induftry forget

:

Then if at length the tinkling Brafs they hear.

With fwift amaze their flight tlicy foon forbear
5

Sudden their flow'ry Labours they renew,

Hang on the Thyme, and fip the balmy Dew.
Mean time, fecure on HybWs fragrant Plain,

With Joy exults the happy Shepherd Swain 3

Proud that his Art had thus prefcrv'd his Store,

He fcorns to think his homely Cottage poor.

With fuch prevailing force did Cato^s Care -^

The fierce impatient Soldiers Minds prepare, >
To learn Obedience, and endure the War. ^

And now their Minds, unknowing of Repofc,

With bufie Toil to exercife he chofe;

Still with fucceflive Labours are they ply'd,

And oft in long and weary Marches try'd.

Before Cyrene's Walls they now fit down ; -y

And here the Vigor's Mercy well was fhown, ^
He takes no Vengeance of the Captive Town; ^

Patient he fpares, and bids the Vanquifh'd live,

Sinct Caro, who could conquer, could forgive.

Hence, Libyan Juha's Realms they mean t* cxpIoiCj

Juba, who borders on the fwarthy Moor j

But Nature's Boundaries the Journey flay,

The Syrts are fix'd athwart the middle way 5

Yet led by faring Virtue on they prefs.

Scorn Oppofition, and ftill hope Succefs.

When Nature's Hand thefltft Formation try'd^.

When SciiS fr®m Lands Ihe did at firft divide.

The SyrtSi nor quite of Sea nor Land bereft,

A mingled Mafs unccitain itill flie left^



4^ The Sixth Pa r t <>/

For nor the Land with Seas is quite o'ei-fprea3? y
Nor fink the Waters deep their oozy Bed, >
Nor Earth defends itsShore, nor lifts aloft its Head. »

The Site with neither, and with each complies.

Doubtful and inacceflible it lyes;

Or 'tis a Sea with Shallows bank'd around,

Or 'tis a broken Land with Waters drown'd;

Here Shores advanc'd o'er Neptune's Rule we find.

And there an inland Ocean lags behind.

Thus Nature's purpofe by her k\f deftroy'd, -^

Is-ufelefs to her fclf and unimploy'd, ^
And part of her Creation ftill is void. S
Perhaps when firfl the World and Time began,

Here fwelling Tides and plenteous Waters ran.

But long confining on the burning Zone,

The finking Seas have felt the neighb'ring Sun y
Still by degrees we fee how they decay,

And fcarce refift the thirfly God of Day,

Perhaps, in diftant Ages, 'twill be found,

When future Suns have run the burning round,

Thefe Syrts fhall all be dry and folid Ground:
Small are the Depths their fcanty Waves retain.

And Earth grows daily ohthe yielding Main, •

And now the lo;iden Fleet with adive Oars
Divide the liquid Plain, and leave the Shores,;

When cloudy Skies a gath'ring Storm prefage.

And ^ufler from the South began ro rage,

Full from the Land the founding Tempcfl: roars,

Kcpels the (welling Surge, and fweeps the Shores 5

The Wind purfues, drives on the rolling Sand,

And gives new Limits to the growing Landj
'Spighf of the Seaman's Toil the Storm prevails,

In vain with skilful Strength he hands the Sail's,

In vain the cordy Cables bind 'em faft,

At once it rips and rends 'em fiOm the Mafl j

At once the Winds the fluttering Canvas tear,

Then whirl and whisk it thro' the fportivc Air,

Some timely for the rifing Rage prepar'd,

full the ioofe Sheet, and lalh it to the Yard;
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In vain their Care 5 fudden the furious Blaft

Snaps by the Board, and bears away the Maftj

Of Tackling, Sails, and Maft, at once bereft.

The Ship a naked helplefs Hull is left.

Forc'd round and round, fhe quits her purpos'd way^

And bounds uncertain o'er the fvvelling Sea.

But happier fome a Heady Courfc maintain,

Who ftand far out, and keep the deeper Main.

Their Mafts they cut, and driving with the Tide,

Safe o'er the Surge beneath the Tempeft ride j

In vain did from the Southern Coaft their Foe,

All black with Clouds, old ftormy j^ujhrhlowi

Lowly fecure amidft the Waves they lay, ^
Them did old Ocean 'fpight of Winds convey, >
Heav'd his broad Back, and roll'd 'em on their way. -^

Some on the Shallows ftrike, and doubtful ftand.

Part beat by Waves, part fix'd upon the Sand.

Now pent amidft the Shoals the Billows roar,

Dafh on the Banks, and fcorn the new-made Shores

Now by the Wind driv'n on in heaps they fwell.

The ftcdfaft Banks both Winds and Waves repel:

Still with united Force they rage in vain, ^
The fandy Piles their Station fix'd maintain, ^
And lift their Heads fecure amidft the watry Plain. -^

There Tcap'rl from Seas, upon the faithlefs Strand, ^
With weeping Eyes the ihipwreck'd Seamen ftand, P
And caft afliore, look vainly our for Land. •^.

Thus fome were loft ; but far the greater part

Preferv'd from danger by the Pilot's Art,

Keep on their Courfe, a happier Fate partake,

And reach in fafety the Tritonian Lake.

Thefe Waters to the tuneful God are dear,

Whofe vocal Shell the Sea-green Nereids hear

;

Thefe PalUs loves, fo tells reporting Fame,
Here firft from Heav'n to Earth the Goddefs camej
(Heav'ns Neighbourhood the warmer Clime betraysj

And fpeaks the nearer Sm'^ immediate Rays)
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Here her fiift Footfteps on the brink fhe ftaid,

Here in. the watry Glafs her Form furvey'd.

And caird her felf, from hence, the chaftc Tri-

toman Maid.

Here Lethe^s Streams from fecret Springs below, -p

Rife to the Light j here heavily, and flow, ?•

The filcnt dull forgetful Waters flow j
^

Here, by the wakeful Dragon kept of old,

Hcfperian Plants grew rich with lilting Gold ;

tongfince the Fruit was from the Branches torn,

And now the Gardens their loit Honours mourn:
Such was in ancient Times the Tale receiv'd,

Such by our good Forefathers was believ'd j

Kor let Enquirers the Tradition wroiig.

Or dare to quefllon, now, the Poet's facred Song:
Then take it for a Truth, the wealthy Wood,
Here under golden Boughs low bending ftood

;

On fome large Tree his Folds rhe Serpent wound,-*

The fair Hefperian Virgins watch'd around, >
And join'd to guard the rich forbidden Ground j*^

But great ^Alcides came to rnd their Care,

Strip'd the gay Grove, and left the Branches bare j

Then back returning fought the ^rgive Shore,

And the bright Spoil to proud EarifihcHs bore.

Thefe famous Regions and the Syrts o'erpaft,

They reach' d the GaramMtian Coaft at laft j

Here under Pompey^s Care the Navy lyes.

The gentleft Clime beneath the Libyan Skies.

But Cato's Soul, by Dangers unreftrain'd,

Eafe and a dull unaftive Life difdain'd.

His daring Virtue urges to go on
Thro* Defart Lands, and Nations yet unknown j

To march, and prove th' unhofpitable Ground,

To fliun the Syrts, and lead the Soldier round.

Since now tcmpeftuous Seafons vex the Sea,

And the declining Year forbids the watry Way 5

He fees the cloudy drizling Winter near.

And hopes kind Brains may cool the fultiy Air:
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So happ'Iy may they journey on fecure,

'Nor burning Heats, nor killing Frofts endure ;

But while cool Winds the Winter's Breath fuppliesp

With gentle Warmth the Libyan Sun may rife, P
And both may join and temper well the Skies. ^
But e'er the toilfom March he undertook,

The Heroe thus the liftning Hoaft befpoke :

Fellows in Arms I whofe Blifs, whofe chiefeft Good
Is T^we's Defence, and Freedom bought with Blood i

You, who, to die with Liberty, from far

Have follow'd Cato in this fatal War,

Be now for Virtue's noblefl Task prepar'd.

For Labours many, perillous and hard.

Think thro* what burning Climes,whatWiIds wc go.

No leafie Shades the naked Defarts know,
INor filver Streams thro' flowry Meadows flow.

But Horrors there and various Deaths abound,

And Serpents guard th' unhofpitable Ground.

Hard is the Way ; but thus our Fat-e demands j

T^wf and her Laws we feek amidft thefe Sands.

Let thofe who glowing with their Country's Love,

Refolve with me thefe dreadful Plains to prove,

Nor of Return nor Safety once debate,

But only dare to go, and leave the reft to Fate,

Think not I mean the Dangers to difguife.

Or hide 'em from the cheated Vulgar's Eyesj
Thofe, only thofe, fhall in my Fate partake,

Who love the Daring for the Danger's fake,

Thofe who can fuffer all that worft can come.
And think it what they owe themfelves and '^me.

If any yet fhajl doubt, or yet fliail fear j

If Life be, more than Liberty, his Care j

Here, e'er we journey further, let him flay, y
Inglorious let him, like a Slave, obey, S-

And feek a Maftcr in feme fafer way. ^
Foremoft, behoid, I lead you to the Toil,

My Feet fhall foremoft print the dufty Soil

:

Strike me the fiift, thou flaming God of Day,
Fiift let mc feci thy fierce, thy fcorching Ray j
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Ye living Poifons all, ye fnalcy Ttain,

Meet me the firft upon the fatal Plain.

In ev'ry Pain, which you my Warriors fear.

Let me be firft, and teach you how to bear.

Who fees me pant for Drought, or fainting firft^'

Let him upbraid me, and complain of Thirft.

If e'er for Shelter to the Shades I fty.

Me let him carfe, me, for the lultiy Sky.

If while the weary Soldier marches on, ^ -

Your Leader by diftinguifh'd Eafe be known, ? .

Forfake my Caufe, and leave nic there alone.

The Sands, the Serpents, Thirft, and burning Heatj

Are dear to Patience, and to Virtue fweet",

Virtue, that fcoms on Cowards Terms to pleafe, '

Or cheaply to be bought, or won with Eafe ;

Bur then fhe joys, then fmiles upon her State, ^
Then faireft to her felf, then moft compleat, ^
When glorious Danger makes her truly great. ^
So Libyti's Plains alone (hall wipe -away

The foul Dilhonours of Pharfalias Day ;

So fhall your Courage now, tranfceud that Fears •

You fled with Glory there, to Conquer here.

He faid ; and hardy Love of Toil infpii'd j

And ev'ry Breafl with Godlike Ardor fir'd.

Strait, carelefs of Return, without delay

Thro'. the wide Wafte he took his pathiefs Way,
Libya, ordain'd to be his laft Retreat,

Receives the Heroe, fearlefs of his Fate;

Here the good Gods his laft of Labours dobm,
H-ere fhall his Bones and facred Duft find room.
And his great Head be hid within an humble

Tomb. -^

If this large Globe be portioned right by Fame,
Then one third Fart fhall Tandy Lihja claim :

Bfit if we count, as Suns defcend and rife,

If we divide by Eaft and Wefb the Skies.

Then with fair Europe^ Libya fhall combine,

Aad both to make the Weftcxn Half (hall join,

I
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i-'Dl'hilfl: wide-extended ^fia fills the reft, -»

.• Of all from TanAis to Nile polTeft, P
And reigns fole Emprefs of the dawning Eaft. ^

; Of all the Libyan Soil, the kindlieft found

Far to the Weftcrn Seas extends its Bound j

Where cooling Gales, where gentle Zephyrs fly.

And fetting Suns adorn the gaudy Sky :

And yet ev'n here no Liquid Fountain's vein

• "Wells thro' the Soil, and gurgles o'er the Plain :

But from our Northern Glime, our gentler Heav'n>

;
Refrefhing Dews and fruitful Rains arc driv'nj

AH bleak, the God, cold Boreas, fpreads his Wing,

'And with our Winter, gives the Libyan Spring.

- No wicked Wealth infe<Sl:s the fimple Soil,

Nor golden Ores difclofe their fhining Spoil

:

Pure is the Glebe^ 'tis Earth, and Earth alone,

To guilty Pride and Avarice unknown

:

. There Citron Groves, the Native Riches, grow, ^•
There cool Retreats and fragrant Shades bettow, >
And hofpitably skreen their Guefts below. -^

. Safe by their Leafy Office, long they flood

. O facred, old, unviolated Wood,
' ^Till T{oman Luxury to ^/wJ^ pafl,

And Foreign Axes laid their Honours wafte.

Thus utmofl: Lands are ranfack'd, to afford

The far-fetch'd Dainties, and the coftly Board.

. But rude and wafteful all thofe Regions lye -y
\

That border on the Syrts, and feel too nigh >
Their fukry Summer Sun, and parching Sky. ^'

• No Harveft, there, the fcatter'd Grain repays,

But withering dies, and e'er it fhoots decays:

There never loves to fpring the mantling Vine,

Nor wanton Ringlets round her Elm to twine :
The thirfly Duft prevents the fwelling Fruit,

Drinks up the gen'rous Juice, and kills the Root;
Thro' fecret Veins no temp' ring Moiftures pafs.

To biftd with vifcous Force the mould' ring Mafs^
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But Genial Jove avcrfe, difdains to fmile.

Forgets, and curfcs the neglefted Soil,

Thence lazy Nature droops her idle Head,

As cv'iy vegetable Scnfe were dead j

Thence the wide dreary^ Plaim one Vifage wear, y
Alike in Summer, Winter, Spring appear, >
Nor feel the Turns of the revolving Year. ^
Thin Herbage here (for forae ev'n here is found)

The Nafamojiian Hinds colled around ;

A naked Race, and barbarous of Mind,

That live upon the Loffes of Mankind:

The Syrts fupply their Wants and Barren Soil,

And ftrow th' unhofpitable Shores with Spoil.

Trade they have none, but ready ftill they fland, -«

Rapacious, to invade the wealthy Strand, >
And hold aCommercejthuSjwith ev*ry diftant Land. •

Thro' this dire Country Cato's Journey lay.

Here he purfu'd, while Virtue led the Way.

Here the bold Youth, led by his high Command,
Fcarlcfs of Storms and raging Winds, by Land
Repeat the Dangers of the fwelling Main,

And ftrive with Storms, and raging Winds again:

Here all at large, where nought reftrains his Force,

Impetuous ^ujier runs his rapid Courfe;

Nor Mountains here, nor fteadfaft Rocks rcfift.

But free he (weeps along the fpacious Lift.

No ftable Groves of ancient Oaks arife,

To tire his Rage, and catch him as he flies j

But wide around the naked Plains appear,

Here fierce he drives unbounded thro' the Air,

Roars, and exerts his dreadful Empire here.

The whirling Duft, like Waves in Eddies wroiight,

Rifing aloft, to the mid Heav'n is caught

;

There hangs a fullen Cloud, not falls again,

^ot breaks, like gentle Vapours, into Rain.

Gazing, the poor Inhabitant defcries.

Where high above his Land and Cottage flics j
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Bereft, he fees his loft Poflefiions there.

From Earth tranfported, and now fix'd in Air.

Not rifing Flames attempt a bolder Flight

;

Like Smoke by rifing Flames unlifted, light

The Sands afcend, and ftain the Day with

But now, his utmoft Pow'r and Rage to boaft.

The ftormy God invades the \oman Hoftj

The Soldier yields, unequal to the Shock,

And ftaggers at the Wind's ftupendous Stroke.

Amaz'd he fees that Earth, which lowly lay,

Forc'd from beneath his Feet, and torn away.

Oh Libya ! were thy pliant Surface bound.

And form'd a folid, clofc compafted Ground

;

Or hadft thou Rocks, whofc Hollows deep below,

Wou'd draw thofe ranging Winds that loofcly blow 5

Their Fury, by thy firmer Mafs oppos'd.

Or in thofe dark infernal Caves inclos'd.

Thy certain Ruin wou'd at once compleat.

Shake thy Foundations, and unfix thy Scat;

But well thy flitting Plains have learn'd to yield, -y

Thus not contending thou thy place haft held, ^
Unfix'd art fix'd, and flying kccp'ft the Field. ->

Kclms, Spears and Shields, fnatch'd from the war-

like Hoft,

Thro' Heaven's wide Regions far away were toft j

While diftant Nations, with Religious Fear, -p

Beheld 'em, as fome Prodigy in Air, >
And thought the Gods by them dcnounc'd a War. ^^

Such hap'Jy was the Chance, which firft did raife

The pious Tale, in Prieftly Numa's Days; [Hcav'n,

Such were thofe Shields, and thus they came from
A facred Charge to young Patricians giv'n j

Perhaps long fince to lawlefs Winds a Prey,

from far Barbarians were they forc'd away;
Thence thro' long airy Journies fafe did come.
To cheat the Crowd with Miracles at T^ome.

Thus wide o'er Libya rag'd the ftormy South,

Thus cv'ry way aiTail'd the Latian Youth

:
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Each fcv'ial Method for Defence they try,

Now wrap their Garments tight, now clofe they lyes

Now finking to the Earth, with weight they piefs,

Now clafp it to 'em with a ftrong Embrace.

Scarce in that Pofture fafc, the driving Blaft

Bears hard, and almoft heaves 'era off at Jaft.

Mean time a fandy Flood comes rolling on,

And fwelling Heaps the proftratc Legions drown;

New to the fudden Danger, and difmaid, ^
The frighted Soldier hafty caJls for Aid, ^
Heaves at the Hill, and ftruggling rears his Head. ^

Soon (hoots the growing Pile, and rear'd on high,

Lifts up its lofty Summit to the Sky :

High Tandy Walls, like Forts, their PaUagc ftay,

And riling Mountains intercept their Way :

The certain Bounds which fliould their Journey-^

The movingEarth anddufty Deluge hide j [guide,
'^

So Landmarks fink beneath the flowing Tide. ^
As thro' mid Seas uncertainly they move,

Led only by Jove's facted Lights above :

Part ev'n of them the Ltbym Clime denies,

Forbids their native Northern Stars to rife,

And fhades the well-known Luftrefrom their Eyes

Now near approaching to the burning Zone,

To warmer, calmer Skies they journey'd on.

Theflackning Storms the neighb'iing Sun confefs, -^

The Heat ftrikes fiercer, and the Winds grov/ lefs, C

Whilft parching Thirft and fainting Sweats i^i-

\

creafe. ^
As forward on the weary Way they went.

Panting with Draught, and all with Labour (pent,

Amidft the Defart, defolare and dry,

One chanc'd a little trickling Spring to fpyj

Proud of the Prize,^ he drain'd the fcanty Store,

And in his Helmet to the Chieftain bore ;

Around- in Crowds the thirfty Legions ftood, »
, Their throats and clammy jaws with duft bcftrew'd, ^
And all with wifliful Eyes the liquid Tieafure view'd. »

Around
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Around the Leader caft his careful Look, -^

Sternly, the tempting envy'd Gift he took, >
Held it, and thus the Giver fierce befpoke: ^

And think'ft thou then that I want Virtue moil I

Am 1 the meaneft of this ^mm Hoft I

Am I the firft foft Coward that complains

!

That fiirinks, unequal to thefe glorious PainsI

Am I in Eafe and Infamy the firft!

Rather be thou, Bafe as thou art, Accurs'

Thou that dar'ft Drinkjwhen all befide thee

He faidj and wrathful ftretching forrh his Hand,
loyr'd out the precious Draught upon the Sand.

Well did the Water thus for all provide, -y

Lnvy'd by none, while thus to all deny'd, >
A little thus the gen'ral Want fupply'd. ^
Now to the facred Temple they draw near,

Whofe only Altars Libyan Lands reverej

There, but unlike the Jove by \ume adoi'd,

A Form uncouth, ftands Heav'n's Almighty Lord.

No regal Enfigns grace his potent Hand,

Nor Ihakes he there the Lightning's flamijig Brand j

But, ruder to behold, a Homed Ram
Belies the God, and ^Amynon is his Namej
There tho' he Reigns unrival'd and alone.

O'er the rich Neighbours of the Toriid Zone j

Tho' fwarthy c^-hiops are to him confin'd.

With vf/-^^)', the'blcft, and wealthy Lide;

Yet no proud Domes are rais'd, no Gems are fecn.

To blaze upon his Shrines with coftly Sheen

5

But plain and poor, aad unprophan'd he flood.

Such as, to whom our great fore-fathers bow'd :

A God of pious Times, and Days of Old,

That keeps his Temple fafc from %oman Gold.

Here, and here only, thro' wide Libya's Space,

Tall Trees, the Land, and verdant Herbage grace

;

Here the loofe Sands by plenteousSprings ate boundj
Knit to a Mai's, and moulded into Giomid;
VOL, YI, D
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Here fmiling Nature wears a fertile Drefs,

And all Things here the prefcnt God confcls.

Yet here the Sun to neither Pole declines,

But from his Zenith vertically ihines :

Hence, ev'n the Trees no friendly Shelter yield.

Scarce their own Trunks the leafy Branches fhield;

The Rays defcend direft, all round embrace.

And to a central Point the Shadow chace.

Here equally the middle Line is found.

To cut the Radiant Zodiack in its Round

:

Here unoblique the BhU and Scorpion rife.

Nor mount too fwift, nor leave too foon the Skies

3

Nor Libra do's too long the T{am attend.

Nor bids the Maid the fijhy Sign defcend.

The Boys and Centam juftly Time divide.

And equally their fev'ral Seafons guide ;

Alike the Crab and wintry Goat return.

Alike the Lyon and the flowing Vrn.

If any farther Nations yet are known,
Beyond the Libyan Fires, and fcorching Zone

;

Northward from them theSun's brightCourfe is made,'

And to the Southward ftrikes the leaning Shade:

There flow Bootes^ with his lazy Wain
Pefcending, feems to reach the wat'ry Main.

Of all the Lights which high above they fee, -n

No Star whatever from Neptttne*s Waves is free, /
The whirling Axle drives 'em round, and plunges ^

in the Sea. 3
Before the Temple*s Entrance, at the Gate,

Attending Crowds of Eaftern Pilgrims wait :

Thefefrom the horned God expeft Reliefj

But all give way before the Latian Chief.

His Hoft, (as Crowds are Superftitious ftill) y
Curious of Fate, of Future Good and 111, >
And fond to prove Prophetick ^mmon's Skill, ^

Intrcat their Leader to the God wou'd go.

And from his Oiade T^wt's Fortunes know

;
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But Labienus chief the Thought approved.

And thus the common Suit to Cato mov*d.

Chance, and the Fortune of the Way, he faid.

Have brouglit Jove's facred Counfels to our Aid;

This Greateft of the Gods, this Mighty Chief,

In each-Diftrcfs (hall be a furc Relief}

Shall point the diftant Dangers from afar.

And teach the future Fortunes of the War.

To thee, Oh Cmo\ Pious! Wife! and Juft I

Their dark Decrees the cautious Gods fhall truft;

To thee their Fore-determin'd Will (hall tell :

Their Will has been thy Law, and thou haft kept
it well-

Fate bids thee now the Noble Thought Improve;
Fate brings thee here, to meet and talk with Jove,

Inquire betimes, what various Chance (hall comc>
To Impious Cafar, and thy native %ome

; >
Try to avert, at leaft, thy Country's Doom. •-*

Ask if thefe Arms our Freedom Ihall reftore:

Or elfe, if Laws and Right (hall be no more.
Be thy great Breaft with Sacred Knowledge fraught,

To lead us in the wandring Maze of Thought :

Thou, that to Virtue ever wcrt enclin'd,

Learn what it is, how certainly Defin'd,

And leave fome Perfeft Rule to guide Mankind.
Full of the God that dwelt within his Breaft,

The Hero thus his fecret Mind exprefs'd,

And In-born Truths reveal'd ; Truths which might
Become ev'n Oracles themfelves to tell. [well

Where wou'd thy fond, thy vain Enquiry go ?

What Myftick Fate, what Secret wou'dft thou know?
Is it a Doubt if Death ihou'd be my Doom, -»

Rather than live 'till Kings and Bondage come, ^
Rather than fee a Tyrant crown'd in %pme ?

^
Or wou'dft thou know if, what we value here.

Life, be a Trifle hardly worth our Care?
What by Old Age and Length of Days we gain.

More than to lengthen out the Senfe of Pain J

D z
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Or if this World, with all its Forces join'd, *%

The univerfal Malice of Mankind, ^
Can fliake or hurt the brave and honeft Mind ? ^
If ftable Virtue can her Ground maintain,

M'hile Fortune feebly threats and frowns in vain^

if Good in lazy Speculations dwell.

And barely be the Will of doing well ?

If T\^g'jt be independent oi Succefs,

And Conqueft cannot make it more nor lefs?

Arethefe, my Friend, the Secrets thouwou'dftknow^'

Thofe Doubts for which to Oracles we go?

*Ti3 known, 'tis plain, 'tis all already told,

And horned Amnion can no more unfold:

From God deriv'd, to God by Nature join'd.

We aft the Didates of his mighty Mind:

And tho' the Priefts are mute, and Temples ftill,

God never wants a Voice to fpeak his Will.

Whenfirft we from thcteemingWombweie brought,^

With in-born Precepts then our Souls wer« fraught, >
And then the Maker his new Creatures taught. •*

Then when he form'd, and gave us to be Men,

He gave us all our ufeful Knowledge, Then,

Can'ft thou believe, the vaft eternal Mind
Was e'er to Syrts and Lihym Sands confin'd ?

That he would chufe this wafte, this barren Ground,•
To teach the thin Inhabitants around, C
And leave his Truth in Wilds and Defarts drowu'd ? »

Is there a Place that God would chufe to love ~
Beyond this Eaith, the Seas, yon Heav'n above, %t

And virtuous Minds: the nobleft Throne {oi Jove ? ^
Why fcek we faither then ? Behold around, ^
How all thou fee'ft do's with the God abound, C
Jcue is alike in all, and always to be found. J

Let thofe weak Minds, who live in doubt and fear.

To juggling Priefts for Oracles repair;

One certain Hour of Death to each decreed.

My fixt, my certain Soul from doubt has freed ;

The Coward, and the Brave, are doom'd to falij

And when Jsvi toi4 this Tiwth, he lOld us aii^
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So {^oke the Hero ; and to keep his Word,

Nor ^mmon, nor his Oracle cxplor'd ^

But left the Crowd at freedom to believe.

Arid- take fuch Anfwers as the Prieft fhou'd give.

Fbremoft on foot he treads the burning Sand,

Bearing hrs Arms in his own patient hand j

Scorning another's weary Neck to prefs.

Or in a lazy Chariot loll at Eafe ;

The panting Soldier to his Toil fuccecds,

Where no Command, but great Example leads.

Sparing of Sleep, ftill for the Reft he wakes,

And at the Fountain laft his Thirft he flakes ;

Whene'er by Chance fome living Stream is found.

He ftai.>ds and fees the cooling Draughts go round,

Stays 'till the laft and meaneft Drudge be paft,

And *tUl his Slaves have Drunk, difdains to taftc.

If ttue good Men defcrve immortal Fame,
If Virtue, tho' diftrefs'd, be ftill the famej
Whatc'er our Fath^ers greatly dar'd to do, -*

Whatever they bravely bore, and wifely knew, >
Their Virtues all are his,and all their Praifehis due. ^
Whoe'er with Battels fortunately fought,

Whoe'er with \oman Blood fuch Honours bought ?

This Triumph, this on Libyans utmoft Bound,
With Death and Defolation compafs'd round,

To all thy Glories, Pompey, I prefer,

Thy Trophies, and thy third Triumphal Car,

To Mariui' mighty Name, and great Jugmthine
War.

His Country's Father here, O "Rome, behold,
Worthy thy Temples, Piiefts, and Shrines of Gold:
If e'er thou break thy lordly Matter's Chain,
If Liberty be e'er reftor'd again,

Him (halt thou place in thy divine Abodes,
Swear by his holy Name,and rank him with thy Gods.
Now to thofe fult'ry Regions were they paft, -y

Which Jove to ftop enquiring Mortals plac'd, >
And as theii utmoft, Southern, Limits caft, ->

D 3
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Thirty, for Springs they fcarch the Defart rounHj
And only one amidft the Sands they found j

Well ftoi'd it was, but all Accefs was barr'di
The Stream ten thoufand noxious Serpents guard :

Dry ^fpicks on the fatal Margin ftood.

And Dipfas thirftcd in the middle Flood :

Back from the Stream the frighted Soldier flies,

Tho' parch'd, and languifhing for Drink, he dies;

The Chief beheld, and faid, You fear in vain, ^
Vainly from fafe and healthy Draughts abftain, >
My Soldier, drink, and dread not Death or Pain. J
When urg'd to rage, their Teeth the Serpents fix>

And Venom with our vital Juices mix;
The Peft infus'd thro' ev'ry Vein runs round,

Infcfts the Mafs, and Death is in the Wound.
Haxmlefs and fafe, no Poifon here they fhed:

Ke faid j and firft the doubtful Draught eflay'd ;

He, who thro' all their March, their Toil, their Thirft,

Demanded here alone to driiik the fiift.

Why Plagues, like thefe, infeft the Lihyan Air,

Why Deaths unknown in various Shapes appear;

Why fruitful to deftroy the curfed Land
Is temper'd thus, by Nature's fecret Hand j

Dark and obfcure the hidden Caufe remains.

And ftill deludes the vain Enquirer's Pains j

Unkfs a Tale for Truth may be believ'd,

And the good-natur'd World be willingly deceiv'd.

Where Weftern Waves on fartheft Libya beat,

Warm'd with the fetting Sun's defcending Heat,

Dreadful Medufa fix'd her horrid Seat

;

No leafy Shade, with kind Protcftion, Ihields

The rough, the fquallid unfrequented Fields;

Ko mark of Shepherds, or the Plowman's Toil,

To tend the Flocks, or turn the mellow Soil :

But rude with Rocks, the Region all around.

Its xMiftrefs, and her Potent Vifage own'd.

'Twas from this Monfter to afHi^l Mankind,

That Nature fitft produc'd the Snaky Kind j
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On her atfirft their forky Tongues appear'd ;

From her their dreadful Hiffings firft were heard.

Some wreach'd in Folds upon her Temples hung j

Some backwards to her Wafte depended long j

Some with their riling Crefls her Forehead deck}

Some wanton play, and la(h her fwelling Neck:
And while her Hands the cuiiing Vipers comb,
Poifon diftiils around, and Drops of livid Foam.
None, who beheld the Fury, could complain j

*5o fwift their Face, preventing Death and Pain:

£*er they had Time to fear, the Change came on>

And Motion, Senfe and Life were loft in Stone ;

The Soul it felf, from fudden Flight debarr'd,

Congealing, iia the Body's Fortune Ihax'd.

The Dire EHmenides could Rage infpire,

But could no more ; the tuneful Thracian Lyre
Infernal Cerberus did foon aflwage,

Luird him to Reft, and footh'd his triple Ragej
Hydr*\ fev'n Heads the bold ^Alcides view'd.

Safely he faw, and what he faw fubdu'd :

Of thefc in various Terrors each excell'dj

But all to this Superior Fury yield.

Phorctis and Cetoy next to Neptune he.

Immortal both, and Rulers of the Sea,

This Monfter's Parents did their Offspring dread.

And from her fight her Sifter Gorgajs fled,

Old Ocean's Waters, and the liquid Air,

The univerfal World her Pow'r might fear :

All Nature's beauteous Works ihe cou'd invade, 7
Thro' every Part a lazy Numnefs Ihcd, x
And over all a ftony Surface fpread. ^
Birds in their flight were ftopt, and pond'rous grown.
Forgot their Pinions, and fell fenfelefs down.
Beafts to the Rocks were fix'd, and all around
Were Tribes of Stone and Marble Nations found.
No living Eyes fo fell a Sight could bear,

Her Snakes themfehes, all deadly tho' they were.

Shot backward from hex Face, and flirunk aw;

for fear, D 4
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By her a Rock Titattian ^tlas grew.

And Heav'n by her the Gyants did fubdue j

Hard was the Fight, and Jove was half difmay'd,

'Till Pallas brouglit the Gorgon to his Aid :

The heav'nly'Nation laid afide their Fear,

Por loon fhc finilh'd the Prodigious War ;

To Mountains turn'd, the Monfter Race remains

The Trophies of her Pow'r on the Phlegraan Plains*

To teek this Monfter, and her Fate to prove, -p

The Son of DanaV and golden Jove, ?
Attempts a Flight thro' airy Ways above. ^
The "Youth Cyllenian Hermes Aid implor'd j

The God aflifted with his Wings and Sword,

His Sword, which late made watchful ^4rgHs bleed.

And 16 from her cruel Keeper freed j

Unwedded Pallas lent a Sifter's Aid
;

But ask'd, for rccompence, Medafa's Head.

3Ea.l^vvard fhe warns her Brother bend his flight.

And from the Gorgon Realms avert his Sight;

Then arms his Left with her refulgent Shield,

And lliews how there the Foe might be beheld.

Deep Slumbers had the drowzy Fiend pofTeft,

Such as drew on, and well might feem her laft :

And yet fhe flcpt not whole ; one half, her Snakes

Wiitchful, to guard their horrid Miftrefs, wakes j

The reft difhevel'd, loofely, round her Head,

And o'er her diowzy Lids and Face were fpread.

Backward the Youth draws near, nor dares to look.

But blindly, at a venture, aims a Stroke

:

His falt'ring Hand the Virgin Goddcfs guides,

And from the Monfter's Neck her fnaky Head divides,'

But oh I what Art, what Numbers can exprefs

The Terrors of the dying Gordon's Face!

What Clouds of Poifon from her Lips arife !

What Death, what vaft Deftiu£tion threaten' d ia

her Eyes!

'Twas fomewhat that immortal Gods might fear,

Moie than the warlike Maid her fclf could beiti.
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The viftor Perfeus ftill had been fubdu'd,

Tho' wary ftill, with Eyes avcrfe he ftood;

Had not his heav'niy Sifter's timely Care
Veil'd the dread Vifage with the hiffing Hair j

Seiz'd of his Prey, Heav'nwards, uplifted light,

Oti Hermes nimble Wings, he took his Flight.

Now thoughtful of his Courfe, he hung in Air,

And meant, thro' Europe's happy Clime to ftccrj

'Till pitying Pallas wain'd him not to blaft

Ker fruitful Fields, nor lay her Cities wafte.

For who would not have upwards caft their Sight,

Curious to gaze at fuch a wond'rous Flight \

Therefore by Gales of gentle Zephyrs born.

To L'Lya's Coaft the Heroe minds to turn.

Beneath the fult'ry Line, expos'd it lyes

To deadly Planets, and malignant Skies.

Still with his fiery Steeds, the God of Day
Drivcinhro' that Heav'n,and marks his burning Way.
No Land more high erefts its lofty Head,

The iilverMoon m dim Ec!ip!e to Ihade
5

If'-^thro' the Summer Signs dircd fnc run,

Nor bends obliquely. North or South, to (hun

The envious Earth that hides her from the Sun.

Yet cou'd this Soil accurft, this barren Field,

Increafe of Deaths, and pois'nous Harvefts yield.

Whcte-e'er fublime in Air the Viftor flew, '

^
The Monftcr's Head diftill'd a deadly De^v; C
The Earth recciv'd the Seed, and pregnant grew. -^

Still as the putrid Gore dropt on the Sand,

'Twas tempei'd up by Nature's forming hand}
The glowing Climate makes the Work compJeat,

And broods upon the Mafs, and lends it genial Heat,
Firft of- thofe Plagues the diowzy ^fp appear'd.

Then firft her Cieft and Aveliing Neck fhe rear'dj

A larger drop of black congealing Blood
Diftinguifn'd her amidft the deadly Brood.

•Of all the Serpent Race are none fo fcil, [pArclI;

Nous with fo many Deaths, fuch plea^eous Venom
D S
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chill in thcmfelvcs, our colder Climes they fhun#

And chufe to bask in yAfric's warmer Sun j

But Nile no more confines 'cm now : What Bound
Can for infatiate Avarice be found I

freighted with Libyan Deaths our Merchants come.
And pois'nous ^fps are things of Price at T{ome,

Her fcaly Folds th' Bamorrhois unbends.

And her vaft length along the Sands extends }

Where-e'er flie wounds, from ev'ry Part the Blood
Guflies refiftlefs in a Crimfon flood.

Amphibious fome do in the Syrts abound.

And now on Land, in Waters now are found.

Slimy Chelyder^s the parch'd Earth diftain.

And trace a reeking Furrow on the Plain,

The fpottcd Cenchris, rich in various Dyes,

Shoots in a line, and forth direftly flies j

Not Theban iviarbles are fo gayly drefs'd.

Nor with fuch party-colour'd Beauties grac*d*

Safe in his earthy Hue and dusky Skin,

Th' ^mmodytes lurks in the Sands unfeen :

The t Svjimmer there the cryftal Stream pollutes j

And fwift, thro* Air, the flying t Javelin fhoots.

The Scytate, e'er yet the Spring returns.

There cafts her Coat j and there the Dipfas burns;

The ^mphisbana doubly arm'd appears,

At either end a threatening Head (he rears.

JCaise^d on his aftivc Tail the Pareas ftands.

And as he pafTes, farrows up the Sands.

^he Prcfiir by his foaming Jaws is known
The Sep invades the Fieili and firmer Bone,

Diffolves the Mafs of Man, and melts his Fabrick

down.

The Sa/i/isk^y with dreadful hillings heard.

And from afar by ev'ry Serpent fear'd,

To diftance daves the Vulgar, und remains

The ioiiely Monarch of the defart Plains.

I Numcj of Str^cntS). NatxijC; Jaciilimi^

?abrick C
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And you, ye Dragons of the fcaly Race,

Whom glittering Gold and fhining Armours grace,

In other Nations harmlefs are you found

Their guardian Cemi and Proteftors own'dj

In ^fric only are you fatal ; there, ^
On wide-expanded Wings, fublime you rear S-

Your dreadful Forms, and drive the yielding Air. ^

The lowing Kine in droves you eh ace, and cull

Some Mafter of the Herd, fome mighty Bull :

Around his ftubborn Sides your Tails you twift.

By force comprefs, and burft his brawny Cheft.

Not Elephants are by their larger lize

Secure, but with the reft become your Prize,

Refiftlcfs in your Might, you all invade.

And for Dcftruftion need not Poifon's Aid.

Thus.thro' a thoufand Plagues around 'era fpread, •%

A weary March the hardy Soldiers tread, P
Thro* rhirft, thro' Toil and Death, by Cato\ ed. ^

Their Chief, with pious Grief and deep Regret,

Each moment mourns his Friends untimely Fate 5

Wond'ring, he fees fome fmall, fome trivial Wound
Extend a valiant T{oman on the Ground.
^ulusy a noble Youth of Tyrrhene Blood,

Who bore the Standard, on a Dipfas trode j

Backward the wrathful Serpent bent her Head,

And, fell with Rage, th' unheeded wrong repay*d.

Scarce did fome little mark of Hurt remain.

And fcarce he found fome little fenfe of Pain j

Nor cou'd he yet the Danger doubt, nor fear

That Death, with all its Terrors, threaten'd there.

When lo I unfeen, the fecret Venom fpreads,

And ev'ry nobler Part at once invades 5

Swift Flames confume the Marrow and the Brain,

And the fcorch'd Entrails rage with burning Paia^

Upon his Heart the thirfty Poifons prey,

And drain the facred Juice of Life away 3

No kindly floods of Moifture bathe his Tongue^

But cleaving to the paiehed Roof it kung 5
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No trick'ling Drops diftil, no dewy Sweat,

To cafe his weaiy Limbs, and cool the raging Heat/

Nor cou'd he weep; ev'n Grief cou'd not fupply -^

Streams for the mournful office of his Eye, p
The never failing fource of Tears was dry. ^
Frantick he flies, and with a carelefs Hand "^

Hurls the neglefted Eacje on the Sand; [mand: P
Nor hears, nor minds, his pitying Chief's Com-
For Springs hefeeks, he digs, he proves the Ground,

For Springs,, in vain, explores the Defart round.

For cooling Draughts, which might their Aid impart.

And quench the burning Venom in his Heart.

Tlung'd in the Tanais, the %honc, ot Po, y
Or ///;>, whofe wand'ring Streams o'er Egypt flow, >
Still wou'd he rage, tlill with the Feaver glow. ^

The fcorching Climate to his Fate confpires,

And L'bjas Sun aflTifts the Dipfn's Fires.

Now ev'ry where for Drink, in vain, he pries, -j

Now to the Syrts and briny Seas he Ries; ^
The briny Seas delight, but fcem not to fui^ice : ^
Nor yet he knows what fecret Plague he nurs'd.

Nor found the Toilon, but believ'd it Thirft.

Of Thirft, and Thirft alone, he ftill conriplains,

Raving, for Thirft, he tears his Iwelling Veins;

From ev'ry Veflel drains a Crimfon Flood,

And quaffs in greedy Draughts his vital Blood,

This Cato faw, and ftraight without delay,

Commands the Legions on to urge their way 5

Nor give th' enquiring Soldier. time to know
What deadly Deeds a fatal Thirft gou'd do.

But foon a Fate more fad, with new furprize.

From the faft Objeft turns their v/ond'ring Eyes.
Wretched SabellHs by a oqs was ftung,

Fix'd to his Leg, with deadly Teeth, it hung:
Sudden the Soldier ihook it from the Wound,
Transfix'd' and naMM it to the barren Ground.
Of 3II the dire deftrutlive Serpent race.

None have fo much cf Deach, tho' none aic kfs.
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For ftraight around the Part the Skin withdrew, -y

The Flefh and fhrinking Sinews backward flew, %'

And left the naked Bones expos'd to view. 5'

The fpreading Poifons all the Parts confound.

And the whole Body finks within the Wound

;

The brawny Thighs no more their Mufcles boaft/

But melting, all in liquid filth are loft?

The well knit Groin above, and Ham below,

-

Mixt in one putrid Stream, together flow 5

The firm Peritoneum rent in twain, -^

No more the preflingEntrailscou'dfuftain, [main, ^
It yields, and forth they fall, at once they gufii a-

^'

Small Reliques of the mould'ring Mafs were left^

At once of Subftance, as of Form berefcs

DilTolv'd the whole in liquid Poifon ran,

And to a naufeous puddle Ihrunk the Man.
Then burft the ligid Nerves, the manly Breaft^

And all the texture of the heaving Cheft ;

iLefiftlcfs way the conqu'ring Venom madcj
And fccret Nature was at once difplay'd 3

.

Her facied Privacies all open lye

To each prophane enquiring Vulgar Eye.
Then the broad Shoulders did the Pcft invade,
Then o'er the valiant Arms and Neck it foread
Lafl; funk; the Mind's imperial Seat, the Head.
So Snows dillblv'd by Southern Breezes run,

So melts the. Wax before the Noon-day Sun.

Nor ends the Wonder here; tho' Flames are known
To wafte the Flefh, yet ftill they fpare the Bone :

Here none were left, no leaft Remains were feen •

No marks to ihew, that once the Man had been •

Of all the Plagues which curfe the Libyan Land,
(If Death and Mifchief may a Crown demand)
Serpent, the Palm is thine. Tho' others may
Boaft of their Pow'r to force the Soul away,
Yet Soul and Body both become thy Prey.

A Fate of different kind Nafidiw.i found,

A burning Prefier gave the deadly Wound

5
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And ftraight a fuddcn Flame began to fprcad.

And paint his Vifage with a glowing Red.

With fwifr Expanllon fwclls the bloated Skin, -^

Nought but an undiftinguifh'd Mafs is fcen, >
While the fair human Form lyes loft within. ^
The puffy Poifon fprcads, and heaves around,

*Tlll all the Man is in the Monfter drown'd.

No more the fteely Plate his Breaft can ftay.

But yields, and gives the burfting Poifon way.

Not Waters fo, when Fire the Rage fupplies,

Bubbling on heaps, in boiling Cauldrons rife.

Nor fwells the ftretching Canvafs half fo faft, ->

When the Sails gather all the driving blaft, ^
Strain the tough Yards, and bow the lofty Maft,-^

The various Parts no longer now arc known,

One headlefs formlefs heap remains alone i

The feather'd Kind avoid the fatal Feaft,

And leave it deadly to fome hungry Beaft ;

With horror leiz'd, his fad Companions too, -j^

In hafte from the unbury'd Carcafs flew; [grew. ^
Look'd back, but fled again, for ftill the Monfter'^

But fertile Libya, ftill new Plagues fupplies,

And to more horrid Monfters turns theii Eyesj

Deeply the fierce Hamorrhois impreft

Her fatal Teeth on Tullm* valiant Breaft.

The noble Youth, with Virtue's Love infpii'd?

Her, in her Cato^ follow'd and admir'd;

Mov'd by his great Example, vow'd to fharc

With him, each Chance of that difaftrous War,

And as when mighty 'Byrne's Speftators meet

In the full Theatre's capacious Seat,

At once by fecret Pipes and Channels fed.

Rich Tinftures gufh from ev'ry Antique Head 5

At once ten thoufand faffron Currents flow.

And rain their Odours on the Crowd below:

So the warm Blood at once from cv'ry Part

Ran Purple Poifon dowB, and diaia'd the fainting

Heart.
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Blood falls for Tears, and o'er his mournful Face

The ruddy Drops their tainted Paflage trace :

Where-c'er the liquid Juices find a way,

There ftreams of Blood, there ciimfon Rivers flrayj

His Mouth and gufhing Noftrils pour a Flood,

And ev'n the Pores ooze out the trickling Blood 5

In the red Deluge all the Parts lye drown'd,

And the whole Body feems one bleeding Wound.
LxvHs, a Colder ^fpjcl^ bit, and ftrait

His Blood forgot to flow, his Heart to beat}

Thick Shades upon his Eye-lids feem'd to creepj

And lock him faft in Everlafting Sleep

:

No fenfe of Pain, no Torment did he know.
But funk in Slumbers to the Shades below.

Not fwiftcr Deaths attend the noxious Juice,

Which dire Sah^an Aconites produce.

Well may their crafty Priefts divine, and well

The Fate, which they themfelves can caufc, foretel^

Fierce from afar a darting Javelm (hot,

(For fuch, the Serpent's Name has ^/nV/;^taught)

And thio' unhappy Panlm^ Temples flew,

Nor Poifon, but a Wound, the Soldier flew j

No flight fo fvvift, fo rapid none we know.
Stones from the founding Sling, compar'd, are flow,

And the Shaft loiters from the Scythian Bow.
A Baftlisk^hold Mttrrus kili'd in vain.

And nail'd it dying to the fandy Plain;

Along the Spear the Aiding Venom ran.

And fudden, from the Weapon, feiz'd the Manr
His Hand fitft touch'd, e'er it his Arm invade,

Soon he divides it with his fhining Blade :

The Serpent's force by fad Example taught,

With his loft Hand, his ranfom'd Life he bought
Who that the Scorpion's Infeft Form furveys,

Wou'd think that ready Death his Call obeys ?

Thieat'ning, he rears his knotty Tail on high j

The vaft Orion thus he doom'd to dy,

And fix'd him, his pioud Tiophy, in the Sky,
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Gr cou'd we the Salpaga's Anger dread,

Or fear upon her little Cave to tread ?

Yet (he the fatal Threads of Life commands,
And quickens oft the Stygian Sifter's hands.

Purfu'd by Dangers, thus they pafs'd away

The reftlefs Night, and thus the chearlefs Day;
Ev'n Earth it felfthey fcar'd, the common Bed,

"Where each lay down to reft his weary Head

:

There no kind Trees their leafy Couches ftrow,

The Sands no Turf nor mofly Beds beftow

;

But tit'd, and fainting with the tedious Toil,

Expos'd they fleep upon the fatal Soil.

"With vital Heat they brood upon the Ground,

And breathe a kind attractive Vapour round,

"While chill, with colder Night's ungentle Air, -y

To Man's warm Breaft his fnaky Foes repair, >•

And find, ungrateful .Guefts, a Shelter there. ^'

yhencc frelh Supplies of pois'nous Rage return^

And fiercely with recruited Deaths they burn.

Reftore, thus fadly oft the Soldier faid,

Reftore Emathi.is Plains, from whence we fled j

This Gtiice, at leaft, ye: cruel Gods afford,

That we may fall beneath the hoftilc Sword..

The DipfiCs here in C^far's Triumph fharc,

A-nd fell Cerafi^e wage his Civil War.

Or let us hafte away, prefs farther on.

Urge our bold Paftage to the Burning Zone,

And Die by thofe ^ithcrial Flames alone.

sAfricl\, thy Defirts we accufe no more,

Nor blame, oh Nature, thy Creating Pow'rj

From Man thou wifely didft thefe Wilds divide, -\

And for thy Monfters here alone provide j
>•

A Region wafle, and void of all befide. ^

Thy prudent Care forbad the barren Field,

The. yellow Harvcft's ripe Increafe to yieldi

Man and his Labours well thou didft deny,

And bad'ft him from the Land of Poifons fiy.

We, Impious we, the bold Irruption madej

We, this the Serpent's World did firft invads ;

,
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Take then our Lives a Forfeit for the Crime,

AVhoe'er thou art, that rul'ft this curfcd Clime 5

What God foe'er, that lonely lov'ft to Reign,

And do'ft the Commerce of Mankind difdainj

Who, to fecure thy horrid Empire's Bound,

Haft fix'd the Syrts, and Torrid Realms around j

Here the wild Waves, there the Flames fcorching

Breath,

And fiird the dreadful middle Space with Death.

Behold, to thy Retreats our Arms we bear.

And with 'Rami's civil Rage prophane thee Here j

Ev'n to thy uimoft Seats we ftrive to go,

. And feek the Limits of the World to know.

Perhaps more dire Events attend us yet ;

New Deaths, new Monfters, ftill wc go to meet.

Terhaps to thofe far Seas our Journey bends.

Where to the Waves the butning Sun defcends;

Where, ruHiing headlong down Heav'ns Azure Stcep^

All red he plunges in the hiding Deep.

Low finks the Pole, declining from its Height,

And feems to yield beneath the rapid Weight.

Nor faither Lands from Fame her felf areknown>
But MaHritatiian Jul>as Realms alone.

Perhaps, while, raflily daring, on we pafs,

Fate may difcover fome more dreadful Place;

*Till, late repenting, we may wifh in vain

To fee thcfe Serpents, and thefe Sands again.

One Joy at leaft do thefe fad Regions give,

Ev'n here we know 'tis pofllble to Live 5

That, by the Native Plagues, we may perceive.

Nor ask we now for ^Jias gentler Day,
Nor now for Enrepadn Suns we pray ;

Thee, ylfrick^ , now, thy Abfcnce we deplore.

And fadly think we ne'er fhall fee thee more :

Say, in what Part, what Climate art thou loft?

Where have we left Cyrene\ happy Froft?

Cold Skies we fclr, and frofty Winter there,

While more than Summer Suns are raging here,

And break the Laws of the weli-oidei'd Year.
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Southward, beyond Earth's Limits, are we pafs'd,

And %ome, at length, beneath our Feet is plac'd.

Grant us, ye Gods, one Pleafure e'er we dye,

Add to our harder Fate this only Joy,
That Cafcir may purfue, and follow where we fly.

Impatient, thus the Soldier oft complains,

And feems, by telling, to relieve his Pains j

But moft the Virtues of their matchlefs Chief
Infpire new Strength, to bear with ev'ry Grief 5

All Night, with careful Thoughts and watchful Eycs>

On the bare Sands expos'd the Hero lyes }

'In ev'ry Place alike, in ev'ry Hour,
Dares his ill Fortune, and defies her Pow'r,

Unweary'd ftill, his common Care attends

On ev'ry Fate, and chears his dying Friends:

"With ready hafte at each fad Call he flies.

And more than Health, or Life it felf, fupplies;

With Virtue's nobleft Precepts arms their Souls,

And ev'n their Sorrows, like his own, controuls:

Where- e'er he comes, no figns of Grief arc fiiown j -y

Grief, an unmanly Weaknefs, they difown, >
And fcorn to figh, or breathe one parting Groan. ^

Still urging on his Pious Cares, he ftrovc

The fenfe of outward Evils to remove,

And by his Prefence, taught 'em to difdaia

The feeble Rage and Impotence of Pain.

But now, fo many Toils and Dangers paft,

Portune grew kind, and brought Relief at Taft j

Of all who fcorching ^fr'uhls Sun endure,

Kone like the fwarthy PfyllUns are fecuie.

Skill'd in the Lore of pow'rful Herbs and Charms,
Them, nor the Serpent's Tooth, nor Poifon harms:
Nor do they thus in Arts alone excel, p
But Nature too their Blood has temper'd well, >
And taught, with vital Force, the Venom to repel, ^

With healing Gifts and Privileges grac'd,

Well in the Land of Serpents were they plac'd;

Truce with the Dreadful Tyrant, Death, they have,

Aad border fafely on his Realm, the Grave.
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Such is their Confidence in true-born Blood,

That oft with Alps they prove their doubtful Brood j

When wanton Wives their jealous Rage inflame,

The New-born Infant clears or damns the Dame ;

If fubjedt to the wrathful Serpent's Wound,
The Mother's Shame is by the Danger found 5

But if unhurt, the fearlefs Infant laugh ;

The Wife is honcft, and the Husband fafe.

So when Jove^s Biid on fomc tall Cedar's head.

Has a new Race of gen'rous Eaglets bred,

While yet unplum'd, within the Neft they lye,

Wary fhe turns them to the Eaftern Sky;

Then if unequal to the God of Day, <j

Abafli'd they flirink, and ihun the potent Ray, ^
She fpurns 'em forth, and cafts 'em quite away. ^

But if with daring Eyes unmov'd they gaze,

Withftand the Light, and bear the Golden Blazcj

Tender (he broods 'cm, with a Patent's Love,
The future Servants of her Mafter Jove.

Nor fafe themfelves. Alone, the Pfyliians arc.

But to their Guefts extend their friendly Care.

Fiifl, where the %p7nan Camp is mark'd, around
'J

Circling they pafs, then Chanting, Charm the C
Ground, C

And chace the Serpents with the Myftick Sound. ^'

Beyond the farthed Tents rich Fires they build.

That healtiiy Medicinal Odours yield 5

There foreign CAlhmium dilfolving fries.

And crackling Flames from humble Wall-wort riie*

There Tarnarisk^, whom no green Leaf adoins,

And there the fpicy Syrian Cofios burns j

There Centory fupplies the wholefom Flame,
That from Thejfalian Chiron takes its Name.
The Gummy Larch-Tree, and the Ihapfos there,

Wound-vjort and Maiden-vjecd, perfume the Air.

There the large Branches of the Long-liv'd Harr^

With SoHthern-vjoodi their Odours ftiong impair^
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The Monfters of the Xand, the Serpents fell,

Ply far away, and fhun the Hoftile Smell.

Securely thus they pafs the Nights awayj -^

And if they chance to meet a Wound by Day, >
The PfytUan Artifts ftrait their Skill difplay. ^

Then ftrives the Leach the pow'rof Charms to (hoWp

And bravely combats with the deadly Foe ;

"With Spirrle, firft he marks the Part around.

And keeps the Poifon Pris'ner in the Wound i

Then fudden he begins the Magick Song,

And rolls the Numbers hafty o'er his Tongue,
Swift he runs on ; nor paufes once for Breath,

To ftop the Prcrgrefs of approaching Death:
He fears the Cure might fliffer, by Delay,
And Life be loft, but fo'r a Moment's ftay.

Thus oft, tho' deep within the Veins it lyes,

By Magick Numbers chac'd, the Mifchicf flies i

But if it hear too flow, if ftill it ftay,

And fcorn the Potent Charmer to obey 5

"With forceful Lips he faftens on the Wound,
Drains out, and fpits the Venom ro the Ground:'
Thus by long Ufe and oft Experience taught,

He knows from whence his Hurt the Patient got j

He proves the Part thro' which the Poifon paft,

And knows each, various Serpent, by the tafte.

The Warriors thus reliev'd, amidft their Pains,

Held on their PafTage thro' the Defart Plains:

And now the filver Emprefs of the Night
Had loft, and twice regain'd her borrow'd Light,

While- Catot wandring o'er the wafteful Field,

Patient in all his Labours, fhe beheld;

At length condens'd in Clods the Sands appear.

And (hew a better Soil and Country near:

Now from afar thin Tufts of Trees arife.

And fcattering Cottages delight their Eyes,

But when the Soldier once beheld again

TJie raging Lion fliake his honid Mane>
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^hat hopes of better Lands his SouJ pofTeft !

What Joys he felt, to view the Dreadful Beaftl

Lei}tis at laft they rcach'd, that nearcft lay, y
There free from Storms,and theSun's paxchingRay, V
At Eafe they pafs'd the Wintry Year away. ^
When fated with the Joys which Slaughters yiel4

Retiring Cafar left Emathta's field j

His other Cares laid by, Jie fought alone

To trace the Footfteps of his flying Son.

Led by the Guidance of Reporting Fame,
liift to the Thraaan Hetlefpont he came.

Here Young Leander perifh'd in the Flood,

And here the Tow'r of mournful Hero flood:

-Hare, with a narrow Stream, the flowing TLdc,

£«>(//?<?, from wealthy ^fia, do's divide.

From hence the Curious Vi^ior palling o'er,

Admiring, fought the fam'd Si^^ean Shore.

There might he Tombs of Gr£cian Chiefs behold,
Rcnown'd in Sacred Verfe by Bards of Old.

There the long:Ruins of the Walls appear'd.

Once by great Neptune, and Apollo, rear'd :

There flood Old Troy, a venerable Name j

For ever Confecrate to Deathlcfs Fame.
No\y blafted mofly Trunks with Branches fear,

Jiambles and Weeds, a loathfom Forell rearj

Where once in Palaces of Regal State,

Old Prtarn, and the Trojan Princes, fate.

Where Temples once, on lofty Columns born,
ijvlajcftick did the wealthy Town adorn.

All rude, all wafte and defolate is lay.'d.

And ev'n the ruin'd Ruins are decay'd.

Here Cafar did each Story'd Place furvey, ^
Here faw the Rock, where, Neptune to obey, S
Hefiine was bound the Monfl:er's Prey. ^j

Here, in the Covert of a fecret Grove,

The bleft ^nchifes clafp'd the Queen of Love.
Here fair Oennne phiy'd. Here flood the Cave

I

Wheie I'Arii once the fatal Judgment gavej
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Here lovely Ganymede to Hcav*n was born

;

Each Rock, and cv'ry Tree, recording Talcs ad«rn.

Here all that does oi Xanthus* Stream remain,

Creeps a fmall Brook along the dufty Plain.

Whilft carelefs and fecurely on they pafs,

The Phrygian Guide forbids to prefs the Grafs

5

This Place, he faid, for ever facred keep.

For here the facred Bones of Ee£for flecp.

Then warns him to obferve, where, rudely caft.

Disjointed Stones lay broken and defac'd:

Here his laft Fate, he cries, did Priam prove;

Here, on this Altar of Hercean Jove.

O Poefie Divine I Oh facred Song
'.

To thee, bright Fame and length of Days belong'^

Thou, Goddefs ! Thou Eternity can'ft give,

And bid fecure the Mortal Heroe live.

Nor, Cafar-, thou difdain, that I rehearfe

Thee, and thy Wars, in no ignoble Verfe

;

Since, if in ought the Latian Mufe excel.

My Name, and thine Immortal, I foretel

;

Eternity our Labours Ihall reward.

And Liican flourifli, like the Grecian Bard ;

My Numbers fhall to lateft Times convey

The Tyrant Cxfar, and Pharfalia's Day.
When long the Chief his wondring Eyes had cafl|i

On ancient Monuments of Ages paft j

Of living Turf an Altar ftrait he made,
Then on the Fire rich Gums and Incenfe laid.

And thus, fuccefsful in his Vows, he pray'd.

Te Shades Divine, who keep this facred Place,

And thou, <^neas. Author of my Race,

Ye Pow'rs, whoe'er from burning Troy did come,
Domeftick Gods of ^11; a, and of ^ome.

Who ftill prefervc your ruin'd Country's Name,
And on your Altars guard the Phrygian Flame:
And thou, bright Maid, who art to Men deny'dj p
Pallasy who do'ft thy facred Pledge confide ^
To T^wf, and in her inmoft Temple hide j

'
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Hear, and auCpicious to my Vows incline.

To me, the greateft of the Julian Line:

Profpcr my future Ways ; and lo I I vow

Your ancient State and Honours to beftow

;

^afonian Hands ihall Phrygian Walls reftore,

And ^opje repay, what Troy conferr'd before.

He faidi and hafted to his Fleet away.

Swift to repair the Lofs of this delay.

Up fprung the Wind, and with a fredi'mng Gale,

The kind North-Weft fiU'd ev'ry fwelling Sailj

Light o'er the foamy Waves the Navy flew,

'Till ^fia''s Shores and %hodes no more they view.

Six times the Night her Sable Round had made, ^
The feventh now pafling on, the Chief furvey'd ^
High Pharos fliining through the gloomy Shade j ^

The Coaft defcry'd, he waits the rifing Day,

Then fafely to the Port direfts his Way.
There wide with Crouds o'et-fpread he ht& the Shear,

And Ecchoing, hears the loud tumultuous Roar,

Diftruftful of his Fate, he gives Command
To ftand Aloof, nor truft the doubted Land 5

"When lo 1 a MclTenger appears, to bring

A fatal Pledge of Peace from Egypt^s King:

Hid in a Veil, and clofely cover'd o'er,

Pompey^s pale Vifage in his Hand he bore.

An impious Orator the Tyrant fends,

"Who thus, with fitting Words, the Monftrous Gift
commends.

Hail, firft and greateft of the T^oman Name;
In Pow*r moft mighty, moft renown'd in Fame :

Hail, tightly now the World's unrival'd Lord 5

That Benefit thy Pharian Friends afford.

My King beftows the Prize thy Arms have fought,

For which Pharjalia^s Field, in vain, was fought.

No Task remains for future Labours now i

Thy Civil Wars are finilh'd at a Blow.

To heal Tbejfalia's Ruins, Pompey fled

To us for Succour, and by us lyes Dead.
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Thee, Cafar, with this coftjy Pledge we buy:.

Thee to our Friendship, with this Viftim tyc.

Egypt's proud Scepter freely then receive,

Whate'er the fertile flowing Nile can give:

Accept the Treafures which this Deed has (pax'dj

Accept the Benefit, without Reward.

Deign, Ca:far .' Deign to think my Royal Lord
Worthy the Aid of thy Viftorious Sword.

In the firft Rank of Greatnefs fliall he ftand;

He, who could Pompey's Deftiny command:
Nor frown difdainful on the profFer'd Spoil,

Becaufe not dearly bought with Blood and Toil;

But think, oh think, what facredTies were broke.

How Jriendfhip pleaded, and how Nature fpokc;

That Fcm^ey, who reftor'd ^ulete's Crown,

The Father's antient Gueft, wasmurder'dby the Son,

Then judge thy felf, or ask the World and Fame,
If Services, like thefe, deferve a Name.

If Gods and Men the daring Deed abhor,

Think, for that Reafon, Ca.jar owes the more;
This Blood for thee, tho' not hy thee, was fpilt 5

Thou haft the Benefit, and we the Guilt.

He faid, and ftrait the horrid Gift unveil'd,

And ftcdfaft to the gazing Viftor held
;

Chang' d was the Face, deform'd with Death ?i\l

o'er.

Pale, ghaftly, wan, and ftain'd with clotted Gore,

Unlike the Pompey, Cafar knew before 3

He, nor at firft difdain'd the fatal Boon,

Nor ftarted from the dreadful Sight too foon j

A while his Eyes the murd'rous Scene endure.

Doubting they view, but fliun it, when fecurc.

At length he ftood convinc'd, the Deed was donej

He faw 'twas fafc to mourn his lifelefs Son :

And ftrait the ready Tears, that ftay'd 'till now,

S^vift at Command with pious Semblance flow,

As if detefting, from the Sight he turns,

And groaning, with a Heait tiiumpham mourns.
He
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He fears his impious Thought fliould be defcry'd*

And fecks in Tears the fwelling Joy to hide.

Thus the turft Pharia?i Tyrant's Hopes were croft.

Thus all the Merit of his Gift was loft;

Thus for the Murder C£far*s Thanks were fpai'd.

He chofe to mourn it, rather than reward.

He who, relentlefs, thro' Pharfalia rode.

And on the Senate's mangled Fathers trode;

He who, without one pitying Sigh, beheld

The Blood and Slaughter of that woful Field;

Thee, murder'd Pumpey^ could not rurhlefs fee.

But pay'd the Tribute of his Grief to thee.

Oh Myftcry of Fortune, and of Fatel

Oh ill conforted Piety and Hate !

And can'ft thou, C^far, then thy Tears afford.

To the dire Objed of thy vengeful Sword ?

Didft thou, for this, devote his Hoftile Head
Purfue him Living, to bewail him Dead ?

Cou'd not the gentle Ties of Kindred move ?

Wert thou not touch'd with thy fad Julia's Love?
And weep'ft thou now ? Doft thou thefe Tears pro-

To win the Friends of Pumpey to thy Side? [vide

Perhaps, with fecret Rage thou do'ft repine.

That he fliould fall by any Hand but thine.

Thence fall thy Tears, that Ptolemy has done
A Murder, due to Csfar^s hand alone.

What fecret Springs foe'er thefe Currents know,
They ne'er by Piety were taught to flow.

Or didft thou kindly, like a careful Friend,

Purfue htm Flying, only to Defend?

Weil was his Fate deny'd to thy Command !

Well was he fnatch'd by Fortune from thy Hand I

Fortune with-hcld this Glory from thy Name,
forbad thy Pow'r to Save, aad fpar'd the 7^»?4»

Shame.

Still he goes on to vent his Griefs aloud.

And artful, thus, deceives- the eafie Crowd,

Vol. VI, £
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Hence from my Sight, nor let me fee thee morel
Hafte, to thy King his fatal Gift reftore.

At Cafdr have you aim'd the deadly Blow,

And wounded r<c/rt/- worfe than Powpe^ now;
The cruel Hands by whi-ch this Deed was done.

Have torn away the Wreaths -my Sword had won,
That nobkft Prize this Civil War eou'd give.

The Vigor's Right to bid the Vanquiih'd live.

Then tell your King, his Gift fhould be repay'd j -^

1 would have fent him Cleopntra*s Headj S-

l^ut that he wiflies to behold her Dead, ^

How has he dar'd, this Fqypt''s petty Lord,

To join his Murders to t\\el{omAn Sword?

Did T, for this, in heat of War, diftain -\

With nobleft Blood Emarhia's purple Plain, >
To licence Pro/^;«v's pernicious Reign? ^

Did I with Pcmpey fcorn the World to (hare ?

And can I an Egyptian Partner bear?

In vain the watlike Trumpet's dreadful Sound
Has rou7.'d to War the Univerfc aifound ;

'Vrtin was the Shock of Nations, if they own,

>Iow, any Pow'r on Earth but mine alone,

if hither to your impious Shores I came,

*Twas to aflert, at once, my Power and Fame;
Left the pale Fury Efivy fhould have faid,

Yoar Crimes! damn'd not, or your Arms I fled :

Nor think to fawn before me, and deceive ;

I know the M^eicome you prepare to give.

Thejfalia's Field preferves me from your Hate,

And guards the Viftor's Head from Pompey^s Fate.

What Ruin, Gods', attended on my Arms,

What Dangers unforefeen I What waiting Harms
Pompey, and T{ome, -and Exile, were my Fear;

See yet a Fourth, See Ptolemy appear;

The Boy-King's Vengeance loiters in the Rear

:

But w-e forgive his Youth, and bid him know
PatdoD and Life's the raoft we can beftow;

I
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For you, the meiiner Herd, with Rites divine,

And pious Cares, the Warrior's Head inflirine;

Atone with Penitence the injur'd Shade,

And let his Allies in their Urn be iaidj

Pleas'd, let his Ghoft lamenting Cafar know, flow.

And feel my Prefence here, ev'n in the Realms bc-

Oh, what a Day of Joy was loft to 7^W(r,

When haplefs Pompey did to Egypt come

!

When, to a Father and a Friend unjuft.

He rather chofe the Pharian Boy to truft

;

The -wretched World that Lofs of Peace fliall rue,*

Of Peace, which from our FriendHiip might cnfue:

But thus the Gods their hard Decrees have made?
In vain, for Peace, and for Repofe I pray'd;

In vain implor'd,that Wars and Rage might€nd, -y

That, Suppliant-like, I might to Pompey bend, >
Beg him to Live, and once more be my Friend. ^
Then had my Labours met their juft Reward,
And, Pompey, thou in all my Glories fhat'dj

Then, Jars and Enmities all paft and gone,

In Pleafurc had the peaceful Years roll'd on
;

'

All fhould forgive, to make the Joy compleat

;

Thou fhou'dft thy harder Fate, and %ome my Wars
forget.

Faft falling ftill the Tears, thus fpoke the Chief,
But found no Partner in the fpecious Grief.

Oh ! Glorious Liberty I when all fhall dare

A. Face, unlike their mighty Lord, to wear !

Each in his Breaft the rifing Sorrow kept.

And thought it fafe to laugh, the' uf^r wept»

fi X
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Paraphj'afe upon Psalm CIV.

By Mr.
J. T R A p p.

BE G I N, my Lyre, the great Creator's Pralfe,

Who, crown'd with Glory and Immoital Rays,

Majeftick fliines j unutterably bright,

"With dazling Robes of uncreated Light

:

Who fpacious Sheets of ty£,ther fpreads on high.

And, like a Curtain fmooth'd, unfolds the Sky,

Vapours condens'd, and fleecy Mifts, fupport

The ample Floor of his Aereal Court:

Who, born in Triumph o'er the Heav'nly Plains,

Rides on the Clouds, and holds a Storm in Reins;

Flies on the Wings of the Sonorous Wind, [behind.

While Light'ning glares before, and Thunder roars

That no incumbring Flelh may clog the Flight

Of his fleet Meflengers, or quell their Might:

Them pure unbody'd ElTenccs He frames.

Swift of Difpatch, more aftive than the Flames.

He fix'd the fteady Bafis of the Earth,

And with a fruitful Word gave Nature Birth.

Then circling Waters o'er the Globe he fpread.

And the dull Mafs with pregnant Moifture fed:

Above the Rocks th' afpiring Surges fwell'd.

And Floods the talleft Mountain-Tops conceal'd.

But when th' Almighty's Voice rebuk'd the Tide,

And in loud Thunder bid the Waves fubfide 3

The ebbing Deluge did its Troops recall.

Drew oflf its Forces, and difclos'd the Ball.

They at th' Eternal's Signal march'd away,

To fill th' unfathom'd Channel of the Seaj

Where, roaring, they in endlefs Wars engage.

And beat againft thofe Shores that bound theirRage,

Hence ftraggling Waters unperceiv'd got loofc,

And genial Moiftiuc thro' the Globe diffufc j
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Purling thro' porous Earth, where Way there lyes.

They run, and on high Hills in Fountains rife:

Or bubling out in Springs, they gently Aide -^

Down by the craggy Mountain's floping fide, V
And o'er the verdant Turfalong the Valleys glide. ^

'Till tir'd with various Errors, back tUeycomc
To their appointed univerfal Home;
Which God has deftin'd for the Muftring-place

And gen'ral Rendezvous of all the watry Race.

For tho' th' Almighty checks the Ocean's Pride,

And in due Bounds confines the raging Tide j

That it may ne'er again with Licence roll

O'er all the Univerfe, and drown the Ball :

Yet nought reftrains its kinder Influence,

Nor ftops thofe Bleflings which its Streams difpenfc.

By fubterraneous Sluices he conveys

The Rivers out, which, in an endlefs Maze,
Thro' Oozy Channels draw a winding Train,

To roll back large Additions to the Main;
Or branching into Brooks, and murm'ring Rills,

Creep thro' the Vales, and fhine between the Hills,

Whither the Savage Bcafts which roam abroad.

Owning no Matter, and no fix'd Abodej
And thofe which under galling Harnefs bow,

Inur'd to Pains, and patient of the Plough;
Repair, when fcorch'd with Summer's fcalding Beams,

To flake their Thirft, and drink the cooling Streams.

Near which the Poplar, and green Willows grow.

Adorn the Bands, and fhade the Brooks below.

Perch'don their Boughs, the Birds their Voices raife.

And in foft Mufick ling their Maker's Praife.

Who from his airy Chambers Rain diflills.

And with new Verdure cloaths th' unfightly Hills

:

The thirfty Glebe, refrelli'd with foft'ning Drops,

Rewards the painful Hind wuh plenteous Crops.

The teeming Earth luxuriant Herbage breeds,

And Flocks and Herds with ^raffy Fodder feeds.

E 3
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At his Command, the Spring, for Human \JCc^

The Birth of Herbs and healing Plants renews.

Then rip'ning Fruits, and waving Ears of Cornj

In Summer's Heat the fertile Fields adorn.

Succeeding Autumn, from the cluftring Vine

Gives lufcious Juice, and glads the World with Wine^
Which with its brisk reviving Flavour cheers

The drooping Spirit, and difpels its Cares.

Then the fat Olive, in a richer Soil,

Tfields the Year's Produft, and rcfigns its Oil;

Which adds a Luftre, and a fmoother Grace,

To wrinkled Skin, and fieeks the fhining Face.

With circulating Sap the Trees are fed j *

JLefiefa'd with which, the Cedar rears its Head, >
And lofty Firs their thriving Branches fpread : -*

Which, moiften'd with invigorating Juice,

A fragrant Scent thro' Lebanon diffufe.

Thefe to the Birds convenient Manfions yield,

Which in th'intangling Boughs their tow'iingHoufes

build.

The ftately Stork here plants her Neft on high,

Difdains the lower Air, and feeks the Sky.

The fhaggy Goats a hilly Refuge love,

Clamber the Cliffs, and o'er bleak Mountains rove.

O'er ftony Rocks the fportivc Conies pl:iy.

And on the ragged Flints their tender Offspring lay.

Appointed by his Providential Care,

The changing Moon divides the circling Year j

DiftinguiAes the Seafons, rules the Night,

And fills her dusky Orb with borrowed Light.

The Sun with Glory, fearlefs of Decay,

Rolls regular, and gives alternate Day.

By turns He, entring, gilds the rofie Eaft;

By turns, with fetting Rays, He paints the'.Weft:

Then gloomy Night involves the Hcmifphere,

And fpreads dark Horrors o'er the dewy Air.

Then the wild Tenants of the defkrt Woods
Begin to move, and quk theii warm Abodes:
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For Prey the yawning Bears foifakc their Holds,

And prouling Wolves explore th' unguarded Folds,

With raging Hunger pinch'd, the Lions roar.

Expand their Jaws, and range the Foreft o'er t

Dreadfully fuppliant, for their Meat they pray

To i- cav'n, and Savage Adoration pay.

But foon as Streaks of Light the Eaft adorn,

And flying Mifts confels the dawning Morn ;

Back to their Dens the rav'nous Hunters fpced

With their raw Booty, and at Leifurc feed.

But when the Lion to his Relt repairs,

Laborious Mortals wake, and rife from theirs^

To Gare and Bus'ncfs they themfelves addrefs.

Begin with Morning, and with Ev'ning ceafe.

How various. Lord, are ail thy Works, which raifc

Our Admiration, and tranfcend our Praife !

WifeJy the World's great Fabrickwas defign'd.

And boundlefs Wifdom ev'ry Atom join'd.

With thy rich Bounty £li'd, the Earth appears.

Which Food, and Phyfick, on its Surface bears?

And in its Bowels hides a wealthier Storej

Bright Veins of Gold, and Cakes of filver OiX",

Ptofufe of Blcfijngs, with a lavilh Hand,
Thou pour' ft thy Gifts on Sea, as well as Land.

The vaft unmeafur'd Kingdoms of tlie Main>

Copious Materials for thy Praife contain.

There fcaly iMonliers of enormous Size

Flounce in the Waves, anddaOi with Foam the Sk;£f

While Shoals innumerable, and the Fry

Of fmaller Fifii, glide unregarded by.

Others,; enohas'd in flielly Armour creep

Upon the Rocks, or feek the llimy Deep.
Here big with War, or Traffick, Veflels ride,

Driv'n by the Winds, and bound along the Tide,
There huge Leviathn-n, of cumb'rous Form,
Embroils the Sea in Sport, and breaths a Storm;
He fucks the briny Ocean at his Gills,

And his vaft Maw with finny Nations fills 5

E 4
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Then laves the Clouds with fait, afcending Raitt^

And with his fpouting Trunk refunds the Main.
Thcfe all dependent on his Bounty live,

And from his Providence their Meat receive.

His open'd Hand profufcly feat ters Food,
Which plciis'd they gather, and are fill'dwith Good.
'S>\xt when his Hand is ihut, the Creatures mourn,
'Till his v/ithdrawn Beneficence return.

When his Command puts out their Vital Flame,

They moulder to the Duft,from whence thcycamC|
Then to repair the Lofs fuftain'd by Death,

Be gives new Life, with his infpiring Breath,

To Forms, which from the vaft Material Mafi
Are ftill wrought off, and fo renews the Race,

Thus a fucccflive Offspring He fupplies,

And th' undecaying Species never dies.

No Bounds th' Eternal's Glory can reflraln,

Kor Time's Dimenfions terminate his Reign.

Prom his bright Regions of cclcflial Day,

He with Complacence fliall his Works furvey.

At his Reproof convulfive Nature fliakes.

And ihuddring Earth from its Foundation quakes 1

His awful Touch the quiv'ring Mountains rends.

And curling Smoke in fpiry Clouds afcends.

Fox me, while unextinguifli'd Life maintains

Heat in my Blood, and Pulfes in my Veins,

His wond'rous Works fhall animate my Song,

Exalt my Thoughts, and dwell upon my Tongue,
While on Rebellious Foes his Vengeance hurl'd,

Confounds their Pride, and fweeps them from the

His Glory fhall my ravifh'd Soul infpirc, [World 3

And to the gay Creation tunc my Lyre}

That imitates, in variouS'founding Lays,

Th* harmonious Difcoid which it ftrives to praifc.

^m»
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ANUART and MAT-, Or the

Merchant 's Tale: From
Chaucer.

B'j Mr. Alexander Pope,

THERE liv'd in Lombardy, as Authors wrire,

In Days of old, a wife and worthy Knight j

Of gentle Manners, as of gen'rous Race,

Bleft with much Senfe, more Riches, and fomc Grace.

Yet led aftray by Venus foft Delights,

He cou'd not rule his Carnal Appetites ;

For long ago, let Priefts Hiy what they cou'd,

Weak» finful Laymen were but Flefh and Blood.

But in due Time, when fixty Years were o'er,

He vow'd to lead that vicious Life no more.

Whether pure Holinefs infpir'd his Mmd,
Or Dotage turn'd his Brain, is hard to find 5

But his high Courage piick'd him forth to wed,

And try the Pleafures of a lawful Bed.

This was his nightly Dream, his daily Care,

And to the Heav'nly Pow'rs his conftant Pray'r,

Once, e'er he dy'd, to tafte the blifsful Life

Of a kind Husband, and a loving Wife.

Thefe Thoughts he fortify' d with Reafons dill,

(For none want Reafons to confirm their Will)

Grave Authors fay, and witty Poets ling.

That honeft Wedlock is a glorious Thing:

But Depth of Judgment moil in him appears,

Who wifely weds in his matures Years.

Then let him chufe a Damfel young and fair,

,To blefs his Age, and bring a worthy Heir

;

To footh his Cares, and free from Noife andStrift

Conduft him gently to the Verge of Life.

Let finful Batchclors their Woes deplore;

luU weli they lacjit all they feel, and mwc

;
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Unaw'dby Precepts, Human or Divine,

Like Birds and Beafts, promifcuoufly they join ;

Nor knovv to make tlie prefent Blefiing laft,

To hope the future, or efteem the paft^

But vainly boaft the Joys they never try'd,

And find divulg'd the Secrets they wou'd hide.

The marry'd Man may bear his Yoke with Eafe,

Secure at once himfelf and Heav'n to pleafe 3

And pals his inoffcndve Hours away.

In Blifs all Nigiit, snd Innocence ail Day:
Tho' Fortune change, his conftant Spoufe remains.

Augments his Joys, or mitigates his Pains.

But what fo pure, which envious Tongues will fpare I

Some wicked Wits have libell'd all the Fair

:

With matchlefs Impudence, they ftile a Wife

The-dear-bought Curie and lawful Plague of Life;

A Befome Serpent, a Domeftick Evil,

A Night-lnvafion, and a Mid-day Devil.

Let not the Wile thefe flandrous Words regard,)

But curfe the Bones of ev'ry lying Bard.

All other Goods by Fortune's Hand are giv'n,

A Wife is the peculiar Gift of Heav'n

:

Vain Fortune's Favours, never at a Stay,

Like flirting Shadows, pafs, and glide away j

One folid Comfort, our eternal Wife,

Abundantly fupplies us all our Life :

ThisBiefllng iafts, (if thofe who try, Hiy true)

As ioiig as Heart can wi{];--T—and longer too.

Our Grandfire ^dam, e'er of Eve poffeft,

Alone, and ev'n in Paradife, unbleft.

With mournful Looks the blifsful Scenes furvey'd.

And wander' d in the folitary Shade :

Th: Maker faw, took pity, and beftow'd

V/oman, the laft, the belt Referve of God,
• A Wiipel ah gentle Deities, can he

That has a Wife, e'er l^el Adverfity ?

WouM Men but follow what the Sex advife,

Ail things wou'd piofpei, all th« Woild grow wife.
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*Twas by Tiehecca's Aid that Jacob won-
His Father's Blelung from an elder Son %

Abufive Nabal ow'd his forfeit Life

To the wife Conduft of a prudent Wife :

Heroick Judith, as the Scriptures (how,

Preferv'd the Jews, and fle^v th' .Afyrian Foe:
At Hcjler^s Suit, the Perfecuting Sword

Was Iheath'd, and Ifra.el liv'd to blefs the Lord.

Thefe weighty Motives Jammry the Sage

Maturely ponder'd in his riper Age 5

And charm'd with virtuous Joys, and fober Life,

Wou'd try that Chriftian Comfort, cali'd a Wife:

His Friends were fummon'd, on a Point fo nice.

To pafs t'heir Judgment, and to give Advice j

But fix'd before, and well refolv'd was he,

(As xMen that ask advice are wont to be,)

My Friends, hecry'd, (and caft a mournful Look
Around the Room, and ligh'd before he fpoke:)

Beneath the Weight of threefcore Years I bend,

And worn with Cares, am haftning to my End 5

How I have Uv'd, alas you know too well,

In worldly Follies, which 1 blulh to tell i

But gracious Heav'n has op'd my Eyes at lallj

With due Regret I view my Vices paft,

And as the Precept of the Church decrees.

Will take a Wife, and live in Holy Eafe.

B-Ut iince by Counfel all things fhou'd be clone.

And many Heads are wifer ftiil than one;

Chufe you for me, who beft ihall be content

When my Defire's approv'd by your Confeut.

One Caution yet is needful to be told,

To guide your Choice j This Wife mull: not be oId>

There goes a Saying, and 'twas wifely faid.

Old Fiih at Table, but young Flefh in Bed,

My Soul abhors the taftiefs, dry Embrace
Of a ftale Virgin with a V/inter Face 5 ,

In that cold Seafon Love but treats his, Gncft

Whh Beanfiraw, aft4 tough forage, at tUtbeft,
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Ko crafty Widows fhall approach my Bed,

Thofe are too wife for Batchelors to wed j

As fubrle Clerks by many Schools are made,

Twice-marry'd Dames are Miftrefles o'th' Trade :

But young and tender Virgins, rul'd with Eafe,

We form like Wax, and mold them as we pleafe.

Conceive me Sirs, nor take my Senfe amifs,

'Tis what concerns my Soul's eternal Blifsj

Since if 1 found no Pleafure in my Spoufe,

As Flefh is frail, and who (God help me) knows?

Then Ihou'd 1 live in lewd Adultery,

And fink downright to Satati when I die.

Or were 1 curft with an unfruitful Bed,

The righteous End were loft for which I wed.

To raife up Seed t'adore the Pow'rs above,

And not for rieafure only, or for Love.

Think not 1 dote ; 'tis time to take a Wife,

When vig'rous Blood forbids a chafter Life ;

Thofe tlfat arc bleft with Store of Grace Divine

>Iay live like Saints^by Heav'usConfent, and mine.

And fince 1 fpeak of Wedlock, let me fay.

As, thank my Stars, in modcft Truth I m.ay,

My Limbs are aftive, ftill I'm found at Heart,

And a new Vigour fprings in ev'ry Part.

Think not my Virtue loft, tho' time has fhed

Thefe tev'rend Honours on my Hoary Head j

Thus Trees are crown'd with Blofloms white as Snow^

The Vital Sap then rifing from below :

Old as I am, my lufty Limbs appear

Like Winter Greens, that flourilh all the Tear.

Now Sirs you know to what 1 ftand inclin'd,

Let ev'ry Friend with Freedom fpeak his Mind.

He faid ; the reft in diff'rent Parts divide,

The knotty Point was urg'd on cv*ry Side;

Marriage, the Theme on which they all declaim'd,

Some prais'd with Wit, and fome with Reafon blam'd,

'Till, what with Proofs, Objeftions, and Replies,

£ach wand'xous jpoiitivc? and woiidious wife ^
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There fell betwixt his Brothers a Debate,

Placebo this was call'd, and Jujtin that.

Firft to the Knight Placebo thus begun,

(Mild were his Looks, and plcaling was his Tone)
Such Prudence, Sir, in all your Words appears,

As plainly proves, Experience dwells with Yeats ;

Yet you purfue fage Solomon's Advice,

To work by Counfel when Affairs are nice :

But, with the Wifeman's leave, I muft protcft,

So may my Soul arrive at Eafe and Reft,

As ftill 1 hold your own Advice rhe beft.

Sir, I have liv'd a Courtier all my Days,
And ftudy'd Men, their Manners, and their Waysj
And have obferv'd this ufeful Maxim ftill,

To let ray Betters always have their Will.

Nay, ifmy Lord affirm'd that Black was White,

My Word was this J Tour Honour's in the right.

Th' alTuming Wit, who deems himfelf fo wife

As his miftaken Patron to advife,

Let him not dare to vent his dang'rous Thought j

A noble Fool was never in a Fault.

This, Sir, affefts not you, whofe ev'ry Word
Is wcigh'd with Judgment, and befits a Lord:
Your Will is mines and is (1 will maintain)

TJeafing to God, and fhou'd be fo to Man ;

At leaft, your Courage all the World muft praife.

Who dare to wed in your declining Days.

Indulge the Vigour of your mounting Blood,

And let grey Fools be Indolently good ;

Who paft all Plcafure, damn the Joys of Senfcj

With rev'rcnd Dulnefs, and grave Impotence.

Jiiftiny who filent fate, and heard the Man,
Thus, with a Philofophick Frown, began.

A Heathen Author, of the firft Degree,
(Who, tho' not Faith, had Se?jf€ as well as we)
Bid us be certain our Concerns to truft

To thofe of gen'rous Principles, and juft.

The Venture's greater, I'll prefumc to fay.

To give youi Peifofl than yovw Goods away;
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And therefore, Sir, as you regard your Reft,

rirft learn your Lady's Qualities at leaft :

Whether ihe's ehaft or rampant, proud or civil ;

Meek as a Saint, or haughty as the Devil j

Whether an ealie, fond, inlipid Fool,

Or fuch a Wit as no Man e'er can rule?

'Tis true, Perfeftion none mufi: hope to find

In all this World, much lefs in Womankind j

But if her Virtues prove the larger Share,

Blefs the kind Fates, and think your Fortune rare.

Ah, gentle Sir, take warning of a Friend,

Who knows too well the State you thus commend

:

And, fpight of all its Praifes, mull declare,

All he can find is Bondage, Coft, and Care.

Heav'n knows, 1 flied full many a private Tear,

And figh in Silence, left the World (hou'd hear:

While, all my Friends applaud my blifsful Life,

And fweai no Mortal's happier in a Wife j

Demure an-d chaft as any Veftal Nun,

The meekeft Creature that beholds the Sun I

But, by th' immortal Pow'rs, I feel the Pain,

And he that fmarts has Reafon to complain.

Do what you lift, for me ; you muft be fage.

And cautious fure ; for Wifdom is in Age :

But, at thefe Years, to venture on the Fair !

By him, who made tlie Ocean, Earth, and Air,

To pleafe a Wife when her Occalions call,

Wou'd bufie the moft Vig'rous of us all.

And truft me. Sir, the chafteft you can chufe

Will ask Obfervance, and e.xad her Dues.

If what I fpeak my noble Lord offend.

My tedious Sermon here is at an End.

'Tis well, 'tis wondious well, the Knight replies,

Moft worthy Kinfman, faith, you're mighty wife I

We, Sirs, arc Fools, and muft refign the Caufe

To hcathniih Authors, Proverbs, and old Saws.

Hefpokej and turn'd, with Scorn, another way——

•

What docs my Fiiciid, my dear PUcdo fay;
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I fay, quoth he, by Heav'n the Man's to blamci

Who ventures facred Marriage to defame.

At this, the Council broke without delay j

Each, in his own Opinion, went his Way ;

With full Confcnt, that all Difputes appeas'd.

The Knight ihould marry, when and where he pleas'd.

Who now but JantiAry exults with Joy ?

The Charms of Wedlock all his Soul imploy :

Each Nymph by turns his wav'ring Mind pofTeft,

And reign'd the fhort-liv'd Tyrant of his Breaft j

While Fancy piftur'd ev'ry lively Part,

And each bright Image wander'd in his Heart.

Thus, in fome publick Forum fix'd on high,

A Mirrour fhows the Figures moving by^

Still one by one, in fwift Succeflion, pafs

The gliding Shadows o'er the polilh'd Glafs.

This Lady's Charms the Niceft cou'd not blame.
But vile Sufpicions had afpers'd her Fame

;

That was with Senfe, but not with Virtue bleft ;

And one had Grace, yet wanted all the reft.

Thus doubting long what Nymph he fliou'd obev.

He fix'd at laft upon the youthful May,

Her Faults he knew not. Love is always b]indj>

But ev'ry Charm revolv'd within his Mind :

Her tender Age, her Form divinely Fair,

Her eaiie Motion, her attractive Air,

Her fwset Behaviour, her enchanting Face,

Her moving Softnefs, and majeftick Grace.

Much in his Prudence did our Knight rejoice.

And thought no Mortal cou'd difpute this Choice j

Once more in hafte he fummon'd ev'ry Friend,

And told them all, their Pains were at an End.
Hcav'n, that (laid he) infpir'd me firft to wed,
Trovides a Confort worthy of my Eed

;

Let none oppofe th' Election, fiuce on this

Depends my Quiet, and my future Blifs.

A Dame there is, the Darling of my Eyes,

"Xoung, beauteous, attlefs, innocent and wife 3
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Chaftc th«* not rich; and tho' not nobly born.

Of honcft Parents, and may ferve my Turn.

Her will I wed, if gracious Heav'n fo pleafc:

To pafs my Age in Sanftity and Eafe :

And thank the Pow'rs, I may poirefs alone

The lovely Prize, and fhare my Blifs with none I

If you, my Friends, this Virgin can procure.

My Jeys are full, my Happiaefs is fure.

One only Doubt remains ; Full oft I've heard

By Cafuifts grave, and deep Divines averr'd

;

That 'tis too much for Human Race to know
The Blifs of Heav'n above, and Earth below.

Now fhou'd the Nuptial Pleafurcs prove fo great,

To match the Blcfliiigs of the future State,

Thofe endlefs Joys were ill exchang'd for thefe ;

Then clear this Doubt, and fet my Mind at eafc.

This Ja/tin heard, nor cou'd his Spleen controul,

Touch'd to the Quick, and tickl'd at the Soul.

Sir Knight, he cry'd, if this be all you dread,

Heav'n put it paft your Doubt whene'er you wed,

And to my fervent Pray'rs fo far confent,

That e'er the Rites are o'er, you may repent I

Good Heav'n no doubt the nuptial State approTCSp

Since it chaftifes ftill what beft it loves.

Then be not. Sir, abandon'd to Defpair; -y

Seek, and perhaps you'll find, among the Fair, >
One, that may do your Bufinefs to a Hairj ^

Not ev'n in Wilh, your Happinefs delay,

But prove the Scourge to lafli you on your Way

:

Then to the Skies your mounting Soul Ihall go.

Swift as an Arrow foaring from the Bow I

Provided ftill, you moderate your Joy,

Nor in your Pleafures all your Might imploy,

Let Rcalon's Rule your ftrong Defires abate.

Nor pleafe too lavilhly your gentle Mate.

Old Wives there are, of Judgment moft acute,

Who folve thefe Queftions beyond all Difpute;

Confult with thofe, and be of better Chearj

Hui^} do lenance; and difmifs youi Fear,
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So faid they rofc, nor more the Work dclay'd

}

The Match was offer'd, the Propofals made

:

The Parents, you may think, wou'd foon comply j

The Old have Int'rell ever in their Eye:

Nor was it hard to move the Lady*s Mindj
When Fortune favours, ftill the Fair are kind.

I pafs each previous Settlement and Deed,

Too long for me to write, or you to read j

Nor will with quaint Impertinence difplay

The Pomp, the Pageantry, the proud Array.

The Time approach'd, to Church the Parties went,

At once with carnal and devout Intent:

Forth came the Prieft, and bade th' obedient Wife
Like Sarah and T^ebecca, lead her Life:

Then pray'd the Pow'rs the fruitful Bed to blefs,

•And made all fure enough with Holincfs.**»

And now the Palace Gates are opcn'd wide, -%

The Guefts appear in Order, Side by Side, >
And, plac'd in State, the Bridegroom and the Bride. »

Expenfive Dainties load the plenteous Boards,

The beft Luxurious Italy affords :

The breathing Flute's foft Notes are heard around.

And the fhrill Trumpets mix their Silver Sound j

The vaulted Roofs with ecckoing Mufick ring,

Thefe touch the vocal Stops, and thofe the trembling

Not thus ^w/7/,;(?/2 tun' d the warbling Lyre, [String,

Nor Joab the founding Clarion cou'd infpire,

Nor fierce Theodamas, whofe fprightly Strain

Cou'd fwell theSoul toRage,and fire theMartial Train*

Bacchus himfelf, the Nuptial Feaft to grace,

(So Poets fing) was prcfent on the Place j

And lovely Venus, Goddefs of Delight, ^
Shook high her flaming Torch, in open Sight, >
And danc'd around, and fmil'd on ev'ry Knight: *

Plcas'd her belt Servant wou'd his Courage try,

No lefs in Wedlock than in Liberty.

Full, many an Age old Hymen had not fpy'd

$0 kind a Bridegroom, or fo bright a Biide,
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Yc Bards ! renown'd among the tuneful Throng
For gentle Lays, and joyous Nuptial Song;
Think not your fofteft Numbers can difplay

The matchlefs Glories of this blifsful Day;
The Joys are fuch as far tranfcend your Kagc,
When tender Youth has wedded ftooping Age.

The beauteous Dame fate fmiiing at the Board»

And dartedam'rous Glances at her Lord;

Not Hejler's felf, whofe Charms the Hebrevos fing,.

t'er look'd fo lovely on her Perfian King:

Bright as the rifing Sun, in Summei's Day,

And frerti and blooming as the Month oi MAy\
The Joyful Knight furvey'd her by his Side,

Nor envy'd Paris with the Spartan Bride:

Still as his Mind revolv'd with vaft Delight

Th' entrancing Raptures of th* approaching Night 5

Reftlcfs he fate, invoking ev'ry Pow'r

To fpeed his Blifs, and hafte the happy Hour.

Mean time the vig'rous Dancers beat the Ground,

And Songs were fung,and Healths went nimbly round}

With od'rous Spices they pcrfum'd the Place,

And Mirth and Plcafure fhone in ev'ry Face.

Damian alone, of all the Menial Train,

Sad in the midft of Triumphs, figh'd for Pain j.

Damian alone, the Knight's obfequious Squire,

Confum'd at Heart, and fed a fecret ¥ire.

His lovely Miftrefs all his Soul polTeft,

He look'd, he languiflr'd, and cou'd find no Reft;

His Task peiform'd, he fadly went his Way,

Pell on his Bed, and ioath'd the Light of Day»
There let him lye, 'till the relenting Dame
Weep in her turn, and wafte in equal Flame.

The weary Sun, as Learned Poets write,

Foifook th' Horiz.o!7, and roll'd down the Light j

While glitt'ring Stars his abfcnt Beams fupply,

And Night's dark Mantle overfpread the Sky.

Then rofc the Guefts; and as the time rcquir'd,

Each paid his Thanks, and decently rctii'd*

I
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The Foe once gone, our Knight wou'd ftralt un-

So keen he was, and eager to poffefs : [dicfs»

But firft thought fit th' Afliftance to receive.

Which grave Phyficians fcruple not to give j

Satyrion near, with hot Eringo*s flood,

Cantharides, to fire the boiling Blood,

Whofe Ufe old Bards dcfcribe in lufcious Rhymes,
And Criticks learned explain to Modern Times.

By this the Sheets were fpread, the Bride undreft>

The Room was fprinkied, and the Bed was bleft.

What next enfu'd befeems not me to Hiy

:

Tis Tung, he labour'd 'till the dawning Day,
Then briskly fprung from Bed,with Heart fo light,>
As all were nothing he had done by Night 3 ?
And fupt his Cordial as he fate upright

:

^
He kifs'd his balmy Spoufe, with wanton PJay,

And feebly fung a lufty Roundelay:
Then on the Couch his weary Limbs he cafl

;

For e/'ry Labour m.uft have Reft at laft.

But anxious Cares the penfive Squiie opprefi-,

Sleep fled his Eyes, and Peace forfook his Breaft j

The raging Flames that in his Eofom dwell,

He wanted Art to hide and Means to telL

Yet hoping Time th' Occafion might betray,

Compos'd a Sonnet to the lovely May;
Which writ and folded, with the niceft Art,

He wrapt in Silk, and laid upon his Heart.

When now the fourth revolving Day was run,

('Twas Jme, and Cancer had receiv'd the Sun)

Forth from her Chamber came the beauteous BridCp

The good old Knight mov'd flowly by her Side.

High Mafs WHS fungj they fcafted in the Hall;

The Servants round flood ready at their Call,

The Squire alone was abfent from the Board,

And much his Sicknefs griev'd his worthy Lord,

Who pray'd his Spoufe, attended by her Train,

To vifit Damiaa, and divert his Pain.

Th' obliging Dames obey'd with one Confentj

They left the Hall, and to his Lodging went j
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The Female Tribe furround him as he Jay,

And clofc befide him fate the gentle May :

"Where, as flie try'd his Pulfe, he foftly drew

A fpeaking Sigh, and caft a mournful View j

Then gave his Bill, and brib'd the Pow'rs Divine

With fccret Vows, to favour his Defign.

Who fiudies now but difcontented May ?

Dn her foft Couch uneafily (he lay:

The lumpifh Husband fnor'd away the Night,

'Till Coughs awak'd him near the Morning Light,

What then he did, I not prcfume to tell,

Nor if Ihe thought her felf in Heav'n or Hell.

Honeft and dull, in Nuptial Bed they lay,

*Till the Bell toU'd, and All arofe to Pray.

Were it by forceful Deftiny decreed.

Or did from Chance, or Nature's Pow'r proceed.

Or that fome Star, with Afped kind to Love,

Shed its feledeft Influence from above;

Whatever was the Caufe, the tender Dame
Felt the firft Motions of an infant Flame;
She took th' ImpreflHons of the Love-lick Squire,

And wafted in the foft, infcftious Fire.

Ye Fair draw near, let May^s Example move
your gentle Minds to pity thofe who love !

Had fome fierce Tyrant in her ftead been found,

The poor Adorer fure had hang'd, or drown'd:

But (he, your Sexes Mirrour, free from Pride,

Was much too meek to prove a Homicide.

But to my Tale: Some Sages have defin'd

Plcafure the Sov'reign Blifs of Humankind :

Our Knight (who ftudy'd much, we may fuppofc)

Deriv'd this high Philofophy from Thofe j

For, like a Prince, he bore the vaft Expencc

Of lavilh Pomp, and proud Magnificence ;

His Houfc was ftately, his Retinue gay,

Large was his Train, and gorgeous his Array.

His fpacious Garden, made to yield to none.

Was cornpafs'd lound with Walls of folid Stone 5
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Prlapus cou'd not half defcribe the Grace

(Tho' God of Gardens) of this charming Place

:

A Place to tire the rambling Wits of France

In long Defcriptions, and exceed T^or/jance',

Enough to flianic the boldcft Bard that fings

Of painted Meadows, and of purling Springs.

Full in the Center of this Spot of Ground, -y

A Cryftal Fountain fpread its Streams -around, S-

Its fruitful Banks with verdant Lawrels crown'd: ^
About this Spring (if ancient Fame fay true)

The dapper Elves their Moonlight Sports purfucj

Their Pigmy King, and little Fairy Queen,

In circling Dances gambol'd on the Green,

While tuneful Sprighrs a merry Confort made.
And Airy Muiick warbled thro' the Shade.

Hither the Noble Lord wou'd oft repair

(His Scene of Pleafure, and peculiar Care)

For this, he kept it lock'd, and always bore

The Silver Key that op'd the Garden Door.
To this fwcet Place, in Summer's fultry Heat,
Heus'd from Noife and Bufinefs to retreat}

And here in Dalliance fpend the livelong Day,
Solus cum Sola, with his fprightly M-ty.

For whate'cr Work was undifcharg'd a-bed,

In this fair Garden he perform'd and fped.

Thus many a Day, with Eafe and Plenty bicftj

Our gen'rous Knight his gentle Dame poflcft:

But ah ! what Mortal lives of Blifs fccure,

How fhort a Space our Worldly Joys endure ?

O Fortune, fair, like all thy treach'rous Kind,
But faithlcfs ftill, and wav'ring as the Wind!
O painted Monfter form'd Mankind to cheat

With pleafing Poifon, and with foft Deceit!

This aged January, this worthy Knight,

Amidft his Eafe, Enjoyment and Delight,

Struck blind by thee, refigns his Days to Grief^

And calls on Death, the Wretches laft Relief.

The Rage of Jealoufle then feiz'd his Mind,
Foi much he fcai'd the Faith of Womankind,
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His Wife, not fufFer'd from his Side to ftraj, •*

WasCaptivekcpt; hewatch'd her Night and Day, ^
Abridg'd her Pleafurcs, and confin'd her Sway. *

Full oft in Tears did haplefs Ma,y complain,

And figh'd for Woe, but ligh'd and wept in vain;

She look'd on Damian with a Lover's Eye,

For oh, 'twas fix'd, fhc muft pofTcfs or die I

Nor lets Impatience vex'd her Am'rous SquirCj

Wild with delay, and burning with deiire.

Watch'd as flie was, yet cou'd not he refrain

By fecret Writing to difcloie his Pain,

The Dame by Signs revealM her kind Intent,

'Till both were confcious what each other meant.

Ah gentle Knight, what wou'd thy Eyes avail,

Tho' they cou'd fee as far as Ships can fail ?

Tis better fure, when Blind, deceiv'd to be,

Than be deluded when a Man can fee I

^rgtts himfelf, fo cautious and fo wife.

Was overwatck'd, for all his hundred Eyc^ :

So many an honeft Husband may, 'tis known,
Who, wifely, never thinks the Cafe his own.

The Dame at laft, by Diligence and Care,

Trocur'd the Key her Knight was wont to bcarj

She took the Wards in Wax before the Fire,

And gave th'Impreflion to the trufty Squire.

By means of this, fome Wondex fliall appear.

Which in due Place and Seafon, you may hear.

Well fung fweet Ovid, in the Days of yore,

What Sleight is that, which Love will not explore?

And Pyramids and Thisbe plainly fnow

The Feats, true Lovers when they lift, can do

:

Tho' watch'd, and captive, yet in fpight of all,

They found the Art of Killing thro' a Wall.

But now no longer from our Tale to ftray; y
It happ'd, that once upon a Summer's Day, >
Our noble Knight was urg'd to Am'rous Play : ^
He rais'dhis Spoufe e'er Maiin Bell was rung,

And thus his Mtozn'm^ Canticle he fung.
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Awake my Love, difclofe thy radiant Eyesj

-Arife my Wife, my beauteous Lady rife I

Hear how the Doves with penfivc Notes complain,

And in foft Murmurs tell the Trees their Pain ;

The Winter's paft, the Clouds and Tempefts fly.

The Sun adorns the Fields, and brightens all the Sky,

Pair without Spot, whofe ev'ry charming Part

My Bofome wounds, and captivates my Heart,

Come, and in mutual Pleafures let's ingage,

Joy of my Life, and comfort of my Age I

This heard, to Damian ftrait a Sign flie made
To hafte before j the gentle Squire obcy'd:

Secret, and undefcry'd, he took his Way,
And ambudi'd clofe behind an Arbour lay.

It was not long e'er January came,

And Hand in Hand, with him, his lovely Dame ;

Blind as he was, not doubting all was furc,

He turn'd the Key, and made the Gate fecure.

Here let us walk, he faid, obferv'd by none,

Confcious of Pleafures to the World unknown :

So may my Soul have Joy, as thou, my Wife,

Art far the deareft Solace of my Life;

And rather wou'd 1 chufc, by Heav'n above.

To die this Inftant, than to lofe thy Love.

Refled what Truth was in my Paflion fhown, y
When Un-endow'd, I took thee for my own, ^
And fought no Treafure but thy Heart alone. -^

Old as 1 am, and now depriv'd of Sight, ^
"While thou art faithful to thy own true Knight, »
Nor Age, nor Blindnefs, rob me of Delight. 3
Each other Lofs with Patience I can bear,

The Lofs of thee is what I only fear.

Confider then, my Lady and my Wife,

The folid Comforts of a virtuous Life,

As firft, the Love of Chrift himfelf you gainj

Next, your own Honour uadefil'd maintain j

And lafl4y that which fure your Mind muft moves
My whole Eftate Ihall gratifie your Love;
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Make your own Terms j and e'er to Mohow*s Sun
Difplays his Light, by Hcav'n's it fhal! be done.

I feal the Contraft with a holy Kifs,

And will perform, by this my Dear, and this.

Have Comfort, Spoufe, nor think thy Lord unkind j

'Tis Love, not Jealoufie, that fires my Mind.

For when thy Beauty docs my Thoughts engage,

And join'd to that, my owa unequal Age;
From thy dear Side 1 have no Pow'r to parr.

Such fecret Tranfports warm my melting Heart.

For who that once pofleft thofe Heav'nly Charms,
Cou'd live one Moment, abfentfrom thy Arms?
He ceas'd, and May with fober Grace reply'd

;

"Weak was her Voice, as while fhe fpoke Ilie cry'd.

Heav'n knows, (with that a tender Sigh Ihe drew)

I have a Soul to fave as well as you j

And, what no lefs you to my Charge commend.
My deareft Honour, will to Death defend.

To you in holy Church I gave my Hand,
And join'd my Heart, in Wedlock's facied Band :

Yet after this, if you diftruft my Care,

Then hear, my Lord, and witnefs what I fwear.

Firft may the yawning Earth her Bofomc rend.

And let me hence to Hell alive defcendj

Or die the Death I dread no lefs than Hell,

Sow'd in a Sack, and plung'd into a Well

:

E'er 1 my Fame by one lewd Aft difgrace,

Or once renounce the Honour of my Race.

For know. Sir Knight, of gentle Blood I came,

I loath a Whore, and ftaitle at the Name.
But jealous Men on their own Crimes reflect,

And learn from thence their Ladies to fufpcft :

Elfe why thefe needlefs Cautions, Sir, to me?
Thefe Doubts and Fears of Female Conftancy ?

This Chime ftill rings in ev'ry Lady's Ear,

The only Strain a Wife muft hope to hear.

Thus while fhc fpoke, a fidelong Glance Ihe caft.

Where Dumian kncding, rcv'icnc'd as ihc paft.

She
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she faw him watch the Motions of her Eye,

And fmgled out a Pear-tree planted nigh :

'Twas charg'dwith Fruit that made a goodly Shovr^

And hung with dangling Pears was ev'ry Bough.

Thither tli' obfcquious Squire addrefs'd his Pace,

And climbing, in the fummit took his Place

:

The Knight and Lady walk'd beneath in View,

Where let us leave them, and our Tale purfije.

'Twas now the Seafon when the glorious Sun

His Heav'nly Progrefs thro' the Twins had runi

And Jove, exalted, his mild Influence yields.

To glad the Glebe, and paint the fiow'ry Fields.

Clear was the Day, and Phcebus riiing bright.

Had ftreak'd the Azure Firmament with Light;

He pierc'dthe glitt'ring Clouds with golden Streams*

And warm'd the Womb of Earth with Genial Beams.
It fo befel, in that fair Morning-tide, -^

The Fairies fported on the Garden's Side, ^
And, in the midft, the Monarch and his Bride.

So featly tripp'd the light-foot Ladies round,

The Knights fo nimbly o'er the Greenfword bound,

That fcarce they bent the Flow'rs, or touch'd the

Ground.

The Dances ended, all the Fairy Train

For Pinks and Dailies fearch'd the fiow'ry Plain;

While on a Bank reciin'd of riling Green,

Thus, with a Frown, the King befpoke his Queen.
'Tis too apparent, argue what you can,

The Treachery you Women ufe to Man:
A thoufand Authors have this Truth made out.

And fad Experience leaves no room for Doubt,
Hcav'n reft thy Spirit, noble Solomon^

A wifer Monarch never faw the Sun :

All Wealth, all Honours, the fupreme Degree
Of Earthly Blifs, was well befto-.v'd on thee L

Forfagely haft thou raid ; Of all Mankind,
•One only juft, and lighteous, hope to find :

Sijfi
Vol. VI, F

\.



$>8 The Sixth Part of

But flioud'ft thou fearch the fpacious World around;

yet one cood Woman were not to be found.

Thus lays the King who knew your Wickedncfs^
The Son of Sirach teftifies no Icfs.

So may fome Wildfire^ on your Bodies fall.

Or fome devouring Plague confume you all.

As well you view the Leacher in the Tree,

And well this Honourable Knight you fee :

But fincc he's blind and old, (a helplefs Cafe)

His Squire fhall Cuckold him before your Face.

Now, by my own dread Majefty I fwear.

And by this awful Scepter which 1 bear,

No impious Wretch (hall 'fcape unpuniih'd long,

That in my Prefence offers fuch a Wrong,

3 will this Inftant undeceive the Knight,

And, in the very Aft, reftore his Sight

:

And fet the Strumpet here in open View, •«

A Warning to thefe Ladies, and to You, S
And all the faithlcfs Sex, for ever to be true. ^
And will you fo, reply'd the Queen, indeed ? ^

Kow, by my Mother's Soul, it is decreed, >•

She fhall not want an Anfwer at her Need. ^

IFor her, and for her Daughters I'll ingage,

And all the Sex ia each fucceeding Age,

None fhall want Arts to varnilh -an Offence,

And fortifie their Crimes with Confidence.

Nay, *A ere they taken in a ftrift Embrace,

Seen with both. Eyes, and feiz'd upon the Place,

They need no more but to proteft, and fwear.

Breath a fofc Sigh, and drop a tender Tear

;

'Till their wife Huslaands, gull'd by Arts like thefc.

Grow gentle, tradable, and tame as Geefe.

What tho' this lland'rous JeiUi this Solomon^

Call'd-Women Fools, and knew full many a onc>

The wifer Wits of later Times declare

How virtuous, chaft, and conftant, Women arc.

^ itnefs tlie Martyrs, who refi^n'd their Breathj

gexene in Torments, unceiicein'd ija Peath>



Miscellany Poems: ^9
And wltnefs next what %oman Authors tell,

How ^rria, Portia, and Lucretia fell.

But fince the facred Leaves to All are free.

And Men interpret Texts, why (hou'd not We?
By this no more was meant, than to have fhowHj^-

That Soveraign Goodnefs dwells in Him alone ^
Who only Is, and is but only One. V
But grant the worft ; (hall Women then be weigh'd

By ev'ry Word that Solor/%on has faid?

What tho' this King (as Hebrew Story boafts)

Built a fair Temple to the Lord of Hofts j

He ceas'd at laft his Maker to adore.

And did as much for Idol Gods, or more.
Beware what lavifh Praifcs you confer

On a rank Leacher, and Idolater,

Whofe Reign Indulgent God, fays Holy Wrlf,

Did "but for David's Righteous Sake permit j

D.xvid, the Monarch after Heav'ns own Mind,
Who lov'd our Sex, and honour'd all our Kind,

Well, I'm a Woman, and as fuch muft fpeak;

Silence wou'd fwell me, and my Heart wou'dbicak^"

Know then, I fcorn your dull Authorities,

Youx idle Wits, and all their learned Lies;

By Heav'n, thofe Authors are our Sex's Foes,

Whom, in our Right, I muft, and will oppofc.

Nay, (quoth the King) dear Madam be not wroth;

I yield it up; but fince I gave my Oath,

That this much-injur'd Knight again fliou'd fee?

It muft be done—I am a King, faid he,

And one, whofe Faith has ever facred been.

And fo has mine, (flie faid)— 1 am a Queca!
Her Anfwer Ihc ihall have, I undertake

;

And thus an End of all Difpute I make:
Try when you lift ; and you ihall find, my Loid^

It is not in our Sex to break our Word.
We leave them here in this Heroick Straip^

Aud to the Knight ouj: Story turns agaia.
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That in the Garden, with his lovely May,

Sung merrier than the Cuckow or the Jay :

This was his Songi Oh kind and conftant bc^

Conftant and kind I'll ever prove to thee.

Thus finging as he went, at lall he drew

By eafie Steps, to where the Pear-Tree grew :

The longing Dame look'd up, and fpy'd her Love
Full fairly perch'd among the Boaghs above.

She ftopp'd, and fighing. Oh good Gods, ihe cry'd,

^\^hat Pangs, what fudden Shoots diftend my Side?

for that tempting Fruit, fo frefli, fo green

;

Help, for the Lore of Heav'ns immortal Queen I

Kelp dcareft Lord, and fave at once the Life

Of thy poor Infant, and thy longing Wife I

Sore figh'd the Knight, to hear his Lady's Cry,

J?ut cou'd not climb, and had no Servant nigh.

Old as he was, and void of Eyc-fight too,

What cou'd, alas, the helplefs Husband do?
And muft I languish then (Ihe faid) and die,

yet view the lovely Fruit before my Eye ?

M Icaft, kind Sir, for Charity's fweet fake,

Vouchfa^ethe Bole between your Arms to take;

Then from your Back I might afcend the Tree 5

Do you but ftoop, and leave the reft to me.
With all my Soul, he thus reply'd again j

I*d fpcnd my deareft Blood to cafe thy Pain.

This faid, his Back againft the Trunk he bent 5

She feiz'd a Twig, and up the Tree fhe went.

Now prove your Patience, gentle Ladies all.

Nor let on me your heavy Anger fall:

'Tis Truth 1 tell, tho' not in Phrafe refin'd 5

Tho' blunt my Talc, yet honeft is my Mind.
What Feats the Lady in the Tree might do,

1 pafs, as Gambols never known to you :

But fure it was a merrier Fit, fhe fwore,

Than in her Life fhe ever felt before.

In that nice Moment, lo ! the wondring Knlghf
Lock'd out, and flood leftoi'd to fudden Sight,
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^riait on the Tree his eager Eyes he bent,

As one whofe Thoughts were on his Spoufe iutentj

But when he law his Bofom-Wifc fo drcft.

His Rage was fuch, as cannot be expreil :

Not frantick Mothers when their Infants die.

With fuch loud Clamours rend the vaulted Sky i

He cry'd, he roar'd, he rag'd, he tore his Hair;

Death I Hell ! and Furies 1 what doft Thou do there *"

What ails my Lord J the trembling Dame reply'dj,

I thought your Patience had been better try'd :

Is this your Love, ungrateful and unkind,

This my Reward, for having cur'd the Blind?

Wiiy was I taught to make my Husband fee.

By Strugling with a Man upon a Tree?

Did I for this the Pow'r of Magick prove?

Unhappy Wife, whofe Crime was too much Love J

If this be Strugling, by this holy Light,

'Tis Strugling with a Vengeance, (quorh the Knight :y.

So Heav'n preferve the Sight it has reftor'd.

As with thefe Eyes I plainly faw thee whor'd ;

Whor'd by my Slave—Perfidious Wretch I may Hell

As furely feize thee, as I faw too well.

Guard me, good Angels! cry'd the gentle May,-.

Pray Heav'n, this Magick work the proper Way ;

Alas, my Lord, 'tis certain, cou'd you fee.

You ne'er had us'd thefe killing Words to me.
So help me Fates, as 'tis no perfeft Sight,

But fome faint Glimm'ring of a doubtful Light.

What I have faid, quoth he, I muft maintain;

For, by th' Immortal Pow'rs, hfeem^d too plain—

-

By all thofe Pow'rs, fome Frenzy feiz'd your Mind, -^

(Reply'd the Dame :) Are thefe the Thanks I find? C
Wretch that I am, that e'er I was fo Kind I

'

She faid ; a rifing Sigh exprefs'd her Woe,
The ready Tears apace began to flow,

And as they fell, flic wip'd from either Eye
arhc Diops; (foi Women when they lift, can cry.)..

E-3
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The Knight was touch'd, and in his Looks appeai'd

Si^ns ofRemoife, while thus his Spoufe he chcai'd?

Madam, 'tis paft, and my fliort Anger o'er j

Come down, and vex your tender Heart no more:
Excufe me, Dear, if ought amifs was faid^

For, on my Soul, amends fliall foon be made

:

Let my Kepentancc your Forgivencfs draw.

By Heav'n, 1 fvore but what I thought I faw.

Ah my lov'dLord I 'twas much unkind (fhecry'd)

On bare Sufpinon thus to treat your Bride j

But 'till your Sight's cftablifh'd, for a while,

Imperfeft Objefts may your Senfe beguile:

Thus when from Sleep we fiift our Eyes difplay, p
The Ralls feem wounded with the piercing Ray, >
And dusky Vapours rife, and intercept the Day: -*

So juft rccov'ring from the Shades of Night, •%

Your fwiiTimingEyes arc drunk with fudden Light, C
Strange Phantoms dance around, and skim before C

your Sight. ^
Then Sir be cautious, nor too rafhly deem

;

Heav'n knows, how feldom things are what they feem I

Confult your Reafon, and you foon fhall find,

*Twas You were jealous, not your Wife unkind:

Jo-ve ne'er fpoke Oracle more true than this,

Kone judge fo wrong as thofe who think amifs.

With that, Ihe leap'd into her Lord's Embrace,

With wcll-dilTembrd Virtue in her Face :

He hugg'd her clofe, and kifs'd her o'er and o'er,

Difturb'd with Doubts and Jealoufies no more:

Both, pleas'd and bleft, renew'd their mutual Vows,

A fruitful Wife, and a believing Spoufe.

Thus ends our Tale, whofe Moral next to makc>

Let all wife Husbands hence Example takcj

And pray, to crown the Plcafures of their Lives,

Tq be fo well deluded by their Wives.

^t



Miscellany PoEKfs. rof

A Paftoral Dialogue, between'

Two Shepherdesses.

By the Author of the POEM on the SF LEI N»

s r L V I -A^

PRETTY Nymph, within this Shade,

Whilft the Flocks to Reft are lay'd,

Whilft the World diilolves in Heat,

Take this cool, and flow'ry Seat j

And with pleafing Talk, a while.

Let us two the Time beguile:

Tho' thou here no Shepherd fee,-

To enclinc his humble Knee j

Or, with Melancholy Laycs,

Sing thy dangerous Beauty's Praife.

D -K^I N D ^.
Nymph, with thee I here wou'd flayj.

But have heard, that on this Day,
Near thofe Beeches, fcarce in view.

All the Swains fome Mirth purfue,

To whofe Meeting now I haftc

;

Solitude docs Life but wafte.

S r L V I ^.
Prithee, but a Moment ftay.

D T^l N D ^.
No, my Chaplet wou'd decay;

Ev'ry drooping Flow'r wou'd mourn,
And wrong the Face they ftiou'd adorn.

s r L V 1 ^.
I can tell thee, tho' fo fair.

And drcfs'd with all that Rural Carc^
Moft of the admiring Swains

Willi be abfent from the Plains j

Gay SylvAnder^ in the Dance,

Met laft Night a fhrewd Mifchance^-
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To his Cabin now confin'd

By MopfuSi who the Strain did bind j

Damon through the Woods does ftray.

Where his Kids have loft. their way j

loung Nc.rcjjfui^ Iv'ry Brow,

Rac'd by a malicious Bough,

Keeps the girlifh Boy from fight,

'Till Time Ihall do his Beauty right,

D O \I N D sA,

Where's Ulexis?

S r L V 2 ^.
He, alas

!

Lyes extended on the Grafs,

Tears his Garland, raves, defpaiis.

Mirth and Harmony forfwears;

Since he was this Morning fhown.

That Delia muft not be his own.

D % I N D ^.
poolifli Swain, fuch Love to place

STL V I ^,
On any, but Dormda's Face.

D \I N D sA,

Hafty Nymph I I faid not ^oi

S r L V I ^,
No ; but 1 thy Meaning know,

Ev'ry Shepherd thou would'ft have

Not thy Lover, but thy Slave j

To encreafe thy captive Train,

Never to be lov'd again j

But fincc all are now away,

Irithee but a Moment ftay.

D \I N D ^.
No, the Strangers from the Vale,

Sure, will not this Meeting- fail

;

Graceful one,^ the other fair.

He too, vk^ith the Fenfivc Air,

Told me, e'er he came this way,

Kc was worn to look more gay.
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SYLVIA.
See ! how Pride thy Heart enclines

To think, for thee that Shepherd pines,

When thofe Words, that reach'd thy Ear,

cijloe was defign'd to hear ;

Chioey who did near thee ftand,

And his more fpcaking Looks command,
D -^l N D ^.

Now thy Envy makes mc fmile.

That! indeed, were worth his while :-

Chloey next thy felf, decay'd,

And no more a. Courted-Maid.

STL V I ^.
Next my felf I Young Nymph, foibearg

Still the Swains allow me Fair j

Though, not what I was, that Day
When Colm bore the Prize away.

When-—

-

D %I N D ^^
-—Oh, hold! that Tale will Ufl:

^Till all the Evening Sports are pafs'd,

'Till no ftreak of Light is feen,

Nor Foot-flep prints the flow'iy Green

|

What thou wert, I need not know j

V/hat I am, muil hafte to fhow:

Only this I now difcern.

From the things thouMft have mc learn.

That Woman-kind's peculiar Joys

From paft, or prefent Beauties rife.

ADAM Pos'd.

By the farm Hand.

COu'd i)ur firft Father, at his toilfome Plough,

Thorns in his Path, and Labour on his Brow,
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doithM only in a rude, unpolifli'd Skin;'

Cou'd he, a vain, fantaftick Nymph have feea.

In all her Airs, in all her Antick Graces ;

Her various Falhions, and more various Faces.;

How had it pos'd that Skill, which late afiign'd

Juft Appellations to each fev'ral Kind,

A right Idea of the Sight to frame,

To guefs from what new Element fhe came,
To hit the wavering Form, or give the Thing a

Name.

A L c I D o R.

By the fame Hand.

WHILE Monarchs in ftcrn Battel ftidvc

For proud Imperial Sway,

Abandon'd to his Milder Love,

Within a fllent peaceful Grove,.

xAlcidor caielcfs lay.

Some tcrm'd it cold unmanly Fear 5

Some, Nicety of Senfe ;

That Drums and Trumpets cou'd not hear.

The fullying Blafts of Powder bear.

Or with foul Camps difpence,

A patient Martyr to their Scorn,

And each ill-faihion'd Jeft,

TJae Youth, who but for Love was born,

Remain'd, and thought it vaft Rctmn>
To reign in Clonas Bieaft.

But oh I a ruffling Soldier came.
In all the Pomp of War j

The Gazettes long had fpoke his FamCj
Now Hautboys, his Approach proclaim.

And draw in Clouds from far.
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CioYtd unhappily wou'd gazcj

And as he nearer drew.

The Man of Feather, and of Lace,

Stopp'd (hort, and with profound Amaze,
Took all her Charms to view,

A Bow, which from Campaigns he brought>
And to his Holfters low,

Her fclf, and the Speftators taught,

That her the faireft Nymph he thought^

Of all that fojemM the Row.

Next Day> e'er Phcebus cou'd be fecn.

Or any Gate unbarr'd.

At hers, upon th' adjoining Green,

From Ranks, with waving Flags between^

Were foften'd Trumpets heard.

The Noon does following Treats providC;^

In the Pavillion's Shade j

The Neighbourhood, and all befide

That v/ill attend the amorous Pxidcj

Are Wellcom'd, with the Maid»

Poor .Alcidor, thy Hopes are crofs'dj

Go perifh on the Ground

i

Thy Sighs by ftronger Notes aretofs'dj

Drove back, or inthe PalHigfi loft,

Rich Wines thy Tears- have drown'd.

In Womens Hearts, the fofteft Things
Which Nature cou'd devife,

Are yet fome harfli and jarring Strings,

That when loud Fame, or Profit rings.

Will anfwet to the Noife.

loor KAlcidor, go Fight, or Die,

l*ct thy fond Notions ccafej
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Man was not made in Shades to lye,

Or his full Blifs at Eafc enjovj

To Live, or Love, in Peace.

Baucis and Philemon
Imitated from O v i D.

IN ancient Times, as Story tells,

The Saints would often leave their Cells,

And ftrole about, but hide their Quality,

To try good Peoples Hofpitality.

It happcn'd on a Winter Night,

As Authors of the Legend write;

Two Brother Hermits, Saints by Trade,

Taking their Tour in Mafquerade j

Difguis'd in tattei'd Habits, went

To a fmall Village down in I\ent ;

Where, in the Strolers canting Strain,

They begg'd from Door to Door in vain^

Try'd cv'ry Tone, might Pity win.

But not a Soul would let *em in.

Our wand'ring Saints in woful State,

Treated at this ungodly Rate,

Having thro' all the Village pafs'd.

To a fmall Cottage came at laft,

Where dweir a good old honeft Yeoman^
Caird, in the Neighbourhood, Philemon^

Who kindly did the Saints invite

In his poor Hutr to pals the Night

5

And then the hofpicable Sire

Bid Goody Bamis mend the Fire;

While he from out the Chimny took

A Flitch of Bacon off the Hook

;

And freely from the fatteft Side

Cut out large Slices to be fiy'd.:
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Then ftcpt alidc to fetch 'cm Drink,

Fiird a large Jugg up to the Brink;

And faw it fairly twice go round j

Yet (what is wonderful) they found,

*Twas ftill replenifh'd to the Top,

As if they ne'er had toucht a Drop,

The good old Couple was amaz'd.

And often on each other gaz'd 5

r.or both were frighted to the Heart,

And juft began to cry 5 What ait I

Then fofdy turn'd afide, to view

Whether the Light were burning blue.

The gentle Pilgrims foon aware on't.

Told 'em their Calling, and their Errant ?

Good Folks, you need not be afraid.

We are but Saints, the Hermits faid 5

No hurt fhali come to you or yours

;

But, for that Pack of Churlifh Boors,

Not fit to live on Chriftian Ground,
They and their Houfes Ihall be drown'd 3

Whilft you fhall fee your Cottage rife.

And grow a Church before your Eyes.

They fcarce had fpoke, when, fair and foi%
The Roof began to mount aloft j

Aloft rofe ev'ry Beam and Rafter,

The heavy Wall climb'd flowly after.

The Chimney widen'd, and grew high'r,

Became a Steeple with a Spire.

The Kettle to the Top was hoift.

And there ftood faft'ned to a Joift :

But with the Upfide down, to Ihovv

Its Inclination for Below j

In vann ; for a Superior Force

Appiy'd at bottom, flops its Courfc,

Doom'd ever in Sufpenfe to dwell,

'Tis now AO Kettle, but a Bell.

A wooden Jack, which had almoft

Lofl, by difufc, the Ait to loafl^
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A fudden Alteration feels,

EucrcAs'd by new luteftine Wheels :

And, what exalts the Wonder more.

The Number made the Motion flow'r:

The Flyar, tho' 't had leaden Feet,

Turn'd round fo quick you fcarce coald fcc't j

But flacken'd by fome fecret Pow'r,

Now hardly moves an Ijich an Hour,

The Jack and Chimney near aliy'd,

Had never left each others fide j

The Chimney to a Steeple grown>

The Jack would not be left alone.

But up againft the Steeple rear'd.

Became a Clock, and ftill adhcr'd z

And ftill its Love to Houlhold Cares

By a (hrill Voice at Noon declares.

Warning the Cook-maid not to burn

That Roaft-meat wtiich it cannot turn^

The groaning Chair began to crawl

Like a huge Snail aloiig the Wall j

There ftuck aloft in publick View,

And, with fmall Change, a Tulpit grew.

The Porringers that in a Row
Hung high, and made a glitt'ring Show^
To a lefs noble Subftance chang'd,

Were now but Leathern Buckets rang'd.

The Ballads pafted on the Wall,

Of Joan of France, and Englijh Moll,

Fair %ofamondy and %obin Hood,

The little Children in the Wood;
Now feem'd to look abundance better,

Improv'd in Pifture, Size, and Letter j

And high in Order plac'd, defcribe

The Heraldry of ev*ry Tribe.

A Bcdfted of the antique Mode,
Compaft of Timber many a Loa^J,

Such as our Anceftors did ufe.

Was Mctamorphos'd into Pews,
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Which fiill their ancient Nature keep ;

By lodging Folks difpos'd to Sleep.

The Cottage, by fuch Feats as thcfe.

Grown to a Church by juft Degrees,

The Hermits then defir'd their Hoft
To ask for what he fancy'd moft;
Philemen having paus'd a while,

Rcturn'd 'em-: thanks in homely Stile ;

Then raid5 my Houfe is grown fo.fine,

Methinks I ftill would call it mine:

I'm old, and fain would live at eafe,

Make me the Parfon, if you plcafe.

He fpoke, and prcfently he feels

His Graders Coat fall down his Heels

5

He fees, yet hardly can believe.

About each Arm a Pudding-flccvc.

His Waftcoat to a Caflbck grew,"

And both aflum'd a fable Hue 5 .

But being old, continu'd juft

As thread-bare, and as full of Duft.

His talk was now of Tythes and Dues,

Could fmoak his Pipe, and read the News 3

Knew how to Preach old Sermons next,

Vampt in the Preface and the Text.

At Chriftniags well could ad his Parr,

And had the Service all by Heart

;

Wifli'd Women might have Children faft,.

And thought whole Sow had farrow'd laft:

Againft Diffenters would repine,

And flood up firm for Right Divine.

Found his Head fill'd with many a Syftem,

But Clalfick Authors—he ne'er mifs'd 'cm.

Thus having furbilht up a Parfon,

Dame Baucis next they play'd their Farc€ on S

Inftead of homefpun Coif, were fecn

Good Pinners edg'd with Colberteexi:

Her Petticoat transform'd apace,

Became black Satcin flomi&'4 with Lacc^
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Plain Goody would no longer down,

'Twas Madam in her Grogram Gown.
Thilemon was in great Surprise,

And hardly could believe his EyeSj

Amaz'd to fee her look fo prim.

And Ihe admir'd as much at him.

Thus, happy in their Change of Life

Were feveral Years this Man and Wife
5

When on a Day, which prov'd their laft,

Difcourfing o'er old Stories paft,

They went by chance, amidft their talk^

To the Church-yard, to take a Walk j

When Baucis haftily cry'd out;

My Dear; 1 fee your Forehead fprout

:

Sprout, quoth the Man, What's this you tell us5

1 hope you don't believe me Jealous

;

But yet methinks I feel it true

;

And truly, yours is budding too—

—

Nay, now I cannot ftir my Foot:

It feels as if 'twere taking Root.

Dcfcription would but tire my Mufe:
In flioit, they both were turn'd to Yews,

Old Good-man Dobfon of the Green
Remembers he the Trees has feen ;

He'll talk of them from Noon 'till Night,

And goes with Folks to fliew the Sight :

On Sundays after Ev'ning Pray'r,

He gathers all the Parifli there;

Points out the Place of either Yew 5

Here Bauds ^ there Philemon grew :

^Tiil once, a Parfon of our Town,
To mend his Barn, cut Bauds down 3

At which 'tis hard to be believ'd

How much the other Tree was griev'd;

Grew fciubby, dy'd a top, was ftuntedj

So, the next Parfon ftub'd and burnt it,

4*
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On Mrs. Biddy Floyd.

WHEN Cupid did his Grandfire Jove intreat.

To form fome Beauty by a new Receir,

Jove fent and found far in a Country Scene,

Truth, Innocence, good Nature, Look ferenc.

From which Ingredients firft, the dextrous Boy
Pickt the Demure, the Awkward, -awA the Coy j

The Graces frora the Couit did next provide

Breeding, and Wit, and Air, and decent Piide,

Thcfe Venus c eans'd from every fpurious Grain

Of Nice, Coquett, Afteded, Pert, and Vniii.

Jovemiya up all, and his bleft Giay imploy'dj

Then call'd the happy Compofition, lioyd,

A ^ranjlation of the foregoing Verses.

'By another Hand,

In L Y D I A M,

0%Ahat precibus Cupido blandisy

Vt tandern omnipotens pater deomrii

p^rmofam lege conderet rece>iti.

xArridetts citCf rnris ad rece^'^um

lAlmtts mi/it avus, Fidemcjue nu.da.m

JlUc repperit, Dinocentiam^aef

£t vtilwm pUcidiim, Indolemqtte fuavemz
Dextra, <jUie,faali Puer perittts

Oris a nimio ptidore pargat^

£t ffiorum ruditate inelegantit

^c nimis timida fugacitate.

Sacrx Pierides parant deinde

Ex aula, ingenuam Infiittitionem,

^AcHTnenque acre, Gratiamjue formal
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Cum fe non nimis efferente Fafiu.

%Ab his flavA Venus removit omntm
procut mollitiemy & rnalas doloftc

Mentis lllccebras, Ineptiafque

Bonum prave imitantium, levefque

Motiis^ GlorioU(jue Inanitatem,

Mifcet .omnia Jupiter, lutoque

TemperAt meUore^ Lydiamqtie

Jnde Appeliat opHS, Jlupens^ fuperhtim».

^ranjlatms of the Sortes VirgilianaE:»

King CHARLES the Firft's.

At hello, Sec.

BUT vex'd with Rebels, and a flubborn Racci
His Country banifh'd, and his Sons embrace*

Some foreign Prince for fruitlefs Succours try.

And fee his Friends inglorioufly die.

Nor when he ftiall to Faithlefs Terms fubmit,

His Throne enjoy, not comfortable Light j

But immature a Shameful Death receive,

And on the Ground th' unbury'd Body leave

,1

'

The Lord. Falkland V.

Non l^c O Palla, See.

OPalUSi this was not thy promis'd Vow^
To curb thy Fire, and fhun the cruel Foe.

Thy Father fear'd thy forward youthful Flames
The fvvcet Dcfirc of Praife and warlike Fame.

O haplefs Fruits of Youth I ah fatal Coft

Of Neighbour Wars I Ah Vows to .Heaven loft S
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T'o my Friend, Mr, Pop e, on hh

Pastorals.

By Mr* Wycherley.

IN thefe more dull as more ccnforious Days,'

When few dare give, and fewer merit Praifc 5

A Mufe (Incere, that never Flatt'ry knew,
Pays what to Friendfhip and Defert is due.

Young, yet Judicious ; in your Verfe are found

Art ftrengthning Nature, Senfe improv'd by Sound t

Unlike, thofe Wits, whofe Numbers glide along

So fmo.oth, no Thought e'er interrupts the Song j^

Laborioufly enervate they appear,

And write not to the Head, but to the Ear:

Our Minds unmov'd and unconccrn'd, they Iull»

And are, at beft, moft Mufically dull.

So purling. Streams with even Murmurs creep.

And huih the heavy Hearers into Sleep.

As fmoothcft Speech is moft deceitful found, ^
Thefmootheft Numbers oft are empty Sound, >
And leave our lab'ring Fancy quite a-ground. -^

But Wit and Judgment join at once in you.

Sprightly as Youth, as Age confummate too ;

Your Strains are regularly Bold, and pleafe y
Withunforc'd Care, and unaffefted Eafc, V.

With proper Thoughts, and lively Imnges :
>

Such, as by Nature to the Ancients fl)0wn,

Fancy improves, and Judgment makes your own 3

Fox great Men'i Fafhions to be follow'd are,.

Altho' difgraceful 'tis their Clothes to wear.

Some in a polifli'd Stile write Paftoral,

Arcadia fpcaks the Language of the Mal/y

Like fome fair Shcpherdefs, the Sj^lvan Mufe,

Peck't in thofc Flow'is hei native Fields pioduc-e*
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With modeftCharms wou'd in plainNcatnefb ^Icafcj j
But feems a Dowdy in the Courtly Drefs, >
tVhofe aukward Finery allures us lefs. ^
But the true Meafure of the Shepherd's Wit
Shou'd, like his Garb, be for the Country fit 5

let muft his pure and unafFefted Thought
More nicely than the common Swain's be wrought.

So, with becoming Art, the Players drefs

In Silks, the Shepherd and the Shepherdcfs;

Yet ftiil unchang'd the Form and Mode remain,

Shap'd like the homely RufTet of the Swain»

lour Rural Mufe appears, to juftifie

The long-loft Graces of Simplicity}

So Rural Beauties captivate our Senfe,

With Virgin Charms, and Nature's Excellence*

yet long her Modefty thofc Charms conccal*d>

'Till by Men's Envy to the World rcveal'd;

For Wits Induftrious to their Trouble feem.

And needs will Envy what they muft Eftecm,

Live, and enjoy their Spite I nor mourn that Fate

Which wou'd, if Virgil liv'd, on Virgil wiit

;

WhofcMufe didence, like thine, in Plains delight

5

Thine fhall, like his, foon take a higher Flight j

So Larks which hrft from lowly Fields arife,

Mount by degrees, and reach at laft the Skies.

To Mr, POPE.
By another Hxnd.

IN Ten?i>c*s Shades, thus, to the lift'ning Throng
Thy own Apollo taught the Rural Song

;

That rough Deucalion-Kiicc he cou'd aflwage

With Verfe like thine, and footh their lavageRagcj

The Ufe of Reafon Verfe cou'd firft Infpire, [Firci

Jkft flrike theii flinty Bicafts,and light th'Ethcri*!
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Tkeir ftupid Souls to Senfe and Thought improve.

To Pity foften'd, and refin'd to Love.

The melting Sounds convcy'd Love's gentle Dart,-*

Thus Arm'd, the God fubdu'd each ftubborn Heart, >
And fix'd his Empire by the Poet's Art. >
And as the Pow'r of Verfe did Love infufe,

To nobler Flights Love wing'd the Infant Mufe ; .

Soon in fierce Strife the tuneful Swains were found.
The Victor's Brow with Rural Honours crown'd j

Each grateful Nymph her Shepherd'sWreath prepai'dj

And Beauty was the Theam, and the Reward.
Hearts then were paii'd by Love, the mutual Flame
Bright, and unchang'd, to Age and Death the fame*

Thus happy Mortals liv'd e'er Vice had Birth,

When good Old Saturn rul'd the peaceful Earth:

E'er the hoarfe Drum had kindl'd fierce DebatCj

Or tuneful Trumpets footh'd 'em into Fate:

The gulltlcfs Lawrcl then from Blood was free.

Nor Mars ufurp'd the Mufes facred Treej

While Verfe, and Love, their equal Empire fway'd^

E'er Int'reft had debas'd 'em to a Trade:

Celeftial Beauties did to Groves repair,

And Gods defcending found ElyzJnm there.

Such firft were Poets, fuch the Ancient Wit

;

Thus Marcy, and the foft Sicilian writ j

Thy early Guides, who tun'd thy Infant Voice,

Refin'd thy Numbers firft, and fix'd thy Choice.
With Art like theirs, thy humble Subjeft's wrought,'

So fmooth the flowing Verfe, fo turn'd the beauteous
Where eafie Nature every Grace affords, [Thought,
And charms without an empty Pomp of Words:
Whete the juft Thoughts the i>7t/d» Mufe fupplics.

Sink without creeping, without foaring Rife.

So form'd the Whole, fo well difpos'd each Part,

Nor Greece nor T{ome can boaft a nobler Art

;

Each ^ge and Pajfion^ ev'ry 'E^ural Carc^

Attend the Seafons of the various Year:
The Spring of YouthLife's opening Sweets does prove.
Gay Hopes, and foft Dcfircs, the Bloom of Love :
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'Till ripcn'd Man his fcorching Summer mourns,
And kindl'd into Pain, moic fiercely burns :

The glowing Flame, damp*d with autumnal Storms,^
Dark Images of Death and Horror forms, V
Or, when dcclin'd to Fiiendfhip, faintly warms : •*

A Train of Woes, cold Age like Winter bears.

Loft Hopes, departed Love, and cndlefs Tears I

The Sylvan Song your firft EfTay you chufe.

The hardeft, th-e leaft known, moft moving Mufci
But foon on Wing, above your Native Plains,

You mount aloft in Homer^s Godlike Strainsj

While you Divine Sarpedon's Fate deplore.

Sublime with Grecian Energy you Soar:

So juft an Art in each Extrcam you prove.

Or fing with Shepherds, or lament with Jove.

Thus thy bright God with equal Glory gilds

Majeftick Palaces, and humble Fields

:

Thus warm in Spring his Youthful Beams appear.

Create the Seafons, and adorn the Year

;

To Flow'rs their Bloom, to Stars their Light fupply^

Paint all the Vales, and Brighten all the Sky.

Horace, Ode III. Book IIL

Auguftus had A Defign to "K^bmld Troy, and make it

the Metropolis of the Roman Empire ; having Clofet-

ed feveral Senators on the Proje£f, Horace is fuppos^d

to have Written the folio-wing Ode en this Occafion,

TH E Man refolvM and fteady to his Truft,

Inflexible to 111, and obftinately Juft,

May the rude Rabbles Infolence defpife.

Their fcnfelefs Clamours and tumultuous Cries j

The Tyrant's fiercencfs he beguiles.

And the ftcrn Brow, and the harfli Voice defies.

And with Superiox Gicatncfs finilcs,
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"Not the rough Whirlwind, that deforms

lAdria's black Gulf, and vexes it with Storms,

The ftubborn Virtue of his Soul can movcj
Not the Red Arm of Angry Jove,

That flings the Thunder from the Sky,

And gives it Rage to roar, and Strength to fly.

Shou'd the whole Frame of Nature round hitn

In Ruin and Confufion hurl'd, [brcakj

He, Unconcern'd, wou'd hear the mighty Crack,

And (land fecure amidft a falling World.

Such were the Godlike Arts that led

Bright Pellux to the blcft Abodes i

Such did for great Alcides plead.

And gain'd a Place among the Gods.

Where now Jtignfins, mix'd with Heroes, lleij

And to his Lips the Ne£tar Bowl applies i

His ruddy Lips the Purple Tincture fhow.

And with immortal Stains divinely glow.

By Arts like thefe did young Lyms rife ;

His Tigers drew him to the Skies,

Wild from the Defart and unbroke :

In vain they foam'd, in vain they fliar'd.

In vain their Eyes with Fury glar'dj

He tam'd *em to the La(h, and bent *em to the YokeJ
Such were the Paths that \ome's great Founder

When in a Whirlwind fnatch'd on high, [trod,

He ftiook off dull Mortality,

And loft the Monarch in the God.
Bright Juno then iier awfiil Silence broke,

And thus th^ alTembled Deities beipoke.

Trov, fays the Goddefs, perjur'd Troy has felt

The dire Effcfts of her proud Tyrant's Guilt 5

The tow'ring Pile and foft Abodes,

Wall'd by the Hand of fervile Gods,
Now fpreads its Ruins all around.

And lyes inglorious on the Ground,
An Umpire, partial and unjuft, -^

And a lewd Woman's impious Lufl:, ^
Lay heavy onhei Head, and funk her to the Puft. ^



I20 The Sixth Part of

since falfe Laomedoti's Tyrannick Sway,

That durft defraud th' Immortals of their Fay,

Her Guardian Gods renounc'd their Patronage,

Nor wou'd the fierce invading Foe repel j

To my Refentmcnts, and Minerva's Rage,

The guilty King and the whole People fell.

And now the long protrafted Wars are o'er.

The foft Adult'rer fhines no more
5

Ko more do's Hecior's Force the Trojans fhield.

That drove whole Armies back, and fingly cleai'd

the Field.

My Vengeance fated, I at length refigii

To Mars his Offspring of the Trojan Line;
'

Advanc'd to God-head let him rife.

And take his Station in the Skies i

There entertain his ravifli'd Sight

With Scenes of Glory, Fields of Light;

Quaff with the Gods immortal Wine,

And fee adoring Nations crowd his Shrine:

The thin Remains of Troy^s afflided Hoft,

In diftant Realms may Seats unenvy'dfiod.

And flourilh on a Foreign Coaft ;

But far be l^me from Troy disjoined,

Remov'd by Seas, from the difaftrous Shore,

May endlefs Billows rife between, and Storms un-

numbcr'd roar.

Still iet the curft detefted Place,

Where Priam lyes, and Priam^s faithlcfs Race,

Be cover' d o'er with Weeds, and hid in Grafs.

There let the wanton Fiock« unguarded ftray 5

Or, while the lonely Shepherd fings,

Amidft the mighty Ruins play.

And frisk upon the Tombs of Kings.

May Tygers there, and all the Savage kind.

Sad folitary Haunts, and filent Defarts findj

In gloomy Vaults, and nooks of Paiaccs>

May th' unmolcfted Lyonefs

flcf
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Her brindcd Whelps fecurely lay,

Or coucht, in dreadful Slumbers wafte the Day.
While Troy in Heaps of Ruins lyes,

*t^me and the T{om.xn Capitol fhall rife ;

Th' Illuftrious Exiles unconfin'd

Shall Triumph far and near, and rule Mankind.
In vain the Sea's intruding Tide

Europe from ^fric fhall divide,

And part the fever'd World in two : [fpread,

Through ^fric's Sands their Triumphs they (hall

And the long Train of Victories purfue

To Nile's yet undifcover'd Head.

Riches the hardy Soldier fhall defpifc.

And look on Gold with un-defiring Eyes,

Nor the disbowell'd Earth explore

In fearch of the forbidden Ore ;

Thofe Glitt'ting Ills conceal'd within the Mine,
Shall lye untouch' d, and Innocently Ihine.

To the laft Bounds that Nature fets,

The piercing Colds and fult'ry Heats,

The Godlike Race (hall fpread their Arms ;

Now fill the Polar Circle with Alarms,

*Till Storms and Tcmpefts their Purfuits confine.

Now fweat for Conqueft underneath the Line.

This only Law the Viftor (hall reftrain,

On thefe Conditions (hall he Reign j

If none his guilty Hand employ.

To build again a fecond Troy-f

If none the rafh Defign purfue,

Nor tempt the Vengeance of the Gods anew.

A Curfe there cleaves to the devoted Place,

That (hall the new Foundations rafc

:

(jreece (hall in mutual Leagues confpire

To (lorm the Rifing Town with Fire,

And at their Armies Head my felf will (how

What 7«/jo, urg'd to all her Rage, can do.

Thrice (hou'd ^4polh's felf the City raife.

And line it round with Walls of Brafs,

Yql. VI? G
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Thrice fhou'd my fav'ritc Greeks his Works confound^

And hew the fliining Fabrick to the Ground j

Thrice fliou'd her captive Dames to Greece return,

And their dead Sons and flaughter'd Husbands mourn.
But hold, my Mufe, forbear thy tow'ring Flight,

Nor bring the Secrets of the Gods to Light

:

In vain wou'd thy prefumptuous Vcrfc

Th' immortal Rhetoric xehearfe

;

The mighty Strains, in Lyric Numbers bound,

Forget their Majefty, and lofe their Sound.

The Story 0/ E R M l N I A, tratjjlated from

TafToV Jerufalem, Book VII. hfcrib'd

to the Right Honourable the Lady Vif-

conntefs Weymouth.

E'^iinia^ by the Ccntinels furpr'z'd.

Fled all the Night, inburnifh'd Arms difgulsMj

A-nd all the Day thro' pathlefs Woods (he ftray'd,

Of ev'ry whifp'ring Breath of Wind afraid:

But now the Sun his fhining Progrifs ends,

Peferts the Skies, and to the Sea defcends ;

The Nymph arrives where wealthy Jordan flows,

And on his ilow'ry Borders feeks Repofej

Soft Sleep, that wifh'd Relief to Mortals brings.

Spreads o'er the beauteous Maid his downy Wingsj

But reftlefs Love his Empire ft ill maintains.

And o'er her Dreams in airy Triumph reigns.

At laft, the Birds falute the rifing Light,

And wanton Winds the rofic Morn invite

;

They curl the Streams, and dance along the Waves,

Glide thro' the Woods, and whiiperin the Leaves:

Each painted Bloflbm opens to the Day,

With them, Ermim'a^s Eyes their Charms difplay

:

With penfive Looks, the Profpeft round Ihe view'd;

The Shepheids Teats, and Rucal Solitude 3
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Each ruflling Noifc awakes her former Fears,

'Till thro' the Boughs a tuneful Note (he hears :

The Fields and Floods the chearful Sound retain*

And fportive Eccho's mock the Jovial Swain;

Who carclefs near the Banks oi Jordan fate,

Nor fear'd the Stars, nor curs'd relentlefs Fates

Pleas*d with his honeft Art, he Baskets wove;
Three fprightly Boys to imitate him ftrove.

The Princefs nearer drew, wiui wild Affright

The Children fled the unaccuftom'd Sight,

'Till the bright Helmet from her Head fhe took,

Revcal'd a Female Face, and modefl Lookj
The golden TrelTes o'er her Shoulders fell,

And all their Fears her Charming Eyes difpelj

Her Face no more a Martial Terror boafls,

When thus the wond'ring Shepherd Ihe accofts.

Thrice happy Man! the Gods peculiar Care
Troteft thee from the wafteful Rage of War:
I come not here to offer hoflile Wrongs,
To interrupt thy Labours, nor thy Songs;

But by what Methods haft thou found Defence,
Againfl the Sword's impartial Violence j

While clafhing Arms, and the (hrill Trumpets Souncfj

With endlefs Jars, perplex the Regions round?

My humble State, fair Maid, the Swain replies.

Beneath the Turns of changing Fortune lies :

W^hilc Light'ning blafts the Mountain's lofty Brow»
The humble Valley fmiles fecure below.

From all the Tumults, which diflrad the Gitzt^

Wc live exempt, in this obfcure Retreat;

The Gods thcmfelves the Rural Life approve.

And kindly guard the Innocence they love

:

In Giovcs^wc flecp, from Spoil and Rapine free,

Content with Little, bleft in Poverty.

This Life (which yet Ambitious Men defpife)

Before a Court's licentious Joys, I prize;

Nor Pride, nor fordid Avarice, molcfl

The foft TraiKjuillity within my Brcaft,

G z
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Unartfu] Meats fupply my frugal Board,

And Drink, the pure untninted Springs afford}

No Poifons thro' their Channels are convey'd,

ITor are we here in golden Cups bctray'd:

Thefe Youths, my Sons, to Labour us'd, like mCj
Attend my Flocks with chearfi:! Induftry.

Nor think thefe Shades can no Delights afford }

With Various harmlefs Beafts the VVoodes are ftox'd.

Among the Boughs melodious Birds rcfidc,

And fcaly Fifh along the Rivers glide.

Yet other Motives did my Youth engage.

And wild Ambition fir'd my blooming Age 5

I fcorn'd the Peafant's Care and humble Toils,

And left my Native Shores, for Foreign Soils j

And in th' Egyptian Court my Suit preferr'd :

My Suit the condefcendiag Noble heard.

The Royal Gardens foon were made my Care

5

I Icarn'd the fatal Snares of Greatnefs there.

Its impious Methods, and Unconftant State j

But learn'd, alas 1 the dear Miftake too late :

JMy Prime was paft, my airy Wifhes crofs'd.

And hU my Dreams of riling Fortune loft.

With weeping Eyes, the Country Scenes I view'd.

And blcfs'd my once Inglorious Solitudej

The fmoorh Tranquillity, the gay Content,

In which my former happy Days were fpent.

Refolv'd again thofe Plcafurcs tx) purfuc.

With juft Remorfe, I bid the Court Adieu.

The Day was doubly fortunate for me,

Which let me from its gawdy Bondage free.

His wife Difcourfe th' attentive Princefs pleas'd,.

And half the Tcmpeft of her Soul appeas'd ;

She now refolvcs to try, far from the Strife

Of faftious Courts, an unambitious Life.

She pai s'd—^and thus, with gentle Words, began
T' addrefs the hoary venerable Man.

If, by the Difappointments thou hall proy'dj

Thy kind Relief and Pity may be mov'dj
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Conduft me to fomc Hofpitable Cell,

And let me in thefe calm Recefles dwell

:

There quiet Shades, perhaps, will eafc my Grief,

And give my reftlefs Pallions fome Relief.

By thy Example taught, I fhall grow Wife ;

'

With that, a Tear grac'd her prevailing Eyes

:

Some pitying Drops the caceful Shepherd Ihed,

And to his Cottage the fair Stranger led.

A Father's kind Indulgence fills his Breaft ;

His Wife, with Joy, receives the Royal Gueft j

Who now her nodding Helmet lays afide.

Her gilded Arms, and ornamental Pride j

Then in a Sylvan Drefs, the graeeful Maid,
All Negligent, her decent Limbs array'di

But nothing Ruftick in her careiefs Meen,
The Princefs ftill thro' all Difguife was feea:

Majeftick Beauty lighten'd in her Face,

She mov'd, and fpoke, with an Unvulgar Grace;
An Air of Grandeur, not to be fupprefs'd,

Her noble Mind and high Defcent confefs'd.

Yet to the Fold her bleating Flocks (lie drove,
And with her Native Delicacy ftrove :

Sometimes along the freih enamel'd Meads,
Her harmlefs Charge, with gentle Pace fhe leads j

And, oft beneath fome Lawrel's Shade reclin'd.

With Tancred's Name, flie wounds the tender Rind

:

Each Tree that flouriiii'd in the confcious Grove,
The Records bore of her fuccefslefs Love.
And when the Tragick Story (he reviewed.

The fad Defcription all her Grief renew'd j

With Love and melting Sorrow in her Eyes,
Ye verdant Plants, the penfive Charmer cries.

Ye Pines, and fpreading Lav/rels, as ye grow,
Retain the deep Infcriptions of my Woe 5

Some wretched Maid, undone by Love, like me,
Shall mourn my injur'd Faith, and partial Deftiny.

But if my Charming Hero here (hould ftray.

As grant, ye Bleft Propitious Powers, he may 1

G 3
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And wand'ring, find in ev'ry Shade his Name,
My fecret Caie, and undifcover'd Flame,

Long after Death \v.\s clos'd my wretched Eycs^

And in the Grave thii mortal P^elick Jves j

Some tender Sigh, fome grateful Tear, may prove

The late Succefs of my unblemidi'd Love.

My hov'ring Ghoft, pieas'd with that foft Return,

The Rigour of my Fate no more fiiould mourn.
With ihcfe Complaints, fhc Tooths her fondDe--*

And vainly to the Fields and Shades retires j [fires, S»

The Fields and Shades indulge^^her fatal Fires :
^

While Tanrred, yct a Stranger to her Charms, -*

Among the Toils of War, and fierce Alarms, ^
lurfucs a nobler Fate in Military Arms. ^

SONG.
THEN never let me fee her moid

In vain I figh, in vain adore.

In fome lonely Defart Place,

Par from Sight of human Racej

In fome unfrequented Cell,

Where neither Joy nor Sorrow dwell,

Oh I let me' endeavour to forget

At once my felf, and ^moret.

SONG.
By th^ fume Hand.

WHY we Love, and why we Hate,.

Is not granted us to know »

Handom Chance, or wilful Fate,

Guides the Shafc from Cupid's-Bow.
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II.

If on me Zelinda ftown,

'Tis Madnefs all in me to grieve ;

Since her Will is not her own.

Why Ihould I unealle live?

in.

If 1 foi Zelinda die,

Deaf to poor Miz.elWs Cries j

Ask not me the Reafon why :

Seek the Riddle in the. Skies.

JNACREON, Ode XXXIV.
By the fume Hmd.

WH Y fo Coy, my lovely Maid?
Why of Age fo much afraid?

Your Cheeks, like.Rofes, to the Sights
And my Hair, as Lillies white j

In Love's Garland, we'll fuppofe

JMc the Lilly, you the Rofe.

ANACREONTI Q.U E.

By the famt Hanti.

"OEncath the Covert of a Grove,

.p The confcious Scene of all my Love,
Carelefs, and fupinely lay'd,

I took my Lute, and fung and play'd.
Of Love's foft Paflion did I fing,

And Cupid, Love's almighty King ;

When lo ! a String, that would have fpokc*
Beneath my Finger, fighing broke

;

It broke, and faid, methoughts, to me.
Think on thy qwu Mortality,-—

G 4
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In Jnfwer to the §ueJiiony What is

Thought?
By the fame Hand.

THE Hermit's Solace in his Cell;

The Fire, that warms the Poet's Brain;

The Lover's Heaven, or his Hell

;

The mad Man's Sport, the wife Man's Pain.

Half Masking her Self when fhe Smil'd.

By the fume Hand.

SO, when the Sun, with his Meridian Light,

Too fiercely darts upon our feeble Sight ;

We thank th' officious Cloud, by whofe kind Aid

We view his Glory, lelTcn'd in a Shade.

Lying at her Feet.
By the f^me Hand.

THIS Pofture, and thefe Tears, that Hcav*n
might move.

In vain I ufe in Favour of my Love :

And while thus proftrate at her Feet I lye,

Like fome fair Rock fhe ftands, that tow'ring high.

Seems deaf to thofe fad Murmurs, which below

The plaintive Waters utter, as they flow.
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Reading Mr, W a l l e Ri

By the furat Hmd,

INhuman Saccharijfa ! not to love

The Man, whofcVcrfe might Rocks to Pity move,
Yet, lince ^mphion Sung, they Senfe retain j

And Verfe may foften all things, but Difdain,

As he the fatal Glories of your Eyes,

His calie Wit, and courtly Pen, I prize.

In vain, like him, I ligh, in vain I mourn ;

For, Waller^s Mufc has Saccharijfa's Scorn.

Occajion'd hy the early Singing of a
Lark.

By the fame H^nd.

ATtend, my Soul ! The early Birds infpire

My groveling Thoughts with pure, ccleftial Fire,

They from their temp' rate Sleep awake, and pay

Their thankful Anthems for the New-born Day.

See, how the tuneful Lark is mounted high I

And.- Poet-like, faiutes the Eaftcrn Sky.

He warbles thro' the fragrant Air his Layes,

And feems the Beauties of the Morn to praile.

But Man, more void of Gratitude, awakes.

And gives no thanks for that fweet Reft he takes

:

Looks on the glorious Sun's new-kindled Flame,

Without one Thought of Him, from whom it came,

The Wretch, unhallow'd, does the Day begin j

Shakss off his Sleep, but fhakcs not off his Sin,
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^Midnight Thought*.
By the fume Hand,

WHen Gr.mefome Youth, and Love's unruly Fire,

Are quell'd by Age, that deadens all Dellres

When Chearful Days and Jovial Nights aie fled,

And drooping Health inclines her lickly Headj
"When downy Sleep, tho' courted long, denies

To blcfs my Bed, and clbfe my weary Eyes j

When Nature fickens, and with fainting Breath,

Struggles beneath the bitter Pangs of Death j

Whenhelpleis Art no hopes of Life can give,

KorPray'r, nor Tears, the fentenc'd Wretch reprieve 5

When all our Friends, then few, make heavy Moanj
And heighten all our Sorrows by their own ;

Amid the Terrors of this folcmn Woe,
The fleeting Soul begins her felf to knowj
Turns o'er the Regiftcr of Life in hafte,

Weighs all h cr Thoughts, her Words and Actions pa{t»

Tlien, if no frightful Images appear.

No ghaftly Ills awake her confcious Fear;

Gently Ihe lays her down in Peace to reft.

As Infants flecp upon their Mother's Breafl:.

T3Lcft CeJUal Charming Maid

!

JD, Where fhall Mortals leek for Aid

Thee to Sing ? Whofe tuneful Layes

Shall thy Skill in Mufick praife?

Iiifpir'd by Thee, thy Sons theix Duty Ihovf,

And imitate below,

With pious Love,
What Angels fing Above.

"With Breath the fpacious Organ fill ;

"With. vital Bicath the Trum|>ct fwcll*
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Infpir-ethe foft'ning Flute with Skill 5

And let Cecilia, Goddcfs of our Song,

In melting Accents ever dwell

On ev'xy String and ev'ry Tongue*
11.

For ever Sacred be the Day,

Beyond all others Bright and fair,

Ever Joyous, ever Gay,
When firft Divine Cecilia found

The Magick Art to qu-cken the long filent All

With all the Energy of Sound,

Up to the Skies

On new fledg'd Wings,

From Earth celeftial Mufick flies,

And Joins in Conceit with the Cherub's Stringv
Down from their blikful Bow'ri they camej
Came down to liften, and admiie-

The mighty animated Frame,

It felf a Quire.

III.

She fmil'd,

Cecilia fmil'd, to fee

The Cherubs mild.

With hov'ring Wings defcendlng from on High^
Like nimble Lightning, fwift and gay,

O'er all the Keys her wanton Fingers playj

The ready Notes obey her Touch:
Dilfolv'd in Ecftafie

Th' immortal Beings lyej

Divine Cecilia charms too much*
' IV.

Her fprightly Treble, warbling Avectj,

Glides thro' the Veins.

On Even feet.

And binds the Soul in Silken Chains;
The yielding Soul with Softnefs, it difarns^,

And, like, a Woman, Charms.
With manly Grace the Bafs ftalk$ high?

Aaay'd^in awful Majefty

:
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3ts haughty Bound
And pompous Sound

The Spirits warm,

The Soul alarm,

And fhake the trembling Air around.

Between the two Extrcams the Tenor flows

In gentle Streams, petfuading Union as it goes.

And now in perfeft Harmony
The blended Parts agree,

And glut the lift'ning Ear with Melody.

V.

TheTrebble ftarts;

On fwift Divifion leads the Chafe,

And quite cut-drips the loit'iing Parts.

The rumbling Bafs

^Vith clumzy Pace

Turfues the fleeting Fugitive,

And all in Triumph does hex backward drive:

But fee I

The Friendly Tenor, all for Unity,

Does mildly interpofe,

And joins them in a full compounded Clofc,

VI.

She paus*d awhile;

lor Silence has in Mufick Place.

The ravifh'd Cherubs, with a filent Smile,

Difclofe Amazement on each Face.

Again fiie plies the loud Machine}
Again intranc'd the Cherubs lye j

Immortal, yet in Pleafures almoft die.

Thrice the lovely Maid
Paus'd j and thrice (he play'd ;

And thrice fhe fhew'd the Pow'r Divine,

And wond'rous Force of modulated Sound,

That like a mighty Torrent flows,

'Vi6l:orious as it goes,

And Sweeps aw»y the ftwngeft Mound,
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C H O R u's.

With Breath the fpaciottj Organ fill^

With vital Breath the Trumpet fvjell;

Jfifpire the foft'*ning Flute VJtth Skilly

K^ind let Cecilia, Goddefs of our Song.,

hi melting Accents ever dvaell.

In ev^ry String and ev^ry Tongue,

SONG. To the Fickle Sylvia.

TAKE Pity, Sylvia, charming Fair,

No more my Fare fufpendj

But folve my Doubts, and eafe my Care,

Or bid me Hope, or elfc Defpairj

And thus my Sufferings end.

II.

A tedious Month I've been confin'd,

(Which is an Age in Love :)

Koi will you e'er difclofc your Mindj
One while you're Coy, and then you're Kind

3

Sometimes you neither prove.

Ah ! cruel Charmer, let me know my Fate;

Whiijpcr your Love, or thunder out your Hate.

Written by the Earl (^/Mulgrave,
now Marquefs of Normanby.

SAfely, perhaps, dull Crouds admire 5

But I, alas, am ail on Fire.

1 duifi have fworn I lov'd before.

And fancy'd all the Danger o'er i

(Like him who thought in Childhood paft

That dire Difeafe, which kill'd at laft)

Had felt the Pangs of jealous Pain,

And bom theBkfls of cold Difdaia^
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Then, reap'd at length the mighty Gainsi

That full Reward of all our Pains I

But what was all fach Giief, or Joy,

That did my heedlefs Years employ ?

Meer Dreams of feign'd fantaitick Pow'XS>o

But the Difeafe of idle Hours j

Amufement, Humour, AflFe(ftarionj

Compar'd with this fublimer Pafllon,

Whole Raptures, bright as thofe above,

Out-fhine the Flames of Zeal, or Love^

Yet think not, Faireft, what I fing

Does from a Love Platonick fpring 5

That formal Sofrnefs, falfe and vain, .

Not of the Heart, but of the Brain.

Thou art indeed above all Nature}

But I, a wretched human Creature,

Wanting thy gentle, generous Aid,

Of Husband, Rivals, Friends afraid;

Amidft all this Seraphic Fire,

Am almoft dying with Defire j

With eager WiHies, ardent Thoaghts,

Prone to commit Love's wiideft Faults^

And, as we are on Sundays told

The lufty Patriarch did of Old,

Would force a Blefling from thofe Chaims,

And grafp an Angel in my Arms.

^h.e Epifode 0/ S A R p e d o n, tranjla*

ted from the twelfth and Sixteenth.

Books ofH o M fi rV Iliads.

By Mr, A l e x a n d e r Pope.

The ARC U ME N T.

Sarpedon, the Son 0/ Jupiter, commanded the Lyclans-

luho came to the ^Id of Troy. In the firfi Battel^

•when Diomcd had ^ui the Trojaas to filghtf he in*
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tittra^d Heftor to rally y and figna,UzJd himfelf by

the Death of Tlepolemus,- ^fteriuards -when the

Greeks had rais'd a Fortification to cover their Fleets

ivhich the TrOJans e?ideavo(tr^d to overthrow ^ this

Prince -was the Occafion of effeSiing it. He incites

Glaucus to fecond him in this ^Sfion by an admira-

ble Speech, vjhich has bec7i rend^r^d in Englijh by Sir

John Dcnham 5 after .-whom the Tranjlator had not

the Vanity to attempt it for any otheir reafon^ than

that the Epifode mufi have been very imperfi^i withopfS^

fo Noble a part of it.

THUS HeHor, great in Arms, contends in vain

To fix the Fortune of the fatal Plain,

JSIor Troy cou'd conquer, nor the Greeks wou'd yield,

'Till bold Sarptdon rufii'd into the Field
j

For Mighty Jove infpit'd with Martial Flame
His God-like Son, and urg'd him on to Fame,
In Arms he fiiines, confpicuous from afar,

And bears aloft his ample Shield in Air,

Within whofe Orb the thick Bull-hides were roIPds

Pondrous with Brafs, and bound with duftile Gold|
And while two pointed Jav'lins arm his Hands,

Majeftick moves along, and leads his Lycian Bands^
So prcfl with Hunger, from the Mountain's Brow^, ,

Defcends a^Lion on the flocks below
j

So ftalks the Lordly Savage o'er the Plain,

In fullen Majefty, and ftern Difdain;

In vain loud Maltivcs bay him from afar.

And Shepherds gaul him with an Iron War 3 .

Regaidiels, luiious, he purfues his way^

He foams, he roars, he rends rhe panting Prey,

Refolv'd alike, Divine Sarpedon glows

'With gen'rous Rage, that drives him on- the Foes^..

He views, rhe Tow'rs, and meditates their Fall 5

To furc Deftrudtion dooms ih.t Grecian Wallj
Then cafting on his Friend an ardent Look,

Bit'd with the Tiiiift of Glory, thus hefpokCj
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why boaft we, Glaucus, our extended Reigni

Where Xanthus^ Streams enrich the Lycian Plain?

Our num*rous Herds that range each fruitful Field?

And Hills where Vines their Purple Harveft yield?

Our foaming Bowls with gen'rous Necfar crown'd,

OurFeafts enhanc'd with Mufick's fprightly Sound ?

Why on thefe Shores arc we with Joy furvey'd,

Admir'd as Heroes, and as Gods obey'd J

Unlcfs great Afts fuperior Merit prove.

And Vindicate the bounteous Pow'rs above:

*Tis ours, the Dignity they give, to grace j

The firft in Valour, as the firft in Place:

That while with vvondring Eyes our Martial Bands

Behold our Deeds tranfcending our Commands,
Such, they may cry, deferve the Sov'reign State,

Whom thofe that Envy dare not Imitate I

Cou'd all our Care elude the greedy Grave,

Which claims no lefs the Fearful than the Brave,

For Luft of Fame 1 ihou'd not vainly dare

In fighting Fields, nor urge thy Soul to War,

But fmce, alas, ignoble Age muft come,

Difeafe, and Death's inexorabk Doom

;

The Life which others pay, let us beftow.

And give to Fame what we to Nature owe ;

Brave, tho' we fall; and honour'd, if we livej

Or let us Glory gain, or Glory give!

He faid ; his Words the lift'ning Chief infpire

With equalWarmth, and rouze the Warrior's Fiie^

The Troops purfue their Leaders with delight,

Ru(h to the Foe, and claim the promis'd fight.

Menefiheus from on high the Storm beheld,

Threat'ning the Fort, and black'ning in the Field j

Around the Walls he gaz'd, to view from fat

What Aid appear'd t'avcrt th* approaching War,

And faw where Teucer with th* ^}ams ftood,

Infatiate of the Fight, and prodigal of Blood.

In vain he calls, the Din of Helms and Shields

Rings to the Skies, and ecchoes thro' the Fields^
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The Gates refound, the brazen Hinges fly,

While each is bent to conquer or to die.

Then thus to Thoos ;—Hence with fpeed (he faid)

An4 urge the bold ^jaces to our Aid j

Their Strength united beft may help to bear

The bloody Labours of the doubtful War :

Hither the Lycian Princes bend their Courfe,

The beft and braveft of the Trojan Force.

$ut if too fiercely, there, the Foes contend,

Let TeUmon at leaft our Tow'rs defend,

And TtHcer haile, with his unerring Bow,

To (hare the Danger, and repel the Foe.

Swift as the Word, the Herald fpeeds along

The lofty Ramparts, through the warlike Throng,'

And finds the Heroes, bath'd in Sweat and Gore,

•Oppos'd in Combate on the dufty Shore.

Strait to the Fort great ^jax turn'd his Care,

And thus befpckc his Brothers of the War:
Now valiant Lycomede, e.xert your Might,

And brave Oilens, prove your Force in Fight:

To you 1 truft the Fortune of the Field,

*Till by this Arm the Foe (hall be repell'dj

That done, expeft me to compleat the Day

:

Then, with his Sev'nfold Shield, he ftrode away^

With equal Steps bold Tcucer preft the Shore,

Whofe fatal Bow the ftrong Pandioti bore.

High on the Walls appear'd the Lycian Pow'rs,

Like fome black Tempeft gath'ring round the Tow*rs;

The Greeks opprefs'd, their utmoft Force unite,

Prepar'd to labour in th' unequal Fight;

The War begins; mix'd Shouts and Groans arife;

Tumultuous Clamour mounts, and thickens in the

Fierce ^jax firft th' advancing Hoft invadesj [Skies^

And fends the brave Ephles to the Shades,

^Sarpedoti^s Friend; -acrofs the Warrior's Way,
Rent from the Walls, a Rocky Fragment layi

In modern Ages not the ftrongeft Swain

Cou'd heave th' unwieldy Burden from the Plain ;
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He poizM, and fwung it round; then toft on high?

It flew with Force, and labour'd up the Skyj

Full on the Lydan^s Helmet thundring down.
The pondrous Ruin crufli'd his batter'd Crown,
As skilful Divers from fome airy Steep

Headlong defcend, and (hoot into the Deep,

So falls Epidesj then in Groans expires, [retires.

And murm'ring from the Corps th' unwilling Soui
Whil6 to the Ramparts daring CUpicm drew,

From TcHcer's Hand a winged Arrow flew,

The bearded Shaft the deftin'd PafTage found,

And on his naked Arm inflifts a Wound.
The Chief who fear'd fome Foe's infulting Boaft

Might flop the Progrefs of his warlike Hort,

Conceal'd theWound, and leaping from his Height^
Rettr'd reluftant from th'unfinifh'd Fight.

Divine Sarpcdon with Regret beheld

Difabled GUnctis flowly quit the Field j

His beating Breaft with gen'rous Ardour glows?

He fprings to Fight, and flies upon the Foes.

<^Umaon firft was doom'd his Force to feel,

Deep in his Breaft he plung'd the pointed Steel,

Then from the yawning Wound with Fury tore

The Spear, purfu'd by gufhing Streams of Gore;
Down finks the Warrior, with a thundring Sound*

His brazen Armour rings againft the Ground.

Swift to the Battlement the Viftor flies,

Tugs with full Force, and ev'ry Nerve applies

;

It (hakes ; the pondrous Stones disjointed yield j

The rowling Ruins fmoak along the Field.

A mighty Breach appears, the Walls lye bare,

And like a Deluge rufhes in th.s War.

At once bold Temer draws the twanging Bow,

And ^jax fends his Jav'lin ar the Foej

Fix'd in his Belt the feather'd Weapon flood,

And thro' his Buckler drove the trembling Wood^
But Jove was prefent in the dire Debate,

To aicld his Otf-fpring, and avert his fate,
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The Prince gave back j not meditating Flight,

But urging Vengeance and feverer Fight j

Then raisM with Hope, and fir'd with Glory's ChaimS;"

His fainting Squadrons to new Fury warms.

O where, ye Lvaans, is the Strength you boaft,.

Your former Fame, and ancient Virtue loft ?

The Breach lyes open, but your Chief in vain

Attempts alone the guarded Pafs to gain ;

Unite, and foon that Hoftile Fleet (liall fall,

The Force of pow'rful Union conquers all.

This )uft Rebuke inflam'd the Lycian Crew,

They join, they thicken, and th' Afiault renew j

Unmov'd, th'embody'd Greekj their Fury dare,

And fix'd fupport the Weight of all the War:
Nor cou'd the Greeks repel the Lycian Pow'rs,

Nor the bold Lycians force the Grecian Tow*rS,

As on the Confines of ad joining Grounds,

Two ftubborn Swains withBlows difpute their Bounds j

They tugg, they fweat } but neither gain, nor yield.

One Foot, one Inch, of the contended Field :

Thus obftinate to Death, they fight, they fallj

Kor thefc can keep, nor thofe can win the Wall

:

Their Manly Breafts are pierc'd with many a Wound,
Loud Strokes are heard, and ratling Vrms relound.

The copious Slaughter covers all the Shore,

And the high Ramparts drop with human Gore.
As when two Scales are charg'd with doubtful Loads^

Prom fide to fide the trembling Balance nods,

*Till poiz'd aloft, the refting Beam fufpends

Each equal Weight, nor this, nor thaidefcends.

So Conqueft loath for either to declare,

Levels her Wings, and hov'ring hangs in Air.

*Till Heaor came, to whofe fuperior Might
Jove ow'd the Glory of the deftin'd Fight.

Fierce as a Whirlwind, up the Walls he flies,

. And fires his Hoft with loud repeated Cries:

Advance ye Trojans, lend your valiant Hands,
iKaftc to the Fleet, and tofs the blazing Brands?
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They hear, they run, and gath'ring at his Call,

Raife fcaling Engines, and afccnd the Wall :

Around the Works a Wood of glitt'iing Speais

Shoots up, and all the riiing Hoft appeais,

A pondious Stone bold Hecfor heav'd to throw,

Pointed above, and rough and grofs below

:

Not two ftrong Men th' enormous Weight cou'd raife^

Such Men as live in thefe degen'rate Days.

Yet this, as eafie as a Swain wou'd bear

The fiiowy Fleece , he toft, and Ihook in Air :

For Jove upheld, and lightened of its Load
Th' unwieldy Rock, the Labour of a God.

Thus arm'd, before the folded Gates he came.

Of mafify Subftancc and ftupendous Frame,

With Iron Bars and brazen Hinges ftrong.

On lofty Beams of folid Timber hung.

Thenthundring thro' the Planks,with forceful Sway,

Drives the fharp Rock, the folid Beams give way.

The Folds are fhattei'd, from the crackling Door
Leap the refounding Bars, the flying Hinges roar.

Now ruftiing in the furious Chief appears,

Gloomy as Night, and (liakes two (hining Spears
j

A dreadful Gleam from his bright Armour came.

And from his Eye-balls fliifh'd the living Flame:

He moves a God, refiftlefs in his Courfe,

And feems a Match for more than mortal Force.

Then pouring after, thro' the gaping Space

ATide oi Trojans flows, and fills the Place;

The Greeks behold, they tremble, and they fly j [Sky.

The Shore is heap'd with Death, and Tumult rends the

Connedion of the foregoing with the

following Fart.

The Wall being forc\i ^j.Heftor, an objiinate Battel

ivas fought before the Ships, one of ijuhich vjas fet on

fire by the Trojans. Patrodus thcretipan obtaining

of Achilles to le-Ad out the Myrmidons to the ^f-
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fifiance of the Greeks, made a, great Slaughter of the

Enemy ^ ''till he ivas opposed by Sarpedon. The Corn-

bate betivixt thefe Tivoy and the Death of the latter^

rujth the Grief of Jupiter for his Sony are defcrib^d

in the enfuing Tranjlation, front the Sixteenth Book^ of

the Iliads.

[held

WHEN tiow the Chief his valiant Friends bc-

Grov'ling in Duft, and gafping on the Field,

With this Reproach his flying Hoft he warms,

Oh Stain to Honour! oh Difgrace of Arms I

Forfake, inglorious, the contended Plain j

This Hand unaided (hall the Wat fuftain:

The Task be mine the Hero's Strength to try.

Who mows wholeTroopSjand makes whole Armies &y^
He faid, and leap'd from off his lofty Car j

Patroclui lights, and fternly w^aits the War.

As when two Vulturs on the Mountain's Height

Stoop with their founding Pinions to the Fight 5

They cuff, they tear, they raife a fcreaming Cry;

The Defart ccchoes, and the Rocks reply:

The Warriors thus oppos'd in Arms engage,

With equal Valour, and with equal Rage.

Jove view'd the Combate, whofe Event forefcca-

He thus bcfpoke his Sifter and his Queen.

The Hour draws on; the Deftinies ordain,

My God-like Son fhall prcfs the Phrygia^j Plain j

1 Already on the Verge of Death he ftands.

His Life is ow'd to fierce Patroclui* Hands.

What Paflions in a Parent's Breaft debate!

Say, ihall I fnatch him from Impending Fate 5

And fend him fafe to Lycia, diftant far

From all the Dangers and the Toils of War;
Or to his Doom my braveft Off-fpring yield.

And fatten, with Celeftial Blood, the Field?

Then thus the Goddefs with the radiant Eyes:

What Words arc thcfe, O So v' reign of the Skies;
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short is the Date prefcrib'd to Mortal Man ; j
Shall Jovcy for one, extend the narrow Span, >
Whofe Bounds were fix'd before his Race began? »

How many Sons of Gods, foredoom'd to Death,
Before proud lUon muft relign their Breath !

Were thine exempt, Debate wouM rife above,

And murm'ring Pow'rs condemn their partial Jove^

Give the bold Chief a glorious Fate in Fight; '

And when th' afcending Soul has wing'd her Flight,

Let Sleep and Death convey, by thy Command,
The breathlefs Body to his Native Land.

His Friends and People, to his future Praife,

A Marble Tomb and Pyramid fliall raife,

And lafting Honours to his A\fhes give;

His Fame ('tis all the Dead can have I) fliall live.'

She faid ; the Cloud-Compeller overcome,

AfTents to Fate, and ratifies the Doom,
Thca.touchMwith Gricf,thc weeping Hcav'ns dilHll'^

A Show'r of Blood o'er all the fatal Field.

The God, his Eyes averting from the Plain, ^
Laments his Son, predeftin'd to be flain, S
Far from the Lydan Shores, his happy Native Reign. »
Now met in Arms the Combatants appear,

Ejtch heav'd the Shield, and pois'd the lifted Spear J

From ftrong Patroclus* Hand the Jav'lin fled.

And pafs'd the Groin of valiant Thrafymed,

The Nerves unbrac'd no more his Bulk fuftain,

He falls, and falling, bites the bloody Plain.

Two founding Darts t\\t Lycian Leader threw,

The fiiit aloof with erring Fury flew.

The next more fatal pierc'd Achilles' Steed,

The gen'rous Pedajtis, of Theban Breed;

Fix'd in the Shoulder's Joint, he reel'd around;

Rowl'd in the bloedy Duft, and paw'd the flipp'ry

Ground.

His fuddcn Fall th' entangled Harnefs broke;

Lach Axle groan'd} the bounding Chariot Ihook;
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"When bold ^utoracdon^ to difengage

The ftarting Courfcrs, and retrain their Rage,

Divides the Traces with his Sword, and freed

Th' incumber'd Chariot from the dying Steed

:

The reft move on, obedient to the Rein 5

The Car rowls flowly o'er the dufty Plaia.

The towring Chiefs to fiercer Fight advance.

And fi!rft Sarpedon toft his weighty Lance,

Which o*er the Warrior's Shoulder took its Courfc,

And fpent, in empty Air, its dying Force.

Kot fo PatrocLus never-erring Dart; ^
Aim'd at his Breaft, it pierc'd the mortal Part S
Where the ftrong Fibres bind the folid Heart, ^
Then as the ftarely Fine, or Poplar tall.

Hewn foK the Maft of fome great Admiral,

Nods, groans, and reels, 'till with a crackling Sound
It finks, and fprcads its Honours on the Ground

}

Thus fell the King; and laid on Earth Supine,

Before his Chariot ftretch'd his Form divine:

He grafp'd the Duft, diftain'd with ftreaming Gore,
And, pale in Death, lay groaning on the Shore.

So lyes a Bull beneath the Lion's Paws,

While the grim Savage grinds with foamy Jaws
The trembling Limbs, and fucks the fmoking Blood;
Deep Groans and hollow Roars rebellow thro' the

Then to the Leader of the Lycian Band, [Wood^
The dying Chief addrefs'd his laft Command.
Claucus, be bold, Thy Task be fiift to dare

The glorious Dangers of deftruolive War,
To lead my Troops, to combate at their Head,
Incite the Living, and fupply the Dead.

Tell 'em, I charg'd them with my latcft Breath,

Not unreveng'd to bear Sarpedon^s Death.

What Grief, what Shame muft GUucm undergo,

If thefe fpoil'd Arms adorn a Greciw Foe?
Then as a Friend, and as a Warrior, fight;

Defend my Corps, and conquer in my Right;
That taught by great Examples, All may try

Vy& thee CO vanctuilb, or like me to die.
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He ceasMj the Fates fupprcft his lab'ring Breath*

And his Eyes darkened with the Shades of Death

;

Th' infulting Viftor with Difdain beftrode

The proftrate Prince, and on his Bofom trod ;

Then drew the Weapon from his panting Heart,

The reekiri'g Fibres clinging to the Dart j

From the wide Wound gulh'd out a Stream of Blood,

And the Soul iflu'd in the Purple Flood.

Then thus to PhaeLusy in the Realms above,

Spoke from his Throne the Cloud-compelling Jot'^;

Dcfcend my Phabusy on the Phrygian Plain,

And from the Fight convey Sarpedo>i (lain j

Then bathe his Body in the cryflal Flood,

With Duft diihonour'd, and deform' d with Blood:
O'er all his Limbs ^m'urojial Odours fbed,

And with Celeftial Robes adorn the mighty Dead,
Thofe Honours paid, his facred Corps bequeath

To the foft Arms of fdcnt Sleep and Deaths

They to hisFriends the mournful Charge (hall bear^

His Friends a Tomb and Pyramid fhall rearj

Thefe unavailing Rites he may receive,

Thefc, after Death, are All a God can givel

Apollo bows, and from Mount Ida's Height

Swift to the Field precipitates his Flight}

Thence, from the War, the breathlefs Hero borCj

VciPd rn a Cloud, to fllver Simois Shore

:

There bath'd his honourable Wounds, and dreft

His Manly Members in th* Immortal Veft,

And with Perfumes of fweet ^mbrefid Dews
Reflorcs his Frefhncfs, and his Form renews.

Then Sleep and Deathy two Twins of winged Race;

Ofmatchlefs Swiftnefs, but of filent Pace,

Rccciv'd Sarpedon, at the God's Command,
And in a Moment reach'd the Lycian Land j

The Corps amidft his weeping Friends they laid,

Where endlcfs Honours wait the Sacred Shade.

Ti
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To the Lady Lovisa Lends:
With OvidV Epftles.

By Dr. Garth.

IN moving Lines thefe few Epiftles tell

What Fate attends the Nymph that likes too well :

How faintly the fucccfsful Lovers burn j

And their negleftcd Charms how Ladies mourn^
The Fair you'll find, when fofr Intreaties fail,

Aflert their uncontefted Right, and Rail.

Too foon they liften, and relent too late ;

'Tis furc they Love, when e'er they ftrive to Hate.

Their Sex or proudly Shuns, or poorly Craves j

Commencing Tyrants, and concluding Slaves.

In diff'ring Breafts what difF'ring Paffionsglowl

Gurs kindle quick, l)ut yours cxtinguifh flow.

The Fire we boaft, with Force uncertain burns.

And breaks but out, as Appetite returns:

But yours, like Inccnfc, mounts by foft degrees,

And in a fragrant Flame confumes to plcafc.

' Your Sex, in all that can engage, exccllj

And ours in Patience, and perfuading well.,

Impartial Nature equally decrees 5

You have your Pride, and we our Per)uries,

Tho' form'd to Conquer, yet too oft you fall

By giving Nothing, or by granting All.

But, Madam, long will your unpraciis'd Years
Smile at the Tale of Lovers Hopes, and Fears.

Tho' Infant Graces footh your gentle Hours, [Flow'rs J
More foft than Sighs, more fwect than breathin*
Let rafli Admirers your keen Light'ning fear

5

'Tis Bright at diftance, but deftroys if near.

The Time e'er long, if Verfe prefage, will comCj
your Charms (hall open in fall Brudenat Bloom.
All Eyes (hall gaze, all Hearts (hall Homage vow?
And nor a Lovei languifli but for you.
Vet. VI. H
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The Mufc (hall ftring her Lyre,with Garlands crown'd,

And each bright Nymph fliall fickcn at the Sound.
So when Aurora fiift fjilutes the Sight,

Pleas'd we behold the tender Dawn of Light j

But when with riper Red fhe warms the Skies, ->

In circling Throngs the wing'd Muficians rife j >
And the gav Groves rejoice in Symphonies. ^
Each pearly Flow'r with painted Beauty Ihines i

And cv'ry Star its fading Fire refigns.

^0 a Perfon who was Dejigning to rs'

tire into a Monafiery.

Written by the E. of iV . mn> D. ofB ",

WHat Heart, but yours, could hold this double

Fire
^

"

Of Blind Devotion, and of kind Dcfire

!

Lore would Taine out, were not your Zeal fo bright,

Whofe glaring Flames o'ercome his gentler Light.

Lefs fecms that Faith which Mountains can remove.

Than this, which Triumphs over Youth and Love.

But Heav'n our Paflicns Cccs with Pity ftill,

And they who Love well, can do nothing ill.

Or does the dread of Worldly Ills divide

Our Loves ? Alas, there is no 111 befide:

So with a Fright fome are depriv'd of Breath,

And poorly die, only for fear of Death.

While to us nothing but our felves is Dear,

Who e'er fhall frown, yet what have we to fear? [Fare,

Tame, Wealth, and Power, thofe high-priz'd Gifts of

The low Concerns of a lefs happy State,

Are beneath ours; and Fortune's felf may take

Her aim at us, yet no Impreflion make

:

V/e can lye fafe, lock'd in each others Arms,

And neither a^k her help, noi fear hci harms j
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But reft contented, like the bleft above,

And flight thofe Storms that undeine;ith us move.
Yet this, all this you are refolv'd to quit,

I Ccc my Ruin, and I muft fubmit ;

But think, O think, before you prove unkind.

How fad a Wretch you leave forlorn behind.

Ill-natur'd Envy, when provok'd by Fear,

Revenge for Wrongs too buidenfome to bear,

Nay, Zeal it felf, from whence all Mifchiefs fpring.

Has never done fo barbarous a thing.

Juft fuch a dlfmal Fate is faid to vex
KArmida once, tho' of the fairer Sex 5

'J^?ialdo (he had charm'd with fo much Art,

Hers was his Power, his Perfon, and his Heart;

Honour's high Thoughts no more his Mind could
move.

She footh'd his Rage, and turn'd it all to Love

;

When ftraight a Guft of fierce Devotion blows,

And in a moment all her Joys o'erthrows i

The poor ^rmida tears her Golden Hair,

Matchlefs 'till now, for Love, or for Defpsiit.

Who is not mov'd while the fad Nymph complains i

Yet you perform what Tajfo only feigns

:

And, after all my Vows, my Sighs, my Tears,

With which at length I overcame your Fears j

So many Doubts, fo many Dangers paft,

Vifions of Zeal now vanquifh mt at laft.

So in great Homer*s War, throughout the Field,

Some Leader ftill made all before him yield j

But when a God would take the conquer'd fide.

The Weak prcvail'd, and the Vidorious dy'd.

W O M A N.

IN fruitful Lombardyy of Yore,

A beauteous Prince the Scepter bore

1
Hz
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A Prince, that never faii'd to move
Each Heart with Envy, or with Love.

As in the Glafs he did one Day
From Head to Foot himfelf furvey.

Can any Man alive, faid he,

For Shape and Face compare with me I

"Whoe'er fhall fuch a Pcrfon bring,

Upon the Honour of a King,

JMay claim my Favour, and depend

ril make the charming Gueft my Friend,

A %om/tn Knight was ftanding by,

And made the Monarch this Reply

;

Your Majefty, as I perceive,

Is nice in Beauty: Give me leave

To fetch my Brother, and you'll fee

None, but your fclf, has more than he.

But that may eafily be try'd

By what the Ladies Hearts decide.

If you think fit, he'll gladly flrare

The Pains you take to pleafe the Fair;

And may, while you purfue new Game,
Solace the poor forfaken Dame.
^Jiolpho anfwer'd thereupon;

(For fo they call'd the Royal Don)
your Talk has made me much defire

To know this Brother; bring the Squire.

The Knight to fetch his Brother goes;

We Cynthio will his Name fuppofe.

He in the Country liv'd retir'd,

Kor envy'd Joys in Courts admir'd ;

Wed to a young and charming Spoufe:

But, whether blefs'd in wedlock Vows
With fuch a Mate, he beft could tell

;

His Neighbours liked her palTing well.

His Brother finds him, lets him know.

That to the Court he needs muft go ;

Where he'd be furc to get a Place,

Aad make hi§ foitunc by his Face,
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But then, alas I the charming Wife,

Dcpriv'd of all the Joys of Life,

Expreft To movingly her Woe,
It gricv'd his very Soul to goj
Protefting againft all Relief,

She fcems to Triumph in her Grief;

Puts on her tragic Airs, and trie^

To draw the Tears from Cynthio's Eyes,

And can you leave me then? faid Ihe,

Mas Cynthio Co much Cruelty?

Ah I will you to my tender Care
The Pageantry of Courts prefer ?

Can you forget a faithful Wife,

And Pleafurcs of a Rural Life,

That calm Repofc and Peace of Mind,
Which none in Crowds nor Courts can find,

Thefe flow'iy Meads, where purling Streams

Soften the Soul to plealing Dreams,
Thefe Woods that flKlter us from Heat,

Where Birds their various Songs repeat;

The rifing Hills, and winding Vales,

And Ev'ning's fweet refrefhing Gales,

Thofc coy Receffes o'che Grove,

Thofc Seats of Innocence and Love I

But oh I what fhould engage your Stay,

I fear moft haftens you away I

You fcorn in Solitudes to fiiine.

And flight an eallc Heart like mine.

Go, cruel Man ! be vain, and Ihew

Thofe Charms, which none caja boaft but yO«r
What Cynthio oifcr'd, to abate

Th* Afflidion of his loving Mate,
Our Story mentions not : We'll fay.

His Sorrow took his Speech away;
A Method that will beft excufe

The Squire, and difengage my Mufe.
The Wife, when now with- broken Hcait
She favv him ready to depart,

H J
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Reminding him of former Blifles,

And ftifling him with Tears and KilTes,

A Bracelet g^ive him, as a Charm
To keep his precious Life from Harm.
Take and wear this, my Dear, faid Ae}
And when you fee it, think of mc.

An honeft meaning Body might

Have thought (he would have dy'd that Night,

Well, Cymhio went ; but on the Road,
About two Leagues from his Abode,

The Bracelet came into his Head,
Which he had left on Spoufe's Bed,

As having taken there his Leave.

This ftrange Negleft he knew would grieve

Her tender Heart, and gallopt back,

Not knowing what Excufe to make.
To the dear Bed, in hafte he flies;

And on his Wife's chafte Bofome fpies

A Lubbard Hind; and both fo faft

Aileep, as if they flept their laft.

Cynthio^ at firft, refolv'd they (liou'd :

But having paus'd awhile, thought good
To let the fcurvy Matter reft ;

And in my Judgment that was beft.

For in thefe nice Affairs, the Wife

Make ufe of neither Ears nor Eyes.

Whether 'twas Wifdom or Compaflloa
With-held the Husband's Indignationj

Or that the Poet was unwilling

To fpoil a Merry Tale, with Killing 5

111 Woman live ! Poor Cynthto faid,

Let thy own Confciencc thee upbraid:

Then ftrait took Horfe, and left the Lout

In his Wife's Arms, to fnore it out.

Still as he rode, he bore in Mind
The Couple which he left behind j

And fretting, as he fcowr'd along.

This was the Emthen of his Soug:
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Had Tome brisk Wit, or powder'd Beau,

Or Coll'ncl lac'd from Top to Toej

Or Page been chofen for her ufc,

She might have pleaded fome Excufe;

But afcer Swooning, Sighing, Sobbing,

Zoon'sl to debauch that Booby 1{pl?znl

Then fpurr'd his Horfe with Indignation,

In hopes to leave behind his Paflion,

Such keen Refledions on his Cafe

Had giv*n the Squire a difmal Face.

The Ladies, when they faw him, faid.

Lord I Is the Man alive, or dead I

Is this the Beautiful Marc;Jf;is,

Was fent for in Poft hafte, to kifs us!

Heav'ns 1 did you ever fee a Fellow,

With Sides fo lank, and Face fo yeliow!

The King was pleas'd, the Knight was blam'd.
The Ladies baulk'd, the Squire alham'd.

Cyfitlrh, tho' worn to Skin and Bone,

Was yet a comely Skeleton j

And ftill one eafily might trace

Remains of Beauty in his Face:

But wanting Life, and Force, to fire

The Ladies Bofomes with Delire.

Saunc'ring, one Day, about the Court,

In places of the leaft Refort,

A Door unlocked he chanc'd to fee.

That open'd to a Gallery ;

And, ftom a private Clofet there,

Thefe tender Words did ovei-hear.

My Life, my Love, my only Joy,
My dear Courtade, my Charming Boy!
Muft I then ftill my Vows apply

To one, fo Lovely and fo Shy ?

A Thoufand glitt'ring Beaux would fain

Do what you may, yet wifh in vain.

When Floramel the Meilage brought.

You curft her, Ciili'd her all to naught j

H4
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And heedlefs of my am'xous Rage,
Would play at Cribbidge with a Page,

Bwathei than eafe the fond Dellres

Of her, that for your Love expires.

Cyntlno was puzzell'd, and one ra<*y

Give any one at leaft a Day
To guefs the Nymph that humbly fu'd.

And Swain fo ftubborn to be woo'd.

Now who fhou'd this Adonis be,

But the King's ugly Dwarf! and Ihc,

In whofe Embraces he was fecn.

The bright ^fiolfno's, haughty Queen I

The crazy Wainfcot was but flight.

And at a Chink let in the Light}

Where Cynthio with Amazement fiiwr

Thefe tender Lovers, thro' the Flaw.

Both did on Fbramel rely,

To be fecure of Privacy;

But, warm'd by watching at the Docf,
She too, perhaps, had her Amour.
Which took up all her Thought and Care j

So, mindful of her own Affliir,

Forgot th' Importance of her Poft,

And heedlefly the Key had loft}

"Which Cynthio kept for future Ufe,

And pleaded thus his Wife's Excufe.

I find that Cupid makes his Jokes

Among the better Sort of Folks :

A Royal Dame for Love may pine.

And give a Monarch Brows like mine.

Since fuch a Princefs flights the King,

For fuch an ugly, little thing,

I think my Wife was lefs to blame,

Who with a Bumpkin quench'd her Flame.

Thus having fet his Mind at Peace,

His Griefs abate, his Charms increale j

His hollow Cheeks begin to rife,

f lefli Vigour fpaikles in his Eyes,
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A fecond Youth renews his Face,

And blooms again in ev'ry Graee.

The Fair with eager Looks pmTue
The Man, they lately fcorn'd to view j

Tranfported with his fudden Charms,
And die to cJafp him in their Arms.
When. Cyntbio thus had heard,. and feea

What paft betw xt the Dwarf and Queen,

He thought he cou'd, on no Pretsnce,

Hide the Smock-Treafen from his Prince.

But that he might the lefs dilpleafe,

Open'd the .Matter by degrees
;

And, as it fell in Converfttion,

Had always ready fome Qj.iotatioii,

To fliew, that Heroes in all Ages
Had worn the Matrimonial Badges.

Dread Sir, faid he, the proudeft Shecs

Make frequently fuch Slips as thefe j

And many Dame J of Regal Station

Have condefceaded to the Fafiiion

:

Men, fam'd for Courage, Wit and Senfff,

Have againft Horns found no Defence j

But when they had 'em, always bore

Their Fronts as upright as before.

The Day, qnoth he, I bid adieu

To my dear Spoufe, to v/ait on you,

I was convinc'd by her Mifcarriage,

That Cuckoldom is link'd to Marriage.

Then did each Circumfcance relate.

Of his, and of the Monarch's Fate.

The King was fii'd : You feem, faid he,

A Man of Senfe and Probity :

Yet, tell me where I may bcuold.

With my own Eyes, what you have told.

He didj and plac'd him, where, unfeen.

He faw the Dwarf upon the Queen.
Struck with the Bafenefs of the Ciime;^

He ftoo4 aftQflith'd foi a time j

H s
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Then faid, Our Wives, the more's their Shame,
Have pliiy'd us but an ugly Game:
Yet fince we can't what's paft unravel.

Dear C}?ithio, let us both go Travel

j

And try what Fortune we fliall find

Among the reft of Womankind.
To pur in Pradice this Deiign,

Change you your Name, and I'll change minc.
Great Equipage would trouble bring;

Therefore I'll quit the State of King,

Lay dull Formality afide,

And all things equally divide.

Bare-foot I round the Wcrld would roamj
Quoth CyntlAo, rather than go home.
All that your Majefty requires,

Is what my injut'd Heart dedrcs.

We'll ramble, 'till we have forgot

The dire Eflefts of Nuptial Knot.

It (hall be fo, the King leply'd j

But firft, a Tablc-Bock provide,

To take the Names of thofe we find

Pliant to our Defires, and kind.

It won't be long, I dare ingage,

Before we fill up ev'ry Page ;

Tor (he that proves to Beauty cold,

"Will fall by Flattery, or Gold.

Both thus Equipt their Journey took.

And bought a Fobo Table-Book.

The many Favours they receiv'd

Were hard to tell, or be believ*d.

Bach lovely Nymph, when they appear.

Tuts on her moft becoming Air,

And ev'ry ftudy'd C-^c difplays,

Happy if fhe obtain their Praife 5

But happier (he, whofe killing Charms
Attract the Lover to her Arms.

Hearts hard as Stone, and cold as lcc>

€iow warm, and fofteain a uice;
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where- e'er they come they meet ficfli Picy,

And a new Face for ev'xy Day 5

Round all the Country ftrole for Prizes,

And fail no May-pole^ nor Aflizes.

In ev'ry Town take Ipecial Care

To finilh ^Idirman, and Major.

If at the Baths, or at the Wells j

Vapours are cui'd, and Belly fwells.

In Folio-Book the niceft Dame
Is proud to Regifter her Name.
Your Criticks will object, that I

Break thro' the Rules of Decency j

That Dames who keep their Days in State,

And Wives of City Magiftrate,

Who know thcmfelves of high Degree,

Will not be towz'd Extempore,

It may be foj but 1 want time

To draw their Courtfliip out in Rhyme :

And grant, I be a little rude j

My Tale the fooner will conclude.

When our Gallaats had ta'en their Swing,

And quencht their Thirft at ev'iy Spring,

^flolpho faid, we can fubdue

What Heart foever we purfue :

But, if Old Galen s Rule hold good,

It is with Love, as 'tis with Foodj
In which. Variety of Meat
Is apt to make one over- eat.

We'll have a fingle Difh in common.
That is, between us both, one Woman,
Quoth Cyni'hiOf what you fay is true;

The Vilcount's pretty Wife will doe.

I'm not difpos'd to have a Flame,

The King reply'd, for fuch a Dame ;

A little Seamftreis might be found.

Fair as a Dutchefs, and as Sound.

To fuch xt need no Homage pay 5

Or at the Paik, or at the Play

;
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But without making any Rout,

To Ogle 'em, or Lead 'em out

;

We do what we Dcfire with Eafe,

And are in no Conftraint to Pkrcfe,

Said Cynthio, what if we fliou'd tijr

The Daughter of our Landlady ?

She's ftill a Maid, I dare uphold,

In ev'ry Point, tho' twelve Years old.

Your Motion's good, ^fidpho faid.

If I may have the Maidenhead;
This Privilege, at which I aim,

Is but a Fancy ; let me claim

Tor once, Dear Friend, the Preference;

Allow me here ro play the Prince;

In this one fingle Branch I'd flrivc

To keep up my Prerogative.

Quoth Cynthio, Sir, in fuch a Cafe,

Pray how can Flefh and Blood give place ••

In all things elfe, I l?:all be flill

Obedient to your Royal Will ;

Eut if you pleafe, vit^ll leave this Caufc

To the Decifion of two Strav/s.

Praw Lotts they did, with carneft Care,

Tor this imaginary Ware,

"Which Cyyithio claim'd in Point of Law,

By vcrtue of the longeft Straw.

The little Damfel being come
(No matter why) into the Room,
The King and Squire the Girl carcft.

Her Beauty prais'd, and Bubbles preil 5

Then Ihew'd a Ring, which fnin'd fo bright-,

That fhe ingag'd to come that Night.

She did 3 for when her Mother flept.

She foftly to their Chamber crept.

The Lovers in the middle plac'd her.

And honeftly by Turns Embrac'd hcr^

To the contenting of all three j

But Cyn\hi9 was in Ecftalic,
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To think how he had got, with Might,

Enny and Seifia of his Right.

I'll Pardon him, for 'tis in vain,

To have on thiit point any Pain,

In which all Giris, with little Trouble,

Can the moft cunning Wenchers bubble i

As Senccit, that learned Cleik,

Doth fomewhere, as I'm told, Remajk.
Thus all went well j becaufc the Maid

The Virgin part exaftly pJay'd
;

Tho' fl^.e had that fantaftick Toy
Befto'.v'd upon a Prentice Boy.

Howe'er that merry Night was fpenJ

Abundantly to her Content

;

So was the next ; and 'tis averi'd

She paft as merrily the third.

The Prentice wondci'd, to behold
The Damfel grown fo very Cold ;

But was not long upon the Scent,

Before he Imelt how Matters went.

And did in bitter Terms reprove

The Girl, for being falfc in Love,

She whimper'd; but confefs'd, at Jaft,

The Contraft fne had lately paft.

And to appeafc him, thus llie faidj

Jf there be Credit in a Maid,

Seon as thefe naughty Guefts arc gone,
I'll Lye with you, and jo« alove.

A Fig, faid he, for any Gueft

;

Let me this very Night, you'd befl-.

The Girl ieply*d, with weeping Eyes,

Which way to do't. can you devife?

Thefe Folks, to whom 1 taw ingag'd,

Jf I (hould fail, would be mrag'd
j

And keep the Ring, for which, you kncv,
"What Pains 1 nightly undergo.

Let's get the Ring, faid he, for you.
And guufie »iy JiUffiouj; loo.
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Do they Sleep found ? Yes, when they Sleep,

Said ihej but I'm oblig'd to keep

My Poft between 'em both, while one
Lyes ftii], but 'till his Friend has done.

So that 1 fcldom want Imploy.

At theii firft Snoring, faid the Boy,

rjl vifit you, and ask no more
Than that you would not fhut the Door.
She left it open, and he came
To the Bed's Feet with eager Flame 5

Then Hiding up between the Sheets,

(Love ever favours thefe Deceits)

There plac'd hirafejf, I know not hov^

}

But my good Author docs avow.

That tho' the Lovers did awake,

Soon as the Bed began to fhakcj

Yet all the while the Boy was at her,

They neither of 'em fmoakt the Matter.

What has my Comrade eat to Night,

To fire his Blood and force Delight,

tylfiolpho thought i And ftiil the Squire

Lay wondring at the Monarch's Fire.

In the mean while, the fturdy Boy
His precious Time did well imploy:

And as the Day began to peep.

The Partners being faft aflecp.

The Lad dipt off, and the ron?j^ Maid
Rctir'd, cf new Fatigues afraid.

When the Knights Errant were awakCj

Cynthio the Monarch thus befpake.

Great Sir ! with glorious Toils oppreft

!

Compofe your weary Limbs to Reft i

And after fuch unufual Pains,

Confult the Welfare of your Reins.

Odds-fijl'i the merry King reply'd,

I waited to get up and ride:

'Till, tyr'd With Watching, Sleep o'crcamc,.

But, had you fooner quencht youi Flame,
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I would have made a Poft or two j

And that's as much as I could do.

Quoth Cyntl}!0, there is no Difpute

"With Kings, that will be Abfolutc :

But for the future, 1' 11 beware

How Sov'rains in my Pleafures (hare.

The King was piqu'd at this Retort j

Some Monarchs would have quarrel'd fot*t:

But he, good Prince, reply'd, Dear Mate,
Let the Girl judge of the Debate.

Then, having call'd her up in hafte,

To tell 'em how the Matter paft,

Bager each other to Refute,

Both told the Caufe of their Difpute j

She blufhing, on her Knees did fall,

Ask'd Pardon, and difcover'd all.

They would not treat the Damfel ill;

But, after having laught their fill.

Gave her the Ring, and Fifty Crowns,

To buy new Top-knots, Gloves, and Gowns
|^

With which the Baggage foon was Wed:
When modeftly, in Bridal Bed,

She loft, with many an artful Squawl,

Her Maiden-head for good and all.

Thus did this Monarch and his Friend

To their Adventures put an Endj
Finding themielves o'ercharg'd with Lawrcls^^

Which, cho' not gain'd in Warlike Quarrels^

Yet fhall Immortalize their Names,
As long as Cupid's Altar flames ;

Lawreis more fair, than thofe attain'd

. By Cities won, or Battels gain'd j

More fair, altho' theyonly coft

A few feign'd Sighs, or Tears, at mofl j

And far from Danger and Alarms,

, Had been acquii'd by dint of Charms.
Their Tablc-Book quite full of Names,

Of Beauties, that had q,uench'd theii flames^
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Come, fAid the Monarch to the Squire,

We pretty well have fpent our Fire.

E'en let us to her Homes reforti

Tou to the Couatry, I to Court,

Our Wives are loofe about the VVaile r
But others are not overchafte,

'Tis in Misfortune fome Relief,

To have Companions in our Grief j

Then let us both, like prudent Men,
Return, and take our Dames again.

That Love, which Hymen had fubdu'd^

Perhaps our Abfcnce has renew'd.

And, as ^jhlpho had divin'd,

Their Wives were tenderly inclin'd.

After fome Chiding, more for Fafliion,

Our Author fays, than out of Pallion,

They ftrove loft Pleafures to retrieve.

As faft as Love wou'd give 'em leave ;

Not mentioning, as I can find.

The crooked Dwarf, or Lubbard Hind,

Then let us nor, with fruitlefs Care,

Expeft Perfeftion in the Fair;

But fince we cannot live without 'em.

Take 'cm with all their Faults about 'em ;

And ftcdfaftly this Truth believe,

That ev'iy Woman comes from Eve.

From L U C A N.

upon C<«/^r's looking upon the dead Bothies afer

the Battel of FharfalU^ and not funfering them
to be Burar. »

Ho S, C»far, popiilos fi nmc non ujferh Ignis^

Vret cum Terris^ uret cum gtirgite Ponti.

Communis mundo fuperejh %ogns^ Olfibus ajlra,
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H<i (jtiocjt'-e (U?it ^tiirna ; non altius iL/'s in atiraSf

NoH msliore laco Stygt^ fttl, noffe jactbis.

Libera fortma Mors eft : Cipit omnia Tellus

iiu,t genuitj Coelo tegitur qui non habet urnam.

Thus Engliih'd

:

CjESAr,
If now thefe Bodies want their Pile and Urn,

At laft, wit'h the whole Globe, they're fure to burn.

The World cxpeds one general Fire: And thou

Muft go where thefe poor Souls arc wand'ring now.

Thou'lt reach no higher, in th' Ethereal Plain,

Nor 'mongft the Shades a better place obtain.

Death levels all : And he that has not room
Tomakc aGrave, Heaven's Vault ihall be his Tomb.

Alcimus AvitusV Lefcription <?/Paradise.

NON hie alterni faccedit temporij unquam
Bnima, nee dftivi redctint poft frigora Soles^

Bic Ver ajfidimm Cceli dementia fervat.

Turbidus Aufter abefl, femperque fub aere fudo
Nubila dijftfgiunty jugi cejfura fereno.

Nee pofcit Natura loci, quos -non habety imhreSy

S^d contenta fno dotantar germina rore,

Perpetm viret ornne folmn, terraque benign^

Blanda nitet fades : Stant fempcr collibns herb/tf

uirboribnfqiie comx, &c.

Thus Englifli'd:

No change of Seafons or exccfs was there, >^

Ko Winter chill'd, nor Summer fcorch'd the Air, f
But, with a conftant Spring, Nature wasfrefh and^

fair. y
Rough Windsor Rains that Region never knew,
Watcr'd with Rivers and the morning Dew j

TheHcav'ns ftill clear, the Fields ftill green and gaj,
No Clouds above, nor on the Earth decay j

Trees kept their Leaves and Verdure all the Year,
And Emits wcie never out of Seafon there.
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G A L LU S : E l e g. I.

Mmuin cur ce-fxi fimm properare SmeBus.

MOVE f^^tT, Life 3 thou tirefome Gucft away,
Why in this min'd Cottage doft thou flay?

Why am I forc'd to drag the heavy Chain
Of Life, when nothing but the Dregs remain?
My feeble Limbs are with the Load oppiefs'd,

And Death, kind Death alone can give 'em Reft.

While youthful Blood the well fill'd Channels fed,

And o'er each Part a fprightly Vigour fpreadj

Wholly refign'd to Nature's boundlefs Sway,

I follow'd ftill where Pleafure led the Way.
Rovingfrom Thought to Thought, with frclh Delight,

Loverul'd the Day, and am'rous Dreams the Night.

With Beauty's various Forms my Bieaft was fii'dj

The more I tafted, ftill the niore dedr'd.

The well-fhap'd flender Nymph did PafHon move.
By Nature fram'd for aftivc Scenes of Love j

If Plump, flie charm'd me with a comely Face,

And flefliy Plumpnefs fill'd our foft Embrace j

Majeftick Stature, with a nervous Strength,

(A full proportion'd Beauty drawn at Length,)

Struck me with awful Love : Who cou'd withftand

The Dait fliot from an /imax^oniAn Hand?
The dancing Fairy did all Life appear,

And pleas'd the Lover with her lively Air.

Sometimes my Mufe fung fair Doriuda's Praife,

In Smiles we liften'd to the tuneful Lays j

Sometimes, by fprightly Airs to Love betray'd,

With antick Rounds I warm'd the yielding Maid.

When brisk Champaign reliev'd the Lover's Caic,

(Each Goblet facred to the abfent Fair,)

With double Joy I bore the double Load,

The wanton Goddefs, and the reeling God.
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In Pleafure thus my youthful Hours were paft.

For Love's the greateft Pleafure, and the laft.

Guarded by inward Heat, my Breaft lay bare

To Winter Storms, nor felt the Northern Airj

On Ifis Banks oft have I naked flood,

And boldly plung'd into her chilly Flood.

Oft thro' the Woods I chac'd the frighted Prey,

Nor funk beneath the Labour of the Day j

But prefling forward pierc'd the foaming Boar,

And fmear'd my Jav'iin with his reeking Gore.

Henceforth farewel the Lover's foft'ning Joys,

Ihe warbling Lute, fofr Pipe, and mellow Voice.

Farewel, T/;o' IvlHlick^be the Food of LovCy

No tuneful Numbers can my Pafiion move.
The fpaikling Juices, tho' by Beauty crown* d, -^

Arc hurtful grown, and muft no more go round, >
Nor artful Mcafures beat the burthen'd Ground. ^

The Savage Game no more Delight can yield,

Farewel the manly Plcafures of the Field.

Now by enerviitc Age I am o'ercome, ^
That univerfal Conqueror, from whom >
The firft-form'd Matter muft receive its doom. ^
With trembling Steps, and foggy Puffs of Breath,

My weary Limbs crawl to the Verge of Death j

The thoughts of Pleafure paft torment my Breaft,

For 'tis a difmal Thought to have been Blcft.

Oh wretched State ! in lingring Pain 1 lye,

Robb'd of Life's ufe, yet not allow'd to die.

Th' Unhappy wiih for Death, but wiih in vain 5

Death flies their Courtfhip with a coy Difdain,

While to the Youthful, and the happy Breaft

He is too oft a bold unwelcome Gueft.

Transform'd from what I was, how am I grown
A frightful Speftre to my felf unknown i

-My Face to livid Shades its Air religns,

And deep-plough'd Furrows hide the featured Lines.
The Nerves unbrac'd, and fielhy Cloathing gonCj
A flirivei'd Skin clings to the naked Bonej
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My Eyes, when they beheld the Form (afraid

To fee the dreadfalChangc which Age had made.)

Shrunk back into their Sockets with the Fright,

And with a filmy Veil they fliroud their Sight.

;

Diftiliing Rheums, the only liquid Store,

Mourn their deid Luftre in a fcalding Show'r.

The' bright the Sun, tho' all ferenc the Sk}',

O'crcaft they fecm, and clouded to my Eye ;

The Day creeps on with fuch a gloomy Light,

I fcarcc perceive when 'tis rclicv'd by Nigiit.

No tuneful Accent forms my feeble Voice,

'Tis now become a hollow mumbling Noife ;

The lift'ning Ear, on ev'ry Word intent,

Catches the Sound, and guefles what is meant.

Sour'd with the thoughts of Pleafure paft, I praife

The good old Times, and blame the prefent Days i

Doating with Age, my ever-babling Tongue
Boails how I liv'd, what Feats I did when young;
Then ftrait forgetting it was told before,

Again I tell the tedious Story o'er.

In vain does Age its mighty Wifdora boaft, •«

'Tis a dear Bargain, and not worth the Coft, ^
Purchas'd fo late, e'er long enjoy'd, 'tis loft. *
And by Experience this fad Truth I know,

I fcarcc remember what I did juft now.

Tho' of large Trads of Land 1 am pofleft,

And Bags of Gold lye crowded in the Cheftj

Amidft this heap of Riches I am Poor,

Since 'tis to me become a ufelefs Store ,

Like wretched Tantalus, within the Flood

I ftand, bur cannot tafte the Golden Fooi,

No more er^ft, no more the Hcav'n's I fee,

That Attribute of Man is loft to me.

With down-caft Looks 1 view my place of Birth,

And bow my bended Trunk to Mother Earth j

The mould'ring Clay feeks out its firft Abode,

While a ftiff Plant fupports the tott'ring Load,

And with repeated Thumps knocks at the Ground,

To let the weary Tiavellex lyc down.
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Open thy Bofom, Earth, and, in the Womb
Of Nature, let mc find a fecond Tomb.
To thy cold Breaft ray colder Limbs receive.

They're now that very Clod thou once didft give,

Where-e'er I go, v/hen-e'cr I walk the Street

(With Wonder pointed at by all I meet,)

Some pity the old Man, while others cry.

There goes the Pifture of Mortality.

So tender am 1 grown, I cannot bear

The gentle Dew, or the foft Southern Air ;

Hence arc my Lungs with trickling Rheums oppreft,-%

And Ptilick Coughs ne'er ceafc to tear my Breaft, >
Of Eafc they rob the Day, the Night of Reft. 3
Stretch'd on the Rack, a tortur'd Wretch, I wait

With Joy, the laft indulgent Blow of Fate.

Happy the Man, whofe Life, without allay,

In a fmooth Stream of Pleaiure glides away,

And with his Pleafuie ends his lateft Day.
Minefeems to wait onev'iy Gafp of Breath,

'Tis better once to diej Then -welcome Death,

^he Love qf G a l l u s : "franjlated

from Vi R G 1 lV "fenth Eclogue,

By J. TR dP p.

ON E Labour, ^retkufa, to the paft

One let us add ; this Labour is my laft.

Something in Vetfe is to my * Galtus due,
Which ev'n Lyt-oris may with Pity view.

How can a Verfe to Callus be deny'd?
So may'ft thou fafe beaeath the Ocean glide,
Kor Doris mix with thine her brackifli Tide.

^ Callus ivas a Man of ginalityy an excellent Ptetp
*nd a particular Friend of Virgil'/.
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Begin ; and, while the browzing Cattle toyt^'

Let us relate how GhUks pin'd for Love.

Nor ilng we to the Deaf; the Lawns around

Anfvver our Notes, and Echoe to the Sound.

What Woods, or Groves, ye Nymphs did you detain,

When GAllm dy'd with Love's tormenting Pain ?

For neither 'twas the Hill where Poets dream \

Nor Pindm^s Top, nor Aganippe* Stream.

For him the weeping Laurels droop'd in Tears,

For him the Shrubs j and AUha/us who rears

Its Head o'ergrown with Pines ; Lycxus raourn'd,

And its bleak Cliflfs his fweet Complaints rcturn'd :
*

While ftretch'd beneath a moffy Rock he lay,

Slecplefs all Night, and fighing all the Day.

The Flocks ftand round, and in dumb Pity moan ;

Them, divine Poet, blufli not thou to own :

The fair Adonis did not fcoin to keep

Along the River's Side his grazing Sheep.

To comfort him, and eafe his reftlefs Care,

The tardy Hcrdfmen, and the Swains repair 5

lyfenalcAs wet with Winter-Acorns came :

All ask the Caufe of his unhappy Flame.

Apollo too arriv'd ; and why in vain,

He cry'd, will Gallus hug his fruitless Pain ?

Thy lov'd Lycoris^ Caufe of all thy Woes,

Follows another, thro' rough Camps and Snows,

Sylvantis came, with rural Honours crown'd,

With flowry Wreaths, and Lillies nodding round.

And Pan, th' Orcadian God, with Berries prefs'd

And red Vermillion painted, join'd the reft.

Where will this end, he faid? what fond Difeafe ?

No Tears can unrelenting Love appeafe

;

Love minds them not : As foon fliall Flocks rcfufe

To feed, or Grafs be fatisfy'd with Dews ;

As foon fhall Bees with flow'ry Sweets be cloy'd,

As cruel Love with weeping be allay'd.

Yet penfive, he ; thefe things you (hall relate,

^nadian Shepherds} if you fing my Fate,
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And in complaining Mufick make your Groves

And Mountains found with my unhappy Loves,

Ye only skill'd ; my Soul its Willi will have,

And fvveec fhall be my Slumbers in the Grave.

Oh '. had it been my Fate with you to Join

To tend the Flocks, or prune the clufl'ring Vine I

With Phyllis, or Amyntas I fhould fpend

My Hours; my Lover fhe, and he ray Friend.

And what's the Fault, tho' black y^myntasht}

Violets, and Hyacinths are black as he.

Both ia. their way to me Delight would bring,

Phyllis weave Garlands, and Amyntas fing.

Behold, my dear Lycoris, here are Shades,

Cool Groves, refrefhing Springs, and flow'ry Meads 5

Here blefs'd, with thee, I could for ever ftay,

And in foft Fondnefs languifli Life away.

Now tyrannizing Love to War's Allarms
Confines me, and the rough Fatigue of ArmSj
While thou (but can I yet believe 'tis fo ?)

Alt roving o'er the diftant Alpine Snow,
Ah ! cruel ! far from me ; or wandrlng near

The frozen 'E^ine : Ah ! how I die with fear

Left the rough Ice upon the frofty Ground
Should bruife thy tender FeetjOr that foft Body wound,
I'll go J and, to divert my raging Pains,

Sing my fweet Numbers in S/alian Strains.

It is refolv'd; to Wilds I will repair,

To Dens of Bcafts, and all thofe Hardfhlps bear.

On ev'ry Tree indent her charming Name
With Verfe, expreflive of my fatal Flame.

The tender Bark my Love engrav'd fhall fhow,

And with th' increafing Bark my Love fhall grow.
Mean while, among the Nymphs, I'll ramble o'er
M^-nalian Cliffs, or hunt the foaming Boar j

With Hounds I'll chafe the Beafts,andfeek their Ipoils,

And round Partheman Thickets pitch my Toils,

In fpight of Froft j now, now, raethinks, I go
O'er Rocks, thro' founding Woods, and twang the

Parthim Bow,
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As if thofe Sports my Frenzy could compofe,

Or Love could learn to pity human Woes.

And now again the Nymphs no more can cafe

My Soul, nor cv'n my Vcrfe its Pains appcafc j

ye Woods, farcwel J your Shades no longer pleafe.

No Toils of ours the cruel God can change,

Whether thro' parch'd, or frozen Climes we range;

Whether of Heber's Flood on Thradan Coafts

We drink, or tread the ^iS SithonUn Froftsj

Or feed our Flocks on India's torrid Sands^

When fcorching CAncer burns the thirfty Lalids ;

'Tis ftill the fame ; where-ever we remove,

Love conquers all, and we muft yield to Love.

The Defcription ofthe PRODIGIES which

attended the Death of J ULi US C^SAR.
Tranflated into Blank Verfe^ from the

latter End of the Firft Book of Virgil

V

Georgicks.

By
J.

T R A P P;

The Poet dcfcribing the various Signs, by which
the Sun foretels all forts of Weather, takes Oc-
cafion from thence to make the following

Digreflion.

Ille etiam extin^o ThlferatHs C^fare "^fnam, Sec.

HE too at Cafar^s Murther, pitying T^ome,

With dufty Scurf obfeu r'd his beamy Head,

And impious Mortals fcar'd eternal Night.

Tho' at that Time, Earth too, and fjpacious Seas,

And Dogs obfccne, and ill-prefaging Birds

Gave dire Poxtcnts. How oft hgve wc beheld

O'ei-
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O*cr-boiling (y£tnA with Volcanos burft

Thunder, and rage into Cjchpean Fields,

Rolling vaft Globes of Flames and melted Stones?

Germany heard Arms clatt'ring in the Skyj

The ^Ips with unexampled Shuddiings quak'd;

And frequently among the filent Groves

•Voices were heard, and Spcdlres wondrous pale

Seen in the Dusk of Ev'ning : Cattle fpoke,

(Horrid to tell!) Earth yavvn'd,andStreamsftoodfti]Ii

In Temples mourning Iv'ry wept, and Brafs

Sweated: Eridanusy theKing of Floods,

With roaring Inundation o'er the Plains

Swept Woods away, and Cattle with their Folds,

Nor did mean while th' ill-boding Fibres ceafc

To menace Fate, nor Blood to rile in Wells,

Nor Cities loudly to lefound with Wolves
Howling by Night. Ne'er from unclouded Sky
Did Lightning with more nimble Flafhes glare'.

Nor e'er fo thick did baleful Comets blaze.

For this, Philippi faw the ^oman Troops

Twice in like Arms engage; and Heav'n thought fit

That twice ty^tnathia^ and the fpacious Fields ^

Of H<emui, Ihould be fruitful with our Blood.

Nay, and the Time ihallcome, when in thofe Coafls
The lab'ring Hind, as with the crooked Share

He turns the Glebe, (liall plough up Piles confum'd
With rugged Ruft, and with the pond'rous Rakes
Clafli againft empty Helmets, and admire

Big, manly Bones, dig'd from their opcn'd Graves.
Ye Tutelary Gods, Thou %omulus.

And Mother Vejid, who preferv'ft with Care
Etrurian Tiber, and the \omctn Tow'rs;

Permit, at leaft, this wond'rous Youth te prop
The reeling World j already by our Blood
Enough We've ru'd the Perjuries of Troy.

Long fmce, O Cafar, the Celeftial Court
.Has envy'd Us thy Prefence, and repines

Thou ihouldft on. Moital Triumphs b« emplo/*d,
V o I. VI, I
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where Right and Wrong are blended jo'er the World
So many Wars, fuch various Shapes of Vice :

Tillage has loft its due Regard ; the Hinds

rrefs'd into Soldiers, Fields lye wafle, and wild ;

And crooked Scythes are hammer d into Swords.

Euphrates here, there Germany makes War 5

Tive Neighb'ring Cities break all Leagues, and fly

To Arms; M&rs rages impious o'er the World.

As when the Racers from their Barriers ftart

Oft whirling round the Goal ; the Charioteer

Holding in vain the Bridles, by the Steeds

Is drag'd, nor will their Mouths obey the Rein,

^he Story <?/Ph a eton.
Tranflated from the Conclulion of the Firfl:, and

the Beginning of the Second Book of Ov'ii'%

Metamor^hofes.

i?7
J T R A P p.

HEnce * Ep.tphus th' illuftrious Title bears -^

Of Son to Jove, Celcftial Honour wears, >
And Temples with his Mother jointly lliares. ^
Equal to him in Age and fprightly Fire

Was Phai'ton 5 He, boafting of his Sire

The Sun, to Epaphus refus'd to yield 5

Who mortify'd him thus, with fury fill'd:

With a falfe Father's Name thy Fancy fwells.

Fool, to believe a.U true, thy Mother tells.

Confounded, Phatton bluili'd; nor could engage
1h that Difpute, but Shame fupprefs'd his Rage.

^ From his being born of 16, who xvas beloved by Ju-
piter; as it IS rtUted in the preceding Story,
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Strait to his Mother Clymene he bore

Th' opprobriousWords , and faidjTo grieve you more,

I, that fierce Youth, that Spirit full of Flame
Abalh'd, no Anfwer made : 1 die with Shame *

That fuch Reproaches, by a Rival mov'd.

Could once be urg'd, and could not be difprov'd.

But if indeed you don't my Blood bely, -^

Produce fome Proof of a Delcent fo high, >-

And vindicate my Title to the Sky. J

Thus iiaving faid, about her Neck he flung

His twining Arms, and on his Mother hung.

Then by his own, and by her Husband's Head,
And by each Sifter's Hymeneal Bed,

Conjures her with plain Proof to cafe his Fear,

And make the Author of his Birth appear.

'Tis doubtful whether Clymene were mov'd
More by th' Intreaty of the Son flic lov*d,

Or by her Honour's Stain. She fpread abroad

Her Hands to Hcav'n, and to the blazing God

;

By thofe bright Beams, fiie cry'd, thy Mother fwearSj

By him who us, and all Things fees, and hears;

That Phcebas whom thou feeft, who blefTes Earth

And Hcav'n with cheering Influence, gave thee Birth,

If not, may I his Light for ever lofe.

And view that God no more, whofe Name I ufc.

Kor is't a tedious Task his Court to find.

His Morning-Palace to our Coafl:s is join'd.

If fo thy Will determine, thither go,

And from thy Father's Mouth thy Father know.
At this Advice, by his fond Parent giv'n.

The Youth exults, and thinks of nought butHeav*ii,
Then his own c/£thiopia leaves with iiafte j

And having India's torrid Confines pafs'd.

Which juft beneath the burning Axle lay.

Strait to his Fathei's Court with Speed puifucs his
Way,- •

, -

l2



\

172 TT'^ S I XTH Part 0/

^e Beginning of the Second Book,

TOw'riDg on Pillars awful to the Sight -\

Sol's Palace flood j with golden Splendour

bright,

And flaming Rubies darting radiant Light.

The Roof with fineft Iv'ry was o'erlaid ;

The Silver Folding-Doors a Glory round difplay'd.

The Work its rich Materials did outfhine

;

For there had Mulciber, with Art divine,

Engrav'd the circling Waves, the folid Ball,

And Heav'n's wide Arch expanded over All.

Shrill-founding Triton fwims the winding St^s^

And Mimick Prctitts, wat'ry Deities;

c/£gaon clafping round unweildy Whales,

And prelTing with his Arms their monftrous Scales,

With Don's, and her Nymphs ; fome fmoothly glide

Along the Flood, and fome on Fifiies ride :

Some fir on Rocks, and dry their Sea-green Hair j^
Their Loi^ks not unlike, nor the fame appear, >
But, juft as Sifters fhould,a decent Diff'rence bear. »

The Earth has Men, and Cities, Beafts, and Woods,
Rivers, and Nymphs, and other Rural Gods.

High above all Heav'n's bright Effigies Ihines,

And on each Door are fix refulgent Signs.

Here Phai'ton, having gain'd the fteep Afcent,

Strait to his doubted Father's Prcfcnce went.

And flood at diliance; for his mortal Sight

Could bear no nearer that Exccfs of Light.

AttirM in Purple Phoshns on a Throne
Was fcated, which with dazling Emralds (hone.

Around him flood Days, Months, Years, Ages, Hours

;

Cay Spring, all frelh, and crown' d with blooming
-.. - Flow'rs;

Parch' d Summer with herWheaten Wreath appcarM,^
Autumn with Juice of trodden Grapes befmcax'd,^
And icy Winiei: with his hoary Beard, ^
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Thtic Phoebus, with his all-beholding Eyes, y

His youthful Offspring in Confufion fpies, >.

Trembling at thofe Celcftial Novelties

:

>

When thus; What Bus'nefs hither brings my Son,

My Phai'ton, whom I Ihall ne'er difown.'

O thou, whofe Influence cheers the World with Dsy,
The Youth reply'd ; O Father, if I may
Guiltlcfs of Ufurpation ufe that Name,
Nor Clym^ie with a Falihood hides her Shame j

Give furc Credentials which my Birth may prove.

And from my Mind thefe reftlefs Doubts remove.
He fpoke ; and ftrait the Father from his Head 'y

Plung the bright Kays, which flreaming Glory C
fpread, f

Bid him draw near, and thus, Embracing, faid : -^

Nor art thou worthy fure to be deny'd.

Nor has my Ciymene thy Birth bely'd.

To clear thy Doubts, ask what thy Thoughts fuggeft,

And no Rcpulfe ihall baf*le thy Requcft:

And may that Stygian Lake which Gods revere,

Eut never fee, this folcmn Promife hear.

Sciice had he ended, when th'afpiiing Eoy -y

Demands one Journey on th' ethereal Way, >•

To drive his Father's Steeds, and guide the Day. ^
Fain would th' unwary God his Oath leyoke.

Thrice (hook his radiant Head, and thus he fpokc,

'Tis true, my Promife from my Lips is flownj

And thou haft made my heedlefs Words thy own.
]&ut oh ! could I thofe heedlefs Words recant.

This only I confefs I fiiould not grant.

Lv'n now I may dilTuade j in Ruin end

Thefe wild Attempts
5 great things thy Thoughts

intend, [fcend.

Which this green Age, andchildilh Strength trau-

Thy State is mortal. Godlike thy Dedrc j

Nay ev'n above the Gods thou doft afpire,

ior let them ne'er fo daringly conEde -y

In their own Might, yet none has Pow'r to ride >
On my hot Axle, and my Chariot guide, ^

I
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Not he who darts his Lightning from above [Jove?

Can rein thefe Steeds : And what's more great than
The firft Afcent with Pain my HorJes climb.

So fteep it rifes ; next thro* Heav'n fublimc

I'm born j from whence with Horror pale I grow.

To fee the diftant Earth and Seas below;

Prone is the Ev'ning Stage, which gives me Pain

la fA-ift Defcent, and needs a fteady Rein,

Ev'n Tethys, who receives me, quakes with Dread,

Left I fliould headlong plunge into her wavy Bed.

i3efides, this globous and ethereal World,

With all its St.irs, and fpinning Orb, is whirrd :

1 drive advcrfe ; and urge my full Career,

Jn oppofition to the rapid Sphere.

But couldft thou bear the Force with which It rolls?

Or ftand the fwift Rotation of the Poles ?

Perhaps thou there conceiv'ft the bleft Abodes,

And rich with Gifts the Temples of the Gods.

Thro' Snares and Forms of Monfters lies the Way j

For granting that on neither hand thou ftray,

Clofe by the Bull's ftejrn Horns the Chariot goes,

Th' c^y»o>j:a?i y^nher, and the Lion^s Paws,

And thro' the Ovjt's, and twifted Scorpign'sCizvts.

Nor is't an equal Task for thee to cool -^

My foaming Steeds, and thofeiiiad Heats controul C

Which glow within their Breafts, and from their C
NoftriJsroll. -^

Scarce can my Strength their tofling Heads leftrain,

When ftruggling, and reludant to the Rein.

But thou, left I a fatal Prefent give,

My Son, correft thy rafli Demand, and live.

To prove thee mine, thou fain wouldft have ap-

pear

Undoubted Tokens ; which I give by Fear,

Am prov'd thy Father by Paternal Care.

Behold my Looks} and could my Thoughts be feen.

Thou might'ft perceive the Pain that cleaves my
Brcaft within.

}
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In finCj of all that in th' ethereal Sky, ^
Or Earth, or Seas (look round) thou canft efpy, ^
Demand fome Gift, and nothing I'll deny. ^
Decline this one ; thy longing Fancy raves.

And not an Honour, but a Cuifc it craves.

Why round my Neck fond Twisiings doft thou make ^

I've fvvorn already by the Stygian Lake

;

Doubt notj in vain thou nothing flialt require,

But mix more Prudence with thy next Delire.

He ended 5 but the other ftill retain'd

His firixi Refolves, and urg'd his firft Demand.
The Sire then ling'ring with flow Steps proceeds,-

And him to Vatca-ri's Work his Chariot leads.

Gold was the Axle, and tiie Beam was Goldj
TheWheels withfilverSpokes,and goldenCirclesroU'd.

Gems fet in Rows adverfe, and iparkling bright,

Reflefted on the God the dazzling Light,

Which while th' ambitious Youth with wondring Eyes
Runs o'er, and all the beauteous Work furveysj

Lo ! from the rolie Eaft her purple Doors
The Morn unfolds, adorn'd with blufhing Flow'is :

The IcfTen'd Stars draw off, and difappear, -j

Whofe bright Batcallions laftly Lucifer ^
Brings up, and quits his Station in the Rear. -*

When Phcsby.s faw the Moon's pale Horns withdrawn.

And the World round him red'nijig at the Davvnj
He bids the nimble Hours his Steeds array

With Harneis j ftrait the Goddcfi'es obey :

From their high Mangers with -^mhrej'io, £cd)

And breathing flame, the gen'rousBca&s they lead.

And fit the rattling Bridles. Then the Sire,

To make his Son endure th' Ethereal Fire,

Afacied Ointment o'er him fprcads with care.

And with the radiant Glory crowns his Hair.

When Sighs repeated from his Breaft had broke,
Thofe fad Prefages of ill Luck, he fpoke.

That all my Words may not be fpent in vain.

Son fparc the Lalh, and manage well the Rein.

1 +
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Swift of themfclvcs they fcour along the Skf,

And Pain it is to check them, as they fly.

Nor muft thouftiait thro' the five Circles ride,

A Path oblique do's Heav'n's Convex divide :

Which bounded by three Zones, do's in its Line

From both the Poles on either hand decline, [made;
There drive; thou'lt fee the Track the Wheels have
That Fire may neither Heav'n nor Earth invade,

But both the Heat in juft proportion prove,

Nor fink below the Road, nor fi^ar above.

For if too high, th' ethereal Manfions glowj
The Earth is turn'd to Afiies, if too low-;

Between th' Extremes fecureft fiialt thou go.

On the left, keeping flill the middle Track,

Avoid the ^Itarj on the right, the Snake.

The reft 1 leave to Chance; be fhe thy Guide,

And for thee better than thy felf provide.

While 1 am talking, to th' He/'perian Strand

The Night's advanc'd ; I muft no longer ft'and-:

The Morn is ris'n, I'm fummon'd to appear:

Take, t;ike the Bridles ; or if prudent Fear

Has chang'd thy Mind, my Chariot ftill rcfu(e.

And while thou'rt yet fecure, my Counfel chufej

While yet thou doft nor on my Axle fit,

My proper Province to my felf permit

:

Let me difpenfe the Day ; thou fiifely live.

And view that Light which 1 alone can give.

Forthwith th' impatient Youth with eager Heat

Seizes the Reins, and fprings into the Seat;

Then ftood aloft, with that high Charge o*erjoy'd'.

And to his Sire unwelcome thanks repaid.

Mean while hot hyroeis with Rous join'd,

With c/£fhon fleet, and Phlegon wild as Wind,
The Sun's fwift Steeds each others Rage provoke,

Keighing aloud, and (norting Fire and Smokcj
And hafty to perform Fate's harfh Decree,

lafult the Baiiieis, pawing to get ficc:
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Which, when, not thinking of th' unhappy Boy -y

Her Grandfon, Tethys had remov'd away, C
And all the Heav'nly Traft before 'em lay; -^

Strait, in a moment flatting, out they fpiing

Cutting th' oppofed Clouds, and born on Wing
Outfly the Eaftern Winds j fo light a Load
They could not feel, but niifs'd the poiling God,
As Ships, when no juft Ballaft is aflign'd.

Are whiffled thro' the Sea, and dance before theWind >

The Chariot fo jump'd, rocking thro' the Air

On rattling >Yheels, and torter'd here and there.

Which when the Steeds perceive, they foon forfake

The beaten Road, and wild Excurfions make.
He's damp'd with fear, nor do's he know the Way»
Nor would th,e Horfcs, if he did, obey.

Then firft the Bear grew hot, and wifli'd in vaia

To cool her Head in the forbidden Main.
The Serpent too, plac'd in the frozen Zone,
Benumb'd with Cold at firft, and fear'd by none;
^ous'd by the Heat, unfurls her tardy Spires, [Fires.

Frets with an angry Hifs, and feels th' approaching

Thou too 'Bootes^ from the Sim fo far

Remote, fled'ft nearer to the Polar Star,

Tho' flow, and lagging with thy lazy Car.

But when th' unhappy Youth fiom higheft Sky

Saw Earth, which vaftiy diftant down did lye;

Struck pale with Fear, he fiiiver'd at the Sight,

Half blinded by th' infufterable Light.

Too late he wilhcs now h' had ne'er deflr'd

His Father's Steeds, nor his high Birth enquired:

Wilhes his fatal Suit had been deny'd.

And would be Mortal by the Father's fide.

Like fome tofs'd Bark, whofe Pilot in Dcfpair -^

Turning all fruitlefs vain Attempts to Pray'r, ^
Abandons all to th' Hazards of the Air; ^

He's driven: Whatfhouldhedo? much Space behiai

He fees 5 moie oawaidj nieafures both in Miud^

J 5
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Sometimes, which he muft never reach, the Weft
He views, fometimes looks back upon the Eaft.

Puzzled and loft. He dares not loofe the Rein,

Tho' weary, faint, and holding it with Pain,

Nor do's his Horfes Names in Mind retain.

Then fcatter'd o'er the Skyftrange Forms appear.

And monftrous Shapes, which chill his Blood with

.Fear.

There is a Place, wherein his crooked Paws -^

The Scorpion into two bent Arches draws, [Claws. ^
And ftretches thro' two Signs his Tail and winding^
Him when the Youth faw twifted in a Ring
Wriggling himfelf, and threatning with his Sting

Fork'd horribly, and fweating pois'nous Black;

QLiitc robb'd of Strength, he let the Bjidles flack.

Soon as the fiery Steeds perceive the Reins

Lie loofe and ufclefs on their recking Mains,

They roam at random, and thro' Paths untrod

V/ithout Controul they rambling make a Roadj
Where their impetnous Frolick prompts, they rove.

And make Incurllons on the Stars above.

Now with refiftlefs Force they bound on high,

Now thunder down the fteepnefs of the Sky

Nearer to Earth : Amazement feiz'd the Moon,
To fee her Brother's Steeds beneath her own.

The Clouds afcend in Smoke ; high points of Land
Firft eatch th€ Flame, of all their Juices drain' d.

Scorch'd are the Paftures ; Trees to Afhesturn, [burn.

And o'er ten thoufand Fields the crackling Harvefts

But Trifles thefe 5 great Cities were dcftroy'd,

And in the Duft the Fire whole Kingdoms laid.

The fame did on vaft Woods and Mountains feizc $

xAthos, Cilician Taaro.', Tmolas blaze;

€)ete^ and IdAi once for Fountains fam'd, ^
And Virgin Helicon and B^emns flam'd, S»

JH*mus, which yet from Orpheus was not nam*d. «^

r^tua, which long had burnt for many an Age^,

Now loars and thuudcis with redoubled ^age^
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Parna^ifSy Eryx, Othrys, Cynthus glow,

Mim^is, and %hodope now free from Siiow.

L)yndAmfi.ey Mic' Le-, and Cyth^ron-, Seat

Of Sacred B-itcsj nor Scythia from the Heat

Its Cold fecuress Cattcafus gUiits with Fire,

Ojifa, and Prndus, and Olym'^us higher

Than both, are wrapp'd in Smoke, or blazing fhlnc.

And th' airy ^^/p/, and cloudy ^p^enine.

Now Phaeton, ith' rapid Chariot hurl'd.

From ev'ry part beholds the flaming World j

Involv'd in Smoke, and drag'd he knows not whcrcV
As from a Stove he draws the fcalding Air, 5*

Nor longer can the Coals, and Balls of Afnes bear. »

Whether on high he's hurry'd, or below.

He '[tts not, but perceives his Chariot glow.

Then firft 'tis thought the torrid Indians Blood
Drawn to the Surface of their Bodies flood;

From whence their black Complexion has remain'd:

Then Libya parch'd, and of its Moifture drain'd,

Has, ever iince, its Drought, and fcorching Sand:

retained.

The Nymphs with Hair difhevel'd mourn the lofs

Of purling Springs, and Fountains edg'd with Mo ff,

Boeoiia doubts where Dirce's Brook fliould ftray, y
^rgos feeks ^mymone ftol'n away, S
Nor Corinth do's Pirene^s Streams enjoy. ^
Npr in their Channels diftaut Rivers glide

Securely ; Tanais rolls a fmoking Tide,

Penens, Cdycust and Ifmenos^ Bank are dry'd,

Lycormas, Eryrnanthus feel the Heat,

And Xa?ithus doom'd to burn again by Fate,

Eurotas, and Meander, he who plays

Amidft his Labyrinth and watry Mazej
Euphrates, who the Walls oi Ninns laves,

And great Orontes flow with fcalding Waves,

Thermadon, Gafiges, Phajis, Ifier burn,

Melas''s, and Sperchms's Banks to Afhes turn,

^Iph'Jus hoiVd; Billows of melted Gold

la the xich Ssrearn of yellow T^^m rol^<^
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Thofe River-Birds, with whofc delightful Sonj
Mceonia's winding Shores fo oft had rung.

No cooling Waters find to quench their Fixe,

But in Cdyjfi.^s bulling Tide expire.

To the World's End affrighted Nihis flies.

And hides his Head, which ftill in fccret lies ;

Tor the fev'n Channels where he drew his Train,

Sev'n dry and duiiy Vallies now remain.

The fame hard Fate each Thracian River mourns>
Eticr and Strymon thiifl: with empty Urns.

Not are the Tihine^ \hone, Po, ox Tihir fieed,

Tiber^ to whom wide Empire was decreed. [Light

The Ground all cleaves, and thro' the Chinks the

Strikes into Hell, and fc^ires the Shades of Night*-

Th' infernal King was flartkd as it Ihone,

And, with his Confort, trembled on his Throne.

The Ocean fhrinks ; and what before was Main,
Appears a fpacious Wafte, and fandy Plain.

Rocks ftanding high above the ftiallow Seas,

The number of the CycUdes increafe.

The Fiih all dive, and creep into the Mud,
Nor dare the Dolphins play above the Flood.

Supine in Death the monftrous Phoca fleep.

And float upon the Surface of the Deep.

i^ereus and Doris too in rocky Caves

Contrafted lay beneath the boiling Waves,

Thrice N'fptune with ficrn Afpcft rais'd his Head,

And thrice Ihrunk back into his Ooxy Bed.

But kind, indulgent Earth, whcfe fmoking Sides

The Sea embrac'd, and bounded with its Tides,

^Midfl fummg Rills, andleflen*d Springs that comc
To fcek for fliclter in their Mother's Womb j

Rears her ill-bearing Headj and from the Blaze

Indeavcurs with her Hand to guard her Face,

Then trembling She the whole Creation fliakes.

And finking thus with facred Accent fpeaks.

If 'tis your Will, and I deferve to die,

es«at Jov(, why ilecps th' Aiiiilery of ih« Sfey ?
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since 'tis my Fate to petifh by the Fire,

Let me, Supreme of Gods, by Yours expire}

If from your thund'ring Arm the Ruin come.

Its mighty Author's Name will eafe my Doom.
Scarce can my^ Voice exprefs this feeble Pray'rj

(Heat choak'd her Mouth) behold my blazing Haix:

How Clouds of Smoke my watry Eyes annoy.

And round my Head the crackling Cinders play.

Are thefe the bcft Rewards you can confer

On me, your ufeful Slave? who all the Year

The wounding Strokes of Plow and Spade have born^
And with the goring Harrows have been torn?

"Who have on Men and Cattle wholfome Food,
And Incenfe on your facred Shrines beftow'd ?

Eut grant thefe Judgments jul^ly light on me 5

What has your Brother done, or what his Se.a }

Why do his Waves decreafe, nor dare to rife}

But keep that modeft diftance from the Skies t

But if nor He, nor I your Favour fhare,

Yet your own Heav'n will furc command yourCarCii

pity your £elf; behold the fmoking Poles,

How round them both the ruddy Vapour rolls.

If once they fink, none can your Courts enfurc.

Nor Fate it fclf your ftarry Throne fecure.

See ^tlas labours with unulual Pain,

And fcarce the glowing Axle can fuftiiin.

If Sea, if Earth, and Heav'n to Ruin burn.

All huddled into Chaos we return.

Thcu, if Fire's waftcful Fury ought has fpai*d,

yet five it, and the main Affair regard.

Thus She; for now ihe could no longer beat
The fultry Smoke, and fuffocating Air

;

Into her felf draws back her fainting Head
To the dark Caverns bord'ring on the ]>ead.

But Jove appeals to all the Pcw'is of Heav'nj
And ev'n to bim, who had the Chariot giv'n»
Urging that now, without his Succour, all

Meit LU& to Kwii) and to nothing fall^
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Strait on that lofty Eminence he tow'15, ^
From whence he ufually fends down theShow'rsi ^
From whence his Thunderbolts abroad he pours :

^

Thinking the Conflagration to reltrain

With ruHiing Tempefts, and dcfcending Rain.

But now thole Magazines were all bereft

Of watry Stores, and only Thunder Itft.

That he employs ; and launched from his right Ear

A Bolt he whirls againft the Charioteer :

With the fame fatal Blow tranfports him hurl'd

At once from off the Seat, and from the World 5

And quenches Fire with Fire. With furious Bound
The Steeds leap diff'rent ways, and flinging round

From off their toffing Necks the Harnels break,

And from their Heads the fhatter'd Bridles fliake.

Here lyes the Beam by thofe impetuous Shocks

Pluck'd off, and there the Shivers of the Spokes;

In Parts remote the Reins and Axle ]ye,

The broken Chariot fcatter'd o'er the Sky.

B^ut I-battori with his llng'd and rtiining Hair

Shot like a Meteor gliding ihro' the Air 5

Which, if it fell not, feem'd a falling Star.

Him vaftly difl:ant from his native Place

The Po leceiv'd, and wafli'd his fmoking Face.

^0 Apollo making Love, From

Menjieur Fontenelle.

By Mr. Tick ell.

I
Am (cry'd yApollo, when Daphne he woo'd,

And panting for Breath, the coy Virgin purfu'd.

When his Wifdom, in manner moft ample, expreft

The long- Lift of the €racc5 his Godfhip polTeft:)
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n.

I'm the God of fwcet Song, and Infpirer of Lays;

Nor for Lays, nor fweet Song, the fair Fugitive ftays r

I'm the God ofthe Harp-—flop my Faireft—in vain

;

Nor the Harp, nor the Harpcr,could fetch her agaia,

in.

Ev'ry Plant, cv'ry Flow'r, and their Virtues I know,
God of Light I'm above, and of Phyfick below

:

At the dreadful Word Phyfick, the Nymph fled more
faih

At the fatal Word Phyfick ihe doubled her haftc.

IV.

Thou fond God of Wifdom, then alter thy Phrafc,

Bid her view thy young Bloom, and thy ravifhing

Rays, [Chnirmss

Tell her lefs of thy Knowledge, and more of thy

And,my Life for' t, the Damlel fliall fly to thy Arraj.

The Fatal Curiosity.
By the fame Hand.

MUCH had I heard of fair Francelia's Name,
The lavi(h Praifcs of the Bablcr, Fame j

I thought them fuch, and went prepar'd to pry^

And trace the Charmer, with aCritick's Eye,
Refolv'd to find fome Fault, before unfpy'd.

And difappointed, if but fatisfy'd.

Love pieic'd the Vaflal Heart, that durft rebel.

And where a Judge was meant, a Viftim fell

:

Oil thofe dear Eyes, with fweet Perdition gay,

I gaz'd, at once, my Pride and Soul away j

All o'er 1 felt the lufcious Poifon run.

And, in a Look, the hafty Coaqueft won„
Thus the fond Moth around the Taper plays.

And fpoitSs and flmteis ncai the ticaci'ious Blaac j
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Ravifh'd with Joy he wings his eager Flight,

Noi dieams of l\uin, in fo clear a Light

;

He tempts his Tate, and courts a glorious Doom,
A bright Dcftructipn, and a fhiiiing Tpmt>.

fto th? JutJ^or <?/ Rosamond, a^
Opera.

„»,>— Ne forte pudori

Sit Tibi Mufa Lyra folers, & Cantor K/ipolh^

By the [ami Ki^ni.

THE Operi fiift Itdia.n Matters taught,

Enrich'd with Songs, but innocent of Thought,

LritmntaH learned Theater difdains

Melodious Trifles, and enervate Strains

;

And bluflies, on her injur'd Stage to fee

'Ndnfcnfc well-tun'd, and fwect Stupidity.

No Charms are wanting to thy artful Song,

Soft as Corelli, and as Virgil ftrong.

From Words fofweet new Grace the Notes receive,

And Mufick borrows Helps, ihe us'd to give.

Thy Stile hath march'd what ancient T{oraans knew^

Thy flowing Numbers far excell tiie new.

Their Cadence in fuch eafie Sound convey'd.

That height of Thought may feem fuperfiuous Aid j

Yet in fuch Charms the noble Thoughts abound.

That needlcfs feem the Sweets of calle Sound.

Landskips how gay the bow'ry Grotto yields,

"V/hich Thought creates, and laviHi Fancy builds I

What Art can trace the vifionary Scenes,

The fiow'ry Groves, and everlafting Greens,

The babling Sounds that Mimick £d;o plays.

The fairy Shade, and its eternal Maze ?

nature and Art in all their Charms combin'd/

And iXlElyfttm to oac Yiewr confinMl
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No further could Imagination roam,

'Till VanL>rook^{tZl\\'d, -^nd AUrlbro'' tzii*d the DomC,
Ten thoufand Pangs my anxious Bofom tear,

When drown'd in Tears I fee th' imploring Fair;

^Vhen Bards lefs foft the moving Words fupply,

A feeniing Juftice- dooms the Nymph to diej

But here ihs begs, nor can (he beg in vain,

(In Dirges thus expiring Swans complain)

Each Verfe fo fwells exprcfliye of her Woes,
And ev'ry Tear in Lines Co mournful flows j

We, fpitc of Fame, her Fate revers'd- believe,

O'erJook h-er Crimes, and think (he ought to live.

Let Joy falute fair Tiofamonda's Shade,

And Wteaths of Myrtle crown the lovely Maid.
While now perhaps with Dido's Ghoft fhe roves.

And hears and tells the Story of their Loves,

Alike they mourn, alike they blefs their Fare,

Since Love, which made 'em wretched, makes 'em
Nor longer that relentlefs Doom bemoan, [great,

W'hich gain'd a Vii-gil, and an ^^——«.

Accept, Gre-at Monarch of the Britip} Lays,

The Tribute Song an humble Subject pays.

So tries the Artlefs Lark her early flight.

And foars, to hail the God of Verfe, and Light.

Unrival'd as unmatch'd be ftill thy Fame,
And thy own Laurels fb.ade thy envy'd Name;
Thy Name, theBoaft of all the tuneful Quire,

Shall tremble on the Strings of ev*ry Lyre,

Who reads thy Work, fliall own thefweet Surprizej

Aud view thy ^B^famoni with Henrf& Eyw,
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^0 a Lady j with the Defcripion of

the P H O L N I X.

By the fame Hand.

LAviih of Wit, and bold appear the Lines,

Where f/4?*(/M«'s Genius in the Phceuix (hincs;

A thoufand ways each brilJant Point is turn'd,

And the gay Poem, like its Theme, adorn'd :

A Tale more ftrange ne'er grac'd the Poets Art,

Nor e'er did Fiftion play fo wild a Part.

Each fabled Charm in matchlefs C^Ua meets,

The heav'nly Colours, and ambrofial Sweets j

Her Virgin Bofom chafter Fires fupplies,

And Beams more piercing guard her kindred Eyes:

Cerflowing Wit th'imagin'd Wonder drew,

But fertile Fancy ne'er can reach the true, [difclofe.

Now buds your Y'outh, your Cheeks their Bloom
Th' untainted Lilly, and unfolding Rofe;

Eafc iii your Mien, and Sweetnefs i« your Face,

You fpeak a Syren, and you move a Grace j

Nor time (hall urge thefe Beauties to decay.

While Virtue gives, what Years fliall ileal away :

The Fair, whofe Youth can boaft the Worth of Age,

In Age Ihall with the Charms of Youth engage j

In ev*ry Change ftill lovely, ftill the fame,

A fairer Phanix in a purer Flame.

A Defcription of the Phoenix: T!ranf'

latedfrom C l a u d i a n.

By thefatm Hand,

N utmoft Ocean lies a lovely Ifle, [fmile.

Where Spring ftill blooms, and Greens for everI
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Which fees the Sun put on his firft Array,

And hears his panting Steeds bring on the Day;

When, from the Deep, they rufh with rapid Force,

And whirl aloft, to run their glorious Courfe ;

V/hcn firft appear the ruddy Streaks of Light,

And glimm'ring Beams difpel the parting Night.

In thefe foft Shades, unpreft by human Feet,

The happy Phanix keeps his balmy Scat,

Far frdm'the World disjoin'dj he reigns alone.

Alike the Empire, and its King unknown.

A God-like Bird! whofe endlefs Round of Years

Out-lafis the Stars, and tires the circling Spheres

|

Not us'd like vulgar Birds to eat his Fill,

Or drink the Cryftal of the murm'ring Rill;

But fed by Warmth from T;rrf«'s purer Ray,

And flak'd by Steams which Eaftern Seas conveys

Still he renews his Life in thefe Abodes,

Contemns the Pow'r of Fate, and mates the Gods,

His fiery Eyes fhoot forth a glitt'ring Ray,

And round his Head ten thoufand Glories pUy;
High on his Creft, a Star celeftial bright

Divides the Daiknefs with its piercing Light.

His Legs arc ftain'd with Purple's lively Dye,

His azure Wings the fleeting Winds out-fly ;

Soft Plumes of cheerful Blue his Limbs infold,

Enrich'd with Spangles, and bedropt with Gold.

Begot by none himfelf, begetting none.

Sire of himfelf he is, and of himfelf the Son;

His Life in fruitful Death renews its Date,

And kind Deftruftion but prolongs his Fate

:

Ev'n in the Grave new Strength his Limbs receive,

And on the Fun'ral Pile begin to live.

For when a thoufand times the Summer Sun

His bending Race has on the Zodiaquc run.

And whcnas oft the Vernal Signs have roll'd.

As oft the Wintry brought the numbing Cold;
Then drops the Bird, worn out with aged Cares,

And bends beneath the mighty Load of Years.
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So falls the fiately Pine, that proudly grew

The Shade, and Glory of the Ivlountain's Brow,

When pierc'd by Blafts, and (pouting Clouds o'er-

It, flowly finking, nods its tott'ring Head, [fpread.

Parr dies by Winds, and part by fickly Rains,

And wafting Age deftroys the poor Remains.
Then, as the filver Emprcfs of the Night

O'er-clouded, glimmers in a fainter Light,

So, froz'n with Age, and ihut from Light's Supplies,

In lazy Rounds fcarce roll his feeble tyes, [nown'd, 1

And thofe fleet Wings, for Strength and Speed re-

Scarce rear th'unaftive Lumber from the Ground.

Myfterious Arts a fecond time create

The Bird^ prophetick of approaching Fate.

Pil'd on an Heap Sahaan Heibs ke lays,

Parch'd by his Sire the Sun's intcnfeft Raysj
The Pile defigji'd to form his Fun'ral Scene

He. wraps in Covers of a fragrant Green,

And bids the fpicy Heap at once become
A Grave deftrucliye, and a teaming Womb.
On the rich Bed the dying Wonder lies.

Imploring Phcebus with perfuafive Cries,

To dart upon him in coUeded Rays,

And new-create him in a deadly Blaze.

The God beholds the Suppliant from afar.

And flops the Progrcfs of his he;iv'nly Ciur.
*' O Thou, fays he, whom harmlefs Firqs faal^ burn, -^

*' Thy Age the Flame to fecojid Youth fball turn, >
*' An Infant's Cradle is thy Fun'ral Urn. -^

** Thou, on whom Hea.v'n has fix'd th' ambiguou;|^ J
** To live by Ruin, and by Death to bloom, [Doon:\*
*' Thy Life, thy Strength, thy lovely Form renew,
** And with frelh Beauties doubly charm the Yicw.t

Thus fpeaking, 'midft the Aromatick Bed

A golden Beam he tofles from his Head :

Swift as Defue, the fhining Ruin flies,

And ftrait devours the willing Sacrifice.

Who haftes to pexifli in the fertile Fire,

Sink into Strength, and into Life expire.
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In Flames the circling Odours mount on high,

Teifumc the Ait, and glitter in the Sky,

The Moon and Stars, amaz'd, retard their Flight,

And Nature ftardes at the doubtful Sight

;

For whilft the pregnant Urn with Fury glows.

The Goddefs labours with a Mother's Throes,

Yet joys to cherifh, in the friendly Flames,

The nobleft Produdt of the Skill (he claims.

Th' cnliv'ning Duft its Head begins to rear.

And on the Aflies fprouting Plumes appear;

In the dead Bird reviving Vigour reigns,

And Life returning revels in his Veins:

A new born Phcemx ftarting from the Flame,

Obtains at once a Son's, and Father's Name ;

And the great Chang': of double Life difplays.

In the ihort Moment cf one tranfient Blaze.

On his new Pinions to the Nile he bends,

And to t-he Gods his parent Urn commends,
To Egypt bearing, with Majeftick Pride,

The balmy Neft, where firft he liv'd, and dy'd.

Birds of all kinds admire th' unufual Sight,

A»nd -grace the Triumph of his Infant Flight;

In Crowds unnumber'd round their Chief they fly,

Opprcfs the Air, and cloud the fpacious Skyj

Nor dares the ficrceft of the winged Race
Obftrudl his Journey thro' th' ethereal SpacCi

The Hawk and Eagle ufeiefs Wars forbear.

Forego their Courage, and confent to fear ;

The feather'd Nations humble Homage bring,

And blefs the gaudy flight of their Ambrofial King.

Lefs glitt'ring Pomp does Parthia's Monarch yield.

Commanding Legions to the dufty Field;

The' fparkling Jewels on his Helm abound,

And Royal Gold his awful Head furround

;

Tho' rich Embroid'ry paint his Purple Veft,

And his Steed bound in coftly Trappings drcft,

Ileas'd in the Battel's dreadful Van to ride,

}a. graceful Giandeui, and Impeiiai Piide^
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Fam'd for the Worlhip of the Sun, there lUnds

A facrcd Fane in Ecypt^s fruitful Lands,

Hcw'n from the TbeOan Mountain's rocky Womb
An hundred Columns rear the Marble Domej
Hither, 'tis faid, he brings the precious Load,

A grateful Off'ring to the Beamy God

;

Upon whofe Altars confecrated Blaze

The Seeds and Reliques of himfejf he lays,

Whence flaming Incenfe makes the Temple (hine,

And the glad Altars breath Perfumes divine.

The wafted Smell to far Pelufium flies,

To cheat old Ocean, and enrich the Skies,

With Neftar's Sweets to make the Nations fmile,

And fccnt the fev'n-fold Channels of the Nile.

Thrice happy Ph€enix\ Heav'n's peculiar Care

Has made thy felf thy felf's furviving Heir j

By Death thy deathlefs Vigour is fupply'd.

Which links to Ruin all the World bcfidej

Thy Age, not thee, afllfting Phoebus burns.

And Vital Flames light up thy Fun'ral Urns.

Whate'er Events have been, thy Eyes furvey,

And thou art fixt, while Ages roll awayj

Thou faw'fl: when raging Ocean burft his Bed,

O'cr-top'd the Mountains, and the Earth o'er-fpread,

When the ralh Youth inflam'd the high Abodes,

Scorch'd up the Skies, and fcat'd the deathlefs Gods,

"When Nature ceafes, thou flialt ftill remain,

Kor fccond Chaos bound thy endlefs Reign

}

Fate's Tyrant Laws thy happier Lot fliall biavc, •

Baffle Deftmdion, and elude the Grave.
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Ferfes fent to the Hon. Mrs,M a r g a-
' R E T Lo w T H E R f?;^ her Marriage,

Tranflated from Menage.

By the [Ame Hand.

[Grove,

THE greateft Swain that treads th' Orcadian

Our Shepherds Envy, and our Virgins Love,
His charming Nymph, his fofteft Fair obtains.

The bright Diana of our flow'ry Plains j

He, 'midft the graceful, of fuperior Grace,

And (he the lovelieO: of the lovelieft Race.

Thy fruitful influence, Guardian Juno, fhcd,

And crown the Pleafures of the genial Bed,

Raife thence, their future Joy, a fmiling Heir,

Brave as the Father, as the Mother fair.

Well may'ft thou Ihow'r thy choiceft Gifts onthofc,
Who boldly rival thy moft hated Foes j

The vigorous Bridegroom with ^Icidei vies,

And the fair Bride has Cytherea's Eyes.

T'o a Lady 5 with a Prefent of Flowers*

By the fumt Hand.

TH E fragrant Painting of our flow*ry Fields,

The choiceft Stores that youthful Summer yields,

Strephoii to fair Eltfa hath convey'd.

The fweeteft Garland to the fweeteft Maid.
O cheer the Flowers, my Fair, and let them reft

On the Ehfmm of thy fnovvy Breaft,

And there regale the Smell, and charm the Vicvr,'

With richer Odours, and a lovelier Hue,
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Learn hence (nor fear a Flatt'rer in the Flow'r)

Thy Form divine, and Beauty's matchlefs Pow'r:

Faint, near thy Cheeks, thy bright Carnation glows,.

And thy ripe Lips out-bluih the op'ning Rofcj

The Lilly's Snow betrays lefs pure a Light,

Loft in thy Bofom's more unfullied White ;

And Wreaths of Jeff'mine fhed Perfumes, beneath

Th'ambrofial Incenfe of thy balmy Breath.

Ten thcufaiid Beauties grace the Rival Pair,

How fair the Chaplet, and the Nymph how fair!

But ah I too foon thefe fleering Charms decay.

The fading Luftre of one haft'ning Day,

This Night (liall fee the gaudy Wreath decline.

The Roles wither, and the Lillies pine.

The Garland's Fate to thine fhall be appiy'd,

And what advanc'd thy Form, (hall check thy Pride:

Be wife, my Fair, the prefcnt Hour improve,

Let Joy be new, and now a Waftc of Love j

Each drooping Bloom fhall plead thy juft Excufc,

And that which iliow'd thy Beauty, fliow its Ufc.

On a Lady's Pi5lure : To G\i.vkeu
LawsoNj £/^i

By the fame Hand.

AS Damm Chloe^s painted Form farvey*d.

He figh'd, andlanguith'd for the jilting Shade,

For Cupid taught the artift Hand its Grace,

And Venus wanton'd in the mimick Face.

Now he laments a Look fo falfcly fair,

And almoft damns, what yet refembles herj

Now he devours it, with his longing Eyes j -y

Now fated, from the lovely Phantome flies, >
Y« burns to look again, yet looks again, aud dies. ^

H«
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Her Iv'iy Neck his Lips prcfume to kifs,

And his bold Hands the fwelling Boforrj prefs

;

The Swain drinks in deep Draughts of vain Dedre,

Melts without Heat, and bums in fancy'd Fire.

Strange Pow'r of Paint ! thou nice Creator Art !

What Love infpires, may Life it felf impart.

Struck with like Wounds, of old, Pygmxlio7i pray'd*

And hugg'd to Life his artificial Maidj

Clafp, new Pyqmalion, clafp the feemiag Charms,
Perhaps ev'n now th' enliv'ning Image-warms,

Deftin'd to crown thy Joys, and revel in thy Arms :

Thy Arms, which fliall with Fire fo fierce invade,

That fhe at once fliall be, and ccafe to be a Maid.

Written ^if B A T H.

WITH wilVd Succefs thefe niin'ial Springs ->

I try'd, C
Which o'er hot Beds of fmoking Sulphur glide j C
For Health 1 came, nor was that Health deny'd. ^
But when unwarn'd, and fearlefs of Surprize,

I felt the darted Fire of Celiacs Eyes ;

All was undone again : Unufual Pains

Hcav'd at my Heart, and tingled in my Veins.
No Kemedy can this Difcafe remove ;

But ev'n thefe wond-'rous Waters ulclefs prove
To quench the Fire, the raging Fire of Love.
Were P^;//:,f, like his Fame, furviving ftill,

Ev'n Willis would in vain employ his Skill.

Cur'd of one Sicknefs, by a worfe i die ;

And meet the Fate, from which I flrove to fly.

So the lick Beer by ready Inflinft goes,

To feek the healing Plant which Nature fhews

;

Crops it fecure, nor other Danger heeds :

But while on that reftoring Herb he feeds,

Shot by a mortal Shaft he yields his Breath,
And where he finds hisMed'cine, finds his Death,
Vol. VI. K

\
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LOVE and FOLLY,
REflefting, how ev*n common Senfe was gone, ^

When Love had pufh'd my Rcafon from the >
And how one Error drew another on j [Throne, ^

How ev'ry Objeft in falfe Lights was view'd.

And vain Defigns with wrong Addrefs purfu'dj

How 1 expos'd my Weakncfs to be feen,

And wanted Wit to kei^ the Fool within j

Defpair'd, yet hop'd 5 fcarce knew what 'twas I fought,

While Sighs and Sonnets ferv'd inftead ofThought j

New Methods found th' unlucky Fire to nuifc.

And ftill repair'd one Folly by a wotfe.

Amaz'd, enrag'd, I curs'd my fatal Flame,

Blufh'd ev'n alone, and almoft dy'd with Shame j

Refolv'd my native Freedom to regain,

And either break my Heart, or break my Chain.
When thus hisfage Advice ^Apollo gave;

Wouldft thou be free ? fubmit to be a Slave.

To flounce, and ftruggle in th'intangling Snare,

Hampers the Captive more, and ties him fafter there

:

And he who in a Quickfand floundring lyes.

Still deeper finks, the more he fl:rives to rife.

Nor at thy thoughtlefs Management repine ;

The Fair have fpoil'd far better Senfe than thine.

Among their VafTals, patient take thy Place,

And be an Idiot with a truer Grace,

But thou wouldft needs fee clearly with no Eyes,

Be mad with Reafon, and in Folly wife.

Content thy felf, let this thy Care remove,

The wifcft of Mankind aie Fools in Lave.
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Part of the Sixth Book of L u c a n.

Trunjlattd from the Latin l^y Mr. R o w e.

Cxfar And Pompcy being Encamp'*d near each other up-

on the %iyer Apfus in IlJyria, the former^ who was
pre/i- for want of Provi/ion, laid a Dejign of furpri-

Jlng Dyrrachium, in order to bring the latter to a
Battel j bat Pompey havi?ig early Notice of his Moti-

ttny marched before him, and Encaraj.*d fo as to over
the Town. Vpon this C^Gir refolv^d to draw a.

Line c^uite round the Enemy* s Camp., vjhich he did

"with vjonderfiil Expedition, ^fter the Defcription of

thefe Workji the Poet goes on to tell that Pompey be-

ing Enclosed, and his Horfe fnjfering for want of Fo-

rage y he refolv^d to force his Paffage thro* Cxfar'x

Entrenchments', upon the firji ^ttack^ Cxfit* s Soldiers

gave wayi *till Scsva a Certturion made up to the

Breach, and by his fingle Valonr fiop*d Pompcy'x
whole sArmy.

CHeig'ir,

NOW, near Encamp'd, each on a neig'ib'ring

The Latian Chiefs prepare for fudden fight.

The Rival Pair feem hither brought by Fate, -y

As if the Gods wou'd end the dire Debate, >
And here determine of the Teaman State. J'

Cafar, intent upon his hoftile Son,

Demands a Conqueft here, and here alone j

Neglefts what Laurels Captive Towns might yield.

And fcorns the Harveft of the Grecian Field.

Impatient he provokes the fatal Day, -^

Ordain'd to give T^awe's Liberties away, V^

And leave the World the greedy Vidor's Prey. -^

Eager that laft, great Chance of War he waits,

Where either's Fall determines both their Fates.

Thrice, on the Hills all drawn in dread Array,

IIHis threat'ning Eagles wide thcii Wings difplay
j
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Thiice, but in vain, his hoftile Arms he Ihew'd,

His ready Rage, and thiifl of Latiaii Biood.

But when he faw how Cautious Pompey's Care,

Safe ip his Camp, declin'd the proffer'd Warj

Thro' Woody Paths he bent his fecret Way,
And meant to nvdkc Dyrrachiam' s Tovv'rs his Prey.

This Pompey faw, and fwifcly fhot before,

With fpeedy Marches on the Sandy Shore:

*Till on TauUntian Petra's Top he ftay'd,

Shclt'ring the City with his timely Aid.

This Place, nor Walls, nor Trenches deep canboafi,

The Works of Labour, and expenfive Coft.

Vain Prodigality ! and Labour vain !

Loft is the laviih'd Wealth, andloft the fruitlcfs Pain !

What Walls, what Tow'rs foe' er they rear fublimc,

Muft yield to Wars, or more deftruftive Time j

M'hile fences like Djrr^xchium's Fortrefs made, •>

Where Nature*s Hands the fure Foundation laid, >
A^d with her Strength the naked Town array'd, ^
Shall ftand fecuie againft the Warrioi's Rage,

Nor fear the ruinous Decays of Age.

Guarded around by fteepy Rocks it litSf

And all Acccfs from Land, but one, denies,

No vent'rous Veflcl there in Safety rides j ^
But foaming Surges break, and fwelling Tides >
Koll roaring on, and walh the craggy Sides: ^
Or when contentious Winds more rudely blow, -%

Then mounting o'er the topmoft ClitFthey flow, >
Eurft on the loftyDomes, and dafh the Town below. •

Here Cdfar's daring Heart vaft Hopes conceives.

And high with War's vindiftive Pleafures heavcsj

Much he revolves within his thoughtful Mind, -y

How, in this Camp, the Foe may be confin'd, ^
With ample Lines from Hill to Hill defign'd. J
Secret and fwift he means th^ Ta^k to try,

And runs each Diftance over with hi-s Eye.

Vaft Heaps of fod and verdant Turf are brought,

An^ SlpDCs in dcefi4djQiiou^^ C^a^jiies wjcpy^t j
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Each Grecian Dwelling round the Work fupplies,

And fudden Ramparts from thisir kuins rife.

With wond'rousStrength theftablcMoundthey r-aT,^

Such as th' impetuous Ram can never fear, [tear. 5>

Nor hodile Might o'erturn, not forceful Ehgiue »

Thro' Hills, refiftlefs Cdfar plains his Way,

And makes the rough unequal Rocks obey.

Here deep beneath the gaping Tieaches lye,

Tliere Forts advance their airy Turrets high.

Around vaft Tra£is of Land the Labours wind, ^
Wide Fields and Forefls in the Circle bind, >
And hold as in a Toil the falvage Kind j

^
Nor ev'n the Foe too firidly pent remains,

At large he forages upon the Plains }

The vaft Enclofure gives free leave around,

Oft to Decamp, and fhift the various Ground.

Here from far Fountains Streams their Channels

trace,

And while they wander thro' the tedious (pace,

Run many a Mile their long extended Race;

While feme, quite worn and weary of the Way,
Sink, and are loft before they reach the Sea.

Ev'n Cafar^s felf when thro' the Works he gees,

Tires in the midft, and flops to take Repofe.

Let Fame no more record the Walls of Troy,

Which Gods alone could build, and Gods deftrojr;

Nor let the Parthian wonder, to have feen

The Labours o£ the Bahy Ionian Queen:
Behold this large, this fpacious Trad of Ground,
Like that, which Tigris or Ortntes bound;

Behold this Land I which Majcfty might bring,

And form a Kingdom for an Eaftern Kingj
Behold a Latian Chief this Land enclofe, •%

Amidft the Tumult of impending Foes, ^
He bad the Walls arife, and as he bad they rofe. *

But ah ! vain Pride of Pow'r ! Ah 1 fruitlefs Boaft !

Ev'n thcfe, thele mighty Labours all arc Loft
'

K 3

I
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A Force like this what Barriers could wirhftand?

Seas muft have fied, and yielded to the Land i

The Lover's Shores united might have flooi,

Spight of the Hellefpom's oppoling Flood ;

While the Egaan and Ionian Tide,

Might meeting o'er the vanquiflit Ifihmus ride,

And ^rgive Realms from Corinth^ s Walls dividej

This Pow'r might change unwilling Nature's Face,

Unfix each Order, and remove each Place.

Here, as if clos'd within a Lift, the War
Does all its Valiant Combatants prepare j

Here ardent glows the Blood, which Fate oidains

To Dye the Libyan and Emathian Plains

;

Here the whole Rage of Civil Difcord join'd.

Struggles for Room, and fcorns to be confin'd.

Nor yet, while C^far his iirft Labours try'd.

The Warlike Toil by Pompey was defcry'd :

So, in mid Sicil/s delightful Plain, ^
Safe from the horrid Sound, the happy Swain >
Dreads not loud Scylla barking o'er the Main. ^
So, Northern Britaius never hear the Roar
Of Seas that break on the far Cantian Shore.

Soon as the riCng Ramparts hoftile Height,

And Tow'rs advancing, ftruck his anxious Sight,

Sudddn from Petra's fafer Camp he led,

And wide his Legions on the Hills difpread.

So Cafar, forc'd his Numbers to extend,

liiore feebly might each various Strength defend j

His Camp far o'er the large Enclofurc reach'd,

And guarded Lines along the Front were ftretch'd.

Far as 'Fame's difcance from ^ricias Groves,

(^^rici.t which the Chaftc Diana loves)

Far as from T\ome Old Tyber fceks the Sea,

Did he not wander in his winding way.

While yet no Signals for the Fight prepare,

Unbidden, fome the Javelin dart from far.

And skirmifliing, provoke the ling'ring War.

But deeper Cares the thoughtful Chiefs diftiefs,

And move, the Soldier's Aidor to reprefs.
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Tompey^ with fecret anxious Thought, beheld

How trampling Hoofs the rifing Grafs repell'd

;

Waftc lye the rulTet Fields, the gen'rous Steed

Seeks on the naked Soil, in vain, to feed:

Loathing, from Racks of husky Straw he turns,

And pining, for the verdant Paftures mourns.

No more his Limbs their dying Load fuftain, -p

Aiming a Stride, he falters in the Strain, ^
And finks a Ruin on the with'ring Plain :

Dire Maladies upon his Vitals prey,

Diflblve his Frame, and melt the Mafs away.

Thence deadly Plagues invade the lazy Air,

Reek to the Clouds, and hang malignant there:

From Nejis fuch the Stygian Vapours rife.

And with Contagion taint the purer Skies;

Such do Typhoeti-s' fteamy Caves convey.

And breath Blue Poifons on the Golden Day:
Then liquid Streams the mingling Plague receive,'

And deadly Potions to the Thirfty give:

To Man the Mifchief fpreads, the fell Difeafe

Li fatal Draughts does on his Entrails feize ;

A rugged Scurf, all loathly to be feen,

Spreads, like a Bark, upon his filken Skin;

Malignant Flames his fwclling Eye-balls dart.

And feem with Anguilh from their Seats to ftart;

Fires o'er his glowing Cheeks and Vifage ftray,

And mark, in Crimfon Streaks, their burning Way ;

Low droops his Head, declining from its height,

An.' nods, and totters with the fatal Weight.

With winged Hafle the fmh Deftruftion flies.

And fcarce the Soldier llckens e'er he dies:

Now falling Crowds at once refign their Breath,

And doubly taint the noxious Air with Death.
Carelefs their putrid Carcaflcs are fpread ;

->

And on the Earth, their dank unwholfome Bed, p
The Living reft in common with the Dead. ^
Here none the laft Funereal Rights receive ;

To be caft forth the Camp, is all their Friends can give.

K4
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At length kind Heav'n their Sorrows bad to cealc^

And ftaid the peftilential Foes incrcafej

Irefh Breezes from the Sea begin to life, 5
"While BoreAs thro' the lazy Vapour flies, [Skies : >
And fwceps, with healthy Wings, the rank polluted '

Arriving Veffels now their Freight unload,

And furniili plenteous Harvefts from abroad :

Now fprightly Strength, now cheerful Mealth returns,

And Life's fair Lr.mp, rekir.dled, brightly burns.

But r^/rf/-, unconhn'd, and canip'd on high,

Feels not the Mifchiefs of the fiuggifh Sky:

On Kills fublime he breaths the Purer Air,

And drinks no Damps, nor Pois'nous Vapours there j

Yet Hunger keen, an equal Plague is found.

Famine, and meagre Want befiege him round ;

The Fields as yet no hopes of Harvcft wear,

Nor yellow Stems difclofc the bearded Ear j

The fcatter'd Vulgar fcarch around the Fields,

And pluck whate'er the doubtful Herbage yields ;

Some ftrip the Trees in ev'ry neighb'ring Wood,
And with the Cattle ihare their grafiy Food.

Whate'er the foft'ning Flame can pliant make,
Whate'er the Teeth or lab'ring Jaws can break;

"What Flefh, what Roots, what Herbs foe'er they get, -x

The' new, and ftrange to Human Tafte as yet, >
At ©nee the greedy Soldiers feize, and car. -^

What Want, what Pain foe'er they undergo,

Still they perfift in Arms, and clofe befet the Foe.

At length, impatient longer to be held

Within the Bounds of one appointed Field ;

O'er ev'ry Bar which might his Paffage ftay,

Pompey refolves to force his warlike Way j

Wide o'er the World the ranging War to lead,

And give his loofen'd Legions Room to fprcad.

Nor takes he mean Advantage from the Night,

Nor fteals a Fafiage, nor declines the Fight j

But bravely dares, difdainful of the Foe, [go j

Thro' the proud Tow'is and Ramparts Breach to
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where fhiniiig Spears and crcfted Helms are fcen,

Embattell'd thick, to guard the Walls within:

Where all things Death, where Ruin all aft'otd.

There Pornpey marks a Pafiage for his Sword.

Near to the Camp a woody Thicket lay, j
Clofe was the Shade, nor did the Greenfword Way, >
With fmoky Clouds of Duft, the March betray. *

Hence, fudden they appear in dread Array,

Spdden their wide extended Ranks difplayj

At once the Toe beholds, with wond'iing Eyes, -^

Where on broad Wings Powpeian Eagles rifcj /
At once the Warriors Shouts, and Trumpet-founds C

furprize. 3
Scarce was the Sword's Beftruftion needful here,

So fwiftly ran before preventing Fear ;

Some fled amaz'd, while vainly valiant fome
Stood, but to meet in Arms a nobler Doom.
Where-e'er they ftood, now fcattcr'd lye the Slain,

«

Scarce yet a few for coming Deaths remain, >
And fclouds of flying Javelins fall in vain. ^
Here fwift confuming Flames the Viftors throw,

And here the Ram impetuous aims a Blow j

Aloft, the nodding Turrets feel the Stroke,

And the vail Rampart groans beneath the Shock ;

And now propitious Fortune feem'd to doom
Freedom and Peace, to Pompey, and to T{pme;

High o'er the vanquifh'd Works his Eaglet tow'r.

And vindicate the World from Cafar's Pow'r.

Bur, (what nor <:<«/«»•. noi his Fortune cou'd)

What not ten thoufand warUke Hands withfiood,

£c*va refifts alone ; repels the Force,

And flops the rapid Vidor in his Courfe.

Sc<evu\ a Name e'erwhile to Fame unknown,
^nd iirft diftinguilh'd on the Gallick 'Jil^oni j

There leen in hardy Deeds of Arms to fliine,

He re.ich'd the Honours of the + Lati/in Vine.

* The B^d^e or Dijiinihon of the Roman CimHUtw.
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Daring and Bold, and ever prone to HI, m
Inur'd to Blood, and aftive to fulfil S
The Dilates of a lawlefs Tyrant's Will ;

^
Kor Virtue's Love, nor Reafon's Laws he knew.

But carelefsofthc Right, for hire his Sword he drew.

Thus Courage by an impious Caufe is curft,

And he that is the Braveft, is the Worft.

Soon as he faw his Fellows (hun the Fight,

And feek their Safety in ignoble Flight,

Whence does, he faid, this Cowards Terror grow^

This Ihame, unknown to C^far's Arms 'till now ?

Can you, ye flavifti Herd, thus tamely yield?

Thus fly, unwounded, from this bloody Field ?

Behold, where pil'd in llaughtei'd Heaps on high,

pirm to the laft, your brave Companions lye;

Then blufii to think what wretched Lives you fave,

Trom what Renown you fly, froni what a glorious

Tho' facred Fame, tho' Virtue yield to Fear;[Grave :

Let Rage, let Indignation keep you here.

We ! wc the wcakeft, from the reft are chofe.

To yield a Paflage to our fcornful Foes !

Tet Pompey, yet, thou (halt be yet withftood,

And ftain thy Viftor's Lawrel deep in Blood.

With Pride, 'tis true, with Joy I fliould have dy'd, ^
If haply I had fall'n by Cafar's Side,

^
But Fortune has the noble Death deny'dj J
Then Pompey, thou, thou on my Fame (halt, wait,

Do thou be Witncfs, and applaud my Fate.

Kow pufli we on, difdain we now to fear, •%
^

A thoufand Wounds let ev'iy Bofom bear, [Spear. 5*

'Till the keen Sword be blunt, be broke the pointed*/

And fee, the Clouds of dufty Battel rife !

Hark how the Shout runs ratt'ling thro' the Skies *

The diftant Legions catch the Sounds from far.

And Cafar liftens to the thund'ring War.

He comes, he comes, yet e'er his Soldier dies,

Like Light'ning fwift the winged Warrior flies ;

Hafte then to Death, to Conqueft hafte away,

Well do wc fall, for C^ar wins the Day,
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He fpoke, and ftrait, as at the Trumpet's Sound,

Rekindled Warmth in cv'ry Breaft was found;

Recali'd from Flight, the Youth admiring wait.

To mark their daring Fellow-Soldiers Fate,

To fee if haply Virtue might prevail, [fail.

And ev'n, beyond their Hopes, do more than greatly

High on the tott'ring Wall he rears his Head,
With flaughter'd CarcafTes arotrnd him fpread ;

With nervous Arms uplifting thefe he throws,

Thefe Rolls oppreflfive, on afcending Foes j

Each where Materials for his Fury lye,

And all the ready Ruins Arms fupply ;

Ev'n his fierce Self he feems to aim below.

Headlong to (hoot, and dying dart a Blow.

Now his tough Staff repels the fierce Attack,

"And tumbling, drives the bold Aflailants back :

How Heads, now Hands he lops, the Carcafs falls.

While the clinch'd Fingers gripe thetopmoft Walls

:

Here Stones he heaves 5 the Mafs defcending full,

Crufhes the Brain, and Ihivers the frail Scull.

Here burning pitchy Brands he whirls around ; ^
Intix'd, the Flames hifs in the liquid Wound, (
Deep drench'd in Death, in flowing Crimfon {

drown'd. J
And now the fwelling Heaps of flaughter'd Foes,

Sublime and equal to the Fortrefs rofei

Whence, forward^ with a Leap, at once he fprung.

And ftiot himfelf amidfl the hoflUc Throng.
So daring, fierce with Rage, fo void of Fear,

Bounds forth the fpotted Paid, and fcorns the Hun-
ter's Spear.

The clofing Ranks the Warrior ftrait enfold.

And compafs'din their Steely Circle hold;

Undaunted flill around the Ring he roams.
Fights here and there, and ev'rjr where o'ercomcs 5

'Till, clog'd with Blood, his Sword obeys but iU

The Didates of its vengeful Mafler's Will.

Edgelefs it falls, and tho' it pierce no more,

ftill breaks ihe battci'd Bones, and bmifcs fore.
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Mean time, on him, the crowding War is bent.

And Darts from ev'ry Hand, to him, are fent j

It look'd, as Fortune did in odds delight.

And had in cruel Sport ordain'd the Fight;

A wondrous match of War fhe fecm'd to make.

Her Thoufands here, and there her One to ftakc;

As if on knightly Terms in Lifts they ran,

And Armies were but equal to the Man.
A thoufand Darts upon his Buckler ring,

A thoufand Jav'lins round his Temples fing ;

Hard bearing on his Head with many a Blow,

His ftcely Helm is inward taught to bow.

The mifljve Arms, fixt all around, he wears, ^
And ev'n his Safety in his Wounds he bears, >
Feuc'd with a fiital Wood,a deadlyGrove of Spears. •^

Ceafe, ceafc, Pompeian Warriors, ceafe the Strife^

Nor vainly, thus, attempt this fingle Lifej

Tout Darts, your idle Jav'lins caft aflde,

And other Arms for Scava's Death provide;

The forceful Ram's rcfifticfs Horns prepare,

With all the pond'rous vaft Machines of War;
Xet dreadful Flames, let malllc Rocks be thrown,

-p

With Engines thunder on, and break him down, ^
And win this Cafar^s Soldier, like a Town. •*

At length, his Fate difdaining to delay,

Ke hurls his Shield's neglefted Aid away,

Refolves no Part whatc'er from Death to hide.

But {lands unguarded now on ev'ry fide.

Encumbred fore with many a painful Wound,
Tardy and ftiff he treads the hoftile Round ;

Gloomy and fierce his Eyes the Crowd furvcyj

Mark where to fix, and fingle out the Prey.

Such, by Geiiilmn Hunters compafs'd in.

The vaft unwieldy Elephant is ^ttn :

All cover'd with a fteely Show'r from far,

Roufing he (hakes, and iheds the fcatter'd War j

In vain the diftaut Troop the Fight renew.

And wtk ficik Rage the fiubboin Toe putfuci
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Unconquei'd ftill the mighty Salvage ftands.

And fcorns the Malice of a thoufand Hands.

Not all the Wounds a thoufimd Darts can make,
Tho' all find Place, a fingle Life can take

:

When lo I addreft with fome fuccefsful Vow,

A Shaft, fure flying from a Cretan Bow,

Beneath the Warrior's Brow was feen to light,

And funk, deep piercing the left Orb of Sight:

But he (fo Rage infpir^^d and mad Difdain)

Remorfelefs, Fell, and fenfelefs of the Pain,

Tore forth the bearded Arrov/ from the Wound,
With ft vingy Nerves befmear'd and wrapp'd around

And ftamp'd the gory Jelly on the Ground.

So in Pannonian Woods, the growling Bear

Transfix'd, grows fiercer for the Hunter's Spear,

Turns on her Wound, runs madding round with Paicy

And catches at the flying Shaft in vain.

Down from his cylefs Hollow ran the Blood,

And hideous o'er his mangled Vifage fiow'dj

Deform'd each awful, each feverer Grace,

And vcil'd the manly Terrors of his Face.

The Viftors raife their joyful Voices high,

And with loud Triumph ftrike the vaulted Sky s

Not Cafar thus a general Joy had fpread,

Tho' Cafar*s felf like Scava thus had bled.

Anxious, the wounded Soldier, in his Brcaft, 0m

The rifing Indignation deep rcpreft, C
And thus in humble vein his haughty Foes addrcfl : »

Here let your Rage, ye Romans, ceafe, he faid.

And lend your Fellow-Citizen your Aid,

No more your Darts, nor ufelefs Jav'lins try, )
Thefe which I bean, will Deaths enow fupply, >
Draw forth your Weapons, and behold 1 die : ^
Oh rather bear me hence, and let me meet
My Doom beneath the mighty Tompey^s Feet.

*Twere Great, 'twere Brave,to fall in Arms, 'tis true 5
But I renounce that glorious Fate for you.

Fain wou'd I yet prolong this vital Breath,

And turn from Cafari fo 1 fly from Death,
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The wretched ^ulus liftenM to the Wile,

Intent and greedy of the future Spoil j

Advancing fondly on, with heedlefs Ea{c,

He thought the Captive and his Arms to feize j

"When, e'er he was aware, his thund'ring Swoid
Deep in his Throat, the ready Scava gor'd;

Warm'd with the Slaughter, with frefh Rage he burns>

And Vigour with the new Succefs returns.

So may they fail (he faid) by juft Deceit, -y

Such be their Fate, fuch as this Fool has met, ^
"Who dare believe that I am Vanqui(ht yet. ^
If you would flop the Vengeance of my Sword, ""^

From Cxfar^s Mercy be your Peace implor'd, C
There let your Leader knee], and humbly own^

his Lord. -J

Me I could you meanly dare to fancy, Mc
Bafe, like your felves, and fond of Life to be!

But know, not all the Names which grace your Caufe,

your Reverend Senate, and your boafted Lawsj
Not Pompey^s Ce\f, not all for which you fear,

Were e'er to you, like Death to Sca-va, dear.

Thus while he fpoke, a rifing Duft betray'd,

C*farean Legions marching to his Aid.

Now Pompey's Troops with Prudence feemto yield,

And to encreafing Numbers quit the Field j

DiiTembling Shame, they hide their foul Defcatj

Nor vanquifh'd by a lingle Arm, retreat.

Then fell the Warrior, for 'till then he flood;

His manly Mind fupply'd the want of Blood,

It feem'd as Rage had kindled Life anew,

And Courage to Oppofe, from Oppofition grew.

But now, when none were left him to repel.

Fainting for want of Foes, the Viftor fell.

Strait with officious Hafte his Friends draw near.

And raifing, joy the noble Load to bear:

To Rev'rence and religious Awe inclin'd.

Admiring, they adore his mighty Mind,

That God within his mangled Bieaft enfhrin'd.
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The wounding Weapons ftain'd with Scaiva^s Blood,
Like fiicred Reliques to the Gods are vow'd :

Forth are they drawn from ev'ry Part with Care,
And kept to drefs the naked God of War.
Oh I happy Soldier, had thy Worth been try'd,

In pious Daring, on thy Country's fide I

Oh ! had thy Sword Ibsrian Battels known, ^
Or Purple with Cantabrim Slaughter grown ; >
How had thy Name in deathlefs Annals fhone I

•*

But now no %oman Pcean fhalt thou Sing,

Kor peaceful Triumphs to thy Country bring :

Nor loudly bleft in lolemn Pomp [hall move,
Thro' crowding Streets to C^pitolian Jove,

The Laws Defender, and the Peoples Love :

Oh haplefs Viftor thoul O va'nly Brave!

Kow haft thou lought to make thy felf a Slave !

Part of the CEisi TO of Av SON IV Sj

imitated in Englifh Fcrfe.

Defcriptio egredientis Sponf^e.

Tandem progreditur Veneris^ &C.

THE Bride at length, the Care of Love, appears
Mature for Man, and in her blooming Years,

In wanton Fc!ds her modeft Garments flow.

And Bluflies in her Checks, or Wifhes, glow.

The Youth, with greedy Eyes, her Charms devouij
The Lover's Fortune curfe, and coming Hour.
The Reverend Fathers, and the Matrons ftandj

In decent Order rank'd on either Hand

;

They gaze, and ev'ry Glance (he darts infpircs

Forgotten Hopes, and Impotent Defires.

In vain, alas, their Youthful Fever burns,

For oft the Wifh, but ne'er the Joy returns^

Still on (he moves, and, as Ihe palTes by,

A Thoufaad little Loves around hci fly:
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A Thoufand Zephyrs crowd the balmy Air,

To Curl the Golden Tieffes of her Hair:

And where flie treads the fpringing Flow'rs appear,

lorget the Seafon, and begin the Year.

Thus ^rgive Helen look'dj by Cupid Jed

In Nuptial Triumph to the Spartan's Bed.

Thus the fvvxet Image of approaching Joys,

riay'd in her Breaft, and fparkled in her Eyes,

And thus, at fome Celeftial Feaft above,

The GoddefTes proceed to viiit Jove

;

Their Beauties, like fo many Suns, difplay.

And make, where- e'er they move, a milky Way,
The fame full Luftre in her Looks appears.

Her Beauties brighten'd by her Hopes and Fears.

Her Virgin-Hopes produce the blufhing Rofe j

Her Virgin-Fears, the fpotlefs Lilly /hews.

By Nature Free, by Cuftora only Coy;
She will not for her Fears renounce the Joy.
Willing (he gees, and ftrives in vain to hidie

The filent Raptures of a wiihing Bride.

Defcript';o egredientis Sponfi.

Next, from another Qiiarter, we behold

A Youth in Tywan Purple clad, and Gold,
j^is Hairs to fhed their Vernal Down begin,

Nor ever had the Razor touch'd his Chin.

The Mantle, which his tender Mother wove,

Hangs loofely on For all his Care is Love.
A (hihing Garment, for the Day defign'd.

And round its Edge the Gold Mtccjiders twin'd ;

With various Figures wrought, and rich in Art

:

He fcorns it all The Biide has all his Heart,

His lofty Look, and his Majeflick Mein
Are fuch, as in dilTemblcd Gods are fsen.

Thus Nervous are his Limbs, his Shoulders (pread,

Thus firm his Step, and thus ere£t his Head.

From Ocean rifes thus, the Morning Star,

flight with new Rays, e'er PbKl'in mounts kis Cair,
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So fliines the Biidegroom, and with eager Eyes

Surveys the Scene of Joy, and thither flics
5

There meets the Bride, and round her flenderWafte*

He folds his manly Arm; and thus embrac'd ^
They kifs, and have of future Joys a Tafte. -V

Obligatio Munerum.

To thcfe the bidden Youth advance by Pairs,

And each an Hymeneal Off'ring bears.

Their Parents fmiling, view the goodly Train,

And hope the like for them, nor hope in vain.

The firft prefents a Robe of Orient Die,

Where Beafls aie feen to walk, and Birds to fly.

Some Caskets bring, which Indian Diamonds hold.

Some polilh'd Iv'iy, and fonte burnifn'd Gold.

With Talents fomc enrich the happy Fair,

This gives a Goblet, that a gilded Chair.

The Gifts in order on the Table fet,

It bends, unable to fuftain the Weight.

A Chuplct round the Bridegroom's Temple's bound.
And the fair Bride is with a Garland ciown'd.

The Priefts with Myrrh their fragrant Altars load.

And the fweet Fumes regale the Nuptial God.
iFour Youths their Service to the Bridegroom lend,

'And Four officious Maids the Bride attend;

I All Shorn alike, and all with Chains of Gold,

So Cuftom bids, their Necks alike enfold.

tK teeming Wife before the Bride appears,

(And on her Breafts two fucking Babes fne bears*

»A living Type, to make the Maid refietb

t^n what (he's to enjoy, and what exped.

Epithalamium "Utrtquet

The Matrons, in their turn, with equal Care
To clofc and crown the folemn Rites prepare,

Irhe Lovers, to the Nuptial Bed they bring,

\nd thus the Virgin Qiiiies, their Spoufals iin§»

]

i
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Be bleft, ye happy Pair! be ever bleft,

Of ev'ry Joy, of ev'iy Wifli pojOTeft.

Let Venus^ and her Son, profufcly fpread

The Genial Pleafures on the Bridal Bed,

Fair as the Field, fo fruitful be the Soil,

And anfwcr yearly to the Tiller's Toil.

"Whenthe nine Moons their deftin'd Courfe Ihall end,

Thee, Goddefs of the Night, thy Succour lend
j

And, as the Mother's Labour ftronger grows,

Aflift, Lato^>a, and relieve her Throwes.

Around her like the Ivy let him twine,

And be fhc pregnant as the branching Vine.

The Jolly God, that o'er the Vintage reigns,

Reftore, with gcn'rous Juice, his ebbing Veins.

Be all your future Days and Nights like this,

And Plenty fwceten and fupport your Blifs,

Your BleflingS; may your Sons and Daughters fharc,

Be thofe as worthy, and be thefc as Fair.

With the fame Joy, may you your Children view,

As your glad Parents ever lookt on you.

They Sung And all around the joyful Throng,

Appiauded—And the Fates approv'd the Song.

Ingreffus in Cuhiculum.

The Guefts attending ftill j The beauteous Bride

Sits on the Bed, the Bridegroom by her Side.

But when alone, their ev'ry Glance imparts

The fweet Confufion of their meeting Hearts.

They talk, they toy, and as with weeping Eyes -y

She turns afide, and half repenting Sighs, >
He fcizes on her Lilly Hand, and cries, ^

V/ith KilTes intermixt— My Love, my Life,

And ev'ry tender Name in One, my Wife,

Is it then giv'n me, in my longing Arms
To fold thee, guiltlefs thus, and tafte thy Charms 5

And canft thou now, my only Willi, my Spoufe,

Rcfufc me the Reward of all my Vows J
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Look up, and turn thy humid Eyes on mine,

They flame, and with their Fires will kindle thjnff.

He faid And could no more his Heat command.
But f]ie rcfifts his Rage, and checks his Hand.
Downward ihe look;, and when the Bed fhc fpies, ^
She fbuts, Co modeft Maids affcft, her Eyes, ^
And fofrly, finking in his Arms, replies: ^

Oh lovely Youth 1 If ever to thy Ear,

A Father and a Mother's Names were dear;

By them let me conjure thee to forbear.

And but this Night a fuppliant Virgin fpare..

One Night again ihe begs, but begs in vain j

His Hand (he can no more, nor he his Heat reftrain*

Nor Words their Way, nor broken Accents find.

More Violent he grows, and ihe more Kind.

The rifing Raptures break her fwelling Sighs,

And breathlefs in the Bridegroom's Arms Ihe lies.

Her Fears arc flown, ihe clafps the furious Boy,

Gives all her Beauties up, and meets the Joy.

the H U ^ B A N D,

, By a L AT>r,

TPHE Poets fing of old, that amorous Jove

Jl In various Shapes perform'd the Feat of LovC«
Chang'd to a Swan, he rifled LediCi Charms,
Vnd with a Rival Whitenefs fiU'd her Arms.
Dn Daf2ae's Lap he fell a golden Show'r:

Gold is the fureft Friend in an Amour)
•Jow in a Bull's, or Satyr's grifly Shape,

ie on fome Beauty makes a welcome Rape.
"Tor think it ftrange, that Jove's Almighty Pow'r,

rhro' thefe bafe Forms taught Females to adoie.

Likenefs lefs agreeable he try'd,

le came a Husband to Amphitryon's Bride

:

ind, in a Husband's Shape could welcome provf,

i'ho muft not own th' Omnipotence of Jovi ?
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ufn Imitation of the Firft Satyr c

the Firft Book of Horace.
By a Young Gentleman at CmnbriJge,

Ctrpaream ad naturam paucA Z'tdemus I

Effe opus omninoy cjua dtmant /jaencjiie dolorem,

JDelicias cjaoqite ttti mtiltas fabfierncre pojjint, &C,
AT// nojira iu corpore gaz,ie

Proficiunt, ne<j»e nabilitas, neqiie gloria regni :

•^o'd [nperejl animg qmque nil prodejfe putandum efi.

Luciet. Lib. a,

MY Lord, whence comes It, that with wav'xing

Thought,

Wc thus negled what once with Care we fought ?

That none can cafie, none content can live,

With what their Reafon chofe, or Fate would give?

Eiich brainfick Hum'rift likes his Neighbour's Road,
And, fince he goes it not, perverlly thinks it good.

Tl>c haggard Veteran deform'd with Scars,

And broke with long Fatigues in conftant Wars,

Curfes the ftarveling Honours he has got.

And cries, The happier Ivlerchant's be my Lot.

The Merchant, trembling, whilft the rowling Seas

Tofs the charg'd Barque, and rifque his future EaTc,

Cries, Happy only is the Soldier's Fate,
\

A ling*'ring Fortune never forc'd to waitj |

Whofe Hopes are in one happy Minute cxownM : A

In Victory, or Death, a certain Prize is found.
{

The harrafs'd Lawyer thinks the Peafant bleft, -% \

When early Clients interrupt his Reft, [lefl-, >
^

And with impert'ncnt Fears his downy Hours mo-"^ |

The lab'ring Peafant, whom vexatious Law,
And dread SuhpcencCs to the City draw,

i

Extols each Plcafure of the gawdy Town, [known. ,

"Where he no Labours feels, no iikfome Toil htt
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ivere vain the differing Wxlhcs to lehearfe,

fow'i with Difcontents each jariing Vcrfe:

ot all could be exprcft by Fabhis^s Tongue,

ho' fam'dfor fpeaking nought, and pleading long.

lit leli, like him, I, with cenforious Rhimc _
lould trefpais on your Thoughts, ot wafte your Tiiue,

ear to what fpeedy ilTue 1 the Caufe

'ill bring, and try it by impartial Laws.

ippofe Ibme God, mov'd with our conftant Grief,

rder'd each Malecontent his wiih'd Relief;

o thou, who hat'ft Campaigns, a Seaman be;

nd thou a Soldier, who eondemn'ft the Sea j

he Lawyer to his fancy'd Eafe retire j

nd the rude Hind to courtly Joys afpire;

encCjhence depart with chearful Looks,and blefs y
he pitying row'r, that gave your Griefs redrcfs, >
hang'd the decrees of Fate, to fix your Happinefs. ^

/hat? Silent? Do you then fo foon repeal

^hat eager Warmth purfu'd with fo much Zeal?

i;an nought your idle Difcontenrs appcafe? [pleafe?

Can nought your troubled Souls, your reftlefsFancics-

fiome, chearfulj what the Gods beftow, receive;

ris Man's part to poiTefs, the Gods can only give.

<^hat ? Hum'rilxsftill; And do you thus embrace
k'he tender Deity's abounding Grace?

l^hat Arts can skreen this Folly ? What fnall move
Irhc future Favours of deluded Jove?

(/cU may his flighted Mercy fcorn your Pray'rs,

fcaugh at your Mis'ries, and upbraid your Tcaxs;

id you be Wretches ftill, fince you refufe [bufci

S^hat Man could ne'er deferve, what none but you a-^

ut left you think this writ in fportive mood,
1"o raife your Fancy, not to make you Good :

.nd yet 1 can't conceive why beauteoiis Truth
lay not become the gayeft Smiles of Youth :

!ris thus the.Miftrefs, after fcuitlefs Pains,

'ith little Arts the wayward Infant gains 5
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Treats him with rlumbs, and winning on hisTafte, ->

Infinuatcs the LefTon with the Feaft, C
And makes the Bitter kindly relifh, snd digeft. ^

'

But to be ferious, and thefe Trifles quit,

The eafie Offspring of luxuriant Wit j

What would the Soldier, what the Seaman have,

Who dares the warring Ocean's Fury brave?

What would the Vintners, who with dang'rous Arts

Incrcafe the Juice the bounteous God imparts j

Refine on Nature's Stores, and think her Reign
Too narrow for their vafl Defircs of Gain ?

With one confent they make this joint Reply

;

»Tis future Care our prcfent Thoughts employ :

When trembling Limbs, and fliffen'd Nerves prefage

The fad Approaches of a hclplefs Age ;

What then fhall aid us, if the timely Care ^
Of vig'rous Youth does not the Burden bear, >
And antedate the Labours of the hoary Year ? ^

Thus with fami'd Providence the flender Ant,

The great Example of good Management,
Whilft the fair Seafon lafts,- and lavilh'd Graia

Profufely on the Floors unwatch'd remain,

Induflrioufly his little Garner fills.

And the Provifxons for his Winter fleals ;

Grateful, he takes what the Occafion grants,

And with the prefent Wafle fupplies his future Wants,

'Tis true; but when the Winter Iharper grows.

And the decaying Year turns hoar with Snows,

When Nature's Penury can nought afford, ^
The little Beafl lives wanton on his hoard, [flor'd. >•

And what with anxious Care his prudent Forefight ^

Not fo with thee, whofe raging Thirfl of Gold,

Not Fire, nor Sword, not Sea, not Heat, nor Cold,

Can e'er abate j and yet thy only Care

Is to be Richer than thy Neighbours are.

Whence then thefe monflrous Fears, that dare pre-
^

To violate the common Mother's Womb, [fume^

And make the fruitful Scat thy bury'd Tieafurcs ^
T©mb ? 3
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Vhat Fruit, what Int'reft canft thou thence receive?

Vhat kind return fliould injui'd Nature give?

)r change her Courfe, to make her En'my thrive ?

But if hard Times fhould break upon my Hoard,

Or Folly fquander what my Prudence ftor'd j

• The reft too flies, and mould'ring finks away.

Leaving its Matter to dcferv'd Decay.

;ut fay, fuppofing it untouch'd, and whole, [Soul*

I'hence fpring the Charms, that move thy ravifl^'d

i'hat Beauty canft thou in its Groflnefs find,

'o pleafe thy Thoughts, and elevate thy Mind?
^^hat ; tho' thy Barns are full, andPurfe commands
'he various Products often thoufand Lands?
'ho' lufty Nature lavifhes her Pow'r

'o meet thy Wifli, and multiply thy Store ?

'ho' teeming Provinces their Harvefts join

'o fwell thy Trcafures? Where's the vaft DcfignJ

hy Stomach rioting at plenteous Feafts,

fo more than mine can hold, no more digefls,

s if amongft the Hinds, with friendly Care,

hou the Provifions of the reft fliouldft bear;

hou could'ft not, after all thy Toil and Sweat,

greater Portion than thy Fellows cat,

t?ho carelefs walk'd at eafe, nor felt the galling

Weight

:

•r tell me freely, when the eafie Mind
tan live by Nature's frugal Laws confin'd;

Fhere is the diff'rence to confid'ring Men,
o plough ten thoufand Acres, or but ten?

) fl But then 'tis fwcet to view the fmiling Stores,

^M And crowd the diftant Joys of future Hours
Into one Moment's Thought, and make them

. fl prefcnt ours.

^ " *Tis Godlike Luxury of Happinefs, [polTefs s

To be poflelfing ftill, and know we always fliall

To take from Heaps that " What? thou
canft but have

') |i'Jiat common Appctius pf Nature crave

:

at, -^

ling<
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And if my earthen Jarr, with meafur'd Graln>

Can thofe in Pleafure, and in Health maintains

I would not richer be, I want no more,

That (y£gypt is to me, 'tis ^frus fruitful Shor«.

'Twere Madnefs iiirc, if thirfty Nature's want,

One Glafs could eafe, one Bottle could content}

To cry, the bouadlefs Ocean's Depths explore, -,

To quench my Thiift, nor ftarve my fancy'd Pow'r, >
Draining a petty Fountain's thrifty Store. -*

Hence comes it, that where greedy Hopes prevail.

And Fancy, not our Reafon, holds the Scale j

The angry ^tifidus fwells his foaming Streams,

And fiiows the Moral of the Mifer's Dreams j

Devouring all, he marks his wafteful Way, [away.

And bears the yielding Banks, and thoughtlcfs Wretch
When he, whofe Thoughts, contented, ne'er arpire>

Nor fwcll beyond what prcfent Wants require j

FeaJs not, reclining o'er the mofTy Side, -^

The dreadful Ravage of the angry Tide, {
Nor fpoils himlelf the Streams, which pure, which/"

pe;jceful glide. -^

He wifely views, how all arownd him fmile,

The Plants not wither'd, nor too rank the Soil:

How Nature's equal Care does each maintain

In proper Beauty, by a frugal Reign ;

Then quaffs his limpid Nedar, free from Fears,

And flouriflies alike with Nature's other Cares.

But ftill, the blinded World with fcorn regards

That Indolence, which thefe Refults rewards

i

And ravii'h'd with a tawdry tinfel'd Drefs, -^

For that alone each God they anxious prels, SJ
That is their only Wifli, that they can onlyblels- ^ *

Think there's no Scandal, but in being Poor,

And meafure virtuous Worth by great extent o£Tovl%
What fhall we do then, fince no HelUlorey

No Reafon can the willing Mad reftore?

•Ev'n let 'em ftill continue in their Dreams,

Debauch their Faacies with the foothing Themes ;

'Twc
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*Twere vain and hopelefs to prefume Succefs,

Where Patients hug their Ills, and hare the kind P.c-

At Athens liv'd a Wretch, Sordid and Old, [drefs.

roflefling nothing, but pofTeft by Gold.

Him the infulting Mob, with Taunts alTail'd,

Jeer'd as he pafs'd, or hill:, and loudly rail'd.

Hence with the hideous Monftet's baleful Sight,

Rebel of Nature, and Mankind's defpight
;

Bear him far hence, where griping Harpies reign.

And kindred Monftcrs fill the difmal Sccnej

Unfit for us, or Life—By Chance repiiei''d.

Got home, and from the publick Fury fav'd,

He thus reflefts—Well Fools, hifs on, and threat, y
Vent all your Malice, all your Scorn and Hate; >
Shall thefe fmall Blafts my fteddy Barque o'erfetj -^

*Tis not your empty Honours tempt my views,

A nobler Joy my lab'ring Thought purfues;

Thou, thou, my darling Gold,reign'ft Monarch here.

The deareft Objeft of my Hope and Fear:

Whilft thou art guarded fafe from Infults free.

Let them wreak all their Bolts, wafte all their Shafts

on me

;

Not all their Threats my ftedfaft Soul hiall move.
In Death I'll taftethy Sweets-and revel with my Lovej
Pulli my -En)oyments cv'n beyond the Grave,
Since living I no Joys but in thy Tomb can hrtve.

Poor Tantalus the fwelling Flood furveys.

That flies his Ljps, and can't his Thirft appeafc.

Why fmii'ft thou, Ignorant? Thou art that Curflrj

That Wretch, who dy'ft with everlafting Thirft j

And what the Fable draws in fliort, is near

Shewn in full length by thy Example here.

Thou art the real Tantalus, whofe Sleeps,

Brokewith diflemper'd Broodings o'er thy Heaps,
Declare thy tortui'd Soul, the Joys thy Av'ncc

reaps

:

W^ho bafely deify'ft what bounteous Heav*n
Defign'd thy ufeful Slave, a Blefling giv'n

;

Vot. VI. L

}
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Yet thou pervcit*ft its Ufc, mak'ft it thy Lord, •«

As Jove again was to that Foim rcftor'd, >
Irradiated its Bcamsjand lightcuM from thy Heiard: »

As if the glorious Form for Shew was made,
A taftelefs rieafurc, and an empty Shade j

Or as the Delphian Deities watched o'er.

And Thunder guarded fafe thy hallow'd Store,

Know' ft thou not, after all thy racking Cares, -y

To raifc the Heaps thy niggard Nature fparcs, >
The real Value, which thy Trcafurc bears? ^

"W'hat? know'ft thou notitsUfe? let Bread be boughts
Let fav'ry Herbs, and cheerful Wine be fought i

Let Nature's Cravings meet their juft Supplies ;

And little furc can all her Wants fuffice.

Rcftlefs all Night, half dead with Pear each Hour,

Left fuddcn Flames thy fav'rite Gold devour
j

Left fturdy Burglars fliould beficgc thy Pelf,

Or faithlefs Servants rob you of your felf

:

Arc thcfe the only Joys thy Wealth can grant,

The only Pleafurcs that thy Soul can want ?

May I fuch dang'rous Bleflings ever (hun,

Nor wifh prepoft'roufly to be undone j

May 1 be ever Poor, and 'fcape the Snares

The treach'rous Syren for the Rich prepares.
*' But fhould a raging Fever boil your Blood;
** Or fiercer Cold freeze up the vital Flood :

*• Should any Mis'ry nail you to your Bed, [Head:
** Gouts rack your Limbs, or fhootings fplit your
** This will procure you Aid, fecure you Friends
<« To watch your Wants, and wait your fick Com-

mands j

«* To bath and rub you with obfequious Care,

"And ev'ry friendly Drug with friendlier Help
prepare

i

«' Shall gain the Doftors interpofing Pow'r,
*< To fave their Friend, and ward the fatal Hour;
" Shall make him Med'cines, utmoft Arts exploic,

« By that oac happy Cusc the Family to icftojc,
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Miftaken Wretch} thy Children, Friends, thy Wifcr

Dread the Continuance of thy iikforac Lifc^j

Hate the officious Care, that bars their Joys,

Retards PofTcflton, and their Hope dcftroySo

Thefe are the Fruits thy Avarice attend,

A wretched, hated Life, and unlamcnted End,
And Where's the Wonder? In thy Days of Hsalth,

Thy only Pleafure was to rake up Wealth i

That was thy only Friend, the reft paft by
Unknown, as alien Blood j or hated, as too nigh i

Gold was the only Thought thy Soul could move.
All was devoted to that fatal Love;
What canft thou in return from Friends exped.
But equal Hatred, and dcfcrv'd Ncgled ?

Well may they in thy Miferies make bold.

And Sacrifice thee, in their turn, to Gold.

Nature, 'tis true, may kindly give you Friends,

But 'tis your Care muft make 'em fervc your Ends;
'Tis juft you buy their Service, as they yours-,

*Tis mutuallntereft Nature's frailer Bond fecurcs:

All other Motives, Methods, Ties arc vain,

Succefslefs Labour, and unfruitful Pain

;

As if you'd teach the fluggifh Afs the Courfe, -y

To match th' Olympian Racer's noble Force, ^
Or vie with proud Thejfalia.''s air-born Horfe. ->

Then let tltcre be an End to all your Cares,

And fince your Srocks are great, be lefs your Fears

|

End all your Labours, lince their End is got.

And Fortune crowns you with a fmiling Lot.

Bo not like rich Vmid-us (hateful Name,
Not long the Story, tho' well known by Fame^)
Whofe Wealth, too poad'rousforthe common Scale,

Was meafur'd out, to eaie the tedious Talcj

Yet thoughtlefs Wretch, he dy'd with conftant dread
Of griping Penury, and want of Bread;

Difdaim'd his Riches, and renounc'd his Kiad,

In Habits fuited to his ilavifh Mind:
L2
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And whiU's the End of all this Tieafurc (par'd?

What proves, for all his Toils, a juft Reward?
A Fav'rite S]ave (if any can be fo

To joylefs Mifers, who no Picafures know)
Took pity on her Patron's wretched Cafe, -\

Gave him his Freedom with a Heroine's Grace, >
Eas'd him from Life, and fet his Soul at Peace. -^

" Well then j What's your Advice ? That 1 fhould
*' Like Navius, or like Nome?itanus live? [thrive

Strangely pcrverfe I Is that a Vice to fliun, --,

To its moft diftant Oppofite to run, >
Uncafie to be fav'd, and glad to be undone? ^
Is there no golden Medium to be found,

A Scat for Virtue, and for Vice a Bound ?

I do not griping Avarice reprehend,

That I may Rakes and Prodigals commeni.
Wide is the Diff'rence, and diftinft the Fire

Which flames in Tannis, and exalts Deffire,

From the froz'n Humours of Vifellins^s Sire.

In ev'ry thing a certaiii" Mean' is placM,

Which rttuft be reach'd,' and never be tranfgrefs^d

:

In this fmall Compafs Virtue feats her Throne, ^
By moft unheeded, tho' to few unknown, [own. ^
Who leave her real Charms for Monftcrs of their *

But to refume the Subjeft I begun,

Nor wildly frorti my ilated Purpofe run j

Shall, like the Mifcr, none approve his State,

But rather praife the different Turns of Fate?

Shall pine, when others fwell with flowing Joy,

Fond to amafs; yet feeming fonder to deftroy :

Shall overlook the Crowds of poorer Men,
.Unfit for Envy, and too low for Spleen j

Shall only this or that rich Man regard.

Spurs to his Hopes,and Patterns ofhis Care's Reward

:

Whilft ftill fome richer One appears in view,

To draw him onwards, and his Toil renew.

As, when the Chariots, with applauding cries,

Statt from the Goal to run Olympid's Piizc j
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with equal Ardour, tlio' unequal Speed,

All forwards prefs the eager foaming Steed :

Each bravely puihing only at the bed,

Drives furious tow'rds it, and neglefts the reft.

Hence Iprings the Reafon, why fo few confels

Their Life a real Round of Happincfs 5

That few are known content to quit the Scene, -

rieas'd with their Part, without Regret or Pain j

Can leave its Pleafures, like a cheaiful Gueft, -y

Full with the Dainties of a dubious Feaft, ^
Sated with Life, in its laft Changes blefs'd. >

But 'tis enough, nor will I add a Line,

'LtiiCnfpm*s tedious Rhimes ihouid be reputed mine.

^0 a Lady 5 to whom the Author fent

a Book of his own Compofing,

HIS moving Elegies when 0-r//^ wrote.

And fuhg his Exile in the fofteft Note;
The Blifs he euvy'd of the g'uiltlefs Lines,

Which no harfh Law froni his lov'd %ome disjoins.

They than thm Lo,rd:a -kinder Fortune prove.

And, where •he-'dares not go, may fafely rove.

How docs he wifh, that "^ as his boundlefs Verfe
Bid various Shapes and riling Forms rehearfe,

(Where into blujfhingFlow'rs coy Maidens turn,

And weeping Eoys in flowing Rivers mourn)
So he a like propitious Change might try.

And the griev'd Poet be the Elegy ?

To you, fair CMia, thus your baniih'd Slave
That little Pledge of vaft Affeftron gave.
Go Book, faid I, the happy Freedom prize,

Touch'd by thofe Kands,view'd by thofe lovely Eyes j

His Metamorphofes.

L J
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An heav'iily Plearureyoufeciire]y gain, -y

Which your defpairing Author fues in vain, ^
Condcmn'd to Abfencc, and her cold Difdain. -^

r(? C H L O E Masked,

NAY, you're difcover'd, 'fpiteof your Difgni/c,

Mask'd as you are, I know you by your Eyes,

So richeft Diamonds, by an inbred Ray,

Bart thro' the Gloom, and do themfelves difplay.

But why thcfc pretty Tricks, this double Cheat,

To put a Vizard on a Counterfeit?

Would you with artful Modefty exprefs

Beauty's chief Pride in felf-denying Drcfs?

Things out of Sight, of Price and Value feeni,

'And what lyes moft conceai'd, we moft cfteem.

Were not each Part adorn'd with native Grace,

Yet thus you'd purchafe a reputed Face.

Religious Rites conceai'd from common Eyes,

Are piiz'd as Sacred, and as Myftcties.

Thus Heroes, when of old they difappcar'd,

Ccas'd to be Men, and were for Gods revei'd.

The Pirfian cannot Worlhip Phcehus more.

Than the fond Indian his Eclipfe adore.

But there's another Rcafon for this Skrecn :

Tfou know too well, you're dang'rous to be feen }

Por who can view that Face in open Charms,

But fhews his Fate in Sighs and folded Arms I

We thank you, Chloei for your tender Care,

Which, tho' it checks our Joy, prevents Dcfpait,

lut thisj alas! will Mifchief fcarce prevent j

Po what you can, you can't be Innocent ;

Beauty in Ambufcade the Traitor plays,

Sends a fly Dart, and unpercciv'd betrays.

It gives, like Light'ning, Death without controul,

Spares the grofs Shell, and bJafts the inmate Soule

With furer Fate, when hid it aftivc grows,

And to Reftialm Us double Viirue owes.

J
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Horace^ OtiumDivos5£5?^. Lib. II,

Ode XVI. to his Friend GKOSflivs>

Imitated in Paraphrafe,

By Mr.
J.

Hughes.

INdulgent Quiet ! Pow'r Serene,

Mother of Peace, and Joy, and Love \

O fay, thou calm propitious Queen,

Say, in what folitary Grove,

Within what hollow Rock, or winding €ella

By human Eyes unfcen,

Like fome retreated Druid doft thou dwell?

And why, illuflve Goddefs 1 why.
When we thy Manfion would furround,

Why doft thou lead us thro' enchanted Ground,
To mock our vainRefearch, and from our Wiflies fly ^

II.

The wand'ring Sailors, pale with Fear,

For thee the Gods implore.

When the tempeftuous Sea runs high,

And when, thro' all the dark benighted Sky^
No friendly Moon or Stats appear

To guide their Steerage to the Shore

:

For thee the weary Soldier prays ;

Furious in Fight the Sons of Thrace,

And Medes, that wear majeftick by their fide

A full charg'd Quiver's decent Pride,

Gladly with thee would pafs inglorious Days,
Renounce the Warrior's tempting Praifc,

And buy thee, if thou might'ft be fold, [Gold.
With Gems, and Purple Vefls, and Stores of plunder'd

III.

But neitherboundlcfs Wealth, nor Guards that wait

Around the Coafui*s honour'd Gate,

1-4
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Not Ami-chambers with Attendants fill'd.

The Mind's unhappy Tumults can abate.

Or banifh fullen Cares that fly

Acrofs the gilded Rooms of State,

And their foul Nefts, like Swallows, build [Skjr.

Clofeto the Palace-Roofs, and Tow'rs that pierce the

Much lefs will Nature's modeft Wants fupply j

And happier lives the homely Swain,

Who, in fome Cottage, far from Noifc
His few Paternal Goods enjoys,

Nor knows the fordid Luft of Gain,

Nor with Fear's tormenting Pain

His hovering Sleeps deftroys,

IV.

Vain Man ! that in a narrow fpace

At cndlefs Game projefts the daring Speai!

Por ihort is Life's uncertain Racej
Then why, capricious Mortall why
Doft thou for Happinefs repair

To diftant Climates, and a foreign Air?

Fool ! from thy felf thou canft not fly.

Thy felf, the Source of all thy Care.

So flies the wounded Stag, provok'd with Pain,

Bounds o'er the fpacious Downs in vain ;

Thefeather'd Torment fticks within his Side,

And from the fmarting Wound a Purple Tide

Marks allhisWiiy withBlood,and dies the gralTy Plain,

V.

But fwifter far is execrable Care

Than Stags, or Winds that thro' the Skies

Thick driving Snows and gather'd Tempeils bear j

Puifuing C;ue the failing Ship out-flies.

Climbs the tall Veflels painted Sides;

Nor leaves arm'd Squadrons in the Field,

But with the marching Horferaen rides.

And dwells alike in Courts and Camps, and makes
[all Places yield.
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VI.

Then, fince no State's compleatly bleft,

Let's learn the Bitter to alJay

With gentle Mirth, and wifely gay

Enjoy at leaft the prefeiit Day,
And leave to Fate the reft.

Nor with vain Fear of Ills to come
Anticipate th' appointed Doom.
Scon did Achilles quit the Stage,

The Heroe fell by fudden Death

}

While Tithrn to a tedious v/aftlag Age
Drew his protrafted Breath.

And thus, old partial Time, my Friend,

Perhaps unask'd, to worthlefs me
Thofe Hours of lengthcn'd Life may kad.

Which he'll refufe to thee.

.... VII".

-'Fli€« 94«i»^Wealth and plenteous Joys fuiiound,.

,And all thy fmitful Fields around

Unnumbei'd Herds;.of Ctilfle^ftfay.

Thy harnefs'd Steeds with fprightly Voice

Make neighb'iixJg V.alei 2^\ HUls rejoice,'

While fmoothly thj^gay Chariot flies o'^r the fvvifc

,* ~ [meafur'd Way.
To me the Stars, with lefs ProfuTion kind,

An humble Fortune have aflfign'd,

And no untuneful Lyxick Vein,

But a fincere contented Mind
That can the vile malignant Crowd difdain.

A thought on D E A t H,

By Mr. G r o v e.

O Death! WhatJow-'r is thine, that diftant,thus,

By Fancy fecn, thou caii'ft up all oar Fears,.

And OKd'ft a baleful Influence on the Soul \
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Mine hangs her droopingWings,and,downward picfs'd

By foggy Damps, attempts in vain to xifc j

For flill in ken of an untimely Grave,

The daily Subjeft of the penfive Thought,

She hovers o*er, and views the fad Reccfs.

If (which is feldom) I convcrfe with Joy,
And Nature, lighten'd of her Sorrows, fmilcs,

"While pleafing Objefts dance before the Sight,

A Thought of Death comes crofs the lovely Scene,

And blots it out at once : So have I known
The rifing Sun dart round his golden Beams,
The welcome Promife of a glorious Day,
When, lo ! fcarcc have we felt his vital Lamp,
Jut ftrait fome fullen Cloud hangs threatening o*cr 5

We Sicken, the Creation feems to Mourn,

And all things wear a deep and heavy Gloom.

A H r M N on S I G H r.

Sy the fame Hand.

IBlefs my God for cv'ry Scnfe,

But moft for thee, my darling Sight,

By whom I learn t' Adore the Pow'r

That won this beauteous World from Night^

II.

When thou art not, the glorious Scene

In Darknefs undiftinguifla'd lyes,

.cav'n, Earth, and Seas arc all in vain.

Nob can their Wonders move S.urpriz,e,

III.

i.v*n Light, of all material Things
Bcft Emblem of the Deity,

Spreads to the Blind unheeded Charms,

Vol why? -'Twas made alone for thee.
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IV.

Thou awful Fears, and ThoughtsTublinae,
Doft to the xavifhM Mind convey.

Of Him, who lais'd this ample Frame,
And o*er the whole extends His Swa^,.

V.

With Plcafure now I travel o'cu

Heav'n's vaft Extent; amaz'd to fee

Humberlefs Worlds in order roll

With rapid Motion thro* the Sky,

VI.

Infinite Pow*r, and equal Skill

In all thy Works, O Lord, I view;

Thy Breath firft kindled up thefe Fires,

And thou their Waftes doft ftill renew*

VII.

The Sun*s bright Orb thy Glory £llsy

The nightly Moon reflects the fame.

And all the ftarry Globes diffufe,

With their own Light, their Maker's Name.-

VIII.

5i;t ah I how foon my Light is loft,

Hopelefs to reach the Bounds of PlaccI

Yet where that fails, by Fancy's Aid,

Remoter Regions I can trace.

IX.

^Tiil, got within the Verge of Stars,

Earth's little Ball efcapes my ken j.

The morel wonder thy Delight,

O God, is with the Sons of Meoi

Of a Lady at the O p e r a 3 drefi'

in White,-

S
O would defcending Angels charm the Sight;

With Foira all Spotlefs, and with Drefs all Whit&5
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Thus Imitating her, they'd dart fuch Rays
"Would dazzle all our Eyes, and baffle all our Praifc.

Such Virgins feeni for Sacrifice defign'dj

Here too a certain Sacrifice we find j

But, faircft Nymph, you change the Courfe of FatCj

No Vidim are you made, the Viftim you create.

Such pure Attire unbody'd Vifions wear,

Can what refembles you, be faid to fcarc?

You ravifli, not affright, our Souls away,

So picafingly they fly, we fcarce can wifh their flay.

Such Garb attribute we to perfcd fame,
Confummate Maid I you well become the fame:
Adoi'd by all, you reign by all avow'd

A Sun without a Stain, a Sky without a Cloud.

Such lovely White on lucky Days appears.

May this bright Mark diftinguifh all your Years;

Thus of a Piece throughout, your Face, your Mind,
Your ev'ry Hour ferene, and ev'ry Blefling join'd.

Such Innocence did Nature's Bloom adorn,

Nature, where-e'er you come, again looks born;

Her firfl untainted Sweets are fet to view.

And all her killing Softnefs lives in wond'rous you,

Gods! How we rioted at Eye and Ear,

Thus to fee Harmony, as well as hear I

O the Tranfporting Blifs 1 fo Fine ! fo Vafl

!

It cuts Defcription lliort, and gives of Heav'n a Taftc,

The Celebrated Be a u t i e s.

A Poem^ occafioned upon being fufpe^ed of

writtT^g The Britifh Court,

WHY with fuch Freedom fhould theTown accufe.

And charge -dh^xxid Encomiums on my Mufc/,
Celeftial Objeds by thcmfelves I place,

ISfor, with a CL-de a F-n-fi-r difgracc^
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Th at DifproportionM Piece of&nds the View,

No Fcign'd Perfeftion fliould attend the True.

Whene'er my Voice attempts the BritifJ: Fair,

1 fing the Worthy, but th' Unworthy fparc j

Refpeft, when Merit fails, in Silence lies,

Praife undeferv'd is Scandal in Difguifc.

What mod'rate Tongue would vulgar Things rehearfe.

Where Crowds of wondrous Nymphs invite the Verlc J

Charmers in Millions grace this happy Sphere,

And cv'ry View prefents a Conqueror here.

Who to mean Subjeds can debafe his Quill,

And wafte his fcanty Stock of Art fo ill,

Looks like the Fop that courts a paltry Dame,
While faukkfs Maids contend to meet his Flame,

Poets Ihould ftill Autumnal Forms omit,

Forty gives fmall Enco'jragement to Wit

;

The Geni7is flags beneath lb ft ale a Thcam,
And fpritely Fancy finks to heavy phlegm,

When thofc declining Years our Strains require.

And Compliment fupplics pretended Fire j

Some little Virtue may perhaps be found.

But Beauty's an intolerable Sound :

To Youth alone that Heav'nly Grace belongs.

None but the Young are Fair, and truly worthy Songs^

Ye Female Glories, which exalt cur Ille,

Vouchfafe th' aufpicious Influence of your Smile 5

To you I call, to you, ye matchlefs Lights,

Infpire my Num.bers, and improve my Flights |

Left I deprcfs your Fame with languid Lines,

And pay unhallow'd Vows at facred Shrines.

Would you, ye Pow'rs, but look ferenely down,
I'd Ibar aloft, and blazon your Renown;
Then fomething fo Divine might raifc my VoicC;,

And make me fcarce inferiour to my Choice,

What Ancient Story tells, the World fliould fcornj

And ev'ry Goddcfs deem in glorious Britain born.

Begin, my Mufe, begin with M—rlt—gli'sK^cc,

WhenValowi's Sung, th€ Father claims the Place 3
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And fure, when Beauty*s Pow*r employs out Flight;^

The fhining Daughters challenge foremoft Right.

A S—nd—rl—ttd the coldeft Writer warms,
So turn'd for Conqueft, fo compleat in Charms,
There feems Detraftion in our higheft Praife,

She leaves the Mufe behind, and mocks our difiant-

Not thus Minerva,- tho' a Goddefs, flione. [Lays,
O I had her Eyes fuch dazling Luftre thrown,
Thence the bold Aitift had inform' d his Clay,

Nor fought another Sun, nor fall'n a Vulture's Prey,

Could Nature's fclf her own firft Form cxprefs.

She'd charm the World in bright Af-»r^-r;a-r's Drefsj
Gods ! what engaging Bloom fits fmiling there 1

How languifhingly fweet her ev'ry Air

!

Her Shape, her Gefturc, all the Nymph, fubducs.

We look ourSouIsaway,andFate withTranfport chufc.

Had Love*s fair Goddefs been fo ftrong in ChaimSs,
Rarti Diomede had dropt his vent'rous Arms i

No fhameful Viftory the Gr^^^had won,
Eut thoufand Wounds rcceiv'd, inftead of giving one*
Splendor and Softnefs in Br-dgvj-t-r meet,

There Mild appears an Attribute with Great j

Such humble Sweetnefs gives a dawn of Joy,
She feems, like Heav'n, unwilling to deftroy.

Who would not fcrve, where fuch a Vidor reigns ?

What Freedom equal to fuch gentle Chains?

But foon, too foon, miftaken Mortals know,
Th' Iraagin'd Blifs concludes in Real Woe.
So from foft Breezes of the Southern Wind,
Uncumber'd Sweets we fondly hope to find 5

But foon, alas ! fucceeds immod'rate Rain,

And fadly renders all the pronais'd Pieafure vain,

G--d--lph"n^s form'd among the fiill to Ihine,

Thiac other Conqu'ror of the conqu'iing Lincj

Nor Pride her Mien, nor Art her Afpect knows.
Her full Renown from fingle Nature £owsj

Rich in unpraftis'd Charms, fhe fcaiiers Chain?^

Aiid ihunning Empire, ceitaiji Empire gain-s j
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Negleftful, yet fccure, with Arrows plays.

Unmeaning, throws, and undefiring, {[Ays i

She ftoops to,make no Prize hei little Aim,
But emulates, her Sire, and conquers but for Fame,

B--lt--n*s Majefiick Form invades the Sight

With awful Wonder, and fubhme Delight j

Here Diff'ring Deities confpire our Fate,

Venus with Juno, Swcetncfs dwells with StUf,
High Pines are Emblems of her graceful Size,

And bending Oilers Ihew her humble Guife.

Difeafe lollicits her with impious Care,

And too, too faft her precious Spirits wear,

Not thus her Charihs : Ev'n yielding, How flie reigns>

And conquers others, while her felf's in Chains?
Great, yet Oppreft \ Were Virtue's Image feen^

Virtue could look but equally Serene
j

In Pain Ihe proves the prowefs of her Mind,
And only, when flie dies, deceives Mankind.
Forbid it:, Heav'n! that Fate fhould ever clofe

Such All'commanding Eyes, and plunge the World
in Woes.

To S—ym--r, daring Mufe, thy Numbers raife;

Mufe, thy bed Numbers flag beneath her Praife;

Lo! fweeteft Youth, difclaiming artful" Care»
Sports in her Face, and revels in her Air;

Brisknefs and Innocence their Pow'rs unite.

And next her fpotlefs Mind, her Skin is White,
When radiant Blufnes to her Cheeks repair,

(Such lovely Stains become the brighteft Fair,)

Gods I How That Paint of Nature tempts our Eyes X

How Earth's ^Aurora far tranfcends the Skies I

But her high Merit checks, the bold Delight,

We tremble at the Soul, yet riot at the Sight.

When T-^fc—n was created, Nature took
Such Care to furnifh out a conqu'ring Look,
Who did not think her Hoard of Luihe fpent.

And Eyes defign'd hereafter Innocent?.

Not was Hie IcCs Extravagant in Bloom, [Loom,"

As if ibe meant ao future Channs,and beggai'd all hex
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For beauteous Helen Troy in Fires was Ceen^

The World was facrific'd to ty£gypt^s Queenj

Behold in .Aj'-b-nh-m a Brighter Dame,
But Virtue ftifles fuch Defttuftive Flame.

Heav'ns ! were (he free from Hymen's envy'd Chains*

Who would not rage with Cupid's fierceft Pains?

Marriage fufpends our Traniports, for who dare

Burn, now Hope's fled, and tempt cxtream Defpair?

Th' Uluftrious Ancients were by halves Divine,

The Face and Mind did ne'er together (hinc:

Here all Accomplin-.ments are fully fiiown,

And ev'iy Goddefe is compriz'd in One j

So Fair j yet Fairnefs fcems her fmalleft Praife,

Her Soul's profufe of Light, and darts immortalRays.
P--rp—nt's in all the Pomp of Youth array'd,

Charming as Wintei's Shine, or Summer's Shade j

Fair as defcending Snow, or mounting Light,

Born to fhame Fancy, and enflave at Sight

:

What's all our boaite'd'FreQ.dom5 vvhen we gaze ?

Britafn\s difthiguHh''d ' Bkflitig- flicsr, and •' Man in

Chains obeys. . ,

,

The graceful Movement of the Wife ofjove^

Th' enchanting Afped of the Queen of Love,

Minerva s Skill, and Excellence in Arts,

Apollo's Rays, and Capicfs piercing Darts,

Bright Hebe's Youth, and chafle Diana's Mind,
Softnefs and Sweetncfs of the ch—nh—l Kind,

All blended in one perfeft Piece, would fhevr

]tr--b)''s confummatc J[mage to the ravifh'd View,

If breathing Flow'rs fuch pleafing Sweets difpcnfc,

If Light has Charms, and fo allures the Senfe,

If Mulick's Strains have that perfuafivc Art,

O lovely V'-gli'n I How form'd to ftrike the Heart 1

Such a Complexion foils the Pride of Mny,

Such Looks add Splendor to the brighteft Day,

Such tuneful Speech affords fo moving Sounds,

Wc fiincy Crowns in Chains, and tailc Dcliglit i«

Woundf,
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C~/t~r's a Subjeft dear to Brhip} Lays,

Her Shape, her ev'ry Feature's wrought for Fraife;

What humid Pearls of Sorrow feem to. rife.

As if (lie wept the Ravage of her Eyes ?

Scil], ftill we Bleed, and no Relief is gain'd,

Her killing Beauty's true, her faving Pity fcign'd.

Thy Rhimes, oh Mufe, with young Louifa grace.

That growi'ng Wonder of the By-den—U Race}
Ev'n now her Charms difclofe a pleaiing Bloom,
But promife Riper Sweetncfs yet to comej
Nature, for all her vaft Indulgence, fears

T' entruft Perfection to thofe tender Years,

But ihortly will her choiceft Stores difplay,

And give to (uch a Morn an anfwcrable Day.
What mighty Glories fhall this Fair adorn,

Ally'd to Myra, and of T^'chm-nd born?
Myra Co Bright to kindle Gr--nz—!e's Fire,

How did fhefhine, that could fuch Warmth infpircr

'B^-chm—nd (o great to give that Title Fame, [came.

And more than equal her from whom our Toafting

To '^-yn—lds, Mufc, that Mafs of Beauty, rife.

Her Mien how charming, and how bright her Eyes I

Jrom op'ning Eaft lefs glorious Luftre breaks j

How Nature's curious Pencil paints her Cheeks I

The Loves, miftaking her for Ve?!Hs, throng,

And feafted thus, continue in the wrong.

Seems fhenot more than Numbers can exprefs? [lefs I

Seems not ev'n Thought afraid to make fuch Wonders
Men may with Juftice Nature's dealing blame.
And charge their Parent with a partial Aim j

Who too, too lavifli to her Female Race,
Beftows fiefh Gifts, andfprings new Mines of Grace 5

But ah ! to them fo fparing, daigns to raife

No hidden Stores of Wit to giveproportion'dPr^ifc,

F—rm—r's a Pattern for the Beauteous Kind,
Compos'd to plcafe, and ev'ry way refin'dj

Obliging with Referve, and humbly Great,

Tho' Cixy, yet Modeft, tho' Sublime, yet Sweet i
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Fair without Art, and graceful without Pride,

By Merit and Defcent to deathlefs Fame ally'd.

Seek not the Venm Star that gilds the Skies,

Two brighter Stars are found in W--lp-~lt^s Eyes j

Defue not Nature's Wealth in Fields difplay'd,

far nobler Stores enrich the blooming Maid j

Rack not your Thought to paint what's fwcetly Rare,

Look but on W—lp-le's Form, 'tis all Familiar there.

Thte, Cij--tv:—nd, all that fee thee, ftrive to praifc*.

And with infatiate Longings ftill muft gaze j

Frefli fpringing Glories ev'ry I^Iomcnt rife.

And in new Raptures hud us to the Skies.

O ! could I reach a Harmony in Sound,

Like the fam'd Sweetnefs in her Afpe£t found.

To yon bright Sphere I'd raife the glitt'ring Dame,
And with due Numbers fhake the Pattern of herFrame.

Thrice glorious N—vj—ngt—n / How juftly great

!

Ko Charms arc abfent, and each Charm's compleatj

All that have Eyes, thy Beauties muft confefs.

All that have Tongues, thofe Beauties would exprefs 5

They would—But oh I the Language fcants the Will,

Katiuc'stoo ftrong for Art, and baffles utmoft Skill.

Born for Command, yet mov'd from publick View;^

As cloy'd with Pow'r, and weary to fubduc j

To Clent Shades 1 fee the Viftor run,

And reft beneath the Myrtles which fhe won;
Envy prcfumes not to difturb her there,

Envy, wherewith th' Unhandfom tcize the Fair*

Her fiiining Look exalts the gazing Swaia,

But oh! within lie feels confuming Pain.

So fparkling Flames raife Water to a Smile,

"X et the pleas'd Liquor pines, and leflens all the whiici

Where charming H—te appears, ihe treads on SpoiiSa,

Our Sex are Vaffids, and her own are foiisj

Such a peculiar Elegance of Face I

So many Sweetneffesl fuch lively Grace I

Oh that becoming Negligence of Air I

Thwe's fomething Cuiious in hci waiit of Car^
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Here Love may with Inconftancy agree,

For One's Variety, One fuch as (he.

Captivity, To caus'd, we proudly blels,

Are zealous to be Slaves, nor wifli our Fetters Jefa,.

Attra£l:ive iS"^— ri? with endlefs Plcafure's feen.

Oh trifling Grandeur of the. C:pr!a?T Qiieen I

Only three Graces form'd her highcrt Statej

But thoufand Giaces on -this Vc?nis wait.

Impoflible for Eyes to take their fiill

There's foniething eminently winning ftill 5

A Novelty of Cha'ms fitlutes the S-ght,

More fweet than Biollbms, and mote gay than Light 5

Two pow'iful Paflions. when we gaze, we prove,

Joy revels in our Locks, and in our Eolonis Love.

Weil ^—^'^'--'''5 Name becomes the Radiant Lili*

Who can her Eraifc refufe, her Pow'r refifi- ?

Was ever Nymph thus cxquiiitcly wrought?

Seems (he not almoft Lovely to a Fault?

At once fo many crowding Wonders prefs,

EY*n more ihe'd Charm us, if flie charm'd us Icis,

Have you not feen, on ^"h^'s pompous Day,

A thoufand Objefts ail profufely Gay?
Such Numbers only not opprefs'd the Sight,

Yet lefs Variety gives full Delight.

Seel fee! Th' alternate Glories of the Skies

Blend in her Form, and all at once furprize j

Her rofic Cheek the blufh of Morning (hows.

Her dazling Eyes the mid-day Sun difclofe j

Bcr Air refembles well the Milky Way, [^hy^

There Stars unnumber'dlhine,here Loves unnumber* d
O ! why did Heav'n, which thus adorn'd the Fair,

And made the Workmanthip fo much its Carc>

Not with foft Pity temper all the reft.

And place this kind Reliever in her Brcaft ?

Still poor Camelions, we, mufl live on v/i/r, [Fare;

She thinks a Look too much— the Lover's fmalleft

There's no way to be fafc from H—tl—y*s Darts,

Noj Ltfht nor Dailuicfs can fecurc our Hearts j
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Both Eyes and Ears are Traitors to Repofe,

Looking, or lifl'ning, ends in am'rous Woes;
Gods I when we fee, we're vanquifh'd by her View,

And while we hear, her melting Notes fubdue.

Mufc, iing the Nymph that's fo compos'd for Fame,
Make Heav'n and Earth acquainted with her Name j

Thy k\?, oh Nymph, to teach the Mufe incline.

For there's no perfeft Melody but thine;

Then flie might haply boaft a warbling Air, [Fair.

And form her Song as Sweet, as Nature foim'd thee

Reach diftantM--«.'fy, Mufe, with founding Strains,

Th' excelling Maid tiiat waf^es her Time in Plains j

Bid her appear, and blefs the longing Sight,

Retirement's wrong for Youth, for Age 'tis right}

Say, that her Prefence to the World is due,

Afpefts fo Brillant arc ordain'd for View.

The Sun, whofe Glory's but to match her Eyes,

Flafhes diffusive Beams, and brightens all the Skies.

Certain as Fate, and f.vift as feather'd Darts,

Oh W—U—mf—nt Thy Arrows- pierce our Hearts}

Once with an equal right to Glory fliin'd

A fignal Charmer of thy own brighft Kind ;

Once—But remorfelefs Death ro9 quickly feiz^'d

This finifh'd Objeci, that fo vaftly pleas'd;

No Refpitc from Concern our Souls could find.

Did Ihe not leave thee here, a Wo^nder ftill behind.

Like Banks adorn'd with Nature's flow'iy Train,

^lft—-ns fwect Look delights th' admiring Swain,

Pleas'd, not content, he lets his V/iihes rife,

And would regale more Senfes than his Eyes,

But hid in Bloom, that Serpent, Scorn, deliroys

The Lover's fondeft Hopes, and poifons all his Joys.

The D-'/h-w—ds are a' Family of Charms,
Each Nymph's appointed with reliftlefs Arms,
So foft, fo fwcet, fo aitlefs, and fo young.

Pride of the Sight, and Pleafure of the Tongue.
Dearly we pay for fueh immoderate Light,

Beauty's, like Love, feverely Exquifite j
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Our Souls are wound to that exceflive Height,

We fuffcr, not enjoy, the vaft Delight,

Nor lefs rcnown'd in Charms the H-'rv—ys {Ifccf,

How fair they feem ! How fafhion'd for Commst^l
Each of herfelf might fingly challenge Praife,

One were a tempting Task for endlefs Lays,

Did net another, and another Ihine

Splendid alike, and equally Divine,

As if Imperial Beauty meant no more
To reign at large, and fpread her mighty Pow*r,

But with unequal Favour would confine

Her num'rous Treafures to that darling Line.

Can Sm—th unnoted pafs, fo franl'd for Praife ?

Ev'n Rritairi's Court grows brighter with her Rays.

Oh lovely Confiift of her varying Hue I

Lilly and Rofc by grateful turns fubdue.

Promifcuous Charms our ravifli'd Senfes greet,

H-ere April's Bloom, and ^;tiuii''s R.ipenefs meet j

Delights, which feem but to falute the Year,

Eternally redde, and flourilh here;^

Who can exprcfs which Se-afonVheJirs liim-moft?

How gay the Minuted fly, when-iOie's the Toaft I

Bright as the Stone, with which tne Glafs wc wound,

Infpiiing as the Juice,wiih which the Glafs is crown'd.

Oh W—lk:-nf—n! who can of Beauty Sing,

And not an Off'ring to thy Altar bring 3

Who can defcribe the Young, the Sweet, the Fair,

And not thy Charms, thy wond'rousCharms, declare ?

Unfully'd Luftre dwells upon thy Face,

Nor Eye can find a Stain, nor Fancy mend a Grace.

One Pleafure more, indulgent Mufe, afford,

Pleafure fupream, when F—rr—y^-r's the Word I

Defcrt fo vaft commands thy utmoft Lays,

And fure 'tis almoft Impious not to praife;

Praife dare I call it ?' When each boldefi: Line

Shows like weak Twilight to Meridian Shine.

Lo 1 Mien, Complexion, Features, Voice, confpirc,

Jerfcftion's Brands, to fet the' Woild on Firej



^3^ The Sixth Part 0}

oh (he's all Wonders ! Heav'n's whole Excellence

Meets in her Frame, and fills our cv'ry Scnfc j

That Grace, which moft ennobles, who can name.

Where alPs divinely great, entitled all to Fame ?

As well the Man, who travels all the Day
Scorch'd with the Sun, might tell the fierceft Ray,

He knows the lucid Author of his Flames, [Beams,

But with his parching Heat alike he charges all the

Ye num'rous Charmers, who remain unfung,

Forgive th' unequal Tribute of my Tongue,

Not that your Conquefts fail, my Strains expire,

I own your Pow'rs, and feel a filent Fire,

No more my prcfcnt Raptures can purfue, [you.

But when my Mufe takes breath, I'll fear, and fingof

- On the Ceuntefs ofE— v/ 1- -
r
'; Recovery,

TH E Gods at firft, in Pity to our Race,

Grieving to view the Triumphs of her Face,

And num*rous Throngs of haplcfs Lovers flain

By the mixM Darts of Beauty and DifdaiHj

Gave Sicknefs leave t' invade the brightcft Throne,

To nought before; but Loves and Graces, known,
Br-'iut—r^s Frame : Yet on maturer Thought,
Finding racer Mortals eafie to be wrought,

But fuch a Workmanfhip of Nature, loft.

Too hard to be retrieved with all their Coft,

Greatly refolvM to baffle proud Difeafe,

And fave Br—wt—ry tho' the World fhould ceafe.

She lives, fhe lives-—Oh glorioufly decreed !

We Viftims either way were doom'd to Bleed,

For ev'n her Fall had brought us no Relief,

We'd chang'd our Pafllon, and had dy'd for Gric^

«&i^mwf
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Pais caV Jdvice to Novind a,

TRuft not falfe Man, th* tx^tntnCAPrifca cries.

Think on my Fate, and oh ! be timely wife.

Bright as you are, I fhinM with equal Rays,

And ev'ry Tongue feem'd bufic in my PraitC.

VafTals in Crowds attended where I came,

Swore Chains and Darts, and talk'd me into Faoie*

Too much I liften'd, and my Sex confeft.

Proud to be fecn, and pleas'd to be addreft.

The Things grew vain, and lefTen'd their Rcfpeft,

Frequent Appearance ends in cold Ncgleft.

Early, yet late, I find the dear-bought Truth,

Wither in Bloflbm, and decay in Youth.

My Prefcnce now at beft but Pity draws,

And Men already point and fay—She was.

-How quickly chang'd! I fee without a Train

The dear, dear Play-houfe where I us'd to Reign i

No more the falfe protefting Creatures come
From my once pow'rful Look to fetch their Doom

3

No more they Start at Tr-agick Scenes, and cry,

Ye Gods'. IfPrifca fmiles not, oh! we dye.

None fcek me in the Mall, nor finding, burn,

"And call out to their Fellows, t'other Turn.

No Spark regards my Motions in the Ring,

Nor mining me, grows fad, and pulls his String,

At Indian Koufes now I'm forc'd to pay,

Elfe bring, alas 1 no Fav'ritc Toys away.

All Marts of Love to me are fruitlefs now,

1 hardly get the Trifle of a Bow 5

In vain I Sparkle, Drefs, and Ogle too,

And fcarce a Country Squire vouchfafes to Woo,
Let this Example teach you to beware,

Too well I prove, *ris dang'rous to be Fair 5

Short arc the Triumphs of the Face alone,

Where Condu&. fails, how U)U*xing is the Throne I
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without this Virtue, Woman's weakly crown'd.

Our Minds fix Government, our Eyes but found.

Believe me, Nymph, fo read in Beauty's Banc,

Obfervc thefe Precepts, and confirm your Reiga.

Let flrift Diicretion all your Steps attend,

A feeming Tyrant, but a real Friend j

Be fure to Rule with necelTary Care,

Nor truft your Empire to a faithlefs Air;

Shun the foft tempting Baits of publick View,

And Smile not on each Fop that flatters you;

Glov/ not with Rapture, when my Lord gets near.

And whifpers fuger'd Speeches in your Ear,

Take not his Tickets ftiJl, left Fame fhould fay,

You, Indian-lW'it, for Baubles, Gems repay j

All Ranks with due Referve be fure to treat,

All mean our Ruin, and eonfpire Deceit
;

Should one prefcnt his Heart, whom you approve.

Employ the Prieft, before you feem to Love j

Thofe faintly burn, that fee us prone to pleafe,

Men naturally flight what comes with Eafe.

Look without Art, nor labour to enflave;

In this the Beauteous differ from the Brave j

Pow'r, when We follow, like a Shadow, flics.

But They by firm purfuing gain the Prize.

NovindaV Anpwer to P Rise a.

WHEN Gen'rous Prifca's early Counfel came,

I frown'd to read, and fcarce forbore to

Conftru'd it rude Impertinence at beft, [blame.

And kept with Pain the Woman in my Breaft j

Now confcious of my Error, pay this Mite,

And with a frank Confeifion greet your Sight j

No Bays by this Attempt I hope to win,

Write without Art, and without Form begin j

Know then, and Pardon, when you find the Truth,

A fault I own, but 'twas a Fault of Youth.

Once
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Cnce how Ambition charm' d my eafie Age,

And publick Places did my Soul engage !

•Oh ! 'twas Co Fine to have a num'rous Train

Vatching my Glance, and crying up my Reign,

Swearing, She's Wond'rous, Gods I we're all uudont.
Her Sex refembles Tapers by the Sun,

The Sons of Mars diflolv'd in am'rous Fire,

Ev'n garter'd Heroes glow'd with foft Defirc ;

'Squires, Knights, and Lords ftill juftled to appear.

And wore my Chains, or feem'd at leaft to wear^

I deem'd my Pow'r proportion'd to my Will,

Nor knew I Pleafure, but to Look and Kill.

Then Pride, that nat'ral Frailty of our Kind,

Trefentcd Titles to my flatter'd Mind,
Her Grace, at leaft m.y Lady, touch'd my Ear,

And Pages did my Train in Fancy bear.

•How could I lefs expefit from fo much Praifc?

Who ceuld think All but an imagin'd Blaze?

Strange fort of Lovers, that pretend to Burn,

yet proudly Sigh, and ask for no Return!

Mere Toafting can affwage fuch Triflers Flame,
Their Paflion's almoft fated with the Name.
Had one fpokc Marriage, I'd not us'd him ills

'Twas all Romance, and I'm Novinda ftill;

Amidft whole Numbers, not a Husband's found,

How many Deaths are fancy'd in that Sound

!

Happy the Nymphs that chufe the honeft Shade,

Where Truth refides, and Courtfliip's not a TradCs
Where gracious Fate beftows a faithful Swain

Who knows to Love, and knows not how to feign,

Bear me, kind Pow'rs I to fome fcrenc Retreat^

There let me live, not wifhing to be Great,

l^ar from this dear, deceitful, damning Place,

Where all is led by Int*reft, Love's Difgracc,

Convine'd by you, I fly from vain Renown,
And leave the falfc Endearments of the Towaj
My Bloom, my Fame arc hopclefs to prevail.

Who can fuccecd where rrifca's fclf 4id fail?

V©i, VL M
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Howe'cr one Thought delights me, that I g9
While Glor)''s Scafou Jalts, and Honours flow j

Yet difmal Pity wants Pretence to rife.

Yet none enjoy the Pleafure to Dcfpife.

Oh I why fhould Men complain of Female Charms,
And count their Sex expos'd to greateft Harms J

Our felvcs are leaft fecure, when forra'd fo fair,

And Beauty's to the Owner moft a Snare.

The Sun and Beauty gild the World with Rays,

Both find no Rccompence but barren Praifcj

Nay, both muft oft Retire, if Mortals prize,

Ev'n Light offends, ftill flalhing in their Eyes,

Of a Dwarf Courting a Bright

Lady.
Giants, that durft invade the Sky,

By wrathful Pcw'rs were doom'd to Die j

Shall better Fate This Pigmy fiiare,

^Vho dares attempt a Heav'nly Fair?

They took a lefs furprizing Flight,

For towering Boldnefs faits with Height 5

But, when a Dwarf would ftrangely Rife,

What wretched Figure mocks our Eyes?

Corred His Raihnefs, Nymph Divine,

You want not Light'ning, that fo lhinC5

Strike this abfurd AlTailant Dead,

And make the Grave his Bridal Bed.

The lofty Tree to Heav'n afpiresj

And who can blame his Bold Defires? 1

'Tis for that End he (ctms fo grown.

And therefore's wonder'd at by none.

But, if fome humble Shrub would foar, i

Meant for the Ground, and nothing more,

All this pretending Folly chide.

And lau^h at its prepoft'rous Pride,
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To the Qu F, E N i upon the Death of

His Royal Highnejs,

WHilft Tears o'erflow the Royal Widow's Bed,

And gloomy Sadncfs veils her fdcred Head;
Each Bread doth Sympathetick Anguilh feel.

Our confcious Looks our inward Pains reveaL

O I cou'd our Sorrov/s but give yours Relief,

O ! that our Troubles could alTwage your Grief,

The pious Nation fhould indulge her Woe,
And pub ick Tears fhould to a Deluge flow :

But fince we cannot Cure our Queen's Diftrefs,

Accept that Wilh which ftrives to make it lefs.

When from the Fondnefs of Your foft Embrace,

To the bright Regions of th' Angelick Race,

The Much-lov'd Prince was order'd to remove.
And quit your Breaft, that Paradife of Love j

Death, that directed the unerring Dart,

Knew well he pierc'd you in the tead'reft Part;

But Heav'n decreed it with a wife Dcfign,

To make your Virtues yet more glorious fliinc.

Such are Jcvi's fecret and myfterious Ways,
When he to Glory will his Fav' rites raife.

ConqueHs o'er Pal!ic 5 nobler Laurels yield.

Than all the Triump. ^ of the beft-fought Fields

You to the Prince mu give the Tribute duej

We beg no more, thar that thofe Tears be few |

Much to his Mem'ry, we confeis, you owe.

Yet fome CompalTioa o your People fliowj

Let tne juft Motive c your Subjeds good,
Supp e's the Torrent jf the rifing Flood}
Our b.aety. Madam, njuft depend oa yours,

Aftd the Queeji's Life, the World's Rcpofe feciucs,

^.^^
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^0 the Right Honourable the Lord
V I L L I E R s, on his taking his Ma-
fter of Arts Degree at Cambridge^
in the Tear 1700.

By Mr. William Worts of Cambridge,

AMidft the Joy that flows from ev'ry Tongue,
Accept, my Lord, the Mufc's humble Song:

Now you all Arts and Sciences defend

;

-^

The Sons of Fhcebns will your Train attend, C
Who on the Smiles of Greatnefs muft depend 5 ^
It is the Portion of their glorious Fate,

To praife the Good, and eternize the Great

:

Their Fame muft ^ic without the Poet's Aid;
And Poets cannot live without their Bread :

Your noble Birth and Virtues both can give.

To make the Poet, and the Poem live.

Happy that Pen! whofc darling Wit can trace.

The manly Vigour of your lovely Face,

Adorn'd with ev*xy Charm, and ev'ry Grace ;

That can diftinguilh both the Great and Good,
Jrom the coarfe Figure of the vulgar Crowd:
So look'd the feign'd liilusy fo he charm'd, -m-

When ev'ry Feature was by Cupid form'dj 4
And all the God LUz.a's Bofom warm'd. Jk

But O

I

What Pen can write the Beauties of yout Mind,
Which Heav'n, with all its niceft Care, rehn'd}

'Tis from thofe Wonders in your dawning Bloomy
We all expeft the glorious Man to come:

The fprightly Youth, and early Wit, will end
In the wife Patriot, his Country's Friend :

In the fucceeding William's Reign you'll fiaadj

The Jcrfeji and Macenas of our Land,
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5[h a Witty and Genteel Lady,

By the fume Hand.

LE t gawdy Phyllis charm the cringing FooIj,

With due Proportion turn'd by ftrifteft Rulcsji
With a Complexion, like the Lillies Fair,

^Khofe Red may with the bluihing Rofe compare

:

Thofe dying Charms were with the Body born,

And when that Moulders, they will prove our Scorns:^

Old Age or Sicknefs will her Bloom deface,

Soil her Complexion, and difarm each Grace.

If there be One, ye Gods ! whom you ordaia

Imuft obey, and ihe Superior reign

j

Let her, like brave Camilla^ be defign'd.

The nobleft Pattern of a Godlike Mind ;

Let her bright Soul fubdue me from within,

Shine in her Senfe, and fparkle in her Mien

;

TJiofc Heav'nly Charms they never can decay.

Age may improve 'em, and confirm their Sway,

Prefenting A Father's Advice to his

Daughter.

By the fams Hand.

GO, happy Book ! and let Mirtilld fee

Her own bright Charader dcfcrib'd in thees
No Feature's wanting; for in her you'll meet
The Daughter's Beauty, with the Father's Wit:
Thy Precepts drawn thro' ev'iy Part of Life,

The modeft Virgin, and the prudent Wife:
O ! may her Virtues equal Fortune find I

And Goodnefs be with happy Greatnefs joinM;
May ihe want nothing that the Gods can give,

But ftiJi as Charming, and much Happier live^

M 3
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Written in the Blank Leaf of a Lady's

Prior.
By the fame Hund.

COu'd but my Words my real Paflion fliow,

And, infoftVerfc, like Pmr' s Numb cis, flow}

Cou'd I, fo fortunately point my Senfe,

To wound like Dorfet, yet not give Offence j

Then, in this Page, (houM Galatea read

My faithful Love, and how I daily bleed:

Each fawcy Rival fhould with Blulhes fee.

His fond Impertinence expos'd by me:
But Rough and Heavy muft my Verfe appear,

Vhen Pnot*s noble Genius fhines fo near j

So droop the Nymphs, when Galatea's Eyes,

In the fair Ring, with brighter Glory rife.

On Her Majesty^ Grant of Wood-
flock Park, i3c. to his Grace the

jD///(^^ 0/ Marlborough, I704.

In a Letter to Signior Antomo Venio at Hamp^
ten Court.

REnown*d in Arms, when mighty Heroes rife,

Th' Immortal Mufe in lafting Numbers tries*

To future Ages to tranfmit their Fame,
And give *em after Death a living Name.
The Fields of Blifs below, the fliady Grove,

Were the Reward of all their Toils above

;

The Mautum S-wnm has fili'd the folemn Place,

With the wreath'd Worthies of his T{oman T{ace,

While greater MurlL-roiigh difdains to wait,

Mature for Fame, the flow approach of Fate s
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But Reaps that glorious Harveft whilft he lives.

Which Time to all his ancient Heioes gives.

El}'/ian Shades fhail now no more be fought.

The Gay Creation of the Poets Thought j

Tht %}yal Gift difplays a nobler View,

No feign'd Eiyfium can exceed the true.

Wooditjch^ha lov'd PUntagenet no mote
Laments, when Marlb^gngh Ihall her State reftore;

She for whom C):Uicer's tuneful Lyre was ftruiig>

And Wilmot^s Mufe in fofter Tranfport fing,

From lonely Bovjsn her lofty Head fhall rear,

And chearful, like her conqu'ring Lord, appear.

Thro' her cool Glades on ev'iy verdant Plain,

Eternal Plenty, Peace, and Pieafure Reign

:

High on her Walls, Imperial Eagles tell,

By bolder Hands how fierce Bavarians fell ;

Here we behold, by Ferrio's Pencil wrought,

Thenum'rousSpoilsfrom^yxy.t^j^^Conqueftsbroughtj

How o'er th'oppofing Schelienherg he run,

Which none before but Great Gt'tjavas won.

Here, Camps affaulted, and a City ftorm'd ;

There, on expanded Plains the Battel form'dj

Thro' Seas of Blood the fiery Courfers fly.

And rapid Streams, and thund'ring Brafs defic ;

While ecchoing Cliffs and Sylvan Heights around.

With Groans and Shouts alternately refound.

Surrend'ring Squadrons with their Lillies torn.

And haughty Chiefs before his Prowefs bornj

In Exile 0?te, and One beneath his Chain,

Strive for a Crown, and Uberty in vain.

Gild his Viftorious Carr, bold Artift, draw
^//(/fl?? Rejoioing, and the World in awe;

Paint in full Splendor, all his Afts that claifti

Triumphant Laurels and immortal Fame.
Make him G^^/'sglitt'ring F/axuer^ in Homage yield,

To fix 'em fafter in Bntamia's Shield ;

Let ^ajiria's facred Branch in State defcend.

To view the Viftoi and applaud the Friend

,

M4
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Let your great Genius on the Cauvafs fhowj

How the (wift T^hiney and how the Dmnbe flow.

How E aftward Thisy in ftreaming Purple ftrays,

How Thaty his Captives to our Coaft conveys j

How Thus the Trophies he at once has won,

Hafte to the Rifing and the Setting Sun.

Epilogue, fpoken hy Mrs, Barry, ai

her Playing in Love for Love with
Mrs, Bracegirdle, fw the Bensfit of
Mr^ Belterton.

By Mr. R O ^ 2,

[Shield

AS fome brave Knight, who once with Spear and
Had fought Renown in many a well fought

Eut now no more with ficred Fame infpir'd, [Field,

Was to a Peaceful Hermitage retir'd 5

There, if by Chance difaft'rous Tales he hears,

Of Matrons Wrongs and Captive Virgins Tears,

He feels foft Pity urge hjs gen'rous Breaft,

And Vows once more to faccour the Diftrefs'd.

Buckled in Mail he fallies on the Plain,

And turns him to the Feats of Afnis again.

So we, to former Leagues of Friendf}>ip true, -y

Have bid once more our peaceful homes adieu, >
To aid old Thomas, and to pleafure you. ^

Like eirant Damfels boldly we engage,

Arm'd, as you fee, for the defencclefs Stage.

Time was, when this good Man no help did lack.

And fcorn'd that any She (hould hold his Back.

But now, (o Age and Frailty have ordain'd.

By two at once he's forcM to be fuftain'd.

Tou fee, wL.t failing Nature brings Man to^ -p

And yet let none Infult, for ought we know >
She may not wear fo well with fome of you: ^
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Tho' old, you find his Strength is not dean paft,

B«t true as Steel, he's Mettle to the laft.

If better he perform'd in Days of Yore, -^

Yet now he gives you all that's in his Pov/'r } >
What can the youngeft of you all do more ?

^

What he has been, tho* prefent Praife be dumb, ->

Shall haply be a Theme in times to come, >
As now we talk ofT^ofcins, and ofT^ome. ^

Had you with-held your Favours on this Night,

Old Shakifpear's Ghoft had ris'n to do him Rights

With Indignation had you feen him frown

Upon a woithlefs, witlefs, taftelefs Town

;

Griev'd and Repining you had heard him fay, •»

Why are my famous Labours caft away ? >
Why did I only Write what only he could Play )

^

Butfince, like Friends to Wit, thus throng'd yoa
Go on and make the gen'rous Work compleat j [meetp»

!Be true to Merit, and ftill own his Caule,

rind fometliing for him more than bare Applaufe,

In juft Remembrance of your Pleafures paft.

Be kind, and give him a Difchargc«at laft.

In Peace and Eafe Life's Remnant let him weai>

And hang his confecrated Buskin here.

Ontbe KING (p/ SPAIN-
Pallas, deftrudive to the Trojan Line, [Divine 5

Raz'd their proud Walls, tho' built by Hands
But Love's bright Goddefs, with propitious Grace.

Prefcrv'd a Heroe, and reftoi'd the Race.
Thus the fam'd Empire where the Tyhr flows>?

I
Sell b/ £itx.a, and by ^^>ma lofc.

M r.
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^Ballad: On the ViBory at

AUDENARDE.

YE Commons and Peers,

Pray lend me your Ears,

I'll Sing you a Song if I canj

How Lotiii le Grafid

Was put to a Stand,

By the Arms of our Gracious Queen ^Anne^

II.

How his Army fo great

Had a total Defeat,

j;iot far from the River of Dernier ;

Where his Grand-Children twain,

Eor fear of being Slain,

Gallop'd o& with the PopilU Pictcnder.

III.

To a Steeple on High

The Battel to Spy,

Vp Mounted thefc clever Young Mens
And when from the Spire

They faw fo much Fire

They cleverly came down again,

IV.

Then a Harfe-Back they got

All upon the fame Spot,

By Advice of their Ceufin Vendomfj

Q Lord ! cry'd out He
Unto Young Burgundy,

Wou'd youi Brother and you weie at Home,

V«

Juft fo did he fay,

When without more delay

AwAy the Young Qe«tiy Flcdi
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Idem Canticum Latine Re-dditum.

OPlebs & Magnates

i

Vos ames pr<ibeatis,

Cantabo Carmen hand inane 5

Veteris ut arnici

Milites Ludovicif

Turlavit exersitus ^Annx^

II,

Dicam ejus m fertes

Vajtacjiie CohorteSy

Frope Teneram viU<6 faerunt |

Vbigallico mnct
Cum Competitorej

Nel-9tit fefiigx dederant.

in.

Pyramidem tamen.

Vt certiAiit certamerii

Cito fcandunt tres adolefcentes 5

tAt citiHs defcendnnt

Ociilas fie ojfendunt

Tot flamma fsr athra falgenteu

IV.

Turn Cmfores repente

Vindicino fuadente,

€«nfcendnnti miferum^ Aiti-^hi nil

BftrgHndi) quid ftatnr ?

Vtinam ttt & frater

EJfetis una cnm ai/o d»mi.

^.
H*c illo dicevte^

Gsneroftejuventa

<,.iU Adiiidi fmt k timorei
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Whofe Heels for that Work
Were much lighter than Cork,

But their Hearts were more heavy than liCadii

VI.

Not (o did behave

The Young Hannover Brave

In this Bloody Field I allure youj
When his War-Horfe was (hot

Yet He matter'd it not,

But Charg'd ftill on foot like a Futy,

VII.

While Death flew about.

Aloud He caird out,

Hoh I You Chevalier of St. Ceor^e^

If you'll neither ftand

By Sea nor by Land,

Pretender, that Title you Forge.

VIII.

Thus Boldly he flood

As became that High Blood,

Which runs in his Veins fo Blue

5

This Gallant Young Man
Beirg Kin to Queen KAnne^

lought, as were fhe a Man, fhe wou'd do^

IX.

What a Racket was here,

(I think 'twas laft Year)

For a little ill fortune in Spain j

When by letting 'em Win,
We have drawn the Puts in

To Lofc all they are Worth this CampalgaJ

X.

The' Bruges and Ghent

To Monfieur we Lent,

With Int'icft he foon fliall Re-pay »cm|
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Kam avolat pedibus

<Siciit Cortex Itvibus,

Licet Corde plnmbo graviore,

VI.
Sed- 7ion inflay homm
Medio tot periclortim

ManmijerHs attdax fefe gejfit %
Transfixo bellatore

Omni expers timore,

Pfflfos. pedes acriter prejfit,

VII.,

Diim Mors circnrnvolavit

^Ita voce clamavit

Hens ! tti miles Sti. Georgia

6i non atides (iare

Nee terra rise mari.

Jus fi&tim ne amplins urge:,

VIIU .

injiabat cttm terrore

SAngmnis pro fplendore

Utii tn CaruUis 'vetiis tnrgefcif ^

Nam Atwe agnatm

Jta eji prdiatus

Vf hAC foretj modo vir ejfet,

IX,

§^as hie turbas excivit

{H^is credere quivit^

Ntiperum in HifpAnia malnm 5

Ex hoc lucro fujfttitos

Jnduximiis fiultos

Tofi omnia perdere nmlum,

§^as jam CommodAvimus^

Cum fanore rogabimus

Imnm Brngas ^ CUrinaam^
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while P^rij m^ Sing

With hei Sorrowful King,

De Profwidisy inftcid of Te Deum,

XI.

From their Dream of Succefs,

They'll awaken, we Gucfs,

At the Sound of Great Marlborough*i DiumSf
They may thiuk if they will

Of .Ai'/ianz^a l>ni.

But 'tis Blenheim where-cver he comes.

XII.

O Louis Perplex'd,

What General's next )

Thou haft hitherto chang'd 'em in Vain;

He has Beat 'cm all round.

If no New ones are found.

He ftiall Beat the Old oyer again..

XllL
We'll let Tallard out

If he'll take t'other i^outj

And much he's Impio/'d, let me tell ye^

With Nottingham Ale

At ev'ry Meal,

And good Pudding and Beef in his Beli/,

XIV.

As Lofcrs at Play

Their Dice throw away,

While the Winaer he ftUl Wins ons
Let who will Command,
Thou hadft better Disband,

lor, Old Bully, thy Do<^ors axe gone.

W *•-.<-• es'^
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Catiet & %eXi marentc

Pari/ia, cum gente^

Dc Piofundis in loco Tc Deum.

XI.

Ex hoc fomno Vi£}orU

Eos tandcTfi MAribori^^

Exdtaverit fonitiis tuba J

De ^lrnanz,a licebit

Cogitent, fi lubebit,

Venit ii cam Blenhernii pule,

XII.

^uem ducem LudovicCf

Mines proximo, vicel

$lUAs ha^entis fruflra mififti%

Omnes femeL fttpcravit,

Itertimque profiigabity

Si novas iiufquam reperifii,

Xllt
Si iterum praliabiturf

Tallardus eito dabitur, jr

\y4uxit & vires Nettinghamenjis

Zythusy BHbttlaqHe^

Salubris "maffulaque

\AppofitA Jingtilis men/is.

Sed fit viBos ludenda

Cnbos ab'nciendo

Parum videas promevere^

^ttemcwi'^jMe prafeceris,

Confttltius dejiiterisi

ffendoenbif Vafer, periere.

XIV,
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Deftgn'd to he TVniten on Blenhhim*
Castle Gate,

FROM DarMe^s Banks thy two C/nef Stones WCSC
brought J

At Brabaht's Lines thy rifing Bafe was wrOtJglit s

Thy lofty Stories fair %a.milia rear'd

:

The tow'ring Height was gain'd at Ondenard;

Thy 7^5 0/ Majeftick was, with Mafter-SkiU

Compieatly Covered at the Siege of Li/le.

The ufclefs 7^</"«/<r took a clcanfing J'ccj^r,

Along the rapid ScheWs intrenched Shore,

Such furnittircy as Princely Rich and Rare I5,

Thy Lor^fhall challenge at the Gates of P4r/>j

But let their molten Mome of Triumph ftand.

And Blufli, tho' Brafs, at Marlbro*s mighty Hands
While impious ^rt fuftains the Tyrafjt^s Name,
he's not the Statue, but the Sot*t of Fame,

To Mr, W on Reading his

Poems.
By Mr. Joseph Standen,

HAil Heav'n-born Mufe, that with celeftial Flame,
And high Seraphic Numbers, durft attempt

To gain thy native Skies. No common Thems
Merits thy Thought, Self-confcious of a Soul

Superior; though on Eaith detain'd a while,

Like Tome propitious Angel, that's defign'd

A Rcfident in this inferior Orb,

To guide the wandring Souls to heav'niy Bills,

Thou fecm'ft 5 while Thou their cverlafting S©ng$;

Mail fung CO moital Eais; and down to Eaith
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Transfer'd theWork ofHeav'n.WitliThought fublime,

And high fonorous Words, Thou fwcetly /icg'ft

To thy immortal Lyre: Amaz'd we view

The tow'iing Height ilupendous, while Thou foai'ft

Above the reach of vulgar Eyes or Thought,

Hymning th' Eternal Father : As of old,

When firft th' Almighty from the dark Abyfs

Of everlafting Night and Silence call'd

The fliining Worlds with one creating Word,
And rais'd from nothing all the heav'nly Hoil«^

And with eternal Glories fiU'd the Yoidj

Harmonious Seraphs tun'd their Golden Harps*

And with their chearful Hallelujahs blefs'd

The bounteous Author of their Happinefs:

from Orb to Orb th' alternate Mufick rang.

And from the cryftal Arches of the Sky

Reach'd our then glorious World, the native Seat

Of the firft happy Pair, who join'd their Songs

To the loud Echoes of th' Angelic Choirs,

And fiird with blifsful Hymns teireftiial Heav'flj^

The Paradife of God; where all Delights

Abounded, and the pure ambrollal Air,

Fann'd by mild Zephyrshtt^itWd ethereal Sweets

Forbidding Death and Sorrow j and beftow'd

Freih heav'nly Bloom, and gay immortal Youth^'

Not fo, alas ! the vile Apoftate Race,

j

Who in mad Joys their brutal Hours employ'd,

Aflfauking with their impious Blafphemies

The Pow'r fupreme that gave 'em Life and Breath I;

I Incarnate Fiends I Outragious they dcfy'd

Th' Eternal's Thunder, and Almighty Wrath
Fearlefs provok'd; which all the other Devils

Would dread to meet, rcmembring well the Day*
When, driv'n from pure immortal Seats above,

A fiery Tempcft hurl'd 'em down the Skies,

And hung upon their Rear, urging their Fall

To the dark, deep, unfathomable Gulph j

Whcic, bouad on fulph'ious Lakes to glowing Kocks
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with Adamantine Chains, they wail their WoWj
And know Jthovah Great as well ab Good}
And. fix'd for ever by ererixal Fare,

With Horror find his Arm Omnipotent.

Prodig"Oi!s Madnefs I That the facred Mufc,

Firft taught in Heav'n to mount immortal Heights-

And trace the boundlefs Glories of the Sky,

Should new to ev\y Idol bafely bow.

And cur'e the Deity ihe once ador'd,

Breding Trophies to each fordid Vice,

And celebrati'ng the infern^.l Praife

Of haughty Luc-fer, the defp'rate Foe
Of God and Man , and winning ev'ry Hour
New Votaries to Hell; while all the Fiends

Hear thefe accurfed Lays, and thus out-done

Raging they try to match the human Race,

Redoubling all their hcllilh Blafphemies,

And with loud Curfes rend the gloomy Vault.

Ungrateful Mortals ! Ah 1 too late you'll find

What 'tis to banter Heav'n and laugh at Hell,

To drefs up Vice in falfc delufive Charms,

And with gay Colours paint her hideous Face,

Lead ng befotted Souls thro' flowry Paths,

In gawdy Dreams, and vain fantaftic Joys,

To difmal Scenes of everlafting Woe j

When the great Judge fhall rear his awful Throne,

And raging Flames furrcund the trembling Globe;

While the loud Thunders roar from Pole to Pole,

And the laft Trump awakes the flecpy Dead j

And guilty Souls, to ghaftly Bodies driv'n,

Within thofc dire eternal Prifons ihut,

Expeft their fad inexorable Doom.
Say now, ye Men of Wit! 'vhat Turn ©f Thought
Will pleafc you then? alas I how dull and poor

(Ev'n to your felvps) will your lewd Flights appear i

How will you Cnvy then the happy Fate

Of Ideots! And perhaps in vain you'll wilh

Xou'd beca as very FooU as once ye thoughjc
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Others, for the fublimcft Wifdom fcorn'd ;

When pointed Lightnings from the wrathful Judge .

Shall linge your impious Laurels, and the Men
Who thought they flew fo high, fball fall fo low.

No more, my Mufe, of thcfe tremendous Thoughts^

Refurae thy more delightful Theme, and fing

Th' immortal Man that with immortal Vcrfc

Rivals the Hymns of Angels, and like them
Defpifes mortal Criticks idle Rules

;

While the celeftial Flame that warms thy Soul

Infpires us, and with holy Tranfports moves

Our lab'ring Minds, and nobler Scenes prcfent*

Than all the Pagan Poets ever fung,

Isomer or Virgil ; and far fwecter Notes

Than Horace ever taught his founding Lyre,

And purer far j tho' MaruaPs Self might feem

A modeft Poet in our Chriflian Days.

May thefe neglefted, and forgotten lye

:

No more let Men be fond of fab'lous Gods,

Nor Heathiu Wit debauch one Chri han Line;

While with the cOxirfe and daubing Paint we hide

The Ihining Beauties of eternal Truth,

Who in her native Drcfs appears moft bright,

And chaims the Eyes of Angels. Oh I like Thce>

Let cv'ry nobler Genius tune his Voice

To Subjeds worthy of their tow'ring Thoughts.

Let Heaven and Anna then your tuneful Art

Improves and confecratc your deathlefs Lays

To Him who Reigns above, aad tier who RuJks.

below.



269 The Sixth Part of

On the Duke d?/MARLBORouGH'i
ViBory at Audenard, jufl after ths

Lofs of Ghent and Bruges.

By L. Eufden, of Trinity-College , Cambridge

AS in a ftarry Night, the londy Swain

Watching his Flock on the Sicilian Plain,

Upwards oft cafts his Eyesj the heav'nly Fijci

Around he ^tcs, and all he (cts, admires:

So I amaz'd, great ManI thy Ads furvey,

And ftill from Glories to new Glories ftray :

Loft in the fweet Variety of Light,

I find none brighter in a Train fo bright

;

And doubt, which firft the grateful Mufe Aouldtell,

For (he on each could pleas'd for ever dwell.

But hear I loud Paans from the Belgich^Sttznd

Refouiid thy Triumphs, and our Thanks demand I

Thou art afrefli the Burthen of each Song,

The darling Subjed of the tuneful Throng.

In vain, alas I they ftrlng the (prightly Lyre;

In vain great Aftions can great Thoughts inlpire;

KApollo^s Sons, when all their Wit is fliown.

Reach not thy Merit, but exalt their own.

Thus numerous Streams into the Ocean flow,

Kew Honours they receive, but none beftowj

Not raife the Ocean's Height, while they Immor
tal grow.

Say, wond'rousMan! by what myfterlous Charms
Thou bind'ft th' unconftant Goddcfs to thy Arms I

Why thus her Love flie partially difplaysJ

Obey'd by others, Fortune thee obeys.

Fly iwift, yet Conqueft fwifter flies before;

So flafli the Light'nings, e'er the Thunders roar.

Uncommon Paths thy wary March proclaimj

Bj« ev'iy Path with thee can lead to Famc^
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No Tow'r Co fttong, as can create Defpair

;

Nor Cliffs Co barren, but can Laurels bear.

Dear-gain'd Experience oft has taught the Foe
The fatal Progrefs of thy Arms to know :

Too well the ufual Marks arc underftood; ^
A Purple dye ftili taints the CryftalFlood [Blood, >
And ev'ry Field thou fatten'ft round with Gallick^^

Here I could boundlefs rovej thy Virtues praifc.

Sweetly bewilder'd in the various Maze

:

I, Janm-Wkti could now with Pleafure trace

Of Ages paft a worthy, deathlefs Race:
View Greece with all its Heroes in the Bloom,
And the long Glories of Imperial T{ome.

But thou already haft poffefs'd the whole;

There is no Rival in the fiiining Roll

:

Unlefs their diff 'rent Graces were combin*d ;

"Young ^mmoTi's Soul with Cxfar's Prudence joInMj
But rho' from all wecull'dthe Parallel,

Yet thou in fomething ftill wou'dft all cxccll,

[Thus when K.4pelles with nice Labour ftrove

Juftly to draw the beauteous Queen of Love;
[The flow*ry Pride of all the Land he chofe,

JAnd from a thoufand wou'd his one compofe.

Some fweet Embellifliment in each was feen,

lln this the Smile, in that the pleafing Mien.

Iwhat Art could do, the Pencil had expreftj -y

] Not yet entire the Goddefs Ihone confeft, >
[, But barely known, and little more than gucft. ^

Oh I had thefe Times giv'n to the'Heroe Birth,

iVho once was call'd Lord of the conquer'd Earth s

rhy Arms his wild Ambition had defy'd,

^.nd wifely check'd the mighty Vigor's Pride,

Like Lewis, he had found a lowlier State

;

\. greater feen, not thought himfelf fo great

:

^nd for more Worlds had no Complaints begun^
Jut wept for Grief, he could not conquer One.
Strange I to what height Ligratitude can rife I

lee 1 the foul Monftcr of Gigantick Size I
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what virtuous Afts can we fecurc engage

From blaek^bliviou by malicious Rage?

If to this Fiend all BUnheim's Honours yield.

And the won Trophies ofl^amiLius Field:

If cv'ry Chance with Murm'rings be fuftain'd j

Two Towns furpriz'd move more, than Countries

gain'd.

Laurels in vain fafc from fome Dangers are j

Envy can blaft, what foveas own Fires will fpare.

This fatal Truth the brave ^iheuia/i prov'd,

Whom the wife Socrates Co dearly lov'd

;

From that rich Source with Arts divinely floi'd,

Early the Youth aloft to Empire foar'd.

Too nobly Great, and ruin'd by Succefsj

His Merit ftiil was more, his Glory iefs.

From Cyme loft, Sufpicions did begin,

Not that he could not, but he would not win.

But may green Wreaths for ever thee adornj

Thou under more propitious Stars waft borni

Oft may we fee revolve fuch happy Days;

Oft be it thine to Conquer, ours to Praife.

Soon then the hideous Din of War (hall ceaft.

And the long-weary'd Albion reft in Peace.

Learning and Arts (Ivall crown'd with Plenty fmlle.

And Bays with Olives twin'd, grace the fair, blifs-

ful Ille.

Mean time, our Thanks, a worthlefs Gift, receive

5

*Tis nothing, but 'tis all, that we can give.

Let no fantaftick Wits thy Conduft blame,

Kor Envy blemifh e'er tiiy fpotlefs Fame.

Thee ^nna chofe i in thee let all rejoice, [Choice.

Since by ucw Wonders Hcav'n confirms the glorious
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fo the Reverend Dr. B e n t l e y,

ofi the Opening of Trinity- Cc///(?^g

Cha^pel^ CambriL-'ge.

By the fame iitund.

LOng have we, fafe, Timc*s envious Fury fcornM,

By Kings Hift Founded, then by Kings adorn' d;
If faintiiig e'er we fearM a f^t:il clofe.

Some new M^cenas with new Life arofe.

Sretted by Age we ftill the ftroi^er grow,

And to our Ruins all our ;^eauties owe.

So CufiA roughly chaf'd the Tweeter fmells,

And*Silvermoieconfum'd in Brightnefs more excels,

Rais'donhigh Columns the pioud Fabrick ftands,

Wheie SarroivVvA^'.s. trom ev'y fongue conimands;

Where the vaft Treafucs ot t;i:; Learn'd are Ihowii 5

No Works more Rich, more Noble, than his own.

The Mufes foon the ftately Seat admir'd,

And in full Tranrpoits their gUd Sons infpir'd :

Their Sons infpir'd fung loud, and all around

Echo redoubl'd back t-e chearful Sound;

Sweet was the Song, -.viKru Lays (if fuch they give)

Worthy of Cedar, ihail in Cedar live, [Mind,
This laiiiptuous Pile ihevv'd the brave Founder's

But equal Labours itill reman behind.

God's facred Houfe too loag neglefled lyes.

And fiom ibme other J^ajh wants Supplies;

But none was found, 'till you -cfoiy'd to fhow

How rar exalted Piery coul.i go :

)m lictle Funds, fo largely to defign, -x

t to make all in full P.'ifedion fhine, ^
Great is the Glory, and the Glory's thine, -^

Of old a Joy in ev'ty F.*cc was feen,

f li'di'd by the Promife of a bounteous Queen :

She vow'd a Temple, but too foon her Breath

ViiAifl^M, aad leaiM hei i)ious Vows iu Death,
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Thus DavH drew the Scheme, but not begun}

The Dome was builded by his wifcr Son.

Not fo we far'd. Tho* by EUt^a lov'd,

Her Sifter's Thoughts were loft, but not difprov'd

'Till now we Mourn'd our Fate, but Mourn no morej
Chas'd are the Mifts, which duU'd the Light befoie»

New Golden Ccnfers on new Altars bJaze,

New Mufick founds the great Creator's Praife.

Angels again from Heav'n might lift'ning ftray,

Did but another fweet Cecilia, play.

Here, long conceal'd we view the living Paint

;

Admire the Pifture, not adore the Saint.

There,Cherubs with ftretch'd Wings deceive theSight,

And bending forwards feem prcpar'd for flight ;

"While Flow'rs in pleafing Folds adorn each fide.

Some droop their fickly Heads, fome wanton in,their

Much more we fee, and fllent with Surprize, [Pride,

Recal Times paft, and fcarcc believe our Eycsj

How gloomy once thefe hallow'd Manfions were,

But now, how wondrous lovely, how divinely fair!

So quickly, where the fragrant Duft was fprcad,

Rifeth the Ph«nix from his fpicy Bed :

Or fuch the Change the witty Poets feign'd,

When hoary t/£/o/? his young Bloom regain' d.

He but legain'd what was before his own.

While here are Beauties feen, 'till now unknown.

If it fo Charms, how can we ever ihow [owe*

Thy matchlefs Worth, to whom thofe Charms wC
Our vain ElTays our Weaknefs may proclaim,

But not enlarge the Circle of thy Fame.

Praifcs from fome delufive may appear?

When Foes extol, we need no Flatt'rics fear.

The ftubborn Atheift a fierce Shock has felt;

Steel'd tho' he was, he now begins to Melt:

Since thus he fees all Prejudice remov'd,

Thy A^s coflfefs the God thy Learning prov'd,

Strt
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Part of the laft Chorus of the Fourth

AB of Medea. Imitated from the

Greek of Euripides.

Bf the fcime Hand,

FROM things conflderM, with a ftrifter View,

And deepeft Thought, this fatal Truth I drew:

Sure of Mankind th' unmarry'd Part is bleft.

By Joys too much diftinguilh'd from the reft.

Suppofe there are ('tis but fuppofe, I fear)

Pleafures, which could the nuptial State endear

;

Think, thou may'ft wifli, and ev'ry Wiih enjoy,

A beauteous Daughter, and a blooming Boy :

Still Where's the mighty Comfort of a Wife,

Or what is wanting in a fingle Life ?

Pity not ours, nor thus thy fate admire;

The Blifs we know not, we can ne'er deiire.

Yet this advantage on or fide we boaft ;

The Good is little, vaft the 111 we loft.

All hufh'd, and calm! no Griefs our Eafe impairs
Free from the Father's many a rrriping Care,

Firft, how the Child may ^e.i'roufly be '.red,

Adorn'd with Arts, and tliio' each Virtue led.

Next, how to Ciown him with a fair Eftate.

And fo, to make him happy, make him great

:

Parents from Labours to new I iboars run.

To hoard up Treafurcs for the darling Son

:

Yet know not what this darling Son will prove,

A roving Spend-thrift may reward their Love,
Not fmall the Evils which we I'.ere behold.

But far the greateft ft ill remain untold.

Juft when with utmoft Pain the drudging Sirc

Has rais'd a Fortune, anfw'ring his Deiire;

Already the firft Scene of Life is done, ^
Whom once he call'd his Child, he calls his Son^y
The Boy forgotten, and the Man begun, -^

Vot. Vi, N
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Large Promiles and Hopes the Youth incite.

His Father's Glory, and his Friends delight :

But fulleu Clouds involve the brighteft Day, -^

While all look on, to fome Difcafe a Prey, [way. ^
The lov'd, the wondrous Youth untimely pines a-"^

Too well, alas I too well, ye Gods, we knew
Our Troubles many, and our Tleafures few :

Why needed this frefli Plague be added more
To the rich, boundlcfs, miferable Store?

The Old, as cioy'd with Life, to Death belong.

But rauft it rudely feize the Brave, the Young?
In vain we ftrivej the cruel Doom is read.

The BlofTom's wither'd, and out Hopes are fled.

Hero and Leander: APoem^

TranJIatedfrom the Greek.

Py the fami Heind.

[Flame,

SIN G, Mufe, the confcious Torch, whofe nightly
(The iliining Signal of a brighter Dame,)

Thro' tracklefs Waves the bold Lea>:der led.

To taile the dang'rous Joys of Heroes Bed :

Sing the ftoJ'n Blifs in gloomy Shades conceal'd.
And never to the blufhing Morn rcveal'd.

I fee the lovely Youth triumphant ride

O'er the proud Billows of th' infulting Tide j

And lo I a Light flioots glimm'ring from afar.

Of nuptial Sweets the kind-prefaging Star:

A Light ! which (would propitious Jove cnclinc)

In brighter Glory fhould for ever fhinc j

And mix'd among its kindred Fires above,
Be call'd the gentle Harbinger of Love.
For fure it did on Earth this Office bear.

And H)intn'i Pleafmes weic its nightly Care,

I
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*TiJl envious Winds with boift'rous Fury rofe:

But Goddefs I Thou the mournful Tale difclofej

At once from high the facred Torch was toft,

Its Flame extinguifli'd, and the Lover loft.

Where Neptune ftretcheth out an Arm, to bound
Fair Europe's Confines from the ^fian Ground,

A lifing Town on either Shore commands
The diftant Sea, and awes the Neighb'iing Lands j

Here the Idalian Boy his Sport begun,

And with one Dart a double Conqueft won :

To equal Breafts an equal Flame convey'd,

The lovely'ft Youth ador'd the lovely'ft Maid.
He fure muft never have convers'd with Fame,
Who knows not Hero and Leander's Name :

Alike both Glories of their native Place j

y^bydos one, and one did Seflos grace.

Who e'er thou art, that hither bend'ft thy way,

Oh I for a while the pleating Coaft ftirvey I [guide

This, this the Tow'r, whence the kind Light did

The fwimming Lover to his Sejhian Bride

:

That the fam'd Hellejpont, he nightly croft.

Which ftill in Murmurs groans Lcander loft.

But hafte we Love's foft Triumphs to relate.

From the firft Dawnings to its ripeu'd State:

And whence the Youth io Paftionate became,
And how the Nymp-h .glow'd with as fierce a Flame.

Hero from noble Blood her Line did trace,

Her Looks confefs'd ihe Glories of her Race;
Pricftefs of Venus too, but chofc to Reign

In noifelefs Eafe, and ftiunn'd the Nuptial Chain,
Far from her Parents early fhe retir'd,

And the fafe Covert of a Tow'r delir'd:

The Tow'r was high, and near the Water flood j

She feem'd a new-fprung Venus from the Flood.
Difcreet withal, not lov'd to Dance, and Play,

And wafte in vain Impertinence the Day:
Secure in Innocence, fhe liv'd unknown.

And balk'd the witty Cenfures of the Town.
N z
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There is an inborn Pride, which taints the Racej
A fair one ne'er could brook a fairer Face, ,

To plealure T««wj was her darling Care,

Nor did thy Altars, Cupid, want a Share:

In vain, alas 1 the pious Virgin ftrove j -y

No Vows the fiery Arrows could remove, >
But (he muft fall a Sacrifice to Love. ^

For now the Time was come, the folemn Day,
When annual Rites religious Sefiiatis pay

To Beauty's Queen; around with Sables fpread.

She mourns Adonis, fair adonis dead I

Hither in Shoals from neighb'ring Iflands throng,

Confus'd, the Gay, the Grave, the Old, the Young:
Prom Phrygia thefe, and from Hxmo7iia fome,

But all from Cyprus^ and ^bydos come,

And not one ling'ring Sluggard droop'd at Home,
No am'rous Youth would furely mifs the Day,
"Where Fcafts invite, they ftill with Joy obey :

Scarce (as 1 guefs) on bare Devotion's fcore,

"The filent Statues of the Gods t' adore j

lor Breafts, like theirs, with youthful Raptures warm.

Not the dead Idols, but the living Charm.
liut oh ! to fee with what a fprightly Hafte

The beauteous Prieftefs thro' the Temple paft!

Not rifing Fhcebe fhows a Face fo bright

To glad the World, and rule the fpangl'd Night,

For on each blooming Cheek, by Nature fpreadj

Was feen the pureft White, and freflieft Red :

Such is the Hue, the fpringing Lilly (hows,

Fleck'd with the Blufhes of the op'ning Rofc,

Scarce yet the Parallel would be compleat.

Not that fo beautiful, nor this fo fweet.

Of -old the thinking Dotards did agree

To (tint the Graces to the Number Three;

Had Hero bleft thofe Times, they foon had found

Too dull their Notion, and too ftrait their bound

:

When e'er fhefmil'd, had view'd with dumb fuipiize,

Ten thoufand Graces fpoiting in hex Eyes,
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The bright Immortal muft whh Pleafure hear

A Prieftefs, far above all Mortals fair:

In Beauty's Charms (could Beauty's Caufe be try'd)

If not a Rival, furely near ally'd.

No wonder then each Youth a Flame confeft,

And with hcav'd Hands the fwcetEnchantrefs bkfi ^

None but infpir'd with tender Thoughts, began
To wilh himfelf (in vain !) the happy Man.
Dedring Eyes on the lov'd Obje£t hung, ->

Where-e'erfhe glided thro' the wond'iing Throng, f*

And fcattcr'd pleafing Ruin all along. ^

'Till from the Crowd
By Love one Eloquent above the reft,

In thefe, or Words like thefe, his Soul expreft.

Big with vain Hope to SpArta. once I came,
Where ev'ry Nymph can ev'ry Breaft inflame:

But never yet have in one Virgin feen,

With fo much Majefty, fo fweet a Mien.

Who knows, but Venus may fomc Cheat dcfign,

And what we fancy Human, is Divine;

The Graces much are fam'd, and this muft be
Sure the moft Charming of the charming Three,
Wcary'd with looking, fain I would be gone,
Yet could (raethinks) for ever ftill look on.
Were Death the Price, doom"'d for the happy Night,
Not Death fliould damp one Moment of Delight;
Nor could th' immortal Joys of Gods above
Engage my Wifhcs, or diftrad my Love.
But thou, O Goddefs ! liften to my Fray'r j

If not thy Hero^ give me fuch a Fair. [ftrove
Thus mourn'd fome wounded Youth, whilft others

In wild Diforder to conceal their Love :

But filames too fierce to hide at once pofTefs'd,

And roul'd, and revell'd in Leander's Breaft.
Hcfaw the Nymph, andftruck with ftrange Delighfi
Rcfolv'd on fomething far beyond a Sight.

He bled, but would not keep his Wound unknown.
And v/ifh'd to live, but could not live alone,

N 3
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Ungovern'd Thoughts to Rage improv'd Dcfire,

And kindled in hir Eyes irripetuous Fire.

Bcv/are, ye heedlefs Youths, find fly apace;

^O'

Kor winged Deaths with half fuch Swiftnefs fly.

As the loofe Glances from a fparkiing Eye.

Thelufcious Poifon our fond Eyes convey [Prey.

Down to th' unguarded Heart, a trembling, helplefs

Unruly Paffions now the Youth aifail,

And Fears and Hopes flicccflively prevail

:

Soorh'd with her Charms,heftrives his Fears to blamCj

Then blufhing, checks the too ambitious Flame;
But wifer Love with noble Pride difdains

The bafliful Modefty of fimple Swains ;

And in foft Whifpers faid, his Laws were fuch,

None fears too little, and none hopes too much.
Rais'd with thele Thoughts, he did his Steps advance,

To try the Magick of a frde-long Glance j

With all the artful Blandilliments, that move
The Soul, to liilen to the Lme of Love.

She took the Hint 5 (what Lovers now can find

That nat'ral Tendency in Woman-kind?)
Firft feem'd to frown, but eafily grew mild,

And, confcious of her own Pcrfeftions, fmil'd.

Then turrs he: Head with graceful Scorn away,

But quick reiurning, doth her felf betray;

And in Love's greateft Eloquence replies,

The filent Language of confenting Eyes.

With Joy amaz'd, the Youth his Paflion knew
At once difcover'd, and fuccefsful too;

Impatient growii, he chid the tedious Light,

And wifh'd the fwift approaches of the Night;

Nor wifh'i in vain ; foon the bright Hefper flionc,

And love-obliging Shades came rulhing on.

Daiknefs can Fears expel, and Hopes renew, -,

Th' embcldeii'd Lover to his Scarry flew, >
And there flood Face to Face, a glorious Interview. ^

Then ail on Fire her ^and he gently' prefs'd,

And Sighs and dying Murmurs told tke lefl.
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Starting fhe did a fhort Refentment feign,

And with a Frown drew back iicr Head again.

But he, with Love infpir'd, new Joys defcries

Thro'the thin Umbrage of a forc'd Ditgnifc}

And fcia'd her Robe, and full of pleafing Thought
The laft Receffes of the Temple fought.

With Steps unequal fiie advanc'd behind, -^

And with a willing, half unwilling Mind, >>

Threaten' d the Youth j at once Severe and Kind. ^

Stranger, what Madnefs doth thy Breajl invade?

Whither, ah ! whither would you force a Maid?
Let loofe my Garments quick, and home retire j

riee the Difpleafure ofmy wealthy ^ire :

If that you flight, and mortal Pow'r difown.

Vex not the Prieftefs, left the Goddefs frown.

Go, be not with prefumptuous Thoughts mif-led ?

*Tis bold afpiring to a Virgin's Bed.

True to her Sex, thus chid the charming Fair,

But glad Leander could fuch Chidings bear

:

This fecming Storm a future Calm betrays j

Th' aufpicious Omen of his Halcyon Days.

For Women foon are kind, if peevifh grown;
Faintly they ftruggle, when their Rage is gone.

That known, the Youth her fragrant Bofom prcfsM,

And warm'dwith melting Lips each fwellingBreaft,

Then thus begun;—Oh ! how fliall I proclaim ^
Thy ev'xy Charm? Shall I thy vvond'roas Frame >
A fecond Verms, or Minerva, name ? ^
For fure thofe Looks no earthly Stamp difplay ;

Kone ever boafted fo refin'd a Clay:
Blefs'd be thy Sire, and blefs'd be doubly more
The fertile Womb, which the fair Burden bore.

With Pity hear a Youth his Flame reveal j

Whom you could only Wound, 'tis you can only Heal,
If Venus be your Guide, let Venus move ;

And by her great Example learn to Love.
Ah ! come, this filly Name of Maid defpifc 5

Indulge thy Soul, and give a loofe to Joys,

N4
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No virgin can a woithy Piieftefs be

To her, who laughs at dull Virginity.

Wouldft thou the Goddefs faithftilly adore ?

Regard nice Conduft lefs, and Nature more.

Oh I can'Il thou ever her fweet Laws admirCj

Yet be a Stranger to a Lover's FireJ

The little, wanton God did me ordain.

If not to conquer, ftill to hug thy Chain.

A Slave fo humble was ^Icides feen,

V/hcn led by Hermes to the Lydian Queen

:

My Paflion ftili a nobler Spring did move

;

The God of Wit yields to the God of Love.

Why need I ^'aia-ntus Fate declare.

Who wifely (as fhe thought) dcclin'd the Snared

While from Melamon*s Arms all Ice flie fled.

And fhunnM the Pleafures of a Nuptial Bed;

'Till flie by Venus Rage her Follies mourn*d,

And Love for Love, and Flame for flame returned.

Let this ^rcadiMi Nymph inflrud thy Mindj
Thou art more Beauteous, wouldft thou be more Kind

'

Accents fo foft her Paflions did controul.

And footh'd the angry Fair, and tun*d het Soul.

She fix'd her Eyes upon the filent Ground,

And all with Crimfon BluKhes glow'd around.

Unwonted Motions own'd fome new Defire,

And oft fhe gather'd up her loofe Attire.

A yielding Maid by cv'ry Sign was meant i

For dumb Denying is a (ure Confent.

Pleafingly pain'd, flie lirft begins to fear

Something, flie knows not what, flie knows not where.

Deep in her Breaft Leander's Charms remain j

She thinks, and fighs, then looks, and fighs again.

Not the fend Lover, with a lefs Surprize,

Fed on her fnowy Neck his famifliM Eyes.

Thus long a Virgin-Modefty fhe try'd.

Not to difcover, what fhe could not hide:

By flow degrees from Earth flie raisM her look, •*

Diftilling humid Bluflies e'er fhe fpoke, [broke. >
Then in harmonious Sounds the painful SileAce -^
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Stranger, thy Words might Rocks to Pity move 5

Where didft thou learn the wond'rous Art of Love?
Ah I by whofe Condufit didft thou hither come?
Who firft fcduc'd thee from thy native Home ?

Plealing thy Tale, but pleafing ftill in vaiuj

No faithlefs Rover muft his Wi(h obtain :

Or if I (hould fo Mad and Senfelefs prove.

My pow'rful Parents would upbraid my Love.

What, tho' fomc fecret Pleafures you defign*d ?

To Silence long they could not be confin'd:

The Tongues of Men fo fcandalous are grown

;

You hear from thoufands, what you ad with one;

Whoe'er thou art, thy Name and Country tell.

For mine (alas !) by thee are known too well.

That Tow'r, which mates the Skies, is my Retreat g

'Tis there I fix my foiitary Seat:

The Miftrefs of one Damfel, 1 defpifc ^
What ail th' unthinking many chiefly prize, S-

Greatnefs, and Pomp, and Shew, and publick Noi(c. ^
This, this th' £/y/?«?w, which I early cholcj

In vain my Father did my Choice o^jpofe :

From giddy Crowds, aad youthful Gambols frce>..

Calm I enjoy a golden Liberty

:

And fafe on Shore, with plealure hear from far

The grumbling Murmurs of the watry War.

Here paus'd the fweet-tongu'd Siren; and afraid^

.

Began to wonder, where her Thoughts had ftray'd,^-

Ker Looks the Trouble of her Mind difclofe.

While with new Blufhes new-born Glories rofe j

Which ftill (he ftrove to hide : But he employs

His Thoughts on means to meet his coming Joys«..

The God of Love, who itrikes the fatal Blow,

Can beft (if any can) che Med'cine fhow :

He to the Youth the Secret did reveal,

Plcas'd as he was to Wo ind, and then to Heal,"

The Lover foon a zealous Fury fliow'd

5" obey ihc v/ife Iflftrtt^it>ns of the leading Godfi;
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On her foft Bofom he reclin'd his Head,

And fighlng, thus the fond Leayider faid.

For thee, my Fair One, Dangers I'll defpifc.

And dare th' Inclemencies of Winter Skies :

Swift on theWings ofLove, I'll force my Way, [Stay.

Tho' Winds, and Flames, and Floods command my
Thefe Arms the foaming Surges (hall withftand,

Infult their Rage, and Oar me fafe to Land.

Thus cv*iy Night to thy Embrace I'll fly, ^^

Shiv'ring with Cold, all pale and breathlefs lye, >
And when full warm'd, with Blifsdiflblvc, and die. ^

Juftly you ask the Country, whence 1 come;
Know then, sAbydos is my neighboring Home.
Ah ! from thy Turret let fomc friendly Light

Chafe the thick Darkncfs, and dircd my Sight

;

Thou the delicious Land of Love Ihalt be,

And 1 the Ship, ftecr'd by that Star to thee.

.AH other Lights above 1 fhall difdain,

Whether they kindly, or unkindly reign :

Nor fee Orion blazing from afar,

The flow "Bootes, and the Northern Carr.

lut oh ! beware, too charming Maid, beware !

(If e'er my Safety can deferve thy Care)

With Caution let the fhining Guidie be plac'd,

loi when its Flame expires, 1 breathe my laii.

What mere J

—

Leander is the Name I bear,

"And only to be thy Lcmder's fwear.

Thus did the youthful Pair rcfolve to know
From mutual Love what mighty Pleafures fiow :

-.Secret they fix'd the Place, the Time to meet;

XFor fweeteft Joys, if ftoH'n, are doubly Sweet)

\Vhen ebbing Darkncfs fecm'd to bid adieu,

And both unwilling by Conftraint withdrew.

She to her Tow'r fled fwifter than the Wind,
The careful Lover wifely ftay'd behind j

And mark'd the Place, where all his Trcafure l:iy,

Then nimbly Icap'd from Shore, and cm ti»c l>
-^uid Way.
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The force of Love by Abfcncc Lovers try j

On tardy Wings the drowlle Minutes fly :

The Day looks dull, with all its Beauties bright,

'Tis Morn, 'tis Noon, but flill they wilh for Night,
At laft the Shades did with fjch Silence creep,

That univerfal Nature feem'd to fieep.

But the unpltying Tyrant, Love, denies

Refrelhing Slumbers to Le^nder'^s Eyes;

Rcrtlefs he roves along the dreary Shore,

While with tumultuous Rage the Surges roar.

But watchful Hero rais'd the Torch oa high.

The kind Fore-runner of approaching Joy:
He faw the promis'd Star, how bright it Ihone

!

And by its Flame learn'd to improve his own.
But when the Billows louder loar'd, he flood,

And, trembling, view'd the melancholy Flood :

Then with thefe Words his drooping Spirits cheaiS:

Refumes his Courage, and expels his Fears.

Love, like the Sea, a boundleG Fury claims j

There rowling Waters, here are rowling Flames j

What means my throbbing Breaft ? Securely move
Thro' coldeft Waters, when all-fir'd with Love.
VenHs is kind ; fond Heart thy felf compofe .-

From the green Ocean fitft the Goddefs role.

Her ftill the Tumults of our Souls obey,

And with a Nod flic fmooths the ruffled S^i.

This faid ; the Youth with eager Hafte undreft..

And ciicrd round his Head his flowing Veft:

Then thro' the Floods purfu'd his hot Dellres,

(For Floods could never quench a Lover's Fires.)

Still as he fwam, he kept the Light in view.

And was himfelf the Ship, and Pilot too.

Mean time, the Nymph no eafic Labour finds

To ikreen the Torch from rude tempeftuous Winds:
In ev'ry Noife Leander's Voice ihe hears,

A.nd all his Dangers doubles by her Fears.

*riU, much facigu'd, he landed on the Shore,

And wilh a Lovck's Fury fought the Tow'r,
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The Fair One met him with extended Arms,
And to his Pleafure yielded all her Charms ;

lu filent Joy (he haftens to her Room,
And fcents his Body o'er with rich Perfume.

The Youth his nat'ral Sweetnefs thus rcgain'd.

But panted ftill for what he had fuftain*d.

Then both laid gently down ; the loving Bride

Clung to the Bridegroom, and thus foftly cry*d :

Canft thou, my Dear, all this endure for me ?

What faithful Lover ever lov'd like thee?

For me thy Limbs in briny Waves to fteep,

And bear th' unwholfome Stenches of the Deep I

Oh I *tis too much—Come to thy Hero's Breaft,

Forget thy Labours, and fecurely reft.

The Lover heard '.he foft-inviting Maid,

And fwift like Lightening, what he heard, obcy'd ;

Both blefs'd alike, exalted Raptures feel.

What few can fancy, and what none can tell.

This am*rous Pair fcorn'd vulgarly to wait

For a dull, formal, ceremonious State.

The Father no Epuhalamitr/n fung.

No Mask was feen, nofprightly Lyre was ftrung.

No tuneful Bard fomc facred Numbers faid,

Nor Nuptial Torch adorn'd the Nuptial Bed.

Silence and Darknefs, kindred Gods, were therej

One pleas'd the Youth, and one oblig'd the Fair;

That all around his downy Wings difplay'd.

This flieltei'd r iiing Bluflies with a Shade.

Thus in luxuriant Joys they pafs'd the Night,

Joys ! which Aurora never blab'd by Light,

He with a timely Care did home retire,

Unfated ftill, and breathing ftill Deftre :

While flie her Change did from her Parents hide,

And was by Day a Maid, by Night a Bride.

And oh I how oft their Wifhes join'd in one.

To hail the Setting, not the Riling Sun.

See here the Sweets of Love, but quickly paftj

Such Pkifures are too exquifite to laft.
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The gavvdy Scene of Summer-glories gone,

Winter with four and furrow'd Loeks ftaJks on.

The fuU-fledg'd Whirlwinds their hoarfc Voices trjr.

And drive the Clouds, and blufter thro' the Sky.

The mounting Waves, that peaceful crept before^

Boil into Rage, and tumble to the Shore.

The trembling Mariner dares not withftand

The angry Frith, and wifely keeps the Land.

But Winds and troubled Seas can ne'er difmay ^
Leander*s Soul, or interrupt his wayi S
The fatal Light once feen, the Lover muft obey. ^
Yet fure the fair, now Winter's Rage was Ihong,

A while fhould mifs thee, to enjoy thee long :

Did Reafon guide, not folly warp her Mindj
To prove lels Cruel, {he muft prove lefs Kind.
But Heat of Pafiion hurry'd boih too far.

And ftubborn fate's Dccices rcfiftlefs are:

Unhappy Hero brandifh'd from above

The Torch of furies now, no more the Torch of Love*
'Twas a bleak Night 3 the Winds began to play.

And with eternal Lwngs difpute their Sway :

When the too conftant, pundual Youth again,

Plulh'd with paft Triumphs, tempts the faithlefs Main,
Waves rowl on Waves ; aloft the Waters rife,

Swell'd by the Tempeft, and infult the Skies,

Fierce Boreas ilTues with collefted Might,

And fuUea ^ujier loud provokes to fight.

The milder Zephyr^ with inferior force,

Meetb tlie ivrad Enrns in his headftrong Courfcj

At oace they rulh, at once riie Ocean roars.

Ana cmiing Billows dafn the rocky Shores.

Much did Leander toil, and much fultain ;

Long ftrove to brave their Rage, but ftrove in vain %

Oft Neptwit^s Aid with pious Vows impior'd,

And oft the Sea-born Coddefs he ador'd.

Thee, 'fioreas^ too he minded of thy flame,
And what tnou fufter'dft for th' Athenian Damc;
But thee to pity nothing can cncline,

Peaf to his Pray'is, as ihe was once to thine,
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Fruitlcfs are all Eflays; for Love's Decree,

That rules us here, is rul'd by Deftiny.

Toft and rctoft, no friendly Succour near.

His Courage faints, and finks into Dcfpair.

His flacken'd Nerves their wonted Strength refufe,

His Feet their Motion, Arms their Vigour lofc.

Nor can he now repair his ftifled Breath,

But drinks the briny Waves, and fucks in Death :

At once the Torch down by the Winds was toft,

And with its Flame, his Life and Love were loft.

While the poor Nymph his Abfence did bemoan,
With many a penlive Thought, and many a Groan;
The ling'ring Hours at length the Day reftorcj

But Night could never feem too long before.

The barren Beach and Seas fhe round furvey'd.

And hop'd her Lover in the Dark had ftray'd:

But ah I too foon fte fpy'd him, where he lay

A Lump of beautiful, tho' breathlefs Clay.

All o'er confus'd fhe ftood, and would lament,

But wanted Words to give fuch Sorrows vent.

She ftamp'd, fhe rowl'd her Eyes, fhe tore her Hair,

And rav'd with all the Symptoms of Defpair,

Then darting Headlong with a furious Leap,

From the high Tow'r fhe plung'd into the Deep,

Th;:s for Leander dy'd his fair Belov'd,

And equal Fates their equal Paflion prov'd.

Verses on the Death of the Duke

of Gloucester.

As when fome Merchant, on the Stormy Main,
In fiatt'ring Dreams enjoys his precious Gain j

But wakes with weeping Eyes to fee it caft

To raging Waves, and fears himfelf to fink at l;.ft :

Such empty Hopes of golden Days to come,
'Britannia Ciitcrtaiii'd fiom Olo''fi(r''i Blocm,
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with like Amazement does her Barling moan,
And at his Fall diihearten'd, dread her own.

Scarce were her grateful Shouts and Tranfpoxts o'er.

Due to the Day that her ^fcanius bore

;

When ftraight the Tidings of th' expiring Boy,

Like Light'ning blaftcd her impcrfeft Joy.

Thus Ilium ruin'd e'er the Day return'd,

In Afhes her nofturnal Revels mourn'd

:

The Deluge thus th' aftonilh'd Nations found

Secure of Danger, and in Pleafures drovvn'd.

Ev'n in his Birth-day Ornaments he dies.

Like fome choice Viftim dreft'd for Sacrifice j

So H«wr/20tt's Son arrefted'by his Death, [Breath:

Amidft the chearful Bowles refign'd his glorious

Nor more than we the Macedonians griev'd.

When dying he th' adoring World deceiv'd.

Oui Hopes in Glo^Jier^ had the Fates been kind.

Another Alexander once defign'd ;

And Prophefy'd from his Viftorious Sword

To us a fure Defence, and to the World a Lord:
But the large Produft fhew'd too quick a Prime 5

'Tis fatal to be ripe before the time.

So flioots fome generous Plant, his youthful Head,
With kindly Show'rs, and Heav'n's Indulgence fcdj

He feems by Nature's lavifh Bounty made -^

With profperous growth the Clouds above t'in- /
vadc. [Shade. (^

And skreen the Flocks below with his extended J
But thro' abounding early Vigour weak,

The Body bends, the loaded Tendrils break j

He flieds his blooming Honours all around.

And finks with fatal Plenty to the Ground.

In vain each artful Son of Paan tries -
With emulous Skill the nobieft Remedies, LEyes;>
In vain more precious Tears bedew each Parent's »

Quick as thcFlow'is are mown, he yields his Breath,

Eut fhews like them awhile, ev'n Beautiful in Death j

So look'd the charming Hyacinthas flain,

By hcav'nly Pow'rs beloy'd, aad mourn'd in vain 5
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No longer Life would hafty Fate allowr,

Tho' then Apollo ftrove, as 'JR^tcliff now.

The youthful Squadron, that e'crwhilc he ledj

In weeping Crowds furrounds the lovely Dead j

So throng'd the Cupidj where Adonis lay,

And mourn'd, and threw their ufelefs Darts away.

Yet a few Years, and they in fighting Fields [yields

;

With him had reap'd the Bays, which real Warfare

Had feen their beauteous Afrtr/, with dext'rous Force,

On advcrfe Javelins urge his foaming Horfe,

Or thro' wide Plains with llaughtcr'd Foes o'erfpread,

Pucfue the noble Chafe by daring William lead.

Ev'n William'' s Courage by this Stroke is try'd,

Dejcfted only more when Mary dy'd j

In his fwoln Eyes his tender Grief appears,

Tho' ftill his Blood flows fooner than his Tears.

How high, Great Sir, was our Expeftance lais'd.

In Glo'jfer hoping, what in you we Prais'd I

Secure like Eden, tho* defil'd with Sin,

You was the Sword, and He the Cherubin.

Who can enough the fatal Hour deteft.

When that fair Body loft its fairer Gueft,

The World a Wonder, and our Annals more
Than ever grac'd their (hining Leaves before 5

The noblcft Family its fole Increafe,

The Land its prefent Joy, and Pledge of future Peace ?

The Tyrant whom wild Rage did once provoke,

To wifh his Nation's Fall by one compendious Stroke,

Here had he Reign'd, and Gb'fier's Death beheld.

Had feen his Hate without his Crime fuHili'd.

Whence was this lovely Morn fo foon o'er-call J

Was the choice Subftance too rcfin'd to htft ?

Or have the Pow'rs fome other Blow prepar'd,

And therefore firft difarm'd us of our Guard ?

Or grudg'd they Albion her too wealthy Store ?

Or fnatch'd the Son, t' endear the Mother more?
How does the Mother he; loft Darling mourn,

So near his Day of Biitii from her Embraces torn \

M
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Siidly (he thinks on her vain Childbed Throes,

Wirh Pangs more laftiKg and n-:cic fliarp thanthofej

She wiflies oft to fill his happier I'lace,

And Death fhews lovely in her Glo\i2er's Face 3

Thro' ev'ry Scene of Grief her Fai-cy flies.

His living Ropes, and then his dying Ciies;

Cries difmal as wcie tho(e (when Judgment iwept

From Egypt her Firfl-boin) by ev'ry P^.rcnt wept.

As thofe which to the Jeuji by Foes diftrefs'd,

Their Guardian Angels laft Farewel e.vprefs'd.

O more by Sorrow now than Greatnefs known I

O thou who wcr't the Mother of a Son !

Precious like him Heav'n to the Patriarch gave, -^

Tho' no kind Angel interpos'd to lave ^
Your only Jfaac from his fudden Grave; ^
For his dear Lofs behold the Nation giiev'd,

If Sorrow be by Pattnerrtiip relicv'd ;

The Nation that your Sorrow too endiires.

Or might endure her own, but cannot yours.

Thenlpare your Tears, and fpare the Kingdom's too,'

Your Sex in Virtue foil'd, excel in Courage now.
In Courage which the World may worthy own
Of Glo*fier*s Mother, and your future Throne.

. So may our Guardian Angel, that a while

Vouchfafd in G/o'/^r's Shape to blefs our Ifle,

(Tho' now to angry Heav'n leturn'd again.

But Heav'n will ftill be kind whilfl you remain:)
So may that Genius with a better doom, [Womb,
Once more be Cloath'd in Flelh from your aafpiciou*

And by refembling this fitft heav'nly Boy,

Beguile your Melancholy into Joy:
Such be his forward Wit, his beauteous Frame,
In all, but his untimely End, the fame :

And when (but late will be that fatal Hour j [(lore,)

The Tears your Gb^fter lofl, Heav'n will to you le^

When long by publick Vows detain'd below.
To wifhing Angels you at length (hall go }

Let him the Throne, adorn'd by you, afcend.

And with jufl Power the willing ifle defend j
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Compofe his Realm's Divifions, heal its Wound J,

Kevive its Valour, and enlarge its Bounds ;

Brave as his Father, make the World obey,

And gently rule it, with his Mother's Sway:

.

A Prince like this to Britain's Hopes is due, -^

lor Britain hopes frefh Miracles to view, >i
Kemembring Clo^fier, and beholding you. -^

^0 Mrs. E. C. on her Birth-Day^ De-

cemb. II. I'd he Sung to Mufick,

HAIL I happy, happy Day I

When firft .Aminta. faw the Light

:

May'ft thou be ftill Serene and Gay,
Let Phaebpis brighten ev'ry Ray,
And drive to Regions far away

Each lullen Shade of Night.

In mildcft Glory let him rife,

Fair as her lovely fparkling Eyes,

To view his wide Command;
Large as her vaft capacious Soul,

Where Spheres of awful Graces roll

Stcddy, as thofe in her own native Skies.

Let no ftormy Winds arife,

Nor this happy Day moieft ;

But all be calm, and peaceful as her Breaft.

Borrow from the Spring one fmiling Ray,

And chafe the rugged Winter quite away:

Let each harmonious Sound falute her Ear,

And vernal Zephyrs whifper thro' the Air,

Soft as her Voice, or tuneful Hand,

And fweet as her own balmy Breath.

n.

Tell me-—one Day muft this inchanting Fair

Sink into the Arms of Death ?

This lovely Form like common Earth decay,

And be at laft cold lifclefs Clay?
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Ah ! muft we lofe fo fair a Light

Ift the dire Shades of everlafling Night ?

Banifh the difmal Thought, and be

From thefe tormenting Horrors free.

Tread in bright Virtue's Paths, like her;

And fliortly, when the joyful Trump fhall found.

To raife the Nations under Ground,

And wake the fleeping pious Fair,

Then brighter yet you'll fee her rife,

With gazing Angels mounting up the Skie^,

And (hine a long Eternity.

^ Mrs. M, M. with a Bough ofm
Orange- 7r^^.

By Mr. Harrifon, 0/ New-College, Oxon.

pROM a warm Clime and gen'rous Soil

r This Plant remov'd deludes our Toil,

Difdains what baffled Art has done,

And drooping, mourns the diftant Sun.

Jfct, Miray near thy Bofom plac'd.

It (hall ne^v Life, new Pleafure tafte,

Sweets more than Nature gave, difpenfe,

Nor lend thee Charms,, but borrow thence.

See the young Fruit thy Power confefs,

And love their own Bermudes lefs ; i

rho' all that we think bright and fair,

rho' Paradife it felf be there.

Ripen*d by thy aufpicious Eyes,

And eager to beftow the Prize,

For which thy matchlefs Beauties call,

Each kindles to a golden Bail 5

Love's fmiling Queen, whofe tender Aid
Pxotefts the Myrtles fragrant Shade,
Foie-knowing what thy Charms would be,

Left to thy Choice this faiicr Tree.
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y*^ /^^ S p R I N G ; An Invocation^

Written in the Per/on of Anacreon.

By
J.

L.

CHearing Phcebus ! Come away

!

Why d'ye make this lon^ Delay ?

Hafte, and cloath our naked iicldsj

Trip up youthful F/era's Heels j

(But lay the Goddefs gently down,

You only know to give Green-Gown,)

Ruffle her, kifs her, make her glow

With rofie BluHies, melt her Snow,

And make her fairer Lillics grow.

Oh ! how I Languilh, how I Pine,

To view the Tendrels of the Vine,

The faithful Pledge of fprightly Wine 1

Methinks I hear the Women cry.

That Sol grows Old as well as I

;

And almoft at lix thoufand Years,

One might expeft a few Grey Heirs.

AlTume the lufty Bridegroom's Flame!
Mount like a God ! maintain your Fame I

And fhow us you have Power yet.

To put all Nature in a Sweat.

Give me raging Drought ! fox why 5

I long, 1 long I to be adry !

With flowing Wine to quench my Thirft,

With greater Draught I and greater Gult ',

Give me Rofic-Garlands too!

Regale my Smell ! adorn my Brow ',

To furnifh out ^nacreon's Feaft,

Love, and Wine will do the reft.

Indulgent Venus all the Year

Supplies her Poet with good Cheer,

And Hacchm too is, under Ground
In Giots and Caveins, to be found.
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Then, Phxbusi let not Athcifts fay, y
You're lefs a Deity than they j >
AiTumc the God ! and come away, -^

ftbe Philosopher V DifquifitiofZ

dirediecl to the Dying Christian,

By Sir W. Davenant, Knight

»

I.

BEfore by Death, you never Knowledge gain,

(For to increafc your Knowledge you muft dye)
Tell me if all that Learning be not vain,

On which we proudly in this Life rely.

IL

Is not the Learning which we Knowledge call.

Our own but by Opinion and in part J

Not made intircly certain, nor to allj

And is not Knowledge but disputed Art ?

III.

Aad the* a bad, yet 'tis a forward Guide

;

Who, vexing at the fhoitnefs of the Day,
Doth to overtake fwift Time, Itill onward ride :

Whilft ftill we follow, and ftill doubt oui Way,

IV.

A Guide, who ev*ry Step proceeds with Doubt j

Who gueffingly her Progrefs doth begin

;

And brings us back where iirft fhe led us out

To meet dark Midnight at our reftlefs Inn,

V.

%t is a Plummet to fo Ihort a Line,

As founds no deeper then the Sounder's, Eye«,

The People's Meteor which not long can fhinc,

KoE far above the middle Region life^
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VI.

This Spy ficom Schools gets ill Intclllgchce j

Where Art impofing Rules, - gravely errs.

She fteals to Nature's Clofet, and from thence

Brings nought but undecyphcr'd Charaftcrs.

VII.

She doth, like /«^/Vs laft Difcov'rers, boaft

Of adding to old Maps, tho' fhe has been.

But failing by fome clear and open Coaft,

Where all is woody, wild, and dark within.

VIII.

Falfe Learning wanders upward more and more.
Knowledge (for fuch there is in fome degree)

Still vaihjy, like the Eagle, loves to foar,

Tho' it can ncvei to the higheft fee. -^

IX.

For Errors Mift doth bound the Spirits fight [low^

As Clouds (which make Earths arched Roof feem
Reftrain the Bodies Eyes; «nd ftill when Light

Grows <:lcarer upward. Heaven muft higher fliow.

X.

And as good Men,whofe Minds towards Goelhcad rife,

,

Take Heavens height higher than they can exprefs j

So from that height they lower things defpife, .

And oft contraft Earth's littlcncfs to lefs.

XL
Of this foibidden Fruit, fince we but gain,

A tafte, by which we only hungry growj

We meerly toil to find our Studies vain

;

And truft to Schools for what they cannot know,

XII.

If Knowledge be the Coin of Souls, 'tis fet

Above the Standard of each common Reign 5

And, like a Medal of God's Cabinet,

4s icldorn Aewix, and foon put up again.
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XIII.

For tho* in one bleft Age much fway it bears.

Yet -to the next it oft becomes unI<nown j

Unlcfs like long hid Medals it appears

In Counterfeits, and for Deceit be fhown,

XIV.

Ilf Heav'n with Knowledge did fome one indue
With more than the Experience of the Dead;

,To teach the Living more than Life e'er knew
In Schools, where all Succefllon may be bred,

XV.

Then (as in Cotuts, meer Strangers baflifully

At firft their w^lk towards private Doors begin 5

But bolder grow when thofe they open fpy,

And being cnter'd beckon others in.)

XVL
80 to her fiudious Cell (which would appear

, Like Nature's privy-Lodgings) my Addrefs

I firft by Health would make, but entring there

1 (hould grow bold, and give to all Accefs.

XVIL

Then to her fecret Nurfery would proceed ;

And thither bring the World, to judge how fhe

lirft-Caufes, and Times Infancy did breed ;

For Knowledge fhould, fincc good, to ail be free,

XVIII.

If Knowledge muft, as Evil, hidden lid

Then we, its Objed, Nature, fcem to blame

}

And whilft we banifh Knowledge, as a Spy,

We but hide Nature as we covet Shame,

XIX.

For if out Obje£l', Nature, be correift.

Bold Knowledge then a free Spedator is»

And not a Spy, lince Spies we fcarce fufpeft

Or fear, but where their Obj^ds ate amifs.
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XX.

In gathering Knowledge from the Sacred Tree,

I would not fnarch in hafte the Fruit below j

But rather climb, like tho'fe who curious be,

And boldly tafle, that which docs higheft grow#

XXI.

For Knowledge would her Profpcft take in height

}

*Tis God's lov'd Eag e , bred by him to fly,

Tho' with weak Eyes, ftill upward at the Light,

And may foar fhoxt, but cannot foar too high,

XXII.

Tho' Life, fince finite, has no ill Excufc

Fox being but in finite Objects learn'd,

yet fure the Soul was made for little ufe,

Unlefs it be in infinites concern'd,

XXIII. f[MInd*.

Speak then fijch things of Heaven (fince ftudioug J

Seem travail'd Souls, and yours prepares to go)

As mine may wifti the Journey, when it finds

That yours doth Hcaven,her Native Coantryjknovr,

XXIV.

Tell, if you found your Faith, e'er you ft fought?

Or could it fpring e'er Reafon was full blown?

Or could it learn, 'till by your Rcafon taught,

To know it felf, or be by others known ?

XXV.
Where Men have feveral Faiths, to find the true

We only can the aid of Reafon ufe j

'Tis Rcafon (hews us which we fliould efchew

When by Comparifon we learn to chufe.

XXVI.

But tho' we there on Reafon muft rely

Where Men to feveral Faiths their Minds difpofc.

Yet, after Reafons choice, the Schools are fhy

TO let it judge the very Faith it chofe.

How
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XXVII.

Howc'er, 'tis call'd to conftrue the Records

Of Faith's dark Charter, wrapt in Sacred Writ ;

And is the only Judge even of thofe Words
By which Faith claims that Reafon fliould fubmit.

XXVIIL

Since Holy Tfxt bids Faith to comprehend
Such Myfterics as Nature may fufpeil.

And Faith muft Reafon, as her Guide, attend,

Lcaft (h^ miftakc what Scripture doth diiei5t.

XXIX.-

Since from the Soul's fu Country, Heaven, God feat

His Law (an Embafiy to few reveal'd)

Which did thofe good Conditions reprefent

Of our Eternal Peace, e'er it was feal'd.

XXX.
Since to remote Ambafladors are given

Interpreters, when they with Kings confer :

Since to that Law, God's EmbafTy from Heaven,
Our Reafon ferves as an Interpreter

j

XXXI.

Since juftly Clients pay that Judge 9.n awe,

Who Law's loft Senfc interprets and reftores j

(Yet Judges are no more above the Law
Then Truchmen arc above AmbalTadors.)

xxxii.

since Reafon, as a Judge, the Tryal hath

Of diff'ring Faiths, by adverfe Pens perplext
j

Why is not Reafon reckon'd above Faith,

Tho' not above her Law, the Sacred Text .?

XXXIIL

If Reafon have fuch worth, why fiiould fhe ftill

Attend below, whilft Faith doih upward clnnb 1

yet common Faith feems but aift-idy'd Will j

.^«'*»
,

And Reafon calls unftudy'd Will a Crime.
Vol. VI. O
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XXXIV.

Slave Pveafoa, even at home in Prifon lies;

And by Religion is fo watch'd, and aw*d.

That tho' the Prifon Windows, both her Eyes,

Stand open, yet fhe fcarce dares look abroad.

XXXV.

Taith thinks, that Rcafon is her adverfe Spy;

Yet Reafon is, thro' doubtful ways, her Guidej

But like a Scout, brought in from th' Enemy,
Jvluft, when fhe guide s her, bound, and guarded iide«

XXXVI.

Or if by Faith, not as her Judge difdain'd.

Nor, as her Guide, fufpefted, but is found

In every Sentence juft to the arraign'd,

And guides her light, unguarded and unbound

:

XXXVII.

Why then fhould fuch a Judge be ftlll deny'd

T' examine (fince Faith's Claims ftill publick are)

Her fecret Pleas J Or, why fhould fuch a Guide

Be hinder'd, where Faith goes, to go as far 5

XXXVIII.

And yet as one, bred humbly, who would fhow

His Monarch's Palace to a Stranger, goes

But to the Gates; as if to let him know
Where fo much Greatnefs dwells, not what it does 5

XXXIX.

. Whllft ftralt the Stranger enters undeny'd,

As one whofe Breeding has much bolder been j

So Reafon, tho' fhe were at firft Faith's Guide

ToHeav'n, yet waits without, when Faith goes In,'

XL.

But tho', at Court, bold Strangers enter, where

The way is to their bafhful Guide forbid;

Yet he, when they comeback, is apt to hear

And ask them, what the King then faid, an4 di4?
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And Co, tho' Reafon (which is Faith's firft Guide
To God) is ftopt where Faith has entrance free.

As Nature's Stranger 3 tho' 'tis then dcny'd

To Reafon, as of Nature's Family j

XLII.

yet ft rait, when from her Vifion and her Trance
Faith does return, then Reafon quits that awc»

Enjoin'd when Priefts impos'd our Ignorance ;

And asks, how much (he of the Godhead faw ?

XLIII.

But as a prudent Monarch feems alone,

Retir'd, asif conceal'd even to his Court;

To Subjcfts more in Pow'r than Pcrfon known

;

At diftance fought, and found but by Report j

XLIV.

So God hath vail'd his Pow'r with Myfteries

Even to his Court in Heaven; and Faith comes
Not prying with a Stranger's curious Eyes, [theic.

But like a plain implicit Worfhipper.

XLV.

Yet as Court-Strangers, getting fome Pi^cccCs,

Arc apt to tell at home, more than they faw

;

Tho' then their Pencil draws Court-greatnefs lefs.

Than that which Truth at nearer view could draw

:

XLVI.

So Faith (who is even taught an Ignorance j

For {he by Knowledge quits her Dignity)

Does Icffen God-head, which ihe would advance.

By telling more of God than ihe can fee.

XLVII.

Our Souls but like unhappy Strangers come [Coafl 5

From Heav'n, their Country, to this World's bad

They Land, then ftrait are backward bound for home 5

And many arc in Storms of Paflion loft I

O z
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XLVIII.

They long with Danger fail thro* Life's vcxt Scas,

In Bodies, as in Vcffels full of Leaks $

Walking in Veins, their narrow Galleries j

Shorter than walks of Seamen on their Decks.

XLIX.

Art's Card is by their Pilot, Faith, refus'd j

Her Courfe by guefs flie ever forward bear^ j

Reafon her Rudder is, but never us'd^

Becaufe towardsHcavcn Ihe ne'er withReafon ficcrs,

L.

For as a Pilot, fute of fair Trade-Winds,

The Helm in all the Voyage never hands,

But ties it up, fo Rcafon's Kelm fhe binds,

And boldly clofe for Heaven's fafe Harbour ft ands,

LI.

In Reafon's place, Tradition doth her lead;

And that prcfumptuous Antiquary makes
Strong Laws of weak Opinions of the Dead,

And what was common Coin, for Medals takes.

LII.

Tradition ! Times rufpefted Regifter

!

Too oft Reiigiea at her Tryal fails !

Inftead of Knowledge, teacheth her to err;

And wears out Truth's beft Stories into Talcs,

LIII.

O why hath fuch a Guide Faith's Progrefs laid?

Or can our Faith, ill guided, guide us well?

Ot had flie not Tradition's Mapps furvey'd.

How could flic aim to (hew us Hcav'n and Hell?

LIV.

If Faith with Reafon never doth advife;

Nor yet Tradition leads her, (he is then

From Heaven infpii'd, and fecretly grows wife

Above the Schools, we know not how, nor when.
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LV.

For could we know how Faith's bold Tmft is wrought.

What are thole Vifions we in fleep difcern
j

And when by Heavens fhort Whifpers we are taught

More than the watchful Schools could ever learn ;

LVL
Then foon Faith's Ignorance, which now doth feem
A ferious Wonder to Philofophy,

Would fall from Value to a low Eftcem,

And not a Wonder nor a Virtue be.

LVIL
But tho' we cannot guefs the manner how

Grace firft is fecretly in fmall Seeds foA^n j

Yet Fruit, tho' Seed lies hid, in view doth grow;
And Faith, the Fruit ofGrace,muft needs be known.

LVIir.

Faith lights us thro' the dark to Deity ;

Whilft, without fight, we witnefs that fhe fhows
More God than in his Works our Eyes can fee;

Tko'nonebutby thofe Works the Godhead knows.

LIX.

If you have Faith, then you we muft adore ;

Since Faith docs rather feem infpii'd than taught 5

And Men infpir'd have of the Godhead more
Than Nature ever found, or Reafon fought,

LX.
To you whom Infpiration Sandifies,

I come with Doubts, the Mind's defeft of Light,
As to Apoftles fome, with daikned Eyes,

Came to receive by Miracle their Sight.

LXL
And when I thus prefume, you are with mote
Than Nature's publick Wcahh by Faith indu'd,

or think you fhould reveal your fecret Storey

you cannot judge my bold Opinion rude.

O 3
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LXII.

Even Faith (not proving what it would aiTuie)

But bold Opinion feems to Reafons view j

Andfince the Blind brought Eiiith to help theii: Cuie^

I bring Opinion, Reafon's Faith, to you.

LXIII.

We, for their Knowledge, Men inlpirM adore;

Not for tliofe Truths they hide, but thofe they fiiow 5

And vulgar Reafon finds, that none knows more
Than that which he can make another know,

LXIV.

Then tell me firft, if Nature muft forbear

To ask, why ftill fhe muft remain in Doubt?
A Darknefs which does much like Hell appear.

Where all may enter in, but none get out.

LXV.
Thus we at once are bidden and forbid i

Charg'd to make God the Objeft of the Mindj
Then hinder'd from it, fince he is fo hid,

As we but feek that which we cannot find,

LXVI.

Our glim'ring Knowledge, like the wandring Light

In Fenns, doth to Incertainties direct

The weary Progrefs of our ufelefs light}

And only makes us able to fufpeil.

LXVII.

Or if inquiring Minds are not kept in,

But by fome few, whom Schools to Power advance.

Who, fir.ce themfelv«s fee fliort, would make it Sixip

When others look beyond their Ignorance}

LXVill.

If, as God's Students, we have leave to learn

His Truths, why doth his Text oft need debate?

Why, as thro' Mifts, muft wc his Laws difcern ?

Since Laws feem Snares, when they arc mtiicate.
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LXIX.

They who believe Man's Reafon is too fcant.

And that it doth the War of Writers caufe j

Infer that God's great Works proportion want,

Who taught our Rcafonjand did write thofeLaws,

LXX.
His Text, the Soul's Record, appears to fome

(Tho' thence our Souls hold their Inheritance)

Obfcure by growing old, and feems to come,
Not by Coniignment to us, but by Chance.

LXXL
Law (which is Reafon made Authority)

Allows Ccnfignment to be good and clear,

I'Tot when, like this, it does in Copies lie,

But in the known Original appear.

Lxxn.
Could this Record be too authentiek made ?

Or why, when God was fafhion'd to our Eyes,

And very Forms of human Laws obey'd,

Did he not fign it but by Deputies ?

LXXIII.

Or why, when he was Man, did he not deign

Wholly to write this Text with his own Hand !

Or why (as if all written Rolls were vain)

Did he ne'er write but once, and but in Sand?

LXXIV.
Tell me, why Heav'n at firft did fu^er Sin?

Letting Seed grow which it had never Town ?

Why, when the Soul's firft Fever did begin.

Was it not cut'd, which now a Plague is grown?

LXXV.
Why did not Heav'ns prevention Sin reflrain ?

Or is not Pow'rs Permilfion a Confent ?

Which is in Kings as much as to ordain;

Aud Ills oidain'u are free from Punilhmcnt,

O4
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LXXVI.

And fince no Ciimc could be e'er Laws were fram'd;

Lavs dearly taught us how to know Offence j

Had Laws not been, we never had been blam'dj
for not to know we Sin, is Innocence.

LXXVIL
Sin's Childhood was net ftarv'd, but rather more
Than finely fed; To fweet were Pieafures made

That nouiifht it : For fv^czt is Luft of Pow'r,

And Iwecter, Beauty, which hath Power bctrayM,

LXXVIIL

Sin, which at fulleft growth is childifii ftilJ,

Would, but for Pieafurc's company, decay;

As fickly Children thrive that have their Wilij

JBut quickly languifli being kept from Play.

LXXIX.

Since only Plcafurc breeds Sins appetite;

Which ftill by picafant Objects is infus'd

;

Since 'tis piovok'd to what it doth commit

;

And Ills proYok'd may plead to be excus'dj

LXXX.

Why fi.ouid our Sins, which not a Moment laft,

(For, ro Ereinity compar'd, extent

Of Life, is, e'er we name it, flopt and paft)

Receive a Doom of cndlefs Puniihment ?

LXXXL
If Souls CO Hell's vaft Prifon never come

Con-imittcd for their Crimes, but deftin'u be.

Like Eondmen born, whofe Prifon is their Home,
And long e'er they were bound, could not be free j

LXXXn.
Then hard is Peftiny's dark Law; whofe Text

We arc ferbid to read, yet muft obey ;

And Reafon with her ufclefs Eyes is vext,

Which ftiive to guide hei where they fee no way.
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LXXXUL

I>oth it our Reafons Mutinies appeafe,

TO fay, the Potter may his own Clay mould
To cv'ry ufe, or in what (liape he pleafe,

At firft not counfel'd, nor at laft controul'd?

LXXXIV.

Pow'rs Hard can neither cafie be nor ftricl

To lifelefs Cliiy, which Eafe nor Torment knows j

And where it cannot Favour nor AfHicl:,

It neither Juflice nor Injuftice fliows.

LXXXV.
Eut Souls have Life, and Life eternal too ;

Therefore if doom'd before they can offend.

It feems to Ihew what heav'nly Power can do.

But does not in that Deed that Pow'i commend,

LXXXVL
That we are deftin'd after Death to more
Than Reafon thinks due Punifhment for Sins^

Seems pofllble, becaufe in Life, before

We know to Sin, our Punifiiment begins.

LXXXVIL
Why elfe do Infants with incefTant Cries

Complain of fecret Harm as foon as born?

Or why are they, in Cities Deftinies,

So oft by War from ravifnt Mothers torn ?

LXXXVIIL

Doth not Belief of being deftin'd draw

Our Reafon to Prefumption or Defpaii*

If Deftiny be not, like human Law,

To be repeal'd, what is the ufe of Prayer?

LXXXLX.
Why even to all was Pray'r enjoin'd? Since thoic

Whom God (whofe Will ne'er alters) did elccl,

Are fure of HCAven j and wnen wc Fr.iVj it rtl0^s

That we his Ceitainty of Will fufpcv^*

o s
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xc.

Thofe who to laftlng Darknefs deftin'd werei

Tho' foon as born they pray, yet pray too late %

Avoidlefs Ills we to no purpofe fear;

And none, when Fear is paft, will Supplicate,

ihe Christian V Reply to the

Philosopher.
By the fame Hand,

THE Good in Graves as heavenly Seed are Town 5

And at theSaints firft Spring,the General Doom,
Will rife, not by Degrees, but fully blown;

When all the Angels to their Harveft come.

II.

Cannot Almighty Heaven (fince Flowers which pafs

Thaw'd thro' a Still, and there melt mingled too.

Are rais'd diftind in a poor Chymift's Glafs)

Do more in Graves than Men in Lymbeck^ do?

III.

God bred the Arts, to make us more believe

(By fecking Nature's cover' d Myfteries)

His darker Works, that Faith may thence conceive

He can do more than what our ^.eafon fees.

IV.

O Coward Faith I Religion's trembling Guide!

Whom even the dim-ey'd Arts muft lead to fee

What Nature only from our Sloth does hide,

Caufes remote, which Faith's dark Dangers be.

V.

Religion, e'er Impos'd, ihould firft be taught}

Not feem to dull Obedience ready lay'd.

Then fwallow'd ftrait for Eafe, but long be fought j

And be by Kcafon counreird, tho' not fway'd.



MiscELtANV Poems. 299
VI.

Cod has enough to Human Kind difclos'dj

6ui flefhly Garments he a while receiv'd.

And walk'd as if the Godhead were dcpos'd.

Yet could be then but by a few believed.

VII.

The Faithlefs Jeixis will this at Doom confef^,

Who did fufpeft him for his low Difguife :

But, i£ he could have made his Virtue lefs,

He had been more familiar to their Eyes.

VIII.

.Frail Life I in which thro* Mifts of human Breath,

We grope for Truth, and make our Progrefs flowj

Bccaufe, by Paflion blinded, 'till by Death,

Our Paflions ending, we begin to know.

IX.

O rev'tend Death ! whofe Looks can foon advife

Even fcornful Youth J whilft Priefts their Dodlrine

Yet mocks us too j for he does make us wife, [wfefte.

When by his coming our Affairs are paft.

X.

O harmlefs ®eathl whom ftill the valiiint Brave,

The Wife exped, the Sorrowful invite,

And all the good Embrace, who know the Grave,

A fliort dark Paflage to eternal Light.

^n Imitation of Uxor vade foras. In

Mart. L. ii. Ep, lof.

By Captain H-

SWeet Spoufc, you muft prcfently troop and be gonCj

Or fairly fubmit to your betters

,

Unlefs for the Faults that are paft, you atonc>

I muft kaock off my Conjugal-letters,
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II.

when at Night I am paying the Tribute of Love,

You know well enough what's my meaning,

you fcoin to afllft my Devotion, or move.

As if all the while you were dreaming.

III.

At Cribbagc and Put, and All Fours I have fecn

A Porter more Pafllon expreffing,

Than thou, wicked K^te, in the rapturous Scene,

And the hcighth of the amorous Blclfing.

IV.

Then fay I to my felf, is my Wife made of Stone,

Or does the old Serpent poffefs herj

Better Motion and Vigour by far might be fliQwn

By dull Spoufe of a German Profeffor.

V.

So Kjttc take Advice, and reform in good time.

And while I'm performing my Duty,

Come in fer your Club, and repent of the Crime
Of paying all Scores with your Beauty.

VI.

All Day thou may*ft Cant, and look grave as a Nun,
And run after Bnrgefs the furly j

Or fee that the Family Builnefs be done,

And chide all thy Servants demurely,

VII.

But when you're in Bed with your Maftcr and King,
That Tales out of School ne'er does trumpet,

Move, wriggle, heave, pant, clip round like a Ring,

In iboir, be as U\vd as a Strumpet.
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HIL E Crowds of Filnccs Your Dc-^
Celts proclaim,

Proud in their Number to enroll
Your Namej

While Empei'ors to You commit
their Caufe,

And ^nnA's Praifes crown the vaft Applaufej

Accept, Great Leader, what the Mufe recites.

That in ambitious Vcife attempts your Fights,

Fir'd and tranfported with a Theme fo new

:

Ten Thoufand Wonders op'ning to my View
Shine forth at oncej Sieges and Storms appear,

And Wars and Conquefts fill th' Important Year,
Rivers of Blood I fee, and Hills of Slain,

An Iliad rifing out of One Campaign.
The Haughty Gattl beheld, with tow'ring Pride,'

His ancient Bounds eniarg'd on ev'iy Side,

rirene's lofty Barriers were fubdu'd.

And in the midll of his wide Empire flood.

jfufonia^s States, the Viftor to reftrain,

Oppos'd their ^Ipes and xAppennhes in vain.

Nor found themfclves, with ftrength of Rocks im-
Behind their Eveilafting Hills fecur'd; [mur'd.
The rifing Danube its long Race began.

And half its Comfc thi©' the new Conquefts ranj
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Amaz'd and anxious for her Sov'raign's Fates,

Cerma.nia trembled thro' a hundred States j

Great Leopold himfelf was feiz'd with Fear,

He gaz'd around, but faw no Succour near.

He gaz'd, and half abandon'd to Defpair,

His Hopes on Heav'n, and Confidence in Pray'r.

To BnVdzVs Queen the Nations turn their Eyes,
On Her Refolves the Wcftern World relics,

Confiding ftill, amidft its dire Alarms,

In yAnnai's Councils, and in ChKrchiWs Arms :

Thrice Happy Britain^ from the Kingdoms rent.

To fit the Guardian of the Continent !

That fees her Braveft Son advanc'd fo high.

And flourifhing fo near her Prince's Eye j

Thy Fav'rites grow not up by Fortune's fport.

Or from the Crimes, or Follies of a Court

;

On the firm Bafis of Defert they rife,

Irom long try'd Faith, and Friendfhip's Holy Ties:

Their Sov'raign's well-diftinguifh'd Smiles they fhare.

Her Ornaments in Peace, her Strength in War :

The Nation thanks them with a Publick Voice,

By Show'rs ofBlelTlngs Heav*n approves their Choice}

Envy it felf is dumb, in Wonder loft,

And Factions ftrive who ihall applaud 'cm moft.
Soon as foft Vernal Breezes warm the Sky,

Britannia,'' s Colours in the Zephyrs fly i

Her Chief already has his March begun,

Crolling the Provinces Himfelf had won,
'Till the Mofelle^ appearing from afar.

Retards the Progrefs of the Moving War:
Delightful Stream, had Nature bid her Fall

In diftant Climes, far from the perjur'd Ganl j

But now a Purchafe to the Sword Ihe lyes.

Her Harvefts for uncertain Owners rife.

Each Vineyard doubtful of its Matter grows,

And to the Viftor's Bowl each Vintage flows :

The difcontcnted Shades of flaughter'd Hofts,

That wandei'd on her Banks, her Hciocs Ghofts



Miscellany Poems. 3®^

Hop'd, when they faw Britannia*s Arms appear,

The Vengeance due to their great Deaths was near.

Our God-like Leader, ere the Stream he paft.

The mighty Scheme of all his Labours caft,

Forming the Wond'rous Year within his Thought}

His Bofom glow'd with Battels yet unfought

:

The long laborious March he firft furveys,

And joins the diftant Danube to the Maefe,

Between whofe Floods fuch pathlefs Forefts grow.

Such Mountains rife, To many Rivers flow ,

The Toil looks lovely in the Heroe's Eyes,

And Danger ferves but to enhance the Prize.

Big with the Fate oi Europe^ he renews

His dreadful Courfe, and the proud Foe purfucs,

Infcfted by the burning Scorpion's Hear,

The fultry Gales round his chaPd Temples beat,

'Till on the Borders of the Ajdine he finds

Defcnllve Shadows, and refrefhing Winds:
Our Britifh Youth, with in-born Freedom bold,

Unnumber'd Scenes of Servitude behold,^
Kations of Slaves, with Tyranny debas'd,

(Their Maker's Image more than half defac'd)

Hourly inftrufted, as they urge their Toil,

To prize their Queen, and love their Native SoiL

Still to the rifing Sun they take their Way
Through Clouds of Duft, and gain upon the Day,
When now the Neckar on its friendly Coaft

With cooling Streams revives the fainting Hoft,

That chearfully its Labours paft forgets,

The Midnight Watches, and the Noon-day Heats,

O'er proftrate Towns and Palaces they pafs,

(Now cover'd o'er with Weeds, and hid in Grafs)

Breathing Revenge i whilft Anger and Difdaia
Pire ev'ry Breaft, and boil in ev'ry Vein:
Here fliatter'd Walls, like broken Rocks, from far

Rife up in hideous Views, the Guilt of War,
Whilft here the Vine o'er Hills of Ruin climbs,

Induftrious to conceal great Bonrbon^s Crimes,
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At length the Fame oi England's Hcroc drew
Eugenia to the glorious Interview j

Great Souls by Inftinft to each other turn,

Demand Alliance, and in Fiiendlhip burn?

A fudden Friendflnp, while with ftretch'd out RayS
They meet each other, mingling Blaze with Blazc#

Poliih'd in Courts, and hardened in the Field,

Renown'd for Conqueft, and in Council skill'd.

Their Courage dwells not in a troubled Flood
Of mounting Spirits, and fermenting Blood;
Lodg'd in the Soul, with Virtue over-rul'd,

Inflam'd by Reafon, and by Reafon cool'd.

In Hours of Peace content to be unknown,
And o»]y in the Field of Battel (liown ;

To Souls like thefe, in mutual Friendfhip join'd,

Heav'n dares entruft the Caufe of Human kind.

Britannia^s graceful SoHS appear in Arms,
Her Harras'd Troops the Heroc's Prefence warms,
Whilft the high Hills and Rivers all around
With thund'ring Peals of Briti/h Shouts refound ;

Doubling ^ir Speed they March with frclh Delight,

Eager for Glory, and require the Fight.

So the ftanch Hound thfixrembling Deerpurfucs,

And fmclls his Footfteps in the tainted Dews,
The tedious Track unrav'ling by degrees:

But when the Scent comes warm in ev'ry Breeze^

Fir'd at the near Approach, he flioots away
On his full Stretch, and bears upon his Prey.

The March concludes, the various Realms arcpaft,^

Th' Immortal SchelUnberg appears at laft

:

Like Hills th' afpiring Ramparts rife on high.

Like Vallies at their Feet the Trenches lye 5

Batt'rics on Batt'ries guard each fatal Pafs,

Threat'ning Deftruftionj Rows of hollow Bra(s,

Tube behind Tube, the dreadful Entrance keep,

Whilft in their Wombs Ten Thoufand Thunders fleep?

Great Churchill O'^as, charm'd with the glorious fight?

His March o'cr-paid by fucli a piomis'd Fight,
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The Weftern Sun now (hot a feeble Ray,

And faintly fcatter'd the Remains of Day,

Ev'ning approach'd j but oh what Hofts of Foes

Were never to behold that Evening clofe I

Thick'ning their Ranks, and wedg'd in firm Array,

The clofe compared Britons win their Way j

In vain the Cannon their throng'd War defac'd

WithTrafts of Death, and laid the Battel waftej

Still prefling forward to the Fight, they broke

Thro' Flames of Sulphur, and a Night of Smoke,
'Till flaughter'd Legions fill'd the Trench below,

And bore their fierce Avengers to the Foe.

High on the Works the mingling Hofts engageji

The Battel kindled into Tenfold Rage
With Show'rs of Bullets and with Storms of Tire

Burns in full Fury, Heaps on Heaps expire.

Nations with Nations mix'd confus'dly die.

And loft in one promifcuous Carnage lye.

How many gen'rous Britons meet their Doom,
New to the Field, and Heroes in the Bloom !

Th' llluftrious Youths, that left their Native ShoiG

To March where Britons never march*d before

(O Fatal Love of Fame I O Glorious Heat
Only DeftruiHve to the Brave and Great!)

After fuch Toils o'crcome, fuch Dangers paft,

Stietch'd on Bavarian Ramparts breathe their lail^

But hold, my Mufe, may no Complaints appear,,

Nor blot the Day with an ungrateful Tear:
While Marlbro lives, Uritanma's Stars difpenfc

A friendly Light, and (hine in Innocence.

Plunging thro' Seas of Blood his fiery Steed

Where-c'er his Friends retire, or Foes fucceedj

Thofc he fupports, thefe drives to iiidden Flight,

And tarns the various Fortune of the Fight.

Forbear, Great Man, Renown'd in Arms, foibcai
To brave the thickefi: Terrors of the War,
Nor hazard thus, confus'd in Crowds of Foes,
BYiwmiA^& Safety, and the Woild's Repofe j
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Let Nations anxious for thy Life abate

This Scorn of Danger, and Contempt of Fate r

Thouliv'ft not for thy felf; thy Queen demands
Conqueft and Peace from thy Viftorious Hands ;

Kingdoms and Empires in thy Fortune join,

Afid Europe's Deftiny depends on Thine.

At length the long-difputed Pafs they gain,

By croudcd Armies fortify'd in vain ;

The War breaks in, the fierce 'Bavarians yield.

And fee their Cam.p with Brhip: Legions fill'd.

So "Belgian Mounds bear on their (hatter'd Sides

The Sea's whole weight, encreas'dwithfwcllingTideSj

But if the rufhing Wave a Paflage finds,

Enrag'd by watry Moons, and warring Winds,
The trembling Peafant fees his Country round
Cover'd with Tempefts, and in Oceans drown'd.

The few furviving Foes difperft in Flight,

(Refufe of Swords, and Gleanings of a Fight)

In ev'ry raffling Wind the Viftor hear,

And Marliro's Form in ev'ry Shadow fear,

'Till the dark Cope of Night with kind Embrace
Befriends the Rout, and covers their Difgrace.

To DonKa-wert, with unrefifted Force,

The gay Viftorious Army bends its Courfc ;

The Growth of Meadows, and the Pride of Fields,

Whatever Spoils Bavarians Summer yields,

(The Danub&'s great Increafe) "Britannia fhares,

The Food of Armies, and Support of Wars:
With Magazines of Death, deftruftive Balls,

And Cannons doom'd to batter Landati's Walls,

The Vidior finds each hidden Cavern ftor'd,

And turns their Fury on their Guilty Lord.

Deluded Prince I how is thy Greatnefs croft

,

And all the gaudy Dream of Empire loft.

That proudly fet thee on a fancy'd Throne,

And made imaginary Realms thy own I

Thy Troops, that now behind the Danube Join,

Shall (hoitly feck for Shelter from the %hinet
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Nor find it there; Surrounded with Alarms,

Thou hop'ft th' Afllftance of the Gallic Arms;

The Gallic Arms in Safety fh^ll advance,

And croud thy Standards with the Pow'r of France,

While to exalt thy Doom, th' afpiring Gattl

Shares thy Deftruction, andadorns thy Fall.

Unbounded Courage and Compaflion join'd,

Tcmp'ring each other in the Vidtoi's Mind,

Alternately proclaim him Good and Great,

And make the Heroe and the Man complcat.

Long did he ftrive th' obdurate Foe to gain

By profFei'd Grace, but long he ftrove in vainj

*Till fir'd at length he thinks it vain to fpare

His riling Wrath, and gives a Loofe to War.

In Vengeance rous'd the Soldier fills his Hand
With Sword ai'd Fire, and ravages the Lan^i,

A Thoufand Villages to Aflies turns,

In crackling Flames a Thoufand Harvefts burns

;

To the thick Woods the woolly Flocks retreat.

And mixt with bellowing Herds confus'dly bleat j

Their trembling Lords the common Shade partake.

And Cries of Infants found in every Brake:

The lift'ning Soldier fixt in Sorrow ftands,

Loth to Obey his Leader's juft Commands j

The Leader grieves, by gen'rous Pity fway'd.

To fee his juft Commands fo well obey'd.

But now the Trumpet terrible from far

In (hriller Clangors animates the War,
Confed'rate Drums in fuller Confort Beat,

And ecchoing Hills the loud Alarm repeat:

Gallia's proud Standards, to Bavarians join'd,

Unfurl their gilded Lillies in the Wind j

The daring Prince his blafted Hopes renews.

And while the thick embattled Hoft he views

Strctcht out in deep Array, and dreadfiil Length,

His Heart dilates, and glories in his Strength.

The fatal Day its mighty Courfe began.

That the griev'd V/oiid had long defii'd in vain:
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States that their New Captivity bemoan' tf.

Armies of Martyrs^ that in Exile groan'd,

Sighs from the Depth of gloomy Dungeons heardj

And Pray'rs in Bitternefs of Soul preferi'd,

JE«-ro;7e's loud Cries, that Providence aflaij'd.

And ^n?ta's Ardent Vows at length prevail'd 5

The Day was come when Heav'n delign'd to fliow

His Care and Conduft of the World below.

Behold in awful March and dread Array

The long Extended Squadrons (hape their Way !

Death, in approaching terrible, imparts

An anxious Horror to the Braveft Hearts,

Yet do their beating Breafts demand the Strife,

And thirft of Glory quells the Love of Life 5

No vulgar Fears can BritifJj Minds controuj.

Heat of Revenge, and Noble Pride of Soul

O'er-look the Foe, advantag'd by his Poft,

Leffen his Numbers, and Contraft his Hoft :

Tho* Fens and Floods polTeft the middle Space,

That unprovok'd they would have fear'd to pafs.

Nor Fens nor Floods can ftop Britannia s Bands,

When her proud Foe rang'don their Borders ftands.

But O, my Mufe, what Numbers wilt thou find,

To fing the furious Troops in Battel join'd I

Methinks I hear the Drum's tumultuous Sound

The Vidor's Shouts and dying Groans confound.

The dreadful Burft of Cannon rend the Skies,

And all the Thunder of the Battel rife.

*Twas then great Marlbro's mighty Soul was prov'd.

That, in the Shock of Charging Hofts unmov'd,

Amidft Confufion, Horror, and Defpair,

Examin'd all the Dreadful Scenes of War ;

In peaceful Thought the Field of Death furvcy'J,

To fainting Squadrons fent the timely Aid,

Infpir'd repuls'd Battalions to engage.

And taught the doubtful Battel where to rage,

So when an Angel by Divine Command
With liling Tcmpefts Ihakcs a guilty Land,
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^uch as of late o'er pale Britannia paft,

Calm and Serene he drives the furious Blaft;

And, pleas' d th' Almighty's Orders to perform.

Rides in the Whirl-wind, and direfts the Storm,

But fee the haughty Houfiiold-Troops advance!

The Dread of Europe, and the Pride of France.

The War's whole Art each private Soldier knows.
And with a Gen'ral's Love of Conquell glows j

Proudly he Marches on, and void of Fear

Laughs at the Ihaking of the Bnti/f} Spcat;

Vain Infolence ! with Native Freedom brave

The raeaneft Briton fcorns the higheft Slave,

Contempt and Fury fire their Souls by turi%s.

Each Nation's Glory in each Warrior burns.

Each fights, as in his Arm th' important Day
And all the Fate of his great Monarch lay :

A Thoufahd glorious Actions, that might claini

Triamphant Laurels, and Immortal Fame,
Confus'd in Crouds of glorious Aftions lye.

And Troops of Heroes undiftinguifh'd dye.

O Dormer, how can I behold thy Fate,

And not the Wonders of thy Youth relate

!

How can 1 fee the Gay, the Brave, the Young,
Fall in the Croud of War, and lye unfung !

In Joys of Conqueft he refigns his Breath,

And, fill'd with England's Glory, fmiles in Death.
The Rout begins, the Gallic Squadrons run,

Compell'd in Crouds to meet the Fate they fhun,

Thoufands of fiery Steeds with Wounds transfix'd

Floating in Gore, with their dead Matters mixt,
Midft Heaps of Spears and Standards driv'n around.
Lye in the Danube's bloody Whirl-pools drown'^.
Troops of bold Youths, born on the diftant Soan^

Or founding Borders of the Rapid IRbone,

Or where the Sein her flow'ry Fields divides,

Or where the LozVe through winding Vineyards glides 3
In Heaps the Rolling Billows fweep away.

And iflto S^thim Seas theii bloated Corps convey,
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From Bleinheim^s Tov^ is the Cauli with wild AfTdght,

Beholds the various Havock of the Fight j

His waving Banners, that fo oft had flood

Tlanted in Fields of Deatli, and Streams of Blood,

So wont the guarded Enemy to reach,

And rife Triumphant in the Fatal Breach,

Or pierce the broken Foe's remoteft Lines,

The hardy Veteran with Tears refigns.

Unfortunate Tallard.' Oh who can name
The Pangs of Rage, of Sorrow, and of Shame,

That with mixt Tumult in thy Bofom fwell'd I

When firll thou faw'ft thy Braveft Troops repell'd.

Thine Only Son pierc'd with a Deadly Wound,
Choak'd in his Blood, and gafping on the Ground,

Thy felf in Bondage by the Vidor kept I

The Chief, the Father, and the Captive wept.

An Engtifu Mufe is touch'd with gen'rous Woe,
And in th* unhappy Man forgets the Foe.

Greatly Diftreft I thy loud Complaints forbear,

Elame not the Turns of Fate, and Chance of War;
Give thy Brave Foes their Due, nor bluih to own.

The fatal Field by fuch great Leaders won,

The Field whence fam'd Etizemo bore away

Only the Second Honours of the Day.

With Floods of Gore that from the Vanquilht fell

The Maifhes ftagnate, and the Rivers fwell.

Mountains of Slain lye heap'd upon the Ground,

Or 'midft the Roarings of the DanuLe drown'dj

Whole Captive Hofts the Conqueror detains

In painful Bondage, and inglorious Chains ;

i;v'n thofe who 'fcape the Fetters and the Sword,

Nor feek the Fortunes of a happier Lord,

Their raging King difhonours, to compleat

Marlbro's Great Work, and finifh the Defeat.

From Memminghen'' s high Domes, and ^ushmg^s

The diftant Battel drives th' infulting Gauby [Walls,

Tree'd by the Terror of the Vidor's Name
The lefcu'd States his great Protedion claim j

Whim
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Whilft Vir/je th' Approach of her Deliv'ier waits,

And longs to open her obiec|uious Gaccs.

The Hero's Ereaft ftill fweUs with great Defigns^a

In ev'ry Thought the tow'ring Genius (hincs:

If to the Foe his dreadful Courfe he bends,

O'er the wide Continent his March extends;

If Sieges in his lab'ring Thoughts areform'd.

Camps are afTaulred, and an Army ftorm'dj

If to the Fight his active Soul is bent,

The Fate oi Europe turns on its Event.

What diftant Land, what Region can afford

An A<iiion worthy his Vidiorious Sword:

Where will he next the flying G4«/ defeat.

To make the Series of his Toils compleat ?

Where the fwoln \hine rufhing with all its ForCB
Divides the Hoftile Nations in its Courfe,

While each contrads its Bounds, or wider grows,

Enlarg'd or ftraiten'd as the River flcvvs.

On Gallia s Side a mighty Bulwark ftands.

That all the wide extended Plain commands:
Twice, fince the War was kindled, has it try'd

The Victor's Rage, and twice has chang'd its Sidej

As oft whole Armies, with tiie Prize o'erjoy'd.

Have the long Summer on its Walls empioy'd.

Hither our mighty Chief his Arms directs.

Hence future Triumphs fiom the War e.;peds;

And, tho' the Dog-ftar had its Courfe began.
Carries his Arms ftill nearer to the Sun:

Fixt on the glorious Aftion, He forgets

The Change of Scafons, and Increafe of Keats:
No Toils are painful that can Danger fiiow.

No Climes unlovely, that contain a Fee,

The roving Gauly to his own Bounds reilrain'd.

Learns to Encamp within his Native Land,
But foon as the Vi£^orious Hoft he fpies.

From Hill to Hill, from Stream to Stream he flics;

iSuch dire Impreflions in his Heart remain
Of MarlbrS's Swoid, and Hoekfiet^^ fatal Plairi:

VouVI. J?
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In vain Britannia's mighty Chief befets

Their fliady Coverts, and obfcure Retreats j

They fiy the Conqueror's approaching Fame,
That bears the Force of Armies in his Name.

^ujfria's Young Monarch, whofe Imperial Sway
Sceptres and Thrones are deftin'd to obey,

Whofc boaftcd Anceftry fo high extends

That in the Pagan Gods his Lineage ends.

Comes from a-far, in Gratitude to own
The great Supporter of his Father's Throne :

What Tides of Glory to his Bofom ran,

Clafp'd in th' Embraces of the God-like Man*
How were his Eyes with plcafing Wonder fixt

To fee fuch Fire with fo much Sweetnefs mixt.

Such cafie Greatnefs, fuch a graceful Port,

So turn'd and finilh'd for the Camp or Court!

Achilles thus was form'd with cv'ry Grace^

And Nireus fhone but in the fecond Place;

Thus the great Father of Almighty T{ome

(Divinely fluftit with an Immortal Bloom
That Cytherea's fragrant Breath beftow*d)

In all the Charms of his bright Mother glowM.
The Royal Youth by MaribrS's Prefcnce charmed.

Taught by his Counfels, by his Aftions warm'd,

On Landau with redoubled Fury falls,

Difchargcs all his Thunder on its Walls,

O'er Mines and Caves ofDeath provokes the Fight,

And learns to Conquer in the Hero's fight.

The liritijh Chief, for mighty Toils renown'd,

Increas'd in Titles, and with Conquefts crown'd.

To Belgian Coafts his tedious March renews,

And the long Windings of the T^lnne purfues,

dealing its Borders from Ufurping Foes,

And bleft by refcu'd Nations as he goes.

Treves fears no more, freed from its dire Alarm?,

And Traerhach feels the Terror of his Arms,
Seated on Rocks her proud Foundations Ihake,

While Marlbre prcfTcs to the bold Attack,
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jPldnts all his Batt'ries, bids his Cannon Roar,

And {hows how Landau tai^ht have fall'n before.

Scar'd at his near Approach, Great Louis fears

Vengeance refervM for his declining Years,

Forgets his Thirft of Univerfal Sway,

And fcarcc fcan^teach his Subjefts to Obeyj

His Arms he finds on vain Attempts employ'd.

Th' Ambitious Projects for his Race deftroy'd.

The Work cf Ages funk in One Campaign,

And Lives of Millions facrific'd in vain.

Such are th' Effefts of Anna's Royal Cares t

By Her, Britannia, great in Foreign Wars,

Ranges through Nations, wherefoe'er disjoin'd.

Without the wonted Aid of Sea and Wind.

By Her th' unfetter'd 0er*s States are free.

And tafte the Sweets of En rli/f} L'{bexty.

But who can tell the Joys of thofe that lye

Beneath the conftant Influence of Her Eye I

Whilft in diffufive Show'rs Her Bounties fall

Like Heav'n's Indulgence, and defccnd on All,

Secure the Happy, fuccour the Difireft,

Make cv'ry Subjeft Glad, and a whole People Blcft,

Thus would I fain Britannia's Wars rehearfe,

Jn the fmooth Records of a Faithful Verfej

That, if fuch Numbers can o'er Time prevail.

May tell Pofterity t\\t wond'rous Tale.

"When Aftions, Unadorn'd, are faint and weak.
Cities and Countries muft be taught to fpeak j

Gods may defcend in Faftions from the Skies,

And Rivers from their Oozy Beds arife j

rid!on may deck the Truth with fpurious RaySg
And round the Hero caft a borrow'd Blaze.

Idarlbro's Exploits appear divinely blight,

And proudly ihine in their own Native Light

;

Rais'd ofthemfclves, their genuin Charms they boaft-.

And thofe who Paint 'em trucft, Praifc 'cm moft,

.Pa
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^he Dedication of Owd's Art of Love

^

to the Right Honourable Richard,

Earl (?/ B U R L I N G T p N.

My Lord,

OUR Poet's Rules, in eafie Numbers, tell

He felt the Paffion, he defcribes fo well.

In that foft Art fuccefsfully refin'd,

Tho' angry Cxfar frown'd, the Fair were kind.

More Ills from Love, than Tyrant's Malice flow 5

Jove's Thunder ftrikes lefs fure than Cupid's Bow.

Ovid both felt the Pain, and found the Eafe:

yhyficians ftudy moft their own Difeafe.

The Fraftice of that Age in this we try,

Ladies wou'd liften then, and Lovers lie.

Who flatter'd moft the Fair were moft polite.

Each thought her own Admirer in the light :

To be but faintly rude was criminal.

But to be boldly fo, atton'd for all.

Breeding was banilh'd for the fair One's fake.

The Sex ne'er gives, but luffers ours fhou'd take.

Advice to you, my Lord, in vain we bring,

TheFlow'rs ne'er fail to meet the blooming Spriug.

Tho' you polTefs all Nature's Gifts, take carej

Love's Queen has Charms, but fatal is her Snare,

On all that Goddefs her falfe Smiles beftows.

As on the Seas (he Reigns, from whence flie xofe.

Young Zephyrs figh with fragrant Breath, foft Gales

Guide her gay Barg£, and fwell the filken Sails;

Each lilver Wave in beauteous Order moves.

Fair as her Bofom, gentle as her Doves j

But he that once embarks, too furely finds

A fullcn Sky, black Storms, and angry Winds,

Cares, Fears, and Anguifli, hov'ring on the Coaft,

And Wiacks of Wretches by thcii Folly loft.
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When coming Time fliall blefs you with a Bride,

Let rafllon not perfuadc, but Reafon guide

:

Inftead of Gold, let gentle Truth endear 5

She has moft Charms that is the moft fincere.

Shun vain Variety, 'tis but Difeafe j

Weak Appetites are ever hard to pleafc.

The Nymph muft fear to be inquifitivc ;

*Tis for the Sex's Quiet to believe.

Her Alt an eauc Confidence muft fhow,

And (hun to find what ihe woa'd dread to know j

Still charming with all Arts that can engage,

And be the Juliana of the Age.

To the Qjj E E N, entertain'd at Night

hy the Countefs of /V n G l e s t y.

By Sir William Daveoaat, Knigk.

FAIR as unfliaded Light j or as the Day
In its firft Birth, when all the Year was May 5

Sweet, as the Altar's Smoak, or as the new
Unfolded Bud, fweli'd by the early Dew ;

Smooth, as the Face of Waters iirft appcar'd,
E»er Tides began to ftrive, or Winds were heaid

:

Kind as the willing Saints, and calmer far.
Than in their Sleeps forgiven Hermits are:'
You that are more, than oar difcreeter Fear
Dares praife, with fuch full Art, what make you here
Here, where the Summer is fo little feen,
That Leaves (her cheapeft Wealth) fcarce reach at
You come, as if the filver Planet were [green.
Mif-led a-while from her much injur'd Sphere,
And t' eafe the Travails of her Beams to Night,
In this fmali Lanthorn would contiad her Light,

P 3
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In Remembrance of Mafter William
Shakespear.

"By the fame Hdud,

O D E. I.

BEware (delighted Poets !) when you fing

To welcome Nature in the eati'^ Spring:

Your num'rous Feet not tread

The Banks of ^x/o«; for each Flower

(As it ne'er knew a Sun or Shower)

Kangs there the jpenfivc Head.
II. [made

Each Tree, whofe thick and Spreading growth hath

Rathei a Night beneath the Boughs, than Shade,

(Unwilling now to grow)

Looks like the Plume a Captain wears,

Whofe lifled Falls are fteept i'th' Tears

Which from his laft Rage flow.

III.

The piteous River wept it felf away

Long fince (Alas I) to fuch a fwift Decays
That reach the Map, and look

If you a River there can fpy

:

And foi a River your mock'd Eye,

Will find a (hallow Biook,

^MSb
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THE

P R E F A C E.

TH E T that have fscn thofe two excellent Poems of
Coopet'j Hill and Windfor-Forreft j the one by

Sir
J. Denham, the other hy Mr. Popej -will p}oiv a.

great deal of Candour if they approve of this. It v^'as

ivrit -.ipon giving the Name of Claremont to a Villa,

now belonging to the Earl of Clare. The Situation is ft
agreeable and fHrpriJing^ that it enclines one to thinks,

fome place of this Nature put Ovid at firfi upon the

Story of NaiciiTus and Eccho. ^Tis probable he had

cbfcrv^d fome Spring arifing nmongft Woods and Tiocks^

where Ecchos were heard , and fome Flower hendinit over

the Stream, and by Co-nfcqtience refieHed from it. yyifter

reading the Story in the Third 'Book^ of the Metamor-
vholis, 'm obvious ta obje^ (as an inzeniotis Friend

has already done) that the renewing the Charms of a
Nymph, of wUcb Ovid had <iifpojfefsU hevt

'VOX tantum atque ofTa fuperfunt

is i03 great a Violation of Poetical Authority* 1 dare

fay the Gentleman who is meant, wou*d have been vjell

pleased to have found no Faults^ There are not many
Authors one can jay the fame of: Experience Piows us

every Day that there are Writers who cannot bear a

Brother /I:oii''d facceed, and the only T^efuge from their

Indignation is by being inconfiderable j' upon which TU-

flection, this Thing ought to have a Pretence to their Fa-

vour.

They who wou*d be more inforni'd of what relates ta

the ^nfiejit Britons, and the Druids their Priejis, may
be direff-ed by the ^mtations to the yAnthors that hav9

mefititfi-^d them.



CLAREMONT.
HAT Frenzy has of late poflefs'd

the Brain?

Tho* Few can wiitc, yet Fewer can
refraiii.

So rank our Soyl, our Bards rife in

\)^^^^i^^!&i fuch Score,

Their rich Retaining Patrons fcarce arc more.

The Laft indulge the Fault, the Firft commit}
And take ofF ftill the Offal of their Wit.

So ihamelefs, fo abaiidon'd are their Ways 5

They poche ParnalTu-s, and lay Snares for Pralfe,

None ever can without Admirers live-,

Who have a Penlion or a Place to give.

Great Minifters ne'er fail of great Deferts;

The Herald gives Them Blood j the Poet, Farts.'

Senfe is of Couife annex'd to Wealth and Pow'r

>

No Mufe is proof againft a golden Show'r.

Let but his Lordfhip write fome poor Lampoon,
He's Horac'd up in Doggrel like his own.

Or if to rant in Tragick Rage he yields,

Falfc Fame ctys— Athens j honeft Truth-

—

Moorfi^ld:^

Thus fool'd, he flounces on thro' Floods of luki
Flaggs with full Sail ; and rifcs but to fink.

Some venal Pens fo proftitute the Bays,

Their Panegyiicks ialh ; their Satyrs piaift.

So naufeoufly, and fo unlike they paint,

K 's an ^Adonis ; M r a Saint.

Metius wiih thofe fam'd Heroes is compar'd.
That led in Triumph Poyhs and Tailard.

Eut fuch a Ihamelefs Mufc muft Laughter more?
That aims to make Sfilmoneus vyc with JavSi

I 5
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To form great Works puts Fate it felf to Pain,

Ev*n Nature labours for a mighty Man.
And to perpetuate her Hero's Fame,
She ftrains no lefs a Poet next to frame.

Rare as the Hero's, is the Poet's Rage ;

ChunhilLs and Drydens rife but once an Age.
With Earthquakes tow'ring Pindar*s Birth begun>
And an Eclipfe produc'd * ^Icmena^s Son :

The Sire of Gods o'er Phoebus caft a Shade 5

But, with a Hero, well the World repaid.

No Bard for Bribes (hou'd proftitute his Vein;

Nor dare to Flatter where he ftiou'd Arraign.

To grant big Thrafo Valour, Phormiey Senfc,

Shou'd Indignation give, at leaft OflFence.

Ihate fuch Mercenaries, and wou'd try

from this Reproach to refcue Poetry.

^pollo^s Sons (hou'd fcorn the fervilc Art,

And to Court Preachers leave the fulfome Part.

What then- You'll fay, Muft no true Sterling palsj

Bccaufe impure Allays fome Coin debafc?

yes, Praife, if juftly ofFer'd, I'll allow j

And, when 1 meet with Merit, fcribble too.

The Man who's honeft, open, and a Friend,

Glad to oblige, uneafie to offend

:

Forgiving others, to himfelf ferere;

Tho' earneft, eafie; civil, yet fincere;

Who feldom but through great Good-nature errs }

Detefting Fraud as much as Flatterers,

*Tis he my Mufe's Homage fliou'd receivej

If I cou'd write, or JHolles cou'd forgive.

But pardon, learned Youth, that I decline

A Name fo lov'd by me, fo lately Thine.

When Pelham you rcfign'd, what cou'd repaix

A Lofs fo great, unlefs NeiviaJiU^s Heir ?

Uydafp£i that the ^Jtan Plains divides,

From his bright Urn in purcft Cryftal glides.

Hercules,
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But when new gath'ring Streams enlarge hisComfej
He's Indus nvim'd, and rolls with mightier Fores.

In fabl'd Floods of Gold his Current flows.

And Wealth on Nations, as he runs, beftows.

Direft me, Clare^ to name fome nobler Mufe,

That for her Theme thy late %ecefs may chufe.

Such bright Dcfcriptions Ihall the Subjed drels i

Such vary'd Scenes, fuch pleafing Images ;

That Swains (hall leave their Lawns,andNymphs their

And quit .Arcadia for a Seat like yours. [Bow'rs,

But fay, who Ihall attempt th' advent'rous Part

Where Nature borrows Drefs from Vanbrook^s Art.

If, by Apollo taught, he touch the Lyre, •
Stones mount in Columns, Palaces afpire, 9
And Rocks are animated with his Fire. ^
*Tis he can Paint in Verfe thofe riiing Hills,

Their gentle Vallics, and their lilver Rills ;

ClofeGroves,andop'ning Glades with Verdure fprcad,

Flow'rsfighing Sweets, and Shrubs that Balfam bleed.

With gay Variety the Profpeft crown'd,

And all the bright Horz^on fmiling round.

Whiill I attempt to tell how antient Fame
Records from whence the Villa took its Nam«.

In Times of old, when Briti/Jj Nymphs were known
To love no foreign Fafliions like their ownj
When Drefs was monftrous, and Fig-leaves the Mode
And Quality put on no Paint but - Woade.
Gf Spam/}} Red unheard was then the Name i

For Cheeks were only taught to blufh by Shame-
No Beauty, to encreafe her Crowd of Slaves,

Rofe out of Wafh, as Venus out of Waves.
Not yet Lead Comb was on the Toilett plac'd;

Not yet broad Eye-brows were icduc'd by Pailc;

No Shape-fmith fet up Shop, and drove a Trade
To mend the Work wife Providence had made.

* GUfium, Sec ?liHy, 'Ir«tT/?. See Diofcoride;^
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Tyres were unheard of, and unknown the Loom,
And thrifty Silkworms fpun for Times to come.
Bare Limbs were then the Maiks of Modcftyj

All like Diana weic below the Knee,

The Men appear'd a rough undaunted Race,

Surly in Show^ unfalhion'd in Addrcfs.

^ Upright in Anions, and in Thought fincere j

And ftriftly were the fame they would appear.

Honour was plac'd in Probity alonej

For Villains had no Titles but their own.

None travell'd to return politely Mad 5

But ftill what Fancy wanted, Reafon had.

Whatever Nature ask'd, their Hands cou'd give j

Unlearn' d in Feafts, they only eat to live.

No Cook with Att cncrcas'd Phyfician's Feesj

Nor ferv'd up Death in Soups and Friccacees.

Their Tafte was, like their Temper, unrefin'd}

For Looks were then the Language of the JSlind.

E'er Right and Wrong, by turns, fet Prices bore
j

And Conlcience had its Rate like common Whore

:

Or Tools to great Employments had Pretence i

Or Meiit was made out by impudence j

Or Co;;combs look'd afluming in Affairsi

Aiid humble Friends grew haugjity Minifters.

In thofc good ISays of Innocence, here flood

Of Oaks, with Heads unfhorn, a folemn Wood,
Frequented by the t Dnnds, to beflow

Religious Honours on the X Miflelto.

The Naturalifts are puzzel'd to explain

Kow Trees did fiift this Stranger entertain

:

^ Mores eis Jimplicest a verfntia ir improbitate nofira

tempefiatis hominum longe remoti. See Diod. Sic. Bib.

Hift. L. IV. Vcrf. Lat. t Jam per fe robornm eligani

Iticos. Plin. L. XVI. X Et nihil hahefit. Druida vifcOf

tr Arhore in tjua gtgnatur^ fi modi fit rol'nr, [^(YMins*

rlin. ibid. Et Vtfcnm Drnida^ Ovid«
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whether the bufie Birds engraft it there

:

Or clfe fome Deity's myfterious Care,

As Druids thought ; for when the blafted Oak
By Lightning falls, this Plant efcnpes the Stroak.

So when the GahIs the Tow'rs of %ome dcfac'd.

And Flames drove forward with outtagious Waflcj

Jove's favour'd Capitol uninjur'd ftood

:

So Sacred was the Manflon of a God.

Shades honour'd by this Plant the Druids chofe,

Here, for the bleeding Viftims, Altars rofe.

To ^ Hermes oft they paid their Sacrifice i

Parent of Arts, and Patron of the Wife.

Good Rules in mild Perfwafions they convey'd;

Their Lives confirming what their Ledures faid.

None violated Truth, invaded Right

;

Yet had few Laws, but Will and Appetite.

The People's Peace they fludy'd, and profeft

No t Politicks but Publick Intereft.

Hard was their Lodging, homely was their Food}
for all their Luxury was doing Good.
No Mitei'd Priejl did then with Princes vie,

Nor, o'er his Mafter, claim Supremacy j

Nor were the Rules of Faith allow'd more pure.

For being fev'ral Centuries obfcure.

None loft their Fortunes, forfeited their Blood,
For not believing what None underftood.

Nor Symony, nor Sinc-Cure were known j

Nor wou'd the Bee work Honey for the Dronc.
Nor was the Way invented, to difmifs

Frail ^bigals with fat Pluralities.

But then in Fillets bound, a hallow'd Band

Taught how to tend the Flocks, and till the Land ;

* Deum maxime Mercptrium celunt : Hunc omninm
yr,ve?itorem artium ferttnt : Pofi hmc, Jgvem, ^polli-

itm &c. Caef. f De republican nifi per concUinm) /«-

qni non conceditftr* Cfff, Lib. YL
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Cou*d tell what Murrains in what Months begun,

And how the t Scafons tra^rcll'd with the Sun ;

When his dim Orb feem'd wading through the Air,

They told that Rain on dropping Wings drew near j

And that the Winds their bellowingThroats wou*d try,

When redd'ning Clouds refleft his Blood-Aot Eye.

All their Remarks on Nature's Laws, require

More Lines than wou'd ev'n ^lpm*s Readers tire.

This Seft in facred Veneration held

Opinions, by tht Sam:an Sa^e reveal'dj

That Matter no Annihilation knows,

But wanders from thefc Tenements to tho(c.

For when the P/d/?;c)^ Particles are gone,

They rally in fome Species like their own.

The fclf-lame Atoms, if new jumbl'd, will

In Seas be reftlcfs, and in Earth be ftillj

Can, in the Trufle, furnifh out a Feaft j

And naufeate, in the fcaly Squill, the Tafte.

Thofe falling Leaves that wither with the Year,

Will, in the next, on ether Stems appear.

The Sap that now forfakes the bujcfting Bud,

In fome new Shoot will circulate green Blood.

The Breath to Day that from the Jafmin blows.

Will, when the Seafon offers, fcent the Rofej

And thofe bright Flames that 'in Carnations glow.

E'er long will blanch the Lilly with a Snow.

They hold that Matter muft be ftill the fame j

And varies but in Figure and in Name.
And that the * Soul net dies, but fliifts her Seat,

New Rounds of Life to run 5 or paft, repeat.

Thus when the Brave and Virtuous ceafe to live j

In Beings brave and virtuous they X revive.

t Multa praterea de fiderikpis^ <(t eorum motff, de re'

rum nattira &c. CxC. "* Imprimis hoc volant perftM-

dertf non interire animasy fed ab aliis poji mortem tran-

fire ad alios. Carf. % Et vos Barbaricos ritns Sacra-

rum Druid* redithra panere vitti» »"—regit idim

f^iritHs anus ; Lucan. Lib, I^
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Again fliall Xomnlm in Najf:iti reign j ^
Great Numay in a 5r«»/xi;;VJ^ Prince, ordain [again. S
Good Laws 5 and Halcyon Years (hall hufli the World >
The Truths of old Traditions were their Theme 5

Or Gods defcending in a Morning Dream.

Pafs'd Afts they cited j and to come, foretold j

And cou*d Events, not ripe for Fate, unfold.

Beneath the fliady Covert of an Oak,

In t Rhymes uncooth, prophetick Truths they Ipokc,

Attend then CUre j nor is the Legend long i

The Story of thy VilU is their ^ Song.

The fair Montano^ of the Sylvan Race,

Was with each Beauty blefs'd, and ev*ry Grace.

His Sire, green FamttSf Guardian of the Wood,
His Mother, a fwift Naiad of the Flood.

Her Silver Urn fupply'd the neighb'ring Streams,

A darling Daughter of the bounteous Thames.

Not lovelier fecm'd Narcijfus to the Eye ;

Nor, when a Flower, cou'd boaft more Fragrancy.

His Skin might with the Down of Swans compare,

More fmooth than Pearl ; than Mountain Snow more
In Shape fo Poplars or the Cedars pleafe : [fair.

But thofe are not fo ftreight ; nor graceful thefc.

His flowing Hair in unforc'd Ringlets hungj
Tuneful his Voice, petfuafive was his Tongue.

The haughtieft Fait fcarce heard without a Wound>
But funk to Softnefs at the melting Sound.

The fourth bright Lttftre had but juft begun
To Ihade his blulhing Cheeks with doubtful Down.
All Day he rang'd the Woods, and fpread the Toils,

And knew no Pleafures but in Sylvan Spoils.

In vain the Nymphs put on each pleafing Grace j

Too cheap the Quarry feem'd, too fliort the Chace.

t Et magnum numerum verfuiim edifcere dicuntur,

Caef. * Superfiitione vana Dmidx canebant) &(.
Tacit. L, IV.



3i8 T/&^ Sixth Part of

poi tho* Pofleflion be th' undoubted View j

To feizc, is far lefs Pleafuie than purfue. [patr,

Thofe Nymphs that yield too foon, their Charms im-

And prove at laft but defpicably Fair.

His own Undoing Glutton Love decrees}

And palls the Appetite, he meant to pkafc.

His {lender Wants too largely he fupplies :

Thrives on fhort Meals, but by Indulgence dies,

A Grott there was with hoary Mofs o'ergrown,

Rough with rude Shells, and arch'd with mouldring

Sad Silence reigns within the lonefom Wall; [Stone j

And weeping Rills but whifper as they fall.

The clafping Ivys up the Ruin creep ;

And there the Bat, and drowlie Beetle fleep.

This Cell fad Lccho chofe, by Love betray'd,

A fit Retirement for a mourning Maid.

Hither fatigu'd with Toil, the SylvAvn flics

To Ihun the Calenture of fultry Skies

:

But feels a fiercer Flame, Love's keeneft Dait

Finds through his Eyes a Paflage to his Heart.

Penfive the Virim fate with folded Arms,

Her Tears but lending Lufter to her Charms,

With Pity he beholds her wounding Woes 3

£ut wants himlelf the Pity he beftows.

Oh whether of a Mortal born I he cries j

Or fome fair Daughter of the diftant Skies j

That, in Compaffion leave your Cryftal Sphere,

To guard ibme favour'd Charge, and wander hcic,

Slight not my Suit, not teo ungentle prove 5

But pity One, a Novice yet in Love.

If Words avail not; fee my fuppliant Tears j

Nor difregard thofe dumb Petitioners.

From his Complaint the Tyrant Virgin flies,

Afferting all the Empire of her Eyes,

Full thrice three Days he lingers out in Grief,

Nor fceks from Sleep, or Suftenance, Relief.

The Lamp of Life now cafts a glimm'ring Light j

The meeting Lids his ferting Eyes benight.

What
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What Force remains, the hapkfs Lover tries j

Invoking thus his kindred Deities.

Hafte, Parents of the Flood, your Race to mourns
With Tears replenifh each exhaufted Urn.

Retake the Life you gave, but let the Maid
Fall a juft Viftim to an injur'd Shade.

More he endeavour'd; but the Accents hung
Half form'd, and ftopp'd unfinifli'd on his Tongue.

For him thcGraces their fad Vigils keep ;

Love broke his Bow, and wifli'd for Eyes to weep.

What Gods can do, the mournful Faniius tries j

A Mount erefting where the Sylvan lyes.

The Rural Pow'rs the wond'rous Pile furvey,

And pioufly their diff'rent Honours pay.

Th' Afcenr, with verdant Herbage Pales fpread;

And Nymphs transform'd to Laurels, lent their Shade,

Her Stream a NaUd from the Bafis pours ;

And Flora ftrows the Summit with her Flowers.

Alone Mount Lntmes claims Pre-eminence,
When Silver 0'««/^'* lights the World from rhence.

S^d £cc.ho now lamenrs her Rja-rv^j f«Crc

Than for Nanijfm her loofe Flame before.

Her Flelh to Sinew fluinks, her Charms are fledj

All Day in rifted Rocks (he hides her Head.
Soon as the Ev'ning Ihows a Sky ferene,

Abroad flie ftrays, but never to be ktn.
And ever as the weeping Naiads name
Her Cruelty, the Nymph repeats the fame.
With them ihc joins, her Lover to deplote.

And haunts the lonely Dales, he rang*d before.

Her Sex's Privilege flie yet retains j

And tho' to Nothing wafted, Voice remains.
So fung the Druids— then with Rapture fir'd,

Thus utter what the ^ Delphick^God inlpir'd.

* Et partim auguriis, partim conjeUma, (jtix. ejfent fit'

tttra, iirc. Cic. de Divinatione.
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E*cr twice ten Centuries (hall fleet away,

A Brunfvoiclip'snnct 9t\-i\\ Britain* s Scepter fwajTi

Ko more fair Liberty (hall mourn her Chains >

The Maid is refcu'd, her lov'd Perfeus reigns.

From ^ Jove he comes, the Captive to reftoie j

Kor can the Thunder of his Sire do more.
Religion fhall dread nothirig but Difguife j

And Juftice need no Bandage for her Eyes.

Britannia fmiles, nor fears a foreign Lord j -y

Her Safety to fecure, two Powers accord, >
Her Neftwie's Trident, and her Monarch's Sword. ^

Like him, fliall his ^HgHjlus fhine in Arms,
Tho' Captive to his Carolina's Charms.
Ages with future Heroes She fhall blefs ;

And Venus once more found an Lilian Race.

Then fhall a Clare in Honour's Caufe engage

:

Example muft reclaim a gracelcfs Age,

Where Guides themfelves for Guilty Views mif-lead 5

And Laws ev*n by the Lcgiflators bleed.

His brave Contempt of State fhall teach the Fiou<l;

None but the Virtuous are of noble Blood.

For Tyrants are but Princes in Difguife,

Tho' fprung by long Defcents from Ptolemies,

Right he (hall Vindicate, good Laws defend j

The firmfefl Patriot, and the warmeft Friend,

Great Edivard^s % Order early he fhall wear j

New Light reftoring to the fully'd Star,

Oft will his Leifurc this "Hetirement chufe.

Still finding future Subjefts for the Mufe,

And to record the Sylvan^s fatal Flame, [Name.

The Place fhall live in Song j and Claremont be the

* Son of Jupiter and Danae. X Theebgl ^ Vates

erant apud eos, Draidas ipfi vacant, ^«/ a viLlimarHxn

cxtis de ftfturis divinant. Diod. Sic, Lat, Ver.

**«•
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"the lamentable Song of the LordW i g -

MORE Governour of Warwick
Cajile^ and the fair Maid of

DUNSMORE.

IN WArvjich^pjire there ftands a Down,
And Dmfmore- Heath it hath to NamCj

Adjoining to a Country Town,
Made famous by a Maiden's Name:

Fair Ifabel flie named was,

A Shepherd's Daughter, as fbme fayj

To Wigmore^s Eais her Fame did pafs,

As he in Warvjich^C^tXt lay.

Poor Love-fick Lord immediately

Upon her Fame fet his Delight

;

And thought much Pleafure fare did lye

PoiTcflxng of lb fair a Wight.

Therefore to Dmfmore did repair,

To recreate his fickly Mindj
Where in a Summer's Evening fair.

His Chance was Ifabel to find.

She fat amidft a Meadow Green,
Moft richly fpread with fmelling Flowers^

And by a River (he was Cetn

To fpend away fome Evening Hour?.

There laid this Maiden all alone,

Wafliing her Feet in fecret wife,

Which Virgin fair to look upon
Did much delight his loving Eyes.
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she thinking not to be efpy'd,

Had laid from her her Country Tiic;

The Trefles of her Hair unty'd,

Hung gliftering like the golden Wire.

And as the Flakes of Winter Snow,

That lye unmelted on the Plains,

So white her Body was in Ihow j

Like iilvct Springs did tun her Veins.

He, ravifht with this pleafant fight,

Stood as a Man amazed ftill j

Suffering his Eyes to take delight,

That never thought they had their fill.

She blinded their Affedions fo,

That Reafon'i Rules were led away j

And Love the Coals of Luft did blow,

Which to a Fire flamed high.

And though he knew the Sin was great,

It burned fo within his Breaft,

Wuh fuch a vehement fcorching.Heat,

That none but fhe could lend him Reft.

Lord Wigmore being thus drown'd in Luft,

By liking of this dainty Daraej

He call'd a Servant of great Truft,

Inquiring ftxaight what was her Name.

She is, quoth he, no married Wife,

But a Shepherd's Daughter as you. fee.

And with her. Father leads her Life,

Whofe Dwellings by thefc Faftures be }

Her Name is IfaUl the fair.

Then ftay, quoth he, and fpeak no more.

But to my Caftle ftraight her bear,

Her Sight hath wounded me full fore.
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Thus to Lord Wigmore Ihe was brought.

Who with delight his Fancies fed,

And through his Suit fuch means hs wioughtj

That he entic'd her to his Bed.

This being done, incontinent

She did return from whence rtie came.
And every Day Ihe did invent

To cover her received Shame.

But e'er three Months were fully paft.

Her Crime committed plain appears 3

Unto Lord Wigmore then in hafte

She long complain'd with weeping Tears,

T^e Complaint of Fair Isabel, for Ph

Lofs of her Honour

»

LORD Wi^^msre, thus I have defil'd

And fpotted my pure Virgin's Bed j

Behold 1 am conceived with Child,

To which vile Folly you me led.

For now this Deed that I have wrought
Throughout the Country well is kuown.

And to my woful Parents brought.

Who now for me do make great Moan.

How Ihall I look them in the Face,

When they my Sliamelefs ielf ikall fee?

O curfed Eve^ 1 feel thy cafe,

When thou hadft' tailed on the Tree.

Thou hidft thy felf, and fo muft 11,

But God thy trefpafs quickly found j

No dark may hide me from God.'s Eye,
But leave my Shame ft ill to abound.
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Wide open are mine Eyes to look

Upon my fad and heavy Sin :

And quite unclafped is the Book,

Where my Accounts are written in.

This Sin of mine deferveth Death,

But judge Lord Wigmore 1 am ihe,

For I have trod a Strumpet's Path,

And for the fame 1 needs muft die.

Befpotted with reproachful Shame
To Ages following fhall I be.

And in Records be writ my Blame;

Lord Wigmore this is long of thee.

Lord Wigmore, proftrate at thy feet,

I crave my juft deferved Doom,
That Death may cut off from the Root

This Body, Bloflbm, Branch and Bloom.

Let Modefty Iccurfe this Crime,

Let Love and Law, and Nature (peak,

Was ever any Wretch yet feen

That in one inftant all did break?

Then Wigmore fuftice on me fiicw.

For thus confenting to the Aft,

Give me my Death, for that is due

To fuch as Sin in fuch a Faft.

O that the WonVb had been my Grave,

Ox 1 had perifli'd in my Birth,

O that fame Day may Darknefs have.

Wherein 1 iitft drew vital Breath.

Let God regard it not at all.

Let not the Sun upon it Ihine,

Let mifty Darknefs on it fall.

For to make k*ownthis Sin of mine.
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The Night wherein I was concciv'd,

Let be accuttt with mournful Cries,

Let twinkling Stars from Sky bercav'd.

And Clouds of Darknefs thereon rife,

Becaufe they Ihut not up their Powers,

That gave the Paffage to my Life.

Come Sorrow, finifh up my Hours,

And let my Time here end with Grief.

And having made this woful Moan,
A Knife fhe fnatched from her Side 5

Lucretia's Part was rightly fhown,

For with the fame fair Ifabel dy'd.

Whereat Lord Wigmtre grieved fore,

A Heart repenting his amifs,

And after v/oald attempt no more
To crop the r lower of Maidens bllfs 3

But lived long in woful Wife,

Till Death did finifli up his Days,
And now in IfabtTs Grave he lyes,

Till Judgement comes them both to raife.

fhe Shepherd 'i Refolution.

SHALL I wafting in Defpair

Die, becaufe a Woman's Fair?

Shall my Cheeks look pale with care,

'Caufe another's rofic ate?

Be flie fairer than the Day,

Of the flowry Meads in Mav,
Tet if pie thinh^ not vjetl of me^

What care I how fair Jhe he.
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Shall a Woman's Goodncfs move
Me to peiifh for her Love r

Oi her worthy Merits known,

Make me quite forget my own ?

Be fhe with that Goodnefs bleft.

As may Merit name of Bcft,

Xet if {he be not fiich to mty

What care I hovj good f})e be.

Be fhe good, or kind, or fair,

1 will never more defpair:

If the love me, this believe,

1 will die e'er ihe Ihall grieve

}

If Ihe flight me when I wooe,

1 will icorn, and let her go

:

Tet if fhe be not fit for me.

What care I for ivhom fje be.

A PJeafant SONG.
You pretty Birds that fit and fing

Amidft the fhady Valleys,

And fee how fwectly Phyllis walks,

Within her guarded Alleys:

Go pretty Birds unto her Bower,

Sing pretiy Birds, fhe may not lower:

For fear rny faireft Phyllis frow?iy

Ton pretty Waiitons warble^

Go tell her through your chirping Bills

As you by me are bidden.

To her is only known my Love,

Which from the World is hidden

:

Go pretty Birds and tell her fo.

See that your Notes fall not too low i

For fear my fairefi Phyllis frovju^

r«H pretty Wantem w^rbU, 6o
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<Jo tune yciur Voices Harmony,
And fmg I am her Lover j

Strain low and high, that every Not«
With fweet Concent may move her:

Tell her it is her Lover true,

That fendcth Lore by you and you j

%Ay me I methinkj I fee her frowriy

Yofi pretty Wantons vjarble.

Fly pretty Birds, and in your Bills

Bear me a loving Letter

Unto my faireft Phyllis, and
With your fweet Mufick greet her.

Go pretty Birds unto her hie,

Hafte pretty Birds, unto her fiy

:

^y me! methinks 1 fee her frovjn^

Ton pretty Wantons warble.

And if you find her fadly Cety

About her fweetly chant it,

Until (he fmiling raifc her Head,

Ne'er ccafe until ftie grant it

:

Go pretty Birds, and tell her 1

As you have done, will to her fly.

^j me ! methinkj 1 fee her frownt

Tou pretty Wantons vja7Lle,

^e Shepherds Dialogue,

w I L Lr.
T Tow now. Shepherd? what means that?

L X why wear'ft thou Willow in thy Hat?
Why arc the Scarfs of red and yellow

Turn'd to Branches of green Willow ?
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"They are changM, and fo am 1 j

Soirows live, but Pleafures die

:

She hath now forfaken me,

Which maizes mt wear the WilUvj Tree,

WILLY,
What, that Phyllis lov'd thee long,

Is that the Lafs hath done thee wrong !

She that lov'd thee long and beft,

Is her Love turn*d to a Jeft?

C V D D r,

she that lov*d me long and bcft,

Bid me fet my Heart at reft.

For (he a new Love loves (not me)
Which makes me wear the Willow Tree,

W I L L T.

Come then Shepherd, let us join.

Since thy hap is like to mine,

For the Wight 1 thought moft true,

Kow hath chang'd me for a new.

C V D D T,

Well then fince thy hap is fo,

Take no care but let her go.

Thy hard hap doth mine appeafc.

Company doth Sorrows eafe.

WILLY,
1 will then forget her Love,

Since wantonly (he falfc doth prove i

And for her fake bid all adieu,

For Women feldom do prove true

5

Yet for her fake Til fit and pine,

For (lie was once a Love of mine»
Which Ihall ne'er forgotten be,

Theugh I wear the WtUew Tree,

C V D D Y.

Hcrdfraan, be advis*d by me,
Caft off Grief and Willow Tree

:

For thy Grief brings her Contenf,

She is pleasM if thou lameiic^
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W I L L T.

Tiien I will be rulM by thee j

There lyes Grief and Willow Tree.

Henceforth 1 will do as they

That love a new Love every Day,

An Ancient Song.

DEAR Dorinda, weep no more,

No more, my charming Creature, grievtj

My wandrings I will now give o'er,

And in the peaceful Shades will live.

With thee, my Joy, will live and love,

Conftant as Nature to its couifei

As conftant as the Ttmle Dove>

Whofc Death can only Love divorce^

Thy Sighs no more can Sylvio hear.

Thy pretty Innocence has won
Me all my PalTion to declare,

Which can be due to you alone.

Joy of my Mind, then let us hafte
^

And join our Hands as Hearts are JoInMj
Ko flying Moments let us wafte

In which we greater Joys may find.

An Ancient Song.

LE T Jug in Smiles be ever feen,

And kind as whea our Loves begun.

And be my Paftures ever green,

And new Crops fpring when Harveft's donCj
My Cattle thrive and ftill be fat.

And I my Wilh Ihall find in that.
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II.

O let my Table furnilh'd be

With good fat Beef and Bacon too.

And nappy Ale be ever free

To Strangers that do come and go.

My Yards with Poultrcy and with Swine

. Well ftor'd, and eke my Ponds with Fiffi,

My Barns well cram'd with Hay and Grain,

And I fliall have my Wilh in this.

III.

Let me In Peace and Quiet live.

Free from all Difcontcnt and Strife}

And know from whom 1 all receive.

And lead a homely harmlefs Life.

Be neat in home-fpun cloathing clad 5

And ftill to add to all my Blifs,

My Children train i'th' fear of God:
And this is all on Earth 1 wifh.

jln Ancknt Song.

IF Wealth a Man cou'd keep alive

I'd ftudy only how to thrive :

That having got a mighty Mafs,

I might bribe the Fates to let me pafs.

But lince we can't prolong our Years,

Why fpend we Time in needlefs Sighs and Tears 1

For fincc Dcftiny

Has decreed us to die,

And all muft pais o'er the old Ferry j

Harvg Riches and Cares,

Since we han*! many Years,

We'll have a Ihort Life and a merry.

Time keeps its Round, and Deftiny

Regards ROt whether wc laugh or cry;
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And Fortune nevet docs beftow

A Look on what we do below.

But Men with equal fwiftnefs run

To play on othcxs, or be play'd upon.

Since we can take no Couifc

For the better or the worfcj

Let none be a melancholly Thinker;

Let the Times the round go.

So the Cups do Co too,

Ne*er blufh at i:hc Name of a Drinker.

j^n Ancient Song.

A Silly Shepherd woo'd, but wift not

How he might his Miftxefs Fsvcut gain.

On a time they met, but kift not,

Ever after that he fucd in vain :

Blame her not, alas, though fhe faid nay

To him that might, but fled away,

n.

Time perpetually is changing,

Every Moment Alteration brings,

Love and Beauty ftill eftrangiag.

Women are, alas I but wanton things.

He that will his Miftrefs Favour gain,

Muft take her in a merry Vein.

in.

A Woman's Fancy's like a Fever,

Or an Ague that doth come by Fits,

Hot and cold, but conftant never}

Even as the pleafant Humour hits :

Sick, and well again, and well and iick^

In Love it is a Woman's Trick,

IV.

Now Ihe will, and then ftie will not,

Tiu hei to the Tiyal if once Ihe fmile

;

0.5
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Sflly Youth, thy Foitunes fpill not,

Lingring Labours oft themfelves beguile.

He that knocks, and can't get in,

His Pick-lock is not woith a Pin.

V.

A Woman's Nay is no denial.

Silly Youths of Love are feived Co

Put her to a further Tryal,

Haply flve'll take it, and fay noj
for it is a Trick which Women ufe.

What they love they will refufc.

VI.

Silly Youth, why doft thou dally?

Having got Time and Seafon fit.

Then never ftand. Sweet, fhall I? fliall I?

Nor too much commend an After wit i

For he that will not when he may,
When he will, he lliall have nay.

j^^ Jmient Song.
BEauty and Love once fell at odds.

And thus revil'd each other :

Quoth Love, I am one of the Gods,

And thou wait'ft on my Mother:

Thou had ft no Power on Man at all.

But what I gave to thee;

Kor are you longer Sweet or Fair,

Than Men acknowledge mc.
IL

Away fond Boy, then Beauty cry*d.

We know that thou art blind :

And Men of nobler Parts they cau

Our Graces better find

:

*Tvvas 1 begot the mortal Snow,

And kindled Mens Defires,

1 made thy Quiver and thy Bow,

And Wings to fan thy fires.
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Ct*i>id in Anger flung away.

And thus to Vulcan pray*d,

That he would tip his Shafts with Scoin,

To punifh this proud Maid j

So ever finec Beamy has been
But courted for an Hour,

To love a Day is held a Sin

'Gainft Cupid and his Power,

Jn jincient Song.
FAiewel my Miftrefs, Til be gone,

I have Fiiends to wait upon j

Think you I'll my felf confine

To your Humours, Lady mine?
No : your louring Locks do fay,

'Twill be a rainy drinking Day,
To the Taveia let's away.

IL
There have I a Miftrefs got,

Cloyfter'd in a Pottlc-pot j

Plump and bounding, foft and fair,

Buckfom, fweet, and debonair,

And they call her Sack^ my dear,

in.

Suck^ with no fcornful Dread will blaft ftiSj

Though upon the Bed flic caft me.
Yet ne'er blulh her felf to red.

Nor fear the lofs of Maiden-head

:

And though mute and ftill (he be.

Quicker Wits fhe brings to me
Than I e'er could find in thee.

IV.

Yet if thou wilt take the pain

Tq be kind yet once again,

0.4
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And with thy Smiles but caii mc back.

Thou (halt be the Lady Sack.

Oh then try, and yon Ihall fee

What a loving Soul I'll be,

When I'm drunk with none but thee*

j^n jincknt Song.

No Man Love's fiery Paflion can approve.

As either yielding Pleafure oi Promotion,

1 like a mild and lukewarm Zeal in Love,

Although 1 do not like it in Devotion,

II.

Belides, Man need not love unlefs he pleafc,

No Deftiny can force Man's Difpofitionj

How then can any die of that Difeafe,

When as hirafelf may be his own Phyfician?

III.

Some one perhaps in long Confumption dry'd.

And after falling into Lovej may dye:

But I dare lay my Life he ne'er had dy'd.

Had he been healthy at the Heart, as I,

IV.

Some others rather than incur the Slander

Of falfe Apoftates, may true Martyrs prove:

But I am neither Ij^his nor Lemder^

I'll neither hang nor drown my fclf for Love*
V.

Yet 1 have been a Lover by report.

And I have dy'd for Love, as others do,

But prais'd be Jove, it was in fuch a fort.

That I reviv'd within one Hour or two,

VL
Thus have I lov'd, thus have Iliv'd 'till now.
And know no Reafon to repent me yet.

And he that any otherwife ihall do.

His Courage is no better than his Wit.
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^he Answer.
No Man Love's fiery Paflion can refift,

That either values Pleafure or Promotion 1

I hate Luke-warmnefs in an Amorift,

It is as bad in Love, as in Devotion.

n.

Tou that pretend to have a Love-proof Heart,

And dare dcfpife the facred Pow'r of Love,

May know that more have fain by Cupid's Dart,

Than by the dreadful Thunder-bolts of Jove,

III.

Nor can you Love, oi not Love, as you pleafc.

For Cupid's Law commands the Difpofition

;

And I have known one die of that Difeafe,

Whereof himfclf to others was Phyfician.

IV.

Por when the little God doth ihoot his Darts

From the bright Eyes of Women that are fair.

The Strokes arc fatal, and will wound the Hearts

Of Men as healthful as you think you are.

V.

Thole that thus die for Love, incur no Sland-er,

But with Love's holy Martyrdom arc cxowa'di

5erhaps you cannot imitate Leandgry

Fox every Man was not bora to be drowa'J.

VI.

Tfou fay youVe been a Lover by report,

But never yet deferv'd fo good a Name,
He never lov'd indeed, Love's but a Sport,

It is ill jefting with a facred Flame.

VII.

long may you live unlov'd, and when you die

Women upon your loathed Grave (hall fpit,

'Till then ail Gentlemen ftiall fwear you. Lye,

To uy ftw Courage, as you did youi Wit^
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,jf Pajloral Song.
^"TNID you not once, Lacinddf Vow
iV You would love none but me?

\A, Ay, but my Mother tells me now,

I muft love Wealth, not thee.

Shep, Cruel, thy Lovelies in thy PowCf,

Though Fate to me*s unkind:

Maid, Confider but how fraall thy DowCi
Is in refpeft of mine.

ihep. Is it becaufe my Sheep are poor>

Or that my Flocks are few J

Miiid, No, but I cannot Love at all

So mean a Thing as you.

Shep. Ah me, Ah me, mock you my Gllcf ?

Maid, 1 pity thy hard Fate.

^hep. Pity for Love's but poor Relief,

I'll rather chufe your Hate.

JWi«'</. Content thy felf. Shepherd, a while,

I'll love thee by this Kifs,

Thou Ihalt have no more Caufe to moma
Than thou canft take in this.

Ship, Bear Record then you Powers above,

And all thofe Holy Bands :

For it appears the trueft Love,

Springs not from Wealth nor Lands,

u4n old Ballad of'Bold RoBiN HoOD;
Jhewhg his Parentage^ Birthy Breedings

l/^ahur; and Marriage at Tilbury Bull

ruYining, Calculated for the Meridian
•d/ Stafford fhire^ hut may ferve alfo for

Derbylhire, Kent, Jrf. To a Pleafant

Tune.

K I N D Gentlemen, will you be patient a whil€ >

Ay} nad then yon fbaJU ^%u smoD^
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A very good Ballad of bold %ol/in Hoodt

And of his brave Man Little John :

In LasjjK-town, in merry Utttinghtunpiire^

In merry fwcet LoA^-town,

There bold %9bin Hvfdhe was born, and was bxcd,

Bold %obin of famous Renown.
The Father of T{obm a Forrefter was.

And he fhot in a lufty long Bow,
Two North-country Miles and an Inch at a fliot,'

As the Finder of Wakefield does knowj
For he brought ^dam Bell and Clim of the CloHgh^

With William of Cloudepe^

To fhoot with our Forefter for forty Mark,
And the Forefter beat 'cm all three :

Hi« Mother was Neice to the Covtntry Knight,

WWiQhWaYVjick^Jkire Men call Sir Guy,
And he flew the great Boar that hangs up at the Gatf^
Or mine Hoft of the Bull tells a Lie j

Her Brother was Camwelly of grear Gamwell-ball,

And a noble Houfe-keeper was he.

Ay, as ever broke Bread in fwcet Nottinghamfkirc,

And a Squire of famous Degree;

This Mother ofliohin, faid to her Husband,
My Honey, my Love, and my Dear,

Let %obin and 1 ride this Morning to Camwell,
To tafte of my Brother's good Cheer:

And he faid, I grant thee thy Boon, gentle Joany

Take one of my Hotfcs, I pray 3

The Sun is a Riling, and therefore makehaftc.
For to marrow is Chrijlmas-day,

Then T^^m/faa^'s Father's grey Gelding wasbroughtj
And Sadled and Bridled was he j

God-wotj his blue Bonner, his new Suit of Cloaths,

And a Cloak that reached to his Knee:
She got her on a Holiday-kirtlc and Gown,
They were of alight Lwco/»-grcen,

The Cloath was home fpuB, but for coloui and mak^
Ic might have bef<fjnc4 a Queen^
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And then '^hin got on his Basket-hilt-fword,

And his Dagger on his other Side

:

And faid, My dear Mother, let's hafte to be gone,

We have twenty long Miles to ride.

When 'Robin had mounted his Gelding £o gr<y.

His Father without any trouble

Set her up behind him, and bid her not fear.

For his Gelding had oft carried double.

When (he was fettl'd, they rode to their NeighbouIS^

And drunk and fliook Hands with them all

:

And then %pbin gallop'd, and never gave o'er

Till they lighted at great Gam-well- ball;

And now you may think the Right Woxfhipfur Squire

Was joyful his Sifter to fee :

lot he kifs'd-hcr, and fwore a great Oath,

Thou art welcome, dear Sifter, to me.

Next morrowAvhenMafs had been faid in the Chappel,

Six Tables were covei'd i'th* Hall,

And in comes the 'Squire and makes a fhort Speech,

It was, Neighbours, you're welcome all i

But not a Man fliall tafte ray Af^rW? Beer,

Till- a Chrifimas Carrol be fung.

Then all clapt theii Hands, and they fhouted and fung,

Till the Hall and the Parlour it rung.

>Iow Muftard and Brawn, roaftBeef and plumb I'ieSj

Were ftt upon every Table:

And noble George Gamvjtll faid. Eat, and be merry?

And drink too as long as y'are able.

When Dinner was ended, the Chaplain faid Grace j

And, Be merry, my Friends, faid the 'Squire >

It Rains and it Blows, but call for more Ale,

And lay fome more Wood on the Fire

:

And now call you Ltttle John hither to mc,
Foi Little John is a fine Lad ;

At Gambols and Jugling, and twenty fach Tricks,

As Ihall make you both merry and glad.

When Little John canie, to Gambols they weafj

S9th Gemlaneii; Yeomen and CJown«
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And what do you think? Why, as true as Hive,
Bold 1{obin Hood put them all down.

And now you may think the right worfhipful 'Squire,

Was joyful this Sight for to fee j

For he faid, Coufin l^t/w, thou'ftgonomorehome,
But tarry and dwell here with me

:

Thou (halt have my Land, when I die, and tillthco

Thou flialt be the Staff of my Age.

Than grant me my Boon, dear Uncle, faid7^oi/«5

That Little Jahn may be my Page.

And he faid, Kind Coufin, I grant thee tiyboon.
With all my Heart & let it be.

Then come hither Little Johnt faid 1{obin Hosdj

Come hither my Page unto me

:

Go fetch me a Bow, my longeft long Bow,
And broad Arrows one, two and three,

Jor when 'tis fair Weather, we'll into Sherwood,

Some merry Paftime to fee.

When Tiobin Hood came into merry Shervjoody

He winded his Bugle fo clear 5

And twice five and twenty good Yeomen bold
Before %ebin Hood did appear^

"Where are you Champions all, faid Tl^bin Hood,

For ftill I want forty and three ?

Then faid a bold Yeoman, Lo yonder they ftand.

All under the green Wood Tree.

As that Word was fpoken, Clorinda, came by,
The Queen of the Shepherds was Ihe j

And her Gown was of Velvet, as green as theGrafsj
And her Buskin did reach to her Knee

:

Her Gate it was graceful, her Body was {Irflighf,

And her Countenance free from Pride

:

A Bow in her Hand, and Quiver of Arrows
Hung dangling down by her Side;

Her Eye-brows were black, ay, and fo was hejHaIr,
And her Skin was fmooth as Glafs j

Her Vifagc fpoke Wifdom and Modefty too.

Sets with 'iobin Hood foch a Lafs j
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Said %obin Hood, Lady fair, whither away,

Oh! whither, fair Lady, away>

And (he made him anfwcr. To kill a Fat Buck;

For to morrow is Titbury Day. ^' '"^
-

Said %pbin Hood, Lady fair, wander with me,
A little to yonder green Bower j

There fit down to reft you, and you (hall be fure

Of a Brace or a Leafe in an Hbur. • ^
•'^'

And as they were going towards the green Bowcrj

Two hundred good Bucks they e(py*d';

,Shc chofe out the fatteft that was in the Herd,

And (he (hot him thro' Side and Side. '

By the Faith of my Body, faid bold %obin Hood,

I never faw Woman like thee,
•

[We{t,

And com'ft thou from Eaft, ay, or com'ft thou fi©m
Thou need'ft not beg Venifon of me.

However, along to my Bower you (hall go,

And tafte of a Forefter's Meat;

And when we came thither, we found as good Cheer
As any Man needs for to cat ;

For there was hot Venifon, and Warden-pies cold,

Cream clouted, with Honey-combs plenty:

And the Servitors they were, belides Little John,

Good Yeomen at leaft four and twenty.

Clorinda, faid, Tell me your Name, gentle Sir ?

And he faid, *Tis bold %obin Hood ;

'Squire Gamwell^s my Uncle, but all my Delight

Is to dwell in merry Sherwood ;

For 'tis a fine Life, 'tis void of all flrife.

So 'tis. Sir, Clorinda reply'd.

But oh ! faid bold 1{obiny how fwcct wou'd it be,

If clorinda wou'd be my Bride ? - >
'

She blulh'd at the Motion, yet after a Paufc,

Said, Yes, Sir, and with all my Heart.

Then let ns (end for a Prieft, faid \o$in Hood,

And be merry before we do part.

Sm flie faid, it may not be fo, gentle Sir,

for I muft be at Titbttry Feaft

;
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And If %ohm Hood will go thither with mc,

I'll make him the moft welcome Gusft.

-Said %o^bin Hood, teach me that Buck, Little John^
'"

For I'll go along with my Dear?

Go bid my good Yeomen kill fix Brace of Bucks>
And meet to morrow juft here.

Before they had ridden five Staffordflnre Miles,

Eight Yeomen that wqre too bold

Bid %obin Hood ftand, and deliver his Buck,

A truer Tale never was told j

I ihallnot, Faith, faidbold %o^bin Hood', COKit Johnl

Stand to me, and we'll beat 'em all

;

Tern,

Thenboth drew thcirSwords,and fo cut 'em and flafli'd

That five of the eight did fall

;

The three that remain'd call'd to T^^/«for q^uarter.

And pitiful >A« begg'd their Lives } CCouniel,.

When 7<"^»'s Boon was granted, he gave them good
And fo they went home to their Wives.

This Battel was fought near to Titbury Town,
When the Bag-pipes baited the Bull:

I am King of the Fidlers, and fwear 'tis a Truths
And I call him that doubts it a Gull

:

For I faw them fighting, and fidd^d the while.

And Clorinda fung. Hey derry down

;

The Bumpkins are beaten, put up thy Sword Bobi

And now let's dance into the Town.
Before we came to it, we heard a ftrange Shouting,

And all that were in it look'd madly j

For fome were a Bull-back, fome dancing aMoiricc>
And fome finging yArthur a Bradly.

And there we fee Thomas our Juftice's Clark,

And Mary to whom he was kind,

For Tom rod before her, and call'd Mary, Madam,
And kifs'd her full fweetly behind

;

And fo may your Worlhips : But we went to Dinner^
With Thomas^ and Mary, and Nan ;

They all drank a Health to clorinda, itnitolihih
Sold '^l/in H994 was a fine Mj|p,



3f2 The Sis TH Part of

When Dinner was ended, Sir '^oger, the Par/on

Of Dubbridge^ was fent for in haftej [Ha»d,
He brought his Mafs-book, and he bade them take
And he join'd them in Marriage full faft.

And then, as bold T^bm Hood and his fweet Bride

Went Hand in Hand to the green Bower,

The Birds fang with Pleafure in merry Sherwoodf

And 'twas a moft joyful Hour.

And when T{oLin came in fight of his Bower,

Where are my Yeomen J faid he.

And Little John anfweiM, Lo, yonder they ftand.

All under a green Wood Tree.

Then Garlands they brought her, by two and by two,

And plac'd them on the Bride's Head
5

The Mufick ftruck up, and they all fdl to Dancing,

Till the Bride and the Groom were a-Bed j

And what they did there, muft be Counfel to me,
Becaufe they lay long the next Day,

And 1 made hafte homej but I got a good Piece

Of the Bride-cake, and fo came away.

Now our, alas, I had forgotten to tell ye.

That marry'd they were with a Ring;

And fo will Nan Kl'ight, or be buried a Maiden 5 i

An<i now. let us pray for the King,

That he may have Children, and they may get more,

To Govern, and do us fomc good j

'And then I'll make Ballads in T^bin Hood*s Bower,

And ling them to merry Sherwood.

The Cavalier 'i Complaint,

COME, Jtck^, let's drink a Pot of Ale,

And I Ihall tell thee fuch a Talc

Will make thine Ears to ring :

My Coin is fpent, my Time is loft,

And I this only Fruit can boaft,

That once I faw my King.
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But this doth moft afflift my Mind,

I went to Court, in hope to find

Some of my Friends in Place j

And walking there, I had a fight

Of all the Crew : But, by this Light,

I hardly knew one Face I

S'life, of fo many noble Sparks,

Who on their Bodies bear the Marks
Of their Integrity,

And fuffer'd Ruin of Eftate j

It was my damu'd unhappy Fate,

That I not one could fee I

Not one, upon my Life, among
iiy old Acquaintance, ail along

At Trnre, and before ;

And, 1 fuppofe, the Place can Aow
As few of thofe, whom thou didft know
At Torkf 01 Marflon'tnoor,

But, truly, there are Swarms of thofc,

Whofc Chins are beardlefs, yet their Hofe
And Buttocks ftill wear Muffs j

Whilft the old rufty Cavalier

Retires, or dares not once appear
For want of Coin, and Cuffs.

When none of thefe I could defcry,

"Who better far deferv'd than 1

5

I Calmly did refleft

:

Old Services, (by rule of State)

liikQ ^4lmanAck^, grow out ofDatCj
What then can I expert i

Troth, in contempt of Fortune's Fiown,
ru get me fairly out of Town,
And in a Cloyfter pray,
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That, fincc the Stars are yet unkind

To Royalifts, the King may find

More faithful Friends than they.

jin Eccho to the C A V A h I E K 's

Complaint.

I
Marvel, Z)»Vt, that having been

So long abroad, and having fcen

The World, as thou haft done,

Thou fhould'ft acquaint me with a Tale

As old as Nejfor, and as ftale

As that of Prieft and Nun

!

Arc we to learn what Is a Court ?

A Pageant made for Fortune's Sport,

Where Merits fcarce appear

:

For baHiful Merit only dwells

In Camps, in Villages and Cells?

Alas I it dwells not there,

Dcfert Is nice in its Addrefs,

And Merit oft-times doth opprefs

Beyond what Guilt would doV*^

But they are fure of their Demands,
That come to Court with Golden-hands,

And Brazen-faces too.

The King, they fay, doth ftill profcfs

To give his Party fome redrefs,

And cherifti Honcfty :

But his good Wiflies prove in vain,

Whofe Service with his Servant's Gain
Not always doth agree.

All Princes (be they ne'er {o wife)

Arc fain to fee with others Eyes,

But feldom hcai at all; -
•'
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And Courtiers find't their Intereft,

In Time to feather well their Neft,

Providing for their Fall,

0\x Comfort doth on Time depend ;

Things, when they are at worft, will mend J

And let us but reflect

On our Condition t'other Day,

When none but Tyrants bore the Sway,

What did we then expeft?

Mean while a calm Retreat is beft :

But Difcontent (if not fupprcft)

Will breed Difloyalty.

This is the conftant Note I fing,

I have been faithful to th« King,

And fo ihall ever be.

On the Preface to Gondibert,

RO OM for the beft of Poets Heroick,

If you'll believe two Wits and a Stotckj

Down go the IlUds^ down go the cy£neid6s.

All muft give place to the Gondibertiados.

For to Homer and Virgil he has a Juft Pique,

Bccaufc one writ in LAtin^ the other in Greek 5

Befidcs an old Grudge (our Criticks they fay fo)

With Qvid, becaufc his Sirname was Nafo ;

'If Fiftion the Fame of a Poet thus laifcs,

What Poets arc you that have writ his PraifesJ

But we juftly Quarrel at this our Defeat,

You give us a Stomach* he gives us no Meat.

A Preface to no Book, 'a Porch to no Houfe

:

Here is the Mountain, but where is the Moufe ?

But, Oh, America muft breed up the Brat,

From whence 'twill return a Weft-lndiA Rat.

For Will to Vtrginia is gone from among us

With thirty two Sia-ves, to plant Mhudmgus,
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O;^ G O N D I B E R T,

AFTER fa many fad Mifliaps,

Of Drinking, Rhiming, and of Claps^

1 piry moft thy laft Relapfe.

II.

That having paft the Soldiers Pains,

The States-mcns Arts, the Scamens Gains,

With Gondibert to break thy Erains,

III.

And {o inccifantly to ply it,

To facrifice thy Sleep, thy Diet,

Thy Eufincfsi and> what's more, our Quicti

IV.

And all this ftir to make a Story,

Kot much fupetiour to John Dory,

Which thus in brief I lay before ye.

v..

All in the Land of LofnLardv,

A Wight there was of Knights degree,

Six Condibert ycleap'd was he.

VI.

This Gondibert (as fays our Author)

Got the Good-will of the King's Daughter,

A Shame, it feems, the Devil ought her,

VII.

So thus fucceeded his Difafter,

Being fure of the Daughter of his Mafter,

He chang'd his Princefs for a Plaifter.

VIII.

Of Perfon he was not ungracious,

Grave in Debate, in Fight audacious j

But in his Ale raoft pervicacious.

IX.

And this was Caufe of his fad Fate,

For in a Drunken-ftreet Debate

One Night he got a broken P«c.

{

i
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X.

Then being cur'd, he would not tarry,

But needs this fimpling Girl would marry

Of j^Jimgon the Apothecary.

XI.

To make the thing yet more Romancy,
Both Wife and Rich you may him fancy ;

Yet he in both came fhcwt of PUncy,

XII.

Ajnd for the Damfel, he did wooe {"Oy

To fay the Truth, fnc was but fo-fo,

Kot much unlike her of Tobofo,

21II.

Her Beauty, though 'twas not exceeding,

Tet what in Face and Shape was needing,

She made it up in Parts and Breeding.

XIV.

Though all the Science (he was rich in

Both of the Dairy and the Kitchin

:

Tet (he had Knowledge more bewitching.

XV.

For fhe had learn'd her Father's Skill,

Both of the Alimbeck and the Still,

The Purge, the Potion, and the Pill.

XVL
But her chief Talent was -a Glifter,

And fuch a hand to adminifter,

A« on the Breech hath made no Blifter,

XVIL
So well (he handled Gondibertt

That though fhe did not hurt that part,

She made a Blifter on his Heart. ^
XVIII.

^

Into the Garden of her Father :

Garden, faid I? or Back-fide rather.

One Night Ihe went a Rofe to gather.
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XIX.

The Knight he w« not far behind.

Full foon he had her in the Wind;

(For Love can fmell, though he be blind.)

XX.

Her Bufinefs (lie had finifli'd fcarcely, ^ « -

When on a gentle Bed of ParQy -> J^*'"*

full fair and foft he made her Aifc-Iyc. C ''^'''''

In Praife of A l, b,

WHEN the chill Charokoe blows,

And Winter tells a heavy Tal?,

And Pies and Daws, and Rooks and Crows

Do fit a'nd curfe the Froft and Snows,

Then give me Ale.

Ale in a Saxon %ttmi(^n then,

Such as will make grim Malkin pratCj

Bids Valour bargain in tall Men,
Quickens the Poets Wits and Pen,

Defpifes Fate.

Ale, that the abfent Battel fights,

And forms the Match ofSwedipj Drums,

Difputes the Princes Laws and Rights,

What's pad and done tells mortal Wights,

And what's to come.

Ale, that the Plough-man's Heart up kcc^%

And equals it to Tyrants Thrones

;

That wipes the Eye that ever weeps.

And lulls in fweet and dainty Sleeps

Their very Bones.

Grandchild of Ceres, Bacchus Daughter,

Wines emulous Neighbour, if but ftale:

Ennobling all the Nymphs of Water,

And iiiliPS each Man's Heart with ^aughter^

Oh girc me Ale,
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J familiar Epftle to Mr. Julian,
Secretary of the Mufes,

By Mr. Dry den.

THOU common Shoar of this PoctickTown,

Where all the excrements of Wit are thrownj

For Sonnet, Satyr, Baudry, Blafphcmy

Are emptied, and disburden'd all in thee

:

The Cholerick Wight untruHIng all in Rage
finds thee, and lays his Load upon thy Page:

Thou Julian^ or thou wife Vefpa/ian rather,

Doft from this Dung thy well pickt Guineas gather^

All Mifchief's thine, tranfcribing thou wilt ftoop.

From lofty Middlefex to lowly Scrosp.

What times are thefe, when in the Hero's Room,
Bow-bending Cupid doth with Ballads come,
And little .Afio7i offers to the Bum I

Can two fuch Pigmies fuch a weight fupport,

Two fuch Tom-Thumbs of Satyr in a Court ?

^QOtGeorge grows old, his Mufcvvorn outof FafhioHji

Hoarfly he fung Ephelia's Lamentation.

Lefs art thou hclp*d by Drydm^s Bed-rid Age,
That Drone has loft his Sting upon the Stage!

Refolve me, poor Apoftate, this my doubt.

What hope haft thou to rub this Winter out ?

Know, and be thankful then, for Providence

By me hath fent thee this Intelligence.

A Knight there is, if thou can'ft gain his Grac%"
Known by the Name of the hard-favoui*d Face,
For Prowefs of the Pen rcnown'd is he.
From Don Huixot defcended Lineally,

And though like him Unfortunate he provCi
Undaunted in attempts of Wit and Love.
Gf his unfinilh'd Face, what ihall I fay ?

Bttt that 'twas made oi^di'.m's own led Clay,
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That much much Oaker was en it bcftow*d,

God's Image 'tis nor, but fome IndtAn God:
Out Chriftian Earth can no RcfembJancc bring

But Ware oi Portugal for fuch a thing;

Such Carbuncles his fiery Face confefs.

As no Hungarian Water can ledrcfs.

A Face which fliould he fee, (but Hcav'n was kind>

And to indulge his Telf, Love made him blind.)

He durft not ftir abroad for fear to meet
Curfcs of teeming Women in the Street.-

The beft could happen from this hideous Sight, -^

Is that they fliould Mifcarry with the Fright /
Heav'n guard them from the Likencfs of the^

Knight. 3
Such is our charming Stre^ho>i\ outward Man,
His inward P-jirts let thofe difclofe who can ;

One while he honoureth Birtha with his Flame,

And now he chants no Icfs Lo-jija^s Namej
For when his Paflion hath been bubbling long,

The Scum at laft boils up into a Song:

And fure no mortal Creature at one time.

Was e'er fo far o'crgone with Love and Rhime.
To his dear felf of Poetry he talks.

His Hands and Feet are fcanning as he walks 3

His writhing Looks his Pangs of Wit accufe,

The airy Symptoms of a breeding Mule,

And all to gain the great Lovtfa's Grace,

But never Pen did Pimp for fuch a Face j

There's not a Nymph in City, Town, or Court,

But Strefhon*s 'Billet-doux has been their Sport.

Still he loves on, yet ftill he's fure to mifs,

A.S they who wafh an Ethiofs Face, or his.

"What Fate unhappy Strephon docs attend?

Never to get a Miftrefs, nor a Friend.

Strephon alike both Wits and Fools deteft,

*Caufe he's like Ef0p's Batt, half Bird half Beaft j

For Fools to Poetry have no Pretence,

And commoa Wit fuppofes conunoA SenTe,

Not
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Not quite fo low as Fool, not quite a top.

He hangs between them both, and is a Fop.

His Morals like his Wit are mottley too,

He keeps from arrant Knave with much ado.

But Vanity and Lying fo prevail,

That one Grain more of each would turn the Scale :

He would be more a Villain had he time,

But he's fo wholly taken up with Rhyme,
Thar he miibikes his Talent} all his Cire

Is to be thought a Poet fine and fair.

Small-Beer, and Gruel, are his Meat and Drink,

The Diet he prefcribes himfelf to Think;

Rhyme next his Heart he t^kes at the Morn peep,

Some Love-Epiftks at the Hour of Sleep;

So betwixt Elegy and Ode we fee

Strephon is in a Courfe of Poetry

:

This is the Man ordain'd to do thee good.
The Pelican to feed thee with his Blood;

Thy Wit, thy Poet, nay thy Friend, for he
Is fit to be a Friend to none but thee.

Make fure of him, and of his Mufe betimes.

For all his Study is liung round with Rhimcs;
Laugh at him, juftle him, yet ftill lie writes,

-In Rhime he challenges, in Rhime he fights;

Charg'd with the laft, and bnfeft Infamy,

His Bufinefs is to think what Rhimes to Lye,

Which found in Fury ke retorts again,

Strephon's a very Dragon at his Pen ;

His Brother murder'd, and his Mothers whor'd,
His Miftrefs loft, and yet his Pea's his Sword.

I

yf Journey into France.
B'j Bijhop C o li B E T.

Went from England into FrAnce^

Nor yet to leain to Cringe nor Dance,

Nor yet tg J?.ide 01 ?«ilCC>

Vol, VI,
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Nor did I go like one of thofe

That do return with half a Nofe
They carried from hence.

But 1 to Faris rode along,

Much like John Dory in the Song,

Upon a holy Tide,

I on an ambling Nag did get,

1 truft he is not paid for yet 5

And fpuri*d him on each Side.

And to Saint Dennis faft we came.

To fee the Sights of Nofire Dame :

The Man that (hews them Snaffles

:

"Where who is apt for to believe,

May fee our Lady's Right-arm Sleeve,

And eke her old Pantofles j

Her Breaft, her Milk, her very Gown
That ihe did wear in Bethlehem Town,

When in the Inn fhe lay.

Yet all the World knows that's a Fable,

lor lo good Cloaths ne'er lay in Stable

Upon a Lock of Hay.

No Carpenter could by his Trade

Gain fo much Coin as to have made
A Gown of fo rich Stuff.

Yet they poor Fools, think for their Credit,

They may believe old fefeph did it,

'Caufe he defcrv'd enough.

There is one of the Crofies Nails,

Which wi.o fo fees, his Bonnet vails,

And if he will, may kneel.

Some fay 'twas Falfe, 'twas never fo.

Yet feeling it, thus much 1 know.

It is as true as Steel.

There is a Lanthorn which the JeiDSj

When Jadas led them forth, did ufe,

It weighs my Weight down- right

:

But to believe it, you muft think.

The Jews did put a Candle in't.

And then twas very Light,
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There's one Saint there hath loft his Nofe j

Another's Head, but not his Toes,

His Elbow and his Thumb.
But when that we had feen the Rags,

We went to th' Inn and took cur Nags,

And fo away did come.

We came to Puris on the Green,

'Tis wondrous Fair, 'tis nothing Clean,

'ris Europe's greateft Town.
How Strong it is I need not tell ir,

For all the World may eafily fmell it,

That walk it up and down.

There many ftrange Things are to fee.

The Palace and great Gallery,

The Place Royal doth excel

:

The New Bridge and the Statues there,

At Nofire Dame, Saint ^. Pater,

The Steeple bears the Bell.

For Learning, th' IJniverlltyj

And for old Cloarhs, the Frippery

;

The Houfe the Queen did build.

Saint Innocents, whofc Earth devours

Dead Corps in four and twenty Hours,

And there the King was kill'd:

The Eofs-hitl and Sa-nt -D.;i«/>ftreet,

The Shafflenifi like London-^lctl,

The ^rfcfial, no Toy.

But if you'll fee the prettieft Thing,

Go to the Court and fee the King,

O 'tis a hopeful Boy.

Ke is of all his Dukes and Peers

Revercnc'd for much Wit at his Years,

Nor muft you think it muchj
For he with little Switch doth play.

And make fine dirty Pycs of Clay,

O never King made fuch.

A Bird that can but kill a Fly,

Or prate, doth pleafe his Majefty,
' Tis known to every one. R ;
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The Duke of Guife gave him a Parrot,

And he had twenty Cannons for it

>. For his new Galcon.

that I ere might have the hap

To get the Sird which in the Map
Is called the Indiun Ruk,

I'd give it him, and hope to be

As rich as Guire or Livine,

Or elfe I had ill Luck.

Birds about his Chamber ftand,

And he them feeds with his own Hand;
'TiS his Humility :

And if they do want any thing,

They need but Whiftle for their King,

And he comes prefently.

But now then, for thcfe Parts he muft

Be cnftiled Lewis the Jufi,

Great Henry'j Lawful Heir }

When to his Stile to add more Words,

They'd better call him Ks"S of Birds,

Than of the great Navarre.

He hath beiides a pretty Qiiirk,

Taught him by Nature, how to Work
In Iron with much Eafc.

Sometimes to the Forge he goes.

There he Knocks, and there he Blows,

And makes both Locks and Keys:

Which purs a Doubt in every one,

Whether he be Mars and Vtilcan^s Son,

Some few believe his Mother.

But let them all fay what they will,

1 came refolv'd, and fo think ftill.

As much the one, as fh' other.

The People' too diflike the Youth,

All-edging Reafons, for in truth

Mothers ihould honour'd be^

Yet others fay he loves her rather,

iLS well as e'er the lov'd his Father,

And that's notoiioufly.
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His Qiieen, a little pretty Wencii,

Was born in Spuin, fpeaks little French,

Ne*ei like to be a Mother:
For her dnceftaous Houfe could not

Have Children, unlefs they were begot

By Uncle or by Brother.

Now why fhould Lewis, being fo juft,

Content himfelf to take his Luft,

Wifh his Lici>?a,^s Mate :

And fuffer his little pretty Queen,

From all her Race that e'er has been

So to degenerate.

'Twere Charity for to be known
To love ftrangc Children as his own j

And why it is no fhanic

:

Unlefs he yet would greater be.

Than was his Father Henry

^

Who feme thought did the fame.

7i Par/on Weeks. An Invitation

to London.

By sir ] o uu M E n n 1 s.

HOW now, my John, what, is't the Care
Of tky fmall Flock, that keeps thee there ?

Or hath the Bifhop, in a Rage,
Forbid thy coming on our Stage ?

Or want'ft thou Coin? or want'ft thou StCcd?
Thcfe are Impediments indeed :

But for thy Flock, thy Sexton may
In due time %ing, and let them Pray,

A E , with an Offering,

May be brought unto any thing.

For want of Steed, I oft fee Vt'c

Trudge up to Town with hazel Stick;.

R 3



^()6 The Sixth Part &f

por Coin, two Sermons by the way.

Will Hoft, Hoftefs, and Tapfter pay.

A willing Mind pawns Wedding Ring,

"Wife, Gown, Books, Children, any thing,

No way neglefted, nought too dear

To fee fuch Friends, as thou haft here.

I met a Parfon on the way,

Came in a Waggon t'other Day,

Who told me, that he ventur'd forth

With one Tithe Pig of little worth

;

With which, and faying Grace at Food,

And praying for Lord Carryers good,

He had arriv'd at's Journeys end,

Without a Penny, or a Friend.

And what great Bufinefs do you think ?

Only to fee a Friend, and drink.

One Friend? why thou haft thoufands here

Will ftrivc to make thee better chear.

Ships lately from the iflands came
With Wines, thou never heardft their Name,
TAontefiafco.) VrontiniACy

Vtrnaccto, and that old Sack

Young Herric took to entertain

The Mufes in a fprightly Vein;

Come then, and from thy muddy AJe,

(Which ferves but for an old Wife's Tale

:

Or, now and then, to break a Jeft,

At fome poor fUJy Neighbour's Feaft)

Rouze up, and ufe the Means, to fee

Thofc Friends expeft thy Wit, and tkee.

And though you cannot come in State,

On Camels back, like Coryat

:

Imagine that a Pack-Horfe be

The Camel in his £ook you fee.

I know you have a Fancy, can

Conceive your Guide a Caravan.

Rather than fail, fpeak Tieafon there,

Aiid come on Charges of the Shire 5
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A Lo?idon Goal, with Friends and Drink,

Is worth your Vicaridge, 1 think.

But if bdbtted with that one

Thou haft, often, ftay there aionej

And all too late lament and cry,

Th' haft loft thy Friends, among them, L

It E R B O R E J L E,

By BifJpop C o R 3 E T.

X? OUR Clerks of Oxford, Dodors two and two,

JT That would be Doctors, having Icfs to do
With ^f'y/iifi, than with Galoj, in Vacation

Chang'd Studies, and turn'd Books to Recreation :

And on the Tenth of ^ugnji. Northward bent,

A Journey not fo foon conceiv'd as fpenr.

The firft half Day they rode, they light upon
A noble Clergy Hofl, * I\J,tt MiddUton ;

Who numbring out good Dirties with good Talcs,

The major part o'th' Chearweigh'd down the Scales j

And tho' the Count'nance make the Feaft, fay Books,

We ne'er found better welcome with worfe Looks

:

Here we paid Thanks, and parted, and at Night

Had Entertainment all in one Man's Right,

At Flovjre^ t ^ Village, where our Tenant Ihe

Sharp as a Winter-morning, fierce, yet |"ree.

With a lean Vifage, like a carved Face

On a Court-cupboard, offer'd up the Place j

She pleas'd us well, but yet her Husband better,

A X hearty Fellow, and a good Bone-fetter

:

* Afhton on the Wall, Mr. Middleton'j Benefice.

t Flower tn Northampton fhire, Dr. Hutton' ^ Benefice.

X Ned Hale.

R 4
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Now whether it were Providence or Luck,

Whether the Keepers or the Stealers Buck j

There we had Ven'fon, fuch as Virgtl flew,

When he would feaft t^nais and his Crew :

Here wc confum'd a Day, and tiie next Morn,

To Daintry with a Land-wind we were bornj

Jt was the Marker, and the Le£lure-day,

for Lefturers fell Sermons, as the Lay-

Do Sheep and Oxen, have their Seafon jnik,

>or both their Markets) there we drank down Duft.

I'th' interim comes a moft officious '^ Drudge,
3-1 is Face and Gown draw'd out with the fame Budge,

His pendant Touch, which was both large and wide,

JLookM like a Letters-Patents by his Side:

He was as awful, as he had been fcnt

fiom Mofes with the eleventh Commandment;
JNnd one of us he fought, a Man of Flower

He muft bid ftand, and challenge for an Hour :

The Doftors both were quitted of their Fear,

The one was hoarfe, the other w-as not thercj

Therefore him of the two he feized, beft

Able to anfwer him of all the reft,

Eecaufe he needs but ruminate that o'er,

"Which he had chew'd the Sabbath Day befbre :

Tor though wc were rcfolv'd to do him right,

for Mafter B^yley's t fake, and Maiket Wright

;

Yet he dilfembrd that the Mace did err,

For he nor Deacon was, nor Minifter.

No (quoth the Serjeant) fure then by Relation^

You have a Licence, Sir, or Toleration ;

And if you have no Orders, 'tis the better,

so you have t DocCs Precepts, or cleaver*s Letter;

Thus looking on his Mace, and urging ftill,

*Twas Mafter Wrigln's, and Mafter Bayley's Will,

That he fhould mount 5 at laft he condcfcended

To flop the gap, and fo the Treaty ended:

* ^ Sergeafit. t T/jc Uinifler of Daintry.

X Uinifler ef Banbury.
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The Sermon pleas'd, and when we were to Dine,

We all had Preachers Wages, Thanks and Wine.

Our next Day's Stage was "^ Lmtervuorth, a Town
Not willing to be noted, or fet down
By any Traveller; for when we had been

Thro' at both Ends, we could not find an Inn j

Yet for the Church fake turn and light we muft.

Hoping to find one Dram of t Wicklifs Duftj

But we found none, for underneath the Pole,

No more refts of his Body, than liis Soul:

Abufed Martyr, how haft thou been torn

By two wild Faftions I firft the Pa^ifis burn
Thy Bones for Hate, the Puritans in Zeal
Do fell thy Marble, and thy Brafs they ftea!,

A
II
Parfon met us there, who had great ftore

Of Livings, fome fay, but of Manners more :

In whole ftreight cheerful Age a Man might fee

Weli-govern'd Fortune, Bounty, Wife and Freej

He was our Guide to Leic'flcr., fave one Mile,

There was his Dwelling, where we ftay'd a while

And drank ftaie Beer, I think was never new,
Which the dun Wench that brought it us did brew»
And now we are at Lelcfler^ where wc Ihall

Leap o'er fix Steeples and an Hofpital

Twice told ; thofe Land-marks wholly I refer

To Camden'' s Eye, E7igland''s Chorographer j

Let me obferve the Alms-mens Heraldry,

Who being ask'd what Henry that fliould be
That was their Founder Duke of Lancxfier?

Anfwcr'd, ^Tw.is John of Gaunt^ 1 alTare you>Sir^
And fo confuted all their Walls, that faid

Henry of 'Richmond this Foundation laid.

The next thing to be noted was our Cheer,
Enlarg'd with Seven and fix-pence Bread and Beer,

* Lutterworth, a Town in Leiceftcrfhire,
'•

X ^'^^^
h'^^ buried in the Paripi-. Church,

\\ Parfon of Hcathcot,

R 5
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f>nx. O you wretched Tapfters as you are,

Who leckon by your Number, not your Fare j

And fet falfc Figures for all Companies,

Abufing innocent Meals, with Oaths and Lyes

:

Forbear your Coz'nage to Divines that come,

Xeaft they be thought to drink all that you Sum.

Spare not the Laicty in your Reckoning thus,

But furc your Theft to us is fcandalous.

Away my Mufe from this bafe Subjeft, know
Thy Pegnfus ne'er ftruck his Foot fo low.

Is not th^ ufurping Richard buried here,

That King of Hate, and therefore Slave of Fear ;

Diag'd from the fatal Field, Bofworth, where he

Xoft Life, and what he liv'd for. Cruelty ?

Search, find his Name, but there is none; O Kings,

Remember whence your Power andVaftncfs fpringsj

If not as Hicbard now, fo may you be.

Who hath no Tomb, but Scorn and Memory-
And tho' from his own Store "^ Woo/fey might have

A Palace, t or a College for his Gravci

Yet here he lyes interred, as if that all

Of him to be rcmembred were his Fall:

Nothing but Earth to Earth, nor pompous weight

Upon him, but a Pebble or a Quoit.

If thou art thus neglefted, what fliall t we

Hope after Death, that are but Shreds of thee?

Hold I William calls to Horfc, William is he.

Who though he never faw threefcorc and three,

O'er-reekon'd us in Age, as he before

in Drink, and will bate nothing of fourfcores

And he Commands, as if the Warrant came
From the great Earl himfelf, to Nottingham :

There we crofs Trent, and on the other llde

Tiay'd for Saint Andrew, as Up-hill we ride.

* Cardinal Woolfey buried there. t Whitehall

A^id Chrift-ChuKb. t Studentt in Chiift-Chuich,
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where we obferv'd the cunning Men like Moles,

Dwelt not in || Houfes, but were Earth'd in Holes.

So did they not Build upwards, but dig thorough.

As Hermits Caves, or Co-nies do their Borough.

Great Underminers fure as any where,

'Tis thought the Powder-Traitors pradis'd there.

Would you not think that Men flood on their Heads,

When Gardens cover Houfes there, like Leads

;

And on the Chimnies-top, the Maid may know
Whether her Pottage boil, or not, below 5

There caft in Herbs, or Salt, or Bread j her Meat
Contented rather with the Smoak than Heat.

This was the Rocky Parifh, higher flood

Churches and Houfes, Buildings, Stone and Woodi
CrofTes not yet demolifh'd, and our ^ Lady,

With her Arms on, embracing her whole Baby

:

Where let us Note, though thefc be Northern Parts,

The I Crofs finds in them more than Southern Hearts.

The Caflle's next, but what Qiall we report

Of that which now is Ruin, was a Fort ?

The Gates, two Statues keep, which % Giants are.

To whom, it feems, committed is the Care
Of the whole Downfal j if it be your Fault,

If you are guilty, may King '^'^ David's Vault,

Or § Mortimer's dark Cell, contain you both 5

A juft Reward for fo prophanc a Sloth :

And if hereafter Tydings fhall be brought

Of any Place or Office to be bought 5

And your left Lead, or unwedg'd Timber yet.

Shall pafs by your Confcnt to Purchafe it

:

May your deformed Bulks endure the Edge
Of Axes, feel the Beetle and the Wedge j

\\ Houfes in the %ocks. * Crojfes in Nottingham*

t The riiifi'd Cajiie. % Guy and. Colebrand.
^^ Where David l\vng of Scots vjAi kSPt a Prifonero

$ Which is within the CaJ^ie^
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May all the Ballads be call'd in and die,

That fing the Wars of Colcbrand and Sir G«/.

O ye that do Gmld-hali and Holrmby keep
So carefully, when both the Founders deep;

you are good Giants, and partake no (hame
With thefe two worthlcfs Trunks oi Nottingham '.

Look to your fev'ra 1 Charges, we muft go.

Though giiev'd at Heart to leave a Caftlc fo.

The "* Bnll-head is the Word, and we muft eat,

No Sorrow can defcend fo low as Meat:
So to the Inn we came, where our beft Cheer,

Was, that his Grace of TorhJ\-!i^ lodged there.

He was objcfted to us when we call.

Or diflike ought, my Lord's Grace anfwers allj

He was contented with this Bed, this Diet,

This keeps our difconteiited Stomachs quiet.

The Inn-keeper was old, fourfcoie almoft,

Indeed an Emblem, rather than an Hoftj

In whom we read how God and Time decree

To honour thrifty Hoftlers, fuch as he ;

Tor in the Stable firft he did begin.

Now fee he is fole Lord of the whole Inn.

Mark the incrcafe of Straw and Hay, and how
By thrift, a Bottle may become a Mow 3

Mark him all ye that have the golden Itch,

All whom God hath condemned to be rich:

Parewcl glad Father of thy Daughter Mayreft,

Thou Hoftlet Phanix, thy Example rare is.

We are for AViu<tri!^ after this fad Talk,

And thither 'tis no Journey, but a Walk :

Nature is wanton there, and the High-way
Seem'd to be private, though it open lay ;

As if fome fwelling Lawyer for his Health,

Or frantick Ufurer to tame his Wealth,

Had chofen out two Miks by Trent, to try

Two great Effefts of Art and Induftry :

"^ Li Nottingham,
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The Ground we tread is Meadow, fertile Land,

New trimm'd, and Icvell'd by the Mowers Hand j

Above it grew a Rock, rude, fteep, and high.

Which claims a kind of rev'fence from the Eye z

Betwixt them both there Aides a lively Stream,

Not loud, but fwift: MeAmder v^zs a Theam
Crooked and rough ; but had thofc Poets (ctn

Streight even Trent, it had immortal beea :

This fide the open Plain admits the Sun,

To half the River which did open runj

The other half ran Clouds, where the curi'd Wood,
With his exalted Head, threatncd the Flood;
Here I could wifh us ever pafling by,

And never paft : New Newa.rl-J\s too nigh 5

And as a Chriftmcis fcems a Day but Ihort,

Deluding times with Revels, and good Sportj

So did this beauteous Mixture us beguile,

And the whole twelve being travel'd, feem'd one Mfle,

Now as the Way was fweet, fo was the End ;

Our PafTage cafic, and our Prize a § Friend

:

Whom there we did enjoy, and for whofe fake^

As for a kind of purer Coin, Mca make
Us lib'ral Welcome with fuch Harmony,
As the whole Town had been his Family.

Mine Heft of the next Inn did not repine

That we preferr'd the Hart, and paft his Sign :

And where we lay, the Hoft and Hoftefs fain

Would (hew our Loves were aim'd at, not their Gain,
The very Beggars were fo ingenuous,

They rather Pray for him, than Beg of us j

And fo the Doftoi's Friends be pleas'd to ftay,

The furitans will let the
|| Organs play.

Would they pull down the Gallery builded new.
With the Churchwardens Seat, and Burleigh Pew 5

Nivjark^ioi Light, and Beauty, might compare.
With any Church, but what Cathedrals are i

5 Dr, Jucks, IJ
New Churchy
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To this belongs a * Vicar, who liicccedcd

The Fiicnd 1 menticn'd, fuch :i one rhere needed

,

A Man whofe Lite and Tongue is EJoquent,

Able to Ch^rm thole Mutinous Heads of Trti.t,

And urge the Canon home, when they confpire

Againft the Crofs and Bells with Sword and Fiie.

There ftood a Caftle too ; they Jhew us here

The phice where the King llepi, the Window v.Jierc

He talk'd with Tuch a Lord, how long he ftay'd

In his Difcourfe, and all but what he laid,

from whence, without a rroipcctive, we lee

Bi-,ir and Ln-.ce'.n, where we fain would be,

But that our Purfe, and Horfes too were bound

Within the Coropafs of a narrower Ground.

Our purpofe is all Homeward, and 'twas time

At prirting, to have Wit, as well as Wine.

Full three a Clock, and twenty Miles to ride,

Will ask a fpeedy Horfe, and a fure Guide

;

We wanted both, and L^uihhrnuf'j may glory,

Error hath made it famous in our Story.

'Twas Kighr, and the fwif: Horfes of the Sun,

Two Hours before our Jades their Race had run 5

Kor Pilot, Moon, nor any Inch kind Star,

As guided thofe wife Men that came from far

To holy 5.'r;.Vrr3 J fuch Lights had they been,

They would foon have convey'd us to an Inn ;

But all were wandring Stars, and we as they

Were taught no Ccurfe. but to ride on and ftray :

When Oh the fate of Darkneis, who hath try'd it,

Here our whole Fleet is fcattct'd, and divided 1

And now we labour more to iv.ect, than erli

We did to lodge, the laft cries down the hd\;

Our Voices are all fpent, and they that follow.

Can now no longer track us by the hoilow ;

They Curie the foremolh we the hindmoli-, both.

Acculing with like Patience, hafte, and lloth.

* Mr, Mifon,

I
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At laft upon a little Town we fall,

"Where fome for Diink, fome foi a Candle call

:

Unhappy we 1 fuch Straglers TvS we are.

Admire a Candle oftner than a Star j

We care not for thofc glorious Lights aloof.

Give us a Tallow Candle, a dry Koof,

And now we have a Guide, we'll ccafe to chafe.

Now we have time to pray the reft be fafej

Our Guide before cries Come, and we the whiles

Ride blindfold, and take Bridges to be Stiles,

Till at the laft we overcome the d;irk.

And fpight of Night and Error hit the Mark:
Some half Hour after enters the whole Tail,

As if they were committed to the Jail :

The § Conftablc that took 'em thus divided.

Made 'em fecm apprehended, and not guided ;

Where when we had our Fortunes both dctefted,

CompafCon made us Friends, and fo we refted :

'Twas quickly Morning, though by our fhort ftay.

We could not find that we had lefs to pay j

All i Travellers thefe heavy Judgments hear,

A handfome Hoftefs makes a Reckoning dear:

Her Smiles, her \Vords, yourPurfes rauft requite'emj

And every welcome from her adds an Item.

Glad to be gone from hence, at any rate,

For Bof-worth we are hcrs'd: Behold the Fate

Of mortal Men! Foul Error is a Mother,

And pregnant once, doth foon beget another:

We who laft Night did learn to lofe our Way,
Are perfed-fince, and further out next Day j

And in a t Foreft having traveli'd fore,

Like wandring Bevis e'er he found the Boar;
Or as fom.e Love-fick Lady oft hath done,

Before (he was refcu'd by the Knight o'th'Sun;

§ Whom they hud hired to dirsci them,^ t Lough-
borrow, t Leiceftcr Forej^,
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So are we loft, and meet no Comfort then,

But Carts, and Horfes wifer than the Men:
Which is the way ? They neither fpeak, nor point.

Their Tongues and Fingers both are out of Joint j

Such Monfters by Cote-Henon Banks there lit,

After their Refurrcution from the Pit.

Whiles in this Mill we labour and turn round,

As in a Conjurer's Circle, Wiiitam found

A means for our Delivery, Turn your Cloaks,

Quoth he, for Puck^ is bufie in thefe Oaks.

If ever ye at Bofworth will be found,

Then turn your Cloaks, for this is Fairy Ground.

But e'er tiiis Witchcraft was perform'd, we meet
Avery Man, who had not Clorven Feet

5

Though William Rill of little Faith, doth doubt

'Tis ^obiiif or fome Spirit walks about

:

Strike him, quoth he, and it will turn to Air ;

Crofs yourfelvcs thrice, andftrike him: Strike that

Thought I, for fure this malUe Forefter, [dare,

In blows, will prove the better Conjurer :

But 'twas a gentle Keeper, one that knew
Humanity and Manners where they grew

;

And rode along with us, till he could fay,

Lo yonder Bof-warth ftands, and this your Way.

And now when we had fweat, 'twixt Sun and Sun,

And eight Miles lon^, to thirty broad had run ;

We learn' d the juft Proportion from hence.

Of the Diameter, and Circumference.

That Night made yet amends, our Meat, our Sheets,.

Were fat above the Promife of thofe Streets j

Thofe Houfes that wereTil'd with Straw and Mofs.,

Promis'd but weak Repair for that Day's lofs

Of Patience 5 yet this Out-fide lets us know,

Th« worthy'ft things make not the greateft (how.

The Shot was eafie, and what concerns us more.

The Way was fo, mine Hoft did ride before :

Mine Hoft was full of Ale, and Hiftory,

And on the morrow wlijcn he bioughc us iilgh
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where the "^ iivo T(ofes Join'd, yoa would fuppofe,

Chancer ne'er writ the %omAnt of the Rofe.

Hear him : See ye yond' Woods ? there KkhArd lay

With his whole Army j look the o:herway,

And lo where T^chmond in a Bed of Grofs,

Encamp'd himfelf o'er Night with all his Force.

Upon this Hill they metj why, he could tell

The Inch where 7^/c/;r/7(?«(^ ftood, where T{ichard fell:

Belldes, what of his Knowledge he could fay,

He had Authentic Notice from the Play }

Which I might guefs by's muftring up the Ghofts,

And Policies, not incident to Hofts :

But chiefly by that one perfpicuous thing,

Where he miftook a Player for a King;
For when he would have faid. King Tt^chard dy'd.

And call'd a Horfe, a Horfe, he BitrUge cry'd.

How e'er his Talk, his Company pleas'd weil,

His Mare went truer than his Chronicle-,

And even for Confcience fake unfpun'd, unbeaten.

Brought us fix Miles, and turn'd tail to Nun-Eaton:

From thence to Coventry, where we fcarce Dine,

Only our Stomachs warm'd with Zeal and Wine j

And thence, as if we were predeftin'd forth,

Like Lot from S'edom, fly to KSUingvjorth.

The Keeper of the Cafl:le was from Home,
So thftt half Mile was loft ; yet when we come
An Hoft receives us there, we ne'er deny him,

My Lord of Leic*J}er' s Man, the Parfon by himj
Who had no other Proof to teftifie

He fcrv'd the Lord, but Age and Bawdery.

Away for Shame, why fliould three Miles divide

Warwick^ and us? They that have Horfes ride.

Afhort Mile from the Town, an humble X Shrine,

At foot of a high Rock confifts in Sign

Of Guy and his Devotions, who there ftands.

Ugly and huge, more than a Man on's Hands j

* Bofworth Field, X Guy'j cUjf,
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His Helmet Steel, his Gorget Mail, his Shield

Brafs, made the Chappel fearful as a Field,

And let this Anfwcr all the Pope's Complaints j

We fct up Giants, though we pull down Saints,

Beyond this in the Rodc-way as we went,

A Pillar ftands where this Colojfas leant,

Where he would love, and figh, and for Heart's eafe,

Oft-times write Verfes, fome fay fuch as thefe:

Here -uuill I languip} in this filly Bower,

While my Svjcet-heart triumphs in yonder Tower.

No other hindrance now, but we may pafs

Clear to our Inn : Oh ! there an Hoftefs was.

To whom the Caftle and the Dun Cow are

Sights after Dinner, flie is Morning-ware:

Her whole Behaviour borrowed was and mixt,

Half Fool, half Puppet, and her Pace betwixt

Meafure and Jigg; her Courtfie was an Honour ;

Her Gate as if her Neighbours had out- gone her:

She was barr'd up in Whale-bones that did lecfe

' None oftheWhales length,for they reach'd her Knees

:

Oif with her Head, and then fhe hath a Middle,

As hexWafte flands, Juil like the new-found Fiddle,

The Favourite Theorbo, truth to tell ye,

Whofe Neck and Throat are deeper than the Belly.'

Have you feen Monkeys chain'd about their Loins.

Or Pottle-pots with Rings? Juft fo Ihe joins

Her felf together 5 a Drefling (he doth love,

In a fmall Print below, and Text above.

What tho' her Name be KJng, yet 'tis no Treafon,

Nor breach of Statute, to enquire the Reafon

Of her branch'd Ruff, a Cubit every poak

I feem to wend her, but flie ftruck the ftroak

At our Departure, and our Woifliips there

Paid for our Titles dear, as any where.

Tho' Beadles and ProfelTors both have donCj

Yet every Inn claims Augmentation;
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Plcafe you walk out and fee the "* Caftle, come.

The Owner faith, it is a Scholar's homej
A Place of Strength and Health; in the fame Fort

You would conceive a Caftle and a Court;

The Orchards, Gardens, Rivers and the Air,

May with the Trenches, Rampicrs, Walls compare ;

It feems no Art, no Force can intercept it.

As if a Lover built, a Soldier kept it :

Up to the Tower, though it be fteep and high.

We do not climb, but walk ; and tho' the Eye^

Seem to be weary, yet our Feet are ftill

In the fame Pofture, coufned up the Hill

;

And thus the Workman's Art deceives our Senfc,

Making thofe Rounds of Pleafurc and Defence.

As we defcend, the % Lord of all this Frame,
The Honourable Chancellor to us came;
Above the Hill there blew a gentle Breath ;

But now we feel a fweeter Gale beneath

;

The Phrafe and Welcome of this Knight did make
The Place more elegant : Each Word he fpakc

Was Wine and Mufick, which he did expofe
To us, if all our Art could cenfure thofe :

With him there was a t Prelate, by his place

Arch-deacon to the Bifhop, by his Face
A greater Man, for that did counterfeit

Lord Abbot of fome Convent ftanding yet,

A corpulent Relique, marry and 'tis fin,

Some Puritan get not that Face call'd in

;

Amongft lean Brethren it may fcandal bring,

To look for Parity in cv'ry thing :

For us let him enjoy all that God fends.

Plenty of Fleffi, of Livings, and of Friends.

Imagine us here ambling down the Street,

Circling in Flowert and making both Ends meet.

* Warwick Ca/fie, % Sir Fulkc Grevile. t ^rch-
Deacon Burtou.



38o Ti'f Sixth Part 0/

Where wc fare well four Days, and did complain

Like Harveft-folks of Weather and of Rain j

And on the Fcaft of Biirtholmeiv we try

What Revels that Saint keeps at % Banbury.

V th' Name of God Amen I Pirft to begin,

The Altar was converted to an Innj

We lodged in the Chappel by the Sign,

But in a Bankrupt Tavern by the Wine;
Befides, our horfesufagc makes us think

'Twf^ ftill a Church, for they in * Coffins driakj

As if 'twere congruous, that the ancient'ft iye-

Clofe by thofe Altars in whofe Faith they die r •

Now you believe the Church hath great variety

Of Monuments, when Inns have fuch Society ;

But nothing Ids, there's no Infcription there,

But the Church-wardens of the laft pail Year j

Ipftead of Saints in Windows, and in Walls,

Here Buckets hang, and there a Cobweb falls :

Would you not thmk they love Antiquity,

Who briifh their Quire for perpetuity,

Whilft all the other Pavements and the Floor

Arc fupplicant to the Surveyors Power

Of the High-ways, that he would gravell'd keep

Them, or in Winter fure they will be deep

;

If not for God's, for Mafter Wheatiey''i fake,

Level the Walks; fuppofe thefc Pit-falls make
Him fprain a Lefture, or mifplace a Joint

In his long Prayer, or in his feventeenth Point,

Think you the Daws and Stares can fet him right

;

Surely this Sin upon your Heads will light

;

And fay. Beloved, what unchriftian Charm
Is this, y©u have not left a Leg or Arm
Of an Apoftle ? Think you if thofe were whole,

They would arifc at laft t' affume a Soul ?

X Banbury, At the Sign ef the sMtAx-fione.

^ Which ferve f»r Treu^hs in the Bi^ckzfde^
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If not, 'tis plain all the Idolatry

Lyes in your Folly; not the Imag'ry.

'Tis wqH the Tinacles are fain in twain,

For now the Devil, fliould he tempt again,

Hath no advantage of a place fo high:

Fools I he can da!h you from your Gallery,

Where all your Medly meets, and do compare

Not what you learn, but who was longeft there j

The PuriUfi, the .Aniibr.ptifl., Broivnifi,

Like a Grand Sallad ; Tinkers, What a Town is't ?

The CrofTes alio like old Stumps of Trees,

Or Stools for Horfemen that have feeble Kncesy

Carry no Heads above Ground: Thofe which tell

That Chrift hath ne'er defcended into Hell,

But to the Grave, his Picture buried have

In a far deeper Dungeon than a Grave j

That is, defcended to endure what Pains

The Devil can <hink, or fuch Difciples Brains.

No more my Grief, in iuch prophane Abufes,

Good Whips make better Verfes than the Mules >

Away, and look not back; away, while yet

The Church is ftanding, while the benetit

Of feeing it remains, fo long you fhall

Have that rackt down, and cali'd Apocryphal:

And in feme Barn hear cited many an Author,

Kjite Stubs, ^iuie ^'cne, or the Lady's Daughter,

Which fhall be urg'd for Fathers: Stop Difdain,

When Oxford once appears, Satan refrain.

Neighbours, how hath our Anger thus out-gon's?

Is not Saint Giles'' s this, and that Saint Jo>j?,'si

Wc are returu'd, but juft with fo much Die,

\s 'B^wleigh from his Voyage, and no more.

Non recite cmquam nifi amlcis, idque coaclus

Nm id'lvis} coramzi; cuibu>ji\bet.

Hor. Ser. i. Sat. ^^
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Bijhop Corbet to his Son Vincent
Corbet.

WH A T 1 (hall leave thee none can tell,

But all (hall fay I wifh thee well j

I wifh thee {Vm) before all Wealth,

Both bodily and ghoftly Health;

Nor too much Wealth, nor Wit come to thee,

So much of either may undo thee.

I wifh thee Learning, not for (how,

Enough for to inftruft, and knowi
Not fuch as Gentlemen require,

To prate at Table, or at Fire.

1 wifh thee all thy Mother's Graces,

Thy Father's Fortunes, and his Places,

1 wifli thee Friends, and one at Court,

Not to build on, but fupportj

To keep thee, not in doing many
Oppredions, but from fuffering any.

I wifh thee Peace in all thy Ways,

Nor lazy nor contentious Days,

And when thy Soul and Body parr,

As Innocent as now thou art.

B E N. J O H N S O N ro B U R L A C E.

WH Y though I be of a prodigious Wafte,

1 am not fo voluminous and vaft

But there arc Lines wherewith I may be embrac'd.

'Tis true, as my Womb fwells, fo my Back ftoops,

And the v/hole Lump grows round, deform'd and]

But yet the Tun oi Heidelberg has Hoops, [droops ji

You are not tyed by any Painters Law,

To fquare my Circle, I confefs, but diaw

My Superficies J
that^was all yoH faw:
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which if in compAfs of no Art it came
To be defcrib'd, but by a Monogram,
With one great Blot you have drawn me as I am.'

But whilft you Curious were to have it be

An Archetype for all the World to fee.

You have made it a brave Piece, but not like rac.

Oh had I now the Manner, Maftery, Might,
Your Power of handling Shadow, Air, and SpritCj

How I could draw, behold, and take delightj

But you are he can paint, I can but write,

A Poet hath no more than black and white.

Nor has he flattering Colours, or falfe Light.

Yet when of fiiendlhip I would draw the Face,

A lettct'd Mind, and a large Heart would place

To all Poftcrity, 1 would write Barlace.

Upon the King'^ Return to the City

of London, when he came laft thi^

ther from Scotland, and was enter*

tained there hy the Lord Mayor,

SING and be merry, King Charles is come back.

Let's drink round his Health withClaret and Sack J

The Scots are all quiet, each Man with his Pack

May cry now fecurely, Come fee what you lack.

Sing and be merry Boys, fing And be merry.,

London*^ a fine Town, fo is LOndon-Derry.

Great Preparation in London is made
To bid the King welcome, each Man gives his Aid,

With thankfgiving Cloaths themfelves they array'd

U fhould have faid Holy-day) but I was afraid.

Sing, &C.

They flood in a Row for a Congratulation

Like a Company of Wild-geefe in the old Faflilon i
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Rails in the Ciiurch are abomination,

But Rails in the Street are no Innovation.

Smg, &c.

My Lord Mayor himfelf on Cock-horfe did ride,

Nor like a young Gallant with a Sword by his Side,

'Twas carried before him, but there was efpied

The Crofs-bar in the Hilt by a Puritan eyed.

Sing, &c.

Two Dozen of Aldermen ride two by two,

Their Gowns were all fcarletjbut their Nofes were blue;

The Recorder made a Speech, if Report it be true.

He promis'd more for them than e'er they will do.

^'"'^ ^'-
[State,

Tkcy fhould be good Subj-cds to the King and the

The Church they would love, no Prelates would hate j

But methinks it was an omnious Fate

They brought not the King through Bijnopfgate.

Si-ng^ &:c.

The Citizens rod in their Golden Chains

Petch'd from St. Ivlartms, no Region of i'r.t:/;'s .*

^t feems they were troubl'd with G:inda.mor''s Pains,

Some held by theirPummeiijand ibme by theii Manes,
Si7ig, &c.

In .jac4cefs of Velvet, without Gown or Cloak,

Their Faces were Wainfcct, their Hearts were of Oak:
"No Trainbands were fcen, no Drums beat a ftrokc,

Becaufe City Captains of hite have been broke.

Shig^ Sec.

The King, Queen and Prince, the Palfgrave ofT{h:ne,

With two Branches more of the Royal Vine,

Rode to the Cuild-Hall where they were to dine.

There could be no lack where the Conduits run Wine.

Si?7g, &c.

Nine hundred Di{hes in the Bill of Fare

for the King and Nobles prepaicd theie weiej

There
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There could be no Icfs, a Man might well fwear.

By the Widgeons and Woodcocks and Geefc that

Sing, 8cc. [wcretheie.

The' the Dinner were long,yet thcGrace was but itort.

It was faid in the Fafhion of the Englif} Court.

But one Paflage more 1 have to report.

Small Thanks for my Pains 1 look to have foi%
Sifig, 5c c.

Down went my Lord Mayor as low as his Knee,

Then up went the White of au Alderman's Eye:
We thought the Biflxop's Grace enlarged fhould be,

(Not the Arch-bilhop's) no fuch Meaning had he.

Si>!g, &C.

When's Lordfhip kneei'd down, we look'd h« fliould

(So he did heartily, but in his own way) Cpray,

The Cup was his Book, the Colleft for the Day
Was a Health to King Charles, all out he did fay.

Sing, dec.

The Form of Prayer my Lord did begin.

The reft ~>t ;he Aldermen quickly were in :

One Warntr they h-^id of the greatnefs of the ^In.

Without Difpenfadon from By.non or Prin,

Singy--l. :,

lefore t -:y had done It grew towards Night,

(I forgf. my Lord x\I?yor was made a Knight
:'

The Re order too with another Wight,

Whom i cannot relate, for the Torches ate light.)

Sw, bcc.

Up and away, by St, Pa.i;l''s they pafs ;

Whea a pxick-car*d bray'd like a Pmitan Afs : [Glafs,

Some thought he had been fcat'd with the painted

He fwore not, but cry'd high Popsry by th' Mafs,

Sing, &C.

The Qu'rewhh Mufick on a Scaffold ihcy fee

In Surplices, all thcii Tapeis burnt by,

Voi. VI. S
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An Anthem they fung moft melodioufly ;

If this wcie Popery, I confefs it was high.

S-ing, &C.

From thence toWhitehaU there was made no ftay.

Where the King gave themThanks for their Love that

Nothing was wanting, if I could but fay [Day :

The Houfe of Commons had met him half way.

Sing, 6cc.

Venus Lachrymans^

WAKE my Adonis^ do not die,

One Life's enough for thee and 1

5

Where are thy Words, thy Wiles,

Thy Love, thy Frowns, thy Smiles j

Alas in vain I call,

One Death hath fnatch*d thera all:

Yet Death's not deadly in thy Face,

Death in thofe Looks it felf hath Grace.

'Twas this, 'twas this 1 feai'd

When thy pale Ghoft appear'd :

This I prefag'd when thundering Jove

Tore the bef!: Myrtle in my Grove 5

When my lick Rofe-buds loft their Smellj

And from my Temples untouch'd fell.

And 'twas for fome fuch thing

My Dove did hang her Wing.

Whither art thou my Deity gone ?

Venus in Ve7iK! there is none

:

In vain a Goddefs now am Ij

Only to grieve and not to die.

But 1 will love my Grief,

Make Tears my Tears relief:

And Sorrows fliall tome
A new ^Adonis be 5

'And this no Fates can rob me of, whiles I

A Gcddefs am to weep but not to die.
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Metro haud multum dijfimtli carm'ma [net

fcripfii Scaldas tile, au^or Ubri^ cui ft-

tuliis Hervarer Saga, (quern edidit

cl. Olaus Verelius) ut confiat ex dialogo

illo inter Hcrvaram cf hn%2^i\i)'x\ patris

fui manes^ a quo ad tumulum ftans^ ut

Tirfingum gladium cum eo [e^ultum
daret^ rogat.

Hervor, Vldar under rofum.

WAknaduAnganryr, Med hialmi oc biinm
Vekur thig lier- Oc huoffu fuerdi,

vor Raund oc reida,

Einka dotter Oc rodnum geiri.

Yckar Suafu. Ero miog vordner

Sel thu mer ur hauge Andgryms fyner

Hardan moekir, Mein-giarnar ad
Than er Suafuilama Molldar auka I

Slogu duergar. Ad eingi gior fona

Hervardur, Hiorvardur, Eyvor vid mig moela
Hrani, oc Anganryr, Ur munar hcimi!

Vek eg ydr alia, Hervardur, Hiorvardur.'

Hervor. ^yiwake ^-ngantyr, Hervor the only DatighH/f

of thee and Suafu doth azuaken thee.

Give m'e out of the tombe, the hardned Svjordt

Which the Dvjarfs made for SnafHrlama.

Hervardur, Hiorvardur, HraJii, and ^A/jgantjfr,

With Helmet, and coat of Mail, and a p^arp Svoord^

With Sheild and ^Accoutrements, and bloody Spear,

I wake yon all, under the roots of trees,

^Arerhe Sons of ^ndgrym, who delighted in mifchief.

Now become d;ifl andafkes ; can none of Eyvors Sons

Novj fpeak^vjithme, out ofthe habitations ofthc^i-CAdl

HarvArdnr:, Hiorvardur / fo may yon till Oc

S a .
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Suo fie ydur aullum

Innan lifia

Sem er i maura
Mornid hangi,

Nema fuerd felier,

Thad cr flogu duergai

Samyra draugum ,

Dyit urn fetla.

Angantyr.
Harvor dotter

Huy kallar fuo,

lull feikiuftafa,

Jer Thu ad ilJu?

Od ertu ordin,

Oc orvita,

Vill-hrggiandi

Vekia dauda mcnn.

Grofu mig ey fader

Nie froendur adrer.

Their haufdu Tirfing

Tke Sixth Part of

Tueii er lifdu,

Vard Tho eigandi

Einn af fudan.

H ER VOR.
Satt moeler Thu ecki :

So lati As Thig.

Heilan ihaugi,

Sem Thu hafir eigt

Tirfing med thier.

Trautter thier ad veita

Arf Angantyr
Einka batne.

A N G ANTy4l.
Seige eg thier, Heivor,

Thad vera niun,

S« mun Tirfungur

(Ef thu trua moetter)

Mt thinni noer

Allre fpilla.

Muntu Ton gieta

Within your ribs, as a thhg that is hanged up

To pHtrifie among infects, unlefs yot* deliver metl>e Sword
Which the dwarfs made ^^'^-^ and the glorious belt.

Angantyr. Daughter Hervor^fnll of.fpellsto raife the dead.

Why doji thou call fo ? wilt thou run on

To thy own mifchief? thou art mad, andottt of thy SenfeSj

Who art defperately refolved to waken dead men,

I was not bmied either by father or other friends^

Two which lived after me got Tirfingy

One of whom is now poffejfor thereof.

Hekvor. Thou dofi not tell the truth :

So let Odin hide thee in the tombe, as thou

Bafl Tirfing by thee, ^rt thu unwilling^ yyingantyr.

To give an inheritance to thy only child?

Angantyr. / will tell thee, Hervor, what wilt come topafs:

ThisTirfing will, if thou doJi believe me,

Dtfirt^ almoji ^11 thy offsprings' Th<fuJ?)AlthAvc a Son, {
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Than fudar mun.
Tirfing hafa,

Gc trua marger
Hann manu Heidrek

Heita lyder.

H ER V OR,

Eg of-kif)gi

So virda dauda
Ad thier tholed

Alldrey kyrrer,

Nema Angaatyr

Seller micr Tirfing,

Hlyfum hoettan,

Hialmars bana.

AnG ANTYl.
Moer qued eg unga
Monnum lyka,

Er um hauga
Rtwrlar a nottum,

Grofnum geiri

.

Med gotta maluni.
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Hialm ocbriniu

Fire hallar dyr.

H ER V o rJ

Madur thotter thu

Menskur tilforna

Adur eg faii

Ydra tok kanna.

Sel thu mier ur haugt

Than er hatar brinju

Duerga fmidi,

Diiger thier ey adleliisi

Akg aktyr.
Liggur mier Under her-

dum
Hialmars bani,

Allur er han uiaa

Elldi fueipin!i5

Mey veit eg aungua
Molld a huorge

Er than hior thori

Hond i ncma.

Who after-weirds mufi pojfefs Tirfing^ and many think^

ThApH vjill be called Heidrck^by the People.

HervOR, Ido by enchcMtments make, that the dead p:all

Never enjoy reft, unlefs ^ngantyr deliver meTirfing^'^^^^

Angantyr. ToHng Maid, I fay, thott art

Of manlike courage, vjho doji rove abom by niaht

To tombs vjith fpear engraven with magical ffells '^

With helmet, and coat of mail before the door of opir hall.

Hf.rvor. Itook^thee for a brave man.
Before I found out your hall. Give me out of the tombe

The workman/J-'ip of the dvjarfs, which hates all coats

0/ r/tail', it is not goodfor thee to hide it.

Angaktyr. The death of Hialmar lies under my Shoulders^ .

Jt is all wrapt up in fire ; I know no Maid
In any Country that daresthis Sword take in hand^.

S ^
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H ER VOR.

jEg mun hiida

Oc i haund nema
Huaffkn moeki,

Ef eg hafa gnoedi.

Hugg eg eige

£lld brenna than.

Er framlidnum firdum.

Leikur um Honer.

Angantyr.
Heimsk ertu Hervor,

Kugar eigandi.

Ei" thu ad augum
Jelld hrapar,

Helldur vil eg fueid thiei

SeJia ur haugi,

JMoer en unga,

JMun eg thig eyieina.

H E R V o R.

Vel giorder thu

Vikings nidur,

Part of

Er thu fender miej:

Suerd ur haugi.

Betur thikiumft nu ,

Budkingur, hafa,

Enn eg Noreyge
Mcdc aliie.

Angantyr.
Veiftu ey ad

Uppfol ertu,

Mala, flarad kona,

Thui thu fagna skalt,

Sa mun Tirfingur

(Ef thu trua noedcr)

Ait thinne moei
Allri fpiJla.

H K a V o R,

Eg mun ganga
Til gialfur manna,
Hier mun ey nicer

I hug godum.
Lit roeke eg thad

Hkrvor. I fkall keep, and tak^ in my Landy

The pjarp Svjord. if Jraay ol/tainit, 2 do not thhik^that firs

WiUburny which plays about the fight of deceased riwu

Angantyr. conceited Hervor, thou, art mad.

father than thoH in a moment fhouldfl fall'tnto thefire^

1 ivitl give thee the SvjordoHt of the tomby

Young maid, and not hide it from thee.

Hervor. Thou didft well thou off- spring of heroes^

That thou didjl fend me thcSyjord out of the tomb.

1 am now better pleafed, Prince, to have it.

Than if I had got all Norway.

Angantyr. Falfe Woman, thou daft not underflmdy

Xhat thou f^cakejl fooliflily ef that, in which

jhoiidofi rejoice, forTirfing foall, if thot^ wilt

'Believe m(. Maid, deftroy all thy Off-spring.

Hervor. Imu.ft go to my Seamen.

Here I have no mind tojlay Imger. Little do I care.
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Lofdunga vinur

HuAd fyner miner
Sydan deila.

A N G A N T Y K,

Thu skill t eiga

Oc unna leingi,

Hafdu ad huldu

Hialmars bana.

Tak tu ad eggium,

Eitur et ibadum,

Sa er mans mataduE
Miklum verri,

H £ R V o R.

Eg mun hirdi,

Oc i haund nema»
Huafian moeki,

Er mig hafa latid :

Ugge eg eye thad»

Ulta greinir,

Huad fyn^r miner.
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Sydan tclia,

AnG ANTYF,
Far vel dotter,

Eliott gief eg thiesir

Tolf manna fior.

Ef thu trua noedij:?

Afl oc elioni

Alt hid god-.i

Er fyner angiyms
Epter leifdu.

Her vo R,

Bui thier aller

Butt mun eg skiotlSjr

Heller i hauge,

Kieuan fyl'ei- mig,
Helll thottuaft e^
Heima i mill,

Er mig umhuerfis

Elldar biunnu.

%o)'dl Freind, what my Sons hereafter qptarrfl aheht^

Angantyr. Take and keep Hialmars bam.

Which thou pmlt long have and enjoy, touch bnt

The edges of it, there is Payfan in both of themy

It is a mofi cruel devourer of men.

Hervcr. 1 pjall keep and take in hand, the jJjarp Suford,

Which thouhaj} let me have: I do not feary JlainFather^-

What my Sons hereafter may quarrel about.

Ansantyr. Farewell Daughter, I do quickjy give ihee

Twelve mens death, if thou cafi believe

With might and (otirage^ even all the goodsy

That KAndgryms Smsleft behind them.

Hervor. Dwell all ofybK> fafe in the tomie,

1 muft be gone, and haften hence, for 1 fecm to bi

In the midjt of a pLue where fire bums romd abo^ii m0<f

^%W'
S4
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j^n Elegy on the Lord William
Howard, Baron <?/ Effingham,
who Died December le, i5if.

By B'tfljop Corbet.

I
Did not know thee, Lord, nor do I ftrive

To win Accefs, or Grace, with Lords alive

:

The Dead I fervc, from whence nor Faftion can

Move me, nor Favour j nor a greater Man.
To whom no Vice commends me, nor Bribe fent,

From whom no Penance warns, nor Portion fpem j

To thefe I Dedicate as much of me,

As I can fpare from my own Husbandry :

And till Ghofts walk, as they were wont to ioj

I trade for fomc, and do thefe Errands too.

But firll I do enquire, and am affut'd,

What Tryals in their Journeys they endur'd i

What Certainties of Honour and of Worth,

Their moft uncertain Life-times have brought forth 5

And who fo did ieaft hurt of this fmall Store,

He is my Patron, dy'd he Rich or Poor.

Firft I will know of Fame (after his Peace,

When Flattery and Envy both do ceafe)

Who rul'd his Aftions : Reafon, or my Lord?

Did the whole Man rely upon a Word,
A Badge of Title, or above all Chance,

Seem'd he as Ancient as his Cognizance ?

What did he ? A£ks of Mercy, and refrain

OpprelTion in himfelf, and in his Train?

Was his Effential Table full as free

As Boafts and Invitations ufe to be?

Where if his Ruffet-Friend did chance to Dine,

Whether his Satten-Man would fill him Wine ?

Did he think Perjury as lov'd a Sin,

Himfelf forfwoin, as if his Slave had been?
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Did he feek Regular rleafures? Was he known

Juft Husband of one Wife, and fiie his own i

Did he give fieely without Paufe, or Doubt,

And read Petitions e'er they were worn out ?

Or fliould his well-dcferving Client ask,

Would he beftow a Tilting, or a Mafque
To keep Need virtuous? And that done, not fcai

What Lady damn'd him for his Abfence there?

Did he attend the Court for no Man's Fall?

Wore he the Ruine of no Hofpital?

And when he did his rich Apparel don.

Put he no Widow, nor an Orphan on ?

Did he love fmipie Virtue for the thing ?

The King for no refped, but for the King?
But above all, did his Religion wait

Upon God's Throne, oi on the Chair of State ;

He that is guilty of no ^<ery here,

Out-lafts his Epitaph, out-lives his Heir.

But there is none fuch, none fo little bad;

Who but this negative Goodnefs ever had:

Of fuch a Lord we may exped the Birth,

He's rather in the Womb, than on the Eartli,

And'[.vc:e a Crime in fuch a publick Fate,

For one to live well and degenerate:

And therefore I am angry, when a Name
Comes to upbraid the World like Effingham,

Nor was it modeft in thee to depart

To thy eternal Home, where now thou art,

L'er thy Reproach was ready i or to die.

E'er Cuftom had prepar'd thy Calumny.

Eight Days have pad fince thou haft paid thy Debt
To Sin, and not a Libel ftirring yet 5

Courtiers that feoff by Parent, iilent fit.

And have no ufe of Slander or of Wit;

But (which is monftrous) tho' againft the Tide^

The Water-men have neither raii'd nor ly'd.

Of Good or Bad there's no diftinftioa known^

For in thy Piaife the Good and Bad aie one,

S 5



594 ^^ Sixth Pa r t of

It feems, we all are covetous of Fame,

And hearing what a Purchafe of good Narfie

Thou lately mad'ft, are careful to increafe

Our Title, by the holding of fome Leafe

From thee our Landlord, and for that th' whole Crew
Speak now like Tenants.- ready to renew.

It were too fad to tell thy Pedigree,

Death hath difordered all, mifplacing thee^

Whiift now thy Herald in his Line of Heirs,

Blots out thy Name, and fills the fpace with Tears.

And thus haih conqu'ring Death, or Nature rather,

Made thee prepoftrous Ancient to thy Father,

Who grieves th' art k.^ and like a glorious Light

Shines o'er thy Flearie.

He therefore that would write.

And blaze thee throughly, may at once fay all.

Here lies the ^Anchor of our ^dmirdl.

Let others write for Glory or P^eward,

Truth is well paid, when fiie is fung and heard.

j1 Ballad, intituled^ The Fairies

Farewel, c;" God-a- mercy Will.

By the farm Hmd,

FArewel Rewards and Fairies,

Good Houfewives now may fay,

Por now foul Sluts in Dairies

Do fare as well as they j

And tho' they fweep their Hearths no lefi.

Than Maids were wont to do,

"Yet who of late, for Cleanlinefs,

Firrds Six-pence in her Shooe?

Lament, lament old Abbies,

The. rallies loft Command,

I
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Tliey did but change Priefts Babies,

But fome have chang'd your Land ;

And all your Children ftoln from thence

Are now grown Puritans,

Who live as Changlings ever fince

For love of your Demains.

At Morning and at Evening both,

You Merry were and Glad;

So little care of Sleep and Sloath

Thefe pretty Ladies had :

When Tom came Home from Labour,

Or Cifs to Milking rofe

;

Then merrily went their Tabor,

And nimbly went their Toes,

Wltnefs thofe Rings and Roundelays
Of theirs which yet remain,

Were footed in Qiieen Mary^s Days,

On many a grafly Plain.

But fince of late Elr^abeih

And later James came in,

They never danc'd on any Heath,

As when the time had been.

By which we note the Fairies

Were of the old ProfelTion,

Their Songs were ^ive Mariesy

Their Dances were Procefllon ^

Biii now, aLis, they all are dead.

Or gone beyond the Seas,

Or fuitlier from Religion fied, '
•

Or elfc they take their Eafe.

A Tell-tale in their Company
They never could endure.

And who fo kept not fecretly

Their Miithj ^:u pimiil/d IliKJ*
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It was a Juft and Chriftian Deed
To pinch fuch Black and Blue j

O how the Commonwealth doth need

Such Jufticcs as you I

Kow they have left our Qiiarters,

A Regifter they have,

Who can preferve their Chatters,

A Man both wife an^ grave.

An hundred of their merry Pranks,

By one that I could name,

Are kept in Store 5 con twenty Thanks
To William for the fame.

To William Chtirne of Stajford/Jjire,

Give Laud and Praifes due :

"Who every Meal can mend your Chcai

With Tales both Old and True,

To William all give Audience,

And pray you for his Noddle j

Jor all the Fairies Evidence

Were loft if it were Addle,

Ou the Earl ^/ D o r s e t 's Deaths

By the fame Hand.

LE T no prophane ignoble Foot tread herCj

This halltjwed Piece of Earth, Dorfet lyes there

;

A fmall poor Rclique of a Noble Spirit,

JFree as the Air, and Ample as his Merit;

A Soul refiu'd, no proud forgetting Lord,

But mindful of mean Names, and of his Word:
Who lov'd Men for his Honour, not his Ends,

And had the nobleft way of getting Friends

By loving firfk, and yet who knew the Court,

£ut undexftood it fetter by j^epoxt
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Than Piaaice: He nothing took from thence

But the King's Favour for his Recompence.

Who for Religion, or his Country's good.

Neither his Honour valued, nor his Blood.

Rich in the World's Opinion, and Mens praife,

And full in nil wc could Defire, but Days.

He that is warn'd of this, and fliall forbeat

To vent a Sigh for him, or flied a Tear,

May he live long fcorn'd, and unpitied fall.

And want a Mourner at his Funeral.

ji certain P O E M, tfj /^ was prefented

in Latm hy Divines and others^ before

his Majefty in Cambridge, hy way of

Enterlude^ /lilcd^ Liber novus de ad-

ventu Regis ad Caniabrigiam. Faif^-

fully done into Englifli, with fome liber

beral Additions.

By the [ami Hdnd^

IT is not yet a Fortnight, fince^

Lutetici enteitain'd our Prince,

And vented hath a ftudied Toy,

As long as was the Siege of Troy :

And fpent her fclf for full five Days,
In Speeches, Excrcife, and Plays.

To trim the Town, great Care before

Was ta'en by th' Lord Vice-Chancellor,

Both Morn and Even be clean'd the Way^
The Streets he gravcii'd thrice a Day :

One Strike of I^Ianh-d'Aji for to fee,

No Proverb would give H'ore than he.

Their Colleges were new bc-paini.ed.

Their Foundcis eke were new be-Saintedj
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Nothing efcaped, nor Poft, nor Doorj

Nor G«te, nor Rail, nor Bawd, nor Whore:

You could not know (oh ftrange Mifhtapl)

Whether you faw the Town or Ma^,

But the pure Houfe of E-mmael

Would not be like proud Jez.abely

Nor Jhew her fclf before the King

An Hypocrite, or painted Thing:

But, that the Ways might all prove fair,'

Conceiv'd a tedious Mile of Prayer.

Upon the look'd-for Seventh oi Marcht

Outwent the Townfmen all in Starch,

Both Band and Beard, into the Field,

Where one a Speech could hardly wieldj

For needs he would begin his Stile,

The King being from him half a Mile.

They gave the King a piece of Plate,

Which they hop'd never came too late j

But ciy'd, Ohl look not in, Great King,

For there is in it juft Nothing:

And fo preferr'd with Tune and Gate,

A Speech as empty as their Plate.

Now, as the King came near the Town,

Each one ran crying up and down,

Alas poor Oxford, thou'rt undone,

For now the King's paft Trompino^ton,

And rides upon his brave Grey Dapple,

Seeing the Top of I<J,n£s College Chapel.

Next rode his Lordfhip on a Nag,

Whofe Coat was blue, whofe Ruff was fliag.

And then began his Reverence

To fpeak moft eloquent Non-fcnfe:

See how (quoth he) moft Mighty Prince,

For veiy Joy my Horfe doth Wince.

What cries the Town? V/hat we I (faid he)

What cries the Univerfuy?

What cry the Boys? What ev'ry thing?

Behold, behold, yoa comes the King

:
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And ev'ry Peiiod he bedecks

With E>i & Ecce venit T{ex.

Oft have 1 warn'd (quoth he) our Dirt

That no Silk Stockings fliould be hurt 5

But, we in vain ftrive to be fine,

Unlefs youi- Grace's Sun doth (jiine;

And with the Beams of your bright EyC:^

You will be pleas'd our Streets to dry.

Now come we to the Wonderment

Of ChrJfiendoin, and eke of K^nty

The Trinity : which to furpafs.

Doth deck her Spokefman by a Glafs ;

Who, clad in Gay and Silken Weeds,

Thus opes his ilouth, haik how he Ipeeds,

I wonder what your Grace doth here,

Who have expefted been twelve Year,

And this your Son. fair Carolasy

That is fo JdcoliJJir/ita:

Here's none, of all, your Grace rcfufcs.

You are moft welcome to our Mufes.

Although v/e have no Bells to jangle,

Yet can we {hew a fair Qiiadrangle,

Which, though it ne'er was grac'd with Kin^

Yet fure it is a goodly thing

:

My Warning's (hort, no more Vll frty,

Soon you fliall fee a gallant Play.

But nothing was fo much adniir'd j

As were their Plays fo well attir'd 3

Nothing did win m.ore Praife of mine.

Than did their Aftors moft Divine:

So did they drink their Healths divinely^

So did they Dance and Skip fo finely.

Their Plays liad fundry grave wife Faftors,

A perfed Diocefs of Aftors

Upon the Stage ; for I am fure that

There was both Bifliop, Paflor, Curat:
Nor was their Labour light, or fmail.

The Charge of fomc was Paftoial.
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Our Plays were certainly much worfe.

For they had a brave Hobby-horfe,

Which did prefent unto his Grace

A wondrous witty ambling Pace :

But we were chiefly fpoil'd by that

Which was fix Hours oi God knows what,
Kis Lordfhip then was in a Rage,
His Lordfliip lay upon the Stage,

His LordOup cry'd, All would be marr'd;
His Lordfliip lov'd a-life the Guard,

And did invite thofe mighty Men,
To wliat thijik' you? Even to a Hen,

He knew he was to ufc their Might
To help to keep the Door at Night,

And well beftow'd he thought his Hen,
That they might Tolebooth Oxford Men :

He thought it did become a Lord
To threaten with that Bug-bear word»

Now pafs w£ to the Civil Law,

And eke the Doctors of the Spaw,

Who all perform'd their Parts fo well,
' Sir Edward T{afcliff bore the Bell,

Who was, by the King's own Appointment,

To fpeak of Spells, and Magick Ointment.

The Doctors of the Civil Law
Urg'd ne'er a Reafon worth a ftrawj

And though they went in Silk and Sattin,

They rhamfon-hkc clip'd the King's Latin-,

But yet his Grace did Pardon then

All Treafons againft Pnfcian.

Here no Man fpake ought to the Point,

But all they faid was out oi Joint j

Juft like the Chapel ominous

In th' Colledge called Gad with us

:

Which truly doth ftaad much awry,

Juft North and South, Tes verily.

Philofophers did well their Parts,

Which prov'd th«m Maftejis of theli Arts^
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Their Moderator was no Fool,

He far from Cambridge kept a School:

The Countiy did fuch ftore afford,

The Prodors might not fpeak a Word.
But to conclude, the King was pleas'd,

And of the Court the Town was cas'd :

Yet Oxford though (dear Sifter) hark yet.

The King is gone but to Nsiv-Markety

And comes again e'er it be long.

Then you may make another Song,

The King being gone from Trinity,

They make a Scramble for Degrecj

Matters of all Sorts, and all Ages,

Keepers, Subcizers, Lackeys, Pages,

Who all did throng to come abroad,

With Pray make me now, Good my Lord,

They preft his Lordlhip wondrous hard,

His Lordfhip then did want the Guard j

So did they throng him for the nonce,

Until he Eleft them all at once,

And cryed, Hodijfime

:

Omnes Magiftri eflote.

Nor is this all which we do fing,"

For of your Praife the World muft ring i

Reader, unto your Tackling look,

For there is coming forth a Book
Will fpoil Jofeph Barnefms

The Sale of T^x Platonicns.

On the D E AT n of Sir T h o,

P E L H A M.

MEerly for Death to grieve «ind mourn
Were to repine that M^n was born.

When weak old Age doth fall aflecp,
' r were foul Ingratitude to weep.
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Thofe Threds alone fhould force out Tears,

Whofe fudden ciack breaks off Tome Years,

Here 'tis not fo, full diftance here

Sunders the Cradle from the Bier.

A Fellow-traveller he hath been

So long with Time, fo worn to th' Skin,

That were it not juft now bereft

His Body firft the Soul had U£ty

Threefcore and ten is Nature's date.

Our Journey when we come in late:

Beyond tha: time the overplus

Was granted not to him, but us.

For his own fake the Sun ne'er flood^

But only for the Peoples good:
Even fo he was held out by Air

Which poor Men uttered in their Prayer t

And as his Goods were lent to give,

So were his Days that they might live*

So ten Years more to him were told.

Enough to make another Old :

Oh that Death would ftill do Coy

Or elfe on good Men would beftow

That wafte of Years which Unthiifts fling

Away by their Diftempering.

That fome might thrive by this decay

As well as that of Land and Clay.

'Twas now well done : No caufe to moaa
On fuch a feafonable Stone;

Where Death is but a Gueft, we Sin

Not bidding welcome to his Inn.

Sleep, fleep, good Man, thy Reft embrace^^

.Sleep, fleep, th' aft trod a weary Race.
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0/ M u s I c K.

WHEN whifpering Strains with creeping Wind
Diftill foft Paffion through the Heart,

And whilfl at every touch we find

Our pulfes beat and bear a Part.

When threds can make
Our Heart-firings fliakej

Philofophy can Icarce deny
Our Souls coufift in Harmony.

,

O lull me, lull me, charming Air,

i
My Senles each with wonder fweetj

[
Lil<e Snow on Wool thy fallings ai'e»

f Soft like Spirits are thy Feet.

Grief who needs fear

That hath an Ear ?

Down let him lye

And flumbring dye,

And change his Soul for Harmony.

ftbe Catholic K.

T Hold as falta

* Whn Rome's CH. faith

Where the King is Head
The Flock's mif-lcd

Where the Altars drefl;

The Peoples b!e(l

He's b.it an Afs
Who fli-ins ths Mafs

What E?7^!^na»Ch\irch allows:

My Confcience diiVIlows; -

That Church can have no fliamci

That holjs the Pope S'jpre?.3i :

Thert'i Service fcarce Divine:

With Tuble-Brcad and W;n.et
Who the Coromuriifin flics;

Is Catholick and Wife*

f;G '>'f' Cnfi
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Under Mr. MiltonV Picture, hefor^

his Paradife Loft.

"By Mr. Dry den.

THree Voets in three diftant ^ges borny
Greece, It.ily and E?igla7id did adorn.

Ihc firfi in loftinefs of Thought furpafs'dj

The next in Majefty j in both the tafl.

The force of Nature cou'd no further goj
To make a Third fhs join'd the former Two.

^ SONG.
WHEN Orphem fweetly did complain

Upon his Lute with heavy ftrain,

How his Etirydice was flain j

The Trees to hear

Obtain'd an Ear,

And after left it off again.

At every ftroke, and every ftay,

The Boughs kept time, and nodding lay»

And liftned bending every wayj

The Afiien-Tree

As well as he

Began to faake, and learnt to play.

If Wood could fpeak, a Tree might hear,

If Wood can found our Grief fo near,

A Tree might drop an ambej Tear :

If Wood fo well

Could found a Knell,

The Cyprefs might condole the beer»
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The {landing Nobles of the Grove,

Hearing dead Wood to fpeak and move,
The fatal Ax began to love j

They envied Death
That gave fuch breath.

As Men alive do Saints above.

Love's Courtship.

HA R K my Flora^ Love doth call us

To the ftrife that muft befal us:

He hatb robb'd his Mother's Myrtles,

And hath puU'd her downy Turtles.

See our genial Pofts are crown'd,

And our Beds like Billows rife :

Softer Lifts are no where found,

And the ftrife it felf's the Prize.

Let not fhades and dark affright thee,

Thy Eyes have Luftre that will light theet

Think not any can furprize us,

Love himfclf doth now Difguife us

:

From thy Wafte that Girdle throw;

Night and Silence both wait here.

Words or Aftions who can know
Wheie there's neither Eye nor Ear ?

Shew thy Bofom, and then hide it 5

Licence Touching, and then chide it ;

Proffer fomething, and forbear it 5

Give a grant, and then forfwear it :

Ask where all my Shame is gone,

<Jall us wanton, wicked Men j

Do as Turtles kifs and groan.

Say thou ne'er flialt joy again.
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I can hear thee Curfe, yet chafe theej

Drink thy Tears, and ftili Embrace thee

:

Eafie Riches are no Treafure,

She that's willing fpoils the PJeafure:

Love bids learu the Wreftlcrs flight,

Tull and ftruggle when we twine j

Let me ufe my Force to Night,

The next Conqucft fhali be thine.
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Primed in the Year MDCCXVI.





[ 4-9 ]

4t

STRING.
T'he Firfi Paftoral^ or Da mo n.

ln[cYWd to Sir V7 1 LLi AM Trumbull.

IR ST in thefe Fields I try the Syl-

van Strains,

Nor blufh to fpoit onJVindfor'shliC^-

ful Plains :

Fair Thames flow gently from thy

facred Spring, [fing i

While on thy Banks Sicilim Mutes

Let Vernal Airs thro' trembling Oilers play,

And Albion's cliffs refound the Rural Lay.

ToH, that too Wife for Pride, too Good forPow'ij

Enjoy the Glory to be Great no more,

And carrying with you all the World canboaft.

To all the World lUuftrioully are loft !

O let my Mufe her llender Reed infpire,

'Till in your Native Shades You tune the Lyrei

So when the Nightingale to Reft removes,

The Thrufo may chant to the forfaken Groves,

TiUt, charm'd to Silence, liftens while ihe lings.

And all th' Aerial Audience clap their Wings.

Bnphnis and Strcphon to the Shades retir'd,

Bothuwarm'd by Love, and by the Mufe infpir'dj

Frefii as the Morn, and as the Seafon fair.

In flow'ry Vales they fed their fleecy Care j

And while ^urorci gilds the Mountain's Side,

Thus Daphnis fpokc, and Strephon thus reply'd,

V o L. VL T
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D ^ P H N I S.

-Hear how the Birds, on ev'ry bloomy Spray,

With joyous Mufick wake the dawning Day

!

Why lit we mure, when early Linnets fing.

When wmhWng rhilomel falutes the Spring?

Why fit we fad, when Phofphor fhines fo clear.

And lavifn Nature paints the" Purple Year ?

S T X E P H N.

Sing then, and Damon fhall attend the Strain,

While yon flow Oxen turn the furrow' d Plain.

Here on green Banks the blufhing Vio'lets glow 3

Here Wcftcrn Winds on breathing Rofcs blow.

i'll ftake my Lamb that near the Fountain plays,

And from the Brink his dancing Shade furvcys.

D ^ P H N I S.

And I this Bowl, where wanton Ivy twines,

And fwelling CUii^crs bend the curling Vines:

Four Figures rifing from the Work appear.

The various Seafons of the rowhng Year j

And what is That, which binds the Radiant Sky,

Where twelve bright Signs in beauteous Older lye?

n ^ 2^ O N.

Then ling by turns, by turns the Mufcs fing,

Kow Hawthorns bioflbm, now the Dailies fpting.

Now Leaves theTrees, audFiow'rs adorn the Ground

}

Begin, the Vales firail Eccho to the Sound.

S T \-Z P H O N.

.Infpire me, Phaviis, in my Delia^s Praife,

With r-r^'/i-r's Strains, or GranvtUe^s moving Lays!

A Milk-white Bull Ihall at your Altars ftand.

That threats a Fight, and fpurns the lifing Sand.

D ^4 P H N I S.

O Love! for Sylvia let me gain the Prize,

And make my Tongue viftorious as her Eyes i

No Lambs or Sheep for Viftims I'lf impart,

Thy Victim, Love, ihall be the Shepherd's Heart.

S T T^E P H O N.

Me gentle Delia beckons from the Plain,

Then hid in Shades, eludes her eager Swain j
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But feigns a Laugh, to fee me feaich around,

And by that Laugh the willing Fair is found.

D ^ r H N I S\

The fprightly Sylvict trips along the Grecn^

She runs, but hopes ihe does not run uufeen,

While a kind Glance at her Puifuer flies,

How much at variance axe her Feet and Eyes I

S T % E P H N.

O'er Golden Sands let rich Pacfolus flow.

And Trees weep Amber on the Banks of Po ;

Bleft Thames's Shores th.e brighteil Beauties yield,

Feed heic my Lambs, I'lbfeek no diftant Field.

D ^ P H N I S.

Celcftial Venus haunts hU'.ias Groves,

Diana, Cymhas, Ceres Hybla loves;

If P^/W/or-Shades delight the matchlefs Maid,

Cynthm and Hyblx yield to Wiudfor-Shiidz.

S T \E P HO N.

All Nature mourns, the Skies relent in Show'rs,

Hufh'd are the Birds, and clos'd the drooping Flow'rs 5

If DeliA fmile, the Flow'rs begin to fpring,

The Skies to brighten, and the Birds to ling,

D ^ P H N I S.

All Nature laughs, the Groves frelh Honours wear,

The Sun's mild Luftre warms the vital Air 3

If Sylvia, fmile, new Glories gild the Shore,

And vanquilh'd Nature feems to charm no more.
S T \E P H N.

In Spring the Fields, in Autumn Hills I love.

At Morn the Plains, at Noon the fliady Grove;
But Delia always ; forc'd from DelicCs Sight,

Nor Plains at Morn, nor Groves at Noon delight.

D ^ P H N 1 S,

Salvia's like Autumn ripe, yet mild as May,
More bright than Noon, yet frefli as early Day,
Ev'n Spring difpleafcs, when fhe fliines not here.

But bleft with her, 'tis Spring throughout the Year.

T z
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S T 1{ E P H O N.

Say Shepherd, fay, in what glad Soil appears

A wondrous Tree that Sacred Monanhs bears?

Tell me but this, and I'll difclaim the Prize,

And give the Coiiqueft to thy Sylvia^s Eyes.

D ^ P E N I S.

Nay tell me firft, in what more happy Fields

The ThijHe fprings, to which the Lilly yields?

And then a nobler Prize I will rcfign,

Tox Syl-via^ charming Sylvia fliall be thine.

D ^ M O N.

Ceafe to contend, for (Daphnts) I decree

The Bowl to Strepbon, and the Lamb to thee:

Bleft Swains, whofc NymphsJn cv'ry Grace exccll;

Plefl; Nymphs, whofe Swains rhofs Graces fing To well

!

Now rife, and hafte to yonder Woodbine Bow'is,

A foft Retreat from fudden vernal Show'rs ;

The Turf with rural Dainties fhall be Crown'd,

While opening Blooms diffufe their Sweets around*

Por fee I the garh'ring Flocks to Shelter tend,

And from the Pleiads fruitful Show*rs dcfcend.

S V M M E R.

I'he Second Pajloral^ or Alexis.

A Faithful Swain, whom Love had taught tofing,

Bewail'd his Fate belide a filver Spring;

Where gentle Thames his winding Waters leads

Ihro' verdant Foreils, and thro' fiow'ry Meads.

There while he mourn'd, the Streams forgot to flow.

The Flocks around a dumb Compafilon Ihow,

The Nxic.ds wept in ev'ry Watry Bow'r,

And Jove confented in a lilent Show'r.

Accept, O Garth, the Mufe's early Lays,

•phat adds this Wreath of Ivy to thy Bays

5
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Hear what from Love unpraftis'd Hearts endure.

From Love, the fole Difeafe thou canft not cure'.

Ye fliady Beeches, and ye cooling Streams,

Defence from Phoebm^ not from Cu^tcCs Beams j

To you I mourns nor to the Deaf I fing,

The Woods fhall anfwer, and theirEccho ring.

Bv'n Hills and Rocks attend my doleful Lay,

Why art thou prouder and more hard than they?:

The bleating Sheep with my Complaints agree.

They parch'd with Heat, and I inflam'd by thee;

The fultry Shius burns the thirfty Plains,

While in thy Heart Eternal Winter reigns.

Where are ye Mufes, in what Lawn oi Giove,-

While your Alexis pines in hopelefs Love?
In thofe fair Fields where Sacred Ifis glides,

Or clfe where Cam his winding Vales divides ?

As in the Cryftal Spring 1 view my Face,

Frcfh rifing Blulhes paint the watry Glafs

;

But fince thofe Graces plcafe thy Sight no more,
ril fliun the Fountains which 1 fought before.

Once I was skill'd in ev'ry Herb that grew,

And ev'ry Plant that drinks the Morning Dew '^

Ah wretched Shepherd, what avails thy Art,

To cure thy Lambs, but not to heal thy Heart!
Let other Swains attend the Rural Care,

Feed fairer Flocks, or richer Fleeces fjiare

;

But nigh that Mountain let me tune my Lays,
Embrace my Love, and bind my Brows w^irh Bays<^

That Flute is mine which Coli-ns tuneful Breath

Infpir'd when living, and bequeath' d in Death j

He faidj Alexis, take this Pipe, the fame
That taught the Groves my XofnlifuLi's Name
Yet foon the Reeds fliall hang on yonder Tree,^

Forever filent, fince defpis'd by thee,

O were I made by fome transforming Fow'r,

The Captive Bird that fings within thy Bcw'r!

Then might my Voice thy lift'ning Ears emplo^j
And I thofe Kifl'cs he receives, enjo)',
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And yet my Numbers pleafc the rural Throng,

Rough Siityrs dance, and P^n applauds the Song:

The Nymphs forfaking ev'iy Cave and Spring,

Their early Fruit, and miJk-white Turtles bring
5

Each am'rous Nymph prefers her Gifts in vain,

On you their Gifts are all beftow'd again I

For you the Swains the faireft Flow'rs defign,

And in one Garland all their Beauties join i

Accept the Wreath which You deiervc alone,

In whom all Beauties are compriz'd in One.

See what Delights in Sylvan Scenes appear I

Defcending Gods have found Elyfihm here.

In Woods bright Vnins with Adonis {iray'd,

And c\i-ii^,DJ.^nn haimts the Foreft Shade.

Come lovely Nyiwph, and blefs the filent Hours,

When Sw ains from Sheering feek their nightlvBow'rs 5

When weary Reapers quit the fultry Field,

And crcwn'dwith Corn, thcirThanksto Ceres yield,

This haimlefs Grove no lurking Viper hides.

But in my Breaft the Serpent Love abides.

Here Bees from BlolTomsfip the rolie Dew,

But your Alexis knows no Sweet but you.

Some God conduit you to thefe blifsful Seats,

The mofiie Fountains, and the green Retreats I

Where-e'er you walk, cool Gales Ihall fan the Glade,

Trees, where you fit, ihali crowd into a Shade,

Where-e*er you tread, the blufhing Flow'rsfhall rife,

And. all things flouiilh where you turn your Eyes.

Oh I how I loj)g witii you to pafs my Days,

Invoke the Mufes, and refound your Praife
;

your Praife the Birds fnall chant in ev'ry Grove,

And Winds Ihali waft it to the Pow'rs above.

But wou'd you ling, and rival Orpheus Strain,

The wondring Foiefts foon fliou'd dance again,"

The moving Mountains hear the pow'rful Call,

And headlong Streams hang iift'ning in theii Fall

:

But fee, the Shepherds flmn the Noon-day Heat^

The lowing Herds to mvum'xing Biooks letieat.
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To defer Shades the panting Flocks remove.

Ye Gods ! and is there no Relief for Lore?
But foon the Sun with milder Rdys defcend.s

To the cool Ocean, where his Journey endsj

On me Love's fiercer Flames for ever prey,

By Night he fcorches, as he burns by Day.

A V T V M N.

"The "Third Paftoral^ or Hylas and iEgon.

To W. Wychf.rley, E/jf,

BEneath the Shade a fpreading Beech difplays,

Hylas and ^y^ion fung their Rural Lays;

To whofe Complaints the iiu'ning Forefts bend,

While one his Miftrefs mourns, and Oiie his Friend :

Ye Ma7jfuan Nymphs, your facrtd Succour bring ;

ByUs and ergon's Rural Lays 1 fing.

Thou, whom the Nine with PUmus^ Wit infpire,

The Art of Terence^ and Menander^s Fire;

Whofe Scnfe inftrufts us^ and whofe Humour charms,

Whofe Judgment fways us, and whofe Rapture warms 1

Attend the Mufe, tho' low her Numbers be,

She lings of Friendfliip, and fhe lings to thee.

The letting Sun tjow llione ferenely bright,

And fleecy Clouds were ftreak'd with Purple Light

;

When tunei'"ul Hylai with melodious Moan
Taught Rocks to weep,and made the Matintains^wa^a.

Go gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs away \

To Thyrfii Ear the tendei Notes convey!

Asfoliie fad Turtle his loft Love deplores,

And with deep Murmurs fills the iounding Shores;

Thus, far from Thyrfis, to fhe Winds 1 niouin,

Alike unheard, unpity'd, and forlorn.

Go gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs along!

lor him ihefcitthei'd Quucj negled theu Sen?icr ;
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lor him the Lymes their pleafing Shades deny5
Tor him the Lillies hang their heads and dye.

ye Flow'rs that droop, forfaken by the Spring,

Ye Birds, that left by Summer, ceafe to ling,

ye Trees that fade when Autumn-Heats remove.
Say, is not Abfence Death to thofcwho love ?

Go gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs away !

Cuts'd be the Fields that caufe my Thy rji s' Suy :

Fade ev'ry Bloffom, wither ev'ry Tree,

Dye ev'ry Flow'r, and perifh All, but He.
What have I faid?— where-e'er my Thyrfis flies,

Xet Spring attend, and fudden Flow'rs arifci

Let opening Rofes knotted Oaks adorn,

And liquid Amber drop from ev'ry Thorn.
Go gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs along!

The Birds fliall ctz^c to tune their Evening Song,

The Winds to breathe, the waving Woods to move.
And Streams to murmur, e'er 1 ceale to love.

Not bubling Fountains to the thirfty Swain,

Not balmy Sleep to Lab'rers faint with Pain,

Not Show'rs to Larks, nor Sunlhine to the Bee,

Ate half fo charming as thy Sight to mc.
Go gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs away !

Come Thyrfi:, come, ah why this long Delay ?

Thro' Rocks and Caves the Name oH'hyrfis founds,

Ihyrfts^ each Cave and ecchomg Rock rebounds.

Ye Pow'rs, what pleafing Frenfie fooths my Mind I

Do Lovers dream, or is my Shepherd kind?

H^ comes, my Shepherd conies I—-now ceafe my Lay^
And ce-afe ye Gales to bear my Sighs away !

Next ty£oo7i fung, while Wind/or Groves admir'd $

Rehearfe, ye Mufcs, what your felves infpir'd.

Refound ye Hills, refound my mournful Strain!

Of perjur'd Doris, dying I'll complain :

Here where the Mcunraim lefs'ning as they rife,

Lofe the low Vales, and Ileal into the Skies.

Whi'e lab'ring Oxen, fpent with Toil and Hcatp

Inthdr iooie Tiaces from the Field r^ticatj
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while CHrling Smokes from Village-Tops are feen.

And the fleet Shades glide o'er the dusky Green.

Refound ye Hills, rcfound my mournful Lay '.

Beneath yon Poplar oft we paft the Day:
Oft on the Rind 1 carv'd her Am*rous Vows,

While Shewith Garlands grac'd the bending Boughs;

The Garlands fade, the Vows are worn away j

So dies her Love, and fo my Hopes decay.

Refound ye Hills, refound my mournful Strain I

Now bright ^rSlurHs glads the teeming Grainy

Now Golden Fruits on loaded Branches (hinc.

And grateful Clufters fwell with floods of Wincj

Now blufliing Berries paint the fertile Grove j

Juft Gods I fliall all things yield Returns but Love ?

Refound ye Hills, refound my mournful La) I

The Shepherds cry, " Thy Flocks are left a Piey—-'

Ah I what avails it me, the Flocks to keep,

Who lofr my Heart while I preferv'd my Sheep.

Pan came, and ask'd, what Magick caus'd my Smart,

Or what 111 Eyes malignant Glances dart ?

What Eyes but hers, alas, have Pow'i on me \

Oh mighty Love, what Magick is like thee I

Refound ye Hills, rcfound my mournful Strains I

I'll fly from Shepherds, Flocks, and flow'ry Plains.

—

From Shepherds, Flocks, and Plains, Imayremovej
Forfake Mankind, and all the World—but Love \

I know thee Level wild as the raging Main,
More fell thanTygers on the Libyan Plain ;

Thou wert from <^tnA's burning Entrails torn,

Got by fierce Whirlwinds, and in Thunder born I

Refound ye Hills, refound my mournful Lay I

Farewell ye Woods ! adieu the Light of Day '.

One Leap from yonder Cliff {hall end my Pains.

No jinore ye Hills, no more refound my Strains !

Thus fung the Shepherds 'till th'Approach ofNightj
The Skies yet blufhing with departing Light,

When falling Dews with Spangles deck'd rheGlade^
Aad the low Sun had Icngthe'ii'd ev'xy Shade.
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WINTER,
T'be Fourth Paftoral^ .or Daphne.

To the Memory of a Fair Young Ladv,

L Y c I D \^ S.

THyrfiSi tht Mufick of that murm'ring Spring

Is not fo mournful as the Strains you luig^

Nor Rivers winding thro' the Vales belov/,

So f-.veetly warble, or fo fmoothly fiow.

Now flceping Flocks on their foft Fleeces lye,

The Moon, lerene in Glory> mounts the Sky,

While iilent Birds forget their tuneful Lays,

Oh fing of Daphne's Fate, and Daphne's Praife !

I
T H T \S I S.

Behold the Grovet that fhine with filver Froft,

Their Beauty wither'd, -and their Verdure loft.

Here fiiall 1 try the fweet Alexis' Strain,

That call'd the lift'ning Dryads to the Plain?

Thames heard the Numbers as he fiow'd along,

And bade his Willows learn the moving Song.

L Y C I D ^ S.

So may kind Rains their vital Moifture yield,

And fwell the future Harvcft of thy Field !

Begin 3 this Charge the dying Daphne gave,

And laidj " Ye Shepherds, fing around my Grave.

Sing, while belide the lliaded Tomb 1 moiun,

And with frelh Bays her Rural Shrine adorn.

THY 'M^S I S.

Ye gentle Mufes leave your Cryftal Spring,

Let Nymphs And Sylvafjs Cyprcfs Garli=nds bring 5

Yfi weeping Loves, the Stream with Myrtles hide.

And break your Bows, as when ^donis dy'd 5

Aadwith your Golden Darts, now ufelefs grown,

Infciibe a Yerfe on this lelenting Stone ;
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^' Let Nature change, let Heav'n and Earth deplore,
*' Fail Dai>lme*s dead, and Love is now no more!

'lis doHC, and Nature's various Charms decay ;

See gloomy Clouds obfcure the chearful Day I

Now hung with Pearls the dropping Trees appear,

Their faded Honours fcatter'd on her Bier.

See, where on Earth the flow'ry Glories lye.

With her they flourifh'd, and with her they die.

Ah what avail the Beauties Nature wore ?

Fair Daplme^s dead, and Beauty's now no more!
For her, the Flocks refufe their verdant Food,

Ner thirfty Heifers feek the gliding Flood.

The Hlver Swans her haplefs Fate bemoan.
In fadder Notes than when they fing their own,
Eccho no more the rural Song rebounds,

Her Name alone the mournful Eccho founds.

Her Name with Plcafurc once flie taught the Shore,

Now Daphne's dead, and Pleafure is no more

!

No grateful Dews defcend from Ev'ning Skies,

Nor Morning Odours from the Flow'rs arife.

No rich Perfumes refrefh the fruitful Field,

Nor fragrant Herbs their native Incenfe yield.

The balmy Zephyrs, lilent fince her Death,

Lament the Ceadng of a fweeter Breatn.

Th' induftrious Bees neglect their Golden Store;

'Sill Daphne's dead, and Sweetnefs is no more!
No more the mounting Larks, while Daphne {iings

Shall lift'ning in mid Air fufpcad their Wings j

No more the Nightingales repeat her Lays,

Or hufh'd with Wonder, hearken from the Sprays:

No more the Streams their Murmurs fhail forb«ar,

A Tweeter Mulick than their own ro hear.

But tell the Reeds, and tell the vocal Shore,

Fdr Daphne's dead, and Mufick is no more !

Her Fate is whifper'd by the gentle Breeze,

And told in Sighs to all the trembling Trees ^

The trembling Trees, in ev'ry Plain and Woodsy

Her Fate rcmurmur to the iilvcr Flood 3
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The filvei Flood, fo lately calm, appears

S.vell'd with new Paflion, and overflows with Tear5 j

yhe Winds and Trees and Floods her Death deplore,

Define, our Grief 1 our Glory now no more !

But fee I where Dttihne wondring mounts on high.

Above the Clouds, above the Starry Sky.

Eternal Beauties gvace the fliining Scene,

Fields ever frelh, and Groves for ever green!

There, while You reft in tJmaranthme Bow'rs,

Or from thofc Meads lelcft unfading Flow'rs,

Bdiold us kindly who your Name implore,

JDapbnef Out Goddefs, and out Grief ho morel
L r C I D ^ S.

-Bow all things iiften, while thy Mufe complains I

Such Silence waits on Philomela'' s Strains,

In fome iliil Evening, when the whifp' ring Breeze

l*ants on the Leaves, and dies upon the Trees.

To tbec, bright Goddefs, oft a Lamb ftiall bleed.

If teeming Ewes cncreafe my fleecy Breed.

M^hilc Plants th«ir Shade, or Flow'rs their Odour^s give,

Thy Namcj thy Honour, and thy Traife fhall live I

T H r XS 1 S.

See pale Orion Aeds unwholfome Dews,
Arife, the Pines a noxious Shade diffufe;

Sharp Boreas blows, and Nature feels Decay,

Time conquers All, and We muft Time obey.

Adieu ye Valesy ye Mountains, Streams and Groves^

Adieu ye Shepherds rural Lays and Lovis,

Adieu my Flocks, farewell ye Sylvan Crew,

DAphne farewell, and all the Woiid adieu 1

FINIS.
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