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HYMN OF CLEANTHES.' 

For the knowledge of this beautiful relic of ancient poetry, we are indebted to 
Fulvius Ursinus, who first published it in 1568. We transcribed it from a M.S. of 
the Eclogue Physice of Stobaeus in the Biblioth. Farnesiana. Since then it has 
been frequently published; in Stephen's Poes. Philosoph., Cudworth's iatelleetwal 
System, Brunck's Analecta, and Gnomici Poet Greedci, &c. In the Monthly 
Review, vol. xxv. there is a very accurate list of its editions, from Ursinus to 
Butler. The words vYj y iAte ldpl, have given additional interest to it, as 
being illustrative of Acts, xvi 28, where the Apostle Paul refers the Athenians to 
the poets, as acknowledging one God, the father of the human race. The words 
quoted by the apostle, are exactly the same as those in Aratus, Pheanom. Perhaps, 
however, he might have referred to the words of the hymn, which differ but little 
from those of Aratus. To classical readers we need scarcely observe that the Latin 
and French translations contain several inaccuracies. 

YMNOS EI MAIA. 

K1&awr' ciOavdrev, iroXvwvvpe, rayxparic ahi 
Zeii, 

0rewge 
dpXq-yi, v6pov ptsa raivra xuv0epvuv, 

Xalpe a- ydp rdvrenrat 04it Ovqroifes rpooaauv. 

Eac of ydp ivoC Lgsliv, ifE pippa Xcarxvrec 
Modvov, ea $eof re xai ic'pb ret Ovr' Sri yatav 
Tus r raOvpvtrw, cal abv xpdroC aiv aditro. 

,oi 
c1 6r1 v iis c berpoc aXzborpavoc sepi yaiav 

HeiOerate, 
" KEV dypc, cal i xev ir 6 ao rparedrat. 

Toiov Xeec. broepybvY avarrotc Zvi Xepalv 
Apoicjir, revp6,vra, estetbovra repavvov. 
ToD ydp brb wrXqyikC #7uaiec wavr"' L tvaony, 
StO irarevO6veui c rowbv sdyov, BC &s wairolv 
*oerji, peyvdpevoc peyuXose pacpole re 06efew 
"Oc rocaoc yayac iiraaroc 

pasrvXbed 
81d ravrbc 

O TiWe rte 
fyverat Epyov rit xOovti cod ixa, Jalpov, 

ODre ar' alipor 'iooW rdAXov, obr' ivi robvrY, 
llXAiv ordua pitovir oracol ~rripyow v voilatc 

AXX&t 
air ral rd wreptadr tri7riaraoat apraa Pievat, 

Kai xoupdLC r7 
wtcokpa, 

cat ob iXa o t01iXa Slriv. 
pe ydp eic ev firara avvipporac MOXM aroiarv, 

crO' 'iva yiyvreOae asrvrov Xdyov aliv S6ivra, 
Ov 

zj'yovure i&orat, 31eot Ovqrsv' aconi 'ift, 
Airsopot, o'ir' yagirV pYv del iK7jw roOiovrec, 
Our l copqwae Oeo ovsv v vpov, odre X1voOvLw, 
O rev reOepvoe obv v' e3iov luOXbv iXoerv. 
A-rol 5 av bgpp~tarv 6 vev aXo AXXoD O r' iXXa, 
Ot 

pi bdrip "qyeC arov$)v Jvuapterov ixoyrec, 018 3' Sri repeoovac rarpappivoc ot bavi r6apV, 
AXXoe 8' etic Avecrt, rcal Osparog iTCia ipya, 

rtEdovr3rc piXa rdprav Avavria rriver peviaeOa, 
AXAA Zed jdvj r pe, reXatveoic, apxw1ipauve, 
AvOpa4brovyc) 41povt direipourvvi Acrb Xoypic, 
Hv aYb, wdrep, a c aarov rvXIC Jro, oc 

35 
&upicrat 

TIM, wiavvoc airi q 
. 
pIra rdivra xvPept'c, 

Op ev rsTpLA8Ovrec Apee,3l4uecO ae rOepj, 
Yprvoivree ra ar ipya 

umveric, jc, 
'ciri oce 

Ofvrbou lbvr- irei orE pporoic 
yipao. 

JXXo rt pegov 
Ore Ofofio ? roYvtv dl v6pov Lv LNxy ipvrlv. 

* 
Cleanthes was a stoic philosopher, who lived in the third century before Christ. A list of his 

*otm~may be found in Fabric iot Gre. ii. W7. The clsaec gem, which we now present, is ost the only specimen extant of his writings. 

t AvOpewrovc pvote -Bauscx. 

w2 
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CLEANTHIS HYMNUS. 

A 
DR. DUPORt. 

Magne pater Divfm, mni nomina multa, sed 
unas Omnhpqtens semper yrtus tu Jupiter asuctor, Natu , certA qUi singins lege gubernas, 

Rex salve I Te nempe cet mortalibus agrs 
Cuncti4e compellare; o tna namqne propago 
Nos Iuuas, esterne q imagvoes et echo 
Taenme, quotquot humi pirantes repimun Ergo 
Te cantabo, tunm et rolir se fifine celebrans 

,uippe 
tuoo hic totus, t0rram qui circuit orbis 

saret, quoquo agis, imperio atque obtemperat 
ultro. 

Invictis telum manibus tibi tale ministrum 
Anceps, ignitum, hand moriturum denique 

fulmen: 
Icta etenim illius tota et natura tremiscit: 
Illo et communem rationem dirigis, et quee 
Mmndi agitat molem, magno se corpore miscens. 
Tantus ta rerum dominus, rectorque supremus: Nec sine te factum in terris, Dens, aut opus5 

ullum 
AEthere nee dio fit, nee per ccerula ponti, 
Errore acts suo nisi que gene impia patrat: Confusa in sese tu diri ordine certo: 
Auspice te ingratis et mest suna gratia rebus 
Felice harmoniA. Tu scilicet omnia in unum 
Sic bona mists malls compingis, ut una resurgat 
Cunctorum ratio communis et usque perennans, 
Quam refugit spernitque hominum mens laeva 

malorum. 
Heu miseri I bona qui qusarunt sibi semper et 

optant 
Divinam tamen hanc communem, et denique 

legem 
Nec spectare oculis, nec fando attendere Cunaut: 
Cui si parerunt, poterant traducere vitam 
Cum ratione et mente bonam: nune sponte 

feruntur 
In mala praecipites, trahit et sua quemque vo. 

luptas, 
Hunc agit ambitio laudisqne Immenss cupido; 
Ilium et avarities, et amor vessnus Ikabendi. 
Blanda libido alium, venerisque licentia dulcis: 
Sic alii tendunt alio in diversa ruentes. 
At tu, Jupiter alme, tonans in nubibus atrls, 
Da sapere, et mentem miseris mortalibus sufer 
Insanam: hane tu pelle pater: da apprendere 

posse 
Consilium, fretus quo tu omnia rite gubernas : Nos ut honorati pariter tpbi 

demus honorem 
Perpetuis tn facts hymnis preclara canentes, 
Ut fas eat homini : nec enim mortalibus ullum 
Nec superis majus poterit contingere donum, 
Quam canere aeterno communem carmine legem. 

INNO DI CLEANTE A GIOVE. 

DA GIROLAMO POMPEI. 

O glorioso fra gli eterni, in guise Molte nomato, omnipossente ognora, 
Tu che, tutto con legge governando, De la natura sei priqciplo e duce, 
Salve, O Giove; pero che gl uomin tutti 
Dritto 6 ben, che a te volgan le parole; Che siam tua stirpe, e solo noi, fr quanti 
Vivon mortali e muovon an la terra, Lo imitar de la voce abbiam sortito. 
Quindi con inni io loderotti, e sempre Canterb tun possanza. Obbediente 
A te rendesi gid, dovun que il traggi, 
Qnuesto ciel tutto, che al suol gira intorno, E volentieri governar si lascia 
De la tua forsa: tal ministro, aguzzo 
D'ambo le parti, ardente, e sempre vivo 
11 fulmin hai ne' Pinvincibil mano; 
Perb che tutte inorridiscon sotto 
De' colpi suoi le cose di natura, 
E uns favella, ce da ognun s'intende, 
Tn con esso indirizzi, ed esso scorre 
Pur fra le cose tutte, a grandi misto 
E a iccioli fulgori. Un tanto e sommo 
Sendo tu regnator per ogni loco 
N6 in terra, O Nume, senza te, ni sopra 
De l'etereo divin polo, nt in mare 
Opra fassi veruna, eccetto quante 

Di propria insania lor fanno i malvagi. 
Ma tu comporre cib ben anche sai 
Che troppo eccede, e cib che d'ornamento 
E privo, adorno rendi, e torni amico 
Cib che amiconon ; che in tal concerto 
Tutte unisti a leree cae le buone; 
Onde di tatte pa ordine at forma, 
Che sempre dar, ea che lascian, fuendo, 
Quanti sono malvagi in fra i mortal. 

niseri! che per sempre desiosi 
D'acquistar bent, la comun di Dio 
Lege na ascoltan nd guardano, a cui 
Rispondende con senmo, aver felice 
Potrebher.vita: mana scvri dal bello, 
CorroiT esai chi ad an chi ad altro oggetto, 
Qal per sla gloria da un ardor tati 
Che m4 soffre contrato, e qual, senza 
Onesto modo ala, volti ale frodi, E quail pure a l'ozio ed a' soavi 
Piacer del corpo; ed a gran passi in vece 
S'afrettano a produr contrari effetti. 
Ma tu, che aduni gli atri nembi, o Giove, 
E1 fulmin tratti, ed ogni don dispensi, 
Ili uomin libera tu da Ia funesta 
Trista ignoranza, e la disperdi, o padre, 
Da l'alme, e loro di trovar concedi 
Quel consiglio, in cui tu fidando, reggi Con giustizia ogni cosa; onde onorati 
Fia che a vicen-a ti rendiamo onore, 
L'opere tnue sempre iaudando, come 
A chi mortale sis far si conviene; 
Che a gli nomini, e a gli Dei verun pit) grande 
Onore altro non v'ha, che ginstamente 
L'ordip sempre laudar de l'universo. 

L'HYMNE DE CLEANTHE. 

PAR M. DE BOURGAINVILLE. 

Pere et maltre des Dieux, auteur de la nature, 
Jupiter, 6 sagesae! 6 loi sublime et pure! 
Unit souveraine A qui tons les mortels 
Sons mille noms divers klevent des auteis: 
Je t'adore, nos coeurs te doivent leur hommfage, 
Nous sommes tea enfans,ton ombre, ton image; 
Et tout ce qul respire anim6 par tes mains, 
A eIM6brer ta gloire invite les humains. 
Benisois A jAmai! ma voix reconnoisante 
Consacre ses accens A ta bontS puissante; 
Ti rdgis l'Univers. Ce tout ilUimitc 
Qui renferme la terre en son immensit6, 
Ce tout harmonieux, dmant de toi merne, 
S'applaudit d'obeir a ton ordre supreme 
Ton soue intelligent circule en ce and corpS, 
En faconde sla masse, en meut tons ies ressorts; 
La foudre Stincellante en ta main redoutable 
Porte un effroi engeur dans l';me du coupable 
Present a tons les tere, tu remplis tous les heux, 
La Terre, l'oeean le ciel t' offre S mes veux. 
Tout derive de tol, j' en excepte nos viesi, 
Nos injuste projets nos fureurs, nos caprices; 
Par to l'ordre naquit du chaos 6tonn;. 
Chaque btre tientle rang par toi seul as;ignh: 
Par toi des 616mens la discorde est bannie, 

. Et des biens, et des maux la constante 
harmonse, Les enchainant entre eux par un secret lien, 

Forme de leur accord un monde o' tout est biew. 
L' homme insense, qu' aveugle un jour peride 

et sombre 
Cherche par tout ce bien, et n' en saisit que 

I' ombre; 
La loi seule, ta loi, vral flambeau des humains 
De la eilicitt ler monutre lees chemins. 
Mais ' 1un dort inutile au sein de la paresse, 
L' autre bolt de Venus sla coupe enchantere se. 
De sla soif des rndeunrs cet autre est d(vor0 
On es"cbe aupr s de l'or dont il est altibr 
Grand Dieu, pre dejour At maitre du tonerre, 
Du crime et ae l'erreur daigne purger la terre, 
Affranchis la raison du joug de ses tyrans, 
Parle, laisse entrevoir aux mortels oinorants 
Des ternelles loix le plan sage et sublime: 
Ptisse alors de nos emur le concert unanwem 
Te rendre un per honnaga egal S tes bienfail 
Et digne enfn de toi. s'il pent l'itre jamais. 
Ame de l'univers Dleu, par q'i tout 

respire, 
Qu'a cebrer 

ton nom le mon e entier 
o 

consPire 
Que la terre I l'envi s'unlsse avec lea cieu d C'est le devoir de i'homme, et le bonheur de- 

Dieux. 
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IN ENGLISH. 
Lord of the heav'nly host, all glorious king, 
Whose praise by countless titles mortals sing, 
Hail, mighty Jove! whose sov'reign sway 
Nature and nature's works obey, 
Of their fair order thou the cause, 
Disposing all by constant laws ; 

To thee my voice I raise 
In grateful hymn of praise, 

As ev'ry mortal may address th name, 
And from Jove's self a father's feelig claim. 

For we are sprung from thee, 
A num'rous progeny, 

Alone of all creation's throng 
Resembling thee in speaking tongue; 
Wherefore I'll celebrate thy praise, 
And sing thy pow'r in all my lays. 

Sped on their airy flight, 
By thy directing might, 

The radiant orbs ofnit that o'er us burn, 
Around our sphere with glad submission turn, 

Obedient to the nod 
Of that all eow'rful god, 

Who, arm'd with heav'n's dread panoply, 
Wields in unbroken majesty 
His servant.fire, th' unquenched bolt, 
Dread punisher of man's revolt. - 

Forth from thy throne it darts, 
Affrighted nature starts-- 

With it thou guid'st the all pervading mind, 
Whi h dwells within this universe confined. 

Great king! thy natal hour 
Proclaim'd thy sov'reign pow'r, 

Thy sway coeval with thy birth, 
Confess'dby heav'n, and sea and earth, 
For ev'ry where we view thy might, 
Each deed presents thee to our sight, 

Except when guilty man 
Forms some unhallow'd plan ; His selfsprung folly by his crimes declares, 

And thy kind gifts thro' wickedness impairs. 

And yet all things agree in sweetest harmony. 
From wildest discord concords thrill, 
Suh magic influence has thy will; 
Virtue and vice through thee combine, 
Rul'd by one commonlaw divine, 

Nor ,arringly contend 
But an one system blend. 

'Tis thus from evil blessings oft arise, 
And pleasure's smiles are drawn from mis'ry's 

sighs. 
Heedless of this thy rule, 
Untaught in nature's school, 

Man-wretched man--pursues his schemes 
To realise his blissful dreams, 
Sees nothing in the world around, 
Nor hears fiom nature's voice a sound 

To warn him that he'll find 
Bliss only in the mind; 

That it can break the force of mis'ry's blows, 
Contented with the lot that God bestows. 

Ee'n homnr calls in vain, 
No pow'r can him restrain, 

But, ever hasting on, he tries 
By different paths to gain the prize: 
Some lur'd by glory's pageant blaze, 
With fretful zeal court human praise; 

These think that they behold 
Its features stamp'd on gold, 

,WVhiet others search 'midst pleasure's giddy 
train, 

int feel too late they've sought it there in vain. 

In mercy, then, great Jove, 
Thron'd midst the clouds above, 

Who giv'st to man his every $ft, 
The veil of human darkness lift, 
Dispel the mist, that shrouds his soul, 
The darkling vapours backward roll, 

And let thy gorious light 
Beam thro' this gloomy night, 

Enlighten him with wisdom like thy own, 
Reveal thy laws, and make thy system known. 

So shall thy praise be sung 
By ev'ry human tongue; 

The light to ma in mercy gtv'n, 
Reflected will illumine heav'n, 
'Twill light up all thy glories there, 
And show thy woniyers every where ; 

The universe will raise 
To thee its songs of praise 

Mankind confess their father and their king- 
A theme that's worthy of e'en gods to sing. 

FABLES, FROM THE GERMAN. 

(BY GOTTFRIED ROSENKRANZ, GENTLEMAN.) 
Originally, dedicated in M.S. to H. R. H. Prince Geeort6ofCambridge, and tow first publidhd. 

FABLE I. 
DER KNABE UND SEIN VATER. 

Einochliler ass, wie viele Knaben 
Die Datteln fOr sein Leben gemr; 

Und, um des Guten viel zu haoen 
So ptianzt 'er einen Dattelkern In senes Vaters Blume ngarten 
Der Vater sah ihn, lxcealnd zu; 
Und sagte: -'Datt~en pfianzest du ? Oh Kiud, da muss du lange warten; 
Denn Wsse : dieser edle Baum 
Di at oft nach zwanzig Jahren Kaum e ersten seiner 

siissenFriichte". SKarl, der sich dessen aicht versah 

.ilt 
ein, und rumpfte das Gesicht 

D ' sprachoer, endlieh, zum apa 

. 

Warten soil mich ht 
verdriessen;-- 

Saelont die Zeit nur meinen Fleiss 
So kannich j*a, dereinst, als Greis 

1as 
jetzt der Knabe pfiantz geniessen." 

TRANSLATION. 
THE BOY AND HIS FATHER. 

A sVhool.hoy ate, like many other boys, 
j 

me dates 
wht4, ioie tes whose sweetness did his heart re. 

And, tat his store of joy might be eternal, He Planted in his father's ground a kernel. 

The flther chanced to see his little son, 
And smiled at what the pretty boy had done : 

"Mychild," said he, "what plant'st thou there 
---a date ? 

Ere that can grow, alas! thou'st long to wait; 
For kuow, my child that noble tree scarce bears 
Its luscious fruit in less than twenty years." 
Charles stops, and smiling, yet with much sur- 

prise 
At what he hears, with innocence replies : 
" I will not, father, pine at that delay, 
If even after twety years 1 may 
When oder 

gsown, 
with better taste enjoy 

The fruitsof what I planted when a boy; 
Sr then shell think that I have waited long, 
If time rewards 

iawdiligence 
when young." 

FABLE II. 

DER HAUSHAHN AND DER RABE. 

Sin Ralb' entwandte hbIe und da, 
So diel er konmte, Gold und Ringe, 
Bandameing, und hundert andere Dinge; 

Alt dies drkiHaushahn sah, 
So tsaqe er: ich bitte, sage mir, 
Womrniitat das alles dir ?" 

" 
Das'weise ich selbat nicht," sprach der Rabe, 
" ich nehmr as riam, damit ieh's habe!" 


