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To His Grace the jo

Duke of Nevjcaftk.

My Lord,

IS under Your Au-
fpice that this Col-

leftion now appears.

For who is fo proper

to Patronifr fome Pieces not

unworthy of Virgil and Ho-

race, as M^cajta^i Not only

* A Your:
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Your Quality has diffinguiih'd

You, but Nature too ; and as

none but Your Great Anceflor,

who adopted You, cou'd give

You fo great a Fortune ; fo

none but Heav'n, who infpir'd

him to do it, fuch a Soul to

ufe it. How often has Your

Charity feem'd a Profufion, and

always done with a Grace and

Behaviour fiill greater ! For

the Wants of many that Ad-

drefs to You laft no longer

than the time of telling them.

Wealth, if well confider'd,

is but a fplendid Vexation ; and

He Manages the beil, who is

jieither
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neither Intemperate with it,

nor Unealie without it. I dare

fay, I am now writing to one

whofe Conduct difcovers that

Moderation and Humility may

be confiftent with Superfluity

and Power ; and that Show and

Vanity are not conilant Atten-

dants on Youth, and a great

Eftate. On how many Occafi-

ons of late have Y(Xi been

known to fliun Popularity, with

more Induftry than others court

it ! How little do You affeft

what the Cry of the Populace

wou'd make one believe You
promoted fo much ! A Tumult

"" A X is



"D E T> I C A T I O K
is a Frenzy you neither like nor

Encourage ; nor can any Caufe

You engage in^ want the Sup-

ports of Licentioufnefs and Vi-

olence. You are well aflur'd,

that Hate is often Blind as well

as Love ; and that none ought

to be treated as Enemies, but

thofe whom the Laws ofNature

and Nations have declar'd fo.

From this Confideration it isy

that Candour and Benevolence

direfts all Your Aftions, and

that You are a Friend to every

one that is not otherwife to

Your Country. An equal

Temper, a human Behaviour,

and
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and a good Confcience are the

chief Purfuits of Your Ambiti-

on: And therefore it is that

You chufe Retirement at an

Age, when others think tbey

breath not out of a Hurry, and

aCourt. With what Satisfaftion

do you always leave the Diver-

fions of the Town for the Soli-

tude ofC/.^r^;;??^;/^5 whereNature

at one carelefs Stroak has sketcht

an infinite Variety ; fo pleafant

is the Situation, and yet fo proud.

You can at once enjoyYour lov'd

Recefs, and look down on the

Neighb'ring Royal Palaces that

are crowded below-

There
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There the Air is not tainted

with the Breath of Flattery,

nor ruffled with Animofities

;

but Truth walks unmask'd, and

Innocence fleeps unguarded.

There You Study the Intereft

of the Publick, and the Good

ofevery private Man; and imi-

tate very early that great Con-

ful who frequently withdrew

from Romcj and the Fafces^ to

Praftife at Tufculum w^hat he

had learned at Athens.

I have fometime fmce obfer-

ved, that he who came to advife

You was always more welcome,

than he that came to flatter

You;
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You ; but if in any part of this^

Your Modefty thinks me guil-

ty of what I affure you Ideteft;

continue to be what I believe

You, and confirm as well the

Judgment as the Opinion ofj

My Lord,

Tour Grace's

moft Obedient

y

Humble Servant,





PREFACE.
By Mr. D RT D E JSF.

^^
O R this lad half Year I

have been troubled with
the difeafe (as I may call

it) of Tranflation 5 the

cold Profe-fits of it,

(which are always the mofl tedious
with me) were [pent in the Hiftory
of the League 5 the hot, (v/hich
fucceedcd them) in Verfe Mifcella-
nies. The truth is, I fancied to my
felf a kind of eafe in the change ofthe
Paroxifm) never fufpefting but that
the Humour wou'd have waited it felf

in two or three Paftorals of l^heo-

critus^ and as many Odes of Horace.
But finding, or at lealt thinidng I
found, fomething that- w^as more

^^ 3
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pleafing in them, than my ordinary

Produ6tions5 1 encourag'd my felf

ta renew my old acquaintance with
Lucretius and Virgil-^ and immediate-

ly fix'd upon fome parts of them
which had moft affeded me in the

reading. Thefe were my natural

Impulles for the Undertaking : But
there was an accidental Motive,
which was full as forcible. Jt was
my Lord Rofiommon's EJfay onTranf-
lated Verfe, which made me unea-

fie 'till I try'd whether or no I

was capable of following his Rules,

and of reducing the fpeculation in-

to pradice. For many a fair Pre-

cept in Poetry, is like a feeming

Demonflration in the Mathema-
ticks 3 very fpecious in the Dia-

gram, but failing in the Mecha-
nick Operation. I think I have

generally obferv'd his fnlbu61:ions 5

1 am fure my Reafon is fufficiently

convinc'd both of their truth and

ufefulnefsj which, in other words,

is to confefs no lefs a vanity than to

pretend that 1 have at leail in fome

places made Examples to his Rules.
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Yet withal, I muft acknowledge^

that I have many times exceeded my
Commiilion> for I have both added

and omitted, and even fometimes

very boldly made fuch expofitions of

my Authors, as no Dutch Commen-
tator will forgive me. Perhaps, in

fuch particular pafTages, I have

thought that I difcover'd fomc Beau-
ty yet undifcover'd by thofe Pedants,

which none but a Poet cou'd have
found. Where I have taken away
fome of their Expreffions, and cut
them fhorter, it may pofTibly be on
this confideration, that what was
beautiful in the Greek or Latin^

wou'd not appear (o fhining in the
Englijh : And where I have enlarg'd

them, I defire the falfe Criticks

wou'd not always think, that thofe
thoughts are wholly mine, but thac
either they are fecretly in the Poet,
or may be fairly deduc'd from himj
or at leaft, if both thofe Confidera-
tions fhould fail, that my own is of
a piece with his, and that if he were
living, and an EngUfiman^ they are

A 4
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luch as he would probably have
written.

For, after all, a Tranflator is to

make his Author appear as charming
as poilibly he can, provided he main-

tains his Chara6ter5 and makes him
not unlike himfelf. Tranilation is

a kind of Drawing after the Life>

where every one will acknowledge
there is a double fort of likenefs, a

good one and a bad. 'Tis one thing

to draw the Out-lines true, the Fea-

tures like, the Proportions exad,

the Colouring it felf perhaps tolera-

ble 5 and another thing to make all

thefe graceful, by the pofture, the

ihadowings, and chiefly by the Spirit

which animates the whole. 1 can-

not without fomc indignation, look

on an ill Copy of an excellent Ori-

ginal: Much lefs can I behold with
patience Virgil^ Horner^ and fome o-

thers, whofe beauties 1 have been

endeavouring all my Life to imitate,

fo abus'd, as I may fay, to their

Faces, by a botching Interpreter.

What EngUJJj Readers, unacquainted

with Greek or Latin^ will believe me



PREFACE. V

or any other man, when wc com-
mend thofe AuthorSj and confefs we
derive all that is pardonable in us

from their Fountains, if they take

thofe to be the fame Poets, whom
our Oglehy's have Tranflated? But
I dare allure them, that a good
Poet is no more like himfelf, in a

dull Tranflation, than his Carcafs

would be to his living Body. There
are many who underiland Greek and
LpJin^ and yet are ignorant of their

Mother Tongue. The proprieties

and delicacies of the Englijh are

known to fewj 'tis impolTible even
for a good Wit, to under(land and
pra6tife them without the help of
a liberal Education, long Reading,
and digefting of thofe few good
Authors we have amongft us, the
knowledge of Men and Manners,
the freedom of habitudes and con-
verfation with the bcft company of
both Sexes J and, in ihort, without
wearing off the rufl which he con-
traci:ed, while he was laying in a
ftock of Learning. Thus difficult it

is to underiland the purity of £;?g///Z',
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and critically to difcern not only

good Writers from bad, and a pro-

per ftile from a corrupt, but alfo to

diilinguifh that which is pure in a

good Author, fi-^m that which is

vicious and corrupt in him. And
for want of all thefc requifites, or

the greateft part of them, moil of

our ingenious young Men take up
fome ciy'd-up Englijb Poet for their

Model, adore him, and imitate him,

as they think, without knowing
whcrem he is defective, where he is

Boyitli and trifling, wherein either

his Thoughts are improper to his

Subject, or his Expreflions unwor-
thy of his Thoughts, or the turn of

both is unharmonious. Thus it ap-

pears necelTary that a Man fhou'd be

a nice Critick in his Mother Tongue,
before he attempts to Tranflate a

foreign Language. Neither is it

fufficient that he be able to Judge
of Words and Stile j but he mult

be a Mailer of them too : He muft

perfedly underftand his Author's

Tongue, and abfolutcly command his

own : So that to be a thorough



PREFACE. vii

Tranflator, he muft be a thorough

Poet. Neither is it enough to give

his Author's Senfe, in good EngliJJj^

in Poetical exprellions, and in Mufi-

cal numbers: For, though all thele

arc exceeding difficult to perform,

there yet remains an harder taskj

and 'tis a Secret of which few Tranf-

lators have fufficiently thought. I

have already hinted a word or two
concerning it> that is, the maintain-

ing the Charadler of an Author,

which diftinguiilies him from all o-

thersjand makes him appear that in-

dividual Poet whom you wou'd in-

terpret. For Example, not only the

Thoughts, but the Stile and Verfi-

fication of Virgil and Ovid^ are very

different.' Yet 1 fee, even in our beft

Poets, who have Tranflated fome
parts of them, that they have con-
founded their feveral Talents ; and
by endeavouring only at the fweet-

nefs and harmony of Numbers, have
made them both fo much alike, that

if I did not know the Originals, I'

fhou'd never be able to Judge by
the Copies, v/hich was /^/r^/7, and
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which was Ovid. It was objected

againft^^a late noble Painter, that he
drew many graceful Pidures, but few
of them were like. And this hap-

pcn'd to him, becaufe he always flu-

died himfelf more than thofe who
fate to him. !n fuch Tranflators [

can eaiily diflinguifh the Hand which
perform'd the Work, but I cannot

diflinguilh their Poet from another.

Suppofc two Authors are equally

fweet, yet there is a great diftinftion

to be made in fweetnefs, as in that

of Sugar, and that of Honey. I can

make the difference more plain, by
giving you, (if it be worth know-
ing) my own method of proceeding,

in my Tranflations out of four feveral

Poets y Virgil^ 'Theocritus^ Lucretius and

Horace, in each of thefe,befc>re I un-

dertook them, I confider'd the Geni-

us and diflinguifhingC^hara6tcrofmy

Author. I look'd on Virgil^ as a fuc-

Gin£b and grave MajefHck Writer 5

one who weigh'd not only every

Thought, but every Word and Syl-

lable. Who was fliil aiming to crowd
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his Senfe into ns narrow a compafs

as poffibly he cou'd j for which rea-

fon he is fo very Figurative, that he
requires (I may almoft fay) a Gram-
mar apart to conllrue him. His
Verfe is every where founding the

very Thing in your Ears, whofe
Senfe it bears : Yet the Numbers are

perpetually varied, to increafe the

delight of the Reader ^ fo that the

fame Sounds are never repeated twice
together. On the contrary, O^cid

and Claiidian^ though they write in

Stiles differing from each other, yet

have each of them but one fort of
Mufick in their Verfes. All the ver-

ification and little variety of Clau*

dian,^ is included within the com-
pafs of four or five Lines, and then
he begins again in the fame tenour j

perpetually clofing his Senfe at the
end of a Verfe, and that Verfe com-
monly which they call Golden, or
two Subftantives and two Adjectives

vith a Verb betwixt them to keep
the peace. 0^'/V, with all his fweet-
nefs, has as little variety of Numbers
and Sound as he : He is always as ic
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were upon the hand-gallop, and his

Verfe runs upon Carpet ground. He
avoids Hke the other all Synalsepha's,

or cuttmg off one Vowel when it

comes before another, in the fol-

lowing word. But to return to Viv"

gil.^ tho' he is fmooth where fmooth-
nefs is required, yet he is fo far from
affe6ling it, that he fcems rather to

difdain it. Frequently makes ufe of
Synalsepha's, and concludes his Senfe

in the middle of his Verfe. He is

everywhere above- conceits of Epi-

grammatick Wit, and grofs Hyper-
boles: He maintains Majcfty in the

midfl: of Plainnefs j he fliines, but

glares not 5 and is ftately without
ambition, which is the vice of Z^-
can. I drew my definition of Poe-
tical Wit from my particular confi-

deration of him : For propriety of

thoughts and words are only to be.

found in him j and where they are

proper, they will be delighful. Plea-

flire follows of neceflity, as the ef-

fe6b does the caufc} and therefore is

not to be put into the definition.

This exa£t propriety of Fir^l I par^
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ticularly regarded, as a great part of
his Charaderj but mull confefs to

my iliame, that I have not been a-

ble to Tranilate any pare of him fo

well, as to make him appear wholly^

like himfelf. For where the Origi-

nal is clofc, no Vcrlion can reach ic

in the fame compafs. Hannibal Caro\
in the Italian^ is the nearell:, the

mofl: Poetical, and the mofl Sono-
rous of any Tranflation of the M^
veids', yet, though he takes the ad-

vantage of blank Verfe, he com-
monly allows two Lines for one of
Virgil^ and does not always hit his

Senfe. ^ajfo tells us in his Letters,

that Sperone Speroni^ a great Italian

Wit, who was his Contemporary,
obferv'd ofFirgil and T'ully j that the
Latin Orator endeavour'd to imitate

the Copioufnefs o^ Horner^ the Greek
Poet 5 and that the Latin Poet made
it his Budnefs to reach the Concife-
nefs of Demofthenes^ the Greek Ora-
tor. Virgil therefore being fo very
fparing of his Words, and leaving

fo much to be imagin'd by the Rea-
der, can never be tranilated as he



xli P R E F J C E.

ought, in any modern Tongue: To
make him Copious is to alter his

Chara6i;er ; and to Tranflate him
Line for Line is impoflible, becaufe

the Latin is naturally a more fuc-

eind Language, than cither the I-

talian^ Spanijlo^ French^ or even than

tht EngUJh^ (which by reafon of its

Monofyllablcs is far the mofl com-
pendious of them.) Firgil is much
the clofeil of any Roman Poet, and
the Latin Hexameter has more Feet
than the EngliJIo Heroick.

Befides all this, an Author has the
choice of his own Thoughts and
Words, which aTranflatop has not

5

he is confin'd by the Senfeof the In-

ventor to thofe ExpreiTIons,which arc

the nearefl to it: So that Firgil ftu-

dying Brevity, and having the com-
mand of his own Language, could

bring thefe Words into a narrow
compafs, which a Tranfiator cannot

render without Circumlocutions. In

fhort, they who have call'd him the

Torture of Grammarians, might alfo

l;iave call'd him the Plague of Tranf-

latorsy for he feems to have ftudy'd
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nor to be Tranflated. I own that

endeavouring to turn his Nifus and

Euryalus as clofe as I was able, I

have performed that Epifode too li-

terally 5 that giving more fcope to

Mezentiiis and Laufus^ that Vcrfion

which has more of the Majedy of

Virgil^ has lefs of his Concifeneis;

and all that I canpromife for my felf,

is only that I have done both, better

than Ogkby^ and perhaps as well ai

Caro. By confidering him fo careful*

ly as 1 did before my attempt, I

have made fome faint refemblancc of
him i and had I taken more time,,

might poiTibly have fucceeded bet-

ter > but never fo well, as to have*

fatisfy'd my felf.

He who excels all other Poets in

his own Language, were it pofTible

to do him right, muft appear above
them in our Tongue, which, as my
Lord Rofcommon juftly obferves, ap-
proaches nearetl to the Roman in its

Majefty: Neareil indeed, but with
a vafl Interval betwixt them. There
is an inimitable grace in FirgiFs words,
and in them principally confifts that
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beauty, which gives fo inexpreffible

a pleafure to him who beft under-
flands their force > this Diftion of
his, I muft once again fay, is never

to be Copied) and fince it cannot,

he will appear but lame in the beft

Tranflation. The turns of his Verfe,

his breakings, his propriety, his num-
bers, and his gravity, I have as far

imitated, as the poverty of our Lan-
guage, and the haflinefs of my Per-

formance wou'd allow. I may fcem

fomctimes to have varied from his

Senfe s but 1 think the greatefl Va-
riations may be fairly deduc'd from
him> and where I leave his Com-
mentators, it may be I underfland

him better: At lead I Writ with-

out confulting them in many places.

But two particular Lines in Me-
xentius and Laufus I cannot fo eafi-

lyexcufc) they are indeed remotely

a'lly'd to VirgiW Senfe 5 but they

are too like the tendernefs o^Ovld^
and were Printed before I had con-

fider'd them enough to alter them;

The firft of them 1 have forgotten,

and cannot cafily retrieve, becaufe
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the Copy is at the Prefs : The fe-

cond is this>

--— When Laufus dfd^ I was already

/lain.

This appears pretty enough at iirft

fighr, but I am convinc'd for many
reafons, that the Expreffion is too

bold, that Firgil vvou'd not have faid

it, though Ovid wou'd. The Rea-
der may pardon it, if he pleafe, for

the freenefs of the confeffionj and
inftead of that, and the former, ad-

mit thcfe two Lines which are more
according to the Author,

Nor ask I Life^ nor fought with that

defign-y

As I had us'd my Fortune^ ufe thoH

thine.

Having with much ado got clear

o£ Firgii^ I have in the next place
to confider the Genius of Lucretius^

whom I have Tranflated more hap-
pily in thofe parts of him which I

undertook. If he was not of the
beft Age of Roman Poetry, he was
at lead of that which preceded it^
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and he himfelf refin'd it to that de»
gree of Perfedion, both in the Lan-
guage and the Thoughts, that he
left an eafie Task to Firgily who as

he fucceeded him in time, fo he Gd-
py'd his Excellencies j for the me-
thod of the Georgicks is plainly de-

riv'd.from him. Lucretius had cho*
fen a Subjc6t naturally crabbed 5 he
therefore adorn'd it with Poetical

Defcriptions, and Precepts of Mora-
hty, in the beginning and ending of
his Books. Which you fee Firgil

has imitated with great Succefs, in

thofe Four Books, which in my O-
pinion are more perfefl: in their kind,

than even his Divine jEneids. The
turn of his Verfes he has likewife

followed, in thofe places which Lu'
cretms^ns moft laboured, and fome

of his very Lines he has tranfplanted

into his own Works, without much
Variation. If I am not miftaken,the

diftinguilhingChara6ber of Lucretius^

(I mean of his Soul and Genius) is

a certain kind of noble Pride, and

pofitire AfTertion of his Opinions.

He is every where confident of his
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own Reafon, and afluming an abfo-

lute Command not only over his vul-

gar Reader, but even his Patrorr

Memmius. For he is always bidding

him attend, as if he had the Rod o-

ver him 5 and ufing a Magifterial

Authority, while he inflrufts him.

From his Time to ours, I know none
fo like him, as our Poet and Philo-

fopher of Malmshury. This is that

perpetual Diftatorfhip, which is^ex-

ercis'd by Lucretius > who though
often in the wrong, yet feems to deal

hond fide with his Reader, and tells

him nothing but what he thinks;

in which plain fincerity, I believe he
differs from our Hohbs^ who could
not but be convinced, or at leaft

doubt of fome Eternal Truths which
he has oppos'd. But for Lucretius

^

he feems to difdain all mann.er of
Replies, and is fo confident of his

Caufe, that he is before hand with
his Antagonifts: Urging for them,
whatever he imagin'd they could
fay, and leaving them, as he fuppofes,

without an Objcftion for the future.

AH this too, with fo much Scorn
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and Indignation, as if he were afTur'd

of the Triumph, before he cnter'd

into the Lifts. From this fubHme
and daring Genius of his, it mud
of neccflity come to pais, that his

Thoughts muft be MafcuHne, full of
Argumentation, and that fufticiently

warm. From the fame fiery Tem-
per proceeds the Loftinefs of his Ex-
preflions, and the perpetual Torrent
of his Verfe, where the barrennels

of his Subjeft does not too much
conftrain the quicknefs o£his Fancy.

For there is no doubt to be made,
but that he could have been twQxy

where as Poetical, as he is in his De-
fcription?, and in the Moral part of

his Philofophy, if he had not aim'd

more to inftru6t in his Syftem of

Nature, than to delight. But he
was bent upon making Memmius a

Materialift, and teaching him to de-

£e an invifible Power: Jn iliort, he

was fo much an Atheift, that he for-

got fometimes to be a Poet. Thcfe
are the Considerations which I had

of that Author, before 1 attempted

to tranflate fome parts of him. And
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sccordingly I laid by my natural Dif-

£dence and Scepticifm for a while,

to take up that Dogmatical way of

•his, which, as I faid, is fo much his

Charafter, as to make him that in-

dividual Poet. As for his Opinions

concerning the Mortality of the

Soul, they are fo abfurd, that I can-

not, if I would, believe them. I

think a future State demonftrable e-

ven by natural Arguments 5 at lead

•to take away Rewards and Punifh-

fnents, is only a pleafing profpeft to

a Man, who refolves before hand
not to live morally. But on the o-

ther {idQ^ the thought of being no-
thing after Death, is a burthen un-
fupportable to a virtuous Man, even
though a Heathen. We naturally

^im at Happinefs, and cannot bear to

have it confin'd to the fhortnefs of
our prefent Being, efpecially when
we confider that Virtue is generally

unhappy in this World, and Vice
fortunate. So that *tis hope of Fu-
turity alone, that makes this Life to-

lerable, in expedation of a better.

Who wau'd not commit all the Ex-
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cefles to which he is prompted by
his natural Inclinations, if he may
do them with fecurity while he is

alive, and be uncapable of punifh-

ment after he is dead? If he be cun-
ning and fecret enough to avoid the

Laws, there is no band of Morality

to refirain him : For Fame and Re*
putation arc weak tics> many men
have not the lead fenfe of them:
Powerful men are only aw'd by
them, as they conduce to their In-

terefl, and that not always when a

Paflion is predominant 5 and no Man
"will be contain'd within the bounds

of duty, when he may fafely tranf-

grefs them. Thefe are my Thoughts
abftra£bedly, and without entring in-

to the Notions of our Chriftian Faith,

which is the proper bufinefs of Di-

vines.

But there are other Arguments in

this Poem (which I have turn'd in-

to Englijh^) not belonging to the

Mortality of the Soul, which are

flrong enough to a reafonable Man,
to make him lefs in love with Life,

and confequently in lefs apprehenfi-

ons
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ons of Death. Such as are the natu-

ral Satiety, proceeding from a per-

petual enjoyment of the fame things;

the inconveniences of old age, which
make him uncapable of corporeal

pleafuresj the decay of underfland-

ing and memory, which render him
contemptible and ufelefs to others;

thefe and many other reafons fo pa-

thetically urg'd, fo beautifully ex-

prefs'd, fo adorn'd with examples,

and fo admirably rais'd by the Pro-

fopopeia of Nature, who is brought
in fpeaking to her Children, with fo

much authority and vigour, defervc

the pains I have taken with them,
which 1 hope have not been unfuc-

cefsful, or unworthy of my Author.
At leaft I muft take the liberty to

own, that I was pleas'd with my
own Endeavours, which but rarely

happens to me, and that I am not
diffatisfied upon the review of any
thing 1 have done in this Author.
Tis true, there is fomething, and

that of fome moment, to be object-

ed againft my EngUJhmg the ^Nature
of Love^ from the Fourth Book of
Vol. 1. a
"* In the Second Volume,
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Lucretius : And I can lefs eafily an-

fwer why 1 Tranflated ic, than why
1 thus Tranflated it. The Objedion
arifes from the Obfcenity of the Sub-
jc<3:> which is aggravated by the
too lively, and alluring delicacy of
the Verfes. fn the fir ft place, with-
out the leaft Formality of an Excufe,

I own it pleas'd me : and let my E-
nemies make the worft they can of
this Confeffionj I am not yet fo fe-

cure from that paflion, but that (

want my Author's Antidotes againft

it. He has given the trueft and moft
Philofophical account both of the

Difeafe and Remedy, which I ever

found in any Author: For which
Reafons I Tranflated him. But it

will be ask'd why I turn'd him into

this lufcious Englijh^ (for I will not

give it a worfe Word>) inftead of

an Anfwer, I wou'd ask again of my
Supercilious Adverfaries, whether I

am not bound, when I Tranflate an

Author, to do him all the right I

can, and to Tranflate him to the befl

•advantage? If to mince his meaning,

r.bich i am firis^y\i v^^as honcfl and
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mflrudive, I had either omitted fome
part of what he faid, or taken from
the ftrength of his Expreflion, I cer-

tainly had wrong'd him > and that

freenefs of Thought and Words,
being thus cafhier'd in my Hands,

he had no longer been Lucretius. If

nothing of this kind be to be read,

Phyficians muft not ftiidy Nature,

Anatomies muft not be feen, and
fomewhat I could fay of particular

Paflages in Books, which to avoid

Prophanenefs I do not name: But
the Intention qualifies the Act> and
both mine and my Author's were to

inflru6b as well as pleafe. 'Tis mod
certain that barefac'd Bawdery is the

pooreft pretence to Wit imaginable.

If I ihould fay otlierwife, 1 fhould

have two great Authorities againft

me : The one is the Eflay on Poe-
try, which I publickly valued be-

fore I knew the Author of it, and
with the Commendation of which
my Lord Rofcommon fo happily be-

gins his Eflay on Tranflatcd Verfe:

The other is no lefs than our ad-

mir'd Cozvley *, who favs the fame
a 1
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thkfig ill other Words : For in his

Ode concerning Wit, he writes thus

of it 5

Much Jefs can that have any place

At which a Firgin hides her^ace

:

Such Drofs the Fire muft purge away^
'tis juft

T'he Author Mujh^ there inhere the Rea^

der muft.

Here indeed Mr. Cowley goes far-

ther than the Eflayj for he afTeris

plainly that Obfcenity has no place

in Wit J the other only fays, 'tis a

poor Pretence to it, or an ill fort of
Wit, which has nothing more to

fupport it than bare-fac'd Ribaldry;

which is both unmannerly in it felf,

and fulfome to the Reader. But
neither of thcfe will reach my cafe:

For in the firll place, I am only the

Tranflator, not the Inventor 5 fo that

the heavieft part of the Cenfure falls

upon Lucretius^bc£ove it reaches mc:
In the next place, neither he nor I

have us'd the grofleft Words, but

the cleanlieft Metaphors we could

find, to palliate the broadnefs of the
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Meaning i and, to conclude, have
carried the Poetical part no farther,

than the Philofophical exa6led. There
is one Miftake of mine which I will

not lay to the Printer's charge, who
has enough to anfwer for in falfe

Pointings: 'Tis in the Word Viper:

I would have the Verfe run thus,

^he Scorpion^ Love^ muft on the IVoimd

he hruis'd.

There are a fort of blundering half-

witted People, who make a great

deal of noife about a Verbal Slip 5

tho' Horace would inilru6l them bet-

ter in true Ciiticifm : Non ego paucis

offender maailis quas ant incuria fudit^

atit humana parltm cavit natura. True
Judgement in Poetry, like that in

Painting, takes a view of the whole
together, whether it be good or not 5

and where the Beauties are more
than the Faults, concludes for the

Poet againll the little Judge: 'I'is a

fign that Malice is hard driven, when
'tis forc'd to lay hold on a Word or

Syllable 5 to arraign a Man is one
thing, and to card at him is ano-

a 5
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ther. In the midfl of an ill-natur'd

Generation of Scribblers, there is al-

ways Jullice enough left in Man-
kind, to protect good Writers : And
they too are obliged, both by Hu-
manity and Intereft, to efpoufe each

others caufe, againft falfe Criticks,

who are the common Enemies. This
lafl Confideration puts me in mind
of what I owe to the Ingenious and

Learned Tranflator of Lucretius -, I

have not here deiign'd to rob him
of any part of that Commendation
which he has fo juftly acquir'd by
the whole Author,' whofe Fragments

only fall to my Portion. What I

have now perform'd, is no more
than I intended above twenty Years

ago : The ways of our Tranflation

are very different j he follows him
more clofely than 1 have done, which
became an Interpreter of the whole
Poem. 1 take more liberty, bccaufe

it beft fuited with my Defign, which

was to make him as pleafing as I

could. He had. been too voluminous

had he us'd my Method in fo long

a work, and i had certainly taken
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his, had I made it my bufinefs to

Tranflate the whole. The Prefe-

rence then is juftly his 5 and I join

with Mr. Evelyn in the confeflion of

it, with this additional Advantage
to him J that his Reputation is al-

ready eftabliih'd in this Poet, mine
is to make its Fortune in the World.
If I have been any where obfcure^

in following our common Author,
or \^ Lucretii^s himfelf is to be con-

demn'd, I refer my felf to his ex-

cellent Annotations, which I have
often read, and always with feme
new Pleafure.

My Prefice begins already to fwell

upon me, and looks as if I were a»

fraid of my Reader, by fo tedious a

befpeaking of him > and yet I have
Horace and Theocritus upon my
Hands v but the Greek Gentleman
fhall quickly be difpatch'd, becaufc

I have more bufinefs with the Ro-
man.

That which diftinguiihes 'Theocri-

tus from all other Poets, both Greet
and Latin^ and which raifcs him e-

ven above Firgil in his Eclogue?, is

a 4
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the inimitable Tendernefs of his Paf-

fions > and the natural Expreflion of
them in Words fo becoming of a

Paftoral. A Simplicity ihines thro'

all he writes > he ihews his Art and

Learning by difguiling both. His

Shepherds never rife above their

Country Education in their com-
plaints of Love : There is the fame

difference betwixt him and Virgil^

as there is betwixt Tajfd's, Aminta^

and the Vaftor Fido of Guarini. Fk'
giVs Shepherds are too well read in

the Philofophy of Epicurus and of

Plato y and GuarmPs Teem to have

been bred in Courts. But "Theocritus

and Tajfo have taken theirs from

Cottages and Plains. It was faid of

Taffo^ in relation to his Similitudes,

Mai efce del Bofee, that he never de-

parted from the Woods, that is, all

\\is Comparifons were taken from

the Country: The fame may be faid

of our l^heocritus 'y he is fofter than

Ovid^ he touches the Paflions more

delicately i and performs all this out

of his own Fond, without diving

into the Arts and Sciences for a Sup^
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ply. Even his Dorick Dialeft has an

incomparable Sweecnefs in its Clown-
ifhnefs, like a fair Shepherdnefs in

her Country Ruflet, talking in a

Torkfiire Tone. This was impoffible

for Firgil to imitate j becaufe the fe-

verity of the Roman Language de-

ny 'd him that Advantage. Spencer

has endeavour'd it in his Shepherd's

Calender 5 but neither will it fuc-

ceed m Englifi^ for which reafon I

forbore to attempt it. For Theocri^

tus writ to Sicilians^ who fpoke that

Diale61:5 and I dirc61: this part oF my
Tranflations to our Ladies, who nei-

ther underhand, nor will take plea-

fure in fuch homely Expreffions. 1

proceed to Horace.

Take him in parts, and he is chief-

ly to be confidcr'd in his three diffe-

rent Talents, as he was a Critick, a

Satyrifl, and a Writer of Odes. His
Morals are uniform, and run through
all of them : For let his Dutch Com^
mentators fay what they will, his

Philofophy was Epicurean 3. and he
made ufe of Gods and Providence^

only to ferve a turn in Poetry. Bus.
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fince neither his Criticifms (which
are the moft inftrudbive of any thaf

are written in this Art) nor his Sa-

tyrs (which are incomparably beyond
JuvenaVs^ if to laugh and rally is to

be preferred to railing and declaim-

ing,) are no part of my prefent Un-
dertaking, I confine my felf wholly

to his Odes: Thcfe are alio of feve-

ral forts > fome of them are Panegy-
rical, others Moral, the reft Jovial^

or (if I may fo call them) Bacchana-

lian. As difficult as he makes it, and
as indeed it is, to imitate Pindar^ yec

in his moft elevated Flights, and in

the fudden Changes of his Subjeft

with almoft imperceptible Connexi-
ons, that ^hehan Poet is his Mafter..

But Horace is of the more bounded
Fancy, and confines himfelf flri6l:ly

to one fort of Verfe, or Stanza in

every Ode. That which will diftin-

guifli his Style from all other Poets,

is the Elegance of his Words, and
the Numeroufnefs of his Verfe > there

is nothing fo delicately turn'd in all

the Roman Language. There ap-

pears in every part of his Di6tionj
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or, (to fpeak EngliJJo) in all his Ex-
preflions, a kind of noble and bold'

Purity. His Words are cbofen with
as much exaclnefs as VirgiW-, but

there fcems to be a greater Spirit in

them. There is a fecret Happineis

attends his Choice, which in Petro-

nius is call'd Curiofo Felicitas^ and
which I fuppofe he had from the

Feliciter auden of Horace himfelF.

But the moft diftinguiihing part of
all his Chara6ter, feems to me, to be
his Brisknefs, his Jollity, and his

good Humour: And thofe I have
chiefly endeavoured to Copy 5 his o-

ther Excellencies, • confefs, are a-

bove my Imitation. One Ode, which
infinitely pleas'd me in the readings

I have attempted to tranflate in Pin-

dariquc Verfe: 'Tis that which ic

infcrib'd to the prefent Earl o£ JRo-

chefter^ to whom I have particular

Obhgations, which this fmall Tefti-.

mony of my Gratitude can never
pay. 'Tiis his Darling in the Lati77^

and I have taken fome Pains to make
it my Mafter-piece in EngliJJo: For
which reafon I took thi^ land of
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Verfe, which allows more Latitude

than any other. Every one knows
it was introduc'd i?nco our Language,
in this Age, by the happy Genius of

Mr. Cowley. The feeming ealinefs

of it, has made it fpread> but it has

not been confider'd enough, to be
fo well cultivated. It languiflies in

almofl every Hand but his, and fome
very few, whom (to keep the reft

in countenance) I do not name. He^
indeed, has brought it as near Perfe-

tion as was poffible in fo Ihort a

time. But if I may be allow'd to

fpeak my Mind modeftly, and with-

out Injury to his iiicred Afhes, fomc-

what of the Purity o^ Englifi^ fome-

what of more equal Thoughts, fome-
what of Sweetnefs in the Numbers,,
in one word, fomewhat of a finer

Turn and more Lyrical Verfe is yet

wanting. As for the Soul of it,,

which confifts in the Warmth and
Vigour of Fancy, the maftcrly Fi-

gures, and the Copioufnefs of Ima-
gination, he has excell'd all others

in this kind. Yet, if the Kind it

felf be capable of more Perfeftion,
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though rather in the Ornamental
Parts of it, than the EfTential, whac
Rules of MoraHty or Refpe6t have I

broken, in naming the Defe61:s that

they may hereafter be amended ? I-

mitation is a nice point, and there

are few Poets who deferve to be
Models in all they write. Milton's

Paradife Loft is admirable j but am
I therefore bound to maintain, that

there are no Flats amongft his Ele-

vations, when 'tis evident he creeps

along fometimes, for above an Hun-
dred Lines together? Cannot I ad-

mire the height of his Lnvention,

and the ftrength of his ExprelHon,
without defending his antiquated

Words, and the perpetual harllinefs

of their Sound? 'Tis as much Com-
mendation as a Man can bear, to
own him excellent j all bt^yond it is

Idolatry. Since Pindar was the
Prince o£ Lynck Poets, let me have
leave to fay, that in imitating him,.

oui;Numbersfhouldforthe moftparc
be Lyrical: For variety, or rather
the where the Majefty of Thought
requires it, they may be ftretch'd
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to the EngUJIj Heroick of five Feet^

and to the French Alexandrine of Six.

But the Ear muft prefide, and dire6t

the Judgment to the choice of
Numbers: Without the nicety of
this, the Harmony of Pindarique

Verfe can never be complcat5 ^he

Cadency of one Line muft be a Rule
to that of the next > and the Sound
of the former mufh Aide gently into

that which follows 5 without leap-

ing from one Extream into another.

It muft be done like the Shadow-
ings of a Pidure, which fall by de-

grees into a darker Colour, I ihall-

be glad, if I have fo explain'd my
felf as to be underftoodj but if T
have not, qiiod nequeo dicere (^ fentio

tautum^ muft be my Excufe. There-

remains much more to be faid on
this Subjefti but, to avoid Envy,
I will be iilent. What I have faid

is the general Opinion of the beft

Judges, and in a manner has been
forc'd from me, by feeing a noble

fort of Poetry fo happily reftor'd by
one Man, and fo grofly copied, by
almoft all the reft: A mufical Ear^j^
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and a great Geniiis, if another Mr.,

Cowley cou'd arife, in another .Age

may bring it to Perfedion. In the

mean time,

— Fungar vice cotis acutum

Reddere qua ferrim valet^ expers ipfa

fecandL

1 hope it will not be expefted from
me, that I fhou'd fay any thing of
my Fellow-undertakers in this Mif-
cellany. Some of them are too

nearly related to me, to be com-
mended without Sufpicion of Parti-

iility: Others I am fure need it not;
and the reft I have not perus'd. To
conclude, I am feniible that I have
written this too haftily and too
looflyj I fear I have been tedious,

and which is worfe, it comes out
from the nrft Draught, and uncor-
redted^ This I grant is no Excufe;
for it may be reafonably urg'd, why
did he not write with more leifure,

or, if he had it not,,(which was cer-

tainly my cafe) why did he attempt
to write on fo nice a Subject? The
Objeftion is unanfwerabie, butj in
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part of Recompencc, let me afTure

the Reader, that in hafty Produ6ti-

ons, he is fure to meet with an Au-
thor's prefent Senfe, which cooler

Thoughts wou'd poffibly have dif-

guis'd. There is undoubtedly more
of Spirit, though not of Judgment,
in thefe uncorre6t Eflays, and confe-

quently though my Hazard be the

greater, yet the Reader's Pleafure is

not the lefs.

John Dryden*
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Mac Flecknoe,
LL human things are fuhjcck to

decay.

And, when Pate fummons. Mo-
narchs muft obey

:

This Fleckiioe found, who, like ^«-^

guftus, young
Was call'd to Empire, and had

govern'd long :

In Profe and Verfe, was ownM, without difpute.

Through all the Realms of Non-fenje^ abfolute.

This aged Prince novv flourifhing in Peace,

And bleft with ifiue of a large increafe j

Worn out with bufinefs, did at length debate
To fettle the Succefllon of the State:

And pond'ring which of all his Sons was fit-

To Reign, and wage immortal War with Wit :

Cry'd, 'tis refolv'd j for Nature pleads that He
Skould t>nly rule, who raoli refembles me

:

Sh alone my perfeft image bears.

Mature in dulnefs from his tender years.

Sh alone, of all my Sons, is he.

Who fiands confirm'd in full ftupidity.

The reft to fome faint meaning make pretence.

But Sh never deviates into Senle,

Some Beams of Wit on other Souls may fall,

Stnke through, and make a lucid interval j

But Sh 's genuine night admits no ray,

His rifing Fogs prevail upon the Dav

;

Vol. L B -



2 Mac Flecknoe.
Befides, his goodly Pabrick fills the eye,

And feems defign'd for thoughtlefs Majefty :

Thoughtlefs as Monarch Oaks, that (hade the plain,

And, fpread in folemn ftate, fupinely reign.

Heyxvood and Shirley were but Types of thee.

Thou laft great Prophet of Tautology

:

Even I, a dunce of more renown than they,

"Was fent before but to prepare thy wiiy

:

And courfly clad in Nor-with Drugget came
To teach the Nations in thy greater name.
My warbling Lute, the Lute I whilom ftrung.

When to King John of Portugal I fung.

Was but the prelude to that glorious day.

When thou on filver Thames did'ft cut thy way.
With well-tim'd Oars before the Royal Barge,

Swell'd with the Pride of thy Celeftial charge j

And big with Hymn, Commander of an Hoft,

The like was ne'er in Epfom Blankets toft.

Methinks I fee the new ^rion Sail,

The Lute ftill trembling underneath thy nail.

At thy well fliarpened thumb from Shore to Shore

The Treble fqueaks for fear, the Bafes roar :

Ecclioes from Pijfing-^lly, Sh— call.

And Sh they refoimd from ^Jion-Hall.

About thy Boat the little Fiflies throng.

As at the morning Toaft, that Floats along.

Sometimes as Prince of thy Harmonious band
Thcu weild'ft thy Papers in thy threfliing hand.

St. ^ndre^s feet ne'er kept m.ore equal time.

Not cv'n the feet of thy own Pfyche's Rhime

:

Though they in number as in fenfe excel j

So juft, fo like Tautology they fell,

That, pale with envy, Singleton forfwore

The Lute and Sword which he in Triumph bore

And vow'd he ne'er wou'd a£t VUlcrius more.

Here fto^t the good old Sire-., and wept for joy

li: fiient raptures of the hopeful Boy.

f
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All Arguments, but moft his Plays, perfwadc,

That for anointed duUnefs he was made.

Clofe to the Walls which fair ^ugnfia bind,

(The fair ^agufia much to fears iiicliu'd)

An ancient fab rick, rais'd t' inform the fight.

There ftood of yore, and Barbican it hight

:

A watch Tower once ; but now, fo Pate ordains.

Of all the Pile an empty name remains.

From its old Ruins Brothel-houfes rife.

Scenes of lewd loves, and. of polluted joys. [keep.

Where their vaft Courts the Mother-Strumpets

And, undifturb'd by Watch, in filence fleep.

Near thefe a Nuriery erefts its head.

Where Queens are form'd, and future Hero's bred j

Where unfiedg'd Aftors learn to laugh and cry, y
Where infant Punks their tender Voices try, >
And little Maxrmins the Gods deiie. ^
Great Fletcher never treads in Buskins here,

Nor greater Jolmfon d-ares in Socks appear.

J3ut gentle Si^nkiu juft reception finds

Amidft this Monument of vanifht minds

:

Pure Clinches, the fuburbian Mufe affords j

And Panton waging harmlefs War with words.

Here Flecknoe, as a place to Fame well known,
Ambitioufly defign'd his Sh *s Throne.
For ancient Decker prophefi'd long lince, •%

That in this Pile ihould reign a mighty Prince, 5"

Born for a fcourge of Wit, and. flayl ofSenfe: "^

To whom true dulnefs fliould fome Pfyches owe,

But Worlds of Mifers from his pen fhould flow j

JHamorijfj and Ihbocrites it fliould produce,

Whole T^ymond Families, and Tribes of Bruce.

Now Emprefs Fame had publiflit the renown
Of Sh 's Coronation through the Town.
Rows'd by report of Fame, the Nations meet.
From near Bun-hill, and diftant WavUng-Jireer.
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No PerfiA7i Carpets fpread th' Imperial way,
But fcatter'd Limbs of mangled Poets lay :

From dufty fliops negieded Authors come.
Martyrs of Pies, and Reliques of the Bum,
Much Heywood, S/nrly, Ogleby there lay.

But loads of Sh— almoft choakt the way.

Eilk't Stationers for Yeomen ftood prepar'd.

And H n was Captain of the Guard.

The Hoaiy Prince in Majefty appear'd.

High on a Throne of his own Labours rearM,

At his right hand our young ^fca-nius fate,

%o}ne^s other hope, and Pillar of the State.

His Brows thick fogs, inftead of glories, grace,

And lambent dulnefs plaid around his face.

As Ha?ifiibai did to the Altars come,
Swore by his Sire a mortal Foe to '^ome ;

So Sh fwore, nor fiiould his Vow be vain,

That he till Death true dulnefs would maintain j

And in his father's Right, and Realms defence.

Ne'er to have Peace with Wit, nor truce with Senle.

The King himfelf the facred Unftion made,

As King by Office, and as Pried by Trade

:

In his linifler hand, inftead of Ball,

He plac'd a mighty Mug of potent Ale ;

Love's Kingdom to his right he did convey,

At once his Sceptre and his rule of Sway ;

Whofe righteous Lore the Prince had pradis'd

young.

And from whofe Loyns recorded Pfyche fprung.

His Temples laft with Poppies were o'erfpread,

That nodding feem'd to confecrate his head

;

Jufl: at the point of time, if Fame not lye,

On his left hand twelve reverend U-wls did fly.

So T^omulus, 'tis fung, by Tyber^s Brook,

Prefage of Sway from twice fix Vultures took.

Th' admiring throng loud acclamations make.

And Omens of Im tutuie Empire take.
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The Sire then fliook the honours of his head.

And from his brows diimps of oblivion flied

Full on the filial dulnefs : long he flood, -^

Repelling from his Bredft the raging God ; ^
At length burft out in this prophetick mood :

^

Heavens blefs my Son, from Ireland let him reign

To far Barbadocs on the Weftern main ;

Of his Dominion may no end be known,

And greater than his Father's be his Throne ;

Beyond love's Kingdom let him ftretch his Penj

He paus'd, and all the People cry'd .Amen.

Then thus, continu'd he, my Son advance

Still in new Impudence, new Ignorance.

Succefs let others teach, learn thou from me
Pangs without birth, and fruirlefs Induflry.

Let VirTHojo^s in five Years be writ

;

"Yet not one thought accufe thy toyl ofWif.

Let gentle George in triumph tread the Stage,

Make Dorima-nt betray, and Loveit rage

;

Let Oillyy Cockujood, Fopling, charm the Pit,

And in their folly fhew the Writers wit.

Yet ftUl thy fools fliall ftand in thy defence.

And juftifie their Author's want of fenfs.

Let 'em be all by thy own model made
Of dulnefs, and defire no foreign aid

:

That they to future ages may be known.
Not Copies drawn, but iffue of thy own.

Nay fet thy men of Wit too be the fame.

All flril of thee, and differing but in name 5

But let no alien S--dl--y interpofe

To lard with wit thy hungry Epfom profe.

And when falfe flowers of %hetoriL\xho\.\ would'ft

Truft Nature, do not labour to be dull 5 [cull.

But write thy bed, and top ; and in each line.

Sir Formai^s oratory will be thine.

Sir Forraal, though unfought, attends thy quill,

And does thy Knthcm DedicAtions fill.

B 3
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Nor let falfe friends feduce thy Mind to Fame,
By arrogating Johnfon's Hoftile name.
±.tt Father Flecknoe iire thy Mind with praife.

And Unkle Ogleby thy Envy raife.

Thou art my blood, where Johifon has no paitj
"What fliare have we in Nature or in Art ?

Where did his wit on learning fix a brand.

And rail at Arts he did not underftand ?

Where made he love in Prince Nicander's vein.

Or fwcpt the duft in Pfycht^s humble ftrain?

Where fold he Bargains, Whip-ftitch, kifs my Arfe,

Promis'd a Play, and dwindled to a Farce?

When did his Mufe from Fletcher fcenes purloin.

As thou whole Eth'ridg doft transfufe to thine?

But fo transfus'd as Oyl and Waters flow.

His always floats above, thine finks below.

This is thy Province, this thy wondrous way.

New Humours to invent for each new Play:

This is that boaflied Byafs of thy mind,

By which one way, to dulnefs, 'tis inclin'd.

Which makes thy writings lean on one fide ftill,

And in all changes that way bends thy will.

Nor let thy mountain belly make pretence

Of iikenefs ; thine's a tympany of fenfe.

A Tun of Man in thy large Bulk is writ.

But fure thou'rt but a Kilderkin of wit.

Like mine thy gentle numbers feebly creep,

Thy Tragick Mufe gives fmiles, th y Comick lleep.

With whate'er gall thou fett'ft thy felf to wiite.

Thy inoffenfive Satyrs never bite.

In thy fellonious heart, though Venom lies.

It does but touch thy IriJJj Pen, and dyes.

Thy Genius calls thee not to purchafe Fame
In keen lambicks, but mild Anagram :

Leave writing Plays, and chufe for thy command
Some peaceful Province in Acroftick Land.

There thou may'ft Wings difplay and Altars raife,

And Torture one pooi word Ten thoufand ways.
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Or if thou would'ft thy difPrent talents fuit.

Set thy own Songs, and fing them to thy lute.

He faid, but his laft words were fcarcely heard, t
For Bruce and Longvil had a Trap prepar'd, P
And down they fent the yet declaiming Bard. ^
Sinking he left his Drugget Robe behind,

Born upwards by a Subterranean wind.

The Mantle fell to the young Prophet's part^

With double poition of his father's Ait,

B4
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T O T H E

READER.
>'np'/S wt my Intention to tnahe an j^pologyfor

i X ^y Poem : Somt vpill think it medt no

Excufi ; and others will receive none. The

dejlgn^l am fureiis henefl: But he who draws his Pen

for one Party, muji expe^ to make 'Enemies of the

ether. For, Wit and Fool, are Confequents of Whig

and Tory : uind every Man is a Knave or an Afs

to the contrary fide. There's a Treafury of Merits in

the Phanatick Church, as well as in the Popifh ;

and a Pennyworth to be had of Saint/hip, Honefiy and

Poetry, for the Leud, the Various, and the Blocks

heads : But the longefi Chapter in Deuteronomy,

has not Curfes enough for an ^«/i-Rrominghama

My Comfort is, their mamfefi Prejudice to my Caufe,

will render their Judgment of lefs Authority againft

me, Tet if a Poem have a Genius, it will force

its own reception in the World. For there^s a fvett*

nefs in good Verfe, which Tickles even while it Hurts:

And no Man can be heartily angry with him. who

fleafes him againfi his will The C9mmtndatimj;)f



II To the Reader.
Mverfuries, is the greatefl Triumph of a UViter; be.

cafife it never cornss unlefs Extorted But I cm be

fatisfied on more e»fie terms : If I happen to pleufs

the more Moderate fort, I Poail be fure of an honefl

Variy\ and in all probability, of the b^Ji fudges''

For, the leafl Concerned rxre com?nonly the leaft Cor'

rupt. And 1 confefs I have laid infer thofe, by re-

bating the Sit) t {vphere Jujiice rocuid allorif it)

from carrying too fha>p an Edge. They who can Cri'

ticife fo weakly, as to imagine I have done my JVor/i,

may be convtncd. at their own Cojl, that I can write

Severely, neith more eafe than I can Gently- I have

hut laugh'd atfeme Mens Follies vehen I could have

declaimed againfi their Vices : And other Mens Vir-

. tues I hav^ commended, as freely as I hav& taxd

their Crimes. And no-st>> ifyou are a Malicious Rea-

der, J expeci you fhonld return upon ms, that I af-

feB to bethought more impartial than lam. But

if Men are not to be judg'd by their VrofeJJions, God

forgive you Commonwealth's- Men for ^rofefjmg fo

plaufibly for the Government. Ton cannot be fo Un-

conjcionable, as tc charge me for not fubfcribmg of my
Flame \ for that -would refle£i too grofly upon your

own Tarty, who never dare ; though they have the

advantage of a Jury to fecure them. If you like not

my Poem, the fault may po0ly be in my l^riting:

(though 'tis hard for an Author to judge againfl

kimfelfi) But more probably 'tis in your Morals, which

tdnnot bear the Truth cf it. The Violent, on both

fides, will condemn the ChctraHer of Abfulom, *?v



To the Reader. ^^3

either too favourably, or too hardly ilravon. But

they are not the Violent xohom I cUJire to pleafe.

The fault, on the right haKcl is to Extenuate, Pal-

li/ite, and Indulge
i
and to confefs freely, I have en-

deavoured to commit it. Befides the refpeci vphich /
orve hisHirth I have a greater for his Heroic Vir-

tues , and David himfelf could not be mere tender of

the young Man's Life, than I Toould be of his RepU'

tat ion. But fines the moji excelhnt Natures are al-

mojl the mofi eafie \ and, as being fuch, are the foon-

eft perverttd by ill Counfels. efpeciai'ly -when baited

with Fame and Glory j 'tis no more a tconder that he

rpithjiood not the temptations of Achitophe!, than it

was for Adam; not to have refifled the two Devils,

the Serpent and the Woman, The Conclpificn of the

Story I purpofely forbore to profecute j kecaufe I cou'd

not obtain from my (elf, to (Ihw Abralom Unfor'

tunate. The Frame of it wa: cut out but for aPi^urs

to th: H'^afie, and if the Draught be fo far true, 'tis as

much as I defignd.

Were I the Inventor, who am only the Hi/lorian,

J JJjculd certainly conclude the Piece, with the Recon-

cilement of ^bfalom to David. And^ who knows

but this may come to pafs ? Things were net brought

t» an Ext'^emity where I left the Story : There feems,

yety to be room left for a Compofure j hereafter, there

maybe only for Pity. Ihave not fo much as an uncha-

ritable M''ifl} againft Achirophel, but am content to

be accusal of a good-natur'd Error, and to hope, with

Origen, that the Devil himfelf may at hji be fav'd^
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Tor which reetfon, in this Votm,he is neither brottght

to fet his Houfe in order, nor to difpofe of his Ferfon

afterwards as he in Wifdom /hall thinkft, God is

infinitely merciful : And his Vicegerent is only not [o^

becaufe he is not Infinite

Ihe true end of Satyr, is the amendment of Vices

by correSiion. And he voho writes Hone/lly, is no

more an Enemy to the Offender, than ihe Fhy/ician

to the Patient, when he prefcribes harjh Remedies to

an inveterate Difeafe ; for thofe are only in order t»

prezent the Chirurgeon's work of an Enfe refcindeti-

dum, which I wijh not to my very Enemies, To con-

dude all i If the Body Tolitick have any Analogy

to the Natural, in my weak Judgment, an ASl of

Oblivion were as neceffary in a Hot, Dijiemperd.

State, as an Opiate would be in a Raging lever^.



[ir 1

To the unknown Author of this

excellent POEM.
TAKE it as earneft of a Faith renevv'd.

Your Theme is vaft, your Verfe divinely good:

Where, rho' the Nine their beauteous ftroaks re

peat,

And the turn'd Lines on Golden Anvils bear,

It looks as if they ftrook 'em at a heat,

^o all fcrenely Great, fo juft refin'd, -j

Like Angels Love to Humane Seed inclin'd, P
It ftarts a Giant, and exalts the Kind. -^

'Tis Spirit reen,whofe fiery Atoms roul,

So brightly fierce, each Syllable's a Sou],

'Tis minature of Man, but he's all Heart j

^Tis what the World would be, but wants the Art j
"To whom ev'n the Phanaticks Altars raife.

Bow in their own defpite, and grin youx Praife.

As if a Milton from the Dead arofe,

Pil'd off the Ruft, and the right Party chofe.

Nor, Sir, be fhock'd at what the Gloomy fay,

Turn not your Feet too inward, nor too fplay.

*Tis Gracious all, and Great : Pufli on your Theme^
Lean your griev'd Head on David^s Diadem.
David that rebel IfraeTs Envy niov'd,

David by God and all good Men belov'd.

The Beauties of your ^hfabra excel:

But more the Charms of Charming ^unabel
',

Of Annabel, than May''s firft Morn more bright,

ehearful as Summer's Noon, and chaft as Winter's

Night.

Of Annabel the Mufes dearefl Theme,
Oi Annabel the Angel of my Dream.
Thus let a broken Eloquence attend.

And to your Mafter-piecc thefe Shadows fend.,

Nat. L £ £«
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To the Unknown Author of
this admirable POEM.

I
Thought, forgive my Sin, the boafted fire

Of Poets Souls did long ago expire j

Of Folly or of Madnefs did accufe

The wretch that thought himfelf poffeft with Mufe j

Laugh'd. at the God within, that did infpire

With more than human thoughts the tuneful Quire 5

But fure 'tis more than Fancy, or the Dream
Of Rhimers fiumbring by the Mufes ftream..

Some livelier Spark of Heav'n,^ and more refin'd

From Earthly drofs, fills the great Poet's Mind.
W'itnefs thefe mighty and immortal Lines,

Through each of which th' informing Genius fhines^

Scarce a diviner Flame infpir'd the King,

Of whom thy Mufe does fo fublimely fing.

Not David's felf could in a nobler Yerfe

His glorioufly offending Son rehearfe 5

Tho' in his Breaft the Prophet's Fury met.

The Father's Fondnefs, and the Poet's Wjt.

Here all confent in Wonder and in Pfaife^

And to the Unknown Poet Altars raife.

Which thou muft needs accept with equal joy.

As when ty£)ieas heard the Wars of Troy,

Wrapt up himfelf in darknefs and uufecn,

ExtoU'd with Wonder by the Tyr'uin Queen.

Sure thou already art fecure of Fame,
Nor want'ft new Glories to exalt thy Name :

What Father elfe would have refus'd to own.

So great a Son as God-hke ^bfabm?
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To the Conceard Author of

this incomparable POEM.

HAil Heav'n-born Mufe ! hail ev'ry Sacred .page

!

The Glory of our Ifle and of our Age.

Th' infpiring Sun to Albion dritvvs more nigh

The North at length teems with a work to vie

With Homer'* s Flame and Virgil's Majefty.

While Pindus lofty Heights our Poet fought,

( His ravifht Mind with vaft ii.v.'s fraught)

Our Language fail'd beneath his rifmg Thought
This checks not his Attempt, for Maro'?, Mines -y

He dreins of all their Gold, t'adorn his Lines: >
Through each of vvhich the Mantuan Genius fhines. •^

The Rock obey'd the pow'rful Hebrew Guide,

Her flinty Breaft diffolv'd into a Tide

:

TJius on our ftubborn Language he prevails.

And makes the Helicon in which he fails.

The Dialed, as well as fenfe, invents.

And, witda his Poem, a new fpeech prefents.

Hail tlren thou matchlefs Bard, thou great unknown.
That give your Country Fame, yet Ihun your own I

In vain for ev'ry where your Praife you find.

And not to meet it you muil fl.un Mankind.
Your Loyal Theme each Loyal Reader draws, ->

And ev'n the factious give your Verfe applaufe, ^
W'hofe lightning ftrikes to ground their Idol caufe. ^

The Caufe for whofe dear lake they drank a Flood
of Civil Gore, nor fpar'd the Royal-blood :

The Caufe whofe Growth to cruHi, our Prelates wrote
In vain, alnioft in vain our Heroes fought.

Yet by one Stab of your keen Satyr dies:

Before your Sacred Lines their fhatter'd Dagon lies.

Oh I If unworthy we appear to know
The Sire, to whom this lovely Birth v.'e owe;
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(Deny'd our ready Homage to exprefs,

And can at beft but thankful be by guefs
:

)

This hope remains,—May i^^r-j^^s God -like Mind,,

(For him *twas wrote) the unknown Author find i

And, having found, fhow'r equal Favours down
Oil Wit fo vaft as Cou'd oblige, a Crown.

N» T A T «*



ABSALOM
AND

achitophel:
—' N pious Times> e'et Piieft-craft did

begin,

"Btfoie Polygamy was made a Sin;

When Man on many multiply'd

his kind.

E'er one to one was, curfedly, con-

iin'd:

When Nature prompted, and no Law deny'd

Promifcuous ufe of Concubine and Bride ;

Then, Ifraefs Monarch, after Heaven's ownheaif,'

His vigorous warmth did varioufly impart

To- Wives and Slaves : and, wide as his Command^
Scatter'd his Maker's Image through the Land.

MichdU of Royal Blood, the Crown did wear j

A Soil ungrateful to the Tiller's Care:

Not fo the reft ; for feveral Mothers bore

To God-like David, feveral Sons before.

But, fince like Slaves his Bed they did afcend;^

No true Succeffion could their Seed attend*

Of all the numerous Progeny was none
So Beautiful, fo Brave as ^bfalom:
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whether, iiifpit'd by fome diviner Luft,

His Father got him with a greater Guft ;

Or that his confcious Deftiny made way.

By manly Beauty to Imperial Sway.

Early in foreign Fields he won Renown,
With Kings and States Ally'd to Ifraefs Crown?
In Peace the thoughts of War he cou'd remove.
And feem'd as he were only born for Love.

What e'er he did, was done with fo much eafe

In him alone, 'twas Natural to pleafe :

His motions all accompany'd with grace j

And Faradife was open'd in his face.

With fecict Joy, indulgent David view'd

His, youthful Imago in his Son renew'd :

To all his wilhes nothing he deny'd
;

And made the Charming .^maM his Bride;

What faults he had (for who from faults is free?)

His Father cou'd not, or he wou'd not fee.

Some warm excefTes, which the Law forbore,

Were conftiu'd Youth that purg'd by boiling o'er:

And ^mnon's Murther by a frecious Name,
NVas caird a juft Revenge for injur'd Fame.

Tuusprais'd, andlov'd, the noble Youth remain'dj

While David, undifturb'd in Sion reign'd.

But life can never be iincerely bleft :

Heav'n punifhes the bad, and proves the beft.

The Je-iX-s a Headftrong, Moody, Murm'ring race,';

As ever try'd th' extent and ftretch of grace

;

God's pamper'd People, whom, debauch'd with eafe,.

Ko King cou'd govern, nor no God cou'd pleafe j,

(Gods they had try'd of every fiiape and lize,

That God-fmiths cou'd produce, or Priefts devife :}

Ihefe AiUm-wits, too fortunately free,

Began to dream they wanted Liberty,

And when no rule, no precedent was found.

Of Men, by Laws lefs circumfcrib'd and bound;.

,

They led their wild defues to Woods and Caves j.
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They who, when Saul was dead, without a blow.

Made foolifh ip-^bofhcth the Crown forego ;

Who baniflit David did from Hebro?i bring.

And with a general fiiout, proclaim'd him King:

Thofe very Je-ws, who, at their very beft,

Their Humour more than Loyalty expreft,

Now, wondred why, fo long, they had obey'd

An Idol-Monarch which their hands had made

;

Thought they might ruin him they cou'd create 5

Or melt him to that Golden Calf, a State.

But thefe were random bolts : No form'd Defign,

Norlntereft made theFadious Croud to joyn:

The fober part of Ifra<:/, free from ftain,

\V ell knew the value of a peaceful Reign

;

And, looking backward with a wife afright.

Saw feams of wounds, difhoneft to the light

:

In contemplation of whofe ugly Scars,

They curfr the mem.ory of Civil Wars,

The Moderate fort of Men, thus qualify'd,

Inclin'd the Ballance to the better fide :

And Davids mildnefs manag'd it fo well.

The bad found no occafion to Rebel.

But, when to Sin our byaft Nature leans,

The careful Devil is ftill at hand with means j

And providently Pimps for ill defires j

The Good Old Caufe teviv'd, a Tlot requires.

Plots, true or faife, are neceffiiry things,

To raife up Common-wealths, and ruin Kings.

Th' Inhabitants of Old Jemjalem

Were Jebufites : the Town fo call'd from them j

And their's the Native right

But when the chofea People grew more ftrong.

The rightful Caufe at length became the wrong

:

And every lofs the Men of Jc'uhs bore,

They ftill were thought God's Enemies the more.

Thus, worn and weaken'd, well or ill content.

Submit they muli to David's Government ;
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Impoveiifht and depriv'd of all Command,
Their Taxes doubled as they loft their Land ;

And, what was harder yet to flefli and blood,

Their Gods difgrac'd, and burnt like common wood
This fet the Heathen Priefthood in a flame j

For Priefts of all Religions are the fame.

Of whatfoe'er defcent their Godhead be.

Stock, Stone, or other homely Pedigree,

In his Defence his Servants are as bold.

As if he had been born of beaten Gold.

The Jewi/J} T^bbmsy though their Enemies,

In this -conclude them honeft Men and wile:

for 'twas their Duty, all the Learned think,

T' efpoufe his Caufe by whom they eat and drink.

From hence began that Plot, the Nation's Curfe,

Bad in it feif, but reprefented worfe.

Rais'd in extremes, and in extremes decry'd

;

"With Oaths affirm'd, with dying Vows deny'd.

Not weigh'd, or winnow'd by the Multitude ;

But fwallow'd in the Mafs, unchew'd and crude.

Some Truth there was, but daflit and brew'd with Lies,

To pleafe the Fools, and puzzle all the Wife,

Succeeding Times did equal Folly call,

Believing nothing, or believing all.

Th' <y£gyptian Rites the Jebufnes embrac'd j

Where Gods were recommended by their tafte.

Such fav'ry Deities muft needs be good.

As fcrv'd at once for Worlhip and for Food.

By force they could not introduce thefe Gods;
For Ten to One, in former days, was odds.

So Fraud was us'd, (the Sacrificer's Trade,)

Fools are more hard to conquer than perfwade.

Their bufie Teachers mingled with the Jevjs j

And rak'd for Converts, even the Court and Stews

:

Which Hebrevj Triejls the more unkindly took,

Becaufe the Fleece accom.panies the Flock.

Seme thought they God's Anointed meant to flay

By Guns, invented fmce full many a day :
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Our Author fwears it nor, but who can know
How far the Devil and Jebajites may go }

This Plot, which faiPd for want of common Senfe,

Had yet a deep and dangerous Confequence :

For as when raging Feavers boil the Blood,

The ftanding Lak« foon floats into a Flood i

And ev'ry hoftile Humour, which before

Slept quiet in its Chanels, bubbles o'er :

So, feveral Faftions, from this firft Ferment,

Work up to Foam, and threat the Government.
Some by their Friends, more by themfelves thought

wife,

Oppos'd the Power, to which th^y could not rife.

Some had in Courts been great, and thrown from
thence.

Like Fiends, were harden'd in Impenitence.

Some, by their Monar<:h's fatal mercy grown
From pardon'd Rebels, Kinfmeii to the Throne ;

Were rais'd in Pow'r and Publick Office high :

Sticng Bands, if Bands ungrateful men couM tye.

Of thefe the falfe ^chitophel was firft :

A Name to all fucceeding Ages curft.

For clofe Defigns, and crooked Counfcls fit }

Sagacious, Bold, and Turbulent of Wit

;

Reftlefs, unfixt in Principles and Place j

In Pow'r unpleas'd, impatient of Difgrace.

A fiery Soul which working out its way.
Fretted the Pigmy-Body to decay ,

And o'er-inform'd the Tenement of Clay.
;A daring Pilot in extremity

; [high :

Pleas'd with the Danger, when the Waves went
He fought the Storms : But fo-r a Calm unfit.

Would fteer too nigh the Sands, to boaft his wit.

Great Wits are fure to madnefs near ally'd
5

And thin Partitions do their Bounds divide
j

Elfe, whyfliouldhe, with Wealth and Honour bleft,

Refufe his Age the needful Hours of Reft ?
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Punidi a Body which he cou'd not pleafe ;

Eiinkiupt of Life, yet Prodigal of eafe ?

And all to leave, what with his Toil he won,

"To that unfeather'd, two legg'd thing, a Son:

Got, while his Soul did huddl'd Notions try j

And born a fliapelefs Lump, like Anarchy,

In Friendfliip falfe, implacable in Hate :

Refolv'd to Ruin or to Rule the State.

To compafs this, the Triple Bond he broke : -j

The Pillars of the Publick Safety fiiook :

^
And fitted Ifrael for a Foreign Yoke. -^

Then, feiz'd with Fear, yet ftill affefting Fame,
Ufurp'd a Patriot's All-attoning Name.
5o eafy ftill it proves in Faftious Times,

With publick Zeal to cancel private Crimes :

How fafe is Treafon, and how (licred 111,

Where none can fin againft the Peoples Will ?

Where Crouds can wink ; and no offence be known.
Since in another's Guilt they find their own.

Yet, Fame deierv'd, no Enemy can grudge j

The Statefman we -abhor, but praife the Judge.

In Ifraefs Courts ne'er fat an .Abbethdin

With more difceining Eyes, or Hands more clean;

Unbrib'd, unfought, the wretched to redref^ ;

Swift of Difpatch, and eafy of Kccci^s.

Oh, had he been content to ferve the Crown,-

With Virtues only proper to the Gown ;

Or, had the ranknefs of the Soil been freed

From Cockle, that oppreft the Noble Seed ;

David, for him his tuneful Harp had ftrung.

And Heav'n had wanted one Immortal Song,

Ikit wild Ambition loves to Aide, not ftand 5

And Fortune's Ice prefers to Virtue's Land :

^ihitophcl, grown weary to poUefs

A lawful Fame, and lazy Happinefs;

Difdain'd the Golden Fruit to gather free,

Awd lent tlie Croud his Arm to Ihake the Tree.

Now
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Now, mr.nifeft of Crimes, contrivM long fince,

He ftcod at bold Defiance with his Prince :

Held up the Buckler of the Peoples Caufe,

Againft the Crown ; and fculk'd behind the Laws.

The wifli'd occafion of the Plot he takes ;

Some Circumftances finds, but more he makes.

By buzzing EmifTaries, fills the ears

Of liftning Crouds, with Jealoufies and Fears

Of Arbitrary Counfels brought to light.

And proves the King himfelf a Jcbufite.

Weak Arguments ! which yet he knew full well.

Were llrong with People eafie to Rebel.

Fer, govern'd by the Moon, the giddy Jevjs

Tread the fame Track when fhe the Prime renews:

And once in twenty years, their Scribes record.

By natural Inftinft they change their Lord.

^chitophel ftill wants a Chief, and none
. Was found fo fit as War-like ^bfalor/t.

Not, that he wifii'd his greatnefs to create,

(For Politicians neither love nor hate :)

Bur, for he knew, his Title not allow'd.

Would keep him ftill depending on the Croud :

That Kingly pow'r, thus ebbing out, might be
Drawn to the Dregs of a Democracy.
Him he attempts, with ftudied Arts to pleafe.

And flieds his Venom in fuch words as thele. •

Aufpicious Prince, at whofe Nativity

Some Royal Planet rul'd the Southern Sky.;

Thy longing Countrey's Darling andDefirc j

Their cloudy Pillar, and their guardian Fire

:

Their fecond Mofes, whofe extended Wand
Divides the Seas, and fhews the promis'd Land :

Whofe dawning Day, in every diftanr Age,
Has exercis'd the Sacred Prophet's rage :

The People's Pray'r, the glad Diviner's Theme,
The Young mens-Vifion, and the old mens Dream I

Thee, Saviour, Thee, the Nation's Vows coafefs

;

And, never fatisfy'd with feeing, blefs

;

V L. L C



26 Absalom and Achitophel.
Swift, unbefpoken Pomps, thy fteps proclaim,

And ftammeiing Babes are taught to lifpthy Name.
How long wilt thou the general Joy detain ,

Starve, and defraud the People of thy Reign?
Content inglorioully to pafs thy days

Like one of Virtue's Fools that feeds on Praife 5

Till thy frefh Glories, which now fhine fo bright.

Grow Stale and Tarnifii with our dayly fight.

Believe me. Royal Youth, thy Fruit miift be

Or gather'd Ripe, or rot upon the Tree.

Heav'n has to all allotted, foon or late.

Some lucky Revolution of their Fate

:

Whofe Motions, if we watch and guide with SkilJ<

(For human Good depends on human Will,)

Our Fortune rolls as from a fmooth defcent,

And from the firft Impreflion, takes the Bent

;

But, if unfeiz'd, /he glides away like wind j

And leaves repenting Folly far behind.

Now, now flie meets you with a glorious prize.

And fpreads her Locks before her as fhe flies.

Had thus Old David^ from whofe Loins you Spring,

Not dar'd, when Fortune call'd him, to be King,

At Gath an Exile he might ftill remain j

And Heav'ns Anointing Oil ha4 been in vain.

Let his fuccefsful Youth your hopes ingage 5

But ihun th' example of Declining Age :

Behold him fetting in his Weftern Skies,

The Ihadows lengthning as the Vapours ri(e.

He is not now, as when on Jorda-ti's Sand ^
The joyful People thronged to fee him Land, >
Cov'ring the Beech^ and blackning all the Strand.-,^

But, like the Prince of Angels from his height,

Com.es tumbling downward with diminifliM light ;

Betray'd by one poor Plot to publick Scoin :

••(Oui only blefling fince his cuift Return :)

Thofe heaps of People which one Sheaf did bind,

Blown off, aud fcattei'd by a puff of Wind.



Absalom a^d A c H i T o p h e l. 27

What ftrength can he to your Defigns oppofe.

Naked of Friends, and round befet with Foes ?

If PharAoh*s doubtful Succour he Ihould ufe,

A Foreign Aid wou'd more incenfe the Jews :

Proud i^^.rrf wou'd dilTembled Friendfhip bring}

Foment the War, but not fupport the King :

Nor wou'd the Royal Party e'er unite

With Pharaoh's Arms, t'aflfift the Jeht/ite;

Or if they fhou'd, their Int'reft foon wou'd break>

And, with fuch odious Aid, make David weak.

All forts of men, by my fuccefsful Arts,

Abhorring Kings, eftrangc their alter'd Hearts

From David's Rule : And 'tis their general Cry,

Religion, Common-wealth, and Liberty.

If you, as Champion of the Publick Good,
Add to their Arms a Chief of Royal Blood ,

What may not //r^f/ hope, and what Applaufe

Might fuch a Gen'ral gain by fuch a Caufc ?

Not barren Praife alone, that Gaudy Flow'r,

Fair only to the fight, but folid Pow'r:

And Nobler is a limited Command,
Giv'n by the Love of all your Native Land,
Than a fucceflive Title, Long and Dark,
Prawn from the Mouldy Rolls of Noah^s Ark.
What cannot Praife effed in Mighty Minds,

When Flattery Sooths, and when Ambition Blinds!
Defire of Pow'r, on Earth a Vitious Weed,
yet, fprung from High, is of Coeleftial Seed :

In God 'tis Glory : And when Men afpire,

'Tis but a Spark too much of Heay'n'y Fire.

Th' Ambitious Youth, too Covetous of Fame,
Too full of Angels Metal in his Frame j

Unwarily was led from Virtue's ways j [Praife,

Made Drunk with Honour, and debauch'd with
Half loath, and half confenting to the HI,

(For Royal Blood within him ftruggled ftill)

He thus reply'd.—And what Pretence have 1

To take up Arms for Publick Libertv J

C z
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My Father Governs with unqueftion'd Right

:

The Faith's Defender, and Mankind's Delight

;

Good, Gracious, Juft, Obfervant of the Laws ;

And Heav'n by Wonders has efpous'd his Cau(e.

Whom has he wrong'd in all his pe<iccfuJ Reign ?

Who fues for Juftice to his Throne in vain ?

What Millions has he paidon'd of his Foes,

Whom juft Revenge did to his Wrath expofe?

Mild, Eafie, Humble, Studious of our Good j

Enclin'd to Mercy, and averfe from Blood.

If Mildnefs ill with Stubborn Ifrdet fuit.

His Crime is God's beloved Attribute.

What could he gain, his People to betray,

Or change his Right, for Arbitrary Sway ?

Let haughty Pharaoh Curfe with fuch a Reign
His Fruitful Nile, and Yoak a Servile Train.

If DrtW^'s.Rule Jeriifalcm Difpleafe,

The Dog-Jlar.h.c-2^t.s their Brains to this E^ifeafec

Why then fliould I, encouraging the Bad^'

Turn Rebel, and run popuhirly MadJ^aP^'

Were he a Tyrant who, by Lawlefs Might,

Oppreft.the Jevjs, and rais'd the Jebufite,

Well might I Mourn ; but Nature's holy bands

Wou'd curb my Spirits, and reftrain my Hands ;

The People might alTert their Liberty 5

But what was Right in them, were Crime in me.

His Favour leaves me nothing to require
j

Prevents my WiHies, and out-runs Defue j

What more can I expeft while David livta^

All but his Kingly Diadem he gives

:

And that—But there he paus'd 5 then fighing, faid.

Is juftly deftin'd for a Worthier Head.

For when my Father from his Toils Ihall reft.

And late Augment the Number of the Bleft ;

His Lawful ifluc fliall the Throne afcend
;

Or the Collateral Line where that Ihall end.

His Brorher, though Oppreft with Vulgar Spight,

Yet Dauntlefs and Secuie of Native Ri^ht,
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Of ever/ Royal Virtue ftands pofieft ;

Still dear to all the Braveft, and the Beft.

His Courage Foes, his Friends his Truth Proclaim j

H is^ Loyalty TKe King, the World his Fame.
His Mercy ev'n th' offending Croud will find

;

For fure he comes of a Forgiving Kind.

Why fhould 1 then Repine at Heav'n's Decree j

Which gives me no Pretence to Royalty ?

Yet oh that Fate, propitioufly inclin'd,

Had rais'd my Birth, or had debas'd m,y Mind,
To my large Soul not all her Treafure lent.

And then betray'd it to a mean Defcent.

1 find, 1 find my mounting S"pirifs Bold,

And' David's part dlfdains my Mother's Mold.
Why am iTcaated by a Niggard Bir:h ?

My Soul difclaims the Kindred of her Earth ;

And, made for Empire, whifpers me within

;

Delire of Greatnefs is a God-like Sin.

Him ftaggering fo when Hell's dire Agent found;

While famting Virtue fcarce mair.tain'd her Ground,
Ke pours freih Forces in, and thus Replies

:

Th' Eternal God, fupremicly Good and Wife,

Imparts not thefe prodigious Gifts in vain ;

"What Wonders are Referv'd to blefs your Reign ?

Againft your will your Arguments have fliown.

Such Virtue's only given to guide a Throne.
Not that your Father's Mildnefs I contemn;
But manly Force becomes the Diadem.
'Tis true, he grants the People all they crave;

And more perhaps than Subjects ought to have

:

For Laviih Grants fuopofe a Monarch tame,

And more his Goodnefs than his \^'it proclaim.

But when fliould People ftrive their bonds to break.

If not when Kings are negligent or weak?
Let him give on till he can give no more,
The Thrifty Sanhedrin fhall keep him poor:
And every Shekel which he can receive.

Shall coft a Limb of his Prerogative.

C 3
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To ply him with new Plots, Ihall be my care;

Or plunge him deep in fome Expenlive War j

Which when his Treafure can no more fupply.

He muft, with th^ Remains of King(hip, buy j

His faithful Friends, our Jealoufies and Fears

Call Jehufnes, and Pharaol/s Penfioners :

Whom, when our Fuiy from his Aid has torn,

He Ihall be naked left to publick Scorn.

The next Succeffor, whom 1 fear and hate,

My Alts have made obnoxious to the State ;

Tura'd all his Virtues to his Overthrow,

And gain'd our Eiders to pronounce a Foe.

His Right, for Sums ofncceilary Gold,
Shall firft be pav/n'd, and afterwards be Sold t

Till time fiiall Ever-wanting David draw,

To pafs your doubtful Title into Law :

If not 5 the People have a Right Supreme
To make their Kings j for Kings are made for tk&^
All Empire is no more than Pow'r in Truft

:

Which when refum'd, can be no longer Juft.

Succeflion, for the general Good defign'd.

In its own wrong a Nation cannot biiid :

If altering that, the People can relieve,

Better one fufFer than a Nation grieve. [chofir.

The Jevus well know their pow'r : e'er Saul they

God was their King, and God they durft Depofe.

Urge now your Piety, your Filial Name,
A Father's Right, and Fear of future Fame;
The Publick Good, that Univerfal Call,

To which even Hcav'n fubmitted, anfwers alL

Nor let his Love Enchant your generous Mindj
*Tis Nature's trick to propagate her Kind.

Our fond Begetters, who would never die.

Love but themfelves in their Pofterity.

Or let his Kindnefs by th' Eftedls be try'd.

Ox let him lay his vain Pretence ailde.

God faid he lov'd your Father j could he bring

A better Proof, th^ui to A^oint hiw Kiiig J
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It furely (hew'd he lovM the Shepherd well.

Who gave fo fair a Flock as Ifrael.

Would David have you thotight his Darling Son?

What means he then to Alienate the Crowii J

The name of Godly he may bluO-, to bear :

'Tis after God's own heart '•o Cheat his Heir.

He to his Brother give« Supreme Command j

To you a Legacy of Barren Land :

Perhaps th' old Harp on which he thrums his Lays;

Or Tome dull Hebre-w Ballad in your Praife.

Then the next Heir, a Prince Severe and Wife,

Already looks on you with Jealous Eyes

;

Sees through the thin Difguifes of your Arts,

And marks your Progrcfs in the Peoples Hearts.

Though now his mighty Soul its Grief contains}

He meditates Revenge who leaft complains.

And like a Lion, Slumbring in the way,

Or Sleep diflembling, while he waits his Prey,

His fearlefs Foes within his diftance draws

;

Conftrains his Roaring, and Contrafts his Paws:

Till at the laft, his time for Fury found.

He fhoots with fudden Vengeance from the Ground ;

The Proftrate Vulgar paffes o'er, and fpares.

But with a Lordly Rage his Hunters tears.

Your Cafe no tame Expedients will afford :

Refolve on Death, or Conqueft by the Sword,

Which for no lefs a Stake than Life, you draw j

And Self-defence is Nature's Eldeft Law.

Leave the warm People no Coniidering time :

For then Rebellion may be thought a Crime.

Prevail your felf of what Occafion gives,

But try your Title while your Father lives :

And, that your Arms may have a fair Pretence,

Proclaim, you take them in the King's Defence:
Whpfe Sacred Life each minute would expofe

To Plots, from feeming Friends, and fecret Foes.

And who can found the depth oi David's Soul?

Perhaps his fear, hi« kindnefs may Contioul.

C4
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He fears his Brother, though he loves his Son,

For plighted Vows too late to be undone.
If fo, by Force he wifhes to be gain'd :

Like Womens Leachery to feem conftrain'd ;

Doubt not : but, when he moft affeds the Frown,
Commit a pleafing Rape upon the Crown.
Secure his Perfon to fecure your Caufe 5

They who pofTefs the Prince, poflefs the Laws*
He faid, and this Advice above the reft,

V'ith ^bfalom's Mild Nature fuited beft
;

Unblara'd of Life (Ambition fet aildc,)

Not ftain'd with Cruelty, nor puft with Pride.

/How happy had he been, if Deftiny

•^ad higher plac'd his Birth, or not fo high I

His Kuigly Virtues might have claim'd a Throne

}

And bleil all other Covmtries but his own.
But charming Greatnefs fince fo few refufe j

*Tis jufter to Lament him, than Accufe.

Strong were his hopes a Pv^ival to remove,

With Blandilhments to gain the publick Love j

To head the Faftion while their Zeal was hot,^

And popularly profecute the Plot.

To further this, ^Achitophei Unites

The Ma]e-<:ontents of all the Ifraelites:

Whofe differing Parties he could wifely Join,

For feveral Ends, to ferve the fame Deiign.

The Beft, and of the Princes fome were fuch.

Who thought the pow'r of Monarchy too much ;

Miftaken Men, and Patriots in their Hearts j

Not wicked, but feduc'd by impious Arts.

By thefe the Springs of Property were bent,

And wound fo high, they craclc't the Government.

The next for Int'reft fought t'embroil the State,

To fell their Duty at a dearer rate;

^nd make their ^cuvy;.* Markets of the Throne j

^^etending Publick Good, to ferve their own.

. Others thought Kings an ufelefs heavy Load,

Who coil too much, and did too little Gooi,
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Thefe ^^-ere for laying honeft David by.

On Piiiiciples of pure good Husbandry.

With them join'd all th' Haranguers of the Throng,

That thought to get Perferment by the Tongue.

Who follow next, a double danger bring.

Not only hating Davtdy but the King

;

Tfee Solymxan Rout 5 well vers'd of old.

In Godly Faftion, and in Tteafon bold 5

Cowring and Quaking at a Conqu'ror's Sword,

But Lofty to a Lawful Prince Reilor'd j

Saw with: Difdain an Ethmcl^ Plot begun,

And fcorn'd by Jehnfites to be Out-done.

Hot Levites Headed thefe j who puil'd before

From th' ^rky which in the Judges days they bote,

Refum'd tlieir Cant, and with a Zealous Cry»

Purfu'd their old belov'd Theocracy.

Where Sanhedrin and Prieft enilav'd the Nation,

And juftifi'd their Spoils by Infpiration :

Im who fo fit for Reign as .Aaron^s Race,

If once. Dominion they could fomad in Grace ?

Thefe led the Pack ; though nolt of fureft fcent,

.

Yet d^epeft mouth'd againil the Government.

A numerous Hoft of dreaming S;iint3 fucceed.

Of the true old Enthuiiaftick Breed:

*Gainft-Form and Order they their Pow'r employ^,

/iNothing to Build, and ail things to Deftroy.

/ But far more numerous was the Herd of fach,

v^Who think too little, and. who talk. too much.
TK^fe out of mere inftind, they knew not why^
Ador'd their Father's God, and Property :

And, by the fame blind Benefit of Fate,

The D.evil and the Jebufue did hate :

Born to be fav'd, eveu in their own defpight 5

- Becaufe they could not help beiieying right.

Such were the Tools i but a whole Hydra more
Remains, of fprouting heads too long to fcore.

Some of their Chiefs were Princes of the Landi
lu the fitft-^ank.of thefe did Zimn ftandi

.
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A man fo various, that he feem'd to be
Not one, but all Mankind's Epitome.
Stiff in Opinions, always in the wrong :

Was every thing by ftarts, and Nothing long

;

But, in the courfe of one revolving Moon,
"Was Chymift, Fidler, Sratefman and Buftoon :

Then all for Women, Painting, Rhiming, Drinking ?

lefides ten thoufand Freaks that dy'd in thinking.

Bleft Madman, who cou'd every hour employ,
With fomething New to wiHi, or to enjoy !

Railing and praifing were his ufual Themes j

And both (to fhew his Judgment) in Extremes;
So over Violent, or over Civil,

That every Man, with him, was God or Devil.

In fquandring Wealth was his peculiar Art

:

Nothing went unrewarded, but Defert.

Eeggar'd by Fools, whom ftill he found too late

;

He had his Jeft, and they had his Eftate,

He laugh'd himfelf from Court ; then fought Relief

By forming Parties, but could ne'er be Chief:

For, fpight of him, the weight of Bufinefs fell

On ^.bjalow, and wife ^chitophel :

Thus, wicked but in Will, of Means bereft^

He left not Faftion, but of That was left.

Titles and Names *twere tedious to rehearfc

Of Lords, below the dignity of Verfe.

WitSjWarriors, Common-wealths-men, were the bcft?

Kind Husbands, and mere Nobles all the reft.

And therefore , in the name of Dulnefs, be

The v/ell-hung Balaam and cold Caleb free.

And Canting Nadab let Oblivion damn.
Who made new Porridge for the Pafchal-Lamb.

Let Friendfhips holy Band fome Names aflure :

Some theii own Worth, and fome let Scorn fecure*

Nor flrall the Rafcal Rabble here have Place,

Whom Kings no Titles gave, and God no Grace :

Not Bull-fac'd Jonas, who cou'd Statutes draw

To mean B..ebdIion, And make TxeafoA Law,
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But he, though baci, is follow'd by a worfe,

The Wretch, who Hcav'ns Anointed dar'd to caife

;

Shimei, whofe Youth did early Promifc bring

Of Zeal to God, and Hatred to his King;
Did wifely from Expendve Sins refrain,

And never broke the Sabbath, but for Gain :

Nor ever was he known an Oath to vent,

. Or Curfe, unlefs againft the Government.

Thus, heaping Wealth, by the moft ready way
Among the Je-ws, which was to Cheat and Piay;

The City, to reward his pious Hate

Againft his Mafter, chofe him Magiftrate :

His Hand a Vare of Juftice did uphold 3

His Neck was loaded with a Chain of Gold.

During his Office, Treafon was no Crime,

The Sons of Belial had a Glorious Time :

For Shimei, though not prodigal of Pelf,

yet lov'd his wicked Neighbour as himfelf.

When two or three were gathcr'd to Declaim "y

Againft the Monarch of Jertifalem^ r
Shimci was always in the midft of them.

And, if they Curft the King when he was by.

Would rather Curfe, than break good Company,
If any durft his Fadious Friends accufe.

He paft a Jury of diftenting Jeivs :

Whofe fellow-feeling in the godly Caufe,

Wou'd free the fufPring Saint from Hiunane Law5.
For Laws are only made to punifli thofe

Who ferve the King, and to protect his Foes,

If any leifure t^me he had from Pow'r,

(Becaufe 'tis Sin to mil-employ an hour :)

His Bus'nefs was, by Writing to perfuade.

That Kings were Ufelefs, and a Clog to Trade;
And, that his noMe Style he might refine,

No 'TeclmUne more f^iin'd the fumes of Wine,

Chafte were his Cellars j and his Shrieval Board
The Groflnds of a City Feaft abhorr'd :

His Cooks, with long difufe, their Trade forgot;

Cool was his Kitchen, though his Brains were hot.
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Such frugAl Virtue Malice may accufe ;

But fure 'twas neceffary to the Je-ws :

For Towns ouce burnt, fuch Magiftrates require

As dare not tempt God's Providence by lire.

With Spiritual Food he fed his Servants well.

But free from Flelh, that made the Jevjs rebel;

And Mofes^s Laws he held in more account,

For forty days of fafting in the Mount.
To fpeak the reft, who better are forgot,

Would tire a well brcath'd Witnefs cf the Plot

:

Yet, Corah, thou ftialt from Oblivion pafs;

Ere6t thy felf thou Monumental Brafs :

High as the Serpent of thy Metal made,

While Nations ftand fecure beneath thy lliade..

What though his birth were bafe, yet Comets xifc

From Earthly Vapours e'er they fliine iu Skies.

Prodigious Adions may as well be done

By Weaver's Iflue, as by Prince's Son.

This Arch-Atteftor for the Publick Good,
By that one deed Ennobles all his Bicod.

Who ever ask'd the Witnefles high Race,

Whole Oath with Maityrdom did Srephe?i grace?

Ours was a Levitc, and as times went then,

His Tribe were God Almighty's Gentlemen.
Sunk were his Eyes, his Voice was harili and loud.

Sure figns he neither Cholerick was, nor Proud

:

His long Chin prov'd his Wit j his Saint-like Grace

A Church Vermillion, and a Mojh' Face.

His Memory miracuioufly great,

Cou'd Plots, exceeding Man's belief, repeat j

Which therefore cannot be accounted Lies,

For human Wit cou'd never fuch deviie.

Some future Truths are mingled in his Book j

But where the Witnefs fail'd, the Prophet fpoke :

Some things like Viiionary flights appear

;

The fpirit caught him up the Lord knows wheie :

And gave him his T^binkat Degree,

Unknown to Foreign Uiuveriity,
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His Judgment yet his Mem'ry did excel

;

Which piec'd liis wondrous Evidence Co well :

And fuitcd to the temper of the Times,

Then groaning under Jebufuick^ Crimes.

Let IJraet^s Foes fufpeft his Heav'nly call,

And raflily judge his Writ Apocryphal

:

Our Laws for (uch affronts have Forfeits made S

He takes his Life, who takes away his Trade.

Were I my felf in Witnefs Corai/s place.

The Wretch who did me fuch a dire difgrace,

Shou'd whet my memory, though once forgot.

To make hira an Appendix of my Plot.

His zeal to Heav'n, made him his Prince defpife^

And load his Perfon with indignities

:

But Zeal peculiar privilege affords,

Indulging latitude to Deeds and Words.
And Corah might for ^gaj^s Murther call :

In terms as coarfe as Samuel usM to SauL
What others in his Evidence did join,

(The beft that cou'd be had for love or coin,)

In Corah's own predicament will fall :

For Witnefs is a Common Name to all.

Surrounded thus with Friends of every fort.

Deluded ^bfahm forfakes the Court :

Impatient of high hopes, urg'd with Renown,
AndFir'd with near pofTeffion of a Crown j

Th' admiring Croud are dazled with fuiprizc.

And on his Goodly Perfon feed theii Eyes:

His joy conceal'd, he fets himfelf to fhow j

On each lide bowing popularly low:

His looks, his geftures, and his words he frames^

And with familiar eafe repeats their Names.
Thus form'd by Nature, furniiht out with Arts,

He glides unfelt into their fecret hearts.

Then, with a kind compallionating look.

And Iighs, befpeaking pity e'er he fpoke.

Few words he faidj but ealie thofe and fit,

More flgw than Hybla-drops, and far more fwcct,
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I mourn, my Country-men, your loft EftiUe j

Though far- unable to prevent your Fate :

Behold a banifht Man, for your dear Caufc

Expos' d a Prey to Arbitrary Laws 1

Yet oh ! that 1 alone cou'd be undone,
Cut off from Empire, and no more a Son !.

Kow all your Liberties a Spoil are made j
-^

ty^gypt"And Tyrus intercept your Trade, ^
And Jdufites your Sacred Rites invade. ^
My father, whom with Reverence yet I name,
Charm'd into eafe, is carelefs of his Fame j

And brib'd with prety fums of Foreign Goldj

Is grown in Bath/Jjeba's Embraces old :

Exalts his Enemies, his Friends deftroys

:

And all his pow'r againft himfelf employs.

He gives, and let him give my Right away :

But why Aould he his own, and yours betray ?

He only, he can make the Nation bleed,

And he alone from my revenge is freed.

Take then my Tears (with that he wip'd his Eyes)

'Tis all the Aid my pvefent pow'r fupplies :

No Court-Informer can thefe Arms accufe

;

Thefe Arms may Sons againft their Fathers ufe 5

And 'tis my wiih the next Succelfor's Reign
May make no other Ifraelite complain

Youth, Beauty, Graceful Adion feldom fail

;

But Common Intereft always will pievaii

:

And pity never ccales to be fhown,

To him, who makes the People's wrongs his own.

The Croud, (that ftill believe their Kings opprefs,)

With lifted hands their young MeJJiah blefs :

Who now begins his progrefs to ordain

With Chariots, Horfemen, and a numerous Train ;-

From Eaft to W eft his Glories he difplays :

And^ like the Sun, the Promis'd Land furvcys.

Fame runs before him, as the Morning-Star 3

And (liouts of Joy falute him from afar;

Each houfe receives him as a Guardian God 5

And confecrates the Place of his abode

;
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But hofpitable Treats did moft commend
Wife Ifaihary his wealthy Weftern Friend.

This moving Court, that caught the People's Eyes,

And feem'd but Pomp, did other Ends difguife:

^chitophel had form'd it, with intent

To found the depths, and fathom, where it went,

The People's hearts ; diftinguifii Friends from Foes 5

And try their ftrength before they came to Blows.

Tet all was colour'd with a fmooth pretence

Of fpecious Love, and Duty to their Prince.

Religion, and Redrefs of Grievances,

Two names, that always cheat, and always pleale;,

Are often urg'd ; and good King David^s life

Endanger'd by a Brother and a Wife.

Thus in a Pageant Shew, a Plot is made 5

And peace it felf is War in Mafqueradc.

Oh foolilh Ifrael ! never warn'd by ill I

Still the fame bait, and circumvented ftill I

Did ever men forfake their prefent eafe,

In midft of Health Imagine a Difeafe
;

Take pains Contingent mifchicfs to forefee,

Make heirs for Monarchs, and for God decree?
What fliall we think ! Can People give awav,

Both for themfelves and Sons, theii native Sway?
Then they are left defencelefs to the Sword
Of each unbounded arbitrary Lord ;

And Laws are vain, by which we Right enjoy.

If Kings unqueftion'd can thofe Laws deftroy.

Yet if the Croud be Judge of fit and juft,

And Kings are only Officers in Truft,

Then this refuming Cov'nant was declar'd

When Kings were made, or is for ever bar'd;

If thofe who gave the Scepter cou'd not tie

By their own deed their own Pofterity,

How then cou'd ^dam bind his future Race ?

How cou'd his forfeit on Mankind, take place }

Or how cou'd Heav'nly Juftice damn us all,

Who ne'er confemed to ouiFathex's fall?
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ThenKiiigs are flaves to thofe whom they commaBd».
And Tenants to their Peoples pleafure ftand.

Add, tliat thePow'r for Property allow'd,

Is rnifchievoufly feated in the Croud :

For who can be fecure of private Right,

If Sovereign Sway may be diifolv'd by Might ?

Kor is the Peoples Judgment always true :

The Moft may err, as grofly as the Few.

And faultlefs Kings run down, by Common Cr)\.

For Vice, Oppreffion, and for Tyraany.

What Standard is there in a fickle Rout,

Which flowing to the Mark, runs fafter out?

Nor only Crouds, but Sanhedrins may be

Infected with this Publick Lunacy

:

And Share.the madnefs of Rebellious Times,

To Murther Monarchs for Imagin'd Crimes.

If they may give and take whene'er they pleafe,.

Not Kings alone, (the God-head's Images,)

Eut Government it felf at leogtK mufl: fail

To Nature's State, where all have Right to all.

"Yet, grant our Lords the People Kings can make>
What prudent men a fetled Throne wou'd fhake 3

For whatfoe'er their Sufferings were before,

That Change they Covet makes them futfei raoie*

All other Errors but difturb a State j

Eut Innovation is the Blow of Fate.

If ancient Fabricks nod, and threat to fall.

To Patqh the Flaws, andButtrefs up the Wall,

Thus far 'tis Duty 3 but here fix the Mark j

For all beyond it is to touch the Ark.

To change Foundations, caft the Frame anewj

Is work for Rebels who bafe Ends purfue :

At once Divine and Human Laws controul

;

And mend the Parts by ruin of the Whole..

The tamp'ring World is fubje£t to this Curfc,

To Phylick their Difeafe into a worfe.

Now what Relief can Righteous David bring I

Bow Fatal 'tis to be too good a King I



A B S A L O M ^W A G H I T O P II E L^ 41

Ftreiids he has few, To high the madnefs grows 5

Who dare be fuch, muft be the Peoples Foes

:

Yet fome there were, ev'n in the worft of days j

Some let me. Name,. and Naming is to Praife.-

In this fiiort File Barz^ilUi firft appears i

Barz-i'lLii crovvn'd with Honour and with Years j

Long fince, the rifing Rebels he withftood

In regions Wafte beyond the Jordan's Flood

:

Unfortunately Brave to buoy the State
5

But finking underneath his Mailer's Fate :

In Exile with his Godlike Prince he mourn'd:

For him he SufFer'd, and with him Return'd.

The Court he pradis'd, not the Courtier's Art:

Large was his Wealth, but larger was his Heart

:

Which well the Nobleft Objefts knew to chufe,

The Fighting Warriour, and Recording Mufe.

His Bed cou'd once a fruitful iffue boait

;

Now more than half a Father's Name is loft.

His Eldeft.Hope, with every Grace adorn'd,

By me (fci Heav'n will have it) always Mourn'd,

And always honoui'd, fnatch'd in Manhoods prime
B' unequal Fates, and Providence's Crime :

Yet not before the Goal of Honour won.

All Parts fulfiU'd of Subject and of Son;

Swift was the Race, but fiiort the Time to run.

Oh Narrow Circle, but of Pow'r Divine,

Scanted in Space, but perfect in thy Line

!

By Sea, by Land, thy matchlefs Worth was known ^
Arms thy Delight, and War was all thy Own :

Thy force, infus'd, the fainting Tyrians prop'dj

And haughty Pharaoh found his Fortune ftop'd.

Oh Ancient Honour, Oh unconquer'd Hand,
Whom Foes unpunifh'd never cou'd withfland!

But Ifrael was unworthy of his Name

:

Short is the date of all Immoderate Fame.
It looks as Heav'n our Ruine had defign'd,

And durft not truft thy Fortune and thy Mind.
Now free from Earth, thy difencumbred Soul [Pole ?

Mounts up, and leaves behind the Clouds andStarrjf
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From thence thy kindred Legions mayft thou bring.

To aid the Guardian Angel of thy King.

Here flop, my Mufe, here ceafe thy painful flight :_

No pinions can purfue Immortal height

:

Tell good BarUllai thou canft fing no more.
And tell thy Soul (lie fliould have fled before j

Or fled flie with his life, and left this Vcrfe

To hang on her departed Patron's Hearfe i

Now take thy fteepy flight from Heav'n, and Cce

If thou canfl: find on Earth another Hej
Another He would be too hard to find,

See then whom thou canfl: fee not far behind j

Zadoc the Priefl:, whom, ftmnning Pow'r and Place,

His lowly mind advauc'd to David^s Grace

;

With him the Sagan of Jerufaletn,

Of hofpitable Soul, and noble Stem ;

Him of the Weftern Dome, whofe weighty Senfi?

Flows in fit words and heavenly eloquence.

The Prophets Sons by fiich Example led,

To Learning and to Loyalty were bred

:

For Colleges on bounteous Kings depend.

And never Rebel was tc Arts a Friend.

To thefe fuccecd the Pillars of the Laws

;

Who beft can plead, and befl: can judge a Caufe»

Next them a train of Loyal Peers afcend,

Sharp judging ^driel, the Mufes Friend,

Himfelf a Mufe: In Sanhedrins debate

True to his Prince ; but not a Slave of State.

Whom David's Love with Honours did adorn.

That from his difobedicnt Son were torn.

Jotbam of piercing V/it, and pregnant Thought

;

Endu'd by Nature, and by Learning taught

To move Aflembiies, who but only try'd

The worfe a-while, then chofe the better fide:

Nor chofe alone, but turn'd the Balance too;

So much the weight of one Brave man can do,

Hnjhai the Friend of David in diflrefs.

In publick floiiiis of manly ftedfaftuefs ^
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By Foreign Treaties he inform'd his Youth j

Aiid join'd Experience to his Native Truth.

His frugal care fupply'd the wanting Throne;

Frugal for that, but bounteous of his own

:

Tis ealle Condud when Exchequers flow j

But hard the task to nianage well the low :

For Soveraign Pow'r is too depieft or high,

When Kings are fotc'd to {cU, or Crouds to buy^

Indulge one labour more, my weary Mufc,

For ^midj who can ^mteCs praife refufe ?

Of ancient Race by birth, but nobler yet

In his own worth, and without Title Great

:

The Sanhedrin long time as Chief he rul'd,

Their Rcafon guided, and their Paffion cool'd^

So dextrous was he in the Crown's defence.

So form'd to (peak a Loyal Nation's Senfe,

Tliat as their Band was Ifrati's Tribes in fmall»

So fit was he to reprerent them all.

Now rafher Charioteers the Seat afcend,

Whofc loofe Careers his fieady Skill commend:
They, like th' unequal Ruler of the Day,
Mifguide the Seafons, and miftake the Wayj
While he withdrawn at their mad Labour fmilc*^

And fafe enjoys the Sabbath of his Toils.

Thefe were the chief 5 a fmall but faithful Band ^
Of Worthies, in the Breach who dar'd to ftand C
And tempt th' united Fury of the Land. -^

With grief they view'd fuch powerful Engines bent^
To batter down the Lawful Government.
A numerous Fadion with pretended Frights,

In Sanhedrins to plume the Regal Rights.

The true Succeflbr from the Court remov'd;
The Plot, by hireling Witnefles, improv'd.

Thefe Ills they faw, and as their Duty bound.
They fliew'd the King the danger of the Wound;
That no Conceflions from the Throne wcu'd pleafe %
^ut Lenitives fomented the Difeafe

:

That ^bfaloniy ambitious of the Crown,
Was made the Lure to draw the People downs.
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That falfe ^chiiofhei^s pernicious Hate,

Had tum'd the Plot to min Church and State t

The Council violent, the Rabble worfe

;

That S/jimei taught Jerufalem to Curfe.

With all thefe ]6iids of Injuries oppreft.

And long revolving in his Cijreful Breaft

Th' event of things; at 1 aft, his Patience tir'd,

Thus, from his Royal Throne, by Heav'n infpii'd.

The God-like David {•polit; with awful fear

His Train their Maker in their M after hear.

Thus long have I, by Native Mercy fwiiy'd,

My Wrongs diilembrd, my Revenge delay'd;

So willing to forgive th' Offending Agej
So much the Father did the King alTwage.

But now ^o far my Clemency they flight,

Th' Offenders queftion my Forgiving Right.

That one was made for many, they contend j

But 'tis to Rule, for that's a Monarch's End.

They call my tendernefs of Blood, my Fear:

Though manly Tempers can the Longeft bear.^

Yet, fiiice they will divert my Native courfe,-

'Tis time to (hew I am not good by force.

Thofe heap'd Affronts that haughty Subjefts brings

Are Burthens for a Camel, not a King :

Xings are the publick Pillars of the State,

Born to fuftain and prop the Nation's weight:

If my young S^mpfon will pretend a Call

To fhake the Column, let him fhare the Fall

:

But, oh, that yet he would repent and live I

How eafie 'tis for Parents to foigi/e!

Wirh how few Teats a Pardon might be won
From Nature, pleading for a Darling Son!

Poor, pitied Youth, by my Paternal care,

Rais'd up to all the height his Frame cou'd bear:

Had God ordain'd his Fate for Empire Born,

He wou'd have given his Soul another turn:

Guird with a Patriot's name, whofe Modern fenfe

Is one that wou'd by Law fupplant his Piiace

;
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The Peoples Brave, the Politicians Tool 5

Never was Patriot yet, but was a Fool.

"Whence conies it that Religion and the Laws,

Should more be ^bfahm's than DavicCs Caufe?

His old Inftruftor, e'er he loft his Place,

Was never thought indu'd with fo much Grace.

Good Heav'ns, how Fadion can a Patriot paint I

My Rebel ever proves my People's Saint :

Wou'd They impofe an Heir upon the Throne ?

Let Sanhedrins be taught to give their Own.
A King's at leaft a part of Government j

And mine as requifite as their Confent

;

Without my leave a future King to Choofe,

Infers a Right the Prefent to Depofe-:

True, they petition me t' approve their Choice;

But Efaa's Hands fuit ill with Jacoh^s Voice.

My pious Subjects for my Safety pray,

Which to fecare, they take my Pow'r away.

From Plots and TreafonsHeav'n preferve my Years,

But fave me moft from my Petitioners.

Unfatiate as the barren Womb or Grave;
God cannot grant fo much as they can crave.

What then is left, but with a jealous Eye
To guard the fmall Remains of Royalty?

The Law lliall ftill dired my peaceful Sway,

And the fame Law teach Rebels to obey

:

Votes ihall no more Eftablith'd Pow'r control,

S'jch Votes as make a Part exceed the Whole:
No groundlefs Clamours (hall my Friends remove.

Nor Crouds have Pow'r to punifh e'er they prove :

For Gods, and God-like Kings their Care exprefs.

Still to defend their Servants in diftrefs.

Oh, that my Pow'r to Saving were confin'd 1

Why am 1 forc'd, like Heav'n, againft my mind
To make Examples of another Kind ?

Muft 1 at length the Sword of Juftice draw J

Oh, curs'd Effefts of necelTary Law !

Kow ill my Fear they by my Mercy fcani

Beware the Fury of a Patient Man.
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Xaw they require, let Law then fliew het Face}

They could not be content to look on Giacc

Her hinder Farts, but with a daring Eye
To tempt the Terror of her Front, and Dye,

By their own Arts, 'tis Righteoufly decreed,

Thofe dire Artificers of Death (hall bleed.

Againft themfelves their Witnefles will fwear.

Till, Viper- like, their Mother Plot they tear:

And fuck for Nutriment that bloody Gore
Which was their Principle of Life before.

Their Belial with their Bcelzj:iub will fight;

Thus on my Foes, my Foes fliall do me right:

Nor doubt th' Event : for Fadious Crouds engage.

In their firil: Onfet, all their Brutal Rage.

Then let 'em take an unrefifted Courfe

:

Retire and Traverfe, and Delude their Force

:

But when they ftand all Breathlefs, urge the Fight,

And rife upon 'em with redoubled Might

:

For lawful Pow'r is ftill Superiour found ; [ground.

When long driv'n back, at length it ftands the

He faid. Th' Almighty nodding gave confent}

And Peals of Thunder fhook the Firmament.
Henceforth a Series of new Time began,

The mighty Years in long Proceflion ran :

i^OncQ more the God-like David was reflor'd,

\ And williiig Nations knew their lawful Lord.
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FOURTH GEORGICK.
EngUjVd by the Earl cf Mulgrave.

inpis not for nothing when juft HcAv'n does

X frown

:

The wretched Orpheus brings thefe judgments down j

Whofe Wife, avoiding to become thy prey,

And all his Joys at once were fnatch'd away ;

The poor Nymph doom'd that dangerous way to pafs,

•^py'd not the Snake lye lurking in the grafs :

A mournful noife the fpacious Vally fills,

With echoing cries from all the neighb'ring hills i

The Dryades roar'd Out in deep defpair,

And with united voice bewaii'd the Fair.

Por fuch a lofs he fought no vain relief,

But with his Lute indulg'd his tender grief j

All o'er the lonely fands did wildly Itray,

And with fad Songs begin and end the diy.

At laft to Hell a frightful journey made,

P,ifs*d the wide gaping Gulf and difmal Shade 5

Vifits the Ghofts, and to that King repairs,

Whofe heart's inflexible to human pray'rs.

Hell feems aftonilh'd with fo fweet a Song,

Light Souls, and airy Spirits Aide along

In troops, like millions of the feathei'd kind,

Driv'n home by night or fome tempeftuous wind ;

Matrons and Men, raw Youths and unripe Maids,
And mighty Heroes more majeftick Shades

;

Sons burnt before their mournful Parents face,

Styx does all thefe in narrow bounds embrace
Nine times with loathfom mud, and noyfome weeds,

And all the &ixh which landing watex breeds

:
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Amazement reacht e'en the deep Caves of death.

The Sifters with blue fnaky curls took breath j

Jxio-nS Wheel a while unmov'd remain'd, [ftrain'd.

And the great-Dog his three-mouth'd voice re-

Kovv fafe return'd, and all thefe dangers paft,

His Spoufe teftor'd to brevithe frefli air at laft,

jPollowing, for fo Proferpina was pleas'd,

A fi'.dden rage th' unwary Lover feiz'd

;

He when the firft: bright glimps of day light-fliin'dn

Unmindful, and impatient, look't behind, >
'A fault of Love, could Hell compaffion find. •^

A dreadful noife thrice fliook the Stygian coaft, •

-"His hopes now fled, and all his labour loft.

Why haft thou thus undone thy felf and me ?

What madnefs this J Again I'm fnatch'd from thee,

5he faintly cry'd ; Night, and the Powers of Hell

Surround my eyes, O Orpheus, O farewel

:

My hands ftretch forth to reach thee as before.

But all in vain, alas, I'm thine no more
5

No more allow'd to behold him or day

;

Then from his fight like fmoak fhe flipt away.

Much he wou'd fain have fpoke, but Fate, alas,

Wou'd ne'er again confent to let him pafs.

Thus twice undone, what courfe now cou'dhe take

To redeem her already pafs'd the Lake?
How bear his lofs ? what tears procure him eafe?

Or with what Vows the angry Powers appeafe?

'Tis faid, he feven long months bewail'd his lofs

On bleak and barren Rocks, on whofe col^ mofs
While languifliing he fung his fatal flame,

Hemov'd e'en Trees, and made fierce Tigers tame.

So the fad Nightmgale, when Childlefs made
By fome rough Swain who fteals her young away.

Bewails her lofs under a Poplar fhade, '

Weeps all the night, in murmurs waftes the day

;

Her forrow does a mournful pleafure yield,

And melancholy ixiufick fills the field.

Marriage,
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Marriiige, nor Love, could ever move his mind.

But ttll alone, beat by the Northern wind.

Shivering on Tanais fnowy Banks remain'd,

Still of the Gods and their vain grace complain'd,

Ciconioi Dames, enrag'd to be defpis'd,

As they the feaft of Bacchus folemniz'd,

Kiird the poor Youth, and ftrew'd about his limbs;

His Head torn off from the fair body fwims,

Down that fwift current, where the Hebre flows,

AJid ftill his Tongue in doleful accents goes ;

Ah, poor Eurydue, it dying cry'd,

Enrydut refounds from every fide.

The Parting of

S I R E N O and DIANA,
tnglijh'd by Sir Car. Scrope.

The AR GU M E N T.

Sireno and Diana having lov'd each other mth a
mojl violent TaJJion, Sireno is compelld, upon the

account of his Ma/ier^s Service, to go for fome time

into a Foreign Country. The Melancholy part-

ing of the two Lovers is the SubjeH of the foU
lowing Eclogue.

CLofe by a ftream, whofe flowiy bank might give
Delight to Eyes that had no caufe to grieve.

The fad Sireno fate, and fed his Sheep,
Which now, alas I he had no Joy to keep;
Since his hard Pate compell'd him to depart
From her dear fight, wht) long had charm'd his heart.
Fix'd were his thoughts upon the Fatal day
That gave hini iiift what this muft take away

;

Vol. I. D
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Through all the Story of his Love he ran.

And nougi-it forgot that might increafe his pain.

Then with a (igh raiilng his heavy Eyes,

Th' approach of his affiifted Nymph he fpies ;

Sad as ftie was, (lie loft no ufual Grace,

But as flie pafs'd feem'd to adorn the place

:

Thither fhe came to take her i^h farewel 5

Her filent Look did her fad Bufinefs tt\h

Under a neighb'ring Tree they fat 'em down,

Whofe fliade had oft preferv'd 'em from the Sun

;

Each took the other by the willing hand.

Striving to fpeak, but could no word command :

"With mutual Grief both were fo overcome.

The much they had to fay had made 'em dumb.
There many a time they two had met before,

But met, alas I upon a happier fcore ;

Cruel rcverfe of Fate, which all the Joys
Their mutual prefence uS'd to bring, deftroys.

Sireno faw his Fatal hour draw near,

And wanted fttength the parting pang to bear;

All drown'd in tears he gaz'd upon the Maid,

And fhe with equal Grief the Swain furvey'd j

Till his imprifon'd pafiion forc'd its way.

And gave him leave faintly at laft to fay,

S 2 \E N O.

O my Diana I who wou'd have believ'd

That when the fad Sireno moft had griev'd.

Any affliftion cou'd have fall'n on me
That wou'd not vanifh at the fight of thee ^

Thy charming Eyes cou'd all my Clouds difpel 5

Let but jDiVi7M fmile, and all was well.

Abfent from thee my Soul no Joy cou'd know.

And yet, alas I I dye to fee thee now.

D / ^ iV ^.
Turn, O Sire»o ! turn away thy Face,

While all her Ihame a blufliiug Maid betrays;

For though my Eyes a fecret pain reveal,

My tongue at ieaft fliou'd my fond dioughts conceal

:
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Yet I wou'd fpcak, cou'd fpeaking do me good,

And fince it is to thee, methinks it (hou'd.

Shepherd think how wretched 1 fliali be,

When hither I return deprived of thee I

When fitting all alone within this Ihade,

Which thou Co oft thy tender Choice haft made,
1 read my Name Engrav'd on every bark,

Of our paft Love the kind affecting mark;
Then my defpairing Soul to death muft fly i

And muft thou be content to let me dye ?

Why doft thou weep ? Alas I thofe Tears ate vain.

Since 'tis thy Fault that both of us complain.

By this the Falfhood of thy Vows 1 know,

For were thy Sorrow true, thou wou'dft not go.

S I \E N 0.

Ceafe, cruelNymphjfuch killing Language ccafc,

And let the poor Siremo dye in peace.

Witnefs ye Everlafting Powers above,

That never Shepherd bore a truer Love I

With thee I wifh 't had been my happy doom.
With thee alone to fpend my Life to come ,

That we now part is by no fault of mine.
Nor yet, my deaieft Shepherdefsi of thine i

For as no Faith did ever mine excel.

So never any Nymph deferv'd fo well.

But the great Shepherd, whom we all obey,

'Tis his .Command that forces me awayj
Whatever he ordains none dare rcfufe ;

I muft my Joy, or elfe my Honour, lofej

Should I to him deny th' Allegiance due.

Thou might'ft to thee think me difloyiU too.

D I ^ N ^.
No, no, Sirenc, now too late I find,

How fond Ibe is that can believe Mankind;
Who fuch Excufes for himfelf pretends.

Will eas'ly bear the abfence he defends.

A little time, I fear, will quite deface

Thy thoughts of rae, to give another place :

D z
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Pool that I was my weaknefs to betray.

To one not mov'd with all that I can fay.

Go, ctuel Man, imbark whene'er you pleafe.

But take this with you as you pafs the Seas

;

Tho' with the £erceft Winds the Waves fhould roar,

That Tempeft will be lefs than mine on Shore.

S I X E N 0.

'Tis hard, unjuft fufpicions to abide.

But who can fuch obliging Anger chide ?

fair as thou art, that Charm cou'd never move
My heart to this degree, without thy Love :

For 'tis thy tender fenfe of my fad Fate,

That does my fliarpeft, deadly'ft pain create.

Ah fear not, to what place foe'er I go,

That I fhall ever break my facred Vow:
When for another I abandon thee.

May Heav'n, for fuch a Crime, abandon me,
D I ^ N ^.

If ever I my deareft Swain deceive,

Or violate the Faith that here I give :

When to their Food my hungry Flocks I lead,

May the frefli Grafs dill wwther where they tread 5

And may this River, when I come to drink,

Dry up as foon as I approach the brink.

Take here this Bracelet of my Virgin hair.

And when for me thou can'ft a minute fpare.

Remember this poor pledge was once a part

Of her, who with it gave thee all her heart,

"Where-e'er thou go' ft, may Fortune deal with thee

Better than thou, alas I haft dealt with me.

Farewel ; my Tears will give me leave to fay

No more than this, To all the Gods I pray

Thcfe weeping Eyes may once enjoy thy fight.

Before they clofe in Death's eternal Night.

S 1 \E N 0.

Then let Sireno banilh all his fears,

Heav'n cannot long refift fuch pious Tejfrs.

The Righteous Gods, from whom our pallioncame.

Will pity (fure) fo innocent a Flame i
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Reverfc the hard Decree for which we mourn.

And let Sneno to his Joys return.

I fhall again my Charming Nymph behold,

And never part, but in her Arms grow old :

That hope alone my breakmg heart fuftains.

And arms my tortur'd Soul to bear my Pains.

The STORY of LUCREflJ,
OxitoWvid de Faftis, Book II.

Engliflid b-j Mr. Creech.

NOW TArav.in the laft King did govern %otne^

Valiant abroad 'tis true, tho' fierce at home ;

Some Towns he won, fome he did fairly beat,

And took the GabH by a mean deceit
j

For of his three brave Youths his youngeft Son,

His Nature fierce, his Manners like his own.

His Father's Child outright, pretends a flight,

And came amidft the Enemies by Night ;

They drew their Swords, Come kill me now, he faid.

My Father will rejoice to fee me dead :

See how his Rods my tender Entrails tore,

(To prove this true, he had been whipt before)

The men grow mild, they iheath their threatning

Swords,

And view his wounds, and thofe conficm his words :

Then each man weeps, and each his wrongs refents.

And begs to fide with them, and he confents.

Thus guU'd, the crafty Youth, and once in truft.

The firft occaflon fought to be unjull,

And the unthinking Gabii^s Town betray,

Confults his Father for the fureft way.

There was a Garden crown'd with fragrant Flowers, -^

A little Spring ran through the plealant Bowers, >
The foft retreat of Tarqmri's thinking hours. ^

D 3
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There when the meflage came, he chanc'd to ftand.

And lopt the talleft Lillics with his wand :

"With that the MefTenger retum'd, and fiud,

I faw your Father crop the lofty head
Of each tall Flower, but not one word to youj
"Well, fays the Son, I know what I muft do 5

And ftreight the Nobles kill'd ; when thofe were gone.

He foon betray'd the poor defencelcfs Town.
When lo (a wond'rous fight) a Serpent came,

And fnatcht the Entrails from the dying Flame 5

Phoebus advis'd, and thus the Anfwer ran,

He that fhali kifs (for fo the Fates ordain)

His Mother firft, Ihall be the greateft man.
Then ftreight with eager hafte th' unthinking Crowd
Their Mothers kifs' d, nor underftood the God.
But wifer Brutus, who did ad the Fool,

Left Tarquin fhould fufpeft his rifing Soul,

Tell down, as if 't had been a cafual fall,

And kifs'd his Mother Earth before them all.

Now Ardea was befieg'd, the Town was ftrongj

The men lefolv'd, and fo the Leaguer long

:

And whilft the Enemy did the War delay, ^
Diffolv'd in Eafe the carelefs Soldiers lay, ^
And fpent the vacant time in fport and play. ^
Young Ta.r(juin doth adorn his Noble Feafts,

The Captains treats, and thus befpeaks his Guefts 5

Whilft we lye lingring in a tedious War,

And far from Conqueft tiied out with Care,

How do our Women lead their Lives at '^me ?

And are we thought on by our Wives at home ?

Each fpeaks for his, each fays, 1*11 fwear for mine.

And thus a while they talkt, grown flufht with Wine j

At laft young CoUatme ftarts up and cries,

What need of words, come let's believe our Eyes i

Away to T(onje, for that's the fafeft Courfe

:

They all agree, fo each man mounts his Horfe.

Firft to the Court, and there they found no Guard,

No Witchmvin there, aiid all the Gates uubaii'df
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Toung Tarquin's Wife, her hair diforder'd lay

And loofe, was fitting there at Wine and play.

Thence to Litcretta''s, She a lovely Soul,

Her Basket lay before her, and her Wooll,

Sate midft her Maids, and as they wrought ihefaid.

Make hafte, 'tis for my Lord as foon as made

;

Yet what d'ye hear ? (for you perchance may hear)

How long is't e'er they hope to end the War?
Yet let them but return ; But ah, my Lord

Is rafli, and meets all dangers with his Sword ;

Ah wiien I fancy that 1 fee him fighc,

1 fwoon and almoft perifh with the flight.

Then wept, and leaving her unfinifnt thread,

Upon her bofom lean'd her lovely head.

All this became, gracefiil her grief appears,

And fhe, chaft Soul, lookt beauteous in her Tears,

Her Face lookt well, by Nature's art deflgn'd.

All charming fair, and fit for fuch a mind.

I come, fays Collntine, difcard thy Fear; ^
At that flieftraightreviv'd,and,Oh myDeAr5[there. >
She clafpt his Neck, and hung a welcome burthen^
Mean while young Tarcjuin gathers luftful Fire,

He burns and rages with a wild Defire ;

Her Shape, her Lilie-white, and Yellow hair,

Her natural Beauty, and her graceful Air,

Her words} her voice, and every thing does pleafe,

And all agree to heighten the Difeale

;

That (he was Chaft doth raife his wilhes higher.

The lefs \\\s Hopes, the greater his Delire.

But now 'twas Morning, and the warlike Train
Return from "Rome, and take the Field again :

His working Powers her abfent Form reftore,

The more he minds her, ftill he loves the more

;

'Twas thus ftie fate, thus fpun, and thus was dreft.

And thus her Locks hung dangling o'er her breaft
;

Such was her Mein, and fuch each Air and Grace,

And fuch tlie charming figure of her Face.
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As when a furious ftorm is now blown o'er, -»

The Sea ftill troubi'd, and the Waters roar, >
And curl upon the Winds that blew before :

^
So he tho' gone the pleafing Form retains.

The Fire her prefent Beauty rais'd remains

;

He burns, and hurry'd by refiftlefs Charms,
Refolves to force, or fright her to his Arms.
I'll venture, let whatever Fates attend,

The daring bold have Fortune for their friend i

Ey dialing I the Gabii did o'ercome ;

This laid, he rakes his Horfe, and fpeeds for T\ome:

The Sun was fetting when he reach'd the place,

With more than Evening blulhes in his Face j

A Gueft in fhew, an Enemy in defign -y

He reach'd the ftately Court of Col/atine, >
And's welcom'd there, for he was nearly kin. -^

Hov/ much are we deceiv'd ? She makes a Feaft,

And treats her Enemy as a welcome Gueft ;

Novv Supper's done, and fleep invites to Bed,

And all was hu(ht, as Nature's felf lay dead.

The Lamps put out, and all for reft defign'd,

No Fire in all the Houfe, but in his mind

:

He rofe, and drew his Sword, with luftful fpeed

Away he goes to chafte Lucretia's Bed

;

And when he came, Lacreti^., not a word.

For look:, Lucretia, here's my naked Sword j

My Name is Tarcjuin, I that Title own.

The King's young Son, his beft beloved Son.

Half dead with fear, amaz'd Lmretia lay, -%

As harmlefs Lambs, their Mothers gone away, ^
Expos'd to ravenous Wolves an eafie prey. ^

Her Speech, her Courage, Voice, and Mind did fail.

She trembled, and Ihe breath'd, and that was all :

What could Ihe do ? Ah ! could fhe ftrive ? with whom ?

A Man ! a Woman's ealily o'ercome.

Should llie cry out, and make Complaints of wrong,

His violent Sword had quickly ftopt her tongue.

What Hiould flie ftxive to fly ? that hope was gone*

young Tarqiitn held hex full, and kept her down.
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He preft her Bofom with a luftful hand,

That chart, that charming Breall: thentiift prophan'd.

The Loving Foe ftill lues, refolv d to gain

With promilc, threats, and bribes : but all in vain.

At laft, 'tis Folly to reliil:, he cry'd,

My Love will rife to Rage, if long deny'd j

For I'll accufe thee of unlawful Lurt,

Kill thee, and fwear, tho' falfe, thy Death was Juft.

I'll Itab a Slave, and what's the worft of harms,

Bi.ick Fame Ihall fay I caught thee in his Arms.

Tais Art prevail'd, (he fear'd an injur'd name.

And liv'd and fuffer'd, to fecure her Fame.
Why doft thou fmile, Triumph.iiit Ravilher ?

This fliamefvl Viftory fiiall coft thee dear.

Thy ruin pay for this thy forc'd delight.

How great a price I a Kingdom for a Night t

The guilty Night was gone, the day appears, y
She bluHit, and rofe, and double Mouu ing wears, >
As for her only Son, ihe lits in Tears, -^

And for her Father, and her Husband fends j

J^ach quickly hears the melTage, and attends.

But when they came, and faw her dtown'd in Tears,

Amaz'd they ask'd the Caufe, what violent Fears,

What real ill did wound her tender mind j

What Friend was dead, for whom this Grief delign'd ?

But fhe fate filent ftill, ftill fadly cry'd,

And hid her blufliing Face, and wept, and figh'd.

Both ftrive to comfort, both lament her Fate,

And fear fome deadly ill, they know not what.

Thrice Ihe would fpeak, thrice ftopt j again ihe tries

To fpeiik her wrong, yet durft not laife her Eyes;

This too on Tarcjnins fcore, fhe cry'ti, 1 piace,

I'll fpeak, I'll fpeak, ah me! my own difgrace ;

And what they could, her modeli words e.xpreft.

The laft remj^in'd, her Blulhes fpoke the reft.

Both weep, ana both the forc'd offence forgive j ^
In va.in you paxdon me, I can't receive >
The pity ^ou beftow, noi can I live* ^

^ 5
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This faid, her fatal Dagger pierc'd her fide,

• And at her- Father's feet fhe fell and dyM.
Her Soul flew through the wound, and mounts a--^

As white and innocent as a Virgin Dove, [bove^
Not fpotted with one thought of I.awlefs Love. "^

Yet as fhe fell, her dying thoughts contriv'd

The fall as modeftly as ihe had liv'd.

The Father o'er the Corps, and Husband fall,

And mourn, and both the common lofs bewail.

While thus they mourn'd, the generous Brutfts came.
And flaew'd his Soul ill-fuited with his Name.
He grafpt the Dagger reeking in her Gore,

And as he held it, thus devoutly fwore

;

By thee, by this thy chafte and innocent Blood,

And by thy Ghoft, which I'll efteem a Godj
Tar(]iti», and all his Race, Ihall be expell'd :

My, Virtue long enough hath lain conceal'd.

At that Ihe rais'd her Eyes, fhe feem'd to bow
Her head, and with her Nod approvM the Vow*
The romp appears, and as it paffes by.

The gaping Wound expos'd ta publick View,

Fili'd all the Crowd with rage, and Juftly drew

Curfes from every Heart, and Tears from every Eye.

Young 5m/^«i heads the Crowd, proclaims the wrongj.

And tells them they endure the King too long :

The King's expell'd, and Confuls they create,

And thus the Kingdom chang'd into a State.

..

On Mr. Dryden's

R E L IG I O L A I C L

By the Earl of Rofcomon.

BE gone you Slaves, you idle Vermin go.

Fly from the Scourges, and your Mafter know i

Let free, impartial men from Dryden leara

Myfterious Secrets, of a high concern.
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And weighty truths, folid convincing Senfe,

Explain d by unafFefted Eloquence.

What can you ('l{everend Levi) here take ill ?

Men flill had faults, and men will have them flill;

He that hath none, and lives as Angels do,

Muft be an Angel ; but what's that to you ?

While mighty Leruis finds the Pope too Great,

And dreads the Yoke of his impofing Seat,

Our Sefts a more Tyrannick Pov/er affume.

And would for Scorpions change the Rods ofT^ome-^

That Church detain'd the Legacy Divine ;

Fanaticks call the Pearls of Heaven to Swine;

What then have honeft thinking men to do,

But chufe a mean between th' Ufurping two ?

Nor can th' ,y£gyptia?i Patriarch blame my Mufe,
Which for his firmnefs does his heat Excufej
What ever Councils have approv'd his Creed,
The P \EF^ CE fure was his own Aft and Deed.
Our Church will have that Preface read (you'll fay)

^
'Tis true, But fo llie will th' Apocrypha , >
And fuch as can believe them, freely may. ^

But did that God (fo little underftood)

Whofe darling Attribute is being good.
From the dark Womb of the rude Chaos bring
Such various Creatures, and make Man their King 5

Yet leave his Favorite, Man, his chiefefl: care.

More wretched than the vileft Infects are?

O ! how much happier and more fafe are thfCyS

If helplefs Millions muft be doom'd a Prey
To Yellmg Furies, and for ever burn
In:, that fad place from whence is no return.

For unbelief in one they never knew,
Or for not doing what they could not do I

The very Fiends know for what Crime they fell,

(And fo^do all their followers that Rebel)
If then, a Mind, well-meaning Indian ftray.

Shall the great Gulph be fhow'd him for the way 5

For better ends our kind Redeemer dy'd.

On the fala Angels Rooms will be but ill fupplj;*d.



6o The First Part of

That Chrijl, who at the great deciding day
(For He decl-tres what He refolves to fay)

Will Damn the Goats, for their Ill-7ia,tm^d faults.

And fave the Sheep, for ^(^zo7«j, not for Thoughts,
Hath too much m.ercy to fend men to Hell,

For humble Charity, and hoping well.

To wh-at Stupidity are Zealots grown, ^
"VV'hofe inhumanity profufely Ihown >
In DamningCrouds ofSouls,mayDamn their own '. ^
I'll err at leaft on the fecurer fide,

A Convert free from JSlalice and from Pride.

To Mr. Dryden, on his

R E L I G I O L A I C L

THofe Gods the pious Ancients did adore.

They learn in Verfe devoutly to implore.

Thinking it rude to ufe the common way

Of Talk, when they did to fuch Beings pray.

Nay they that taught Religion firft, thought fit

In Verfe its facred Precepts to traiifmit

:

So Solon too did his firit Statutes draw.

And every little Stanza was a Law.

Ey thefe few Precedents we plainly fee

The Primitive Defign of Poetry 3

Which by reftoring to its Native ufe.

You generoufly have refcu'd from abufe.

"Whilrt your lov'dMufe does in Gveet Numbers ilngj

She vindicates her God, and God-like King.

Atheift, and Rebel too. She docs oppofe,

(God and the King have always the fame foes.)

Legions of Verfe you raife in their defence,

And write the Faftions to Obedience j

You the bold ^rim to Arms defie,

A conquering Champion for the Deity
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Agalnft the Whigs firft Parents, who did dare

To difinherit God-Almighty's Heir.

And what the hot-brain'd ^rian fiift began, ^
Is carried on by the Socinian, s
Who ftill Aflociates to keep God a Man. ->

But 'tis the Prince of Poets Task alone

T' afTert the Rights of God's, and Charles his Throne,

Whilft vulgar Poets purchafe vulgar Fame
By chaunting Chicns, or fair Philus Name ;

Whole Reputation fhall iaft as long.

As Fops and Ladies ling the amorous Song.

A Nobler Subjeft wifely they refufe,

The Mighty weight would c:ufh their feeble Mufe*
So Story tells, a Painter once would try

With his bold hand to Limn a Deity j

And He, by frequent practiling that part,

Could draw a Minor-God with wondrous Art :

But when great Joz/^ did to the Workman fit,

The Thunderer fuch horrour did beget,

That put the frighted Artift to a ftand,

And made his Pencil drop froin's bafH'd Hand.

The XXI'. ODE ofde

FIRST BOOKoi ffORJCE.
By the Earl ^/Rcfcomon.

Integer Vitee, 6c C.

VErtue, Dear Friend, needs no defence.

The fuieft Guard is Innocence :

None knew, till Guilt created Fear,

What Darts or poifon'd Arrows were.

Integrity undaunted goes

Through L/^j<i/; fands oi Scythian fnows.
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Or where Hydafpes wealthy fide

Pays Tribute to the Perfmn pride.

For as (by amorous Thoughts betrayM)
Carelefs in Sabin Woods I ftray'd,

.A giifly foaming Wolf unfed,

Met me unarm'd, yet trembling fled.

No Beaft of more portentous fize.

In the Hercitiian Foreft lies •,

None fiercer, in Numidia bred,

With Carthage were in Triumph led.

Set me in the remoteft place.

That Neptune*s frozen Arms embrace :

Where angry Jove did never fpare

One Breath of kind and temperate Air:

Set me where on fome pathlefs Plain

The fwarthy Africans complain.

To fee the Chariot of the Sun
So near their fcorching Country run

:

The burning Zone, the frozen Ifles,

Shall hear me fing of Ca/ia's Smiles j

All cold but in her Breaft I will defpife.

And dare all heat but that in Cilia's Eyes.

The VL ODE oftbe

THIRD BOOK of HORACE^
Of the- Corruption of the Times,

By the Eail of Bj^fcomon.

THofe ills your Anceftors have done,

T(omansy are now become yci^ir own 5

And they will coft you dear,

Unlefs you foon repair

The falling Temples which the Gods provoke^

And Statues fiiUy'd yet with Ssciiiegious Smoke,
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Propitious Heaven that rais'd your Fathers high.

For humble, grateful Piety,

(As it rewarded their Refpeft)

Hath fharply puniili'd your negleft.

All Empires on the Gods depend,

Begun by their commandjat their command theyEnd»
Let Crajfrn Ghoft and Labienus tell

How twice by Jove^'s revenge our Legions ftW,

And with infulting Pride

Shining in %oma7i fpoils the Parthian Vigors ride.

The Scythian and t/£gyptian Scum
Had almoft ruin'd T^omey

While our Seditions took their part,

Fiird each ^^^gyptian fail, and wing'd each Scythian

Firft, thefe Flagitious times, [dart.

(Pregnant with unknown Crimes)

Confpire to violate the Nuptial Bed,

From which polluted head

Infeftious Streams of crowding Sins began,

And through the fpurious breed and guilty Nation
Behold a ripe and melting Maid, [ranv

Bound Prentice to rhe wanton Trade j

loniAti Artifts at a mighty priee

Inftruft her in the Myftcries of Vice,

What Nets to fpread, where fubtile Baits to lay,

And with an early hand they form the tempered Civf^
Marry'd, their Lefibns fhe improves

By pradice of Adult'ious Loves,

And fcoins the common mean deilgn

To take advantage of her Husband's Wine,
Or fnatch in fome dark p'ace

A hafty Illegitimate Embrace.

No! the brib'd Husband knows of all.

And bids her rife when Lovers call j

Hither a Merchant from the Straits,

Grown wealthy by forbidden Freights,

Or City Cannibal, repairs,

Who feeds upon the flefh of Heiis,
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Convenient Biutes, whofe tributary flame,

lays the full price of luft, and gilds the flighted

^ 'Tis not the Spawn of fuch as thefe, [Ihame.

Thai dy'd with Pw«/i./<_^ Blood the Conquer'd Seas,

And quaflit the ftern ty^addes
j

Made the proud ^fia}i Monarch feel

How weak his Gold was againft Europe* s Steel

;

Fotc'd e'en dire l-lanmbal to yield j

And won the long difputed World atZ^w^'s fatal field.

But Soldiers of a P^ullick Mould,
Rough, hardy, feafon'd, manly, bold;

Either they dug the ftubborn Ground,

Or through hewn Woods their weighty ftrokes did

And after the declining Sun [found ;

Had chang'd the lliadows, and their Task was done.

Home with their weary Team they took their way,

And diown'd in friendly Bowls the labour of the day.

Time fenfibly all things impairs j

Our Fathers have been worfe than theirs j

And we than Ours, next Age will fee

A Race more profligate than we
(With all the pains we take) have skill enough to be.

The IV. ODE of the

FIRST BOOK o£ HORACE.
COnquei'd with foft and pleafing Charms,

And never-failing Vows of her return,

Winter unlocks his frofty Arms
To free the joyful Spring;

Which for ficfl) Loves with youthful heat do's burn 5

Warm South-winds Court her, and with fruitful

Awake the drowlie flowers, [fhow'rs

Who hafte and all their fweetnefs bring

To pay theijc yearly Offeiing,
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. No nipping white is feen,

But all the Fields are clad with pleafant Green,

And only fragrant Dews now fall:

The Ox forfiikes his once warm Stall

To bask in th' Sun's much warmer beams j

The Plowman leaves his fire and his fieep,

Well pleas'd to whiftle to his lab'ring Teams

;

Whilft the glad Shepherd pipes to's frisking Sheep.

Nay tempted by the Imiling Sky

Wreckt Merchants quit the fhore,

Refolving once again to try

TheWind and Seas Almighty power i

Chufing much rather to be dead than poor.

Upon the flow'ry Plains,

Or under (hady Trees,

The Shepherdeflcs and their Swains

Dance to their rural Harmonies

;

They fteal in private to the covert Groves,

There finifn their well heighten'd Loves,

The City Dame takes this pretence

(Weary of Husband and of Innocence)

To quit the fmoak and bufinefs ofthe To\vn>

And to her Countn,^- houfe retires,

Where fhe may feribe, then grafp fome brawny Clown,

Or her appointed Gallant come
To feed her loofe delires j

Whilft the poor Cuckold by his fweat at home
Maintains her Luft and Pride,

Bleft as he thinks in fuch a beauteous Bride.

Since all the World's thus gay and free.

Why fhould not we?

Let's then accept our Mother Nature's treat.

And pleafe our felves with all that's fweet 5

Let's to the fhady Bowers,

Where Crown'd with gaudy flov/ers

We'll drink and laugh away the gliding hours.

Truft me, Thyr/is, the grim Conqueror Death
With the l^ime freedom Inatches a King's breath.
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He huddles the poor fetter'd Slave,

To*s unknown Grave.

Tho* each day we with coft repair.

He mocks our greateft skill and utmoft care 5

Nor loves the Fair, nor fears the Strong.

And he that lives the longeft, dies but young ;

And once depriv'd of light

We're wrapt in mifts of endlefs Night.

Once come to thole dark Ceils ofwhich we're told

So many firange Romantick Tales of Old,

(In things unknown Invention's juftiy bold)

No more Ihall Mirth and Wine
Our loves and wits refine

;

No more (hall you your Phyllis have,

Phyllis fo long you've priz'd :

Nay (he too in die Grave

Shall lye like us defpis'd.

ThelW. ODE of the

SECOND BOOK o£ HORJCE
Bngli/h'd hy Mr* Duke.

BLufh not, my Friend, to own the Love
Which thy fair Captive's Eyes do movet

Achilles once the Fierce, the Brave,

Stoopt to the Beauties of a Slave i

Tecmejfa's Charms could over-power

y^jax her Lord and Conquerour j

Great ^gtimemnan, when fuccefs

Did all his Arms with Conqueft blefs j

When HeRor^s fall had gain'd him more
Than ten long rolling years before.

By a bright Captive Virgin's Eyes

E'en in the midft of .Triumph dyes*
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\"ou know not to what mighty Line

The lovely Maid may make you join j

See but the Charms her Sorrow wears,

No common Caufe could draw fuch Tears j

Thofe ftreams fure that adorn her fo

For lofs of Royal Kindred flow ;

Oh ! think not Co divine a thing

Could from the Bed of Commons fpring 5

Whofe Faith could fo unmov'd remain,

And fo averfe to fordid gain.

Was never born of any Race
That might the nobleft Love difgrace.

Her blooming Face, her fnowy Arms,
Her well fiiap'd Leg, and all her Charms
Of her Body and her Face,

I, poor I, may fafely praife.

Sufped not Love the youthful Rage
From Horact's declining Age,
But think remov'd by forty years

All his flames and all thy fears.

r^^ Vlll. ODE of the

SECOND BOOK of HORACE.

EngUfh'd by Mr. Duke.

IF ever any injur'd Power
By which the falfe Barine fwore,

Falfe, fair Barine, on thy head
Had the ieaft mark of Vengeance flied ;

If but a Tooth or Nail of thee
Had fuffer'd by thy Perjury,

I fhould believe thy Vows 5 but thou
Since perjui'd doft more charming grow.
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of all our Youth the Publick care.

Not half fo falfe as thou art Fair.

It thrives with thee to be forfworn

By thy dead Mother's facred Urn,
By Heaven and all the Stars that (hine

Without, and every God within :

Venus hears this, and all the while

At thy empty Vows does fmile,

Her Nymphs all fmile, her little Son
Does fmile, and to his Quiver run 5

Does fmile, and fall to whet his Darts,

To wound for thee frefh Lovers hearts.

See all the Youth does thee obeyr
Thy train of flaves grows every day j

Nor leave thy former Subjefts thee,

Tho' oft they threaten to be free,

Tho' oft with Vows falfe as thine are.

Their forfworn Miftrcfs they forfwear.

Thee every careful Mother fears

For her Son's blooming tender y^ais;

Thee frugal Sires, thee the young Bride

Ifi. Hymen's Fetters newly ty'd,

Left thou detain by ftronger Charms
Th' expefted Husband from her Arms.

HORACE and L T D I J.

The IX. ODE.
^nglijh'd by Mr. Duke.

H \^^ C E.

WHilft I was welcome to your heart,

In which no happier Youth had part>

And full of more prevailing Charms,

Threw round your Neck his dearer Arms,



Miscellany Poems. 69
1 fiouiifli'd richer and more bleft

Than tJ^ great Monarch of the Eafl:.

L r D I ^.
Whilft all thy Soul with me was fiU'd,

Nor Lydia did to Chloc yield,

Lydia, the celebrated Name,
The only Theme of Verfe and Fame,

I flourilh'd more than fhe renown'd,

"Whofe Godlike Son o\xt '^ome did found.

H '\^ C E.

Me Chloe now, whom every Miife,

And every Grace adorn, fubduesj

lor whom I'd gladly dye, to fave

H«r dearer Beauties from the Grave.

L r D I ^.
Me lovely Calais does fire

With mutual flames of fierce defire;

For whom I twice would dye, to fave

His Youth more precious from the Grave
H K^^ C E.

What if our former Loves return,

And our firft fires again Ihould burn ?

If Chloe^s banifh'd to make way
For the forfaken Lydia ?

L r D I ^.
Tho' he is fhining as a Star,

Conftaut and kind as he is Fair

;

Thou light as Cork, rough as the Sea,

Yet 1 would live, would dye with thee.
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A Dialogue between

HORACE and L T D I A.

I.ngl'tjh*d by another Hand.

H o \^ c E.

WHile I remviin'd the Darling of your heart.

And no encroaching Lover claim'd a part

;

Unrivall'd while my longing Arms 1 caft ^
About your lovely neck and {lender wafte, >
And you to every one but me were chafte j

^
I fcorn'd the lofty Perjian Monarch's ftate.

And thought my felf more happy, and as great.

L T D I ^.
While I enjoyM you, and no fairer fhe

Had ftole your wandring heart away from me j

While Chloe feem'd not Lydia to out-fliine,

Nor gain'd a Conqueft that before was mine j

Not T[oman Ilia more renown'd I thought,

Although a God her fweet embraces fought.

H \^ C E.

Now Thracian Chloe has fupply'd your place.

She charms me with her Mullck and her Facej

To fave her life, I with my own would part.

And freely give it as I gave my heart.

L r £) I ^.
Fair Calais n(?w, the fweet Mcjfenian Boy,

Loves me, I hi|tii as equally enjoy

;

If by my dying he might longer live,

I'd give two lives, if I had two to give.

H O T{ ^ C E.

What if kind Venus fhould our hearts unite,

And force us to adore that Love we flight?

If Chloe with her golden locks fhould yield,

Aiid banifli'd Ljdia fliould regain the Field?
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L r D I ^.

If ^o, tho' you arc cruel and unkind,

Lefs to be trufted than the Seas or Wind j

Tho' he fo kind, fo charming and fo true,

X willingly would live, would die, with you.

I'he III. Elegy of the

FIRST BOOK o£ PROPERriUS.

Znglijh'd by Mr, Adams,

AS on the Beach fad Ariadne lay.

While the deaf Winds falfe Thefeus bore away }

As from the Rock Andromeda redeem'd,

More fweet, more fair in her firft {lumber feem*d

;

-Or as the no lefs weary Bacchanal

Surpriz'd by deep near fome fraooth ftream do's fall i

Such feem'd to me, fo was my Cynth-a. lay'd, -^

While breathing foft repofe the lovely Maid >
On her fair hand reclin'd her bending head} ^

When I well drunk through the too narrow Street

Dragg'd home at Mid-night my unfaithful Feet j

But as di' appear'd fo charming to my view.

Gently I preft the Bed, and near her drewj

Thinking (for fo much fenfe I ftill retain'd)

The Fort of Love might by furprife be gain*d j

Tet tho' commanded by a double fire,

Both by the flames of Wine, and hot Defire ;

Tho' my lewd hand would naughtily have ftray'd,

And I would fain my Arms hive ready made
;

I duift not in the foft allault engage.

Dreading to wake her well experienc'd ragej

But fo my greedy eyes furvey'd her o'er,

The waking ^rgus watcht not lo morej
Sometimes I loos'd the Chaplet from my Brow,

Aad try'd how fweetly 'twould on Cynthia's fhow.
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Sometimes correfted her diforder'd hair,

That loofely wanton' d with the Iportive Airj

And when ftie figii'd, 1 creduloufly feai'd

Some frightful Villon to my Love appear'd.

'Till the bright Moon thro' the wide Window fhone>

(The Moon that would not fuddenly be gone;)

She with her fubtile rays unclos'd her eyes,

When thus againft me did her fury rife.

At length affronted by fome tawdry Jade,

Kick'd out of doors, your forc'd into my Bed ;

For where is it you fpend my Nights ? you come
Drawn off and impotent at Morning home

;

I wifh, bafe man I I wifh fuch nights you had.

As you force me 1 unhappy me 1 to lead I

Sometimes I with my Needle fleep deceive.

Then with my Lute my wearinefs relieve j

Then do 1 weep, and curfe your tedious ftay,

While in fome others Arms you melt away

;

'Till jQeep's foft wings my willing Eye-lids clofe.

Beguile my Sorrows, and my Cares compose.

OUT OF

PETRONIUS ARBITER,
Toeda eft in Coitu (^ brexis voluptas,

»T^ 1 S but a fliort, but a filthy pleafure,

X And we foon naufeate the enjoy'd treafurej

L^t not us then as luftful Beafts do.

Slovenly, abruptly, blindly fall to;

Left we put out Love's gentle fire,

And he droop, and languifli in impotent defire

;

But thus we'll lye, and thus we'll kift,

Thus, thus improve the lafting blifs I

ThejfC
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There is no labour here, no fliamc,

The folid PJeafure's ftill the fame.

Never, oh, never to be done,

Where Love is ever but begun.

EPISTLE
From Mr, Otway^ to Mr. Duke.

MY much lov'd Friend, when thou art from my
How do I loath the day,and light defpife .-[eyes.

Night, kinder Night's the much more welcome Gueft,

For though it bring fmall eafe, it hides at leaft

;

Or if e'er flumbers and my eyes agree, [thee.

'Tis when they're crown'd with pleafing dreams of

Laft night methought(Heaven make the next as kind)

Free as firft innocence, and unconfin'd

As our firft Parents in their Eden were,

E'er yet condemn'd to eat their bread with care \

We two together wander' d through a Grove, ^
'Twas green beneath us, and all fliade above, >
JMild as our Friendfhip, fpringing as our Love 5

^

Hundreds of chearful Birds fill'd every Tree,

And fung their joyful Songs of Liberty 5

While through the gladfome Clioir well pieas'd we
And of our prefent valu'd State thus talk'd ; [walk'd,

jHov/ happy are we in this fweet retreat?

']'hi!s humbly bleft, who'd labour to be great ?

Who for Preferments at a Court would wait.

Where every Gudgeon's nibbling at the bait?

What Fi(h of fenfe would en that ftraliow lye,

Aaiongft the little ftarving wriggling Fryc,

That throng and crowd each other for a Taie
t)f the deceitful, painted, poifon'd Paftej

When the wide River he behind him fees.

Where he may launch to Liberty and Eafc?
V J.. 1, Z
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No cares or bufinefs he^e diftuib our hours,

While underneath thefe fliady, peaceful Bowers,
In cool delight and innocence we ftray,

And midft a thousand Pleafures wafte the day;
Sometimes upon a River's bank we lyc,

Where skimming Swallows o'er the furface fly.

Juft as the Sun, declining with his Beams,
Ki'lTes, and gently warms the gliding Streams 5

Amidit whofe current riling Fiihcs play,

And rowl in wanton Liberty away.

Perhaps, hard by there grows a little Bufh,

Qn which the Linnet, Nightingale, and Thrudi,

Nightly their foiemn Orgyes meeting keep.

And fing their Vefpers e'er they go to fleep :

There we two lye, between us may be's fpread

Some Book, few underftand, tho' many read;

Sometimes we Virgil's Sacred Leaves turn o'er,

Still wond'ring, and ftill finding caufe for more.

How Juno's rage did good c^>ieas vex.

Then how he had revenge upon her Sex

In Dido's ftate, whom bravely he enjoy'd.

And quitted hex as bravely too when cloy'dj

He knew the fatal danger of her Charms,

And fcorn'd to melt his virtue her Amis.

Next Nifus and Euryalus v/e admire.

Their gentle Fricndfliip, and their martial Fire j

We ptaife theii Valour 'caufe yet matcht by none,

And love their Friendfhip, fo much like our own.

hut when to give our minds a Feaft indeed,

Horace, bell known and lov'd by thee, we read 5

Who can our Tranfports, or our Longings tell,

To tafte of pleafures, prais'd by him fo well?

With thoughts of Love, and Wine, by him we're fir' d.

Two things in fweet retirement much dellr'd.

A generous Bottle and a lovefome She,

Are th' only Joys in Nature, next to Thee;

To which retiring quietly at night,

If (as tliat only can) to add delight,
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"When to our little Cottage we repiiir,

"We find a Friend or two, we'd wilh for there.

Dear B />, kind kis parting Lovers Tears,

^dderly, honeft as ttie Sword he wears,

Wilfon, profefling friendflup yet a Friend,

Ot- --Short, beyond what numbers can commend,
Finch, full of kindnefs, gen'rous as his blood.

Watchful to do, to modeft merit good ;

Who have forfook the wild tumultuous Town,
And for a tafte of life to us come down

;

With eager Arms how clofely then w' embrace.

What Joy's in every heart, and every face!

The moderate Table's quickly cover'd o'er

With choiceft Meats at leaft, though not withllore:

Of Bottles next lucceeds a goodly Train,

Full ofwhat cheats the Heart, and fires the Brain.

Each waited on by a bright virgin Glafs,

Clean, found and Ihining like its drinker's Lafs,

Then down we fit, while every Genius tries

T' improve, 'till he deferves his Sacrifice:

No faucy hour prefumes to ftint delight.

We laugh, love,drink,and when that's done 'tis night:

Well warm'd and pleas'd, as we think fit we part;

Each takes th' obedient Treafure of his heart,

And leads her willing to his filent Bed,

Where no vexatious cares come near his Head,
But every fenfe with perfecl pleafure's fed j

'Till in full Joy diflolv'd, each falls afleep.

With twining Limbs, that ftill Love's pofture keep;
At dawn of morning to renew delight,

So quiet craving love till the next nighi :

Then we the drowfie Cells of fleep forlake.

And to our Books our earlieit viUt make j

Or elfe cur thoughts to their attendance call.

And there methinks. Fancy fits Qiieen of all 5

While the poor under Faculties refort,

And to her fickly Mujefty make Court 5

E i
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The Underftanding firft comes plainly dad.
But ufefully j no eftt'rance to be had.

Next comes the Will, that Bully cf the mind,
Follies wait on him in a Troop behind j

He meets Reception froiii the antick Queen,
Who thinks her Majefty's moft honour' d when
Attended by thofe fine drefi: Gentlemen.
Reafon, the honeft Counfellor, this knows.
And into Court with res'lute Virtue goes j

Lets Fancy fee her loofe irregular fway.

Then how the flattering Follies fneak away !

This Image when it came too fiercely (liook

My Brain, which its foft quiet ftraight foifookj

When waking as I caft my eyes around,

Nothing but old loath'd Vanities I found ;

No Grove, no Freedom, and what's worfe to me,'

No Friend ; for I have none compar'd with thee.

Soon then my Thoughts with their old Tyrant Care

Were feiz'd ; which to divert I fram'd this pray'r j

Gods I life's your gift, then feafon't with fach fatCs

That what ye meant a bleliing, prove no weight.

Let me to the remoteft part be whirl'd.

Of this your play-thing made in hafte, the World j

But grant me Quiet, Liberty and Peace,

By day what's needful, and at night foft eafe 5

The Friend I truft in, and the She 1 love.

Then fix me j and if e'er I wi^lli remove.

Make me as great (that's wretched) as ye can.

Set me in power, the woful'il ftate of Man ;

To be by Fools mif-led, to Knaves a prey:

Sut make Life what 1 ask, or take't away.
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A LETTER to a FRIEND.

A Youth once free and happy, now a Slave,

Found a retreat within a peaceful Caves
Where no intruders durft his hours moleft,

(But the Dear Paflion ftill inflam'd his Breaft)

And where abandoned to his reftlefs Pains,

He weeps alone, and feels his weighty Chains.

-Prom thence -

To a dear Friend (fuch as are hard to find)

Known true aiid juft, and longing to be kind,

Who always fliar'd his Plealures and his Pain,

In thefe fad terms writ the tormented Swain.

My only Friend, learn my unhappy Fate,

That I'm undone by Love, oppos'd by Hate;
Your pity e'er 1 ask I'm fure to gain,

But cruel Onthia's never muft obtain.

You are not ign'rant of her charms I know,
Too well by her they're known, and thence my woe l

Yet muft I not complain, I own the Fair

Has juflly doom'd me to the pains I bearj

For I have long prophanely laught at Love,
And oft to make the World defpife it, ftrove.

Wanton till now were all the flames I knew.
With pleafures wing'd my minutes gaily flew :

When Beauty wounded. Wine loon freed my Soul,.

My peace came fwimming in the healing Bowl j

Or if too weak the Wine againfl; Love's charms,

1 took fome balmy Harlot to my Arms

;

Which always did the raging pains remove.

And cool the flings of any other Love.

In peace and plenty, with ftill new Delights,

I pafs'd my joyful Days and Amorous Nights.

But ncnv in vain that freedom loft I mourn.

My far fled Liberty will ne'er return j

E i
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Too ftrong's my Piiflion, as the Nymph too Fair^

(Ah, lovely Nymph, muft I for ever bear I)

In your bright Eyes fuch Heav'nly Beauties iKniC^

You want but mercy to be all Divines
Loft freedom to regain I dare not try,

That were Rebellion, and I ought to dye.

"U'hy fhou'd your pow'rful Charms your Pride create.

Your Pride your only Fault, my only Fate ?

Thus oft I've mourn'd the Conqueft ofher Eyes, ^
Since firft my Heart was made her Sacrifice, -^

And fhe the punting Viftim cou'd defpife. ^
Yet fpite of ail her rigorous difdain,

I love my Pvuin , and I hug my Chain.

Reafon in vain endeavours to perfuade

That I fhou'd quit this haughty, feornful Maid j

Small PalTions often make our Reafon yield.

When Love invades, it well may quit the Field.

Your hopelefs Friend thus languifhing remains, j
Enflav'd by one v/ho will not eafe his Pains ; C
Smiles when he weeps,and frowns when he com

plains, s

AN ELEGY,
By the Wife of St. Alexias (a Noblemftn of Rome)

complaining en his ahfence, he h:zving left her on

his H'edding Night unenjoyd, out of a Fious Zeal

to go vifit the Chridian Churches.

Written in Latin by Fran. Remond, a Je
fait.

IPrais'd and Lov'd by the beft Youth of %ome^

My fatal Charms fent many to their Tomb,

Now 'wretched Maid, and miferable Wife,

In Tears, and in Complaints, muft wafte my Life

}
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Abandon'd by my Husband e'er enjoy'd,

\vith thoughts of pleafures yet untafted cloy'd.

He leaves me to my anxious Cares a Prey;

Ah ! my alexias, whither do you ftray

;

"Whilft in my Maiden widow'd Bed 1 lye,

More-wretched than the Dead ; and wifh ro dye?

In you were all my Hopes, dear V/anderer,

Your doubted Safety now creates my Fear ;

He broke his Vows, he broke our Marriage-bond,
p

"What dangers may •a.perjur'd Wretch furround, >
At leaft his flight his tender Feet may wound ? -

Oh 1 tliat 1 knew which way his courfe he fteers,

'Twou'd foften much my pains, and lelTen much my
A Letter fliou'd inform him of my cares, [fears t

And he with pity fure wou'd read my Pray' is

;

I'd write him lines might move a fenlelefs Stone,

Nay his hard Heart to feel corapafilon,

Buti when we write, too ilow are the returns.

Too flow, for one that with n.y paflioii burns ;

Letters 1 wou'd not truft, my ielf wou'd go,

And from my Mouth my forrows he fliou'd know.

By flealth I'll leave my Father's Houfe, 'twas you

Did firfl, alas I the fad Example fhew.

My prefling Love wou'd wing my willing Feet,

To fly, till my Alexias 1 (hou'd meet.

Through Defirts 1 duift go (a tender Maid)
In fearch of you I could not l^ afraid.

No dangers ihould my eager fleps retard,

My Innocence and Love would be my guard.

If Dragons againft me their Crefts Hiould rear,

Or ihould I meet a Lyon or a Bear,

I never can be capable of Fear.

David (too young for toils) a tender Boy,
Could the fierce Lyon and rough Bear doftroy 5

From his fmall Hand a Pebble could confound,
And flrike the Mountain Gyant to the Ground.
Th' ^Tyrian General, Bethu[ia\ dread.

By a chafte Woman's hand did lofe his Head,
And flie was by her Guardian Angel led.
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Why may not my attempts fuccefsful piove,
Aflifted by Divinity, and Love ?

With fearkfs courage I dare undertake
Amazing Aftions, for my Husband's fake :

Through all the World (my Life) I'll follow Thee,
Whether by Land thou wand'reft or by Sea ;

Whether on Shoar or on the fwelling Main,
One Koule, one Boat may both of us contain :

If your (harp Keel lonuvi Waves divide,

On that loniMi Sea my Bark fliall ride.

If (to contemplate on the fufferings

And cruel Death of the bleft King of Kings,)

A Pilgrim- to the Holy-land you go,

I'll join in Adoration there with you.

If where th.' adoied, Silver Jordan flows,

With you in Palefiine I'll offer holy Vows j

Or if to Scythian Mountains you repair,

And leave this temp'rate for that frozen Air j

With thee (my Soul) I willingly can dwell

On the cold Top of the Caucafian Hill.

Or fiiould you wander o'er the Lihya^i Sand,

(That vaft, and wild, unhofpitable Land)

Through thofe parcht Plains with thee (my Love)

I'll ftray.

Nor fear the hungry, favage Beafts of Prey.

I'll be a Thracian, if to Thrace you fail 5 '^

My Love fliall o'»r my Sexes fears prevail, P
Nothing to follow you would feem a Toil. '^

Tho' to the utmolt hiclies you are driv'n.

Till I can reach your Arms, I'll know no Hav'n.

Ah ! let chafte Love propitious Planets keep.

Safe from the dangers of the greedy Deep?

Yet if my Ship by Tempelh muft be torn.

By aitful Ihokes above the Waters born

In fpitc of Nature 1 fliall fwim to ihoar,

For Love will give my untaught hands the pow'r.

The flaming Conftellations are in Love,

A«d Seas, and ail that iii the Waters move >
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But the unfeitrd Waves, nor the inconftant Wind
Shall ever move my Faith, or fliake my ftcdfaft Mind
Eut if inevitable Fates decree,

'

That I rnufl: fulFer in the angry Sea,

Leviatharit let me become thy Prey ;

(The only fuccour fuch a Fate can give)

In thy kind Eowcls hidden let me live.

There let me reft, till thou fiialt find that n.oar.

Where my alexias is a "Wandeier,

There caft me up unhurt, and leave me there.

So in the fcaly Monfter Jouas lay,

Protefted from the Fury of the Sea j

Both wondred at their Lot, and both rejoic'd,

One with his gueft was pleas'd,the other with his hofl^

The third day came, and then (by Heaven's com-
TheFiihreftor'd the Prophet to the Land. [m.and)

But if to me no Fifh will favour ftiew,

And (dear alexias) I muft dye for you ;

Oh Love Divine * I'm pleas'd for thee to fall,

For thee, chafte Author of my Funeral 5

The Sea (hall take my Name, and 'mongft the Stars

ril be a Guide to wandring Mariners

:

"While they with wonder fhall repeat my Name,
A Faith like mine deferves no lefs a Fame

;

They'll doubtlefs pray that fuch a Wife, above.

May be rewarded for fo chafte a Love

;

And that her Husband there may conftant prove,

And for the load of waters ihe has born,

Her Alhes may lye ealie in their Urn.

Alas ! I rave, with fancies I am fed.

Not knowing where my deareft Husband's fled,

1 fearch him, dreaming in my widow'd Bed.

If to the Woods I go, or Rocks, or Shoars,

l^rom thee they've learn'd to fcorn Love's mighty
Unheard, alas ! 1 lofe my Am'rous Groans, [Powers,

The "Winds and Waves refufe to hear my Moansj
JEcho alone can fuffer my complaint,

A;id Ihe with lepetition is grown faint,

£ 5
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Return (my Life) for what can caufe your ftay!

If tJiou haft Pity, come, oh ! come away :

Ah ! fuffer not thy abfence I fhould mourn,
I'll come to thee, if thou canft not return.

AMARYLLIS,
Of the Third UyllUim of

fHEO C RirUS, ParaphrasU

By Mr. Dryden.

TO Amaryllis Love compels my way,

My browzing Goats upon the Mountains ftray :

Tityrm, tend them well, and fee them fed

In Paftures frefh, and to their watering led j .

And 'ware the Kidgling with his butting head.

Ah beauteous Nymph, can you forget your Love,

The confcious Cronos., and the ftiady Grove j

Where ftretcht at eafe your tender Limbs were laid.

Your namelefs Beauties nakedly difplay'd ?

Then I was call'd your darling, your defire.

With KifTes fuch as {ct my Soul on fire:

But you are chang'd, yet I am ftill the fame.

My Heart maintains for both a double Flame.

Gjciev'd, but unmov'd, and patient of your fcorn,

So faithful I, and you fo much forfworn

!

1 die, and Death will iinifli all my pain.

Yet e'er 1 die, behold me once again :

Am I fo much deform'd, fo changed of late J

What partial Judges are our Love and Hate!

Ten wildings have 1 gather'd for my Dear,

How ruddy like your Lips their ftreaks appear

!

Far off you view'd them with a longing Eye

Vpon the topBioft biajich (the Tiee was high j)
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Yet nimbly up, from bough to bough I fweiv'd ^

And fox to morrow have Ten more referv'd.

Look on me kindly and fome pity fhew.

Or give me leave at leaft to look on you.

Some God transform me by his Heav'nly Pow'r

Ev'n to a Bee to buzz within your Eow'r,

The winding Ivy-chaplet to invade,

And folded Fern that your fair Forehead (liade.

Now to my coft the force of Love I find j

The heavy hand it bear.s on human kind 1

The Milk of Tygcrs was liis Infant food, -y

Taught from his tender years the tafte of blood ; P
Kis brother whelps and he ran wild about the wood. •

Ah Nymph, train'd up in his Tyrannick Court,

To make the fuft'rings of your Slaves your fpoitl

Unheeded Ruin! treacherous Delight 1

polifn'd hardnefs foften'd to tat fight!

Whofe radiant Eyes your Ebon Brows adorn,

Like Midnight thofe, and th©fe like break of Morn.
Smite once again, revive me with your Chaims j

And let me die contented in your Arms.

1 would not ask to live another Day,
Might I but fweeely kifs my Soul away

!

Ah, why am I from empty Joys debarr'd.

For Kifies are but empty, when compar'd !

I rave, and in my raging fit fliall tear

The Garland which I wove for you to wear,

Of Parfly with a wreath of Ivy bound
j

And border'd with a Rofie edging round.

What pangs I feel, unpity'd, and unheard [

Since 1 muf^ die, why is my Fate deferr'dl

J ftrip my Body of my Shepherd's Frock,

Behold that dreadful downfal of a Rock,
Where yon old Fijl'er views the Waves from high ',

'Tis that convenient leap 1 mean to try.

Yovi would be pleas'd, to fee me plunge to Hioarj

Eut better pleas'd if 1 fhould rife no more.

1 might have read my Fortune long ago,

yhen, feeking my fuccefs Ia Love tokaowi.
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1 try'd th' infallible Prophetick way,

A Poppy leaf upon my Palm to Uy ;

1 ftiuck, and yet no lucky crack did follow,

Yet I ftruck hard, and yet the leaf lay hollow.

And which was worfe, if any worfe could prove.

The with'ring leaf forefliew'd your with'ring Love.

Yet farther (Ah, how far a Lover dares I)

iAy laft recourfe I had to Sieve and Sheers 5

And told the Witch ^4greo my difeafe,

{^^greo that in Karvcft us'd to leafe j

But Harveft done, to Chare-work did afpire ;

Meat, Drink, and two pence was her daily hire 3)

To work Hie went, her Charms (he mutter'd o'er, -p

And yet the reSy Sieve wagg'd ne'er the more j >
I wept for woe, the tefty Beldame fwore, ^

And foaming with her God, foretold my Fate ;

That I was doom'd to Love, and you to Hate.

A milk-white Goat for you 1 did provide 5

Two milk-white Kid's run frisking by her fide.

For which the Nut-brown Lafs, Erithacis,

Full often offerM many a favoury Kifs

;

Hers they fliall be, lince you refufe the price:

What madman would o'erftand his Market twice!

My right Eye itches, fome good-luck is near, -y

Perhaps my Binary/Us may appear, ^
Vli fet up fuch a Note as flie fliall hear, ^
What Nymph but my melodious Voice would move?
She muft be Flint, if (lie refufe my Love.

Hip^omcnes, who ran with noble ftrife '^

To win his Lady, or to lofe his Life, p
(What (liift fome men will make to get a Wife ?)

^
Threw down a golden Apple in her way.

Per all her hafte (he could not chufe but ftay

:

Renown faid Run, the glitt'ring Bribe cry'd Hold i

The Man might have been hang'dbut for his Gold,

Yet fome fuppofe 'twas Love (fome few indeed,)

That ft opt the fatal fury of her fpeed :

She faw, (lie figh'dj her nimble Feet refufe

Their vvouted fpeed, and flic took paius to lofe^
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A Prophet fome, and fome a Poet cry,

(No matter which, (b neither of ihcm lye,)

From fteepy Othrys top, to Fyins drove

His Herd j and for his pains enjoy'd his Love :

If fuch another Wager Ihould be laid,

I'll find the Man, if you can find the Maid.

"Why name I Men, when Love extended finds

His pow'r on high, and in Coeleftial Minds ?

Veny.s the Shepherd's homely habit took.

And manag'd fomething elfe befides the Crook,

Nay when Adonis dy d, was heard to roar.

And never from her heart forgave the Boar.

How bleft was fair End)mion with his Moon,
Who fleeps on Latmos top from Night to Noon I

What Ja,joti from Mcdca^s Love pofieft.

You rtiall not hear, but know 'tis like the reft.

My aking Head can fcarce fupport the pain ;

Ttiis cuifed Love will furely turn my brain :

Feel how it flioots, and yet you take no pity 3

Nay then 'tis time to end my doleful ditty.

A clammy fweat does o'er my Temples creep

;

My heavy Eyes are urg'd with Iron fleep :

5 lay me down to gafp my lateft Breath,

The Wolves will get a Breakfaft by my Deaths
Yet fcarce enou-gh their hunger to fupply,

Toi Love has made me Carrion e'er 1 die.
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P H A R MA CEV t R I Ay
OR, THE

INCHANTRESS.
Simactha h here introdnc'd by the Voet in Love tcith

c«e Delphis. a' d not having feen him in Trvelve

ikys, md fufpeciing him to love forhi other Wo-
man, S^e> by the help of her Maid Thcftylis, es*

deavoHrs by Charms to reduce him,

.Tranilited (rom Theocritus by Mr. Wdliam Bowles,

of King's Csllege in Cambridge,

TH E Philters, Thefiylts, and Chs^rms prepare,

I'll try, (Ince neither Gods, nor Ddphis hear.

If tp.Q falfe Man, by me in vain belov'd,

By Charms, and Arts more powerful, can bemov'd.
Twelve days, an Age to me, alas I are paft

Since at thefe doors he knock'd, or me faw lafti,

ScQiii'd and neglefted, if 1 live, or no,

Inhuman as he is, he does not know.

To fon\e new Miflrefs fure he is inclin'd,

Tor Love has wings, and he a changing mind.

To morrow I'll to the PaUJira go,

And tell him he's unkind to ufe me fo.

Now to my Charm: but you, bright Queen ofnighty

Shine, and ajGQR: m.e with your borrow'd light,

You, mighty Goddefs, 1 invoke j and you
Infernal Ikcate

(When you afcend from the pale fliades below

Through gap^.ng Tombs, and the divided ground,

A fudden horrour fcizes all around.

The Dogs at your approach afrighted fly,)

Afnfr, and with yovu pow'rfui aid be nighj
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Infpire this Charm, and may it prove as ftrong

As Orel's or the bold Medea s Song.

Bring back, ye [acred herbs-, and pouu^rful charms.

Bring back, the perjpird Delphis to my arms.

Throw Meal upon the hallow'd flames : d'you ftand

Infeniible, you Sot, when 1 command ?

Oi am 1 fcorn'd, and grown a jell to you ?

Strew Salt, and fay, thus Dcbhis Bones I itrew.

Bring backj ye [acred herbs-, and povfrful charms^

Bring backethe perjured Delphis to my arms.

As Delphis me, lo I this Laurel burn,

And as that burns, and does to Alhes turn,

And cracks, and in a glorious Irght expires.

So may falfe Delphis burn in quicker Fires.

Bring hack^ ye [acred herbs-) and povj'rful charms^

Bring backjhe perjured Delphis to my arms.

As the Wax melts, which in the Fire I caft,

So in Loves flower flames may Delfhis wafte

:

And as thisWheel with motion quick turn'd round, -y

Tho' Teeming to go on, and quit its ground, >
Returns, and in its Magick Circle ftiU is found i

^
So, tho' averfe, and fled from my Embrace,

May he return, and fliil maintain his place.

Bring back, ye [acred herbs, and povji^r[nl charms^

Bring tack^the perjured Delphis to my arms.

Hail, Artemis, and aid me from above j

Tou all the ftubborn Pow'rs below can move*
Th' infernal Judges and th* infernal King:
Ring, Thejiylis, the founding Brafs, hiUle, ring 5

She comes, the Goddefs comes, the dreadful cry

Of howlmg Dogs givas notice fiie is nigh.

Bring backj, ye [acred herbs, and pau>^r[iil charms.

Bring backethe perJKT^d Delphis to my arms.

See ! iilent are the Winds, a peaceful fleep

Has calm'd the raging Seas, and fmooth'd the Deep s

But the rough Tempefl, that diftrafts my Breafl,

No Calm can find, and will admit no reft.

O Chafiity, and violated Fame !

i buiw fot iiixn whole Love's my only nuunc.
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Bring bacl^, ye facred herbs, atid povj^rfal charms^

Bring backjhe ferjurd Delphis to my arms.

Thus thrice I facrifice, and thiice 1 pray

Tou execute, gieat Goddefs, what 1 fay.

Who e'er flie be that fnates his envy'd Bed,

Piouu by her Coiiqueil:, and my Ruin, made,
Her Honour loft, and Ihe undone, as I,

Defeited and abandon' d may fliC lie,

As did on DIas flioar the Royal Maid
By perjur'd Thefeus cruelty betray'd.

Bring bach^, ye facred herbs, and powerful charmsy

Bring back^ the perjurd Dcl^his to my arms.

Hippomanes but tailed rage infpires,

And with new heat the winged Courfers fires.

O'er Fields and Woods and Mountains tops they go.

Their rage no bounds, and they no ft op can know 5

Such is the plant, and oh ! that 1 might fee

My Delphis with like rage run home to me.
Bring backj ye facred herbs, and povj'rfurl charms.

Bring Lack^the perjur'd Delphis to my arms.

This fringe, which myLov'd Delphis once didwear>

This once dear Relick thus enrag'd I tear ;

How cruel is the Love that Leech-like dreins

From my pale limbs the blood, and empty veins I

Bring back^, ye facred herbs, and povS'rJKl tharmsy

Bring bacl^the perjured Delphis to my arms.

To morrow a dire potion I'll compound ;

Now, Thejhlis, this Philter fpread around

His fatal door

(There all my thoughts, and my loft fenfes dwell,

There, tho' ill us'd, my Soul continues ftill)

And fpit, and the ingrateful Man devove.

That flights my pafiion, and neglefts my Love,
Bring back^, ye facred herbs, and powj^rf^l charms.

Bring back^ the perjured Delphis to my armsi

She's gone; and flnce I now am left alone,

What fiiall 1 fay ? what firft fhail 1 bemoan ?

What was the Caufe ? whence fprung my ill plae'd

Diana's Rites caa tell, and fatal Giovei [Love?
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When fair ^naxo to the Temple led,

Her Nuptial Vow to the challe Goddefs paid,

With favage Beafts the glorious Pomp was grac'd.

And a fierce Lionefs amidft 'em plac'd.

Telt, fUver PJioebe, tell whence jprung my flamty

Tell, for yon knsiv "whence the dire PaJJion car/ie,

TheuchdriU, my Nuife, would fee the fhow.

She near us dwelt, and begg'd of me to go j

Her Pray'rs, aad my ill Fate at laft prevail'd,

Theie my kind Stars, and better Genms fail'd.

Tell, fUver Phoebe, tell -whence fprmg my flame.

Tell, for you knovj "whence the dire Fajfton came^

There all my ills began 5 for there, alas I

1 Delphii faw, and Eud^.mippns pais :

Their golden Hair in carelefs Curls hung down.

And blighter {Cynthia) far than you they fhoue.

Tell, filuer Phoebe, tell -whence fprung my flame.

Tell, for yen know "whence the dire Paffton came,

I faw, and was undone 1 a fubtile fire

Ran through my Veins, and kindled hot defire j

The fliining Pomp could now no more furpiize,

A nobler objed now employ'd my Eyes.

When that was ended, 1 forgot to go.

How I rcturn'd, or when, I did not know ;

Ten days, as many reftlefs Nights I lay,

My Beauty to the fierce Difeafe a Prey.

Tell, filver Phoebe, tell whence ffru.ng my flame^

Tell, for yoK knovj vjhoice the dire Pajfion came.

My Flefh all wafted, and my Limbs all pale.

And ail my Hair with the ihong Poifon fell

:

Ah, cruel Love, to what doft thouinforce?
To what Enchantrefs had not I recourfe,

Tor skill in Herbs, and Magick Arts renown'dJ
No remedy in their vain Arts 1 found.

Tell, fiver Phoebe, tell whence fprung my flame.

Tell, for you know whence the dire Pafjlon catr.t.

With Sicknefs wafted, and with Grief oppreft.

Thus to my Servant 1 at laft aonfeft

:
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Hafte, Theftyhs, thy dying Miftrefs fends,

JVly Health on Delphisy -and my Life depends,
De/phts, who gave, alone can cure the W ound >

No remedy for Love but Love is found :

3n aftive Sports and Wreftling he delights.

And in the bright Palajrra often fits.

TeU, /liver Tlvoebe, tell -whence fprung my fame^
Till, J or yoH knsviy ix.'hence the dire PaJJion came.

There watch your time, and foftly let him know
Sima'^ha fent you, then my Lodgings fliow.

She did, and ftraight his founding feet 1 heard,

Gods ! but when lovely Delphis firft appear'd !

Te//, filver Thcchc, tell vjhence fprung,my flame.

Tell, for you hrioxi' v.>hence the dire Pajfion came.

A death-like cold feiz'd on me, from my Brow,
Like Southern dew, the liquid drops did flow.

Stiff and unmov'd I lay, and on m.y Tongue
My dying words, when I would fpeak 'em, hung i

As when imperfeft founds from Children fall,

.When in their Dreams they on their Mother call.

Tell, filver Phoebe, tell whence fprung my fiame.

Tell, for you knoiv ivheme the dire PaJfion came.

The cruel Man fat down upon my Bed,

And then with Eyes caft downward thus he faid

:

In Love you are as far before me gone,

As young Philinas lately 1 out-run.

Tell,Jilver Thoebe, tell whence fprung my flarr.e^

Tell, for yoa kiiow whence the dire PaJJion came.

Had not your kinder Mellage call'd me home.
By Love's fweet Joys at Night 1 would have comej,

Arm'd with my Friends I had befct you round.

And my viftorious Head with Poplar crown'd.

Tell, filver Phoebe, tell whence fprung my flame.

Tell, for you knotv ivhence the dire Paffton came.

Had you admitted me, it had been w^ell,

por 1 in fwiftnefs, and in form excel.

But that my vanquilli'd Equals beft may tell 3

Some fmaller favour thenl-had defir'd j

And modeftly but with a Kif>ietii'd:
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Jad you been, cruel, and your Doors been bdrr'd,

With Bars and Torches for the ftorm I was prepar'd,

Tdl, fiiver Phoebe, tell whence fpmng my flame.

Tell, for you, kliotv ivhence the dire Pajp.on came.

Now thanks to you great Qiieen of Love 1 owe>

And next, my fair Preferver, next to you j

She faw the burning Pain which I endure,

And recommends to you the mighty Cure j

por cool and gentle are all other fires

Compai'd with thofe which cruel Love infpires.

Tell, fiiver Phoebe, tell ivhence fprung my flame.

Tell, for yon kriovj -whence we dire Pajflon came.

Love, tender Maids can from their Beds excite,

Nor daiknefs them, nor danger can afright,

Love's mighty power can the young Wife compel

From her warm {leeping Husband's Arms to ileal*

He faid : and I, a fond, believing Maid,

Preft and reclin'd him gently on my Bed

;

Now a new heat return'd with his embrace.

Warmth to my Blood, and Colour to my Face,

And, to be fhort, with mutual Kifles fir'd.

To the laft blifs we eagerly afpir'd,

And both attain'd, what both alike defir'd.

Now fwiftthe hours, and wing'd with pleafnre flew^

Calm were our Paflions, and no Tempeft knew j

No quarrel could difturb our peaceful Bed,

But all thofe Joys this fatal Morning fled.

Aurora fcarce had chas'd away the Night,

And o'er the World difFus'd her rofie Light,

Philifta's Mother came, (and as flie flill

The Love, and News o'th' Town delights to tell j)

She told me firft that Delphis lov'd, but who
She could not tell, but that he lov'd fhe knewj
All figns of fome new Love fhe faid fhe found.

His Houfeadorn'd, and Doors with Garlands crown'd^

She tells me true ; oh my ill-boding fears I

And. Delphis treachery too plain appears :

His vifits were more frequent, now at laft.

Since he wa§ heic twelve tedious days are- paft*
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*Tis fo: and can he then fo cruel prove.

And I fo foon forgotten, and my Love ?

Now I'm content to fee what Charms can do,

But if he dares go on to ufe me fo,

Provok'd at laft a Potion I'll prepare,

That by his Death fliali eafe me of my care.

So mre the Poifon, and fo ftrong the Draught,
The fecret was by an ^Jjjrian taught.

You, CynthtA^ now may to the Sea decline,

And to the riling Sun your light re!ign
j

My Charm's now done, and has no longer force

To fix your Chariot, or retard your courfe j

I, what I can't redrfefs, muft learn to bear,

And a fad Cure attend from my defpair.

Adieu, O Moon, and every glimm'ring Light,,

Adieu, ye gay Attendants on the Night.

The C Y C I. O ? S.

Theocritus Id^lL XI.

'EnglijWd by Mr. Duke of Cam-bridge,

Infcrib'd to Br. Shor%

O Short, no Herb, no Salve was ever found

To eafe a Lover's heart, or heal his wound ^
No Medicine this prevailing Hi fubdues.

None, but the Charms of the condoling Mufe

:

Sweet to the Senfe, and eafie to the Mind
The Cure, but hard, but very hard to find.

This you well know, and furely none fo well.

Who both in Phyiick's facred Art excel.

And in Wit's Orb amongft the brighteft fhine.

The love of Pwafl^Kj, and the tuneful Nine.

Thus fweetiy fiid of old, the Cydofs ftrovc

To foften his urteafie hours of Love ;
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"Then when hot Youth urgM him to fierce defire.

And Galatea's Eyes kindled the raging fire.

His \v;is no comnnon FlAine, nor could he move
111 the old Arts, and beaten Taths of Love j

KoL- Flowers, nor Fruits fent to oblige the Fair,

Nor more to pleafe, curl'd his neglected Hair.

His was all Rage, all Madnefs ; to his Mimi
Ko other Cares their wonted Entrance find.

Oft from the Field his FJock return'd alone

Unheeded, unobferv'd : he on fome ftone.

Or craggy Cliff, to the deaf Winds and Sea

Accafing Gafarea's Cruelty 5

Till Night from the firft dawn of opening day,

Confumes with inward heat, and melts away.

Yet then a Cure, the only Cure he found,

And thus apply'd it to the bleeding Wound;
From a fteep Rock, from whence he might fnrvey

The Flood, (the Bed where his lov'd Sea-Nymph lay,)

His drooping head with forrow bent he hung,

Aj>d thus his griefs calm'd with his mournful Song.

Fair Galarea, why is all my Paiu

IRewarded thus? foft Love with fharp Difdain?

IFairer than falling Snow or riling Light,

'Soft to the touch as charming to the fight j

.'Sprightly as unyok'd Heifers, on whofe head
The tender Crefcents but begin to fpread j

Yet cruel you to harfimcfs more encline,

"Than unripe Grapes pluck'd from the favagc Vine,

'Soon as my heavy Eye-lid's feai'd with fleep,

IHither you come out from the foaming deepj

iBut when fleep leaves me, you together fly, ^
.And vanifn fwiftiy from my opening Eye, [fpy. C
iSwift as young Lambs when the fierce Wolf they !>

II well remember the firft fatal day

That made my Heart your Beauty's eafie Trey;

Twas when the Flood you, with my Mother, left.

Of all its Brightnefs, all its Pride bereft,

To gather Flowers from the fteep Mountain's Top,
Of the high Office proud, I kd you u^^i
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To Hyacinths, and Rofes did you bring.

And flievv'd you all the Treaftires of the Spring,

But from that hour my Soul has known no reft.

Soft peace is banlfli'd from my tortur'd Breaft,

I rage, 1 burn. Yet ftill regardlefs you
Not the leaft fign of melting pity fliew :

No; by the Gods that fliall revenge my pain I

No ; you, the more I love, the more difdain.

Ah I Nymph, by every Grace adorn'd, I know
Why you defpife and fly the C/cbps fo 5

Becaufe a ihaggy Brow from fide to fide,

Stretch'd in a line, does my large Forehead hide;
And under that one only Eye does fiiine,

And my flat Nofe to my big Lips does join.

Such tho' 1 am, yet know, a Thoufand Sheep,

The pride of the Siiilian Hills, I keep
;

With fweeteft Milk they fill my flowing Pails,

And my vaft flock of Cheefes never fails ;

In Summer's heat, or Winter's fharpeft cold,

My loaded Shelves groan with the weight they hold.

With fuch foft Notes I the ihrill Pipe infpire.

That every liftning Cyclops does admire;

While with it often 1 all Night proclaim.

Thy powerful Charms, and my fuccefslefs Flame,

For thee twelve Does all big with Fawn, 1 feed.

And four Bear-Cubs, tame to thy hand, 1 breed.

Ah ! come to me, fair Nymph, and you iliall find

Thefe are the fmallefl; Gifts for thee defign'd.

Ah ! come and leave the angry Waves to roar,

And break themfclves againft the founding flioar.

How much more pleafant would thy {lumbers be

In the retir'd and peaceful Cave with me?
There the ftreight Cyprefs and green Laurel join.

And creeping Ivy clafps the clufier'd Vine ;

There freOi, cool Rills, from t^fw^'s pure'il Snow,

Diffolv'd into Ambrofial Liquor, flow.

WliD the wild Waves, and brackiHi Sea could chufe.

And iixzk ftill Shades, and thefe fweet Streams lefufe ?
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But if you feat that I, o'er-grown with Hair,

Without a fire defie the Winter Air,

Know 1 have mighty ftores of Wood, and know
Perpetual Fires on my bright Hearth do glow.

My Soul, my Life it felf Ihould burn for thee.

And this one-Eye, as dear as Life to me.

Why was not I with Fins, like Filhes, made,

That I, like them, might in the Deep have play'd>

Then would I dive beneath the yielding Tide,

And kifs your hand, if you your lips deny'd.

To thee I'd Lillies and red Poppies bear,

And flowers that Crown each Seafonof the Year,

But I'm refolv'd I'll learn to fvvim and dive.

Of the next Stranger that does here arrive,

That th' undifcover'dPleafures I may know
Which you enjoy in the deep Flood below.

Come forth, O Nymph, and coming forth forget,

Like me that on this Rock unmindful Ht,

(Of all things elfe unmindful but of thee)

Home to returnforget, and live with me.
With me the fweet and pleafing Labour chufe, •*

To feed the Flock, and milk the buithen'd Ewes, f
To prefs the Cheefe, and the fharp T^unmt to in- ^

fufe. 3
My Mother does unkindly ufe her Son,

By her negleft the Cyclops is undone 5

For me llie never labours to prevail,

Noi whifpers in your Ear my Am'rous Tale.

No; tho' (he knows I languifh every day.

And i^t^s my Body wafte, and ftrength decay.

But 1 more Ills than what I feel will feign.

And of my Head, and of my Feet complain ;

That, in her Breaft if any pity lye,

She may be fad, and griev'd as well as I.

O Cyclops^ Cyclops, where's thy Reafon fied ?

If your young Lambs with new pluckt boughs you fjd.

And watch'd your Flock, would you not fcem more
MUk^vjiiat is nextf pifrfne nat that whkh fiies. [wife?
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reihaps you may, fince this proves fo unkind.

Another fairer Galatea find.

Me many Virgins, as I pafs, invite

To wafte with them in Love's foft Sports the Night»

And if I but incline my liftning Ear,

New Joys, new Smiles in all their Looks appear.

Thus we, it feems, can be belov'd ; and we,

It feems> are fomebody as well as (lie.

Thus did the Cyclops fan his raging fire,

And footh'd with gentle Verfe his fierce dcfire.

Thus pafs'd his hours with more delight and eafe»

Than if the Riches of the World were his.

To C ^ L I J.

By Mr. Duke.

FL Y fwift, ye hours, ye fluggifh minutes fly.

Bring back my Love, or let her Lover dye.

Make hafte, O Sun, and to my Eyes once more.

My Cxlia brighter than thy felf reftore.

In fpight of thee, 'tis Night when flie's away, ->

Her Eyes alone can the glad Beams di{play, ^
That makes my Sky look clear, and guides my day. ^

O when will flie lift up her facred Light 1

And ciiafe away the flying fliades of Night

!

With her how faft the flowing hours run on ?

But oh ! how long they ftay when flie is gone?

So flowly Time when clogg'd with Grief does movej
So fwift when born upon the Wings of Love !

Hardly three days, they tell me, yet are paft.

Yet 'tis an Age fince 1 beheld her laft.

O my aufpicious Star make hafte to rife,

To charm our Hearts and blefs our longing Eyes !

O how I long on thy dear Eyes to gaze,

Mid chear my own with their refiedcd rays I

How
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How my impatient, thirfty Soul does long,

To hear the charming Mufick of thy Tongue I

Where pointed Wit with folid Judgment grows.

And in one eafie ftream united flows.

When e'er you fpeak, with what delight we hcar»

You call up every Soul to every Ear I

Nature's too prodigal to Woman-kind,"

Ev'n where fhe does negleft t' adorn the mind ;

Beauty alone bears fuch refiftlefs fway.

As malces Mankind with joy and pride obey.

But oh ! when Wit and Senfe with Beauty's join'ii

The Woman's fweetnefs with the manly mind.
When Nature with (6 juft a hand does mix
The moft engaging Charms of either Sexj

And out of both that thus in one combine
Does foraething form not Humane but Divine,

What's her command, but that we all adore

The nobleft work of her almighty power I
j

Nor ought our Zeal thy anger to create.

Since Love's thy debt, nor is our Choice but FatC*

Where Nature bids, worfliip I'm forc'd to pay.

Nor have the Liberty to difobey.

And whenfoe'er ihe does a Poet make,
She gives him Verfe but for thy Beauty's fakc.

Had I a Pen that could at once impart

Soft Ovid's Nature and high VirgiCs Art,

Then the immortal SachAriJfa^s Name
Should be but fecond in the lift of fame;
Each Grove y each Shade Ihould with thy praife be illl'd,

Aad the fam'd PenfbHrJl to our Wiudfor yield.

«ll»

Vol. I.
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Spoken to the (^ U E E N in

Trinity-College New-Court in

Cambridge.

Written by Mr- Duke.

THOU equal Partner of the Royal Bed,

That mak'ft a Crown fit foft on Charleses Head 5

In whom with Greatnefs, Virtue takes her Seat

:

Ivleeknefs with Power, and Piety with State

;

Whofe Goodnefs might even Faftious Crouds re-

\J'i.n the Seditious, and the Savage tame j [claim.

Tyrants themfelves to gentleft Mercy bring.

And only ufelefs is on fuch a King j

See, mighty Princefs. fee how every Bread
With Joy and Wonder is at once pofieft :

Such was the Joy, vv^hich the fiift Mortals knew,
When Gods defcended to the Peoples view.

Such devout wonder did it then afford,

To fee thofe Pow'rs they had unfeen ador'd :

But they were Feign'd ; nor if they had been true.

Could faed more Bleflings on the Earth than you:

Our Courts enlarg'd, their former Bounds difdain,

To make B^eception for fo great a Train ;

Here may your facred Bicaft rejoice to fee.

Your own Age ftrive with Ancient Piety.

Soon now, fince bleft by your aufpicious Eyes,

To full perfection ftiall our Fabrick rife.

"Lt^s powerful Charms than yours of old could call

The Willing Stones into the Theban Wall,

And ours which now its rife to you fhall owe,

More fam'dthaa that by your great Name Avail grow.
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F L O R I A N A,

A Pafloral upon the Death of her Grace

the Datchefs of Southampton.

By Mr. Duke.

D ^ M N.

T,E L L me my Thyrfis, tell thy Damon, why
Do's my lov'd Swain in this fad pofture lye ?

What mean thefe ftreams ftill falling from thine eyes>

Faft as thofe fighs from thy fwoln Bofom rife ?

Has the fierce Wolf broke thro' the fenced ground?
Have thy Lambs ftray'd? or has Dorinda frowned}

Thyrfis. The Wolf? Ah ! let him come, for now he
Have my Lambs ftray'd ? let 'em for ever ftray : [may

:

Dorindii frown'd ? No, She is ever mild ;

Nay, I remember but juft now Ibe fmil'd.*

Alas I flie fmil'd ; for to the lovely Maid
None had the fatal Tidings yet convey'd.

Tell me then Shepherd, tell me, canft thou find

As long as thou art true, and Ihe is kind,

A Grief fo great, as may prevail above

Even Damon's fiiendfliip, or Borhida's Love?
Damon. Sure there is none. Thyrf. But, Damon,

there may be :

What if the charming Floriana die ?

Damon. Far be the Omen ! Thyrf. But fuppofe it true,

Damon. Then fliould I grieve, my Thyrjh^ more
than you.

She is

—

Thyrf. Alas ! ihe was, but is no more ;

Now, Damon, now, let thy fwoln Eyes run o'er

:

Here to this Turf by thy fad Thyrfis grow.

And when my ftreams of Grief too fnallow flow-,

Let in thy Tide to raife the Torrent high.

Till both a Deluge make, and in it die.

F z
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Damon. Tlien that to this wilht height the
Flood may fwell.

Friend, I will tell thee. Th. Friend,! thee will tell

How young, how good, how beautiful (he fell.

Oh '. flie was all for which fond Mothers pray,

Bklfing their Babes when firft they fee the day.

Beauty and She were one ; for in her Face
Sate Sweetnefs temper'd with Majeftick Grace ;

Such pow'rful Charms as might the proudeft awe, -y

yet fuch attradive Goodnefs as might draw >
The humbleft, and to both give equal Law. ^
How was (he wondred at by every Swain ?

The Pride, the Light, the Goddefs of the Plain

;

On all (he flun'd, and fpreading Glories caft

DifFufive of her felf, where-e'er (he paft,

There breath'd an Air fweet as the Winds that blow
From the bleft Shoars where fragrant Spices grow :

Even me fometimes (he with a fmile would grace,

Xike the Sun fhining on the vileft place.

Nor did Dorinda bar me the delight

Of feafting on her Eyes my longing fight

;

But to a Being fo fublime, fo pure,

Spar'd my Devotion, of my Love fecure.

Damon. Her Beauty fuch : but Nature did defign y
That only as an anfwerable Shrine >
To the Divinity that's lodg'd within. ^
Her Soul fliin'd through, and made her form fo bright,

As Clouds are gilt by the Sun's piercing light.

In her fmooth Forehead we might read expreft

The even calmnefs of her gentle Breaft;

And in her fparkling Eyes as clear was writ

The adive Vigour of her youthful wit.

Each Beauty of the Body or the Face

Was but the (hadow of fome inward Grace.

Gay, fprightly, cheatful, free, and unconfin'd.

As Innocence could make it, was her Mind j

Yet prudent, though not tedious nor fevexCy

Like thofe, who being dull, would grave appear j
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"Who out of guilt do chearfulnefs defpife,

And being fullen, hope Men thiak 'em wife.

How would the liftning Shepherds round her throng.

To catch the words fell from her charming Tongue I

She all with her own Spirit and Soul infpir'd.

Her they all lov'd, and her they all admir'd.

Even mighty F^rv, whofe powerful hand fuftains

The Sovereign Crook that mildly awes the Plains*

Of all his Cares made her the tender'ft part j

And great Lovtfa lodg'd yet in her Heart.

Thyrjis. Who would not now a folemn Mourning
When Pan himfelf and fair Lovifa. weep ? [keep.

When thofe bleft Eyes by the kind Gods defign'd

To cherilh Nature, and delight Mankind,
All drown'd in Tears, melt into gentler Showers

Than ^pril-Aio^s upon the (pringing Flowers;
Such Tears as Ve-ntis for adonis fhed,

When at her Feet the lovely Youth lay deadj
About her, all her little weeping Loves

Ungirt her Cejio:, and unyok'd her Doves.
Dame?:. Come pious Nymphs, with fair Lovifji

And vifit gentle Flonana^s Tomb ; [come.
And as you walk the melancholy Round,
Where no unhaliow'd Feet prophane the Ground,
With your chaft hands fxe(h Flow'rsand Odours fhed

About her laft obfcure and filent Bed ;

Still praying as you gently move your Feet,

Soft be her PilloVJ, and her Slumber fvjeet.

Thyrfis. See where they come, a mournful lovely

As ever wept on fair Arcadia's Plain

;

[Train,

Lovifa mournful far above the reft.

In all the Charms of beauteous Sorrow dreft :

Juft are her Tears, when fhe reflects how foon -^

A Beauty, fecond only to her own, ^
Flourifht, lookt gay, v/as wither'd, and is gone !

-^

Damon.O ihe is gone I gone like a new born Flower,

That deck'd fome Virgin Queen's delicious Bower j

P 3
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Torn from the Stalk by fome untimely blaft.

And 'mongft the vileft weeds and rubbifh caft :

But Flow'xs return, and coming Springs difclofc

The Lilly whiter, and more frefh the Rofe j

But no kind Seafon back her Charms can bring.

And Floriana. has no fecond Spring.

Thyrfis. O (he is fet I fet like the falling Sun 5

Darknefs is round us, and glad Day is gone I

Alas ! the Sun that's fet, again will rife.

And gild \yith richer Beams the Morning-Skies

:

But Beauty, though as bright as they it fhines,

"When its Ihoit Glory to the Weft declines,

O there's no hope of the returning Light j

But all is long Oblivion, and eternal Night.

The Tears o^ JMTNfJ^ for the

Death o£ D AM O N.

By Mr. Dryden.

SONG.

ON a Bank, befide a Willow,

Heav'n her Cov'ring, Earth her Pillow^

Sad ^mynta, figh'd alone:

From the chearlefs dawn of Morning
'Till the Dews of Night returning

Singing thus Ihe made her moan

:

Hope is banilh'd,

Joys are vanilh'd,

Damon^ my belov'd, is gone \

n.
Time, I dare thee to difcovet

Such a Youth, and fuch a Lover,

Oh fo true, fo kind was he I

Damon was the pride of Nature,
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charming in his every Feature,

Damon liv'd alone for me j

Melting KifTes,

Murmuring Blifles,

Who fo liv'd and lov'd as we!

IIL
Never fhall we curfe the Morning,

Never blefs the Night returning,

Sweet Embraces to reftore :

Never (hall we both lye dying

Nature failing, Love fupplying

All the Joys he drain'd before:

Death come end me
To befriend me 5

Love and Damon are no more.

The PR A I SES of ITALY
out of VirgiVs fecond Georgia

By Mr. Chetwood.

Sed neqtte Medoram Syli/a, &c.

BUT neither Median Groves, whofe happy foyl

With choiceft Fruits prevents the Labourers toil.

Nor Ganges ftreams blefling his fertile Land,
Nor Hermus felf rolling on golden Sand,

Can with fair Italy the Prize conteft, ^
Lefs gay the glorious Kingdoms of the Eaft, [bleft. >
Nor ^raby, with all her Gums and Spice, is half fo ^
No Hydra's fhe, or monftrous Bulls do's bear,

Who with their flaming Noftrils blaft the Air j

Nor Dragons Teeth fown in the wond'ring Field

Do fhort-iiv'd Harvefts of arm'd Brethren yield :

But vital Fruits (he brings. Wine, Oyl, and Coin,
And faireft Cattle do her Meads adorn.

F4
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Her warlike Horfe is of the nobleft Race,

Who proudly prances o'er his native Place.

And where thy Magick ftreams, CUtKmnus, flow.

The flocks are whife as the freA falling Snow.

Heaven do's fo much thofe facred Vidims prize

^Twill give a Conqtteji for a Sacrifice.

As in the North 'tis Winter makes the Year, -j

The Spring and Autumn are the Seafons here, \

Cattel breed twice, and twice the reftiefs furrows C
bear. J

But Heav'n has banifli'd hence rough Beafts ofprey,

No hungry Lions on the Mountains ftray,

Nor mouftrous Snakes make infecure the fearful

Travelers way.

Nature did this ; but Induftry and Art

To the rich mafs did nobler forms impart.

Her Marble Rocks into fair Cities rife,

"Which with their pointed Turrets pierce the Skies."

Here pleafant Seats, by which clear ftreams do pafs,

Gaze on their Ihadows in the liquid Glafs :

There, big with ftory, ancient Walls do fhow

Their reverend heads ; beneath fam'd Rivers flow.

The Sea, which would furround the happy place,

Dos it on both lides with his Arms embrace :

And ftately Gallies which the ^drU ride.

Bring the World's Tribute with each gentle Tide.

The fpacious Lakes with level profpeft pleafe,

Or fwell, an imitation of the Seas.

What (hould I tell how Art cou'd undertake

To make a Haven in the Lticnnc Lake?

The rocky Mole which bridles in the Main,

Whilft angry Surges fpend their rage in vain.

As C*far^s Arms all Nations can fubdue.

So Cafar^s Works can conquer Nature too.

Her very Entrails veins of Silver hold.

And Mountains are all imder arch'd with Gold

;

But her chief Treaflires, without which the reft are

Are Men foi labour, Generals made to leigu. [vainj



Miscellany Poem s. i©;

She bred the Marjic.n who ne'er knew to yield,

And tough Lignrta/i, £t for either Field :

Triumphant Cottagers, whofe frugal hand

Held both the Spade and Truncheon of command:
Decit devoted for the Publick Good,
Compounding for whole Armies with their Blood :

Caynilltts Saviour of the finking State,

Who refcu'd %ome ev'n from the midft of Fate.

Mani who "^oman Eagles bore fo far,

And Scipio's, the two Thunder-bolts of War.
You laft, Great Cajar^ whofe green years did more
Than Generals old in Triiunphs could before.

You towards th' Eaft your glorious Courfe do run,

India forgets now to adore the Sun.

Hail I happy Soil, Learning and Empire's Scat,

Mother of Hero's, Samm^s foft Retreat.

To you I Grecian Arts in Triumph bring,

And your juft praife in lafting Numbers ling.

7he IX, OY^Eofthe

FOURTH BOOK of iJO i? ^C £.

By Mr. Scepney.

VErfes Immortal (as my Bays) I fing,

When fuited to my trembling firing

:

When by ftrange Art both Voice and Lyre agree

To make one pleafant Harmony.

All Poets are by their blind Captain led,

(For none e'er had the facrilegious pride

To tear the well-plac'd Laurel from his aged head,)

Yet Pindar's rolling Dithyrambique Tide,

Hath flill this praife, that none prefume to fiy

iike hiflj, but flag too low, or foai too high.
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Still do's Stefichorus his Tongue
Sing Tweeter than the Bird which on it hung.

^nacrton ne'er too old can grow.

Love from every Verfe do's flow :

Still Sapphs^s firings do feem to move,
lnftru£ting all her Sex to Love.

IL
Golpen Rings of flowing Hair,

More than HeUen did infnare;

Others a Prince's Grandeur did admire.

And wondring, melted to defire.

Not only skilful Ttucer knew

To direft Arrows from the bending Yeugh.

Troy more than once did fall,

Tho* hireling Gods rebuilt its nodding Wall.

"Was Sthenclus the only valiant He,

A Subjett fit for lafting Poetry ?

Was Hetlor that prodigious Man alone,

Who, to (kvc others Lives, expos'd his own?
Was only he fo brave to dare his Fate,

And be the pillar of a tott'ring State ?

No, others buried in Oblivion lye.

As filent as their Grave,

Becaufe no cnaritable Poet gave

Their well-deferved Immortality.

IIL
Virtue with Sloth, and Cowards with the Brave,

Are levell'd in the impartial Grave,

If they no Poet have.

But 1 will lay my Mulick by,

And bid the mournful firings in filence lyej

Unlefs my Songs begin and end with you.

To whom my Strings, to whom my Songs arc due.

No pride does with your riling honours grow.

Ifou meekly look on fuppliant Crowds below.

Should Fortune change your happy State,

You could admire, yet envy nor, the Great.

Your equal Hand holds an unbyafs'd Scale,"

Wheie no rich Vice*, guilded Baits, prevaiJ.
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You with a gen*rous honefty defpife,

What all the meaner World lb dearly prize.

Nor does your Virtue difappear,

With the fmall Circle of one fliorr-iivM Year.

Others, like Comets, vifit and away; -j

Your Luftre (great as theirs) finds no decay, >
But with the couftant Sun makes an eternal Day. ^

IV.

We barbaroufly call thofe bleft.

Who are of largeft Tenements poflelt,

Whilil fwelling Coffers break their Owner's reft.

More truly happy thofe I who can
Govern the little Empire, 2vlan :

Bridle their PalTions, and direfl. their Will

Through all the glitt'ring paths of charming ill.

Who fpend their Treafure freely, as 'twas giv'n

By the large bounty of indulgent Heav'jQ.

Who in a fixt unalterable ftate, ^
Smile at the doubtful Tide of rate* ^

And fcorn a-like her Friendlhip and her Hate. J
Who Poifon lefs than Falfnood fear,

Loth to purchafe Life fo dear

;

But kindly for their Friend embrace cold Death,

And feai their Countries Love with their departing

[breath.

HOR, Ode if. Lib, z. Imitated.

Jam pauca aratro jugera^

In fui feculi luxuriam.

By Mr. C h e T w o o d,

THEN this unweildy Factious Town
To fuch prodigious Bulk is grown.

It on whole Counties ftands, and now
Land will be wanting foi the flow,
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Thofe remnants too the Boors foifake.

Frith muft the Nation undertake.

As in a Plague the Fields fhall dcfart lye,

Whilft all men to the mighty Pejlhoufe fly.

II.

If any Tree is to be feen,

'Tis Myrtle, Bays, and EverGreen.
Lime-trees, and Plane, for pleafure made.

Which for their Fruit bear only Shade.

Such as do Female Men content.

With ufelefs (hew and barren fcent.

The Eritijh 0<j/^will (hortly be as rare,

As Orange-Trees here once, or Cedar were.

III.

Not by thefe Arts, my Mafters, fure

Your Fathers did thofe Lands procure.

They preferr'd Ufe to empty Shew,

Ko foftning French refinements knew.

Themfelves, their Houfe, their Table, plain,

Noble, and richly clad their Train.

Temperance did Health without Phyficians keep.

And Labour crown'd hard Beds with ealie deep,

IV.

To th' Publick rich, in private poor,

Th' Excheijuer held their greateft ftore.

They did adorn their Native Place

With Struftures, which their Heirs deface.

They in large Palaces did dwell,

Which we to Undertakers fell.

Stately Cathedrals they did found,

Whofe Ruins now deform the Ground.

Churches and Colleges endow'd with Lands,

Whofe pooi Remains fear Sacrilegious Hands,

•}«^«§f
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SECOND BOOKof/^Oi^^C£.

By Mr. Ox way.

IN Storms when Clouds the Moon do hide,

And no kind Stars the Pilot guide,

Shew me at Sea the boldeft there.

Who does not wiih for quiet here.

For quiet (Friend) the Souldier fights,

Bears weary Marches, fleeplefs Nights,

For this feeds hard, and lodges cold,

Which can't be bought with hills of Gold.

Since Wealth and Power too weak we find

To quell the Tumults of the Mind
;

Or from the Monarch's Roofs of State

Drive thence the Cares that round him waits

Happy the man with little bleft

Of what his Father left pofleft
;

No bafe defires corrupt his Head,

No fears difturb him in his Bed.

What then in life, which foon muft end.

Can all our vain dellgns intend ?

From fhoar to (hoar why ftould we run.

When none his tirefome felf can (hun ?

For baneful Care will ftill prevail,

And overtake us under fail ;

'Twill dodge the Great Man's Train behind,

Out-run the Roe, out-fly the Wind.
If then thy Soul rejoice to day.

Drive far to-morrows cares away.

In laughter let them all be drown' d,
No peifeft good is to b» found;
One Mortal feels Fate's fudden blow,

Another's lingring Death comes flow >
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And what of life they take from thee.

The Gods may give to punifh me.

Thy portion is a wealthy ftock,

A fertile Glebe, a fruitful Flock,

Horfes and Chariots for thy eafe.

Rich Robes to deck and make thee pleafe.

For me a little Cell 1 chufe,

Fit for my Mind, fit for my Mufe,

Which foft content does beft adorn.

Shunning the Knaves and Fools 1 fcorn.

TheFirfl: Epode o? HORACE,

By Mr* Chetwood.

THEN you, Macenas, with your Train,

Embarking on the Royal Fleet,

Expofe your felves to the rough Main,
And Cafar^s threatning danger meet.

Whilft in ignoble Eafe I am left behind.

And fliall 1 call you cruel, or too kind ?

U.
Paftimes and Wine, which Verfe infpire.

Are taftelefs all now you are gone j

Untun'd is both my Mind and Lyie,

And in full Courts I feem alone.

The relifh you to my enjoyments give.

And ///<?, deprived of you, cou'd hardly live,

III.

Then (liould I a yoimg Seaman grow,

And take a Cutlace in my hand ?

Yes, v/ith you, to the Pole I'd go.

Or tread fcorch'd ^fric's treacherous fand.

And I perhaps could fight, or fuch as I,

At leaft, inftead of betiei men could dk.
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IV.

You'll fay, what are my pains to you ?

I'm not for War, and Aft ion made :

Bid me my humble Care purfue,

Seek Winter Sun, and Summer fliade.

Whilft both your great Example, and Commands
Require more aftive, and experienc'd Hands, -

V.

If you fay this, you never knew
Friendfhip, the nobleft part of love

;

What for her Pawn can th' old One do ?

Or for her young the timorous Dove ?

They're more at eale, tho' helplefs, being near.

And abfence, even in fafety, caufes fear.

VI.

This Voyage, and a hundred more.
To gain your favour I wou'd take;

But don't what's faid on vtrtues fcore,

¥qx fervile flattery miftake.

No City Palace, or large Country Seat

1 feek, nor aim fo low as to be Great.

VII.

1 never lik'd thofe reftlefs minds.

Which by mean Arts, with mighty pain.

Climb to the K^gion of the Winds,

Then of Court Hurricanes complain.

Kind Heav'n affures me 1 Ihall ne'er be poor,

Aad Ci n be damn'd to encreafe his ftoie.
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EPILOGUE
Intended to have been fpoken by the Lady

Henr. Mar. Wentworth, when Califto

was A^ed at Court.

By Mr. Dryden.

AS Jupiter I made my Court in vain,

I'll now aflume my Native (hape again,

I'm weary to be fo unkindly us'd,

And would not be a God to be refus'd.

State grows uneafie when it hinders love,

A glorious Burden, which the wife remove.
Now as a Nymph 1 need not fue, nor try

The force of any lightning but the Eye.

Beauty and Youth more than a God command i

No Jove could e'er the force of thefe withftand.

'Tis here that Sovereign Power admits difpute,

Beauty fometimes is juftly abfolute.

Our fullen Cato^s^ whatfoe'er they fay,

Even while they frown and didate Laws, obey.

You, mighty Sir, our bonds more eafie make,
And gracefully what all rauft fuffer, take.

Above ihofe forms the Grave affed to wear j

For 'tis not to be wife to be fevere.

True wifdom may fome gallantry admit.

And foften bulinefs with the charms of wit.

Thefe peaceful Triumphs with your cares you
bought,

And from the midft of fighting Nations brought,

You only hear it thunder from afar.

And fit in Peace the Arbiter of War.
Peace, the loath'd Manna, which hot Brains defpifc;

You knew its worth, and made it early prize

:

And in its happy leifure fit and fee

The promifcs of moi« felicity^
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Two glorious Nymphs of your own God-like line,

Whofe Morning Rays like Noontide ftrike and (hine.

Whom you to fuppliant Monarchs (hall difpofe,

"To bind your Eiiends and to difarm your Foes.

Sarpedon's speech toGi^Avcvs^

in the nth Iliad 0/ Homer.

By Sir John Denham.

Thus to Glattcus fpake

Divine Sarpedon^ fince he did not find

Others as great in place, as great in Mind,

Above the reft, why is our Pomp, our Power ?

Our Flocks, our Herds, and our Poffeffions more ?

Why all the Tributes Land and Sea affords,

Heap'd in great Chargers, load our fumptuous

Boards J

Our chearful Guefts caroufe the fparkling tears

Of the rich Grape, whilft Mufick charms their eaiSiJ

"Why as we pafs do thofe on Xanthus Ihore,

As Gods behold us, and as Gods adore?

But that as well in danger, as degree

We ftand the fitft j that when our Lycians fee

Our brave examples, they admiring fay.

Behold our Gallant Leaders I Theft are They
Deferve the Greatnefs ; and un-envied ftand :

Since what they ad, tranfcends what they command.
Could the declining of this Fate (oh friend)

Our Date to Immortality extend ?

Or if Death fought not them, who feek not Death,

Would I advance ? Or Ihould my vainer breath

With fuch a Glorious Folly thee infpire r

But fince with Fortune Nature doth confpire.

Since Age, Difeafe, or fome lefs noble End,

Though not iefs ceitaiu, doth oui days attend j
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Since *tls decreed, and to this period lead

A thoufand ways, the nobleft path we'll tread j

And bravely on, till they, or we, or all,

A common Sacrifice to Honour fall.

An E L E G Y
V^on the Death of the Lord Hastings,

By Sir John Denham.

REader, preferve thy peace : thofe bufie eyes

Will weep at their own fad Difcoveries j

When every line they add, improves thy lofs

;

*Till, having view'd the whole, they fum a Croft,

Such as derides thy Paflions beft relief.

And fcorns the fuccours of thy eafie Grief.

Yet left thy ignorance betray thy name
Of Man, and Pious; read, and mourn: the fhamc

Of an exemption from juft fenfe, doth fhow

Irrational, beyond cxcellive Wo.
Since Reafon then can privilege a Tear,

Manhood uncenfur'd, pay that Tribute here

Upon this noble Urn. Here, here remains

Duft far more precious than in India's veins

:

Within thefe cold embraces ravifh'd lies

That which compkats the Ages Tyrannies ;

Who weak to fuch another 111 appear

:

Tor, what deftroys our Hope, fecures our Fear.

What Sin unexpiated in this Land

Of Groans, hath guided fo fevere a hand ?

The late great Vi6\im that your Altars knew.

You angry Gods, might have excus'd this new

Oblation ; and have fpar'donc lofty Light

Of Virtue, to inform out fteps aright :

By whofe Example good, condemned wc
Might have run on to kindei Deftiny,
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But AS the Leader of the Herd fell fiift,

A Sacrifice to quench the raging thirft

Of inflam'd Vengeance for paft Crimes: To none
But this white fatted Youngling could attone.

By this untimely Fate, that impious Smoke
That fullied Earth, and did Heavens pity choke^

Let it fuffice for us, that we have loft,

In him, more than the widow'd World can boaft

In any lump of her remaining Clay.

Fair as the gray-ey'd Morn He was : the Day,

Youthful, and climbing upwards ftill, imparts

No haftc like that of his increafing Parts

:

Like the Meridian-beam, his Virtues light

Was feen ; as full of comfort, and as bright.

Ah that that Noon had been asfixt as clear ! but Hc>
That only wanted Immortality

To make him perfeft, now fubmits to night j

In the black bofom of whofe fable Spight,

He leaves a cloud of Fle/h behind, and flies,

Refin'd all Ray and Glory, to the Skies.

Great Sai?it fhine there in an eternal Sphere, [near^

And tell thofe Powers to whom thou now draw'ffc

That, by our trembling Senfe, in Hastings dead.

Their Anger, and our ugly Faults, are read :

The ftioit lines of whofe Life did to our eyes

Their Love and Majefty epitomize.

Tell them whofe ftern Decrees impofe our Law?,
The feafted Grave may clofe her hollow Jaws.
Though Sin fearch Nature, to provide her here

A fecond Entertainment half fo dear.

She'll never meet a Plenty like this Herfe,

'Till Time piefent her with the Univeife,
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Upon the death of the

LORD HASTINGS.
Written by Mr. Dryden in the Tear 1649, when at

Weftminflcr School.

MUST noble Hajl'mgs Immaturely die»

(The Honour of his ancient Family?)

Beauty and Learning thus together meet,

To bring a Winding for a Wedding-Sheet ?

Muft Virtue prove Death^i Harbinger ? muft ShCt

AVith him expiring, feel Mortality ?

Is Death (Sin's wages) Grace's now ? ihall Art
Make us more Learned, only to depart ?

If Merit be Difeafe, if Virtue Death i

To be Good, not to be j who'd then bequeatli

Himfelf to Difcipline ? who'd not efteem

Labour a Crime, Study felf-murther deem ?

Our Noble Youth now have pretence to be

Dunces fecurely, Ign*rant healthfully.

Rare Linguift ! whofe worth fpeaks it felf, whofc
Tho' not his own, all Tongues beiides do raife : [praifc,

Than whom, great ^Alexander may feem lefs j

Who Conquer' d Men, but not their Languages.

In his Mouth Nations (peak 5 his Tongue might b^
Interpreter to Greece^ France, Italy,

His Native Soil was the four parts o*th* Earth j

All Europe was too narrow for his Birth.

A young Apoftle ; and (with rev'rence may
I fpeak it) inipir'd with gift of Tongues, as they»

Nature gave him, a Child, what Men in vain

Oft ftrive, by Art though further'd, to obtain.

His Body was an Orb, his fublime Soul

Did move on Virtue's, and on Learning's Pole 1
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Wliofe reg'Ur motions better to our view,

Than Archimedes Sphere, the Heavens did fliew.

Graces and Virtues, Languages and Arts,

Beauty and Learning, fiU'd up all the parts.

Heav'ns Gifts, which do, like falling Stars, appeal

Scatter'd in others j all, as in their Sphere,

Were fix'd and conglobat in's Soul ; and thence

Shone th'row his Body, with fweet influence j

Letting their Glories fo on each Limb fall.

The whole Frame render' d was Celeftial.

Come, learned Ptolemy, and trial make,
If thou this Hero's altitude canft take:

But that tranfcends thy skill ; thrice happy all,

Could we but prove thus Aftronomical.

Liv'd Tycho now, ftruck with this Ray, (which fhone

More bright i' th' Morn, than others Beam at Noon}
He'd take his A/iroUljey znd feek out here

What new Star *twas did gild our Hemilphere.
Replenifii'd then with fuch rare Gifts as thefe.

Where was room left for fuch a foul Difenfe?

The Nations fin hath drawn that Veil, which (hrouds

Our day-fpring in fo fad benighting Clouds.

Heaven would no longer truft its Pledge j but thus
Recaird it ; rapt its Ganymede from us.

Was there no milder way but the Small-Pox,
The very filth'nefs of Pandora* s Box?
So many Spots, like uaves, our Venus foil?

One Jewel fet off with fo many a foil?

Blifters with pride fwell'd, which through's flefii did
Like Rofe-buds, ftuck i' th' Lilly-skin about, [fprout

Each little Pimple had a Tear in it,

To wail the fault its riling did commit

:

Who, Rebel-like, with their own Lord at ftrife.

Thus made an Infurreftion 'gainft his Life.

Or were thefe Gems fent to adorn his Skin,

The Cab'net of a richer Soul within?

No Comet need foretel his change drew on,

Whofe Corps might fe^ra a C«nft€llati«n,
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O had he dy'd of old, how great a ftrife fLife ?

Had been, who from hisj death ftiould draw their

Who fliouid,by one rich draught, become what e'ei

Seneca, Cato, Numa, Cafar, were :

Learn'd, Virtuous, Pious, Great j and have by this

An Univerfal Metempfychofis.

Muft all thefe ag'd Sires in one Funeral

Expire ? All die in one fo young, fo fmall ?

Who, had he liv'd his life out, his great Fame
Had fwoln 'bove any Greeh^ or T{oman Name.
But hafty Winter, with one blaft, hath brought

The hopes of Autumn, Summer, Spring, to nought.

Thus fades the Oaki'th' fprig, i'th' blade the Corn j

Thus without Young, this Phcenix dies, new born.

Muft then old three-legg'd gray- beards with their

Catarrhs, Rheums, Aches,live three ages out 5 [Gout,

Times Offal, only fit for th' Hofpital,

Or to hang Antiquaries Rooms withal;

Muft Drunkards, Leachers, fpent with linning, live

With fuch helps as Broths, PolTets, Thyfick give ?

None live, but fuch as fhould die? Shall we meet

With none but Choftly Fathers in the Street?

Giief makes me rail j Sorrow will force its way ;

And Show'rs of Tears Tempeftuous Sighs beft lay.

The Tongue may fail ; but over-flowing Eyes

Will weep out lafting ftreams of Elegies.

But thou, O Virgrn-widovjt left alone,

Kow thy beloved, Heaven-ravilht Spoiife is gone,

(Whofe skilful Sire in vain ftrove to apply

Med'cines, when thy Balm was no Remedy)
With greater than riatonid^l^ovt, O wed
His Soul, tho' not his Body, to thy Bed :

Let that make thee a Mother j bring thou forth

Th' Ideals of his Virtue, K9,owledge, Worth j

Tranfcribe th' Original in new Copies ; give

Haftings o' th' better part : fo fhall he live

In's nobler half; and the great Giandlire be

X>f an Heioick Divine Piogeny

:
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An Iflue, which t' Eternity fliall laft.

Yet but th* Irr;adiations which he caft.

Ercft no Mattfolenms : for his beft

Monument is his Spoufe's Marble breaft.

Upon DESIRE.
WHAT art then, Oh thou new found pain ?

From what Infeftion doft thou fpring ?

Tell me, O tell me, thou Inchanting thing.

Thy Nature and thy Name.
Inform me by what fubtile Art,

What pow'rful Influence,

Yoii got fuch vaft Dominion in a part

Of my unheeded and unguarded Heart,

That Fame and Honour cannot drive you thence?

Oh mifchievous Ufurper of my Peace I

Oh foft Intruder of my folitude !

Charming difturber of my Eafe,

That haft my nobler Fate purfu'd 5

And all the Glories of my Life fubdu'd.

Thou haunt'ft my inconvenient hours,

The bufmefs of the Day, nor filence of the Night,
Thar fhou'd to Cares and Sleep invite,

Can bid defiance to thy conquering Fow'rs.

Where haft thou been this live-long Age,
That from my birth till now

Thou never didft one Thought ingagc,

Or charm my Soul with the uneade rage.

That made it all its humbler Fecbles know ?

Where wert't thou, O malicious Sprite,

When fhining Glory aid invite ?

When Int'reft call'd thSn thou wer't fliy,

Nor one kind Aid to m.y Afliftance brought j

Nor would'ft infpire one tender Thought,
When Priflccs at my Feet did lye.
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When thou could'ft mix Ambition with my Joy,

Then, peevifli Thantome, thou wer't nice and coy.

Not Beauty would invade thee then,

Nor aH the Arts of lavifh Men ;

Not all the pow'iful Rhet'rick ofthe Tongue,

No facred Wit cou'd charm thee on

;

Not the foft Play that Lovers make,
Nor Sighs could fan thee to a Fire ;

No pleading Tears or Vows could thee a^akc,

Nor charm the imform'd

—

Something—to Defire*

Oft I've conjur'd thee to appear.

By Youth, by Love, by all their Pow'rs,

Have fearch'd and fought thee every where.

In filent Groves, in lonely Bowers,

On flow'ry Beds, where Lovers wifhing lye,

In flieltring Woods, where fighing Maids

To their afllgning Shepherds hye,

And hide their Bluflies in the gloom of Shades.

Yet there, ev'n there though Youth aflail'd,

Where Beauty proftrate lay, and fortune woo*d.

My Heart (infenfible) to neither bow'dj

Thy lucky aid was wanting to prevail.

In Courts 1 fought thee then, thy proper Sphere^

But thou in Crouds wer't ftifled there j

Intereft did all the loving bus'nefs do.

Invites 4;he Youths, and wins the Virgins too |

Or if by chance fome Heart thy Empire own.

Ah, Pow'r ingratel the Slave muft be undone.

Tell me, thou nimble Pire, that doft dilate

Thy mighty force through every part.

What God or human Power did thee create

In my (till now) unfacil Heart ?

Art thou fome welcome Pla|ue fent from above,

In this deal Foiin> this kind Pifguife.^

Ox
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Or the falfe Off-fpring of miftaken Love,

£egot by fome foft Thought, that feeble ftrovc

With the bright-piercing Beauties of Lyfander's'Eyes,

Yes, yes, Tormenter, I have found thee now.

And found to whom thou doft thy being owe

;

'Tis thou the Bluihes doft impart,

'Tis thou that trembleft in my Heart.

"When the dear Shepherd does appear,

1 faint and die with pleafing pain

;

My words intruding iighings break,

When e'er 1 touch the charming Swain j

When e'er I gaze, when e'er I fpcak.

Thy confcious Fire is mingled with my Love.

As in the fanftify'd Abodes
Mifguided Worfliippers approve

The mixing Idols with their Gods.

In vain (alas) in vain 1 ftrive

With Errours, which my Soul do pleafe and vex j

For Superftition will furvive,

furer Religion to perplex.

Oh tell me, you Philofophers in Love,

That can thefe burning Fev'rifli Fits controul.

By what ftrange Arts you cure the Soul,

And the liery Calenture remove?

Tell me, ye Fair ones, you that give Defire,

How, 'tis you hide the kindling Fire.

O wou'd you but confefs the Truth,

It is not real Virtue makes you nice :

But when you do refift the prefling Youth,

*Twas want of dear Delire to thaw the Virgin-Ice,

And while youi young Adorers lye,

All languifliing and hopelefs at your Feet;

Railing new Trophies to your Chaftity,

Oh, tell me how you do remain difcreet?

And not the Pallion to the throng make known.
Which Cnpid in revenge has now coiifin'd to one.

Vol. L G
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How you fupprefs the rifing Sighs,

And the foft-yielding Soul that wiflies in your Eyes,

While to the admiring Crowd you nice are found.

Some Azxt^ feme fecret Youth, who gives the wound,
Jnfoims you all your Vertue's but a cheat.

And Hcjjour but a falfe Difguife,

Your Modefty a necelfary flight.

To gam the dull repute of being Wife.

Deceive the foolifh World, deceive it on.

And veil your Paflion in your Pride j

But now I've found your weaknefs by my own.

From nie the needful fraud you cannot hide ,

Por, tho' with Vertue 1 the World perplejr,

Lyfander finds the feeble of my Sex :

So Helen, tho' from Thefeus^s Arms file fled,

To charming Paris yields her Heart and Bed,

A PROLOGUE,
Written by Mr. Bryden.

IF yet there be a few that take delight ^
In that which reafonable Men fhould write } >

To them Alone we Dedicate this Night. •^

The Reft may fatisfie their curious Itch

With City Gazets or fome Faftious Speech,

Or what-e'er Libel for the Publick Good,

Stirs up the Shrove-tide Crew to Fire and Blood!

Remove your Benches you Apoftate Pit,

And take Above, twelve penny-worth of Wit;

Go back to your dear Dancing oi the Rope,

Or fee what's worfe, the Devil and the Pope !

The Plays that take on our Corrupted Stage,

Methinks refemble the diftrafted Age ;

Noife, Madnefs, all unreafonable Things,

Th;it ftiike at Senfc, as B.ebels do at Kings!
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The ftile of Forty One our Poets write,

And you are grown to judge like Forty Eight.

Such Cenfures our miftaking Audience makCj

That 'tis almoft grown Scandalous to Take I

They talk of Fevers that infe£t the Brains,

But Non-fenfe is the new Difeafe that reigns.

Weak Stomachs with a long Difeafe oppreft.

Cannot the Cordials of ftrong "Wit digeft.

Therefore thin Nourifliment of Farce ye chufe,

Decoftions of a Barley-water Mufe :

A Meal of Tragedy would make ye Sick,

Unlefs it were a very tender Chick.

Some Scenes in Sippets wou'd be worth our time,

Thofe would go down; fomeLove that's poach'diii

If thefe fliould fail [Rhimej
We muft lie down, and after all our coft.

Keep Holy- day, like Water-men in Froft,

While you turn Players on the World's great Stage,

And Aft your felves the Farce of your own Age.

An EPILOGUE,
By Mr. Dryden,

LAdieS) the Beardlefs Author of this Day,
Commends to you the Fortune of his Plajr,

A Woman Wit has often grac'd the Stage,

But he's the firft Boy-Poet of our Age.

Early as is the Year his Fancies blow,

Like young Narcijfns peeping through the Snow j

Thus Co-wley Bloflom'd foon, yet Flourifh'd long.

This is as forward, and may prove as ftrong.

youth with the Fair fhould always Favour find.

Or we are damnd DifTcmblers of our kind.

What's all this Love they put into our Parts ?

*Ti5 b»t the pit-a-pat of Two Young Hearts.

G z
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should Hag and Gray-Beard make fuch tender^
moan, C,

Faith you'd e'en truft 'em to themfelves alone, C
And cry let's go, here's nothing to be done. *^

Since Love's our Bufinefs, as 'tis your Delight,

The Young, who beft can praftife, beft can Write.

\^ hat though he be not come to his full Pow'r,

He's mending and improving every hour.

You fly She-Jockies of the Box and Pit,

Are pleas'd to find a hot unbroken Wit,

By management he may in time be made,
But there's no hopes of an old batter'd Jade 5

Faint and unnerv'd he runs into a Sweat,

And always fails you at the Second Heat.

Spoken upon his Royal Highnefs the Duke
of York'/ coming to the Theatre, Friday^

April 21. 1682*

Written by Mr. Otroay,

WHen too much Plenty, Luxury, and Eafe,

Had furfeited this ifle :o aDifeafej

When noifome Elains did its beft parts o'erfpread,

And on the reft their dire Infection (hed ;

Our Great Phy/icia?j, who the Nature knew ^
Of the Diftemper, and from whence it grew, >
Fix't for Three Kingdoms quiet (Sir) on you : -^

He caft his fearching Eyes o'er all the Frame,

And finding whence l^efore one ficknefs came,

How once before our Mifchlsfs fofter'd were.

Knew well your Virtue, and apply'd you there :

Where fo your Goodnefi., fo your Juftice fway'd,

You but appear'd, .ind the ivi/d Plague was ftay'd.

When, from the fhhy Dunghil-faftion bred, o
New form'd Rcbeliiou durlt rear up its head, P
Anfwer me ail : who ftruck the Monfter dead? -^
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See, fee, the injur'd Prince, and blefs his Name,
Think on the Martyr from whofe Loins he came :

Think on the Blood was ihed for you before,

And Curfe the Parricides that thirft for more.

His foes are yours, then of their Wiles beware:

Lay, lay him in your Hearts, and guard him there 3

Where let his wrongs your Zeal for him improve

,

He wears a Sword will juftifie your Love.

"With Blood ftill ready for your good t* expend.

And has a heart that ne''er forgot his friend.

His duteous Loyalty before you lay,

And learn of him, unmnrrn'ring to obey.

Think what he' as born, yottir Quiet to reftore;

Repent your madnefs, and rebel no more.

No more let Bont'fe^'s hope to lead Petitions,

Scriveners be Treas'xers 3 Pedlars, Politicians ;

Nor ev^iy fool, whofe Wife hzs tript at Court,

Pluck up a fpirit, and turn T^clel for't.

In Lands where Cuckolds multiply like ours.

What Prince can be too Jealous of their powers.

Or can too often think himfelf alarm'd?

They're male-contents that ev'ry where go arm'd :

And when the horned Herd^s together got,

Nothing portends a Commonwealth like that.

Caft, caft your Idols off, your Gods of wood.
E'er yet PhiUjims fatten with your blood :

Renounce your Priefts o£ Baal with ^men faces,

Jom Wapping Feafts, and yout Mile-End High-places,

Nail all your Medals on the Gallows Foft,

In recompence th' Original was loft :

At thefe, illuftrious Repentance pay.

In his kind hands your humble Off'rings lay ;

Let Royal Pardon be by him implor'd,

Th' ^itoning Brother of your ^nger'^d Lord :

He only brings a Medicine fit to aftwage

A peoples folly, and rowz'd Monarch's rage.

An I'ifant Prince yet lab'ring in the womb,
Patcd with wond'rous happinefs to come,
He goes to fetch the mighty blefling heme:
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Send all your Wifhes with him, let the Air -
With gentle breezes waft it fafely here, \
The Seas, like -whAt they'll carry, ca!m and fair :^
Let the IUhJIyious Mother toudi our Land
Mildly, as hereafter may her Son Connpand j

While our glad Monarch welcomes her to flioar,

With kind afTurance ; flie ftall part no more.

Be the MajeJIic\Bave then fmiling born,
J^nd all good figns of Fate his Birth adorn,
So live and gvov/, a conflant pledge to ftand

Of C j£ s A r's Love to an tbeditut Land,

Spoken to Her

ROYAL HIGHNESS,
On Her Return from Scotland^

In the Year i(S8z.

Written by Mr. O tw a Y.

ALL you, who this Day's Jubilee attend.

And every Loyal Mufes Loyal Friend j

That come to treat your longing wifhes here,

Turn your defiring Eyes, and feaft 'em there.

Thus falling on your Knees with me implore,

May this poor Land ne'er lofe that Prefenccmorc ;

But if there any in this Circle be,

That come fo cuift to envy what they fee ;

Trom the vain Fool that would be great too foon,

Lo the dull Knave that writ the laft Lampoon !

Let fuch, as Viftims to that Beauty's Fame,
Hajig their vile blafled Heads, and Dye with lhame»

Our mighty Blefling is at laft return'd,

The joy attiiv'd for whicli fo long we mowrn'd i
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From whom our prcfent Peace we expcft increased.

And all our future Generations bleft :

Time have a Care: brinj fafe the hour of Joy,

When fome bleft Tongue proclaims a Royal Boy

And when 'tis born, let Nature's hand be ftrong
;

Blefs him with days of fl.ength a.-.d make 'em long

Till charg'd with honours wc Leiaold him ftand, ^
Three Kingdoms Banners waiting his Command, >
His Father's Conquering Sword within hisHaai :

^

Then th' F.nj^l-Jh Lions in the Air advance.

And with them roaring Mufick to the Dar.cc,

Carry a ^^W iVarranto into tra^iee.

To the DUKE on his Return,

In the Year 16K2.

Wrhten by Mr. Na^ Lee.

COmc then at lail, while anxious Nations weep.

Three Kingdoms ftak'd ! too precious for tlie

Too precious fuxe^for when the Trump offame [deep.

Did with a direful found your Wrack proclaim.

Your danger and your doubtful fal'cty fliowii.

It dampt the Genius, and it Ihook the Throne.
Your Helm may now the Sea born Goddeii, take.

And foft Favcjiiiis fafe your paiTagc make.
Strong, and aufpicious, be the Scars that reign.

The day you launch, and Nereus fweep the Main.
Neptune aloft, fcour all the Storm^s before.

And following Tritons wind you to the Shore j

While on the Beach, like Billows of the Land,
In bending Crowds the Loyal Engl'jb ftand .

Come then, tho' late, your right receive at laft;

Which Heav'n preferv'd, in fpite of Fortune's blaft.

Accept thofe hearts, that Offer on the Strand j

The better half of this divided Laud.

G4
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Venting their honeft Souls in tears of Joy,
They rave, and beg you would their lives employ,

Shouting yourfacred name, they drive the air.

And fill your Canvas Wings with gales of prayer.

Come then, 1 hear three Nations fliout agen,

And, next our Charles^ in every bofom reign

;

Heaven's darling Charge, the care of regal Stars,

Pledge of our Peace, and Triumph of our Wars.

Heaven eccho's Come, but come not Sir alone,

Bring the bright pregnant Blefling of the Throne.

And if in Poets Charms be force or skill,

"We charge you, O ye Waves and Winds be ftill,

Soft as a failing Goddefs bring her home, -\

"With the expefted Prince that loads her Womb, >

Joy of this Age, and Heir of that to come. ^
Next her the Virgin Princefs fhines from far,

Aurora, that, and this the Morning Star.

Hail then, all hail, They land in Charles's Arms,
While his large Breaft the Nation's Angel warms.

Tears from his Cheeks with manly mildnefs roul.

Then dearly grafps the treafure of his Soul

:

Hangs on his Neck, and feeds upon his form,

Calls him his Calm, after a tedious Storm.

O Brother ! He could fay no more, and then

With heaving Pafllon clafp'd him clofc again.

How oft, he cry'd, have 1 thy abfence mourn'd ?

But 'tis enough Thou art at laft return'd :

Said I return'd I O never more to part.

Nor draw the vital warmth from Charles his heart.

Once more, O Heav'n, I Ihail his Virtue prove.

His Counfel, Conduft, and unfhaken Love.

My People too at laft their Error fee.

And make their Sovereign bleft in loving Thee.

Not but there is a ftiff-neck'd harden'd Crew

That give not C^far, no nor God his due.

Reprobate Traytors, Tyrants of their Own,
Yet Grudge to fee their Monarch in his Throne,

Their ftubborn Souls with brafs Rebellion barr'd,

Dciert the Laws, and Crimes with Treafon guard.
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Whom I but there he ftop'd, and cry'd, *tispaft,

rity's no more, this warning be their laft ;

Then fighing faid, My Soul's dear puichas'd reft.

Welcome, Oh welcome, to my longing Breaft :

Why ftiould 1 wafte a tear while thou art by ?

To all extreams of Friendfliip let us fly,

Difdain the faftious Crowd that would rebel, y
And mourn the Men that durft in death excel, 5"

Their Fates were Glorious fince for thee they fell.
'

And as a Prince has right his Arms to wield.

When ftubborn Rebels force him to the Field ;

So for the Loyal, who their Lives lay down,
He dares to Hazard both his Life and Crown.

A Prologue to the Ki ng and Queen,

IJpon the Union of the two CompameSj

in the Tear 16S9.

Written by Mr. Dry den.

Since Faftion ebbs, and Rogues grow out ofFafliion,

Their penny-Scribes take care t'inform the Na-
How well men thrive in this or that Plantation, [tion.

How Penfilvania's Air agrees with Quakers,

And Carslina's with Aflbciators :

Both e'en too good for. Madmen and for Traitors.

Truth is, cur Land wirh Saints is fo run o'er.

And every Age produces fuch a ftore,

That now there's need of two Nevj-Englands more.

What's this, you'll fay, to Us and our Vocation 3

Only thus much, that we have left our Station,

And made this Theatre our new Plantiitiou.

G 5
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The Faftious Natives never cou'd agree ;

But aiming, as they call'd it, to be Free,

Thofe Play-houfe Whiggs fet up for Property.

Some Hiy they no Obedience paid of late

;

But would new Fears and Jealoufies create j

*TiIl topfy-turvy they had turn'd the State,

Plain Senfe, without the Talent of Foretelling,

Might guefs 'twould end in down-right knocks and
q<uelling :

For feldom comes there better of Rebelling.

When Men will, needlefly, tli^ir Freedom barter

For lawlefsPow'r, fometimes they catch a Tartar:

(There's a damn'd word that rhimes to this call'd

Charter.)

But, ilnce the Viftory with Us remains.

You {hall be call'd to Twelve in all our Gains :

(If you'll fiot think us fawcy for our pains.)

Old Men fhall have good old Plays to delight *em:
And you, fair Ladies and Gall'aiits that flight 'em.

We'll treat with good rvcw Plays j if our new Wit«

can write 'em.

We'll take no blundring Veife, no fuftian Tumour,
No dribling Love, from this or that Prefumer :

No dull fat Fool Ihamm'd on the Stage for humour.

For, faith, fome of 'cm fuch vile fluff have made.

As «one but Fools or Fairies ever Play'd i

But 'twas, as Shop-men fay, to force a Trade.

We've giv'n you Tragedies, all fenfe defying 5

And llnging men, in woeful Metre dyings

This 'tis when heavy Lubbers will be flyiiig>
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All thefe difafters we well hope to weather i

We bring you none of our old Lumber hither:

Whigg Poets and Whigg Sheriffs may hang together.

An EPILOGUE
0» the fame Occafion,

Written by Mr. D r Y d e n.

NE W Minifters, when firft they get in place,

Muft have a care to Pleafe 3 and that's oui Cafe

;

Some Laws for publick Welfare we defign,

If you, the Power fupream, will pleafe to join

:

There are a fort of Pratlers in the Pit,

Who either have, or who pretend to Wit

:

Thefe noiiie Sirs fo loud their 'Sxns rehearfe.

That oft the Play is lilenc'd by the Farce;

Let fuch be dumb, this penalty to Hmn,
Each to be thought my Lady's eldeft Son.

But ftay : methinks fome Vizard Mask I fee,

Cafl: out her Lure from the mid Gallery

:

About her all the fluttering Sparks are rang'd ;

The noife continues though the Scene is chang'd;
Now growling, fputtring, wauling, fuch a clutter,

*Tis juft like Pufs defendant in a Gutter

:

Fine Love no doubt, but e'er two days are o'ei ye,

The Surgeon will be told a woful ftory.

Let Vizard Mask her naked Face expofe.

On pain of being thought to want a Nofe :

Then for yom- Laqueys, and your .Train beiide*

(By what e'er Name or Title dignify 'd)

They roar fo loud, you'd think behind the Stairs

Tom Dovcy and ail the Brotheihood of Beai ;

They're grown a Nufaace, beyond all Difafters,

We've aoue fo great biu their unpaying Mailsts,
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We beg you, Sirs, to beg your Men, that they

Wou'd pleale to give you leave to hear the Play.

Next, in the Play-houfe Ipare your precious Lives

;

Think, like good Cbri/ians, on your Beams and Wives

:

Think on your Souls ; but by your lugging forth,

It feems you know how little they are worth :

If none of thefe will move the warlike Mind,
Think on the helplefs Whore you leave behind I

We beg you laft, our Scene-Room to forbear.

And leave our Goods and Chattels to our Care:

Alas, our Women are but wafhy Toys,

And wholly taken up in Stage Employs:
Poor willing Tits they are : but yet I doubt

This double Duty foon will wear 'em out.

Then you are watch'd beiides, with jealous Carci
What if my Lady's Page fhou'd find you there?

My Lady knows t' a tittle what there's in ye 5

No pafilng your gilt Shilling for a Guiney.

Thus, Gentlemen, we have fumm'd up in (hort,

Our Grievances, from Country, Town and Court :

Which humbly we fubmit to your good pleafure j

But firft Vote Money, then redrefs at leafure.

An EPILOGUE
To CONSTANTINE the Great.

Written by Mr. Dryden.

OU R Hero's happy in the Play's Conclufion,

The holy Rogue at laft has met Confulion:

Tho' ^rius all along appear'd a Saint,

The lafl Aft Ihew'd him a true Proteftant.

Eitfcl'iHs (for you know I read Greeks Authors,)

Reports, that after all thefe Plots and Slaughters,

The Court of ro«/<t«f;>?f was full of Glory,

And every Trimmer tmn'd Addrefljng Tory ;
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They follow'd him in Hesds as they were mad:
When CLt»fe was King, then all the World was glad*

Whigs kept the Places they poficft before,

And moft were in a way of getting morei

Which was as much as faying, Gentlemen,

Here's Power and Money to be Rogues again.

Indeed there were a fort of peaking Tools,

Some call them nvDdeft, but I call them Fools,

Men much more Loyal, tho' not half fo loud j

But thefe poor Devils were caft behind the Croud.

For bold Knaves thrive without one grain ofSenfe,

But good Men ftarve for want of Impudence.

Befides all thefe, there were a fort ofWights,

(I think my Author calls them Teckelites 5)

Such hearty Rogues againft the King and Laws,

They favour'd even a Foreign Rebel's Caufe.

When their own damn'd Delign was quafh'd and aw'd.

At leaft they gave it their good word abroad.

As many a Man, who, for a quiet Life,

Breeds out his Baftard, not to noife iiis Wife;
Thus o'er their Darling Plot thefe Tnmmen cry; y
And tho' they cannot keep it in their Eye, >
They bind it Prentice to Count Teckely. J
They believe not the laft Plot, may I be curfl:

If I believe they e'er believ'd the firft ;

No wonder their own Plot, no Plot they think;

The Man that makes it, never fmells tli£ ftink.

And, now it comes into my head, I'll tell

Why thefe damn'd Trimmers lov'd the Turks fo well.

The Original Trimmer, tho' a Friend tajoo man.
Yet in his Heart ador'd a pretty Woman ;

He knew that Mahomet laid up for ever.

Kind black-eyed Rogues, for every true Believer:

And, which was more than mortal Man e're rafted.

One Pleafure that for threeicore Twelve-months

To turn for this, may furely be forgiven: [lafted ;

Who'd not be circumcis'd for fuch a Heaven I
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A PROLOGUE.
Spoken hy Mr. Betterton.

Written by Mr. Dryden.

HOW comes it, Gentlemen, that now-a-days,

WJaen all of you fo fluewdly judge of Plays,

Our Toets tax you ftill with want of Senfe?

AH Prologues treat you at your own Expence.

Sharp Citizens a wifer way can go j

They make you Fools, but never call you (o.

They, in good Manners, feldom make a flip,

But treat a common Whore with Ladylhip :

gut here each faucy Wit at Random writes.

And uTes Ladies as he ufes Knights.

Our Author, Youag, and Grateful in his Nature,

Vows, that from him no Nymph deferves a Satyr,

Nor will he ever Draw 1 mean his Rhime,
Againft the fweet Partaker of his Crime.

Nor is he yet fo bold an Undertaker

To call MEN Fools, 'tis Railing at their MAKER,
Eefides, he fears to fplit upon that Shelf 5

He's young enough to be a FOP himfelf.

And, if his Praife can bring you all A-bed,

He fwears fuch hopeful Youth no Nation everbred.

Your Nurfes,we prefume, in fuch a Cafe, -j

Your Father chofe, becaife he lik'd the Face 3 >
And, often, they fupply'd your Mother's Place. -^

The Dry Nurfe was your Mother's ancient Maid,
"Who knew fome former Slip Ihe ne!er betray' d.

Betwixt 'em both, for Milk and Sugar-Candy,

Your fucking Botdes were well ftor'djwith Brandy.

Your F,ather to initiate your Difcourfe, y
Meant to have taught you firft tofwearand cmfcj ^
Jm was prevented bv each careful Nuifc, ^
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For, leavrng Diid and Mam, as Names too common.
That taught you certain parts of Man and Woman,
1 pafs your Schools, for there when firft you came,
You wou'd be fure to learn the Latin Name,
In Colleges you fcorn'd the Art of thinking,

But learn'd all Moods and Figures ofgood Drinking :

Thence come to Town, you pradife Play, to know
The vertues of the high Dice, and the low.

Each thinks himfelf a SHARPER moft profound;
He cheats by Pence ; is cheated by the Pound

:

With thefe Perfeftions, and what elfe he Gleans
The S PA R K fets up for Love behind our Scenes

:

Hot in purfuit of PrinceHes and Qiieens,

There, if they know their Man, with cunning Car-
Twenty to one but it concludes in Marriage, [riage.

He hires fome homely Room, Love's Fruits to gather>

And Garret-high Rebels againft his Father.

But he once dead

Brings her in Triumph, with her Portion down,
A Twillet, Drefllng-Box, and Half a Crown.
Some Marry firft, and then they fall to Scowring,

Which is, Refining Marriage into Whoring.
Our Women batten welt on their good Nature,

All they can rap and rend for the dear Creature.

But while abroad Co liberal the DOLT is.

Poor SPOUSE at Home as Ragged as a Colt is,

Laft, fome there are, who take their firfl: Degrees
Of Lewdneft, in our middle Galleries:

The Doughty BULLIES enter Bloody Drunk,
Invade and grubble one another's PUNK:
They Caterwaul, and make a difmal Rout,

Call SONS ofWHORES,andftrike, but ne'er lug out:

Thus while for Panltry Pwik^thcy roar and flicklej

They make it Bawdier than a CONY£NTlCL£.



136 Tl^e First Part of

An E P I L O G U E.

By Mr, Dryden.

You faw out Wife was Ch aft, yet throughly tryM,
And, without doubt, y'are hugely edify'd;

For, like our Hero, whom we (hevv'd to day.

You think no Woman true, but in a Play^

Love once did make a pretty kind of Show, y
Efteem and Kindnefs in one Breaft would grow, ^
But 'twas Heav'n knows how many years ago. J
Now fome fmall Chatt, and Guinea Expe6tation,

Gets all the pretty Creatures in the Nation;
in Comedy, your Little Selves you meet j

'Tis Covent-Garden, drawn in Bridges-Jheet.

Smile on our Author then, if he has fliown

A jolly Nut-brown Ballard of your own.

Ah ! Happy you, with Eafe and with Delight,

Who aft thofe Follies, Poets toil to write !

The fweating Mufe does almoft leave the Chace,
She puffs, and hardly keeps your Protean Vices pace.

Pinch you but in one Vice, away you fly

To fome new Frisk of Contrariety.

You rowl like Snow-Balls, gathering as you run.

And get feveu Dev'ls, when difpoflefs'd of one.

Your Venus once was a P/i«fo?;/c/<^Queen,

Nothing of Love belide the Face was feenj

But every Inch of her you now Uncafe,

And clap a Vizard-Mask upon the Face,

"for Sins like thefe, the Zealous of the Land,
With little Hair, and little or no Band,

Declare how circulating Peftilences

Watch every Twenty Years, to fnap Offences.

SatyA-f!, even now, takes Doftoral Degrees,

He'll do your work this Summer, without Fees.

Let all the Boxes, Phabus, find thy Grace,

And, ah, preferve thy Eighteen-penny Place I
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But for the Pit Confounders, let 'em go,

And find as little Mercy as they Hiow

:

The Aftors thus, and thus thy Poets Pray

;

For every Critick fav'd, thou damn'ft a Play.

Upon the Nuptials of the Prince of

Denmark^ and the Lady Anne,

Py Mr. Duke.

AS through the flood to our expefting ihore,

The Royal Fleet the Pride of Denmark^ bore j

No-ens commanded fllence through the Deep,

And laid the Rage of warring Winds afleep,

Wliilft thus he fung and fmooth'd the Ocean's brow.

Go on in Triumph, happy Hero, go,

Propitious Heaven that on thy Valour fmiles.

Prepares a full Reward for all thy toils,

Thy Noble toils of War, that rife above
All Recompence but thy bright Anna's Love:
The faireft Nym.ph of all the Bnnfb Race,
Shall crown thy Courage, and thy TUiumphs grace j
For her thy Heart, not cuftom'd to obey.

Shall lofe its iiercenefs and Juft Homage pay j

Where e'er fhe looks ihe makes a Heart a Prize,

And ready Viftory attends her Eyes.

To her bright Form do's filver Thetis yield,

And thou art Great as Pelens in the field:

Nor were their happy Nuptials grac'd more high.
When Gods defcending left the cmpty'd Sky,

Than Ihall be thine, when mighty Charles and James
Shall blefs your Love, and (hall unite your Flames:
CH^\LES that o'er all the watry Globe doth Reign,
And lays his Laws o'er the obedient Main

:

And James, that in his Brother's Right hath dy'd
So oft with Hoftile Blood the fwelling Tidej
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'Tis for their Sakes my Waves thus gently flow.

And 1 thus ling and blefs you, as you go

:

"ris the laft time that 1 to you fhall fing,

Oi my glad Waves to your attendance bring;

For when thofe wondrous Beauties you fliall fee.

That Charles, and James, and Heaven defign for thee.

Love fiiall confine thee to that happy Shore,

Nor ever let thee part from that bleft IJland more.

On the De AT h of

KING CHARLES II.

"By Mr. William Bowles.

AH! where, protefting Providence ! Ah! where

Thofe guardian^w^^/.', and that watchful care,^
That thro' arm'd Troops the Royal Charge un-C

V touch'd did bear I
"^

From Civil Fury and Inteftine Rage,
Which exercis'd his Youth, and vexM his Age,
So often guarded j by a fierce Difeafe

He falls furpriz'd in the fallacious Calm of Peace.

Ah! mighty Prince I thy Mercy, Virtue fuch,

That Heav'n fure thought our Happinefs too much j

Inherent Goodnefs in thy Soul did ftiine,

Thou bright Refemblance of the Pow'r Divine 5

For fure the Great Original is beft

Ey Mercy, join'd with mighty Po-uuer, expreft.

In thy bleft Reign how juftly mixt appear

The Father's Kindnefs, and the Prince's Care !

Nor War, nor Exile, nor a Father's Blood,

Nor Juft Revenge for injur'd Virtue, cou'd

The native fweetncfs of his mind controu].

Or change the Godlike Temper of his Soul.

Contending Rebels feem'd in vain to ftrive.

They could not more oflend, than he forgive 5
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A nobler Triumph, and more glorious far,

Than all the Trophies of deftruftive War:
For mercy docs a bloodlefs conquell find,

And with fweet force the rudeft Paflions bind.

The gaping wounds of civil rage he mourn'd.

And fav'd his Country firft, and then adorn'd.

Our dreadful Navy does in Triumph ride.

And the World's riches flow with ev'ry tidej

And, as thofe flying Tow'rs the Sea command,
His Caftles grace at once, and guard, the Land.

To his Protection improv'd Arts we ov.e,

And folid knowledge does from Trial grow ;

(All fubjcft Nature ours) new Worlds are found.

And Sciences difdain their ancient bound.

tAu^Kjlus fo, the fliorms of War o'er-blown,

ty£gypt fubdu'd, and all the World his own.

His fofter hours in Arts of Peace employ'd.

And '?.eme adorn'd, by Civil Fire deftroy'd.

Nor was he made only to blefs our lile,

But bom for Peace, did Europe reconcile j

Contending Princes heard from him their Fate :

And the World's motion on his Will did wait.

The threatning Cloud we faw at lafl: withdrawn.

And a new Morn of Triumphs feera'd to dawn,

Th' Aufpicious Profped did bright years forelliow.

And Golden Times in long fuccellion feem'd to flow I

Once more he did our Civil jars compofe,
And gain'd new glories from his Pardon'd Foesj
No private pafHon to revenge could draw.

But Jufl:ice govern'd, and impartial Law.
So juft, yet fo indulgently fevere,

Like Heav'n, he pity'd thofe he cou'd not fpare.

And, forc'd to draw the neceflary fword.

The fad etfetis of their own crimes abhort'd.

Now jufl: Succefs the Royal Conduft Crown'd, ^
And ftubborn Faftions their greatSovereign own'd, >
But ah I black fhades his facred Head furround. ^
Nor doft thou fall unwept : Three Kingdoms groau^

And in their Ruler's Fate bewail their own.



140 The First Part ©/

Juftice and equal Government are things

That Subjefts make more happy than their Kings.

Thy Fame, beft Prince, if Poets can divine.

Shall the Great Trotiblers of the World outfl\ine :

Succefsful Robberies their Titles fwell,

But thine from Juftice rife, and doing well.

Thy deathlefs Cares beyond fliort life extend,

And nobly to fucceeding Times defcend,

And, that falfe Claims, and riling Wars might ceafe,

-Seemed Si^xceffion, and fecur'd our Peace,

Thy lateft Toil I How Barb'rous was the Rage,
That of fuch Heroes would deprive our Age!
What Wonders may we from that Prince expeft,

Whofe private Valour could our Ifle proteft I

Whom fuch amazing Virtues recommend.
The kindeft £ror/;^r, and the braveft frmj^

!

A PROLOGUE
By Sir Charles Scdiey.

ENVY and Fadion rule the grumbling Age,

The State they cannot, but they (hake the Stage

:

This barren Trade fome would engrofs, ftill hoping

From our poor Port to banifh interloping

;

And like the plodding Lawyers take great care

To elbow blooming Merit from the Bar.

In ev'ry Age there were a fort of Men,

As you do know, damn'd all was written then j

Thoufands before 'em lefs provoke their pride.

Than one poor Rival ftreining by their fide.

Such Vermin Criticks we expeft to find, -p

For Nature knows not how to lofe a kind,
^

The ftinking Pole-Cat, or the Mole that's blind. •*

But againft old, as well as new to rage,

Is the peculiar frenzy of th's Age.
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Shake/pear muft down, and you muft praifc no more
Soft Defmodena, nor the jealous Moor.

Shakefpear, whofe fruitful Genius, happy Wit,

Was fram'd and finilh'd at a lucky hit

;

The pride of Nature, and the flume of Schools,

Born to create, and not to learn from Rules,

Muft pleafe no more ; his Baftards now deride

Their Father's nakednefs they ought to hide.

But when on Spurs their Pegnfus they force,

Their jad^d Mufe is diftanc'd in the Courle,

All that is now hath been before, 'tis true;

But yet the Art, the Fafhion, may be new :

Tho' old Materials the krge Palace raife,

The skilful Architeft defetves his praife.

If nothing pleafe, you are not nice but fick,

'Tis want ofttomach ever to diflike:

On our paft Poets petty Juries fit, •%

The living link beneath your prefent fpite, S»

As if this were the Dooms-day of all Wit. -^

But, Beaux, and Ladies, be you not too nice, y
You'll break our Lotr'ry if none draw a Prize, ^
Then down go half th' Artillery of your Eyes. ^
For this one Night do as kind Lovers ufe.

Tie «p ftrid judgment, and let fancy loofe.

A S O N G
To a Lady, who difcovered a new Star

in CaJJiopeia.

The Words and Tme by Mr. C, Dryden.

I.

AS KAriana, Young and Fair,

By Night the Starry Qiiire did tell,

She found in Cajjiopeta's Chair

One beauteous I'sht the reft excel:
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This happy Star unfeen before,

Perhaps was kindled from her Eyes,

And made for mortals to adore

A new-born Glory in the Skies.

II.

Or if within the Sphere it grew.

Before flie gaz'd the Lamp was dim ;

But from her Eyes the Sparkles flew

That gave new Luftrc to the Gem.
Bright Omen ! what doft thou portend,

Thou threatning Beauty of the Sky ?

What great, what happy Monarch's end !

lor fure by thee 'tis fweet to dye.

III.

Whether to thy fore-boding Fire

We owe the Crefcent in decay ?

Or muft the mighty Gaul Expire

A Viftim to thy fatal Ray ?

Such a prefage will late be fhowa
Before the World in aflies lies j

But if lefs ruin will attone.

Let Strephoii's only fate fuffice.

A S O N G
By tke E. <f M.

I.

SINCE from my Dear ^J}raa*s fight,

I was fo rudely torn,

My Soul has never known delight,

Unlefs it was to mourn.
II.

But oh, alas ! with weeping Eyes
And bleeding Heart I lie

;

Thinking on her whofc abfence 'tis,

That make^i me wilh to die.
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SONG.
'By Mr. Prior.

WHILST I am fcorch'd with hot defire.

In vain cold Friendfliip you letmn

;

Your drops of Pity on my I're,

Alas I but make it fiercer burn.

Ah ! would you have the flame fuppreft

That kills the heart it heats too faft 5

Take half my Paflion to your Breaft,

The reft in mine fliall ever laft.

ENIGMA.
By Mr. Prior.

BY Birth I'm 'A Slave, yet can give you a Oown,
I difpofe of all Honours, my felf having none,

I'm oblig'd by juft Maxims to govern my Life,

Yet I hang my own Mafter, and lie with his Wife,

When men are a gaming, I cunningly fneak.

And their Cudgels and Shove's away from them take.

Fair Maidens and Ladies I by the hand §et.

And pick offtheir Diamonds though ne'er fo well fet.

But when I have Comrades, we rob in whole bands.

Then we prefently take o£F your Lands from your
hands.

But this fury once over, I've fuch winning arts,

That you love me much more than you do your

own Heaits.
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V E R s E s. on the Snuff of a Candle 5

made in Sicknefs.

By Mrs. W h a r t o n.

SEE there the Taper's dim and doleful Light,

In gloomy Waves lilently rouls about,

And reprefeats to my dim weary fight.

My Light of Life almoft as near burnt out.

Ah Health ! Beft part and fubftance of our Joy,

(For without thee 'tis nothing but a fhade)

Why doft thou partially thy felf employ,

Whilli thy proud Foes as partially invade J

What we, who Jie'er enjoy, fo fondly feek,

Thofe who poffefs thee ftill, almoft defpife j

To gain immortal glory, raife the weak.

Taught by their former want thy worth to prize.

Dear melancholy Mufe, my conftant guide.

Charm this coy Health back to my fainting Hearty

Or I'll accufe thee of vain-glorious pride.

And fvvear thou doft but feign the moving Art.

But why do I upbraid thee, gentle Mufe ;

Who for all forrows mak'ft me fome amends ?

Alas ! Our llckly minds fometimes abufe

Our bcft Phyficians, and our deareft Fr-iends.

L'Al-
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L' A L L E G R O.

"B-j Mr, Milton.

HENCE loathed Melancholy,

0( CerberHs, and blackeft midnight born,

In Stygian Cave forlorn [holy,

'Mongft horrid Ihapes, and fhrciks, and fights un-

Pind out fome uncouth cell,

"Where brooding darknefs fpreads his jealous wings,

And the night-Kaven fings J

There under Ebon flrades, and low-brow'd Rocks,

As ragged as thy Locks,

In dark Cimmerian defert ever dwell.

But come thou Goddefs fair and free,

In Heav'n ycleap'd Ettphrofyne,

And by men, heart-eaiing Mirth,

Whom lovely Ve>tt<s at a birth

With two fifier Graces more
To Ivy-crowned Bacchus bore

;

Or whether (as fome Sages fing)

The frolick Wind that breathes the Spring,

Zeptjyr with ^mora playing,

As he met her once a Maying,
There on Beds of Violets blew.

And frefli-blown Rofes wafht in devr,

fill'd her with thee a daughter fair.

So buckfom, With, and debonair,

Hafte thee nymph, and bring with the-C

Jeft and youthful Jollity,

Qiiips and Cranks, and wanton Wiles,

Nods, and Becks, and wreathed Smiles,

Such as hang on Hebe^s cheek,

And love to live in dimple ilcek j

Sport that wrinckled Care derides.

And Laughtei holding both his fidci,

V I, L H
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Come, and trip it as ye go
On the light fantaftick toe,

And in thy right hand lead with theCy

The Mountain Nymph, fweet Liberty,

And if I give thee honour due.

Mirth, admit me of thy crue

To live with her, and live with thee.

In unreproved pleafures free :

To hear the Lark begin his flight.

And linging ftartle the dull night,

from his watch-towre in the skies.

Till the dappled dawn doth rife.

Then to come in fpight of forrow,

And at my window bid good morrow.

Through the Sweet-Briar, or the Vincj

'Or the tvvifted Eglantine.

Vhile the Cock with lively din.

Scatters the rear of daiknefs thin,

And to the (lack, or the Barn dore.

Stoutly ftruts his Dames before,

Oft lift'ning how the Hounds and horn^

Chearly roufe the flumbring morn,
From the fide of fome Hoar Hill,

Through the high wood echoin-g ihrill.

Sometime walking not unfeen

By Hedge-row Elms, on Hillocks gi@en;

Right againft the Eaftern gate.

Where the great Sun begins his ftate,

Rob'd in flames, and Amber light.

The clouds in thoufand Liveries digtit.

While the Plowman neer at hand,

Whiltles o'er the Furrow'd Land,

And the Milkmaid fingeth blithe.

And the Mower whets his iithe,

And every Shepherd tells his tale

Under the Hawthorn in the dale.

Strcit mine eye hath caught new pleafures

,Whilil the Lantskip round it meafurw,
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Kufifct Lawns, and Fallows Gray,

Where the nibiing flocks do ihay,

Mountiins on whofe barren bieft

The labouring clouds do often reft ;;

Meadows trim with Dailies pide.

Shallow Brooks, and Rivers wide.

Towers, and Battlements it fees

Bofom'd high in tufted Trees,

Where perhaps fome beauty lies.

The Cynofure of neighbouring eyes.

Hard by, a Cottage chimney fraokesj

From betwixt two aged Okes,

Where Condon and Thyrfis met.

Are at their favory dinner fet

Of Herbs, and other Country Mefles,

Which the neat-handed PbilUs drefles j

And then in hafte her Bowre Ihe ieaves.

With Theflyits to bind the Sheaves j

Or if the earlier feafon lead

To the tann'd Haycock in the Mead,
Sometimes with fecure delighc

The up- 1 and Hamlets will invite.

When the merry Bells ring round.

And the jocond rebecks found

To many a youth, and many a maid.
Dancing in the Chequet'd fliade ;

And you»g and old come forth to play

On a Sunfnine Holyday,
Till the live-long day-light fail.

Then to the Spicy Nut-brown Ale,

With ftories told of many a feat.

How Faery Mab the junkets eat.

She was pincht, and puU'd flie fed.

And he by Friars Lanthorn led

:

Tells how the drudging Goblin (wet.

To em his Cream-bowle duly {tty

When in one night, ere glimps of moni.
His Ihadowy flail hath threlh'd the Com

H z
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That ten day-labourers could not end.

Then lies him down the Lubbar Fend,
And ftretch'd out all the Chimney's lengthj

Basks at the fire his hairy ftrength j

And Crop-full out of dores he flmgs.

Ere the firft Cock his Mattin rings.

Thus don the Tales, to bed they creep.

By whifpering Windes foon lull'd afleep,

Tovvred Cities pleafe us then.

And the bufle humm of men.

Where throngs of Knights and Barons bold.

In weeds of Peace high triumphs hold.

With ftore of Ladies, whofe bright eies

Rain influence, and Judge the prife

Of Wit, or Arms, while both contend

To win her Grace, whom all commend.
There let Hymen oft appear

In Saffron robe, with Taper clear.

And pomp, and feaft, and revelry.

With mask, and antique Pageantry,

Such lights as youthful Poets dream

On Summer eevesby haunted ftrcam.

Then to the well-trod ftage anon.

If Johnfons learned Sock be on,

Or fweeteft Shakefpear^-Aucies childe.

Warble his native Wood- notes wilde.

And ever againft eating Cares,

Lap me in foft Lydian Aires,

JVlarried to immortal verfe

Such as the meeting foul may pierce

In notes, with many a v/inding bout

Of lincked fweetnefs long drawn out.

With wanton heed, and giddy cunning,

The melting voice through mazes running 5

Untwifting all the chains that ty

The hidden foul of harmony.

That Orpheus feif may heave his head

from golden ilumber on a bed
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of heapt Blyfian flowers, and hear

Such ftreins as would have won the ear

Oi Pluto, to have quite let free

HhlvxM Mtg^ivCA Eurydice.

Thefe delights, if thou canft give.

Mirth, with the^^ mean to live.

IL PENSEROSO.
By Mr, Milton.

HENCE vain deluding Joyes,

The brood of folJy without father bred.

How little you befted,

Or fill the fixed mind with all your toyes j

Dwell in fome idlc.brain,

And fancies fond with gaudy fiiapes poflefs.

As thick, and numberlefs

As the gay motes that people the Sun Beams,

Or likeft hovering dreams

The fickle Penfioners oi Morpheus train.

But hail thou Goddefs, fage and holy,

Hail divineft: Melancholy,

Whofe Saintly vifage is too bright

To hit the Senfe of human fight

;

And therefore to our weaker view.

Ore laid with black ftaid V/ifdoms hue.

Black, but fiich as in efteem.

Prince Memnons fifter might befeem.

Or that Starr'd Etinope Queen that drove

To fet her beauties praife above

The Sea Nymphs, and their powers offended,

Yet thou art higher far defcended.

Thee bright-haii'd Vefia long of yorCj

To folitary Sdtnrn boie j

H J
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His daughter fhe (in Satttms raigii,

Such mixture was not held a ftain)

Oft in glimmering Bowres, and glades

He met her, and in fecret Jhades

<0f woody Ida^s inmoft grove,

While yet there was no fear of Jove,

Come penfive Nian, devout and pure>

Sober, ftedfaft, and demure,
All in a robe of darkeft grain,

Flowing with majeftick train.

And fable ftole of Cypres Lawn»
O'er thy decent fhoulders drawn.

Come, but keep thy wonted ft ate,

With eev'n ftep, and mufing gate,

And looks commercing with the skicj.

Thy rapt foul fitting in thine eyes :

There held in holy pafllon ftill.

Forget thy felfto Marble, till

With a fad Leaden downward cafl:,

Thou fix them on the earth as faft.

And join with thee calm Peace, and Quiet>

Spare Faft, that oft with gods doth diet.

And hears the Mufes in a ring.

Ay round about Joves Altar fing.

And adde to thefe retired leafure,

That in trim Gardens takes his pleafurcj

But firft, and chiefeft, with thee bring.

Him that yon foars on golden wing.

Guiding the fiery-wheeled throne.

The Cherub Contemplation,

And the mute Silence hift along,

'LtCs Philomel will daign a Song,

In her fweeteft, faddeft plight.

Smoothing the rugged brow of night,

"While Cynthia checks her Dragon yoke.

Gently o*rc th' accuftom'd Oke

;

Sweet Bird that (Imnn'ft the noife of folly,

Moft mufic^, moft melancholy I

.
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Thee Chauntrefs oft the Woods amongj

1 woo to hear thy eeven-Songj

And mifling thee, I walk unfeen

On the dry fmooth-lhaven Green,

To behold the wandring Moon,
Riding neer her highcft noon,

Like one that had bin led aftray

Through the Heav'ns wide pathlcfs way |

And oft, as if her head (lie bow'd.

Stooping through a fleecy cloud.

Oft on a Plat of rifing ground,

I hear the far-off Curfeu found.

Over fome wide-water'd fhoar,

Swinging flow with fallen roar

;

Or if the Ayr will not permit.

Some ftill removed place will fir,

Where glowing Embers through the room -

Teach light to counterfeit a gloom,

Far from all refort of mirth,

Save the Cricket on the hearth.

Or the Bclmans droufie charm,

To blefs the dores from nightly harm t

Or let my Lamp at midnight hour,

Be feen in fome high lonely Towr,

Wliere I may oft out-watch the Beart

With thrice great Hermes, or unfphear

The fpirit of Plato to unfold

What Worlds, or what vaft Regions hold-

The immortal mind that hath forfook

Her manlion in this flefhly nook

:

And of thofc Damons that are found

In fire, air, flood, or under ground,

Whofe power hath a true confent

With Planet, or with Element.

Sometime let Gorgeous Tragedy

In Scepter'd Pall come fweeping hj\

Prefenting Thebes^ or Petops line,

Oi the talc of Tr«y diviae,

H4



j^2 The First Part of

Or what (though rare) of later age.

Ennobled hath the Buskind ftage.

But, O fad Virgin, that thy power
Might raife Mufxus from his bower.

Or bid the foul of Orpheus fing

Such notes as warbled to the ftring,

Drew Iron tears down Pluto''s cheek,

And made Hell giant what Love did feek.

Or call up him that left half told

The ftory of Cambufcan bold.

Of CnmlaU, and of ^Igarfife,

And who had Cano.ee to wife,

That own'd the vertuous King and Glafs^

And of the wondrous Horfe of Brafs,

On which the Tartar King did ride ;

And if ought els,- great Bards befide.

In fage ai^d folemn tunes have fung.

Of Turneys and of Trophies hung 5

OfForefts, and inchantments drear.

Where more is meant than meets the ear.

Thus night oft fee me in thy pale career,

Till civil-luited Morn appear.

Not trickt and frounc't as fhe was wont
With the Attick Boy to hunt,

But Cherchef't in a comly Cloud,

While rocking Winds are Piping loud,

Or uiher'd with a fliower ftill,

When the guft hath blown his fill.

Ending on the rufsling Leaves,

With minute drops from off the Eavcs>

And when the Sun begins to fling

His flaring beams, me Goddefs bring

To arched walks of twilight groves.

And iliadows brown that Sylvan loves

Of Pine, or monumental Oake,

U'here the rude Ax with heaved ftroke.

Was never heard the Nymphs to daunt,

Ox fright them from their hallow'd haunt*
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Tliere in clofe covert by fome Brook,

Where no profaner eye may look.

Hide me from Day's garifli eie,

While the Bee with Honied thie.

That at her flowry work doth fing,

And the Waters murmuring

With fuch confort as they keep,

Intice the dewy-feather'd Sleep

;

And let fome ftrange myfterious dream.

Wave at his Wings in Airy ftream.

Of lively portraiture difplay'd.

Softly on my eye-lids laid.

And as I wake, fweet mufick breath

Above, about, or underneath.

Sent by fome fpirit to mortals good,

Or th*unfeen Genius of the Wood.
But let my due feet never fail,

To walk the ftudious Cloyfters pale.

And love the high embowed Roof,

With antick Pillars malTy proof,

And ftoried Windows richly dight.

Calling a dimm religious light.

There let the pealing Organ blow.

To the full voic'd Quire below.

In Service high, and Anthems cleer.

As may with fweetnefs, through mine ear,'

DiflTolve me into extalies.

And bring all Heav'n before mine eyes*

And may at laft my weary age
Pind out the peacefull hermitage.

The Hairy Gown and MoiTy Cell,

Where I may fit and rightly fpell,

Of every Star that Heav'n dorh (hew^

And every Herb that fips the dew ;

Till old experience do attain

To fomething like Prophetic ftrain,

Thefe plealures, Melancholy, give, '^

And I with thee will ch^ofe to live,

H 5



If4 7^^ First Part of

A Ballad tipn a fFeddingi

By Sir John Suckling.

I
Tell thee, D;V/^, where 1 have been.

Where 1 the rareft Things have feen :

Oh Things without compare I

Such Sights again cannot be found

In any Place on EngUpi Ground,
Be it at Wake, or Fair.

At Charing-Crofs.) hard by the Way
"Where we (thou know'ft) da (c\\ our Hay,

There is a Houfe with Stairs i

And there did 1 fee coming down
Such Folks as are not in our Town,

Vorty at leaft, in Pairs,

^mongft the reft, one Peft'lent fine,

(His Beard no bigger tho' than thine)

Walk'd on before the reft :

Our Landlord looks like nothing to him :

Jhe King (God blefs him) 'twould undo hini»

Should he go ftill fo drcft.

At Comfe a-Park, without all doubt,

He Ihould have firft been taken out

By all the Maids i'th' Tgwn ;

Though lufty %oger there had been,

Or little George upon the Green,

Or Vificetn of the Crown.

Jut wot you what? The Youth was going

To make an end of all his Wooing j

The Parfon for him ftaids

let by his Leave, for all his hafte.

He did not fo much wirti all paft

(Perchance) as did the Maid.

The Maid—and thereby hangs a Tale—

*

fw fuch a Maid no Whitfon-K\c

CoiUd cvM yet ptadwcc 5
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No Grape that's kindly ripe, could be

So round, fo plump, fo foft as fhe.

Nor half fo full of Juice.

Her Finger was fo fmall, the Ring
Would not ftay on which they did brings

It was too wide a Peck

:

And to (ay truth (for out it muft)

It look'd like the great Collar (juft)

About our young Colt's Ncck^
Her Feet beneath her Petticoat,

lake little Mice ftole in and out,

As if they fear'd the Light J

But oh I fhe dances fuch a way I

No Sun upon an Eafier-Yy-Aji

Is half fo fine a Sight.

He would have kifs'd her once or twice.

But fhe would not, flie was fo nice,

She would not do't in Sight 3

And then flie look'd as who Ihould fay

2 will do what I lift to Day 5

And you fliall do't at Nigiit,
~

Her Cheeks fo rare a white was on,

No Dazy makes Comparifon,

(Who (cts them is undone)

For Streaks of red were mingled there.

Such as are on a K^therwe Pear,.

The Side that's next the Sua,

Her Lips were red, and one was thin

Corapar'd to that was next her Chin,

Some Bee had ftung it newly.

But (DtckJ her Eyes fo guard her Face,

I duift no more upon them gaze.

Than on the Sun in JuiY,

Her Mouth fo fmall when Ihe does fpeak,

Thou'dft fwear her Teeth her Words did breakf.

That they might Paflage get.

But fae fo handled ftill the Matter^

They came as good as ours, or better.

And aie aot fpent a whit,,
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If vvifliing fiiould be any Sin,

The Faifon hiinfelf had guilty been,

She look'd that Day fo purely

;

And did the Youth fo oft the Feat

At Night, as fome did in Conceit,

It w ould have fpoil'd him, furely.

Paflion o' me ! how I run on !

There's that that wou'd be thought upon,

I trow 5 befides the Bride,

The Bus'nefs of the Kitchin's great,

for it is fit that Men fliould eat

;

Nor was it there deny'd.

Juft in the nick the Cook knock'd thrice.

And all the Waiters in a trice

His Summons did obey,

lach ferving-Man with Di(h in Hand,
March'd boldly up, like our trainM Band,

Prefented and away.

"When all the Meat was on the Table,

yVhut Man of Knife, or Teeth, was able

To ftay to be intreated?

'And this the very Reafon was,

before the Tarfon could fay Grace,

The Company was feated.

Now Hats fly off, and Youths caroufe

;

Healths firft go round, and then the Houfe,

The Bride's came thick and thick 3

And when 'twas nam'd anothers Health,

Terhaps he made it hers by ilealth,

And who could help it, Dick/
O'th' fudden up they rife and dance j

Then fit again, and figh and glance :

Then dance again and kifs.

Thus fev'ral Ways the time did pafs,

Wkilft ev'xy Woman wifli'd her Place,

And ev'ry Man wilh'd his.

By this time all were ftoln aiide

To COlUlfel and undrefs the Bride ?

But th^t he muft wot know ;
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But yet 'twas thought he gueft her Mind,

And did not mean to ftay behind

Above an Hour or fo.

V/hen in he came (DickJ there flie lay.

Like new-fain Snow melting away,

'Twas time, I trow, to part,

KifTes were now the only flay,

Which foon Ihe gave, as who would fay,

Good bw'y, with all my Heart.

But Juft as Heav'n would have to crofs it.

In came the Bride-Maids with the Poflet :

The Bridegroom eat in ipight

}

Pot had he left the Women to't,

It wou'd have coft two Hours to do*t,

Which were too much that Night,

At length the Candles out j and now.

All that they had not done, they do :

What that is, who can tell J

But 1 believe it was no more
Than thou and I have done before

With Bridget and with Nell,

^he Nymph complaining for the death

of her Fawn,

By Andrew Marvel!, £/^i

TH E wanton Troopers riding by

Have ihot my Fawn, and it will die.

Ungentle men! They cannot thrive

That kiird thee. Thou ne'er didft alive

Them any harm : Alas nor could

Thy death yet do them any good,

I'm fure I never wiflit them ill j

Moi do 1 for aU this ; noi will

;
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But, if my fimpic Fray'rs may yet

Prevail wirh Heaven to forget

Thy murder, 1 will join my Tears

Rather than fail. But, O my Fears \

It cannot die fo. Heaven's King

Keeps regifter of every thing:

And nothing may we ufe in vain,

Ev'n Beafts muft be with juftice flain,,

Unconftant Sylvto, when yet

I had not found him counterfeit.

One Morning (I remember well)

Ty'd in this filver Chain and Bell,

Gave it to me : nay and I know
What he faid then 5 I'm fure 1 do.

Said he, look how your Huntfman here

Hath taught a Fawn to hunt his Deau .

But Sylvia foon had me beguil'd.

This waxed tame, while he grew wild.

And, quite regaidlefs of my Smart,

Left me his Fawn, but took his Heajt,-

Thenceforth. I fet my felf to play

My Colitary time away,

With this : and very well content.

Could fo mine idle Life have fpcnt, .

For it was full of fport 5 artd light

Of foot, and heart j and did invite

Me to its game : it feem'd to blefs

Its felf in me. How could 1 lefs

Than love it ? O I cannot be

Unkind t* a Beaft that loveth me.
Had it liv*d long, 1 do not know

Whether it too might have done fo

As Sylvio did, his Gifts might be

Perhaps as falfe, or more than he.

But I am fure, for ought that I

Could in fo ihort a time efpy.

Thy Love was far more better than

Tbs love of falfe and ciuel man,
.
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with fweeteft milk, and fugar, fiift

I it at mine own fingers nurft.

And as it grew, (b every day

It wax'd more white and fweet than thcy»
.

It had fo fweet a Breath ! And oft

I blufht to fee its foot more foft,

And white, fhall I fay than my hand?

NAY any Ladies of the Land.

It is a wond'rous thing, how fleet

'Twas on thofe little filver feet.

With what a pretty skipping grace.

It oft would challenge me the Race i

And when 'thad left me far away,

'Twould ftay, and run again, and ftay.

For it was nimbler much than Hinds j

And trod, as if on the four Winds;

I have a Garden of my own,

But fo with Rofcs over grown,

And Lillies, that you would it guefs

To be a little Wildernefs,

And all the Spring time of the year

It only loved to be there.

Among the beds of Lillies I

Have fought it oft, where it (hould lye s :

Yet could nor, 'till it felf would rife,

Pind it, although before mine Eyesv

For, in the flaxen Lillies fhade.

It like a bank of Lillies laid.

Upon the Rofes it would feed,

Until its Lips ev'n feem'd to bleed t

And then to me 'twould boldly trip,

And print thofe Rofes on my Lip.

But all its chief delight was ftill

On Rofes thus its felf to fill

:

And its pure virgin Limbs to fold

Inwhitefl: fheets of Lillies cold.

Had it liv'd long, it would have becii

yiUiis without, R^ofes withkia.
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help 1 O help ! I fee it faint

:

And die as calmly as a Saint.

See how it weeps. The Tears do comj
Sad, llowly dropping like a Gumme.
So weeps the wounded Balfome : fo

The holy Frankincenfe doth flow.

The brotherlefs Heliades

Melt in fuch Amber Tears as thefe.

1 in a golden Vial will

Keep thefe two ciyftal Tears ; and fill

It till it do o'erflow with mine j

Then place it in Dima's Shrine.

Now my fweet Fawn is vanifh'd to

Whither the Swans and Turtles go:

In fair ElyzJum to endure.

With milk-white Lambs, and Exmins pure.

O do not run too faft : for I

Will but befpeak thy Grave, and die.

Firft my unhappy Statue Ihall

Be cut in Marble j and withal.

Let it be weeping too : but there

Th' Engraver fure his Art may fparcj

For I fo truely thee bemoan,

That I fliall weep though 1 be Stone

:

Until my Tears, ftill dropping, wear

My breaft, themfelves engraving there.

There at my feet flialt thou be laid,

Of pureft Alabafter made :

For I would have thine Image be

White as 1 can, though not as Thee*-
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YOUNGLOVE.
By Andrew Marvell, Z/^j

I.

Come little Infant, Love me now.

While thine unfufpe^ed yeais

Clear thine aged Father's brow

F;om cold Jealoulle and Feais.

IL
Pretty furely 'twere to fee

Ey young Love old Time beguil'd :

While our Sportings are as free

As the Nurfes with the Child,

IIL
Common Beauties ftay fifteen 5

Such as yours Ihould fwifter move

;

Whofe fair Blofibms are too green

Yet for Luft, but not for Love.

IV.
Love as much the fnowy Lamb,
Or the wanton Kid, does prize,

As the lufty Bull or Ram>
For his morning Sacrifice.

V.

Kow then love me: time may taks

Thee before thy time away

,

Of this Need we'll Virtue make.
And learn Love before we may»

VL
So we win of doubtful Fate j

And, if good Hie to us meant,

We that Good fliall antedate.

Or, if ill, that 111 prevent.

VIL
Thus as Kingdoms, fruftrating

Other Titles to their Crown,
In the cradle crown their King,

So all Foreign Claims to drowns
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VIII.
So, to make all Rivals vain.

Now I crown thee with my I.ovet

Crown me with thy Love again,

And wc both ibail Monarchs prove.

L Y C I D A S.

In this Monody the Author betPAih a hurmd Friendr

unfortunately drorvr.ed in his Fajfage from Cherter

on the Irifh Seas, 1657. And by ocatfion fore^

tels the ruim of mr corrupted Clergy then in their

heightf

By Mr. lAilton.

YET once more, O ye Lamels, and once more
Ye Myrtles brown, with Ivy never-fear,

I come to pluck your Berries haifh and crudcj

And with forc'd fingers rude.

Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year>.

Bitter conftraint, and fad occafion dear,

Compels me to difturb your feafon due;

For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime

Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer ;

.

Who would not iing for Lycidas ? he knew
Himfelf to ling, and build the lofty rhyme*

He muft not flote upon his watry bear

Unwept, and welter to the parching wind,

Without the meed of fome melodious tear.

Begin then, Sifters of the facred well,

That from beneath the feat of Jove doth fprin|^>

Begin, and fomewhat loudly fweep the firing,

Hence with denial vain, and coy excufc.

So may fome gentle Mufe
With lucky words favour my deftin*d Urii^

Aiid as he pafles turn,
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And bid fair peace be to my fable fhrowd.

For we were nurft upon the felf-fame hill,

led the fame flock, by fountain, Ihade, and rill.

Together both, ere the high Lawns appcar'd

Under the opening eye-lids of the morn.

We drove a-field, and both together heard

What time the Gray-fly winds her fultry horn,

Batt'ning our flocks with the frelh dews of night.

Oft till the Star that rofe, at Ev'ning, bright

TowardHeav'ns defcent had flop'd hiswefl:eringwheel.

Mean while the Rural ditties v/cre not mute,

Temper'd to th' Oaten Flute,

Rough Satyrs danc'd, and Fauns with clov'n heel,

From the glad found would not be abfent long,

And old Damatas lov*d to hear oux fong.

But O the heavy change, now thou art gon.

Now thou art gon, and never mufl; return!

Thee Shepherd, thee the Woods, and defert Caves,

With wilde Thyme and the gadding Vine o'legrown,.

And all their echoes mourn.

The Willows, and the Hazle Copfes green.

Shall now no more be feen,

Fanning their joyous Leaves to thy foft layes.

As killing as the Canker to the Rofe,

Or Taint-worm to the weanling Herds that graze.

Or Froft to Flowers, that their gay wardrop wear^

When firfl: the White thorn blows

;

Such, Ljcidas, thy lofs to Shepherds ear.

Where were ye Nymphs when the remorfelefs deep

Clos'd o*re the head of your lov'd Lycidas \

For neither were ye playing on the fteep.

Where your old Bards, the famous Drmds ly,

Nor on the fliaggy top of Mona high,

Nor yet where Deva. fpread§ her wifard ftrcam J

Ay me, 1 fondly dream !

Had ye bin there—for what could that have don J

What could the Mufe her felf that Orpheus bore,

Th? Mufe hcf felf, foi hci iachaating foa
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Whom Univerfal nature did lament.

When by the rout that made the hideous roar.

His goary vifage down the ftreara was fent,

'Down the fwift Hebrns to the Letbian fliore.

Alas I What boots it with unceflant care

To tend the homely flighted Shepherds trade.

And ftriftly meditate thethanklefs Mufe,

Wefe it not better don as others ufe,

To fport with Amaryllis in the (liade.

Or with the tangles of Neara*s hair ?

Fame is. the fpur that the clear fpirir doth raife

(That lafl; infirmity of Noble mind)

To fcorn delights, and live laborious dayes ;

But the fair Guerdon when we hope to find.

And think to burft out into fudden blaze.

Comes the blind Fury with th' abhorred (hears.

And flits the thin-fpun Life. But not the praife,

Phoebus repli'd, and touch'd my trembling earsj

Farae is no plant that grows on mortal foil,

Nor in the gliftering foil

Set off to th' world, nor in broad rumour lies.

But lives and fpreds aloft by thofe pure eyes,

And perfeft witnefs of all judging Jove-f

As he pronounces laftly on each deed.

Of fo much fame in Heav'n expeft thy meed.

O Fountain ^rethnfe, and thou honour'd floud,

Smooth-Aiding Mincius, crown'd with vocal reeds.

That ftrain I heard was of a higher mood

:

But now my Oate proceeds.

And liftens to the Herald of the Sea

That came in Neptune's plea,

He ask'd the Waves, and ask'd the Fellon winds.

What hard mifliap hath doom'd this gentle fwain?

And'queftien'd every guft of rugged wings

That blows from off each beaked Promontory,

They knew not of his ftory ',

And fage Hippotades their anfwer brings.

That not a blaft was from his dungeon ftrayM,
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The Ayr was calm, and on the level brine,

Sleek Panope with all her fillers play'd.

It was that fatal and perfidious Bark

Built in th' eclipfe, and rigg'd with curfes dark.

That fiink Co low that facred head of thine.

Next Camus, reverend Sire, went footing flowj,'

His Mantle hairy, and his Bonnet fedge.

Inwrought with figures dim, and on the edge

Like to that fanguine flower infcrib'd with woe.

Ah ! Who hath reft (quoth he) my deareft pledge*

Laft came, and laft did go,

The Pilot of the Galilean lake,

Two mafly Keyes he bore of metals twain,

(The Golden opes, the Iron fluits amain)

He fhook his Miter'd locks, and ftern befpake.

How well could I have fpar'd for thee young fwain,

Enow of fuch as for their bellies fake.

Creep and intrude, and climb into the fold ?

'Of other care they little reck'ning make,

Then how to fcramble at the Ihearers feaft.

And fliove away the worthy bidden gueft. [hold

Blind mouthes! that fcarce themfelves know how to

A Sheep-hook, or have learn'd ought els the leaft

That to the faithfuU Herdfmaus art belongs 1

What recks it them? What need they"? They arefpedj

And when they lift, their lean and flafliy Congs

Grate on their fcranncl Pipes of wretched ftraw,

The hungry Sheep look up, and are not fed,

But fwolnwith wind, and the rank mift they draw,

Rot inwardly, and foul contagion fpread

:

Befides what the grim Woolf with privy paw
Daily devours apace, and nothing fed.

But that two-handed engine at the door,

Stands ready to fmite once, and fmite no more.

Return ^Ipheus, the dread voice is paft,

That fhrunk thy ftreams j Return Sicilian Mufe,
And call the Vales, and bid them hither caft

.Their Bels, and flourets of a thoufand hues.
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Ye valleys low where the niilde whifpers ufe.

Of fhades and wanton winds, and guihing brooks^

On whofe frefh lap the fwart Star fparely looks.

Throw hither all your quaint enameld eyes,

That on the green terf fuck the honied fliowrcs,

And purple all the ground with vernal flowres.

Bring the rathe Primrofe that foifaken dies.

The tufted Crow-toe, and pale Gelfamine,

The white Pink, and the Pajifie freakt with |eat»

The glowing Violet,

The Musk-rofe, and the well attir'd Woodbine^

With Cowflips wan that hang the penlive head.

And every flower that fad embroidery wears :

Bid ^maranthus all his beauty fhed,

And Daffadillies fill their cups with tears.

To ftrev/ the Laureat Herfe where Lycid lies.

Por fo to interpofe a little eafe,

Let our frail thoughts dally with falfe furmife.

Ay me I Whilft thee the fliores, and founding Se«rs

Waflx far away, where ere thy bones are hurld,

"Whether beyond the ftormy Hebrides^

Where thou perhaps under the whelming tide

Villt'ft the bottom of the monftrous world ;

Or whether thou to our mo'ft vows deriy'd,

Sleep'ftbythe fable of Bellerus old,

Where the great vifion of the guarded Mount
Looks toward Namancos and Boyona^s hold j

Look homeward Angel now, and melt with ruth,

And, O ye Dolphins, waft the haplefs youth.

Weep no more, woful Shepherdf, weep ao more,

For Lyadas your fonow is not dead.

Sunk though he be beneath the watry floar,

So finks the day-ftar in the Ocean bed,

And yet anon repairs his drooping head,

And tricks his beams, and with new fpangled OrCa

Blames in the forehead of the morning sky :

So Lycidas funk low, but mounted high,

Through-the dear might ofhim that waik'd the waves 5
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^here other groves, and other ftrcams along,

"With Ne^lar pure his oozy Locks he laves.

And hears the unexpreffive nuptiall Song,

In the bleft Kingdoms meek of joy and lovC.

There entertain him all the Saints above,

In folemn troops, and fweet Societies

That fing, and finging in their glory move,
And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes.

Now Lycidas the Shepherds weep no more

:

Henceforth thou. art the Genius of the flioie.

In thy large recompenfe, and (halt be good
To all that wander in that perilous flood.

Thus fang the uncouth Swain to th' Okes and rills.

While the ftill morn went out with Sandals gray,

• He touch'd the tender flops of various Quills,

"With eager thought warbling his Dor/ci^lay :

And now the Sun had ftretch'd out all the hills.

And now was dropt into the Weftern bay j

At lafl he rofe, and twitch'd his Mantle blew :

To morrow to frelh Woods, and laftuies new.

jl Panegyrick to my Lord Pro-
tedor, of the prefent Greatnefs andjoint
Inter

efi of h'n H'lghnefs and this Nation^

In the Year i65'4»

I?y Edmond Waller, JB/^;

WHile with a ftrong, and yet a gentle Hand
You bridle Faftion, and our Hearts commands

*TProte£t us from our felves, and from the Foe,

Make us unite, and m;ike us conquer too :

Let partial Spirits ftill aloud complain,

Think themfelves injur' d that they cannot Relgn^
And own no Liberty, but where they may
\Vithout Contronl upon their Fellows prey.
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Above the Waves as Neptune fliew'd his Face
To chide the Winds, and fave the Trojari Race j

So has your Highnefs, rais'd above the reft.

Storms of Ambition tofllng us repreft.

Your drooping Country, torn wit'.i Civil Hare,

Reftor'd by you, is made a Glorious State ;

The Seat of Empire, where the IriJJj come.
And the unwilling Scotch, to fetch their Doom.

The Sea's our own, and now all Nations greet.

With bending Sails, each VefTel of our Pleet.

Your Pow'r extends as far as Winds can blow,

Or fwelling Sails upon the Globe may go.

Heav'n, that hath placM this Ifland to give Law,
To ballance Europe, and her States to awe.

In this Coajuction doth on Britain fmile j

The greateft Leader, and the greateft Ifle.

\Vtiether this Portion of the World were rent

By the rude Ocean from the Continent,

Or thus created, it was fure defigu'd

To be the facred Refuge of Mankind.

Either th' OpprefTed fliall henceforth refort

Juftice to crave, and Succour, at your Court

;

And then your Highnefs, not for our's alone.

But for the World's Proteftoi fliall be known.

Fame fwifter than your winged Navy flies

Thro' ev'ry Land that near the Ocean lies,

Sounding your Name, and telling dreadful News
To all that Piracy and Rapine ufe.

With fuch a Chief the mcaneft Nation bleft.

Might ho|»c to lift hex Head above the icil

;

What
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What may be thought impoflible to do

By us, embraced by the Seas, and you ?

Lords of the World's great Wafte, the Ocean, wc
"Whole Forefts fend to reign upon the Sea,

And ev'ry Coaft may trouble or relieve j

But none can viHt us without your leave.

Angels and wc have this Prerogative,

That none can at our happy Seats arrive;

While we defcend at Pleafnre to invade

The Bad with Vengeance, and the Good to aid.

Our little World, the Image of the Great,

Like that, amidft the boundlefs Ocean fet,

Of her own Growth hath all that Nature craves.

And all that's rare, as Tribute from the Waves,

As c/£gypt docs not on the Clouds relie,

But to the Nile owes more than to the Sky j

So what our Earth and what our Heav'n denies^,

Our ever-conftant Friend, the Sea, fupplies.

Tlie Tafte of hot Arabia's Spice we know.
Free from the fcorching Sun that makes it grow^
Without the Worm in Perfian Silks we Ihine,

And without Planting drink of ev'ry Vine.

To dig for Wealth we weary not our Limbs,
Gold (tho' theheavieft Metal) hither fwims:

Ours is the Harveft where the Indians mow,
We plough the Deep, and reap what others fow.

Things of the nobleft kind our own Soil breeds 5

Stout are our Men and warlike are our Steeds ;

'l{or-ie (tho' her Eagle thro' the World had flown)

Cou'd never make this Ifland all her owa.

Vol. I, 1
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Here the Third Edward, and the BUck^Trince too,
JFrn?2tr-conqu'iing He7iry flourifli'd, and now you »
For whom we ftaid, as did the Grecian State

Till Alexander came to urge their Fate.

When for more Worlds the Macedonian cry'd.

He wift not Thetys in her Lap did hide
Another yet, a World refcrv'd for you,

To make more great than that he did fubdue.

He fafcly might old Troops to Battel lead

Againft th' unwailike Perfian, and the Mede ;

Whofe hafty Flight did from a bloodlefs Field,

More Spoils than Honour to the Viftor yield.

A Race unconquer'd, by their Clime made bold.

The Caledonians Arm'd with Want and Cold,
Have, by a Fate indulgent to your Fame,
Eeen from all Ages kept for you to tame.

Whom the o-ld Tisman 'Wall fo ill confin'd.

With a new Chain of Garrifons you bind :

Here foreign Gold no more Ihall maketiiem comc.
Out Englijh Iron holds them faft at home.

They that henceforth muft be content to know
No warmer Region than their Hills of Snow,

May blame the Sun, but muft extol your Grace>

Which in our Senate hath allow'd them place.

Preferr'd by Conqueft, happily o*erthrown.

Falling they rife, to be with us made one :

So kind Dictators made, when they came homCj
Their vanquifli'd Foes free Citizens oi %ome^

Like Favour find the IriPh with like Fate

Advanc'd to be a Portion of our State :
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Willie by your Valour, and your bounteous Mind,
Nations, divided by the Sea, are join'd.

Holland^ to gain your Friendfhip, is content

To be our Out-guard on the Continent

:

She from her Fellow-Provinces wou'd go,

Rather than hazard to have you her Foe.

In our late Fight, when Cannons did diffule

(Preventing Pofts) the Terror and the News j

Our neighbour Princes trembled at their Roar :

But our Conjundion makes them tremble more.

Your never-failing Sword made War to ceafc.

And now you heal us with the Afts of Peace

:

Our Minds with Bounty and with Awe engage.

Invite Affeiftion, and reftrain our Rage.

Lefs Pleafure take brare Minds in Battels won.
Than in reftoring fuch as are undone :

Tygers have Courage, and the rugged Bear,

But Man alone can whom he Conquers, fpare„

To pardon, willing j and to puniih, loth

;

You ftrike with one Hand, but you heal with botk*

Lifting up all that proftratc lye, you grieve

You cannot make the dead again to live.

When Fate or Error had out Age mif-led.

And o'er this Nation fuch Confufion fpread

;

The only Cuic which cou'd from Heav'n come dowa.
Was fo much Pow'r and Piety in one.

One whofe Extraftion's from an ancient Line,

Gives Hope again that well-born Men may Ihinci

The meaneft in your Nature mild and good,
The Noble reft fecured in your Blood,

I z
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oft have we wonder'd, how you hid in Peace

A Mind proportion'd to fuch things as thefe j

How iUch a Ruling Sp'rit you cou'd reftrain.

And graftife firft over your felf to reign.

Your private Life did a juft Pattern give

How Fathers, Husbands, Pious Sons Ihou'd live ;

Born,«to Command, your Princely Virtues llept

Like humble David s while the Plock he kept

:

But .when your troubled Country call'd you forth, ,

Your flaming Courage, and your matchlefs Worth
Dazling the Eyes of all that did pretend,

To fierce Contiention gave a profp'rous End.

Still as you rife, the State, exalted too.

Finds no Diftemper while 'tis chang'd by you

;

Chang'd like the World's great Scene, when with-

out Noife

The riling Sun Night's vulgar Lights deftroys.

Had you, fome Ages paft, this Race of Glory

Run, with Amazement we fliou'd read your Storj^j

But living Virtue, all Atchievements paft.

Meets Envy ftill to grapple with at laft.

This Cafar found, and that ungrateful Age,

With lofing him, went back to Blood and Rage.
Miftaken Bymus thought to break their Yoke,

But cut the Bond of Union with that Stroke.

That Sun once fet, a thoufand meaner Stars

Gave a dim Light to Violence and Wars,

To- fuch a Tempeft as now threatens all,

Did not your mighty Arm prevent the FalL

If 7?P»j£'s great Senate cou'd not wield that Sword
Which of the Conquex'4 Woild had made them Loid,
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what Hope had ours, while yet theiiTow*! was new,

*To rule viftorious Armies, but by you ?

You, that had taught them to fubdue their Foes,

Cou'd Order teach, and their high Sp'rits compoie :

rro ev'ry Duty cou'd their Minds engage,

Provoke their Courage, and command their Rage^.

5o when a Lion fliakes his dreadful Mane,
And angry grows ; if he that firft took pain

•To tame his Youth, approach the haughty Bcall*

He bends to him, but frights away the reft.

As the vext World, to find Repofe, at laft

It felf into ^HgiijlKs* Arms did caft : n

Sq En^lar.d now doth, with like Toil opprcft.

Her weary Head upon your Sofom reft.

Then let the Mufes, with fuch Notes as thefe,

Inftrud us what belongs unto our Peace i

Xour Battels they hereafter (liall indite.

And draw the Image of our Man in Fight i

Tell of Towns ftorm'd, of Armies overcome.
Of mighty Kingdoms by your Conduft won.

How, wiiile you • lunder'd, Clouds of Duft did choak

Contending T:oops, and Seas lay hid in Smoke.

llluftrious Afts higli Raptures do infufe.

And ev'ry Conqueror creates a Mufe 5

Here in low Strains youi nr.'.der Deeds we fing.

But there, my Lord, we'll Bays and Oiive bring,.

-

To crown your Head; while you in T.iumph ride

O'er vanquilh'd Nations, and the Sea bellde :

"While all your Neighbour-Princes unto you.

Like Jofef'j'^ Sheaves, pay Reverence, and bow.

I 3
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Three Poems on the Death of the

late Lord Protedor.

Written by Mr. John Dryden, Mr. Sprai

of Oxford^ and Mr. Edm. Waller,

Heroick Stanza's on the late Lord ProteSior : Written

after his Funeral, by Mr, Drydcn.

I.

AN D now *tis time ; for their officious hafte.

Who would before have born him to the Skjr*

Like eager T^omanSf e'er all Rites were paft,

Did let too foon the facred Eagle fly.

II.

Tho' our beft Notes areTreafon to his Fame,
Join'd with the loud Applaufe of publick Voice?

Since Heaven, what praife we offer to his Name,
Hath rendei'd too authentick by its choice.

III.

Tho* in his praife no Arts can liberal be.

Since they whofe Mufes have the higheft flown i

Add not to his Immortal Memory,
But do an a6t of Fricndlhip to their own,

IV.

Yet 'tis our Duty, and our Intereft too.

Such Monuments as we can build to raife.

Left all the World prevent what we fliould do>

And claim a Title in him by their praife.

V.

How fhall I then begin, or where conclude,

To draw a Fame fo truly Circular ?

For in a round, what order can be ftiew'd.

Where all the Parts fo equal pcrfed arc ?
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VI.

His Grandeur he deiiv'd from Heaven alone.

For he was great e'er Fortune made him fo 5

And Wars like Mifts that rife againft the Sun,

Made him but greater feera, not greater grow^
VII.

No borrowed Bays his Temples did adorn,

But to our Crown he did frefli Jewels bring j

Nor was his Virtue poifon'd foon as born.

With the too early Thoughts of being King.

VIII.
Fortune (that eafy Miftrefs to the young.

But to her ancient Servants coy and hard)

Him at that Age her Favourites rank among^
• When Ihe her beft lov'd Pompey did difcard.

IX.

He piivate, mark'd the Faults of others fway.

And fet as Sea-marks for himfelf to fhun 5

Not like ralTi Monarchs, who their Youth betray„

By Afts their Age too late would wifli undone,
X.

And yet Dominion was not his Defign,

We owe that Blefling not to him, but HeavCHv
Which to fair A6^s unfought Rewards did join j

Rewards that lefs to him than us were given,

XI.
Out former Chiefs like Sticklers of the War,

Firft fought t' inflame the Parties, then to poile o

The Quarrel lov'd, but did the Caufe abhor.

And did not fttike to hurt, but made a noifc.

XII.
War, our Confumption, was their gainful Trade ;

He inward bled, whiift they prolong'd our Painj

He fought to hinder fighting, and aflay'd

To ftanch the Blood by Breathing of the Vein,
XIII.

Swift and refiftlefs through the Land he paft.

Like that bold Greek^j who did the Eaji fuhdue,

1.4..
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And made to Battles fucli Heroick haftcj

As if on Wings of Viftory he flew.

XIV.
He fought fccure of Fortune as of Fame,

Still by new Maps the Ifland might be ihewii,'

Of Conquefts which he ftrew'd where-e'cr he came^
Thick as the Galaxy with Stars is fown.

XV.
His Palms, tho* under weights they did not fliand.

Still thrived, no Winter could his Laurels fade

:

Heaven in its Protraift ihew'd a Workman's hand.

And drew it Perfect, yet without a ihade.

XVI.
Peace was the price of all its toil and care,

Which War had banifh'd, and did now reftore.i

Bolognia^s Walls thus mounted in the Air,

To feat themfelves more furely than before.^

XVII.
Her fafety refcu'd Ireland to him owes,

And treach'rous Scotland to no int'reft true,

Yet blefs'd that Fate which did his Aims dilpofe

Her Land to civilize, as to fubdue.

XVIII.
Nor was he like thofe Stars which only fhine.

When to pale Mariners they Storms portend 5

He had his calmer Influence, and his Mein
Did Love aod Majefly together blend.

XIX.
'Tis true his Countenance did imprint an awe;

And naturally all Souls to his did bow.

As Wands of Divination downward draw.

And point to Beds where Sov'raign Gold doth grow^

XX.
When pafl: all offerings to Feretrian Jove,

He Mars depos'd, and Arms to Gowns made yield ^

Succefsful Councils did him foon approve.

As fit foi clofe Intrigues as opca Field,
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XXI.

To fuppHant Holland he vouchfafd a Peace,

Our once bold Rival of the Britijh Main,

Now tamely glad her unjuft claim to ceafe.

And buy our Friendfhip with her Idol, Gain.

XXII.
Fame of the aiferted Sea through Europe blown,

Made France and Spain ambitious of his Love

;

Each knew that fide muft Conquer he would own $

, And for him fiercely, as for Empire, ftrovc.

XXIII.
No fooner was the Frenchman's Caufe embrac'd.

Than the light M(j«y?tf«r the grave Don outweigh'd;

His Fortune turn'd the Scale where it was caft,

^ho' IndUn Mines were in the other laid.

XXIV.
When abfent, yet we conquer'd in his Right 5

For tho' that fome mean Artifts Skill were (hows
3n mingling Colours, or in placing Light j

Yet ftill the fair Defignment was his own.

XXV.
For from all Tempers he could Service draw;

The worth of each with its Allay he knew 5

And, as the Confident of Nature, faw

How flie Complexions did divide and brew.

XXVL
Or he their fingle Virtues did furvey,

By intuition in his own large Bread,

VVheie all the rich Ideas of them lay.

That were the Rule and Meafure to the refi;,

^
XXVII.

When fuch Heroick Virtue Heaven fet out.

The Stars, like Commons, fullenly obey j

Becaufe it drains them when it comes about.

And therefore is a Tax they feldom pay.

XX VII

L

From t;his high Spring our Foreign Conquefts /low,

Which yet moie glorious Triumphs do poitend>
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Since their Commencement to his Arms they owe^

If Springs as high as Fountains may afcend.

XXIX.
He made us Free-men of the Continent,

Whom Nature did like Captives treat before}

To Nobler Preys the EngUpi Lyon fent,

And taught him firft in Belgian Walks to roaiv

XXX.
That old unqueftionM Pirate of the Land,
Proud T^owf, with dread the Fate ofZ)«»/c.Vj^heard j

And trembling wifh'd behind more ^Ips to ftand,

Alrho' an Alexander were her Guard.

XX XL
By his Command, we boldly crofs'd the Line,

And bravely fought where Southern Stars arife j

We trac'd the far-fetch'd Gold unto the Mine,

And that which bribed ourFathers made ourPrizC^

XXXII.
Such was our Prince, yet own'd a Soul above

The higheft AGts it could produce to fliow

:

Thus poor Mechanick Arts in publick move,

Whilft the deep Secrets beyond praftice go.

XXXII

L

lilor dy'd he when his ebbing Fame went Itk,

But when frefh Laurels courted him to live j

He feem'd but to prevent fome new Succefs,

As if above what Triumphs Earth can give,

XXXIV.
His lateft Vidories ftill thickeft came,

As near the Center, Motion doth increafe

;

^Tiil he, prefs'd down by his own weighty NamCj
Did, like the Veftal, under Spoils deceafe*

XXXV.
But firft the Ocean as a Tribute fent

That Giant Prince of all her watry Herd

;

And th' Ifle, v/hen her proteding Gemus went;j

Vpoa his Obfecj^uies loud Sighs conferi'd.
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XXXVL

No civil Broils have llnce his Death arofc.

But Taftion now by habit does obey j

And Wars have that refpeft for his Repofe,

As Winds for Halcyons, when they breed at Sea*

XXXVII.
His Afhes in a peacefijl Urn fhall reft,

His Name a great Example ftauds, to (low

How ftrangely high Endeavours may be bieft.

Where Piety and Valour jointly go.

To the Reverend Dr, ^ilkins^ War-
den of PVadham College in Oxford,

S IR,

SEeing you are ^leafed to thinks fir that thefe Papers

P^oiild come into the 'Pubiickj, 'which ivere at firji

defign^d t» live only in a Dcsk^, cr fame private Friends

hands ; J burntly take the boldnefs to commit them to the.

Security -which your Name and Frote^ion will give

them with the moji knowing Part of the World. There are

two things efpecially in which they fiand in need of yoar

Defence : One is, That they fall fo infinitely belovj the

full and lofty Genius of that excellent Poet, who made
this way of writing free of our Nation : Tl^e other. That

they are fo little proportioned and equal to the 'P^novjn of
that Priner, on whom they vjere "written. Such great

xAclions and Lives deferving rather to be the Subjecls of

the noblefi Pens and divine Fancies, than of fmh fmall Be=

ginners and weak^EJfayers in Poetry as my fclf. ^gai-nji

thefe dangerous Prejudices, there remains no other Sliieldy

than the Vniverfal Efleem and t^athority which your

Judgment and ^Approbation carries with it. The %ight

you have to them. Sir, is not only on the account of t'.r

Tf^lati^n yoH hadta this great I'erfgn, nor of r^< ,2:«?m''
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favcttY which all ^rts, receive from yon, but more
particularly by renfon ef that Obligation and Zeal -with

which I am bound to dedicate my felf to your Service :

For having been a long time the OhjeSl of your Care and
Indulgence towards the advantage of my Studies and
FortunCi having been moulded (as it were^ by your own
Handsy and formed under your Government, not to in"

title you to any thing which my meannefs produces,

vjould not only be Injuflice, but Sacrilege'. So that if

there be any thing here tolerably faid, whith deferves Par-

don, it is yours Sir, as well as he, who is.

Your moft Devoted, and Obliged Servant,

THO. SP-K^^T,

To the happy Memory of the late Lord
ProteQor.

Xy l/lr\ Sprat of Oxon« TinJarick Ode.

I.

snpiS true, great Name, thou art fecurc

X From the Forgetfulnefs and Rage
Of Death, or Envy, or devouring Age ;

Thou canft the force and teeth of Time endure :

Thy Fame, like Men, the Elder it doth grow,

"Will of its felf turn whiter too,

Without what needlefs Art can do j

"Will live beyond thy Breath, beyond thy Hcarfc,

Tho* it were never heard or fung in Verle.

Without our help, thy Memory is fafe j

They only want an Epitaph,

That do remain alone

Alive in an Infcription,

Remembred only on the Brafs, or Marble-flone,'

*Tis all in vain what we can do

:

All our Rofes and Perfumes,

Will but officious Folly fliow.

And pious Nothings to fuch mighty Tombs^
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All our Incenfe, Gums, and Balm,

Are but unneceflary Duties here :

The Poets may their Spices fpare.

Their coftly Nimibers, and their tuneful Feet

:

That need not be inbalm'd, which of it fejf is fweetj

IL
We know to praife thee is a dangerous proof
Of our Obedience and our Love

:

por when the Sun and Fire meet,

The one's extinguifii'd quite 5

And yet the other never is more bright.

So they that write of thee, and join

Their feeble Names with thine,

Tbeir weaker Sparks with thy illuftrious Light,

Will lofe themfelvcs in that ambitious thought;
And yet no Fame to thee from hence be brought.
We know, blefs'd Spirit, thy mighty Name
Wants no addition of another's Beam

;

;it's for our Pens too high, and full of Theme r

The Mufes arc made great by thee, not thou by therai^'

Thy Fame's eternal Lamp will live.

And in thy facred Urn furvive.

Without the food of Oyl, which we can give.

'Tis true ; but yet our Duty calls our Songs s

Duty commands our Tongues :

Tho' thou want not our Praifes, we
Are not excus'd for what we owe to thee ;

lor fo Men from Religion are not freed.

But from the Altars Clouds muft rife,

Tho' Heaven it felf doth nothing need.

And tho' the Gods don't want an earthly Sacrifice;

II L
Great Life of Wonders, whofc each Year

Full of new Miracles did appear I

Whole every Month might be
Alone a Chronicle, or Hiftory I

Others great Aftions are

But thinly fcatter'd here and thcie j^

At beft, but all one finglc Stai j
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But thine the Milky-way,

All one continued Light, of undiflinguilh*d Day 5

They throng'd fo clofejthat nought eJfe could be feen.

Scarce any common Sky did come between

:

What fhatl I fay, or where begin ?

Thou may'ft in double Shapes be rtiown,

Or in thy Arms, or in thy Gown j

Like Jove fometimes with warlike Thunder, and
Sometimes with peaceful Scepter in his Hand 3

Or in the Field, or on the Throne.

In what thy Head, or what thy Arm hath done,

All that thou didft was fo reiin'd.

So full of fubftance, and fo ftrongly join'd.

So pure, fo weighty Gold,

That the leaft Grain of it.

If fully fpread and beat.

Would many Leaves and mighty Volumes hold.

IV.

Before thy Name was publilh'd, and whilft yet

Thou only to thy felf wei't great,

Whilft yet thy happy Bud
Was not quite feen or underftood,

It then fure ligns of future Greatnefs fliewM
\

Then thy Donieftick worth

Did tell the World what it would be.

When it fhould fit occaflon fee,

When a full Spring fliould call it forth

:

As Bodies in the Dark and Night,

Have the fame Colours, the fame red and whlte^

As in the open Day and Light j

The Sun doth only (hew

That they are bright, not make them fb.

So whilft but private Walls did know
What we to fuch a mighty Mind Ihould owC;
Then the fame Virtues did appear,

Tho n a lefs and more contraded Sphere,

As fuil, tho' not as large as fince they wcic J

And like great Rivers, Fountains, tho*

At fiift fo deep thou didft not go :
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Tho' then thine was not fo cnlarg'd a Flood i

Yet when 'twas little, 'twas as clear, as good.

V.

'Tis true thou waft not born unto a Crown,

Thy Scepter's not thy Father's, but thy own ;

Thy Purple was not made at once in hafte,

But after many other Colours paft.

It took the deepeft Princely Dye at laft.

Thou didft begin with leflcr Cares,

And private Thoughts took up thy private Years
\

Thofe Hands, which were ordain'd by Fates

To change the World, and alter States,

Traftis'd at firft that vaft Delign

On meaner things with equal Mein.

That Soul which fhould i'o many Scepters fway,

To whom fo many Kingdoms fliould obey,

Learn'd firft to rule in a domeftick way ;

So Government it felf began

From Family, and fingle Man,
Was by the fmall relation lirft

Of Husband and of Father nurs'd.

And from thofe lefs beginnings paft.

To fpread it felf o'er all the World at laft,

VI.

But when thy Country (then almoft enthrall'd)

Thy Virtue, and thy Courage call'd j

When England did thy Arms intreat,

And't had been Sin in thee not to be Great

:

When every Stream, and every Flood,

Was a true Vein of Earth, and run with Blood 5

When unus'd Arms, and unknown War
Fiird every Place, and every Ear j

When the great Storms and difmal Night .

Did all the Land aft'right

}

*Twas time for thee to bring forth all our Lightj

Thou left'ft thy moxe delightful Peace,

Thy private i^ife, and better Eafe 5

Then down thy Steel ai.d Armour took,

Wiftuog that it ftiil hung upoa the Hook:
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when Death had got a large Commiflion out^

Throwing her Arrows, and her Sting about j

Then thou (as once the healing Serpent rofe)

Waft lifted up, not for thy felf, but us.

VII.

Thy Country wounded was, and lick before

Thy Wars and Arms did her reftore :

Thou knew'ft where the Difeafe did lie,

And like the Cure of Sympathy,
. Thy ftrong and certain Remedy
Unto the Weapon didft apply ;

Thou didft not draw the Sword, and Co

Away the Scabbard throw.

As if thy Country fliou'd

Be the Inheritance of Mars and Blood :

But that when the great Work was fpun>

War in it felf Ihould be undone;
That Peace might land again upon the Shoi:e»

Richer and better than before :

The Husbandmen no Steel ihall know.
None but the ufeful Iron of the Plow ;

That Bays might creep on every Spear

:

And tho' our Sky was overfpread

With a deftruftive Red ;

»Twas but till thou our Sun didft in full Light appear^

VIII.
When ^jax dy'd, the purple Blood,

That from his gaping Wound had flow'd,

Turn'd into Letter, every Leaf
Had on it wrote his Epitaph :

So from that Crimfon Flood,

Which thou by Fate of times wert led.

Unwillingly to flied.

Letters, and Learning rofe, and renewed

:

Thou fought'ft not out of Envy, Hope, or Hate,

But to refine the Church and State

;

And like the \omans., whate'er thou

In the Field of Mars didft mow,
Was, that a Holy IllaAd hence might gtow,
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Thy Wars, as Rivers raifed by a Shower,

Which welcome Clouds do pour ;

Tho' they at firft may feem

To carry all away with an enraged Stream

;

Yet did not happen that they might deftroyj

Or the better parts annoy

:

But all the Filth and Mud to fcour.

And leave behind another Slime,

To give a birth to a more happy Power.

IX.

In Fields unconquer'd, and Co well

Thou didft in Battels and in Arms excel ;

That fteelly Arms themfelves might be

Worn out in War as foon as thee

;

Succefs fo clofe upon thy Troops did wait.

As if thou firft hadft couquer'd Fatej

As i? uncertain Viftory

Had been firft overcome by thee

;

As if hei Wings were dipt, and could not flee.i^

Whilft thou didft only ferve,

Before thou hadft what firft thou didft deferve.

Others by thee did great things do,

Triumph'ft thy felf, and mad'ft them triumph too 5

Tho' they above thee did appear.

As yet in a more large and higher Sphere

:

Thou, the great Sun, gav'ft Light to every Star^

Thy felf an Army wert alone.

And mighty Troops contain'd in one.

Thy only Sword did guard the Land,

Like that which flaming in the Angel's Hand,
From Men God's Garden did defend:

But yet thy Sword did more than his,

Not only guarded, but did make this Land a Paradife^

X.

Thou fought'ft not to be High or Great,

Nor for a Scepter or a Crown,
Or Ermin, Purple, or the Throne j

But as the Veftal Heat,
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Thy Fire was kindled from above alone j

Religion putting on thy Shield,

Brought thee Viftorious to the Field.

Thy Arms, like thofe which Ancient Heroes worC^
Were given by the God thou didft adore j

And ail the words thy Armies had,

"Were on an Heavenly Anvil made j

Not Int'reft, or any weak delire

Of Rule or Empire, did thy Mind infpire j

Thy Valour like the Holy Fire,

Which did before the Perjian Armies go,

Liv'd in the Camp, and yet was facred too

:

Thy mighty Sword anticipates,

What was referv'd by Heaven and thofe bleft Seats,

And makes the Church triumphant here below,

XL
Tho* Fortune did hang on thy Sword,

And did obey thy mighty Word;
Tho' Fortune, for thy fide and thee,

Forgot her lov'-d Inconftancy ;

Amidft thy Arms and Trophies thou
Wert valiant and gentle too j

- Wounded'ft thy felf, when thou didft kill thy FoC,'

Like Steel, when it much work has paft.

That which was rough, does firine at laft.

Thy Arms by being oftner us'd did fmoother grow.

Nor did thy Battels make thee Proud or High,

Thy Conqueft r-ais'd the State, not Thee:
Thou overcam'ft thy felf in every Vidory.

As when the Sun in a direfiter Line,

Upon a polifli'd Golden Shield doth lliine,

The Shield reflefts unto the Sun again his Light

:

So when the Heavens fmil'd on thee in Fight,

When thy propitious God had lent

Succefs, and Viiftory to thy Tent

;

To Heav'n again the Viftory v/as fent,

XIL
Englan(', 'till thou did'ft come,

ConiinM her Valour home j
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Then our own Rocks did ftand

Bounds to our Fame as well as Land,

And were to us as well

As to our Enemies unpaflable

:

We were afham'd at what we read,

'A-nd blulh'd at what our Fathers did,

Becaufe we came fo far behind the Dead.

The Briti/J} Lion hung his Main, and droop'4>

To Slavery and Burden ftoop'd,

With a degenerate Sleep and Fear

Lay in his Den, and languifh'd there ',

At whofe leaft Voice before,

A trembling Eccho ran through every Shorc^

And fliook the World at every Roar

;

Thou his fubdu'd Courage didft reftore.

Sharpen his Claws and from his Eyes

Mad'ft the fame dreadful Lightning rife }

Mad'ft him again affright the neighbouringFloods>

His mighty Thunder founds through all the Woods;
Thou haft our Military Fame redeem'd,

Which was loft, or clouded feem'd:

Nay, more, Heaven did by thee beftow

On US; at once an Iron Age, and happy too.

XllL
*Till thou command'ft, that Azure Chain of Wares,!

Which Nature round about us fent.

Made us to every Pirate Slaves,

Was rather Burden than an Ornament j

Thofe Fields of Sea that wafli'd our Shores,

Were plow'd, and reap'd by other Hands than ours 5

To us, the liquid Mafs,

Which doth about us run.

As it is to the Sun,

Only a Bed to ileep on was:

And not as now a powerful Throne,

To Ihake and fway the World thereon.

Our Princes in their Hand a Globe did lhew>

But not a perfeft one,
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Compos'd of Earth and Water too.

But thy Commands the Floods obey'd,

Thou all the Wildemefs of Water fway'd 5

Thoudid'ft not only wed the Sea,

Not make her equal, but a Slave to thee,

Neptune himfelf did bear thy Yoke,
Stoop'd, and trembled at thy Stroke:

He that ruled all the Main,
Acknowledg'd thee his -Sovereign

:

And now the conquer'd Sea doth pay
More Tribute to thy Thames, than that unto the Sca»

XIV.
*Till now our Valour did our felves more hurt

;

Our Wounds to other Nations were a fport

}

And as the Earth, our Land produc'd

Iron and Steel, which iliould to tear our felves be us'd;

Our ftrength within it felf did break.

Like thundering Canons crack,

And kill'd thofe that were near.

While the Enemies fecur'd and untouch'd were.

But now our Trumpets thou haft made to Sound
Againft our Enemies Walls in foreign Ground i

And yet no Eccho back to us returning found, '^

E}tgland is now the happy peaceful Ille,

And all the World the while

Is exercifing. Arms and Wars
With Foreign or Inteftine Jars.

The Torch extinguifh'dhere, we lend to others Oyl,,

We give to all, yet know our felves no fear

;

"We reach the Flame of Ruin and of Death,

Where-e'er we pleafe our Swords to unfheath,

Whilft we in calm and temperate Regions breath :>

Like to the Sun, whofe heat is hurl'd

Through every Corner of the World ;

Whofe Flame through all the Air doth go.

And yet the Sun himfelf the while no Fire docs know,

XV.
Befides, the Glories of thy Peace

Are not in number, noi in value lefs.
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Thy Hand did cure, and clofe the Scars

Of our bloody Civil Wars j

Not only lanc'd but heal'd the Wound,
Made us again as healthy and as found

:

When now the Ship was well nigh loft,

After the Storm upon the Coaft,

By its Mariners endanger'd raoft,

When they their Ropes and Helms had left ;

When the Planks afunder cleft,

'And Floods came roaring in with mighty found,

Thou a fafe Land and Harbour for us found.

And favedft thofe that would themfelves have
drown'd :

•A work which none but Heaven and Thee could do.
Thou mad'ft us happy whether we would or no .

Thy Judgment, Mercy, J'emperance fo great.

As if thofe Virtues only in thy Mind had feat:

Thy Piety not only in the Field, but Peace,

When Heaven feem'd to be wanted leaft 5

• Thy Temples not like Janm only were.

Open in time of War,
When thou hadft greater caufe of fear:

Religion and the awe of Heaven polTeft

All places and all times alike thy Breaft,

XVI.
Nor didft thou only for thy Age provide.

But for the Years to come befide 3

Our after-times, and late Pofterity,

Shall pay unto thy Fame as much as wej
They too are madeTjy thee.

When Fate did call thee to a higher Throne,
And when thy mortal Work was done,

When Heaven did fay it, and thou muft be gone.

Thou him to bear thy burden chofe,

"Who might (if any could) make us forget thy lofsj

Nor hadit thou him dellgn'd.

Had he not been

Not only to thy Blood, but Virtue Ha,
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Not only Heir unto thy Throne, but Mind:
'Tis he fiiall perfea: all thy Cures,

And with a fine Thread weave out thy Loom 5.

So one did bring the chofen People from
Their Slavery and Fears,

Led them through their pathlefs Road,
Guided himfelf by God.

H'as brought them to the Borders ; but a fecond hand

Did fettle and lecure them in the piomis'd Land;

%)pnthe Jate Storm\ and Death of the laU.

Lord Protedor, enfuing the fame.

By Mr. Waller.
[claim

WE muft refign; Heav'n his great Soul docs

In Storms as loud as his Immortal Fame i

His dying Groans, his laft Breath fliakes our Iflc,'

And Trees uncut fall for his Fun'ral Pile

:

About his Palace their broad Roots are toft

Into the Air j So %omuli:s was loft.

New T^owe in fuch a Tempeft mifs'd their King 5

And from obeying, fell to worlLipping.

On Cere's Top thus Hermles lay dead,

With ruin'd Oaks and Fines about him fpread j

The Poplar too, whofe Bough he wont to wear

On his viftorious Head, lay proftrate there

:

Thofe his laft Fury from the Mountain rent

:

Our dying Hero, from the Continent

Ravifli'd whole Towns, and Forts from Spaniards reft.

As his laft Legacy to Britai?i left.

The Ocean, which fo long oiu Hopes confin'd,

Cou'd give no Limits to his vafter Mind :

Our Bound's Enlargement was his lateft ToiJj

Nor hath he left us Prisoners to our Ifle.

Under the Tropick is our Language fpokc,

And part ofFlanderi hath leceiv'd our yoke.
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Trom Civil Broils he did us difingage ;

Pound Nobler Objeds for our Martial Rage :

And, with wife Condud, to his Country Ihew'd

Their ancient way of Conquering abroad.

Ungrateful then, if we no Tears allow

To him, that gave us Peace and Empire too !

Trinces that fear'd him, grieve ; concern'd to fee

No pitch of Glory from the Grave is free.

Nature her felf took Notice of his Death,
And, fighing, fwell'd the Sea with fuch a Breath ;

That to remoteft Shores her Billows roll'd,

Th' approaching Fate of her great Ruler told.

The foregoing Copy anCwer'd.

By Mr. Godolphin.

S well he*s gone, (O ! had he never been)T Ĥurry'd in Storms loud as his crying Sin.

The Pine, the Oak fell proftrate for his Urn,

That with his Soul, his Body too might burn.

Winds pluckt up Roots, and fixed Cedars move,

Roaring for Vengeance to the Heav'ns abo\'*e.

Prom Guilt, like his, great "B^mulus did grow.

And in like Tempefts to the Shades did go.

Strange ! that the lofty Trees themfelves fliould fell.

Without the Axe j fo Orpheus went to Hell.

At his Defcent the fiouteft Oaks were cleft.

And this whole Wood its wonted Station left.

On Charles's Throne the proud Ufurper's dead.

With ruin'd England's Tears about him fpread;

Thofe from our Eyes his- Wrath and Madnefs rent.

And thofe, alone, upon his Hearfe are fpent j

Which mixt with Sighs, do weeping Clouds outvie,

And lefier Storms of Wind and Rain fupply.

In Battle Hercules wore the Lyon's Skin,

But our fierce Tyrant wore the Beaft within

:

Whofe Heart was brutifh more than Face, or Eyes,

Aad in the fliape of Maa was in difguife.
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In Civil Bioils he did us firft engage.

And made three Kingdoms pcrilh by his Rage ;

Houfes ftoni Widows, Bread from Orphans reft,

And his laft Legacy to Kichard left.

One fatal Stroke flew Juftice, and the Caufc

Of Truth, Religion, and the Sacred Laws ;

So fell Achilles by the Trojan Band,

Tho' he ftill Fought with Heav'n it felf in's Hand.
Nor cou'd Domeftick Spoils confine his Mind,
No Limits to his Fury, but Mankind.

The BritiJ}} Youth to Foreign Coafts are fent

Towns to deftroy, but more to Baniihment j

"Who fince they cannot in this Ifle abide,

Are confin'dPrifoners to the World belide.

The Rocks w'hich from the World do Britain part,

W^ere but weak Bars againfl: his harder Heart j

Whofe Thoughts, nor Laws, nor cou'd the Ocean
Mad as the Sea 5 and Lawlefs as the Wind, [bind,

S^ here-ever Men, where-ever Pillage lies.

Like rav'nous Vultures our wing'd Navy flies.

Under the Tropick we are underftood.

And bring Home Rapine thro' a purple Flood,

New Circulations form'd, our Blood is hurl'd.

As round the lelfer, fo the greater World.

Thus has the Rebel to his Country ihow'd.

How to be Slaves at Home, and Thieves abroad.

Such Circuits makes the Sun, but notfuch Harms 5

This burns the Places, that the other warms.

Bad Phaeton a liker Courfe did run,

Spoil'd equally, but lefs uliirp'd the Throne.

No wonder then, if we do Tears allow

To him that gave us Wars, and Ruin too.

Tyrants, that lov'd him. Grieve, concern'd to fee

There muft be Puniihment for Cruelty.

Nan-re her felf rejoyced at his Death,

And Oil the Waters fung with fuch a Breath,

As made the Sea dance higher than before.

While her glad News came leaping to the Shore,
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A Pastoral upon the Death of her

Grace the Dutchefs of Ormond.

^^a nihil majus, meliufve Terris

Tata (lonavere^ bonique Divi,

Nee dsibunt: quamvis redeem in Amum
Tempora pri/cum. Horat.

M Y R T I L L O. ALEXIS.

M r \T.I L L O.

IF loaded Eye-lids, and a clouded Brow,

Crofs'd Arms and rifing Sighs, great Sorrow fliowi

And if one Friend may know another's care.

Why thefe fad Marks does my Alexis wear?
ALEXIS.

Alas, Myrtillo! caft thy eyes around,

And tell me, what like comfort's to be found?

The Sun has not fent forth one chearful Ray,
But worn a Cloud of Mourning all the day.

See how our drooping Flocks no Paftures heed.

But bleat about us, and negled to feed I

Let Nature look in all her Orders fad 5

Nor Envy dare to fliew it, if Ihe's glad 5

Since nothing, nothing now can Joy reftore.

For Fate has ftruck, and Pyrrha is no more.

M r \T I L L 0.

Tyrrha, I for whom our daily vows we paid.

And beft-lov''d Younglings on the Altar laid j

For whofe long Well-fare, Life, and happy State,

All grateful Tray'rs on the good Gods did wait 5

Whole Virtue Nymphs were taught to copy young,

For 'twas the Theme of ev'ry Shepherd's Song:
Has Fate at laft prevail' d ! And is SHE gonel

O whither now Hull many wretched mn 1

Vol,!. K
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The Injui'd, forRedrefs; the Poor, for Aid j

Worth, for Reward , or Grief, to be alky'd :

Since Juftice, Pity, Bounty quits our Plains j

Eur Sorrow grows Eternal, and remains.

ALEXIS,
As full blown Flowers, that long have deck'd the

ground,

And with their Odours fill'd the Air around,

Bend down their Heads at laft to Mother Earth,

And fade away, though to a fecond Birth j

Or as tall Cedars, who (admir'd) have flood

Tor many years the Glory of the Wood,
finding in time their facred Roots decay.

Are by the next rude tempeft torn away.

So flourifii*d Pyrrhd, and as high did rife,

Adorn'd the Earth, and feem'd to reach the Skies,

Tair, without: blemilh ; Lofty, without Pride :

But, Oh I the Tempeft rofe, and Pyrrha dy'd !

Gone then's all Spring, now Winter's only ours;

Sighs rife like Storms, and Tears muft fall like

MI\T I L L 0.
[Showers.

If full of Years and Honours Pyrrha fell,

Giicf may with Swains of humbler Talents dwell.

While to a nobler work our minds we raife,

Sufpend our Sorrows, and proclaim her Praifc.

ALEXIS.
As round Heaven*s Throne whole Choirs of Angels

throng.

Yet all their Triumph's one Eternal Song:

So here on Earth ihall Pjrrha's Praifes laft.

Till Time's no more, and Nature's works lie wafle.

M r \T I L L O.

Then let us tune our Reeds ; thou lirfl the Lay
Begin ; Our Flocks flrall liflen, and I'll play :

So up to Pyrrha's Fame our Notes we'll raife,

Sulpend oui Soirows, ;md proclaim her Praife.
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ALEXIS.
Mean time, ye boundlefs Winds, yourGufls foibear»

Aud all ye Hills and Valleys round give ear:

Keep back ye Rivers, and forbear toruni

Till the great Tale of Pyrrha's Fame be done :

Then let each wind bear it vvhere-e'er it blows,

Catch it, ye Hills and Valleys, as it goes,

With your aflenting Ecchoes in the clofe.

Murmur it, Floods, as to your Seas ye creep,

And with it add new Wonders to the Deep ;

For the Renown oi PyrrhcCs Name fliall laft

Till Time's no more, and Nature's works lie wafle,

M r \T I L L 0. On then.

ALEXIS.
As Stars before the rifing day

Seem in their Oibs to fink, and dive away ;

So all the Nymphs upon our fertile Plains,

Though proud and cruel to their fighing Swains,

When Pyrrhu's pow'iful Charms approach'd, they

And any Satyr might have then prevail'd : [fail'd.

So much in blooming Youth cou'd ihe furprize,

Sh'ad all the panting Hearts and v/i(hing Eyes.

Come then, ye Nymphs of treadle, drasv near.

Weep round her Earth, and all your Garlands tear;

For Fyrrha's Beauty once no equal knew ;

But Fate has feiz'd Her now, and muft have Jqu.

M T T^r 1 L L 0.

Tyrrha'-, bright Eyes cnlightned every Grove,

And fir'd at laft ^4lcander''s Heart with Love;
The Nymph found him a Triumph worth her Charms,
And Ihe alone was fit to fill his Arms.

Many did either Conqueft wifii t' have made.
But only they each other could invade j

For in her Form did Nature feem improv'd,

And he was fram'd to Love, and be belov'd :

Therefore Heav'nfmird,andall the Stars look'dkind;,

Wheu PyrrhA and sAlcander*s Hearts weie join'd,

K s
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ALEXIS.
Who has not heard of great ^Icander^s Name,
SO long the Mufes Task, and Pride of Fame?
Pan early chofe, and made him great in Tow'r,

When the Wolves rag'd, and did our Flocks devour.

He took the guard of the molefted Plains
;

Saw our Lambs fed, and chear'd us frighted Swains j

Wak'd with us'midft dark Nights and pinchingCoids,

To drive the hoA'ling Monfters from our Folds :

In all which time, Pjrrha, his charming Bride,

Oft came, and watch'd as he did, by his fide j

Of his worft dangers ftill her part would bear.

And for all Joys (he gave him, ask'd but care.

Now, ye poor Flocks, go bleat about, and ftray;

Te Shepherds, caft your Scrips and Hooks away i

Stretch'-d on the ground, your fatal Lofs bemoan,
And call on Fyrrha's Name at ev'ry groan.

M r T^T I L L O.

Full' fifty happy Years this matchlefs Pair

Liv'd in unfliaken Love j no jealous Care,

Or mean Diftruft, did once their Joys moleft.

So in a noble Off-fpring were they bleft

Of warlike Youths, worthy their. Father's Name,
And Daughters, fpotlefs as their Mother's Fame :

Bold aladon, the Darling of loud War, -^

And Strephon now, whofe pious Shoulders bear ^
The burden of his aged Father's Care j

^
Young £>4wo?/, lovely as the Beams that play

About our Eaft, and lead the coming Day j

Fair Thyllidai who was with <^gon wed.

And bleft hini-with a faithful Fruitful Bed ;

Generous Lyfca too, by Nature taught

To recommend the poor Man's Caufe unfbught.

ALEXIS.
All thcfc the Off-fpring were of Pyrrha's Womb ;

Come then, ye Mothers, mourn around her Tomb

:

In Pyrrha's Name your Myftick Rites perform,

When to your Aid ye would Lmma charm,
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Either the lab'ring Matron's pangs to eafe,

Or blefs the Barren Mourner with increafc.

M r \T I L L 0.

Oh I kind Alexis, ftill puifue thy Song,

How thele fair Branches grew, or wither'd young-

ALEXIS.
Brave Celadon through Fate untimely fail'd,

And was by Pan and all his Train bewail'd j

Some mourning Mufes fung him to his Tomb,
Yet others felt more grief, and thence were dumb.
Yonng Damon faded in his Beauty's Pride,

And Phyllida. no lefs lamented dy'd.

But Jong may Strephon^s Life rejoice the Years

Of good \^ha>ider^ and aflift his Cares,

Fulnefs of time, kind Heav'n, to Lyfca give,

'Tis for your Honour, Gods, thatfhe fhould live 5

For /he, the more of days you her atford,

By her good Deeds will make yoi4 more adoi'd

;

Since L;'/f<t was of pious Fyrrha, born.

And Pyrrhas Virtues Lyfca's Heart adorn.

M r \^T I L L O.

But what Hiall now give good oleander joy?

ALEXIS.
The Gods, when Fare took Celadon away,

Call'd Daphnis forth, th' Heroick Race to run.

Which his great Parent had fo well begun ;

From Celadon s brave Loins young Daphnis came,
Full of his Hear, and confcious of his Fame j

Whofe Mind his Father's Deeds did fo imploy.

He grew ^/c^w^fr's Hopes, and Pyrrha^s Joy.
Pyrrha lov'd Daphnis, and with pleafure found
The Heroes Virtues in the ToHTh abound.

Vy'hcn Daphnis languifh'd, Pyrrha did provide

The charming foft ^mynta for his Ende :

^mynta! tender as the Lambs that play

In Sunny morns, and Innocent as they ;

Sweet as thofe Ev'ning Airs that gently blow-

Where the lich fragrant Eaftern Spices grow i

K i
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Calm as our Groves in a fair Summer''s Nightj

Arid lovely as the firft-created Lighr.

JDaphnis v/ns born, ^mynta,''s with him join'd,

To chafe all forrows from ^Icander^s mind j

To add new Honours to his ftore of Fame,
And a long Race of Heroes to his Name

:

His Name, which fliall, with Tyrrha's Praifes, laft

Till Time's no more, and Nature's works lie \vafte»

Funeral Tears to the Sacred Memory of
our late Soveraign King Charles
the Second.

TH E Noon-day Star^ that once out-fac'd the Sttriy

Chdrles his bright Phofphor, has its period run

:

And refting Charles, with more fix'd Glories crown'd.

Has paft his mighty finifh'd Circle round.

All th' untired race of Prodigies, the late

Continued ihame of this Stupendious fate.

Which once his 'E^jioratian Lawrels bore j

Thofe nevei-fleeping tores, now move no more.

Myriads of Guardian Angels all disband ;

And Wonders wait no more on his Right Hand.

Whilft Truth invincible, unbyaft T{ight,

Cood-nefs unbounded, Mercy infinite j

J^onour unfullyed ; all the brighteft Train

Of Miniftring Graces t' his illuftrious Reign,

Their "Royal %ohes to Tmteral Sables turn

All Mourners o'er their Sacred Majler^s Urn :

But 'mid^ the Tears our ftreaming Sorrows pour

Three ivailing KJngdvms in one Loyal Shoxvre,

How feebly does our Voice of Mourning found,

Whilft T{oyal Eyes iu deeper Griefs lie drown'd ?

No Heart like Jar^es with killing Loads o'er preft,

Kindeft of Brothers-, and of Friends the beit.
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So fad the pangs of parting FriendHiip prove,

Inuiioderatc Grief, and ever burning Love

Reud his Great Soul, and their keen Pi^fTage force,

Methinks I fee hinj at the Dire Divorce;

Whilft the Great James like Great Tclefm ftands,

Wi.h Ecchoing Cries, and with up-lifted Hands,

With rended Garments, and a flowing Showre

Of bitt'reft Tears deplores the difmal Hour.
Till from above behold the Ihining Sky j

The tiery Steeds, and flaming Chariot fly.

Th' afcending Saint, 'midil fhouting .^ngch round.

With purer Joys and brighter Diadems cro-.vn'd.

Here with fad Ties he took his lafl: Farewel,

And grafp'd the vjondrons Mantle as it fell.

With Heav'nlytranfmigrating Glories tir'd,[infpir'd.

Eill'd with the mounting Ge^, with the whole Charles

O mighty Charles, what have not only we
Three Kingdoms, but even Empire loft in thee?

Founder of Monarchy, for thou alone

Stood'fl: the unfhaken Bulwark of the Throne.

When the old Storm yawn'd for th* Imperial wrack,

Thy Hand alone beat the fierce Torrent back :

Ta^ion and Sdnfm, by thy ftrong Arm o'erthrown,

Whilft a calm'd World was thy great work alone.

Glory and ?eate but in thy SHn-beams play,

Whilft thou'rt the God of our long Halcyon day.

The old Fanatick^Itend, Co late before

Drunk with a Martyr'd Monarch's P«r/?/<r Gore,

Whilft with th' old Poifon, and th' old Rage he ftood,

All thirfting for new Draughts of T{oyal Bloody

The Cro-wn's long Foe, and blackeft Imp of Hell,

His Sting juft faftning, thou alone couldft quell.

Thy Book of Fame with this laft Glory fill'd :

What fliall Great James on thy Foundations build?

Strike, Royal Heir, th' half conquer'd Serpent dead

:

Charles bruis'd his Teeth,and thou flialt crufli hisHcad.

Peace, Vnion, Concord, all fo well begun ;

Tho' thou, Gieat charUst thy Race like Mtfes run j

K4
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Thy People led by thy Miraculous Hand
To th' Mi\ and Honey of a BlefTed Land

;

Caird hence too foon by the Almighty Voice ;

Saw'ft but the Borders of the promis'd Joys:
That God-like JopmA fills rhy Royal Seat,

Who thy unfinifh'd Wonders fliall compleat.

Tranflated Saint, now thy full Honours feize,

Blefl with thy own eternal Handmaid, Peace^

Around thy Head immortal Honours play.

Brighter than thy own Reftoration-Day.

Like thy own Mercy foft be thy Repofe j

Whiift on thy Brow that Perfura'd Fragrance flows?

Sweeter than th' Odours even of that Rich fame
That fhall Embalm thy Everlafting Name.

j^n O D E.

By Mr. P r i or.

WHile Blooming Youth, and gay Delight^

Sit on thy tofey Cheeks confeft.

Thou haft, my Dear, undoubted Right

To triumph o'er this deftin'd Breaft.

My Reafon bends to what thy Eyes ordain j

Por I was born to Love, and thou to Reiga,

n.

But wou'd you meanly thus rely

On Power, you know I muft Obey j

Exert a Legal Tyranny

}

And do an ill, becaufe you may ?

Still muft I Thee, as Atheifts Heav'n adore;

Not fee rhy Mercy, and but dread thy Power?

in.
Take heed, my Dear, Youth flics apace j

As well as Cupids Time is blind:
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Soon muft thoie Glories of thy Face,

The Fate of vulgar Beauty find :

The thoufimd Loves, that arm thy potent Eye,

Mull drop their Quivers, flag their Wings, and die,

IV.
Then wilt thou (igh, when in each Frown
A hateful Wrinkle more appears j

And putting peevifli Humours on
Seems but the fad Effed of Years :

Kindnefs it felf too weak a Charm will prOVCj

To raife the feeble Fires of aged Love.

V.

Forc'd Compliments, and Formal Bows
Will ihow Thee juft above Negled :

The Heat, with which-thy Lover glows,

Will fettle into cold Refpeft ;

A talking dull P/atonic\l fhall turn.

Learn to be civil, when I ceafe to burn.

VL
Then fliun the 111, and know, my Dear,

Kindnefs and Conftancy will prove

The only Pillars, fit to bear

So vaft a Weight, as that of Love.

If thou canft wifh to make my Flames endure.

Thine muft be very fierce, and very pure.

VIL
Hafte, Ce/ia, hafte, while Youth invites.

Obey kind Cupid's prefent Voice »

Fill ev'ry Senfe with foft Delights,

And gi /e thy Soul a Loofe to joys :

Let Millions of repeated Blilfes provei

That thou all Kindnefs art, and I all Love.
VIIL

Be mine, and only mine ; take care,

Thy Looks, thyThoughts,thy Dreams to guide
To me alone 5 nor come fo far,

As liking any Youth belide

:

K 5
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what Men e*cr court thee, fly 'em, and believe.

They're Serpents all, and Thou the tempted Eve*

IX.

So fliall 1 court thy deareft Truth,

When Beauty ceafes to engage j

So thinking on thy charming Youth,
I'll love it o'er again in Age :

So Time it felf our Raptures fhall improve,

While ftill we wake to Joy, and live to Love.

A S O N <J.

I.

AT dead of Night, when rapt in fleepj

The peaceful Cottage lay,

Taftora left her folded Sheep,

Her Garland, Crook, and ufelefs Scrip 5

Love led the Nymph aftray.

IL

Xoofe and undreft flie takes her Flight

To a near Myrtle Shade ;

The confcious Moon gave all her Light,

To blefs her ravifh'd Lover's fight.

And guide the loving Maid.

m.
His eager Arms the Nymph embracCj

And, to aiTwage his Pain,

His reftlefs PalTion he obeys

:

At fuch an hour, in fuch a Place,

What Lovei could contain ?

IV.

In vain (he call'd the confcious Moon,
The Moon no fuccour gave ;

The cruel Stars unmov'd look'd on,

And feem'd to fmile at what was donCj

Nox would her Honom fave,
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V.

Viinquilli'd at Uft, by pow'rful Love,

The Nymph expiiing lay,

No more fhe figh'd, no more Hie flrovc.

Since no kind Stars were found above.

She blulli'd and dy'd away.

VI.

Yet bleft the Grove, her confcious Flight,

And Youth that did betray j

And panting, dying with delight,

She bleft the kind tranfporting Night,

Aud curft approaciiing Day.

The Poet's Complaint of his Mufe.

ODE,
By Mr, Tho. Otway.

TO a high Hill, where never yet flood Tree,

V/heie only Heath, coarfe Fern, and Furzes

Where (nipt by piercing Air) [grow.

The Flocks in tatter'd Fleeces hardly graze ;

Led by uncouth Thoughts and Care,

Which did too much his penfive mind amaze

?Cloy'd with the naufeous follies of the buzzing .

Town, [down.^

Came, look'd about him, figh*d, and laid him J
'Twas far from any Path, but where the Earth'

Was bare, and naked all as at her Birth,

Wiien by the Word it fiift was made.

E'er God had faid,
'

Let Grafs and Herbs and every green thing grow,'

With fiuitful Trees after their kind j and it was i'o.

The whiftling Winds blew fiercely round his Head,

Cold was his Lodging, hard his Bed ,
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Aloft his Eyes on the wide Heav'ns he caft.

Where we are told Peace only's found at laft :

And as he did its hopelefs diftance fee,

Sigh'd deep, and cry'd, How fat is Peace from me

!

II.

Nor ended there his Moan

:

The diftance of his future Joy
Had been enough to give him Pain alone

;

But who can undergo [Woe ?

Defpair of eafe to come, with weight of prelent

Down his afflifted Face •>

The trickling Tears had ftream'd fo faft a-pa^e, P
As left a path worn by their briny race, ^,

Swoln was his Breaft with Sighs, his well-

Proportion' d Limbs as ufelefs {^U,

While the poor Trunk (unable to fuftain

It felf) lay rackt,. and Ihaking with its Pain«

I heard his Groans, as 1 was walking by.

And (urg'd by pity) went aflde, to fee

What the fad caufe could be

Had prefs'd his State folow, and rais'd his Plaints Co

On me he fixt his Eyes. I crav'd, rhigh..

Why fo forlorn? He vainly rav'd.

Peace to his mind I did commend.
But, oh I my words were hardly at an ejivj-,

When I perceiv'd it was my friend.

My much-lov'd Friend : fo down I fatt

,

And begg'd that I might fhare his Fate :

1 laid my Cheek to his, when witJi a Gale

OfSighs he eas'dhisBr<Mft, and thus began his Talc
III.

I am a Wretch ofhoneftRace:
JMy Parents not obfcure, nor high in Titles werej

They left me Heir to no Difgrace.

My Father was (a thing now tare)

Loyal and brave 3 my Mother chaft and fair.

Their pledge of Marriage-vows vvas only I;

Alone 1 liv'd thcit much-lov'd fondled Boy;



Miscellany Poems. 205*

They gave me generous Education, high

They ftrove to liiile my Mind, and with it grew

their Joy.

The Sages that inftruded me in Arts "^

And Knowledge, oft would praife my Parts, ^
And chear my Parents longing hearts. '^•

When I was call'd to a Difpute,

My Fellow-Pupils oft flood mute:
Yet never Envy did disjoin

Their hearts from me, nor Pride diftempcr minc^
Thus my firft years in Happinefs I paft, <^

Nor any bitter cup did tart : >
But, oh ! a deadly Potion came at laft. ^ -

As I lay loofely on my bed, [Head,

A thoufand pleafant thoughts triumphing in my
And as my Senfe on the rich Banquet fed,

A Voice (it feeem'd no more, fo buiie I

Was with my felf, Ifaw not who was nigh) [dead.

Tierc'd through my Ears j Arife, thy good Senande^s.

It fiiook my Brain, and from their Feaft my frighted

Senfes fled.

IV.

From thence fad Difcontent, uneafie Fears,

And anxious Doubts of what I had to do.

Grew with fucceeding Years.

The World was wide, but whither fliould I go^

I, whofe blooming Hopes all wither'd were.

Who'd little Fortune, and a deal of Care?

To Bnrai-ns great Metropolis I ftray'd.

Where Fortune's general Game is piay'd;

Where Honelly and V/it are often prais'd,

But Fools and Knaves are fortunate and rais'd.

My forwaid Spirit prompted me to find

A Conveife equal to my Mind:
But by raw Judgment eafily mif-led,

(As giddy callow Boys

Are very fond of Toys)

I mifs'd the brave and wife, and in thcii ftea4

Oa every (oit of Vanity 1 hd.
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Gay Coxcombs,Cowatds,Knaves,an.dpratingFools,

EulHes of o'er-grown Bulks, and little Souls,

Game{lers,Half-vvits,andSpendthiifrs,(fach as think

Mifchievous midnight froUicks bred by Drink
Are Gallantry and Wit,

Becaufe to their lewd undeiftaiidings fit)

Were thofe wherewith two years at leaft I fpent.

To all their fulfome Follies moft incorrigibly bent

:

'Till at the laft, my felf more to abufc,

I grew in love with a deceitful Mufe.

V.

No fair Deceiver ever us'd fuch Charms,
T'enfnare a tender Youth, and win his Heart

:

Or when Ihe had him in her Arms,

Secur'd his love with greater Art.

1 fancy'd, or I dream'd, (as Poets always do)

No Beauty with my Mufe's might compare. -^

Lofty ilie feem'd,and on her front fat a majeilick ^
Awful, yet kind J fevere, yet fiiir. [Air, -^

Upon her Head a Crown fhe bore

Of Laurel, which (he told me fhould be mine;
And round her Ivory Neck Ihe wore

A Rope of largeft Pearl. Each part of her did Hiine

With Jewels and with Gold, -^

Numberlefs to be toldj >
Which in Imagination as I did behold, -*

And lov'd, and wonder'd more and more.

Said (he, Thefe Riches all, my Darling, fhall be thine,

Riches which never Poet had before,

Sh« promis'd me to raife my fortune and my name,
By Royal Favour, and by endlefs Fame j

But never told

How hard they were to get, how difficult to hold.

Thus by the Arts of this moft fly

Deluder was I caught.

To her bewitching Bondage brought.

Eternal Conftancy we fwore,

A thoufand times our Vows were doubled q\U
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And as we did in out Entrancements lie, -p

thought no Pleafure e'er was wrought lo high, ^
No Pair fo happy as my Mufe and I.

^

VI.
Ne'er was young Lover half fo fond

When iirft his PufiUage he loft,

Or could of half my Pleafure boaft.

We never met but we enjoy'd,

Still tranfported, never cloy'd.

Chambers, Ciofets, Fields and Groves,

-

Bore wirnefs of our daily Loves 5

And on the bark of every Tree

You might the marks of our Endearments fee.

Diftichs, Pofies, and the pointed Bits -%

Of Satyr, (written when a Poet meets 7"

His Mufe in Caterwauling fits) *
You might on every Rind behold, and fwear

I and my Clio had been at it there.

Nay, by my Mufe too I was bleft

With Off-fprings of the choiceft kinds.

Such as have pleas'd the nobleft minds,

And been approv'd by Judgments of the beft.

But in this moft tranfporting height,

Whence llook'd down and laugh'd at Fate,

All of a fudden I was alter'd grown -j

I round me look'd, and found my felf alone : >
My faithlefs Mufe, my faithlefs Mufe was gone. ^

I try'd if I a Verfe could frame :

Oft I in vain invok'd my Clio's name.

The more I ftrove, the more I fiiil'd. -%

Ichaf'd,IbitmyPen,curftmydullScull,andrairdX

Refolv'd to force m'untoward Thought, and atC

the laft prevail'd. -^

A Line came forth, but fuch a one,

No trav'ling Matron in her Child-birth pains,

Full of the joyful Hopes to bear a Son,

Was more aftonifh'd at th' unJcck'd-for fhape

Of fome deform'd Baboon, or Ape,

Then 1 was at the hideous iifue of ijiy Brains.



2o8 The First Part cf

I tore my Paper, ftabb'd my Pen,

And fwore I'd never write again,

Refolv'd to be a doating Fool no more.

But when my reck'ning I began to make, ^
1 found too long I'd flept, and was too late awake ;>

I found m'ungrateful Mufe, for whofefalfe fake^
I did my felf undo.

Had robb'd me of my deareft Store,

My precious Time, my Friends, and Reputation too j

And left me helplefs, friendlefs, very proud, and poor.

VII.

T^^/ow, which inbafe Bonds my Folly had enthrall'd,

I ftrait to Council call'd

;

Like fome old faithful Friend, whom long ago

I had cafheer*d, to pleafe my flatt'ringFair.

To me with readinefs he did repair j

Expreft much tender Chearfulnefs, to find

Experience had reftor'd him to my Mind 5

And loyally did to me (how,

How much himfelf he did abufe,

Who credited a flattering, falfe, deftruftive, treache-

I ask'd the Caufes why. He faid, [rous Mufe,

'Twas never known a Mufe e'er ftaid

When Fortune fled ; for Fortune is a Bawd
To all the Nine that on Pamaffus dwell.

Where thofe fo fam'd, delightful Fountains fwell

Of Poetry, which there does ever flow j

And vhere Wit's lufty, fliining God
Keeps his choice Seraglio.

Sowhilft our Fortune fmiles, our Thoughts afpire,

Jleafure and Fame's our bus'nefs, and delire.

Then, too, if we find -y

A promprnefs in the Mind, >
The Mufe is always ready, always kind. "^

Bur if th* old Harlot Fortune once denies -j

Her favour, all our Pleafure and rich Fancy dies,^

And then th' young,flippery Jilr,thcMufe too from^
us fl:ies. .J>
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VIIL

To the whole Tale I gave Attention due

;

And as right fearch into my felf I made,
I found all he had faid

"Was very honeft, very true.

Oh how I hugg'd my welcome Friend

!

And much my Mufe I could not difcommend j

For I ne'er liv'd in Fortune's Grace, ^
She always turn'd her back,and fled from me apace, >
And never once vouchfaf'dto let me fee her Face. J

Then fo confirm me moie,

He drew the veil of Dotage from my Eyes : -»

See here, my Son, (faid he) the valu'd Prize j >
Thy fulfome Mufe behold, be happy, and be wife. ^

I look'd, and faw the rampant, tawdry Quean,
With a more horrid Train

Than ever yet to Satyr lent a Tale,

Or haunted Chlon's in the Mall.

The firft was he whoftunk of that rank YezCc

In which he wrote his Sedom Faice ;

A Wretch whom old Difeafes did fo bite, ^
That he writ Bawdry fure in fpighr, >
To ruin and difgrace it quite. ^

Jhilofophers of old did fo exprefs

Their Art, and fhew'd it in their Naftinefs.

Next him appear'd that blundering Sot

Who a late Sejfion of the Poets wrote.

Nature has mark'd him for a heavy Fool ;

By's flat broad Face you'll know the Owl.

The other Birds have hooted him from light;

Much buffeting has made him love the Night,

And only in the dark he ftrays ; [his days,

Still Wretch enough to live,withworfe Fools fpends

And for old Shoes and Scraps repeats dull Plays.

Then next there follow'd, to make up the Throng,
Lord Lampoon, and Idofijieur Song,

Who fought her love, and promis'd foi't

To make hex: famous at the Court.
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The City Poet too was there,

In ci black Sattin Cap and his own Hair,

And begg'd that he miglit have the Honoux^
To beget a Pageant on her

For the City's next Lord Mayor.

Her Favours flie to none deny'd :

They took her all by turns alide.

Till at the laft up in the rear there came "^

The Poetrs Scandal, and the Mufes Shame, K
A Beaft of Mouftrous guile, and LI B E L L wasC

his Name. -^

But let me paufe, for 'twill ask time to tell

How he was born, how bred and wh«i«, and where

he now does dwell.

IX.

He paus'd, ajad thus renew 'd his Tale.

Down in an obfcure Vale,

*Midft Fogs and Fens, whence Mifts and Vapours
Where never Sun was feen by Eyes, [rife,

Under a defart Wood
"Which no Man ovvn'd, but all wild Beafts were bred,

And kept their horrid Dens, by prey far farrag'd fed.

An ill-pird Cottage ftood,.

Built of Mens Bones flaughter'd in Civil War,

By Magick Art brought thither from afar.

There iiv'd a widow'd Witch,^

That us'd to mumble Curfes eve and morn.
Like one whom Wants and Care had worn ;

Meagre her Looks, and funk her Eyes,

Yet Mifchiefs ftudy'd, Difcords did devife.

Sh' appeared humble, but it was her Pride :

Slow in her Speech, in femblance fanftify'd.

Still when flie fpoke flie meant another way j

And when {he curft, flie feem'd to pray.

Her hellifli Charms had all a holy diefs.

And bore the Name of Codlinejs.

All her Familiars feem'd the Sons of Peace.

Honeft Habits they all wore.

In outward fiiow moft iamb-Uke and divine :
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But inward of all Vices they had (lore,

Greedy as Wolves, and fenfual too as Swine.

Like her, the Sacred Scriptures they had all by Heiut,

Molt eafily could quote, and turn to any part.

Backward repeat it all, as Witches Prayers do.

And for their turn, interpret backward too.

Idolatry with her was held impure,

Becaufe befides her fclf no Idol fhe'd endure.

Though not to paint, fh'ad arts to change the Face,

And alter it in Heav'nly fafhion.

Lewd Whining fhe defin'd a mark^ of Graces

And making tigh faces was Mortifcation,

Her late dead Pander was of wc^l-known fame.

Old Presbyter "Rebellion was his Name :

She a fworn Foe to K^l NG, his Peace, and Laws,

So will be ever, and was call'd (blefs us I) THE
GOOD OLD C^V SE.

X.

A Time there was, (a fad one too)

When all things wore the face of Woe,

"When many Horrors rag' d in this our Land,

And a defiroying ^ngel wss fent down.

To fcourge the Pride of this Rebellious Town.

He came, and o'er all BritAm ftretch'd his conquering

Till in th' untrodden Streets unwholfome Grafsihand s

Grew of great ftalk, its Colour grofs.

And melancholick pois'nous green j

Like tliofe coarfe fickly Weeds on an old Dungliill

Where feme Murrain-murther'd Hog, [feen,

Poifon'd Cat, or ftrangled Dog,

In rottennefs had long unburied laid,

And the cold Soil produftive made.

Birds of ill Omen hover'd in the Air,

And by their Cries bad us for Graves prepare }

And, as our Deftiny they feem'd t' unfold,

Dropt dead of the fame fate they had foretold.

That dire Commiffion ended, down there came.

Another yAngel with a Svjtrd ef Blame

:
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Defolation foon he made,
And our new Sodom low in Afhes laid.

Piftraftions and Diftrufts then did amongft us rife.

When, in her pious old Difguife,

This Witch with all her Mifchief-making Train

Began to Ihew her felf again.

The Sons of old TiebelUon ftrait flie fummon'd all

;

Strait they were ready at her call :

Once more th' old Bait before their Eyes flic caft. .-y

That and her Love they long'd to taft j ^
And to her Luft fhe drew them all at laft. ^
So T{ty.i>cn (we may read of heretofore) [Whore.'

Was led aftray, and had pollution with his Father's

XI.

The better to conceal her lewd intent

In fafety from obferving Eyes,

Th' old Stiunipet did her felf difguife

In comely Weeds, and to the City went,

Affefted Truth, much Modefty, and Grace,

And(likc a worn-out-Suburb-Trull) paft there for a
Thither all her Lovers flock'd, [new Facie.

And there for her fupport flie found

A Wight, of whom Fame's Trumpet much does

With all ingredients for his bus'nefs ftockt, [foundj,

Not unlike him whofe Story has a Place

In th' Annals of Sir Hudnbras.

Of all her bus'nefs He took care, -*

Andevery Knave or Fool that to her did repair, >
Had by him admittance there. ^

By his Contrivance to her did refort

All who had been difgufted at the Cpurt.

Thofe whofe Ambition had bee|i croft,

Or by ill Manners had Preferments joft,

Werethofe on whom (lie praftis'd moll: her Charms,

Lay neareft to her Heart, and oft'neft in her Arms.

Int'reft in every Faftion, every Seft flie fought ;

And to her Lure, flatt'ring their Hopes, flie brought

All thofe who ufe Religion foi a Fafliiou.
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All fuch as piaftife Forms, and take great Pains

To make their Godlinefs their Gains.,

And thrive by the Dillraftions of a Nation,

She by her Art enfniu'd, and fetter'd in her Chains.

Through her the Atheift hop'd to purchafe Toleratio?!,

The Rebel PoxuV, thebeggar'd Spend-thrift Lands,

Out of the /vjw^'s or Bijhofs Hands.

Nay, to her fide at laft Jlie drew in all the rude.

Ungovernable, headlong Multitude

:

Promis'd ftrange Liberties, and fure Redrcfs

Of never- felt, unheard-of Grievances

:

Pampei'd their Follies, and indulg'd their Hopes,

With May-day-KoutSf November Sc]iiibs^ and burning

Faji-board Popes.

XII.

With her in common Luft did mingle all the Crew,

Till at the laft (lie pregnant grew,

And from her Womb, in little time, brought forth

This monftrous, moft detefted Birth,

Of Children born with Teeth w'ave heard.

And fome like Comets with a Beard ;

Which fcem'd to be fore-runners of dire Change;

But never hitherto was feen,

Born from a Wapping Drab, or Shoreditcb Q^iean,

A form like this fo hideous and fo ftrange.

To help whofe Mother in her Pains, there came
Many a well-known Dame.
The Bawd Hypocnfie was there,

And Madam Impudence the Fair :

Dame Scandal with her fquinting Eyes,

That loves to fet good Neighbours at debate,

And raife Commotions in a jealous State,

Was there, and Malice Qiieen of far-fpread L'es,

With all their Train oi Frauds and Forgerin,

But Midwife Mnttny^ that bufie Drab,

That's always talking, always loud.

Was Ihe that firft took up the Babe,

And of the office moft was proud.
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Behold its head of horrid form appears

:

To fpight the Pillory it had no Ears.

When ftrait the Bawd cry'd out, 'twas furely kia

To the bleft Family of Pryn.

But SctLndixl offer'd to depofe her word,

Or oath, the Father was a Lord.

The Nofe was ugly, long, and big, ^
Broad, and fnowty like a Pig

;

>
Which fliew'd he would in Dunghills love to dig ;

^

Xove to caft ftinking Satyrs up in ill-pil'd Rhymes,

And live by the Corruptions of unhappy Times.

XIII.

They promis'd all by turns to take him.

And a hopeful Youth to make him.

To nurfe he ftrait was Tent

To a Sijicr-ivitch, though of another fort,

One who profeft no good, nor any meant

:

All day fhe praitis'd Charms,by night ihe hardly flept.

yet in the outcafts of a Northern faftious Town,

A little fmoaky Manlion of her own,

V^'here her Familiars to her did refort,

A Cell flje kept.

Hell flie ador'd, and Satan was her God;
And many an ugly loathfome Toad
Crawl'd round her walls, and croak' d.

Under her Roof all difmal, black, and Imoak'd,

Harbour'd Beetles, and umvholfome Bats,

Sprawling nefts of little Cats

;

All which were imps flie cherifh'd with her blood.

To make her Spells fucceed and good,

Still at her rivell'dBreafts they himg, whene'er man-
kind llie cuift, [nurft.

And with thefe Fofter-brethren was our Monftfr

In little time the Hell-bred Brat

Grew plump and fat.

Without his Leading-firings could walk,

And (as the Sorcercfs taught him) talk.

At ffven years old he went to School,

Where lirft he grew a foe to Rule.
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Never would he levirn as taught,

Butftill new Ways affeded, and ne\v Methods fought.

Not that he wanted parts

T'improve in Letters, and proceed to Arts j

But as negligent as fly,

Of all perverfcnefs brutiflily was full,

(By Nature idle) lov'd to fluft and lie.

And was obflinatcly dull.

'Till fpigbt of Nature, through gre^t pains, the Sot,

(And th' Influence of th' ill Genius of our Laud)
At lafl: in part began to underfl:and.

Some infight in the La:iii Tongue he got ;

Could fmatter pretty well, and write too a plain hand.
For which his Guardians all thought fit,

In Compliment to his moft hopeful Wit,

He fliould be fent to learn the Laws,
And out of the good old to raife a damn'd nevj Caufe,

XIV.

In which the better to improve his Mind,
As by nature he was bent

To fearca in hidden paths.and things long buried fiad,

A Wretch's Convcrfe much he did frequent

:

One who this World, as tJiat did Him, difown'd,

And in an unfrequented Corner, where

Nothing was pleafant, hardly healthful found,

He led his hated life.

Needy, and even of Necelfaries bare.

No Servant haa he, Children, Friend, or Wife :

But of a little remnant, got by Fraud,

(For all ill tjurns he lov'd, all good detefted, and be-

liev'/d no God,)

Thrice in a week he chang'd a hoarded Groat, y
With which of Beggars Scraps he bought. >

Then from a neighb'ring Fountain Water got, ^
Not to be clean, but flake his Thirfl:.

He never bleft himfelf, and all things elfe he curft.

The Cell in which he (though but feldom) flept.

Lay likft a Den, unclcans'd, unfwept

And theiethofe Jewels which he lov'd, he kep
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old worn-out Statutes, and Records

Of Commons Trivilegesy and the %is,hts of Lords.

But bound up by themfelves with care were laid

All the ^Ailsf T{efolves, and Orders made.
By the old Lo7ig IRump-Tarliament,

Through all the Changes of its Government

:

From which with readinefs he could debate ->

Concerning Matters of the State, Ifg^Jf- P
All down from Goodly Forty one to Horrid Forty ^

XV.
His Friendfhip much our Monfler fought

By Inftinft, and by Inclination too

:

So without much ado

They were together brought. [taught.

To him Obedience Libell fwore, and by him was he

He learnt of him all Goodnefs to deteft ;

To be afham'd of no Difgrace j

In all things, bur Obedience, to be Beaft

;

To hide a Coward's Heart, and fhow a hardy Face,

He taught him to call Government a Clog,

But to bear beatings like a Dog :

T*ave no Religion, Honefty, or Senfe,

But to profefs them all for a Pretence.

Fraught with thefe Morals, he began
To compleat him more for Man :

Diftinguilht to him in an hour

'Twixt Legi/lativey and Judicial power :

How to frame a Commonwealth y

And Democracy, by ftealth ;

To palliate it at firft, and Cry
*Twas but a Well-mixt Monarchy,

And Treafon Salus Fopuli;

Into Rebellion to divide the Nation,

By fair Committees of ^Jfociation j

How by a lawful means to bring,

In Arms againft himfelf the I<JNG,
With a diftinguifliing old Trick,

•Twixt petfons Nmn^h and ^oUtiiKl

How
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How to make faithful Servants Traytors^ y
Thoiough-pac'd Rebels Legljlcitorst ^

And at laft, Troopers ^djutators. ^
Thus well inform'd, and furnilht with enough

Of fuch like wordy, canting Stuff,

Our Blade fct forth, and quickly grew

A Leader in a faftious Crew.

"Where e'er he came, 'twas he firft filencc broke.

And fwell'd with every word he fpoke.

By which becoming fawcy Grace,

He gain'd Authority and Place

:

By many for Preferments was thought fit.

For talking Treafon without Fear or Witj
For opening Failings in the State j -y

For loving noilie and unfound Debate, [Hat. >
And wearing of a Myftical green Ribband in his ^

XVL
Thus, like blades in his Lion's skin,

He very dreadful grew,

Bur, like that HrrcuUs when Love crept in.

And th' Hero to his Diftaff drew.

His foes that found him, faw he was but Man

:

So when my faithlefs Clio by her Snare

Had brought him to her Arms, and I furpriz'd hirn

At once to hate and fcorn him I began j [there,

To fee how foolilhly Ih'ad dreft.

And for divcrfion trickt the Beaft»

He was Poetry all o're,

On ev'i.y fide, behind, before r

About him nothing could I fee.

But particoiour'd Poetry,

Fainter*s ^Advices., Letanies^

Ballads, and all the fpurious cxcefi

Of ills that Malice could devifc.

Or ever fwatm'd from a licentious Prefs,

Hung rouiid about him like a Spell

:

And in ids own hand too was writ,

Vol. L L
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That worthy piece ofmodern Wif,

The Country's late y^ppcal.

But from fuch ills when will our wretched State

Be freed ? and who fliall crufh this Serpent's head ?

'Tis faidj we may in Ancient Legends read

Of a huge Dragon, fent by Fate

To lay a finfui Kingdom wafte j

So through it all he rang'd, devouring as he paft-

And each day with a Virgin broke his fail,

'Till wretched 2vIatrons curft their Wombs,
So hardly was their lofs endur'd :

The Lovers all defpair'd, and fought their Tombs
In the fame Monfter's Jaws, and of their Pains were

cur'd.

'Till, Mce our Afo?z./?fr too, and with the fanae

Curft iends, to the Metropolis he came.

His Cruelties renewM again.

And every day a Maid was flain.

The curfe through ev'ry Family had paft.

When to the Sacrifce at laft

Th' unhappy Monarch's only Child muft bow:

A TvBjMi BuKghtcY needs muft fuffeithcn, a \0 T kA L

XVIL
On him this Dragon Lihel needs wiiiprcy 5

On Kim hax caft

His fordid Venom, and prophan'd

With fpurious Verfe his fpotlefs Fame,

Which ihall for ever ftand

Unblemifiit, and to Ages laft.

When all his Foes lie buried in their Shame.

Elfe tell me why (fome Frophet that is wife)

Heaven took fuch care

To make him every thing that's rare,

Dear to the Heart, delirous to the Eyes.

Why do all Good men blefs Him as he goes?

Why at hisprefence fhrink his Foes?

Why do the Brave all ftrive his Honour to defend ?

M'hy thiough the World is he diftingui(ht moft
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By Titlfs, which but few can boaft,

A moft Jtijl Majier^ and a ¥Aithfu.l Friend ?

One who never yet did wrong
To high or low, to old or young?

Of Rim what Orphan can complain ?

Of Him what Widow make her Moaa?
But fuch as wifh Him here again,

And mifs his Goodnefs now He's gonc-

If this be (as I am fure 'tis) true,

Then prithee. Prophet, tell me too,

Why lives he in the World's Efteem,

Kot one Man's Foe? an4 why then are not all mea
friends with Him ?

XVIIL
When e'er his Life was fet at flake

For his ungrateful Country's lake,

What Dangers or what Labours did He ever HiQn?

Or what Wonders has not done?
Watchful all night, and bufie all the day,

(Spreading his Fleet in fight of HolLwa's fliore)

Triumphantly ye faw his Flags and Streamers play.

Then did the EugUpj Lion roar,

Whilft the Belgian couchant lay.

Big with the thoughts of Conqueft and Renown,
Of Britain's Honour, and his own

,

To them he like a threat'ning Comet (hin'd.

Rough as the Sea, and furious as the Wind

;

But conftant as the Stars that never move

;

Or as Women would have Love.

The trembling Genius of their State

Lookt out, and ftrait Ihrunk back his head.

To fee our daring Banners fpread.

Whilft in their Harbours they .^
Like Batten'd Monftets w^ltring lay : C

The Winds, when Ouis th'ad kifs'd, fcom'dwithr
their Flags to play. 3

But drooping like their Captains hearts.

Each Pendant, every Strcamci hung,

L z
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The Seamen feem'd t'have loft their Arts.

Their Ships at Anchor now, cf which w'had heard
them boaft, [Billow toft.

With ill-furl'd Sails, and Rattlings loofe, by every

Lay like neglefted Harps, iintun'd, unftrungj

*Till at the laft, provok'd with Shame,
Forth from their Dens the baited foxes came:

poxes in Council, and in Fight too Grave

:

Seldom true, and now not brave.

They blufter'd out the day with ftiew of Fight,

And ran away in the good-natur'd Night.

XIX.

A bloody Battel next was fought,

And then in Triumph home a welcome Fleet he
brought,

With Spoils of Vidory, and Glory fraught.

To Him then every Heart was open, down
From the Great Man to the Clown

j

In Him Rejoyc'd, to Him ^iK-lin'd :

Arid as his Health round the glad Board did pAfs^

Each honeft fellow cry'd, Fill full my glafsj

And ftiew'd the fullnefs of his Mind,

No difcontentcd Vermin of ill Times
Durft then affront him but in fliow ;

Nor L'thd daih him with his dirty Rhymes:
Nor may he live in peace that does it now.

And whcfe Heart would not wilh fo too

That had but feen

When his tumultuous mif-led Foes

Againft Him rofe.

With what Heroick grace

He chofe the weight of wrong to wndergo?

No tempeft on his Brow, unalter'd in his Face.

True witnefs ofthe Innocence within.

But when the MefTen^ers did Mandates bring

For his retreat to Foreign Land,

Since fent from the relenting hand

Of the moll Uvin^ B%OTHE% K^niUfi KJNGi
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If in his heart Regret did rife,

It never fcapt his Tongue or Eyes:
With fteady Virtue 'twas allay'd.

And like a mighty Conq»*ror He obey^d^

XX.
It was a dark and gloomy Day,
Sad as the Eus'nefs, fallen too,

As proud men, when in vain they woo,

Or Soldiers cheated of their pay.

The Court, where Plcafures us'd to flow,

Became the fcene of Mourning, and of Woe.
Defolate was Q\'t\y Room,

Where men for News and Bus'ncfs ufe to come.

With folded Arms and down-caft Eyes men walk'd,

In corners and with caution talk'd.

All things prcpar'd, the Hour grew near

When he muft part: his laft fhort time was fpent

In leaving Bleffings on his Children dear.

To them with eager Hafte and Love he went

:

The Eldeft firft embrac'd,

As new-born Day in Beauty bright,

But fad in Mind as deepeft Night,

What tendreft Hearts could fay, betwixt them paft j

'Till Grief too clofe upon them crept

:

So fighing he withdrew, She turn'd away and wept.

Much of the Father in his Breaft did rife,

When on the next he fxXt his Eyes,

A tender Infant in the Nurfe's Arms,
Full of kind play, and pretty Charms.

And as to give the Farewel Kifs He near it drew,

About his manly neck two little Arms it threw j

Smil'd in his Eyes, as if it begg'd his flay,

And iook'd kind things it coald not fay.

XXL
But the great pomp of Grief was yet to come.

Th' appointed time was alm<>ft paft,

Th' impatient Tides knock'd at the Shore, and bid

To feek a Foreign Home. [him hafle

L I
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The Summons he refolv'd t' obeyj

Pifdaining of his Suffeiing to complain,

Though every ftep feem'd trod with pain 5

So forth he came, attended on his way
By a fad lamenting Throng,

That bleft him and about him hung.

A weight his generous Heart could hardly bear,

But for the Comfort that was near.

His Beauteous MATE, the Fountain of his Joysj

That fed his Soul with Love ;

The cordial that can mortal Pains remove.

To which ail worldly Bleflings elfe are Toys.

ifaw them ready for departure ftand, -^

Juft when approach'dthe i\fo«d)-c/iof our Land, S»

And took the charming Mourner by the hand. -^

T'exprefs all nobkft Offices he ftrove

Of 'R^yal Goodnefs^ and a 'Brother'' s Love.

Then down to the Shore fide,

Where, to convey Them, did two Royal Barges ride,

With foleran pace they paft :

And there fo tenderly embrac'd,

Ail griev'd by fympathy to fee them pArt,

And their kind Pains toucu'd each By-ftan^er's

Then hand in hand the pity'd Pair [h-eart,

Turn'd round, to face their Fate ;

she ev*n amidft Affiiftions Fairi

Ht^i though oppreft, ftill Creaf.

Into th' expefting Boat v/ith hade they went }

Where, as the troubled Fair one to the Shore fome
willies fent.

For that dear Pledge ili'ad l^k behind,

And as her Paffion grew too mighty for her Mind,

She of fome Tears her Eyes beguil'd j

Which, as upon her Cheek they lay.

The happy Hero kift away,

.And, as fhewept, bhilht withDifdain, and fmil'd.

Straight forth they launch into 5 the high-fwolu

Thames :

The v/eil-fm!tkO:ii§lavcup the yielding Streams,
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All fixt their longing Eyes, and wiHiing flood.

Till they wetc got into the wider Flood

;

Till lefTen'd out of fight, ;md fcen no more:
Tlien iigh'd, and turn'd into the halted Siiorc.

Of3 Mr. W A L L E R,

Bj Mr. T. Rymer.

WUIley'is dead; and lofty Number's lofi-. ^
Now E>iglijb Veife (with nothing left to^

boaft) i
May hobble on, and vex good Friday's Ghoft, J
What was it Three and Eighty Yeats to live ?

Short is this Boon to what the Mufes give:

They Co Infur'd his Immortality,

That fcarce he knew, in any kind, to die,

T1V0 Ages he the Sacred Garland bore ;

Peerlefs in this, and Prince of that before.

Rare Genius, his , alike their Glory ir.ade.

In glittering Courts, and in the Country Shade.

There, by four Kings belov'd, how high he ihoii' I

Infeparable Jewel of the Crown ;

Yet thence no borrow'd Heat, or Luftre got,

Warm of himfclf ; and S-in he wanted not.

And if the Diamond flood hard Fortune's ihock.

Thanks to his old Hereditary T{sck.

For all the Court, for all the Mv/es Snares;

Our Journals alio tell his pubiick Cares.

From Ji^mes to James, they count him o'er and o'sTj

\vifom Succertive Keigns, a Senator.

On him, amidft the legiflative TJirong,

Their Eyes, and Ears, and every Heart they hun^.
Within thofe Walls if we Apollo knew,

Leis could he waim, nor throw a Shaft To true.
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what Llfc,what Lightning blanchM around the Chair?

(It was no Hoiife, if Waller was not there :)

And that Refpefit ftill to his Speech, or Nods,

As he had come from Councils of the Gods.

How would he tune their contradifting Notes ?

With ready Wit facilitate the Votes ?

And in his Verfe, fo cv'ry where difplay

An ^4ir of fomething Great, and fomethingGay ?

And, like ^mphion, when he form'd a Town,
Put Life in ev'ry Stock, and ev'ry Stone?

Oh ! had he liv'd one Meeting more to fit,

How would the Timesh\s generous Mrnd have hit J

What he fb long contefted for, in vain.

Set loofe from all Ecclefiaftick Chain,

With Tranfport he would find Religion free>

And now no longer a Monopoly.

Watch home, and Harhour', nay, pjKt up the Sea: ^
But who /hall e'er vjith Heaven our Trajfickjiay ? ^
Or there ereti a Block^hopife in the ivay ?

"^

Our Jiubborn Body is not us^d fo ill j ^
It mnfi no 1{acl{ {that foreign Engine) feel j ^
K^ind yet they hring poor Confcience to the Wheel. "^

Error they fcourge j fo Children whip their Top j

The certain, only means to keep it up.

Thus would he play, and Kiany a pointed Jeft

Still fling againfl: the perfecuting Beaft.

Eafie to run in endlefs Hiftories ;

Tracing a Life of one who never dies.

How he the Orbs of Courts and Councils mov'd

:

But, Mufes, how he Sung, and how he Lov'dl

What Spirit fills his Verfe, your Care defines i

Amongft the Stars how Sacharijfa fhines :

How ftill her Altars fume with Sacrifice,

When gone are all the Goddefles of Greece.

Language and Wit he rais'd to fuch an height, ->

We Ihould fufpeft, with him, the Empire's Fate, >
Did not Aufpicious James fupport the Weight. ^
This Northern Speech refin'd to that degree.

Soft France we fcorn, aoz envy Italy :
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But for a fit Comparifon muft feek

In VirgtCi Latin, or in Homer's Greek.

Anger is mad j and Choler mere Difeafe

:

"RisMufc fought what was fweet,and what would plcafc

:

Still led where Nature's beauteous Rays entice j

Not touching vile Deformities, or Vice.

Here no Chimara skips, no Goblin frights ;

No Sntyr''s here, nor Monfter t\(c, that bites.

Sweernefs his very Vinegar allay'dj

And all his Sfiakes in Ladies Bofom play'd.

Nature rejoic'd beneath his charming Power;

His lucky hand made every thing a Flower.

So every Shrub to Jejfamin improves

;

And rudeft HoltSy to goodly Myrtle Groves.

Some, from a Sprig he carelefly had throwH,

Have furnilh'd a whole Garden of their own.

Some, by a SpArk^ that from his Chariot came,
Take Fire^ and b{az.e, and raife a deathUfs Name,
Others a lucklefs Imitation try j ^
And, whilft they foar^ and whilft they venture high, v
Flutter and flounce^ but have not Wing to fly. •>

Some, in loofe Words their empty Fancies bind.

Which whirl about, with Ch.ijf, before the Wind,

Here, brave Conceits in the Exprefllon fail :

There, Hg the Words, but with no Senfe at all.

Still Waller's Senfe might Waller's Language truft 5

Both pois'd, and always bold, and always juft.

None e^er may reach that ftrange Felicity, y
V> here Thoughts are eafle, Verfe fo fweet, aad free, ?•

Yet not defcend one Step from Majefty. -^

On the Infanta of Portugal.

Ho W Cruel was ^lonz.o's Fate,

To fix his Love fo high 5

That he muft perifli for her Hata>

Or foi hex Kindnefs dye ?

Li
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II.

ToituiM and ManglM, Cut and Maina'd,
Tth' midft of all his Pa^n,

He with his dying Bxeath proelaiin'd,

'Twas better than DifdaJn.

in.
The Gentle Nymph long fuice defignM^

Foi the proud Mounfiei.u*s Bed j

Now to a Holy Goal contin'd.

Drops Tears for every Bead.

IV.

Tell me ye Gods, if when a King
Suffers foT Impotence :

If Love be fuch a thing,

What can be Innocence \

An Epitaph on th Lord Fairfax.

iy the D, of Buckingham.

U
I.

-Nder tliis Stone does lie

One born for Viftory.

Talrfax the Valiant, and the only He,

Who e'er for that alone a Conqueror would be.

Both Sexes Virtues v. ere in him combin'd

:

He had the Fiercenefs of the maniieft Mind,
And eke the Meeknefs too of Womankind.

He never knew what Envy was, or Hate j

His Soul was iiU'd with Worth and Honefty?

And with another thing quite out of date,

Call'd Moddly.
II.

He ne'er feera'd impudent, but in the Field j a Place

Where Impudcnce'it felf dares feldom ihew her Face ;

Had any Stranger fpy'd him in the Room
"Withfome of thofe whom Ik ha4 ovwcomi?;
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And had not heard their Talk, but only Cceii

Their Gedure and their Mien,

Tliey would have fworu he Jiad the Vanquifii'd been 3

For as they brag'd, and dreadful would appear.

While they their own ill lucks in War repeated.

His Modefty ftill made him bluHi to hear

How often he had them defeated.

III.

Through his whole Life the part he bore

Was Wonderful and Great j

^nd yet, it fo appear'd in nothing more.

Than in his private laft Retreat

;

For it's a Granger thing to find

One Man of fuch a glorious Wind,
As can difmifs the Pow'r h' has got.

Than Millions of the Polls and Braves,

Thofe defpicable Fools and Knaves,

Who fuch a Pother make,
Through Dulncis and Miftake,

In feeking after Power, but get it not.

IV.

When all the Nation he had won,

And with Expence of Blood had bougiit

Store great enough lie thought.

OfFame and of Renown ;

He then his Arms laid down.

With full as little Pride

As if he had been of his Enemy's fide,

Or one of them cou'd do that were undone^

He neither Wealth nor FJaces fought 5

For othersj not himfelf he fought.

He was content to know.

For he had found it fo.

That when he pleas'd to conquer, he was abJr,

And left the Spoil and Plunder to the Rabble :

He might have been a King,

But that he underftcod

How much it is a meaner thing

To be unjuftiy Gxeat, thaii hcuouiabiy Qooi^
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V.

This from the World did Admiration draw.

And from his Friends both Love and Awe,
Remembring what in Fight he did before :

And his Foes lov'd him too,

. As they were bound to do,

Becaufe he was refolv'd to fight no more.

So bleft of all, he dy'd ; but nu more bleft were we,

If we were fure to live, 'till we could fee

A Man as great in War, in Peace as juft as he.

yi the Memory of my Nohle Friend^

Mr. Vv^ALLER.

By Sir John Cotton, ^^r.

NOT Sleep, beneath the Shade in Flow'ry Fields,

To th' weary Traveller more Pleafure yeilds >

Nor, to afTwage his Thirft, the living Spring,

I'th' heat of Summer, more delight does bring
j

Than unto me thy well tun'd Numbers do.

In which thou doft both pleafe ^nd profit too.

Born in a Clime where Storms and Tempefts grow |

Far from the Place where Helicon does flow:

Th,e Mufes travel'd far to blefs thy Sight,

And taught thee how to Thmh^ and how to Write,

Th' "* ^fcraan Shepherd tells us he indeed ^ Hefiod,

Had feen them dancing, while his ¥loeki did feed.

Not Petrarch's Laura, nor bright lyrt/Z^'s Fame,
Shall longer live than SachanfAs Name.
Thou do'ft not write like thofe, who brand the TimeS;

And themfelves moft, with fharp Satyrick^ 'T{himes

:

Nor does thy My.fe^ with fmutty Verfes, tear

The modeft Virgin's chaft and tender Ear.

Free from their Faults, what e'er thy Mufe indites^

Hot Ovid^ nor TibttLlm fofter wdtes.
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The choice of tuneful Words t'exprefs out Thoughts,

By thy Example we have £iil been taught.

Our Englilh t ^irgif, and our Piudar too, t Cowley,

In this ('tis faid) fomc Negligence did Ihew.

I'll add but this, left while I think to raife

Thy Worth, I kindly injure thee with Praife j

Thy Verfes have a Gemtts^ and muft

Live until all things crumble into Duj},

Upon my Noble Friend^ Mr. Waller*

By Sir Thomas Higgons.

TRough I can add but little'to his Name,
Whofe Mufe hath giv'n himfuch immortalFamej

Yet, in the Crowd of thofe who diefs his Hearfc,

1 come to pay the Tribute of a Verfe.

Athens and 1{ome, when Learning fiourifli'd moft>
Could never fuch a finifli'd Poet boaft ;

Whofe matchlefs foftnefs in the Engli[}> Tongue
Out-does what Horacf, or ^nacreon Sung.

Judgment does fome to Reputation raife j

And for Invention others wear the Bayes :

He poffeft both, with fuch a Talent ftil],

As Ihew'd not orvly force of Wit, but S'^^ill.

So faultlefs was his Mufe, 'tis hard to know
If he did more to ^rt^ or Nature owe.

Read where you will, he's Mufick all along,

And his Senfe eafie, as his Thought is ftrong.

Some driving to be Clear, fall flat and Lovj ;

And when they think to mount, ohfcmc they grow.

He is not darker for his lofty Flight;

Nor does his Eafinefs deprefs his Height
;

But ftill perfpicuous, wherefoe'er he fly.

And, like the Sun, is brighteft, when he*s high^'

Ladies admire, and tafte his gentle Vein,

Which does the gteateft Sutefoien emeitaia,
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His V^rfes do all forts of Readers warm,
Philofophers inftrud, and Women charm.

Nor did he all Men in his Verfe out-do.

But gave the Law in Converfation too:

He tun'd the Company where-e'er he came,

Stiil leaving v/ith them fomething of his Flame.

He feem'd by Nature made for every thing,

And could harangue, and talk, as well as fing 5

Perfuade in Council, and Aflemblics lead;

NvOw make them bold, and then as much afraid:

Give them his Paffions, make them of his Mindi
And their Opinioxi change, as he inclin'd.

The EiigUjh he hath to Perfeftion brought;

And we to Cpeak are by his Meafures taught.

Thof^ very Words, which are in Falliion now.

He brought in Credit half an Age ago.

Thus P^rr-sn-/; mended the Italian Tongue;
And now they fpeakthe Language which he (vtn^^

They both like Honour to their Countries do

;

Their Saints they both inimitably woo.

They both alike Eternity do give

:

And SachariJJ^i fhall with Lama live.

UPON THE
Duke of BUCKINGHAM'S

Being in Difgrace at Court, in the Teari6y^l

WHEN great Men fiill, .great Griefs arife;,

In one, two, thj:ee, four Eamilies„

When this Man fell, there rofe great Sorrow

In '3?owf, Geneva, £odom and Gomorra/^
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DAPHNIS and CHLOE,
By Andrew Marvel), I/^j

I.

Dy^phnis muft from Chloe part

:

Now is come the difmal Hour
That mufi: all his Hopes devour.

All his Labour, all his Art.

IL

Nature, her own Sexes foe,

Long had taught her to be coy ;

But (he neither knew t' enjoy,

Nor yet let her Lover go,

III.

. But with this fad News ftirpriz'd^

Soon fiie let that Nicenefs fall j

And would gladly yield to all.

So it had his ftay cempriz'd,

IV.

He, well read in all the ways

By which Men their Siege maintain^

Knew not that, the Fort to gain,

Better 'twas the Sieg-s to raife,

V.

But he came Co full pofleft

With the Grief of Parting thence.

That he had not fo much Senfe

As to fee he might be bleft.

VL
Till Love in her Language bieath'd

Words Ihe never fpake before j

But then Legacies no more

To a dying Man bequeath'd.

VIL

For, Alas, the time was fpentj

Now the lateft miftute's lua
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when poor Daphnis is undone.

Between Joy and Sorrow rent.

VIII.

At that Why, that Stay my Deary

His diforder'd Locks he tarej

And with rouling Eyes did glare.

And his cruel Fate forfwear.

IX.

As the Soul of one fcarce dead,

With the fiirieks of Friends aghaft.

Looks diftrafted back in hafte,

And then ftrcight again is fled.

X.

So did wretched Dttphnis look»

Frighting her he loved mod.
At the laft, this Lover's Ghoft

Thus his Leave refolved took.

XL
Are my Hell and Heaven joined

More to torture him that dies ?

Could departure not fuffice.

But that you muft then grow kind?

xn.
Ah my Chloe how have I

Such a wretched Minute found, -

When thy Favours (hould me wound
More than all thy Cruelty ?

XIIL
So to the condemned Wight
The delicious Cup we fillj

And allow him all he wil!,

For his laft and fhort Delight.

XIV.
But I will not now begin

Such a Debt unto my Foe ;

Nor to my Departure owe
What my Prefence could not vvi«,
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XV.
Abfcncc is too much alone r

Better *tis to go in Peace,

Than my LofTes to iacreafe

By a late Fruition.

XVI.
Rather I away will pine

In a manly Stubbornnefs,

Than be fatted up exprefs

For the C*niUl to dine.

xvn.
Whilft this Grief does thee difarm,

All th' Enjoyment of our Love
But the ravifliment would prove

Of d Body dead while warm..

XVIII.

Gentler times for Love are meant

:

Who for parting Pleafure ftrain,

Gather Rofes in the Ram,
Wet themfelves and fpoil their Scent,

XIX.
Farewel therefore all the Fruit

Which I could from Love receive:

Joy will not with Sorrow weave,

Nor will I this Grief pollute.

XX.
Fate I come, as djiik, as fad.

As thy Malice could defire;

Yet bring with me all the Fire

That Love in his Torches had.

XXL
At thefc words away he broke j

As who long has praying ly'n.

To his Head's-man makes the Sign,

And receives the parting Stroke.

xxn.
B;:t hence Virgins all beware.

Lail Night he with Thlogts fleptj
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This Night for Dorinda kept j

And but rid to take the Air.

XXIII.

Yet he does himfelf excufe ;

Nor indeed v/irhout a Caufe.

For, according to the Laws,

Why did chloe once refufe 3

Monfieur St. Eiirernont. 1684.

W.^ller,(jni nc fent rien des Maux de la vieilkJ
Dfnt la vivacite fait honte anx jeuncs Gens 3

S^Mtache a la Beauts pour "vivre plus long temps^

Et ce cju^oji nomerott dans «» dutre foihlejfe^

EJi en ce rare Efprit tine fage tendreffc'i

^A le fait rejijier a Hnjure des ^ns.

In EngliJhy.hy.T, R.

VAin Gallants, look on Waller, and defpair:

He, only he, may boaft the Grand Receit j

OiFourfcore Years he never feels the weight :

Still in his Element, when with the Fair 3

There gay, and frejh, drinks in the rofie ^ir :

There ljap[>y, he enjoys his leifure hours 5

Nor thinks of Winter, whilll amidft the Flowers.

TJpon the Inimitahle Mr. Wa l l e r»

By Mr. Gfiorge Granvill?.

THE Witty, and the Brave, fiuvive the Tomb 5

Poets, and Heroes, Death it felf o'cvcome:

By what they -write, or ail. Immortal made,

They only change thcii World.-, but arc wot Dfnd,
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V/alUr can never die, of Life fecure

As long as Fame, or aged Timet endure.

A Tree of Life is Sacred Poetry j

Whoe'er has leave to tafle, can never die.

Many Pretenders to the Fruit there be.

Who, againft Nature's Will do pluck the Tree i

They nibble, and are Damnd : But only thole

Have Life, who are by partial Nature chofe.

Waller was Nature's Darling, free to tafte

Of all her Store ; the Mafter of the Feafi :

Not like old ^Jdarr?^ {tinted in his Choice,

Lut Lord of all the fpacious Paradife.

Myllerioufly the Bounteous Gods were kind,

And in his Favour Contradicl;ions join'd.

Honcft and Juft, yet courted by the Great 5

A Poet, yet a plentiful Eftate:

Witty, yet wife 5 unenvy'd, and yet prais'd ;

And fliew'd the Age could be with Merit pleas'd.

Malice and Spite, to Viitue certain Foes,

Were dumb to him, nor durft his Fame oppofe 5

Thofe cruel Wolves he tam'd, their Rage difarm'dj

And, with his tuneful Song, like Orpheus charm'du.

To Love, or Bujiuefsj both he was enclin'd,

Could counfel Senates, or make Virgins kind :

The Factious, with perfuafive Rhetorick, move^

Or teach difdaiaful Fair Ones how to love ;

The ftubborn of each Sex, to Reafon bring:

Like Cato he could Speak, like Ovid Sing.

Our Britif} Kings are rais'd above the Hearfe,

Immortal made, in his immortal Verle.

No more are Mars and Jove Poetick Theams,
But the two peaceful Charhfes, and Great James^

Julicty and Delia, do no more delight.

But Sacharijfa now is only bright.

Nor can the P*^!«n Goddefs longer move j

But Cloriana is the Qiieen of Love.

The Father of fo many Gods is he.

He muft himfelf be lure fome Deity,
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Minerva and Apollo fhall fubmit.

And Waller be the Only God of Wit,

This equal Rife be to his Merit given,

On Earth the King, the God of Verfe in Heaven,

Ariadne deferted hy Thefcus, as Jhe

fits upon a Rock in the IJland N?iXO$y

thus complains*

T
By Mr, Cartwright.

Hefeus f O Thefeus heark ! but yet in vain

Alas deferted I complain !

It was ferae neighbouring Rock, more foft than he,

"Whofe hollow Bowels pitied me,
And beating back that falfe, and cruel Name,
Did comfort and revenge my Flame.

Tell me you Gods, who e'er you are,

Why, O why made you him fo fair t

And tell me, Wretch, why thou

Mad'ft not thy felf more true ?

Beauty from him may Copies take.

And morcMajeftick Heroes make,

And fallhood learn a while,

From him too, to beguile.

Reftore my Clew,

*Tis here moft due,

Fos 'tis a Labyrinth of more fubtile Art?

To have fo fair a Face, fo foul a Hcirt.

The ravenous Vulture tear his Breaft,

The rowling Stone diftuib his Rcfl ?,

Let him next feci

ixians, Wheel,
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And add one Fable mozc
To curling Poets ftoie j

And then—yet rather let him live, and twine

His Woofof days, with fome thred ftoin from mine ;

But if you'll torture him, how e'er,

Torture my Heart, you'll find him there.

Till my T.yes drank up his.

And his drank mine,

I ne'er thought Souls might kifs.

And Spirits join:

Pictures till then

Took me as much as Men,
Nature and Art

Moving alike my Heart.

But his fair Vifage made me find

Pleafures and Fears,

Hopes, Sighs, and Tears,

As feveral Seafons of the Mind.
Should thine Eye, Ve22Ms, on his d'Aell,

Tho'i wouldft invite him to thy Shell,

And Caught by that live Jet

Venture the fecond Net,

And after all thy Dangers, faithlefs he,

Shouldft thou but flumber, would forfake ev'n thee.

The Streams fo court the yieldiiig Banks,

And gliding thence ne'er pay their Thanks.

The Winds fo woo the Flow'rs,

Whifp'ring among fieOi Bow'rs,

And having robb'd them of their Smells,

Fly thence pcrfum'd to other Cells.

This is familiar Hate to Siiiile and Kill,

Though nothing pleafe thee, yet my Ruin will.

Death hover, hover o'er me then.

Waves let your Cryftal Womb
Be both my Fate, and Tomb,

I'll fooner truft the Sea, than Men,
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And yet O Nymphs below who fit.

In vvhofc fvvift Floods his Vows he wut ;

Snatch a fliarp Diamond from the richer Mines,

And in fonie Mirrour grave thefc fadder Lines,

V^'hich let fome God convey

To him, that fo he may
In that both read at once, and fee

Thofe looks that caus'd my Deftiny.

In Thetis Arms I ^r.iadng fieep,

Drown'd firft by my own Tears, then in the deep 5

Twice banidicd, firft by Love, and then by Hate,

The Life that I preferv'd became my Fate j

Who leaving all, was by him left alone.

That from a Monfter freed, himfelf prov'd one,

That then I—But look I O mine Eyes

Be now true Spies,

Yonder, yonder

Comes my Dear,

Now my Wonder,
Once my Fear.

See Satyrs dance along

In a confufed Throng,
While Horns and Pipes rude noife

Do mad their lufty Joys,

Rofes his forehead Crown,
And that recrowns the Flow'rs,

Where he walks up and down
He makes the defarts Bow'rs,

The Ivy, and the Grape
Hide, not adorn his Shape.

And Green Leaves Cloath his waving Rod,
^Tis eithex Thefens:, or fome God.
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^loe Deferted SWAIN.
THE Mufes Darling, Pride of all the Plains,

Daphnisy the fofr, the fweeteft of the Swains

I ong reign'd in Love, for every Nymph he vicw*d.

He caught, he only lookt and he fubdu'd :

But now the melancholly Youth retires

Thro' flvady Groves, and wanders thro' the Briar?

Sad and alone : At laft beneath a fhade ^
Of fpreading Elm and Beech fupinely laid ^
He figh'd, he fliook his Head, and thus he faid :

»
When I fo long, fo faithfully did wooe,

And did what Conftancy and Truth could do.

Why is my Suit refijs'd, my Prayers in vain.

And warm Endeavours damp'd by cold difdain ?

Muft Slights the lean rewards of Virtue prove!

Unhappy Daphms, fatal in thy Love ! [Bee,'

Long drought the Flow'rs, and llorms the lab'ring

And unfuccefsful Love hath ruin'd thee.

This Heaven, (had I obferv'd the Omen well)

As confcious of my Fate, did oft foretell j

It fhow'd my flattering Hope fliould difappear.

And wafte like Vapours toft in flitting Air.

Laft Night when careful of my Flocks 1 went

To fee my Lambs were fed, and Folds were pent,'

A Flame fhone round my Head, but foon the Light

Decay'd, and all around ftood dcepeft Night,

But is Vrama fo aterfe to Love!

Could none of all the Rival Shepherds move ?

Ah, (y£go!i, how 1 envy thy Succefs !

Thy Fortune greater, tho' thy Charms were lefs :

Without a long fatigue, and tedious Suit

The Door was open'd, and you reach'd the Fruit 5

Oh how I pine at thy furprizing Joys !

Die Daphiils, (lie is partial in her Choice.

Yet once I hop'd (what cannot Love perfwadc ))

Moie kind returns from the obliging Maid :
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Her Looks were foft, fmiles on her Cheeks did lye,

No cloudy frowns obfcur'd the pleailng Sky :

Nor could I think that e*er the time would come
When conftant Love fl;ould prove the Lover's doom:
The Flowers 1 pluckt, the Garlands which I wove
She took, and wore as Badges of my Love :

She heard my Songs, nor did my Art contemn.
And fometimes (he would ftoop to be my Theme :

^Damatas envy'd, Colin tun'd my Lays,

Whilft ihe fate ty, and gladly heard her praifc :

Sooner fluU Dolphins o'er the Mountains fwim.

Does gtaze on Floods, and Bees forget their Thimc,
Than I that day, when with a fmile flie led

The joyful .y^gon to her promis'd Bed.

With what a high difdain he marcht along.

And proudly lookt on the dcfpairing Throng !

Yet he ne'er fed the Flocks, ne'er pent the Fold,

Nor bore the Summer's Heat, nor Winter's cold;

lut he had Wealth, and that alone betray'd

The hcedlefs Mind of the unthinking Maid,
Curft be the wretch that firft did Gold difpenfe.

And lobb'd the happy Plains of Innocence I

Am I refus'd becaufe m.y Suit was plain.

The artlefs Courtlhip of an humble Swain ?

"You know me not, nor yet the Pains 1 took,

Whilft ty^gon flcpt, to feed the weary Flock

;

How often have the Nymphs beheld me fweat

Beneath the Fury of the Summer's Heat,

How often feeu the Froft bind up my Hair,

And cry'd, Ah Daphnis, worn with too much Care I

But what avails my Care, what boots my Pain,

But only yields a larger fubjed to complain.

mmt

THE
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ASTR.EA REDUX.
A Toem on the happy Re/ioration and Re-

turn of His Sacred Mujefty G H A R L E S
the Second^ 1660.

ifyJOHNDRYDIN.
^

JAm redit ^ y'trgo^ redeunt Saturnia Regna. Virgl

NOW with a general Peace the World was bkfl-.

While Ours, a World divided from the reft,

A dreadful Quiet felt, and worfer far

Than Arms, a fullen Interval of War:
Thus when black Clouds draw down the lab'ring

E'er yet abroad the winged Thunder flies, [Skie«,

An horrid Stillnefs firft invades the Ear,

And in that filence we the Tempeft fear.

Th' Ambitious S-j^'ede like tefticfs Billows toft.

On thii hand gaining what on that he loft,

Though in his life he Blood and Ruin breath'd.

To his now guidelefs Kingdom Peace bequcath'd.

And Heaven that feem'd regardlefs of oui Fate,

For France and Spain did Miracles create.

Such mortal Quarrels to compofe in Peace

As Nature bred and Int'reft did encrcafe.

We figh'd to hear the fair Iberian Bride

Muft grow a Lilie to the Lilies fide,

While our crofs Stars deny'd us Charles his Bed,

Whom our firft Flames and Virgin Love did wed.

For his long abfence Church and State did groan i

Madnefs the Pulpit, Fa6tion feiz'd the Throne j

Experienc'd Age in deep delpair was loft

To fee the Rebel thrive, the Loyal croft ;

Youth that with Joys had unacquainted been,

Envy'd Gray hairs that once good Days ^d fcen

:

V L. 1,
' M
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We thought our Si^s, not with their own contenCj,

Had e*er we came to age our Portion fpent.

Nor could our Nobles hope, their bold Attempt
Who ruin'd Crowns, would Coronets exempt

:

For when by tHJieir defigning Leaders taught

To ftrike at Pow'r which for themfelves they fought.

The Vulgar guH'd into Rebellion, atm'd,

Their blood to aftion by the Prize was warm*d.

The Sacred Purple then and Scarlet Gown,
Like fanguine Dye, to Elephants was fhown.

Thus when the bold Tj^hoeus fcalM the Sky,

1\nd forc'd Great Jove from his own Heaven to fly,

(What King, whatCrown from Treafon's rea,ch is free.

If Jove and Heaven can violated be ?)

The lefTer Gods that fhar'd his profp'rous State,

All fuffer'd in the Exil'd Thund'rer's Fate.

The Rabble now fuch Freedom did enjoy,

As Winds at Sea, that ufe it to deftroy :

Blind as the Cyclops^ and as wild as he.

They own*d a lawlefs favage Liberty,

Xike that our painted Anceftors ^o priz'd

E'er Empires Arts their Breads had civilized.

How Great were then our Charleshis Woes, who thus

Was forc'd to fiifFer for Himfelf and us !

He tofs'd by Fare, and hurried up and down,

Heir to his Father's Sorrows, with his Crown,

Could tafte no fvveets of Youth's defired Age,

But found his Life too true a Pilgrimage.

Unconquer'd yet in that forlorn Eftate

His Manly Courage overcame his Fate.

His Wounds he took like %omans on his Breafl:,

Which by his Virtue were with Laurels dreft :

As Souls reach Heav'n while yet in Bodies pentj

So did he live above his Banifliment.

That Sun, which we beheld with couz'ned eyes,

Within the Water, mov'd alojig the Skies.

How eafie 'tis when Deftiny proves kind.

With full fpread Sails, to run before the Wind I
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But thofe that 'gainft ftiff Gales lavecring go,

Muft be at once lefolv'd and skilful too.

He would not like foft Otho Hope prevent.

But ftay'd and fuffer'd Fortune to repent.

Thcfe Virtues Gulha, in a Stranger fought ;

And Vifo to Adopted Empire brought.

How (hall I then my doubtful Thoughts exprefs.

That muft his Suff' rings both regret and blcfs I

For when his early Valour Heav'n had croft,

And all at Worc^jhr but the Honour loft,

Forc'd into Exile from his rightful Throne,
He made all Countries where he came his ovvn«

And viewing Monarchs fecret Arts of fway

A Royal Fador for their Kingdoms lay.

Thus banilh'd David fpent abroad his time.

When to be God's Anointed was his Crime,
And when reftor'd made his proud Neighbours rue

Thofe choice Remarks he from his Travels drew :

Nor is he only by Affliftions fliown

To conquer others Realms, but rule his own:
Recov'ring hardly what he loft before,

Hi's Right indears it much, his Purchafe more.
Inur*d to fuffer e'er he came to reign.

No rafti procedure will his Adions ftaiu.

To bus'nefs ripen'd by digeftive thought.

His future rule is into Method brought:

As they who firft Proportion underftand.

With eafle Practice reach a Matter's hand.

Well might the Ancient Poets then confer

On Night, the honoured name of CoHnfellor,

Since ftruck with rayes of profp'rous Fortune biiad.

We Light alone in dark Afflidions find.

In fuch adverftties to Scepters train'd.

The name of Great his famous Grandfire gain d

:

Who yet a King alone in Name and Right,

With hunger, cold and angry Jove did fight j

Shock'd by a Covenanting League's vaft Pow'rs-

As holy and as Cathoiick as ours

:

M z
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•Till Fortune's fruitlefs fpight had made it known,
Het blows not fl^ook but riveted his ThroAe.
Some lazy Ages, loft in Sleep and Eafe,

No aftion leave to bufie Chronicles j

Such whofe fupine felicity but makes
Tn ftoiy ChaJmeSf in Epocha's miftakes ;

O'er whom Time gently fiiakes his wings of Down,
'Till with his filent Sickle they are mown:
Such is not Charles his too too aftive age,

Which govern'd by the wild diftemper'd rage

Of fome bla-ck Star infefting all the Skies,

Made him at his own coft like ^dam wife.

Tremble, ye Nations, who fecure before,

Laught at thofe Arms that 'gainft our fclves webore;
Rouz'd by the lafh of his own ftubborn Tail,

Our Lion now will foreign Foes aifail.

With ^[ga, who the facied Altar ftrows ?

To all the Sea-Gods Charles an Offering owes:

A Bull to thee, Fortmtts, fhall be ilain,

A Lamb to you the Tempefts of the Main :

For thofe loud Storms that did againft him rore,

Havecaft his fhipwrack'd Vefiel on the Shore.

Yet as wife Artifts mix their Colours fo,

That by degrees they from each other go,

Black fteals unheeded from the neighb'ring white.

Without offending the well couz'ned fight.

So on us ftole our blelfed change 3 while we
Th' effeft did feci, but fcarce the manner fee.

Frofts that conftrain t^ic ground, and birth deny
To Flow'rs, that in its womb expefting lie,

Do feldom their ufurping Pow'r withdraw.

But raging Floods purfue their hafty' Thaw:
Our Thaw was mild, the Cold not chas'd away,

Butdoftin kindly heat of lengthned day.

Heav'n would no bargain for its Blelfings driVe,

But what we could not pay for, freely give.

The Frince of Peace would, like himfelf, confer

A Gift unhop'd without the price of war.
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Yet as he knew, his Bleflfing's worth, rook care

Thnt we fhould know it by repeated Pray'rj

Which ftorm'd the Skies and ravifh'd Charles fiom
As Heav'n it {"eli is took by violence. [thence.

Booth'' s forward Valour only ferv'd to Ihew,

He durft that duty pay we all did owe :

Th' Attempt was fair 5 but Heav'ns preiixed hour
Not come; fo like the watchful Traveller,

That by the Moon's miftaken light did rife.

Lay down again, and clos'd his weary Eye?.

'Twas MONK^^\\om Providence defign'd to loofe

Thofe real bonds falfe Freedom did impofe.

The bleiTed Saints that watch'd this turning Scene,,

Did from their Stars with joyful wonder Jean,

To fee fmalJ Clues draw vafteft weights along,

Not in their bulk but in their order ftrong.

Thus Pencils can by one flight touch reftore.

Smiles to that changed face that wept before.

With eafe fuch fond Chimar.i''s we purfue.

As Fancy fiames for Fancy to fubdue ;

Biit when our iclvcs to a(^ion we betake,

It Ihuns the Mint like Gold that Chymifts make :;

How hard was then his Task, at once to be.

What in the Body natural we fee?

Man*s Architeft diftindJy did ordain

The charge of Mufcles, Nerves, and of the Brain,

Through viewlefs Conduits Spirits to difpenfe

The Springs of Motion from the Seat of Senfc.

'Twas not the hafty produd of a day,

But the well-ripened Fruit of wife delay.

He like a patient Angler^, e er he ftrook,

Would Jet them play a while upon the hook.

Our healthful food the Stomach labours thus,

At firft embracing what it ftrait doth crufli.

Wife Leaches will not vain Receipts obtrude,

While growing Pains pronounce the Humours crude j^

Deaf to complaints they wait upon the 111,

'Till fome fafe Cn/is authorize theii Skill.

M 5
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Nor could his Afts too clofe a Vizard wear,

To fcape their Eyes whom Guilt had taught to fear,

And guard with caption that polluted neft.

Whence Legion twice befoie was difpolTeft.

Once Sacred houfe, which when they enter'd in.

They thought the place could fanftifie a fin ;

Likethofe that vainly hop'd kind Heav'n would wink,
While to excefs on Martyrs Tombs they drink.

And as devouter T^rki lirft warn their Souls

To part, before they tafte forbidden Bovvls,

So thefe when their black Crimes they went about,

Firft timely charm'd their ufelefs Confciencc cut.

Religion's Name againft it felf was made j

The Shadow ferv'd the Subftance to invade :

Xike Zealous Miflions, they did Care pretend

Of Souls in fhew, but made the Gold their end.

Th' incenfed Pow'rs beheld with fcorn from high

An Heaven fo far diftant from the Sky,

Which durft, with horfes hoofs that beat the Ground
And Martial Brafs, bely tjie Thunder's Sound.

'Twas hence at length juft Vengeance thought it fit

To fpeed their Ruin by their impious wit.

Thus Sforz.a, curs'd with a too fertile brain.

Loft by his Wiles the Pow'r his Wit did gain.

Hencefortii their Fogue muft fpend at lelTcr rate,

Than in its Flames to wrap a Nation's Fate.

Suffer'd to live, they are like Helots fct,

A virtuous Shame within us to beget.

For by example moft we finn'd before.

And glafs-like clearncfs mixt with frailty bore,

Eut fince reform'd by what we did amifs,

We by our fuff'rings learn to prize our blifs.

Like early Lovers whofe unpraftis'd hearts

Were long the May-game of malicious arts,

When onct they find their Jealoufies were vain.

With double heat renew their Fires again.

'Twas this produc'd the Joy, that hurried o'er

Such fwarms of Englijh to the Neighboring Ihoic,
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To fetch that Prize, by which r.at.ivia made
So rich amends for our impoverifh'd Trade.

Oh had you feen from Schevelines barren Shore,

(Crowded with troops, and barren now no more,)

Affiidcd HoiUnd to his Farewel brin*

True Sorrow, Hoi/and to regret a King!

While waiting him his Royal Fleer did ride.

And willing Winds to their lowr'd Sails denied.

The waveriiig Streamers, Flags, and Standart out.

The merry Seamens rude but chearful Shout

;

And laft the Cannons voice that fhook the Skies, >
And, as it fares in fuddcn Extafies, p
At once bereft us both of Ears and Eyes. ^
The Nafeby, now no longer Enjiand's fname,

But better to be loft in Charles his name,
(Like fome unequal Bride in nobler fheets)

Receives her Lord: The joyful L'jndon meets
The Princely Torh^, himfelf alone a freight

;

ThtSTjoift-furc groans beneathGre.itG/9f,r'y?fr*s weight.

Secure as when the HaU^on breeds, with thefe.

He that was born to drown might crofs the Seas.

Heav'n could not own a Providence, and take

The Wealth three Nations ventur'd at a ftake.

The fame indulgence Charles his Voyage blefs'd.

Which in his right had Miracles confefs'd.

The Winds that never Moderation knew.

Afraid to blow too much, too faintly blewj

Or out of breath with joy could not enlarge

Their liraiglitned Lungs, or confcions of their Charge,

The Britifh .^mphitryte fmooth and clear.

In richer Azure never did appear

:

Proud her returning Prince to entertain

With the fubmitted Fafces of the Main.

AND welcom now (Great Mo7iarcL,) to your own

5

Behold th' approaching Cliffs of Litton :

It is no longer Motion cheats your view.

As you meet it, the Land approachech you.

M 4
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The Land returns, and in the white it wears,

The marks of Penitence and Sorrow bears.

But you, whofe Goodnefs your Defcent doth (Tie\V,

Your Heav'nly Parentage and Earthly too j

By that fame Mildnefs, which your Father's Crown
Before did ravifh, fhall fecure your own.
Not ty'd to rules of Policy, you find

Revenge lefs fweet than a forgiving mind.
Thus when th' Almighty would to Mofes give

A fight of all he could behold and live ;

A Voice before his Entry did proclaim

Long-fufferingy Coodnefsy Mercy in his Name.
Your Pow'r to Juftice doth fubmit your Caufe,

Your Goodnefs only is above the Laws ;

Whofe rigid Letter while pronounc'd by you
Is foftcr made. So winds that tempefts brew

When through o^rrt^M?/ Groves, they take their flight,

Made wanton with rich Odours, lofe their fpighr.

And as thofe Lees, that trouble it, refine

The agitated Soul of Generous Wine,

So tears of Joy for your returning fpilt,

Work out and expiate our former Guilt.

Methinks I fee thofe Crowds on Dover^s Strand,

Who in their hafte to welcom you to Land
Choak*d up the Beach with their ftill growing ftorc.

And made a wilder Torrent on the Shore.

While fpurr'd with eager thoughts of paft Delight,

Thofe who had (^ttn you, court a fecond fight ;

Preventing ftill your Steps, and making hafte

To meet you often wlieiefoe'er you paft.

How fhall I fpeak of that triumphant Day
When you renew'd th' expiring Pomp of May I

(A Month that owns an Intereft in your Name:
You and the Flow'rs are its peculiar Claim.)

Tliat Star that at your Biith flione out fo bright.

It ftain'd the duller Sun's Meridian light.

Did once again its potent Fires renew.

Guiding our Eyes to find and worfliip you.
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And now Time's whiter Series is begun.

Which in foft Centuries Ihall fmoothly run ;

Thofe Clouds that overcaft your Moin (liall fly,

Difpell'd to fartheft Corners of the Sky.

Our Nation, with united Int'reft bleff,

Not now content to poize, Ihall fway the reft.

Abroad your Empire fhall no Limits know,
But like the Sea in boundlefs Circles flow.

Your much lov'd Fleet flull with a wide Command
Befiege the petty Monarchs of the Land :

And as old Time his Off-fpring fwallow'd down.

Our Ocean in its depths all Seas flail drown.

Their wealthy Trade from Pyratc's Rapine free.

Our Merchants fliall no more Advent'rers be :

Nor in the faitheft Eaft thofe Dangers fear

Which humble Holland /iiuft diflemble here.

Spain to your Gift alone her Indies owes.

For what the Pow'rful takes nor, he beftows.

And France that did an Exile's Prcfence fear.

May juftly apprehend you ftill too near.

At home the hateful Names of Parties ceafe.

And faftious Souls are weary'd into peace.

The difcontented now are only they

Whofe Crimes before did your juft Caufe betray

:

Of thofe your Edidls fome reclaim from Sins,

But moft your Life and bleft Example wins.

Oh happy Prince, whom Hcav'n hath taught the way

By paying Vows, to have more Vows to pay I

Oh happy Age 1 Oh times like thofe alone,

By Fate referv d for great s^4ugy.flas Throne!

When the joint growth of Arms and Arts foreflicw

The Woild a Monarch, and that Monaicii r»f*.

Ms
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^0 His Sacred M a j f. s t Y, a Pane*

gyrick on His Coronation^ i(56o.

By Mr. Dryden.

IN that wild Deluge where the World was drown'd.

When Life and Sin one common Tomb had found.

The firft fmall Profped of a rifing Hill

With various Notes of Joy the Aik did fill:

Yet when that Flood in its own depths was drown'd,

It left behind it falfe and flipp'ry Ground 5

And the more folemn Pomp was ftill deferr'd

Till new-born Nature in frelh Looks appeai'd :

Thus (Royal Sir,) to fee you landed here

Was caufe enough of Triumph for a Year:

No-r would your Care thofe glorious Joys repeat,

Till they at once might be fecure and gieat

;

Till your kind Beams by their continu'd ftay

Had warm'd the Ground, and call'd the Damps away.

Such Vapours, while your powerful Influence dries.

Then fooneft vanifli when they higheft Rife.

Had greater hafte thefe facred Rights prepar'd,

Saiiie guilty Months had in your Triumphs ihar'd:

But this untainted Year is all your own,

Your Glory's may without our Crimes be Ihowiu

We had not yet cxhaufted all our Store,

When you refrefli'd our Joys by adding more :

As Heav'n, of old, difpensM Celeftial Dew,
You give us Manna, and ftill give us new.

Now our fad Ruins are remov'd from fight.

The Seafon too comes fraught with new Delight ;

Time feems not now beneath his Years to ftoop.

Nor do his Wings with fickly Feathers droop :

Soft weftern Winds waft o'er the gaudy Spring,

And opcn'd Scenes of Flow'rs and Bloflbms bring

To grace this happy Day, while you appeal'

Not JKicg of us alone but of the Year,
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All Eyes you draw, and with the Eyes the Heart,

Of your own Pomp, your fvtlf the great eft Part;

Loud Shouts the Nation's Happinefs proclaim,

And Heav'n this Day is feaflcd with your Name.
Your Cavalcade the fair Spectators view.

From their high Standing?, yet look up to you.

from your brave Train each Ungles out a Prey,

And longs to date a Conqueft from your Day.
Now chaig'd with Bleflings while you feek repcle.

Officious Slumbers hafte your Eyes to dole :

And glorious Dreams iland ready to reftorc

The pleafing Shapes of all you faw before.

Next, to the facied Temple you are led,

Where waits a Crown for your more facrcd Head

:

How juftly from the Church that Crown is due,

Preferv'd from Ruin and reftor'd by you

!

The grateful Qiure their Harmony employ
Not to make greater but more folemn Joy.

Wrapt foft and warm your Name is fent on high.

As Flames do on the Wings of Incenfe fly :

Mufick her felf is loft, in vain Ihe brings

Her choiceft Notes to priiife the beft of Kings :

Her melting Strains in you a Tomb have found.

And lye like Bees in their own Sweetnefs drown' d.

He that brought Peace and Difcord could atone.

His Name is Mufick of it felf alone.

Now while the facred Oil anoints your He^d,

And fragrant Scents, begun from you, are fpread

Through the large Dome, the Peoples joyful Somi4
Sent back, is ftill preferv'd in hallow'd Ground:
Which in one Blelling mixt deliends on you,

As heightned Spirits fall in richer Dew.
Not that our Wiihes do incrcafe yoflr Store,

Full of your felf you can admit no more :

We add not to your Glory, but employ
Our time like Angels in expreffing Joy.
Nor is it Duty or our Hopes alone

Create tbac Joy, but full Fmitioas



2^2 7^^ First Part <if

We know thofe BlefTings which we muft poflefs.

And judge of future by paft Happinefs

:

No Piomife can oblige a Piince fo much
Still to be good, as long to have been fuch.

A noble Emulation heats your Breaft,

And your own Fame now robs you of your Reft :

Good Aftions ftill muft be maintain'd with good.

As Bodies nourifli'd with refembling Food.

you have already quench'd feditious Brand ;

And Zeal (which burnt it) only warms the Land.

The Jealous Sefts that dace not truft their Caufe

So far from their own will as to the Laws,

You for their Umpire and their Synod take,

And their Appeal alone to C^fnr make.

Kind Heav'n fo raie a Temper did provide,

That Guilt repenting m-ght in it confide.

Among our Crimes oblivion may be fet,

But 'tis our King's Perfedion to forget.

Virtues unknown to thefe rough Northern Climes
From milder Hcav'ns you bring,without their Crimes J

Your Calmnefs does no after-Storms provide,

Nor feeming Patience mortal Anger hide.

When Empire firft from Families didTpring,

Then every Father governM as a King }

But you that are a Sovereign Prince, allay

Imperial Pow'r with your paternal Sway.

Prom thofe great Cares when eafe your Soul unbends,
Your Fleafures are defign'd to noble Ends :

lorn to command the Miftrefs of the Seas,

Tour Thoughts themfelves in that blue Empire pleafe,

Hither in Summ^cr Ev'nings you repair

To take the fraifcheur of the purer Air

:

Undaunted here you ride when Winter raves.

With CafAy'*,s Heart that rofe above the Waves.
More I could flng, but Fear my Numbers ftays

;

No Loyal Subjed dares that Courage praife.

In ftately Frigats moft delight you find,

Where well-drawn Battels fire your i?iHj:tial Mind.
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\\h;u to your Cares we owe, is learnt from hence.

When ev'n your Pleafures lerve for our Defence.

Beyond your Court flows in th' iidmitted Tide,

Where in new Depths the wond'ring Filhes glide:

Here in JURoyal Bed the Waters fleep,

When tir'd at Sea within this Bay they creep.

Here the miftruftful Foul no harm fufpefts,

So fafe are all things which our Kmg protects.

Prom your lov'd Thames a Blefling yet is due,

Second alone to that it brought in you ;

A Queen, from whofe chaft Womb, ordain'dbyFatc,

The Souls of Kings unborn for Bodies wait.

It was your Love before made Difcord ceafe :

Your Love is deftin'd to your Country's Peace.

Both Ind'cs (Rivals in your Bed) provide

With Gold or Jewels to adorn your Bride.

This to a mighty King prefcnts rich Ore,

While that with Inccnie does a God implore.

Two Kingdoms wait your Doom, and as you chuie.

This muft receive a Crown, or that muft lofe.

Thus from your Royal Oak, like Jove's of old,

Are anfwers fought, and deftinies fore-told

:

Propitious Oracles are begg'd with Vows,

And Crowns that grow upon the facred Boughs.

Youx Subjefts, while you weigh the Nation's Fate,

Sufpend to both their doubtful Love or Hate ;

Chufe only, (Sir,) that fo they may poflefs

With their own Peace their Childrens Happinefs.

Ti my Lord Chancellor, pe*
fented on New-Years-Day, i66i.

By Mr. Dryden.

My LO \D,

WHile flattering Crouds officioufly appear

To give themfelves, not you, an happy Year;
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And by the greatnefs of their Prefents prove

How much they hope, but not how well they love 5

The Mufes (who your early Comtfiiip boaft.

Though now your Flames are with their Beauty loft,}

Yet watch their time, that if you have foi^o;.

They were your MiftrefTes, the World may not

:

Decay'd by Time and Wars, they only prove

Their former Beauty by your former Love ;

And now prefent, as ancient Ladies do,

That courted long, at length are forc'd to wooe.

For ftill they look on you with fuch kind Eyes,

As thofe that fee the Churches Sov'reign rife 5

From their own Order chofe, in whofe high State,

They think themfelves the fecond Choice of Fate,

When our great Monarch into Exile went.

Wit and Religion fuffer'd Banifhment

:

Thus once when Troy was wrapt in Fire and Smoak>
The helplefs Gods their burning Shrines forfook j

They with the vanquilht Prince and Party go,

And leave their Temples empty to the Foe

:

At length the Mufes ftand, reftor'd agam
To that great Charge which Nature did ordain

;

And their Jov'd Druids feem reviv'd by Fate,

While you difpenfe the Laws aivd guide the States

The Nations Soul (our Monarch) does difpenfe,

Through you, to us his vital Influence j

You are the Chanel where rhofc Spirits flow.

And work them higher as to us they go.

In open profpeft nothing bounds our Eye>

Until the Earth feems join'd unto the Sky:

So in this Hemifphere our utmoft view-

Is only hounded by our King and you :

Our fight is limited where you are joinM,

And beyond that no farther Heav'n can find.

So well your Virtues do with his agree.

That though your Orbes of different Greatnefs be.

Yet both are for each others ufe difpos'd,

His W) inclofe, and yoius to be inclos'd.
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Nor could another in your Room have been.

Except an Emptinefs had come between.

Well may he then to you his Cares impart,

And fhare his Burden where he fliares his Heart,

In you his Sleep ftill wakes ; his Plcafures find

Their (hare of Bus'ncfs in your lab'ring Mind :

So when the weary Sun his Place refigns,

He leaves his Light, and by Reflexion fhines.

Juftice, that fits and frowns where publick Laws
Exclude foft Mercy from a private Caufe,

In your Tribunal moft her felf does pleafe j

There only fmilcs becaufe fhe lives at ea/e ;

And, like young David, finds herftrengrh the more.
When dilincumber'd from thofe Arms (lie wore i

Heaven would your Royal Matter (hould exceed
Moft in that Virtue, which we moft did need,

And his mild Father (who too late did find

All Mercy vain, but what with Pow'r was join'd;)

His fatal Goodnefs left to fitcer Times,
Not to increafe but to abfolve our Crimes

:

But when the Heir of this vaft Trcafure knew
How large a Legacy was left to you,

(Too great for any Subjeft to retain,)

He wifely ty'd it to the Crown again

:

Yet pa(Ting through your Hands it gathers more,
As Strcams,through Mines, bearTinfture oftheir Or?,
While Emp'rique Politicians ufe deceit,

Hide what they give, and cure but by a Cheat j

You boldly (hew that Skill which they pretend,

And work by Means as noble as your End :

Which (hould you veil, we might unwind the Clue,.

As Men do Nature, till we came to you.

And as the Ifulies were not found, before

Thofe rich Perfiunes, which from the happy fiiote.

The Winds upon their Balmy Wings convey'~d.

Whole guilty Sweetnefs firft their World betray'd j
So by your Counfels we are brought to view

A lick aad uiidijcovei'd World in you.
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By you our Monarch does that fame afTure,

Which Kings muft have, or cannot iiv^e feciire :

For profp'rous Princes gain their Subjects Heart,

"Who love that Praife in which themfelves have part

:

By you he fits thofe Subjefts to obey,

As Heaven's Eternal Monarch does convey

His Pow'r unfeen, and Man to his Defigns,

By his bright Minifters the Stars inclines.

Our fettJng Sun from his declining Seat,

Shot Beams of Kindnefs on you, not of heat:

And when his Love was bounded in a few.

That were unhappy that they might be true

;

Made you the Fav'rite of his laft fad Times,

That is a Suff'rer in his Subjefts Crimes :

Thus thofe firil Favours you receiv'd were fent.

Like Heav'ns rewards, in earthly Puniihment.

Tfet Fortune, confcious of your Deftiny,

"Ev'n then took care to lay you foftly by:

And wrapt your Fate among her precious Things,

Kept freili to be unfolded with your King's.

Shewn all at once you dazled fo our Eyes,

As new-born Pallas did the Gods furprife ,

Whenfpringing forth from Jove'stitw-cloCmg wound,

She ftruck the warlike Spear into the Ground ;

Which fprouting leaves did fuddenly inclofe,

And peaceful Olives fhaded as they rofe.

How ftrangely adive are the Arts of Peace,

Whofe reftlefs Motions lefs than Wars do ceafe I

Peace is not freed from labour but from noife j

And War more force but not more Pains employs:

Such is the mighty Swiftnefs of your Mind,
That (like the Earth's,) it leaves our Senfe behind^

While you fo fmoothly turn and roul our Sphear,

That rapid Motion does but Reft appear.

For as in Nature's Swiftnefs, with the throng

Of flying Orbs while ours is born along.

All feems at reft to the deluded Eye :

(Mov'4 by the Soul of the fame haimony,)
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So carry'd on by your unwearied Care,

We reft in Peace, and yet in motion fliare.

Let Envy then thofe Crimes within you fee,

Prom which the happy never muft be free j

(Envy that does with Mifery refide,

The Joy and the Revenge of ruin'd Pride ;)

Think it not hard, if at fo cheap a Rate
You can fccurc the Conftancy of Fate,

Whofe kindnefs fent, what does their Malice feem,

By Jefler Ills the greater to redeem.

Nor can we this weak fliow'r a Tempeft call,

But drops of heat that in the Snnfiiinc falJ^

You have already weary'd fortune fo.

She cannot farther be your Friend or Foej
Tut fits all breathlefs, and admires to feel

A fiUe fo weighty, that it flops her Wheel.
In all things ell'e above our humble Fate,

Your equal Mind yet fwells not into State,

Xut like fome Mountain in thofe happy Ifles,

Where in perpetual Spring young Nature fmiles,

Your Greatnefs flicws : no horror to affright,

But Trees for fhade, andFIow'rs to court the Sight 5

Sometimes the Hillfubmits it felf awhile

In fmail Defcents, which do its height beguile j

And fometimes mounts, but fo as billows play,

Whofe rife not hinders but makes ihoit our way.

Your Brow which does no fear of Thunder know,
Sees rolling Tempefts vainly beat below j

And (like Olympus top,) th' Impreflion wears

OfLove and Friendlhip writ in former Years.

Yet unimpair'd with labours or with time

Your age but feems to a new Youth to chmb.
Thus Heav'nly bodies do our time beget j

And meafure Change, but ihare no part of It.

And ftill it fiuill without a weight increafe.

Like this New-Year, whofe motions rtever ceafe;

For fince the glorious Courle you have begun
Is led by c H^i \L E S, as that is by the Sun,
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It muft both weightlefs and immoital proye>

Becaufe rhe Center of it is above.

On the Death of Mr. Waller;
By Mr. Bevill Higgons.

AH ! had thy Body lafted, as thy Name

;

Secure of Life, as now thou art of Fame;
Thou had'ft more Ages than old Neflor feen

:

Nor had thy Phoebus more Immortal been.

To thee ajone we are beholden m.ore

Than aJl the Poets of the Times before.

Thy Mufe, infpir'd with a genteeler Rage,
Pid firtt refine the Genius of our Age.

In thee a clear and female Softnefs fliin'd.

With Mafculine Vigour, Force, and Judgment join'd.

You, in foft Strains, for Courts and Ladies, fung.

So natural your Thought, fo fweet your Song,

The gentle Sex did ftill partake your Flame,

And all the Coynefs of your Miftrefs blame j

Still mov'd with you, did the fame Paffions find.

And vow'd that Sacbarilfa was unkind.

Oh! may the World ne'er lofe fo brave a Flame j

May one fucceed in Genius, and in Fame.
May, from thy Urn, feme Pheenix, Waller, rife.

Whom the admiring World, like thoe, may prize 5

May he, in thy immortal Numbers, ling,

And paint the Glories of our matchlefs King :

Oh 1 may his Verfe of mighty Waller tafte.

And mend the coming Age, as yow rhe laft.

Within that facred Pile where Kings do come.
Both to receive their Crowns, and find h Tomb,
There is a lonely Ifle ; which holy Place

The lafting Monuments of Poets grace.

Thither, aniongft th'infpired Train, convey,

And, in their Company, his Allies lay ;
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Let him with Spencer and great Co-wley be,

He, who is much the greateft of the Three.

Tho' there fo many Crowns and Mitres Jye,

(For Kings, and Saints, as well as we, muft die)

Thofe venerable Walls were never bleft,

Since their Foundation, with a nobler Gueft.

With them, great Soul, thou fhalt Immortal livCj

And, in thy deathlefs Numbers, Fate furvive

:

Freih, as thy SachArijfa's Eeauty, ftill

Thy Bays fhall grow, which Time can never kill.

Far as our conqu'iing Bntijh Lyon roars,

Far as the Poles, or the remoteft Shores,

Where-e'er is known or heard the Engbjh Name,
The diitant World fhall hear of Waller's Fame.
Thou only fhalt with Nature's felf expire.

And all the World, in the fupreameft Fire;

When Horace and fam'd Vtrgii die, when all

That's Great, or Noble, (hall together fall.

On the Death of E. Wa l l e r, Efq^\

By Mrs. A, Behn.

HO W, to thy Sacred Memory, fliall I bring

(Worthy thy Fame) a grateful Offering?

I, who by Toils of Sicknefs, am become
Almoft as near as thou art to a Tomb ?

While every foft, and every tender Strain

Is ruffl'd, and ill-natur'd grown with Pain,

But, at thy Name, my langui/ht Mufe revive?;

And a new Spark in the dull Alhcs ftiives.

I hear thy tuneful Verfe, thy Song Divine •,

And am infpii'd by every charming Line.

But, Oh I

What Inlpiration, at thefecond Hand,
Can an Immortal Elegy Comrc;md?
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Unlefs, like Pious Offerings, mine /hould be
Made Sacxed, being Confecrare to thee.

Eternal, as thy own Almighty Verfe,

Should be thofe Trophies that adorn thy Hcarfc.

The Thought llluftrious, and the Fancy young
;

The Wit Sublime, the Judgment Fine and Strong j

Soft, as thy Notes to Sdcharijfa fung.

Whilft mine, like Tranfitory Flowers, decay.

That come to deck thy Tomb a (hort-liv'd Day.
Such Tributes are, like Tenures, only fit

To fhew from whom we hold our Right to Wit.

Hail,wondrous Bard,whofe Heav'n-born Genius firft

My Infant Mufe, and Blooming Fancy Nurft.

With thy foft Food of Love 1 firft began,

Then fed on nobler Panegyrick Strain,

Numbers Seraphic ! and, at every View,

My Soul extended, and much larger grew :

Wherc-e'er I read, new Raptures feiz'd my Blood j

Methought I heard the Language of a God.
Long did the untun'd World in Ign'rancc ilray, -y

Producing nothing that was Great and Gay, ^
Till taught by thee, the true Poetick way. ^
Rough were the Trafts before, Dull and ObfeuiCi
Nor Pleafure, nor Inflruftion could procure.

Their thoughtlefs Labour could no Pafllon move j

Sure, in that Age, the Poets knew not Love

:

That Charming God, like Apparitions, then

Was only talk'd on, but ne'er feen by Men;
Darknefs was o'er the Mufes Land difplaid.

And even the chofen Tribe unguidcd ftraid.

Till, by thee refcu'd from th' Egyptian Night, ^
They rvow look up, and view the God of Light, >
That taught them how toLove, and how to Write i^
And to Enhance the Bleflfing which Heav'n lent,

When for our great Inftxuftor thou wert fent,

Large was thy Life, but yet thy Glories more j "^

And, like the. Sun, did ftill difpenfe thy Power, ^
Producing fomething wondrous ev'ry hour: ^
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And, in thy Circulary Courfc, didft fee

The very Life and Death of Poetry.

Thou faw'ft the Generous Nine negledcd lie.

None liftning to their Heav'nly Harmony;
The World being grown to that iow Ebb of Scnfc,

To difefteem the nobleft Excellence;

And no Encouragement to Prophets (hewn.

Who in paft Ages got fo great Renown.
Though Fortune Erlevated thee above

Its fcanty Gratitude, or fickle Love;
Yet, fuUen with the World, untirM by Age,

Scorning th' unthinking Crowd,thou quit'ft theStage,

On S O L irU D E,

0\ Solitude my fweeteft Choice,

Places devoted to the Night,

Remote from Tumult, and from Noife

How you my refti efs Thoughts delight I

O Heavens I what content is mine,

To fee thofe Trees which have appeared

From the Nativity of Time,
And which all Ages have rever'd.

To look to day as frelh and green

As when their Beauties firfl were feen ?

IL

A chearful Wind does court them fo.

And with fuch amorous Breath enfold,

That we by nothing clfe can know.

But by their Height that they are Old.

Hither the Demi-Gods did fly

To feek a Sanftujity ; when
Difpleafed Jove once pierc'd the Sky,

To pour a Deluge upon Men,
^nd on thcfe Boughs tliemfelves did fave,

Whence they could hardly fee a Wave.
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m.
Sad Philomel upon this Thorn,

So cuiioufly by Flora dreft.

In melting Notes, her Cafe forlorn.

To enteitaia me, hath confefs'd.

O 1 how agreeable a Sight

Thefe hanging Mountains do appear.

Which the Unhappy would invite

To finifli all their Sorrows here.

"When their hard Fate makes them endure

Such Woes, as only Death can cure.

IV.

What pretty Defolations make
Thefe Torrents Vagabond and Fierce,

Who in vaft heaps their Spring forfake

This folitary Vale to pierce?

Then Aiding juft as Serpents do
Under the Foot of every Tree,

Themfelves are chang'd to Rivers toO;

Wherein fome {lately Nayade,

As in her native Bed, is grown
A Queen upon a Chiyftal Throne.

V.

This Den befet with River-Plants,

O I How it does my Senfes charm :

Nor Elders, Reeds, nor Willows wants.

Which the fharp Steel did never harm.

Here Nymphs which come to take the Aif:

May, with fuch Diftaffs furnifti'd be.

As Flags and Rufhes can prepare.

Where we the nimble Frogs may fee,

Who frighted to retreat do fly,

If an approaching Man they fpy,

VI.

Here Water-Fowl repofe enjoy.

Without the interrupting oare,

Left Fortune fhould their Blifs deftrov

*y the malicious Fowlers Snare,
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Some ravifh'd with fo bright a Day,

Their Feathers finely Prime and Deck,

Others their amorous Heats allay,

Which yet the Waters could not check:

All take their innocent Content

In this their lovely Element.

vn.
Summer's nor Winter's bold approach.

This Stream did never entertain j

Nor ever felt a Boat or Coach
Whilft either Seafon did remain.

No thirfty Traveller came near,

And rudely made his Hand his Cup,
Nor ary hunted Hind hath here

Her hopelefs Life i;e{igncd up,

Nor ever did the treacherous Hook,
Intrude to empty any Brook.

VIIL
V;hat Beauty is there in the fight

Of thcfe old ruin'd Caftle- Walls,

In which the utmoft Rage and Spight

Of Time's vvorft InfurreO:ion falls?

The Witches keep their Sabbath here,

And wanton Devils make retreat,

"Who in malicious Sport appear,

Our Senfes both t' afflid and cheat.

And here within a thoufand Holes

And nefts of Adders and of Qwls.

IX.

The Raven with his difinal cries,

That mortal Augury of F;'te,

Thofe ghaftly Goblins gratifies,

Which in thefe gloomy Places wait.

On a curs'd Tree the Wind does move
A Carcafs, which did oiicG belong

To one that Hang'd himfelf for Love
Of a fair Nymph that did him wrong:

Who though (he faw his Love and Truth,

With one Look would not fave the Youth.
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X.

But Heav'n which judgech equall7.

And its own Laws will ftill maintain.

Rewarded foon her Cruelty '

With a deferv'd and mighty Pain

:

About this fqualid heap of Bones,

Her wandring and condemning Shade,

Laments in long and piercing Groans
The Deftiny her Rigour made ;

And farther to augment her Fright,

Her Crime is ever in her Sight.

XI.

There upon Antick Marble trac'd.

Devices of Paftimes we fee.

Here Age has almoft quite Defac'd,

What Lovers carv'd on every Tree.

The Cellar, here, the higheft Room,
Receives when e'er its Rafters fail,

Soil'd with the Venom and the Foam,
Of the fly Spider and the Snail

:

And th* Ivy in the Chimney we,

Find fhadcd by a Walnut Tree.

xn.
Below there does a Cave extend.

Wherein there is fo dark a Grot,

That (hould the Sun himfelf defcend,

I think he could not fee a Jot.

Here Sleep within a heavy lid

In quiet fadnefs locks up Senfe,

And every Care he does forbid,

Whilft in the Arms of Negligence

:

Lazily on his Back he's fpread,

And Iheaves of Poppey are his Bed.

XIII.

Within this cool and hollow Cave^

Where Love it felf might turn to Ice,

poor Eccho ceafes not to Rave
Oil her NarciJJuSi wild and nice

:

Hithei
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f

Hither 1 foftly fteal a Thought,

And by the fofter Mufick made j

With a fweet Lute in Charms well taught,

Sometimes I flatter her fad fhade

;

Whilft of my Chords I make fuch choice,

To ferve as Body to her Voice.

XIV.
When from thefe Ruins I retire.

This horrid Rock 1 do invade,

Whofe lofty Brow feems to enquire

Of what materials Mifts are made

:

Trom thence defcending leifurely.

Under the Brow of this fteep Hill

»

It with great Pleafure I defcry,

By waters undermin'd, until

They to PaUmotCs Seat did Climb,

Compos'd of Spunges and of Slime.

XV.
How highly is the Fancy pleas'd.

To be upon the Ocean's Shore,

When (he begins to be appeas'd.

And her fierce Billows ceafe to roar

!

And when the hairy Tritons are

Riding upon the fhaken Wave,
With what ftrange found they ftrike the Au,
Of their Trumpets hoarfe and brave,

Whofe fhrill Report, does every wind
Unto his due fubmiition bind 1

XVL
Sometimes the Sea difpels the Sand,

Trembling and Murmuring in the Bay,

And rowls its felf upon the (hells.

Which it both brings and takes away.

Sometimes expofes on the Strand,

Th' efteds oiNeftme's Rage and Scorn,

Drown'd Men, dead Monfters caft on Laud,

And Ships that weie in Tempefts torn,

Vol. L N
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with Diamonds and Amber-greece,

And many more fuch things as thefe.

XVII.

Sometimes To fweetly (he does fmile,

A floating Minor fhe might be,

And you would fancy all that while.

New Heavens in her face to fee

:

The Sun himfelf is drawn fo well.

When thexe he would his Pifture view,

That our Eyes can haidly tell,

Which is the falfe Sun, which the true^

And left we give our Senfe the Lye

,

We think he's fallen from the Sky»

XVIII. .

Bernieres ! for whofe beloved fake,

My thoughts are at a noble Strife 5

This my fantaftick Landskip take.

Which I have Copied to the Life.

I only feek the Defarts rough,

Wheie all alone I love to walk,

And with Difcourfe lefin'd enough,

My Genius and the Mufes talk ,

But the Converfe nioft truly mine.

Is the dear Memory of thine.

XIX.

Thou may'fl in this Poem find,

So full of liberty and heat.

What illuftrious Rays have fiun'd.

To enlighten my Conceit :

Sometimes penfive, fometinies gay,

Juft as that Fury does controul,

And as the Objed I furvey.

The Notions grow up in my Soul,

And are as unconfin'd and htz^

As the Flame which tranfported me,

XX.
Oh ! how I Solitude adore.

That Element of nobJeft Wit,
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"Where I have learn'd ^pollo^s Lore,

Without the pains to ftudy it

:

Tor thy fsike I in Love am grown.

With what thy fancy does purfuej

But when 1 think upon my own,

I hate it for that reafon too,

Becaufe it needs muft hinder me
from feeing, and from ferving thee.

"To Mr, RILEY,
Drawing Mr. W A L L E R 'y Tidurf,

By Mr. T. Rymer.

NO T Flelh and Blood can T{lley's Pride confine.

He muft be adding ftill fome Ray Divine:

Nor is content when he true Likenefs fliows,

Unlefs that Glory alfo crown the Brows.

This Subjeft, T{iley, this (for long has he

Scow'rd the bright Roads of Imraoitality)

New Rapture wants : no human Touch can reach

His Lawrels, and Poetick Triumph's pitch.

On Face and Out-fide ftay thy bold Defignj

*Tis Sacred, 'tis ^/7o//a's all within.

Thou may'ft flight Sketches of the Surface Ihew,

Not vex the Mine, whence God-like Treafures flov/.

Came twenty Nymphs, his Mufe contented all,

None went away without her Golden Ball

;

The Gods of old were not fo liberal.

How many, free from Fate, enjoy his Song,

Drink Neftar, ever Gay, and ever Young J

Tho' to thy Genius no Attempt is vain,

Think not to draw the Poet, but the Man.
Yet, 'i^/tj, thus thou endlefs Fame muft fhare I

His Generous Pen thy Pencil (hall prefer,

•It draw him Man, aiid he make ic a Star.

i^ z
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A Character of the ENGLISH.
In AllufioH to Tacit, de Vit. Agric*

:By Mr. Wolseley.

THE Freeborn EngUjl^ Generous and Wife,

Hate Chains, but do not Government delpife:

Rights of the Crown, Tribute and Taxes, they.

When lawfully exafted, freely pay.

Porce they abhor, and Wrong they fcorn to bear^ -^

More guided by their Judgment than their Fcar^j p
Juftice with them is never held fevere. ^>

Here Tower by Tyranny was never got

;

Laws may perhaps enfnare them. Force canaoc;

Ra(h Counfels here have ftill the fame Effect j

The fureft way to reign, is to proted.

Kings are leaft fafe in their unbounded Will,

Joiii'd with the wretched Power of doing ill j

Foj Taken moft when they're moft Abfolute,

Laws guard the Man, and only bind the Brute,

To force that Guard, and with the worft to join,

Can never be a prudent King's Defign

;

What King would chufe to be a CattlineV

Break his own Laws, ftake an unqueftion'd Throne,
Confpire with VafTals to ufurp his own ?

'Tis rather fome bafe Favourite's vile Pretence,

To tyrannize at the wrong'd King's Expence.

Let France grow proud, beneath the Tyrant's Luft,

While the rackt People crawl and lick the Duft.

The mighty Genius of this Ifle difdains

Ambitious Slavery and Golden Chains.

England to fervile Yoke did never bow :

Wfcat Conquerors ne'er prefum'd, who dares do now?
"Koman nor Norman ever could pretend

To have enflav'd, but made this lile their iFriend.
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EPISTLE
T O T H E

WHIGS.
FOR to -whom can I cleJicxte this Teem, vith

fo much jujTice as to you? 'Ti- the repreftrAati'

on of your cxon Heroe : 'Tis the Viuure drawn

at length, which yon eidmtre and prize fo much w
little. None of your Ornaments are yxiantingf nei-

ther the Land/cap of the Tovoer, nor the Rifmg S'in;

nor the Anno Domini ofyour Nero Sovereign's Co-

ronation. This mufl needs be a grateful undertaking

to your vhole Fa^ty : Efpecially to thofe vhj have

not been fo happy at to purchafe the Original. I hear

the Graver has made a good Market of it : All his

Kings are bought up already^ or the value of the re-

mainder fo inhancd, that many a poor Pclander

TX>ho vcould be glad to worfhip the Image, is not a^

b'e to go to the cofl of him: But mufl be content to

fee him here. 1 mufl confefs I am w great Artifl
-,

'

but Sign pcfi pointing rvdl ferve the tunito remem-

ber A Friend by ; efpecially when better is not to be

had. Yet for your comfort the lineaments are true:

And though he fate not five times to me, as he did

to B. yet I have confulted Hiflory^ as the Italian

Vainters do, when they would draw a Nero or a

Caligula; though they have not feen the Man, they

U 4,
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€an help their Tmapnation by a Statue of him, and

find But the Colouring from Suetonius and T&citu?.

Truth is, you might have fpard one fide ofyour

Medall : The Head wou'd be feen to more advan-

tage, if it were plac'd on a Spike of the Tower j a
little nearer to the Sun; -which wmld then break out

to better,purpofe. You tell us in your Preface to the

No proceftanc Piot, that you fhall be forc'd here-

after to leave off your Modejly : / fuppofe you mean
that Utile which is left you: For it was worn to

rags when you put out this Medall. Never was

there praBis'd fuch a piece of notorious Impudence

in the face of an 'Ejiablifh'd Government* I beltevcy

when hs is dead, you will wear him in Thumb-
'Rings, as the Turks did Scanderbeg j as if there

were Virtue in his Bones to preferve you againji

Monarchy. Tet all this while you pretend not only

zeal for the Publick good i
but a due veneration for

the Perfon of the King. But all men who can fee an

inch before them, may eafily dete^ thofe grofs falU'
cies. That it is necejfary for men in your circum-

ftances to pretend both, is granted you
-^ for without

them there could be no ground to raife a FaSiion.

But I would ask you one civil que/lion, l^hat right

has any man amongyou ^ or any Ajfeciation ofmen^
(to come nearer to you } who, out of Parliament, cannot

be confide/d in a publick Capacity, to meet, as yau

daily do, in Faciious Clubs, to vilify the Govern-

ment in your Difcourfes, and to libel it in all your

Writings? Who made you Judges in Ifrael? Or how
is it confifient with your Zeal for the publick Welfare,

to promote Sedition ? Does your definition of loyah

w hich is to ferve the King according to the Lawsy

allow you the Licence of traducing the Executive

Power, with which you own he is invefied? Yoh
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complain that his Majejly has lojl the love and con*

fidence of his Veople-, and by your very urging it,

you endeavour, rohat in you lie:, to make him lofe

them. All good Subjectt abhor the thought of Ar-

bitrary Povper, whether it be in one or many: If you

were the Patriots you would feem you would not at

this rate incenfe the Multitude to affume it , for no

fobe'r man can fear it, either from the King's Difpo-

fition, or his PraBice j or even, where you would odi-

oufly lay it, from his Minifiers. Give us leave to

enjoy the Government and the benefit of Laws under

which we were born, and which we defire to tranf-

mit to our Pofierity% Tou are not the Trufiecs of the

publick Liberty: And if you have not right to peti-

tion in a Crovpd. much lefs have you to intermeddle

in the management of Affairs ; or to arraign what

you do not like : which in effeB is every thing that is

done by the King and Council. Can you imagine

that any reafonable man will believe you refpe£i the

ferfon of his Majefly, when 'tis apparent that your

Seditious Pamphlets are fluffd 'with particular Re-

jleHions on htm ? Ifyou have the confidence to dt7iy

this., 'tii eafieto be evinc'dfrom a thoufand Paffages,

which I only forbear to quote, becaufe I defire they

fiwuld die and be forgotten. I have perus d many

of your Papers \ and to jhovs} yoH that I have, the

third part of your No-proreflant Plot is much of it

Jlolen from your dead Author's Pamphlet call'd.^ the

Growth ot Popery; as manifeftly as MiltonV tie-

fence of the Englifli People, is from Buchanan, de

jure regni apud Scotos : Or your firfl Covenant^

. and new Affociation, from the holy League of the

French Guilards. Any one who reads Davilla,

may trace your PraBices all along. There were the

fame pretences for Keformatiort^ and Loyalty, the

N X
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fams Afperfiom of the King, and the fame grounds

of a Rei>ellion. I knovD not whether you rvill take

the Hijiorian's voord, who fays it ioas reported, that

Polrrot a Hugonot, murther'd Francis Duke of

Guife ^y the injligations of Theodore Bcza : Or
that it was a Hugonot Minifier, otherwife caWd a
Presbyterian, (for our Church abhors fo devilifh a
Tenet) whofirfi writ a Treatife of the larcfulnefs of
depofmg and murthering Kings, of a different Per-

fwafion in Religion: But I am able to prove from-
the DoBrine p/ Calvin, and Vrinciples of Buchanan,

that they fet the People above the Magifirate-y which,

if I m'tfiake not, is your own* Fundamental i and
•sphich carries your Loyalty no farther than your like-

ing. When Ot Vote of the Houfe of Commons goes

on your fide, you are as ready to obferve it, as if

St were pafs'dinto a Law: But when you are pinch'

J

with any former, andyet unrepealed Aft of Parlia-

ment, yoH declare that in fome cafes you will not

be obligd by it. The Paffage is in the fame third

part of the No-proteftant Plot} and is too plain to

h denied. The late Copy of your intended Affocia-

iion, you neither wholly jufife nor condemn ; But, as

the Papijls, when they are uncppos'd, fly out into all

the Pageantrys of Worfhip\ but in times of War,
•a>hm they are hard prefs'd by Arguments, lie clofe

intrenched behind the Council of Trent, So, now,

yphen your Affairs are in a low condition you dare

mt pretend that to be a legal Combination-, but when-

foever you are afloat ^ I doubt not but it will be main-

tained and juflifyd to purpofe. For indeed there is

nothing to defend it but the Swcrd: 'Tis the proper

time to fay any things when men have all things in

$keir power

»
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In the meAn time you wou'd fain be nibbling at

a parallel betwixt this AJfociation, and that in

the time of ^ueen Elizabeth. But there is this

finall difference be.tvsixt them, that the ends of the

one are directly oppofite to the other: One with the

(Queen's approbation and conjunciion, as head of it

;

the other without either the confmt, or knowledge of

the King, againji whofe Authority it is 'tnanifefily

defignd. Therefore you do well to have recourfe to

your hfi Evafion. that it was contrived by your

Enemies and fijuffied into the Papers that werefeiz'd,

which yet you fee the Nation is not fo eafie to be-

lieve^ as your own fury j But the matter is not dif-

ficult, tofindtwehe men in Newgate, who woud
acquit a Malefacior,

I have one only favour to deflre of you at part-

ing, that when you think of anfwering this Poem,
you woud employ the famz Fens agninji it, who
have combated with fo much fuccefs againfl Abfa-

jom and Achitophel : For then you may ajfnre your

fives cf a clear Victory, without the lezji Reply,

Jtii/7 at me abundantly^ and, not to break a C«-

fiom, do it without wit : By this method you will

gain a coyjflderable point, which is, wholly to wave
the anfwer cf my Arguments. Never own the bot-

tom ofyour Principles^ for fear they jl7cu\l be Jrea-

foH. Fall feverely on the mlfcarriages of Govern-

ment ; for if Scandal be not allowed, you are no fret-

born SubjeHs. If God has not blefs'd you with th$

Talent of Rhiming^ make ufe of my poor Stock and
welcome: let your Verfes run upon my feet: Andfor
the uttpofl refuge of notorious Block- heads, reduc'd to

the lafl extremity of feyife^ turn my own lines upon

me, and in utter defpair of your own Satyr, md^f
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me SatyrUe tny felf. Some of you have hem driven

to this Bay already ; but above all the reft commend
me to the Non-conformift Par/on, -who writ the

Whip and Key. I am afraid it is not read fo

much as the Piece deferves, becaufe the Bookfeller is

every week crying help at the end of his Gazette,

to get it off Toufeelam charitable enough to do

him a kindnefs, that it may be publifi'd as

well as printed
i
and that fo much skill in Hebrew

Derivations, may not lie for Wafle-paper in the

Shop. Yet I halffufpe^ he went no farther for his

learning, than the Index of Hebrew Names and 'Ety-

mologies, which is printed at the end of fome Eng-
lifh Bibles, if Achitophel fignifie the Brother of a
Tooly the Author of that Poem wiU fafs with his

Readers for the next of kin. And perhaps 'tis the

delation that makes the kindnefs. Whatever the

Verfes are ; buy 'em up I b'efeech you out of pity
; for

I hear the Conventicle is fhut up, and the Brother

of Achitophel out offervice.

Now Footmen, you know, have the gtnerofity to

make a Purfe. for a Member of their Society, who
has had his Livery pulled over his Ears : And even

Troteftant Socks are bought up among you, out of

veneration to the name. A Diffenter in Poetryfrom
Senfe and Englifh, will make as good a Proteftant
Rhimer as a Diffenter from the Church fl/ England

a Proteftant Parfon. Befides, if you encourage n
young Beginner, who knows but he may elevate his

ftile a little, above the vulgar Epithets of prophane,

andfawy Jack, and Athetflick Scribler, with which

he treats me, when the fit of, Enthufiafm is ftrong

npon himi by which wellmanner'd and charitable

ExpreJJiQnf, I W0S certain of his Se^, before I knm

i
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his Name. Ti^at xeou'd you ha-we more of a mm f

He has damnd me m your Caufe from GcneCis to

the Revelations: And has half the Texts of both

the Teftamcnts againji me, if you will be fo civil

to your felves as to take him for your Interpreter
-^

tmd n»t to take them for Irifh M^stnejfes. After all,

perhaps you voill tell me, that you retaind him only

for the opening of your Caufe, and that your main
Lavpyer is jet hhind. Novo if it fo happen he meet

with no more reply than his Predecejfors . you may
either conclude, that I trujl to the goodnefs cf my
Caufe, or fear my Adverfary, or difdain him, or

what you pieafe, for the fhort ont is^ 'tis indifferent

to your hwnble Servant, whatever your farty Jayi'm'
thinks of him*
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Upon the Author of the following,

POEM.
ONCE more our awful Poet Arms, t' engage

The threatning Hydra-Faftion of the Agci.

Once more prepares his dreadful Pen to wield,

And ev'ry Mufe attends him to the Field

:

By Art and Nature for this Task defign'd,

Yet modeftly the Fight he long declin'd j

Forbore the Torrent of his Verfe to pour,

Nor loos'd his Satyr 'till the needful Hour:

His Sov'raign's Right by Patience half bctray'd,

Wak'd his avenging Genius to its Aid.

Bleft Mufe, whofe Wit with fuch a Caufe was Crown'd^.

And bleft the Caufe that fuch a Champion found.

With chofen Verfe upon the Foe he falls, "^^

And black Seaition in each Quarter galls ;

Yet, like a Prince with Subje6l:s forc'd t' engage.

Secure of Conqueft he rebates his Rage ;

His Fury not without Diftinftion fheds.

Hurls mortal Bolts but on devoted Heads:

To lefs infefted Members gentle found.

Or fpares, or elfe pours Balm into the Wound.
Such gen'rous Grace th' ingrateful Tribe abufe.

And trefpa(s on the Mercy of his Mufe

;

Their wretched dogrel Rhymers forth they bring

To Snarl and Bark againft the Poet's King j

A Crew, that fcandalize the Nation more
Than all their Treafon-canting Priefts before !

On thefe he fcarce vouchfafes a fcornful fmiic.

But on their pow'rful Patrons turns his Stile.

A Stile fokeen, as ev'n from Faftion draws

The vital Poifon, ftabs to th' Heart their Caufe.

Take then, great Bard, what Tribute we can raifej

Accept our Thanks, for you tranfcend our Praifc.

N, Tate.
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To the Unknozvn Author of the follow-

ing Poem^ and that of Abfalom and
Achitophel.

THUS pious ignorance, with dubious praife.

Altars of old to Gods unknown did raife j

They knew not the lov'd Deity, they knew
Divine effects a caufe Divine did (hew;

Nor can we doubt, when fuch thefc Numbers arCj^y

Such is their caufe, tho' the worft Mufe rtiall dareS*^

Their facred worth in humble Verfe declare. »
As gentle T/j^r/7e^ charm'd with thy tuneful Song

Glides in a peaceful Majefty alongj

No rebel Stone, no lofty Bank does brave

The eafie palTage of his filent wavej

So facred Poet, fo thy Numbers flow,

Sinewy, yet mild as happy Lovers wooe;
Strong, yet harmonious too as Planets move,
Yet foft as Down upon the Wings of Love:
How fweet do's Virtue in your drefs appear?

How much more charming, when much lefs fevtrc^

Whilft you our fenfes harmlefly beguile,

With all th' allurements of your happy Stile j

T' infinuate Loyalty with kind deceit,

And into fenfe th' unthinking many cheat

:

So the fweet Thracian with his charming lyre

Into rude Nature virtue did infpire

;

So he the favage herd to reafon drew.

Yet fcarce fo fweet, fo charmingly as you;

O that you would with fome fuch powerful Charm,
Enervate Albion to juft valour warm I

Whether much fuffering Charles fhall Theam afford,

Or the great Deeds of God-like James's Sword j

Again fair Gallta might be ours, again

Another Fleet might pafs the fubjed main.
Another Edward lead the Britams on,

' Or fuch an OJfQry as you did moan>
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while In fuch Numbers you, in fuch a ftrain

Inflame their courage, and reward their pain.

Let falfe ^chito^hel the tout engage,

Tallc eafic ^bfalom to rebel rage j

Let frugal Shimei curfe in holy Zeal,

Or modefl: Corah more new Plots reveal

;

"Whilft conftant to himfelf, fecure of fate,

Good David ftill maintains the Royal State;

Tho' each in vain fuch various ills employs,

Pirmly he (lands, and even thofe ills enjoys 5

Firm as fair Albion midfl the raging Main
Surveys encircling danger with difdain.

In vain the Waves affault the unmov'd fhore, •>

In vain the Winds with mingled fury rore, C
Fair Albion's beauteous Cliffs Ihine whiter than^

before. -^

Nor fiialt thou move, tho' Hell thy fall confpirc,

Tho' the worfe rage of Zeal's Fanatick Fire j

Thou beft, thou greateft of the Brttipi Race,

Thou only fit to fill Great Charles's Place.

Ah wretched Britains .' ah too ftubborn Ifle

!

Ah ftiff-neck'd Ifrael on bleft Canal's Soil !

J^.re thofe dear Proofs of Heaven's Indulgence vain.,

Reftoring David and his gentle Reign?

Is it in vain thou all the Goods doft know
Aufpicious Stars on Mortals fiied below.

While all thy Streams with Milk, thy Lands with

Honey flow ?

No more, fond Ifle ! no more thy felf engage.

In civil Fury, and inteftine Rage :

No rebel Zeal thy duteous Land molefl^,

But a fmooth Calm footh every peaceful Breaft,

While in fuch charming Notes divinely fings,

The beft of Poets, of the beft of Kings.

J. Adams»
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THE

M E D A L L.

y^ Satyr againji Sedition.

OF all oar Antick Sights, and Pageantry

Which EngUpi Ideots run in crowds to fee,

The Poiij'h Medal bears the prize alone :

A Monfter, more the Favourite of the Town
Than either Fairs or Theatres have fhown.

Never did Art ^o well with Nature ftrive

;

Nor ever Idol feem'd fo much alive :

So like the Man ; fo golden to the fight,

So bafe within, fo counterfeit and light. •

One fide is fill'd with Title and with Face

;

And, left the King fhou'd want a regal Place,

On the Reverfe, a Tow'r the Town furveys j

O'er which our mounting Sun his Beams difplays.

The Word, pronounc'd aloud by Shrieval Voice,

Liitamury which, in Polifh, is rejoice.

The Day, Month, Year, to the great Aft are join'd

And a new Canting Holiday dellgn'd.

Five days he fate, for every caft and look ;

Four more than God to finifh ^dAm took.

But who can tell what Ellcnce Angels are,

Or how long Heav'n was making Lucifer ?

O, cou'd the Stile that copy'd every grace,

And plough'd fuch Furrows for an Eunuch Face,

Cou'd it have form'd his ever-changing Will,

The various Piece had tir'd the Graver's Skill !

A Martial Heroe firft, with early Care,

Blown, like a Pigmee by th^ Winds, to War*.
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A beardlefs Chief, a Rebel, e'er a Man: p'rJ

(So young his hatred to his Prince began.) I %\

Next this, (How wildly will Ambition fteer I)" I %i

A Vermin, wriggling in th' Ufurper's Ear. I Si:

Eart'ring his venal Wit for fums of Gold, I %
He caft himfelf into the Saint-like Mould j I Sc

Groan'd, (igh'd and pray'd,while Godiinefs was gain I >;

The lowdeft Bagpipe of the fqueaking Train. \\

But, as 'tis hard to cheat a Juggler's Eyes, I \

His open lewdnefs he cou'd ne'er difguife, I \

There ffplit the Saint : For Hypocritick Zeal I (

Allows no Sins but thofe it can conceal. I

;

Whoring to Scandal gives too large a fcope : "j |

Saints muft not trade ; but they may interlope.

Th' ungodly Principle was all the fame j •
- >-

'

But a grofs Cheat betrays his Partner's Gative.

3efldes, their pace was formal, grave and (lack v

His nimble Wit outran the heavy Pack.

Yet ftill he found his Fortune at a ftay ;

"Whole droves of Blockheads choaking up his way j
They took, but not rewarded, his Advice j

Villain and Wit exad a double price.

Tow'r was his Aim : but, thrown from that pretence, ^
The Wretch turn'd Loyal ia his own Defence j >
And Malice reconcil'd him to his Prince. ^
Him, in the anguifii of his Soul he ferv'd 5

Rewarded fafter ftill than he deferv'd.

Behold him now exalted into truft j

His Counfel's oft convenient, feldom juft.

Ev'n in the moft fincere Advice he gave

He had a grudging ftill to be a Knave.

The Frauds he learnt in his Fanatick Years,

Made him uneafie in his lawful Gears.

At beft as little honeft as he cou'd :

And, like white Witches, mifchievoufly Good.
To his firft Biafs, longingly he leans j

And rather wou'd be great by wicked Means.
Thus, fram'd for ill, he loosM our Triple hold>

(Advice uiilafe, precipitous, and bold.).
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From hence thofe Tears I that Ilium of our woe I

Who helps a pow'rful Friend, fore-arms a Foe.

What wonder if the Waves prevail fo far,

When he cut down the Banks that made the Bar^

Seas follow bur their Nature to invade j

But he hy Art our native Strength betray'd.

So Sampfon to his Foe his force confeft j

And, to be ihorn, lay flumb'ring on her Breaft,

But, when this fatal Counfel, found too late,

Expos'd its Author to the publick Hate ;

When his juft Sovereign, by no impious way,
Cou'd be feduc'd to arbitrary Sway ;

Forfaken of that hope, he fhifts the Sail j

Drives down the Current with a pop'lar gale

;

And (hews the Fiend confefs'd, without a Vail.

He Preaches to the Crowd, that Pow'r is lent,

But not convey'd to Kingly Government ;

That Claims fucceflive bear no binding force j

That Coronation Oaths are things of courfe ;

Maintains the Multitude can never err j

And fets the People in the Papal Chair.

The reafon's obvious; Int're/t never lyesi

The moft have ftill their Int'iefl in their Eyes ;

The Pow'r is always theirs, and Pow'r is everwif

Almighty Crowd, thou Ihorten'ft all difputc;

Pow'r is thy Effence ; wit thy Attribute

!

Nor Faith nor Reafon make thee at a ftay, [way T

Thou leap'ft o'er all eternal Truths, in thy PxTidaricTi^

^Athens, no doubt, did rightcoufly decide,

When Phocion and when Socrates were try'd :

As righteoufly they did thofe dooms repent

;

Still they were wife, what ever way they went.

Crowds err not, though to both extreams they run j

;To kill the Father, and recall the Son.

Some tJiink the Fools were moft, as times went then

;

But now the World's o'er-ftock'd with prudent Men.
The common Cry is ev'n Religion's Teftj

The Turkic is, at Conjiantiaople, beft;

ife.J
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Idols in India:, Popery at 7? owe

;

And our own Worfhip only true at home.
And true, but for the time, 'tis hard to know
How long we pleafe it fhall continue Co.

This fide to day, and that to morrow burns ;

So all are God-a'raighties in their Turns.

A tempting Doftrine, plaufiblc and new

:

What Fools our Fathers were, if this be true!

M'ho, to deftroy the Seeds of Civil War,
Inherent Right in Monarchs did declare :

And, that a lawful Pow'r might never ceafe,

Secur'd SuccelTion, to fecure our Peace.

Thus, Property and Sovereign Sway, at laft

In equal Balances were juftly caft

:

But this new Jehpt fpurs the hot-mouth'd Horfej

Inftrufts the Beaft to know his native Force

;

To take the Bit between his Teeth, and fly

To the next headlong Steep of Anarchy.
Too happy England, if our good we knew j

Wou'd we poflefs the Freedom we purfue !

The lavilh Government can give no more :

Yet we repine j and plenty makes us poor.

God try'd us ontc 3 our Rebel-Fathers fought ;

He glutted 'em with all the Pow'r they fought

:

Till, mafter'd by their own ufurping Brave,

The free-born Subject funk into a Slave.

We loath our Manna, and wie long for Quails 5

Ah, what is Man, when his own wifli prevails

!

Hq^v rafti, how fwift to plunge himfelf in ill ^,

Proud of his Pow'r, and boundlcfs in his Will I

That Kings can do no wrong we muft believe :

JSIone can they do, and- muft they all receive?

Help Heaven ! or fadly we fliall fee an hour.

When neither wrong nor right are in their Pow'r 1

Already they have loft their beft Defence,

The Benefit of Laws, which they difpence.

No juftice to their righteous Caufe ailow'd ;

But baffled by an Arbitrary Crowd.
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And Medals grav'd, their Conqueft to record.

The Stamp and Coin of their adopted Lord.

The Manwholaugh'd but once, to fee an Afs

Mumbling to make the crofs-grain'd Thirties paft-j

Might laugh again, to fee a Jury chaw

The prickles of unpalatable Law.

The WitnefTes, that, Leech-like, liv'd on blood, '

Sucking for them were med'cinaily good

;

But, when they faiten'd on their fefter'd Sore, -%

Then, Juftice and Religion they forfwore
; ^

Their Maiden Oaths debauch'd into a Whore. ^'

Thus Men are rais'd by Faftions, and decry'd ;

And Rogue and Saint diftinguifh'd by their Side.

They rack ev'n Scripture to confefs their Caufe j

And plead a Call to preach, in fpight of Laws.

But that's no News to the poor injur'd Page j

It has been us'd as ill in every Age :

And is conftrain'd, with Patience, ail to take
;

For what defence can Greeks and Hebrew make?
Happy who can this talking Trumpet feize

,

They make it fpe;ik whatever Senle they pleafe !

'Twas fram'd, at firft, our Oracle t' enquire 5 -^

But, fince our Sefts in Prophecy grow higher, /
The Text infpires not them j but they the "Bixt ^

infpire. J
London, thou great Emporium of our Ifle,

O, thou too bounteous, thou too fruitful Nile,

How fhall I praife or curfe to thy dcfert

!

Or feparate thy found, from thy corrupted Part

!

1 cali'd thee Nile; the Parallel will ftand :

Thy tides of Wealth o'erfiow the fatten'd Land j

Yet Monfters from thy large increafe we find i

Engender'd on the Slime thou leav'ft behind.

Sedition has not wholly feiz'd on theej

Thy nobler Parts are from infeftion free.

Of Ifraeis Tribes thou haft a numerous Baud j

But ftill the Canaanhe is in the Land.

Thy military Chiefs are brave and true 5

Nor are thy difinchantcd Burghers few.
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The Head is Loyal which thy Heart commands;
But what's a Head with two fuch gouty Hands?

The wife and wealthy love the fureft way j

And are content to thrive and to obey.

But Wifdom is to Sloth too great a Slave j

None are fo bulie as the Fool and Knave.

Thofe let me curfe 5 what vengeance will they urge..

Whofe Ordures neither Plague nor Fire can purge 5

Nor fharp Experience can to Duty bring,

Nor angry Heav'n, nor a forgiving King !

In Gofpel Phrafe their Chapmen they betray

:

Their Shops are Dens, the Buyer is their Prey.

The Knack of Trades is, living on the Spoil

;

They boaft, ev'n when each other they beguile.

Cuftomes to fteal is fuch a trivial Thing,

That 'tis their Charter, to defraud their King.

All Hands unite of every jarring Seft;

They cheat the Country firft, and then infedt.

They, for God's Caufe their Monarchs dare dcthron* j

And they'll, be fure to make his Caufe their own.

Whether the plotting Jefuit laid the Plan

XDf murrh'ring Kings, or the French Puritan,

Our Sacrilegious Sefts their Guides outgo j

And Kings and Kingly Pow'r wou'd raurther too.

What means their Trait'rous Combination lefs.

Too plain t' evade, too fhameful to confefs.

But Treafon is not own'd when 'tis defcry'd 5

Succefsful Crimes alone are juflify'd.

The Men, who no Confpiracy wou'd find.

Who doubts, but had it taken, they had join'd.

Join'd, in a mutual Cov'nant of Defence j

At firft without, at laft againft their Prince,

If Soverign Right by Sovereign Pow'r they fcan.

The fame bold Maxim holds in God and Man:
God were not fafe, his Thunder cou'd they fhun

Re fliou'd be forc'd to Crown another Son.

Thus, when the Heir was from the Vineyard throwja,

The rich PoITeflion was the Muith'reis x)\vn;.
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(n vain to Sophiftry they have recoarfe : -^

3y proving theirs no Plot, they prove 'tis worfcj S*

Jnmask'd Rebellion, and audacious Force. ^
Which, though not aftuai, yet all Eyes may fee

Tis working, in th' immediate Tow'r to be j

For, from pretended Grievances they rife,

Firft to diflikc, and after to defpife.

Then, Cyclop-likQ in humane Flefii to deal ;

-Chop up a Minifter, at every meal :

Perhaps not wholly to melt down the Kingj

But clip his regal Rights within the Ring.

From thence, t' alTume the Pow'r of Peace and Wdr 5

*And eafe him by degrees of publick Care.

;yet, to confult his Dignity and Fame, -^
He (hou'd have leave to exercife the Name

;

^T

'And hold the Cards, while Commons play'd the^
Game. 3

For what canPow'rgive more than Food andDriok,
To live at eafe, and not be bound to think?

Thefe are the cooler Methods of their Crime ;

IBut their |iot Zealots think 'tis lofs of time j

(Oh utmo{\ Bounds of Loyalty they ftand ; y
(And grin and whet like a Croatian Band, >
That waits impatient for the laft Command. ^
Thus Out-Jaws open ViTlany maintain;

They fteal not, but int- Squadrons fcoure the Plain -j

-And, if their Pow'r the PalTengcrs fubdue ;

The Moft have Right, the Wrong is in the Few,
Such impious Axiomcs foolifhly they fhow }

Fox, in feme Soils Republicks will not grow:
Our Temp'rate Ifle will no ext reams fuftain, '

Of Pop'lar Sway, or Arbitrary Reign :

But Aides between them both into the beft 5

Seeme in Freedom, in a Monarch bleft.

And though the Climate, vex'd with various Winds,
Woiks through our yielding Bodies, on our Minds,
The wholfome Tempeft purges what it breeds j

To recommcad the C^loinefs that fuccceds.
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But thou, the Pander of the Peoples Hearts,

(O crooked Soul, and Serpentine in Arts,)

Whofe blandiihments a Loyal Land have whor'd.

And broke the Bonds (he plighted to her Lord j

What Curfes on thy blafted Name will fall ! -p

Which Age to Age their Legacy (hall call j [all. >
lor all muftcurfe the Woes that muftdcfcend on^
Religion thou haft none : thy Mercury

Has pafs'd through every Seft, or theirs through thee.

But what thou giv'ft, that Venom ftill remains}

And the pox'd Nation feels thee in their Brains.

What elfe infpires the Tongues,and fwells the Breafts

Of all thy bellowing Renegado Priefts,

That preach up thee for God; difpence thy Laws

5

And with thy Stum ferment their fainting Caufe?

Frefh Fumes of Madnefs raife ; and toil andfweat

To make the formidable Cripple great,

let, Ihou'd thy Crimes fucceed, fliou'd lawle&Pow'j:

Compafs thofe Ends thy greedy Hopes devour.

Thy canting Friends thy mortal Foes wou'd be j

Thy God and theirs will never long agree.

For thine, (if thou haft any) muft be one

That lets the World and Human-kind alone

:

A jolly God, that paiTes Hours too well

To promife Heav'n, or threaten us with Hell.

That unconcern'd can at Rebellion fit

;

And wink at Crimes he did himfelf commit.

A Tyrant theirs ; the Heav'n their Priefthood paints

A Conventicle of gloomy fullen Saints ;

A Heav'n, like Bedlam^ flovenly and fad ;

Fore-doomM for Souls, with falfe Religion mad.
Without a Vifion Poets can fore-fhow

What all but Fools, by common Senfe may know:
If true Succeflion from our Ifle fliou'd fail.

And Crowds profane, with impious Arms prevail,

Not thou, nor thofe thy Factious Arts ingag€ -j

Shall reap that Harveft of rebellious Rage, >
With which thou flatter'ft thy deciepit Age. -^

flie
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The fvvelling Poifon of the fev'ral Sc6ts,

V/hich wapting Vent, the Nation's Heilth infers,

Shall burft its Bag ; and fighting out their way
The various Venoms on ejch other prey.

The Presbyter, puft up w'th fpiritual Pride,

Shall on the Necks of the lewd Nobles ride :

His Brethren damn, the civil Pow'rdefic;

And parcel out Republick Prelacy.

But fhort fliall be his Reign : his rigid Yoke
And Tyrant Pow'r will puny Setls provoke j

And Progs and Toads, and all the Tadpole Train

Will croak to Heav'n for help, from this devouring

Crane.

The Cut-throat Sword and clamorous Gownfhall jar.

In fharing tjieir ill-gotten Spoils of War :

Chiefs fliall be gtudg'd the part which they pretend 5 •

Lords envy Lords, and Friends with every Friend >
About their impious Merit fhall contend. i
The furly Commons (hall refpeft deny

;

And juftlc Peerage out with Property.

Their General either fliall his Truft betray.

And force the Crowd to Arbitrary Sway 3

Or they fufpefting his ambitious Aim, ^
In hate of Kings fliall caft anew the frame ; St

Andthruft out CoHatuiethit bore their Name. J
Thus inborn Broils theFaftions wou'dingagej y

Or Wars of exiPd Heirs, or foreign Rage, >
Till halting Vengeance overtook our Age: -^

And our wild Labours, wearied into Reft,

Reclin'd us on a rightful Monarch's Breaft.

Pfi4et hxc opprol/ria vobis

Et diet powijfej (r non pttiife refelU.

MM
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The entire Epifocid of Nifus and Euryalur^
tranflated from the Fifth and Ninth
Books of plrgH's <ty£»eids.

By Mi\ Dryden.

Connection cfthe Firfl: Part of the Episode
m the Fifth Book, with the reft of the

foregoing Poem.

:?^.ueas having bnric'd his Father Kt\d\Kts i?i Sicily ^ and

fetting fail from thence in fearch of Italy, is driven

hy.a Storm on the fame Coafts from vjhence he depart-

ed: xAfter a Tear'* s vjandriugy he is hofptiably received

t>y his friend Aceftes, K^ng of that part of the Iflandy

•who vjas born of Trojan Parentage : He applies him-

felf to celebrate the memory of his Father luith divine

honours ; and accordingly infiitutes Funeral Games, and

appoints Frizzes for thofe ivho ff:ould contjHer in them.

One ofthefe Games "was a Foot T{ace'j in vjhich Nifiis

And Euryalus were engaged Amongft other Trojans and

Sicilians.

FR. O M thence his way the Trojan Hero bent.

Into a grafly Plain with Mountains pent,

WJiofe Brows were fhaded with furrounding wood 5

Pull in the midft of this fair Valley, Itood

A native Theater, wliich rifing flow,

By juft degrees, o'er-look'd the ground below:

A numerous Train attend in folemn ftate:

High on the new rais'd Turf their Leader fate :

Here thofe, who in the rapid J\ace delight,

Dcfire of honour, and the Prize invite:

The Trojans and Sicilians mingled ftand,

With Nifus and Euryalus, the foremoft oftheBaiido
Euryah.s with youth and beauty crovvn'd,

MfHi for friendlhip to the Boy icnown'd.
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Diores next of Priam's Regal Race,

Then Salias, join'd with Patron, took his place :

But from Ephus one deiiv'd his birth.

The other ow'd it to Orcadian Earth.

Then two Sicilian Youths 5 the name of this

Was Helimus, of that was Panoses:

Two jolly Huntfmen in the Foreft bred.

And owning old ^cefles for their Head.

With many others of obfcurer name,

Whom Time has not dcliver'd o'er to Fame :

To thcfe ty^neas in the midft arofe,

And plealingly did thus his miud expofc.

Not one of you fliall unrewarded go j y
On each 1 will two Cretan Spears beftow, 5*

Pointed with polifli'd Steel ; a Battle-ax too, -^

With Silver ftudded ; thefe in common lliare.

The foremoft three lliall Olive Garlands wear :

The Viftor, who fhall firft the Race obtain.

Shall for his Prize a well-breath'd Courfer gain,

Adorn'd with Trappings ; to the next in fame.
The Quiver of an ^maz,ontan Dame,
With feather'd Thracian Arrows well fupply'd.

Hung on a golden Belt, and with a Jewel ty'd :

The third this Grecian Helmet muft content.

He faid: to their appointed Bafe they went.

With beating hearts th' expefted Sign receive.

And ftarting all at once, the Station leave.

Spread out, as on the Wings of Winds they ficw.

And feiz'd the diftaut Goal with eager view

:

Shot from the Crowd, fwift Nifus all o'erpaft.

Not ftorn.s, nor thunder equal half his hafte.

The next, but tho' the next, yet far disjoin'd.

Came Salius, then j a diftant Ipace behind,

Emydsis the third.

Next Hclyinusy whom young Diores ply'd.

Step after Step, and almoft fide by fide;

His fiioulders prelfing, and in longer fpace.

Had won, or left at leaft a doubtful Race.

O z
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Now fpent, the Goal they almoft reach at Iafl»

When eager Nifus, haplefs in his haftc,

Slipt fitft, and flipping, fell upon the plain,

Moift with the blood of Oxen lately llain
;

The carelefs ViiSbor had not mailc'd his way,
Eut treading where the treacherous puddle lay,

His heels flew up, and on the grafly floor

He ftW, befmear'd with fikh and holy gore.

Nor mindlefs then Euyyaitis of thee.

Nor of the facred bonds of amity.

He ftrove th^ immediate Rival to oppofe,

And caught the foot of Salinj as he rofe ;

So Salius lay extended on the Tlain :

'Euryalus fprings out the prize to gain.

And cuts the Crowd ; applauding peals attend

The Conqu'ror to the Goal, who conquered thro' his

Next He/imits, and then Diores came, [friend.

2?y two misfortunes, now the third in fame.

But Salius Qnttis, and exclaiming loud

For Juftfce, deafens and diftiirbs tiie Crowd :

Vigcs his caufe may in the Court be heard.

And pleads the Prize is wrongfully conferr'd.

But favour for Euryalns appears,

His blooming beauty and his graceful tears

Had brib'd the Judges to proted his claim :

Befides Diores does as loud exclaim,

"Who vainly reaches at the laft Reward,

If the firft Palm on Salms be conferred.

Then thus the Prince: Let no difputes arifej

Where Fortune plac'd it, I award the Prize.

But give me leave her Errors to amend.

At leaft to pity a defeiving friend.

Thus having faid,

A Lion's Hide, amazing to bchoW,

Pond'rous with briftlcs, and with paws of gold,

He gave the Youth j which Nifus griev'd to view ;

«

If fuch rewards to vanquifli'd men are due, >
Said he, and falling is to rife by you, >
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\v-h;it prize may Nifas from your bounty claiiTo

Who merited the firft rewards and fame I

In falling both did equal fortune try,

Would fortune make me fall as happily I

With this he pointed to his face, and fliow'd

His liands and body all befmear'd with blood;

Th' indulgent Father of the people fmil'd.

And caus'd to be produc'd a maflie Shield

Of wond'rous art by Didym^on wrought.

Long fince from Xfptune^s bars in triumph brought;

With this, the graceful Youth hegratify'd:

Theii the remaining prcfents did divide,

Conne6lion of the remaining part of the

Epifode^ tranflared out of the Ninth
Book of Virgil's z/E'ficUf^ with the fore-

going part of the Story.

The War being new broke cut betwixt the TrOJanS ar;d

Latins j and >£neas being o-uermatch^d in numbers by

his Enemies, who were aided hy KJng Turnus, he for"

tifies his Camp, and leaves in it his youfig Son Afca-

nius, under the dire£fion of his chief Counfeliors and

Captains j while he goes in perfon, t» beg Succours frorri

King Evander and the Tufcans. Turnus takes ad-

iiantage of his abfence, and affaults his Camp : The

Trojans in it, are reduc'd to great extremities', w'hich

gives the Feet the occajion of continuing this admirable

Epiiode, wherein he deferibes the friendjlnp, the gene-

rofity, the advetitures, and the death of Nifus and

Euryalus.

THE Trojan Camp the common danger fiiar'd ;

By turns they watch'd the Walls j and kept the
Nightly Guard:

To Warlike Nifus fell the Gate by Lot,

(whom Hyrtacus on Huntrcfs Ida got

:

O 3
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And Tent to Sea cy£neas to attend,) iC&nd. j
Wei] could he dart the Spear, and Shafts unerring >
Belide him flood Euryalus, his ever faithful Friend. ^
No Youth in all the Trojan Hdft was Cesxi

More beautiful in arms, or of a Nobler meen ;

Scarce was the Down upon his Chin begun j

One was their Friendlhip, their Delire was one :

With minds united in the Field they warr'd.

And i;ow were both by Choice upon the Guard.

Then Nffus thus

:

Or do the Gods this warlike Warmth infpirc,

Or makes each Man a God of his dcfite ?

A nobie Ardour boils within my Brcaft,

Eager of Aftion, Enemy of Reft i

That urges me to Fight, or undertake

Some Deed that may my Fame immortal make.
Thou feeft the Foei«cure : How faintly fhine

Their fcatter'd Fires? the moft in Sleep fupine;

DilTolv'd in Eafe, and drunk with Viftory:

The few awake the fuming Flaggon ply j

All hulh'd around : Now hear what I revolve [refolvc.'

Within my mind, and what my labouring thoughts

Our abfent Lord both Camp and Council mourn j

By MelTage both would haften his return

:

The gifts propos'd if they confer on thee,

(For Fame is recompence enough to me)
iviethinks beneath yon Hill, I have efpvM

A way that fafely will my PafTage guide.

Euryal-M ftood lillning while he fpoke,

With Love of Praife and noble Envy ftrook ;

Then to his ardent Friend expos'd his mind : y
All this alone, and leaving me behind I

?•

Am I unworthy, Nifns, to be join'd ?
^

Think'ft thou my Share of honour I will yield,

Or fend thee unaffifted to the Field ?

Not fo my Father taught my Childhood Arms,

Born in a Siege, and bied amongft Alarms

:
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Nor is my Touth unworthy of my Friend,

Or of the He;iv'n-born- Heroe 1 attend.

The thing call'd Life with caCq I can diCdilm ;

And think it over-fold to purchafe Fame.
To whom his Friend ,

1 could not think, alas, thy Tender Years

Would minifter new matter to my Fe^rs

:

Nor is it )Ull thou fhouldft thy Wiili obtain}.

So ffve ia Triumph bring me back again

To thofe dear eyes j or if a Cod there be

To pious. Fxiends, propitious more th:m he.

But if fome one, as many due there are,

Of advcrfc accidents in doubtful Vt'ar,

If one (liould reach my Head, there let it fall,

And fpare thy life, I would not petilh all :

Thy Youth is worthy of a longer Date
}

Do thou remain to mourn thy Lover's farv j

To bear my mangled body from the Foe,

Or buy it back, and Fun'ral rites bsftow.

Or if hard Fortune fiiall my Corps deny
Thofe dues, with empty Marble to fapply.

O let not me the Widow's tears lencsv,

Let not a Mother's curfe my name p-.irfuc >

Thy pious Mother, who in Love to thee.

Left the fair Coaft of fruitful Sicily,

Ker Age committing to the Seas and Wind,
When every weary Matrtn ft aid behind.

To this Enryalu!^ Thou plead'ft in vain,

And but delay'ft the caufe tiiou canft not gain :

No more, 'tis lofs of time: With thnt he wr.kcs

The nodding Watch j each to his Office takc^ 1

The Guard reliev'd, in Company they went

To find the Council at the Royal Tent.

Now every living thing lay void of care,

And Sleep, the common gift of Nature, {har« :

Mean time the Trojan Peers in Council fate,

And call'd their Chief Commanders, to debate

The weighty bufinefs of th' indangei'd State.

O 4
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What next was to be done, who to be Tent

T' inform cy£neas of the Foes intent.

In midft of all the quiet Camp they held

Noclrurnal Council 5 each fuftains a Shield,

Which his o'er-lahour'd Arm can hardly rear 5

And leans upon a long projefted Spear.

Now Niftis and his Friend approach the Guard, -^

And beg admittance, eager to be heard 5 p
Th' affair important ; not to be deferr'd. ^
^fcaniHs bids them be conduced in ;

Then thus, commanded, Nifm does begin.

Ye Trojan Fathers lend attentive Ears;

Nor judge our undertaking by our years.

The Foes fecurely drench'd in Sleep and Wine
Their Watch negleft; their Fires but thinly fliinc.

And where the Smoak in thickning Vapours flies

Cov'ring the plain, and Clouding all the Skies,

Berwi.xt the fpaces we have mark'd a way,

Clofe by the Gate and Coafting by the Sea;

This ralTage undifturb'd, and unefpy'd

Our Steps will fafely to (y£nea,s guide.

Exped: each hour to fee him back again

Loaded with fpoils of Foes, in Battle flain;

Snatch we the lucky Minute while wc may,
Nor can we be miftakcn in the way

:

For Hunting in the Vale, we oft have {ctix

The rifing Turrets with the flream between

;

And know its winding Courfe, with every foord.

He paus'd, and Old ^hthcs took the word.

Our Country Gods in whom our trufl wc place,

Will yet from ruin fave the Trojan race

;

While wc behold fuch fpringing worth appear.

In youth fo brave, and breafts fo void of fear.

(With this he took the hand of either Boy,

Embrac'd them clofely both, and wept for joy;)

Ye brave young men, what equal ^ihs can we,

What recompence for fuch dcfert, decree!

The greateft furc and beft you can receive,

The Gods; your vcitue, and youi fame will give I
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Tne Reft, our grateful General wiJl beftow;

And young ^[canius, 'till his Manhood, owe.

And I vvhofc welfare in my Father lies,

{.Afcajiitis adds,) by all the Deities,

By our great Country, and our houfehold Gods,

By Hoary Vejias rites, and dark abodes.

Adjure you both, on you my Fortune ftands,

That and my Faith I plight into your hands.

Make me but happy in his fafe return,

(For I no other lofs but only his can mourn,)

Kifus your gift fnall two large Goblets be,

Of Silver wrought with curious Imag'ry,

And high emboft : which when old Priam rergn'd

My conqu'ring Sire, at fack'd ^Arisha gain'd.

And more, two Tripods call: in antick mould,

With two great Talents of the fineft Goldi

Bclldes a Bowl which Tyri.in Art did grave i

The Prefent that Sidonian Dido gave.

But if in Conquer'd Italy we leign,

When Spoils by Lot the ViStois fiiall obtain,

Thoufaw'ft the Courfer by proud Turniis preft j

Thar, and his golden Arms, and fanguine Creil,

And Shield, from lot exempted, thou fhalt fhare j

With thefc, twelve captive Dam'fels young and fair:

Male Slaves as many j well appointed all

With Vefts and Arms, fliall to thy Portion fall :

And laft a fruitful Field to thee Ihall reft.

The large demenes the La:tan King polTeft.

But thou, whole Years are more to mine ally'd.

No fate my vow'd AfFeciion iliall divide

From thee, O wondrous Youth: Be ever mine,

Take full Poflefiion, all my Soul is thine

;

My life's Companion, and my bofom Friend;

One Faith, one Fame, one Fate (hall both atteud»

My Peace fliall be committed to thy Care,

And to thy Conduct my Concerns in War, .

Then thus the bold Euryalas reply'd j

What ever Fortune, good or bad, bctidej

O i
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The fame fliall be my Age, as now my Youths

No time fliall find me wanting to my Truth.

This only from your Bounty let me gain ;

(And this not granted, all rewards arc vain :)

Of Friam^s Royal Race my Mother came,

And fure the beft that ever bore the Name :

"Whom neither Troy, nor Sicily cou'd hold

From me departing j but o'erfpent and old.

My Fate (he follow'dj ignorant of this

Whatever danger, neither parting kifs,

Nor pious Blefling taken, her I leave j

And in this only Adc of all my Life deceive:

By this your hand and confcious Night I (wear,

My Youth fo fad a Farewel cou'd not bear.

Be you her Patron, fill my vacant Place j

(Permit me to prefume fo great a Grace ;)

Support her Age, forfaken and diftreft ;

That hope alone will fortifie my Breaft,

Againft the worft of Fortunes and of Fears :

He faidj th' Afliftants fhed prefaging Tears,

But above all, ^fcanins, mov'd to fee

That image of paternal Piety.

Then thus reply'd.—>-—

So great Beginnings in fo green an Age
Exaft that Faith, which firmly I engage ^

Thy Mother all the Privilege fliall claim

Creiifa had ; and only want the Name.
Whate'er event thy enterptife fliall have,

*Tis Merit to have born a Son fo brave.

By this my Head, a fiicred Oath, 1 fwear,

(My Father us'd it) what returning, here

Cxown'd with fuccefs, I for thy felf prepar,e.

Thy Parent and thy Family fhall fliare:

He faid 5 and weeping while he fpoke the word,

From his bro>id Belt he drew a Ihining Sword,

Magnificent with Gold ; Lycaon made,
And in an Iv'ry fcabbaid Iheach'd ihe Blade,
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This was his Gift : while Mnefihetts did provide .

lor Nifus Arras i a grifly Lion's Hide

;

C,

And true ^lethes chang'd with him his helm ofj
temper try'd.

Thus arm'd they went : the noble Trojaus wait

Their going forth, and follow to the Gate.

With Pray'rs and Vows above the reft appears

yAfcanitis, manly far above his years.

And Meflages committed to their care 5

Which all in Winds were loft, and empty air.

The Trenches tirft they pafs ; then took their way,

Where their proud foes in pitch'd Pavilions lay.

To many fatal e'er themfelves were flain :

The carelefs Hoft difperft upon the Plain

They found, who drunk witii Wine fupinely fnore t

Unharnefs'd Chariots ftand upon the fhorej

Midft wheels, and reins, and arms, the Goblet by,

A Medly of Debauch and V/ar they lie.

Obferving Nifus fhew'd his friend the fight.

Then thus : behold a Conqucft without fight.

Occafion calls the Sword to be prepar'd :

Our way lies there, ftand thou upon the guard 5

And look behind, while I fecurely go

To cut an ample palTage through the Foe,

Softly he fpoke; then ftalking took his way,

With his drawn Sword, where haughty Ty6.tr/j«^j lay,

His head rais'd high, on Tapeftry beneath,

And heaving from his breaft, he puft^'d his breath.

A King, and Prophet, by King Tmnus lov'd,

Eut fate by Prefcience cannot be remov'd.

Three fleeping Slaves he foon fubdaes : then fpies

Where %hemus^ with his proud Retuiue, lies

;

His Armour Bearer firft, and next he kills

His Charioteer, eutrench'd betwixt the wheels.

And his lov'd Horfcs ; laft invades their Lord,

Full on his Neck he aims the fatal Sword :

The gafping head flies off: a purple flood

Flows froa^ the Twok, th;tt wallows in the blood-
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Which by the fpurning heels difpers'd around

Tfie bed, befpiinkles and bedews the ground,

fhen Lamyrm with Lo-mus^ and the young
Serranuf, who with gaming did prolong

The night : oppieft with wine and llumber lay -^

The beauteous Youth, and dreamt of lucky Plays ?>

More lucky, had it been protrafted till the day. *

The famiOi'd Lion thus with hunger bold,

O'er-leaps the fences of the nightly fold.

The peaceful Flock devours, and tears, and draws ;

Wrapt up in {ilent fear, they lie and pant beneath

Nor with lefs rage Earyalus imploys [his paws.

The vengeful Sword, nor fewer foes deftroys 5

But on th' ignoble Crowd his fury flew 5

Which Fadiis, Hebefits, and %h^ti4.s flew.

With charts: in fleep the reft did fall ;

3But \h£tus waking, and obferving all,

Behind a mighty Jar he flunk for fear j

The fharp edg'd Iron found and reach'd him there:

Full as he rofe he plung'd it in his fide ;

The cruel Sword return'd in crimfon dy'd.

The wound a blended ftream of wine and blood

Tours out 3 the purple Soul comes floating in the flood.

Now where Meffupus quarter'd they arrive ;

The fires were fainting there, and juft alive j

The warlike Horfes ty'd in order fed ;

Nfas the difcipliae obferv'd, and faid.

Our eagernefs of blood may both betray

:

*ehold the doubtful glimmering of the day,

Foe to thefe nightly thefts: No more, my friendj

Here let our glutted Execution end 5

A Lane through fiaughter'd Bodies we have made :

The bold Eur^a!us, though loath, obey'd ;

Rich Arms and Arras which they fcatter'd find'.

And Plate, a precious load they leave behind.

Yet fond of gaudy Spoils, the Boy would flay

To make the proud Capariibns his prey,

Which dcck'd a neiglib'xing. Steed.-—
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Nor did his Eyes lefs longingly behold

Tiie Girdle ftudded o'er with isfiiils of Gold,
Which \hamj2es wore : This Preient long ago
0;i %erKuJtis did C^dtcus beftow,

And abfenr join'd in hofpitabJe Ties.

He dying to his Heir bequeath'd the prize :

'Till by the conquering l{iituli oppreft

He fell, and they the glorious gift pofTeft,

Thefe gaudy fpoils Ep.ryalus now bears ;

And vainly on his brawny Shoulders wears :

Mejp.pus Helm he found amongft the dead,

GariTifh'd with plumes, and fitted to his head.

They leave the Camp and take the fafeft road j

J'lean time a Squadron of their foes abroad,

Three hundred Horfe with Bucklers arm'd, they fpy'd,

Whom Volficns by the King's command did guide:
To Turntis thefe were from the City fent,

And to perform their Meflage fought his Tenr.

Approaching near their utmoft lines they draw ;

Waen bending tow'rds the left, their Captain faw

The faithful pair j for through the doubtful fliade->

His glitt'ring Helm EuryalHs betray'd ; >
On v/hich the Moon with full reflei^tion play'd. -^

'Tis not for nought (cry'd Volfcens from the crowd)

Thefe Men go there , then rais'd his voice aloud :

Stand, ftand ! why thus in Arms? And whither bent ?

From whence, to whom, and on what errand fent ?

Silent they make away ; and hafte their flight

To neighb'ring Woods ; and truft themfelves to night.

The fpeedy horfemen fpur their Steeds, to get

'Twixt them and homes and every path befet.

And all the windings of the well known Wood;
Black was the Brake, and thick with Oak it ftoodj

With Fern all horrid, and perplexing Thorn,

Where tracks of Bears had fcarce a paflage worn.

The daiknefs of the fivades, his heavy prey,

And fear, mif-led the younger from his way :

But Nifm hit the turns with happier hafte.

Who jiow, unknowing, hud the danger paft,



302 7^^ First Part©/
And K^lban Lakes from Elba's name Co call'd j

"Where King Latinm then his Oxen ftall'd.

'Till turning at the length he flood his ground.

And vainly caft his longing eyes around

For his loft friend I

Ah ! wretch, he cry'd, where have I left behind,

"Where lliall I hope th' unhappy Youth to find !

Or what way take! Again he ventures back.

And treads the Mazes of his former track,

Thro' the wild wood: at laft he hears the Noife

Of trampling Horfes, and the riders voice.

The Sound approach'd, and fuddeniy he view'd

His Foes incloling, and his Friend purfu'd,

Forelaid, and taken, while he ftrove in vain

The Covert of the neighb'ring "Wood to gain.

What /houid he next attempt, what arms employ
With fruitlefs force to free the Captive Boy 5

Or tempt uneqaial numbers with the Sword ;

And die by him whom living he ador'd?

Refolv'd on death his dreadful Spear he (hook.

And cafting to the Moon a mournful look.

Fair Queen, faid he, who doft in woods delight, •»

And Grace of Stars, the Goddefs of the Night j >
Be prefent, and dired my Dart aright. ^
If e'er my pious Father for my fake,

Did on thy Altars grateful offerings make.
Or I increas'd them with fuccefsful toils ;

And hung thy Sacred Roof with favage Spoils,

Through the brown ihadows guide my flying Spear

To reach this Troop : Then poizing from his eat

The quiv'ring Weapon with full force he threw j

Through the divided (hades the deadly Javelin flewj

On Suimo's back it fplits : the double dart

Drove deeper onward, and transfixt his heart.

He ftaggers round, his eye-balls rowl in death j

And with (hort Sobbs, he gafps away his breath,

Al-1 ftand amaz'd 5 a fccond Javelin flies

From his (tretch'd arm, and hiifes through th« Skies

;
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The Lance through Tagus Temples forcM its way j

And in his brain-pan warmly buried lay.

Fierce Volfccns foams with rage ; and gazing round,

Defcry'd no Author of the fatal wound,

Nor where to fix revenge : But thou, he cries,

Shalt pay for both ; and at the Pris'ner flies,

With his drawn Sword : Then, flruck with deep de-

The fatal fight the Lover could not bearj [ipair,

But from his Covert rufht in open view ;

And fent his voice before him as he flew ^

Me, me, employ your Sword on me alone ;

The crime confefs'd j the fad was all my own.

He neither could nor durft, the guiltlefs Youth,

Ye Moon and Stars bear witnefs to the Truth 3

His only fault, if that be to offend.

Was too much loving his unhappy friend.

Too late, alas, he fpcaks

;

The Sword, which unrelenting fury guides,

Driv'n with full force had pierc'd his tender fidcg

;

Down fell the beauteous Youth, the gaping wound
Gulh'd out a Crimfon fliream and ftain'd the ground j

His nodding neck reclines on his white breaft.

Like a f;iir Flow'r, in furrow'd Fields oppreft,

By the keen Share : or Poppy on the plain,

Whofe heavy head is overcharg'd with rain.

Diidain, delpair, and deadly vengeance vow'd,

Drove Nifus headlong on the Hofliile Crowd ;

Volfcens he feeks, at him alone he bends
5

Born back, and pufl\'d by his furrounding friends.

He fl:ill prefs'd on ; and kept him ftili in figjit j

Then whirl'd aloft his Sword with ail his might

:

Th' unerring Weapon flew ; and wing'd with death,

Enter'd his gaping Mouth, and ftop'd his breath.

Dying he flew : and ftagg'ring on the plain,

Sought for the Body of his Lover flain :

Then quietly on his dear Breaft he fell

;

Content in death to be reveng'd fo well.

O happy pair', for ifmy verfe can give

Eternity j youi fame fhall ever live :
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FikM as the Capitol's Foundation lies,

And fpread vvherc-e'er the T^jw^m Eagle flies.

Theocrlt. IdyIlium the i8th.

The Epithahmium of Helen and

Menelaus.

By Mr. Dryden.

Twelve Spartan Virgins, noble, young, and fair.

With Violet wreaths adorn'd their flowing hair i

And to the pompous Palace did refort,

Where MeneU:is kept his Royal Court.

There hand in hand a comely Qiiire they led 5 -^

To ling a Mefling to his Nuptial Bed, v
With curious Needles wrought, and painted C

flowers befpread. J
Jovt's, beauteous Daughter now his Bride mufl: be.

And Jove himfelf was lefs a God than he

:

For this their artful handsinftruft the Lute to found,

Their feet affift their hands,and juftly beat the ground.

This was their fong: Why happy Bridegroom, why
E'er yet the Stars are kindled in the Sky,

E'er twilight lliades, or Evening dews are flicd,

V/hy dofv thou fteal fo foon away to Bed I

Has Somnas brufh'd thy Eye-lids with his Rod, -y

Or do thy Legs refufe to bear their Load, >
With flowing bowls of a more generous God? ^
If gentle flumber on thy Temples creep,

(Eur naughty Man thou doft not mean to fleep)

Betake thee to thy Bed thou diowzy Drone,
51eep by thy felf, and leave thy Bride alone:

f^o, leave Jier with her Maiden Mares to play

^i fpons more harmlefs, 'till the break of day

;
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Give r.s this Evening j tiiou haft Morn and Night,

And all the year before thee, for delight.

O happy Youth I to thee among the crowd

Of Rival Princes, C^.p:d fneez'd aloud ;

And every lucky Omen fent before,

To meet thee landing on the Spartan fiiore.

Of all -our Heiocs thou canft boaft alone,

That Jove, when e'er he Thunders, calls thee Son t

Betwixt two Sheets thou (halt enjoy her bare j -p

With whom no Grecian Virgin can compare : P
So foft, fo fweet, fo balmy, and fo fair.

"^

A boy, like thee, would make a Kingly line

:

But oh, a Girl, like her, mulT: be divine.

Her equiils, we, in years, but not in face,

T\velvefcore Virago's of the Spartan Race,

Wiiile naked to EurOta's banks we bend,

And there in manly exerciie contend.

When fiie appears, are all eciips'd and loft;

And hide the Beauties that we made our boaft.

So^ when the Night and Winter difappear,

The Purple morning rifing with the year

Salutes the fpring, as her Celeftial eyes

Adorn the World, and brighten all the Skies

:

So beauteous Helen fliines among the reft.

Tall, ftender, ftraight, with all the Graces blcftj

As Pines the Mountains, or as fields the Coin,

Or as Thejfalian Steeds the race adorn

:

So Rofie-colour'd Helen is the pride

Of Laccdemon., and of Greece befide.

Like her no Nymph can willing Ozyersbend 'y

In Baiket-woiks, which painted ftreaks commend : P'

With Dallas in the Loom flic may contend. -^

But none, ah none can animate the Lyre,

And the mute ftrings vv'ith Vocal Souls infpire s

Whether the Icarn'd Mmerva be her Theim,
Orchaft Duv^a bathing in the Stream ;

None can record their Heavenly praife To n-ell

As Helen^ in whofe eyes ten thoufand Cupidi dwell«
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O fair, O graceful ! yet with Maids inroli'd,

But whom to morrows Sun a Matron fhall behold :

Yet e'er to morrows Sun fhall fhow his head, -y

The dewy paths of meadow's we will tread, >
Por Crowns and Chaplets to adorn thy head. ^
Where all ftiall weep, and wifh for thy return,

As bleating Lambs their abfent Mother mourn.
Our nobleft Maids Ihall to thy name bequeath

The Boughs oi Lotos^ form'd into a wreath.

This Monument, thy Maiden besucies due,

High on A Plane Tree fhall be hung to view :

On the frnooth rind the Paflfenger fhall fee

Thy Name ingrav'd ; and worfhip Helenas Tree :

Balm, from a Silver-box drftill'd around,

Shall all bedew theRoots and fcent the AicredGround}

The Balm, 'tis true, can aged Plants prolong,

But Helen's Name will keep it ever young.

Hail Bride, hail Bridegroom, Son-in-Law to Jove!
With fruitful joys, Latona blefs your Love

;

Jjtt Venus furnifh you with full dcfires,

Add vigour to your wills, and fuel to your fires:

Almighty Jove augment your wealthy ftore,

Give much to you, and to his Grandfons more,

Trom generous Loins a generous Race will fpring.

Each Girl,like hcr,aQtieen j each Boy,Iike you,aKing.

Now fieep, if fleep you can 5 but while ycu reft,

Sleep clofe, with folded Arms, and Breaft toBreaft,

Rife in the morn -, but oh before you rife,

Forget not to perform your morning Sacrifice.

We will be with you e'er the crowing Cock
Salutes the light, and ftruts before his feathei'd Flock:

Hymen, oh Hyrnen^ to thy Triumphs run,

And view the mighty fpoils thou haft in Battle won.
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Idyllium XXIII.

ne Defpairing LOVER.
By Mr. D r y d e n,

WITH inaufpicious Love, a wretched Swain

Purfu'd the faireft Nymph of all the Plain j

Fiiueft indeed, but prouder far than fair,

She plung'd him hopelefii h\ a deep defpaii:

:

Kcr heavenly form too haughtily fhc priz'd,

His Peifon hated, and his Gifts defpis'd:

Nor knew the force of Cupid' s cruel Darts,

Norfear'dhis awful Pow'r on human Hearts j

But either fiom her hopelefs Lover fled,

Orwirh difdainful Glances (hot him dead.

No kifs, no look, to cheer the drooping Boy:
No word fhe fpoke, fhe fcorn'd ev'n to deny.

But as a hunted Panther cafts about [fcout,

Her glaring Eyes, and pricks her lift'ning Ears to

So fhe, to (hun his Toils, her cares imploy'd,

And fiercely in her favage freedom joy'd.

Her Mouth ftie writh'd, her forehead taught to frown,

Her Eyes to fparklc fires to love unknown ;

Her fallow Checks her envious mind did Ihow,

And every feature fpoke aloud the curftnefs of a

Yet cou'd not he his obvious Fate efcapc, [Shrcw»

His love ftill drcft her in a pleafing fhape :

And every luUen frown, and bitter fcorn

But fann'd the Fuel that too faft did burn.

Long time, unequal to his mighty Pain,

He ftrove to curb it, but he ftrove in vain;

At laft his woes broke out, and begg'd relief

"With Tears, the dumb petitioners of grief.

"With Tears fo tender, as adoin'd his Love^
And any heart, but only hers, wou'd move ;

Trembling before her bolted doors he ftood
j

And there poui'd out th' unprofitable flood :
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Staring his Eyes, and haggard was his look;

Then kiffing firft the threlhold, thus he fpoke.

Ah Nymph more cruel than of humane Race,

Thy Tygrels heart belies thy Ange] Face :

Too well thou iliow'lt thy Pedigree from Stone ;
*"

Thy Grandames was the firft by Pyrrha thrown :

Unworthy thou to be fo long delit'dj

But fo m.y Love, and fo my Fate lequir'd.

I beg not now (for 'tis in vain) to live;

But take this Gift, the .laft that I can give.

This friendly Cord fiiall foon decide the ftrife,

Betwixt my ling'ring Love and loathfonie Lifej

This mom.ent puts an end to all m.y Pain;

1 Ihail no m.ore defpair, nor thou difdain.

Farewell ungrateful and unkind, I go
Condemn'd by thee to thofe fad fliades below.

I go th' extream.eft remedy to prove.

To drink Oblivion, and to drench miy Love.

There happily to lofe my long defires :

But ah, what draught fo deep to quench my Fires?

Farewel ye never opening Gates, ye Stones,

And Threfhold guilty of my Midnight MOans :

What I have fuffer'd here ye know too well

:

What 1 (hall do the Gods and 1 can tell.

The Rofe is fragrant, but it fades in time,

The Violet fweet, but quickly paft the prime ;

White Lillies hang their Heads and foon decay,

And whiter Snow in minutes melts away:

Such is your blooming Youth, and withering fo 5

The time will come, it will, when you Ihall know
The rage of Love ; your haughty heart flialJ burn

In flames like mine, and meet a like return.

Obdurate as you are, oh, hear at leaft

My dying Prayers, and grant my laft Rcqueft I

When firft you ope your Doors, and pafiing by
The fad ill-om.en'd Objeft meets your Eye,

Think it not loft, a moment if you ftay ;

The brearhlefs Wretch, fo made by you, ftirveyt
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Sonrz cruel rleafure will from thence arife.

To view the mighty ravage of your Eyes.

I wilh, (but oh my wiih is vain 1 feat:}

Tiic kind Oblation of a faJlmg Tear ;

Then loofe the knot, and take me from the piacc^

And ipread your Mantle o'er my griziy Face;

Upon my livid Lips bellow a kifs :

O envy not -the dead, they feel not blifsl

Nor fear your kiffes can reftore my Breath ;

Even you are not more pittilefs than death.

Then for my Corps a homely Grave provide.

Which Love and me from publick Scorn may -hide.

Thrice call upon my Name, thrice beat your breaft.

And hail mc thrice to everlafting reft :

Laft let my Tomb this fad infcription bear, ^
A wretch whom Love has kilTdlies biuied here: > '

Oh, PafTcngers, ^mintas Eyes beware. J
Thus having faid, and furious with his Love;

He heav'd with more than humane force, to move
A weighty Stone, (the labour of a Team,) [Beam :

And rais'd from thence he re;u:h'dthe Neighbouricg
Around its bulk a Aiding knot he throws ;

And fitted to his Neck the fivdl Noofe :

Then fpurning backward took a fwing, till death

Crept up, and ftopt the pallage of his Breath.

The bounce burft ope the door ; the fcornful Fair

Relentlefs lookt, and faw him beat his quivering feet

Nor wept his Fate, nor caft a pitying Eye, [in Air,

Nor took him down, but bruiht regardleis by .-

Aad as ihe paft, her chance or fate was fuch,

Her Garments toucht the dead, polluted by the touch.

Next to the dance, thence to the Bath did movej
The bath was facred to tlie God of Love :

Whofe injur'd Image, with a wrathful Eye,

Stood threatning from a Pedeftal on high

:

Nodding a while ; and watchful of his blow,

He fell ; and falling crulht th' ungrateful Nymph
below;
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Her gufliing Blood the Pavement all befmeai'd:

And this her laft expiring Voice was heard 5

Lovers farewel, revenge has reacht my fcorn ;

Thus wara'd, be wife, and Love for Love return.

Horat. Ode 3. Lib. i.

Infcrib'*d to the Earl of Roicomon, oti

his intended Voyage to Ireland.

Jgy Mr Dr YD EN.

So may th' aufpicious Queen of Love,

And the twin Stars, (the Seed of Jove^
And he, who rules the raging Wind,
To thee, O facred Ship, be kind.

And gentle Breezes fill thy Sails,

Supplying foft Etefian Gales,

As thou, to whom the Mufe commends
The beft of Poets and of Friends,

Doft thy committed Pledge reftore,

And land him fafely on the Shore:

And fave the better part of me.

From perifliing with him at Sea.

Sure he, who firft the paffage try'd.

In harden'd Oak his heart did hide.

And ribs of Iron arm'd his lide 1

Or his at leaft, in hollow wood
Who tempted firft the briny flood

:

Nor fear'd the winds contending roar,

Nor billows beating on the Shore j

Nor Hyades portending Rain;

Nor all the Tyrants of the Main.

What form of death cou'd him affrighf,

Who unconcem'd with ftedfaft fight,

I
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Cou'd view the Surges mounting fteep,

And monfters rolling in the deep ?

Cou'd thro' the ranks of ruin go,

"With Storms above, and Rocks below I

In vain did Nature's wife command
Divide the Waters from the Land,

If daring Ships, and Men prophane.

Invade th' inviolable Main j

Th' eternal Fences over leap j

And pafs at will the boundlefs Deep.

No toil, no hardship can reftrain

Ambitious Man inur'd to pain ;

The more confin'd, the more he tries,

And at forbidden quarry flies.

Thus bold Prometheus did afpire,

And ftole from Heaven the feed of Fire;

A train of Ills, a ghaftly Crew,

The Robbers blazing track purfue;

fierce Famine, with her Meagre Face,

And Feavours of the fiery Race,

l^l fwaims th' offending Wretch fLUiound,

All brooding on the blafted Ground :

And limping Death, lalh'd on by Fate,

Comes up to fliorten half our date.

This made not Dedalns beware,

V/ith borrow' d wings to fail in Air :

To Hell ^L-ides forc'd Ixis way,

Plung'd thro' the Lake, and ihatch'd the Prey,

Nay fcarce the Gods, or heav'nly Climes

Are fafc from our audacious Crimes

;

We reach at Jove's Imperial Crown,

Aad pull th' unwilling thunder down.
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On the Prince's going to Englafjd with an

Army to reftore the Government, i6S8.

nunc faltem everfo Juvsnem fuccurrere Sxclo

Ne prohibete Virg. Georg. Lib. i.

By Mr, Wolseley;

ONee more a FATHER and a S O N fall out

:

The World involving in their high Dilputei

Remoteit lfuiia''s Fiite on theirs depends.

And Europe, trembling, the Event attends.

Their Motions ruling every other State,

As on the Sun the leiTer Plinets wait,

rower warms the Father, Liberty the Son,

A Prize wel! worth th' uncommon Venture ran.

Him a f;\ifc Pride to govern unreftrain'd,

And by mad Means, bad Ends to be attain'd j

All Bars of Property drives headlong through,

Alillions opprefling to enrich a few.

Him Juftice urges, and a noble Aim >%

To equal IlIs Progenitors in Fam.e, ^
And make his Life as glorious as his Name. ^
For Law and Reafon's Power he does engage,

Againft the Reign of Appetite and Rage,

There, all the Licenfe of unbounded Might j -•

Here, confcious Honour, and deep Senfe of Right, >
Immortal Enmity to Arms incite. -m

Greatnefs the one, Glory the other fires j

This only ran deferve, what that dclires.

This ftrives for all that e'er to Men was dear,

And he for what they moft abhor and fear.

C^tfar and Pompey*s Caufc by Cato thought

So ill adjudg'd, to a new Tryal's brought,

Again at laft Pharfalia muft be fought.

Ye fatal Sifters ! now to Right be Friends,

And make Mankind for Pompey\ Fate amends.

In Orafi^e's Great Line, 'tis no new thing

To free a Nation, and uncrown a King.

VI%G I T ''
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THE

FIRST ECLOGUE.
By John Caryll, £/^i

The Re.ickr mny bs pleafed to obfeive. that Virjjil,

nmler the NiWie of Tiryras, ferfonates kimfelf^

nerx-ly faved by the Favour ef Auguftus Cseiar,

frc?n the gmernl Calamity of his Mantuan Neigh-

bours ^ xchofe Lands -were taken frem them, and
divided amon^fi the Veteran Solaiers, for having

been dipt [as may he prefumed) in the fame Guilt

with their Borderers cf Cremona j vcho in the

Civil Wars, joined with Caffias and Brutus.

Thefe Mantuans are Itkev^ife perfonated by Meii-

boeJSi as adfo by Amarylli.-,/^? City of Rome,
by Galatea, that of Maatua are reprefented\

The drift of this Eclogue, is to celebrate the Mu-
nificence j>f

Auguflus toroards Virgil, t^hom he

m^kes his tutelar Cod:, arui the better to fet this

off, he brir'gs in Meli^oeis. liz.. by Maiuuan
Neighbours, pathetically relating their rw« deplo-

rable Condition, and at the fwie time magnify.

trig the felicity ofT'v)rus, This his Exemption

from the common Calamity of his Country men^

V'ng\\ pjadovos cvsr with the Allegory of a Slave

^

recovering his Liberty, And becaufe Slaves dtd

not commonly ufe to be infranchifed 'till Age had
made them ufelefs for Labour .,

to fdlow the Trope^

he makes himfelf an old ivfan. as by the Candidi-

or Barba, and the Fortunate S^ncx. Efficiently

Vol. I. P 2
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appears; though in reality Virgil at that time

was jour,g, and then firji made known to Am-
gulliis, by the RecoirmeKaation of his Ver/es^ and

of his Friends, Varus and Maecenas.

T'lri^RUS. 1)1 E LIB E US.

M E L I B E V S.

IN peaceful Shades, which aged Oaks difiufe,

You {Tityrm) enjoy your rural Mufe.

We leave our Home, and (or.ce) our pleafant fields.

The native Swain to rude Intruders yields j

While you in Sengs your happy Love proclaim.

And every Grove learns ^marylUs^ Niune.

T I T T -^V S.

A God (to me he always fhall be fo)

Melibeus .' did this Grace beftow.

The choiceft Lamb, which in my Flock does feed,

Shall each new Moon upon his Altar bleed :

He every Blefling on his Creatures brings j [fings.

Ey him the Herd does graze, by him theHeidfman
M E L 1 3 £ V S.

1 envy not^.but 1 admire your Fate,

Which thus exempts you from our wretched State.

Look on my Goats that browz, my Kids that play,

Driven hence my felf, thefe 1 muft drive away.

And this poor Mother of a new fiUl'n Pair,

(The Herds chief Hope (alas) but my Defpair
!)

Has left 'em in yond Brakes, befide the way,

Expos'd to every Beafl and Bird of Prey.

Had not fome angry Planet ftruck me blind,

This dire Calamity 1 had divin'd.

'Twas oft foretold me by Heaven's loudcft Voice,

Rending our talleft Oaks with difmal Noile :

Ravens fpcke too, though in a lower tone.

And long from hollow Tree were heard to grone.

But fay; What God has Titjrtis leliev'd?
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T I T r T{V s.

The place call'd T{ome, I foolifhiy belicv'd

Was like our Mnntua, where, on Market-days,

We drive our well-fed Lambs, (the Shepherd's praife ;)

So Whelps (I knew) foKids, their Dams exprefs.

And fo the great I mcailu'd by the lefs.

But other TOvvns wheri you to her compare.

They creeping Shrubs to the tall Cypreis are.

M E L I B E V S.

What great Occafion call'd you hence to l{ome ?

T I T r \v s.

Freedom, which came at laft, though flow to come:
She came not till cold Winter did begin,

And Age fome Snow had fpiinkled on my Chin,

Nor then, till Galatea I forfook,

For Amaryllis daign'd on me to look.

No hope for Liberty, I muft confefs,

No hope, nor care of Wealth, did me pofTefs^

Whilft I with Galatea did remain :

For though my Flock her Altars did maintain.

Though often I had made my Cheefe-prefs groan.

Largely to furnifli our ungrateful Town,
Yet ftill with empty hands 1 trotted home.

m'e L I B E VS. .

I wonder'd (Galate.", \) whence fliould come.

Thy fad Complaints to Heaven, and why fo long!

Ungather'd on their Trees thy Apples hung ?

Abfent was Tityms I Thee every Da-e,

Mountain and Spring, thee every Tree did call

!

T I T r \v s.

what fliould I do? I could not here be free, y
And only in that place could hope to fee >
A God propicious to my Liberty. -^

There I the Heavenly Youth did firft behold, ^
V/hofe monthly Feaft, while folemnly I hold, >
My loaded Altars never ftiall be cold. -^

He heard my Prayers, Go home (he cry'd) and feed.

In peace your Herd, let forth vour Bulls forbieed,

P3
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M E L 1 B E V S.

Happy old Maa ! thy Farm untouch'd remains,

And large enough j tho' it may ask thy Pains,

To clear the Stones, and Rufiies cure by Drains,

Thy teeming Ewes will no ftrange Taftures try,

No Murrain fear from tainted Company.
Thrice happy Swain ! guarded from Sirian Beams,
By facred Springs, and long acquainted Streams.

Look on that bordering Fence, whofe Oiier Trees

Are fraught with Flowers, whofe Flowers are fraught

with Bees:

Kow,, with their drowfie tone, the whiftling Air

(Your fleep to tempt) a Concert does prepare '.

At farther diftance, bur with ftronger Lungs,

The Wood-man joins with thefe his Ruftick Songs:

Stock-Doves, and murmuring Turtles tune their

Thofe in a Hoarfer, thefe a fofter Note, [Throat,

T I T r \V S.

Therefore the Land and Sea llrall dwellers change.:

Fifh on dry Ground, Stags Hiall on Water range :

The PArthians Ihall commute their Bounds with Francs,

Thofe fhall on Soan, thefe drink on Tygris Banlis>

L'er 1 his God-like Image from my Heart,,

Suffer with black ingratitude to parf.

M E L I B E V S.

But we muft rome to Parts remote, unknown,
Under the Torrid, and the Frigid Zone:
Thefe Frozen Scy-thia^ and parcht ^fnck. thofe,

Cretan. Oaxi's Others muft inclofe :

Some 'mongft the utmofl Bn'tahti are confin'd,

Doom'd to an Ifie, from all the World disjoin'd»

Ah ! niuft 1 never more my Country fee.

But in ftrange Lands an endlefs Exile be ?

Is my eternal Banifiiment decreed,

Frojn my poor Corrage, rear'd with Turf and Reed ?

Mui\ impious Soldiers ail thefe Grounds poffefs,

My Fields of ftanding Corn, my fertile Leycs ?

Did 1 for tlrefe Barbarians Plow and Sow?

What dire cfFeds from civil Difcoid flow I
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Graft Pears (O Meltbeus /) plant the Vine ! y
The Fruit fliall others be, the Labour thine. ^
Farewel my Goats I a happy Herd, when mine 1

"^

No more ihall I, in the refrelhmg Shade
Of verdant Grotto's, by kind Nature made.
Behold your climbing on the Mountain top,

The flowry Thyme, and fragrant Shrubs to crop.

1 part with every Joy, parting from you ;

Then farewel all the World! Verfes and Pipe, adieu !

T I T r \V S.

At leaft this Night with me forget your Care j

Chefnuts, and well-preft Cheefe friaJl be your Fare 3

For now the Mountain a long Shade extends,

The SECOND ECLOGUE.
Efi^li/lj'd by Mr. Tate.

AHopelefs Flame did Corydon deftroy.

The lov'd Alexis was his Matter's Joy.
No refpite from his Grief the Shepherd knew.
But daily walk'd where fliady Beeches grew :

Where ftretch'd on Earth, alone he thus complains,

And in thcfe accents tells the Groves his Pains.

Cruel yAlexis\ haft thou no remorfe?

Muft I expire, and have my Songs no force?

'Tis now high Noon, when Herds to Coverts run.

The very Lizards hide, that love the Sun.

The Reapers home to dinner now lepair,

While bulie Thejhlis provides both Sawce and Fare.

Yet in the raging Heat I fearch for thee,

Heat only known to Locufts and ro ir?.

Oil was it not much better to fuftain.

The angry days of ^marylUj^sKci^ni

Or fliil be fubjetl to Mcnakhas f^'Jky, [than Day.
Tho' he more black than Night, and thou inoie fais

P4
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lovely Boy, prefume not on thy Form,
The faireft Flow'rs are fubjeft to a Storm:
Thou both difdain'ft my Perfon and my Flame,
Without Co much as asking who I am I

How rich in Heifers, all as white as Snow,
Or Cream, with which they make my Dairies fiow,

A thoufand Ewes within my Paftures breed,

And all the Year upon New-milk I feed.

Befides, the fam'd ^mphion's Songs I fing,

That into Theba?i Walls the Stones did bring.

Nor am I fo dcform'd ; for t'other Day,
When all the dreadful Storm was blown away,

As on the Clifts, abore the Sea I flood,

1 view'd my Image in the Sea-green Flood j

And if I look as handfome all the Year,

To vie with Daphnis felf, I wou'd not fear.

Ah I wou'dft thou once in Cottages delight.

And love, like me, to wound the Stag in flight I

Where wholfome Mallows grow our Kids to drive,

And in our Songs with Fm himfelf to ftrive

!

From Pan the Reed's firft ufe the Shepherd knew,

'Tis Pa?i preferves the Sheep and Shepherd too.

Difdain not then the tuneful Reed to ply,

Nor fcorn the Paftime of a Deity.

What task would not ^myntAs undergo.

For half the noble Skill I offer you ?

A Pipe with Quills of various fize I have,

The Legacy Dametas dying gave;

And faid, poflefs thou this, by right 'tis thine;

^myntas then flood by, and did repine :

Befides two Kids that 1 from danger bore.

With ftrcak of lov«ly white enamell'd o'er j

Who drein the bagging Udder twice a-day,

And both ^t home for thy Acceptance flay.

Gft Thejiylis for them has pin'd, and (lie

Shall have them, fince thou fcorn'ft my Gifts and me.

Come to my Arms, thou lovely Boy, and take

The richeft Prcfcnts that the Spring can make.
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See how the Nymphs with Lillies v/ait on thee:

Fair Na'is^ fcarce thy felf fo fair as Hie,

With Poppies, Daffadils and Violets join'd,

A Garland for thy fofter Brow has twin'd.

My felf with downy Peaches will appear,

And Chefnuts, ^;-?7rt>7//M dainty. Clicar:

I'll crop my Laurel, and my Myrtle Tree,

Together bound, becaufe their fweets agree.

Unbred thou art, and homely, Corydcn^

Nor will Alexis with thy Gifts be won :

Nor canft thouhope, if Gifts his Mind cou'd fway,

That rich lolas wou'd to thee give way.

Ah me I while 1 fond wretch indulge my Dreams,
Winds blaft my Flow'rs,and Boars bemirc my Streams.

Whomfly'ft thou 5 Gods themfelves have had aboad
In Woods, and Pam, equal to a God.
Let Pallas in the Towns Ihe built, refide.

To me a Grove's worth all the World befide:

Lions chafe Wolves, thofe Wolvss a Kid in prime,

That very Kid fceks Heaths of Flow'ring time.

While Corydofi purfues with equal Flame,
sAlexis, theej cich has his feveral Game.
See how the Ox unyok'd brings home the Plow,

The Shades increafirg as the Sun goes low.

Bleft Fields reliev'd by Night's approach fo foona

Love has no Night I 'tis always raging Noon I

Ah Corydon.' what frenzy fills thy Breaft ?

Thy Vineyard lies half prun'd and half undreft.

Luxurious fprouts fliut out the rip'ning Ray,
The Branches fiiorn, not yet rcmov'd away.

B-ecai thy Senfes, and to work with fpeed.

Of many Utenfih thou ftand'ft in need.

Fall to thy Labour, quit the peevifh Boy ;

Time, 01 fome new Defire fhall this deihoy^^
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The SECOND ECLOGUE.
JEn^li/h'd by Mr. Creech.

Jhe Shepherd Corydon ivooes Alexis but finding he

could mt prevail^ he refohes fofolbtfi his jffttirs,

and forget his FuJJ^on.

ALEXIS.
YOung Corydon (hard Fate) an humble Swain j

Alexis lov'd, the joy of all the Plain ; >
Ke lov'd, but could not hope for Love again ; *
Yet every day through Gioves he walkM alone,

And vainly told the Hills and V/oods his Moan

:

Cruel Alexis I can't my Verfes move

!

Haft thou no Pity ? muft I die for Love?

Juft now the Flocks purfue the fliades and cool.

And every Lizard creeps into his Hole :

Blown Tbcjlylis the vveary Reapers fecks.

And brings their Meat, their Onions and their Leeks

:

And whilft I trace thy Steps, in every Tree

And every Bufli, poor Infcfts figh with me

:

Ah ! had it not been better to have born

The pe€vifh Amaryllis Frown and Scorn,

Or elfe McnAhas, than this deep defpair ?

ThougJi he wa's black, and thou art lovely fair I

Ah chai=ftiing Beauty ! ^t'ls a' fading Gi'ace,

Truft not too much, fweet Youth, to that fair FacTe :

Things are not always ws'd that pleafe the fight.

We gather Black-bervies when we fcorn the whife„.

Thou doft defpife me, thou doft fcorn my Flafne,

Yet doft not know me, nor how rich I arti

:

A thoufimd tender Lambs, a thoufand Kine,

A thoufand Goats I feed, and all are mine:
My Dairy's full, and my large Herd affords,

Suniincr and Winter, Cream, and Milk, and Curds.
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I pipe as well, as when through Tbdan Plains,

^Mphion fed his Flocks, or charni'd the Swains.

Nor is my Face fo mean, I lately ftood.

And view'd my Figure in the quiet Flood,

And think my felf, though it were judg'd by you,

As fair as Daphnis, if that Glafs be true.

Oh that with me, thee humble Plains would pieafe.

The quiet Fields, and lowly Cottages I

Oh that with me you'd live, and hunt the Hare,

Or drive the Kids, or fpread the fowling Snare !

Then you and I would fing like Pan inlhadyGrovesj-*

Fan taught us Pipes, and Pan our Art approves: ^
Pan both the Sheep andharmlels Shepherd loves. *
Nor muft you think the Pipe too mean for you.

To learn to Pipe, what won't ^4myntas do?
I have a Pipe, well feafon'd, brown, and try'd;

Which good Dametas left me when he dy'd .-

He faid, Here, take it for a Legacy, ^
Thou art my Second, it belongs to rhee, ^
He faid, and dull ^myntas cnvy'd me. J
Beddcs, 1 found two wanton Kids at play

In yonder Vale, and thofe I brought away,

Young fportive Creatures, and of fpottcd hue,

"Which fuckle twice a day, I keep for you :

Thefe TheflyUs hath begg'd, and begg'd in vain.

But now they're hers, fince you my gifts difdain :

Come, lovely Boy, the Nymphs their Baskets fill.

With Poppy, Violet, and Daffadil,

The P^ofe, and thoufand other fragrant Flowers,

To pieafe thy Senfes in thy fofteft hours

;

Thefe NcJs gathers to delight my Boy,

Come dear Alexis, be no longer coy.

I'll feek for Chefnuts too in every Grove,
Such as my ^Amaryllis us'd to love.

The gloffie Plumbs, and juicy Pears Til bring,

Dciightfull Ail, and many a pretty tiling :

The Lawiel and the neighb'ring Myrtle Tree, ^
Confus'dly planted 'caule they both agree [thee, C
And piove moie fweet, Ihall fend tksii boughs to J
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Ah Corydon\ thou art a foolilh Swain,

And coy Alexis doth thy Gifts difdain ;

Or if Gifts could prevail, if Gifts could wooe,
Jotas can prefent him more than you.

What doth the mad Man mean ? He idly brings

Storms on his Flowers, and Boars into his Springs.

Ah ! whom doft thou avoid ; whom fly \ the Gods
And charming Paris too, have liv'd in Woods :

Let Fallas, fiie, whofe Art firft rais'd a Town,
Live there, let us delight in Woods alone:

The Boar the Wolf, the Wolf the Kid purfues.

The Kid her Thyme, as faft as t'other do's,

Alexis Corydo7i^ and him alone.

Each hath his Game, and each purfues his own

:

Look how the weary'd Ox brings home the Plow,

The Sun declines, and Shades are doubled now :

And yet my Paffion nor my Cares remove.

Love burns me ftill, what flame fo fierce as Love I

Ah Corydon \ what fury's this of thine I

On yonder Elm, there hangs thy half prun'd Vine:
Come, rather mind thy ufeful work, prepare

Thy Harveft Baskets, and make thofe thy care,

Come, mind thy Plow, and thou (halt quicklyfind

Another, if ^AUxis proves unkind.
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T^?'^ THIRD ECLOGUE;
Or, P j4 L ty€ M N-.

I.ngUJJ}\l by Mr. Creech,

Menalcas /iw^Dametas upbraid each other rcith their

faults ; by and by they challenge one another, and
pipe fnr a Wager. i?alaemrn comlnj that -way by

chance, is chofen Juage ; he hears them pipe, but

cannot determine the Controverjie.

M E N ^ L C ^ S,

TEL L me Dametas, tell whofe Sheep thefe are J

D ^ M E T ^ S.

t/£^#«'s, for cy£gon. gave 'em to my care.

M E N ^ L C ^ S,

Whilft he Neara, Courts, but courts in vain,

And fears that I fhali prove the happier Swain,

Poor Sheep ! whilft he his hopelefs Love purfucs.

Here twice an hour, his Servant milks his Ewes:

The Flock is drain'd, the Lambkins fwigg the Teat^

But find no moifture, and then idly bleat.

D .A M E T A S.

No more of that, Menakas. I could tell,

And you know what, for I remember well j

I know when, where, and what the Fool defign'd.

And what had happened, but the Nymphs were kind.

MENALCj^S.
*Twas then perhaps, when fome obferv'd the Clowa
Spoil Mno^s Vines, and cut his Olives down.

D ^ M ET A S.

Or rather when, where thofe old Beeches grow.

You broke young Ddph?iii*s Arrows and his Bo\V;^

Tfou faw them given to the lovely Boy,

lil-natux'd you, and envy'd at his Joy 5
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But hopes of fweet revenge thy Life fupply'd,

And hadft thou not done mifchief, thou hadft dy'd,

UENALCAS.
What will not Matter Shepherds dare to do,

When their bafe Slaves pretend as much, as you?

Did not 1 fee, not I, you pilfering Sot,

When you lay clofe, and fnapt rich Damon's Goat?
His Spoch-Dog barkt, I cry'd, The Robber, fee,

Guard well your Flock 5 you skulkt behind a Tree,

D U M ET ^ S.

I tell thee Shepherd, 'twas before my own.

We two pip'd for him, and I fairly won :

This he would own, and gave me caufe to boaft,

Tho' he refus'd to pay the Goat he loft.

M E N ^ L C ^ S.

You pipe with him I thou never hadft a Pipe,

Well join'd with wax, and fitted to the Lip,

But under Hedges to the long-eai'd Rout,

We'rt wont, dull Fool, to toot a fcrecching Note.

D ^ M E T ^ S.

And fhali we have a trial of our Skill ?

I'll lay this Heifer, 'twill be worth your while.

Two Calves Ihe fuckles, and yet twice a day

She fills two Pails j Now fpeak, what dare you lay 5

MEN^LCyAS.
I cannot flake down any of my Flock,

My Fold is little, and but fmali my Stock

:

Belides, my Father's covetoufly crofs.

My Srepdame curfr, and they will find the lofs

:

For both ftrift Eyes o'er all my Actions keep,

One counts my Rids, and both twice count (my Sheep.

But yet I'll lay what you muft grant as good,

(Since you will lofe) two Cups of Beechcn wood,
^Icimcdon made them, 'tis a woik Divine,

And round the brim ripe Grapes and Ivy twine

;

So curioufly he hits the various Shapes,

And with pale Ivy cloaths the blufhing Grapes 5

It doth my Eyes, and all my Friends delight,'

I'm fure your Mouth mufl water at the llgiu ;
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Within two Figures neatly carv'd appear, -^

Conon, and He, who was't r that made the Sphcar, >
And fliow'd the various Scafons of the Year, J

What time to Iheer our Sheep, what time to plow,

'Twas never us'd, I kept it clean 'till now.

D ^ M E T ^ S.

^Icirnedon too made me two B^echen Pots,

And roimd the Handles wrought fmooth Ivy knots 5

Orphetis within, and following woods around,

With bended Tops, feem liftning to the found.

I never us*d them, never brought them forth ;

But to my tieifer, thefe are little worth.

M E N ^ L C ^ S.

I'll pay thee off, I'm ready, come, let's try,

And he Ihall be our Judge, that next comes by?
See, 'tis PaUmo-n j come, I'll ne'er give o'er,

'Till thou (halt never dare to chalknge more»
r> ^ M E T ^ S.

Begin, I'll not refufe the skilful'ft Swain,

1 fcorn to turn my back for any Man ;

I know my felf 3 W pray judicious Friend,

('Tis no fmall matter) carefully attend.

P ^ L t/£ M N.

Since we have chofen a convenient place, [Grafs,

Since Woods are cloarh'd with Leaves, the Fields with

The Trees with Fiuir, the Year feems fine and gay,
Dameras firft, then next Mcnalcas play.

By turns, for Verfc the Mufcs Iwe by turns.

D ^ M E T ^ S.

My Mufe begin with Jove, all's fuH of Joi/f,

The God loves me, and doth my verfes love.

MEN^LC^S.
And TheehKs mine : on Phabm I'll lyeftow

The blulhing Hyacinth, and Lawrcl bougk,
D ^ M E T ^ S.

Sly GaldisA drives me o'er the Green,

And Apples throws, then hides, yet wou'd be fcen^
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But my <Amyntas doth his Paflion l&\\,

Our Dogs fcaice know my Delia half fo well.

D ^ M E T ^ S.

V\\ have a Gift for PLyHH e^cr 'tis long,

I know where Stock-doves build, I'll take their young»
MEN^LC^S.

I pluckt my Boy fine Pears, I fent him ten,

'Twas all I had, but foon I'll fend again.

D ^ M E T ^ 3.

What things mvNymph did fpeakj what tales ofLevel
"Winds bear their Mufick to the Gods above.

M E N ^ L C ^ S.

What boot's it, Boy, you not contemn my Flame J

Since whilft I hold the Net, you hunt the Game.
D ^ M E T ^ S.

My Birth-day comes, fend Phyllis quickly home>
But at my Shearing-time, lolas come.

MEN^LC^S.
And I love Phyllis^ for her Charms excel.

She figh'd, farewel, dear Youth, a long farewel.

D A M E T ^ S.

Wolves ruin Flocks, Wind Trees, when newly blown;.

Storms Corn, and me my Amaryllises Frown.

MEN^LCAS.
Dew fwells the Corn, Kids browz the tender Tree,,

The Goats love fallow ; fair Amymas me.

D ^ M E T A S.

Mine PolUo loves, though 'tis a ruftick Song,

Mufe feed a Steer, for Jiim that reads thee long.

M E N A L C A S.

Nay Potlio writes, and at the King's Command.
Mufe feed the Bulls that pu(h, and fpurn the Sand»

D A M E T A S.

Let Pollto have what e'er thy wifh provokes.

Myrrh from his Thorns, and Honey from his Oaks.

MENALCAS.
He that loves Bavins Songs, may fancy thine.

The liime may couple Wolvesj and Ihear his Swiiie*
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D ^ M E T ^ S.

Ye Boys that pluck the Beauties of the Spring,

Fly, fly, a Snake lies hid, and fhoots a Sting.

^M E N ^ L C ^ S.

Beware the Stream, drive not the Sheep too nigh.

The Bank may fail, the Rain is hardly dry.

D j^ M E T ^ S.

Kids from the River drive, and fling your Hook;
Anon I'll wa/h them in the fluiUow Brook.

MENy^LC^S.
Drive to the Shades, when Milk is drain'd by heat,

In vain the Milk-maid ftroaks an empty Teat.

D ^ M E T ^ S.

How lean my Bull is in my fruitful Field I

Love has the Herd, and Love the Herdfman kill'd.

M E N ^ L C ^ S.

Sure thefe feel none of Love's devouring flames,-^

Meer skin and bone, and yet they drain the Dams : ^
Ah me I what Sorcerefs has bewitch'd my Lambs I

^

D ^ M E T ^ S.

Tell me where Heaven is Juft three Inches broad,

And I'll believe thee Prophet, or a God.

MEN^LC^S.
Tell me where Names of Kings in rifing Flowers

Are writ, and grow, and PhyUis fliall be yours.

P ^ L cy£ M N.

I cannot judge which Youth does moft excel.

For you defexve the Steer, and he as well.

Reft equal happy both j and all that prove

A bitter, or elfe fear a pleafing Love :

But my work calls, let's break the meeting off.

Boys Ihut your ftreams, the Fields have drunk c-

nough.
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The FOURTH ECLOGUE,

P O L L I' O.

"Engltflf'd by Mr. Dry den.

The Voet celebrates the Birth day of, Saloniu?, the

Son of Pollio. b9rn in the ConfuljJjip of his F<«-

ther, afer the taking of Salonx, a Cny in Dal-

matia. Many of the Verfes are tranflated frorrt

one $f the Sib}'Is, neho prophejied of our Saviour's

Birth.

Sicilian Mufe begin a loftier ftrain I [Plain,

Though lowly Shrubs and Trees that fliade the

Pelight not all j if thither I repair.

My Song fhall make 'em worth a Conful's Care.

The laft great Age foretold by facied Rhymes,
Renews its finilh'd Courfe, SaturjuAn times

Rowl round agaia, and mighty Years, begun
From their firft Orb in radiant Circles run.

The bafe degenerate Iron-oif-fpring. endsj

A golden Progeny from Heav'n defcends j

O chaft Lncina fpeed the Mother's Pains

Andhaftethe glorious Birth, thy own <^poll9 reigns I

The lovely Boy, with his aufpicious Face, y
Shall Po/L'o''s Confulihip and Triumph Grax:e ; C
Majeftick Months fet out with him to their ap-L

pointed Race. 3
The Father banilh'd Virtue fhall reftore,

And Crimes fliall threat the guilty World no more.

The Son fliall lead the Life of Gods, and be

Py Gods and Heroes feen, and Gods and Heroes fee.

The jarring Nations he in Peace (hall bind,

And with paternal Virtues rule Mankmd.
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Unbidden Earth Ihall wreathing Ivy bring, -»

And fragrant Herbs (the promifes of Spring) ?•

As her firft Off'rings to her Infant King. -*

The Goats with ftrutring Dugsfhall homewaiii fpced.

And lowing Herds, fecure from Lions feed.

His Cradle fliall with rifing Flowers be ciown'dj

The Seipents Brood flnill die: the facred Ground
Siiall Weeds andpois'nous Plants refufc to beaij

Each common Bulh ihall Syrian Rcfes wear.

But when Heroick Veifi his Yoiuh Ihall raife.

And form it to Hereditary Praifc;

Unlabour'd Harvefts fhall the Fields adorn,

And clufter'd Grapes fhall bluJh on every Thorn.

The knotted Oaks Ihall ihow'rs of Honey weep.

And through the matted Grafs the liquid GoldflwU-

crcep.

Yet, of old Fraud feme fcotfleps fliall remain-.

The Merchant ftill Ihall plough the Deep for gain :

Great Cities lliall with Walls be compals'd round j

And fliarpen'd Shares fhall vex the fruitful Grouad^
Anothex Tiphys fhall new Seas explore,

Another ^rgos on th' Uerian Shore

Shall land the chofen Chiefs

:

AJiother Helen other Wars create,

And great Achilles fhall be fent to urge the Trcjan fate :

But when to ripeu'd Man-hood, he Ihall grow.

The greedy Sailor ihall the Seas forego

;

No Keel fhall cut the Waves for foreign Ware j

For every Soil ihall every Product bear.

The labouring Hind his 0-\en ihall disjoin, [Vine:*^

No Plow ihall hurt the GU-le, no Pruning-hook the ^
Nor Wool fhall in diiTembled Colours iliine.

"^

But the luxurious Father of the Fold,

With native Purple, or unborrow'd Gold,

Beneath his pompous Fleece ihall proudly fweat:

And under Tyrian Robes the Lamb ihall bleat.

The Fates, when they his happy Web have fpun.

Shall bids the faaedCiue, and bid itfmootlUy urn..
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Mature in Years, to awful Honours move,
O of Coeleftial Stem ! O fofter Son of Jove !

See, labouring Nature calls thee to fuftain

The nodding Frame ofHeav'n,and Earth, and Main

;

See to their Bafe reftor'd, Earth, Seas, and Air, [pear.

And joyful Ages fiom behind, ftand crowding to ap-

To fing thy Praife, wou'd Heav'nmy Breath prolong,

Infuling Spirits worthy fuch a Song 3

Not Thracian Orpheus fhould tranfcend my Lays,

Nor Linus crown'd with never-fading Bays :

Though each his Heav'nly Parent fhou'd infpire 5

The Mufe inftruft the Voice, anAPhatbus tune the Lyre.

Shou'd Pan contend with me, and thou my Theme,
Orcadian Judges iliou'd their God condemn.
Begin, aufpicious Boy, to caft about [out 5

Thy Infant Eyes, and with a fmile, thy Mother fingle

Thy Mother well deferves that fliort delight,

.Thenaufeous Qualms often long Months and Tra-

vel to requite.

Then frnile 3 the frowning Infant's Doom is read,

No God fhall crown the Board, nor Goddefs blefs

the Bed.

The F I F T H ECLOGUE,
D J P H N 1 S.

ZngUpid hy Mr. Duke.

MEN ALC AS. MO P SUS.

MEN^LC^S.
MOpfus^ fince chance does us together bring,

And you fo well can pipe, and I can fing,

"Why fit we not beneath this fecret Shade,

By Elms and Hazels mingling Branches madeJ
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M O P S V S.

Your Age commands Refpeft, and I obey.

Whether you in this lonely Copfe will ftay,

Where weftern Winds the bending Branches fliakc,

And in their play the Shades uncertain make:
Or whether to that filent Cave you go,

The better choice ! and fee the wild Vines grow
Xuxuiiant round, and fee how wide they fpread,

And in the Cave their purple Clufters Ihedl

/./ E N ^ L C ^ S.

^Amyntas only dares contend with you.

M P S V S.

Why not as well contend with Phoebus too ?

M E N ^ L C ^ S.

Begin, begin, whether the mournful Flame
Of dying Phy'ls, whether Eicon's Fame,
Or Cadms^s Brawls thy willing Mufe provoke;
Begin, young Tityrtts will fend the Flock.

M P S V S.

Yes, I'll begin, and the fad Song repeat,

That on the Beech's Bark I lately writ.

And fet to fweeteft Notes j yes, I'll begin,

And after that, bid you yAmyntas ilng.
,MENALC^S.

As much as the moft humble Shrub that grows,

Yields to the beauteous Blulhes of the Role,

Or bending Oilers to the Olive Tree;

So much, I judge, Amyntas yields to thee.

M O P S \J S.

Shepherd, to this Difcourfe, here put an end,

This is the Cave, fit and my Veife attend.

When the {ad Fate of Daphnis reach'd their Ears,

The pitying Nymphs diflblv'd in pious Tears.

Witnefs, you Hazels, for you heard their Cries,

Witnefs, you Floods, l\voln with their weeping Eyes^

The mournful Mother (on his Body caft)

The fad xemains of hei cold Son embiac'd;
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And of ih' unequal Tyranny they us'd.

The cruel Gods and cruel Stars accus'd.

Then did no Swain mind Iiow his Flock did thrive.

Nor thixfty Herds to the cold River drivcj

The generous Horfe turn'd from frefli Streams his

And on the fc^eeteft Grafs refus'd to feed, [Head,
Daphnis, thy death, even fierceft Lions mourn'd,

And Hills and Woods their cries and groans teturft'd.

Daphnis Armenian Tygers fiercenefs broke.

And brought 'em willing to the facred Yoke

;

Daphnis to Bacchus Worfiiip did ordain

The Revels of his confecrated Train

;

The Reeling Priefts with Vines and Ivy crown'd.

And their long Spears with clufter'd Branches bound.
As Vines the Elm, as Grapes the Vine adorn.

As Bulls the Herd, as Fields the ripen'd Corn ;

Such Grace, fuch Ornament wert thou to all

That glory'd to be thine: Since thy fad Fall,

No more Apollo his glad prefence yields.

And Pales felf forfakes her hated Fields.

Oft where the fineft Barley we did fow.

Barren Wiid-Oates, and hurtful Darnel grow;
And where foft Violets did the Vales adorn.

The Thiftle rifes and the prickly Thorn, [ground.

Come Shepherds, ftrow with Flow'rs the hallow'd

The facred Fountains with thick Boughs furroundj

Daphnis thefe Rites requires : to Daphnis^ Praifc

Shepherds a Tomb with this Infcription raife.

Here fam'd from Earth to Heaven I Daphnis lie.

Fair was the Flock^I fed^ but much more fatr was I.

Such, divine Poet, to my ravilh'd Ears

Are the fweet numbers of thy mournful Veifc,

As to tir'd Swains foft llumbers on the Grafs;

As frefneft Springs that through green Meadows pafs.

To one that's parch'd with thirft and fummer' shear.

In thee thy Mafter does his Equal meet

:

Whether your Voice you try, or tunc your Reed,
Bleit Swain, 'tis you alone can him fucceed \
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Tet, as 1 can, 1 in return will fing :

1 too thy Vaphnis to the Stars will bring,

I too thy Daphnis to the Stars, with you,

"Will raifci for Daphnis lov'd MenaUat too.

MO P S V S.

Is there a thing that I could more defire?

por neither can there be a fubjetl higher.

Nor, if the praifc of Stimiihon be true.

Can it be better fung than *tis by you.

MEN^LC^S.
Daphnis now wondring at the glorious Show, [go, -y

*rhro* Heav'n's bright Pavement does triumphant ^
And fees the moving Clouds, and the fixt Stars r

below

:

^
Therefore new Joys make glad the Woods, the Plain*,

Fan and the Dryades, and the chearful Swains.

Tire Wolf no Ambuflifor the Floclc does lay, ^
No cheating Nets the harmlefs Deer betray, C
Daplynis a general Peace commands, and Nature^

does obey. J
Hark I the glad Mountains laife to Heaven their

Voice I

Hark I the hard Rocks in myftick tunes rejoyce I

Haik ! through the Thickets wondrous Songs refound,

A God ! A God ! Me-nalcas, he is crown'd 1

O be propitious ? O be good to thine I

See! here four hallow'd Altars we defign.

To Daphnis two, to Thoebus two we raife.

To pay the yearly Tribute of our Praife :

Sacred to thee they each returning year

Two bowls of Milk and two of Oil fhall bear

:

Feafts I'll ordain, and to thy deathlefs praife

Thy Votaries exalted Thoughts to raife.

Rich Chian Wines fliall in full Goblets flow,

And give a tafte of Neftar here below.

'Damctas fliall with Litiian c/£go7i join.

To celebrate with Songs the Rites diviae,
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.Alphefibiiiis with a reeling Gate,

Shall the wild Satyrs dancing imitate.

V^'hcn to the Nymphs we Vows and Offerings pay.

When we with folemn Rites our Fields furvey,

Thefe Honours ever Ihall be thine 3 the Boar
Shall in the Fields and Hills delighr no more ;

No more in Streams the Fifii, in Flow'rs the Bee,

t'er, Daphnis, we forget our Songs to thee

:

Off 'rings to thee the Shepherds every year

Shall, as to Bacchus and to Ceres, bear.

To thee as to thofe Gods ihall Vows be made.
And Vengeance wait on thofe, by whom they are

M P S V S. [not paid.

WhatePrefent worth thy Verfe, can Mopfm find?
^

Not the foft whifpers of the Southern Wind >
So much delight my Ear, or charm my Mind ;

^
Not founding (hores beat by the murm'ring tide,

Nor Rivers that through ftony Valleys glide.

MENULC^S.
Firft you this Pipe Ihall take : And 'tis the fame
That play'd poor Corydon's unhappy Flame: Ed. 2.

The fame that tiught me Meliboeus^s Sheep. £cl. j,

M P S V S.

You then Ihall for my fake this Sheephook keep,

Adorn'd with Brafs, which I have oft deny'd

To young ^ntigenes in his Beauty's pride;

And who cou'd think he then in vain could fue;

Yet him I would deny, and fxeely give it you.

f^m^^ $
,

TW
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The SIXTH ECLOGUE.
S I L E N U S,

"Znglijh'd by the Earl of Rofcomon.

My Aim being only to have V\rg\\ underjlood by fuch

rcho do not undefjiand Latin, and cannot (proba-

bly) be acquainted with fame Names and Vaffugei

of this Eclogue. I have dire^ed them by Figures

to the Pcftfcript, rehere they will find the beft ac-

count that I can give, of all that is out of the

common Road.

IPirft of Xomans ftoop'd to Rural Strains,

Nor blufh'd to dwell among i Sicilian Swains,.

When my 2. Thalia rais'd her bolder Voice,

And Kings and Battels were her lofty Choice,

Phabus did kindly humbler Thoughts infufe,

And with this whifper check th' afpiring Mufe.

A Shepherd {Tityrus) his Flock fliould feed,

And ehufe a Subjeft fuited to his Reed,

Thus I (while each ambitious Pen prepares

To write thy Praifes, 3 Varus., and thy Wars)

My Paft'ral Tribute in low Numbers pay,

And though I once prefum'd, I only now obey.

But yet (if any with indulgent Eyes

Can look on this, and fuch a Trifle prize)

Thee only, Varus, our glad Swains fliall ling.

And every Grove aad every Eccho ring.

fhcehiis delights in Vamt Fav'rite Name,
And none who under that Protection came.
Was ever ill receiv'd, or unfecure of Fame.
Proceed my Mufe.

4 Young Chroynis and Mnafylm^ chanc'd tO ftiav.

Where (flecping in a Cave) SUenns lay,

V i, I, (^ '
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Whofe conftant Cups fly fuming to his Brain,

And always boyl in each extended Veinj

His trufty Flaggon, full of potent Juice,

Was hanging by, worn thin with Age and Ufe ;

Drop d from his Head, a wreath lay on the Ground j

In haile they feiz'dhim, and in hafte they J bound,

iager, for both had been deluded long

with fruitlefs hope of his inftrudive Song

:

But while with confcious fear they doubtful flood,

t^gle, the faireft <5 Nais of the Flood,

With a 7 Vermilion Dye his Temples ftain'd.

Waking, he fmil'd, and muft 1 then be chain'd?

Loofe me, he ciy'd; 'twas boldly done, to find

And view a God, but 'tis too bold to bind.

The promis'd Verfe no longer I'll delay,

{She ihall be fatisfy'd another way.)

With that, he rais'd his tuneful Voice aloud, •*

The knotty Oaks their liftning branches bow'd, S
And Savage Beafts, and Sylvan Gods did crowd 5

^

For lo ! he fung the World's ftupendious Birth,

Hovv fcatter'd feeds of Sea, and Air, and Earth,

And purer Fire, through univerfal Night

And empty fpace, did fruitfully unite j

I'rom whence th' innumerable race of things.

By circular fucceflive order fprings.

By what degrees this Earth's compared Sphere

Was hardned. Woods and Rocks and Towns to bear;

How linking Waters (the firm Land to drain)

Fill'd the capacious Deep, and form'd the Main,

While from above, adorn'd with radiant Light,

A new-born Sun furpriz'd the dazled fight

;

How Vapours turn'd to Clouds obfcure the Sky,

And Clouds difTolv'd the thirfty Ground fupply j

How the firft Forreft rais'd its ftiady Head, [fed.

Till when,few wandring Beafts on unknownMountain s

Then Pjrrha^s ftony Race rofe from the Ground,

Old Saturn teign'd with golden Plenty crown'd,

And bold Prometheus (whofc untam'd defixe

i Rival'd the Sun with his owu heavenly Fire)
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Now doomM the Scythian Vultures endlefs prey.

Severely pays for animating Clay. [tell ?)

He nam'd the Nymph (for who but Gods could

Into whofe Arms the lovely 9 Hylas fell j

guides wept in vain for Hjlas loft,

HyUs in vain refounds through all the Coaft.

He with com^ufCion told Pajiphae's fault, [thought?

Ah ! wretched Queen! whence came that guilty

The TO Maids of ^rgos, who with frantick Cries

And imitated lowings fiU'd the Skies,

(Though metamorphos'd in their wild conceit)

Did never burn with fuch unnatural heat.

Ah ! wretched Queen I while you on Mountains ftray.

He on foft Flow'rs his fnowy fide does lay j

Or feeks in Herds a more proportion'd Love :

Surround, my Nymphs, ihe cries, furround the Grove j

Perhaps feme footfteps printed in the Clay,

"Will to my Love direft your wandring way

;

Perhaps, while thus in fearch of him I rome.

My happier Rivals have intic'd him home.
He fung how ^ralanta was betray'd

By thofe Hefperinn Baits her Lover laid;

And the fad Sifters who to Trees were turn'd,

"While with the World th' ambitious Brother burn'd 5

All he delcrib'd was prefent to their Eyes,

And as he rais'd his Verfe, the Poplars feem'd to rife.

He taught which ilufe did by Apollo's will

Guide wandring i' Callus to th' ^.otiian Hill :

(Which place the God for folemn meetings chofe)

With deep refpeci the learned Senate rofe.

And ii Lhim thus (deputed by the reft)

The Hero's welcome, and their thanks exprefs'd :

This Harp of old to Hefied did belong.

To this, thcMufes Gift, join thy harmonious Song;

Charm'd by thefe firings, Trees ftarting from the

ground.

Have follow 'd with delight the powerful found.



340 The First Pa r t^
Thus confecrated, thy «3 Grynaan Grove
Shall have no equal in Apollo^s Love.

"WJiy fhould I fpeak of the >4 Megarian Maid,
For Love perfidious, and by Love betray'd ?

And I J her, who round with barking Monfters arm*d.
The vvandring Greeks (ah frighted men) alarm'dj
3<s Whofe only hope on fliatter'd Ships depends.

While fierce Sea-dogs devour the mangled Friends.

Or tell the Tnracian Tyrants alter'd (hape.

And dire revenge of Philomela's Rape,
Who to thofe Woods direfls her mournful courfe,

Where fhe had fuffei'd by inceftuous force.

While loth to leave the Palace too well known,
Trogne flies, hovering round, and thinks it ftill her

Whatever near i7 EurottCs happy Stream [own.

With Laurels crown' d had been .Apollo*s Theam,
SilenHs fings; the neighbouring Rocks reply.

And fend his Myftick numbers through the Sky,

*Till Night began to fpread her gloomy Vail,

And caird the counted Sheep from every Dale j

The weaker Light unwillingly declin'd, [fign'd.

And to prevailing (hades the murmuring World le-

POSTSCRIPT.
1 Qlcilian Virgil in his Eclogue, imitates The-
O ocritus a Sicilian Poet.

2 Thalia The na,rne of the %HYa,l Mafe.

3 Varus ^ great Favourite of Auguftus, the

fame that luas kiW'd in Germany, and loji the Ro-
man Legions.

4 Chromis and Mnafylus Some Interpreters think^

thefe "were yoHug Satyrs, others ivill have them Shep'

herds : I rather take them for Satyrs, becattfe of their

names, vjhich are never nfed for Shepherds any

where {that I remember) bm htre^
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5 They bound Proteus, Piin, and Silenus would

never tell vuhat luas defired-, till they vjcre hound.

6 Nais The Latin word for a Water-Nymph.

7 Vermilion Dyt The colour that Pan and Sile-

nus lo-v^d befi.

8 Rival'd the Sun Minerva delighted with the

^rt and Indnftry of Prometheus {who had made an

Image of Clay fo perfect^ that it wanted nothing but

Ltfe^) carried him up to Heaven, where he lighted a

Wand at the Chariot of the Sftn^ with whith fire he

animated his Image. Ovid. 2. M.

$ Hylas Favourite of ^ttcnltSi who was drowned

in a well, which made the Poets fay that a Kym^h
had ftole him away : I afe the word refounds {in the

frefent Tenfe) becanfe Strabo {who lived at the fame

time as Virgil) feems to intimate, that the Prufians

continued then their annual '^tes to his Memory, rt^

^eating his name with loud Cries.

10 The Maids of Argos Daughters of Prsctis,

Kjng of Argus, who prefumed fo much upn their

Beautyy that they preferred it to Juno'/, who in re
i-enge, ftruck^ them with fiich madnef-, that they

thought themfelves Cows. They "were at lajl cured by

Melanipodes with Hellebore, and for that reafcn,

blacl^HeJibore is called Melampodion.

11 Gallus ^n excellent Poet and great Friend of

Virgil, he was afterwards Pr^tor of i£gypt, and

being accufed of feme Conjpiracr, or rather called up-

on for fome Moneys, of which he could give no good

Account, he killed himfelf. It is the fame G alius yott

read of in the lafi Eclogue: .And Suidas fays, that

Virgil means him by Ariftaeus, in the divine Conclw

Jion of his Georgicks,

iz Linus, Son of Apollo and Calliope.

13 The Grynaean Grove Confecrated to Apollo j

by this he means fomt Poem writ upon that fubjeii

by G alius.

Q.3
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J4 The Mcgarian Maid Scylla, Daughter of Nl-

fus KJ,ng of Mcgara, voho falling in Love ivith Mi-
nes, betrayed her Father and Country to him-f but he

_ abhorring her Treafon^ rejeEfed her.

15 Her who round Another Scylla, Daughter of

Phorcis, ivhofe lower Parts ivere turned into Dogs

by Circe j and /7jf , in def^air-t flung her felf into the

Sea.

16 Whofe only Hope Ulyflfes*^ Ships -were not

loft, though Scylla devoured feveral of his Men.

17 Eiirotas ^ "^er in Greece -whofe Banks

vjere p^aded ivith Laurels j Apollo retired thither ta

lament the Death of his dear Hyacinthus, -whom he

had accidentally killed.

The SEVENTH ECLOGUE.
I.nghjh'd by Mr. Adamf.

This Eclogue is wholly Paftoral, and conjifis of the

Contention of two Shepherds^ Thyrfis and Cory-

don, to the hearing of which Me!i' oejs w;n in-

lited by Daphnis, and thus relates ii.

M E L 1 B OE V S.

WHile Daphnis fate beneath a whiip'ring ihade,

Thyrfis and Corydon together fed

Their mingling Flocks ; his Sheep with fofteft Wooll
Were cloath'd, his Goats of fweeteft Milk were full.

Both in the beauteous fpring of blooming Youth,

The worthy Tride of bleft ^4rcadia both ^

Each with like Ait, his tuneful Voice cou'd raife,

Each anfwer readily in Rural Lays i

Hither the father of my Flock had ftray'd,

"While flielters I for my young Myrtles made j

Here 1 fair Daphnis faw j when me he Ipy'd,

Come hither quickly, gentle Youth I he cry'd.
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Your Goat and Kids are fafe, O feek not thofc,

But if you've leifure, in this Siiade repofe

;

Hither to water, the full Heifers tend,

When length'ning Shadows from the Hills defcend>

Mincius with Reeds iiere interweaves his bounds,

And from that facred Oak a bufie fwarm refounds.

What (hould I do ? nor was ^Uippe there, -^

Nor PhyUiSi who might of my Lambs take carej" P
Yet to my Bufinefs, I their Sports prefer. ^
For the two Swains with great Ambition ftrove.

Who beft could tune his Reed, or beft could flng

his Love ;

Alternate Verfe their ready Mufes chofe j -^

In Verfc alternate each quick fancy flows 5 >
Tliefe fang young CorydoH, young Thyrfu thofe. •*

c o %r D O N.

ife much lov'd Mufes ! fuch a Verfe beftow.

As does from Codr-^s, my lov'd Codms flow i

Or if all can't obtain the Gift Divine,

My Pipe 1*11 confecrate on yonder Pine.

T H r \S I S.

Y' Orcadian Swains with Ivy Wreaths adorn

Your Youth, that Codrm may with fpight be torn j

Or, if he praife too much, apply fome charm-

Left his ill Tongue your future Poet harm.
C o \r D ON.

Thefe branches of a Stag, this Wild-Boar's Head,

By little Mycon's on thy Altar laid

:

If this continue, Delia\ thou (halt fl-and

Of fmootheft Marble by the skilfulTt Hand.
T H T\S I S.

This Milk, thefe Cakes, PriapKs, every year

Expect, a little Garden is thy care :

Thou'rt Marble now, but if more Land I hold.

If my Flock thrive, thou (halt be made of Gold,
C \T D i\\

O GaUfea ! fwect as Hyblas Thyme 5

M kite as, more white, than Swans are in their prime,

0.4
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Come, when the Herds Ihall to their Stalls repair,

O come, if e'er thy Corydofi's thy care.

T H r \S I S.

O may I harfh as bittereft Herbs appear,

Rough as wild Myrtle, vile as Sea-weeds are.

If years feem longer than this tedious day j

Hafte home my Glutton Herd, hafte hafte away.

C \r D O N.

Ye Moflie Springs ! ye Paftures ! fofter far

Than thoughtlefs hours of fweetcft llumbers are.

Ye Shades I proteft my Flock, the Heats are near j

On the glad Vines the fwelling Buds appear.

T H r \S J S.

Here on my Hearth a conftant flame does play.

And the fat Vapour paints the Roof each day j

Here we as much regard the cold North-wind

As Streams their Banks, or Wolves do Number mind.

C \r D ON.
Look how the Trees rejoice in comely Pride,

While their ripe Fruit lies fcatter'd on each fide }

All Nature fmiles, but if Alexis flay.

From our fad Hills the Rivers weep away.

T H r\S J S.

The dying Grafs with fickly Air does fade.

No Field's unparcht, no Vines our Hills do Ihadej

But if my Phyliis come, all fprouts again,

And bounteous Jove defcends in kindly Rain.

C T^r D N.

Bacchus the Vine, the Lauvel Phcebus loves,

Fair Vcnhs cheriflies the Myrtle Groves,

p/yyV/i the Hazels loves, while P.>.7jj loves that Tree,

Myrtles and Laurels of lefs fame fliall be.

T H r \^S I S.

The lofty Alh is Glory of the Woods,
The Fine of Gardens, Poplar of the Floods :

If oft thy Swain, fair Lvn^rft, thou fee.

To thee the Afh fhall yield, the Pine to thee.

M E L I B OE V S,

Thefc I remember well
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While vanquiflit Thyrfis did contend in vain, -|

Thence Corydon, young Corydon does reign >
The bell, the fweeteft on our wondring Plain. -^

The EIGHTH ECLOGUE.
FHARMACE UfRIJ,

Englifh'd by Mr. Stafford.

S
A D Damon^s and Alphefibmus Mufc
I fing : to hear whofe Notes the Herds refufe

\

Their needful Food, the falvage Lynxes gaze,

And flopping Streams their prefling waters

1 ling fad Damon s and ^Iphefibeeus Layes j

And thou (whatever part is bleft with thee.

The rough Timavtts, or lllyrian Sea)

Smile on my Verfe : is there in Fate an hour

To fwell my numbers with my Emperour ?

There is, and to the World there fhall be known
A Verfe, that Sophocles might daign to own.

Amidft the Laurels on thy Front Divine,

Permit my humble Ivy wreath to twine

:

Thine was my earlieft Mufe,my lateft ihail be thine.

Night fcarce was paft, the Morn was yet fo new,

And well pleas'd Herds yet rouFd upon the de\v
;

When Datn<m ftretch'd beneath an Olive Lay,

And fung, Rife Lucifer, and bring the Day :

Rife, rife, while M/d's fallhood I deplore.

And call thofe Gods to whom Hie vainly fwore,

To hear my fad expiring Mufe and me, [mony.
To Manaltis my Pipes and Mufe rune all your har-

On Manalm ftand evei-ecchoing Groves,

Still trufted with the harmlefs Shepherds loves:

Here Pan refides,who lirft madeReeds and Verfe agree.

To MtinalHi myPjpeo and Mufe tune ail vour harmony,
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Mo^fm is Nifa^s choice; how juftare Lovefs fears

?

Now Mares with Griffins join, and following years

Shall fee the Hound and Deer drink at a Spring.

O worthy Bridegroom light thy Torch, and fling

Thy Nuts, fee modeft Hefper quits the Sky.

ToManalus my Pipes and Mufe tune all your harmony,
• O happy Nymph, bleft in a wondrous Choice,

For Mopfus you contemn'd my Verfe and Voice:

For him my Beard was fhaggy in your Eye j

For him, you laugh'd at every Deity. [mony.

To Manaliis my Vi^ss and Mufe tune all your har-

When firft 1 faw thee young and charming too,

'Twas in the Fences, where our Apples grew.

My thirteenth year was downy on my Chin,

And hardly could my hands the loweft branches win ;

How did 1 gaze J how did I gazing die ?

'ToManalm my Tipes and Mufe tune all your harmony.

I know thee Love, on Mountains thou waft bred,

And Thracian Rocks thy Infant fury fed :

Hard fouPd, and not of human Progeny.

ToManalns my Pipes and Mufe tune all your harmony.

Love taught the cruel Mother to imbrue

Her hands in blood : 'twas Love her Children flew ;

V/as Ihe more cruel, or more impious he ?

An impious Child wasLove, a cruel Mother flie. ?
To MxnalHs my Pipes and Mufe tune all your har- ^

mony. -

Now let the Lamb and Wolf no more be foes.

Let Oaks bear Peaches, and the Pine the Rofe

;

From Reeds and Thyftles, Balm and Amber fpring.

And Owles and Daws provoke the Swan to fing :

Let TityrHs in Woods with Orphem vie, ^
And foft ^rion on the Waves defie ; [mony. >
ToM*«4/«^my Pipes and Mufe tune all your har -J

Let all be Chaas now, farewel ye Woods

:

From yon high Cliff, Til plunge into the Floods.

O Nifa, take this difmal Legacy,

Now ceafe my Pipes and MufcjCeafc all yom harmony.
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Thus he. y^lphefibcetts Song rehearfe.

Ye lacred Nine, above my Rural Verfe.

Bring Water, Altars bind with myftick Bands,

Burn Gums and Vervain, and lift high the Wands j

We'll matter facred Magick till it warms j
My icy Swain ; 'tis Verfe we want j my charms, ^
Return, return, return my Daplmis to my Arms.

By charms compell'd the trembling Moon defcends.

And Circe chang'd, by charms, Vbjfes^ Friends
j

By Charms the Serpent burft : ye pow'rful Charms
Return, return, return my Daphnis to my Arms.

Behold his Image with three Fillets bound.

Which thrice I drag the facred Altars round.

Unequal numbers pleafe the Gods : My Charms
Return, return, return my Daphnis to my Arms.

Three knots of treble colour'd Silk we tye j

Hafte Amaryllis, knit 'em inftantly

:

And fay, thefe, Venus, are thy Chains j my Charms,
Return, return, return my Daphnis to my Arms.

Jnft as before this Fire the Wax and Clay -%

One melts, one hardens, let him wafte away. ^
Strew Corn and Salt, and burn thofe leaves of Bay. -^

I burn thefe Leaves, but he burns me : my Charms,
Return, return, return my Daphnis to my Arms.

Let Daphnis rage as when the bellowing Kind,

Mad with deiire, run round the Woods to find

Their Mates j when tir'd, their trembling Limbs
they lay

Near fome cool Stream, nor mind the fetting day :

Thus let him rage, unpitied too : my Charms,
Return, return, return my Daphms to my Arms.
Thefe Garments once were my pertidious Swain's,

Which to the Earth 1 caft : Ah dear remains \

Ye owe my Daphnis to his Nymph : My Charms,
Return, return, return my Daphms to my Arms.

Moerts himfelf thefe Herbs from Tamtts brought,
Pontus for every noble loifon fought;

Aided by thefe, he now a Wolf becomes,

Now diaws the buiied ftalking fiom their Tombs.



348 Th^ FirstParto/
The Corn fromField to Field tranfports : My Charms,

Return, return, return my Dap/mis to my Arms.

Caft o'er your Head the Afhes in the Brook,

Caft backward o'er your Head, nor turn your look.

1 ftrive, but Gods and Art he flights: My Charmy,

Return, return, return my Daphnu to my Arms.

Behold new Flames from the dead Aihes rife, -p

Bleft be the Omen, blcfl the Prodigies, >
For Hylax barks, (hall we believe our Eyes J

^
Or do we Lovers dream ? ceafe, ceafe, my Charms,

My i>d/'/&«« comes, he comes, he flies into my Arms.

ne fame ECLOGUE,
By Mr. ChetWood^

I
Damon and ^Ipheus Loves recite,

The Shepherds envy, and the Fields delight :

Whom as they ftrove, the lift'ning Heifers ftood.
Greedy to hear, forgetful of their Food

j

They charm 'd the rage of hungry Wolves, and led
The wandring Rivers from their wonted Bed.

i Damon and ^Ipheus Loves recite.

The Shepherds Envy, and the Fields delight.

And you great Prince, whofe Empire unconfin'd,
As Earth, and Seas, yet narrower than your Mind,
Whether you with Viftorious Troops pafs o'er
Timavtis Rocks, or coaft th' Illyrian fhore j

Shall I, beginning with thefe Rural Lays,
Ever my Mufe to fuch Perfedion raife,

As without rafhnefs to attempt your Praife,

And thro' the fubjeft World your Deeds rchearfe ?
Deeds worthy of the Majefty of Verfe!
My firft Fruits now I to your Altar bring

j

Io«; with aripcj; Mufe, Uaft will (ing.
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Mean while among your Laurel wreaths alhjw

This Ivy branch to fliade your Conquering Brow.

Scarce hadthc Sun difpell'd the (liades of Nighc,

Whilft dewy browz the Cartel does invite
5

When in a mournful pofture, pale, and wan.

The lucklefs DAmon thus his plaints began.

Thou drowfie Star of Morning, come away.

Come and lead forth the facred Lamp of dayj
Whilft I by Nifa baffled and betray'd,

Dying, to Heaven accufe the perjui'd Maid,

But Prayers are all loft Breath ; the Powers above

Cive Difpenfations for falfe Oaths in Love.

Begin with me, my Flute, begin fuch ftrains,

As Tan our Patron taught x\C ^rca.dia7i Swains.

'Tis a moft blefled Place, that ^rcady /

And Shepherds biefs'd, who in thofe Coverts lie I

Mufick and Love is all their Bufinefs there,

Pan doth himfelf part in thofe Conforts bear :

The Vocal Pines with clafping Arms confpiie,

To cool the Sun's, and fan their amorous Fire.

Begin with me, my Flute, begin fuch ftrains,

As Pan our Patron taught th' ^4rcadian Swains.

Mopfus does Nifa a cheap Conqueft gain,

Prefented, woo'd, betroth'd to me in vain.

What hour fecure, what refpite to his Mind
In this falfe World can a poor Lover find ?

Let Griffins Mares, and Eagles Turtles wooe,

And tender Fawns the ravening Dogs purfue:

Thefe may indeed fubjeft of wonder prove,

But nothing to this Prodigy of Love.

Mopfus buy Torches : Hymen you muft join j

Befpcak our Bnde-Cake, Hefpertis all is thine.

Begin with me, my Flute, begin fuch ftrains,

As Pan our Patron taught th^ Orcadian Swains.

A worthy Match, and juft reward of Pride!

Whilft you both Damon, and his Pipe deride!

Too long my Beard, nor fmooth enough my Fact;
And with my Peifon, you my Flocks difgrace.
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There are revenging Gods, proud Nymphs, theie are,

And injur'd Love is Heav'ns peculiar care.

Begin with me, my Flute, begin fuch ftrains.

As Pan our Patron taught th' Orcadian Swains.

Early I walk'd one Morn with carelefs thought, ^
Your Mother you into our Garden brought, >
And ruddy wildings round the Hedges fought ; ^
The faireft Fruit, and glittering all with Dew,
(The Boughs were high, bur yet) I reach'd for you i

I came, I faw, I gaz'd my heart away, [aftray.

Me, and my Flocks, and all my Life that minute led

Begin with me, my Flute, begin fuch ftrains,

As fan our Patron taught th' ^Arcadian Swains.

Now Love I know you, for my felf, too late:

But Shepherds take ye warning by my Fate.

Truft not this flattering Voice, or fmiling Face, f
A Canihal, or born in rocky Thrace, >
Not one of us, nor like the Britifh Race, -^

She-Wolves gave fuck to iht pernicious '^oy.

The Shepherds he, they do the Flocks deftroy.

Begin with me, my Flute, begin fuch ftrains,

As Tan our Patron taught th' Orcadian Swains.

Mifchief is all his fport 5 at his Commands,
In her Son's Blood Medea, bath'd her hands?

A fad unnatural Mother (lie, 'tis true.

But Love, that cruelty fhe learn'd of you.

Begin with me, my Flute, begin fuch ftrains.

As Pan our Patron taught th' ^Arcadian Swains.

Nature which with this dotage hath begun.

Now into all extravagance will run:
,

The Tamarisk bright Amber fliall diftil.

And the coarfe Elder bear foft Daffadil.

Shortly the Screech-Oxu/, with her beading Throat,

The Swans Ihall '1{ivat in their dyijij^ Note,

S and the Bays fliall claim.

And equal Dr— - and T{of—'*s Fame.
Begin with me, my Flute, begin fuch ftrains,

As Pan our Pation taught th' Orcadian Swaijo;;.
"
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May the Work fink with me I farewcl ye Groves,

Haunts of my Youth, and Confcious of my Loves:

Down from the Precipice my felf I'll caft,

Accept this prefent Mtfa 'tis my laft.

Then ceafe, my Flute, for ever ceafe, thy ftrains,

Bid a fad filence through th' Orcadian Plains.

The NINTH ECLOGUE.
By Mr, Dryden.

When Virgil by thefavour cfAuguda^ had recovered

his Patrimony near Matitua, and vent in hope to

take pojffj/ion, he was in danger to be flam by

Arius the Centurion, to rohom thefe Lands spere

Ajjignd by the Emperour in Reward of his Service

agamji Brutus and Cadius. This Eclogue there-

fore is fiU'd with Complaints of his hard Ufage \

and the Terfons introduced, are the BayIiff" of
Virgil, and his Friend,

LYCIDAS. MOERIS.
L r c I D u s.

H,0,
Moeris ! whither on thy way fo faft ?

This leads to Town.
M E %^1 S.

O Lycidas at laft

The time is come, 1 never thought to fee,

(Strange Revolution for my Farm and me)
When the grim Captain in a furly tone

Cries out. Pack up ye Rafcals and be gone.

Kick'd out, we fet the beft face on't we cou'd.

And thefe two Kids, t' appeafe his angry Mood
1 bear, of which the Devil give him good.
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L r C I D ^ s.

Good Gods, I heard a quite contrary Tale j

That from the floaping Mountain to the Vale,

And dodder'd Oak, and all the Banks along,

MenaUas fav'd his Fortune with a Song.

M E K I S.

Such was the News, indeed ; but Songs and Rhimes
Prevail as much, in thefe hard iron Times,

As would a plume of trembling Fowl, that life

Again-ft an Eagle foufing from the Skies.

And had not Pu'.ebus warn'd me by the croak

Of an old Raven from a hollow Oak,

To fhun debate, MenaUas had been Hain,

And Moeris not furviv'd him to complain.

L r CI D sA S.

Now Heaven defend I could barbarous rage prevail

So far, the facred Mufes to aflail ?

Who then fhou'd fing the Nymphs, or who rehearfe

The Waters gliding in a fmoother Verfe I

Or ^Amaryllis praife that Heavenly Lay,

That (horten'd as we went, our tedious way i

O Tityms, tend my Herd and fee them fed.

To Morning Paflures, Evening Waters led :

And 'ware the Libyan Ridgil's butting Head.

M E \,1 S.

Or what unfinifh'd He to Varus read j

Thy name, O Varm (if the kinder Pow'rs

Preferve our .Plains, and fbield the Mantuan Tow*rs,

Obnoxious by Crcynomi's neighb'ring Crime,)

The Wings of Swans, and flronger pinion'd Rhyme,
Shall raife aloft, and foaring bear above

Th* immortal Gift of gratitude to Jove.

L Y C 1 D ^ S,

Sing on, fing on, for I can ne'er be cloy'd.

So may thy Swarms the baleful Eugh avoid

:

So may thy Cows their burden'd Bags diflend,

And Tr«es to Goats their willing Branches bend

}

Mean as I am, yet have the Mufes made
Me free, a Member of the tuneful Trade :
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At le^ft the Shepherds feem to like my Lays,

But 1 difcern then flattery from their praife :

I nor to Cinna's Ears, nor Varus dare afpire ; [Quire.

But gabble like a Goofe, amidft the Swan-like

M E % 1 S.

*Tis what I have been conning in my Mind:
Nor are they Verfes of a vulgar kind.

Come Galatea, come, the Seas forfake,

What pleafures can the Tides with their hoarfc

murmurs make ?

See on the Shore inhabits purple Spring ,

Where Nightingales their Love-fick ditty fing;

See Meads with purling Streams, with Flow'xs thc^
Ground, C

The Grottoes cool, with fliady Poplars crown'd, C
And creeping Vines to Arbours weav'd around j 3
Come then and leave the Waves tumultuous roar,

Let the wild furgcs vainly beat the Shore.

L Y CI D ^ S.

Or that fweet Song I heard with fuch delight j

The fame you fung alone one Itarry Night

j

The tune 1 ftill retain, but not the words.

M E \I S.

Why, Daphnisi doft chou fcatch in old Records,

To know the feafons when the Stars ariie ?

See Cafar*s Lamp is lighted in the Skies

:

The Star, whofe Rays the blufhing Grapes adorn,

And fwell the kindly ripening Ears of Corn,

Under this influence, graft the tender Shoot

;

Thy Childrens Children fhall enjoy the Fruit.

The reft I have forgot, for Cares and Time
Change all things, and untune my Soul to Rhiiivc :

I cou'd have once fung down a Summer's Sun,

But now the Chime of Poetry is done.

My Voice grows hoarfe ; I feel the Notes decay.

As if the Wolves had feen me firft to day.

But thefe, and more than 1 to mind can bring,

Menalcas has not yet forgot to fing.
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L X C I D u s.

Thy faint Excufes but inflame me more;
And now the Waves roul filent to the fliore.

Huflit Winds the topmoft branches fcarcely bend.

As if the tuneful Song they did attend :

Already we have half our way o'ercome s

Far oft I can difcern Bianor's Tomb j

Here, where the Labourers hands haveform'd aBow*r
Of wreathing Trees, in llnging wafte an hour.

Reft here thy weary Limbs, thy Kids lay down.
We've day before us, yet to reach the Town

:

Or if e're night the gathering Clouds we fear,

A Song will help the beating ftorm to bear.

And that thou may'ft not be too late abroad.

Sing, and I'll eafe thy flioulders of thy load.

MO E \I S.

Ceafe to entreat me, let us mind our way i

Another Song requires another day.

"When good Menalcas comes, if he rejoice.

And find a friend at Court, I'll find a Voice.

The TENTH ECLOGUE.
G A L L U S.

'Engl'tflid by Mr. Stafifard.

Sicilian Nymph, aflift my mournful ftrains j

The laft I fing in Rural Notes to Swains

:

Grant then a Verfc fo tender and ^o true, -^

As even Lycoris may with pity view : >•

Who can deny a Verfe to Grief and Gallus due? ^
So, when thy waters pafs beneath the Tide^

Secure from briny mixture may they glide.

Begin my Callus Love and haplefs Vows ;

While, on the tender Twigs the Cattel browz :

Nothing is deaf j Woods liften while we fing,

Andecchoing Groves refound, and Mountains ring.
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Te Naiades, what held you from his aid,

When to anpity'd flames he was betray'd ?

Nor Aganippe tempted you away,

Nor was PamaffHs guilty of your ftay:

The Bays, whofe Honours he Co long had kept.

The lofty Bays and humble Herbage wept.

M/hen ftretch'd beneath a Rock, he figh'd alone, •»

The Mountain Fines and Manalns did groan, ^
And cold Lyc<eus wept from every ftone.

*
His Flock furrounded him : nor think thy fame
Impair'd (great Poet) by a Shepherd's name j

E'er thou and 1 our Sheep to Faftures led.

His Flocks the Goddefs-lov'd adorns fed.

The Shepherds came; the fiuggifli Neat-herd Swains,

And Swine-herds reeking from their Maft and Grains,

All ask'd from whence this frenzy ? Phxbm came
To fee his Poet, Pheebus ask'd the fame:
And is (he cry'd) that cruel Nymph thy care, -%

Who, flying thee, can for thy Rival dare [ofWar ? p
The Frofts, and Snow, and ail the frightful forms ^
Sylvaniis came, thy fortune to deplore j

A wreath of Lillies on his Head he wore.

Pdn came, and wondring we beheld him too, p
His Skin all dy'd of a vermilion hue: >
He cry'd, what mad defigns doft thou purfue? '

Nor fatisfy'd with Dew the Grafs appears,

With browz the Kids, nor cruel Love with Tears.

When thus (and forrow melted in his Eyes)

Callus to his Orcadian FrieilHs replies .•

Ye gentle Swains, fing to the Rocks my moan,
(For you ^rcadta?! Swains fiiould fing alone :)

How calm a reft my wearied Ghoft wou'd have,

If you adoru'd my Love, and mourn'd my Grave ^

-O that your Birth and Bufinefs had been mine,

To feed a Flock, or prefs the fwelling Vmel
Had Phyllis, or had Galatea been

My Love, or any Maid upon the Green,
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(what if her Face the Nut-brown Livery wear.

Are Violets not fweet, becaufe not fair?)

Secure in that unenvied ftate, among -y

The Poplars, I niy carelels Limbs had flung ; ^
Thyllii had made me Wreaths, and Galatea, fung.

'^

Behold, fair Nymph, what biifs the Country yields,

TJie fiowry Meads, the purling Streams, the laugh-

ing Fields.

Next all the Pleafures of the Foreft fee,

Where I could melt away my years with thee.

But furious Love denies me foft repofc,

And hurls me on the pointed Spears of Foes.

While thou (but ah ! that I fliould find it fo,)

Without thy Gallus fox thy Guide, doft go
Through all the German Colds, and Alpine Snow.

Yet, flying me, no hard/hip may'fl: thou meet.

Nor Snow nor Ice offend thofe tender Feet.

But let me run to Defarts, and reheatfe

On my Sicilian Reeds Euphorions Verfe j

Ev'n in the Dens of Monfters let me he,

Thofe I can tame, but not your cruelty.

On fmootheft rinds of Trees, I'll carve my wo.^;

And as the rinds encreafe, the Love fhali grow.

Then, mixt with Nymphs, on Manatus lefort,

I'll make the Boar my danger and my fport.

When, from the Vales the jolly cry refounds,

What rain or cold fliall keep me from my Hounds ?

Methinks my Ears the fprightly Confort Alls ;

Ifeem to bound thro' Woods and mount o'er Hills.

My Arm of a Cydotuan Jav'iin feiz'd, -v

As if by this my madnefs cou'd be eas'd

}

C
Or, by our mortal woes, the cruel God appeas'd: J

My frenzy changes now 3 and Nymphs and Verfe

I hate,

And Woods; for ah, what toll can flubborn Love
Shou'd we to drink the frozen Hebrus go, [abate I

And Ihivei in the cold Sirhoman Snow,
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Or to the fwarthy Ethiofs Clime remove,

Parch'd all below, and Inirning all above,

Ev'n there wou'd Love o'er- come j then, let us

yield to Love,

Let this fad Lay fuffice, by forrow breath'd.

While bending Twigs 1 into Baskets wreath'd:

My Rural Numbers, in their homely guife,

Callus, becaufe they came from me, will prize ;

Callus, whofe growing Love my Breaft does rend.

As (hooting Trees the burfting Bark diftend.

Now rife, for Night and Dew the Fields invades -y

And7««//7«r isanunwholfomefhade: [Mildewfade. ^
Blafts kill the Corn by Night, and Flow'rs with ^

Bright Hefper twinkles from afarj away

My Kids, for you have had a feaft to day.

The LAST ECLOGUE.
Tranflated, or rather Imitated in the

Year 1666.

By Sir William Temple, Bar*

ON E labour more, O ^irethufa, yield.

Before 1 leave the Shepherds and the Field;

Some Verfes to my Callus e're we part,

Such as may one day break Lycoris Heart,

As fhe did his i who can refufe a Song,

To one that lov'd fo well, anddy'd fo young I

So mayft thou thy belov'd ^Ipheus pleafe.

When thou creep'ft under the Sicaman Seas.

Begin, and fing Callus unhappy fires,

Whilft yonder Goat to yonder branch afpires

Out of his reach. We flng not to the deaf j

An anfwcr comes from every trembling Leaf.

What Woods, what Forefts had intic'd youi ftay?

¥e NaiadesJ
why came ye not away I
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when GAllus^fAhy an unworthy Fljime,

FarnAJftis knew, and lov'd too well his Name
To flop your Courfe j nor could your hafty flight

Be ftay'd by Hindus, which was his delight.

Him the frelh Laurels, him the lowly Heath
Bewail'd with dewy Tears j his parting Breath

Made lofty Manalm hang his piny Head j

Lycaan Marbles wept when he was dead.

Under a lonely Tree he lay and pin'd,

His Flock about him feeding on the Wind,

As he on Love ; fuch kind and gentle Sheep,

Even fair Adonis would be proud to keep.

There came the Shepherds, there the weary Hinds,

Thither Menakas parcht with Frofts and Winds.

All ask him whence, for whom this fatal Love?
Apollo came his Arts and Herbs to prove ?

Why Galliis : why fo fond ? he fays ; thy flame.

Thy care, Lycoris, is another's game 5

For him fhe fighs and raves, him Ihc purfucs

Thorough the mid-day Heats and morning Dews J.

Over the fnowy Cliffs and fiozen Streams,

Through noifie Camps. Up Gallns, leave thy Dreams,
She has left thee. Still lay the drooping Swain

Hanging his mournful Head, Phabus in vain

Offers his Herbs, employs his Counfel here j

'Tis all refus'd, or anfwcrM with a Tear.

What fhakes the Branches I what makes all the Trees

Begin to bow their Heads, the Goats their Knees ?

Oh ! 'tis Sylvafim, with his moflle Beard

And leafy Crowiij attended by a Herd
Of Wood-born Satyrs; feel he lliakes his Spear,

A green young Oak, the talleft of the year.

Pa-n, the ^rcadiAH God, forfook the Plains,

Mov'd with the ftoiy of his Callus pains.

Wc faw him come with Oaten-pipes in hand.

Painted with Berries-juice ; we faw him fliandj

And gaze upon his Shepherd's bathing Eyes j

And what I no end, no ead of Giief, lie cries \
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Love little minds all thy confuming caie,

Or reftlefs Thoughts, they are his daily fare.

Nor cruel Love with tears, nor Grafs with (how'rs,

Nor Goats with tender fprouts, nor Bees with flow'rs

Are ever fatisfy'd. Thus fpoke the God,
And touch'd the Shepherd with his Hazle Rod :

He, forrow flain, feem'd to revive, and faid,

But yet Orcadians is my Grief allay'd,

To think that in thefe Woods, and Hills, and Plains,

When I am filent in the Grave, your Swains

Shall ling my Loves, ^rcddian Swains infpir'd

By Fhcebus ; Oh I how gently (hall thefe tir'd

And fainting Limbs repofe in endlefs fleep.

While your Iweet Notes my Love immortal keep!

Would it had pleas'd the Gods, I had been born

Juft one of you, and taught to wind a Horn,
Or wield a hook, or prune a branching Vine,

And known no other Love, but, Phyllis, thine 3

Or thine, ^myntdi ; what though both are brown,

So are the Nuts and Berries on the Down ;

Amongft the Vines, the Willows and the Springs,

ThyHis makes Garlands, and ^myntas fings.

No cruel Abfence calls my Love away.

Farther than bleating Sheep can go aftray

:

Here my Lycons, here are ihady Groves,

Here Fountains cool, and Meadows foft, our Lovcs
And Lives may here together wear, and end :

the true Joys of fuch a Fate and Friend I

1 now am hurried by fevere Commands
Into remoteft Parts, among the Bands
Of armed Troops ; there by my Foes purfu'd,

Here by my Friends j but ftill my Love fubdu'd.

Thou far from home, and me, art wand'ring o'er

The ^ipine Snows, the fartheft Weftern fliore.

The frozen %h:ne. When are we like to meet ?

Ah, gently, gently, leaft thy terser Feet

Be cut with Ice. Cover thy lovely Arms j

The Noithexn cold relents not at their Charms

:
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Away ril go into fome fhady Bowers,

And ling the Songs I made in happier hours.

And charm my woes. How can I better chufe.

Than amongft wildeft Woods my felf to lofe.

And carve our Loves upon the tender Tree j

There they will thrive. See how my Loves agree

With the young Plants : look how they grow together.

In (pight of abfence, and in Tpight of Weather.

Mean while, I'll climb that Rock, and ramble o'er

Ion woody Hill ; I'Jl chafe the grizly Boar,

I'll find Diana's and her Nymphs refort j

No Frofts, no Storms, fhall flack my eager Sport,

Methinks I'm wandring all about the Rocks
And hollow founding Woods : look how my Locks
Are torn with Boughs and Thorns; my Shafts are

My Legs arc tir'd, and all my Sport is done, [gone,

Alas ! this is no cure for my Difeafe 5

Nor can our toils that angry God appeafe.

Now neither Nymphs, nor Songs can pleafe me mote.
Nor hollow Woods, nor yet the chafed Boar

;

No fport, no labour, can divert my Grief:

Without Lycoris there is no relief.

Though 1 fhould drink up Heber's Icy ftreams,

Or Scythian Snows, yet {lill her fiery Beams
Would fcorch me up. Whatever we can prove.

Love conquers all, and we muft yield to Love.

l^ie End of the First Pa r t.





University of California Library

Los Angeles j fe^Lr
This book is DURon the last date stamped below .

niOM RENEWABLE
MAY 2 1

DUE 2 WKS FROM DATE RECEIVED

UCLA yqim

.-Cits
2004



3 1158 00989 9583

UC SOUTHERN REGIONAL LIBRARY FACILITY

B 000 000 756 7

P'
ORRa

I

4*- «.




