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THE

LIFE OF GRANVILLE,

BY DR. JOHNSON. | ,

Or GEORGE GRANVILLE, or, as others write, Greenville, or Grenville, afterwards
lord Lansdowne of Bideford in the county of Devon, less is known than his name and
high rank might give reason to expect. He was born about 1667, the son of Bernard
Greenville, who was entrusted by Monk with the most private transactions of the
Restoration, and the grandson of sir Bevil Greenville, who died in the king’s cause, at
the battle of Lansdowne.

His early education was superintended by sir William Ellis; and his progress was
such, that before the age of twelve he was sent to Cambridge®, where he pronounced
a copy of his own verses to the princess Mary d’Esté of Modena, then dutchess of
York, when she visited the university.

At the accession of king James, being now at elghteen, he agamexerted his poetical
powers, and addressed the new monarch in three short pieces, of which the first is pro-
fane, and the two others such as a boy might be expected to produce; but he was
commended by old Waller, who perhaps was pleased to find himself imitated in six
lines, which, though they begin with nonsense and end with dulness, excited in the
young author a rapture of acknowledgement,

In numbers such as Waller’s self might use.

It was probably about this time that he wrote the poem to the earl of Peterborough,
upon his accomplishment of the duke of York’s marriage with the princess of Modena,
whose charms appear to have gained a strong prevalence over his imagination, and
upon whom nothing ever has been charged but nnprudent piety, an intemperate and
misguided zeal for the propagation of popery.

However faithfal Granville might have been to the king, or however enamoured of
the queen, he has left no reason for supposing, that he approved either the artifices or
the violence with which the king’s religion was insinuated or obtruded. He endeavoured
to be true at once to the king and to the church.

Of this regulated loyalty he has transmitted to posterity a sufficient proof, in the
letter which he wrote to his father about a month before the prince of Orange landed.

! To Trinity College. By the wniversity register it apppears, that he was admitted to his master’s
degree in 1679 ; we must, therefore, set the year of his birth some years back. .
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“ Mar, near Doncaster, Oct. G, 1638.
¢ To the honourable Mr. Barnard Granville, at the earl of Bathe's, St. James's.

“ SIR,

“ Your having no prospect of obtaining a commission for me can no way alter or
cool my desire, at this important juncture, to venture my life, in some manner or other,
for my king and my country.

“ I cannot bear living under the reproach of lying obscure and idle in a country re-
tirement, when every man who has the least sense of honour should be preparing for
the field.

“ You may remember, sir, with what reluctance I submltted to your commands
upon Monmouth's rebellion, when no importunity could prevail with you to permit me
to leave the academy: I was too young to be hazarded; but, give me leave to say, it
is glorions at any age to die for one's country, and: the sooner, the nobler the
‘sacrifice.

“ I am now older by three years. My uncle Bathe was not so old when he was left
among the slain at the battle of Newbury; nor you yourself, sir, when you made your
escape from your tutor’s, to join your brother at the defence of Scilly.

* The same cause has now come round about again. The king has been misled;

let those who have misled him be answerable for it. Nobody can deny but he is

sacred in his own person ; and it is every honest man’s duty to defend it.
“ You are pleased to say, it is yet doubtful if the Hollanders are rash enough to
make such an attempt; but, be that as it will, I .beg leave to insist upon it, that I may

be presented to his majesty, as one whose utmost ambition it is to devote his life to his

' service, and' my country’s, after the example of all my ancestors.

¢ The gentry, assembled at York to agree upon the choice of representatives for
the county, have prepared an address, to assure his majesty they are ready to sacrifice
their lives and fortunes for him upon this and all other occasions; but at the same
time they humbly beseech him to give them such magistrates as may be agreeable to
the laws of the land ; for, at present, there is no authority to which they can legally
submit.

“ They have been beating up for volunteers at York and the towns adjacent, to
supply the regiments at Hull; but nobody will list.

« By what I can hear, every body wishes well to the king; but they would be glad
his ministers were hanged.

“ The winds continue so contrary, that no landing can be so soon as was appre.
hended ; therefore I may hope, with your leave and assistance, to be in readiness before
- any action can begin. I beseech you, sir, most humbly and most earnestly to add this
one act of indulgeuce more to so many other testimonies which I have constantly re-
ceived of your goodness and be pleased to believe me always, with the utmost duty
and submission, sir,

“ your most dutiful son,

* and most obedient servant,
*“ GE0. GRANVILLE."

~



!

LIFE OF GRA\TVILLE. 5

Through the whole reign of king William he is supposed to have lived in lnerary
retirement, and indeed had for some time few other pleasures but those of study in his
power. He was, as the biographers observe, the younger son of a younger brother; a
denomination by which our ancestors proverbially expressed the lowest state of penury
and dependence. He is said, however, to have preserved himself at this time from
disgrace and difficulties by economy, which he forgot or neglected in life more ad-
vanced, and in better fortune.

About this time he became enamoured of the countess of Newburgh, whom he has
celebrated with so much ardour by the name of Mira. He wrote verses to her before
be was three-and-twenty, and may be forgiven if he regarded the face more than the
mind. Poets are sometimes in too much haste to praise.

In the time of his retirement it is probable that he composed his dmmatxck pleces,
the She-Gallants (acted 1696), which he revised and called, Once a Lover and always
a Lover; The Jew of Venice, altered from Shakespeare’s Merchant of Venice (1698) ;
Heroick Love, a tragedy (1701); The British Enchanters (1706), a dramatick poem ;
and Peleus and Thetis, a masque, written to accompany The Jew of Venice.

The comedies, which he has not printed in his own edition of his works, I never
saw: Once a Lover and always a Lover is said to be in a great degree indecént and
gross. Graaville could not admire without bigotry; he copied the wrong as well as
the right from his masters, and may be supposed to have learned obscenity from
Wycherley, as he learned mythology from Waller.

. In his Jew of Venice, as Rowe remarks, the character of Shylock is made comic,
lnd we are prompted to laughter instead of detestation.

It is evident, that Heroick Love was written, and presented on the stage, before theA
death of Dryden. It is a mythological tragedy, upon the love of Agamemnon and
Chryseis, and therefore easily sunk into neglect, though praised in verse by Dryden,
and in prose by Pope.

It is concluded by the wise Ulysses with this speech:

Fate holds the strings, and men like children move
But as they ’re led ; success is from above.

At the accession of queen Amne, having his fortune improved by bequests from his
father, and his uncle the earl of Bath, he was chosen into parliament for Fowey. He
soon after engaged in a joint translation of the Invectives against Philip, with a de-
sign, surely weak and puerile, of tumning the thunder of Demosthew upon the head
of Lewis.

He afterwards (in 1706) had his estate again augmented by an inheritance from lus‘
elder brother, sir Bevil Grenville, who, as he retumed from the government of
Barbadoes, died at sea. He continued to serve in parliament; and,.in the ninth year
of queen Anne, was chosen knight of the shire for Cornwall. :

At the memorable change of the minigtry (1710), he was made secretary at war, in
the place of Mr. Rohert Walpole.

"Next year, when the violence of party made twelve peers in a day, Mr. Granville
became lord Lansdowne baron Bideford, by a promotion justly remarked to be not
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invidious, because he was the heir of a family in which two peerages, that of the earl
of Bath, and {ord Granville of Potheridge, had lately become extinct. Being now high
in the queen’s favour, he (1712) was appointed comptroller of the household, and a
privy counsellor; and to his other honours was added the dedication of Pope’s
Windsor Forest. He was advanced next year to be treasurer of the household.

Of these favours he soon lost all but his title; for at the accession of king George
his place was given to the earl of Cholmondeley, and he was persecuted with the rest
of his party. Having protested against the bill for attainting Ormond and Bolingbroke,
he was, after the insurrection in Scotland, seized Sept. 26, 1713, as a suspected man,
and confined in the Tower till Feb. 8, 1717, when he was at last released, and restored
to his seat in parliament; where (1719) he ‘made a very ardent and animated speech
against the repeal of the Bill to prevent Occasional Conformity, which, bowever,
though it was then printed, he has not inserted into his works.

. Some time afterwards (about 1722), being perhaps embarrassed by his profusien, he
weut into foreign countries, with the usual pretence of recovering his heaith. Ia this
state of leisure and retirement he received the first volume of Burnet’s history, of which
he canmot be supposed to have approved the general tendency, and where be thought
himself able to detect some particular falsehoods. He therefore undertook the vindi-
cation of general Monk from some calumnies of Dr. Burnet, and some misrepresentations
of Mr. Echard. 'This was answered civilly by Mr. Thomas Bumet and Oidmixon ; and
more roughly by Dr. Colbatch.

" His other ‘historical performance is a defence of his relation, sir Richard Gveenville,
whom lord Clarendon has shown in a form very unamiable. Se much is urged in this
apology to justify many ictions that have been represented as culpable, and to palliate
the rest, that the reader is reconciled for the greater part; and it is made very probable
that Clarendon was by personal enmity disposed to think the worst of Greenville, as
Greenville was also very willing to think the worst of Clarendon. These pieces were
published at his return to England.

Being now desirous to conclude his labours, and enJoy his reputation, he pubhshed
(1732) a very beautiful and splendid edition of his works, in which he omitted what he
disapproved, and enlarged what seemed deficient.

He now went to court, and was kindly received by queen Caroline; to whom and to
the priricess Anne he presented his works, with verses on the blank leaves, with which
he concluded his poetical labours.

He died in Hanover-square, Jan. 30, 1733, having a few days before ‘buried his
wife, the lidy Anne Villiers, widow to Mr. Thynne, by whom be had four daughtcm,
but no son.

Writers commonly derive their reputation from their works; but there are works
which owetheir reputation to the chatacter of the writer. ‘The public sometimes has

- its favourites, whom it rewards for one speties of excellence with the honours due to

another. From him whom we reverence for his beneficence we do not willingly with-
hold the praise of genius; a man of exalted merit becomes at once an acoomphsbed
writer, as a beauty finds no great difficulty in passing for a wit.

"Granville was a man llustrious by his birth, and therefore attracted notice ; since he
_ i5'by Pope styled ¢ the polite,” he must be supposed elegant in his manners, aud gene-

-
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rally loved; he was in times of contest and turbulence steady to his party, and obtained
that esteem, which is always conferred upon firmness and consistency. With those
advantages, having learned the art of versifying, he declared himself a poet; and his
claim to the laurel was allowed.

But by a critic of a later generation, who takes up his book without any favourable
prejudices, the praise already received will be thought sufficient ; for his works do not
show him to have had much comprehension from nature, or illumination from learning.
He seems to have had no ambition above the imitation of Waller, of whom he has
copied the faults, and very little more. He is for ever amusing himself with the
puerilities of mythology; his king is Jupiter, who, if the queen brings no children, has
a barren Juno. The queen js compounded of Juno, Venus, and Minerva. His poem
on the dutchess of Grafton’s law-suit, after having rattled awhile with Juno and Pallas,
Mars and Alcides, Cassiope, Niobe, and the Propetides, Hercules, Minos, and Rhada-
manthus, at last concludes its folly with profaneness,

His verses to Myra, which are most frequently mentioned, have little in them of
cither art or nature, of the sentiments of a lover, or the language of a poet: there may
be found, now and then, a happier effort; but they are commonly feeble and unaffect-
ing, or forced and extravagant.

His littde pieces are seldom either sprightly or elegant, either keen or weighty.
They are trifles written by idleness, and published by vanity. But his Prologues and
Epilogues have a just claim to praise.

The Progress of Beauty seems one of his most elaborate pieces, and is not
deficient in splendour and gaiety; but the merit of original thought is wanting. Its
highest praise is the spirit with which he celebrates king James’s consort, when she was
a queen no longer.

The Essay on unnatural Flights in Poetry is not inelegant nor injudicious, and has
something of vigour beyond most of his other performances: his precepts are just, and
his cautions proper; they are indeed not new, but in a didactic poem novelty is to be
expected only in the omaments and illustrations. His poetical precepts are accom-
panied with agreeable and instructive notes.

The masque of Peleus and Thetis has here and there a pretty line; but it is not
always melodious, and the conclusion is wretched.

In his British Enchanters he has bidden defiance to all chronology, by confounding
the inconsistent manners of different ages; but the dialogue has often the air of
Dryden’s rhyming plays; and his songs are lively, though not very correct. This is, I
think, far the best of his works; for, if it has many fauits, it has likewise passages which
are at least pretty, though they da not rise to any high degree of excellence.






: PREFACE.

Arnymm,aﬁumhnyanahm,lfmndmudediﬁmhdhmpubﬁsbdofme
Poems, &c, under my name, but so maimed and imperfect as would have put me out of countenance,
had not the public received them with such distinguishing candour, even under all those disadvantages.

As it is plain, from their several subjects, that they were composed for the most part in the earliest
time of my appearance in the world, I can attribute that indulgence to no other consideration but a
generous ciinivance at youthful follies,

8o favourable a reception, however, led me, in this time of leisure and retirement, to examine upon
what foundation I had been s0 much obliged to the public; and in that examination I have discovered
such strange variations from the original writing, as can no way be accounted for but from the neg-
Hgence, ignorance, or conceitedness of different transcribers from surreptitious copies : many things
attributed to myself, of which, by not belonging to me, it would be unjust to assume the merit; and as
. pnany attributed to others, which, by belonging to me, would be as much unjust to leave them to the
censure.

To rectify therefore all past mistakes, and to prevent all fature impositions, I have been prevailed
upon to give way to this present publication; disowning whatever has been, or may hereafter be pub-
Tished in my name, but what has the sanction of being printed by Mr. Jacob Tonson and Mr. Lawton
Gilliver ; excepting twocomedies, entitled, Once a Lover and always a Lover; and, The Jew of Venice,
altered from Shakespear.

As these poems seem to begin where Mr. Waller left off, though far unequal and short of so inimitable
an original ; they may, however, be permitted to remain to posterity as a faithful register of the reigning
besuties in the succeeding age.

Upon that merit alone the author presumes to recommend them to the patronage of the fair sex.

LANSDOWNE.
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' THE EARL OF PETERBOROUGH, -

OF HIS HAPPY ACCOMPLISHMENT OF THR MARRIAGE
BETWEEYN HIS ROYAL HIGHENESS AND THE PRINCESS
MARY D’ESTE, OF MODENA. WRITTEN SEVERAL YEARS
AFTER, IN IMITATION OF THE STYLE OF MR.WALLER,

IS Juno barren in unfruitful joys,
Our British Jove his naptial hours employs :

So Fate ordaius, that all our hopes may be,

And all our prospeet, gallant York, in thee.

By the same wish aspiring queens are led,

Each languishing to mount his royal bed ;

His youth, his wisdom, and his early fame

Create in every breast a rival flame:

Remotest kings sit trembling on. their thrones,

As if po distance could secure their crowns ;

Pearing his valour, wisely they oentend

To bribe with beauty 3o renown’d a friend.

Beauty the price, there need no other arts,

Love is the surest bait for heroes hearts :

Nor can the fair conceal as high concern,

To see the prince, for whom, unseen, they burn.
Brave York, attending to the general voice,

At length resolves to make the wish'd-for choice,

To noble Mordaunt, generous and just,

Of his great heart, he gives the sacred trust :

“Thy choice,” said he, ‘“ shall well direct that heart,

Where thou, my best belov’d, hast such a past,

In council oft, and oft in battle try’d,

Betwixt thy master, and the world decide.”

The chosen Mercury prepares t'obey

This high command. Gently, ye winds, convey,

And with aunspicious gales his safety wait,

On whom depend Great Britain’s hopes and fate.

80 Jagon, with his Argonauts, from Greece

To Cholcos sail’d, to seek the Galden Fleece,

As when the goddesses came down of old

On Ida’s hill, so many ages told,

With gifts their young Dardanian judge they try'd,

And each bade high to win him to her side ;

So tempt they him, and emulously vie

To bribe a voice, that empires would not buy 3

With balle and banquets, his pleas’d sense they bait,

And queens and kings ppon his wait. )
Th? i ial judge surveys with vast delight

All that the Sun surrounds of fair and bright,

Then, strictly just, he, with adoring eyes,

To radiant Esté gives the royal prize.

Of antique stock her high, descest she brings,

Born to renew the race of Britain's kings ;

‘Who could deserve, like her, in whom we see

United, all that Paris found in three.

O equal pair ! when both were set above

| All other merit, but each other’s love.

Welcome, bright princess, to Great Britain’s shore,
As Berecynthia to high Heaven, who bore
That shining race of and gods
That fill'd the skies, and rul’d the blest abodes :
From thee, my Muse expects as noble themes,
Another Mars and Jove, another James ;

Our future hopes, all from thy womb arise ;
Our present joy and safety, from yuur eyes,
Those charming eyes, which shine to reconcile
To harmony and peace, our stubborn isle.

On brazen Memnon, Phabus casts a ray,

And the tough metal 80 salutes the day.

The British dame, fam’d for resistless grace,
Contends not now, but for the second place,
Our love suspended, we neglect the fair
For whom we burn'd, to gaze adoring here.

So sang the Syrens with enchianting seund,
Enticing all to listen and be drown’d ;

Till Orphens ravish’d in & nobler strain,

They ceas'd to sing, or, singing, charm’d in vain.

This blest alliance, Peterborough, may
Th’ indebted nation bounteously repay ;

Thy statues, fur the genius of our land,
With palm adorn’d, on every threshold stand.

* ¥ * ¥ Utinam modd dicere possem )
Carmina digna Ded : Certt est Dea carmine digna.



SPOKEN BY THE AUTHOR,
BEING THEN NOT TWELVE YEARS OF AGE,

0

HER ROVAL HIGHNESS
THE DUTCHESS OF YORK,
AT TRINITY COLLEGE IN CAMBRIDGE.

Wizn joind in one, the good, the fair, the great,
Descend to view the Muses’ humble seat,

Though in mean lines, they their vast joys declm;’e)
Yet for sincerity and truth, they dare ' > ¥
With your own Tasso’s mighty self compare.
Then, bright and merciful as Heav'n, receive
From them such praises, as to Heav’n they give,
Their praises for that gentle influence,

Which those auspicious lights, your eyes, dispense ;
Those radiant eyes, :;m irresistless flame
Strikes Envy dymb; ition tame: -~
They can'to ngh\nlthbdtm law, <27~
Convert the factious, and the rebel awe ;

They er for the duke; where-e'er you tread,
Millions of proselytes, behind are led ;

Through crowds of new-made converts still you go,
Pleas’d and triumphant at the glorious show.
Happy that prince who has in you obtain’d

A canquest than his arms e’er gain'd.
With all War’s rage, he may abroad o’ercome,
But Love ’s a gentler victory at home ;

Securely here, he on that face relies,

Lays by his arms; and conquers with

And all the glotious actions of his life e
Thinks well rewarted, blest with such a wife.

T0
THE KING

IN THE FIRST YEAR OF HIS MAJESTY’S REIGN,

Mav all thy years, like this, auspicious be,
And bring thee crowns, and peace, and victory !
Scarce hadst thou time t’'unsheath thy conqy’ring
It did but glitter, and the rebels fled : [dee,
‘Thy sword, the safeguard of thy brother’s throne,
Is now as much the bulwark of thy own.
Aw’d by thy fame, the trembling nations send
‘Throughout the world, to court so firm a friend.
The guilty senates, that refus’d thy sway,
Repent their crime, and hasten, to obey ;
Trbute they raise, and vows and oft’rings bring,
Confess their phrenty, and confirm their king,
‘Who with. their venom overspread thy soil,
‘Those scorpions of the state, present their oil.

So the world’s Saviour, like a mortal drest,

by daily miracles confest,

Accus’d of evil doctrine by the Jews,
The giddy crowd their rightful prince refuse ;
But when they saw such terrour in the skies,
The temple rent, their king in glory rise; ‘
Seiz'd with amaze, they own'd their lawful Lord,
And struck with guilt, bow’d, trembi’d, and ador’d,

TO
THE KING.

Tho® train’d in arms, and learn’d in martial arts,
‘Thou choosest, not to copquer men, but hearts ;
Experting nations for thy triumphs wait, )
But thou prefer’st the name of JUsT t0 GREAT.

[

LR W St

LANSDOWNE'S POEMS.

So Jove suspends his subject world to doom,
Which, would he please to thunder, he'd consume.
0! could the ghosts of mighty heroes dead,
Return on Earth, and quit th’ Elysian shade !
Brutus to James would trust the people’s cause ;
Thy justice is a stronger guard than laws.

Marius and Sylla would resign to thee,

Nor Cesar and great Pompey rivals be ;

Or rivals only, who should best obey,

And Cato give bis voice for regal sway.

L Y 4

TO
THE KING.

Hzerozs of old, by rapine, and by spoil,
In search of fame, did all the world embroil ;
Thus to their gods each then ally’d his namne,
This from Jove, and-that from Titan came:
With équal valour, and the same success,
Dread king, might’st thou the universe oppress ;
But Christian laws constrain thy martial pride,
Peace is thy choice, and Piety thy guide ;

By thy example kings are taught to sway,
Hemeltoﬁght,audminhmlyle&mtoymy.

~ From gods descended, and of race divine,
Nestor in council, and Ulysses shine ;

But in a day of battle, all would yield
To the fierce master of the seven-fold shield :
Their very deities were grac’d no more,

Mars had the courage, Jove the thunder bore.

But all perfections meet in James alone,
And Britain’s Kinig is ‘all the Gods in one.
emmm——
To

-THE AUTHOR,
ON 1ifs PORKGOING VERSES TO THE KING.
BY MR. EDMUND WALLER.

Ax early plant, which such a blossom bears,
And shows a geviuk'so beyond his years,

A judgment that could make so fair a choice,
So high a subject to employ his voice,

Still as it grows, how sweetly will he sing
The growing greatness of our matchless king.

ANSWER,

TO MR, WALLER,

Wiy into Libya the young Grecian came,

To talk with Hammon, and consult for fame ;
When from the sacred tripod where he stood,
The priest, inspir’d, saluted him a God ;

Scarce such a Joy that haughty victor knew,
Thus own’d by Heaven, as I, thus prais'd by you.
Whoe’er their naines can in thy numbers show,
Have more thar empire, and immortal grow ;
Ages to come shall scorn the pow’rs of old,
When in thy verse, of greater gods they ’re told ;
Our beautecus queen, and royal James’s name,
For Jove and Juno shall be plac’d by Fame ;
Thy Charles for Neptune shall the scas command,
And Sacarissa shall for Venus stand :

Greece shall no longer boast, nor haughty Rome,
But thiok from Britain all the geds did come.



TO THE MEMORY OF WALLER...SONG.

TO THE IMMORTAL MEMORY OF

MR. EDMUND WALLER,
UPON HIS DEATH.

Asixz partaking of celestial fire,

Poets and heroes to renown aspire, '

*Till, crown’d with honour, and immortal name,

By wit, or valoar, led to equal fame, °

They mingle with the gods who breath’d the noble
flame.

To high expluits, the praises that belong

Live, but as nourish’d by the poet’s song.

A tree of lifé is sacred poetry,

Sweet is the fruit, and tempting to the eye;
Many there are, who nibble without leave,
But none, who are not born to taste, survive.

Waller shall never die, of life secure,

As long as Fame, or aged Time endure,
Waller, the Muses® darling, free to taste
Of all their stores, the master of the feast ;
Not like old Adam, stinted in his choice,
But lord of all the spacious Paradise.

Those foes to virtue, fortune and mankind,
hv’rhghisﬁme,once,md:guﬁeejoin’d;
No carping critic interrupts hi i86 ;
Norivals&im,butforaseeondp;l::e; .
No want constrain’d (the writer’s usual fate)

A poet with a plentiful estate ;

The first of mortals who, before the tomb,
Struck that pernicious monster, Envy, dumb ;
Malice and Pride, those sa disarm’d ;
Not Orpheus with such magic charm’d.
Scarce in the grave can we allow him more,
Than living we agreed to give before.

His noble Muse employ’d her generous rage
In crowning virtue, scorning to engage
The vice and follies of an impious age.

No satyr lurks within this hallow’d ground,
But nymphs and heroines, kings and godsabound ;
Glory, and arms, and love, is all the sound.
His Eden with no serpent is defil’d,

But all is gay, delicious all, and mild.

Mistaken men his Muse of flattery blame,
Adorning twice an impious tyrant’s name ;

We raise our own, by giving fame to foes,
The valour that he prais’d, he did oppose.

Nor were his thoughts to confin’d,
The state and business shar’d his ample mind ;
As all the fair were captives to his wit,

So senates to his wisdom would submit ;
His voice %0 soft, his eloquence so strong,
Like Cato’s was his speech, like Ovid’s was his song.

Our British kings are rais’d above the herse,
Immortal made, in his immortal verse ;

No more are Mars and Jove poetic themes,
But the celestial Charles’s, and just James :
Juno and Pallas, all the shining race

Of beauties, to the queen give place ;
Clear, like her brow, and graceful, was his song,
Grat,ﬁkehermhid,andlikehervimnmong.

Parent of gods, who dost to gods remove, .
Where art thou plac’d ? And which thy seat above ?
Waller, the god of verse, we will proclaim,

Not Pheebus now, but Waller be his name ;
Of joyful bards, the sweet seraphic choir -
Acknowledge thee their oracle and sire ;
The do homage, and the Muses sing
Waller, the god of verse, who was the king.

13

TO
MYRA.
LOVING AT FIRST SICHT.

No waming of th’ approaching flame,
Swiftly, like sudden death, it came ;
Like travellers, by light’ning kill'd,
I burnt the moment I beheld.
In whom s0 many charms are plac'd,
Is with a mind as nobly gracd ;
The case 8o shining to behold,
Is fill'd with richest gems, and gold. -
To what my eyes admir'd before,
1 add a thousand graces more ;
And Fancy blows into a flame,
The spark that from her beauty came.
The object thus improv’d by thought,
By my own image I am caught ;
Pygmalion so, with fatal art,
Polish’d the form that stung his heart.

T
MYRA.
Wazx'p, and made wise by others flame,
I fied from whence such mischiefs came,
Shunning the sex, that kills at sight,
I sought my safety in my flight. .

But, ah! in vain from Fate I fly,

For first, or last, as all must die ;
So ’tis as mnch decreed above,
That first, or last, we all must love.

My heart, which stood so long the shock
Of winds and waves, like some firm rock,
By one bright from Myra thrown,

Is into flame, like powder, blown.

SONG.
TO MYRA.
Footisu Love, begone, said I,
Vain are thy attempts on me ;
Thy soft alturements I defy,
‘Women, those fair dissemblers, fly,
My heart was never made for thee.
Love heard, and straight prepar’d a dart ;
Myra, revenge my cause, said he :
Too sure 'twas shot, I feel the smart,
It rends my brain, and tears my heart ;
O Love! my conqueror, pity me.

AN IMITATION
" OF TR SRCOND CHORUS 1N
THE SECOND ACT OF SENECA’S THVESTES.

When will the gods, propitious to our prayers,
Com our factions, and conclude our wars?
Ye sons of Inachus, repent the ofuih.

Of crowns usurp’d, and blood of parents spilt ;
PFor impious greatness, is in store
Short is the date of all ill-gotten power.

Give ear, itious princes, and be wise ;

i and learn wherein true greatness lies :
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Place not your pride in roofs that shine with gems,
In purple robes, nor sparkling diadems ;

Nor in dominion, nor extent of land :

He’s only great, who can himself command,
Whose guard is | innocence, whose guide
Is faithful reason ; who is void of pride,
Checking ambition ; nor is idly vain

Of the false incense of a popular train ;

Who, without strife, or envy, can behold

His neighbour’s plenty, and his heaps of gold ;
Nor covets other wealth, but what we find

In the possessions of a virtuous mind.

Fearless he sees, who is with virtue crown'd,
The tempest rage, and hears the thunder sound ;
Ever the same, let Fortune smile or frown,

On the red scafiold, or the blazing throne ;
Serenely, as he liv'd, resigns bis breath,
Meets Destiny half way, nor shrinks at Death.

Ye sovereign lords, who sit like gods in state,
Awing the world, and bustling to be great ;
Lords but in title, vassals in effect,

Whom lust controuls, and wild desires direct :

The reins of empire but such hands disgrace,

Where Passion, a blind driver, guides the race.
What is this Fame, thus crowded round with

slaves ?

The breath of fools, the bait of flattering knaves :

An honest heart, a conscience free from blame,

Not of great acts, but good, give me the name :

In vain we plant, we build, our stores increase,

If conscience roots up all our inward peace.

What need of arms, or instruments of war,

Or battering engines that destroy from far ?

The greatest king, and conqueror is he,

Who lord of his own appetites can be ;

Blest with a pow’r that nothing can destroy,

And all have equal freedom to enjoy.

Whom workily lnxury, and poraps allure,
They tread on ice, and find no footing sure;
Place me, ye powers! in some obscure retreat,
O'! keep me innocent, make others great :

In quiet shades, content with rural sports,

Give me a life remote from guilty courts,
Where, free from hopes or fears, in humble ease,
Unheard of, I may live and die in peace.

Happy the man, who, thus retir’d from sight,
Studies himself, and seeks no other light :

Rut most unhappy he, who sits on high,
Fxposed to every tongue and every eye ;
Whose follies blazid about, to all are known,
But are a secret to himself alone :

Worse is an evil fame, much worse than none.

A LOYAL EXHORTATION.

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1688,
\
O kings dethron’d, and blood of brethren spilt,
In vain, O Britain! you’d avert the guilt ;
If crimes, which your forefathers blush’'d to own,
Repeated, call for heavier vengeance down.

Tremble, ye people, who your kings distress,
Tremble, ye kings, for people you oppress ;
T’ Eternal sees, arm’d with his forky rods,
The rise and fall of empire ’s from the gods,

VERSES
SENT TO THE AUTHOR IN HIS RETIREMENT.

WRITTEN BY MRS. ELIZABETH HIGGONS.

L
Way, Granville, is thy life to shades confin’d,
Thou whom the gods design’d
In public to do credit to mankind ?
Why sleeps the noble ardour of thy blond,
Which from thy ancestors, sa many ages past,
From Rollo down to Bevil flowd,
And then appear’d again at last ?
In thes, when thy victorious Jance
Bore the disputed prize from all the youth of France.
u. e
In the first trials which are made for fame,
Those to whom Fate success denies,:
If, taking counsel from their shame,
They modestly retreat, are wise.
But why should you who still succeed,
Whether with graceful art you lead
The fiery barb, or with as graceful motion tread
In shining balls, where all agree
To give the highest praise to thee.
Such barmony in every motion 's-found.
As art could ne’er express by any sound.
III.
So lov’d and prais’d, whom all admire,
Why, why should you from courts -and camps re-
Myra is unkind, ifit canbe, - [tire 2
That any nymph can be unkind to thee ;
If pensive made by love, you thus retire,
Awake your Muse, and string your lyre;
Your tender song, and your melodious straim,
Can never be addrest in vain ; {again.
She needs must love, and we shall have you back

OCCASIONED BY THE FOREGOING
VERSES.

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1690.

Ceas, tempting Siren, cease thy flattering strain,
Sweet is thy charming song, but sung in vain :
When the winds blow, and loud the tempests roar,.
‘What fool would trust the waves, and quit the shore ?
Early, and vain, into the world I came,

Big with false hopes, and eager after fame ;

Till looking round me, ere the race began,
Madmen, and giddy fools, were all that ran;
Reclaim’d betimes, I from the lists retire,

And thank the gods, who my retreat inspire.

In happier times our ancestors were bred,

When virtue was the only path to tread :

Give me, ye gods! but the same road to fame,
Whate’er my fathers dar'd, I dare the same. -
Chang’d is the scene, some baneful planet rules
An impious world, contriv’d for knaves and fools.
Look now around, and with impartial eycs
Coasider, and examine all who rise; .
Weigh well their actions, and their treacherous ends,
How Greatness grows, and by what steps ascends ;
What murders, treasons, pecjuries, deceit ;

How many crush’d, to make one monster great.
Would you command ? Have fortune in your power #
Hug when you stab, and smile when you devour ?
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Be bloody, false, flatter, forswear, and lie,

Tum er, pathic, perasite, or spy ;

Such thriving arts may your wish’d purpose bring,
A minister at least, perhaps a king.

Fortune, we most unjustly partial call, .
A mistress free, who bids alike to all ; .
But on such terms as only suit the base,

Honour denies and shuns the foul embrace.
The honest man, who starves and is undone,
Not Fortune, but his virtue keeps him down.
Had Cato bent beneath the conquering cause,
He might have liv’d to give new senates laws ;
Baut on vile terms disdaining to be great,

He perish’d by his choice, and not his fate.
Honours and life, th’ usurper bids, and all
That vain mistaken men good-fortune call,
Virtue forbids, and sets before his eyes

An homest death, which he accepts, and dies :

O glorious resolution ! Noble pride !

More honour’d. than the tyrant livd, he dy'd ;
More lov’d, more prais’d, more envy'd in his doom,
Than Casar trampling on the rights of Rome.
The virtuous nothing fear, but life with shame,
And death ’s a pleasant road that leads to fame.

On bones, and scraps of dogs, let me be fed,

My limbs uncover’d, and expos’d my head
To bleakest colds, a kennel be my bed.
This, and all other martyrdom for thee,
Seems glorious, all, thrice beauteous Honesty !
Judge me, ye powers! let Fortune tempt or frown,
I stand prepar’d, my honour is my own.

Ye great disturbers, who in endless noise,

In blood and rapine seek unnatural joys ;

For what is all this bustle, but to shun
‘Those thoughts with which you dare not be alons ?
As men in misery, with care,
Seek in the rage of wine to drown despair.
Let others fight, and eat their bread in blood,
Regardless if thé cause be bad or good ;

Or cringe in courts, depending on the nods
Of strutting pigmies who would pass for gods.
For me, unpractis’d in the courtiers school,
‘Who loathe a knave, and tremble at a fool ;
‘Who honour generous Wycherley opprest,
Possest of little, worthy of the best,

Rich in himself, in virtae, that cutshines

All but the fame of his immortal lines,

More tian the wealthiest lord, who helps to drain
The famish’d land, and roils in impious gain :
‘What can 1 hope in courts? Or how succeed ?
Tigers and wolves shall in the ocean breed,
The whale and dolphin fatten on the mead,
And every element exchange its kind, *

Ere thriving Honesty in courts we find,

Happy the man, of mortals happicst he, 1
‘Whose quiet mind from vain desires is free ;
Whom neither bopes deceive, nor fears torment, -
Bat lives at peace, within himself content,

In thought, or act, accountable to none,

But to himself, and to the gods alone :

O sweetness of content ! seraphic joy !

Which nothing wants, and nothing can destroy.

‘Where dwells this Peace, thisfreedom of the mind ?
Where, but in shades remote from human kind 3
In flowery vales, where nymphs and shepherds meet,
But never comes within the palace gate.

Farewel then cities, courts, and camps, farewel,
Welcome, ye groves, here let me ever dwell,

Prom cares, from business, and mankind remove,

All but the Muses, and inspiring Love :

How sweet the morn ! How gentle is the night !

How calm the evening! And the day how bright !
From hence, as from a hill, I view below

The crowded world, a mighty wood in show,

Where several wanderers travel day and night,

By different paths, and none are in the right.

SONG.

Love is by Fancy led about

From hope to fear, from joy to doubt ;

‘Whom we now an angel call,
Divinely grac’d in every feature,
Straight ’s a deform’d, a perjurd creature ;

Love and hate are Fancy all.

*Tis but as Fancy shall present
Objects of grief, or of content,

That the lover ’s blest, or dies: .
Visions of mighty pain, or pleasure,
Imagin’d want, imagin’d treasure,

All in powerful Fancy lies.

BEAUTY AND LAW.
A POETICAL PLRADING.

King Charles II. having made a grant of the rever-
sion of an office in the court of King’s-Bench, to
his son the duke of Grafton; the lord chief
justice laying claim to it, as a perquisite legally
belonging to his office, the cause came to be
heard before the house of lords, between the

dutchess, relict of the said duke, and the chief -

jasts
Thue princes sat: Beauty and Law contend ;

The queen of Love will her own cause defend :
Secure she looks, as certain mone can see

Such Beauty plead, and not her captive be.

‘What need of words with such commanding eyes ?
‘¢ Must I then speak? O Heav’ns!” the charmercrics;
¢ O barbarous clime ! where Beauty borrows ail
From Eloquence, to charm, or to persuade !

‘Will discord never leave with envious care

To raise debate ? But discord governs here.

To Juno, Pallas, wisdom, fame, and power,

Long since preferr’d, what trial needs there wore ?
Confess’d to sight, three goddesses descend

On Ida’s hill, and for a prize contend ;

Nobly they bid, and lavishly pursue

A gift, that only could be Beauty’s due :

Honours and wealth the generous judge denies,
And gives the triumph to the brightest eycs.

Such precedents are numberless, we draw

Our right from custom ; custom is a law

As high as Heaven, as wide as seas or land ;

As ancient as the world is our command.

Mars and Alcides would- this plea allow :

Beauty was ever absolute till now.

It is enough that [ proncunce it mine,

And, right or wrong, he should his claim resigns
Not bears nor tigers sure so savage are,

As these ill-manner'd monsters of the bar.
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¢ Loud Rumour ! has proclaim'd a wymph divine,
‘Whose matchless form, to mine,
By dint of beauty shall extort your grace :
Iet her appear, this rival, face to face ;
Icteyeatoeyucppos'dtbulmfedeade
Now, when | lighten, letherbumsbetry'd.
Was’t a vain promise, and a 's lie ?
Or stands she here, unmark’d, when I am by ?
So Heav'n was mock’d, and once all Elys round
AnotherJupmermmdtolmd
Onbmzenﬂooﬂthemydlcmrtnel
Toapethethunderntﬂm;mtheshe-,
A brandish'd torch, with emulating blaze,
Affects the forky Ilghmmgs rays:
Thus borne aloft, trium; he rode
Through crowds of worshippers, and acts the god.
The sire omnipotent prepares the brand,
By Vulcan wrought, and arms his potent hand ;
Then flaming hurls it hissing from above,
And in the vast abyss confounds the mimic Jove.
Presumptuous wretch ! with mortal art to dare
Immortal power, and brave the thunderer !

¢ Cassiope, preferring with disdain,
Her daughter to the Nereids, they complain ;
The daughter, for the mother’s guilty scorn, -
Is doom’d to be devour’d ; the mother ’s borne
Abavethechmdl,where,hyunmorulhght,
Revers’d she shines, expos’d to human sight,
Andtoashamefulpomueilmﬁnd.

Did thus the gods such private nyniphs respect ?
What vengeance might the queen of Love expect ?

““ But grant such arbitrary pleas are vain,
Wav'd let them be; mere justice shall obtain,
Who to a husband Jﬂiﬂlel‘ can succeed,
Than the soft partner of his nuptial bed ;
Or to a father’s right lay stronger chum
Than the dear youth in whom survives lns name ?
Behold that youth, consider whence he springs,
And in his royal veins respect your kings :
Immortal Jove, upon a mortal she,
Begat his sire : Second from Jove is he,

¢ Well-did the father blindly fight your cause,
Following the cry—of Liberty and Laws,
If by those laws, for which he lost his life 2,
You spoil, ungratefally, the son and wife.

¢ What need I more? ﬂ‘wueasontodlspntc
The grant was royal ; that decides the suit.
Shall vulgar laws imperial power constrain ?
Kings, and the gods, can never act in vain.”

She finish’d here, the queen of every grace,
Disdain vermilioning her heavenly face:
Our hearts take fire, and all in twnult-rise,
Andonewnshqulumathousandeyes
O! might some champion finish these debates !
My sword shall end, what now my pen relates.
Up rose the judge, on each side bending low,
A crafty smile accompanies his bow ;
Ulysses like, a gentle pause he makes,
Then, raising by degrees his voice, he speaks.

1 A report spread of a beautiful young lady, niece
to the lord chief justice, who would appear at the
bar of the house of lords, and eclipse the charms
of the dutchess of Grafton : no such lady was seen

there, nor perbape ever in any part of the world.

2 The duke of Grafton, slain at the siege of Cork
in Ireland, about the beginning of the Revolution.
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¢ In you, thy lords, who judge ; andall whohear,
Methinks I read your wishes for the fair ;
Nor can I wonder, even I contend

‘With inward pain, unwilling to offend ;

Unhappy ! thus oblig’d to a defence,

That may displease such heavenly excellence.
Might we the laws on any terms abuse,
Sobnghtmmﬂueneemthebestexcuse,
Let Niobe's 3 just fate, the vile

Of the Propeetides’ 4 polluted race ;

Let death, or shame, or lunacy surprize,
Whodamtomatchtholndnoﬁhmeeya'
Aloud the fairest of the sex complain

Of captives lost, and loves invok’d in vain;
At her appearance all their glory ends,

And not a star, but sets, when she ascends.

“ Where Love presides, still may she bcarthe
Butngndhwhnnatherecnmreyeo [prize
Charms, to which Mars and Hercules vonldbu'
Minos and Rhadamanthus $ disavow.,
Justice, by nothing bias’d, or inclin’d,

Deaf to persuasion, to temptation blind,
Determines without favour, and the laws
O'erlook the parties, to decide the cause.

What then avails it, that a beardless boy

Took a rash fancy for a female toy ?

Th’ insulted Argives, with a numerous host,
Pursue revenge, and seek the Dardan coast ;
‘Though the gods built, and though the gods defend
Those lofty towers, the hostile Greeks ascend ;
Nor leave they, till the town in ashes lies,

And all the race of royal Priam dies :

The queen of Paphos, 6 mixing in the fray,
Rallies the troops, and urges on the day §

In person, in the foremost ranks she stands,
Provokes the charge, dnreeu,nsm,eomma.nde;
Stern Diomed, advancing high in air,

His lofty javelin strikes the heavenly fair ;

The vaulted skies with her loud shrieks resound,
And high Olympus trembies at the wound.

In causes just, would all the gods oppose,
"Twere houest to dispute ; 30 Cato chose.
Dismiss that plea, and what shall blood avail ?
If beautyudeny’d shall birth prevail ?

Blood, and high deeds, in distant ages done,
&mourfolefnher‘sment,nstwrown.

Might none a just be allow’d,

But who could bring desert, orboutofblood,
What numbers, even here, might be condemn’d,
Strip’d, and despoil’d of all, revil’d, contemn’d ?
Take a just view, how many may remark,

‘Who now ’s a peer, his grandsire was a clerk :
Some few remain, ennobled by the sword

In Gothic times: but now, to be my lord,
Study the law, nordotheserobesdespue,
Honour the gown, from whence your honours rise.

3 Niobe turned into a stone for presuming to com-
pare herself with Diana.

4 Propcetides, certain virgins, wi;o for aﬁ'mntmg
Venus, were condemned to open pmaztuﬁon,
afterwards tarned into stone,

5 Minos and Rhadamanthus, famous legislators,
who for their strict administration of justice, were
after their deaths made chief judges in the infernal
regions.

€ Venus.



TO LADY HYDE...TO FLAVIA.

Those fam’d dictators, who subdu’d the globe,
Gave the precedence to the peaceful robe ;

The mighty Julius, pleading at the bar,

Was greater, than when, thundering in the war,
He conquer’d nations: "Tis of more renown

To save a client, than to storm a town.

“ How dear to Britain are her darling laws !
What blood has she not lavish’d in their cause !
Kings are like common slaves to slaughter led, .
Or wander through the world to beg their bread.
‘When regal power aspires above the laws,

A private wrong becomes a public cause.”

He spoke. The nobles differ, and divide,
‘Some join with Law, and some with Beanty side.
Mordaunt, though once her slave, insalts the fair,
Whose fetters *twas his pride, in youth, to wear :
So Lucifer, revolting, brav’d the power
Whom he was wont to worship and implore,
Like impious is their rage, who have in chase
A new Omnipotence in Graftdn’s face.

But Rochester, undaunted, just, and wise,
Asserts the goddess with the charming eyes ;
And O! may Beauty never want

For thee, her noble charnpion, and her guard,
Beanty triumphs, snd Law submitting lies,

The tyrant, tam’d, aloud for mercy cries;
Conquest can never fail in radiant Grafton's eyes.

LADY HYDE.

Wazx fam’d Apelles sought to frame
Some image of th’ Idalian dame, Ve
To furnish graces for the piece,
He summon’d all the nymphs of Greece ;
So many mortals were combin’d
To show how one immortal shin’d.
Had Hyde thus sat by proxy too,
As Venus then was said to do,
Venus berself, and all the train !
of had summon’d been ;
‘The painter must have search’d the skies,.
To match the lustre of her eyes.
Comparing then, while thus we view
The ancient Venus, and the new;
In her we many mortals see,
As many goddesses in thee.

LADY HYDE

"‘ HAVING THE SMALL POX, SOON AFTER THR
RECOVERY OF MRS. MOHUN.

Scarce could the general joy for Mohun appear,
But new attempts show other dangers near;
Beauty ’s attack'd in her imperial fort,
Where all her Loves and Graces kepf their court ;
In her chief residence, besieg’d at last,
Laments to see her fairest fields laid waste.

On things immortal, all attempts are vaiu;
Tyrant Disease, ’tis loss of time and pdin ;
Giut thy wild rage, and load thee with rich prize
Torn from her cheeks, her fragrant lips, and eye¢s:
Let ber but live ; as much vermilion take,
As might an Helen, or a Venus make ;

. ’

1 ARerwards countess of Clarendon and Rochester.
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Like Thetis, she shall frustrate thy vain rape,
And in variety of charms escape.
The twinkling stars drop numberiess each night,
Yet shines the radiant firmmament as bright; .
So from the ocean should we rivers drain,
Still would enough to drown the world remain.

| =
THE DUTCHESS OF ***,

UNSRASONABLY-SURPRIZED IN THE EMBRACES OF
V' HER LORD,

Fanesr Zelinda, cease to chide, or grieve;

Nor blush at joys that only you can give ;.

Who with bold eyes survey’d those matchless
Is punish’d, seeing in another’s arms:  [charns
With greedy louks he views each naked part,

Joy feeds his eyes, but Envy tears his heart.

So caught was Mars, and Mercury aloud
Proclaim’d his grief, that he was not the god ;

So to be caught, was every gud's desire :

Nor less than Venus, can Zelinda fire.

Forgive him then, thou more than heavenly fair,
Forgive his rashness, punish’d by despair;

All that we know, which wretched mortals feel

In those sad regions where the tortur’d dwell,

Is, that they see the raptures of the bless'd,

And view the joys which they must never taste.

T
FLAVIA.
WRITTEK ON HER GARDEN IN THE NORTH.

Wiiar charm is this, that in the midst of snow,

Of storms, and blasts, the cboicest fruits do grow ?

Melons on beds of ice are taught to bear,

And strangers to the Sun, yet ripen here ;

On frozen ground the sweetest flowers arise,

Unseen by any light, but Flavia’s eyes;

Where-e’er she treads, beneath the Charmer’s feet

The rose, the jess’mine, and the lilics meet ;

‘Where-e’er she looks, behold some sudden birth

Adorns the trees, and fructifies the earth;

In midst of mouutains, and unfruitful ground,

As rich an Eden as the first is found.

In this new Paradise the goddess reigns

In sovereign state, and mocks the lover’s pains ;

Beneath those beams that scorch us from her eyes,

Her snowy bosem still unmelted lics ;

Love from her lips spreads all his odours round,

But bears on ice, and springs from frozen ground.
So cold the clime that can such wonders bear,

The garden seems an emblem of the fair.

0
THE SAME:

HER GARDENS HAVING RSCAPED A FLOOD THAT HAD
LAID ALL THE COUNTRY ROUND UNDER WATER.

WiaT hands divine have planted and protect,

The torrent spares, and deluges respect ;

So when the waters o'er the world were spread,

x:eﬁng each oak, and every monn?ah'l head,
ehosen patriarch sail’'d within his ark,

Nor might the waves o’erwhelm the sacved batk.
C

’
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The ¢ ing Flavia is no less, we find, *

The favourite of Heaven, than of mankind ;

The gods, like rivals, imitate our care,

And vie with mortals to oblige the fair ;

These favours thus bestow’d on her alone,

Are but the homage which they send her down.
O Flavia ! may thy virtue from above

Be crown'd with blessings, endless as my love.

T0
MY FRIEND DR. GARTH.

IN RIS SICKNESS.

Mcnaon sick, in every face we find
His danger is the danger of mankind ;
‘Whose art protecting, Nature could expire
But by adeluge, or the general fire.
More lives be saves, than perish in our wars,
And faster than a pi;gue destroys, repairs.
The hold carotiser, and advent’rous dame,
Nor fear the fever, nor refuse the flame ;
Safé m his skill, from all restraints set free,
But conscious shame, remorse, or piety.
* Sire of all arts !, defend thy darling son ;
O'! save the man whose life ’s so much our ewn!*
On whom, like Atlas, the whole world’s reclin’d,
And by restoring Garth, preserve mankind.

. ntll—
TO MY DEAR KINSMAN,

‘ CHARLES LORD LANSDOWNE,
UPON THE BOMBARDMENT OF
THE TOWN OF GRANVILLE IN NORMANDY
BY THE ENGLISH FLEET. ’

T'o’ built by gods, consum’d by hostile flame,
Troy bury'd lies, yet lives the Trojan name ;
And so shall thine, though with these walls were lost
All the records our ancestors could boast.
For Latium conqiier’d, and for Turnus slain,
Aneéas lives, though not one stone remain

' Wherc he arose : nor art thou less renown'd
For thy loud trinmphs on Hungarian ground.

Those arms, 2 which for nine centuries had brav’d

The wrath of Time, on antique stone engrav’d,
Now torn by mortars, stand yet undefac’d
On nobler trophies, by thy valour raisd :
Safe on thy eagle’s3 wings they soar above
The rage of war, or thunder to remove,
Borre by the bird of Cesar, and of Jove.

—————

LADY HYDE,
SITTING AT SIR CODFREY KNELLER'S
FOR HER PICTURE.

Waire Kneller, with inimitable art,
Attempts that face whose print ’s on every heart,

1 Apollo, god of poetry and physic.

2 The Granville arms still remaining at that time
on one of the gates of the town.

3 He was created a count of the Empire, the fa-
mily arms to be borne for ever upon the breast of
the imperial spread eagle.

The poet, with a pencil less confin'd,

Shall paint her virtues, and describe ber mind;
Unlock the shrine, and to the sight unfold .
The secret gems, and all the jnward gold.

Two only patterns do the Muses name,

Of perfect beauty, but of guilty fame ;

A Venus and an Helen have been seen,

Both perjur'd wives, the goddess and the queen :
In this, the third, are reconcil’d at last

Those jarring attributes of fair and chaste,

With graces that attract, but not ensnare,
Divinely good, as she’s divinely fair ;

With beauty, not affected, vain, hor proud ;
With greatness, easy, affable, and good :
Others, by guilty artifice, and arts

Of promis’d kindness, practise on our hearts,
With expectation blow the passion up ; .
She fans the fire, without one gale of hope,

Like the chaste Moon, she shines to all mankind, *

But to Endymion is her love confin'd.
What cruel destiny on Beauty waits,
When on one face depend so many fates !
Oblig’d by honour to relieve but one,
Unhappy men by thousands are undone.

.

0
MRS. GRANVILLE,
OF WOTTON IN BUCKINGHAMSHIRR ;*

i AFTERWARDS LADY CONWAY.
Love, like a tyrant whom no laws coustrain,
Now for some ages kept the world in pain 3
Beauty by vast destructions got renown,
And lpvers only by their rage were known.
But Granville, more auspicious to mankind,
Conqu’ring the heart, as much instructs the mind ;
Blest in the fate of her victorious eyes,
Secing, we love; and hearing, we grow wise :
So Rome for wisdomn, as for conquest fam’d,
Improv’d with arts, whom she by arms had tam'd.
Above the clouds is plac’d this glorious light,
Nothing lies hid from her enquiring sight ;
Athens and Rowne for arts restor’d rejoice,
Their language takes new musit from her voice;
Learning and Love, in the same seat we find,
So bright her eyes, and so adorn’d her mind.

Lung had Minerva govern'd in the skies,
But now descends, confest to human eyes ;
Behold in Granville that inspiring queen,
Whom learned Athens so ador’d unseen.

TO
MRS. AFRA BEHN.
Two warrier chiefs 4 the voice of Fame divide,
Who best deserv’d, not Plutarch could decide :
Behold two mightier conquerors appear,
Some for your wit, some for your eyes declare ;
Debates arise, which captivates us most,

| And none can tell the charm by which he’s lost.

The bow and quiver does Diana bear;

Venus the dove ; Pallas the shield and spear :
Poets such emblems to their gods assign,
Hearts bleeding by the dart and pea be thine,

. 4 Alexander and Cxsar.




THE DESERTION...SONG. -t

THE DESERTION.

Now fly, Discretion, to my aid, ’

See haughty Myra, fair and bright,
In all the pomp of Love array'd ;
Ah ! how I tremble at the sight !

She comes, she coines—before her al}

Mankind does prostrate fall.
Love, a destroyer fierce and young,
Advent'rous, terrible, and strong,

Croel n;:. rash, delighting still to vex,

ring noT age NOr sex,

Commands in chief; well fomfy’d he lies,
And from her lips, her chc*scnd eyes,
All he defles.

Reason, Iave‘s old mvetente foe,
Scarce ever reconcil’d il now,
Reason assists her too.

A wise commander he, for council fit ;

But nice and coy, nor has been seen to sit

In medern synod, nor lppenr’d of late

In courts, nor camps, nor in affairs of state ;
Reason proclaims them all his foes,
‘Who such resistless charms oppose.-

My very bosom friends make war
Within my breast, and in her interests are;
Fsteem and Judgmcnt with strong Fancy Jjoin
To court, and call the fair invader in;
lly darling favourite Inclination too,

* All, all conspiring with the foe.

Ah! whither shall 1 fly to hide :
My weakness from the conqu’rot’s pride ?
Now, now, Discretion, be my guide.
But see, this mighty Arclnmedel o0,
Surrenders now.
Presuming longer to resist,
His very name
Discretion must disclaim ;
Folly and Madness only would persist.

SONG. '

I'1p tell her the next time, said 1:
Invam ! in vain! for when I try,
Upon my timorous tongue the trembling accents die.
Alas! a thousand thousand fears
Still overawe when she appears ! [in tears.
My breath is spent in sighs, my eyes are drown’d

IN PRAISE OF
MYRA.

Tun, tune thy lyre, begin my Muse,
What nymph, what queen, what goddm wilt thou

Wbose pmnu sing? What charmer’s name
immortal down to Fame ?

Strike, strike thy strings, let Echo take the sound,
Anrlbenntf;r toallthe mountains round ;
Pindus again shall hear, again rejoice,
And Hemus too, as when th’ enchanting voice
Of tuneful Orpheus charm’d the grove,
Taught oaks to dance, and made the cedars move.
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Nor Veuns, nor Diana will we name ;
Myra is Venus and Diana too,
All that mfe:gn'd of them, apply’d to her, is true;
Then sing, my Muse, let Myra be our theme.

As when the shepherds would a garland make,
They mn.h with care the frugrant meadows

und,
Plucking but here and there, and only take
The choicest flow'rs with which some nymph is
crown'd :

In framing Myra so divinely fair,

Nature has taken the same carej

All that is lovely, noble, good, we see, \

All, beauteous Myra, all bound up in thee.

Where Myra is, there is the queen of Love,

Th’ Arcadian pastures, and th’ Idalian grove.

Let Myra dance, so charming is her mien,

In every movement every grace is seen ;

Let Myra sing, the notes so sweetly wound,

The Syrens would be silent at the sound.

Place me on mountains of eternal spow,

Where all is ice, all winter winds that blow ;

Or cast me the burning line,
Where everlasting Sun does shine ;

Where all is séorch’d—whatever you decree,
Ye gods ! Wherever I shall be,

Myra shall still be lov’d, and still ador'd by me.

SONG.
TO MYRA.

p A
Wiy, cruel creature, why so bent
To vex a tender heart ?
To gold and title you relent,
Love throws in vain his dart.
AL
Let glittering fools in courts be great ;
For pay, let armies move ;
Beauty should have no other bait
But gentle vows, and love.
. -
If on those endless charms you lay
The value that ’s their due,
Kings are themselves too poor to pay,
A thousand worlds too few.
Iv.
Butifa po.mon without vice,
Without disguise or art,
Ah Myral if true love ’s your price,
Behold it in my heart.

.

MYRA SINGING.

Tz Syrens, once deluded, vainly charm'd,

Ty'd to the mast, Ulysses sail’d unharm’d ;

Had Myra’s voice entic'd his listening ear,

The Greek had stopt, and would have dy’d to hear.
When Mynra sings, we seek th’ enchantipg sound,
And bless the notes that do so sweetly wound.
What music needs must dwell upon that tongue,
Whose speech is tuneful as another’s song !

. C2
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Such barmony ! such wit! a face 30 fair !

So many pointed arrows who can bear ?

‘Who from her wit, or from her beauty flies,

If with ber voice she overtakes him, dies.
Like soldiers so in battle we succeed,

One peril ’scaping, by another bleed ;

In vain the dart, or glittering sword we shun,

Condemn’d to perish by the slaught’ring gun.

MYRA.

AT A REVIEW OF THE GUARDS IN HYDE-PARK.
LT meaner beauties conquer singly still,
But haughty Myra will by thousands kill ;
Through armed ranks triumphantly she drives,
And with one glance commands a thousand lives :
The-trembling heroes, nor resist, nor fly,
But at the bead of all their squadrons die.

T0
MYRA.

Niruse, indulgent, provident and kind,
In all things that excel, some use design'd ;
The radiant Sun, of every heavenly light
The first, (did Myra not dispute that right)
Sends from above ten thousand blessings down ;
Nor is he set so high for show alone,
His beams reviving with auspicious fire,
Preely we all enjoy what all admire :
The Moon and stars, those faithful guides of night,
Are plac'd to help, not entertain the sight :
Plants, fruits, and flowers the fertile fields produce,
Not for vain ornament, but wholesome use ;
Health they restore, and nourishment they give,
We see with pleasure, but we taste to live.

Then think pot, Myra, that thy form was meant
More to create desire, than to content ;
‘Would the just Gods so many charms provide
Only to gratify a mortal’s pride ?
Would they have form’d thee so above thy sex,
Only to play the tyrant, and to vex ?
*Tis impious pleasure to delight in harm,
And Beauty should be kind, as well as charm.

Tne
PROGRESS OF BEAUTY.

Thae God of day descending from above,

Mixt with the sea, and got the quecn of Love.
Beauty, that fires the world, *twas fit should rise
From him alone who lights the stars and skies.

In Cyprus long, by men and gods obey’d,

"The lover’s toil she gratefully repaid,
Promiscuous blessings to her slaves assign’d,

And taught the wogd that Beauty should be kind.
Learn by this pattern, all ye fair, to charm,
Bright be your beams, but without scorching warm.
' Helen was next from Greece to Phrygia brought,
With much expense of blood and empire sought :
Beauty and Love the noblest cause afford,

That can try valour, ur employ the sword.

Not men alone incited by her charms,

But Heaven ’sconcern’d, and all the gods take arms.

The happy Trojan gloriously possest,

Enjoys the dame, and leaves to Fate the rest.
Your cold reflections, moralists, forbear,

His title’s best-who best can please the fair.

And now the gods, in pity to the cares,

The fierce desires, distractions, and despairs

OF tortur’d men, while Beauty was confin’d,
Resolv'd to multiply the charming kind.

Greece was the land where this bright race begun,
And saw a thousand rivals to the Sun.

Hence follow'd arts, while each employ’d his care
In new productions to delight the fair :

To bright Aspasia Socrates retir'd,

His wisdom grew but as his love inspir'd;

Those rocks and obks, which such emotions feit,
Were cruel maids whom Orpheus tanght to melt ;
Music, and songs, and every way to move

The ravish’d heart, were seeds and plants of love.

The gods, entic’d by so divine a birth,

Descend from Heaven to this new heaven on Earth ;
Thy wit, O Mercury,’s no defence from Love ;
Nor Mars, thy target; nor thy thunder, Jove.

The mad immortals in a thousand shapes,

Range the wide globe; some yield, some suffer
Invaded, or deceiv’d, not-one escapes. [rapes,
The wife, though a bright goddess, thus gives place
To mortal concubines of fresh embrace;

By such examples were we taught to see

The life and soul of Love, is sweet variety.

In thosc first times, ere charming womankind
Reform'd their pleasures, polishing the mind,
Rude were their revels, and obscene their joys,
The broils of drunkards, and the lust of boys;
Phacbus laments for Hyacinthus dead,

And Juno, jealous, storms at Ganymed.

Return, my Muse, and close that odious scene,

Nor stain thy verse with images unclean ;

Of Beauty sing, her shining progress view,

From clime to clime the dazzling light pursue,

Tell how the goddess spread, and how in empire
grew

Let others govern, or defend the state,

Plead at the bar, or manage a debate,

In lofty arts and sciences cxcel,

Or in proud domes employ their boasted skill,
To marble and to brass such featuves give,
The metal and the stone may seem to live;
Describe the stars, and planetary way,

And trace the footsteps of Eternal Day:

Be this, my Muse, thy plcasure and thy care,
A slave to Beauty, to récord the fair.

Still wand'ring in love’s sweet delicious maze,
‘I'o sing the triumphs of some heavenly face,
Of lovely dames, who with a smile or frown
Subdue the proud, the suppliant lover crown.
From Venus down to Myra bring thy song,
To thee alone such tender tasks belong.

From Greece to Afric, Beauty takes her flight,
And ripens with her near approach to light :
Frown not, ye fair, to hear of swarthy dames,
With radiant eyes, that take unerring aims;

. Beauty to no complexion is confin'd,

Is of all colours, and by none defin'd ;

Jewels that shine, in gold or silver set,

As precious and as sparkling are in jet.

Here Cleopatra, with a liberal heart,
Bouutevus of love, improv’d the joy with art,
The first who gave recruited slaves to know
That the rich pearl was ofmore use than show,




.

THE PROGRESS OF BEAUTY.

Who with high meats, or a luxurious draught,

Kept love for ever flowing, and: full fraught.

Julios and Anthony, those lords of all,

Each in his turn present the conquer’d ball ;

‘Those dreadful eagles, that had fac’d the light

From pole to pole, fall dazzled at her sight :

Nor was her death less glorious than her life,

A constant mistress, and a faithful wife ;

Her dying truth some generous tears would cost,

Had not her fate inspir’d the World well Lost ! ;

With eecret pride the ravish’d Muses view

‘The image of that death which Dryden drew.

. Pleas'd in such happy climates, warm and bright,

Love for some ages revell’d with delight ;

The martial Moors in gallantry refin’d,

Iavent new arts to make their charmers kind ;

. See in the lists, by golden barriers bound,

In warlike ranks they wait, the trumpet’s sound ;

Somhe love-device is wrought vn every sword,

And every ribbon bears some mystic word.

As when we see the winged Winds engage,

Mounted on coursers, foaming flame and rage,

Rustling from every quarter of the sky,

North, east, and west, in airy swiftness vie ;

One Cloud repuls’d, new combatants prepare

To meet as fierce, and form a thundering war ;

So when the trumpet sounding, gives the sign,

The justling chiefs in rude rencounter join,

So meet, and 80 renew the dextrous fight,

Each fair beholder trembling for ber knight ;

Still as one falls, another rushes in,

And all must be o’ercome, or none can win.

The victor, from the shining dame, whose eyes

Aided his conqu’ring arm, receives a precious prize,
Thus flourish’d Love, and Beauty reignid in state,

Till the proud Spaniard gave these glories datc ;

Past is the gullantry, the fame remains,

Transmitted safe in Dryden’s lofty scenes ;

Granada 2 lost, beheld her pomps restor’d,

And Almahide 3, once more by kings ador'd,
Love, driven thence, to colder. Britain flies,

And with bright nymphs the distant Sun supplies :

Romances, which relate the dreadful fights,

The loves and prowess of advent'rous knights,

To animate their rage, a kiss, record,

From Britain’s fairest nymph was the reward ;

Thus ancient to Love’s empire was the claim

Of British Beauty, and so wide the fame,

‘Which, like our flag upon the geas, gives law

By right avow’d, and keeps the world in awe,
Our gallant kings, of whom large annals prove

The mighty deeds, stand as renown’d for love ;

A monarch’s right o’er Beauty they may claim,

Lords of that ocean from whence Beauty came,

. Thy Rosamond, great Henry, on the stage,

By a late Muse presented in our age,

With aking hearts, and flowing eyes we view,

‘While that dissembled death presents the true

In Bracegirdle ¢ the persons so agree,

That all seems real the spectators see,

1 All for Love ; or, The World well Lost: writ-
ten by Mr. Dryden.

2The Conquest of Granada, written Mr.,
Dryden, ‘ ’ i

3The part of Almahide, performed by Mrs.
Elesnor Gwyn, mistress to king Charles 11,

¢ A famgus actress, .
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Of Scots and Gauls defeated, and their kings,
Thy captives, Edward, Fame for ever sings ;
Like thy high deeds, thy noble loves are prais'd,
Who hast to Love the noblest trophy rais d:

Thy statues, Venus, though by Phidias’s hand,
Design’d immortal, yet no longer stand ;

The magic of thy shining zone is past,

But Salisbury’s garter shall for ever last,

Which, through the world by living monarchsworn,
Adds grace to sceptres, and does orowns.adorn.

If such their fame whe gave these rights divine
To sacred Love, O! what dishonour's thine,
Forgetful queen, who sever’d that bright head® .
Which charm’d two mighty monarchs to her bed ?
Hadst thou been bom a man, thou hadst not err’d,
Thy fame had liv'd, and Beauty been preferr’d ;
But O ! what mighty magic can assnage
A wornan’s envy, and a bigot’s rage ?

Love tir'd at length, Love, that delights fo smile,
Flying from socenes of horrour 6, quits our isle,
With Charles, the Cupids and the Graces gone,
In exile live, for Love and Charles were one ; -
With Charleshe wanders, and for Charles he mourns,
But O! how fierce the joy when Charles returns }
As eager flames, with opposition pent, * -
Break out impetuous when they find a vent;

As a fierce torrent, on his race,
Forcing his way, rolls with redoubled pace :
From the loud palace to the silent grove,
All, by the king’s example, live and love ;
The Muses with divirer voices sing ;

And all rejoice to please the godlike king.

Then Waller in immortal verse proclaims
The shining court, and all the glittering dames ;
Thy beauty, Sidney 9, like Achilles’ sword,
Resistless, stands upon as sure record ;

The ficreest hero, and the brightest dame,
Both sung alike, shall have their fate the same,

And now, my Muse, a nobler flight prepare,
And sing so loud that Heaven and Earth may hear,
Behold from Italy an awful ray .
Of heavenly light illaminates the day,

Northward she bends, majestically bright,
And here she fixes her imperial light.

Be bold, be bold, my Muse, nor fear to raise
Thy voice to her who was thy earliest praise ;
What though the sullen Fates refuse to shine,
Or frown severe on thy audacious line,

Keep thy bright theme within thy steady sight,
The clouds shall fty before the dazzling light,
And everlasting day direct thy lofty flight.
Thou who has never yet put on disguie

To flatter faction, or descend to vice ;

Let no vain fear thy generous ardour tame,
But stand erect, and sound as loud as Fame.

As when our eye some prospeet would pursue,
Descending from a hill, looks rourd to view,
Passes o’er lawns and meadows till it gains
Some favourite spot, and, fixing, there remains :
With equal rapture my transported Muse
Flies other objects, this bright theme to choose.

Queen of our hearts, and charmer of our sight,
A monarch’s pride, his glory and delight,

‘L:g. queen of Scots, bebeaded.by queen

6 The Rebellion; and death of king Charles I.
7 The lady Dorothy Sidney, celebrated by Mr.

Waller under the name of Sacharissa,
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Princess ador’d and lov'd | if verse can gi
A deathless name, thine shall for ever live ;
Invok’d where-e’er the British lion roars,
Extended as the seas that gird the British shores.
The wise immortals in their seats above,

To crown their labours, still appointed Love ;
Pheebus enjoy'd the goddess of the sea,

Alcides had Omphale, James has thee.

O happy James! content thy mighty mind,

* Grudge not the world, for still thy queen is kind,

~

To lie but at whose feet more glory brings,

Than 'tis to tread on sceptres, and on kings:’

Secure of empire in that beauteous breast,

‘Who would not give their crowns to be so blest ?

‘Was Helen half so fair, so form'd for joy,

‘Well chose the Trojan, and well burnt was Troy.

But ah ! what strange vicissitudes of fate,

‘What chance attends on every worljly state ?

As when the skies were sack’d, the co

Compell’d from Heaven, forsook their abodes;

‘Wandering in woods, they hid from den to den,

And sought their safety in the shapes of men:

As when the winds with kindling flames conspire,

The blaze increases, as they fan the fire ;

From roof to roof the burning torrent pours,

Nor spares the palace, nor the loftiest towers :

Or, as the stately pine, erecting high

Her lofty branches, shooting to the sky,

If riven by the thunderbolt of Jove,

Down falls at once the pride-of all the grove,

Level with lowest shrubs lies the tall head,

That, rear’d aloft, as to the clouds was spread.

So * % % ® % x %

But cease, my Muse, thy colours are too faint,

Hide with a veil those griefs which nove can paint ;

This Sun is set.—But see in bright array

What hosts of heavenly light recruit the day.

Love, in a shining galaxy, appears

Triumphant still, and Grafton leads the stars.

‘Ten thousand Loves, ten thousand several ways

Invade adoring crowds, who die to gaze ;

Her eyes resistless as the Syrens’ voice,

So sweet s the charm, we méke our fate our choice.

‘Who most resembles her let next be nam’d,

Villiers !, for wisdlom and deep judgment fam'd,

Of a high race, victorious Beauty brings

To grace our courts, and captivate our kings.
With what delight my Muse to Sandwich flies !

Whose wit is piercing as her sparkling eyes :

Ah! how she mounts, and spreads ber airy wings,

And tunes her voice, when she of Ormond sings !
Of radiant @rmond, only fit to be
The successor of beauteous Ossory.

Richmond ’s a title, that but nam’d, implies
Majestic graces, and victorious eyes ;
Fair Villiers first, then haughty Stuart came,
And Brudenal now no less adorns the name.
Dorset already is immortal made
In Prior’s verse, nor needs a second aid.

By Bentinck and fair Rutenberg we find,
That Beuuty ‘to no climate is confin’d.

Rupert, of royal bloed, with modest grace,
Blushes to hear the triumpha of ber face.

Not Helen with St. Albans might compare :
Nor let the Muse omit Scroop, Holms, and Hare:

' Hyde, Venus is ; the Graces are Kildare,

! Countess of Orkney,

uer’d gods,

Soft and delicious as a southern sky,

Are Dashwood’s smiles; when Darnley ¢ frowns
we die.

Careless, but yet secure of conquest still,

Lu’son 3, unaiming, never fails to kill ;

Guiltless of pride to captivate, or shine,

Bright without art, she wounds without design :

But Wyndham like a tyrant throws the dart,

Aud takes a cruel pleasure in the smart,

Proud of the ravage that her beauties make,

Delights in wounds, and kills for killing sake 3

Asserting the dominion of her eyes,

As heroes fight for glory, not for prize.

The skilful Muse’s earliest care has been

The praise of gever-fading Mazarine ; -

The Poet ¢ and his theme, in spite of Time,

For ever young, enjoy an endless prime.

With charms so numerous Myra does surprize,

The lover knows not by which dart he dies ;

So thick the volley, and the wound so sure,

No flight can save, no remedy can care,

Yet * Hawning in her infancy of light,

O see ! another Brudenel, heavenly bright,
Bora to fulfil the glories of her line,
And fix Love’s empire in that race divine.

Fain would my Muse to Cecil 6 bend her sight,
But turns astonish’d from the dazzling light,
Nor dares attempt to climb the steepy flight.

O Knueller ! like thy pictures were my song,
Clear like thy paint, and like thy pencil strong ;
These matchless Beauties should recorded be,
Immortal in my verse, as in thy Gallery °.

]

' TO THE .
COUNTESS OF NEWBOURG,

INSISTING EARNESTLY TO BE TOLD WHO I MEANT
BY - MYRA.

Wirta Myra’s Charms, and my extreme despair,

Long had my Muse amaz'd the reader’s ear,

My friends, with pity, heard the mournful sound,

And all enquird f!:om whence the fatal wound ;

Th’ astonish’d world beheld an endless flame,

Ne'er to be quench'd, unknowing whence it came :

So scatter’d fire from scorch’d Vesavius flies,

Unknown the source from whence those flames arise:

ian Nile 0 spreads its waters round,

O’erflowing far and near, its head unfound.
Myra herself, touch’d with the moving song,

Would needs be told to whom those plaints belong ;

My timorous tongue, not daring to confess,

Trembling to name, would fain have had her guess;

Impatient of excuse, she urges still,

Persists in her demand, she must, she will ;

If silent, | am threaten’d with her hate ;

If 1 gbey—Ah | what may be my fate ?

‘Uncertain to conceal, or to unfold ;

She smiles—the goddess smiles—and I grow bold.

2 Lady Catherine Darnley,.dutchess of Buck-
ingham.

.~

.6 Lady Rmelag:.‘ Bea
7 The Gallery uties in Hampton-Court,
drawn by sir Godfrey Kneller.
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My vows to Myra, all were meant to thee,
The praise, the love, the matchiess constancy.
*T'was thus of old, when all th’ immortal dames
‘Were grac’d by poets, each with several names ;
For Veuus, was invok’d ;
Altars for Pallas, to Tritonia smok’d.
Soch names were theirs ; and thou the most divine,
Most lov'd of heav’nly beauties—Myra s thige.

TO
MYRA.
L

So calm, and so serene, hut now,
‘What means this change on Myra’s brow ?
Her aguish love now glows and burns,
‘Then chills and shakes, and the cold fit returns.
1I.
Mock’d with deluding looks and smiles;
When on her pity I depend,
My airy hope she soon beguiles,
And laughs to see my torments never end,
L
So up the steepy hill, with pain,
The weighty stone is roll’d in vain,
‘Which, having touch’d the top, recoils,
And leaves the lab’rer to renew his toils.

T0
"MYRA.
Lost in a labyrinth of doubts and joys,
Whom now her smiles reviv’d, her scorn destroys :
She will, and she will not, she grants, denies,
Consents, retracts, advinces, and then flies,
Approving, and rejecting in a breath,
Now proff’ring mercy, now presenting death.
Thus hoping, thus despairing, never sure,
How various are the torments [ endure !
Cruel estate of doubt! Ah, Myra, try
Once to resolve—or let me live, or die.
f—— ] *
T™
MYRA.
I
Tuovcarrue nights, and restless waking,
Oh, the pains that we endure !
Broken faith, unkind forsaking,
Ever doubting, never sure.
1L
Hopes deceiving, vain endeavours,
What a race has Love to run }
False protesting, fleeting favours,
Ev'ry, ev'ry way undone.
1IL
$till complaining, and defending,
Both to love, yet uot agree ;.
Fears tormenting, passion rending,
Ob! the pangs of jealousy!
Iv.
From such painful ways of living,
Ah ! how sweet, could Love be free.!
Sd} presenting, still receiving,
Fierce, immortal ecstacy.

B

SONG TO MYRA.

Wiy should a heart so tender, break ?
O Myra! give its anguish ease ;

The use of beauty you mistake,

~ Not meant to vex, but please.

Those lips for smiling were design’d ;
That bosom to be prest ;

Your eyes to languish, and look kind ;
For amorous arms, your waist.

Each thing has its appointed right,
Establish’d by the pow’rs above,

The Sun to give us warmth, and light,
Myra to kindle love. '

cem———
T0
MYRA.

Since truth and constancy are vain,
Since neither love, nor sense of pain,
Nor force of reason can persuade,
Then let example be obey’d.
In courts and cities, could you see
How well the wanton fools agree ;
Were all the cartains drawn, you'd find
Not one, perhaps, but who-is kind.
Minerva, naked from above,
With Venus, and the wife of Jove,
Exposing ev'ry beauty bare,
Descended to the Trojan heir ;
Yet this was she whom poets name
Goddess of Chastity and Fame. *
Penelope, her lord away,
Gave am’rous audiences all day ;
Now round the bowl the suitors sit,
With wine, provoking mirth and wit,
Then down they take the stubborn bow,
Their strength, it seems, she needs must know,

' | Thus twenty chearful winters past,

She ’s yet immortaliz'd for chaste,
Smile Myra, then, reward my flame,

And be as much secure of fame ;

By all those matchless beautfes fir'd,

By my own matchless love ingpic'd ;

So will I sing, such wonders write,

That when th’ astonish’d world shall cite

A nymph of spotless worth and fame,

Myra shall be th’ immortal name.

]

SONG TQ MY RA.

Forsaxzn of my kindly stars,
Within this melancholy grove

I waste my days and nights in tears,
A victim to i Love.

The happy still antimely end,
Death flies from grief, or why should I

So many hours in sorrow spend,
Wishing, alas | in vain to die ?

Ye powers, take pity of my pain,
This, ‘only this is my desire ;

Ah! take from Myra her disdain,
O let me with this sigh expire,
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0
"MYRA.

L
Waex wilt thou break, my stubborn heart ?
O Death ! how slow to take my part !
Whatever I pursue, denies, )
Death, Death itself, like Myra, fties.

IL
Love and Despair, like twins, possest
At the same fatal birth my breast ;

No hope could be, her scorn was all
That to my destin'd lot could fall.

L.
I thought, alas ! that Love could dwell
But in warm climes, where no snow fell ;
Like plants, that kindly heat require,
To be maintain’d by constant fire :

1v.
That without hope, *twou'd die as soon,
A little hope—but I have none :
On air the poor Camelions thrive,
Deny'd e’en that, my love can live,
V.
As toughest trees in storms ave bred,
And grow in spite of winds, and g
The more the tempest tears and shakes
My love, the deeper root it takes.
VI

Despair, that aconite does prove,

And certain death, to others’ love;
That poison, never yet withstood,
Does nourish mine, and turns to food.

VII.

O! for what crime is my torn heart
Condemn'd to suffer deathless smart ?

- Like sad Prometheus, thus to lie

In endless pain, and never die.
—————

PHYLLIS DRINKING.

L
Wane Phyllis is drinking, love and wine in ali-
ance,
With forces united, bid resistless defiance,
By the touch of her lips the wine sparkles higher,
her eyes, by her drinking, redouble their fire.

I

Her chleeks; glow the brighter, recruiting their
colour,
As flowers by ’sprinlding revive with fresh odour
Each dart dipt in. wine gives a wound beyond

curing,
And the liquor, like oil, makes the flame more
enduring.
uL. .

Then Phyllis, begin, let our raptures abound,
And a kiss, and a glass, be still going rownd, !
Relieving each other, our pleasures are lasting,
4And we never are cloy’d, yet are ever a tasting,

B,

TO
MYRA.

L
Prerar’d to rail, resolv'd to part,
When 1 approach’d the perjur'd ‘hir,
What is it awes my timorous heart ?
Why does my tongue forbear ?

1L
With the least glance, a little kind,
Such wond’rous pow’r have Myra's charms,
She calms my doubts, enslaves my mind,
And all my rage disarms.

111
Forgetful of her broken vows,
When gazing on that form divine,
Her injur'd vassal trembling bows,
Nor dares her slave repine.

THE ENCHANTMENT.
&‘ IN IMITATION OF THEQCRITUS.

1X, mix the philters, quick—she flies, she flies,
Deaf to my call, regardless of my cries.

Are vows 50 vain? could oaths so feeble prove ?
Ah! with what ease she breaks those chains of Love !
Whom Love with all his force had bound in vain,
Let charms compel, and magic rites regain.

Begin, begin, the mystic spells prepare,

Bring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer.
Queen of the night, bright empress of the stars,
The friend of Love, assist a lover's cares ;

And thou, infernal Hecate, be nigh,

At whose approach fierce wolves affrighted fly :

Dark tombs disclose their dead, and hollow cries-

Echo from under ground—Arise, arise.
Begin, begin, the mystic spells prepare,
Bring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer.

As, crackling in the fire, this laurel lies,

So, struggling in love’s flame, her lover dics ;

It bursts, and in a blaze of light expires,

So may she burn, but with more lasting fires.
Begin, begin, the mystic spells prepare,
Bring Myra back, my perjur’d wanderer.

As the wax melts, which to the flame I hold,

So may she melt, and never more grow cold.

Tough ir'n wil yield, and stubborn marble run,

And hardest hearts by love are melted down.
Begin, begin, the mystic spells prepare,
Bring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer. .

As with impetuous motion whirling round,

This magic wheel still moves, yet keeps its ground,

Ever returning, so may she come back,

And never more the appointed round forsake.

Begin, begin, the mystic spells prepare,

Bring Myra back, my perjur’d wanderer.
Diana. hail! all hail ! most welcome thou,

To whom th’ infernal king and judges bow ;

O thou, whose heart the power of Hell disarms,
Upon a faithless woman try thy charms.

Hark ! the dogs howl, she comes, the goddess comes,
Sound the loud trump, and beat our brazen drums.

Begin, begin, the mystic speils prepare,

Bring Myra back, my pesjur’d waaderer.

How calm ’s the sky ! how undisturb’d the deep !.
Nature is husht, the very temprsts eloep ;
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The drowsy winds breathe gently thro’ the trees,
And silent on the beach, repose the seas : :
Love only wakes ; the storm that tears my breast
For ever rages, and distracts my rest :

O Love! relentless Love ! t accurst,

In deserts bred, by cruel ti :s“r;un’d!

Begin, begin, the mystic prepare,

Briug Myra beck, my pérjur’d wanderer.

This ribbon, thet once bound-her lovely waist,

O that my arms might gird her there as fast !

Smiling she gave it, and I priz’d it more

Than the rich zoue the Idalian ess wore :

This ribbon, this lovd relict of the fair,

So kist, and so preserv’d—thus—thus | tear. .

O Love! why dost thou thus delight to rend

My soul with pain? Ah! why torment thy friend ?
Begin, begin, the mystic spells prepare,

Bring Myra back, my perjur’d wanderer.
Thrice bave I sacrific’d, and, prostrate, thrice
Ador'd : assist, ye powers, the sacrifice.
Whee'er he is whom now the fair beguiles
With guilty glances, and with perjur’d smiles,
Malignant vapours blast his impious head,

Ye lightnings scorch him, thunder strike him dead ;

Horror of conscience all his slumbers break,

Distract his rest, as love keeps me awake ;

If married, may his wife an Helen be,

And curs’d, and scom'd, like M“e.ndam,be.
Begin, begin, the mystic prepare,

Bring Myra back, my pe:JP\:r'd wanderer.

drops, thrice on the threshold pour,

And bathe, with this enchanged juice, ber door,

That door where no admittance now is found,

But where my soul is ever hovering round.

Haste, and obey ; and binding be the spell :

Here ends my charm; O Love! succeed it well:
By force of magic, stop the ﬂging t:ir’

Bring Myra back, my perjur’d wanderer.
Thou'rt now alone, and painful is restraint,

Ease thy prest heart, and give thy sorrows vent :

Whence sprang, and how began these griefs, declare ;

How much thy love, how cruel thy despair.

Ye Moon and Stars, by whoee auspicious light

1 baunt these groves, and waste the tedious night !
Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart,
Its killing anguish, and its secret smart.

Too late for hope, for my repose too soon

I saw, and lov’d : Her heart engag’d, was gone ;

A happier man possess’d whom [ adore ;

0! I should ne’er have seen, or seen before.
Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart,
Its killmg anguish, and its secret smart.

What shall 1 do? Shlllinﬁlm:’ur,

Destroy myself, or kill the ravigher ?

Die, wretched lover, die; but O! beware,

Hurt not the man who is belov'd by her ;

Wait for a better hour, and. trust thy Fate,

Thou seek’st her love, beget not then her hate.
Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart,
Its killing anguish, and its secret smart.

My life consuming with eternal grief,

From herbs, and spells, I seck a vain relief ;

To every wise magician I repair

In vain, for still 1 love, and 1 despair. '

Circe, Medea, and the Sybils’ books,

Contain not half th’ enchantment of her looks.
Tell, for yoa know the burthen of my heart,

.- Jts killing anguish, and its eecret smart.

25

As melted gold preserves its weight the same,
So burnt my love, nor wasted in the fame.
And now, unable to support the strife,
A glimmering hope recalls departing life :
My rival dying, I no longer grieve,
Since I may ask, and she with honour give,
Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart,
Its killing anguish, and its secret smart.
Witness, ye Hours, with what unwearied care,
From place to place I still pursu'd the fair;
Nor was occasion to reveal my flame,
Slow to'my succour, for it kindly came,
It came, it came, that moment of delight,
O gods! and how I trembled at the sight !
Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart, -
Its killing anguish, and its secret smart. .
Dismay’d, and motionless, confus'd, amaz’d,
Trembling I stood, and terrify'd I gaz’d;
My faultering tongue in vain for utterance try'd,
Faint was my voice, my thoughts abortive dy’d,
Or in weak sounds, and broken accents came,
Imperfect, as discourses in a dream.
Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart,
Its killing anguish, and its secret smart.
Soon she divin’d what this confusion meant,
And guess’d with ease the cause bf my complaint.
My tongue emboldening as her looks were mild,
At length [ told my griefs—and still she smil’d.
O Syren! Syren! fair deluder, say
Why would you tempt to ‘trust, and then betray 2
So faithless now, why gave you hopes before ?
Alas ! you should have been less kind, or more.
Tell, for you know the burthen of my heatt,
Its killing anguish, and its secret smart.
Secure of innocence, I seek to know
From whence this change, and my misfortunes grow,
Rumour is loud, and every voice proclaims
Her violated faith, and conscious flames ;
Can this be true ? Ah ! flattering mischief speak;
Could you make vows, and in a moment break ?
And can the space so very narrow be
Betwixt a woman’s cath, and perjury ?
O Jealousy ! all other ills at first
My love essay’d, but thou art sure the worst.
Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart,
Its killing anguish, and its secret smart.
Ungrateful Myra! urge me thus no more,
Nor think me tame, that once so long I bore;
If passion, dire revenge, or black despair,
Should once prevail beyond what man can bear,
Who knows what I—? Ah ! feeble rage, and vain!
With how secure a brow she mocks my pain :
Thy heart, fond lover, does thy threats belie,
Canst thou hurt her, for whom thou yet wouldst die?
Nor durst she thus thy just reseptment brave,
But that she kngws how much thy soul’s her slave.
But see ! Aurora, rising with the Sun,
Dissolves my charm, and frees th’ enchanted Moon ;
My spells no longer bind at sight of day,
And young Endymion calls his love away :
Love ’s the reward of all, on Earth, in Heaven,
And for a plague to me alone was given :
Baut ills not to be shunn’d, we must endure,
Death, and a broken heart ’s a ready cure,
Cynthia, farewell, go rest thy wearied light,
I must for ever wake—We’ll meet again at night.



THE VISION.

Ix lenely walks, distracted by despait,

Shupning mankind, and torn with killing care,

My cyes o'erflowing, and my frantic mind -
Rack’d with wild thoughts, swelling with sighs the-

wind ;
Through paths untrodden, day and night I rove,
Mourning the fate of my successless love.
Who most desire to live, untimely fall,
Bat when we beg to die, Death flies our call ;
Adonis dies, and torn is the lov'd breast
In midst of joy, where Venus wont to rest ;
That fate, which cruel seem’d to him, would be
Pity, relief, and happiness to me.
‘When will my sorrows end ? in vain, in vain
1 call to Heaven, and tell the gods my pain ;
The gods, averse, like Nyra, to my prayer,
Consent to doom, whom she denies to spare.
Why do I seck for foreign aids, when I
Bear ready by my side the power to die ?
Be keen, my sword, and serve thy master well,
Heal wounds with wounds, and love with death

repel.
Straight \f: 1 rose, and to my aking breast,
My bosom bare, the ready point I prest ;
When lo ! astonish’d, an unusual light
Pierc’d the thick shade, and all around grew bright
.My dazzled eyes a radiant form behold,
Splendid with light, like beams of burning gold ;
Eternal rays his shining temples grace ;
Eternal youth sat blooming on his face.
Trembling I listen, prostrate on the ground,
‘His breath perfumes the grove, and music’s in the
sound 1.
« Cease, lover, cease, thy tender heart to vex,
In fruitless plaints of an ungrateful sex.
In Fate’s eternal volumes it is writ,
That women ever shall be foes to wit.
With proper arts their sickly minds command,
And please ’em with the things they understand ;
‘With noisy fopperies their hearts assail,
Renounce all sense ; how should thy songs prevail,
‘When 1, the god of wit, so oft could fail ?
Remember me, and in my story find
How vainly merit pleads to womankind :
1, by whom all things shine, who tune the spheres,
Create the day, and gild the night with stars ;
‘Whose youth and beauty, from all ages past,
Sprang with the world, and with the world shall last.
How oft with fruitless tears have 1 implor’d
Ungrateful nymphs, and though a god, ador'd ?
When could my wit, my beauty, or my youth,
Morve a hard heart ? or, mov’d, secure its truth?
« Here a proud nymph,with painful steps I chase,
The winds out-flying in our nimble race ;
Stay, Daphue, stay.—In vain, in vain I try
To stop her speed, redoubling at my cry,
O'er craggy rocks, and rugged hills she climbs,
And tears on pointed flints her tender limbs :
*Till caught at length, just ds my arms I fold,
Turn'd to a tree she yet escapes my hold.
¢ In my next love, a difi*rent fate I find,
Ah! which is worse, the false, or the unkind ?

1 Apollo.
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Forgetting Daphue, I Coronis 2 choee, .

A kinder nymph—too kind for my repose 3

The joys I give, but more provoke her breast,
She keeps a private drudge to quench the rest ;
How, and with whom, the very birds proclaim
Her black pollution, and reveal my shame.
Hard lot of beauty ! fatally bestow'd,

Or given to the false, or to the proud ;

By different ways they bring umml pain,
The false betray us, and the p: disdain.
Scorn'd and abus’d, from mortal loves I fly,

To seek more truth in my own native sky. °
Venus, the fairest of immortal loves,

Bright as my beams, and gentle as her doves,
With glowing eyes, confessing warm desires,
She summons Heaven and Earth to quench her fires,
Me she excludes ; and I in vain adore,

Who neither god nor man refus'd before;
Vulcan, the very monster of the skies,

Vulcan she takes, the god of wit denies.

“ Then cease to murmur at thy Myra's pride,

Whimsy, not Reason, is the female guide :

The fate, of which their master does complain,

Is of bad omen to th’ inspired train. |
‘What vows have fail'd? Hark how Cetullus mourns, ‘
How Ovid weeps, and slighted Gallus burns ;

In melting strains see gentle Waller bleed,

Unmov'd she heard, what none unmov'd tan resd. |
And thou, who oft with such ambitious choice,

Hast rais’d to Myra thy aspiring voice, .
What profit thy neglected zeal repays

Ah what return ? Ungrateful to thy praise ?

¢ Change, change thy style, with mortal rage re-
Unjust disdain, and pride oppose to scorn;  {tum
Search all the secrets of the fair and young,

And then proclaim, soon shall they bribe thy tongue.;
The sharp detractor with success assails,

Sure to be gentle to the man that rails ;

Women, like cowards, tame to the severe,

Are only fierce when they discover fear.” -

Thus spake the god ; and upward mounts in air,
In just resentment of his past despair.

Provok’d to vengeance, to my aid I cal

The Furies round, and dip my pen in galt :
Not one shall ‘scape of all the cozening sex,
Vex’d shall they be, who so delight to vex.

In vain 1 try, in vain to vengeance move

My gentle Muse, 80 us'd to tender love ; -
Such magic rules my heart, whate’er 1 write
Turns all to soft complaint, and amoroos flight.
~ Begone, fond thoughts, begone, be bold,” said I,
¢« Satire ’s thy theme”—In vain agsin I try,
So charming Myra to each sense appears,

My soul adores, my rage dissolves in tears.

So the gall’d lion, smarting with his wound,
Threatens his foes, and makes the forest soand,
With his strong teeth-he bites the bloody dart,
And tears his side with more provoking smart,
Till, having spent his voice in fruitless crics,

He lays him down, breaks his proud heart, and dies.

ADIEU: L'’ AMOUR.
Hexre end my chains, and thraldom cease,
If not in joy, I'll live at least in peace ;

% A nymph beloved by Apollo, but at the same
time had a private intrigue with one Ischis, whieh

was discovered by a crow,



'LOVE..

Since for the pleasures of an hour,
We must endure an age of pain,

- Pl be this abject thing no more,
Love, give me back my heart again.
Despair tormented first my breast,
Now Falsehood, a more cruel guest ;
O! for the peace of humankind, -

Make women longer true, or sooner kind ;
‘With justice, or with mercy reign,

O Love! or give me back my heart again.

]

LOVE.

Tolove,istobodoom’don&rthtofeel
What after death the tortur'd meet in Hell ;
The vulture dipping in Prometheus’ side

His bloody beak, with his torn liver dy'd,

Is Love. The stone that labours up the hill,
Mocking the labourer’s toil returning still, ot
Is Love. Those streams where Tantalys is curst
To sit, and never drink, with endless thirst :

But poison’d sweets, a troubled feast,

And pleasures like the winds, that in a moment pass ?
/Thy thoughts to nobler meditations give, .
:éndmdyhowtodie,nothowtolim

* R | &

How frail is beauty ? Ah! how vain,
And how short-liv'd those glories are,

That vex our nights and days with pain,
And break our hearts with care !

In dust we no distinction see,

Such Helen is, such, Myra, thou must be,
111
How short is life ? why will vairi courtiers toil,

With afl his guards and his dominions, he
Must sicken too, and die as well as we,

1v.
Those boasted names of and kings
Are swallow’d and become forgotten things :
One destin’d peviod men in common have,
'l\egmt,thebue,theeand,lndthebnve,
Al food alike for worms, companions in the grave.
The prince and parasite together lie,
No Fortane can exalt, but Death will climb as high.

ESSAY
UPON UNNATURAL FLIGHTS IN POETRY.
some image of a charming face

As vhen
lnlivingpam,anm.intﬁenomoe,

- ESSAY.
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He carefully coneults each beauteous line,
Adjusting to his object, his design,
We praise the piece, and give the painter fame,
But as the just resemblance speaks the dame.
Poets. are limuers of another kind,
To copy out ideas in' the mind ;
Words are the paint by which their thoughts are
And Nature sits, the object to be drawn ; [shown,
The written picture we applaud, or blame,
But as the due proportions are the same,
Who driven with ungovernable fire,
Or void of art, beyond these bounds aspire,
Gigantic forms, and monstrous births alone
Produce, which Nature, shock’d, disdains to.own.
By true reflexion I would see my face,
Why brings the fool a magnifying glass ?
(a) ** But Poetry in fiction takes delight,
And mounting in bold figures out of sight,
Leaves Truth behind, in her audacious flights
Fables and metaphors, that always lie,
And rash hyperboles that soar so high,
And every ornament of verse must die.”
Mimkcmenot:noﬂgmuluclude, '
And but forbid intemperance, not food.
‘Who would with care some happy fiction frame,
So mimicks Truth, it looks the very same ;
Not rais'd to force, or feign'd in Nature’s scorn, -
But meant to grace, illustrate, and adorn.
Important truths still let your fables hold,
And moral mysteries with art unfold.

'Ladies and beaux to please, is ail the task,

But the sharp critic will instruction ask.

(%) As veils transparent'cover, but not hide,
Such metaphors appear when right apply’d ;-
When thro’ the phrase we plainly see the sense,
Truth, where the meaning’s obvious, will dispense ;
The reader what in reason ’s due, believes,

No; j.n we call that false, which not deceives.
¢) Hyperboles, s0 daring and so bold,

Disdaining bounds, are yet by rules control’d

Above the clouds, but still within our sight,

They mount with Truth, and make a tow’ring flight,

Presenting things impossible to view,

They wander thro’ incredible to true :

Falsehoods thus mix’d, like metals are refin’d,

An';l‘h truth, like silver, leaves the dross behind.

us Poetry has ample space to soar,

Nor needs forbidden regions to explore :

Such vaunts as his, who can with patience read,

Who thus describes his hero slain and dead :

(d) “ Kill’'d as he was 1, insensible of death,

He still fights on, and scorns to yield his breath.”

The 'noisy calverin, o’ercharg’d, lets fly,
And unaiming in the rended sky :
Such frantic flights are like a madman’s dream,
And Nature suffers in the wild extreme.

The captive Canibal weigh’d down with chains,

Yet braves his foes, reviles, provokes, disdains,

Of nature fierce, untameable, and proud,

He grins defiance at the gaping crowd,

And spent at last, and speechless as he lies,

With looks still threatning, mocks their rage and
This is the utmost stretch that Nature can, [dies:
And all beyond is fulsome, false, and vain.

Beauty’s the theme ; some nymph divinely fair
Excites the Muse : let truth be gven there :

As peinters flatter, so may poets too,
But to resemblance must be ever truye.

1 Ariosto,




(¢) ¢ The ! day that she was born, the Cyprian
n

quee

Had like t’have dy’d thro' envy and thro'spleen;

‘The Graces in a hurry left the skies

To have the honour to attend her eyes ;

And Love, despairing in her heart a place,

Would needs take up his lodging in her face.”
Tho’ wrote by great Comeille, such lines as these,
Such civil nonsense sure could never please.
Waller, the begt of all th’ inspir’d train,

To melt the fair, instructs the dying swain.

(/) The Roman wit ?, who impiously divides
His hero and his godh to difirent sides,

1 would condemn, but that, in spite of sense,
Th’ admiring world still stands in his defence.
How oft, alag! the best of men in vain
Contend for blessings which the worst obtain ¢
‘The gods, permitting traitors to succeed,
Become not parties in an impious deed :

And by the tyrant's murder, we may find
That Cato and the gods were of a mind.

Thus forcing truth with such prepost’rous praise,
Our characters we lessen; when we'd raise :

Like castles built by magic art in air,
‘That vanish at approach, such thoughts appear;
But rais'd on truth, by some judicious hand,
As on a rock they shall for ages stand.

(&) Our King 3 return’d, and banish'd peace re-
‘The Muse ran mad to see her exil’d Jord; ([stor'd,
On the crack’d stage the bedlam heroes roar'd,
And sarce could speak one reasonable word;
Dryden himseif, to please a frantic age,

‘Was forc'd to let his judgment stoop to rage, -
To a wild audience he conform’d his vaice,
Comply’d to custom, but not err’d by choice:
Deem then the people’s, not the writer's sin,
Almansor’s rage, and rants of Maximin ;

That fury spent in each elaborate piece,

He vies for fame with ancient Rome and Greece.

First Mulgrave ¢ rose, Roscommon next, like

t,
To clear our darkness, and to guide our flight ;
With steady judgment, and in lofty sounds,
They gave us patterns, and they set us bounds ;
The Stagirite and Horace laid aside,
Inform’d by them, we need no foreign guide :
‘Who seek from poetry a lasting name,
May in their lessons learn the road to fame :
But let the bold adventurer be sure
That every line the test of truth endure ;
On this foundation may the fabric rise,
Firm and unghaken, till it touch the skics.

From pulpits banish’d, from the court, from love,
Forsaken Truth seeks she'l‘t;; in the f.g‘mve;
Cherish, ye Muses ! the ected fair,

And takeyinto your train th* abandon’d wanderer.

—

EXPLANATORY ANNOTATIONS
ON TRR
FOREGOING POEM,
fa) Taz poetic world is nothing but fiction ; Par-
nassus, Pegasus, and the Muses, pure imagination
1 Comeille.  2Lucan. 3 Kimg Charles IL

4 Earl of Mulgrave’s Essay upen Poetry; and
Lord Roscommon’s upon translated Verse.
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and chimra: but being however a systems univer-
sally agreed on, all that has or may be costoived or

invented upon this acoording e nature,
shall be as truth; but whateoeves shall
diminish from, or exceed the just 3 of

nature, shall be rejected as false, and pass for ex-
travagance ; as dwarfs and giants, for monsters.

(b) When Homsr, mentioning Achilles, termes
him a lion, this is a metaphor, and the meaning is
obvious and true, though the literal sense be false,
the poet intending thereby to give his reader some
idea of the strength and fortitnde of his hero. Had
he said, that wolf, or that bear, this had been false,
by presenting an image not conformable to the na-
ture and character of a hero, &c.

(c) Hyperboles are of diverse sorts, and the
manner of introducing them is different : some are
as it were naturalized aud established by a custo-
mary way of expression ; as when we say, sucha
one is us swift as the wind, whiter than snow, or the
like. Homer, speaking of Nercus, calls him beauty
itself. Martial, of Zoilus, lewdness itself. Such
hyperboles lie indeed, but deceive us not; and
therefore Seneca terms them lies that readity con-
duct our imagination to truths, and have an intel-
ligible signification, though the expression be
strained beyond credibility. Custom has likewise
familarised another way for hyperboles, for exam-
ple, by irony ; as when we say of some infamous
woman, she’s a civil person, -where the meaning is
to be taken quite opposite to the latter. These few
figures are mentioned only for example sake; it
will be understeod that all others are to be used
with the like care and discretion.

(d) 1 needed not to have travelled so far for an
extravagant flight; I remember one of British
growth of the like nature :

See those dead bodies hence convey’d with care,
Life may perhaps return—with change of air.

But I clicose rather to correct gently, by foreiga

.| examples, hoping that such as are conscious of the

like excesses will take the hint, and secretly reprove
themsclves. It may be ible for some tempers
to maintain rage and indignation to the last gasp;
but the soul and body once parted, there must ne-
cessarily be a determination of action.

Qoudcunque ostendis mihi sic incredulus’ odi.

1 cannot forbear quotmg on this occasion, as an

example for the present purpose, two noble lines of

Jasper Main’s, in the collection of the Oxford Verses
printed in the year 1643, upon the death of my
grandfather, sir Bevil Granville, slain in the heat of
action at the battle of Lansdowne. The poet, after
having described the fight, the soldiers animated by
the example of their leader, and enraged at he
death thus concludes :

Thus he being slain, his action fought anew,
And the dead conquer'd, whilst the living slew.
This inlgrv.aple to truth, and within the
of nature:: it is thus only that the dead can act.
(e] le )Ol!'l; :;lu’ellc ndquit, Venus bien qu’immor-
€,
Pensa mourir de honte, en 1a voyant si belle,
Les Graces a Penvi descendirent des c'i.enx ’
Pour avoir ’honeur d’accompaguer ses yeux,



ANNOTATIONS.

B PAmour, qui ne pt etrer dans son courage,

Voulut obstinément loger sur son visage.
This is a lover’s desoription of his wistress, by: the
great Corneille ; civil, to be sure, and polite as any
thing can be. Let any body turn qver Waller, and
he will see how much more naturally and delicately
the Pnglish author treats the erticle of love, than
this celebrated Frenchman. I would not; however,
be thought by any derogatory quotation to take
from the merit of a writer, whose reputation is so
universally and so justly established in ajl nations;
but as I said before, I rather choose, where any
failings ar: to be found, to correct my own ceuntry-
men by foreign examples, than to provoke them by
instances drawn from their own writings. Humanum
esterrare. 1 cannot forbear one quotation more
from another celebrated meo l;lut.h(_)r.l lktl is ax:'

Ngram u| a monument for Francis I. king o
;“:anoe, byp?ay of question and answer, which in
English is verbatim thus:

Under this marble, who lies buried here ?

Prancis the Great, a king beyond cothpare.

Why has so great a king so small a stone ?

Of that great king here’s but the heart alone.

Then of this conqueror here lies bat part ?

No—here he lies ali—for he was all Aeart.
The author yas a Gascon, to whom I can properly
sppose nobody so well as a Welchman, for which
purpose I am farther furnished from the foremen-
tioned collection of Oxford Verses, with an epigram
by Martin Lluellin upon the same subject, which I
remember to have heard often repeated to me when
{ was a boy. Besides, from whence can we draw
better examples than from the very seat and nursery
of the Muses ?

Thus slain, thy valiant ancestor ! did lie,

When his one bark a navy did defy ;

When now encompass’d round, he victor stood,

And bath’d his pinnace in his conquering blood,

Till, all the purple current dry’d and speat,

- He fell, and made the waves his monumnent.
Where shall the next fam’d Granville’s ashes
’ ?

stand ?
Thy grandsire’s fills the sea, and thine the land

1 cannot say the two last lines, in which consists the
sting or point of the epigram, are strictly conform-
able to the rule herein sct ::1;“ : .t;huc word axl:ral;
metaphorically, can signif; ing but fame ; whic

is mere sound? and cg:lx i%l no space either of land
or sea: the Welchman, however, must be allored
to have out-done the Gascon. The fallacy of the
Prench epigram appears at first sight; but the
English strikes the fancy, suspends and dazzles the
j and may perhaps be allowed to pass
under the shelter of those daring hyperboles, which,
by presenting an obvious meaning, make their way,
according to Seneca, through the incredible to true.

(f) Vietrix causa Deis placuit, sed victa Catoni.
The consent of somany ages having eutl:b\ished the
reputation of this line, it may perhaps be presump-
tion to attack it ; but it is not to be supposed that

1Sir Richard Granville, vice-admiral of Eng-
land, in the reign of queen Elizabeth, rmintsined
a fight with his single ship aguinst the whole Ar-
mada of Spain, consistipg of fifty-three of their best
men of war, )
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Cato, who is described to have been a man of rigid
morals and strict devotion, more resembling the
gods than men, would have chosen any party in
oppasition to those gods, whom he professed to
adore. The poet would give us to understand, that
his hero was too righteous a person to accompany
the divinities themselyes in an unjust cause ; but to
represent a mortal man to be either wiser or juster
than the Deity, may show the impiety of the writer,
but add nothing to the merit of the hero; neither

son nor religion will allow it, and it is impos-
sibic for a corrupt being to be more excellent than
a divine : success implies permission, and not ap-
probation ; to place the gods always on the thriv-
ing side, is to make them partakers of all successful
wickedness : to judge right, we must wait for the
conclusion of the action; the catastrophe will best
decide on which side is Providence, and the violent
death of Ceesar acquits the gods from being com-
panions of his usurpation.

Lucan was a determined republican; no wonder
he was a free-thinker.

(g) Mr. Dryden, in one of his prologues, has
these twe lines :

He’s bound to please, not to write well, and knows
There is a mode in plays, as well as clothes,

From whence it is plain where he has him-
self to the critics; he was forced to follow the
fashion to humour an audience, and not to please
himself. A hard sacrifice to make for present subsist-~
ence, especially for such aswould have their writings
{ive as well as themselves. Nor can the whose
labours are his daily bread, be delivered from this
cruel necessity, unless some more certain encourage-
ment can beprovided than the bare uncertain profits
of a third day, and the theatre be put under some
more impartial management than the jurisdiction
of players. Who write to live, must unavoidably
comply with their taste by whose approbation they
subsist ; some generous prince, or prime minister
like Richlicu, can only find a remedy. In his
Epistle Dedicatory to the Spanish Friar, this in-
comparable poet thus censures himself': ’

‘¢ 1 remember some verses of my own, Maximin
and Almanzor, which cry vengeance upon me for
their extravagance, &c. All 1 can say for those.
passages, which are I hope not many, is, that I
knew they were bad enough to please, even when I
wrote them ; but I repent of them among my sins:
and if any of their fellows intrude by chance into
my present writings, I draw a stroke over these
Dalilahs of the theatre, and am resolved I will
settle myself no reputation by the applause of
fools: 'tis not that I am mortified to all awbition,
but I scorn as much to take it from half-witted
judges, as I should to raise an estate by cheating
of bubbles: neither do I discommend the lofty
style in tragedy, which is pompous and magnifi-
cent ; but nothing is truly sublime, that is not just
and proper.”

This may stand as an unanswernble apology for
Mr. Dryden, against his critics; and likewise for
an unquestionable authority to confirm those prin-
ciples which the foregoing poem pretends to lay
down, for nothing can be just and properbut what
is built upon truth.
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EPIGRAMS AND CHARACTERS, &c.

INSCRIPTION FOR A FIGURE REPRESENTING THE
GOD OF LOVE.

Wior’zr thon art, thy lord and master see, |,
Thou wast my slave, thou art, or thou shalt be.

DEFINITION OF LOVE. /

Love is begot by Fancy; bred
By Ignorance, by Expectation fed,
Destroy’d by Knowledge, and, at best,
Lost in the moment ’tis posscss'd.

' WOMEN.

‘Women to cards may be compar’d ; we play
A round or two, when us’d we throw away,

Take a fresh pack ; nor is it worth our grieving,

‘Who cuts or shuffies with our dirty leaving.

THE RELIEF.

Of two reliefs to ease a love-sick miqd,
Flavia prescribes despair ; I urge, be kind :
Flavia, be kind, the remedy ’s as sure,
>Tis the most pleasant, and the quickest cure.

SENT TO CLARINDA WITH A NOVEL, ENTITLED,
LES MALEEURS DE L’AMOUR.

Haste to Clarinda, and reveal
‘Whatever pains poor lovers feel ;
‘When that is dooe, then tell the fair
‘That 1 endure much more for her :
‘Who'd truly know Love’s power or smart,
Must view her eyes, and read my heart.

WRITTEN IN BER PRAYVER-BOOK,

In vain, Clarinda, night and day
For pity to the gods you pray ; !
‘What on Heav'n to call )
For that which you deny to all !

80NG TO THE SAME.

)
In vain a thousand slaves have try’'d
To overcome Clarinda’s pride :
Pity pleading,
Love persuading,
‘When her icy heart is thaw’d,
Honour chides, and straight she’s aw'd,
Foolish creature,
Follow Nature,
Waste not thus your prime ;
Youth ’s a treasure,
Love 's a pleasure,
Both destroy’d by. Time.

ON THR SAME.

Clarinda, with a haughty grace,

In scornful postures sets her face,
And looks as she were born alone

- To give us love, and take from none.
Tho’ 1 adore to that degree,
Clarinda, I would die for thee,
If you’re too proud to ease my pain,
1 am too proud for your disdain.

HER NAME.

Guess, and I'll frankly own her name
Whose eyes have kindled such a flame ;
The Spattan or the Cyprian queen
Had ne’er been sung, had she been seen.
Who set the very gods at war,

Were but faint images of her.

Believe nre, for by Heav’ns ’tis true !

The Sum in all his ample view

Sees nothing half so fair or bright,

Not even his own reflected light.

So sweet a face ! such mien !

Who can this be ?—'Tis Howaro—or BaLLzaDax.

CLEORA.

Cvrona has her wish, she weds a peer,
Her weighty train two pages scarce can bear 3
Persia, and both the Indies must provide,
Tomceherpomp,andyuﬁfyherpﬁde;
Of rich brocade a shining robe she wears,
And gems surround her lovely neck, like stars ;
Drawn by six greys, of the proud Belgian kind,
With a long train of livery beaux behind,
Shechanmt.hepuk,andsemallhumonﬁm,
The lady’s envy, and the men’s desire.
Beholding thus, *“ O happy as a queen !”
Wecry; butshiﬁthegmdyﬁltta'ingacm;
View her at home, in her domestic light ;
For thither she must come, at least at night :
What has she there ? A surly ill-bred lord,
Who chides, and snaps her up at every word ;
A brutal sot, who while she holds his head,
With drunken filth bedaubs the nuptial bed ;
Sick to the heart, she breathes the nauseous fame
Ofodiousltums,thatpoimallﬂ\em;
Weeping all night the trembling ereature lies,
And counts the tedious hours when she may nise :
Butmootshcfeun,lenvakingshe:hmldﬁnd,
Tonnkeamelen:s,chemwmﬂdbeldnd;
Those match beauties, worthy of a god, *
Must bear, tho’ much averse, the loathsome Yoad :
What then may be the chance that next ensues ?
Some vile disease, fresh reeking from the stews ;
The secret venom circling in her veins,
Works thro’ her skin, and burstsin bloating stains ;
Her checks their freshness lose, and wonted grace,
And an unusual paleness spreads her face ;
Her eyes grow dim, and her corrupted breath
Tainting her gums, infects her iv'ry teeth !
Of sharp nocturnal anguish she complains,
And, guiltless of the cause, relates her pains.
The conscious husband, whom like symptoms seize,
Charges on her the guilt of their disease ;
Affecting fury acts a madman’s part,
He'll rip the fatal secret from her heart ;
Bids her confess, calls her ten thousand names ;
In vain nh: Imeelsl i she weeps, protests, exclaims s
Scarce with her ife she "scapes, expos'd to shame,
In body tortar’d, murder'd in her fame ;
Rots with a vile adulteress’s name.
Abandon’d by her friends, without defence,
And happy only in her innocence.

Such is the vengeance the just rovide.
For those who b-tterlibutyforprg:?p
Who impiously invoke the powers above
To witness to false vows of mutual love,
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‘Thwasands of poor Cleoras may be found,

Sach husbands, and such wretched wives abound..
Ye guardian powers! the arbiters of bliss,

Preserve Clarinda from a fate like this ;

You form’d her fair, not any grace deny’d,

But gave, alas! a spark too much of pride.

Reform that failing, and protect her still ;

O sawve her from the curse of choosing ill !

Deem it not envy, or a jealous care,

‘That moves these wishes, or provokes this prayer;

Though worse than death [ dread to see thosé charms

Alhuadmmhp?ierml’llmu,

Tormenting thuught ! yet could I bear that pain,

Or any ill, but bearing her complain ;

Intent on her, my love forgets his own,

Nor frames one wish, but for her sake alone ;

‘Whome’er the gods have destin’d to prefer,

‘They cennot make me wretched, blessing ber.

O————

CLOE.
InepaTizNr with desire, at last
. 1 wventur’d to lay forms aside ;

>T'was 1 was modest, not she chaste,

Cloe, 30 gently press’d, comply’d.
With idle awe, an amorous fool,

1 gaz’d upon her eyes with fear;
Say, Love, bow came your slave so dull,

‘To read no better there? .

‘Thus to ourselves the greatest foes,
Although the nymph be well inclin’d ;
For want of courage to propose,
By oar own folly she ’s unkind.

MRS. CLAVERING },
siNcNG., -

‘Wirzx we behold her angel face ;
Or when she sings with heavenly grace,
In what we hear, or what we see, :
So ravishing ’s the harmooy.
‘The melting soul, in npt.;xre lost,
Knows not which charm enchants it most.

Sounds that made hills arid rocks rejoice,
Amphion’s Tute, the Syrens’ voice,
Wonders with pain receiv'd for true,
At onte find credit, and renew ;
No charms like Clavering’s voice surprize,
Except the magic of her eyes,

]

SONG.

Tux happiest mertals once were we,
1 lov’d Myra, Myra me ;
Each desirous of the blessing,
Nothing wanting but possessing ;
1 lov’d Myra, Myra me,
The happiest mortals once were we,
But since cruel fates dissever,
Torn from love, and torn for ever,

1 Afterwards lady Cowper.

Tortures end me,

Death befriend me ;
Of all pains, the greatest pain,
Is to love, and love in vain.

THE WILD BOAR'S DEFENCE.

A Boar who had enjoy’d a happy reign

For many a year, and fed on mnany a man,

Call’d to account, softening his savage eyes,

Thus suppliant, pleads his cause before he dies.
For what am I condemn’d ? My crime ’s no more

To eat a man, than yours to eat a boar :

We seek not you, but take what chance provides,

Nature, and mere necessity our guides,

You murder us in sport, then dish us up

For drunken feasts, a relish for the cup :

We lengthen not our meals ; but you must feast,

Gorge tll your bellies burst-8-pray who ’s the beast ?

With your humanity you keep a fuss,

But are in truth worse brutes than all of us :

We prey not on our kind, but you, dear brother,

Most beastly of all beasts, devour each other :

Kingsworry kings, neighbour with neighbourstrives,

Fathers and sons, friends, brothers, husbands, wives,

By fraud or force, by poison, sword, or gun,

Destroy each other, every mother’s son.

FOR LIBERALITY.

Tuovcu safe thou think’st thy: treasure lies,
Hidden in chests from human eyes,

A fire may come, and it may be

Bury'd, my friend, as far from thee.

Thy vessel that yon ocean stems,

Loaded with golden dust, and gems,
Purchas’d with so much pains and cost, N
Yet in a tempest may be lost. °
Pimp#, whores, and bawds, a thankless crew,
Priests, pickpockets, and lawyers too,

All help by several ways to drain,

Thanking themselves for what they gain :
The liberal are secure alone,

For what we frankly give, for ever is our own.

CORINNA.

Corivva, in the bloom of youth
Was coy to every lover,
Regardless of the tenderest truth,
No soft complaint could move her.

Mankind was hers, all at her feet

- Lay prostrate and adoring,

The witty, handsome, rich, and great,
In vain alike imploring.

But now grown old, she would repair
Her loss of time, and pleasure ;
With willing eyes, and wanton air,
Inviting every gazer.

But love ’s a summer flower, that dies
With the first weather’s changing,
The lover, like the swallow, flies
From sun to sun, still ranging.
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Myra, let this example move
Your foolish heart to reason ;
Youth is the proper time for love,

And age is virtue’s season.

omm——m———y

CLOE.

Bricur as the day, and, like the morning, fair,
Such Cloe is—and common as the air.

A RECEIPT FOR VAPOURS.

«« Way pines my dear ? To Fulvia his young bride,
Who weeping sat, tias aged Cornus cry’d.

¢ Alas !” said she, *“ such visions break my rest,
The strungest thonghts ! I think I am possest :
My symptoms I have told to men of skill,

And if ] would—they say—I might be well.”

+ ¢ Take their advice,” said he, “ my poor dear
Pl buy at any rate thy precious life.” [wife,
Bluzhing, she would excuse, but all in vain,

A doctor must be fetch’d to ease her pain.

Hard press’d, she yields : from White's, or Will's,
or Tom’s,

No matter which, he ’s summon’d, and he comes.

The careful husband, with a kind embrace

Entreats his care: then bows, and quits the place :

For little ailments oft attend the fair,

Not decent for a husband’s eye, or ear.

Something the dame would say : the ready knight

Prevents her speech—¢ Here’s that shall set you

right,
Madam,” said he—with that, the doors made close,
He gives deliciously the healing dose.
¢ Alag!” she cries: “ ah me! O cruel cure!
Did ever woman yet like me endure ?”
The work perform’d, up rising gay and light,
Old Cornus is call’d in to see the sight ;
A sprightly red vermillion ’s all her face,
And her eyes languish with unusual grace:
With tears of joy fresh gushing from his eyes,
* O wond'rous power of art !”’ old Cornus cries ;
¢ Amazing change ! astouishing success !
Thrice happy 1! What a brave Doctor ’s this !
Maids, wives, and widows, with such whims opprest,
May thus find certain esse.—Probatum cst.”

ON AN ILL-FAVOURED LORD.

Thiat Macro’s looks are good, let no man doubt,
Which I, his friend and servant—thus make out.
In every line of his perfidious face,

The secret malice of his heart we trace ;

So fair the warning, and so plainly writ,

Let none condemn the light that shows a pit.
Cocles, whose face finds credit for his heart,
‘Who can escape so smooth a villain's art ?
Adorn’d with every grace that can persuade,
Seeing we trust, though sure to be betray d ;

His looks arc snares: but Macro’s cry ¢‘ Beware,
Belicve not, though ten thousand oaths he swear ;”
If thou’rt deceiv'd, observing well this rule,

Not Macro is the knave, but thou the fool.

In this one point, he and his looks agree,

As they betray thcir master—so did be.

LANSDOWNE'S POEMS,

CLOE.

Clroe’s the wonder of her sex,
"Tis well her heart is tender,
How might such killing eyes perplex,
With Virtue to defend her ?
But Nature, graciously inclin’d
With liberal hand to please us,
Has to her boundless beauty join'd
A boundless bent to ease us.

ON THE SAME.

Opr injur'd fame, aud mighty wrongs receiv’d,
Cloe complains, and wond'rously ’s aggriev’d =
That free, and lavish of a beauteous face,

The fairest, and the foulest of her race,

She’s mine, or thine, and, strolling up and down,
Sucks in more filth, than any sink in town,

I not deny : This I have said, ’tis true ;

What wrong ! to give 80 bright a symph her due..

]

CORINNA.

So well Corinna likes the joy,
She vows she'll never more be coy,
She drinks eternal draughts of pleasure ;

Eternal draughts do not suffice,

“ 0! give me, give me more,” she eries,
“ *Tis all too little, little measure.”
Thus wisely she makes up for time
Mispent, while youth was in its prime :
So travellers, who waste the day,
Careful and cautious of their way,
Noting at length the setting Sun,
They mend their pace as night comes on,
Double their to reach their inm,
And whip and spur through thick and thin,

CLOE PERFUMING HERSELF.

Barricve me, Cloe, those perfumes that cost

Such sums to sweeten thee, is treasure Jost ;

Not all Arabia would sufficient be,

Thou smell’st not of thy sweets, they stink of thee.

]

BELINDA.

Bazrinoa’s pride ’s an arrant cheat
A foolish artifice to blind ;
Some honest glance, that scorns deeeit,
Does still reveal her native mind.
With look demure, and forc’d disdain,
She idly acts the saint ;
We see through this disguise as plaia,
As we distinguish paint.
So have I seen grave fools design,
With formal looks to pass for wise;
But Nature is a light will shine,
And break through all disguise.



IMPROMPTU . . : : DRINKING SONG. L

IMPROMPTU,

WRITTEN UNDER A PICTURE OF THE COUNTRSS OF
SANDWICH, DRAWN IN MAN’S HABIT.

Wiazs Sandwich in ber sex’s garb we see,

The queen of bearnty then she seems to be ;
Now fair Adonis in this male disguise,

Or little Cupjd with his mother’s eyes,

No style of empire chang’d by this remove,
Who seem’d the goddess, seems the god of love,

TO MY FRIEND
MR. JOHN DRYDEN,

ON HIS SRVERAL EXCELLENT TRANSLATIONS OF THR

ANCICNT POETS.

As flowers, transplanted from a southern sky,
But hardly bear, or in the raising die,
Missing their native sun, at best retain
Bat a faint odour, and survive with pain:
‘Thus ancient wit, in modern numbers taught,
Wanting the warmth with which its author wrote,
Is a dead image, and a senseless draught.
While we transfuse, the nimb.l:‘;;;:!ijrit flies,
Escapes unseen, evaporates, ies.
Who then to copy Roman wit desire,
Mast imitate with Ro:;n force a:l:: five,
In elegance of style, phrase the same,
And in the ing genius, and the flame ;
‘Whence we conclude from thy trauslated song,
So just, so smooth, 50 soft, and yet 8o strong ;
Celestial poet ! soul of harmony !
That every genius was reviv’d in thee.
Thy trumpet sounds, the dead are rais’d to light,
Never to die, and take to Heaven their flight ;
Deck’d in thy verse, as clad with rays they shine,
All glorify d, immortal, and divine,

As Britain in rich soil, abounding wide,
Famnish’d for use, for luxury, and pride,
Yet spreads her wanton sails on every shore
For foreign wealth, insatiate still of more,
To ber own wool the silks of Asia joins,
And to her plenteous harvests, Indian mings:
So Dryden, not contented with the fame
Of his own works, though an immortal name,
To lands remote, sends forth his learned Muse,
The noblest seeds of foreign wit to choose ;
Feasting our sense so many various ways,
Say, is't thy bouuty, or thy thirst of praise ?
That by comparing others, all might see,
Who most excell’d, are yet excell’d by thea,

MORNING HYMN.

T0 THR DUTCHESS OF HAMILTON.

Avaxz, bright Hamilton, avise,
love, and of the day ;
Awake, disclose thy radiant eyes,
And show the Sun a brighter ray.
Phebas in vain calls forth the blushing mom,
He but creates the day which you adorn.

The lark, that wont with warbling throat

Early to salute the skies,

Or sleeps, or else s his note,
Disclaiming day till yow _rise.
VOL. XI,

Goddess awake, thy beams display,
Kestore the universe to light;

When Hamilton appears, then dawns the day;
And when she disappears, begins the night.

Lovers, who watchful vigils keep,

(For lovers never, never sieep)

Wait for the rising of the fair,

To offer songs and hymns of prayer; .
Like Persians to the Sun,

Even life, and death, and fate are there :

For in the rolls of ancient destiny,
Th’ inevitable book, ’twas noted down,
The dying should revive, the living die,
As Hamilton shall smile, as Hamilton shall frown |
CHORUS.
Awake bright Hamilton, arise,
Goddess of love, and of the day,
Awake, disclose thy radiant eyes,
-And shew the Sun a brighter ray.
Phaebus in vain calls forth the blushing morn,
He but creates the day, which you adorn. .

1

DRINKING SONG TO SLEEP.

Guzar god of sleep, since it must be,
That we must give some hours to thee,
Invade me not while the free bowl

Glows in my cheeks, and warms my soul
That be my only time to snore,

. When I can laugh, and drink no more ;
Short, very short be then thy rei

For ’m in haste to laugh and drink again,
. But Q! if, melting in my arms,

+In some soft dream, with all her charms,
The nymph belov’d should then surprise,
Aud grant what waking she denies ;

Then, gentle Slamber, prythee stay,
Slowly, ah ! slowly briug the day,

Let no rede noise my bliss destroy,

Such sweet delusion ’s real joy.

WRITTEN UPON A DRINKING GLASS UNDER
MRS. HARE'S NAME.

Thue gods of wine, and wit, and love prepare,
With chearful bowls, to celebrate the fair :
Love is enjoin’d to name his favourite toast,
And Hare’s the goddess that delights him most 3
Pheebus approves, and bids the trumpet sound,
And Bacchus in a bumper sends it round.

UNDER THE DUTCHESS OF BOLTON'S.

Love’s keenest darts are radiant Bolton’s cars,
Which the bright goddess poi with despair :
The god ofwmethedimeﬁ'momu.

And sends the juice that gives the lover ease.

]

' UNDER THE LADY HARPER'S.

To Harper, sprightly, young, and
Sweet as the rosy morn in May, e
Fill to the brim, I’ drink it up

{'lbntbohadrop, were poison in the cupy
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UNDER TNE
LADY MARY VILLIER'S NAMP,
Ir 1 not love you, Villiers, more
Than ever mortal lov’d before,
With such a passion fixt and sure,
As even possession could not cure,
Never to cease but with my breath ;
May then this bumper be my death.

e——

CUPID DISARMED.
TO THE PRINCESS D'AUVERGNE.

Curip, delighting to be near her, )

Charm'd to behold her, charm’d to hear hér,

As he stood gazing on her face,

Enchanted with each matchless grace,

Tost in the trance, he drops the dart,

Which never fails to reach the heart :

She seizes it, and arms her hand,

¢ 'Tis thus I Love himself command §

Now tremble, cruel boy, she said,

For all the mischief you have made.”

The god, recovering his surprisd,

Trusts to his wings, away he flies,

Swift as an arrow cuts the wind,

And leaves his whole artillery behind.
Princess, réstore the boy his useless darts,
With surer charms you captivate our hearts ;
Love's captives oft their liberty regain,

Death only can release us from your chain.

EXPLICATION IN FRENCH,

CUPIDON DESARME.

FABLE POUR MADAME LA PRINCESSE D’AUVERGNE.
Curivox, prenant plasir de se trouver totjours
aupres d’elle; charmé de la voir, charmé de
Pentendre ; comme il admiroit un jour ses graces
inimitables, dans cette distraction de son ame & de
ses sens, il laissa tomber ce dard fatal quiy ne
manque Jamis de percer les coeurs. Elle le ra-
inasse soudain, & s'armant la belle main,

¢ Clest ainsi,” dit elle, ““que je me rend maitresse
de PAmour, tremblez, enfant malin, je veux
vanger tous les maux que tu as fait.”

Le dieu etonné, revenant de sa surprize, se fiant
a scs ailes, s'echappe, & s'envole vite comme une
fleche qui fend I'air, & lui laisse la possession de
toute son artillerie.

Princesse, rendez lui ses armes qui vous sont

inutiles :
LaNature vousa donnce des charmes pluspuissants :
Les captivesde . Amour souvent recouvrent la liberté;
1l 0’y a que la Mort seule qui puisse affranchir les
votres. .
———

BACCIUS DISARMED.

TO MRS, IV?URA DILLONy Now LADY FALKLAND.

Baccnus to arms! the enamy s at hand,
Laura appears; stand to your glasses, stand,

The god of love, the god of wine defles,
Behold him in full march, in Laura’s eyes¥
Baechus to arms! and to resist the dart,
Each with a faithful brimmer guard his hearts
Fly, Bacchus, fly, there's treason in.the cup,
For Love comes pouring in with every drop 3
I feel him in my heart, my blood, my brain,
Fly, Bacchus, fly, resistance is in vain,

Or craving quarter, crown a friendly bowl

To Laura’s health, and give up all thy soul.

e
THYRSIS AND DELIA.

SONG IN DIALOGUR.
THYRSIS.

Detia, how long must I despaiiy
And tax you with disdain ;

Still to my tender love severe,
Untouch’d when 1 complain ?

DELIA.
When men of equal merit love us,
And do with equal ardour sue,
Thyrsis, you know but one must move us,
Can I Be your's and Strephon’s too ?
My eyes view both with miglhity pleasure,
Impirtial to your high desert, .
To both alike, csteem I measure,
To one alome can give my heart.

. THYRSS.
Mysterious guide of inclination,
Tell me, tyrant, why am I
With equal merit, equal passuon_}
Thus the victim chosen to die
Why am I
The victim chosen to die ?

DELIA.

On Fate alone depends success,

And Fancy, Reason over-rules,
Or why should Virtue ever miss

Reward, 80 often given to fools ?
*Tis not the valiant, nor the witty,

But who alone is born to please;
Love does predestinate our pity,

‘We choose but whom he first decrces.

«A LATIN INSCRIPTION
ON A MEDAL FOR LEWIS XIV. OF FRANCE.

Proximus & similis regnas, Ludovice, tonanti,
Vim summam, summa cum pietate, geris,
Magnus es expansis alis, séd maximus armis,
Protegis hinc Anglos, Teutones inde feris.
Quin coeant toto Titania faedera Rheno,
1lla aquilam tantdm, Gallia fulmen habet.

ENGLISHED, AND APPLIED to
2UEEN ANNE.

Nexr to the Thunderer let Anna stand,
In piety supreme, as in command ;



PROLOGUES....:.EPILOGUES.

Pam’d for victorious arms and generous aid,

Young Austria’s refuge, and fierce Bourbon’s dread.

Titanian leagues in vain shall brave the Rhine,
'When to the eagle, you the thunder join,

URGANDA’S PROPHECY.

SPOKEN BY WAY OF EPILOGUE AT THE
PIRST REPRESENTATION OF
THE BRITISH ENCHANTERS.

Proraeric fury rolls within my breast,
And as at Delphos, when the foaming priest
Full of his god, proclaims the distant doom
Of kings unborn, and nations yet to come ;
My labouring mind so struggles to unfold
On Britieh ground a future age of gold ;

But lest incredulous you hear—behold :

Here a scene representing the auren, and the several
triumphs of her majesty’s reign.

High on a throne appears the martial queen,
‘With grace sublime, and with imperial mien;
Surveying round her, with impartial eyes,
. Whom to protect, or whom she shall chastise.
Next to her side, victorious Marlbro’ stands,
Waiting, observant of her dread commands;
‘The queen ordains, and, like Alcides, he
Obeys, and executes her high decree.
In every line of her auspicious face
Sdt Mercy smiles, adorn’d with every grace;
l look, and so when Heaven decrees,
'l'hey scourge the world to piety and peace.
Empress and conqu’ror, hail! thee Fates ordain
O'er all the willing world sole arbitress to reign;
‘To no one people are thy laws confin'd,
Great Britain’s queen, butg\urdmnofmankmd,
Sure hope of all who dire oppression bear,
For all th’ oppress’d become thy instant care.
Nations of conquest proud, thou tam’st to free,
Denouncing war, presenting liberty ;
The victor to the vanquish'd yields a prize,
For in thy triumph their redemption lies;
Freedom and peace, for ravish'd fame you give,
Invade to bless, and conquer to relieve.
So the San mrcbes, and revives by turns,
iting with rich metals where he burns.
Taught by this great example to be just,
Suéceeding kings shall well fulfil their trust;
Discord, and war, and tyranny shall cease,
And jarring nations be compell'd to peace ;
Princes and states, like subjects shall agree
To trust her power, safe in her piety.

]

PROLOGUE
TO

THE BRITISH ENCHANTERS.

Ports by observation find it true,

>Tis harder much to please themselves than yon,
To weave a plot, to work and to refine

A labour'd scene; to polish every line

Judgment must svect, and feel a mother’s

Vain fools ! thus to disturb and rack their

‘When more indulgent to the writer’s ease,

Yeu are too good to be 50 hard to please;

3§
No such convulsive pangs it #ill require,
To write the pretty things which you admire.
Our author then, to please you, in your way,
Presents yon now a bauble of a play ;
In jingling rhyme, well fortify’d and stroug,
He fights entrench'd o’er head and ears in song.
If here and there some evil-fated line,
Should chance through inadvertency to shine,
Forgive him, beaux, h¢ means you no oftnce,
But begs you for the love of song and dauce,
To pardon all the poetry apd sense.

pomem—

ANOTHER
EPILOGUE,

DRSIGNED FOR THE SAME.

Wit once, like Beauty, without art or dress,

Naked, and unadorn’d, could find success,

Till by fruition, novelty destroy'd,

The nymph must find new charms to be enjoyed.

As by his equipage the man you prize,

And ladies must have gems beside their eyes :

So fares it too with plays ; in vain we write,-

Unless the music and the dance invite,

Scarce Hamlet clears the charges of the night.

Would you but fix some standard how to move,

We would transform to any thing you love ;

Judge our desire by our cost and pams,

Sure the expense, uncertain are the gains.

But though we fetch from Italy and France

Our fopperies of tune, and mode of dance,

Our sturdy Britons scorn to borrow sense :

Howe’er to foreign fashions we submit,

Still every fop prefers his mother wit,

In only wit this constancy is shown,

For never was that arrant changeling known,

‘Who for another’s sense would quit his own.
Our author would excuse these youthful scenes,

Begotten at his entrance in his teens :

Some childish fancies may approve the toy,

Some like the Muse the more for being a boy 3

And ladies should be pleas’d, if not content,

To find s0 young a thing, not wholly impotent.

Our stage-reformers too he would disarm,

In charity %0 cold, in zeal 80 warm ;

And therefore to atone for stage abuses, *

And gain the ¢hurch-indulgence for the Muses,

He gives his thirds—to charitable uscs.

PROLOGUB

TO MR, BRVIL HICGON'S EXCELLENT TRAGEDY,
. CALLED

THE GENEROUS CONQUEROR.

Your comic writer is a common foe,

None can intrigue in peace, or be a beau,
Nor wanton wife, nor widow can be sped,
Not even Russel ! can inter the dead,

But straight this censor, in his whiin. of wit,
Strips, and presents you nak:ed to the pit.

1 Russel, a famous undertaker for funerals; al-
luding to a comedy written by sir Richard Steele,
entifled The Funqral.
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Thus critics should, ke these, be branded foes,
Who for the poison only suck the rose ;
Snarling and carping, without wit or sense,
Impeach mistakes, o’arlooking excellence ;

As if to every fop it migit balong,
Like senators to censure, right or wrong.

But generous minds have morc heroic views,
And love and honour are the themes they choose,
From yon bright Heaven ! our author fetch'd his
And paints the passions that your eyes inspire: [fire,
Full of that flame, his tender sceues be warms,
And frames his goddess by your matchless charms.

P

EPILOGUE
To .
THE JEW OF VENICE.

EAminMstm-n,thopoeN,mdt.bepﬁdS,
Have view'd the stage, but like false proplets
The man of zeal, in his religious rage,  [guese’d.
Would silence poets, and reduce the stage ;
The poet, rashly to get clear, retorts
On Kings the scandal, and bespatters courts.
Both err: for, without mincing, to be plain,
The guilt's your own of every odious scene :
The present time still gives the stage its mede,
The vices that you practise, we explode ;
We hold the glass, and but reflect your shame,
Like Spartans, by exposing, to reclaim.
The scribler, pinch'd with mﬁtes to dine,
And to your genius must his line ;
Not lewd by choice, but merely to submit :
Would you encourage sense, sense would be writ.
Good plays we try, which, after the first day,
Unseen we act, and to bare benches play ;
Plain sense, which pleas’d your sires an age agpo,
Is lost, without the gamniture of show :
At vast expense we labour to our ruig,
And court your favour with our own undoing ;
A war of profit mitigates the evil, :
But to be tax'd and beaten—is the devil.
How was the sceme forlorn, and how despis’d,
When Timon, without music, moraliz'd ?
Shakespeare's sublime in vain entic’d the throng,
Withont the aid of Purcel's syren song.

In the same antique loom thede scenes were

wrought, T .

Fmbelfish’d with good morals, and just thought ;
True Nature in her noblest light you see,
Ere yet debauch’d, by modern gallantry,
To trifling jests, and falsome ribaldry.
What rust remains upon the shining mass,
Antiquity must privilege to
’Tis Shakespeare’s play,

l.otGomon"hkethesmge—orLsdyMary-".

if these scenes mis-

? To the Ladies.

2 Mr. Dryden’s Prologue to the Pilgrim.
3 Mr. Collier’s View of the Stage.

¢ A famous prize-fighter.

$ A famous rope-dancer so ealleds

Your greatest foo; is

LANSDOWNE'S POEMS, -

PROLOGUXE
T0
THE SHE-GALLANTS;
ox
ONCE A LOVER ARD ALWAYS A LOVERs

As quiet menarchs that on peacefal thrones ,
In sports and revels long had reign'd like drones,
Rouzing at length, reflect with guilt and shame,
That ot one stroks had yet been given for fame;.
Wars they denounce, and to redeem the past,
To bold attempts, and rugged labburs haste :
Our pogt s0, with like concern reviews
The youthful follies of a love-sick Muse ; .
To amourous toils, and to the silent grove,
To Bewruty’s snares, and to deceitfuf Love
He bids farewel ; his shield and lance prepares,
And mounts the stage, to bid immortal wars.
% Vice, like some monster, suff*ring nome t'escape,
a3 seiz'd the town, and varies still her shape:
Here, like some general, she struts in state,
While crouds in red and blue her orders wait;
There, like some pensive statesimian treads demure;
And smiles and hugs, to make destruction sure :
Now ander high commodes, with looks erect,
Barefac'd devours, in gaudy colours deck'd;
Then in a vizard, to avoid grimace,
Allows all freedon, but to see the face,
In pulpits and at bar she wears a gown,
In camps & sword, in palaces a crown.
Resolv’d to eombat with this motley beast
Our poet comes to strike one stroke at least.
His glass he means not for this jiR or bean,
Some features of you all he means to show,
On chosen heads, nor lets the thunder fall,
But scatters his artillery—at all.
Yet to the fair he fain would quarter show,
His tender heart recoils at every blow;
If unawares he giveg too smart a stroke,
He means but te correct, and not provoke.

—
ODE
ON THR
PRESENT CORRUPTION OF MANKIND,
INSCRIBED TO THE LORD FALKLAND,

O rarxraxp! offspring of a generous race,
Renown’d for arms and m,inmmdpene’c.
My kinsman, and Wy friend! from whence this

curse

Ml’dmmm,ﬁﬂmgtwmsemém?

Each age, industrious to invent new crimes,
Strives to outdo in guilt receding times ;
But now we're so improv'd in all that’s bad,
We shall, leave nothing for our sons to |

That idol, Gold, possesses every heart,
To cheat, defmld,mdnnderminc,isart; .
Virtue is folly; conacience is a jest ;

gﬂn,orpnelbcraﬁltthebest.
Pﬁendnhip’nclonkeohidenomeh'e.chemmed,
your profeming friend;

y
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The soul resign’d, unguarded, and secure,
The wound is deepest, and the stroke most sure.

Justice is bought and sold; the bench, the bar
Plead and decide; . but Gold’s th’ interpreter.
Pernicious metal ! thrice accurst be he
Who found thee first; all evils spring from thee,

Sires sell their sons, and sons their sires betray:
And senates vote, as armies fight, for pay;
‘The wife no longer is, restrain’d by shame,
But has the husband’s leave to play the game,

Diseas’d, decrepit, from the mixt embrace
Bueceeds,ofspunommold a puny race;
From such defunders what can Britain hope?
And where, O Liberty! is now thy prop ?

Votmhthemenvbobentﬂwmbbombow
And learnt in rugged sports to dare a foe :
Not such the men who fill'd with heaps of slain

Fam’d Agincourt and Cressy’s bloody plain.

Haughty Britannia then, inur'd to toil,
Spraed far and near the terrorus of her isle ;
‘True to herself, and to the public weal,
No Gallic gold could blunt the British steel,

Not much unlike, when thon in arms wer't seen,
Eager for glory on th’ embattled green,
‘When Stanhope led thee through the heats of Spain,’
To die in purple Almanara’s plain.

The rescu’d empire, and the Gaul subdu'd,
In Amma’s reign, our ancient fame renew’d :
What Britous ¢ould, when justly rous’d to war,
Let Blenheim speak, and witness Gibraltar,

FORTUNE.
EPIGRAM.

Wan!’ormlleleemnnmile,’ﬁnbmlfeu
Some lurking ill, and hidden mischief near ;
Us’d to her frowns, I stand uppn my guard,
And arm'd in virtue, keep my soul prepar’d,
Fickle and false to others she may be,

§ can complain, . ... but of her constancy,

e+« Virtatem & me,
Fortunam ex aliis . . ... ,

———]

CHARACTER OF MR. WYCHERLEY !,

Op all our modern wits, none seems to ma
Once to have touch’d upon true comedy,
But hasty Shadwell, and slow Wycherley,

1 This character, however just n other parti-
¢ulars, yetis m;umns mane ; Mr. Wycherley be-
ing as @ laborious writer, which every
man who has the least personal knowledge of him
can contradict.

Those . indaed, who form their judgment only
$om his writings, may Le apt (o imaging 50 many

Shadwell’s unfinish'd works do yet impart

Great proofs of Nature’s force, though none of Art §

But Wycherley earns bard whate’er he gains,

He wants no judgment, and he spares no paivs, &c.
Lord Rochester’s Poems,

VERSES

WRITTEN IN A LEAP OF THE AUYHOR’S JOEMS,
PRESENTED TO THE QUEEN,

THE MUSE'S LAST DYING SONG,
A wmuse expiring, whe, with earliest voics,
Made hl‘llgs and queens, and Beauty’s charms her
choice;
Now on her deuth-bed this last homage pa;
go Que::" to thee :ofacmpt ‘Yer dying l;y;hi‘ .
at th’ approach of Death, the ¢;
To warble onc note more—and nngxyns:fitnes.
Hail, mighty queen ! whose powerful smile alone
Commands subjection, and secures the throne ;
Contending parties, and plebeian rage,
Had puzzled Laqyalty for half an age :
Conquering our hearts, you end the lons dxspuh.
_All, who have gyes, confess you absol
"To 'l‘ory doctrines, even Whigs mgn,
And in’your person own a right divine,

Thus sang the Muse, in her last moments ir'd '

With Garolina’s praise—and then expir'd.

_WRITTEN IN 4 LEAF OF TIE SAME PAKMS

PREJENTED TO THE PRINCESS ROVAL.
Whex we'd exalt some heavenly fair,
To some bright goddess we compare ;
Minerva, wisdom ; Juno, grace ;
And Venus furnishes the face :
In royal Anue’s bright form is seen, .
What comprehends them all—The queen.

p———

WRITTEN ON A WINDOW IN THE TOWER, WHERE SIR
ROBERT WALPOLE HAD BEEN CONFINED,

Goop unaxpected, evil unforeseen,

Appear by turus, as Fortune shifts the soenc :

Some, rais’d aloft, come tumbling down amain,

AndfaUloluud they bound and rise again,

E——
RELEUS AND THETIS.
A MASQUE, SET TO MUSIC,
THE ARGUMENT.

Peleus, in love with Thetis, by the assistance of
Proteus obtaing ber favour; but Jupiter inter-

admirable reflections, such diversity of images awl
characters, such strict inquiries inta nature, such
close observations an the sgveral humours, manners,
and affections of all ranks and degrees of men, and,

as it were, 30 true and so perfect a dissection of

bumankind, delivered with s0 much pointed wit
qﬂfw«dwmﬂd by no ather than the

N
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]
posing, ‘Peleus in despair consults Promethens,
famous for his skill in astrology ; upon whose
prophecy, that the son bom of Thetis shoald
prove greater than his father, Jupiter desists,
‘The prophecy was afterwards ‘ verified in the
birth of Acbilles, the son of Peleus.

PERSONS IN THE MASQUE.

JupiTER, ProMETHEUS.
PELEUS. THETIS.

. The Scene represents mount Caucasus; Prometheus ;
appears chain'd to a rock, a vulture gnawing his '
breait. «Peleus enters addressing himself to Pro- ;
metheus.

PELEUS.

Coxpemy’p on Caucasus to lie,
Still to be dying, not to die,
‘With certain pain, uncertain of relief,
True emblem of a wretched lover's grief !
To whose inspecting eye 'tis given
To view the planetary way,
To penetrate eternal day, '
And to revolve the starry heaven,
To thee, Prometheus, I complain,
And bring a heart as full of pain.
PROMETHEUS.
From Jupiter spring all our woes,
Thetis is Jove’s, who once was thine :
>Tis vain, O Peleus, to oppose
Thy torturer, and mine,
Contented with despair,
Resign the fair,
Resign, resign,
Or wretched man, prepare
Por change of torments, great as mine.

PELEUS.

In change of torment wonld be ease ;
Could you divine what lovers bear,

Even you, Prometheus, would confess
There is no vulture like despair.

work of extraordinary diligence and application :
whercas others, who have thc happiness to be ac-
quainted with the author, as well as his writings,
are able to affirm these happy performances were
due to his infinite genius and natural penetration.
‘We owe the pleasure and advantage of having been
so well entertained and instructed by him to his
facility of doing it ; for, if I mistake him not ex-
tremely, had it been a trouble to him to write, he
would have spared himself that trouble, What he
has performed would indeed have been difficult for
another ; but the club which a man of ordinary
size could not lift, was bat a walking-stick for
Hercules.

Mr. Wycherley, in his writings, has been the
sharpest satirist of his time ; but, in his nature, he
has all the softness of the tenderest dispositions :
in his writings he is severe, bold, undertaking ; in
his uature, gentle, modest, inoffensive ; he makes
usc of his satire as a man truly brave of his courage,
only upon public occasions and for public good.
He compassionates the wounds he is under a ne-
cessity to probe, or, like a good-natured conquerer,
grieves at the occasions that provoke him tvo make
surh havock.

Thete are who object to his versification ; but a

PROMETHEUS.
Cease, cruel vulture, to deyour,
PRLEUS.
Cease, cruel Thetis, to disdain.
THETIS entering, they repeat together,

Cease, cruel vulture, to devour,
Cease, cruel Thetis, to disduin,

THETIS,
Peleus, unjustly you complain.
’ PROMETREUS and PELEUS,

Cease, cruel vulture, to devour,
Cease, crucl Thetis, to disdain.

THET1S.

Peleus, unjustly you complain.

The gods, alas! no refuge find
From ills resistless Fates ordain :

I still am true—agd would be kind,

PELEUVS.

To love and to languish
To sigh and complain,
How cruel ’s the anguish !
How tormenting 's the pain'
Suing,
Pursuing,
Fiying, -
Denying,
O the curse of disdain,
How tormenting ’s the pain!
Talove, &c.
THETIS.

Accursed Jealougy !
Thou jaundice in the lover's eye,
Through which all objects false we see,
Accursed jealousy ! -
Thy rival, Peleus, rules the sky,
Yet I 80 prize thy love,
With Pcleus I would choose to die,
Rather than reign with Jove.

diamond is not less a diamond for not being polishe
ed. Versification isin poetry what colouring is in
painting, a beautiful ornament ; but if the propor-
tions are just, the posturc true, the figure bold,
and the resemblance according to mature, thouwgh
the colours should happen to be rough, or care«
lessly laid on, yet may the piece be of inestimable
value ; whereas the {nest and the nicest colouring
art can invent, is but labour in vain, where the rest
is wanting. Our present writers indéed, for the
most part, seem to lay the whole stress of their en-
deavours upon the harmony of words; but then,
like eunuchs, they sacrifice their manhood for a
voice, and reduce onr poetry to be like echo, no-
thing but sound.

In Mr. Wycherley, every thing is masculine ;
his Muse is not led forth as to a review, but as to
@ battle ; not adorned for parade, but execution ;
he would be tried by the sharpness of his blade,
and not by the finery ; like your heroes of anti-
quity, he charges in iron, and seems to despise all
ornament but intrinsic merit; and like those he-
roes has therefore added another name to his own,
and by the unanimous consent of his cotempora-
ries, is distinguished by the just-appellation of
Manly Wycherley. LANSDOWNE,




PRLEUS AND THETIS.

A clap of thunder; Jupiter appears, descending
upon his eagle.
But see, the mighty thunderer ’s here ;
Tremble Pelcus, tremble, fly
The thunderer ! the mighty thunderer !
Tremble, Peleus, tremble, fly.

4 full chorus ¢f voices and instruments as Jupiter
is dexcending.
CHORUS.
But see, the mighty thunderer ’s here ;
Tremble Peleus, tremble, fly ;
. The thunderer ! the mighty thunderer!
Tremble, Peleus, tremble, fly,
Jupiter being descended,

JUPITER.

Presumptuous slave, rival to Jove,

How dar'st thou, mortal, thus defy

A goddess with audacious love,

And irritate a god with jealousy ?
Presumptuous mortal—hence—
Tremble at gmnipotence.

PELEUS,

Arm’d with love, and Thetis by,
I fear no odds
Of men or gods,

But Jove himself defy.

Jove, lay thy thunder down;

Arm'd with love, and Thetis by,

re is more terrour in her frown,

And fiercer light'ning in her eye 3
1 fear no odds ' '

Of men or gods,

But Jove himself defy.

JUPITER,

Pring me light’ning, give me thunder,
Haste, ye Cyclops, with your forked rods,
This rebel Love braves all the gods.
Bring me light'ning, give me thunder.
Pecleus and Thetis, holding fast by ong
Jove may kill, but ne’er shall sunder. [another.

JUPITER.
Bring me light’ning, give me thunder,.

PRLEUG and THETIS.
Jove may kill, but ne'er shall sunder,

TAETI§ {0 JUPITER.
Thy love still arm’d with fate,
Is dreadful as thy hate :
O might it prove to me,
§o gentle Peleus were but free ;
O might it prove to me
{s fatal as to lost consuming Semele §
Thy love still arm’d with fate,
1s dreadful as thy hate.

PROMETHEUS {0 JUPITER,
Son of Saturn, take advice )
Prom one whom thy severe decree
Has furnish’d leisure to grow wise :
Thou rul’st the gods, but Fate rules thee,

’ [THE rroPHECY.]
Whoe'er th* immortal maid compressing,
all taste joy, and reap the blessing,

9

Thus th’ unerring stars advise1

Prom that auspicious night an heir shall risey
Paternal glories to efface
The most illustrious of his race,

Tho’ sprang fromn him who rules the skies.

suriter [Apart.) ;

Shall then the son of Saturn be undone,
Like Saturn, by an impious son ?
Justly th’ impartial Fates conspire,
Dooming that son to be the sire
Of such another son.
Conscious of ills that I have done,
My fears to prudence shall advise .
And guilt that made me great, shall make me wise.
The fatal blessing 1 resign ;
Peleus, take the maid divine :
[Giving her to Peleus.
Jove consenting she is thine ;
The fatal blessing I resign.
[Joins their hands.
PELEUS.

Heav’n had been lost, had I been Jove.
There is no Heav'n, there is no Heav'n but love.
peLEUS and TRETIS, together. '
There is no Heav’n but love,
No, no, no,
There is no Heav'n but love,

JUPITAR [0 PROMETHEUS,

And thon, the stars interpreter,
*Tis just I set thee free,
Who giv'st me liberty:
Arise, and be thy self a star.
"l"‘s just I set thee freg,
Who giv’st me liberty.

[Tke vulture drgps dead gt the feet of Pro-
metheus, his chains drop off and he is borne
up to Heaven with Jupiter to a loud fious
rish of all the instruments.

[Peleua qnd Thetis run into each others arms,
PELEUS.
Fly, fly to my arms, to my arms,
Goddess of immortal charms !
To my arms, to my arms, fly, fly,
Goddess of transporting joy !
But to gaze
On thy face,
Thy gentle hand thus pressing,
Is heav'nly, heav’nly blessing.
O my soul !
Whither, whither art thou flying ?
Lost in sweet tumultuous dying,
‘Whither, whither art thou flying,
O my soul ! :

THETIS.
You tremble, Peleus—So do I—
Ab stay ! and we’ll together die.
Immortal, and of race divine,
My soul shall take its flight with thine :
Life dissolving in delight,
Heaving breasts, and swimming sight,
Falfring speech, and gasping breath, '
Symptoms of delicious dcath, :
Life dissolving in delight, .
My s6ul i ready for the Bights
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O my soul,
Whither, whither art thou flying ?
Lost in sweet tumultaous dying,
Whither, whither art thou flying,
O my soul !

, Pauzvs and Tuxtie botk together repeat
O my soual !

‘Whither, whither art thou flying?

Lost in sweet tumultuous dying,

Whither, whither art thou flying,
O my soul !

Caorus of all the voices and instruments, singing
and dancing,
When the storm is blown over,
How blest is the swain,
‘Who begins to discover
An end of his pain !
When the storm, &c.

[ The mask concludes with a cariety of dances.]

' , THE
BRITISH ENCHANTERS ;
oR,
NO MAGIC LIKE LOVE,

A
Dramatic Poem.
wiTH
SCENES, MACHINES, MUSIC, AND DRCORATIONS.

THE PREFACE.

Or all public spectacles, that which should pro-
perly be called an Orera, is calculated to give the
highest delight, There is hardly any art but what
is required to furnish towards the entertainment;
and there is something or other to be provided that
may touch avery sense, and please every palate.

The poet has a two-fuld tzsk upon his hands in
the dramatic, and the lyric: the architect, the
painter, the composer, the actor, the singer, the
sdaricer, &c. have each of them their several employ-
ments in the preparation, and in the execution.

The same materials indeed, in different bands,
will have different success; all depends upon a skil-
ful mixture of the various ingredients: a bad artist
will inake but a meer hodge-podge with the same
materials that ooe of a good taste shall prepare an
excellent olio.

The seasoning must be sense; unless there is
wherewithal to please the understanding, the eye
and the ear will soon grow tired.

The French opera is perfect ip the decorations,
the dancing, and magunificence; the Italian excels
in the music and voices; but the drama falls short
in both.

An English stomach requires something solid and
substantial, and will rise hungry from a regale of
nothing but sweet-meats.

An opera ira kind of ambigu: the table is finely
illaminated, adorned with flowers and fruits, and
every thing that the season affords fragrant or de-

lightful to the eye or the odour ; but unless there is
something too the appetite, ’tis odds but the
guests break up dissatisfied.

It is incumbent upon the poet alone to provide
for that, in the choice of his fable, the conduct of
his plot, the harmony of his numbers, the elevation
of his sentiments, and the justness of his characters.
In this consists the solid and the substantial.

The nature of this entertainment requires the plot
to be formed upon some story in which enchanters
and magicians have a principal part : in our modem
heroic poems, they supply the place of the gods
with the ancients, and make a much more natural
appearance by being mortals, with the difference
only of being endowed with supernatural power.

The characters should be great and illustrious ;
the figure the actor makes upon the stage is ono
past of the ornament ; by uence the senti-
ments must be sunitable to the characters in which
love and honour will have the principal share.

The dialogue, which in the French and Italian is
sct to notes, and sung, I would have pronounced ;
if the numbers are of themselves harmonious, there
will be no need of music to sct them off; a good
verse, well pronounced, is in itself musical; and
speech is certainly more natural for discourse, than
singing.

Can any thing be more preposterous than to be-
hold Cato, Julius Caesar, and Alexander the Great,
strutting upon the stave in the figure of songsters,
personated by ennuchs ?

The singing therefore should be wholly applied
to the lyvical part of the entertainment, whicl, by
being freed fromn a tiresome, unnatural recitative,
must certainly administer more reasonabie pleasuare,

The several parts of the entertainment should be
80 suited to relieve one another, as to be tedious in
none ; and the connection should be such, that not
one should be able to subsist without the other ; like
embmjdery, so fixt and wrought into the sulnstauce,
that no part of the ornament could be removed,
without tearing the stuff.

To introduce singing and dancing, by head and
shoulders, no way relative to the action, does not
turn a play into an opera ; though that title is now
promiscuously given to cvery faroe sprinklcd here
and there with a song and a dance.

The richest lace, ridiculously sct on, will make
bat a fool’s coat.

1 will not take upon me to criticise what has ap-
peared of this kind on the English stage : we have
several poems under the name of Dramatic Operas
by the best hands ; but in my opinion the subjects
for the most part have been improperly chosen ;
Mr. Addison's Rosamond, and Mr. Congreve's So-
mele, though excellent in their kind, are rather
masques, than operas.

As ] cannot help being concerned for the honour
of my country, cven in the minutest things, I am
for cpdeavouring to out-do our neighbours in per-
formances of all kinds,

TLaus if the splendour of the French
the harmony of the Italian, were so skilgl’le;‘ i'nt‘:}
woven with the charms of poetry, upon a regular
dramatic bottom, as to instruct, as well as delight,
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% improve the mind, a3 well as ravish the s¢unse,
there can be no doubt but such an addition would
entitle our English to the preference of all
otbers. The third part of the encouragement, of
which we have been so liberal to foreigners for a
concert of music only, mis-call’d an opera, would
more than effect it.

In the construction of the following poem, the
suthor has endeavoured to set an example to his
rales ; precepts are best explained by examples; an
abler hand might have executed it better. How-
ever, it may serve for a model to be impraved upon,
when we grow weary of scenes of low life, and return
to a taste of more generous pleasures.

We are reproached by foreigners with sach im-
natural irregularities in our dramatic pieces, as are
shocking to all other nations; even a Swiss has
played the critic upon us, without considering they
are as little approved by the judicious in our own.
A stranger who is ignorant of the languago, and in-
capable of judging of the sentiments, condemns by
the eye, and concludes what he hears to be as ex-
tnvagant as what he sces. When (Edipus breaks
bis neck out of a balcuny, and Jocasta appears in
Der bed, murdering herself and her children, instead
of moving terrour, or compassion, such spectacles
caly fill the spectator with horrqur: no wonder if
strangers are shocked at =uch sights, and conclude
us a nation hardly yet civilized, that can seem to
delight im them. To remove this reproach, it is
much to be wished our scenes were less bloody, and
the sword and dagger more out of fashion. To
make some amends for this exclusion, I would be
less severe as to the rigour of some other laws
enacted by the masters, though it is always ad-
viseable to keep as close to them as possible ;
but reformations are not to be brought about all at
once,

It may happen, that the uature of certain subjects
Pproper for moving the passions may require a little
more latitude, and then, without offenceto the critics,
sure there may be room for a saving in equity from
the ity of the common law of Parnassus, as
well as of the King’s Bench. To sacrifice a princi-
pal beauty, upon which the success of the whole may

is being too strictly tied down; in such a
¢ate, summum jus may be summa injuria.

Corneille himself complains of finding his genius

Ren cramped by his own rules: ¢ There is infinite
diffierence (says he) between speculation and prac-
tice : let the severcst critic make the trial, he will
be convinced by his own experience, that upon cer-
tain occasions too strict an adherence to the letter
of the law shall exclude a bright opportunity of
shining, or touching the passions. Where the breach
ks of little moment, or can be contrived to be as it
were imperceptible in the representation, a gentle
fipensation might be allowed.” To those little
freedams he attributes the success of his Cid : but
the igid legislators of the academy handled him so
roughly for it, that he never durst make the venture
Sam, nor none who have followed him.  Thus
Po.oned, the Prench Muse must always flutter, like
a:;::.d vith the wings cat, incapable of a lofty

The dialogue of their tragedies is under the same
yestraint ag the construstion; net a discourse, but

an oration; not speaking, but declaiming ; not free,
natural, and easy, as conversation should be, but
precise, set, formal argumenting, pro and con, lita
disputants in a school. In writing, like dress, is it
not possible to be too exact, too starched, and too
formal ? Pleasing negligence 1 have seen: who
ever saw pleasing formality ?

In a word, all extremes are to be avoided. To
be a French puritan in the drama, or an English
latitudinarian, is taking different paths to be buth
out of the road. If the British Musc is too unruly,
the French is too tame ; one wants a curb, the other
a spur.

By pleading for some little relaxation from the
utmost severity of the rules, where the subject may
seem to require it, I am not bespeaking any such
indulgence for the present performance: though
the ancients have left us no pattern to follow of
this species of tragedy, I perccive, upon exami-
:ntion, that [ have been attentive to their strictest
essons,

The unities are religiously observed : the place
is the same, varied only into different prospects by
the power of enchantment: all the incidents fall
naturally within the very time of representation :
the plot is one principal action, and of that kind
which introduces variety of turns and changes, all
tending to the same point : the ornaments and de~
coratious are of a piece with it, 8o that one could
not well subsist without the other : cvery act con-
cludes with some unexpected revolution : and in the
end, vice is punished, virtue rewarded, and the
moral is instrtictive.

Rhyme, which I would by no means admit into
the dialogue of graver tragedy, scems to me the
most proper style for representations of this heroic
romantic kind, and best adapted to accompany
music. The solemn language of a haughty tyrant
will by no means become a passionate lover, and
tender sentiments require the softest colouring.

The theme must govern the style; everythought,
every character, every subject of a different nature,
must speak a different language. An humble lover’s
gentle address to his mistress would rumble strange-
ly in the Miltonic dialect ; and thesoft harmony of
Mr. Waller’s numbers would as ill become the
mouths of Lucifer and Beelzebub. The terrible,
and the tender, must be set to different notes of
music. :

To conclude. This dramatic attempt was the
first essay of a very infant Muse, rather as a task
at such hours as were free from other exercises, than
any way meant for public entertainment : but Mr.
Betterton, baving had a casual sight of it many
years after it was written, begged it for the stage,
where it found so favourablc a reception, as to have
an uninterrupted run of at least forty days. The
separation of the principal actors, which soon fol-
lowed, and the introduction of the Italian opera,
put a stop to its farther appearance.

Had it been composed at a riper time of life, the
faults might have been fewer : however, upon re-
vising it now, at o great a distance of time, with
a cooler judgment than the first couceptions of
youth will allow, I cannot absolutely say, scripsissq
pudeh_



42
PERSONS NAMES.
MEN.
Crrivs, a British king, father to Oriana.

CoxsTANTIUS, @ Roman emperor, designed for mar-
riage with Oriana.
AMmapts o Gavr,a famous knight adventurer, in
love with Oriana.

FLORESTAN, his companion, in love with Cori-
a.
ARCALAUS, & wicked enchanter, enemylo Amadis.
Lucius, a Roman of the emperor's train.
WOMEN.
ORIANA, in love with Amadis, bul given in
. marriage to Coustantius..
Corisaxpa, betrothed to Florestan.
UrGaNpa,  goodenchantress, friend to Amadis.
ARCABON, sister to Arcalaus.
DeLwA, an attendant tv Urganda.

Troops of magicians attending the several enchan-
ters.  Knights and ladies, captives. Men and
women attending the British court. Priests, or
Druids. Romans aiterding Constantius. Singers,
dancers, &c.

SceNe the king’s palace, and parts adjacent, in-

habited by the different enchanders.

ACT L. SCENE [

The curlain rises to a symphony of all sorts of in-
struments of music. The scene represenls an en-
chanted grove, adorned and beautified with foun-
tains, statues, &'c.

Vrganda and Delia performing some solemn ce-
d‘ 'y ey 4

A full stage of singers end dancers,

URGANDA.

- Souwp, sound, ye winds, the rended clouds divide,
Fright back the priest, gnd save a trembling bride,
Assist an injur’'d lover’s faithful love :

An injur'd lover’s cause is worthy Jove,
DELIA.

Successful is our charm : the temple shakes,
The altar nods, th’ astonish’d priest forsakes [side,
The hallow’d shrine, starts from the bridegrooin’s
Breaks off the rites, and leaves the knot ugty'd.

URGANDA.
Ye swect musicians of the sky,
Hither, hither, hither, fly, iy,
And with enchanting notes all magic else supply.
[Crganda and Delia retire down the scene, waving
their enchanted rods, as continuing the ceremony.

Full chorus of tnstruments and voices.
Sound the trumpef, touch the lute,
Strike the lyre, inspire the flute ;
In harmony,
Celestial harmony,
All magic charms are found ;
Sound the trumpet, sound.

[Here the statues leap from their pedestals, qnd form

variety of dances, ¢
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Chorus uf singers ofter the dayxe.
Music so charms, and does so sweetly w
' That ev’ry sense is ravish’d with, the sqund,
A single voice,

‘When nvinphs are coy,
And fly {rom joy,

The shepherd takes his roed 3
He plays a tune,
She stops as soon,

And straight they are agrecd,
The battle near,
‘When cowards fear,

The drum and trumpet sounds ;
Their courage warms,
They rush to arms,

And brave a thousand wounds.

CHORUS,

By harmony our souls are sway'd ;
By harmony the world was made.

4 second dance.—Singers again adcance]
A single voice.
When with adoring looks we gaze
On bright Oriana’s heavenly face,
In ev’ry glance, and ev’ry grace,
What is it that we see,
But harmony,
Celestial harmony !
Qur ravish’d hearts leap up to meet
The music of her eyes,
The music of her eyes,
And dance around her feet.

Full ckorus of voices and instruments, as at first,
Sound the trumpet, touch the lute.
Strike the lyre, inspire the flute;
In harmony,
Celestial harmony,
All magic charms are found ;
Sound the trumpet, sound.
A third dance.

Urganda and Delia come forward,
’ URGANDA.

This care for Amadis, ye gods, approve,
For what ’s a soldier’s recompence but Jove ?
When fore’d from Britain, call'd to distant war,
His vanquish’d heart remain’d a captive here i
Oriana’s eyes that glorious conquest nade,
Nor was his love ungratefully repaid.

DELIA.

By Arcabon, like hostile Juno, crost,

And, like /Eneas, driv'n from coast to coast,

The wand'ring hero wou'd return too late,

Charg'd by Oriana with the crimes of Fate ;

Who anxious of neglect, suspecting change,

Consults her pride, and meditates revenge.
URGANDA.,

Just in the moment, when resentment fires,
A charming rival tempts, a rugged king requires 3
Love yields at last, thus combated by pride,
And she submits to be the Roman’s bride.

. DELIA.

Did not your art with timely charms m
Oriana were hije wife, and not his bride,
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YROANDA.

In ancient times, ere chivalry was known
The infant world with monsters overgrown,
Centaurs and giants, nurst with human blood,
And dire magicians, an infernal broed,
Vex'd meén and gods: but most the fair coinplain
Of violated loves, and lovers slain,
To shelter mnocence, and injur’d right,
The nations all elect some patron-knight,
Swomn to be true to love, and slaves to fame,
And many a valiant chief enrolls his name ;
By shining marks distinguish’d they appear,’
And various orders various ensigns wear,

by strict oaths, to serve the brightest eyes,

ot more they strive for glory, than the prize ;
While to invite the toil, the fairest dame
Of Britain is the boldest champion’s claim,

DELIA.

Of all who in this race of fame delight,
‘Brave Amadis is own’d the bardy’st knight.
Nor Theseus, nor Alcides, ventur'd more,
Nor he so fam’d, who, bath’d in monster's gore,
Upon his crested helm the trampled dragon bore.
URCANDA.

Ardan, that black enchanter, whose dire arts
Fuoslav'd our knights, and broke oar virgins’ hearts,
Met spear to spear, his great delivering hand
Slew the destroyer, and redeem’d the land ;
Par from thy breast all care and grief remove,
Oriana’s thine, by conquest as by love,

DELIA.

Bat hau Arcabon, of Ardan’s blood,
And Arcalaus, foes alike to good,
Gluttons in murder, wanton to destroy,
Their fatal arts as impiously employ :
Heirs to their brother’s mischiefs, and sworn foes
To Amadis, their magic they oppose

Against his love and life.
URGANDA,
With equal care,
Their to prevent, we thus prepare,

Behold the time, when tender love shall be
Nor vext with doubt, nor prest with tyranny.
The love-sick hero shall from camps remove,
To reap reward : the hero's pay is love.

‘Phe tasks of glory painful are, and hard,

But ah! how blest, how sweet is the reward !

s she retires, chorus of all the voices and instru-
menls repeat,

Sound the trumpet, touch the lute,

Strike the lyre, inspire the flute;
In harmony, )

Celestial harmony,
All magic charms are found ;
$ound the trumpet, sound.

SCENE IL

The Scene changes to the inside of a magnificent
temple. %gg Celius, and the Brih'ﬁn court.
Mexn end women magnificently dressed in painted
Rabits, after the ancient manner. The priests and
druids in their sulomnities, seeming in confugion,

. '[?"""'8 their idols, and setting their altars in
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order. Thunder and lightening,  In the mean

time, Constantius, Oriana, and ! comg

Sorward,

CONSTANTIUS.

Lovers consult not stars, nor search the skies,
But reek their sentence in their charmer’s eyes.
Careless of thander from the clouds that break,
My only omens from your looks I take ;

When wmy Oriana smiles, from thence I date
My future hope ; and when she frowns, my fate,
ORLANA.

Cease, prince, the anger of the godd to move,

*Tis now become a crime to mention love.

Our holy men interpreting the voice

Of Heaven in wrath, forcwarn th' ill-omen'd chaice,
CONSTANTIUS,

Strange rules for constancy your priests devise,

If love and hate must vary with your skies,
From such vile servitude set reason free ;
The gods in every circumnstance agree

To suit our union, pointing out to me;

In this right hand the sceptre that they place,

For me to guide, was meant for you to

Thou best and fajrest of the beauteous kind,

Accept that empire which the gods design'd,

And be the charming mistress of mankind.
CORISANDA.

Nuptials of form, of interest, or of state,
Those seeds of pride, are fruitful in debate ;
Let happy men for generous love deglare,
And choose the gentle virgin, chaste, and fair :
Let women to superior fortune born,

For naked virtue, all temptations scorn ;
The charm’s immortal to a gellant mind,
If gratitade cement whom love has join’d.
And Providence, not niggardly, but wise,
Here lavishly bestows, and there denies,
That by each other’s virtue we may rise.
Weak the bare tie of man and wife we find,
But friend gnd benefactor always bind.

The King advances, followed by priests and train,
KIXG.
Our priests recover : "Twas a holy cheat ;
Lead back the bride, the ceremonies wait.
ORTANA,
What Heaven forbids
KING.
*Twas ignorance of my will,
Our priests are better taught : what now is ill,
Shall, when I please, be good ; and none shall dare
Preach or expound, but what their king would hear.
[ Priests bow profoundly low.,
Ere they interpret, let ’em mark my nod,
My voice their thunder, this right arm their god.
[Looking sternly at’em, they bow again as before.
Prince take your bride,
ORIANA.
*Twere impious now to suffer him my hand.
[ Re¢fusing her hand,
. KING.
How dar’st thou disobey, when I command ?
Mind, mind her not, nor be disturb’d at tears,
A counterfrited qualm of bridal fears :
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Youd see, could you her inward motions watch,
Feigning delay, she wishes for dispatch ;
Into a woman’s meaning would you look,
Then read her backward, like a wizard's book.
Piiests, to your charge—back to your office go.
[Spoken with a stern, imperious air.  Priests
, retire, obsequiously bowing, as befere.

ORIANA,

Th’ obedience that is due, and which I owe,

Dread sir, shall ever be observ’d by pe ;

Tt is not to dispute your high decree

That thus 1 kneel, but humbly to implore

One moment's short suspence ; 1 own your power,

And [ submit. Grapt but this small delay,

And as the prince decides, Oriana shall cbey.
CONSTANTIUS.

1 have no will but what your eyes ordain,
Destin’d to love, as they are doom’d to reign.

. NG, [Aside.

Into what hands, ye gods! have ye resign’d
Your world ? Are these the masters of mankind ?
These supple Romans teach our women scorn ;

I thank ye, gods, that I 'm a Briton borm.
[To them.} Agree these trifles in a short debate.
No more delays; 1 am not us'd to wait.

[King Celius retires back into the temple.

Oriana, Constantius, and Corisanda ; qfter a
short pause,
ORIANA.

Your stars and mine have chosen you, to prove
The noblest way how generous men should love ;
All boast their flames, but yet no woman found
A passion, where self-love was not the ground.
Slaves we are made, by false pretences caught,
‘The Briton in my soul disdaius the thought.

CONSTANTIVS.

Sa much, so tenderly your slave adores,

He has no thought of bappiness, but yours,
- ORIANA.

Vows may be feign’d, nor shall mere words prevail,
1 must have proofs, but proofs that cannot fail,
By arms, by honour, and by all that ’s dear
To heroes, or expecting lovers, swear.

CONSTANTIUS,

Needs there an oath? and can Oriana say,

Thus I command, and doubt if I °ll obey ?
ORIANA.

Preparc then, prince, to hear a secret told,
Which shame wounld shun, and blushing I unfold,
But dangers pressing, cowards will grow bold ;
Kpow—then—I love.

consTANTIVS.  [Eagerly.

Can you command dcspair, yet love confess ?

Agd curse with the same breath with which you bless?

onianNa, [ Disdainfully putting him off,

Mistake me not—that [ do love, is true,
But flatter not yourself, it is not you. ¢
coxsTANTIUS.  [Starting.
Porbid it, gods! recall the fatal breath

Which spoke that word, the sound is instant death. |
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ORIANA,
Too late to be recall’d, or to deny, -
I own the fatal truth—if one must die,
You are the judge ; say, is it you—or I?
A wmessenger from the templo,
MESSENGER.
The king is much displeas’d at this delay.
CONSTANTIVS, walking about in a pestion,
And let him wait, while ’tis my will to stay.
ORIANA.
Bear back a gentler answer: we Il obey.
[Exit messenger,

CONSTANTIUS,

Hence every sound that ’s either soft, or kind;
O for a war like that within my mind !
Say, flatterer, say, ah! fair deluder, speak,
Answer me this, ere yet my heart shall break ;
Since thus engag’d, you never could intend
Your love, why was I flattes’d with your hand)

ORIANA.

To what a father and a king thinks fit,
A daughter and a subject must submit.
Think not from tyranny that love can grow ;
I am a slave, and you have made me so.
Those chains which duty hath put on, remorvet
Slaves may obey, but they can never love,
CONSTANTIUS,

Cruel Oriana, much you wrong my flame,
To think that I could lay so hanh a claim.
Love is a subject to himself alone,

And knows no other empire but his own ;
No ties can bind, which from constraint ari
Where either ’s forc’d, all obligation dies.
O fatal law ! requiring to resign

The object lov’d ; or hated, keep her mine.

ORIANA. [Soothingly.

Accuse me not of hate ; with equal eyes
I judge your rerit, and your virtue prize :
Priendship, esteem, be yours; bereft before
Of all my love, what can I offer more ?
Your rival’s image in your worth I view,
And what I lov’d in him, esteem in you ;
Had your complaint been first, it might bave mov'dg
He then had been esteem’d, and you belov'd :
Then blame me not, since what decides your fate,
Is that you pleaded last, and came %00 lnte.

CQRISANDA.

Hard fate of merit! Fortune holds the scale,
And still throws in the weight that must prevail §
Your rival is not of more charms possest,

A grain of better luck has made hiym blest,

CONSTANTIUS. [ Aside.

To love, apd have the power to pussess,
And yvet resign, can Nature yield to this :
Shall Natute, erring from her first command,
ielfz;genaﬁm,mf:ll by her o?l:nfe hand ?

y awn act, the springs of life destroy,
The principles, and being of her joy ?
‘Tormenting thought ! Can Nature then approve
Blessings obtain’d, by cursing those we love.
Possessing, she is lost—renouncing—I— [die.
Where ’s then the doubt }—Die, die, Coustantius,
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Honour, and Love, ye tyrants, 1 obey,

‘Where-e'er your cruel call diretts my way ;

To shame, to chains, or to a certain grave,

Lead on, unpitying guides—bebhold your slave,
ORIANA.

Though love be wanting to relieve your care,
Glory may make amends, with fame in war;
Hooour ’s the noblest chace, pursue that game,
And the loss of love with fame ;

If still against such aids your love prevails,
Yet absence is a cure that seldom fails.

CONSTANTIVS.

Tyrannic Henour! what amends canst thon
Per make my heart, by flattering my brow ?
‘Vam race of fame, unless the conquest prove
In search of beaut?', to conclude in love.
Frail hope of aids ! for time or chance to give,
That Jove, which, spite of cruelty, can live !
From your disdain, since no relief I find,
1 must love absent, whom I love unkind ;
Though seas divide us, and though mountains part,
That fatal form will ever haust my heart,
O dire reverse of hope, which I endure,
From sure possession, to despair as sure !
Farewel, Oriana—yet, ere I remove,
Can you refuse one tear to bleeding love ?
Ah! po, take turn those eyes away,
‘The charm ’s 30 strong, I shall forevm
¥ rejoice—for your next news y
[Exeunt severally.

ACT II. SCENE 1

The Scene, a thick wooded forest, the trees loaded
with military ensigns and trophies. A rich
vilion maekes the puint of view at the further end.

Arcalaus and Arcabon.

ARCALAUS.
Excnanrazss, say—whence such replies as these ?

Thou answer'st love, 1 speak of Amadis.
ARCABON,

Swiftly he pass’d, and, as in sport pursu’d
The svayge herd, and scower'd through the wood ;
Tigers and wolves in vain his stroke withstand,
Cat down, like poppies, by the reaper’s hand ;
Like Mars he look’d, as terrible and strong ;
Like Jove, majestic ; like Apotlo, young,
With all their attributes divinely grac’d,
And sure their thunder in his arm was plac’d,

ARCALAUS,

Who pasyd ? Who look’d ?

ARCABON.

Ah! there ’s the fatal wound,
Which tears my heart-strings—but he shall be
Yes,.ye infernals,.if there ’s power in art, [found ;
These arms shall bold him, as he grasps my heart,
Shall I, who can draw down the Moon, and keep
The stars confin’d, enchant the boist'rous deep,
Bid Boreas halt, make hills and forests move,
) G -

ARCALAUS,
Be made a whining fuol to love ?
Suspend these follics, and let rage surmoutit,
A brother’s death requires a strict account ;
To day, to day, perhaps this very hour, i
This moment, now, the murd’rer 's in our pow'r.
Leave Love in cottages and cells to reign,
With nymphs obscure, and with the lowly swain ;
Who waste their days and strength in such short
Are fools, who barter fife and fame for toys. [joys
ARCABON,
They’re fools who preach we waste dur days and
strength,
What is a life, whase only charm is length ;
Give me a life that’s short, aud wing’d with joy,
A life of love, whose minutes never cloy :
What is an age in dull renown drudg'd o'er;
One little single hour of love is more.

An attendant enters hastily, and whispers Arcalaus,
ARCALAUS.
See it perform’d—and thou shalt be,

Black minister of Hell—a god to me.

[Attendant flies arway through the air.
He comes, he comes, just ready to be cay, o
Here Ardan fell, here, on this fatal spot st
Our brother dy’d ; here flow’d that precious gore,
The purple flood, which cries aloud for more :
Think on that image, see himn on the ground,
His life and fame both bury’d in one wound :
Think on the murtherer, with insulting pride
Tearing the weapon from his bleeding side :
Oh thinke————

ARCARON.

What need these bloody images to move ?
Revenge I will, and wonld secure my love :
Why should 1 of a frailty shameful be,

From which no mortal yet was ever free ?

Not fierce Medea, mistress of our art,

Nor Circe, nor Calypeo ’scapd the smart.

If Hell has power, both passions I will please,
My vengeance and my love shall both have ease,
Lead on, magician, make revenge secure,

My hand ’s as ready, and shall strike as sure.

[They go off.
Orisna axd Corisanda entering from the lower part
of the scene.
ORIANA.

Thrice happy they, who thus in silent groves,
From courts retir’d, possess their peaceful loves,
Of royal maids, how wretched is the fate,

Born only to be victims of the state ;

Our hopes, our wishes, all our passions ty'd

For public use ; the slaves of others pride.

Here let us wait th’ event , on which alone

Depends my peace, I tremble till *tis known.
CORISANDA,

So generous this emperor’s love dees seem,
*Twould justify a change, to change for him,

ORIANA.

Alas! thoun know’st not men, their oaths, and acts
Of feigning truth, with treason in their hearts.
Who now ’s ador'd, may the next hour displease,
At first their cure, and after their disease

. (Flourish of music as in the foreste
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CORISANDA.

Oft we have heard'such airy sounds as these
Salute us as we pass. )

Enter several of Arcalaus® magicians singing and
‘dancing, represenling shepherds, shepherdesses,
and paisans.

A shepherd, singing.
Follow ye nymphs and shepherds afl,
Come celebrate the festival,
And merrily sing, and sport, and play,
For ’tis Oriana’s nuptial day.

A dance of shepherds and skepherdesses.  Then a
shepherdess, addressing to Oriana, sings,

Queen of Britain, and of love,
Be happy as the blest above ;
Graces numberless attend thee,
‘The gods as many blessings send thee :
Be happy as the blest above,
Queen of Britain, and of love.
4 rural dance of paisans.
[Exeunt dancing.
ORIANA.

Preposterous nuptials ! that fill every breast
‘With joy, but only her’s who shou’d be blest.

CORISANDA.

Sure some magician keeps his revels here :
Princess retire, there may be danger near.
[ Flourish of soft music at a distance,
ORIANA.
What danger in such gentle notes can be ?
Thou friend to love, thrice powerful barmony,
I'lt follow thee, play one———
Music ’s the balm of love, to charm despair,
Suspends the smart, and softens every care.
[Exeunt down the scene, following the music.

Arcalaus enfers with an attendanl, obsercing them
as they walk down into the forest.

- ARCALAUS.
Finish the rest, and then be free as air:
My eyes ne’er yet beheld a form so fair.
Happy beyond my wish, I go to prove
At once, O}le joys of sweet revenge 8nd love.
[Walks down the scene after them.

Enter Amadis and Florestan.

AMADIS.

Mistake me not—no—Amadis shall die,
If she is pleas’d, but not disturb her joy ;
Nice honour still engages to requite R
False mistres<es, and friends, with slight for slight:
But if, like mine, the stubborn heart retain
A wilful tenderess, the brave must feign,
In private grief, but with a eareless scorn
In public, seemn to triumph, not to mourn.

FLORESTAN.

Hard is the task, in love or grief, to feign ;
‘When passion is sincere, it will complain :
Doubts which from rumour rise, you should suspend;
From evil tongues what virtue can defend ?
In love, who injures by a rash distrust,
Is the aggressor, and the first unjust,

AMADIL
If she is trne, why all this nuptial noiséj
Still echoing as we pass her guilty joys ?
Who to a woman trusts his peace of mind, -
Trusts a frail bagk, with a tempestuous wind.
Thus to Ulysses, on the Stygian coast
His fate inquiring, spake Atrides’ ghost ;

'| ¢ Of all the plagues with which the world is cursty

Of every ill, a woman is the worst ;

Trust not a woman.”-~Well might he advise,

Who perish’d by his wife’s adulteries
FLORESTAN.

Thus in despair, what most we love, we wrong,
Not Heaven escapes the impious atheist’s tongue.
AMADfS.

Enticing crocodiles, whose tears are death,
Syrens, who murder with enchanting breath :
Like Egypt’s temples, dazzling to the sight, -
Pompously deck’d, all gaudy, gay, and bright ;
With glittering gold, and sparkling gems they shine,
But apes and monkies are the gods witlrin.

FLORESTAN.

My love attends with pain, while yoa pursae
This angry theme ;—1 have a mistress too -
The faultlcss form no secret stains disgrace,

A beautcous mind unblemish’d as her face 3

Not painted and adorn’d to varnish sin,

Without all angel, all divine within ;

By truth maintaining what by love she got ;

A heaven without a cloud, a sun without a spot.

Amapts. [ Embracing him.

Forgive the visions of my frantick brain,

Far from the man 1 love be all such pain :

By the immortal gods I swear, my friend,

The Fates to me no greater joy could send,

Than that your labours meet a prosperous end.

After so many glorious toils, that you

Have found a mistress beautiful and true.

or1ANA and CORISANDA. [ Withoun
Help, help, oh ! Heavens, help————
AMADIS.
What cries arc these ?
FLORESTAN..

It seem’d the call of Beauty in distress.

Of savage beasts and men, a monstrous brood
Possess this land
ORIANA and CORISANDA.

Help, help——
AMADIS.
in the cry ’s renew’d.
Draw both our swords, and fly with speed to save;

Th’ oppress’d have a sure refuge in the brave.
(Exeunt, drawing their swords.

Oriana aml Corisanda cross the slage, pursued by @
party of Arcalaus’ magicians.
ORIANA and CORISANDA.
Help, help—

PARTY.
‘Pursue, pursue——

Florestan crosses the stage following the purnfit,
Arcalaus fighting and retreating before Amadis.
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ARCALAUS.

'Thou rtm’st upon thy fate : mortal forbear,

A more than mortal rules the regions here,
AMADIS.

Think not my sword shall give the least reprieve,
"Twere cruelty to let such monsters live.

Florestan re-enters retreating before another party,
is seized, disarmed, and carried off.
ARCALAUS.

Yet panse, and be advis’d ; avoid thy fate;
Without thy life, my vengeance is complete :
Bebold thy friend borne to eternal chains,
Remember Ardan now, and count thy gains,

AMADIS,

Like Ardan’s be thy fate, unpitied fall :

Thus  ’ll at once revenge, and free them all,
Fight, Arcalaus still retreating. A sudden sound
of instruments expressing terrour and horrour, with

Hunder at the same time. Monsters and demons

rise from under the stage, twhile others fly down

Jromabove crossing to and fro in confusion, during

whick the stage is darkemed. On a en a

Slourisk of contrary music succeeds ; the sky clears,

and the whole scene changes to a delightful vale,

Amadis appearing leaning on his sword, surround-

¥d by shepherds and shepherdesses, who with songs,

musc and dances, perform the following enchant-
went.
To be sung in full chorus.
Love, creator Love, appear,
Attend and hear ;
Appear, appear, appear.
A single voice.
Love, creator Love,
Parent of Heaven and Earth,
Delight of gods above 3
To thee all nature owes her birth ;
Love, creator Love.
Another single voice.
All that"in ambient air does move,
Or teems on fertile fields below,
Or sparkles in the skies above,
Or does in rolling waters ﬂ:m,
Spring from the seeds which thou dost sow,
Laove, creator Love.

CHORUS.

Better in love a slave to be,
Than with the widest empire free.
DANCE.

ODR TO DISCORD.
A single voice.
When Love’s away then Discard reigns,
Furies he unchains,
Bids ZEofus unbind
northern wind,
A t fetter'd lay in caves,
root up trees, and plough the plains :
Foumﬁeumdnm, P
rom their deep roots the rocks he tears,
. Whole deluges lets fly,
t dash against the sky,
And seem to drown the stars ;

Th? assaulted clouds return the shock,
Blue light’nings singe the waves,
And thunder rends the rock.

Then Jove usurps his father’s crown,
Instructing mortals to aspire ;

The father would destroy the son,
The son dethrunes the sire.

The Titans, to regain their right,

Prepare to try a second Fight,

Briareus arms his hundred hands,

And marches forth the bold gigantic bands.
Pelion Ossa thrown,
Steep Olympus they invade,
Gods and giants tumble down,
And Mars is foil’d by Fncelade.

Horror, confusion, dreadful ire,

Daggers, poison, sword and fire,

To execute the destin’d wrath conspire.

The Furies loose their snaky rods,
And lash both men and gods.

Chorus repeat the last stanza.

" Then Symphony for Love,
A single voice.

Bat when Iove bids Discord cease,
The jarring seeds unite in peace ;
O the pleasurelfput X !
O the rapture of possessing !
Melting, dying, heavenly blessing,
O the rapture of possessing !
Hail to Love, and welcome joy !
Hail to the delicious boy !

In Cyprus first the god was known,
Then wandering, wandering o’er the main{
He in Britannia fix'd bis reign,

And in Oriana’s eyes his throne.

A full chorus.
Hail to Love, and welcome joy !
Hail to the delicious boy !
See the Sun from Love returning,
Love ’s the flame in which he ’s burning.
Hail to love, the softest pleasure ;
Love and Beauty reign for ever.

DANCE.

Then to be sung by a shepherdess addressing here
self to Amadis. )
Now mortal prepare,
For thy fate is at hand ;
Now mortal prepare,
And surrender,

For Love shall arise.
‘Whom no power can withstand,
‘Who rules from the skies
To the centre. 4
Now mortal re,
For thy fate is at hand ;
Now mortal prepare,
And surrender.
Cuorus repeat,

Now mortal prepare, &c.

During the chorus, Oriana appears rising from un-
der the stage, reposed upon a machine represents
ing a bed of fowers.  The chorus ended, she
riges, and cumes forward.
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ORIANA.
In what enchanted regions am I lost
Am I alive? Or wander here a ghost ?
Art thou too dead ?—{Starts at the sight of Amadis.

AMADIS,

Where-€'er you are, the realms of bliss must be;
1 see my goddess, and ’tis heaven to sce.
[T hrowing away his sword, is scized and bound.
Stand off, and give me way——
ORIANA.
No, keep him there,
Th’ ungrateful traitor, let him not come near':
Convey the wretch where Sisyphus atones
For crimes enormous, and where Tityus groans,
With robbers, and with murd’rers let him prove
1mmortal pains—for he has murder’d love.
AMADIS,
Have I done this ?——
ORIANA.
Base and perfidious man !
Tet me be heard, and answer if you can.
Was it your love, when trembling by your side
1 wept, and I implor’d, and almost dy’d,
Urging your stay : Was it your love that bore
Your faithless vessel from the British shore ?
What said I not, upon the fatal night
‘When you avow’d your meditated flight ?
Was it your love that prompted you to part,
‘To leave me dyig, and to break my heart? _
See whom you fled, inhuman and ingrate.
Repent your folly—but repent too late.
AMADIS.
Mistaken princess ; by the stars above,
The powers below, and by immortal Jove
Unwilling and compell’d
ORIANA.
Unwilling and compell’d ! vain, vain pretence
For base neglect, and cold indifference
Was it your love, when by those stars above,
Those powers below, and that immortal Jove,
You vow’d, before the first revolving Moon,
You would return ?=—Did you return ?>—The Sun
Thrice round the circled globe was seen to move,
You ueither came, nor sent—was this your love ?
AMADIS.

Thrice has that Sun beheld me on your coass,

By tempest beaten, and in shipwrecks lost.
ORIANA,

And yet you chose those perils of the sea,
Of rocks, and storms—or any thing—but me.
The raging ocean, and the winter wind,
Touch'd at my passion, with my wishes join’d,
No image, but of certain fate, appear'd,
Less I your absence, than your danger, fear'd;
In vain they threaten'd, and I sued in vain,

More deaf than storms, more cruel than the main ; |

No prayer, nor gentle message could prevail
To wait a calmer sky, or softer gale ;
You brav'd the danger, and despis’d the love,
Nor death could terrify, nor passion move.
AMADIS.
Of our past lives, the pleasure, and the pain,
Fix'd in my soal, for ever remain,

Recall more gently my tnhappy state,

And charge my crime, not on my choice, but fale =

In moital breast, sure, honour never wag’d

So dire a war, nor love more fiercely rag’d :

You saw my torment, and you knew my heart,

"Twas infamy to stay, ‘twas desth to pert.
ORIANA. ~

In vain you ’d cover, with the thirst of famé,

And honout’s call, an odious traitor’s name :

Could honour such vile perfidy ?

Is it no honour to be true to love

O Venus ! parent of the Trojan race,

In Britain too, some remnants found a place 3

From Brute descending in a line direct,

Within these veins thy favourite blood respect ;

Mother of Love, by men and gods rever’d,

Confirm these vows, and let this prayer be heard.

The Briton to the Gaul henceforth shall bear

Immortal hatred, and eternal war;

Nor league, nor commerce, let the nations know,

But seeds of everlasting discord grow ;

With fire and sword the faithless race pursue,

This vengeance to my injur’d love is due :

Rise from our ashes some avenging hand,

To curb their tyvants, and invade their land ;

Waves fight with waves, and shores with shoresen-

And let our sons inherit the same rage. [gage,
AMADIS,
Might I be heard one word in my defence—
ORIANA.

No, not a word. What ious forc’d ytetemt
Would you invent, to gild :p:c‘uk defence

To false Eneas, when *twas giv'n by Fate

Totread the paths of death,and view the Stygian state,
Forsaken Dido was the first that stood

To strike his eye, her bosom bath’d in blood

Fresh from her wound : pale horrour and affright
Seiz’d the false man, confounded at the sight,
Trembling he gaz’d, and some faint words he spoke,
Some tears he shed, which, with disdainful look,
Unmov'd she heard, and saw, nor heeded more
Than the firm rock, when faithless tenrpests roar,
With one last look, his falseness she upbraids,
Then sullenly retires, and seeks eternal shades.
Lead me, O lead me where the bleeding queen,
With just reproaches loads perfidious men,
Banish'd from joy, from empire, and from higit,

In death involve me, and in endless night.

But keep—that obious object—from my sight.
[Exzit.
Enter Arcalaus,
ARCALAUS,

With her last words, she sign’d his dying breath,
Couvey him straight to tortures, and to death,
AMADIS.
Let me not perish with a traitor’s name,
Naked, unarm'd, and single as I am ;
handee—e—

Loose this right
ARCALAUS.
Hence to his fate the valiant bosster bear.
[Sinks under the stage with him.

For him, let our infernal priest

prepare
“Their knives, their cords, and altars—but for her

Soft beds, and flowery banks, and fragrant bowers,
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With which Zove Steals on hearts, and tunes the mind

To tenderness and yielding——

Superior charms, enchant us to be kind. -
The act concludes with ddncing. *

[Exit.

RIS
_ACT IIL SCENE L
‘Arcalaus and Arcabon, meeting.

ARCALAUS. .

Wrircoux as after darkuess chearful light,
Or to the weary wanderer downy night:
Smile, smile'my Arcabon, for ever smile,
And with thy gayest looks reward my toil,
That sullen air but ill becomes thee now,
Seest thou not glorious conguest on my brow ?
Amadis, Amedis—-
ARCABON,
Dead, or in chains? be quick in thy reply.
ARCALAUS.
He lives, my Arcabon, but lives-to die.
The gnawing vulgure, and the restless wheel,
8ball be delight, to what the wretch shall feel.
ARCABON.
Goddees of dire revenge, Erinnys, rise,
With pleasure grace thy kips, with joy thy eyes ;
Smile like the queen of Love, and strip the rocks
* Of pearls and gems, to deck thy jetty lagks;
With chearful tunes disguise thy holfmv throat,
Al;dw‘mhce ;?e lark and linnet’s note,
self rejoice, Despair be gay,
For Rage and Murder ‘shall triumph to day.
ARCALAUS.

Arise, O Ardan, from the hollow womb
Of Earth, arise, burst fromn thy brazen tomb,
Bear witness to the vengance we prepare,
Rejoice, and rest for ever void of care.
ARCABON.
Pluto, arise, inifernal king, release
Thy tortar’d slaves, and let the damn’d bave peace,
But double all their pains on Amadis,
ARCALAUS.

Mowrn all ye Heavens, above yon azure plain
et grief abound, and Jamentation reign,
The thunderer with tears bedew his sky,
Por Amadis, his champion ’s doom’d to die.
ARCABONXN.

Death be my care; for to compleat his woe,
The slave shall perish by. a woman’s blow ;
Thus each by turns shall his dire vow fulfil,
’Twas thine to vanquish, and ’tis mine to kill.
ARCALAUS.
So Jook’d Medea, when her rival bride,
Upon her nuptial day, consuming dy’d :
O never more let love dispuise a face
By rage adorn’d with such triumphant grace.
ARCABOX.
In sweet inferior joys sve lost,
And Love lies shipwreck’d on the stormy coast ;
Rage rules all other passions in my breast,
And, swelling like a totrent, drowns the rest. [hors,
&:ll(l)dkﬂxh curs’d wretch, whom most my sou! ab-
‘OL. XL :
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Prove the dear man, whom most my soul aderes,
Jove should in vain defend him with his dart,
Through all his charms I °d stab him to the hear.
[Exeunt.

ECENE IL

Enter Celius, Constantius, Lucius a Roman, and 4
a numerous attendance of Britons.
KING.
From contracts sign'd, and articles agreed,
With British faith it suits not to recede : '
How may the world interpret such neglect,
And on her beauty, or her fame, reflect ?
Roman, cousider well what course you run,
Resolve to be my prisoner, or my son.
If this sounds rude, then know, we Britons slight !
Those supple arts which foreigners delizht,
Nor stand on forms to vindicate our right.
[Exit King and attendants. i
LucIus.
Happy extremity ! now, prince, be blest,
Ofall you love, and ail you wish possest ;
No censure you incur, constrain’d to choose,
Possest at once of pleasure, and excuse.

CONSTANTIUS.

If for myself alone I would possess,
"Twere scnsual joy, and brutal havpiness.
When most we love, ebracing and embrac’d,
The particle sublime of bliss is plac'd
In raptures, that we feel the ravish’d charmer taste.
Oriana, no—though certain death it be,
1’1l keep my word—1 11 die, or set thec free.
Haste, Lucius, haste, sound loud our trumpets, call
Our guard to arms, though few, they 're Romans
Now tremble, savage king, a Roman hand [all. -
Shall ne’er be bound, that can a sword command.

As they go off, re-enter king Celius, attended as
befure.

KING.

Not to be found ! she must, she shall be found ;

Disperse out parties, search our kingdoms round ;

Follow Constantius, seize him, torture, kill ;

Traitor ! what vengeance I can have, { will.

Well have thy gods, O Rome! secur'd thy peace,

Planted behind so many lands and seas,

Or thou shouldst feel me, city, in thy fall,

More dreadful than the Samnite, or the Gaul.,

But to supply and recompence this want,

Hear, O ye guardiauns of our isle, and grant

That wrath may rise, and strife immortal come

Betwixt the gods of Britain, and of Rome.
[Exeunt.

SCEYE IIL
The Scene changes to a sceme of tombs and dungeons, ‘
men and women chained in rows, ite (o one
arother. In the front of tke capirves, Florestan
and Corisanda. < 4 mugnificent monument erected
to the memory of Ardan, with this inscription is
large letters of oy

REVENGE 1S VQN'D, REST QUIAT, GENTLE SHADK,

THR LIVING SMALL BE PEGTLESS TILL ’FIS WAD.
E ! s
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A guard of demons. Plainfive music.
To Be sung by a caplive king.

Asd cast a pitying eye
. Upon a monarch’s misery.
Alnokdo-n.hukdmm,
Afronted majesty.

1, who bat now on thrones of gold,
Gave laws to kingdoms unoontroul’d,

‘To empire born,

From empire torn,

A wretched slave,

A wretched slave,

Am now of slaves the scorn.
Alas! the smiles of Fortune prove
As variable, as women’s love.

By a captive lover,
The happiest mortals once were we,
L lov’d Myra, Myra me;
Each desirous of the blessing,
Nothing waitting but possessing ;
I lov’d Myra, Myra me,
‘Thé happiest mortals once were we.
But since cruel Fates dissever,
Torn from love, and tom for ever,
Tortures end me,
Death befriend me :
Of all pains, the greatest pain,
Is to love, and love in vain.

By a captive libertine.
Pln;neundwithidlestoﬁu,
‘Whming loves, and senseless glories ;
‘What are lovers, what are kings ?
‘What at best but slavish things.

Free I liv'd, as Nature made me,

No proud beauty durst invade me,

No rebellious slaves betray’d me,

Free I livid, as Nature made me.

Each by turns, as sense inspir'd me,

Bacchus, Ceres, Venus, fir'd me;

1 alone have lost true pleasure ;

Freedom is the only treasure.

Chorus of demons.

Cease, ye slaves, your fruitless grieving,

No, no,
‘The powers below
No pity know ;

Cease, ye slaves, your fruitless grieving.

A dance of demons insulting the prisuners.
rrLorxsTAN L0 Corisanda.

To taste of pain, and yet to gaze on thee,
To meet, and yet to mourn, but ill agree.
Well may the brave contend, the wise contrive,
In vain against their stars the destin’d strive.

CORISANDA,

So to th’ appointed grove the featherd pair ,
Fly chirping on, unmindful of the snare,
Pursuing love, and wing’d with amorous thought,
The wanton couple in one toil are caught,

In the sams cage in notes complain
Of the same fate, and curve filafidious man.
A carmive, TG
O Heavens, take pity of our pains,
Peath is & milder fate than mﬁ. :

A more unhappy never can be found ;

Let loose thy rage, like an avenging god,

Fain would my soul, encumber’d, cast her load:
ARcanoN.  [Aside.

)

In every line and feature of that. face,
The dear enchanter of my soul [ trace :
My brother ! had my father too been slain,
The blood of my whole race should plead in vain,
The ties of nature do but weakly move,
The strongest tie of nature, is in love.

AMADI1S.

O Florestan ! [ see those chains with shame,
Which I could not prevent—O stain to Fame !
O Honour lost for ever! Theseus fell,
But Hercules remain’d unconquer’d still,
Aud freed his friend—What man could do—I did,
Nor was [ d, but betray’d.
O my lov'd friend | with better we stood
In arms repelling Death, wading in blood
To victories ; the manly limb that trod
Firm and erect, beneath a treble load
of erous mail, these shameful bonds disdains,
sinks beneath th’ inglorious weight of chainss
PLORESTAN. '

Were shall the brave and good for refuge rum,

When to be virtuous, is to be undone ?
ARCABON.

He spoke—and every accent to my heart
Gave a fresh wound, and was another dart:
He weeps ! but reddening at the tears that fall,
Is it for these ? Be quick, and free them all,
Let every captive be releas’'d from chains 3
How is it that I love, if be complaine ?



of obtaining,
Ah | how sweet is Liberty !
Dence of captives, expressing joy for liberty.

ey Syl
3 7 n on each s
&f the theatre, bowing as they advance.

ARCABON. 4

‘When rage, like mine, makes such a sudden pause,
Methinks *twere easy to divine the cause :
The'd or, i
The meaning of a blush may trace,
When short-breath’d sighs, and catching giances,
Prom dying eyes, reveal the kind intent. [sent
Let Glory share, but not possess you whole,
Love is the darling transport of the soul.
AMADIS.
The lords of Fate, who all our lots decree,
Have destin’d Fame, no other chance for me ;
My sullen stars in that rough circle move ;
The bappy only are reserv'd for love.
ARCARON.

The stars which you reproach, my art can force,
1 can direct them to a kinder course :
Trust to my charms, the present time improve,
Select and precious are the hours of love.
Unguarded see the virgin treasure stand,
Glad of the theft, to court the robber’s hand ;
Honour, his wonted watch no longer keeps,
Seize quickly, soldier, while the dragon sleeps.
AMADIS.
Enchanting are your looks, less magic lies
mysterious art, than in your eyes ;
Such melting language claims a soft return,
Pity the hopeless fiames in which I burn ;
Past bownd already, and not free to choose,
1 prize the blessing fated to refuse,
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ARCABON. [Atide.

Those formal lovers be for ever curst,
‘Who fetter’d free-born Love with Honour first,
Who through fantastic laws are virtue’s fools,
And against nature will be slaves to rules.
[To lm.) Your captive friends have freedom from
this hour,
Rejoice for them, but for thyself much more:
Sublimer blessings are reserv’d for thee, .
‘Whom Love invites to be poseess’d of me.
The shipwreck’d Greeks, cast on Eea’s shore,
With trembling steps the dubious coast
‘Who first arrive, in vain for pity plead,
Transform'd to beasts, a vile and monstrous breed ;
But when Ulysses with superior mein {queen,
d the throne where sat th’ “enchantress
Pleas’d with a presence that invades her charms,
She takes the bold advent'rer in her arms,
Up to her bed she leads the conqu’ror on,
he enjoys the daughter of the Sun.

Ske leads Amadis out. Florestan and Corisands,
and the released captives only remain. Florestsn
and Corisanda run into each other's arms.

FLORESTAN.
In this enchanting circle let me be,

For ever and for ever beund to thee.

CORISANDA.

Soul of my soul, and charmer of my heart,
From these embraces let us never part.

PLORBSTAN.

Never, O never—In some safe retreat,
Far from the noise and tamults of the great,
Secure and happy on each other’s breast,
Within each other’s arms we ’ll ever rest ;
Those eyes shall make my days serene and bright,
These arms, thus ciroling round me,.bless the night.

[Exeunt Flor. and
The remaining captives express their joy for liberty
by singing and dancing.

Chorus of all the captives together.

To Fortune give immortal praise,
Fortune deposes, and can raise,
Fortune the captives chains does break,
And brings despairing exiles back ;
However low this hour we fall,

" One lucky moment may mend all.
The act concludes with variety of dances. *

O ———

ACT IV. SCENE L
Atcabon and Arcalaus,

ARCALAUS.

Or women ’tis the common doom,

Each haughtily sets out in beauty’s bloom,

Till, late repenting, to redeem the past,

You turn abandon’d prostitutes at last.
ARCABON.

Who hate declares, is sure of hate again ;
Rage begets rage, disdain provokes disdain :
Why, why alas! should love less mutual prove?
Why is not love return’'d with equal love ?
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ARCALAUS
Blessings when cheap, or certain, we despive;
From sure possession what desire can rise ? .
Luve, like ambition, dies as 'tis enjoy'd,
By doubt provok’d, by certainty destroy’d.
ARCABON,
To govern love, alas! what woman can?
Yet ’tis an easy province for a man.
Why am I then of hope abandon’d quite ?
There is a cure—I ’d ask it—if I might.
Forgive me, brother, if I pry too far,
I ’ve learnt my rival is your pris’ner here ;
If that be true—————
ARCALAUS.
What thence would you infer? [Surfily.
ARCABON.

What but her death—W1Hen Amadis is free
From hopes of her—there may be hope for me.

ARCALAUS.

Thou cloud to his bright Juno=-Fool—shall he
'Who has lov'd her, ever descend to thee ?

ARCABON,
Much vainer fool art thou——where are those

H)
That are to tampt a princess to thy arms ?
Thou Vulcan to Oriapa’s Mars———
ARCALAUS.
But yet
This Vulcan has that Mars within his net.
Your counsel comes too late, for ’tis d )
‘To make the woman sure, the man shall bleed.
[Exit surlily.
ARCABON. B
First perish thou; earth, air, and seas, and sky,
Confounded in ane beap of chaos lie,
And every other living creature die.
I burn, I burn ; the storm that ’s in my mind
Kindies my heart, like fires provok’d by wind :
Love and resentment, wishes and disdain,
Blow all at once, like winds that plough the main,
Furies! Alecto! aid my just design:
But if, averse to mercy, you decline
‘The pious task, assist me, powers divine ;
Just gods, and thou their king, imperial Jove,
Strike whom you please, but save the man I love.
' [Exit.

SCENE 1L

The Scene changes lo the representation of a fine
arden ; Oriana sitling pensively in a pleasant
wer towards the lower end of the scene.  Soft
music playing. Arcalausenters, addressing himself
reipecifully to her. She rises; they advance slowly
toxwards the front of the stage, seeming in mute
discourse, till the music ceases.

" ARCALATS.
Or freedom lost, unjustly you complain,
Born to command, where-e’er you come you reign;

No fetters here you wear, but others bind,
And not a prison, but an empire find.
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ORIANA, N
Death I expect, and I desire it tos,
*Tis all the mercy to be wish'd from you.
To die, is to be free: Oh let me find .
A spéedy death—that freedom would be kind.
ARCALAUS,

Too cruel to suspect such usage meant,
Here i3 no death, but what your eyes present:
O may they réign, those arbiters of Pate,
Immortal, as the Toves which they creste. .

We know the cause of this prepostervus grief,
And we should pity, were there no relicf : .
One lover lost, have you not millions mote ?
Can you complain of want, whom all adore ?
All hearts are yours; even mine, that, fierce and free,
Ranging at large, disdain’d captivity, - ]
Caught by your (’:harms, the savage 'tzemblmg fes,
And, prostrate in his chain, for mercy dies.

ORIANA

Respect is limited to power alone,

Beauty distress’d, like kings from empire thrown,

Each insolent nvades———

How art thou chang’d ! ah, wretched princess! now,

When every slave that loves, dares tell thee so?
ARCALAUS,

If I do love, the fault is in your eyes, B
Blame them who wound, and not your slave who diess
If we may love, then sure we may declare;

If we may not, ah ! why are you so fair ?

Who can unmov'd behold that heavealy face,

Those radiant eyes, and that resistless grace ?
ORIANA

Plutk out these eyes, meuetbeeonmyﬁn‘,
Tear off my cheeks, and'rovt up every grace,

i kill me, kill me instuntly ¢

Thus may’st thou free thyself at once, and me.

ARCALAUS. .
Such strange commands *twere impious to obey,
I would revenge myxcif a gentler way.

[Qffering to take her hand, she sngtekes it
away disdainfully.

ORIANA,

Some whirlwind bear me from this odioas place,
Earth open wide, and bury my disgrace ;
Save me, ye powers, from violence and shamas,
Assist my virtue, and protect my fame.

ARCALAUS. [ Aside.

Love, with submission, first begins in course,
But when that fails, a sure reserve is force :
The nicest dames who our embraces shun,
Wait only a pretence—and force is one :
She who through frailty yields, dishonour gains,
But she that ’s forc’d, her innocence retains :
Debtors and slaves for favours they bestow,
Invading, we are free, and nothing owe. -
No ties of love or gratitude constrain,
But as welike,weleue—oreomelgnin.
It shall be so.
[To ker.) Sincesoﬁeramnnentshaveplw'dlonh
Force is the last, resist it if you can. ’

[He seites her, she breaks from kim.

ORIANA,
Help—help—ye Gods!
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ARCALAUS,
Who with such courage can resist desire,

With what a rage she ’ll love when raptures fire!

Behold in cheins your vanquish’d minion lies,

Axnd if for nothing bat this scorn, he dies,

Amadis discovered in chains. Avcalaus advancing

to stab him, Arcabon enters in the instant and
offers to stab Oriana.

ARGABON.

Strike boldly, murd’rer, strike him to the ground,
‘While thas my dagger anawers every wound.
By what new magic is thy vengeance charm'd ?
‘Trembles thy hand before a mag unarm’d?
ORIANA.
Strike, my deliverer, 'tis a friendly stroke,
1 shun thee not, but rather would provoke :
Death to the wretched is an end of care,
But yet, methinks, he might that victim spare.
' [Pointing to Amadis.
AMADIS.
Burst, burst these chains : just gods, can yau look

down,
On such distress, like idle lookers-on ?
My soul, till now, no dangers could affright,
But trembles like a cowart’s, at this sight.
ARCABON,
So passionate ! but I ’ll reveuge it here
ARCALAUS,
Hold, Pury—ror I strike as home—forbeare—

Arcabon gffering to stab Oriama, Arcalans does the
same to Amadis ; both with-holl their blow.

Trumpets, kettle-drums, and warlike instruments
all kinds, resound frvm a!l parts of the theatre,
Urganda enters haslily with a nimerous train.
Arcalaus and Arcabon surprised, retire to the oppo-
«site side of the stage. -

URCANDA.

To arms, to arms, ye spirits of the air,

Ye guardians of the brave, and of the fair,

Leave your bright mansions, and in arms appear.

Warlike music sounds a charge ; Spirits descend in
clonds ; some continue in the air playing upon in-
struments ¢f war, others remain ranged in order
of batile ; others descend upon the stage, ranging
themselves by Amadis, whom Urganda frees, giving
him a sword. Oriana likewise is freed.

ABCARON,

Fly quick, ye demons, from your bjack abodes,
And tey anather combat with the gods ;
Blue fires, and pestilential fumes jprise,
And flaming fountains spout agamst the skies ;
From their broad roots these oaks and cedars tear,
Burn like my love, and rage like my despair.

Trumpets sound on Arcabon’s side, whick are an-
swered on Urgande’s.  The grove appears in an
intant all in a fiame ; fountamns from below cast
up fire as in spouts ; a rain of fire from above ;
the sky darkened; demons range themselves on
the stage by Arcalaus and Arcabon; other de-
mons face Urganda ; its in tha atr ; martial
instruments sounding fromallparts of thetheatre ;
Arcalaus aduvances before his party, with his sword
dqun, & Awcgdin

'
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ARCALAUS,

Let Heaven and Hell stand neuter, while we try,
On equal terns, which of us twg shall die,

Arcalaus and Amadis engnge ot the head of their
parties ; a fight at the sgme time in the air, and
upon 1he stage ; all sorts of loud instruments sound-
ing ; Arcalaus falls ; the demons, some fly avay
through the air, others sink ‘under-ground, with
horrible cries.

URGANDA.
Sound tunes of triumph, all ye winds, and bear

Your notes aloft, that Heaven and Earth may hear ;

And thou, O Sun! shine out serene and gay,

And bright, 2 when the giants lost the day.

Tunes of triumph ; the sky clears ; the grove returns
to its first prospect. A large ball of fire regresent-
ing the figure of the Sun descends gradudlly to the
slage ; Amadis ﬂroaching Orianu respectfully ;
Arcabon stands sullen and observing.

amanss,”  {To Oriane,
“While Amadis Oriana’s léve possest,
Secure of empire in that beauteous breast,
Not Jove, the king of gods, like Amadis was blest.
ORTANA. .
While to Oriana Amadis was true,
Nor wandering flames to distant climates drew,
No heaven, but only love, the pleas’d Oriana knew.
‘ AMADIS,

That heaven of love, alas! is mine no more,
Braving those powers by whom she falsely swore ;
She to Constantias would those charms resign,

If aaths could bind, that should be only mine,
ORIANA.

With a feign'd falschood yon ’d evade your payt
Of guilt, and tax a tender faithful heart : .
While by such ways you 'd hidé a conscious flame,
The only virtue you have left, is shame.

*  [Turning disdainfully from him.
avavis.  [Approacking tenderly.

But should this injur'd vassal you suspect
Prove true—Ah ! what rcturn might he expect.
oripXa. [Returning to him with
an uir ¢f lenderness.
Though brave Constantius charms with every aytg”
That can entice a tender virgin's heart,
Whether he shines for glory, or delight, o
To tempt ambition, or cnchant the sight,
Were Amadis restor'd to my esteem,
I would reject a deity—for him.
AMADIS.

Though false as watery bubbles blown by wind,
Fixt in my soul, and rvoted in my mind,
I love Oriana, faithless and unkind, *
O were she kind, and faithful, a: she 's fair !
Fur her alone I ’d live—and die for her.

URGANDA.

>

- Adjourn these murmurs of returning love,
And from this scene of rage and fate remove,
[70 Arcabon.
Thy empire, Arcabon, concludes this hour,
hort is the date of all flagitious power :
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.Slg“dbethyhfe,mthoumy'thmghar
torments of the damn'd in thy despair.

[To Oriana and Amadis,
‘Where zephyrs only breathe in myrtle groves,
There will I lead you to debate your loves,

The machine representing the figure of the Sun
opens and ars to be a chariot refulgent with
7ays, ma, %% gilt and adorned, with conve-

nient seats, to which Urganda condlcb Oriana ;

Amadis following, Arcabon stops him by the robe.

ARCABON.

What, not one iook ? not one dissembling amile,
To thank me for your lifc ? or to beguile
Despair ? Cold and ungrateful as thou art,

Hence from my sight for ever, and my heart.

[ Letting go her hold with an air of contempt.
‘Back, soldier, to the camp, t.h{ proper sphere,
Stick to thy tnde, dull hero, follow war;
Useless to women——thou mere image, meant
To raise desire—and then to disappoint.

Alnldllb&alm place in Urgltlh’l d«mot, wluch
rises gradually in the air, not x:au
till the close of Arcabon’s speec
80 ready to be gone———DBarbarian, stay.
He ’s gons, and love returns, and pride velny.
O stay, come back——Horrour and ! 1burn!
1 rage! I rave! ldw'—Mru,nhun'
Eternal racks my tortur’d bosom tear,
Vultures with endless pangs are gnawing there ;
Fury ! Distraction——1I am all ir.
Burning with love, may’st thou ne’er aim at bliss,
,Bntthnndcrth mkiu thy limbs, sud lightening blast
y kiss ;
While pale, aghast, a spectre I stand by,
Pleas’d at the terrours that distract thy joy !
Plague of my life | thy impotence shall be
A carse to her, worse than thy scom to me. E
. . [Exit.

That bent beneath t.he warlike beaver.

A full chorus of all the voices and instruments,

Let trampets and tymbals,
Let atabals and cymbals,

Let drums and hautboys give over ;
But let fiutes,
And let lutes

Our passions excite
, 'l'ogentlerdehght,
And every Mars be a lover.

Dances, with which the act concludes.

ACT V. O#CENE L
Scens, Urgands's enchented palece.
The scenes are adorned and diversified with the seve-
ral representations of the adventures and
of heroes and Aeroines : alcrgcpnufacu‘“f
frmu, ‘zraemggtlmrm reosplion

Amadis and Orisna.

ORIANA,
Ix mymhewelldumen apprt,
He shares my praise, but you hive all my heast =
When equal virtues in the scales are try’d,
And justice against neither can decide ;
When judgment thus perplex'd, lupendnhechd.,
Fancy must speak, and give the casting voice :
Much to his love, much to his merit’s due,
But powerful inclination was for you.

AMADIS.

Thou hast no equal, a superior ray

-| Unrival’d as the light that rales the day.

Should Fame solicit me with all her charms,

Not blooming laurels nor victorious arms

Should purchase but a grain of the delight,

Amomntfmthenptnmdﬂmu;ht.
ORIANA. '

Wrong not my virtue, to that [

Can grant to love, what duty must deny ;

A father’s will is wanting, and my breast

hrul’dbyGlory though by Love possest :

Rather than be another’s, I would die ;

Nor can be yours, till duty shall comply.
AMADIS.

Hard rules, which thus the noblest loves engage,
To wait the peevish humours of old age !
Think not the lawfulness of love consists
In parents wills, or in the forms of priests;
Such are but licens'd rapes, which vengeance
From Heav’n, howe'er approv’d by human law.
Marriage the happiest bond of love might be,
If hands were only join'd, when hearts agree.
Enter Urganda, Corisanda, Florestan, and attend-
ants to Urganda.

URGANDA,
Here faithful lovers to sure joys remove,
?yesoﬁrﬂmtgf. Glorylnd'z‘,' y
Fate prepar’d, to crown the happy hours
Of mighty kings, and famous conquerors :
Here, gallant prince, let all your labours end ;
Before, I gave a mistress ; now, a friend ;
mmblmnpvhmhtbegodlmud.
(Presenting Florestan.
AMADIS, ‘
%l]’lorelhn'therevnbuuhueomed, o
us to embrace, to make my joys complesat ;
m-ghtofthee’doamchvmhmspombtud.

As scarce the ecstacies of love exceed.

PLORESTAN.
n‘beyodloveorgloryunm
Of pleasure, it is sure in friendship plac’d.

ORIANA.

To take thee in his
s tothy arms—O welcome to my breast,
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CORIIANDA,
O joy compleat!
Blest day ! vl
Wharein 20 many friends and lovers meet.
FLORRSTAN.

The storm blown over, so the wanton doves
Shake from their plumes the ram, and soek the
groves, .
Pair their glad mates, and coo eternal loves.
AMADIS.
O Florestan ! blest as thou dost deserve,
To thee the Fates are kind, without reserve. .
My joys are not so full ; though Love would yield,
Piﬂmnwrmdshiuvud,uﬂwmeﬁeld;
Nature within seduc’d, in vain befriends,
While Honour, with his guard of Pride, defends :
O Nature ! frail, and fanlty in thy frame,
Fomenting wishes, Honour must condemn ;
Or O too rigid Honour, thus to bind,
‘When Nature prompts, and when Desire is kind.
Enter Arcason ing ConsranTius, Aer gar-
ments loose, and Aair di seeming frantic.
Coxerawrivs in deep monrning. i
ARCABON,
‘This Roman, 1s the place: *Tis c ground,
Hid by enchantment, by enchantment found,
them at our view dissolve in fear,
‘Two armies, are two lovers in despair ;
Proceed, be bold, and, scornipg to entreat,
Think all her strugglings feign'd, her cries deceit ;
Kill him, and ravish her—for so would I,
kellmn—orntherletbothdie.
may please—
&cbﬁdhdnm’d;hequﬂugsrdgn
Thy heart, and Jet it burn and blaze like mine.
*Tis sweet to love, but when with scorn we meet,
Revenge supplies the loss with joys as great.

A chariot descends swiftly, into whick she enters at
the following lines.

Up to th’ etherial Heavens, where gods reside,
Lo! thus I fiy, to thunder on thy side.

A clap of thunder. The chariot mountsin the air,
and vanishes with her.
CONSTANTIUS.

Ty where thou wilt, but not to blest abodes,
Yor sure, where-¢'r thou art, there are no gods.
[Addressing himself to Oriana.

1 come not bere an object to affright,

Or to molest, but add to your delight.

Behold 8 prince expiring in your view,

Whose fife ’s a burthen to himself, and you.

Fate and the king all other means den

To set you free, but that Constantius di

A Roman arm had play’d a Roman part,

But 'tis prevented by my breaking heart ;

I thask ye, gods, nor think my doom severe,

Resigning life, on any terms, for her.
URGANDA.

What cruel destiny on Beauty waits, .
When on one face depends 3o many fates

CONSTANTIUS.

Make room, ye Decii, whose devoted breath

Secur'd your country’s happiness by death ;

1 come a sacrifice no less renown’d,

The cause as glorious, and as sure the wound,

O Love ! with all thy sweets let her be blest,
Thy reign be gentle in that beauteous breast.
'!‘houghthym:ligmntbe:mn,m@xdudlyfme,
Have scorch’d my joys, and in their baneful course
Wither'd each plant, and dry’d up every source;
Ah! to Oriana shine less fatal bright,
Cherish her heart, and nourish her delight,
Restrain each cruel influence that destroys,
Bless all her days, and ripen all her joys.

Oriana weeps, and shews concern; Amadis addressing
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himself to Constantius.
AMADIS.
Were Fortune uv’d to smile desert,
Love had been yours, to die had been my part:

Thus Fate divides the prize; though Beauty’s mine,
Yet Fame, our other mistress, is more thine.
) [Coustantius looking sternly upon him.
Disdain not, gallant prince, a rival's praise,
Whom your high worth thus humbles to confess
In every thing but love, he mexits less.
CONSTANTIUS.

Art thou that rival then? O killing shame !
And has he view'd me thus, so weak, so tame?
Like a scorn'd captive te at his side,
To grace his triumph, and delight his pride ?
mmuch!mdeminM in

from death, and, firi everyvein,
Reddens with rage, and kindlmm
Be firm my soul, quick from this scene remuve,
Or madness else may be too strong for love.
Spent as I am, and wearied with the weight
Of burthening life—I could reverse my fate.
Thus planted—stand thy everlasting bar-

Sieres him, holding a dagfcr at his breast; Ama-
dis does the same, each holding a dagger ready to

strike.
But for Oriana’s sake ’tis better here.
Stabs himself ; Amadis throws away his dagger, and.
supports kim : they all help.
- ORIANA.
. Live, generous prince, such virtue ne’er should die,
. CONSTANTIUS.
I *ve liv'd enough, of all I wish, possest,
If dying—I may leave Oriana blest.

The last warm drop forsakes my bleeding heart ;
O love! how sure a murderer thou art. [ Digs.

OBIANA. '[Weeping.
There breaks the noblest heart that - ver bum’d
In flames of love, for ever to be mourn’d,
AMADIS.
Lavish to him, you wrong an equal flame ;
Had be been lov'd, my heart had done the same.
PLORESTAN.

O emperor! all ages must agree,
Such, but jore happy, should all lavers be.
URGANDA. [To Oriana.
No lover now throughout the world remains,
But Amadis, deserving of your chains.
Remove that momfl:s object from the sight.

LCarry off the body
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Ere yon bright beams are shadow'd o’er with night,
The stubborn king shall license your delight ;

The torch, already bright with nuptial fire,

Shall bring you to the bridegroom you desire ;

And Howour, which so long has kept in doubt,
Be better pleas'd to yield, than to hold out.

Flourish of all the music. The stage fills with
singers and dencers, in the habits of heroes and
heroines.

- Urganda conducts Amadis, Oriaga, &c. f0 a seat
- during the following entertainment.

First voice,

Make room for the combat, make room ;
Sound the trumpet and drum ;

A fairer than Venus prepares

To encounter a greater than Mars,

The gods, of desire, take part in the fray,
And Love sits like Jove to decide the great day.
Make room for the combat, make room ;

Sound the trumpet and drum.

Second voice.
Give the word to begin,
Let the combatants in,
The challenger enters all glorious; . -
But Love has decreed
Though Beauty may bleed,
Yet Beauty shall still be victorious.
CHORUS.

Make room for the combat, make room ;
Sound the trumpet and drum.

Here two parties enter from the opposite sides of the
theatre, armed at all points, marching in warlike
order.  And then dance several Pyrric or martial
dances, with swords and bucklers ; which ended,
the singers again advance.

To be sung,

Help! help! th’ unpractis'd conqu’ror cries;

He faints, he falls; help! help! Ab me! he dies:
Gently she tries to raise his head
And weeps, alas ! to think him dead.

Sound, sound a charge—'tis war again;
Again he fights, again is slain ; s
Again, again, help ! belp ! she cries
He faints, he falls, help! help! Ah me! he dies.
Dance of hkeroes and heroines.

Then singers again come forward.
To be sung.

Happy pair,
ree from care,

Happy pair.
Laove inviting,
Souls uniting ;
Desiring,
nng ;
Enj?yp;he blessing
Of sweet possessing ;
Free from care,
Happy pair.
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Another dance of ketogs and heroines.
Then a full chorus of all the voices and ine
. struments.
Be true, all ye lovers, whate’sr you endure ;
Though cruel the pain is, how sweet is the care!
In the hour of possessing,
8o divine is the blessing, |
That one moment’s obtaming, -
Pays an age of complaining.
Be true, all ye lovers, whate’er you endare ;
Though crucl the pajn is, how sweet is the cure !

Here folles variety of dances, with which the en-
tertainment concludmg, Amadis, Orians, &'c. rise
and come forward,

AMADIS,

" So Pheebus mounts triumphant in the skies,

The clouds disperse, and gloomy horrour flies ;

Darkness gives place to the victorious light,

And all around is gay, and all around is bright.

ORIANA. -
Qur present joys are sweeter for past pain 3
To Love and Heaven, by suffering we attain. )
URGAKDA.

Whate'er the virtuous and the just endur®,
Slow the reward may be, but always sure.

A triumphant flourish of all the instruments, witk
which the play concludes,

EPILOGUE,
BY THE
RIGHT HONOURABLE JOSEPH ADDISON, 28Q ;

Wiex Orpheus tun'd his pipe with pleasing woe,
Rivers forgot to run, and winds to blow ;

While list'ning forests cover'd, as he play'd,

The soft musician in a moving shade.

That this night's strains the same success may find,
The force of magic is to beauty join'd :

Where sounding strings, and artful voices fail,
The charming rod, and mutter'd spells prevail.
Let sage Uncanpa wave the circling wand

On barren mountains, or,a waste of sand,

The desert smiles, the woods begin to grow,

The birds to warble, and the springs to flow.

The same dull sights in the same landskip mixt,

Scenes of still life, and points for ever fixt,

A tedious pleasure on the mind bestow,

And pall the sense with one continued show :
But as our two magicians try their skill,

The vision varies, tho' the place stands still ;
While the same spot its gaudy form renews,
Shifting the prospect to a thousand views.
Thus (without unity of place transgress'd)
Th’ enchanter tarns the critic to a jest.

But howsoe'er to please your wand’ring eyes,
Bright objects disappear, and brighter rise :
There’s none can muke amends for lost delight,
While from that circle ! we divert your sight.

1 The ladies.

END OF LANSDOWNE'S POEMS.
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LIFE OF YALDEN,

.BY DR. JOHNSON.

Tuouas Yauoax, the sixth son of Mr. Jobn Yaldeo, of Sumex, was born in
the city of Exeter in 1671. Having been educated in the grammar-school belonging
to Magdalen College in Oxford, he was in 1690, at the age of nineteen, admitted com-
mover of Magdalen Hall, under the tuition of Josiah Pullen, a man whose name i
dtill remembered in the university. Hebemnenextyelroneoﬂhemholntofuq-
dalen College, where he was distinguished by a lucky accident.

It was his turn, one day, to pronounce a declamation ; ,mdDr.Hougb.tbepmdug
happening to attend, thought the composition too good to be the speaker's. Some
time after, the doctor finding him a little irregularly busy in the library, set him an ex-
ercise for punishment; and, that he might not be deceived by any artifice, locked the
door. Yalden, as it happenéd, had been lately reading on the subject given, and pro-
duced with little difficulty a composition which so pleased the president, that he told.
him his former suspicions, and promised to favour him.

Among his contemporaries in the college were Addison and Sacheverell, men whe
were in those times friends, and who both adopted Yalden to their idtimacy. Yaldea
* continued, throughout his life, to think as probably he thought at first, yet did not for-
feit the friendship of Addison.

When Namur was taken by king William, Yalden made an ode.  There never was
any reign more celebrated by the poets than that of William, who had very little re-
gard for song himself, but happened to employ ministers, who pleased themselves with
the praise of patronage.

Of this ode mention is made in a humourous poem of that time, called The Oxford
Laureat; in which, after many claims had been made and rejected, Yelden is repre-’
sented as demanding the laurel, and as being called to his trial, instead of receiving a
reward.

His crime was for being a felon in verse,
And presenting his theft to the king ;

The first was a trick not uncommon or scarce,
But the last was an impudent thing :

Yet what he-had stol’n was so little worth stealing,
They forgave bim the damage and cost ;

Had be ta’en the whole ode, as he took it piece-mealing,
They had fin’d him but ten-pence at most.
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The poet whom he was charged with rohbing was Congreve.

He wrote another poem on the death of the duke of Gloucester,

In 1700 he became fellow of the college; and next year, eutering into orders, was
presented by the society with a living in Warwickshire *, consistent with his fellowship,
and chosen lecturer of moral philosophy, a very honourable office.

On the accession of queen Anne he wrote another poem, and is said, by the author
‘of the Biographia, to have declared himself of the party whe had the honourable dis-
tinction of high-churchinen. '

In 1706 he was received into the family of the duke of Beaufort. Next year he
became doctor in divinity, and soon after resigned his fellowship, and lecture ; and, as
a token of his gratitude, gave the college a pictuse of their founder. .

He was made rector of Chalton and Cleanville ?, two adjoining towns and benefices
in Hertfordshire; and had the prebends, or sinecures, of Deans, Hains, and Pendles,

- in Devonshire. He had before * been chosen, in 1698, preacber of Bridewell hospml,

upon the resignation of Dr. Atterbury *.

From this time he seems to bave led a quiet-and moﬁ'emve life, till the clamonr was
raised about Atterbury’s plot. Every loyat eys was ou-the watch for-abettors or par-
Aakers of the horrid conspiracy; and Dr. Yalden, having some acquiintance with the
bishop, and being familiarly conversant with Kelly ﬁis sceretary, fell usder suspicion,
and was taken into custody.

Upon his examination he was charged with a dmgemus wmspondence with Kelly.

" The correspondence he acknowledged; bat maintsined, that it had ro treasenable

tendency. His papers were seized ; but nothing was feund that could fix a ¢rime upon
him, except two words in his pocket-book,  thorough-paced doctrine.” This expression
the imagination of his examiners had impregnated with treason, and the doctor was en-
joined to explain them. Thus pressed, he told them, that the words bad lain unheeded
in his pocket-book from the time of queen Anne, arid that he was ashamed to give an
account of theni; but the truth was, that he had gratified his curiosity one day, by
hearing Daniel Burgess in the pulpit, and those words were a memorial hint of a re-
markable sentence by which he warned his con«regation to ““beware of thorough-
peced doctrine, that doctrine, wlnch coming in at one ear, paces through the head,
and goes out at the other.”

Nothing worge than this appearing in his papers, and no evidence arising against hith,
he was set at liberty.

It will not be supposed that a man of this character attained lngh dignities in the
church; but he still retained the friendship, and frequented the conversation, of a very
pumerous and splendid set of acquaintance. He died July 16, 1736, i the 66th year

f his a
° of bge poems, many are of that irregular kind, which, when he formed his poetical
character, was supposed to be Pindaric.  Having fixed his attention on Cowley as a

1 The vicarage of Willoughby, which he resigned in 1708. N,

3 This preferment was given him by the duke of Beaufort, .N.

3 Not till long after. N, :

¢ Dr. Atterbury retained the office of preacher at Bridewell till his promotion to the bishopric of
Rochester. Dr. Yalden succeeéded him as preacher in June, 1713. N,

—— v T
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model, he lras attempted in some sort to rival him, and bas written a Hymn to Dark-
ness, evidently as a counter-part to Cowley’s Hymn to Light.

This hymn seems to be his best performance, and is, for the most part, imagined
- with great vigour, and expressed with great propriety. I will not transcribe it. The seven
first stangas are good; but the third, fourth, and seventh, are the best: the eighth
seems to involve a contradiction ; the tenth is exquisitely beautiful ; the thirteenth, four-
teenth, and fifteenth, are partly mythological, and partly religious, and therefore not
suitable to each other: he might better have made the whole merely philosophical.

There are two stanzas in this poem where Yalden may be suspected, though hardly
convicted, of baving consulted the Hymnus ad Umbram of Wowerus, in the sixth
stanza, which answers in some sort to these lines:

lllamopmed.noctumisnumineucri.——

, Perque vias errare novis dat spectra figuris,
Manesque excitos medios ululare per agros
Sub noctem, et questu notos complere penates.

And again, at the conclusion:

Illa suo senium secludit eorpon toto

Haud numerans jugi fugientia secula lapsu ;
Ergo ubi postremum mundi compage solutd
Hanc rerum molem suprema absumpeerit hora,

Ipea leves cineres nube amplectetur opacd,
Et prisco imperio rursus dominabitur umsza.

His Hymm to Light is not equal to the other. He seems to think that there is an
East absolute and positive where the Morning rises.

In the last stanza, baving mentioued the sudden eruption of new-created light, he
says, . ’

Awhile th’ Almighty wond'ring stood.

He ought to have remembered, that infinite knowledge can never wonder. All wonder
is the effect of novelty upon ignorance.

Of his other poems it is sufficient to say, that they deserve perusal, though they are
not always exactly polished, though the rhymes are sometimes very ill sorted, and
though his faults scem rather the omissions of idleness than the negligencies of en-
thusiasro. .
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ASAINTE
IMMODERATE GRIEF.

TO.A YOURG LADY WREPING.

—

AN ODR IN IMITATION OF CASIMIRE.

.

RN

Cootp mournful sighs, or floods of tears, prevent
The ills, unhappy men lament :
Could all the anguish of my mind

Remove my cares, or make but Fortune kind ;
Soon 1°d the grateful tribute pay,
And weep my troubled thoughts away :

To wealth and pleasure every sigh prefer,

But, since insulting cares are most inclin’d
To triumph o’er th’ afflicted mind ;
Since sighs can yield us no relief,

And tears, like fruitful showers, but nourish grief ;
Then cease, fair mourner, to complain,
Nor lavish such bright streams in vain,

But still with chearful thoughts thy cares beguile,

And tempt thy better fortunes with a smile.

The generous mind is by its sufferings known,
Which no affliction tramples down ;
But when oppress'd will upward move,

Spurn down its clog of cares, and soar above,
Thus the voung royal eagle tries
On the sun-beams his tender eyes, .

And, if he shrinks not at th’ offensive light,

He ’s then for empire fit, and takes his soaring flight,

Though cares assault thy breast on every side,
Yet bravely stem th’ impetucus tide: -
No tri tears to Fortune pay,

with kind hopes support thy mind, .

think thy better lot behind :

Aniidst afflictions let thy soul be great,

And show thou dar’st deserve a better state.

Then, lovely mourner, wipe those tears away,
And cares that urge thee to decay ;
Like ravenous Age

For Fate is aw'd, and adverse Fortunes fly
A chearful look, and an unconquer’d eye.

e

HYMN TO THE MORNING.

IN PRAISE OF LIGHT.

Parzxr of Day ! whose beauteous beams of light

Spring from the darksome womb of Night,

And midst their native horrours show,

Like gems adorning of the Negro’s brow:
ll%t Heav’n's fair bow can equal thee,
n all its gaudy drapery ;
Thou first essay of light, and pledge of day !
That usher’st in the Sun, and still preparst its way.
Rival of Shade, eternal spring of light !

Thou art the genuine source of it :

From thy bright unexhausted womb,

The beauteous race of Days and Seasons come.

Thy beauty ages tannot wrong,

But, spight of Time, thoa ’rt ever young :
Thou art alone Heaven’s modest virgin Light,
Whose face a veil of blushes hides from humansight,
Like some fair bride thou risest from thy bed,

And dost around thy lustre spread ;

. Around the universe dispense

Nor add to any a nobler day;

New life to all, and quickening influence.
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With gloomy smiles thy rival Night
Beholds thy glorious dawn of light :
Not all the wealth she views in mines below
Can match thy brighter beams, or equal lustre show.

At thy approach, Nature erects her head,
The smiling Universe is glad;
The drowsy Earth and Seas awake,
And from thy beams, new life and vigour take:
When thy more chearful rays appear,
Bv'n Guilt and women cease to fear: .
Horrour, Despair, anq all the sons of Night
Tctire before thy beams, and take their hasty flight.

To thee, the grateful East their altars raise,
. And sing with early hymns thy praise ;
‘Thou dost their happy soil bestow,
Korich the Heavens above, and Earth below :
Thou risest in the fragrant East,
Like the fair Phcenix from her balay hest:
No a]tar of the gods can equal thine, [shrine!
The Air’s thy richest incense, the whole land thy

Bat yet thy fading glories soon decay.
Thine ’s but a momentary stay ;
Too soon thou ’rt ravish’d from our sight,
Borne down the stream of day, and overwhelm’d with
Thy beams to their own ruin haste,  [light.
They ’re fram’d too exquisite to last:
Thine is a glorious, but a short-liv'd state.
Pity so fair a birth should yield so soon to Fate!

Before th’ Almighty Artist fram'd the sky,
Or gave the Farthnits harmony,
His first cominand was for thy light:
He view’d the lovely birth, and bleseed it :
In purple swaddling-bands it struggling lay,
Not yet maturely bright for day :
0Old Chaoe then a chearful smile put on, [own
And, from thy beautevus form, did first presage its

« Let there be Light!” the gteat Creator said,
His word the active child vbey’d: .
Night did her tecining womb disclose ;

And then the blushing Maor, its brightest offspring,
Avwhile th’ Almighty wondering view'd, [rose
Aud then himself pronounc’d it good :

** With Night,”* said he, * divideth’ imperialsway ;

‘Thou wy first lalour art, and thou shalt bless the

Day »

"HYMN TO DAREKNESS.

Dazxxiss, thou first great parent of us all,
Thou art our great original :
Since from thy universal womb
Does all thou shad’st below, thy numerous offspring,
come.

Thy wondrous birth is ev'n to Time unknows,
Or, like Eternity, thou ’dst none ;
Whilst Light did its first being owe

Unto that awful shade it dares to rival now.

Say, in what distant region dost thou dwell,
To reason inaccessible ? R
From formn and duller matter free,

Thou soar’st above the reach of maun’s philosophy.

A
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Involv'd in thee, we first receive our breath,

Thou art our refuge too in death,

Great mounarch of the grave and womb, {come.
Where-e’er our souls shall go, to thee our

appear:
Thou dost compose the Air and Sea,
And Earth a sabbath keeps, sacred to Rest and thee.

In thy serener shades our ghosts delight,
. Ad court thearmbrage of the Night ;
Itf vaults and gloomy caves they stray,
But fly the Moruing’s beams, and sicken at the Day.

Though solid bodies dare exclude the light,
Nor will the brightest ray admit ;
No substance can thy force repel,
Thou reign’st in depths below, dost in the centre dwell.

The sparkling gems, and ore in mines below,

To thee their beauteous lustre owe;

Though form’d within the womb of Night,
Bright astheir sire they shine,with native rays oflight.

When thou dost raise thy venerable head,

And art in genuine Night array’d.

Thy Negro beauties then delight ;  [bright.
Beauties, like polish’d jet, with their own darkness

_Thou doet thy smiles impartially bestow,

And know’st no difference here below :
All things appear the same by thee,

"Though Light distinction makes, thou giv’st equality.

Thou, Darkness, art the lover’s kind retreat,

And dost the nuptial joys compleat ;

Thou dost inspire them with thy shade, [maid.
Giv'st vigour to the youth, and warm’st the yielding
Calm as the bless’d above the anchorites dwell,

Within their peacefat gloomy cell.

Their minds with heavenly joys are fill’d ;
The pleasures Light deny, thy shades for ever yiel®

_In caves of Night, the oracles of old

Did all their mysteries unfold :
Darkuess did first Religion grace,
Gave terrours to the God,and reverence to the place.

When the Almighty did on Horeb stand,
Thy shades enclos’d the hallow’d land :
In clouds of Night he was array’d,
And venerable Darkness his pavilion made.
When he ’d arm’d in his power and mij
He vea the beatific Light?ow L
When terrible with majesty,
In tempests he gave laws, and clad himself in thees

E—ethefo?ndatbnofthebnhmlﬁd,
Or brighter firmament was made;
™ Ere matter, I;.l;‘me, or place, was known,
ou, monarc] kmess, sway’dst these spacious
ruh:: alone, y

But, now the Moon (thongh gay with borrow'd 1
Invades thy scanty lot of Night, tet)
By rebel subjects thou ’rt betray’d,

3!1! anarchy of Stars depose their monarch Shade.

etﬁding!.ightiaﬂnph'emust resign,
ﬁ:dul;a't:r:'ls pO'C;, :lulbmit to thg:e:
Tuin shall erect thy throue,
And Fate coufirm thy kingdom evermore thy ow.
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HUMAN LIFE.
SUPPOSED TO BR SPOKEN BY AN RPICURE.

W IMITATION OF THE SECOND CHAPTER OF THE
WISDOM OF SOLOMON. '

TO THE LORD HUNSDON.

A PINDARIC ODE.

Tuxn will penuricus Heaven no more allow ?
No more on its own darling Man bestow ?
Jp it for this he lord of all appears,
And his great Maker’s image bears ?
To toil beneath a wretched state,
Oppress’d with miseries and fate;
Beneath his painful burthen groan,
And in this beaten road of life drudge ou !
Amidst our labours, we possess
No kind allays of happiness :
No ing joys can call our own,
To make this bitter drug go down;
Whilst Death an easy conquest gains,
And the insatiate Grave in endless triumph reigns.
With throes and pangs into the world we come,
The curse and burthen of the womb :
Nor wretehed to curselves alone,
Our mothers' labours introduce our own.
In cries and tears our infancy we waste,
Those sad prophetic tears, that flow
By instinct of our future woe :
And ev'n our dawn of life with sorrows overcast.
Thus we toil out a restless age,
Each his laborious part must bave,
Down from the monarch to the slave,
Act 'er this faree of life, then drop beneath the stage.

From our first drawing vital breath,
From our first starting from the womb,
Until we reach the destin’d tomb,
We all are posting on to the dark goal of death.
Life, like a cloud that fleets before the wind,
No mark, no kind impression, leaves behind,
*Tis scattered like the winds that blow,
Boisterous as them, full as inconstant tvo,  [go.
That know not whence they come, nor where they
Here we’re detain’d a while, and then
Become originals again :
Time shall a man to his first self restore,
And make him entire nothing, all he was before.
No part of us, no remnant, shall survive!
And yet we impudently say, we live!
No! we but ebb into ourselves again,
And only come to be, as we had never been.

Say, learned Sage, thou that art mighty wise !
Unriddle me these m ies ; v
What is the soul, the vital heat,

That our mean frame does animate ?
‘What is our breath, the breath of man,

That bucys his nature up, and does ev’n life sustain ?
Is it not air, an empty fume,

A fire that does itself consume ;
A warmth that in a heart is bred,

A lambent fiame with heat and motion fed ?
Extingnish that, the,whole is gone,
’I;hi:hmdmdlifei:d;:;’:

way the phantom takes its flight,
Damn'd to a loatheome grave, and an eternal
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The soul th’ immortal part we boast,
- In one consuming minute ’s lost ;
To its first source it must repair,
Scatter with winds, and flow with common air.
Whilst the fall'n body, by a swift decay,
Resolves into its native clay :
For dust and ashes are its second birth,
And that incorporatestoo with its great parent, Earth. |

Nor shall our names our memories survive,
Alag, 1o part of man can live!
The empty blasts of fame shall die,
And even thoee nothings-taste mortality.
In vain to future ages we transmit
Heroic acts, and monuments of wit :
In vain we dear-bought honours leave,
To make our ashes gay, and furnish out a grave.
Ah, treacherous Immortality ! |
For thee our stock of youth we waste,
And urge on life, that ebbs too fast,
To purchase thee with blood, the valiant fly;
And, to survive in fame, the great and glorious die.
Lavish of life, they squander this estate,
And for a poor reversion wait :
Bankrupts and misers to themselves they grow,
Embitter wretched life with toils and woe, [how.
To hoard up endless fame, they know not where or

Ab, think, my friends, how swift the minutes haste
The present day entirely is our own .
Then sieze the blessing ere tis gone :

To-morrow, fatalsound ! since this may be our last,
Why do we boast of vears, and sum up days!
’Tis all imaginary space :
To-day, to-day, is our inheritance,
’Tis all penurious Fate will give
Posterity ’11 to-morrow live, [hence.
Our sons crowd on behind, our children drive us
With garlands then your temples crown,
. And lie on beds of roses down :
Beds of roses we'll prepare,
Roses that our emblems are ;
A while they flourish on the bough,
And drink large draughts of heavenly dews
Like us they smile, are young and gay,
And, like us too, are tenants for a day, [away.
Since with Night’s blasting breath they vanish swift

Bring cheerful wine, and costly sweets prepare =
*Tis more than frenzy now to spare:
Let cares and business wait & while ;

Old age affords a thinking interval :

Or, if they must a longer hearing have,

Bid them attend below, adjourn into the grave.

Then gay and sprightly wine produce,
‘Wines that wit and mirth infuse :

That feed, like oil, th’ expiring flame, [frame.
Revive our drooping souls, .and prop this tottering
That, when the grave our bodies has engross’d,

‘When virtues shall forgotten lie,
With all their boasted piety,
Honours and titles, like ourselves, be lost ;
Then our recorded vice shall flourish on,
And our immortal riots be for ever known.
This, this, is what we ought to do,
The great design, the grand affair below |
Since bounteous Nature’s plac’d our steward here,
Then maa his grandeur should maintain,
And in excess of pleasure reign,
Keep up his clnncteri’nd Jord of all appear.
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AGAINST ENJOYMENT.

‘W love and hate, as restless monarchs fight,

Who boldly dare invade another’s right :

Yet, when through all the dangeroustoilsthey’ve fun,
Ignobly quit the conquests they have won ;
Thosecharming hopes, that made them valiant grow,
Pall’d with, enjoyment, make them cowards now.

Our passious only form our happiness, ..
Hopes still enlarge, as fears contract it less<
Hope with a gaudy prospect feeds the eye,
Sooths every sense, does with each wish comply ;
But false Enjoyment the kind guide destroys,
We lose the passion in the treacherous joys.
Like the gay silk-worm, when it pleases most,
In that ungrateful web it spun, ’tis lost. .

Pruition only cloys the appetitc ;
More does the conquest, than the prize delight :
One victory gain'd, another fills the mind,
Our restless wishes cannot be cunfin’d.
Like boisterous waves, no settled bounds they know,
-Fix'd at no point, but always ebb or flow.

~ Who most expects, enjoys the pleasure most,
*Tis rais’d by wishes, by fruition lost : °

We re charm’d with distant views of happiness,
But near appreaches make the prospect less.
Wishes, like painted landscapes, best delight,
‘Whilst distance recommends them to the sight :
Plac'd afar off, they beautiful appear ; .
But show their coarse and nauseous colours, near.

Thus the fam’d Midas, when he found his store
Increasing still, and would admit of more,
‘With eager arms his swelling bags he press'd ;
And expectation only made him bless'd :
But, when a boundless treasure he enjoy’d,
And every wish was with fruition cloy'd :
Then, damn'd to heaps, and surfeited with ore,
He cyrs'd that gold he doated on before.

THE CURSE OF BABYLON.

ISAIATH, CHAP. XIIl. PARAPHRACED.

A PINDARIC ODE.

Now let the fatal mcr be display’d !
Upon mountain’s top
Ge set the dreadful standard up !
, And all around the hills the bloody sigoals spread.
For, lo, the numerous hosts of Heaven appear!
Th’ embattled legious of the sky, -
With all their dread artillery, .
Draw forth in bright array, and muster in the air.
Whydothemmn“humnblewi}hﬁemue,
And vallies echo back their voice ?
The hills tumultuous grow and loud,
The hills that groan beneath the gathering multitude.
Wide as the poles of Heaven's extent;
So far’s the sammons sent :
Kingdoms and nations at his call sppear,

Forev'nthe Losd of Hosts commands in persoa there. |

Start from thy lethargy, thou drowsy lapd,
Awake, and hear his dread command !
Thy black tempestuous day comes lowering an,

O fatal light ! O inauspicious hour !
Was ever such a day before !

So stain'd with biood, by marks of vengeance knowa,
Nature shall from her steady course remove,
The well-fix'd Earth be from its basis rent,

Convulsions shake the firmament ;

Horrour seize all below, confusion reign above.

The stars of Heaven shall sicken at the sight,
Nor shall the planets yield their light:
But from the wretched objéct fly,
And, like extinguish’d tapers, quit the darken’d sky®
The rising Sun, as he was conscious too,
As he the fatal business knew,
. A deep, a bloody red shall stain,
And at hig early dawn shall set in night again.

To the destroying sword I *ve said, *Go forth,
Go, fully execute my wrath !
Command my bosts, my willing armies lead ;
For this rebetlious land and all therein shall bleed.™
They shall not grieve me more, nomore transgress ;
I will consame the stubborn race:
Yet brutes and savages I justly spare;
Useless is all my vengeance there;
Ungrateful man ’s the greater monster far.
On guiltless beasts I will the land hestow,
To them th’ inheritance shall go ;
Those elder brothers now shall lord it here below :
And, if some poor remains escape behind,
Some relics left of lost mankind ;
Th’ astonish’d herds shall in their cities cry,
‘When they behold a man, *‘ Lo, there 's a prodigy '~

The Medes I call to my assistance here,
A people that delight in war !
A generous race of men, a nation free
From vicious easc and Persian luxury.
Silver is despicable in their eyes,
Contemn d the uscless metal lies :
Their conquering iron they prefer before
The finest gold, ev’n Ophir's tempting ore.
By these the land shall be subdued,
Abroad their bows shall overcome,
Their swords and flames destroy at home ;
For neither sex nor age shall be exempt from blood.
The nobles and the princes of thy state
Shall on the victor's trimsnphs wait :
Aund those that from the battle fled
Shall be, with chains oppress'd, in cruel bondage led.

1’11 visit their distress with plagues and miscries,
The throes that womens' labours wait,
Convulsive pangs, and bloody sweat,
Their beauty shall consume, and vital spirits seize.
‘The ravish’d virgins shall be borne away,
N And their dishonour’d wives be led -
To the insulting victor's bed,
To brutal lusts expos’d, to fury left a prey.
Nor shall the teeming womb afford
Its forming births a refuge from the sword ;
The sword, that their pangs incredse,
And all the throes of travail curse with barrenness,
The infants shall expire with their first breath,
And only live in pangs of death ; -
Live but with early cries to curse the light,

And, at the dawn of life, sct in eternal night.



EPISTOLARY ODE.

£v'n Babylon, adorn’d with every grace,
The beauty of the universe :
Glory of mations ! the Chaldeeans’ pride,
- And joy of all th’ admiring world beside :
3 ! before whose throne
Eemphuofﬂ:e&nhﬁndown;
prostrate nations homage pay,
Andva-lprinee-oﬂbewrkrobey:
Shalt in the dust be trampled low :
Abject and low upon the Earth be laid,
And deep in ruins hide thy ignominious head.
Thy strong amazing walls, whose impious height
The clouds conceal from human sight ;
That proudly now their polish’d turrets rear,
__ Which bright as neig ing stars appesr,
Diffusing glories round th’ enlighten’d air,
In flameg shall downwards to their centre fly,
And deep within the Earth, as their foundations, lie.
Thy beauteous palaces (though now thy pride) !
Shall be in heaps of ashes hid :
. In vast surprizing heaps shall lie,
And ev’n their ruins bear the pomp of majesty.
No bold inhabitant shall dare
Thy ras’d foundations to repair:
No pitying hand exalt thy abject state ;
No! to succeeding times thon must remain
An horrid lary scene,
And lie from age to age ruin’d and desolate,
Thy fall ’s decreed (amazing tarn of fate !)
Low as Gomorrah’s wretched state :
Thou, Babylon, shalt be Jike Sodom curst,
Destroy’d by flames from Heaven, and thy more
burning lust.
The day ’s at hand, when in thy fruitful soil
No laboarer shall reap, no mower toil :

His tent the wandering Arab shall not spread,
Nor make thy cursed ground his bed ;
Though faint with travel, though opprest with
He to his drooping herds shall cry aload, [thirst,
“‘Taste not of that embitter'd fiood,

Taste not Euphrates’ streams, they’re poisonous all,

and curst.” '

The to his wandering flocks shall say,
When o'er thy battlements they stray,
“Whenmthypnhoesmeygr.ug,
Ab, fly, unhappy flocks ! fly this infectious place.”
Whilst the sad traveller, that on,
Shall ask, “ Lo, where is Babylon "
And when he has thy small remainder found, °
Shall say, ¢ 1°1l fly from hence, ’tis sure accursed
ground.”

Thy courts of justice, and tribunals too,
(Omytt:eullthmw )
. There, w] tyrant and oppressor bore
The spoils of innocence and blood before ;
M’MM%wolfmnngedgﬂM
D i ture appesr in state, t.
MmMMmb,anmousb&n:be
Thows shall alons haie pemnios oo
their gennine use retain,
There Violence shall thrive, Rapine and Fraud shall
reign,
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Then shall the melancholy Satyrs groan,
. Oer their lamented Babylon;
And ghosts that glide with herrour by,
To view where their unbury’d bodies lie,
With doleful cries shall fill the air,
And with amazement strike th’ affrighted traveller.
" There the obscener birds of night,
Birds that in gloomy shades delight,
Shall solitude enjoy, live undisturb’d by light, '
All the ill omens of the air
Shall scream their loud presages there.
But let them all their dire predictions tell,
Secure in ills, and fortify’d with woe,
Heaven shall in vain its future vengeance show:
For thou art happily insensible,
Beneath the reach of misenes fell,  [fear.
Thou need’st no desolation dread, no greater curses

0 .
MR. CONGREVE :
AN EPISTOLARY ODE;
1693.
OCCASIONED BY THR ‘‘ OLD BACHERLOR.”

Fan’n-wits and beauties share this common fate,
To stand expos’d to public love and hate,

In every breast they different passions raise,
At once our envy, and our praise.
For when, like you, some noble youth appears,
For wit and humour fam’d above his years ;
Each emulous Muse, that views the laurel won,
Moust praise the worth 30 much transcends their

own
And, while his fame they envy, add to his renown,
But sure, like you, no youth could please,
Nor at his first attempt boast such success :
Where all mankind have fail'd, you glories won ;
Triumphant are in this alone,
In this, have all the bards of old out-done.
Thea may’st thou rule cur stage in triumph long !
May’st thou its injur’d fame revive, .
And matchless proofs of wit and humour give,
Reforming with thy scenes, and charming with thy
And though a curse ill-fated wit pursues, [song !
And waits the fatal dowry of a Muse :
Yet may thy rising fortunes be
Secure from all the blasts of poetry ;
As thy own laurels flourishing appear,  [fear !
Unsully’d still with cares, nor clogg’d with hope and
As from its wants, be from its vices free,
From nauseous servile flattery ;
Nor to a patron prostitute thy mind,
Though like Augustus great, as fam’d Mcenas kind.

Though great in fame ! believe me, generous

th,
Beme this oft-experienc’d truth, [worth.
From him that kpows thy virtues, and admires their

Though thou’rt above what vulgar poets fear,

Trust not the ungrateful world too far ;
Trust not the smiles of the inconstant town ;
Trust not the its of a theatre - - [share;
(Which shall with thee and Dryden

lN“ to a stage's interest sacrifice thy own.
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Thy genius, that's for nobler things design’d,
May at loose hours oblige mankind :

‘Then, great as is thy fame, thy fortunes raise,

Join thriving interest to thy barren bays,

And teach the world to envy, as thou dost to praise.
The world, that does like common whores embrace,
Injurious still to those it does caress :

Injurious as the tainted breath of Fame,
That blasts a poet’s fortuncs, while it sounds his name.

‘Wheh first a Muse inflames some youthful breast,
Like an unpractis'd virgin, still she s kind :
Adom’d with graces then, and beauties blest,
8he chum_n;d the ear with fame, with raptures fills the
mind. .
Then from all cares the happy youth is free,
But those of love and poetry :
Cares, still allay’d with pleasing charms,

That crown the head with. bays, with beauty fill the
But all a woman’s frailties soon she shows, [arms.
Too soon a stale domestic creature grows:

Then, wedded to a Muse that’s nauseous grown

‘We loath what we enjoy, drudge when the pleasure’s
For, tempted with imaginary bays, [gone.
Fed with immortal hopes and empty praise,

. He Pame pursues, that fair and treacherous bait,

Grows 'I:e when he ’s undone, repents when 'tis too

te.

Smali are the trophies of his boasted bays,
The great man's promise for his flattering toil,
Fame in reversion, and the public smile,

All vainer than his hopes, uncertain as his praise.
?Twas thus in mournful numbers heretofore,
Neglected Spenser did his fate deplore :

Long did his injured Muse complain,

Admir'd in midst of wants, and charming still in vain.
" Long did the generous Cowley mourn,

And long oblig’d the age without return.
Deny’d what every wretch obtains of Fate,

An humble roof and an obscure retreat,
Condemn’d to needy fame, and to be miserably great.
Thus did the world thy great fore-fathers use ;

Thus all th’ inspir’d bards before
Did their hereditary ills deplore ;
Fwm taneful Chaucer’s down to thy own Dryden’s
Muse.

Yet pleas'd with gaudy ruin youth will on,
As proud by public fame to be undone ;
Pleas’d, though he does the worst of labours chuse,
To serve a barbarous age, and an ungrateful Muse.
Sinoe Dryden’s self, to Wit's great empire born,
‘Whose genius and exalted name
Triumph with all the spoils of Witand Fame,
Must, *midst the loud applause, his barren laurels
nourn.
Ev'n that fam’d man, whom all the world admires,
Whom every Grace adorns, and Muse inspires,
Like the great injur’d Taseo, shows
Triumphant in the midst of woes ;
In all his wants, majestic still appears,
Charmnung the age to which he owes his cares,
And cherishing that Muse whose fatal curse he beass.

YALDEN'S POEMS.

THE INSECT.
AGAINST BULK.

Inest sua gratia parvie.

Wiene greatness is to Nature’s works deny’d,
Jn worth and beauty it is well supply’d :
In a small space the more perfection ’s shown,
And what is exquisite in little ’s done.
Thus béams, contracted in a narrow giass,
To flames convert their larger uscless rays.
*Tis Nature’s smallest products please the eye,
‘Whilst greater births pase unregarded by ;
Her monsters seem a violence to sight ;
They ’re form'd for terrour, insects to delight.
Thus, when shenicely frames a piece of art,
Fine are her strokes, and small in every part 3
No labour can she boast more wonderful
Than to inform an atom with a soul ;
To animate her little beauteous fly,
And cloath it in her gaudiest drapery.
Thus does the little epigram delight,
And charm us with its miniature of wit ;
Whilst tedious authors give the reader pain,
Weary his thoughts, and make him toil in vain 3
When in less volumes we more pleasure find,
And what diverts, still best informs the mind.
*Tis the small insect looks correct and fair,
And seems the product of her nicest care.
When, weary’d out with the stupendous weight
Of forming prodigies and brutes of state,
Then she the insect frames, ber master-piece,
Made for diversion, and design’d to please,
Thus Archimedes, in his crystal sphere,
Seem’d to correct the world’s Artificer :
Whilst the large globe moves round with long delay,
His beauteous orbs in nimbler circles play :
This seem'd the nobler labour of the two,
Great was the sphere above, but fine below.
Thus smallest things have a peculiar grace,
The great w' admire, but ’tis the little please ;
Then, since the least so beautifully show,
B’ advis'd in time, my Muse, and learn to know
A Poet’s lines should be correct and few.

P

TO WIS FRIXND
. CAPTAIN CHAMBERLAIN,

IN LOYE WITH A LADY HE HAD TAKEN IN AN ALGE-
RINE.PRIZR AT XA

IN ALLUSION TO HORACE, B.ii. OD. 4

"T'is no disgrace, brave youth, to own
By a fair slave you are undone :
Why dost thou blush to hear that name,
And stifie thus a generous flame ?
Did not the fair Briséis heretofore
With powerful charms subdue ?
What though a captive, still she bore
Those eyes that freedom could restore,
And make her haughty lord the proud Achilles, bow.
Stern Ajax, though renown’d in arms,
Did yield to bright Tecmessa’s charms s
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And afl the Jaurels he hed won
As trophies at her feet were thrown.
Whem, beautiful in tears, he view’d the mourning fair,
mhemkltherpon:;d .
‘Though great in camps fierce in war,
Her sufter looks he could not bear,
Proud to become her slave, though late her conqueror,

‘When beauty in distress appears,
An irresistless charm it bears :
In every breast does pity move,
Pity, the tenderest part of love.
Amxdst his triamphs great Atrides sued,
Unto a weeping maid :
Thoagh Troy was by his arms subdued,
And Greece the bloody trophies view'd,
Yet at a captive’s feet th’ imploring victor laid.

Thipk not thy charming maid can be
Of a base stock, and mean degree ;
Her shape, her air, her every grace,
A more than vuigar birth confess :
Yes, yes, my friend, with royal blood she ’s great,
Sprung from some monarch’s bed ;
Now moarns her family’s hard fate, -
Her mighty fall and abject state,
And her illustrious race conceals with noble pride,
Ab, think not an ignoble house
Could such a heroine produce ;
Nor think such generous sprightly blood
Could flow from the corrupted crowd ;
But view her courage, her undaunted mind,
And soul with virtues crown’d ;
“~ Where dazzling interest cannot blind,
Nor youth nor gold admittance find, [ground.
- But still her honour’s fix'd, and virtue keeps its
View well her great majestic air,
And modest looks divinely fair ;
Too bright for fancy to improve,
And worthy of thy noblest love.
But yet suspeet not thy officious friend,
All jealous thoughts remove ;
Though I with youtbful heat commend,
For thee I all my wishes send,
And if she makes thes blest, ’tis all I ask of Love |

TO MR. WATSON,

ON KHis EPEEMERIS OF THNE CELESTIAL MOTIONS,
BRESENTED TO HER MAJESTY.

Arr, when in full perfection, is design’d

To please the eye, or to inform the mind :

‘This nobler piece performs the double part,

With graceful beauty and instructive art.

Since the great Archimedes’ sphere was lost,

The noblest labour fiuish’d it ceuld boast ;

No generous band durst that fam’d model trace,

‘Which Greece admir’d, and Rome could only praise.

This you, with greater lustre, have restor’d,

And taught those arts we ignorantly ador'd ;

Motion in full perfection here you ’ve shuws,

And what mankind despair'd to reach, have dome.
In artful frames your heavenly bodies move,

Scarce brighter in their beauteous orbs above ;

And stars, depriv'd of all malignant flames,

Here cowst the eye with more anspicions beams :

In gracefnl order the just planets rive,
And here complete their circles in the skies ;
Here ’¢ the full concert of revolving spheres,
And Heaven in bright epitome appears.

‘With charms the ancients did invade the Moon,
And from her orb compell'd her struggling down ;
But here she’s taught a nobler change by you,
And moves with pride in this bright sphere below :
While your celestial bodies thus [ view,

They give me bright ideas of the true ; o
Inspir'd by them, my thoughts darg upward move,
And visit regions of the blest above,

Thusfrom your hand w’ admire the globe in small,
A copy fair as its original : )
This labour ’s to the whole creation just,
Second to none, and rival to the first.
The artful spring, like the diffusive soul,
Informs the machine, and directs the whole :
Like Nature’s self, it fills the spacious throne,
And unconfin’d sways the fair orbs alone ;
Th’ unactive parts with awful silence wait,
And from its nod their birth of motion date ¢
Like Chaos, they obey the powerful call,
Move to its sqund, and into measures fall,

————

THR
RAPE OF THEUTILLA :

IMITATED PROM THE LATIN OF FAMIANUS STRADA,

THE INTRODUCTORY ARGUMENXT.

Theutilla, a fair young virgin, who, to avoid the
addresses of those many admirers her beauty drew
about her, assymed the habit of a religious order,
and wholly withdrew herself from the eye and
converse of the world : but the common report of
her beauty had so inflamed Amalis (a young
person of quality) with love, that one night, in &
debauch of wine, he commands his servants to
force her dormitory, and bear off, though by vio-
lence, the lovely votaress ; which having success-
fully performed, they bring Theutilla to their
expecting lord’s apartment, the scene of the eg-
suing poem,

Soon as the tyrant her bright form survey'd,

He grew inflam’d with the fair captive maid :

A graceful sorrow in her looks she bears, -

Lovely with grief, and beautiful in tears ;

Her mein and air resistless charms impart,
Forcing an casy passage to his heart :

Long he devours her beauties with his eyes, ,
While through his glowing veins th’ infection flies §
Swifter than lightaing to his breast it came, -

Like that, a fair, but a destructive flame.

Yet she, though in her young and blooming state,
Possest a soul, beyond a virgin’s, great ;

No charms of youth her colder bosom move,
Chaste were her thoughts, and most averse to love ;
And as some timorous hind in toils betray’d,

Thus in his arms strove the resisting muid ;

Thus did she combat with his strict embrace,

And spurn’d the guilty cause of her disgrace,
Revenge she courted, but despair'd to find

A strength and vigour equal to her mind ;
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While checks of shame her willing hands restrain,
Since all a virgin's force is her disdain :
Yet her resolves are nobly fix’d to die
Rather than violate her chastity,
Than break her vows to Heaven, than blot her fame,
Or seil her beauties with a lustful flame,

The night from its meridian did decline,
An hour propitious to the black design :
When sleep and rest their peaceful laws maintain,
And o’er the globe b’ infectious silence reign 5
While death-like slumbers every bosom seize,
Unbend our minds, and weary’d bodies ease :
Now fond\Amalis finds his drooping breast
Heavy with wine, with amorous cares opprest ;
Not all the joys expecting lovers feel
Can from his breast the drowsy charm repel ;
In vain from wine his passion seeks redress,
Whose treacherous fSrce the flame it rais’d betrays :
Weak and unnerv’d his useless limbs became,
Bending beneath their ill frame ;
Vanquish’d by that repose from which he flies,
Now slumbers close his unconsenting eyes.

But sad Theatilla’s cares admit no rest,
Repose is banish’d from her mournful breast ;
A faithful goard does injur'd virtue keep,
And from her weary limbs repulses sleep.
Oft she reflects with borrour on the rape,
Oft tries each avenue for her escape ;
Though still repulse upon repulse she bears
And finds no passage but for sighs
Then, with the wi of her soul let loose,
And all the fury that her wrongs infuse ;
She weeps, she raves, she rends her flowing hair,
Wild in her grief, and raging with despair,
At length her restless thoughts an uttetance find,
And vent the anguish of her labouring mind :
Whilst all dissolv’d in calmer tears she said,
¢¢ Shall I again be to his arms betray’d !
Again the toil of loath’d embraces bear,
And for some blacker scene of lust prepare >
First may his bed my guiltless grave become,
His marble roof my unpotluted tomb ;
Then, just to honour, and unstain’d in fame,
The urn that hides my dust conceals my shame.
Heaven gave me virtue, woman’s frail defence,
And beauty to molest that innocence :
In vain I call my viytue to my aid,
‘When thus by treacherous beauty I’m betray'd.
Yet to this hour my breast no crime has known,
But, coldly chaste, with virgin bijghtoess shone,
As now usully’d by a winter’s sun.
Not arts, nor ruder force of men prevail’d, )
My tears found pity, when my language fail'd.
Oft have these violated locks been tor,
And injur'd face their savage fury borne ;
Oft have my bloody robes their crimes confest,
And pointed daggers glitter’d at my breast ;
Ygt_fl:e from guilt, I found some hlppler charm
To van1 ish lust, and wildest rage disarm.
But ah ! tbegmtestlabonr’lyett.sehmd;
No tears can soften this obdurate mind ;
No prayers inexorable pity move,
Or guard me from the worst of ruins, Love :
Though sleep and wine allow this kind reprieve,
Yet to the youth they ’ll strength nndfury.g:ve;
Then wretched maid ! then think what artifice,
What charm, shall rescue from his nerv'd embrace |
When with supplies of vigour next he storms,
And every dictate of his lust performs.

YALDEN'S POEMS.

¢ But you, blest Power, that own a virgin's pame,
Protect my virtue, and defend my fame,
From powerful lust, and the reproach of shame ;
If I a gtrict religious life have led,
Drunk the cold stream, and made the earth my bed !
If from the world a chaste recluse 1 live,
Redress my wrongs, and generous succour give ;
Allay this raging tempest of my mind,
A virgin should be to a virgin kind :
Prostrate with tears from you I beg defence,
Or take my life, or guard my innocence.”

While thus the afflicted beauty pray’d, she spy’d
A fatal dagger by Amalis’ eide : :
“‘ This weapan’s mine !”” she cries, (then graspd it

fast)
And now the lustful tyrant sleeps his last.” -
With eager hand the pointed steel she draws,
Ev’n murder pleases in 80 just a cause ;
Nor fears, nor dangers, now resistance make,

Since honour, life, and dearer fame, ’s at stake.

Yet in her breast does kind compassion plead,
And fills her soul with horrour of the deed ;
Her sex’s tenderness resumes 1ts place, .
And spreads in conscious blushes o’er her face.
Now stung with the remorse of guilt, she cries,
““ Ah, frantic girl, what wild attempt is this !
Think, think, Theutilla, on the murderer’s doom,
And tremble at a punishment to come : -
Stain not thy virgin hands with guilty blood,
And dread to be so criminally good.
Lay both thy courage and thy weapon down, |
Nor fly to aids a inaid must blush to owm; ‘
Nor urms,n:or vul;;‘r, v“ﬁﬂny sex agree, I
They wound thy fame, taint thy modesty,
Thus different passions combat in her mind, ' |
Oft she ’s to pity, oft to rage inclin’d : |
Now from her hand the hated weapon ’s cast,
Then seiz’d again with more impetuous haste :
Unfix'd her wishes, her resolves are vain,
What she attempts, she straight rejects again ;
Her looks, the emblems of her thoughts, appear
Vary’d with rage, with pity, and despair :
Alone her fears incline to rz'o extreme, |
Equally poiz’d betwixt revenge and shame.
At length, with more prevailing rage possest,
Her jealous honour steels her daring breast :
The thoughts of injur’d fame new courage gave,
And nicer virtue now confirms her brave. ’
Then the fam'd Judith her whole mind employs,
Urges her hand, and sooths the fatal choice :
This great example pleas’d, inflamid by this,
With wild disorder to the youth she flies ;
One hand she wreaths within his flowing hair,

The other does the ready weapon bear :
‘“ Now guide me (cries) fair Hebrew, now look down,
And pity labours thou hast ‘

Direct the hand that takes thy path to fame,

And be propitious to a virgin’s name,

Whose glory ’s but a refuge from her shame !

Thus rais’d by hopes, and arm’d with now,

She with undaunted looks directs the blow :

Deep in his breast the spacious wound she made,

And to his heart dispatch’d th’ unerring blade.
When their expiring lord the servants heard,

Whose dying groans the fatal act declar'd,

Like a fierce torrent, with no bounds they ’re stay'd,

But vent their rage on the defenceless maid : )

Not virtue, youth, nor beauty in distress,

Can move their savage breasts to tendernegs ;

N



ODE FOR ST.

But death with horrid torments they prepare,

And to ber fate th’ undsunted virgin bear.

Tortures snd death seem lovely in her eyes,

Since she to honour falls a sacrifice :

Amidst her suflerings, still her mind is great,

And free from guilt, she triumphs o’er her fate.
But Heaven, that ’s suffering virtue’s sure reward,

Exerts its power, and is itself her guard :

Amalis, conscious of his black offence,

Now feels remorse for her wrong’d innocence ;

‘Though now he ’s struggling in the pangs of death,

And all life’s purple stream is ebbing forth,

Yet, raising up his pale and drooping head,

He recollects his spirits as they fled,

And with his last remains of voice, he said, [strain,
ipuethoehﬂemnd impious hands re-

Nor beauty with such i me :

Learn by my fate wrong’d innocenee to spare,

Since injur’d virtue ‘s Heavena’s peculiar care.”
But you, brave virgin, now shall stand enroli’d

Amongst the nablest heroines of old :

Thy fam’d attempt, and eelebrated hand,

Shall lasting trophies of thy glory stand :

And, if my verse the just reward can give,

Theutilla’s name shail to new ages live.

For ¢o thy sex thou hast new honours won,

AndPnnccvauJudithd’inm

AN ODE FOR ST. CECILIAS DAY,
1693,

Bscm, and strike th’ harmonious lyre !
" Let the loud instruments prepare

To raise our souls, and charm ghe ear,

With joys which Music only can inspire :

Hnrkhowthemllmgstnng'obey'

To consecrate this happy day,

Sacred to Music, Love, and blest Cecilia.
In lofty numhcn, tuneful lays,
We 'l celebrate the virgin’s praise :
Her skilful hand first taught our strings to move,

To her this sacred art we owe,

‘Who first antici Heaven below, [above.
And play’d the hymns on Karth, that she now sings
What moving charms each tuneful voice contains,

Charms that throygh the willing ear

A tide of pleasing raptares bear,

And with diffusive joys, run

The listening soul does sympathize,

And with each vary’d note complids :

While gay and sprightly airs dehght,

Then, free from cares, and uncoofin'd,
1t takes, in plmgecsunel,m flight. -

With mournful sounds, a sadder garb it wears,

lodulges grief, and gives a loose to tears.
llnic'nhehngugeoﬂbeblatnbove,

No voice but Muoc’lmexpre-

The that poseess,
hormp:”uptumh:e‘l’lptyhevond’mmdm

*Tis Nature’s dialect, design’d

‘To charm, and to instruct the mind.

Music’s an universal good |

That does dispense its Joy: around,

In all the elegance of sound,

Te bg by men admir'd, by angels understoods

[veins,
our

CECILIA'S DAY.

Let every restless cease to move !
And each tumultaous thought obey
The happy influence of this day,
For Music’s unity and love,
Music ’s the soft indulger of the mind,
The kind diverter of our care,
The surest refuge mournful ggief can find ;
A cordial to the breast, andchnrmtoeverym
Thus, when the prophet struck his tuneful lyre,
Saul’s evil genius did retire :
In vain were remedies apply’d,
In vain all other arts were try’d :
His hand and voice alone the charm could find,
To heal his body, and compose his mind.
Now let the trampet's louder voice proclaim
. A solemn jubilee :
For ever sacred let it be,
To skilfu} Jubal’s, and Cecilia’s name.
Great Jubal, authar of our lays,
Who first the hndden charms of Music found ;
And through their airy paths did trace
The secret springs of sound.
‘When from his hollow chorded shell
The soft melodious aceents fell,
With wonder and delight he p|l
While the harmonious strings his skilful !und obey’d,
But fair Cecilia to a pitch divine
Improv'd her artful lays :
When to the organ she her voice did join, .
In the Almighty’s praise ;
Then choirs of listening angels stood around,
Admir'd her art, and blest the heavenly sound.
Her praise alone no tongue can reach,
But in the strains herself did teach :
Then let the voice and lyre combine,
And in a tuneful coucert join ;
For Music ’s her reward and care,
Above sh’ enjoys it, and protects it heye,
GRAND CRORUS,
Then kindly treat this happy. day,
And grateful honouss to Gecilia pay :
To her these lov’d harmbnious rites
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belong,
-] To her that tuncs our strings, and still inspires our

song.

THE FORCE OF JEALQUSY,

TO A LADY ASKING IF HER SEX WAS AS SENSIBLE
OF THAT PASSION AS MAN.

AN ALLUSION TO
O! quam cruentus feeminas stimulat dolor !
Sengca, Hercules Octeus.

Wiar raging thoughts transport the woman’s
That is with love and jealousy possest ! nnua,
More with revenge, than soft desires she burns, -
Whose slighted passion meets no kind returns ;
That courts the youth with long-neglected charms,
And finds her rival happy in his arms !

Dread Scylla’s rocks 'tis safer to engage,

And trust a storm, than her destructive rage :

Not waves, contending with 2 boisterous wind,
Threaten so loud, as her tempestuous mind :

For seas grow ,lndnpugm.hw,

But most jmplacabie’s a woman’s hats :
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Tigers and savages less wild appear,
Than that fond wretch abandon’d to despair.

Such were the transports Dejanira felt,

Stung with a rival’s charms, and busband’s guilt :
With such despair she view’d the captive maid,
‘Whoee fatal love her Hercules betray’d ;

Th’ unchaste I6le, but divinely fair !

In love triumphant, though a slave in war; _

By nature lewd, and forn’d for soft delight,

Gay as the spring, and fair as beams of light ;
‘Whose blooming youth would wildest rage disarm,
And every eye, but a fierce rival’s, charm.

Fix’d with her grief the royal matron stood,
‘When the fair captive in his arms she viewd :
With what regret her beauties she survey’d,
And curst the power of the too lovely maid
That reap’d the joys of her abandon’d bed i
Her furious looks with wild disorder glow,
Looks that her envy and resentment show !

To blast that fair detested form she tries,
And lightning darts from her distorted gyes.

Then o’er the palace of false Hercules, -
With clamour and impetuous rage she flies ;
Late & dear witness of their mutual flame,

But now th’ unhappy object of her shame ;
‘Whose conscious roof can yield her no relief,
But with polluted joys upbraids her grief.

Nor can the spacious court contain her now;
It grows a scene too narrow for her woe.
Loose and undrest all day she strays alone,
Does her abode and lov’d companions shun.

In woods complains, and sighs in every grove,
The mournful tale of her forsaken love.

Her thoughts to all th’ extremes of frenzy fly,
Vary, but cannot ease her misery :

‘Whilst in her looks the lively forms appear,
Of envy, fonduness, fury, and despair.

Her rage no constant face of sorrow wears,
Oft scornful smiles succeed loud sighs and tears;
Oft o’er het face the rising blushes spread,

Her glowing eyeballs turn with fury red :
Then pale and wan her alter’d looks appear,
Paler than Guilt, and drooping with despair.
A tide of passians ebb and flow within,

And oft she shifts the melancholy scene:
Does all th’ excess of woman’s fury show,
Aund vields a large variety of woe.

Now, calm as infants at the mother’s breast,.
Her grief in softest murmurs is exprest :

She speaks the tenderest things that pity move,
Kind are her looks, and languishing with love.
Then, loud as storms, and raging as the wind,
She gives a loose to her distemper’d mind :
‘With shrieks and groans she fills the air around,
And makes the palace her loud griefs resound,

Wild with her wrongs, she like a fury strays,
A fury, more than wife of Hercules :

Her motion, looks, and voice, proclaim her woes ;
While c;gl;:, and broken words, her wilder thoughts
ose.

e
TO HIS PERJURED MISTRESS.

Nox erat, & ccelo fulgebat Luna sereno, &c. ,

I was one evening, when the rising Moon
Amidst her train of stars distinctly shooe ;

Serene and ealm was the inviting night,

Aund Heaven appear’d in all its lustre bright ;
When you, Newra, you, my perjur'd fair,

Did, to abuse the gods and me, prepare. *

"Twas then you swore—remember, faithless maid,
With what endearing arts you then betray'd :
Remember all the tender things that pest, .

When round my neck your willing arms were cast,
The circling ivys, when the oaks they join,

Seem loose, and coy, to those fond arms of thine.

.4 Believe,” you cry’d, *this solemn vow believe,
The noblest pledge that Love and I can give §

Or, if there ’s ought rpore sacred here below,

Let that confirm my oath to Heaven and you,

‘If e’er my breast a guilty flame receives,

Or covets ;joys but what thy presence gives ;

May every injur'd power assert thy cause,

And Love avenge his violated laws :

While cruel beasts of prey infest the plain,

And tempests rage upon the faithless main ;

While sighs and tears shall listening virgins move 3
So long, ye powers, will fond Neara love.”

Ah, faithless charmer, lovely perjur'd maid !
Are thus my vows and generous flame repaid ?
Repeated slights 1 have too tamely bore,

Still doated on, and still been wrong’d the more,
Why do I listen to that Syren’s voice,
Love ev'n thy crimes, and fly to guilty joys 2
Thy fatal eyes my best resolves betray,
gyc fury melts in soft desires away :

h look, gach glance, for all thy crimes atone,
Elude my r?gf:, and I’m again undone.

But if my injur’d soul dares yet be brave,

Unless I’ m fond of shame, confirm’d a slave,

I will be deaf to that enchanting tongue,

Nor on thy beauties gaze away my wrong.

At length I 'll loath each prostituted grace,

Nor court the leavings of a cloy’d embrace ;

But show, with manly rage, my soul ’s above
The cold returns of thy exhausted love.

Then thou shalt justly mourn at my disdain,
Find all thy arts and all thy charms in vain :
Shalt mourn, whilst I, with nobler flames, pursue
Some nymph as fair, though not unjust, as you ;
Whose wit and beauty shall like thine excel,
But far surpass in truth, and loving well.

But wretched thou, whoe'er my rival art,

That fondly boasts an empire o’er her heart ;
Thou that enjoy’st the fair inconstant prize,

And vainly triumph’st with my victories ;
Unenvy’d now, o’er all her beauties rove,

Enjoy thy ruin, and Newra’s love :

Though wealth and honours grace thy nobler birth
To bribe her love, and fix a wandering faith ;
Though every grace and every virtue join,

T enrich thy mind, and make thy form divine :
Yet, blest with endless charms, too soon you’ll prove,
The treacheries of false Newmra’s love.

Lost and abandon’d by th® ungrateful fair,

Like me you ’ll love, be injur'd and despair.

When left th’ unhappy object of her scorn,

Then shall I smile to see the victor mourn,

Laugh at thy fate, and triumph in my turm

L]



IMITATION. ... PATROCLUS'S REQUEST.

. IMITATION OF HORACE,
BOOK I. ODE XXII,

Integer vite, &c. -

Tas man thats uneorrupt, and free from guilt,
That the remorse of secret crimes ne’er felt :
Whose breast was ne’er debauch’d with sin,

But finds all calm, and all at peace within :

In his integrity secure,

He fears no danger, dreads no power ;

Uselese are arms for his defence,
That keeps a faithful guard of innocence,

8ecure the happy innocent may rove,
The care of every power above;
Altbough unarm'd he wanders o’er
The treacherous Libya’s sands, and faithless shore:
Though o'er the inhospitable brows
Of savage Caucasus be goes ;
Through Africk’s flames, thro’ Scythia’s snows,
Or where Hydaspes, fam'd for monsters, flows,

For as, within an unfrequented grove,

I tun’d my willing lyre to love,

With pleasing amorous thoughts betray'd,
Beyond my bounds insensible [ stray’d ;

A wolf that view’d me fled away,

He fled from his defenceless prey !

When ] invok’d Maria’s aid,
Although unarm’d, the trembling mouster fled,

Not Daunis’s teeming sands, nor barbarous shore,
Per such a dreadful native bore,

Nor Afric’s nursing caves brought forth
80 fierce a beast, of such amazing growth :

Yet vain did all his fury prove

Against & breast that ’s arm’d with love ;
Though abeent, fair Maria’s name
Subdues the fierce, and makes the savage tame,

Commit me now to that abandon’d place
Where chearful light withdraws its rays ;
o beams on barren Nature smile,

Nor fruitful winds refresh th’ intemperate sqil ;
But tempests, with eternal frosts,
Still rage around the gloomy coast :
Whilst angry Jove infests the air,

And, black with clouds, deforms the sullen year.

Orpheemenowbeuéltbthetorridzone,
To five a borderer on the Sun :
Send me to scorching sands, whose heat
Gnards the destructive s0il from human feet :
Yet there Il sing Maria’s name,
And sport, uninjur'd, >midst the flame :
Maria’s name ! that will create, ev'n there,
A milder climate, and more temperate air,

3

. PATROCLUS'S RE2UEST TO ACHILLES
FOR HIS ARMS.

INITATED FROM THE BRGINNING OF THE SIXTRENTH
ILIAD OF MQMER.

Dmn Achilles, with compassion mov'd,
Thos to Patroclus spake, his best-belov’d.

LA

¢ Why like a tender girl dust thou complain !
That strives to reach the mother’s breast in vain ;
Mourns by her side, her knees embraces fast,
Hangs on her robes, and interrupts her haste ;
Yet, when with fondness to her arms she ’s rais'd,
Still mourns and weeps, and will not be appeas’d !
Thus my Patroclus in his grief appears,
Thus like a froward girl profuse of tears,
"¢ Fronr Phthia dost thou mournful tidings hear,
And to thy friend some fatal message bear ?
Thy valiant father (if we Fame believe)
The good Mentius, he is yet alive ;
And Peleus, though in his declining days,
Reigns o’er his Myrmidons in health and pepce 3
Yet, as thejr latest ‘ohsequies we paid,
Thou mourn’st them living, as already dead.
““ Or thus with tears the Grecian hust deplore,
That with their navy perish on the share ;
And with compassion their misfortunes. view,
The just reward to guilt and falsehood due ?
Impartial Heaven avenges thus my wrong,
Nor suffers crimes to go unpunish'd long.
Reveal the cause so much afflicts thy mind,
Nor thus conceal thy sorrows from thy friend.”
When, gently raising up his drooping head,
Thus, with a sigh, the sad Patroclus said,
‘‘ Godlike Achilles, Peleus’ valiant son !
Of all our chiefs, the greatest in renown ;
Upbraid not thus th’ afflicted with their woes,
Nor triumph now the Greeks sustain such loas |
To pity let thy generous breast incline;
And show thy mind is like thy birth divine,
For all the valiant leaders of their host,
Or wounded lie, or are in battle lost.
Ulysses great in arms, and Diomede,
Languish with wounds, and in the navy bleed :
This common fate great Agamemnon shares,
And stern Eurypylus, renown’d jn wars.
Whilst powerful drugs th’ experienc’d artists try,
And to their wounds apt remedies apply,
Easing th’ afflicted heroes with their skill,
Thy breast alone remains implacable!
“ What, will thy fury thus for ever last !
Let present woes atone for injuries past :
How can thy soul retain such lasting hate !
Thy virtues are as useless as they ’re great,
What igjur’d friend from thee shall hope redress,
That will not aid the Greeks in such distress ?
Useless is all the valour that you boast,
Deform’d with rage, with sullen fary lost,
‘¢ Could cruelty like thine from Peleus come,
r be the offspring of fair Thetis’ womb ! [forth,
Thee raging seas, thee boisterous waves
And to obdurate rocks thou ow’st thy birth !
Thy stubborn nature still retains their kind,
So hard thy heart, so savage is thy mind.
“ But, if thy boding breast admits of fear,
Or dreads what sacred oracles declare !
What awful Thetis in the courts above
Receiv'd from the unerring mouth of Jove !
If so—Ilet me the threatening dangers face,
And head the warlike squadrons in thy place :
Whilst me thy valiant Myrmidons obe y
We yct may turn the fortune of the day.
Let me in thy distinguish’d arms ap,
With all thy dreadful equipage of war ;
That when the Trojans our approachcs view,
Deceiv'd, they shall retreat, and think ’ts you.
* Thus, from the rage of an insulting host,
We may retrieve that fame the Gresks have loet;

’
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Vigorous and fresh, th’ unequal fight renew,

And from our navy force the drooping foe ;
«(’er harass’d men an easy conguest gmn,

And drive the Trajans to their walls again,”

ON THE RE-PRINTING

MILTON'S PROSE WORKS
WITH HIS POEMS,

WRITTEN IN HIS PARADISE L.OST,

Taese sacred lines with wonder we peruse

And praise the flights of a seraphic Muse,

Till thy seditious prose provol-s our rage,

And soils the beauties of thy brightest page.
Thus here we see transporting scenes arise,
Heaven’s radiant host, and opening Paradise ;
Then trembling view the dread abyss beneath,
Hell’s horrid mansions, and the realms of Delth.

Whilst here thy bold majestic numbers rise,
And range th’ embattled legions of the skies, '
With armfes fill the azure plains of light,

And paint the lively terrours of the fight,

We own the poet worthy to rehearse
Heaven's lasting t.rmmpbs in immortal verse :
Bat when thy impious mercenary pen

Insults the best of princes, best of men,

Our admiration turns to just disdain,

And we revoke the fond applause again,

Like the fall'n angels in their happy state,
Thou shar’dst their nature, insolence, and fate :
To harps dwme, immortal hymns hey sung,

As sweet thy voice, as sweet thy lyre was strung,
As they did rebels to th’ Almighty grow,

So thou propban’st his image here below.
Apostate bard ! may not thy guilty ghost,
Discover to its own eternal cost,

That as they Heaven, thou Paradise hast lost !

f

T0
SIR HUMPHRY MACKWORTH :

ON THRE MINES, LATE OF S§IR CARBERY FRICE.

Waar spucious veins enrich the British soil ;
The various ores, and skilful miner’s toil ;
How ripening. metals lie conceal’d in F‘rdn,
And teeming Natdre forms the wondrous birth ;
My useful verse, the first, transmits to fame,
In numbers tun’d, and no unhallow'd flame.

O generous Mackworth ! could the Muse impart
A labour worthy thy auspicious art ;
Like thee succeed in paths untrod before,
And secret treasures of the land explove.
Apollo’s self should on the labour smile,
And Delphos quit for Britain’s fruitful isle.

Where fair Sabrina flows around the coast,
And aged Dovey in the ocean ’s lost,
Her lofty brows unconquer’d Britain rears,
And fenc'd with rocks tmpregnable appears :
Which like the well-fix’d bars of Nature show,
To guard the treasures she conceals below.
For Earth, distorted with her pregnant womb,
Heaves up to give the forming embryo room :

YALDEN’S POEMS.

Hence vast excrescences of hills arise,
And mountains swell to a portentous size :
Louring and black the rugged coast appears,
The sullen Earth agloomymrﬁoeiuu,
Yet all beneath, deep as the centre, shines
With nauvewedt.h and more than India’s mines,
'l‘huunngﬂmham-pphm,
Tndulgent oft to what her sons despise :
Oft in a rude, unfinish’d form, we find
The noblest treasure of a generous mind.
Thrice happy land ! from whose indulgent womb,
Such unexhausted stores of riches come !
By Heaven belov’d ! form’d by auspicious Fate,
To be aboye thy neighbouring nations great !
Its golden sands no more shall Tagus boast,
In Dovey’s flood his rival’d empire ’s lost ;
Wbooewatennowamblerfundmunhm,
To humble France,lm!checkthcpndeut‘Spnn,
Like Egypt’s Nile the bounteous curvent shows,
Dispersing blessings wh«uoe’errtﬂow-,
Whose native treasure ’s able to repair
The long expenses of our Gallic war.
The ancient Britons are 2 hardy race, -
Averse to laxury and slothful ease ;
Their necks beneath a foreign yoke ne’er bow’d
In wyr uer'd, and of freedom
thmmdsmolv’dtheyhstmg tmhendure,
Unmix’d their language, and their manvers pure
Wisely does Nature such an offspring chuse,
Brave to defend her wealth, and slow to uee;
W!mdmtafmptuu’ernﬂmutbarvm
Nor avarice, nor wild ambition reigns :
But low in mines, they oonstant toils renew,
And through the Earth their branching veins pursue.
As when some navy on th’ Iberian cnast,
Chas’d by the winds, is in the ocean lost ;
To Neptune’s reaims a new supply it brings,
The strength design'd of European kings :
Contending divers would the wreck regain,
And make reprisals on the grasping main :
Wild in pursuit they are endanger’d more,
mnwhentbeyeanbdedthenormbdbm
The miner thus through perils digs his way,
Equal to theirs, and deeper than the sea !
Drawing, in pestilential steams, bis breath,
Resolv’d to conquer, though he combats Death.
Night's gloomy realms his pointed steel invades,
‘The courts of Pluto, and infernal shades : .
‘He cuts through mountains, subterraneous lakes,
Plying his wark, each nervous stroke he takes °
Loosens the earth, and the whole cavern shakes.
Thus, with hubnwnytrms, the Cyclops stands,
To form Jove's lightning, with uplifted hands,
‘The ponderous hammer with agwe
Loud as the thunder which hmnrtmtmds,
And as he strikes, with each resistiess blow
The anvil yields, and Etna groans below. h
Thy fam’d inventions, Mackworth, most.adorn
The miner’s art, and make the best retumn :
Thy speedy sails, and useful engines, show
A genius nicher than the mines below.
Thousands of slaves unskill’d Peru maintains-;
The hands that labour still exhaust the gains :
The winds, thy slaves, their uscful saccour join,
Conveythym,mdhhourauhymmo,
Instructed by thy arts, a power they find
To vanquish realms, where once they lay confin’d.
Downward, my Muse, direct thy steepy flight,
Where nmlmg shades and beauteous realms invite 3



SIR HUMPHRY MACKWORTH.

1 first of British bards invoke thee down,
Andﬁmmhmhbthypaeﬁl::aplucmn,
Through dark retreats pursue ing ore,
Search Nature’s depths, and view her boundless
The secret cause in tuneful measures sing, [store ;
How metals first are fram’d, and whence they spring.
Whether the active Sun, with chymic flames,
hmghpmmelﬂhtnmmhngmnl begms ;
With heat impreguating the womb of nj

The offgpring shines with its paternal light :

On Britain’s isle propitiously he shines,

With joy descends, and labours in her mines,

Or whether, urg’d by subterraneous flames,

The earth fermeants, and flows in lignid streams ;
ng’dﬁomtheirdm,thembkspamm?,
Receive new forms, and with fresh beauties shine.
Thus fluid parts, unknowing how to burn,

With cold congeal’d, to solid metals turn :

For metals only from devouring flame

Preserve their beauty, and return the same ;
Both art and force the well-wrought mass disdains,
And ‘midst the fire its native form retains.

Or whether by creation first they sprung,

When yet unpois’d the world’s great fabric hung :
Metals the basis of the Earth were made,

The bars on which its fix’d foundation ’s laid

All second causes they disdain to own,

And from th’ Almighty’s fiat sprung alone.

Nature in spucious beds her stare,

And keeps unmix’d the -compacted ore ;
The spreading root a numerous race maintains
Of branching limbs, and far-extended veins :
Thus, from its watery store, a spring supplies
The leer streams, that round its fountain rise ;
Which bounding out in fair meanders play,

And o’er the meads in different currents stray.

Methinks I see the rounded metal spread,

To be ennobled with our monarch’s head :
About the globe th’ admired coin shall run,
And make the circle of its parent Sun.

How are thy realms, triumphant Britain, blest !
Earic’d with more than all the distant West !
Thy sons, 00 more betray’d with hopes of gain,
Shall tempt the dangers of a faithless main,
Traffic no more abroad for foreign spoil,

Sapplied with richer from their native soil.
To Dovey’s flood shall numerous traders come,
Employ'd to fetch the British bullion home.
To pay their tributes to its bounteous shore,
Her absent fleet Potosi’s race shall mourn,
Alz"lhhnhw-eeonrnihm;
mivers beaping up their useless store,
Wd'ikmdr-xb,nmidsttheirrichupow.
er the British banners are display'd,
The suppliant nations shall implore our aid :
Till, thas compell’d, the greater worlds confess
Themselves oblig’d, and sucoour’d by the less.
How Cambria’s mines were $q ber offspring

known,
Thus sacred verse transmits the story down :
Merlin, 2 bard of the inspired train, .
With mystic sumbers charm’d the British plain ;
Belov'd by Phoobus, and the tuneful Nine,
His song was sacred, and his art divine :
s on Sabrina’s fruitful banks he stood,
Hs woudrous verse restrain'd the Lstening flood ;
The stream’s bri rais’d ber awful head,
Aad 10 ber gave the artful shepherd led.
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Her swift-decending steps the youth pursues,

And rich in ore the spacious mountain views.

In beds distinct the well rang’d metals lay,
Dispersing rays, and counterfeiting day.

The silver, shedding beams of orient light,

Struck with toq fierce a glare his aching sight ;
Like rising flames the ruddy copper show'd,

And spread its blushes o’er the dark abode :
Profuse of rays, and with unrival’d beams,

The liquid silver flow’d in restless streams :

Nor India’s sparkling gems are half so bright,
Nor waves above, that shine with heavenly light ;
When thus the Goddess spake: ‘Harmonious youth,
Rever'd for numbers fraught with sacred trath !
Belov’d by Heaven! attend while I relate

The fix'd decree, and dark events of Fate.
Conceal’d these treasures lie in Nature’s womb,
For future times, and ages yet to come.

| When many long revolving years are run,

A héro sball ascend the British throne,

Whoee numerous triumphs shall Augusta grace,
In arms renown’d, ador’d for plenteous peace.
Benesth his sway a generous youth shall rise,
With virtues blest, in happy coupcils wise ;
Rich with the spoils of Learning’s various store,
Commanding arts, yet still acquiring more,

He, with success, shall enter this abode,

And Nature trace in paths before untrod ;

The smiling ofispring from her womb remove,
And with her entrails glad the realms above,

“ O youth regerv’d by more auspicious fate,
With fam’d improvements to oblige the state !
By wars empoverish’d, Albion mourns no more,
Thy well-wrought mines forbid her to be poor :
The Earth, thy great exchequer, ready lies,
Which all defect of failing funds supplies ;
Thou shalt a nation’s pressing wants relieve,
Not war can lavish more than thou caunst give.”

This, Mackworth, fixes thy immortal name,
The Muse’s darling, and the boast of fame ;

No greater virtues on record shall stand,
Than uahu: with arts to grace, with wealth enrich the

————

OVIDS ART OF LOVE.
BOOK THE SECOND 1,

Now Io Pzan sing ! now wreaths prepeare !
And with repeated Ios fill the air :

The prey is fall’n in my successful toils,

My artful nets enclose the lovely spoils :

My numbers now, ye smiling lovers, crown,
And make your poet deathless in renown :
With lasting fame my verse shall be enroll'd,
And 1 preferr'd to all the bards of old.

Thus Paris from the warlike Spartans bore
Their ravish’d bride ; to Ida’s distant shore
Victorious Pelops thus in triumph drove

The vanquish’d maid, and thus enjoy’d his love.

* The first book of Ovid's Art of Love, is
printed im this gollection, among the poems of Mr.
Dryden ; the third, among those of Mr. Congreve: .
Mr. Pope’s hand-writing enables us to ascribe the
second to Dr. Yalden. N.




Stay, eager youth ! your bark ’s but under sail ;
The distant port requires a prosperous gale.
*Tis not enough the yielding beauty ’s found,
And with my aid your artful passion crown'd ;
‘The conquests our successful conduct gain’d,
‘With art must be secur’d, by arts maintaiv'd.
The glory’s more to guard, than win the rrize;
There all the tojl and threatening danger lies,
If ever, Cupid, now indulgent prove,

O Venus! aid ; thou charming queen of love !
Kind Erato, let thy auspicious name

Inspire the work, and raise my generous flame,
The labour ’s great ! a method I design

For Love ; and will the fetter'd god confine :
The god that roves the spacious world arcund,
In every clime, and distant region found ;
Active and light, his wings elude our guard,
And to confine a deity is hard :

His guest from flight Minos enclos’d aroand,
Yet he with wings a daring passage found,
Thus Dedalus her offspring first confin’d

‘Who with a bull in lewd embraces join'd :

Her teeming womb the horrid crime confess'd,
Big with a human bull, half man, balf beast,
$aid he, *“ Just Minos, best of human-kind,
Thy mercy let a prostrate exile find.

. By fates compell’d my native shores to fly,

Permit me, where I durst not live, to die.
Enlarge my son, if yon neglect my tears,

' And show compassion to his blooming years 1

Let not the youth a long confinement mourn,

Oh free the son, or let his sire return !

Thus he implor'd, but still implor'd in vain,

Nor could the freedam that he sought, obtain,
Convinc’d at length : ¢ Now, Deedalus,” he cry'd,
¢¢ Here 's subject for thy art that 's yet untry’d,
Minos the earth commands, and guards the sea,
No pass the land affords, the deep no way :
Heaven ’s only free, we’ll Heaven's auspicious height
Attemnpt to pass, where kinder fates jnvite !
Favour, ye powers above, my daring flight ;
Misfortunes oft prove to invention kind,

Instruct our wit, and aid, the labouring mind ;

For who can credit men, in wild despair,

Should force a passage through the yielding air !”
Feathers for wings design’d the artist chose,

And bound with thread his forming pinions close :
With temper’d wax the*pointed ends he wrought,
And to perfection his new labours brought.

‘The finish’d wings his smiling offspring views,
Admires the work, not conscious of their use :

To whom the father said, ¢ Observe aright,
Observe, my son, these instruments of flight.

In vain the tyrant our escape retards, .
The heavens he cannot, all but heaven he guards :
Though garth and seas elude thy father’s care,
These wings shall waft us through the spacious air.
Nor shall my son celestial signs survey,

Far from the radiant Virgin take your way :

Or where Bootes the chill’d north commands,

And with his fauchion dread Orion stands;

I'll go before, me still retain in sight,

Where-e’er I lead, securely make your flight,

For should we upward soar too near the Sun,
Dissolv’d with heat, the liquid wax will run :

Or near the seas an humbler flight maintain,

Our plumes will suffer by the steaming main.

A medium keep, the winds obeerve aright :

The winds will aid your advantageous flight,”

He caution'd thus, and thus faform'd him long,
As careful birds instruct their tender young :
The spreading wings then to his shoulders bound,
His body pois’d, and rais’d him from the ground.
Preper’d for flight, his aged arms embrace

The tender youth, whilst tears o’exflow his face.
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| A bill there was, from whence the anxious pair i

JEseay'd their wings, and forth they laanch’d in sir §
Now his expanded plumes the artist plies,

Regards his son, and leads along the skies ; |
Pleas’d with the novelty of flight, the boy !
Bounds in the air, and apwards springs with joy.

The angler views them from the distant strand, ‘
And quits the labours of his trembling hand.

bright.
‘Now an their right Lebinthos’ shores tirey found,
For fruitful lakes and shady groves remown’d ; ‘
When the aspiring boy forgat his fears, ‘
Rash with hot youth and unexperienc’d years ¢ \
Upwards be soar'd, maintain’d a stroke, }
And his directing father’s way fo!
The wax, of heat impatient, melted run,
Nor could his wings sustaia that blaze of sun,
From Heaven he views the fatal depths below, w
Whilst killipg fears prevent the distant blow. ‘
His struggling arms now no assistance find, i
Nor paise the body, nar receive the wind.
Falling, his father he implores in vain,
To aid his Alight, and sinking limbs sustain §
His name invokes, till the expiring sound
Far in the floods with Icarus was drown’d.
The parent mourns, a parent now 20 more,
And seeks the absent youth on every shore ;
¢ Where ’s my lov'd son, my lcarus ! he csiesg
¢ Say in what distant region of the skies,
Or faithless clime, the youthful wanderer files 1"
Then view’d his pinions scatter'd o’er the stream,
The share his bones receiv’d, the waves his name,
Minos with walls attempted to detain
His flying guests, but did attempt in vain : ‘
Yet the wing’d god shall to our rules submit, |
And Cupid yield to more prevailing wit. |
Thesislian arts in vain rash lovers use, |
In vain with drugs the scornful maid abuse : |
The skilful’st potions ineffectual prove, i
Useless are magic remedies in love : :
Could charms prevail, Circe had prov'd her art,
And fond Medea fix’d her Jason’s heart.
Nor tempt with philters the diedainful dame ; ‘
They rage inspire, creste a fraatic flame : ‘
Abstain from guilt, all vicious arts remove,
And make your passion worthy of her love.
Distrust your empty form and boasted face 3
, The nymph engage a thousand nobler ways 3
To fix her vanquish’d heart entirely thine,
Accomplish’d graces to your native join.
Beauty ’s but frail, a charm thas soon decsys,
Its lustre fades as rolling years increase,
And age still triumphs o’er the ruin’d face.
This truth the fair, but short-livid lily shows,
And prickels that survive the faded rose.
Learn, lovely boy, be with instruction wise !
Beauty and youth mis-spent are past advice.
Then cultivate thy mind with wit and fame,
Thaose lasting charms sarvive the funeral flame,
With arts and sciences your breast improve,
Of high impurt are languages in love ;

)



OVID'S ART OF LOVE.

The fam’d Ulysses wais not fair nor young,
‘But elogquent and charming with his tongue ¢
Andyuforhimomnzndingb::miesmt;ve,
And every sea nymph sought the hero’s love,
mourn’d when he forsook ber shores,

And with fond waves detain’d his hasty oars.
Oft she inquir’d of ruin’d liuvm’s fate,
Making him oft the wondrous tale relate ; [frame,
Which with such grace his florid tongue- could
The story still was new, though still the same.
Now standing on the shores, ‘“ agam declare,”
Calypeo cry’d, * your fam’d exploits in war.”
He with 2 wand, a slender wand he bore,
Delineates every action on the shore. [sand :
“ Here’s Troy,” says he, then draws the walls in
“ There Simois flows, here my battalions stand.
A field there was, (and then describes the field)
‘Where Dolon, with rewards deceiv’d, we kill’d.
Just thwos intrench’d imagine Rhesus lies,
And here we make his warlike steeds our prize.”
Much he describ’d, when a destructive wave
Wash'd off the slender Troy, and, rolling, gave
ToRh.nandhiﬂenuoneeomgn.hv:

with delight his charming tongue she heard,
l'l?vell—n’-’dpuio-inbcrloohappeu‘d:
‘The goddess weeps to view his spreading sails,
So much a soldier with the sex prevails.
Distrust thy form, fond youth, and learn to know,
There 's more requir'd in leve than empty show, -
W‘ﬂ:jmd’-dainthemmlungbty_mmd,
Te i that makes a beauty kind.
The bawk we hate that lives in arms,
The raging wolf that every flock alarms :

language

1et the wife rail, and injur’d husband swear,
Such freedoms are allow’d the marry’d pair :
%:?xdnﬂstnbhnuﬁldbods belong,

portion justifies a clamorous tongue.
With tender vows the yielding maid endear,
And let her only sighs and wishes hear.
Contrive with words and actions to delight,
Still charm her ear, and still oblige her sight.

I no instructions to the rich impart,

He needs not, that presents, my useless art
The giving lover ’s handsome, valiant, wice,
His happy fortune is above advice.
1to the needy sing ; though poor, I love,
And wanting wealth, with melting language move.
His honout storms a stubborn damsel’s door ;
I'm cautious to affront, because 1 ’m poor.
With pleasing arts I court, with arts possess ;
Or if I ’m bouuteous, *tis in promises,
Eareg’d, I ruffied once Corinna’s hair,
mmlb‘nkpzdbymwdfir;

No passion let your mistress know, but love.
orYaifthehnghtynymph'snnkindm:ndcoy,
shuns your sight ; bave patience, enjoy.
BYdo-dqrmnl;eulﬂnm:bbombw;
What force resists, with agt will pliant grow.

7

In vain we stem a torrent’s rapid force,

But swim with ease, complying with its course,

By gentler arts we savage beasts reclaim,

And lions, bulls, and furious tigers tame.

Fiercely Atlanta o’er the forest rov'd,

Cruel and wild, and yet at last she lov’d.

Melanion long deplor’d his hopeless flame,

And weeping in the woods pursued the scornful

On his submisaive neck her toils he wore, [dame :

And with his mistress chas’d the dreadful boar.

Arm’d to the woods I bid you not repair,

Nor follow over hills the savage fair :

My soft injunctions less severe you ’ll find,

Easy to learn, and fram’d to every mind.

Her wishes never, nor her will withstand : ,

Submit, you conquer ; serve, and you ’ll command.

Her words approve, deny what she denies ; [spise :

Like, where she likes; and where she scorns, de-

Laugh when she smiles : when sad, dissolve in tears ;

Let every sympathize with hers. :

If she delights, as women will, in play,

Her stakes return, your ready losings pay. .

When she ’s at cards, or rattling dice she throws,

Connive at cheats, and generously lose.

A smiling winner let the nymph remain,

Let your pleas’d mistress every conquest gxin.

In heat, with an umbrella ready stand ;

When walking, offer your officious hand. ‘

Her trembling bands, though you sustain the cold,

Cherish, and to your warmer bosom hold,

Think no inferior office a disgrace ;

No action, that a mistress gains, is base,

The hero, that eluded Juno's spite,

And every mouster overcame in fight ;

That past so many bloody labours o'er,

And well deserv’d that Heav’n whose weight he bore,

Amidst Jonian damsels carding stauds,

And grasps the distaff with obedient hands ;

In all commands the haughty dame obeys ;

And who disdaine to act like Hercules ?

If she ’s at law, be sure commend the laws,

Solicit with the judge, or plead her cause,

With patience at the assignation wait

Early appear, attend her coming late.

Whene’er she wants & messenger, away,

And. her commands with flying feet obey.

When late from supper she ’s returning home,

And calls ber servant, as & servant come.

She for the country air retires from town,

You want & coach, or horse, why foot it down ?

Let not the sultry season of the year,

The falling snows, or constant rain deter.

Love is a warfare ; an ignoble sloth .

Seems equally contemptible in both :

In both are watchings, duels, anxious cares,

The soldier thus, and thus the lover fares ;

With rain he’s drench’d, with piercing tempests

shakes,

And on the colder earth his lodging takes.

Fame says, that Pheebus kept Admetus’ herd,

And coarsely in an humble cottage far'd ;

No servile offices the god deny'd ;

Leam this ye lovers, and renounce your pride.
When all excess is to your mistress hard,

When every door secur’d, and window barr'd ;

The roof untile, some desperate find ;

You cannot be tou bold to make her kind :

Oh, how she’ll clasp you when the danger’s o’er,

And value your deserving passion more !
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Thus through the boisterous seas Leander mov’d,
Not to poscess, but show how much be lov’d.

Nor blushing think how low you condescend
Toow;thermaidl,andmkeuch-hveymr
Each by their names familiarly salute,
And beg them to promote your amorous suit.
Perhaps a bribe ’s requir'd ; your bounty show,
And from your slendesfortune part pestow.

A double bribe the chamber-maid secures ;

And when the favorite ’s gain’d, the fair is your’s:
She ’1l add to every thing you do, a grace,

And watch the wanton hours, and time her praise.
‘When servants merry make, and feast and play,
Then give her something to keep holiday.

Retain them every one, the porter most,

And her who nightly guards the happy coast.

1 no profuse nor costly gifts commend,

But choose and time it well, whate’er you send.
Provide the product of the early year,

And let your boy the rural present bear ;

Tell her *twas fresh, and from your manor brought,
Though stale, and in the suburb market bought :
The first ripe cluster let your mistress eat,

‘With chesnats, melons, and fair peaches treat ;
Some larger fish, or choicer fowl present,

They recommend your passion, where they ’re sent.
*Tis with these arts the childless miser’s caught,
Thus future legacies are basely bought :

But mway his name with infamy be curst,

That practis'd them on love, and woman first !

In tender sonnets most your flame rehearse,
But who, alas! of late are mov'd by verse?
‘Women a wealthy-treating fool admire,

Applaud your wit, but costly gifts require.

This is the golden age, all worship gold,

Honours are purchas'd, Love and Beauty sold :

Should Homer come with his harmonious train,

And not Homer’s turn'd out again.

Some of the sex have sense, their number ’s small;

Most ignorant, yet vain pretendersall:

Flatter aright, smooth empty stanzas send;

They seldom sense, but sound and rhyme commend.

Should you with art compose each polish’d line,

And make her, like your numbers, all divine :

Yet she ’Il a treat, or worthless toy prefer

To all the i:nmortal poet’s boasted care.

Bat he that covets to retain her heart,

Let him apply his flattery with art: .

With lasting nmuon her beauty gaze,

And make her the subject of his praise.

Purple commend, when she’s in purple dress’d ;
scarlet, swear she looks inscarlet best ;

Vowing those eyes transcend the sparkling ore.
‘With prudence place each compliment aright,
‘Though clad in crape, let homely crape delight.
In sorted colours, praise s vary’d dress ;
In night-cloaths, or commode, let either please.
Or when she combs, or when she curls her bair,
Commend her curious art and gallant air.
Singing, ber voice, dancing, her stcp admire:
Applaud when she desists, and still desire :
Let all her words and actions wonder raise,
View her with raptures, and with raptures praise.
Fierce as Medusa though your mistress prove,
‘These arte will teach the stubborn beauty love,
Be cautious lest you over-act your part,
Aod temper your hypocrisy with art,
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Let no false achot give your words the lie,

Purples the grape, and shows the vintage nesr ;
‘When sultry heats, when coldec blasts arise,
And bodies languish with inconstant skies :
If vitious heaven infects her tender veins,
And in her taintad blood some fever reigns ;
’l‘henywykmdms,yourpiousmw,
The blessings you expect to reap, then sow :
Think nothing nanseous in her loath’d disease,
But with your ready hand contrive to please :
Weep in her sight, then fonder kisses give,
And let ber burning lips your tears receive.
Much for her safety vow, but lowder speak,
Let the nymph hear the lavish vows you make.
As health returns, 20 let your joys appear,
Oft smile with hope, and oft confess your feax.
This in her breast remains, these pleasing charms
Secure a passage to her anus
Reach nothing neuseous to her taste or sight,
Officious only when you most delight :
Nor bitter draughts, nor hated medicines give =
Let her from rivals what she loaths receive. [shore,
Those prosperous winds that launch’d our bark from
‘When out at sea assist its course no more :
Time will your knowledge in our art improve,
Give strength and vigour to your forming love.
The dreadful bull was but a calf when young ;
The lofty oak but from an acorn sprung :
Prom narrow springs the noblest currents flow,
But swell their fioods, and spread them as they go.
Be conversant with love, no toils refase,
And conquer all fatigues with frequent use.
Still let her hear your sighs, your passion view,
And night and day the flying maid pursue.
Then pause awhile; by fallow fields we gain 3
]A,hthlil:tywilreoeivathewelmnin.

yllis was calm while with Demophoon bless'd
His absence wounded most her raging bresst : ’
Thus his chaste consort for Ulysses burn'd,
And Laodamia thys her abesut husbend mowm’d:
With speed retarn, you ’re ruin'd by delays,
Some happy youth may soon supply your place.
When Sparta's prince was from his Helen gove,
Could Helen be content to lie alone ?
She in his bed receiv'd her amorous guest,
And nightly clasp’d him o her panting broast.
Unthinking 0 a proverb blind !
What trust a beau and a fair wife behind
Let farious hawks thy trembling turtles keep,
And to the mountain wolves commit thy sheep s
Helen is guiltless, and her lover's crime
Bat what yourself would act another time !
The youth was pressing, the dull Lusband gone,
I‘sth:verywmmhethcmherm:

could a prince, by Venus refuse ?

The cuckold’s i b’ isher.;‘;na.
Butnon.lnhmmgbo.rvhmspeuummnd,
Revenging on the dogs his mortal wound,
Nor lioness, whose young receive the breast,
Nor viper by unwary footsteps prest,
Nor drunkard by th’ Aonian god possest,
Transcend the woman’s rage, by fury led,
To find a rival in ber injur'd bed.
With fire and sword she flies, the frantic dame
Disdains the thoughts of tenderness or shame.
Her offspring’s blood enrag'd M ilt,
A cruel mother, for the father’s guilt.
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And Progne’s unrelenting fury proves,
That dire revenge pursues neglected loves.
Where sacred ties of honour are destroy'd,
Such errours cautious lovers must avoid.

Think not g:eqummym
Ve:mnvel-I::Iy nobler ’s my gdesign. ’-

At large enjoy, conceal your passion well,

Normethcmodi:l:_nn‘ttywtell:

Avoid presenting of suspected toys,

Nor to an hour confine your varied joys :

Desert the shades you did frequent before,
Nor make them conscious to a new amour,

The nymph, when she betrays, disdains your guilt,

And by such falsehood taught, she learns to jilt.
While with a wife Atrides liv'd content, -
Their loves were mutual, and she innocent :
Bat when inflam’d with every charming face,
llule'dnm:ﬁllmlintlin’danequalpwe..
Chryses, as Fame bhad told-her, 'pny’d'm vain,
Nor could by gifts his captive girl obtain ;
Mournful Briseis, thy complaints she heard,
And how his lust the tedious war deferr'd.
This tamely heard, but with resentment view'd
The victor by his beautious slave subdued :
With rage she saw her own neglected charms,
And took Egisthus to her injurd arms.
To lust and shame by his example l¢d,
Who durst so openly profane ber bed.
‘What you conoeal, her more obeerving eye
Perhaps betrays : with oaths the fuct deny,
And baldly give her jealousy the lie ;
Tot too submissive seem, nor over-kind ;
These are the symptoms of a guilty mind :
Dn_nomre-a,noendarmenqm

pernicious
Nor drugs, nor herbs, will what you fancy prove,
And I pronounce them poi all in love.
Some bruis’d with seeds of nettles join,
And steep in bowls of mellow wine :
Venus is most averse to forc’'d delights,
Extorted flames pollate her genial rites.
With fishes spawn thy feeble nerves recruit,
And with eringo’s hot salacious root :

Thus chariot-drivers with & flowing rein

Direct their stoeds, then curb them in again.
Indulgence oft corrupts the faithless dame,
Securs from rivals she neglects your flame :
The mind without variety iodom

And nauseates pleasures it has enjoy’d.
But as a fire, whose wasted strength declines,
Converts to ashes, and but faintly shines ; ’
Whensulphor’s brought, the ing flames return,
And embers with fresh fury burn :

A rival thus the ungrateful maid reclaims,
Bevives desire, and feeds her dying Bames :

-

Oft make her jealous, give your fonduess o'er,
And teaze her often with some new amour.
Happy, thrice happy youth, with pleasures blest,
Too great, too exquisite to be exprest,
That view'st the anguish of her jealous breast !
Whenec'er thy guilt the slighted beauty knows,
She swoons ; her voice, and then her colour goes,
OR would my furions nymph, in burning rage,
Assault my locks, and with her nails engage :
Then how she’d weep, what piercing glances cast !
And vow to hate the perjur'd wretch at last.
Let not your mistress long your falsehood mourn 3
Negleeted fondness will to fury turn :
But kindly clasp her in your arms again,
And on your breast her drooping head sustain
Whilst weeping kiss, amidst her tears enjoy,
And with excess of bliss her rage destroy.
Let her awhile lament, awhile complain,
Then die with pleasure, as she died with pain.
Enjoyment cures her with its powerful charms,
She ’ll sign a pardon in your active arms.

First nature lay an undigestcd mass,
Heaven, earth, and ocean, wore one common face ¢

And Chaos was in beauteous form dispoed ;
The beasts inhabit woods, the birds the air,
And to the floods the scaly fry repair. .
Mankind alone enjoy'd no certain place,
On rapine liv'd a rude unpolish’d race :
Caves were their houses, herbs their food and bed,
Whilst each a savage from the other fled.
Love first disarm’d the fierceness of their mind,
And in one bed the men and women join'd.
The youth was eager, but unskill'd in joy,
Nor was the unexperienc'd virgin coy !
They knew no courtship, no instructor found,
Yet they enjoy’d, and bless'd the pleasing woursd.
The birds ‘with consorts propagate their kind,
And sporting fish their finny beauties find :
In amorous folds the wanton serpents twine,
And dogs with their salacious females join. .
The lusty bull delights his frisking dames,
And more lascivious goat her male inflames.
Mures furious grow with love, their boundaries force,
Plunging through waves to meet the neighing horse.
Go on brave youth, thy generous vigour try,
To the resenting maid this charm apply :
Love's softening pleasures every grief remove,
There’s nothing that can make your peace like love.
From drugs and philtres no redress you ’li find,
But nature with your mistress will be kind.
The love that’s unconstrain’d will long endure,
Machaon’s art was false, but mine is sure.

Whilst thus I sung, inflam'd with nobler fire,
I heard the great Apollo’s tuneful lyre ;
His hand a brauch of spreading laurel bove,
And on his head a laurel wreath he wore;
Around he cast diffusive rays of light,
Coufessing all the god to human sight.
¢ Thou master of lascivious arts,” he said,
“To my frequented fane thy pupils lead :
And there, inscrib’d in characters of gold,
This celebrated sentence you 1l behold.
¢ First know yourse]f ;' who to himself is kpown,
Shall love with conduct, and his wishes crown.
Where Nature has a handsome face bestow’d,
Or graceful shape, let both be often show'd :
Let men of wit and humour silence shun,
The artist sing, and soldier blusteron:

9

Then vaulted heaven wasfram'd, waves earth enclos'd;

’
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Of long harangues, ye eloquent, take heed,
Nor thy damn’d works, thou teazing poet, read.”
Thus Phaebus spake : a just obedience give,
And these injunctions from a god receive.

I mysteries unfold ; to my advice
Attend, ye vulgar lovers, and grow wise.

The thriving grain in harvest often fails :

. Oft prosperous winds turn adverse to our sails :
Few are the pleasures, though the toils are great :
‘With patience must submissive lovers wait. -
‘What hares on Athos, bees on Hybla feed,

Or berries on the circling ivy breed ;

As shells on sandy shores, as stars above,

So numerous are the sure fatigues of love.

The lady’s gone abroad, you ’re told; though seen,
Distrust your eyes, believe her not within.

Her lodgings on the promis’d night are close ;
Resent it not, but on the earth repose.

Her maid will cry, with an insulting tone, .

¢ What makes you saunter here? you sot, begone.”
‘With moving words the cruel nymph entreat,
And place your garland on the bolted gate.

Why do 1 light and vulgar precepts use ?

A nobler subject now inspires my Muse :

Approaching joys 1 sing ; ye youths draw near,

Listen ye happy lovers and give ear:

The labour ’s great, and daring is my song.

Labours and great attempts to Love belong.

As from the sacred oracles of Jove

Receive these grand mysterious truths in love.

Look down when she the ogling spark invites,

Nor touch the conscious tablets when she writes.
not jealous though she s much from home,

Let her at pleasure go, unquestioned come.

This crafty husbands to their wives permit,

And learn when she 's engaged to wink at it.

I my own frailties modestly confess ;

And, blushing, give those precepts I transgress ;

Shall I, with patience the known signal hear,

Retire, and leave a happy rival there !

‘What ! tamely suffer the provoking wrong,

And be afraid to use my bhands or tongue !

Corinna’s husband kiss'd her in my sight ;

1 beat the saucy fool, and seiz’d my right,

1 like a fury for my nymph engage,

And Jike a mad-man, when I miss her, rage.

My passion still prevails, convinc'd 1 yield !

He that submits to this is better skill'd.

Expose not, though you find her guilty flame,
Lest she abandon modesty and shame : '
Conceal her faults, no secret crimes upbraid ;
Nothing ’s so fond as a suspected maid,
Discover’d love increases with despair,

‘When both alike the guilt and scandal share :

All sense of modesty they lose in time,

‘Whilst each encourages the other's crime.

In Heaven this story ’s fam’d above the rest,

th’ immortal drolls a standing jest :

How Vulcan two transgressing lovers caught,

And every god a pleas’d spectator. brought.

Great Mars for Venus felt a guilty flare,

Neglected war, and own'd a lover’s name ;

To his desires the queen of Love inclin’d ;

No nymph in Heaven ’s 5o willing, none %o kind.

Oft the lascivious fair, with scornful pride,

‘Would Vulcan’s foot and sooty hands deride,

Yet both with m their passion bore,
And modestly ’d the cloge amour.
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But by the Sun betray’d in their embrace,
(For what escapes the Sun’s observing rays 2
He told th’ affronted god of bis di

Ah foolish Sun ! and much unskill’d m love,
Thou hast an ill example set above !

Never a fair offending ouymph betray,

She’ll gratefully oblige you every way :
The crafty spouse around his bed prepares

"Nets that deceive the eye, and secret snares :

A journey feigns, th’ impatient lovers met,

And naked were expos’d in Vulcan’s net.

The gods deride the criminals in chains,

And scarce from tears the of Love refrains s

Nor could her hands conceal her guilty face,

She wants that cover for another place.

To surly Mars a gay spectator said,

¢ Why so0 uneasy in that envy’d bed ?

On me transfer your chains; 1’11 freely come

For your release, and suffer in your room.”

At length, kind Neptune, freed by thy desires,

Mars goes for Crete, to Paphos she retires,

Their loves augmented with revengeful fires :

Now conversant with infamy and shame,

They set no bounds to their licentious flame.

But, honest Vulcan, what was thy pretence, |,

To act so much unlike a god of sensis ?

They sin in public, you the shame repent,

Convinc'd that loves increase with punishment.

Though in your power, a rival ne'er expose,

Never his intercepted joys disclose :

This I command, Venus commands the same,

Who hates the snares shie once sustain’d with shame.
‘What impious wretch will .Ceres’ rites expose,

Or Juno’s solemn mysteries disclose !

His witty torments Tantalus deserves,

That thirsts in waves, and viewing banquets starvess

But Venus most in secrecy delights ;

Away, ye bablers, from her silent rites!

No pomp her mysteries attends, no noise !

No soundimg brass proclaims the latent joys,

With folded arms the happy pair possess,

Nor should the fond betraying tongus confess

Those raptures, which no language can express,

When naked Venus cast her robes aside,

The parts obscene her hands extended hide :

No girl on propagating beasts will gaze,

But hangs her head, and turns away ber face,

We darken’d beds and doors for love provide ;

‘What nature cannot, decent habits hide,

Love darkness courts, at most a glimmering light,

To raise our joys, and just oblige the sight.

Ere happy men beneath a roof were laid,

‘When oaks provided them with food and shade,

Some gloomy cave receiv’d the wanton pair 3

For light too modest, and unshaded air!

From public view they decently retir'd,

And secretly perform’d what love inspir’d.

Now scarce a modish fop about the town,

But boasts with whom, how oft, and where twas done3

They taste no pleasure, relish no delight,

Till they recount what pass’d the happy night.

But men of honour always thought it base,

To prostitute each kinder nymph’s embrace :

To blast her fame, and vainly hurt his own,

And furnish scandal for a lewd lampoon.

And here I must some guilty arts acouse,

And disingenuous shifts that lovers use,

To wrong the chaste, and innocent abuse,
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When long repuls’d they find their courtship vain,
Her character with infamy they stain:
Deuy'd her person, they debauch her fame,

And brand ber innocence with public shame.

Go, jealous fool, the imjur’d beauty guard,

Let every door be lock'd and window barr’d !
The suffering nymph remains expos’d to wrong ;
Her name ’s a prostitute to every tongue ;

For malice will with joy the lie receive,

Report, and what it wishes true, believe.

With care conceal whate’er defects you find,
To all ber faults seem like a lover blind.
Naked Andromeda when Perseus view'd,

He saw her faults, but yet pronounc’d them good.
Andromache was tall, yet some
Her Hector was s0 blind, he thought her short,
At first what ’s nauseous, lessens by degrees,
.Young loves are nice, and difficult to please.
The infant plant, that bears a tender rind,
Reels to and fro with every breath of wind:
But shooting
It stems the storm, and braves the strongest blast.
Time will defects and blemishes endear,
And make them lovely to your eyes appear:
Unusual scents at first may give offence ;
Time reconciles them to the vanquish’d sense :
Her vices soften with some kinder phrase ;
If she is swarthy as the Negro’s face,
Call it a graceful brown, and that complexion praise.
The ruddy lass must be like Venus fair,
Orlikehﬁmrnthnth'syelh'hain
If pale and meagre, praise her shape and youth,
Active when small, when gross she’s plump and
Every exvess by softening terms disguise, [smooth.
And in some neighbouring virtue hide each vice.,

Nor ask her age, consult no register,

whose reign she ’s bomn, or what ’s the year.
If fading youth checkers ber hair with white,
Bxperience makes her perfect in delight;
in ber embrace sublimer joys are
A fruitful soil, and cultivated ground |
The heurs enjoy whilst youth and pleasures last,
Age hurries on, and Death pursues too fast.
Or plough the seas, or cultivate the land,
Or wield the sword in thy adventurous hand:
Or much in love thy nervous strength employ,
Embrace the fair, the grateful maid enjoy;
Pleasure and wealth reward thy pleasing pains,
The labour ’s great, but greater far the gains.
Add their experience in affairs of love,
For years and practice do alike improve;;
Their arts repair the injuries of time,
And still preserve them in their charming prime:
In vary’d ways they act the pleasure o’er,
Not pictur’d postures can instruct you more,
M'Mmmiptopmvokcdelight,
But meet your warmth with eager appetite:
Give me enjoyment, when the willing dame
Glows with desires, and burns with equal flame.
1 love to hear the soft transporting joys,
The frequent sighs, the tender murmaring voices
To see her eyes with vary’d pleasure move,
And all the nymph coufess the power of love.
Nature’s not thus indulgent to the young,
Joys alone to riper years belong :

Who youth enjoys, drinks crude unready wine,
Let age your girl and sprightly juice refine,
Mcllow their sweets, and make the taste divine.

yoL x1.
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: To Helen who ’d Hermione prefer,

Or Gorgé think beyond her mother fair:

Baut he that covets the experienc’d dame,

Shall crown his joys, and triumph in his lame.
One conscious bed receives the happy pair:

Retire, my Muse ; the door demands thy care.

‘What charming words, what tender things are said !

‘What language flows without thy useless aid !

There shall the roving hand employment find,

Inspire new flames, and make ev’n virgins kind.

Thus Hector did Andromache delight,

Hector in love victorious, as in fight.

When weary from the field Achilles came,

Thus with delays he rais’d Briseis’ flame:

Ah, could those arms, those fatal hands delight,

Inspire kind thoughts, and raise thy appetite!

Couldst thou, fond maid, be charm’d with his em-

brace,
-| Stain’d with the blood of half thy royal race ?

Nor yet with speed the fleeting pleasures waste, .
Still moderate your love’s impetuous haste :
The bashful virgin, though appearing coy,
Detains your hand, and hugs the profferd joy.
Then view her eyes with humid Justre bright,
Sparkling with rage, and trembling with delights
Her kind complaints, her melting accents hear,
The eye she charms, and wounds the listening ear.
Desert not then the clasping nymph’s embrace,
But with her love maintain an equal pace :
Raise to her heights the transports of your
And fly united to the happy goal.
Observe these precepts when, with leisure blest,
No threatening fears your private hours molest ;
When danger s near, your active force employ,
And urge with eager speed the hasty joy :
Then ply your oars, then practise this advice,
And strain with whip and spur, to gain the prize.
The work’s complete : triumphant palms prepare,
With flowery wreaths adorn my flowing hair.
As to the Greeks was Podalirius’ art, .
To heal with med’cines the afflicted part:
Nestor’s advice, Achilles’ arms in field,
Automedon for chariot-driving skill’d ;
As Chalchas could explain the mystic bird,
And Telemon could wield the brandish’d sword :
Such to the town my fam’d instructions prove,
So much am I renown’d for arts of love:
Me every youth shall praise, extol my name,
And o’er the globe diffuse my lasting fame.
I arms provide against the scornful fair;
Thus Vulcan arm’d Achilles for the war.
Whatever youth shall with my aid o’ercoine,
And lead his Amazon in triumph home;
Let him that conquers, and enjoys the dame,
In gratitude for his instructed flame,
Inscribe the spoils with my auspicious name.
The tender girls my precepts next demand :
Them I commit to & more skilful band.
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SIR WILLOUGHBY ASTON,
LATE OF ASTON IN CHESHIRE,
1704,

10 THE LADY CREWE OF UTKINTON.

MADAN,
As when the eagle, with a parent’s love,
Prepares her young to visit realms above :
With heaven’s full lustre she allurcs him on,
First to admire, and then approach the Sun ;
Unweary’d he surveys the orb of light,

Charm’d by the object to maintain his flight.
To you th’ aspiring Muse her labour brings,
Thus-tries its fate, and thus expands her wings :

Tempted to gaze on your auspicious light,
This hasty birth to you directs its flight ;

‘The beauties of your mind i views,
Admiring sings, and pleas'd her flight purses.

Permit these loose, unfinish’d lines to claim
The kind protection of your parent’s name :
Though void of ornaments, and every grace,
Accept the piece, as sacred to your race.
Where you behold your great fore-fathers fame,
And trace the springs from whence your virtues

came :
Survey the triumpbs, and the honours view,
That by a long descent devolve on you.

In vain the Muse her vanquish’d pencil tries,
Where unexhausted stores of beauty rise :
Languid and faint her labours must appear,
‘Whilst you transcend her fairest character.

8o bright in you your father’s graces shine,
And all the virtues of your ancient line ;
That none with pleasure can the copy view,
Whilst the original survives in you.

Wuar man 1enown’d ! what British worthy's praise
Inspires the Muse ! and consecrates her lays !
Record thy Aston’s celebrated name,
Display his virtues, and transmit his fame.
THustrious actious to thy care belong,
And form the beauties of heroic song:
None e’er appear’d with so immcerse a store,
Nor ever grac’d numbers more,
Nor stain, my Muse, with thy officious tears,
The bright example for succeeding years:
‘Whilst others in dejected notes complain,
Sublime thy song, attempt a nobler strain.
With verse assuage his pious offspring’s care,
And calm the sorrows of the weeping fair :
Dispel the shad 's that Fate untimely spread,
And cease to mourn for the immortal dead.
Where outstretch’d Britain in the ocean ’s lost,
And Dee and rapid Mersey bound the coast ;
There hills arise with sylvan honours crown’d,
There fruitful vales and shady streams abound :
Not Median groves, nor Tempe’s boasted plain,
Nor where Pactolus’ sands enrich the main,
Can yield a prospect fairer to the sight,
Nor charm with scenes of more august delight.
Here Lapus and bis warlike chiefs obtain’d
Imperial sway, and great in honours reign’d :
Deriving titlcs from their swords alone,
Their laws preserv'd, and liberties their own.

As when two swelling foods their waves oppose,
Nor would confound the ums from whence they
But by degrees umiting in a stream, [rose =
Forget their fountains, and become the same.
Thus strove thé Britains with the Norman race,
Fierce with their wrongs, and conscious of disgrace :
But when the fury of their anms was o'er,
‘Whom thirst of empire had engag’d before,

Now Friendship binds, and Love unites the more.
From whom & lung descent of worthies shine,
Just to the glories of their martial line:
Admiring Fame their matchless force records,
Their bounteous minds, and hospitable boards.
Where Weever hastens to receive the Dane,
Refreshing with united streams the plain ;

A risimg fabric, with majestic grace,

Demands the tribute of thy lofty praise :

There Aston stands conspicuous to the sight;
To Aston, Muse, direct thy pleasing flight !
From far the-pompous edifice bebold,

Just the proportions, and the structure bold.
Beauty is there with elegance express’d,
Improv’d with art, with native grandeur bless'd.
What nobler object could the worthy find,

To signalize the greatness of his mind,

Than to adorn, with s0 august a frame,

The place that gave his ancestors a name?

Delightful scene ! thy patron’s early care,
Who rais’d thee up ificently fair :

He form’d thy beauties, and increas'd thy store,
Great in thyself, but in thy founder more.

From generous Hudard, whose victorious sword
Made Aston stoop beneath a foreign lord,
Twenty successive chiefs descended down;
Illustrious all, and matchless in renown.

When injur'd barons durst by arms restrain

Their sovereign’s pride, on the embattled plain 3

And rival roses, with impetuous rage,

Involv'd in blood the next descending age :

Or when abroad we nobler conquests sought,

For empire strove, for Fame and Beauty fought;

Their great exploits our British annals grace,

And ancient bards immortalize the race.

No lineage can a nobler subject yield,

Nor oftener shar'd the triumphs of the field :

Renown’d in war, by arts endear’d to fame,

Worthy their high descent, and glorious name.
But though 80 many pious worthies join,

To form the lustre of a noble line:

Pass not, ungrateful nymph, neglected by

A shade renown'd ! a name that cannot die !

His father’s fame with awful steps pursue,

And raise thy flight with the transporting view,

‘When loud Sedition call’d him early forth,

To merit wreaths, and signalize his worth;

His bounteous mind supply'd the royal part

With flowing fortunes, and a faithful heart,

His sword and pen were drawn in just defence

Of suffering prelates, and an injur'd prince :

And as some midnight wolf, by hunger press’d,

With boundless fury would the plains infest ;

But if he hears the lion’s awful voice,

His head he couches, and contracts his paws ¢

Thus raging Faction murmur’d in its den,

Restrain’d and aw’d by his sublimer pen :

And when Rebeilion rear’d its guilty head,

Before his arms the vanquish’d monster fied.

Inmnortal shade ! to endless ages rest !

With joys, that never rebel tasted, bless'd:
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As champion for the sacred’st race of men,
Accept this tribute from a grateful pen ;
Firm to the church, and loyal to the crown
Is more than fame, and sanctifies renown.

Nor wonder then so many graces join'd,
To form the beauties of his mind :
He from his ancestors deriv’d them down,

And first thy Aston’s matchless form: survey,
From early youth to nature’s last decay :
'l'bellvayfeatmuolhmbuntym,

Grandear and sweetness in his person join'd,
August his presence, and his aspect kind ;
His lofty stature, and distinguish’d mien,
Confess’d the greatness of a soul within ;
For generous natures purify their clay,
And o’er the body spread a lucid ray :
Through every part informing

grace,
His limbs adorn’d, and triumph’d in his face.
%s the Earth in her capacious veins

And form’d the lustre of his mind compleat.
Where aged Cham in fam’d meanders floys,
His early youth a soft retirement chose,
To rest beneath the venerable shade,
Where Spenser sung, and Cowley’s Muse was laid.
Propitious Nature bad prepar’d before,
A mind tenacious of the learned store §
The flowing springs of knowledge to receive,
And take i ions fast as art could give.
Auspicious Cham ! not all thy boasted race
Of tuneful youths, that celebrate thy praise ;
That in the various spheres of learning shine,
Belov'd by Pheebus and the sacred Nine;
With nobler wreaths did e’er thy temples crown,
Or add, like him, to thy diffus’d renown.
And next the flowing robe employ’d his care,
And bulky volumes of the painful bar:
Though wealth and fame the toilsome search attend,

Yet he pursued it for a nobler end.
Obscure and intricate our laws appear, [clear:
Perplex’d with comments that should make them

His justice through the gloomy mists sarvey'd,

4And Reason found by sabtleties betray’d ;

With be smooth’d the rugged way,

Aod scatter’d shades with Judgment's piercing ray.
He Natare in her dark recesses sought,

with Philosophy sublim’d his thought.

In all the various pasts of learning skill’d,

That Grecian sages, or the Roman, yield :

from the ancients drain’d their richest store,

did he want the lyre’s harmonious sound,

Whase pleasing accents ail his labours crown'd :

The tuneful lyre, that charms us with delight,

our cares, and glads the tedious night ;

n pessions, calms our furious rage,

10y of youtb, and the relief of age.
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His piercing faculties, serenely bright,
Let inward to the soul distincter light :
His senses exquisite, and reason sound,
Surmounted all the ébstacies they fuund,
In knowledge vers'd, in learning’s depths profound,
Nor were his hours to books alone confin'd,
His person was accomplish’d as his mind :
He us’d his weapons with admir'd success,
Excell’d in courtship, and a kind address.
Whether he urg’d the courser to his speed,
Or temper'd with his skill, the fiery steed ;
When foaming at the ring he spurns the sands,
Repeats his stroke, and launches as he stands ;
With grateful gesture he did each command,
And ply’d his reins with an instructive hand.
Or whether, to the sportive dance inclin'd,
In lively measures he the concert join’d :
None ever mov’d with more majestic pace,
Show’d greater art, or more becoming grace.
His flowing wit, with solid judgment join'd,
Talents united rarely in & mind,
Had all the graces and engaging art,
That charm the ear and captivate the heart.
No pointed satire, nor morose disdain, .
Allay’d the pleasure of his words with pain :
His inoffensive tongue, from slander free,
From Flattery’s vice, or blasted Calumny ;
Knew all the springs that secret passions move,
Raise admiration, or inspire with love.
Sententious and instructive his discourse,
He urg’d his reasons with resistless force, i
A lively eloquence adorn’d his thought,
And happy turns of wit occur’d unsought :
ive words his flowing sense convey'd,
Just were his thoughts, and powerful to persuade.
But, goddess, now a nobler-scene survey,
Expand thy wings, thy brightest charms display !
What various beauties here distract thy sight !
What virtues that surmount thy towering flight !
As nameless stars, that form the galaxy,
With undistinguish'd lustre gild the sky ;
So shone the graces that adorn'd his mind,
And with concenter'd rays their beauties join'd :
‘Whose lucid numbers but repel thy sight,
And, thus united, form one glorious orh of light.
His riper years to wisdom he apply'd,
Each path pursued, and every conguest try'd :
Wisdom, the darling attribate alone,
By which th’ Almighty’s more distinctly known,
And, when contracted to & narrow span,
Becomes the noblest ficulty of man. [chace,
Through books he trac'd her in the pleasing
Ransack’d their stores, und still maintain'd his pace,
With crowds, and busy men, he strove to find
The flying fair, the object of his mind :
Through specious arts, through all their vain disguise,
He saw, distinguish’d, and obtain’d the prize.
His mind, with each superior talent fraught,
For councils form’d his eaterprizing thought :
Quick of dispatch, discreet in every trust,
Rigidly honest, and severely just.
Though kindness in his generous bosom reign’d,
The dignity of pow’r he still maintain'd :
None e’er discharg’d affairs with more address,
Serv'd better public posts, or sought them less.
His constancy appear'd in every state,
Fix’d and unmov’d as the decrees of fate :
No fluctuating doubts his mind distress’d,
Nor shook the strong foundstions of his breast.
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His resolution bore him still above

The rash effects of enmity or love:

Firm on the basis of himself he stood,

Of right tenacious, permanent in good.
Hence flow’d a courage unallay’d with fear,

A mind undaunted, and a conscience clear:

With innocence and virtue for a guide,

Successfully he stem’d th’ impetuous tide.

Intrepid thus he revolutions bore,

Nor deviated from paths he trod before :

The power of Fortune still disdain’d to own,

Nor courted smiles, nor sunk beneath her frown.
He serv'd his country, with regards above

‘The common views of mercenary love :

His passion such, if not extended movre,

As pious Romans to their Latium bore.

No specious kindness popularly feign'd,

By interest rais'd or with ambition stain'd :

The tender piety his actions show'd,

From duty sprung, from fond aﬁecuon flow'd.
Untainted with the stain of either vice,

Of lavish waste, or grasping avarice:

Nor squander’d wealth, nor with a sordid breast

Condemndmhmrdstbemmhem’d.

His hospitable roof, with plenty stor'd,

Enjoy’d the blessings of a amiling board :

Heav'n, that had bless’d him with a large increase,

Gave h:m a soul deserving to poseess.
The father’s loyalty dueended down,

Endear'd by sufferings, to his eldest son.

As Hannibal pursued the Roman state,

With double portions of his father’s hate:

Such fix’d aversion in his bosom sprung,

And arm’d his soul against our factions, young

A murder’d prince, and slaughter’d parent’s f-tc,

On the rebellious race entail’d his hate :

Firm to the crown his duty he retain’d,

And o’er his heart his rightful monarch reign’d.
View beauties yet of a sublimer kind,

The heavenly offspring of a pious mind :

Charms that from inmocence and virtue flow,

That to religion all their splendour owe ;

Where no their lustre hule

By crimes untairfted, undeform’d with pnde.
Bless'd Charity, the pure etherial ray,

That Heaven itself does to our breasts eonvey ;

In larger portions to his bosom came,

And o’er his soul diffus’d a stronger flame

In him the wretched always found relief,

Patron of want, redrenerofﬂ;e:rgnef

‘To him th’ afflicted never sued in vain,

He felt their miseries, and eas’d their pain.

In midst of plenty free from sensual vice,

Nor more indulg’d than nature would suffice :

'l'hecalmnndequaltemperofhuml

Did every guilty appetite control ;

Within their wownb the vicious needn guppress’d,

And strangled forming passions in his breast,
The Church in him enjoy’d a faithful son,

Whose duty with his early years begun :

A virtuous life his just obedience show’d,

And from religion his affection flowd ;

Iong application fix'd his heart secure,

He search’d her doctrines, and he found them pure.
The Liturgy employ’d his daily care,

His public worship, and his private prayer :

‘To all its rites conformity he paid,

"The service lov'd, and discipline obey’d.

Such stromg devotion, such celestiaf fire,

Inflam’d his heart, and did his breast inspire =

As if religion had engroas’d the whole,

And Heaven remain’d the object of his soul.
Descend, my Muse ; here stop thy pleasing flight,

Fornmmfulpmspect.s gloomy’ shades of night.

Attend the last expiring scene of life,

With mawhla-p-mme,andnndnmled
Hell:omhtslmguuh and his soul resign’d :

As he the glorious prospect kept in view,

And our old world rejected for the new. [shed,

The bounteous Heavens their fruitful blessinga
And chaste Lacina crown'd his nuptial bed :

From whence a fair and numerous offspring came,
The happy pledges of a mutual flame.

¥rom warlike Hudard, founder of his race,
Twenty renown’d desceats his lineage grace :

And from his loins complete the number sprung,
For every ancestor a smiling young.

The happy husband of a matchless dame,
Endear’d by virtues, and unblemish’d fame :
No guilty passion ever claim'd a part,
The consort of his bed engross’d his heart.
As two fair tapers burn with equal flame,
Their heat proportion’d and their light the same,.
And though by siow degrees they both decline,
Both to the last with the same lustre shine :
Such equal flames inspir'd the happy peir, _
Mutual their passions, and the same their care :
Though years expir'd, and youth consum’d sway,
’lhelrfondaﬂ'eclmm never felt decay.

As when the Sun our hemisphere resigns,
He leaves us light, and by mﬂectm:hma.
And when the gloomy interval is o’er,
He rises bright and glorious as before :
Such likeness in his successor we find,
lLeft as the image of himself behind ;
With all the virtues of his race endued,
The happy father ’s in the son renew’d.

Methioks I see a pampous tomb arise,
Beautewsthefonn,magmﬁcm:tthem
Enchas'd with ore, with well-wrought marble mads,
Worthy the artist, and the gloriouns shade.

Crowds of officious angels weep around,

With lampse extinguish'd, and their robes unbound ¢
Wlthhadsmchn‘d and droopiug wings they mowrn,
Form’d to sustain, and grace the ponderous urn.

In abject postures, and a flowing dress,

Postures that love and tenderness express,

The sacred Nine surround the spacious tomb,
And spread infectious sorrows o'er the dome ;
Their lyres unstrung are thrown neglected by,
And scatter'd wreaths in just disorder lie.
High in the midst is his effigies plac'd,

The boast of art, with every beauty grac’d,
Advancing age in every line appears,

And shades his brow with honourable years:
Just to his form, his looks dissembled righs,
With joy detain the fond spectator’s sight.
Desconding Phaebus crowns the upper scene,
Hisarm cxtended with triumphant

green,
. The sacred wreath around his brows to plase,

And theddmizn him the paternal rays.
In vain, ! we mausoleums raise,

Statues erect, and pyramids of praises
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A nobler monument remains behind,

‘The lively image of his generous mmd

The sacred pile rais’d byhup;ounare,
Magnificent with cost, with order fair ;
Adorn’d with all that lavish art could give,
To Iate posterity shall make him live.

This shall diffase his celebrated name,
lenth-nﬂ:ehundmdwngneuofbuyhme
His memory from dark oblivion save,

Elude his fate, and triumph o'er the grave.

———

TO.THE MEMORY OF
A FAIR YOUNG LADY,
16917.

Wasw black with shades this mourning vault appears,

And the relenting marble flows with tears ;

Think then what griefs a ’s bosom wound,

Whose fatal loss enrich'd this hallow'd ground.
Strew lilies here, and myrtle wreaths prepare,

To crowm the fading triumphs of the fair :

Here blooming youth and charming beauties lie,

Till Earth resigns them to their native sky ;

Like china laid for ages to refine,

And make her body, like the soul, divine.
Unmingled may the fragrant dust remain,

Noecmmnnmhtheucredweehpmphme;

But let her um preserve its virgin store,

Chaste and unsully’d as she liv’d before !

TO MYRA ;
WRITTEN IN HER CLEOPATRA,

Hzaz, lovely Myra, you behold

The wonders Beauty wrought of old,

In every mournful page appears

The nymph's disdain, and lover’s tears,
‘Whilst these feign'd tragic tales you view,
Fondly you weep, and think them true ;
Lament the bero’s slighted flame,

Yet praise the fair ungrateful dame.

For youths unknown no longer grieve,
But rather heal the wounds you give ;
The slaves your eyes have ruined, mourn,
And pity flames with which your lovers burn,

Oh, hadst thou liv'd in former days,
Thus Pame had sung lov’d Myra’s praise :
The triumphs of thy haughty reign,

Thy matchless form and cold disdain :
Thy beauties had remain’d as long
‘The theme of every poet’s song :
Then Myra’s conquests had been wrote,
And Cleopatra died forgot.
Spppm—
ADVICE TO A LOVER.
Fox many unsuccessful years,
At Oynﬂm'nfeet 1lay;

them often with my tears,
Isigh'd, but durst not pray.

No prostrate wretch, before the shrine
Of some lov'd saint above,

E’er thought his goddess more divine,
Or paid more awful love.

Still the disdainful nymph look'd down

" With coy msulung pnde

'd my pession with a fmvm,

Or turn’d her head aside.

Then Cupid whispered in my ear,
¢ Use more prevailing charms ;

You modest whyning fool, draw near,
And clasp her in your arms,

With eager kisres tempt the maid,
From Cynthia’s feet depart;

The lips he briskly must mvade,
That would the heart.”

With that I shook off all the slave,
My better fortunes tried ;

‘When Cynthia in a moment gave
What she for years denied.

ON THE
CON2UEST OF NAMUR,
A PINDARIC ODE.
RUMBLY INSCRIBED

TO HIS MOST SACRED AND VICTORIOUS
| MAJESTY

1695.

Once more, my Muse, resume thy lyre !
Of heroes, arms, and lofty triumphs sing :
Strike, boldly strike th’ unpractis'd string;
*Tis William’s acts my soaring thoughts inspire,
And animate my hreast with nobler fire.
My daring hand the willing lyre obeys,
Untaught it sounds the hero’s praise:
Each taneful string repeats the victor’s name
And echoes back the loud applause of Fame.
No longer, Muse, the blest Maria mourn,
With trophies now her brighter shrine adorn :
Now sing her hero’s fame in lofty strains,
Worthy th;i:?pﬁvo Mase, and Namur’s vanquish’d
ns.

Nature ne'er brought a fierce destreyer forth,
Of that portentious size and growth :
But still, to poize the balance of the age,
She introduc'd a hero on .he stage.
Injurious Lewis like a torrent grows,
A rapid torrent that the bank o’erflows,
And robs our western world of its repose ;
In vain the imperial eagle stops his course,
In vain confederate arms oppuse :
On you (great prince !) the infested nations wait,
And from your sword attend a milder fate,
The injur'd Belgiuns William’s aid implore,
A numerous army wastes their shore :
Embark, my Muse, upon the British fleet,
And on the ready hero wait.
He flies, like Jove to meet the Theban dame,
When arm’d with lightaing’s pointed flame,
And in his hand th’ avenging thunder bore :
The terrour of his ensigns still confess his power.
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Quick of dispateh, ting fear, This wreck of war the regions share,
As cowards cautious, bolder than despair : ‘Whilst arms, and men, rocks lie scatter’d in the

Yet death in every form the Britons face,
And march with an undaunted pace :
Their faithless steps to various ruins lead,
They walk in sepulchres, on graves they tread 3
‘Whilst rocks and mountains rooted from the
: ground, [wound.
Inter the hosts they slay, are tombs to those they

Silent, yet swift ag light, his active soul (air. -
Reaches af onge. the barriers and the distant goal.
What labour will the hero chuge !
“What action worthy of a Muse !
T employ the hundred busy tongues of Fame,
Anl make her hyndred mouths too few to sound his

. name. . . .. .
Namur’s the_gdal in Honour’s race,

Temipting the price, but fatal is th chase :
At once a lovely angl amazing sight,
Strikipg the eye with terrour and delight.
Founded on rocks the imperial fortress stands,
And all around the distant plain commands :
Beauty and strength their utmost force impart,
*Tis wrought by Nature, and improv’d with art ;
An awful pile ! immoveable as Fate,

Fix'd like the solid rock that proudly bears its weight.
A thousand brazen mouths the walls surround,
That vomit flames, with fatal fury wound :

L ath shines with terrour thro’ each smoking cloud,

Like lightning swift, and as the thunder loud.
Not the fam’d Colchean fleece could boast

8o dread a guard, so terrible an host :

Nassau attempts a nobler enterprize,

The danger ’s more, and richer is the prize ;

Alone his arms can such a power engage, [rage.

Destroy with fiercer flames, and thunder back their

Why are the rapid Sambre’s streams so slow ;
The tardy Mase forgets to flow :

Their lagging waves upon the turrets ﬁe,

Proud to reflect their Namur’s awful ;
Whilst to th’ astonish’d shores they tell,

Those wondrous walls are inaccessible.
The lofty Lion towers, for beauty fam’d,

And sacred walis, though rais’d by hands divine,
Thoagh mercenary gods ber turrets fram’d,

In strength and form inferior were to thine ;

‘Walls, that nor Grecian arms, nor arts oould gain,

And the divine Achilles storm in vain.

Your greater arms, Nassau, were then unknown,
‘Where'er your bellowing engines shake,

‘Where'er your more destructive bomnbs are thrown,

Nature and Art in vain resistance make,

Nor durst the powers that built defend their shat-

ter'd town.

Two rival armies now possess the field,
In all the horrid pomp of war:
With shining arms and brighter heroes far,
Though both with different looks,and different passions
Betwixt both hosts the stake of honour lies, [fill'd.
The object that employs their arms and cyes
How to defend or how to gain the prize.
The Britsns are a warlike race,
In arms expert, and fam’d for arts in peace :
Your matchless deeds, Nassau, they imitate,
Like you they death pursue, and rush on certain fate.
Not all the bellowing engines of the war,
Amidst the storm can British minds affright :
Nor sulphur’s blasting flames deter,
That glare thro’ clouds of smoke with horrid light ;
Though bullets there descend in scalding showers,
And those the cannon spare, the ambusht flame
devours.

In fatal caverns now the teeming Earth
Labours with a destructive birth:

The loud volcanos s etch their flaming jaws,

And every dreadfu blast a host destroys;

With horrid groans distorted Nature ’s rent,
Loud as the peals that shake the firmament :
‘Whilst roaring ardinance confirm the sound,
And mimic thunder bellows under ground.
Thus on Trinacria’s mournful shores,
With ruin big the raging Etna roars:
The rising smoke obscures the darken’d sky,
‘Whilst high as Heaven its flaming entrails fly ¢
Mountains and rocks its fury hurls around,
Spreading with ruins o’er the desolate ground.

Whence spring those flowing rays of light !
That pierce through war’s obscurer night ?
Or does the suppliant flag display
Its chearful beams of white?
See ! like the phosphorus of peace,
The shades retire before those sacred rays,
‘Which introduce the bright victorious day.
The trumpet’s interceding voice 1 hear,
Now soft and tun'd unto the ear:
The drums in gentler parlees beat,
The drams and trumpets both entreat ;
Whilst war’s alarms are charm’d with music’s

voice,
And all the bloody scene of death withdraws,
Fam’d Boufllers® self consents to fear,
Ev’n Boufflers dreads the British thunderer :
He sues for mercy whilst he feels his power,
And with a trembling hand subscribes him conqueror,

And here your worthies shall yourtrinmphs grace,
In war your guard, your ornaments in peace :
Heroes are William’s and the Muse's care,
Partake their labours, and their laurels share.
Let willing Fame her trumpet sound,
Great Ormond’s name shall all her breath employ,
And fill the echoing shores with joy :
Whilst each officious wind conveys the sound,
And wafts it all the attentive world around.
In bloody camps be early gain'd renown,
Early the distant goal of honour won :
What toils, what labours, has the hero bore?
Not the fam’d Ossory encounter’d more :
Of whoin the Belgic plains such wonders tell,
Who liv'd 20 lov’d and so lamented fell.
Triumphant prince ! thou patron of the Muse,
Unweary'd thee she sings,thy acts with wonder views :
Renown'd in war! thy Rhedecina’s pride !
Thou dost o'er wit, and glorious camps preside ;
To thee the care of armsand arts belong,
Whose fame shall live to ages in heroic song.

For all thy victories in war,
You valiant Cutts, th' officious Muses crown,
For you trinmphant wreaths prepare,
Immortal as your fame, and fair as your renown.
Well did you execute your great command,
And scatter deaths with a destructive hand :
What wonders did your sword perform,
‘When urging on the fatal storm,
Undaunted, undismay’d !
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Up to the walls enclos’d with flames you led,
And overlook’d the works on mighty heaps of dead.
In you the hero and the poet meet,
Your sword is fatal, but your numbers sweet.
When in Maria's praise your lyre was strung,
- You charm’d the heavenly nymph to whom you
" Ohb honour ! more than all thy bays, [sung.
‘Than all the trophies fame and conquest raise,
o *ve charm’d Maria’s breast, and gain’d Maria’s
praise.
Indulge ape grateful labour more, my Muse,
A subject Priendship bids thee chuse :
Let Codrington’s lov'd name inspire thy thought,
With such a warmth and vigour as he fought :
In vain thou dost of arms and triumphs sing,
Unle-hecmﬂ:yvuse,mdmne thy sounding

string.

Victorious youth ! your Charwell’s greatest pride,

Whom glorious arms, and learned arts divide :

‘Whilst imitating gmt Nassau you fight,

His person guard, and conquer in his sight :

Too swift for Fame your early triumphs grow,

And groves of laurel shade your youthful brow.

Ia you the Muses and the Graces join,

The glorious palm, and deathless laurels thine :

Like Phcebus’ self your charming Muse hath sung,
Like his your warlike bow and tuneful lyre is strung’

But who fam'd William’s valour dares express,
No Muse can soar 90 high, nor fancy paint

Each image will appear too faint: [verse.
Too wesak ’s the pencil’s art, and all the pow’r of
. How calm he look'd, and how serene !
Amidst the bloody labours of the field :

Unmov’d be views the bullets round him fly,
And dangers move with horrour by ;
‘Whilst judgment sway’d his nobler rage within,
And his presaging brow with hopes of conquest smil’d,

His chearful looks a gayer dress put on,
His eyes with decent fury shone :
Dangers but serv'd to heighten every grace,
And add an awful terrour to the hero's face.

‘Where’er in arms the great Nassau appears,
Th’ extreme of action ’s there :

Himself the thickest danger shares,

Himself th® informing soul that animates the war.
Heroes of old in wondrous armour fought,

By some immortal artict wrought :
Achilles’ arms, and Ajax’ seven fold shicld,
‘Were proof against the dangers of the field.
But greater Willam dares his breast expose

Unarm'd, unguarded to his foes:

A thousand deaths and ruins round him fled,
But durst not violate his sacred head :
For angels guard the ’s life and throme,

Wheo for hu empjre’s s thus neglects his own.
Had be in ages past the sceptre sway'd,

‘When sacred rites were unto heroes pmd ;
His statue had on every altar stood,

His court a temple been, hngreatzrselfugod
Now tune thy lyre, my Muse, now raise thy voice:
Let Albion hear, her distant shores rejoice :

Thy solemn pceans now prepare,

Sweet as the hymns that fill’d the air,

When Pheebus® self return’d the Python's conqueror.
When every grove, with a triumphant song,
Confess’d the victor as he pass'd along,

Whilst with the trophies cvery hill was crown’d,

And every echoing vale dispers'd bis fame around :
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As loud the British shores their voices ra'se,

And thus united sing the godlike William’s praise.
What the fam’d Merlin’s sacred verse of old,
And Nostradam's prophetic lines foretold ;

To thee, oh happy Albion ’s shown,
And in Nassau, the promise is out-done.
Behold a prince indulgent Heaven has sent,

- Thy boundless wishes to content:
A prophet great indeed, whose powerful hand

Shall vanquish hosts of plague-, and heal the groan-

ing land.
The great Nassau now leads thy armies forth,
And shows the world the British worth ;
Beneath his conduct they securely fight,

Their cloud by day, their guardian flame by nigbt.
His bounty too shall every bard inspire,

Reward their labours, and protect their lyre;
For poets are to warlike princes dear,

And they are valiant William’s care :
His victores instruct them how to write, . [wit..

William ’s lbt. glorious thewne and patron of their

ESOP AT COURT.
' or,
SELECT FABLES.

1702.

Vendidit hic auro patriam....
+.. fixit leges pretio atque refixit.
Vize. Ean.
Esor To Tne Kina,

Vicronious prince ! form'd for supreme command,
Worthy the empire of the seas and land!
Whilst impious Faction swells with native pride,
Parties didtract the state, and church divide !
And senseless libels, with audacious style,
Insult thy senate, and thy power revile!
Vouchsafe to hear th’ admired truths of old,
Which birds and bcasts in sportive tales unfold
To curb the msolent, advance the guod,

And quell the ragings of the multitnde.

O fam'd for arms, and matchless in renown !
Permit old Fsop to approach thy throne :

To you the labours of his Muse hclong,

Accept the humble, but instructive, song.

FABLE I

THE RIVER AND THE FOUNTAINS.

A nivea, insolent with pride,

‘The Fountain and its Springs deficd ;
That Fountain, from whose watery beJ
Th’ ungrateful Flood was daily fed.

* ! thus the rabble Waves began:
¢ We're the delight of gods ani man!
How charming do our banks appear !
How swift the stream, the flood how clear!

‘ See how, by Nature’s bounty strong,
We vhirl our legion waves along:
In soft meanders winding play,
And glitter in the face of day.
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¢ But thon, poor Fountain, silly soul !
‘Thy head absconding in a hole,
Run’st meddling on from place to place,
Asham'd to show thy dirty face ;
In rocks and gloomy caverns found,
‘Thou creep’st inglorious under ground :
D’ you hear ? henceforth your lords obey !
We the grand Waves assume the sway.”

¢ Well, angry sirs, the Fountain cry’d,
And how ’s your streams to be supply’d ?
Ye senseless fools, that would command,
Should I withdraw my bounteous hand,
Or backward turn my watery store,
‘That hour you 'd cease, and be no more,
Go ask that blustering fop the Wind,
That puts this whimsy in your mind,
And makes your factious surges rise,
If he ’ll recruit you with supplies.

¢ And when to native mud you turn,
Such as a conmon-sewer would scorn,
Too late you ’ll curse this frantic whim,
When carriers’ steeds shall piss a nobler stream.
THE MORAL.
Unhappy Britain ! I deplore thy fate,
When juries pack’d, and brib'd, insult thy state :
Like waves tumultuous, insolently wise,
They tutor kings, and senators advise;
Whilst old republicans direct the stream,

Not France and Rome, but monarchy ’s their aim:

Fools rode by knaves ! and paid as they deserve,
Despis’d whilst us’d ! then left to hang or starve.

FABLE 1L
THE LION'S TREATY OF PARTITION,

A uicrtY Lion heretofore,
Of monstrous paws and dreadful roer,
Was bent npon a chase:
Inviting friends und near allies
Frankly to share the sport and prize,
During the hunting-space.
‘The Lynx and royal Panther came,
The Boar and Wolf of Wolfingham,
The articles were these:
Share and share like, whate’er they got,
‘The dividend upon the spot,
And so depart in peace.
A royal Hart, delicious meat!
Destin’d by inaupicious Fate,
‘Was started for the game:
The hunters run him one and all,
The chase was long, and, at the fall,
Each enter’d with his claim.

One lov'd a haanch, and one a side,

This ate it powder'd, t’ other dried,
Each for his share alone :

Ol Grey-beard then began to roar,

The whiskers twirl’d, bully’d, and swore,
‘The Hart was all his own.

¢ And thus 1 prove my title good ;

My friend deceas’d sprung from our blood,
Half ’s mine as we ’re ally’d:

My valour claims the other part;

In short, I love a hunted Hart :
And who dures now divide ?

Quoth he, and looking wondrous grum,
¢ Behold my paws, the word is mum ;

And so messieurs, adien !

THE MORAL.

Tyrants can only be restrain’d by might,
Power’s their conscience, and the sword their righst =
Allies they court, to compass private ends,
But at-the dividend disclaim their friends.
Yet boast not, France, of thy successful fraud,
Maintain'd by blood, a torment whilst enjoy’d :
Imperial Ceesar drives the storm along,
And Nassau’s arms avenge the public wrong.

FABLE IIL
THR BLIND WOMAN AND HER DOCTORS.

A WEALTHY matron, now grown old,
‘Was weak in every part :

Afflicted sore with rheums and cold,
Yet pretty sound at heart.

/But most her eves began to fail,
Depriv’d of needful light :

Nor could her spectacles avail,
To rectify their sight.

Receipts she try’d, she doctors fee'd,
And spar’d for no advice

Of men of skill, or quacks for need
That practise on sore eyes.

Salves they daub’d on, and plaisters both.
And this, and that was done :

Her house, though small, was furnish’d nesat,
And every room did shine

1 with pictures, tapestry, and plate,

All rich, and wondrous fine.
Whilst they blind the silly soul,
'l'heirhandmnd m&ﬁy@!
pilfer'd plate, and goods stole,
n%lallmurr}’doﬂl they
When they undamm’d their patient’s eyes,
And “ now pray how ’s your sight ?»
Cries t* other, * this was my advice,
I knew 't would set you right :”
Like a stuck pig the woman star'd,
And up and down she run :
With naked house and walls quite scar'd,
She found herself undone.
¢ Doctors, quoth she, cure pain,
For wlm'tmeyes my:er: '
Bﬁngnhuandbrebe.d-cuhag\in,’
I *ve nothing left to see.”
THE MORAL,
See,iqim‘dm-iuin,ﬂ\ymh.wym
Thou patient with di d eyes :
Shte-quu_hbutnonrishthedhaso,
And thrive by treacherous advice.
lffmdoftheupenﬁvep‘in,
Wbeneishteenmilliommnonmg
Let them clap muffiers on again,
And physic thee of eighteen more.
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FABLE IV.

THE SATYR’S ADDRESS.
Pln&tyndthe'oodhndsoﬁ,

Thought politicians then
'l'hurmpnck‘dnp, the:rmdwlt,

And brows adorn'd like aldermen;
‘With asses hoofs, great goggle eyes,
AndamplcchimofBe—-m’-tiu,

“To Jove tript up with an address,

In favour of the plains:

“That it would please him to s,

All heats and colds, his winds and rains ;
The Sun that he ’d extinguish too,

And in the skies hang something new.
“¢ My wise reforming fnendl, quoth Jove,

Onrelunentsmgood
‘We manage for thé best above,

‘Though not so rightly understood ;
But since such profound squires are sent,
‘We ll treat you like the cream of Kent.”
Mlmbvw;htﬁethenﬂﬁm

*T'was fine, they vow'd, as heart could wish ¢
‘They gap’d, they grin’d, they jump’d about !
Jove, give us that, the Sun put out !

‘The charming flames they all embrace,
‘Which, urg’d by Nature’s laws,
Their shaggy hides set in a blaze,

And soundly sing'd their paws ;

In corners then they sneak’d with terrour dumb,
And o’er th’ immortal pavements scud it home.

THE MORAL.

How senseless are our modern Whiggish tools,
Beneath the dignity of British fools !
With beef resolv'd, and fortify’d with ale,

‘They censure monarchs, and at senates rail ;

So eagerly to public mischief run,

That they pgevent the hands, which loo them on.
O true machines ! and heads devoid of brains !
Affront that senate which your rights maintains !
Thus ideots sport with power, and flames embrace,
Till smarting Folly glares them in the face,

FABLE 'V.
THRE FARMER AND HIS DOC.

Taxe dwelt a Farmer in the west,
As we *re in story told ;

Whouehad.imlarge:ndﬂochthcbelt
That ever lin'd a fold.

Arm’d with a staff, his russet coat,
And Towser by his side,

Early and late he tun’d his throat
And every wolf defy'd.

Lov’d Towser was his heart's delight,
In cringe and fawning skill’d,

Intrusted with the flocks by night,
And gusrdian of the field,

% Towser, quoth he, I’m for a fair ;
Be regent in my room :

Pnyd‘mymderﬂochtakeeue,

And keep all safe at bome,
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1 know thee watchful, just, and brave,
Right worthy such a place:

No wily fox shall thee deceive,
Nor wolf dare sheow his face.”

But ne’er did wolves a fold infest,
At regent Towser’s rate :

He din’d and supp’d ypon the best,
Mﬁequntbrmxtsue.

The Parmer oft receiv’d advioe,
And laugh'd at.the report :

But coming on him by surprize,
Just found him at the sport.
¢ Ingrateful beast, quoth he, what means
That bloody ‘mouth and paws ?

I know the base, the treacherous stains,
’l‘hybmchofu\utmdhn

The fruits of my past love [ see :
Roger, the halter bring ;

E’en truss him on that pippin tree,
And let friend Towser swing.

111 spare the famish’d wolf and fox,
Tbatnaermybo\mtyknew

But, as the guardian of m:
Thnneckclothuyounzw.

THR MORAL.

‘When ministers their prince abuse,
And on the subjects prey :

With ancient monarchs ’twas im use,
To send them Towser’s way.

FABLE VL.

THE FOX AND BRAMBLE,

Rax, an old poacher after game,
Saw grapes look tempting fine:
But, now grown impotent and lame,
Could not command the vine ;
His lipe he lick'd, stood ogling with his eyes,
Strain'd at a running jump, but mise’d the prie s

Quoth he, * that honest Bush hard-by

Might give a friend a lift :

In hoth’meurtayl’ll

And venture for:nhiﬁ.”

‘Without more words he bounces to the top,
But gor’d and wounded is compell’d to drop.
Reynard came, batter’d and tore,
He blow'd and lick’d his paws :
Then mutter’d to himself and swore,

Cursing the fatal cause; [stakes scorn,
¢ Damn’d rascal shrub,” quoth he, ¢ whom hedgo.
Bmthuﬁxmhuh,orthemndmlthom

¢ Good words, friend Ren,” the Bash reply'd,
“ Hennomcmlcher'wlpu
Those Foxes that on brambles ride

Love thorns, as well as grapes ; -
Butbewerlmgemldymmwthbom:
If you must curse, go carse the fool at home,”

THR MORAL.

‘Who first offend, then in disputes engage,
Should check their passions and indecent rage :
But peevish age, of weak resentments proud,
Like woman 's stubborn, impotent, and loud



But, when high birth descends to mean abuse,
‘The crime runs foulest, and finds no excuse.

FABLE VIL
THE POX AND WRABLE.

T0 THE LATE no!ovmu‘ THRE COMMISSIONERS OF
TRE PRIZE~-OFFICR.

AmeuzlehnheretofmeM,
Very rapacious, lank, poor,
That had no place, small comings-in,
And liv'd in terrour of the gin ;
Nor got a morsel to his hole,
But what he either begg'd or stole ;
One night, a foraging for prey,
He found a store-house in his way :
Each cranny then he nimbly past,
mhhnwmnmddmdernht;
made time his quarters ,
mmwdmm-mm
But growing ent and round,
Too small the widest chink was found :
And now he 'd and thurst in vain,
For liberty home again.
A Fox that chanc’d to stroll that way,
For meditation's sake, or prey,
Stood grinning at him for a while,
‘With rogueish looks and sneering smile ;
And though he shrewdly gave a guess,
Yet uk'dhimhovmdwhat’:d the case;
And why his Weazleship would keep
In durance vile, and play boh-peep.
Quoth he, *¢ Alack, sir, I was lean,
Haggard and poor, whea I came in:
Ankeleton,memlkin.::dbl:ﬁne!
Though now so groes ky grown,
That with good chear and dainties fed,
rump is bigger than my head.
if a helping paw you ’ll lend,
force a board and serve a friend ;
fain I would my bacon save,
1’1l kiss your foot and live your slave.”

Quoth Ren, “ We doctors hold it best,
After a long debauch, to fast :
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To
So

youreﬁmd,‘
You ’re like to quarter in Lob's-| .”

THE MORAL.
Casar, no more in foreign camps expose
Yonr-émdlife,tonrihin'lmmfou:
Thy dread tribunal now erect at home,
And, arm’d with vengeance, to her rescue come.
In power her basest enemies remain,
Oppress thy subjects, and thy treasures drain :
With sums immense they raise their fortunes high,
Though armies starve, and fleets neglected lie.
Bane of the war! curse of thy martial reign !
You share the toil and dangers, they the gain :
To justice then the known offenders hring,
Avenge thy people, and assert the king.

YALDEN’S POEMS.

FABLE VIIL
AN OWL AND THS SUN.

A saucy buffle-headed Owl
One morning on the Sun fell foul,
Because it made him blind :
But by his sophistry you 1l guess
Him not of the Athenian race,
But a more modern kind.
The mom was fragrant, cool, and bright,
The San illustricus with his light,
Dispensing warmth to all :
gipdpmupinmlewrm
uttering and hooting like a sot,
And thus began the brawl.
“ D’'ye hear, yousmnee of red-fac’d fools !
Hot-headed puppy ! foe to owlis!
Why this ive blaze ?
Behind some cloud go sneak aside,
Your carbuncles and rubies hide,
And quench that flaming face.
“ When I’m a taking the fresh air,
Whip in my eyes you come full glare,
And s0 much rudeness show !
I wonder when the modest Moon
Would serve an Owl as you have done,
Or tan and burn one so0 !”

Bright Phaebus smil’d at what was said,
cry'd, * *Tis well, sir Logger-head
You've neither sense nor shame !
Because a blinking fool can't bear
An object s ing fair,
The Sun must take the blame.
Shall I the universe benight,
And rob the injur'd world of light,
Because you rai) and scowl ;
‘When birds of the most abject sort
Deride and grin you for their
And treat you like an Owl

THE MORAL.

Who libel senates, and traduce the great,
Measure the public good by private hate :
Interest ’s their rule of love ; fierce to
All whom superior virtue makes their foes.

Thy merits, Rochester !, thus give offence ; i
The guilty faction hates discerning sense:  [find,
Thus Harley $, Seymour 3, Howe 4, and Mackworth
Great eye-sores to the loud rapacious kind ;

But, whilst in holes addressing Owls repine, .
Bright as the Sun their patriot nfines will shine.

FABLE IX.

‘THR SEA AND THE BANKS,

As out at sea a ruffling gale it blew,
And clouds o’ercast the gloomy skies :
The surges they began to rise,

And terrify the sailors, jocund crew.

! Laurence Hyde, earl of Rochester, was then
lord-lieutenant of Ireland. See an account of himg
in the Supplement to Swift. N, '

2 Afterwards earl of Oxford. N.

3 Charles Scymour, duke of Symerset.

4 John Howe, csq; of famous memry.

M -
M -




FABLES.

This to the wanton billows was but sport,
They roar’d and gambol’d it along,
This was the burthen of their song,
They’d have a storm, and show good reason fos't.

Then a fresh maggot takes them in the heed,

To have one merry jaunt on shore:
They ’d not be fetter'd-up, they swore,
" But thus to the insulted margin said :

¢ Hey, slogs ! & ye hear, ye lazy hounds !

Open to right and left ! make way,

And give free passage to the Sea,
Down with your ramparts and obstructing mounds.
“ See how they stir! awake, ye brutes!

And let us bave ooe frisk at land ;

Or, zbud, we ']l wash you into sand,

Without the tedious form of long disputes.”

“ Hold ! soft and fair! the Banks reply’d; we're
In honour, to make good our post : [bound,
And will, for all your windy boast,

As barriers to the Sea 1aaintain our ground.

“ Go, lord it in your watery realms, the Main!
There rage and bluster as you please,
Licentious in your native Seas,

But not an inch as trespassers you'll gain.

“ S0, my fierce mutineers, be jogging home !

For if you dare invade our coast,
You’ll run your heads aguinst a post,
And shamefully retire in empty foam.”

THE MORAL.

Though Discord forms the elements for war,
Their well-pois’d strength the fatal jar:
Harmonious Nature sets the balance right,
And each compels the other to unite.

In empire thus true union is maintain’d,
Each power ’s by a subordinate restrain’d :
But when, like raging waves, they overflow
Their stated bounds, and on the weaker grow,
Thrice happy realms! where there are patriots found,
To check invaders, and maintain their ground.

FABLE X

THER NIGHTINGALE AND CUCKOW.

A Tuxerur Nightingale, whose warbling throat
Was form’d for lofty song,
With every sweet harmonious note
He charm’d the listening throng :
The hooting Cuckow was displeas'd alone,
Coudemn'd his manner, and extoll’d her own.
“ This screamijng fop, quoth she, that scares
All creatares with hus din ;
‘When folks are listening to my airs,
Forsooth he ’s putting in.
Here ’s such a chattering kept, and odious noise,
My song’s quite spoil'd with his confounded voice.”
The injur'd songster modestly reply'd ;
‘“ Since you perform so fine,
The contest let some judge decide,
v And try your skill with mine;
anquish’d, 1’1l your superior genius own.”
The Cackow shook her head, and cry’d ‘twas done,
A slemn plodding Ass that graz'd the plain
Was for ag umpire chose :
The Nightingale advanc’d his stram,
And charm’d with every close,
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The Cuckow’s note was one unvary'd tone,
Exceeding hoarse, yet pleas’d, she roar'd it on.
Appeal was made ; the judge this seatence gave,

“ You, sirrah, Nightingale !
Of music you some smatterings have,

And may in time do well ;
But for substantial song, I needs must say,
My friend, the Cuckow, bears the bell away.”

THE MORAL.

Mackworth !, who reads thy well-digested limes,
‘Where eloquence with nervous reason shinés,
Sees art and judgment flow through every page,
The patriot’s zeal free from indecent rage ;

So pure thy style, thy manners so refin’d,
Your pen transmits the candour of your mind.
Yet happier he that has the answer wrote,

In penury of sense, and dearth of t:
Whilst Asses judge, and Faction claims a vote,
Abusive nonsense is th’ admired note :

‘Where want of art and manners merit praise,
He robs the Cuckow of her ancient bays.

FABLE XI

THR SUX AND THE WIND.

Taz Sun and "'Wind one day fell out
In matters they discours’d about.
Old Boreas, in a rage,
Call’d the Sun fool, and swore he ly’d,
Spit in his face, his power defy'd,
And dar'd him to engage.
Quoth he, “ Yon goes a traveller,
With formal cloak and looks demure,
The whiggish signs of grace:
Who fairly off the cloak can force,
From one so stiff, proud, and morose,
Deserves the upper place.”
With that the Wind began to rise,
Bluster'd and storm’d it through the skies,
Making a dismal roar :
The non-con wrappd his cloak about,
Trudg'd on, resolv’d to weather ’t out,
And see the tempest o'er.
The storm being spent, with piercing ra;
Full on his shoulders Pheebus phy"s:',8 i
Which soon the zealot felt ;
Aside the cumberous cloak was thrown,
Panting and faint, he laid him down,
More decently to melt.
The Sun then ask’d his blustering friend,
If farther yet he durst contend,
And try some other way :
But, conscious of so plain a truth,
He put his §nger in his moath,
Without a word to say.

THE MORAL.

Your Whigs disgrac’d, like bullies of the town,
Libel and rail, the more they ’re tumbled down :
Superior merit still prevails at

The fury of their feeble storm is past.

1 Sir Humphry Mackworth, to whom Yalden ad-
dressed an excellent poetical epistie On the Mines
late of Sir Carbery Price, p. 74.—SirHamphry wrote
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But when the senate darts its piercing rays,
Faction unbuttons, and rebates its pace :
The hypocritic cloak is tiresome found,
And the faint zealot pants upon the ground,

- FABLE XIL
THE RUAR AND FOREST.

A Liox, generous and brave,

For wars renown’d, belov'd in peace;

His lands in royal bounties gave,

And treasures much impair'd by acts of grace,

His ministers wholg realms obtain’d ;

And courtiers, much inclin’d to want,

His manors begg’d, and forfeits gain’d,
‘With patents to confirm the royal grant,

The Boar, to shew a subject’s love,

Crav'd for the public good a boou,

His ancient forest to improve,

By felling trees, and cutting timber down,

¢ Alcoves and shady walks, quoth he,

Are laid aside, become a jest ;

Your vistos lofty, wide, and free,

Are A la mode, and only in request.” *

The grant being pass’d, the ravenous Boar,

A desert of the forest made :

Up by the roots vast oaks he tore, .
And low on earth the princely cedars laid.

This act of violence and wrong

Alarum’d all the savage race;

‘With loud complaints to coart they throng,
8Urippd of their shades, and ancient resting-place.

‘With generous rage the Lion shook,

And vow'd the Boar should dearly pay ;

¢ ] hate, quoth he, a down-cast look,
That robs the public in a friendly way.

¢ Unbappy groves, my empire’s pride !

Lov'd solitudes, ye shades divine

The rage of tempests ye defy'd,
Condemn’d to perish by a sordid swine.

¢ Ye rural deities, and powers unknown,

‘What can 80 great a loss suffice !

If a hung brawner will atone,

Accept friend Chucky for a sacrifice.”
THR MORAL.

‘The British oak ’s our nation’s strength and pride,
‘With which triumphant o’er the main we ride ;
Insulting foes are by our navies aw'd,

A guard at home, our dreaded power abroad.

Like druids then your forests sacred keep,
Preserve with them your empire of the deep.
Subjects their prince’s bounty oft abuse,

And spoil the public for their private use;
But no rapacious hand should dare
The royal stores of a well-timber’d chase,

FABLE XIIL

‘With vain efforts and spent,
Half drown'd, yet forc'd to be content,
Poor Ren a soaking lay ;
Till some kind ebb should set him free,
Or chanee restore that liberty
The waves had took away. .
A swarm of half-starv’d haggard Flies,
With fury seiz'd the floating prize,
By raging hunger led ;
With many a curse and bitter groan,
He shook his sides, and wish’d them gone,
Whilst plenteously they fod.
A Hedge-hog saw his evil plight;
Touch’d with compassion at the sight,
Quoth he, * To show I ’m civil,
I’ll brush those swigging dogs away,
That on thy blood remorseless
And send them to the Devil.”
¢ No, courteous sir, the Fox reply'd,
Let them infest and gore my hide,
With their insatiate thirst ;
Since I such fatal wounds sustain,
"Twill yield some pleasure midst the pain,
To see the blood hounds burst.”
THE MORAL; FROM NOSTRADAMUS.

Le sang du juste A Londresfera sauts
Brusler par feu, &c.
Thus guilty Britain to her Thames i
“ With royal blood defil'd, O cleanse my stains !
‘Whence plaguesarise ! whence dire contagious come ¢
And flames that my Augusta's pride consame ! ™
‘“ In vain,"” saith Thames; * the regicidal breed
Will swarm again, by them thy land shall bleed :
Extremest curse ! but so just Heaven decreed !
Republicans shall Britain’s tressures drain,
Betray her monarch, and her church prophane !
Till, gorg’d with spoils, with blood the leeches burst,
Or Tyburn add the second to the first.”

FABLE XIV.

THE BEAR AND MOUNTEBANK.
Taeae Jiv'd a quack in high repute,
By virtue of a velvet suit,
And celebrated bill ;
As for his knowledge, ’tis allow'd,
He had enough to cheat the crowd,
And that ’s good modern skill.
Once as this orator held forth
On topics of his medicines’
And wondrous cures they wrought;
Though not a word they understood,
His eloquence so charm’d the crowd,
That still they gap’d and bought,
Midst his harangue, one day it chanc'd,
Tom Dove ¥ the Bear that way advanc’d,
In procession to his stake ;
The rabble quit their doctor straight,
And with huzzas on Bruin wait,
Wha thus the chief bespake:

I ye hear, ye pack of bawling louts,
Compos'd of vermin, stink, and clouts,
Why all this noise and do ?
Though through my nose a ring is got,
And here I 'm baited like a sot,
Still I resemble you. .
! Tom Dove has been celebrated by Dryden and King.



FABLES.

"Oh:-vefhatuo\mubmhngfool,
’d yooder on his three-legg’d stool,

‘With poisonous drugs to sell ;
ieeo’erhulhoulderhow he sneers,
‘Three hours to lug you by the ears,

Yet pleases wondrous well.
¢ With falsome lyes and stupid stuff,
He cheats and banters you enough,

Yet there ye flock by shoals ;
But if by chance a bear ’s brought out,
At him ye hollow, laugh, and shout,

And who ’s the greater fools ?
¢ So, brother monsters, face about,
‘The quack, your keeper, wants his rout;

For, underneath the rose,
Anocther sort of brutes there are,
Besides a stupid Russian bear,

‘That ’s misled by the nose.”

THE MORAL.

1Nl mimisters, like quacks, the crowd deceive,
Defraod them for their good ; and they believe :
At France and Rome they rail with specious arts,
And, whilst they cheat the vulgar, gain their hearts.

But if sagacious Bruin smells them out, -
'l'benfm:dlexpoungtothem_wr’d rout;
‘To mischief prone, nmphable

tongues and

FABLE XV.
THE PRACOCK PROCLAIMED KING.

A Vovrrurs, old and feeble
‘Took up and much reform’d his life ;
His beak decay’d, and talons gone,
Yet still he relish’d noise and strife :
Once a young Peacock to the birds brought forth,
On his high birth harangued, and blooming worth.
“ The isles and realm,” said he,
;h’l’hinhopeﬁ.\lmonmhnbdleommmdl
to
Anlmlzthetnbutaryhni
Raervmgonl'yforwrroydme,
‘Whate’er the seas and fertile coasts produce.™
The Peacock, a pert dapper spark,
Made the sagacious Vulture’s choice ;
His title and descent, though dark,
Soon gain’d the whole assembly’s voice,
The Pye except, a member of the board,
Who, midst their acclamations, crav’d a word.
¢ His highness’ merits and desert,”
Qnoﬂlhe ¢ %is needless to dispute !
mempne-we’mtoopert,
‘With neither right nor power to do’t;
"You ’ve made a Peacock king: pray now ’tis dove,
‘What champion here conducts him to his throne,
¢ Where the Imperial Eagle reigns,
Renown’d for arms and warlike might,
‘Who such a feeble youth disdains,
MVu!mdnmenpseinﬂght?

Therefore, messieurs, it is my private voice,
That the possessor first approve our choice.”

THR MORAL.

Ceesar, that prince betny: his fears,
Who styles thee monarch in the field,
But, whea thy army disappears,

To weak pmtendenmllthy titles yields

But wiser politicians say,

True conduct is not 8o much shown,.
In giving others’ realms away,
As in defending well their own.

FABLE XVL

A LACONIC CONDEMNED.

A sacz Laconic, truly wise,
‘Whoee conversation was concise,
Train’d up in rigid schools ;
Once, when a single word would do,
Had lavuhly made use of two,
In high contempt of rules.
A bill against him was preferr'd,
The charge by evidence averr’d,
That fully pmv’d the fact :
The judges aggravate the crime,
In words as few, and little time,
As answer’d men compact.
Quoth one, “ The being too verboss
A misdemeanor is so gross,
Of that pernicious kind !
The punishment must reach your sense,
And reason smart for this offence,
By torturing your mind.
¢ Read Jura Populi o'er twice,
Pittis and Bunyan, books of price,
And Oats's modest vein :
Read Baxter's volumes, Tindal's works,
Yorkshire Petish with that of Bucks,
True cant and libel strain,

¢ For solid nonsense, thoughtless words,
The Vindication of the Lords,
That answers Mackworth’s State :
Read first apd secoud paragraph,
If poesible drudge on through half,
Your crime you ’ll expiate.”
The wretch with strong convulsions shook,
and anguish in his look,
To Heaven for mercy cry’d.
Quoth he, ““ Send gibbets, racks, or whesl,
Algiers and gallies please me well,
Such torments I ’ll abide.
¢ But damn me not for one offence,
To volumes unally'd to sense,
Vainly to waste my breath :
That answer to the Commons’ Rights
With labour’d dullness so affrights,
The thoughts are worse than death.®

B QF YALDEN’S POEMS.
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"THE
LIFE OF TICKELL.

BY DR. JOHNSON.

THOMAS TICKELL, the son of the reverend Richard Tickell, was born in 1686
at Bridekirk in Cumberland ; and in April 1701 became a member of Queen’s Col-
lege in Oxford; in 1708 he was made master of arts; and, two years afterwards, was
chosen fellow; for which, as he did not comply with the statutes by taking orders, he
obtained a dispensation from the crown. He held his fellowship till 1726, and then
vacated it, by marrying, in that year, at Dublin.

Tickell was not one of those scholars who wear away their lives in closets ; he entered
early into the world, and was long busy in public affairs; in which he was initiated
under the patronage of Addison, whose notice he is said to have gained by his verses
in praise of Rosamond.

To those verses it would not have been just to deny regard; for they contain some
of the most elegant encomiastic strains; and, among the innumerable poems of the
same kind, it will be hard to find one with which they need to fear a comparison.
It may deserve observation, that when Pope wrote long afterwards in praise of Addl-
son, be has copied, at least has resembled, Tickell.

Let joy salute fair Rosamonda's shade,
And wreaths of myrtle crown the lovely maid.
‘While now perbaps with Dido’s ghost she roves,
And bears and tells the story of their loves,
Alike they moum, alike they bless their fate, '
Since Love, which made them wretched, makes them great.
Nor longer that relentless doom bemoan,
‘Which gain'd a Virgil and an Addison.
TICKRLL,
Then future ages with delight shall see
How Plato’s, Bacon's, Newton's looks agree ;
Or in fair series laurel’d bards be shown,
A Virgil there, and here an Addison.
rore.

He produced another piece of the same kind at the appearance of Cato, with equaj
skill, but not equal happiness. .

When the ministers of queen Anne were negotiating with France, Tickell published
The Prospect of Peace, 2 poem, of which the tendency was to reclaim the nation from

the pride of conquest to the pleasures ofmnqnilhty How far Tickell, whom Swift
VOL. X1
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afterwards mentioned as Whiggissimus, had then connected himself with any puty I
know not; this poem certainly did not flatter the practices, or promote the opinions, of
‘the men by whom he was afterwards befriended.

Mr. Addison, however he hated the men then in power, suﬂ'ered his friendship to
prevail over his public spirit, and gave in the Spectator such praises of Tickell's poem,
that when, after having long wished to peruse it, I laid hold on it at last, I thought it

unequal to the honours which it had received, and found it a piece to be approved
rather than admired. But the bope excited by a work of genius, being general and
indefinite, is rarely gratified. It was read at that time with so much favour, that six
editions were sold.

At the arrival of king George he sung The Royal Progress; which, being inserted in
the Spectator, is well known; and of which it is just to say, that it is neither high nor low.

The poetical ingident of most importance in Tickell’s life was his publication of the
first book of the Iliad, astranslated by himself, an apparent opposition to Pope’s Homer,
of which the first part made its entrance into the world at the same time.

Addison declared that the rival versions were both good ; but that Tickell’s was the
best that ever was made; and with Addison, the wits, his adherents and followers, were
certain to concur. Pope does not appear to have been much dismayed; *for,” says he,
¢ I have the town, that is, the mob on my side.” But he remarks, * thatitis common
for the smaller party to make up in diligence what they want in numbers; he
to the people as his proper judges; and, if they are not inclinedto condemn him, he is
in little care about the high-fiyers at Button’s.”

Pope did not long think Addison an impartial judge; for he considered him as the
wrriter of Tickell's version. The reasons for his suspicion I will literally transcribe from
Mr. Spence’s Collection.

¢ There had been a coldness (said Mr. Pope) between Mr. Addison and me for some
time; and we had not been in company together, for a-good while, any where but at
Button’s coffee-house, where I used to see him almost every day.—On his meeting me
there, one day in particular, he took me aside, and said he should be glad to dine with
me, at such a tavern, if I staid till those people were gone (Budgell and Philips). We
went accordingly ; and after dinner Mr. Addison seid, ¢ That he had wanted for some time
to talk with me; that his friend Tickell had formerly, whilst at Oxford, translated the
first book of the Iliad; that he designed to print it, aud had desired him to look it over ;
that he must therefore beg that I would not desire him to look over my first book,
because, if he did, it would hwve the air of double-dealing.’ I assured him, that t
did not at all take it ill of Mr. Tickell that he was going to publish his translation;
that he certainly had as much right to translate any author as myself; and that pub-

" lishing both was entering on a fair stage. I then added, that I would not desire him to
look over my first book of the Iliad, because he had looked over Mr. Tickell’s; but could -
. wish to have the benefit of his observations on the second, which I had then finished,

and which Mr. Tickell had not touched upon. Accordingly I sent him the second
book the next morning ; ‘and Mr. Addisen a few days after returned it, with very high
commendations. Soon after it was gemesally known that Mr. Tickell waspublishing the
‘first book of the Iliad, I met Dr. Young in-the street; and wpon our falling into that
subject, the Doctor expressed a great deal of surprize at Tickell’s having bad sueh a trans-

.,
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Iation so long by him. He said, that it was incongeivable to him, and that there must _
be some mistake in the matter; that each used to communicate to the other whatever
verses they wrote, even to the least things; that Tickell could not have been busied in
%0 long a work there without his knowing something of the matter; and that he had.
never beard a single word of it till on this oceasion. The surprise of Dr. Young, together
with what Steele has said against Tickell in relation to this affair, make it highly proba-
ble that theve was some underhand dealing in that business; and indeed Tickell him-
self, who is a very fair worthy man, has since, in a manner as good as owned it to me.
When it was introduced into a conversation between Mr. Tickell and Mr. Pope, by a
third person, Tickell did not deny it; which, considering his honour and zeal for his
departed friend, was the same as owning it.”

Upon these suspicions, with which Dr. Warburton hints that other circumstances con-
curred, Pope always in his Art of Sinking quotes this book as the work of Addison.

To compare the two translations would be tedious; the palm is now given universally
to Pope ; but I think the first lines of Tickell's were rather to be preferred; and Pope '
seems to have since borrowed something from them in the correction of his own.

When the Hanover succession was disputed, Tickell gave what assistance his pen
would supply. His Letter to Avignon stands high among party-poems; it expresses
contempt without coarseness, and superiority without insolence. It had the success
which it deserved, being five times printed.

He was now intimately united to Mr. Addison, who, when he went into Ireland as
secretary to the lord Sunderland, took him thither and employed him in public busi-
ness; and when (1717) afterwards he rose to be secretary of state, made him under-
secretary. Their friendship seems to have continued without abatement; for, when
Addison died, he left him the charge of publishing his works, with a solemn recom-
mendation to the patronage of Craggs.

To these works he prefixed an elegy on the author, which could owe none of its
beauties to the assistance which might be suspected to have strengthened or embellished
his earlier compositions; but neither he nor Addison ever produced nobler lines than
are contained in the third and fourth paragraphs; nor is a more sublime or more elegant
faneral-poem to be found in the whole compass of English literature,

He was afterwards (sbout 1725) made secretary to the Lords Justices of Irelind, a
place of great honour; in which he continued till 1740, when he. died on the twenty
third of April at Bath.

. Of the poems yet unmentioned the longest is Kensington Gardens, of which the ver-
dabon is smooth and elegant, but the fiction unskilfully compounded of Grecian dei-
ties and Gothic fairies.  Neither species of those exploded beings could have done
much ; and, when they are brought together, they only make each other contemptible,
To Tickell, however, cannot be refused a high place among the minor poets; nor should
it be forgotten that he was one of the contributors to the Spectator. With respect to
his personal character, he is said to bave been a man of gay conversation, at least a tem-
perate lover of wine and company, and in his domestic relations without censure.
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on
QUEEN CAROLINE'S

REBUILDING THE LODGINGS OF THE BLACK PRINCE,
AND HEWNRY V. AT QUREN’S. COLLEGE, OXFORD.

FRE bold and graceful soars, secure of fame,

‘The pile, mw'onhygmt Philippa’s name,
Mark that old ruin, gothic and uncouth,
WhaetheBlwkEdwndpnc’dhnbu:dlenymth;
And the Fifth Henry, for his first renown,
Out-stripp'd each rival in a student’s gown.

In that coarse age were princes fond to dwell
‘With meagre monks, and baunt the silent cell :
Sent from the monarch’s to the Muse’s court,
‘Their meals were frugal, and their sleeps were short ;
To couch at curfeu-time they thought no scorn,
And froge at matins every winter-morm ;

They read, an early book, the starry frame,
And lisp’d each constellation by its name ;
Aﬂd‘crmmnd:vnmgwthmrm,

And their mind opening as their stature grew,

Yet,vhonnpemmhoodtpradwrﬁmeooﬁr
Sages in pesce, and demi-gods in war !

Who, stem in made echoing Cressi ring,

And,mldmconquelt,nrv'dhue-pnvekmg'

‘Who gain’d, at Agincourt, the victor'’s bays ;

Nor took himself, but gave good Heaven, the praise!

hymlmgl,mcmtdonw! to virtue form'd ;

listening, whilst in fields they storm’d :

Heneetothcﬁace and warm th’ opprest to save ;

Through life rever' d and *d in the grave !
lnmﬁ)ldpridetbemonldermgroo&-h-lldlm,

The stately work of bounteous Caroline ;

And blest Philippa, with unenvious eyes,

From Heaven bebold her rival’s fabric rise.

I «till, bnghtnun,th\l-potdenervuthym,

Incline thee to th’ ambitious Muse’s prayer:

0, could’st thou win young William's bloom to grace

B‘n mother’s walls, and fill thy Edward’s place,

How would that genias, whose propitious wings

Have here twice hover’d o'er the sons of kings,

Descend triumphant to his ancient seat,

-And take in charge a third Plantagenet !

7O THE SUPPOIXD
AUTHOR OF THE SPECTATOR.

Ix courts licentious, and a sharheless stage,
How long the war shall wit with virtue wage ?’
Enchanted by this fair,
Our youth run headlong in the ﬁul mn;
In height of rapture clasp unheeded pains,
And suck pollution through their tingling veins ?
Thy spotless thoughts unshock’d the priest may
And the vestal in her bosom wear. [hears
To comscious blushes and diminish'd pride,
Thy glass betrays what treacherous love would hide ;
Nor harsh thy but infus'd by stealth,
Pleas’d while they cure, and cheat us into health.
Thy works in Chloe's toilet gain a part,
And with his tailor share the fopling’s heart :
Lash’d in thy satire, the penurious cit
Laughs at himself, and finds no harm in wit :
From felon gamesters the raw squire is free,
And Britain owes her rescued oaks to thee.
His miss the frolic viscount,dreads to toast,
Or his third cure the shallow Templar boast ;
And the rash fool, who scorn’d the beaten rosd,
q:neatthundzr, and confess his God,
The brainless stripling, who, expell'd the town,
Damn'd the stiff college and pedanhc gows,
Aw'd by thy name, is dumb, and thrice a week
Spells uncouth Latin, and pretends to Greek.
A sauntering tribe ! such, born to wide
With yea and no in senates hold debates ;
At length despis’d each to his fields retires,
First with the dogs, and king amidst the
From pert to stupid, sinks supinely down,
lnyuuthumomb and in age a clown.
mdmﬂl y scon’d, thou wing’st thy daring
ght,
Above the mn, and tread'st the fields of light;
Fame, Heaven and Hell, are thy exalted theme,
And visions such as Jove himself might dream ;
Man sunk to slavery, though to glory born,
Heaven's pride when upright, and deprav'd hu 00T
Such hints alone could British Virgil lend,
Andmmmduenoﬁvmmhtfmndi
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_ A debt 80 borrow'd is illustrious shame,
And fame when shar'd with him is double fame.
8o, flush'd with sweets by Beaaty’s queen bestow'd,
‘With more than mortal charms /Eneas glow'd :
Such generofis strifes Eugene and Marlboroughtry,
And as in glory, so in friendship vie.

Permit these lines by thee to live—nar blame
A Muse that pants and languishes for faime ;

That fears to s.uk when humbler themes she sings,
Lost in the mass of mean forgotten things :
Receiv'd by thee, I prophesy, my rhymes,

The praise of virgins in succeeding times :

Mix'd with thy works, their life no bounds shall see,
But stand protected, as inspir'd, by thee.

180 some weak snoot, which else would peorly rise,
Jove's tree adopts, and iftehim to the skies; .
‘Through the new pupil fostering juices flow,
Thrust forth the gems, and give the flowers to blow
Aloft ; immo:tal reigns the plant unknown,

With borrow’d life, and vigour not his own,

.
.

A POEM,
'l‘q HIS EXCELLENCY THE LOID— PRIVY-SEAL, ’
ON THE PROSPECT OF PEACE.

o Sacerdos
Fronde super mitram, & felici comptus oliva.
Virg.
- TO THE LORD PRIVY SEAL

CoxtenpInG kings, and fields of death, too long
Have been the subject of the British song.

" Who hath not read of fam’d Ramillia’s plain,
Bavaria’s fall, and Danube choak’d with slain !
Exhausted themes ! a gentler note 1 raise,

And sing returning peace in softer lays.

Their fary quell’d, and martial rage allay'd,

I wait our heroes in the sylvan shade :
Disbanding hosts are imag’d to my mind,

And warring powens in friendly leagues combin’d,
‘While ease and pleasure make the nations smile,
And Heaven and Anna bless I}ritannia’s isle,

Well sends our queen her mitred Bristol forth,
For ea'ly counsels fam'd, and long-try’d worth;
‘Who, thirty rolling years, had oft withheld
The Swede and Saxon from the dusty field ;
Completely form’d to heal the Christian wounds,
To namg the kings, and give eaeh kingdom bounds;
The face of ravag'd Nature to repair,

By leagues to soften Earth, and Heaven by prayer,
To gain by love, where rage and slaughter fail,
And make the crosier o’er the sword prevail.

So when great Moses, with Jchovah’s wand,

Had scatter'd plagues o’er stubborn Pharaoh’s land,
Now spread an host of locusts round the shore,
Now turn'd Nile’s fattening streams to putrid gore ;
Plenty and gladness mark’d the priest of God,.
And sudden almonds shot from Aaron’s rod.

O thou, from whom these bounteous blessingsflow,
To whom, as chief, the hopes of peace we owe,
(For next to thee, the man whom kings contend
To style companion, and to make their friend,
Great Strafford, rich in every courﬂg grdce,
With joyful pride accepts the second place)
From Britain's isle, and lsis’ sacred sprigg,

One hour, ch ! Hlsten While the Miises sing.

TICKELL'S POEMS.

Though ministers of mighty monarchs wait,

With beating hearts to learn their masters’ fate,
One hour forbear to speak thy jueen's commands,
Nor think the world, thy charge, neglected stands 3
The blissful p: , in my verse display’d

May lure the stubborn, the deceiv'd persuade :
Ev’n thou to peace shalt speedier urge the way,
And more be hasten’d by this short delay.

ON THE PROSPECT OF PEACE.

THE haughty Gaul, in ten campaigns o’erthrown,
Now ceas'd to think the western world his own.

Oft had he mourn’d his boasting leaders bound,
And his proud bulwarks smoking on the ground 2

I8 vain with powers renew’d he fill’d the plain,
Made timorous vows, and brib’d the saints in vain 3
As oft his legions did the fight decline,

Lurk'd in the trench, and skulk’d behind the line.
Before his eyes the fancied javelin gleams,

At feasts he starts, and seems dethron'd in dreams 3
On glory past reflects with secret pain,

On mines exhausted, and on millions slain.

To Britain's queen the scepter'd suppliant bends,
To her his crowns and itfant race commends,

Who grieves her fame with Christian blood to buy,
Nor asks for glory at a price so high.

At her deerve, the war saspended sturds,

And Britain’s heroes bold their lifted handa,

Their open brows no threatening frowns disguise,
But gentler passions sparkle in their eyes.

The Gauls, who never in their courts could find
Such temperd fire with manly beauty join'd,
Doubt if they ’re those, whom, dreadful to the view;,
In forms so fierce their fearful fancies drew ;

At whose dire names ten thousand widows prest
Their helpless orphans clinging to the breast. -
In silent rapture each his foe surveys ;

They vow firm frietdship, and give mutual praise,
Brave minds, howe’er at war, are secret friends ;
Their gencrous discord with the battie ends ;

In peace they wonder whence dissension rose,

And ask how souls so like could e’er be foes.

Methinks I hear more friendly shouts rebound,
And social clarions mix their sprighitly sound.

The British flags are furi’d, her troops disband,
And scatter'd armies seck their native land.

The hardy veteran, proud of many a scar,

The manly charmns and honours of the war,
Who hop'd to share his friends’ illustrious dosm,
And in the battle find a soldier’s tomb,
Leans on his spear to take his farewell view,
And, sighing, bids the glorious camp adieu.

Ye generous fair, receive the brave with-emiles,
O'erpay their sleepless nights, and crowntbeir toils 3
Soft beauty is the gallant soldier’s due,

For you they comquer, and they bieed for you.
In vain proud Gaul with boastful Spain conspires,
When English valour English beanty fires ;

The nations dread your eyes, and kings despair
Of chiefs so brave, till they have nymphs so fair.

See the fond wife in tears of transport drown'd,
Hugs her rough-lord, and o'er every
Hungs on the lips that fields of blood relate,

And smiles, or trembles, at bis various fate.
Near the full bowl he draws the fancy’d line,
And marks feign’d trenches in the flowing wins,
Then sets thf inwested. fort. before his eyes,

And mines, that whirl'd battalions to the skics s
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To visit fields, their valiant fathers won ;

From Flandria’s shore their country’s fame theytrace,
Til far Germania shows her blasted face.

Th’ exniting' Briton asks his mournful guide, .
‘Where his hard fate the lost Bavaria try’d :

Where Stepney grav'd the stone to Anna’s fame,
Ha points to Blenheim, once a vulgar name ;

Here fled the Household, there did Tallard yield,
Here Marlborough turn’d the fortune of the field,
On those steép banks, near Dauube’s raging flood :
The Gauls thrice started back, and trembling stood :
‘When, Churchill’s arm perceiv’d, they stood not long,
But plung’d amidst the waves, a desperate throng,
Crowds whelm’d on crowds dash’d wide the watery-
And drove the current to its distant head.  [bed,

As, when by Raphael’s, or by Kneller’s hands

A warlike courser on the canvas stands,

Sueh as on Landen bleeding Ormond bore,

Or set young Ammon ou the Granic shore ;

If chance a steed the work behold,

He snorts, be neighs, he chumps the foamy gold :
So, Hocstet seen; tumultuous passions roll,

And hints of glory fire the Briton’s soul,

In fancy’d fights he sees the troope engage,

And all the tempest of the battle rage.

Charm me, ye powers, with scenes less nobly bright,
Far humbler thoughts th' inglorious Muse delight,
Content to see the honours of the field
By plough-shares levell’d, or in flowers conceal’d.
O’er shatter’d walls may creeping ivy twine,

And grass Juxuriant clothe the mine,
Tame flocks ascend the breach without a wound,
Or crop the bastion, now a fruitful ground ;
While shepherds sleep, along the rampard laid,
Or pipe beneat!r the formidable shade.

Who was the man ? Oblivion blast hisname,

Torn out, and blotted from the list of Fame !

Who, fond of lawless rule, and proudly brave,

First sunk the filial subject to a slave,

His neighbour’s realms by frauds tmkingly gain’d,
In guiltless blood the sacred ermine stain'd,

Laid schemes for death, to sluughter turn’d his heart,’
And fitted murder to the rulesof art.

Ah! curst Ambition, to thy lures we owe

All the great ills, that mortais bear below.

Carst by the hind, whenwtbe:roilheyields

His year's whole sweat, and vainly ripen’d fields;
Carst by the maid, torn from her lover's side, .
Wheu left a widow, though not yet a bride;

By mothers curst, when floods of tears they shed,
And scatter useless roses on the dead. .

Oh, sacred Bristol! then, what dangers prove

The arts, thou smil’st on with paternal love ?

Then, mixt with rubbish by the brutal foes,

In vain the marbje breathes, the canvas glows;

To shades obacure the glittering sword pursues

The gentle poet, and defenceless Muse. -
A voice like-thine, alone, might then asswage
The warrior’s fury, sad coutrol his rege ;
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To hear thee speak, might the fierce Yandal stand,
And fling the brandish’d sabre from his hand.
Far hence be driven to Scythia’s stormy shove
The drum’s harsh music, and the cannon’s roar ;
Let grim Bellona haunt the lawless plain,
Where Tartar clans and grizly Cossacks reign;
Let the steal’d Turk be deaf to matrons’ cries,
S&Vﬁgimmvbhdwhhrdendwm .
To death grey heads and smiling i doom,
Nor spare the promise of the pregnant womb,
O’er wasted kingdoms spread his wide command,
The savage lord of an unpeopled land.

Her guiltless glory just Britannia draws
From pure religion, and impartial laws,

To Europe’s wounds a mother’s aid she brings,
And holds in equal scales the rival kings:

Her generous sons in choicest gifts abound,
Alike in arms, alike in arts_renown’d.

As when sweet Venus (90 the fable sings)
Awak’d by Nereids, from the ocean springs,
With smiles she sees the threatening billows rise,
Spreads smooth the surge,and clears the louring skies,
Light, o'er the deep, with fluttering Cupids crown'd,
The pearly couch and silver turties bound ;

Her tressos shed ambrosial odours round,
Amidst the world of waves 30 stands serens
Britannia’s isle, the ocean’s stately queen ;

In vain the nations have conspired ber fall,

Her trench the sea, and fleets her floating wall ¢
Defenceless barks, her powerful navy near,
Have only waves and hurricanes to fear.

‘What bold invades, or what land opprest,

Hath not her anger quell’d, her aid redrest !
Say, where have e’er her union-crosses sail’d,
But much her arms, her justice more prevail'd !
Her labours are, to plead th’ Almighty's cause,
Her pride te teach th’ untam’d barbarian laws :
Who conquers wins by brutal strength the prize 3
But ’tis a godlike work to civilize.

Have we forgot how from great Russie’s throne
The king, whose power half Europe’s regions own,
Whose sceptre waving, with one shout rush forth
In swarms the harness’d millions of the north,
Through realms of ice pursued his tedious way
To court our friendship, and our fame survey !
Hence the rich prize of useful arts he bore,

And round his empire spresd the learned stove :
(T’ adorn old realms is tore than new to raise,
His country’s parent is a monarch’s praise.) -
His bands now march in juast array to war,

And Caspian gulphs unueuel navies bear;
With Runick lays Smolensko’s forests ring,

And wondering Volga hears the Muses sing.
Did not the pamted kings of India greet

Our queen, and lay their at het feet?
Chiefs who full bowls of hostile blood had quafi*d,
Fam’d for the javelin, and envenom’d shaft,
Whose haughty brows made savages adore,

Nor bow'd to less than stars or sun before.

Her pitying smile accepts their suppliant claim,
And adds four monarchs o the Christian name.,
Blest use of power! O virtuous pride in kings!
And like his bounty, whence dominion springs !
‘Which o'er new worlds makes Heaven’s indulgence
And ranges myriads under laws divine ! [shine,
Well bought with all that those sweet regions hold,
With groves of spices, and with mines of golde
Pearless eur merchant now pursues his gain,
And roams securely o’er the boundless main.
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Now o'er his head the polar Bear he spies,

And freezing spangles of the Lapland skies ;
Now swells his canvas to the sultry line,

‘With glittering spoils where Indian grottos shine,
‘Where fumes of incense glad the southern seas,
And wafted citron scents the balmy breeze.

Here nearer suns prepare the ripening gem,

To grace great Anne’s imperial diadem,

And here the ore, whose melted mass shall yield
On faithful coins each memorable field, .
‘Which, mix'd with medals of immortal Rome,
May clear disputes, and teach the times to come.

In circling beams shall godlike Anna glow,
And Cburchill’s sword hang o’er the prostrate foe ;
In comely wounds shall bleeding worthies stand,
Webb’s irm platoon, and Lumley’s faithful band.
Bold Mordaunt in Iberfan trophies drest,

And Campbell’s dragon on his dauntless breast,

Great Ormond’s deeds on Vigo's spoils enroll’d,

And Guiscard’s knife on Harley's Chili gold.

And if thé Muse, O Bristol, might decree,

Here Granville noted by the lyre should be,

The lyre for Granville, and the cross for thee.
Such are the honours grateful Britain pays ;

So patriots merit, and so monarchs praise.

O’er distant times such records shall prevail,

When English numbers, antiquated, fail :

A trifling song the Muse can only yield,

And sooth her soldiers panting from the field.

To sweet retirements see them safe convey’d,

And raise their battles in the rural shade.

From fields of death to Woodstock’s peaceful glooms,

(The poet’s haunt) Britannia's hero comes—

Begin my Muse, and softly touch the string :

Here Henry lov'd; and Chaucer learn’d to sing.
Hail, fabled grotto ! hail, Elysian soil !

‘Thou fairest spot of fair Britannia's isle !

Where kings of old, conceal’d, forgot the throne,

And Beauty was coutent to shine unknown;

Where Love and War by turns pavilions rear,

And Henry’s bowers near Blenheim’s dome appear;

The weary’d champion lull in soft alcoves,

‘The noblest boast of thy romantic groves.

Oft, if the Muse presage, shall he be seen

Rosamonda fleeting o’er the green,

In dreams be hail’d by heroes’ mighty shades, .

And hear old Chaucer warble through the glades,

O’er the fam’d echoing vaalts his name shall bound,

And hill to hill reflect the favourite sound.

Here, here at least thy love for arms give o'er,
Nor, one world conquer’d, fondly wish for more.
Vice of great souls alone! O thirst of fame !

The Muse admires it, while she strives to blame.
Thay toils be now to chase the bounding deer,

Or view the coursers stretch in wild career.

‘This lovely scene shall sooth thy soul to rest,
And wear each dreadfal image from thy breast.
With pleasure, by thy conquests shalt thou see
Thv queen triuraphant, and all Europe free.

No cares henceforth shall thy repose destroy,
Bt what thou giv’st the warld, thyself enjoy.

Sweet Solitude! when life’s gay hours are past
Howe'er we range, in thee we fix at last:

‘Tt through tempestuous seas (the voyage o’er)
Pale we look back, and bless thy friendly shore.
Our own strict judges our past life we scan,

And ask if glory hath enlarg’d the span :

If bright the progpect, we the grave defy,

Trust future ages, and contented die,

TICKELL’S POEMS.

When strangers from far distant climes shall eome,

“To view the pomp of this trinmphant dome,

Where, rear’d aloft, dissembled trophies stand,

And breathing labours of the sculptor’s hand,

Where Kneller’s art shall paint the flying Gaul,

And Bourbon's woes shall fill the story’d wall ;

Heirs of thy blood shall o’er their bounteous board -

Fix Europe’s guard, thy monumental sword,

Banners that oft have wav’d on conquer’d walls,

And trumps, that drown'd the groans of gasping

Gauls.

Fair dames shall oft, with curious eye, explore

The costly robes that slaughter’d generals wore,

Rich trappings from the Danube’s whirlpools bronght,

(Hespenan nuns the gorgeous broidery wrought)

Belts stiff with gold, the Boian horseman’s pride,

And Gaul's fair flowers, in human crimson dy’d.

Of Churchill’s race perhaps some lovely boy

Shall mark the burnish’d steel that hangs un high,

Shall gaze transported on its glittering charms,

And reach it struggling with unequal arms,

By signs the drum’s tumultuous sound request,

Then seek, in starts, the hushing mother’s breast.
So in the painter’s animated frame,

‘Where Mars embraces the soft Paphian dame,

The little Loves in sport his fauchion wield,

Or join their strength to heave his ponderous shield :

One strokes the plume in Tytion's gore embrued,

And one the spear, that reeks with ‘T'yphon’s blood =

Another’s infant brows the helm sustain,

He nods his crest, and frights the shrieking train.

Thus, the rude tempest of the field o’erblown,
Shall whiter rounds of smiling years roll on,
Our victors, blest in peace, forget their wars,
Eanjoy past dangers, and absolve the stars.
But, oh! what sorrows shall bedew your urns,
Ye honour'd shades, whom widow'd Albion mourns !
If your thin forms yet discontented moan,
And bhaunt the mangled mansions, once your own ;
Behold what flowers the pious Muses strow,
And tears, which in the midst of triumph flow ;
Cypress and bays your envy'd brows surround, -
Your names the tender matron’s heart shall wound,
And the soft maid grow pensive at the sound.

great Anne, the tears their memorydraws,

Who nobly perish’d in their sovereign's cause:
For thou in pity bid'st the war give o'er,
Mourn’st thy slain heroes, nor wilt venture more,
Vast price of blood on each victorious day !
(But Europe’s freedom doth that price repay.)
Lamented triumphs ! when onc breath must tell
That Marlborough conquer'd, and that Dormer fell.

Great queen ! whose name strikes haughty mow

narchs pale,

On whose just sceptre hangs Europa’s scale,
Whose arm like Mercy wounds, decides ljke Fate,
On whose decree the nations anxious wait :
From Albion's cliffs thy widc-extended hand
Shall o’er the main to far Peru command ;
8o vast a tract whose wide domain shall run,
Its circling skies shall see no setting sun.
‘Thee, thee an hundred languages shall claim,
Aud savage Indians swear by. Anna's name;
The line and poles shall own thy rightful sway,
And thy commands the sever'd globe obey,

Round the vast ball thy new dominions chain
The watery kingdoms, and control the main ;
Magellan’s straits to Gibraltar they join,

Across the seas a formidable line ;



ON THE PROSPECT OF PEACE.

The sight of adverse Gaul we fear no more,
But pleas’d see Dunkirk, now a guiltless shore 3
In vain great Neptune ture the narrow ground,
And meant his waters for Britannia’s bound ;
Her giant genius takes a mighty stride, '
And sets his foot the encroaching tide ;

Stupendous N
(While at one foot their thronging gallies ride,

A whole hour’s sail scarce reach the further side)
Betwixt his brazen thighs, in locse array,

Ten thousand streamers on the billows play.

By Harley’s counsels, Dunkirk, now restor’d

To Britain’s empire, owns her ancient lord.

In him transfus’d his godlike father reigns,

Rich in the blood which swell’d that patriot’s veins,
Who, boldly faithful, met his sovereign’s frown,
And scorn’d for gold to yield th’ important town.
His son was born the ravish'd prey to claim,

And France still trembles at an Harley’s name.

A fort 30 dreadful to our English shore,

Our fleets scarce fear’d the sands or tempests more,

Whose vast to such sums amount,

‘That the tax’d Gaul scarce furnish’d out th’ account,

‘Whose walls such bulwarks, such vast towers restrain,

Its weakest ramparts are the rocks and main,

His boast great Louis yields, and cheaply buys

Thy friendship, Anna, with the mighty prize.
repining, and in grief cast down,

Sees the new glories of the British crown:

Ah! may they ne’er provoke thee to the fight,

Nor foes, more dreadful than the Gaul, invite,

Soon may they bold the olive, soon asswage

Their secret murmurs, nor call forth thy rage

To rend their banks, and pour, at one command,

Thy realm, the sea, o'er their precarious land.

Henceforth be thine, vice-gerent of the skies,

’d worth to raise, and vice in robes chastise,
To dry the orphan’s tears, and from the bar,
Chaocs the brib'd judge, and bush the wordy war,
Deny the curst blasphemer’s tongue to rage,
And tarn God’s fury from an impious age.
Blest change ! the soldier’s late destroying hand
Shall rear uew temples in bis native land ;
Mistaken zealots shall with fear behold,
And beg sdmittance in our sacred fold;
©n her own works the pious queen shall smile,
And tarn ber cares upon ber favourite isle.

So the keen bolt 2 warrior angel aims,
Array'd in clouds, and wrapt in mantling flames;
He bears a tempest on his sounding wings,

And his red arm the forky vengeance flings ;
Atlength, Heaven’s wrath appeas’d, hequits the war,
To roll his orb, and guide his destin’d star,

To shed kind fate, and lucky hours bestow,

Aod gmile propitious on the world below.

Around thy throne shall faithful nobles wait, .
These guard the church, and thase direct the state.
To Bristol, graceful in maternal tears,

The Church her towery forehead gently rears ;
8be begs her pious son t’ asscrt her cause
Defend her rights, and reenforce her laws,
With holy tite sacred work begin,

To bend the stubborn, and the meek to win.

Our Oxford’s earl in careful thought shall stand,
To raise his queen, and save a siuking laud.

!

105

The wealthiest glebe to ravenous Spaniards known ’
He marks, and makes the golden world our own,
Content with hands unsoil’d to guard the prize,
And keep the store with undesiring eyes.
So round the tree, that bore Hesperian gold,
The sacred watch lay curl’d in many a fold,
His eyes up-rearing to th’ untasted prey,
The sleepless guardian wasted life away.
Beneath the peaceful olives, rais'd by you,
Her ancient pride, shall every art renew,
(The arts with you fam’d Harcourt shall defend,
And courtly Bolingbroke the Muse’s friend. )
With piercing eye.some search where Nature plays,
And trace the wanton through her darksome maze,
Whence health from herbs; from seeds bow groves
How vital streams in circling eddies run.  [begun,
Some teach why round the Sun the spheres advance,
In the tix’d measures of their mystic dance,
How tides, when heav'd by pressing moons, o’erflow,
And sun-born Iris paints her showery bow.
In happy chains our daring language bound,
Shall sport no more in arbitrary sound,
But buskin’d bards henceforth shall wisely rage,
And Grecian plans reform Britannia's stage : '
Till Congreve bids her smile, Augusta'stunds
And longs to weep when flowing Rowe comma:
Britain's Spectators shall their strength combine
To mend our morals and our taste rvfine,
Fight virtue’s cause, stand up in wit's defence,
Win us from vice, and laugh us intv semse.
Nor, Prior, hast thou hush’d the tnnnrh vajn,
Thy lyre shall now revive her mirthful strain,
New tales shall now be told ; if right I see,
The soul of Chaucer is restor'd in thee.
Garth, in majestic numbers, to the stars
Shall raise mock beroes, and fantastic wars ;
Like the young spreading laurel, Pope,thy name
Shoots up with strength, and rises into fame ;
With Philips shall the peacefal vallies ring,
And Britain hear a second Spenser sing.
That much-lov'd youth,whomUtrecht’s walls confine,
To Bristol's praises shall his Strafford’s join:
He too, from whum attentive Oxford draws
Rules for just thinking, and ic laws,
To growing bards his learned aid shall lend,
The strictest critic, and the kindest friend.
Ev'n mine, a bashful Muse, whose rude essayy
Scarce hope for pardon, not aspire to praise,
Cherish’d by you, in time may grow to fame,
And nine survive with Bristol's glorious name.
Fir'd with the views this glittering scene displays,
And smit with passion for my country's praise,
My artless reed attempts this lofty theme,
Where sacred Isis rolls her ancient stresm ;
Incloister’d domes, the great Philippa's pride, [side,
Where Learning blooms, while Fame and Worth pre-
Where the fifth Henry arts and arms was taught,
And Edward form’d his Cressy, yet unfought,
Where laurel'd bards have struck the warbling strings,
The seat of sages, and the nurse of kings.
Here thy commands, O Lancaster, inflame
My eager breast to raise the British name,
Urge on my soul, with no ignoble pride,
To woo the Muse, whom Addison enjoy’d,
See that bold swan to Heaven sublimely sosr,
Pursue at distance, and his steps adore, )



To
MR. ADDISON,
ON HIS
OPERA OF ROSAMOND.

{+«.. Ne fortt pudori
Sit tibi Musa lyrm solers, &mntw.Apollo.

T & Opera first Italian masters taught,
Farich'd with songs, but innocent of thought 3
PBritannia’s learned theatre disdains
Melodious trifles, and enervate strains ;

And blushes, on her injur'd stage to see
Nonsense well-tun’d, and sweet stupidity.

No charms are wanting to thy artful song,
%ot as Corelli, and as Virgil strong. )
From words so sweet new grace the notesreceive,
And Masic borrows helps, she us'd to give.

Thy style hath match'd what ancient Romans knew,
Thy flowing numbers far excel the new.

‘Their cadence in sach easy sound convey'd,

The height of thought may seem superfluous aid ;
Yot in such charms the noble thoughts abound,
That needless seem the sweets of easy sound.

“Landscapes how gay the bowery grotto yields,
‘Which thought creates, and lavish fancy builds !
‘What art can trace the visionary scenes,

The flowery groves, and everlasting greens,
The babbling sounds that mimic echo plays,
The fairy shade, and its eternal maze?
Nature and Art in all their charms combin’d,
And all Elysium to ene view confin'd !

No further could imagination roam, [ dome.
Tift Vanbrugh fram’d, and Mariborough rais’d the
Ten thousand pangs my anxious bosom tear,

When drown’d m tears | see th’ imploring fair ;
‘When bards less soft the moving words supply,
‘A seeming justice dooms the nymph to die ;

But here she begs, nor can she beg in vain

(In dirges thus expiring swans complain) ;

Each verse so swells expressive of her. woes,

And every tear in lines so mournful flows;

We, spite of fame, her fate revers’d believe,
O'erlbok her crimes, and think she ought to live,

Let joy salute fair Rosamonda’s shade,

" And wreaths of myrtle crown thelovely maid.
‘While now perhaps with Dido’s ghost she roves,
+And hears and tells the story of their laves,

Alike they moumn, alike they bless their fate,

Since Love, which made them wretched, makes them
Nor langer that relentless doom bemoan,  [great.
Which gain’d a Virgil, and an Addison.

great monarch of the British lays,

The tribute song an humble subject pays.

So tries the artless lark her early flight,

+And soars, to hail the god of verse and light.
Unrivall'd, as unmatch’d, be still thy fame,

And thy own laurels shade thy envy’d name:

Thy name, the boast of all the tumeful quire,

Shall tremble on the strings of every lyre;
Whilethe charm’d reader with thythought complies,
Feels corresponding joys or sorrows rise,

‘And views thy Rosamond with Henry's eyes.

TICKELL'S POEMS.

0
THE. SAME;

o nis
TRAGEDY OF CATO.

Too long hath love engross’d Britannia’s stage,
And sunk to softness all our tragic rage:

By that alone did empires fall or rise,

And fate depended on a fair-one’s eyes

The sweet infection, mixt with dangerous art,
Debas’d our manhood, while it sooth’d the héart,
You scorn to raise a grief thyself must blame,
Nor from our weakness steal a vulgar fame :

A patriot’s fall may justly melt the mind,

And tears flow nobly, shed for all mankind.

How do our souls with generous pleasure glow !
Our hearts exulting, while our eyes o’erfiow,
When thy firm hero stands beneath the weight
Of all his sufferings venerably great ;

Rome’s poor remains still sheltering by his side,
With conscious virtue, and becoming pride !
The aged oak thus rears his head in air,
His sap exhausted, and his branches bare ;
’Midst storms and earthquakes,he maintains his state,
Fixt deep m earth, and fasten’d by his weight :
His naked boughs still lend the shepherds aid,
And his old trunk projects an awful shade.

Amidst the joys triumphant peace bestuws,
Our patriots sadden at his glorious woes ;

Awhile they let the world's great business wait,
Anxious for Rome, and sigh for Cato’s fate,

Here taught how ancient heroes rose to fame,
Our Britons crowd, and catch the Roman flame,
Where states and senates well might lend an ear,
And kings and priests without a blush appear.

FPrance boasts no more, but, fearful to engage,
Now first pays homage to her rival’s stage,
Hastes to learn thee, and learning shall sulynit
Alike to British arms, and British wit :

No more she'll wonder, farc'd to do us right,
Who think like Romans, could like Romans fight,

Thy Oxford smiles this glorious work to see,
And fondly triumphs in a son like thee,

The senates, consuls, and the gods of Rome,
Like old acquaintance at their native home,

In thee we find: each deed, each word exprest,
And every thought that swell’d a Roman breast,
We trace each hint that could thy soul inspire
With Virgil's judgement, and with Lucan’s fire ;
We know thy worth, and, give us leave to boast,
We most admire, because we know thee most,

————

THE ROYAL PROGRESS,

Wyen Brunswick first appear’d, each honest heart,

Intent on verse, disdain’d the rules of art ;

For him the songsters, in unmeasur’d odes,

Debas’d Alcides, and dethron’d the gods,

In golden chains the kings of India led,

Or rent the turban from the sultan’s head.

One, in old fables, and the pagan strain,

With nympbs and tritons, wafts him o’er the main ;

Ancther draws fierce Lucifer in arms '
And fills th’ infernal region with alarms;




THE ROYAL PROGRESS.
1 A various scene the wide-spread landscape yields,:

A third a¥akes some druid, to foretel
Each future trinmph, from his dreary cell.

fancies ! that in vain deceive,
‘While the mind na what she can’t believe,
My Muse th’ expected hero shall pursue
From clime-to clime, and keep him still in view ;
His shining march describe in faithful lays,
Content to paint him, nor presume to praise ;
Their charms, if charms they have, the truth supplies,
And from the theme wmlabour’d beauties rise.

By longing nations for the throne design’d,

And call'd to guard the rights of buman-kind ;
With secret grief his god-like soul .repines,

And Britain’s crown with joyless lustre shines,
While prayers and tears his destin'd progress stay,
And crowds of mourners choke their sovereign’s way.
Not 0 he march'd, when hostile squadrons stood
In scenes of death, and fir’d his generoys blood ;
Whea his hot courser paw’d th’ Hungarian plain,
And adverse legions stood the shock in vain.

His frontiers past, the Belgian bounds he views,
And cross the level fields his march pursues,
Here, pleas’d the land of freedom to survey,

He greatly scorns the thirst of boundless sway,
O’er the thin soil, with silent joy’ he spies
Transplanted woods, and borrow’d verdure rise ;
Where every meadow, won with toil and blood
From haughty tyrants and the raging flood,

With fruit and flowers the careful hind supplies,
And clothes the marshes in a rich disgui

Sach wealth for frugal hands doth Heaven decree,
And such thy gifts, celestial Liberty !

Through stately towns, and many a fertile plain,
‘The pomp advances to the neighbouring main,
Whole nations croud around with joyful cries,

And view the hero with insatiate eyes.

In Haga's towers he waits till eastern gales

Propitious rise to swell the British sails.
H“i:et the fame of England’s monarch brings

vows and friendships of the neighbouring kings ;
Mature in wisdom, his extensive mind
R:u in the blended interests of mankind,

world’s great patriot. Calm thy anxious breast,
Secure in him, O Europe, take thy rest ;
Heuceforth thy kingdoms shall remain confin'd
By rocks or st.rsaml, the mounds which Heaven de-

sign’d;

The Alps their new-made monarch shall restrain,
Nor shall thy hills, Pirene, rise in vain.

But see! to Britain’s isle the squadrons stand,
And ledve the sinking towers, and lessening land.
The royal bark bouunds o’er the floating plain,
Breaks through the billows, and divides the main.
Q’er the vast deep, great monarch, dart thine eyes,
A watery prospect bounded by the skies:

Tea thousand vessels, from ten thousand shores,
Bring gums and gold, and either India’s stores :
Behold“t.he tributes hastening to thy throne,
And see the wide horizon all thy own.

Still is it thine ; though now the chearful crew
Hail Albion’s cliffs; just whitening to the view.
Before the wind with swelling sails they ride,

Till Thames receives them in his opening tide.
The monarch hears the thundering peals around,
From trembling woods and echoing hills rebound,
Nor misses yet, amid the deafening train,

The roarings of the hoarse-resounding main.

As in the flood he sails, from cither side
He viéws his kingdom in his rural pride ;

foy

O’er rich enclosures and luxuriant fields ;

A lowing herd each fertile pasture fills,

And distant flocks stray o’er a thousand hills.
Pair Greenwich, hid in woods, with new delight,
Shade above shade, now rises to the sight ;

His woods ordain'd to visit every shore,

And guard the island which they grac'd before,

The Sun now rolling down the western way,

A blaze of fires renews the fading day ; .
Unnumber’d barks the regal barge infuld,
Brightening the twilight with its beamy gold 3
Less thick the fiony shoals, a countless fry,
Before the whale or kingly dolphin fly.

In one vast shout he seeks the crouded strand,
And in a peal of thunder geins the land.

Welcome, great stranger, to our longing eyes,
Oh! king desir'd, adopted Albion cries.

For thee the East breath'd out a prosperous breeze,
Bright were the suns, and geutly swell'd the seas,
Thy presence did each doubtful heart compase,
And actm: wonder'd that they once were foes.
That joyful day they lost each hostile hawme,

The same their aspect, and their voice the same,

So two fair twins, whose features were design'd
At one soft moment in the mother’s mind,

Show each the other with reflected grace,
And the same beauties bloom in either face ;
The puzzled 'strangers which is which inquire ;
Delusion grateful to the smiling sire.

From that fair hill !, where hoary sages boast .
To name the stars, and count the heavenly host,
By the next dawn doth great Augusta rise,

Proud town ! the noblest scene beneath the skies,!
O’er Thames her thousand spires their lustre shed,
And a vast navy hides his ample bed,

A floating forest. From the distant strand .

A line of golden carrs strikes o’er the land ¢
Britannia’s peers in pomp and rich array,

Before their king triumphant, lead the way. .
Far as the eye can reach, the gaudy train,’

A bright procession, shines along the plain.

So, haply through the heaven’s wide pathless ways
A comet draws a long extended blaze ;

From east to west burns through the ethereal frame,
And half heaven’s convex glitters with the flame.

Now to the regal towers securely brouglit,

He plans Britannia’s glories in his thought;
Resumes the delegated power he gave,

Rewards thé faithful, and restores the brave.
Whom shall the Muse from out the shining throng
Select, to heighten and adorn her song?

Thee, Halifax. To thy capacious mind,

O man approv’d, is Britain’s wealth consign’d. .
Her coin, while Nassau fought, debas’d and rude,
By thee m beauty ard in truth renew’d,

An ardwous work ! again thy charge we see,

And thy own care once more returns to thee.

O! form'd in every scene to awe and please,
Mix wit with pomp, and dignity with ease:
Though call’d to shine aloft, thou wilt not scorn
To smile on arts thyself did once adorn :

*| For this thy name succeeding time shall praise, . v

And envy less thy garter, than thy bays.

The Muse, if fir'd with thy enlivening beams,
Perhaps shall aim at more exalted themes,
Record our monarch in a nobler strain,

And sing the opening wonders of his reign ;

1 Mr. Flamstead's house.
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PBright Carolina’s heavenly jes trace,

Her valiant consort, and his blooming race.

A train of kings their fruitful love supplies,

A glorious scene to Albion’s ravish’d eyes ;

‘Who sees by Brunswick's hand her sceptre sway’d,
And through his line from' age to age convey’d.

\ AN IMITATION
OF THE PROPHECY OF NERRUS.

FROM HORACE. BOOK IL ODE XV.
Dicam insigne, recens, adhuc L.

Indictum ore alio : non secus in jugis
Ex somnis stupet Euias

Hebrum prospiciens, & nive candidam
Thracen, ac pede barbaro

Lustratam Hor.

As Mar his round one morning took,
(Whom some call earl, and some call duke)

. And his new brethren of the blade,

-

Shivering with fear and frost, survey’d,
On Perth’s bleak hills he chanc’d to spy
An aged wizard six foot high,

‘With bristled hair and visage blighted, N
Wall-ey’d, bare-haunch'd, and second-gighted.

The grizly sage in thought profound '
Beheld the chief with back so round,

‘Then roll'd his eye-balls to and fro
©Oer his paternal hills of snow,

And into these tremendous speeches

Broke forth the prophet without breeches.
¢ 1nto what ills bet:;y’d, by‘thee,

This anciept kingdom do I see !

Her realms un-peopled and forlom!

‘Wae’s me! that ever thou wert born!

Proud English loons (our clans o’ercome)

On Scottish pads shall amble home ;

1 see them drest in bonnets blue

(The spoils of thy rebellious crew);

1 see the target cast away,

And chequer'd plaid become their prey,

The chequer’d plaid to make a gown

For many a lass in London town.

¢ In vain thy hungry mountaineers

Come forth in all thy warlike geers,
The shield, the pistol, durk, and dagger,
In which they £ily wont to swagger,
And oft bave sally’d out to pillage

The hen-roosts of some peaceful village,
Or, while their neighbours were asleep,
Have carry'd off a low-land sheep.

“ What boots thy high-born host of beggars,
Mac-leans, Mac-kenzies, and Mac-gregors,
With popish cut-throats, perjur’d ruffians,
And Foster’s troop of raggamuffins ?

¢ In vain thy lads around thee bandy,
Inflam’d with bag-pipe and with brandy.

Doth not bold Sutherland the trusty,
With heart so true, and voice so rusty,
(A loyal soul) thy affright,
While hoarsely he demands the fight ?
Dost thou not generous Ilay dread,
The bravest hand, the wisest head ?
Undaunted dost thou hear th’ alarms
Of huary Athol sheath'd jn arms ?
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« Douglas, who draws his Tmesge dowms
From Thanes and peers of high renown,
Fiery, and young, and uncontrold,

With knights, and squires, and barons bold,
(His noble houshold- advances,

And on the milk-white courser prances.

Thee Forfar to the combat dares,

Grown swarthy in Ibenan wars;

And Monroe, kindled into rage,

Sourly defies thee to engage ;

He'll rout thy foot, though ne’er so many,
And horse to boot—if thou hadst any.

¢ But sce Argyll, with watchful eyes,
Lodg’d in his deep entrenchments lies,
Couch’d like a lion in thy way,

He waits to spring upon his prey ;
While, like a herd of timorous deer,
Thy army shakes and pants with fear,
Led by their doughty general's skill,
Prom frith to frith, from hill to hill.

¢¢ Is thus thy haughty promise paid

That to the Chevalier was made,
For dukodom. pesormlibip, and garter?”

or , generalship, gurter
Three moons thy Jemmy shall command,
With Highland sceptre in his hand,
Too good for his birth,
‘e« » Then down shall fall the king of Perth.

¢ *Tis 80 decreed : for George shall reign,

And traitors be forsworn in vain.
Heaven shall for ever on him smile,
And bless him still with an 1L
While thou, pursued by foes,
Condemn’d to barren rocks and snows,
And binder’d passing Inverlocky,
Shall burn the clan, and curse poor Jocky.”™

———
AN EPISTLE

FROM A LADY IN ENGLAND TO A CENTLEMAN A?
AVIGNON.

To thee, dear rover, and thy vnnq(nmi-h’d friends,
The health, she wants, thy gentle Chloe sends.
Though much you suffer, think I suffer more,
Worse than an exile on my native shove.
Compenions in your master’s flight you raam,
Cnenvy'd by your haughty foes at home ;
For ever near the royal outlaw’s side
You share his fortunes, and his hopes divide,
On glorious schemes, and thoughts of empire dwell,
And with imaginary titles swell.

Say, for thou know’st I own his sacred line, .
The passive doctrine, and the right divine,
Say, what new succours does the chief ?
The strength of armies? or the force of prayer?
Does he from Heaven or Earth his hopes derive?
From saints departed, or from priests alive? [stand,
Nor saints por priests can Brunswick’s troops with-
And beads drop useless through the zealot’s hand;
Heaven to our vows may future kingdoms owe,
But skill and courage win the crowns below.

Ere to thy cause, and thee, my heart inclin'd,

"1 Or love to party bhad seduc'd my mind,

In female joys I took a dull delight,
Slept all the morn, and punted balf the night:
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Rome deals out her blessings, and her gold:
Then o’er the map my finger, taught to stray,
Cross many a region marks the winding way;
From sea to sea, from realm to realm I rove,

And span the distance that between us lies.
Let not our James, though foil'd in arms, despair,
'Whlstonhhddebemcko.m‘hnlfthe&ir:

beauties strong.

Th’ unthinking victors vainly boast their powers;

Be theirs the musket, while the tongue is ours.

We reason with such fluency and fire,

The beaux we baflle, and the learned tire,

Agxinst her prelates plead the church’s cause,

And from our judges vindicate the laws,

Then mourn not, hapless prince, thy kingdoms lost ;

A crowm, though late, thy sacred brows may boast ;

Heaven seems through us thy empire to decree;

These who win hearts, have given their heartstothee.
Hast thou not heard that when, profusely gay,

Our well-drest rivals grac’d their sovereign’s day,

. We stubborn damsels met the public view

In loathsome wormwood, and repenting rue ?

W\uWhigbuthembled,whenoanoue-hnd

In virgin roses whiten'd half the land

Whoanbmetwhat&ouﬂuloeﬁm,

When oaken-boughs mark'd every loyal breast!

Less scar’d than Medway’sstream the Norman stood,

Whea croes the plain he spy’d a marching wood,

Till, near at hand, a gleam of swords betray’d

The youth of Kent beneath its wandering shade ?
Those who the succours of the fair despise,

May find that we have hails as well as eyes.

Thy female bards, O prince by fortane crost,

. At least more courage than thy men can boast :

Our sex has dar’d the mug-house chiefs to meet,

And purchas'd fame in many a well-fought street,

Prom Drury-Lane, the region of renown, -

The land of love, the Paphos of the town,

Fair patriots sallying oft have put to flight

With all their poles the guardians of the night,

And bore, with screams of triumph, to their side

The leader’s staff in all its painted pride.

Now fears the hawker in her warbling note

To vend the disconteuted statesman’s thought,

‘Though red with stripes, and recent from the thong,

Bore smitten for the love of sacred song,

The tuneful sisters still pursue their trade,

Like Philomela darkling in the shade.

Poor Trott attends, forgetful of a fare,

Avd hums in concert o’er his easy chair.
Meanwhile, regardless of the royal cause,

His sword for James no brother sovereign draws,

The pope himself, surrounded with alarms,

To Prance his bulls, to Corfu sends his arms,

And though he hears his darling son’s complaint,

Can y spare one tutelary saint,

But lists them all to guard hig own abodes,

4nd jato ready money coins his gods.

The dauntless Swede, pursted by vengefdl foes,

Scarce keeps his own hereditary snows ;

Nor must the friendly rouf of kind Lorrain

With feasts regale our garter’d youth again,

Safe, Bar-le-Duc, within thy silent grove

The pheasant now may perch, the hare may rove;

The knight, who aims unerring from afar,

Th’ adventurous knight, now quits the sylvan wars

Thy brinded boars may slumber undismay’d,

Or grunt secure beneath the chesnut shade,

Inconstant Orleans (still we mourn the day,

That trusted Orleans with imperial sway)

Far o’er the Alps our helpiess monarch sends,

Far from the call of his desponding friends.

Such are the terms, to gain Britannia’s grace !

And such the terrours of the Brunswick race !

‘Was it for this the Sun’s whole lustre fail’d,

And sudden midnight o’er the Moon prevail'd 1

For this did Heaven display to mortal eyes

Aérial knights and combats in the skies !

Was it for this Northumbrian streams look’d red !

And Thames driv'n backward show’d his secret bed {

False auguries! th’ insulting victor’s scorn !

Ev’n our own prodigies against us turn !

O portents construed on our side in vain !

Let never Tory trust eclipse again !

Run clear, ye fountains! be at peace, ye skies !
And, Thatnes, hencefurth to thy green borders rise !

To Rume then must the royal wanderer go,
And fall a suppliant at the papal toe ?
His life in sloth inglorious must he wear,
One half in luxury, and one in prayer ?
His mind perhaps at length debauch’d with ease,
The profferd purple and the hat may please.
Shall he, whose ancient patriarchal race
To mighty Nimrod in one line we trace,
In solemn conclave sit, devoid of thought,
And poll for points of faith his trusty vote !
Be summon’d to his stall in time of need,
And with his casting suffrage fix a creed !
Shall he in robes on stated days appear,
And English heretics curse once a
Garnet and Faux shall he with prayers invoke,
And beg that Snrithfield piles once more may smoke {
Forbid it, Heaven! my soul, to fury wrought,
Turns almost Hanoverian at the thought.
From James and Rome I feel my heart decline,
And fear, O Brunswick, twill be wholly thine ;
Yet still his share thy rival will contest,
And still the double claim divides my breast,
The fate of James with pitying eyes I view,
And wish my homage were not Brunswick's due :
To James my passion and my weakness guide,
But reason sways me to the victor’s side.
Though griev'd I speak it, let the truth appear |
You know my language, and my heart, sincere,
In vain did falsehood his fair fame disgrace ?
What force had falsehood, when he show'd his face’!
In vain to war our boastful clans were led ;
Heaps driv'n on heaps, in the dire shuck they fled:
France shuns his wrath, nor raises to our shame
IA a;eond an:::r in anothelr name:

n Britain'’s their wealth all Europe throws,
A up the Thames the world’s abundance flows:
Spite of feign’d fears and artificial cries,

The pious town sees fifty churches rise :

The hero triumphs as his worth is known,

And sits more firmly on his shaken throne,

To my sad thought no beam of hope appears

‘

Through the long prospect of sucoeeding years.
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‘The son, aspiring to hs father’s fame,
Shows all his sire : another and the same.
'lr!e,ﬁl:len in lavely Carolina’s arms,
0 future ages propagates her charms: |
With pain and joy at strife, I oféen trace
The mingled parents in each daughter’s face;
Half sickening at the sight, too well I spy
The father’s spirit through the mother’s eye:
In vain new thoughts of rage I entertsin,
Angstriveto‘hltetbeirinnocxinv;:.,
princess ! happy by thy confest !
Blest in thy husband ! in thy children blest!
As they from thee, from them new beauties bom,
While Europe lasts, shall Earope’s throoes adorn.
Transplanted to each court, in times %0 come,
Thy smile celestial and unfading bloom,
Great Austria’s sons with softer lines shall grace,
.And smooth the frowns of Bourbon’s hawghty race.
The fair descendants of thy sacred bed,
Wide-branching o'er the western world shall spread,
Like the fam'd Banian tree,whose pliant shoot
To earthward bending of itself takes root,
Till, like their mother plant, ten thousand stand
In verdant arches en the fertile land ;
Beneath her shade the tawny Indians rove,
Or hunt, at large, through the wide echoing grove.
O thou, to whom these moumful lines I send,
My promis’d husband, and my dearest friend ;
Since Heaven appoints this favour’d race to reign,
And blood has drench’d the Scottish fields in vain ;
Must I be wretched, and thy flight partake ?
Or wilt not thou, for thy lov'd Chloe’s sake,
Tird out at length, submit to fate’s decree ?
If not to Brunswick, O return to me !
Prostrate before the victor's mercy bend :
‘What spares whole thousands, may to thee extend.
Should blinded friends thry doubtful conduct blame,
Great Brunswick’s virtue shall secure thy fame :
Say these invite thee to appreach his throne,
Znd own the manarch, Heaven vouchsafes to own:
The world, convinc’d, thy reasons will apprave ;
Say this to them; but swear to me ’twas love.

‘ AN ODE,
OCCASIONED BY , MIS EXCELLENCY THE EARL OF
STANHOPR’S VOYAGE TO FRANCE, 1718,

Idem
Pacis eras modiueque belli. Hor.
Fan daugbter once of Windsor’s woods !
In safety o’er the rolling floods,
‘Britannia’s boast and darling care,
Big with the fate of Purope, bear.
May winds itious on his way
The minister of peace convey ;
Nor rebel wave, nor risimg storm,
Great George's liquid realms deform.
Our vows are heard. Thy crowded sails
Already swell with western gales ;
Already Albion’s coast retires,
And Calais multiplies her spires :
At length has royal Orleans prest,
With open arms, the well-k.n?vn guest ;
Before in sacred friendship join'd,
And now in counsels for mankind :
‘Whilst his clear schemes our patriot shows,
And plans the threatsa’d world’s repose,

And bless whole ages yet to come.
Henceforth great Brunswick shall decres
What flag must awe the Tyrrhene sea ;
From whom the Tuscan grape shall glow,
And fruitful Arethusa flow. ‘

See in firm leagues with Thames combine
The Seine, the Maese, and distant Rhine !
Nor, Ebro, let thy singlerage
With half the warring world engage.

Oh! call to mind thy thousands slain,
And Almanara’s fatal plain ;

While yet the Gallic terrours sleep,
Nor Britain thunders from the deep.

— ]
PROLOGUE
T® THR UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD,
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Waar kings henceforth shall reign, what states be
Is fixt at length by Anna’s just decree: ffres,
Whose brows the Muse’s sacred wreath shall fit
Is left to yeu, the arbiters of wit.
With beating hearts the rival poets wait,
Till you, Athenians, shall decide their fate 3
Of&eure,w}nntothueleumedmt;thoycm,
equal judgment, and impartiat doom.
Poor is the player’s fame, whose whole renown
Is but the praiee of a capricious town ;
While, with mock-majesty, and fancy'd power,
He struts in robes, the monarch of an hour.
Oft wide of natare must he act a part,
Make love in tropes, in bombast break his heart s
In turn and simile resign bis breath,
And rhyme and quibbie in the pangs of desth,

We blush, when plays like these receive applsuseg

And laugh, in secret, at the tears we cause ;.
‘With honest scom our own success disdain,
A worthless honour, and inglorious gain.

No trifling scenes at Oxford shall appear ;
Well, what we blush to act, may you to -hear.
To you our fam’d, our standard plays we bring,
The work of whom you taught to sing :
Though crown’d with fame, they dare not think W
Nor take the laurel till bestow'd by you. {due,
Great Cato’s self, the glory of the stage,
Who charms, corrects, exalts, and fires the age,
Begs here be may be try’d by Roman laws ;
To you, O fathers, he submits his cause ;
He rests not in the people’s 1 voice,
Till you, the senats, have confirm’d his choice.

Fine is the secret, delicate the art,
To wind the ions, and command the heart ;
For fancy’d ills to force our tears to flow,
Mnnhtheganmsmlinlovewimm;
To raise the shades of heroes to our view;
Rebuild fall’a empivce, and old time renew.
Howhavdthehsk!lwwmﬁnegodb‘keup!
None should presume to dictate for the stage,
But such as boast a great extensive mind,
Enrich’d by Nature, and by Art refin’d ;
Whe feom the ancient stores their knowledge bring,-
And tasted earlty of the Muses’ spring.
May none pretend upon her throne to sit,
But such s, sprung from- you, are born to wit =

Chosen by the mob, their hwleacllinwenli‘hh,-

Yours is the old hereditary right.
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KING CHARLES I
TAKEV AT THB TIME OF HIS TRIAL.
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GEORGE CLARKE, Esa.

« « » « Animum pictura pascit inani
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Cax this be he ! could Charles, the good, the great,

Be sunk by Heaven to such a dismal state !

How meagre, pale, neglected, worn with care !

‘What steady sadness, and august despair !

In those sunk eyes the grief of years I trace,

Aud sorrow seems acquainted with that face.

Tears, which his heart disdain’d, from me oerflow, |

Thus to survey God's substitate below,
In solemn anguish, and majestic woe.

‘When spoil’d of empire by unhallow’d hands,
Sold by his slaves, and held in impious bands ;
Rent from, whato&hu!m’dnnnomlle, .
His hel children, and his bosom wife;
Doem’d for the faith, plebe»mngetoahnd,
And&}lavnhmforthegml!yhud
Then thus was seen, abandon’d and for]om,

The king, the father, and the saint to mourn.—
Boveonld’nthm,m then thy skill display ?
Thy steady hands thy savage heart betray :
Near thy bold work the stann'd spectators faint,
Namm’d,vhtﬂmmoﬂdmld’ctpﬁm.
‘What brings to mind each various scene of woe,
‘Th* imsulting judge, the solemm-mocking show,
‘lhhorndme, and aecurwed blow.

Where then, just Heaven, was thy unactive hand, |

‘Thy idle thunder, and thy lingering brand !
Thy adamantine shield, thy an, I wmgs,
Ard the great genii of anointed ki

' ‘l‘muou fryad shall thus the mn regard !
-And injur'd virtue meet this sad reward !
So-d ‘none like, can Time's dld records tell,
'l'hough Pompey'bled, and poor Darius fell.
All names but one too low—that one too high :
All parallels are wrongs, or blasphemy.

O Power Supreme ! How secret are thy ways! |
Yet man, vain man, would trace the mystuc maze, '
‘With foolish wisdom, arguing, charge his God,

His balance hold, aud guide his angry rod ;
New-mould the spheres, and mend the sky’s design,
And sound th’ immense with his short scanty line. |
Do thou, my soul, the destin’d period wait,

When God lhl“ solve the dark decrees of fate,

His now clear,
-enndbeauuﬁﬁlnppeur,

And make
When suffering saints aloft in beams shall glow,
And prosperous traitors their teeth below.
Sach boding thoughts did guilty conscience dart,
A pledge of Hell to dying Cromwell’s heart :
Thea this pale image seem’d t' invade his room,
Gaz’d him to stome, and warn’d him to the tomb.
While thunders roll, and nimble lightnings play,
4nd the storm wings his spotted soul away. [mand
A blast more bounteous ne’er did Heaven com-
“To scatter blessings o’er the British land.
Not that more lmg‘ which dash’d the pride of Spain,
And whirPd ber crusb’d Armada round the main;

++ A FRAGMENT.
Not those mere kind, which guide our floating

towers,

Waft gums and gold, and made far India ours
That ounly kinder, which to Britain’s shore
Did mitres, crowns, and Stuart's race restore,
Renew'd the church, revers'd the kingdom’s doom,
And brought with Charles an Anna yet to come.

O Clarke, to whom a Stuart trusts her reign
O’er Alluon’t fleets, and delegates the main ;
Dear, as the faith thy loyal heart hath sworn,
Transmit this piece to ages yet unborn.
'l'hlulght shall damp the raging ruffian’s breast,
The poison epill, and half-dvawn sword arrest;
To sofw compassion 8 traitors bend,
And, one destroy'd, a | kings defend.

A FRAGMENT

or
A POEM ON HUNPING.

Dona cano divim, letas venantibus artes,

Y Auspicio, Diana, tuo— Gratius.

| Honszs and hounds, their care, their various race,

The numerous beasts, that range the rural chase,

| The huntsman’s chosen scenes, his friendly stars,

The laws and glory of the sylvan wars,

I first in British verse presume to raise ;

A venturous rival of the Roman praise.

Let me, chaste queen of woods, thy aid obtain,

Bring here thy light-foet nymphs,and sprightiy train:

If oft, o’er lawns, thy care prevents the day

| To rouse the foe, and press the bounding prey,
‘Woo thine own Pheebus in the task to join,

And grant me genius for the bold design.

In this soft shade, O sooth the warrior’s fire,

And fit his bow-string to the trembling lyre;

And teach, while thus their arts and arms we sing,

The groves to echo, and the vales to ring.
* * %® x % % *

»

*

* * * * * *

Thy care be first the various gifts to trace,

: The minds and genius of the latrant race.

In powers distinct the different clans excel,

| In sight, or swifiness, or sagucious smell ;

By wiles ungenerous some surprise the pmy,

And some by courage win the doubtful day. |
Seest thou the gaze-hound ! how with glance severe
From the close herd he marks the destin'd deer !
How every nerve the greyhound's stretch displays,
The hare preventing in her airy maze ;

The luckless prey how treacherous tumblers gain,
And dauntless wolf-dogs shake the lion’s mane ;
O’er all, the blood-hound boasts superior skill,

To scent, to view, to turn, and boldly kill !

His fellows’ vain alarms rejects with scorn,

True to the master’s voice, and learned -hor.

His nostrils oft, if ancient Fame sing true,

Trace the sly felon through the tainted dew ;

Once snuff’d, he follows with unalter'd aim,

Nor odours lure him from the chosen game ;
Deep mouth’d he thunders, and inflam’d he views,
Springs on relentless, and to death pursues.

Some hounds of manners vile (nor less we find
Of fops in hounds, than in the reasoning kind)
Puff'd with conceit run gladd'ng o’er the plain,
And from the scent divert the wiser train ;

For the foe’s footsteps fondly muff their own,

And mar the music with their senseless tone ;
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Start at the starting prey, or rustliing wind,

And, hot at first, inglorious lag behind.

A sauntering tribe ! may such mv foes disgrace !
Give me, ye gods, to breed the nobler race.

Nor grieve thon to attend, while truths unknown
1 sing, and make Athenian arts our own.

Dost thou in hounds aspire to deathless fame ?
Learn well their lineage and their ancient stem.
Each tribe with joy old rustic heralds trace,

And sing the chosen worthies of their race;

How his sire's features in the son were-spy’d,
‘When Die was made the vigorous Ringwuod’s bride.
Less sure thick lips the fate of Austria doom,

Or eagle noses rul’d almighty Rome.

Good shape to various kinds old bards confine,
Some praise the Greek, and some the Roman line ;
And dogs to beauty make as differing claims,

As Albion’s nymphs, and India’s jetty dames.
Immense to name their lands, to mark their bounds,
And paint the theusand families of hounds : .
First count the sands, the drops where oceans flow,
Or Gauls by Marlborough sent to shades below,
‘The task be mine, to teach Britannia's swains,

My much-lov’d , and my native plains.

Such be the dog, I charge, thou mean’st to train,
His back is crooked, and his belly plain,

Of fillet stretch’d, aud huge of baunch behind,

A tapering tail, that nimbly cuts the wind ;

Truse-thigh’d, straight-ham’d, and fox-like form’d
his paw,

Large-leg’d, dry sol’d, and of protended claw.

His flat, wide nostrils snuff the savory steam,

And from his eyes he shoots permicious gleam ;

Middling his head, and prone to earth bis view,

‘With ears and chest that dash the moming dew :

He best to stem the flood, to leap.the bound,

And charm the Dryads with his voice profound g

To pay large tribute to his weary lord,

And crown the sylvan hero's plenteous board.

The matron bitch whose womb shall best produce
‘The hopes and fortune of th’ illustrious house,
Deriv’d from noble, but from foreign seed,
For various nature loaths incestuous breed,
Is like the sire throughout. Nor yet displease
Large flanks, and ribs, to give the teemer ease.

In Spring let loose thy pairs. Then all things

prove
‘The stings of pleasure, and the pangs of love :
Ethereal Jove then glads, with genial showers,
Earth’s mighty womb, and strews her lap with
- flowers.

Hence juices mount, and buds, embolden’d, try
More kindly breezes, and a softer sky :
Kind Venus revels. Hark ! on every bough,
In lulling strains the feather’d warblers woo.
Fell tigers soften in th’ infections flames,
And lions fawning, court their brinded dames :
Great Love pervades the deep; to please his mate,
The whale, in gambols, moves- his monstrous

weight,

Heav'd by is wayward mirth old Ocean roars,
And scatter'd navies bulge on distant shores.

All Nature smiles ; come now, nor fear, my love,
To taste the odours of the woodbine grove,
To pass the evening glooms in barmless play,
And, sweetly swearing, languish life away.
An altar, bound with recent fiowers, I rear
To thee, bust season of the various year;
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All hail ! such days in beauteous order ran,

So swift, so sweet, when first the world began,

In Eden’s bowers, when man’s great sire amign’d

The names and natures of the brutal kind.

Then lamb and lion friendly walk’d their round,

And hares, undaunted, lick’d the fondling hound 3

Wondrous to tell ! but when, with luckless hand,

Our daring mother broke the sole command,

Then Want and Envy brought their meagre traim,

ThenWrath came down,and Death had leave toreigns

Hence foxes earth’d, and wolves abhor’d the day,

And hungry churls ensnar’d the nightly prey ;

Rude arts at first ; but witty Want refin’d

The huntsman’s wiles, and Famine form’d the mind.

Bold Nimrod first the lion’s trophies wore, i

The panther bound, and lanc’d the bristling boar;

He taught to turn the hare, to bay the deer,

And wheel the courser in his mid career :

Ah ! had he there restrain’d his tyrant hand !

Let me, ye powers, an humbler wreath demand. .

No pomps I ask, which crowns and sceptres yield,

Nor dangerous laurels in the dusty field ;

Fast by the forest, and the limpid spring, ‘

Give me the warfare of the woods to sing, |

To breed my whelps, and healthful press the gamse, |

A mean, inglorious, but a guiltiess name, ‘
\
\

And now thy female bears in ample womb .
The bane of hares, and triumphs yet to come.
No sport, I ween, nor blast of sprightly horn,
Should tempt me then to hurt the whelps unborn.
Unlock’d, in covers let her freely run,
To range thy courts, and bask before the Sun ;
Near thy full table let the favourite stand,
Strok’d by thy son’s, or blooming daughter’s hand.,
Caress, indulge, by arts the matron bride,
T’ improvg her breed, and teem a vigorous tribe.
So, if small things may be compar'd with great,
And Nature’s works the Muses imitate,
So, stretch’d in shades, and lull'd by murmuring
streams

¢

g::tmm‘sbmumeiv’dthe heavenly dreams,

use, serene, the musing prophet lay, ’
Till thoughts in embryo, ripening, burst their way.
Hence bees in state, and foaming coursers come,
Heroes, and gods, and walls of lofty Rome.
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TO APOLLO MAKING LOVE,

FROM MONSIEUR PONTENELLE.

I A, cry’d Apollo, when Daphne he woo'd,

And panting for breath, the coy virgin pursued,*
When his wisdom, in manner most ample, expresy
The long list of the graces his godship possest :

I'm the god of sweet song, and inspirer of lays ;
Nor for lays, nor sweet song, the fair fugitive stays 3
I'm the god of the harp—stop my fairest—in vain ;

“Nor the harp, nor the harper, could fetch her again.

Every plant, every flower, and their virtues I know,
God of light I'm above, and of physic below : [Tast;
At the dreadful word physic, the nymph fled move
At the fatal word physic she doubled her haste,
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Thou fond god of wisdom, then, alter thy ‘phrase,

1id ber view the young bloom, and thy ravishing rays,

Tell her less of thy knowledge, and more of thy
charms,

And, my life for ’t, the damsel will fly to thy arms.

THE FATAL CURIOSITY.

Moucs had I he‘ni of fair Francelia’s name,
The luvish praises of the babler, Fame :

I thought them such, and went prepar’d to pry,
And trace the charmer, with a critic’s eye ;
Resolv'd to find some fault, before unspy’d,
And disappointed, if but satisfy’d.

Love pierc’d the vassal heart, that durst rebel,

And where a judge was meant, a victim fell :
On those dear eyes, with sweet perdition gay,
I zaz’d, at once, my pride and soul away ;
All 0’er*1 felt the luscious poison run,

And, in a look, the hasty conquest won.

Thus the fond moth around the taper plays,
And sports and flutters vear the treacherous blaze ;
Rarish’d with joy, he wings his eager flight,

Nor dreams of ruin in so clear a light ;
He tempts his fate, and courts a glorious doom,
A bright destruction, and a shining tomb.

o
TO A LADY:

WITH A DESCRIPTION OF THE PHENIX.

Lavisa of wit, and bold, appear the lines,
Where Claudian’s genius in the Phenix shines ;
A thousand ways each brilliant point is turn'd,
And the gay poem, like its theme, adorn’d :

A tale more strange ne'er grac’d the poet’s art,
Nor e’er did fiction play so wild a part.

Each fabled charm in matchless Cselia meets,

The heavenly colours, and ambrosial sweets ;

Her virgin bosom chaster fires supplies,

And beams more piercing guard her kindred eyes.
Qerflowing wit th’ imagin’d wonder drew,

But fertile fancy ne’er can reach the true.

Now buds your youth“,n%our cheeks their bloom
The untainted lily, and Iding rose ; [disclose,
Fase in your mien, and swectness in your face,
You speak a Syren, and you move a Grace ;

Nor time shall urge these beauties to decay,
While virtue gives, what years shall steal away :
The fair, whose youth can boast the worth of age,
In age shall with the charms of youth engage ;
ln every change still lovely, still the saine,

A fairer Phenix in a purer flame.

A DESCRIPTION OF

THE PHENIX.
FROM CLAUDIAN,

I« atmost ocean lies a lovely isle,
Where Spring still blooms, and greens for ever smile,
‘Which sees the Sun put on his first array,
And hears his panting steeds bring on the day;
When, from the deep, they rush with rapid force,
And whirl aloft, to run their glorious course ;
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When first appear the ruddy streaks of light,
And glimmering beawss dispel the parting night.
In these soft shades, unprest by human feet,
The happy Phenix keeps his balmy seat,
Far from the world disjoin’d ; he reigns alone,
Alike the ewmpire, and its king unknown.
A god-like bird ! whose endless round of years
Out-lasts the stars, and tires the circling spheres;
Not us’d like vulgar birds to eat his fill,
Or drink the crystal of the murmuring rill ;
But fed with warnth from Titan’s purer ray,
And slak’d by streams which castern seas convey ;
Still he renews his life in these abodes,
Contemris the power of Fate, and mates the gods.
His fiery eyes shoot forth a glittering ray,
And round his head ten thousand glories play;
High on his crest, a star celestial bright
Divides the darkness with its piercing light ;
His legs are stain'd with purple’s lively dye,
His azure wings the fleeting winds out-tly ;
Soft plumes of cheerful blue his limbs infold,
Enrich’d with spangles, and bedropt with gold.
Begot by none himself, begetting none,
Sire of himself he is, and of himself the son ;
His life in fruitful death renews his date,
And kind destruction but prolongs his fate :
Ev’n in the grave new strength his limbs receive,
And on the funeral pile begin to live.
For when a thousand times the summer Sun
His bending race has on the zodiac run,
And when as oft the vernal signs have roll’d,
As oft the wintery brought the numbing cold ;
Then drops the bird, worn out with aged cares,
And bends beneath the mighty load of years.
So falls the stately pine, that proudly grew,
The shade and glory of the mountain’s brow.
When pierc'd by blasts, and spouting clouds o'er-
It, slowly sinking, nods its tottering hcad, [spread,
Part dies by winds, and part by sickly raius,
And wasting age destroys the poor remains.
Then, as the silver empress of the night,
O’er-clouded, glimmers in a fainter light,
So froz’n with age, and shut from light's supplies,
In lazy rounds scarce roll his feeble eyes, [nown'd,
And those fleet wings, for strength and speed re-
Scarce rear th’ inactive Jumber from the ground.
Mysterious arts a second time create
The bird, prophetic of approaching fate.
Pil’d on a heap Sabean herbs he lays,
Parch’d by his sire the Sun’s intensest rays; ~
The pile design’d to form his funeral scene
He wraps in covers of a fragrant green,
And bids his spicy heap at once become
A grave destructive, and a teeming womb,
On the rich bed the dying wonder lies,
Imploring Pheebus with persuasive cries,
To dart upon him in collected rays,
And new-create him in a deadly blaze.
The god beholds the suppliant from afar,
And stops the progress of his heavenly carr. [burn,
¢ O thou,” says he, ‘‘ whom harmless fires shall
Thy age the flame to second youth shall tuen,
An‘infant’s cradle is thy funeral urn.
Thou, on whum Heaven hasfix'd th’ ambiguous doom
To live by ruin, and by death to bloom,
Thy life, thy strength, thy lovely form renew,
And with fresh beauties doubly charm the view.”
Thus speaking, *midst the aromatic bed
Aigol!den beam he tosses from his bead ;
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Swift as desire, the shining ruin flies,
And straight devours the willing sacrifice,
‘Who hastes to perish in the fertile fire,
Sink into strength, and into life expire.
In flames the circling odours mount on high,
Perfume the air, and glitter in the sky,
The Moon and Stars, amaz’d, retard their flight,
And Nature startles at the doubtful sight ;
For, whilst the pregnant urn with fury glows,
The goddess labours with a mother’s throes,
Yet joys to cherish, in the friendly flames,
The noblest prodnct of the skill she claims.
Th’ enlivening dust its head begins to rear,
And on the ashes sprouting plumes appear ;
In the dead bird reviving vigour reigns,
And life returning revels in his veins:
A new-born Phenix starting from the flame,
Obtains at once a son’s, and father’s name;
And the great change of double life displays,
In the short moment of one transient blaze.
On his new pinions to the Nile he bends,
And to the gods his parent urn commends,
To Egypt bearing, with majestic pride,
The balmy nest, where first he liv’d and dy’d.
Birds of all kinds admire th’ unusal sight,
And grace the triumph of his infant flight ;
In crowds unnumber’d round their chief they fly,
the air, and cloud the spacious skyj
Nor dares the fiercest of the winged race
Obstruct his journey through th’ ethereal space ;
‘The hawk and eagle useless wars forbear,
Forego their courage, and consent to fear ;
‘The feather'd nations humble homage bring,
And bless the gaudy flight of their ambrosial king.
Less glittering pomp does Parthia’s monarch yield,
Commanding legions to the dusty field ;
Though sparkling jewels on his helm abound,
And royal gold his awful head surround ;
Though rich embroidery paint his purple vest,
And his steed bound in costly trappings drest,
Pleas’d in the battle’s dreadful van to ride,
In graceful grandeur, and imperial pride.
Fam’d for the worship of the Sun, there stands
A sacred fane in Egypt's fruitful lands,
Hewn from the Theban mountain’s rocky womb
An hundred columns rear the marble dome ;
Hither, ’tis said, he brings the precious load,
A grateful offering to the beamy gud ;
Upon whose altar’s consecrated blaze
‘The seeds and relics of himself he lays,
‘Whence flaming incense makes the temple shiue,
And the glad altars breathe perfumes diviue,
The wafted smell to far Pelusium flies,
To chear old Ocean, and enrich the skies,
‘With nectar’s sweets to make the nations smile,
And scent the seven-fold channels of the Nile.
Thrice happy Phenix! Heaven’s peculiar care
Has made thyself thyself’s surviving heir ;
By Death thy deathless vigour is supply’d,
Which sjnks to ruin all the world beside ;
Thy age, not thee, assisting Pheebus burns,
And vital flames light up thy funeral urns.
‘Whate'er events have been, thy eyes survey,
And thou art fixt, while ages roll away ;
‘Thou saw’st when raging Ocean burst his bed,
O'er-top'd the mountains, and the earth o er-s'pread
‘When the rash youth inflam’d the high abodes,
Scorch’d up the skies, and acar'd the deathless gods,
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When Nature ceases, thou shalt still remain,
Nor second Chaos bound thy endless reign ;
Fate’s tyrant laws thy happier lot shall brave,
Baffle Destruction, and elude the Grave.

———————

VERSES
TO MRS. LOWTHER
ON HER MARRIAGE.
FROM MENACR.

The greatest swain that treads th’ Arcadian grove,
Our shepherds eavy, and our virgins love,
His charming nymph, his softer fair obtains,
The bright Diana of our flowery plains ;
He, *midst the graceful, of superior grace,
And she the loveliest of the loveliest race.
Thy fruitful influence, guardian Juno, shed,
And crown the pleasures of the genial bed :
Raise thence, their future joy, a smiling heir,
Brave as the father, as the mother fair.
Well may’st thou shower thy choicest gifts on those,
Who boldly rival thy most hated foes ;
The vigorous bridegroom with Alcides vies,
And the fair bride has Cytherea’s eyes.

TO A LADY;

WITH A PRESENT OF FLOWERS

Thae fragrant paimting of our flowery fields,

The choicest stores that youthful Summer yields,
Strephon to fair Elisa hath convey’d,

The sweetest garland to the sweetest maid.

O cheer the flowers, my fair, and let them rest
On the Elysium of thy snowy breast,

And there regale the smell, and charm the view,
With richer odours, and a Ioveher hue.

Learn hence, nor fear a flatterer in the flower,
Thy form divine, and beauty's matchless power :
Faint, near thy checks, the bright carnation glows,
And thy ripe lips out-blush the opening rose :
The hly’s snow betrays less pure a light,

Lost in thy bosom’s more unsullied white ;

And wreaths of jasmine shed perfuthes, benvatb
Th’ ambrosial incense of thy balmy breath.

Ten thousand beauties grace the rival pair,
How fair the chaplet, and the nyinph bow fair!
But ah ! to0 soon these fleeting charms decay,
The fading lustre of one hastening day.

This night shall see the gaudy wreath decline,
The roses wither, and the lilies pine.

The garland’s fate to thine shall be apply’d,
And what advance thy form, shall check thy pride:
Be wise, my fair, the present hour hnprove,

Let joy be now, and now a waste of love ;
Each drooping bloom shall plead thy just excuse,
And that which show’d thy beauty, show its use.

ON A LADY'S PICTURE:
TO GILFRED LAWSON, BSQ.
A¢ Damon Chloe’s painted form survey'd,
He sigh’d, and languish’d for the jilting shade :
For Cupid taught the artist hand its grace,
And Venus wanton'd in the mimic face.



FOURTH BOOK OF LUCAN.

" Now he laments a look so falsely fair,

And almost damns, what yet resembles her ;

Now he devours it, with his longing eyes ;

Now sated, from the lovely phantom flies,

Yet burns to look again, yet looks again, and dies.

Her ivory neck his lips presume to kiss,

And his bold hands the swelling bosom press ;

The swain drinks in deep draughts of vain desire,

Melts without heat, and burns in fancy’d fire.
Strange power of paint ! thou nice creator art !

What love inspires, may life itself impart.

Strack with like wounds, of old, Pygmalion pray’d,

And hugg’d to life his artificial maid ;

Chsp, new Pygmalion, clasp the seeming charms,

Perhaps ev’n now th’ enlivening image warms,

Destin’d to crown thy joys, and revel in thy arms:

Thy arms, which shall with fire so fierce invade,

That she at once shall be, and cease to be 2 maid.

PART OF THR

FOURTH BOOK OF LUCAN.

Csesar, having resolved to give battle to Petreius and
Afranius, Pompey’s lieutenants in Spain,encamped
near the enemy m the same field. The behaviour
of their soldiers, at their seeing and knowing one
another, is the subject of the following verses.

Taem ancient friends, as now they nearer drew,

Prepar'd for fight the wondering soldiers knew ;

Brother with brother, in unnatural strife,

And the son arm’d against the father's life :

Curst civil war ! then conscience first was felt,

And the tough veteran’s heart began to melt.

Fixd in dumb sorrow all at once they stand,

Then wave,-a pledge of peace, the guiltless hand ;

To vent ten thousand struggling passions move,

‘The stings of nature, and the pangs of love.

All order broken, wide their arms they throw,

And run, with transport, to the longing foe :

Here the long-lost acquaintance neighbours claim,

There an old friend recalls his comrade’s name,

Youths, who in arts beneath one tutor grew,

Rome rent in twain, and kindred hosts they view.
Tears wet their impious arms, a fond relief,

And kisses, broke by sobs, the words of grief ;

Though yet no blood was spilt, each anxious mind

With horrour thinks on what his rage design’d.

Ah! genervus youths, why thus, with fruitless pain,

Baat ye those breasts ? why gush those eyes in vain ?

Why blame ye Heaven,and charge your guilt onFate?

Why dread the tyrant, whom yourselves inake great ?

Bids he the trumpet sound ? the trumpet slight.

Bids he the standards move ? refuse the fight.

Your generals, left by you, will love again .

A son and father, when they ’re private men.

- Kind Concord, heavenly born | whose blissful reign
Holds this vast globe in one surrounding chain,
Whose laws the jarring elements control,

And knit each atom close from pole to pole ;

Soul of the world ! and love’s eternal spring !

This lucky hour, thy aid fair goddess bring !

This lucky hour, ere aggravated crimes

Heap guilt on guilt, and doubly stain the times.

No veil henceforth for sin, for pardon none ;

They know their duty, now their friends are known.
Vain wish ! from blood short must the respite be,
New crimes, by love inhanc’d, this night shall see:
Such is the will of Fate, and such the bard decree.
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*Twas peace. From either camp, now void of fear
The soldiers mingling chearful feasts prepare :
On the green sod the friendly bowis were crown’d,
And hasty banquets pil'd upon the ground :
Around the fire they talk ; one shows his scars,
One tells what chance first led him to the wars | *
Their stories o’er the tedious night prevail,
And the mute circle listens to the tale; [hate,
They own they fought, but swear they ne’er could'.
Deny their guilt, and lay the blame on Fate ;
Their love revives, to make them guiltier grow,
A short-liv’d blessing, but to heighten woe.

When to Petreius first the news was told,
The jealous general thought his legions sold.
Swift with the guards, his head-strong fury drew,
From out his camp he drives the hostile crew ;
Cuts clasping friends asunder with his sword,
And stains with blood each hospitable board.

Then thus his wrath breaks out, * O! lost to fame !
Oh ! false to Pompey, and the Roman name !
Can ye not conquer, ye degenerate bands ?

Oh ! die at least ; ’tis all that Rome demands,
What ! will ye own, while ye can wield the sword,
A rebel standard,,and usurping lord ?

Shall he be sued to take you into place

Amongst his slaves, and grant you equal grace?
What? sball my life be begg’d ? inglorious thought
And life abhorr’d, on such conditions bought !

The toils we bear, my friends, are not for life,

Too mean a prize in such a dreadful strife;

Bat peace would lead to servitude and shame,

A fair amasement, apd a specious name.

Never had man explor’d the iron ore,

Markd out the trench, or rais'd the lofty tower,
Ne’er had the steed in harness sought the plain,
Or fleets *d on th’ unstable main ;

Were life, were breath, with fame to be compar'd
Or peace to glorious liberty preferr’d.

By guilty oaths the hostile army bound,

Holds fast its impious faith, and stands its ground ;
Are you perfidious, who espouse the laws,

And traitors only in a righteous cause?

Oh shame ! in vain through nations far and wide,
Thou call'st the crowding monarchs to thy side,
Fall'n Pompey ! while thy legions here betray

Thy cheap-bought life, and treat thy fame away.”
He ended fierce. The soldier's rage returns,
His blood flies upward, and his bosom barns.

So, haply tam'd, the tiger bears his bands,

Less grimly growls, and licks his keeper’s hands ;
But if by chance he tastes forbidden gore,

He yells amain, and makes his dungeon roar.

Ke glares, he foams, he aims a desperate bound,
And his pale master flies the dangerous ground.
Now deeds are done, which man might charge
On stubborn Fate, or undiecerning Night, [aright
Had nat their guilt the lawless soldiers known,

And made the whole malignity their own.

The beds, the plenteous tables, float with gore,
And breasts are stabb'd, that were embrac’d before:
Pity awhile their hands from slaughter kept;
Inward they groan’d, and, as they drew, they wept :
But every blow their wavering rage assures,

In murder hardens, and to bloed inures. [descry,
Crowds charge on crowds, nor friends their friends
But sires by sons, and sons by fathers die.

Black, monstrous rage ! each, with victorious cries,
Drags his slain friend before the general’s eyes,
Exults in guilt, that throws the only shame

.

On Pompey’s cause, and blots the Roman name.
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THR PIRST BOOK OF
IIOMER’S ILIAD.

THE DBDI CATION.

Woazx 1. first entered upon this translation, 1 was
ambitious of dedicating it to the earl of Halifax ;
but being prevented from doing myself thdt honour,
by the unspeakable loss which our country hath sus-
tained in the death of that extraordinary person, I
hope 1 shall not be blamed for presuming to make a
dedication of it to his memory. The greatness of
his name will justify a practice altogether uncom-
mon, and may gain favour towards a work, which
(if it had deserved his patronage) is perhaps the only
one inscribed to bis lordship, that will esclpebemg
rewarded by him.

I might have one advantage from such a dedi-
cation, that nothing, I could say in it, would be
suspected of flattery.  Besides that the world would
take a pleasure in hearing those things said of this
great man, now he is dead, which he himself would
have been offended at when living.. But though I
am sensible, so amiable and exalted a character
would be very acceptable to the public, were I able
to draw it in its full extent; I should be censured
very descrvedly, should I venture upon an under-
taking, to which I am by no means equal.

His consummate knowledge in all kinds of busi-
ncss, his winning eloquence in public assemblies,
his active zeal for the good of his country, and the
share he had in conveying the supreme power to an
illustrious family famous for being friends to man-
kind, are subjects easy to be enlarged upon, but
incapable of being exhausted. The nature of the
following performance more directly leads me to
lament the misfortune, which hath befallen the
lcamed world, by the death of so gencrous and uni-
versal a patron.

He rested not in a barren admiration of the polite
arts, wherein he himself was so great a master;
but was acted by that humanity they naturally
iuspire: which gave rise to many excellent wri-
ters, who have cust a light upon the age in which
he lived, and will dnstmgmsl, it to posterity. It is
well known, that very few celebrated pieces have
becn published for several years, but what were
cither promoted by his encouragement, or supported
by his approbation, or recompensed by his bounty.
And if the succession of men, who excel in most of
the refined arts, should not continue ; though some
may impute it to a.decay of genius in our country-
men; those, who are unacquainted with his lord-
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ship's character, will know more justly bow te
account for it.

The cause of liberty will receive no small advan-
tage in future times, when it shall be observed that
the earl of Halifax was one of the patriots who were
at the head of it ; and that most of those, who were
eminent in the several parts of polite or useful learn-
ing, were by his influence and example engaged
in the same intercst.

1 hope therefore the public will excuse my ambi-
tion for thus intruding into the number of those
applauded men, who have paid him this kind of
homage: especially since I am also prompted to
it by gratitude, for the protection with which he had
begun to honour me ; and do it at a time, when he
cannot suffer by the importunity of iny acknowledg-

ments.
|

i —

)
TO0 TRE RRADER.

[ must inform the reader, that when I began this
first book, I had some thoughts of translating the
whole Tliad : but had the pleasure of being diverted
from that design, by finding the work was fallen
into a much abler hand. I would not therefore be
thought to have any other view in publishing this
small specimen of Homer’s Iliad, than to bespeak, if
possible, the favonr of the public to a translation of
Homer's Odysseis, wherein 1 have already made
some progress.

—_—

THE FIRST BOOK OF THE ILIAD.

Acnirres’ fatal wrath, whence discord rose,

That brought the sons of Grecce annumber'd woes,

O goddess, sing. Full many a hero’s ghost

Was driven untimely to th’ infernal coast,

‘While in promiscuous heaps their bodies lay,

A feast for dogs, and every bird of prey.

Sn did the sire of gods and men falfil

His stedfast purpose, and almightv will ;

What time the haughty chiefs their jars begun,

Atrides, king of men, and Peleus’ godlike son.
‘What god in strife the princes did engage ?

Apollo burning with vindictive rage

Against the scomful king, whose impions pride

His pricst dishonour'd, and his power defy’d.

Hence swift contagion, by the god’s commands,

Swept thro’ the camp, and thinn’d the Grecian bands.
For, wealth immense the holy Chryses bore,

(His daughter’s ransom) to the tented shore :

His seeptre stretching forth, the golden rod,

Hung round with hallow’d garlands of his god,

Of all the host, of cvery princely chief,

But first of Atreus’ sons he begg'd relief: |,
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¢ QGreat Atrens’ sons and warlike Greeks attend.
S0 may th’ immortal gods your cause befriend,

So may you Priam’s lofty bulwarks burn,

And rich in githerd spoils to Greece return,
As for these gifts my daughter you bestow,
And reverence due to great Apollo show,
Jove’s favdurite offspring, terrible in war,
Who sends his shafts unerring from afar.’

Thoughout the host consenting murmurs rise,
The priest to reverence, and give back the prize ;
When the great king, incens’d, his silence broke
In words reproachful, and thus sternly spoke :

Hence, dotard, from my sight. Nor ever more
Approach, I wam thee, this forbidden shore ;

Lest thou stretch forth, my fury to restrain,
The wreaths and sceptre of thy god, in vain.
The captive maid I never will resign,

Till age o’ertakes her, I bave vow'd her mine.
To distant Argos shall the fair be led :

She shall ; to ply the Joom, and grace my bed.
Begoue, ere evil intercept thy way.

Hence on thy life : nor urge me by thy stay.”

He ended frowning. Speechless and dismay’d,
The aged sire his stern command obey'd. )
Silent he pass'd, amid the deafening roar
Of tumbling billows, on the lonely shore;

Far from the camp he pass’d: then suppliant stood ;
And thus the hoary priest invok’d his god :

“¢ Dread warrior with the silver bow, give ear.
Patron of Chrysa and of Cilla, hear.

To thee the guard of Tenedos belongs ;
Propitious Smintheus ! Oh ! redress my wrongs.
If e’er within thy fane, with wreaths adorn’d,
The fat of bulls and well-fed goats I burn’d,

O ! hear my prayer. Let Grecce thy fury know,
And with thy shafts avenge thy servant’s woe.”

Apoljo heard his injur'd suppliant’s cry.

Down rush’d the vengeful warrior from the sky ;
Across his breast the glittering bow he slung,

And at his back the well-stor’d quiver hung :

(His arrows rattled, as be urg’d his flight.)

In clouds he flew, conceal d from mortal sight ;
Then took his stand, the well-aim’d shaft to throw ;
Fierce sprung the string, and twang’d the silver bow.
The dogs and mules his first keen arrow slew ;
Amid the ranks the next more fatal flew,

A deathful dart. The funeral piles around

For ever blaz’d on the devoted ground.

Nine days entire he vex’d th' embattled host,
The tenth, Achilles through the winding coast
Summeon'd a council, by the queen’s comwmand
Who wields Heaven's sceptre in her snowy hand :
She mourn’d her favourite Greeks, who now enclose
The hero, swiftly speaking as he rose:

¢ What now, O Atreus’ son, remains in view,
Bat o’er the deep our wanderings tv renew,

Doom'd to destruction, while our waswed powers
The sword and pestilence at once devours?

Why haste we not some prophet's skill to prove,
Or seek by dreams? (for dreams descend from Jove. )
‘What moves Apollo’s rage let him explgin,

What yow withheld, what hecatomb unslain

Ang if the bloud of Jambs aund goats can pay

The price for guilt, and turn this curse away

Thus he, And next the reverend Calchas rose,
Their guide to Ilion whom the Grecians chose ;
‘The prince of augurs, whose enlighten'd eye
Could things past, present, and to cume, descry :
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Such wisdom Pheebus gave. He thus began,
His speech addressing 10 the godlike man :
¢ Me then command’st thou, lov’d of Jove, toshow
What moves the god that bends the dreadful bow?
First plight thy faith thy ready help to lend,
By words to aid me, or by arms defend.
For I foresee his rage, whose ample sway
The Argian powers and sceptred chiefs obey.
The wrath of kings what subject can oppose ?
Deep in their breasts the smother’d vengeance glows,
Still watchful to distroy. Swear, valiant youth, *
Swear, wilt thou guard me, if I speak the truth?”
To this Achilles swift replies: ‘“ Be bold.
Disclose, what Pheebus tells thee, uncontrol’d.
By him, who, listening to thy powerful prayer,
Reveals the secret, 1 devoutly swear, .
That, while these eyes behold the light, no hand
Shall dare to wrong thee on this crowded strand.
Not Atreus’ son: though now himself he boast

The king of men, and sovereign of the host.”

Then boldly he. “ Nor does the god complain
Of vows withheld, or hecatombs unslain.
Chryseis to her awful sire refus’d,
The gifts rejected, and the priest abus’d,
Call down these judgments, and for more they call,
Just ready on th’ exhausted camp to fall ;
Till ransom-free the damsel 1s bestow'd,
And hecatombe are sent to sooth the god,
To Chrysa sent. Perhaps Apollo’s rage

| The gifts may expiate, and the priest assuage.”

He spoke and sat. When, with an angry frown,
The chief of kings upstarted from his throne.
Disdain and vengeance in his bosom rise,

Lour in his brows, and sparkle in his eyes :
Full at the priest their fiery orbs he bent,
And all at once his fury found a vent.

¢ Augur of ills, (for never good to me

Did that most inauspitious veice decree)

For ever ready to denounce my woes,

When Greece is punish’d, I am still the cause;
And now when Pheebus spreads his plagues abroad,
And wastes our camp, ’tis I provoke the god, !
Because my blooming captive I detain,

And the large ransom is produc’d in vain.

Fond of the maid, my queen, in beauty’s pride,
Ne'er charm'd me mare, a virgin and a bride ;

Not Clytsinnestra boasts a nobler race,

A sweeter temper, or a lovelier face,

In works of female skill hath more command,

Or guides the needle with a nicer hand.

Yet she shall go. The fair our peace shall buy :
Better I suffer, than my people die.

But mark me well. See instantly prepar’d ,
A full equivalent, a new reward.

Nor is it meet, while each enjoys his share,

Your chief should lose his portion of the war:

In vain your chief ; whilst the dear prize, 1 boast,
Is wrested from e, and for ever lost,”

To whom the gwift pursuer quick reply’d :
¢ Oh suuk in avarice, and swoln with pride !

How shall the Greeks, though large of soul they be,
Collect their sever'd spoils, 2 heap for thee

To search unew, and cull the choicest share

Amid the mighty harvest of the war ?

Then yield thy captive to the god resign’d, -
Assur’d a tenfold recompense to find,

When Jove's decree shall throw proud Ilion down,
And give to plunder the devoted town.”
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* Think not,” Atrides answer'd, *‘ though thou
Graceful in beauty, like the powers divine, [shine,
Think not, thy wiles, in specious words convey’d,
Kyom its fign purpose shall my soul dissuade.

Must [ alone bereft sit down with shame,

And thou insulting keep thy captive dame?

If, as'I ask, the large-soul’d Greeks consent

Full recompense to give, I stand content.

If not: a prize I shall myself decree,

From him, or him, or else perhaps from thee.
‘While the proud prince, despoil’d, shall regein vain.
But break we here. 'The rest let time explain.
Launch now a well-trim’d galley from the shore,
With hands experienc'd at the bending oar :
Enclose the hecatomb ; and then with care
To the high deck convey the captive fair.
The sacred bark let sage Ulysses guide,
Or Ajax, ‘or Idomeneus, preside :
Or thou, O mighty man, the chief shalt be.
And who more fit to soothe the god than thee ?*

*“ Shameless, and poor of soul,” the prince replies,
And on the monarch casts his scornful eyes,
“ What Greek henceforth will march at thy com-
In search of danger on the doubtful strand ? [mand
Who in the face of day provoke the fight,
Or tempt the secret. ambush of the night ?
Not I, be sure. Henceforward I am free.
For ne’er was Priam’s house a foe to me.
Far from their inroads, in my.pastures feed
The lowing heifer, and the pamper’d steed,
On Phthia’s hills our fruits securely grow,
And ripen careless of the distant foe,
Between whose realms and our Thessalian shore
Unnumber’d mountains rise, and billows roar.
For thine, and for thy baffled brother’s fame,
Across those eeas, disdainful man, I came;
Yet, insolent ! by arbitrary sway
Thou talk'st of seizing on my rightfut prey,
The prize whose purchase toils'and dangers cost,
And given by suffrage of the Grecian host.
What town, when sack’d by oar victorious bands,
Bat still brought wealth to those rapacious hands ?
To me, thus scorn’d, contented dost thou yfield
My share of blood in the tumultuous field ;
But still the flower of all the spoil is thine; ~
There claim'st thou most. Nor-@'er did I repine.
Whate’er was giv'n I took, and thought it best,
With slaughter tir’d, and panting after rest.
‘To Phthia now, for I shall fight no more,
My ships their crooked prows shall turn from shore.
‘When | am scom’d, 1 think I well foresee
‘Whatspoilsand pillage will be won by thee.’

¢ Hence !” cry'd the monarch,  hence ! without

delay,”

Think not, vain man ! my voice shall urge thy stay.
Others thou leav’st, to the great cause inclin’d,
A league of kings thou leav’st, and Jove bchind.
Of all the chiefs dost thou oppose me most :
Outrage and uproar are thy only boast.
Discord and jars thy joy. But learn to know,
If thou art strong, ’tis Jove hath made thee so.
Go, at thy pleasure. None will stop thy way.
Go, bid thy base-born Myrmidons obey.
Thou, nor thy rage, shall my resolves subdue ;
T fix my purpose, and my threats renew.
Snce ’tis decreed | must the maid restore,
A ship shall waft her to th’ offended power ;
But fair Briseis, thy allotted prize,
Myself will seize, and seize before thy eyes :

.

That thou and each audacious man may see,
How vain the rash attempt to cope with me.”
Stung to the soul, tumultuous thoughts began

This way and that to rend the godlike man.

To force a passage with his falchion drawn,

And hurl th’ imperial boaster from his throne,

He now resalves: and now resolves again

To quell his fury, and his arm restrain.

While thus by turns his rage and reason sway'd,

And half unsheath’d he held the glittering blade;

That moment, Juno, whose impartial eye

Watch'd o’er them both, sent Pallas from the sky =

She flew, and caught his yellow hair behind,

(To him alone the radiant goddess shin'd.)

Sudden he turn'd, and started with surprize ;

Rage and revenge flash’d dreadful in his eyes.
Then thus with hasty words : “O! heavenly-born,

Com'st thou to see proud Agamemnon’s scorn ?

But thou shalt see (my sword shall make it good)

 This glutted sand smoke with the tyrant's blood.”

¢ To sooth thy sou)” the blue-ey’d maid replies,
¢ (If thou obey my voice) I left the skies. [mand !
Heaven's queen, who favours both, gave this com-
Suppress thy wrath, and stay thy vengeful hand.
Be all thy rage in tauntful words exprest;
But guiltless let the thirsty falchion rest.
Mark what I speak. An hour is on its way,
When gifts tenfold for this affront shall pay.
Suppress thy wrath ; and Heaven and me obey.
Thenhe: ¢ Iyield; though with reluctant mind.
Who yields to Heaven shall Heaven propitious find.”
The silver hilt close-grasping, at the word,
Deep.in the sheath he plung’d his mighty sword.
The goddess, turning, darted from his sight,
And reach’d Olympus in a moment’s flight.
But fierce Achilles, in a thundering tone,
Throws out his wrath, and goes impetuous on :
¢ Valiant with wine, and furious from the bowl!
Thou fierce-look’d talker with a coward soul !
War's glorious peril ever slow to share:
Aloof thou view’st the field ; for Death is there,
*Tis greater far this peaceful camp to sway,
And peel the Greeks, at will, who disobey :
A tyrant lord o’er slaves to earth debas'd;
For, had they souls, this outrage were thy last.
But, thou, my fix’d, my final purpose hear.
By this dread sceptre solemly I swear :
By this (which, once from out the forest torn,
No leaf nor shade shall ever more adorn ;
Which never more its verdure must renew,
Lopp’d from the vital stem, whence first it grew:
But given by Jove the sons of men (o awe,
Now sways the nations, and confirms the law)
A day shall come, when for this hour’s disdain
The Greeks shall wish for me, and wish in vain;
Nor thou, though griev'd, the wanted aid afford,
When heaps on heaps shall fall by Hector’s sword =
Too late with anguish shall thy heart be torn,
That the first Greek was made the public scorn.”
He said. And, mounting with a furious bound,
He dash’d his studded sceptre on the ground ;
Then sat.  Atrides, eager to reply,
On the fierce champion glanc’d a vengeful eye.
"Twas then, the madding monarchs to compose,
The Pylian prince, the smooth-speech’d Nestor rose.
His tongue dropp’d honey. Full of days was he;
Two ages past, he liv’d the third to see:
And, his first race of subjects long decay’d,
Qer their sons’ sons a peaceful sceptre sway'd
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¢ Alas'for Greeee !”” hecries, * and with what joy

Shall Priam hear, and every son of Troy !

That you, the first in wisdom as in wars,

‘Waste your great souls in poor ignoble jars!

Go to ! you both are young. Yet oft rever’d
Greater than you have the wite Nestor hedrd.
Their equals never shall these eyes behold :
Ceneus the just, Pirithous the bold,

Exadius, Dryas, born to high command,
Shepberds of men, and rulers of the land,
Theseus unrival’d in his sire’s abodes,

And mighty Polypheme, a match for gods.
They, greatest names that ancient story knows,
In mortal conflict met as dreadful foes:

Fearless thro’ rocks and wilds their prey pursued,
And the huge double Centaur race subdued.
With them my early youth was pleas'd to roam
Through regions, far from my sweet native home ;
They call'd me to the wars. No living hand
Could match their valour,or theirstrength withstand ;
Yet wont they oft my sage advice to hear.

Then listen both, with an attentive ear.

Seize not thou, king of men, the beauteous slave,
Th’ allotted prize the Grecian voices gave.

Nor thou, Pelides, in a thr ing tone

Urge him tb wrath, who fills that sacred throue,
The king of forty kings, and honour’d more

By mighty Jove, than e’er was king before.
Brave though thou art, and of a race divine, '
Thou must obey a power more great than thine.
And thou, O king, forbear. Myself will sue
Great Thetis’ son his vengeance to subdue :
Great Thetis’ valiant son, our country’s hoast,
The shield and bulwark of the Grecian host.”

“ Wise are thy words, O sire,” the king began,
“ But what can satiate this aspiring man?
Unbounded power he claims o’er human-kind,

And hopes for slaves, 1 trust he ne’er shall find.
Shall we, because the gods have form’d him strong,
" Bear the lewd language of his lawless tongue !”

“ If aw’d by thee, the Greeks might well despise
My name,” the prince, precipitate, replies,

“ In vain thon nodd’st from thy imperial throne.
Thy vassals seek elsewhere: for I am none.
But break we here. The fair, though justly mine,
With sword undrawn 1 purpose to resign.

On aught beside, I once for all command,

Lay not, I charge thee, thy presumptuous hand,
Come not within my reach, nor dare advance,

Or thy heart’s blood shall reek upon my lance.”

Thus both in foul debate prolong'd the day.

The council broke, each takes his separate way.
Achilles seeks his tent with restless mind ;
Patroclus and his train move slow behind,

Mean time, a bark was haul'd along the sand,
Twice ten selected Greeks, a brawny band, .
Tug the tough oars, at the grcat king’s command.
The gifts, the hecatomb, the captive fair,

Are all intrusted to Ulysses’ care.

They mount the deck. The vessel takes its flight,

Bounds o’er the surge, aud lessens to the sight.
Next he ordains along the winding coast,

By hallow’d rites to purify the host,

A herd of chosen victims they provide,

And cast their offals on the briny tide,

Fat bulls and goats to great Apollo die.

In clonds the gavory steam ascends the sky,

The Greeksto Heaventheir solemn vows addrest ;
But dire revengt: roll’d in the mouarch’s breast.

Book I.

Obsequious at his call two heralds stand :
To them in frowns he gives this harsh command.
‘“ Ye heralds, to Achilles’ tent repair ;
Thence swift the female slave Briseis bear.
With arms, if disobey’d, myself will come.
Bid him resign her, or he tempts his doom.”
The heralds, though unwillingly, obey.
Along the sea-beat shore they speed their way ¢
And, now the Myrmidonian quarter past, .
At his tent-door they find the hero plac’d.
Disturb’d the solemn messengers he saw :
They too stood silent, with respectful awe,
Before the royal youth, they neither spoke.
He guess'd their message, and the sil brokee
¢ Ye miuisters of gods and men, draw near,
Not you, but him whose heralds ye appear,
Robb’d of my right I blame. Patroclus, bring
The damsel forth for this disdainful king.
But ye, my wrongs, O heralds, bear in mind,
And clear me to the gods and all mankind,
Ev’n to your thoughtless king ; if ever more
My aid be wanted on the hostile shore, .
Thoughtless he is, nor knows his certain doom,
Blind to the past, nor sces the woes to come,
His best defence thus rashly to forego, -
And leave a naked army to the foe.”
He ceas’d. Patroclus his dear friend obey’d,
And usher’d in the lovely weeping maid.
Sore sigh’d she, as the heralds took her hand,
And oft look’d back slow-moving o'er the strand.
The widow’d hero, when the fair was gone,
Far from his friends sat bath’d in tears alone.
On the cold beach he sat, and fix'd his eyes
Where black with storms the curling billows rise,
And as the sea wide-rolling he survey'd,
With out-stretch’d arms to his fond mother pray’d :
¢ Since to short life thy hapless son was born,
Great Jove stands bound by promise to adorn
His stinted course, with an immortal name.
Is this the great amends? the promis’d fame ?
The son of Atreus, proud of lawless sway,
Demands, possesses, and enjoys my prey.”
Near her old sire enthron’d, she heard him weep
From the low silent caverns of the deep :
Then in 8 morning mist her head she rears, .
Sits by her son, and mingles tears with tears ;
Close grasps her darling’s band. "My son,” she
cries, [eyes ?
““ Why heaves, thy heart? and why o'erflow thy
Oh tell me, tell thy mother all thy care,
That both may know it, and that buth may share,”
““ Oh! goddess!” cry'd he, with an inward groan,
““Thou know’st it all: to thee are all things known,’
Yétian Thebes we sack'd, their ransack’d towers,
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,| The plunder of a people, all was ours.

We stood agreed the bouty to divide.

Chryseis rosy-check'd, and glossy-ey’d,

Fell to the king; but holy Chryses bore

Vast gifts of ransom, to the tented shore ;

His sceptre stretching forth (the golden rod
Hung round with hallow'd garlands of his god)
Of all the host, of every princely chief,

But first of Atreus’ sons, he begg’d relief.
Throughout the host cansenting murmurs ran,
‘To yield her to the venerable man; '

Bat the harsh king deny’d to do bim right,
And drove the trembling prophet from his sight.
Apollo heard his injur'd suppliant’s cry,

And dealt his arrows through th’ infected sky ;
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The swift contagion, sent by his commands, .
Swept thro’ the camp, and thinn'd the Grecian bands.
The guilty cause a sacred augur show'd,
And 1 first mov'd to mitigate the god.
At this the tyrant storm’d, and vengeance vow'd ;
And now too soon hath made his threatnings good.
Chryseis first with gifts to Chrysa sent, o
His heralds came this moment to my teut, ¢,
And‘bore Briseis thence, my beauteous slave,
Th® allotted prize, which the leagu'd Gre.ians gave.
‘Thou goddess, then, and thou, 1 know, hast power,
For thine own son the might of Jove implore.
Oft in my father’s house I’ve heard thee tell,
When sudden fears on Heaven’s great monarch fell,
Thy aid the rebel deitics o'ercame,
And sav’d the mighty Thunderer from shame.
Pallas, and Neptune, and great Juno, bound
The sire in chains, and hem’d their sovereign round.
Thy voice, O goddess, broke their idle bands,
And call'd the giant of the hundred hands,
‘The prudigy, whom Heaven and Earth revere,
Briaieus nam’d above, ZEgeon here.
Ilis father Neptuné he in strength surpass’d;
At Jove's right hand his hideous form he plac'd,
Proud of his might. The gods with secret dread,
Beheld the huge enormous shape and fled.
Remind him then: for well thou know'st the art :
' Go, clasp his knees, and melt his mighty heart.
Let the driven Argians, hunted o’er the plain,
Seek the last verge of this tempestuous main :
‘There let them perish, void of all relief,
My wrongs remember, and enjoy their chief,
‘Too late with anguish shall his heart be torn,
‘That the first Greek was made the public scorn.”
Then she (with tears her azure eyes ran o’er:)
¢ Why bore I thee! or nourish’d, when I bore!
Blest, if within thy tent, and free from strife,
Thou might’st possess thy poor remains of life.
Thy death approaching now the Fates foreshow ;
Short is thy destin'd term, and full of woe.
Ill-fated thou! anpd oh unhappy I'! .
But hepce to the celestial courts [ fly,
‘Where, hid in snow, to Heaven Olympus swells,
And Jove, rejoicing in his thunder, dwells, -
Mean time, my son, indulge thy just disdain:
Vent all thy rage, and shun the hostile plain,
Till Jove returns. Last night my waveshe cross'd,
And sought the distant Ethiopian coast :
Along the skies his radiant course he steer'd,
Behind him all the train of gods appear’d,
A bright procession. To the holy feast
Of blameless men he goes a grateful guest,
‘To Heaven he comes, when twice six days arc o’er !
‘Then shall his voice the sire of gods implore,
‘Then to my lofty mansion will I pass,
Founnded on rocks of ever-during brass :
There will I clasp his knees with wonted art,
Nor doubt, my son, but I shall melt his heart.”
She ceas’d : and left him lost in doubtful care,
And bent on vengeance for the ravishd fair.
But, safe arriv’d near Chrysa’s sacred strand,
‘The sage Ulysses now advanc’d to land.
Along the coast he shoots with swelling gales,
Then lowers the lofty mast, and furls the sails ;
Next plies to port with many a well-tim'd oar,
And drops his anchors near the faithful shore.
The bark now fix’d amidst the rolling tide,
Chryseis follows her experienc'd guRle:

.

‘| At evening, through the shore dis)
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The gifts to Pheebus from the Grecian host,
A herd of bulls went bellowing o’er the coast.
To the god’s fane, high looking o’er the land.
He led, and near the altar took his stand,
Then gave her to the joyful father’s hand.

¢ All hail ! Atrides sets thy danghter free,
Sends offerings to thy god, and gifts to thee
But thou entreat the power, whose dreadful sway
Afflicts his camp, and sweeps his host away.”

He said, and gave her. The fond fath-r smil'd
With secret rapture, and embrac'd his child.

The victims now they range in chosen bands,
And offer gifts with unpolluted hands :

When with loud voice, and arms up-rear'd in air,
The hoary priest pref.rr d this powerful prayer:

‘“ Dread warrior with the silver bow, give car,
Patron of Chrysa and of Cilla, hear.

About this dome thou walk'st thy constant round =
Still have my vows thy power propitious found.
Rous’d by my prayers ev’nnow thy vengeancc burns,
And smit by thee, the Grecian army mourns.

Hear me once more ; and let the suppliant foe
Avert thy wrath, and slack thy dreadful bow.”

He pray’d; and great Apollo heard his prayer.
The suppliants now their votive rites prepare :
Amidst the flames they cast the hallow'd bread,
And heaven-ward turn each victim's destin’d head
Next slay the fatted bulls, their skins divide,

And from each carcase rend the smokiog hide ;
On every limb large rolls of fat bestow,

And chosen morsels round the offerings strow :
Mysterious ritea, Then on the fire divine

The great high priest pours forth the ruddy wine;
Himself the offering burns. On either hand

A troop of youths, in decent order, stand.

On sharpen’d forks, obedient fo the sie,

They turn the tasteful fragments in the fire,
Adoru the feast, see every dish well-stor'd,

And serve the plenteous messes to the board. [souls,

When now the various feasts had chear'd their
With sparkling wines they crown the generous bowls,
The first libations to Apollo pay,

And solemnize with sacred hymns the day :

His praise in 16 Pzans loud they sing,

And sooth the rage of the far-shooting king.

'd, they slecp,
Hush’d by the distant roarings of the decp.

When now, ascending from the shades of night,
Aurora glow’d in all her rosy light,

The daughter of the dawn: th' awaken’d crew
Back to the Greeks encamp’d their course renew.
The breezes freshen: for with friendly gales
Apollo swell’d their wide, distended, sails :

.| Cleft by the rapid prow, the waves divide,

And in hoarse murmurs break on either side,
Tn safety to the destined port they pass'd,
And fix their bark with grappling haulsers fast ;
Then dragg’d her farther, on the dry-land coast,
Regain'd their tents, and mingled in the host.
But fierce Achilles, still on vengeance bent,
Cherish'd his wrath, and madden'd in his tent.
Th’ assembled chicefs he shunn'd with high disdain,
A band of kings : nor sought the hostile plain ;
But long’d to hear the distant troops engage
The strife grow doubtful, and the battle rage.
Twelve days were past; and now th’ ctherial train,
Jove at their head, to Heaven return'd again :
When Thetis, from the deep prepar'd to rise, .
Shot through a big-swoln wave, and picre'd the skies.
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At early mormn she reach’d the realms above,
Thbe court of gods, the residence of Jove.

On the top-point of high Olympus, crown’d
With hills on hills, him far apart sh® found,
Above the rest. The Farth beneath display’d
(A boundless prospect) bis broad eye survey d.
Her left hand grasp'd his knees, her right she rear’d,
And touch’d with blandishment his awful beard ;
Then, suppliant, with submissive voice implor'd
Ol Saturn’s son, the god by gods ador’d :

“ If e’ex, by rebel deities opprest,

My aid reliev’d thee, grant this one request.

Siace to short life my hapless son was born,

Do thou with fame the scanty space adorn. |
Punish the king of men, whose lawles sway

Hath sham’d the youth, and seiz’d his destin’d prey.
Awhile let Troy prevail, that Greece may grieve,
And donbled honours to my offspring give.”

She said. The god vouchsaf’d not to reply
(A deep suspense sat in his thoughtful eye):

Once more around his knees the goddess clung,
And to soft accents form'd her artful tongue:

‘“Oh speak. Or grant me, or deny my prayer.
Year not to speak, what 1 am doom’d to bear ;
That 1 may know, if thou my prayer deay, .

The most despis’d of all the gods am 1.”

With a deep sigh the Thundering Power replies :
To what a height will Juno’s anger rise !

Still doth her voice before the gods upbraid

My partial hand, that gives the Trojans aid.
Igrant thy snit.  But, hence! depart unseen,
And shun the sight of Heaven's suspicious queen.
Believe my nod, the great, the certain sign,
When Jove propitious hears the powers divine ;
‘The sigu that ratifies my high command,

That thus I will: and what I will shall stand.”

This said, his kingly brow the sire inclin'd ;
The large black eurls fell awful from behind,
Thick shadowing the stern forehead of the god :
Olympus trembled at th’ almighty nod.

The goddess smil'd : and, with a sudden leap,
From the high mountain plung’d into the deep.

But Jove repair’d to his celestial towers :
And, as he rose, up-rose the immortal powers.

In ranks, en esther side, th* assembly cast,
Bow'd down, and did obeisance as he pass'd.
To bim enthron’d (for whispering she had seen
CQlose at his kaces the silver-footed queen,
Daughter of him, who, low beneath the tides,
Aged and hoary in the deep resides)
Big with invectives, Juno silence broke,
And thus, opprobious her resentments spoke :
“ False Jove ! what goddess whispering did 1 see ?
O fond of counsels, sti)l conceal'd from me!
To me neglected, thon wilt ne’er impart
One single thought of thy close-cover'd heart.”
To whom the sire of gods and men reply’d ;
** Strive not to find, what I decree to hide.
Laboricas were the search, and vain the strife,
Vain ev’n for thee, my sister and my wife.
The thoughts and counsels proper to declare,
Nor god nor mortal shall before thee share :
But, what my secret wisdom shall ordain,
Think not to reach, forknow the thought were vain.”

“ Dread Saturn's son, why so severe ?" replies
The goddess of the lasge majestic eyes.

* Thy own dark thoughts at pleasure hide, or show;
Ne'er have I aik’d, nar now aspire to know. -

|

1
'

Nor yet my fears are vain, nor cane unseen
To thy high throne, the silver-footed queen,
Daughter of him, who lgw beneath the tides
Aged and hoary in the deep resides.
Thy nod assures me she was not deny’d :
And Greece must perish for a madman’s pride.”
To whom the god, whose hand the tempest forms,
Drives clouds on clouds, and blackens Heaven with
storms,
Thuswrathful answer'd : “ Dost thou still complain?
Perplex'd for ever, and perplex'd in vain !
Should’st thou disclose the dark event to come !
How wilt thou stop the irrevocable doom !
This serves-the more to sharpen my disdain ;
And woes forescen but lengthen out thy pain.
Be silent then. Dispute not my command ;
Nor tempt the force of this superior hand :
Lest all the gods, around thee leagu'd, engage
In vain to shield thee from my kindled rage.”
Maute and abash’d she sat without reply,
And downward turn’d her large majestic eye,
Nor further durst the offended sire provoke:
The gods around him trembled, as he spoke.
When Vulcan, for his mother sore distress’d,
Turn’d orator, and thus his speech addrest ;
‘¢ Hard is our fate, if men of mortal line
Stir up debate among the powers divine,
If things on Earth disturb the blest abodes,
And mar th’ ambrosial banquet of the gods!
Then let my mother once be rul'd by me,
Though much more wise than I pretend to be:
Let me advise her silentto obey,
And due submission to our father pay.
Nor force again his gloomy rage to rise,
Ill-tim’d, and damp the revels of the skies.

| For should he toss her from th’ Olympian hill,

‘Who could resist the mighty monarch’s will ?
Then thou to love the Thunderer reconcile,
And tempt him kindly on us all to smile,”

He said: and in his tottering hands up-bore
A double goblet, fill’d, and foaming o'er.

¢ Sit down, dear mother, with a heart content,
Nor urge a more disgraceful punishment,
Which if great Jove inflict, poor I, dismay’d,
Must stand aloof, nor dare to give thee aid.
Great Jove shall reign for ever, uncontrol’d :
Remember, when I took thy part of old,

-| Caught by the heel he swang me round on high,

And headlong hurl’d me from th' ethereal sky :
From morn to noon I fell, from noon to night ;
Till pitch'd on Lemnos, a most piteous sight,
‘The Sintians hardly could my breath recall,
Giddy and gasping with the dreadful fall.”

Shesmil'd: and, smiling, her whitc arm display’d
To reach the bowl her aukward son convey’d.
From right to left the generous bowl he crown'd,
Aud dealt the rody nectar fairly round. )
The gods laugh'd out, unweary’d, as they spy’d
The busy skinker hop from side to side.

Thus, feasting to the full, they pass'd away,
In blisful banquets, all the live-long day.
Nor wanted melody. With heavenly art
The Muses sung; each Muse perform’d her part,
Alternate warbling ; while the golden lyre,
Touch'd by Apollo, led the vocal choir.
The Sun at length declin'd, when every guest
Sought his bright palace, and withdrew to rest ;
Each had his palace on th’ Olympian hill,
A master-piece of Vulcan’s matchless skill.
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Ev’n be, the god, who Heaven’s greal. sceptre sways,
And frowns amid the lightning's dreadful blaze,
His bed of state ascending, lay compos’d ;

His eyes a sweet refreshing slumber closd :

And at his side, all glorious to behold,

Was Juno lodg’d in her a.l.cove of gold,

v

TO .
THE EARL OF WARWICK,
ON THE '
DEATH OF MR. ADDISON.

Tr, dumb too long, the drooping Muse hath stay’d,

And left her debt to Addison unpaid,

Blame not her silence, Warwick, but bemoan,

And judge, oh judge, my bosom by ?'onr own.

t mourner ever felt poetic fires !

Slow comes the verse that real woe inspires :

Grief unaffected suits but ill with art,

Or flowing numbets with a bleeding heart.

Can I forget the dismal night that gave

My soul’s best part for ever to the grave !

Haw silent did his old companions tread,

By midnight lamps, the mansions of the dead,

Through breathing statues, then unbeeded things,

Through rows of warriors, and through walks of kings!

. What awe did the slow solemn knell inspire $

The pealing organ, and the pausing choir;

The duties by the lawn-rob'd prelate pay’d ;
And the last words that dust to dust convey’d !
While speechless o’er thy closing grave we bend,
Accept these tears, thou dear departed friend.
Oh, gone for ever; take this long adieu;
And sleep in peace, next thy lov’d Montague.
To strew fresh laurels, let the task be mine,
A frequent pilgrim, at thy sacred shrine ;
Mine with true sighs thy absence to bemoan,
And grave with faithful epitaphs thy stone.
If eer from me thy lov’d memorial part,
May shame afflict this alienated heart ;
Of thee forgetful if I form a song,
My lyre be broken, and untun’d my tongue,
My grief be doubled from thy image free,
And mirth a torment, unchastis'd by thee.

Of let me range the gloomy aisles alone,
Sad fuxury! to vulgar minds unknown,
Along the walls where speaking marbles show
What worthies forin the hallow’d mould below H
Proud names, who once the reins of empire held ;
In arms who triumph’d ; or in arts excell’d 5
Chiefs, gracd with scars, and rodigal of blood ;
8tern patriots, who for sacred f}:eedom stood ;
Just men, by whom impartial laws were given;

- And saints who taught, and led, the way to Heaven;
Ne'er to these chambers, where the mighty rest,
Since their foundation, came a nobler guest ;

Nor e’er was to the bowers of bliss convey’d
A fairer spirit or more welcome shade.
In what new region, to the just assign’d,
What new employments please th’ unbody’d mind ?
A winged Virtue, through th’ etherial sky,
From world to world unweary’d does he fly ?
Or curious trace the long laborious maze
Of Heaven’s decrees, where wondering angels gaze >
Does he delight to hear bold seraphs tell
How Michael battl'd, and the dragon fell ;
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Or, mix'd with milder cherubim, to glow '
In bymans of love, not ill essay’d below ?

Or dost thou warn poor mortals left behind,

A task well-suited to thy gentle mind ?

Oh! if sometimes thy spotless form descend :
To me, thy aid, thou guardian genius, lend !
‘When rage misguides me, or when fear alarms,
When pain distresees, or when pleasure charms,
In silent whisperings purer thoughts impart,
And turn from ill, a frail and feeble heart ;
Lead through the paths thy virtae trod before,
Till bliss shall join, nor death can part us more.

That awful form, which, so Heavens decree,

Must still be lov’d and stili deplor'd by me;

In nightly visions seldom fajls to rise,

Or, rous’d by Fancy, meets my waking eyes.

If business calls, or crouded courts invite, .

Th’ unblemish'd statesman seems to strike my sight ;
If in the stage I seek to sooth my ocare,

I meet his soul which breathes in Cato there ;

If pensive to the rural shades I rove,

His shape o’ertakes me in the lonely grove ;

'Twas there of just and good he reason’d strong,
Clear’d some great truth, or rais'd some serioussong ?
There patient show'd us the wise course to steer,

A candid censbr, and a friend severe; .
There taught 1s how to live ; and (oh ! too high
The price for knowledge) taughit us how to die.

ThouHill,whose brow the antique structures grace,
Rear'd by bold chiefs of Warwick’s noble race,
Why, once so lov'd, when-e’er thy bower
O’er my dim eye-balls glanee the sudden tears ! )
How sweet were once thy prespects fresh and fair,
Thy sloping walks, and unpoliuted air! T
How sweet the glooms beneath tiry aged trees, -
Thy noon-tide shadow, and thy evening breeze !
His image thy forsaken bowers restore ;

Thy walks and airy prospects charm no more ;
No more the summer in thy glooms allay'd,
Thy evening breezes, and thy noon-day shade.:

From other hills, however Fortune frown'd;
Somne refuge in the Muse’s art I found ;

Reluctant now I touch the trembling string,
Bereft. of him, who tanght me how to sing;
And these sad accents, murmar'd o’er his urn,
Betray that absence, they attempt to mourn.
o !.t:ust I then (now fresh my bosom bleeds,
And Craggs in death to Addison succeeds)

The verse, begun to one lost friend, prolong,
And weep a second in th’ unfinish’d song !

These works divine, which, on his death-bed laid,
To thee, O.Craggs, th® expiring sage convey’d,
Great, but ill-omen’d, monument of fame,

Nor he surriv'd to give, nor thou to claim.

Swift after him thy social spirit fies,

And close to his, how soon ! thy coffin lies.

Blest pair ! whose union future bards shall tell

In future tongues : each other's boast ! farewel,
Farewel ! whom join'd in fame, in friendship try’d,
No chance could sever, nor the grave divide.

——
COLIN AND LUCY.
A BALLAD,

Or Leinster, fam’d for maidens fair,

Bright Lucy was the grace;
Nor e’er did Liffy’s limpid streaws
Reflect so sweet a fuce :
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Till luckless love, and pining care,
Impair’d her rosy hue,
Her coral lips, and damask cheeks,
And eyes of glossy blue.
Oh! lnveyou seen a lily pale,
When beating rains descend?
So droop’d .the slow-consuming maid,
Her life now near its end.
By Lacy warn’d, of flattering swains  *
Take heed, ye easy fair:
Of vengeance due to broken vows,
Ye perjur’d swains, beware.
Three times, all in the dead of night,
A bell was heard to ring;
And shrieking at her window thrice,
The raven flap’d his wing.
Too well the love-lorn maiden knew
The solemn boding sound :
And thas, in dying words, bespoke
The virgins weeping round :
¢ 1 hear a voice, you cannot hear,
Which says, I must not stay ;
Isee a hand, you cannot see,
Which beckons me away.
By a false heart, and broken vows,
In early youth I die:
Was I to blame, because his bride
Was thrice as rich as I?
“ Ah, Colin! give not her thy vows,
Vows due to me alone :
Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kiss,
Nor think him all thy own.
To-morrow, in the church to wed,
Impatient, both prepare !
But know, fond maid; and know, false man,
That Lucy will be there !
“ Then bear my ocrse, my comrades, bear,
This bridegroom blithe to meet,
He in his wedding-trim so gay,
I in my winding-sheet.”
She spoke, she dy’d, her corse was borne,
The bridegroom blithe to meet,
He in his wedding trim so gly,
She in ber winding-sheet.
Then what were perjur’d Colin’s thoughts :
How were these nuptials kept ?
The bridesmen flock’d round Lucy dead,
And all the village wept.
Coofusion, shame, remorse, despair,
At once his bosom swell :
The dampe of death bedew'd his brow,.
He shook, he groan’d, he fell.
Pmmthevmnbnde, ah, bride no more !
The varying crimson ﬂed
When, stretch’d before her Yival's corse,
She saw her husband dead.
Then to his Lucy’s new-made grave,
Coavey’d by trembling swains,
One mould with her, beneath one sod,
For ever he remains.
OR at this grave, the constapt hind
Aui plighted maid are seen ;
ith garlands gay, and m:e-love knots,
They deck the sacred green
But, swain forsworn, whoe'er thou art,
This hallow’d spot forbear ;
Remember Colin’s dreadful fnte
M fear to meet him there.

TO
SIR GODFREY KNELLER,

AT Hi8 COUNTRY SEAT.

To Whitton’s shades, and Hounslow’s airy plain,
Thou, Kneller, tak’st thy summer flights in vain,
In vain thy wish gives all thy rural hours

To the fair villa, and well-order’d bowers;

To court thy pencil early at thy gates,

Ambition knocks, and fleeting Beauty waits ;
The boastful Muse, of others’ fame so sure,
Implores thy aid to make her own secure;

The great, the fair, and, if aught nobler be, -
Aught more belov’d, the Arts solicit thee.

How canst thou hope to fly the world, in vain
From Europe sever’d by the circling main ;
Sought by the kings of every distant land,

And every hero worthy of thy hand ?

Hast thou forgot that mighty Bourbon fear’d
He still was mortal, till thy draught appear’d?
That Cosmo chose thy glowing form to place,
Amidst her masters of the Lombard race ?

See, on her Titian’s and ber Guido’s urns,

Her falling arts forlorn Hesperia mourns ;
While Britain wins each garland from her brow,
Her wit and freedom first, her painting now.

Let the faint copier, on old Tiber's shore,

Nor mean the task, each breathing bust explore,
Line after line, with painful patience trace,

This Roman grandeur, that Athenian grace:
Vain care of parts ; if impotent of soul,

Th’ industrious workman fails to warm the whole,
Each theft betrays the marble whence it came,
And a cold statue stiffens in the frame.

Thee Nature taught, nor Art her aid deny’d,

The kindest mistress, and the surest guide,

\

-1 To catch a likeness at one piercing sight,

And place the fairest in the fairest light;
Ere yet thy pencil tries her nicer toils,

Or on thy palette lie the blendid oils,

Thy careless chalk has half achiev'd thy art,
And her just image makes Cleora start,

A mind that grasps the whole is rarely found,
Half learn’d, half painters, and half wits abound ;
Few, like tby genius, at proportion aim,

All great, all graceful, and throughout the same, '

Such be thy life, O since the glorious rage
That fir’d thy youth, flames unsubdued by age !

wealth, nor fame,now touch thy sated mind,
Still tinge the canvas, bounteous to mankind ;
Since after thee may rise an impious line,
Coarse manglers of the human face divine,
Paint on, till Fate dissolve thy mortal part,
And live and die the monarch of thy art.

oN v'l'ﬂl DEATH OF
THE EARL OF CADOGAN.

Or Mariborough’s captains, and Eugenio's friends,
The last, Cadogan, to the grave descends:

Low lies each hand, whence Blenheim's glory sprung,
The chiefs who conquer’d, and the bards who sung.
From his cold corse though every friend be fled,
Lo ! Envy waits, that lover of the dead :

Thus did she feign o’er Nassau’s hearse to moumn;

Thus wept insidious, Churchill, o'er thy um; -
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To blast the living, gave the dead their due,

And wreaths, herself had tainted, trimm?d anew,

Thou, yet unnam’d to fill his empty place,

And lead to war thy country’s growing race,

Take every wish a British heart can frame,

Add palm to palm, and rise from fame to fame.
An hour must come, when thou shalt hear with

Thyself tédduc’d, and curse a thankless age: [rage

Nor yet for this decline the generous strife,

These ills, brave man, shall quit thee with thy life,

Alive though stain’d by every abject slave,

Secure of fame and justice in the grave,

Ah ! no——when once the mortal yields to Fate,

The blast of Fame’s sweet trumpet sounds too late,

Too late to stay the spirit on its flight,

Or sooth the new inhabitant of light ;

Who hears regardless, while fond man, distress’d,

Hangs on the absent, and laments the blest.
'Farewel then Pame, ill sought thro’ fields and

Farewel unfaithful promiser of good : [blood,

Thou music, warbling to the deafen’d ear !

Thou incense wasted on the funeral bier !

Through life pursued in vain, by death obtain’d,

When ask’d deny’d us, and when given disdain'd.

4AN ODE
INSCRIBED TO
THE EARL OF SUNDERLAND

AT WINDSOR.

Thov Dome, where Edward first enroll’d
His red-cross knights and barons bold,
Whose vacant scats, by Virtue bought,
Ambitious emperors have sought :

Where Britain's foremost names are found,
In peace belov'd, in war renown'd,

‘Who made the hostile nations moan,

Or brought a blessing on their own:

Once more a son of Spencer waits,

A name familiar to thy gates ;

Sprung from the chief whose prowess gain’d

The Garter while thy founder reign'd,

He offer’d here his dinted shield,

‘The dread of Gauls in Cressi’s field,

Which, in thy high-arch’d temple rais'd,

For four long centuries hath blaz'd.
These seats our sires, a bardy kind,

To the fierce sons of war confin'd,

The flower of chivalry, who drew

With sinew’d arm the stubborn yew :

Or with heav’d pole-ax clear'd the field ; -

Or who, 1n justs and tourneys skill’d,

Before their Jadies’ eyes renown'd,

Threw horse and horseman to the ground.
In after-times, as courts refin’d,

Our patriots in the list were join'd.

Not only Warwick stain'd with blood,

Or Marlborough near the Danube's flood,

Have in their crimson crosses glow'd ;

But, on just lawgivers bestow'd,

These emblems Cecil did invest,

And gleam’d on wise Godolphin’s breast.
So Greece, ere arts began to risc,

¥ix'd huge Orion in the skics, ,
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And stern Alcides, fam’d in wars,
Bespangled with a thousand stars ;

Till letter'd Athens round the pole
Made geantler constellations roll ;

In the bluc heavens the lyre she strung,
And near the Maid the Balance ! hung.

Then, Spencer, mount amid the bnnd,'
Where knights and kings promiscuous stand,
What though the hero’s flame repress'd
Burns calmly in thy generous breast !

Yet who more dauntless to oppose

In doubtful days our home-bred foes !

Who rais’d his aountry’s wealth so high,

Or view'd with less desiring eye !

The sage, who, large of soul, surveys
The globe, and all its empires weighs,
Watchful the various clires to guide,
Which seas, and tongues, and faiths, divide,
A nobler name in Windsor’s shrine .
Shall leave, if right the Muse divine,
Than sprung of old, abhorr'd and vain,
From ravag'd realms and myriads slain.

Why praise we, prodigal of fame,

The rage that sets the world on lame ?
My guiltiess Muse his brow shall bind
Whose godlike bounty spares mankind.
For those, whom bloody garlands crown,
The brass may breathe, the marble frown,
To him through every rescued land,

Ten thousand living trophies stand.

KENSINGTON GARDEN.
«++« Campos, ubi Troja fuit. Virg.
Wiere ll‘e:;;m high o’er the neighbouring
i

Midst greens and sweets, a regal fabric, stands,
And sees each spring, luxuriant in her bowers,

A snow of blossoms, and a wild of flowers,

The dames of Britain oft in crowds repair

To gravel walks, and unpolluted air.’ -

Here, while the town in damps and darkness lies,
gey brTwhe in sun-shine, and see azure skies ;

ch walk, with robes of various dyes bespread
Seems from afar a moving mlip-beyl:' o
Where rich brocades and glossy damasks glow,
And chints, the rival of the showery bow.

Here England’s daughter, darling of the lard,
Sometimes, surrounded with her virgin band,
Gleams through the shades. She, towering o’er the
Stands fairest of the fhirer kind [rest,
Form’d to gain hearts,thatBrunswick’s cause deny’d,
And charm a people to her father’s side.

Long have these groves to royal guests been known,
Nor Nassau first prefer'd them to a throne. ’
Ere Norman banoers wav'd i British air;

Ere lordly Hubba with the golden hair

Pour’d in his Danes; ere elder Julius came ;

Or Dardan Brutus gave our isle a name;

A prince of Albion’s lineage grac'd the wood,
The scene of wars, and stain’d with lovers’ blood.

You,who thro’ gazing crowds, your captive throng,
Throw pangs and passions, as you move along,
Turm on the left, ye fair, your radiant eyes,

Wherc all unlevel’d the gay garden lies:

1 Names of constellations.
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f generous anguish for another’s pains
Ere heav’d your hearts, or shiver'd through your
Lovk down attentive on the pleasing dale, [veins,
And listen to my melancholy tale.

That hollow space, were now in living rows
Line above line the yew’s sad verdure grows,

Was, ere the planter’s hand its beauty gave,

A common pit, a rude unfashion’d cave.

The landscape now %0 sweet we well may praise:
But far, far sweeter in its ancient days,

Far sweeter was it, whea its peopled ground

With fairy domes and dazzling towers was crown’d.
Where in the midst those Eilllm spring,
Rose the proud palace of the Elfin king;

For every edge of vcgetable green,

In happier years a crowded street was seen ;

Nor all those leaves that now the prospect grace,
Could match the mumbers of its pygmy race,
What urg’d this mighty empire to its fate,

Atale of woe and wonder, Irelate.

When Albion rul’d the land, whose lineage came
Prom Neptune mingling with a mortal dame,
Their midnight pranks the sprightly fairies play’d
On every hill, and danc’d in every shade,

Bat, foes to sun-shine, most they took delight

1n dells and dales conceal'd from human sight :
‘There hew’d their houses in the arching rock ;

Or scoop’d the bosom of the blasted oak;

Or heard, o’ershadow’d by some shelving hill,
The distant murmurs of the falling rill.

‘They, rich in pilfer'd spoils, indulg’d their mirth,
And pity’d the huge wretched sons of Eartb.
Ev'n now, ’tis said, the hinds o’erhear their strain,
And strive to view their airy forms in vain :

They to their cells at man's approach repair,
Like the shy leveret, or the mother-hare,

The whilst poor mortals startle at the sound

Of unscen footsteps on the haunted ground.

Amid this garden, then vith woods o’ergrown,

Std the lov'd seat of royal Oberon.
Prom every region to his palace-gate
Came peers and princes of the fairy state,
Who, rank’d in conncil ronnd the sacred shade,
Their monarch's will and great behests obey’d.
Fro:n Thames' fair banks, by lofty towers adom’d,
With Levds of plunder oft his chiefs return'd :
Hence in proud robes, and colonrs bright and gay,
Shone every knight and every lovely fay.
Whoe’er un Powell’s dazzling stage display’d,
Hath fam'd king Pepin and his court sarvey’d,
May guess, if old by modern things we trace,
The pomp and splendour of the fairy-race.
By magic fenc'd, by spells encompass’d round,
No mortal touch'd this interdicted ground ;
No morta! enter'd, those alone who came
Stol'n from the couch of some terrestrial dame :
For oft of babes they robb’d the matron’s bed,
And left some sickly changeling in their stead.
It chanc’d a youth of Albion’s royal blood
Was foster'd here, the wonder of the wood.
Milkah for wiles above her peers renown'd,
Deep skill’d in charms and many a mystic sound,
As through the regal dome <he sought for prey,
Observ'd the infant Albion where he lay
In mantles broider'd o'er with georgeous pride,
And stole him from the slecping mother’s side.
Who now but Milkah triumphs in her mind !
4h, wretched nymph, to future evils blind !
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Phe time shall come when thou shalt dearly pay ,
The theft, hard-hearted ! of that guilty day : !
Thou in thy turn shalt like the queen repine,
And all her sorrows doubled shall be thine :
He who adoms thy house, the lovely boy
Who now adorns it, shall at length destroy.
Two huadred moons in their pale course had seem
The gay-rob’d fairies glimmer oa the green,
And Albion now had reach’d in youthful prime
To nincteen years, as mortals measure time.
Flush'd"wiith resistless charms be fird to love
Each nymph and little Dryad of the grove;
For skilful Milkah spar'd not to employ
Her utmost art to rear the princely boy ;
Each supple limb she swath’d, and tender bone,
And to the Elfin standard kept him down ;
She robb’d dwarf-elders of their fragrant fruit,
And fed him early with the daisy’s root,
Whence through his veins the powerful juices ram,
And form'd in beauteous miniature the man.
Yet still, two inches taller than the rest,
His lofty port his human birth confest ;
A foot in-height, how stately did he show !
How look superior on the crowd below !
‘What knight like him could toss the rushy lance!
‘Who move 80 graceful in tne mazy dance!
A shape s nice, or features half so fair,
‘What elf could boast ! or such a flow of hair !
Bright Kenna saw, a princess born to reign,
And felt the charmer bum in every vein.
She, heiress to this empire’s potent lord,
Prais'd like the stars, and next the Moon ador’d.
She, whom at distance thrones and princedoms .
To whom proud Oriel and Azuriel sued, [view'd,
In her high palace languish’d, void of joy,
And pin'd in secret for a mortal boy.
He too was smitten, and discrectly strove
By courtly deeds to gain the virgin’s love.
For her he cull’d the fairest flower that grew,
Ere muming suns had drain’d their fragrant dew ;
He chas’d the hornet in his mid-day tlight,
And brought her glow-worms in the noon of night;
When on ripe fruits she cast a wishing eye,
Did ever Albion think the tree too high !
He show’d her where the pregnant goldfinch hung,
And the wren-mother brooding o'er her young ;
To her th’ inscription oa their eggs he read,
(Admire, ye clerks, the youth whom Milkah bred)
‘To her he show’d each herb of virtuous juice,
Their powers distinguish’d, and describ’d their use :
All vain their powers, alas ! to Kenna prove,
And well sung Ovid, * There’s no herb for love.”
As when a ghost, enlarg'd from realins below,
Seeks its old friend to tell some secret woe,
The poor shade shivering stands, and st not break
His painful silence, till the mortal speak :
So far'd it with the little love-sick maid, !
Forbid to utter, what her eyes betray'd,
He saw her anguish, and revcal'd his lame,
And spar'd the blushes of the tongue-ty'd dame.
The day would fail me, should I reckon o'er
The sighs they lavish'd, and the oaths they swore
In words so melting, that compar’d with those
The nicest courtship of terrestrial beaux
Would sound like compliments, from country clowns
To red cheek’d sweet-hearts in their home-spun
AN in a lawn of many a various hue [gowas.

.| A bed of flowers (a fairy forest) grew;
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*Twas here one noon, the gaudiest of the May,
The still, the secret, silent, hour of day,
Beneath a lofty tulip’s ample shade
Sat the young lover and th’ immortal maid.
They thought all fairies slept, ah, luckless pair !
Hid, but in vain, in the Sun’s noon-ttde glare !
When Albion, Teaning on his Kenna’s breast,
‘Thus all the softness of his soul exprest :
¢¢ All things are hush’d. The Sun’s meridian rays
Veil the horizon in one mighty blaze :
Nor moon nor star in Heaven’s blue arch is seen
With kindly rays to silver o’er the green,
Grateful to fairy eyes ; they secret take
Their rest, and only wretched mortals wake.
This dead of day I fly to thee alone,
A world to me, a multitude in one,
Oh, sweet as dew-drops on these flowery lawns,
‘When the sky opens, and the evening dawns !
Straight as the pink, that towers so high in air,
Soft as the blow-bell! as the daisy, fair !
Blest be the hour, when first I was convey’d
An infant captive to this blissful shade! .
And blest the hand that did my form refine,
And shrunk mysta!m'ehoamatchmththme'
Glad I for thee renounce my royal birth,
And all the giant-daughters of the Earth.
Thou, if thy breast with equal ardour burn,
Renounce thy kind, and love for love return.
So from us two, combin’d by nuptial ties,
A race unknown of demi-gods shall rise.
O speak, my love ! my vows with vows repay,
And sweetly swear my rising fears away.”
To whom (the shining azure of her eyes
More brighten’d) thus th’ enamour'd maid replies :
¢ By all the stars, and first the glorious Moon,
1 swear, and by the head of Oberon,
A dreadful oath ! no prince of fairy Tine
Shall e’er in wedlock plight his vows with mine.
Where-e’er my footsteps in the dance are seen,
May toadstools rise, and mildews blast the green,
May the keen east-wind blight my favourite flowers,
And snakes and spotted adders haunt my bowers.
Confin’d whole ages in an hemlock shade
There rather pine I a neglected maid,
Or worse, exil’d from Cynthia’s gentle rays,
Parch in the sun a thousand summer-days,
Than any prince, a prince of fairy line,
In sacred wedlock plight his vows with mine.”
She ended : and with lips of rosy hue
Dipp’d five times over in ambrosial dew,
Stifled his words. When, from his covert rear’d,
The frowning brow of Oberon appear’d.  [sight!)
A sun-flower’s trunk was near, whence (killing
'The monarch issued, half an ell in height:
Full on the pair a furious look he cast,
Nor spoke ; but gave his bugle-horn a blast,
That through the woodland echoed far and wide,
And drew a swarm of subjects to his side.
A hundred chosen knights, in war renown’d,
Drive Albion banish’d from the sacred groand ;
And twice ten myriads gnard the bright abodes,
‘Where the proud king, amidst his demi-gods,
For Kenna’s sudden bridal bids prepare,
And to Azuriel gives the weeping fair. :
-1f fame in arms, with ancient birth combin'd,
A faultless beauty, and a spotless mind,
To love and praise can generous souls incline,
That love, Azuriel, and that praise, was thine.

TICKELL'S POEMS.

Blood only less than royal ill’d thy veins,
Proud was thy roof, and thy fair domains.
‘Where now the skies high Holland-House invades,
And short-liv’d Warwick sadden’d all the shades,
Thy dwelling stood : nor did in him afford
A nobler owner, or a lovelier lurd.
For thee a hundred fields produc’d their store,
And by thy name ten thousand vassals swore ;
So fov'd thy name, that, at their monarch’s choice,
All fairy shouted with a general voice.

Oriel alone a secret rage supprest,
That from his bosom heav'd the golden vest.
Along the banks of Thame his empire ran,
Wide was his ranze, and populous his clan.
When cleanly servants, if we trust old tales,
Beside their wages had good fairy vails,
Whole heaps of silver tokens, nightly paid,
The careful wife, or the neat dairy-maid,
Swik not his stores. With smiles and powerful bribes
He gain’d the leaders of his neighbour tribes,
And ere the night the face of Heaven bad chang’d,
Beneath his banners half the fairies rang’d.

Meanwhile, driven back to Earth, a lonely way
The chearless Albion wander’d half the day, [thorns
A long, long journey, choak’d with brakes and
11 d by ten th d harley-corns.

Tir'd out at leng'th a spreading stream he spy’d
Fed by old Thame, a daughter of the tide : [fame
*Twas then a spreading stream, though now, its
Obscur'd, it bears the Creek's inglorious name,
And creeps, as through contracted bounds it strays,
A leap for boys in these degenerate days.

On the clear crystal’s verdant bank he stood,
And thrice look’d backward on the fatal wood,
And thrice he groan’d, and thrice he beat his breast,
And thus in tears his kindred gods addrest.

¢ If true, ye watery powers, mny lineage came
From Neptune mingling with a mortal dame ;
Down to his court, with coral garlands crown'd,
Through all your grottoes waft my plaintive sound,
And urge the god, whose trident shakes the Earth,
To grace his offspring, and assert my birth.”

He said. A gentle Naiad heard his prayer,
And, touch’d with pity for a lover’s care,

Shoots to the sea, where low beneath the tides
Old Neptane in th’ unfathom'd deep resides.
Rouz’d at trl:: news, the sea’s stern sultan swore
scarce from present arms forbore ;
But ﬁm the nymph his harbinger he sends,
And to her care the favourite boy commends.

As thro’ the Thames her backward course she
Driv’n up his current by the refluent tides, [guides,
Along his banks the pygmy legions spread
She spies, and haughty Oriel at their head,

Soon with wrong’d Albion’s name the host she fires,
And counts the ocean’s god, among his sires ;

¢ The ocean’s god, by whom shall be o’erthrown,
(Styx heard his oath) the tyrant Oberon.

See here beneath a toadstool’s deadly gloom

Lies Albion: him the Fates your leader doom.
Hear, and obey ; ’tis Neptune’s powerful call,

By him Azuricl and his king shall fall.”

She said. They bow'd : and on their shields up-bore
‘With shouts their new saluted emperor.

E'en Oriel smil’d : at least to smile he strove,
And hopes of vengeance triumph’d over love.

See now the mourner of the lonely shade

By gods protected, and by hosts obey'd,




KENSINGTON GARDEN.

A slave, a chief, by fickle Fortune's play,

In the short course of one revolving day,

What wonder if the youth, so strangely i)lest,
Felt his heart flutter in his little breast !

His thick embattled troops, with secret pride,
He views extended half an acre wide;

More light he treads, more tall he seems to rise,
And struts a straw-breadth nearer to the skies.

O for thy Muse, great Bard ! , whose lofty strains
In battle join'd the Pygmies and the Cranes; |
Each gaudy koight, had I that warmth divine,
Each colour’d legion in my verse should shine.
But simple I, and innocent of art,

The tale, that sooth’d my infant years, impart,
The tale I heard whole winter-eves, untird,
And sing the battles, that my nurse inspir'd.

Now the shrill corn-pipes, echoing loud to arms,
Torank and file reduce the straggling swarms,
Thick rows of spears at once, with sudden glare,

A grove of needles, glitter in the air;

Loose in the winds small ribbon-streamers flow,
Dipt in all colours of the heavenly-bow,

And the gay host, that now its march pursues,
Gleams o’er the meadows in a thousand hues,

On Buda’s plains thus formidably bright,
Shone Asia’s sons, a pleasing dreadful sight.

In various robes their silken troops were seen,

The blue, the red, and prophet’s sacred green :
‘When blooming Brunswick, near the Danube’s flood,
First stain’d his maiden sword in Turkish blood.

Unseen and silent march the slow brigades
Throagh pathless wilds, and unfrequented shades.
In hope already vanguish’d by surprise,

In Albion’s power the fairy empire lies ;
Already has he seiz’d on Kenna’s charms,
And the glad beauty trembles in his arms.

The margh concludes : and now in prospect near,
But fenc'd with arms, the hostile towers appear,
For Oberon, or Druids falsely sing,

Wore his prime visier in a magic ring,

A subtle spright, that opening plots foretold

By sudden dimness on the beamy gold.

Heace, in a cresent form'd, his legions bright

With beating busoms waited for the fight ;

To charge their foes they march, a glittering band,
And in their van doth bold Azuriel stand.

What rage that hourdid Albion’s soul possess,
Let chiefs innagine, and let lovers guess !

Forth issuing from his ranks, that strove in vain
To check ns course, athwart the dreadful plain
He strides indignant : and with haughty cries
To single fight the fairy prince defies.

Forbear! rash youth, th’ unequal war to try ;

Nor, sprung from mortals, with immortals vie.

No god stands ready to avert thy doom,

Nor yet thy grandsire of the waves is come.

My words are vain—no words the wretch can move,
By Beauty dazzled, and bewitch'd by Love:

He longs, he burns, to win the glorious prize,

And sees no danger, while he sees her eyes.

Now from each host the eager warriorp start.
And farious Albion flings his hasty dart,

"Twas feather’d from the bee’s transpareat wing,
And its shaft ended in a hornet’s sting ;

But, tost in rage, it flew without a wound,

High er the foe, and guiltless pierc'd the ground.
Not e AzariePs : with unerring aim,

Tovnear the needle-pointed javelin came, -

1 Mr. Addison.
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Drove through the seven-fold shield, and silken vest,
And lightly ras'd the lover’s ivory breast.

Rouz’d at the smart, and rising to the blow,

With his keen sword he cleaves his fairy foe,

Sheer from the shoulder to the waste he cleaves,
And of one arm the tottering trunk bereaves.

His useless steel brave Albion wields no more,
But sternly smiles, and thinks the combat o’er :
So had it been, had aught of mortal strain,

Or less than fairy, felt the deadly pain.

But empyreal forms, howe’er in fight

Gash’d and dismember’d, easily unite.

As some frail cup of China’s purest mold,
With azure varnish’d, and bedropt with gold,
Though broke, if cur'd by some nice virgin’s hands,
In its old strength and pristine beauty stands ;
The tumults of the boiling bobea braves, -
And holds secure the coffee’s sable waves :

So did Azuriel’s arm, if Fame say true,

Rejoin the vital trunk whence first it grew ;
And, whilst in wonder fix’d poor Albion stood,
Plung’d the curs’d sabre in his heart’s warm blood.
The golden broidery, tender Milkah wove,

The breast, to Kenna sacred and to Love,

Lie rent and mangied : and the gaping wound
Pours out a flood of purple on the ground,
'The jetty lustre sickens in his eyes:

On his cold cheeks the bloomy freshness dies ;
¢ Oh Kenna, Kenpa,” thrice he try'd to say,
¢¢ Kenna, farewel !” and sigh’d his soul away.

His fall the Dryads with loud shrieks deplore,
By sister Naiads echo’d from the shore,

Thence down to Neptune’s secret realms convey'd,
Through grotts, and glooms, and many a coral shade.
The sea’s great sire, with looks denouncing war,

The trident shakes, and mounts the pearly car :
With one stern frown the wide-spread deep deforms,
And works the madding ocean into storms.

O’er foaming mountains, and through bursting tides,
Now high, now low, the bounding chariot rides,

Till through the Thames in a loud whirlwind's roar

It shoots, and Iands bim on the destin’d shore.

Now fix'd on earth his towering stature stood,
Hung o’er the mountains, and o’erlook'd the wood.
To Brumpton’s grove one ample stride he took,
(The valleys trembled, and the forests shook)

The next huge step reach’d the devoted shade,
Where choak’d in blood was wretched Albion laid :
Where now the vanquish’d, with the victors join'd,
Beneath the regal banners stood combin’d.
Th’ embattled dwarfs with rage and scorn he past,
And on their town his eye vindictive cast.
In deep foundations his strong trident cleaves.
And high in air th’ up-rooted empire heaves ;
On his broad engine the vast ruin hung,
Which on the foe with force divine he flung :
Aghast the legions, in th’ approaching shade,
Th’ inverted spires and rocking domes survey'd,
That, downward tumbling on the host below,
Crush’d the whole nation at one dreadful blow.
Towers, arms, nymphs, warriors, are together lost,
Aud a whole empire falls to sooth said Albion’s ghost.
Such was the period, long restrain’d by Fate,
And such the downfall of the fairy state.
This dale, a pleasing region, not unblest,
This dale possest they ; and had still possest ;
Had not their monarch, with a father’s pride,
Rent from her lord th’ inviolable bride,
Rash to dissolve the contract seal’d above,
The solemn vows and sacred bonds of love.
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Now, where his elves 80 sprightly danc’d the round,
No violet breathes, nor daisy paints the ground,
His towers and people fill one common grave,
A shapeless ruin, and a barren cave.

Beneath buge hills of smoking piles he lay
Stunn’d and confounded a whole summer’s day,
At length awak'd (for what can long restrain
Unbody'd spirits !) but awak’d in pain:

And as he saw the desolated wood,

And the dark den where once his empire stood,
Grief chill'd his heart : to his half-open’d eyes

In every cak a Neptune seem’d to rise ;

He fled: and left, with all his trembling peers,

The long p ion of a th 1 years.
Through bush, through brake, through groves, and
. gloomy dales, [vales,

Through dank and dry, o'er streams and flowery
Dircct they fled; but often look’d behind,

And stopt and started at each rustling wind.
‘Wing’d with like fear, his abdicated bands
Disperse and wander into different lands.

Part hid beneath the Peak’s decp caverns lie,

In silent glooms, impertious to the sky ;

Part on fair Avon’s margin seek repose,

Whose stream o'er Britain’s midmost region fiows,
‘Where forinidable Neptune never came,

And seas and oceans are but known by fame :
Some to dark woods and secret shade retreat:

Aund some on mountains choosé their airy seat.
There haply by the ruddy damsel seen,

Or shcphierd-boy, they featly foot the green,
‘While from their steps a circling verdure springs ;
But fly from towns, and dread the courts of kings.

Mean-whilc said Kenna, loth to quit the grove,
Hung o’er the body of her breathless love,

Try'd every art, (vainarts !) to change his doom,
And vow'd (vain vows !) to join him in the tomb.
‘What could she do ? the Fates alike deny

The dead to live, or fairy forms to die.

An herb there grows (the same old Homer ! tells

Ulysses bore to rival Circe’s spells)

Its root is ebon-black, but sends to light’

A stem that bends with flowrets milky white,
Moly the plant, which gods and fairies know,
But secret kept from mortal men below.

On his pale limbs its virtuous juice-she shed,
And murmur’d mystic numbers o’er the dead,
When lo! the little shape by magic power .
Grew less and less, contracted to a flower ;

A flower, that first in this sweet smil'd,
To virgins sacred, and the Snow-drop styl'd.

The new-born plant with sweet regret she view'd,
‘Warm'd with her sighs, and with her tears bedew’d,
Its ripen'd seeds from bank to bank cunvey’d,

And with her lover whiten’d half the shade.

Thus won from death each spring she sees him grow,

And glorious in the vegetable snow,

Which now increas'd through wideBritannia’s plains,

Its parent’s warmth and spotless name retains,

First leader of the flowery race aspires,

And foremost catches the Sun’s genial fires,

*Mid frosts and snows triumphant dares appear,

Mingles the seasons, and leads on the year.
Deserted now of all the pigmy race,

Nor man nor fairy touch’d this guilty plaee.

In heaps on heaps, for many- a rolling age,

1t lay accurs'd, the mark of Neptune's rage,

1 Odyss. Lib. x.
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Till great Nastau recloath'd the desert shade,
Thence sacred to Britannia’s monarchs made.
"Twas then the green-rob’d nymph, fair Kemma,

came,

(Kenna that gave the neighbouring town its name.)
Proud when she saw th’ ennobled garden shine,
With nymphs and heroes of her lover’s line,
She vow’d to grace the mansions once her own.
And picture out in plants the fairy town.
To far-fam’d Wise her flight unseen she sped,
And with gay prospects fiil’d the craftsman’s head,
Soft in his fancy drew a pleasing scheme,
And planu’d that landscape in a méming dveam.

With the sweet view the sire of gardens fir’d,
Attempts the labour by the nymph inspird,
The walls and streets in rows of yew designs,
And forms the town in all its ancient lines ;
The corner trees he lifts more high in air,
And girds the palace with a verdant square ;
Nor knows, while round he views the rising scenes,
He builds a city as he plants his greens.

With a sad: pleasure the aérial maid
This image of her ancient realms survey’d,
How chang’d, how fall’n from its primeval pride !
Yet here each moon, the hour her lover dy’d,
Each moon his solenm obsequies she pays,
And leads the dance beneath pale Cynthia’s rays ;
Pleas’d in these shades to head her fairy train,
And graoce the groves where Albion’s kinsmen reign.

. 0
A LADY BEFORE MARRIAGE. *

On! formd by Nature, and refin’d by Art, |
With charms to win, and sense to fix the heart !
By thousands sought, Clotilda, canst thou free
Thy croud of captives and descend to me ?
Content i shades obscure to waste thy life,

A hidden beauty and a country wife.

0! listen while thy summers are my theme,

Ah'! sooth thy partner in his waking dream !

In some small hamlet cn the lonely plain, [train;
Where Thames, through meadows, rolls his mazy
Or where high Windsor, thick with greens array'd,
Waves his old oaks, and spreads his ample shade,
Fancy has figur'd out our calm retreat ;

Already round the visionary seat

Our limes begin to shoot, our flowers to spring,
The brooks to murmur, and the birds to sing.
Where dost thou lie, thou thinly-peapled green?
Thou nameless lawn, and village yet unseen ?
‘Where sons, contented with their native ground,
Ne'er travell’d further than ten forlongs round ;
And the tann’d and his raddy bride,
‘Were born together, and died.

Where early larks best tell the morning light,

And only Philomel disturbs the night,

*Midst gardens here my humble pile shall rise,
With sweets, surrounded of ten thousand dies ;

All savage where th’ embroider’d gardens end,
The hannt of echoes, shall my woods ascend ;

And oh! if Heaven th’ ambitious thought approve,
A rill shall warble croes the gloomy grove,

A little rill, o’er pebbly beds eonvey’d,

Gush down the steep, and glitter through the glade.
What chearing scents those bordering banks exhale?
How loud that heifer lows from yonder vale !
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And osks, unnumber’d, bought that fool a wand.
Poad man, as all his sorrows were too few,
Acquires strange wants that natare never knew,
By midnight lamps be emulates the dzy,

And sleeps, perverse, the chearful suns away ;
From goblets high-embost, his wine must glide,
Round his clos’d sight the gorgeous curtain slide

And three untasted courses glut his eyes.

For this are nature’s gentle calls withstood,

The voice of conscience, and the bonds of blood;
This wisdom thy reward for every pain,

And this gay glory all thy mighty gain.

.
?

Mmtbeirﬁmewgneehhpmpmutrbe,

Pllrm'oo’d‘ndm’dﬁommtoage,

Since bards began to lay, , and priests to rage.
And yet, just curse on man’s aspiring kind,
Prove to ambition, to blind, o
Our children’s children our steps pursue,
And the same errours be for ever new.
Kanwhﬂeinhopoaguilde-mh-yndn,

My reed with warblings chears the imagin’d plain.
Hail bumble shades, where truth and silence dwell !

The nvisy town and faithless court. farewell |
l’ln-e'lhmbiﬁon,oncemydarlinghm!
The thirst of lucre, and the charm of fame !
Inlife's by-road, that winds

aﬁm&y@mmlau"d,ddlbedlmym)
! might they twice begi
é pvsb?:'yph begin
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A PORM,IN PRAISE OF
THE HORN-BOOK.
VRITFER UNDER 4 PIT OF THR GOUT.
Magai megna patrant, 00s non nisi hudicra.. ... .

2%t scessencasaccesse.o.Podagra heec otia fecit.

H‘ll.! tne::: Book, venerable code !
'
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The huge annumber’d volumes which we see,

By lazy plagiaries are stol'n from thee.

Yet foture times, to thy sufficient store,

Shall ne’er presume to add one letter move.
Thee will I sing, in comely wainscot bound,

And verge enclosing thee around 3
The fai horn before, from age to age,
ing thy invaluable page;
thy patron saint in armour
With sword and lance, to guard thy ‘sacred lines:
Beneath his courser’s foet the lies

Transfix'd ; his blood thy scarlet cover dies;
Th’ instructive handle ’s at the bottom fix',
Lest wrangling critics should pervert the text.
Or if to ginger-bread thou shalt

-And liquorish learning to thy babes extend ;
Or sugar'd plane, o'erspread with beaten
Does the sweet treasure of thy letters hold ;
Thou still shalt be my song——Apollo’s choir
Iscornt’ invoke ; Cadmus my verse inspire ;

Soon made compleat! for mortuls ne’er shall know
More than contain’d of old the Christ-cross row;
What masters dictate, or what doctors preach,
Wise matrons hence, e’en to our children teach :

And heedless youth catch at the shining bait; ~

The pregnant boys the noisy charms declare,

And Taw’s, and Delta’s 1, make their mothers stare;

Th’ uncommon sounds amaze the vulgar ear,

And what ’s uncommon never costs too dear.

Yet in all tongues the Horn-book is the same,

Taughtby the Grecian master, or the English dame.
Bat how shall | thy endless virtues tell,

In which thou durst all other books excell ?

No greasy thumbs thy leaf can soil,
Nor crooked dogs-ears thy smooth corners spoil ;
In idle pages no errata stand,

To tell the blanders of the printer’s hand :

No fulsome dedication here is writ,

Nor flattering verse, to praise the aathor’s wit:
The margin with no notes is vex'd,

Nor various reading to confound the text :

All parties in thy literal sense agree,

Thou perfect centre of !

we the records of an ancient date,

what modern histories

all proclaim what wonders have been dome

Kllainlemnhkennﬂuymn:

igh the floods of passion us'd to roll,
the Roman youth’s impatient soul;
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Thy secred line he did but once repeat,

laid the storm, and cool'd the raging hest 8,”
;'l‘heGrdlm-n'l‘,A.

The advice given to Augustus, by Athenodosus
the stoic philusopher. >
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Thybuvnlym,lhmk ‘music, cheer
Dep-mugloull,md-oothtbed ear.
An aged peasant, on his latest
Wish'd for a friend some godly book to read ;
The pious thy known handle takes, °
And (eyes lift up) this savory lecture makes:
 Great A,” he gravely read ; m“nportmtmnd
'lhmptyvnlhmdhdlowmfubmnd.
apcient rear’d his drooping head,
Andzhnk’ his stars that Hodge had learn’d to
4 Great B,” the younker bawls; O heavenly breath !
What ghostly comforts in the hour of death |
What hopes I feel ! * Great C,” pronounc’d the boy ;
The grandsire dies with extasy of joy.
Yetmmehndlmhmnee
pu-humkn@vzhyudulmndn.
Of Essex hundreds Fame gives this report,
But Fame, I ween, says many things in sport.
Scarce lives the man to whom thou ’rt quite un-

known,
Though few th’ extent of thy vast empire own.
‘Whatever wonders magic spells can do
On earth, in air, in ses, io shades below ;
words Mdﬂmmm

What strong enchantments sage cundn

Orlionee ﬁememm-ubdue,
Book,mdleanhm’dmyml

All human arts, and every science meet,

Within the limits of thy single sheet : .

From thy vast root all learning’s ‘branches grow,

And all her streams from thy deep fountain flow.

And, lo! vhlothuthy‘mdulluﬂm.

Inspir’d I feel cholvhchlwnh.

The gentler gout forgets,

Les nw.mdh-mﬂnﬁh.

lmgmﬁwchnmvhnhbondmymlﬂfut;

sn&e-nn‘lpunﬁummmm,

Surprising ‘strength comes every moment on,

1 stand, I step, I walk, and mow I run.

Hemletmean,mybobﬂngnnmbeump.

And at thy handle ! hang my crutches up.

———
THERISTES; o, THE LORDLING,

THE GRANDSON OF A BRICKLAYER, GRRAT GRAND-
’ .S0M OF A BUTCHER.

Tuzaisres of amphibious breed,

Motley fruit of mongrel seed :

By the dam from lordlings sprung,

By the sire exhal’d from dung :

‘Think on every vice in both, *
Look on him, and see their growth.

View him on the mother’s side,
Fill'd with falsehood, spleen, andptidn,
Positive and over-bearing,

still, mdltillulhermg

, rade, untoward
!iemeintougue mheutawwml
Wlnnhufnmdlhomonnhndon,
Cringing comes to beg their pardon ;
Reputation ever tearing,

Ever dearest friendship swearing ;
Judgment weak, and passion strong ;
Always various, always wrong ;

1 Votiva Tabala. Ror.
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Provocstion never waits, .
‘Where he loves, or where he bates;
Talks whate’er comes in his head, .
Wishes it were all unsaid.

Let'me now the vices' trace,
From his father’s scoundrel race,
Who could give the looby such airs?
Were they masons? Were they butchers ?
Herald Jend the Muse an snswer,
From his atavus and grandsire !
This was dexterous at his trowel,
That was bred to kill a cow wellg |
Hence the greasy clumsy mien,
In his dress and figure seen :
Hence that mean and sordid soul,
-leelmbody,nnkandiml
Hence that wild
D‘keumguthatwe-hnsheep:
Hence he learn’d the butcher’s guile,
How to cut a throat and smile :
Like a batcher doom’d for life,
In his mouth to wear his knifes ’ -
Hence he draws his daily food, .

Could be learn to mount a ladder.
May be at his latter end

Mount alive, and dead descend.
In him tell me, which prevail,
Female vices most, or male ?

‘Whatpmduc’dthem,myouhﬂ!
llumnu,ormpofﬂcll?

omm————
OXFORD:
A POEM 1,

INSCRISED TO LORD LONSDALR §,
1707,

Unum opus est intacte palladiswarbem
Carmine perpetuo celebrare— -
Hor. 1 Od. 7. .

Waizer you, my lord, sdomn that stately seat,
Where shining Beauty makes her soft retreat,
Enjoying all those graces, uncontrol’d,

Which noblest youths would die but to behold ;
Whilst you inhabit Lowther’s awful pile,

A structure worthy of the founder’s toil ;

iMdedbythmdmebonder.Johm,

 originally .ppaddmlmhﬁ
: “The two poems

diod of the small-pox, Dec. 1, 1713, N.



OXFORD.

Amaz’d we see the former Lonsdale 3 shine
In each descendant of his noble line :
But most transported and surpriz’d we view
His ancient glories all revivd in_you,

Where charms and virtues join their equal grace,
Your father’s godlike soul, your mother’s lovely face.
Me Portune and kind Heaven's indulgent care

To famous Oxford and the Muses bear,

Where, of all ranks, the blooming youths combine
To pay due homage to the mighty Nine,

And snatch, with smiling joy, the laurel crown,
Due to the learned honours of the gown.

Here 1, the meanest of the tuneful throng,

Delude the time with an unhallow’d song,

Which thus my thanks to much-lov’d Oxford pays,
In no , though unartful lays.

Where shall I first the beauteous scene disclose,
And all the gay variety expose?

Por wheresoe’er 1 turn my wondering eyes,
Aspiring towers and verdant gruves arise,
Immortal greens the smiling plains array,
And mazy rivers murmur all the way,

O! might your eyes behold each sparkling dome,
And freely o’er the beduteous prospect roam,

Less ravish'd your own Lowther you’d survey,
Though p and state the costly seat display,
Where X:n 50 nicely has adorn’d the place,

. That Nature’s aid might seem an useless grace;
Yet Nature’s smiles such various charms impart,
That vaip and needless are the strokes of Art.

In equal state our rising structures shine,

Pram’d by such rules, and form’d by such design,
That here, at once surpriz’d and pleas’d, we view
Old Athens lost and conquer’d in the new ;

More sweet our shades, more fit our bright abodes
For warbling Muses and inspiring Gods. [dranght

Great Vanbrook’s 4 self might own each artful

Equal to mndels in his curious thought,

Nor scorn a fabric by our plans to frame,

Or im immortal labours sing their fame;

Both ways he saves them from destroying Fate,
If be but praise them, or but imitate.

See, where the sacred Sheldon’s 3 haughty dome
Rivals the stately pomp of ancient Rome,
Whose form, so great and noble, seems design’d
T’ express the grandeur of its founder’s mind.
Here, in one lofty building, we bebold
Whateler the Latian pride could boast of ald.
True, no dire combats feed the savage eye,

And strew the sand with sportive cruelty ;

But, more adom'd with what the Muse inspires,

1 far outshines their bloody theatres.

Delight{ul scene ! when here, in equal verse, .
The youthful bards their godlike queen rehearse,
To Churghill’s wreaths Apollo’s laurel join,

And sing the plains of Hockstet and Judoign.

Next let the Muse record our Bodley’s seat 6,
Nor aim at numbers, like the subject, great :

All hail, thou fabric, sacred to the Nine,
Thy fame immortal, and thy form divine |

3 Sir John Lowther, one of the early promoters of
the Revolution, was constituted vice-chamberlain
to king William and queen Mary on their advance-
mnent to the throne; created baron Lowther and
viscowrit Lonsdale, May 28, 1696; and appointed
lord privy-seal in 1699. He djed July 10, 1700, N.

4 Sir Jobn Vanbrugh. N. 5 The Theatre, T,

¢ The Bodleian Library, 7.
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‘Who to thy praise attempts the dangerous flight,
Should in thy various tongues be taught to write ;
His verse, like thee, a lofty dress should wear,
And breathe the genius which inhabits there 3
Thy proper lays alone can make thee live,
And pay that fame, which first thyself didst give.
So fountains, which through secret channels flow,
And pour above the floods they take below,
Back to their father Ocean urge their way,
And to the sea, the streams it gave, repay.
No more we fear the military rage,
Nurs'd up in some obecure barbarian age ;
Nor dread the ruin of our arts divine,
Prom thick-skull’d heroes of the Gothic line,
Though pale the Romans saw those arms advance,
And wept their learning lost in ignorance.
Let brutal rage around its terrours spread,
The living murder, and consume the dead,
In'impious fires let noblest writings burn,
And with their authors shage a common urn ;
Only, ye Fates, our lov’d Bodleian spare,
Be IT, and Learning’s self shail be your care,
Here every art and every grace shall join,
Collected Pheebus here alone shall
Each other seat be dark, and this be all divine,
Thus when the Greeks imperial Troy defac'd,
And to the ground its fatal wallsdebas’d,
In vain they burn the work of hands divine,
And vow destruction to the Dardan line,
Whilst good Zneas flies th’ unequal wars,
And, With his guardian gods, Lilus bears,
Old Troy for ever stands in him alone,
And all the Phrygian kings survive in ane.
Here still presides each sage’s reverend shade,
In soft repose and easy grandeur laid ;
Their deathless works forbid their fame to die,
Nor Time itself their persons shall destroy,
Preserv’d within the living gallery 7.
What greater gift could bounteous Heaven bestow,
Than to be seen above, and read below?
With deep t I bend my dateous head,
To see the faithful likeness of the dead ;
But O ! what Muse can equal warmth impart?
‘The painter’s skill transcends the poet’s art.
When round the pictur'd founders I descry,
With goodness and great with majesty,
So much of life the artful colours give,
Scarce more within their colleges they live ;
My blood begins in wilder rounds to roll,
And pleasing tumults combat in my soul ;
An humble awe my downcast eyes betray,
And only less than adoration pay.
Such were the Roman Fathers, when, o’ercome,
They saw the Gauls insult o’er uer'd Rome °
Each captive seem’d the haughty victor’s lord,
And prostrate chiefs their awful slaves ador’d.
Such art as this adorns your Lowther's hall,

‘Where feasting gods carouse the wall ;- N
The nectar, which creating peint supplies,

Intoxicates each pleas’d spectator’s eyes;

Who view, amaz'd, the figures beavenly fair,

And think they breathe the true Elysian air.

‘With strokes so bold, great Verrio’s hand bas drawa

The gods in dwellings brighter than their own,
Fird with a thousand raptures, I behold.

‘What lively features grac’d each bard of old ;

Such lips, I think, did guide his charming tongue,

In such an air as this the poet sung;

" % Tbe Picture Gallery. T. -
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t the bright Museum see,
Itself the ity !

WthMnchﬁmw,mmbh’d,
Delight at once, and quite confound the mind ;
Ten thousand splendours stri

And prospects charm the doubting view
‘Who can deny their characters i
Without and inspir'd within ?

But, since above my weak and artless lays,

Let their own poets sing théir equal praise.
One labour more my verse renews,

Muse;

8 Queen’s College Library. See the Poem on
Queen Caroline’s rebuilding the Lodgings of the
Black Prince and Henry V. p. 101, the other of the
¢¢ two poems” alluded to inp. 130. N.
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Stands chief in merit, as the chief m place:

To his lov’d name our earliest lays belong,

The theme at once, and patron of our song.
Loug may be o’er his much-lov'd Queen’s preside,
Our arts encourage, and our counsels guide ;
Till aftec-ages, fill'd with glad surprise,
Behold his image all majestic rise,

‘Where now in pomp s venerable

Princes and and holy fathers, stand.

\

And all the soul was in the stone display’d.
Too high, my verse, has been thy daring fight,

Thy softer numbers now the groves invite,

Where silent shades provoke the speaking lyre,

And chearful objects happy songs inspire,

At once bestow rewards, and thoughts infuse,

Pan yiclds his empire o’er the sylvan throng,

| Pleasd to submit to his

Through every field solitary grove ;

‘Whose souls, ascending an exalted height,
Out-soar the drooping Muse’s vulgar flight,

That longs to see her darling votaries laid
Mthemnofoo.-:’ml‘e}:‘hdc,

Where purling streams warbling birds conspire
To aid th’ enchantments of the trembling lyre.
Bear me, some god, to Christ-Church, royal seat,
And lay me softly in the green retreat,
Where Aldrich holds o’er Wit the sovereign power,
Andmﬁlepmvhiehbehusht

To Aldrich Britain owes her Boyle,

9 Robest Egglesfiald, B. I\ the founder, 1340, N. \



OXFORD.

O’erall the .
i of sweetest bards resound ;

Hill;
ian Fields looks down,
us like his own; .
Charmd with hislays, which reach the shades below,
Forgets the anguish of wn igurd sol,
'orgets the anguish of an injur’
The fatal poi , and envenom’d bowl
1lo smiles on Magd’len's peaceful bowers,
mes the air, and paints the grot with flowers,
Where Yalden learn’d to gain the myrtle crown,
And every Muse was fond of Addison.
Applauded man! for weightier trusts design’d,
For once disdain not to unbend thy mind ;
‘Thy mother Isis and her groves rehoarse,
A subject not unworthy of thy verse ; .
So Latian fields will cease to boast thy praise,
And yield to Oxford, painted in thy lays :
And when the age to come, from envy free,
What thou to Virgil giv'st shall give to thee,*
Isis, immortal by the poet’s skill, ’
¢ Shall, in the smooth description, murmur still 3 ;»
New beauties shall adorn our sylvan scene,
Mintbymb:slagmﬁ)rmrm
Danby’s fam’d gift ¢ such verse as thine requires,
Exalted and celestial fires;

< ?
Nature herself the healing garden loves,
- Which kindly her declining strength improves,
Baffles the strokes of unrelenting Death,
Can break his arrows, and can blunt his teeth,
“How sweet the landscape ! where, in living trees,
Here frowns a vegetable Hercules !
There fam'd Achilles learns to live again ;
And looks yet angry in the mimic scene ;
Here artful birds, which blooming arbours show
Seem to fiy higher, whilst they upwards grow,
From the same leaves both arms and warriors rise,
And every bough a different charm supplies.

So when our world the great Creator made,
Aud, unadorn’d, the sluggish chaos laid,

Horrour and Beauty own'd their sire the same,
And Form itself from Parent Matter came,
That lumpish mass alone was source of all,
Aod Bards and Themes had one original.

In vain the groves demand my longer stay,
The gentle Isis wafts the Muse away ; )
With ease the river guides her wandering stream,
And hastes to mingle with uxorious Thame,

1 The great benefactor to All-souls College. N.
3 Of whom, see Select Collection, vol iv. p. 180.
N.

3 Letter from Italy, by Mr. Addison. T.

¢ The Physic-garden at Oxford. This hint was
happily taken up in 1713, by Dr. Evans. See Select
Collection, 1780, vol. iii. p. 145. N.
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Attempting poets on her banks lie down,

And quaff, inspir'd, the better Helicon, .

Sweet as the banks, and fiowing as the streams,
Blese’d we, whom bounteous Fortune here has

Upon our bumble, easy stumbers wait;

Nor aught that is Ambition’s lofty theme
Disturbs our , and gilds the gandy dream.
Touch’d by no ills which vex th’ unhappy great,
;gconlyludtheehngainhm~ :

Now trace those secret tricks that lost a state,
And search the fine-spun arts that made it grest,
Correct those errours that its ruin bred,

Others, to whom persuasive arts belong,

(Words in their looks, and music on their tongue)

Instructed by the wit of Greece and Rome,

Learn richly to adorn their native home ;

Whilst listening crowds confess the sweet surprize,

With pleasure in their breasts, and wonder in their
eyes.

Here curious minds the latent seeds discloss,

And Nature’s darkest inths expose ;

‘Whilst greater souls the distant worlds descry,

Pierce to the out-stietch’d borders of the sky, [eye.

Enlarge the searching mind, and broad expand the

O you, whase rising years 8o great began,

In whose bright youth [ read the shining man,

O Lonsdale, know what noblest minds approve,

The thoughts they cherish, and the hearts they love :

Let these examples your young bosom fire,

And bid your soul to boundless height aspire.

Methinks [ see yo» in our shades retir'd,

Alike admiring, and by all admird :

Your eloquence now charms my ravish’d ear,

Which future senates shall hear,
Now mournful verse inspires a ing woe,
And now your cheeks with ke fury glow,

Whilst on the ?{pet fancy’d fields appear,

And prospects of imaginary war;

Your martial soul sees Hockstet's fatal plain,
Or fights the fam'd Ramilia o’er again.

But I in vain these lofty names rehearse,
Above the faint attempts of humble verse,
Which Garth should in immortal strains design,
Or Addison exalt with warmth divine ;

A song my tender voice requires,

And fainter lays confess the fainter fives,
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By Nature fitted for an hainble theme,
A painted prospect, or a mu g stream,
To tune a vulgar note in Echo’s
‘Whilst Echo’s self resounds the ﬂlwermg lays;
Or, whilst I tell how Myra's charms surprise,

. Paint roseson her cheeks, and suns within her eyes.
+ 0, did proportion’d height to me belong,
Gmt Anna’s name should grace th’ ambitious song ;
THustrious dames should round their queen resort,
And Lonsdale’s mother crown the splendid court ;
Her noble son should boast no vulgar place, .
But share the ancient honours of his race ;
Whilst eact: fair daughter’s face and conquering eyes
To Venus only should submit the prize.
O matchless beauties! more than heavenly fair,
Your looks resistless, and divine your air,
Let your bright eyes their bounteous beams diffuse,
And no fond Bard shall ask an useless Muse ;
Their kindling rays excite a noble fire,
Give besuty to the song, and music to the lyre.

This charming theme 1 ever could pursue,

And think the inspiration ever new,
Did not the god my wandering pen restrain ;
And bring me to his Oxford bagk again.

Oxford, the goddess Muse’s native home,
Inspir'd hk@ Athens, and adorn’d like Rome !
Hadst thou of old been Learnmg’s fam’d retreat,
And pagan Muses ch e thy lovely seat,

0, bow unbounded had their fiction heen

What fancy’d visions had adorn’d the acene !
Upon each hill 2 sylvan Pan had stood,

And every thicket boasted of a god ;

Satyrs had frisk’d in each poetic grove

And not a sream without its nymphs eould move ;
Each summit had the train of Muses show’d,

And in every fountain flow’d ;

The tales, adorn'd with each poetic graoe,

Had Jook’d almost as charming as the place.

Ev’n now we hear the world with transports owa
Those fictions by more wondrous truths outdooe ;
Here pure ia keeps her holy seat,

And Themis smiles from Heaven on this retreat ;
Our chaster Graces own refin'd desires,
AndaumMnmhvmmthvasulﬁxu,
Whilst guardian-angels gur Apollos stand,
Scattering rich favours with a bounteous hand

To bless the happy air, and sanctify the land.

O pleasing shades ! O ever-green retreats !
Ye learned grottoes ! and ye sacred seats !
Never may you politer arts refuse,

But entertain in-peace the bashful Muse !

So may you be kind Heaven’s distinguish’d
And may your fame be lasting, u’bafalr'
Let greater Bards on fam'd Parnassus dream,
Or taste th’ inspir'd Heliconian stream ;

Yet, whilst our Oxford is the bless’d abode
Of every Muse, and every tuneful god,
Parnaseusg owns its honours far outdone,

And Isis boasts more Bards than Helicon.

A thousand blessings I to Oxford owe,

But you, my Lord, th’ inspiring Muse bestow ;
Grac’d with your name th’ unpolish’d poem shmu,
Yongnudmfaulm and consecrate the lines, .
O might you here meet my desirinig eyes,

My drooping song to nobler heights would rise :

Or might I come to breathe your northern air,
Yet should I find an equal pleasure there ;

Your presence would the harsher climate lootbe,
Bush 2very wind, and every mountain smooth ;
Would bid the groves in springing pomp arise,

And open charming vista's to the eyes ;

Would make my trifling verbe be heard around,
And sportive Echo play the empty sound :

With you I should a better Pheebus find,

And own in you alone the charms of Oxford jo'

.
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THE

LIFE OF HAMMOND.
'BY DR. JOHNSON.

OF Mr. HAMMOND, though he be well remembered as a man esteemed and caressed
by the elegant and the great, I was at first able to obtain no otler memorials than such
as are supplied by a book called Cibber’s Lives of the Poets; of which I take this
opportunity to testify, that it was not written, nor, 1 believe, ever seen, by either of the
Cibbers ; but was the work of Robert Shiels, a native of Scotland, a man of very acute
ndalhndmg.tbonghmhlilﬂenhohm:edmhon,wbo not leng after the publi-
cation of his work, died in London of a coasumption. His life was virtuous, apd his
end was pious. Theophilus Cibber, then a prisoner for debt, imparted, as I was told,
his name for ten guineas. The manuscript of Shiels is now in my possession.

. 1 have since found, that Mr. Shiels, though he was no negligent inquirer, had been
misled by false accounts; for he relates, that James Hammond, the author of the Ele-
gies, was the son of a Turkey merchant, and had some office at the prince of Wales's
court, till love of a lady, whose name was Dashwood, for a time disordered his under-
standing. He was unextinguishably amorous, and his mistress inexorably cruel.

Of this narrative, pest is true, and part false. He was the second son of Anthony
Hammond, a man of note among the wits, poets, and parliamentary orators, in the
beginning of this century, who was allied to Sir Robert Walpole by marrying his sister %,
He was born about 1710, and educated at Westminster-school; but it does not appear
that he was of any university 2. He was equerry to the prince of Wales, snd seems to
bave come very early into public notice, and to have been distinguished by those whose
friendship prejudiced mankind at that time in favour of the man on whom they were
bestowed ; for be was the compenion of Cobham, Lyttelton, and Chesterfield. He is
wnid to bave divided his life between pleasure and books; in his retirement forgetting
the town, and in his gaiety losing the student. Of his literary hours all the effects are
bere exhibited, of which the Elegies were written very early, and the Prologue not long
before his death.

In 1741, be was chosen into perliament for Truro in Cornwall, probably one of thoss
who were elected by the prince’s influence; and died next year in June at Stowe, the
famous seat of lord Cobbam. His mistress long outlived him, and in 1779 died un-
warried. mcbamterwhlchherloverbequuthedhermmdeed not likely to
sitract courtship.

1 This account is still erroneous. James Hammond, our author, was of a different family, the second
ndmnmdwmmmmydnmm luo-u.u-..
vol. LVIL p. 780. R.

2 Mr. Cale gives him to Cambridge. MSS. Athense Cantab. in Mas. Brit. C.
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The Elegies were published after his death ; and while the writer’s name was remem- -
bred with fondness, they were read with a resolution to admire them.

The recommendatory preface of the editor, who was then believed, and is now
affirmed by Dr. Maty, to be the earl of Chesterfield, raised strong prejudices in their
favour.

But of the prefacer, whoever he wis, it may be reasonably suspected that he never
read the poems; for he professes to value them for a very high species of excellence,
and recommends them as the genuine effusions of the mind, which expresses a real pes-
sion in the language of nature. But the truth is, these elegm have neither passion,
natire, nor manners. Where there is fiction, there is no passion: he that des-
cribes himself as a shepherd, and his Nezera or Delia as a shepherdess, and talks of goats
and lambs, feels no passion. He that courts his niistress with Roman imagery deserves
to lose her; for she may with good reason suspect his sincerity. ‘Hampond' hys few
sentisients drawn from:nature, and few images from modern life. He produces nothing
but frigid pedantry. It would be bard to fied in all hupxoducuom three stanzas that
deserve to be regjembered,

hke other lovers, he threatens the lady thh dylng aml what.thqndmll follvw‘!

Wilt thou in tears thy lover’s corse attend, . v
With eyes averted light the solemn, pyve,
Till all arcund the doleful fiames ascend,
Then slowly sinking, by degrees expire >
To sooth the hovering soul be thine the care,
With plaintive cries to lead the mournful band; ’
In sable weeds the golden vase to bear, *
And cull my ashes with thy trembling hand ;
Panchaia’s odours be their costly feast,
And all the pride of Asi’s fragrant yeer,
- Give them the treasures of the farthest Fast,
Aod, what is still more precious, give thy tear,

Surely no blame can fall upon a nymph who rejected a swain of so little meaning.

His-verses are not rugged, but they havé no sweetness; they never glide in @ stream
of melody.. Why Hammond or other writers have thought the quatrain of ten syl
lables elegiac, itis difficult to tell. The character of the elegy is geutieness and tenuity;
but this stanza has been pronounced by Dryden, whese knowledge of English mietre was
not inconsiderable, to be the most magmﬁoeut of all the mensures which ' our language
aﬂ‘otds

’

<



- PREFACE.

BY LORD CHESTERFIELD.

Tax following Elegies were wrote by a young gentleman lately deed, and justly lamented.

As he had never declared his intentions concerning their publication, a friend of his, into whose hands
they fell, determined to publish them, in the persuasion, that they would neither be unwelcome to the
poblic, nor injurious to the memory of their author. The reader must decide, whether this determina-
tion was the result of just judgement, or partial friendship ; for the editor feels, and avows s0 much of
the latter, that be gives up all pretensions to the former. ’

The Author composed them ten years ago ; before he wastwo and twenty yearsold ; an age when fancy
and imagination commonly riot, atthe expence of judgement and correctness, neither of which seem want-
inghere. But sincere in his love as in his friendship, he wrote to his mistresses, as he spoke to his friends,
nothing but the true genuine sentiments of hisheart; hesate down to write what he' thought, not to think
what he should write ; it was nature and sentiment only that dictated to a real mistress, ot youth=
ful and poetic fancy, to an imaginary one. Elegy therefore speaks here her own, proper, native lan-
gusge, the unaffected plaintive language of the tender passions; the true elegiac dignity and simplicity
are preserved, and united, the one without pride, the other without meanness. Tibullus seems to have -
been the model our author judiciously preferred to Ovid ; the former writing directly from the heart,
tothe heart ; the latter too often yielding and addressing himself to the imagination.

‘The undissipated youth of the author, allowed him time to apply himeelf to the best masters, the
ancients, and his parts enabled him to make the best use of them ; for upon those great models of solid
sense and virtue, be formed not only his genius, but his heart, both well prepared by nature to adopt,
and adorn the resemblance. e admired that justness, that noble mmplicity of thought and expression,
which have distinguished, and preserved their writings to this day; but be revered that love of their
country, that contempt of riches, that sacredness of friendship, and all those heroic and social virtues,
‘which marked them out as the objects of the veneration, though not the imitatian, of succeeding ages; .
aud be looked back with a kind of religious awe and delight, upon those-glorious and happy times of
Greece and Rome, when wisdom, virtue, and liberty formed the only triumvirates, ere luxury invited
©orruption to taint, or corruption jntroduced slavery to destroy, all public and private virtaes, In
these sentiments he lived, and would have lived, even in these times ; in these sentiments he died—but in
these timas too—Ut non erepta a diis immortalibus vits, sed donata mors esse videatur.
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JAMES HAMMOND.

LOVE ELEGIES.
Virginibus poerisque canto.

FIRST PRINTED IN 1743.

ELEGY L
O MIS FALLING IN LOVR WITE NEERA.
mem&atliba!youﬁlhmpn,
In vain they gave, their sons receiv'd in vain:
I ;aw Newmra, and her instant slave,
Though born a Briton, bugg'd the servile chain,

Ou Scythian hills I lay a senseless stone,
Was fix’d a rock amidst the watery roar,
And in the vast Atlantic stood alone.

Adia, ye Muses, or my passion aid,

Why should I loiter by your idle spring ?
My bumble voice would move one only maid,
And she contemms the trifies which [ sing.

Buat chiefly thine, O Venus ! will I tear.
Deceiv'd by thee, I lov'd a beauteous maid,
Who bends on sordid gold her low desives :
Nog worth nor passion can her heart

Bat Love must act what Avarice requ

. Let others buy the cold unloving

Hence all the blame that Love and Venus bear,
Hence pleasure short, and anguish ever long,
Hence tears and sighs, and hence the peevish fair,
'l'heﬁmudbm'-heneethisan;rymg.

ELEGY 1IL

Urg-bleto:ﬁsfythem tu.:serof.}:eun,h‘
intends to make a y i
in ) make & campaign, and try, if possible,

Ab1zv, ye walls, that guard my cruel fair,

No more I’ll sit in rosy fetters bound,

My limbe have learnt the weight of arms to bear,
Mym?linglpiﬁufeeltbotmmpet’lmm.
Few are the maids that now on merit smile,
On spoil and war is bent this iron age :

Yet pain and death attend on war and spoil,
Unsated vengeance and remorseless rage.

To purchase spoil, even love itself is

Her lover’s heart is least Newra’s ur::“.

And I through war must seek detested gold,
Not for myself, but for my venal fair :

That, while she bends beneath the weight of dress,
The stiffen’d robe may spoil her easy mien ;
And art mistaken make her beauty less,
‘While still it hides some graces better seen.
But if such toys can win her lovely smile,
Hers be the wealth of Tagus’ golden sand,
Hers the bright gems that glow in India’s soil,
Hers the black souns of Afric’s sultry land.

To please her eye let every loom coatend,
For her be rifled Ocear’s pearly bed.

But where, alas | would idle .
And soothe with dreams a youthful poet’s head ®
maid,
lnﬁm’dcmbncetnctthotynnt’sp-'n,
While I their selfish luxury upbraid, . ’
And scorn the person where I doubt the heart.
Thus warm’d by pride, I think 1 love no more,
And hide in threats the weakness of my mind :
In vain,—though Resson fly the bated door,
Yet Love, the coward Love, still lags behind.
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ELEGY IIL
He upbraids and threatens the avarice of Newra,
and resolves ta quit her.

Suourp Jove descend in floods of liquid ore,
And golden torrents stream from every part,
That craving bosom still would heave for more,
Not all the gods could satisfy thy heart :

But may thy folly, which can thus disdain
My honest love, the mighty wrong repay,
May midnight fire involve thy-?rdldgun,
And on the shining heaps of rapine prey :
May all the youths, like me, by love deceiv’d,
Not quench the ruin, but applaud the doom ;
And, when thow dy’st, may not she heart be griev'd,
May not one tear bedew the lonely tomb.
But the deserving, mder,gmsm_ﬂd,
Whose only care is her poor lover’s mind,
Though ruthless age may bid her beanty fade,
In every friend to love, a friend shall find :
And, when the lamp of life will burn no more,
Whendadlheseenun;‘i]nagerﬂemp,
The pitying neighbour shall her loss ore,
Andmndthzbiern-anbledlovenweep:'
With flowery garlands, each revolving year,
Shall strow the grave where truth and softness rest,
Then home returning, drop the pions tear,
And bid the turf lie easy on her breast.

ELEGY IV.
To his friend, wn;:;t::“u@zr the coufinement of a
1

‘Waie calm you sit beneath your secret shade,
And lose in pleasing thought the summer-day,
Or tempt the wish of some unpractis’d maid,
‘Whoee heart at once inclines and fears to stray :
The sprightly vigour of my youth is fled,
Lonely and sick, on death is all my thought,
Oh, spare, Persephone, this guiltless head,
Love, too much love, is all thy suppliant’s fault.
No virgin’s easy faith I e’er betray’d,

My tongue ne’er boasted of u feign’d embrace ;
No poisons in the cup have I convey'd,

Nor veil’d destraction with a friendly face :

No secret horrours gnaw this quiet breast,

This pious hand ne’er robb’d the sacred fane,

1 ne’er disturb’d the gods’ eternal rest

With curses loud,—but oft have pray’d in vain.
Ng stealth of Time has thinn’d my flowing hair,
Nor Age yet bent me with his iron hand :

Ah! &nmﬂnemderblosmtur!

Ere autumn yet the ripen'd fruit demand ?

Ye gods, whoe’er in gloomy shades below,

‘Now slowly tread your melancholy round ;
Now wandering view the paleful rivers flow,

And mausing hearken to their solemn sound :

O, let me still enjoy the chearful day,

Till, many years unheeded o’er me rofl’d,
Pleas’d in my age, I trifie life away,

And tell bow much we lov’d, ere I grew old.
But you, who now, with festive garlands crown’d,
In chase ofPlunnthc gay moments spend,
Byquickeaaymmt heal love’s pleasing wound,

" | She gave these charms, which I on

-HAMMOND'S POEMS.

ELEGY V.

The lover is at, first inthoduced spesking to his ser-
vant, he afterwards addresses himsslfto his mis-
tress, and at last there is a supposed interview
between them.

Wita wine, mare wine, deceive thy master’s care,
Till creeping slumber soothe his breast,
Let not a whisper stir the silent air,
If hapless love a while consent to rest.
Untoward guards beset my Cynthia’s doors,
And cruel locks th' imprison’d fair conceal,
:il:‘ylighmingl blast whom love in vain i

Jove’s own thunder rive those bolts of steel.
Ah, gentle door, attend my humble call,
Nor let thy sounding hinge our tirefts betray,
So all my curses far from thee shall fall,
We angry lovers mean not half we say.
Remember now the flowery wreaths I gave,
When first I told thee of my bold desires,
Nor thou, O Cynthia, fear the watchful slave,
Venus will favour what herself inspires.
She guides the youth who see not where they tread,.
She shows the virgin how to turn the door,
Softly to steal from off her silent bed,
And not a step betray her on the fioor.
The fearless lover wants no beam of light,
The robber knows him, nor obstructs his way,
Sacred he wanders through the pathless night,
Belongs to Venus, and can never stray.
I scorn the chilling wind, and beating raio,
Nor heed cold watchings on the dewy ground,
1f all the hardships I for love sustain,
With love’s victorious joys at last be crown’d :

With sudden step let none our bliss surprise,
Or check the freedom of secure delight—
Rash man beware, and shut thy curious eyes,
Lest angry Venus snatch their guilty sight.
But shouldst thou see, th’ important secret hide,
Though question’d by the powers of Earth and

The prating tongne shall love’s revenge abide,
Still sue for grace, and never be forgiven.

A wizard-dame, the lover’s ancient friend,
With magic charm has deaft thy husband’s ear,
At her command I saw the stars descend,
And winged lightnings stop in mid career.

I saw her stamp, and cleave the solid ground,
While gastly spectres round us wildly roam ;-
I saw them hearken to her sound,
Till, scar’d at day, they sought their dreary home.
At her command the vigorous summer pines,
Andwhtayclmdtobocunthelgopefnlyu;;
At bee strong bidding, gloomy winter shines,
Andvermlmaenonthcl'mwsq:pur.

’ on thee bestow,
They dim the eye, and dull the jealous mind,
For me they make a husband nothing know,
For me, and only me, they make him blind :
But what did most this faithfal heart surprise,
She boasted that her skill could setit free: -~
This faithful heart the boasted freedom flies ;
How could it ventufa to abandon thes ?



. 'LOVE ELRGIES.

ELEGY VL -

He adjures Delia to pity him, by their- friendship
with Calia, who was lately dead.

Tuovsawns would: seek the lasting pesce of death,
And in that harbour shun the storm of care,
Officious hope still holds the fleeting breath,
She tells them still,~~To-morrow will be fair.
She tells me, Delia, I shall thee obtain, )
But can I listen to her syren song, [chain,
Who seven slow months bave dragg’d my painful
So long thy lover, and despisd so long?
By all the joys thy dearest Ceelis gave,
Let not her ance-lov'd friend unpitied burn ;
S0 may her ashes find a peaceful grave,
Mthepmm;ufdmtbearmndum.
geher!ﬂntam‘d my timorous flame, :
nurs’d my hopes, and taught me how to sus,
" She still would pity what the wise might blame,
And feel for weakness which she never knew :
Ah,do-'otgrievetbedeuhmelmdlhado.
That hovering round .us all my sufferinge hears,
She is my saint,—to her my. prayers are made,
thoﬁmpeabedgiﬁsofﬂwmqndtnn:. .
To her sad tomb at midnight I retire,
Andlonely-mbythealmtm,
1 tell it all the griefs my wrongs inspsre,
The marble image seems to hear my moan :
friend’s pale ghost shall vex thy sleepiess bed,
mmh&ﬁmalhﬁrjﬂﬂh;’ .
That ruthless boeom will disturb the dead,
And call Torth pity from eternal night :
Cease, ‘cruel man, the mournful theme forbear,
Though mnchthmmﬁer tothynlfenmphmx
Ah,toreealtheudremzmbnme
Oumﬁmhuk‘mthnmthypim,

ELEGY VIL

On Delia’s being in the country, where he supposes
she stays to see the harvest.

Now Delia breathes in woods the fragrant air,

Dull are the hearts that still in town remain;

Venus herself attends on Delia there,

And Cupid sports amid the sylvan train.

©Oh, with what joy, my Dela to behold,

hnl-:’helhmldmhtharmmr'sp‘in,
lost, and useless lay,
To Peneus’ :uum, and Tempe's slndy plain,
- He drove his herds beneath the noon-tide ray :
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0, Ceres ! in your golden fields no more,

With harvest’s chearful porap, my fair detain,—
Think what for lost Proserpima you bore,

And in & mather’s angwish feel my pain. _

Our wiser fathers left their fields unsown,
Their food was acorns, love their sole employ,
'I'hey met, they lik’d, toey staid but till alone,
And in each-valley so'stch'd the honest joy. -
No wakefal guard, no doors to stop desire,
Thrice happy times |--But, oh ! I fondly rave,
Lead me to Delia, all her eyes inspire

P’ll do.—T'll plough, or dig as Delia's -hvo.

ELEGY VI.IL
He despairs that he shall ever possess Delia.
AH, what avails thy lover's pious care ?
His lavish incense clouds the sky in vain,
Nor wealth nor greatuess was his idle prayer,
For thee alone he pray'd, thee hop’d to gain :
With thee I hop'd to waste the pleasing day,

Till in thy arms ar age of joy was past,
Then, ol({ with love, insensibly decay, - ,
And on thy bosom gently breathe my last.

'[acorntheLydnnmerssnldenvwe. .

And all the vulgar charms of human life,

I only ask to live my Delia’s slave,

A.nd, when I long have servid her, call her wife :
I only ask, of her I love possest,

To sink, o'ercampe with bliss, in safe repose,
To strain her yielding beauties to my breast,
And kiss her wearied eye-lids till they close.
Attend, O Juno !. with thy sober ear,
Awend gay Venus, parent of desire ;

This one fond wish, if you refuse to hear,
Oh, let me with this sigh of love expire.

'BLEGY IX.
' He has lost Delia.

Hz who could first two gentle hearts unbind,

And rob a lover of his weepiug fair,

Hard was the man, but harder, in my mipd, .

The lover still, who dy’d not of despair : -
With mean disguise let others nature hide,

And mimic virtue with the paint of art,

1 scorn the cheat of reason’s foolish pride,

And boast the graceful weakness of my heart.

The more I think, the more I feel my pain,

And learn the more each heavenly charm to prize ;
While fools, too light for passion, safe remain,
And dull sensation keeps the stupid wise.

Sad is my day, and sad my lingering night,
‘When, wrapt in silent grief, 1 weep alone,

Delia is lost, and all my past delight

Is now the source of unavailing moan.

Where is the wit that heighten’'d beauty’s charms ?
Where is the face that fed my longing eyes ?, .
Where is the shape that might have blest my arms ?
‘Where are those hopes relentless Fate denies ?
When spent with