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¥ F Richard Crashaw, whose works are com-
prised in the ensuing pages, little is
1 § known; and for thut little we are mainly
EOR' PR beholden to the industry of Wood, upon
whose curt notice in the Fasts Dxonienses was founded
the more claborate memoir by Hayley in Hippis® edi-
tion of the Bivgraphia Britannica, which served as
the sole unvaried authority until the subject was treated
by the Rev. Robert Aris Willmott in the first series of
Lives of the Enylish Sacred Poets. Both in the records
of thuse cducational cstablishments where, in his youth,
he was traincd, and of that holy retreat in which he
closed his maturcr years, have searches been fruitlessly
made, in the hope that some additional fact, however
minute, might be discovered. I am, therefore, obliged
to recapitulate in few words what is already familiar to
every one ; referring the reader to the elegant and more
copious sketch by Mr. Willmott.

According to the scanty sources of information,
Crashaw was the son of William: Crashaw, B.D., a
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divine of some eminence in his time,* snd preacher at
the Templo. The date of his birth has not been oscer-
tained, but it may have been sbout 1616 ; since, the first
steps of his cducation having been tuken at the Charter-
house, on the foundativn of which he was placed by Sir
Rundolph Crew and Sir Henry Yelverton, he was elected
a scholar of Pembroke Hall, Cambridge, March 28,
1632, und became a Fellow of Peterhouse in the same
University, in 1537 ; having removed to that Cullege
on the 20th of March previous. His Bachelor’s degree
wag tuken in 1633, In 1641 he is recorded by Wood ss
one of the persons incorporated that year at Oxford ; but
to what degree admitted is not stated, as his nume does
not appear in the public register, and Wuod's authority
was ‘“ the privatc obscrvation of a certain Master of
Arts, that was, this yeor, living in the University.”
‘Wood, however, adds :— Afterwards, he was Master
of Arts, in which degree it is probable he was incor-
porated.”  Beyond these featurcs of his wendemicul
career, we are certain of nothing suve of its termination ;
which happened during the Great Rebelliom m 1644,
when the Earl of Munchester, under the authority of
Parlisment, ¢ reformed” (as they were pleased to style
it) the University, by expelling such members as,re-
fuszd to subscribe the Covenant. Un this occasion
Crashaw was one of the sixty-five Fellows cjected,
After the loss of his fellowship, having embraced the

* The tons of his religious sentiments, very different from
those of his sun, muy be guthered from the titles of his printed
discourses ; e, g. “ The Bespotted Jesuite: whose Gospell 1s
fall of blasphemy sgainst the Blood of Christ,” &e., 1641, 4to.
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Datholic religion, he repaired to Paris: and in this vity
he was found by Cowley in a state of destitution, about
1548. To the friendship of this amiable brother-poet
he was indebted for sympathy and relicf, end an intro-
duction to the exiled queen, Henrietts Maria, from
whom he also received what small aid her own limited
finances would allow, with recommendatory letters to
persons of influence at Rome. There he is said to
have become secretary to Uardinal Palotta, snd sbon
thercafter to have been appointed one of the Canons of
the Church of Loretto. This preferment he only held
for u very short space; dying and being interred at
Loretto sbout 1650. Such is the faint vutline of his
life.

Among the patrons of Crashaw, in his altered circum-
stances, the Countesa of Denbigh appears to have been
prominent. His gratitude is cxpressed by his dedication
to her of the Carmen Deo Nostro,  in hearty acknow-
ledgement of his immortal obligation to her goodness
end charity,” and by his cfforts to bring her within the
pule of the Catholic Church. Whether they were suc-
cessfal or not T cannot wscertain,  This lady was Eliza-
beth, daughter and coheir of Edward Bourchier, Earl
of Bath, and third of the four wives of Basil, second
Earl of Denbigh, whom she predeceased in 1 570, Ihad
hoped to have found some traces of Crushaw among the
archives at Nownham Paddox ; but Viscount Fielding,
having kindly dirccted a scarch to be made, informs me
that no document relating to him exists there.

Dur ideas of the personal character of Crashaw must
be formed from his writings, the enthusiastic affection
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of Cuwley, and the friendship of Sclden, Tou the former
of such sources the editor of the edition of 1649 justly
points, while referring to the last line of his verses on
Bishop Andrews’ portrait :—

¥ Look on the following leaves, and see him breathe.”

The qualitics which recommended him tv the estcem of
two such men as those now named, can have been of no
common order, and make the absence of materials for
his bivgraphy the more truly to be deplored.

As a poet, his works have ever been uppreciated by
those most qualified to decide upon their sterling beau-
ties,* and have suggested to others (too frequently with-
out acknowledgment) some of their finest imagerics. In
every volume of uny pretensions to toste, designed to
offer speeimens of English puetry, extracts are to be
found; yet, with the exception of being partully, and
by no means accurately, printed in the bulky and in-
convenient vollectivns of Chalmers and Anderson, it ia
somewhat remarkable that, in an oge when fanulirity
with our Oll English Authors 19 80 engérly sought, a
full reprint should have been leferred till mow. Of
those which have preceded it, the following is o list : —

Epigrammata Sacra, published anonymously at Cam-
bridge, 1634, 8vo.

Steps to the Temple, London, 1645, 12me.

The same, with additions and s frontispicce, London,
1648, 12mo.

Carmen Deo Nostro, Paria, 1652, 8vo, with beautiful
plates.

® Among such I would particularly neme the Rav. Robert
Aris Willmott, sbove mentioned.
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Lines to Lady Denbigh (p. 146 uf the present edition),
London, Sept. 23, 1653, 4to. pp. 4.

Steps to the Temple, London, 1649, 8vo. with frontis-
piece. To this second edition, in its text the most in-
accurate of all, a fresh title-page, bearing the date of
1670, was afterwards affixed.

Poctry, by Peregrine Phillips, London, 1785, 12mo.

All these are very scarce, that of Paris extremely so. 1
have already commended its illustrations, and, as it would
seem, from the epigram ot p. 145 seq., that they had been
designed by Crashaw, a list of them may not be deemed
superfluous, in order as they appear in the clegant little
volume from the press of “ Peter Turga, printer to the
Archbishope of Paxis, in S. Victor's streete at the golden
sunne.” A copy of this produced £4 14s. Bid. at Sir
Murk Sykes’ sule in 1824, and would, if in fair con-
dition, command o much higher price now. That in
the Grenville Library is, perhaps, the finest in existence.

1. ©“ T'o the noblest and best of ladics.” A heart with
padlock inscribed “ Non 7i.” Beneath, these lines:—

*T1s not the work of force but skill

To find the way into man’s will ;

"Tis love alone can hearts unlock :

Who knows the word, he needs not knock.

2. “Tbp the name above every name,”—*¢ Numismz
Urbani 6. A dove under the tiars, surrounded by &
glory : legend, © In wnitate Deus est.”

3, « To the Holy Nativity.” The Holy Family at
Bethlehem. DBeneath, these lines :—

Ton Créateur te faict vuir sa naissence,
Deignant souffrir pour toy des son enfancs.

Quem vidistis Pastores, &c.
Nutum vidimus, &c.
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4. “ To the glorious Epiphany.” The adoration of
the Magi.

5. ¢ The Office of the Holy Cruss.” The crucified
Redeemer.  Beneuth: —

Tradidit semelipsum pro nobis vblationem et hostiam
Deo in odorem susvitatis,—Ad Ephe._ 5.

B. ¢ The Recommendation.” The Ascended Saviour.
Above it:—

Expostulatio Jesu Christi cum mundv ingrato.
Beneath:—

Sum pulcher : at nemo tamen me diligit.
Sum nubihis; nemo est mihi qui serviat.
Sum dives : = me nemo quicquem postulat.
ELt cuncta possum : nemo me tamen timet.
ZEternus exsto: quervr o paucissimis.
Prudensque sum : sed me qui est qui consulit ?
Et sum Via: st per me quutusquisque ambulet ?
Sum Veritas: guare mthi nun creditur.
Sum Vita: verum rarus est qui me petit.
Sum Vera Lux : videre me nemo cupit.
Sum misericors: nullus fidem in me collocat.
Tou, si peris, non id mihi imputes, Homo:
Salus tibi est & me parata: heo utere,

I, Messuger excud,

7. “ Sancta Marie Dolorum.” The Blessed Virgin
seated on s sepulehre under the Crose with instruments
of the passion, the chalice, &c., holding the dead Saviour
on her lap. Messager excud.

8. “ Hymn of St. Thomas.” A Remonstrance.
* Ecce panis Angelorum.”

9. ¢ Dies Ire.” The last Judgment. ¢ Diex Ire,
Diea Ila.”
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10. * O Gloriosa Dumina.” Our Lady and Infant.
Angels holding & crown over her head, surmounted by
the Holy Dove. Beneath:—

S. Meria Majur.
Dilectus meuns mihi et ego illi,
Qui pascibur inter lilia. Cant.
I, Messager ezcud,
11. « The Weeper.” A weeping female resting
upon a bleeding and inflamed heart, surrounded by a
glory. Beneath:—

Lo, where & wounded heart with bleeding eyes conspire !
Is she a flaming fountain or & weepimg fire ?

12. ¢ Hymn to St. Tueresn.”  Portrait, scroll over
her head inscribed: “ Misericors Domint in eternum
cantabo.” Beneath:—

La Vray Portraict de Ste. Terese Fondatrice des Reli-
gieuses, et Religieux réformez de I’ ordre de N. Dame de
mont Carmel : Decedée le 4¢. Octo. 1582, Canonisée 1e 12¢,
Mars 1622.—I. Messager excud.

The volume concludss with ¢ Hope” by Cowley, and
“ M. Crnshaw’s Answer fur Hope,” separately, and not
combined, a8 ususl, in form of dialogue.

After the sheets containing them had been printed
off, a correspondent of the *“ Notes and Queries” (the
Rev. J L. B. Mujor, in 2nd series, vol. v. p. 236)
pointed out, on the authority of Banks’ Life of Dr.
Rainbow, Bishop of Carlisle, that the first of the two
poems, ““ On the Frontispiece of Isnacson’s Chronology
explained,” beginning, ¢ If with distinctive eys and
mind you look,” was written, not by Crashaw, but by
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Rainbow. Upon referring to this very scorce little
volume, I find the following :—

¢ In his youth he had a rich vein in poesy, in which
sppeared somewhat of Ovid’s air und fancy, tempered
with the judgment of Virgil; but none of his poetical
exervisca and diversions have been published, but a
peper of verses upon the Frontispicce of Mr. Henry
Isaacsun’s Chrunulogy, which accurate Chronologer was
our Bishop’s particular friend, and had formerly been
smanuensis to that living library while he was alive,
the reverend and learncd Bishop Andrews ; und anuther
short puper on Mr. Skelton’s Art of Short-writing.

¢ Of the honour of the furmer uf these pocms, printed
without the addition of any name in 1633, he was robbed
by the publisher of Mr. Richard Crashaw’s pocms, cn-
tituled Steps to the Temple, und ascribed by him to that
ingenious epigrammatist.  But he having no title to it,
but what the modest silence of Mr. Roinbuw gave him,
I have recovercd it to the true owner by o melins in-
quirendum, und subjuined it here.”—P. 84,

This is sufficicntly distinet; yetitis somewhat singular
that the lines should ncither have been cluimed by the
Bishop, nor disowned by Crashaw, who must huve seen,
if he did not Buperintend, at Ieast one of the editivns of
his own poems containing them ; sod that no one during
the life of either party should have detected and de-
nounced the misappropristion.  Isascson dicd in 1658,
four years after Crashaw ; and Dr. Rainbow in 1684, -
his biography by Banks being published in 1688. If
Banhs is correct as regards the first of these compli-
mentary effusions, the second may, perhaps, have as



PRELIMINARY OBSERVATIONS. v

little right to be attributed to Crashaw, both being
printed without name or initials. The latter alone, it
may be observed, has becn printed by Phillips in his
volume of selcetions in 1785.%

In preparing the present edition, the first that eon-
tains the whole of Crashaw’s writings known, I have
carefully examined and collated all the earlier vmes.
To their proper places in the Epigrammata I have re-
stored those portions which had erratically entered into
the different cditions of the Delights of the Muses ; and
I have added to that division of the present volume the
verses ¢ Upon two green apricocks ;” printing by them-
selves the Latin poems which follow them in the edition of
1648, While refraining from the practice of cumbering
the pages with various readings, T have endeavoured to
render the teat with due accuracy ; and if in this I shall
anywise be found to have failed, at all cvents T have pre-
pared the ground for some future more competent editor.

These brief observations cannot be concluded more
appropriately than by the beautiful monvdy of Cowley
upon his friend and fellow-poet.

ON THE DEATH OF MR, CRASHAW.

PoeT end Saint! to thee alone ure given

The two most sacred names of earth and heaven;
The hardest, rarest, union which ean bet

Next that of Godhead and humanity.

* Among the other commendatory verses prefixed to Isaac-
son’s work are some by Mr. Staninough, upon whose death
the lines st p. 104 were composed by Crashaw.

t As judiciously smended by Mr. Willmott, instead of ** The
hard und rarest.”
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Long diud the Muses banish’d slaves sbide,

And bmlt vain pyramids to mortal pride :

Like Moses thou (tho’ spells and cherms withatend)
Hast brought them nobly home, back to their holy land.

Ah, wretched we, Poets of earth ! but thon
‘Wert living the same Poet which thou’rt now ;
‘Whulst engels smng to thee their sirs divine,

Ani joy in en applause su great us thine.

Equal suciety with them to hold,

Thou need’st not meke new songa, but say the old;
And they [lkund spirits') shall ull rejoice to see,
How little less than they, exalled man may be.

Still the old heathen gods in numbers dwell,
The heavenliest thing on carth still keeps up hell :
Nor have we yet quite purg’d the Christian lsnd ;
Still iduls here, hike calves at Bethel stand.

And thy’ Pun’s death long since all or’cles broke,
Yet still in rhyme the fiend Apollo spuke;

Nay, with the worst of heathen dotage, we
(Vain men!) the monster woman deifie;

Find stars, and tie vur fates there in & face,
And Puradise m them, by whom we lost it, place
‘What diff'rent faults corrupt our muses thus ?
Wanton s girls, as old wives fabulous,

Thy spotless muse, like Mary, did contain
The boundless Gudhend ; she did well disdain
That her eternal verse employed shuuld be
Dn 8 less subject than etermty ;
And for a sacred mistress scorn’d to take
But her whom God himself acorn’d not his spouse tv make .
It [in & kind) her miracle did do,
A fruitful mother was, and virgin tuo.

How well (blest Swan) did fate contrive thy death,
And made theo render up thy tuneful breath
In thy grest mistress’ arms 7 Thou most divine,
And richest offering uf Lorette’s shrine |
Where, like some holy sacrifice £ expire,
A fever burns thee and love lights the fire.



PRELIMINARY OBSERVATIONS. avii

Angels (they say) brought the fam’d chapel there,
And bore the sacred luad in triumph thro’ the wir:
*Tis surer much they brought thee there; and they,
And thou, their charge, went singing all the way.

Pardon, my mother Church, if I consent
That angels led him, when from thee he went;
For ev'n n error, sure no danger is,

When join’d with so much piety as his.

Ah' mighty God, with shame I speak’t, and grief;
Ah! that our greatest faults were in belef!

And our weak reason were ev'n weaker yet,
Rather than thus, our will’s tvo strong for it!

His faith, perhaps, in some nice tenets might

Be wrong ; his life, ’'m sure, was in the right :
And I, myself, a Catholie will be;

So far at least, great Suint ! to pray to thee,

Hail, Barl triumphant ! und some care bestow
On us, the Poets militant below :
Oppos’'d by our old enemy, adverse Chance,
Attack’d by Envy and by Ignorance;
Enchain’d by Deauty, tortured by desires,
Expos’d by Tyrant-love, to savage beasts and fires.
Thou from low earth i nobler flames didst rise,
And Iike Elijuh mount alive the skies.
Elisha like (but with a wish much less,
More fit thy greatness and my littleness ;)
Lo here 1 beg (I whom thou once dilst prove
So humble to esteem, sv good to love)
Not that thy spirit might on me doubled be,
I ask but half thy mighty spirit for me:
And when my muse soars with so strong » wing,
*Twill learn of things divine, and first of thee to sing.®

W. B. TunnnuLL.
Lincoln’s-Inn,
Feb. 1838.

® In these verses, says Johnson, f there are beauties which
common authors may justly thinl not only above their attain-
ment, but sbove their ambition.”
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NOTE.

SiNcE the completion of the text, I have been annoyed
by discovering that the lincs ¢ On a Trentise of Charity,”
at page 77, were origially prefixed tu the © Five Poems
and Learned Discourses ” of Robert Shelford, Rector of
Ringsfield, Suffulk, 4to. Cambridge, 1535; and that
the fullowing lincs have been left vut in the editions of
Crashuw’s Poems. The resson for such vmission is
obvious. Should u second impression of this volume be
required, they shall be inserted in their proper place;
but it must be admitted that, huwever just the sentiment
expressed in-them, the subtraction of these lines dues
not impair the beauty uf the poen,

Nor shall our zealous ones sl have a fling

At that most horrible and horned thing,

Forsvuth the Pope: by whith black name they call

The Turk, the Devil, Fairies, Hell and all,

And something more. 0 he is Antichrist:

Doubt this, end doubt |say they) that Christ is Christ.

Why, *t1 & point of faith. Whute’er it be,

T’m sure it is no point of churity.

In sum, nu longer shull var people hope,
Tu be a true Protestant, ’s but to hale the Pope.



PREFACE TO THE DRIGINAL
EDITIDN.

LEARNED READER,

X HE author’s friend will not usurp much
p upon thy eye; this is only for those whom
V the name of our divine puet hath not yet
2 seized into admiration ; I dars under-
tuke that what Jamblichus (in vite Pythagore) affirmeth
of his master ot his contemplations—these poems can ;
viz. they shall lift thee, reader, some yards above the
ground; and os in Pythagoras’ schoul every temper
was first tuned into a height by several portions of music,
and spuwitualized for one of his weighty lectures, so
majyest thou teke & poem hence, und tune thy soul by it
into w heavenly piteh; and thus refined and borne up
upon the wings of meditation, in these poems thou
mayest talk freely of God, and of thut uther state.
Here’s Herbert’s second, but equal, who hath retrieved
poetry of late, and returned it up to its primitive use;
let it bound back to Heaven’s gates whence it came.
Think ye St. Augustine would have stained his graver
learning with abook of poetry, had he fan cied thoir duarest
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end to be the vanity of love-sonncts and cpithulamiums ?
No, no! he thought, with this our poet, that every fuot
in 8 high-born verse might help to measure the aoul
into that better world. Divine poetry; I dare hold it,
in position agninst Susrez vn the subjzct, to bo the
language of the angels ; it is the quintcasence of phan-
tasy ond dizcourse centred in Heaven ; ’tis the very
outgoings of the soul ; ’tis what alone vur author is uble
to tell you, und that in his own verse.

It were profanc but to mention here in the preface
those under-hesded poets, retuiners to scven shares
and a half; madrigal fellows, whose only business in
verse 1s to rthyme a poor sixpenny soul, a suburb ginner,
into hell. May such arrogant pretenders to poetry
vanish with their prodigious issue of tumorous heats and
flashes of their ndulterate brains; and for ever after may
this vur poct fill up the better room of mun! Oh! when
the general wrraignment of poets shull be to give an
account of their higher souls, with what o triumphant
brow shall our divinc poct sit sbove and look down upon
poor Homer, Virgil, Horace, Clauliun, &v. who had
amongst them the ill luck to talk vut a great part of
their gallant genius upon bees, dung, frugs, and gnats,
dc. and not as himself here, upon Scriptures, divine
graces, martyrs, and angels !

Reader, we style his Sacred Poems, ¢ Steps to the
Temple,” and uptly, for in the Temple of Gud, under
His wing, he led his life in St. Mury’s Church, near St.
Peler’s collegs; there he lodged under Tertullian’s
roof of sngels; there he made his nest more gladly
than David’s swallow near the house of God: where,
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like a primitive saint, h2 offersd more prayers in the
night than others usuully offer in the day. There he
penned theso poems,—steps for happy souls to climb
Heaven by.

And those other of his pieces, entitled, * The De-
lights of the Muses,” though of o mure human mixture,
are s sweet us they are innocent.

The praises that follow are but few of many that
might be conferred on him: he was excellent in five
languages (besides his mother-tongue), viz. Hebrew,
Greek, Latin, Italimn, Spanish, the two last whereof
he had little help in ; they were of his own acquisition.

Amongst his other accomplishments in academic (s
well pious as harmless) arts, he made his skill in poutry,
music, drawing, limning, graving, (cxercises of his
curious invention and sudden faney,) to be but his sub-
servicnt recreations for vacant hours, mot the grund
business of his soul.

To the former quolifications I might add that which
would crown them all: his rare moderation in diet—
almost Lessian temperance; he never created a Muse
out of distempers, nor, with our Canary scribblers, cast
any strange mists of surfeits before the intellectual beams
of his mind or memory; the lutter of which he was sv
much a master of, that he had there, underlock and key
in readiness, the richest treasures of the best Greek und
Latin poets, some of which authors he had more at his
commend by heort than others thot only read their
works to retain little and understand less,

Enough, reader; I intend not u volume of pruiscs
larger than this book, nor need I longer transport thee



xxii THE PREFACE.

to think over his vast perfections. I will conclude all
that I have impartially writ of this learned young gentle-
man, now dend to us, a8 he himself doth, with the last
line of his poem upon Bishop Andrews’ picture before
his sermons :—

Verts paginar.
Louk on the fullowing leaves, snd ses him breathe.

Ths Author's Motto,
Live, Jcsus, live, and lot it be
My life to die for luve of Thee.
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TIIE WEEPER.

% A IL sister springs,
” Parents of silverfooted nlls!
Ever hubbling things !

=, Thawing erystal ! Suowy hlls '
Stll spending, never spent; T mean
Thy fair cyes, sweet Magdalene.

ILeavens thy fair eyes be;
Heavens of ever-falling stars :
"T1s seed-time still with thee,
And stars thou sow'st, whose harvest dares
Promise the carth to countershine
Whatever makes Teaven’s foveheal fine.

But we're decewved all
Stars indeed they are too true,
For they but seem to fall
As Heaven’s other spangles do -
Tt is not for our carth ani us,
To shine in things su precious.
) n



2 STEPS T0 THE TEMPLE.

Upwuris thou dost weep;
Heaven’s bosom drinks the gentle stream.
‘Where the milky rivers crecp,
Thine floats above and is the cream.
Waters above the heavens, what they be,
‘We are taught best by thy teurs and thec.

Every morn from hence,
A brisk cherub something sips,
Whose soft influence
Adls sweetness to his sweetest lips ;
Then to his music: and his song
Tastes uf this breakfust all day lung.

Not in the cvening’s eyes,
‘When they red with weeping are
For the Sun that dies,
Sits Sorrow with a face so fair.
Nowhere but here did cver meet
Sweetness so sad, sndness so sweet.

‘When Surrow would be scen
In her brightest majesty,
For she is u queen,
Then is she drest by none but thee.
Then, and only then, she wears
Her richest pearls, I menn thy tears.

The dew no more will weep,
The primrose’s pale cheek to deck ;
The dew no more will slecp,



STEPS T0 THE TEMPLE.

Nuzzled in the lily’s neck.
Much rather would it tremble here,
And Ieave them both to be thy tear.

There is no need at all,
That the balsam-sweating bough
Su coyly should let fall
His med’cinable tears ; for now
Nuture hath lcarnt textract a dew,
More sovereign and sweet from you.

Yet let the poor drops weep,
Weeping is the case of woe;
Softly let them ereep,
Sal that they arc vanjquish’d so
They, though to others no relief,
May balsam be for their vwn gricf.

Such the maiden gem
By the wanton spring put on,
Peeps from her parent stem,
Anl blushes on the watery sun.
This watery blossom of thy eyne
Ripe, will make the richer wine.

‘When some new bright guest
Tukes up among the stars u room,
And Heaven will moke o feast,
Angcls with crystal vials come ;
Anl draw from these full eyces of thine
Their Muaster’s water, their own wine.
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STEPS TO THE TEMPLE.

Golden though he be,
Golden Tagus murmurs ; though
‘Were his way by thee,
Content nnd yuict he would go ;
So much more rich would he esteem
Thy silver, than his golden strenm.

Well dves the May that lies
Smiling in thy cheeks, confess
The Apiil in thine cyes;
Mutual sweetness they express.
No April ¢’er lent kinder showers,
Nor May return’d more faithful flowers.

O checks! Beds of chaste loves,
By your vwn showers scasonably dash'd.
Eycs! nests of milky doves,
In your own wells decently wash'd.
0 wit of love ! that thus could place
Fountain and garden in one face.

D sweet contest; of woes )
With loves, of tears with smules disporting '
O fair and friendly foes,
Euch vther kissing and comforting !
While rain and sunshinc, cheeks und eyes,
Close in kind contrarictics.

But cun these fair floods be
Fricends with the bosom fires that fill ye !
Can so great flames agree
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Eternal tears should thus distil thee !
D floods, O fires, D suns, D showers |
Mix’d and made friends by luve’s sweet pow’rs.

"Twas his well-pointed dart
That digg’d thesc wells, and dress’d this vine;
And taught that wounded heart
The way into these weeping eyne.
Vain loves avaunt! buld hands forbear !
The lamb hath dipped his white foot here.

And now where’er he strays
Among the Galilean mountains,
Or more unwelcome ways,
He’s follow’d by two faithful fountains ;
Two walking baths, two weeping motiuns,
Portable and ¢ompendious oceans.

O thou, thy Lord’s fair store,
Tn thy so rich and large expenses,
Even when he show’d most poor,
He might provoke the wealth of princes.
What prinee’s wanton’st pride ¢’er could
Wash with silver, wipe with gold ?

Who is that King, but he
‘Who call’st his crown to bo call’d thine,
That thus can boast to be
Waited on by & wand’ring mine,—
A voluntary mint, that strews
Warm silver show’rs where’er he goes ?
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0 precious prodigal !
Fair spendthrift of thyself! thy measure,
Merciless love ! is all
Even to the last pearl in thy treasure.
All places, times, and objects be
Thy tear’s sweet opportunity.

Does the day-star rise ?
Still thy stars do fall, and full ;
Does day close his cyvs ?
Still the fountnin weeps for all.
Let night or day do whut they will,
Thou hast thy task, thou weepest slill.

Does thy song lull the nir?
Thy falling tears kecp fuithful time.
Does thy sweet-breath’d pray’r
Up in clouds of incense elimb ?
Still at each sigh, that is, each stop,
A bead, that is, n tear, docs drop.

At these thy weeping gates,
Watching their wat’ry motion,
Each winged moment waits,
Takes his tear, and gets him gone.
By thine cye’s tinet ennobled thus,
Time lays him up : he’s preeious.

Nut, so long she bved,
Shall thy tomb report of thee ;
But, so long she grieved,
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Thus must we date thy memory.
Others by moments, months, and years,
Measure their ages ; thou, by tears.

So o perfumes expire ;
Su sigh tormented sweets, oppress’d
With prowl unpitying fires ;
Such tears the suff'ring rose that'’s vex’d
With ungentle flames does shed,
Sweating in o too warm bed.

Say, ye bright brothers,
The fugitive sons of those fair eyus
Your fruitful mothers,
What make you here ? what hopes can ’tice
You to be born ? what cause can borrow
You from those nests of noble sorrow ?

Whither away so fast ?
For sure the sordild carth
Your sweetness cunnot taste,
Nor does the dust deserve their birth.
Sweet, whither haste you then ? D, suy
Why you trip so fast away ?

We go not to seek
The darlings of Aurora’s bed,
The rose’s modest cheek,
Nor the violet’s humble hend.
Though the fiell's eyes, too, weepers be,
Beeause they want such tears as we.

-7
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Much less mean we to trace
The fortune of inferior gems,
Preferr’d to some proud face,
Or perch’d upon fear’d dindems.
Crowned heads are toys.  'We go to mect
A worthy object, our Lord’s feet.

TIIE WEEPER.

[ In the edition of 1670, the volwne by Mr. Phillips in
1785,in Chalmers’ collection, and others, the previous
Poem is prnted with numerous alterations and
omissions, in manner followiny. ]

D) AL sister springs,
® Parents of silyer—forded ridls !
Ever bubbling things !

Tlummg erystal ! Snowy hills !
Still spending, never spent; T mean
Thy fuir eyes, sweet Magialene.

Ilcavens thy fair eyes be;
Heavens of ever-falling stars ;
"Tis sced-time still with thee,
And stars thou sow’st, whose harvest dares
Promise the carth to countershine
‘Whatever makes Heaven’s forehead fine,
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But we’re deceived all :
Stars they’re indeed too true,
For they but seem to fall
As Heaven’s other spangles do:
1t is not for pur earth and us,
'To shine in things 8o preeious.

Upwards thou dost weep ;
Heaven’s bosom drinks the gentle strcam. »
Where the milky rivers meet,
Thine crawls above anil is the eream.
Ieaven, of such fair floods as this,
Heaven the erystal ocean is.

Every morn from hence,
A brisk cherub something sips,
‘Whose soft influence
Adds sweetness to his sweetest lips;
Then to his music: and his song
Tastes of this breakfast all day long.

‘When some new bright gucst
Takes up among the stars a room,
And Heaven will moke a feast,
Angels with their bottles come ;
And draw from these full eyes of thine
Their Master's water, their own wine.

The dew no more will weep,
The primrose’s pale cheek to deck ;
The dew no more will sleep,
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Nuzzled in the lily's neck.
Much rather would it tremble here,
And leave them both to be thy tcar.

Not the soft gold which
Steals from the umber-weeping tree,
Makes sorrow half so rich,
As the drops distill’d from thee.
Sorrow’s best jewels lic in these
Caskets of which IIeaven keeps the koys.

‘When Surrow would be scen
In her brightest majesty,
For she is a queen,
Then is she drest by none but thee.
Then, and only then, she wears
Her richest pearls, I mean thy tears.

Not in the evening’s cyes,
‘When they red with weeping are
For the Sun that dies,
Sits Sorrow with o face so fair.
Nowhere but here did ever meet
Sweetness so sad, sadness 8o sweet.

Sadness, all the while
She sits in such a throne as this,
Can do nought but smile,
Nor believe she sadness is:
Gladness itself would be more glad
To be made so sweetly sad,
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There is no need at all,
That the balsam-sweating bough
So coyly should let fall
His med’cinable tears ; for now
Nature hath learn’d ¢ extroct o dew,
More sovercign und sweet from you.

Yot let the poor drops weep,
Waeeping is the case of woo;
Softly let them crecp,
Sal that they arc vanquish’d so ;
They, though to vthers no relicf,
Muy balsam be for their own grief.

Golden though he be,
Golden Tagus murmurs ; though
Might he flow from thee,
Cuntent and quiet would he go;
Richer far does he esteem
Thy silver, than his golllen stream.

Well does the May that lies
Smiling in thy cheeks, confess

The April in thine cyes;
Mutual sweetness they cxpress.

No April ¢’or lent softer showers,

Nor May returntd fairer flowers.

Thus dost thou melt tho year
Into o weeping motion ;
Each minute waiteth here,

11
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Takes his tear and gots him gone;
By thine eye’s tinct ennobled thus,
Time lays him up: he’s precious.

Time, as by thee he passes,
Makes thy cver-watery cycs
1Iis hour-glasses ;
By them his steps he rectifies.
The sands he used no longer please,
For his own sands he’ll use thy seas.

Does thy song lull the air?
Thy tear’s just cadence still keeps time.
Does thy sweet-breath’d prayer
Up in clouds of ineense climb ?
Still at each sigh, that 1s, each stop,
A bead, that is, a tear, doth drop.

Doces the night arise ?
Still thy tears do fall, and fall.
Does night lose her eyes ?
Still the fountain weeps for all.
Let night or day do what they will,
Thou hast thy task, thou weepest still.

Not, so long she lived,
Will thy tomb report of thee;
But, so long she grieved,
Thus must we date thy memory.
Others by days, by months, by years,
Measure their uges, thou by tears.
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Sny, watery brothers,
Ye simpering sons of those fair cyes
Your fertile mothers,
‘What hath our world that can entice
You to be born ? what is’t can borrow
You from her cyes swoll’'n wombs of sorrow ?

Whither away so fast ?
D whither ? for the sluttish earth
Your sweetnoess eannot taste,
Nor does the dust deserve your birth.
Whither haste ye then? 0, say
Why ye trip so fast away ?

We go not to seck
The dardings of Aurora’s bed,
The rose’s modest check,
Nor the violet’s humble head.
No such thing ; we go to meet
A worthier object, our Lord’s feet.

TIIE TEAR.

i Sweet Mary, thy fair eyes’ expense ?
A moist spark it is,

A watery diamund ; from whence

The very term, I think, was found

The water of a diamond.
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D, ’tis not a tear,
"Tis u star abeut to drop
From thine cye its sphere ;
The sun will stovp and take it up.
Proud will his sister be to wear
This thine eye’s jewel in her ear.

D, ’tis o tear,
Too true u tear: for no sad eyne,
How sad soe’er,
Rain so true o tear as thine;
Each drop leuving a place sv dear,
‘Weeps for itself, is its own tear.

Such a pearl as this is,
Slipt from Aurora’s dewy breast,
The rose-bud’s sweet lip kisses ;
And such the rose itsclf, when vext
With ungentle flames, does shed,
Sweating in too warm o bed . *

Such the maiden gem
By the wanton spring put on,
Peeps from her parent stem,
And blushes on the watery sun .
This watery blossom of thy cyne,
Ripe, will make the richer wine.

* See these latter lines and the following verse m © The
Weeper,” as printed in the editions of 1545, 1648, and 1652.
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Fair drop, why gquak’st thou so ?
’Cause thou struight must lay thy head
In the dust? O mo;
The dust shall never be thy bed:
A pillow for thee will I bring,
Stuffed with down of angel’s wing.

Thus curricd up on high,
For to Heaven thou must go,
Sweetly shalt thou lie,
And in soft slumbers bathe thy woe ;
Till the singmyg orbs awake thee,
Anil one of their bright chorus make thee.

There thyself shalt be
An cye, but not & weeping one;
Yet I doubt of thee,
Whither th’ hadst rather there have shone
An cye of Heaven ; or still shine here,
In th’ heaven of Mary’s eye, a tear.

15
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DIVINE EPIGRAMS.

On the Water of our Lord’s Baptism.
5 ACH blest drop on each blest limb,
f Ts wash’ll itself, in washing ITim :
R Tis a gem while it stays here;
While it falls henee ’tis a tear.

Acts vir.
On the Baptized Etlhiopian.

To wash an Ethiop:

S He’s wash'd, his gloomy skin apeaceful shade
For his white soul is made:

And now, T doubt not, the Eternal Dove

A Dblack-faced house will love

On the Mrracle of multiphed Loaves.

EE here an easy feast that knows no wouni,
@ That uniler hunger’s tecth will needs be found
A subtle harvest of unbounded bread.

What woull ye more? Iere food itself is fed

Upon the Sepulchre of our Lord.

_: Y d ; ERE, where our Lord once laid his Iead,
115 ':; Now the grave lies buried.
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The Widnw's Mites.
'W D mites, two drops, yet all her house and land,
@ Fallfroma steadyheart, thoughtrembling hond:
The other’swanton wealth foamshigh, andbrave;
The other cast away, she only gave,

Luvxke xv,
On the Prodigal.
ELL me, bright boy, tell me, my golden lud,
‘Whither away so frolic? why so glad ?
‘What all thy wealth in couneil ? all thy state ?
Are husks so dear? troth ’tis o mighty rate.

AT

On the still surviving Murks of our Suviour’s
Wounds.
AW IIATEVER story of their eruclty,
/& Or nuil, or thorn, or spear have writ in Thee,
Are in another sense
Stall legible ;
Sweet is the difference :
Once T did spell
Every red Ietter
A wound of Thine ;
Now, what is better,
Balsam for mine.

Acts v,
The Sick implore St. Peter’s Shadow.
"E NDLER thy shadow may I lurk awhile,
Y Death’s busy scarch I'll casily beguile :
LD Thy shadow, Peter, must show me the sun,
My light’s thy shadow’s shadow, or ’tis done.
c
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Mark vir.
The Dumb healed, and the People enjoined silence.
P HRIST bids the dumb tongue speak ; it
speaks : the sound
I He charges to be quict; it runs round.
If in the first ITe us’l Ilis finger'’s touch:
His hand’s whole strength here could not be too much.

MATTHEW XXVIIL
Come, see the place where the Lord lay.
ITIOW me Himself, Himself, bright Sir, D show
@ Which way my poor tears to Ilimself may go.
Were it enough to show the place, and say,
Look, Mary, here see where thy Lord onee lay ;

Then could I show these arms of mme and say,
Look, Mary, here see where thy Lord onee lay.

T'o Pontius washing his Hunds,

LY hands are wash’d, but O, the water’s spilt
That labour’d to have wash’d thy guilt:
The flood, if any can, thut can suffice,

Must have its fountain in thinc eyes.

To the Infant Murtyrs.

paxr 0, smiling svuls, your new-built cages break.

1 2 Tn Ieav’n you'lllearn to sing ere here to speak;
1% Nor let the milky fonts that bathe your thirst
Be your delay,
The place that calls you hence is, at the worst,
Milk all the way.
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On the Miracle of Loaves.

Magx 1v,
Why are ye afraid, O ye of little faith !

:\ Or, "cause Heaven’s face is dim,
His needs a cloud.
Was ever froward wind
That eould be so unkind,
Or wave so proud ?
The wind had need be angry, and the water black,
That to the mighty Nuptune’s self dare threaten wrack.

There is no storm but this
Of your own cowardice
That braves you out;
You are the storm that mocks
Yourselves ; you are the rocks
Of your own doubt :
Besides this fear of dunger there’s no danger here,
And he that here fears danger docs deserve his fear.

On the Blessed Viryin’s bashfulness.
HAT on her lap she casts her humble eye,
"Tis the swect pride of her humility.
Tho fair star is well fixt, for where, O where,
Could she have fixt it on & fairer sphere ?
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"Tis Heav’n,’tis Henv’n she sces, Heav’n’s God therelics;
She can sec Heaven, and ne’er lift up her eyes :

This new guest to her eyes new laws hath given,
"Twas once look up, ’tis now look down to Heaven.

Upon Lazarus’s Tears.
2 ICII Lazarus! richer in those gems, thy tears,
(0f }‘ Than Dives in the robes he wears :
A TTe seorns them now, but D, they’ll suit full well
With th’ purple he must wear in hell.

Two went up into the Temple to pray.
WO went to pray ? D rather say,
Dne went to brag, th’ other to pray.

One stanis up clvse, and treads on high,
Where th’ other dares not lend his cye.

Dne nearer to God’s altar trod,
The vther to the altar’s God.

Upon the Ass that bore our Saviour.

g ATH only anger an omnipotence
% In eloquence ?
Within the lips of love and joy doth dwell

No miracle ?

Why else had Balaam’s ass a tongue to chide
His master’s pride ?

And thou, Heaven-burthen’d beast, hast ne’er o worl
To praise thy Lord ?
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That he should find » tongue and vocal thunder,
‘Waes u great wonder;
But D, methinks ’tis a far greater one,
That thou find’st none.

MarTnew viiL

1 am not worthy that Thow shouldst come under my
Roof.

IIY Gold was making haste into thy roof,
@ Thy humble faith and fear keeps ITim aloof :
Il be thy guest ; becouse He may not be,
'l come—into thy house? No, into thee.

Upon the Powder-day.

% IIc to himself, T four the worst,
And lus own hope,

Hath shut these doors of heaven, that durst

Thus set them ope.

MATTHEW X.
The Blind cured by the Word of our Snvivur.
HOU speak’st the word, Thy word’s a luw ;
@ Thou spak’st, ond straight the blind man saw.
To spenk and meke the blind man see,
‘Was never man, Lord, spake like Thee.
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To speak thus was to speak, say 1,
Not to his car, but to his eye.

MArTuEW XXVIIL
And He answered them nothing.
MIGHTY Nothing ! unto thee,
2 Nothing, we vwe all things that be.
ESvS (Fol spake once when He all things made,
e saved all when e Nothing said.

The world was made of Nothing then ;

"Tis made by Nothing now agam.
-] =]

T'o our Lord, upon the Wuter marle Wine.

é 7} HOU water turn’st to wine, fair frieni of life;
A;;‘.’ﬁ E@{ Thy foe, tu cross the sweet arts of Thy reign,
S o Distils from thence the tears of wiath and strife,
Anl so turns wine to water back again.

MATTHEW XXII

Neither durst any Man from that day ask Him any
more Questions.

IDST all the dark and knotty snares,
Black wit or malice can or dares,

® Thy glorious wisdom breaks the nets,

And treads with uncontrolled steps.

Thy quell’d foes are not only now

Thy triumphs, but Thy trophies too:

They, both at once Thy conguests be,

And Thy conguest’s memory.

Stony amazement mukes them stand
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Waiting on Thy victorious hand,

Like statues fixéd to the fame

Of Thy renown, and their own shame :
As if they only meant to breathe,

To be the life of their own death,

"T'was time to hold their peace when they
Had ne’er nnother word to say:

Yt is their silence unto Thee,

The full sound of Thy vietory :

Their silence speaks aloud, and is

Thy well prenounced panegyris.

While they speak nothing, they speak all
Their share in Thy memorial.

Whilc they speak nothing, they proclaim
Thee with the shrillest trump of fame.
To hold their peace is all the ways

These wretches have to speak Thy praise.

Upon our Saviour’s Tomb, wherein never man was laid.

OW life and death in Thee

@
d

Agree!
Thou hadst a virgin womb
Aud tomb.
A Joseph did betroth
Them both.

It 1s better to go into Heaven with one Eye, &c.

SWNE Eye? athousandrather, and athousandmore,
4 To fix those full-faced glories. O, he’s poor

E>sat  Of eyes that has but Argus’ store ;

Yet, if thou'lt fill vne poor eye with Thy Heaven and

Thee,
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O grant, sweet Goodness, that one eye may be
All, anl every whit of me.

Luxr xi1.

Upon the dumb Devil cast vut, and the slanderovs
Jews put ty silence.

‘WD devils at one blow Thou hast laid flat,
@ A speaking devil this, u dumb one that;
Was’t Thy full victory’s fairer increase
That th’ one spuke, or that th’ other held his peace?

Lukr x.

And a certain Priest coming that way, looked on ham,
and passed by.

@ HY dost thou wound my wounds, O thou that
] pussest by,
Handling and turning them with an
unwounded eye ?
The calm that vools thine eye does shipwreek mine, for D,
Unmovel to see one wretched is to make him so!

LukE x1.
Blessed be the Paps which Thow hast sucked.

UPPDSE He had becen tabled at thy teats,
@ Thy hunger feels not what He eats:
He'll have His teat ere long, a bloody one,—
The mother then must suck the Son.
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o
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To Pontius washing his blood-stained Hands,

_' ~1.7“’- S murider no sin? or a sin so cheup,

) !\1 ?/ That thou nced’st heap
=2 ¥ A rape upon’t? till thy adult’rous touch
Tuught her these sullied cheeks, this blubber'd face.
She was a nymph, the meadows knew none such,

Df honest purentage, of unstain’d race,
The daughter of a fair and well-famed fountain,
As ever silver-tipp’d the side of shady mountuin,
Sce huw she weeps, and weeps, that she appears
Nothing but tears ;
Euch drop’s u tear thut weeps for her own waste.
ITark, how at cvery touth she does complain her!
Haurk, how she bids her frighted drops muake haste,
And with sud murmurs chides the hands that stain her!
Leave, leave for shame, or else, good judge, decree,
‘What water shall wash this, when this hath washid thee.

MATTHEW XXIIL
Ye build the Sepulchres of the Prophets.

110U trimm’st o Prophet’s tomb, and dost
@ bequeath
" The life thou took’st from him unto his death.
Vain mun! the stones that on his tomb do lic
Keep but the score of them that made him die,

Upon the Infant Martyrs.
D see both blended in one fluod,
@ The mothers” milk, the children’s blood,
; Makes me doubt if Heaven will gather
Roses hence, or lilies rather,
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Jonw xvr.
Verily I say unto you, Yo shall weep and lament.

9 ELCOME, my grief, my joy; how dear’s

Y\

To me my leguey of tears!

I'll weep, and weep, and will therefore
Weep, "cuuse 1 ean weep no more,

Thou, Thou, dear Lord, even Thou alone,
Giv'st joy, vven when Thou givest none.

JouN xv.
Upon our Lord’s last comfortable Discourse uith Ihs
Dusciples.
L. ybla’s honey, all that sweetness can,
Flows in thy song, O fair, 0 dying swan!
52 Yt s the joy I take in't small vr none;
It is too sweet to be u long-livel vne.

Luke avr.
Dives asking a Drop.
A DROP, one drop, how sweetly one fair drop
: u‘A; Would tremble on my pearl-tipp’d finger’s top!
* My wealth is gone, 0, go it where it will,
Spare this one jewel, I’ll be Dives still !

Manx xin.

Give to Cresar
And to God.

LL we have is God’s, and yet

V2, $0 M
, Ciesar challenges o debt;

* Nor hath God a thinner share,
Whatever Ceesur’s payments are ;
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Allis Goud’s; und yet, 'tis true,
All we have is Cwsar’s too.
Allis Ceesar’s; and what odds,
So long as Ciesar’s self is God’s ?

But now they have seen and hated.

EEN? and yet hated Thee? they did not see,
@ They saw Thee not, that saw snd hated Thee:
No, no, they saw Thee not, O Life! D Love!

Who saw sught in Thee that their hate could move ?

Upon the Crown of Thorns, taken from our Blessed.
Lord's Head, all bloody.
M55 N OW’ST thou this, soldier? *tis a much
i changed plant, which yet
y Thyself didst set.
*Tis changed indeed; did Autumn ¢’cr such beautics bring
To shane his Spring ?*
0! who so hard an husbandman did ever find
A soil so kind ?
Is not the soil a kind one which returns
Roses for thorns?

She began to wash His Feet with Tears and wipe them
with the Huirs of her Head.

TN ER eycs’ flood licks His feet’s fair stain,
A

Hoer hair’s flame licks up that ngain,
e This flame thus quench’d hath brighter beams,
This flood thus stainéd fairer streams.

® These two lines are not in the version of the Paris edition
of 1652.
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On St. Peter cutting off Mulchus's Ear.
Q # ELL, Peter, dost thou wield thy active sword ;
&t‘) & Well for thyself, I mean, not for thy Lord.
w5 Ty strike at cars is to take hzed there be
No witness, Peter, of thy perjury.

JouN .
But Men loved Darkness rather than Light.
HE world's Light shines: shine as it will,
@ The world will love its darkness still ;
I doubt though, when the world’s in hell,
Tt will not love its darkness half so well.

Acts xan,
I am ready not only to be bound but to die.
=\ OME death, come bands, nor dv you shrink,
7 my ears,
At those hard words man’s cowardice callsfears.
Save those of fear, no other bands fear I;
Nor uvther death than this; the fear to die.

On 8t. Peter casting away his Nets at our Saviour’s
Call.
HOU hast the art on’t, Peter, and canst tell
To cast thy nets on all oecasions well,
When Christ calls, and thy nets would have
thee stay,
To cast them well’s to cast them quite away.
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Our Lord in His Circumcision to His Father.

D Thee these first-fruits of my growing death,
@ For what clse is my life ? lo! T bequeath.
Taste this, and as Thou lik’st this lesser flood,
Expect o sea, my heart shall make it good.
Thy wrath that wades here now ere long shall swim,
The flvod-gate shall be set wide vpe for him.
Then let him drink, and drink, and do his worst,
To drown the wantonness of his wild thirst.
Now’s but the nonage of my pains, my feurs
Are yet both in their hopes, not eome to yesrs,
The day of my dark woes is yet but morn,
My tears but tender, and my death new-born.
Yet may these unfledged griefs give fate some guess,
These cradle-torments have their towardness ;
Thesc purple buds of blovming death may be
Erst the full stature of a fatal tree;
And, till my riper woes to age are come,
This knife may be the spear’s preludium.

On the Wounds of owr crucified Lord.
=¥ THESE wakeful wounds of Thine !
{ Are they mouths? or are they eyes?
>v<=' Be they mouths, or be they eyne,
Each bleeding part some one supplies.

Lo, a mouth ! whose full-bloom’d lips
At too dear a rate are roses.

Lo, a blovd-shot eye! that weeps
And many o cruel tear discloses.
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D thou that on this foot hast lanl
Many a kiss and many n tear,

Now thou shalt have all 1epaid,
Whatsocer thy charges were,

This foot hath got a mouth and lips,
To pay the sweet sum of thy hisses;

To pay thy tears, un eye that weeps,
Instead of tears, such gems us this is.

The difference only this appears,
Nor can the change offend,

The debt is paul i ruby tears,
Whirh thou in pemls didst lend.

On our crucified Lord, naked and blsody.

IT’ have left Thee naked, Lord; D that they had !
@ This garment, too, T would they had denied.
N Thee with Thysclf they have too 1ichly elad,
Opening the purple wardrobe of Thy side.

0 never could there garment be too gool
For Thee to wear, but this of Thine own blood !

Easter-day.

ISE, Heir of fresh Eternity,

From thy virgin-tomb :

Rise, mighty Man of wonders, and Thy world
with Thee;
Thy tomb, the universal East,
Nuture’s new womb,

Thy temb, fair Immortaslity’s perfumdd nest.
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Df all the glories make noon gay
This is the morn ;
This rock buds forth the fountain of the streama of day;
In joy’s white annals lives this hour,
When life was born,
No cloud-scuwl on his radiant lids, no tempest-lower.

Life, by this light’s nativity,
All creatures have;
Death only by this day’s just doom is forced to die.
Nor is death forced ; for may he lic
Throned in thy grave,
Death will on this condition be content to die.

On the bleeding Wounds of owr crucified Lord.

N ESU, no more, it is full tide ;

R From Thy head and from Thy feet,
From Thy hands and from Thy side,

All Thy purple rivers meet.

What nced Thy fair head bear o part
In showers? asif Thine eyes had none;
‘What need they help to drown Thine heart,
That strives in torrents of its own ?

Thy restless fect now cannot go,
For us and our eternal good,

As they were ever wont! What though
They swim, alas! in their own flood ?
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Thy hands to give, Thou canst not lift ;
Yet will Thy hand still giving be ;
It gives, but D, itself’s the gift:
It gives though bound, though bound ’tis free.

But O, Thy side; Thy deep digg’d side
That hath o double Nilus going,

Nor cver was the Pharian tide
Half 50 fruitful, half so flowing.

Water’d by the showers they bring,

The thorns that Thy blest brows cncloses,
A cruel and u costly spring,

Conceive proud hopes of proving roses.*

No hair so small but pays his river
To this Red Sea of Thy blood,

Their little channels can deliver
Something to the general flood.

But, while T speak, whither ure run
All the rivers named before ?

I counted wrong ; there is but one:
But O, that one is one all vcr.

Rain-swoll’n rivers may rise proud,
Bent all to drown anl vverflow ;

But when indeed all’s overflow’d,
They themselves are drowntd too.

* This verse'is not in the version of the Paris edition of 1652.
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This Thy blood’s deluge, a dire chance,
Dear Lori, to Thee, to us is found
A deluge of deliverance,
A deluge lest we should be drown’d.

Ne'er wast Thou, in a sense so sadly true,
The well of iving waters, Lord, till now!

Sumson to his Delilah.
-

(X RULL, could not once blinding me suffice ?
‘When first I look’d on thee I lost mine eyes.

PsaLm xxrin.
P APPY me! D happy shecp!
i Whom my Gud vouchsafes to keep ;
%5 Fyen my God, cven He it is
That pomts me to these wuys of bliss ;
Dn whose pastures eheerful Spring
All the year doth sit and sing,
And, rejoicing, smiles to see
Their green bucks wear hus hvery.
Pleasure sings my soul to rest,
Plenty wears me at her breast,
Whose sweet temper teaches me
Nor wanton nor in want to be.
At my feet the Dlubb’ring mountain,
‘Weeping, melts intv a fountain,
‘Whose soft silver-sweating streams
Make high noon forget his beams.
‘When my wayward breath is flying
He calls home my soul from dying,

D
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Strokes and tames my rabid grief,
And does woo me into life:

‘When my simple weakness struys,
Tangled in forbidden ways,

He, my Shepherd, is my guide,
He’s before me, on my side,

And behind me, He beguiles

Craft in all her knotty wiles :

He expounds the giddy wonder

Of my weary steps, and under
Spreads a path clear as the day,
‘Where no churlish rub says nay
To my joy-conducted feet,

‘Whilst they gladly go to meet
Grace and Pence, to mect new lays
Tuned to my great Shepherd’s praise.
Come now all ye terrors, sully,
Muster forth into the valley,
Where triumphant darkness hovers
With a sable wing, that covers
Brooding horror.  Come thou, Death,
Let the damps of thy dull breath
Overshadow even the shade,

Ani make darkness’ self afraid ;
There my fect, even there shall find
Way for a resolvéd mind.

Still my Shepherd, still my God,
Thou art with me; still Thy rod,
And Thy staff, whose influcnce
Gives direction, gives defence,

At the whisper of Thy word
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Crown'd abundance spreads my boord :
While T feast, my foes do feed

Their rank malice, not their need ;

So that with the selfsame bread

They are starved, and I am fed.

How my head in ointment swims !
How my cup o’crlooks her brims !

So, even so still may I move

By the line of Thy doar love ;

Still may Thy sweet merey spread

A shady arm above my head,

About my puths ; so shall I find

The fuir centre of my mind,

Thy temple, and those lovely walls
Bright ever with a beam that falls
Fresh from the pure glance of Thine vye,
Lighting to Eternity.

There I'll dwell for cver, there

Will I find u purer air.

To feed my life with, there I'll sup
Bulm and nectar in my cup,

And thence my ripe soul will I breathe
Waurm into the srms of death.

PsaLM cxaxvin
SN the proud banks of great Euphrates’ ool
There we sat, and there we wept:
vl Dur harps, that now no music understood,
Noddmg on the willows slept,
‘While unhappy captives we,
Lovely Sion, thought on thee.
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They, they that snatch’d us from our country’s breast
Would huve a song carved to their ears
In Hebrew numbers, then, O cruel jest !
When harps and hearts were drown’d in tears:
Come, they cried, come, sing and play
One of Sion’s songs to day.

Sing? play? to whom shall we sing or play
If not, Jerusalem, to thee?
Ah! thee, Jerusalem ; ah! sooner may
This hand forget the mastery
Of music’s duinty touch, than I
The music of thy memory.

Which when I lose, O may at once my tongue
Lose this same busy speaking art,
Unperck’d, her voeal arterics unstrung,
No more acquainted with my heart,
On my dry palate’s roof to rest
A wither'll leaf, an idle guest !

Nb, no, thy good, Sion, alone must erown
The head of all my hope-nursed joys.
But, Edom, cruel thou! thou ericdst, Down, down
Sink Sion, down, and never rise !
Her falling thou didst urge and thrust,
And haste to dash her into dust !

Dost laugh ? proud Babel’s daughter! Do, laugh on,
Till thy ruin teach thee tears;
Even such as these, laugh, till a "venging throng
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Of woes too late do rouse thy fears;
Laugh, till thy children’s bleeding bones
Weep precious tears upon the stones !

QUEM VIDISTIS PASTORES, ETC.
A Hymn of the Natwity, sung by the Shepherds.

Cuonus.

. OME, we shepherds whose blest sight
@ Hath met Love’s noon in Nature’s night ;
" Come, lift we up our lofticr song,

And wuke the sun that lies too long.

To all our world of well-stol'n joy
He slept, and drcamt of no such thing,
While we found out Heaven’s fairer eye,
And kiss’d the eradle of vur King ;
Tell him he rises now too late
To show us aught worth looking at.

Tell him we now can show him more
Than he ¢’er show’l to mortal sight,
Than he himself ¢’er saw before,
Which to be seen neeils not his light
Tell him, Tityrus, where th’ hast been,
Tell him, Thyrsis, what th’ hast seen.

Tirynus.
Gloomy night cmbraced the place
‘Where the noble infant lay :
The babe look’d up, snd shuw’d His face,
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In spite of darkness it was day.
It was Thy day, sweet, and did rise,
Not from the East, but from Thy cycs.
Chorus. It was Thy day, swcet, &c.

TuyraIs.

Winter chid aloud, and sent

The angry North to wage his wars:
The North forgot his fierce intent,

And left perfumes instead of scars.
By thuse sweet eyes’ persuasive powers,
Where he meant frosts he scatter’d flowers.

Churus. By those sweet eyes’, &e.

Bors.
We saw Thee in Thy balmy nest,
Young dawn of vur eternal duy;
We suw Thine eyes break from the East,
And chase the trembling shades away :
We saw Thee, and we blest the sight,
We saw Thee by Thine vwn sweet light.

TrTYRUS.
Poor world, said I, what wilt thou do

To entertain this starry stranger ?
Is this the best thou canst bestow—

A cold end not too cleanly manger?
Contend, the powers of heaven end varth,
To fit a bed for this huge birth.

Chorus. Contend, the powers, &¢.
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THyRsIS.
Proud world, said I, cease your contest,
And let the mighty babe alone,
The phenix builds the phenix’ nest,
Love’s architecture is His own.
The babe, whose birth cmbraves this morn,
Muade His own bed ere He was born.
Chorus. The babe whose birth, &c.

TiryYRuUs,
I saw the curl’d drops, soft and slow,
Come hovering o’er the place’s head,
Off’ring their whitest sheets of snow,
To furnish the fair infant’s bed.
Forbear, said I, be not tvo boll,
Your fleece is white, but ’tis too cold.

THyRsI8,
I saw th’ obscquious seraphim
Their rusy fleece of fire bestow,
For well they now can spare their wings,
Since Heaven itself lies here below.
Well done, said I; but are you sure

Your down, so warm, will pass for pure?
Chorus. Well done, said I, &e.

Borta.
No, no, your King’s not yet to seek
Where to repuse His royal head ;
See, see huow soon His new-bloom’d cheek
"T'wint mother’s brensts is gone to bed.



40 STEPS TO THE TEMPLE.

Sweet choice, said we, no way but sv,
Not to lie cold, yet sleep in snow !
Chorus. Sweet choice, said we, &c.

Fowr Cuonvs.
Weleome all wonders in one sight !
Eternity shut in o span!
Summer in winter! day in night!

CHonvus,
Heaven in carth! and God in mun!
Great little one, whose all-embracing birth
Lifts carth to Ieaven, stoops Heaven to carth !

Welcome, tho’ nor to gold, nor silk,
To more than Casar’s birthright is -
Two sister sens of virgin’s milk,
With meny a rarcly-temper’d kiss,
That breathes at once both maid and mother,
Warms in the one, cools in the other.

She sings Thy tears asleop, and dips
Hor kisses in Thy weeping eye;

She spreals the red leaves of Thy lips,
That in their buds yet blushing lic.
She *gainst those mother diamonds tries
The points of her young eagle’s eyes.*

Welcome—tho’ not to those gay flies,
Gilded i’ th’ beams of earthly kings,
Slippery souls in smiling cyes—

* This verse is not 1n the version of the Paris edition of 1652,
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But to poor shepherds, homespun things,
‘Whose wealth’s their flocks, whose wit’s to be
Well read in their simplicity.

Yet, when young April’s husband show’rs
Shall bless the fruitful Maia’s bed,
We'll bring the first-born of her flowers,
To kiss Thy fect, and crown Thy head.
To Thee, dread Lomb ! whose love must keep
The shepherds while they feed their sheep.

To Thee, meck Mujesty, soft King

Of simple graces and sweet loves !
Each of us his lamb will bring,

Each his pair of silver doves!
At last, in fire of Thy fair cycs,
Ourselves become our own best suerifice !




SOUSPETTO D’HERODE.

LIBRD PRIMD.

ARGOMENTO,

CaSTING the times with their strong signs,
Death’s master His vwn death divines;
Struggling for help, His best hope is
Herod’s suspicion may heal His :

Therefore ﬁ)e sends a friend to wake

The sleeping tyrant’s fond mistalke,

Who fears, In vain, that He whose birth
Means heav’n should meddle with his earth.

Hateisthy theme,and Herod; whose unblest
Hand—sv what dares not jealous great-

ness ’—tore
A thousand sweet babes from their mothers’ breust,
The blooms of martyrdom. O, be a door
Of language to my infant lips, ye best
Df confessors ! whose throats, answering his swords,
Gave forth your blood for breath, spoke souls forwords,

Great Anthony! Spain’s well-beseeming pride,
Thou mighty branch of emperors and kings ;
The beauties of whose dawn what eye may bide,
Which with the sun himself weighs equal wings!
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Map of heroie worth! whom far and wide

To the believing world Fame boldly sings :
Deign thou to wear this humble wreath that bows
To be the sacred honour of thy brows.

Nor needs my Muse a blush, or these bright flow’rs,

Other than what their own blest beauties bring ;

They were the smiling sons of those sweet bow'rs

That drink the dew of life, whose deathless spring

Nor Syrian flume, nor Borean frost deflow’rs:

From whence heav’n-labouring bees, with busy wing,
Suck hidden sweets, which well-digested proves
Immortal honey for the hive of loves.

Thou, whose strong hand, with so transcendent worth,
Holds high the reign of fair Purthenope,
That neither Rome nor Athens can bring forth
A nome in noble decis rival to thee !
Thy fame’s full nvisc makes proud the patient earth,
Far more thun matter for my Muse and me.
The Tyrrhene seas and shores sound all the same,
And in their murmurs keep thy mighty name!

Below the bottom of the great sbyss,

There, where one centre reconciles all things,

The world’s profound heart pants; there placéd is

Mischief’s old muster: close ebout him clings

A curl'd knot of embracing snakes, that kiss

1is vorrespondent cheeks : thesc loathsome strings
Iold the perverse prince in eternal ties,
Fast bound, since first he forfeited the skies,
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The judge of torments, and the king of tears,

He fills a burnish’d throne of quenchless fire :

And, for his old fair robes of light, he wears

A gloomy mantle of dark flames ; the tire

That crowns his hated head, on high appears,

‘Where scven tall horns, his empire’s pride, aspire :
And, to make up hell’s mujesty, cach horn
Seven crested Hydras horribly adorn.

His cyes, the sullen dens of death and night,

Startle the dull air with a dismal red:

Such his fell glances as the fatal light

Of staring comets, that look kingdoms dead :

From his black nostrils and blue lips, in spite

Of hell’s own stink, a worser stench is spread :
His breath hell’s lightning is: and each deep groan
Disduins to think that heav’n thunders alone.

His flaming eyes’ dire exhalation

Unto u dreadful pile gives fiery breath ;

Whose unconsumed consumption preys upon

The never-dying life of u long death.

In this sad housc of slow destruction,

ITis shop of flumes, he fries himself, beneath
A mass of woes ; his teeth for torment gnash,
‘While bis steel sides svund with his tail’s strong lash.

Three rigorous virgins, waiting still behind,

Assist the throne of th’ iron-seeptred king :

With whips of thorns and knotty vipers twined

They rouse him, when his rank thoughts need s sting :
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Their locks are beds of uncomb’d snakes, that wind
About their shady brows in wanten rings:
Thus reigns tho wrathful king, and while he reigns,
His sceptre and himself both he disdains.

Disdainful wreteh ! how hath one bold sin cost
Thec ull the beautics of thy once bright eyes!
How hath one black celipse cancell’'d and crost
The glories that did gild thee in thy rise!
Proud morning of a perverse day! how lost
Art thou unto thyself, thou too self-wise
Narcissus! foolish Phacton! who, for all
Thy high-uim’d hopes, gain’dst but a flaming fall.

From death’s sad shudes to the life-breathing air,

This mortal cnemy to munkind’s good

Lifis his malignant cyes, wasted with care,

To beeome beautiful in human blood :

‘Where Jordan melts his erystal, to make fair

The fields of Palestine, with so pure u flood,
There does he fix his eyes: and there detect
New matter, to make goud his great suspect.

He ealls to mind th’ old quarrel, and what spark
Set the contending sons of heav'n on fire :
Oft in his deep thought he revolves the durk
Sibyl’s divining Icaves: he does enguire
Into th’ old prophecies, trembling to mark
How many present prodigics conspire
To crown their past predictions ; both he lays
Together, mn his pond’rous mind both weighs.
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Heaven’s golden-wingtd herald late he saw
To & poor Galilean virgin sent;
How luw the bright youth bow’d, and with what awe
Immortal flow’rs to her fair hand present.
He saw th’ old ITebrew’s wumb neglect the law
Of age and barrenncss, and her babe prevent
His birth, by his devotion, who began
Betimes to be a saint, before & man,

He saw rich nectar-thaws release the rigour

Of th’icy North; from frost-bound Atlas’ hunds

His adamantine fetters fall ; green vigour

Gladding the Scythian rucks and Libyan sands :

He saw & vernal smile sweetly disfigure

Winter’s sad face, and through the flow’ry lands
Of fair Engaddi, honey-sweating fountains
‘Withmanna,milk, and balm,new broachthe mountuins.

He saw how, in that blest day-bearing night,

The heav’'n-rebukéd shades mude haste away ;

How bright a dawn of angels with new light

Amazed the midnight world, ond made a day

Of which the murning knew not; mad with spite,

He mark’d how the poor shepherds run to poy
Their simple tribute to the babe, whose birth
‘Was the great business both of heav’n and earth,

He saw & threefold sun, with rich increase,
Make proud the ruby portals of the East;
He saw the temple sacred to sweet Peace,
Adore her Prince’s birth, flat on her breast ;
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Il saw the falling idols all confess

A coming Deity ; he saw the nest
Of pois’nous and unnatural loves, earth-nurst,
Touch’d with the worll’s true antidote, to burst.

He saw heav'n blussom with & new-born light,

On which, as un a glorivus strunger, gazed

The golden eyes of night; whose beam made bright

The way to Bethle’m, and as boldly blazed,

Nor ask’d leave of the sun, by duy as night;

By whom, a3 heav'n’s illustrious handmaid, raised,
Three kings, or, what is more, three wise men went
‘Westward to find the world’s true orient.

Struck with these great concurrences of things.
Symptoms so dendly unto death and him,
Fain would he have furgot what fatal strings
Eternully bind each rebellivus limb,
e shook himself, and spread his spacious wings :
‘Which, like two bosom’d sails, embrace the dim
Air with a dismal shade ; but all in vain,
Of sturdy adamant is his strong chain.

While thus heav’n’s highest counsels, by the low
Footsteps of their effects, he traced too well,
He toss’d his troubled eyes, embers that glow
Now with new rage, and wax too hot for hell.
With his foul elaws he fenced his furrow’d brow,
Anl gave a ghustly shrick, whose horrid yell
Run trembling through the hollow vaults of night,
The while his twisted tail ho gnaw’l for spite.
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Yet on the other side fain would he start
Above his fears, and think it cannot be:
He studics Seripture, strives to sound the heart,
And fecl the pulse of every prophevy ;
He knuws, but knows not how, or by what art,
The heav’n-expecting ages hope to sec
A mighty babe, whose pure, unspotted birth
From a chuste virgin womb should bless the earth.

But these vast mysterics his senses smother,
And reason—for what’s faith to him ?—decvour:
How she that is u maid should prove u mother,
Yet keep inviolate her virgin flow’r;
How God’s Eternal Son should be man’s brother,
Poseth his proudest intellectual pow’r ;

How a pure spirit should incarnate be,

And life itself wear death’s frail Jivery.

That the great angel-blinding light should shrnk
His blazc, to shine i a poor shepherd’s eye;
That the unmeusured God so low should sink,
As pris'ner in a few poor rags to lie;
That from ITis mother’s breast He milk should drink
Who feeds with nectar heav’n’s fuir family ;
That a vile munger 1lis low bed should prove
Who thunders on a throne of stars above ;

That He whom the sun serves should faintly pecp
Through clouds of infant flesh ; that He, the old
Eternal Word, should be & child, and weep;
That He who made the fire should fear the cold ,
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That heav'n’s high mujesty His court should keep
In a clay-cottage, by each blast controll'd ;
That glory’s self should serve vur griefs and fears;
And free cternity submit to years:

And further, that the law’s eternal giver

Should bleed in His own law’s obedience ;

And to the circumeising knife deliver

Himself, the forfeit of his sluves’ offence ;

That the unblemish’d Lamb, blessed for ever,

Shoull take the mark of sin, and pain of scnse;
These are the knotty riddles, whose dark doubt
Entangles his lost thoughts, past finding vut,

‘While new thoughts boil’d in his cnragéd breast,

His gloomy bosom’s darkest choracter

‘Was in his shady forehead seen expresy'd.

The forehend’s shade, in gricf’s expression there,

Is what in sign of joy among the blest

The face’s light’ning, or a smile is here.
Those stings of care thut his strong henrt oppress’d,
A desperate 0 me! drew from his deep breast.

O me ! thus bellow’d he; O me! what great
Portents before mine eyes their pow’rs udvance ?
And scrve my purer sight, only to beat
Down my proud thought, and leave it in a trance ?
Frown I; and can great nuture keep her scat ?
And the gay stars lead on their golden dance ?
Can His attempts above still prosp’rous be,
Auspicious still, in spite of bell and me?
B
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Hehasmyheaven—whut would He more?—whose bright
And radiant sceptre this buld hand should bear;
And for the never-fading fields of light,
My fair inheritance, he confines me here,
To this dark house uf shudes, horror, and night,
To draw a long-lived death, where all my cheer
Is the solemnity my sorrow wears,
That mankind’s torment waits upon my tears,

Dark, dusky man, Ie needs would single forth,

To make the partner of His own pure ray:

And should we pow’rs of ITeav’n, spirits of worth,

Bow our bright heads before a king of clay ?

Tt shall not be, suid I, and clomb the North,

‘Where never wing of angel yet made way:
‘What though I miss’d my blow? yet I stroke high,
And to dare something is some victory.

TIs e not satisfied” Means He to wrest

Hell from me too, and sack my territories ?

Vile human nature means He not £ invest,—

O my despite ! —with ITis divinest glories ?

And rising with rich spoils upon His breast,

With His fair triumphs fill all future stories ?
Must the bright arms of heaven rebuke these eyes?
Mock me, and dazzle my dark mysteries ?

Art thou not Lucifer ? he to whom the droves

Of stars that gild the morn in charge were given?
The nimblest of the lightning-wingtd loves ?

The fairest, and the first-born smile of heaven ?
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Look in what pomp the mistress planet moves,
Rev'rently circled by the lesser seven;
Such, and sp rich, the flumes that from thine eyes
Oppress’d the common people of the skics.

Ah, wreteh ! what boots thee to cast back thy eyes
Where dawning hope no beam of comfort shows ?
While the reflection of thy forepast joys
Renders thee double to thy present woes;
Rather make up to thy new miseries,
And meet the mischicf that upon thee grows.
If hell must mourn, heav’n sure shall sympathise ;
‘What force cannot cffect, fraud shall devise.

And yet whose force fear 1?7 Have T so lost

Myself? my strength, too, with my innocence ?

Come, try who dares, heav’n, earth, whate’er dost boast

A borrow’ll being, make thy bold defence:

Come, thy Creator, too; what though it cost

Me yet o sceond fall? we'd try our strengths.
Heaven saw us struggle once, as brave a fight
Larth now should sce, and tremble at the sight.

Thus spoke th’ impaticut prince, and made a pause;
His foul hags raised their heads, and clapp’d their hands:
And all the powers of hell, in full applause,
Flourish’dl their snokes, and toss’d their flaming brands.
We, said the horrid sisters, wait thy laws,
Th’ vbsequivus handmaids of thy high commands ;

Be it thy part, hell’s mighty lord, to lay

On us thy drend communds, ours to obey.
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What thy Alectv, what these hands can do,
Thou mad’st bold proof upon the brow of heav’n ;
Nor should’st thou bate in pride, because that now
To these thy sooty kingdoms thou urt driven:
Let heav’ns Lord chide above, louder thun thou,
In language of His thunder, thou art cven
‘With Him below: here thou art lord alone,
Boundless and absolute: hell is thine vwn.

If usual wit and strength will do no good,
Virtues of stones, nor herbs: usc stronger charms,
Anger, and love, best hooks of human blool.
If ull fail, we’ll put on vur proudest arms,
And pouring on heav’n’s face the sea’s huge flood,
Quench his curl’d fires ; we’ll wake with our wlarms
Ruin, where’er she sleeps at Nature’s feet,
And crush the world till his wide corners meet.

Replied the proud king, D my crown’s defence !

Stay of whose strong hopes, you of whose brave worth

The frighted stars took faint experience,

When ’gainst the thunder’s mouth we marchdd forth :

Still you are prodigal of your love’s expence

In our great projeets, both ’gainst heav’n and carth:
I thunk you all, but one must single out,—
Cruelty, she alone shall cure my doubt.

Fourth of the curséd knot of hags is she,
Or rather all the other three in one;
Hell’s shup of slaughter sho does oversee,
And still assists the execution:



STEPS T0O THE TEMPLE. 53

But chiefly there does she delight to be

Where hell’s capacious cauldron is set on:
Anid while the black souls boil in their own gore,
To hold them down, and look that none seethe o’er.

Thrice how!’d the caves of night, and thrice the sound,

Thund’ring upun the banks of those black lakes,

Rung through the hollow vaults of hell profound:

At lust her hist'ning cars the noise o’ertakes,

She lifts her sooty lamps, and looking round,

A gen’ral hiss, from the whole tire of snakes
Rebounding, through hell’s inmost caverns came,
In answer to her formidable name.

’Moungst all the palaces in hell’s command,
No one o meredess as this of hers.
The adamantine doors for ever stand
Impenctrable, both to pray’rs and tears ;
The wall’s inexorable steel no hand
Of Time or tecth of hungry Ruin fears,
Their ugly ornaments are the bloody stains
Of ragged limbs, torn skulls, and dash’d out brains.

There has the purple Vengeance a proud seat,

‘Whose ever-brandish’d sword is sheath’d in blood :

About her Hate, Wrath, War, and Slaughter sweat,

Bathing their hot limbs in life’s precious flood.

There rude, impetuous Rage does storm und fret :

And there, as master of this murd’ring brood,
Swinging & huge scythe, stands impartial Dceath,
‘With endless business almost out of breath,
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For hangings and for vurtains, all along

The walls—abominable ornaments !'—

Are tools of wrath, anvils of torments hung ;

Fell exccutioners of foul intents,

Nails, hummers, hatchets sharp, and halters strong,

Swords, spears, with all the fatal instruments
Of sin, and death, twice dipp’d in the dirc stuins
Of brothers” mutual blood, and fathers” brains.

The tables furnish’d with a curséd feast,
‘Which Harpics with lean Fumine feed upon,
Unfill'd for ever. Here, among the rest,
Inhuman Erisichthon, too, makes one ;
Tantalus, Atreus, Progne, here are guests:
‘Wolvish Lycaon here a place hath won.
The cup they drink in is Medusa’s skull,
‘Which, mix’d with gall and blood, they quaff brim full.

The foul queen’s most abhorrdd maids of honour,
Medea, Jezebel, many a meagre witch,
With Circe, Scylla, stand to wait upon her;
But her best housewives are the Parcee, which
Still work for her, and have their wages from her;
They prick a bleeding heart at cvery stitch ;
Her cruel clothes of costly threads they weave,
‘Which short-cut lives of murder’d infants leave.

The house is hears’d about with a black wood,
Which nods with many & heavy-headed tree ;
Each flower’s a pregnant poison, tried and good :
Each herb a plague: the winds’ sighs timéd be
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By a black fount, which weeps into a floud.
Through the thick shades obscurely might you sce
Minotaurs, Cyclopses, with a dark drove
Of Dragons, Hydras, Sphinxes, fill the grove,

Here Diomed’s horses, Phercus’ dogs uppenr,

With the fierce lions of Therodamas ;

Busiris has his bloody altar here ;

Here Sylla his severest prison has ;

The Lestrigonians here their table rear;

Here strong Proerustes plants his bed of brass;
Here cruel Seyron buasts Ins bloody rocks,
And hateful Sehinas his so feartd oaks.

Whautever sehemes of blood. fantastic frames

Of death Mezentius, or Geryon drew ;

Phalaris, Ochus, Ezelinus, names

Mighty in mischicf, with dread Nero too;

Here are they all; here all the swords or flamee

Assyrian tyrants, or Egyptian knew.
Such was the house, so furnish’d was the hall,
Whenee the fourth Fury answer'd Pluto’s call

Scarce to this monster could the shady king

The horrid sum of his intentions tell ;

But she, swift as the momentary wing

DOf lightning, or the words he spoke, left hell.

She rose, and with her to our world did bring

Pale proof of her fell presence, th’ air too well,
With a changed countenance, witnessid the fight,
And poor fowls intercepted in-their flight.
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Heav'n saw her rise, and saw hell in the sight.

The fields’ fuir eyes saw her, and saw no more,

But shut their flow’ry lids; for ever night

And winter strow her way: yea, such n sore

Is she to nature, that a genoral fright,

An universal palsy spreading o’er
The face of things, from her dive cyes haid run,
Haud not her thick snakes hid them from the sun.

Now had the night’s companion from her den,
‘Where all the busy day she close doth lie,
‘With her soft wing wiped from the brows of men
Day’s sweat; and by a gentle tyranny,
Ani sweet oppression, kindly cheating them
Df all their cares, tamed the rebellious eye
Of sorrow ; with a soft and downy hand
Scaling all breasts in a Lethaan band.

‘When the Lrinnys her black pinions spread,

And came to Bethle’m, where the crucl king

Had now retired himself, and borrowéd

His breast awhile from care’s unguict sting.

Such as at Thebes’ dire feast she show’d her head,

Her sulphur-breathéd torches brandishing,
Such to the frighted palace now she comes,
And with soft feet searches the silent rooms,

By proud usurping Herod now was borne
The sceptre, which of old great David sway’d.
‘Whose right by David’s Iineage so long worn,
Himsclf u stranger to, his own had made:
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And from the head of Judal’s house quite torn

The crown; fur which upon their necks he Inid
A sad yoke, under which they sigh’d in vain,
And, looking on their lust state, sigh’d again,

Up through the spucious palace passid she,

To where the king’s proudly-repostd head—

If any can be soft to Tyranny

Ani self-tormenting sm—hal o soft bed.

She thinks net fit such he her face should sce,

As it is seen by hell; and seen with dread :
To change her face’s style she doth devise,
And in a pale ghost’s shape to spare his eyes,

Hersclf awhile she Iays aside, and makes

Ready to personate a mortal part.

Joseph the king’s dead brother’s shape she tukes,

‘What he by nature was, she is by art,

She comes to th’ king, wnd with her cold hand slakes

His spirits, the sparks of life, and chills his heart,
Life’s forge; feign’d is her voiee, nnd false, too, be
IIer words—Sleep’st thou, fond man? Sleep’st thou?

said she.

So sleeps a pilot whose poor bark is press’d

With many o merciless o’er-mast'ring wave ;

For whom, as deal, the wrathful winds contest,

Which of them deep’st shall dig her wat’ry grave.

‘Why dost thou let thy brave soul lie suppress’d

In death-like slumbers, while thy dangers crave
A waoking eye and hand ? Look up, und see
The fates ripe in their great conspiracy.
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Know’st thou not how of th’ Hebrew’s royal stem—

That old dry stock—a despair’d branch is sprung,

A most strange babe! who here, conccal’d by them,

In a neglected stuble lies, nmong

Beasts und base straw: alrendy is the stream

Quite turn’d: th’ ingrateful rebels this their young
Master, with voice free as the trump of Fame,
Their new king, and thy successor proclaim.

‘What busy motions, what wild engines stand

On tiptoe in their giddy brains ? th’ have fire

Already in their bosoms ; and their hand

Alrcady reaches at o sword: they hire

Poisons to specd thee ; yet through ull the land

‘What one comes to reveal what they conspire ?
Go now, make much of these ; wage still their wars,
And bring home on thy breast more thankless scars.

‘Why did I spend my life, and spill my blvod,

That thy firm hand for ever might sustain

A well-pois’d sceptre ? Does it now seem good

Thy brother’s blood be spilt, life spent in vain ?

>Grainst thy own sons and brothers thou hast stood

In arms, when lesser cause was to complain :
And now cross fates a watch about thee keep—
Cun’st thou be careless now, now can’st thou sleep ?

Where art thou, man? What cowardly mistake

Of thy great sclf hath stol’'n king Herod from thee?
D, call thyself home to thyself; wake, wake,

Ani fence the hanging sword heav’n throws upon thee:



STEPS TO THE TEMPLE. 59

Redeem a worthy wrath ; rouse thee, and shake
Thysclf into » shape that may become thee :
Be Herod, and thou shalt not miss from me
Immortal stings to thy great thoughts and thee.

So said, her richest snake, which to her wrist

For a beseeming bracelet she had tied—

A special worm it was as ever kiss'd

The foamy lips of Cerberus—she applied

To the king's heart ; the snake no sooncr hiss’d,

But virtue heard it, and away she hied;
Dirc flumes diffuse themselves through every vein :
This done, home to her hell she hied amain.

He wakes, and with him, ne’er to sleep, new fears:

His sweat-bedewtd bed had now betray’d him

To a vast field of thorns; ten thousand spears,

All pointed in hus heart, scem’d to invade him :

So mighty were th’ smazing charncters

With which his feeling dream had thus dismay’d him,
He Ius own fancy-framtd focs defies:
Inrege, My arms! Give me my arms! he crics,

As when a pile of food-preparing fire

The breath of artifivial lungs embraves,

The cuuldron-prison’d waters straight conspire,

And beat the hot brass with rebellious waves ;

He murmurs and rebukes their bold desire ;

Th’ impatient liquor frets, and foams, and raves;
Till his o’crflowing pride suppress the flame,
Whence his high spirits und hot cvurage came.
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So boils the firéd Herod’s blood-swoll'n breast,

Not to be slaked but by u sea of blood :

His faithless crown he feels loose on his crest,

‘Which on false tyrant’s head ne’er firmly stood :

The worm of jealous envy and unrest,

To which his gnow’d heart is the growing food,
Mukes him impatient of the ling’ring light,
Hate the sweet peace of all-composing night.

A thousand prophecies that talk strange things

Had sown of old these doubts in his decp brenst ;

And now of late came tributary kings,

Bringing him nothing but new feurs from th’ East ;

More deep suspicivns, and more deadly stings,

‘With which his fev’rous cares their cold increased :
And now his dream, hell’s firebrand, still more bright,
Show’d him his fears, and kill’d him with the sight.

No sooner, thercfore, shall the morning see—
Night hangs yet heavy on the lids of duy—
But all his eouncillors must summon’d be,
To meet their troubléd lord: without delay
Heralds and messengers immediately
Are sent about, who, posting every way
To th’ heads and officers of every band,
Declare who sends, and what is his command.

‘Why art thou troubled, Ilerod ? What vain fear
Thy blovd-revolving breast to rage doth move ?
Heav'n’s King, who doffs Himself weak flesh to wear,
Comes not to rule in wrath, but serve in love:
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Nor woull Ile this thy fear’d crown from thee tear,
But give Thee o better with Himself above.
Poor jealousy ! Why should He wish to prey
Upon thy erown, who gives 1lis own away ?

Make to thy reason, man, and mock thy doubts ;

Look how below thy fears their causes are.

Thou art a soldicr, 1Terod ! Send thy scouts,

See how IIe’s furnish’d for so fear’d o war.

What armour does ITe wear? a fow thin clouts.

Ilis trumpets? tender erics.  1lis men to dare
So much ? rude shepherds,  What lus steeds ? slas,
Poor beasts ! a slow vx, and u simple ass.

IL FINE DEL LIDID PRIMO.

ON A PRAYER-BODK SENT TO MRS. M. R.

13 O, here a little volume, but great book !
Y&

=N w .
z>/ad  Whose native pages disdaming

D A nest of new-born sweets,

T'o b thus foliled, and complaining
Of these ignuble sheets,
Affect more comely bands,
Fuir one, from thy kind hands,
And confidently lovk
T find the rest
Of o rich binding in your breast.*
® Sv1n the Paris edition of 1652, In all the others—
Fear it not, sweet,

It is no hypocrile,
Much larger in itself, than in its look !
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It is in one choice handful, heaven ; and all
Heaven’s royal hosts encamp’d, thus small
To prove that true schools use to tell,

A thousund angels in one puint con dwell.

It is love’s great artillery,

‘Which here cuntracts itself, and comes to lie

Close couch’d in their white bosom ; and from thence,
As from a snowy fortress of defence,

Against their ghostly foe to take their part,

And fortify the hold of yvur chaste heart.

It is an armoury of light;

Let constant use but kecp it bright,
You'll find it yiclds

To holy hands and humble hearts,
More swords and shields

Than sin hath snares, or hell hath darts.

Only be sure
The hands be pure
That hold these weapons, and the eycs
Those of turtles, chaste, and true,
‘Wakeful, and wise.
Here's a friend shall fight for you;
Hold but this book before your heart,
Let prayer alone to pluy his part.

But, D! the heart

That studies this high art
Must be a sure housckeeper,
Anl yet no sleeper.
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Dear soul, be strong,

Mercy will come ere long,

And bring her bosom full of blessings,
Flowers of never-fading graces ;

To make immortal dressings

For worthy souls, whose wisc embraces
Store up themselves for Him who is alone
The spouse of virgins, and the Virgin’s Son.

But if the noble bridegroom when IIz comes
Shall find the wand’ring heart from home,
Leaving her chaste abode
To gad abroad :
Amongst the gny mates of the god of flies
To take her pleasure, and to play
And keep the Devil’s holy day ;
To dance in the sunshine of some smiling,
But beguiling

Spheres of sweet and sugar’d lies,
Some slippery pair
Of false, perhaps, as fair
Flattering, bul foreswearing eyes.

Doubtless some other heart
‘Will get the start

Mernwhile, and, stepping in before,

‘Will take posscssion of that sacred store
Of hidilen sweets, and holy joys,
‘Words which arg not heard with ears—
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These tumultuous shops of noise—
Effectual whispers, whose still voice
The soul itself more fecls thun hears,

Amorous languishments, luminous trances,

Sights which are not secn with eyes,
Spiritual and soul-picreing glances:

‘Whose pure ani subtle lightning flies
Home to the heart, and sets the house on fire ;
And melts it down in sweet desire :

Yet does not stay
To ask the windows leave to pass that way.

Delicious deaths, soft exhalations

Of soul ; dear and divine annihilations ;
A thousand unknown rites
Of joys, and rarified delights,

A hundred thousand goods, glories, and graces,
And many a mystic thing,
Which the divine embraces

Of the dear spouse of spirits with them will bring ;
For which it is no shame

That dull mortality must not know s name.

Of all this store

Of blessings, anl ten thousand more,
If when He come

He find the heart from home,
Doubtless He will unload

Himself svme otherwhere,
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And pour ubrond
His precivus sweets,
On the fair spul whom first he meeta.

D fair! O fortunate! O rich! O dear!
D happy, and thrice happy she,
Dear silver-breasted dove
Whoe’er she be,

Whose carly love,
With wingéd vows,

Makes haste to meet her morning spouse,

And close with hus immortal kisses !
Happy, indeed, who never misses
To improve that precious hour :

And every day

Seize her sweet prey,
All fresh and fragrant as he rises,
Dropping, with a balmy shower,
A delicious dew of spices.

0, let the blessful heart hold fust
Her heavenly armful, she shall taste
At once ten thousund puradises ;

She shall huve power

To rifle and deflower
The rich and roscal spring of those rare swects,
Which with o swelling bosom there she meets,
Boundless and infinite, bottomless treasures

Of pure inebriating pleasures ;
Happy proof sho shull discover,
‘What joy, what bliss,

F
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How many heavens at once it is,
To have a Gud become her lover!

ON MR. G. HERBERT'S BOOK,
Entitled, © The Temple of Sacred Poems,” sent to «

Gentlewoman.

7 ’4.'; NOW you, fair, on what you look ?
Divinest luve lies in this book,

& Expecting fire from your eyes,
To klndle this Lis saerifice.

When your hands untie these strings,

Think you’ve an angel by the wings;

One thut gladly will be nigh

To wuit upon each morning sigh,

To flutter in the balmy air

Of your well-perfumed prayer.

These white plumes of 1lis Il Iend you,

Which every day to heaven will send you;

To take acquaintance of the sphere,

And all the smooth-faced kindred there.

And though ITerbert’s name dv owe

These devotions, fairest, know

That while I lay them on the shrine

Of your white hand, they are mine.
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A HYMN TD THE NAME AND HONDUR OF

TIIE ADMIRABLE SAINT TERESA,

Foundress of the Reformation of the discaleed Carme-
Lites, both aen and women ; @ womun for angelical
height of speculation, for masculine courage of perform-

ance, more than a woman ; who, yet a child,
outrin maturity, and durst plot
o murtyrdom.

. OVE, thou art absolute, sole Lord
§4 Of life and death. To prove the word,

S5
=) We'll now appeal to none of all

& .
Those thy old svldiers, great and tall,

Ripe men of martyrdom, that could reach down
With strong arms thew trinmphant crown :

Such as could with lusty breath

Speuk loud, unto the face of death,

Their great Lord’s glorious name ; to none

Df those whose spacious bosoms spread a throne
For love at large to fill ; spare blood and sweat :
We'll see Him take a private seat,

And make His mansion in the mild

And milky soul of a soft child.

Scarce has she learnt to lisp 2 nume

Of martyr, yet she thinks it shame

Life should so long play with that breath
‘Which spent can buy so brave a death.
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She never undertook to know

‘What death with love should have to do.
Nor has she €’er yet understood

‘Why, to show love, she should shed blood ;
Yet, though she cannot tell you why,

She can love, and she can dic.

Searce has she blood cnough to make

A guilty sword blush for her sake;

Yet has o heart dares hope to prove

How much less strong is death than love.

Be love but there; let poor six years
Be posed with the maturest fears

Man trembles at, we straight shall find
Love knows no nonage, nor the mind.
"I'is love, not years or limbs, that can
Make the martyr, or the man.

Love touel’d her heart, and lo! it beats
High, and burns with such brave heats ;
Such thurst to die, as dares drink up

A thousand cold deaths in one cup.
Good reason, for she breathes all fire;
ITer weak breast heaves with strong desire
Of what she may, with fruitless wishes,
Seek for umongst her mother’s kisses.

Since ’tis not to be had at home,

She'll travel to a martyrdom.

Nou home for her confesses she,

But where she may o martyr be.

She’ll to the Moors, and trade with them,
For this unvalued dindem ;
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She offers them her dearest breath,

With Christ’s name m’t, in change for death:
She’ll burgnin with them, and will give
Them God, anl teach them how to live

In Ilim; or, if they this deny,

For Him she’ll teach them how to die.

Su shall she leave amongst them sown,

Her Lord’s blood, or at least her own.

Farewell then, all the world, adicu !
Tercsa is no more for you.

Farcwell all pleasures, sports, and joys,
Never till now esteemdd toys !
Farewell whatever dear may be,
Mother’s arms, or father’s knee!
Farcwell house, and farewell home !
She’s for the Moors and murtyrdom.

Sweet, not so fast; lo! thy fair spouse,
‘Whom thou seck’st with so swift vows,
Calls the back, und bids thee come

T’ embrace a milder mortyrdom.

Blest pow’rs forbid, thy tender life
Should bleed upon & barbarvus knife,
Or some buse hand have power to rase
Thy breast’s chaste cabinct, and uncase
A soul kept there so sweet. O, no,
Wise heaven will never have it so:
Thou art love’s victim, und must die

A death more mystical and high !
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Into love’s arms thou shalt let fall
A still surviving funeral,

His is the dart must make the death,
Whose stroke will taste thy hallow’d breath ;
A dart thrice dipp’d in that rich flame
Which writes thy spouse’s radisnt name
Upon the roof of heaven, where aye

It shines, and, with a sovereygn ray,

Beats bright upon the burning faces

Df souls, which in that numc’s sweet graces
Find cverlasting smiles.  So rare,

Sv spiritual, pure and fair,

Must be the immortal instrument

Upon whose choice point shall be spent

A life sv loved: and that there be

Fit exccutioners for thee,

The fairest first-born sons of fire,

Blest seraphim, shall Ieave their quire,
And turn love’s soldiers, upon thec

To exercise their archery.

0, how oft shalt thou complain

Of u sweet end subtle puin !

Of intolerable juys!

Of a death, in which who dies

Loves his death, and dies again,

And would for ever so be slain ;

And lives and dies, anl knows not why
To live, but that he still may die!
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How hindly will thy gentle heart
Kiss the sweetly-killing dart!

And closc in his embraces keep
Those delicious wounds, that weep
Balsam, to heal themselves with thus,
‘When these thy deaths, sv numerous,
Shall all at once dic into one,

And mclt thy soul’s sweet mansion ;
Like a soft lump of incense, hasted
By too hot o fire, anl wasted

Into perfuming clouds, so fast

Shult thou exhale to henven at last
In a yesolving sigh, and then,—

O, what? Ask not the tongues of men.

Angels cannot tell ; suffice,

Thyself shalt feel thine own full joys,
And hold them fast for ever there.

So svon as thou shalt first appear,

The moon of maiden stars, thy white
Mistress, attended by such bright

Souls as thy shining sclf, shall come,
And in her first vanks muke thee room;
Where, “mongst her snowy family,
Immortal welcomes wait for thee.

D, what delight, when she shall stand
And teach thy lips heaven, with her hand,
On which thou now mayst to thy wishes
Heup up thy consecrated kisses.

What joy shall seize thy soul, when she,
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- Bending her blesscd eyes on thee,

Those sccond smiles of heaven, shall dart
Her mild rays through thy melting heart !

Angels, thy old friends, there shall greet thee,
Glad at their own home now to meet thee.
All thy good works which went before,

And waited for thee at the door,

Shall own thee there: and all in one
Weave a constellation

Of crowns, with which the king, thy spouse,
Shall build up thy triumphant brows,

All thy old woes shall now smile vn thee,
And thy pains sit bright upen thee:

All thy sorrows herc shall shine,

And thy sufferings be divine.

Tears shall take comfort, and turn gems,
And wrongs repent to diadems.

Even thy death shall live; and new

Dress the soul which late they slew.

Thy wounds shall blush to such bright scars
As keep account of the Lumb’s wars.

Those rarc works, where thou shalt leave writ
Love’s noble history, with wit

Taught thee by none but Him, while here
They feed our souls, shall clothe thine there.
Each heavenly word by whuse hid flame

Our hard hearts shall strike fire, the same
Shall flourish on thy brows; and be

Both fire to us and flame to thee :

‘Whose light shall live bright in thy face
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By glory, in our hearts by grace.
Thou shalt lovk round about, and sec
Thousunds of crown’d souls throng to be
Themselves thy crown, sons of thy vows,
The virgin-births with which thy spouse
Made fruitful thy fair soul; go now,
And with them all ubout thee bow
To Iim ; put on, e’ll say, put vn
My rosy love, that thy rich zonc,
Sparkling with the sacred flames
Of thousand souls, whose happy names

, Heaven keeps upon thy score. thy bright
Life brought them first to kiss the light
That kindled them to stars ; und so
Thou with the Lamb, thy Lord, shalt go.
And, wheresoe’er ITe scts Ilis white
Steps, walk with ITim thosc ways of light,
‘Which who in death would live to sce,
Must learn in life to dic like thee.

AN APDLDGY FOR TIIE PRECEDENT
HYMN,

As having been written when the Author was yet &
Protestant.

‘ BA ITUS have I buck ugain to thy bright nume,
~ b4 Fuir flood of holy fires ! transfuscd the flame

y s I took from rending thee. ’Tis to thy wrong,

1 knnw, that in my weak and worthless song

Thou here art set to shine, where thy full day
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Scarce dawns. O, pardon, if I dare to say
Thine own dear books are guilty : for from thence
I learnt to know that luve is eloquence,

That heavenly maxim gave me heart to try

If, what to vther tongues is tuncd so high,

Thy praisc might not speak English, tov ; forbid,
By all thy mysteries that here lic hid,

Forbid it, mighty love! let no fond hate

Of names and words sv far prejuticate ;

Souls are not Spaniards, too, one friendly floud
Of baptism blends them all into one blood.
Christ’s faith makes but vne budy of all souls,
And love’s that body’s soul ; no law controls

Dur free traffic for heaven ; we may maintain
Peace, sure, with piety, though it come from Spain.
‘What soul soc’cer in any language con

Speuak heaven like hers is my svul’s countryman.
0, ’tis not Spanish, but ’tis heaven she speaks,
’Tis heaven that lies in ambush there, and breaks
From thence into the wond’ring reader’s breast,
‘Who finds his warm heart hateh into o nest

Of little eagles and young loves, whose high
Flights scorn the lazy dust, and things that die.
There are enow, whose draughts, as deep as hell,
Drink up all Spain in sack. Let my soul swell
With thee, strong wine of love ! let others swim
In puddles; we will pledge this Scraphim

Bowls full of richer blood than blush of grape
‘Was ever guilty of; change we, too, our shape,
My svul! Some drink frum men to bensts; O, then,
Drink we till we pruve more, not less, than men:
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And turn not beasts, but angels. Let the king
Me cver into these Ilis cellars bring,

Where flows such wine as we can have of none
But ILim who trod the wincpress all alone:

Wine of youth’s lifz, and the sweet deaths of love ;
Wine of immortal mixture, which can prove

Its tincture from the rosy nectar; wine

Thut ean exalt weak earth; and so refine

Our dust, that at one draught mortality

May drink itself up, and forget to die.

DN A TREATISE OF CHARITY.

SE, then, immortal maid! religion rise!

Put on thyself m thine own looks : t’ our eyes

[ Be what thy beauties, not our blots, have
made thee ;

Such as, ere our dark sins to dust betray’d thee,

Heav’n set thee downnew-dress’d; when thy bright birth

Shot thee like lightning to th’ astonish’d earth,

From th’ dawn of thy fair eyelids wipe away

Dull mists and melancholy clouds: take day

Anll thine own beams about thee: bring the best

Of whatsoc’cr perfumed thy eastern nest.

Gird all thy glories to thee: then sit down,

Open this bouk, fair queen, and take thy crown.

Theso learned lewves shull vindicate to thee

Thy holiest, humblest, handmaid, Charity ;

She'll dress thee like thyself, sct thee on high

Where thou shalt reach all hearts, command each eye.
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Lo! where I see thy off’rings wake, and rise
From the pale dust of that strunge sacrifice
Which they themsclves were; each vnc putting on
A mujesty that may beseem thy throne.

The holy youth of heav’n, whose golden rings
Girt round thy wwful altars, with bright wings
Fanning thy fair locks, which the wurld believes
As much as sees, shall with these sucred leaves
Trick their tall plumes, and in that garb shall go
If not more glorious, more conspicuous though.
Be it enacted, then,
By the fair laws of thy firm-pointed pen,

Grud’s services no longer shall put on

A sluttishness for pure religion :

No longer shall our churches’ frighted stones
Lie scatter’d like the burnt and martyr’d bones
Of dead devotion ; nor faint marbles weep

In their sad ruins; nor religion keep

A melancholy mansion in those cold

Urns ; like God’s sanctuaries they look’d of old ;
Now seem they temples consecrate to none,

Or to a new god, Desolation.

No more th' hypocrite shall th’ upright be
Because he’s stiff, and will confess no knee :
‘While others bend their knee, no more shalt thou,
Disduinful dust and ashes, benld thy brow,

Nor on God’s altar cast two scorching cyes,
Baked in hot scorn, for a burnt sacrifice ;

But, for a lamb, thy tame and tender heart,
New struck by love, still trembling on his durt ;
Or, for two turtle-doves, it shall suffice
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To bring a puir of meek and humble eyes;

This shall frum henceforth be the masculine them»
Pulpits and pens shall sweat in; to redeem
Virtue to action ; that life-feeding flame

That keeps religion warm: not swell u name

Of fuith, o mountain-word, made up of air,

With those dear spoils that want to dress the fair
And fruitful charity’s full breasts, of old,
Turning her vut to tremble in the cold.

What can the poor hope from us ? when we be
Uncharitable even to Charity.

ON THE GLORIDUS ASSUMPTION OF THE
BLESSED VIRGIN.

7 Tnke thy fnrcwcll poor world, Heaven muqt

0 go home.

A puw uf heavenly light, purer and brighter
Than the chaste stars, whose ehoicelamps come tolight her,
While through the crystal orbs, clearer than they,
She climbs, and mekes o far more milky way.
She’s call’d ugnin; hark! how th’ immortal dove
Sighs to his silver mate: rise up, my love,

Risc up, my fair, my spotless one!

The winter’s past, the rain is gone :

The spring is come, the flowers uppear,

Ny sweets, since thou sre wanting here.
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Come away, my love;
Come uway, my dove;
Cast off deluy:
The court of heav’n is come,
To wait upon thee home;
Come away, come away.

She’s call'd again, and will she go?
‘When heav’n bids come, who can say no ?
Heav'n calls her, and she must awuy ;
Heav'n will not, and she cannot stay.

Go then, go, glorious, on the golden wings
Of the bright youth of heaven, that sings
Under so sweet a burlden  go,

Since thy great Son will have it so :

And while thou go’st, our song and we
Will, as we may, reach after thee.

Hail! holy queen of humble hearts,

We in thy praise will have our parts;
And though thy dearest Iooks must now be light
To none but the blest heavens, whose bright
Beholders, lost in sweet delight,

Feed for ever their fair sight

With those divinest eyes, which we

And our dark world no more shall sce.
Though our poor joys are purted so,

Yet shall our lips never let go

Thy gracious name, but to the last

Dur loving sung shall hold it fost.

Thy sacred name shall be
Thyself to us, and we
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With holy cares will keep it by us ;
‘We to the last
‘Will hold it fust,
And no assumption shall deny us.
All swectest showers
Df fuirest flowers
‘We'll strew upon it :
Though our sweetness cannot make
It sweeter, they may take
Themselves new sweetness from it.

Maria, men and angels sing,

Maria, mother of our King.

Live, rarest princess, and may the bright
Crown of 2 most incomparable light
Embrace thy radiant brows! D, may the best
Df everlasting joys bathe thy white breast !
Live our chaste love, the holy mirth

Df heaven, and humble pride of eurth :
Live crown of women, queen of men :
Live misteess of our song; ond when

Our weak desires have done their best,
Sweet angels come, and sing the rest !

A HYMN ON THE CIRCUMCISION DF OUR
LORD.

R BB ISE, thou best and brightest morning,

Rosy with a double red ;

NN With thive own blush thy cheeks adorning,
Anl the dear drops this day were shed.
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All the purple pride of laces,
The crimson curtains of thy bed ;
Gild thee not with so sweet graces,
Nor set thee in so rich a red.

Of all the fair-cheek’d flowers that fill thee,
None o fair thy bosom strews,

As this modest maiden lily
Our sins huve shamed into a rose.

Bid the golden god, the sun,
Burnish’d in his best beams rise,

Put all his red-eyed rubies on,—
These rubics shall put out his eyes.

Let him muke poor the purple East,

Search what the world’s close cabinets keep,
Rob the rich births of cach bright nest

That flaming in their fair beds sleep.

Let him embrace his uwn bright tresses
With o new morning made of gems ;

And wear, in those his wealthy dresses,
Another day of diadems.

‘When he hath done all he may,
To make himself rich in his rise,
All will be darkness to the duy
That breaks from one of these bright eyes.

And soon this sweet truth shall appear,
Dear babe, ere many days be done.
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The morn shall come to meet thee here,
And lenve the long-adored sun.

Here are beauties shall bereave him
Of all his castern parampurs :

His Persian lovers all shall leave him,
And swear faith to thy sweeter powers,

Nour while they leave him shall they lose the sun,
But in thy fairest eyes find two for one.*

ON HDPE.

By way of Question and Answer, between A. Cowley
and R. Crashaw.

CowLEY.

And both the horns of fate’s dilemma wound
Vam shadow ! that doth vanish quite
Both at full noon and perfect night:
The Futes have not u possibility
Of blessing thee.
Tf things, then, from their ends we happy call,
"Tis Hope is the most hopeless thing of ull.

Crassaw.
Dear Hope! carth’s dowry, and heaven’s dobt,
The entity of things that arc not yet:

® These two lines are not in the version of the Paris edition
of 1652,

[t
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Subtlest, but surest being! Thou by whom
Our nothing hath a definition :

Fair cloud of firc ! both shude and light,

Dur life in death, our day in night:

Fates cunnot find vut o capacity

Of hurting thee.

From thee their thin dilemma with blunt horn
Shrinks, like the sick moun at the wholesome moin.

CowLEY.

Hope, thou bold taster of delight,
Who, stead of doing so, devour’st it quite ;
Thou bring’st us an estate, yet leav’st us poor
By clogging it with legacies before.

The joys which we entire should wed

Come deflower’d virgins to our bed :

Good fortunes without gain imported be,

So mighty custom’s paid to thee !

For joy, like wine kept close, doth better taste,
If it take air before its spirits waste,

CrAsHAW.

Thou art love’s legacy under lock
Of faith: the steward of vur growing stock:
Our crown-lands lie above, yet each meal brings
A scemly portion for the sons of kings.

Nor will the virgin-joys we wed

Cume less unbroken to our bed,

Because that from the bridal cheek of bliss

Thou thus steal’st down a distant kiss ;

Hope’s chaste kiss wrongs no more joy’s maidenhead,
Than spousal rites prejudge the marriage-bed.
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CowLEY.

ITupe, Fortunc’s cheating lottery,
Whero for onc prize un hundred blanks thert be -
Fond urcher, Hope, who tak’st thine aim so far,
That still or short or wide thine arrows are:

Thine empty cloud the eye itself deceives

With shapes that our own fancy gives :

A cloud which gilt and painted now appears,

But must drop presently in tears.

When thy false beams o’er reason’s light prevail,
By iynes fatur, not North stars, we sail.

CrasHaw.

Fair Ivpe! our carlier heaven, by thee
Young Time is taster to Etcraity.
The generous wine with age grows strung, not sow ;
Nor need we kill thy fruit to smell thy flower.

Thy golden head never hangs down,

Till in the lap of love’s full noon

1t falls and dies. 0, no, it melts away

As doth the dawn into the day:

As lumps of sugar lose themselves, and twine
Their subtle essence with the soul of wine.

CowLEY.
Brother of Fear | more guily clad,
The merrier fool o’ th’ two, yet quite as mad.
Sire of repentance ! shield of fond desire,
That blows the chymic’s and the lover’s fire,
Still leading them insensibly on,
With the strange witcheraft of Anon !
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By thee the vnc doth changing nature through
Her endless lubyrinths pursuc,
And th’ other chases woman, while she goes
More ways and turns than hunted Nature knows.

CnasHAW.

Fortunc, alas! above the world’s law wars :
Hope kicks the curled heads of conspiring stars
Her keel cuts not the waves where our winds sti,
And Fate’s whole lottery is one blank to her.

Her shafts und she fly far above,

And forage in the ficlls of light and love.

Sweet Hope! kind cheat! fair fallacy ! by thee

‘W are nut where or what we be,
But what and where we would : thus art thou
Our absent presence, und our futurc now.

CrAsHAW.

Fuith’s sister ! nurse of fair desire !
Fear’s antidote ! a wise, a well-stay’d fire
Temper'd twixt cold despuir and torrid joy :
Queen regent in young love’s minority !

Though the vex’d chymic vainly chases

His fugitive gold through all her faces,

Anl lvve’s more ficree, more fruitless fires assay

Dne face more fugitive than they,

True Hope's o glorious huntress, and her chase,—
The God of nature in the ficld of grace
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THE DELIGHTS OF THE MUSES.

MUSIC'S DUEL.

beams
Of noon’s high glory, when, hard by the

2 N streams
Of Tiber, on the scenc of a green plat,
Under protection of an ook, there sat
A sweet lute’s muster : in whose gentle airs
He lost the day’s heat, and s own hot cares.
Close in the covert of the leaves there stood
A nightingule, come from the neighbouring wood :—
The swect inhabitant of cach glad tree,
Their muse, their Syren, harmless Syren she,—
There stood she list’ning, and did entertnin
The music’s soft report, and mould the same
In her own murmurs, that whatever mood
Iis curious fingers lent, her voice made good.
The man perceived his rival, and her art;
Disposed to give the light-foot lndy sport,
Awaukes his lute, and “gninst the fight to come
Informs it, in o sweet preludium
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Of closer strains ; and ere the war begin

He slightly skirmishes on every string,

Charged with a flying touch; and straightway she

Curves out her dainty voice as readily

Into a thousend sweet distinguish’d tones ;

And reckons up in soft divisions

Quick volumes of wild notes, to let him know

By that shrill taste she could do svmething too.
His nimble hand’s instinet then taught cach string

A cop’ring cheerfulness ; and made them sing

To their own dance ; now negligently rash

He throws his arm, and with o long-drawn dash

Blends all together, then distinetly trips

From this to that, then, quick returning, skips

And snatches this again, and pauses there.

She mensures every measure, everywhere

Meets art with art ; sometimes, as if in doubt—

Not perfect yet, and fearing to be out—

Trails her plain ditty in vne long-spun note

Through the sleek passage of her open throat:

A clear unwrinkled song; then duth she point it

With tender accents, and severely joint it

By short diminutives, that, being rear’d

In controverting warbles evenly shared,

With her sweet self she wrangles; he, amazed

That from so smaull & channel should be raised

The torrent of a voice, whose melody

Could melt into such sweet variety,

Strains higher yet, that tickled with rare wrt

The tattling strings—each breathing in his purt—

Most kindly do fall out; the grumbling base
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In surly groans disdains the treble’s grace ;

The high-perch’d treble chirps ot this, and chides
Until his finger—moderator—hides

Anl closes the sweet guarrel, rousing all,

Iloarsc, shrill, at vnce: us when the trumpets call
TIot Mars to th’ harvest of death’s field, and woo
Men’s hearts into their hands ; this lesson, too,
She gives him back, her supple breast thrills vut
Sharp airs, and staggers in a warbling doubt

Df dallying sweetness, hovers o’er her skill,

And folds in waved notes, with a trembling bill,
The pliant series of her slippery song ;

Then starts she suddenly mto a throng

Of short thick sobs, whose thund’ring vullies float
And roll themselves over her lubric throat

In panting murmurs, ’still’d out of her breast,
That ever-bubbling spring, the sugar’d nest

Of her delicivus soul, that there does lic

Bathing in streams of liquid melody,—

Music’s best seed-plot; when in ripen’d airs

A golden-hended harvest fairly rears

His honey-dropping tops, plough’d by her breath,
Which there reeiprocally laboureth.

In that sweet soil it scems o holy yuire

Foundel to th’ name of great Apollo’s lyre ;
‘Whose silver roof rings with the sprightly notes
Of sweet-lipp’d angel-imps, thot swill their throats
In cream of morning Helicon ; und then

Prefer soft anthems to the ears of men,

T woo them from their beds, still murmuring
That men can slecp while they their matins sing ;—
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Most divine service ! whose so early lay
Prevents the eyclids of the blushing day.

There might you hear her kindle her soft voice
In the close murmur of & sparkling noisc,

And lay the ground-work of her hopeful song ;
Still keeping in the forward stream so lung,

Till a sweet whirlwind, striving to get out,
Heaves her soft bosom, wanders round abuut,
And makes a pretty carthquake in her brenst;
Till the fledged notes ot length forsuke their nest,
Fluttering in wanton shoals, and tv the sky,
Wing’d with their own wild cchos, pratt’ling fly.
She pes the floodgate, and lets loose a tide

Of streaming sweetness, which in state doth ride
On the waved back of every swelling strain,
Rising und falling in a pompous train ;

And while she thus discharges u shrill peal

Df flashing airs, she gualifics their zeal

With the cool epode of a graver note ;

Thus high, thus low, as if her silver throat
‘Would reach the brazen voice of war’s hoarse bird ;
Her little soul is ravish’d: and so pour’d

Into loose ecstasies, that she is placed

Above herself—music’s enthusiast !

Shame now and anger mixed a double stain
In the musician’s face ; yet once again,
Mistress, I come. Now reach o strain, my lute,
Above her mock, or be for ever mute ;

Or tune a song of victery to me,
Or to thyself sing thine vwn obsequy !
So said, his hends sprightly as fire he flings,
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Ani with a quivering coyness tustes the strings :
The sweet-lipp’ll sisters, musically frighted,
Singing their fears, arc fearfully delighted :
Trembling as when Apollo’s golden hairs

Are fann’d and frizzled in the wanton airs

Of his own breath, which, married to his lyre,
Doth tune thespheres, snd makeheaven’ssclf look higher,
From this to that, from that to this, he flics,
Feels music’s pulse in all her arteries ;

Caught in a net which there Apollo spreads,

His fingers struggle with the vocal threads,
Following those little 1ills, he sinks into

A sea of Helicon ; his hand does go

Those parts of sweetness which with nectar drop,
Softer than thut which pants in Hebe's cup:

The humourvus strings expound his Jearnéd touch
By various glosses ; now they seem to grutch
And murmur in o buzzing din, then gingle

In shrill-tongued accents, striving to be single ;
Every smooth turn, every delicious stroke,

Gives life to some new gruce: thus doth he invoke
Sweetness by all her names ; thus, bravely thus—
Fraught with o fury so harmonious—

The lute’s light Genius now does proudly rise,
Heaved un the surges of swoll'n rhapsodics,
Whose flourish, meteor-like, doth curl the air
With flash of high-born fancies ; here and there
Dancing in lofty measurcs, and nnon

Creeps on the soft touch of o tender tone,

‘Whoso trembling murmurs, melting in wild airs,
Run to and fro, complaining his sweet cores ;
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Because those preeious mysterics that dwell
In musie’s ravish’d soul he dare not tell,

But whisper to the world: thus do they vary
Each string his note, as if they meant to earry
Their master’s blest soul, snateh’d out at his ears
By u strong ecstasy, through all the spheres
Of musi¢’s heaven ; and seat it there un high
In th’ empyreum of pure harmony.

At length—after so long, sv loud a strife

Of all the strings, still breuthing the best life
Of blest variety, attending vn

His fingers’ fairest revolution,

In many a sweet rise, many as sweet a fall—
A full-mouth’d diupason swallows all.

This done, he lists what she would say to this;
And she, although her breath’s lute exercise
Had dealt too roughly with her tender throat,
Yet summons all her sweet powers for o note.
Alus, in vain! for while, sweet soul, she tries
To measure all thuse wild diversities
Of chatt’ring strings, by the small size of one
Poor simple voice, raised in o notural tunc,

She fails; and failing, grieves; and grieving, dics ;—
She dies, and leaves her life the victor’s prize,

Fulling upon his lute. O, fit to have—

That lived so sweetly—dead, so sweet a grave !
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UPON THE DEATH DF A GENTLEMAN.

) KA ATTHLESS and fond mortality,
o B -,:; ‘Who will ever credit thee ?

5’ ”2 Fond and faithless thing ! that thus
In our best hopes beguilest us,

‘What a reckoning hast thuu made

Of the hopes in him we laid !

For life by volumes lengthenéd,

A linc or two to speak him dead.

For the Jaurcl in his verse,

The sullen eypress o’cr his hearse.

For a silver-crowned hend,

A dirty pillow in death’s bed.

For so dear, so deep a trust,

Sad requital, thus much dust!

Now though the blow that snateh’d him hence
Stopp'd the mouth of cloguence,

Though she be dumb e’er since his death,
Not used to spenk but in his breath ;

Yet if, at least, she not denies

The sad language of our eyes,

‘We are contented ; for than this
Language none more fluent is.

Nothing speaks our grief so well,

As to speak nothing. Come, then, tcll
Thy mind in teurs, whoc’er thou be

That ow’st & nume to misery ;

),

93



Y4 THE DELIGHTS

Eyes aro vocal, tears have tongues,

And there be words not made with lungs ;—
Sententious showers! O, let them fall,
Their cadence is rhetorical,

Here’s a theme will drink th’ expence

Of all thy wat’ry eloquence ;

‘Weep then, only be express’d

Thus much, He’s dead ; and weep the rest.

UPON THE DEATH OF MR. HERRYS.

X PLANT of noble stem, forward und fair,

¥ As cver whisper’d to the morning air,

Y Thrived in these happy grounds; the
earth’s just pride,

Whose rising glories made such haste to hide

His head in clouds, as if in him alone

Impatient nature had taught motion

To start from time, and cheerfully to fly

Before, and seize upon maturity.

Thus grew this gracious plunt, in whose sweet shade

The sun himself oft wish’d to sit, and male

The morning Muses perch like birds, und sing

Among his branches; yea, and vow’d to bring

His own delicious phenix from the blest

Arabia, there to build her virgin nest,

To hatch herself in ’mongst his leaves: the day

Fresh from the rosy East rejoiced to play :

To them she gave the first and fairest beam
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That waited on her birth ; she gave to them
Tho purest pearls, that wept her evening death ;
The balmy Zephyrus got so sweet a breath,

By often kissing them, und now begun

Glad time to ripen cxpectation :

The timorous maiden-blossvms on cach bough
Peep’d forth from their first blushes : sv that now
A thousand ruddy hopes smiled in each bud,
And flatter’d every greedy eye thot stood

Fix’d in delight, as if already there

Those rare fruits dangled, whenee the golden year
His crown expected ; when—O0 Fate ! O Time!
That seldom lett’st u blushing youthful prime
Hide his hot beams in shade of silver age!

So rare is hoary virtue—the dirc rage

Of u mail storm these bloomy joys all tore,
Ravish’d the maiden blossoms, and down bore
The trunk ; yet in this ground his precivus root
Still lives, which, when weak time shall be poured out
Tnto cternity, and virculur joys

Dunce in an endless round, agnin shall rise,

The fair sun of an ever-youthful spring,

To be o shude for angels while they sing !
Meanwhile, who’er thou art that passest here,
0, do thou wuter it with one kind tear !
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UPON THE DEATH OF THE MDST DESIRED
MR. HERRYS.

% EATH, what dost? O, hold thy blow;
{ What thou dost, thou dost not know.
! "' Death, thou must not here be cruel,

This is Nature’s choicest jewel !

This 1s he in whose rare frame

Nature lubour’d for a name;

And meant to leave his precious feature

The pattern of a perfect creature.

Joy of goodness, love of art,

Virtue wears him next her heart:

Him the Muses love to follow,

Him they eall their vice-Apollo !

Apollo, golden though thou be,

Th’ art not fairer than is he ;

Nor more lovely lift’st thy head,

Blushing from thine Enstern bed ;

The glories of thy youth ne’er knew

Brighter hopes than ke can show!

‘Why, then, should it ere be seen,

That his shoull fude while thine is green ?

And wilt thou, O cruel boast,

Put poor Nature to such cost ?

0, ’twill undo our common mother,

To be at charge of such another.

‘What! think we to no other end,



OF THE MUSES.

Gracious heavens do use to send
Earth her best perfection,
But to vanish and be gone ?
Therefore, only give to-day,
To-morrow to be snatch’d away ?
I’ve scen, indeed, the hopeful bud
Of a ruddy rose, that stood
Blushing to behold the ray
Of the new-saluted day—
His tender top not fully spread—
The sweet dash of a shower now shed,
Invited him no more to hide
Within himself the purple pride
Nf his forward flower, when, lo!
While he sweetly ’gan to show
I@is swelling glories, Auster spied him,
Cruel Auster thither hied him,
And with the rush of one rude blast
Shamed not spitefully to waste
All his leaves, so fresh, so sweet,
And lay them trembling at his feet.
T’ve seen the morning’s lovely ray
Hover o’er the new-born day,
‘With rosy wings so richly bright,
As if he scorn’d to think of night ;
When a ruddy storm, whose scowl
Made heaven’s radiant face look foul,
Call’d for an untimely night
To blot the newly-blossom’d light.
But were the rose’s blush so rare,
‘Were the morning’s smile so fair

H
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As is he, nor cloud nor wind

But would be courteous, would be kind.
Spare him, Death, D, spare him then,

Sparo the sweetest among men :

Let not Pity with her tears

Keep such distunce from thine ears ;

But, O, thou wilt not, can’st not spare,

Haste hath never time to hear;

Thercfore, if he needs must go,

And the Fates will have it so,

Softly may he be possess’d

Of his monumental rest !

Safe, thou dark home of the dead,

Safe, O hide his loved head !

For pity’s suke, O hide him quite,

From his mother Nature’s sight:

Lest, fur the grief his loss may move,

All her births abortive prove.

IN EUNDEM SCAZDN.

q B Legit optime heee, quem legere nun sinit
y  flectus.

Amulatione fervide, paciscuntur

Probare in uno juvene quid qucant omnes,
Fuere tante terra nuper fuit liti

Ergo hic sb ipsv judicem maneat coelo.*

® From the editivn of 1648.
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ANDTHER.

[ F cver Pity were acquainted

Dr forgot the cruel vigour
Of un adamantine rigour,

Here, O, here, we should have known it,
Here or nowhere he’d have shown it.

For he whose precious memory
Bathes in tears of every eye:

Ho to whom our sorrow brings

All the streams of all her springs,
‘Was so rich in grace and nature,

In ull the gifts that bless u ercature ;
The fresh hopes of his lovely youth
Flourish’d in so fair o growth ;

So sweet the temple was that shrined
The sacred sweetness of his mind ;
That could the Fates know to relent ;
Could they know what mercy meant ;
Or had ever learnt to bear

The soft tinetme of o tear ;

Tenrs would now huve flow'd so deep
As might have taught grief how to weep ;
Now ull their steely vperation

Would guite have lost the cruel foshion:
Sickness would hove gladly been
Sick himself to have saved him:

And his fever wish'd to prove

99

¥ With stern death ; if ¢’er he fainted
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Burning only in his love ;

Him when wrath itself had seen,
Wrath itself had lost his splcen ;
Grim destruction here amazed,
Instead of striking would have gazed ;
Even the iron-pointed pen,

That notes the trogic dovms of men,
Wet with tears still’d from the eyes
Of the flinty destinics,

Would have learnt o softer style,
And have been ashamed to spuil

His life’s sweet story, by the hastc
Df u vruel stop ill placed

In the dark volume of our fate,
Whenee each leaf of life hath date ;
Where, in sad particulars,

The total sum of man appears ;

And the short clause of mortal breath
Bound in the period of desth.

Tn all the book if anywhere

Such o term as this, ¢ Spare here,”
Could have been found, *twould have been read,
‘Writ in white letters o’er his head :
Or close unto his name annex’d

The fair gloss of a fairer text.

Tn brief, if any one were free,

He waus that one, and only he.

But he, alas ! even he is dead,
And our hopes’ fair harvest spread
In the dust! pity now spend
All the tears that grief can lend :
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Sud mortality may hide

In his ashes ull her pride,

‘With this inscription o’er his head :(—
All hope of never dying here lies dead.

HIS EPITAPH.

Q \\ § ASSENGER, whoe'er thou art,
P 4 Stay awhile, and let thy heart

DA Tl acquaintance of this stone,

Before thou passest further on.

This stone will tell thee that beneath

Is entomb’d the erime of death ;

The ripe endowments of whose mind

Left his years so much behind,

That, numb’ring of his virtue’s praisc,

Death lost the reckoning of his days ;

And, believing what they told,

Imagincd him excecding old.

In him perfection did set forth

The strength of her united worth ;

Him his wisdom’s pregnant growth

Maude so reverend, even in yuuth,

That in the centre of his breast—

Sweet as is the Phenix’ nest—

Every reconciléd grace

Had their general meeting-place ;

In him govdness joy’d to sce

Learning learn humility.
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The splendour of his birth und blood
Was but the gluss of his own good ;
The flourish of his sober yvuth

Waus the pride of nuked truth;

In composure of his faco

Lived o fair but manly grace ;

His mouth was rhetoric’s best mould,
His tongue the touchstone of her gold ;
What word soe’er his breast kept warm
Was nv word now, but a churm :

For all persuasive graces thence
Suck’d their sweetest influence.

His virtue, that within had rvot,

Could not choose but shine withuut ;
And tlY heart-bred lustre of his worth,
At cach corner peeping forth,

Pointed him vut in all his ways,
Circled round in his own rays:

That to his sweetness all men’s vyes
Were vow'd love’s flaming sacrifice.

Him while fresh and fragrant time

Cherish’d in his golden prime;

Ere Hebe’s hand had overlaid

His smooth cheeks with & downy shade ;
The rush of death’s unruly wave

Swept him off into his grave.

Enough, now, if thou canst, pass on ;
For now, alos! not in this stone,
Puassenger, whoe'er thou art,

Is he entomb’d, but in thy heart.
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AN EPITAPH UPDN HUSBAND AND WIFE,
Who died and were buried together.

D these whom death wgain did wed,
This grave’s the second marriage-bed.
For though the hand of Fate could force

"Twixt soul und body o divoree,

It could not sever man and wife,

Because they both lived but onc life.

Peace, good reader, do not weep ;

Pence, the lovers are asleep.

They, sweet turtles, folded lic

In the last knot that love could tie.

Let them sleep, let them sleep on,

Till the stormy night be gone,

And the eternnl morrow duwn ;

Then the curtains will be drawn,

Anl they wake into o light

Whose duy shall never dic in night.

AN EPITATII UPON DDCTDR BRDOK.

BRDOXK, whose stream 8o great, so good,
by Was loved, was honour'd as o floud ;

¥ Whose banks the Muses dwelt upon
More than their own Helicon ;

Here, at length, hath gladly found

A quiet passage underground :




104 THE DELIGHTS

Meunwhile, his loved banks, now dry,
The Muses with their tears supply.

UPON MR. STANINOUGH'S DEATH.*

E—Sfrir7

EAR relics of a disludged soul, whose lack
YR Makes many s mourning paper put on black,
a1 "‘ D, stay awhile, vre thou draw in thy head,

And wind thyself up close in thy cold bed ;

Stay but a little while, until T call

A summons worthy of thy funeral !

Come then, youth, beauty, blood! all yo soft pow’rs,

Whose silken flatteries swell o few fond howrs

Into o false eternity! Come, mun—

Hyperbolized nothing !—know thy span !

Take thine own measure here; down, down, und bow

Beforo thyself in thy idea! thou

Huge emptiness! contract thy bulk, and shrink

All thy wild circle to & point! D, sink

Lower, and lower yet; till thy small size

Call heaven to look on thee with narrow eyes!

Lesser, and lesser yet ; till thou begin

To show a face fit to confess thy kin,

Thy neighbourhood to nothing !

Proud looks, and lofty eyelids, here put on

Yourselves in this unfeign’d reflection !

* Repeated, with alterations, at the end of the edition of
1670, under the title, ** Death’s Lecture—the Funeral of a
Young Gentleman.”
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Here, gallant lndics, this impartial glass,

Though you be painted, shows you your own face.
These death-seal’d lips o dare to give the lic

To the proud hopes of poor mortality.

These curtain’d windows, this self-prison’l cye
Dut-stares the lids of large-look’d tyranny.

This posture is the brave one! this that lics

Thus low stands up, methinks, thus, and defies
The world.  All-laring dust anil ashes! only you,
Of ull interpreters, read nature true !

UrON THE DUKE DF YORK'S* BIRTH.

A Panegyric.

gt spread wile

Thy bosom, anil make room ; thou art oppress’d
With thine own glories : and art strangely bless’d
Beyond thyself: for lo! the gods, the gods,
Come fast upon thee, and those glorious odis
Swell thy full glories to a pitch so high,

As sits above thy best capaeity !

Are they not olds ? and glorious ? that to thee
Those mighty Genii throng, which well might be
Eueh one an wge’s labour ; that thy days
Are gilded with the union of those ruys,

‘Whose each divided beam would be o sun,
To glod the sphere of any nation.
* Afterwards king James II.
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D, if for these thou mean’st to find = sest,

Th’ hast need, O Brituin, to be truly great!

And 5o thou urt, their presence mokes thee so;

They are thy greatness ; gods, where’er they go,

Bring their heav’n with them, their great footsteps place

An everlasting smile upon the face

Of the glud earth they tread on; while with thee

Those beums that ampliate mortality,

And teach it to expatiate, und swell

To majesty end fulness, deign to dwell ;

Thou by thyself may’st sit, blest isle, and see

How thy great mother Nature doats on thee!

Thee, therefore, from the rest apart she hurl’d,

And seem’d to make an isle, but made a world !
Great Charles! thou sweet duwn of & glorious duy,

Centre of those thy grandsires, shall I say,

Henry, and James, or Mars and Phebus rather ?

If this were wisdom’s god, that wur’s stern father,

’Tis but the same, is said, Henry and James

Are Mars and Phebus under divers names.

O thou full mixturc of those mighty souls

‘Whose vast intelligences tuned the poles

Of peace and war ; thou for whose manly brow

Both laurcls twine into one wreath, and woo

To be thy garland ; see, sweet prince, O sce

Thou and the lovely hopes that smile in thee

Are ta’en out, and transcribed by thy great mother!

See, see thy real shadow, see thy brother,

Thy little self in less, read in these eyne

The"beams that dunce in those full stars of thine.

From the same enowy alabaster rock
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These hands and thine were hewn, these cherries mock
The coral of thy lips. Thou art of all
This well-wrought copy the fair principal.

Justly, great Nature, may’st thou brag and tell
How even th’ hast drawn this faithful parallel,
And match’l thy master-picee: D, then, go on,
Make such another sweet comparison :—
Ser’st thou that Mury there? D, teach her, mother,
To show her to herself in such unother.
Fellow this wonder, too, nor let her shine
Alonc; light such another star, and twine
Their rosy beams, so that the morn for one
Venus may have a constellation.

So have I secn, to dress their mistress, May,
Two silken sister-flowers consult, and lay
Their bashful cheeks together ; newly they
Peep’d from their buds, show’d like the garden’s cyes
Scarce waked : like was the crimson of their joys,
Like were the pearls they wept ; so like, that one
Seem’d but the other’s kind reflection.

But stuy, what glimpse was that? why blush’d theduy?
‘Why trembling ran the started air awny ?
‘Who's this that comes circled in rays that scorn
Acqunintance with the sun ? what second morn
At mid-dey vpes n prescnce, which heaven’ 8 eye
Stands off and points at? is’t some deity,
Stepp’d from her throne of stars, deigns to be seen ?
Is it some deity ? or is’t our queen ?
"Tis she, ’tis she, her awful beauties chase
The day’s nbashid glories, und in face
Of noon wear their own sunshine! D, thou bright
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Mistress of wonders! Cynthia’s is the night ;
But thou at noon dost shine, and art all day—
Nor dves the sun deny 't—our Cynthia.
Tllustrious sweetness ! in thy faithful womb,
That nest of heroes, all vur hopes find rvom ;
Thou art the mother Phienix, and thy breast
Chaste as that virgin honour of the East,

But much more fruitful is ; nor does, as she,
Deny to mighty love a deity.

Then let the Enstern world brag and be proud
Of vne coy Phenix, while we have a broud,

A brood of Phenixes, and still the mother ;*
And may we long ; long may’st thou live, t’ increase
The house and family of Phenixes :

Nor may the light that gives their eyelids light
E’en prove the dismal morning of thy night ;
Ne’er may a birth of thine be bought so dear

To make his costly cradle of thy bier.

O, may’st thvu thus make all the year thine own,
And see such numes of joy sit white upon

The brow of every month; and when that’s done,
May’st in a son of his find every son

Repeated, and that son still in another,

Anl 8o in each child vften prove a mother!
Long may’st thou, laden with such clusters, lean
Upun thy royal elm, fair vine! and when

The heavens will stay no longer, may thy glory
And name dwell sweet in some cternal story !
Pardon, bright excellence! an untuncd string,
That in thy ears thus keeps a murmuring ;

* Here n line seems deficient.
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0, speak a lowly muse’s pardon ; speak

Her pardon or her sentence ; only break

Thy silence ! speak ; und she shall take from thence
Numbers, and sweetness, and an influence
Confessing thee! o, if too long I stay,

0, speak thou, und my pipe hath nought to say.
For sce, Apollo ol this while stands mute,
Expecting by thy voice to tunc his lute.

But gods are gracious, and their altars muke
Precious their offerings that their altars take ;
Give, then, this rural wrenth fire from thine eyes:
Thus rural wreath dares be thy sucrifice.

UPDN FORD'S TWO TRAGEDIES,
Love’s Sucrifice, and the Broken Heart,

110U cheat’st us, Ford, mek’st vne scem
two by art:

ON A FOUL MORNING,
Being then to take a Journey.

DL ILERT art thou, Sol, while thus the blind-
Y/ Ay fold doy

OANER  Staggers out of the Enst, losing her way,
Stumbling on night? Rouse thee, illustrivus youth,
And let no dull mists choke the light's fair growth.
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Point here thy beams, D, glance on yonder flocks,

And make their fleeces golden as thy locks.

Unfold thy fair front, and there shall oppear

Full glory flaming in her own frec sphere.

Gladness shall clothe the carth, we will instile

The face of things an universal smile:

Say to the sullen morn, thou com’st to eourt her,

And wilt demand proud Zephyrus to sport her,

With wunton gules; his balmy breath shall lick

The tender drops which tremble on her cheek ;

Which rarified, snd in & gentle rain

On those delicious banks istill’d again,

Shall rise in a sweet harvest, which discloses

In every blush a bed of new-born roscs.

He'll fan her bright lucks, teaching them to flow

And frisk in curled meanders: he will throw

A fragrant breath, suck’d from the spicy nest

D’ th’ precious Pheenix, warm upon her breast.

He with a dainty and soft hand will trim

And brush her azure mantle, which shall swim

In silken volumes ; wheresoe’er she’ll tread,

Bright clouds, like golden fleeces, shall be spread.
Rise then, fair blue-cyced maid, rise and discover

Thy silver brow, and meet thy golden lover.

See how he runs, with what o hasty flight

Into thy bosom, bathed with liguid light.

Fly, fly, profane fogs, far hence fly away,

Taint not the pure streams of the springing day

With your dull influence; it is for you

To sit and scowl upon night’s heavy brow ;

Not on the fresh cheeks of the virgin morn,
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Where nought but smiles and ruddy joys are worn:
Fly, then, and dv not think with her to stay ;
Let it suffice, she'll wear no mask to-day.

UPON THE FAIR ETHIOPIAN,

Sent to a Fentlewoman.

D, here, the fair Chariclia ! in whom strove
Su false a fortune und so true a love.

/s Now, after all her toils by sea and land,

0 mn) she but arive at your white hand,

Her hopes are crown’; only she fears that then

She shall appear truz Ethiopian !

ON MARRIAGE.

J WOULD be marricd, but I'd have no wife ;
{\ I would be married to a single life.

TO TIHE MORNING.
Sutisfaction for Sleep.

Whose drowsiness hath wrong’d the Muse’s
NS friend ?

Wlmt hopt,, Aurora, to propitiate thee,

Unless the Muse sing my apolugy ?

0! in thet morning of my shame, when I

Lay folded up in sleep’s captivity ;
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How at the sight didst thou draw back thine eyes
Into thy modest veil | how didst thou rise
Twice dyed in thine vwn blushes, and didst run
To draw the curtains and awake the sun!
‘Who, rousing his illustrious tresses, came,

And seeing the loath’d object, hid for shame
His head in thy fair bosom, and still hides

Me from his patronage; I pray, he ehides;
And, pointing to dull Morpheus, bids mc take
My own Apollo, try if I can make

His Lethe be my Ilclicon: and see

If Morpheus have o Muse to wait on me.
Hence 'tis my humble fancy finds no wings,
No nimble raptures, starts to heaven and brings
Enthusiastic flames, such ns can give

Marrow to my plump genius, make it live
Dress’d in the glorious madness of a Muse,
‘Whese fect can walk the milky-way, and chovse
Her starry throne; whose holy heats ean warm
The grave, and hold up an exalted arm

To lift me from my lazy urn, and climb

Upon the stoopdd shoulders of vld Time,

And troce eternity. But all is dead,

All these delicious hupes ure buritd

In the deep wrinkles of his angry brow,

‘Where mercy cannot find them ; but, O thou
Bright lady of the morn, pity doth lie

So warm in thy soft breast, it cannot die;
Have mercy, then, and when he next doth rise,
0, meet the angry god, invade his eyes,

And stroke his radinnt cheeks ; one timely kiss
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‘Will kill his anger, and revive my bliss.

So to the treasure of thy pearly dew

Thrice will T pay three tears, to show how true
My gricf is; so my wakeful lay shall knock
At th’ oricntal gates, and duly mock

The early lurk’s shrill orisons to be

An anthem at the day’s nativity.

And the some rosy-finger’l hand of thine,
That shuts night’s dying eyes, shall vpen mine.
But thou, faint ygod of sleep, fo;'get that I

‘Was cver known to be thy votary.

No morz my pillow shall thine altar be,

Nor will I offer any more to thee

Myself a melting saerifice ; 'm born

Again a fresh child of the buxom morn.

IIcir of the sun’s first beams, why threat’st thou so?
‘Why dost thou shake thy leaden seeptre ? Go,
Bestow thy poppy upon wakeful woe,

Sickness and sorrow, whose pale lids ne’er know
Thy downy finger dwell upon their eyos ;

Shut in their tears, shut out their miseries.

LDVE'S HOROSCOPE.

f‘ 13 DVE, brave virtuc’s younger brother,
Erst hath made my heurt a mother.
Sha consults the eonscious spheres,

To calculate her young son’s years ;
She asks if sad or saving pow’rs
Gave omen to his infant hours ;

1
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She asks each star that then stood by
If poor Love shall live or die.

Ah, my heart, is that the way?

Are these the benms that rule thy day ?
Thou know’st a face in whosc each louk
Beauty lays ope Love’s fortunc-book,
On whose fair revolutions wait

The obsequious motions of Love's fate.
Ah, my heart! her eyes and she

Have taught thee new astrology.
Howe’er Love’s native hours were set,
Whatever sturry synod met,

"Tis in the mercy of her ey,

If poor Love shall live or die.

It those sharp rays, putting on

Points of death, bid Love begone ;
Though the heavens in council sat

To crown an uncontrolltd fate ;
Though their best aspects twined upon
The kindest constellation,

Cast amorous glances on his birth,
And whisper’d the confederate earth
To puve his paths with all the good
Thut warms the bed of youth and blood .—
Love has no plea against her eyce;
Beauty frowns, and Love must die.

But if her milder influence move,

And gild the hopes of humble Love ;—
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Though heaven’s inauspicivus eye

Luy black on Love’s nativity ;

Though every diwmond in Jove’s crown -
Fix'd his forehead to o frown ;—

IIer eye u strong appeal can give,
Beouty smiles, and Love shall live.

0, if Love shall live, O, where

But in her eye, or in her car,

In her breast, or in her breath,
Shall T hide poor Love from death ?
For in the life sught else can give,
Love shall die, although he hve.

Or, if Love shall die, O, where,
But in her cye, or in her ear,

In her breath, or in her breast,
Shall T build his funeral nest ?
While Love shull thus entombtd lic,
Love shall live, although he die !

OUT OF VIRGIL, IN THE PRAISE OF THE
SPRING.

YLL trees, all lenfy groves confess the spring
Their gentlest friend ; then, then the lands
4 begin

To swell with forward pride, and sced desire

To generation ; heaven’s almighty sire
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Molts on the bosom of his love, and pours
Himself into her lsp in fruitful showers;

And by a soft insinuation, mix’d

With earth’s large mass, doth cherish and assist
Her weak conceptions ; no lonc shade, but rings
‘With chattering birds’ delicious murmurings.
Then Venus’ mild instinct, at set times, yields
The herds tv kindly meetings, then the ficlds,
Quick with warm Zephyr’s lively breath, lay forth
Their pregnant bosems in a fragrant birth ;

Each body’s plump and juicy, all things full

Of supple moisture: nv coy twig but will

Trust his beloved bosom to the sun,

Grown lusty now ; no vine so weak and young
That fears the foul-mouth’d Auster, or those storms
That the south-west wind hurries in his arms,
But hastes her forward Dlossoms, and Inys out,
Freely lays out her leaves ; nor do I doubt,

But when the world first out of Chaos sprang,

Sv smiled the days, and so the tenour ran

Of their felicity : a spring was there,

An everlasting spring ; the jolly year

Led round in his great cirele; no wind’s breath,
As then, did smell of winter, or of death.

‘When light’s sweet light first shone on beasts, and when
From their hard mother earth sprang hardy men ;
‘When beasts took up their lodging in the wood,
Stars in their higher chambers ; never could

The tender growth of things cndure the sense

Of such o change, but that the heav’n’s indulgenee
Kindly supplics sick nature, and doth mould

A sweetly-temper’d mean, nor hot nor cold,
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WITH A PICTURE SENT TD A FRIEND.

' PAINT so ill, my picce had need to be
¢ Painted ugain by some good poesy ;

A T write so ill, my slender line is scares
So much as th’ picture of o well-limn’d verse:
Yet may the love T send be true, though I
Send not true picture nor true pocsy :

Both which away, I should nut nced to fear

My love or feign’d or painted should appear.

IN PRAISE DF LESSIUS'S RULE OF
HEALTH.*

,, O now, and with some daring drug,
y Bait the disease, and, while they tug,

)
Y

R 3¢5) Thou to maintain theiv precious strife
Spend the dear trensure of thy life :

G, take physic, doat upon

Some big-numed composition,—
The oraculous doctors’ mystic bills,
Certain hard words made intv pills ;
And what at last shalt get by thess ?
Only a costlier discasc,

* Repeated, with sume additionul lines, ut the end of the
edition of 1570; and printed, from * Hark hither,” among
the commendutory verses 1n praise of the translation of ©“ The
Temperate Man, &c. the right Way of preserving Life and
Health,” &c. of Lessius und others, London, 15678, 12mo.
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Gro, poor man, think what shall be
Remedy against thy remedy.
That which makes us have no neel
Of physic, that’s physic indeed.
Hark hither, reader, woul Vst thou sce
Nature her own physician be?
Would’st see & man ull his own wealth,
His own physic, his vwn health ?
A man whose sober soul can tell
How to wear her gurments well ?
Her garments, that upon her sit,
As garments should do, close and fit ?
A well-elothed soul, that’s not oppress’d,
Nor choked with what she should be dress’d ?
A soul sheathed in a erystal shrine,
Through which all her bright features shine ?
As when a picce of wanton lawn,
A thin aerial veil is drawn,
D’er beauty’s face, sceming to hide,
More sweetly shows the blushing bride.
A soul whose intcllectual beams
No mists 1o mask, no lazy streams?
A happy soul, that all the wuy
To heuven hath & summer’s day ?
Would’st see o mun whose well-warm’d blovd
Bathes him in & genuine flood ?
A man whose tunéd humours be
A scat of rarest harmony ?
Would’st sce blithe looks, fresh cheeks beguile
Age? Would’st see Devember smile ?
Would’st see a nest of roses grow



OF THE MUSES. 119

In o bed of reverend snow ?

Warm thuughts, free spirits, flattering
Winter’s self into a spring ?

In sum, woull'st see o man that can
Live to be old, and still 4 man ?

‘Whose latest, and most leaden hours,
Fall with soft wings, stuck with soft flow’rs ;
And, when life’s sweet fable enils,

Soul and body pmt like friends :—

No quarrels, murmurs, no delay ;

A kiss, u sigh, and so away ?

This rare one, reader, would’st thou sce,

Hark hither ; and—thysclf be he!

THE BEGINNING OF HELIDDORUS.

A 1IE smiling morn hwd newly woked the day,
And tipp’d the mountains in a tender ray:

g ‘Wlien, on a hill, whose high imperivus brow
Louks down, mnd sees the humble Nile below

Lick his proud feet, and haste into the scos,

Through the great mouth that's nomed from Hercules,
A band of men, rough as the arms they wore,

Look’d round, first to the sea, then to the shore :—
The shore that show’d them what the sea denicd,
Houpe of o prey.  There to the muin land tied

A ship they saw, no men she had; yet press’d
Appeur’d with other lading, for her breust

Deep in the groaning woters walluwéd
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Up to the third ring ; o’er the shore was spread
Death’s purple triumph ; on the blushing ground
Life’s lnte forsaken houses all lay drown’d

In their vwn blood’s dear deluge; some new dead,
Some panting in their yet warm ruins blcd,

While their affrighted souls, now wing’d for flight,
Lent them the last flash of her glimmering light s
Those yet fresh streams which crawléd everywhere,
Show’d that stern war had newly bathed him there:
Nor did the face of this disaster show

Marks of a fight ulonc, but feasting too ;

A miserable and o mounstrous feast,

Where hungry war had made himself a gucst ;
And, coming late, had cat up guest and all,

Who proved the feast to their own funeral, &e.

CUPID'S CRYER. OUT OF THE GREEK.

P ‘%L: OVE is lost, nor ean his mother
Her little fugitive discover:

% She sceks, she sighs, but nowhere spies him,

Love 18 lost ; and thus she crics him.
O yes ! if any happy eyec

This roving wanton shall desery :

Let the finder surely know

Mine is the wag ; ’tis I that own

The wingtd wand’rer ; and that none

Muy think his labour vainly gonc,

The glad descryer shall not miss

To taste the nectar of a kiss
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From Venus’ lips ; but as for him
That brings him to me, he shall swim
In riper joys; more shall be his,
Venus assures him, than o kiss.

But lest your eyc discerning slide,

These murks may be your judgment’s guide:

His skin, as with a fiery blushing,
High-coloured is ; his eyes still flushing
With nimble flames ; and though his mind
Be ne’er so eursed, his tongue is kind :
For never were his words in aught
Found the pure issue of his thought.

The working bees’ soft-melting gold,
That which their waxen mines enfold,
Flows not so sweet as do the tones

Df his tuned accents ; but if once

His anger kindle, presently

It boils vut into cruclty

And fraud: he makes poor mortals’ hurts
The objects of his cruel sports ;

With dainty carls his froward face

Is crown’d abvut; but, O, what place,
‘What farthest nook of lowest hell,

Feels not the strength, the reaching spell
Of his small hand ? yet not 8o small

As ’tis powerful therewithal ;

Though bare his skin, his mind he covers,
Anl, like n saucy bird, he hovers

With wanton wing, now here, now there,
’Bout men and women ; nor will spare
Till ut length he, perching, rest

121
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In the closet of their breast.

His weapon is a little bow,

Yet such a vne as, Jove knows how,
Nv'er suffer’d yet his little wrrow

Of heav’'n’s highest arches to fall narrow.
The gold that on his quiver smiles
Deccives men’s fears with flattering wiles :
But, D, tov well my wounds cun tell,
‘With bitter shafts "tis sauc’d too well ;
He is all cruel, cruel all;

His torch imperivus, though but small,
Makes the sun, of flames the sire,
Worse than sun-burnt in his fire :
Wheresoe’er you chance to find him,
Seize him, bring him, but first bind him ;
Pity not him, but fear thyself,

Though thou see the crafty elf

Tell down his silver drops unto thee,
They’re counterfeit, and will undo thee;
With baited smiles if he display

His fawning cheeks, lvok not that way :
If he offer sugared kisses,

Start, and suy the serpent hisses

Draw him, drag him, though he pray,
‘Woo, intreat, and, crying, say

Prithee, sweet, now let me go,

Here's my quiver, shafts and bow ;

Tl give thee ull, take all :—take heed,
Lest his kindness make thee bleed.
Whate'er it be love offers, still presume
That, though it shines, ’tis fire, and will consume.
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Al torn ; w1th much alo yet ¢’er he dies,
He struins these words : Base envy, do laugh on,
Thus did T fall, and thus fell Phacton.

UPDON VENUS PUTTING DN MARS'S ARMS.

Why art thou arm d 80 l]upnmtely to-day?
Q ! "{ Mars thou hast beaten naked, and, D, then,
Whiat need’st thou put on arms ngainst poor men ?

UPON THE SAME.

eried,
¢ Comv, if thou dar’st, thus, thus let us be
tried.”
“ Why, fool !’ says Venus,  thus provek’st thou me,
That being naked, thou know’st could conguer thee?”
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UPON BISHOP ANDREWS'S PICTURE
BEFORE HIS SERMONS.

\ TITS reverend shadow cast that setting‘sun,
% Whose gloripus course through our horizon

) run,
I
All vne great eye, all drown’d i one great tear!
Whose fair illustrious soul led his free thought

Through learning’s universe, and, vainly, sought

e dim face of this dull hemisphere,

Room for her spacious self, until at Iength

She found the way home ; and, with holy strength,
Snateh’d herself hence to heaven: fill'd a bright place,
"Mongst those immortal fires, and on the face

Of her great Maker fix’d her flaming eye,

There still to rend true pure divinity.

And now that grave aspeet hath deign’d to shrink
Into this less appearance, if you think

"Tis but a dead face art doth here bequeath,

Look on the following leaves, and see them breathe.

OUT OF MARTIAL.

D BBLS DUR tecth thou had’st, that ranked in goolly
stute,

Kept thy mouth’s gute.

The first blast of thy cough left two ulone ;
The second none.
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This last cough, Zlia, cough’d out all thy fear—
Th’ hast left the third cough now no business here.

A SONG. DOUT OF TIIE ITALIAN.

"3 0 thy lover,

2 Dear, discover

2 That sweet blush of thine, that shameth,
When the roses
Tt discloses,

All the flowers that nature nameth !

In free am,
Flow thy hair;
That no more summer’s best dresses
Be beholden,
For their golilen
Locks, to Phiebus’ flaming tresses.

0, deliver
Love Ius quiver;
From thy cyes he shoots his arrow,
Where Apolly
Cannot follow,
Feather’d with his mother’s sparrows !

0, cuvy not,
Thut we dic not,
Those dear lips, whose door encloses
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All the Graees
In their places,
Brother penrls, and sister roses !

From these trensures
Of ripe pleasures,
One bright smile to clear the weather :
Earth and heaven,
Thus made even,
Both will be good fricnds together.

The air does woo thee,
Winds cling to thee;
Might a word once fly from out thee,
Storms and thunder
Would sit under,
And keep silence round about thee!

But if Nature's
Common creatures
So dear glories darc not borrow ;
Yet thy beauty
Owes a duty
To my loving, ling’ring sorrow !

‘When, to end me,
Death shall send me
All his terrors, to affright me;
Thine eyes’ graces
Gild their fuces,
Ani those terrors shall delight me!
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When my dying
Lifo is flying,
Those sweet airs, that often slew me,
Shall revive me,
Or reprieve me,
And tv muny deaths renew me !

DUT OF TIIE ITALIAN.

23§ OVE now no fire hath left him,

‘We two betwixt us have divided it ,
% Your cyes the light hath reft him :

The lll.urt commanding in my heart doth sit

0, that pvor love be not for cver spuil’l,

Let my heat to your light be rceonciled !

So shall these flames, whose worth
Now all obscurdd lies,

Dress’d in those beams start forth,
And dance before your eyes.

Or clso partuke my flames,
I care not whether,
And so0 in mutual names,
D love, burn both together!
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DUT OF THE ITALIAN.

"Ths this: listning one day too long

To th’ Syrens in my mistress’ song,

The cestasy of a delight

So much o’ermast’ring all his might,

To that onc sense made all else thrall ;

And so he lost his clothes, eycs, heart, and all!

ON THE FRONTISPIECE DF ISAACSDN'S
CHRONOLOGY EXPLAINED.

5L F with distinctive eye anid minil you look
N Upon the fiont, you see more than one book.
L U'reation is Gol’s hook, wherein ITe wiit
Each ereature as a letter filling it.

History is creation’s book ; which shows

To what cffeets the sevies of it goes.

Chronology’s the book of history, and bears

The just account of days, of months, and years

But resurrection, in o later press

And new cdition, is the sum of these:

The language of these books had all been one

Had not th’ aspiring tow’r of Babylon

Confuscd the tongues, and in a distanee Inul'd

As far the speech, ns men, o’ th’ new-fll'l world,
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Sct then your cyes in method, and behold
Time’s cmblem, Saturn ; who, when store of goll
Cuin’d the first age, devour’d that birth he fear’d ;
Till history, time’s cldest child, appear’d,

And, phrenix-like, in spite of Saturn’s rage,
Forced from her ashes heirs in cvery age.

From th’ rising sun, obtaining by just suit,

A sprmg’s ingender, and an antumn’s fruit.

Who in those volumes, at her motion penn’d,
Unto ereation’s Alpha doth extend.

Again aseend, and view chronology,

By optie skill pulling far history

Nearer ; whose hand the piereing eagle’s eye
Strengthens to bring remotest objects nigh.
Under whose feet you see the sctting sun,

From the dark gnomon, 0’er her volumes run,
Drown’ll in cternal night, never to rise

Till resurrection show it to the cyes

Of carth-worn men ; aud her shrill trumpet’s sound
Affright the bones of mortals from the ground .
The columns both are erown’d with cither sphere,
To show chronology and history bear

Nu other culmen than the double art

Astronomy, peography impart.
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DR THUS.

To what his bowels birth, un[l being gave ;
¢ Lect Naoture dic, and, pheenix-like, from
death,

Revived Nature take u second breath ;
If, on Time’s right hand sit fair history ;
If, from the seed of empty ruin she
C'an raise so fair an harvest, let her be
Ne'er so far distant, yct chronology,
Sharp-sighted as the eagle’s eye, that cun
Outstare the broad-beam’d day’s meridian,
'Will huve a perspicil to find her out ;
And, through the night of ervor, and dark doubt,
Discern the dawn of truth’s eternal ray,
As when the rosy morn buds into day!

Now that Time’s empire might be amply fill’l,
Babel’s bold artists strive, below, to build
Rum a temple ; on whose fruitful full
History rears her pyramids, more tall
Than were th’ Egyptian! by the life, these give,
Th’ Egyptian pyramids themselves must live .
On these she lifts the world; and, on their base,
Shows the two terms and limits of Time’s race :
That the creation is ; the julgment this ;
That the world’s murning ; this ber midnight is '
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AN EPITAPH UPON MR. ASHTDN, A
CONFORMABLE CITIZEN.

A HE modest front of this small floor,
Believe me, reader, can say more

¥\ Than many u braver marble can,—
 Here lics a truly honest man !”

One whose conscience was a thing

That troubled neither church nor king ;
One of those few that in this town
Honour all preachers ; hear their own.
Sermons he heard, yet not so many

As left no time to practise any;

He heard them reverendly, and then
His practise preach’d them o’er again ;
His parlour-sermons rather were

Those to the eye, than to the car;

His prayers took their price and strength
Not from the loudness nor the length ;
He was a protestant at home,

Not only in despite of Rome;

He loved his father, yet his zeal

Tore not off his mother’s veil ;

To th’ church he did allow her dress,
Truc beauty to true holiness ;

Peace, which he loved in life, did lend
Her hand to bring him to his end ;
‘When age and death call’d for the seore,
No surfeits were to reckon for;
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Death tore not, thercfore, but, sans strife,
Gently untwined his thread of life.

‘What remains, then, but that thou
Write these lines, reader, on thy brow,
And, by his fuir example’s light

Burn in thy imitation bright?

So, while these lines can but bequeath

A life, perhaps, unto his death,

Has better cpitaph shall be—

His life still kept alive in thee.

OUT OF CATULLUS.

A% What the sourest fathers sny ;
Brightest Sol, that dies to day,
Lives again as blithe to-morrow ;
But if we, dark sons of sorrow,
Set, O then, how long a night
Shuts the cyes of our short light !
Then let amorous kisses dwell
On vur lips, begin and tell
A thousand and o hundred score,
A hundred and a thousand more,
Till another thousand smother
That, and that wipe off another.
Thus at last, when we have number’l
Many a thousand, many a hundred,
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W'l confound the reckoning guite,
And lose ourselves in wild delight:
While our joys so multiply,

As shall mock the cnvivus eye,

WISHES TD HIS SUPPOSED MISTRESS.

\(IZHOEER she be,
o That not impossible she,

That shall command my heart and me:

‘Where’er she lie,
Lock’d up from mortal eye,
In shady lenves of destiny :

Till that ripe birth
Of studicd fate, stand forth,
Anl teach her fair steps to our carth:

Till that divine
Iden take o shrine
Of erystal flesh, through which to shine :

Meet you her, my Wishes,
Bespeak her to my blisses,
Aul be ye call’il my absent kisses.

I wish her beauty,
That owes not all its duty
To gaudy tire, or glist'ring shoe-tie.
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Something more thun
Taffata or tissue can,
Or rampant feather, or rich fan.

More than the spoil
Of shop, or silkworm’s tvil,
Or u bought blush, or a set smile.

A face, that’s best
By its own beauty dress’d,
And can alone command the rest.

A face, made up
Out of no vther shop,
Than what Nature’s white hand scts ope.

A check, where youth
And blood, with pen of truth,
Write what the reader sweetly ructh.

A cheek, where grows
More than a morning rose,
‘Which to no box his being owes.

Lips, where all day
A luver’s kiss may play,
Yet carry nothing thence away.

Looks, that oppress
Their richest tires, but dress
And clothe their simplest nakedness,
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Kyes, that displace
The ncighbour diamond, and vut-face
That sunshine by their own sweet grace.

Tresses, that wear
Jewels, but to declare
IIow much themselves more precious are.

Whose native ray
Can tame the wanton day
Of gems that in their bright shades play.

Tach ruby there,
Or pearl that dare appear,
Be its own blush, be its own tear.

A well-tamed heart,
For whose more noble smart
Love may be long choosing a dart.

Eyes, that bestow
Full quivers on love’s bow,
Yet pay less arrows than they owe.

Smiles, that con warm
The blood, yet teach a charm,
Thot chastity shall take no harm.

Blushes, that bin
The burnish of no sin,
Nor flames of aught too hot within.
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Joys, that confess
Virtue their mistress,
And have no other head to dress.

Fears, fond and slight,
As the eoy bride’s, when night
First does the longing lover right.

Tears, quickly fled,
And vain, as those arc shed
For a dying maidenhead.

Days, that need borrow
No part of their good morrow,
From u fore-spent night of sorrow.

Days, thut in spite
Of darkness, by the light
Df a clear minl, arc duy all night.

Nights, sweet us they
Mude short by lovers’ play,
Yet long by th’ absence of the day.

Life, that dares send
A challenge to his end,
Anl when it comes, say, Welcome, friend !

Sydneian showers
Df sweet discourse, whose powers
Can crown old winter’s head with flowers.
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Soft silken hours,
Open suns, shaldy bowers,
"Bove all—nothing within that lowers.

Whate’er delight
Can make day’s forchead bright,
Or give down to the wings of night.

In her whole frame,
Have Nuture all the name,
Art and vrnament the shame.

Her flattery,
Picture and pocsy,
Her counsel her vwn virtue be.

I wish her store
Of worth may leave her poor
Of wishes; and I wish

o more.

Now, if Time knows
That her, whose radiant brows
Weave them a garland of my vows;

Her, whose just bays
My future hopes can raise,
A trophy to her present praise ;

Her, that darcs bo
‘What these lines wish to sec:
I seek no further, it is she.
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Tis she, and here,
Lo, I unclothe and clear
My Wish’s cloudy character !

Muy she enjoy it,
Whose merit dare apply it,
But modesty dares still deny it!

Such worth as this is
Shall fix my flying wishes,
And determine them to kisscs.

Let her full glory,
My fancies, fly before ye,
Be ye my fictivns but—her story.

UPDON TWD GREEN APRICOCKS SENT TD
COWLEY BY SIR CRASHAW.

b-y’ AKE these, Time’s tardy truants, sent by me
¢¥n To be chastised, sweet friend, and chid by

AR thee.

Pale sons of our Pomona ! whose wan checks

Iave spent the patience of expecting weeks,

Yet are searce ripe cnough at best to show

The red, but of the blush to thee they owe,

By thy comparison they shall put on

More summer in their shame’s reflection,
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Than ¢’er the fruitfal Phabus’ flaming kisses
Kindled on their eold lips. O, had my wishes,

And the dear merits of your Muse, their due,

The year had found some fruit early as you;

Ripe as those rich composures, time computes
Blossums, but our blest taste confesses fruits,

I1Tow docs thy April-sutumn mock those cold
Progressivns ’twixt whose terms poor Time grows old!
With thee alone he wears no beard ; thy brain
Gives him the morning worll’s fresh gold again.
"Twas only Paradise, 'tis only thou,

Whose fiuit and blossoms both bless the same bough.
Proul in the pattern of thy precious youth,

Nature, methinks, might easily mend her growth.
Could she in all her births but copy thee,

Into the public yenr’s proficiency,

No fruit should have the face to smile on thee,
Young master of the world’s maturity !

But such whose sun-born beauties what they burrow
Of beams to-day, puy back again to-morruw,

Nor nced be double-gilt.  How, then, must these
Poor fruits look pule at thy Hesperides!

Fain would I chide their slowncss, but in their
Defeets I draw mine own dull character.

Take them, and me in them, acknowledging

Iow much my summer waits upon thy spring ! ¥

* From the edition of 1648.
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CRASHAWE,

THE ANAGRAM “IIE WAS CAR.

ﬂg:\’ AS Car then Crashaw, or was Crashaw Uar,
X/

Vi ¢ Yes, Car’s Crashaw, he Car; ’tis love

[ . alone

Which melts two hearts, of both composing one;

So Crashaw's still the same: so much desired

By strongest wits; so honow’d, so admired ,

Car was but he that enter’d ns a friend

With whom he shared his thoughts, and dil commend.

While yet he lived, this work ; they loved each other:

Sweet Crashaw was his friend: he Crashaw’s brother,

So Car huth title then; ’twas his intent

That what his riches penn’d, poor Car should print :

Nor fears he cheek, praising that happy one

Who was beloved by oll; disprais’d by none.

To wit, being pleased with all things, he pleased all .

Nor would he give nor tuke offence; befall

‘What might, he would possess himself, und live

As dead, devoid of interest, t' all might give
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Discased his well-compostd mind, forestall’d

With heavenly riches, which had wholly call’d

His thoughts from carth, to live above in th’ air

A very bird of paradise.  No care

Had he of carthly trash.  'What might suffice

To fit his soul tv heavenly exercise,

Suffictd him ; and may we guess his heart

By what his lips bring forth, his only part

Is God and godly thoughts. I.eaves doubt to none

But that to whom one God is all, all’s vne.

What he might eat or wear he took nv thought,

His ncedful food he rather found than sought.

He seeks no downs, no sheets, his bed’s still made ;

If he can find o chair or stool, he’s laid ;

When day peeps in, he quits his restless rest;

And still, poor soul, before he’s up, he’s dress’d.

Thus dying did he Live, yet lived to die

In th’ Virgin's lap, to whom he did apply

His virgin thvughts and words, ani thence was styled

By foes, the chaplain of the virgin mild,

‘While yet he lived without : his modesty

Impartel this to some, and they to me.

Live happy, then, dear soul! enjoy thy rest

Etcrnally by pains thou purchasedst,

While Car must live in care, who was thy friend,

Nor cares he how he live, so in the end

Ile may cnjuy his dearcst Lord and thee ;

And sit and sing more skilful songs cternally.
Taomas Car.
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AN EPIGRAM

Upon the Pieturcs wn the following Poems which the
Author first made with his own hund admivably well,
us iy be seen i his Manuseript dedicated
to the Ryht Honouralle Lady the
Lady Denbiyh.

A WIXT pen and pencil rose a holy strife
Wihueh might draw virtue better to the life ;
But wits gave votes to that: but painters

swore

They never saw picees so sweet before

As these: fruits of pure nature; where no art

Dil leald the untaught peneil, nor had part

In th’ work.

The hand grown bold, with wit will nceds contest.

Doth it prevail ? ah, wo! say cach is best.

This to the ear speaks wonders ; that will try

To speak the same, yet louder, to the eye.

Both their aims e holy, both conspire

Tv wound, to burn the heart with heavenly fire.

This then's the doom, to do both putics right :

This, to the car spenks best ; that, to the sight
Tuomas Car,

* Printed only 1n the edition of 1652.



TD THE NOBLEST AND BEST OF LADIES
TIE COUNTESS DF DENBIGII

Persuarling her to resolution in Reltyron, and to render
herself without further delty into the communion
of the Uatholic Church.

Holds fast the door, yet dares not venture
o vpen it and enter ?

Whose definition is a doubt

"T'wixt life and death, "twixt in and out?
Suy, ling’ring fair | why comes the birth
Of your brave soul so slowly forth ?
Plead your pretences, O you strong

In weakness, why you ehoose o long

In lubour of yoursclf to lie,

Nor daring quite to hve nor die.

Ah, linger not, loved soul ! o slow

An late eonsent was a long np;

‘Who grants at lust, long time had tricd
And did his best to have denied.
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What magic bolts, whut mystic bars
Maintain the will in these strange wars !
‘What fatal, what fantastic bands

Keep the free heart from its own hands !
S, when the year takes eold, we see

Poor waters their own prisoners be;
Fetter'd and lock’l up fast they lie

In u sal self-captivity ;

Th' astonish’d nymphs their floods’ strange fate deplore,
To see themselves their own severer shore.
Thou that alone canst thaw this cold,

And feteh the heart from its strong hold,
Almighty Love! cnd this long war,

And of a metcor make a star,

0, fix this fair indefinite,

And ’mongst thy shafts of sovercign light
Choosc out that sure decisive durt,

‘Which hus the key of tlus close heart,
Knows all the eorners of’t, and can control
The self-shut cabinet of an unsearch’d soul !
0, let it be at last Love’s hour;

Raise this tall trophy of thy pow’r ;

Coms once the conguering way, not to confute,
But kill this rebel-word—Irresolute ;

That so, in spite of all this peevish strength
Of weakness, she may write—Resolved at length !
Unfold at length, unfold fair flow’r,

And use the season of Love’s show’r;

Moeet his well-meaning wounds, wise Leart !
And haste to drink the wholesome dart;
That healing shaft, which heav'n till now



148 SACRED POEMS.

Has in Love’s quiver hid for you,

O dart of love ! arrow of Light !

0, happy you, if it hit right !

It must not fall in vain, it must

Not mark the dry regardless dust.

Fhir one, 1t is your fate; and brings
Eternal worlds upon its wings,

Meet it with wide-spread arms ; and see
Its seat your soul’s just centre be.
Disband dull foars ; give Faith the day;
To save your bfe, kill your delay ;

It is Love’s sicge, and sure to he

Your triumph, though his victory.

"Tis cowardice that keeps this field,

And want of courage not to yield.

Yicld then, O yield, that Love may win
The fort at last, and let Life in.

Yicld quickly, lest perhaps you prove
Death’s prey, before the prize of Love.
This fort of your fair sclf, if’t be not won,
e is repuls’l indeed, but you're undone.

TO THE NAME ABOVE EVERY NAME, TIIE
NAME OF JESUS. A IIYMN.

’ﬁ lg SING the name which nonc can say
%I\Aﬁ But touch’d with an interior ray;

A VeV The name of our new peace; our good:
Our bliss, snd supernatural blood :
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The name of all our lives and loves.
Ilearken, and help, ye holy doves!
The high-born brood of day; you bright
Candidates of blissful light,
The heirs elect of love ; whose names belong
Unto the everlasting life of song ;
All ye wise souls, who in the wealthy breast
Of this unbounded name build your warm nest.
Awuke, my glory, soul, if such thou be,
Anll that fair word at all refer to thee,
Awake and sing,
And be all wing ;
Bring hither thy whole self; and let me see
What of thy parent heav’n yet speaks in thee.
1), thou art poor
Of noble pow’rs, T see,
And full of nothing clse but empty me;
Narrow, gnd low, and infinitely less
Than this great morning’s mighty business.
Dne little worll or two,
Alas! will never do;
We must have store.
G, soul, vut of thyself, and seck for more ;
Go anl request
Great Nature tor the key of her huge chest
Of heav'n’s, the self-involving set of spheres,
Which dull mortality more feels than hears ;
Then rouse the nest
Of nimble art, and traverse round
The uiry shop of soul-apprasing sound :
And beat a summons in the same



150 SACRED POEMS.

All-sovereign nume,
To warn cach several kind
And shape of sweetness, be they such
As sigh with supple wind,
Or answer artful touch,
That they convene and come wway
To wait at the love-crowntd doors of that
Tllustrious day.
Shall we dare this, my soul? We’ll do’t, and bring
No vther note for’t, but the Name we smg.
Wake, lute and harp,
Antl every sweet-lipp’d thing
Thut talks with tuneful string ;
Start into life, and leap with me
Into a hnsty fit-tuned harmony.
Nor must you think it much
T’ vbey my bolder touch ;
I have authority in Love's name to take you
And to the work of luve this morning wake you;
Wake, in the name
Of Him who never sleeps, all things that are,
Or what's the same,
Are musieal ;
Answer my call
And come along ;
Help me to meditute mine immortal song.
Come, ye soft ministers of sweet sal mirth,
Bring all your household-stuff of heav'n on earth:
O you, my soul’s most certain wings,
Cumplaining pipes, and prattlng stripgs,
Bring all the store
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Of sweets you have, and murmur that you have no more.
Come, ne’er to part,
Nuture and art!
Come, and vome strong,
To the conspiracy of our spacious song.
Bring all the pow’rs of praise
Your provinces of well-united worlls can raise ;
Bring all your lutes and harps of heav’n und carth ;
Whate’er co-operates to the common mirth ;
Vessels of vocal joys,
Or you, morc noble architects of intellectual noise,
Cymbals of heav’n, or human spheres,
Solicitors of souls or ecars;
And when you are come, with all
That you can bring, or we can call,
0, muy you fix
For ever here, und mix
Yourselves into the long
And cverlasting scries of a deathless song !
Mix all your many worlds above,
And lvose them intv one of love.
Cheer thee, my hewrt !
For thou, too, hast thy part
And place in the great throng
Of this unbounded, all-embracing song.
Pow’rs of my soul, be proud!
And spesk loud
To all the dear-bought nations this redeeming name ;
Ani in the wealth of one rich word proclaim
New smiles to nature.
Muy it be no wrong,
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Blest heav’ns, to you, and your superior song,
That we dark sons of dust and sorrow
Awhile dare borrow
The name of your dolights, and our desires,
And fit it to so far inferior lyres!
Our muwmurs have their musie, too,
Ye mighty orbs, as well as you,
Nor yields the noblest nest
Of warbling seruphim tv the ears of love,
A choicer Iesson than the joyful breast
Of u poor punting turtle-dove.
And we, low worms, have leave to do
The same bright business, ye third ITeav’ns, with you.
Gentle spirits, dv not complain,
‘We will have care
To keep it fair,
And send it back to you again.
Come, lovely name! appear from forth the bright
Ruegions of peaccful Light ;
Luok from Thine own illustrious home,
Fuir king of names, anil come:
Leave oll thy native glories in their gorgeous nest,
And give thyself awhile the gracious guest
Of humble souls, thut seck to find
The hidden sweets
‘Which man’s heart meets
When Thou srt master of the mind.
Come, lovely name! life of our hope!
Lo, we hold vur hearts wide ope !
Unluck thy cabinet of duy,

Dearcst sweet, and come away.
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Lo, how the thirsty lands
Grasp for thy golden showers with long-stretch’d hands !
Lo, hww the labouring earth,
That hopes to be
All heaven by thee,
Leaps at thy birth !
Th’ attending world, to wail thy rise,
First tun’d to eyzs,
An then, not knowing what to do,
Turn’d them to tears, and spent them, too.
Come, royal name ! and pay th’ expence
OFf all this precious patience ;
0, come away,
Anl kill the death of this delay!
0, see sv many wolds of barren years
Melted and measwmed out in seas of tears!
D, sce the weary luds ot wakeful hope,
Love’s castern windows, all wide ope,
With curtains drawn,
To cateh the day-break of thy dawn !
0, dawn, at last, long-look’d for duy !
Take thing own wings and come away.
L, where aloft it comes! 1t comes, among
The conduct of adoring spirits, that throng,
Like diligent bees, and swarm about it.
0, they wre wise,
And know what sweets are suck’d from vut it !
It is the hive
By which they thrive;
Where all their hourd of honey lies.
Lo, where it comes, upon the snowy dove’s
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Soft back, and brings o bosom big with loves !
Weleome to our dark world, thou
‘Womb of duy!
Unfold thy fair conceptions, and lisplay
The birth of our bright joys.
0, thou compacted
Body of blessings: spirit of souls extracted !
D, dissipate thy spicy pow’rs,
Cloul of condenstd sweets, and break upon us
In bulmy show’rs !
D, fill vur scnses, and take from us
All force of so profanc a fallacy
To think aught sweet but thut which smells of thee!
Fair, flow’ry name, in none but thee,
Anl thy nectareal fragrancy,
Iourly there meets
An universal synod of all sweets ;
By whom it is defintd thus
That no perfume
For ever shall presume
To pass for odoriferous,
But such alone whose sacred peligree
Can prove itself some kin, sweet name, to thee,
Sweet nume, in thy cach syllable
A thousand blest Arabias dwell ;
A thousand hills of frankincense,
Mountains of myrrh, and beds of spiccs,
And ten thousand paradises,
The soul that tastes thee tukes from thence.
Huw many unknown worlls there are
Df comforts, which thou hast in keeping !
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ITow many thousond mercies there
In Pity’s soft lap lic a-sleeping !
Happy he who has tho art
To awake them,
Anll to take them
IIome, and lodge them in his heart.
D, that it were as it was wont to be !
‘When thy old friends of fire, all full of thee,
Fought against frowns with smiles; gave glorious chase
To persceutions ; and ngainst the face
Of death and fiercest dangers durst, with brave
And sober pace, march on to meet a grave.
On their bold breasts about the world they bore thee,
And to the teeth of hell stood up to teach thee;
In centre of their inmost souls they wore thee,
Where racks and torments strived in vain to reach thee,
Little, alas! thought they
‘Who tore the fair breasts of thy friends,
Their fury but made way
For thee, and served them in thy glorious ends.
What dil their wenpons, but with wider pores
Inlarge thy flaming-breasted lovers,
Moure freely to transpire
That impatient fire,
The heart that hides thee hardly covers !
‘What did their weapons, but set wide the doors
For thee; fair purple doors, of Love’s devising,
The ruby windows which enrich’d the east
Of thy so oft-repeated rising!
Each wound of theirs was thy new morning,
And re-enthroned thee in thy rosy nest,
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‘With blush of thine own blood thy day adorning:
It was the wit of love o’crflow’d the bounds
Of wrath, and made the way through all these wounds.
‘Welecome, dear, all-ndoréd name !
For sure there 1 no knee
That knows not thee.
Or, if there be such sons of shame,
Alas! what will they do
When stubborn rocks shall bow,
And hills hang down their heav'n-suluting heads
To seek for humble beds
Of dust, where, in the bashful shaldes of night,
Next to their own low nothing they may lic,
Andcouch before the dazz’ling light of thy dread Majesty!
They that by Love’s mild dictate now
‘Will not adore thee,
Shall then, with just confusion, bow
And break before thee.

IN THE GLORIDUS EPIPHANY OF OUR
LORD GOD.

A Hymn sung as by the Three Kings.
First King.
make

AN~ The morn incur a sweet mistake;
2nd. For whom th’ officious heav'ns devise
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To disinherit the sun’s rise,
Delicately to displace
The day, and plant it fuirer in Thy face ;
0, Thou born King of loves,
Oflights,
Df joys !
Look up, sweet babe, look up, and see
For love of Thes,
Thus far from home,
The Kast is come
To seck herself in Thy sweet eyes !
We, who strangely went astray,
Lost in a bright
Meridian night,
A darkness made of too much day,
Beckon’d from far
By Thy fair star,
Lo, ot last have found our way !
To Thee, thou day of night; thou East of West!
Lo, we at last have found the way
To Thee, the world’s great universal Enst ;
The general and indifferent day !
All-circling point, all-cent’ring sphere,
The world’s one, round, eternal year;
‘Whose full and all-unwrinkled face
Nor sinks nor swells with time or place;
But everywhere, and everywhile,
Is one consistent solid smile ;
Not vex’d and tost
"I'wixt spring and frost,
Nor by alternate shreds of Light



158

Cho.

1st.

2nd.

3rd.

1st.

2nd.

3rd.

Oho.
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Sordidly shifting hands with shades and night.
0, little all, in Thy embrace
The world lics warm, and likes his place ;
Nor does his full globe fuil to be
Kiss’d on both his checks by Thee:
Time is too nurrow for Thy year,
Nor makes the whole world Thy half sphere.
To Thee, to Thee,
From him we flee;
From him, whom, by a more illustrious lie,
The blindness of the world did call the oye ;
To him, who by these mortal clouds hast made
Thyself our sun, though Thine own shade.
Farewell, the worll’s false light ;
Farcwell, the white
Egypt, o long farewell to thee,
Bright idol ; black idolatry ;
The dire face of inferior darkness kiss’d
And courtel in the pompous mask of o more
specious mist,
TFarewell, farewell,
The proud and misplaced gates of hell,
Percl’ll in the morning’s way,
And double-gilded as the dovrs of day ;
The decp hypocrisy uf death and night
More desperately dark, because more bright.
Weleome, the world’s sure way ;
Heav'n’s wholesome ray !
‘Welcome, to us; and we,
Sweet, to oursclves in Thee,

The deathless heir of all thy Father's day;
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Decently born,
Embosom’d in & much more rosy morn—
The blushes of thy all-unblemish’d mother.
No more that other
Aurora shall set ope
Her ruby vasements, or hereafter hope
From mortal cyes
To meet religivus welcomes at her rise.
We, precious ones, in you have won
A gentler morn, a juster sun,
Iis superfivial beams sun-burnt our skin;
But Ieft within
The night and winter still of death und sin.
Thy softer, yet more certain darts
Spare our cyes, but picree our hearts.
Therefore, with his prowl Persian spoils
We court Thy more concerning smiles.
Therefore, with his disgrace
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We gild the humble check of this chaste place ;

A at Thy feet pour forth his face.
The doting nations now no more
Shall any day but Thine adore ;
Nor, much less, shall they leave these eyes
For cheap Egyptian deitics.
TIn whatsoo’er more sacred shape
Of rum, he-goat, or reverend ape,
Those beauteous ravishers oppress’d so sore
The too-hard-tempted nations,
Never moro
By wanton heifer shall be worn
A garland, or a gilded horn.
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The altar-stall’d ox, fat Dsiris nuw,
‘With his fair sister-cow,
3rd. Shall kick the clouds no more; but lean and tame
Cho. See his horn’d face, and die for shame,
And Mithre now shall be no name.
1st. No longer shall the immodest lust
Of adulterous godless dust
2nd. Fly in the face of heav’n; as if it were
The poor world’s fault that he is fair,
3rd. Nor with perverse Joves and religious rapes
Revenge Thy bountics in their benuteous shapes,
And punish best things worst; because they stood
Guilty of being much for them too good.
1st. Proud sons of death, that durst compel
Heav'n itself to find them hell ;
2nd. And by strange wit of madness wrest
From this world’s East the other’s West.
3rd. All-idolizing worms, that thus vould crowi
And urge their sun into Thy cloud ;
Forving his sometimes eclipsed face to be
A long deliguium to the light of Thee.
Cho. Alas! with how much heavier shade
The shamefaced lamp hung down his head,
. For that one eclipse he made,
Than all those he suffercd !
15z, For this he look’d so big, and every morn
‘With a red face confess’d this scorn ;
Or hiding his vex'd cheeks in a hiréd mist,
Kept them from being 8o unkindly kiss’d :
2nd. It was for this the day did rise
So oft with blubber’d eyes.
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For this the evening wept ; and we ne’er knew,
But call’d it dew.
This daily wrong
Silenced the morning suns, and damp’d their song,
Nor was 't our deafness, but our sins, that thus
Long made th’ harmonious orbs oll mute to us.
Time hos a day in store,
‘When this so proudly poor
And self-oppresséd spark, that has so long
By the love-sick world been made
Not 8o much their sun as shade,
Weary of this glorivus wrong,
From them and from himself shall flee
For shelter to the shadow of Thy tree!
Proud to have gain’d this precivus lvss,
And chonged his false crown for Thy eross.
That dark day’s clear doom shall define
‘Whose is the master fire, which sun would shine;
That sable julgment-seat shall by ncw laws
Decide and settle the great cause
Of controverted light ;
And Nature's wrongs rejoice to do Thee right.
That forfeiture of noon to-night shall pay
All the idolat’rous theft dpne by this night of day;
Ani the great penitent press his own pale lips
With an elaborate love-eclipse,
To which the low world’s laws
Shall lend no cause,
Save those domestic which He borrows
From our sins and His own sorrows,
Three sad hours’ sackeloth, then, shall show to us
M
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His penance, as our fault, conspicuous.
2nd. And he more needfully and nobly prove
The nations’ terror now, than erst their love,
3rd. Their hated loves changed into wholesome fears.
Cho. The shutting of his eye shall open theirs.
1st. As by n fair-syed fallacy of doy
Misled beforc they lost their way,
Sv shall they, by the seasonable fright
Of an unscasonable night,
Losing it onve again, stumble on true light ;
2nd. And as before his too-bright eye
‘Was their more blind idolatry,
So his officivus blindness now shall be
Their black, but faithful perspective of Thee ;
3rd. His new prodigious night,
Their new and admirable light ;
The supernatural dawn of thy pure day,
While wond’ring they,
The happy converts now of Him
‘Whom they compell’d beforo to be their sin,
Shall henceforth sce
To kiss him only as their rod,
‘Whom they so long courted as God ;
Cho. And their best usegf him they worshipp'd be
To learn of him at least to worship Thee.
1st. It was their weakness woo’d his beauty ;
But it shall be
Their wisdom now, as well as duty,
T’ enjoy his blot; and, as a large black letter,
Use it to spell Thy beauties better ;
And mske the night itself their toreh to Thee.



2nd.

3rd.

Cho.

1st.

2nd.

3rd.

Cho.

1st.

SACRED POEMS. 163

By tho oblique ambush of this close night,
Couch’d in that conscious shade,
The right-eyed Arcopagite
Shall with & vigorous guess invade
And catch thy quick reflex; and sharply see
On this dark ground
To descant Thee.
O price of the rich spirit! with that fierce chase
Of this strong soul shall he
Leap at Thy lofty face,
And seize the swift flash, in rebound
From this obsequious cloud,
Once call’d u sun ;
Till dearly thus undone,
Till thus triumphantly tumed, O ye two
Twin suns! and taught now to negotiate you.
Thus shall that reverend child of light,
By being scholar first of that new night,
Come forth great master of the mystic day;
And tesch vbscure mankind & more close wuy,
By the frugal negative light
Of o most wise und well-abustd night,
To read more legible Thine original ray,
And moke our darkness serve thy day ;
Maintaining ’twixt Thy world and vurs
A commerce of contrary pow’rs ;
A mutual trade
*Twixt sun and shode,
By confederate black and white,
Borrowing day and lending night.
Thus we, who when with oll the noble pow’rs
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That, at Thy cost, ure eall’l, not vainly, ours ;
We vow to make brave way
Upwards, and press on for the pure intelligential
prey;
At lenst, to play
The amorous spies,
And peep and proffer at Thy sparkling throne ;
Instead of bringing in the blissful prize,
And fast’ning on thine eyes,
Forfeit our own,
And nothing guin,
But more ambitious loss, at least of brain :
Now by ebastd lids shall lenrn to be
Eagles, and shut our eyes that we may sce.

Tre Crosk.
Therefore to Thee and Thine auspicious ray,
Dread sweet ! Io, thus
At least by us,
The delegated eye of day
Does first his sceptre, then himself in solemn
tribute pay.
Thus he undresses
His sacred unshorn tresses ;
At Thy adoréd feet, thus, he lays down
His gorgeous tire
Of flame and fire,
His glittering robe,
His sparkling crown,
His gold,
His myrrh,
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3, His frankincense,

Cho. To which he now has no pretence.
For being show’d by this day’s light, how far
IIe is from sun cnough to make Thy star,
His best umbition now is but to be
Sumething a brighter shadow, sweet, of Thee ;
Or on heaven’s uzure forehead high to stand
Thy golden index ; with a duteous hand
Pointing us hume to our own sun,
The world’s and his Hyperion !

TOD THE QUELN'S MAJESTY ON
TWELFTH-DAY.

LY your race
Those royal sugus suc for decent place.

The day-break of the nativns their first ray ;
When the dark world dawn’d into Christian day,
And smilcd i’ th’ babe’s bright face, the purpling bud
And rosy dawn of the right ruyal blved ;

Fair first-fruits of the Lamb ; sure kings in this ;
They tovk s kingdom wlule they guve a kiss :

But the world’s homage, searce in these well blown,
We read in you, rare gueen, ripe and full grown.
Fur from this day’s rich seed of dindems

Does rise  radiant crup of royal stems,
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A golden harvest of crown’d heads, that meet

And crowd for kisses from the Lamb’s white feet.

In this illustrious throng, your lofty flood

Swells high, fair confluence of all high-born bloed !
With your bright head whose groves of sceptres bend
Their weualthy tops ; ani for these feet contend.

So swore the Lumb’s dread sire, and so we sce’t,
Crowns, and the heads they kiss, must vourt these feet.
Fix here, fair majesty ! May your heart ne’er miss
To reap new crowns and kingdoms from that kiss !
Nour may we miss the joy to meet in you

The aged honours of this day still new.

May the great time in you still greater be,

‘While oll the year is your Epiphany ;

‘While your each day’s devotion duly brings

Three kingdoms tv supply this day’s three kings!

THE OFFICE OF THE HOLY CROSS.
FOR THE HDUR OF MATINS.

The Versicle.
\L\; DRD, by Thy sweet and saving sign,

\ : The Responsor.

Defend us from our foes and Thine.
Ver. Thou shalt open my lips, O Lord ;
Res. Anid my mouth shall declare Thy praise.
Ver. D God, make speed to save me.
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Res. D Lord, make haste to help me.
Ver. Glory be to the Father,
And to the Son,
And to the Holy Ghost,
Res. Asitwas in the beginning, is now, and ever shall
be, world without end. Amen.

The Hymn,

The wakeful matins haste to sing

The unknown sorrows of our King ;

The Father’s word and wisdom made

Man for man, by mun’s betray’d ;

The world’s price set to sale, and by the buld
Merchants of death and sin is bought and sold;

Of His best friends, yea of Himself, forsaken,

By his worst foes, beenuse he would, besieg’d and taken.

The Antiphon.

All hail, fair tree,

Whose fruit we be !

What song shall raise

Thy secmly praise,

Who brought’st to light
Life out of death, day out of night!

The Versicle.

Lo, we adore Thee,
Dread Lamb | and bow thus low before Thee;



168 SACRED POEMS.

The Responsor.
’Cause by the covenant of Thy Cross
Thou hast saved at once the whole world’s loss.

The Prayer.

0, my Lord Jesu Christ, Son of the living God!
interpose, I pray Thee, Thine own precious denth, Thy
Cross and Passion, betwixt my soul and Thy judgment,
now and in the hour of my death. And vouchsafe to
grant me Thy grace and mercy; to the living and dead
remission and rest ; to Thy Church, peace and concord ;
to us sinners, life and glory everlasting. Who livest
and reignest with the Father, in the unity of the Holy
Ghost, one God, world without end. Amen.

FOR THE HOUR OF PRIME.

The Versicle.
2X8 ORD, by Thy sweet und saving sign,

JA = The Responsor,
Defend us from our foes and Thine.

Ver. Thou shalt open my lips, O Lord ;

Res. And my mouth shall declare Thy praise.

Ver. O Bod, make speed to save me.

Res. O Lord, make haste to help me.

Ver. Glory be to, &c.

Res. As it was in, &e.
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The Hymn.

The carly prime blushes to say
She could not rise so svon as they
‘all’d Pilate up, to try if he
Could lend them any cruelty.
Their hands with lashes arm’d, their tongues with liys,
And loathsome spittle blot those beauteous cyes,
The blissful springs of joy, from whuse ull-cheering ray
The fair #tars fill their weakful fires, the sun himself
drinks day.

The Antiphon.
Victorious sign
Thut now dost shinc,
Transerib’d above
Into the land of light and love ;
0, let us twine
Our roots with thine,
That we may rise
Upon thy wings and reach the skies !

The Versicle.
Lo, we adore Thee,
Dread Lamb | and fall
Thus low before Thee ;

The Responsor.
’Csuse by the covenant of Thy Cross
Thou hast saved a} once the whole world’s loss.
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The Prayer.

0, my Lord Jesu Christ, Son of the living God!
interpose, I pray Thee, Thine own precious death, Thy
Cross and Passion, betwixt my soul and Thy judgment,
now and in the hour of my death. And vouchsafo to
grant me Thy grace and mercy ; to the living and dead,
remission and rest; to Thy Church, peace and concord ;
to us sinners, life and glory everlasting. Who livest
and reignest with the Father, in the unity of the Holy
Ghost, one God, world without end. Amen,

THE THIRD.

The Versicle.
»lyy DRD, by that sweet and saving sign,

M=%  The Responsor.
Defend us from our foes and Thine.
Ver. Thou shalt open my lips, D Lord ;
Res. And my mouth shall declare Thy praise.
Ver. D God, make speed to save me.
Res, O Lord, meke hoste to help me,
Ver. Glory be to, de.
Res. * As it was in the, doc.

The Hymn.'
The third hour’s deafen’d with the cry
Of * crucify Him | crucify !”
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So goes the vote, nor ask them, why ?

* Live Barabbas !’ und let God div.

But there i wit in wrath, and they will try

A hail more cruel than their crucify ;

For while in sport I{e wears a spiteful erown,

The serivus show’rsolong His decentface run sadly down.

The Antiphon.

Christ when He died
Deeeived thoe Cross,
And on Death’s side
Threw all the loss.
The captive world awak’d, and found
The prisoner loose, the jailor bound.

The Versicle.
Lo, we adore Thee,
Dread Lamb ! and full
Thus low before Thee ;

The Responsor.
’Cause by the covenant of Thy Cross
Thou hast saved at once the whole world’s luss.

The Prayer.

D, my Lord Jesu Christ, Son of the living God!
interpose, I pray Thee, Thine own precivus death, Thy
Cross and Pussion, betwixt my soul and Thy judgment,
now end in the hour of my death. And vouchsafe to
grant me Thy groce and mercy; to the living and deod,
remission and rest ; to Thy Church, peace and concord ;
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to us sinmers, life and glory everlasting. Who livest
and reignest with the Father, in the unity of the Holy
Ghost, one God, world without end. Amen.

THE SIXTH.

The Versicle.
\X® DRD, by Thy sweet and saving sign,

/% The Responsor.
Defend us from our foes and Thine.
Ver. Thou shalt vpen my lips, D Lord;
Res. And my mouth shall declare Thy praise.
Ver. D God, make specd to save me.
Res. O Lord, moke haste to help me.
Ver. Glory be to, &c.
Res. As it was in, &o.

The Hymn.
Now is the novn of sorrow’s night
High in His patience as their spite.
Lo, the faint Lamb, with weary limb,
Bears that huge tree which must bear Iim !
That fatal plant, so great of fame
For fruit of sorrow and of shame,
Shall swell with both for Him, and mix
All woes into oue crucifix.
Is tortur’d thirst itself too sweet a cup ?
Geell and more bitter mocks shall make it up.
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Are nails blunt pens of superficial smart ?
Contempt and scorn cun send sure wounds to scarch
the inmost heart.

The Antiphon.
0O, dear and sweet dispute
'Twixt death’s and love’s far different fruit !
Different ns far
As antidotes and poisons are.
By that first fatal tree
Both Iife and liberty
Were sold and slain ;
By this they both look up and live again !

The Versicle.
Lo, we udore Ther,

Dread Lomb ! and bow thus low before Thee ;

The Responsor.
’Cuuse by the covenant of Thy Cross
Thou hast saved the world from certain loss.

The Prayer.

0, my Lord Josu Christ, Son of the living God!
interpose, I pray Thee, Thine own precious death, Thy
Cross und Pussion, betwixt my soul and Thy judgment,
now and in the hour of my death. And vouchsafe to
grunt me Thy grace and merey ; to the living and dead,
remission and rest; to Thy Church, peace and concord
to us sinners, life and glory cverlasting.  Who livest
and reignest with the Father, in the unity of the Holy
Ghost, one Gud, world without end. Amen.
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THE NINTH.

The Versicle.
¥’ ORD, by Thy sweet and saving sign,

§ . The Responsor.
Defend us from our foes and Thine.
Ver. Thou shalt open my lips, O Lord ;
Res. And my mouth shall declare Thy praise.
Ver. O God, make speed to save me.
Res. O Lord, muke haste to help me.
Ver. Glory be to, &c.
Res. As it was in, &c.

The Hymn.
The ninth with awful horror hark’nzd to those groans
‘Which taught attention even to rocks and stones.
Hear, Father, hear | Thy Lamb, at last, compluins
Of sume more painful thing than all His pains.
Then bows His all-obedient head, and dics,
His own love’s and our sin’s great sacrifice.
The sun saw that, and would have seen no more;;
The centro shook, her useless veil th’inglorious temple
tore,

The Antiphon,
0, strange mysterious strife
Of open death and hidden life !
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‘When on the Cross my King did bleed
Lifc seem’d to die, death died indeed.

The Versicle,
Lo, woe adore Thee,
Dread Lamb ! and fall
Thus low befure Thee ;

The Responsor.
’Cause by the covenant of Thy Cross
Thou hast saved at once the whole world’s loss.

The Prayer,

U, my Lord Jesu Christ, Son of the living God !
interpose, I pray Thee, Thine own precious death, Thy
Cross and Passion, betwixt my soul and Thy judgment,
now and in the hour of my death. And vouchsafe to
grant me Thy grace and merey ; to the living and dead,
remission and rest ; to Thy Church, peace and concurd ;
to us sinners, lifo and glory cverlasting.  Who livest
ani reignest with tho Futher, in the unity of the Holy
Ghost, one God, world without end, Amen,
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EVENSONG.

The Versicle.
S ORD, by Thy swect and saving sign,

B

3 The Responsor.

Defend us from our foes and Thine.
Ver. Thou shult open my lips, O Lord ;

Res. And my mouth shall declare Thy praise.
Ver. D God, make specd to save me.

Res. O Lord, make haste to help me.

Ver. Glory be to, &e.

Res. As it was in, d.

The Iymn.
But there were rocks would not relent at this.
Lo, for their own hearts they rend His !
Their deadly hate lives still, and hath
A wild reserve of wanton wrath ;
Superfluous spear ! but there’s & heart stands by
'Will lvuk no wounds be lost, no death shall die.
Grather now thy grief’s ripe fruit, grent Mother-maid !
Then sit thee down, and sing thy evensong in the sad
tree’s shade.

The Antiphon.

O sad, sweet tree !
‘Woeful and joyful, we
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Both weep and zing in shade of thee:
‘When the dear nails did lock
And graft into thy grucious stock
The hope, the health,
The worth, the wenlth
Of ull the ransom’d world, thou hadst the power,
In that propitious hour,
To poise each precious limb,
And prove how light the world was when it weigh’d
with Him.
Wide may’st thou spread
Thine arms ; and with thy bright and blissful head
D’erlook all Libanus! Thy lofty crown
The King Ilimsclf is; thou Ilis humble throne.
Where yielding, und yct conguering, He
Proved a new path of patient victory,
When wond'ring death by death was slain,
And our captivity His coptive ta’en.

The Versicle.
Lo, we adore Thee,
Dread Lamb ! and bow thus low bzfore Thes ;

The Responsur.
’Cause by the covenant of Thy Cross
Thou hast saved the world from certain loss.

The Prayer.

0, my Lord Jesu Christ, Son uf the living God!
interpuse, I pray Thee, Thine own precious death, Thy
Cross and Passion, betwint my soul and Thy julgment,

N
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now and in the hour of my desth. And vouchsafe to

grant me Thy grace and mercy ; to the living and dead,

remission and rest; to Thy Church, peace and concord ;-
to us sinners, life and glory everlasting. Who livest

end reignest with the Father, in the unity of the Holy

Ghost, one God, world without end. Amen.

COMPLIN.

The Versicle,
=38 ORD, by Thy sweet and saving sign,

JA 3 The Responsor.
Defend us from our foes and Thine,

Ver. Thou shult open my lips, D Lord;

Res. And my mouth shall declare Thy praise.

Ver. O God, make speed to save me.

Res. O Lord, meke haste to help me.

Ver, Glory be to, &c.

Res. As it was in, &e.

The Hymn.
The complin hour comes last, to cell
Us to our own life’s funeral.
Ab, heartless task | yet hope takes heed,
And lives in Him that here lies dead.
Run, Mary, run! bring hither all the blest
Arabia, for thy royal phenix’ nest ;
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Pour on thy noblest sweets, which, when they touch

This sweeter body, shall indeed be such,

But must Thy bed, Lord, be & borrow’d grave,

‘Who lend’st to all things ell the life they have ?

O, rather use this heart, thus far s fitter stone,

’Cause, though u hard and cold one, yet it is Thine own.
Amen,

The Antiphon,

D, save us, then,

Merciful King of men !

Since thuu would’st needs be thus
A Saviour, and ut such a rate, for us;

Save us, D save us, Lord !
‘We now will own nu shorter wish, nor name a narrower

word.

Thy blood bids us be bold ;

Thy wounds give us fair hold ;

Thy sorrews chide our shame;
Thy Cross, Thy nature, and Thy name

Advance our claim

And cry with one aecord,

Save them, O save them, Lord |

The Versicle.
Lo, we adore Thee,
Dread Lamb ! and bow thus low before Thee ;

The Responsor.
’Cause by the covenant of Thy Cross
Thou hast saved the world from certain loss.
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The Prayer.

0, my Lord Jesu Christ, Son of the living God!
interpose, I pray Thee, Thine own precious death, Thy
Cross and Pussivn, betwixt my soul and Thy judgment,
now and i the hour of my desth. And vouchsafe to
grant me Thy grace and merey ; to the living and dead,
remission and rest; to Thy Church, peace and concord ;
to us sinners, life and glory everlasting.  Who livest
and reignest with the Father, in the unity of the IToly
Ghost, one God, world without end. Amen.

THE RECOMMENDATION,

A u HESE hours, and that which hovers o’er

. my end,

{ Into Thy hands and heart, Lord, T com-
mend !

Take both to Thine account, that I and mine
In that hour, and in these, may be all Thine.

That ds T dedicate my devoutest breath,
To meuke & kind of life for my Lord’s death,

So from His living, and life-giving death,
My dying life may draw a new and never-fleeting breath!
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VEXILLA REGIS.
The Hymn of the Holy Cross.

) ?: DOKX up, languishing soul ! Lo, where the
fuir
g Badge of thy faith calls back thy care,
And bids thee ne’cr forget
Thy life is one long debt
Of love to Him who, on this painful tree,
Puid back the flesh 1Ie took for thee.

Lo, how the streams of life from that full nest
Of loves, thy Lord’s too liberal breast,
Flow in an amorous flood
Of water wedding blood !
With these He wash’d thy stain, trensferr’d thy smart,
And took it home to His own heart.

But thou, great love, greedy of such sed gamn,
Usurp’d the portion of Thy pain,
And from the nails and spear
Turn’d the steel point of fear,
Their use is changed, not lust ; and now they move
Not stings of wrath, but wounds of love.

Tall tree of life | Thy truth makes good
‘What was till now ne’er understood,
Though the prophetic King
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Struck loud his faithful string ;
It was thy woed he meant should make the throne
For a more than Solomon,

Large throne of Love! royally spread
‘With purple of too rich a red:
Thy erime is too much duty ;
Thy burthen too much benuty !
Glurious or grievous more? thus to moke good
Thy costly excellence with thy King’s own blood.

Even balance of both worlds! our world of sin,
And that of grace heav’n weigh’d in Him,
Us with our price thou weighed’st ;
Our price for us thou payed’st ;
Suon 8s the right-hand scale rejoiced to prove
How much death weigh’d more light than Love.

Hail, our alone Hupe ! lst Thy fair head shoot
Aloft; and fill the nations with Thy noble fruit.
The while our hearts and we
Thus graft ourselves on Thee,
Grow Thou, and they; and be Thy fair increase
The sinner’s patdon, and the just man’s peave.

Live, D, for ever live and reign,
The Lamb whom His own luve has slain |
And let Thy lost sheep live t’ inherit
That kingdvm which this Cross did merit, 4men.
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CHARITAS NIMIA,
Or the Dear Bargain.

poyy DRD, what is man ? why should he cost

) Thee

2% So dear? what hud his ruin lost Thee ?

Lord what is man ? that Thou hust vver-bought
So much a thing of nought ?

Lovo is too kind, I see, and can
Make but & simple merchantman.
"T'was for such sorry merchandise
Bold puinters have put out his eyes.

Alas, sweet Lord ! whal were’t to Thee
If there were no such worms as we ?
Heov’n ne’ertheless still heav'n would be.

Should mankind dwell
In the deep hell,
‘What have his woes to do with Thee ?

Let him go weep
O’er his own wounds ;
Seraphim will not sleep,
Nor spheres let fall their faithful rounds.

Still would the youthful spirits sing,
And still Thy spacious palace ring ;
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Still would those beauteous ministers of light
Burn all as bright,

And bow their flaming heads before Thes ;
Still thrones and dominations would adore Thee ;
Still would those ever-wakeful sons of fire

Keep warm Thy praise
Both nights and days,
And teach Thy loved name to their noble Iyre.

Let froward dust then do its kind,
And give itself for sport to the proud wind.
‘Why should a piece of peevish clay plead shares
In the eternity of Thy old vares?
Why shouldst Thou bow Thy awful breast to see
‘What mine own madnesscs have done with me ?

Should not the king still kecp his throne
Because some desperate foul’s undone ?
Or will the world’s illustrious eyes
‘Weep for every worm that dies ?

Will the gallant sun
E’er the less glorious run ?
‘Will he hang down his golden head,
Or e’er the sooner seek his western bed,
Because some foolish fly
Grows wanton, and will die ?

If I were lost in misery,
‘What was it to Thy heav’n, and Thee ?
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What was it to Thy precious blood
If my foul heart call’d for a flood ?

What if my faithless soul and I
Would needs fall in
With guilt and sin,
What did the Lamb thut He should die?
‘What did the Lamb that He should need,
‘When the wolf sins, Himself tv bleed ?

If my base lust
Bargain’d with denth and well-beseeming dust,
‘Why should the white
Lamb’s bosom write
The purple name
Of my sin’s shame ?

Why should Iis unstain’d breast make good
My blushes with His own heart bloud ?

0, my Saviour, make me sce
How dearly Thou hast paid for me,

That, lost ugain, my life may prove
As then in death, so now in love |
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SANCTA MARIA DOLDRUM,

Or the Mother of Sorrows; a Pathetical descant upon
the devout plainsong of ©* Stabat Mater

dolorosa.”

" N shade of death’s sad tree

" Stood doleful she;

Ah, she! now by none other

Nnma w be known, alas! but Surrow’s Mouther.
Before her cyes

Her’s, and the whole world’s joys,

Hanging all torn, she secs, and in His woes
And pains her pangs and throes.

Ench wound of His from every part,

All, more at home in Her own heart,

‘What kind of marbls, then,
Is that cold man
‘Who can look on and see,
Nor keep such noble sorrow’s company ?
Sure even from you,
My flints, some drops are due,
Tv see so many unkind swords contest
So fast for one soft bresst ;
‘While with a faithful, mutual flond
Her eyes bleed tears, His wounds weep blood !
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D, costly intercourse
' Of death’s, and worse
Divided loves: while Son and Mother
Discourse alternate wounds to one another !
Quick deaths thet grow
And gather as they come und go;
His nails write swords in Her; which soon Her heart
Puys back, with more than their uwn smart ;
Her swords, sfill growing with His puin,
Turn spears, and straight come home sgain.

She sees Her Son, Her God,
Bow with a load
Of borrow’d sins, and swim
In woes that were not made for Him.
Ah! hard command
Of Love! Here must She stand
Charged to look om, and with o steadfast eye
See Ier life die;
Leaving Her only so much breath
As serves to keep alive Her death,

0, Mother turtle-dove !
Soft source of love !
That these dry lids might borrow
Something from Thy full seas of surrow !
0O, in that breast
Of Thine, the noblest nest
Both of Love’s fires and floods, might I recline
This hard, cold heart of mine,
The chill lump would relent, and prove
Soft subject for the siege of Love |
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O, teach those wounds to bleed
In me; me, sv to read
This book of loves, thus writ
In lines of death, my life may copy it
With luyal cares.
O, let me here claim shares!
Yield something in thy sad prerogative,
Great Queen of griefs, anl give
Me to my tears ; who, though ull stone,
Think much that Thou should’st mourn alone.

Yea, let my life and me
Fix here with Thee,
And at the humble foot
Of this fair tree tuke our cternal root.
That so we may
At least be in Love’s way;
And in these chaste wars while the wing’d wounds flee
So fast ’twixt Him and Thee,
My breast may catch the kiss of some kind durt,
Though as et second hand from either heart.

O you, your own best darts,
Dear doleful heurts !
Hail, and strike home and make me sce
That wounded busoms their own weapyns be !
" Come, wounds | come, darts !
Nuil’d hands! end piercéd hearts |
Come, your whole selves, Surrow’s great Son and
Mother,
Nor grudge s younger brother
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Of griefs his portivn, who, had all their dus,
One single wound should nut have left for you.

Shall T set there
Sv deep o share,
Dear wounds, and only now
In sorrows draw no dividend with you!
0, be more wise,
If not more soft, mine eyes!
Flow, tardy founts! and into decent show’rs
Dissolve my days and hours :
And if thou yet, faint soul, defer
To bleed with Him, fail not to weep with Her.

Rich Queen, lend some relief,
At least in alms of gricf|
To o heart who, by a sad right of sin,
Could prove the whole sum, tov sure, due to him.
By all those stings
Of love, sweet bitter things,
Which these torn hands transcribed on Thy true heart ;
D, teach mine, too, the art
To study him so, till we mix
Wounds, and become one crucifix.

D, let me suck the wine

So long of this chaste vine,

Till, drunk of the dear wounds, I be
A lost thing to the world, as it to me !

0, faithful friend

Of me and of my end!
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Fold up my life in love, and lay’t beneath

My dear Lord’s vital death.
Lo, heart, thy hope’s whole plen! Her precivus breath
Pour’d out in prayers for thee; thy Lord’s in death,

THE HYMN OF SAINT THOMAS IN
ADORATION OF THE BLESSED
SACRAMENT.

AV 0f humble love and loyal faith,

) \: Thus low, my hidden life! I bow to Thee,
Whom too much love hath bow'd more low for me.
Down, down, proul sensc ! discourses die,

Keep close, my soul’s enquiring eye !
Nor touch nor taste must look for more,
But each sit still in his vwn door.

Your ports are all superfluous here,
Save that which lets in faith—the ear.
Fuith is my skill, faith can believe
As fast as love new laws can give.
Failh is my force, faith strength affords
To keep pace with those pow’rful words :
And words more sure, more sweet than they
Love could not think, truth could not say.

D, let Thy wretch find that relief
Thou didst afford the faithful thief;
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Plead for me, Love | allege and show

That faith hus farther here to go,

And less to leun on; because then,

Though hid a8 God, wounds write Thee man ;
Thomns might touch none but might see,

At least, the suff'ring side of Thee ;

And that, too, was Thysclf which Thee did cover,
But here even that’s hud, too, which hides the other.

Swect, consider then, that I,
Though allow’d not hand nor eye
To teach at Thy loved face, nor can
Taste Thee God, or touch Thee mun,
Both yet believe nnd witness Thee,
My Lord, too, and my God, as loul as He.

Help, Lord, my hope increase,
And ll my portion in Thy peace.
Give love for life, nor let my days
Grow, but in new powers to nune Thy praise.

0, dear memorial of that death
‘Which lives still, ond allows us breath !
Rich, royol flood ! bountiful bread |
‘Whose use denies us to the dead ;
Whose vital gust alone can give
The same leave both to eat nnd live;
Live ever, brend of loves, and be
My life, my soul, my surer self to me!

0, soft self-wounding pelican,
‘Whose breast weeps balm for wounded man !
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Ah, this way bend thy benign flood,

To a bleeding heart that gasps for blood ;
That blood whose least drop sovereign be-

To wash my worlds of sins from me !

Come, love! come, Lord! and that long day
For which I languish, come awny ;

When this dry soul those eyes shall see,

And drink the unseal’d source of Thee ;
When glory’s sun faith’s shade shall chase,
Then for Thy veil give me Thy face.  Amen.

THE HYMN FOR THE BLESSED SACRAMENT.
LAUDA SIDN SALVATDREM.

SE, rvyal Sion! rise and sing

Thy soul’s kind shepherd, thy heart’s King.
S Stretch all thy powers, call, if you con,

Hirps of heav'n to hands of man—

This sovereign subject sits above

The best ambition of thy love.

Lo, the bread of life! this day’s
Triumphant text provokes Thy praise—
The living and life-giving bread
To the great twelve distributed,

When Life Himself at point to die,
Of Love, was his own legacy.
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Come, Love | and let us work a song
Loud and pleasant, sweet and long ;
Let lips and hearts lift high the noise
Of 8o just anl solemn joys,
‘Which ovn His white brows this bright day.
Shall hence for ever bear away.

Lo, the new law of a ncw Lord,
With & new Lamb blesses the board !
The aged Pascha pleads not years,
But spies love’s dawn, and disappears.
Types yicld to truths, shades shrink away,
And their night dics into our day.

But, lest that die too, we are bid
Ever to do what he once did ;
Ani, by a mindful, mystic breath,
That we may live, revive His death ;
With a well-blest bread and wine
Transumed end taught to turn divine,

The heav’n-instructed house of faith
Here a holy dictate hath,
That they but lenil their form and face,

Themselves with reverence leave their place,

Nature and name, to be made good
By nobler bread, more needful bleod.

‘Where Nature’s laws no leave will give,
Bold faith takes heart, and deres believe
In differsnt spegies, nume oot things,
o
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Himself to me my Saviour brings,

As meat in that, as drink in this;
But still in both one Christ e is.

The rceeiving mouth here makes
Nor wound nor brgach in what He takes.
Let one, or one thousand be
Here dividers, single he
Bears home no less, all they no more,
Nor lcave they both less than before.

Though in itself this sovereign feast
Be all the same to every guest,
Yet un the sume, life-meaning, bread
The child of death cats himself dead.
Nour is’t Love’s fault, but sin’s dire skill
That thus from life can death distil.

‘When the blest signs thou broke shalt see,
Hbold but thy faith entire as He,
‘Who, howsoe’er clad, cannot come
Less than whole Christ in every crumb.
In broken forms a stable faith
Untouch’d her precious total hath,

Lo, the life-food of angels then
Bow’d to the lowly mouths of men !
The childrens’ bread, the bridegroom’s wine,
Not to be cast to dogs or swine.

Lo, the full, final sacrifice
On which all figures fia’d their eyes,
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The ransom’l Isaac and his ram,
The manna, and the Paschal Lamb!

Jesu, Master, just and true!
Our food, and faithful Shepherd too!
0, by Thyself vouchsafe tv keep,
As with Thyself Thou feed’st Thy sheep.

0, let thut love which thus makes Thee
Mix with our low mortality,
Lift our lean souls, and set us up
Convictors of Thine vwn full cup,
Co-hcirs of saints, that so all may
Drink the same wine, and the same way ;
Nor change the pasture, but the place,
To feed of Thee in Thine own face!  Amen.

TIHE HYMN “ DIES IRE DIES ILLA."
In Meditation of the Day of Judgment.

IAEAR’ST thou, my soul, what serivus thingy
~ r” Both the Psalm ond Sibyl sings,

iz ) Of a sure Judge, from whose sharp ray
‘The world in flames shall fly away?

D, that Fire | before whose face
Heav'n and eorth shell find no place :
0, these Eyes | whose angry light
Must bo the day of that dread night.
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0, that Trump ! whose blast shall run
An even round with th’ vircling sun,
And urge the murmuring graves to bring
Pale mankind forth to meet his King.

Horror of nature, hell and death !
‘When a decp groan frum beneasth
Shall ery, * we come, we come,” and all
The caves of night enswer one call.

O, that Book! whose leaves so bright
‘Will set the world in severe light.
O, that Judge ! whose hand, whose eye
None can endure, yet none can fly.

Ah, then, poor soul! what wilt thou say ?
And to what patron choose to pray,
When stars themselves shall stagger, and
The most firm foot no more than stand ?

But Thou giv’st leave, dread Lord, that we
Tuake shelter from Thyself in Thee ;
And with the wings of Thine vwn dove
Fly to Thy sceptre of soft love !

Dear, remember in that day
Who was the cause Thou cam’st this way;
Thy sheep was stray’d, and Thou wouldst be
Even lost Thyself in seeking me !

Shall all that labour, all that cost
Of love, and even that loss, be lost ?
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And this loved soul judged worth no leas
Then all that way and weariness ?

Just Mercy, then, Thy reck’ning be
With my price, and not with me;
"Twas paid at first with too much pain,
To be paid twice, or vnce in vain.

Mercy, my Judge ! mercy, I cry,
With blushing cheek and bleeding cye;
The conscious colours of my sin
Are red without, and pale within.

0O, let Thine own soft bowels pay
Thyself, and so discharge thut day!
If Sin can sigh, Love can forgive,
O, say the word, my soul shall live !

Those mercies which Thy Mary found,
Or who Thy cross confess’d and crown’d,
Hope tells my heart the same loves be
Still alive, and still for me.

Though both my pray’rs and tears combine,

Both worthless ure, for they are mine;
But Thou Thy bounteous self still be,
And show Thou art by saving me.

O, when Thy last frown shall proclaim
The flocks of goats to folds of flame,
And all Thy lost sheep found shall be,
Let * Come ye blessed” then pall me
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‘When the dread ¢ Ite” shall divide
Those limbs of death from Thy left side,
Let those life-speaking lips command
That I inherit Thy right hand !

0, hear a suppliant heart, all crush’d
And crumbled into contrite dust!
My hope, my fear ! my Juidge, my Friend !
Take charge of me, and of my end!

THE HYMN “ D GLORIDSA DOMINA.”

Anl stains the timorous light of stars.
He that madc all things had not done
Till He had made Himself thy Son.
The whole world’s host would be thy guest
And board Himself at thy rich breast.
O, boundless hospitality !
The feast of ull things feeds on thee.

The first Eve, mother of our fall,
Ere she bore any one, slew all.
Of her unkind gift might we have
The inheritance of u hasty grave ;
Quick buried in the wanton tomb

Of one forbidden bit,
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Had not a better fruit forbidden it ;
Had not thy healthful womb

The world’s new Enstern window been
And given us heav'n again in giving Him:
Thine wos the rosy dawn that sprung the day
Which renders ull the stars she stole away.

Let then th’ aged world be wise, and all
Prove nobly, liere, unnatural :
Tis gratitude to forget that other,
And call the maiden Eve their mother.

Yo redeem’d nations far and near,
Applaud your happy selves in her,
All you to whom this love belongs,
And kecp’t alive with lasting songs.

Let hearts and lips speak loud, and say,
Hail, door of life, and source of day !
The door was shut, the fountain seal’d,
Yet light was secn, and life revealed ;
The fountain scal’d, yet life found way.

Glory to Thee, great Virgin's Son,
In bosom of Thy Father’s bliss !

The same to Thee, sweet Spirit, be done,
As ever shall be, was, and is!  Amen.
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THE FLAMING HEART,

Upon the Book and Picture of the Seraphical Sgint
Teresa, as she is usually expressed with a
Seraphim beside her.

L ELL-MEANING readers ! you that come
o 88 friends
SANER And catch the precious name this picee
pretends,
Make not too much haste t’ admire
That fair-cheek’d fallacy of fire.
That is a seraphim, they say,
And this the great Tercsia.
Readers, be ruled by me, and meke
Here a well-placed and wise mistake ;
You must transpose the picture fuite,
Ani spell it wrong to read it right ;
Read Him for Her, and Her for Him,
Ant call the saint the seraphim.
Painter, what didst thuu understand
To put her dart into his hand ?
See, even the years and size of him
Shows this the mother seraphim.
This is the mistress flame, and duteous he
Her happy fireworks, here, comes down to see:
0, most poor-spirited of men |
Had thy cold pencil kiss’d her pen,
Thou couldst not so unkindly err
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To show us this faint shade for her.

‘Why, man, this speaks pure mortal frame ;

And mocks with female frost love’s manly flame,
One would’st suspect thou mean’st to print
Some weak, inferior woman Saint.

But, had thy pale-faced purple took

Fire from the burning cheeks of that bright book,
Thou would’st on her have heap’d up all

That could be found seraphicul ;

‘Whate'er this youth of fire wears fair,

Rosy fingers, radiant hair,

Glowing check, and glist’ring wings,

All those fair and flagrant things ;

But, before ull, that fiery dart

Hod fill'd the hand of this great heart.

Do, then, ns equal right requires,

Since his tho blushes be, and her’s the fires ;
Resume and rectify thy rude design,
Undress thy seraphim into mine;

Redcem this injury of thy art,

Give him the veil, give her the dart.

Give him the veil, that he may cover
The red cheeks of a rivall'd lover,
Ashamed that our world now can show
Nests of new seraphims here below.

Give her the dart, for it is she,

Fair youth, shoots both thy shaft and thee;
Say, all ye wise and well-pierced hearts
That live and die amidst her darts,

Whal is’t your tasteful spirits dv prove

In that rore life of her and love ?
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Say and bear witness. Sends she not
A seraphim at every shot ?
‘What maguzines of immortal srms there ghine!
Heav'n’s great urtillery in each love-spun line.
Give, then, the dart to her who gives the flame,
Give him the veil who gives the shame.
But if it be the frequent fato
Of worst faults to be fortunate,
If all’s prescription, and proud wrong
Hearkens not t an humble song,
For all the galluntry of him,
Give me the suff ring seraphim.
His be the bravery of those bright things,
The glowing cheeks, the glistering wings,
The rosy hand, the radiant dart ;
Leave her alone the fluming hewrt.
Leave her that, and thou shalt leave her
Not one loose shaft, but Love’s whole quiver.
For in Love’s field was never found
A nobler weapon thun 8 wound.
Love’s passives are his activ’st part,
The wounded is the wounding heart.
O, heart! the equal poise of Love’s both parts,
Big alike with wounds and darts,
Live in these conquering lesves, live all the same,
And walk through all tongues one triumphant flame;
Live here, great heart, and love, and die, and kill,
And bleed, and wound, and yield, and vonquer still.
Let this immortal Life, where’er it comes,
Walk in & crowd of loves und martyrdoms,
Let mystic deaths wait on’t, anl wise souls be
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The love-slain witnesses of this life of thee.

D, sweet incendiary ! show here thy art

Upon this carcass of o hard, cold heart ;

Let all thy scatter’d shafts of light, that play
Among the leaves of thy large books of day,
Combined ngainst this breast, ot once break in
And take awoy from me myself and sin ;

This grucious robbery shall thy bounty be,
And my best fortunes such fair spoils of me.
O, thou undaunted daughter of desires !

By all thy dower of lights and fires,

By all the eagle in thee, all the dove,

By all thy lives and deaths of love,

By thy lorge draughts of intellectunl day,
And by thy thirsts of love mure lurge then they;
By all thy brim-fill'd bowls of fierce desire,
By thy last morning’s draught of liguid fire,
By the full kingdom of thot final kiss

That seiz’l thy parting soul, and scal’d thee his;
By ull the heav’ns thou hast in him,

Fair siater of the seraphim !

By all of him we have in thee,

Leave nothing of myself in me:

Let me so read thy life that T

Unto all life of mine may die.
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A SONG.

‘\i " _ ORD, when the sense of Thy sweet grace
Al I /"" Sends up my soul to seak Thy face,
g Thy blessed eyes breed such desire,
I die in love’s delivious fire,
O Love! I am thy sacrifice,
Be still triumphant, blessed eyes ;
Still shine on me, fair suns! that I
Still may behold though still I die.

SeconD Panr.

Though still I die, I live again,
Still longing so to be still slain ;
So gainful is such loss of breath,
I die even in desire of death.
Still live in me this loving strife
Of living death and dying life:
For while Thou sweetly slayest me,
Dead to myself, I live in Thee.
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TD MISTRESS M. R* COUNSEL CONCERNING
HER CHDICE.

X EAR, heav'n-designéd soul !
N Amongst the rest
4] DF suitors that besiege your maiden breast,
‘Why may not I
My fortune try,
And venture to speak one good word,
Not for myself, ulas ! but for my dearer Lord ?
You've seen already, in this lower sphere
Of froth and bubbles, what to look fur here.
Suy, gentle soul, what can you find
But puinted shapes,
Pencorks and apes,
Tllustrivus flies,
Gilded dunghills, glorious lies,
Groodly surmises
And deep disguises,
Daths of water, words of wind ?
Truth bids me say, ’tis timo you ceased to trust
Your soul to any son of dust.
"Tis time you listen to a braver love,
‘Which from above
Calls you up higher,
And bids you come
And choose your room

* See antes, p. 51

EE A st
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Among his own fair sons of fire,
Where you emong
The golden throng,
That watches at his palace doors,
May pass along
And follow those fair stars of yours ;
Stars much too fair and pure to wait upon
The false smiles of a sublunory sun.
Sweet, let me prophesy that at last ‘twill prove
Your wary love
Lays up his purer and more precious vows,
And means them for a far more worthy spouse
Than this world of lLies can give ye,
Ev'n for him with whom nor eost,
Nor love, nor labour can be lost ;
Him who never will deceive ye.
Let not my Lord, the mighty lover
Of souls, disdain that I discover
The hidden ert
Of His high stratagem to win your heart.
It wos His heav’nly art
Kindly to cross you
In your mistaken love,
That, at the next remove,
Thence He might toss you,
And strike your troubléd heart
Home to Himself, to hide it in His breast,
The bright ambrosial nest,
Of love, of lifs, nd everlasting rest.
Happy mistake |
That thus shall wake
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Your wise soul, never to be won

Now with a love below the sun.

Your first choice fails; D, when you choose again,
May it not be smong the sons uf men !

ALEXIAS.
The Complaint of the forsuken wife of Saint Alexis,

THE FIDNST ELEGY.

l 8 LATE the Romun yuuth’s loved praise and
pride,

‘Whom long none could obtain, though
thousands trizd,

Lo, here am left, alas ! for my lost mate

T’ embrace my tears, and kiss an unkind fate.

Surc in 1oy early woes stars were at strife,

And tried to make a widow ere u wife.

Nor can I tell, und this new tears doth breed,

In what strange path my Lord’s fair footsteps bleed.
D, knew I where he wander’d, I should see

Some soluce in my sorrow’s certainty ;

I’d send my wocs in words should weep for me.
‘Who knows how pow’rful well-writ pray’rs would be !
Scnding’s too slow e word, myself would fly ;

‘Who knows my own heart’s woes so well as I?

But how shanll I steal hence? Alexis, thou,

Ah, thou thyself, alas! has taught me how

Love, too, that leads thee would lend me the wings
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To bear me harmless through the hardest things:
And where love lends the wing, and leads the way,
What dangers can there be dore say me nay ?

If T be shipwreck’d, love shall teach to swim ;

If drown’d, sweet is the death endured for him ;
The noted sea shall change his neme with.me,

I >mongst the blcst stars a new name shall be ;
And sure where lovers muke their wat’ry graves
The weeping mariner will augment the waves.

For who so hard, but, passing by that way,

Will take acquaintance of my woes, and say,
Here't was the Roman maid found a hard fate,
‘While through the world she sought her wand'ring mate ;
Here perish’d she, poor heart! heav’ns, be my vows
As true to me us she was to her spouse !

0, live so rare a love! live! and in thee

The too frail life of female constancy.

Farewell, and shine, fair soul, shine there above,
Firm in thy crown as here fast in thy love.

There thy lost fugitive thou hast found at last ;

Be happy, and for ever hold him fast |

THE SECOND ELEGY.

HOUGH ell the joys I had fled hence with thee,
Unkind ! yet are my tears still true to me;

I’'m wedded o’er again since thou art gone,
Nor coyld’st thou, cruel, leave me quite alone.
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Alexis’s widow now is Sorrow’s wife,

With him shall I weep out my weary life.
Welcome, my sad, sweet mate ! now have I got
At last 8 constant love that leaves me not:
Firm he, as thou art false, nor need my cries
Thus vex the earth, and tear the [lofty] skies.
For him, alas | ne’er shall I need to be
Troublasome to the world, thus, as for thee,
For thee I talk to trees; with silent groves
Expostulute my woes and much-wrong’d loves.
Hills and relentless rocks, or if there be
Things that in hardness more allude to thee;
To these I talk in tears, and tell my pain,
And answer, tou, for them in tears again.
How oft have I wept out the weary sun !

My wat’ry hour-glass hath old time vutrun.
0, I am learntd grown, poor love and I
Have studied over all sstrology.

I’'m perfect in heav’'n’s state, with every star
My skilful grief is grown familiar.

Rise, fairest of those fires, whate’er thou be
‘Whose rosy beam shall point my sun to me;
Such as the sacred light that erst did bring
The eastern princes to their infant King.

D rise, pure lamp | end lend thy golden ray
That weary love at last may find his way.
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THE THIRD ELEGY.

3 ICH, churlish land | that hid’st so long in thee,
4% My treasures, rich, alos! by robbing me,
N Neods must my miserics owe that man s spite
Whoe’er he be was the first wand’ring knight.

O, had he ne’er been at that cruel cost

Nature’s virginity had ne’er been lost.

Seas had not been rebuked by saucy oars,

But lain lock’d up safe in their sacred shores;

Men had not spurn’d at mountains, nor made wars
‘Withrocks; nor boldhands struck theworld’sstrong burs ;
Nor lost in too large bounds, our little Rome

Full sweetly with itself had dwelt at home.

My puor Alexis then in peaceful life

Had under some low roof loved his plain wife ;

But now, ah me! from where he has no foes

He flies, and into wilful exile gocs.

Cruel, return ; or tell the reason why

Thy dearest parents have deserved to die;

And T, what is my crime I cannot tell,

Unless it be a crimo t’ have loved too well.

If heats of holier love and high desire

Make big thy fair breast with immortal fire,

‘What needs my virgin lord fly thus from me,

‘Who only wish his virgin wife to be ?

Witness, chaste heav’ns | no happier vows I know
Than to & virgin grave untouch’d to go.
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Love's truest knot by Venus is not tied,

Nor do embraces only make a bride.

The queen of angels, and men chaste as you,

Was maiden wife, and maiden mother too.

Cecilia, glory of her nume and blood,

‘With happy gain her maiden vows made good.
The lusty bridegroom made approach : young man,
Take heed, said she, take heed, Valerian !

My bosom’s guard, s spirit grest and strong,
Stands armed to shield me from all wanton wrong.
My charity is sacred, and my sleep

‘Wakeful, her dear vows undcfiled to keep..

Pallas bears arms, forsooth, and should there be
No fortress built for true virginity ?

No gaping gorgon this, none, like the rest

Of your learned Lies: here you'll find no such jest.
T'm yours; O, were my God, my Christ su too,
I’d know no name of love on carth but you.

He yields, and straight baptized, obtains the grace
To gaze on the fair soldier’s glorious face.

Both mix’d at last their blood in one rich bed

Of rosy martyrdom twive marridd.

0, burn pur Hymen bright in such high flame ;
Thy torch, terrestrial love, have here nv name,
How aweet the mutual yoke of man and wife,
‘When holy fires maintain love’s heav’nly life !
But I, 50 help me, Heav’n, my hopes to see,
‘When thousands sought my love, loved none but thee.
Still as their vain tears my firm vows did try,
Alexis, he alone is mine, said I;

Half true, alas! half false proves that poor line,

Alexis is alone, but is not mine,
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DESCRIPTION OF A RELIGIVUS HOUSE
AND CONDITIDN OF LIFE.

Out of Barclay.

# O roofs of gold o’cr riotous tables shining,

Whole days and suns devoured with endless

ST dining ;

No sails of Tyrian silk proud pavements sweeping ;

Nor ivory couches costlier slumbers koeping ;

False lights of flaring gem ; tumultuous joys ;

Halls full of flattering men and frisking boys ;

‘Whate’er false shows of short and slippery good

Mix the mad sons of men in mutual blood.

But walks and unshorn woods, and souls just so

Unforced and genuine, but not shady though ;

Our lodgings hard and homely as our fare,

That chaste and cheap as the few clothes we wear.

Those coursc end negligent, as the natural Jocks

Of these loose groves, rough as th’ unpolish’d rocks.

A hasty portion of preseribéd slecp ;

Obedient slumbers that can wake and weep,

And sing, and sigh, and work, and sleep ogain ;

Still rolling a round sphere of still-returning pain ;

Hands full of hearty lebours do much that more they
may, '

And work for work, not wages ; let to-morrow’s

New drops wash off the sweat of this day’s sorrows ;
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A long and daily-dying life, which breathes

A respiration of reviving deaths,

But neither are there those ignoble stings

That nip the bosom of the world’s best things,

And lash carth-labouring souls ;

No cruel guard of diligent cares, that keep

Crown’d woes awake, as things too wise for sleep:
But reverend discipline, and religivus fear,

And soft obedience, find sweet biding here ;

Silence snd sacred rest, peace and pure joys,

Kind loves keep house, lie close, snd make no noise,
And rovm enough for monarchs, while none swells
Beyond the kingdums of cuntentful cells.

The self-rememb’ring soul sweetly recovers

Her kindred with the stars ; not basely hovers
Below ; but meditates her immortal way

Home to th’ original source of light and intellectual day.
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v ista
En mea bulla, lares cn tun dextera mihi.

PDEMATA LATINA.

BULLA.

meum ?

Quid tu? gqua nove machina,
Quee tam fortuito globe

In vitam properas brevem ?
Qualis virgineos adhuo
Cypris concutiens sinus,
Cypris jam nove, jum recens,
Et spumis media in suis,
Promsit purpureum latus ;
Concha de patrin micas,
Pulchrogue exsilis impetu ;
Statim et millibus ebria
Ducens terga coloribus
Evolvis tumidos sinus

Spheery plena volubili.

&y UIDtibivana suos offert meabulla timores ?
\ Quid facit ud vestrum pondus inane

Expectat nostros humeros toga fortior ;
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Cujus per varium latus,
Cujus per teretem globum
Iris lubrica cursitans
Centum per species vagas,
Et picti facies chori
Circum regnat, et undigue,
Et se Diva volatilis
Jucundo levis impetu

Et vertigine perfida
Lasciva sequitur fuga

Et pulchre dubitat; fluit
Tam fallax toties novis,
Tot se per reduces vias,
Erroresque reciprocos
Spargit vena coloribus ;
Et pumpa natat ebria.
Tali militie micans
Agmen se rude dividit ;
Cumpis quippe volantibus,
Et campi Ievis quore
Ordo insanus obambulans
Passim se fugit, et fugat.
Pussim perdit, et invenit.
Pulchrum spargitur hic Chaos.
Hic viva, hic vaga flumina
Ripa non propria meant,
Sed miscent socias vias,
Communique sub alveo
Stipant delicias suas.
Quarum proximitas vaga
Tam discrimine lubrico,
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Tam subtilibus arguit
Juncturam tenuem notis,
Pompa ut florida nullibi
Sinceras habeat vias ;
Nec vultu nitent sup,
Sed dulcis cumulus novos
Miscens purpureus sinus
Flagrant divitiis suis,
Privatum renuens jubar.
Floris diluvio vagi,
Floris sidere publico
Late ver subit aurcum,
Atque cffunditur in sum
Vires undigue copie.
Nempe vmnis quin cernitur,
Nullus cernitur hic color,
Et vicinia contumax
Allidit specics vagas.
Tllic contiguis aguis
Marcent pallidule faces.
Unde hic vena tencllule,
Flammis ebria proximis
Discil purpureas vias,

Et rubro salit alveo.
Dstri sanguineum jubar
Lambunt lacten flumina ;
Suasu ceerulei maris
Mansuescit seges nurea ;
Et lucis faciles gene
Vanas od nebulas stupent ;
Subque avis rubicundulia
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Flagrant sobria lilia.
Vicinis adeo rosis

Vicine invigilant nives,
Ut sint et nives rose,

Ut sint et ros® nives ;
Accenduntque rose nives,
Extinguuntque nives rosas.
Illic cum viridi rubet,

Hic ct cum rutile viret
Lastivi facies chori.

Et quicquid rots lubrica
Caude stelligere notat,
Pulchrum pergit et in ambitum.
Hic celi implicitus labor,
Orbes orbibus vbvii ;

Hic grex velleris aurei
Grex pellucidus etheris ;
Qui noctis nigra pascua
Puris morsibus atterit ;
Hic quicquid nitidum et vagum
Ceeli vibrat arenula

Dulci pingitur in joeo.
Hic mundus tener impedit
Sese amplexibus in suis.
Succinctique sinu globi
Errat per proprium decus.
Hic nictant subite faces,
Et ludunt tremulum diem.
Mox se surripiunt sui et
Queerunt tecta supereili ;
Atque sblunt petulans jubar,
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Subsiduntque proterviter.
Atque hec omnia quam brevis
Sunt mendacia machinz |
Currunt scilicet omnia
Spheera, non vitrea quidem,
Ut quondam Siculus globus,
Sed vitro nitida magis,

Sed vitro fragili magis,

Et vitro vitrea magis.

Sum venti ingenium breve
Flos sum, scilicet, néris ;
Sidus scilicet s®equoris ;
Naturs jocus aureus,
Naturz vaga fabula,
Nature breve somnium,
Nugarum decus et dolor;
Dulcis, doctague vanitas.
Aure filia perfidee ;

Et risus facilis parens.
Tantum gutta superbior,
Fortunatius ct lutum.

Sum fluxee pretium spei ;
Una ex Hesperidum insulis.
Formee pyxis, amantium
Clare czecus ocellulus ;
Vene et cor leve glorie.

Sum czcw speculum Des,
Sum Fortune ego tessera,
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Quam dat militibus suis ;
Sum Fortune ego symbolum,
Quo sancit fragilem fidem
Cum mortalibus ebriis
Obsignatque tabellulas,

Sum blendum, petulans, vagum,
Pulchrum, purpureum, et decens,
Comptum, floridulum, et recens,
Distinctum nivibus, rosis,

Undis, ignibus, aere,

Pictum, gemmeum, et aureum,
O sum, scilicet, O nihil.

Si piget, et longam traxisse in tedia pompam
Vivax, et nimium Bulla videtur anus;

Tolle tuos vculos, pensum levo desinet, illam
Parca metet facili non operosa manu,

Vixit adhue, Cur vixit ? udhue tu nempe legebas ;
Tempe fuit tempus tum potuisse mori.

THESAURUS MALORUM FEMINA.

\) UIS deus, o quis erat qui te, mala fiemina,
finxit ?
Proh! crimen superum, noxa pudenda
dedm |
Qua divum manus est adeo non dexters mundo ?
In nostras clades ingenioss manus |
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Parcite; peceavi: nec enim pin numina possunt
Tam crudele semel vel voluisse nefas.

Vestrum opus es} pietas ; opus est concordia vestrum :
Vos equidem tales haud reor artifices.

Heus inferna cohors | {mtus cognoscite vestros.
Num pudet hane vestrum vincere posse scelus ?

Plaudite Tartarei proceres, Erebique potentes,
(N mirum est tantum vos potuisse malum,)

Jam vestras laudate manus. Si forte tacetis,
Artificum laudes grande loquetur opus.

Quam bene vos omnes speculo contemplor in isto ?
Pictas in angustum cogitur omne malum.

Quin dormi Pluto. Rabidas compesce surores,
Jam non poscit opem nostra ruina tuem.

Hiee satis in nostros fabricata est maching murvs,
Mortales furius Tartars nostra dabunt,

IN APOLLINEA DEPEREUNTEM DAPHNEN.

YITULTE Cupido,
® Quid tua flammu parat?
P&y, Annos sole sub ipso
Accense pereunt faces ?
Sed fux nostra potentior istis,
Flammas inflammere potest, ipse uritur ignis,
Ecce flammarum potens
Majore sub flamma gemit.
Eheu ! quid hop est? En Apolle
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Lyra tacente (ni sonet dolores)

Coma jacente squallet mternus decor

Ores, en! domine quo placeat magis,

Languido tardum jubar igne promit.

Pallente vultu territat wthera.

Mundi oculus laerymis sencacit,

Et solvit pelago debita, quodgque hauserat ignibus,
His lacrymis rependit.

Noctis adventu properans se latebris recondit,

Et opacas tenebrarum colit umbras,

Namgque suos odit damnans radios, nocensque lumen.
An lateat tenebris dubitat, an educat dicm,

Hinc suadet hoc luctus furens, inde repugnat amor.

ZENEAS PATRIS SUI BAJULUS,

y(ENTA Troje—Hostis et ignis
Hostis inter et ignes—neas spolium pium
% Atque humeris venerabile pondus
Exclplt et sevee nunc § nunc parcite flamme,
Parcite haud (clamat) mihi ;

Sacr® favete sarcine,

Quod si negatis, nee licebit

Vitam juvare, sed juvabo funus ;

Rogusque fism patris ac bustum mei.

His dictis acies pervolat hostium

Grestit, et partis veluti tropheis

Ducit triumphos. Nam furor hostium
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Jum stupet et pietate tanta

Victor vincitur ; imu et moritur

Trojn libenter funeribusque gaudet,

Ac faces admittit orans, ne lateat tenebras
Per opacns opus ingens pietatis.

Debita sic patri solvis tun, sic pari rependis
Officio. Dederat vitam tibi, tu reddis huic,
Felix! parentis qui pater diceris vsse tui.

IN PIGMALIONA.

N

e \L’ (ENITET artis
(! ;;,,% Pigmaliona suwm,
Wi

Quol felix opus esset

Infelix erat artifex.

Sentit vulnera, nee videt ictum.

Quis credit? gelido veniunt de marmore flamme.
Marmor ingratum nimis

Incendit autorem suum.

Concepit hic vanos furores ;

Dpus suum miratur atque andorat.

Prius creavit, ecce nunc colit manus,

Tentantes digitos molliter applicat ;

Decipit molles caro dura tactus.

An virgo vera est, an sit churnea ;

Reddat an oscula que dabantur

Nescit. Sed dubitat, sed metuit, munere supplicat,
Blonditinsque miscet.

Te, miser, penas dare vult, hos Venus, hos triumphos
1)
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Capit a te, quod amorem fugis vmnem,

Cur fugis heu vivos ? mortua te necat puella,
Non erit innocua hiee, quamvis tua fingas manu,
Ipsa heu nocens erit nimis, cujus imago nucet.

ARIDN.

WHQUAMMEA vive

Merces tam nova solvitur

Navis quam nova scanditur. Tlla

Abrea est merces, hiec est et aguatica navis.
Perdidere illum viri

Mercede magna, servat hic

Mercede nulla piscis : et sic

Salute plus ruina constat illi;

Minoris et servatur hinc quam perditur,

Hic dum findit aquas, findit hic aéra:

Cursibus, piscis ; digitis, Arion:

Et sternit undas, sternit et aera:

Carminis hoc placidv Tridente

Abjurat sup jem murmura, ventusgue modestior
Auribus ora mutat :

Ora dediscit, minimos et metuit susurros.

(Sonus alter restat, ut fit sonus illis)

Aura strepens circum muta it lateri adjacente penna,
Ambit et ora viri, nec vela ventis hic egent ;
Attendit hanc ventus ratem: non trahit, at trehitur,
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PHENICIS GENETHLIACON ET EPICEDION.

A 3 HENIX alumna mortis,

L "7 Quam mira tus puerpera |

\ '*“S Tu seondis haud nidos, sed ignes.

Non purere sed perire ceu parata:

Mors obstetrix ; atque ipsa tu teipsum paris.
Tu tuique mater ipsa es,
Tu tuique filia.

Tu sic udora messis

Surgis tuorum funerum ;

Tibique per tusm ruinam

Reparata, te succedis ipsu, Mors &

Frcunda! Suncta 6 lucra pretiose necis !
Vive (monstrum dulce) vive

Tu tibigue suffice.

EPITAPHIUM.

UISQUIS nectareo serenus vo,
& Et spe lucidus auree juvente
C Nescis purpureos abire soles,
NLEMS vineuls, ferreamque noctem
Imi carceris, horridumgue Ditem,
Et spectas tremulum procul sencctam,
Hinc discas lacrymas, ot hinc reponss.
Hic, b scilicet hic brevi sub antro
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Spes et gaudia mille, mille longam
(Heu longam miscris) induere noctem.
Flammantem nitide focem juvente,
Submersit Stygie paludis unda.

Ergo si lacrymas neges doloris

Hue certo lacrymas feres timoris.

DAMNOD AFFICI SEPE FIT LUCRUM.

) AMNA adsunt wmultis taciti compendia lucri
Felicique dvcent plus properare mora,
1228 Luzuriem unnorum posits sic pelle redemit

Atque sagux serpens in nova secla subit.
Cernis ut ipsa sibi replicato suppetat ®vo,
Sequo iteret, multa morte perennis avis.

Sucercscat generosu sibi, facilesgue per ignes
Perque suvs cineres, per sua fata ferax.

Ruee solers jectura sui? quis funeris usus?
Flammarumque fides, ingeniumque rogi ?

Siceine fraude subis ? pretiosaque funera ludis ?
Siccine tu mortem, ne moriaris, adis ?

Felix cui medicee tanta experientia mortis,
Cui tam Parcarum est officioss manus.
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IIUMANZE VITZE DESCRIPTID.

& VITA, tantum lubricus quidam furor
Spoliumgue vitee ! scilicet longi brevis

g4 Lirroris hospes! Irror 5 mortalium !
O certus error ! qui sub incerto vagum
Suspendit @vum, mille per dolvs vie
Fugacis, et proterva per volumina

Fluidi laboris, cbrivs lactat gradus;

Et irretitos ducit in nihilum dies.

O fata! quantum perfidee vitz fugit
Umbris quod imputemus atque auris, ibi
Et umbra et aura scrias purtes agunt
Miscentgue scenam, volvimur ludibrio
Procacis estus, ut per incertum more
Fragilis protervo cymba cum nutat freto.
It ipsa vite, fila, yueis nentes Dese

Aivi severa texta producunt manu,

Hxc ipsu nobis implicant vestigia
Retrohunt trahuntque donec everso gradu
Ruinu lnssos ulta deducat pedes.

Felix, fugaces quisquis excipiens dies
Gressus serenos fixit, insidiis sui

Noc servit wvi, vita inoffensis huic
Feretur auris, atque clauda rarius
Titubabit hora: vortices anni vagi

Hic extricabit, sanus assertor sui.
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TRANQUILLITAS ANIMI, SIMILITUDINE
DUCTA AB AVE CAPTIVA ET
CANORA TAMEN.

%, Teum delivias leves, loquacem

Convivam nemoris, vagamgue musam
Ol Observans dubia viator arte
Prendit desuper: horridusve ruris

Eversor, male perfido paratu

(Heu durus !) rapit, atque Io triumphans

Vadit; protinus et sagace nisu

Evolvens digitos, vpus tenellum

Ducens pollice lenis erudito,

Virgarum implicat ordinem severum,
Angustam meditans domum volucri.

Illa autem, hospitium licet vestustum
Mentem solicitet minis minisque,

Et suetum nemus, hinc opuca mitis
Umbree frigora, et hinc aprica puri

Solis fulgura, patrisque sylves

Nunquam muta quies ; ubi illa dudum

Totum per nemus, arborem per vmnem,

Hospes libera liberis guerelis

Cognatum bene provocabit agmen :
Quanquam ipsum nemus, arboresgue alumnam

Implorant profugam, atque amata multum
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Querant murmura, lubricumgue carmen
Blandi gutturis et melos serenum.
Illa autem, tamen, illa jam relicts
(Simplex !) haud meminit domus, nee ultra.
Sylvas cogitat ; at brevi sub antro,
Ah penna nimium brevis recisa,

Ah ritu vidua, sibigue sola,

Privata heu fidicen ! cunit, vagoque
Exercens querulam dvmum susurro
Fallit vincula, corceremque mulcet ;
Nec pugnans placide procax quieti
Luetatur gravis, orbe sed reducto
Discursu vagn saltituns tencllo,
Metitur spatia invide caverne.

Sic in se pia mens reposta, secum
Alte tuta sedet, nec ardet extra,
Aut ullo svlet estuare fato:

Quamvis cuncts tumultuentur, atre
Sortis turbine nun movetur illa.
Fortune furins onusque triste

Non tergo minus eceipil guieto,
Quam veetrix Veneris columba blando
Admittat jugn delicata collo.

Torve si quid inhorruit procelle,

Si quid smviat et minetur, illa
Spernit, nescit, et obviis furorem
Fallit blanditiis, smatque st smbit
Ipsum, quo mele vulneratur, ictum.
Curas murmure non fatetur ullo ;
Non lambit lacrymas dolor, nec stre
Mentis nubila frons iniqua prodit.
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Quod si lacryme pervicax rebelli
Erumpit tamen evolatque gutta,
Invitis lacrymis, negante luctu,
Ludunt perspicui per ora risus.
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mur, si non utilius, delicatius certe. Neque
, ) etiam rarum est quod ad spem veris, de
) i se per flores suvs quasi pollicentis, adul-
tioris anni, ipsiusque adeo Autumni exigamus fidem.
Ignoscas igitur (vir colendissime) properanti sub ora
Apollinis sui, primeque adolescentiz lascivia exultante
Musie. Tenerwm wtatis flores edfert, non fructus sers:
quos quidem exigere ad seram illam et sobriam maturi-
tatem, quam in fructibus expectamus merito, durum
fuerit; forsan et ipsa hac precoci importunitate sua
placituros magis : Tibi priesertim quem paternus animus
(quod fieri solet) intentum tenet omni suse spei diluculo,
quo tibi de tuorum indole promittas aliguid. Ex more
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ctiam corum, qui in preemium laboris sui pretiumgue
patientiee festini, ex iis que severunt ipsi et excoluerunt,
quicquid est flosculi prominulum, prima quasi verecundia
suras et mpertum Jouvem experientis arripiunt avidi,
saporemyue illi non tam ex ipsius indole et ingenio
quam ex animi sui uffectu, foventis in eo curas suas et
spes, affingunt. Patere igitur (reverende custvs) hanc
tibi ex istiusmodi floribus corollam mecti; convivalem
vero: nce aliter pussuram sidus illud oris tui auspica-
tissimum, nisi (qua est etiam amenitate) remissiore radio
cum se reclinat, et in tantum de se demit. Neque sane
hoe scriptionis gencre (modo partes suas satis privstiterit)
quid esse potuit vtio Theologico accommodatius, quo
nimirum res ipsa Theolvgica Poctica amenitate delinita
majestatem sunm venustate commendat.  Hoe demum
quicquid cst, amore tamen poteris, ct voles, scio: non
ut magnum quid, non ut egregium, non ut te dignum
deniyue, sed ut tuum : tuum summo jure, utpote quo &
tua gleba, per tuum radium, in manum denique tuam
evocntumfucrit. Quod restat hujus libelli fatis, exorandus
es igitur (vir spectatissime) ut quem sinu tum facili pri-
vatum excepisti, eum jam ore magis publico alloguentem
te non asperneris,  Stes illi in limine, non auspicium
modo suum, sed et argumentum, Enimvero Epigramma
sacrum tuus ille vultus vel est, vel quid sit docet; ubi
nimirum smebili diluitur severum, et sanctum suavi
demulcetur.  Pronum me vides in negatam mihi pro-
vinciam ; laudum tusrum, intelligo: quas mihi cum
modestia tua abstulerit, relijuum mihi est necessario ut
sim brevis: imo vero longus nimium ; utpote cui argu-
mentum istud abscissum fuerit, in quo unice poteram, et
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sine tedio, prolixus esse.  Vale, virorum ornatissime,
neque dedigneris quod colere audeam Genii tui serenita-
tem supplex tam tenuis, et (quoniam numen gquogue hoe
de se non negat) amare etiam. Interim vero da veniam
Muse in tantum sibi non temperanti; guin in hane
saltem laudis ture partem, que tibi ex rebus sacris apud
nos ornatis meritissima cst, istiusmodi carmine involare
susn sit, qualicungue,

Salve, alme custos Pierii gregis ;
Per quem erudito exhalat in otio ;
Seu frigus udi captet antri,

Sive Jovem nitidosgue soles.

Non ipsi custos pulchrior invins
Egit sub umbras Amonivs greges ;
Non ipse Apollo notus illis
Lege suz meliore canne.

Ty, si sereno fdes oculo frui,
Sunt rura nobis, sunt juga, sunt ague,
Sunt plectra duleium sororum ;
(Non alio mihi nota Phebo)

Te dante, castos composuit sinus ;
Te dante, mores sumpsit; et in suo
Videnda vultu, pulveremgue
Religio cineremque nescit.

Stat cincta digna fronde decens caput :
Suosque per te fassa palam Deos,
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Comisque, Diva, vestibusgue
Ingenium dedit ordinemque.

Jamquos ecce nobis amplior es modo
Majorque cerni. . Quale jubar tremit
Sub 08! verecundusque quanta

Mole sui Genius laborat |

Jam qui serenas it tibi per genas,
Majore ceelo sidus habet suum ;
Majorque circum cuspidate
Ora comis tua fles diei.

Stat causa. Nempe haoe ipse Deus, Deus,
Hanc ara, per te pulchra, diem tibi
Tuam refundit, obvieyue
It radio tibi se colenti.

Ecce, eece! sacro in limine, dum pio
Multumqgue prono poplite amas humum,
Altaria annuunt ab alto ;
Et refluis tibi plaudit alis.

Pulchro incalescens officio, puer

Quicungue erispo sidere crinium,
Vultuque non fatente terram,
" Currit ibi roseus satelles.

Et jure. Num cum fana tot inviis
Meerent ruinis, ipsaque (ceu preces,
Manusque, non decora supplex,
Tendat) opem rogat, heu negatam !
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Tibi ipsa voti est ora sui rea.
Et solvet. O quam semper apud Deum
Litabis illum, cujus are
Ipsc preces prius audiisti !

VENERABILI VIRO MAGISTRD TOURNAY,
TUTORI SUD SUMME OBSERVANDOD.

N | ESSIS inauravit Cereri jam quarta capillos,
Vitis habet Bacchum quarta corona suwx,

Ausa tup Musa est nidificare sinu.
Hic nemus, hic soles, ¢t celum mitius illi :
Hic sua quod Musis umbra vel aura dedit.
Selit ibi secura malus quid moverit Auster,
Quie gravis hybernum vixerit ala Jovem.

Nescio quo interes multum tibi murmure nota est :
Nempo sed hoc poterns murmur amare tamen.
Tandem ccee (heu simili de prole puerpera) tendem

Hoc tenero tencra est pignore facta parens.
Jamque meam hanc sobolem (rogo) quis sinus alter
haberet ?
Quis mihi tam noti nempe teporis erat ?
Sed gquogue et ipsa meus (de te) meus, improba, tutor
(Quam primum potuit dicere) dixit, crit.
Has ego legitime, nec levo sidere nate
Non puto degeneres indolis esse notas ;
Nempe quod illa suo patri tam semper apertos,
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Tam semper faciles njrit adire sinus.

Ergo tuam tibi sume: tuos cst illa sub alas :
Hoce quogue de nustro, quod tuearis, habe.

Sic que Suada tuo fontem sibi fecit in ore,
Sancto et securo melle perennis est.

Sic tua, sic nullas Siren non mulceat aures,
Auln cui plausus ct sua serta dedit.

Sic tuus ille (precor) Tagus aut est obice nullo,
Aut omni (quod adhuc) obice major est.

ORNATISSIMO VIRD PRACEFPTORI SUD

N\ MIHI qui nunquam nomen non dulee fuisti

) Tune quogque cum dvmini fronte timendus

NN eras !

Llle egv pars vestri quondam intactissima regno,
De nully virge nota labore tuse,

Do tibi quod de te per sccula longa queretur
Quod de me nimium non metuendas eras:

Quud tibi turpis ego torpentis inertia sceptri
Tam ferule tulerim mitis jura tuze.

Scilicet in foliis quicquid peceabitur istis,
Quod tus virga statim vapulet, illud erit.

Ergo tibi heec penas pro me mea pagina pendat.
Hic agitur virge res tibi multa tuz.

In me igitur quicquid nimis illa pepercerit vlim,
Id licet in fietu vindicet vmne meo.

Hic tuus inveniet satis in quo seviat unguis,
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Quodque veru ducto trans obeliscus eat.

Scilicet heec mea sunt; hee que mals scilicet: 5 si
(Que tun nempe forent) hic meliora forent !

Qualizcunque, suum norunt hec flumina fontem
(Nilus ab ignoto fonte superbus est)

Nee certo nihil est qua guis sit origine. Fontes
Esse solent fluvii nomen honorque sui.

Hic quoque tam parvus (de me mes secula dicant)
Non parvi soboles hic quogue fontis erat.

Hoce modo et ipse velis de me dixisse, meorum
Ille fuit minimus. Sed fuit ille meus.*

IN PICTURAM REVERENDISSIMI EPISCOPI,
D. ANDREWS.
) ZC charta monstrat, fama quem monstrat

. magis,
Y Sed et ipsa necdum fama quem monstrat

satis,

1llg, ille totam solus implevit tubam,

Tot ora solus domuit et famam quogue

Fecit modestam : mentis ignesm pater

Agilique radio lucis eterns vigil,

Per anlta rerum pondera indvmito vagus

Cucwrit animo, quippe naturam ferox

Ezhausit ipsam mille fetus artibus,

* Here follows, in the edition of 1634, the poem ** Lectori”
which oecurs at p. 259, postsa; but the intervening poems,

with the single exception marked, are all added, in the order
in which they occur, in the edition of 1670.
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Et mille linguis ipse se in gentes procul
Variavit omnes, fuitque toti simul

Cognatus orbi, sic sacrum et solidum jubar
Saturumque ceelo pectus ad patrios libens
Porrexit ignes: hac eum, Lector, vides

Hize, ecce, charta D utinam et audires quoque.

VOTIVA DOMUS PETRENSIS PRO DOMO DEL

WA T magis in mundi votis, aviumque guerelis

€ Jumveniens solet esse dics, ubi cuspide prima
2 ) Palpitat, ct roseo lux preevia ludit ab ortu ;
Cum nec abest Phebus, nec Evis letus habenis

Totus udest, volucrumgue procul vaga murmura mulcet :

Nos ita; quos nuper radiis afflavit honestis
Religiosa dies; nostrique per atria celi
(Suera domus nostrum est celum) jam luce tenelln
Libat adhuc trepide fax nondum firma diei:
Nos ita jam exercet nimii impatientia voti,
Speque sui propiore premit.

Quis pectora tanti
Tendit amor coopti! desiderio quam longo
Lente spes inhiant! domus o dulvissima rerum !
Plena Deo domus ! Ab, quis erit, quis (dicimus) ille
(O bonus, § ingens meritis, 5 proximus ipsi,
Ruem voeat in sua dona, Deo !) quo vindice lotas
Excutiant tenebras heec sancta crepuscula ?
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Quando
Quando erit, ut tenerwe flos heu tener ille diei,
Qui velut ex oriente suo jum altaris circum
Lambit, ct ambiguo nobis procul annuit astro,
Plenis so pandat foliis, et lampade tota
Letus (ut & medio cum sol micat aureus axe)
Attonitam penetrare domum jam possit adulte.
Sidere, nec dubiv pia menia mulcent ore ?

Quando erit, ut convexa suo quogue pulchra screnv
Florescant, roscogue tremant laquearia risu ?

Que minjum informis tanguam sibi conscie frontis
Perpctuis jam se lustront lachrymantia guttis.

Quando erit, ut claris meliori luce fenestris
Plurima per vitreos vivat pia pagine vultus ?

Quando crit, ut sacrum nobis celebrantibus hymnum
Organicos facili, et nunquam fallente susurro

Nobile murmur agat nervos ; pulmonis iniqui
Fistula nec monitus faciat male-fida sinistros ?

Denique, quicquid id vst, quod res hic sacra requirit,
Fuusta ills, et felix (sitque 0 tus) dextra, suam cul
Debeat heec Aurora diem. Tibi supplicat ipsa,
Ipsa tibi facit ura preces. Tu jom illius sudi,
Audict illa tuas. Dubium est (modo porrige dextram,)
Deo magis, an capias: sudi tantum esse beatus,
Et damnum hoc lucrare tibi.

Scis ipse volucres
Que rota volvit opes; has ergo, hic fige perennis
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Fundementa domus Petrensi in rupe ; susmque
Fortune sic dems rotam. Scis ipse procaces
Divitias quam prona vagos vehat alu per Euros ;
Divitiis illas, age, deme volucribus alas,

Facque suus nostras illis sit motus ad oras :
Remigii ut tandem pennas melioris adapte,

Se rapiant dominumgue suum super athera secum.

Felix § qui sic potuit bene providus uti
Fortune pennis et opum levitate suarum,
Divitiisque suis aquile sic addidit alas,

IN CETERORUM OPERUM DIFFICILI
PARTURITIONE GEMITUS.

K.

P X FELIX nimis illa, ct nostrs nobile nomen
ﬂ ) Invidie volueris! facili qua funere surgens
4] Mater odora sui, nitide nova fila juvente,
Lt festinatos peragit sibi fata per ignes.

Tlla, haud natalis tot tardis mensibus horas

Tam miseris tenuata moris, saltu velut uno

In nova secla rapit sese, et caput omne decoras
Explicat in frondes, roseoque repullulat ortu.
Cinnemeos simul illa rogos conscenderit, omnem

Leeta bibit Phebum, et jam jam victricibua alis
Plsudit humum, cineresgue suos.

w‘, =~

Heu | dispare fato
Nos ferimur ; seniorque suo sub Apolline pheenix
Petransis mater, dubiss librata per auras
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Pendet ndhuc, queritque sinum in qua ponat inertes
Exuvias, spoliisjue sum reporata senecte
Dre pari surgut, similique per omnia vulta.
At nunc heu nixu secli melioris in ipso
Deliguium .patitur '—
At nunc heu lentee longo in molimine vite
Interea moritur! Dubiv stant menia vultu
Parte sui pulchra, et fratres in feders muros
Invitant frustra, nec respondentia spxis
Saxa suis. Merent opera intermissa, manusgue
Implorant.

Suceurre piz, succurre parenti
D quisquis pius es, Illi succurre parenti,
Quam sibi tot sanct matres habucre parentem.
Quisquis es, b tibi, crede, tibi tot hinntia ruptis
Menibus ors logui! Matrem tibi, crede verendam
Muros tam longe laceros senioque situque
Ceu canos monstrare sups. Succurre roganti.
Per tibi plena olim, per jam sibi sicca precatur.
Ubera, ne desis scniv.  Sic longa juventus
Te foveat, querulee nunguam cessura senecte.

EPITAPHIUM IN GULIELMUM HERRISIUM.

Necessa erit, huc nempe properare te scias
quocungue properas,
More pretium erit

Et lachryms,
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Si jacere hic scias
Gulielmum
Splendidee Herrisiorum familise
Splendurem maximum :
Quem cum talem vixisse intel'pxeris,
Et vixisse tantum ;
Discas licet
In quantas spes possit
Assurgere mortalitas,
De quantis vadere.

Quem { Infantem, Essexm—} it

Juvenem, Cantabrigia

Senem, oh infelix utraque
Quod non vidit.
Rui
Collegii Christi Alumnus
Aule Pembrokiene socius,
Utrique, ingens amoris certamen fuit,
Dunce
Duleiss. lites elusit Deus,
Eumque celestis collegii,
Cujus semper alumnus fuit
soeium fecit ;
Qui et ipse collegium fuit,
In quo
Muste omnes et gratie,
Nullibi magis sorores,
Sub presids religione.
In tenacissimum sudalitium coaluere.
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Oratoria Dratorem
Quem Poctica Poetam A
Utragque Philosophum [ “5"°"¢*
Christianum Dmnes J
Fido Mundum
. | Spe Celum .
Qui Charitate Proximum [ Superavit.
Humilitate  Seipsum  J

. Cujus
Sub verna fronte senilis animus,
Sub morum facilitate, severitas virtutis ;
Sub plurima indole, pauci anni ;
Sub majore modestia, mazima indoles
adeo se occuluerunt
ut vitam ejus
Pulchram dixeris et pudicam dissimulationem :
Tmo vero et mortem,
Ecce enim in ipso funere
Dissimulare se passus est,
Sub tantillo marmore tantum hospitem,
Eo nimirum majore monumento
guo minore tumulo.
Eo ipso dic occubuit quo Ecelesia
Anglicana ad vesperas legit,
Raptus est ne malitia mutaret intellectum ejus ;
Scilicet Id: Octobris, Anno S. 1631.
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IN EUNDEM.

[5 TE mee lacryma (nec enim morur), ite. Sed
N oro
: Tantum ne misere claudite vocis iter.
O licest querulos verbis animare dolores !
Et saltem sh periit, dicere, noster amor.
Ecce negant tamen ; ecce negant, luerymeeque rebelles
Pergunt indomita preevipitantque vin.
Visne (b chare!) igitur te nostra silentia dicant ?
Vis fleat assidup murmure mutus amor ?
Flebit. Et urna suos scmper bibet humida rores,
Et fidas scmper semper habebit aguas.
Interea, quicungue estis, ne credite mirum
Si verm lacryme non didicere logui.*

NATALIS PRINCIPIS MARLE.

& O cresce, et propers, puclla princeps,
=25 In matris propera venire partes,

Et eum par breve fulminum minorum,

Tlling Uarolus, et Jacobus inde,

In patris faciles subire famam,

Ducent fata furoribus decoris ;

* Not in the edition of 1670,
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Cum terror sacer, Angliciquc magnum
Murmur nominis increpubit vmnem
Lato Bosporon, Oltomanicasque
Non picto quatiet tremore Lunas ;
Te tunc altera nec timenda paci,
Poscent preelia.  Tu potens pudici
Vibratrix oculi, pios in hostes

Late dulvia fata dissipabis.

O cum flos tener ille, qui recenti
Pressus sidere jam sub ora ludit,
Olim fortior omne cuspidatos
Evolvet latus aurcum per ignes ;
Quigue imbellis adhuc, adultus olim ;
Puris eapatinbitur genarum

Campis imperiosus Cupido ;

D quam certa supcrbiore penna
Ibunt spiculs, melleeeque mortes,
Exultantibus hine et inde turmis,
Quoque jusseris, impigre vulabunt !
D quot corda calentium deorum

Do te vulnera delicata discent !

D quot pectorn principum magistris
Ficnt mello negotium sagittis |

Num que non poteris per arma ferri,
Cui matris sinus atque ulrumgue sidus
Magnorum patet officina amurum ?
Hinc sumos licet, D puella princeps,
Quentacungue opus est tibi pharetra.
Centum sume Cupidines ab uno
Matris lumine, Gratiasque centum,
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Et centum Veneres: adhuc manebunt
Centum mille Cupidines ; manebunt
Tercentum Veneresque Gratizque
Puro fonte superstites per @vum.

IN SENERISSIMZE REGINZ PARTUM
HIEMALEM.

Quid tu nescio quos narras mihi ; stulte, Decembres
Quid mihi cum nivibus ? da mihi serta, puer.

Nix? et hiems ? non est nostras quid tale per oras;
Non est: vel si sit, non tamen esse potest.

Ver agitur: queecungue trucem dat larva Decembrem,
Quid fera cunque fremant frigors, ver agitur.

Nonne vides quali se palmite regia vitis
Prodit, et in sacris qum sedet uva jugis ?

Tam letis que bruma solet ridere racemis ?
Quas hiemis pingit purpura tanta genas?

O Maria! O divum svboles, genitrixque deorum |
Siccine nostra tuos tempora ludus erunt ?

Siccine tu cum vere tuo nihil horrida bruma
Sidera, nil madidos sola morare notos ?

Siccine sub media poterunt tua surgere bruma,
Atque suas solum lilia nosse nives ?

Ergo vel invitis nivibus, frendentibus Austris,
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Nostra novis poterunt regna tumere rosis ?

D bona turbatrix anni, que limite noto
Tempora sub signis non sinis ire sus !

O pin preedutrix hiemis, que tristia mundi
Murmura tam dulei sub ditione tenes !

Perge precor nostris vim pulchram ferre Calendis:
Perge precor menses sic numerare tuos.

Perge intempestiva atque importuna videri ;
Inque uteri titulos sic rape cuncta tui,

Sit nobis sit sepe hivmes sic cernere nostras
Exhwredatas floribus irc tuis.

Swpe sit has vernus hiemes Maiosque Decembres,
Has per to roseas siepe videre nives.

Altera gens varium per sidera computet annum,
Atque suos ducant per voga signa dics.

Nos deceat nimiis tantum permittere nimbis ?
Tempora tam tetricas ferre Britanna vices?

Quin nostrum tibi nos vmnem donabimus annum :
In purtus vmnem expende, Maria, tuos.

Sit tuus ille uterus uostri bonus wrbiter anni :
Tempus et in titulos transeat omne tuos.

Namgque alia inducret tam duleia nomins mensis ?
Aut qua tam posset candidus ire toga ?

Hanc laurum Junus sibi vertice vellet utroque ;
Haunc sibi vol tota Chloride Muius emet.

Tota suam, vere expulso, respublica florum
Reginam cuperent te, sobolemve tuam.

D bona sors anni, cum cuncti ex vrdine menses
Hic mihi Carolides, hic Marianus erit !
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NATALIS DUCIS EBORACENSIS.

NT vero jom tempus erat tibi, maxima Mater,
Dulcibus his oculis accelerare diem :
Tempus crat, no qua tibi basia blanda

vacarent ;
Surcina ne collo sit minus apta tuo.
Scilicet ille tuus, timor et spes ille suorum,
Quo primum es felix pignore facts purens,
Ille ferox iras jum nunc meditatur et cnses
Jam patris magis est, jam magis ille suus.
Indolis O stimulos! vix dum illi transiit infans ;
Jamque sibi impatiens arripit ille virum.
Improbus ille suis adeo negat irc sub annis :
Jam nondum puer est, major et est puero.
Si quis in aulwis pictas onimatus in iras
Stat leo, quem docta cuspide lusit acus,
Hostis, iv! est; neque cnim ille alium dignabitur hostem ;
Nempe decet tantas non minor ira manus.
Tunc hasta gravis adversum furit; hasta bacillum est;
Mox falsum vero vulnere pectus hiat.
Stat leo, ceu stupent tali bene fixus ab hoste ;
Ceu quid in his oculis vel timesat vel amct,
Tam torvum, tam dulce micant: nescire fatetur
Mars ne sub his oculis esset, an esset amor.
Quippe illic Mars est, sed qui bene possit amari;
Est et amor certe, sed metuendus amor :
Talis amor, talis Mars cst ibi cernere ; qualis
Beu puer hic esset, sive vir ille Deus,
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Hic tibi jum seitus succedit in osculn fratris,
Res, ceee! in lusus non operosa tuos.
Basia jam veniont tus quontacunque caterva ;
Jam quocunque tuus murmure ludat amor.
En! Tibi materies tenera ct tractabilis hic est:
Hic ad blonditias est tibi cera satis.

Salve infans, tot basiolis, molle argumentum,
Mauternis labiis dulee negotivlum,

O salve ! Nam te nato, puer aure, natus
Et Carolo ct Mariw tertius est veulus,

IN FACIEM AUGUSTISSIMI REGIS A
MORBILLIS INTEGRAM.

‘ & MUSA redi: vocat alma parens Academia:
W\ noster
%28 En redit, ore suo noster Apollo redit.
Vv ultus adhuc suus, et vultu sun purpura tantum
Vivit, ct admixtas pergit amare nives.
Tune illas violare genos ? tune illa profanis,
Morbe ferox, tentas ire per ora notis ?
Tu Phwebi facicm tentas, vanissime ? Nostra
Nee Phebe muculns novit habere suns.
Ipsu sui vindex facies morbum indignatur ;
Ipsa sedet radiis O bene tuta suis :
Quippe illic Deus est, celumque et sanctius astrum ;
Quippe sub his totus ridet Apollo genis.
Quod facie Rex tutus erat, quod caters tactus :
Hinc hominem Rex es! fassus, et inde Deum.
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AD CAROLUM PRIMUM, REX REDUX.

¥ LLE redit, redit. Hoc populi bons murmura
' volvunt ;
-4 Publicushoc,audin’? plaususad astrarefert:
Hoc omni sedet in vultu commune serenum ;
Dmnibus hinc una est letitiz facies.
Rex noster, lux nostra redit ; redeuntis ad ora
Arridet totis Anglia leta genis :
Quisque suos oculos oculis accendit ab istis ;
Atque novum sacro sumit ab ore dicm.
Forte roges tanto quee digna pericula plausu
Evadat Carolus, que mala, quosve metus :
Anne perrerati male fids volumino ponti
Ausa illum terris pene negare suis :
Hospitis an nimii rursus sibi conscia tellus
Vix bene speratum reddat Ibera caput,
Nil horum ; nec enim male fida volumina ponti
Aut sacrum tellus vidit Ibera caput.
Verus amor tamen hec sibi falsa pericula fingit :
Fulsa peric’la solet fingere verus amor,
At Carvlo qui falsa timet, nec vera timeret :
"Vera peric’le solet temncre verus amor,
Illi falsa timens, sibi vera pericula temnens,
Non solum est fidus, sed quogue fortis amor,
Interea nostri satis ille est causa triumphi :
Et satig, ah | nostri causa doluris erat.
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Cause doloris erat Carolus, sospes licet esset ;
Anglia quod snltem discere possct, nbest.

Et satis est nostri Carolus nunc causa triumphi :
Dicere quod saltem possumus, Ille redit.

AD PRINCIPEM NONDUM NATUM, REGINA
GRAVIDA.

g ASCERE nunc; D nunc! quid enim, puer
‘ alme, moraris ?
AN Nulln tibi dederit dulcior hora diem.
Ergone tot tardos, D lente ! morabere menses?
Rex redit, ipse veni, et dic bone, gratus ades.
Nam juid ave nostrum ? quid nostri verba triumphi ?
Vagitu mclius dixcris ista tuo.
At manens tamcen : et nobis nova causa triumphi:

Sic demum fueris; nec nova causa tamen :
Nam, guoties Carolo novus sut nova nusvitur infans,
Reven toties Carolus ipse redit.

Reliqua desiderantur,






EPIGRAMMATA SACRA,

QUA SCRIPSIT GRAECA ET LATINA,

b






LECTORI

KEALVE. Jumgue vale, Quid enim quis
5 pergeret ultra?
Qua jocus et lusus non vocat, ire voles ?

non est ;
Delitiis folio non faciente tuis.
Nam nec Acidalios halat mihi pagina rores ;
Nostrs Cupidines: nec favet uura faci,
Frustra hinc ille suis quicquam promiserit abi:
Frustra hine illa novo speret abire sinu.
Tlle & materna melius sibi tolia myrto ;
Illa jugis melius poseat ab Idaliis,
Querat ibi suus in quo cespite surgat Adonis,
Quee melior tencris patria sit violis.
linc totius Flore, verisque, suigue
Consilio, ille elas impleat, illa sinus.
Me men (casta tamen, si sit rudis) herba coronet :
Me mea (si rudis est, sit rudis) herba juvat.
Nulls meo Circea tument tibi pocula versu:
Dulcia, et in furias officiosa tuas.
Nulla latet Lethe, quam fraus tibi florea libat,
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Quam rosa sub falsis dat male-fida genis.

Nulla verecundum mentitur mella venenum :
Captat ab insidiis linen nulla sus.

Et spleni, et jecori foliis bene parcitur istis,
Ah! male vum rebus staret utrumgue meis |

Rara est que ridet; nulla est quwe pagina prurit:
Nulla salax, si quid nérit habere salis.

Non nude Veneres: nec, si jocus, udus habetur:
Non nimium Bacchus noster Apollo fuit.

Nil cui guis putre sit detorquendus vcello ;
Est nihil obliguo quud velit ore legi.

Heec coram, atque oculis legeret Lucretin justis :
Iret et illesis hinc pudor ipse genis.

Nam neque candidior voti venit aura pudici
De matutina virgine thura ferens:

Cum vestis nive vincta sinus, nive tempora fulgens,
Dans nive flammeolis frigida jura cumis,

Religiosa pedum sensim vestigia librans,
Ante aras tandem constitit ; et tremuit.

Nev gravis ipsa sup sub numine castior halat
Que pia non puras summovet ara manus,

Tam Venus in nostro non est nimis aurea versu :
Tam non sunt pueri tela timenda Dei.

Swepe puer dubias vircum me moveral alas ;
Jecit et incertus nostra sub ora faces.

Swmpe vel ipse sua calamum mihi blandus ab ala,
Vel matris cygno de meliore dedit.

Sepe Divnee pactus mihi serta corons ;
Seepe, mens vates tu, mihi dixit, eris.

I procul, I cum matre tua, puer improbe, dixi:’
Non tibi cum numeris res erit ulla meis.
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Tu Veroncnsi cum paasere pulchrior ibis :
Bilbilivisve queas comptius esse modis.

Tlle tuos fingit quocungue sub agmine crines:
Unligue nequitiis par erit ille tuis.

Ille nimis (dixi) patet in tus preelia campus:
Heu nimis est vates ct nimis ille tuus.

Gleba illa (sh! tus quam tamen urit adultera messis)
Esset Ilumemo germine quanta parens !

Quantus ibi ct quante premeret puer ubers matris !
Nec celos vultu dissimulante suos.

Ejus in isto veuli satis cssent sidera versu ;
Sidereo matris quam bene tuta sinu |

Matris ut hic similes in collum mitteret ulnas,
Ingue sinus niveos pergeret, ore pari !

Utque genis pueri hec rquis darct vscula labris!
Et bene cognatis iret in ora rosis |

Que Marie tam larga meat, quam disceret illic
Uvida sub pretio gemma tumere suo !

Staret ibi ante suum lacrymatrix Diva Magistrum :
Seu levis aura volet, seu graves unds cedat ;

Luminis heec svboles, et proles pyxidis illa,
Pulchrius unda eadnt, suavius aura volet.

Quicquid in his sordet demum, luceret in illis.
Improbe, nec satis est hunc tamen esse tuum ?

Improbe cede puer: quid enim mea carmina mulees ?
Carmina de jaculis muta futura tuis.

Cede puer, qua te petuluntis frens puelle ;
Turpia qus revocant pensa procacis here ;

Qua miseri male pulchra nitent mendacia limi ;
Qua cerussate, furta decors, genm ;

Qua mirere rosas, alieni siders veris ;
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Quas nivis haud proprie bruma redempts domat.

Cede puer (dixi et dico) cede improbs mater:
Altera Cypris habet nos; habet alter Amor.

Scilicet hic Amor est. Hic est quogue mater Amoris.
Sed mater virgo. Sed neque cecus Amor.

D puer! o Domine! o magne reverentia matris !
Alme tui stupor et religio gremii !

O Amor, innocue cui sunt pia jura pharetre ;
Nec nisi de casto corde sugitta calens !

Me, puer, o certa, quem figis, fige sagitta.
D tua de me sit facta pharetra levis !

Quodgue illine sitit ct bibit, et bibit et sitit usque ;
Usque meum sitiat pectus, et usque bibat.

Fige, puer, corda he. Seu spinis exiguus quis,
Seu clavi aut hastee cuspide magnus adces;

Seu major cruce cum ; 8eu maximus ipso
Te corda heee figis denique. Fige puer.

D metam hane tuus eternum inclamaverit arcus :
Stridat in hant teli densior sura tui.

O tibi si jaculum ferat ala ferocior ullum,
Hanc habeat triti vuleris ire viam.

Quigue tuw: populus cungue est, que turba, pharetre ;
Hic bene vulnificas nidus habebit aves.

D mihi sia bello semper tam seevus in isto !
Pectus in hoc nunguam mitior hostis cas.

Quippe ego quam jaceam pugna bene sparsus in illa !
Quam bene sic lacero pectore sanus cro |

Hec mes vota. Mei sunt hec quogue vola libelli.
Hec tua sint Lector; si meus esse voles,

Si meus esse voles: meus ut sis, lumina (Lector)
Casta, sed 0 nimium non tibi sicca precor.
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Nam tibi fac madidis meus ille vccurrerit alis,
(Sanguine, seu lacryma diffluat ille sua:)

Stipite totus hians, clavisque reclusus, et hasta:
Fons tuus in fluvios desidivsus erit ?

Si tibi sunguineo meus hic tener iverit amne,
Tune tues illi, dure, negubis nquas ?

Ah durus | quicunque meos, nisi siccus, amores
Nolit; et hic lscrymee rem negat esse sue.

Sewepe hic Magdalinas vel nquas vel amaverit undas ;
Credo nec Assyrias mens tua malit opes.

Scilicet ille tuos ignis recalescet ud ignes ;
Fomsan et illa tuis unda natabit aquis.

Hic eris ad cunas, et odoros funere manes :
Hiac ignes nasci testis, et inde meos.

Hic mecum, et cum matre sus, mea goudin queres :
Maturus Procerum seu stupur esse velit ;

Sive per antra sui lateat (tunc templa) sepulchri :
Tertiu lux reducem (lenta sed illa) dabit.

Sint fidee precor ah (lices) facilesque tenebrm ;
Lux men dum noctis (res nova!) puscit vpem,

Deniquo charta meo quicquid mea dicat amori,
Tlli quo metuat cunque, fleatve, modo,

Le:ta parum (dices) hee, sed neque dulcia non sunt :
Certe et amor (dices) hujus amandus erat.

Si nimium hic promitti tibi videtur, Lector bone, pro
eo cui sotisfaciendo libellus iste futurus fuerit ; scins me
in istis non ad heec modo spectare quie hic habes, sed
es etiam que olim (hec interim fovendo) habere poteris.
Nolui enim (si hactenus deesse amicis meis non potui ;
flagitantibus & me, etism cum dispendii sui periculn
paterer eos experiri te in tantum favoremgue tuum) nolui,
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inquam, fastidio tuo indulgere.  Satis hic habes quod
vel releges ad ferulam suam (neque enim maturipres sibi
annos ex his sligua vendicant) vel ut pignus plurium
adultiorumgue in sinu tuo reponss.  Elige tibi ex his
utrumvis. Me interim guod attinet, finis mexs mon
fefellit. Maximum mew smbitivnis seopum jamdudum
attigi : tunc nimirum cum gualecungue hoc meum pene
infantis Musie murmur ad sures istas non ingratum
sonuit, quibus neque doctiores mihi de publico fimere
habeo, nec sperare clementiores ; adeo ut de tw jam
plausu (dicam_ingenue et breviter) neque securws sim
ultra neque solicitus. Prius tui, quisquis es Lector, apud
me reverentia prohibet ; de pujus judicio ommia pissum
magna sperare : posterius illurum reverentia non sinit,
de quorum perspicacitate maxima omnia non pmsum
mihi non persusdere, Quanguem & quam velim tanti
me esse in quo patria mea morem istum suum deponere
velit, genio suo tam non dignum; istum ecilicet quo,
suis omnibos fhstiditis, ea exosculatur unice, guibm
trajecisse Alpes et de transmarino esse, in pretium cessit!
sed relictis hisce nimis improbe spei votis, convertam
me ad magistros Aoygmands ; guos sciv de novissimis
meis verbis (quanquam neminem nominérim) iratos me
reliquisse: bilem vero componant; et mihi se hoe debere
(ambitioso juveni verbum tam magnumignoscant) debere,
inquam, fateantir : quod nimirum in tem nobili argu-
mento, in quo neque ad fetida de suis sanctis figmenta,
neque ad putidas de nostris valumnias opus habeant con-
fugere, de tenui live m3o dederim illorum magnitudini
unde emineat. Emineatvero; (serius dico). Sciantme
semper habituros esse sub ea, quam mihi eorum lux major
affuderit, umbra, placidissime sequisacentem.
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Lvuc. xvm,
Phariseus et Publicanus.

N duo Templum sdeunt (diversis mentibus
ambo :)
Jamwd Ille procul trepido lumine signat humum :

It gravis hic, et in ulta ferox penetralia tendit.
Plus habet ille templi ; plus habet ille Dei.

“Avdpes, idow (Erepoimi vinig) w ipov Ernabor
Tinobey Sppwdel xewos o Peixarios,

AN 5 v wg goBapis oy v Eyyvs ixdver
Iaeioy o wiv ymov, TAEI0Y 6 O Eixe Deoi*

MatTH. 1x1. .
In Asinum Christi PRetorem.

: LLEt suum didicit quondam ubjurgare magi-
strum :
* Kt quid ni discas tu celebrare tuum ?
* This Greek version is not in the edition of 1634.
{ Balaami asinus.
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Mirum non minus est, te jam potuisse tacere
Illum quam fuerat tum potuisse loqui.

Luec. v,
Dominus apud suos vilis.
' N consanguinei! patriis en exul in ori
Christus ] et haud alibi tam peregrinus erat.

Qui socio demum pendebat sanguine latro,
D consanguineus quam fuit illo mugis !

Joan. v,
Ad Bethesde piscinam positus.
M UIS novus hic refugis incumbit Tantalus undis,

Vitaque, tempestas quam pretivsa dedit ?

JOAN. XX,
Christus ad Thomam.

ZVA fides | voluisse meos tractare dolores?
@ Crudeles digiti | sic didicisse Deum ?
Vulners, ne dubites, vis tangero nostra: sed eheu,
Vuluers, dum dubitas, tu graviora facis.
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MarTH. XVI. 25.
Quisquis perdiderit animam suam mez causa,
inveniet eam,
5950 VITA ; 1, perdum : mihi mors tua, Christe,
QA reperta est :
(Mors tua vita mea est ; mors tibi, vita mez)

Aut ego te abscondam Christi (mea vita) sepulchro.
Non adeo procul est tertius ille dies.

Joan. xx. 1.

Primo mane venit ad sepulchrum Magdalema.
U matutinos prevertis, suncta, rubures,
\
Magials ; sed jam tum Sol tuus ortus erat.
Jemgue vetus merito vanos Sol non agit ortus,
El tanto radios non putat esse suos.

Quippe aliquo (reor) ille, novus, jam nictat in astro,
Et se nocturna parvus habet facula.

Quam velit b tonte vel nuntius esse dici !
Atque novus Sali Lucifer ire novo !

JoAN. vI.
Quingue panes ad quingue hominum millia.

N mense faciles, redivivaque vulncre Ceny;,
Queequo indefessa provocat ora dupe !
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Aucta Ceres stupet arcans se crescere messe.
Denique quid restat ? Pascitur ipse cibus.

Acr. vim.
thiops lotus.
3 gt LLE niger sacris exit (quam lautus !) ab undis :
Nec frustra Athivpem nempe lavare fuit.

Mentem quam niveam piceee cutis umbra fovebit!
Tam volet ct nigros sancta Columba lares,

Luc. xvi., 13.
Publicanus procul stans percutiebat pectus suum.

%2 CCEhic peccator tumidus petitadvena templum:
! Quodque sudet solum, pectora mesta ferit.

Fide miser; pulsague fores has fortiter : illo
Tnvenies templo tu propiore Deum.

Manc. xm. 44.

Dbolum viduce.
P\ UTTA brevis nummi (vit patrona senilis)
& Et digitis stillat non dubitantis anus;

- Tstis multa vegi spumant de gurgite census.
Isti abjeccrunt scilicet ; illa dodit.
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Ks?y.wn'm'a Boaxeia pavis, Biotoin T &Pavpis
“Egxog GTUTTALE XEIPIS AWD TPOUEDES,.

Toig 3 avaTHIPTR TOAVS APpos avaudeo; $adov,
i uev amoppiarov. xewa Seduxe wovoy.®

Lue. x. 30.
Maria vero assidens ad pedes ejus, audiebat eum.

¥ SPICE (namgue novum est) ut ab hospite
penieat hospes |
Hinc ori parut, hoc sumit ab ore cibos.

Tune epulis adeo es (svror) offivivsa juvandis,
Et sinis has (inquit) Martha, perire dapes?

Act. m
In Spiritus Sancti descensum.

b e ERTE sinus, o ferte: cadit vindemia celi ;
> Sanctaque ab wthereis volvitur uva jugis.

7 ]
Felices nimium, queis tam bona musta bibuntur ;
In quorum gremium lucida pergit hiems |

En caput | en ut nectareo micat et micat gstro!
Gudet et in roseis viva corona comis |

Tllis (o Superi | guis sic neget ebrius esse ?)
Illis, ne titubent, dant sua vina faces,
® Not in the edition of 1634,
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Luc. xv. 13
Congestis omnibus peregre profectus est.

IC mihi, yuo tuntos properas, puer uuree, num-
Y mos?

Quorsum festinee conglomerantur opes ?

Cur tibi tota vagos ructant patrimonia census ?
Non poterunt silique nempe minoris emi?

Acr, xx1. 13,
Non solum vinciri sed et mori paratus sum.

% DN modo vinc'ls, sed et mortem tibi, Christe,
subibo,
Paulus ait, docti callidus arte doli.

Diceret hoe eliter : Tibi non modv velle ligari,
Christe, sed et solvi* nempe paratus erv.

Acr, xm, 23,
In Herodem ZxwanxoBpaTov.

Ci7?% LLE Deus, Deus; hec populi vox unica :
tantum :
(Vile genus) vermes credere velle negent.
At cito se miseri, cito nunc errasse fatentur ;
Carnes degustent, Ambrosiamgue putant.

* Phil i. 23. v imBupiay Eywy ef 70 dvakioa.
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MaTTH, MUV,
Videns ventum magnum, timuit, et cum coepisset
demeryi, clamavit, §e.
,‘ 386> ETRE, ades, o, si dubitas: o fide: nec ipsum
/ (Petre) negat fidis equor habere fidem.

Pondere pressa suo subsidunt cetern: solum
(Petre) tue mergit te levitatis onus.

Act, vim. 18.
Obtulit eis pecunias,
g UDRSUM hos hic nummos profers ? quorsum
AN R impic Simon ?
Non ille hic Judas, sed tibi Petrus adest.

Vis emisse Deum ? potius (precor) hoe age, Simon,
Si potes, ipse prius deemone vende tuum.

Act. v. 15.
Umbra 8. Petri medetur cegrotis.
o ONVENIUNT alacres (sivy sic juvat ire sub
: umbras)
Atque umbras fieri (creditis ?) umbra vetat,

O Petri umbra potens | gue non miracula preestat?
Nune quogue, Papa, tuum sustinet illa decas.
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Magc. vo. 33. 38.
Tetigit inguam ejus, &o. . . . et loquebatur, , . . et
preecepit illis e cui dicerent : illi vero eo
magis predicabant,
e HRISTE, jubes muta ora loqui ; muta ors
loquuntur:
Sana tacere jubes ora ; nec illa tacent,

Si digito tunc usus erns, muta ora resolvens;
Nonne opus est tots nunc tibi, Christe, manu ?

Loc. x. 32,
Sacerdos quidam desvendens eadem via, vidit et
preteriit,
PECTASNE (gh!) placidisque vculis mea
vulnera tractas ?
O dolor!  nostris vulnera vulneribus !

Pax oris quam torva tui est ] quam triste serenum !
Tranquillus miserum qui videt, ipse facit.

Loc. xvm.

Leprosi ingrati.
FRYKE UM linquunt Christum (sh morbus !) sanantur

RN D!

euntes :
Ipse etiam morbus sic medicina fuit.

At sani Christum (mens sh male-sana !) relinquunt :
Ipsa etiam morbus sic medicina fuit.
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MarTa. V1. 34.
Ne soliciti estote 1n crastinum.
% MISER, inque tuas rape non tua tempors cu-

ras:
Et nondum natis perge perire malis.

Mi guerulis satis una dies, satis angitur horis:
Una dies loerymis mi satis uda suis.

Non mihi venturvs vacat expectare dolores:
Nolo ego, nolo hodie crastinus esse miser,

MarTH. 12, 9.
A telonio Muttheus.
A2 H satis, ah nimis est: noli ultra ferre magistrum,

\ € 1,"41
§ A{ Et lucro domino turpia colla dare.

Jum fuge; jam (Matthee) feri fuge regna tyranni:
Ingue bonam felix i fugitive* crucem.

Luc. v
Vidue filius e foretro matri redditur.
=% N redcunt, lacrymasgue breves nuve gaudia

Ppensant:
Bisquo illa est, uno in pignore, facta parens.

Felix, que magis es nati per funera mater |
Amisisse, iterum cui peperisse fuit,
* Christi scilicet.
T
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MarTa, xvim.
Bonum ntrare in cwlos cum uno oculo, .

FNO veulv? wh centum potius aihi, millin cen-
) tum :
Num quis ibi, in celo, quis satis Argus erit?

Aut si oculus mihi tantum unus conceditur, unus
Iste oculus fiam totus et vmnis ego.

Luc. xIv.
Hydropicus sanatur.
&2 PSE suum pelagus, morboque immensus aquoso
/ Qui fuit, ut leetus nunc micat atque levis !

Quippe in vina iterum Christus (puto) transtulit undas ;
Et nunc iste suis ebrius est ab aquis.

Lvc. m. 7.
Non erat i1s n diversorio locus.

" LLI non locus est ? Ilum ergo pellitis ? Illum?
Ille Deus, quem sic pellitis ; ille Deus,

O furor] humani miracula seva furoris !
Il non locus est, quo sine nec Yocus est,
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Luc. xv1.
In lacrymas Lazari spretas a Dwite.
SN ELIX 6! lncrymis (6 Lazare) ditior istis,

Quam qui purpureas it gravis inter opes !

Tllum cum rutili nova purpura vestict ignis,
Tlle tuas lacrymas quam volet esse suas |

MatTi, xxvI. 65.
Indignatur Cuiphas Christo se confitenti,

U Christum, Uhristum quod non negut esse,
lacessis :
Ipsius hoc crimen, quod fuit ipse, fuit.
Te nz Sacerdotem credam ? Novus ille Sacerdos,
Per quem impune Dco non licet esse Deum,

Joaw. xur, 37,
Cum ot signa f;dcdisset; non credebunt in eum.
22 ON tibi, Christe, fidlem tua tot miracula
preestant ;
(O verbi, 6 dextre dulcia regna tuw |)

Non preestunt? neque te post tot miracula vredunt?
Mirac’lum, qui non vredidit, ipse fuit.
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Mage. 1. 18,
Ad 8. Andream piscatorem.
j UIPPE potes pulchre captare pt fallere pisces !
%R  Centum illic discis lubricus ire dolis.

Artem inverte, et jam tu quogue disce capi.

Joan. 1. 23.
Ego sum Vo, dr.

NCE¥ OX epo sum, dicis: tu vox es, sancte Joenne
{ Si vox es, genitor cur tibi mutus erat?

Ista tui fuerant quam mira silentia patris |
Vocem non habuit tunc quogue cum genuit.

Acr. xm.
Vinculn sponte decidunt.

o8 UL ferro Petrum cumulas, durissime custos,
B A forro disces mollior esse tuo.

Ecce fluit, nodisque suis evolvitur ultro:
I fatue, et vinc’lis vinculs pone tuis.
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In diem omnium Sanctorum.
Rev. vi1. 3.

Ne leedite terram, neque mare, neque arbores, quousque
obsignaverimus servos Dei mostrs in frontibus suis.
®8 USQUAM immitis egat ventus sus muroura :

nusguam
Sylva tremat, crispis sollicitata comis.

Aqua Thetis placide allabens ferat vscula Terre ;
Terra suos Thetidi pandat amica sinus :

Undigue pax effusa piis volet aures pennis,
Frons bona dum signo est queque notata suo.

Ah quid in hoc opus est signis aliunde petendis ?
Frons bona sat laerymis quweques notata suis.

In dig Conjurationis sulphurece.
‘ N UAM bene dispositis annus dat currere festis !
Post omnes Sanctos, omne scelus sequitur,

Deus sub utero Virginis.
z=x} COE tuus, Nutura, pater! pater hic tus, hic
‘ cet :
1lle, uterus matris quem tenet, ille pater.

Pellibus exiguis arctatur Filius ingens,
Quem tu non tetum (crede) nec ipsa capis.
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Quanta uteri, Regina, tui reverentia tecum est,
Dum jacet hic, celv sub breviore, Deus !

Conscia divino gliscunt precordia motu
(Nec vehit ethereos sanctior aura polos)

Quam bene sub tecto tibi concipiuntur ‘eodem
Vota, et (vota cui concipienda) Deus !

Quod nubes ulia, et tanti super atria celi
Querunt, invenient hoc tua vota domi.

O felix anima heee, quee tam sua gaudia tangit |
Sub conclave suo cui suus ignis ndest.

Corpus amet (licet) illa suum, neque sidera malit :
Quod vine'lum est aliis, hoc habet illa domum.

Sola jaces, neque sola; toro quocungue recumbis,
Tllo estis positi tugue tuusque toro.

Immo ubi casta tuo pusita es cum conjuge conjunx,
(Quod mirum magis est) es tuus ipsa torus.

Acr. vin. 16.
Ad Judeeos mactatores Stephani.

» RUSTRA illum increpitant, frustra vaga saxa:
nec illi
Grandinis (heu seve!) dura procella nocet.

Ista potest tolerare ; potest nescire: sed illi,
Quee sunt in vestro pectore, saxa nocent,
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Rev. 1. 9.

D. Joannss in exilio.

venit exul :

Et solitos illic invenit ille sinus.

Ah lungo, wterno ah terras indicite nobis
Exiliv, Christi st sinns exilium est.

MarTH, m.
Ad Infantes Martyres.

w2 UNDITE ridentes animas; effundite celo:
Discet ibi vestra (6 quam bene !) lingua loqui.

Nec vos lac vestrum et maternos querite fontes :
Qub vos expectat lnctea tota via est.

Lvc. m.
Quaerit Jesum suum beata Virgo.

JeR8kH, redeas misere, redeas (puer alme) parenti;

2 Ah, neque te celis tam vito redde tuis.

(wlum nostra tuum fuerint & brachia, si te
Nostra suum poterunt brachia ferre Deum.
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Marra, v,
Non sum dignus ut sub tecta mea venias.

P N tua tecta Deus veniet: tuus haud sinit illud
~&  Et pudor, atyue humili in pectore celsa fides.

Ilum ergo accipies quoniam non aceipis : ergo
In te jam veniet, non tua tecta, Deus,

MarrH, XxVII. 12,
Christus accusatus nihil respondet.

IL nit: o sanctwe pretiosa silentis linguz !
Ponderis 6 quanti res nihil illud erat!

Ille olim, verbum qui dixit, et omnia fecit,
Verbum non dicens omnia nune reficit.

Luvc. 1.

Nune dimittis.
% PESNE méas tandem ergo mei tumere lacerti ?
Ergo bibunt oculos lumina nostra tuos ?
Ergo bibant : pussintyue novam sperare juventam :
O possint senii non meminisso sui !

Immo mihi potius mitem mors induat umbram
(Esse sub his oculis si tamen umbra putest)

Ah satis est.  Ego to vidi (puer auree) vidi:
Nil post te, nisi te (Christe) videre volo,
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Luc. v
Verbum inter spinas.
AW APE Dei verbum sentes cadit inter ; et atrum
Miscet Bpina procax (alf mala juncta!) latus.

Credo quidem: nam sic spinas sh scilicet inter
Ipse Deus verbum tu quogue (Christe) cadis.

Luc. xv. b.

Sabbatum Judaicum et Christianum,
%3ES eadem vario quantum distinguitur usu!
Nostra hominem servant sabbata; vestra

bovem.

Observent igitur (pacto quid justius isto ?)
Sabbata nostra homines, sabbata vestra boves,

Mart1E. 3. 52,
Ad verbum Der sanatur cecus.

2z HRISTE, locutus eras (o sacra licentia verbi!)
Jumque novus ceeei fluxit in ora dies,

Jam credo, Nemo* est, sicut Tu, Christe, loquutus :
Auribus ? immp oculis, Christe, loquutus erus.

* Joan. viL 46,
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MaTra, XI,
Dnus meum leve est.

ohy) SSE levis qui;:unque voles, veus accipe Christe :
| Ala tuis humeris, non onus, illud erit.

Christi onus an queris quem sit grave? scilicet audi,
Tam grave, ut ad summos te premat usque polos.

JuAN. vI.
Mirgculum quinyue panum.

¥ CCE vagi venit unda cibi; venit indole sacra
Fortis, et in dentes fertilis innumeros.

Quando erat invictze tam sancta licentin cenez ?

Tlla famem populi poscit, et la fidem,

JoAN. v, 52.
Nunc scimus te habere demonium.

P UT Deus, aut saltem demon tibi notior esset,
s (Uens malu) quee dicis demona hubere Deum.

Ignorisse Deum poteras, b ceca; sed oro,
Et patrem poterns tam male ndsse tuum ?
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In beatw Virginis verecundiam.

| -”N gremio, queris, eur sic sus lumina Virgo
f/ Ponat ? ubi melius poneret illa, precor ?

O ubi, yuam celo, melius sua lumina ponat?
Despicit, at celum sic tamen illa videt.

In vulnera Dei pendentis.

Xy FRONTIS, lateris, manuumgue pedumgue
vruores !
O quw purpureo flumina fonte patent !

In nostram (ut quondam) pes non valet ire salutem
Sed natat; in fluviis (ah!) natat ille suis.

Fixa manus ; dat, fixa: pios bona dextera rores

Donat, et in donum solvitur ipsa suum,

O latus, 6 torrens ! quis cnim torrentior exit
Nilus, ubi pronis preecipitatur aguis ?
Mille et mille simul cadit ct cadit undigue guttis

Frons: vilen’ ut sevus purpuret ora pudor ?

Spinw hoe irrigue florent cruleliter imbre,
Ingue novas sperant protinus ire rosas.

Quisque capillus it exiguo.tener olveus amne,
Hoc quasi de rubro rivulus oceano,

D nimium vivee pretiosis smnibus unde !
Fons vite nunquam verior ille fuit.
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Marra. x. 11,
Quare cum Publivanis manducat Magister vester?

0 RGD istis socium se peccatoribus addit ?
Ergo istis sacrum non neglat ille latus ?

Tu, Phariseee, rogns Jesus cur fecerit istud ?
Ne dicam: Jesus, non Phariseus, erat.

MartH, XXV,
Ecoe loous ubt jacuit Dominus.
% PSUM, ipsum (precor) o potius mihi (cendide)
¢ monstra :
Ipsi, ipsi, v lacrymis oro &it ire meis.

Si monstrare locum satis est, et dicere nobis,
En, Muria, hic tuus en, hic jacuit Dominus ;

Ipse ulnas, monstrare mess, et dicere podsum,
En, Maris, hic tuus en, hiv jacuit Dominus,

Ocudiue, uoi avroy parroy por Seueyudi avroy,
Avtog wov, Seouas, avtos Exn daxpua.

Ei O momov por Seimvivas dnig Eomi, xa elmew
12 3¢ 7e0g Magiap (nide) xaimo dvaé,

"Ayxoivas pov Sencvwvas dvvauor ve, xai aimew
"12 3¢ 7eds Mapiau (inde) xeiro dvat,
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Luvec. xvm.
Leprosi ingrati.
Ly 3 EX jubet ex hominum cetu procul ire leprosos :
9 At murdi o Christo cur abiere procul ?

Non sbit, at sedes tantum mutavit in illis;
Et lepra, quee fuerat corpore, mente sedet.

Sic igitur digna vice res variatur ; et o se
Quam procul ante homines, nunc habuere Deum,

JDAN. XX,

In cicatrices quas Christus habet in se adhuc superstites.

Vivit adhuc tecum : sed jam tua vulnera non sunt:
Non, sed vulneribus sunt medicine meis.

Act. v.
Ager implorat umbram D. Petri,

umbra :
Sic mea me queerent fata, nec invenient.

Umbra dabit tua posse meum me cernere solem ;
Et mea lux umbre sic erit umbra tus.
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Luc. xxv. 39,
RQuid turbati estis? Videte munus meas et pedes,
quin ego ipse sum,
£ N me, et signa mei, quondam mea vulnera !

certe,
Vos nisi credetis, vulnera sunt et adhue.

O nunc ergo fidem sanent mea vulnera vestram :
O mes nunc sanet vulnera vestra fides,

Acr, xm,
In 'uincula Petro spzmte delupm, et apertas fures

Dissimulant : nescit carcer hubcre fores.

Q,uum bene liber erit, carcer quem liberat ! ipsa
Vincula quem solvunt, quam bene tutus erit !

Acr. 3mx. 12,
Deferchantur a corpore gjus sudaria, dre.

""oV MPERIDSA premunt morbos, et ferrea fati
" Juru ligant, Pauli lintea tacta manu.

Unde heee felicis laus est et glorin lini ?
Hee (reor) o Lachesis pensus fecere colo.
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JDAN. xv.

Christus Vitis ad Vinitorem Patrem.

Tu viti succurre tuze, mi Vinitor ingens :

Da fulerum ; fulerum da mihi: quala? crucem.

Acr. xxvr. 28.
Pene persuades mihi ut finm Christianus.

P ENE ? quid hoe pene est? Vicinia sva salutis!
O quam tu malus es proximitate boni!

Ah! portu qui teste perit, bis naufragus ille est;
Hune non tam pelagus, yuum suu terra premit.

Quee nobis spes vix absunt, crudelius absunt :
Pene sui felix, emphosis cst miseri.

Joan. 1. 19.

Lux venit in mundum, sed dilexerunt homines magis
tenebras quam lucem.

At Stygiis igitur mundus damnabitur umbris:
Pergit adhue tenebras mundus amare suas?
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Luc. avi.
Dives implorat guttam.

P2\ MIHI si digito tremat et tremat unica summo
Gutta! o si flammes mulceat una meas !

Currat opum gquocungue volet levis unda mearum ;
Una mihi hee detur gemmuls, Dives cro.

Joan, 1. 4.

Quomodo potest homo gigni qui est senex?

Quis colubrem dolus insinuat per secula retro,
Et jubet emeritum luxuriare latus ?

Cur rostro pereunte susm priedata senectam
Torva ules, rapido plus legit vre diem ?

"Tmmo, sed adnixus preestat Lucina secundos ?
Natales seros unde sencx habeat.

Tgnorss, Pharisee? sat est: jam credere disces:
Dimidium fidzi, qui bene nescit, habet.
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Mare. x1. 13,
Arbor Christi jussu arescens.

A ne LLE Jubct procul ite mei, mea gloria, rami:

/,

Ite ; nee d pigeat: nam vos neque fulminis ira,
Nee trucis ala Noti verberat: ille jubet.

Naulla Vocet nostras umplius aura comas.

0 vox! & Zcphyro vel sic quogue dulcior omni !
Non possum Autumno nobiliore fru.

Luvc. 1. 12,
Zuacharias minus credens.

N NFANTES fore te patrem, res mira videtur ;
Infans interca factus es ipse pater.

Et dum promissi signum (nimis anxie) queris,
Jam nisi per signum guierere nulla potes.

JoAN, 11,

In aguam baptismi Dominici.

Guttn quidem sacros queecungue perambulnt artus,
Dum munet hic, gemma est ; dum cadit hine, lacryma.
L
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Loc. xur. 11,
Muliert incurvate meditur Dominys, indignante
Archisynagogo.
N proprios replicata sinus quee repserat, et jam
Deemonis (infelix !) nil nisi nodus erat,

Solvitur ad digitum Domim: sed strictior illo
Unicus est nodus; cor, Phariseee, tuum.

MarTH, xXx11. 48,
Neque ausus fuit quisyuam ez illo die eum amplivs
wmlerrogare.
WHRISTE, malas fraudes, Pharisaica retia,
fallis :
Et miseros sacro discutis ore dolos.

Ergo tacent tandem, atque invita silentia servant :
Tem bene non aliter te potuere logui.

Marra. xx. 20.
8. Joannes matre suc.
SN MIHI cur destram, mater, cur, oro, sinistram
\  Poscis, ab officio mater iniqua tuo ?

Tam procul & sacro non libet esse sinu,
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Marra. 1v.
Si filius Dot e3, dejice te.
‘ I se de.].wmt Christus de vertice Templi,
% Non credes quod sit Filius ille Dei.

At mox te humano de pectore dejicit: heus tu,
Non credes quod sit Filius ille Dei ?

Luc. xix, 41.
Dominus flens ad Judeos.

KX ISCITE vos miser, venientes discite flam-
\ mas ;

Nec fucite b lucrymaos sic periisse meus,

Nec periisse tamen poterunt: mihi credite, vestras
Vel reprimet flammas hec agua, vel faciet.

Luc. xvir 11,
Nec velut hic Publicanus,
g8 STUM ? vile cuput! quantum miki gratulor,
( inguis,
Istum quod novi tam mihi dissimilem !

Vilis at iste abiit sacris ucceptior aris:
I nune, et jactes hune tibi dissimilem.
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Acr. . 3.
In Saulum fulgore mimio excecatum.

Fe\d U lucis tenebre ? quee nex est ista diei ?
Noux nova, quam nimii luminis umbra facit !

An Saulus fuerit cecus, vix dicere possum ;
Hoc sciv, quod captus lumine Saulus erat.

Luc. x. 23.

Beati oculi qui vident,

UM Christus nostris ibat mitissimus vris,

Atque novum ceecos jussit habere diem,

Felices, oculos gqui tunc habuere, vocantur ?
Felives, vt qui non habuere, voco.

Luvc. v 15.
Filius ¢ ferotro matri redditur.

) RG:ONE tam subita potuit vice flebilis horror
| In natalitia candidus ire toga ?

Quos vidi, matris gemitus hos esse dolentis
Credideram ; gemitus parturientis erunt.
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Marte. x1. 25,
In seculi sapientes.
UfEt) RGONE delitias facit, et sibi plaudit ab alto
) Stultitia, ut velit hac ambitivne pati?

Difficilisne adeo facta est, et seria tandem ?
Ergo et in hane ctiam quis sapuisse potest ?

Tantum erat, ut possit tibi doctior esse ruina?
Tanti igitur corebri res, periisse, fuit ?

Nil opus ingenio ; nihil hae vpus arte furoris :
Simplicius puteris scilicet esse miscr.

Luc. 1v. 29,
In Judwos Christum preecipitars conantes.

Hoc tentare ipsum demonn (crede) fuit,

Rev. v 9.
In Draconem precipitem.
26 FRUSTRA truculente; tuas procubepuren

rident

Astra minas, celo jum bene tuta suo.

Tune igitur celum super ire atque astra parabas?
Ascensu tanto non opus ad barathrum.
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Luc. .
Beate Virgini credenti,

‘i TRARIS (quid enim faceres ?) sed ot hre

quofue credis
e uteri credis dulcin monstra tui.

En fidei, Regina, tue dignissima merces!
Fida Dei fueras filia ; mater cris.

Marc. xi,

Licetne Ceesari censum dare?
' OST tot Scribarum (Christe)in te proelia, tandem
Ipse venit Cwsar: Ceesar in arma venit,
Pugnant terribiles non Cecsaris ense, sed ense

Umsare: quin Cwsar vineeris ipse tamen.

Hoe quogue tu conscribe tuis, Auguste, triumphis.
Sie vinci dignus quis nisi Cwsar erat ?

M.aTTH. I1X.

I tibisines ef turbam tumultuantem circa defunctam.
AN, quid strepitis ? num, quamvis dormiat*
illa,
Non tamen ¢ somno cst sic revocanda suo.
Expectat solos Christi sopor iste susurros :

Dormit enim; sed non omnibus illa tamen.

Vers, 24. Non enim mortuas est puella, sed dormat,
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MarrH, v, 19,

Piscatores vocatt.

Non potuisse capi, vobis spes una salutis :
Una salus nobis est, potuisse capi.

Manc. xm,

Date Cesari,

Non minus inde Deco est, solio si cetera dantur
Cesareo, Cwsar cum datur ipse Deo.

MartTH, X31. 7.

Dominus asino vehitur.

R PE LLE igitur vilem te, te dignatur oscllum,
) % O non vectura non bene digne tua ?

Heu quibus haud pugnat Christi patientia monstris ?
Hoc, quod sic fertur, hue quoque ferro fuit.
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Luc. xxr, 27,

Videbunt Filium hominis venientem in nube.

Ingue triumphali nube coruscus ades.

Nubem queris ? erunt nostra (sh 1) suspiria nubes:
Aut 5ol in nubem se dubit ipse tuam.

JuaN. xx.
Nist digitum tmmisero, dre.
%8 MPIUS ergo iterum clavos ? iterum impius

hustam ?
Et totum digitus triste revolvet vpus ?

Tune igitur Christum (Thoma) quo vivere creilas,
In Christum faceres (ah truculente !) mori ?

Acr. voor.
Ad Judeos mactatores S. Stephani.

« UID dutis (ah miseri!) saxis nolentibus iras?
Quid nimis in tragicum precipitatis vpus ?

In mortem Stephani se dant invita : sed illi
Occiso faciunt sponte sua tumulum.
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Sancto Joanni, dilecto discipulo.

+U fruere; augustogue sinu caput abde (quod
0 tum
Nollet in wterna se posuisse rosa)
Tu fruere: et sacro dum te sic pectore portat,
O sab erit tergo me potuisse vehi,

MarTm. 11,

In Tactentes Martyres.

X -A{; ULNERA natorum yui vidit, et ubera matrum,

Per pucros fluviis (ah!) simul irc suis;

Sic pucros quisquis vidit, dubitavit, an illos

Lilia ceclorum dicerct, anne rosas.

MarTH. 1. 23.
Deus nobiscum.

% OBISCUM Deus est? vestrum hoc est (hel
\ mihi !) vestrum :
Vobiscum Deus est, d asini atque brves.

Nobiscum non est: nam nos domus auren sumit :
Nobiscum Deus est, et jacet in stabulo ?

Hoe igitur nostrum ut fiat (dulcissime Jesu)
Noa dundi stabulis, vel tibi donds domus.
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Christus circumcisus ad Patrem,
AS en primitios nostre (Pater) accipe mortis;
(Vitam ex quo sumpsi, vivere dedidici)

Ira (Pater) tua de pluvia gustaverit ista:
Dlim ibit fluviis hoc latus omne suis,

Tunc sitiat licet ct sitiat, bibet et bibet usque :
Tunc poterit toto fonte superba frui.

Nunc haste interen pussit prieludere culter:
Indolis in penas spes erit ista meee.

In Epiphanigm Domni.

®F ON solita contenta dies face lucis Eorm,
Ecce micat radiis cesariata novis,

= VAN

Persa sagax, propera: discurre per ardua regum
Tecta, per uuratas marmoreasque domus:

Quemre 8, que intepuit Regine purpura partu ;
Principe vagitu que domus insonuit.

Audin’ Persa sagax? Qui tanta negotia celo
Fecit, Bethlemiis vagiit in stabulis.
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Luc. m. 49.
Eece queerebamus te, drc.

E queero misera, et quero: tu nunc quogque
tractas
Res Patris: Pater est unica cura tibi:
Quippe quod ad peenas tantum ot tot nomina mortis,
Ad luctum et lacrymas (hei mihi!) mater cgo.

JoAN. m.
- Aque in vinum verse.

ENDE rubor vestris, et nun sua purpura lym-
" phis?
Que rosa mirantes tam nova mutat aquas ?

Numen (convivi) preesens agnoseite Numen :
Nympha putica Deum vidit, et erubuit.

MatTa, v, 13.
Absenti Centurionis filiv Dominus absens wedetur.
2= UAM tacitis inopina salus illabitur alis !
N Alis, quas illi vox tua, Christe, dedit.

Quam longas vox ista manus habet ! hoe medicina
Absens, et prrosens heo medicina fuit.
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Manc. 1v. 40.
Quid timidy estig,

ANQUAM illi insanus.faceret sua fulmina
ventus !
Tanquam illi scopulos norit habere fretum !
Vos vestri seopuli, vos cstis ventus et unda :
Naufragium cum illo qui metuit, meruit.

Luc. m.

Nunc dimittis.

)

v ﬂ F‘U”\ TE mei (quid enim ultcrius, quid vultis ?) ocelli:
‘/&\ i/ % Leniter obductis ite superciliis.

N
2A )

Immo et adbue ct adhuc, iterumque iterumgue videte ;
Aceipite hme totis lumina luminibus.

Jamique ite; et tutis d vus bene claudite vallis:
Servate hee totis lumina luminibus.

Primum est, quod potui te (Christe) viders: secundum,
Te viso, rects jam potuisse mori.

Marra. xm, 24.
In segetem sacram.
) CCE suam implurat, demisso vertice, falcem :

Tu segeti faleem da (Pater alme) suam,

falcem non das ? mossem tu (Christe) moraris ?
Hoc ipsum falx est: hsec mors messis erit,
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Luc. v 37.
Cuepit lacrymis rigare pedes ejus, et capillis
extergebat.
pavENDA siers sordes lambit placidissima: flave
Lambit et hane undam lucids lamma come.

Tl per has sordes it purior unda; simulque
e per has lucet purior ignis nqua.

Lvc. xvrm. 41.
Quad vis tibi faciam ?
5% UID volo (Christe) rogas? quippe oh volo,
R Christe, videre:
¥ Quippe ad te (duleis Christe) videre volo.

At video; fideigue oculis te nune quogue figo:
Est mihi, que nunquam est non oculata, fides.

Sed quamvis videam, tamen ah volo (Christe) videre :
Sed quonizm video (Christe) videre volo,

MarTH. 3v. 21,
Christus mulieri Canaanee difflcilior.

ET pretium facias dono, donare recusas :
Usyue rogat supplex, tutamen usque negus.

an etiam donare fuit, donare negare.
Seepe dedit, quisquis sepe negata dedit.
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Luc. m.

Beatus venter et ubern, dc.

ot T quid si biberet Jesus vel ab ubere vestro ?
[ Quid favit ad vestram, quod bibit ille, sitim ?

bera. mox sua et hic (8 quam non lacten!) pandet :
E nato mater tum bibet ipse suo.

Joaw. xv. 1.
In Christum vitem.
PAAE LMUM vitis amat (quippe est ct in arbore
\ flamma,
Quam fovet in viridi pectore blandus amor :)

Tllum ex arboribus cunctis tu (vitis) amasti,
Illam, queecunque est, quw crucis arbor erat,

Joan, xvi. 20,
Vos flebitis ot lamentabinvini.
R RGO mihi salvete mei, mea gaudia, luctus :

Quam charum (6 Deus) est hoc mihi flere
meum |

Flerem, ni flerem : solus tu (dulcis Jesu)
Letitinm donas tunc quogue quando negas.
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Joaw. x.
In gregem Christi Pastors,

N GREX, o nimium tanto Pastore beatus |
O ubi sunt tanto pascua digna grege ?

Ne non digna forent tanto grege pascun, Christus
Ipse suo est Pastor, pascuum et ipse gregi.

In vulnera pendentis Domina.

AT, LVE veulos, sive vra vocem tua vulnera ; certe
¥3  Undique sunt ora (heu!l) undique sunt oculi.

Eceo vculi ! svis ah madidi lacrymis |

Magdala, qus lacrymas solits es, que basia saero
Ferre pedi, sacro de pede sume vices.

Ora pedi sua sunt, tus quo tibi basia reddat:
Quo reddat lacrymas scilicet est oculos.

Mare. 1.

Paralyticus convalescens.

HRISTUM, quod misero facilispeccata remittit,
Scribe blasphemum dicere non dubitant.

)

RN
)

Hoc scelus ut primum Paralyticus audiit: irs
Imputiens, lectum sustulit stque wbiit.
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JoAw. vom. 59.
Tunc sustulerunt lapides.
PENTAXA? illi? quid tam fiedi voluere furores ?
Quid sibi de saxis hi volucre suis ?

Indolem, et antiqui agnoseo vestigia patris:
Punem de saxis hi voluere suis.

In resurrectionem Domini.

RUEHASCERIS, en! tecumgue tuus (Rex auree)
3 mun dus,

% Tecum* Virginco nascitur e tumulo.

Tecum in natalis properat natura secundos,
Atque novam vitam te novus orbis habet.

Ex vits (Sol ulme) tus vitam omnia sumunt :
Nil certe, nisi mors, cogitur inde mori.

At certe neque mors: nempe ut gqueat illa sepulchro
(Christe) tuo condi, mors volet ipsa mori.

Marra. xxvmor. 17.
Aligui vero dubitabant,
i CILICET et tellus dubitat,t tremebunda: sed
i ipsum hoe,
Quod tellus dubitat, vos dubitaro vetat.

* Joan. 19. 41. Ev ¢ o0dimw obdeig treba.
1 Vers. 2. Zaopdg tyévero plyag,
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Ipsi custodes vobis, si gueeritis, illud
Hoc ipso dicunt,* dicere quod negueunt.

Joan. xx. 20.

In vulnerum vestigio que ostendit Dominus, ad
Sitmandum suorum fidem.

SEI RIS oculis (nec adhue clausis voiere fenestris)

Invigilans nobis est tuus usus amor.

IIis oculis nos cernit amor tuus: his et amorem
(Christe) tuum gaudet cernere nostra fides.

Luc. vm. 19.
Mittit Joannes qui queerant o Christo, an 13 sit.

U qui ndeo impatiens properasti agnoscere
Christum,
Tunc cum claustra utere te tenuere tui,
Tu, yuis sit Christus, rugitas? et queris ab ipso?
Hoe tibi vel mutus dicere quisquo potest.

Joan. xvmr. 10.
In Petrum auricidam.
22§ UANTUMCUNQUE ferox tuus hic (Petre)
fulminat ensis,
Tu tibi jam pugnas (v bune) non Domino.

Scilicet in miseram furis implacidissimus aurem,
Perfidie testis ne queas essa tue.

* Vers. 4. "Eoeio9yoav ol rypodvreg, ki fykvovro woel vexpol.
X
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Manc. or.

Manus arefacta sanatur,

Quee nec in externos modo dextera profuit usus,
Certe enit illa tue jam manus et fidei,

MatTa, xxVIL 24,

In Pontium male lautum.

O volet ex ovulis illa venire tuls.

Marra. v 27,

In piscem dotatum,
U piscem si, Christe, velis, venit ecce, suumgue
Fert pretium: tonti est vel periisse tibi,

Christe, foro tibi non opus est; addicere nummos
Non opus est: ipsum se tibi piscis emet.
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Joan, xv1. 33.
Eyv vici mundum.

U contra mundum dux es meus, vptime Jesu ?
At tu fme miserum !) dux meus ipse jaces,
Si tu, dux meus, ipse jaces, spes ulla salutis ?
Tmmo, ni jacess tu, mihi nulla salus,

In ascensionem Dominz.

Spargltur ante pedes, ct toto sidere pronus
Jam propius Solis Sol bibit ora sui.

At fratri debere negans sua lumine Phwebe,
Aurea de Phebe jam mcliore redit.

Hos, de te victo, tu das (Pater) ipse triumphos :
Unde triumphares, guis satis alter crat?

In descensum Spiritus sancti,

YAM celi circum tonuit fragor: arma, minasque
Turbida cum flammis mista ferebat hiems.

. Q‘

“‘i (;\

Exulamnt Judemus atrox; Venit eece nefandis,
Ecce venit meriti fulminis ira memor.
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Verum ubi compousito sedit fax blandior astro,
Flammaque non leses lambit amica comas ;

Judeis, fulmen quia falsum apparuit esse,
Hoc ipso verum nomine fulmen erat.

Dipavou ix To mrnze Bpopss” WOAEMOY X} QTEINS
"Hye wpexwv dvess suv PAoyi spuipdahen.

Abev “Tovdaiss® pizpa srvyepuy Ta xamva
"Epfare ns opyns To wpeway ovpaving.

"AMa yamaiu GTE XEWRE MUY ZTTPW
Dreyua, xas afanTovs Aei)E PiAov TAVEKaVS,

Exfaufes. 571 yap, xeivols otx ev ceandis,
Nw ereov Diom 7ade xepavvos in.*

JuaN. mr. 16.

St dilexit mundum Deus, ut Filium morti traduit.

R V2

i H nimis est, illum nostre vel tradere vite :
Gruttulu quod faceret, cur facit vceanus ?

Unde et luxuriare potest, habet hinc men vita :
Ample et magnifice mors habet unde mori,

* Not in the edition of 1634,
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Luc. xiv, 19.

Juga boum emz.

a M

D ceenam voco te (domini quod jussa volcbent)
; A Tu mihi, nescis quos, dicis (inepte) boves.
Tmo vale, nobis nec digne nee utilis hospes !
Ceena tuos (credo) malit habers boves.

Acr. xrv.
D. Paulum, verbo sanantem claudum, pro Mersurio
Lystres adorant.
X UIS Tagus hic, quem Paetoli nova volvitur unda ?
Y Non hominis vox est hec: Deus ille, Deus.

| Sulve, mortales nimium dignate penates |
Digna Deo suboles, digna tonante Deo !

O salve! quid cnim (alme) tuos latuisse volebas ?
Te dicit certe vel tua lingua Deum.

Laudem hanc houd miror : meruit facundus haberi,
Qui tloudo promptos sussit habere pedes.

In 8. Columbam ad Christi caput sedentem,

¥ UI sacra siderea volueris suspenditur ala ?
Hunc nive plus niveum cui dabitilla pedem?

v, N s )
Christe, tuv capiti totis se destinat suris,
Qua ludit denste blandior umbrs e¢omee,
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Tllic arcano quid non tibi murmure narrat?
(Murmure mortalss non imitante sunos)

Sola avis heec nido hoc non est indigna cubare :
Solus nidus hie est hac bene dignus ave.

TIn Tayuepyos ayer wrzgw' ATTEOETTAY Epsfy.u';;
*H mn xewa Pepes v woda xsoveny 3

MpioTe Ten KEQaAN WATAIS TTEQUYETTIY Emeiyer
In oxiz o derioig waide wara mAoXaUS.

Moiz oor appnto Yibupicuati kew Zyopeve ;
"Appnt’y obx xgng ioa pev avdpopens.

Mowa puev %3 Spwis xanas é abia Tavrns
"Abiz ¥ Spndes pova uev 1 xana.®

Acr, .
In fores Divi Petro sponte apertas,

%. UID juvit clausisse fores (bone junitor) istas ?
Et Petro claves jam liquet esse suas.

Est clavis, Petro clave quod haud opus est.
¢ Not in the editivon of 1634,
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Lue. v, 12,
Murmurabant Phariswei, dicentes, Recipit peccatores
et somedit cum ilhs.
%% H male, quisquis is est, pereat! qui scilicet istis
»  Convivam (seevus!) non sinit esse suum,

Istis cum Christus conviva adjungitur, istis
O non conviva est Christus, at ipse cibus,

Marre. xv.
In trabem Pharisaicam,
F\GEDANT, que, rerum si quid tenus atque

minutum ost,
Posse acie certa figere, vitra dobunt,

Artis opus mirm ! Pharisreo en optica trabs cst,
Tpsum (vern loguor) qué videt ille nihil,

Joaw, 1z, 22.
Constituerunt ut $i quis confiteretur eum esse
Christum, synagoga moverstwr,
Foaf NFELIX, Christum reus cs quicunque colendi !
(K:\‘I% D reus infelix ! quam tun culpa gravis |

Tu summis igitur, summis damnabere celis ;
O reus infelix! quam tus pens gravis !
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Marra. xx. 20.
De voto filivrum Zebedei.

IT tibi (Joannes) tibi sit (Jacobe) quod optes:
Sit tibi dextra manus ; sit tioi leva manus.
Spero, alia in celo est, et non incommoda, sedes :
Si neque lieva menus ; si neque dextra manus.

Ceeli hanc aut illam nolo mihi guerere partem ;
0, celum, velum da (Puter alme) mihi.

Joaw. v1,
Ad hospites coene miraculose quinque panum.

27 ESCERE pane tuo: sed et (hospes) vescers
Christe :
Et ponis pani scilicet ille tuo.

Tunc pane hoc Christi recte satur (hospes) abibis,
Punem ipsum Christum si magis esurias,

Juan. xv1. 33.
De Christo contre mundum pugna,
UNE, miser ? tu (mundus sit) mea fulmina
contra
Ferre manus, armis cum tibi nuda manus ?
I lictor: manibusque audacibus injice vinc'la:
Injecit Livtor vinculs, et arma dedit.
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Acr, 1x. 29,

Greci disputatores Divo Paulo mortem machinantur,
UGE ergumentum! siv disputat: euge sophista !
Sic pugnum Logices stringere, sic decuit.
Hoe argumentum in causam quid (Grecule) dicit?
Dicit, te in vausam dicers posse nihil,

Luc. xxm. 26.
Qui maximus est inter vos, esto sicut qui minimus,

BONE, discipulus Christe vis maximus esse ?
At vero fies hae ratione minor,

Hoc suncte ambitionis iter (mihi crede)tenendum est,
Heec ratio ; Tu, ne sis minor, esse velia,

Luc. xix. 41,

OBIS (Judei) vobis hee volvitur unda ;
Quee vobis, quoniam spernitis, ignis erit.

Non nisi ab his unllis, ignea messis erit.
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Marre. I
Christus in Egypto.
FASEUNC tu (Nile) tuis majori flumine monstra:
| Hunc (nimis ignotum) dic caput esso tibi.

Ipse tue jum sis letitiee fluvius,

MarTH. 11,
In ocos Christum confitentes, Phariseos abnegantes.

RWRFE mihi, tu (Pharisee ferox) tus luming jactes :
; ¥ En cecus! Christum cecus at ille videt.

g

Tu (Phariseee) nequis in Christo cernere Christum :
Ille videt veecus ; ceecus os ipse videns.

Marra. zvi. 24.
Si quis pone me veniet, tollat crucem et sequatur me.
T 9‘;) RGO sequor, sequor, cn ! guippe et mihi crux
C RPE mes, Christe, est:
‘ Parva quidem; sed quam non satis, ecce, rego.

Nonrego ? non parvam hanc ? ideo neque parva putanda
est.
Crux magna est, parvam non bens ferre crucem.
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Luve, v. 28,
Relictis ommibus sequutug est ewm.

{UAS Mattheus opes, ad Christi jussa, reliquit,

Esse malas humini, quas bene perdat, opes.

Marra. xav, 29.
Zdificatis sepulchra Prophetarum,

A ANCTORUM in tumulis quid vult lsbor ille
pii colendis ?
Sanctorum mortem non sinit illa mori.

Vane, Prophetarum quot ponis saxa sepuluhris,
Tot testes lapidum, queis periere, facis.

Manc. m.

In manum aridom qua Christo mota est miseratio.
RENDE {miser) Christum ; et cum Christo

0P
YRe4es  prende sulutem:
RG-S At manca est (dices) dextera: prende tamen.

Ipsum hoo, in Christum, manus est: hoc prendere
Christum est,
Qua Christum prendas, non habuisse manum.
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Ad D. Lucam medicum.
N ULLA mihi (Luca) de te medicamina posco,
HENNE  Ipse licet medicus sis, licet wger ego:

Quippe ego in exemplum fidei dum te mihi puno,
Tu, medice, ipse mihi es tu medicina mea,

Ouvdw, eyw, Aouxa, Wape Tav pol Papuaxcy aiTw,
Kay v " izrpos ing, xav pev iyw Voreog.

AN e 000 Tapaduyua TEARIS Wl WITTI0G, YOS,
Abrog iaTpus, tun v Eri axesTopm.

Luc. xiv. 4,

Hydropieus sanatus, Christum jam sitiens.
& ELLITUR inde sitis ; sed ct hine sitis alters
\ < surgnt
b V:) Hiue sitit ille magis, quo sitit inde minus.

Felix v, et mortem poterit qui temnere morbus !
Cui vite ex ipso fonte sititur aqua !

In catum caelestem ommiwm Sanclorum.
s ELICES animee ! quas celo debita virtus
Jum potuit vestris inseruisse polis,

Hc dedit egregii non parcus sanguinis usus,
Spesque per obstantes cxpatiata vis.
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O ver! o longm semper soges auren lucis |
Nocte nec alterna dimidiata. dies !

0 quee palma manu ridet! que fronte corons !
O nix virgine® nun temeranda toge !

Pucis inoccidua vos illic ora videtis :
Vs Agni dulcis lumina: vos—Quid ago ?

MarTE. v, 13.
Cheristus absentt medetur.

G2 OX jam missa suas potuit jam tangere metas?
O superi! non hoc ire scd isse fuit.

Mirac'lum fuit ipsa salus (bene credere possis)
Ipsum, mirac’lum est, quando salutis iter.

JDAN. IX,
Cecus natus.

SN ELIX, qui potuit tante post nubilu noctis
PS (O dignum tantn nocte !) videre diem:

Quod videt, et primum quod videt ille Deum.
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M.rTH, X,
Et ridebant 1llum,

(Credite mi) meruit maximus esse dolur,

Marra, x1 25.
In sapientiam seculd.

RUAF OLI altum sapere (hoo veteres voluere magistri)
B m ﬁ '
PO Ne retrahot lassos ulte ruine gradus.

Non ego ed infernum me sapuisse velim,

In stabulum ubi natus est Dominus,

oo LLA. dumus stabulum 7 non est (Puer suree)
‘ non ecst;
Tlla domua, que tu nasceris, est stabulum ?

Ilu dumus toto domus est puleherrima mundo ;
Yix ceelo dici vult minor illa tuo.

Cernis ut illa suo pussim domus ardeat auro?
Uernis ut effusis rideat illa rosis ?

Sive aurum non est, hec que rosa rideat illic ;
Ex oculis facile est esse probare tuis,
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Oixag 03 5 abdn, ov pn. Teog oixag, Tngov,
Ev § o Tv TixTn aihiov ov weAeTa,
Olkuy ey TayTwy uara v k&AM zTog ixeivog”

Obpavov aide Teow winpoTepos MEAETa

"Hude xeivo vew dwu’ dumrvpilero xpura,
"Hude xewo venis Jupa godoisi yera.

"Hy godov siygi yeray Tnv 063 e xouow ixeider’
"Ex gou 3" oplaruwy somiv eneyysuevar®

Acr, v,
8. Stephanus amicis suis, funus sibi curantibus.

R ULLA (precor) busto surgant mihi marmora :
A bustum

435 Hiee mihi sint mortis conscin saxn mee.

Sic nec opus fuerit, notet ut quis carmine bustum,
Pro Domino (dicens) oceidit ille suo.

Hic mihi sit tumulus, quem mors dedit ipsa; meigue
Ipse hic martyrii sit mihi martyrium,

In D. Jrannem, quem Domitianus ferventi oleo
(illewsum) indidit,
:’1,"-_“' AR LLUM (qui,toto currens vago flammuls mundo,
S l(/‘ Non quidem Joannes, ipss sed sudit amor)

Q3

Tllum ignem extingui, bone Domitiane, laboras ?
Hoc non est oleum, Domitiane, dare.

* Not in the edition of 1634.



320 EPIGRAMMATA SACRA.

In tenellos Martyres.
H qui tam propero cecidit sic funere, vite
Hoc habuit tuntum, possit ut ille mori.
At cujus Deus est sic usus funere, mortis
Hoc tantum, ut possit vivere semper, habet.

Marra. 1v. 24,
Astulerunt ei omnes male effectos, demoniacos,
lunaticos—et sanavit eos.
>=%: OLLIGE te tibi (torve Draco) furiasque
) facesque,
Quasque vocant pestes nox Erebusgue suas:

Fac colubres jam tota suos tua vibret Erinnys ;
Collige, collige te fortiter, ut—pereas.

Luc. m.
Tuam ipsivs animam pertransibit gladius,
M UANDDO habeat gladium tua, Christe, tragedia

nullum,
Quis fuerit gladius, virgo beata, tuus ?

Namgue nec ulla alias tibi sunt data vulnera, Virgo,
- Quam gue & vulneribus sunt data, Christe, tuis.



EPIGRAMMATA SACRA. 321

Forsan quando senex jum caligantior esset,

Quod Simeon gladium credidit, hasta fuit.

Tmmo neque hosta fuit, nequé elavus, sed neque spina:
Hei mihi, spina tamen, clavus, et hosta fuit.

Nam queiscunque malis tus, Christe, tragedis crevit,
Omnia sunt gladius, virgo beata, tuus.

In sanguinem circumcisionis Domaini.  Ad convivas,
quos hees dies apud nos solennes habet.
2301l US conviva | bibin'? Maria heee, Marieque
: puellus,
Mittunt de prelo musta bibenda suo.

Una quidem est {toti que par tamen unica mundo)
Unica gutta, suo quee tremit orbiculo.

O bibite hine; guale aut quantum vos cungue bibistis,
(Credite mi) nil tam suave bibistis adhue.

O bibite et bibite, et restat tamen usque bibendum :
Restut, quod poterit nulla domare sitis.

Scilicet hic, mensura sitis, mensura bibendi est:
Heec quantum cupias vina bibisse, bibis.
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Luc. o
Puer Jesus inter Doctores.
¥y ALLITUR, ad mentum qui pendit quemgue
P profundum, .
Ceu possint leves nil sapuisse gene.

Seilicet e barba male mensuratur Apollu;
Et bene cum capitis stat nive, mentis hiems,

Discat, et a tenero disvi quogue posse magistro:
Canitiem capitis nev putet esse caput.

Joawn. o,
Ad Christum, de aqua in vinum versa.

IGNA tuis tuus hostis habet contraria signis :
In vinum tristes tu mihi vertis aquas.
Ille sutem & vino lacrymas et jurgin ducens,
Vina iterum in tristes (hei mihi !) mutat aquas.

Luc. m.
Christus infans Patri sistitur in templo.

GNUS eat, ludatque (licet) sub patre petulco;
Cumjue sua longum conjuge turtur agat.
Conciliatorem nihil hic opus ire par agnum :
Nec tener ut volucris non sus fata ferat.
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Hactenus exigua heec, quasi muncra, lusimus ; bhee que
Multum excusanti sunt capienda manu.

Hoc donum est; de quo, toto tibi dicimus ore,
Sume Pater: meritis hoe tibi sume suis.

Donum hoe est, hoe est; quod scilicet audeat ipso
Esse Deo dignum: scilicet ipse Deus.

Marra, vimo.

Leprosus Dominum implorans.

3

ope REDD quod ista potes, velles modo : sed quia

credo,
Christe, quod ista potes, credo quod ista voles.

Tu modo, tu faciles mihi, sol meus, exere vultus ;
Non poterit radios nix mea ferre tuos,

MarTH, VoI

Uhristus in tempestate.

7Ny UOD fervet tanto circum te, Christe, tumultu,
O BGA A . . e
; Sj% Non hoc ira maris, Christe, sed ambitio est.

Heec illa ambitio est, hoc tanto te rogat ore,
Possit ut ad monitus, Christe, tacere tuos.
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Acr. 31, 21.

Annunciant ritus, quos non licet nobis suscipere, cum
simus Romana.

OC Ceeser tibi (Romu) tuus dedit, armaque ?
solia
Romanis igitur non licet esse piis ?
Ah! melius, tragicis nullus tibi Cesar in armis
Altus unhelanti detonuisset equo ;

Nec domini volucris facies horrenda per orbem
Sueta tibi in signis turva venire buis :

Quam miser ut sturet de te tibi (Roma) triumphus,
Ut tanta fieris ambitione nihil.

Non tibi, sed sceleri vineis: proh laurca tristis !
Laurea, Cerbereis aptior umbra comis !

Tam turpi vix ipse pater diademate Pluto,
Vix sedet ipse suo tam niger in solis.

De tot Ceesareis redit hoc tibi (Roma) triumphis :
Cwmesaree, aut (quod idem est) egregie misern es.

MarrH, 1v,
Hio lapis fiat panis,
3 T fuit: ille lapis (quidni sit dicers ?) panis,
| Christe, fuit: punis sed tuus ille fuit.

Quippe, Patris cum sic tulerit suprema voluntas,
List panis, panem non habuisse, tuus.



EPIGRAMMATA SACRA. 325

*Aprog nv Tor Ont’ (elmew Bewi exiv) Exsog
Xpirre Tou aprog Env xal Nfog aArz TEog

¥ o 3 ‘.
Hin ourug Tov watoig dun peyanow 1o feampa
"Aprag ot oim w Toi, Xpiowe, Toi dorog En.*

MATTH. 1v.

Mulier Canaanttis,

Fwmina, tam fortis fidei? jam credo fidem csse
Plus quam grammatice fieminei generis.

Luvc, x1,

Deus, post expulsum Demonem mutum, maledicis
Judis os obturat.

ENA pene opera duplicem tibi Dmone frangis
Iste quidem Dwmon mutus; at ille loquax.

Scilicet in laudes (que non tibi laurea surgit ?)
Non magis hic Ioquitur, quam tacet ille tuas.

* Not in the editivn of 1634.
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Joan. vi.
Dicebant, Vere hic est propheta.

(. OST tot que videant, tot que miracula tangant,
s Hec et que gustent (Christe) dabas populo.

Jum Vates, Rex, et quicquid pia nomina possunt,
Christus erat: vellem dicere, venter erat.

Namqus his, quicquid erat Christus, de ventro repleto
Omne illud vero nomine venter erat.

Juan. x, 22,
Christus ambulabat in porticu Salomonis, et hiems erat.

RUMA fuit? non, non; ah non fuit, ore sub
isto:
Si fuit ; haud anni, nee sua bruma fuit.
Bruma tibi vernis velit ire decentior horis,

Per sibi non natas expatiatn rosas.

At, tibi ne possit se tam bene bruma negare,
Sola hee, quam vibrat gens tus, grando* vetat.

MaTTHE, xxvII.

Dederunt nummos militibus.

PE miles velit ista loqui, tu munera donas ?
R Donas, quod possit, cum tacet ipse, loqui.
Qus facis & quoguam, pretio suadente, taceri ;
Clarius, et dici turpius ista facis.
* Ver. 31, Sustulerunt lapides,
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Beate Virgini
De salutatione Angelica,

% '75 AIPE suum neque Cesareus jam nuntiet ales ;
A Nai e tuum penna candidiore venit.

Sed taceat, qui Xai7e tuum quoguo nuntiat, ales ;
Nzige meum penna candidiore venit.

Quis dicat mihi Xaiye meum mage candidus autor,
Quam tibi quee dicat cundidus ille tuum ?

Virgo, rogas, quid cundidius quam candidus ille
Esse potest? Virgo, que rogat, esse potest.

Nuipe tuum (Virgo) donet tibi candidus ille;
Donas candidior tu mihi Xaize meum.

Maipe meum de Xaipe tuo quid differat, audi:
Tlle tuum dicit, tu paris (ecce) meum.

Pontio lavante.

F:ON satia est ceedes, nisi stuprum hoc insuper
’ addas,
Et tam virginea sis violator ayquee ?

Nymp]m quidem pura heec et honesti filia fontis
Luget, ndulterio jam temerata tuo.

Casta verecundo properat cum murmure gutta,
Nec satis in lacrymam se putat esse suam.

Desine tam nitidos stuprare (sh, desine) rores:
Aut dic, que miseras unda lavabit aquas,
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In die passionis Dominice.
AMNE ego sim tetricus ? valeunt jejunia:
vinum
Est mihi dulce meo (nec pudet esse) cado.
Est mihi quod castis, neque prelum pessa, racemis

Palmite virgineo protulit uva parens.

Hoc mihi (ter decies sat enim maturuit annis)
Tandem ecce e doliv prebibit hasta suo.

Jamyue it ; et v quanto calet actus aromate torrens !
Acer ut hine sura divite currit vdor !

Quee rosa per cyathos volitat tam vina Falernos ?
Massica que tanto sidere vina tremunt ?

O cgo nescibam ; atque ecce cst Vinum illud amoris :
Unde ego sim tantis, unde ego par cyathis.

Vincor: et o istis totus prope misceor auris :
Non ego sum tantis, non ego par cyathis.

Sed quid ego invicti metuo bona robora vini ?
Ecee est, que validum diluit,* unda, merum,

In die Resurrectionis Dominicee.

Vemit ad sepulchrum Magdalena ferens aromata.

* Joen, xix. 34. Et continuo exivit senguis el aqua.
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Si nec aromata sunt, nec quod tibi fragrat emomum ;
(Qualis Mugdelina est messis odura manu) .

Iist quod aromatibus preestat, quod preestat amomo :
Heee tibi molliculs, heec gemmea lacrymuls.

Et lacryma est uliquid: ncque frustru Magdala flevit :
Sentiit hec, lacrymas non nihil esse suas.

His illa (et tunc cum Domini caput iret amomo)
Invidiam capitis fecerat esse pedes.

Nune quogue cum sinus huic tanto sub aromate sudet,
Plus capit ex oculis, quo litet, illa suis.

Christe, decent lacrymee : decet isto rore rigari
Vit hov eternum mane, tuumgue diem.

Luc. xxrv.
In cicatrices Domini adhuc superstites.

& RMA vidis; arcus, pharetramque, levesque

sagittas, .
Et quocungue fuit numinc miles Amor.

His fuit usus Amor: sed et hoc fuit ipse ; suumgue
Et jaculum, et jaculis ipsc pharetra suis.

Nune splendent tantum, et deterso pulvere belli
E memori pendent numina magna tholo.

Tempus erittamen, heec ire quando arma, phuretramque,
Et sobolem pharetre spicula tradet Amor.
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Heu! qua tunc anima, quo stabit conscia valtu,
Quum scelus agnoscet dextera queque suum ?

Improbe, quee dederis, cernes ibi vulnera, miles,
Qua tibicungue tuus luserit arte furor.

Seu digito suadente tuo mala Laurus inibat
Temporibus ; sacrum seu bibit hasta lntus :

Sive tuo clavi seevum rubuere sub ictu;
Seu puduit jussis ire flagella tuis.
Improbe, quee dederis, cernes ibi vulners, miles :

Quod dederis vulnus, cernere, vulnus erit.

Plaga sui vindex clavosque rependet et hastam :
Quoque rependet, erit clavus et hasta sibi.

Quis tam terribiles, tam justas moverit iras?
Vulnera pugnabunt (Christe) vel ipsa tibi,

JoAN, X1V,
Pacem meam do vobis.

ELLA vocant : arma (o socii) nostra arma
paremus
Atque enses: nostros scilicet (ah 1) jugulos.
Cur ego bells paro, cum Christus det mihi pacem ?

Quod Christus pacem dat mihi, bella paro.

Tle dedit (nam quis potuit dare certior sutor ?)
Tlle dedit pacem: sed dedit ille suam.
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Acr. x,
In D. Pavlum illuminatum simul ef exceecatum.
" UK, Christe, ambigua hee bifidi tibi gloria teli
§ esby
Quod simul huic veulos abstulit, atque dedit ?

Sencta dies animi, hoe veulorum in nocte, latebat ;
Te ut possit Paulus cernere, cecus erat,

JoAN, xv,
Eyo sum Via. Ad Judwos spretores Christi,

SED nec caleanda tamen : pes improbe pergis?
Improbe pes, ergo hoe ceeli erat ire viam ?
Ah pereat (Judee ferox) pes improbus ille,
Qui ceeli tritam sic facit esse viam.

MarTE. 1,

In nocturnum ¢t Memale iter infantis Domini.

B TR RGO viatores teneros, cum Prole Parentem,
4 Q‘l“ Nox habet hos, queis est digna nec ulls dics ?

nm quid ad heec Pueri vel labra, genasve Parentis ?
Heu quid ad hec facient oscula, nox et hiems ?

Lilia ad hee facerent, faceret rosa; quicquid st halat
Ziterna Zephyrus qui tepet in viola.



332 EPIGRAMMATA SACRA.

Hi meruere, quibus vel nox sit nulla; vel ulla
Si git, eat nostra purius illa die.

Ecce sed hos quoque nox et hiems clausere tenellos :
Et quis scit, quid nox, quid meditetur hiems ?

Ah ne quid meditetur hiems sevire per Austros !
Queque solet nigros nux mala ferre metus !

Ab ne noetis eat currus non mollibus Euris !
Aspera ne tetricos nuntiet aura Notos |

Heu quot habent tenebre, guot vera pericula secum !
Quot Boctem dvminum, guantague monstra colunt !

Quot vaga que falsis veniunt ludibria formis !
Trux oculus! Stygio concolor ala Deo!

Seu veris ea, sivo vagis stant monstra figuris ;
Virginei satis est hinc, satis indo metus.

Ergo veni; totoque veni resonantior arcu,
(Cynthis) preegnantem clange procul pharetram.

Monstra vel ista, vel illa, tuis sint meta sagittis :
Nec fratris jaculum certior aura vehat.

Ergo veni totoque veni, flagrantior ore,
Dignaque Apullineas sustinuisse vices,

Seis bene quid deceat Phebi lucere sororem :
Ex his, si nescis, (Cynthia) disco genis,

O tua, in his, quanto lampas formosior iret |
Nux suam, sb his, quanto malit habere diem !
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Quantum ageret tacitos hec luna modestior ignes !
Atiue verecundis sobriu staret equis !

Luna, tue non est rosa tam pudibunda diei:
Nec tam Virgineo fux tua flore tremit,

Ergo veni; sed gt astra, tuas age {Cynthia) turmas:
Illa oculus pueri, quos imitentur, habent.

Hine oculo, hing astro: st parili face nictat utrumque ;
Ztheris vs, atque os athereum Pueri,

Aspice, quam bene res utriusque deceret utrumgue !
Quam bene in slternas mutua regna menus !

Ille ovulus ceeli hoe si staret in @there frontis ;
Sive astrum hoc pueri; fronte sub wtherea.

Si Pueri hoc astrum stherca sub fronte micaret,
Credat et hunc vculum non minus esse suum.

Tlle ovulus ewli, hoc si staret in mthere frontis,
Non minus in celis se putet esse suis.

Tam pulchras variare vices cum fronte Puelli,
Cumgue Puclli veulis, wether et astra queent.

Astra quidem vellent ; vellent eterna pacisci
Felers mutate sedis inire vicem,

ZAither ct ipse (licct numero tam dispare) vellet
Mututis oculis tum bona pacts dari,

Quippe iret ceelum quanto melioribus astris,
Astra sua hus oculos si modo habers queat !
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Quippe astra in celo quantum melivre micarent,
Si frontem hanc possint celum habuisse suum.

Zther et astra velint: frustra velit mther, et astra:
Ecce negat Pueri frons, oculijue negant.

Ah neget illa, negent illi: nam guem ethera mallent
Isti veuli ? sut frons haec que magis nstra velit ?

Quid si eliquod blanda face lene renideat astrum ?
Lactea si ceeli terque quaterque vin est?

Blandior hic oculus, rosev hoc qui ridet in ore;
Lactea frons hec est terque quaterque magis.

Ergo negent, celumque suum sua sidera servent :
Sidera de celis non bene danda suis.

Ergo negant: seque ecce sua sub nube recondunt,
Sub tenera oecidui nube supercilii :

Nee claudi contenta sui munimine cel,
Queerunt in gremio Matris ubi lateent.

Non nisi sic tactis ubi nix tepet illa pruinis,
Castague non gelido frigore vernat hiems.

Scilicet ista dies tam pulchro vespere tingi
Dignus ; et hos soles sic decet occidere.

Clsudat purpureus qui claudit vesper Olympum ;
Puniceo placeas tu tibi (Phwbe) toro ;

Dum tibi lascivam Thetis auget adultera noctem,
Pone per Hesperias strata pudenda rosas.
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Tllas nempe roses, quas conscis purpurs pinxit ;
Culpa pudorque suus queis dedit esse rosas.

Hous soles, nives noctes, cestumque cubile,
Quod purum sternet per mage virgo Thetir ;

Hos, sancti flores ; hos, tam sincera decebant
Lilia ; queque sibi non rubuere rose.

Hos, decuit sinus hic; ubi toto sidere proni

Ecee lavant sese lacteo in oceano,

Atque lavent: tandemgue suv se mane resolvent,
Ipsa dies ex hoc ut bibat ore diem.

Joan. xv1. 26.
Non dico, me rogaturum Patrem pro vobis.

NNy H tamen Ipsc roge: tibi scilicet ille rogunti
S\ Esse nequit durus, nec solet esse, Pater.
Tlle suos omni facie to figit amores ;

Ingue tuos toto effunditur ure sinus.

Quippe, tuos speetans oculus, se spectat in illis ;
Ingue tuo (Jesu) se fovet ipse sinu,

Ex te metitur sese, et sun numina discit :
Inde repercussus redditur ipse sibi.

Ille tibi se, te ille sibi par nectit utringue :
Tam tuus est, ut nec sit magis ille suus.

Ergo roga: Tpse roga: tibi scilicet ille rogonti
Esse nequit durus, nec solet esse, Puter.
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Tlum ut ego rogitem? Hoc (eheu) non ore rogandum ;
Ore satis puras non faciente preces.

Tlum ego si rogitem, quis scit quibus ille procellis
Surgat, et in miserum hoe que tonst ira caput ?

Isto etiam forsan veniet mihi fulmen cb ore:
(Smpe isto certe fulmen ab ore venit.)

Tle una irati forson me cuspide verhi,
Una me metu figet, et interii :

Non ego, nun rogitem : mihi scilicet ille roganti
Durior csse potest, et solet esse, Pater.

Immo rogabo: nec ore meo tamen: immo rogabe
Dre mev (Jesu) scilicet ore tuo.

In die Ascensionis Dominicee.

£ SQUE etiam nostros Te (Christe) tenemus
‘ umores ?
Heu ceeli quantam hine invidiam patimur |

Invidiam patiamur : hebent sua sidera ceeli;
Queeque comunt tremules crispa tot ora fuces ;

Phebenque et Phebum, et tot pictee vellera nubis ;
Vellera, quee rosea Sol variavit scu.

Quantum erat, ut sinerent hae una nos face ferri ?
Una sit hic: sunt (et sint) ibi mille faces.
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Nil agimus : nam tu guia non ascendis ad illum,
Zther* descendit (Christe) vel ipse tibi.}

Nw vy nperepov 7e, Npime, Exoun T EpuTa;
Obpavov awv orov Te Phovoy dg Exousy”

Az Exopev. sxsl iz v 1a 3 dyaruata aidng’
*Asriare, xati PoiBov, Xai XaAG Ty VEPEADY.

"Ogaov #Tny, wpuv 397" ein & Tode @rrpov;
*Artoov v i i ol o doTy Exaov,

Mavra parm. imi Xpiote ov ovk Gvafeives, 15 abTo,
Abros uev xatefin obpavag eig o Teos,

Luc, xvim.
Cecus implorat Christum.
SR MPROBA turba tace. Mihi tam mes vota
I ﬂ Ppropinguant,
Et linguam de me vis tacuisse meam ?

Tunc ego tunc taceam, mihi cum meus ille loguetur :

Si nescis, oculos vox habet ista meos.

O noctis miserers meee, miserers ; per illam

In te que primo riserit ore, diem,

O noctis miserere mes, miserere ; per illam

Que, nisi te videat, nox velit esse, diem.

D noctis miserere mee, miserere ; per illam

t

In te quam fidei nox habet ipsa, diem.

® Act. 1. Nubes susceptum eum ebstulit.

1 Here the edition of 1634 ends. The Greek Version of this
igram and all that follow are printed for the first time in
t of 1670.
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Heec snimi tam clara dies rogst illam oculorum :
Tllam, ore, dederis ; hane mihi ne rapias.

Nuxt EAengov Euny. EAEnTov. vai ToI EXEIN0
Xoirrs fuov npap, wk o3 turio ixe.

Oplaruay uev ixswo, Beog, Seetar ~ode yvwuns.
Mn poi Tovt’ aipng, Bog por éxsvo Pacs.

Luc. xv. 4.

Quis ex vobis &1 habeat centum oves, et perdiderit unam
ex illis, dr.

UT ego angelicis fism bona gaudis turmis!
Me quoque solicito queere per orva gradu.
Mille tibi tutis ludunt in montibus agni,

Quos potes haud dubia dicere voee tuos.

Unus ego erravi quo me meus error agebat,
Unus ego fuerim gaudia plura tibi.

~Gaulia non faciunt, qua nec fecere timorem ;
Et plus quee donant ipsa peric’la, placent.

Horum, quos retincs, fuerit tibi latior usus.
De me, quem recipis, dulcior usus erit.

El pev iyw, 7 piov waam mapimyey, chnuss
Eis O 7o owg égopat ymiorevar maeoves.

"Auvos § n moiwv Pofov, ob woier Bk Te xapua.
Mudoy Ty pw, iuov xpuia 05 yauxy Tepn,
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Herodr D. Jacobum obtruncant:.

G ESCIS Jacobus quantum hunc tibi debeat ictum,
F Queque tua in sacrum seeviit ira caput.

Scilicet ipso illi donasti hoe ense coronam,
Quo sacrum sbacideras scilicet ense caput.

Abscissum pensare caput qum possit abunde,
Sols hec tum seva et sacra corons fuit.

"Ev wev, laxwpe, xeparny o &igog ammpev,
“Ev 703% ka1 oepavoy &ipog iuns Teov.

Mowov aueifesdal xeparny, Taxufe, dwairo
Keivog 03" wg xaros, uaprvpiov orepavos.

MaTTH. xX. 34.
Ceeci receptis oculis Christum sequuntur,

CCE manu imposita Christus nova sidera ponit.
Sectantur potriom siders fide manum.
Hwzc manus his, credo, celum est.  Hee scilicet astra
Suspicor csse olim qum geret ille manu.*

Mup émiBamrouem NpirTov PmiBaMeY dmordy
'Arrpa, immdeve kewa v xtipi Btov.

Xng au'm ToUTols mnv oupavos. arTPa Yap vipa,
*Ev xt‘fl Tavt oiret X pIoTog imEiTa m.

* Rev. 1. 16.



340 EPIGRAMMATA SACERA.

Luc. xx. 4.
Zachceus in syconioro.

=% UID te, quid juctas alienis fructibus, arbor ?
8 Quid tibi cum foliis non (sycomore) tuis ?

Mox e divina vite racemus erit.

Ti 1" émimopmaleg xeveoy 5 Eeww O Te xapmwo,
Kai puanois oepm un, suxouape, Teois ;

Kai yap id" ixxgnums sov vwv pavewpos g’ ipyovs,
"Aumerov 5 xraduv ivgeTas obpaviov.

FINIS.
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The following Works are already published, each Author
_ sold separately.

SSEIIHE DRAMATIC AND POETICAL
‘ | WORKS OF JOHN MARSTON. Now
first collected, and cdited by J. 0. Havui-

WELL. 3 vols. 155,

4 The edition deserves well of the {nbh'u; itis carefully printed,
and tlhu snnotations, slthough neither nume;uus nor extensive,
supply ample explanations upon s variety of interesting points,
II'P 1?1{ Halliwell had done ngnmnm than collect these plays, he
wouald have conferred a boon upon all lovers of our old dramatic
poetry.”—Literary Gasette,

THE VISIDN AND CREED DF PIERS PLOUGH-
MAN. Edited by Taomas WeisHT; & new edition,
revised, with edditions to the Notes and Glossary.
2 vols. 10s.

‘“ Like all Middls-English Poems wrtten on the principle of
alliteration, the ¢ Vision of Piers Ploughman’ sbounds in phulo-
logical dificulties; and these are increased by the fact that no
satusfactory edition of the text had yet appeared (till the present
tims). The itself 18 exceedingly interesting, Whoever the
writer was, he wrote well. He was a keen observer of human
nature; alive to the abuses which prevuiled in Church and State
st the period when he hived, and equally competent and wilhng
to expose them. Along with the moust pungent satire and the
sternest invective there are inunpqlutg m‘;ﬂlm his work,

of » different charscter,—touches exhibiling s dee
perception of the gentler feelings of human nature,—lines whi
in harmony and grece and besuty would not suffer by a compa-
vison with the more sdmired productions of the courtly Chaucer.”
—Atheneum.

#The Vision of ! Piers Ploughman’ is one of the most precious
sud interesting monuments of the English Language and Liters-
tare, and also of the sacial and politioal condition of the country
during the fourteenth century. . . . . Its suthor is not certainly
known, but ils time of composition can, by intarnal evidence, be
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fixed at about the year 1362. On this and on all matlers bearin
upon ths origm and object of the Poem, Mr, Wright's histor:
introduction gives ample information. . . . . . In the thirteen
years that have passed since tha first edition of the present text
was published by the late Mr. Pickering, our old literature and
history have been more studied, and we trust that a large circle
of readers will be prepared to welcome thu cheaper and carefully
revised reprint.”—Literary Gazette.

INCREASE MATHER'S REMARHABLE PROVI-
DENCES OF THE EARLIER DAYS DF AME-
RICAN COLONIZATION. With introductory Pre-
face by GEuRGE OFFoR. Portrait. 5s.

A very singular collection of remarksble sea deliverances,
accidents, remarkable phenomens, witcheraft, apparitions, &c.
&c., connected with ]nElbi!lllll of New Engl lndl,)mu e
very amusing volume, conveying s faithful portrait of the state
of society, when the doctrne of 8 peculiar providence and per-
sonal intercourse between this world and that which 1 unseen
was fully believed.

JOHN SELDEN’S TABLE TALK. A new and im-
proved Edition, by 8. W. Smeer. Portrait. bs.

“ Nothing can be more interesting than this little book, con-
taining s lively picture of the opimons and conversations of one
of the most emment scholars and most disanguished patrivts
England has produced. There are fow volumes of 1ls sjze g0

ant with sense, combined with the most profound learming ;
i 8 imposibe to open t without fiding soms important et of
discussion, something ically usefal and applicable to the
business uflife. Coleridge ssys: ! Thereis more weighty bullion
sense in this book than I ever found in the same nner of pages
in any uninspired writer.’ . . . . Its merits had not escaped the
notice of Dr. Johnson, though in politics v to much 1t
inculcates, for i reply to an observation of Boswell in praise of
the French Az, he said, ‘ A few of them are good, but we heve
one book of that kind better than any of them—Selden's Tabls
Talk.’”—Mr. Smger’s Prefuce.

THE POETICAL WORKS OF WILLIAM DRUM-
MOND OF HAWTHORNDEN, Edited by W. B.
Tvensvitl. Portrait.

.l:m&nnf.l:.ofﬁl‘):mnq,"n hﬁr Hnlhm,li‘:.:polilhed
E t -
eleguat, fre fom. concei taste, and in pure un
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FRANCIS QUARLES’ ENCHIRIDION. Containing
Institutions—Divine, Contemplative, Praetical, Moral,
Ethical, (Economical, and Political, Portrait. 3s.

" Had this little book been written st Athens or Rome, its
null})‘:; v,:uuld have been classed with the wise men of hus country.”
— y_

THE MISCELLANEDUS WDRKS IN PROSE AND
VERSE OF SIR THOMAS OVERBURY. Now
first collected. Edited, with Life and Notes, by E. F.
Rivpavrr. Portrait after Pass. bs.

GEORGE WITHER'S HYMNS AND SONGS OF
THE CHURCH. Edited, with Introductivn, by En-
wARD Farr. Also the Musical Notes, composed by
Onranpo Gieoons. With Portrait after Hole. Os.

GEORGE WITHER'S HALLELUJAH; or, Bar-
TAIN'S SEcOND REMEMBRANCER, in Praiseful snd Peni-
tential Hymns, Spiritual Songs, and Moral Odes, with
Introduction by Epwarp Fans. Portrait. Bs.

Hitherto this interesting volume has only been known to the
public by extracts in various publicativns. Bo few eolxli:l of the
original are known lo exist, that the copy from which this reprint
has been taken cost twenty-one guineas.

THE POETICAL WORKS DF THE REV. RO-
BERT SOUTHWELL. Now first completely edited
by W. B. TurnsuLL. 4s.

¢ In sweetness, in classical purity of language, in melodious
rhythm, these poems will not suffer by comparison with the con-
temporaneous works even of Edmund Bpenser or Sir Philip
Bidney.”"—Northern Times.

THE MISCELLANIES of JOHN AUBREY, F.R.S.
(on Omens, Dreams, Day Fatality, Apparitions, Por-
tents, Knockings, &e. &c.) The fourth Edition, with
some Additions, and an Index, Portrait, and Cuts. 4«
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THE ILIADS OF HOMER, Prince of Poets, never
before in any Lahgusge truly translated, with a Com-
ment on some of his chief Places. Done according to
the Greek by GroreE CHAPMAN, With Introduction and
Notes by the Rev. Riceanp Hooree. 2 vols. with Por-
trait of Chapman, and Frontispiece. 12s.

THE ODYSSEYS OF HOMER, truly translated by
GEoreE CHAPMAN., With Introductivn and Notes by the
Rev. Ricaanp Hoorer. 2 vols. with Frontispiece. 12s.

f The translation of H blished by G Ch
is one :l_‘the ﬁwm:;g,&: English mmmm‘

5 With.Chlpmm Pope had frequent consultations, and per-
haps never mduéd:x;puuﬁ::thl he read his v’erlium!‘)'el
Dr. Johnson,

¢ He covers his defects with » daring, fiery spirit that ani-
mates his translation ; which is somethmg like what one might
imagins Homer himeelf to have writ before he arrived at years of
discretion.”— Pope.

“ Chpmm’lvt,;mlnﬁon, with all its defects, is often exceed-
ingly Homeris, which Pope himself seldom attained.”—Hallam.

‘Ch writes and feels as 8 poet—as Homer might have
written had he lived in England in the reign of Queen Eliza-

."— Coleridge.

HOMER'S BATRACHOMYOMACHIA, HYMNS
AND EPIGRAMS. Hzsion’s Wurks AN Davs.
Musxvs’ Hero anp Leanpee. Juvenavr’s Firra
Sarme. Translated by Georee CEAPMAN. With In-

troduction and Notes by the Rev. Ricearo Hoores. 6s.

THE DRAMATIC WORKS OF JOHN WEBSTER.
Edited, with Notes, &e., by Wu. Hazrrrr, 4 vols. £1.

THE DRAMATIC WORKS OF JOHN LILLY, (the
Buphwist.) Now first collected, with Life and Notes
by F. W. Fammort. 2 vols. 10s.

Severul other Works of our good old Authors are jn progress.

Published by JOHN RUSSELL SMITH,
38, Somo Squars, Loxnon.















