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18 ; ON DR. ARMSTRONG'S

banks he firft drew breath. The tribute of affettion
he pays to his native place, and the retrofpeét of his
own boyifh years, are fweetly interefting, and vie
with all that Tuomson and SmoLrLeT have written
on a fimilar topic.

The {pecies of exercife afforded by gardening,
gives occafion to a moral picture, of a man retired
from public life to the cultivation of his eftate, fur-
rounded with a feleét fociety of old companions, of
the fame taftes and purfuits with himfelf. This is
wrought fo much in the manner of TrHomsoN, that,
were it not for fome difference of ftyle, it might
pafs undiftinguifhed as a paffage of the Seafons. The
“ noftes ceenzque deum ” of Horack, have con-
tributed to adorn the piece.

Refuming the medical confideration of exercife,
he next adverts ta its power in {lrengthening weak
parts by habitual exertions ; and he dwells on the

propricty of a gradual progrefs from reft to labour,

and on the milchiefs attending too violent and heed-






20 ON DR. AKENSIDE’S

food, and dﬁring the heats of a fummer’s noon, and
the chills of evening. Thefe preceptive remarks lead
him to a vein more fertile of ideas addrefled to the
imagination ; for, conceiving the day to be funk
into the filence and gloom of midnight, he views
the toil-fpent hind, wrapt in the arms of profound
repofe, the fweet {oother of his labours. Hence he
digrefles to the fubjeét of dreams, and paints in vivid
colours the horrid {cenes that difturb the mind dur-
ing the delirium of unquiet flumber. The proper
period in which fleep is to be indulged, with its due
meafure to different conftitutions are next confider-
ed. The influence of habit in this refpet, brings on
an exhortation to proceed very gradually in altering
wér}r corporeal habit; and this is made an introduc-
tion to a defcription of the fucceflive changes of the
year, with the diftempers they bring. All this, and
the remainder of the book, might perhaps with
greater propriety have made a part of the firft head ;

fince its conneftion with exercife is lefs obvious than





























































40 THE ART OF

This flumb’ring Deep remains, and ranker grows
With fickly reft: and (tho’ the lungs abhor 85
To drink the dun fuliginous abyfs)

Did not the acid vigour of the mine,

Roll’d from {o many thund’ring chimneys, tame
The putrid fteams that overfwarm the fky ;

This cauftic venom would perhaps corrode 90
Thofe tender cells that draw the wvital air,

In vain with all their unftuous rills bedew’d ;

Or by the drunken venous tubes, that yawn

In countlefs pores o'er all the pervious fkin
Imbib’d, would poifon the balfamic blood, 95
And roufe the heart to every fever’s rage.

While yet you breathe, away ; the rural wilds
Invite ; the mountains call you, and the vales ;
The woods, the ftreams, and each ambrofial breeze
That fans the ever-undulating fky ; 10¢
A kindly {ky ! whole foft’ring power regales-
Man, beaft, and all the vegetable reign,

Find then fome woodland fcene where nature {miles
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But on the marfhy plains that Lincoln {preads
Build not, nor reft too long thy wand’ring feet.
For on a ruftic throne of dewy turf, 126
With baneful fogs her aching temples bound,
Quartana there prefides: a meagre Fiend

Begot by Eurus, when his brutal force

Comprefs’d the flothful Naiad of the Fens.

From fuch a mixture {prung, this fitful peft 131
With fev’rifh blafts fubdues the fick’ning land :
Cold tremors come, with mighty love of reft,
Convulfive yawnings, laflitude, and pains

That fting the burden’d brows, fatigue the loins,
And rack the joints and every torpid limb; 136
Then parching heat fucceeds, till copious {weats
O’erflow : a fhort relief from former ills,

Beneath repeated fhocks the wretches pine ;

The vigour finks, the habit melts away ; 140
The cheerful, pure, and animated bloom

Dies from the face, with {qualid atrophy

Devour’d, in fallow melancholy clad.
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Yet not alone from humid fkies we pine;
For Air may be too dry. The fubtle heaven, 165
That winnows into duft the blafted downs,
Bare and extended wide without a {tream,
Too faft imbibes th’ attenuated lymph
Which, by the furface, from the blood exhales.
The lungs grow rigid, and with toil effay 170
Their flexible vibrations! or inflam’d,
Their tender ever-moving ftru€ture thaws.
Spoil’d of its limpid vehicle, the blood
A mafs of lees remains, a drofly tide
That flow as Lethe wanders thro’ the veins; 195
Unaétive in the fervices of life,
Unfit to lead its pitchy current thro’,
The fecret mazy channels of the brain,
The melancholic fiend (that worft defpair
Of phyfic), hence the ruft-complexion’d man 180
Purfues, whole blood is dry, whofe fibres gain
Too ftretch’d a tone : and hence in climes aduft
So fudden tumults feize the trembling nerves,

And burning fevers glow with double rage.
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Or thro’ the thickets fend the crackling flames,
Meantime at home with cheerful fires difpel 206
The humid air : and let your table fmoke

‘With folid roaft or bak’d ; or what the herds

Of tamer breed fupply ;: or what the wilds

Yield to the toilfome pleafures of the chale. 210
Generous your wine, the boaft of ripening years ;
But frugal be your cups : the languid frame,
Vapid and {unk from yefterday’s debauch,

Shrinks from the cold embrace of wat’ry heavens.
But neither thefe, nor all Apollo’s arts, 215
Difarm the dangers of the dropping fky,

Unlefs with exercile and manly toil

You brace your nerves, and fpur the lagging blood.
The fat’ning clime let all the {ons of eafe

Avoid ; if indolence would wifh to live, 220
Go, yawn and loiter out the long flow year

In fairer fkies. If droughty regions parch

The fkin and lungs, and bake the thickening blood ;

Deep in the waving foreft choofe your feat.
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His horrors o’er the world, thou may’ft indulge
In feafts more genial, and impatient broach 246
The mellow cafk. Then too the lcourging air
Provokes to keener toils than fultry droughts
Allow. But rarely we fuch fkies blafpheme.
Steep’d in continual rains, or with raw fogs 250
Bedew’d, our feafons droop : incumbent {till

A ponderous heaven o’erwhelms the finking {oul.
Lab’ring with ftorms in heapy mountains rife

Th’ imbattled clouds, as if the Stygian {hades
Had left the dungeon of eternal night. 255
Till black with thunder all the South defcends.
Scarce in a fhowerlefs day the heavens indulge
Our melting clime ; except the baleful Eaft
Withers the tender {pring, and fourly checks
The fancy of the year. Our fathers talk 260
Of {ummers, balmy airs, and fkies ferene.
Good Heaven! for what unexpiated crimes
This difmal change! the brooding elements,

Do they, your powerful minifters of wrath,
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76 THE ART OF

Firft {prings the Nile ; here burits the {ounding Po
In angry waves; Euphrates hence devolves 361
A mighty flood to water half the Eaft ;

And there, in Gothic folitude reclin’d,

The cheerlefs Tanais pours his hoary urn.

What {olemn twilightl what ftupendous fhades
Enwrap thefe infant floods! thro’ every nerve 365
A facred horror thrills, a pleafing fear

Glides o’er my frame. The foreft deepens round ;
And more gigantic {lill th’ impending trees

Stretch their extravagant arms athwart the gloom.
Are thefe the confines of fome fairy world? 371
A land of Genii ? Say, beyond thefe wilds

What unknown nations ?  If indeed beyond
Aught habitable lies. And whither leads,

To what ftrange regions, or of blifs or pain, 375
That fubterranecous way ! Propitious maids,
Conduét me, while with fearful fteps I tread

This trembling ground.  The talk remains to fing

Your gifts (o Pxon, fo the powers of health
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82 THE ART OF

And Hercules grew ftrong. But when you fmooth
The brows of care, indulge your feftive vein

In cups by well-inform’d experience found

The leaft your bane : and only with your friends.
There are fweet follies ; frailties to be feen

By friends alone, and men of generous minds. 480

Oh! feldom may the fated hours return
Of drinking deep ! 1 would not daily tafte,
Except when life declines, even {ober cups.
Weak withering age no rigid law forbids,
With frugal neétar, {mooth and {low with balm,
The faplefs habit daily to bedew, 486
And give the hefitating wheels of life
Gliblier to play. But youth has better joys :
And is it wife when youth with pleafure flows,

To fquander the reliefs of age and pain ! 490

What dextrous thoufands juft within the goal
Of wild debauch diret their nightly courfe !













86 THE ART, &c.

This huge mtundit}rlwc tread grows old ;

And all thofe worlds that roll around the fun, 545
The fun himfelf, fhall die ; and ancient Night
Again involve the defolate abyfs:

"Till the Great Farner thro’ the lifelefs gloom
Extend his arm to light another world,

And bid new planets roll by other laws, 550
For thro’ the regions of unbounded fpace,

Where unconfin’d Omnipotence has room,

Being, in various {y{tems, flutuates {till

Between creation and abhorr’'d decay :

It ever did ; perhaps and ever will. 555
New worlds are {till emerging from the deep ;

The old defcending, in their turns to rife.

END OF THE SECOND BOOK.
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9o THE ART OF

I tame my youth to philofophic cares,

And grow ftill paler by the midnight lamps. 10
Not to debilitate with timorous rules

A hardy frame ; nor needlefsly to brave

Inglorious dangers, proud of mortal {trength,

Is all the leflon that in wholefome years 14
Concerns the ftrong. His care were ill beftow’d
Who would with warm effeminacy nurfe

The thriving oak which on the mountain’s brow

Bears all the blafts that {weep the wint’ry heaven,

Behold the labourer of the glebe, who toils
In duft, in rain, in cold and fultry fkies ; 20
Save but the grain from mildews and the flood,
Nought anxious he what fickly ftars afcend.
He knows no laws by Efculapius given ;
He ftudies none. Yet him nor midnight fogs
Infeft, nor thofe envenom’d fhafts that fly 25
When rabid Sirius fires th’ autumnal noon,

His habit pure with plain and temperate meals,
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94 THE ART OF

Oft, with thy blooming fons, when life was new,
Sportive and petulant, and charm’d with toys,
In thy tranfparent eddies have I lav'd:

Oft trac’d with patient fteps thy fairy banks, go
W ith the well-imitated fly to hook

The eager trout, and with the {lender line

And yielding rod folicit to the thore

The ftruggling panting prey ; while vernal clouds
And tepid gales obfcur’d the ruffled pool, 95
And from the deeps call’d forth the wanton fwarms

Form’d on the Samian fchool, or thole of Ind,
There are who think thefe paftimes {carce humane.

Yet in my mind (and not relentlefs I)

His life is pure that wears no fouler ftains. 104
But if thro’ genuine tendernefs of heart,

Or fecret want of reii-ﬂ1 for the game,

You fhun the glories of the chafe, nor care

To haunt the peopled ftream ; the garden yields

A foft amufement, an humane delight. 10
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.But fome one part is weaker than the reft :
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The gun’s unerring thunder : and there are 165
Whom ftill the + meed of the green archer charms.
He choofes beft, wholfe labour entertains

His vacant fancy moft : the toil you hate

Fatigues you {oon, and fcarce improves your limbs,
/

As beauty {till has blemifh, and the mind 170
The moft accomplifh’d its imperfet fide,
Few bodies are there of that happy mould

The legs, perhaps, or arms refufe their load,
Or the cheft labours. Thefe afliduoufly, 115
But gently, in their proper arts employ’d,
Acquire a vigour and fpringy aétivity

To which they were not born. . But weaker parts

Abhor fatigue and violent difcipline.

Begin with gentle toils; and as your nerves 18

Grow firm, to hardier by juft fteps afpire.

+ This word is tuch ufed by fome of the old Englifh poet
and fignifies Rexvard or Prize,
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100 THE ART OF

Afthma and feller * Peripneumony,

Or the flow minings of the hettic fire.

Th? athletic fool, to whom what Heaven deny’d
Of foul is well compenfated in limbs,
Oft from his rage, or brainlefs frolic, feels 205
His vegetation and brute force decay.
The men of better clay and finer mould
Know nature, feel the human dignity ;
And {corn to vie with oxen or with apes.
Purfu’d prolixly, even the gentleft toil 210
Is wafte of health : repofe by fmall fatigue

Is earn’d ; and (where your habit is not prone

To thaw) by the firlt moifture of the brows.
The fine and fubtle fpirits coft too much

To be profus’d, too much the rofcid balm, 21

But when the hard varieties of life

You toil to learn, or try the dufty chafe,

Or the warm deeds of fome important day :

* The inflammation of the lungs,







102 THE ART OF

The roughening deep expeéts the ftorm, as fure

As red Orion mounts the fhrouded heaven. 240

In ancient times, when Rome with Athens vied
For polifh'd luxury and ufeful arts ;
All hot and recking from th’ Olympic f{trife,
And warm Paleftra, in the tepid bath
Th’ athletic youth relax’d their weary limbs. 245
Soft oils bedew’d them, with the grateful pow’rs
Of Nard and Caflia fraught, to footh and heal
The cherifh’d nerves. Our lefs voluptuous clime
Not much invites us to fuch arts as thefe.
*Tis not for thofe, whom gelid fkies embrace, 250
And chilling fogs; whole perfpiration fecls
Such frequent bars from Eurus and the North ;
*Tis not for thole to cultivate a kin
Too foft ; or teach the recremental fume
Too faft to crowd thro’ fuch precarious ways. 25
For thro’ the fmall arterial mouths that pierce

In endlefs millions the clofe-woven {kin,







104 THE ART OF

Which breathe thro® ftraiter and more callous pores,
The temper’d Scythian hence, half-naked treads

His boundlefs {nows, nor rues th’ inclement heaven
And hence our painted anceftors defied 281

The Eaft : nor curs’d, like us, their fickle {ky.

~ The body, moulded by the clime, endures
Th’ Equator heats or Hyperborean froft :
Except by habits foreign to its turn, 285
Unwife you counterat its forming pow’r.
Rude at the firft, the Winter thocks you lefs
By long acquaintance : ftudy then your fky,
Form to its manners your obfequious frame,
And learn to fuffer what you cannot fhun, 200
Againit the rigors of a damp cold heav’n
To fortify their bodies, fome frequent
The gelid ciftern ; and, where nought forbids,
I praife their dauntlefs heart ; a frame fo fteel’d
Dreads not the cough, nor thofe ungenial blafts 205

That breathe the tertian or fell rheumatifm .
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Untwift their ftubborn pores ; that full and free

Th’ evaporation thro’ the foften’d fkin

——— ————

May bear proportion to the {welling blood.

So may they ’fcape the fever’s rapid flames ;

So feel untainted the hot breath of hell, 320
:l With us, the man of no complaint demands

The warm ablution juft enough to clear

The fluices of the fkin, enough to keep

The body facred from indecent foil.

Still to be pure, ev’'n did it not conduce 325
(As much it does) to health, were greatly worth
Your daily pains, ’Tis this adorns the rich ;

The want of this is poverty’s worft woe;

With this external virtue age maintains

A decent grace ; without it youth and charms 330
Are loathfome, This the venal Graces know ;

So doubtlefs do your wives : for married fires,

As well as lovers, {till pretend to tafte ;

Nor is it lefs (all prudent wives can tell)

To lole a hufband’s than a lover’s heart. 335




PRESERVING HEALTH. 107

But now the hours and feafons when to toil
From foreign themes recall my wandering fong,
Some labour fafting, or but {lightly fed
To lull the grinding {tomach’s hungry rage.

Where nature feeds too corpulent a frame 340
*T'is wilely done : for while the thirfty veins,
Impatient of lean penury, devour

The treafur’d oil, then is the happieft time

To thake the lazy balfam from its cells.

Now while the {tomach from the full repaft 345
Subfides, but ere returning hunger gnaws,

Ye leaner habits, give an hour to toil :

And ye whom no luxuriancy of growth

Opprefles yet, or threatens to opprefs.

But from the recent meal no labours pleafe, 350
Of limbs or mind, For now the cordial powers
Claim all the wandering {pirits to a work

Of ftrong and fubtle toil, and great event :

A work of time: and you may rue the day

You hurried, with untimely exercile, 355
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A half-concoéted chyle into the blood.

The body overcharged with unétuous phlegm
Much toil demands : the lean elaftic lefs.

While Winter chills the blood and binds the veins,
No labours are too hard : by thofe you *fcape 360
The {low difeafes of the torpid year ;

Endlefs to name ; to one of which alone,

To that which tears the nerves, the toil of {laves

Is pleafure : oh! from fuch inhuman pains

May all be free who merit not the wheel ! 365
But from the burning lion when the fun

Pours down his {ultry wrath ; now while the blood
Too much already maddens in the veins,

And all the finer fluids thro’ the fkin

Explore their flight ; me, near the cool cafcade 370
Reclin'd, or faunt’ring in the lofty grove,

No needlefs flight occafion fhould engage

To pant and fiveat beneath the fiery noon.

Now the frefh morn alone and mellow eve

To fhady walks and attive rural fports 375
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And waken cheerful as the lively morn ; 295
Opprefs not nature finking down to reft

With feafts too late, too folid, or too full :

But be the firft concoétion half-matur’d

Ere you to mighty indolence refign

Your paflive faculties. He from the toils 400
And troubles of the day to heavier toil

Retires, whom trembling from the tower that rocks
Amid the clouds, or Calpe’s hideous height,

The bufy deemons hurl ; or in the main

O’erwhelm ; or bury ftruggling under ground. 405
Not all a monarch’s luxury the woes

Can counterpoife of that moft wretched man,
Whofe nights are thaken with the frantic fits

Of wild Oreftes ; whole delirious brain, 409
Stung by the furies, works with poifon’d thought :
While pale and monftrous painting {hocks the foul ;
And mangled confcioufnefs bemoans itfelf

For ever torn ; and chaos floating round.

What dreams prefage, what dangers thefe or thofe
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The grand difcharge, th’ effufion of the fkin,
Slowly impair’d, the Ianguid maladies 435
Creep on, and thro’ the fick’ning funétions {teal.
As, when the chilling Eaft invades the Spring,

The delicate Narciflus pines away

In heftic languor ; and a {low difeale

Taints all the family of flowers, condemn’d 440
To cruel heav'ns. But why, already prone

To fade, fhould beauty cherifh its own bane ?

O fhame! O pity ! nipt with pale quadrille,

And midnight cares, the bloom of Albion dies !

By toil fubdu’d, the warrior and the hind 445

Sleep faft and deep : their a&tive funfions foon
With generous {treams the fubtle tubes fupply
And foon the tonic irritable nerves

Feel the frefh impulfe and awake the foul.

The fons of indolence with long repofe, 450
Grow torpid; and with floweft Lethe drunk,

Feebly and lingringly return to life,
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The growing peft, whole infancy was weak
And ealy vanquifh’d, with triumphant {way
O’erpow’rs your life. For want of timely care, 515

Maillions have died of medicable wounds.

Ah! in what perils is vain life engag’d !
What {light neglefts, what trivial faults deftroy
The hardieft frame! of indolence, of toil,
We die; of want, of fuperfluity : 520
The all-furrounding heaven, the vital air,
Is big with death. And, tho’ the putrid South
Be fhut ; tho’ no convulfive agony
Shake, from the deep foundations of the world,
Th’ imprifon’d plagues; a fecret venom oft 525
Corrupts the air, the water, and the land.
What livid deaths has fad Byzantium feen !
How oft has Cairo, with a mother’s woe,
Wept o’er her {laughter’d fons and lonely ftreets!
Even Albion, girt with lefs malignant fkies, 530
Albion the poifon of the gods has drank,

And felt the fting of monfters all her own.
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Rous’d by the flames that fir'd her feats around, 590
Th’ infeéted country rufh’d into the town,

Some, fad at home, and in the defert fome,

Abjur’d the fatal commerce of mankind ;3

In vain: where’er they fled, the Fates purfu’d.
Others, with hopes more {pecious, crofs’d the main,
To feek protettion in far diftant {kies ; 596
But none they found. It feem’d the general air,
From pole to pole, from Atlas to the Eaft,

Was then at enmity with Englifh blood.

For, but the race of England, all were fafe

In foreign climes ; nor did this Fury tafte 6oo
The foreign blood which England then contain’d.
Where fhould they fly ? The circumambient heaven

Involv’d them f{lill ; and every breeze was bane.

Where find relief ? The falutary art

Was mute ; and, ftartled at the new difeafe, 6oj
In fearful whifpers hopelefs omens gave.
To Heaven with fupp_liant rites they fent their pray’

Heav'n heard them not. Of every hope depriv’d ;
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128 THE ART OF

And fpoil the lab'ring funétions of their fhare.
Hence the lean gloom that Melancholy wears ;
The Lover’s palenefs ; and the fallow hue

Of Envy, Jealoufy ; the meagre ftare
Of fore Revenge : the canker’d body hence 50

Betrays each fretful motion of the mind.

The ftrong-built pedant ; who both night and day
Feeds on the coarfeft fare the {chools beftow,
And crudely fattens at grofs Burman’s ftall ;
O’erwhelm’d with phlegm lies in a droply drown’d,
Or finks in lethargy before his time. 56
With ufeful ftudies you, and arts that pleafe,
Employ your mind, amufe but not fatigue,
Peace to each drowly metaphyfic fage !
And ever may all heavy f{yftems reft! 6o
Yet fome there are, even of elaftic parts,
Whom {trong and obftinate ambition leads
Thro’ all the rugged roads of barren lore,

And gives to relifh what their generous tafte
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Your veins exhaufted, and your nerves unftrung,.
Spoil’d of its balm and {prightly zeft, the blood
Grows vapid phlegm ; along the tender nerves

(To each flight impulfe tremblingly awake)

A fubtle fiend that mimics all the plagues, 400
Rapid and reftlefs {prings from part to part.

The blooming honours of your youth are fallen ;
Your vigour pines ; your vital powers decay ;
Difeales haunt you ; and untimely age

Creeps on ; unfocial, impotent, and lewd., 405
Infatuate, impious, epicure! to wafle

The {tores of pleafure, cheerfulnefs, and health!
Infatuate all who make delight their trade,

And coy perdition every hour purfue,

Who pines with love, or in lafcivious flames

Confumes, is with his own confent undone ;

He chooles to be wretched, to be mad ;
And warn’d, proceeds, and wilful to his fate,

But there’s a paflion, whole tempeftuous fway
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Such fates attend the rafh alarm of fear, 435
And fudden grief, and rage, and fudden joy.

There are, meantime, to whom the boift’rous fit
Is health, and only fills the fails of life.
For where the mind a torpid winter leads,
Wrapt in a body corpulent and cold, _ 440 -
And each clogg’d funétion lazily moves on ;
A generous fally {purns th’ incumbent load,
Unlocks the breaft, and gives a cordial glow.
But if your wrathful blood is apt to boil,
Or are your nerves too irritably ftrung, 445
Wave all difpute; be cautious, if you joke ;
Keep Lent for ever, and forfivear the bowl.
For one rath moment fends you to the fhades,
Or fhatters ev'ry hopeful {cheme of life,
And gives to horror all your days to come. 450
Fate, arm’d with thunder, fire, and ev’ry plague,

That ruins, tortures, or diftraéts mankind,

And makes the happy wretched in an hour,
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Where reafon proves too weak, or void of wiles
To cope with {ubtle or impetuous powers,

I would invoke new paflions to your aid: 475
With indignation would extinguifh fear,

With fear or generous pity vanquifh rage,

And love with pride ; and force to force oppofe.

There is a charm, a power, that {ways the breaft ;
Bids every paflion revel or be ftill ; 480
Infpires with rage, or all your cares diffolves ; I
Can footh diftradtion, and almoft defpair.

That power is mufic: far beyond the ftretch

Of thofe unmeaning warblcﬁ on our ftage ;

Thofe clumfy heroes, thofe fat-headed gods, 485
Who move no paflion juftly but contempt :

Who, like our dancers- (light indeed and ftrong !)

Do wond’rous feats, but never heard of grace,
The fault is ours ; we bear thofe monftrous arts ;
Good Heaven! we praile them : we, with loudeft peals,

Applaud the fook that higheft lifts his heels ; 491
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